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The Novels
 


 

William Morris was born on 24 March, 1834, at Elm House, Walthamstow. Walthamstow in those days was a village above the Lea Valley, on the edge of Epping forest, close to London.






  

A DREAM OF JOHN BALL
 


 

Originally serialised in The Commonweal from November 1886 to January 1887, this novel was first published in book form in 1888. It concerns the peasants’ revolt of 1381. The novel presents the real historical figure of John Ball, a rebel priest, as an early follower of the socialist principles that were hotly debated in the late nineteenth century, and to which Morris was deeply committed. Ball is famous for posing the question: “When Adam delved and Eve span, who was then the gentleman?”

As with Morris’ more famous News from Nowhere, the book employs an encounter across time as a device for political commentary. In this case, a time traveller, in a dream, tells Ball of the demise of feudalism and the rise of the Industrial Revolution – yet Ball realises that the nineteenth-century’s dreams of a more egalitarian society have not yet been fulfilled. Although denouncing feudalism, the novel is in keeping with Morris’ (and the nineteenth century’s) depiction of mediaeval England as a golden age in which peasants could work for themselves in peace and contentment, enjoying protection from guilds – a contrast to the division of labour and consequent mechanisation of the workforce characteristic of industrial societies.
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CHAPTER I
 

THE MEN OF KENT
 

Sometimes I am rewarded for fretting myself so much about present matters by a quite unasked-for pleasant dream. I mean when I am asleep. This dream is as it were a present of an architectural peep-show. I see some beautiful and noble building new made, as it were for the occasion, as clearly as if I were awake; not vaguely or absurdly, as often happens in dreams, but with all the detail clear and reasonable. Some Elizabethan house with its scrap of earlier fourteenth-century building, and its later degradations of Queen Anne and Silly Billy and Victoria, marring but not destroying it, in an old village once a clearing amid the sandy woodlands of Sussex. Or an old and unusually curious church, much churchwardened, and beside it a fragment of fifteenth-century domestic architecture amongst the not unpicturesque lath and plaster of an Essex farm, and looking natural enough among the sleepy elms and the meditative hens scratching about in the litter of the farmyard, whose trodden yellow straw comes up to the very jambs of the richly carved Norman doorway of the church. Or sometimes ’tis a splendid collegiate church, untouched by restoring parson and architect, standing amid an island of shapely trees and flower-beset cottages of thatched grey stone and cob, amidst the narrow stretch of bright green water-meadows that wind between the sweeping Wiltshire downs, so well beloved of William Cobbett. Or some new-seen and yet familiar cluster of houses in a grey village of the upper Thames overtopped by the delicate tracery of a fourteenth-century church; or even sometimes the very buildings of the past untouched by the degradation of the sordid utilitarianism that cares not and knows not of beauty and history: as once, when I was journeying (in a dream of the night) down the well-remembered reaches of the Thames betwixt Streatley and Wallingford, where the foothills of the White Horse fall back from the broad stream, I came upon a clear-seen mediaeval town standing up with roof and tower and spire within its walls, grey and ancient, but untouched from the days of its builders of old. All this I have seen in the dreams of the night clearer than I can force myself to see them in dreams of the day. So that it would have been nothing new to me the other night to fall into an architectural dream if that were all, and yet I have to tell of things strange and new that befell me after I had fallen asleep. I had begun my sojourn in the Land of Nod by a very confused attempt to conclude that it was all right for me to have an engagement to lecture at Manchester and Mitcham Fair Green at half-past eleven at night on one and the same Sunday, and that I could manage pretty well. And then I had gone on to try to make the best of addressing a large open-air audience in the costume I was really then wearing — to wit, my night-shirt, reinforced for the dream occasion by a pair of braceless trousers. The consciousness of this fact so bothered me, that the earnest faces of my audience — who would NOT notice it, but were clearly preparing terrible anti-Socialist posers for me — began to fade away and my dream grew thin, and I awoke (as I thought) to find myself lying on a strip of wayside waste by an oak copse just outside a country village.

I got up and rubbed my eyes and looked about me, and the landscape seemed unfamiliar to me, though it was, as to the lie of the land, an ordinary English low-country, swelling into rising ground here and there. The road was narrow, and I was convinced that it was a piece of Roman road from its straightness. Copses were scattered over the country, and there were signs of two or three villages and hamlets in sight besides the one near me, between which and me there was some orchard-land, where the early apples were beginning to redden on the trees. Also, just on the other side of the road and the ditch which ran along it, was a small close of about a quarter of an acre, neatly hedged with quick, which was nearly full of white poppies, and, as far as I could see for the hedge, had also a good few rose-bushes of the bright-red nearly single kind, which I had heard are the ones from which rose-water used to be distilled. Otherwise the land was quite unhedged, but all under tillage of various kinds, mostly in small strips. From the other side of a copse not far off rose a tall spire white and brand-new, but at once bold in outline and unaffectedly graceful and also distinctly English in character. This, together with the unhedged tillage and a certain unwonted trimness and handiness about the enclosures of the garden and orchards, puzzled me for a minute or two, as I did not understand, new as the spire was, how it could have been designed by a modern architect; and I was of course used to the hedged tillage and tumbledown bankrupt-looking surroundings of our modern agriculture. So that the garden-like neatness and trimness of everything surprised me. But after a minute or two that surprise left me entirely; and if what I saw and heard afterwards seems strange to you, remember that it did not seem strange to me at the time, except where now and again I shall tell you of it. Also, once for all, if I were to give you the very words of those who spoke to me you would scarcely understand them, although their language was English too, and at the time I could understand them at once.

Well, as I stretched myself and turned my face toward the village, I heard horse-hoofs on the road, and presently a man and horse showed on the other end of the stretch of road and drew near at a swinging trot with plenty of clash of metal. The man soon came up to me, but paid me no more heed than throwing me a nod. He was clad in armour of mingled steel and leather, a sword girt to his side, and over his shoulder a long-handled bill-hook.

His armour was fantastic in form and well wrought; but by this time I was quite used to the strangeness of him, and merely muttered to myself, “He is coming to summon the squire to the leet;” so I turned toward the village in good earnest. Nor, again, was I surprised at my own garments, although I might well have been from their unwontedness. I was dressed in a black cloth gown reaching to my ankles, neatly embroidered about the collar and cuffs, with wide sleeves gathered in at the wrists; a hood with a sort of bag hanging down from it was on my head, a broad red leather girdle round my waist, on one side of which hung a pouch embroidered very prettily and a case made of hard leather chased with a hunting scene, which I knew to be a pen and ink case; on the other side a small sheath-knife, only an arm in case of dire necessity.

Well, I came into the village, where I did not see (nor by this time expected to see) a single modern building, although many of them were nearly new, notably the church, which was large, and quite ravished my heart with its extreme beauty, elegance, and fitness. The chancel of this was so new that the dust of the stone still lay white on the midsummer grass beneath the carvings of the windows. The houses were almost all built of oak frame-work filled with cob or plaster well whitewashed; though some had their lower stories of rubble-stone, with their windows and doors of well-moulded freestone. There was much curious and inventive carving about most of them; and though some were old and much worn, there was the same look of deftness and trimness, and even beauty, about every detail in them which I noticed before in the field-work. They were all roofed with oak shingles, mostly grown as grey as stone; but one was so newly built that its roof was yet pale and yellow. This was a corner house, and the corner post of it had a carved niche wherein stood a gaily painted figure holding an anchor — St. Clement to wit, as the dweller in the house was a blacksmith. Half a stone’s throw from the east end of the churchyard wall was a tall cross of stone, new like the church, the head beautifully carved with a crucifix amidst leafage. It stood on a set of wide stone steps, octagonal in shape, where three roads from other villages met and formed a wide open space on which a thousand people or more could stand together with no great crowding.

All this I saw, and also that there was a goodish many people about, women and children, and a few old men at the doors, many of them somewhat gaily clad, and that men were coming into the village street by the other end to that by which I had entered, by twos and threes, most of them carrying what I could see were bows in cases of linen yellow with wax or oil; they had quivers at their backs, and most of them a short sword by their left side, and a pouch and knife on the right; they were mostly dressed in red or brightish green or blue cloth jerkins, with a hood on the head generally of another colour. As they came nearer I saw that the cloth of their garments was somewhat coarse, but stout and serviceable. I knew, somehow, that they had been shooting at the butts, and, indeed, I could still hear a noise of men thereabout, and even now and again when the wind set from that quarter the twang of the bowstring and the plump of the shaft in the target.

I leaned against the churchyard wall and watched these men, some of whom went straight into their houses and some loitered about still; they were rough-looking fellows, tall and stout, very black some of them, and some red-haired, but most had hair burnt by the sun into the colour of tow; and, indeed, they were all burned and tanned and freckled variously. Their arms and buckles and belts and the finishings and hems of their garments were all what we should now call beautiful, rough as the men were; nor in their speech was any of that drawling snarl or thick vulgarity which one is used to hear from labourers in civilisation; not that they talked like gentlemen either, but full and round and bold, and they were merry and good-tempered enough; I could see that, though I felt shy and timid amongst them.

One of them strode up to me across the road, a man some six feet high, with a short black beard and black eyes and berry-brown skin, with a huge bow in his hand bare of the case, a knife, a pouch, and a short hatchet, all clattering together at his girdle.

“Well, friend,” said he, “thou lookest partly mazed; what tongue hast thou in thine head?”

“A tongue that can tell rhymes,” said I.

“So I thought,” said he. “Thirstest thou any?”

“Yea, and hunger,” said I.

And therewith my hand went into my purse, and came out again with but a few small and thin silver coins with a cross stamped on each, and three pellets in each corner of the cross. The man grinned.

“Aha!” said he, “is it so? Never heed it, mate. It shall be a song for a supper this fair Sunday evening. But first, whose man art thou?”

“No one’s man,” said I, reddening angrily; “I am my own master.”

He grinned again.

“Nay, that’s not the custom of England, as one time belike it will be. Methinks thou comest from heaven down, and hast had a high place there too.”

He seemed to hesitate a moment, and then leant forward and whispered in my ear: “John the Miller, that ground small, small, small,” and stopped and winked at me, and from between my lips without my mind forming any meaning came the words, “The king’s son of heaven shall pay for all.”

He let his bow fall on to his shoulder, caught my right hand in his and gave it a great grip, while his left hand fell among the gear at his belt, and I could see that he half drew his knife.

“Well, brother,” said he, “stand not here hungry in the highway when there is flesh and bread in the Rose yonder. Come on.”

And with that he drew me along toward what was clearly a tavern door, outside which men were sitting on a couple of benches and drinking meditatively from curiously shaped earthen pots glazed green and yellow, some with quaint devices on them.






  








CHAPTER II
 

THE MAN FROM ESSEX
 

I entered the door and started at first with my old astonishment, with which I had woke up, so strange and beautiful did this interior seem to me, though it was but a pothouse parlour. A quaintly-carved side board held an array of bright pewter pots and dishes and wooden and earthen bowls; a stout oak table went up and down the room, and a carved oak chair stood by the chimney-corner, now filled by a very old man dim-eyed and white-bearded. That, except the rough stools and benches on which the company sat, was all the furniture. The walls were panelled roughly enough with oak boards to about six feet from the floor, and about three feet of plaster above that was wrought in a pattern of a rose stem running all round the room, freely and roughly done, but with (as it seemed to my unused eyes) wonderful skill and spirit. On the hood of the great chimney a huge rose was wrought in the plaster and brightly painted in its proper colours. There were a dozen or more of the men I had seen coming along the street sitting there, some eating and all drinking; their cased bows leaned against the wall, their quivers hung on pegs in the panelling, and in a corner of the room I saw half-a-dozen bill-hooks that looked made more for war than for hedge-shearing, with ashen handles some seven foot long. Three or four children were running about among the legs of the men, heeding them mighty little in their bold play, and the men seemed little troubled by it, although they were talking earnestly and seriously too. A well-made comely girl leaned up against the chimney close to the gaffer’s chair, and seemed to be in waiting on the company: she was clad in a close-fitting gown of bright blue cloth, with a broad silver girdle daintily wrought, round her loins, a rose wreath was on her head and her hair hung down unbound; the gaffer grumbled a few words to her from time to time, so that I judged he was her grandfather.

The men all looked up as we came into the room, my mate leading me by the hand, and he called out in his rough, good-tempered voice, “Here, my masters, I bring you tidings and a tale; give it meat and drink that it may be strong and sweet.”

“Whence are thy tidings, Will Green?” said one.

My mate grinned again with the pleasure of making his joke once more in a bigger company: “It seemeth from heaven, since this good old lad hath no master,” said he.

“The more fool he to come here,” said a thin man with a grizzled beard, amidst the laughter that followed, “unless he had the choice given him between hell and England.”

“Nay,” said I, “I come not from heaven, but from Essex.”

As I said the word a great shout sprang from all mouths at once, as clear and sudden as a shot from a gun. For I must tell you that I knew somehow, but I know not how, that the men of Essex were gathering to rise against the poll-groat bailiffs and the lords that would turn them all into villeins again, as their grandfathers had been. And the people was weak and the lords were poor; for many a mother’s son had fallen in the war in France in the old king’s time, and the Black Death had slain a many; so that the lords had bethought them: “We are growing poorer, and these upland-bred villeins are growing richer, and the guilds of craft are waxing in the towns, and soon what will there be left for us who cannot weave and will not dig? Good it were if we fell on all who are not guildsmen or men of free land, if we fell on soccage tenants and others, and brought both the law and the strong hand on them, and made them all villeins in deed as they are now in name; for now these rascals make more than their bellies need of bread, and their backs of homespun, and the overplus they keep to themselves; and we are more worthy of it than they. So let us get the collar on their necks again, and make their day’s work longer and their bever-time shorter, as the good statute of the old king bade. And good it were if the Holy Church were to look to it (and the Lollards might help herein) that all these naughty and wearisome holidays were done away with; or that it should be unlawful for any man below the degree of a squire to keep the holy days of the church, except in the heart and the spirit only, and let the body labour meanwhile; for does not the Apostle say, ‘If a man work not, neither should he eat’? And if such things were done, and such an estate of noble rich men and worthy poor men upholden for ever, then would it be good times in England, and life were worth the living.”

All this were the lords at work on, and such talk I knew was common not only among the lords themselves, but also among their sergeants and very serving-men. But the people would not abide it; therefore, as I said, in Essex they were on the point of rising, and word had gone how that at St. Albans they were wellnigh at blows with the Lord Abbot’s soldiers; that north away at Norwich John Litster was wiping the woad from his arms, as who would have to stain them red again, but not with grain or madder; and that the valiant tiler of Dartford had smitten a poll-groat bailiff to death with his lath-rending axe for mishandling a young maid, his daughter; and that the men of Kent were on the move.

Now, knowing all this I was not astonished that they shouted at the thought of their fellows the men of Essex, but rather that they said little more about it; only Will Green saying quietly, “Well, the tidings shall be told when our fellowship is greater; fall-to now on the meat, brother, that we may the sooner have thy tale.” As he spoke the blue-clad damsel bestirred herself and brought me a clean trencher — that is, a square piece of thin oak board scraped clean — and a pewter pot of liquor. So without more ado, and as one used to it, I drew my knife out of my girdle and cut myself what I would of the flesh and bread on the table. But Will Green mocked at me as I cut, and said, “Certes, brother, thou hast not been a lord’s carver, though but for thy word thou mightest have been his reader. Hast thou seen Oxford, scholar?”

A vision of grey-roofed houses and a long winding street and the sound of many bells came over me at that word as I nodded “Yes” to him, my mouth full of salt pork and rye-bread; and then I lifted my pot and we made the clattering mugs kiss and I drank, and the fire of the good Kentish mead ran through my veins and deepened my dream of things past, present, and to come, as I said: “Now hearken a tale, since ye will have it so. For last autumn I was in Suffolk at the good town of Dunwich, and thither came the keels from Iceland, and on them were some men of Iceland, and many a tale they had on their tongues; and with these men I foregathered, for I am in sooth a gatherer of tales, and this that is now at my tongue’s end is one of them.”

So such a tale I told them, long familiar to me; but as I told it the words seemed to quicken and grow, so that I knew not the sound of my own voice, and they ran almost into rhyme and measure as I told it; and when I had done there was silence awhile, till one man spake, but not loudly:

“Yea, in that land was the summer short and the winter long; but men lived both summer and winter; and if the trees grew ill and the corn throve not, yet did the plant called man thrive and do well. God send us such men even here.”

“Nay,” said another, “such men have been and will be, and belike are not far from this same door even now.”

“Yea,” said a third, “hearken a stave of Robin Hood; maybe that shall hasten the coming of one I wot of.” And he fell to singing in a clear voice, for he was a young man, and to a sweet wild melody, one of those ballads which in an incomplete and degraded form you have read perhaps. My heart rose high as I heard him, for it was concerning the struggle against tyranny for the freedom of life, how that the wildwood and the heath, despite of wind and weather, were better for a free man than the court and the cheaping-town; of the taking from the rich to give to the poor; of the life of a man doing his own will and not the will of another man commanding him for the commandment’s sake. The men all listened eagerly, and at whiles took up as a refrain a couplet at the end of a stanza with their strong and rough, but not unmusical voices. As they sang, a picture of the wild-woods passed by me, as they were indeed, no park-like dainty glades and lawns, but rough and tangled thicket and bare waste and heath, solemn under the morning sun, and dreary with the rising of the evening wind and the drift of the night-long rain.

When he had done, another began in something of the same strain, but singing more of a song than a story ballad; and thus much I remember of it:

The Sheriff is made a mighty lord,
 Of goodly gold he hath enow,
 And many a sergeant girt with sword;
 But forth will we and bend the bow.
 We shall bend the bow on the lily lea
 Betwixt the thorn and the oaken tree.
 

With stone and lime is the burg wall built,
 And pit and prison are stark and strong,
 And many a true man there is spilt,
 And many a right man doomed by wrong.
 

So forth shall we and bend the bow
 And the king’s writ never the road shall know.
 

Now yeomen walk ye warily,
 And heed ye the houses where ye go,
 For as fair and as fine as they may be,
 Lest behind your heels the door clap to.
 Fare forth with the bow to the lily lea
 Betwixt the thorn and the oaken tree.
 

Now bills and bows I and out a-gate!
 And turn about on the lily lea!
 And though their company be great
 The grey-goose wing shall set us free.
 Now bent is the bow in the green abode
 And the king’s writ knoweth not the road.
 

So over the mead and over the hithe,
 And away to the wild-wood wend we forth;
 There dwell we yeomen bold and blithe
 Where the Sheriff’s word is nought of worth.
 Bent is the bow on the lily lea
 Betwixt the thorn and the oaken tree.
 

But here the song dropped suddenly, and one of the men held up his hand as who would say, Hist! Then through the open window came the sound of another song, gradually swelling as though sung by men on the march. This time the melody was a piece of the plain-song of the church, familiar enough to me to bring back to my mind the great arches of some cathedral in France and the canons singing in the choir.

All leapt up and hurried to take their bows from wall and corner; and some had bucklers withal, circles of leather, boiled and then moulded into shape and hardened: these were some two hand-breadths across, with iron or brass bosses in the centre. Will Green went to the corner where the bills leaned against the wall and handed them round to the first-comers as far as they would go, and out we all went gravely and quietly into the village street and the fair sunlight of the calm afternoon, now beginning to turn towards evening. None had said anything since we first heard the new-come singing, save that as we went out of the door the ballad-singer clapped me on the shoulder and said: “Was it not sooth that I said, brother, that Robin Hood should bring us John Ball?”






  








CHAPTER III
 

THEY MEET AT THE CROSS
 

The street was pretty full of men by then we were out in it, and all faces turned toward the cross. The song still grew nearer and louder, and even as we looked we saw it turning the corner through the hedges of the orchards and closes, a good clump of men, more armed, as it would seem, than our villagers, as the low sun flashed back from many points of bright iron and steel. The words of the song could now be heard, and amidst them I could pick out Will Green’s late challenge to me and my answer; but as I was bending all my mind to disentangle more words from the music, suddenly from the new white tower behind us clashed out the church bells, harsh and hurried at first, but presently falling into measured chime; and at the first sound of them a great shout went up from us and was echoed by the new-comers, “John Ball hath rung our bell!” Then we pressed on, and presently we were all mingled together at the cross.

Will Green had good-naturedly thrust and pulled me forward, so that I found myself standing on the lowest step of the cross, his seventy-two inches of man on one side of me. He chuckled while I panted, and said:

“There’s for thee a good hearing and seeing stead, old lad. Thou art tall across thy belly and not otherwise, and thy wind, belike, is none of the best, and but for me thou wouldst have been amidst the thickest of the throng, and have heard words muffled by Kentish bellies and seen little but swinky woollen elbows and greasy plates and jacks. Look no more on the ground, as though thou sawest a hare, but let thine eyes and thine ears be busy to gather tidings to bear back to Essex — or heaven!”

I grinned good-fellowship at him but said nothing, for in truth my eyes and ears were as busy as he would have them to be. A buzz of general talk went up from the throng amidst the regular cadence of the bells, which now seemed far away and as it were that they were not swayed by hands, but were living creatures making that noise of their own wills.

I looked around and saw that the newcomers mingled with us must have been a regular armed band; all had bucklers slung at their backs, few lacked a sword at the side. Some had bows, some “staves” — that is, bills, pole-axes, or pikes. Moreover, unlike our villagers, they had defensive arms. Most had steel-caps on their heads, and some had body armour, generally a “jack,” or coat into which pieces of iron or horn were quilted; some had also steel or steel-and-leather arm or thigh pieces. There were a few mounted men among them, their horses being big-boned hammer-headed beasts, that looked as if they had been taken from plough or waggon, but their riders were well armed with steel armour on their heads, legs, and arms. Amongst the horsemen I noted the man that had ridden past me when I first awoke; but he seemed to be a prisoner, as he had a woollen hood on his head instead of his helmet, and carried neither bill, sword, nor dagger. He seemed by no means ill-at-ease, however, but was laughing and talking with the men who stood near him.

Above the heads of the crowd, and now slowly working towards the cross, was a banner on a high-raised cross-pole, a picture of a man and woman half-clad in skins of beasts seen against a background of green trees, the man holding a spade and the woman a distaff and spindle rudely done enough, but yet with a certain spirit and much meaning; and underneath this symbol of the early world and man’s first contest with nature were the written words:

When Adam delved and Eve span
 Who was then the gentleman?
 

 

The banner came on and through the crowd, which at last opened where we stood for its passage, and the banner-bearer turned and faced the throng and stood on the first step of the cross beside me.

A man followed him, clad in a long dark-brown gown of coarse woollen, girt with a cord, to which hung a “pair of beads” (or rosary, as we should call it to-day) and a book in a bag. The man was tall and big-boned, a ring of dark hair surrounded his priest’s tonsure; his nose was big but clear cut and with wide nostrils; his shaven face showed a longish upper lip and a big but blunt chin; his mouth was big and the lips closed firmly; a face not very noteworthy but for his grey eyes well opened and wide apart, at whiles lighting up his whole face with a kindly smile, at whiles set and stern, at whiles resting in that look as if they were gazing at something a long way off, which is the wont of the eyes of the poet or enthusiast.

He went slowly up the steps of the cross and stood at the top with one hand laid on the shaft, and shout upon shout broke forth from the throng. When the shouting died away into a silence of the human voices, the bells were still quietly chiming with that far-away voice of theirs, and the long-winged dusky swifts, by no means scared by the concourse, swung round about the cross with their wild squeals; and the man stood still for a little, eyeing the throng, or rather looking first at one and then another man in it, as though he were trying to think what such an one was thinking of, or what he were fit for. Sometimes he caught the eye of one or other, and then that kindly smile spread over his face, but faded off it into the sternness and sadness of a man who has heavy and great thoughts hanging about him. But when John Ball first mounted the steps of the cross a lad at some one’s bidding had run off to stop the ringers, and so presently the voice of the bells fell dead, leaving on men’s minds that sense of blankness or even disappointment which is always caused by the sudden stopping of a sound one has got used to and found pleasant. But a great expectation had fallen by now on all that throng, and no word was spoken even in a whisper, and all men’s hearts and eyes were fixed upon the dark figure standing straight up now by the tall white shaft of the cross, his hands stretched out before him, one palm laid upon the other.

And for me, as I made ready to hearken, I felt a joy in my soul that I had never yet felt.






  








CHAPTER IV
 

THE VOICE OF JOHN BALL
 

SO now I heard John Ball; how he lifted up his voice and said:

“Ho, all ye good people! I am a priest of God, and in my day’s work it cometh that I should tell you what ye should do, and what ye should forbear doing, and to that end I am come hither: yet first, if I myself have wronged any man here, let him say wherein my wrongdoing lieth, that I may ask his pardon and his pity.”

A great hum of good-will ran through the crowd as he spoke; then he smiled as in a kind of pride, and again he spoke:

“Wherefore did ye take me out of the archbishop’s prison but three days agone, when ye lighted the archbishop’s house for the candle of Canterbury, but that I might speak to you and pray you: therefore I will not keep silence, whether I have done ill, or whether I have done well. And herein, good fellows and my very brethren, I would have you to follow me; and if there be such here, as I know full well there be some, and may be a good many, who have been robbers of their neighbours (‘And who is my neighbour?’ quoth the rich man), or lechers, or despiteful haters, or talebearers, or fawners on rich men for the hurt of the poor (and that is the worst of all) — Ah, my poor brethren who have gone astray, I say not to you, go home and repent lest you mar our great deeds, but rather come afield and there repent. Many a day have ye been fools, but hearken unto me and I shall make you wise above the wisdom of the earth; and if ye die in your wisdom, as God wot ye well may, since the fields ye wend to bear swords for daisies, and spears for bents, then shall ye be, though men call you dead, a part and parcel of the living wisdom of all things, very stones of the pillars that uphold the joyful earth.

“Forsooth, ye have heard it said that ye shall do well in this world that in the world to come ye may live happily for ever; do ye well then, and have your reward both on earth and in heaven; for I say to you that earth and heaven are not two but one; and this one is that which ye know, and are each one of you a part of, to wit, the Holy Church, and in each one of you dwelleth the life of the Church, unless ye slay it. Forsooth, brethren, will ye murder the Church any one of you, and go forth a wandering man and lonely, even as Cain did who slew his brother? Ah, my brothers, what an evil doom is this, to be an outcast from the Church, to have none to love you and to speak with you, to be without fellowship! Forsooth, brothers, fellowship is heaven, and lack of fellowship is hell: fellowship is life, and lack of fellowship is death: and the deeds that ye do upon the earth, it is for fellowship’s sake that ye do them, and the life that is in it, that shall live on and on for ever, and each one of you part of it, while many a man’s life upon the earth from the earth shall wane.

“Therefore, I bid you not dwell in hell but in heaven, or while ye must, upon earth, which is a part of heaven, and forsooth no foul part.

“Forsooth, he that waketh in hell and feeleth his heart fail him, shall have memory of the merry days of earth, and how that when his heart failed him there, he cried on his fellow, were it his wife or his son or his brother or his gossip or his brother sworn in arms, and how that his fellow heard him and came and they mourned together under the sun, till again they laughed together and were but half sorry between them. This shall he think on in hell, and cry on his fellow to help him, and shall find that therein is no help because there is no fellowship, but every man for himself. Therefore, I tell you that the proud, despiteous rich man, though he knoweth it not, is in hell already, because he hath no fellow; and he that hath so hardy a heart that in sorrow he thinketh of fellowship, his sorrow is soon but a story of sorrow — a little change in the life that knows not ill.”

He left off for a little; and indeed for some time his voice had fallen, but it was so clear and the summer evening so soft and still, and the silence of the folk so complete, that every word told. His eyes fell down to the crowd as he stopped speaking, since for some little while they had been looking far away into the blue distance of summer; and the kind eyes of the man had a curious sight before him in that crowd, for amongst them were many who by this time were not dry-eyed, and some wept outright in spite of their black beards, while all had that look as if they were ashamed of themselves, and did not want others to see how deeply they were moved, after the fashion of their race when they are strongly stirred. I looked at Will Green beside me: his right hand clutched his bow so tight, that the knuckles whitened; he was staring straight before him, and the tears were running out of his eyes and down his big nose as though without his will, for his face was stolid and unmoved all the time till he caught my eye, and then he screwed up the strangest face, of scowling brow, weeping eyes, and smiling mouth, while he dealt me a sounding thump in the ribs with his left elbow, which, though it would have knocked me down but for the crowd, I took as an esquire does the accolade which makes a knight of him.

But while I pondered all these things, and how men fight and lose the battle, and the thing that they fought for comes about in spite of their defeat, and when it comes turns out not to be what they meant, and other men have to fight for what they meant under another name — while I pondered all this, John Ball began to speak again in the same soft and dear voice with which he had left off.

“Good fellows, it was your fellowship and your kindness that took me out of the archbishop’s prison three days agone, though God wot ye had nought to gain by it save outlawry and the gallows; yet lacked I not your fellowship before ye drew near me in the body, and when between me and Canterbury street was yet a strong wall, and the turnkeys and sergeants and bailiffs.

“For hearken, my friends and helpers; many days ago, when April was yet young, I lay there, and the heart that I had strung up to bear all things because of the fellowship of men and the blessed saints and the angels and those that are, and those that are to be, this heart, that I had strung up like a strong bow, fell into feebleness, so that I lay there a-longing for the green fields and the white-thorn bushes and the lark singing over the corn, and the talk of good fellows round the ale-house bench, and the babble of the little children, and the team on the road and the beasts afield, and all the life of earth; and I alone all the while, near my foes and afar from my friends, mocked and flouted and starved with cold and hunger; and so weak was my heart that though I longed for all these things yet I saw them not, nor knew them but as names; and I longed so sore to be gone that I chided myself that I had once done well; and I said to myself:

“Forsooth, hadst thou kept thy tongue between thy teeth thou mightest have been something, if it had been but a parson of a town, and comfortable to many a poor man; and then mightest thou have clad here and there the naked back, and filled the empty belly, and holpen many, and men would have spoken well of thee, and of thyself thou hadst thought well; and all this hast thou lost for lack of a word here and there to some great man, and a little winking of the eyes amidst murder and wrong and unruth; and now thou art nought and helpless, and the hemp for thee is sown and grown and heckled and spun, and lo there, the rope for thy gallows-tree! — all for nought, for nought.

“Forsooth, my friends, thus I thought and sorrowed in my feebleness that I had not been a traitor to the Fellowship of the Church, for e’en so evil was my foolish imagination.

“Yet, forsooth, as I fell a-pondering over all the comfort and help that I might have been and that I might have had, if I had been but a little of a trembling cur to creep and crawl before abbot and bishop and baron and bailiff, came the thought over me of the evil of the world wherewith I, John Ball, the rascal hedge-priest, had fought and striven in the Fellowship of the saints in heaven and poor men upon earth.

“Yea, forsooth, once again I saw as of old, the great treading down the little, and the strong beating down the weak, and cruel men fearing not, and kind men daring not, and wise men caring not; and the saints in heaven forbearing and yet bidding me not to forbear; forsooth, I knew once more that he who doeth well in fellowship, and because of fellowship, shall not fail though he seem to fail to-day, but in days hereafter shall he and his work yet be alive, and men be holpen by them to strive again and yet again; and yet indeed even that was little, since, forsooth, to strive was my pleasure and my life.

“So I became a man once more, and I rose up to my feet and went up and down my prison what I could for my hopples, and into my mouth came words of good cheer, even such as we to-day have sung, and stoutly I sang them, even as we now have sung them; and then did I rest me, and once more thought of those pleasant fields where I would be, and all the life of man and beast about them, and I said to myself that I should see them once more before I died, if but once it were.

“Forsooth, this was strange, that whereas before I longed for them and yet saw them not, now that my longing was slaked my vision was cleared, and I saw them as though the prison walls opened to me and I was out of Canterbury street and amidst the green meadows of April; and therewithal along with me folk that I have known and who are dead, and folk that are living; yea, and all those of the Fellowship on earth and in heaven; yea, and all that are here this day. Overlong were the tale to tell of them, and of the time that is gone.

“So thenceforward I wore through the days with no such faint heart, until one day the prison opened verily and in the daylight, and there were ye, my fellows, in the door — your faces glad, your hearts light with hope, and your hands heavy with wrath; then I saw and understood what was to do. Now, therefore, do ye understand it!”

His voice was changed, and grew louder than loud now, as he cast his hands abroad towards that company with those last words of his; and I could feel that all shame and fear was falling from those men, and that mere fiery manhood was shining through their wonted English shamefast stubbornness, and that they were moved indeed and saw the road before them. Yet no man spoke, rather the silence of the men-folk deepened, as the sun’s rays grew more level and more golden, and the swifts wheeled about shriller and louder than before.

Then again John Ball spoke and said, “In good sooth, I deem ye wot no worse than I do what is to do — and first that somewhat we shall do — since it is for him that is lonely or in prison to dream of fellowship, but for him that is of a fellowship to do and not to dream.

“And next, ye know who is the foeman, and that is the proud man, the oppressor, who scorneth fellowship, and himself is a world to himself and needeth no helper nor helpeth any, but, heeding no law, layeth law on other men because he is rich; and surely every one that is rich is such an one, nor may be other.

“Forsooth, in the belly of every rich man dwelleth a devil of hell, and when the man would give his goods to the poor, the devil within him gainsayeth it, and saith, ‘Wilt thou then be of the poor, and suffer cold and hunger and mocking as they suffer, then give thou thy goods to them, and keep them not.’ And when he would be compassionate, again saith the devil to him, ‘If thou heed these losels and turn on them a face like to their faces, and deem of them as men, then shall they scorn thee, and evil shall come of it, and even one day they shall fall on thee to slay thee when they have learned that thou art but as they be.’

“Ah, woe worth the while! too oft he sayeth sooth, as the wont of the devil is, that lies may be born of the barren truth; and sooth it is that the poor deemeth the rich to be other than he, and meet to be his master, as though, forsooth, the poor were come of Adam, and the rich of him that made Adam, that is God; and thus the poor man oppresseth the poor man, because he feareth the oppressor. Nought such are ye, my brethren; or else why are ye gathered here in harness to bid all bear witness of you that ye are the sons of one man and one mother, begotten of the earth?”

As he said the words there came a stir among the weapons of the throng, and they pressed closer round the cross, yet with held the shout as yet which seemed gathering in their bosoms.

And again he said:

“Forsooth, too many rich men there are in this realm; and yet if there were but one, there would be one too many, for all should be his thralls. Hearken, then, ye men of Kent. For overlong belike have I held you with words; but the love of you constrained me, and the joy that a man hath to babble to his friends and his fellows whom he hath not seen for a long season.

“Now, hearken, I bid you: To the rich men that eat up a realm there cometh a time when they whom they eat up, that is the poor, seem poorer than of wont, and their complaint goeth up louder to the heavens; yet it is no riddle to say that oft at such times the fellowship of the poor is waxing stronger, else would no man have heard his cry. Also at such times is the rich man become fearful, and so waxeth in cruelty, and of that cruelty do people misdeem that it is power and might waxing. Forsooth, ye are stronger than your fathers, because ye are more grieved than they, and ye should have been less grieved than they had ye been horses and swine; and then, forsooth, would ye have been stronger to bear; but ye, ye are not strong to bear, but to do.

“And wot ye why we are come to you this fair eve of holiday? and wot ye why I have been telling of fellowship to you? Yea, forsooth, I deem ye wot well, that it is for this cause, that ye might bethink you of your fellowship with the men of Essex.”

His last word let loose the shout that had been long on all men’s lips, and great and fierce it was as it rang shattering through the quiet upland village. But John Ball held up his hand, and the shout was one and no more.

Then he spoke again:

“Men of Kent, I wot well that ye are not so hard bested as those of other shires, by the token of the day when behind the screen of leafy boughs ye met Duke William with bill and bow as he wended Londonward from that woeful field of Senlac; but I have told of fellowship, and ye have hearkened and understood what the Holy Church is, whereby ye know that ye are fellows of the saints in heaven and the poor men of Essex; and as one day the saints shall call you to the heavenly feast, so now do the poor men call you to the battle.

“Men of Kent, ye dwell fairly here, and your houses are framed of stout oak beams, and your own lands ye till; unless some accursed lawyer with his false lying sheepskin and forged custom of the Devil’s Manor hath stolen it from you; but in Essex slaves they be and villeins, and worse they shall be, and the lords swear that ere a year be over ox and horse shall go free in Essex, and man and woman shall draw the team and the plough; and north away in the east countries dwell men in poor halls of wattled reeds and mud, and the north-east wind from off the fen whistles through them; and poor they be to the letter; and there him whom the lord spareth, the bailiff squeezeth, and him whom the bailiff forgetteth, the Easterling Chapman sheareth; yet be these stout men and valiant, and your very brethren.

“And yet if there be any man here so base as to think that a small matter, let him look to it that if these necks abide under the yoke, Kent shall sweat for it ere it be long; and ye shall lose acre and close and woodland, and be servants in your own houses, and your sons shall be the lords’ lads, and your daughters their lemans, and ye shall buy a bold word with many stripes, and an honest deed with a leap from the gallows-tree.

“Bethink ye, too, that ye have no longer to deal with Duke William, who, if he were a thief and a cruel lord, was yet a prudent man and a wise warrior; but cruel are these, and headstrong, yea, thieves and fools in one — and ye shall lay their heads in the dust.”

A shout would have arisen again, but his eager voice rising higher yet, restrained it as he said:

“And how shall it be then when these are gone? What else shall ye lack when ye lack masters? Ye shall not lack for the fields ye have tilled, nor the houses ye have built, nor the cloth ye have woven; all these shall be yours, and whatso ye will of all that the earth beareth; then shall no man mow the deep grass for another, while his own kine lack cow-meat; and he that soweth shall reap, and the reaper shall eat in fellowship the harvest that in fellowship he hath won; and he that buildeth a house shall dwell in it with those that he biddeth of his free will; and the tithe barn shall garner the wheat for all men to eat of when the seasons are untoward, and the rain-drift hideth the sheaves in August; and all shall be without money and without price. Faithfully and merrily then shall all men keep the holidays of the Church in peace of body and joy of heart. And man shall help man, and the saints in heaven shall be glad, because men no more fear each other; and the churl shall be ashamed, and shall hide his churlishness till it be gone, and he be no more a churl; and fellowship shall be established in heaven and on the earth.”






  








CHAPTER V
 

THEY HEAR TIDINGS OF BATTLE AND MAKE THEM READY
 

He left off as one who had yet something else to say; and, indeed, I thought he would give us some word as to the trysting-place, and whither the army was to go from it; because it was now clear to me that this gathering was but a band of an army. But much happened before John Ball spoke again from the cross, and it was on this wise.

When there was silence after the last shout that the crowd had raised a while ago, I thought I heard a thin sharp noise far away, somewhat to the north of the cross, which I took rather for the sound of a trumpet or horn, than for the voice of a man or any beast. Will Green also seemed to have heard it, for he turned his head sharply and then back again, and looked keenly into the crowd as though seeking to catch some one’s eye. There was a very tall man standing by the prisoner on the horse near the outskirts of the crowd, and holding his bridle. This man, who was well-armed, I saw look up and say something to the prisoner, who stooped down and seemed to whisper him in turn. The tall man nodded his head and the prisoner got off his horse, which was a cleaner-limbed, better-built beast than the others belonging to the band, and the tall man quietly led him a little way from the crowd, mounted him, and rode off northward at a smart pace.

Will Green looked on sharply at all this, and when the man rode off, smiled as one who is content, and deems that all is going well, and settled himself down again to listen to the priest.

But now when John Ball had ceased speaking, and after another shout, and a hum of excited pleasure and hope that followed it, there was silence again, and as the priest addressed himself to speaking once more, he paused and turned his head towards the wind, as if he heard something, which certainly I heard, and belike every one in the throng, though it was not over-loud, far as sounds carry in clear quiet evenings. It was the thump-a-thump of a horse drawing near at a hand-gallop along the grassy upland road; and I knew well it was the tall man coming back with tidings, the purport of which I could well guess.

I looked up at Will Green’s face. He was smiling as one pleased, and said softly as he nodded to me, “Yea, shall we see the grey-goose fly this eve?”

But John Ball said in a great voice from the cross, “Hear ye the tidings on the way, fellows! Hold ye together and look to your gear; yet hurry not, for no great matter shall this be. I wot well there is little force between Canterbury and Kingston, for the lords are looking north of Thames toward Wat Tyler and his men. Yet well it is, well it is!”

The crowd opened and spread out a little, and the men moved about in it, some tightening a girdle, some getting their side arms more within reach of their right hands, and those who had bows stringing them.

Will Green set hand and foot to the great shapely piece of polished red yew, with its shining horn tips, which he carried, and bent it with no seeming effort; then he reached out his hand over his shoulder and drew out a long arrow, smooth, white, beautifully balanced, with a barbed iron head at one end, a horn nock and three strong goose feathers at the other. He held it loosely between the finger and thumb of his right hand, and there he stood with a thoughtful look on his face, and in his hands one of the most terrible weapons which a strong man has ever carried, the English long-bow and cloth-yard shaft.

But all this while the sound of the horse’s hoofs was growing nearer, and presently from the corner of the road amidst the orchards broke out our long friend, his face red in the sun near sinking now. He waved his right hand as he came in sight of us, and sang out, “Bills and bows! bills and bows!” and the whole throng turned towards him and raised a great shout.

He reined up at the edge of the throng, and spoke in a loud voice, so that all might hear him:

“Fellows, these are the tidings; even while our priest was speaking we heard a horn blow far off; so I bade the sergeant we have taken, and who is now our fellow-in-arms, to tell me where away it was that there would be folk a-gathering, and what they were; and he did me to wit that mayhappen Sir John Newton was stirring from Rochester Castle; or, maybe, it was the sheriff and Rafe Hopton with him; so I rode off what I might towards Hartlip, and I rode warily, and that was well, for as I came through a little wood between Hartlip and Guildstead, I saw beyond it a gleam of steel, and lo in the field there a company, and a pennon of Rafe Hopton’s arms, and that is blue and thereon three silver fish: and a pennon of the sheriff’s arms, and that is a green tree; and withal another pennon of three red kine, and whose they be I know not.”

“There tied I my horse in the middle of the wood, and myself I crept along the dyke to see more and to hear somewhat; and no talk I heard to tell of save at whiles a big knight talking to five or six others, and saying somewhat, wherein came the words London and Nicholas Bramber, and King Richard; but I saw that of men-at-arms and sergeants there might be a hundred, and of bows not many, but of those outland arbalests maybe a fifty; and so, what with one and another of servants and tipstaves and lads, some three hundred, well armed, and the men-at-arms of the best. Forsooth, my masters, there had I been but a minute, ere the big knight broke off his talk, and cried out to the music to blow up, ‘And let us go look on these villeins,’ said he; and withal the men began to gather in a due and ordered company, and their faces turned hitherward; forsooth, I got to my horse, and led him out of the wood on the other side, and so to saddle and away along the green roads; neither was I seen or chased. So look ye to it, my masters, for these men will be coming to speak with us; nor is there need for haste, but rather for good speed; for in some twenty or thirty minutes will be more tidings to hand.”

By this time one of our best-armed men had got through the throng and was standing on the cross beside John Ball. When the long man had done, there was confused noise of talk for a while, and the throng spread itself out more and more, but not in a disorderly manner; the bowmen drawing together toward the outside, and the billmen forming behind them. Will Green was still standing beside me and had hold of my arm, as though he knew both where he and I were to go.

“Fellows,” quoth the captain from the cross, “belike this stour shall not live to be older than the day, if ye get not into a plump together for their arbalestiers to shoot bolts into, and their men-at-arms to thrust spears into. Get you to the edge of the crofts and spread out there six feet between man and man, and shoot, ye bowmen, from the hedges, and ye with the staves keep your heads below the level of the hedges, or else for all they be thick a bolt may win its way in.”

He grinned as he said this, and there was laughter enough in the throng to have done honour to a better joke.

Then he sung out, “Hob Wright, Rafe Wood, John Pargetter, and thou Will Green, bestir ye and marshal the bowshot; and thou Nicholas Woodyer shall be under me Jack Straw in ordering of the staves. Gregory Tailor and John Clerk, fair and fine are ye clad in the arms of the Canterbury bailiffs; ye shall shine from afar; go ye with the banner into the highway, and the bows on either side shall ward you; yet jump, lads, and over the hedge with you when the bolts begin to fly your way! Take heed, good fellows all, that our business is to bestride the highway, and not let them get in on our flank the while; so half to the right, half to the left of the highway. Shoot straight and strong, and waste no breath with noise; let the loose of the bowstring cry for you! and look you! think it no loss of manhood to cover your bodies with tree and bush; for one of us who know is worth a hundred of those proud fools. To it, lads, and let them see what the grey goose bears between his wings! Abide us here, brother John Ball, and pray for us if thou wilt; but for me, if God will not do for Jack Straw what Jack Straw would do for God were he in like case, I can see no help for it.”

“Yea, forsooth,” said the priest, “here will I abide you my fellows if ye come back; or if ye come not back, here will I abide the foe. Depart, and the blessing of the Fellowship be with you.”

Down then leapt Jack Straw from the cross, and the whole throng set off without noise or hurry, soberly and steadily in outward seeming. Will Green led me by the hand as if I were a boy, yet nothing he said, being forsooth intent on his charge. We were some four hundred men in all; but I said to myself that without some advantage of the ground we were lost men before the men-at-arms that long Gregory Tailor had told us of; for I had not seen as yet the yard-long shaft at its work.

We and somewhat more than half of our band turned into the orchards on the left of the road, through which the level rays of the low sun shone brightly. The others took up their position on the right side of it. We kept pretty near to the road till we had got through all the closes save the last, where we were brought up by a hedge and a dyke, beyond which lay a wide-open nearly treeless space, not of tillage, as at the other side of the place, but of pasture, the common grazing ground of the township. A little stream wound about through the ground, with a few willows here and there; there was only a thread of water in it in this hot summer tide, but its course could easily be traced by the deep blue-green of the rushes that grew plenteously in the bed. Geese were lazily wandering about and near this brook, and a herd of cows, accompanied by the town bull, were feeding on quietly, their heads all turned one way; while half a dozen calves marched close together side by side like a plump of soldiers, their tails swinging in a kind of measure to keep off the flies, of which there was great plenty. Three or four lads and girls were sauntering about, heeding or not heeding the cattle. They looked up toward us as we crowded into the last close, and slowly loitered off toward the village. Nothing looked like battle; yet battle sounded in the air; for now we heard the beat of the horse-hoofs of the men-at-arms coming on towards us like the rolling of distant thunder, and growing louder and louder every minute; we were none too soon in turning to face them. Jack Straw was on our side of the road, and with a few gestures and a word or two he got his men into their places. Six archers lined the hedge along the road where the banner of Adam and Eve, rising above the grey leaves of the apple-trees, challenged the new-comers; and of the billmen also he kept a good few ready to guard the road in case the enemy should try to rush it with the horsemen. The road, not being a Roman one, was, you must remember, little like the firm smooth country roads that you are used to; it was a mere track between the hedges and fields, partly grass-grown, and cut up by the deep-sunk ruts hardened by the drought of summer. There was a stack of fagot and small wood on the other side, and our men threw themselves upon it and set to work to stake the road across for a rough defence against the horsemen.

What befell more on the road itself I had not much time to note, for our bowmen spread themselves out along the hedge that looked into the pasture-field, leaving some six feet between man and man; the rest of the billmen went along with the bowmen, and halted in clumps of some half-dozen along their line, holding themselves ready to help the bowmen if the enemy should run up under their shafts, or to run on to lengthen the line in case they should try to break in on our flank. The hedge in front of us was of quick. It had been strongly plashed in the past February, and was stiff and stout. It stood on a low bank; moreover, the level of the orchard was some thirty inches higher than that of the field and the ditch some two foot deeper than the face of the field. The field went winding round to beyond the church, making a quarter of a circle about the village, and at the western end of it were the butts whence the folk were coming from shooting when I first came into the village street.

Altogether, to me who knew nothing of war the place seemed defensible enough. I have said that the road down which Long Gregory came with his tidings went north; and that was its general direction; but its first reach was nearly east, so that the low sun was not in the eyes of any of us, and where Will Green took his stand, and I with him, it was nearly at our backs.

 

Probably one of the Calverlys, a Cheshire family, one of whom was a noted captain in the French wars.






  








CHAPTER VI
 

THE BATTLE AT THE TOWNSHIP’S END
 

Our men had got into their places leisurely and coolly enough, and with no lack of jesting and laughter. As we went along the hedge by the road, the leaders tore off leafy twigs from the low oak bushes therein, and set them for a rallying sign in their hats and headpieces, and two or three of them had horns for blowing.

Will Green, when he got into his place, which was thirty yards from where Jack Straw and the billmen stood in the corner of the two hedges, the road hedge and the hedge between the close and field, looked to right and left of him a moment, then turned to the man on the left and said:

“Look you, mate, when you hear our horns blow ask no more questions, but shoot straight and strong at whatso cometh towards us, till ye hear more tidings from Jack Straw or from me. Pass that word onward.”

Then he looked at me and said:

“Now, lad from Essex, thou hadst best sit down out of the way at once: forsooth I wot not why I brought thee hither. Wilt thou not back to the cross, for thou art little of a fighting-man?”

“Nay,” said I, “I would see the play. What shall come of it?”

“Little,” said he; “we shall slay a horse or twain maybe. I will tell thee, since thou hast not seen a fight belike, as I have seen some, that these men-at-arms cannot run fast either to the play or from it, if they be a-foot; and if they come on a-horseback, what shall hinder me to put a shaft into the poor beast? But down with thee on the daisies, for some shot there will be first.”

As he spoke he was pulling off his belts and other gear, and his coat, which done, he laid his quiver on the ground, girt him again, did his axe and buckler on to his girdle, and hung up his other attire on the nearest tree behind us. Then he opened his quiver and took out of it some two dozen of arrows, which he stuck in the ground beside him ready to his hand. Most of the bowmen within sight were doing the like.

As I glanced toward the houses I saw three or four bright figures moving through the orchards, and presently noted that they were women, all clad more or less like the girl in the Rose, except that two of them wore white coifs on their heads. Their errand there was clear, for each carried a bundle of arrows under her arm.

One of them came straight up to Will Green, and I could see at once that she was his daughter. She was tall and strongly made, with black hair like her father, somewhat comely, though no great beauty; but as they met, her eyes smiled even more than her mouth, and made her face look very sweet and kind, and the smile was answered back in a way so quaintly like to her father’s face, that I too smiled for goodwill and pleasure.

“Well, well, lass,” said he, “dost thou think that here is Crecy field toward, that ye bring all this artillery? Turn back, my girl, and set the pot on the fire; for that shall we need when we come home, I and this ballad-maker here.”

“Nay,” she said, nodding kindly at me, “if this is to be no Crecy, then may I stop to see, as well as the ballad-maker, since he hath neither sword nor staff?”

“Sweetling,” he said, “get thee home in haste. This play is but little, yet mightest thou be hurt in it; and trust me the time may come, sweetheart, when even thou and such as thou shalt hold a sword or a staff. Ere the moon throws a shadow we shall be back.”

She turned away lingering, not without tears on her face, laid the sheaf of arrows at the foot of the tree, and hastened off through the orchard. I was going to say something, when Will Green held up his hand as who would bid us hearken. The noise of the horse-hoofs, after growing nearer and nearer, had ceased suddenly, and a confused murmur of voices had taken the place of it.

“Get thee down, and take cover, old lad,” said Will Green; “the dance will soon begin, and ye shall hear the music presently.”

Sure enough as I slipped down by the hedge close to which I had been standing, I heard the harsh twang of the bow-strings, one, two, three, almost together, from the road, and even the whew of the shafts, though that was drowned in a moment by a confused but loud and threatening shout from the other side, and again the bowstrings clanged, and this time a far-off clash of arms followed, and therewithal that cry of a strong man that comes without his will, and is so different from his wonted voice that one has a guess thereby of the change that death is. Then for a while was almost silence; nor did our horns blow up, though some half-dozen of the billmen had leapt into the road when the bows first shot. But presently came a great blare of trumpets and horns from the other side, and therewith as it were a river of steel and bright coats poured into the field before us, and still their horns blew as they spread out toward the left of our line; the cattle in the pasture-field, heretofore feeding quietly, seemed frightened silly by the sudden noise, and ran about tail in air and lowing loudly; the old bull with his head a little lowered, and his stubborn legs planted firmly, growling threateningly; while the geese about the brook waddled away gobbling and squeaking; all which seemed so strange to us along with the threat of sudden death that rang out from the bright array over against us, that we laughed outright, the most of us, and Will Green put down his head in mockery of the bull and grunted like him, whereat we laughed yet more. He turned round to me as he nocked his arrow, and said:

“I would they were just fifty paces nigher, and they move not. Ho! Jack Straw, shall we shoot?”

For the latter-named was nigh us now; he shook his head and said nothing as he stood looking at the enemy’s line.

“Fear not but they are the right folk, Jack,” quoth Will Green.

“Yea, yea,” said he, “but abide awhile; they could make nought of the highway, and two of their sergeants had a message from the grey-goose feather. Abide, for they have not crossed the road to our right hand, and belike have not seen our fellows on the other side, who are now for a bushment to them.”

I looked hard at the man. He was a tall, wiry, and broad-shouldered fellow, clad in a handsome armour of bright steel that certainly had not been made for a yeoman, but over it he had a common linen smock-frock or gabardine, like our field workmen wear now or used to wear, and in his helmet he carried instead of a feather a wisp of wheaten straw. He bore a heavy axe in his hand besides the sword he was girt with, and round his neck hung a great horn for blowing. I should say that I knew that there were at least three “Jack Straws” among the fellowship of the discontented, one of whom was over in Essex.

As we waited there, every bowman with his shaft nocked on the string, there was a movement in the line opposite, and presently came from it a little knot of three men, the middle one on horseback, the other two armed with long-handled glaives; all three well muffled up in armour. As they came nearer I could see that the horseman had a tabard over his armour, gaily embroidered with a green tree on a gold ground, and in his hand a trumpet.

“They are come to summon us. Wilt thou that he speak, Jack?” said Will Green.

“Nay,” said the other; “yet shall he have warning first. Shoot when my horn blows!”

And therewith he came up to the hedge, climbed over, slowly because of his armour, and stood some dozen yards out in the field. The man on horseback put his trumpet to his mouth and blew a long blast, and then took a scroll into his hand and made as if he were going to read; but Jack Straw lifted up his voice and cried out:

“Do it not, or thou art but dead! We will have no accursed lawyers and their sheep-skins here! Go back to those that sent thee — —”

But the man broke in in a loud harsh voice:

“Ho! YE PEOPLE! what will ye gathering in arms?”

Then cried Jack Straw:

“Sir Fool, hold your peace till ye have heard me, or else we shoot at once. Go back to those that sent thee, and tell them that we free men of Kent are on the way to London to speak with King Richard, and to tell him that which he wots not; to wit, that there is a certain sort of fools and traitors to the realm who would put collars on our necks and make beasts of us, and that it is his right and his devoir to do as he swore when he was crowned and anointed at Westminster on the Stone of Doom, and gainsay these thieves and traitors; and if he be too weak, then shall we help him; and if he will not be king, then shall we have one who will be, and that is the King’s Son of Heaven. Now, therefore, if any withstand us on our lawful errand as we go to speak with our own king and lord, let him look to it. Bear back this word to them that sent thee. But for thee, hearken, thou bastard of an inky sheep-skin! get thee gone and tarry not; three times shall I lift up my hand, and the third time look to thyself, for then shalt thou hear the loose of our bowstrings, and after that nought else till thou hearest the devil bidding thee welcome to hell!”

Our fellows shouted, but the summoner began again, yet in a quavering voice:

“Ho! YE PEOPLE! what will ye gathering in arms? Wot ye not that ye are doing or shall do great harm, loss, and hurt to the king’s lieges — —”

He stopped; Jack Straw’s hand was lowered for the second time. He looked to his men right and left, and then turned rein and turned tail, and scuttled back to the main body at his swiftest. Huge laughter rattled out all along our line as Jack Straw climbed back into the orchard grinning also.

Then we noted more movement in the enemy’s line. They were spreading the archers and arbalestiers to our left, and the men-at-arms and others also spread some, what under the three pennons of which Long Gregory had told us, and which were plain enough to us in the dear evening. Presently the moving line faced us, and the archers set off at a smart pace toward us, the men-at-arms holding back a little behind them. I knew now that they had been within bowshot all along, but our men were loth to shoot before their first shots would tell, like those half-dozen in the road when, as they told me afterwards, a plump of their men-at-arms had made a show of falling on.

But now as soon as those men began to move on us directly in face, Jack Straw put his horn to his lips and blew a loud rough blast that was echoed by five or six others along the orchard hedge. Every man had his shaft nocked on the string; I watched them, and Will Green specially; he and his bow and its string seemed all of a piece, so easily by seeming did he draw the nock of the arrow to his ear. A moment, as he took his aim, and then — O then did I understand the meaning of the awe with which the ancient poet speaks of the loose of the god Apollo’s bow; for terrible indeed was the mingled sound of the twanging bowstring and the whirring shaft so close to me.

I was now on my knees right in front of Will and saw all clearly; the arbalestiers (for no long-bow men were over against our stead) had all of them bright headpieces, and stout body-armour of boiled leather with metal studs, and as they came towards us, I could see over their shoulders great wooden shields hanging at their backs. Further to our left their long-bow men had shot almost as soon as ours, and I heard or seemed to hear the rush of the arrows through the apple-boughs and a man’s cry therewith; but with us the long-bow had been before the cross-bow; one of the arbalestiers fell outright, his great shield clattering down on him, and moved no more; while three others were hit and were crawling to the rear. The rest had shouldered their bows and were aiming, but I thought unsteadily; and before the triggers were drawn again Will Green had nocked and loosed, and not a few others of our folk; then came the wooden hail of the bolts rattling through the boughs, but all overhead and no one hit.

The next time Will Green nocked his arrow he drew with a great shout, which all our fellows took up; for the arbalestiers instead of turning about in their places covered by their great shields and winding up their cross-bows for a second shot, as is the custom of such soldiers, ran huddling together toward their men-at-arms, our arrows driving thump-thump into their shields as they ran: I saw four lying on the field dead or sore wounded.

But our archers shouted again, and kept on each plucking the arrows from the ground, and nocking and loosing swiftly but deliberately at the line before them; indeed now was the time for these terrible bowmen, for as Will Green told me afterwards they always reckoned to kill through cloth or leather at five hundred yards, and they had let the cross-bow men come nearly within three hundred, and these were now all mingled and muddled up with the men-at-arms at scant five hundred yards’ distance; and belike, too, the latter were not treating them too well, but seemed to be belabouring them with their spear-staves in their anger at the poorness of the play; so that as Will Green said it was like shooting at hay-ricks.

All this you must understand lasted but a few minutes, and when our men had been shooting quite coolly, like good workmen at peaceful work, for a few minutes more, the enemy’s line seemed to clear somewhat; the pennon with the three red kine showed in front and three men armed from head to foot in gleaming steel, except for their short coats bright with heraldry, were with it. One of them (and he bore the three kine on his coat) turned round and gave some word of command, and an angry shout went up from them, and they came on steadily towards us, the man with the red kine on his coat leading them, a great naked sword in his hand: you must note that they were all on foot; but as they drew nearer I saw their horses led by grooms and pages coming on slowly behind them.

Sooth said Will Green that the men-at-arms run not fast either to or fro the fray; they came on no faster than a hasty walk, their arms clashing about them and the twang of the bows and whistle of the arrows never failing all the while, but going on like the push of the westerly gale, as from time to time the men-at-arms shouted, “Ha! ha! out! out! Kentish thieves!”

But when they began to fall on, Jack Straw shouted out, “Bills to the field! bills to the field!”

Then all our billmen ran up and leapt over the hedge into the meadow and stood stoutly along the ditch under our bows, Jack Straw in the forefront handling his great axe. Then he cast it into his left hand, caught up his horn and winded it loudly. The men-at-arms drew near steadily, some fell under the arrow-storm, but not a many; for though the target was big, it was hard, since not even the cloth-yard shaft could pierce well-wrought armour of plate, and there was much armour among them. Withal the arbalestiers were shooting again, but high and at a venture, so they did us no hurt.

But as these soldiers made wise by the French war were now drawing near, and our bowmen were casting down their bows and drawing their short swords, or handling their axes, as did Will Green, muttering, “Now must Hob Wright’s gear end this play” — while this was a-doing, lo, on a sudden a flight of arrows from our right on the flank of the sergeants’ array, which stayed them somewhat; not because it slew many men, but because they began to bethink them that their foes were many and all around them; then the road-hedge on the right seemed alive with armed men, for whatever could hold sword or staff amongst us was there; every bowman also leapt our orchard-hedge sword or axe in hand, and with a great shout, billmen, archers, and all, ran in on them; half-armed, yea, and half-naked some of them; strong and stout and lithe and light withal, the wrath of battle and the hope of better times lifting up their hearts till nothing could withstand them. So was all mingled together, and for a minute or two was a confused clamour over which rose a clatter like the riveting of iron plates, or the noise of the street of coppersmiths at Florence; then the throng burst open and the steel-clad sergeants and squires and knights ran huddling and shuffling towards their horses; but some cast down their weapons and threw up their hands and cried for peace and ransom; and some stood and fought desperately, and slew some till they were hammered down by many strokes, and of these were the bailiffs and tipstaves, and the lawyers and their men, who could not run and hoped for no mercy.

I looked as on a picture and wondered, and my mind was at strain to remember something forgotten, which yet had left its mark on it. I heard the noise of the horse-hoofs of the fleeing men-at-arms (the archers and arbalestiers had scattered before the last minutes of the play), I heard the confused sound of laughter and rejoicing down in the meadow, and close by me the evening wind lifting the lighter twigs of the trees, and far away the many noises of the quiet country, till light and sound both began to fade from me and I saw and heard nothing.

I leapt up to my feet presently and there was Will Green before me as I had first seen him in the street with coat and hood and the gear at his girdle and his unstrung bow in his hand; his face smiling and kind again, but maybe a thought sad.

“Well,” quoth I, “what is the tale for the ballad-maker?”

“As Jack Straw said it would be,” said he, “‘the end of the day and the end of the fray;’” and he pointed to the brave show of the sky over the sunken sun; “the knights fled and the sheriff dead: two of the lawyer kind slain afield, and one hanged: and cruel was he to make them cruel: and three bailiffs knocked on the head — stout men, and so witless, that none found their brains in their skulls; and five arbalestiers and one archer slain, and a score and a half of others, mostly men come back from the French wars, men of the Companions there, knowing no other craft than fighting for gold; and this is the end they are paid for. Well, brother, saving the lawyers who belike had no souls, but only parchment deeds and libels of the same, God rest their souls!”

He fell a-musing; but I said, “And of our Fellowship were any slain?”

“Two good men of the township,” he said, “Hob Horner and Antony Webber, were slain outright, Hob with a shaft and Antony in the hand-play, and John Pargetter hurt very sore on the shoulder with a glaive; and five more men of the Fellowship slain in the hand-play, and some few hurt, but not sorely. And as to those slain, if God give their souls rest it is well; for little rest they had on the earth belike; but for me, I desire rest no more.”

I looked at him and our eyes met with no little love; and I wondered to see how wrath and grief within him were contending with the kindness of the man, and how clear the tokens of it were in his face.

“Come now, old lad,” said he, “for I deem that John Ball and Jack Straw have a word to say to us at the cross yet, since these men broke off the telling of the tale; there shall we know what we are to take in hand to-morrow. And afterwards thou shalt eat and drink in my house this once, if never again.”

So we went through the orchard closes again; and others were about and anigh us, all turned towards the cross as we went over the dewy grass, whereon the moon was just beginning to throw shadows.






  








CHAPTER VII
 

MORE WORDS AT THE CROSS
 

I got into my old place again on the steps of the cross, Will Green beside me, and above me John Ball and Jack Straw again. The moon was half-way up the heavens now, and the short summer night had begun, calm and fragrant, with just so much noise outside our quiet circle as made one feel the world alive and happy.

We waited silently until we had heard John Ball and the story of what was to do; and presently he began to speak.

“Good people, it is begun, but not ended. Which of you is hardy enough to wend the road to London to-morrow?”

“All! All!” they shouted.

“Yea,” said he, “even so I deemed of you. Yet forsooth hearken! London is a great and grievous city; and mayhappen when ye come thither it shall seem to you overgreat to deal with, when ye remember the little townships and the cots ye came from.

“Moreover, when ye dwell here in Kent ye think forsooth of your brethren in Essex or Suffolk, and there belike an end. But from London ye may have an inkling of all the world, and over-burdensome maybe shall that seem to you, a few and a feeble people.

“Nevertheless I say to you, remember the Fellowship, in the hope of which ye have this day conquered; and when ye come to London be wise and wary; and that is as much as to say, be bold and hardy; for in these days are ye building a house which shall not be overthrown, and the world shall not be too great or too little to hold it: for indeed it shall be the world itself, set free from evil-doers for friends to dwell in.”

He ceased awhile, but they hearkened still, as if something more was coming. Then he said:

“To-morrow we shall take the road for Rochester; and most like it were well to see what Sir John Newton in the castle may say to us: for the man is no ill man, and hath a tongue well-shapen for words; and it were well that we had him out of the castle and away with us, and that we put a word in his mouth to say to the King. And wot ye well, good fellows, that by then we come to Rochester we shall be a goodly company, and ere we come to Blackheath a very great company; and at London Bridge who shall stay our host?

“Therefore there is nought that can undo us except our own selves and our hearkening to soft words from those who would slay us. They shall bid us go home and abide peacefully with our wives and children while they, the lords and councillors and lawyers, imagine counsel and remedy for us; and even so shall our own folly bid us; and if we hearken thereto we are undone indeed; for they shall fall upon our peace with war, and our wives and children they shall take from us, and some of us they shall hang, and some they shall scourge, and the others shall be their yoke-beasts — yea, and worse, for they shall lack meat more.

“To fools hearken not, whether they be yourselves or your foemen, for either shall lead you astray.

“With the lords parley not, for ye know already what they would say to you, and that is, ‘Churl, let me bridle thee and saddle thee, and eat thy livelihood that thou winnest, and call thee hard names because I eat thee up; and for thee, speak not and do not, save as I bid thee.’

“All that is the end of their parleying.

“Therefore be ye bold, and again bold, and thrice bold! Grip the bow, handle the staff, draw the sword, and set on in the name of the Fellowship!”

He ended amid loud shouts; but straight-way answering shouts were heard, and a great noise of the winding of horns, and I misdoubted a new onslaught; and some of those in the throng began to string their bows and handle their bills; but Will Green pulled me by the sleeve and said:

“Friends are these by the winding of their horns; thou art quit for this night, old lad.” And then Jack Straw cried out from the cross: “Fair and softly, my masters! These be men of our Fellowship, and are for your guests this night; they are from the bents this side of Medway, and are with us here because of the pilgrimage road, and that is the best in these parts, and so the shortest to Rochester. And doubt ye nothing of our being taken unawares this night; for I have bidden and sent out watchers of the ways, and neither a man’s son nor a mare’s son may come in on us without espial. Now make we our friends welcome. Forsooth, I looked for them an hour later; and had they come an hour earlier yet, some heads would now lie on the cold grass which shall lie on a feather bed to-night. But let be, since all is well!

“Now get we home to our houses, and eat and drink and slumber this night, if never once again, amid the multitude of friends and fellows; and yet soberly and without riot, since so much work is to hand. Moreover the priest saith, bear ye the dead men, both friends and foes, into the chancel of the church, and there this night he will wake them: but after to-morrow let the dead abide to bury their dead!”

Therewith he leapt down from the cross, and Will and I bestirred ourselves and mingled with the new-comers. They were some three hundred strong, clad and armed in all ways like the people of our township, except some half-dozen whose armour shone cold like ice under the moonbeams. Will Green soon had a dozen of them by the sleeve to come home with him to board and bed, and then I lost him for some minutes, and turning about saw John Ball standing behind me, looking pensively on all the stir and merry humours of the joyous uplanders.

“Brother from Essex,” said he, “shall I see thee again to-night? I were fain of speech with thee; for thou seemest like one that has seen more than most.”

“Yea,” said I, “if ye come to Will Green’s house, for thither am I bidden.”

“Thither shall I come,” said he, smiling kindly, “or no man I know in field. Lo you, Will Green looking for something, and that is me. But in his house will be song and the talk of many friends; and forsooth I have words in me that crave to come out in a quiet place where they may have each one his own answer. If thou art not afraid of dead men who were alive and wicked this morning, come thou to the church when supper is done, and there we may talk all we will.”

Will Green was standing beside us before he had done, with his hand laid on the priest’s shoulder, waiting till he had spoken out; and as I nodded Yea to John Ball he said:

“Now, master priest, thou hast spoken enough this two or three hours, and this my new brother must tell and talk in my house; and there my maid will hear his wisdom which lay still under the hedge e’en now when the bolts were abroad. So come ye, and ye good fellows, come!”

So we turned away together into the little street. But while John Ball had been speaking to me I felt strangely, as though I had more things to say than the words I knew could make clear: as if I wanted to get from other people a new set of words. Moreover, as we passed up the street again I was once again smitten with the great beauty of the scene; the houses, the church with its new chancel and tower, snow-white in the moonbeams now; the dresses and arms of the people, men and women (for the latter were now mixed up with the men); their grave sonorous language, and the quaint and measured forms of speech, were again become a wonder to me and affected me almost to tears.






  








CHAPTER VIII
 

SUPPER AT WILL GREEN’S
 

I walked along with the others musing as if I did not belong to them, till we came to Will Green’s house. He was one of the wealthier of the yeomen, and his house was one of those I told you of, the lower story of which was built of stone. It had not been built long, and was very trim and neat. The fit of wonder had worn off me again by then I reached it, or perhaps I should give you a closer description of it, for it was a handsome yeoman’s dwelling of that day, which is as much as saying it was very beautiful. The house on the other side of it, the last house in the village, was old or even ancient; all built of stone, and except for a newer piece built on to it — a hall, it seemed — had round arches, some of them handsomely carved. I knew that this was the parson’s house; but he was another sort of priest than John Ball, and what for fear, what for hatred, had gone back to his monastery with the two other chantrey priests who dwelt in that house; so that the men of the township, and more especially the women, were thinking gladly how John Ball should say mass in their new chancel on the morrow.

Will Green’s daughter was waiting for him at the door and gave him a close and eager hug, and had a kiss to spare for each of us withal: a strong girl she was, as I have said, and sweet and wholesome also. She made merry with her father; yet it was easy to see that her heart was in her mouth all along. There was a younger girl some twelve summers old, and a lad of ten, who were easily to be known for his children; an old woman also, who had her livelihood there, and helped the household; and moreover three long young men, who came into the house after we had sat down, to whom Will nodded kindly. They were brisk lads and smart, but had been afield after the beasts that evening, and had not seen the fray.

The room we came into was indeed the house, for there was nothing but it on the ground floor, but a stair in the corner went up to the chamber or loft above. It was much like the room at the Rose, but bigger; the cupboard better wrought, and with more vessels on it, and handsomer. Also the walls, instead of being panelled, were hung with a coarse loosely-woven stuff of green worsted with birds and trees woven into it. There were flowers in plenty stuck about the room, mostly of the yellow blossoming flag or flower-de-luce, of which I had seen plenty in all the ditches, but in the window near the door was a pot full of those same white poppies I had seen when I first woke up; and the table was all set forth with meat and drink, a big salt-cellar of pewter in the middle, covered with a white cloth.

We sat down, the priest blessed the meat in the name of the Trinity, and we crossed ourselves and fell to. The victual was plentiful of broth and flesh-meat, and bread and cherries, so we ate and drank, and talked lightly together when we were full.

Yet was not the feast so gay as might have been. Will Green had me to sit next to him, and on the other side sat John Ball; but the priest had grown somewhat distraught, and sat as one thinking of somewhat that was like to escape his thought. Will Green looked at his daughter from time to time, and whiles his eyes glanced round the fair chamber as one who loved it, and his kind face grew sad, yet never sullen. When the herdsmen came into the hall they fell straightway to asking questions concerning those of the Fellowship who had been slain in the fray, and of their wives and children; so that for a while thereafter no man cared to jest, for they were a neighbourly and kind folk, and were sorry both for the dead, and also for the living that should suffer from that day’s work.

So then we sat silent awhile. The unseen moon was bright over the roof of the house, so that outside all was gleaming bright save the black shadows, though the moon came not into the room, and the white wall of the tower was the whitest and the brightest thing we could see.

Wide open were the windows, and the scents of the fragrant night floated in upon us, and the sounds of the men at their meat or making merry about the township; and whiles we heard the gibber of an owl from the trees westward of the church, and the sharp cry of a blackbird made fearful by the prowling stoat, or the far-off lowing of a cow from the upland pastures; or the hoofs of a horse trotting on the pilgrimage road (and one of our watchers would that be).

Thus we sat awhile, and once again came that feeling over me of wonder and pleasure at the strange and beautiful sights, mingled with the sights and sounds and scents beautiful indeed, yet not strange, but rather long familiar to me.

But now Will Green started in his seat where he sat with his daughter hanging over his chair, her hand amidst his thick black curls, and she weeping softly, I thought; and his rough strong voice broke the silence.

“Why, lads and neighbours, what ails us? If the knights who fled from us this eve were to creep back hither and look in at the window, they would deem that they had slain us after all, and that we were but the ghosts of the men who fought them. Yet, forsooth, fair it is at whiles to sit with friends and let the summer night speak for us and tell us its tales. But now, sweetling, fetch the mazer and the wine.”

“Forsooth,” said John Ball, “if ye laugh not over-much now, ye shall laugh the more on the morrow of to-morrow, as ye draw nearer to the play of point and edge.”

“That is sooth,” said one of the upland guests. “So it was seen in France when we fought there; and the eve of fight was sober and the morn was merry.”

“Yea,” said another, “but there, forsooth, it was for nothing ye fought; and to-morrow it shall be for a fair reward.”

“It was for life we fought,” said the first.

“Yea,” said the second, “for life; and leave to go home and find the lawyers at their fell game. Ho, Will Green, call a health over the cup!”

For now Will Green had a bowl of wine in his hand. He stood up and said: “Here, now, I call a health to the wrights of Kent who be turning our plough-shares into swords and our pruning-hooks into spears! Drink around, my masters!”

Then he drank, and his daughter filled the bowl brimming again and he passed it to me. As I took it I saw that it was of light polished wood curiously speckled, with a band of silver round it, on which was cut the legend, “In the name of the Trinity fill the cup and drink to me.” And before I drank, it came upon me to say, “To-morrow, and the fair days afterwards!”

Then I drank a great draught of the strong red wine, and passed it on; and every man said something over it, as “The road to London Bridge!” “Hob Carter and his mate!” and so on, till last of all John Ball drank, saying:

“Ten years hence, and the freedom of the Fellowship!” Then he said to Will Green: “Now, Will, must I needs depart to go and wake the dead, both friend and foe in the church yonder; and whoso of you will be shriven let him come to me thither in the morn, nor spare for as little after sunrise as it may be. And this our friend and brother from over the water of Thames, he hath will to talk with me and I with him; so now will I take him by the hand: and so God keep you, fellows!”

I rose to meet him as he came round the head of the table, and took his hand. Will Green turned round to me and said:

“Thou wilt come back again timely, old lad; for betimes on the morrow must we rise if we shall dine at Rochester.”

I stammered as I yea-said him; for John Ball was looking strangely at me with a half-smile, and my heart beat anxiously and fearfully: but we went quietly to the door and so out into the bright moonlight.

I lingered a little when we had passed the threshold, and looked back at the yellow-lighted window and the shapes of the men that I saw therein with a grief and longing that I could not give myself a reason for, since I was to come back so soon. John Ball did not press me to move forward, but held up his hand as if to bid me hearken. The folk and guests there had already shaken themselves down since our departure, and were gotten to be reasonably merry it seemed; for one of the guests, he who had spoken of France before, had fallen to singing a ballad of the war to a wild and melancholy tune. I remember the first rhymes of it, which I heard as I turned away my head and we moved on toward the church:

“On a fair field of France
 We fought on a morning
 So lovely as it lieth
 Along by the water.
 There was many a lord there
 Mowed men in the medley,
 ‘Midst the banners of the barons
 And bold men of the knighthood,
 And spearmen and sergeants
 And shooters of the shaft.”
 






  








CHAPTER IX
 

BETWIXT THE LIVING AND THE DEAD
 

We entered the church through the south porch under a round-arched door carved very richly, and with a sculpture over the doorway and under the arch, which, as far as I could see by the moonlight, figured St. Michael and the Dragon. As I came into the rich gloom of the nave I noticed for the first time that I had one of those white poppies in my hand; I must have taken it out of the pot by the window as I passed out of Will Green’s house.

The nave was not very large, but it looked spacious too; it was somewhat old, but well-built and handsome; the roof of curved wooden rafters with great tie-beams going from wall to wall. There was no light in it but that of the moon streaming through the windows, which were by no means large, and were glazed with white fretwork, with here and there a little figure in very deep rich colours. Two larger windows near the east end of each aisle had just been made so that the church grew lighter toward the east, and I could see all the work on the great screen between the nave and chancel which glittered bright in new paint and gilding: a candle glimmered in the loft above it, before the huge rood that filled up the whole space between the loft and the chancel arch. There was an altar at the east end of each aisle, the one on the south side standing against the outside wall, the one on the north against a traceried gaily-painted screen, for that aisle ran on along the chancel. There were a few oak benches near this second altar, seemingly just made, and well carved and moulded; otherwise the floor of the nave, which was paved with a quaint pavement of glazed tiles like the crocks I had seen outside as to ware, was quite clear, and the shafts of the arches rose out of it white and beautiful under the moon as though out of a sea, dark but with gleams struck over it.

The priest let me linger and look round, when he had crossed himself and given me the holy water; and then I saw that the walls were figured all over with stories, a huge St. Christopher with his black beard looking like Will Green, being close to the porch by which we entered, and above the chancel arch the Doom of the last Day, in which the painter had not spared either kings or bishops, and in which a lawyer with his blue coif was one of the chief figures in the group which the Devil was hauling off to hell.

“Yea,” said John Ball, “’tis a goodly church and fair as you may see ‘twixt Canterbury and London as for its kind; and yet do I misdoubt me where those who are dead are housed, and where those shall house them after they are dead, who built this house for God to dwell in. God grant they be cleansed at last; forsooth one of them who is now alive is a foul swine and a cruel wolf. Art thou all so sure, scholar, that all such have souls? and if it be so, was it well done of God to make them? I speak to thee thus, for I think thou art no delator; and if thou be, why should I heed it, since I think not to come back from this journey.”

I looked at him and, as it were, had some ado to answer him; but I said at last, “Friend, I never saw a soul, save in the body; I cannot tell.”

He crossed himself and said, “Yet do I intend that ere many days are gone by my soul shall be in bliss among the fellowship of the saints, and merry shall it be, even before my body rises from the dead; for wisely I have wrought in the world, and I wot well of friends that are long ago gone from the world, as St. Martin, and St. Francis, and St. Thomas of Canterbury, who shall speak well of me to the heavenly Fellowship, and I shall in no wise lose my reward.”

I looked shyly at him as he spoke; his face looked sweet and calm and happy, and I would have said no word to grieve him; and yet belike my eyes looked wonder on him: he seemed to note it and his face grew puzzled. “How deemest thou of these things?” said he: “why do men die else, if it be otherwise than this?”

I smiled: “Why then do they live?” said I.

Even in the white moonlight I saw his face flush, and he cried out in a great voice, “To do great deeds or to repent them that they ever were born.” “Yea,” said I, “they live to live because the world liveth.” He stretched out his hand to me and grasped mine, but said no more; and went on till we came to the door in the rood-screen; then he turned to me with his hand on the ring-latch, and said, “Hast thou seen many dead men?”

“Nay, but few,” said I.

“And I a many,” said he; “but come now and look on these, our friends first and then our foes, so that ye may not look to see them while we sit and talk of the days that are to be on the earth before the Day of Doom cometh.”

So he opened the door, and we went into the chancel; a light burned on the high altar before the host, and looked red and strange in the moonlight that came through the wide traceried windows unstained by the pictures and beflowerings of the glazing; there were new stalls for the priests and vicars where we entered, carved more abundantly and beautifully than any of the woodwork I had yet seen, and everywhere was rich and fair colour and delicate and dainty form. Our dead lay just before the high altar on low biers, their faces all covered with linen cloths, for some of them had been sore smitten and hacked in the fray. We went up to them and John Ball took the cloth from the face of one; he had been shot to the heart with a shaft and his face was calm and smooth. He had been a young man fair and comely, with hair flaxen almost to whiteness; he lay there in his clothes as he had fallen, the hands crossed over his breast and holding a rush cross. His bow lay on one side of him, his quiver of shafts and his sword on the other.

John Ball spake to me while he held the corner of the sheet: “What sayest thou, scholar? feelest thou sorrow of heart when thou lookest on this, either for the man himself, or for thyself and the time when thou shalt be as he is?”

I said, “Nay, I feel no sorrow for this; for the man is not here: this is an empty house, and the master has gone from it. Forsooth, this to me is but as a waxen image of a man; nay, not even that, for if it were an image, it would be an image of the man as he was when he was alive. But here is no life nor semblance of life, and I am not moved by it; nay, I am more moved by the man’s clothes and war-gear — there is more life in them than in him.”

“Thou sayest sooth,” said he; “but sorrowest thou not for thine own death when thou lookest on him?”

I said, “And how can I sorrow for that which I cannot so much as think of? Bethink thee that while I am alive I cannot think that I shall die, or believe in death at all, although I know well that I shall die — I can but think of myself as living in some new way.”

Again he looked on me as if puzzled; then his face cleared as he said, “Yea, forsooth, and that is what the Church meaneth by death, and even that I look for; and that hereafter I shall see all the deeds that I have done in the body, and what they really were, and what shall come of them; and ever shall I be a member of the Church, and that is the Fellowship; then, even as now.”

I sighed as he spoke; then I said, “Yea, somewhat in this fashion have most of men thought, since no man that is can conceive of not being; and I mind me that in those stories of the old Danes, their common word for a man dying is to say, ‘He changed his life.’”

“And so deemest thou?”

I shook my head and said nothing.

“What hast thou to say hereon?” said he, “for there seemeth something betwixt us twain as it were a wall that parteth us.”

“This,” said I, “that though I die and end, yet mankind yet liveth, therefore I end not, since I am a man; and even so thou deemest, good friend; or at the least even so thou doest, since now thou art ready to die in grief and torment rather than be unfaithful to the Fellowship, yea rather than fail to work thine utmost for it; whereas, as thou thyself saidst at the cross, with a few words spoken and a little huddling-up of the truth, with a few pennies paid, and a few masses sung, thou mightest have had a good place on this earth and in that heaven. And as thou doest, so now doth many a poor man unnamed and unknown, and shall do while the world lasteth: and they that do less than this, fail because of fear, and are ashamed of their cowardice, and make many tales to themselves to deceive themselves, lest they should grow too much ashamed to live. And trust me if this were not so, the world would not live, but would die, smothered by its own stink. Is the wall betwixt us gone, friend?”

He smiled as he looked at me, kindly, but sadly and shamefast, and shook his head.

Then in a while he said, “Now ye have seen the images of those who were our friends, come and see the images of those who were once our foes.”

So he led the way through the side screen into the chancel aisle, and there on the pavement lay the bodies of the foemen, their weapons taken from them and they stripped of their armour, but not otherwise of their clothes, and their faces mostly, but not all, covered. At the east end of the aisle was another altar, covered with a rich cloth beautifully figured, and on the wall over it was a deal of tabernacle work, in the midmost niche of it an image painted and gilt of a gay knight on horseback, cutting his own cloak in two with his sword to give a cantle of it to a half-naked beggar. “Knowest thou any of these men?” said I.

He said, “Some I should know, could I see their faces; but let them be.”

“Were they evil men?” said I.

“Yea,” he said, “some two or three. But I will not tell thee of them; let St. Martin, whose house this is, tell their story if he will. As for the rest they were hapless fools, or else men who must earn their bread somehow, and were driven to this bad way of earning it; God rest their souls! I will be no tale-bearer, not even to God.”

So we stood musing a little while, I gazing not on the dead men, but on the strange pictures on the wall, which were richer and deeper coloured than those in the nave; till at last John Ball turned to me and laid his hand on my shoulder. I started and said, “Yea, brother; now must I get me back to Will Green’s house, as I promised to do so timely.”

“Not yet, brother,” said he; “I have still much to say to thee, and the night is yet young. Go we and sit in the stalls of the vicars, and let us ask and answer on matters concerning the fashion of this world of menfolk, and of this land wherein we dwell; for once more I deem of thee that thou hast seen things which I have not seen, and could not have seen.” With that word he led me back into the chancel, and we sat down side by side in the stalls at the west end of it, facing the high altar and the great east window. By this time the chancel was getting dimmer as the moon wound round the heavens; but yet was there a twilight of the moon, so that I could still see the things about me for all the brightness of the window that faced us; and this moon twilight would last, I knew, until the short summer night should wane, and the twilight of the dawn begin to show us the colours of all things about us.

So we sat, and I gathered my thoughts to hear what he would say, and I myself was trying to think what I should ask of him; for I thought of him as he of me, that he had seen things which I could not have seen.






  








CHAPTER X
 

TWO TALK OF THE DAYS TO COME
 

“Brother,” said John Ball, “how deemest thou of our adventure? I do not ask thee if thou thinkest we are right to play the play like men, but whether playing like men we shall fail like men.”

“Why dost thou ask me?” said I; “how much further than beyond this church can I see?” “Far further,” quoth he, “for I wot that thou art a scholar and hast read books; and withal, in some way that I cannot name, thou knowest more than we; as though with thee the world had lived longer than with us. Hide not, therefore, what thou hast in thine heart, for I think after this night I shall see thee no more, until we meet in the heavenly Fellowship.”

“Friend,” I said, “ask me what thou wilt; or rather ask thou the years to come to tell thee some little of their tale; and yet methinks thou thyself mayest have some deeming thereof.”

He raised himself on the elbow of the stall and looked me full in the face, and said to me: “Is it so after all that thou art no man in the flesh, but art sent to me by the Master of the Fellowship, and the King’s Son of Heaven, to tell me what shall be? If that be so tell me straight out, since I had some deeming hereof before; whereas thy speech is like ours and yet unlike, and thy face hath something in it which is not after the fashion of our day. And yet take heed, if thou art such an one, I fear thee not, nay, nor him that sent thee; nor for thy bidding, nor for his, will I turn back from London Bridge but will press on, for I do what is meet and right.”

“Nay,” said I, “did I not tell thee e’en now that I knew life but not death? I am not dead; and as to who hath sent me, I say not that I am come by my own will; for I know not; yet also I know not the will that hath sent me hither. And this I say to thee, moreover, that if I know more than thou, I do far less; therefore thou art my captain and I thy minstrel.”

He sighed as one from whom a weight had been lifted, and said: “Well, then, since thou art alive on the earth and a man like myself, tell me how deemest thou of our adventure: shall we come to London, and how shall we fare there?”

Said I, “What shall hinder you to come to London, and to fare there as ye will? For be sure that the Fellowship in Essex shall not fail you; nor shall the Londoners who hate the king’s uncles withstand you; nor hath the Court any great force to meet you in the field; ye shall cast fear and trembling into their hearts.”

“Even so, I thought,” said he; “but afterwards what shall betide?”

Said I, “It grieves my heart to say that which I think. Yet hearken; many a man’s son shall die who is now alive and happy, and if the soldiers be slain, and of them most not on the field, but by the lawyers, how shall the captains escape? Surely thou goest to thy death.”

He smiled very sweetly, yet proudly, as he said: “Yea, the road is long, but the end cometh at last. Friend, many a day have I been dying; for my sister, with whom I have played and been merry in the autumn tide about the edges of the stubble-fields; and we gathered the nuts and bramble-berries there, and started thence the missel-thrush, and wondered at his voice and thought him big; and the sparrow-hawk wheeled and turned over the hedges and the weasel ran across the path, and the sound of the sheep-bells came to us from the downs as we sat happy on the grass; and she is dead and gone from the earth, for she pined from famine after the years of the great sickness; and my brother was slain in the French wars, and none thanked him for dying save he that stripped him of his gear; and my unwedded wife with whom I dwelt in love after I had taken the tonsure, and all men said she was good and fair, and true she was and lovely; she also is dead and gone from the earth; and why should I abide save for the deeds of the flesh which must be done? Truly, friend, this is but an old tale that men must die; and I will tell thee another, to wit, that they live: and I live now and shall live. Tell me then what shall befall.”

Somehow I could not heed him as a living man as much as I had done, and the voice that came from me seemed less of me as I answered:

“These men are strong and valiant as any that have been or shall be, and good fellows also and kindly; but they are simple, and see no great way before their own noses. The victory shall they have and shall not know what to do with it; they shall fight and overcome, because of their lack of knowledge, and because of their lack of knowledge shall they be cozened and betrayed when their captains are slain, and all shall come to nought by seeming; and the king’s uncles shall prevail, that both they and the king may come to the shame that is appointed for them. And yet when the lords have vanquished, and all England lieth under them again, yet shall their victory be fruitless; for the free men that hold unfree lands shall they not bring under the collar again, and villeinage shall slip from their hands, till there be, and not long after ye are dead, but few unfree men in England; so that your lives and your deaths both shall bear fruit.”

“Said I not,” quoth John Ball, “that thou wert a sending from other times? Good is thy message, for the land shall be free. Tell on now.”

He spoke eagerly, and I went on somewhat sadly: “The times shall better, though the king and lords shall worsen, the Gilds of Craft shall wax and become mightier; more recourse shall there be of foreign merchants. There shall be plenty in the land and not famine. Where a man now earneth two pennies he shall earn three.”

“Yea,” said he, “then shall those that labour become strong and stronger, and so soon shall it come about that all men shall work and none make to work, and so shall none be robbed, and at last shall all men labour and live and be happy, and have the goods of the earth without money and without price.”

“Yea,” said I, “that shall indeed come to pass, but not yet for a while, and belike a long while.”

And I sat for long without speaking, and the church grew darker as the moon waned yet more.

Then I said: “Bethink thee that these men shall yet have masters over them, who have at hand many a law and custom for the behoof of masters, and being masters can make yet more laws in the same behoof; and they shall suffer poor people to thrive just so long as their thriving shall profit the mastership and no longer; and so shall it be in those days I tell of; for there shall be king and lords and knights and squires still, with servants to do their bidding, and make honest men afraid; and all these will make nothing and eat much as aforetime, and the more that is made in the land the more shall they crave.”

“Yea,” said he, “that wot I well, that these are of the kin of the daughters of the horse-leech; but how shall they slake their greed, seeing that as thou sayest villeinage shall be gone? Belike their men shall pay them quit-rents and do them service, as free men may, but all this according to law and not beyond it; so that though the workers shall be richer than they now be, the lords shall be no richer, and so all shall be on the road to being free and equal.”

Said I, “Look you, friend; aforetime the lords, for the most part, held the land and all that was on it, and the men that were on it worked for them as their horses worked, and after they were fed and housed all was the lords’; but in the time to come the lords shall see their men thriving on the land and shall say once more, ‘These men have more than they need, why have we not the surplus since we are their lords?’ Moreover, in those days shall betide much chaffering for wares between man and man, and country and country; and the lords shall note that if there were less corn and less men on their lands there would be more sheep, that is to say more wool for chaffer, and that thereof they should have abundantly more than aforetime; since all the land they own, and it pays them quit-rent or service, save here and there a croft or a close of a yeoman; and all this might grow wool for them to sell to the Easterlings. Then shall England see a new thing, for whereas hitherto men have lived on the land and by it, the land shall no longer need them, but many sheep and a few shepherds shall make wool grow to be sold for money to the Easterlings, and that money shall the lords pouch: for, look you, they shall set the lawyers a-work and the strong hand moreover, and the land they shall take to themselves and their sheep; and except for these lords of land few shall be the free men that shall hold a rood of land whom the word of their lord may not turn adrift straightway.”

“How mean you?” said John Ball: “shall all men be villeins again?”

“Nay,” said I, “there shall be no villeins in England.”

“Surely then,” said he, “it shall be worse, and all men save a few shall be thralls to be bought and sold at the cross.”

“Good friend,” said I, “it shall not be so; all men shall be free even as ye would have it; yet, as I say, few indeed shall have so much land as they can stand upon save by buying such a grace of their masters.”

“And now,” said he, “I wot not what thou sayest. I know a thrall, and he is his master’s every hour, and never his own; and a villein I know, and whiles he is his own and whiles his lord’s; and I know a free man, and he is his own always; but how shall he be his own if he have nought whereby to make his livelihood? Or shall he be a thief and take from others? Then is he an outlaw. Wonderful is this thou tellest of a free man with nought whereby to live!”

“Yet so it shall be,” said I, “and by such free men shall all wares be made.”

“Nay, that cannot be; thou art talking riddles,” said he; “for how shall a woodwright make a chest without the wood and the tools?”

Said I, “He must needs buy leave to labour of them that own all things except himself and such as himself.”

“Yea, but wherewith shall he buy it?” said John Ball. “What hath he except himself?”

“With himself then shall he buy it,” quoth I, “with his body and the power of labour that lieth therein; with the price of his labour shall he buy leave to labour.”

“Riddles again!” said he; “how can he sell his labour for aught else but his daily bread? He must win by his labour meat and drink and clothing and housing! Can he sell his labour twice over?”

“Not so,” said I, “but this shall he do belike; he shall sell himself, that is the labour that is in him, to the master that suffers him to work, and that master shall give to him from out of the wares he maketh enough to keep him alive, and to beget children and nourish them till they be old enough to be sold like himself, and the residue shall the rich man keep to himself.”

John Ball laughed aloud, and said: “Well, I perceive we are not yet out of the land of riddles. The man may well do what thou sayest and live, but he may not do it and live a free man.”

“Thou sayest sooth,” said I.






  








CHAPTER XI
 

HARD IT IS FOR THE OLD WORLD TO SEE THE NEW
 

He held his peace awhile, and then he said: “But no man selleth himself and his children into thraldom uncompelled; nor is any fool so great a fool as willingly to take the name of freeman and the life of a thrall as payment for the very life of a freeman. Now would I ask thee somewhat else; and I am the readier to do so since I perceive that thou art a wondrous seer; for surely no man could of his own wit have imagined a tale of such follies as thou hast told me. Now well I wot that men having once shaken themselves clear of the burden of villeinage, as thou sayest we shall do (and I bless thee for the word), shall never bow down to this worser tyranny without sore strife in the world; and surely so sore shall it be, before our valiant sons give way, that maids and little lads shall take the sword and the spear, and in many a field men’s blood and not water shall turn the gristmills of England. But when all this is over, and the tyranny is established, because there are but few men in the land after the great war, how shall it be with you then? Will there not be many soldiers and sergeants and few workers? Surely in every parish ye shall have the constables to see that the men work; and they shall be saying every day, ‘Such an one, hast thou yet sold thyself for this day or this week or this year? Go to now, and get thy bargain done, or it shall be the worse for thee.’ And wheresoever work is going on there shall be constables again, and those that labour shall labour under the whip like the Hebrews in the land of Egypt. And every man that may, will steal as a dog snatches at a bone; and there again shall ye need more soldiers and more constables till the land is eaten up by them; nor shall the lords and the masters even be able to bear the burden of it; nor will their gains be so great, since that which each man may do in a day is not right great when all is said.”

“Friend,” said I, “from thine own valiancy and high heart thou speakest, when thou sayest that they who fall under this tyranny shall fight to the death against it. Wars indeed there shall be in the world, great and grievous, and yet few on this score; rather shall men fight as they have been fighting in France at the bidding of some lord of the manor, or some king, or at last at the bidding of some usurer and forestaller of the market. Valiant men, forsooth, shall arise in the beginning of these evil times, but though they shall die as ye shall, yet shall not their deaths be fruitful as yours shall be; because ye, forsooth, are fighting against villeinage which is waning, but they shall fight against usury which is waxing. And, moreover, I have been telling thee how it shall be when the measure of the time is full; and we, looking at these things from afar, can see them as they are indeed; but they who live at the beginning of those times and amidst them, shall not know what is doing around them; they shall indeed feel the plague and yet not know the remedy; by little and by little they shall fall from their better livelihood, and weak and helpless shall they grow, and have no might to withstand the evil of this tyranny; and then again when the times mend somewhat and they have but a little more ease, then shall it be to them like the kingdom of heaven, and they shall have no will to withstand any tyranny, but shall think themselves happy that they be pinched somewhat less. Also whereas thou sayest that there shall be for ever constables and sergeants going to and fro to drive men to work, and that they will not work save under the lash, thou art wrong and it shall not be so; for there shall ever be more workers than the masters may set to work, so that men shall strive eagerly for leave to work; and when one says, I will sell my hours at such and such a price, then another will say, and I for so much less; so that never shall the lords lack slaves willing to work, but often the slaves shall lack lords to buy them.”

“Thou tellest marvels indeed,” said he; “but how then? if all the churls work not, shall there not be famine and lack of wares?”

“Famine enough,” said I, “yet not from lack of wares; it shall be clean contrary. What wilt thou say when I tell thee that in the latter days there shall be such traffic and such speedy travel across the seas that most wares shall be good cheap, and bread of all things the cheapest?”

Quoth he: “I should say that then there would be better livelihood for men, for in times of plenty it is well; for then men eat that which their own hands have harvested, and need not to spend of their substance in buying of others. Truly, it is well for honest men, but not so well for forestallers and regraters; but who heeds what befalls such foul swine, who filch the money from people’s purses, and do not one hair’s turn of work to help them?”

“Yea, friend,” I said, “but in those latter days all power shall be in the hands of these foul swine, and they shall be the rulers of all; therefore, hearken, for I tell thee that times of plenty shall in those days be the times of famine, and all shall pray for the prices of wares to rise, so that the forestallers and regraters may thrive, and that some of their well-doing may overflow on to those on whom they live.”

“I am weary of thy riddles,” he said. “Yet at least I hope that there may be fewer and fewer folk in the land; as may well be, if life is then so foul and wretched.”

“Alas, poor man!” I said; “nor mayst thou imagine how foul and wretched it may be for many of the folk; and yet I tell thee that men shall increase and multiply, till where there is one man in the land now, there shall be twenty in those days — yea, in some places ten times twenty.”

“I have but little heart to ask thee more questions,” said he; “and when thou answerest, thy words are plain, but the things they tell of I may scarce understand. But tell me this: in those days will men deem that so it must be for ever, as great men even now tell us of our ills, or will they think of some remedy?”

I looked about me. There was but a glimmer of light in the church now, but what there was, was no longer the strange light of the moon, but the first coming of the kindly day.

“Yea,” said John Ball, “’tis the twilight of the dawn. God and St. Christopher send us a good day!”

“John Ball,” said I, “I have told thee that thy death will bring about that which thy life has striven for: thinkest thou that the thing which thou strivest for is worth the labour? or dost thou believe in the tale I have told thee of the days to come?”

He said: “I tell thee once again that I trust thee for a seer; because no man could make up such a tale as thou; the things which thou tellest are too wonderful for a minstrel, the tale too grievous. And whereas thou askest as to whether I count my labour lost, I say nay; if so be that in those latter times (and worser than ours they will be) men shall yet seek a remedy: therefore again I ask thee, is it so that they shall?”

“Yea,” said I, “and their remedy shall be the same as thine, although the days be different: for if the folk be enthralled, what remedy save that they be set free? and if they have tried many roads towards freedom, and found that they led no-whither, then shall they try yet another. Yet in the days to come they shall be slothful to try it, because their masters shall be so much mightier than thine, that they shall not need to show the high hand, and until the days get to their evilest, men shall be cozened into thinking that it is of their own free will that they must needs buy leave to labour by pawning their labour that is to be. Moreover, your lords and masters seem very mighty to you, each one of them, and so they are, but they are few; and the masters of the days to come shall not each one of them seem very mighty to the men of those days, but they shall be very many, and they shall be of one intent in these matters without knowing it; like as one sees the oars of a galley when the rowers are hidden, that rise and fall as it were with one will.”

“And yet,” he said, “shall it not be the same with those that these men devour? shall not they also have one will?”

“Friend,” I said, “they shall have the will to live, as the wretchedest thing living has: therefore shall they sell themselves that they may live, as I told thee; and their hard need shall be their lord’s easy livelihood, and because of it he shall sleep without fear, since their need compelleth them not to loiter by the way to lament with friend or brother that they are pinched in their servitude, or to devise means for ending it. And yet indeed thou sayest it: they also shall have one will if they but knew it: but for a long while they shall have but a glimmer of knowledge of it: yet doubt it not that in the end they shall come to know it clearly, and then shall they bring about the remedy; and in those days shall it be seen that thou hast not wrought for nothing, because thou hast seen beforehand what the remedy should be, even as those of later days have seen it.”

We both sat silent a little while. The twilight was gaining on the night, though slowly. I looked at the poppy which I still held in my hand, and bethought me of Will Green, and said:

“Lo, how the light is spreading: now must I get me back to Will Green’s house as I promised.”

“Go, then,” said he, “if thou wilt. Yet meseems before long he shall come to us; and then mayst thou sleep among the trees on the green grass till the sun is high, for the host shall not be on foot very early; and sweet it is to sleep in shadow by the sun in the full morning when one has been awake and troubled through the night-tide.”

“Yet I will go now,” said I; “I bid thee good-night, or rather good-morrow.”

Therewith I half rose up; but as I did so the will to depart left me as though I had never had it, and I sat down again, and heard the voice of John Ball, at first as one speaking from far away, but little by little growing nearer and more familiar to me, and as if once more it were coming from the man himself whom I had got to know.

 

Forestaller, one who buys up goods when they are cheap, and so raises the price for his own benefit; forestalls the due and real demand. Regrater, one who both buys and sells in the same market, or within five miles thereof; buys, say a ton of cheese at 10 A.M. and sells it at 5 P.M. a penny a pound dearer without moving from his chair. The word “monopolist” will cover both species of thief.






  








CHAPTER XII
 

ILL WOULD CHANGE BE AT WHILES WERE IT NOT FOR THE CHANGE BEYOND THE CHANGE
 

He said: “Many strange things hast thou told me that I could not understand; yea, some my wit so failed to compass, that I cannot so much as ask thee questions concerning them; but of some matters would I ask thee, and I must hasten, for in very sooth the night is worn old and grey. Whereas thou sayest that in the days to come, when there shall be no labouring men who are not thralls after their new fashion, that their lords shall be many and very many, it seemeth to me that these same lords, if they be many, shall hardly be rich, or but very few of them, since they must verily feed and clothe and house their thralls, so that that which they take from them, since it will have to be dealt out amongst many, will not be enough to make many rich; since out of one man ye may get but one man’s work; and pinch him never so sorely, still as aforesaid ye may not pinch him so sorely as not to feed him. Therefore, though the eyes of my mind may see a few lords and many slaves, yet can they not see many lords as well as many slaves; and if the slaves be many and the lords few, then some day shall the slaves make an end of that mastery by the force of their bodies. How then shall thy mastership of the latter days endure?”

“John Ball,” said I, “mastership hath many shifts whereby it striveth to keep itself alive in the world. And now hear a marvel: whereas thou sayest these two times that out of one man ye may get but one man’s work, in days to come one man shall do the work of a hundred men — yea, of a thousand or more: and this is the shift of mastership that shall make many masters and many rich men.”

John Ball laughed. “Great is my harvest of riddles to-night,” said he; “for even if a man sleep not, and eat and drink while he is a-working, ye shall but make two men, or three at the most, out of him.”

Said I: “Sawest thou ever a weaver at his loom?”

“Yea,” said he, “many a time.”

He was silent a little, and then said: “Yet I marvelled not at it; but now I marvel, because I know what thou wouldst say. Time was when the shuttle was thrust in and out of all the thousand threads of the warp, and it was long to do; but now the spring-staves go up and down as the man’s feet move, and this and that leaf of the warp cometh forward and the shuttle goeth in one shot through all the thousand warps. Yea, so it is that this multiplieth a man many times. But look you, he is so multiplied already; and so hath he been, meseemeth, for many hundred years.”

“Yea,” said I, “but what hitherto needed the masters to multiply him more? For many hundred years the workman was a thrall bought and sold at the cross; and for other hundreds of years he hath been a villein — that is, a working-beast and a part of the stock of the manor on which he liveth; but then thou and the like of thee shall free him, and then is mastership put to its shifts; for what should avail the mastery then, when the master no longer owneth the man by law as his chattel, nor any longer by law owneth him as stock of his land, if the master hath not that which he on whom he liveth may not lack and live withal, and cannot have without selling himself?”

He said nothing, but I saw his brow knitted and his lips pressed together as though in anger; and again I said:

“Thou hast seen the weaver at his loom: think how it should be if he sit no longer before the web and cast the shuttle and draw home the sley, but if the shed open of itself and the shuttle of itself speed through it as swift as the eye can follow, and the sley come home of itself; and the weaver standing by and whistling The Hunt’s Up! the while, or looking to half-a-dozen looms and bidding them what to do. And as with the weaver so with the potter, and the smith, and every worker in metals, and all other crafts, that it shall be for them looking on and tending, as with the man that sitteth in the cart while the horse draws. Yea, at last so shall it be even with those who are mere husbandmen; and no longer shall the reaper fare afield in the morning with his hook over his shoulder, and smite and bind and smite again till the sun is down and the moon is up; but he shall draw a thing made by men into the field with one or two horses, and shall say the word and the horses shall go up and down, and the thing shall reap and gather and bind, and do the work of many men. Imagine all this in thy mind if thou canst, at least as ye may imagine a tale of enchantment told by a minstrel, and then tell me what shouldst thou deem that the life of men would be amidst all this, men such as these men of the township here, or the men of the Canterbury gilds.”

“Yea,” said he; “but before I tell thee my thoughts of thy tale of wonder, I would ask thee this: In those days when men work so easily, surely they shall make more wares than they can use in one countryside, or one good town, whereas in another, where things have not gone as well, they shall have less than they need; and even so it is with us now, and thereof cometh scarcity and famine; and if people may not come at each other’s goods, it availeth the whole land little that one country-side hath more than enough while another hath less; for the goods shall abide there in the storehouses of the rich place till they perish. So if that be so in the days of wonder ye tell of (and I see not how it can be otherwise), then shall men be but little holpen by making all their wares so easily and with so little labour.”

I smiled again and said: “Yea, but it shall not be so; not only shall men be multiplied a hundred and a thousand fold, but the distance of one place from another shall be as nothing; so that the wares which lie ready for market in Durham in the evening may be in London on the morrow morning; and the men of Wales may eat corn of Essex and the men of Essex wear wool of Wales; so that, so far as the flitting of goods to market goes, all the land shall be as one parish. Nay, what say I? Not as to this land only shall it be so, but even the Indies, and far countries of which thou knowest not, shall be, so to say, at every man’s door, and wares which now ye account precious and dear-bought, shall then be common things bought and sold for little price at every huckster’s stall. Say then, John, shall not those days be merry, and plentiful of ease and contentment for all men?”

“Brother,” said he, “meseemeth some doleful mockery lieth under these joyful tidings of thine; since thou hast already partly told me to my sad bewilderment what the life of man shall be in those days. Yet will I now for a little set all that aside to consider thy strange tale as of a minstrel from over sea, even as thou biddest me. Therefore I say, that if men still abide men as I have known them, and unless these folk of England change as, the land changeth — and forsooth of the men, for good and for evil, I can think no other than I think now, or behold them other than I have known them and loved them — I say if the men be still men, what will happen except that there should be all plenty in the land, and not one poor man therein, unless of his own free will he choose to lack and be poor, as a man in religion or such like; for there would then be such abundance of all good things, that, as greedy as the lords might be, there would be enough to satisfy their greed and yet leave good living for all who laboured with their hands; so that these should labour far less than now, and they would have time to learn knowledge, so that there should be no learned or unlearned, for all should be learned; and they would have time also to learn how to order the matters of the parish and the hundred, and of the parliament of the realm, so that the king should take no more than his own; and to order the rule of the realm, so that all men, rich and unrich, should have part therein; and so by undoing of evil laws and making of good ones, that fashion would come to an end whereof thou speakest, that rich men make laws for their own behoof; for they should no longer be able to do thus when all had part in making the laws; whereby it would soon come about that there would be no men rich and tyrannous, but all should have enough and to spare of the increase of the earth and the work of their own hands. Yea surely, brother, if ever it cometh about that men shall be able to make things, and not men, work for their superfluities, and that the length of travel from one place to another be made of no account, and all the world be a market for all the world, then all shall live in health and wealth; and envy and grudging shall perish. For then shall we have conquered the earth and it shall be enough; and then shall the kingdom of heaven be come down to the earth in very deed. Why lookest thou so sad and sorry? what sayest thou?”

I said: “Hast thou forgotten already what I told thee, that in those latter days a man who hath nought save his own body (and such men shall be far the most of men) must needs pawn his labour for leave to labour? Can such a man be wealthy? Hast thou not called him a thrall?”

“Yea,” he said; “but how could I deem that such things could be when those days should be come wherein men could make things work for them?”

“Poor man!” said I. “Learn that in those very days, when it shall be with the making of things as with the carter in the cart, that there he sitteth and shaketh the reins and the horse draweth and the cart goeth; in those days, I tell thee, many men shall be as poor and wretched always, year by year, as they are with thee when there is famine in the land; nor shall any have plenty and surety of livelihood save those that shall sit by and look on while others labour; and these, I tell thee, shall be a many, so that they shall see to the making of all laws, and in their hands shall be all power, and the labourers shall think that they cannot do without these men that live by robbing them, and shall praise them and wellnigh pray to them as ye pray to the saints, and the best worshipped man in the land shall be he who by forestalling and regrating hath gotten to him the most money.”

“Yea,” said he, “and shall they who see themselves robbed worship the robber? Then indeed shall men be changed from what they are now, and they shall be sluggards, dolts, and cowards beyond all the earth hath yet borne. Such are not the men I have known in my life-days, and that now I love in my death.”

“Nay,” I said, “but the robbery shall they not see; for have I not told thee that they shall hold themselves to be free men? And for why? I will tell thee: but first tell me how it fares with men now; may the labouring man become a lord?”

He said: “The thing hath been seen that churls have risen from the dortoir of the monastery to the abbot’s chair and the bishop’s throne; yet not often; and whiles hath a bold sergeant become a wise captain, and they have made him squire and knight; and yet but very seldom. And now I suppose thou wilt tell me that the Church will open her arms wider to this poor people, and that many through her shall rise into lordship. But what availeth that? Nought were it to me if the Abbot of St. Alban’s with his golden mitre sitting guarded by his knights and sergeants, or the Prior of Merton with his hawks and his hounds, had once been poor men, if they were now tyrants of poor men; nor would it better the matter if there were ten times as many Houses of Religion in the land as now are, and each with a churl’s son for abbot or prior over it.”

I smiled and said: “Comfort thyself; for in those days shall there be neither abbey nor priory in the land, nor monks nor friars, nor any religious.” (He started as I spoke.) “But thou hast told me that hardly in these days may a poor man rise to be a lord: now I tell thee that in the days to come poor men shall be able to become lords and masters and do-nothings; and oft will it be seen that they shall do so; and it shall be even for that cause that their eyes shall be blinded to the robbing of themselves by others, because they shall hope in their souls that they may each live to rob others: and this shall be the very safeguard of all rule and law in those days.”

“Now am I sorrier than thou hast yet made me,” said he; “for when once this is established, how then can it be changed? Strong shall be the tyranny of the latter days. And now meseems, if thou sayest sooth, this time of the conquest of the earth shall not bring heaven down to the earth, as erst I deemed it would, but rather that it shall bring hell up on to the earth. Woe’s me, brother, for thy sad and weary foretelling! And yet saidst thou that the men of those days would seek a remedy. Canst thou yet tell me, brother, what that remedy shall be, lest the sun rise upon me made hopeless by thy tale of what is to be? And, lo you, soon shall she rise upon the earth.”

In truth the dawn was widening now, and the colours coming into the pictures on wall and in window; and as well as I could see through the varied glazing of these last (and one window before me had as yet nothing but white glass in it), the ruddy glow, which had but so little a while quite died out in the west, was now beginning to gather in the east — the new day was beginning. I looked at the poppy that I still carried in my hand, and it seemed to me to have withered and dwindled. I felt anxious to speak to my companion and tell him much, and withal I felt that I must hasten, or for some reason or other I should be too late; so I spoke at last loud and hurriedly:

“John Ball, be of good cheer; for once more thou knowest, as I know, that the Fellowship of Men shall endure, however many tribulations it may have to wear through. Look you, a while ago was the light bright about us; but it was because of the moon, and the night was deep notwithstanding, and when the moonlight waned and died, and there was but a little glimmer in place of the bright light, yet was the world glad because all things knew that the glimmer was of day and not of night. Lo you, an image of the times to betide the hope of the Fellowship of Men. Yet forsooth, it may well be that this bright day of summer which is now dawning upon us is no image of the beginning of the day that shall be; but rather shall that day-dawn be cold and grey and surly; and yet by its light shall men see things as they verily are, and no longer enchanted by the gleam of the moon and the glamour of the dream-tide. By such grey light shall wise men and valiant souls see the remedy, and deal with it, a real thing that may be touched and handled, and no glory of the heavens to be worshipped from afar off. And what shall it be, as I told thee before, save that men shall be determined to be free; yea, free as thou wouldst have them, when thine hope rises the highest, and thou art thinking not of the king’s uncles, and poll-groat bailiffs, and the villeinage of Essex, but of the end of all, when men shall have the fruits of the earth and the fruits of their toil thereon, without money and without price. The time shall come, John Ball, when that dream of thine that this shall one day be, shall be a thing that men shall talk of soberly, and as a thing soon to come about, as even with thee they talk of the villeins becoming tenants paying their lord quit-rent; therefore, hast thou done well to hope it; and, if thou heedest this also, as I suppose thou heedest it little, thy name shall abide by thy hope in those days to come, and thou shalt not be forgotten.”

I heard his voice come out of the twilight, scarcely seeing him, though now the light was growing fast, as he said:

“Brother, thou givest me heart again; yet since now I wot well that thou art a sending from far-off times and far-off things: tell thou, if thou mayest, to a man who is going to his death how this shall come about.”

“Only this may I tell thee” said I; “to thee, when thou didst try to conceive of them, the ways of the days to come seemed follies scarce to be thought of; yet shall they come to be familiar things, and an order by which every man liveth, ill as he liveth, so that men shall deem of them, that thus it hath been since the beginning of the world, and that thus it shall be while the world endureth; and in this wise so shall they be thought of a long while; and the complaint of the poor the rich man shall heed, even as much and no more as he who lieth in pleasure under the lime-trees in the summer heedeth the murmur of his toiling bees. Yet in time shall this also grow old, and doubt shall creep in, because men shall scarce be able to live by that order, and the complaint of the poor shall be hearkened, no longer as a tale not utterly grievous, but as a threat of ruin, and a fear. Then shall these things, which to thee seem follies, and to the men between thee and me mere wisdom and the bond of stability, seem follies once again; yet, whereas men have so long lived by them, they shall cling to them yet from blindness and from fear; and those that see, and that have thus much conquered fear that they are furthering the real time that cometh and not the dream that faileth, these men shall the blind and the fearful mock and missay, and torment and murder: and great and grievous shall be the strife in those days, and many the failures of the wise, and too oft sore shall be the despair of the valiant; and back-sliding, and doubt, and contest between friends and fellows lacking time in the hubbub to understand each other, shall grieve many hearts and hinder the Host of the Fellowship: yet shall all bring about the end, till thy deeming of folly and ours shall be one, and thy hope and our hope; and then — the Day will have come.”

Once more I heard the voice of John Ball: “Now, brother, I say farewell; for now verily hath the Day of the Earth come, and thou and I are lonely of each other again; thou hast been a dream to me as I to thee, and sorry and glad have we made each other, as tales of old time and the longing of times to come shall ever make men to be. I go to life and to death, and leave thee; and scarce do I know whether to wish thee some dream of the days beyond thine to tell what shall be, as thou hast told me, for I know not if that shall help or hinder thee; but since we have been kind and very friends, I will not leave thee without a wish of good-will, so at least I wish thee what thou thyself wishest for thyself, and that is hopeful strife and blameless peace, which is to say in one word, life. Farewell, friend.”

For some little time, although I had known that the daylight was growing and what was around me, I had scarce seen the things I had before noted so keenly; but now in a flash I saw all — the east crimson with sunrise through the white window on my right hand; the richly-carved stalls and gilded screen work, the pictures on the walls, the loveliness of the faultless colour of the mosaic window lights, the altar and the red light over it looking strange in the daylight, and the biers with the hidden dead men upon them that lay before the high altar. A great pain filled my heart at the sight of all that beauty, and withal I heard quick steps coming up the paved church-path to the porch, and the loud whistle of a sweet old tune therewith; then the footsteps stopped at the door; I heard the latch rattle, and knew that Will Green’s hand was on the ring of it.

Then I strove to rise up, but fell back again; a white light, empty of all sights, broke upon me for a moment, and lo I behold, I was lying in my familiar bed, the south-westerly gale rattling the Venetian blinds and making their hold-fasts squeak.

I got up presently, and going to the window looked out on the winter morning; the river was before me broad between outer bank and bank, but it was nearly dead ebb, and there was a wide space of mud on each side of the hurrying stream, driven on the faster as it seemed by the push of the south-west wind. On the other side of the water the few willow-trees left us by the Thames Conservancy looked doubtfully alive against the bleak sky and the row of wretched-looking blue-slated houses, although, by the way, the latter were the backs of a sort of street of “villas” and not a slum; the road in front of the house was sooty and muddy at once, and in the air was that sense of dirty discomfort which one is never quit of in London. The morning was harsh, too, and though the wind was from the south-west it was as cold as a north wind; and yet amidst it all, I thought of the corner of the next bight of the river which I could not quite see from where I was, but over which one can see clear of houses and into Richmond Park, looking like the open country; and dirty as the river was, and harsh as was the January wind, they seemed to woo me toward the country-side, where away from the miseries of the “Great Wen” I might of my own will carry on a daydream of the friends I had made in the dream of the night and against my will.

But as I turned away shivering and downhearted, on a sudden came the frightful noise of the “hooters,” one after the other, that call the workmen to the factories, this one the after-breakfast one, more by token. So I grinned surlily, and dressed and got ready for my day’s “work” as I call it, but which many a man besides John Ruskin (though not many in his position) would call “play.”
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A TALE OF THE HOUSE OF THE WOLFINGS AND ALL THE KINDREDS OF THE MARK WRITTEN IN PROSE AND IN VERSE
 

This highly influential fantasy novel was first published in 1889. Ostensibly, it is a historical novel giving a highly romanticised portrait of the Germanic Gothic tribes of Northern Europe and their struggle against the Roman Empire – a depiction which is in keeping with Morris’ ideals of simple, labouring communities rising up against an oppressor. Yet Morris also blends supernatural and folkloric elements into his story, creating an imaginative depiction of a heroic world entirely other to the experiences of his Victorian readers – a fantasy world of gods and heroes, which owes as much to old English sagas as to the historical reality. 

This mixture of the documented past with a heroic ideal and supernatural elements effectively deleted the boundary between the real history of the ‘dark ages’ and the poetic sagas written during that period to create a new kind of highly wrought adventure novel. It was an approach that was greeted with enthusiasm by many of Morris’ contemporaries, including Oscar Wilde and Andrew Lang, who recognised its originality and artistry. It also underpins the modern fantasy genre and would later greatly influence J. R. R. Tolkien’s The Lord of the Rings. 
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Whiles in the early Winter eve
 We pass amid the gathering night
 Some homestead that we had to leave
 Years past; and see its candles bright
 Shine in the room beside the door
 Where we were merry years agone
 But now must never enter more,
 As still the dark road drives us on.
 E’en so the world of men may turn
 At even of some hurried day
 And see the ancient glimmer burn
 Across the waste that hath no way;
 Then with that faint light in its eyes
 A while I bid it linger near
 And nurse in wavering memories
 The bitter-sweet of days that were.
 






  








CHAPTER I — THE DWELLINGS OF MID-MARK
 

The tale tells that in times long past there was a dwelling of men beside a great wood.  Before it lay a plain, not very great, but which was, as it were, an isle in the sea of woodland, since even when you stood on the flat ground, you could see trees everywhere in the offing, though as for hills, you could scarce say that there were any; only swellings-up of the earth here and there, like the upheavings of the water that one sees at whiles going on amidst the eddies of a swift but deep stream.

On either side, to right and left the tree-girdle reached out toward the blue distance, thick close and unsundered, save where it and the plain which it begirdled was cleft amidmost by a river about as wide as the Thames at Sheene when the flood-tide is at its highest, but so swift and full of eddies, that it gave token of mountains not so far distant, though they were hidden.  On each side moreover of the stream of this river was a wide space of stones, great and little, and in most places above this stony waste were banks of a few feet high, showing where the yearly winter flood was most commonly stayed.

You must know that this great clearing in the woodland was not a matter of haphazard; though the river had driven a road whereby men might fare on each side of its hurrying stream.  It was men who had made that Isle in the woodland.

For many generations the folk that now dwelt there had learned the craft of iron-founding, so that they had no lack of wares of iron and steel, whether they were tools of handicraft or weapons for hunting and for war.  It was the men of the Folk, who coming adown by the river-side had made that clearing.  The tale tells not whence they came, but belike from the dales of the distant mountains, and from dales and mountains and plains further aloof and yet further.

Anyhow they came adown the river; on its waters on rafts, by its shores in wains or bestriding their horses or their kine, or afoot, till they had a mind to abide; and there as it fell they stayed their travel, and spread from each side of the river, and fought with the wood and its wild things, that they might make to themselves a dwelling-place on the face of the earth.

So they cut down the trees, and burned their stumps that the grass might grow sweet for their kine and sheep and horses; and they diked the river where need was all through the plain, and far up into the wild-wood to bridle the winter floods: and they made them boats to ferry them over, and to float down stream and track up-stream: they fished the river’s eddies also with net and with line; and drew drift from out of it of far-travelled wood and other matters; and the gravel of its shallows they washed for gold; and it became their friend, and they loved it, and gave it a name, and called it the Dusky, and the Glassy, and the Mirkwood-water; for the names of it changed with the generations of man.

There then in the clearing of the wood that for many years grew greater yearly they drave their beasts to pasture in the new-made meadows, where year by year the grass grew sweeter as the sun shone on it and the standing waters went from it; and now in the year whereof the tale telleth it was a fair and smiling plain, and no folk might have a better meadow.

But long before that had they learned the craft of tillage and taken heed to the acres and begun to grow wheat and rye thereon round about their roofs; the spade came into their hands, and they bethought them of the plough-share, and the tillage spread and grew, and there was no lack of bread.

In such wise that Folk had made an island amidst of the Mirkwood, and established a home there, and upheld it with manifold toil too long to tell of.  And from the beginning this clearing in the wood they called the Mid-mark: for you shall know that men might journey up and down the Mirkwood-water, and half a day’s ride up or down they would come on another clearing or island in the woods, and these were the Upper-mark and the Nether-mark: and all these three were inhabited by men of one folk and one kindred, which was called the Mark-men, though of many branches was that stem of folk, who bore divers signs in battle and at the council whereby they might be known.

Now in the Mid-mark itself were many Houses of men; for by that word had they called for generations those who dwelt together under one token of kinship.  The river ran from South to North, and both on the East side and on the West were there Houses of the Folk, and their habitations were shouldered up nigh unto the wood, so that ever betwixt them and the river was there a space of tillage and pasture.

Tells the tale of one such House, whose habitations were on the west side of the water, on a gentle slope of land, so that no flood higher than common might reach them.  It was straight down to the river mostly that the land fell off, and on its downward-reaching slopes was the tillage, “the Acres,” as the men of that time always called tilled land; and beyond that was the meadow going fair and smooth, though with here and there a rising in it, down to the lips of the stony waste of the winter river.

Now the name of this House was the Wolfings, and they bore a Wolf on their banners, and their warriors were marked on the breast with the image of the Wolf, that they might be known for what they were if they fell in battle, and were stripped.

The house, that is to say the Roof, of the Wolfings of the Mid-mark stood on the topmost of the slope aforesaid with its back to the wild-wood and its face to the acres and the water.  But you must know that in those days the men of one branch of kindred dwelt under one roof together, and had therein their place and dignity; nor were there many degrees amongst them as hath befallen afterwards, but all they of one blood were brethren and of equal dignity.  Howbeit they had servants or thralls, men taken in battle, men of alien blood, though true it is that from time to time were some of such men taken into the House, and hailed as brethren of the blood.

Also (to make an end at once of these matters of kinship and affinity) the men of one House might not wed the women of their own House: to the Wolfing men all Wolfing women were as sisters: they must needs wed with the Hartings or the Elkings or the Bearings, or other such Houses of the Mark as were not so close akin to the blood of the Wolf; and this was a law that none dreamed of breaking.  Thus then dwelt this Folk and such was their Custom.

As to the Roof of the Wolfings, it was a great hall and goodly, after the fashion of their folk and their day; not built of stone and lime, but framed of the goodliest trees of the wild-wood squared with the adze, and betwixt the framing filled with clay wattled with reeds.  Long was that house, and at one end anigh the gable was the Man’s-door, not so high that a man might stand on the threshold and his helmcrest clear the lintel; for such was the custom, that a tall man must bow himself as he came into the hall; which custom maybe was a memory of the days of onslaught when the foemen were mostly wont to beset the hall; whereas in the days whereof the tale tells they drew out into the fields and fought unfenced; unless at whiles when the odds were over great, and then they drew their wains about them and were fenced by the wain-burg.  At least it was from no niggardry that the door was made thus low, as might be seen by the fair and manifold carving of knots and dragons that was wrought above the lintel of the door for some three foot’s space.  But a like door was there anigh the other gable-end, whereby the women entered, and it was called the Woman’s-door.

Near to the house on all sides except toward the wood were there many bowers and cots round about the penfolds and the byres: and these were booths for the stowage of wares, and for crafts and smithying that were unhandy to do in the house; and withal they were the dwelling-places of the thralls.  And the lads and young men often abode there many days and were cherished there of the thralls that loved them, since at whiles they shunned the Great Roof that they might be the freer to come and go at their pleasure, and deal as they would.  Thus was there a clustering on the slopes and bents betwixt the acres of the Wolfings and the wild-wood wherein dwelt the wolves.

As to the house within, two rows of pillars went down it endlong, fashioned of the mightiest trees that might be found, and each one fairly wrought with base and chapiter, and wreaths and knots, and fighting men and dragons; so that it was like a church of later days that has a nave and aisles: windows there were above the aisles, and a passage underneath the said windows in their roofs.  In the aisles were the sleeping-places of the Folk, and down the nave under the crown of the roof were three hearths for the fires, and above each hearth a luffer or smoke-bearer to draw the smoke up when the fires were lighted.  Forsooth on a bright winter afternoon it was strange to see the three columns of smoke going wavering up to the dimness of the mighty roof, and one maybe smitten athwart by the sunbeams.  As for the timber of the roof itself and its framing, so exceeding great and high it was, that the tale tells how that none might see the fashion of it from the hall-floor unless he were to raise aloft a blazing faggot on a long pole: since no lack of timber was there among the men of the Mark.

At the end of the hall anigh the Man’s-door was the dais, and a table thereon set thwartwise of the hall; and in front of the dais was the noblest and greatest of the hearths; (but of the others one was in the very midmost, and another in the Woman’s-Chamber) and round about the dais, along the gable-wall, and hung from pillar to pillar were woven cloths pictured with images of ancient tales and the deeds of the Wolfings, and the deeds of the Gods from whence they came.  And this was the fairest place of all the house and the best-beloved of the Folk, and especially of the older and the mightier men: and there were tales told, and songs sung, especially if they were new: and thereto also were messengers brought if any tidings were abroad: there also would the elders talk together about matters concerning the House or the Mid-mark or the whole Folk of the Markmen.

Yet you must not think that their solemn councils were held there, the folk-motes whereat it must be determined what to do and what to forbear doing; for according as such councils, (which they called Things) were of the House or of the Mid-mark or of the whole Folk, were they held each at the due Thing-steads in the Wood aloof from either acre or meadow, (as was the custom of our forefathers for long after) and at such Things would all the men of the House or the Mid-mark or the Folk be present man by man.  And in each of these steads was there a Doomring wherein Doom was given by the neighbours chosen, (whom now we call the Jury) in matters between man and man; and no such doom of neighbours was given, and no such voice of the Folk proclaimed in any house or under any roof, nor even as aforesaid on the tilled acres or the depastured meadows.  This was the custom of our forefathers, in memory, belike, of the days when as yet there was neither house nor tillage, nor flocks and herds, but the Earth’s face only and what freely grew thereon.

But over the dais there hung by chains and pulleys fastened to a tie-beam of the roof high aloft a wondrous lamp fashioned of glass; yet of no such glass as the folk made then and there, but of a fair and clear green like an emerald, and all done with figures and knots in gold, and strange beasts, and a warrior slaying a dragon, and the sun rising on the earth: nor did any tale tell whence this lamp came, but it was held as an ancient and holy thing by all the Markmen, and the kindred of the Wolf had it in charge to keep a light burning in it night and day for ever; and they appointed a maiden of their own kindred to that office; which damsel must needs be unwedded, since no wedded woman dwelling under that roof could be a Wolfing woman, but would needs be of the houses wherein the Wolfings wedded.

This lamp which burned ever was called the Hall-Sun, and the woman who had charge of it, and who was the fairest that might be found was called after it the Hall-Sun also.

At the other end of the hall was the Woman’s-Chamber, and therein were the looms and other gear for the carding and spinning of wool and the weaving of cloth.

Such was the Roof under which dwelt the kindred of the Wolfings; and the other kindreds of the Mid-mark had roofs like to it; and of these the chiefest were the Elkings, the Vallings, the Alftings, the Beamings, the Galtings, and the Bearings; who bore on their banners the Elk, the Falcon, the Swan, the Tree, the Boar, and the Bear.  But other lesser and newer kindreds there were than these: as for the Hartings above named, they were a kindred of the Upper-mark.






  








CHAPTER II — THE FLITTING OF THE WAR-ARROW
 

Tells the tale that it was an evening of summer, when the wheat was in the ear, but yet green; and the neat-herds were done driving the milch-kine to the byre, and the horseherds and the shepherds had made the night-shift, and the out-goers were riding two by two and one by one through the lanes between the wheat and the rye towards the meadow.  Round the cots of the thralls were gathered knots of men and women both thralls and freemen, some talking together, some hearkening a song or a tale, some singing and some dancing together; and the children gambolling about from group to group with their shrill and tuneless voices, like young throstles who have not yet learned the song of their race.  With these were mingled dogs, dun of colour, long of limb, sharp-nosed, gaunt and great; they took little heed of the children as they pulled them about in their play, but lay down, or loitered about, as though they had forgotten the chase and the wild-wood.

Merry was the folk with that fair tide, and the promise of the harvest, and the joy of life, and there was no weapon among them so close to the houses, save here and there the boar-spear of some herdman or herd-woman late come from the meadow.

Tall and for the most part comely were both men and women; the most of them light-haired and grey-eyed, with cheek-bones somewhat high; white of skin but for the sun’s burning, and the wind’s parching, and whereas they were tanned of a very ruddy and cheerful hue.  But the thralls were some of them of a shorter and darker breed, black-haired also and dark-eyed, lighter of limb; sometimes better knit, but sometimes crookeder of leg and knottier of arm.  But some also were of build and hue not much unlike to the freemen; and these doubtless came of some other Folk of the Goths which had given way in battle before the Men of the Mark, either they or their fathers.

Moreover some of the freemen were unlike their fellows and kindred, being slenderer and closer-knit, and black-haired, but grey-eyed withal; and amongst these were one or two who exceeded in beauty all others of the House.

Now the sun was set and the glooming was at point to begin and the shadowless twilight lay upon the earth.  The nightingales on the borders of the wood sang ceaselessly from the scattered hazel-trees above the greensward where the grass was cropped down close by the nibbling of the rabbits; but in spite of their song and the divers voices of the men-folk about the houses, it was an evening on which sounds from aloof can be well heard, since noises carry far at such tides.

Suddenly they who were on the edges of those throngs and were the less noisy, held themselves as if to listen; and a group that had gathered about a minstrel to hear his story fell hearkening also round about the silenced and hearkening tale-teller: some of the dancers and singers noted them and in their turn stayed the dance and kept silence to hearken; and so from group to group spread the change, till all were straining their ears to hearken the tidings.  Already the men of the night-shift had heard it, and the shepherds of them had turned about, and were trotting smartly back through the lanes of the tall wheat: but the horse-herds were now scarce seen on the darkening meadow, as they galloped on fast toward their herds to drive home the stallions.  For what they had heard was the tidings of war.

There was a sound in the air as of a humble-bee close to the ear of one lying on a grassy bank; or whiles as of a cow afar in the meadow lowing in the afternoon when milking-time draws nigh: but it was ever shriller than the one, and fuller than the other; for it changed at whiles, though after the first sound of it, it did not rise or fall, because the eve was windless.  You might hear at once that for all it was afar, it was a great and mighty sound; nor did any that hearkened doubt what it was, but all knew it for the blast of the great war-horn of the Elkings, whose Roof lay up Mirkwood-water next to the Roof of the Wolfings.

So those little throngs broke up at once; and all the freemen, and of the thralls a good many, flocked, both men and women, to the Man’s-door of the hall, and streamed in quietly and with little talk, as men knowing that they should hear all in due season.

Within under the Hall-Sun, amidst the woven stories of time past, sat the elders and chief warriors on the dais, and amidst of all a big strong man of forty winters, his dark beard a little grizzled, his eyes big and grey.  Before him on the board lay the great War-horn of the Wolfings carved out of the tusk of a sea-whale of the North and with many devices on it and the Wolf amidst them all; its golden mouth-piece and rim wrought finely with flowers.  There it abode the blowing, until the spoken word of some messenger should set forth the tidings borne on the air by the horn of the Elkings.

But the name of the dark-haired chief was Thiodolf (to wit Folk-wolf) and he was deemed the wisest man of the Wolfings, and the best man of his hands, and of heart most dauntless.  Beside him sat the fair woman called the Hall-Sun; for she was his foster-daughter before men’s eyes; and she was black-haired and grey-eyed like to her fosterer, and never was woman fashioned fairer: she was young of years, scarce twenty winters old.

There sat the chiefs and elders on the dais, and round about stood the kindred intermingled with the thralls, and no man spake, for they were awaiting sure and certain tidings: and when all were come in who had a mind to, there was so great a silence in the hall, that the song of the nightingales on the wood-edge sounded clear and loud therein, and even the chink of the bats about the upper windows could be heard.  Then amidst the hush of men-folk, and the sounds of the life of the earth came another sound that made all turn their eyes toward the door; and this was the pad-pad of one running on the trodden and summer-dried ground anigh the hall: it stopped for a moment at the Man’s-door, and the door opened, and the throng parted, making way for the man that entered and came hastily up to the midst of the table that stood on the dais athwart the hall, and stood there panting, holding forth in his outstretched hand something which not all could see in the dimness of the hall-twilight, but which all knew nevertheless.  The man was young, lithe and slender, and had no raiment but linen breeches round his middle, and skin shoes on his feet.  As he stood there gathering his breath for speech, Thiodolf stood up, and poured mead into a drinking horn and held it out towards the new-comer, and spake, but in rhyme and measure:

“Welcome, thou evening-farer, and holy be thine head,
 Since thou hast sought unto us in the heart of the Wolfings’ stead;
 Drink now of the horn of the mighty, and call a health if thou wilt
 O’er the eddies of the mead-horn to the washing out of guilt.
 For thou com’st to the peace of the Wolfings, and our very guest thou art,
 And meseems as I behold thee, that I look on a child of the Hart.”
 

But the man put the horn from him with a hasty hand, and none said another word to him until he had gotten his breath again; and then he said:

“All hail ye Wood-Wolfs’ children! nought may I drink the wine,
 For the mouth and the maw that I carry this eve are nought of mine;
 And my feet are the feet of the people, since the word went forth that tide,
 ‘O Elf here of the Hartings, no longer shalt thou bide
 In any house of the Markmen than to speak the word and wend,
 Till all men know the tidings and thine errand hath an end.’
 Behold, O Wolves, the token and say if it be true!
 I bear the shaft of battle that is four-wise cloven through,
 And its each end dipped in the blood-stream, both the iron and the horn,
 And its midmost scathed with the fire; and the word that I have borne
 Along with this war-token is, ‘Wolfings of the Mark
 Whenso ye see the war-shaft, by the daylight or the dark,
 Busk ye to battle faring, and leave all work undone
 Save the gathering for the handplay at the rising of the sun.
 Three days hence is the hosting, and thither bear along
 Your wains and your kine for the slaughter lest the journey should be long.
 For great is the Folk, saith the tidings, that against the Markmen come;
 In a far off land is their dwelling, whenso they sit at home,
 And Welsh  is their tongue, and we wot not of the word that is in their mouth,
 As they march a many together from the cities of the South.’”
 

Therewith he held up yet for a minute the token of the war-arrow ragged and burnt and bloody; and turning about with it in his hand went his ways through the open door, none hindering; and when he was gone, it was as if the token were still in the air there against the heads of the living men, and the heads of the woven warriors, so intently had all gazed at it; and none doubted the tidings or the token.  Then said Thiodolf:

“Forth will we Wolfing children, and cast a sound abroad:
 The mouth of the sea-beast’s weapon shall speak the battle-word;
 And ye warriors hearken and hasten, and dight the weed of war,
 And then to acre and meadow wend ye adown no more,
 For this work shall be for the women to drive our neat from the mead,
 And to yoke the wains, and to load them as the men of war have need.”
 

Out then they streamed from the hall, and no man was left therein save the fair Hall-Sun sitting under the lamp whose name she bore.  But to the highest of the slope they went, where was a mound made higher by man’s handiwork; thereon stood Thiodolf and handled the horn, turning his face toward the downward course of Mirkwood-water; and he set the horn to his lips, and blew a long blast, and then again, and yet again the third time; and all the sounds of the gathering night were hushed under the sound of the roaring of the war-horn of the Wolfings; and the Kin of the Beamings heard it as they sat in their hall, and they gat them ready to hearken to the bearer of the tidings who should follow on the sound of the war-blast.

But when the last sound of the horn had died away, then said Thiodolf:

“Now Wolfing children hearken, what the splintered War-shaft saith,
 The fire scathed blood-stained aspen! we shall ride for life or death,
 We warriors, a long journey with the herd and with the wain;
 But unto this our homestead shall we wend us back again,
 All the gleanings of the battle; and here for them that live
 Shall stand the Roof of the Wolfings, and for them shall the meadow thrive,
 And the acres give their increase in the harvest of the year;
 Now is no long departing since the Hall-Sun bideth here
 ‘Neath the holy Roof of the Fathers, and the place of the Wolfing kin,
 And the feast of our glad returning shall yet be held therein.
 Hear the bidding of the War-shaft!  All men, both thralls and free,
 ‘Twixt twenty winters and sixty, beneath the shield shall be,
 And the hosting is at the Thing-stead, the Upper-mark anigh;
 And we wend away to-morrow ere the Sun is noon-tide high.”
 

Therewith he stepped down from the mound, and went his way back to the hall; and manifold talk arose among the folk; and of the warriors some were already dight for the journey, but most not, and a many went their ways to see to their weapons and horses, and the rest back again into the hall.

By this time night had fallen, and between then and the dawning would be no darker hour, for the moon was just rising; a many of the horse-herds had done their business, and were now making their way back again through the lanes of the wheat, driving the stallions before them, who played together kicking, biting and squealing, paying but little heed to the standing corn on either side.  Lights began to glitter now in the cots of the thralls, and brighter still in the stithies where already you might hear the hammers clinking on the anvils, as men fell to looking to their battle gear.

But the chief men and the women sat under their Roof on the eve of departure: and the tuns of mead were broached, and the horns filled and borne round by young maidens, and men ate and drank and were merry; and from time to time as some one of the warriors had done with giving heed to his weapons, he entered into the hall and fell into the company of those whom he loved most and by whom he was best beloved; and whiles they talked, and whiles they sang to the harp up and down that long house; and the moon risen high shone in at the windows, and there was much laughter and merriment, and talk of deeds of arms of the old days on the eve of that departure: till little by little weariness fell on them, and they went their ways to slumber, and the hall was fallen silent.






  








CHAPTER III — THIODOLF TALKETH WITH THE WOOD-SUN
 

But yet sat Thiodolf under the Hall-Sun for a while as one in deep thought; till at last as he stirred, his sword clattered on him; and then he lifted up his eyes and looked down the hall and saw no man stirring, so he stood up and settled his raiment on him, and went forth, and so took his ways through the hall-door, as one who hath an errand.

The moonlight lay in a great flood on the grass without, and the dew was falling in the coldest hour of the night, and the earth smelled sweetly: the whole habitation was asleep now, and there was no sound to be known as the sound of any creature, save that from the distant meadow came the lowing of a cow that had lost her calf, and that a white owl was flitting about near the eaves of the Roof with her wild cry that sounded like the mocking of merriment now silent.

Thiodolf turned toward the wood, and walked steadily through the scattered hazel-trees, and thereby into the thick of the beech-trees, whose boles grew smooth and silver-grey, high and close-set: and so on and on he went as one going by a well-known path, though there was no path, till all the moonlight was quenched under the close roof of the beech-leaves, though yet for all the darkness, no man could go there and not feel that the roof was green above him.  Still he went on in despite of the darkness, till at last there was a glimmer before him, that grew greater till he came unto a small wood-lawn whereon the turf grew again, though the grass was but thin, because little sunlight got to it, so close and thick were the tall trees round about it.  In the heavens above it by now there was a light that was not all of the moon, though it might scarce be told whether that light were the memory of yesterday or the promise of to-morrow, since little of the heavens could be seen thence, save the crown of them, because of the tall tree-tops.

Nought looked Thiodolf either at the heavens above, or the trees, as he strode from off the husk-strewn floor of the beech wood on to the scanty grass of the lawn, but his eyes looked straight before him at that which was amidmost of the lawn: and little wonder was that; for there on a stone chair sat a woman exceeding fair, clad in glittering raiment, her hair lying as pale in the moonlight on the grey stone as the barley acres in the August night before the reaping-hook goes in amongst them.  She sat there as though she were awaiting someone, and he made no stop nor stay, but went straight up to her, and took her in his arms, and kissed her mouth and her eyes, and she him again; and then he sat himself down beside her.  But her eyes looked kindly on him as she said:

“O Thiodolf, hardy art thou, that thou hast no fear to take me in thine arms and to kiss me, as though thou hadst met in the meadow with a maiden of the Elkings: and I, who am a daughter of the Gods of thy kindred, and a Chooser of the Slain!  Yea, and that upon the eve of battle and the dawn of thy departure to the stricken field!”

“O Wood-Sun,” he said “thou art the treasure of life that I found when I was young, and the love of life that I hold, now that my beard is grizzling.  Since when did I fear thee, Wood-Sun?  Did I fear thee when first I saw thee, and we stood amidst the hazelled field, we twain living amongst the slain?  But my sword was red with the blood of the foe, and my raiment with mine own blood; and I was a-weary with the day’s work, and sick with many strokes, and methought I was fainting into death.  And there thou wert before me, full of life and ruddy and smiling both lips and eyes; thy raiment clean and clear, thine hands stained with blood: then didst thou take me by my bloody and weary hand, and didst kiss my lips grown ashen pale, and thou saidst ‘Come with me.’  And I strove to go, and might not; so many and sore were my hurts.  Then amidst my sickness and my weariness was I merry; for I said to myself, This is the death of the warrior, and it is exceeding sweet.  What meaneth it?  Folk said of me; he is over young to meet the foeman; yet am I not over young to die?”

Therewith he laughed out amid the wild-wood, and his speech became song, and he said:

“We wrought in the ring of the hazels, and the wine of war we drank:
 From the tide when the sun stood highest to the hour wherein she sank:
 And three kings came against me, the mightiest of the Huns,
 The evil-eyed in battle, the swift-foot wily ones;
 And they gnashed their teeth against me, and they gnawed on the shield-rims there,
 On that afternoon of summer, in the high-tide of the year.
 Keen-eyed I gazed about me, and I saw the clouds draw up
 Till the heavens were dark as the hollow of a wine-stained iron cup,
 And the wild-deer lay unfeeding on the grass of the forest glades,
 And all earth was scared with the thunder above our clashing blades.
 

“Then sank a King before me, and on fell the other twain,
 And I tossed up the reddened sword-blade in the gathered rush of the rain
 And the blood and the water blended, and fragrant grew the earth.
 

“There long I turned and twisted within the battle-girth
 Before those bears of onset: while out from the grey world streamed
 The broad red lash of the lightening and in our byrnies gleamed.
 And long I leapt and laboured in that garland of the fight
 ‘Mid the blue blades and the lightening; but ere the sky grew light
 The second of the Hun-kings on the rain-drenched daisies lay;
 And we twain with the battle blinded a little while made stay,
 And leaning on our sword-hilts each on the other gazed.
 

“Then the rain grew less, and one corner of the veil of clouds was raised,
 And as from the broidered covering gleams out the shoulder white
 Of the bed-mate of the warrior when on his wedding night
 He layeth his hand to the linen; so, down there in the west
 Gleamed out the naked heaven: but the wrath rose up in my breast,
 And the sword in my hand rose with it, and I leaped and hewed at the Hun;
 And from him too flared the war-flame, and the blades danced bright in the sun
 Come back to the earth for a little before the ending of day.
 

“There then with all that was in him did the Hun play out the play,
 Till he fell, and left me tottering, and I turned my feet to wend
 To the place of the mound of the mighty, the gate of the way without end.
 And there thou wert.  How was it, thou Chooser of the Slain,
 Did I die in thine arms, and thereafter did thy mouth-kiss wake me again?”
 

Ere the last sound of his voice was done she turned and kissed him; and then she said; “Never hadst thou a fear and thine heart is full of hardihood.”

Then he said:

“’Tis the hardy heart, beloved, that keepeth me alive,
 As the king-leek in the garden by the rain and the sun doth thrive,
 So I thrive by the praise of the people; it is blent with my drink and my meat;
 As I slumber in the night-tide it laps me soft and sweet;
 And through the chamber window when I waken in the morn
 With the wind of the sun’s arising from the meadow is it borne
 And biddeth me remember that yet I live on earth:
 Then I rise and my might is with me, and fills my heart with mirth,
 As I think of the praise of the people; and all this joy I win
 By the deeds that my heart commandeth and the hope that lieth therein.”
 

“Yea,” she said, “but day runneth ever on the heels of day, and there are many and many days; and betwixt them do they carry eld.”

“Yet art thou no older than in days bygone,” said he.  “Is it so, O Daughter of the Gods, that thou wert never born, but wert from before the framing of the mountains, from the beginning of all things?”

But she said:

“Nay, nay; I began, I was born; although it may be indeed
 That not on the hills of the earth I sprang from the godhead’s seed.
 And e’en as my birth and my waxing shall be my waning and end.
 But thou on many an errand, to many a field dost wend
 Where the bow at adventure bended, or the fleeing dastard’s spear
 Oft lulleth the mirth of the mighty.  Now me thou dost not fear,
 Yet fear with me, beloved, for the mighty Maid I fear;
 And Doom is her name, and full often she maketh me afraid
 And even now meseemeth on my life her hand is laid.”
 

But he laughed and said:

“In what land is she abiding?  Is she near or far away?
 Will she draw up close beside me in the press of the battle play?
 And if then I may not smite her ‘midst the warriors of the field
 With the pale blade of my fathers, will she bide the shove of my shield?”
 

But sadly she sang in answer:

“In many a stead Doom dwelleth, nor sleepeth day nor night:
 The rim of the bowl she kisseth, and beareth the chambering light
 When the kings of men wend happy to the bride-bed from the board.
 It is little to say that she wendeth the edge of the grinded sword,
 When about the house half builded she hangeth many a day;
 The ship from the strand she shoveth, and on his wonted way
 By the mountain-hunter fareth where his foot ne’er failed before:
 She is where the high bank crumbles at last on the river’s shore:
 The mower’s scythe she whetteth; and lulleth the shepherd to sleep
 Where the deadly ling-worm wakeneth in the desert of the sheep.
 Now we that come of the God-kin of her redes for ourselves we wot,
 But her will with the lives of men-folk and their ending know we not.
 So therefore I bid thee not fear for thyself of Doom and her deed,
 But for me: and I bid thee hearken to the helping of my need.
 Or else — Art thou happy in life, or lusteth thou to die
 In the flower of thy days, when thy glory and thy longing bloom on high?”
 

But Thiodolf answered her:

“I have deemed, and long have I deemed that this is my second life,
 That my first one waned with my wounding when thou cam’st to the ring of strife.
 For when in thine arms I wakened on the hazelled field of yore,
 Meseemed I had newly arisen to a world I knew no more,
 So much had all things brightened on that dewy dawn of day.
 It was dark dull death that I looked for when my thought had died away.
 It was lovely life that I woke to; and from that day henceforth
 My joy of the life of man-folk was manifolded of worth.
 Far fairer the fields of the morning than I had known them erst,
 And the acres where I wended, and the corn with its half-slaked thirst;
 And the noble Roof of the Wolfings, and the hawks that sat thereon;
 And the bodies of my kindred whose deliverance I had won;
 And the glimmering of the Hall-Sun in the dusky house of old;
 And my name in the mouth of the maidens, and the praises of the bold,
 As I sat in my battle-raiment, and the ruddy spear well steeled
 Leaned ‘gainst my side war-battered, and the wounds thine hand had healed.
 Yea, from that morn thenceforward has my life been good indeed,
 The gain of to-day was goodly, and good to-morrow’s need,
 And good the whirl of the battle, and the broil I wielded there,
 Till I fashioned the ordered onset, and the unhoped victory fair.
 And good were the days thereafter of utter deedless rest
 And the prattle of thy daughter, and her hands on my unmailed breast.
 Ah good is the life thou hast given, the life that mine hands have won.
 And where shall be the ending till the world is all undone?
 Here sit we twain together, and both we in Godhead clad,
 We twain of the Wolfing kindred, and each of the other glad.”
 

But she answered, and her face grew darker withal:

“O mighty man and joyous, art thou of the Wolfing kin?
 ’Twas no evil deed when we mingled, nor lieth doom therein.
 Thou lovely man, thou black-haired, thou shalt die and have done no ill.
 Fame-crowned are the deeds of thy doing, and the mouths of men they fill.
 Thou betterer of the Godfolk, enduring is thy fame:
 Yet as a painted image of a dream is thy dreaded name.
 Of an alien folk thou comest, that we twain might be one indeed.
 Thou shalt die one day.  So hearken, to help me at my need.”
 

His face grew troubled and he said: “What is this word that I am no chief of the Wolfings?”

“Nay,” she said, “but better than they.  Look thou on the face of our daughter the Hall-Sun, thy daughter and mine: favoureth she at all of me?”

He laughed: “Yea, whereas she is fair, but not otherwise.  This is a hard saying, that I dwell among an alien kindred, and it wotteth not thereof.  Why hast thou not told me hereof before?”

She said: “It needed not to tell thee because thy day was waxing, as now it waneth.  Once more I bid thee hearken and do my bidding though it be hard to thee.”

He answered: “Even so will I as much as I may; and thus wise must thou look upon it, that I love life, and fear not death.”

Then she spake, and again her words fell into rhyme:

“In forty fights hast thou foughten, and been worsted but in four;
 And I looked on and was merry; and ever more and more
 Wert thou dear to the heart of the Wood-Sun, and the Chooser of the Slain.
 But now whereas ye are wending with slaughter-herd and wain
 To meet a folk that ye know not, a wonder, a peerless foe,
 I fear for thy glory’s waning, and I see thee lying alow.”
 

Then he brake in: “Herein is little shame to be worsted by the might of the mightiest: if this so mighty folk sheareth a limb off the tree of my fame, yet shall it wax again.”

But she sang:

“In forty fights hast thou foughten, and beside thee who but I
 Beheld the wind-tossed banners, and saw the aspen fly?
 But to-day to thy war I wend not, for Weird withholdeth me
 And sore my heart forebodeth for the battle that shall be.
 To-day with thee I wend not; so I feared, and lo my feet,
 That are wont to the woodland girdle of the acres of the wheat,
 For thee among strange people and the foeman’s throng have trod,
 And I tell thee their banner of battle is a wise and a mighty God.
 For these are the folk of the cities, and in wondrous wise they dwell
 ‘Mid confusion of heaped houses, dim and black as the face of hell;
 Though therefrom rise roofs most goodly, where their captains and their kings
 Dwell amidst the walls of marble in abundance of fair things;
 And ‘mid these, nor worser nor better, but builded otherwise
 Stand the Houses of the Fathers, and the hidden mysteries.
 And as close as are the tree-trunks that within the beech-wood thrive
 E’en so many are their pillars; and therein like men alive
 Stand the images of god-folk in such raiment as they wore
 In the years before the cities and the hidden days of yore.
 Ah for the gold that I gazed on! and their store of battle gear,
 And strange engines that I knew not, or the end for which they were.
 Ah for the ordered wisdom of the war-array of these,
 And the folks that are sitting about them in dumb down-trodden peace!
 So I thought now fareth war-ward my well-beloved friend,
 And the weird of the Gods hath doomed it that no more with him may I wend!
 Woe’s me for the war of the Wolfings wherefrom I am sundered apart,
 And the fruitless death of the war-wise, and the doom of the hardy heart!”
 

Then he answered, and his eyes grew kind as he looked on her:

“For thy fair love I thank thee, and thy faithful word, O friend!
 But how might it otherwise happen but we twain must meet in the end,
 The God of this mighty people and the Markmen and their kin?
 Lo, this is the weird of the world, and what may we do herein?”
 

Then mirth came into her face again as she said:

“Who wotteth of Weird, and what she is till the weird is accomplished?  Long hath it been my weird to love thee and to fashion deeds for thee as I may; nor will I depart from it now.”  And she sang:

“Keen-edged is the sword of the city, and bitter is its spear,
 But thy breast in the battle, beloved, hath a wall of the stithy’s gear.
 What now is thy wont in the handplay with the helm and the hauberk of rings?
 Farest thou as the thrall and the cot-carle, or clad in the raiment of kings?”
 

He started, and his face reddened as he answered:

“O Wood-Sun thou wottest our battle and the way wherein we fare:
 That oft at the battle’s beginning the helm and the hauberk we bear;
 Lest the shaft of the fleeing coward or the bow at adventure bent
 Should slay us ere the need be, ere our might be given and spent.
 Yet oft ere the fight is over, and Doom hath scattered the foe,
 No leader of the people by his war-gear shall ye know,
 But by his hurts the rather, from the cot-carle and the thrall:
 For when all is done that a man may, ’tis the hour for a man to fall.”
 

She yet smiled as she said in answer:

“O Folk-wolf, heed and hearken; for when shall thy life be spent
 And the Folk wherein thou dwellest with thy death be well content?
 Whenso folk need the fire, do they hew the apple-tree,
 And burn the Mother of Blossom and the fruit that is to be?
 Or me wilt thou bid to thy grave-mound because thy battle-wrath
 May nothing more be bridled than the whirl wind on his path?
 So hearken and do my bidding, for the hauberk shalt thou bear
 E’en when the other warriors cast off their battle-gear.
 So come thou, come unwounded from the war-field of the south,
 And sit with me in the beech-wood, and kiss me, eyes and mouth.”
 

And she kissed him in very deed, and made much of him, and fawned on him, and laid her hand on his breast, and he was soft and blithe with her, but at last he laughed and said:

“God’s Daughter, long hast thou lived, and many a matter seen,
 And men full often grieving for the deed that might have been;
 But here my heart thou wheedlest as a maid of tender years
 When first in the arms of her darling the horn of war she hears.
 Thou knowest the axe to be heavy, and the sword, how keen it is;
 But that Doom of which thou hast spoken, wilt thou not tell of this,
 God’s Daughter, how it sheareth, and how it breaketh through
 Each wall that the warrior buildeth, yea all deeds that he may do?
 What might in the hammer’s leavings, in the fire’s thrall shall abide
 To turn that Folks’ o’erwhelmer from the fated warrior’s side?”
 

Then she laughed in her turn, and loudly; but so sweetly that the sound of her voice mingled with the first song of a newly awakened wood-thrush sitting on a rowan twig on the edge of the Wood-lawn.  But she said:

“Yea, I that am God’s Daughter may tell thee never a whit
 From what land cometh the hauberk nor what smith smithied it,
 That thou shalt wear in the handplay from the first stroke to the last;
 But this thereof I tell thee, that it holdeth firm and fast
 The life of the body it lappeth, if the gift of the Godfolk it be.
 Lo this is the yoke-mate of doom, and the gift of me unto thee.”
 

Then she leaned down from the stone whereon they sat, and her hand was in the dewy grass for a little, and then it lifted up a dark grey rippling coat of rings; and she straightened herself in the seat again, and laid that hauberk on the knees of Thiodolf, and he put his hand to it, and turned it about, while he pondered long: then at last he said:

“What evil thing abideth with this warder of the strife,
 This burg and treasure chamber for the hoarding of my life?
 For this is the work of the dwarfs, and no kindly kin of the earth;
 And all we fear the dwarf-kin and their anger and sorrow and mirth.”
 

She cast her arms about him and fondled him, and her voice grew sweeter than the voice of any mortal thing as she answered:

“No ill for thee, beloved, or for me in the hauberk lies;
 No sundering grief is in it, no lonely miseries.
 But we shall abide together, and that new life I gave,
 For a long while yet henceforward we twain its joy shall have.
 Yea, if thou dost my bidding to wear my gift in the fight
 No hunter of the wild-wood at the changing of the night
 Shall see my shape on thy grave-mound or my tears in the morning find
 With the dew of the morning mingled; nor with the evening wind
 Shall my body pass the shepherd as he wandereth in the mead
 And fill him with forebodings on the eve of the Wolfings’ need.
 Nor the horse-herd wake in the midnight and hear my fateful cry;
 Nor yet shall the Wolfing women hear words on the wind go by
 As they weave and spin the night down when the House is gone to the war,
 And weep for the swains they wedded and the children that they bore.
 Yea do my bidding, O Folk-wolf, lest a grief of the Gods should weigh
 On the ancient House of the Wolfings and my death o’ercloud its day.”
 

And still she clung about him, while he spake no word of yea or nay: but at the last he let himself glide wholly into her arms, and the dwarf-wrought hauberk fell from his knees and lay on the grass.

So they abode together in that wood-lawn till the twilight was long gone, and the sun arisen for some while.  And when Thiodolf stepped out of the beech-wood into the broad sunshine dappled with the shadow of the leaves of the hazels moving gently in the fresh morning air, he was covered from the neck to the knee by a hauberk of rings dark and grey and gleaming, fashioned by the dwarfs of ancient days.






  








CHAPTER IV — THE HOUSE FARETH TO THE WAR
 

Now when Thiodolf came back to the habitations of the kindred the whole House was astir, both thrall-men and women, and free women hurrying from cot to stithy, and from stithy to hall bearing the last of the war-gear or raiment for the fighting-men.  But they for their part were some standing about anigh the Man’s-door, some sitting gravely within the hall, some watching the hurry of the thralls and women from the midmost of the open space amidst of the habitations, whereon there stood yet certain wains which were belated: for the most of the wains were now standing with the oxen already yoked to them down in the meadow past the acres, encircled by a confused throng of kine and horses and thrall-folk, for thither had all the beasts for the slaughter, and the horses for the warriors been brought; and there were the horses tethered or held by the thralls; some indeed were already saddled and bridled, and on others were the thralls doing the harness.

But as for the wains of the Markmen, they were stoutly framed of ash-tree with panels of aspen, and they were broad-wheeled so that they might go over rough and smooth.  They had high tilts over them well framed of willow-poles covered over with squares of black felt over-lapping like shingles; which felt they made of the rough of their fleeces, for they had many sheep.  And these wains were to them for houses upon the way if need were, and therein as now were stored their meal and their war-store and after fight they would flit their wounded men in them, such as were too sorely hurt to back a horse: nor must it be hidden that whiles they looked to bring back with them the treasure of the south.  Moreover the folk if they were worsted in any battle, instead of fleeing without more done, would often draw back fighting into a garth made by these wains, and guarded by some of their thralls; and there would abide the onset of those who had thrust them back in the field.  And this garth they called the Wain-burg.

So now stood three of these wains aforesaid belated amidst of the habitations of the House, their yoke-beasts standing or lying down unharnessed as yet to them: but in the very midst of that place was a wain unlike to them; smaller than they but higher; square of shape as to the floor of it; built lighter than they, yet far stronger; as the warrior is stronger than the big carle and trencher-licker that loiters about the hall; and from the midst of this wain arose a mast made of a tall straight fir-tree, and thereon hung the banner of the Wolfings, wherein was wrought the image of the Wolf, but red of hue as a token of war, and with his mouth open and gaping upon the foemen.  Also whereas the other wains were drawn by mere oxen, and those of divers colours, as chance would have it, the wain of the banner was drawn by ten black bulls of the mightiest of the herd, deep-dewlapped, high-crested and curly-browed; and their harness was decked with gold, and so was the wain itself, and the woodwork of it painted red with vermilion.  There then stood the Banner of the House of the Wolfings awaiting the departure of the warriors to the hosting.

So Thiodolf stood on the top of the bent beside that same mound wherefrom he had blown the War-horn yester-eve, and which was called the Hill of Speech, and he shaded his eyes with his hand and looked around him; and even therewith the carles fell to yoking the beasts to the belated wains, and the warriors gathered together from out of the mixed throngs, and came from the Roof and the Man’s-door and all set their faces toward the Hill of Speech.

So Thiodolf knew that all was ready for departure, and it wanted but an hour of high-noon; so he turned about and went into the Hall, and there found his shield and his spear hanging in his sleeping place beside the hauberk he was wont to wear; then he looked, as one striving with thought, at his empty hauberk and his own body covered with the dwarf-wrought rings; nor did his face change as he took his shield and his spear and turned away.  Then he went to the dais and there sat his foster-daughter (as men deemed her) sitting amidst of it as yester-eve, and now arrayed in a garment of fine white wool, on the breast whereof were wrought in gold two beasts ramping up against a fire-altar whereon a flame flickered; and on the skirts and the hems were other devices, of wolves chasing deer, and men shooting with the bow; and that garment was an ancient treasure; but she had a broad girdle of gold and gems about her middle, and on her arms and neck she wore great gold rings wrought delicately.  By then there were few save the Hall-Sun under the Roof, and they but the oldest of the women, or a few very old men, and some who were ailing and might not go abroad.  But before her on the thwart table lay the Great War-horn awaiting the coming of Thiodolf to give signal of departure.

Then went Thiodolf to the Hall-Sun and kissed and embraced her fondly, and she gave the horn into his hands, and he went forth and up on to the Hill of Speech, and blew thence a short blast on the horn, and then came all the Warriors flocking to the Hill of Speech, each man stark in his harness, alert and joyous.

Then presently through the Man’s-door came the Hall-Sun in that ancient garment, which fell straight and stiff down to her ancles as she stepped lightly and slowly along, her head crowned with a garland of eglantine.  In her right hand also she held a great torch of wax lighted, whose flame amidst the bright sunlight looked like a wavering leaf of vermilion.

The warriors saw her, and made a lane for her, and she made her way through it up to the Hill of Speech, and she went up to the top of it and stood there holding the lighted candle in her hand, so that all might see it.  Then suddenly was there as great a silence as there may be on a forenoon of summer; for even the thralls down in the meadow had noted what was toward, and ceased their talking and shouting, for as far off as they were, since they could see that the Hall-Sun stood on the Hill of Speech, for the wood was dark behind her; so they knew the Farewell Flame was lighted, and that the maiden would speak; and to all men her speech was a boding of good or of ill.

So she began in a sweet voice yet clear and far-reaching:

“O Warriors of the Wolfings by the token of the flame
 That here in my right hand flickers, come aback to the House of the Name!
 For there yet burneth the Hall-Sun beneath the Wolfing roof,
 And this flame is litten from it, nor as now shall it fare aloof
 Till again it seeth the mighty and the men to be gleaned from the fight.
 So wend ye as weird willeth and let your hearts be light;
 For through your days of battle all the deeds of our days shall be fair.
 To-morrow beginneth the haysel, as if every carle were here;
 And who knoweth ere your returning but the hook shall smite the corn?
 But the kine shall go down to the meadow as their wont is every morn,
 And each eve shall come back to the byre; and the mares and foals afield
 Shall ever be heeded duly; and all things shall their increase yield.
 And if it shall befal us that hither cometh a foe
 Here have we swains of the shepherds good players with the bow,
 And old men battle-crafty whose might is nowise spent,
 And women fell and fearless well wont to tread the bent
 Amid the sheep and the oxen; and their hands are hard with the spear
 And their arms are strong and stalwart the battle shield to bear;
 And store of weapons have we and the mighty walls of the stead;
 And the Roof shall abide you steadfast with the Hall-Sun overhead.
 Lo here I quench this candle that is lit from the Hall-Sun’s flame
 Which unto the Wild-wood clearing with the kin of the Wolfings came
 And shall wend with their departure to the limits of the earth;
 Nor again shall the torch be lighted till in sorrow or in mirth,
 Overthrown or overthrowing, ye come aback once more,
 And bid me bear the candle before the Wolf of War.”
 

As she spake the word she turned the candle downward, and thrust it against the grass and quenched it indeed; but the whole throng of warriors turned about, for the bulls of the banner-wain lowered their heads in the yokes and began to draw, lowing mightily; and the wain creaked and moved on, and all the men-at-arms followed after, and down they went through the lanes of the corn, and a many women and children and old men went down into the mead with them.

In their hearts they all wondered what the Hall-Sun’s words might signify; for she had told them nought about the battles to be, saving that some should come back to the Mid-mark; whereas aforetime somewhat would she foretell to them concerning the fortune of the fight, and now had she said to them nothing but what their own hearts told them.  Nevertheless they bore their crests high as they followed the Wolf down into the meadow, where all was now ready for departure.  There they arrayed themselves and went down to the lip of Mirkwood-water; and such was their array that the banner went first, save that a band of fully armed men went before it; and behind it and about were the others as well arrayed as they.  Then went the wains that bore their munition, with armed carles of the thrall-folk about them, who were ever the guard of the wains, and should never leave them night or day; and lastly went the great band of the warriors and the rest of the thralls with them.

As to their war-gear, all the freemen had helms of some kind, but not all of iron or steel; for some bore helms fashioned of horse-hide and bull-hide covered over with the similitude of a Wolf’s muzzle; nor were these ill-defence against a sword-stroke.  Shields they all had, and all these had the image of the Wolf marked on them, but for many their thralls bore them on the journey.  As to their body-armour some carried long byrnies of ring-mail, some coats of leather covered with splinters of horn laid like the shingles of a roof, and some skin-coats only: whereof indeed there were some of which tales went that they were better than the smith’s hammer-work, because they had had spells sung over them to keep out steel or iron.

But for their weapons, they bore spears with shafts not very long, some eight feet of our measure; and axes heavy and long-shafted; and bills with great and broad heads; and some few, but not many of the kindred were bowmen, and every freeman was girt with a sword; but of the swords some were long and two-edged, some short and heavy, cutting on one edge, and these were of the kind which they and our forefathers long after called ‘sax.’  Thus were the freemen arrayed.

But for the thralls, there were many bows among them, especially among those who were of blood alien from the Goths; the others bore short spears, and feathered broad arrows, and clubs bound with iron, and knives and axes, but not every man of them had a sword.  Few iron helms they had and no ringed byrnies, but most had a buckler at their backs with no sign or symbol on it.

Thus then set forth the fighting men of the House of the Wolf toward the Thing-stead of the Upper-mark where the hosting was to be, and by then they were moving up along the side of Mirkwood-water it was somewhat past high-noon.

But the stay-at-home people who had come down with them to the meadow lingered long in that place; and much foreboding there was among them of evil to come; and of the old folk, some remembered tales of the past days of the Markmen, and how they had come from the ends of the earth, and the mountains where none dwell now but the Gods of their kindreds; and many of these tales told of their woes and their wars as they went from river to river and from wild-wood to wild-wood before they had established their Houses in the Mark, and fallen to dwelling there season by season and year by year whether the days were good or ill.  And it fell into their hearts that now at last mayhappen was their abiding wearing out to an end, and that the day should soon be when they should have to bear the Hall-Sun through the wild-wood, and seek a new dwelling-place afar from the troubling of these newly arisen Welsh foemen.

And so those of them who could not rid themselves of this foreboding were somewhat heavier of heart than their wont was when the House went to the War.  For long had they abided there in the Mark, and the life was sweet to them which they knew, and the life which they knew not was bitter to them: and Mirkwood-water was become as a God to them no less than to their fathers of old time; nor lesser was the mead where fed the horses that they loved and the kine that they had reared, and the sheep that they guarded from the Wolf of the Wild-wood: and they worshipped the kind acres which they themselves and their fathers had made fruitful, wedding them to the seasons of seed-time and harvest, that the birth that came from them might become a part of the kindred of the Wolf, and the joy and might of past springs and summers might run in the blood of the Wolfing children.  And a dear God indeed to them was the Roof of the Kindred, that their fathers had built and that they yet warded against the fire and the lightening and the wind and the snow, and the passing of the days that devour and the years that heap the dust over the work of men.  They thought of how it had stood, and seen so many generations of men come and go; how often it had welcomed the new-born babe, and given farewell to the old man: how many secrets of the past it knew; how many tales which men of the present had forgotten, but which yet mayhap men of times to come should learn of it; for to them yet living it had spoken time and again, and had told them what their fathers had not told them, and it held the memories of the generations and the very life of the Wolfings and their hopes for the days to be.

Thus these poor people thought of the Gods whom they worshipped, and the friends whom they loved, and could not choose but be heavy-hearted when they thought that the wild-wood was awaiting them to swallow all up, and take away from them their Gods and their friends and the mirth of their life, and burden them with hunger and thirst and weariness, that their children might begin once more to build the House and establish the dwelling, and call new places by old names, and worship new Gods with the ancient worship.

Such imaginations of trouble then were in the hearts of the stay-at-homes of the Wolfings; the tale tells not indeed that all had such forebodings, but chiefly the old folk who were nursing the end of their life-days amidst the cherishing Kindred of the House.

But now they were beginning to turn them back again to the habitations, and a thin stream was flowing through the acres, when they heard a confused sound drawing near blended of horns and the lowing of beasts and the shouting of men; and they looked and saw a throng of brightly clad men coming up stream alongside of Mirkwood-water; and they were not afraid, for they knew that it must be some other company of the Markmen journeying to the hosting of the Folk: and presently they saw that it was the House of the Beamings following their banner on the way to the Thing-stead.  But when the new-comers saw the throng out in the meads, some of their young men pricked on their horses and galloped on past the women and old men, to whom they threw a greeting, as they ran past to catch up with the bands of the Wolfings; for between the two houses was there affinity, and much good liking lay between them; and the stay-at-homes, many of them, lingered yet till the main body of the Beamings came with their banner: and their array was much like to that of the Wolfings, but gayer; for whereas it pleased the latter to darken all their war-gear to the colour of the grey Wolf, the Beamings polished all their gear as bright as might be, and their raiment also was mostly bright green of hue and much beflowered; and the sign on their banner was a green leafy tree, and the wain was drawn by great white bulls.

So when their company drew anear to the throng of the stay-at-homes they went to meet and greet each other, and tell tidings to each other; but their banner held steadily onward amidst their converse, and in a little while they followed it, for the way was long to the Thing-stead of the Upper-mark.

So passed away the fighting men by the side of Mirkwood-water, and the throng of the stay-at-homes melted slowly from the meadow and trickled along through the acres to the habitations of the Wolfings, and there they fell to doing whatso of work or play came to their hands.






  








CHAPTER V — CONCERNING THE HALL-SUN
 

When the warriors and the others had gone down to the mead, the Hall-Sun was left standing on the Hill of Speech, and she stood there till she saw the host in due array going on its ways dark and bright and beautiful; then she made as if to turn aback to the Great Roof; but all at once it seemed to her as if something held her back, as if her will to move had departed from her, and that she could not put one foot before the other.  So she lingered on the Hill, and the quenched candle fell from her hand, and presently she sank adown on the grass and sat there with the face of one thinking intently.  Yet was it with her that a thousand thoughts were in her mind at once and no one of them uppermost, and images of what had been and what then was flickered about in her brain, and betwixt them were engendered images of things to be, but unstable and not to be trowed in.  So sat the Hall-Sun on the Hill of Speech lost in a dream of the day, whose stories were as little clear as those of a night-dream.

But as she sat musing thus, came to her a woman exceeding old to look on, whom she knew not as one of the kindred or a thrall; and this carline greeted her by the name of Hall-Sun and said:

“Hail, Hall-Sun of the Markmen! how fares it now with thee
 When the whelps of the Woodbeast wander with the Leafage of the Tree
 All up the Mirkwood-water to seek what they shall find,
 The oak-boles of the battle and the war-wood stark and blind?”
 

Then answered the maiden:

“It fares with me, O mother, that my soul would fain go forth
 To behold the ways of the battle, and the praise of the warriors’ worth.
 But yet is it held entangled in a maze of many a thing,
 As the low-grown bramble holdeth the brake-shoots of the Spring.
 I think of the thing that hath been, but no shape is in my thought;
 I think of the day that passeth, and its story comes to nought.
 I think of the days that shall be, nor shape I any tale.
 I will hearken thee, O mother, if hearkening may avail.”
 

The Carline gazed at her with dark eyes that shone brightly from amidst her brown wrinkled face: then she sat herself down beside her and spake:

“From a far folk have I wandered and I come of an alien blood,
 But I know all tales of the Wolfings and their evil and their good;
 And when I heard of thy fairness, thereof I heard it said,
 That for thee should be never a bridal nor a place in the warrior’s bed.”
 

The maiden neither reddened nor paled, but looking with calm steady eyes into the Carline’s face she answered:

“Yea true it is, I am wedded to the mighty ones of old,
 And the fathers of the Wolfings ere the days of field and fold.”
 

Then a smile came into the eyes of the old woman and she said.

“How glad shall be thy mother of thy worship and thy worth,
 And the father that begat thee if yet they dwell on earth!”
 

But the Hall-Sun answered in the same steady manner as before:

“None knoweth who is my mother, nor my very father’s name;
 But when to the House of the Wolfings a wild-wood waif I came,
 They gave me a foster-mother an ancient dame and good,
 And a glorious foster-father the best of all the blood.”
 

Spake the Carline.

“Yea, I have heard the story, but scarce therein might I trow
 That thou with all thy beauty wert born ‘neath the oaken bough,
 And hast crawled a naked baby o’er the rain-drenched autumn-grass;
 Wilt thou tell the wandering woman what wise it cometh to pass
 That thou art the Mid-mark’s Hall-Sun, and the sign of the Wolfings’ gain?
 Thou shalt pleasure me much by the telling, and there of shalt thou be fain.”
 

Then answered the Hall-Sun.

“Yea; thus much I remember for the first of my memories;
 That I lay on the grass in the morning and above were the boughs of the trees.
 But nought naked was I as the wood-whelp, but clad in linen white,
 And adown the glades of the oakwood the morning sun lay bright.
 Then a hind came out of the thicket and stood on the sunlit glade,
 And turned her head toward the oak tree and a step on toward me made.
 Then stopped, and bounded aback, and away as if in fear,
 That I saw her no more; then I wondered, though sitting close anear
 Was a she-wolf great and grisly.  But with her was I wont to play,
 And pull her ears, and belabour her rugged sides and grey,
 And hold her jaws together, while she whimpered, slobbering
 For the love of my love; and nowise I deemed her a fearsome thing.
 There she sat as though she were watching, and o’er head a blue-winged jay
 Shrieked out from the topmost oak-twigs, and a squirrel ran his way
 Two tree-trunks off.  But the she-wolf arose up suddenly
 And growled with her neck-fell bristling, as if danger drew anigh;
 And therewith I heard a footstep, for nice was my ear to catch
 All the noises of the wild-wood; so there did we sit at watch
 While the sound of feet grew nigher: then I clapped hand on hand
 And crowed for joy and gladness, for there out in the sun did stand
 A man, a glorious creature with a gleaming helm on his head,
 And gold rings on his arms, in raiment gold-broidered crimson-red.
 Straightway he strode up toward us nor heeded the wolf of the wood
 But sang as he went in the oak-glade, as a man whose thought is good,
 And nought she heeded the warrior, but tame as a sheep was grown,
 And trotted away through the wild-wood with her crest all laid adown.
 Then came the man and sat down by the oak-bole close unto me
 And took me up nought fearful and set me on his knee.
 And his face was kind and lovely, so my cheek to his cheek I laid
 And touched his cold bright war-helm and with his gold rings played,
 And hearkened his words, though I knew not what tale they had to tell,
 Yet fain was my heart of their music, and meseemed I loved him well.
 So we fared for a while and were fain, till he set down my feet on the grass,
 And kissed me and stood up himself, and away through the wood did he pass.
 And then came back the she-wolf and with her I played and was fain.
 Lo the first thing I remember: wilt thou have me babble again?”
 

Spake the Carline and her face was soft and kind:

“Nay damsel, long would I hearken to thy voice this summer day.
 But how didst thou leave the wild-wood, what people brought thee away?”
 

Then said the Hall-Sun:

“I awoke on a time in the even, and voices I heard as I woke;
 And there was I in the wild-wood by the bole of the ancient oak,
 And a ring of men was around me, and glad was I indeed
 As I looked upon their faces and the fashion of their weed.
 For I gazed on the red and the scarlet and the beaten silver and gold,
 And blithe were their noble faces and kindly to behold,
 And nought had I seen of such-like since that hour of the other day
 When that warrior came to the oak glade with the little child to play.
 And forth now he came, with the face that my hands had fondled before,
 And a battle shield wrought fairly upon his arm he bore,
 And thereon the wood-wolf’s image in ruddy gold was done.
 Then I stretched out my little arms towards the glorious shining one
 And he took me up and set me on his shoulder for a while
 And turned about to his fellows with a blithe and joyous smile;
 And they shouted aloud about me and drew forth gleaming swords
 And clashed them on their bucklers; but nought I knew of the words
 Of their shouting and rejoicing.  So thereafter was I laid
 And borne forth on the warrior’s warshield, and our way through the wood we made
 ‘Midst the mirth and great contentment of those fair-clad shielded men.
 

“But no tale of the wolf and the wild-wood abides with me since then,
 And the next thing I remember is a huge and dusky hall,
 A world for my little body from ancient wall to wall;
 A world of many doings, and nought for me to do,
 A world of many noises, and known to me were few.
 

“Time wore, and I spoke with the Wolfings and knew the speech of the kin,
 And was strange ‘neath the roof no longer, as a lonely waif therein;
 And I wrought as a child with my playmates and every hour looked on
 Unto the next hour’s joyance till the happy day was done.
 And going and coming amidst us was a woman tall and thin
 With hair like the hoary barley and silver streaks therein.
 And kind and sad of visage, as now I remember me,
 And she sat and told us stories when we were aweary with glee,
 And many of us she fondled, but me the most of all.
 And once from my sleep she waked me and bore me down the hall,
 In the hush of the very midnight, and I was feared thereat.
 But she brought me unto the dais, and there the warrior sat,
 Who took me up and kissed me, as erst within the wood;
 And meseems in his arms I slumbered: but I wakened again and stood
 Alone with the kindly woman, and gone was the goodly man,
 And athwart the hush of the Folk-hall the moon shone bright and wan,
 And the woman dealt with a lamp hung up by a chain aloft,
 And she trimmed it and fed it with oil, while she chanted sweet and soft
 A song whose words I knew not: then she ran it up again,
 And up in the darkness above us died the length of its wavering chain.”
 

“Yea,” said the carline, “this woman will have been the Hall-Sun that came before thee.  What next dost thou remember?”

Said the maiden:

“Next I mind me of the hazels behind the People’s Roof,
 And the children running thither and the magpie flitting aloof,
 And my hand in the hand of the Hall-Sun, as after the others we went,
 And she soberly hearkening my prattle and the words of my intent.
 And now would I call her ‘Mother,’ and indeed I loved her well.
 

“So I waxed; and now of my memories the tale were long to tell;
 But as the days passed over, and I fared to field and wood,
 Alone or with my playmates, still the days were fair and good.
 But the sad and kindly Hall-Sun for my fosterer now I knew,
 And the great and glorious warrior that my heart clung sorely to
 Was but my foster-father; and I knew that I had no kin
 In the ancient House of the Wolfings, though love was warm therein.”
 

Then smiled the carline and said: “Yea, he is thy foster-father, and yet a fond one.”

“Sooth is that,” said the Hall-Sun.  “But wise art thou by seeming.  Hast thou come to tell me of what kindred I am, and who is my father and who is my mother?”

Said the carline: “Art thou not also wise?  Is it not so that the Hall-Sun of the Wolfings seeth things that are to come?”

“Yea,” she said, “yet have I seen waking or sleeping no other father save my foster-father; yet my very mother I have seen, as one who should meet her in the flesh one day.”

“And good is that,” said the carline; and as she spoke her face waxed kinder, and she said:

“Tell us more of thy days in the House of the Wolfings and how thou faredst there.”

Said the Hall-Sun:

“I waxed ‘neath the Roof of the Wolfings, till now to look upon
 I was of sixteen winters, and the love of the Folk I won,
 And in lovely weed they clad me like the image of a God:
 And lonely now full often the wild-wood ways I trod,
 And I feared no wild-wood creature, and my presence scared them nought;
 And I fell to know of wisdom, and within me stirred my thought,
 So that oft anights would I wander through the mead and far away,
 And swim the Mirkwood-water, and amidst his eddies play
 When earth was dark in the dawn-tide; and over all the folk
 I knew of the beasts’ desires, as though in words they spoke.
 

“So I saw of things that should be, were they mighty things or small,
 And upon a day as it happened came the war-word to the hall,
 And the House must wend to the warfield, and as they sang, and played
 With the strings of the harp that even, and the mirth of the war-eve made,
 Came the sight of the field to my eyes, and the words waxed hot in me,
 And I needs must show the picture of the end of the fight to be.
 Then I showed them the Red Wolf bristling o’er the broken fleeing foe;
 And the war-gear of the fleers, and their banner did I show,
 To wit the Ling-worm’s image with the maiden in his mouth;
 There I saw my foster-father ‘mid the pale blades of the South,
 Till aloof swept all the handplay and the hurry of the chase,
 And he lay along by an ash-tree, no helm about his face,
 No byrny on his body; and an arrow in his thigh,
 And a broken spear in his shoulder.  Then I saw myself draw nigh
 To sing the song blood-staying.  Then saw I how we twain
 Went ‘midst of the host triumphant in the Wolfings’ banner-wain,
 The black bulls lowing before us athwart the warriors’ song,
 As up from Mirkwood-water we went our ways along
 To the Great Roof of the Wolfings, whence streamed the women out
 And the sound of their rejoicing blent with the warriors’ shout.
 

“They heard me and saw the picture, and they wotted how wise I was grown,
 And they loved me, and glad were their hearts at the tale my lips had shown;
 And my body clad as an image of a God to the field they bore,
 And I held by the mast of the banner as I looked upon their war,
 And endured to see unblenching on the wind-swept sunny plain
 All the picture of my vision by the men-folk done again.
 And over my Foster-father I sang the staunching-song,
 Till the life-blood that was ebbing flowed back to his heart the strong,
 And we wended back in the war-wain ‘midst the gleanings of the fight
 Unto the ancient dwelling and the Hall-Sun’s glimmering light.
 

“So from that day henceforward folk hung upon my words,
 For the battle of the autumn, and the harvest of the swords;
 And e’en more was I loved than aforetime.  So wore a year away,
 And heavy was the burden of the lore that on me lay.
 

“But my fosterer the Hall-Sun took sick at the birth of the year,
 And changed her life as the year changed, as summer drew anear.
 But she knew that her life was waning, and lying in her bed
 She taught me the lore of the Hall-Sun, and every word to be said
 At the trimming in the midnight and the feeding in the morn,
 And she laid her hands upon me ere unto the howe she was borne
 With the kindred gathered about us; and they wotted her weird and her will,
 And hailed me for the Hall-Sun when at last she lay there still.
 And they did on me the garment, the holy cloth of old,
 And the neck-chain wrought for the goddess, and the rings of the hallowed gold.
 So here am I abiding, and of things to be I tell,
 Yet know not what shall befall me nor why with the Wolfings I dwell.”
 

Then said the carline:

“What seest thou, O daughter, of the journey of to-day?
 And why wendest thou not with the war-host on the battle-echoing way?”
 

Said the Hall-Sun.

“O mother, here dwelleth the Hall-Sun while the kin hath a dwelling-place,
 Nor ever again shall I look on the onset or the chase,
 Till the day when the Roof of the Wolfings looketh down on the girdle of foes,
 And the arrow singeth over the grass of the kindred’s close;
 Till the pillars shake with the shouting and quivers the roof-tree dear,
 When the Hall of the Wolfings garners the harvest of the spear.”
 

Therewith she stood on her feet and turned her face to the Great Roof, and gazed long at it, not heeding the crone by her side; and she muttered words of whose signification the other knew not, though she listened intently, and gazed ever at her as closely as might be.

Then fell the Hall-Sun utterly silent, and the lids closed over her eyes, and her hands were clenched, and her feet pressed hard on the daisies: her bosom heaved with sore sighs, and great tear-drops oozed from under her eyelids and fell on to her raiment and her feet and on to the flowery summer grass; and at the last her mouth opened and she spake, but in a voice that was marvellously changed from that she spake in before:

“Why went ye forth, O Wolfings, from the garth your fathers built,
 And the House where sorrow dieth, and all unloosed is guilt?
 Turn back, turn back, and behold it! lest your feet be over slow
 When your shields are heavy-burdened with the arrows of the foe;
 How ye totter, how ye stumble on the rough and corpse-strewn way!
 And lo, how the eve is eating the afternoon of day!
 O why are ye abiding till the sun is sunk in night
 And the forest trees are ruddy with the battle-kindled light?
 O rest not yet, ye Wolfings, lest void be your resting-place,
 And into lands that ye know not the Wolf must turn his face,
 And ye wander and ye wander till the land in the ocean cease,
 And your battle bring no safety and your labour no increase.”
 

Then was she silent for a while, and her tears ceased to flow; but presently her eyes opened once more, and she lifted up her voice and cried aloud — 

“I see, I see!  O Godfolk behold it from aloof,
 How the little flames steal flickering along the ridge of the Roof!
 They are small and red ‘gainst the heavens in the summer afternoon;
 But when the day is dusking, white, high shall they wave to the moon.
 Lo, the fire plays now on the windows like strips of scarlet cloth
 Wind-waved! but look in the night-tide on the onset of its wrath,
 How it wraps round the ancient timbers and hides the mighty roof
 But lighteth little crannies, so lost and far aloof,
 That no man yet of the kindred hath seen them ere to-night,
 Since first the builder builded in loving and delight!”
 

Then again she stayed her speech with weeping and sobbing, but after a while was still again, and then she spoke pointing toward the roof with her right hand.

“I see the fire-raisers and iron-helmed they are,
 Brown-faced about the banners that their hands have borne afar.
 And who in the garth of the kindred shall bear adown their shield
 Since the onrush of the Wolfings they caught in the open field,
 As the might of the mountain lion falls dead in the hempen net?
 O Wolfings, long have ye tarried, but the hour abideth yet.
 What life for the life of the people shall be given once for all,
 What sorrow shall stay sorrow in the half-burnt Wolfing Hall?
 There is nought shall quench the fire save the tears of the Godfolk’s kin,
 And the heart of the life-delighter, and the life-blood cast therein.”
 

Then once again she fell silent, and her eyes closed again, and the slow tears gushed out from them, and she sank down sobbing on the grass, and little by little the storm of grief sank and her head fell back, and she was as one quietly asleep.  Then the carline hung over her and kissed her and embraced her; and then through her closed eyes and her slumber did the Hall-Sun see a marvel; for she who was kissing her was young in semblance and unwrinkled, and lovely to look on, with plenteous long hair of the hue of ripe barley, and clad in glistening raiment such as has been woven in no loom on earth.

And indeed it was the Wood-Sun in the semblance of a crone, who had come to gather wisdom of the coming time from the foreseeing of the Hall-Sun; since now at last she herself foresaw nothing of it, though she was of the kindred of the Gods and the Fathers of the Goths.  So when she had heard the Hall-Sun she deemed that she knew but too well what her words meant, and what for love, what for sorrow, she grew sick at heart as she heard them.

So at last she arose and turned to look at the Great Roof; and strong and straight, and cool and dark grey showed its ridge against the pale sky of the summer afternoon all quivering with the heat of many hours’ sun: dark showed its windows as she gazed on it, and stark and stiff she knew were its pillars within.

Then she said aloud, but to herself: “What then if a merry and mighty life be given for it, and the sorrow of the people be redeemed; yet will not I give the life which is his; nay rather let him give the bliss which is mine.  But oh! how may it be that he shall die joyous and I shall live unhappy!”

Then she went slowly down from the Hill of Speech, and whoso saw her deemed her but a gangrel carline.  So she went her ways and let the wood cover her.

But in a little while the Hall-Sun awoke alone, and sat up with a sigh, and she remembered nothing concerning her sight of the flickering flame along the hall-roof, and the fire-tongues like strips of scarlet cloth blown by the wind, nor had she any memory of her words concerning the coming day.  But the rest of her talk with the carline she remembered, and also the vision of the beautiful woman who had kissed and embraced her; and she knew that it was her very mother.  Also she perceived that she had been weeping, therefore she knew that she had uttered words of wisdom.  For so it fared with her at whiles, that she knew not her own words of foretelling, but spoke them out as if in a dream.

So now she went down from the Hill of Speech soberly, and turned toward the Woman’s door of the hall, and on her way she met the women and old men and youths coming back from the meadow with little mirth: and there were many of them who looked shyly at her as though they would gladly have asked her somewhat, and yet durst not.  But for her, her sadness passed away when she came among them, and she looked kindly on this and that one of them, and entered with them into the Woman’s Chamber, and did what came to her hand to do.






  








CHAPTER VI — THEY TALK ON THE WAY TO THE FOLK-THING
 

All day long one standing on the Speech-hill of the Wolfings might have seen men in their war-array streaming along the side of Mirkwood-water, on both sides thereof; and the last comers from the Nether-mark came hastening all they might; for they would not be late at the trysting-place.  But these were of a kindred called the Laxings, who bore a salmon on their banner; and they were somewhat few in number, for they had but of late years become a House of the Markmen.  Their banner-wain was drawn by white horses, fleet and strong, and they were no great band, for they had but few thralls with them, and all, free men and thralls, were a-horseback; so they rode by hastily with their banner-wain, their few munition-wains following as they might.

Now tells the tale of the men-at-arms of the Wolfings and the Beamings, that soon they fell in with the Elking host, which was journeying but leisurely, so that the Wolfings might catch up with them: they were a very great kindred, the most numerous of all Mid-mark, and at this time they had affinity with the Wolfings.  But old men of the House remembered how they had heard their grandsires and very old men tell that there had been a time when the Elking House had been established by men from out of the Wolfing kindred, and how they had wandered away from the Mark in the days when it had been first settled, and had abided aloof for many generations of men; and so at last had come back again to the Mark, and had taken up their habitation at a place in Mid-mark where was dwelling but a remnant of a House called the Thyrings, who had once been exceeding mighty, but had by that time almost utterly perished in a great sickness which befel in those days.  So then these two Houses, the wanderers come back and the remnant left by the sickness of the Gods, made one House together, and increased and throve after their coming together, and wedded with the Wolfings, and became a very great House.

Gallant and glorious was their array now, as they marched along with their banner of the Elk, which was drawn by the very beasts themselves tamed to draught to that end through many generations; they were fatter and sleeker than their wild-wood brethren, but not so mighty.

So were the men of the three kindreds somewhat mingled together on the way.  The Wolfings were the tallest and the biggest made; but of those dark-haired men aforesaid, were there fewest amongst the Beamings, and most among the Elkings, as though they had drawn to them more men of alien blood during their wanderings aforesaid.  So they talked together and made each other good cheer, as is the wont of companions in arms on the eve of battle; and the talk ran, as may be deemed, on that journey and what was likely to come of it: and spake an Elking warrior to a Wolfing by whom he rode:

“O Wolfkettle, hath the Hall-Sun had any foresight of the day of battle?”

“Nay,” said the other, “when she lighted the farewell candle, she bade us come back again, and spoke of the day of our return; but that methinks, as thou and I would talk of it, thinking what would be likely to befal.  Since we are a great host of valiant men, and these Welshmen  most valiant, and as the rumour runneth bigger-bodied men than the Hun-folk, and so well ordered as never folk have been.  So then if we overthrow them we shall come back again; and if they overthrow us, the remnant of us shall fall back before them till we come to our habitations; for it is not to be looked for that they will fall in upon our rear and prevent us, since we have the thicket of the wild-wood on our flanks.”

“Sooth is that,” said the Elking; “and as to the mightiness of this folk and their customs, ye may gather somewhat from the songs which our House yet singeth, and which ye have heard wide about in the Mark; for this is the same folk of which a many of them tell, making up that story-lay which is called the South-Welsh Lay; which telleth how we have met this folk in times past when we were in fellowship with a folk of the Welsh of like customs to ourselves: for we of the Elkings were then but a feeble folk.  So we marched with this folk of the Kymry and met the men of the cities, and whiles we overthrew and whiles were overthrown, but at last in a great battle were overthrown with so great a slaughter, that the red blood rose over the wheels of the wains, and the city-folk fainted with the work of the slaughter, as men who mow a match in the meadows when the swathes are dry and heavy and the afternoon of midsummer is hot; and there they stood and stared on the field of the slain, and knew not whether they were in Home or Hell, so fierce the fight had been.”

Therewith a man of the Beamings, who was riding on the other side of the Elking, reached out over his horse’s neck and said:

“Yea friend, but is there not some telling of a tale concerning how ye and your fellowship took the great city of the Welshmen of the South, and dwelt there long.”

“Yea,” said the Elking, “Hearken how it is told in the South-Welsh Lay:

  “‘Have ye not heard

   Of the ways of Weird?

   How the folk fared forth

   Far away from the North?

   And as light as one wendeth

   Whereas the wood endeth,

   When of nought is our need,

   And none telleth our deed,
 So Rodgeir unwearied and Reidfari wan
 The town where none tarried the shield-shaking man.
 All lonely the street there, and void was the way
 And nought hindered our feet but the dead men that lay
 Under shield in the lanes of the houses heavens-high,
 All the ring-bearing swains that abode there to die.’
 

“Tells the Lay, that none abode the Goths and their fellowship, but such as were mighty enough to fall before them, and the rest, both man and woman, fled away before our folk and before the folk of the Kymry, and left their town for us to dwell in; as saith the Lay:

  “‘Glistening of gold

   Did men’s eyen behold;

   Shook the pale sword

   O’er the unspoken word,

   No man drew nigh us

   With weapon to try us,

   For the Welsh-wrought shield

   Lay low on the field.
 By man’s hand unbuilded all seemed there to be,
 The walls ruddy gilded, the pearls of the sea:
 Yea all things were dead there save pillar and wall,
 But they lived and they said us the song of the hall;
 The dear hall left to perish by men of the land,
 For the Goth-folk to cherish with gold gaining hand.’
 

“See ye how the Lay tells that the hall was bolder than the men, who fled from it, and left all for our fellowship to deal with in the days gone by?”

Said the Wolfing man:

“And as it was once, so shall it be again.  Maybe we shall go far on this journey, and see at least one of the garths of the Southlands, even those which they call cities.  For I have heard it said that they have more cities than one only, and that so great are their kindreds, that each liveth in a garth full of mighty houses, with a wall of stone and lime around it; and that in every one of these garths lieth wealth untold heaped up.  And wherefore should not all this fall to the Markmen and their valiancy?”

Said the Elking:

“As to their many cities and the wealth of them, that is sooth; but as to each city being the habitation of each kindred, it is otherwise: for rather it may be said of them that they have forgotten kindred, and have none, nor do they heed whom they wed, and great is the confusion amongst them.  And mighty men among them ordain where they shall dwell, and what shall be their meat, and how long they shall labour after they are weary, and in all wise what manner of life shall be amongst them; and though they be called free men who suffer this, yet may no house or kindred gainsay this rule and order.  In sooth they are a people mighty, but unhappy.”

Said Wolfkettle:

“And hast thou learned all this from the ancient story lays, O Hiarandi?  For some of them I know, though not all, and therein have I noted nothing of all this.  Is there some new minstrel arisen in thine House of a memory excelling all those that have gone before?  If that be so, I bid him to the Roof of the Wolfings as soon as may be; for we lack new tales.”

“Nay,” said Hiarandi, “This that I tell thee is not a tale of past days, but a tale of to-day.  For there came to us a man from out of the wild-wood, and prayed us peace, and we gave it him; and he told us that he was of a House of the Gael, and that his House had been in a great battle against these Welshmen, whom he calleth the Romans; and that he was taken in the battle, and sold as a thrall in one of their garths; and howbeit, it was not their master-garth, yet there he learned of their customs: and sore was the lesson!  Hard was his life amongst them, for their thralls be not so well entreated as their draught-beasts, so many do they take in battle; for they are a mighty folk; and these thralls and those aforesaid unhappy freemen do all tilling and herding and all deeds of craftsmanship: and above these are men whom they call masters and lords who do nought, nay not so much as smithy their own edge-weapons, but linger out their days in their dwellings and out of their dwellings, lying about in the sun or the hall-cinders, like cur-dogs who have fallen away from kind.

“So this man made a shift to flee away from out of that garth, since it was not far from the great river; and being a valiant man, and young and mighty of body, he escaped all perils and came to us through the Mirkwood.  But we saw that he was no liar, and had been very evilly handled, for upon his body was the mark of many a stripe, and of the shackles that had been soldered on to his limbs; also it was more than one of these accursed people whom he had slain when he fled.  So he became our guest and we loved him, and he dwelt among us and yet dwelleth, for we have taken him into our House.  But yesterday he was sick and might not ride with us; but may be he will follow on and catch up with us in a day or two.  And if he come not, then will I bring him over to the Wolfings when the battle is done.”

Then laughed the Beaming man, and spake:

“How then if ye come not back, nor Wolfkettle, nor the Welsh Guest, nor I myself?  Meseemeth no one of these Southland Cities shall we behold, and no more of the Southlanders than their war-array.”

“These are evil words,” said Wolfkettle, “though such an outcome must be thought on.  But why deemest thou this?”

Said the Beaming: “There is no Hall-Sun sitting under our Roof at home to tell true tales concerning the Kindred every day.  Yet forsooth from time to time is a word said in our Folk-hall for good or for evil; and who can choose but hearken thereto?  And yestereve was a woeful word spoken, and that by a man-child of ten winters.”

Said the Elking: “Now that thou hast told us thus much, thou must tell us more, yea, all the word which was spoken; else belike we shall deem of it as worse than it was.”

Said the Beaming: “Thus it was; this little lad brake out weeping yestereve, when the Hall was full and feasting; and he wailed, and roared out, as children do, and would not be pacified, and when he was asked why he made that to do, he said: ‘Well away!  Raven hath promised to make me a clay horse and to bake it in the kiln with the pots next week; and now he goeth to the war, and he shall never come back, and never shall my horse be made.’  Thereat we all laughed as ye may well deem.  But the lad made a sour countenance on us and said, ‘why do ye laugh? look yonder, what see ye?’  ‘Nay,’ said one, ‘nought but the Feast-hall wall and the hangings of the High-tide thereon.’  Then said the lad sobbing: ‘Ye see ill: further afield see I: I see a little plain, on a hill top, and fells beyond it far bigger than our speech-hill: and there on the plain lieth Raven as white as parchment; and none hath such hue save the dead.’  Then said Raven, (and he was a young man, and was standing thereby).  ‘And well is that, swain, to die in harness!  Yet hold up thine heart; here is Gunbert who shall come back and bake thine horse for thee.’  ‘Nay never more,’ quoth the child, ‘For I see his pale head lying at Raven’s feet; but his body with the green gold-broidered kirtle I see not.’  Then was the laughter stilled, and man after man drew near to the child, and questioned him, and asked, ‘dost thou see me?’ ‘dost thou see me?’  And he failed to see but few of those that asked him.  Therefore now meseemeth that not many of us shall see the cities of the South, and those few belike shall look on their own shackles therewithal.”

“Nay,” said Hiarandi, “What is all this? heard ye ever of a company of fighting men that fared afield, and found the foe, and came back home leaving none behind them?”

Said the Beaming: “Yet seldom have I heard a child foretell the death of warriors.  I tell thee that hadst thou been there, thou wouldst have thought of it as if the world were coming to an end.”

“Well,” said Wolfkettle, “let it be as it may!  Yet at least I will not be led away from the field by the foemen.  Oft may a man be hindered of victory, but never of death if he willeth it.”

Therewith he handled a knife that hung about his neck, and went on to say: “But indeed, I do much marvel that no word came into the mouth of the Hall-Sun yestereven or this morning, but such as any woman of the kindred might say.”

Therewith fell their talk awhile, and as they rode they came to where the wood drew nigher to the river, and thus the Mid-mark had an end; for there was no House had a dwelling in the Mid-mark higher up the water than the Elkings, save one only, not right great, who mostly fared to war along with the Elkings: and this was the Oselings, whose banner bore the image of the Wood-ousel, the black bird with the yellow neb; and they had just fallen into the company of the greater House.

So now Mid-mark was over and past, and the serried trees of the wood came down like a wall but a little way from the lip of the water; and scattered trees, mostly quicken-trees grew here and there on the very water side.  But Mirkwood-water ran deep swift and narrow between high clean-cloven banks, so that none could dream of fording, and not so many of swimming its dark green dangerous waters.  And the day wore on towards evening and the glory of the western sky was unseen because of the wall of high trees.  And still the host made on, and because of the narrowness of the space between river and wood it was strung out longer and looked a very great company of men.  And moreover the men of the eastern-lying part of Mid-mark, were now marching thick and close on the other side of the river but a little way from the Wolfings and their fellows; for nothing but the narrow river sundered them.

So night fell, and the stars shone, and the moon rose, and yet the Wolfings and their fellows stayed not, since they wotted that behind them followed a many of the men of the Mark, both the Mid and the Nether, and they would by no means hinder their march.

So wended the Markmen between wood and stream on either side of Mirkwood-water, till now at last the night grew deep and the moon set, and it was hard on midnight, and they had kindled many torches to light them on either side of the water.  So whereas they had come to a place where the trees gave back somewhat from the river, which was well-grassed for their horses and neat, and was called Baitmead, the companies on the western side made stay there till morning.  And they drew the wains right up to the thick of the wood, and all men turned aside into the mead from the beaten road, so that those who were following after might hold on their way if so they would.  There then they appointed watchers of the night, while the rest of them lay upon the sward by the side of the trees, and slept through the short summer night.

The tale tells not that any man dreamed of the fight to come in such wise that there was much to tell of his dream on the morrow; many dreamed of no fight or faring to war, but of matters little, and often laughable, mere mingled memories of bygone time that had no waking wits to marshal them.

But that man of the Beamings dreamed that he was at home watching a potter, a man of the thralls of the House working at his wheel, and fashioning bowls and ewers: and he had a mind to take of his clay and fashion a horse for the lad that had bemoaned the promise of his toy.  And he tried long and failed to fashion anything; for the clay fell to pieces in his hands; till at last it held together and grew suddenly, not into an image of a horse, but of the Great Yule Boar, the similitude of the Holy Beast of Frey.  So he laughed in his sleep and was glad, and leaped up and drew his sword with his clay-stained hands that he might wave it over the Earth Boar, and swear a great oath of a doughty deed.  And therewith he found himself standing on his feet indeed, just awakened in the cold dawn, and holding by his right hand to an ash-sapling that grew beside him.  So he laughed again, and laid him down, and leaned back and slept his sleep out till the sun and the voices of his fellows stirring awakened him.






  








CHAPTER VII — THEY GATHER TO THE FOLK-MOTE
 

When it was the morning, all the host of the Markmen was astir on either side of the water, and when they had broken their fast, they got speedily into array, and were presently on the road again; and the host was now strung out longer yet, for the space between water and wood once more diminished till at last it was no wider than ten men might go abreast, and looking ahead it was as if the wild-wood swallowed up both river and road.

But the fighting-men hastened on merrily with their hearts raised high, since they knew that they would soon be falling in with more of their people, and the coming fight was growing a clearer picture to their eyes; so from side to side of the river they shouted out the cries of their Houses, or friend called to friend across the eddies of Mirkwood-water, and there was game and glee enough.

So they fared till the wood gave way before them, and lo, the beginning of another plain, somewhat like the Mid-mark.  There also the water widened out before them, and there were eyots in it with stony shores crowned with willow or with alder, and aspens rising from the midst of them.

But as for the plain, it was thus much different from Mid-mark, that the wood which begirt it rose on the south into low hills, and away beyond them were other hills blue in the distance, for the most bare of wood, and not right high, the pastures of the wild-bull and the bison, whereas now dwelt a folk somewhat scattered and feeble; hunters and herdsmen, with little tillage about their abodes, a folk akin to the Markmen and allied to them.  They had come into those parts later than the Markmen, as the old tales told; which said moreover that in days gone by a folk dwelt among those hills who were alien from the Goths, and great foes to the Markmen; and how that on a time they came down from their hills with a great host, together with new-comers of their own blood, and made their way through the wild-wood, and fell upon the Upper-mark; and how that there befel a fearful battle that endured for three days; and the first day the Aliens worsted the Markmen, who were but a few, since they were they of the Upper-mark only.  So the Aliens burned their houses and slew their old men, and drave off many of their women and children; and the remnant of the men of the Upper-mark with all that they had, which was now but little, took refuge in an island of Mirkwood-water, where they fenced themselves as well as they could for that night; for they expected the succour of their kindred of the Mid-mark and the Nether-mark, unto whom they had sped the war-arrow when they first had tidings of the onset of the Aliens.

So at the sun-rising they sacrificed to the Gods twenty chieftains of the Aliens whom they had taken, and therewithal a maiden of their own kindred, the daughter of their war-duke, that she might lead that mighty company to the House of the Gods; and thereto was she nothing loth, but went right willingly.

There then they awaited the onset.  But the men of Mid-mark came up in the morning, when the battle was but just joined, and fell on so fiercely that the aliens gave back, and then they of the Upper-mark stormed out of their eyot, and fell on over the ford, and fought till the water ran red with their blood, and the blood of the foemen.  So the Aliens gave back before the onset of the Markmen all over the meads; but when they came to the hillocks and the tofts of the half-burned habitations, and the wood was on their flank, they made a stand again, and once more the battle waxed hot, for they were very many, and had many bowmen: there fell the War-duke of the Markmen, whose daughter had been offered up for victory, and his name was Agni, so that the tofts where he fell have since been called Agni’s Tofts.  So that day they fought all over the plain, and a great many died, both of the Aliens and the Markmen, and though these last were victorious, yet when the sun went down there still were the Aliens abiding in the Upper-mark, fenced by their wain-burg, beaten, and much diminished in number, but still a host of men: while of the Markmen many had fallen, and many more were hurt, because the Aliens were good bowmen.

But on the morrow again, as the old tale told, came up the men of the Nether-mark fresh and unwounded; and so the battle began again on the southern limit of the Upper-mark where the Aliens had made their wain-burg.  But not long did it endure; for the Markmen fell on so fiercely, that they stormed over the wain-burg, and slew all before them, and there was a very great slaughter of the Aliens; so great, tells the old tale, that never again durst they meet the Markmen in war.

Thus went forth the host of the Markmen, faring along both sides of the water into the Upper-mark; and on the west side, where went the Wolfings, the ground now rose by a long slope into a low hill, and when they came unto the brow thereof, they beheld before them the whole plain of the Upper-mark, and the dwellings of the kindred therein all girdled about by the wild-wood; and beyond, the blue hills of the herdsmen, and beyond them still, a long way aloof, lying like a white cloud on the verge of the heavens, the snowy tops of the great mountains.  And as they looked down on to the plain they saw it embroidered, as it were, round about the habitations which lay within ken by crowds of many people, and the banners of the kindreds and the arms of men; and many a place they saw named after the ancient battle and that great slaughter of the Aliens.

On their left hand lay the river, and as it now fairly entered with them into the Upper-mark, it spread out into wide rippling shallows beset with yet more sandy eyots, amongst which was one much greater, rising amidmost into a low hill, grassy and bare of tree or bush; and this was the island whereon the Markmen stood on the first day of the Great Battle, and it was now called the Island of the Gods.

Thereby was the ford, which was firm and good and changed little from year to year, so that all Markmen knew it well and it was called Battleford: thereover now crossed all the eastern companies, footmen and horsemen, freemen and thralls, wains and banners, with shouting and laughter, and the noise of horns and the lowing of neat, till all that plain’s end was flooded with the host of the Markmen.

But when the eastern-abiders had crossed, they made no stay, but went duly ordered about their banners, winding on toward the first of the abodes on the western side of the water; because it was but a little way southwest of this that the Thing-stead of the Upper-mark lay; and the whole Folk was summoned thither when war threatened from the South, just as it was called to the Thing-stead of the Nether-mark, when the threat of war came from the North.  But the western companies stayed on the brow of that low hill till all the eastern men were over the river, and on their way to the Thing-stead, and then they moved on.

So came the Wolfings and their fellows up to the dwellings of the northernmost kindred, who were called the Daylings, and bore on their banner the image of the rising sun.  Thereabout was the Mark somewhat more hilly and broken than in the Mid-mark, so that the Great Roof of the Daylings, which was a very big house, stood on a hillock whose sides had been cleft down sheer on all sides save one (which was left as a bridge) by the labour of men, and it was a very defensible place.

Thereon were now gathered round about the Roof all the stay-at-homes of the kindred, who greeted with joyous cries the men-at-arms as they passed.  Albeit one very old man, who sat in a chair near to the edge of the sheer hill looking on the war array, when he saw the Wolfing banner draw near, stood up to gaze on it, and then shook his head sadly, and sank back again into his chair, and covered his face with his hands: and when the folk saw that, a silence bred of the coldness of fear fell on them, for that elder was deemed a foreseeing man.

But as those three fellows, of whose talk of yesterday the tale has told, drew near and beheld what the old carle did (for they were riding together this day also) the Beaming man laid his hand on Wolfkettle’s rein and said:

“Lo you, neighbour, if thy Vala hath seen nought, yet hath this old man seen somewhat, and that somewhat even as the little lad saw it.  Many a mother’s son shall fall before the Welshmen.”

But Wolfkettle shook his rein free, and his face reddened as of one who is angry, yet he kept silence, while the Elking said:

“Let be, Toti! for he that lives shall tell the tale to the foreseers, and shall make them wiser than they are to-day.”

Then laughed Toti, as one who would not be thought to be too heedful of the morrow.  But Wolfkettle brake out into speech and rhyme, and said:

“O warriors, the Wolfing kindred shall live or it shall die;
 And alive it shall be as the oak-tree when the summer storm goes by;
 But dead it shall be as its bole, that they hew for the corner-post
 Of some fair and mighty folk-hall, and the roof of a war-fain host.”
 

So therewith they rode their ways past the abode of the Daylings.

Straight to the wood went all the host, and so into it by a wide way cleft through the thicket, and in some thirty minutes they came thereby into a great wood-lawn cleared amidst of it by the work of men’s hands.  There already was much of the host gathered, sitting or standing in a great ring round about a space bare of men, where amidmost rose a great mound raised by men’s hands and wrought into steps to be the sitting-places of the chosen elders and chief men of the kindred; and atop the mound was flat and smooth save for a turf bench or seat that went athwart it whereon ten men might sit.

All the wains save the banner-wains had been left behind at the Dayling abode, nor was any beast there save the holy beasts who drew the banner-wains and twenty white horses, that stood wreathed about with flowers within the ring of warriors, and these were for the burnt offering to be given to the Gods for a happy day of battle.  Even the war-horses of the host they must leave in the wood without the wood-lawn, and all men were afoot who were there.

For this was the Thing-stead of the Upper-mark, and the holiest place of the Markmen, and no beast, either neat, sheep, or horse might pasture there, but was straightway slain and burned if he wandered there; nor might any man eat therein save at the holy feasts when offerings were made to the Gods.

So the Wolfings took their place there in the ring of men with the Elkings on their right hand and the Beamings on their left.  And in the midst of the Wolfing array stood Thiodolf clad in the dwarf-wrought hauberk: but his head was bare; for he had sworn over the Cup of Renown that he would fight unhelmed throughout all that trouble, and would bear no shield in any battle thereof however fierce the onset might be.

Short, and curling close to his head was his black hair, a little grizzled, so that it looked like rings of hard dark iron: his forehead was high and smooth, his lips full and red, his eyes steady and wide-open, and all his face joyous with the thought of the fame of his deeds, and the coming battle with a foeman whom the Markmen knew not yet.

He was tall and wide-shouldered, but so exceeding well fashioned of all his limbs and body that he looked no huge man.  He was a man well beloved of women, and children would mostly run to him gladly and play with him.  A most fell warrior was he, whose deeds no man of the Mark could equal, but blithe of speech even when he was sorrowful of mood, a man that knew not bitterness of heart: and for all his exceeding might and valiancy, he was proud and high to no man; so that the very thralls loved him.

He was not abounding in words in the field; nor did he use much the custom of those days in reviling and defying with words the foe that was to be smitten with swords.

There were those who had seen him in the field for the first time who deemed him slack at the work: for he would not always press on with the foremost, but would hold him a little aback, and while the battle was young he forbore to smite, and would do nothing but help a kinsman who was hard pressed, or succour the wounded.  So that if men were dealing with no very hard matter, and their hearts were high and overweening, he would come home at whiles with unbloodied blade.  But no man blamed him save those who knew him not: for his intent was that the younger men should win themselves fame, and so raise their courage, and become high-hearted and stout.

But when the stour was hard, and the battle was broken, and the hearts of men began to fail them, and doubt fell upon the Markmen, then was he another man to see: wise, but swift and dangerous, rushing on as if shot out by some mighty engine: heedful of all, on either side and in front; running hither and thither as the fight failed and the fire of battle faltered; his sword so swift and deadly that it was as if he wielded the very lightening of the heavens: for with the sword it was ever his wont to fight.

But it must be said that when the foemen turned their backs, and the chase began, then Thiodolf would nowise withhold his might as in the early battle, but ever led the chase, and smote on the right hand and on the left, sparing none, and crying out to the men of the kindred not to weary in their work, but to fulfil all the hours of their day.

For thuswise would he say and this was a word of his:

“Let us rest to-morrow, fellows, since to-day we have fought amain!
 Let not these men we have smitten come aback on our hands again,
 And say ‘Ye Wolfing warriors, ye have done your work but ill,
 Fall to now and do it again, like the craftsman who learneth his skill.’”
 

Such then was Thiodolf, and ever was he the chosen leader of the Wolfings and often the War-duke of the whole Folk.

By his side stood the other chosen leader, whose name was Heriulf; a man well stricken in years, but very mighty and valiant; wise in war and well renowned; of few words save in battle, and therein a singer of songs, a laugher, a joyous man, a merry companion.  He was a much bigger man than Thiodolf; and indeed so huge was his stature, that he seemed to be of the kindred of the Mountain Giants; and his bodily might went with his stature, so that no one man might deal with him body to body.  His face was big; his cheek-bones high; his nose like an eagle’s neb, his mouth wide, his chin square and big; his eyes light-grey and fierce under shaggy eyebrows: his hair white and long.

Such were his raiment and weapons, that he wore a coat of fence of dark iron scales sewn on to horse-hide, and a dark iron helm fashioned above his brow into the similitude of the Wolf’s head with gaping jaws; and this he had wrought for himself with his own hands, for he was a good smith.  A round buckler he bore and a huge twibill, which no man of the kindred could well wield save himself; and it was done both blade and shaft with knots and runes in gold; and he loved that twibill well, and called it the Wolf’s Sister.

There then stood Heriulf, looking no less than one of the forefathers of the kindred come back again to the battle of the Wolfings.

He was well-beloved for his wondrous might, and he was no hard man, though so fell a warrior, and though of few words, as aforesaid, was a blithe companion to old and young.  In numberless battles had he fought, and men deemed it a wonder that Odin had not taken to him a man so much after his own heart; and they said it was neighbourly done of the Father of the Slain to forbear his company so long, and showed how well he loved the Wolfing House.

For a good while yet came other bands of Markmen into the Thing-stead; but at last there was an end of their coming.  Then the ring of men opened, and ten warriors of the Daylings made their way through it, and one of them, the oldest, bore in his hand the War-horn of the Daylings; for this kindred had charge of the Thing-stead, and of all appertaining to it.  So while his nine fellows stood round about the Speech-Hill, the old warrior clomb up to the topmost of it, and blew a blast on the horn.  Thereon they who were sitting rose up, and they who were talking each to each held their peace, and the whole ring drew nigher to the hill, so that there was a clear space behind them ‘twixt them and the wood, and a space before them between them and the hill, wherein were those nine warriors, and the horses for the burnt-offering, and the altar of the Gods; and now were all well within ear-shot of a man speaking amidst the silence in a clear voice.

But there were gathered of the Markmen to that place some four thousand men, all chosen warriors and doughty men; and of the thralls and aliens dwelling with them they were leading two thousand.  But not all of the freemen of the Upper-mark could be at the Thing; for needs must there be some guard to the passes of the wood toward the south and the hills of the herdsmen, whereas it was no wise impassable to a wisely led host: so five hundred men, what of freemen, what of thralls, abode there to guard the wild-wood; and these looked to have some helping from the hill-men.

Now came an ancient warrior into the space between the men and the wild-wood holding in his hand a kindled torch; and first he faced due south by the sun, then, turning, he slowly paced the whole circle going from east to west, and so on till he had reached the place he started from: then he dashed the torch to the ground and quenched the fire, and so went his ways to his own company again.

Then the old Dayling warrior on the mound-top drew his sword, and waved it flashing in the sun toward the four quarters of the heavens; and thereafter blew again a blast on the War-horn.  Then fell utter silence on the whole assembly, and the wood was still around them, save here and there the stamping of a war-horse or the sound of his tugging at the woodland grass; for there was little resort of birds to the depths of the thicket, and the summer morning was windless.






  








CHAPTER VIII — THE FOLK-MOTE OF THE MARKMEN
 

So the Dayling warrior lifted up his voice and said:

“O kindreds of the Markmen, hearken the words I say;
 For no chancehap assembly is gathered here to-day.
 The fire hath gone around us in the hands of our very kin,
 And twice the horn hath sounded, and the Thing is hallowed in.
 Will ye hear or forbear to hearken the tale there is to tell?
 There are many mouths to tell it, and a many know it well.
 And the tale is this, that the foemen against our kindreds fare
 Who eat the meadows desert, and burn the desert bare.”
 

Then sat he down on the turf seat; but there arose a murmur in the assembly as of men eager to hearken; and without more ado came a man out of a company of the Upper-mark, and clomb up to the top of the Speech-Hill, and spoke in a loud voice:

“I am Bork, a man of the Geirings of the Upper-mark: two days ago I and five others were in the wild-wood a-hunting, and we wended through the thicket, and came into the land of the hill-folk; and after we had gone a while we came to a long dale with a brook running through it, and yew-trees scattered about it and a hazel copse at one end; and by the copse was a band of men who had women and children with them, and a few neat, and fewer horses; but sheep were feeding up and down the dale; and they had made them booths of turf and boughs, and were making ready their cooking fires, for it was evening.  So when they saw us, they ran to their arms, but we cried out to them in the tongue of the Goths and bade them peace.  Then they came up the bent to us and spake to us in the Gothic tongue, albeit a little diversely from us; and when we had told them what and whence we were, they were glad of us, and bade us to them, and we went, and they entreated us kindly, and made us such cheer as they might, and gave us mutton to eat, and we gave them venison of the wild-wood which we had taken, and we abode with them there that night.

“But they told us that they were a house of the folk of the herdsmen, and that there was war in the land, and that the people thereof were fleeing before the cruelty of a host of warriors, men of a mighty folk, such as the earth hath not heard of, who dwell in great cities far to the south; and how that this host had crossed the mountains, and the Great Water that runneth from them, and had fallen upon their kindred, and overcome their fighting-men, and burned their dwellings, slain their elders, and driven their neat and their sheep, yea, and their women and children in no better wise than their neat and sheep.

“And they said that they had fled away thus far from their old habitations, which were a long way to the south, and were now at point to build them dwellings there in that Dale of the Hazels, and to trust to it that these Welshmen, whom they called Romans, would not follow so far, and that if they did, they might betake them to the wild-wood, and let the thicket cover them, they being so nigh to it.

“Thus they told us; wherefore we sent back one of our fellowship, Birsti of the Geirings, to tell the tale; and one of the herdsmen folk went with him, but we ourselves went onward to hear more of these Romans; for the folk when we asked them, said that they had been in battle against them, but had fled away for fear of their rumour only.  Therefore we went on, and a young man of this kindred, who named themselves the Hrutings of the Fell-folk, went along with us.  But the others were sore afeard, for all they had weapons.

“So as we went up the land we found they had told us the very sooth, and we met divers Houses, and bands, and broken men, who were fleeing from this trouble, and many of them poor and in misery, having lost their flocks and herds as well as their roofs; and this last be but little loss to them, as their dwellings are but poor, and for the most part they have no tillage.  Now of these men, we met not a few who had been in battle with the Roman host, and much they told us of their might not to be dealt with, and their mishandling of those whom they took, both men and women; and at the last we heard true tidings how they had raised them a garth, and made a stronghold in the midst of the land, as men who meant abiding there, so that neither might the winter drive them aback, and that they might be succoured by their people on the other side of the Great River; to which end they have made other garths, though not so great, on the road to that water, and all these well and wisely warded by tried men.  For as to the Folks on the other side of the Water, all these lie under their hand already, what by fraud what by force, and their warriors go with them to the battle and help them; of whom we met bands now and again, and fought with them, and took men of them, who told us all this and much more, over long to tell of here.”

He paused and turned about to look on the mighty assembly, and his ears drank in the long murmur that followed his speaking, and when it had died out he spake again, but in rhyme:

“Lo thus much of my tidings!  But this too it behoveth to tell,
 That these masterful men of the cities of the Markmen know full well:
 And they wot of the well-grassed meadows, and the acres of the Mark,
 And our life amidst of the wild-wood like a candle in the dark;
 And they know of our young men’s valour and our women’s loveliness,
 And our tree would they spoil with destruction if its fruit they may never possess.
 For their lust is without a limit, and nought may satiate
 Their ravening maw; and their hunger if ye check it turneth to hate,
 And the blood-fever burns in their bosoms, and torment and anguish and woe
 O’er the wide field ploughed by the sword-blade for the coming years they sow;
 And ruth is a thing forgotten and all hopes they trample down;
 And whatso thing is steadfast, whatso of good renown,
 Whatso is fair and lovely, whatso is ancient sooth
 In the bloody marl shall they mingle as they laugh for lack of ruth.
 Lo the curse of the world cometh hither; for the men that we took in the land
 Said thus, that their host is gathering with many an ordered band
 To fall on the wild-wood passes and flood the lovely Mark,
 As the river over the meadows upriseth in the dark.
 Look to it, O ye kindred! availeth now no word
 But the voice of the clashing of iron, and the sword-blade on the sword.”
 

Therewith he made an end, and deeper and longer was the murmur of the host of freemen, amidst which Bork gat him down from the Speech-Hill, his weapons clattering about him, and mingled with the men of his kindred.

Then came forth a man of the kin of the Shieldings of the Upper-mark, and clomb the mound; and he spake in rhyme from beginning to end; for he was a minstrel of renown:

“Lo I am a man of the Shieldings and Geirmund is my name;
 A half-moon back from the wild-wood out into the hills I came,
 And I went alone in my war-gear; for we have affinity
 With the Hundings of the Fell-folk, and with them I fain would be;
 For I loved a maid of their kindred.  Now their dwelling was not far
 From the outermost bounds of the Fell-folk, and bold in the battle they are,
 And have met a many people, and held their own abode.
 Gay then was the heart within me, as over the hills I rode
 And thought of the mirth of to-morrow and the sweet-mouthed Hunding maid
 And their old men wise and merry and their young men unafraid,
 And the hall-glee of the Hundings and the healths o’er the guesting cup.
 But as I rode the valley, I saw a smoke go up
 O’er the crest of the last of the grass-hills ‘twixt me and the Hunding roof,
 And that smoke was black and heavy: so a while I bided aloof,
 And drew my girths the tighter, and looked to the arms I bore
 And handled my spear for the casting; for my heart misgave me sore,
 For nought was that pillar of smoke like the guest-fain cooking-fire.
 I lingered in thought for a minute, then turned me to ride up higher,
 And as a man most wary up over the bent I rode,
 And nigh hid peered o’er the hill-crest adown on the Hunding abode;
 And forsooth ’twas the fire wavering all o’er the roof of old,
 And all in the garth and about it lay the bodies of the bold;
 And bound to a rope amidmost were the women fair and young,
 And youths and little children, like the fish on a withy strung
 As they lie on the grass for the angler before the beginning of night.
 Then the rush of the wrath within me for a while nigh blinded my sight;
 Yet about the cowering war-thralls, short dark-faced men I saw,
 Men clad in iron armour, this way and that way draw,
 As warriors after the battle are ever wont to do.
 Then I knew them for the foemen and their deeds to be I knew,
 And I gathered the reins together to ride down the hill amain,
 To die with a good stroke stricken and slay ere I was slain.
 When lo, on the bent before me rose the head of a brown-faced man,
 Well helmed and iron-shielded, who some Welsh speech began
 And a short sword brandished against me; then my sight cleared and I saw
 Five others armed in likewise up hill and toward me draw,
 And I shook the spear and sped it and clattering on his shield
 He fell and rolled o’er smitten toward the garth and the Fell-folk’s field.
 

“But my heart changed with his falling and the speeding of my stroke,
 And I turned my horse; for within me the love of life awoke,
 And I spurred, nor heeded the hill-side, but o’er rough and smooth I rode
 Till I heard no chase behind me; then I drew rein and abode.
 And down in a dell was I gotten with a thorn-brake in its throat,
 And heard but the plover’s whistle and the blackbird’s broken note
 ‘Mid the thorns; when lo! from a thorn-twig away the blackbird swept,
 And out from the brake and towards me a naked man there crept,
 And straight I rode up towards him, and knew his face for one
 I had seen in the hall of the Hundings ere its happy days were done.
 I asked him his tale, but he bade me forthright to bear him away;
 So I took him up behind me, and we rode till late in the day,
 Toward the cover of the wild-wood, and as swiftly as we might.
 But when yet aloof was the thicket and it now was moonless night,
 We stayed perforce for a little, and he told me all the tale:
 How the aliens came against them, and they fought without avail
 Till the Roof o’er their heads was burning and they burst forth on the foe,
 And were hewn down there together; nor yet was the slaughter slow.
 But some they saved for thralldom, yea, e’en of the fighting men,
 Or to quell them with pains; so they stripped them; and this man espying just then
 Some chance, I mind not whatwise, from the garth fled out and away.
 

“Now many a thing noteworthy of these aliens did he say,
 But this I bid you hearken, lest I wear the time for nought,
 That still upon the Markmen and the Mark they set their thought;
 For they questioned this man and others through a go-between in words
 Of us, and our lands and our chattels, and the number of our swords;
 Of the way and the wild-wood passes and the winter and his ways.
 Now look to see them shortly; for worn are fifteen days
 Since in the garth of the Hundings I saw them dight for war,
 And a hardy folk and ready and a swift-foot host they are.”
 

Therewith Geirmund went down clattering from the Hill and stood with his company.  But a man came forth from the other side of the ring, and clomb the Hill: he was a red-haired man, rather big, clad in a skin coat, and bearing a bow in his hand and a quiver of arrows at his back, and a little axe hung by his side.  He said:

“I dwell in the House of the Hrossings of the Mid-mark, and I am now made a man of the kindred: howbeit I was not born into it; for I am the son of a fair and mighty woman of a folk of the Kymry, who was taken in war while she went big with me; I am called Fox the Red.

“These Romans have I seen, and have not died: so hearken! for my tale shall be short for what there is in it.

“I am, as many know, a hunter of Mirkwood, and I know all its ways and the passes through the thicket somewhat better than most.

“A moon ago I fared afoot from Mid-mark through Upper-mark into the thicket of the south, and through it into the heath country; and I went over a neck and came in the early dawn into a little dale when somewhat of mist still hung over it.  At the dale’s end I saw a man lying asleep on the grass under a quicken tree, and his shield and sword hanging over his head to a bough thereof, and his horse feeding hoppled higher up the dale.

“I crept up softly to him with a shaft nocked on the string, but when I drew near I saw him to be of the sons of the Goths.  So I doubted nothing, but laid down my bow, and stood upright, and went to him and roused him, and he leapt up, and was wroth.

“I said to him, ‘Wilt thou be wroth with a brother of the kindred meeting him in unpeopled parts?’

“But he reached out for his weapons; but ere he could handle them I ran in on him so that he gat not his sword, and had scant time to smite at me with a knife which he drew from his waist.

“I gave way before him for he was a very big man, and he rushed past me, and I dealt him a blow on the side of the head with my little axe which is called the War-babe, and gave him a great wound: and he fell on the grass, and as it happened that was his bane.

“I was sorry that I had slain him, since he was a man of the Goths: albeit otherwise he had slain me, for he was very wroth and dazed with slumber.

“He died not for a while; and he bade me fetch him water; and there was a well hard by on the other side of the tree; so I fetched it him in a great shell that I carry, and he drank.  I would have sung the blood-staunching song over him, for I know it well.  But he said, ‘It availeth nought: I have enough: what man art thou?’

“I said, ‘I am a fosterling of the Hrossings, and my mother was taken in war: my name is Fox.’

“Said he; ‘O Fox, I have my due at thy hands, for I am a Markman of the Elkings, but a guest of the Burgundians beyond the Great River; and the Romans are their masters and they do their bidding: even so did I who was but their guest: and I a Markman to fight against the Markmen, and all for fear and for gold!  And thou an alien-born hast slain their traitor and their dastard!  This is my due.  Give me to drink again.’

“So did I; and he said; ‘Wilt thou do an errand for me to thine own house?’  ‘Yea,’ said I.

“Said he, ‘I am a messenger to the garth of the Romans, that I may tell the road to the Mark, and lead them through the thicket; and other guides are coming after me: but not yet for three days or four.  So till they come there will be no man in the Roman garth to know thee that thou art not even I myself.  If thou art doughty, strip me when I am dead and do my raiment on thee, and take this ring from my neck, for that is my token, and when they ask thee for a word say, “No limit”; for that is the token-word.  Go south-east over the dales keeping Broadshield-fell square with thy right hand, and let thy wisdom, O Fox, lead thee to the Garth of the Romans, and so back to thy kindred with all tidings thou hast gathered — for indeed they come — a many of them.  Give me to drink.’

“So he drank again, and said, ‘The bearer of this token is called Hrosstyr of the River Goths.  He hath that name among dastards.  Thou shalt lay a turf upon my head.  Let my death pay for my life.’

“Therewith he fell back and died.  So I did as he bade me and took his gear, worth six kine, and did it on me; I laid turf upon him in that dale, and hid my bow and my gear in a blackthorn brake hard by, and then took his horse and rode away.

“Day and night I rode till I came to the garth of the Romans; there I gave myself up to their watchers, and they brought me to their Duke, a grim man and hard.  He said in a terrible voice, ‘Thy name?’  I said, ‘Hrosstyr of the River Goths.’  He said, ‘What limit?’  I answered, ‘No limit.’  ‘The token!’ said he, and held out his hand.  I gave him the ring.  ‘Thou art the man,’ said he.

“I thought in my heart, ‘thou liest, lord,’ and my heart danced for joy.

“Then he fell to asking me questions a many, and I answered every one glibly enough, and told him what I would, but no word of truth save for his hurt, and my soul laughed within me at my lies; thought I, the others, the traitors, shall come, and they shall tell him the truth, and he will not trow it, or at the worst he will doubt them.  But me he doubted nothing, else had he called in the tormentors to have the truth of me by pains; as I well saw afterwards, when they questioned with torments a man and a woman of the hill-folk whom they had brought in captive.

“I went from him and went all about that garth espying everything, fearing nothing; albeit there were divers woful captives of the Goths, who cursed me for a dastard, when they saw by my attire that I was of their blood.

“I abode there three days, and learned all that I might of the garth and the host of them, and the fourth day in the morning I went out as if to hunt, and none hindered me, for they doubted me not.

“So I came my ways home to the Upper-mark, and was guested with the Geirings.  Will ye that I tell you somewhat of the ways of these Romans of the garth?  The time presses, and my tale runneth longer than I would.  What will ye?”

Then there arose a murmur, “Tell all, tell all.”  “Nay,” said the Fox, “All I may not tell; so much did I behold there during the three days’ stay; but this much it behoveth you to know: that these men have no other thought save to win the Mark and waste it, and slay the fighting men and the old carles, and enthrall such as they will, that is, all that be fair and young, and they long sorely for our women either to have or to sell.

“As for their garth, it is strongly walled about with a dyke newly dug; on the top thereof are they building a wall made of clay, and burned like pots into ashlar stones hard and red, and these are laid in lime.

“It is now the toil of the thralls of our blood whom they have taken, both men and women, to dig that clay and to work it, and bear it to kilns, and to have for reward scant meat and many stripes.  For it is a grim folk, that laugheth to see others weep.

“Their men-at-arms are well dight and for the most part in one way: they are helmed with iron, and have iron on their breasts and reins, and bear long shields that cover them to the knees.  They are girt with a sax and have a heavy casting-spear.  They are dark-skinned and ugly of aspect, surly and of few words: they drink little, and eat not much.

“They have captains of tens and of hundreds over them, and that war-duke over all; he goeth to and fro with gold on his head and his breast, and commonly hath a cloak cast over him of the colour of the crane’s-bill blossom.

“They have an altar in the midst of their burg, and thereon they sacrifice to their God, who is none other than their banner of war, which is an image of the ravening eagle with outspread wings; but yet another God they have, and look you! it is a wolf, as if they were of the kin of our brethren; a she-wolf and two man-children at her dugs; wonderful is this.

“I tell you that they are grim; and know it by this token: those captains of tens, and of hundreds, spare not to smite the warriors with staves even before all men, when all goeth not as they would; and yet, though they be free men, and mighty warriors, they endure it and smite not in turn.  They are a most evil folk.

“As to their numbers, they of the burg are hard on three thousand footmen of the best; and of horsemen five hundred, nowise good; and of bowmen and slingers six hundred or more: their bows weak; their slingers cunning beyond measure.  And the talk is that when they come upon us they shall have with them some five hundred warriors of the Over River Goths, and others of their own folk.”

Then he said:

“O men of the Mark, will ye meet them in the meadows and the field,
 Or will ye flee before them and have the wood for a shield?
 Or will ye wend to their war-burg with weapons cast away,
 With your women and your children, a peace of them to pray?
 So doing, not all shall perish; but most shall long to die
 Ere in the garths of the Southland two moons have loitered by.”
 

Then rose the rumour loud and angry mingled with the rattle of swords and the clash of spears on shields; but Fox said:

“Needs must ye follow one of these three ways.  Nay, what say I? there are but two ways and not three; for if ye flee they shall follow you to the confines of the earth.  Either these Welsh shall take all, and our lives to boot, or we shall hold to all that is ours, and live merrily.  The sword doometh; and in three days it may be the courts shall be hallowed: small is the space between us.”

Therewith he also got him down from the Hill, and joined his own house: and men said that he had spoken well and wisely.  But there arose a noise of men talking together on these tidings; and amidst it an old warrior of the Nether-mark strode forth and up to the Hill-top.  Gaunt and stark he was to look on; and all men knew him and he was well-beloved, so all held their peace as he said:

“I am Otter of the Laxings: now needeth but few words till the War-duke is chosen, and we get ready to wend our ways in arms.  Here have ye heard three good men and true tell of our foes, and this last, Fox the Red, hath seen them and hath more to tell when we are on the way; nor is the way hard to find.  It were scarce well to fall upon these men in their garth and war-burg; for hard is a wall to slay.  Better it were to meet them in the Wild-wood, which may well be a friend to us and a wall, but to them a net.  O Agni of the Daylings, thou warder of the Thing-stead, bid men choose a War-duke if none gainsay it.”

And without more words he clattered down the Hill, and went and stood with the Laxing band.  But the old Dayling arose and blew the horn, and there was at once a great silence, amidst which he said:

“Children of Slains-father, doth the Folk go to the war?”

There was no voice but shouted “yea,” and the white swords sprang aloft, and the westering sun swept along a half of them as they tossed to and fro, and the others showed dead-white and fireless against the dark wood.

Then again spake Agni:

“Will ye choose the War-duke now and once, or shall it be in a while, after others have spoken?”

And the voice of the Folk went up, “Choose!  Choose!”

Said Agni: “Sayeth any aught against it?”  But no voice of a gainsayer was heard, and Agni said:

“Children of Tyr, what man will ye have for a leader and a duke of war?”

Then a great shout sprang up from amidst the swords: “We will have Thiodolf; Thiodolf the Wolfing!”

Said Agni: “I hear no other name; are ye of one mind? hath any aught to say against it?  If that be so, let him speak now, and not forbear to follow in the wheatfield of the spears.  Speak, ye that will not follow Thiodolf!”

No voice gainsaid him: then said the Dayling: “Come forth thou War-duke of the Markmen! take up the gold ring from the horns of the altar, set it on thine arm and come up hither!”

Then came forth Thiodolf into the sun, and took up the gold ring from where it lay, and did it on his arm.  And this was the ring of the leader of the folk whenso one should be chosen: it was ancient and daintily wrought, but not very heavy: so ancient it was that men said it had been wrought by the dwarfs.

So Thiodolf went up on to the hill, and all men cried out on him for joy, for they knew his wisdom in war.  Many wondered to see him unhelmed, but they had a deeming that he must have made oath to the Gods thereof and their hearts were glad of it.  They took note of the dwarf-wrought hauberk, and even from a good way off they could see what a treasure of smith’s work it was, and they deemed it like enough that spells had been sung over it to make it sure against point and edge: for they knew that Thiodolf was well beloved of the Gods.

But when Thiodolf was on the Hill of Speech, he said:

“Men of the kindreds, I am your War-duke to-day; but it is oftenest the custom when ye go to war to choose you two dukes, and I would it were so now.  No child’s play is the work that lies before us; and if one leader chance to fall let there be another to take his place without stop or stay.  Thou Agni of the Daylings, bid the Folk choose them another duke if so they will.”

Said Agni: “Good is this which our War-duke hath spoken; say then, men of the Mark, who shall stand with Thiodolf to lead you against the aliens?”

Then was there a noise and a crying of names, and more than two names seemed to be cried out; but by far the greater part named either Otter of the Laxings, or Heriulf of the Wolfings.  True it is that Otter was a very wise warrior, and well known to all the men of the Mark; yet so dear was Heriulf to them, that none would have named Otter had it not been mostly their custom not to choose both War-dukes from one House.

Now spake Agni: “Children of Tyr, I hear you name more than one name: now let each man cry out clearly the name he nameth.”

So the Folk cried the names once more, but this time it was clear that none was named save Otter and Heriulf; so the Dayling was at point to speak again, but or ever a word left his lips, Heriulf the mighty, the ancient of days, stood forth: and when men saw that he would take up the word there was a great silence.  So he spake:

“Hearken, children!  I am old and war-wise; but my wisdom is the wisdom of the sword of the mighty warrior, that knoweth which way it should wend, and hath no thought of turning back till it lieth broken in the field.  Such wisdom is good against Folks that we have met heretofore; as when we have fought with the Huns, who would sweep us away from the face of the earth, or with the Franks or the Burgundians, who would quell us into being something worser than they be.  But here is a new foe, and new wisdom, and that right shifty, do we need to meet them.  One wise duke have ye gotten, Thiodolf to wit; and he is young beside me and beside Otter of the Laxings.  And now if ye must needs have an older man to stand beside him, (and that is not ill) take ye Otter; for old though his body be, the thought within him is keen and supple like the best of Welsh-wrought blades, and it liveth in the days that now are: whereas for me, meseemeth, my thoughts are in the days bygone.  Yet look to it, that I shall not fail to lead as the sword of the valiant leadeth, or the shaft shot by the cunning archer.  Choose ye Otter; I have spoken over long.”

Then spoke Agni the Dayling, and laughed withal: “One man of the Folk hath spoken for Otter and against Heriulf — now let others speak if they will!”

So the cry came forth, “Otter let it be, we will have Otter!”

“Speaketh any against Otter?” said Agni.  But there was no voice raised against him.

Then Agni said: “Come forth, Otter of the Laxings, and hold the ring with Thiodolf.”

Then Otter went up on to the hill and stood by Thiodolf, and they held the ring together; and then each thrust his hand and arm through the ring and clasped hands together, and stood thus awhile, and all the Folk shouted together.

Then spake Agni: “Now shall we hew the horses and give the gifts to the Gods.”

Therewith he and the two War-dukes came down from the hill; and stood before the altar; and the nine warriors of the Daylings stood forth with axes to hew the horses and with copper bowls wherein to catch the blood of them, and each hewed down his horse to the Gods, but the two War-dukes slew the tenth and fairest: and the blood was caught in the bowls, and Agni took a sprinkler and went round about the ring of men, and cast the blood of the Gods’-gifts over the Folk, as was the custom of those days.

Then they cut up the carcases and burned on the altar the share of the Gods, and Agni and the War-dukes tasted thereof, and the rest they bore off to the Daylings’ abode for the feast to be holden that night.

Then Otter and Thiodolf spake apart together for awhile, and presently went up again on to the Speech-Hill, and Thiodolf said:

“O kindreds of the Markmen; to-morrow with the day
 We shall wend up Mirkwood-water to bar our foes the way;
 And there shall we make our wain-burg on the edges of the wood,
 Where in the days past over at last the aliens stood,
 The Slaughter Tofts ye call it.  There tidings shall we get
 If the curse of the world is awakened, and the serpent crawleth yet
 Amidst the Mirkwood thicket; and when the sooth we know,
 Then bearing battle with us through the thicket shall we go,
 The ancient Wood-wolf’s children, and the People of the Shield,
 And the Spear-kin and the Horse-kin, while the others keep the field
 About the warded wain-burg; for not many need we there
 Where amidst of the thickets’ tangle and the woodland net they fare,
 And the hearts of the aliens falter and they curse the fight ne’er done,
 And wonder who is fighting and which way is the sun.”
 

Thus he spoke; then Agni took up the war-horn again, and blew a blast, and then he cried out:

“Now sunder we the Folk-mote! and the feast is for to-night,
 And to-morrow the Wayfaring; But unnamed is the day of the fight;
 O warriors, look ye to it that not long we need abide
 ‘Twixt the hour of the word we have spoken, and our fair-fame’s blooming tide!
 For then ‘midst the toil and the turmoil shall we sow the seeds of peace,
 And the Kindreds’ long endurance, and the Goth-folk’s great increase.”
 

Then arose the last great shout, and soberly and in due order, kindred by kindred, they turned and departed from the Thing-stead and went their way through the wood to the abode of the Daylings.






  








CHAPTER IX — THE ANCIENT MAN OF THE DAYLINGS
 

There still hung the more part of the stay-at-homes round about the Roof.  But on the plain beneath the tofts were all the wains of the host drawn up round about a square like the streets about a market-place; all these now had their tilts rigged over them, some white, some black, some red, some tawny of hue; and some, which were of the Beamings, green like the leafy tree.

The warriors of the host went down into this wain-town, which they had not fenced in any way, since they in no wise looked for any onset there; and there were their thralls dighting the feast for them, and a many of the Dayling kindred, both men and women, went with them; but some men did the Daylings bring into their Roof, for there was room for a good many besides their own folk.  So they went over the Bridge of turf into the garth and into the Great Roof of the Daylings; and amongst these were the two War-dukes.

So when they came to the dais it was as fair all round about there as might well be; and there sat elders and ancient warriors to welcome the guests; and among them was the old carle who had sat on the edge of the burg to watch the faring of the host, and had shuddered back at the sight of the Wolfing Banner.

And when the old carle saw the guests, he fixed his eyes on Thiodolf, and presently came up and stood before him; and Thiodolf looked on the old man, and greeted him kindly and smiled on him; but the carle spake not till he had looked on him a while; and at last he fell a-trembling, and reached his hands out to Thiodolf’s bare head, and handled his curls and caressed them, as a mother does with her son, even if he be a grizzled-haired man, when there is none by: and at last he said:

“How dear is the head of the mighty, and the apple of the tree
 That blooms with the life of the people which is and yet shall be!
 It is helmed with ancient wisdom, and the long remembered thought,
 That liveth when dead is the iron, and its very rust but nought.
 Ah! were I but young as aforetime, I would fare to the battle-stead
 And stand amidst of the spear-hail for the praise of the hand and the head!”
 

Then his hands left Thiodolf’s head, and strayed down to his shoulders and his breast, and he felt the cold rings of the hauberk, and let his hands fall down to his side again; and the tears gushed out of his old eyes and again he spake:

“O house of the heart of the mighty, O breast of the battle-lord
 Why art thou coldly hidden from the flickering flame of the sword?
 I know thee not, nor see thee; thou art as the fells afar
 Where the Fathers have their dwelling, and the halls of Godhome are:
 The wind blows wild betwixt us, and the cloud-rack flies along,
 And high aloft enfoldeth the dwelling of the strong;
 They are, as of old they have been, but their hearths flame not for me;
 And the kindness of their feast-halls mine eyes shall never see.”
 

Thiodolf’s lips still smiled on the old man, but a shadow had come over his eyes and his brow; and the chief of the Daylings and their mighty guests stood by listening intently with the knit brows of anxious men; nor did any speak till the ancient man again betook him to words:

“I came to the house of the foeman when hunger made me a fool;
 And the foeman said, ‘Thou art weary, lo, set thy foot on the stool;’
 And I stretched out my feet, — and was shackled: and he spake with a dastard’s smile,
 ‘O guest, thine hands are heavy; now rest them for a while!’
 So I stretched out my hands, and the hand-gyves lay cold on either wrist:
 And the wood of the wolf had been better than that feast-hall, had I wist
 That this was the ancient pit-fall, and the long expected trap,
 And that now for my heart’s desire I had sold the world’s goodhap.”
 

Therewith the ancient man turned slowly away from Thiodolf, and departed sadly to his own place.  Thiodolf changed countenance but little, albeit those about him looked strangely on him, as though if they durst they would ask him what these words might be, and if he from his hidden knowledge might fit a meaning to them.  For to many there was a word of warning in them, and to some an evil omen of the days soon to be; and scarce anyone heard those words but he had a misgiving in his heart, for the ancient man was known to be foreseeing, and wild and strange his words seemed to them.

But Agni would make light of it, and he said: “Asmund the Old is of good will, and wise he is; but he hath great longings for the deeds of men, when he hath tidings of battle; for a great warrior and a red-hand hewer he hath been in times past; he loves the Kindred, and deems it ill if he may not fare afield with them; for the thought of dying in the straw is hateful to him.”

“Yea,” said another, “and moreover he hath seen sons whom he loved slain in battle; and when he seeth a warrior in his prime he becometh dear to him, and he feareth for him.”

“Yet,” said a third, “Asmund is foreseeing; and may be, Thiodolf, thou wilt wot of the drift of these words, and tell us thereof.”

But Thiodolf spake nought of the matter, though in his heart he pondered it.

So the guests were led to table, and the feast began, within the hall and without it, and wide about the plain; and the Dayling maidens went in bands trimly decked out throughout all the host and served the warriors with meat and drink, and sang the overword to their lays, and smote the harp, and drew the bow over the fiddle till it laughed and wailed and chuckled, and were blithe and merry with all, and great was the glee on the eve of battle.  And if Thiodolf’s heart were overcast, his face showed it not, but he passed from hall to wain-burg and from wain-burg to hall again blithe and joyous with all men.  And thereby he raised the hearts of men, and they deemed it good that they had gotten such a War-duke, meet to uphold all hearts of men both at the feast and in the fray.






  








CHAPTER X — THAT CARLINE COMETH TO THE ROOF OF THE WOLFINGS
 

Now it was three days after this that the women were gathering to the Women’s-Chamber of the Roof of the Wolfings a little before the afternoon changes into evening.  The hearts of most were somewhat heavy, for the doubt wherewith they had watched the departure of the fighting-men still hung about them; nor had they any tidings from the host (nor was it like that they should have).  And as they were somewhat down-hearted, so it seemed by the aspect of all things that afternoon.  It was not yet the evening, as is aforesaid, but the day was worn and worsened, and all things looked weary.  The sky was a little clouded, but not much; yet was it murky down in the south-east, and there was a threat of storm in it, and in the air close round each man’s head, and in the very waving of the leafy boughs.  There was by this time little doing in field and fold (for the kine were milked), and the women were coming up from the acres and the meadow and over the open ground anigh the Roof; there was the grass worn and dusty, and the women that trod it, their feet were tanned and worn, and dusty also; skin-dry and weary they looked, with the sweat dried upon them; their girt-up gowns grey and lightless, their half-unbound hair blowing about them in the dry wind, which had in it no morning freshness, and no evening coolness.

It was a time when toil was well-nigh done, but had left its aching behind it; a time for folk to sleep and forget for a little while, till the low sun should make it evening, and make all things fair with his level rays; no time for anxious thoughts concerning deeds doing, wherein the anxious ones could do nought to help.  Yet such thoughts those stay-at-homes needs must have in the hour of their toil scarce over, their rest and mirth not begun.

Slowly one by one the women went in by the Women’s-door, and the Hall-Sun sat on a stone hard by, and watched them as they passed; and she looked keenly at all persons and all things.  She had been working in the acres, and her hand was yet on the hoe she had been using, and but for her face her body was as of one resting after toil: her dark blue gown was ungirded, her dark hair loose and floating, the flowers that had wreathed it, now faded, lying strewn upon the grass before her: her feet bare for coolness’ sake, her left hand lying loose and open upon her knee.

Yet though her body otherwise looked thus listless, in her face was no listlessness, nor rest: her eyes were alert and clear, shining like two stars in the heavens of dawn-tide; her lips were set close, her brow knit, as of one striving to shape thoughts hard to understand into words that all might understand.

So she sat noting all things, as woman by woman went past her into the hall, till at last she slowly rose to her feet; for there came two young women leading between them that same old carline with whom she had talked on the Hill-of-Speech.  She looked on the carline steadfastly, but gave no token of knowing her; but the ancient woman spoke when she came near to the Hall-Sun, and old as her semblance was, yet did her speech sound sweet to the Hall-Sun, and indeed to all those that heard it and she said:

“May we be here to-night, O Hall-Sun, thou lovely Seeress of the mighty Wolfings? may a wandering woman sit amongst you and eat the meat of the Wolfings?”

Then spake the Hall-Sun in a sweet measured voice: “Surely mother: all men who bring peace with them are welcome guests to the Wolfings: nor will any ask thine errand, but we will let thy tidings flow from thee as thou wilt.  This is the custom of the kindred, and no word of mine own; I speak to thee because thou hast spoken to me, but I have no authority here, being myself but an alien.  Albeit I serve the House of the Wolfings, and I love it as the hound loveth his master who feedeth him, and his master’s children who play with him.  Enter, mother, and be glad of heart, and put away care from thee.”

Then the old woman drew nigher to her and sat down in the dust at her feet, for she was now sitting down again, and took her hand and kissed it and fondled it, and seemed loth to leave handling the beauty of the Hall-Sun; but she looked kindly on the carline, and smiled on her, and leaned down to her, and kissed her mouth, and said:

“Damsels, take care of this poor woman, and make her good cheer; for she is wise of wit, and a friend of the Wolfings; and I have seen her before, and spoken with her; and she loveth us.  But as for me I must needs be alone in the meads for a while; and it may be that when I come to you again, I shall have a word to tell you.”

Now indeed it was in a manner true that the Hall-Sun had no authority in the Wolfing House; yet was she so well beloved for her wisdom and beauty and her sweet speech, that all hastened to do her will in small matters and in great, and now as they looked at her after the old woman had caressed her, it seemed to them that her fairness grew under their eyes, and that they had never seen her so fair; and the sight of her seemed so good to them, that the outworn day and its weariness changed to them, and it grew as pleasant as the first hours of the sunlight, when men arise happy from their rest, and look on the day that lieth hopeful before them with all its deeds to be.

So they grew merry, and they led the carline into the Hall with them, and set her down in the Women’s-Chamber, and washed her feet, and gave her meat and drink, and bade her rest and think of nothing troublous, and in all wise made her good cheer; and she was merry with them, and praised their fairness and their deftness, and asked them many questions about their weaving and spinning and carding; (howbeit the looms were idle as then because it was midsummer, and the men gone to the war).  And this they deemed strange, as it seemed to them that all women should know of such things; but they thought it was a token that she came from far away.

But afterwards she sat among them, and told them pleasant tales of past times and far countries, and was blithe to them and they to her and the time wore on toward nightfall in the Women’s-Chamber.






  








CHAPTER XI — THE HALL-SUN SPEAKETH
 

But for the Hall-Sun; she sat long on that stone by the Women’s-door; but when the evening was now come, she arose and went down through the cornfields and into the meadow, and wandered away as her feet took her.

Night was falling by then she reached that pool of Mirkwood-water, whose eddies she knew so well.  There she let the water cover her in the deep stream, and she floated down and sported with the ripples where the river left that deep to race over the shallows; and the moon was casting shadows by then she came up the bank again by the shallow end bearing in her arms a bundle of the blue-flowering mouse-ear.  Then she clad herself at once, and went straight as one with a set purpose toward the Great Roof, and entered by the Man’s-door; and there were few men within and they but old and heavy with the burden of years and the coming of night-tide; but they wondered and looked to each other and nodded their heads as she passed them by, as men who would say, There is something toward.

So she went to her sleeping-place, and did on fresh raiment, and came forth presently clad in white and shod with gold and having her hair wreathed about with the herb of wonder, the blue-flowering mouse-ear of Mirkwood-water.  Thus she passed through the Hall, and those elders were stirred in their hearts when they beheld her beauty.  But she opened the door of the Women’s-Chamber, and stood on the threshold; and lo, there sat the carline amidst a ring of the Wolfing women, and she telling them tales of old time such as they had not yet heard; and her eyes were glittering, and the sweet words were flowing from her mouth; but she sat straight up like a young woman; and at whiles it seemed to those who hearkened, that she was no old and outworn woman, but fair and strong, and of much avail.  But when she heard the Hall-Sun she turned and saw her on the threshold, and her speech fell suddenly, and all that might and briskness faded from her, and she fixed her eyes on the Hall-Sun and looked wistfully and anxiously on her.

Then spake the Hall-Sun standing in the doorway:

“Hear ye a matter, maidens, and ye Wolfing women all,
 And thou alien guest of the Wolfings!  But come ye up the hall,
 That the ancient men may hearken: for methinks I have a word
 Of the battle of the Kindreds, and the harvest of the sword.”
 

Then all arose up with great joy, for they knew that the tidings were good, when they looked on the face of the Hall-Sun and beheld the pride of her beauty unmarred by doubt or pain.

She led them forth to the dais, and there were the sick and the elders gathered and some ancient men of the thralls: so she stepped lightly up to her place, and stood under her namesake, the wondrous lamp of ancient days.  And thus she spake:

“On my soul there lies no burden, and no tangle of the fight
 In plain or dale or wild-wood enmeshes now my sight.
 I see the Markmen’s wain-burg, and I see their warriors go
 As men who wait for battle and the coming of the foe.
 And they pass ‘twixt the wood and the wain-burg within earshot of the horn,
 But over the windy meadows no sound thereof is borne,
 And all is well amongst them.  To the burg I draw anigh
 And I see all battle-banners in the breeze of morning fly,
 But no Wolfings round their banner and no warrior of the Shield,
 No Geiring and no Hrossing in the burg or on the field.”
 

She held her peace for a little while, and no one dared to speak; then she lifted up her head and spake:

“Now I go by the lip of the wild-wood and a sound withal I hear,
 As of men in the paths of the thicket, and a many drawing anear.
 Then, muffled yet by the tree-boles, I hear the Shielding song,
 And warriors blithe and merry with the battle of the strong.
 Give back a little, Markmen, make way for men to pass
 To your ordered battle-dwelling o’er the trodden meadow-grass,
 For alive with men is the wild-wood and shineth with the steel,
 And hath a voice most merry to tell of the Kindreds’ weal,
 ‘Twixt each tree a warrior standeth come back from the spear-strewn way,
 And forth they come from the wild-wood and a little band are they.”
 

Then again was she silent; but her head sank not, as of one thinking, as before it did, but she looked straight forward with bright eyes and smiling, as she said:

“Lo, now the guests they are bringing that ye have not seen before;
 Yet guests but ill-entreated; for they lack their shields of war,
 No spear in the hand they carry and with no sax are girt.
 Lo, these are the dreaded foemen, these once so strong to hurt;
 The men that all folk fled from, the swift to drive the spoil,
 The men that fashioned nothing but the trap to make men toil.
 They drew the sword in the cities, they came and struck the stroke
 And smote the shield of the Markmen, and point and edge they broke.
 They drew the sword in the war-garth, they swore to bring aback
 God’s gifts from the Markmen houses where the tables never lack.
 O Markmen, take the God-gifts that came on their own feet
 O’er the hills through the Mirkwood thicket the Stone of Tyr to meet!”
 

Again she stayed her song, which had been loud and joyous, and they who heard her knew that the Kindreds had gained the day, and whilst the Hall-Sun was silent they fell to talking of this fair day of battle and the taking of captives.  But presently she spread out her hands again and they held their peace, and she said:

“I see, O Wolfing women, and many a thing I see,
 But not all things, O elders, this eve shall ye learn of me,
 For another mouth there cometh: the thicket I behold
 And the Sons of Tyr amidst it, and I see the oak-trees old,
 And the war-shout ringing round them; and I see the battle-lord
 Unhelmed amidst of the mighty; and I see his leaping sword;
 Strokes struck and warriors falling, and the streaks of spears I see,
 But hereof shall the other tell you who speaketh after me.
 For none other than the Shieldings from out the wood have come,
 And they shift the turn with the Daylings to drive the folk-spear home,
 And to follow with the Wolfings and thrust the war-beast forth.
 And so good men deem the tidings that they bid them journey north
 On the feet of a Shielding runner, that Gisli hath to name;
 And west of the water he wendeth by the way that the Wolfings came;
 Now for sleep he tarries never, and no meat is in his mouth
 Till the first of the Houses hearkeneth the tidings of the south;
 Lo, he speaks, and the mead-sea sippeth, and the bread by the way doth eat,
 And over the Geiring threshold and outward pass his feet;
 And he breasts the Burg of the Daylings and saith his happy word,
 And stayeth to drink for a minute of the waves of Battleford.
 Lone then by the stream he runneth, and wendeth the wild-wood road,
 And dasheth through the hazels of the Oselings’ fair abode,
 And the Elking women know it, and their hearts are glad once more,
 And ye — yea, hearken, Wolfings, for his feet are at the door.”
 






  








CHAPTER XII — TIDINGS OF THE BATTLE IN MIRKWOOD
 

As the Hall-Sun made an end they heard in good sooth the feet of the runner on the hard ground without the hall, and presently the door opened and he came leaping over the threshold, and up to the table, and stood leaning on it with one hand, his breast heaving with his last swift run.  Then he spake presently:

“I am Gisli of the Shieldings: Otter sendeth me to the Hall-Sun; but on the way I was to tell tidings to the Houses west of the Water: so have I done.  Now is my journey ended; for Otter saith: ‘Let the Hall-Sun note the tidings and send word of them by four of the lightest limbed of the women, or by lads a-horseback, both west and east of the Water; let her send the word as it seemeth to her, whether she hath seen it or not.  I will drink a short draught since my running is over.”

Then a damsel brought him a horn of mead and let it come into his hand, and he drank sighing with pleasure, while the damsel for pleasure of him and his tidings laid her hand on his shoulder.  Then he set down the horn and spake:

“We, the Shieldings, with the Geirings, the Hrossings, and the Wolfings, three hundred warriors and more, were led into the Wood by Thiodolf the War-duke, beside whom went Fox, who hath seen the Romans.  We were all afoot; for there is no wide way through the Wood, nor would we have it otherwise, lest the foe find the thicket easy.  But many of us know the thicket and its ways; so we made not the easy hard.  I was near the War-duke, for I know the thicket and am light-foot: I am a bowman.  I saw Thiodolf that he was unhelmed and bore no shield, nor had he any coat of fence; nought but a deer-skin frock.”

As he said that word, the carline, who had drawn very near to him and was looking hard at his face, turned and looked on the Hall-Sun and stared at her till she reddened under those keen eyes: for in her heart began to gather some knowledge of the tale of her mother and what her will was.

But Gisli went on: “Yet by his side was his mighty sword, and we all knew it for Throng-plough, and were glad of it and of him and the unfenced breast of the dauntless.  Six hours we went spreading wide through the thicket, not always seeing one another, but knowing one another to be nigh; those that knew the thicket best led, the others followed on.  So we went till it was high noon on the plain and glimmering dusk in the thicket, and we saw nought, save here and there a roe, and here and there a sounder of swine, and coneys where it was opener, and the sun shone and the grass grew for a little space.  So came we unto where the thicket ended suddenly, and there was a long glade of the wild-wood, all set about with great oak-trees and grass thereunder, which I knew well; and thereof the tale tells that it was a holy place of the folk who abided in these parts before the Sons of the Goths.  Now will I drink.”

So he drank of the horn and said: “It seemeth that Fox had a deeming of the way the Romans should come; so now we abided in the thicket without that glade and lay quiet and hidden, spreading ourselves as much about that lawn of the oak-trees as we might, the while Fox and three others crept through the wood to espy what might be toward: not long had they been gone ere we heard a war-horn blow, and it was none of our horns: it was a long way off, but we looked to our weapons: for men are eager for the foe and the death that cometh, when they lie hidden in the thicket.  A while passed, and again we heard the horn, and it was nigher and had a marvellous voice; then in a while was a little noise of men, not their voices, but footsteps going warily through the brake to the south, and twelve men came slowly and warily into that oak-lawn, and lo, one of them was Fox; but he was clad in the raiment of the dastard of the Goths whom he had slain.  I tell you my heart beat, for I saw that the others were Roman men, and one of them seemed to be a man of authority, and he held Fox by the shoulder, and pointed to the thicket where we lay, and something he said to him, as we saw by his gesture and face, but his voice we heard not, for he spake soft.

“Then of those ten men of his he sent back two, and Fox going between them, as though he should be slain if he misled them; and he and the eight abided there wisely and warily, standing silently some six feet from each other, moving scarce at all, but looking like images fashioned of brown copper and iron; holding their casting-spears (which be marvellous heavy weapons) and girt with the sax.

“As they stood there, not out of earshot of a man speaking in his wonted voice, our War-duke made a sign to those about him, and we spread very quietly to the right hand and the left of him once more, and we drew as close as might be to the thicket’s edge, and those who had bows the nighest thereto.  Thus then we abided a while again; and again came the horn’s voice; for belike they had no mind to come their ways covertly because of their pride.

“Soon therewithal comes Fox creeping back to us, and I saw him whisper into the ear of the War-duke, but heard not the word he said.  I saw that he had hanging to him two Roman saxes, so I deemed he had slain those two, and so escaped the Romans.  Maidens, it were well that ye gave me to drink again, for I am weary and my journey is done.”

So again they brought him the horn, and made much of him; and he drank, and then spake on.

“Now heard we the horn’s voice again quite close, and it was sharp and shrill, and nothing like to the roar of our battle-horns: still was the wood and no wind abroad, not even down the oak-lawn; and we heard now the tramp of many men as they thrashed through the small wood and bracken of the thicket-way; and those eight men and their leader came forward, moving like one, close up to the thicket where I lay, just where the path passed into the thicket beset by the Sons of the Goths: so near they were that I could see the dints upon their armour, and the strands of the wire on their sax-handles.  Down then bowed the tall bracken on the further side of the wood-lawn, the thicket crashed before the march of men, and on they strode into the lawn, a goodly band, wary, alert, and silent of cries.

“But when they came into the lawn they spread out somewhat to their left hands, that is to say on the west side, for that way was the clear glade; but on the east the thicket came close up to them and edged them away.  Therein lay the Goths.

“There they stayed awhile, and spread out but a little, as men marching, not as men fighting.  A while we let them be; and we saw their captain, no big man, but dight with very fair armour and weapons; and there drew up to him certain Goths armed, the dastards of the folk, and another unarmed, an old man bound and bleeding.  With these Goths had the captain some converse, and presently he cried out two or three words of Welsh in a loud voice, and the nine men who were ahead shifted them somewhat away from us to lead down the glade westward.

“The prey had come into the net, but they had turned their faces toward the mouth of it.

“Then turned Thiodolf swiftly to the man behind him who carried the war-horn, and every man handled his weapons: but that man understood, and set the little end to his mouth, and loud roared the horn of the Markmen, and neither friend nor foe misdoubted the tale thereof.  Then leaped every man to his feet, all bow-strings twanged and the cast-spears flew; no man forebore to shout; each as he might leapt out of the thicket and fell on with sword and axe and spear, for it was from the bowmen but one shaft and no more.

“Then might you have seen Thiodolf as he bounded forward like the wild-cat on the hare, how he had no eyes for any save the Roman captain.  Foemen enough he had round about him after the two first bounds from the thicket; for the Romans were doing their best to spread, that they might handle those heavy cast-spears, though they might scarce do it, just come out of the thicket as they were, and thrust together by that onslaught of the kindreds falling on from two sides and even somewhat from behind.  To right and left flashed Throng-plough, while Thiodolf himself scarce seemed to guide it: men fell before him at once, and close at his heels poured the Wolfing kindred into the gap, and in a minute of time was he amidst of the throng and face to face with the gold-dight captain.

“What with the sweep of Throng-plough and the Wolfing onrush, there was space about him for a great stroke; he gave a side-long stroke to his right and hewed down a tall Burgundian, and then up sprang the white blade, but ere its edge fell he turned his wrist, and drove the point through that Captain’s throat just above the ending of his hauberk, so that he fell dead amidst of his folk.

“All the four kindreds were on them now, and amidst them, and needs must they give way: but stoutly they fought; for surely no other warriors might have withstood that onslaught of the Markmen for the twinkling of an eye: but had the Romans had but the space to have spread themselves out there, so as to handle their shot-weapons, many a woman’s son of us had fallen; for no man shielded himself in his eagerness, but let the swiftness of the Onset of point-and-edge shield him; which, sooth to say, is often a good shield, as here was found.

“So those that were unslain and unhurt fled west along the glade, but not as dastards, and had not Thiodolf followed hard in the chase according to his wont, they might even yet have made a fresh stand and spread from oak-tree to oak-tree across the glade: but as it befel, they might not get a fair offing so as to disentangle themselves and array themselves in good order side by side; and whereas the Markmen were fleet of foot, and in the woods they knew, there were a many aliens slain in the chase or taken alive unhurt or little hurt: but the rest fled this way and that way into the thicket, with whom were some of the Burgundians; so there they abide now as outcasts and men unholy, to be slain as wild-beasts one by one as we meet them.

“Such then was the battle in Mirkwood.  Give me the mead-horn that I may drink to the living and the dead, and the memory of the dead, and the deeds of the living that are to be.”

So they brought him the horn, and he waved it over his head and drank again and spake:

“Sixty and three dead men of the Romans we counted there up and down that oak-glade; and we cast earth over them; and three dead dastards of the Goths, and we left them for the wolves to deal with.  And twenty-five men of the Romans we took alive to be for hostages if need should be, and these did we Shielding men, who are not very many, bring aback to the wain-burg; and the Daylings, who are a great company, were appointed to enter the wood and be with Thiodolf; and me did Otter bid to bear the tidings, even as I have told you.  And I have not loitered by the way.”

Great then was the joy in the Hall; and they took Gisli, and made much of him, and led him to the bath, and clad him in fine raiment taken from the coffer which was but seldom opened, because the cloths it held were precious; and they set a garland of green wheat-ears on his head.  Then they fell to and spread the feast in the hall; and they ate and drank and were merry.

But as for speeding the tidings, the Hall-Sun sent two women and two lads, all a-horseback, to bear the words: the women to remember the words which she taught them carefully, the lads to be handy with the horses, or in the ford, or the swimming of the deeps, or in the thicket.  So they went their ways, down the water: one pair went on the western side, and the other crossed Mirkwood-water at the shallows (for being Midsummer the water was but small), and went along the east side, so that all the kindred might know of the tidings and rejoice.

Great was the glee in the Hall, though the warriors of the House were away, and many a song and lay they sang: but amidst the first of the singing they bethought them of the old woman, and would have bidden her tell them some tale of times past, since she was so wise in the ancient lore.  But when they sought for her on all sides she was not to be found, nor could anyone remember seeing her depart from the Hall.  But this had they no call to heed, and the feast ended, as it began, in great glee.

Albeit the Hall-Sun was troubled about the carline, both that she had come, and that she had gone: and she determined that the next time she met her she would strive to have of her a true tale of what she was, and of all that was toward.






  








CHAPTER XIII — THE HALL-SUN SAITH ANOTHER WORD
 

It was no later than the next night, and a many of what thralls were not with the host were about in the feast-hall with the elders and lads and weaklings of the House; for last night’s tidings had drawn them thither.  Gisli had gone back to his kindred and the wain-burg in the Upper-mark, and the women were sitting, most of them, in the Women’s-Chamber, some of them doing what little summer work needed doing about the looms, but more resting from their work in field and acre.

Then came the Hall-Sun forth from her room clad in glittering raiment, and summoned no one, but went straight to her place on the dais under her namesake the Lamp, and stood there a little without speaking.  Her face was pale now, her lips a little open, her eyes set and staring as if they saw nothing of all that was round about her.

Now went the word through the Hall and the Women’s-Chamber that the Hall-Sun would speak again, and that great tidings were toward; so all folk came flock-meal to the dais, both thralls and free; and scarce were all gathered there, ere the Hall-Sun began speaking, and said:

“The days of the world thrust onward, and men are born therein
 A many and a many, and divers deeds they win
 In the fashioning of stories for the kindreds of the earth,
 A garland interwoven of sorrow and of mirth.
 To the world a warrior cometh; from the world he passeth away,
 And no man then may sunder his good from his evil day.
 By the Gods hath he been tormented, and been smitten by the foe:
 He hath seen his maiden perish, he hath seen his speech-friend go:
 His heart hath conceived a joyance and hath brought it unto birth:
 But he hath not carried with him his sorrow or his mirth.
 He hath lived, and his life hath fashioned the outcome of the deed,
 For the blossom of the people, and the coming kindreds’ seed.
 

“Thus-wise the world is fashioned, and the new sun of the morn
 Where earth last night was desert beholds a kindred born,
 That to-morrow and to-morrow blossoms all gloriously
 With many a man and maiden for the kindreds yet to be,
 And fair the Goth-folk groweth.  And yet the story saith
 That the deeds that make the summer make too the winter’s death,
 That summer-tides unceasing from out the grave may grow
 And the spring rise up unblemished from the bosom of the snow.
 

“Thus as to every kindred the day comes once for all
 When yesterday it was not, and to-day it builds the hall,
 So every kindred bideth the night-tide of the day,
 Whereof it knoweth nothing, e’en when noon is past away.
 E’en thus the House of the Wolfings ‘twixt dusk and dark doth stand,
 And narrow is the pathway with the deep on either hand.
 On the left are the days forgotten, on the right the days to come,
 And another folk and their story in the stead of the Wolfing home.
 Do the shadows darken about it, is the even here at last?
 Or is this but a storm of the noon-tide that the wind is driving past?
 

“Unscathed as yet it standeth; it bears the stormy drift,
 Nor bows to the lightening flashing adown from the cloudy lift.
 I see the hail of battle and the onslaught of the strong,
 And they go adown to the folk-mote that shall bide there over long.
 I see the slain-heaps rising and the alien folk prevail,
 And the Goths give back before them on the ridge o’er the treeless vale.
 I see the ancient fallen, and the young man smitten dead,
 And yet I see the War-duke shake Throng-plough o’er his head,
 And stand unhelmed, unbyrnied before the alien host,
 And the hurt men rise around him to win back battle lost;
 And the wood yield up her warriors, and the whole host rushing on,
 And the swaying lines of battle until the lost is won.
 Then forth goes the cry of triumph, as they ring the captives round
 And cheat the crow of her portion and heap the warriors’ mound.
 There are faces gone from our feast-hall not the least beloved nor worst,
 But the wane of the House of the Wolfings not yet the world hath cursed.
 The sun shall rise to-morrow on our cold and dewy roof,
 For they that longed for slaughter were slaughtered far aloof.”
 

She ceased for a little, but her countenance, which had not changed during her song, changed not at all now: so they all kept silence although they were rejoicing in this new tale of victory; for they deemed that she was not yet at the end of her speaking.  And in good sooth she spake again presently, and said:

“I wot not what hath befallen nor where my soul may be,
 For confusion is within me and but dimly do I see,
 As if the thing that I look on had happed a while ago.
 They stand by the tofts of a war-garth, a captain of the foe,
 And a man that is of the Goth-folk, and as friend and friend they speak,
 But I hear no word they are saying, though for every word I seek.
 And now the mist flows round me and blind I come aback
 To the House-roof of the Wolfings and the hearth that hath no lack.”
 

Her voice grew weaker as she spake the last words, and she sank backward on to her chair: her clenched hands opened, the lids fell down over her bright eyes, her breast heaved no more as it had done, and presently she fell asleep.

The folk were doubtful and somewhat heavy-hearted because of those last words of hers; but they would not ask her more, or rouse her from her sleep, lest they should grieve her; so they departed to their beds and slept for what was yet left of the night.






  








CHAPTER XIV — THE HALL-SUN IS CAREFUL CONCERNING THE PASSES OF THE WOOD
 

In the morning early folk arose; and the lads and women who were not of the night-shift got them ready to go to the mead and the acres; for the sunshine had been plenty these last days and the wheat was done blossoming, and all must be got ready for harvest.  So they broke their fast, and got their tools into their hands: but they were somewhat heavy-hearted because of those last words of the Hall-Sun, and the doubt of last night still hung about them, and they were scarcely as merry as men are wont to be in the morning.

As for the Hall-Sun, she was afoot with the earliest, and was no less, but mayhap more merry than her wont was, and was blithe with all, both old and young.

But as they were at the point of going she called to them, and said:

“Tarry a little, come ye all to the dais and hearken to me.”

So they all gathered thereto, and she stood in her place and spake.

“Women and elders of the Wolfings, is it so that I spake somewhat of tidings last night?”

“Yea,” said they all.

She said, “And was it a word of victory?”

They answered “yea” again.

“Good is that,” she said; “doubt ye not! there is nought to unsay.  But hearken!  I am nothing wise in war like Thiodolf or Otter of the Laxings, or as Heriulf the Ancient was, though he was nought so wise as they be.  Nevertheless ye shall do well to take me for your captain, while this House is bare of warriors.”

“Yea, yea,” they said, “so will we.”

And an old warrior, hight Sorli, who sat in his chair, no longer quite way-worthy, said:

“Hall-Sun, this we looked for of thee; since thy wisdom is not wholly the wisdom of a spae-wife, but rather is of the children of warriors: and we know thine heart to be high and proud, and that thy death seemeth to thee a small matter beside the life of the Wolfing House.”

Then she smiled and said, “Will ye all do my bidding?”

And they all cried out heartily, “Yea, Hall-Sun, that will we.”

She said: “Hearken then; ye all know that east of Mirkwood-water, when ye come to the tofts of the Bearings, and their Great Roof, the thicket behind them is close, but that there is a wide way cut through it; and often have I gone there: if ye go by that way, in a while ye come to the thicket’s end and to bare places where the rocks crop up through the gravel and the woodland loam.  There breed the coneys without number; and wild-cats haunt the place for that sake, and foxes; and the wood-wolf walketh there in summer-tide, and hard by the she-wolf hath her litter of whelps, and all these have enough; and the bald-head erne hangeth over it and the kite, and also the kestril, for shrews and mice abound there.  Of these things there is none that feareth me, and none that maketh me afraid.  Beyond this place for a long way the wood is nowise thick, for first grow ash-trees about the clefts of the rock and also quicken-trees, but not many of either; and here and there a hazel brake easy to thrust through; then comes a space of oak-trees scattered about the lovely wood-lawn, and then at last the beech-wood close above but clear beneath.  This I know well, because I myself have gone so far and further; and by this easy way have I gone so far to the south, that I have come out into the fell country, and seen afar off the snowy mountains beyond the Great Water.

“Now fear ye not, but pluck up a heart!  For either I have seen it or dreamed it, or thought it, that by this road easy to wend the Romans should come into the Mark.  For shall not those dastards and traitors that wear the raiment and bodies of the Goths over the hearts and the lives of foemen, tell them hereof?  And will they not have heard of our Thiodolf, and this my holy namesake?

“Will they not therefore be saying to themselves, ‘Go to now, why should we wrench the hinges off the door with plenteous labour, when another door to the same chamber standeth open before us?  This House of the Wolfings is the door to the treasure chamber of the Markmen; let us fall on that at once rather than have many battles for other lesser matters, and then at last have to fight for this also: for having this we have all, and they shall be our thralls, and we may slaughter what we will, and torment what we will and deflower what we will, and make our souls glad with their grief and anguish, and take aback with us to the cities what we will of the thralls, that their anguish and our joy may endure the longer.’  Thus will they say: therefore is it my rede that the strongest and hardiest of you women take horse, a ten of you and one to lead besides, and ride the shallows to the Bearing House, and tell them of our rede; which is to watch diligently the ways of the wood; the outgate to the Mark, and the places where the wood is thin and easy to travel on: and ye shall bid them give you of their folk as many as they deem fittest thereto to join your company, so that ye may have a chain of watchers stretching far into the wilds; but two shall lie without the wood, their horses ready for them to leap on and ride on the spur to the wain-burg in the Upper-mark if any tidings befal.

“Now of these eleven I ordain Hrosshild to be the leader and captain, and to choose for her fellows the stoutest-limbed and heaviest-handed of all the maidens here: art thou content Hrosshild?”

Then stood Hrosshild forth and said nought, but nodded yea; and soon was her choice made amid jests and laughter, for this seemed no hard matter to them.

So the ten got together, and the others fell off from them, and there stood the ten maidens with Hrosshild, well nigh as strong as men, clean-limbed and tall, tanned with sun and wind; for all these were unwearied afield, and oft would lie out a-nights, since they loved the lark’s song better than the mouse’s squeak; but as their kirtles shifted at neck and wrist, you might see their skins as white as privet-flower where they were wont to be covered.

Then said the Hall-Sun: “Ye have heard the word, see ye to it, Hrosshild, and take this other word also: Bid the Bearing stay-at-homes bide not the sword and the torch at home if the Romans come, but hie them over hither, to hold the Hall or live in the wild-wood with us, as need may be; for might bides with many.

“But ye maidens, take this counsel for yourselves; do ye each bear with you a little keen knife, and if ye be taken, and it seem to you that ye may not bear the smart of the Roman torments (for they be wise in tormenting), but will speak and bewray us under them, then thrust this little edge tool into the place of your bodies where the life lieth closest, and so go to the Gods with a good tale in your mouths: so may the Almighty God of Earth speed you, and the fathers of the kindred!”

So she spoke; and they made no delay but each one took what axe or spear or sword she liked best, and two had their bows and quivers of arrows; and so all folk went forth from the Hall.

Soon were the horses saddled and bridled, and the maidens bestrode them joyously and set forth on their way, going down the lanes of the wheat, and rode down speedily toward the shallows of the water, and all cried good speed after them.  But the others would turn to their day’s work, and would go about their divers errands.  But even as they were at point to sunder, they saw a swift runner passing by those maidens just where the acres joined the meadow, and he waved his hand aloft and shouted to them, but stayed not his running for them, but came up the lanes of the wheat at his swiftest: so they knew at once that this was again a messenger from the host, and they stood together and awaited his coming; and as he drew near they knew him for Egil, the swiftest-footed of the Wolfings; and he gave a great shout as he came among them; and he was dusty and way-worn, but eager; and they received him with all love, and would have brought him to the Hall to wash him and give him meat and drink, and cherish him in all ways.

But he cried out, “To the Speech-Hill first, to the Speech-Hill first!  But even before that, one word to thee, Hall-Sun!  Saith Thiodolf, Send ye watchers to look to the entrance into Mid-mark, which is by the Bearing dwelling; and if aught untoward befalleth let one ride on the spur with the tidings to the Wain-burg.  For by that way also may peril come.”

Then smiled some of the bystanders, and the Hall-Sun said: “Good is it when the thought of a friend stirreth betimes in one’s own breast.  The thing is done, Egil; or sawest thou not those ten women, and Hrosshild the eleventh, as thou camest up into the acres?”

Said Egil; “Fair fall thine hand, Hall-Sun! thou art the Wolfings’ Ransom.  Wend we now to the Speech-Hill.”

So did they, and every thrall that was about the dwellings, man, woman, and child fared with them, and stood about the Speech-Hill: and the dogs went round about the edge of that assembly, wandering in and out, and sometimes looking hard on some one whom they knew best, if he cried out aloud.

But the men-folk gave all their ears to hearkening, and stood as close as they might.

Then Egil clomb the Speech-Hill, and said.






  








CHAPTER XV — THEY HEAR TELL OF THE BATTLE ON THE RIDGE
 

“Ye have heard how the Daylings were appointed to go to help Thiodolf in driving the folk-spear home to the heart of the Roman host.  So they went; but six hours thereafter comes one to Otter bidding him send a great part of the kindreds to him; for that he had had tidings that a great host of Romans were drawing near the wood-edge, but were not entered therein, and that fain would he meet them in the open field.

“So the kindreds drew lots, and the lot fell first to the Elkings, who are a great company, as ye know; and then to the Hartings, the Beamings, the Alftings, the Vallings (also a great company), the Galtings, (and they no lesser) each in their turn; and last of all to the Laxings; and the Oselings prayed to go with the Elkings, and this Otter deemed good, whereas a many of them be bowmen.

“All these then to the number of a thousand or more entered the wood; and I was with them, for in sooth I was the messenger.

“No delay made we in the wood, nor went we over warily, trusting to the warding of the wood by Thiodolf; and there were men with us who knew the paths well, whereof I was one; so we speedily came through into the open country.

“Shortly we came upon our folk and the War-duke lying at the foot of a little hill that went up as a buttress to a long ridge high above us, whereon we set a watch; and a little brook came down the dale for our drink.

“Night fell as we came thither; so we slept for a while, but abode not the morning, and we were afoot (for we had no horses with us) before the moon grew white.  We took the road in good order, albeit our folk-banners we had left behind in the burg; so each kindred raised aloft a shield of its token to be for a banner.  So we went forth, and some swift footmen, with Fox, who hath seen the Roman war-garth, had been sent on before to spy out the ways of the foemen.

“Two hours after sunrise cometh one of these, and telleth how he hath seen the Romans, and how that they are but a short mile hence breaking their fast, not looking for any onslaught; ‘but,’ saith he, ‘they are on a high ridge whence they can see wide about, and be in no danger of ambush, because the place is bare for the most part, nor is there any cover except here and there down in the dales a few hazels and blackthorn bushes, and the rushes of the becks in the marshy bottoms, wherein a snipe may hide, or a hare, but scarce a man; and note that there is no way up to that ridge but by a spur thereof as bare as my hand; so ye will be well seen as ye wend up thereto.’

“So spake he in my hearing.  But Thiodolf bade him lead on to that spur, and old Heriulf, who was standing nigh, laughed merrily and said: ‘Yea, lead on, and speedily, lest the day wane and nothing done save the hunting of snipes.’

“So on we went, and coming to the hither side of that spur beheld those others and Fox with them; and he held in his hand an arrow of the aliens, and his face was all astir with half-hidden laughter, and he breathed hard, and pointed to the ridge, and somewhat low down on it we saw a steel cap and three spear-heads showing white from out a little hollow in its side, but the men hidden by the hollow: so we knew that Fox had been chased, and that the Romans were warned and wary.

“No delay made the War-duke, but led us up that spur, which was somewhat steep; and as we rose higher we saw a band of men on the ridge, a little way down it, not a many; archers and slingers mostly, who abode us till we were within shot, and then sent a few shots at us, and so fled.  But two men were hurt with the sling-plummets, and one, and he not grievously, with an arrow, and not one slain.

“Thus we came up on to the ridge, so that there was nothing between us and the bare heavens; thence we looked south-east and saw the Romans wisely posted on the ridge not far from where it fell down steeply to the north; but on the south, that is to say on their left hands, and all along the ridge past where we were stayed, the ground sloped gently to the south-west for a good way, before it fell, somewhat steeply, into another long dale.  Looking north we saw the outer edge of Mirkwood but a little way from us, and we were glad thereof; because ere we left our sleeping-place that morn Thiodolf had sent to Otter another messenger bidding him send yet more men on to us in case we should be hard-pressed in the battle; for he had had a late rumour that the Romans were many.  And now when he had looked on the Roman array and noted how wise it was, he sent three swift-foot ones to take stand on a high knoll which we had passed on the way, that they might take heed where our folk came out from the wood and give signal to them by the horn, and lead them to where the battle should be.

“So we stood awhile and breathed us, and handled our weapons some half a furlong from the alien host.  They had no earth rampart around them, for that ridge is waterless, and they could not abide there long, but they had pitched sharp pales in front of them and they stood in very good order, as if abiding an onslaught, and moved not when they saw us; for that band of shooters had joined themselves to them already.  Taken one with another we deemed them to be more than we were; but their hauberked footmen with the heavy cast-spears not so many as we by a good deal.

“Now we were of mind to fall on them ere they should fall on us; so all such of us as had shot-weapons spread out from our company and went forth a little; and of the others Heriulf stood foremost along with the leaders of the Beamings and the Elkings; but as yet Thiodolf held aback and led the midmost company, as his wont was, and the more part of the Wolfings were with him.

“Thus we ordered ourselves, and awaited a little while yet what the aliens should do; and presently a war-horn blew amongst them, and from each flank of their mailed footmen came forth a many bowmen and slingers and a band of horsemen; and drew within bowshot, the shooters in open array yet wisely, and so fell to on us, and the horsemen hung aback a little as yet.

“Their arrow-shot was of little avail, their bowmen fell fast before ours; but deadly was their sling-shot, and hurt and slew many and some even in our main battle; for they slung round leaden balls and not stones, and they aimed true and shot quick; and the men withal were so light and lithe, never still, but crouching and creeping and bounding here and there, that they were no easier to hit than coneys amidst of the fern, unless they were very nigh.

“Howbeit when this storm had endured a while, and we moved but little, and not an inch aback, and gave them shot for shot, then was another horn winded from amongst the aliens; and thereat the bowmen cast down their bows, and the slingers wound their slings about their heads, and they all came on with swords and short spears and feathered darts, running and leaping lustily, making for our flanks, and the horsemen set spurs to their horses and fell on in the very front of our folk like good and valiant men-at-arms.

“That saw Heriulf and his men, and they set up the war-whoop, and ran forth to meet them, axe and sword aloft, terribly yet maybe somewhat unwarily.  The archers and slingers never came within sword-stroke of them, but fell away before them on all sides; but the slingers fled not far, but began again with their shot, and slew a many.  Then was a horn winded, as if to call back the horsemen, who, if they heard, heeded not, but rode hard on our kindred like valiant warriors who feared not death.  Sooth to say, neither were the horses big or good, nor the men fit for the work, saving for their hardihood; and their spears were short withal and their bucklers unhandy to wield.

“Now could it be seen how the Goths gave way before them to let them into the trap, and then closed around again, and the axes and edge weapons went awork hewing as in a wood; and Heriulf towered over all the press, and the Wolf’s-sister flashed over his head in the summer morning.

“Soon was that storm over, and we saw the Goths tossing up their spears over the slain, and horses running loose and masterless adown over the westward-lying slopes, and a few with their riders still clinging to them.  Yet some, sore hurt by seeming, galloping toward the main battle of the Romans.

“Unwarily then fared the children of Tyr that were with Heriulf; for by this time they were well nigh within shot of the spears of those mighty footmen of the Romans: and on their flanks were the slingers, and the bowmen, who had now gotten their bows again; and our bowmen, though they shot well and strong, were too few to quell them; and indeed some of them had cast by their bows to join in Heriulf’s storm.  Also the lie of the ground was against us, for it sloped up toward the Roman array at first very gently, but afterwards steeply enough to breathe a short-winded man.  Also behind them were we of the other kindreds, whom Thiodolf had ordered into the wedge-array; and we were all ready to move forward, so that had they abided somewhat, all had been well and better.

“So did they not, but straightway set up the Victory-whoop and ran forward on the Roman host.  And these were so ordered that, as aforesaid, they had before them sharp piles stuck into the earth and pointed against us, as we found afterwards to our cost; and within these piles stood the men some way apart from each other, so as to handle their casting spears, and in three ranks were they ordered and many spears could be cast at once, and if any in the front were slain, his fellow behind him took his place.

“So now the storm of war fell at once upon our folk, and swift and fierce as was their onslaught yet were a many slain and hurt or ever they came to the piles aforesaid.  Then saw they death before them and heeded it nought, but tore up the piles and dashed through them, and fell in on those valiant footmen.  Short is the tale to tell: wheresoever a sword or spear of the Goths was upraised there were three upon him, and saith Toti of the Beamings, who was hurt and crawled away and yet lives, that on Heriulf there were six at first and then more; and he took no thought of shielding himself, but raised up the Wolf’s-sister and hewed as the woodman in the thicket, when night cometh and hunger is on him.  There fell Heriulf the Ancient and many a man of the Beamings and the Elkings with him, and many a Roman.

“But amidst the slain and the hurt our wedge-array moved forward slowly now, warily shielded against the plummets and shafts on either side; and when the Romans saw our unbroken array, and Thiodolf the first with Throng-plough naked in his hand, they chased not such men of ours unhurt or little hurt, as drew aback from before them: so these we took amongst us, and when we had gotten all we might, and held a grim face to the foe, we drew aback little by little, still facing them till we were out of shot of their spears, though the shot of the arrows and the sling-plummets ceased not wholly from us.  Thus ended Heriulf’s Storm.”

Then he rested from his speaking for a while, and none said aught, but they gazed on him as if he bore with him a picture of the battle, and many of the women wept silently for Heriulf, and yet more of the younger ones were wounded to the heart when they thought of the young men of the Elkings, and the Beamings, since with both those houses they had affinity; and they lamented the loves that they had lost, and would have asked concerning their own speech-friends had they durst.  But they held their peace till the tale was told out to an end.

Then Egil spake again:

“No long while had worn by in Heriulf’s Storm, and though men’s hearts were nothing daunted, but rather angered by what had befallen, yet would Thiodolf wear away the time somewhat more, since he hoped for succour from the Wain-burg and the Wood; and he would not that any of these Romans should escape us, but would give them all to Tyr, and to be a following to Heriulf the Old and the Great.

“So there we abided a while moving nought, and Thiodolf stood with Throng-plough on his shoulder, unhelmed, unbyrnied, as though he trusted to the kindred for all defence.  Nor for their part did the Romans dare to leave their vantage-ground, when they beheld what grim countenance we made them.

“Albeit, when we had thrice made as if we would fall on, and yet they moved not, whereas it trieth a man sorely to stand long before the foeman, and do nought but endure, and whereas many of our bowmen were slain or hurt, and the rest too few to make head against the shot-weapons of the aliens, then at last we began to draw nearer and a little nearer, not breaking the wedge-array; and at last, just before we were within shot of the cast-spears of their main battle, loud roared our war-horn: then indeed we broke the wedge-array, but orderly as we knew how, spreading out from right and left of the War-duke till we were facing them in a long line: one minute we abode thus, and then ran forth through the spear-storm: and even therewith we heard, as it were, the echo of our own horn, and whoso had time to think betwixt the first of the storm and the handstrokes of the Romans deemed that now would be coming fresh kindreds for our helping.

“Not long endured the spear-rain, so swift we were, neither were we in one throng as betid in Heriulf’s Storm, but spread abroad, each trusting in the other that none thought of the backward way.

“Though we had the ground against us we dashed like fresh men at their pales, and were under the weapons at once.  Then was the battle grim; they could not thrust us back, nor did we break their array with our first storm; man hewed at man as if there were no foes in the world but they two: sword met sword, and sax met sax; it was thrusting and hewing with point and edge, and no long-shafted weapons were of any avail; there we fought hand to hand and no man knew by eyesight how the battle went two yards from where he fought, and each one put all his heart in the stroke he was then striking, and thought of nothing else.

“Yet at the last we felt that they were faltering and that our work was easier and our hope higher; then we cried our cries and pressed on harder, and in that very nick of time there arose close behind us the roar of the Markmen’s horn and the cries of the kindreds answering ours.  Then such of the Romans as were not in the very act of smiting, or thrusting, or clinging or shielding, turned and fled, and the whoop of victory rang around us, and the earth shook, and past the place of the slaughter rushed the riders of the Goths; for they had sent horsemen to us, and the paths were grown easier for our much treading of them.  Then I beheld Thiodolf, that he had just slain a foe, and clear was the space around him, and he rushed sideways and caught hold of the stirrup of Angantyr of the Bearings, and ran ten strides beside him, and then bounded on afoot swifter than the red horses of the Bearings, urging on the chase, as his wont was.

“But we who were wearier, when we had done our work, stood still between the living and the dead, between the freemen of the Mark and their war-thralls.  And in no long while there came back to us Thiodolf and the chasers, and we made a great ring on the field of the slain, and sang the Song of Triumph; and it was the Wolfing Song that we sang.

“Thus then ended Thiodolf’s Storm.”

When he held his peace there was but little noise among the stay-at-homes, for still were they thinking about the deaths of their kindred and their lovers.  But Egil spoke again.

“Yet within that ring lay the sorrow of our hearts; for Odin had called a many home, and there lay their bodies; and the mightiest was Heriulf; and the Romans had taken him up from where he fell, and cast him down out of the way, but they had not stripped him, and his hand still gripped the Wolf’s-sister.  His shield was full of shafts of arrows and spears; his byrny was rent in many places, his helm battered out of form.  He had been grievously hurt in the side and in the thigh by cast-spears or ever he came to hand-blows with the Romans, but moreover he had three great wounds from the point of the sax, in the throat, in the side, in the belly, each enough for his bane.  His face was yet fair to look on, and we deemed that he had died smiling.

“At his feet lay a young man of the Beamings in a gay green coat, and beside him was the head of another of his House, but his green-clad body lay some yards aloof.  There lay of the Elkings a many.  Well may ye weep, maidens, for them that loved you.  Now fare they to the Gods a goodly company, but a goodly company is with them.

“Seventy and seven of the Sons of the Goths lay dead within the Roman battle, and fifty-four on the slope before it; and to boot there were twenty-four of us slain by the arrows and plummets of the shooters, and a many hurt withal.

“But there were no hurt men inside the Roman array or before it.  All were slain outright, for the hurt men either dragged themselves back to our folk, or onward to the Roman ranks, that they might die with one more stroke smitten.

“Now of the aliens the dead lay in heaps in that place, for grim was the slaughter when the riders of the Bearings and the Wormings fell on the aliens; and a many of the foemen scorned to flee, but died where they stood, craving no peace; and to few of them was peace given.  There fell of the Roman footmen five hundred and eighty and five, and the remnant that fled was but little: but of the slingers and bowmen but eighty and six were slain, for they were there to shoot and not to stand; and they were nimble and fleet of foot, men round of limb, very dark-skinned, but not foul of favour.”

Then he said:

“There are men through the dusk a-faring, our speech-fiends and our kin,
 No more shall they crave our helping, nor ask what work to win;
 They have done their deeds and departed when they had holpen the House,
 So high their heads are holden, and their hurts are glorious
 With the story of strokes stricken, and new weapons to be met,
 And new scowling of foes’ faces, and new curses unknown yet.
 Lo, they dight the feast in Godhome, and fair are the tables spread,
 Late come, but well-belovéd is every war-worn head,
 And the God-folk and the Fathers, as these cross the tinkling bridge,
 Crowd round and crave for stories of the Battle on the Ridge.”
 

Therewith he came down from the Speech-Hill and the women-folk came round about him, and they brought him to the Hall, and washed him, and gave him meat and drink; and then would he sleep, for he was weary.

Howbeit some of the women could not refrain themselves, but must needs ask after their speech-friends who had been in the battle; and he answered as he could, and some he made glad, and some sorry; and as to some, he could not tell them whether their friends were alive or dead.  So he went to his place and fell asleep and slept long, while the women went down to acre and meadow, or saw to the baking of bread or the sewing of garments, or went far afield to tend the neat and the sheep.

Howbeit the Hall-Sun went not with them; but she talked with that old warrior, Sorli, who was now halt and grown unmeet for the road, but was a wise man; and she and he together with some old carlines and a few young lads fell to work, and saw to many matters about the Hall and the garth that day; and they got together what weapons there were both for shot and for the handplay, and laid them where they were handy to come at, and they saw to the meal in the hall that there was provision for many days; and they carried up to a loft above the Women’s-Chamber many great vessels of water, lest the fire should take the Hall; and they looked everywhere to the entrances and windows and had fastenings and bolts and bars fashioned and fitted to them; and saw that all things were trim and stout.  And so they abided the issue.






  








CHAPTER XVI — HOW THE DWARF-WROUGHT HAUBERK WAS BROUGHT AWAY FROM THE HALL OF THE DAYLINGS
 

Now it must be told that early in the morning, after the night when Gisli had brought to the Wolfing Stead the tidings of the Battle in the Wood, a man came riding from the south to the Dayling abode.  It was just before sunrise, and but few folk were stirring about the dwellings.  He rode up to the Hall and got off his black horse, and tied it to a ring in the wall by the Man’s-door, and went in clashing, for he was in his battle-gear, and had a great wide-rimmed helm on his head.

Folk were but just astir in the Hall, and there came an old woman to him, and looked on him and saw by his attire that he was a man of the Goths and of the Wolfing kindred; so she greeted him kindly: but he said:

“Mother, I am come hither on an errand, and time presses.”

Said she: “Yea, my son, or what tidings bearest thou from the south? for by seeming thou art new-come from the host.”

Said he: “The tidings are as yesterday, save that Thiodolf will lead the host through the wild-wood to look for the Romans beyond it: therefore will there soon be battle again.  See ye, Mother, hast thou here one that knoweth this ring of Thiodolf’s, if perchance men doubt me when I say that I am sent on my errand by him?”

“Yea,” she said, “Agni will know it; since he knoweth all the chief men of the Mark; but what is thine errand, and what is thy name?”

“It is soon told,” said he, “I am a Wolfing hight Thorkettle, and I come to have away for Thiodolf the treasure of the world, the Dwarf-wrought Hauberk, which he left with you when we fared hence to the south three days ago.  Now let Agni come, that I may have it, for time presses sorely.”

There were three or four gathered about them now, and a maiden of them said: “Shall I bring Agni hither, mother?”

“What needeth it?” said the carline, “he sleepeth, and shall be hard to awaken; and he is old, so let him sleep.  I shall go fetch the hauberk, for I know where it is, and my hand may come on it as easily as on mine own girdle.”

So she went her ways to the treasury where were the precious things of the kindred; the woven cloths were put away in fair coffers to keep them clean from the whirl of the Hall-dust and the reek; and the vessels of gold and some of silver were standing on the shelves of a cupboard before which hung a veil of needlework: but the weapons and war-gear hung upon pins along the wall, and many of them had much fair work on them, and were dight with gold and gems: but amidst them all was the wondrous hauberk clear to see, dark grey and thin, for it was so wondrously wrought that it hung in small compass.  So the carline took it down from the pin, and handled it, and marvelled at it, and said:

“Strange are the hands that have passed over thee, sword-rampart, and in strange places of the earth have they dwelt!  For no smith of the kindreds hath fashioned thee, unless he had for his friend either a God or a foe of the Gods.  Well shalt thou wot of the tale of sword and spear ere thou comest back hither!  For Thiodolf shall bring thee where the work is wild.”

Then she went with the hauberk to the new-come warrior, and made no delay, but gave it to him, and said:

“When Agni awaketh, I shall tell him that Thorkettle of the Wolfings hath borne aback to Thiodolf the Treasure of the World, the Dwarf-wrought Hauberk.”

Then Thorkettle took it and turned to go; but even therewith came old Asmund from out of his sleeping-place, and gazed around the Hall, and his eyes fell on the shape of the Wolfing as he was going out of the door, and he asked the carline.

“What doeth he here?  What tidings is there from the host?  For my soul was nought unquiet last night.”

“It is a little matter,” she said; “the War-duke hath sent for the wondrous Byrny that he left in our treasury when he departed to meet the Romans.  Belike there shall be a perilous battle, and few hearts need a stout sword-wall more than Thiodolf’s.”

As she spoke, Thorkettle had passed the door, and got into his saddle, and sat his black horse like a mighty man as he slowly rode down the turf bridge that led into the plain.  And Asmund went to the door and stood watching him till he set spurs to his horse, and departed a great gallop to the south.  Then said Asmund:

“What then are the Gods devising, what wonders do they will?
 What mighty need is on them to work the kindreds ill,
 That the seed of the Ancient Fathers and a woman of their kin
 With her all unfading beauty must blend herself therein?
 Are they fearing lest the kindreds should grow too fair and great,
 And climb the stairs of God-home, and fashion all their fate,
 And make all earth so merry that it never wax the worse,
 Nor need a gift from any, nor prayers to quench the curse?
 Fear they that the Folk-wolf, growing as the fire from out the spark
 Into a very folk-god, shall lead the weaponed Mark
 From wood to field and mountain, to stand between the earth
 And the wrights that forge its thraldom and the sword to slay its mirth?
 Fear they that the sons of the wild-wood the Loathly Folk shall quell,
 And grow into Gods thereafter, and aloof in God-home dwell?”
 

Therewith he turned back into the Hall, and was heavy-hearted and dreary of aspect; for he was somewhat foreseeing; and it may not be hidden that this seeming Thorkettle was no warrior of the Wolfings, but the Wood-Sun in his likeness; for she had the power and craft of shape-changing.






  








CHAPTER XVII — THE WOOD-SUN SPEAKETH WITH THIODOLF
 

Now the Markmen laid Heriulf in howe on the ridge-crest where he had fallen, and heaped a mighty howe over him that could be seen from far, and round about him they laid the other warriors of the kindreds.  For they deemed it was fittest that they should lie on the place whose story they had fashioned.  But they cast earth on the foemen lower down on the westward-lying bents.

The sun set amidst their work, and night came on; and Thiodolf was weary and would fain rest him and sleep: but he had many thoughts, and pondered whitherward he should lead the folk, so as to smite the Romans once again, and he had a mind to go apart and be alone for rest and slumber; so he spoke to a man of the kindred named Solvi in whom he put all trust, and then he went down from the ridge, and into a little dale on the southwest side thereof, a furlong from the place of the battle.  A beck ran down that dale, and the further end of it was closed by a little wood of yew trees, low, but growing thick together, and great grey stones were scattered up and down on the short grass of the dale.  Thiodolf went down to the brook-side, and to a place where it trickled into a pool, whence it ran again in a thin thread down the dale, turning aside before it reached the yew-wood to run its ways under low ledges of rock into a wider dale.  He looked at the pool and smiled to himself as if he had thought of something that pleased him; then he drew a broad knife from his side, and fell to cutting up turfs till he had what he wanted; and then he brought stones to the place, and built a dam across the mouth of the pool, and sat by on a great stone to watch it filling.

As he sat he strove to think about the Roman host and how he should deal with it; but despite himself his thoughts wandered, and made for him pictures of his life that should be when this time of battle was over; so that he saw nothing of the troubles that were upon his hands that night, but rather he saw himself partaking in the deeds of the life of man.  There he was between the plough-stilts in the acres of the kindred when the west wind was blowing over the promise of early spring; or smiting down the ripe wheat in the hot afternoon amidst the laughter and merry talk of man and maid; or far away over Mirkwood-water watching the edges of the wood against the prowling wolf and lynx, the stars just beginning to shine over his head, as now they were; or wending the windless woods in the first frosts before the snow came, the hunter’s bow or javelin in hand: or coming back from the wood with the quarry on the sledge across the snow, when winter was deep, through the biting icy wind and the whirl of the drifting snow, to the lights and music of the Great Roof, and the merry talk therein and the smiling of the faces glad to see the hunting-carles come back; and the full draughts of mead, and the sweet rest a night-tide when the north wind was moaning round the ancient home.

All seemed good and fair to him, and whiles he looked around him, and saw the long dale lying on his left hand and the dark yews in its jaws pressing up against the rock-ledges of the brook, and on his right its windings as the ground rose up to the buttresses of the great ridge.  The moon was rising over it, and he heard the voice of the brook as it tinkled over the stones above him; and the whistle of the plover and the laugh of the whimbrel came down the dale sharp and clear in the calm evening; and sounding far away, because the great hill muffled them, were the voices of his fellows on the ridge, and the songs of the warriors and the high-pitched cries of the watch.  And this also was a part of the sweet life which was, and was to be; and he smiled and was happy and loved the days that were coming, and longed for them, as the young man longs for the feet of his maiden at the trysting-place.

So as he sat there, the dreams wrapping him up from troublous thoughts, at last slumber overtook him, and the great warrior of the Wolfings sat nodding like an old carle in the chimney ingle, and he fell asleep, his dreams going with him, but all changed and turned to folly and emptiness.

He woke with a start in no long time; the night was deep, the wind had fallen utterly, and all sounds were stilled save the voice of the brook, and now and again the cry of the watchers of the Goths.  The moon was high and bright, and the little pool beside him glittered with it in all its ripples; for it was full now and trickling over the lip of his dam.  So he arose from the stone and did off his war-gear, casting Throng-plough down into the grass beside him, for he had been minded to bathe him, but the slumber was still on him, and he stood musing while the stream grew stronger and pushed off first one of his turfs and then another, and rolled two or three of the stones over, and then softly thrust all away and ran with a gush down the dale, filling all the little bights by the way for a minute or two; he laughed softly thereat, and stayed the undoing of his kirtle, and so laid himself down on the grass beside the stone looking down the dale, and fell at once into a dreamless sleep.

When he awoke again, it was yet night, but the moon was getting lower and the first beginnings of dawn were showing in the sky over the ridge; he lay still a moment gathering his thoughts and striving to remember where he was, as is the wont of men waking from deep sleep; then he leapt to his feet, and lo, he was face to face with a woman, and she who but the Wood-Sun? and he wondered not, but reached out his hand to touch her, though he had not yet wholly cast off the heaviness of slumber or remembered the tidings of yesterday.

She drew aback a little from him, and his eyes cleared of the slumber, and he saw her that she was scantily clad in black raiment, barefoot, with no gold ring on her arms or necklace on her neck, or crown about her head.  But she looked so fair and lovely even in that end of the night-tide, that he remembered all her beauty of the day and the sunshine, and he laughed aloud for joy of the sight of her, and said:

“What aileth thee, O Wood-Sun, and is this a new custom of thy kindred and the folk of God-home that their brides array themselves like thralls new-taken, and as women who have lost their kindred and are outcast?  Who then hath won the Burg of the Anses, and clomb the rampart of God-home?”

But she spoke from where she stood in a voice so sweet, that it thrilled to the very marrow of his bones.

“I have dwelt a while with sorrow since we met, we twain, in the wood:
 I have mourned, while thou hast been merry, who deemest the war-play good.
 For I know the heart of the wilful and how thou wouldst cast away
 The rampart of thy life-days, and the wall of my happy day.
 Yea I am the thrall of Sorrow; she hath stripped my raiment off
 And laid sore stripes upon me with many a bitter scoff.
 Still bidding me remember that I come of the God-folk’s kin,
 And yet for all my godhead no love of thee may win.”
 

Then she looked longingly at him a while and at last could no longer refrain her, but drew nigh him and took his hands in hers, and kissed his mouth, and said as she caressed him:

“O where are thy wounds, beloved? how turned the spear from thy breast,
 When the storm of war blew strongest, and the best men met the best?
 Lo, this is the tale of to-day: but what shall to-morrow tell?
 That Thiodolf the Mighty in the fight’s beginning fell;
 That there came a stroke ill-stricken, there came an aimless thrust,
 And the life of the people’s helper lay quenched in the summer dust.”
 

He answered nothing, but smiled as though the sound of her voice and the touch of her hand were pleasant to him, for so much love there was in her, that her very grief was scarcely grievous.  But she said again:

“Thou sayest it: I am outcast; for a God that lacketh mirth
 Hath no more place in God-home and never a place on earth.
 A man grieves, and he gladdens, or he dies and his grief is gone;
 But what of the grief of the Gods, and the sorrow never undone?
 Yea verily I am the outcast.  When first in thine arms I lay
 On the blossoms of the woodland my godhead passed away;
 Thenceforth unto thee was I looking for the light and the glory of life
 And the Gods’ doors shut behind me till the day of the uttermost strife.
 And now thou hast taken my soul, thou wilt cast it into the night,
 And cover thine head with the darkness, and turn thine eyes from the light.
 Thou wouldst go to the empty country where never a seed is sown
 And never a deed is fashioned, and the place where each is alone;
 But I thy thrall shall follow, I shall come where thou seemest to lie,
 I shall sit on the howe that hides thee, and thou so dear and nigh!
 A few bones white in their war-gear that have no help or thought,
 Shall be Thiodolf the Mighty, so nigh, so dear — and nought.”
 

His hands strayed over her shoulders and arms, caressing them, and he said softly and lovingly:

“I am Thiodolf the Mighty: but as wise as I may be
 No story of that grave-night mine eyes can ever see,
 But rather the tale of the Wolfings through the coming days of earth,
 And the young men in their triumph and the maidens in their mirth;
 And morn’s promise every evening, and each day the promised morn,
 And I amidst it ever reborn and yet reborn.
 This tale I know, who have seen it, who have felt the joy and pain,
 Each fleeing, each pursuing, like the links of the draw-well’s chain:
 But that deedless tide of the grave-mound, and the dayless nightless day,
 E’en as I strive to see it, its image wanes away.
 What say’st thou of the grave-mound? shall I be there at all
 When they lift the Horn of Remembrance, and the shout goes down the hall,
 And they drink the Mighty War-duke and Thiodolf the old?
 Nay rather; there where the youngling that longeth to be bold
 Sits gazing through the hall-reek and sees across the board
 A vision of the reaping of the harvest of the sword,
 There shall Thiodolf be sitting; e’en there shall the youngling be
 That once in the ring of the hazels gave up his life to thee.”
 

She laughed as he ended, and her voice was sweet, but bitter was her laugh.  Then she said:

“Nay thou shalt be dead, O warrior, thou shalt not see the Hall
 Nor the children of thy people ‘twixt the dais and the wall.
 And I, and I shall be living; still on thee shall waste my thought:
 I shall long and lack thy longing; I shall pine for what is nought.”
 

But he smiled again, and said:

“Not on earth shall I learn this wisdom; and how shall I learn it then
 When I lie alone in the grave-mound, and have no speech with men?
 But for thee, — O doubt it nothing that my life shall live in thee,
 And so shall we twain be loving in the days that yet shall be.”
 

It was as if she heard him not; and she fell aback from him a little and stood silently for a while as one in deep thought; and then turned and went a few paces from him, and stooped down and came back again with something in her arms (and it was the hauberk once more), and said suddenly:

“O Thiodolf, now tell me for what cause thou wouldst not bear
 This grey wall of the hammer in the tempest of the spear?
 Didst thou doubt my faith, O Folk-wolf, or the counsel of the Gods,
 That thou needs must cast thee naked midst the flashing battle-rods,
 Or is thy pride so mighty that it seemed to thee indeed
 That death was a better guerdon than the love of the Godhead’s seed?”
 

But Thiodolf said: “O Wood-Sun, this thou hast a right to ask of me, why I have not worn in the battle thy gift, the Treasure of the World, the Dwarf-wrought Hauberk!  And what is this that thou sayest?  I doubt not thy faith towards me and thine abundant love: and as for the rede of the Gods, I know it not, nor may I know it, nor turn it this way nor that: and as for thy love and that I would choose death sooner, I know not what thou meanest; I will not say that I love thy love better than life itself; for these two, my life and my love, are blended together and may not be sundered.

“Hearken therefore as to the Hauberk: I wot well that it is for no light matter that thou wouldst have me bear thy gift, the wondrous hauberk, into battle; I deem that some doom is wrapped up in it; maybe that I shall fall before the foe if I wear it not; and that if I wear it, somewhat may betide me which is unmeet to betide a warrior of the Wolfings.  Therefore will I tell thee why I have fought in two battles with the Romans with unmailed body, and why I left the hauberk, (which I see that thou bearest in thine arms) in the Roof of the Daylings.  For when I entered therein, clad in the hauberk, there came to meet me an ancient man, one of the very valiant of days past, and he looked on me with the eyes of love, as though he had been the very father of our folk, and I the man that was to come after him to carry on the life thereof.  But when he saw the hauberk and touched it, then was his love smitten cold with sadness and he spoke words of evil omen; so that putting this together with thy words about the gift, and that thou didst in a manner compel me to wear it, I could not but deem that this mail is for the ransom of a man and the ruin of a folk.

“Wilt thou say that it is not so? then will I wear the hauberk, and live and die happy.  But if thou sayest that I have deemed aright, and that a curse goeth with the hauberk, then either for the sake of the folk I will not wear the gift and the curse, and I shall die in great glory, and because of me the House shall live; or else for thy sake I shall bear it and live, and the House shall live or die as may be, but I not helping, nay I no longer of the House nor in it.  How sayest thou?”

Then she said:

“Hail be thy mouth, beloved, for that last word of thine,
 And the hope that thine heart conceiveth and the hope that is born in mine.
 Yea, for a man’s delivrance was the hauberk born indeed
 That once more the mighty warrior might help the folk at need.
 And where is the curse’s dwelling if thy life be saved to dwell
 Amidst the Wolfing warriors and the folk that loves thee well
 And the house where the high Gods left thee to be cherished well therein?
 

“Yea more: I have told thee, beloved, that thou art not of the kin;
 The blood in thy body is blended of the wandering Elking race,
 And one that I may not tell of, who in God-home hath his place,
 And who changed his shape to beget thee in the wild-wood’s leafy roof.
 How then shall the doom of the Wolfings be woven in the woof
 Which the Norns for thee have shuttled? or shall one man of war
 Cast down the tree of the Wolfings on the roots that spread so far?
 O friend, thou art wise and mighty, but other men have lived
 Beneath the Wolfing roof-tree whereby the folk has thrived.”
 

He reddened at her word; but his eyes looked eagerly on her.  She cast down the hauberk, and drew one step nigher to him.  She knitted her brows, her face waxed terrible, and her stature seemed to grow greater, as she lifted up her gleaming right arm, and cried out in a great voice.

“Thou Thiodolf the Mighty!  Hadst thou will to cast the net
 And tangle the House in thy trouble, it is I would slay thee yet;
 For ’tis I and I that love them, and my sorrow would I give,
 And thy life, thou God of battle, that the Wolfing House might live.”
 

Therewith she rushed forward, and cast herself upon him, and threw her arms about him, and strained him to her bosom, and kissed his face, and he her in likewise, for there was none to behold them, and nought but the naked heaven was the roof above their heads.

And now it was as if the touch of her face and her body, and the murmuring of her voice changed and soft close to his ear, as she murmured mere words of love to him, drew him away from the life of deeds and doubts and made a new world for him, wherein he beheld all those fair pictures of the happy days that had been in his musings when first he left the field of the dead.

So they sat down on the grey stone together hand in hand, her head laid upon his shoulder, no otherwise than if they had been two lovers, young and without renown in days of deep peace.

So as they sat, her foot smote on the cold hilts of the sword, which Thiodolf had laid down in the grass; and she stooped and took it up, and laid it across her knees and his as they sat there; and she looked on Throng-plough as he lay still in the sheath, and smiled on him, and saw that the peace-strings were not yet wound about his hilts.  So she drew him forth and raised him up in her hand, and he gleamed white and fearful in the growing dawn, for all things had now gotten their colours again, whereas amidst their talking had the night worn, and the moon low down was grown white and pale.

But she leaned aside, and laid her cheek against Thiodolf’s, and he took the sword out of her hand and set it on his knees again, and laid his right hand on it, and said:

“Two things by these blue edges in the face of the dawning I swear;
 And first this warrior’s ransom in the coming fight to bear,
 And evermore to love thee who hast given me second birth.
 And by the sword I swear it, and by the Holy Earth,
 To live for the House of the Wolfings, and at last to die for their need.
 For though I trow thy saying that I am not one of their seed,
 Nor yet by the hand have been taken and unto the Father shown
 As a very son of the Fathers, yet mid them hath my body grown;
 And I am the guest of their Folk-Hall, and each one there is my friend.
 So with them is my joy and sorrow, and my life, and my death in the end.
 Now whatso doom hereafter my coming days shall bide,
 Thou speech-friend, thou deliverer, thine is this dawning-tide.”
 

She spoke no word to him; but they rose up and went hand in hand down the dale, he still bearing his naked sword over his shoulder, and thus they went together into the yew-copse at the dale’s end.  There they abode till after the rising of the sun, and each to each spake many loving words at their departure; and the Wood-Sun went her ways at her will.

But Thiodolf went up the dale again, and set Throng-plough in his sheath, and wound the peace-strings round him.  Then he took up the hauberk from the grass whereas the Wood-Sun had cast it, and did it on him, as it were of the attire he was wont to carry daily.  So he girt Throng-plough to him, and went soberly up to the ridge-top to the folk, who were just stirring in the early morning.






  








CHAPTER XVIII — TIDINGS BROUGHT TO THE WAIN-BURG
 

Now it must be told of Otter and they of the Wain-burg how they had the tidings of the overthrow of the Romans on the Ridge, and that Egil had left them on his way to Wolf-stead.  They were joyful of the tale, as was like to be, but eager also to strike their stroke at the foemen, and in that mood they abode fresh tidings.

It has been told how Otter had sent the Bearings and the Wormings to the aid of Thiodolf and his folk, and these two were great kindreds, and they being gone, there abode with Otter, one man with another, thralls and freemen, scant three thousand men: of these many were bowmen good to fight from behind a wall or fence, or some such cover, but scarce meet to withstand a shock in the open field.  However it was deemed at this time in the Wain-burg that Thiodolf and his men would soon return to them; and in any case, they said, he lay between the Romans and the Mark, so that they had but little doubt; or rather they feared that the Romans might draw aback from the Mark before they could be met in battle again, for as aforesaid they were eager for the fray.

Now it was in the cool of the evening two days after the Battle on the Ridge, that the men, both freemen and thralls, had been disporting themselves in the plain ground without the Burg in casting the spear and putting the stone, and running races a-foot and a-horseback, and now close on sunset three young men, two of the Laxings and one of the Shieldings, and a grey old thrall of that same House, were shooting a match with the bow, driving their shafts at a rushen roundel hung on a pole which the old thrall had dight.  Men were peaceful and happy, for the time was fair and calm, and, as aforesaid, they dreaded not the Roman Host any more than if they were Gods dwelling in God-home.  The shooters were deft men, and they of the Burg were curious to note their deftness, and many were breathed with the games wherein they had striven, and thought it good to rest, and look on the new sport: so they sat and stood on the grass about the shooters on three sides, and the mead-horn went briskly from man to man; for there was no lack of meat and drink in the Burg, whereas the kindreds that lay nighest to it had brought in abundant provision, and women of the kindreds had come to them, and not a few were there scattered up and down among the carles.

Now the Shielding man, Geirbald by name, had just loosed at the mark, and had shot straight and smitten the roundel in the midst, and a shout went up from the onlookers thereat; but that shout was, as it were, lined with another, and a cry that a messenger was riding toward the Burg: thereat most men looked round toward the wood, because their minds were set on fresh tidings from Thiodolf’s company, but as it happened it was from the north and the side toward Mid-mark that they on the outside of the throng had seen the rider coming; and presently the word went from man to man that so it was, and that the new comer was a young man on a grey horse, and would speedily be amongst them; so they wondered what the tidings might be, but yet they did not break up the throng, but abode in their places that they might receive the messenger more orderly; and as the rider drew near, those who were nighest to him perceived that it was a woman.

So men made way before the grey horse, and its rider, and the horse was much spent and travel-worn.  So the woman rode right into the ring of warriors, and drew rein there, and lighted down slowly and painfully, and when she was on the ground could scarce stand for stiffness; and two or three of the swains drew near her to help her, and knew her at once for Hrosshild of the Wolfings, for she was well-known as a doughty woman.

Then she said: “Bring me to Otter the War-duke; or bring him hither to me, which were best, since so many men are gathered together; and meanwhile give me to drink; for I am thirsty and weary.”

So while one went for Otter, another reached to her the mead-horn, and she had scarce done her draught, ere Otter was there, for they had found him at the gate of the Burg.  He had many a time been in the Wolfing Hall, so he knew her at once and said:

“Hail, Hrosshild! how farest thou?”

She said: “I fare as the bearer of evil tidings.  Bid thy folk do on their war-gear and saddle their horses, and make no delay; for now presently shall the Roman host be in Mid-mark!”

Then cried Otter: “Blow up the war-horn! get ye all to your weapons and be ready to leap on your horses, and come ye to the Thing in good order kindred by kindred: later on ye shall hear Hrosshild’s story as she shall tell it to me!”

Therewith he led her to a grassy knoll that was hard by, and set her down thereon and himself beside her, and said:

“Speak now, damsel, and fear not!  For now shall one fate go over us all, either to live together or die together as the free children of Tyr, and friends of the Almighty God of the Earth.  How camest thou to meet the Romans and know of their ways and to live thereafter?”

She said: “Thus it was: the Hall-Sun bethought her how that the eastern ways into Mid-mark that bring a man to the thicket behind the Roof of the Bearings are nowise hard, even for an host; so she sent ten women, and me the eleventh to the Bearing dwelling and the road through the thicket aforesaid; and we were to take of the Bearing stay-at-homes whomso we would that were handy, and then all we to watch the ways for fear of the Romans.  And methinks she has had some vision of their ways, though mayhap not altogether clear.

“Anyhow we came to the Bearing dwellings, and they gave us of their folk eight doughty women and two light-foot lads, and so we were twenty and one in all.

“So then we did as the Hall-Sun bade us, and ordained a chain of watchers far up into the waste; and these were to sound a point of war upon their horns each to each till the sound thereof should come to us who lay with our horses hoppled ready beside us in the fair plain of the Mark outside the thicket.

“To be short, the horns waked us up in the midst of yesternight, and of the watches also came to us the last, which had heard the sound amidst the thicket, and said that it was certainly the sound of the Goths’ horn, and the note agreed on.  Therefore I sent a messenger at once to the Wolfing Roof to say what was toward; but to thee I would not ride until I had made surer of the tidings; so I waited awhile, and then rode into the wild-wood; and a long tale I might make both of the waiting and the riding, had I time thereto; but this is the end of it; that going warily a little past where the thicket thinneth and the road endeth, I came on three of those watches or links in the chain we had made, and half of another watch or link; that is to say six women, who were come together after having blown their horns and fled (though they should rather have abided in some lurking-place to espy whatever might come that way) and one other woman, who had been one of the watch much further off, and had spoken with the furthest of all, which one had seen the faring of the Roman Host, and that it was very great, and no mere band of pillagers or of scouts.  And, said this fleer (who was indeed half wild with fear), that while they were talking together, came the Romans upon them, and saw them; and a band of Romans beat the wood for them when they fled, and she, the fleer, was at point to be taken, and saw two taken indeed, and haled off by the Roman scourers of the wood.  But she escaped and so came to the others on the skirts of the thicket, having left of her skin and blood on many a thornbush and rock by the way.

“Now when I heard this, I bade this fleer get her home to the Bearings as swiftly as she might, and tell her tale; and she went away trembling, and scarce knowing whether her feet were on earth or on water or on fire; but belike failed not to come there, as no Romans were before her.

“But for the others, I sent one to go straight to Wolf-stead on the heels of the first messenger, to tell the Hall-Sun what had befallen, and other five I set to lurk in the thicket, whereas none could lightly lay hands on them, and when they had new tidings, to flee to Wolf-stead as occasion might serve them; and for myself I tarried not, but rode on the spur to tell thee hereof.

“But my last word to thee, Otter, is that by the Hall-sun’s bidding the Bearings will not abide fire and steel at their own stead, but when they hear true tidings of the Romans being hard at hand, will take with them all that is not too hot or too heavy to carry, and go their ways unto Wolf-stead: and the tidings will go up and down the Mark on both sides of the water, so that whatever is of avail for defence will gather there at our dwelling, and if we fall, goodly shall be the howe heaped over us, even if ye come not in time.

“Now have I told thee what I needs must and there is no need to question me more, for thou hast it all — do thou what thou hast to do!”

With that word she cast herself down on the grass by the mound-side, and was presently asleep, for she was very weary.

But all the time she had been telling her tale had the horn been sounding, and there were now a many warriors gathered and more coming in every moment: so Otter stood up on the mound after he had bidden a man of his House to bring him his horse and war-gear, and abided a little, till, as might be said, the whole host was gathered: then he bade cry silence, and spake:

“Sons of Tyr, now hath an Host of the Romans gotten into the Mark; a mighty host, but not so mighty that it may not be met.  Few words are best: let the Steerings, who are not many, but are men well-tried in war and wisdom abide in the Burg along with the fighting thralls: but let the Burg be broken up and moved from the place, and let its warders wend towards Mid-mark, but warily and without haste, and each night let them make the wain-garth and keep good watch.

“But know ye that the Romans shall fall with all their power on the Wolfing dwellings, deeming that when they have that, they shall have all that is ours with ourselves also.  For there is the Hall-Sun under the Great Roof, and there hath Thiodolf, our War-duke, his dwelling-place; therefore shall all of us, save those that abide with the wains, take horse, and ride without delay, and cross the water at Battleford, so that we may fall upon the foe before they come west of the water; for as ye know there is but one ford whereby a man wending straight from the Bearings may cross Mirkwood-water, and it is like that the foe will tarry at the Bearing stead long enough to burn and pillage it.

“So do ye order yourselves according to your kindreds, and let the Shieldings lead.  Make no more delay!  But for me I will now send a messenger to Thiodolf to tell him of the tidings, and then speedily shall he be with us.  Geirbald, I see thee; come hither!”

Now Geirbald stood amidst the Shieldings, and when Otter had spoken, he came forth bestriding a white horse, and with his bow slung at his back.  Said Otter: “Geirbald, thou shalt ride at once through the wood, and find Thiodolf; and tell him the tidings, and that in nowise he follow the Roman fleers away from the Mark, nor to heed anything but the trail of the foemen through the south-eastern heaths of Mirkwood, whether other Romans follow him or not: whatever happens let him lead the Goths by that road, which for him is the shortest, towards the defence of the Wolfing dwellings.  Lo thou, my ring for a token!  Take it and depart in haste.  Yet first take thy fellow Viglund the Woodman with thee, lest if perchance one fall, the other may bear the message.  Tarry not, nor rest till thy word be said!”

Then turned Geirbald to find Viglund who was anigh to him, and he took the ring, and the twain went their ways without more ado, and rode into the wild-wood.

But about the wain-burg was there plenteous stir of men till all was ordered for the departure of the host, which was no long while, for there was nothing to do but on with the war-gear and up on to the horse.

Forth then they went duly ordered in their kindreds towards the head of the Upper-mark, riding as swiftly as they might without breaking their array.






  








CHAPTER XIX — THOSE MESSENGERS COME TO THIODOLF
 

Of Geirbald and Viglund the tale tells that they rode the woodland paths as speedily as they might.  They had not gone far, and were winding through a path amidst of a thicket mingled of the hornbeam and holly, betwixt the openings of which the bracken grew exceeding tall, when Viglund, who was very fine-eared, deemed that he heard a horse coming to meet them: so they lay as close as they might, and drew back their horses behind a great holly-bush lest it should be some one or more of the foes who had fled into the wood when the Romans were scattered in that first fight.  But as the sound drew nearer, and it was clearly the footsteps of a great horse, they deemed it would be some messenger from Thiodolf, as indeed it turned out: for as the new-comer fared on, somewhat unwarily, they saw a bright helm after the fashion of the Goths amidst of the trees, and then presently they knew by his attire that he was of the Bearings, and so at last they knew him to be Asbiorn of the said House, a doughty man; so they came forth to meet him and he drew rein when he saw armed men, but presently beholding their faces he knew them and laughed on them, and said:

“Hail fellows! what tidings are toward?”

“These,” said Viglund, “that thou art well met, since now shalt thou turn back and bring us to Thiodolf as speedily as may be.”

But Asbiorn laughed and said: “Nay rather turn about with me; or why are ye so grim of countenance?”

“Our errand is no light one,” said Geirbald, “but thou, why art thou so merry?”

“I have seen the Romans fall,” said he, “and belike shall soon see more of that game: for I am on an errand to Otter from Thiodolf: the War-duke, when he had questioned some of those whom we took on the Day of the Ridge, began to have a deeming that the Romans had beguiled us, and will fall on the Mark by the way of the south-east heaths: so now is he hastening to fetch a compass and follow that road either to overtake them or prevent them; and he biddeth Otter tarry not, but ride hard along the water to meet them if he may, or ever they have set their hands to the dwellings of my House.  And belike when I have done mine errand to Otter I shall ride with him to look on these burners and slayers once more; therefore am I merry.  Now for your tidings, fellows.”

Said Geirbald: “Our tidings are that both our errands are prevented, and come to nought: for Otter hath not tarried, but hath ridden with all his folk toward the stead of thine House.  So shalt thou indeed see these burners and slayers if thou ridest hard; since we have tidings that the Romans will by now be in Mid-mark.  And as for our errand, it is to bid Thiodolf do even as he hath done.  Hereby may we see how good a pair of War-dukes we have gotten, since each thinketh of the same wisdom.  Now take we counsel together as to what we shall do; whether we shall go back to Otter with thee, or thou go back to Thiodolf with us; or else each go the road ordained for us.”

Said Asbiorn: “To Otter will I ride as I was bidden, that I may look on the burning of our roof, and avenge me of the Romans afterwards; and I bid you, fellows, ride with me, since fewer men there are with Otter, and he must be the first to bide the brunt of battle.”

“Nay,” said Geirbald, “as for me ye must even lose a man’s aid; for to Thiodolf was I sent, and to Thiodolf will I go: and bethink thee if this be not best, since Thiodolf hath but a deeming of the ways of the Romans and we wot surely of them.  Our coming shall make him the speedier, and the less like to turn back if any alien band shall follow after him.  What sayest thou, Viglund?”

Said Viglund: “Even as thou, Geirbald: but for myself I deem I may well turn back with Asbiorn.  For I would serve the House in battle as soon as may be; and maybe we shall slaughter these kites of the cities, so that Thiodolf shall have no work to do when he cometh.”

Said Asbiorn; “Geirbald, knowest thou right well the ways through the wood and on the other side thereof, to the place where Thiodolf abideth? for ye see that night is at hand.”

“Nay, not over well,” said Geirbald.

Said Asbiorn: “Then I rede thee take Viglund with thee; for he knoweth them yard by yard, and where they be hard and where they be soft.  Moreover it were best indeed that ye meet Thiodolf betimes; for I deem not but that he wendeth leisurely, though always warily, because he deemeth not that Otter will ride before to-morrow morning.  Hearken, Viglund!  Thiodolf will rest to-night on the other side of the water, nigh to where the hills break off into the sheer cliffs that are called the Kites’ Nest, and the water runneth under them, coming from the east: and before him lieth the easy ground of the eastern heaths where he is minded to wend to-morrow betimes in the morning: and if ye do your best ye shall be there before he is upon the road, and sure it is that your tidings shall hasten him.”

“Thou sayest sooth,” saith Geirbald, “tarry we no longer; here sunder our ways; farewell!”

“Farewell,” said he, “and thou, Viglund, take this word in parting, that belike thou shalt yet see the Romans, and strike a stroke, and maybe be smitten.  For indeed they be most mighty warriors.”

Then made they no delay but rode their ways either side.  And Geirbald and Viglund rode over rough and smooth all night, and were out of the thick wood by day-dawn: and whereas they rode hard, and Viglund knew the ways well, they came to Mirkwood-water before the day was old, and saw that the host was stirring, but not yet on the way.  And or ever they came to the water’s edge, they were met by Wolfkettle of the Wolfings, and Hiarandi of the Elkings, and three others who were but just come from the place where the hurt men lay down in a dale near the Great Ridge; there had Wolfkettle and Hiarandi been tending Toti of the Beamings, their fellow-in-arms, who had been sorely hurt in the battle, but was doing well, and was like to live.  So when they saw the messengers, they came up to them and hailed them, and asked them if the tidings were good or evil.

“That is as it may be,” said Geirbald, “but they are short to tell; the Romans are in Mid-mark, and Otter rideth on the spur to meet them, and sendeth us to bid Thiodolf wend the heaths to fall in on them also.  Nor may we tarry one minute ere we have seen Thiodolf.”

Said Wolfkettle, “We will lead you to him; he is on the east side of the water, with all his host, and they are hard on departing.”

So they went down the ford, which was not very deep; and Wolfkettle rode the ford behind Geirbald, and another man behind Viglund; but Hiarandi went afoot with the others beside the horses, for he was a very tall man.

But as they rode amidst the clear water Wolfkettle lifted up his voice and sang:

“White horse, with what are ye laden as ye wade the shallows warm,
 But with tidings of the battle, and the fear of the fateful storm?
 What loureth now behind us, what pileth clouds before,
 On either hand what gathereth save the stormy tide of war?
 Now grows midsummer mirky, and fallow falls the morn,
 And dusketh the Moon’s Sister, and the trees look overworn;
 God’s Ash tree shakes and shivers, and the sheer cliff standeth white
 As the bones of the giants’ father when the Gods first fared to fight.”
 

And indeed the morning had grown mirky and grey and threatening, and from far away the thunder growled, and the face of the Kite’s Nest showed pale and awful against a dark steely cloud; and a few drops of rain pattered into the smooth water before them from a rag of the cloud-flock right over head.  They were in mid stream now, for the water was wide there; on the eastern bank were the warriors gathering, for they had beheld the faring of those men, and the voice of Wolfkettle came to them across the water, so they deemed that great tidings were toward, and would fain know on what errand those were come.

Then the waters of the ford deepened till Hiarandi was wading more than waist-deep, and the water flowed over Geirbald’s saddle; then Wolfkettle laughed, and turning as he sat, dragged out his sword, and waved it from east to west and sang:

“O sun, pale up in heaven, shrink from us if thou wilt,
 And turn thy face from beholding the shock of guilt with guilt!
 Stand still, O blood of summer! and let the harvest fade,
 Till there be nought but fallow where once was bloom and blade!
 O day, give out but a glimmer of all thy flood of light,
 If it be but enough for our eyen to see the road of fight!
 Forget all else and slumber, if still ye let us wake,
 And our mouths shall make the thunder, and our swords shall the lightening make,
 And we shall be the storm-wind and drive the ruddy rain,
 Till the joy of our hearts in battle bring back the day again.”
 

As he spake that word they came up through the shallow water dripping on to the bank, and they and the men who abode them on the bank shouted together for joy of fellowship, and all tossed aloft their weapons.  The man who had ridden behind Viglund slipped off on to the ground; but Wolfkettle abode in his place behind Geirbald.

So the messengers passed on, and the others closed up round about them, and all the throng went up to where Thiodolf was sitting on a rock beneath a sole ash-tree, the face of the Kite’s Nest rising behind him on the other side of a bight of the river.  There he sat unhelmed with the dwarf-wrought hauberk about him, holding Throng-plough in its sheath across his knees, while he gave word to this and that man concerning the order of the host.

So when they were come thither, the throng opened that the messengers might come forward; for by this time had many more drawn near to hearken what was toward.  There they sat on their horses, the white and the grey, and Wolfkettle stood by Geirbald’s bridle rein, for he had now lighted down; and a little behind him, his head towering over the others, stood Hiarandi great and gaunt.  The ragged cloud had drifted down south-east now and the rain fell no more, but the sun was still pale and clouded.

Then Thiodolf looked gravely on them, and spake:

“What do ye sons of the War-shield? what tale is there to tell?
 Is the kindred fallen tangled in the grasp of the fallow Hell?
 Crows the red cock over the homesteads, have we met the foe too late?
 For meseems your brows are heavy with the shadowing o’er of fate.”
 

But Geirbald answered:

“Still cold with dew in the morning the Shielding Roof-ridge stands,
 Nor yet hath grey Hell bounden the Shielding warriors’ hands;
 But lo, the swords, O War-duke, how thick in the wind they shake,
 Because we bear the message that the battle-road ye take,
 Nor tarry for the thunder or the coming on of rain,
 Or the windy cloudy night-tide, lest your battle be but vain.
 And this is the word that Otter yestre’en hath set in my mouth;
 Seek thou the trail of the Aliens of the Cities of the South,
 And thou shalt find it leading o’er the heaths to the beechen-wood,
 And thence to the stony places where the foxes find their food;
 And thence to the tangled thicket where the folkway cleaves it through,
 To the eastern edge of Mid-mark where the Bearings deal and do.”
 

Then said Thiodolf in a cold voice, “What then hath befallen Otter?”

Said Geirbald:

“When last I looked upon Otter, all armed he rode the plain,
 With his whole host clattering round him like the rush of the summer rain;
 To the right or the left they looked not but they rode through the dusk and the dark
 Beholding nought before them but the dream of the foes in the Mark.
 So he went; but his word fled from him and on my horse it rode,
 And again it saith, O War-duke seek thou the Bear’s abode,
 And tarry never a moment for ought that seems of worth,
 For there shall ye find the sword-edge and the flame of the foes of the earth.
 

“Tarry not, Thiodolf, nor turn aback though a new foe followeth on thine heels.  No need to question me more; I have no more to tell, save that a woman brought these tidings to us, whom the Hall-Sun had sent with others to watch the ways: and some of them had seen the Romans, who are a great host and no band stealing forth to lift the herds.”

Now all those round about him heard his words, for he spake with a loud voice; and they knew what the bidding of the War-duke would be; so they loitered not, but each man went about his business of looking to his war-gear and gathering to the appointed place of his kindred.  And even while Geirbald had been speaking, had Hiarandi brought up the man who bore the great horn, who when Thiodolf leapt to his feet to find him, was close at hand.  So he bade him blow the war-blast, and all men knew the meaning of that voice of the horn, and every man armed him in haste, and they who had horses (and these were but the Bearings and the Warnings), saddled them, and mounted, and from mouth to mouth went the word that the Romans were gotten into Mid-mark, and were burning the Bearing abodes.  So speedily was the whole host ready for the way, the Wolfings at the head of all.  Then came forth Thiodolf from the midst of his kindred, and they raised him upon a great war-shield upheld by many men, and he stood thereon and spake:

“O sons of Tyr, ye have vanquished, and sore hath been your pain;
 But he that smiteth in battle must ever smite again;
 And thus with you it fareth, and the day abideth yet
 When ye shall hold the Aliens as the fishes in the net.
 On the Ridge ye slew a many; but there came a many more
 From their strongholds by the water to their new-built garth of war,
 And all these have been led by dastards o’er the way our feet must tread
 Through the eastern heaths and the beech-wood to the door of the Bearing stead,
 Now e’en yesterday I deemed it, but I durst not haste away
 Ere the word was borne to Otter and ’tis he bids haste to-day;
 So now by day and by night-tide it behoveth us to wend
 And wind the reel of battle and weave its web to end.
 Had ye deemed my eyes foreseeing, I would tell you of my sight,
 How I see the folk delivered and the Aliens turned to flight,
 While my own feet wend them onwards to the ancient Father’s Home.
 But belike these are but the visions that to many a man shall come
 When he goeth adown to the battle, and before him riseth high
 The wall of valiant foemen to hide all things anigh.
 But indeed I know full surely that no work that we may win
 To-morrow or the next day shall quench the Markmen’s kin.
 On many a day hereafter shall their warriors carry shield;
 On many a day their maidens shall drive the kine afield,
 On many a day their reapers bear sickle in the wheat
 When the golden wind-wrought ripple stirs round the feast-hall’s feet.
 Lo, now is the day’s work easy — to live and overcome,
 Or to die and yet to conquer on the threshold of the Home.”
 

And therewith he gat him down and went a-foot to the head of the Wolfing band, a great shout going with him, which was mingled with the voice of the war-horn that bade away.

So fell the whole host into due array, and they were somewhat over three thousand warriors, all good and tried men and meet to face the uttermost of battle in the open field; so they went their ways with all the speed that footmen may, and in fair order; and the sky cleared above their heads, but the distant thunder still growled about the world.  Geirbald and Viglund joined themselves to the Wolfings and went a-foot along with Wolfkettle; but Hiarandi went with his kindred who were second in the array.






  








CHAPTER XX — OTTER AND HIS FOLK COME INTO MID-MARK
 

Otter and his folk rode their ways along Mirkwood-water, and made no stay, except now and again to breathe their horses, till they came to Battleford in the early morning; there they baited their horses, for the grass was good in the meadow, and the water easy to come at.

So after they had rested there a short hour, and had eaten what was easy for them to get, they crossed the ford, and wended along Mirkwood-water between the wood and the river, but went slower than before lest they should weary their horses; so that it was high-noon before they had come out of the woodland way into Mid-mark; and at once as soon as the whole plain of the Mark opened out before them, they saw what most of them looked to see (since none doubted Hrosshild’s tale), and that was a column of smoke rising high and straight up into the air, for the afternoon was hot and windless.  Great wrath rose in their hearts thereat, and many a strong man trembled for anger, though none for fear, as Otter raised his right hand and stretched it out towards that token of wrack and ruin; yet they made no stay, nor did they quicken their pace much; because they knew that they should come to Bearham before night-fall, and they would not meet the Romans way-worn and haggard; but they rode on steadily, a terrible company of wrathful men.

They passed by the dwellings of the kindreds, though save for the Galtings the houses on the east side of the water between the Bearings and the wild-wood road were but small; for the thicket came somewhat near to the water and pinched the meadows.  But the Galtings were great hunters and trackers of the wild-wood, and they of the Geddings, the Erings and the Withings, which were smaller Houses, lived somewhat on the take of fish from Mirkwood-water (as did the Laxings also of the Nether-mark), for thereabout were there goodly pools and eddies, and sun-warmed shallows therewithal for the spawning of the trouts; as there were eyots in the water, most of which tailed off into a gravelly shallow at their lower ends.

Now as the riders of the Goths came over against the dwellings of the Withings, they saw people, mostly women, driving up the beasts from the meadow towards the garth; but upon the tofts about their dwellings were gathered many folk, who had their eyes turned toward the token of ravage that hung in the sky above the fair plain; but when these beheld the riding of the host, they tossed up their arms to them and whatever they bore in them, and the sound of their shrill cry (for they were all women and young lads) came down the wind to the ears of the riders.  But down by the river on a swell of the ground were some swains and a few thralls, and among them some men armed and a-horseback; and these, when they perceived the host coming on turned and rode to meet them; and as they drew near they shouted as men overjoyed to meet their kindred; and indeed the fighting-men of their own House were riding in the host.  And the armed men were three old men, and one very old with marvellous long white hair, and four long lads of some fifteen winters, and four stout carles of the thralls bearing bows and bucklers, and these rode behind the swains; so they found their own kindred and rode amongst them.

But when they were all jingling and clashing on together, the dust arising from the sun-dried turf, the earth shaking with the thunder of the horse-hoofs, then the heart of the long-hoary one stirred within him as he bethought him of the days of his youth, and to his old nostrils came the smell of the horses and the savour of the sweat of warriors riding close together knee to knee adown the meadow.  So he lifted up his voice and sang:

  “Rideth lovely along

   The strong by the strong;

   Soft under his breath

   Singeth sword in the sheath,

   And shield babbleth oft

   Unto helm-crest aloft;
 How soon shall their words rise mid wrath of the battle
 Into wrangle unheeded of clanging and rattle,
 And no man shall note then the gold on the sword
 When the runes have no meaning, the mouth-cry no word,
 When all mingled together, the war-sea of men
 Shall toss up the steel-spray round fourscore and ten.
 

  “Now as maids burn the weed

   Betwixt acre and mead,

   So the Bearings’ Roof

   Burneth little aloof,

   And red gloweth the hall

   Betwixt wall and fair wall,
 Where often the mead-sea we sipped in old days,
 When our feet were a-weary with wending the ways;
 When the love of the lovely at even was born,
 And our hands felt fair hands as they fell on the horn.
 There round about standeth the ring of the foe
 Tossing babes on their spears like the weeds o’er the low.
 

  “Ride, ride then! nor spare

   The red steeds as ye fare!

   Yet if daylight shall fail,

   By the fire-light of bale

   Shall we see the bleared eyes

   Of the war-learned, the wise.
 In the acre of battle the work is to win,
 Let us live by the labour, sheaf-smiting therein;
 And as oft o’er the sickle we sang in time past
 When the crake that long mocked us fled light at the last,
 So sing o’er the sword, and the sword-hardened hand
 Bearing down to the reaping the wrath of the land.”
 

So he sang; and a great shout went up from his kindred and those around him, and it was taken up all along the host, though many knew not why they shouted, and the whole host quickened its pace, and went a great trot over the smooth meadow.

So in no long while were they come over against the stead of the Erings, and thereabouts were no beasts afield, and no women, for all the neat were driven into the garth of the House; but all they who were not war-fit were standing without doors looking down the Mark towards the reek of the Bearing dwellings, and these also sent a cry of welcome toward the host of their kindred.  But along the river-bank came to meet the host an armed band of two old men, two youths who were their sons, and twelve thralls who were armed with long spears; and all these were a-horseback: so they fell in with their kindred and the host made no stay for them, but pressed on over-running the meadow.  And still went up that column of smoke, and thicker and blacker it grew a-top, and ruddier amidmost.

So came they by the abode of the Geddings, and there also the neat and sheep were close in the home-garth: but armed men were lying or standing about the river bank, talking or singing merrily none otherwise than though deep peace were on the land; and when they saw the faring of the host they sprang to their feet with a shout and gat to their horses at once: they were more than the other bands had been, for the Geddings were a greater House; they were seven old men, and ten swains, and ten thralls bearing long spears like to those of the Erings; and no sooner had they fallen in with their kindred, than the men of the host espied a greater company yet coming to meet them: and these were of the folk of the Galtings; and amongst them were ten warriors in their prime, because they had but of late come back from the hunting in the wood and had been belated from the muster of the kindreds; and with them were eight old men and fifteen lads, and eighteen thralls; and the swains and thralls all bore bows besides the swords that they were girt withal, and not all of them had horses, but they who had none rode behind the others: so they joined themselves to the host, shouting aloud; and they had with them a great horn that they blew on till they had taken their place in the array; and whereas their kindred was with Thiodolf, they followed along with the hinder men of the Shieldings.

So now all the host went on together, and when they had passed the Galting abodes, there was nothing between them and Bearham, nor need they look for any further help of men; there were no beasts afield nor any to herd them, and the stay-at-homes were within doors dighting them for departure into the wild-wood if need should be: but a little while after they had passed these dwellings came into the host two swains of about twenty winters, and a doughty maid, their sister, and they bare no weapons save short spears and knives; they were wet and dripping with the water, for they had just swum Mirkwood-water.  They were of the Wolfing House, and had been shepherding a few sheep on the west side of the water, when they saw the host faring to battle, and might not refrain them, but swam their horses across the swift deeps to join their kindred to live and die with them.  The tale tells that they three fought in the battles that followed after, and were not slain there, though they entered them unarmed, but lived long years afterwards: of them need no more be said.

Now, when the host was but a little past the Galting dwellings men began to see the flames mingled with the smoke of the burning, and the smoke itself growing thinner, as though the fire had over-mastered everything and was consuming itself with its own violence; and somewhat afterwards, the ground rising, they could see the Bearing meadow and the foemen thereon: yet a little further, and from the height of another swelling of the earth they could see the burning houses themselves and the array of the Romans; so there they stayed and breathed their horses a while.  And they beheld how of the Romans a great company was gathered together in close array betwixt the ford and the Bearing Hall, but nigher unto the ford, and these were a short mile from them; but others they saw streaming out from the burning dwellings, as if their work were done there, and they could not see that they had any captives with them.  Other Romans there were, and amongst them men in the attire of the Goths, busied about the river banks, as though they were going to try the ford.

But a little while abode Otter in that place, and then waved his arm and rode on and all the host followed; and as they drew nigher, Otter, who was wise in war, beheld the Romans and deemed them a great host, and the very kernel and main body of them many more than all his company; and moreover they were duly and well arrayed as men waiting a foe; so he knew that he must be wary or he would lose himself and all his men.

So he stayed his company when they were about two furlongs from them, and the main body of the foe stirred not, but horsemen and slingers came forth from its sides and made on toward the Goths, and in three or four minutes were within bowshot of them.  Then the bowmen of the Goths slipped down from their horses and bent their bows and nocked their arrows and let fly, and slew and hurt many of the horsemen, who endured their shot but for a minute or two and then turned rein and rode back slowly to their folk, and the slingers came not on very eagerly whereas they were dealing with men a-horseback, and the bowmen of the Goths also held them still.

Now turned Otter to his folk and made them a sign, which they knew well, that they should get down from their horses; and when they were afoot the leaders of tens and hundreds arrayed them, into the wedge-array, with the bowmen on either flank: and Otter smiled as he beheld this adoing and that the Romans meddled not with them, belike because they looked to have them good cheap, since they were but a few wild men.

But when they were all arrayed he sat still on his horse and spake to them short and sharply, saying:

“Men of the Goths, will ye mount your horses again and ride into the wood and let it cover you, or will ye fight these Romans?”  They answered him with a great shout and the clashing of their weapons on their shields.  “That is well,” quoth Otter, “since we have come so far; for I perceive that the foe will come to meet us, so that we must either abide their shock or turn our backs.  Yet must we fight wisely or we are undone, and Thiodolf in risk of undoing; this have we to do if we may, to thrust in between them and the ford, and if we may do that, there let us fight it out, till we fall one over another.  But if we may not do it, then will we not throw our lives away but do the foemen what hurt we may without mingling ourselves amongst them, and so abide the coming of Thiodolf; for if we get not betwixt them and the ford we may in no case hinder them from crossing.  And all this I tell you that ye may follow me wisely, and refrain your wrath that ye may live yet to give it the rein when the time comes.”

So he spake and got down from his horse and drew his sword and went to the head of the wedge-array and began slowly to lead forth; but the thralls and swains had heed of the horses, and they drew aback with them towards the wood which was but a little way from them.

But for Otter he led his men down towards the ford, and when the Romans saw that, their main body began to move forward, faring slant-wise, as a crab, down toward the ford; then Otter hastened somewhat, as he well might, since his men were well learned in war and did not break their array; but now by this time were those burners of the Romans come up with the main battle, and the Roman captain sent them at once against the Goths, and they advanced boldly enough, a great cloud of men in loose array who fell to with arrows and slings on the wedge-array and slew and hurt many: yet did not Otter stay his folk; but it was ill going for them, for their unshielded sides were turned to the Romans, nor durst Otter scatter his bowmen out from the wedge-array, lest the Romans, who were more than they, should enter in amongst them.  Ever he gazed earnestly on the main battle of the Romans, and what they were doing, and presently it became clear to him that they would outgo him and come to the ford, and then he wotted well that they would set on him just when their light-armed were on his flank and his rearward, and then it would go hard but they would break their array and all would be lost: therefore he slacked his pace and went very slowly and the Romans went none the slower for that; but their light-armed grew bolder and drew more together as they came nigher to the Goths, as though they would give them an onset; but just at that nick of time Otter passed the word down the ranks, and, waving his sword, turned sharply to the right and fell with all the wedge-array on the clustering throng of the light-armed, and his bowmen spread out now from the right flank of the wedge-array, and shot sharp and swift and the bowmen on the left flank ran forward swiftly till they had cleared the wedge-array and were on the flank of the light-armed Romans; and they, what between the onset of the swordsmen and spearmen of the Goths, and their sharp arrows, knew not which way to turn, and a great slaughter befell amongst them, and they of them were the happiest who might save themselves by their feet.

Now after this storm, and after these men had been thrust away, Otter stayed not, but swept round about the field toward the horses; and indeed he looked to it that the main-battle of the Romans should follow him, but they did not, but stayed still to receive the fleers of their light-armed.  And this indeed was the goodhap of the Goths; for they were somewhat disordered by their chase of the light-armed, and they smote and spared not, their hearts being full of bitter wrath, as might well be; for even as they turned on the Romans, they beheld the great roof of the Bearings fall in over the burned hall, and a great shower of sparks burst up from its fall, and there were the ragged gables left standing, licked by little tongues of flame which could not take hold of them because of the clay which filled the spaces between the great timbers and was daubed over them.  And they saw that all the other houses were either alight or smouldering, down to the smallest cot of a thrall, and even the barns and booths both great and little.

Therefore, whereas the Markmen were far fewer in all than the Roman main-battle, and whereas this same host was in very good array, no doubt there was that the Markmen would have been grievously handled had the Romans fallen on; but the Roman Captain would not have it so: for though he was a bold man, yet was his boldness that of the wolf, that falleth on when he is hungry and skulketh when he is full.  He was both young and very rich, and a mighty man among his townsmen, and well had he learned that ginger is hot in the mouth, and though he had come forth to the war for the increasing of his fame, he had no will to die among the Markmen, either for the sake of the city of Rome, or of any folk whatsoever, but was liefer to live for his own sake.  Therefore was he come out to vanquish easily, that by his fame won he might win more riches and dominion in Rome; and he was well content also to have for his own whatever was choice amongst the plunder of these wild-men (as he deemed them), if it were but a fair woman or two.  So this man thought, It is my business to cross the ford and come to Wolfstead, and there take the treasure of the tribe, and have a stronghold there, whence we may slay so many of these beasts with little loss to us that we may march away easily and with our hands full, even if Maenius with his men come not to our aid, as full surely he will: therefore as to these angry men, who be not without might and conduct in battle, let us remember the old saw that saith ‘a bridge of gold to a fleeing foe,’ and let them depart with no more hurt of Romans, and seek us afterwards when we are fenced into their stead, which shall then be our stronghold: even so spake he to his Captains about him.

For it must be told that he had no tidings of the overthrow of the Romans on the Ridge; nor did he know surely how many fighting-men the Markmen might muster, except by the report of those dastards of the Goths; and though he had taken those two women in the wastes, yet had he got no word from them, for they did as the Hall-Sun bade them, when they knew that they would be questioned with torments, and smiting themselves each with a little sharp knife, so went their ways to the Gods.

Thus then the Roman Captain let the Markmen go their ways, and turned toward the ford, and the Markmen went slowly now toward their horses.  Howbeit there were many of them who murmured against Otter, saying that it was ill done to have come so far and ridden so hard, and then to have done so little, and that were to-morrow come, they would not be led away so easily: but now they said it was ill; for the Romans would cross the water, and make their ways to Wolfstead, none hindering them, and would burn the dwellings and slay the old men and thralls, and have away the women and children and the Hall-Sun the treasure of the Markmen.  In sooth, they knew not that a band of the Roman light-armed had already crossed the water, and had fallen upon the dwellings of the Wolfings; but that the old men and younglings and thralls of the House had come upon them as they were entangled amidst the tofts and the garths, and had overcome them and slain many.

Thus went Otter and his men to their horses when it was now drawing toward sunset (for all this was some while adoing), and betook them to a rising ground not far from the wood-side, and there made what sort of a garth they might, with their horses and the limbs of trees and long-shafted spears; and they set a watch and abode in the garth right warily, and lighted no fires when night fell, but ate what meat they had with them, which was but little, and so sleeping and watching abode the morning.  But the main body of the Romans did not cross the ford that night, for they feared lest they might go astray therein, for it was an ill ford to those that knew not the water: so they abode on the bank nigh to the water’s edge, with the mind to cross as soon as it was fairly daylight.

Now Otter had lost of his men some hundred and twenty slain or grievously hurt, and they had away with them the hurt men and the bodies of the slain.  The tale tells not how many of the Romans were slain, but a many of their light-armed had fallen, since the Markmen had turned so hastily upon them, and they had with them many of the best bowmen of the Mark.






  








CHAPTER XXI — THEY BICKER ABOUT THE FORD
 

In the grey of the morning was Otter afoot with the watchers, and presently he got on his horse and peered over the plain, but the mist yet hung low on it, so that he might see nought for a while; but at last he seemed to note something coming toward the host from the upper water above the ford, so he rode forward to meet it, and lo, it was a lad of fifteen winters, naked save his breeches, and wet from the river; and Otter drew rein, and the lad said to him: “Art thou the War-duke?”  “Yea,” said Otter.

Said the lad, “I am Ali, the son of Grey, and the Hall-Sun hath sent me to thee with this word: ‘Are ye coming?  Is Thiodolf at hand?  For I have seen the Roof-ridge red in the sunlight as if it were painted with cinnabar.’”

Said Otter, “Art thou going back to Wolfstead, son?”

“Yea, at once, my father,” said Ali.

“Then tell her,” said Otter, “that Thiodolf is at hand, and when he cometh we shall both together fall upon the Romans either in crossing the ford or in the Wolfing meadow; but tell her also that I am not strong enough to hinder the Romans from crossing.”

“Father,” said Ali, “the Hall-Sun saith: Thou art wise in war; now tell us, shall we hold the Hall against the Romans that ye may find us there?  For we have discomfited their vanguard already, and we have folk who can fight; but belike the main battle of the Romans shall get the upper hand of us ere ye come to our helping: belike it were better to leave the hall, and let the wood cover us.”

“Now is this well asked,” said Otter; “get thee back, my son, and bid the Hall-Sun trust not to warding of the Hall, for the Romans are a mighty host: and this day, even when Thiodolf cometh hither, shall be hard for the Goth-folk: let her hasten lest these thieves come upon her hastily; let her take the Hall-Sun her namesake, and the old men and children and the women, and let those fighting folk she hath be a guard to all this in the wood.  And hearken moreover; it will, maybe, be six hours ere Thiodolf cometh; tell her I will cast the dice for life or death, and stir up these Romans now at once, that they may have other things to think of than burning old men and women and children in their dwellings; thus may she reach the wood unhindered.  Hast thou all this in thine head?  Then go thy ways.”

But the lad lingered, and he reddened and looked on the ground and then he said: “My father, I swam the deeps, and when I reached this bank, I crept along by the mist and the reeds toward where the Romans are, and I came near to them, and noted what they were doing; and I tell thee that they are already stirring to take the water at the ford.  Now then do what thou wilt.”

Therewith he turned about, and went his way at once, running like a colt which has never felt halter or bit.

But Otter rode back hastily and roused certain men in whom he trusted, and bid them rouse the captains and all the host and bid men get to horse speedily and with as little noise as might be.  So did they, and there was little delay, for men were sleeping with one eye open, as folk say, and many were already astir.  So in a little while they were all in the saddle, and the mist yet stretched low over the meadow; for the morning was cool and without wind.  Then Otter bade the word be carried down the ranks that they should ride as quietly as may be and fare through the mist to do the Romans some hurt, but in nowise to get entangled in their ranks, and all men to heed well the signal of turning and drawing aback; and therewith they rode off down the meadow led by men who could have led them through the dark night.

But for the Romans, they were indeed getting ready to cross the ford when the mist should have risen; and on the bank it was thinning already and melting away; for a little air of wind was beginning to breathe from the north-east and the sunrise, which was just at hand; and the bank, moreover, was stonier and higher than the meadow’s face, which fell away from it as a shallow dish from its rim: thereon yet lay the mist like a white wall.

So the Romans and their friends the dastards of the Goths had well nigh got all ready, and had driven stakes into the water from bank to bank to mark out the safe ford, and some of their light-armed and most of their Goths were by now in the water or up on the Wolfing meadow with the more part of their baggage and wains; and the rest of the host was drawn up in good order, band by band, waiting the word to take the water, and the captain was standing nigh to the river bank beside their God the chief banner of the Host.

Of a sudden one of the dastards of the Goths who was close to the Captain cried out that he heard horse coming; but because he spake in the Gothic tongue, few heeded; but even therewith an old leader of a hundred cried out the same tidings in the Roman tongue, and all men fell to handling their weapons; but before they could face duly toward the meadow, came rushing from out of the mist a storm of shafts that smote many men, and therewithal burst forth the sound of the Markmen’s war-horn, like the roaring of a hundred bulls mingled with the thunder of horses at the gallop; and then dark over the wall of mist showed the crests of the riders of the Mark, though scarce were their horses seen till their whole war-rank came dark and glittering into the space of the rising-ground where the mist was but a haze now, and now at last smitten athwart by the low sun just arisen.

Therewith came another storm of shafts, wherein javelins and spears cast by the hand were mingled with the arrows: but the Roman ranks had faced the meadow and the storm which it yielded, swiftly and steadily, and they stood fast and threw their spears, albeit not with such good aim as might have been, because of their haste, so that few were slain by them.  And the Roman Captain still loth to fight with the Goths in earnest for no reward, and still more and more believing that this was the only band of them that he had to look to, bade those who were nighest the ford not to tarry for the onset of a few wild riders, but to go their ways into the water; else by a sudden onrush might the Romans have entangled Otter’s band in their ranks, and so destroyed all.  As it was the horsemen fell not on the Roman ranks full in face, but passing like a storm athwart the ranks to the right, fell on there where they were in thinnest array (for they were gathered to the ford as aforesaid), and slew some and drave some into the deeps and troubled the whole Roman host.

So now the Roman Captain was forced to take new order, and gather all his men together, and array his men for a hard fight; and by now the mist was rolling off from the face of the whole meadow and the sun was bright and hot.  His men serried their ranks, and the front rank cast their spears, and slew both men and horses of the Goths as those rode along their front casting their javelins, and shooting here and there from behind their horses if occasion served, or making a shift to send an arrow even as they sat a-horseback; then the second rank of the Romans would take the place of the first, and cast in their turn, and they who had taken the water turned back and took their place behind the others, and many of the light-armed came with them, and all the mass of them flowed forward together, looking as if it might never be broken.  But Otter would not abide the shock, since he had lost men and horses, and had no mind to be caught in the sweep of their net; so he made the sign, and his Company drew off to right and left, yet keeping within bowshot, so that the bowmen still loosed at the Romans.

But they for their part might not follow afoot men on untired horses, and their own horse was on the west side with the baggage, and had it been there would have been but of little avail, as the Roman Captain knew.  So they stood awhile making grim countenance, and then slowly drew back to the ford under cover of their light-armed who shot at the Goths as they rode forward, but abode not their shock.

But Otter and his folk followed after the Romans again, and again did them some hurt, and at last drew so nigh, that once more the Romans stormed forth, and once more smote a stroke in the air; nor even so would the Markmen cease to meddle with them, though never would Otter suffer his men to be mingled with them.  At the last the Romans, seeing that Otter would not walk into the open trap, and growing weary of this bickering, began to take the water little by little, while a strong Company kept face to the Markmen; and now Otter saw that they would not be hindered any longer, and he had lost many men, and even now feared lest he should be caught in the trap, and so lose all.  And on the other hand it was high noon by now, so that he had given respite to the stay-at-homes of the Wolfings, so that they might get them into the wood.  So he drew out of bowshot and bade his men breathe their horses and rest themselves and eat something; and they did so gladly, since they saw that they might not fall upon the Romans to live and die for it until Thiodolf was come, or until they knew that he was not coming.  But the Romans crossed the ford in good earnest and were soon all gathered together on the western bank making them ready for the march to Wolfstead.  And it must be told that the Roman Captain was the more deliberate about this because after the overthrow of his light-armed there the morning before, he thought that the Roof was held by warriors of the kindreds, and not by a few old men, and women, and lads.  Therefore he had no fear of their escaping him.  Moreover it was this imagination of his, to wit that a strong band of warriors was holding Wolf-stead, that made him deem there were no more worth thinking about of the warriors of the Mark save Otter’s Company and the men in the Hall of the Wolfings.






  








CHAPTER XXII — OTTER FALLS ON AGAINST HIS WILL
 

It was with the same imagination working in him belike that the Roman Captain set none to guard the ford on the westward side of Mirkwood-water.  The Romans tarried there but a little hour, and then went their ways; but Otter sent a man on a swift horse to watch them, and when they were clean gone for half an hour, he bade his folk to horse, and they departed, all save a handful of the swains and elders, who were left to tell the tidings to Thiodolf when he should come into Mid-mark.

So Otter and his folk crossed the ford, and drew up in good order on the westward bank, and it was then somewhat more than three hours after noon.  He had been there but a little while before he noted a stir in the Bearing meadow, and lo, it was the first of Thiodolf’s folk, who had gotten out of the wood and had fallen in with the men whom he had left behind.  And these first were the riders of the Bearings, and the Wormings, (for they had out-gone the others who were afoot).  It may well be thought how fearful was their anger when they set eyes on the smouldering ashes of the dwellings; nor even when those folk of Otter had told them all they had to tell could some of them refrain them from riding off to the burnt houses to seek for the bodies of their kindred.  But when they came there, and amidst the ashes could find no bones, their hearts were lightened, and yet so mad wroth they were, that some could scarce sit their horses, and great tears gushed from the eyes of some, and pattered down like hail-stones, so eager were they to see the blood of the Romans.  So they rode back to where they had left their folk talking with them of Otter; and the Bearings were sitting grim upon their horses and somewhat scowling on Otter’s men.  Then the foremost of those who had come back from the houses waved his hand toward the ford, but could say nought for a while; but the captain and chief of the Bearings, a grizzled man very big of body, whose name was Arinbiorn, spake to that man and said; “What aileth thee Sweinbiorn the Black?  What hast thou seen?”

He said:

“Now red and grey is the pavement of the Bearings’ house of old:
 Red yet is the floor of the dais, but the hearth all grey and cold.
 I knew not the house of my fathers; I could not call to mind
 The fashion of the building of that Warder of the Wind.
 O wide were grown the windows, and the roof exceeding high!
 For nought there was to look on ‘twixt the pavement and the sky.
 But the tie-beam lay on the dais, and methought its staining fair;
 For rings of smoothest charcoal were round it here and there,
 And the red flame flickered o’er it, and never a staining wight
 Hath red earth in his coffer so clear and glittering bright,
 And still the little smoke-wreaths curled o’er it pale and blue.
 Yea, fair is our hall’s adorning for a feast that is strange and new.”
 

Said Arinbiorn: “What sawest thou therein, O Sweinbiorn, where sat thy grandsire at the feast?  Where were the bones of thy mother lying?”

Said Sweinbiorn:

“We sought the feast-hall over, and nought we found therein
 Of the bones of the ancient mothers, or the younglings of the kin.
 The men are greedy, doubtless, to lose no whit of the prey,
 And will try if the hoary elders may yet outlive the way
 That leads to the southland cities, till at last they come to stand
 With the younglings in the market to be sold in an alien land.”
 

Arinbiorn’s brow lightened somewhat; but ere he could speak again an ancient thrall of the Galtings spake and said:

“True it is, O warriors of the Bearings, that we might not see any war-thralls being led away by the Romans when they came away from the burning dwellings; and we deem it certain that they crossed the water before the coming of the Romans, and that they are now with the stay-at-homes of the Wolfings in the wild-wood behind the Wolfing dwellings, for we hear tell that the War-duke would not that the Hall-Sun should hold the Hall against the whole Roman host.”

Then Sweinbiorn tossed up his sword into the air and caught it by the hilts as it fell, and cried out: “On, on to the meadow, where these thieves abide us!”  Arinbiorn spake no word, but turned his horse and rode down to the ford, and all men followed him; and of the Bearings there were an hundred warriors save one, and of the Wormings eighty and seven.

So rode they over the meadow and into the ford and over it, and Otter’s company stood on the bank to meet them, and shouted to see them; but the others made but little noise as they crossed the water.

So when they were on the western bank Arinbiorn came among them of Otter, and cried out: “Where then is Otter, where is the War-duke, is he alive or dead?”

And the throng opened to him and Otter stood facing him; and Arinbiorn spake and said: “Thou art alive and unhurt, War-duke, when many have been hurt and slain; and methinks thy company is little minished though the kindred of the Bearings lacketh a roof; and its elders and women and children are gone into captivity.  What is this?  Was it a light thing that gangrel thieves should burn and waste in Mid-mark and depart unhurt, that ye stand here with clean blades and cold bodies?”

Said Otter: “Thou grievest for the hurt of thine House, Arinbiorn; but this at least is good, that though ye have lost the timber of your house ye have not lost its flesh and blood; the shell is gone, but the kernel is saved: for thy folk are by this time in the wood with the Wolfing stay-at-homes, and among these are many who may fight on occasion, so they are safe as for this time: the Romans may not come at them to hurt them.”

Said Arinbiorn: “Had ye time to learn all this, Otter, when ye fled so fast before the Romans, that the father tarried not for the son, nor the son for the father?”

He spoke in a loud voice so that many heard him, and some deemed it evil; for anger and dissension between friends seemed abroad; but some were so eager for battle, that the word of Arinbiorn seemed good to them, and they laughed for pride and anger.

Then Otter answered meekly, for he was a wise man and a bold: “We fled not, Arinbiorn, but as the sword fleeth, when it springeth up from the iron helm to fall on the woollen coat.  Are we not now of more avail to you, O men of the Bearings, than our dead corpses would have been?”

Arinbiorn answered not, but his face waxed red, as if he were struggling with a weight hard to lift: then said Otter:

“But when will Thiodolf and the main battle be with us?”

Arinbiorn answered calmly: “Maybe in a little hour from now, or somewhat more.”

Said Otter: “My rede is that we abide him here, and when we are all met and well ordered together, fall on the Romans at once: for then shall we be more than they; whereas now we are far fewer, and moreover we shall have to set on them in their ground of vantage.”

Arinbiorn answered nothing; but an old man of the Bearings, one Thorbiorn, came up and spake:

“Warriors, here are we talking and taking counsel, though this is no Hallowed Thing to bid us what we shall do, and what we shall forbear; and to talk thus is less like warriors than old women wrangling over the why and wherefore of a broken crock.  Let the War-duke rule here, as is but meet and right.  Yet if I might speak and not break the peace of the Goths, then would I say this, that it might be better for us to fall on these Romans at once before they have cast up a dike about them, as Fox telleth is their wont, and that even in an hour they may do much.”

As he spake there was a murmur of assent about him, but Otter spake sharply, for he was grieved.

“Thorbiorn, thou art old, and shouldest not be void of prudence.  Now it had been better for thee to have been in the wood to-day to order the women and the swains according to thine ancient wisdom than to egg on my young warriors to fare unwarily.  Here will I abide Thiodolf.”

Then Thorbiorn reddened and was wroth; but Arinbiorn spake:

“What is this to-do?  Let the War-duke rule as is but right: but I am now become a man of Thiodolf’s company; and he bade me haste on before to help all I might.  Do thou as thou wilt, Otter: for Thiodolf shall be here in an hour’s space, and if much diking shall be done in an hour, yet little slaying, forsooth, shall be done, and that especially if the foe is all armed and slayeth women and children.  Yea if the Bearing women be all slain, yet shall not Tyr make us new ones out of the stones of the waste to wed with the Galtings and the fish-eating Houses? — this is easy to be done forsooth.  Yea, easier than fighting the Romans and overcoming them!”

And he was very wrath, and turned away; and again there was a murmur and a hum about him.  But while these had been speaking aloud, Sweinbiorn had been talking softly to some of the younger men, and now he shook his naked sword in the air and spake aloud and sang:

“Ye tarry, Bears of Battle! ye linger, Sons of the Worm!
 Ye crouch adown, O kindreds, from the gathering of the storm!
 Ye say, it shall soon pass over and we shall fare afield
 And reap the wheat with the war-sword and winnow in the shield.
 But where shall be the corner wherein ye then shall abide,
 And where shall be the woodland where the whelps of the bears shall hide
 When ‘twixt the snowy mountains and the edges of the sea
 These men have swept the wild-wood and the fields where men may be
 Of every living sword-blade, and every quivering spear,
 And in the southland cities the yoke of slaves ye bear?
 Lo ye! whoever follows I fare to sow the seed
 Of the days to be hereafter and the deed that comes of deed.”
 

Therewith he waved his sword over his head, and made as if he would spur onward.  But Arinbiorn thrust through the press and outwent him and cried out:

“None goeth before Arinbiorn the Old when the battle is pitched in the meadows of the kindred.  Come, ye sons of the Bear, ye children of the Worm!  And come ye, whosoever hath a will to see stout men die!”

Then on he rode nor looked behind him, and the riders of the Bearings and the Wormings drew themselves out of the throng, and followed him, and rode clattering over the meadow towards Wolfstead.  A few of the others rode with them, and yet but a few.  For they remembered the holy Folk-mote and the oath of the War-duke, and how they had chosen Otter to be their leader.  Howbeit, man looked askance at man, as if in shame to be left behind.

But Otter bethought him in the flash of a moment, “If these men ride alone, they shall die and do nothing; and if we ride with them it may be that we shall overthrow the Romans, and if we be vanquished, it shall go hard but we shall slay many of them, so that it shall be the easier for Thiodolf to deal with them.”

Then he spake hastily, and bade certain men abide at the ford for a guard; then he drew his sword and rode to the front of his folk, and cried out aloud to them:

“Now at last has come the time to die, and let them of the Markmen who live hereafter lay us in howe.  Set on, Sons of Tyr, and give not your lives away, but let them be dearly earned of our foemen.”

Then all shouted loudly and gladly; nor were they otherwise than exceeding glad; for now had they forgotten all other joys of life save the joy of fighting for the kindred and the days to be.

So Otter led them forth, and when he heard the whole company clattering and thundering on the earth behind him and felt their might enter into him, his brow cleared, and the anxious lines in the face of the old man smoothed themselves out, and as he rode along the soul so stirred within him that he sang out aloud:

“Time was when hot was the summer and I was young on the earth,
 And I grudged me every moment that lacked its share of mirth.
 I woke in the morn and was merry and all the world methought
 For me and my heart’s deliverance that hour was newly wrought.
 I have passed through the halls of manhood, I have reached the doors of eld,
 And I have been glad and sorry, but ever have upheld
 My heart against all trouble that none might call me sad,
 But ne’er came such remembrance of how my heart was glad
 In the afternoon of summer ‘neath the still unwearied sun
 Of the days when I was little and all deeds were hopes to be won,
 As now at last it cometh when e’en in such-like tide,
 For the freeing of my trouble o’er the fathers’ field I ride.”
 

Many men perceived that he sang, and saw that he was merry, howbeit few heard his very words, and yet all were glad of him.

Fast they rode, being wishful to catch up with the Bearings and the Wormings, and soon they came anigh them, and they, hearing the thunder of the horse-hoofs, looked and saw that it was the company of Otter, and so slacked their speed till they were all joined together with joyous shouting and laughter.  So then they ordered the ranks anew and so set forward in great joy without haste or turmoil toward Wolfstead and the Romans.  For now the bitterness of their fury and the sourness of their abiding wrath were turned into the mere joy of battle; even as the clear red and sweet wine comes of the ugly ferment and rough trouble of the must.






  








CHAPTER XXIII — THIODOLF MEETETH THE ROMANS IN THE WOLFING MEADOW
 

It was scarce an hour after this that the footmen of Thiodolf came out of the thicket road on to the meadow of the Bearings; there saw they men gathered on a rising ground, and they came up to them and saw how some of them were looking with troubled faces towards the ford and what lay beyond it, and some toward the wood and the coming of Thiodolf.  But these were they whom Otter had bidden abide Thiodolf there, and he had sent two messengers to them for Thiodolf’s behoof that he might have due tidings so soon as he came out of the thicket: the first told how Otter had been compelled in a manner to fall on the Romans along with the riders of the Bearings and the Wormings, and the second who had but just then come, told how the Markmen had been worsted by the Romans, and had given back from the Wolfing dwellings, and were making a stand against the foemen in the meadow betwixt the ford and Wolfstead.

Now when Thiodolf heard of these tidings he stayed not to ask long questions, but led the whole host straightway down to the ford, lest the remnant of Otter’s men should be driven down there, and the Romans should hold the western bank against him.

At the ford there was none to withstand them, nor indeed any man at all; for the men whom Otter had set there, when they heard that the battle had gone against their kindred, had ridden their ways to join them.  So Thiodolf crossed over the ford, he and his in good order all afoot, he like to the others; but for him he was clad in the Dwarf-wrought Hauberk, but was unhelmeted and bare no shield.  Throng-plough was naked in his hand as he came up all dripping on to the bank and stood in the meadow of the Wolfings; his face was stern and set as he gazed straight onward to the place of the fray, but he did not look as joyous as his wont was in going down to the battle.

Now they had gone but a short way from the ford before the noise of the fight and the blowing of horns came down the wind to them, but it was a little way further before they saw the fray with their eyes; because the ground fell away from the river somewhat at first, and then rose and fell again before it went up in one slope toward the Wolfing dwellings.

But when they were come to the top of the next swelling of the ground, they beheld from thence what they had to deal with; for there round about a ground of vantage was the field black with the Roman host, and in the midst of it was a tangle of struggling men and tossing spears, and glittering swords.

So when they beheld the battle of their kindred they gave a great shout and hastened onward the faster; and they were ordered into the wedge-array and Thiodolf led them, as meet it was.  And now even as they who were on the outward edge of the array and could see what was toward were looking on the battle with eager eyes, there came an answering shout down the wind, which they knew for the voice of the Goths amid the foemen, and then they saw how the ring of the Romans shook and parted, and their array fell back, and lo the company of the Markmen standing stoutly together, though sorely minished; and sure it was that they had not fled or been scattered, but were ready to fall one over another in one band, for there were no men straggling towards the ford, though many masterless horses ran here and there about the meadow.  Now, therefore, none doubted but that they would deliver their friends from the Romans, and overthrow the foemen.

But now befel a wonder, a strange thing to tell of.  The Romans soon perceived what was adoing, whereupon the half of them turned about to face the new comers, while the other half still withstood the company of Otter: the wedge-array of Thiodolf drew nearer and nearer till it was hard on the place where it should spread itself out to storm down on the foe, and the Goths beset by the Romans made them ready to fall on from their side.  There was Thiodolf leading his host, and all men looking for the token and sign to fall on; but even as he lifted up Throng-plough to give that sign, a cloud came over his eyes and he saw nought of all that was before him, and he staggered back as one who hath gotten a deadly stroke, and so fell swooning to the earth, though none had smitten him.  Then stayed was the wedge-array even at the very point of onset, and the hearts of the Goths sank, for they deemed that their leader was slain, and those who were nearest to him raised him up and bore him hastily aback out of the battle; and the Romans also had beheld him fall, and they also deemed him dead or sore hurt, and shouted for joy and loitered not, but stormed forth on the wedge-array like valiant men; for it must be told that they, who erst out-numbered the company of Otter, were now much out-numbered, but they deemed it might well be that they could dismay the Goths since they had been stayed by the fall of their leader; and Otter’s company were wearied with sore fighting against a great host.  Nevertheless these last, who had not seen the fall of Thiodolf (for the Romans were thick between him and them) fell on with such exceeding fury that they drove the Romans who faced them back on those who had set on the wedge-array, which also stood fast undismayed; for he who stood next to Thiodolf, a man big of body, and stout of heart, hight Thorolf, hove up a great axe and cried out aloud:

“Here is the next man to Thiodolf! here is one who will not fall till some one thrusts him over, here is Thorolf of the Wolfings!  Stand fast and shield you, and smite, though Thiodolf be gone untimely to the Gods!”

So none gave back a foot, and fierce was the fight about the wedge-array; and the men of Otter — but there was no Otter there, and many another man was gone, and Arinbiorn the Old led them — these stormed on so fiercely that they cleft their way through all and joined themselves to their kindred, and the battle was renewed in the Wolfing meadow.  But the Romans had this gain, that Thiodolf’s men had let go their occasion for falling on the Romans with their line spread out so that every man might use his weapons; yet were the Goths strong both in valiancy and in numbers, nor might the Romans break into their array, and as aforesaid the Romans were the fewer, for it was less than half of their host that had pursued the Goths when they had been thrust back from their fierce onset: nor did more than the half seem needed, so many of them had fallen along with Otter the War-duke and Sweinbiorn of the Bearings, that they seemed to the Romans but a feeble band easy to overcome.

So fought they in the Wolfing meadow in the fifth hour after high-noon, and neither yielded to the other: but while these things were a-doing, men laid Thiodolf adown aloof from the battle under a doddered oak half a furlong from where the fight was a-doing, round whose bole clung flocks of wool from the sheep that drew around it in the hot summer-tide and rubbed themselves against it, and the ground was trodden bare of grass round the bole, and close to the trunk was worn into a kind of trench.  There then they laid Thiodolf, and they wondered that no blood came from him, and that there was no sign of a shot-weapon in his body.

But as for him, when he fell, all memory of the battle and what had gone before it faded from his mind, and he passed into sweet and pleasant dreams wherein he was a lad again in the days before he had fought with the three Hun-Kings in the hazelled field.  And in these dreams he was doing after the manner of young lads, sporting in the meadows, backing unbroken colts, swimming in the river, going a-hunting with the elder carles.  And especially he deemed that he was in the company of one old man who had taught him both wood-craft and the handling of weapons: and fair at first was his dream of his doings with this man; he was with him in the forge smithying a sword-blade, and hammering into its steel the thin golden wires; and fishing with an angle along with him by the eddies of Mirkwood-water; and sitting with him in an ingle of the Hall, the old man telling a tale of an ancient warrior of the Wolfings hight Thiodolf also: then suddenly and without going there, they were in a little clearing of the woods resting after hunting, a roe-deer with an arrow in her lying at their feet, and the old man was talking, and telling Thiodolf in what wise it was best to go about to get the wind of a hart; but all the while there was going on the thunder of a great gale of wind through the woodland boughs, even as the drone of a bag-pipe cleaves to the tune.  Presently Thiodolf arose and would go about his hunting again, and stooped to take up his spear, and even therewith the old man’s speech stayed, and Thiodolf looked up, and lo, his face was white like stone, and he touched him, and he was hard as flint, and like the image of an ancient god as to his face and hands, though the wind stirred his hair and his raiment, as they did before.  Therewith a great pang smote Thiodolf in his dream, and he felt as if he also were stiffening into stone, and he strove and struggled, and lo, the wild-wood was gone, and a white light empty of all vision was before him, and as he moved his head this became the Wolfing meadow, as he had known it so long, and thereat a soft pleasure and joy took hold of him, till again he looked, and saw there no longer the kine and sheep, and the herd-women tending them, but the rush and turmoil of that fierce battle, the confused thundering noise of which was going up to the heavens; for indeed he was now fully awake again.

So he stood up and looked about; and around him was a ring of the sorrowful faces of the warriors, who had deemed that he was hurt deadly, though no hurt could they find upon him.  But the Dwarf-wrought Hauberk lay upon the ground beside him; for they had taken it off him to look for his hurts.

So he looked into their faces and said: “What aileth you, ye men?  I am alive and unhurt; what hath betided?”

And one said: “Art thou verily alive, or a man come back from the dead?  We saw thee fall as thou wentest leading us against the foe as if thou hadst been smitten by a thunder-bolt, and we deemed thee dead or grievously hurt.  Now the carles are fighting stoutly, and all is well since thou livest yet.”

So he said: “Give me the point and edges that I know, that I may smite myself therewith and not the foemen; for I have feared and blenched from the battle.”

Said an old warrior: “If that be so, Thiodolf, wilt thou blench twice?  Is not once enough?  Now let us go back to the hard handplay, and if thou wilt, smite thyself after the battle, when we have once more had a man’s help of thee.”

Therewith he held out Throng-plough to him by the point, and Thiodolf took hold of the hilts and handled it and said: “Let us hasten, while the Gods will have it so, and while they are still suffering me to strike a stroke for the kindred.”

And therewith he brandished Throng-plough, and went forth toward the battle, and the heart grew hot within him, and the joy of waking life came back to him, the joy which but erewhile he had given to a mere dream.

But the old man who had rebuked him stooped down and lifted the Hauberk from the ground, and cried out after him, “O Thiodolf, and wilt thou go naked into so strong a fight? and thou with this so goodly sword-rampart?”

Thiodolf stayed a moment, and even therewith they looked, and lo! the Romans giving back before the Goths and the Goths following up the chase, but slowly and steadily.  Then Thiodolf heeded nothing save the battle, but ran forward hastily, and those warriors followed him, the old man last of all holding the Hauberk in his hand, and muttering:

“So fares hot blood to the glooming and the world beneath the grass;
 And the fruit of the Wolfings’ orchard in a flash from the world must pass.
 Men say that the tree shall blossom in the garden of the folk,
 And the new twig thrust him forward from the place where the old one broke,
 And all be well as aforetime: but old and old I grow,
 And I doubt me if such another the folk to come shall know.”
 

And he still hurried forward as fast as his old body might go, so that he might wrap the safeguard of the Hauberk round Thiodolf’s body.






  








CHAPTER XXIV — THE GOTHS ARE OVERTHROWN BY THE ROMANS
 

Now rose up a mighty shout when Thiodolf came back to the battle of the kindreds, for many thought he had been slain; and they gathered round about him, and cried out to him joyously out of their hearts of good-fellowship, and the old man who had rebuked Thiodolf, and who was Jorund of the Wolfings, came up to him and reached out to him the Hauberk, and he did it on scarce heeding; for all his heart and soul was turned toward the battle of the Romans and what they were a-doing; and he saw that they were falling back in good order, as men out-numbered, but undismayed.  So he gathered all his men together and ordered them afresh; for they were somewhat disarrayed with the fray and the chase: and now he no longer ordered them in the wedge array, but in a line here three deep, here five deep, or more, for the foes were hard at hand, and outnumbered, and so far overcome, that he and all men deemed it a little matter to give these their last overthrow, and then onward to Wolf-stead to storm on what was left there and purge the house of the foemen.  Howbeit Thiodolf bethought him that succour might come to the Romans from their main-battle, as they needed not many men there, since there was nought to fear behind them: but the thought was dim within him, for once more since he had gotten the Hauberk on him the earth was wavering and dream-like: he looked about him, and nowise was he as in past days of battle when he saw nought but the foe before him, and hoped for nothing save the victory.  But now indeed the Wood-Sun seemed to him to be beside him, and not against his will, as one besetting and hindering him, but as though his own longing had drawn her thither and would not let her depart; and whiles it seemed to him that her beauty was clearer to be seen than the bodies of the warriors round about him.  For the rest he seemed to be in a dream indeed, and, as men do in dreams, to be for ever striving to be doing something of more moment than anything which he did, but which he must ever leave undone.  And as the dream gathered and thickened about him the foe before him changed to his eyes, and seemed no longer the stern brown-skinned smooth-faced men under their crested iron helms with their iron-covered shields before them, but rather, big-headed men, small of stature, long-bearded, swart, crooked of body, exceeding foul of aspect.  And he looked on and did nothing for a while, and his head whirled as though he had been grievously smitten.

Thus tarried the kindreds awhile, and they were bewildered and their hearts fell because Thiodolf did not fly on the foemen like a falcon on the quarry, as his wont was.  But as for the Romans, they had now stayed, and were facing their foes again, and that on a vantage-ground, since the field sloped up toward the Wolfing dwelling; and they gathered heart when they saw that the Goths tarried and forbore them.  But the sun was sinking, and the evening was hard at hand.

So at last Thiodolf led forward with Throng-plough held aloft in his right hand; but his left hand he held out by his side, as though he were leading someone along.  And as he went, he muttered: “When will these accursed sons of the nether earth leave the way clear to us, that we may be alone and take pleasure each in each amidst of the flowers and the sun?”

Now as the two hosts drew near to one another, again came the sound of trumpets afar off, and men knew that this would be succour coming to the Romans from their main-battle, and the Romans thereon shouted for joy, and the host of the kindreds might no longer forbear, but rushed on fiercely against them; and for Thiodolf it was now come to this, that so entangled was he in his dream that he rather went with his men than led them.  Yet had he Throng-plough in his right hand, and he muttered in his beard as he went, “Smite before! smite behind! and smite on the right hand! but never on the left!”

Thus then they met, and as before, neither might the Goths sweep the Romans away, nor the Romans break the Goths into flight; yet were many of the kindred anxious and troubled, since they knew that aid was coming to the Romans, and they heard the trumpets sounding nearer and more joyous; and at last, as the men of the kindreds were growing a-wearied with fighting, they heard those horns as it were in their very ears, and the thunder of the tramp of footmen, and they knew that a fresh host of men was upon them; then those they had been fighting with opened before them, falling aside to the right and the left, and the fresh men passing between them, fell on the Goths like the waters of a river when a sluice-gate is opened.  They came on in very good order, never breaking their ranks, but swift withal, smiting and pushing before them, and so brake through the array of the Goth-folk, and drave them this way and that way down the slopes.

Yet still fought the warriors of the kindred most valiantly, making stand and facing the foe again and again in knots of a score or two score, or maybe ten score; and though many a man was slain, yet scarce any one before he had slain or hurt a Roman; and some there were, and they the oldest, who fought as if they and the few about them were all the host that was left to the folk, and heeded not that others were driven back, or that the Romans gathered about them, cutting them off from all succour and aid, but went on smiting till they were felled with many strokes.

Howbeit the array of the Goths was broken and many were slain, and perforce they must give back, and it seemed as if they would be driven into the river and all be lost.

But for Thiodolf, this befell him: that at first, when those fresh men fell on, he seemed, as it were, to wake unto himself again, and he cried aloud the cry of the Wolf, and thrust into the thickest of the fray, and slew many and was hurt of none, and for a moment of time there was an empty space round about him, such fear he cast even into the valiant hearts of the foemen.  But those who had time to see him as they stood by him noted that he was as pale as a dead man, and his eyes set and staring; and so of a sudden, while he stood thus threatening the ring of doubtful foemen, the weakness took him again, Throng-plough tumbled from his hand, and he fell to earth as one dead.

Then of those who saw him some deemed that he had been striving against some secret hurt till he could do no more; and some that there was a curse abroad that had fallen upon him and upon all the kindreds of the Mark; some thought him dead and some swooning.  But, dead or alive, the warriors would not leave their War-duke among the foemen, so they lifted him, and gathered about him a goodly band that held its own against all comers, and fought through the turmoil stoutly and steadily; and others gathered to them, till they began to be something like a host again, and the Romans might not break them into knots of desperate men any more.

Thus they fought their way, Arinbiorn of the Bearings leading them now, with a mind to make a stand for life or death on some vantage-ground; and so, often turning upon the Romans, they came in array ever growing more solid to the rising ground looking one way over the ford and the other to the slopes where the battle had just been.  There they faced the foe as men who may be slain, but will be driven no further; and what bowmen they had got spread out from their flanks and shot on the Romans, who had with them no light-armed, or slingers or bowmen, for they had left them at Wolf-stead.  So the Romans stood a while, and gave breathing-space to the Markmen, which indeed was the saving of them: for if they had fallen on hotly and held to it steadily, it is like that they would have passed over all the bodies of the Markmen: for these had lost their leader, either slain, as some thought, or, as others thought, banned from leadership by the Gods; and their host was heavy-hearted; and though it is like that they would have stood there till each had fallen over other, yet was their hope grown dim, and the whole folk brought to a perilous and fearful pass, for if these were slain or scattered there were no more but they, and nought between fire and the sword and the people of the Mark.

But once again the faint-heart folly of the Roman Captain saved his foes: for whereas he once thought that the whole power of the Markmen lay in Otter and his company, and deemed them too little to meddle with, so now he ran his head into the other hedge, and deemed that Thiodolf’s company was but a part of the succour that was at hand for the Goths, and that they were over-big for him to meddle with.

True it is also that now dark night was coming on, and the land was unknown to the Romans, who moreover trusted not wholly to the dastards of the Goths who were their guides and scouts: furthermore the wood was at hand, and they knew not what it held; and with all this and above it all, it is to be said that over them also had fallen a dread of some doom anear; for those habitations amidst of the wild-woods were terrible to them as they were dear to the Goths; and the Gods of their foemen seemed to be lying in wait to fall upon them, even if they should slay every man of the kindreds.

So now having driven back the Goths to that height over the ford, which indeed was no stronghold, no mountain, scarce a hill even, nought but a gentle swelling of the earth, they forebore them; and raising up the whoop of victory drew slowly aback, picking up their own dead and wounded, and slaying the wounded Markmen.  They had with them also some few captives, but not many; for the fighting had been to the death between man and man on the Wolfing Meadow.






  








CHAPTER XXV — THE HOST OF THE MARKMEN COMETH INTO THE WILD-WOOD
 

Yet though the Romans were gone, the Goth-folk were very hard bested.  They had been overthrown, not sorely maybe if they had been in an alien land, and free to come and go as they would; yet sorely as things were, because the foeman was sitting in their own House, and they must needs drag him out of it or perish: and to many the days seemed evil, and the Gods fighting against them, and both the Wolfings and the other kindreds bethought them of the Hall-Sun and her wisdom and longed to hear of tidings concerning her.

But now the word ran through the host that Thiodolf was certainly not slain.  Slowly he had come to himself, and yet was not himself, for he sat among his men gloomy and silent, clean contrary to his wont; for hitherto he had been a merry man, and a joyous fellow.

Amidst of the ridge whereon the Markmen now abode, there was a ring made of the chief warriors and captains and wise men who had not been slain or grievously hurt in the fray, and amidst them all sat Thiodolf on the ground, his chin sunken on his breast, looking more like a captive than the leader of a host amidst of his men; and that the more as his scabbard was empty; for when Throng-plough had fallen from his hand, it had been trodden under foot, and lost in the turmoil.  There he sat, and the others in that ring of men looked sadly upon him; such as Arinbiorn of the Bearings, and Wolfkettle and Thorolf of his own House, and Hiarandi of the Elkings, and Geirbald the Shielding, the messenger of the woods, and Fox who had seen the Roman Garth, and many others.  It was night now, and men had lighted fires about the host, for they said that the Romans knew where to find them if they listed to seek; and about those fires were men eating and drinking what they might come at, but amidmost of that ring was the biggest fire, and men turned them towards it for counsel and help, for elsewhere none said, “What do we?” for they were heavy-hearted and redeless, since the Gods had taken the victory out of their hands just when they seemed at point to win it.

But amidst all this there was a little stir outside that biggest ring, and men parted, and through them came a swain amongst the chiefs, and said, “Who will lead me to the War-duke?”

Thiodolf, who was close beside the lad, answered never a word; but Arinbiorn said; “This man here sitting is the War-duke: speak to him, for he may hearken to thee: but first who art thou?”

Said the lad; “My name is Ali the son of Grey, and I come with a message from the Hall-Sun and the stay-at-homes who are in the Woodland.”

Now when he named the Hall-Sun Thiodolf started and looked up, and turning to his left-hand said, “And what sayeth thy daughter?”

Men did not heed that he said thy daughter, but deemed that he said my daughter, since he was wont as her would-be foster-father to call her so.  But Ali spake:

“War-duke and ye chieftains, thus saith the Hall-Sun: ‘I know that by this time Otter hath been slain and many another, and ye have been overthrown and chased by the Romans, and that now there is little counsel in you except to abide the foe where ye are and there to die valiantly.  But now do my bidding and as I am bidden, and then whosoever dieth or liveth, the kindreds shall vanquish that they may live and grow greater.  Do ye thus: the Romans think no otherwise but to find you here to-morrow or else departed across the water as broken men, and they will fall upon you with their whole host, and then make a war-garth after their manner at Wolf-stead and carry fire and the sword and the chains of thralldom into every House of the Mark.  Now therefore fetch a compass and come into the wood on the north-west of the houses and make your way to the Thing-stead of the Mid-mark.  For who knoweth but that to-morrow we may fall upon these thieves again?  Of this shall ye hear more when we may speak together and take counsel face to face; for we stay-at-homes know somewhat closely of the ways of these Romans.  Haste then! let not the grass grow over your feet!

“‘But to thee, Thiodolf, have I a word to say when we meet; for I wot that as now thou canst not hearken to my word.’  Thus saith the Hall-Sun.”

“Wilt thou speak, War-duke?” said Arinbiorn.  But Thiodolf shook his head.  Then said Arinbiorn; “Shall I speak for thee?” and Thiodolf nodded yea.  Then said Arinbiorn: “Ali son of Grey, art thou going back to her that sent thee?”

“Yea,” said the lad, “but in your company, for ye will be coming straightway and I know all the ways closely; and there is need for a guide through the dark night as ye will see presently.”

Then stood up Arinbiorn and said: “Chiefs and captains, go ye speedily and array your men for departure: bid them leave all the fires burning and come their ways as silently as maybe; for now will we wend this same hour before moonrise into the Wild-wood and the Thing-stead of Mid-mark; thus saith the War-duke.”

But when they were gone, and Arinbiorn and Thiodolf were left alone, Thiodolf lifted up his head and spake slowly and painfully:

“Arinbiorn, I thank thee: and thou dost well to lead this folk: since as for me that is somewhat that weighs me down, and I know not whether it be life or death; therefore I may no longer be your captain, for twice now have I blenched from the battle.  Yet command me, and I will obey, set a sword in my hand and I will smite, till the God snatches it out of my hand, as he did Throng-plough to-day.”

“And that is well,” said Arinbiorn, “it may be that ye shall meet that God to-morrow, and heave up sword against him, and either overcome him or go to thy fathers a proud and valiant man.”

So they spake, and Thiodolf stood up and seemed of better cheer.  But presently the whole host was afoot, and they went their ways warily with little noise, and wound little by little about the Wolfing meadow and about the acres towards the wood at the back of the Houses; and they met nothing by the way except an out-guard of the Romans, whom they slew there nigh silently, and bore away their bodies, twelve in number, lest the Romans when they sent to change the guard, should find the slain and have an inkling of the way the Goths were gone; but now they deemed that the Romans might think their guard fled, or perchance that they had been carried away by the Gods of the woodland folk.

So came they into the wood, and Arinbiorn and the chiefs were for striking the All-men’s road to the Thing-stead and so coming thither; but the lad Ali when he heard it laughed and said:

“If ye would sleep to-night ye shall wend another way.  For the Hall-Sun hath had us at work cumbering it against the foe with great trees felled with limbs, branches, and all.  And indeed ye shall find the Thing-stead fenced like a castle, and the in-gate hard to find; yet will I bring you thither.”

So did he without delay, and presently they came anigh the Thing-stead; and the place was fenced cunningly, so that if men would enter they must go by a narrow way that had a fence of tree-trunks on each side wending inward like the maze in a pleasance.  Thereby now wended the host all afoot, since it was a holy place and no beast must set foot therein, so that the horses were left without it: so slowly and right quietly once more they came into the garth of the Thing-stead; and lo, a many folk there, of the Wolfings and the Bearings and other kindreds, who had gathered thereto; and albeit these were not warriors in their prime, yet were there none save the young children and the weaker of the women but had weapons of some kind; and they were well ordered, standing or sitting in ranks like folk awaiting battle.  There were booths of boughs and rushes set up for shelter of the feebler women and the old men and children along the edges of the fence, for the Hall-Sun had bidden them keep the space clear round about the Doom-ring and the Hill-of-Speech as if for a mighty folk-mote, so that the warriors might have room to muster there and order their array.  There were some cooking-fires lighted about the aforesaid booths, but neither many nor great, and they were screened with wattle from the side that lay toward the Romans; for the Hall-Sun would not that they should hold up lanterns for their foemen to find them by.  Little noise there was in that stronghold, moreover, for the hearts of all who knew their right hands from their left were set on battle and the destruction of the foe that would destroy the kindreds.

Anigh the Speech-Hill, on its eastern side, had the bole of a slender beech tree been set up, and at the top of it a cross-beam was nailed on, and therefrom hung the wondrous lamp, the Hall-Sun, glimmering from on high, and though its light was but a glimmer amongst the mighty wood, yet was it also screened on three sides from the sight of the chance wanderer by wings of thin plank.  But beneath her namesake as beforetime in the Hall sat the Hall-Sun, the maiden, on a heap of faggots, and she was wrapped in a dark blue cloak from under which gleamed the folds of the fair golden-broidered gown she was wont to wear at folk-motes, and her right hand rested on a naked sword that lay across her knees: beside her sat the old man Sorli, the Wise in War, and about her were slim lads and sturdy maidens and old carles of the thralls or freedmen ready to bear the commands that came from her mouth; for she and Sorli were the captains of the stay-at-homes.

Now came Thiodolf and Arinbiorn and other leaders into the ring of men before her, and she greeted them kindly and said:

“Hail, Sons of Tyr! now that I behold you again it seemeth to me as if all were already won: the time of waiting hath been weary, and we have borne the burden of fear every day from morn till even, and in the waking hour we presently remembered it.  But now ye are come, even if this Thing-stead were lighted by the flames of the Wolfing Roof instead of by these moonbeams; even if we had to begin again and seek new dwellings, and another water and other meadows, yet great should grow the kindreds of the Men who have dwelt in the Mark, and nought should overshadow them: and though the beasts and the Romans were dwelling in their old places, yet should these kindreds make new clearings in the Wild-wood; and they with their deeds should cause other waters to be famous, that as yet have known no deeds of man; and they should compel the Earth to bear increase round about their dwelling-places for the welfare of the kindreds.  O Sons of Tyr, friendly are your faces, and undismayed, and the Terror of the Nations has not made you afraid any more than would the onrush of the bisons that feed adown the grass hills.  Happy is the eve, O children of the Goths, yet shall to-morrow morn be happier.”

Many heard what she spake, and a murmur of joy ran through the ranks of men: for they deemed her words to forecast victory.

And now amidst her speaking, the moon, which had arisen on Mid-mark, when the host first entered into the wood, had overtopped the tall trees that stood like a green wall round about the Thing-stead, and shone down on that assembly, and flashed coldly back from the arms of the warriors.  And the Hall-Sun cast off her dark blue cloak and stood up in her golden-broidered raiment, which flashed back the grey light like as it had been an icicle hanging from the roof of some hall in the midnight of Yule, when the feast is high within, and without the world is silent with the night of the ten-weeks’ frost.

Then she spake again: “O War-duke, thy mouth is silent; speak to this warrior of the Bearings that he bid the host what to do; for wise are ye both, and dear are the minutes of this night and should not be wasted; since they bring about the salvation of the Wolfings, and the vengeance of the Bearings, and the hope renewed of all the kindreds.”

Then Thiodolf abode a while with his head down cast; his bosom heaved, and he set his left hand to his swordless scabbard, and his right to his throat, as though he were sore troubled with something he might not tell of: but at last he lifted up his head and spoke to Arinbiorn, but slowly and painfully, as he had spoken before:

“Chief of the Bearings, go up on to the Hill of Speech, and speak to the folk out of thy wisdom, and let them know that to-morrow early before the sun-rising those that may, and are not bound by the Gods against it, shall do deeds according to their might, and win rest for themselves, and new days of deeds for the kindreds.”

Therewith he ceased, and let his head fall again, and the Hall-Sun looked at him askance.  But Arinbiorn clomb the Speech-Hill and said:

“Men of the kindreds, it is now a few days since we first met the Romans and fought with them; and whiles we have had the better, and whiles the worse in our dealings, as oft in war befalleth: for they are men, and we no less than men.  But now look to it what ye will do; for we may no longer endure these outlanders in our houses, and we must either die or get our own again: and that is not merely a few wares stored up for use, nor a few head of neat, nor certain timbers piled up into a dwelling, but the life we have made in the land we have made.  I show you no choice, for no choice there is.  Here are we bare of everything in the wild-wood: for the most part our children are crying for us at home, our wives are longing for us in our houses, and if we come not to them in kindness, the Romans shall come to them in grimness.  Down yonder in the plain, moreover, is our wain-burg slowly drawing near to us, and with it is much livelihood of ours, which is a little thing, for we may get more; but also there are our banners of battle and the tokens of the kindred, which is a great thing.  And between all this and us there lieth but little; nought but a band of valiant men, and a few swords and spears, and a few wounds, and the hope of death amidst the praise of the people; and this ye have to set out to wend across within two or three hours.  I will not ask if ye will do so, for I wot that even so ye will; therefore when I have done, shout not, nor clash sword on shield, for we are no great way off that house of ours wherein dwells the foe that would destroy us.  Let each man rest as he may, and sleep if he may with his war-gear on him and his weapons by his side, and when he is next awakened by the captains and the leaders of hundreds and scores, let him not think that it is night, but let him betake himself to his place among his kindred and be ready to go through the wood with as little noise as may be.  Now all is said that the War-duke would have me say, and to-morrow shall those see him who are foremost in falling upon the foemen, for he longeth sorely for his seat on the days of the Wolfing Hall.”

So he spake, and even as he bade them, they made no sound save a joyous murmur; and straightway the more part of them betook themselves to sleep as men who must busy themselves about a weighty matter; for they were wise in the ways of war.  So sank all the host to the ground save those who were appointed as watchers of the night, and Arinbiorn and Thiodolf and the Hall-Sun; they three yet stood together; and Arinbiorn said:

“Now it seems to me not so much as if we had vanquished the foe and were safe and at rest, but rather as if we had no foemen and never have had.  Deep peace is on me, though hitherto I have been deemed a wrathful man, and it is to me as if the kindreds that I love had filled the whole earth, and left no room for foemen: even so it may really be one day.  To-night it is well, yet to-morrow it shall be better.  What thine errand may be, Thiodolf, I scarce know; for something hath changed in thee, and thou art become strange to us.  But as for mine errand, I will tell it thee; it is that I am seeking Otter of the Laxings, my friend and fellow, whose wisdom my foolishness drave under the point and edge of the Romans, so that he is no longer here; I am seeking him, and to-morrow I think I shall find him, for he hath not had time to travel far, and we shall be blithe and merry together.  And now will I sleep; for I have bidden the watchers awaken me if any need be.  Sleep thou also, Thiodolf! and wake up thine old self when the moon is low.”  Therewith he laid himself down under the lee of the pile of faggots, and was presently asleep.






  








CHAPTER XXVI — THIODOLF TALKETH WITH THE WOOD-SUN
 

Now were Thiodolf and the Hall-Sun left alone together standing by the Speech-Hill; and the moon was risen high in the heavens above the tree-tops of the wild-wood.  Thiodolf scarce stirred, and he still held his head bent down as one lost in thought.

Then said the Hall-Sun, speaking softly amidst the hush of the camp:

“I have said that the minutes of this night are dear, and they are passing swiftly; and it may be that thou wilt have much to say and to do before the host is astir with the dawning.  So come thou with me a little way, that thou mayst hear of new tidings, and think what were best to do amidst them.”

And without more ado she took him by the hand and led him forth, and he went as he was led, not saying a word.  They passed out of the camp into the wood, none hindering, and went a long way where under the beech-leaves there was but a glimmer of the moonlight, and presently Thiodolf’s feet went as it were of themselves; for they had hit a path that he knew well and over-well.

So came they to that little wood-lawn where first in this tale Thiodolf met the Wood-Sun; and the stone seat there was not empty now any more than it was then; for thereon sat the Wood-Sun, clad once more in her glittering raiment.  Her head was sunken down, her face hidden by her hands; neither did she look up when she heard their feet on the grass, for she knew who they were.

Thiodolf lingered not; for a moment it was to him as if all that past time had never been, and its battles and hurry and hopes and fears but mere shows, and the unspoken words of a dream.  He went straight up to her and sat down by her side and put his arm about her shoulders, and strove to take her hand to caress it; but she moved but little, and it was as if she heeded him not.  And the Hall-Sun stood before them and looked at them for a little while; and then she fell to speech; but at the first sound of her voice, it seemed that the Wood-Sun trembled, but still she hid her face.  Said the Hall-Sun:

“Two griefs I see before me in mighty hearts grown great;
 And to change both these into gladness out-goes the power of fate.
 Yet I, a lonely maiden, have might to vanquish one
 Till it melt as the mist of the morning before the summer sun.
 O Wood-Sun, thou hast borne me, and I were fain indeed
 To give thee back thy gladness; but thou com’st of the Godhead’s seed,
 And herein my might avails not; because I can but show
 Unto these wedded sorrows the truth that the heart should know
 Ere the will hath wielded the hand; and for thee, I can tell thee nought
 That thou hast not known this long while; thy will and thine hand have wrought,
 And the man that thou lovest shall live in despite of Gods and of men,
 If yet thy will endureth.  But what shall it profit thee then
 That after the fashion of Godhead thou hast gotten thee a thrall
 To be thine and never another’s, whatso in the world may befall?
 Lo! yesterday this was a man, and to-morrow it might have been
 The very joy of the people, though never again it were seen;
 Yet a part of all they hoped for through all the lapse of years,
 To make their laughter happy and dull the sting of tears;
 To quicken all remembrance of deeds that never die,
 And death that maketh eager to live as the days go by.
 Yea, many a deed had he done as he lay in the dark of the mound;
 As the seed-wheat plotteth of spring, laid under the face of the ground
 That the foot of the husbandman treadeth, that the wind of the winter wears,
 That the turbid cold flood hideth from the constant hope of the years.
 This man that should leave in his death his life unto many an one
 Wilt thou make him a God of the fearful who live lone under the sun?
 And then shalt thou have what thou wouldedst when amidst of the hazelled field
 Thou kissed’st the mouth of the helper, and the hand of the people’s shield,
 Shalt thou have the thing that thou wouldedst when thou broughtest me to birth,
 And I, the soul of the Wolfings, began to look on earth?
 Wilt thou play the God, O mother, and make a man anew,
 A joyless thing and a fearful?  Then I betwixt you two,
 ‘Twixt your longing and your sorrow will cast the sundering word,
 And tell out all the story of that rampart of the sword!
 I shall bid my mighty father make choice of death in life,
 Or life in death victorious and the crownèd end of strife.”
 

Ere she had ended, the Wood-Sun let her hands fall down, and showed her face, which for all its unpaled beauty looked wearied and anxious; and she took Thiodolf’s hand in hers, while she looked with eyes of love upon the Hall-Sun, and Thiodolf laid his cheek to her cheek, and though he smiled not, yet he seemed as one who is happy.  At last the Wood-Sun spoke and said:

“Thou sayest sooth, O daughter: I am no God of might,
 Yet I am of their race, and I think with their thoughts and see with their sight,
 And the threat of the doom did I know of, and yet spared not to lie:
 For I thought that the fate foreboded might touch and pass us by,
 As the sword that heweth the war-helm and cleaveth a cantle away,
 And the cunning smith shall mend it and it goeth again to the fray;
 If my hand might have held for a moment, yea, even against his will,
 The life of my belovèd!  But Weird is the master still:
 And this man’s love of my body and his love of the ancient kin
 Were matters o’er mighty to deal with and the game withal to win.
 Woe’s me for the waning of all things, and my hope that needs must fade
 As the fruitless sun of summer on the waste where nought is made!
 And now farewell, O daughter, thou mayst not see the kiss
 Of the hapless and the death-doomed when I have told of this;
 Yet once again shalt thou see him, though I no more again,
 Fair with the joy that hopeth and dieth not in vain.”
 

Then came the Hall-Sun close to her, and knelt down by her, and laid her head upon her knees and wept for love of her mother, who kissed her oft and caressed her; and Thiodolf’s hand strayed, as it were, on to his daughter’s head, and he looked kindly on her, though scarce now as if he knew her.  Then she arose when she had kissed her mother once more, and went her ways from that wood-lawn into the woods again, and so to the Folk-mote of her people.

But when those twain were all alone again, the Wood-Sun spoke: “O Thiodolf canst thou hear me and understand?”

“Yea,” he said, “when thou speakest of certain matters, as of our love together, and of our daughter that came of our love.”

“Thiodolf,” she said, “How long shall our love last?”

“As long as our life,” he said.

“And if thou diest to-day, where then shall our love be?” said the Wood-Sun.

He said, “I must now say, I wot not; though time was I had said, It shall abide with the soul of the Wolfing Kindred.”

She said: “And when that soul dieth, and the kindred is no more?”

“Time agone,” quoth he, “I had said, it shall abide with the Kindreds of the Earth; but now again I say, I wot not.”

“Will the Earth hide it,” said she, “when thou diest and art borne to mound?”

“Even so didst thou say when we spake together that other night,” said he; “and now I may say nought against thy word.”

“Art thou happy, O Folk-Wolf?” she said.

“Why dost thou ask me?” said he; “I know not; we were sundered and I longed for thee; thou art here; it is enough.”

“And the people of thy Kindred?” she said, “dost thou not long for them?”

He said; “Didst thou not say that I was not of them?  Yet were they my friends, and needed me, and I loved them: but by this evening they will need me no more, or but little; for they will be victorious over their foes: so hath the Hall-Sun foretold.  What then! shall I take all from thee to give little to them?”

“Thou art wise,” she said; “Wilt thou go to battle to-day?”

“So it seemeth,” said he.

She said: “And wilt thou bear the Dwarf-wrought Hauberk? for if thou dost, thou wilt live, and if thou dost not, thou wilt die.”

“I will bear it,” said he, “that I may live to love thee.”

“Thinkest thou that any evil goes with it?” said she.

There came into his face a flash of his ancient boldness as he answered: “So it seemed to me yesterday, when I fought clad in it the first time; and I fell unsmitten on the meadow, and was shamed, and would have slain myself but for thee.  And yet it is not so that any evil goes with it; for thou thyself didst say that past night that there was no evil weird in it.”

She said: “How then if I lied that night?”

Said he; “It is the wont of the Gods to lie, and be unashamed, and men-folk must bear with it.”

“Ah! how wise thou art!” she said; and was silent for a while, and drew away from him a little, and clasped her hands together and wrung them for grief and anger.  Then she grew calm again, and said:

“Wouldest thou die at my bidding?”

“Yea,” said he, “not because thou art of the Gods, but because thou hast become a woman to me, and I love thee.”

Then was she silent some while, and at last she said, “Thiodolf, wilt thou do off the Hauberk if I bid thee?”

“Yea, yea,” said he, “and let us depart from the Wolfings, and their strife, for they need us not.”

She was silent once more for a longer while still, and at last she said in a cold voice; “Thiodolf, I bid thee arise, and put off the Hauberk from thee.”

He looked at her wondering, not at her words, but at the voice wherewith she spake them; but he arose from the stone nevertheless, and stood stark in the moonlight; he set his hand to the collar of the war-coat, and undid its clasps, which were of gold and blue stones, and presently he did the coat from off him and let it slide to the ground where it lay in a little grey heap that looked but a handful.  Then he sat down on the stone again, and took her hand and kissed her and caressed her fondly, and she him again, and they spake no word for a while: but at the last he spake in measure and rhyme in a low voice, but so sweet and clear that it might have been heard far in the hush of the last hour of the night:

“Dear now are this dawn-dusk’s moments as is the last of the light
 When the foemen’s ranks are wavering, and the victory feareth night;
 And of all the time I have loved thee of these am I most fain,
 When I know not what shall betide me, nor what shall be my gain.
 But dear as they are, they are waning, and at last the time is come
 When no more shall I behold thee till I wend to Odin’s Home.
 Now is the time so little that once hath been so long
 That I fain would ask thee pardon wherein I have done thee wrong,
 That thy longing might be softer, and thy love more sweet to have.
 But in nothing have I wronged thee, there is nought that I may crave.
 Strange too! as the minutes fail me, so do my speech-words fail,
 Yet strong is the joy within me for this hour that crowns the tale.”
 

Therewith he clipped her and caressed her, and she spake nothing for a while; and he said; “Thy face is fair and bright; art thou not joyous of these minutes?”

She said: “Thy words are sweet; but they pierce my heart like a sharp knife; for they tell me of thy death and the ending of our love.”

Said he; “I tell thee nothing, beloved, that thou hast not known: is it not for this that we have met here once more?”

She answered after a while; “Yea, yea; yet mightest thou have lived.”

He laughed, but not scornfully or bitterly and said:

“So thought I in time past: but hearken, beloved; If I fall to-day, shall there not yet be a minute after the stroke hath fallen on me, wherein I shall know that the day is won and see the foemen fleeing, and wherein I shall once again deem I shall never die, whatever may betide afterwards, and though the sword lieth deep in my breast?  And shall I not see then and know that our love hath no end?”

Bitter grief was in her face as she heard him.  But she spake and said: “Lo here the Hauberk which thou hast done off thee, that thy breast might be the nearer to mine!  Wilt thou not wear it in the fight for my sake?”

He knit his brows somewhat, and said:

“Nay, it may not be: true it is that thou saidest that no evil weird went with it, but hearken!  Yesterday I bore it in the fight, and ere I mingled with the foe, before I might give the token of onset, a cloud came before my eyes and thick darkness wrapped me around, and I fell to the earth unsmitten; and so was I borne out of the fight, and evil dreams beset me of evil things, and the dwarfs that hate mankind.  Then I came to myself, and the Hauberk was off me, and I rose up and beheld the battle, that the kindreds were pressing on the foe, and I thought not then of any past time, but of the minutes that were passing; and I ran into the fight straightway: but one followed me with that Hauberk, and I did it on, thinking of nought but the battle.  Fierce then was the fray, yet I faltered in it; till the fresh men of the Romans came in upon us and broke up our array.  Then my heart almost broke within me, and I faltered no more, but rushed on as of old, and smote great strokes all round about: no hurt I got, but once more came that ugly mist over my eyes, and again I fell unsmitten, and they bore me out of battle: then the men of our folk gave back and were overcome; and when I awoke from my evil dreams, we had gotten away from the fight and the Wolfing dwellings, and were on the mounds above the ford cowering down like beaten men.  There then I sat shamed among the men who had chosen me for their best man at the Holy Thing, and lo I was their worst!  Then befell that which never till then had befallen me, that life seemed empty and worthless and I longed to die and be done with it, and but for the thought of thy love I had slain myself then and there.

“Thereafter I went with the host to the assembly of the stay-at-homes and fleers, and sat before the Hall-Sun our daughter, and said the words which were put into my mouth.  But now must I tell thee a hard and evil thing; that I loved them not, and was not of them, and outside myself there was nothing: within me was the world and nought without me.  Nay, as for thee, I was not sundered from thee, but thou wert a part of me; whereas for the others, yea, even for our daughter, thine and mine, they were but images and shows of men, and I longed to depart from them, and to see thy body and to feel thine heart beating.  And by then so evil was I grown that my very shame had fallen from me, and my will to die: nay, I longed to live, thou and I, and death seemed hateful to me, and the deeds before death vain and foolish.

“Where then was my glory and my happy life, and the hope of the days fresh born every day, though never dying?  Where then was life, and Thiodolf that once had lived?

“But now all is changed once more; I loved thee never so well as now, and great is my grief that we must sunder, and the pain of farewell wrings my heart.  Yet since I am once more Thiodolf the Mighty, in my heart there is room for joy also.  Look at me, O Wood-Sun, look at me, O beloved! tell me, am I not fair with the fairness of the warrior and the helper of the folk?  Is not my voice kind, do not my lips smile, and mine eyes shine?  See how steady is mine hand, the friend of the folk!  For mine eyes are cleared again, and I can see the kindreds as they are, and their desire of life and scorn of death, and this is what they have made me myself.  Now therefore shall they and I together earn the merry days to come, the winter hunting and the spring sowing, the summer haysel, the ingathering of harvest, the happy rest of midwinter, and Yuletide with the memory of the Fathers, wedded to the hope of the days to be.  Well may they bid me help them who have holpen me!  Well may they bid me die who have made me live!

“For whereas thou sayest that I am not of their blood, nor of their adoption, once more I heed it not.  For I have lived with them, and eaten and drunken with them, and toiled with them, and led them in battle and the place of wounds and slaughter; they are mine and I am theirs; and through them am I of the whole earth, and all the kindreds of it; yea, even of the foemen, whom this day the edges in mine hand shall smite.

“Therefore I will bear the Hauberk no more in battle; and belike my body but once more: so shall I have lived and death shall not have undone me.

“Lo thou, is not this the Thiodolf whom thou hast loved? no changeling of the Gods, but the man in whom men have trusted, the friend of Earth, the giver of life, the vanquisher of death?”

And he cast himself upon her, and strained her to his bosom and kissed her, and caressed her, and awoke the bitter-sweet joy within her, as he cried out:

“O remember this, and this, when at last I am gone from thee!”

But when they sundered her face was bright, but the tears were on it, and she said: “O Thiodolf, thou wert fain hadst thou done a wrong to me so that I might forgive thee; now wilt thou forgive me the wrong I have done thee?”

“Yea,” he said, “Even so would I do, were we both to live, and how much more if this be the dawn of our sundering day!  What hast thou done?”

She said: “I lied to thee concerning the Hauberk when I said that no evil weird went with it: and this I did for the saving of thy life.”

He laid his hand fondly on her head, and spake smiling: “Such is the wont of the God-kin, because they know not the hearts of men.  Tell me all the truth of it now at last.”

She said:

“Hear then the tale of the Hauberk and the truth there is to tell:
 There was a maid of the God-kin, and she loved a man right well,
 Who unto the battle was wending; and she of her wisdom knew
 That thence to the folk-hall threshold should come back but a very few;
 And she feared for her love, for she doubted that of these he should not be;
 So she wended the wilds lamenting, as I have lamented for thee;
 And many wise she pondered, how to bring her will to pass
 (E’en as I for thee have pondered), as her feet led over the grass,
 Till she lifted her eyes in the wild-wood, and lo! she stood before
 The Hall of the Hollow-places; and the Dwarf-lord stood in the door
 And held in his hand the Hauberk, whereon the hammer’s blow
 The last of all had been smitten, and the sword should be hammer now.
 Then the Dwarf beheld her fairness, and the wild-wood many-leaved
 Before his eyes was reeling at the hope his heart conceived;
 So sorely he longed for her body; and he laughed before her and cried,
 ‘O Lady of the Disir, thou farest wandering wide
 Lamenting thy belovèd and the folk-mote of the spear,
 But if amidst of the battle this child of the hammer he bear
 He shall laugh at the foemen’s edges and come back to thy lily breast
 And of all the days of his life-time shall his coming years be best.’
 Then she bowed adown her godhead and sore for the Hauberk she prayed;
 But his greedy eyes devoured her as he stood in the door and said;
 ‘Come lie in mine arms!  Come hither, and we twain the night to wake!
 And then as a gift of the morning the Hauberk shall ye take.’
 So she humbled herself before him, and entered into the cave,
 The dusky, the deep-gleaming, the gem-strewn golden grave.
 But he saw not her girdle loosened, or her bosom gleam on his love,
 For she set the sleep-thorn in him, that he saw, but might not move,
 Though the bitter salt tears burned him for the anguish of his greed;
 And she took the hammer’s offspring, her unearned morning meed,
 And went her ways from the rock-hall and was glad for her warrior’s sake.
 But behind her dull speech followed, and the voice of the hollow spake:
 ‘Thou hast left me bound in anguish, and hast gained thine heart’s desire;
 Now I would that the dewy night-grass might be to thy feet as the fire,
 And shrivel thy raiment about thee, and leave thee bare to the flame,
 And no way but a fiery furnace for the road whereby ye came!
 But since the folk of God-home we may not slay nor smite,
 And that fool of the folk that thou lovest, thou hast saved in my despite,
 Take with thee, thief of God-home, this other word I say:
 Since the safeguard wrought in the ring-mail I may not do away
 I lay this curse upon it, that whoso weareth the same,
 Shall save his life in the battle, and have the battle’s shame;
 He shall live through wrack and ruin, and ever have the worse,
 And drag adown his kindred, and bear the people’s curse.’
 

“Lo, this the tale of the Hauberk, and I knew it for the truth:
 And little I thought of the kindreds; of their day I had no ruth;
 For I said, They are doomed to departure; in a little while must they wane,
 And nought it helpeth or hindreth if I hold my hand or refrain.
 Yea, thou wert become the kindred, both thine and mine; and thy birth
 To me was the roofing of heaven, and the building up of earth.
 I have loved, and I must sorrow; thou hast lived, and thou must die;
 Ah, wherefore were there others in the world than thou and I?”
 

He turned round to her and clasped her strongly in his arms again, and kissed her many times and said:

“Lo, here art thou forgiven; and here I say farewell!
 Here the token of my wonder which my words may never tell;
 The wonder past all thinking, that my love and thine should blend;
 That thus our lives should mingle, and sunder in the end!
 Lo, this, for the last remembrance of the mighty man I was,
 Of thy love and thy forbearing, and all that came to pass!
 Night wanes, and heaven dights her for the kiss of sun and earth;
 Look up, look last upon me on this morn of the kindreds’ mirth!”
 

Therewith he arose and lingered no minute longer, but departed, going as straight towards the Thing-stead and the Folk-mote of his kindred as the swallow goes to her nest in the hall-porch.  He looked not once behind him, though a bitter wailing rang through the woods and filled his heart with the bitterness of her woe and the anguish of the hour of sundering.






  








CHAPTER XXVII — THEY WEND TO THE MORNING BATTLE
 

Now when Thiodolf came back to the camp the signs of dawn were plain in the sky, the moon was low and sinking behind the trees, and he saw at once that the men were stirring and getting ready for departure.  He looked gladly and blithely at the men he fell in with, and they at him, and scarce could they refrain a shout when they beheld his face and the brightness of it.  He went straight up to where the Hall-Sun was yet sitting under her namesake, with Arinbiorn standing before her amidst of a ring of leaders of hundreds and scores: but old Sorli sat by her side clad in all his war-gear.

When Thiodolf first came into that ring of men they looked doubtfully at him, as if they dreaded somewhat, but when they had well beheld him their faces cleared, and they became joyous.

He went straight up to Arinbiorn and kissed the old warrior, and said to him, “I give thee good morrow, O leader of the Bearings!  Here now is come the War-duke! and meseems that we should get to work as speedily as may be, for lo the dawning!”

“Hail to thine hand, War-duke!” said Arinbiorn joyously; “there is no more to do but to take thy word concerning the order wherein we shall wend; for all men are armed and ready.”

Said Thiodolf; “Lo ye, I lack war-gear and weapons!  Is there a good sword hereby, a helm, a byrny and a shield?  For hard will be the battle, and we must fence ourselves all we may.”

“Hard by,” said Arinbiorn, “is the war-gear of Ivar of our House, who is dead in the night of his hurts gotten in yesterday’s battle: thou and he are alike in stature, and with a good will doth he give them to thee, and they are goodly things, for he comes of smithying blood.  Yet is it a pity of Throng-plough that he lieth on the field of the slain.”

But Thiodolf smiled and said: “Nay, Ivar’s blade shall serve my turn to-day; and thereafter shall it be seen to, for then will be time for many things.”

So they went to fetch him the weapons; but he said to Arinbiorn, “Hast thou numbered the host?  What are the gleanings of the Roman sword?”

Said Arinbiorn: “Here have we more than three thousand three hundred warriors of the host fit for battle: and besides this here are gathered eighteen hundred of the Wolfings and the Bearings, and of the other Houses, mostly from over the water, and of these nigh upon seven hundred may bear sword or shoot shaft; neither shall ye hinder them from so doing if the battle be joined.”

Then said Thiodolf: “We shall order us into three battles; the Wolfings and the Bearings to lead the first, for this is our business; but others of the smaller Houses this side the water to be with us; and the Elkings and Galtings and the other Houses of the Mid-mark on the further side of the water to be in the second, and with them the more part of the Nether-mark; but the men of Up-mark to be in the third, and the stay-at-homes to follow on with them: and this third battle to let the wood cover them till they be needed, which may not be till the day of fight draws to an end, when all shall be needed: for no Roman man must be left alive or untaken by this even, or else must we all go to the Gods together.  Hearken, Arinbiorn.  I am not called fore-sighted, and yet meseems I see somewhat how this day shall go; and it is not to be hidden that I shall not see another battle until the last of all battles is at hand.  But be of good cheer, for I shall not die till the end of the fight, and once more I shall be a man’s help unto you.  Now the first of the Romans we meet shall not be able to stand before us, for they shall be unready, and when their men are gotten ready and are fighting with us grimly, ye of the second battle shall hear the war-token, and shall fall on, and they shall be dismayed when they see so many fresh men come into the fight; yet shall they stand stoutly; for they are valiant men, and shall not all be taken unawares.  Then, if they withstand us long enough, shall the third battle come forth from the wood, and fall on either flank of them, and the day shall be won.  But I think not that they shall withstand us so long, but that the men of Up-mark and the stay-at-homes shall have the chasing of them.  Now get me my war-gear, and let the first battle get them to the outgate of the garth.”

So they brought him his arms; and meanwhile the Hall-Sun spake to one of the Captains, and he turned and went away a little space, and then came back, having with him three strong warriors of the Wolfings, and he brought them before the Hall-Sun, who said to them:

“Ye three, Steinulf, Athalulf, and Grani the Grey, I have sent for you because ye are men both mighty in battle and deft wood-wrights and house-smiths; ye shall follow Thiodolf closely, when he winneth into the Roman garth, yet shall ye fight wisely, so that ye be not slain, or at least not all; ye shall enter the Hall with Thiodolf, and when ye are therein, if need be, ye shall run down the Hall at your swiftest, and mount up into the loft betwixt the Middle-hearth and the Women’s-Chamber, and there shall ye find good store of water in vats and tubs, and this ye shall use for quenching the fire of the Hall if the foemen fire it, as is not unlike to be.”

Then Grani spoke for the others and said he would pay all heed to her words, and they departed to join their company.

Now was Thiodolf armed; and Arinbiorn, turning about before he went to his place, beheld him and knit his brow, and said: “What is this, Thiodolf?  Didst thou not swear to the Gods not to bear helm or shield in the battles of this strife? yet hast thou Ivar’s helm on thine head and his shield ready beside thee: wilt thou forswear thyself? so doing shalt thou bring woe upon the House.”

“Arinbiorn,” said Thiodolf, “where didst thou hear tell of me that I had made myself the thrall of the Gods?  The oath that I sware was sworn when mine heart was not whole towards our people; and now will I break it that I may keep what of good intent there was in it, and cast away the rest.  Long is the story; but if we journey together to-night I will tell it thee.  Likewise I will tell it to the Gods if they look sourly upon me when I see them, and all shall be well.”

He smiled as he spoke, and Arinbiorn smiled on him in turn and went his ways to array the host.  But when he was gone Thiodolf was alone in that place with the Hall-Sun, and he turned to her, and kissed her, and caressed her fondly, and spake and said:

“So fare we, O my daughter, to the sundering of the ways;
 Short is my journey henceforth to the door that ends my days,
 And long the road that lieth as yet before thy feet.
 How fain were I that thy journey from day to day were sweet
 With peace to thee and pleasure; that a noble warrior’s hand
 In its early days might lead thee adown the flowery land,
 And thy children in its noon-tide cling round about thy gown,
 And the wise that thy womb has carried when the sun is going down,
 Be thy happy fellow-farers to tell the tale of Earth,
 But I wot that for no such sweetness did we bring thee unto birth,
 But to be the soul of the Wolfings till the other days should come,
 And the fruit of the kindreds’ harvest with thee is garnered home.
 Yet if for no blithe faring thy life-day is ordained,
 Yet peace that long endureth maybe thy soul hath gained;
 And thy sorrow of this even thy latest grief shall be,
 The grief wherewith thou singest the death-song over me.”
 

She looked up at him and smiled, though the tears were on her face; then she said:

“Though to-day the grief beginneth yet the bitterness is done.
 Though my body wendeth barren ‘neath the beams of the quickening sun,
 Yet remembrance still abideth, and long after the days of my life
 Shall I live in the tale of the morning, when they tell of the ending of strife;
 And the deeds of this little hand, and the thought conceived in my heart,
 And never again henceforward from the folk shall I fare apart.
 And if of the Earth, my father, thou hast tidings in thy place
 Thou shalt hear how they call me the Ransom and the Mother of happy days.”
 

Then she wept outright for a brief space, and thereafter she said:

“Keep this in thine heart, O father, that I shall remember all
 Since thou liftedst the she-wolf’s nursling in the oak-tree’s leafy hall.
 Yea, every time I remember when hand in hand we went
 Amidst the shafts of the beech-trees, and down to the youngling bent
 The Folk-wolf in his glory when the eve of fight drew nigh;
 And every time I remember when we wandered joyfully
 Adown the sunny meadow and lived a while of life
 ‘Midst the herbs and the beasts and the waters so free from fear and strife,
 That thy years and thy might and thy wisdom, I had no part therein;
 But thou wert as the twin-born brother of the maiden slim and thin,
 The maiden shy in the feast-hall and blithe in wood and field.
 Thus have we fared, my father; and e’en now when thou bearest shield,
 On the last of thy days of mid-earth, twixt us ’tis even so
 That the heart of my like-aged brother is the heart of thee that I know.”
 

Then the bitterness of tears stayed her speech, and he spake no word more, but took her in his arms a while and soothed her and fondled her, and then they parted, and he went with great strides towards the outgoing of the Thing-stead.

There he found the warriors of his House and of the Bearings and the lesser Houses of Mid-mark, all duly ordered for wending through the wood.  The dawn was coming on apace, but the wood was yet dark.  But whereas the Wolfings led, and each man of them knew the wood like his own hand, there was no straying or disarray, and in less than a half-hour’s space Thiodolf and the first battle were come to the wood behind the hazel-trees at the back of the hall, and before them was the dawning round about the Roof of the Kindred; the eastern heavens were brightening, and they could see all things clear without the wood.






  








CHAPTER XXVIII — OF THE STORM OF DAWNING
 

Then Thiodolf bade Fox and two others steal forward, and see what of foemen was before them; so they fell to creeping on towards the open: but scarcely had they started, before all men could hear the tramp of men drawing nigh; then Thiodolf himself took with him a score of his House and went quietly toward the wood-edge till they were barely within the shadow of the beech-wood; and he looked forth and saw men coming straight towards their lurking-place.  And those he saw were a good many, and they were mostly of the dastards of the Goths; but with them was a Captain of an Hundred of the Romans, and some others of his kindred; and Thiodolf deemed that the Goths had been bidden to gather up some of the night-watchers and enter the wood and fall on the stay-at-homes.  So he bade his men get them aback, and he himself abode still at the very wood’s edge listening intently with his sword bare in his hand.  And he noted that those men of the foe stayed in the daylight outside the wood, but a few yards from it, and, by command as it seemed, fell silent and spake no word; and the morn was very still, and when the sound of their tramp over the grass had ceased, Thiodolf could hear the tramp of more men behind them.  And then he had another thought, to wit that the Romans had sent scouts to see if the Goths yet abided on the vantage-ground by the ford, and that when they had found them gone, they were minded to fall on them unawares in the refuge of the Thing-stead and were about to do so by the counsel and leading of the dastard Goths; and that this was one body of the host led by those dastards, who knew somewhat of the woods.  So he drew aback speedily, and catching hold of Fox by the shoulder (for he had taken him alone with him) he bade him creep along through the wood toward the Thing-stead, and bring back speedy word whether there were any more foemen near the wood thereaway; and he himself came to his men, and ordered them for onset, drawing them up in a shallow half moon, with the bowmen at the horns thereof, with the word to loose at the Romans as soon as they heard the war-horn blow: and all this was done speedily and with little noise, for they were well nigh so arrayed already.

Thus then they waited, and there was more than a glimmer of light even under the beechen leaves, and the eastern sky was yellowing to sunrise.  The other warriors were like hounds in the leash eager to be slipped; but Thiodolf stood calm and high-hearted turning over the memory of past days, and the time he thought of seemed long to him, but happy.

Scarce had a score of minutes passed, and the Romans before them, who were now gathered thick behind those dastards of the Goths, had not moved, when back comes Fox and tells how he has come upon a great company of the Romans led by their thralls of the Goths who were just entering the wood, away there towards the Thing-stead.

“But, War-duke,” says he, “I came also across our own folk of the second battle duly ordered in the wood ready to meet them; and they shall be well dealt with, and the sun shall rise for us and not for them.”

Then turns Thiodolf round to those nighest to him and says, but still softly:

“Hear ye a word, O people, of the wisdom of the foe!
 Before us thick they gather, and unto the death they go.
 They fare as lads with their cur-dogs who have stopped a fox’s earth,
 And standing round the spinny, now chuckle in their mirth,
 Till one puts by the leafage and trembling stands astare
 At the sight of the Wood wolf’s father arising in his lair — 
 They have come for our wives and our children, and our sword-edge shall they meet;
 And which of them is happy save he of the swiftest feet?”
 

Speedily then went that word along the ranks of the Kindred, and men were merry with the restless joy of battle: but scarce had two minutes passed ere suddenly the stillness of the dawn was broken by clamour and uproar; by shouts and shrieks, and the clashing of weapons from the wood on their left hand; and over all arose the roar of the Markmen’s horn, for the battle was joined with the second company of the Kindreds.  But a rumour and murmur went from the foemen before Thiodolf’s men; and then sprang forth the loud sharp word of the captains commanding and rebuking, as if the men were doubtful which way they should take.

Amidst all which Thiodolf brandished his sword, and cried out in a great voice:

“Now, now, ye War-sons!
 Now the Wolf waketh!
 Lo how the Wood-beast
 Wendeth in onset.
 E’en as his feet fare
 Fall on and follow!”
 

And he led forth joyously, and terrible rang the long refrained gathered shout of his battle as his folk rushed on together devouring the little space between their ambush and the hazel-beset greensward.

In the twinkling of an eye the half-moon had lapped around the Roman-Goths and those that were with them; and the dastards made no stand but turned about at once, crying out that the Gods of the Kindreds were come to aid and none could withstand them.  But these fleers thrust against the band of Romans who were next to them, and bore them aback, and great was the turmoil; and when Thiodolf’s storm fell full upon them, as it failed not to do, so close were they driven together that scarce could any man raise his hand for a stroke.  For behind them stood a great company of those valiant spearmen of the Romans, who would not give way if anywise they might hold it out: and their ranks were closely serried, shield nigh touching shield, and their faces turned toward the foe; and so arrayed, though they might die, they scarce knew how to flee.  As they might these thrust and hewed at the fleers, and gave fierce words but few to the Roman-Goths, driving them back against their foemen: but the fleers had lost the cunning of their right hands, and they had cast away their shields and could not defend their very bodies against the wrath of the kindreds; and when they strove to flee to the right hand or to the left, they were met by the horns of the half-moon, and the arrows began to rain in upon them, and from so close were they shot at that no shaft failed to smite home.

There then were the dastards slain; and their bodies served for a rampart against the onrush of the Markmen to those Romans who had stood fast.  To them were gathering more and more every minute, and they faced the Goths steadily with their hard brown visages and gleaming eyes above their iron-plated shields; not casting their spears, but standing closely together, silent, but fierce.  The light was spread now over all the earth; the eastern heavens were grown golden-red, flecked here and there with little crimson clouds: this battle was fallen near silent, but to the North was great uproar of shouts and cries, and the roaring of the war-horns, and the shrill blasts of the brazen trumpets.

Now Thiodolf, as his wont was when he saw that all was going well, had refrained himself of hand-strokes, but was here and there and everywhere giving heart to his folk, and keeping them in due order, and close array, lest the Romans should yet come among them.  But he watched the ranks of the foe, and saw how presently they began to spread out beyond his, and might, if it were not looked to, take them in flank; and he was about to order his men anew to meet them, when he looked on his left hand and saw how Roman men were pouring thick from the wood out of all array, followed by a close throng of the kindreds: for on this side the Romans were outnumbered and had stumbled unawares into the ambush of the Markmen, who had fallen on them straightway and disarrayed them from the first.  This flight of their folk the Romans saw also, and held their men together, refraining from the onset, as men who deem that they will have enough to do to stand fast.

But the second battle of the Markmen, (who were of the Nether-mark, mingled with the Mid-mark) fought wisely, for they swept those fleers from before them, slaying many and driving the rest scattering, yet held the chase for no long way, but wheeling about came sidelong on toward the battle of the Romans and Thiodolf.  And when Thiodolf saw that, he set up the whoop of victory, he and his, and fell fiercely on the Romans, casting everything that would fly, as they rushed on to the handplay; so that there was many a Roman slain with the Roman spears that those who had fallen had left among their foemen.

Now the Roman captains perceived that it availed not to tarry till the men of the Mid and Nether-marks fell upon their flank; so they gave command, and their ranks gave back little by little, facing their foes, and striving to draw themselves within the dike and garth, which, after their custom, they had already cast up about the Wolfing Roof, their stronghold.

Now as fierce as was the onset of the Markmen, the main body of the Romans could not be hindered from doing this much before the men of the second battle were upon them; but Thiodolf and Arinbiorn with some of the mightiest brake their array in two places and entered in amongst them.  And wrath so seized upon the soul of Arinbiorn for the slaying of Otter, and his own fault towards him, that he cast away his shield, and heeding no strokes, first brake his sword in the press, and then, getting hold of a great axe, smote at all before him as though none smote at him in turn; yea, as though he were smiting down tree-boles for a match against some other mighty man; and all the while amidst the hurry, strokes of swords and spears rained on him, some falling flatwise and some glancing sideways, but some true and square, so that his helm was smitten off and his hauberk rent adown, and point and edge reached his living flesh; and he had thrust himself so far amidst the foe that none could follow to shield him, so that at last he fell shattered and rent at the foot of the new clayey wall cast up by the Romans, even as Thiodolf and a band with him came cleaving the press, and the Romans closed the barriers against friend and foe, and cast great beams adown, and masses of iron and lead and copper taken from the smithying-booths of the Wolfings, to stay them if it were but a little.

Then Thiodolf bestrode the fallen warrior, and men of his House were close behind him, for wisely had he fought, cleaving the press like a wedge, helping his friends that they might help him, so that they all went forward together.  But when he saw Arinbiorn fall he cried out:

“Woe’s me, Arinbiorn! that thou wouldest not wait for me; for the day is young yet, and over-young!”

There then they cleared the space outside the gate, and lifted up the Bearing Warrior, and bare him back from the rampart.  For so fierce had been the fight and so eager the storm of those that had followed after him that they must needs order their battle afresh, since Thiodolf’s wedge which he had driven into the Roman host was but of a few and the foe had been many and the rampart and the shot-weapons were close anigh.  Wise therefore it seemed to abide them of the second battle and join with them to swarm over the new-built slippery wall in the teeth of the Roman shot.

In this, the first onset of the Morning Battle, some of the Markmen had fallen, but not many, since but a few had entered outright into the Roman ranks; and when they first rushed on from the wood but three of them were slain, and the slaughter was all of the dastards and the Romans; and afterwards not a few of the Romans were slain, what by Arinbiorn, what by the others; for they were fighting fleeing, and before their eyes was the image of the garth-gate which was behind them; and they stumbled against each other as they were driven sideways against the onrush of the Goths, nor were they now standing fair and square to them, and they were hurried and confused with the dread of the onset of them of the two Marks.

As yet Thiodolf had gotten no great hurt, so that when he heard that Arinbiorn’s soul had passed away he smiled and said:

“Yea, yea, Arinbiorn might have abided the end, for ere then shall the battle be hard.”

So now the Wolfings and the Bearings met joyously the kindreds of the Nether Mark and the others of the second battle, and they sang the song of victory arrayed in good order hard by the Roman rampart, while bowstrings twanged and arrows whistled, and sling-stones hummed from this side and from that.

And of their song of victory thus much the tale telleth:

  “Now hearken and hear

   Of the day-dawn of fear,

   And how up rose the sun

   On the battle begun.

   All night lay a-hiding,

   Our anger abiding,

   Dark down in the wood

   The sharp seekers of blood;
 But ere red grew the heaven we bore them all bare,
 For against us undriven the foemen must fare;
 They sought and they found us, and sorrowed to find,
 For the tree-boles around us the story shall mind,
 How fast from the glooming they fled to the light,
 Yeasaying the dooming of Tyr of the fight.
 

  “Hearken yet and again

   How the night gan to wane,

   And the twilight stole on

   Till the world was well won!

   E’en in such wise was wending

   A great host for our ending;

   On our life-days e’en so

   Stole the host of the foe;
 Till the heavens grew lighter, and light grew the world,
 And the storm of the fighter upon them was hurled,
 Then some fled the stroke, and some died and some stood,
 Till the worst of the storm broke right out from the wood,
 And the war-shafts were singing the carol of fear,
 The tale of the bringing the sharp swords anear.
 

  “Come gather we now,

   For the day doth grow.

   Come, gather, ye bold,

   Lest the day wax old;

   Lest not till to-morrow

   We slake our sorrow,

   And heap the ground

   With many a mound.
 Come, war-children, gather, and clear we the land!
 In the tide of War-father the deed is to hand.
 Clad in gear that we gilded they shrink from our sword;
 In the House that we builded they sit at the board;
 Come, war-children, gather, come swarm o’er the wall
 For the feast of War-father to sweep out the Hall!”
 

Now amidst of their singing the sun rose upon the earth, and gleamed in the arms of men, and lit the faces of the singing warriors as they stood turned toward the east.

In this first onset of battle but twenty and three Markmen were slain in all, besides Arinbiorn; for, as aforesaid, they had the foe at a disadvantage.  And this onset is called in the tale the Storm of Dawning.






  








CHAPTER XXI — OF THIODOLF’S STORM
 

The Goths tarried not over their victory; they shot with all the bowmen that they had against the Romans on the wall, and therewith arrayed themselves to fall on once more.  And Thiodolf, now that the foe were covered by a wall, though it was but a little one, sent a message to the men of the third battle, them of Up-mark to wit, to come forward in good array and help to make a ring around the Wolfing Stead, wherein they should now take the Romans as a beast is taken in a trap.  Meanwhile, until they came, he sent other men to the wood to bring tree-boles to batter the gate, and to make bridges whereby to swarm over the wall, which was but breast-high on the Roman side, though they had worked at it ceaselessly since yesterday morning.

In a long half-hour, therefore, the horns of the men of Up-mark sounded, and they came forth from the wood a very great company, for with them also were the men of the stay-at-homes and the homeless, such of them as were fit to bear arms.  Amongst these went the Hall-Sun surrounded by a band of the warriors of Up-mark; and before her was borne her namesake the Lamp as a sign of assured victory.  But these stay-at-homes with the Hall-Sun were stayed by the command of Thiodolf on the crown of the slope above the dwellings, and stood round about the Speech-Hill, on the topmost of which stood the Hall-Sun, and the wondrous Lamp, and the men who warded her and it.

When the Romans saw the new host come forth from the wood, they might well think that they would have work enough to do that day; but when they saw the Hall-Sun take her stand on the Speech-Hill with the men-at-arms about her, and the Lamp before her, then dread of the Gods fell upon them, and they knew that the doom had gone forth against them.  Nevertheless they were not men to faint and die because the Gods were become their foes, but they were resolved rather to fight it out to the end against whatsoever might come against them, as was well seen afterwards.

Now they had made four gates to their garth according to their custom, and at each gate within was there a company of their mightiest men, and each was beset by the best of the Markmen.  Thiodolf and his men beset the western gate where they had made that fierce onset.  And the northern gate was beset by the Elkings and some of the kindreds of the Nether-mark; and the eastern gate by the rest of the men of Nether-mark; and the southern gate by the kindreds of Up-mark.

All this the Romans noted, and they saw how that the Markmen were now very many, and they knew that they were men no less valiant than themselves, and they perceived that Thiodolf was a wise Captain; and in less than two hours’ space from the Storm of Dawning they saw those men coming from the wood with plenteous store of tree-trunks to bridge their ditch and rampart; and they considered how the day was yet very young, so that they might look for no shelter from the night-tide; and as for any aid from their own folk at the war-garth aforesaid, they hoped not for it, nor had they sent any messenger to the Captain of the garth; nor did they know as yet of his overthrow on the Ridge.

Now therefore there seemed to be but two choices before them; either to abide within the rampart they had cast up, or to break out like valiant men, and either die in the storm, or cleave a way through, whereby they might come to their kindred and their stronghold south-east of the Mark.

This last way then they chose; or, to say the truth, it was their chief captain who chose it for them, though they were nothing loth thereto: for this man was a mocker, yet hot-headed, unstable, and nought wise in war, and heretofore had his greed minished his courage; yet now, being driven into a corner, he had courage enough and to spare, but utterly lacked patience; for it had been better for the Romans to have abided one or two onsets from the Goths, whereby they who should make the onslaught would at the least have lost more men than they on whom they should fall, before they within stormed forth on them; but their pride took away from the Romans their last chance.  But their captain, now that he perceived, as he thought, that the game was lost and his life come to its last hour wherein he would have to leave his treasure and pleasure behind him, grew desperate and therewith most fierce and cruel.  So all the captives whom they had taken (they were but two score and two, for the wounded men they had slain) he caused to be bound on the chairs of the high-seat clad in their war-gear with their swords or spears made fast to their right hands, and their shields to their left hands; and he said that the Goths should now hold a Thing wherein they should at last take counsel wisely, and abstain from folly.  For he caused store of faggots and small wood smeared with grease and oil to be cast into the hall that it might be fired, so that it and the captives should burn up altogether; “So,” said he, “shall we have a fair torch for our funeral fire;” for it was the custom of the Romans to burn their dead.

Thus, then, he did; and then he caused men to do away the barriers and open all the four gates of the new-made garth, after he had manned the wall with the slingers and bowmen, and slain the horses, so that the woodland folk should have no gain of them.  Then he arrayed his men at the gates and about them duly and wisely, and bade those valiant footmen fall on the Goths who were getting ready to fall on them, and to do their best.  But he himself armed at all points took his stand at the Man’s-door of the Hall, and swore by all the Gods of his kindred that he would not move a foot’s length from thence either for fire or for steel.

So fiercely on that fair morning burned the hatred of men about the dwellings of the children of the Wolf of the Goths, wherein the children of the Wolf of Rome were shut up as in a penfold of slaughter.

Meanwhile the Hall-Sun standing on the Hill of Speech beheld it all, looking down into the garth of war; for the new wall was no hindrance to her sight, because the Speech-Hill was high and but a little way from the Great Roof; and indeed she was within shot of the Roman bowmen, though they were not very deft in shooting.

So now she lifted up her voice and sang so that many heard her; for at this moment of time there was a lull in the clamour of battle both within the garth and without; even as it happens when the thunder-storm is just about to break on the world, that the wind drops dead, and the voice of the leaves is hushed before the first great and near flash of lightening glares over the fields.

So she sang:

“Now the latest hour cometh and the ending of the strife;
 And to-morrow and to-morrow shall we take the hand of life,
 And wend adown the meadows, and skirt the darkling wood,
 And reap the waving acres, and gather in the good.
 I see a wall before me built up of steel and fire,
 And hurts and heart-sick striving, and the war-wright’s fierce desire;
 But there-amidst a door is, and windows are therein;
 And the fair sun-litten meadows and the Houses of the kin
 Smile on me through the terror my trembling life to stay,
 That at my mouth now flutters, as fain to flee away.
 Lo e’en as the little hammer and the blow-pipe of the wright
 About the flickering fire deals with the silver white,
 And the cup and its beauty groweth that shall be for the people’s feast,
 And all men are glad to see it from the greatest to the least;
 E’en so is the tale now fashioned, that many a time and oft
 Shall be told on the acre’s edges, when the summer eve is soft;
 Shall be hearkened round the hall-blaze when the mid-winter night
 The kindreds’ mirth besetteth, and quickeneth man’s delight,
 And we that have lived in the story shall be born again and again
 As men feast on the bread of our earning, and praise the grief-born grain.”
 

As she made an end of singing, those about her understood her words, that she was foretelling victory, and the peace of the Mark, and for joy they raised a shrill cry; and the warriors who were nighest to her took it up, and it spread through the whole host round about the garth, and went up into the breath of the summer morning and went down the wind along the meadow of the Wolfings, so that they of the wain-burg, who were now drawing somewhat near to Wolf-stead heard it and were glad.

But the Romans when they heard it knew that the heart of the battle was reached, and they cast back that shout wrathfully and fiercely, and made toward the foe.

Therewithal those mighty men fell on each other in the narrow passes of the garth; for fear was dead and buried in that Battle of the Morning.

On the North gate Hiarandi of the Elkings was the point of the Markmen’s wedge, and first clave the Roman press.  In the Eastern gate it was Valtyr, Otter’s brother’s son, a young man and most mighty.  In the South gate it was Geirbald of the Shieldings, the Messenger.

In the west gate Thiodolf the War-duke gave one mighty cry like the roar of an angry lion, and cleared a space before him for the wielding of Ivar’s blade; for at that moment he had looked up to the Roof of the Kindred and had beheld a little stream of smoke curling blue out of a window thereof, and he knew what had betided, and how short was the time before them.  But his wrathful cry was taken up by some who had beheld that same sight, and by others who saw nought but the Roman press, and terribly it rang over the swaying struggling crowd.

Then fell the first rank of the Romans before those stark men and mighty warriors; and they fell even where they stood, for on neither side could any give back but for a little space, so close the press was, and the men so eager to smite.  Neither did any crave peace if he were hurt or disarmed; for to the Goths it was but a little thing to fall in hot blood in that hour of love of the kindred, and longing for the days to be.  And for the Romans, they had had no mercy, and now looked for none: and they remembered their dealings with the Goths, and saw before them, as it were, once more, yea, as in a picture, their slayings and quellings, and lashings, and cold mockings which they had dealt out to the conquered foemen without mercy, and now they longed sore for the quiet of the dark, when their hard lives should be over, and all these deeds forgotten, and they and their bitter foes should be at rest for ever.

Most valiantly they fought; but the fury of their despair could not deal with the fearless hope of the Goths, and as rank after rank of them took the place of those who were hewn down by Thiodolf and the Kindred, they fell in their turn, and slowly the Goths cleared a space within the gates, and then began to spread along the wall within, and grew thicker and thicker.  Nor did they fight only at the gates; but made them bridges of those tree-trunks, and fell to swarming over the rampart, till they had cleared it of the bowmen and slingers, and then they leaped down and fell upon the flanks of the Romans; and the host of the dead grew, and the host of the living lessened.

Moreover the stay-at-homes round about the Speech-Hill, and that band of the warriors of Up-mark who were with them, beheld the Great Roof and saw the smoke come gushing out of the windows, and at last saw the red flames creep out amidst it and waver round the window jambs like little banners of scarlet cloth.  Then they could no longer refrain themselves, but ran down from the Speech-Hill and the slope about it with great and fierce cries, and clomb the wall where it was unmanned, helping each other with hand and back, both stark warriors, and old men and lads and women: and thus they gat them into the garth and fell upon the lessening band of the Romans, who now began to give way hither and thither about the garth, as they best might.

Thus it befell at the West-gate, but at the other gates it was no worser, for there was no diversity of valour between the Houses; nay, whereas the more part and the best part of the Romans faced the onset of Thiodolf, which seemed to them the main onset, they were somewhat easier to deal with elsewhere than at the West gate; and at the East gate was the place first won, so that Valtyr and his folk were the first to clear a space within the gate, and to tell the tale shortly (for can this that and the other sword-stroke be told of in such a medley?) they drew the death-ring around the Romans that were before them, and slew them all to the last man, and then fell fiercely on the rearward of them of the North gate, who still stood before Hiarandi’s onset.  There again was no long tale to tell of, for Hiarandi was just winning the gate, and the wall was cleared of the Roman shot-fighters, and the Markmen were standing on the top thereof, and casting down on the Romans spears and baulks of wood and whatsoever would fly.  There again were the Romans all slain or put out of the fight, and the two bands of the kindred joined together, and with what voices the battle-rage had left them cried out for joy and fared on together to help to bind the sheaves of war which Thiodolf’s sickle had reaped.  And now it was mere slaying, and the Romans, though they still fought in knots of less than a score, yet fought on and hewed and thrust without more thought or will than the stone has when it leaps adown the hill-side after it has first been set agoing.

But now the garth was fairly won and Thiodolf saw that there was no hope for the Romans drawing together again; so while the kindreds were busied in hewing down those knots of desperate men, he gathered to him some of the wisest of his warriors, amongst whom were Steinulf and Grani the Grey, the deft wood-wrights (but Athalulf had been grievously hurt by a spear and was out of the battle), and drave a way through the confused turmoil which still boiled in the garth there, and made straight for the Man’s-door of the Hall.  Soon he was close thereto, having hewn away all fleers that hindered him, and the doorway was before him.  But on the threshold, the fire and flames of the kindled hall behind him, stood the Roman Captain clad in gold-adorned armour and surcoat of sea-born purple; the man was cool and calm and proud, and a mocking smile was on his face: and he bore his bright blade unbloodied in his hand.

Thiodolf stayed a moment of time, and their eyes met; it had gone hard with the War-duke, and those eyes glittered in his pale face, and his teeth were close set together; though he had fought wisely, and for life, as he who is most valiant ever will do, till he is driven to bay like the lone wood-wolf by the hounds, yet had he been sore mishandled.  His helm and shield were gone, his hauberk rent; for it was no dwarf-wrought coat, but the work of Ivar’s hand: the blood was running down from his left arm, and he was hurt in many places: he had broken Ivar’s sword in the medley, and now bore in his hand a strong Roman short-sword, and his feet stood bloody on the worn earth anigh the Man’s-door.

He looked into the scornful eyes of the Roman lord for a little minute and then laughed aloud, and therewithal, leaping on him with one spring, turned sideways, and dealt him a great buffet on his ear with his unarmed left hand, just as the Roman thrust at him with his sword, so that the Captain staggered forward on to the next man following, which was Wolfkettle the eager warrior, who thrust him through with his sword and shoved him aside as they all strode into the hall together.  Howbeit no sword fell from the Roman Captain as he fell, for Thiodolf’s side bore it into the Hall of the Wolfings.

Most wrathful were those men, and went hastily, for their Roof was full of smoke, and the flames flickered about the pillars and the wall here and there, and crept up to the windows aloft; yet was it not wholly or fiercely burning; for the Roman fire-raisers had been hurried and hasty in their work.  Straightway then Steinulf and Grani led the others off at a run towards the loft and the water; but Thiodolf, who went slowly and painfully, looked and beheld on the dais those men bound for the burning, and he went quietly, and as a man who has been sick, and is weak, up on to the dais, and said:

“Be of good cheer, O brothers, for the kindreds have vanquished the foemen, and the end of strife is come.”

His voice sounded strange and sweet to them amidst the turmoil of the fight without; he laid down his sword on the table, and drew a little sharp knife from his girdle and cut their bonds one by one and loosed them with his blood-stained hands; and each one as he loosed him he kissed and said to him, “Brother, go help those who are quenching the fire; this is the bidding of the War-duke.”

But as he loosed one after other he was longer and longer about it, and his words were slower.  At last he came to the man who was bound in his own high-seat close under the place of the wondrous Lamp, the Hall-Sun, and he was the only one left bound; that man was of the Wormings and was named Elfric; he loosed him and was long about it; and when he was done he smiled on him and kissed him, and said to him:

“Arise, brother! go help the quenchers of the fire, and leave to me this my chair, for I am weary: and if thou wilt, thou mayst bring me of that water to drink, for this morning men have forgotten the mead of the reapers!”

Then Elfric arose, and Thiodolf sat in his chair, and leaned back his head; but Elfric looked at him for a moment as one scared, and then ran his ways down the hall, which now was growing noisy with the hurry and bustle of the quenchers of the fire, to whom had divers others joined themselves.

There then from a bucket which was still for a moment he filled a wooden bowl, which he caught up from the base of one of the hall-pillars, and hastened up the Hall again; and there was no man nigh the dais, and Thiodolf yet sat in his chair, and the hall was dim with the rolling smoke, and Elfric saw not well what the War-duke was doing.  So he hastened on, and when he was close to Thiodolf he trod in something wet, and his heart sank for he knew that it was blood; his foot slipped therewith and as he put out his hand to save himself the more part of the water was spilled, and mingled with the blood.  But he went up to Thiodolf and said to him, “Drink, War-duke! here hath come a mouthful of water.”

But Thiodolf moved not for his word, and Elfric touched him, and he moved none the more.

Then Elfric’s heart failed him and he laid his hand on the War-duke’s hand, and looked closely into his face; and the hand was cold and the face ashen-pale; and Elfric laid his hand on his side, and he felt the short-sword of the Roman leader thrust deep therein, besides his many other hurts.

So Elfric knew that he was dead, and he cast the bowl to the earth, and lifted up his hands and wailed out aloud, like a woman who hath come suddenly on her dead child, and cried out in a great voice:

“Hither, hither, O men in this hall, for the War-duke of the Markmen is dead!  O ye people, Hearken!  Thiodolf the Mighty, the Wolfing is dead!”

And he was a young man, and weak with the binding and the waiting for death, and he bowed himself adown and crouched on the ground and wept aloud.

But even as he cried that cry, the sunlight outside the Man’s-door was darkened, and the Hall-Sun came over the threshold in her ancient gold-embroidered raiment, holding in her hand her namesake the wondrous Lamp; and the spears and the war-gear of warriors gleamed behind her; but the men tarried on the threshold till she turned about and beckoned to them, and then they poured in through the Man’s-door, their war-gear rent and they all befouled and disarrayed with the battle, but with proud and happy faces: as they entered she waved her hand to them to bid them go join the quenchers of the fire; so they went their ways.

But she went with unfaltering steps up to the dais, and the place where the chain of the Lamp hung down from amidst the smoke-cloud wavering a little in the gusts of the hall.  Straightway she made the Lamp fast to its chain, and dealt with its pulleys with a deft hand often practised therein, and then let it run up toward the smoke-hidden Roof till it gleamed in its due place once more, a token of the salvation of the Wolfings and the welfare of all the kindreds.

Then she turned toward Thiodolf with a calm and solemn face, though it was very pale and looked as if she would not smile again.  Elfric had risen up and was standing by the board speechless and the passion of sobs still struggling in his bosom.  She put him aside gently, and went up to Thiodolf and stood above him, and looked down on his face a while: then she put forth her hand and closed his eyes, and stooped down and kissed his face.  Then she stood up again and faced the Hall and looked and saw that many were streaming in, and that though the smoke was still eddying overhead, the fire was well nigh quenched within; and without the sound of battle had sunk and died away.  For indeed the Markmen had ended their day’s work before noon-tide that day, and the more part of the Romans were slain, and to the rest they had given peace till the Folk-mote should give Doom concerning them; for pity of these valiant men was growing in the hearts of the valiant men who had vanquished them, now that they feared them no more.

And this second part of the Morning Battle is called Thiodolf’s Storm.

So now when the Hall-Sun looked and beheld that the battle was done and the fire quenched, and when she saw how every man that came into the Hall looked up and beheld the wondrous Lamp and his face quickened into joy at the sight of it; and how most looked up at the high-seat and Thiodolf lying leaned back therein, her heart nigh broke between the thought of her grief and of the grief of the Folk that their mighty friend was dead, and the thought of the joy of the days to be and all the glory that his latter days had won.  But she gathered heart, and casting back the dark tresses of her hair, she lifted up her voice and cried out till its clear shrillness sounded throughout all the Roof:

“O men in this Hall the War-duke is dead!  O people hearken! for Thiodolf the Mighty hath changed his life: Come hither, O men, Come hither, for this is true, that Thiodolf is dead!”






  








CHAPTER XXX — THIODOLF IS BORNE OUT OF THE HALL AND OTTER IS LAID BESIDE HIM
 

So when they heard her voice they came thither flockmeal, and a great throng mingled of many kindreds was in the Hall, but with one consent they made way for the Children of the Wolf to stand nearest to the dais.  So there they stood, the warriors mingled with the women, the swains with the old men, the freemen with the thralls: for now the stay-at-homes of the House were all gotten into the garth, and the more part of them had flowed into the feast-hall when they knew that the fire was slackening.

All these now had heard the clear voice of the Hall-Sun, or others had told them what had befallen; and the wave of grief had swept coldly over them amidst their joy of the recoverance of their dwelling-place; yet they would not wail nor cry aloud, even to ease their sorrow, till they had heard the words of the Hall-Sun, as she stood facing them beside their dead War-duke.

Then she spake: “O Sorli the Old, come up hither! thou hast been my fellow in arms this long while.”

So the old man came forth, and went slowly in his clashing war-gear up on to the dais.  But his attire gleamed and glittered, since over-old was he to thrust deep into the press that day, howbeit he was wise in war.  So he stood beside her on the dais holding his head high, and proud he looked, for all his thin white locks and sunken eyes.

But again said the Hall-Sun: “Canst thou hear me, Wolfkettle, when I bid thee stand beside me, or art thou, too, gone on the road to Valhall?”

Forth then strode that mighty warrior and went toward the dais: nought fair was his array to look on; for point and edge had rent it and stained it red, and the flaring of the hall-flames had blackened it; his face was streaked with black withal, and his hands were as the hands of a smith among the thralls who hath wrought unwashen in the haste and hurry when men look to see the war-arrow abroad.  But he went up on to the dais and held up his head proudly, and looked forth on to the hall-crowd with eyes that gleamed fiercely from his stained and blackened face.

Again the Hall-Sun said: “Art thou also alive, O Egil the messenger?  Swift are thy feet, but not to flee from the foe: Come up and stand with us!”

Therewith Egil clave the throng; he was not so roughly dealt with as was Wolfkettle, for he was a bowman, and had this while past shot down on the Romans from aloof; and he yet held his bended bow in his hand.  He also came up on to the dais and stood beside Wolfkettle glancing down on the hall-crowd, looking eagerly from side to side.

Yet again the Hall-Sun spake: “No aliens now are dwelling in the Mark; come hither, ye men of the kindreds!  Come thou, our brother Hiarandi of the Elkings, for thy sisters, our wives, are fain of thee.  Come thou, Valtyr of the Laxings, brother’s son of Otter; do thou for the War-duke what thy father’s brother had done, had he not been faring afar.  Come thou, Geirbald of the Shieldings the messenger!  Now know we the deeds of others and thy deeds.  Come, stand beside us for a little!”

Forth then they came in their rent and battered war-gear: and the tall Hiarandi bore but the broken truncheon of his sword; and Valtyr a woodman’s axe notched and dull with work; and Geirbald a Roman cast-spear, for his own weapons had been broken in the medley; and he came the last of the three, going as a belated reaper from the acres.  There they stood by the others and gazed adown the hall-throng.

But the Hall-Sun spake again: “Agni of the Daylings, I see thee now.  How camest thou into the hard handplay, old man?  Come hither and stand with us, for we love thee.  Angantyr of the Bearings, fair was thy riding on the day of the Battle on the Ridge!  Come thou, be with us.  Shall the Beamings whose daughters we marry fail the House of the Wolf to-day?  Geirodd, thou hast no longer a weapon, but the fight is over, and this hour thou needest it not.  Come to us, brother!  Gunbald of the Vallings, the Falcon on thy shield is dim with the dint of point and edge, but it hath done its work to ward thy valiant heart: Come hither, friend!  Come all ye and stand with us!”

As she named them so they came, and they went up on to the dais and stood altogether; and a terrible band of warriors they looked had the fight been to begin over again, and they to meet death once more.  And again spake the Hall-Sun:

“Steinulf and Grani, deft are your hands!  Take ye the stalks of the war blossoms, the spears of the kindreds, and knit them together to make a bier for our War-duke, for he is weary and may not go afoot.  Thou Ali, son of Grey; thou hast gone errands for me before; go forth now from the garth, and wend thy ways toward the water, and tell me when thou comest back what thou hast seen of the coming of the wain-burg.  For by this time it should be drawing anigh.”

So Ali went forth, and there was silence of words for a while in the Hall; but there arose the sound of the wood-wrights busy with the wimble and the hammer about the bier.  No long space had gone by when Ali came back into the hall panting with his swift running; and he cried out:

“O Hall-Sun, they are coming; the last wain hath crossed the ford, and the first is hard at hand: bright are their banners in the sun.”

Then said the Hall-Sun: “O warriors, it is fitting that we go to meet our banners returning from the field, and that we do the Gods to wit what deeds we have done; fitting is it also that Thiodolf our War-duke wend with us.  Now get ye into your ordered bands, and go we forth from the fire-scorched hall, and out into the sunlight, that the very earth and the heavens may look upon the face of our War-duke, and bear witness that he hath played his part as a man.”

Then without more words the folk began to stream out of the Hall, and within the garth which the Romans had made they arrayed their companies.  But when they were all gone from the Hall save they who were on the dais, the Hall-Sun took the waxen torch which she had litten and quenched at the departure of the host to battle, and now she once more kindled it at the flame of the wondrous Lamp, the Hall-Sun.  But the wood-wrights brought the bier which they had made of the spear-shafts of the kindred, and they laid thereon a purple cloak gold-embroidered of the treasure of the Wolfings, and thereon was Thiodolf laid.

Then those men took him up; to wit, Sorli the Old, and Wolfkettle and Egil, all these were of the Wolfing House; Hiarandi of the Elkings also, and Valtyr of the Laxings, Geirbald of the Shieldings, Agni of the Daylings, Angantyr of the Bearings, Geirodd of the Beamings, Gunbald of the Vallings: all these, with the two valiant wood-wrights, Steinulf and Grani, laid hand to the bier.

So they bore it down from the dais, and out at the Man’s-door into the sunlight, and the Hall-Sun followed close after it, holding in her hand the Candle of Returning.  It was an hour after high-noon of a bright midsummer day when she came out into the garth; and the smoke from the fire-scorched hall yet hung about the trees of the wood-edge.  She looked neither down towards her feet nor on the right side or the left, but straight before her.  The ordered companies of the kindreds hid the sight of many fearful things from her eyes; though indeed the thralls and women had mostly gleaned the dead from the living both of friend and foe, and were tending the hurt of either host.  Through an opening in the ranks moreover could they by the bier behold the scanty band of Roman captives, some standing up, looking dully around them, some sitting or lying on the grass talking quietly together, and it seemed by their faces that for them the bitterness of death was passed.

Forth then fared the host by the West gate, where Thiodolf had done so valiantly that day, and out on to the green amidst the booths and lesser dwellings.  Sore then was the heart of the Hall-Sun, as she looked forth over dwelling, and acre, and meadow, and the blue line of the woods beyond the water, and bethought her of all the familiar things that were within the compass of her eyesight, and remembered the many days of her father’s loving-kindness, and the fair words wherewith he had solaced her life-days.  But of the sorrow that wrung her heart nothing showed in her face, nor was she paler now than her wont was.  For high was her courage, and she would in no wise mar that fair day and victory of the kindreds with grief for what was gone, whereas so much of what once was, yet abided and should abide for ever.

Then fared they down through the acres, where what was yet left of the wheat was yellowing toward harvest, and the rye hung grey and heavy; for bright and hot had the weather been all through these tidings.  Howbeit much of the corn was spoiled by the trampling of the Roman bands.

So came they into the fair open meadow and saw before them the wains coming to meet them with their folk; to wit a throng of stout carles of the thrall-folk led by the war-wise and ripe men of the Steerings.  Bright was the gleaming of the banner-wains, though for the lack of wind the banners hung down about their staves; the sound of the lowing of the bulls and the oxen, the neighing of horses and bleating of the flocks came up to the ears of the host as they wended over the meadow.

They made stay at last on the rising ground, all trampled and in parts bloody, where yesterday Thiodolf had come on the fight between the remnant of Otter’s men and the Romans: there they opened their ranks, and made a ring round about a space, amidmost of which was a little mound whereon was set the bier of Thiodolf.  The wains and their warders came up with them and drew a garth of the wains round about the ring of men with the banners of the kindreds in their due places.

There was the Wolf and the Elk, the Falcon, the Swan, the Boar, the Bear, and the Green-tree: the Willow-bush, the Gedd, the Water-bank and the Wood-Ousel, the Steer, the Mallard and the Roe-deer: all these were of the Mid-mark.  But of the Upper-mark were the Horse and the Spear, and the Shield, and the Daybreak, and the Dale, and the Mountain, and the Brook, and the Weasel, and the Cloud, and the Hart.

Of the Nether-mark were the Salmon, and the Lynx, and the Ling worm, the Seal, the Stone, and the Sea-mew; the Buck-goat, the Apple-tree, the Bull, the Adder, and the Crane.

There they stood in the hot sunshine three hours after noon; and a little wind came out of the west and raised the pictured cloths upon the banner-staves, so that the men could now see the images of the tokens of their Houses and the Fathers of old time.

Now was there silence in the ring of men; but it opened presently and through it came all-armed warriors bearing another bier, and lo, Otter upon it, dead in his war-gear with many a grievous wound upon his body.  For men had found him in an ingle of the wall of the Great Roof, where he had been laid yesterday by the Romans when his company and the Bearings with the Wormings made their onset: for the Romans had noted his exceeding valour, and when they had driven off the Goths some of them brought him dead inside their garth, for they would know the name and dignity of so valorous a man.

So now they bore him to the mound where Thiodolf lay and set the bier down beside Thiodolf’s, and the two War-dukes of the Markmen lay there together: and when the warriors beheld that sight, they could not forbear, but some groaned aloud, and some wept great tears, and they clashed their swords on their shields and the sound of their sorrow and their praise went up to the summer heavens.

Now the Hall-Sun holding aloft the waxen torch lifted up her voice and said:

“O warriors of the Wolfings, by the token of the flame
 That here in my right hand flickers, ye are back at the House of the Name,
 And there yet burneth the Hall-Sun beneath the Wolfing Roof,
 And the flame that the foemen quickened hath died out far aloof.
 Ye gleanings of the battle, lift up your hearts on high,
 For the House of the War-wise Wolfings and the Folk undoomed to die.
 But ye kindreds of the Markmen, the Wolfing guests are ye,
 And to-night we hold the high-tide, and great shall the feasting be,
 For to-day by the road that we know not a many wend their ways
 To the Gods and the ancient Fathers, and the hope of the latter days.
 And how shall their feet be cumbered if we tangle them with woe,
 And the heavy rain of sorrow drift o’er the road they go?
 They have toiled, and their toil was troublous to make the days to come;
 Use ye their gifts in gladness, lest they grieve for the Ancient Home!
 Now are our maids arraying that fire-scorched Hall of ours
 With the treasure of the Wolfings and the wealth of summer flowers,
 And this eve the work before you will be the Hall to throng
 And purge its walls of sorrow and quench its scathe and wrong.”
 

She looked on the dead Thiodolf a moment, and then glanced from him to Otter and spake again:

“O kindreds, here before you two mighty bodies lie;
 Henceforth no man shall see them in house and field go by
 As we were used to behold them, familiar to us then
 As the wind beneath the heavens and the sun that shines on men;
 Now soon shall there be nothing of their dwelling-place to tell,
 Save the billow of the meadows, the flower-grown grassy swell!
 Now therefore, O ye kindreds, if amidst you there be one
 Who hath known the heart of the War-dukes, and the deeds their hands have done,
 Will not the word be with him, while yet your hearts are hot,
 Of our praise and long remembrance, and our love that dieth not?
 Then let him come up hither and speak the latest word
 O’er the limbs of the battle-weary and the hearts outworn with the sword.”
 

She held her peace, and there was a stir in the ring of men: for they who were anigh the Dayling banner saw an old warrior sitting on a great black horse and fully armed.  He got slowly off his horse and walked toward the ring of warriors, which opened before him; for all knew him for Asmund the old, the war-wise warrior of the Daylings, even he who had lamented over the Hauberk of Thiodolf.  He had taken horse the day before, and had ridden toward the battle, but was belated, and had come up with them of the wain-burg just as they had crossed the water.






  








CHAPTER XXXI — OLD ASMUND SPEAKETH OVER THE WAR-DUKES: THE DEAD ARE LAID IN MOUND
 

Now while all looked on, he went to the place where lay the bodies of the War-dukes, and looked down on the face of Otter and said:

“O Otter, there thou liest! and thou that I knew of old,
 When my beard began to whiten, as the best of the keen and the bold,
 And thou wert as my youngest brother, and thou didst lead my sons
 When we fared forth over the mountains to meet the arrowy Huns,
 And I smiled to see thee teaching the lore that I learned thee erst.
 O Otter, dost thou remember how the Goth-folk came by the worst,
 And with thee in mine arms I waded the wide shaft-harrowed flood
 That lapped the feet of the mountains with its water blent with blood;
 And how in the hollow places of the mountains hidden away
 We abode the kindreds’ coming as the wet night bideth day?
 Dost thou remember, Otter, how many a joy we had,
 How many a grief remembered has made our high-tide glad?
 O fellow of the hall-glee!  O fellow of the field!
 Why then hast thou departed and left me under shield?
 I the ancient, I the childless, while yet in the Laxing hall
 Are thy brother’s sons abiding and their children on thee call.
 

“O kindreds of the people! the soul that dwelt herein,
 This goodly way-worn body, was keen for you to win
 Good days and long endurance.  Who knoweth of his deed
 What things for you it hath fashioned from the flame of the fire of need?
 But of this at least well wot we, that forth from your hearts it came
 And back to your hearts returneth for the seed of thriving and fame.
 In the ground wherein ye lay it, the body of this man,
 No deed of his abideth, no glory that he wan,
 But evermore the Markmen shall bear his deeds o’er earth,
 With the joy of the deeds that are coming, the garland of his worth.”
 

He was silent a little as he stood looking down on Otter’s face with grievous sorrow, for all that his words were stout.  For indeed, as he had said, Otter had been his battle-fellow and his hall-fellow, though he was much younger than Asmund; and they had been standing foot to foot in that battle wherein old Asmund’s sons were slain by his side.

After a while he turned slowly from looking at Otter to gaze upon Thiodolf, and his body trembled as he looked, and he opened his mouth to speak; but no word came from it; and he sat down upon the edge of the bier, and the tears began to gush out of his old eyes, and he wept aloud.  Then they that saw him wondered; for all knew the stoutness of his heart, and how he had borne more burdens than that of eld, and had not cowered down under them.  But at last he arose again, and stood firmly on his feet, and faced the folk-mote, and in a voice more like the voice of a man in his prime than of an old man, he sang:

  “Wild the storm is abroad

   Of the edge of the sword!

   Far on runneth the path

   Of the war-stride of wrath!

   The Gods hearken and hear

   The long rumour of fear

   From the meadows beneath

   Running fierce o’er the heath,
 Till it beats round their dwelling-place builded aloof
 And at last all up-swelling breaks wild o’er their roof,
 And quencheth their laughter and crieth on all,
 As it rolleth round rafter and beam of the Hall,
 Like the speech of the thunder-cloud tangled on high,
 When the mountain-halls sunder as dread goeth by.
 

  “So they throw the door wide

   Of the Hall where they bide,

   And to murmuring song

   Turns that voice of the wrong,

   And the Gods wait a-gaze

   For that Wearer of Ways:

   For they know he hath gone

   A long journey alone.
 Now his feet are they hearkening, and now is he come,
 With his battle-wounds darkening the door of his home,
 Unbyrnied, unshielded, and lonely he stands,
 And the sword that he wielded is gone from his hands — 
 Hands outstretched and bearing no spoil of the fight,
 As speechless, unfearing, he stands in their sight.
 

  “War-father gleams

   Where the white light streams

   Round kings of old

   All red with gold,

   And the Gods of the name

   With joy aflame.

   All the ancient of men

   Grown glorious again:
 Till the Slains-father crieth aloud at the last:
 ‘Here is one that belieth no hope of the past!
 No weapon, no treasure of earth doth he bear,
 No gift for the pleasure of Godhome to share;
 But life his hand bringeth, well cherished, most sweet;
 And hark! the Hall singeth the Folk-wolf to greet!’
 

  “As the rain of May

   On earth’s happiest day,

   So the fair flowers fall

   On the sun-bright Hall

   As the Gods rise up

   With the greeting-cup,

   And the welcoming crowd

   Falls to murmur aloud.
 Then the God of Earth speaketh; sweet-worded he saith,
 ‘Lo, the Sun ever seeketh Life fashioned of death;
 And to-day as he turneth the wide world about
 On Wolf-stead he yearneth; for there without doubt
 Dwells the death-fashioned story, the flower of all fame.
 Come hither new Glory, come Crown of the Name!’”
 

All men’s hearts rose high as he sang, and when he had ended arose the clang of sword and shield and went ringing down the meadow, and the mighty shout of the Markmen’s joy rent the heavens: for in sooth at that moment they saw Thiodolf, their champion, sitting among the Gods on his golden chair, sweet savours around him, and sweet sound of singing, and he himself bright-faced and merry as no man on earth had seen him, for as joyous a man as he was.

But when the sound of their exultation sank down, the Hall-Sun spake again:

“Now wendeth the sun westward, and weary grows the Earth
 Of all the long day’s doings in sorrow and in mirth;
 And as the great sun waneth, so doth my candle wane,
 And its flickering flame desireth to rest and die again.
 Therefore across the meadows wend we aback once more
 To the holy Roof of the Wolfings, the shrine of peace and war.
 And these that once have loved us, these warriors images,
 Shall sit amidst our feasting, and see, as the Father sees
 The works that men-folk fashion and the rest of toiling hands,
 When his eyes look down from the mountains and the heavens above all lands,
 And up from the flowery meadows and the rolling deeps of the sea.
 There then at the feast with our champions familiar shall we be
 As oft we are with the Godfolk, when in story-rhymes and lays
 We laugh as we tell of their laughter, and their deeds of other days.
 

“Come then, ye sons of the kindreds who hither bore these twain!
 Take up their beds of glory, and fare we home again,
 And feast as men delivered from toil unmeet to bear,
 Who through the night are looking to the dawn-tide fresh and fair
 And the morn and the noon to follow, and the eve and its morrow morn,
 All the life of our deliv’rance and the fair days yet unborn.”
 

So she spoke, and a murmur arose as those valiant men came forth again.  But lo, now were they dight in fresh and fair raiment and gleaming war-array.  For while all this was a-doing and a-saying, they had gotten them by the Hall-Sun’s bidding unto the wains of their Houses, and had arrayed them from the store therein.

So now they took up the biers, and the Hall-Sun led them, and they went over the meadow before the throng of the kindreds, who followed them duly ordered, each House about its banner; and when they were come through the garth which the Romans had made to the Man’s-door of the Hall, there were the women of the House freshly attired, who cast flowers on the living men of the host, and on the dead War-dukes, while they wept for pity of them.  So went the freemen of the Houses into the Hall, following the Hall-Sun, and the bearers of the War-dukes; but the banners abode without in the garth made by the Romans; and the thralls arrayed a feast for themselves about the wains of the kindreds in the open place before their cots and the smithying booths and the byres.

And as the Hall-Sun went into the Hall, she thrust down the candle against the threshold of the Man’s-door, and so quenched it.

Long were the kindreds entering, and when they were under the Roof of the Wolfings, they looked and beheld Thiodolf set in his chair once more, and Otter set beside him; and the chiefs and leaders of the House took their places on the dais, those to whom it was due, and the Hall-Sun sat under the wondrous Lamp her namesake.

Now was the glooming falling upon the earth; but the Hall was bright within even as the Hall-Sun had promised.  Therein was set forth the Treasure of the Wolfings; fair cloths were hung on the walls, goodly broidered garments on the pillars: goodly brazen cauldrons and fair-carven chests were set down in nooks where men could see them well, and vessels of gold and silver were set all up and down the tables of the feast.  The pillars also were wreathed with flowers, and flowers hung garlanded from the walls over the precious hangings; sweet gums and spices were burning in fair-wrought censers of brass, and so many candles were alight under the Roof, that scarce had it looked more ablaze when the Romans had litten the faggots therein for its burning amidst the hurry of the Morning Battle.

There then they fell to feasting, hallowing in the high-tide of their return with victory in their hands: and the dead corpses of Thiodolf and Otter, clad in precious glistering raiment, looked down on them from the High-seat, and the kindreds worshipped them and were glad; and they drank the Cup to them before any others, were they Gods or men.

But before the feast was hallowed in, came Ali the son of Grey up to the High-seat, bearing something in his hand: and lo! it was Throng-plough, which he had sought all over the field where the Markmen had been overcome by the Romans, and had found it at last.  All men saw him how he held it in his hand now as he went up to the Hall-Sun and spake to her.  But she kissed the lad on the forehead, and took Throng-plough, and wound the peace-strings round him and laid him on the board before Thiodolf; and then she spake softly as if to herself, yet so that some heard her:

“O father, no more shalt thou draw Throng-plough from the sheath till the battle is pitched in the last field of fight, and the sons of the fruitful Earth and the sons of Day meet Swart and his children at last, when the change of the World is at hand.  Maybe I shall be with thee then: but now and in meanwhile, farewell, O mighty hand of my father!”

Thus then the Houses of the Mark held their High-tide of Returning under the Wolfing Roof with none to blame them or make them afraid: and the moon rose and the summer night wore on towards dawn, and within the Roof and without was there feasting and singing and harping and the voice of abundant joyance: for without the Roof feasted the thralls and the strangers, and the Roman war-captives.

But on the morrow the kindreds laid their dead men in mound betwixt the Great Roof and the Wild-wood.  In one mound they laid them with the War-dukes in their midst, and Arinbiorn by Otter’s right side; and Thiodolf bore Throng-plough to mound with him.

But a little way from the mound of their own dead, toward the south they laid the Romans, a great company, with their Captain in the midst: and they heaped a long mound over them not right high; so that as years wore, and the feet of men and beasts trod it down, it seemed a mere swelling of the earth not made by men’s hands; and belike men knew not how many bones of valiant men lay beneath; yet it had a name which endured for long, to wit, the Battle-toft.

But the mound whereunder the Markmen were laid was called Thiodolf’s Howe for many generations of men, and many are the tales told of him; for men were loth to lose him and forget him: and in the latter days men deemed of him that he sits in that Howe not dead but sleeping, with Throng-plough laid before him on the board; and that when the sons of the Goths are at their sorest need and the falcons cease to sit on the ridge of the Great Roof of the Wolfings, he will wake and come forth from the Howe for their helping.  But none have dared to break open that Howe and behold what is therein.

But that swelling of the meadow where the Goths had their overthrow at the hands of the Romans, and Thiodolf fell to earth unwounded, got a name also, and was called the Swooning Knowe; and it kept that name long after men had forgotten wherefore it was so called.

Now when all this was done, and the warriors of the kindreds were departed each to his own stead, the Wolfings gathered in wheat-harvest, and set themselves to make good all that the Romans had undone; and they cleansed and mended their Great Roof and made it fairer than before, and took from it all signs of the burning, save that they left the charring and marks of the flames on one tie-beam, the second from the dais, for a token of the past tidings.  Also when Harvest was over the Wolfings, the Beamings, the Galtings, and the Elkings, set to work with the Bearings to rebuild their Great Roof and the other dwellings and booths which the Romans had burned; and right fair was that house.

But the Wolfings throve in field and fold, and they begat children who grew up to be mighty men and deft of hand, and the House grew more glorious year by year.

The tale tells not that the Romans ever fell on the Mark again; for about this time they began to stay the spreading of their dominion, or even to draw in its boundaries somewhat.

AND THIS IS ALL THAT THE TALE HAS TO TELL CONCERNING THE HOUSE OF THE WOLFINGS AND THE KINDREDS OF THE MARK.
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WHEREIN IS TOLD SOMEWHAT OF THE LIVES OF THE MEN OF BURGDALE THEIR FRIENDS THEIR NEIGHBOURS THEIR FOEMEN AND THEIR FELLOWS IN ARMS
 

This fantasy novel is a sequel to The House of the Wolfings and was first published in 1889. As with its predecessor, the novel’s blend of the supernatural with an imaginary world based on Norse and Saxon history and mythology would prove tremendously influential to modern practitioners of the fantasy genre.

The story is set in the Burgdales, a group of small Germanic settlements in the valleys at the foot of a mountain range, and the neighbouring woodlands and pastures. The inhabitants’ way of life is challenged by disruptions from the outside world in the form of the Sons of the Wolf, the descendants of the Wolfings from the previous novel, and the invading Huns or “Dusky Men”. The Sons of the Wolf, driven from their original country by the Huns, continue to resist the invaders as a frontier force guarding their new home. The somewhat troubled integration of the Sons of the Wolf into the society they are protecting is told in the story of five lovers representing both peoples.

Interestingly, Morris projected a sequel to The Roots of the Mountains to be called The Story of Desiderius, but this was never completed.
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Whiles carried o’er the iron road,
 We hurry by some fair abode;
 The garden bright amidst the hay,
 The yellow wain upon the way,
 The dining men, the wind that sweeps
 Light locks from off the sun-sweet heaps — 
 The gable grey, the hoary roof,
 Here now — and now so far aloof.
 How sorely then we long to stay
 And midst its sweetness wear the day,
 And ‘neath its changing shadows sit,
 And feel ourselves a part of it.
 Such rest, such stay, I strove to win
 With these same leaves that lie herein.
 






  








CHAPTER I.  OF BURGSTEAD AND ITS FOLK AND ITS NEIGHBOURS.
 

Once upon a time amidst the mountains and hills and falling streams of a fair land there was a town or thorp in a certain valley.  This was well-nigh encompassed by a wall of sheer cliffs; toward the East and the great mountains they drew together till they went near to meet, and left but a narrow path on either side of a stony stream that came rattling down into the Dale: toward the river at that end the hills lowered somewhat, though they still ended in sheer rocks; but up from it, and more especially on the north side, they swelled into great shoulders of land, then dipped a little, and rose again into the sides of huge fells clad with pine-woods, and cleft here and there by deep ghylls: thence again they rose higher and steeper, and ever higher till they drew dark and naked out of the woods to meet the snow-fields and ice-rivers of the high mountains.  But that was far away from the pass by the little river into the valley; and the said river was no drain from the snow-fields white and thick with the grinding of the ice, but clear and bright were its waters that came from wells amidst the bare rocky heaths.

The upper end of the valley, where it first began to open out from the pass, was rugged and broken by rocks and ridges of water-borne stones, but presently it smoothed itself into mere grassy swellings and knolls, and at last into a fair and fertile plain swelling up into a green wave, as it were, against the rock-wall which encompassed it on all sides save where the river came gushing out of the strait pass at the east end, and where at the west end it poured itself out of the Dale toward the lowlands and the plain of the great river.

Now the valley was some ten miles of our measure from that place of the rocks and the stone-ridges, to where the faces of the hills drew somewhat anigh to the river again at the west, and then fell aback along the edge of the great plain; like as when ye fare a-sailing past two nesses of a river-mouth, and the main-sea lieth open before you.

Besides the river afore-mentioned, which men called the Weltering Water, there were other waters in the Dale.  Near the eastern pass, entangled in the rocky ground was a deep tarn full of cold springs and about two acres in measure, and therefrom ran a stream which fell into the Weltering Water amidst the grassy knolls.  Black seemed the waters of that tarn which on one side washed the rocks-wall of the Dale; ugly and aweful it seemed to men, and none knew what lay beneath its waters save black mis-shapen trouts that few cared to bring to net or angle: and it was called the Death-Tarn.

Other waters yet there were: here and there from the hills on both sides, but especially from the south side, came trickles of water that ran in pretty brooks down to the river; and some of these sprang bubbling up amidst the foot-mounds of the sheer-rocks; some had cleft a rugged and strait way through them, and came tumbling down into the Dale at diverse heights from their faces.  But on the north side about halfway down the Dale, one stream somewhat bigger than the others, and dealing with softer ground, had cleft for itself a wider way; and the folk had laboured this way wider yet, till they had made them a road running north along the west side of the stream.  Sooth to say, except for the strait pass along the river at the eastern end, and the wider pass at the western, they had no other way (save one of which a word anon) out of the Dale but such as mountain goats and bold cragsmen might take; and even of these but few.

This midway stream was called the Wildlake, and the way along it Wildlake’s Way, because it came to them out of the wood, which on that north side stretched away from nigh to the lip of the valley-wall up to the pine woods and the high fells on the east and north, and down to the plain country on the west and south.

Now when the Weltering Water came out of the rocky tangle near the pass, it was turned aside by the ground till it swung right up to the feet of the Southern crags; then it turned and slowly bent round again northward, and at last fairly doubled back on itself before it turned again to run westward; so that when, after its second double, it had come to flowing softly westward under the northern crags, it had cast two thirds of a girdle round about a space of land a little below the grassy knolls and tofts aforesaid; and there in that fair space between the folds of the Weltering Water stood the Thorp whereof the tale hath told.

The men thereof had widened and deepened the Weltering Water about them, and had bridged it over to the plain meads; and athwart the throat of the space left clear by the water they had built them a strong wall though not very high, with a gate amidst and a tower on either side thereof.  Moreover, on the face of the cliff which was but a stone’s throw from the gate they had made them stairs and ladders to go up by; and on a knoll nigh the brow had built a watch-tower of stone strong and great, lest war should come into the land from over the hills.  That tower was ancient, and therefrom the Thorp had its name and the whole valley also; and it was called Burgstead in Burgdale.

So long as the Weltering Water ran straight along by the northern cliffs after it had left Burgstead, betwixt the water and the cliffs was a wide flat way fashioned by man’s hand.  Thus was the water again a good defence to the Thorp, for it ran slow and deep there, and there was no other ground betwixt it and the cliffs save that road, which was easy to bar across so that no foemen might pass without battle, and this road was called the Portway.  For a long mile the river ran under the northern cliffs, and then turned into the midst of the Dale, and went its way westward a broad stream winding in gentle laps and folds here and there down to the out-gate of the Dale.  But the Portway held on still underneath the rock-wall, till the sheer-rocks grew somewhat broken, and were cumbered with certain screes, and at last the wayfarer came upon the break in them, and the ghyll through which ran the Wildlake with Wildlake’s Way beside it, but the Portway still went on all down the Dale and away to the Plain-country.

That road in the ghyll, which was neither wide nor smooth, the wayfarer into the wood must follow, till it lifted itself out of the ghyll, and left the Wildlake coming rattling down by many steps from the east; and now the way went straight north through the woodland, ever mounting higher, (because the whole set of the land was toward the high fells,) but not in any cleft or ghyll.  The wood itself thereabout was thick, a blended growth of diverse kinds of trees, but most of oak and ash; light and air enough came through their boughs to suffer the holly and bramble and eglantine and other small wood to grow together into thickets, which no man could pass without hewing a way.  But before it is told whereto Wildlake’s Way led, it must be said that on the east side of the ghyll, where it first began just over the Portway, the hill’s brow was clear of wood for a certain space, and there, overlooking all the Dale, was the Mote-stead of the Dalesmen, marked out by a great ring of stones, amidst of which was the mound for the Judges and the Altar of the Gods before it.  And this was the holy place of the men of the Dale and of other folk whereof the tale shall now tell.

For when Wildlake’s Way had gone some three miles from the Mote-stead, the trees began to thin, and presently afterwards was a clearing and the dwellings of men, built of timber as may well be thought.  These houses were neither rich nor great, nor was the folk a mighty folk, because they were but a few, albeit body by body they were stout carles enough.  They had not affinity with the Dalesmen, and did not wed with them, yet it is to be deemed that they were somewhat akin to them.  To be short, though they were freemen, yet as regards the Dalesmen were they well-nigh their servants; for they were but poor in goods, and had to lean upon them somewhat.  No tillage they had among those high trees; and of beasts nought save some flocks of goats and a few asses.  Hunters they were, and charcoal-burners, and therein the deftest of men, and they could shoot well in the bow withal: so they trucked their charcoal and their smoked venison and their peltries with the Dalesmen for wheat and wine and weapons and weed; and the Dalesmen gave them main good pennyworths, as men who had abundance wherewith to uphold their kinsmen, though they were but far-away kin.  Stout hands had these Woodlanders and true hearts as any; but they were few-spoken and to those that needed them not somewhat surly of speech and grim of visage: brown-skinned they were, but light-haired; well-eyed, with but little red in their cheeks: their women were not very fair, for they toiled like the men, or more.  They were thought to be wiser than most men in foreseeing things to come.  They were much given to spells, and songs of wizardry, and were very mindful of the old story-lays, wherein they were far more wordy than in their daily speech.  Much skill had they in runes, and were exceeding deft in scoring them on treen bowls, and on staves, and door-posts and roof-beams and standing-beds and such like things.  Many a day when the snow was drifting over their roofs, and hanging heavy on the tree-boughs, and the wind was roaring through the trees aloft and rattling about the close thicket, when the boughs were clattering in the wind, and crashing down beneath the weight of the gathering freezing snow, when all beasts and men lay close in their lairs, would they sit long hours about the house-fire with the knife or the gouge in hand, with the timber twixt their knees and the whetstone beside them, hearkening to some tale of old times and the days when their banner was abroad in the world; and they the while wheedling into growth out of the tough wood knots and blossoms and leaves and the images of beasts and warriors and women.

They were called nought save the Woodland-Carles in that day, though time had been when they had borne a nobler name: and their abode was called Carlstead.  Shortly, for all they had and all they had not, for all they were and all they were not, they were well-beloved by their friends and feared by their foes.

Now when Wildlake’s Way was gotten to Carlstead, there was an end of it toward the north; though beyond it in a right line the wood was thinner, because of the hewing of the Carles.  But the road itself turned west at once and went on through the wood, till some four miles further it first thinned and then ceased altogether, the ground going down-hill all the way: for this was the lower flank of the first great upheaval toward the high mountains.  But presently, after the wood was ended, the land broke into swelling downs and winding dales of no great height or depth, with a few scattered trees about the hillsides, mostly thorns or scrubby oaks, gnarled and bent and kept down by the western wind: here and there also were yew-trees, and whiles the hillsides would be grown over with box-wood, but none very great; and often juniper grew abundantly.  This then was the country of the Shepherds, who were friends both of the Dalesmen and the Woodlanders.  They dwelt not in any fenced town or thorp, but their homesteads were scattered about as was handy for water and shelter.  Nevertheless they had their own stronghold; for amidmost of their country, on the highest of a certain down above a bottom where a willowy stream winded, was a great earthwork: the walls thereof were high and clean and overlapping at the entering in, and amidst of it was a deep well of water, so that it was a very defensible place: and thereto would they drive their flocks and herds when war was in the land, for nought but a very great host might win it; and this stronghold they called Greenbury.

These Shepherd-Folk were strong and tall like the Woodlanders, for they were partly of the same blood, but burnt they were both ruddy and brown: they were of more words than the Woodlanders but yet not many-worded.  They knew well all those old story-lays, (and this partly by the minstrelsy of the Woodlanders,) but they had scant skill in wizardry, and would send for the Woodlanders, both men and women, to do whatso they needed therein.  They were very hale and long-lived, whereas they dwelt in clear bright air, and they mostly went light-clad even in the winter, so strong and merry were they.  They wedded with the Woodlanders and the Dalesmen both; at least certain houses of them did so.  They grew no corn; nought but a few pot-herbs, but had their meal of the Dalesmen; and in the summer they drave some of their milch-kine into the Dale for the abundance of grass there; whereas their own hills and bents and winding valleys were not plenteously watered, except here and there as in the bottom under Greenbury.  No swine they had, and but few horses, but of sheep very many, and of the best both for their flesh and their wool.  Yet were they nought so deft craftsmen at the loom as were the Dalesmen, and their women were not very eager at the weaving, though they loathed not the spindle and rock.  Shortly, they were merry folk well-beloved of the Dalesmen, quick to wrath, though it abode not long with them; not very curious in their houses and halls, which were but little, and were decked mostly with the handiwork of the Woodland-Carles their guests; who when they were abiding with them, would oft stand long hours nose to beam, scoring and nicking and hammering, answering no word spoken to them but with aye or no, desiring nought save the endurance of the daylight.  Moreover, this shepherd-folk heeded not gay raiment over-much, but commonly went clad in white woollen or sheep-brown weed.

But beyond this shepherd-folk were more downs and more, scantily peopled, and that after a while by folk with whom they had no kinship or affinity, and who were at whiles their foes.  Yet was there no enduring enmity between them; and ever after war and battle came peace; and all blood-wites were duly paid and no long feud followed: nor were the Dalesmen and the Woodlanders always in these wars, though at whiles they were.  Thus then it fared with these people.

But now that we have told of the folks with whom the Dalesmen had kinship, affinity, and friendship, tell we of their chief abode, Burgstead to wit, and of its fashion.  As hath been told, it lay upon the land made nigh into an isle by the folds of the Weltering Water towards the uppermost end of the Dale; and it was warded by the deep water, and by the wall aforesaid with its towers.  Now the Dale at its widest, to wit where Wildlake fell into it, was but nine furlongs over, but at Burgstead it was far narrower; so that betwixt the wall and the wandering stream there was but a space of fifty acres, and therein lay Burgstead in a space of the shape of a sword-pommel: and the houses of the kinships lay about it, amidst of gardens and orchards, but little ordered into streets and lanes, save that a way went clean through everything from the tower-warded gate to the bridge over the Water, which was warded by two other towers on its hither side.

As to the houses, they were some bigger, some smaller, as the housemates needed.  Some were old, but not very old, save two only, and some quite new, but of these there were not many: they were all built fairly of stone and lime, with much fair and curious carved work of knots and beasts and men round about the doors; or whiles a wale of such-like work all along the house-front.  For as deft as were the Woodlanders with knife and gouge on the oaken beams, even so deft were the Dalesmen with mallet and chisel on the face of the hewn stone; and this was a great pastime about the Thorp.  Within these houses had but a hall and solar, with shut-beds out from the hall on one side or two, with whatso of kitchen and buttery and out-bower men deemed handy.  Many men dwelt in each house, either kinsfolk, or such as were joined to the kindred.

Near to the gate of Burgstead in that street aforesaid and facing east was the biggest house of the Thorp; it was one of the two abovesaid which were older than any other.  Its door-posts and the lintel of the door were carved with knots and twining stems fairer than other houses of that stead; and on the wall beside the door carved over many stones was an image wrought in the likeness of a man with a wide face, which was terrible to behold, although it smiled: he bore a bent bow in his hand with an arrow fitted to its string, and about the head of him was a ring of rays like the beams of the sun, and at his feet was a dragon, which had crept, as it were, from amidst of the blossomed knots of the door-post wherewith the tail of him was yet entwined.  And this head with the ring of rays about it was wrought into the adornment of that house, both within and without, in many other places, but on never another house of the Dale; and it was called the House of the Face.  Thereof hath the tale much to tell hereafter, but as now it goeth on to tell of the ways of life of the Dalesmen.

In Burgstead was no Mote-hall or Town-house or Church, such as we wot of in these days; and their market-place was wheresoever any might choose to pitch a booth: but for the most part this was done in the wide street betwixt the gate and the bridge.  As to a meeting-place, were there any small matters between man and man, these would the Alderman or one of the Wardens deal with, sitting in Court with the neighbours on the wide space just outside the Gate: but if it were to do with greater matters, such as great manslayings and blood-wites, or the making of war or ending of it, or the choosing of the Alderman and the Wardens, such matters must be put off to the Folk-mote, which could but be held in the place aforesaid where was the Doom-ring and the Altar of the Gods; and at that Folk-mote both the Shepherd-Folk and the Woodland-Carles foregathered with the Dalesmen, and duly said their say.  There also they held their great casts and made offerings to the Gods for the Fruitfulness of the Year, the ingathering of the increase, and in Memory of their Forefathers.  Natheless at Yule-tide also they feasted from house to house to be glad with the rest of Midwinter, and many a cup drank at those feasts to the memory of the fathers, and the days when the world was wider to them, and their banners fared far afield.

But besides these dwellings of men in the field between the wall and the water, there were homesteads up and down the Dale whereso men found it easy and pleasant to dwell: their halls were built of much the same fashion as those within the Thorp; but many had a high garth-wall cast about them, so that they might make a stout defence in their own houses if war came into the Dale.

As to their work afield; in many places the Dale was fair with growth of trees, and especially were there long groves of sweet chestnut standing on the grass, of the fruit whereof the folk had much gain.  Also on the south side nigh to the western end was a wood or two of yew-trees very great and old, whence they gat them bow-staves, for the Dalesmen also shot well in the bow.  Much wheat and rye they raised in the Dale, and especially at the nether end thereof.  Apples and pears and cherries and plums they had in plenty; of which trees, some grew about the borders of the acres, some in the gardens of the Thorp and the homesteads.  On the slopes that had grown from the breaking down here and there of the Northern cliffs, and which faced the South and the Sun’s burning, were rows of goodly vines, whereof the folk made them enough and to spare of strong wine both white and red.

As to their beasts; swine they had a many, but not many sheep, since herein they trusted to their trucking with their friends the Shepherds; they had horses, and yet but a few, for they were stout in going afoot; and, had they a journey to make with women big with babes, or with children or outworn elders, they would yoke their oxen to their wains, and go fair and softly whither they would.  But the said oxen and all their neat were exceeding big and fair, far other than the little beasts of the Shepherd-Folk; they were either dun of colour, or white with black horns (and those very great) and black tail-tufts and ear-tips.  Asses they had, and mules for the paths of the mountains to the east; geese and hens enough, and dogs not a few, great hounds stronger than wolves, sharp-nosed, long-jawed, dun of colour, shag-haired.

As to their wares; they were very deft weavers of wool and flax, and made a shift to dye the thrums in fair colours; since both woad and madder came to them good cheap by means of the merchants of the plain country, and of greening weeds was abundance at hand.  Good smiths they were in all the metals: they washed somewhat of gold out of the sands of the Weltering Water, and copper and tin they fetched from the rocks of the eastern mountains; but of silver they saw little, and iron they must buy of the merchants of the plain, who came to them twice in the year, to wit in the spring and the late autumn just before the snows.  Their wares they bought with wool spun and in the fleece, and fine cloth, and skins of wine and young neat both steers and heifers, and wrought copper bowls, and gold and copper by weight, for they had no stamped money.  And they guested these merchants well, for they loved them, because of the tales they told them of the Plain and its cities, and the manslayings therein, and the fall of Kings and Dukes, and the uprising of Captains.

Thus then lived this folk in much plenty and ease of life, though not delicately nor desiring things out of measure.  They wrought with their hands and wearied themselves; and they rested from their toil and feasted and were merry: to-morrow was not a burden to them, nor yesterday a thing which they would fain forget: life shamed them not, nor did death make them afraid.

As for the Dale wherein they dwelt, it was indeed most fair and lovely, and they deemed it the Blessing of the Earth, and they trod its flowery grass beside its rippled streams amidst its green tree-boughs proudly and joyfully with goodly bodies and merry hearts.






  








CHAPTER II.  OF FACE-OF-GOD AND HIS KINDRED.
 

Tells the tale, that on an evening of late autumn when the weather was fair, calm, and sunny, there came a man out of the wood hard by the Mote-stead aforesaid, who sat him down at the roots of the Speech-mound, casting down before him a roe-buck which he had just slain in the wood.  He was a young man of three and twenty summers; he was so clad that he had on him a sheep-brown kirtle and leggings of like stuff bound about with white leather thongs; he bore a short-sword in his girdle and a little axe withal; the sword with fair wrought gilded hilts and a dew-shoe of like fashion to its sheath.  He had his quiver at his back and bare in his hand his bow unstrung.  He was tall and strong, very fair of fashion both of limbs and face, white-skinned, but for the sun’s tanning, and ruddy-cheeked: his beard was little and fine, his hair yellow and curling, cut somewhat close, but for its length so plenteous, and so thick, that none could fail to note it.  He had no hat nor hood upon his head, nought but a fillet of golden beads.

As he sat down he glanced at the dale below him with a well-pleased look, and then cast his eyes down to the grass at his feet, as though to hold a little longer all unchanged the image of the fair place he had just seen.  The sun was low in the heavens, and his slant beams fell yellow all up the dale, gilding the chestnut groves grown dusk and grey with autumn, and the black masses of the elm-boughs, and gleaming back here and there from the pools of the Weltering Water.  Down in the midmost meadows the long-horned dun kine were moving slowly as they fed along the edges of the stream, and a dog was bounding about with exceeding swiftness here and there among them.  At a sharply curved bight of the river the man could see a little vermilion flame flickering about, and above it a thin blue veil of smoke hanging in the air, and clinging to the boughs of the willows anear; about it were a dozen menfolk clear to see, some sitting, some standing, some walking to and fro, but all in company together: four of were brown-clad and short-skirted like himself, and from above the hand of one came a flash of light as the sun smote upon the steel of his spear.  The others were long-skirted and clad gayer, and amongst them were red and blue and green and white garments, and they were clear to be seen for women.  Just as the young man looked up again, those of them who were sitting down rose up, and those that were strolling drew nigh, and they joined hands together, and fell to dancing on the grass, and the dog and another one with him came up to the dancers and raced about and betwixt them; and so clear to see were they all and so little, being far away, that they looked like dainty well-wrought puppets.

The young man sat smiling at it for a little, and then rose up and shouldered his venison, and went down into Wildlake’s Way, and presently was fairly in the Dale and striding along the Portway beside the northern cliffs, whose greyness was gilded yet by the last rays of the sun, though in a minute or two it would go under the western rim.  He went fast and cheerily, murmuring to himself snatches of old songs; none overtook him on the road, but he overtook divers folk going alone or in company toward Burgstead; swains and old men, mothers and maidens coming from the field and the acre, or going from house to house; and one or two he met but not many.  All these greeted him kindly, and he them again; but he stayed not to speak with any, but went as one in haste.

It was dusk by then he passed under the gate of Burgstead; he went straight thence to the door of the House of the Face, and entered as one who is at home, and need go no further, nor abide a bidding.

The hall he came into straight out of the open air was long and somewhat narrow and not right high; it was well-nigh dark now within, but since he knew where to look, he could see by the flicker that leapt up now and then from the smouldering brands of the hearth amidmost the hall under the luffer, that there were but three men therein, and belike they were even they whom he looked to find there, and for their part they looked for his coming, and knew his step.

He set down his venison on the floor, and cried out in a cheery voice: ‘Ho, Kettel!  Are all men gone without doors to sleep so near the winter-tide, that the Hall is as dark as a cave?  Hither to me!  Or art thou also sleeping?’

A voice came from the further side of the hearth: ‘Yea, lord, asleep I am, and have been, and dreaming; and in my dream I dealt with the flesh-pots and the cake-board, and thou shalt see my dream come true presently to thy gain.’

Quoth another voice: ‘Kettel hath had out that share of his dream already belike, if the saw sayeth sooth about cooks.  All ye have been away, so belike he hath done as Rafe’s dog when Rafe ran away from the slain buck.’

He laughed therewith, and Kettel with him, and a third voice joined the laughter.  The young man also laughed and said: ‘Here I bring the venison which my kinsman desired; but as ye see I have brought it over-late: but take it, Kettel.  When cometh my father from the stithy?’

Quoth Kettel: ‘My lord hath been hard at it shaping the Yule-tide sword, and doth not lightly leave such work, as ye wot, but he will be here presently, for he has sent to bid us dight for supper straightway.’

Said the young man: ‘Where are there lords in the dale, Kettel, or hast thou made some thyself, that thou must be always throwing them in my teeth?’

‘Son of the Alderman,’ said Kettel, ‘ye call me Kettel, which is no name of mine, so why should I not call thee lord, which is no dignity of thine, since it goes well over my tongue from old use and wont?  But here comes my mate of the kettle, and the women and lads.  Sit down by the hearth away from their hurry, and I will fetch thee the hand-water.’

The young man sat down, and Kettel took up the venison and went his ways toward the door at the lower end of the hall; but ere he reached it it opened, and a noisy crowd entered of men, women, boys, and dogs, some bearing great wax candles, some bowls and cups and dishes and trenchers, and some the boards for the meal.

The young man sat quiet smiling and winking his eyes at the sudden flood of light let into the dark place; he took in without looking at this or the other thing the aspect of his Fathers’ House, so long familiar to him; yet to-night he had a pleasure in it above his wont, and in all the stir of the household; for the thought of the wood wherein he had wandered all day yet hung heavy upon him.  Came one of the girls and cast fresh brands on the smouldering fire and stirred it into a blaze, and the wax candles were set up on the daïs, so that between them and the mew-quickened fire every corner of the hall was bright.  As aforesaid it was long and narrow, over-arched with stone and not right high, the windows high up under the springing of the roof-arch and all on the side toward the street; over against them were the arches of the shut-beds of the housemates.  The walls were bare that evening, but folk were wont to hang up hallings of woven pictures thereon when feasts and high-days were toward; and all along the walls were the tenter-hooks for that purpose, and divers weapons and tools were hanging from them here and there.  About the daïs behind the thwart-table were now stuck for adornment leavy boughs of oak now just beginning to turn with the first frosts.  High up on the gable wall above the tenter-hooks for the hangings were carven fair imagery and knots and twining stems; for there in the hewn atone was set forth that same image with the rayed head that was on the outside wall, and he was smiting the dragon and slaying him; but here inside the house all this was stained in fair and lively colours, and the sun-like rays round the head of the image were of beaten gold.  At the lower end of the hall were two doors going into the butteries, and kitchen, and other out-bowers; and above these doors was a loft upborne by stone pillars, which loft was the sleeping chamber of the goodman of the house; but the outward door was halfway between the said loft and the hearth of the hall.

So the young man took the shoes from his feet and then sat watching the women and lads arraying the boards, till Kettel came again to him with an old woman bearing the ewer and basin, who washed his feet and poured the water over his hands, and gave him the towel with fair-broidered ends to dry them withal.

Scarce had he made an end of this ere through the outer door came in three men and a young woman with them; the foremost of these was a man younger by some two years than the first-comer, but so like him that none might misdoubt that he was his brother; the next was an old man with a long white beard, but hale and upright; and lastly came a man of middle-age, who led the young woman by the hand.  He was taller than the first of the young men, though the other who entered with him outwent him in height; a stark carle he was, broad across the shoulders, thin in the flank, long-armed and big-handed; very noble and well-fashioned of countenance, with a straight nose and grey eyes underneath a broad brow: his hair grown somewhat scanty was done about with a fillet of golden beads like the young men his sons.  For indeed this was their father, and the master of the House.

His name was Iron-face, for he was the deftest of weapon-smiths, and he was the Alderman of the Dalesmen, and well-beloved of them; his kindred was deemed the noblest of the Dale, and long had they dwelt in the House of the Face.  But of his sons the youngest, the new-comer, was named Hall-face, and his brother the elder Face-of-god; which name was of old use amongst the kindred, and many great men and stout warriors had borne it aforetime: and this young man, in great love had he been gotten, and in much hope had he been reared, and therefore had he been named after the best of the kindred.  But his mother, who was hight the Jewel, and had been a very fair woman, was dead now, and Iron-face lacked a wife.

Face-of-god was well-beloved of his kindred and of all the Folk of the Dale, and he had gotten a to-name, and was called Gold-mane because of the abundance and fairness of his hair.

As for the young woman that was led in by Iron-face, she was the betrothed of Face-of-god, and her name was the Bride.  She looked with such eyes of love on him when she saw him in the hall, as though she had never seen him before but once, nor loved him but since yesterday; though in truth they had grown up together and had seen each other most days of the year for many years.  She was of the kindred with whom the chiefs and great men of the Face mostly wedded, which was indeed far away kindred of them.  She was a fair woman and strong: not easily daunted amidst perils she was hardy and handy and light-foot: she could swim as well as any, and could shoot well in the bow, and wield sword and spear: yet was she kind and compassionate, and of great courtesy, and the very dogs and kine trusted in her and loved her.  Her hair was dark red of hue, long and fine and plenteous, her eyes great and brown, her brow broad and very fair, her lips fine and red: her cheek not ruddy, yet nowise sallow, but clear and bright: tall she was and of excellent fashion, but well-knit and well-measured rather than slender and wavering as the willow-bough.  Her voice was sweet and soft, her words few, but exceeding dear to the listener.  In short, she was a woman born to be the ransom of her Folk.

Now as to the names which the menfolk of the Face bore, and they an ancient kindred, a kindred of chieftains, it has been said that in times past their image of the God of the Earth had over his treen face a mask of beaten gold fashioned to the shape of the image; and that when the Alderman of the Folk died, he to wit who served the God and bore on his arm the gold-ring between the people and the altar, this visor or face of God was laid over the face of him who had been in a manner his priest, and therewith he was borne to mound; and the new Alderman and priest had it in charge to fashion a new visor for the God; and whereas for long this great kindred had been chieftains of the people, they had been, and were all so named, that the word Face was ever a part of their names.






  








CHAPTER III.  THEY TALK OF DIVERS MATTERS IN THE HALL.
 

Now Face-of-god, who is also called Gold-mane, rose up to meet the new-comers, and each of them greeted him kindly, and the Bride kissed him on the cheek, and he her in likewise; and he looked kindly on her, and took her hand, and went on up the hall to the daïs, following his father and the old man; as for him, he was of the kindred of the House, and was foster-father of Iron-face and of his sons both; and his name was Stone-face: a stark warrior had he been when he was young, and even now he could do a man’s work in the battlefield, and his understanding was as good as that of a man in his prime.  So went these and four others up on to the daïs and sat down before the thwart-table looking down the hall, for the meat was now on the board; and of the others there were some fifty men and women who were deemed to be of the kindred and sat at the endlong tables.

So then the Alderman stood up and made the sign of the Hammer over the meat, the token of his craft and of his God.  Then they fell to with good hearts, for there was enough and to spare of meat and drink.  There was bread and flesh (though not Gold-mane’s venison), and leeks and roasted chestnuts of the grove, and red-cheeked apples of the garth, and honey enough of that year’s gathering, and medlars sharp and mellow: moreover, good wine of the western bents went up and down the hall in great gilded copper bowls and in mazers girt and lipped with gold.

But when they were full of meat, and had drunken somewhat, they fell to speech, and Iron-face spake aloud to his son, who had but been speaking softly to the Bride as one playmate to the other: but the Alderman said: ‘Scarce are the wood-deer grown, kinsman, when I must needs eat sheep’s flesh on a Thursday, though my son has lain abroad in the woods all night to hunt for me.’

And therewith he smiled in the young man’s face; but Gold-mane reddened and said: ‘So is it, kinsman, I can hit what I can see; but not what is hidden.’

Iron-face laughed and said: ‘Hast thou been to the Woodland-Carles? are their women fairer than our cousins?’

Face-of-god took up the Bride’s hand in his and kissed it and laid it to his cheek; and then turned to his father and said: ‘Nay, father, I saw not the Wood-carles, nor went to their abode; and on no day do I lust after their women.  Moreover, I brought home a roebuck of the fattest; but I was over-late for Kettel, and the flesh was ready for the board by then I came.’

‘Well, son,’ quoth Iron-face, for he was merry, ‘a roebuck is but a little deer for such big men as are thou and I.  But I rede thee take the Bride along with thee the next time; and she shall seek whilest thou sleepest, and hit when thou missest.’

Then Face-of-god smiled, but he frowned somewhat also, and he said: ‘Well were that, indeed!  But if ye must needs drag a true tale out of me: that roebuck I shot at the very edge of the wood nigh to the Mote-stead as I was coming home: harts had I seen in the wood and its lawns, and boars, and bucks, and loosed not at them: for indeed when I awoke in the morning in that wood-lawn ye wot of, I wandered up and down with my bow unbent.  So it was that I fared as if I were seeking something, I know not what, that should fill up something lacking to me, I know not what.  Thus I felt in myself even so long as I was underneath the black boughs, and there was none beside me and before me, and none to turn aback to: but when I came out again into the sunshine, and I saw the fair dale, and the happy abode lying before me, and folk abroad in the meads merry in the eventide; then was I full fain of it, and loathed the wood as an empty thing that had nought to give me; and lo you! all that I had been longing for in the wood, was it not in this House and ready to my hand? — and that is good meseemeth.’

Therewith he drank of the cup which the Bride put into his hand after she had kissed the rim, but when he had set it down again he spake once more:

‘And yet now I am sitting honoured and well-beloved in the House of my Fathers, with the holy hearth sparkling and gleaming down there before me; and she that shall bear my children sitting soft and kind by my side, and the bold lads I shall one day lead in battle drinking out of my very cup: now it seems to me that amidst all this, the dark cold wood, wherein abide but the beasts and the Foes of the Gods, is bidding me to it and drawing me thither.  Narrow is the Dale and the World is wide; I would it were dawn and daylight, that I might be afoot again.’

And he half rose up from his place.  But his father bent his brow on him and said: ‘Kinsman, thou hast a long tongue for a half-trained whelp: nor see I whitherward thy mind is wandering, but if it be on the road of a lad’s desire to go further and fare worse.  Hearken then, I will offer thee somewhat!  Soon shall the West-country merchants be here with their winter truck.  How sayest thou? hast thou a mind to fare back with them, and look on the Plain and its Cities, and take and give with the strangers?  To whom indeed thou shalt be nothing save a purse with a few lumps of gold in it, or maybe a spear in the stranger’s band on the stricken field, or a bow on the wall of an alien city.  This is a craft which thou mayst well learn, since thou shalt be a chieftain; a craft good to learn, however grievous it be in the learning.  And I myself have been there; for in my youth I desired sore to look on the world beyond the mountains; so I went, and I filled my belly with the fruit of my own desires, and a bitter meat was that; but now that it has passed through me, and I yet alive, belike I am more of a grown man for having endured its gripe.  Even so may it well be with thee, son; so go if thou wilt; and thou shalt go with my blessing, and with gold and wares and wain and spearmen.’

‘Nay,’ said Face-of-god, ‘I thank thee, for it is well offered; but I will not go, for I have no lust for the Plain and its Cities; I love the Dale well, and all that is round about it; therein will I live and die.’

Therewith he fell a-musing; and the Bride looked at him anxiously, but spake not.  Sooth to say her heart was sinking, as though she foreboded some new thing, which should thrust itself into their merry life.

But the old man Stone-face took up the word and said:

‘Son Gold-mane, it behoveth me to speak, since belike I know the wild-wood better than most, and have done for these three-score and ten years; to my cost.  Now I perceive that thou longest for the wood and the innermost of it; and wot ye what?  This longing will at whiles entangle the sons of our chieftains, though this Alderman that now is hath been free therefrom, which is well for him.  For, time was this longing came over me, and I went whither it led me: overlong it were to tell of all that befell me because of it, and how my heart bled thereby.  So sorry were the tidings that came of it, that now meseemeth my heart should be of stone and not my face, had it not been for the love wherewith I have loved the sons of the kindred.  Therefore, son, it were not ill if ye went west away with the merchants this winter, and learned the dealings of the cities, and brought us back tales thereof.’

But Gold-mane cried out somewhat angrily, ‘I tell thee, foster-father, that I have no mind for the cities and their men and their fools and their whores and their runagates.  But as for the wood and its wonders, I have done with it, save for hunting there along with others of the Folk.  So let thy mind be at ease; and for the rest, I will do what the Alderman commandeth, and whatso my father craveth of me.’

‘And that is well, son,’ said Stone-face, ‘if what ye say come to pass, as sore I misdoubt me it will not.  But well it were, well it were!  For such things are in the wood, yea and before ye come to its innermost, as may well try the stoutest heart.  Therein are Kobbolds, and Wights that love not men, things unto whom the grief of men is as the sound of the fiddle-bow unto us.  And there abide the ghosts of those that may not rest; and there wander the dwarfs and the mountain-dwellers, the dealers in marvels, the givers of gifts that destroy Houses; the forgers of the curse that clingeth and the murder that flitteth to and fro.  There moreover are the lairs of Wights in the shapes of women, that draw a young man’s heart out of his body, and fill up the empty place with desire never to be satisfied, that they may mock him therewith and waste his manhood and destroy him.  Nor say I much of the strong-thieves that dwell there, since thou art a valiant sword; or of them who have been made Wolves of the Holy Places; or of the Murder-Carles, the remnants and off-scourings of wicked and wretched Folks — men who think as much of the life of a man as of the life of a fly.  Yet happiest is the man whom they shall tear in pieces, than he who shall live burdened by the curse of the Foes of the Gods.’

The housemaster looked on his son as the old carle spake, and a cloud gathered on his face a while; and when Stone-face had made an end he spake:

‘This is long and evil talk for the end of a merry day, O fosterer!  Wilt thou not drink a draught, O Redesman, and then stand up and set thy fiddle-bow a-dancing, and cause it draw some fair words after it?  For my cousin’s face hath grown sadder than a young maid’s should be, and my son’s eyes gleam with thoughts that are far away from us and abroad in the wild-wood seeking marvels.’

Then arose a man of middle-age from the top of the endlong bench on the east side of the hall: a man tall, thin and scant-haired, with a nose like an eagle’s neb: he reached out his hand for the bowl, and when they had given to him he handled it, and raised it aloft and cried:

‘Here I drink a double health to Face-of-god and the Bride, and the love that lieth between them, and the love betwixt them twain and us.’

He drank therewith, and the wine went up and down the hall, and all men drank, both carles and queens, with shouting and great joy.  Then Redesman put down the cup (for it had come into his hands again), and reached his hand to the wall behind him, and took down his fiddle hanging there in its case, and drew it out and fell to tuning it, while the hall grew silent to hearken: then he handled the bow and laid it on the strings till they wailed and chuckled sweetly, and when the song was well awake and stirring briskly, then he lifted up his voice and sang:

The Minstrel saith:

‘O why on this morning, ye maids, are ye tripping

   Aloof from the meadows yet fresh with the dew,
 Where under the west wind the river is lipping

   The fragrance of mint, the white blooms and the blue?
 

For rough is the Portway where panting ye wander;

   On your feet and your gown-hems the dust lieth dun;
 Come trip through the grass and the meadow-sweet yonder,

   And forget neath the willows the sword of the sun.
 

The Maidens answer:

Though fair are the moon-daisies down by the river,

   And soft is the grass and the white clover sweet;
 Though twixt us and the rock-wall the hot glare doth quiver,

   And the dust of the wheel-way is dun on our feet;
 

Yet here on the way shall we walk on this morning

   Though the sun burneth here, and sweet, cool is the mead;
 For here when in old days the Burg gave its warning,

   Stood stark under weapons the doughty of deed.
 

Here came on the aliens their proud words a-crying,

   And here on our threshold they stumbled and fell;
 Here silent at even the steel-clad were lying,

   And here were our mothers the story to tell.
 

Here then on the morn of the eve of the wedding

   We pray to the Mighty that we too may bear
 Such war-walls for warding of orchard and steading,

   That the new days be merry as old days were dear.’
 

Therewith he made an end, and shouts and glad cries arose all about the hall; and an old man arose and cried: ‘A cup to the memory of the Mighty of the Day of the Warding of the Ways.’  For you must know this song told of a custom of the Folk, held in memory of a time of bygone battle, wherein they had overthrown a great host of aliens on the Portway betwixt the river and the cliffs, two furlongs from the gate of Burgstead.  So now two weeks before Midsummer those maidens who were presently to be wedded went early in the morning to that place clad in very fair raiment, swords girt to their sides and spears in their hands, and abode there on the highway from morn till even as though they were a guard to it.  And they made merry there, singing songs and telling tales of times past: and at the sunsetting their grooms came to fetch them away to the Feast of the Eve of the Wedding.

While the song was a-singing Face-of-god took the Bride’s hand in his and caressed it, and was soft and blithe with her; and she reddened and trembled for pleasure, and called to mind wedding feasts that had been, and fair brides that she had seen thereat, and she forgot her fears and her heart was at peace again.

And Iron-face looked well-pleased on the two from time to time, and smiled, but forbore words to them.

But up and down the hall men talked with one another about things long ago betid: for their hearts were high and they desired deeds; but in that fair Dale so happy were the years from day to day that there was but little to tell of.  So deepened the night and waned, and Gold-mane and the Bride still talked sweetly together, and at whiles kindly to the others; and by seeming he had clean forgotten the wood and its wonders.

Then at last the Alderman called for the cup of good-night, and men drank thereof and went their ways to bed.






  








CHAPTER IV.  FACE-OF-GOD FARETH TO THE WOOD AGAIN.
 

When it was the earliest morning and dawn was but just beginning, Face-of-god awoke and rose up from his bed, and came forth into the hall naked in his shirt, and stood by the hearth, wherein the piled-up embers were yet red, and looked about and could see nothing stirring in the dimness: then he fetched water and washed the night-tide off him, and clad himself in haste, and was even as he was yesterday, save that he left his bow and quiver in their place and took instead a short casting-spear; moreover he took a leathern scrip and went therewith to the buttery, and set therein bread and flesh and a little gilded beaker; and all this he did with but little noise; for he would not be questioned, lest he should have to answer himself as well as others.

Thus he went quietly out of doors, for the door was but latched, since no bolts or bars or locks were used in Burgstead, and through the town-gate, which stood open, save when rumours of war were about.  He turned his face straight towards Wildlake’s Way, walking briskly, but at whiles looking back over his shoulder toward the East to note what way was made by the dawning, and how the sky lightened above the mountain passes.

By then he was come to the place where the Maiden Ward was held in the summer the dawn was so far forward that all things had their due colours, and were clear to see in the shadowless day.  It was a bright morning, with an easterly air stirring that drave away the haze and dried the meadows, which had otherwise been rimy; for it was cold.  Gold-mane lingered on the place a little, and his eyes fell on the road, as dusty yet as in Redesman’s song; for the autumn had been very dry, and the strip of green that edged the outside of the way was worn and dusty also.  On the edge of it, half in the dusty road, half on the worn grass, was a long twine of briony red-berried and black-leaved; and right in the midst of the road were two twigs of great-leaved sturdy pollard oak, as though they had been thrown aside there yesterday by women or children a-sporting; and the deep white dust yet held the marks of feet, some bare, some shod, crossing each other here and there.  Face-of-god smiled as he passed on, as a man with a happy thought; for his mind showed him a picture of the Bride as she would be leading the Maiden Ward next summer, and singing first among the singers, and he saw her as clearly as he had often seen her verily, and before him was the fashion of her hands and all her body, and the little mark on her right wrist, and the place where her arm whitened, because the sleeve guarded it against the sun, which had long been pleasant unto him, and the little hollow in her chin, and the lock of red-brown hair waving in the wind above her brow, and shining in the sun as brightly as the Alderman’s cunningest work of golden wire.  Soft and sweet seemed that picture, till he almost seemed to hear her sweet voice calling to him, and desire of her so took hold of the youth, that it stirred him up to go swiftlier as he strode on, the day brightening behind him.

Now was it nigh sunrise, and he began to meet folk on the way, though not many; since for most their way lay afield, and not towards the Burg.  The first was a Woodlander, tall and gaunt, striding beside his ass, whose panniers were laden with charcoal.  The carle’s daughter, a little maiden of seven winters, riding on the ass’s back betwixt the panniers, and prattling to herself in the cold morning; for she was pleased with the clear light in the east, and the smooth wide turf of the meadows, as one who had not often been far from the shadow of the heavy trees of the wood, and their dark wall round about the clearing where they dwelt.  Face-of-god gave the twain the sele of the day in merry fashion as he passed them by, and the sober dark-faced man nodded to him but spake no word, and the child stayed her prattle to watch him as he went by.

Then came the sound of the rattle of wheels, and, as he doubled an angle of the rock-wall, he came upon a wain drawn by four dun kine, wherein lay a young woman all muffled up against the cold with furs and cloths; beside the yoke-beasts went her man, a well-knit trim-faced Dalesman clad bravely in holiday raiment, girt with a goodly sword, bearing a bright steel helm on his head, in his hand a long spear with a gay red and white shaft done about with copper bands.  He looked merry and proud of his wain-load, and the woman was smiling kindly on him from out of her scarlet and fur; but now she turned a weary happy face on Gold-mane, for they knew him, as did all men of the Dale.

So he stopped when they met, for the goodman had already stayed his slow beasts, and the goodwife had risen a little on her cushions to greet him, yet slowly and but a little, for she was great with child, and not far from her time.  That knew Gold-mane well, and what was toward, and why the goodman wore his fine clothes, and why the wain was decked with oak-boughs and the yoke-beasts with their best gilded bells and copper-adorned harness.  For it was a custom with many of the kindreds that the goodwife should fare to her father’s house to lie in with her first babe, and the day of her coming home was made a great feast in the house.  So then Face-of-god cried out: ‘Hail to thee, O Warcliff!  Shrewd is the wind this morning, and thou dost well to heed it carefully, this thine orchard, this thy garden, this thy fair apple-tree!  To a good hall thou wendest, and the Wine of Increase shall be sweet there this even.’

Then smiled Warcliff all across his face, and the goodwife hung her head and reddened.  Said the goodman: ‘Wilt thou not be with us, son of the Alderman, as surely thy father shall be?’

‘Nay,’ said Face-of-god, ‘though I were fain of it: my own matters carry me away.’

‘What matters?’ said Warcliff; ‘perchance thou art for the cities this autumn?’

Face-of-god answered somewhat stiffly: ‘Nay, I am not;’ and then more kindly, and smiling, ‘All roads lead not down to the Plain, friend.’

‘What road then farest thou away from us?’ said the goodwife.

‘The way of my will,’ he answered.

‘And what way is that?’ said she; ‘take heed, lest I get a longing to know.  For then must thou needs tell me, or deal with the carle there beside thee.’

‘Nay, goodwife,’ said Face-of-god, ‘let not that longing take thee; for on that matter I am even as wise as thou.  Now good speed to thee and to the new-comer!’

Therewith he went close up to the wain, and reached out his hand to her, and she gave him hers and he kissed it, and so went his ways smiling kindly on them.  Then the carle cried to his kine, and they bent down their heads to the yoke; and presently, as he walked on, he heard the rumble of the wain mingling with the tinkling of their bells, which in a little while became measured and musical, and sounded above the creaking of the axles and the rattle of the gear and the roll of the great wheels over the road: and so it grew thinner and thinner till it all died away behind him.

He was now come to where the river turned away from the sheer rock-wall, which was not so high there as in most other places, as there had been in old time long screes from the cliff, which had now grown together, with the waxing of herbs and the washing down of the earth on to them, and made a steady slope or low hill going down riverward.  Over this the road lifted itself above the level of the meadows, keeping a little way from the cliffs, while on the other side its bank was somewhat broken and steep here and there.  As Face-of-god came up to one of these broken places, the sun rose over the eastern pass, and the meadows grew golden with its long beams.  He lingered, and looked back under his hand, and as he did so heard the voices and laughter of women coming up from the slope below him, and presently a young woman came struggling up the broken bank with hand and knee, and cast herself down on the roadside turf laughing and panting.  She was a long-limbed light-made woman, dark-faced and black-haired: amidst her laughter she looked up and saw Gold-mane, who had stopped at once when he saw her; she held out her hands to him, and said lightly, though her face flushed withal:

‘Come hither, thou, and help the others to climb the bank; for they are beaten in the race, and now must they do after my will; that was the forfeit.’

He went up to her, and took her hands and kissed them, as was the custom of the Dale, and said:

‘Hail to thee, Long-coat! who be they, and whither away this morning early?’

She looked hard at him, and fondly belike, as she answered slowly: ‘They be the two maidens of my father’s house, whom thou knowest; and our errand, all three of us, is to Burgstead, the Feast of the Wine of Increase which shall be drunk this even.’

As she spake came another woman half up the bank, to whom went Face-of-god, and, taking her hands, drew her up while she laughed merrily in his face: he saluted her as he had Long-coat, and then with a laugh turned about to wait for the third; who came indeed, but after a little while, for she had abided, hearing their voices.  Her also Gold-mane drew up, and kissed her hands, and she lay on the grass by Long-coat, but the second maiden stood up beside the young man.  She was white-skinned and golden-haired, a very fair damsel, whereas the last-comer was but comely, as were well-nigh all the women of the Dale.

Said Face-of-god, looking on the three: ‘How comes it, maidens, that ye are but in your kirtles this sharp autumn morning? or where have ye left your gowns or your cloaks?’

For indeed they were clad but in close-fitting blue kirtles of fine wool, embroidered about the hems with gold and coloured threads.

The last-comer laughed and said: ‘What ails thee, Gold-mane, to be so careful of us, as if thou wert our mother or our nurse?  Yet if thou must needs know, there hang our gowns on the thorn-bush down yonder; for we have been running a match and a forfeit; to wit, that she who was last on the highway should go down again and bring them up all three; and now that is my day’s work: but since thou art here, Alderman’s son, thou shalt go down instead of me and fetch them up.’

But he laughed merrily and outright, and said: ‘That will I not, for there be but twenty-four hours in the day, and what between eating and drinking and talking to fair maidens, I have enough to do in every one of them.  Wasteful are ye women, and simple is your forfeit.  Now will I, who am the Alderman’s son, give forth a doom, and will ordain that one of you fetch up the gowns yourselves, and that Long-coat be the one; for she is the fleetest-footed and ablest thereto.  Will ye take my doom? for later on I shall not be wiser.’

‘Yea,’ said the fair woman, ‘not because thou art the Alderman’s son, but because thou art the fairest man of the Dale, and mayst bid us poor souls what thou wilt.’

Face-of-god reddened at her words, and the speaker and the last-comer laughed; but Long-coat held her peace: she cast one very sober look on him, and then ran lightly down the bent; he drew near the edge of it, and watched her going; for her light-foot slimness was fair to look on: and he noted that when she was nigh the thorn-bush whereon hung the bright-broidered gowns, and deemed belike that she was not seen, she kissed both her hands where he had kissed them erst.

Thereat he drew aback and turned away shyly, scarce looking at the other twain, who smiled on him with somewhat jeering looks; but he bade them farewell and departed speedily; and if they spoke, it was but softly, for he heard their voices no more.

He went on under the sunlight which was now gilding the outstanding stones of the cliffs, and still his mind was set upon the Bride; and his meeting with the mother of the yet unborn baby, and with the three women with their freshness and fairness, did somehow turn his thought the more upon her, since she was the woman who was to be his amongst all women, for she was far fairer than any one of them; and through all manner of life and through all kinds of deeds would he be with her, and know more of her fairness and kindness than any other could: and him-seemed he could see pictures of her and of him amidst all these deeds and ways.

Now he went very swiftly; for he was eager, though he knew not for what, and he thought but little of the things on which his eyes fell.  He met none else on the road till he was come to Wildlake’s Way, though he saw folk enough down in the meadows; he was soon amidst the first of the trees, and without making any stay set his face east and somewhat north, that is, toward the slopes that led to the great mountains.  He said to himself aloud, as he wended the wood: ‘Strange! yestereven I thought much of the wood, and I set my mind on not going thither, and this morning I thought nothing of it, and here am I amidst its trees, and wending towards its innermost.’

His way was easy at first, because the wood for a little space was all of beech, so that there was no undergrowth, and he went lightly betwixt the tall grey and smooth boles; albeit his heart was nought so gay as it was in the dale amidst the sunshine.  After a while the beech-wood grew thinner, and at last gave out altogether, and he came into a space of rough broken ground with nought but a few scrubby oaks and thorn-bushes growing thereon here and there.  The sun was high in the heavens now, and shone brightly down on the waste, though there were a few white clouds high up above him.  The rabbits scuttled out of the grass before him; here and there he turned aside from a stone on which lay coiled an adder sunning itself; now and again both hart and hind bounded away from before him, or a sounder of wild swine ran grunting away toward closer covert.  But nought did he see but the common sights and sounds of the woodland; nor did he look for aught else, for he knew this part of the woodland indifferent well.

He held on over this treeless waste for an hour or more, when the ground began to be less rugged, and he came upon trees again, but thinly scattered, oak and ash and hornbeam not right great, with thickets of holly and blackthorn between them.  The set of the ground was still steadily up to the east and north-east, and he followed it as one who wendeth an assured way.  At last before him seemed to rise a wall of trees and thicket; but when he drew near to it, lo! an opening in a certain place, and a little path as if men were wont to thread the tangle of the wood thereby; though hitherto he had noted no slot of men, nor any sign of them, since he had plunged into the deep of the beech-wood.  He took the path as one who needs must, and went his ways as it led.  In sooth it was well-nigh blind, but he was a deft woodsman, and by means of it skirted many a close thicket that had otherwise stayed him.  So on he went, and though the boughs were close enough overhead, and the sun came through but in flecks, he judged that it was growing towards noon, and he wotted well that he was growing aweary.  For he had been long afoot, and the more part of the time on a rough way, or breasting a slope which was at whiles steep enough.

At last the track led him skirting about an exceeding close thicket into a small clearing, through which ran a little woodland rill amidst rushes and dead leaves: there was a low mound near the eastern side of this wood-lawn, as though there had been once a dwelling of man there, but no other sign or slot of man was there.

So Face-of-god made stay in that place, casting himself down beside the rill to rest him and eat and drink somewhat.  Whatever thoughts had been with him through the wood (and they been many) concerning his House and his name, and his father, and the journey he might make to the cities of the Westland, and what was to befall him when he was wedded, and what war or trouble should be on his hands — all this was now mingled together and confused by this rest amidst his weariness.  He laid down his scrip, and drew his meat from it and ate what he would, and dipping his gilded beaker into the brook, drank water smacking of the damp musty savour of the woodland; and then his head sank back on a little mound in the short turf, and he fell asleep at once.  A long dream he had in short space; and therein were blent his thoughts of the morning with the deeds of yesterday; and other matters long forgotten in his waking hours came back to his slumber in unordered confusion: all which made up for him pictures clear, but of little meaning, save that, as oft befalls in dreams, whatever he was a-doing he felt himself belated.

When he awoke, smiling at something strange in his gone-by dream, he looked up to the heavens, thinking to see signs of the even at hand, for he seemed to have been dreaming so long.  The sky was thinly overcast by now, but by his wonted woodcraft he knew the whereabouts of the sun, and that it was scant an hour after noon.  He sat there till he was wholly awake, and then drank once more of the woodland water; and he said to himself, but out loud, for he was fain of the sound of a man’s voice, though it were but his own:

‘What is mine errand hither?  Whither wend I?  What shall I have done to-morrow that I have hitherto left undone?  Or what manner of man shall I be then other than I am now?’

Yet though he said the words he failed to think the thought, or it left him in a moment of time, and he thought but of the Bride and her kindness.  Yet that abode with him but a moment, and again he saw himself and those two women on the highway edge, and Long-coat lingering on the slope below, kissing his kisses on her hands; and he was sorry that she desired him over-much, for she was a fair woman and a friendly.  But all that also flowed from him at once, and he had no thought in him but that he also desired something that he lacked: and this was a burden to him, and he rose up frowning, and said to himself, ‘Am I become a mere sport of dreams, whether I sleep or wake?  I will go backward — or forward, but will think no more.’

Then he ordered his gear again, and took the path onward and upward toward the Great Mountains; and the track was even fainter than before for a while, so that he had to seek his way diligently.






  








CHAPTER V.  FACE-OF-GOD FALLS IN WITH MENFOLK ON THE MOUNTAIN.
 

Now he plodded on steadily, and for a long time the forest changed but little, and of wild things he saw only a few of those that love the closest covert.  The ground still went up and up, though at whiles were hollows, and steeper bents out of them again, and the half-blind path or slot still led past the close thickets and fallen trees, and he made way without let or hindrance.  At last once more the wood began to thin, and the trees themselves to be smaller and gnarled and ill-grown: therewithal the day was waning, and the sky was quite clear again as the afternoon grew into a fair autumn evening.

Now the trees failed altogether, and the slope grown steeper was covered with heather and ling; and looking up, he saw before him quite near by seeming in the clear even (though indeed they were yet far away) the snowy peaks flushed with the sinking sun against the frosty dark-grey eastern sky; and below them the dark rock-mountains, and below these again, and nigh to him indeed, the fells covered with pine-woods and looking like a wall to the heaths he trod.

He stayed a little while and turned his head to look at the way whereby he had come; but that way a swell of the oak-forest hid everything but the wood itself, making a wall behind him as the pine-wood made a wall before.  There came across him then a sharp memory of the boding words which Stone-face had spoken last night, and he felt as if he were now indeed within the trap.  But presently he laughed and said: ‘I am a fool: this comes of being alone in the dark wood and the dismal waste, after the merry faces of the Dale had swept away my foolish musings of yesterday and the day before.  Lo! here I stand, a man of the Face, sword and axe by my side; if death come, it can but come once; and if I fear not death, what shall make me afraid?  The Gods hate me not, and will not hurt me; and they are not ugly, but beauteous.’

Therewith he strode on again, and soon came to a place where the ground sank into a shallow valley and the ling gave place to grass for a while, and there were tall old pines scattered about, and betwixt them grey rocks; this he passed through, climbing a steep bent out of it, and the pines were all about him now, though growing wide apart, till at last he came to where they thickened into a wood, not very close, wherethrough he went merrily, singing to himself and swinging his spear.  He was soon through this wood, and came on to a wide well-grassed wood-lawn, hedged by the wood aforesaid on three sides, but sloping up slowly toward the black wall of the thicker pine-wood on the fourth side, and about half a furlong overthwart and endlong.  The sun had set while he was in the last wood, but it was still broad daylight on the wood-lawn, and as he stood there he was ware of a house under the pine-wood on the other side, built long and low, much like the houses of the Woodland-Carles, but rougher fashioned and of unhewn trees.  He gazed on it, and said aloud to himself as his wont was:

‘Marvellous! here is a dwelling of man, scarce a day’s journey from Burgstead; yet have I never heard tell of it: may happen some of the Woodland-Carles have built it, and are on some errand of hunting peltries up in the mountains, or maybe are seeking copper and tin among the rocks.  Well, at least let us go see what manner of men dwell there, and if they are minded for a guest to-night; for fain were I of a bed beneath a roof, and of a board with strong meat and drink on it.’

Therewith he set forward, not heeding much that the wood he had passed through was hard on his left hand; but he had gone but twenty paces when he saw a red thing at the edge of the wood, and then a glitter, and a spear came whistling forth, and smote his own spear so hard close to the steel that it flew out of his hand; then came a great shout, and a man clad in a scarlet kirtle ran forth on him.  Face-of-god had his axe in his hand in a twinkling, and ran at once to meet his foe; but the man had the hill on his side as he rushed on with a short-sword in his hand.  Axe and sword clashed together for a moment of time, and then both the men rolled over on the grass together, and Face-of-god as he fell deemed that he heard the shrill cry of a woman.  Now Face-of-god found that he was the nethermost, for if he was strong, yet was his foe stronger; the axe had flown out of his hand also, while the strange man still kept a hold of his short-sword; and presently, though he still struggled all he could, he saw the man draw back his hand to smite with the said sword; and at that nick of time the foeman’s knee was on his breast, his left hand was doubled back behind him, and his right wrist was gripped hard in the stranger’s left hand.  Even therewith his ears, sharpened by the coming death, heard the sound of footsteps and fluttering raiment drawing near; something dark came between him and the sky; there was the sound of a great stroke, and the big man loosened his grip and fell off him to one side.

Face-of-god leapt up and ran to his axe and got hold of it; but turning round found himself face to face with a tall woman holding in her hand a stout staff like the limb of a tree.  She was calm and smiling, though forsooth it was she who had stricken the stroke and stayed the sword from his throat.  His hand and axe dropped down to his side when he saw what it was that faced him, and that the woman was young and fair; so he spake to her and said:

‘What aileth, maiden? is this man thy foe? doth he oppress thee? shall I slay him?’

She laughed and said: ‘Thou art open-handed in thy proffers: he might have asked the like concerning thee but a minute ago.’

‘Yea, yea,’ said Gold-mane, laughing also, ‘but he asked it not of thee.’

‘That is sooth,’ she said, ‘but since thou hast asked me, I will tell thee that if thou slay him it will be my harm as well as his; and in my country a man that taketh a gift is not wont to break the giver’s head with it straightway.  The man is my brother, O stranger, and presently, if thou wilt, thou mayst be eating at the same board with him.  Or if thou wilt, thou mayst go thy ways unhurt into the wood.  But I had liefer of the twain that thou wert in our house to-night; for thou hast a wrong against us.’

Her voice was sweet and clear, and she spake the last words kindly, and drew somewhat nigher to Gold-mane.  Therewithal the smitten man sat up, and put his hand to his head, and quoth he:

‘Angry is my sister! good it is to wear the helm abroad when she shaketh the nut-trees.’

‘Nay,’ said she, ‘it is thy luck that thou wert bare-headed, else had I been forced to smite thee on the face.  Thou churl, since when hath it been our wont to thrust knives into a guest, who is come of great kin, a man of gentle heart and fair face?  Come hither and handsel him self-doom for thy fool’s onset!’

The man rose to his feet and said: ‘Well, sister, least said, soonest mended.  A clout on the head is worse than a woman’s chiding; but since ye have given me one, ye may forbear the other.’

Therewith he drew near to them.  He was a very big-made man, most stalwarth, with dark red hair and a thin pointed beard; his nose was straight and fine, his eyes grey and well-opened, but somewhat fierce withal.  Yet was he in nowise evil-looking; he seemed some thirty summers old.  He was clad in a short scarlet kirtle, a goodly garment, with a hood of like web pulled off his head on to his shoulders: he bore a great gold ring on his left arm, and a collar of gold came down on to his breast from under his hood.

As for the woman, she was clad in a long white linen smock, and over it a short gown of dark blue woollen, and she had skin shoes on her feet.

Now the man came up to Face-of-god, and took his hand and said: ‘I deemed thee a foe, and I may not have over-many foes alive: but it seems that thou art to be a friend, and that is well and better; so herewith I handsel thee self-doom in the matter of the onslaught.’

Then Face-of-god laughed and said: ‘The doom is soon given forth; against the tumble on the grass I set the clout on the head; there is nought left over to pay to any man’s son.’

Said the scarlet-clad man: ‘Belike by thine eyes thou art a true man, and wilt not bewray me.  Now is there no foeman here, but rather maybe a friend both now and in time to come.’  Therewith he cast his arms about Face-of-god and kissed him.  But Face-of-god turned about to the woman and said: ‘Is the peace wholly made?’

She shook her head and said soberly: ‘Nay, thou art too fair for a woman to kiss.’

He flushed red, as his wont was when a woman praised him; yet was his heart full of pleasure and well-liking.  But she laid her hand on his shoulder and said: ‘Now is it for thee to choose betwixt the wild-wood and the hall, and whether thou wilt be a guest or a wayfarer this night.’

As she touched him there took hold of him a sweetness of pleasure he had never felt erst, and he answered: ‘I will be thy guest and not thy stranger.’

‘Come then,’ she said, and took his hand in hers, so that he scarce felt the earth under his feet, as they went all three together toward the house in the gathering dusk, while eastward where the peaks of the great mountains dipped was a light that told of the rising of the moon.






  








CHAPTER VI.  OF FACE-OF-GOD AND THOSE MOUNTAIN-DWELLERS.
 

A yard or two from the threshold Gold-mane hung back a moment, entangled in some such misgiving as a man is wont to feel when he is just about to do some new deed, but is not yet deep in the story; his new friends noted that, for they smiled each in their own way, and the woman drew her hand away from his.  Face-of-god held out his still as though to take hers again, and therewithal he changed countenance and said as though he had stayed but to ask that question:

‘Tell me thy name, tall man; and thou, fair woman, tell me thine; for how can we talk together else?’

The man laughed outright and said: ‘The young chieftain thinks that this house also should be his!  Nay, young man, I know what is in thy thought, be not ashamed that thou art wary; and be assured!  We shall hurt thee no more than thou hast been hurt.  Now as to my name; the name that was born with me is gone: the name that was given me hath been taken from me: now I belike must give myself a name, and that shall be Wild-wearer; but it may be that thou thyself shalt one day give me another, and call me Guest.’

His sister gazed at him solemnly as he spoke, and Face-of-god beholding her the while, deemed that her beauty grew and grew till she seemed as aweful as a Goddess; and into his mind it came that this over-strong man and over-lovely woman were nought mortal, and they withal dealing with him as father and mother deal with a wayward child: then for a moment his heart failed him, and he longed for the peace of Burgdale, and even the lonely wood.  But therewith she turned to him and let her hand come into his again, and looked kindly on him and said: ‘And as for me, call me the Friend; the name is good and will serve for many things.’

He looked down from her face and his eyes lighted on her hand, and when he noted even amid the evening dusk how fair and lovely it was fashioned, and yet as though it were deft in the crafts that the daughters of menfolk use, his fear departed, and the pleasure of his longing filled his heart, and he drew her hand to him to kiss it; but she held it back.  Then he said: ‘It is the custom of the Dale to all women.’

So she let him kiss her hand, heeding the kiss nothing, and said soberly:

‘Then art thou of Burgdale, and if it were lawful to guess, I would say that thy name is Face-of-god, of the House of the Face.’

‘Even so it is,’ said he, ‘but in the Dale those that love me do mostly call me Gold-mane.’

‘It is well named,’ she said, ‘and seldom wilt thou be called otherwise, for thou wilt be well-beloved.  But come in now, Gold-mane, for night is at hand, and here have we meat and lodging such as an hungry and weary man may take; though we be broken people, dwellers in the waste.’

Therewith she led him gently over the threshold into the hall, and it seemed to him as if she were the fairest and the noblest of all the Queens of ancient story.

When he was in the house he looked and saw that, rough as it was without it lacked not fairness within.  The floor was of hard-trodden earth strewn with pine-twigs, and with here and there brown bearskins laid on it: there was a standing table near the upper end athwart the hall, and a days beyond that, but no endlong table.  Gold-mane looked to the shut-beds, and saw that they were large and fair, though there were but a few of them; and at the lower end was a loft for a sleeping chamber dight very fairly with broidered cloths.  The hangings on the walls, though they left some places bare which were hung with fresh boughs, were fairer than any he had ever seen, so that he deemed that they must come from far countries and the City of Cities: therein were images wrought of warriors and fair women of old time and their dealings with the Gods and the Giants, and Wondrous wights; and he deemed that this was the story of some great kindred, and that their token and the sign of their banner must needs be the Wood-wolf, for everywhere was it wrought in these pictured webs.  Perforce he looked long and earnestly at these fair things, for the hall was not dark yet, because the brands on the hearth were flaming their last, and when Wild-wearer beheld him so gazing, he stood up and looked too for a moment, and then smote his right hand on the hilt of his sword, and turned away and strode up and down the hall as one in angry thought.

But the woman, even the Friend, bestirred herself for the service of the guest, and brought water for his hands and feet, and when she had washed him, bore him the wine of Welcome and drank to him and bade him drink; and he all the while was shamefaced; for it was to him as if one of the Ladies of the Heavenly Burg were doing him service.  Then she went away by a door at the lower end of the hall, and Wild-wearer came and sat down by Gold-mane, and fell a-talking with him about the ways of the Dalesmen, and their garths, and the pastures and growths thereof; and what temper the carles themselves were of; which were good men, which were ill, which was loved and which scorned; no otherwise than if he had been the goodman of some neighbouring dale; and Gold-mane told him whatso he knew, for he saw no harm therein.

After a while the outer door opened, and there came in a woman of some five-and-twenty winters, trimly and strongly built; short-skirted she was and clad as a hunter, with a bow in her hand and a quiver at her back: she unslung a pouch, which she emptied at Wild-wearer’s feet of a leash of hares and two brace of mountain grouse; of Face-of-god she took but little heed.

Said Wild-wearer: ‘This is good for to-morrow, not for to-day; the meat is well-nigh on the board.’

Then Gold-mane smiled, for he called to mind his home-coming of yesterday.  But the woman said:

‘The fault is not mine; she told me of the coming guest but three hours agone.’

‘Ay?’ said Wild-wearer, ‘she looked for a guest then?’

‘Yea, certes,’ said the woman, ‘else why went I forth this afternoon, as wearied as I was with yesterday?’

‘Well, well,’ said Wild-wearer, ‘get to thy due work or go play; I meddle not with meat! and for thee all jests are as bitter earnest.’

‘And with thee, chief,’ she said, ‘it is no otherwise; surely I am made on thy model.’

‘Thy tongue is longer, friend,’ said he; ‘now tarry if thou wilt, and if the supper’s service craveth thee not.’

She turned away with one keen look at Face-of-god, and departed through the door at the lower end of the hall.

By this time the hall was dusk, for there were no candles there, and the hearth-fire was but smouldering.  Wild-wearer sat silent and musing now, and Face-of-god spake not, for he was deep in wild and happy dreams.  At last the lower door opened and the fair woman came into the hall with a torch in either hand, after whom came the huntress, now clad in a dark blue kirtle, and an old woman yet straight and hale; and these twain bore in the victuals and the table-gear.  Then the three fell to dighting the board, and when it was all ready, and Gold-mane and Wild-wearer were set down to it, and with them the fair woman and the huntress, the old woman threw good store of fresh brands on the hearth, so that the light shone into every corner; and even therewith the outer door opened, and four more men entered, whereof one was old, but big and stalwarth, the other three young: they were all clad roughly in sheep-brown weed, but had helms upon their heads and spears in their hands and great swords girt to their sides; and they seemed doughty men and ready for battle.  One of the young men cast down by the door the carcass of a big-horned mountain sheep, and then they all trooped off to the out-bower by the lower door, and came back presently fairly clad and without their weapons.  Wild-wearer nodded to them kindly, and they sat at table paying no more heed to Face-of-god than to cast him a nod for salutation.

Then said the old woman to them: ‘Well, lads, have ye been doing or sleeping?’

‘Sleeping, mother,’ said one of the young men, ‘as was but due after last night was, and to-morrow shall be.’

Said the huntress: ‘Hold thy peace, Wood-wise, and let thy tongue help thy teeth to deal with thy meat; for this is not the talking hour.’

‘Nay, Bow-may,’ said another of the swains, ‘since here is a new man, now is the time to talk to him.’

Said the huntress: ‘’Tis thine hands that talk best, Wood-wont; it is not they that shall bring thee to shame.’

Spake the third: ‘What have we to do with shame here, far away from dooms and doomers, and elders, and wardens, and guarded castles?  If the new man listeth to speak, let him speak; or to fight, then let him; it shall ever be man to man.’

Then spake the old woman: ‘Son Wood-wicked, hold thy peace, and forget the steel that ever eggeth thee on to draw.’

Therewith she set the last matters on the board, while the three swains sat and eyed Gold-mane somewhat fiercely, now that words had stirred them, and he had sat there saying nothing, as one who was better than they, and contemned them; but now spake Wild-wearer:

‘Whoso hungreth let him eat!  Whoso would slumber, let him to bed.  But he who would bicker, it must needs be with me.  Here is a man of the Dale, who hath sought the wood in peace, and hath found us.  His hand is ready and his heart is guileless: if ye fear him, run away to the wood, and come back when he is gone; but none shall mock him while I sit by: now, lads, be merry and blithe with the guest.’

Then the young men greeted Gold-mane, and the old man said: ‘Art thou of Burgstead? then wilt thou be of the House of the Face, and thy name will be Face-of-god; for that man is called the fairest of the Dale, and there shall be none fairer than thou.’

Face-of-god laughed and said: ‘There be but few mirrors in Burgdale, and I have no mind to journey west to the cities to see what manner of man I be: that were ill husbandry.  But now I have heard the names of the three swains, tell me thy name, father!’

Spake the huntress: ‘This is my father’s brother, and his name is Wood-father; or ye shall call him so: and I am called Bow-may because I shoot well in the bow: and this old carline is my eme’s wife, and now belike my mother, if I need one.  But thou, fair-faced Dalesman, little dost thou need a mirror in the Dale so long as women abide there; for their faces shall be instead of mirrors to tell thee whether thou be fair and lovely.’

Thereat they all laughed and fell to their victual, which was abundant, of wood-venison and mountain-fowl, but of bread was no great plenty; wine lacked not, and that of the best; and Gold-mane noted that the cups and the apparel of the horns and mazers were not of gold nor gilded copper, but of silver; and he marvelled thereat, for in the Dale silver was rare.

So they ate and drank, and Gold-mane looked ever on the Friend, and spake much with her, and he deemed her friendly indeed, and she seemed most pleased when he spoke best, and led him on to do so.  Wild-wearer was but of few words, and those somewhat harsh; yet was he as a man striving to be courteous and blithe; but of the others Bow-may was the greatest speaker.

Wild-wearer called healths to the Sun, and the Moon, and the Hosts of Heaven; to the Gods of the Earth; to the Woodwights; and to the Guest.  Other healths also he called, the meaning of which was dark to Gold-mane; to wit, the Jaws of the Wolf; the Silver Arm; the Red Hand; the Golden Bushel; and the Ragged Sword.  But when he asked the Friend concerning these names what they might signify, she shook her head and answered not.

At last Wild-wearer cried out: ‘Now, lads, the night weareth and the guest is weary: therefore whoso of you hath in him any minstrelsy, now let him make it, for later on it shall be over-late.’

Then arose Wood-wont and went to his shut-bed and groped therein, and took from out of it a fiddle in its case; and he opened the case and drew from it a very goodly fiddle, and he stood on the floor amidst of the hall and Bow-may his cousin with him; and he laid his bow on the fiddle and woke up song in it, and when it was well awake she fell a-singing, and he to answering her song, and at the last all they of the house sang together; and this is the meaning of the words which they sang:

She singeth.

Now is the rain upon the day,

   And every water’s wide;
 Why busk ye then to wear the way,

   And whither will ye ride?
 

He singeth.

Our kine are on the eyot still,

   The eddies lap them round;
 All dykes the wind-worn waters fill,

   And waneth grass and ground.
 

She singeth.

O ride ye to the river’s brim

   In war-weed fair to see?
 Or winter waters will ye swim

   In hauberks to the knee?
 

He singeth.

Wild is the day, and dim with rain,

   Our sheep are warded ill;
 The wood-wolves gather for the plain,

   Their ravening maws to fill.
 

She singeth.

Nay, what is this, and what have ye,

   A hunter’s band, to bear
 The Banner of our Battle-glee

   The skulking wolves to scare?
 

He singeth.

O women, when we wend our ways

   To deal with death and dread,
 The Banner of our Fathers’ Days

   Must flap the wind o’erhead.
 

She singeth.

Ah, for the maidens that ye leave!

   Who now shall save the hay?
 What grooms shall kiss our lips at eve,

   When June hath mastered May?
 

He singeth.

The wheat is won, the seed is sown,

   Here toileth many a maid,
 And ere the hay knee-deep hath grown

   Your grooms the grass shall wade.
 

They sing all together.

Then fair befall the mountain-side

   Whereon the play shall be!
 And fair befall the summer-tide

   That whoso lives shall see.
 

Face-of-god thought the song goodly, but to the others it was well known.  Then said Wood-father:

‘O foster-son, thy foster-brother hath sung well for a wood abider; but we are deeming that his singing shall be but as a starling to a throstle matched against thy new-come guest.  Therefore, Dalesman, sing us a song of the Dale, and if ye will, let it be of gardens and pleasant houses of stone, and fair damsels therein, and swains with them who toil not over-much for a scant livelihood, as do they of the waste, whose heads may not be seen in the Holy Places.’

Said Gold-mane: ‘Father, it is ill to set the words of a lonely man afar from his kin against the song that cometh from the heart of a noble house; yet may I not gainsay thee, but will sing to thee what I may call to mind, and it is called the Song of the Ford.’

Therewith he sang in a sweet and clear voice: and this is the meaning of his words:

In hay-tide, through the day new-born,

   Across the meads we come;
 Our hauberks brush the blossomed corn

   A furlong short of home.
 

Ere yet the gables we behold

   Forth flasheth the red sun,
 And smites our fallow helms and cold

   Though all the fight be done.
 

In this last mend of mowing-grass

   Sweet doth the clover smell,
 Crushed neath our feet red with the pass

   Where hell was blent with hell.
 

And now the willowy stream is nigh,

   Down wend we to the ford;
 No shafts across its fishes fly,

   Nor flasheth there a sword.
 

But lo! what gleameth on the bank

   Across the water wan,
 As when our blood the mouse-ear drank

   And red the river ran?
 

Nay, hasten to the ripple clear,

   Look at the grass beyond!
 Lo ye the dainty band and dear

   Of maidens fair and fond!
 

Lo how they needs must take the stream!

   The water hides their feet;
 On fair kind arms the gold doth gleam,

   And midst the ford we meet.
 

Up through the garden two and two,

   And on the flowers we drip;
 Their wet feet kiss the morning dew

   As lip lies close to lip.
 

Here now we sing; here now we stay:

   By these grey walls we tell
 The love that lived from out the fray,

   The love that fought and fell.
 

When he was done they all said that he had sung well, and that the song was sweet.  Yet did Wild-wearer smile somewhat; and Bow-may said outright: ‘Soft is the song, and hath been made by lads and minstrels rather than by warriors.’

‘Nay, kinswoman,’ said Wood-father, ‘thou art hard to please; the guest is kind, and hath given us that I asked for, and I give him all thanks therefor.’

Face-of-god smiled, but he heeded little what they said, for as he sang he had noted that the Friend looked kindly on him; and he thought he saw that once or twice she put out her hand as if to touch him, but drew it back again each time.  She spake after a little and said:

‘Here now hath been a stream of song running betwixt the Mountain and the Dale even as doth a river; and this is good to come between our dreams of what hath been and what shall be.’  Then she turned to Gold-mane, and said to him scarce loud enough for all to hear:

‘Herewith I bid thee good-night, O Dalesman; and this other word I have to thee: heed not what befalleth in the night, but sleep thy best, for nought shall be to thy scathe.  And when thou wakest in the morning, if we are yet here, it is well; but if we are not, then abide us no long while, but break thy fast on the victual thou wilt find upon the board, and so depart and go thy ways home.  And yet thou mayst look to it to see us again before thou diest.’

Therewith she held out her hand to him, and he took it and kissed it; and she went to her chamber-aloft at the lower end of the hall.  And when she was gone, once more he had a deeming of her that she was of the kindred of the Gods.  At her departure him-seemed that the hall grew dull and small and smoky, and the night seemed long to him and doubtful the coming of the day.






  








CHAPTER VII.  FACE-OF-GOD TALKETH WITH THE FRIEND ON THE MOUNTAIN.
 

So now went all men to bed; and Face-to-god’s shut-bed was over against the outer door and toward the lower end of the hall, and on the panel about it hung the weapons and shields of men.  Fair was that chamber and roomy, and the man was weary despite his eagerness, so that he went to sleep as soon as his head touched the pillow; but within a while (he deemed about two hours after midnight) he was awaked by the clattering of the weapons against the panel, and the sound of men’s hands taking them down; and when he was fully awake, he heard withal men going up and down the house as if on errands: but he called to mind what the Friend had said to him, and he did not so much as turn himself toward the hall; for he said: ‘Belike these men are outlaws and Wolves of the Holy Places, yet by seeming they are good fellows and nought churlish, nor have I to do with taking up the feud against them.  I will abide the morning.  Yet meseemeth that she drew me hither: for what cause?’

Therewith he fell asleep again, and dreamed no more.  But when he awoke the sun was shining broad upon the hall-floor, and he sat up and listened, but could hear no sound save the moaning of the wind in the pine-boughs and the chatter of the starlings about the gables of the house; and the place seemed so exceeding lonely to him that he was in a manner feared by that loneliness.

Then he arose and clad himself, and went forth into the hall and gazed about him, and at first he deemed indeed that there was no one therein.  But at last he looked and beheld the upper gable and there underneath a most goodly hanging was the glorious shape of a woman sitting on a bench covered over with a cloth of gold and silver; and he looked and looked to see if the woman might stir, and if she were alive, and she turned her head toward him, and lo it was the Friend; and his heart rose to his mouth for wonder and fear and desire.  For now he doubted whether the other folk were aught save shows and shadows, and she the Goddess who had fashioned them out of nothing for his bewilderment, presently to return to nothing.

Yet whatever he might fear or doubt, he went up the hall towards her till he was quite nigh to her, and there he stood silent, wondering at her beauty and desiring her kindness.

Grey-eyed she was like her brother; but her hair the colour of red wheat: her lips full and red, her chin round, her nose fine and straight.  Her hands and all her body fashioned exceeding sweetly and delicately; yet not as if she were an image of which the like might be found if the craftsman were but deft enough to make a perfect thing, but in such a way that there was none like to her for those that had eyes to behold her as she was; and none could ever be made like to her, even by such a master-craftsman as could fashion a body without a blemish.

She was clad in a white smock, whose hems were broidered with gold wire and precious gems of the Mountains, and over that a gown woven of gold and silver: scarce hath the world such another.  On her head was a fillet of gold and gems, and there were wondrous gold rings on her arms: her feet lay bare on the dark grey wolf-skin that was stretched before her.

She smiled kindly upon his solemn and troubled face, and her voice sounded strangely familiar to him coming from all that loveliness, as she said: ‘Hail, Face-of-god! here am I left alone, although I deemed last night that I should be gone with the others.  Therefore am I fain to show myself to thee in fairer array than yesternight; for though we dwell in the wild-wood, from the solace of folk, yet are we not of thralls’ blood.  But come now, I bid thee break thy fast and talk with me a little while; and then shalt thou depart in peace.’

Spake Face-of-god, and his voice trembled as he spake: ‘What art thou?  Last night I deemed at whiles once and again that thou wert of the Gods; and now that I behold thee thus, and it is broad daylight, and of those others is no more to be seen than if they had never lived, I cannot but deem that it is even so, and that thou comest from the City that shall never perish.  Now if thou be a goddess, I have nought to pray thee, save to slay me speedily if thou hast a mind for my death.  But if thou art a woman—’

She broke in: ‘Gold-mane, stay thy prayer and hold thy peace for this time, lest thou repent when repentance availeth not.  And this I say because I am none of the Gods nor akin to them, save far off through the generations, as art thou also, and all men of goodly kindred.  Now I bid thee eat thy meat, since ’tis ill talking betwixt a full man and a fasting; and I have dight it myself with mine own hands; for Bow-may and the Wood-mother went away with the rest three hours before dawn.  Come sit and eat as thou hast a hardy heart; as forsooth thou shouldest do if I were a very goddess.  Take heed, friend, lest I take thee for some damsel of the lower Dale arrayed in Earl’s garments.’

She laughed therewith, and leaned toward him and put forth her hand to him, and he took it and caressed it; and the exceeding beauty of her body and of the raiment which was as it were a part of her and her loveliness, made her laughter and her friendly words strange to him, as if one did not belong to the other; as in a dream it might be.  Nevertheless he did as she bade him, and sat at the board and ate, while she leaned forward on the arm of her chair and spake to him in friendly wise.  And he wondered as she spake that she knew so much of him and his: and he kept saying to himself: ‘She drew me hither; wherefore did she so?’

But she said: ‘Gold-mane, how fareth thy father the Alderman? is he as good a wright as ever?’

He told her: Yea, that ever was his hammer on the iron, the copper, and the gold, and that no wright in the Dale was as deft as he.

Said she: ‘Would he not have had thee seek to the Cities, to see the ways of the outer world?’

‘Yea,’ said he.

She said: ‘Thou wert wise to naysay that offer; thou shalt have enough to do in the Dale and round about it in twelve months’ time.’

‘Art thou foresighted?’ said he.

‘Folk have called me so,’ she said, ‘but I wot not.  But thy brother Hall-face, how fareth he?’

‘Well;’ said he, ‘to my deeming he is the Sword of our House, and the Warrior of the Dale, if the days were ready for him.’

‘And Stone-face, that stark ancient,’ she said, ‘doth he still love the Folk of the Dale, and hate all other folks?’

‘Nay,’ he said, ‘I know not that, but I know that he loveth as, and above all me and my father.’

Again she spake: ‘How fareth the Bride, the fair maid to whom thou art affianced?’

As she spake, it was to him as if his heart was stricken cold; but he put a force upon himself, and neither reddened nor whitened, nor changed countenance in any way; so he answered:

‘She was well the eve of yesterday.’  Then he remembered what she was, and her beauty and valour, and he constrained himself to say: ‘Each day she groweth fairer; there is no man’s son and no daughter of woman that does not love her; yea, the very beasts of field and fold love her.’

The Friend looked at him steadily and spake no word, but a red flush mounted to her cheeks and brow and changed her face; and he marvelled thereat; for still he misdoubted that she was a Goddess.  But it passed away in a moment, and she smiled and said:

‘Guest, thou seemest to wonder that I know concerning thee and the Dale and thy kindred.  But now shalt thou wot that I have been in the Dale once and again, and my brother oftener still; and that I have seen thee before yesterday.’

‘That is marvellous,’ quoth he, ‘for sure am I that I have not seen thee.’

‘Yet thou hast seen me,’ she said; ‘yet not altogether as I am now;’ and therewith she smiled on him friendly.

‘How is this?’ said he; ‘art thou a skin-changer?’

‘Yea, in a fashion,’ she said.  ‘Hearken! dost thou perchance remember a day of last summer when there was a market holden in Burgstead; and there stood in the way over against the House of the Face a tall old carle who was trucking deer-skins for diverse gear; and with him was a queen, tall and dark-skinned, somewhat well-liking, her hair bound up in a white coif so that none of it could be seen; by the token that she had a large stone of mountain blue set in silver stuck in the said coif?’

As she spoke she set her hand to her bosom and drew something from it, and held forth her hand to Gold-mane, and lo amidst the palm the great blue stone set in silver.

‘Wondrous as a dream is this,’ said Face-of-god, ‘for these twain I remember well, and what followed.’

She said: ‘I will tell thee that.  There came a man of the Shepherd-Folk, drunk or foolish, or both, who began to chaffer with the big carle; but ever on the queen were his eyes set, and presently he put forth his hand to her to clip her, whereon the big carle hove up his fist and smote him, so that he fell to earth noseling.  Then ran the folk together to hale off the stranger and help the shepherd, and it was like that the stranger should be mishandled.  Then there thrust through the press a young man with yellow hair and grey eyes, who cried out, “Fellows, let be!  The stranger had the right of it; this is no matter to make a quarrel or a court case of.  Let the market go on!  This man and maid are true folk.”  So when the folk heard the young man and his bidding, they forebore and let the carle and the queen be, and the shepherd went his ways little hurt.  Now then, who was this young man?’

Quoth Gold-mane: ‘It was even I, and meseemeth it was no great deed to do.’

‘Yea,’ she said, ‘and the big carle was my brother, and the tall queen, it was myself.’

‘How then,’ said he, ‘for she was as dark-skinned as a dwarf, and thou so bright and fair?’

She said: ‘Well, if the woods are good for nothing else, yet are they good for the growing of herbs, and I know the craft of simpling; and with one of these herbs had I stained my skin and my brother’s also.  And it showed the darker beneath the white coif.’

‘Yea,’ said he, ‘but why must ye needs fare in feigned shapes?  Ye would have been welcome guests in the Dale howsoever ye had come.’

‘I may not tell thee hereof as now,’ said she.

Said Gold-mane: ‘Yet thou mayst belike tell me wherefore was that thy brother desired to slay me yesterday, if he knew me, who I was.’

‘Gold-mane,’ she said, ‘thou art not slain, so little story need be made of that: for the rest, belike he knew thee not at that moment.  So it falls with us, that we look to see foes rather than friends in the wild-woods.  Many uncouth things are therein.  Moreover, I must tell thee of my brother that whiles he is as the stalled bull late let loose, and nothing is good to him save battle and onset; and then is he blind and knows not friend from foe.’  Said Face-of-god: ‘Thou hast asked of me and mine; wilt thou not tell me of thee and thine?’

‘Nay,’ she said, ‘not as now; thou must betake thee to the way.  Whither wert thou wending when thou happenedst upon us?’

He said: ‘I know not; I was seeking something, but I knew not what — meseemeth that now I have found it.’

‘Art thou for the great mountains seeking gems?’ she said.  ‘Yet go not thither to-day: for who knoweth what thou shalt meet there that shall be thy foe?’

He said: ‘Nay, nay; I have nought to do but to abide here as long as I may, looking upon thee and hearkening to thy voice.’

Her eyes were upon his, but yet she did not seem to see him, and for a while she answered not; and still he wondered that mere words should come from so fair a thing; for whether she moved foot, or hand, or knee, or turned this way or that, each time she stirred it was a caress to his very heart.

He spake again: ‘May I not abide here a while?  What scathe may be in that?’

‘It is not so,’ she said; ‘thou must depart, and that straightway: lo, there lieth thy spear which the Wood-mother hath brought in from the waste.  Take thy gear to thee and wend thy ways.  Have patience!  I will lead thee to the place where we first met and there give thee farewell.’

Therewith she arose and he also perforce, and when they came to the doorway she stepped across the threshold and then turned back and gave him her hand and so led him forth, the sun flashing back from her golden raiment.  Together they went over the short grey grass of that hillside till they came to the place where he had arisen from that wrestle with her brother.  There she stayed him and said:

‘This is the place; here must we part.’

But his heart failed him and he faltered in his speech as he said:

‘When shall I see thee again?  Wilt thou slay me if I seek to thee hither once more?’

‘Hearken,’ she said, ‘autumn is now a-dying into winter: let winter and its snows go past: nor seek to me hither; for me thou should’st not find, but thy death thou mightest well fall in with; and I would not that thou shouldest die.  When winter is gone, and spring is on the land, if thou hast not forgotten us thou shalt meet us again.  Yet shalt thou go further than this Woodland Hall.  In Shadowy Vale shalt thou seek to me then, and there will I talk with thee.’

‘And where,’ said he, ‘is Shadowy Vale? for thereof have I never heard tell.’

She said: ‘The token when it cometh to thee shall show thee thereof and the way thither.  Art thou a babbler, Gold-mane?’

He said: ‘I have won no prize for babbling hitherto.’

She said: ‘If thou listest to babble concerning what hath befallen thee on the Mountain, so do, and repent it once only, that is, thy life long.’

‘Why should I say any word thereof?’ said he.  ‘Dost thou not know the sweetness of such a tale untold?’

He spake as one who is somewhat wrathful, and she answered humbly and kindly:

‘Well is that.  Bide thou the token that shall lead thee to Shadowy Vale.  Farewell now.’

She drew her hand from his, and turned and went her ways swiftly to the house: he could not choose but gaze on her as she went glittering-bright and fair in that grey place of the mountains, till the dark doorway swallowed up her beauty.  Then he turned away and took the path through the pine-woods, muttering to himself as he went:

‘What thing have I done now that hitherto I had not done?  What manner of man am I to-day other than the man I was yesterday?’






  








CHAPTER VIII.  FACE-OF-GOD COMETH HOME AGAIN TO BURGSTEAD.
 

Face-of-God went back through the wood by the way he had come, paying little heed to the things about him.  For whatever he thought of strayed not one whit from the image of the Fair Woman of the Mountain-side.

He went through the wood swiftlier than yesterday, and made no stay for noon or aught else, nor did he linger on the road when he was come into the Dale, either to speak to any or to note what they did.  So he came to the House of the Face about dusk, and found no man within the hall either carle or queen.  So he cried out on the folk, and there came in a damsel of the house, whom he greeted kindly and she him again.  He bade her bring the washing-water, and she did so and washed his feet and his hands.  She was a fair maid enough, as were most in the Dale, but he heeded her little; and when she was done he kissed not her cheek for her pains, as his wont was, but let her go her ways unthanked.  But he went to his shut-bed and opened his chest, and drew fair raiment from it, and did off his wood-gear, and did on him a goodly scarlet kirtle fairly broidered, and a collar with gems of price therein, and other braveries.  And when he was so attired he came out into the hall, and there was old Stone-face standing by the hearth, which was blazing brightly with fresh brands, so that things were clear to see.

Stone-face noted Gold-mane’s gay raiment, for he was not wont to wear such attire, save on the feasts and high days when he behoved to.  So the old man smiled and said:

‘Welcome back from the Wood!  But what is it?  Hast thou been wedded there, or who hath made thee Earl and King?’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Foster-father, sooth it is that I have been to the wood, but there have I seen nought of manfolk worse than myself.  Now as to my raiment, needs must I keep it from the moth.  And I am weary withal, and this kirtle is light and easy to me.  Moreover, I look to see the Bride here again, and I would pleasure her with the sight of gay raiment upon me.’

‘Nay,’ said Stone-face, ‘hast thou not seen some woman in the wood arrayed like the image of a God? and hath she not bidden thee thus to worship her to-night?  For I know that such wights be in the wood, and that such is their wont.’

Said Gold-mane: ‘I worship nought save the Gods and the Fathers.  Nor saw I in the wood any such as thou sayest.’

Therewith Stone-face shook his head; but after a while he said:

‘Art thou for the wood to-morrow?’

‘Nay,’ said Gold-mane angrily, knitting his brows.

‘The morrow of to-morrow,’ said Stone-face, ‘is the day when we look to see the Westland merchants: after all, wilt thou not go hence with them when they wend their ways back before the first snows fall?’

‘Nay,’ said he, ‘I have no mind to it, fosterer; cease egging me on hereto.’

Then Stone-face shook his head again, and looked on him long, and muttered: ‘To the wood wilt thou go to-morrow or next day; or some day when doomed is thine undoing.’

Therewith entered the service and torches, and presently after came the Alderman with Hall-face; and Iron-face greeted his son and said to him: ‘Thou hast not hit the time to do on thy gay raiment, for the Bride will not be here to-night; she bideth still at the Feast at the Apple-tree House: or wilt thou be there, son?’

‘Nay,’ said Face-of-god, ‘I am over-weary.  And as for my raiment, it is well; it is for thine honour and the honour of the name.’

So to table they went, and Iron-face asked his son of his ways again, and whether he was quite fixed in his mind not to go down to the Plain and the Cities: ‘For,’ said he, ‘the morrow of to-morrow shall the merchants be here, and this were great news for them if the son of the Alderman should be their faring-fellow back.’

But Face-of-god answered without any haste or heat: ‘Nay, father, it may not be: fear not, thou shalt see that I have a good will to work and live in the Dale.’

And in good sooth, though he was a young man and loved mirth and the ways of his own will, he was a stalwarth workman, and few could mow a match with him in the hay-month and win it; or fell trees as certainly and swiftly, or drive as straight and clean a furrow through the stiff land of the lower Dale; and in other matters also was he deft and sturdy.






  








CHAPTER IX.  THOSE BRETHREN FARE TO THE YEWWOOD WITH THE BRIDE.
 

Next morning Face-of-god dight himself for work, and took his axe; for his brother Hall-face had bidden him go down with him to the Yew-wood and cut timber there, since he of all men knew where to go straight to the sticks that would quarter best for bow-staves; whereas the Alderman had the right of hewing in that wood.  So they went forth, those brethren, from the House of the Face, but when they were gotten to the gate, who should be there but the Bride awaiting them, and she with an ass duly saddled for bearing the yew-sticks.  Because Hall-face had told her that he and belike Gold-mane were going to hew in the wood, and she thought it good to be of the company, as oft had befallen erst.  When they met she greeted Face-of-god and kissed him as her wont was; and he looked upon her and saw how fair she was, and how kind and friendly were her eyes that beheld him, and how her whole face was eager for him as their lips parted.  Then his heart failed him, when he knew that he no longer desired her as she did him, and he said within himself:

‘Would that she had been of our nighest kindred!  Would that I had had a sister and that this were she!’

So the three went along the highway down the Dale, and Hall-face and the Bride talked merrily together and laughed, for she was happy, since she knew that Gold-mane had been to the wood and was back safe and much as he had been before.  So indeed it seemed of him; for though at first he was moody and of few words, yet presently he cursed himself for a mar-sport, and so fell into the talk, and enforced himself to be merry; and soon he was so indeed; for he thought: ‘She drew me thither: she hath a deed for me to do.  I shall do the deed and have my reward.  Soon will the spring-tide be here, and I shall be a young man yet when it comes.’

So came they to the place where he had met the three maidens yesterday; there they also turned from the highway; and as they went down the bent, Gold-mane could not but turn his eyes on the beauty of the Bride and the lovely ways of her body: but presently he remembered all that had betid, and turned away again as one who is noting what it behoves him not to note.  And he said to himself: ‘Where art thou, Gold-mane?  Whose art thou?  Yea, even if that had been but a dream that I have dreamed, yet would that this fair woman were my sister!’

So came they to the Yew-wood, and the brethren fell to work, and the Bride with them, for she was deft with the axe and strong withal.  But at midday they rested on the green slope without the Yew-wood; and they ate bread and flesh and onions and apples, and drank red wine of the Dale.  And while they were resting after their meat, the Bride sang to them, and her song was a lay of time past; and here ye have somewhat of it:

’Tis over the hill and over the dale

   Men ride from the city fast and far,
 If they may have a soothfast tale,

   True tidings of the host of war.
 

And first they hap on men-at-arms,

   All clad in steel from head to foot:
 Now tell true tale of the new-come harms,

   And the gathered hosts of the mountain-root.
 

Fair sirs, from murder-carles we flee,

   Whose fashion is as the mountain-trolls’;
 No man can tell how many they be,

   And the voice of their host as the thunder rolls.
 

They were weary men at the ending of day,

   But they spurred nor stayed for longer word.
 Now ye, O merchants, whither away?

   What do ye there with the helm and the sword?
 

O we must fight for life and gear,

   For our beasts are spent and our wains are stayed,
 And the host of the Mountain-men draws near,

   That maketh all the world afraid.
 

They left the chapmen on the hill,

   And through the eve and through the night
 They rode to have true tidings still,

   And were there on the way when the dawn was bright.
 

O damsels fair, what do ye then

   To loiter thus upon the way,
 And have no fear of the Mountain-men,

   The host of the carles that strip and slay?
 

O riders weary with the road,

   Come eat and drink on the grass hereby!
 And lay you down in a fair abode

   Till the midday sun is broad and high;
 

Then unto you shall we come aback,

   And lead you forth to the Mountain-men,
 To note their plenty and their lack,

   And have true tidings there and then.
 

’Tis over the hill and over the dale

   They ride from the mountain fast and far;
 And now have they learned a soothfast tale,

   True tidings of the host of war.
 

It was summer-tide and the Month of Hay,

   And men and maids must fare afield;
 But we saw the place were the bow-staves lay,

   And the hall was hung with spear and shield.
 

When the moon was high we drank in the hall,

   And they drank to the guests and were kind and blithe,
 And they said: Come back when the chestnuts fall,

   And the wine-carts wend across the hythe.
 

Come oft and o’er again, they said;

   Wander your ways; but we abide
 For all the world in the little stead;

   For wise are we, though the world be wide.
 

Yea, come in arms if ye will, they said;

   And despite your host shall we abide
 For life or death in the little stead;

   For wise are we, though the world be wide.
 

So she made an end and looked at the fairness of the dale spreading wide before her, and a robin came nigh from out of a thorn-bush and sung his song also, the sweet herald of coming winter; and the lapwings wheeled about, black and white, above the meadow by the river, sending forth their wheedling pipe as they hung above the soft turf.

She felt the brothers near her, and knew their friendliness from of old, and she was happy; nor had she looked closer at Gold-mane would she have noted any change in him belike; for the meat and the good wine, and the fair sunny time, and the Bride’s sweet voice, and the ancient song softened his heart while it fed the desire therein.

So in a while they arose from their rest and did what was left them of their work, and so went back to Burgstead through the fair afternoon; by seeming all three in all content.  But yet Gold-mane, as from time to time he looked upon the Bride, kept saying to himself: ‘O if she had been but my sister! sweet had the kinship been!’






  








CHAPTER X.  NEW TIDINGS IN THE DALE.
 

It was three days thereafter that Gold-mane, leading an ass, went along the highway to fetch home certain fleeces which were needed for the house from a stead a little west of Wildlake; but he had gone scant half a mile ere he fell in with a throng of folk going to Burgstead.  They were of the Shepherds; they had weapons with them, and some were clad in coats of fence.  They went along making a great noise, for they were all talking each to each at the same time, and seemed very hot and eager about some matter.  When they saw Gold-mane anigh, they stopped, and the throng opened as if to let him into their midmost; so he mingled with them, and they stood in a ring about him and an old man more ill-favoured than it was the wont of the Dalesmen to be.

For he was long, stooping, gaunt and spindle-shanked, his hands big and crippled with gout: his cheeks were red after an old man’s fashion, covered with a crimson network like a pippin; his lips thin and not well hiding his few teeth; his nose long like a snipe’s neb.  In short, a shame and a laughing-stock to the Folk, and a man whom the kindreds had in small esteem, and that for good reasons.

Face-of-god knew him at once for a notable close-fist and starve-all fool of the Shepherds; and his name was now become Penny-thumb the Lean, whatever it might once have been.

So Face-of-god greeted all men, and they him again; and he said: ‘What aileth you, neighbours?  Your weapons, are bare, but I see not that they be bloody.  What is it, goodman Penny-thumb?’

Penny-thumb did but groan for all answer; but a stout carle who stood by with a broad grin on his face answered and said:

‘Face-of-god, evil tidings be abroad; the strong-thieves of the wood are astir; and some deem that the wood-wights be helping them.’

‘Yea, and what is the deed they have done?’ said Gold-mane.

Said the carle: ‘Thou knowest Penny-thumb’s abode?’

‘Yea surely,’ said Face-of-god; ‘fair are the water-meadows about it; great gain of cheese can be gotten thence.’

‘Hast thou been within the house?’ said the carle.

‘Nay,’ said Gold-mane.

Then spake Penny-thumb: ‘Within is scant gear: we gather for others to scatter; we make meat for others’ mouths.’

The carle laughed: ‘Sooth is that,’ said he, ‘that there is little gear therein now; for the strong-thieves have voided both hall and bower and byre.’

‘And when was that?’ said Face-of-god.

‘The night before last night,’ said the carle, ‘the door was smitten on, and when none answered it was broken down.’

‘Yea,’ quoth Penny-thumb, ‘a host entered, and they in arms.’

‘No host was within,’ said the carle, ‘nought but Penny-thumb and his sister and his sister’s son, and three carles that work for him; and one of them, Rusty to wit, was the worst man of the hill-country.  These then the host whereof the goodman telleth bound, but without doing them any scathe; and they ransacked the house, and took away much gear; yet left some.’

‘Thou liest,’ said Penny-thumb; ‘they took little and left none.’

Thereat all men laughed, for this seemed to them good game, and another man said: ‘Well, neighbour Penny-thumb, if it was so little, thou hast done unneighbourly in giving us such a heap of trouble about it.’

And they laughed again, but the first carle said: ‘True it is, goodman, that thou wert exceeding eager to raise the hue and cry after that little when we happed upon thee and thy housemates bound in your chairs yesterday morning.  Well, Alderman’s son, short is the tale to tell: we could not fail to follow the gear, and the slot led us into the wood, and ill is the going there for us shepherds, who are used to the bare downs, save Rusty, who was a good woodsman and lifted the slot for us; so he outwent us all, and ran out of sight of us, so presently we came upon him dead-slain, with the manslayer’s spear in his breast.  What then could we do but turn back again, for now was the wood blind now Rusty was dead, and we knew not whither to follow the fray; and the man himself was but little loss: so back we turned, and told goodman Penny-thumb of all this, for we had left him alone in his hall lamenting his gear; so we bided to-day’s morn, and have come out now, with our neighbour and the spear, and the dead corpse of Rusty.  Stand aside, neighbours, and let the Alderman’s son see it.’

They did so, and there was the corpse of a thin-faced tall wiry man, somewhat foxy of aspect, lying on a hand-bier covered with black cloth.

‘Yea, Face-of-god,’ said the carle, ‘he is not good to see now he is dead, yet alive was he worser: but, look you, though the man was no good man, yet was he of our people, and the feud is with us; so we would see the Alderman, and do him to wit of the tidings, that he may call the neighbours together to seek a blood-wite for Rusty and atonement for the ransacking.  Or what sayest thou?’

‘Have ye the spear that ye found in Rusty?’ quoth Gold-mane.

‘Yea verily,’ said the carle.  ‘Hither with it, neighbours; give it to the Alderman’s son.’

So the spear came into his hand, and he looked at it and said:

‘This is no spear of the smiths’ work of the Dale, as my father will tell you.  We take but little keep of the forging of spearheads here, so that they be well-tempered and made so as to ride well on the shaft; but this head, daintily is it wrought, the blood-trench as clean and trim as though it were an Earl’s sword.  See you withal this inlaying of runes on the steel?  It is done with no tin or copper, but with very silver; and these bands about the shaft be of silver also.  It is a fair weapon, and the owner hath a loss of it greater than his gain in the slaying of Rusty; and he will have left it in the wound so that he might be known hereafter, and that he might be said not to have murdered Rusty but to have slain him.  Or how think ye?’

They all said that this seemed like to be; but that if the man who had slain Rusty were one of the ransackers they might have a blood-wite of him, if they could find him.  Gold-mane said that so it was, and therewithal he gave the shepherds good-speed and went on his way.

But they came to Burgstead and found the Alderman, and in due time was a Court held, and a finding uttered, and outlawry given forth for the manslaying and the ransacking against certain men unknown.  As for the spear, it was laid up in the House of the Face.

But Face-of-god pondered these matters in his mind, for such ransackings there had been none of in late years; and he said to himself that his friends of the Mountain must have other folk, of which the Dalesmen knew nought, whose gear they could lift, or how could they live in that place.  And he marvelled that they should risk drawing the Dalesmen’s wrath upon them; whereas they of the Dale were strong men not easily daunted, albeit peaceable enough if not stirred to wrath.  For in good sooth he had no doubt concerning that spear, whose it was and whence it came: for that very weapon had been leaning against the panel of his shut-bed the night he slept on the Mountain, and all the other spears that he saw there were more or less of the same fashion, and adorned with silver.

Albeit all that he knew, and all that he thought of, he kept in his own heart and said nothing of it.

So wore the autumn into early winter; and the Westland merchants came in due time, and departed without Face-of-god, though his father made him that offer one last time.  He went to and fro about his work in the Dale, and seemed to most men’s eyes nought changed from what he had been.  But the Bride noted that he saw her less often than his wont was, and abode with her a lesser space when he met her; and she could not think what this might mean; nor had she heart to ask him thereof, though she was sorry and grieved, but rather withdrew her company from him somewhat; and when she perceived that he noted it not, and made no question of it, then was she the sorrier.

But the first winter-snow came on with a great storm of wind from the north-east, so that no man stirred abroad who was not compelled thereto, and those who went abroad risked life and limb thereby.  Next morning all was calm again, and the snow was deep, but it did not endure long, for the wind shifted to the southwest and the thaw came, and three days after, when folk could fare easily again up and down the Dale, came tidings to Burgstead and the Alderman from the Lower Dale, how a house called Greentofts had been ransacked there, and none knew by whom.  Now the goodman of Greentofts was little loved of the neighbours: he was grasping and overbearing, and had often cowed others out of their due: he was very cross-grained, both at home and abroad: his wife had fled from his hand, neither did his sons find it good to abide with him: therewithal he was wealthy of goods, a strong man and a deft man-at-arms.  When his sons and his wife departed from him, and none other of the Dalesmen cared to abide with him, he went down into the Plain, and got thence men to be with him for hire, men who were not well seen to in their own land.  These to the number of twelve abode with him, and did his bidding whenso it pleased them.  Two more had he had who had been slain by good men of the Dale for their masterful ways; and no blood-wite had been paid for them, because of their ill-doings, though they had not been made outlaws.  This man of Greentofts was called Harts-bane after his father, who was a great hunter.

Now the full tidings of the ransacking were these: The storm began two hours before sunset, and an hour thereafter, when it was quite dark, for without none could see because the wind was at its height and the drift of the snow was hard and full, the hall-door flew open; and at first men thought it had been the wind, until they saw in the dimness (for all lights but the fire on the hearth had been quenched) certain things tumbling in which at first they deemed were wolves; but when they took swords and staves against them, lo they were met by swords and axes, and they saw that the seeming wolves were men with wolf-skins drawn over them.  So the new-comers cowed them that they threw down their weapons, and were bound in their places; but when they were bound, and had had time to note who the ransackers were, they saw that there were but six of them all told, who had cowed and bound Harts-bane and his twelve masterful men; and this they deemed a great shaming to them, as might well be.

So then the stead was ransacked, and those wolves took away what they would, and went their ways through the fierce storm, and none could tell whether they had lived or died in it; but at least neither the men nor their prey were seen again; nor did they leave any slot, for next morning the snow lay deep over everything.

No doubt had Gold-mane but that these ransackers were his friends of the Mountain; but he held his peace, abiding till the winter should be over.






  








CHAPTER XI.  MEN MAKE OATH AT BURGSTEAD ON THE HOLY BOAR.
 

A week after the ransacking at Greentofts the snow and the winter came on in earnest, and all the Dale lay in snow, and men went on skids when they fared up and down the Dale or on the Mountain.

All was now tidingless till Yule over, and in Burgstead was there feasting and joyance enough; and especially at the House of the Face was high-tide holden, and the Alderman and his sons and Stone-face and all the kindred and all their men sat in glorious attire within the hall; and many others were there of the best of the kindreds of Burgstead who had been bidden.

Face-of-god sat between his father and Stone-face; and he looked up and down the tables and the hall and saw not the Bride, and his heart misgave him because she was not there, and he wondered what had befallen and if she were sick of sorrow.

But Iron-face beheld him how he gazed about, and he laughed; for he was exceeding merry that night and fared as a young man.  Then he said to his son: ‘Whom seekest thou, son? is there someone lacking?’

Face-of-god reddened as one who lies unused to it, and said:

‘Yea, kinsman, so it is that I was seeking the Bride my kinswoman.’

‘Nay,’ said Iron-face, ‘call her not kinswoman: therein is ill-luck, lest it seem that thou art to wed one too nigh thine own blood.  Call her the Bride only: to thee and to me the name is good.  Well, son, desirest thou sorely to see her?’

‘Yea, yea, surely,’ said Face-of-god; but his eyes went all about the hall still, as though his mind strayed from the place and that home of his.

Said Iron-face: ‘Have patience, son, thou shalt see her anon, and that in such guise as shall please thee.’

Therewithal came the maidens with the ewers of wine, and they filled all horns and beakers, and then stood by the endlong tables on either side laughing and talking with the carles and the older women; and the hall was a fair sight to see, for the many candles burned bright and the fire on the hearth flared up, and those maids were clad in fair raiment, and there was none of them but was comely, and some were fair, and some very fair: the walls also were hung with goodly pictured cloths, and the image of the God of the Face looked down smiling terribly from the gable-end above the high-seat.

Thus as they sat they heard the sound of a horn winded close outside the hall door, and the door was smitten on.  Then rose Iron-face smiling merrily, and cried out:

‘Enter ye, whether ye be friends or foes: for if ye be foemen, yet shall ye keep the holy peace of Yule, unless ye be the foes of all kindreds and nations, and then shall we slay you.’

Thereat some who knew what was toward laughed; but Gold-mane, who had been away from Burgstead some days past, marvelled and knit his brows, and let his right hand fall on his sword-hilt.  For this folk, who were of merry ways, were wont to deal diversely with the Yule-tide customs in the manner of shows; and he knew not that this was one of them.

Now was the Outer door thrown open, and there entered seven men, whereof two were all-armed in bright war-gear, and two bore slug-horns, and two bore up somewhat on a dish covered over with a piece of rich cloth, and the seventh stood before them all wrapped up in a dark fur mantle.

Thus they stood a moment; and when he saw their number, back to Gold-mane’s heart came the thought of those folk on the Mountain: for indeed he was somewhat out of himself for doubt and longing, else would he have deemed that all this was but a Yule-tide play.

Now the men with the slug-horns set them to their mouths and blew a long blast; while the first of the new-comers set hand to the clasps of the fur cloak and let it fall to the ground, and lo! a woman exceeding beauteous, clad in glistering raiment of gold and fine web; her hair wreathed with bay, and in her hand a naked sword with goodly-wrought golden hilt and polished blue-gleaming blade.

Face-of-god started up in his sear, and stared like a man new-wakened from a strange dream: because for one moment he deemed verily that it was the Woman of the Mountain arrayed as he had last seen her, and he cried aloud ‘The Friend, the Friend!’

His father brake out into loud laughter thereat, and clapped his son on the shoulder and said: ‘Yea, yea, lad, thou mayst well say the Friend; for this is thine old playmate whom thou hast been looking round the hall for, arrayed this eve in such fashion as is meet for her goodliness and her worthiness.  Yea, this is the Friend indeed!’

Then waxed Face-of-god as red as blood for shame, and he sat him down in his place again: for now he wotted what was toward, and saw that this fair woman was the Bride.

But Stone-face from the other side looked keenly on him.

Then blew the horns again, and the Bride stepped daintily up the hall, and the sweet odour of her raiment went from her about the fire-warmed dwelling, and her beauty moved all hearts with love.  So stood she at the high-table; and those two who bore the burden set it down thereon and drew off the covering, and lo! there was the Holy Boar of Yule on which men were wont to make oath of deeds that they would do in the coming year, according to the custom of their forefathers.  Then the Bride laid the goodly sword beside the dish, and then went round the table and sat down betwixt Face-of-god and Stone-face, and turned kindly to Gold-mane, and was glad; for now was his fair face as its wont was to be.  He in turn smiled upon her, for she was fair and kind and his fellow for many a day.

Now the men-at-arms stood each side the Boar, and out from them on each side stood the two hornsmen: then these blew up again, whereon the Alderman stood up and cried:

‘Ye sons of the brave who have any deed that ye may be desirous of doing, come up, come lay your hand on the sword, and the point of the sword to the Holy Beast, and swear the oath that lieth on your hearts.’

Therewith he sat down, and there strode a man up the hall, strong-built and sturdy, but short of stature; black-haired, red-bearded, and ruddy-faced: and he stood on the daïs, and took up the sword and laid its point on the Boar, and said:

‘I am Bristler, son of Brightling, a man of the Shepherds.  Here by the Holy Boar I swear to follow up the ransackers of Penny-thumb and the slayers of Rusty.  And I take this feud upon me, although they be no good men, because I am of the kin and it falleth to me, since others forbear; and when the Court was hallowed hereon I was away out of the Dale and the Downs.  So help me the Warrior, and the God of the Earth.’

Then the Alderman nodded his head to him kindly, and reached him out a cup of wine, and as he drank there went up a rumour of praise from the hall; and men said that his oath was manly and that he was like to keep it; for he was a good man-at-arms and a stout heart.

Then came up three men of the Shepherds and two of the Dale and swore to help Bristler in his feud, and men thought it well sworn.

After that came a braggart, a man very gay of his raiment, and swore with many words that if he lived the year through he would be a captain over the men of the Plain, and would come back again with many gifts for his friends in the Dale.  This men deemed foolishly sworn, for they knew the man; so they jeered at him and laughed as he went back to his place ashamed.

Then swore three others oaths not hard to be kept, and men laughed and were merry.

At last uprose the Alderman, and said: ‘Kinsmen, and good fellows, good days and peaceable are in the Dale as now; and of such days little is the story, and little it availeth to swear a deed of derring-do: yet three things I swear by this Beast; and first to gainsay no man’s asking if I may perform it; and next to set right above law and mercy above custom; and lastly, if the days change and war cometh to us or we go to meet it, I will be no backwarder in the onset than three fathoms behind the foremost.  So help me the Warrior, and the God of the Face and the Holy Earth!’

Therewith he sat down, and all men shouted for joy of him, and said that it was most like that he would keep his oath.

Last of all uprose Face-of-god and took up the sword and looked at it; and so bright was the blade that he saw in it the image of the golden braveries which the Bride bore, and even some broken image of her face.  Then he handled the hilt and laid the point on the Boar, and cried:

‘Hereby I swear to wed the fairest woman of the Earth before the year is worn to an end; and that whether the Dalesmen gainsay me or the men beyond the Dale.  So help me the Warrior, and the God of the Face and the Holy Earth!’

Therewith he sat down; and once more men shouted for the love of him and of the Bride, and they said he had sworn well and like a chieftain.

But the Bride noted him that neither were his eyes nor his voice like to their wont as he swore, for she knew him well; and thereat was she ill at ease, for now whatever was new in him was to her a threat of evil to come.

Stone-face also noted him, and he knew the young man better than all others save the Bride, and he saw withal that she was ill-pleased, and he said to himself: ‘I will speak to my fosterling to-morrow if I may find him alone.’

So came the swearing to an end, and they fell to on their meat and feasted on the Boar of Atonement after they had duly given the Gods their due share, and the wine went about the hall and men were merry till they drank the parting cup and fared to rest in the shut-beds, and whereso else they might in the Hall and the House, for there were many men there.






  








CHAPTER XII.  STONE-FACE TELLETH CONCERNING THE WOOD-WIGHTS.
 

Early on the morrow Gold-mane arose and clad himself and went out-a-doors and over the trodden snow on to the bridge over the Weltering Water, and there betook himself into one of the coins of safety built over the up-stream piles; there he leaned against the wall and turned his face to the Thorp, and fell to pondering on his case.  And first he thought about his oath, and how that he had sworn to wed the Mountain Woman, although his kindred and her kindred should gainsay him, yea and herself also.  Great seemed that oath to him, yet at that moment he wished he had made it greater, and made all the kindred, yea and the Bride herself, sure of the meaning of the words of it: and he deemed himself a dastard that he had not done so.  Then he looked round him and beheld the winter, and he fell into mere longing that the spring were come and the token from the Mountain.  Things seemed too hard for him to deal with, and he between a mighty folk and two wayward women; and he went nigh to wish that he had taken his father’s offer and gone down to the Cities; and even had he met his bane: well were that!  And, as young folk will, he set to work making a picture of his deeds there, had he been there.  He showed himself the stricken fight in the plain, and the press, and the struggle, and the breaking of the serried band, and himself amidst the ring of foemen doing most valiantly, and falling there at last, his shield o’er-heavy with the weight of foemen’s spears for a man to uphold it.  Then the victory of his folk and the lamentation and praise over the slain man of the Mountain Dales, and the burial of the valiant warrior, the praising weeping folk meeting him at the City-gate, laid stark and cold in his arms on the gold-hung garlanded bier.

There ended his dream, and he laughed aloud and said: ‘I am a fool!  All this were good and sweet if I should see it myself; and forsooth that is how I am thinking of it, as if I still alive should see myself dead and famous!’

Then he turned a little and looked at the houses of the Thorp lying dark about the snowy ways under the starlit heavens of the winter morning: dark they were indeed and grey, save where here and there the half-burned Yule-fire reddened the windows of a hall, or where, as in one place, the candle of some early waker shone white in a chamber window.  There was scarce a man astir, he deemed, and no sound reached him save the crowing of the cocks muffled by their houses, and a faint sound of beasts in the byres.

Thus he stood a while, his thoughts wandering now, till presently he heard footsteps coming his way down the street and turned toward them, and lo it was the old man Stone-face.  He had seen Gold-mane go out, and had risen and followed him that he might talk with him apart.  Gold-mane greeted him kindly, though, sooth to say, he was but half content to see him; since he doubted, what was verily the case, that his foster-father would give him many words, counselling him to refrain from going to the wood, and this was loathsome to him; but he spake and said:

‘Meseems, father, that the eastern sky is brightening toward dawn.’

‘Yea,’ quoth Stone-face.

‘It will be light in an hour,’ said Face-of-god.

‘Even so,’ said Stone-face.

‘And a fair day for the morrow of Yule,’ said the swain.

‘Yea,’ said Stone-face, ‘and what wilt thou do with the fair day?  Wilt thou to the wood?’

‘Maybe, father,’ said Gold-mane; ‘Hall-face and some of the swains are talking of elks up the fells which may be trapped in the drifts, and if they go a-hunting them, I may go in their company.’

‘Ah, son,’ quoth Stone-face, ‘thou wilt look to see other kind of beasts than elks.  Things may ye fall in with there who may not be impounded in the snow like to elks, but can go light-foot on the top of the soft drift from one place to another.’

Said Gold-mane: ‘Father, fear me not; I shall either refrain me from the wood, or if I go, I shall go to hunt the wood-deer with other hunters.  But since thou hast come to me, tell me more about the wood, for thy tales thereof are fair.’

‘Yea,’ said Stone-face, ‘fair tales of foul things, as oft it befalleth in the world.  Hearken now! if thou deemest that what thou seekest shall come readier to thine hand because of the winter and the snow, thou errest.  For the wights that waylay the bodies and souls of the mighty in the wild-wood heed such matters nothing; yea and at Yule-tide are they most abroad, and most armed for the fray.  Even such an one have I seen time agone, when the snow was deep and the wind was rough; and it was in the likeness of a woman clad in such raiment as the Bride bore last night, and she trod the snow light-foot in thin raiment where it would scarce bear the skids of a deft snow-runner.  Even so she stood before me; the icy wind blew her raiment round about her, and drifted the hair from her garlanded head toward me, and she as fair and fresh as in the midsummer days.  Up the fell she fared, sweetest of all things to look on, and beckoned on me to follow; on me, the Warrior, the Stout-heart; and I followed, and between us grief was born; but I it was that fostered that child and not she.  Always when she would be, was she merry and lovely; and even so is she now, for she is of those that be long-lived.  And I wot that thou hast seen even such an one!’

‘Tell me more of thy tales, foster-father,’ said Gold-mane, ‘and fear not for me!’

‘Ah, son,’ he said, ‘mayst thou have no such tales to tell to those that shall be young when thou art old.  Yet hearken!  We sat in the hall together and there was no third; and methought that the birds sang and the flowers bloomed, and sweet was their savour, though it was midwinter.  A rose-wreath was on her head; grapes were on the board, and fair unwrinkled summer apples on the day that we feasted together.  When was the feast? sayst thou.  Long ago.  What was the hall, thou sayest, wherein ye feasted?  I know not if it were on the earth or under it, or if we rode the clouds that even.  But on the morrow what was there but the stark wood and the drift of the snow, and the iron wind howling through the branches, and a lonely man, a wanderer rising from the ground.  A wanderer through the wood and up the fell, and up the high mountain, and up and up to the edges of the ice-river and the green caves of the ice-hills.  A wanderer in spring, in summer, autumn and winter, with an empty heart and a burning never-satisfied desire; who hath seen in the uncouth places many an evil unmanly shape, many a foul hag and changing ugly semblance; who hath suffered hunger and thirst and wounding and fever, and hath seen many things, but hath never again seen that fair woman, or that lovely feast-hall.

‘All praise and honour to the House of the Face, and the bounteous valiant men thereof! and the like praise and honour to the fair women whom they wed of the valiant and goodly House of the Steer!’

‘Even so say I,’ quoth Gold-mane calmly; ‘but now wend we aback to the House, for it is morning indeed, and folk will be stirring there.’

So they turned from the bridge together; and Stone-face was kind and fatherly, and was telling his foster-son many wise things concerning the life of a chieftain, and the giving-out of dooms and the gathering for battle; to all which talk Face-of-god seemed to hearken gladly, but indeed hearkened not at all; for verily his eyes were beholding that snowy waste, and the fair woman upon it; even such an one as Stone-face had told of.






  








CHAPTER XIII.  THEY FARE TO THE HUNTING OF THE ELK.
 

When they came into the Hall, the hearth-fire had been quickened, and the sleepers on the floor had been wakened, and all folk were astir.  So the old man sat down by the hearth while Gold-mane busied himself in fetching wood and water, and in sweeping out the Hall, and other such works of the early morning.  In a little while Hall-face and the other young men and warriors were afoot duly clad, and the Alderman came from his chamber and greeted all men kindly.  Soon meat was set upon the boards, and men broke their fast; and day dawned while they were about it, and ere it was all done the sun rose clear and golden, so that all men knew that the day would be fair, for the frost seemed hard and enduring.

Then the eager young men and the hunters, and those who knew the mountain best drew together about the hearth, and fell to talking of the hunting of the elk; and there were three there who knew both the woods and also the fells right up to the ice-rivers better than any other; and these said that they who were fain of the hunting of the elk would have no likelier time than that day for a year to come.  Short was the rede betwixt them, for they said they would go to the work at once and make the most of the short winter daylight.  So they went each to his place, and some outside that House to their fathers’ houses to fetch each man his gear.  Face-of-god for his part went to his shut-bed, and stood by his chest, and opened it, and drew out of it a fine hauberk of ring-mail which his father had made for him: for though Face-of-god was a deft wright, he was not by a long way so deft as his father, who was the deftest of all men of that time and country; so that the alien merchants would give him what he would for his hauberks and helms, whenso he would chaffer with them, which was but seldom.  So Face-of-god did on this hauberk over his kirtle, and over it he cast his foul-weather weed, so that none might see it: he girt a strong war-sword to his side, cast his quiver over his shoulder, and took his bow in his hand, although he had little lust to shoot elks that day, even as Stone-face had said; therewithal he took his skids, and went forth of the hall to the gate of the Burg; whereto gathered the whole company of twenty-three, and Gold-mane the twenty-fourth.  And each man there had his skids and his bow and quiver, and whatso other weapon, as short-sword, or wood-knife, or axe, seemed good to him.

So they went out-a-gates, and clomb the stairway in the cliff which led to the ancient watch-tower: for it was on the lower slopes of the fells which lay near to the Weltering Water that they looked to find the elks, and this was the nighest road thereto.  When they had gotten to the top they lost no time, but went their ways nearly due east, making way easily where there were but scattered trees close to the lip of the sheer cliffs.

They went merrily on their skids over the close-lying snow, and were soon up on the great shoulders of the fells that went up from the bank of the Weltering Water: at noon they came into a little dale wherein were a few trees, and there they abided to eat their meat, and were very merry, making for themselves tables and benches of the drifted snow, and piling it up to windward as a defence against the wind, which had now arisen, little but bitter from the south-east; so that some, and they the wisest, began to look for foul weather: wherefore they tarried the shorter while in the said dale or hollow.

But they were scarcely on their way again before the aforesaid south-east wind began to grow bigger, and at last blew a gale, and brought up with it a drift of fine snow, through which they yet made their way, but slowly, till the drift grew so thick that they could not see each other five paces apart.

Then perforce they made stay, and gathered together under a bent which by good luck they happened upon, where they were sheltered from the worst of the drift.  There they abode, till in less than an hour’s space the drift abated and the wind fell, and in a little while after it was quite clear, with the sun shining brightly and the young waxing moon white and high up in the heavens; and the frost was harder than ever.

This seemed good to them; but now that they could see each other’s faces they fell to telling over their company, and there was none missing save Face-of-god.  They were somewhat dismayed thereat, but knew not what to do, and they deemed he might not be far off, either a little behind or a little ahead; and Hall-face said:

‘There is no need to make this to-do about my brother; he can take good care of himself; neither does a warrior of the Face die because of a little cold and frost and snow-drift.  Withal Gold-mane is a wilful man, and of late days hath been wilful beyond his wont; let us now find the elks.’

So they went on their ways hoping to fall in with him again.  No long story need be made of their hunting, for not very far from where they had taken shelter they came upon the elks, many of them, impounded in the drifts, pretty much where the deft hunters looked to find them.  There then was battle between the elks and the men, till the beasts were all slain and only one man hurt: then they made them sleighs from wood which they found in the hollows thereby, and they laid the carcasses thereon, and so turned their faces homeward, dragging their prey with them.  But they met not Face-of-god either there or on the way home; and Hall-face said: ‘Maybe Gold-mane will lie on the fell to-night; and I would I were with him; for adventures oft befall such folk when they abide in the wilds.’

Now it was late at night by then they reached Burgstead, so laden as they were with the dead beasts; but they heeded the night little, for the moon was well-nigh as bright as day for them.  But when they came to the gate of the Thorp, there were assembled the goodmen and swains to meet them with torches and wine in their honour.  There also was Gold-mane come back before them, yea for these two hours; and he stood clad in his holiday raiment and smiled on them.

Then was there some jeering at him that he was come back empty-handed from the hunting, and that he was not able to abide the wind and the drift; but he laughed thereat, for all this was but game and play, since men knew him for a keen hunter and a stout woodsman; and they had deemed it a heavy loss of him if he had been cast away, as some feared he had been: and his brother Hall-face embraced him and kissed him, and said to him: ‘Now the next time that thou farest to the wood will I be with thee foot to foot, and never leave thee, and then meseemeth I shall wot of the tale that hath befallen thee, and belike it shall be no sorry one.’

Face-of-god laughed and answered but little, and they all betook them to the House of the Face and held high feast therein, for as late as the night was, in honour of this Hunting of the Elk.

No man cared to question Face-of-god closely as to how or where he had strayed from the hunt; for he had told his own tale at once as soon as he came home, to wit, that his right-foot skid-strap had broken, and even while he stopped to mend it came on that drift and weather; and that he could not move from that place without losing his way, and that when it had cleared he knew not whither they had gone because the snow had covered their slot.  So he deemed it not unlike that they had gone back, and that he might come up with one or two on the way, and that in any case he wotted well that they could look after themselves; so he turned back, not going very swiftly.  All this seemed like enough, and a little matter except to jest about, so no man made any question concerning it: only old Stone-face said to himself:

‘Now were I fain to have a true tale out of him, but it is little likely that anything shall come of my much questioning; and it is ill forcing a young man to tell lies.’

So he held his peace, and the feast went on merrily and blithely.






  








CHAPTER XIV.  CONCERNING FACE-OF-GOD AND THE MOUNTAIN.
 

But it must be told of Gold-mane that what had befallen him was in this wise.  His skid-strap brake in good sooth, and he stayed to mend it; but when he had done what was needful, he looked up and saw no man nigh, what for the drift, and that they had gone on somewhat; so he rose to his feet, and without more delay, instead of keeping on toward the elk-ground and the way his face had been set, he turned himself north-and-by-east, and went his ways swiftly towards that aírt, because he deemed that it might lead him to the Mountain-hall where he had guested.  He abode not for the storm to clear, but swept off through the thick of it; and indeed the wind was somewhat at his back, so that he went the swiftlier.  But when the drift was gotten to its very worst, he sheltered himself for a little in a hollow behind a thorn-bush he stumbled upon.  As soon as it began to abate he went on again, and at last when it was quite clear, and the sun shone out, he found himself on a long slope of the fells covered deep with smooth white snow, and at the higher end a great crag rising bare fifty feet above the snow, and more rocks, but none so great, and broken ground as he judged (the snow being deep) about it on the hither side; and on the further, three great pine-trees all bent down and mingled together by their load of snow.

Thitherward he made, as a man might, seeing nothing else to note before him; but he had not made many strides when forth from behind the crag by the pine-trees came a man; and at first Face-of-god thought it might be one of his hunting-fellows gone astray, and he hailed him in a loud voice, but as he looked he saw the sun flash back from a bright helm on the new-comer’s head; albeit he kept on his way till there was but a space of two hundred yards between them; when lo! the helm-bearer notched a shaft to his bent bow and loosed at Face-of-god, and the arrow came whistling and passed six inches by his right ear.  Then Face-of-god stopped perplexed with his case; for he was on the deep snow in his skids, with his bow unbent, and he knew not how to bend it speedily.  He was loth to turn his back and flee, and indeed he scarce deemed that it would help him.  Meanwhile of his tarrying the archer loosed again at him, and this time the shaft flew close to his left ear.  Then Face-of-god thought to cast himself down into the snow, but he was ashamed; till there came a third shaft which flew over his head amidmost and close to it.  ‘Good shooting on the Mountain!’ muttered he; ‘the next shaft will be amidst my breast, and who knows whether the Alderman’s handiwork will keep it out.’

So he cried aloud: ‘Thou shootest well, brother; but art thou a foe?  If thou art, I have a sword by my side, and so hast thou; come hither to me, and let us fight it out friendly if we must needs fight.’

A laugh came down the wind to him clear but somewhat shrill, and the archer came swiftly towards him on his skids with no weapon in his hand save his bow; so that Face-of-god did not draw his sword, but stood wondering.

As they drew nearer he beheld the face of the new-comer, and deemed that he had seen it before; and soon, for all that it was hooded close by the ill-weather raiment, he perceived it to be the face of Bow-may, ruddy and smiling.

She laughed out loud again, as she stopped herself within three feet of him, and said:

‘Yea, friend Yellow-hair, we heard of the elks and looked to see thee hereabouts, and I knew thee at once when I came out from behind the crag and saw thee stand bewildered.’

Said Gold-mane: ‘Hail to thee, Bow-may! and glad am I to see thee.  But thou liest in saying that thou knewest me; else why didst thou shoot those three shafts at me?  Surely thou art not so quick as that with all thy friends: these be sharp greetings of you Mountain-folk.’

‘Thou lad with the sweet mouth,’ she said, ‘I like to see thee and hear thee talk, but now must I hasten thy departure; so stand we here no longer.  Let us get down into the wood where we can do off our skids and sit down, and then will I tell thee the tidings.  Come on!’

And she caught his hand in hers, and they went speedily down the slopes toward the great oak-wood, the wind whistling past their ears.

‘Whither are we going?’ said he.

Said she: ‘I am to show thee the way back home, which thou wilt not know surely amidst this snow.  Come, no words! thou shalt not have my tale from me till we are in the wood: so the sooner we are there the sooner shalt thou be pleased.’

So Face-of-god held his peace, and they went on swiftly side by side.  But it was not Bow-may’s wont to be silent for long, so presently she said:

‘Thou art good so do as I bid thee; but see thou, sweet playmate, for all thou art a chieftain’s son, thou wert but feather-brained to ask me why I shot at thee.  I shoot at thee! that were a fine tale to tell her this even!  Or dost thou think that I could shoot at a big man on the snow at two hundred paces and miss him three times?  Unless I aimed to miss.’

‘Yea, Bow-may,’ said he, ‘art thou so deft a Bow-may?  Thou shalt be in my company whenso I fare to battle.’

‘Indeed,’ she said, ‘therein thou sayest but the bare truth: nowhere else shall I be, and thou shalt find my bow no worse than a good shield.’

He laughed somewhat lightly; but she looked on him soberly and said: ‘Laugh in that fashion on the day of battle, and we shall be well content with thee!’

So on they sped very swiftly, for their way was mostly down hill, so that they were soon amongst the outskirting trees of the wood, and presently after reached the edge of the thicket, beyond which the ground was but thinly covered with snow.

There they took off their skids, and went into the thick wood and sat down under a hornbeam tree; and ere Gold-mane could open his mouth to speak Bow-may began and said:

‘Well it was that I fell in with thee, Dalesman, else had there been murders of men to tell of; but ever she ordereth all things wisely, though unwisely hast thou done to seek to her.  Hearken! dost thou think that thou hast done well that thou hast me here with my tale?  Well, hadst thou busied thyself with the slaying of elks, or with sitting quietly at home, yet shouldest thou have heard my tale, and thou shouldest have seen me in Burgstead in a day or two to tell thee concerning the flitting of the token.  And ill it is that I have missed it, for fain had I been to behold the House of the Face, and to have seen thee sitting there in thy dignity amidst the kindred of chieftains.’

And she sighed therewith.  But he said: ‘Hold up thine heart, Bow-may!  On the word of a true man that shall befall thee one day.  But come, playmate, give me thy tale!’

‘Yea,’ she said, ‘I must now tell thee in the wild-wood what else I had told thee in the Hall.  Hearken closely, for this is the message:

‘Seek not to me again till thou hast the token; else assuredly wilt thou be slain, and I shall be sorry for many a day.  Thereof as now I may not tell thee more.  Now as to the token: When March is worn two weeks fail not to go to and fro on the place of the Maiden Ward for an hour before sunrise every day till thou hear tidings.’

‘Now,’ quoth Bow-may, ‘hast thou hearkened and understood?’

‘Yea,’ said he.

She said: ‘Then tell me the words of my message concerning the token.’  And he did so word for word.  Then she said:

‘It is well, there is no more to say.  Now must I lead thee till thou knowest the wood; and then mayst thou get on to the smooth snow again, and so home merrily.  Yet, thou grey-eyed fellow, I will have my pay of thee before I do that last work.’

Therewith she turned about to him and took his head between her hands, and kissed him well favouredly both cheeks and mouth; and she laughed, albeit the tears stood in her eyes as she said: ‘Now smelleth the wood sweeter, and summer will come back again.  And even thus will I do once more when we stand side by side in battle array.’

He smiled kindly on her and nodded as they both rose up from the earth: she had taken off her foul-weather gloves while they spake, and he kissed her hand, which was shapely of fashion albeit somewhat brown, and hard of palm, and he said in friendly wise:

‘Thou art a merry faring-fellow, Bow-may, and belike shalt be withal a true fighting-fellow.  Come now, thou shalt be my sister and I thy brother, in despite of those three shafts across the snow.’

He laughed therewith; she laughed not, but seemed glad, and said soberly:

‘Yea, I may well be thy sister; for belike I also am of the people of the Gods, who have come into these Dales by many far ways.  I am of the House of the Ragged Sword of the Kindred of the Wolf.  Come, brother, let us toward Wildlake’s Way.’

Therewith she went before him and led through the thicket as by an assured and wonted path, and he followed hard at heel; but his thought went from her for a while; for those words of brother and sister that he had spoken called to his mind the Bride, and their kindness of little children, and the days when they seemed to have nought to do but to make the sun brighter, and the flowers fairer, and the grass greener, and the birds happier each for the other; and a hard and evil thing it seemed to him that now he should be making all these things nought and dreary to her, now when he had become a man and deeds lay before him.  Yet again was he solaced by what Bow-may had said concerning battle to come; for he deemed that she must have had this from the Friend’s foreseeing; and he longed sore for deeds to do, wherein all these things might be cleared up and washen clean as it were.

So passed they through the wood a long way, and it was getting dark therein, and Gold-mane said:

‘Hold now, Bow-may, for I am at home here.’

She looked around and said: ‘Yea, so it is: I was thinking of many things.  Farewell and live merrily till March comes and the token!’

Therewith she turned and went her ways and was soon out of sight, and he went lightly through the wood, and then on skids over the hard snow along the Dale’s edge till he was come to the watch-tower, when the moon was bright in heaven.

Thus was he at Burgstead and the House of the Face betimes, and before the hunters were gotten back.






  








CHAPTER XV.  MURDER AMONGST THE FOLK OF THE WOODLANDERS.
 

So wore away midwinter tidingless.  Stone-face spake no more to Face-of-god about the wood and its wights, when he saw that the young man had come back hale and merry, seemed not to crave over-much to go back thither.  As for the Bride, she was sad, and more than misdoubted all; but dauntless as she was in matters that try men’s hardihood, she yet lacked heart to ask of Face-of-god what had befallen him since the autumn-tide, or where he was with her.  So she put a force upon herself not to look sad or craving when she was in his company, as full oft she was; for he rather sought her than shunned her.  For when he saw her thus, he deemed things were changing with her as they had changed with him, and he bethought him of what he had spoken to Bow-may, and deemed that even so he might speak with the Bride when the time came, and that she would not be grieved beyond measure, and all would be well.

Now came on the thaw, and the snow went, and the grass grew all up and down the Dale, and all waters were big.  And about this time arose rumours of strange men in the wood, uncouth, vile, and murderous, and many of the feebler sort were made timorous thereby.

But a little before March was born came new tidings from the Woodlanders; to wit: There came on a time to the house of a woodland carle, a worthy goodman well renowned of all, two wayfarers in the first watch of the night; and these men said that they were wending down to the Plain from a far-away dale, Rose-dale to wit, which all men had heard of, and that they had strayed from the way and were exceeding weary, and they craved a meal’s meat and lodging for the night.

This the goodman might nowise gainsay, and he saw no harm in it, wherefore he bade them abide and be merry.

These men, said they who told the tidings, were outlanders, and no man had seen any like them before: they were armed, and bore short bows made of horn, and round targets, and coats-of-fence done over with horn scales; they had crooked swords girt to their sides, and axes of steel forged all in one piece, right good weapons.  They were clad in scarlet and had much silver on their raiment and about their weapons, and great rings of the same on their arms; and all this silver seemed brand-new.

Now the Woodland Carle gave them of such things as he had, and was kind and blithe to them: there were in his house besides himself five men of his sons and kindred, and his wife and three daughters and two other maids.  So they feasted after the Woodlanders’ fashion, and went to bed a little before midnight.  Two hours after, the carle awoke and heard a little stir, and he looked and saw the guests on their feet amidst the hall clad in all their war-gear; and they had betwixt them his two youngest daughters, maids of fifteen and twelve winters, and had bound their hands and done clouts over their mouths, so that they might not cry out; and they were just at point to carry them off.  Thereat the goodman, naked as he was, caught up his sword and made at these murder-carles, and or ever they were ware of him he had hewn down one and turned to face the other, who smote at him with his steel axe and gave him a great wound on the shoulder, and therewithal fled out at the open door and forth into the wood.

The Woodlander made no stay to raise the cry (there was no need, for the hall was astir now from end to end, and men getting to their weapons), but ran out after the felon even as he was; and, in spite of his grievous hurt, overran him no long way from the house before he had gotten into the thicket.  But the man was nimble and strong, and the goodman unsteady from his wound, and by then the others of the household came up with the hue and cry he had gotten two more sore wounds and was just making an end of throttling the felon with his bare hands.  So he fell into their arms fainting from weakness, and for all they could do he died in two hours’ time from that axe-wound in his shoulder, and another on the side of the head, and a knife-thrust in his side; and he was a man of sixty winters.

But the stranger he had slain outright; and the one whom he had smitten in the hall died before the dawn, thrusting all help aside, and making no sound of speech.

When these tidings came to Burgstead they seemed great to men, and to Gold-mane more than all.  So he and many others took their weapons and fared up to Wildlake’s Way, and so came to the Woodland Carles.  But the Woodlanders had borne out the carcasses of those felons and laid them on the green before Wood-grey’s door (for that was the name of the dead goodman), and they were saying that they would not bury such accursed folk, but would bear them a little way so that they should not be vexed with the stink of them, and cast them into the thicket for the wolf and the wild-cat and the stoat to deal with; and they should lie there, weapons and silver and all; and they deemed it base to strip such wretches, for who would wear their raiment or bear their weapons after them.

There was a great ring of folk round about them when they of Burgstead drew near, and they shouted for joy to see their neighbours, and made way before them.  Then the Dalesmen cursed these murderers who had slain so good a man, and they all praised his manliness, whereas he ran out into the night naked and wounded after his foe, and had fallen like his folk of old time.

It was a bright spring afternoon in that clearing of the Wood, and they looked at the two dead men closely; and Gold-mane, who had been somewhat silent and moody till then, became merry and wordy; for he beheld the men and saw that they were utterly strange to him: they were short of stature, crooked-legged, long-armed, very strong for their size: with small blue eyes, snubbed-nosed, wide-mouthed, thin-lipped, very swarthy of skin, exceeding foul of favour.  He and all others wondered who they were, and whence they came, for never had they seen their like; and the Woodlanders, who often guested outlanders strayed from the way of divers kindreds and nations, said also that none such had they ever seen.  But Stone-face, who stood by Gold-mane, shook his head and quoth he:

‘The Wild-wood holdeth many marvels, and these be of them: the spawn of evil wights quickeneth therein, and at other whiles it melteth away again like the snow; so may it be with these carcasses.’

And some of the older folk of the Woodlanders who stood by hearkened what he said, and deemed his words wise, for they remembered their ancient lore and many a tale of old time.

Thereafter they of Burgstead went into Wood-grey’s hall, or as many of them as might, for it was but a poor place and not right great.  There they saw the goodman laid on the daïs in all his war-gear, under the last tie-beam of his hall, whereon was carved amidst much goodly work of knots and flowers and twining stems the image of the Wolf of the Waste, his jaws open and gaping: the wife and daughters of the goodman and other women of the folk stood about the bier singing some old song in a low voice, and some sobbing therewithal, for the man was much beloved: and much people of the Woodlanders was in the hall, and it was somewhat dusk within.

So the Burgstead men greeted that folk kindly and humbly, and again they fell to praising the dead man, saying how his deed should long be remembered in the Dale and wide about; and they called him a fearless man and of great worth.  And the women hearkened, and ceased their crooning and their sobbing, and stood up proudly and raised their heads with gleaming eyes; and as the words of the Burgstead men ended, they lifted up their voices and sang loudly and clearly, standing together in a row, ten of them, on the daïs of that poor hall, facing the gable and the wolf-adorned tie-beam, heeding nought as they sang what was about or behind them.

And this is some of what they sang:

Why sit ye bare in the spinning-room?
 Why weave ye naked at the loom?
 

Bare and white as the moon we be,
 That the Earth and the drifting night may see.
 

Now what is the worst of all your work?
 What curse amidst the web shall lurk?
 

The worst of the work our hands shall win
 Is wrack and ruin round the kin.
 

Shall the woollen yarn and the flaxen thread
 Be gear for living men or dead?
 

The woollen yarn and the flaxen thread
 Shall flare ‘twixt living men and dead.
 

O what is the ending of your day?
 When shall ye rise and wend away?
 

Our day shall end to-morrow morn,
 When we hear the voice of the battle-horn.
 

Where first shall eyes of men behold
 This weaving of the moonlight cold?
 

There where the alien host abides
 The gathering on the Mountain-sides.
 

How long aloft shall the fair web fly
 When the bows are bent and the spears draw nigh?
 

From eve to morn and morn till eve
 Aloft shall fly the work we weave.
 

What then is this, the web ye win?
 What wood-beast waxeth stark therein?
 

We weave the Wolf and the gift of war
 From the men that were to the men that are.
 

So sang they: and much were all men moved at their singing, and there was none but called to mind the old days of the Fathers, and the years when their banner went wide in the world.

But the Woodlanders feasted them of Burgstead what they might, and then went the Dalesmen back to their houses; but on the morrow’s morrow they fared thither again, and Wood-grey was laid in mound amidst a great assemblage of the Folk.

Many men said that there was no doubt that those two felons were of the company of those who had ransacked the steads of Penny-thumb and Harts-bane; and so at first deemed Bristler the son of Brightling: but after a while, when he had had time to think of it, he changed his mind; for he said that such men as these would have slain first and ransacked afterwards: and some who loved neither Penny-thumb nor Harts-bane said that they would not have been at the pains to choose for ransacking the two worst men about the Dale, whose loss was no loss to any but themselves.

As for Gold-mane he knew not what to think, except that his friends of the Mountain had had nought to do with it.

So wore the days awhile.






  








CHAPTER XVI.  THE BRIDE SPEAKETH WITH FACE-OF-GOD.
 

February had died into March, and March was now twelve days old, on a fair and sunny day an hour before noon; and Face-of-god was in a meadow a scant mile down the Dale from Burgstead.  He had been driving a bull into a goodman’s byre nearby, and had had to spend toil and patience both in getting him out of the fields and into the byre; for the beast was hot with the spring days and the new grass.  So now he was resting himself in happy mood in an exceeding pleasant place, a little meadow to wit, on one side whereof was a great orchard or grove of sweet chestnuts, which went right up to the feet of the Southern Cliffs: across the meadow ran a clear brook towards the Weltering Water, free from big stones, in some places dammed up for the flooding of the deep pasture-meadow, and with the grass growing on its lips down to the very water.  There was a low bank just outside the chestnut trees, as if someone had raised a dyke about them when they were young, which had been trodden low and spreading through the lapse of years by the faring of many men and beasts.  The primroses bloomed thick upon it now, and here and there along it was a low blackthorn bush in full blossom; from the mid-meadow and right down to the lip of the brook was the grass well nigh hidden by the blossoms of the meadow-saffron, with daffodils sprinkled about amongst them, and in the trees and bushes the birds, and chiefly the blackbirds, were singing their loudest.

There sat Face-of-god on the bank resting after his toil, and happy was his mood; since in two days’ wearing he should be pacing the Maiden Ward awaiting the token that was to lead him to Shadowy Vale; so he sat calling to mind the Friend as he had last seen her, and striving as it were to set her image standing on the flowery grass before him, till all the beauty of the meadow seemed bare and empty to him without her.  Then it fell into his mind that this had been a beloved trysting-place betwixt him and the Bride, and that often when they were little would they come to gather chestnuts in the grove, and thereafter sit and prattle on the old dyke; or in spring when the season was warm would they go barefoot into the brook, seeking its treasures of troutlets and flowers and clean-washed agate pebbles.  Yea, and time not long ago had they met here to talk as lovers, and sat on that very bank in all the kindness of good days without a blemish, and both he and she had loved the place well for its wealth of blossoms and deep grass and goodly trees and clear running stream.

As he thought of all this, and how often there he had praised to himself her beauty, which he scarce dared praise to her, he frowned and slowly rose to his feet, and turned toward the chestnut-grove, as though he would go thence that way; but or ever he stepped down from the dyke he turned about again, and even therewith, like the very image and ghost of his thought, lo! the Bride herself coming up from out the brook and wending toward him, her wet naked feet gleaming in the sun as they trod down the tender meadow-saffron and brushed past the tufts of daffodils.  He stood staring at her discomforted, for on that day he had much to think of that seemed happy to him, and he deemed that she would now question him, and his mind pondered divers ways of answering her, and none seemed good to him.  She drew near and let her skirts fall over her feet, and came to him, her gown hem dragging over the flowers: then she stood straight up before him and greeted him, but reached not forth her hand to him nor touched him.  Her face was paler that its wont, and her voice trembled as she spake to him and said:

‘Face-of-god, I would ask thee a gift.’

‘All gifts,’ he said, ‘that thou mayest ask, and I may give, lie open to thee.’

She said: ‘If I be alive when the time comes this gift thou mayst well give me.’

‘Sweet kinswoman,’ said he, ‘tell me what it is that thou wouldest have of me.’  And he was ill-at-ease as he waited for her answer.

She said: ‘Ah, kinsman, kinsman!  Woe on the day that maketh kinship accursed to me because thou desirest it!’

He held his peace and was exceeding sorry; and she said:

‘This is the gift that I ask of thee, that in the days to come when thou art wedded, thou wilt give me the second man-child whom thou begettest.’

He said: ‘This shalt thou have, and would that I might give thee much more.  Would that we were little children together other again, as when we played here in other days.’

She said: ‘I would have a token of thee that thou shalt show to the God, and swear on it to give me the gift.  For the times change.’

‘What token wilt thou have?’ said he.

She said: ‘When next thou farest to the Wood, thou shalt bring me back, it maybe a flower from the bank ye sit upon, or a splinter from the daïs of the hall wherein ye feast, or maybe a ring or some matter that the strangers are wont to wear.  That shall be the token.’

She spoke slowly, hanging her head adown, but she lifted it presently and looked into his face and said:

‘Woe’s me, woe’s me, Gold-mane!  How evil is this day, when bewailing me I may not bewail thee also!  For I know that thine heart is glad.  All through the winter have I kept this hidden in my heart, and durst not speak to thee.  But now the spring-tide hath driven me to it.  Let summer come, and who shall say?’

Great was his grief, and his shame kept him silent, and he had no word to say; and again she said:

‘Tell me, Gold-mane, when goest thou thither?’

He said: ‘I know not surely, may happen in two days, may happen in ten.  Why askest thou?’

‘O friend!’ she said, ‘is it a new thing that I should ask thee whither thou goest and whence thou comest, and the times of thy coming and going.  Farewell to-day!  Forget not the token.  Woe’s me, that I may not kiss thy fair face!’

She spread her arms abroad and lifted up her face as one who waileth, but no sound came from her lips; then she turned about and went away as she had come.

But as for him he stood there after she was gone in all confusion, as if he were undone: for he felt his manhood lessened that he should thus and so sorely have hurt a friend, and in a manner against his will.  And yet he was somewhat wroth with her, that she had come upon him so suddenly, and spoken to him with such mastery, and in so few words, and he with none to make answer to her, and that she had so marred his pleasure and his hope of that fair day.  Then he sat him down again on the flowery bank, and little by little his heart softened, and he once more called to mind many a time when they had been there before, and the plays and the games they had had together there when they were little.  And he bethought him of the days that were long to him then, and now seemed short to him, and as if they were all grown together into one story, and that a sweet one.  Then his breast heaved with a sob, and the tears rose to his eyes and burned and stung him, and he fell a-weeping for that sweet tale, and wept as he had wept once before on that old dyke when there had been some child’s quarrel between them, and she had gone away and left him.

Then after a while he ceased his weeping, and looked about him lest anyone might be coming, and then he arose and went to and fro in the chestnut-grove for a good while, and afterwards went his ways from that meadow, saying to himself: ‘Yet remaineth to me the morrow of to-morrow, and that is the first of the days of the watching for the token.’

But all that day he was slow to meet the eyes of men; and in the hall that eve he was silent and moody; for from time to time it came over him that some of his manhood had departed from him.






  








CHAPTER XVII.  THE TOKEN COMETH FROM THE MOUNTAIN.
 

The next day wore away tidingless; and the day after Face-of-god arose betimes; for it was the first day of his watch, and he was at the Maiden Ward before the time appointed on a very fair and bright morning, and he went to and fro on that place, and had no tidings.  So he came away somewhat cast down, and said within himself: ‘Is it but a lie and a mocking when all is said?’

On the morrow he went thither again, and the morn was wild and stormy with drift of rain, and low clouds hurrying over the earth, though for the sunrise they lifted a little in the east, and the sun came up over the passes, amidst the red and angry rack of clouds.  This morn also gave him no tidings of the token, and he was wroth and perturbed in spirit: but towards evening he said:

‘It is well: ten days she gave me, so that she might be able to send without fail on one of them; she will not fail me.’

So again on the morrow he was there betimes, and the morn was windy as on the day before, but the clouds higher and of better promise for the day.  Face-of-god walked to and fro on the Maiden Ward, and as he turned toward Burgstead for the tenth time, he heard, as he deemed, a bow-string twang afar off, and even therewith came a shaft flying heavily like a winged bird, which smote a great standing stone on the other side of the way, where of old some chieftain had been buried, and fell to earth at its foot.  He went up to it and handled it, and saw that there was a piece of thin parchment wrapped about it, which indeed he was eager to unwrap at once, but forebore; because he was on the highway, and people were already astir, and even then passed by him a goodman of the Dale with a man of his going afield together, and they gave him the sele of the day.  So he went along the highway a little till he came to a place where was a footbridge over into the meadow.  He crossed thereby and went swiftly till he reached a rising ground grown over with hazel-trees; there he sat down among the rabbit-holes, the primrose and wild-garlic blooming about him, and three blackbirds answering one another from the edges of the coppice.  Straightway when he had looked and seen none coming he broke the threads that were wound about the scroll and the arrow, and unrolled the parchment; and there was writing thereon in black ink of small letters, but very fair, and this is what he read therein:

Come thou to the Mountain Hall by the path which thou knowest of, on the morrow of the day whereon thou readest this.  Rise betimes and come armed, for there are other men than we in the wood; to whom thy death should be a gain.  When thou art come to the Hall, thou shalt find no man therein; but a great hound only, tied to a bench nigh the daïs.  Call him by his name, Sure-foot to wit, and give him to eat from the meat upon the board, and give him water to drink.  If the day is then far spent, as it is like to be, abide thou with the hound in the hall through the night, and eat of what thou shalt find there; but see that the hound fares not abroad till the morrow’s morn: then lead him out and bring him to the north-east corner of the Hall, and he shall lift the slot for thee that leadeth to the Shadowy Yale.  Follow him and all good go with thee.

Now when he had read this, earth seemed fair indeed about him, and he scarce knew whither to turn or what to do to make the most of his joy.  He presently went back to Burgstead and into the House of the Face, where all men were astir now, and the day was clearing.  He hid the shaft under his kirtle, for he would not that any should see it; so he went to his shut-bed and laid it up in his chest, wherein he kept his chiefest treasures; but the writing on the scroll he set in his bosom and so hid it.  He went joyfully and proudly, as one who knoweth more tidings and better than those around him.  But Stone-face beheld him, and said ‘Foster-son, thou art happy.  Is it that the spring-tide is in thy blood, and maketh thee blithe with all things, or hast thou some new tidings?  Nay, I would not have an answer out of thee; but here is good rede: when next thou goest into the wood, it were nought so ill for thee to have a valiant old carle by thy side; one that loveth thee, and would die for thee if need were; one who might watch when thou wert seeking.  Or else beware! for there are evil things abroad in the Wood, and moreover the brethren of those two felons who were slain at Carlstead.’

Then Gold-mane constrained himself to answer the old carle softly; and he thanked him kindly for his offer, and said that so it should be before long.  So the talk between them fell, and Stone-face went away somewhat well-pleased.

And now was Face-of-god become wary; and he would not draw men’s eyes and speech on him; so he went afield with Hall-face to deal with the lambs and the ewes, and did like other men.  No less wary was he in the hall that even, and neither spake much nor little; and when his father spake to him concerning the Bride, and made game of him as a somewhat sluggish groom, he did not change countenance, but answered lightly what came to hand.

On the morrow ere the earliest dawn he was afoot, and he clad himself and did on his hauberk, his father’s work, which was fine-wrought and a stout defence, and reached down to his knees; and over that he did on a goodly green kirtle well embroidered: he girt his war-sword to his side, and it was the work of his father’s father, and a very good sword: its name was Dale-warden.  He did a good helm on his head, and slung a targe at his back, and took two spears in his hand, short but strong-shafted and well-steeled.  Thus arrayed he left Burgstead before the dawn, and came to Wildlake’s Way and betook him to the Woodland.  He made no stop or stay on the path, but ate his meat standing by an oak-tree close by the half-blind track.  When he came to the little wood-lawn, where was the toft of the ancient house, he looked all round about him, for he deemed that a likely place for those ugly wood-wights to set on him; but nought befell him, though he stooped and drank of the woodland rill warily enough.  So he passed on; and there were other places also where he fared warily, because they seemed like to hold lurking felons; though forsooth the whole wood might well serve their turn.  But no evil befell him, and at last, when it yet lacked an hour to sunset, he came to the wood-lawn where Wild-wearer had made his onset that other eve.

He went straight up to the house, his heart beating, and he scarce believing but that he should find the Friend abiding him there: but when he pushed the door it gave way before him at once, and he entered and found no man therein, and the walls stripped bare and no shield or weapon hanging on the panels.  But the hound he saw tied to a bench nigh the daïs, and the bristles on the beast’s neck arose, and he snarled on Face-of-god, and strained on his leathern leash.  Then Face-of-god went up to him and called him by his name, Sure-foot, and gave him his hand to lick, and he brought him water, and fed him with flesh from the meat on the board; so the beast became friendly and wagged his tail and whined and slobbered his hand.

Then he went all about the house, and saw and heard no living thing therein save the mice in the panels and Sure-foot.  So he came back to the daïs, and sat him down at the board and ate his fill, and thought concerning his case.  And it came into his mind that the Woman of the Mountain had some deed for him to do which would try his manliness and exalt his fame; and his heart rose high and he was glad, and he saw himself sitting beside her on the daïs of a very fair hall beloved and honoured of all the folk, and none had aught to say against him or owed him any grudge.  Thus he pleased himself in thinking of the good days to come, sitting there till the hall grew dusk and dark and the night-wind moaned about it.

Then after a while he arose and raked together the brands on the hearth, and made light in the hall and looked to the door.  And he found there were bolts and bars thereto, so he shot the bolts and drew the bars into their places and made all as sure as might be.  Then he brought Sure-foot down from the daïs, and tied him up so that he might lie down athwart the door, and then lay down his hauberk with his naked sword ready to his hand, and slept long while.

When he awoke it was darker than when he had lain him for the moon had set; yet he deemed that the day was at point of breaking.  So he fetched water and washed the night off him, and saw a little glimmer of the dawn.  Then he ate somewhat of the meat on the board, and did on his helm and his other gear, and unbarred the door, and led Sure-foot without, and brought him to the north-east corner of the house, and in a little while he lifted the slot and they departed, the man and the hound, just as broke dawn from over the mountains.

Sure-foot led right into the heart of the pine-wood, and it was dark enough therein, with nought but a feeble glimmer for some while, and long was the way therethrough; but in two hours’ space was there something of a break, and they came to the shore of a dark deep tarn on whose windless and green waters the daylight shone fully.  The hound skirted the water, and led on unchecked till the trees began to grow smaller and the air colder for all that the sun was higher; for they had been going up and up all the way.

So at last after a six hours’ journey they came clean out of the pine-wood, and before them lay the black wilderness of the bare mountains, and beyond them, looking quite near now, the great ice-peaks, the wall of the world.  It was but an hour short of noon by this time, and the high sun shone down on a barren boggy moss which lay betwixt them and the rocky waste.  Sure-foot made no stay, but threaded the ways that went betwixt the quagmires, and in another hour led Face-of-god into a winding valley blinded by great rocks, and everywhere stony and rough, with a trickle of water running amidst of it.  The hound fared on up the dale to where the water was bridged by a great fallen stone, and so over it and up a steep bent on the further side, on to a marvellously rough mountain-neck, whiles mere black sand cumbered with scattered rocks and stones, whiles beset with mires grown over with the cottony mire-grass; here and there a little scanty grass growing; otherwhere nought but dwarf willow ever dying ever growing, mingled with moss or red-blossomed sengreen; and all blending together into mere desolation.

Few living things they saw there; up on the neck a few sheep were grazing the scanty grass, but there was none to tend them; yet Face-of-god deemed the sight of them good, for there must be men anigh who owned them.  For the rest, the whimbrel laughed across the mires; high up in heaven a great eagle was hanging; once and again a grey fox leapt up before them, and the heath-fowl whirred up from under Face-of-god’s feet.  A raven who was sitting croaking on a rock in that first dale stirred uneasily on his perch as he saw them, and when they were passed flapped his wings and flew after them croaking still.

Now they fared over that neck somewhat east, making but slow way because the ground was so broken and rocky; and in another hour’s space Sure-foot led down-hill due east to where the stony neck sank into another desolate miry heath still falling toward the east, but whose further side was walled by a rampart of crags cleft at their tops into marvellous-shapes, coal-black, ungrassed and unmossed.  Thitherward the hound led straight, and Gold-mane followed wondering: as he drew near them he saw that they were not very high, the tallest peak scant fifty feet from the face of the heath.

They made their way through the scattered rocks at the foot of these crags, till, just where the rock-wall seemed the closest, the way through the stones turned into a path going through it skew-wise; and it was now so clear a path that belike it had been bettered by men’s hands.  Down thereby Face-of-god followed the hound, deeming that he was come to the gates of the Shadowy Vale, and the path went down steeply and swiftly.  But when he had gone down a while, the rocks on his right hand sank lower for a space, so that he could look over and see what lay beneath.

There lay below him a long narrow vale quite plain at the bottom, walled on the further side as on the hither by sheer rocks of black stone.  The plain was grown over with grass, but he could see no tree therein: a deep river, dark and green, ran through the vale, sometimes through its midmost, sometimes lapping the further rock-wall: and he thought indeed that on many a day in the year the sun would never shine on that valley.

Thus much he saw, and then the rocks rose again and shut it from his sight; and at last they drew so close together over head that he was in a way going through a cave with little daylight coming from above, and in the end he was in a cave indeed and mere darkness: but with the last feeble glimmer of light he thought he saw carved on a smooth space of the living rock at his left hand the image of a wolf.

This cave lasted but a little way, and soon the hound and the man were going once more between sheer black rocks, and the path grew steeper yet and was cut into steps.  At last there was a sharp turn, and they stood on the top of a long stony scree, down which Sure-foot bounded eagerly, giving tongue as he went; but Face-of-god stood still and looked, for now the whole Dale lay open before him.

That river ran from north to south, and at the south end the cliffs drew so close to it that looking thence no outgate could be seen; but at the north end there was as it were a dreary street of rocks, the river flowing amidmost and leaving little foothold on either side, somewhat as it was with the pass leading from the mountains into Burgdale.

Amidmost of the Dale a little toward the north end he saw a doom-ring of black stones, and hard by it an ancient hall builded of the same black stone both wall and roof, and thitherward was Sure-foot now running.  Face-of-god looked up and down the Dale and could see no break in the wall of sheer rock: toward the southern end he saw a few booths and cots built roughly of stone and thatched with turf; thereabout he saw a few folk moving about, the most of whom seemed to be women and children; there were some sheep and lambs near these cots, and a herd of fifty or so of somewhat goodly mountain-kine were feeding higher up the valley.  He could look down into the river from where he stood, and he saw that it ran between rocky banks going straight down from the face of the meadow, which was rather high above the water, so that it seemed little likely that the water should rise over its banks, either in summer or winter; and in summer was it like to be highest, because the vale was so near to the high mountains and their snows.






  








CHAPTER XVIII.  FACE-OF-GOD TALKETH WITH THE FRIEND IN SHADOWY VALE.
 

It was now about two hours after noon, and a broad band of sunlight lay upon the grass of the vale below Gold-mane’s feet; he went lightly down the scree, and strode forward over the level grass toward the Doom-ring, his helm and war-gear glittering bright in the sun.  He must needs go through the Doom-ring to come to the Hall, and as he stepped out from behind the last of the big upright-stones, he saw a woman standing on the threshold of the Hall-door, which was but some score of paces from him, and knew her at once for the Friend.

She was clad like himself in a green kirtle gaily embroidered and fitting close to her body, and had no gown or cloak over it; she had a golden fillet on her head beset with blue mountain stones, and her hair hung loose behind her.

Her beauty was so exceeding, and so far beyond all memory of her that his mind had held, that once more fear of her fell upon Face-of-god, and he stood still with beating heart till she should speak to him.  But she came forward swiftly with both her hands held out, smiling and happy-faced, and looking very kindly on him, and she took his hands and said to him:

‘Now welcome, Gold-mane, welcome, Face-of-god! and twice welcome art thou and threefold.  Lo! this is the day that thou asked for: art thou happy in it?’

He lifted her hands to his lips and kissed them timorously, but said nought; and therewithal Sure-foot came running forth from the Hall, and fell to bounding round about them, barking noisily after the manner of dogs who have met their masters again; and still she held his hands and beheld him kindly.  Then she called the hound to her, and patted him on the neck and quieted him, and then turned to Face-of-god and laughed happily and said:

‘I do not bid thee hold thy peace; yet thou sayest nought.  Is well with thee?’

‘Yea,’ he said, ‘and more than well.’

‘Thou seemest to me a goodly warrior,’ she said; ‘hast thou met any foemen yesterday or this morning?’

‘Nay,’ said he, ‘none hindered me; thou hast made the ways easy to me.’

She said soberly, ‘Such as I might do, I did.  But we may not wield everything, for our foes are many, and I feared for thee.  But come thou into our house, which is ours, and far more ours than the booth before the pine-wood.’

She took his hand again and led him toward the door, but Face-of-god looked up, and above the lintel he saw carved on the dark stone that image of the Wolf, even as he had seen it carved on Wood-grey’s tie-beam; and therewith such thoughts came into his mind that he stopped to look, pressing the Friend’s hand hard as though bidding her note it.  The stone wherein the image was carved was darker than the other building stones, and might be called black; the jaws of the wood-beast were open and gaping, and had been painted with cinnabar, but wind and weather had worn away the most of the colour.

Spake the Friend: ‘So it is: thou beholdest the token of the God and Father of out Fathers, that telleth the tale of so many days, that the days which now pass by us be to them but as the drop in the sea of waters.  Thou beholdest the sign of our sorrow, the memory of our wrong; yet is it also the token of our hope.  Maybe it shall lead thee far.’

‘Whither?’ said he.  But she answered not a great while, and he looked at her as she stood a-gazing on the image, and saw how the tears stole out of her eyes and ran adown her cheeks.  Then again came the thought to him of Wood-grey’s hall, and the women of the kindred standing before the Wolf and singing of him; and though there was little comeliness in them and she was so exceeding beauteous, he could not but deem that they were akin to her.

But after a while she wiped the tears from her face and turned to him and said: ‘My friend, the Wolf shall lead thee no-whither but where I also shall be, whatsoever peril or grief may beset the road or lurk at the ending thereof.  Thou shalt be no thrall, to labour while I look on.’

His heart swelled within him as she spoke, and he was at point to beseech her love that moment; but now her face had grown gay and bright again, and she said while he was gathering words to speak withal:

‘Come in, Gold-mane, come into our house; for I have many things to say to thee.  And moreover thou art so hushed, and so fearsome in thy mail, that I think thou yet deemest me to be a Wight of the Waste, such as Stone-face thy Fosterer told thee tales of, and forewarned thee.  So would I eat before thee, and sign the meat with the sign of the Earth-god’s Hammer, to show thee that he is in error concerning me, and that I am a very woman flesh and fell, as my kindred were before me.’

He laughed and was exceeding glad, and said: ‘Tell me now, kind friend, dost thou deem that Stone-face’s tales are mere mockery of his dreams, and that he is beguiled by empty semblances or less?  Or are there such Wights in the Waste.’

‘Nay,’ she said, ‘the man is a true man; and of these things are there many ancient tales which we may not doubt.  Yet so it is that such wights have I never yet seen, nor aught to scare me save evil men: belike it is that I have been over-much busied in dealing with sorrow and ruin to look after them: or it may be that they feared me and the wrath-breeding grief of the kindred.’

He looked at her earnestly, and the wisdom of her heart seemed to enter into his; but she said: ‘It is of men we must talk, and of me and thee.  Come with me, my friend.’

And she stepped lightly over the threshold and drew him in.  The Hall was stern and grim and somewhat dusky, for its windows were but small: it was all of stone, both walls and roof.  There was no timber-work therein save the benches and chairs, a little about the doors at the lower end that led to the buttery and out-bowers; and this seemed to have been wrought of late years; yea, the chairs against the gable on the daïs were of stone built into the wall, adorned with carving somewhat sparingly, the image of the Wolf being done over the midmost of them.  He looked up and down the Hall, and deemed it some seventy feet over all from end to end; and he could see in the dimness those same goodly hangings on the wall which he had seen in the woodland booth.

She led him up to the daïs, and stood there leaning up against the arm of one of those stone seats silent for a while; then she turned and looked at him, and said:

‘Yea, thou lookest a goodly warrior; yet am I glad that thou camest hither without battle.  Tell me, Gold-mane,’ she said, taking one of his spears from his hand, ‘art thou deft with the spear?’

‘I have been called so,’ said he.

She looked at him sweetly and said: ‘Canst thou show me the feat of spear-throwing in this Hall, or shall we wend outside presently that I may see thee throw?’

‘The Hall sufficeth,’ he said.  ‘Shall I set this steel in the lintel of the buttery door yonder?’

‘Yea, if thou canst,’ she said.

He smiled and took the spear from her, and poised it and shook it till it quivered again, then suddenly drew back his arm and cast, and the shaft sped whistling down the dim hall, and smote the aforesaid door-lintel and stuck there quivering: then he sprang down from the daïs, and ran down the hall, and put forth his hand and pulled it forth from the wood, and was on the daïs again in a trice, and cast again, and the second time set the spear in the same place, and then took his other spear from the board and cast it, and there stood the two staves in the wood side by side; then he went soberly down the hall and drew them both out of the wood and came back to her, while she stood watching him, her cheek flushed, her lips a little parted.

She said: ‘Good spear-casting, forsooth! and far above what our folk can do, who be no great throwers of the spear.’

Gold-mane laughed: ‘Sooth is that,’ said he, ‘or hardly were I here to teach thee spear-throwing.’

‘Wilt thou never be paid for that simple onslaught?’ she said.

‘Have I been paid then?’ said he.

She reddened, for she remembered her word to him on the mountain; and he put his hand on her shoulder and kissed her cheek, but timorously; nor did she withstand him or shrink aback, but said soberly:

‘Good indeed is thy spear-throwing, and meseems my brother will love thee when he hath seen thee strike a stroke or two in wrath.  But, fair warrior, there be no foemen here: so get thee to the lower end of the Hall, and in the bower beyond shalt thou find fresh water; there wash the waste from off thee, and do off thine helm and hauberk, and come back speedily and eat with me; for I hunger, and so dost thou.’

He did as she bade him, and came back presently bearing in his hand both helm and hauberk, and he looked light-limbed and trim and lissome, an exceeding goodly man.






  








CHAPTER XIX.  THE FAIR WOMAN TELLETH FACE-OF-GOD OF HER KINDRED.
 

When he came back to the daïs he saw that there was meat upon the board, and the Friend said to him:

‘Now art thou Gold-mane indeed: but come now, sit by me and eat, though the Wood-woman giveth thee but a sorry banquet, O guest; but from the Dale it is, and we be too far now from the dwellings of men to have delicate meat on the board, though to-night when they come back thy cheer shall be better.  Yet even then thou shalt have no such dainties as Stone-face hath imagined for thee at the hands of the Wood-wight.’

She laughed therewith, and he no less; and in sooth the meat was but simple, of curds and new cheese, meat of the herdsmen.  But Face-of-god said gaily: ‘Sweet it shall be to me; good is all that the Friend giveth.’

Then she raised her hand and made the sign of the Hammer over the board, and looked up at him and said:

‘Hath the Earth-god changed my face, Gold-mane, to what I verily am?’

He held his face close to hers and looked into it, and him-seemed it was as pure as the waters of a mountain lake, and as fine and well-wrought every deal of it as when his father had wrought in his stithy many days and fashioned a small piece of great mastery.  He was ashamed to kiss her again, but he said to himself, ‘This is the fairest woman of the world, whom I have sworn to wed this year.’  Then he spake aloud and said:

‘I see the face of the Friend, and it will not change to me.’

Again she reddened a little, and the happy look in her face seemed to grow yet sweeter, and he was bewildered with longing and delight.

But she stood up and went to an ambrye in the wall and brought forth a horn shod and lipped with silver of ancient fashion, and she poured wine into it and held it forth and said:

‘O guest from the Dale, I pledge thee! and when thou hast drunk to me in turn we will talk of weighty matters.  For indeed I bear hopes in my hands too heavy for the daughters of men to bear; and thou art a chieftain’s son, and mayst well help me to bear them; so let us talk simply and without guile, as folk that trust one another.’

So she drank and held out the horn to him, and he took the horn and her hand both, and he kissed her hand and said:

‘Here in this Hall I drink to the Sons of the Wolf, whosoever they be.’  Therewith he drank and he said: ‘Simply and guilelessly indeed will I talk with thee; for I am weary of lies, and for thy sake have I told a many.’

‘Thou shalt tell no more,’ she said; ‘and as for the health thou hast drunk, it is good, and shall profit thee.  Now sit we here in these ancient seats and let us talk.’

So they sat them down while the sun was westering in the March afternoon, and she said:

‘Tell me first what tidings have been in the Dale.’

So he told her of the ransackings and of the murder at Carlstead.

She said: ‘These tidings have we heard before, and some deal of them we know better than ye do, or can; for we were the ransackers of Penny-thumb and Harts-bane.  Thereof will I say more presently.  What other tidings hast thou to tell of?  What oaths were sworn upon the Boar last Yule?’

So he told her of the oath of Bristler the son of Brightling.  She smiled and said: ‘He shall keep his oath, and yet redden no blade.’

Then he told of his father’s oath, and she said:

‘It is good; but even so would he do and no oath sworn.  All men may trust Iron-face.  And thou, my friend, what oath didst thou swear?’

His face grew somewhat troubled as he said: ‘I swore to wed the fairest woman in the world, though the Dalesmen gainsaid me, and they beyond the Dale.’

‘Yea,’ she said, ‘and there is no need to ask thee whom thou didst mean by thy “fairest woman,” for I have seen that thou deemest me fair enough.  My friend, maybe thy kindred will be against it, and the kindred of the Bride; and it might be that my kindred would have gainsaid it if things were not as they are.  But though all men gainsay it, yet will not I.  It is meet and right that we twain wed.’

She spake very soberly and quietly, but when she had spoken there was nothing in his heart but joy and gladness: yet shame of her loveliness refrained him, and he cast down his eyes before hers.  Then she said in a kind voice:

‘I know thee, how glad thou art of this word of mine, because thou lookest on me with eyes of love, and thinkest of me as better than I am; though I am no ill woman and no beguiler.  But this is not all that I have to say to thee, though it be much; for there are more folk in the world than thou and I only.  But I told thee this first, that thou mightest trust me in all things.  So, my friend, if thou canst, refrain thy joy and thy longing a little, and hearken to what concerneth thee and me, and thy people and mine.’

‘Fair woman and sweet friend,’ he said, ‘thou knowest of a gladness which is hard to bear if one must lay it aside for a while; and of a longing which is hard to refrain if it mingle with another longing — knowest thou not?’

‘Yea,’ she said, ‘I know it.’

‘Yet,’ said Face-of-god, ‘I will forbear as thou biddest me.  Tell me, then, what were the felons who were slain at Carlstead?  Knowest thou of them?’

‘Over well,’ she said, ‘they are our foes this many a year; and since we met last autumn they have become foes of you Dalesmen also.  Soon shall ye have tidings of them; and it was against them that I bade thee arm yesterday.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Is it against them that thou wouldst have us do battle along with thy folk?’

‘So it is,’ she said; ‘no other foemen have we.  And now, Gold-mane, thou art become a friend of the Wolf, and shalt before long be of affinity with our House; that other day thou didst ask me to tell thee of me and mine, and now will I do according to thine asking.  Short shall my tale be; because maybe thou shalt hear it told again, and in goodly wise, before thine whole folk.

‘As thou wottest we be now outlaws and Wolves’ Heads; and whiles we lift the gear of men, but ever if we may of ill men and not of good; there is no worthy goodman of the Dale from whom we would take one hoof, or a skin of wine, or a cake of wax.

‘Wherefore are we outlaws?  Because we have been driven from our own, and we bore away our lives and our weapons, and little else; and for our lands, thou seest this Vale in the howling wilderness and how narrow and poor it is, though it hath been the nurse of warriors in time past.

‘Hearken!  Time long ago came the kindred of the Wolf to these Mountains of the World; and they were in a pass in the stony maze and the utter wilderness of the Mountains, and the foe was behind them in numbers not to be borne up against.  And so it befell that the pass forked, and there were two ways before our Folk; and one part of them would take the way to the north and the other the way to the south; and they could not agree which way the whole Folk should take.  So they sundered into two companies, and one took one way and one another.  Now as to those who fared by the southern road, we knew not what befell them, nor for long and long had we any tale of them.

‘But we who took the northern road, we happened on this Vale amidst the wilderness, and we were weary of fleeing from the over-mastering foe; and the dale seemed enough, and a refuge, and a place to dwell in, and no man was there before us, and few were like to find it, and we were but a few.  So we dwelt here in this Vale for as wild as it is, the place where the sun shineth never in the winter, and scant is the summer sunshine therein.  Here we raised a Doom-ring and builded us a Hall, wherein thou now sittest beside me, O friend, and we dwelt here many seasons.

‘We had a few sheep in the wilderness, and a few neat fed down the grass of the Vale; and we found gems and copper in the rocks about us wherewith at whiles to chaffer with the aliens, and fish we drew from our river the Shivering Flood.  Also it is not to be hidden that in those days we did not spare to lift the goods of men; yea, whiles would our warriors fare down unto the edges of the Plain and lie in wait there till the time served, and then drive the spoil from under the very walls of the Cities.  Our men were not little-hearted, nor did our women lament the death of warriors over-much, for they were there to bear more warriors to the Folk.

‘But the seasons passed, and the Folk multiplied in Shadowy Vale, and livelihood seemed like to fail them, and needs must they seek wider lands.  So by ways which thou wilt one day wot of, we came into a valley that lieth north-west of Shadowy Vale: a land like thine of Burgdale, or better; wide it was, plenteous of grass and trees, well watered, full of all things that man can desire.

‘Were there men before us in this Dale? sayest thou.  Yea, but not very many, and they feeble in battle, weak of heart, though strong of body.  These, when they saw the Sons of the Wolf with weapons in their hands, felt themselves puny before us, and their hearts failed them; and they came to us with gifts, and offered to share the Dale between them and us, for they said there was enough for both folks.  So we took their offer and became their friends; and some of our Houses wedded wives of the strangers, and gave them their women to wife.  Therein they did amiss; for the blended Folk as the generations passed became softer than our blood, and many were untrusty and greedy and tyrannous, and the days of the whoredom fell upon us, and when we deemed ourselves the mightiest then were we the nearest to our fall.  But the House whereof I am would never wed with these Westlanders, and other Houses there were who had affinity with us who chiefly wedded with us of the Wolf, and their fathers had come with ours into that fruitful Dale; and these were called the Red Hand, and the Silver Arm, and the Golden Bushel, and the Ragged Sword.  Thou hast heard those names once before, friend?’

‘Yea,’ he said, and as he spoke the picture of that other day came back to him, and he called to mind all that he had said, and his happiness of that hour seemed the more and the sweeter for that memory.

She went on: ‘Fair and goodly is that Dale as mine own eyes have seen, and plentiful of all things, and up in its mountains to the east are caves and pits whence silver is digged abundantly; therefore is the Dale called Silver-dale.  Hast thou heard thereof, my friend?’

‘Nay,’ said Face-of-god, ‘though I have marvelled whence ye gat such foison of silver.’

He looked on her and marvelled, for now she seemed as if it were another woman: her eyes were gleaming bright, her lips were parted; there was a bright red flush on the pommels of her two cheeks as she spake again and said:

‘Happy lived the Folk in Silver-dale for many and many winters and summers: the seasons were good and no lack was there: little sickness there was and less war, and all seemed better than well.  It is strange that ye Dalesmen have not heard of Silver-dale.’

‘Nay,’ said he, ‘but I have not; of Rose-dale have I heard, as a land very far away: but no further do we know of toward that aírt.  Lieth Silver-dale anywhere nigh to Rose-dale?’

She said: ‘It is the next dale to it, yet is it a far journey betwixt the two, for the ice-sea pusheth a horn in betwixt them; and even below the ice the mountain-neck is passable to none save a bold crag-climber, and to him only bearing his life in his hands.  But, my friend, I am but lingering over my tale, because it grieveth me sore to have to tell it.  Hearken then!  In the days when I had seen but ten summers, and my brother was a very young man, but exceeding strong, and as beautiful as thou art now, war fell on us without rumour or warning; for there swarmed into Silver-dale, though not by the ways whereby we had entered it, a host of aliens, short of stature, crooked of limb, foul of aspect, but fierce warriors and armed full well: they were men having no country to go back to, though they had no women or children with them, as we had when we were young in these lands, but used all women whom they took as their beastly lust bade them, making them their thralls if they slew them not.  Soon we found that these foemen asked no more of us than all we had, and therewithal our lives to be cast away or used for their service as beasts of burden or pleasure.  There then we gathered our fighting-men and withstood them; and if we had been all of the kindreds of the Wolf and the fruit of the wives of warriors, we should have driven back these felons and saved the Dale, though it maybe more than half ruined: but the most part of us were of that mingled blood, or of the generations of the Dalesmen whom we had conquered long ago, and stout as they were of body their hearts failed them, and they gave themselves up to the aliens to be as their oxen and asses.

‘Why make a long tale of it?  We who were left, and could brook death but not thraldom, fought it out together, women as well as men, till the sweetness of life and a happy chance for escape bid us flee, vanquished but free men.  For at the end of three days’ fight we had been driven up to the easternmost end of the Dale, and up anigh to the jaws of the pass whereby the Folk had first come into Silver-dale, and we had those with us who knew every cranny of that way, while to strangers who knew it not it was utterly impassable; night was coming on also, and even those murder-carles were weary with slaying; and, moreover, on this last day, when they saw that they had won all, they were fighting to keep, and not to slay, and a few stubborn carles and queens, of what use would they be, or where was the gain of risking life to win them?

‘So they forbore us, and night came on moonless and dark; and it was the early spring season, when the days are not yet long, and so by night and cloud we fled away, and back again to Shadowy Vale.

‘Forsooth, we were but a few; for when we were gotten into this Vale, this strip of grass and water in the wilderness, and had told up our company, we were but two hundred and thirty and five of men and women and children.  For there were an hundred and thirty and three grown men of all ages, and of women grown seventy and five, and one score and seven children, whereof I was one; for, as thou mayst deem, it was easier for grown men with weapons in their hands to escape from that slaughter than for women and children.

‘There sat we in yonder Doom-ring and took counsel, and to some it seemed good that we should all dwell together in Shadowy Vale, and beset the skirts of the foemen till the days should better; but others deemed that there was little avail therein; and there was a mighty man of the kindred, Stone-wolf by name, a man of middle-age, and he said, that late in life had he tasted of war, and though the banquet was made bitter with defeat, yet did the meat seem wholesome to him.  “Come down with me to the Cities of the Plain,” said he, “all you who are stout warriors; and leave we here the old men and the swains and the women and children.  Hateful are the folk there, and full of malice, but soft withal and dastardly.  Let us go down thither and make ourselves strong amongst them, and sell our valour for their wealth till we come to rule them, and they make us their kings, and we establish the Folk of the Wolf amongst the aliens; then will we come back hither and bring away that which we have left.”

‘So he spake, and the more part of the warriors yea said his rede, and they went with him to the Westland, and amongst these was my brother Folk-might (for that is his name in the kindred).  And I sorrowed at his departure, for he had borne me thither out of the flames and the clash of swords and the press of battle, and to me had he ever been kind and loving, albeit he hath had the Words of hard and froward used on him full oft.

‘So in this Vale abode we that were left, and the seasons passed; some of the elders died, and some of the children also; but more children were born, for amongst us were men and women to whom it was lawful to wed with each other.  Even with this scanty remnant was left some of the life of the kindred of old days; and after we had been here but a little while, the young men, yea and the old also, and even some of the women, would steal through passes that we, and we only, knew of, and would fall upon the Aliens in Silver-dale as occasion served, and lift their goods both live and dead; and this became both a craft and a pastime amongst us.  Nor may I hide that we sometimes went lifting otherwhere; for in the summer and autumn we would fare west a little and abide in the woods the season through, and hunt the deer thereof, and whiles would we drive the spoil from the scattered folk not far from your Shepherd-Folk; but with the Shepherds themselves and with you Dalesmen we meddled not.

‘Now that little wood-lawn with the toft of an ancient dwelling in it, wherein, saith Bow-may, thou didst once rest, was one of our summer abodes; and later on we built the hall under the pine-wood that thou knowest.

‘Thus then grew up our young men; and our maids were little softer; e’en such as Bow-may is (and kind is she withal), and it seemed in very sooth as if the Spirit of the Wolf was with us, and the roughness of the Waste made us fierce; and law we had not and heeded not, though love was amongst us.’

She stopped awhile and fell a-musing, and her face softened, and she turned to him with that sweet happy look upon it and said:

‘Desolate and dreary is the Dale, thou deemest, friend; and yet for me I love it and its dark-green water, and it is to me as if the Fathers of the kindred visit it and hold converse with us; and there I grew up when I was little, before I knew what a woman was, and strange communings had I with the wilderness.  Friend, when we are wedded, and thou art a great chieftain, as thou wilt be, I shall ask of thee the boon to suffer me to abide here at whiles that I may remember the days when I was little and the love of the kindred waxed in me.’

‘This is but a little thing to ask,’ said Face-of-god; ‘I would thou hadst asked me more.’

‘Fear not,’ she said, ‘I shall ask thee for much and many things; and some of them belike thou shalt deny me.’

He shook his head; but she smiled in his face and said:

‘Yea, so it is, friend; but hearken.  The seasons passed, and six years wore, and I was grown a tall slim maiden, fleet of foot and able to endure toil enough, though I never bore weapons, nor have done.  So on a fair even of midsummer when we were together, the most of us, round about this Hall and the Doom-ring, we saw a tall man in bright war-gear come forth into the Dale by the path that thou camest, and then another and another till there were two score and seven men-at-arms standing on the grass below the scree yonder; by that time had we gotten some weapons in our hands, and we stood together to meet the new-comers, but they drew no sword and notched no shaft, but came towards us laughing and joyous, and lo! it was my brother Folk-might and his men, those that were left of them, come back to us from the Westland.

‘Glad indeed was I to behold him; and for him when he had taken me in his arms and looked up and down the Dale, he cried out: ‘In many fair places and many rich dwellings have I been; but this is the hour that I have looked for.’

‘Now when we asked him concerning Stone-wolf and the others who were missing (for ten tens of stalwarth men had fared to the Westland), he swept out his hand toward the west and said with a solemn face: “There they lie, and grass groweth over their bones, and we who have come aback, and ye who have abided, these are now the children of the Wolf: there are no more now on the earth.”

‘Let be!  It was a fair even and high was the feast in the Hall that night, and sweet was the converse with our folk come back.  A glad man was my brother Folk-might when he heard that for years past we had been lifting the gear of men, and chiefly of the Aliens in Silver-dale: and he himself was become learned in war and a deft leader of men.

‘So the days passed and the seasons, and we lived on as we might; but with Folk-might’s return there began to grow up in all our hearts what had long been flourishing in mine, and that was the hope of one day winning back our own again, and dying amidst the dear groves of Silver-dale.  Within these years we had increased somewhat in number; for if we had lost those warriors in the Westland, and some old men who had died in the Dale, yet our children had grown up (I have now seen twenty and one summers) and more were growing up.  Moreover, after the first year, from the time when we began to fall upon the Dusky Men of Silver-dale, from time to time they who went on such adventures set free such thralls of our blood as they could fall in with and whom they could trust in, and they dwelt (and yet dwell) with us in the Dale: first and last we have taken in three score and twelve of such men, and a score of women-thralls withal.

‘Now during these seasons, and not very long ago, after I was a woman grown, the thought came to me, and to Folk-might also, that there were kindreds of the people dwelling anear us whom we might so deal with that they should become our friends and brothers in arms, and that through them we might win back Silver-dale.

‘Of Rose-dale we wotted already that the Folk were nought of our blood, feeble in the field, cowed by the Dusky Men, and at last made thralls to them; so nought was to do there.  But Folk-might went to and fro to gather tidings: at whiles I with him, at whiles one or more of Wood-father’s children, who with their father and mother and Bow-may have abided in the Vale ever since the Great Undoing.

‘Soon he fell in with thy Folk, and first of all with the Woodlanders, and that was a joy to him; for wot ye what?  He got to know that these men were the children of those of our Folk who had sundered from us in the mountain passes time long and long ago; and he loved them, for he saw that they were hardy and trusty, and warriors at heart.

‘Then he went amongst the Shepherd-Folk, and he deemed them good men easily stirred, and deemed that they might soon be won to friendship; and he knew that they were mostly come from the Houses of the Woodlanders, so that they also were of the kindred.

‘And last he came into Burgdale, and found there a merry and happy Folk, little wont to war, but stout-hearted, and nowise puny either of body or soul; he went there often and learned much about them, and deemed that they would not be hard to win to fellowship.  And he found that the House of the Face was the chiefest house there; and that the Alderman and his sons were well beloved of all the folk, and that they were the men to be won first, since through them should all others be won.  I also went to Burgstead with him twice, as I told thee erst; and I saw thee, and I deemed that thou wouldest lightly become our friend; and it came into my mind that I myself might wed thee, and that the House of the Face thereby might have affinity thenceforth with the Children of the Wolf.’

He said: ‘Why didst thou deem thus of me, O friend?’

She laughed and said: ‘Dost thou long to hear me say the words when thou knowest my thought well?  So be it.  I saw thee both young and fair; and I knew thee to be the son of a noble, worthy, guileless man and of a beauteous woman of great wits and good rede.  And I found thee to be kind and open-handed and simple like thy father, and like thy mother wiser than thou thyself knew of thyself; and that thou wert desirous of deeds and fain of women.’

She was silent for a while, and he also: then he said: ‘Didst thou draw me to the woods and to thee?’

She reddened and said: ‘I am no spell-wife: but true it is that Wood-mother made a waxen image of thee, and thrust through the heart thereof the pin of my girdle-buckle, and stroked it every morning with an oak-bough over which she had sung spells.  But dost thou not remember, Gold-mane, how that one day last Hay-month, as ye were resting in the meadows in the cool of the evening, there came to you a minstrel that played to you on the fiddle, and therewith sang a song that melted all your hearts, and that this song told of the Wild-wood, and what was therein of desire and peril and beguiling and death, and love unto Death itself?  Dost thou remember, friend?’

‘Yea,’ he said, ‘and how when the minstrel was done Stone-face fell to telling us more tales yet of the woodland, and the minstrel sang again and yet again, till his tales had entered into my very heart.’

‘Yea,’ she said, ‘and that minstrel was Wood-wont; and I sent him to sing to thee and thine, deeming that if thou didst hearken, thou would’st seek the woodland and happen upon us.’

He laughed and said: ‘Thou didst not doubt but that if we met, thou mightest do with me as thou wouldest?’

‘So it is,’ she said, ‘that I doubted it little.’

‘Therein wert thou wise,’ said Face-of-god; ‘but now that we are talking without guile to each other, mightest thou tell me wherefore it was that Folk-might made that onslaught upon me?  For certain it is that he was minded to slay me.’

She said: ‘It was sooth what I told thee, that whiles he groweth so battle-eager that whatso edge-tool he beareth must needs come out of the scabbard; but there was more in it than that, which I could not tell thee erst.  Two days before thy coming he had been down to Burgstead in the guise of an old carle such as thou sawest him with me in the market-place.  There was he guested in your Hall, and once more saw thee and the Bride together; and he saw the eyes of love wherewith she looked on thee (for so much he told me), and deemed that thou didst take her love but lightly.  And he himself looked on her with such love (and this he told me not) that he deemed nought good enough for her, and would have had thee give thyself up wholly to her; for my brother is a generous man, my friend.  So when I told him on the morn of that day whereon we met that we looked to see thee that eve (for indeed I am somewhat foreseeing), he said: “Look thou, Sun-beam, if he cometh, it is not unlike that I shall drive a spear through him.”  “Wherefore?” said I; “can he serve our turn when he is dead?”  Said he: “I care little.  Mine own turn will I serve.  Thou sayest Wherefore?  I tell thee this stripling beguileth to her torment the fairest woman that is in the world — such an one as is meet to be the mother of chieftains, and to stand by warriors in their day of peril.  I have seen her; and thus have I seen her.”  Then said I: “Greatly forsooth shalt thou pleasure her by slaying him!”  And he answered: “I shall pleasure myself.  And one day she shall thank me, when she taketh my hand in hers and we go together to the Bride-bed.”  Therewith came over me a clear foresight of the hours to come, and I said to him: “Yea, Folk-might, cast the spear and draw the sword; but him thou shalt not slay: and thou shalt one day see him standing with us before the shafts of the Dusky Men.”  So I spake; but he looked fiercely at me, and departed and shunned me all that day, and by good hap I was hard at hand when thou drewest nigh our abode.  Nay, Gold-mane, what would’st thou with thy sword?  Why art thou so red and wrathful?  Would’st thou fight with my brother because he loveth thy friend, thine old playmate, thy kinswoman, and thinketh pity of her sorrow?’

He said, with knit brow and gleaming eyes: ‘Would the man take her away from me perforce?’

‘My friend,’ she said, ‘thou art not yet so wise as not to be a fool at whiles.  Is it not so that she herself hath taken herself from thee, since she hath come to know that thou hast given thyself to another?  Hath she noted nought of thee this winter and spring?  Is she well pleased with the ways of thee?’

He said: ‘Thou hast spoken simply with me, and I will do no less with thee.  It was but four days agone that she did me to wit that she knew of me how I sought my love on the Mountain; and she put me to sore shame, and afterwards I wept for her sorrow.’

Therewith he told her all that the Bride had said to him, as he well might, for he had forgotten no word of it.

Then said the Friend: ‘She shall have the token that she craveth, and it is I that shall give it to her.’

Therewith she took from her finger a ring wherein was set a very fair changeful mountain-stone, and gave it to him, and said:

‘Thou shalt give her this and tell her whence thou hadst it; and tell her that I bid her remember that To-morrow is a new day.’






  








CHAPTER XX.  THOSE TWO TOGETHER HOLD THE RING OF THE EARTH-GOD.
 

And now they fell silent both of them, and sat hearkening the sounds of the Dale, from the whistle of the plover down by the water-side to the far-off voices of the children and maidens about the kine in the lower meadows.  At last Gold-mane took up the word and said:

‘Sweet friend, tell me the uttermost of what thou would’st have of me.  Is it not that I should stand by thee and thine in the Folk-mote of the Dalesmen, and speak for you when ye pray us for help against your foemen; and then again that I do my best when ye and we are arrayed for battle against the Dusky Men?  This is easy to do, and great is the reward thou offerest me.’

‘I look for this service of thee,’ she said, ‘and none other.’

‘And when I go down to the battle,’ said he, ‘shalt thou be sorry for our sundering?’

She said: ‘There shall be no sundering; I shall wend with thee.’

Said he: ‘And if I were slain in the battle, would’st thou lament me?’

‘Thou shalt not be slain,’ she said.

Again was there silence betwixt them, till at last he said:

‘This then is why thou didst draw me to thee in the Wild-wood?’

‘Yea,’ said she.

Again for a while no word was spoken, and Face-of-god looked on her till she cast her eyes down before him.

Then at last he spake, and the colour came and went in his face as he said: ‘Tell me thy name what it is.’

She said: ‘I am called the Sun-beam.’

Then he said, and his voice trembled therewith: ‘O Sun-beam, I have been seeking pleasant and cunning words, and can find none such.  But tell me this if thou wilt: dost thou desire me as I desire thee? or is it that thou wilt suffer me to wed thee and bed thee at last as mere payment for the help that I shall give to thee and thine?  Nay, doubt it not that I will take the payment, if this is what thou wilt give me and nought else.  Yet tell me.’

Her face grew troubled, and she said:

‘Gold-mane, maybe that thou hast now asked me one question too many; for this is no fair game to be played between us.  For thee, as I deem, there are this day but two people in the world, and that is thou and I, and the earth is for us two alone.  But, my friend, though I have seen but twenty and one summers, it is nowise so with me, and to me there are many in the world; and chiefly the Folk of the Wolf, amidst whose very heart I have grown up.  Moreover, I can think of her whom I have supplanted, the Bride to wit; and I know her, and how bitter and empty her days shall be for a while, and how vain all our redes for her shall seem to her.  Yea, I know her sorrow, and see it and grieve for it: so canst not thou, unless thou verily see her before thee, her face unhappy, and her voice changed and hard.  Well, I will tell thee what thou askest.  When I drew thee to me on the Mountain I thought but of the friendship and brotherhood to be knitted up between our two Folks, nor did I anywise desire thy love of a young man.  But when I saw thee on the heath and in the Hall that day, it pleased me to think that a man so fair and chieftain-like should one day lie by my side; and again when I saw that the love of me had taken hold of thee, I would not have thee grieved because of me, but would have thee happy.  And now what shall I say? — I know not; I cannot tell.  Yet am I the Friend, as erst I called myself.

‘And, Gold-mane, I have seen hitherto but the outward show and image of thee, and though that be goodly, how would it be if thou didst shame me with little-heartedness and evil deeds?  Let me see thee in the Folk-mote and the battle, and then may I answer thee.’

Then she held her peace, and he answered nothing; and she turned her face from him and said:

‘Out on it! have I beguiled myself as well as thee?  These are but empty words I have been saying.  If thou wilt drag the truth out of me, this is the very truth: that to-day is happy to me as it is to thee, and that I have longed sore for its coming.  O Gold-mane, O speech-friend, if thou wert to pray me or command me that I lie in thine arms to-night, I should know not how to gainsay thee.  Yet I beseech thee to forbear, lest thy death and mine come of it.  And why should we die, O friend, when we are so young, and the world lies so fair before us, and the happy days are at hand when the Children of the Wolf and the kindreds of the Dale shall deliver the Folk, and all days shall be good and all years?’

They had both risen up as she spake, and now he put forth his hands to her and took her in his arms, wondering the while, as he drew her to him, how much slenderer and smaller and weaker she seemed in his embrace than he had thought of her; and when their lips met, he felt that she kissed him as he her.  Then he held her by the shoulders at arms’ length from him, and beheld her face how her eyes were closed and her lips quivering.  But before him, in a moment of time, passed a picture of the life to be in the fair Dale, and all she would give him there, and the days good and lovely from morn to eve and eve to morn; and though in that moment it was hard for him to speak, at last he spoke in a voice hoarse at first, and said:

‘Thou sayest sooth, O friend; we will not die, but live; I will not drag our deaths upon us both, nor put a sword in the hands of Folk-might, who loves me not.’

Then he kissed her on the brow and said: ‘Now shalt thou take me by the hand and lead me forth from the Hall.  For the day is waxing old, and here meseemeth in this dim hall there are words crossing in the air about us — words spoken in days long ago, and tales of old time, that keep egging me on to do my will and die, because that is all that the world hath for a valiant man; and to such words I would not hearken, for in this hour I have no will to die, nor can I think of death.’

She took his hand and led him forth without more words, and they went hand in hand and paced slowly round the Doom-ring, the light air breathing upon them till their faces were as calm and quiet as their wont was, and hers especially as bright and happy as when he had first seen her that day.

The sun was sinking now, and only sent one golden ray into the valley through a cleft in the western rock-wall, but the sky overhead was bright and clear; from the meadows came the sound of the lowing of kine and the voices of children a-sporting, and it seemed to Gold-mane that they were drawing nigher, both the children and the kine, and somewhat he begrudged it that he should not be alone with the Friend.

Now when they had made half the circuit of the Doom-ring, the Sun-beam stopped him, and then led him through the Ring of Stones, and brought him up to the altar which was amidst of it; and the altar was a great black stone hewn smooth and clean, and with the image of the Wolf carven on the front thereof; and on its face lay the gold ring which the priest or captain of the Folk bore on his arm between the God and the people at all folk-motes.

So she said: ‘This is the altar of the God of Earth, and often hath it been reddened by mighty men; and thereon lieth the Ring of the Sons of the Wolf; and now it were well that we swore troth on that ring before my brother cometh; for now will he soon be here.’

Then Gold-mane took the Ring and thrust his right hand through it, and took her right hand in his; so that the Ring lay on both their hands, and therewith he spake aloud:

‘I am Face-of-god of the House of the Face, and I do thee to wit, O God of the Earth, that I pledge my troth to this woman, the Sun-beam of the Kindred of the Wolf, to beget my offspring on her, and to live with her, and to die with her: so help me, thou God of the Earth, and the Warrior and the God of the Face!’

Then spake the Sun-beam: ‘I, the Sun-beam of the Children of the Wolf, pledge my troth to Face-of-god to lie in his bed and to bear his children and none other’s, and to be his speech-friend till I die: so help me the Wolf and the Warrior and the God of the Earth!’

Then they laid the Ring on the altar again, and they kissed each other long and sweetly, and then turned away from the altar and departed from the Doom-ring, going hand in hand together down the meadow, and as they went, the noise of the kine and the children grew nearer and nearer, and presently came the whole company of them round a ness of the rock-wall; there were some thirty little lads and lasses driving on the milch-kine, with half a score of older maids and grown women, one of whom was Bow-may, who was lightly and scantily clad, as one who heeds not the weather, or deems all months midsummer.

The children came running up merrily when they saw the Sun-beam, but stopped short shyly when they noted the tall fair stranger with her.  They were all strong and sturdy children, and some very fair, but brown with the weather, if not with the sun.  Bow-may came up to Gold-mane and took his hand and greeted him kindly and said:

‘So here thou art at last in Shadowy Vale; and I hope that thou art content therewith, and as happy as I would wish thee to be.  Well, this is the first time; and when thou comest the second time it may well be that the world shall be growing better.’

She held the distaff which she bore in her hand (for she had been spinning) as if it were a spear; her limbs were goodly and shapely, and she trod the thick grass of the Vale with a kind of wary firmness, as though foemen might be lurking nearby.  The Sun-beam smiled upon her kindly and said:

‘That shall not fail to be, Bow-may: ye have won a new friend to-day.  But tell me, when dost thou look to see the men here, for I was down by the water when they went away yesterday?’

‘They shall come into the Dale a little after sunset,’ said Bow-may.

‘Shall I abide them, my friend?’ said Gold-mane, turning to the Sun-beam.

‘Yea,’ she said; ‘for what else art thou come hither? or art thou so pressed to depart from us?  Last time we met thou wert not so hasty to sunder.’

They smiled on each other; and Bow-may looked on them and laughed outright; then a flush showed in her cheeks through the tan of them, and she turned toward the children and the other women who were busied about the milking of the kine.

But those two sat down together on a bank amidst the plain meadow, facing the river and the eastern rock-wall, and the Sun-beam said:

‘I am fain to speak to thee and to see thine eyes watching me while I speak; and now, my friend, I will tell thee something unasked which has to do with what e’en now thou didst ask me; for I would have thee trust me wholly, and know me for what I am.  Time was I schemed and planned for this day of betrothal; but now I tell thee it has become no longer needful for bringing to pass our fellowship in arms with thy people.  Yea yesterday, ere he went on a hunt, whereof he shall tell thee, Folk-might was against it, in words at least; and yet as one who would have it done if he might have no part in it.  So, in good sooth, this hand that lieth in thine is the hand of a wilful woman, who desireth a man, and would keep him for her speech-friend.  Now art thou fond and happy; yet bear in mind that there are deeds to be done, and the troth we have just plighted must be paid for.  So hearken, I bid thee.  Dost thou care to know why the wheedling of thee is no longer needful to us?’

He said: ‘A little while ago I should have said, Yea, If thy lips say the words.  But now, O friend, it seemeth as if thine heart were already become a part of mine, and I feel as if the chieftain were growing up in me and the longing for deeds: so I say, Tell me, for I were fain to hear what toucheth the welfare of thy Folk and their fellowship with my Folk; for on that also have I set my heart?’

She said gravely and with solemn eyes:

‘What thou sayest is good: full glad am I that I have not plighted my troth to a mere goodly lad, but rather to a chieftain and a warrior.  Now then hearken!  Since I saw thee first in the autumn this hath happened, that the Dusky Men, increasing both in numbers and insolence, have it in their hearts to win more than Silver-dale, and it is years since they have fallen upon Rose-dale and conquered it, rather by murder than by battle, and made all men thralls there, for feeble were the Folk thereof; and doubt it not but that they will look into Burgdale before long.  They are already abroad in the woods, and were it not for the fear of the Wolf they would be thicker therein, and faring wider; for we have slain many of them, coming upon them unawares; and they know not where we dwell, nor who we be: so they fear to spread about over-much and pry into unknown places lest the Wolf howl on them.  Yet beware! for they will gather in numbers that we may not meet, and then will they swarm into the Dale; and if ye would live your happy life that ye love so well, ye must now fight for it; and in that battle must ye needs join yourselves to us, that we may help each other.  Herein have ye nought to choose, for now with you it is no longer a thing to talk of whether ye will help certain strangers and guests and thereby win some gain to yourselves, but whether ye have the hearts to fight for yourselves, and the wits to be the fellows of tall men and stout warriors who have pledged their lives to win or die for it.’

She was silent a little and then turned and looked fondly on Face-of-god and said:

‘Therefore, Gold-mane, we need thee no longer; for thou must needs fight in our battle.  I have no longer aught to do to wheedle thee to love me.  Yet if thou wilt love me, then am I a glad woman.’

He said: ‘Thou wottest well that thou hast all my love, neither will I fail thee in the battle.  I am not little-hearted, though I would have given myself to thee for no reward.’

‘It is well,’ said the Sun-beam; ‘nought is undone by that which I have done.  Moreover, it is good that we have plighted troth to-day.  For Folk-might will presently hear thereof, and he must needs abide the thing which is done.  Hearken! he cometh.’

For as she spoke there came a glad cry from the women and children, and those two stood up and turned toward the west and beheld the warriors of the Wolf coming down into the Dale by the way that Gold-mane had come.

‘Come,’ said the Sun-beam, ‘here are your brethren in arms, let us go greet them; they will rejoice in thee.’

So they went thither, and there stood eighty and seven men on the grass below the scree and Folk-might their captain; and besides some valiant women, and a few carles who were on watch on the waste, and a half score who had been left in the Dale, these were all the warriors of the Wolf.  They were clad in no holiday raiment, not even Folk-might, but were in sheep-brown gear of the coarsest, like to husbandmen late come from the plough, but armed well and goodly.

But when the twain drew near, the men clashed their spears on their shields, and cried out for joy of them, for they all knew what Face-of-god’s presence there betokened of fellowship with the kindreds; but Folk-might came forward and took Face-of-god’s hand and greeted him and said:

‘Hail, son of the Alderman!  Here hast thou come into the ancient abode of chieftains and warriors, and belike deeds await thee also.’

Yet his brow was knitted as he said these words, and he spake slowly, as one that constraineth himself; but presently his face cleared somewhat and he said:

‘Dalesman, it behoveth thy people to bestir them if ye would live and see good days.  Hath my sister told thee what is toward?  Or what sayest thou?’

‘Hail to thee, son of the Wolf!’ said Face-of-god.  ‘Thy sister hath told me all; and even if these Dusky Felons were not our foe-men also, yet could I have my way, we should have given thee all help, and should have brought back peace and good days to thy folk.’

Then Folk-might flushed red and spake, as he cast out his hand towards the warriors and up and down toward the Dale:

‘These be my folk, and these only: and as to peace, only those of us know of it who are old men.  Yet is it well; and if we and ye together be strong enough to bring back good days to the feeble men whom the Dusky Ones torment in Silver-dale it shall be better yet.’

Then he turned about to his sister, and looked keenly into her eyes till she reddened, and took her hand and looked at the wrist and said:

‘O sister, see I not the mark on thy wrist of the Ring of the God of the Earth?  Have not oaths been sworn since yesterday?’

‘True it is,’ she said, ‘that this man and I have plighted troth together at the altar of the Doom-ring.’

Said Folk-might: ‘Thou wilt have thy will, and I may not amend it.’  Therewith he turned about to Face-of-god and said:

‘Thou must look to it to keep this oath, whatever other one thou hast failed in.’

Said Face-of-god somewhat wrathfully: ‘I shall keep it, whether thou biddest me to keep it or break it.’

‘That is well,’ said Folk-might, ‘and then for all that hath gone before thou mayest in a manner pay, if thou art dauntless before the foe.’

‘I look to be no blencher in the battle,’ said Face-of-god; ‘that is not the fashion of our kindred, whosoever may be before us.  Yea, and even were it thy blade, O mighty warrior of the Wolf, I would do my best to meet it in manly fashion.’

As he spake he half drew forth Dale-warden from his sheath, looking steadily into the eyes of Folk-might; and the Sun-beam looked upon him happily.  But Folk-might laughed and said:

‘Thy sword is good, and I deem that thine heart will not fail thee; but it is by my side and not in face of me that thou shalt redden the good blade: I see not the day when we twain shall hew at each other.’

Then in a while he spake again:

‘Thou must pardon us if our words are rough; for we have stood in rough places, where we had to speak both short and loud, whereas there was much to do.  But now will we twain talk of matters that concern chieftains who are going on a hard adventure.  And ye women, do ye dight the Hall for the evening feast, which shall be the feast of the troth-plight for you twain.  This indeed we owe thee, O guest; for little shall be thine heritage which thou shalt have with my sister, over and above that thy sword winneth for thee.’

But the Sun-beam said: ‘Hast thou any to-night?’

‘Yea,’ he said; ‘Spear-god, how many was it?’

There came forward a tall man bearing an axe in his right hand, and carrying over his shoulder by his left hand a bundle of silver arm-rings just such as Gold-mane had seen on the felons who were slain by Wood-grey’s house.  The carle cast them on the ground and then knelt down and fell to telling them over; and then looked up and said: ‘Twelve yesterday in the wood where the battle was going on; and this morning seven by the tarn in the pine-wood and six near this eastern edge of the wood: one score and five all told.  But, Folk-might, they are coming nigh to Shadowy Vale.’

‘Sooth is that,’ said Folk-might; ‘but it shall be looked to.  Come now apart with me, Face-of-god.’

So the others went their ways toward the Hall, while Folk-might led the Burgdaler to a sheltered nook under the sheer rocks, and there they sat down to talk, and Folk-might asked Gold-mane closely of the muster of the Dalesmen and the Shepherds and the Woodland Caries, and he was well pleased when Face-of-god told him of how many could march to a stricken field, and of their archery, and of their weapons and their goodness.

All this took some time in the telling, and now night was coming on apace, and Folk-might said:

‘Now will it be time to go to the Hall; but keep in thy mind that these Dusky Men will overrun you unless ye deal with them betimes.  These are of the kind that ye must cast fear into their hearts by falling on them; for if ye abide till they fall upon you, they are like the winter wolves that swarm on and on, how many soever ye slay.  And this above all things shall help you, that we shall bring you whereas ye shall fall on them unawares and destroy them as boys do with a wasp’s nest.  Yet shall many a mother’s son bite the dust.

‘Is it not so that in four weeks’ time is your spring-feast and market at Burgstead, and thereafter the great Folk-mote?’

‘So it is,’ said Gold-mane.

‘Thither shall I come then,’ said Folk-might, ‘and give myself out for the slayer of Rusty and the ransacker of Harts-bane and Penny-thumb; and therefor shall I offer good blood-wite and theft-wite; and thy father shall take that; for he is a just man.  Then shall I tell my tale.  Yet it may be thou shalt see us before if battle betide.  And now fair befall this new year; for soon shall the scabbards be empty and the white swords be dancing in the air, and spears and axes shall be the growth of this spring-tide.’

And he leaped up from his seat and walked to and fro before Gold-mane, and now was it grown quite dark.  Then Folk-might turned to Face-of-god and said:

‘Come, guest, the windows of the Hall are yellow; let us to the feast.  To-morrow shalt thou get thee to the beginning of this work.  I hope of thee that thou art a good sword; else have I done a folly and my sister a worse one.  But now forget that, and feast.’

Gold-mane arose, not very well at ease, for the man seemed overbearing; yet how might he fall upon the Sun-beam’s kindred, and the captain of these new brethren in arms?  So he spake not.  But Folk-might said to him:

‘Yet I would not have thee forget that I was wroth with thee when I saw thee to-day; and had it not been for the coming battle I had drawn sword upon thee.’

Then Face-of-god’s wrath was stirred, and he said:

‘There is yet time for that! but why art thou wroth with me?  And I shall tell thee that there is little manliness in thy chiding.  For how may I fight with thee, thou the brother of my plighted speech-friend and my captain in this battle?’

‘Therein thou sayest sooth,’ said Folk-might; ‘but hard it was to see you two standing together; and thou canst not give the Bride to me as I give my sister to thee.  For I have seen her, and I have seen her looking at thee; and I know that she will not have it so.’

Then they went on together toward the Hall, and Face-of-god was silent and somewhat troubled; and as they drew near to the Hall, Folk-might spake again:

‘Yet time may amend it; and if not, there is the battle, and maybe the end.  Now be we merry!’

So they went into the Hall together, and there was the Sun-beam gloriously arrayed, as erst in the woodland bower, and Face-of-god sat on the daïs beside her, and the uttermost sweetness of desire entered into his soul as he noted her eyes and her mouth, that were grown so kind to him, and her hand that strayed toward his.

The Hall was full of folk, and all those warriors were there with Wood-father and his sons, and Wood-mother, and Bow-may and many other women; and Gold-mane looked down the Hall and deemed that he had never seen such stalwarth bodies of men, or so bold and meet for battle: as for the women he had seen fairer in Burgdale, but these were fair of their own fashion, shapely and well-knit, and strong-armed and large-limbed, yet sweet-voiced and gentle withal.  Nay, the very lads of fifteen winters or so, whereof a few were there, seemed bold and bright-eyed and keen of wit, and it seemed like that if the warriors fared afield these would be with them.

So wore the feast; and Folk-might as aforetime amongst the healths called on men to drink to the Jaws of the Wolf, and the Red Hand, and the Silver Arm, and the Golden Bushel, and the Ragged Sword.  But now had Face-of-god no need to ask what these meant, since he knew that they were the names of the kindreds of the Wolf.  They drank also to the troth-plight and to those twain, and shouted aloud over the health and clashed their weapons: and Gold-mane wondered what echo of that shout would reach to Burgstead.

Then sang men songs of old time, and amongst them Wood-wont stood with his fiddle amidst the Hall and Bow-may beside him, and they sang in turn to it sweetly and clearly; and this is some of what they sang:

She singeth.

Wild is the waste and long leagues over;

   Whither then wend ye spear and sword,
 Where nought shall see your helms but the plover,

   Far and far from the dear Dale’s sward?
 

He singeth.

Many a league shall we wend together

   With helm and spear and bended bow.
 Hark! how the wind blows up for weather:

   Dark shall the night be whither we go.
 

Dark shall the night be round the byre,

   And dark as we drive the brindled kine;
 Dark and dark round the beacon-fire,

   Dark down in the pass round our wavering line.
 

Turn on thy path, O fair-foot maiden,

   And come our ways by the pathless road;
 Look how the clouds hang low and laden

   Over the walls of the old abode!
 

She singeth.

Bare are my feet for the rough waste’s wending,

   Wild is the wind, and my kirtle’s thin;
 Faint shall I be ere the long way’s ending

   Drops down to the Dale and the grief therein.
 

He singeth.

Do on the brogues of the wild-wood rover,

   Do on the byrnies’ ring-close mail;
 Take thou the staff that the barbs hang over,

   O’er the wind and the waste and the way to prevail.
 

Come, for how from thee shall I sunder?

   Come, that a tale may arise in the land;
 Come, that the night may be held for a wonder,

   When the Wolf was led by a maiden’s hand!
 

She singeth.

Now will I fare as ye are faring,

   And wend no way but the way ye wend;
 And bear but the burdens ye are bearing,

   And end the day as ye shall end.
 

And many an eve when the clouds are drifting

   Down through the Dale till they dim the roof,
 Shall they tell in the Hall of the Maiden’s Lifting,

   And how we drave the spoil aloof.
 

They sing together.

Over the moss through the wind and the weather,

   Through the morn and the eve and the death of the day,
 Wend we man and maid together,

   For out of the waste is born the fray.
 

Then the Sun-beam spake to Gold-mane softly, and told him how this song was made by a minstrel concerning a foray in the early days of their first abode in Shadowy Vale, and how in good sooth a maiden led the fray and was the captain of the warriors:

‘Erst,’ she said, ‘this was counted as a wonder; but now we are so few that it is no wonder though the women will do whatsoever they may.’

So they talked, and Gold-mane was very happy; but ere the good-night cup was drunk, Folk-might spake to Face-of-god and said:

‘It were well that ye rose betimes in the morning: but thou shalt not go back by the way thou camest.  Wood-wise and another shall go with thee, and show thee a way across the necks and the heaths, which is rough enough as far as toil goes, but where thy life shall be safer; and thereby shalt thou hit the ghyll of the Weltering Water, and so come down safely into Burgdale.  Now that we are friends and fellows, it is no hurt for thee to know the shortest way to Shadowy Vale.  What thou shalt tell concerning us in Burgdale I leave the tale thereof to thee; yet belike thou wilt not tell everything till I come to Burgstead at the spring market-tide.  Now must I presently to bed; for before daylight to-morrow must I be following the hunt along with two score good men of ours.’

‘What beast is afield then?’ said Gold-mane.

Said Folk-might: ‘The beasts that beset our lives, the Dusky Men.  In these days we have learned how to find companies of them; and forsooth every week they draw nigher to this Dale; and some day they should happen upon us if we were not to look to it, and then would there be a murder great and grim; therefore we scour the heaths round about, and the skirts of the woodland, and we fall upon these felons in divers guises, so that they may not know us for the same men; whiles are we clad in homespun, as to-day, and seem like to field-working carles; whiles in scarlet and gold, like knights of the Westland; whiles in wolf-skins; whiles in white glittering gear, like the Wights of the Waste: and in all guises these felons, for all their fierce hearts, fear us, and flee from us, and we follow and slay them, and so minish their numbers somewhat against the great day of battle.’

‘Tell me,’ said Gold-mane; ‘when we fall upon Silver-dale shall their thralls, the old Dale-dwellers, fight for them or for us?’

Said Folk-might: ‘The Dusky Men will not dare to put weapons into the hands of their thralls.  Nay, the thralls shall help us; for though they have but small stomach for the fight, yet joyfully when the fight is over shall they cut their masters’ throats.’

‘How is it with these thralls?’ said Gold-mane.  ‘I have never seen a thrall.’

‘But I,’ said Folk-might, ‘have seen a many down in the Cities.  And there were thralls who were the tyrants of thralls, and held the whip over them; and of the others there were some who were not very hardly entreated.  But with these it is otherwise, and they all bear grievous pains daily; for the Dusky Men are as hogs in a garden of lilies.  Whatsoever is fair there have they defiled and deflowered, and they wallow in our fair halls as swine strayed from the dunghill.  No delight in life, no sweet days do they have for themselves, and they begrudge the delight of others therein.  Therefore their thralls know no rest or solace; their reward of toil is many stripes, and the healing of their stripes grievous toil.  To many have they appointed to dig and mine in the silver-yielding cliffs, and of all the tasks is that the sorest, and there do stripes abound the most.  Such thralls art thou happy not to behold till thou hast set them free; as we shall do.’

‘Tell me again,’ said Face-of-god; ‘Is there no mixed folk between these Dusky Men and the Dalesmen, since they have no women of their own, but lie with the women of the Dale?  Moreover, do not the poor folk of the Dale beget and bear children, so that there are thralls born of thralls?’

‘Wisely thou askest this,’ said Folk-might, ‘but thereof shall I tell thee, that when a Dusky Carle mingles with a woman of the Dale, the child which she beareth shall oftenest favour his race and not hers; or else shall it be witless, a fool natural.  But as for the children of these poor thralls; yea, the masters cause them to breed if so their masterships will, and when the children are born, they keep them or slay them as they will, as they would with whelps or calves.  To be short, year by year these vile wretches grow fiercer and more beastly, and their thralls more hapless and down-trodden; and now at last is come the time either to do or to die, as ye men of Burgdale shall speedily find out.  But now must I go sleep if I am to be where I look to be at sunrise to-morrow.’

Therewith he called for the sleeping-cup, and it was drunk, and all men fared to bed.  But the Sun-beam took Gold-mane’s hand ere they parted, and said:

‘I shall arise betimes on the morrow; so I say not farewell to-night; yea, and after to-morrow it shall not be long ere we meet again.’

So Gold-mane lay down in that ancient hall, and it seemed to him ere he slept as if his own kindred were slipping away from him and he were becoming a child of the Wolf.  ‘And yet,’ said he to himself, ‘I am become a man; for my Friend, now she no longer telleth me to do or forbear, and I tremble.  Nay, rather she is fain to take the word from me; and this great warrior and ripe man, he talketh with me as if I were a chieftain meet for converse with chieftains.  Even so it is and shall be.’

And soon thereafter he fell asleep in the Hall in Shadowy Vale.






  








CHAPTER XXI.  FACE-OF-GOD LOOKETH ON THE DUSKY MEN.
 

When he awoke again he saw a man standing over him, and knew him for Wood-wise: he was clad in his war-gear, and had his quiver at his back and his bow in his hand, for Wood-father’s children were all good bowmen, though not so sure as Bow-may.  He spake to Face-of-god:

‘Dawn is in the sky, Dalesman; there is yet time for thee to wash the night off of thee in our bath of the Shivering Flood and to put thy mouth to the milk-bowl; but time for nought else: for I and Bow-may are appointed thy fellows for the road, and it were well that we were back home speedily.’

So Face-of-god leapt up and went forth from the Hall, and Wood-wise led to where was a pool in the river with steps cut down to it in the rocky bank.

‘This,’ said Wood-wise, ‘is the Carle’s Bath; but the Queen’s is lower down, where the water is wider and shallower below the little mid-dale force.’

So Gold-mane stripped off his raiment and leapt into the ice-cold pool; and they had brought his weapons and war-gear with them; so when he came out he clad and armed himself for the road, and then turned with Wood-wise toward the outgate of the Dale; and soon they saw two men coming from lower down the water in such wise that they would presently cross their path, and as yet it was little more than twilight, so that they saw not at first who they were, but as they drew nearer they knew them for the Sun-beam and Bow-may.  The Sun-beam was clad but in her white linen smock and blue gown as he had first seen her, her hair was wet and dripping with the river, her face fresh and rosy: she carried in her two hands a great bowl of milk, and stepped delicately, lest she should spill it.  But Bow-may was clad in her war-gear with helm and byrny, and a quiver at her back, and a bended bow in her hand.  So they greeted each other kindly, and the Sun-beam gave the bowl to Face-of-god and said:

‘Drink, guest, for thou hast a long and thirsty road before thee.’

So Face-of-god drank, and gave her the bowl back again, and she smiled on him and drank, and the others after her till the bowl was empty: then Bow-may put her hand on Wood-wise’s shoulder, and they led on toward the outgate, while those twain followed them hand in hand.  But the Sun-beam said:

‘This then is the new day I spoke of, and lo! it bringeth our sundering with it; yet shall it be no longer than a day when all is said, and new days shall follow after.  And now, my friend, I shall see thee no later than the April market; for doubt not that I shall go thither with Folk-might, whether he will or not.  Also as I led thee out of the house when we last met, so shall I lead thee out of the Dale to-day, and I will go with thee a little way on the waste; and therefore am I shod this morning, as thou seest, for the ways on the waste are rough.  And now I bid thee have courage while my hand holdeth thine.  For afterwards I need not bid thee anything; for thou wilt have enough to do when thou comest to thy Folk, and must needs think more of warriors then than of maidens.’

He looked at her and longed for her, but said soberly: ‘Thou art kind, O friend, and thinkest kindly of me ever.  But methinks it were not well done for thee to wend with me over a deal of the waste, and come back by thyself alone, when ye have so many foemen nearby.’

‘Nay,’ she said, ‘they be nought so near as that yet, and I wot that Folk-might hath gone forth toward the north-west, where he looketh to fall in with a company of the foemen.  His battle shall be a guard unto us.’

‘I pray thee turn back at the top of the outgate,’ said he, ‘and be not venturesome.  Thou wottest that the pitcher is not broken the first time it goeth to the well, nor maybe the twentieth, but at last it cometh not back.’

She said: ‘Nevertheless I shall have my will herein.  And it is but a little way I will wend with thee.’

Therewith were they come to the scree, and talk fell down between them as they clomb it; but when they were in the darksome passage of the rocks, and could scarce see one another, Face-of-god said:

‘Where then is another outgate from the Dale?  Is it not up the water?’

‘Yea,’ she said, ‘and there is none other: at the lower end the rocks rise sheer from out the water, and a little further down is a great force thundering betwixt them; so that by no boat or raft may ye come out of the Dale.  But the outgate up the water is called the Road of War, as this is named the Path of Peace.  But now are all ways ways of war.’

‘There is peace in my heart,’ said Gold-mane.

She answered not for a while, but pressed his hand, and he felt her breath on his cheek; and even therewithal they came out of the dark, and Gold-mane saw that her cheek was flushed; and now she spake:

‘One thing would I say to thee, my friend.  Thou hast seen me amongst men of war, amongst outlaws who seek violence; thou hast heard me bid my brother to count the slain, and I shrinking not; thou knowest (for I have told thee) how I have schemed and schemed for victorious battle.  Yet I would not have thee think of me as a Chooser of the Slain, a warrior maiden, or as of one who hath no joy save in the battle whereto she biddeth others.  O friend, the many peaceful hours that I have had on the grass down yonder, sitting with my rock and spindle in hand, the children round about my knees hearkening to some old story so well remembered by me! or the milking of the kine in the dewy summer even, when all was still but for the voice of the water and the cries of the happy children, and there round about me were the dear and beauteous maidens with whom I had grown up, happy amidst all our troubles, since their life was free and they knew no guile.  In such times my heart was at peace indeed, and it seemed to me as if we had won all we needed; as if war and turmoil were over, after they had brought about peace and good days for our little folk.

‘And as for the days that be, are they not as that rugged pass, full of bitter winds and the voice of hurrying waters, that leadeth yonder to Silver-dale, as thou hast divined? and there is nought good in it save that the breath of life is therein, and that it leadeth to pleasant places and the peace and plenty of the fair dale.’

‘Sweet friend,’ he said, ‘what thou sayest is better than well: for time shall be, if we come alive out of this pass of battle and bitter strife, when I shall lead thee into Burgdale to dwell there.  And thou wottest of our people that there is little strife and grudging amongst them, and that they are merry, and fair to look on, both men and women; and no man there lacketh what the earth may give us, and it is a saying amongst us that there may a man have that which he desireth save the sun and moon in his hands to play with: and of this gladness, which is made up of many little matters, what story may be told?  Yet amongst it shall I live and thou with me; and ill indeed it were if it wearied thee and thou wert ever longing for some day of victorious strife, and to behold me coming back from battle high-raised on the shields of men and crowned with bay; if thine ears must ever be tickled with the talk of men and their songs concerning my warrior deeds.  For thus it shall not be.  When I drive the herds it shall be at the neighbours’ bidding whereso they will; not necks of men shall I smite, but the stalks of the tall wheat, and the boles of the timber-trees which the woodreeve hath marked for felling; the stilts of the plough rather than the hilts of the sword shall harden my hands; my shafts shall be for the deer, and my spears for the wood-boar, till war and sorrow fall upon us, and I fight for the ceasing of war and trouble.  And though I be called a chief and of the blood of chiefs, yet shall I not be masterful to the goodman of the Dale, but rather to my hound; for my chieftainship shall be that I shall be well beloved and trusted, and that no man shall grudge against me.  Canst thou learn to love such a life, which to me seemeth lovely?  And thou? of whom I say that thou art as if thou wert come down from the golden chairs of the Burg of the Gods.’

They were well-nigh out of the steep path by now, and the daylight was bright about them; there she stayed her feet a moment and turned to him and said:

‘All this should I love even now, if the grief of our Folk were but healed, and hereafter shall I learn yet more of thy well-beloved face.’

Therewith she laid her face to his and kissed him fondly, and put his hand to her side and held it there, saying: ‘Soon shall we be one in body and in soul.’

And he laughed with joy and pride of life, and took her hand and led her on again, and said:

‘Yet feel the cold rings of my hauberk, my friend; look at the spears that cumber my hand, and at Dale-warden hanging by my side.  Thou shalt yet see me as the Slain’s Chooser would see her speech-friend; for there is much to do ere we win wheat-harvest in Burgdale.’

Therewith they stepped together on to the level ground of the waste, and saw Bow-may sitting on a stone hard by, and Wood-wise standing beside her bending his bow.  Bow-may smiled on Gold-mane and rose up, and they all went on together, turning so that they went nearly alongside the wall of the Vale, but westering a little; then the Sun-beam said:

‘Many a time have I trodden this heath alongside our rock-wall; for if ye wend a little further as our faces are turned, ye come to the crags over the place where the Shivering Flood goeth out of Shadowy Vale.  There when ye have clomb a little may’st thou stand on the edge of the rock-wall, and look down and behold the Flood swirling and eddying in the black gorge of the rocks, and see presently the reek of the force go up, and hear the thunder of the waters as they pour over it: and all this about us now is as the garden of our house — is it not so, Bow-may?’

‘Yea,’ said she, ‘and there are goodly cluster-berries to be gotten hereabout in the autumn; many a time have the Sun-beam and I reddened our lips with them.  Yet is it best to be wary when war is abroad and hot withal.’

‘Yea,’ said the Sun-beam, ‘and all this place comes into the story of our House: lo!  Gold-mane, two score paces before us a little on our right hand those five grey stones.  They are called the Rocks of the Elders: for there in the first days of our abiding in Shadowy Vale the Elders were wont to come together to talk privily upon our matters.’

Face-of-god looked thither as she spoke, but therewith saw Bow-may, who went on the left hand of the Sun-beam, as Face-of-god on her right hand, notch a shaft on her bent bow, and Wood-wise, who was on his right hand, saw it also and did the like, and therewithal Face-of-god got his target on to his arm, and even as he did so Bow-may cried out suddenly:

‘Yea, yea!  Cast thyself on to the ground, Sun-beam!  Gold-mane, targe and spear, targe and spear!  For I see steel gleaming yonder out from behind the Elders’ Rocks.’

Scarce were the words out of her mouth ere three shafts came flying, and the bow-strings twanged.  Gold-mane felt that one smote his helm and glanced from it.  Therewithal he saw the Sun-beam fall to earth, though he knew not if she had but cast herself down as Bow-may bade.  Bow-may’s string twanged at once, and a yell came from the foemen: but Wood-wise loosed not, but set his hand to his mouth and gave a loud wild cry — Ha! ha! ha! ha!  How-ow-ow! — ending in a long and exceeding great whoop like nought but the wolf’s howl.  Now Gold-mane thinking swiftly, in a moment of time, as war-meet men do, judged that if the Sun-beam were hurt (and she had made no cry), it were yet wiser to fall on the foe before turning to tend her, or else all might be lost; so he rushed forward spear in hand and target on arm, and saw, as he opened up the flank of the Elders’ Rocks, six men, whereof one leaned aback on the rock with Bow-may’s shaft in his shoulder, and two others were just in act of loosing at him.  In a moment, as he rushed at them, one shaft went whistling by him, and the other glanced from off his target; he cast a spear as he bounded on, and saw it smite one of the shooters full in the naked face, and saw the blood spout out and change his face and the man roll over, and then in another moment four men were hewing at him with their short steel axes.  He thrust out his target against them, and then let the weight of his body come on his other spear, and drave it through the second shooter’s throat, and even therewith was smitten on the helm so hard that, though the Alderman’s work held out, he fell to his knees, holding his target over his head and striving to draw forth Dale-warden; in that nick of time a shaft whistled close by his ear, and as he rose to his feet again he saw his foeman rolling over and over, clutching at the ling with both hands.  Then rang out again the terrible wolf-whoop from Wood-wise’s mouth, and both he and Bow-may loosed a shaft, for the two other foes had turned their backs and were fleeing fast.  Again Bow-may hit the clout, and the Dusky Man fell dead at once, but Wood-wise’s arrow flew over the felon’s shoulder as he ran.  Then in a trice was Gold-mane bounding after him like the hare just roused from her form; for it came into his head that these felons had beheld them coming up out of the Vale, and that if even this one man escaped, he would bring his company down upon the Vale-dwellers.

Strong and light-foot as any was Face-of-god, and though he was cumbered with his hauberk, yet was Iron-face’s handiwork far lighter than the war-coat of the Dusky Man, and the race was soon over.  The felon turned breathless to meet Gold-mane, who drave his target against him and cast him to earth, and as he strove to rise smote off his head at one stroke; for Dale-warden was a good sword and the Dalesman as fierce of mood as might be.  There he let the felon lie, and, turning, walked back swiftly toward the Elders’ Rocks, and found there Wood-wise and the dead foemen, for the carle had slain the wounded, and he was now drawing the silver arm-rings off the slain men; for all these Dusky Felons bore silver arm-rings.  But Bow-may was walking towards the Sun-beam, and thitherward followed Gold-mane speedily.

He found her sitting on a tussock of grass close by where she had fallen, her face pale, her eyes eager and gleaming; she looked up at him as he drew nigher and said:

‘Friend, art thou hurt?’

‘Nay,’ he said, ‘and thou?  Thou art pale.’

‘I am not hurt,’ she said.  Then she smiled and said again:

‘Did I not tell thee that I am no warrior like Bow-may here?  Such deeds make maidens pale.’

Said Bow-may: ‘If ye will have the truth, Gold-mane, she is not wont to grow pale when battle is nigh her.  Look you, she hath had the gift of a new delight, and findeth it sweeter and softer than she had any thought of; and now hath she feared lest it should be taken from her.’

‘Bow-may saith but the sooth,’ said the Sun-beam simply, ‘and kind it is of her to say it.  I saw thee, Bow-may, and good was thy shooting, and I love thee for it.’

Said Bow-may: ‘I never shoot otherwise than well.  But those idle shooters of the Dusky Ones, whereabouts nigh to thee went their shafts?’

Said the Sun-beam: ‘One just lifted the hair by my left ear, and that was not so ill-aimed; as for the other, it pierced my raiment by my right knee, and pinned me to the earth, so that I tottered and fell, and my gown and smock are grievously wounded, both of them.’

And she took the folds of the garments in her hands to show the rents therein; and her colour was come again, and she was glad.

‘What were best to do now?’ she said.

Said Face-of-god: ‘Let us tarry a little; for some of thy carles shall surely come up from the Vale: because they will have heard Wood-wise’s whoop, since the wind sets that way.’

‘Yea, they will come,’ said the Sun-beam.

‘Good is that,’ said Face-of-god; ‘for they shall take the dead felons and cast them where they be not seen if perchance any more stray hereby.  For if they wind them, they may well happen on the path down to the Vale.  Also, my friend, it were well if thou wert to bid a good few of the carles that are in the Vale to keep watch and ward about here, lest there be more foemen wandering about the waste.’

She said: ‘Thou art wise in war, Gold-mane; I will do as thou biddest me.  But soothly this is a perilous thing that the Dusky Men are gotten so close to the Vale.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘This will Folk-might look to when he cometh home; and it is most like that he will deem it good to fall on them somewhere a good way aloof, so as to draw them off from wandering over the waste.  Also I will do my best to busy them when I am home in Burgdale.’

Therewith came up Wood-wise, and fell to talk with them; and his mind it was that these foemen were but a band of strayers, and had had no inkling of Shadowy Vale till they had heard them talking together as they came up the path from the Vale, and that then they had made that ambush behind the Elders’ Rocks, so that they might slay the men, and then bear off the woman.  He said withal that it would be best to carry their corpses further on, so that they might be cast over the cliffs into the fierce stream of the Shivering Flood.

Amidst this talk came up men from the Vale, a score of them, well armed; and they ran to meet the wayfarers; and when they heard what had befallen, they rejoiced exceedingly, and were above all glad that Face-of-god had shown himself doughty and deft; and they deemed his rede wise, to set a watch thereabouts till Folk-might came home, and said that they would do even so.

Then spake the Sun-beam and said:

‘Now must ye wayfarers depart; for the road is but rough, and the day not over-long.’

Then she turned to Face-of-god and put her hand on his shoulder, and brought her face close to his and spake to him softly:

‘Doth this second parting seem at all strange to thee, and that I am now so familiar to thee, I whom thou didst once deem to be a very goddess?  And now thou hast seen me redden before thine eyes because of thee; and thou hast seen me grow pale with fear because of thee; and thou hast felt my caresses which I might not refrain; even as if I were altogether such a maiden as ye warriors hang about for a nine days’ wonder, and then all is over save an aching heart — wilt thou do so with me?  Tell me, have I not belittled myself before thee as if I asked thee to scorn me?  For thus desire dealeth both with maid and man.’

He said: ‘In all this there is but one thing for me to say, and that is that I love thee; and surely none the less, but rather the more, because thou lovest me, and art of my kind, and mayest share in my deeds and think well of them.  Now is my heart full of joy, and one thing only weigheth on it; and that is that my kinswoman the Bride begrudgeth our love together.  For this is the thing that of all things most misliketh me, that any should bear a grudge against me.’

She said: ‘Forget not the token, and my message to her.’

‘I will not forget it,’ said he.  ‘And now I bid thee to kiss me even before all these that are looking on; for there is nought to belittle us therein, since we be troth-plight.’

And indeed those folk stood all round about them gazing on them, but a little aloof, that they might not hear their words if they were minded to talk privily.  For they had long loved the Sun-beam, and now the love of Face-of-god had begun to spring up in their hearts.

So the twain embraced and kissed one another, and made no haste thereover; and those men deemed that but meet and right, and clashed their weapons on their shields in token of their joy.

Then Face-of-god turned about and strode out of the ring of men, with Bow-may and Wood-wise beside him, and they went on their journey over the necks towards Burgstead.  But the Sun-beam turned slowly from that place toward the Vale, and two of the stoutest carles went along with her to guard her from harm, and she went down into the Vale pondering all these things in her heart.

Then the other carles dragged off the corpses of the Dusky Men till they had brought them to the sheer rocks above the Shivering Flood, and there they tossed them over into the boiling caldron of the force, and so departed taking with them the silver arm-rings of the slain to add to the tale.

But when they came back into the Vale the Sun-beam duly ordered that watch and ward to keep the ingate thereto, and note all that should befall till Folk-might came home.






  








CHAPTER XXII.  FACE-OF-GOD COMETH HOME TO BURGSTEAD.
 

But Face-of-god with Bow-may and Wood-wise fared over the waste, going at first alongside the cliffs of the Shivering Flood, and then afterwards turning somewhat to the west.  They soon had to climb a very high and steep bent going up to a mountain-neck; and the way over the neck was rough indeed when they were on it, and they toiled out of it into a barren valley, and out of the valley again on to a rough neck; and such-like their journey the day long, for they were going athwart all those great dykes that went from the ice-mountains toward the lower dales like the outspread fingers of a hand or the roots of a great tree.  And the ice-mountains they had on their left hands and whiles at their backs.

They went very warily, with their bows bended and spear in hand, but saw no man, good or bad, and but few living things.  At noon they rested in a valley where was a stream, but no grass, nought but stones and sand; but where they were at least sheltered from the wind, which was mostly very great in these high wastes; and there Bow-may drew meat and wine from a wallet she bore, and they ate and drank, and were merry enough; and Bow-may said:

‘I would I were going all the way with thee, Gold-mane; for I long sore to let my eyes rest a while on the land where I shall one day live.’

‘Yea,’ said Face-of-god, ‘art thou minded to dwell there?  We shall be glad of that.’

‘Whither are thy wits straying?’ said she; ‘whether I am minded to it or not, I shall dwell there.’

And Wood-wise nodded a yea to her.  But Face-of-god said:

‘Good will be thy dwelling; but wherefore must it be so?’

Then Wood-wise laughed and said: ‘I shall tell thee in fewer words than she will, and time presses now: Wood-father and Wood-mother, and I and my two brethren and this woman have ever been about and anigh the Sun-beam; and we deem that war and other troubles have made us of closer kin to her than we were born, whether ye call it brotherhood or what not, and never shall we sunder from her in life or in death.  So when thou goest to Burgdale with her, there shall we be.’

Then was Face-of-god glad when he found that they deemed his wedding so settled and sure; but Wood-wise fell to making ready for the road.  And Face-of-god said to him:

‘Tell me one thing, Wood-wise; that whoop that thou gavest forth when we were at handy-strokes e’en now — is it but a cry of thine own or is it of thy Folk, and shall I hear it again?’

‘Thou may’st look to hear it many a time,’ said Wood-wise, ‘for it is the cry of the Wolf.  Seldom indeed hath battle been joined where men of our blood are, but that cry is given forth.  Come now, to the road!’

So they went their ways and the road worsened upon them, and toilsome was the climbing up steep bents and the scaling of doubtful paths in the cliff-sides, so that the journey, though the distance of it were not so long to the fowl flying, was much eked out for them, and it was not till near nightfall that they came on the ghyll of the Weltering Water some six miles above Burgstead.  Forsooth Wood-wise said that the way might be made less toilsome though far longer by turning back eastward a little past the vale where they had rested at midday; and that seemed good to Gold-mane, in case they should be wending hereafter in a great company between Burgdale and Shadowy Vale.

But now those two went with Face-of-god down a path in the side of the cliff whereby him-seemed he had gone before; and they came down into the ghyll and sat down together on a stone by the water-side, and Face-of-god spake to them kindly, for he deemed them good and trusty faring-fellows.

‘Bow-may,’ said he, ‘thou saidst a while ago that thou wouldst be fain to look on Burgdale; and indeed it is fair and lovely, and ye may soon be in it if ye will.  Ye shall both be more than welcome to the house of my father, and heartily I bid you thither.  For night is on us, and the way back is long and toilsome and beset with peril.  Sister Bow-may, thou wottest that it would be a sore grief to me if thou camest to any harm, and thou also, fellow Wood-wise.  Daylight is a good faring-fellow over the waste.’

Said Bow-may: ‘Thou art kind, Gold-mane, and that is thy wont, I know; and fain were I to-night of the candles in thine hall.  But we may not tarry; for thou wottest how busy we be at home; and Sun-beam needeth me, if it were only to make her sure that no Dusky Man is bearing off thine head by its lovely locks.  Neither shall we journey in the mirk night; for look you, the moon yonder.’

‘Well,’ said Face-of-god, ‘parting is ill at the best, and I would I could give you twain a gift, and especially to thee, my sister Bow-may.’

Said Wood-wise: ‘Thou may’st well do that; or at least promise the gift; and that is all one as if we held it in our hands.’

‘Yea,’ said Bow-may, ‘Wood-wise and I have been thinking in one way belike; and I was at point to ask a gift of thee.’

‘What is it?’ said Gold-mane.  ‘Surely it is thine, if it were but a guerdon for thy good shooting.’

She laughed and handled the skirts of his hauberk as she said:

‘Show us the dint in thine helm that the steel axe made this morning.’

‘There is no such great dint,’ said he; ‘my father forged that helm, and his work is better than good.’

‘Yea,’ said Bow-may, ‘and might I have hauberk and helm of his handiwork, and Wood-wise a good sword of the same, then were I a glad woman, and this man a happy carle.’

Said Gold-mane: ‘I am well pleased at thine asking, and so shall Iron-face be when he heareth of thine archery; and how that Hall-face were now his only son but for thy close shooting.  But now must I to the way; for my heart tells me that there may have been tidings in Burgstead this while I have been aloof.’

So they rose all three, and Bow-may said:

‘Thou art a kind brother, and soon shall we meet again; and that will be well.’

Then he put his hands on her shoulders and kissed both her cheeks; and he kissed Wood-wise, and turned and went his ways, threading the stony tangle about the Weltering Water, which was now at middle height, and running clear and strong; so turning once he beheld Wood-wise and Bow-may climbing the path up the side of the ghyll, and Bow-may turned to him also and waved her bow as token of farewell.  Then he went upon his way, which was rough enough to follow by night, though the moon was shining brightly high aloft.  Yet as he knew his road he made but little of it all, and in somewhat more than an hour and a half was come out of the pass into the broken ground at the head of the Dale, and began to make his way speedily under the bright moonlight toward the Gate, still going close by the water.  But as he went he heard of a sudden cries and rumour not far from him, unwonted in that place, where none dwelt, and where the only folk he might look to see were those who cast an angle into the pools and eddies of the Water.  Moreover, he saw about the place whence came the cries torches moving swiftly hither and thither; so that he looked to hear of new tidings, and stayed his feet and looked keenly about him on every side; and just then, between his rough path and the shimmer of the dancing moonlit water, he saw the moon smite on something gleaming; so, as quietly as he could, he got his target on his arm, and shortened his spear in his right hand, and then turned sharply toward that gleam.  Even therewith up sprang a man on his right hand, and then another in front of him just betwixt him and the water; an axe gleamed bright in the moon, and he caught a great stroke on his target, and therewith drave his left shoulder straight forward, so that the man before him fell over into the water with a mighty splash; for they were at the very edge of the deepest eddy of the Water.  Then he spun round on his heel, heeding not that another stroke had fallen on his right shoulder, yet ill-aimed, and not with the full edge, so that it ran down his byrny and rent it not.  So he sent the thrust of his spear crashing through the face and skull of the smiter, and looked not to him as he fell, but stood still, brandishing his spear and crying out, ‘For the Burg and the Face!  For the Burg and the Face!’

No other foe came against him, but like to the echo of his cry rose a clear shout not far aloof, ‘For the Face, for the Face!  For the Burg and the Face!’  He muttered, ‘So ends the day as it begun,’ and shouted loud again, ‘For the Burg and the Face!’  And in a minute more came breaking forth from the stone-heaps into the moonlit space before the water the tall shapes of the men of Burgstead, the red torchlight and the moonlight flashing back from their war-gear and weapons; for every man had his sword or spear in hand.

Hall-face was the first of them, and he threw his arms about his brother and said: ‘Well met, Gold-mane, though thou comest amongst us like Stone-fist of the Mountain.  Art thou hurt?  With whom hast thou dealt?  Where be they?  Whence comest thou?’

‘Nay, I am not hurt,’ said Face-of-god.  ‘Stint thy questions then, till thou hast told me whom thou seekest with spear and sword and candle.’

‘Two felons were they,’ said Hall-face, ‘even such as ye saw lying dead at Wood-grey’s the other day.’

‘Then may ye sheathe your swords and go home,’ said Gold-mane, ‘for one lieth at the bottom of the eddy, and the other, thy feet are well-nigh treading on him, Hall-face.’

Then arose a rumour of praise and victory, and they brought the torches nigh and looked at the fallen man, and found that he was stark dead; so they even let him lie there till the morrow, and all turned about toward the Thorp; and many looked on Face-of-god and wondered concerning him, whence he was and what had befallen him.  Indeed, they would have asked him thereof, but could not get at him to ask; but whoso could, went as nigh to Hall-face and him as they might, to hearken to the talk between the brothers.

So as they went along Hall-face did verily ask him whence he came: ‘For was it not so,’ said he, ‘that thou didst enter into the wood seeking some adventure early in the morning the day before yesterday?’

‘Sooth is that,’ said Face-of-god, ‘and I came to Shadowy Vale, and thence am I come this morning.’

Said Hall-face: ‘I know not Shadowy Vale, nor doth any of us.  This is a new word.  How say ye, friends, doth any man here know of Shadowy Vale?’

They all said, ‘Nay.’

Then said Hall-face: ‘Hast thou been amongst mere ghosts and marvels, brother, or cometh this tale of thy minstrelsy?’

‘For all your words,’ said Gold-mane, ‘to that Vale have I been; and, to speak shortly (for I desire to have your tale, and am waiting for it), I will tell thee that I found there no marvels or strange wights, but a folk of valiant men; a folk small in numbers, but great of heart; a folk come, as we be, from the Fathers and the Gods.  And this, moreover, is to be said of them, that they are the foes of these felons of whom ye were chasing these twain.  And these same Dusky Men of Silver-dale would slay them every man if they might; and if we look not to it they will soon be doing the same by us; for they are many, and as venomous as adders, as fierce as bears, and as foul as swine.  But these valiant men, who bear on their banner the image of the Wolf, should be our fellows in arms, and they have good will thereto; and they shall show us the way to Silver-dale by blind paths, so that we may fall upon these felons while they dwell there tormenting the poor people of the land, and thus may we destroy them as lads a hornet’s nest.  Or else the days shall be hard for us.’

The men who hung about them drank in his words greedily.  But Hall-face was silent a little while, and then he said: ‘Brother Gold-mane, these be great tidings.  Time was when we might have deemed them but a minstrel’s tale; for Silver-dale we know not, of which thou speakest so glibly, nor the Dusky Men, any more than the Shadowy Vale.  Howbeit, things have befallen these two last days so strange and new, that putting them together with the murder at Wood-grey’s, and thy words which seem somewhat wild, it may well seem to us that tidings unlooked for are coming our way.’

‘Come, then,’ said Face-of-god, ‘give me what thou hast in thy scrip, and trust me, I shall not jeer at thy tale.’

Said Hall-face: ‘I also will be short with the tale; and that the more, as meseemeth it is not yet done, and that thou thyself shalt share in the ending of it.  It was the day before yesterday, that is the day when thou departedst into the woods on that adventure whereof thou shalt one day tell me more, wilt thou not?’

‘Yea, in good time,’ said Face-of-god.

‘Well,’ quoth Hall-face, ‘we went into the woods that day and in the morning, but after sunrise, to the number of a score: we looked to meet a bear and a she-bear with cubs in a certain place; for one of the Woodlanders, a keen hunter, had told us of their lair.  Also we were wishful to slay some of the wild-swine, the yearlings, if we might.  Therefore, though we had no helms or shields or coats of fence, we had bowshot a plenty, and good store of casting-weapons, besides our wood-knives and an axe or so; and some of us, of whom I was one, bore our battle-swords, as we are wont ever to do, be the foe beast or man.

‘Thus armed we went up Wildlake’s Way and came to Carlstead, where half-a-score Woodlanders joined themselves to us, so that we became a band.  We went up the half-cleared places past Carlstead for a mile, and then turned east into the wood, and went I know not how far, for the Woodlanders led us by crooked paths, but two hours wore away in our going, till we came to the place where they looked to find the bears.  It is a place that may well be noted, for it is unlike the wood round about.  There is a close thicket some two furlongs about of thorn and briar and ill-grown ash and oak and other trees, planted by the birds belike; and it stands as it were in an island amidst of a wide-spreading woodlawn of fine turf, set about in the most goodly fashion with great tall straight-boled oak-trees, that seem to have been planted of set purpose by man’s hand.  Yea, dost thou know the place?’

‘Methinks I do,’ said Gold-mane, ‘and I seem to have heard the Woodlanders give it a name and call it Boars-bait.’

‘That may be,’ said Hall-face.  ‘Well, there we were, the dogs and the men, and we drew nigh the thicket and beset it, and doubted not to find prey therein: but when we would set the dogs at the thicket to enter it, they were uneasy, and would not take up the slot, but growled and turned about this way and that, so that we deemed that they winded some fierce beast at our flanks or backs.

‘Even so it was, and fierce enough and deadly was the beast; for suddenly we heard bow-strings twang, and shafts came flying; and Iron-shield of the Upper Dale, who was close beside me, leapt up into the air and fell down dead with an arrow through his back.  Then I bethought me in the twinkling of an eye, and I cried out, “The foe are on us! take the cover of the tree-boles and be wary!  For the Burg and the Face!  For the Burg and the Face!”

‘So we scattered and covered ourselves with the oak-boles, but besides Iron-shield, who was slain outright, two goodmen were sorely hurt, to wit Bald-face, a man of our house, and Stonyford of the Lower Dale.

‘I looked from behind my tree-bole, a great one; and far off down the glades I saw men moving, clad in gay raiment; but nearer to me, not a hundred yards from my cover, I saw an arm clad in scarlet come out from behind a tree-bole, so I loosed at it, and missed not; for straight there tottered out from behind the tree one of those dusky foul-favoured men like to those that were slain by Wood-grey.  I had another shaft ready notched, so I loosed and set the shaft in his throat, and he fell.

‘Straightway was a yelling and howling about us like the cries of scalded curs, and the oak-wood swarmed thick with these felons rushing on us; for it seems that the man whom I had slain was a chief amongst them, or we judged so by his goodly raiment.

‘Methought then our last day was come.  What could we do but run together again after we had loosed at a venture, and so withstand them sword and spear in hand?  Some fell beneath our shot, but not many, for they came on very swiftly.

‘So they fell on us; but for all their fierceness and their numbers they might not break our array, and we slew four and hurt many by sword-hewing and spear-casting and push of spear; and five of us were hurt and one slain by their dart-casting.  So they drew off from us a little, and strove to spread out and fall to shooting at us again; but this we would not suffer, but pushed on as they fell back, keeping as close together as we might for the trees.  For we said that we would all die together if needs must; and verily the stour was hard.

‘Yet hearken!  In that nick of time rose up a strange cry not far from us, Ha! ha! ha! ha!  How-ow-ow! ending like the howl of a wolf, and then another and another and another, till the whole wood rang again.

‘At first we deemed that here were come fresh foemen, and that we were undone indeed; but when they heard it, the foe-men before us faltered and gave way, and at last turned their backs and fled, and we followed, keeping well together still: thereby the more part of these men escaped us, for they fled wildly here and there from those who bore that cry with them; so we knew that our work was being done for us; therefore we stood, and saw tall men clad in sheep-brown weed running through the glades pursuing those felons and smiting them down, till both fleers and pursuers passed out of our sight like men in a dream, or as when ye roll up a pictured cloth to lay it in the coffer.

‘But to Stone-face’s mind those brown-clad men were the Wights of the Wood that be of the Fathers’ blood, and our very friends; and when some of us would yet have gone forward and foregathered with them, and followed the chase along with them, Stone-face gainsaid it, bidding us not to run into the arms of a second death, when we had but just escaped from the first.  Sooth to say, moreover, we had divers hurt men that needed looking to.

‘So what with one thing, what with another, we turned back: but War-cliff’s brother, a tall man, had felled two of those felons with an oak sapling which he had torn from the thicket; but he had not slain them, and by now they were just awakening from their swoon, and were sitting up looking round them with fierce rolling eyes, expecting the stroke, for Raven of Longscree was standing over them with a naked war-sword in his hand.  But now that our blood was cool, we were loth to slay them as they lay in our hands; so we bound them and brought them away with us; and our own dead we carried also on such biers as we might lightly make there, and with them three that were so grievously hurt that they might not go afoot, these we left at Carlstead: they were Tardy the Son of the Untamed, and Swan of Bull-meadow, both of the Lower Dale, and a Woodlander, Undoomed to wit.  But the dead were Iron-shield aforesaid, and Wool-sark, and the Hewer, a Woodlander.

‘So came we sadly at eventide to Burgstead with the two dead Burgdalers, and the captive felons, and the wounded of us that might go afoot; and ye may judge that they of Burgdale and our father deemed these tidings great enough, and wotted not what next should befall.  Stone-face would have had those two felons slain there and then; for no true tale could we get out of them, nor indeed any word at all.  But the Alderman would not have it so; and he deemed they might serve our turn as hostages if any of our folk should be taken: for one and all we deemed, and still deem, that war is on us and that new folk have gathered on our skirts.

‘So the captives were shut up in the red out-bower of our house; and our father was minded that thou mightest tell us somewhat of them when thou wert come home.  But about dusk to-day the word went that they had broken out and gotten them weapons and fled up the Dale; and so it was.

‘But to-morrow morning will a Gate-thing be holden, and there it will be looked for of thee that thou tell us a true tale of thy goings.  For it is deemed, and it is my deeming especially, that thou may’st tell us more of these men than thou hast yet told us.  Is it not so?’

‘Yea, surely,’ said Gold-mane, ‘I can make as many words as ye will about it; yet when all is said, it will come to much the same tale as I have already told thee.  Yet belike, if ye are minded to take up the sword to defend you, I may tell you in what wise to lay hold on the hilts.’

‘And that is well,’ said Hall-face, ‘and no less do I look for of thee.  But lo! here are we come to the Gate of the Burg that abideth battle.’






  








CHAPTER XXIII.  TALK IN THE HALL OF THE HOUSE OF THE FACE.
 

In sooth they were come to the very Gate of Burgstead, and the great gates were shut, and only a wicket was open, and a half score of stout men in all their war-gear were holding ward thereby.  They gave place to Hall-face and his company, albeit some of the warders followed them through the wicket that they might hear the story told.

The street was full of folk, both men and women, talking together eagerly concerning all these tidings, and when they saw the men of the Hue-and-cry they came thronging about them, so that they might scarce get to the door of the House of the Face because of the press; so Hall-face (who was a very tall man) cried out:

‘Good people, all is well! the runaways are slain, and Face-of-god is come back with us; give place a little, that we may come into our house.’

Then the throng set up a shout, and made way a little, so that Hall-face and Gold-mane and the others could get to the door.  And they entered into the Hall, and saw much folk therein; and men were sitting at table, for supper was not yet over.  But when they saw the new-comers they mostly rose up from the board and stood silent to hear the tale, for they had been talking many together each to each, so that the Hall was full of confused noise.

So Hall-face again cried out: ‘Men in this hall, good is the tidings.  The runaways are slain; and it was Face-of-god who slew them as he came back safe from the waste.’

Then they shouted for joy, and the brethren and Stone-face with them (for he had entered with them from the street) went up on to the daïs, while the others of the Hue-and-cry gat them seats where they might at the endlong tables.

But when Face-of-god came up on to the daïs, there sat Iron-face looking down on the thronged Hall with a ruddy cheerful countenance, and beside him sat the Bride; for he had caused her to be brought thither when he had heard of the tidings of battle.  She was daintily clad in a flame-coloured kirtle embroidered with gold about the bosom and sleeves, and there was a fillet of golden roses on her ruddy hair.  Her eyes shone bright and eager, and the pommels of her cheeks were flushed and red contrary to their wont.  Needs must Gold-mane sit by her, and when he came close to her he knew not what to do, but he put forth his hand to her, yet with a troubled countenance; for he feared her grief mingled with her beauty: as for her, she wavered in her mind whether she should forbear to touch him or not; but she saw that men about were looking at them, and especially was Iron-face looking on her: therefore she stood up and took Gold-mane’s hand and kissed his face as she had been wont to do, and by then was her face as white as paper; and her anguish pierced his heart, so that he well-nigh groaned for grief of her.  But Iron-face looked on her and said kindly:

‘Kinswoman, thou art pale; thou hast feared for thy mate amidst all these tidings of war, and still fearest for him.  But pluck up a heart; for the man is a deft warrior for all his fair face, which thou lovest as a woman should, and his hands may yet save his head.  And if he be slain, yet are there other men of the kindred, and the earth will not be a desert to thee even then.’

She looked at Iron-face, and the colour was come back to her face somewhat, and she said:

‘It is true; I have feared for him; for he goeth into perilous places.  But for thee, thou art kind, and I thank thee for it.’

And therewith she kissed Iron-face and sat down in her place, and strove to overmaster her grief, that her face might not be changed by it; for now were thoughts of battle, and valiant hopes arising in men’s hearts; and it seemed to her too grievous if she should mar that feast on the eve of battle.

But Iron-face kissed and embraced his son and said: ‘Art thou late come from the waste?  Hast thou seen new things?  We look to have a notable tale from thee; though here also have been tidings, and it is not unlike that we shall presently have new work on our hands.’

‘Father,’ quoth Face-of-god, ‘I deem that when thou hast heard my tale thou wilt think no less of it than that there are valiant folk to be holpen, poor folk to be delivered, and evil folk to be swept from off the face of the earth.’

‘It is well, son,’ said Iron-face.  ‘I see that thy tale is long; let it alone for to-night.  To-morrow shall we hold a Gate-thing, and then shall we hear all that thou hast to tell.  Now eat thy meat and drink a bowl of wine, and comfort thy troth-plight maiden.’

So Gold-mane sat down by the Bride, and ate and drank as he needs must; but he was ill at ease and he durst not speak to her.  For, on the one hand, he thought concerning his love for the Sun-beam, and how sweet and good a thing it was that she should take him by the hand and lead him into noble deeds and great fame, caressing him so softly and sweetly the while; and, on the other hand, there sat the Bride beside him, sorrowful and angry, begrudging all that sweetness of love, as though it were something foul and unseemly; and heavy on him lay the weight of that grudge, for he was a man of a friendly heart.

Stone-face sat outward from him on the other side of the Bride; and he leaned across her towards Gold-mane and said:

‘Fair shall be thy tale to-morrow, if thou tellest us all thine adventure.  Or wilt thou tell us less than all?’

Said Face-of-god: ‘In good time shalt thou know it all, foster-father; but it is not unlike that by the time that thou hast heard it, there shall be so many other things to tell of, that my tale shall seem of little account to thee — even as the saw saith that one nail driveth out the other.’

‘Yea,’ said Stone-face, ‘but one tale belike shall be knit up with the others, as it fareth with the figures that come one after other on the weaver’s cloth; though one maketh not the other, yet one cometh of the other.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Wise art thou now, foster-father, but thou shalt be wiser yet in this matter by then a month hath worn: and to-morrow shalt thou know enough to set thine hands a-work.’

So the talk fell between them; and the night wore, and the men of Burgdale feasted in their ancient hall with merry hearts, little weighed down by thought of the battle that might be and the trouble to come; for they were valorous and kindly folk.






  








CHAPTER XXIV.  FACE-OF-GOD GIVETH THAT TOKEN TO THE BRIDE.
 

Now on the morrow, when Face-of-god arose and other men with him, and the Hall was astir and there was no little throng therein, the Bride came up to him; for she had slept in the House of the Face by the bidding of the Alderman; and she spake to him before all men, and bade him come forth with her into the garden, because she would speak to him apart.  He yeasaid her, though with a heavy heart; and to the folk about that seemed meet and due, since those twain were deemed to be troth-plight, and they smiled kindly on them as they went out of the Hall together.

So they came into the garden, where the pear-trees were blossoming over the spring lilies, and the cherries were showering their flowers on the deep green grass, and everything smelled sweetly on the warm windless spring morning.

She led the way, going before him till they came by a smooth grass path between the berry bushes, to a square space of grass about which were barberry trees, their first tender leaves bright green in the sun against the dry yellowish twigs.  There was a sundial amidmost of the grass, and betwixt the garden-boughs one could see the long grey roof of the ancient hall; and sweet familiar sounds of the nesting birds and men and women going on their errands were all about in the scented air.  She turned about at the sundial and faced Face-of-god, her hand lightly laid on the scored brass, and spake with no anger in her voice:

‘I ask thee if thou hast brought me the token whereon thou shalt swear to give me that gift.’

‘Yea,’ said he; and therewith drew the ring from his bosom, and held it out to her.  She reached out her hand to him slowly and took it, and their fingers met as she did so, and he noted that her hand was warm and firm and wholesome as he well remembered it.

She said: ‘Whence hadst thou this fair finger-ring?’

Said Face-of-god: ‘My friend there in the mountain-valley drew it from off her finger for thee, and bade me bear thee a message.’

Her face flushed red: ‘Yea,’ she said, ‘and doth she send me a message?  Then doth she know of me, and ye have talked of me together.  Well, give the message!’

Said Face-of-god: ‘She saith, that thou shalt bear in mind, That to-morrow is a new day.’

‘Yea,’ she said, ‘for her it is so, and for thee; but not for me.  But now I have brought thee here that thou mightest swear thine oath to me; lay thine hand on this ring and on this brazen plate whereby the sun measures the hours of the day for happy folk, and swear by the spring-tide of the year and all glad things that find a mate, and by the God of the Earth that rejoiceth in the life of man.’

Then he laid his hand on the finger-ring as it lay on the dial-plate and said:

‘By the spring-tide and the live things that long to multiply their kind; by the God of the Earth that rejoiceth in the life of man, I swear to give to my kinswoman the Bride the second man-child that I beget; to be hers, to leave or cherish, to love or hate, as her will may bid her.’  Then he looked on her soberly and said: ‘It is duly sworn; is it enough?’

‘Yea,’ she said; but he saw how the tears ran out of her eyes and wetted the bosom of her kirtle, and she hung her head for shame of her grief.  And Gold-mane was all abashed, and had no word to say; for he knew that no word of his might comfort her; and he deemed it ill done to stay there and behold her sorrow; and he knew not how to get him gone, and be glad elsewhere, and leave her alone.

Then, as if she had read his thought, she looked up at him and said smiling a little amidst of her tears:

‘I bid thee stay by me till the flood is over; for I have yet a word to say to thee.’

So he stood there gazing down on the grass in his turn, and not daring to raise his eyes to her face, and the minutes seemed long to him: till at last she said in a voice scarcely yet clear of weeping:

‘Wilt thou say anything to me, and tell me what thou hast done, and why, and what thou deemest will come of it?’

He said: ‘I will tell the truth as I know it, because thou askest it of me, and not because I would excuse myself before thee.  What have I done?  Yesterday I plighted my troth to wed the woman that I met last autumn in the wood.  And why?  I wot not why, but that I longed for her.  Yet I must tell thee that it seemed to me, and yet seemeth, that I might do no otherwise — that there was nothing else in the world for me to do.  What do I deem will come of it, sayest thou?  This, that we shall be happy together, she and I, till the day of our death.’

She said: ‘And even so long shall I be sorry: so far are we sundered now.  Alas! who looked for it?  And whither shall I turn to now?’

Said Gold-mane: ‘She bade me tell thee that to-morrow is a new day: meseemeth I know her meaning.’

‘No word of hers hath any meaning to me,’ said the Bride.

‘Nay,’ said he, ‘but hast thou not heard these rumours of war that are in the Dale?  Shall not these things avail thee?  Much may grow out of them; and thou with the mighty heart, so faithful and compassionate!’

She said: ‘What sayest thou?  What may grow out of them?  Yea, I have heard those rumours as a man sick to death heareth men talk of their business down in the street while he lieth on his bed; and already he hath done with it all, and hath no world to mend or mar.  For me nought shall grow out of it.  What meanest thou?’

Said Gold-mane: ‘Is there nought in the fellowship of Folks, and the aiding of the valiant, and the deliverance of the hapless?’

‘Nay,’ she said, ‘there is nought to me.  I cannot think of it to-day nor yet to-morrow belike.  Yet true it is that I may mingle in it, though thinking nought of it.  But this shall not avail me.’

She was silent a little, but presently spake and said: ‘Thou sayest right; it is not thou that hast done this, but the woman who sent me the ring and the message of an old saw.  O that she should be born to sunder us!  How hath it befallen that I am now so little to thee and she so much?’

And again she was silent; and after a while Face-of-god spake kindly and softly and said: ‘Kinswoman, wilt thou for ever begrudge our love? this grudge lieth heavy on my soul, and it is I alone that have to bear it.’

She said: ‘This is but a light burden for thee to bear, when thou hast nought else to bear!  But do I begrudge thee thy love, Gold-mane?  I know not that.  Rather meseemeth I do not believe in it — nor shall do ever.’

Then she held her peace a long while, nor did he speak one word: and they were so still, that a robin came hopping about them, close to the hem of her kirtle, and a starling pitched in the apple-tree hard by and whistled and chuckled, turning about and about, heeding them nought.  Then at last she lifted up her face from looking on the grass and said: ‘These are idle words and avail nothing: one thing only I know, that we are sundered.  And now it repenteth me that I have shown thee my tears and my grief and my sickness of the earth and those that dwell thereon.  I am ashamed of it, as if thou hadst smitten me, and I had come and shown thee the stripes, and said, See what thou hast done! hast thou no pity?  Yea, thou pitiest me, and wilt try to forget thy pity.  Belike thou art right when thou sayest, To-morrow is a new day; belike matters will arise that will call me back to life, and I shall once more take heed of the joy and sorrow of my people.  Nay, it is most like that this I shall feign to do even now.  But if to-morrow be a new day, it is to-day now and not to-morrow, and so shall it be for long.  Hereof belike we shall talk no more, thou and I.  For as the days wear, the dealings between us shall be that thou shalt but get thee away from my life, and I shall be nought to thee but the name of a kinswoman.  Thus should it be even wert thou to strive to make it otherwise; and thou shalt not strive.  So let all this be; for this is not the word I had to say to thee.  But hearken! now are we sundered, and it irketh me beyond measure that folk know it not, and are kind, and rejoice in our love, and deem it a happy thing for the folk; and this burden I may bear no longer.  So I shall declare unto men that I will not wed thee; and belike they may wonder why it is, till they see thee wedded to the Woman of the Mountain.  Art thou content that so it shall be?’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Nay, thou shalt not take this all upon thyself; I also shall declare unto the Folk that I will wed none but her, the Mountain-Woman.’

She said: ‘This shalt thou not do; I forbid it thee.  And I will take it all upon myself.  Shall I have it said of me that I am unmeet to wed thee, and that thou hast found me out at last and at latest?  I lay this upon thee, that wheresoever I declare this and whatsoever I may say, thou shalt hold thy peace.  This at least thou may’st do for me.  Wilt thou?’

‘Yea,’ he said, ‘though it shall put me to shame.’

Again she was silent for a little; then she said:

‘O Gold-mane, this would I take upon myself not soothly for any shame of seeming to be thy cast-off; but because it is I who needs must bear all the sorrow of our sundering; and I have the will to bear it greater and heavier, that I may be as the women of old time, and they that have come from the Gods, lest I belittle my life with malice and spite and confusion, and it become poisonous to me.  Be at peace! be at peace!  And leave all to the wearing of the years; and forget not that which thou hast sworn!’

Therewith she turned and went from that green place toward the House of the Face, walking slowly through the garden amongst the sweet odours, beneath the fair blossoms, a body most dainty and beauteous of fashion, but the casket of grievous sorrow, which all that goodliness availed not.

But Face-of-god lingered in that place a little, and for that little while the joy of his life was dulled and overworn; and the days before his wandering on the mountain seemed to him free and careless and happy days that he could not but regret.  He was ashamed, moreover, that this so unquenchable grief should come but of him, and the pleasure of his life, which he himself had found out for himself, and which was but such a little portion of the Earth and the deeds thereof.  But presently his thought wandered from all this, and as he turned away from the sundial and went his ways through the garden, he called to mind his longing for the day of the spring market, when he should see the Sun-beam again and be cherished by the sweetness of her love.






  








CHAPTER XXV.  OF THE GATE-THING AT BURGSTEAD.
 

But now must he hasten, for the Gate-thing was to be holden two hours before noon; so he betook him speedily to the Hall, and took his shield and did on a goodly helm and girt his sword to his side, for men must needs go to all folk-motes with their weapons and clad in war-gear.  Thus he went forth to the Gate with many others, and there already were many folk assembled in the space aforesaid betwixt the Gate of the Burg and the sheer rocks on the face of which were the steps that led up to the ancient Tower on the height.  The Alderman was sitting on the great stone by the Gate-side which was his appointed place, and beside him on the stone bench were the six Wardens of the Burg; but of the six Wardens of the Dale there were but three, for the others had not yet heard tell of the battle or had got the summons to the Thing, since they had been about their business down the Dale.

Face-of-god took his place silently amongst the neighbours, but men made way for him, so that he must needs stand in front, facing his father and the Wardens; and there went up a murmur of expectation round about him, both because the word had gone about that he had a tale of new tidings to tell, and also because men deemed him their best and handiest man, though he was yet so young.

Now the Alderman looked around and beheld a great throng gathered together, and he looked on the shadow of the Gate which the southering sun was casting on the hard white ground of the Thing-stead, and he saw that it had just taken in the standing-stone which was in the midst of the place.  On the face of the said stone was carven the image of a fighting man with shield on arm and axe in hand; for it had been set there in old time in memory of the man who had bidden the Folk build the Gate and its wall, and had showed them how to fashion it: for he was a deft house-smith as well as a great warrior; and his name was Iron-hand.  So when the Alderman saw that this stone was wholly within the shadow of the Gate he knew that it was the due time for the hallowing-in of the Thing.  So he bade one of the wardens who sat beside him and had a great slug-horn slung about him, to rise and set the horn to his mouth.

So that man arose and blew three great blasts that went bellowing about the towers and down the street, and beat back again from the face of the sheer rocks and up them and over into the wild-wood; and the sound of it went on the light west-wind along the lips of the Dale toward the mountain wastes.  And many a goodman, when he heard the voice of the horn in the bright spring morning, left spade or axe or plough-stilts, or the foddering of the ewes and their younglings, and turned back home to fetch his sword and helm and hasten to the Thing, though he knew not why it was summoned: and women wending over the meadows, who had not yet heard of the battle in the wood, hearkened and stood still on the green grass or amidst the ripples of the ford, and the threat of coming trouble smote heavy on their hearts, for they knew that great tidings must be towards if a Thing must needs be summoned so close to the Great Folk-mote.

But now the Alderman stood up and spake amidst the silence that followed the last echoes of the horn:

‘Now is hallowed in this Gate-thing of the Burgstead Men and the Men of the Dale, wherein they shall take counsel concerning matters late befallen, that press hard upon them.  Let no man break the peace of the Holy Thing, lest he become a man accursed in holy places from the plain up to the mountain, and from the mountain down to the plain; a man not to be cherished of any man of good will, not be holpen with victuals or edge-tool or draught-beast; a man to be sheltered under no roof-tree, and warmed at no hearth of man: so help us the Warrior and the God of the Earth, and Him of the Face, and all the Fathers!’

When he had spoken men clashed their weapons in token of assent; and he sat down again, and there was silence for a space.  But presently came thrusting forward a goodman of the Dale, who seemed as if he had come hurriedly to the Thing; for his face was running down with sweat, his wide-rimmed iron cap sat awry over his brow, and he was girt with a rusty sword without a scabbard, and the girdle was ill-braced up about his loins.  So he said:

‘I am Red-coat of Waterless of the Lower Dale.  Early this morning as I was going afield I met on the way a man akin to me, Fox of Upton to wit, and he told me that men were being summoned to a Gate-thing.  So I turned back home, and caught up any weapon that came handy, and here I am, Alderman, asking thee of the tidings which hath driven thee to call this Thing so hard on the Great Folk-mote, for I know them nothing so.’

Then stood up Iron-face the Alderman and said: ‘This is well asked, and soon shall ye be as wise as I am on this matter.  Know ye, O men of Burgstead and the Dale, that we had not called this Gate-thing so hard on the Great Folk-mote had not great need been to look into troublous matters.  Long have ye dwelt in peace, and it is years on years now since any foeman hath fallen on the Dale: but, as ye will bear in mind, last autumn were there ransackings in the Dale and amidst of the Shepherds after the manner of deeds of war; and it troubleth us that none can say who wrought these ill deeds.  Next, but a little while agone, was Wood-grey, a valiant goodman of the Woodlanders, slain close to his own door by evil men.  These men we took at first for mere gangrel felons and outcasts from their own folk: though there were some who spoke against that from the beginning.

‘But thirdly are new tidings again: for three days ago, while some of the folk were hunting peaceably in the Wild-wood and thinking no evil, they were fallen upon of set purpose by a host of men-at-arms, and nought would serve but mere battle for dear life, so that many of our neighbours were hurt, and three slain outright; and now mark this, that those who there fell upon our folk were clad and armed even as the two felons that slew Wood-grey, and moreover were like them in aspect of body.  Now stand forth Hall-face my son, and answer to my questions in a loud voice, so that all may hear thee.’

So Hall-face stood forth, clad in gleaming war-gear, with an axe over his shoulder, and seemed a doughty warrior.  And Iron-face said to him:

‘Tell me, son, those whom ye met in the wood, and of whom ye brought home two captives, how much like were they to the murder-carles at Wood-grey’s?’

Said Hall-face: ‘As like as peas out of the same cod, and to our eyes all those whom we saw in the wood might have been sons of one father and one mother, so much alike were they.’

‘Yea,’ said the Alderman; ‘now tell me how many by thy deeming fell upon you in the wood?’

Said Hall-face: ‘We deemed that if they were any less than threescore, they were little less.’

‘Great was the odds,’ said the Alderman.  ‘Or how many were ye?’

‘One score and seven,’ said Hall-face.

Said the Alderman: ‘And yet ye escaped with life all save those three?’

Hall-face said: ‘I deem that scarce one should have come back alive, had it not been that as we fought came a noise like the howling of wolves, and thereat the foemen turned and fled, and there followed on the fleers tall men clad in sheep-brown raiment, who smote them down as they fled.’

‘Here then is the story, neighbours,’ said the Alderman, ‘and ye may see thereby that if those slayers of Wood-grey were outcast, their band is a great one; but it seemeth rather that they were men of a folk whose craft it is to rob with the armed hand, and to slay the robbed; and that they are now gathering on our borders for war.  Yet, moreover, they have foemen in the woods who should be fellows-in-arms of us.  How sayest thou, Stone-face?  Thou art old, and hast seen many wars in the Dale, and knowest the Wild-wood to its innermost.

‘Alderman,’ said Stone-face, ‘and ye neighbours of the Dale, maybe these foes whom ye have met are not of the race of man, but are trolls and wood-wights.  Now if they be trolls it is ill, for then is the world growing worser, and the wood shall be right perilous for those who needs must fare therein.  Yet if they be men it is a worse matter; for the trolls would not come out of the waste into the sunlight of the Dale.  But these foes, if they be men, are lusting after our fair Dale to eat it up, and it is most like that they are gathering a huge host to fall upon us at home.  Such things I have heard of when I was young, and the aspect of the evil men who overran the kindreds of old time, according to all tales and lays that I have heard, is even such as the aspect of those whom we have seen of late.  As to those wolves who saved the neighbours and chased their foemen, there is one here who belike knoweth more of all this than we do, and that, O Alderman, is thy son whom I have fostered, Face-of-god to wit.  Bid him answer to thy questioning, and tell us what he hath seen and heard of late; then shall we verily know the whole story as far as it can be known.’

Then men pressed round, and were eager to hear what Face-of-god would be saying.  But or ever the Alderman could begin to question him, the throng was cloven by new-comers, and these were the men who had been sent to bring home the corpses of the Dusky Men: so they had cast loaded hooks into the Weltering Water, and had dragged up him whom Face-of-god had shoved into the eddy, and who had sunk like a stone just where he fell, and now they were bringing him on a bier along with him who had been slain a-land.  They were set down in the place before the Alderman, and men who had not seen them before looked eagerly on them that they might behold the aspect of their foemen; and nought lovely were they to look on; for the drowned man was already bleached and swollen with the water, and the other, his face was all wryed and twisted with that spear-thrust in the mouth.

Then the Alderman said: ‘I would question my son Face-of-god.  Let him stand forth!’

And therewith he smiled merrily in his son’s face, for he was standing right in front of him; and he said:

‘Ask of me, Alderman, and I will answer.’

‘Kinsman,’ said Iron-face, ‘look at these two dead men, and tell me, if thou hast seen any such besides those two murder-carles who were slain at Carlstead; or if thou knowest aught of their folk?’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Yesterday I saw six others like to these both in array and of body, and three of them I slew, for we were in battle with them early in the morning.’

There was a murmur of joy at this word, since all men took these felons for deadly foemen; but Iron-face said: ‘What meanest thou by “we”?’

‘I and the men who had guested me overnight,’ said Face-of-god, ‘and they slew the other three; or rather a woman of them slew the felons.’

‘Valiant she was; all good go with her hand!’ said the Alderman.  ‘But what be these people, and where do they dwell?’

Said Face-of-god: ‘As to what they are, they are of the kindred of the Gods and the Fathers, valiant men, and guest-cherishing: rich have they been, and now are poor: and their poverty cometh of these same felons, who mastered them by numbers not to be withstood.  As to where they dwell: when I say the name of their dwelling-place men mock at me, as if I named some valley in the moon: yet came I to Burgdale thence in one day across the mountain-necks led by sure guides, and I tell thee that the name of their abode is Shadowy Vale.’

‘Yea,’ said Iron-face, ‘knoweth any man here of Shadowy Vale, or where it is?’

None answered for a while; but there was an old man who was sitting on the shafts of a wain on the outskirts of the throng, and when he heard this word he asked his neighbour what the Alderman was saying, and he told him.  Then said that elder:

‘Give me place; for I have a word to say hereon.’  Therewith he arose, and made his way to the front of the ring of men, and said: ‘Alderman, thou knowest me?’

‘Yea,’ said Iron-face, ‘thou art called the Fiddle, because of thy sweet speech and thy minstrelsy; whereof I mind me well in the time when I was young and thou no longer young.’

‘So it is,’ said the Fiddle.  ‘Now hearken!  When I was very young I heard of a vale lying far away across the mountain-necks; a vale where the sun shone never in winter and scantily in summer; for my sworn foster-brother, Fight-fain, a bold man and a great hunter, had happened upon it; and on a day in full midsummer he brought me thither; and even now I see the Vale before me as in a picture; a marvellous place, well grassed, treeless, narrow, betwixt great cliff-walls of black stone, with a green river running through it towards a yawning gap and a huge force.  Amidst that Vale was a doom-ring of black stones, and nigh thereto a feast-hall well builded of the like stones, over whose door was carven the image of a wolf with red gaping jaws, and within it (for we entered into it) were stone benches on the daïs.  Thence we came away, and thither again we went in late autumn, and so dusk and cold it was at that season, that we knew not what to call it save the valley of deep shade.  But its real name we never knew; for there was no man there to give us a name or tell us any tale thereof; but all was waste there; the wimbrel laughed across its water, the raven croaked from its crags, the eagle screamed over it, and the voices of its waters never ceased; and thus we left it.  So the seasons passed, and we went thither no more: for Fight-fain died, and without him wandering over the waste was irksome to me; so never have I seen that valley again, or heard men tell thereof.

‘Now, neighbours, have I told you of a valley which seemeth to be Shadowy Vale; and this is true and no made-up story.’

The Alderman nodded kindly to him, and then said to Face-of-god: ‘Kinsman, is this word according with what thou knowest of Shadowy Vale?’

‘Yea, on all points,’ said Face-of-god; ‘he hath put before me a picture of the valley.  And whereas he saith, that in his youth it was waste, this also goeth with my knowledge thereof.  For once was it peopled, and then was waste, and now again is it peopled.’

‘Tell us then more of the folk thereof,’ said the Alderman; ‘are they many?’

‘Nay,’ said Face-of-god, ‘they are not.  How might they be many, dwelling in that narrow Vale amid the wastes?  But they are valiant, both men and women, and strong and well-liking.  Once they dwelt in a fair dale called Silver-dale, the name whereof will be to you as a name in a lay; and there were they wealthy and happy.  Then fell upon them this murderous Folk, whom they call the Dusky Men; and they fought and were overcome, and many of them were slain, and many enthralled, and the remnant of them escaped through the passes of the mountains and came back to dwell in Shadowy Vale, where their forefathers had dwelt long and long ago; and this overthrow befell them ten years agone.  But now their old foemen have broken out from Silver-dale and have taken to scouring the wood seeking prey; so they fall upon these Dusky Men as occasion serves, and slay them without pity, as if they were adders or evil dragons; and indeed they be worse.  And these valiant men know for certain that their foemen are now of mind to fall upon this Dale and destroy it, as they have done with others nigher to them.  And they will slay our men, and lie with our women against their will, and enthrall our children, and torment all those that lie under their hands till life shall be worse than death to them.  Therefore, O Alderman and Wardens, and ye neighbours all, it behoveth you to take counsel what we shall do, and that speedily.’

There was again a murmur, as of men nothing daunted, but intent on taking some way through the coming trouble.  But no man said aught till the Alderman spake:

‘When didst thou first happen upon this Earl-folk, son?’

‘Late last autumn,’ said Face-of-god.

Said Iron-face: ‘Then mightest thou have told us of this tale before.’

‘Yea,’ said his son, ‘but I knew it not, or but little of it, till two days agone.  In the autumn I wandered in the woodland, and on the fell I happened on a few of this folk dwelling in a booth by the pine-wood; and they were kind and guest-fain with me, and gave me meat and drink and lodging, and bade me come to Shadowy Vale in the spring, when I should know more of them.  And that was I fain of; for they are wise and goodly men.  But I deemed no more of those that I saw there save as men who had been outlawed by their own folk for deeds that were unlawful belike, but not shameful, and were biding their time of return, and were living as they might meanwhile.  But of the whole Folk and their foemen knew I no more than ye did, till two days agone, when I met them again in Shadowy Vale.  Also I think before long ye shall see their chieftain in Burgstead, for he hath a word for us.  Lastly, my mind it is that those brown-clad men who helped Hall-face and his company in the wood were nought but men of this Earl-kin seeking their foemen; for indeed they told me that they had come upon a battle in the woodland wherein they had slain their foemen.  Now have I told you all that ye need to know concerning these matters.’

Again was there silence as Iron-face sat pondering a question for his son; then a goodman of the Upper Dale, Gritgarth to wit, spake and said:

‘Gold-mane mine, tell us how many is this folk; I mean their fighting-men?’

‘Well asked, neighbour,’ said Iron-face.

Said Face-of-god: ‘Their fighting-men of full age may be five score; but besides that there shall be some two or three score of women that will fight, whoever says them nay; and many of these are little worse in the field than men; or no worse, for they shoot well in the bow.  Moreover, there will be a full score of swains not yet twenty winters old whom ye may not hinder to fight if anything is a-doing.’

‘This is no great host,’ said the Alderman; ‘yet if they deem there is little to lose by fighting, and nought to gain by sitting still, they may go far in winning their desire; and that more especially if they may draw into their quarrel some other valiant Folk more in number than they be.  I marvel not, though, they were kind to thee, son Gold-mane, if they knew who thou wert.’

‘They knew it,’ said Face-of-god.

‘Neighbours,’ said the Alderman, ‘have ye any rede hereon, and aught to say to back your rede?’

Then spake the Fiddle: ‘As ye know and may see, I am now very old, and, as the word goes, unmeet for battle: yet might I get me to the field, either on mine own legs or on the legs of some four-foot beast, I would strike, if it were but one stroke, on these pests of the earth.  And, Alderman, meseemeth we shall do amiss if we bid not the Earl-folk of Shadowy Vale to be our fellows in arms in this adventure.  For look you, how few soever they be, they will be sure to know the ways of our foemen, and the mountain passes, and the surest and nighest roads across the necks and the mires of the waste; and though they be not a host, yet shall they be worth a host to us?’

When men heard his words they shouted for joy of them; for hatred of the Dusky Men who should so mar their happy life in the Dale was growing up in them, and the more that hatred waxed, the more waxed their love of those valiant ones.

Now Red-coat of Waterless spake again: he was a big man, both tall and broad, ruddy-faced and red-haired, some forty winters old.  He said:

‘Life hath been well with us of the Lower Dale, and we deem that we have much to lose in losing it.  Yet ill would the bargain be to buy life with thralldom: we have been over-merry hitherto for that.  Therefore I say, to battle!  And as to these men, these well-wishers of Face-of-god, if they also are minded for battle with our foes, we were fools indeed if we did not join them to our company, were they but one score instead of six.’

Men shouted again, and they said that Red-coat had spoken well.  Then one after other the goodmen of the Dale came and gave their word for fellowship in arms with the Men of Shadowy Vale, if there were such as Face-of-god had said, which they doubted not; and amongst them that spake were Fox of Nethertown, and Warwell, and Gritgarth, and Bearswain, and Warcliff, and Hart of Highcliff, and Worm of Willowholm, and Bullsbane, and Highneb of the Marsh: all these were stout men-at-arms and men of good counsel.

Last of all the Alderman spake and said:

‘As to the war, that must we needs meet if all be sooth that we have heard, and I doubt it not.

‘Now therefore let us look to it like wise men while time yet serves.  Ye shall know that the muster of the Dalesmen will bring under shield eight long hundreds of men well-armed, and of the Shepherd-Folk four hundreds, and of the Woodlanders two hundreds; and this is a goodly host if it be well ordered and wisely led.  Now am I your Alderman and your Doomster, and I can heave up a sword as well as another maybe, nor do I think that I shall blench in the battle; yet I misdoubt me that I am no leader or orderer of men-of-war: therefore ye will do wisely to choose a wiser man-at-arms than I be for your War-leader; and if at the Great Folk-mote, when all the Houses and Kindreds are gathered, men yeasay your choosing, then let him abide; but if they naysay it, let him give place to another.  For time presses.  Will ye so choose?’

‘Yea, yea!’ cried all men.

‘Good is that, neighbours,’ said the Alderman.  ‘Whom will ye have for War-leader?  Consider well.’

Short was their rede, for every man opened his mouth and cried out ‘Face-of-god!’  Then said the Alderman:

‘The man is young and untried; yet though he is so near akin to me, I will say that ye will do wisely to take him; for he is both deft of his hands and brisk; and moreover, of this matter he knoweth more than all we together.  Now therefore I declare him your War-leader till the time of the Great Folk-mote.’

Then all men shouted with great glee and clashed their weapons; but some few put their heads together and spake apart a little while, and then one of them, Red-coat of Waterless to wit, came forward and said: ‘Alderman, some of us deem it good that Stone-face, the old man wise in war and in the ways of the Wood, should be named as a counsellor to the War-leader; and Hall-face, a very brisk and strong young man, to be his right hand and sword-bearer.’

‘Good is that,’ said Iron-face.  ‘Neighbours, will ye have it so?’  This also they yeasaid without delay, and the Alderman declared Stone-face and Hall-face the helpers of Face-of-god in this business.  Then he said:

‘If any hath aught to say concerning what is best to be done at once, it were good that he said it now before all and not to murmur and grudge hereafter.’

None spake save the Fiddle, who said: ‘Alderman and War-leader, one thing would I say: that if these foemen are anywise akin to those overrunners of the Folks of whom the tales went in my youth (for I also as well as Stone-face mind me well of those tales concerning them), it shall not avail us to sit still and await their onset.  For then may they not be withstood, when they have gathered head and burst out and over the folk that have been happy, even as the waters that overtop a dyke and cover with their muddy ruin the deep green grass and the flower-buds of spring.  Therefore my rede is, as soon as may be to go seek these folk in the woodland and wheresoever else they may be wandering.  What sayest thou, Face-of-god?’

‘My rede is as thine,’ said he; ‘and to begin with, I do now call upon ten tens of good men to meet me in arms at the beginning of Wildlake’s Way to-morrow morning at daybreak; and I bid my brother Hall-face to summon such as are most meet thereto.  For this I deem good, that we scour the wood daily at present till we hear fresh tidings from them of Shadowy Vale, who are nigher than we to the foemen.  Now, neighbours, are ye ready to meet me?’

Then all shouted, ‘Yea, we will go, we will go!’

Said the Alderman: ‘Now have we made provision for the war in that which is nearest to our hands.  Yet have we to deal with the matter of the fellowship with the Folk whom Face-of-god hath seen.  This is a matter for thee, son, at least till the Great Folk-mote is holden.  Tell me then, shall we send a messenger to Shadowy Vale to speak with this folk, or shall we abide the chieftain’s coming?’

‘By my rede,’ said Face-of-god, ‘we shall abide his coming: for first, though I might well make my way thither, I doubt if I could give any the bearings, so that he could come there without me; and belike I am needed at home, since I am become War-leader.  Moreover, when your messenger cometh to Shadowy Vale, he may well chance to find neither the chieftain there, nor the best of his men; for whiles are they here, and whiles there, as they wend following after the Dusky Men.’

‘It is well, son,’ said the Alderman, ‘let it be as thou sayest: soothly this matter must needs be brought before the Great Folk-mote.  Now will I ask if any other hath any word to say, or any rede to give before this Gate-thing sundereth?’

But no man came forward, and all men seemed well content and of good heart; and it was now well past noontide.






  








CHAPTER XXVI.  THE ENDING OF THE GATE-THING.
 

But just as the Alderman was on the point of rising to declare the breaking-up of the Thing, there came a stir in the throng and it opened, and a warrior came forth into the innermost of the ring of men, arrayed in goodly glittering War-gear; clad in such wise that a tunicle of precious gold-wrought web covered the hauberk all but the sleeves thereof, and the hem of it beset with blue mountain-stones smote against the ankles and well-nigh touched the feet, shod with sandals gold-embroidered and gemmed.  This warrior bore a goodly gilded helm on the head, and held in hand a spear with gold-garlanded shaft, and was girt with a sword whose hilts and scabbard both were adorned with gold and gems: beardless, smooth-cheeked, exceeding fair of face was the warrior, but pale and somewhat haggard-eyed: and those who were nearby beheld and wondered; for they saw that there was come the Bride arrayed for war and battle, as if she were a messenger from the House of the Gods, and the Burg that endureth for ever.

Then she fell to speech in a voice which at first was somewhat hoarse and broken, but cleared as she went on, and she said:

‘There sittest thou, O Alderman of Burgdale!  Is Face-of-god thy son anywhere nigh, so that he can hear me?’

But Iron-face wondered at her word, and said: ‘He is beside thee, as he should be.’  For indeed Face-of-god was touching her, shoulder to shoulder.  But she looked not to the right hand nor the left, but said:

‘Hearken, Iron-face!  Chief of the House of the Face, Alderman of the Dale, and ye also, neighbours and goodmen of the Dale: I am a woman called the Bride, of the House of the Steer, and ye have heard that I have plighted my troth to Face-of-god to wed with him, to love him, and lie in his bed.  But it is not so: we are not troth-plight; nor will I wed with him, nor any other, but will wend with you to the war, and play my part therein according to what might is in me; nor will I be worser than the wives of Shadowy Vale.’

Face-of-god heard her words with no change of countenance; but Iron-face reddened over all his face, and stared at her, and knit his brows and said:

‘Maiden, what are these words?  What have we done to thee?  Have I not been to thee as a father, and loved thee dearly?  Is not my son goodly and manly and deft in arms?  Hath it not ever been the wont of the House of the Face to wed in the House of the Steer? and in these two Houses there hath never yet been a goodlier man and a lovelier maiden than are ye two.  What have we done then?’

‘Ye have done nought against me,’ she said, ‘and all that thou sayest is sooth; yet will I not wed with Face-of-god.’

Yet fiercer waxed the face of the Alderman, and he said in a loud voice:

‘But how if I tell thee that I will speak with thy kindred of the Steer, and thou shalt do after my bidding whether thou wilt or whether thou wilt not?’

‘And how will ye compel me thereto?’ she said.  ‘Are there thralls in the Dale?  Or will ye make me an outlaw?  Who shall heed it?  Or I shall betake me to Shadowy Vale and become one of their warrior-maidens.’

Now was the Alderman’s face changing from red to white, and belike he forgat the Thing, and what he was doing there, and he cried out:

‘This is an evil day, and who shall help me?  Thou, Face-of-god, what hast thou to say?  Wilt thou let this woman go without a word?  What hath bewitched thee?’

But never a word spake his son, but stood looking straight forward, cold and calm by seeming.  Then turned Iron-face again to the Bride, and said in a softer voice:

‘Tell me, maiden, whom I erst called daughter, what hath befallen, that thou wilt leave my son; thou who wert once so kind and loving to him; whose hand was always seeking his, whose eyes were ever following his; who wouldst go where he bade, and come when he called.  What hath betid that ye have cast him out, and flee from our House?’

She flushed red beneath her helm and said:

‘There is war in the land, and I have seen it coming, and that things shall change around us.  I have looked about me and seen men happy and women content, and children weary for mere mirth and joy.  And I have thought, in a day, or two days or three, all this shall be changed, and the women shall be, some anxious and wearied with waiting, some casting all hope away; and the men, some shall come back to the garth no more, and some shall come back maimed and useless, and there shall be loss of friends and fellows, and mirth departed, and dull days and empty hours, and the children wandering about marvelling at the sorrow of the house.  All this I saw before me, and grief and pain and wounding and death; and I said: Shall I be any better than the worst of the folk that loveth me?  Nay, this shall never be; and since I have learned to be deft with mine hands in all the play of war, and that I am as strong as many a man, and as hardy-hearted as any, I will give myself to the Warrior and the God of the Face; and the battle-field shall be my home, and the after-grief of the fight my banquet and holiday, that I may bear the burden of my people, in the battle and out of it; and know every sorrow that the Dale hath; and cast aside as a grievous and ugly thing the bed of the warrior that the maiden desires, and the toying of lips and hands and soft words of desire, and all the joy that dwelleth in the Castle of Love and the Garden thereof; while the world outside is sick and sorry, and the fields lie waste and the harvest burneth.  Even so have I sworn, even so will I do.’

Her eyes glittered and her cheek was flushed, and her voice was clear and ringing now; and when she ended there arose a murmur of praise from the men round about her.  But Iron-face said coldly:

‘These are great words; but I know not what they mean.  If thou wilt to the field and fight among the carles (and that I would not naysay, for it hath oft been done and praised aforetime), why shouldest thou not go side by side with Face-of-god and as his plighted maiden?’

The light which the sweetness of speech had brought into her face had died out of it now, and she looked weary and hapless as she answered him slowly:

‘I will not wed with Face-of-god, but will fare afield as a virgin of war, as I have sworn to the Warrior.’

Then waxed Iron-face exceeding wroth, and he rose up before all men and cried loudly and fiercely:

‘There is some lie abroad, that windeth about us as the gossamers in the lanes of an autumn morning.’

And therewith he strode up to Face-of-god as though he had nought to do with the Thing; and he stood before him and cried out at him while all men wondered:

‘Thou! what hast thou done to turn this maiden’s heart to stone?  Who is it that is devising guile with thee to throw aside this worthy wedding in a worthy House, with whom our sons are ever wont to wed?  Speak, tell the tale!’

But Face-of-god held his peace and stood calm and proud before all men.

Then the blood mounted to Iron-face’s head, and he forgat folk and kindred and the war to come, and he cried so that all the place rang with the words of his anger:

‘Thou dastard!  I see thee now; it is thou that hast done this, and not the maiden; and now thou hast made her bear a double burden, and set her on to speak for thee, whilst thou standest by saying nought, and wilt take no scruple’s weight of her shame upon thee!’

But his son spake never a word, and Iron-face cried: ‘Out on thee!  I know thee now, and why thou wouldest not to the West-land last winter.  I am no fool; I know thee.  Where hast thou hidden the stranger woman?’

Therewith he drew forth his sword and hove it aloft as if to hew down Face-of-god, who spake not nor flinched nor raised a hand from his side.  But the Bride threw herself in front of Gold-mane, while there arose an angry cry of ‘The Peace of the Holy Thing!  Peace-breaking, peace-breaking!’ and some cried, ‘For the War-leader, the War-leader!’ and as men could for the press they drew forth their swords, and there was tumult and noise all over the Thing-stead.

But Stone-face caught hold of the Alderman’s right arm and dragged down the sword, and the big carle, Red-coat of Waterless, came up behind him and cast his arms about his middle and drew him back; and presently he looked around him, and slowly sheathed his sword, and went back to his place and sat him down; and in a little while the noise abated and swords were sheathed, and men waxed quiet again, and the Alderman arose and said in a loud voice, but in the wonted way of the head man of the Thing:

‘Here hath been trouble in the Holy Thing; a violent man hath troubled it, and drawn sword on a neighbour; will the neighbours give the dooming hereof into the hands of the Alderman?’

Now all knew Iron-face, and they cried out, ‘That will we.’  So he spake again:

‘I doom the troubler of the Peace of the Holy Thing to pay a fine, to wit double the blood-wite that would be duly paid for a full-grown freeman of the kindreds.’

Then the cry went up and men yeasaid his doom, and all said that it was well and fairly doomed; and Iron-face sat still.

But Stone-face stood forth and said:

‘Here have been wild words in the air; and dreams have taken shape and come amongst us, and have bewitched us, so that friends and kin have wrangled.  And meseemeth that this is through the wizardry of these felons, who, even dead as they are, have cast spells over us.  Good it were to cast them into the Death Tarn, and then to get to our work; for there is much to do.’

All men yeasaid that; and Forkbeard of Lea went with those who had borne the corpses thither to cast them into the black pool.

But the Fiddle spake and said:

‘Stone-face sayeth sooth.  O Alderman, thou art no young man, yet am I old enough to be thy father; so will I give thee a rede, and say this: Face-of-god thy son is no liar or dastard or beguiler, but he is a young man and exceeding goodly of fashion, well-spoken and kind; so that few women may look on him and hear him without desiring his kindness and love, and to such men as this many things happen.  Moreover, he hath now become our captain, and is a deft warrior with his hands, and as I deem, a sober and careful leader of men; therefore we need him and his courage and his skill of leading.  So rage not against him as if he had done an ill deed not to be forgiven — whatever he hath done, whereof we know not — for life is long before him, and most like we shall still have to thank him for many good deeds towards us.  As for the maiden, she is both lovely and wise.  She hath a sorrow at her heart, and we deem that we know what it is.  Yet hath she not lied when she said that she would bear the burden of the griefs of the people.  Even so shall she do; and whether she will, or whether she will not, that shall heal her own griefs.  For to-morrow is a new day.  Therefore, if thou do after my rede, thou wilt not meddle betwixt these twain, but wilt remember all that we have to do, and that war is coming upon us.  And when that is over, we shall turn round and behold each other, and see that we are not wholly what we were before; and then shall that which were hard to forgive, be forgotten, and that which is remembered be easy to forgive.’

So he spake; and Iron-face sat still and put his left hand to his beard as one who pondereth; but the Bride looked in the face of the old man the Fiddle, and then she turned and looked at Gold-mane, and her face softened, and she stood before the Alderman, and bent down before him and held out both her hands to him the palms upward.  Then she said: ‘Thou hast been wroth with me, and I marvel not; for thy hope, and the hope which we all had, hath deceived thee.  But kind indeed hast thou been to me ere now: therefore I pray thee take it not amiss if I call to thy mind the oath which thou swearedst on the Holy Boar last Yule, that thou wouldst not gainsay the prayer of any man if thou couldest perform it; therefore I bid thee naysay not mine: and that is, that thou wilt ask me no more about this matter, but wilt suffer me to fare afield like any swain of the Dale, and to deal so with my folk that they shall not hinder me.  Also I pray thee that thou wilt put no shame upon Face-of-god my playmate and my kinsman, nor show thine anger to him openly, even if for a little while thy love for him be abated.  No more than this will I ask of thee.’

All men who heard her were moved to the heart by her kindness and the sweetness of her voice, which was like to the robin singing suddenly on a frosty morning of early winter.  But as for Gold-mane, his heart was smitten sorely by it, and her sorrow and her friendliness grieved him out of measure.

But Iron-face answered after a little while, speaking slowly and hoarsely, and with the shame yet clinging to him of a man who has been wroth and has speedily let his wrath run off him.  So he said:

‘It is well, my daughter.  I have no will to forswear myself; nor hast thou asked me a thing which is over-hard.  Yet indeed I would that to-day were yesterday, or that many days were worn away.’

Then he stood up and cried in a loud voice over the throng:

‘Let none forget the muster; but hold him ready against the time that the Warden shall come to him.  Let all men obey the War-leader, Face-of-god, without question or delay.  As to the fine of the peace-breaker, it shall be laid on the altar of the God at the Great Folk-mote.  Herewith is the Thing broken up.’

Then all men shouted and clashed their weapons, and so sundered, and went about their business.

And the talk of men it was that the breaking of the troth-plight between those twain was ill; for they loved Face-of-god, and as for the Bride they deemed her the Dearest of the kindreds and the Jewel of the Folk, and as if she were the fairest and the kindest of all the Gods.  Neither did the wrath of Iron-face mislike any; but they said he had done well and manly both to be wroth and to let his wrath run off him.  As to the war which was to come, they kept a good heart about it, and deemed it as a game to be played, wherein they might show themselves deft and valiant, and so get back to their merry life again.

So wore the day through afternoon to even and night.






  








CHAPTER XXVII.  FACE-OF-GOD LEADETH A BAND THROUGH THE WOOD.
 

Next morning tryst was held faithfully, and an hundred and a half were gathered together on Wildlake’s Way; and Face-of-god ordered them into three companies.  He made Hall-face leader over the first one, and bade him hold on his way northward, and then to make for Boars-bait and see if he should meet with anything thereabout where the battle had been.  Red-coat of Waterless he made captain of the second band; and he had it in charge to wend eastward along the edge of the Dale, and not to go deep into the wood, but to go as far as he might within the time appointed, toward the Mountains.  Furthermore, he bade both Hall-face and Red-coat to bring their bands back to Wildlake’s Way by the morrow at sunset, where other goodmen should be come to take the places of their men; and then if he and his company were back again, he would bid them further what to do; but if not, as seemed likely, then Hall-face’s band to go west toward the Shepherd country half a day’s journey, and so back, and Red-coat’s east along the Dale’s lip again for the like time, and then back, so that there might be a constant watch and ward of the Dale kept against the Felons.

All being ordered Gold-mane led his own company north-east through the thick wood, thinking that he might so fare as to come nigh to Silver-dale, or at least to hear tidings thereof.  This intent he told to Stone-face, but the old man shook his head and said:

‘Good is this if it may be done; but it is not for everyone to go down to Hell in his lifetime and come back safe with a tale thereof.  However, whither thou wilt lead, thither will I follow, though assured death waylayeth us.’

And the old carle was joyous and proud to be on this adventure, and said, that it was good indeed that his foster-son had with him a man well stricken in years, who had both seen many things, and learned many, and had good rede to give to valiant men.

So they went on their ways, and fared very warily when they were gotten beyond those parts of the wood which they knew well.  By this time they were strung out in a long line; and they noted their road carefully, blazing the trees on either side when there were trees, and piling up little stone-heaps where the trees failed them.  For Stone-face said that oft it befell men amidst the thicket and the waste to be misled by wights that begrudged men their lives, so that they went round and round in a ring which they might not depart from till they died; and no man doubted his word herein.

All day they went, and met no foe, nay, no man at all; nought but the wild things of the wood; and that day the wood changed little about them from mile to mile.  There were many thickets across their road which they had to go round about; so that to the crow flying over the tree-tops the journey had not been long to the place where night came upon them, and where they had to make the wood their bedchamber.

That night they lighted no fire, but ate such cold victual as they might carry with them; nor had they shot any venison, since they had with them more than enough; they made little noise or stir therefore and fell asleep when they had set the watch.

On the morrow they arose betimes, and broke their fast and went their ways till noon: by then the wood had thinned somewhat, and there was little underwood betwixt the scrubby oak and ash which were pretty nigh all the trees about: the ground also was broken, and here and there rocky, and they went into and out of rough little dales, most of which had in them a brook of water running west and southwest; and now Face-of-god led his men somewhat more easterly; and still for some while they met no man.

At last, about four hours after noon, when they were going less warily, because they had hitherto come across nothing to hinder them, rising over the brow of a somewhat steep ridge, they saw down in the valley below them a half score of men sitting by the brook-side eating and drinking, their weapons lying beside them, and along with them stood a woman with her hands tied behind her back.

They saw at once that these men were of the Felons, so they that had their bows bent, loosed at them without more ado, while the others ran in upon them with sword and spear.  The felons leapt up and ran scattering down the dale, such of them as were not smitten by the shafts; but he who was nighest to the woman, ere he ran, turned and caught up a sword from the ground and thrust it through her, and the next moment fell across the brook with an arrow in his back.

No one of the felons was nimble enough to escape from the fleet-foot hunters of Burgdale, and they were all slain there to the number of eleven.

But when they came back to the woman to tend her, she breathed her last in their hands: she was a young and fair woman, black-haired and dark-eyed.  She had on her body a gown of rich web, but nought else: she had been bruised and sore mishandled, and the Burgdale carles wept for pity of her, and for wrath, as they straightened her limbs on the turf of the little valley.  They let her lie there a little, whilst they searched round about, lest there should be any other poor soul needing their help, or any felon lurking thereby; but they found nought else save a bundle wherein was another rich gown and divers woman’s gear, and sundry rings and jewels, and therewithal the weapons and war-gear of a knight, delicately wrought after the Westland fashion: these seemed to them to betoken other foul deeds of these murder-carles.  So when they had abided a while, they laid the dead woman in mould by the brook-side, and buried with her the other woman’s attire and the knight’s gear, all but his sword and shield, which they had away with them: then they cast the carcasses of the felons into the brake, but brought away their weapons and the silver rings from their arms, which they wore like all the others of them whom they had fallen in with; and so went on their way to the north-east, full of wrath against those dastards of the Earth.

It was hard on sunset when they left the valley of murder, and they went no long way thence before they must needs make stay for the night; and when they had arrayed their sleeping-stead the moon was up, and they saw that before them lay the close wood again, for they had made their lair on the top of a little ridge.

There then they lay, and nought stirred them in the night, and betimes on the morrow they were afoot, and entered the abovesaid thicket, wherein two of them, keen hunters, had been aforetime, but had not gone deep into it.  Through this wood they went all day toward the north-east, and met nought but the wild things therein.  At last, when it was near sunset, they came out of the thicket into a small plain, or shallow dale rather, with no great trees in it, but thorn-brakes here and there where the ground sank into hollows; a little river ran through the midst of it, and winded round about a height whose face toward the river went down sheer into the water, but away from it sank down in a long slope to where the thick wood began again: and this height or burg looked well-nigh west.

Thitherward they went; but as they were drawing nigh to the river, and were on the top of a bent above a bushy hollow between them and the water, they espied a man standing in the river near the bank, who saw them not, because he was stooping down intent on something in the bank or under it: so they gat them speedily down into the hollow without noise, that they might get some tidings of the man.

Then Face-of-god bade his men abide hidden under the bushes and stole forward quietly up the further bank of the hollow, his target on his arm and his spear poised.  When he was behind the last bush on the top of the bent he was within half a spear-cast of the water and the man; so he looked on him and saw that he was quite naked except for a clout about his middle.

Face-of-god saw at once that he was not one of the Dusky Men; he was a black-haired man, but white-skinned, and of fair stature, though not so tall as the Burgdale folk.  He was busied in tickling trouts, and just as Face-of-god came out from the bush into the westering sunlight, he threw up a fish on to the bank, and looked up therewithal, and beheld the weaponed man glittering, and uttered a cry, but fled not when he saw the spear poised for casting.

Then Face-of-god spake to him and said: ‘Come hither, Woodsman! we will not harm thee, but we desire speech of thee: and it will not avail thee to flee, since I have bowmen of the best in the hollow yonder.’

The man put forth his hands towards him as if praying him to forbear casting, and looked at him hard, and then came dripping from out the water, and seemed not greatly afeard; for he stooped down and picked up the trouts he had taken, and came towards Face-of-god stringing the last-caught one through the gills on to the withy whereon were the others: and Face-of-god saw that he was a goodly man of some thirty winters.

Then Face-of-god looked on him with friendly eyes and said:

‘Art thou a foemen? or wilt thou be helpful to us?’

He answered in the speech of the kindreds with the hoarse voice of a much weather-beaten man:

‘Thou seest, lord, that I am naked and unarmed.’

‘Yet may’st thou bewray us,’ said Face-of-god.  ‘What man art thou?’

Said the man: ‘I am the runaway thrall of evil men; I have fled from Rose-dale and the Dusky Men.  Hast thou the heart to hurt me?’

‘We are the foemen of the Dusky Men,’ said Face-of-God; ‘wilt thou help us against them?’

The man knit his brows and said: ‘Yea, if ye will give me your word not to suffer me to fall into their hands alive.  But whence art thou, to be so bold?’

Said Face-of-god: ‘We are of Burgdale; and I will swear to thee on the edge of the sword that thou shalt not fall alive into the hands of the Dusky Men.’

‘Of Burgdale have I heard,’ said the man; ‘and in sooth thou seemest not such a man as would bewray a hapless man.  But now had I best bring you to some lurking-place where ye shall not be easily found of these devils, who now oft-times scour the woods hereabout.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Come first and see my fellows; and then if thou thinkest we have need to hide, it is well.’

So the man went side by side with him towards their lair, and as they went Gold-mane noted marks of stripes on his back and sides, and said: ‘Sorely hast thou been mishandled, poor man!’

Then the man turned on him and said somewhat fiercely: ‘Said I not that I had been a thrall of the Dusky Men? how then should I have escaped tormenting and scourging, if I had been with them for but three days?’

As he spake they came about a thorn-bush, and there were the Burgdale men down in the hollow; and the man said: ‘Are these thy fellows?  Call to mind that thou hast sworn by the edge of the sword not to hurt me.’

‘Poor man!’ said Face-of-god; ‘these are thy friends, unless thou bewrayest us.’

Then he cried aloud to his folk: ‘Here is now a good hap! this is a runaway thrall of the Dusky Men; of him shall we hear tidings; so cherish him all ye may.’

So the carles thronged about him and bestirred themselves to help him, and one gave him his surcoat for a kirtle, and another cast a cloak about him; and they brought him meat and drink, such as they had ready to hand: and the man looked as if he scarce believed in all this, but deemed himself to be in a dream.  But presently he turned to Face-of-god and said:

‘Now I see so many men and weapons I deem that ye have no need to skulk in caves to-night, though I know of good ones: yet shall ye do well not to light a fire till moon-setting; for the flame ye may lightly hide, but the smoke may be seen from far aloof.’

But they bade him to meat, and he needed no second bidding but ate lustily, and they gave him wine, and he drank a great draught and sighed as for joy.  Then he said in a trembling voice, as though he feared a naysay:

‘If ye are from Burgdale ye shall be faring back again presently; and I pray you to take me with you.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Yea surely, friend, that will we do, and rejoice in thee.’

Then he drank another cup which Warcliff held out to him, and spake again: ‘Yet if ye would abide here till about noon to-morrow, or mayhappen a little later, I would bring other runaways to see you; and them also might ye take with you: ye may think when ye see them that ye shall have small gain of their company; for poor wretched folk they be, like to myself.  Yet since ye seek for tidings, herein might they do you more service than I; for amongst them are some who came out of the hapless Dale within this moon; and it is six months since I escaped.  Moreover, though they may look spent and outworn now, yet if ye give them a little rest, and feed them well, they shall yet do many a day’s work for you: and I tell you that if ye take them for thralls, and put collars on their necks, and use them no worse than a goodman useth his oxen and his asses, beating them not save when they are idle or at fault, it shall be to them as if they were come to heaven out of hell, and to such goodhap as they have not thought of, save in dreams, for many and many a day.  And thus I entreat you to do because ye seem to me to be happy and merciful men, who will not begrudge us this happiness.’

The carles of Burgdale listened eagerly to what he said, and they looked at him with great eyes and marvelled; and their hearts were moved with pity towards him; and Stone-face said:

‘Herein, O War-leader, need I give thee no rede, for thou mayst see clearly that all we deem that we should lose our manhood and become the dastards of the Warrior if we did not abide the coming of these poor men, and take them back to the Dale, and cherish them.’

‘Yea,’ said Wolf of Whitegarth, ‘and great thanks we owe to this man that he biddeth us this: for great will be the gain to us if we become so like the Gods that we may deliver the poor from misery.  Now must I needs think how they shall wonder when they come to Burgdale and find out how happy it is to dwell there.’

‘Surely,’ said Face-of-god, ‘thus shall we do, whatever cometh of it.  But, friend of the wood, as to thralls, there be none such in the Dale, but therein are all men friends and neighbours, and even so shall ye be.’

And he fell a-musing, when he bethought him of how little he had known of sorrow.

But that man, when he beheld the happy faces of the Burgdalers, and hearkened to their friendly voices, and understood what they said, and he also was become strong with the meat and drink, he bowed his head adown and wept a long while; and they meddled not with him, till he turned again to them and said:

‘Since ye are in arms, and seem to be seeking your foemen, I suppose ye wot that these tyrants and man-quellers will fall upon you in Burgdale ere the summer is well worn.’

‘So much we deem indeed,’ said Face-of-god, ‘but we were fain to hear the certainty of it, and how thou knowest thereof.’

Said the man: ‘It was six moons ago that I fled, as I have told you; and even then it was the common talk amongst our masters that there were fair dales to the south which they would overrun.  Man would say to man: We were over many in Silver-dale, and we needed more thralls, because those we had were lessening, and especially the women; now are we more at ease in Rose-dale, though we have sent thralls to Silver-dale; but yet we can bear no more men from thence to eat up our stock from us: let them fare south to the happy dales, and conquer them, and we will go with them and help therein, whether we come back to Rose-dale or no.  Such talk did I hear then with mine own ears: but some of those whom I shall bring to you to-morrow shall know better what is doing, since they have fled from Rose-dale but a few days.  Moreover, there is a man and a woman who have fled from Silver-dale itself, and are but a month from it, journeying all the time save when they must needs hide; and these say that their masters have got to know the way to Burgdale, and are minded for it before the winter, as I said; and nought else but the ways thither do they desire to know, since they have no fear.’

By then was night come, and though the moon was high in heaven, and lighted all that waste, the Burgdalers must needs light a fire for cooking their meat, whatsoever that woodsman might say; moreover, the night was cold and somewhat frosty.  A little before they had come to that place they had shot a fat buck and some smaller deer, but of other meat they had no great store, though there was wine enough.  So they lit their fire in the thickest of the thorn-bush to hide it all they might, and thereat they cooked their venison and the trouts which the runaway had taken, and they fell to, and ate and drank and were merry, making much of that poor man till him-seemed he was gotten into the company of the kindest of the Gods.

But when they were full, Face-of-god spake to him, and asked him his name; and he named himself Dallach; but said he: ‘Lord, this is according to the naming of men in Rose-dale before we were enthralled: but now what names have thralls?  Also I am not altogether of the blood of them of Rose-dale, but of better and more warrior-like kin.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Thou hast named Silver-dale; knowest thou it?’

Dallach answered: ‘I have never seen it.  It is far hence; in a week’s journey, making all diligence, and not being forced to hide and skulk like those runaways, ye shall come to the mouth thereof lying west, where its rock-walls fall off toward the plain.’

‘But,’ said Face-of-god, ‘is there no other way into that Dale?’

‘Nay, none that folk wot of,’ said Dallach, ‘except to bold cragsmen with their lives in their hands.’

‘Knowest thou aught of the affairs of Silver-dale?’ said Face-of-god.

Said Dallach: ‘Somewhat I know: we wot that but a few years ago there was a valiant folk dwelling therein, who were lords of the whole dale, and that they were vanquished by the Dusky Men: but whether they were all slain and enthralled we wot not; but we deem it otherwise.  As for me it is of their blood that I am partly come; for my father’s father came thence to settle in Rose-dale, and wedded a woman of the Dale, who was my father’s mother.’

‘When was it that ye fell under the Dusky Men?’ said Face-of-god.

Said Dallach: ‘It was five years ago.  They came into the Dale a great company, all in arms.’

‘Was there battle betwixt you?’ said Face-of-god.

‘Alas! not so,’ said Dallach.  ‘We were a happy folk there; but soft and delicate: for the Dale is exceeding fertile, and beareth wealth in abundance, both corn and oil and wine and fruit, and of beasts for man’s service the best that may be.  Would that there had been battle, and that I had died therein with those that had a heart to fight; and even so saith now every man, yea, every woman in the Dale.  But it was not so when the elders met in our Council-House on the day when the Dusky Men bade us pay them tribute and give them houses to dwell in and lands to live by.  Then had we weapons in our hands, but no hearts to use them.’

‘What befell then?’ said the goodman of Whitegarth.

Said Dallach: ‘Look ye to it, lords, that it befall not in Burgdale!  We gave them all they asked for, and deemed we had much left.  What befell, sayst thou?  We sat quiet; we went about our work in fear and trembling, for grim and hideous were they to look on.  At first they meddled not much with us, save to take from our houses what they would of meat and drink, or raiment, or plenishing.  And all this we deemed we might bear, and that we needed no more than to toil a little more each day so as to win somewhat more of wealth.  But soon we found that it would not be so; for they had no mind to till the teeming earth or work in the acres we had given them, or to sit at the loom, or hammer in the stithy, or do any manlike work; it was we that must do all that for their behoof, and it was altogether for them that we laboured, and nought for ourselves; and our bodies were only so much our own as they were needful to be kept alive for labour.  Herein were our tasks harder than the toil of any mules or asses, save for the younger and goodlier of the women, whom they would keep fair and delicate to be their bed-thralls.

‘Yet not even so were our bodies safe from their malice: for these men were not only tyrants, but fools and madmen.  Let alone that there were few days without stripes and torments to satiate their fury or their pleasure, so that in all streets and nigh any house might you hear wailing and screaming and groaning; but moreover, though a wise man would not willingly slay his own thrall any more than his own horse or ox, yet did these men so wax in folly and malice, that they would often hew at man or woman as they met them in the way from mere grimness of soul; and if they slew them it was well.  Thereof indeed came quarrels enough betwixt master and master, for they are much given to man-slaying amongst themselves: but what profit to us thereof?  Nay, if the dead man were a chieftain, then woe betide the thralls! for thereof must many an one be slain on his grave-mound to serve him on the hell-road.  To be short: we have heard of men who be fierce, and men who be grim; but these we may scarce believe us to be men at all, but trolls rather; and ill will it be if their race waxeth in the world.’

The Burgdale men hearkened with all their ears, and wondered that such things could befall; and they rejoiced at the work that lay before them, and their hearts rose high at the thought of battle in that behalf, and the fame that should come of it.  As for the runaway, they made so much of him that the man marvelled; for they dealt with him like a woman cherishing a son, and knew not how to be kind enough to him.






  








CHAPTER XXVIII.  THE MEN OF BURGDALE MEET THE RUNAWAYS.
 

Now ere the night was far spent, Dallach arose and said:

‘Kind folk, ye will presently be sleeping; but I bid you keep a good watch, and if ye will be ruled by me, ye will kindle no fire on the morrow, for the smoke riseth thick in the morning air, and is as a beacon.  As for me, I shall leave you here to rest, and I myself will fare on mine errand.’

They bade him sleep and rest him after so many toils and hardships, saying that they were not tied to an hour to be back in Burgdale; but he said: ‘Nay, the moon is high, and it is as good as daylight to me, who could find my way even by starlight; and your tarrying here is nowise safe.  Moreover, if I could find those folk and bring them part of the way by night and cloud it were well; for if we were taken again, burning quick would be the best death by which we should die.  As for me, now am I strong with meat and drink and hope; and when I come to Burgdale there will be time enough for resting and slumber.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Shall I not wend with thee to see these people and the lairs wherein they hide?’

The man smiled: ‘Nay, earl,’ said he, ‘that shall not be.  For wot ye what?  If they were to see me in company of a man-at-arms they would deem that I was bringing the foe upon them, and would flee, or mayhappen would fall upon us.  For as for me, when I saw thee, thou wert close anigh me, so I knew thee to be no Dusky Man; but they would see the glitter of thine arms from afar, and to them all weaponed men are foemen.  Thou, lord, knowest not the heart of a thrall, nor the fear and doubt that is in it.  Nay, I myself must cast off these clothes that ye have given me, and fare naked, lest they mistrust me.  Only I will take a spear in my hand, and sling a knife round my neck, if ye will give them to me; for if the worst happen, I will not be taken alive.’

Therewith he cast off his raiment, and they gave him the weapons and wished him good speed, and he went his way twixt moonlight and shadow; but the Burgdalers went to sleep when they had set a watch.

Early in the morning they awoke, and the sun was shining and the thrushes singing in the thorn-brake, and all seemed fair and peaceful, and a little haze still hung about the face of the burg over the river.  So they went down to the water and washed the night from off them; and thence the most part of them went back to their lair among the thorn-bushes: but four of them went up the dale into the oak-wood to shoot a buck, and five more they sent out to watch their skirts around them; and Face-of-god with old Stone-face went over a ford of the stream, and came on to the lower slope of the burg, and so went up it to the top.  Thence they looked about to see if aught were stirring, but they saw little save the waste and the wood, which on the north-east was thick of big trees stretching out a long way.  Their own lair was clear to see over its bank and the bushes thereof, and that misliked Face-of-god, lest any foe should climb the burg that day.  The morning was clear, and Face-of-god looking north-and-by-west deemed he saw smoke rising into the air over the tree-covered ridges that hid the further distance toward that aírt, though further east uphove the black shoulders of the Great that Waste and the snowy peaks behind them.  The said smoke was not such as cometh from one great fire, but was like a thin veil staining the pale blue sky, as when men are burning ling on the heath-side and it is seen aloof.

He showed that smoke to Stone-face, who smiled and said:

‘Now will they be lighting the cooking fires in Rose-dale: would I were there with a few hundreds of axes and staves at my back!’

‘Yea,’ said Face-of-god, smiling in his face, ‘but where I pray thee are these elves and wood-wights, that we meet them not?  Grim things there are in the woods, and things fair enough also: but meseemeth that the trolls and the elves of thy young years have been frighted away.’

Said Stone-face: ‘Maybe, foster-son; that hath been seen ere now, that when one race of man overrunneth the land inhabited by another, the wights and elves that love the vanquished are seen no more, or get them away far off into the outermost wilds, where few men ever come.’

‘Yea,’ said Face-of-god, ‘that may well be.  But deemest thou by that token that we shall be vanquished?’

‘As for us, I know not,’ said Stone-face; ‘but thy friends of Shadowy Vale have been vanquished.  Moreover, concerning these felons whom now we are hunting, are we all so sure that they be men?  Certain it is, that when I go into battle with them, I shall smite with no more pity than my sword, as if I were smiting things that may not feel the woes of man.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Yea, even so shall it be with me.  But what thinkest thou of these runaways?  Shall we have tidings of them, or shall Dallach bring the foe upon us?  It was for the sake of that question that I have clomb the burg: and that we might watch the land about us.’

‘Nay,’ said Stone-face, ‘I have seen many men, and I deem of Dallach that he is a true man.  I deem we shall soon have tidings of his fellows; and they may have seen the elves and wood-wights: I would fain ask them thereof, and am eager to see them.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘And I somewhat dread to see them, and their rags and their misery and the weals of their stripes.  It irked me to see Dallach when he first fell to his meat last night, how he ate like a dog for fear and famine.  How shall it be, moreover, when we have them in the Dale, and they fall to the deed of kind there, as they needs must.  Will they not bear us evil and thrall-like men?’

‘Maybe,’ said Stone-face, ‘and maybe not; for they have been thralls but for a little while: and I deem that in no long time shall ye see them much bettered by plenteous meat and rest.  And after all is said, this Dallach bore him like a valiant man; also it was valiant of him to flee; and of the others may ye say the like.  But look you! there are men going down yonder towards our lair: belike those shall be our guests, and there be no Dusky Men amongst them.  Come, let us home!’

So Face-of-god looked and beheld from the height of the burg shapes of men grey and colourless creeping toward the lair from sunshine to shadow, like wild creatures shy and fearful of the hunter, or so he deemed of them.

So he turned away, angry and sad of heart, and the twain went down the burg and across the water to their camp, having seen little to tell of from the height.

When they came to their campment there were their folk standing in a ring round about Dallach and the other runaways.  They made way for the War-leader and Stone-face, who came amongst them and beheld the Runaways, that they were many more than they looked to see; for they were of carles one score and three, and of women eighteen, all told save Dallach.  When they saw those twain come through the ring of men and perceived that they were chieftains, some of them fell down on their knees before them and held out their joined hands to them, and kissed the Burgdalers’ feet and the hems of their garments, while the tears streamed out of their eyes: some stood moving little and staring before them stupidly: and some kept glancing from face to face of the well-liking happy Burgdale carles, though for a while even their faces were sad and downcast at the sight of the poor men: some also kept murmuring one or two words in their country tongue, and Dallach told Face-of-god that these were crying out for victual.

It must be said of these poor folk that they were of divers conditions, and chiefly of three: and first there were seven of Rose-dale and five of Silver-dale late come to the wood (of these Silver-dalers Dallach had told but of two, for the other three were but just come).  Of these twelve were seven women, and all, save two of the women, were clad in one scanty kirtle or shirt only; for such was the wont of the Dusky Men with their thralls.  They had brought away weapons, and had amongst them six axes and a spear, and a sword, and five knives, and one man had a shield.

Yet though these were clad and armed, yet in some wise were they the worst of all; they were so timorous and cringing, and most of them heavy-eyed and sullen and down-looking.  Many of them had been grievously mishandled: one man had had his left hand smitten off; another was docked of three of his toes, and the gristle of his nose slit up; one was halt, and four had been ear-cropped, nor did any lack weals of whipping.  Of the Silver-dale new-comers the three men were the worst of all the Runaways, with wild wandering eyes, but sullen also, and cringing if any drew nigh, and would not look anyone in the face, save presently Face-of-god, on whom they were soon fond to fawn, as a dog on his master.  But the women who were with them, and who were well-nigh as timorous as the men, were those two gaily-dad ones, and they were soft-handed and white-skinned, save for the last days of weather in the wood; for they had been bed-thralls of the Dusky Men.

Such were the new-comers to the wood.  But others had been, like Dallach, months therein; it may be said that there were eighteen of these, carles and queens together.  Little raiment they had amongst them, and some were all but stark naked, so that on these might well be seen as on Dallach the marks of old stripes, and of these also were there men who had been shorn of some member or other, and they were all burnt and blackened by the weather of the woodland; yet for all their nakedness, they bore themselves bolder and more manlike than the later comers, nor did they altogether lack weapons taken from their foemen, and most of them had some edge-tool or another.  Of these folk were four from Silver-dale, though Dallach knew it not.

Besides these were a half score and one who had been years in the wood instead of months; weather-beaten indeed were these, shaggy and rough-skinned like wild men of kind.  Some of them had made themselves skin breeches or clouts, some went stark naked; of weapons of the Dale had they few, but they bore bows of hazel or wych-elm strung with deer-gut, and shafts headed with flint stones; staves also of the same fashion, and great clubs of oak or holly: some of them also had made them targets of skin and willow-twigs, for these were the warriors of the Runaways: they had a few steel knives amongst them, but had mostly learned the craft of using sharp flints for knives: but four of these were women.

Three of these men were of the kindreds of the Wolf from Silver-dale, and had been in the wood for hard upon ten years, and wild as they were, and without hope of meeting their fellows again, they went proudly and boldly amongst the others, overtopping them by the head and more.  For the greater part of these men were somewhat short of stature, though by nature strong and stout of body.

It must be told that though Dallach had thus gotten all these many Runaways together, yet had they not been dwelling together as one folk; for they durst not, lest the Dusky Men should hear thereof and fall upon them, but they had kept themselves as best they could in caves and in brakes three together or two, or even faring alone as Dallach did: only as he was a strong and stout-hearted man, he went to and fro and wandered about more than the others, so that he foregathered with most of them and knew them.  He said also that he doubted not but that there were more Runaways in the wood, but these were all he could come at.  Divers who had fled had died from time to time, and some had been caught and cruelly slain by their masters.  They were none of them old; the oldest, said Dallach, scant of forty winters, though many from their aspect might have been old enough.

So Face-of-god looked and beheld all these poor people; and said to himself, that he might well have dreaded that sight.  For here was he brought face to face with the Sorrow of the Earth, whereof he had known nought heretofore, save it might be as a tale in a minstrel’s song.  And when he thought of the minutes that had made the hours, and the hours that had made the days that these men had passed through, his heart failed him, and he was dumb and might not speak, though he perceived that the men of Burgdale looked for speech from him; but he waved his hand to his folk, and they understood him, for they had heard Dallach say that some of them were crying for victual.  So they set to work and dighted for them such meat as they had, and they set them down on the grass and made themselves their carvers and serving-men, and bade them eat what they would of such as there was.  Yet, indeed, it grieved the Burgdalers again to note how these folk were driven to eat; for they themselves, though they were merry folk, were exceeding courteous at table, and of great observance of manners: whereas these poor Runaways ate, some of them like hungry dogs, and some hiding their meat as if they feared it should be taken from them, and some cowering over it like falcons, and scarce any with a manlike pleasure in their meal.  And, their eating over, the more part of them sat dull and mopish, and as if all things were forgotten for the time present.

Albeit presently Dallach bestirred him and said to Face-of-god: ‘Lord of the Earl-folk, if I might give thee rede, it were best to turn your faces to Burgdale without more tarrying.  For we are over-nigh to Rose-dale, being but thus many in company.  But when we come to our next resting-place, then shall bring thee to speech with the last-comers from Silver-dale; for there they talk with the tongue of the kindreds; but we of Rose-dale for the more part talk otherwise; though in my house it came down from father to son.’

‘Yea,’ said Face-of-god, gazing still on that unhappy folk, as they sat or lay upon the grass at rest for a little while: but him-seemed as he gazed that some memories of past time stirred in some of them; for some, they hung their heads and the tears stole out of their eyes and rolled down their cheeks.  But those older Runaways of Silver-dale were not crouched down like most of the others, but strode up and down like beasts in a den; yet were the tears on the face of one of these.  Then Face-of-god constrained himself, and spake to the folk, and said: ‘We are now over-nigh to our foes of Rose-dale to lie here any longer, being too few to fall upon them.  We will come hither again with a host when we have duly questioned these men who have sought refuge with us: and let us call yonder height the Burg of the Runaways, and it shall be a landmark for us when we are on the road to Rose-dale.’

Then the Burgdalers bade the Runaways courteously and kindly to arise and take the road with them; and by that time were their men all come in; and four of them had venison with them, which was needful, if they were to eat that night or the morrow, as the guests had eaten them to the bone.

So they tarried no more, but set out on the homeward way; and Face-of-god bade Dallach walk beside him, and asked him such concerning Rose-dale and its Dusky Men.  Dallach told him that these were not so many as they were masterful, not being above eight hundreds of men, all fighting-men.  As to women, they had none of their own race, but lay with the Daleswomen at their will, and begat children of them; and all or most of the said children favoured the race of their begetters.  Of the men-children they reared most, but the women-children they slew at once; for they valued not women of their own blood: but besides the women of the Dale, they would go at whiles in bands to the edges of the Plain and beguile wayfarers, and bring back with them thence women to be their bed-thralls; albeit some of these were bought with a price from the Westland men.

As to the number of the folk of Rose-dale, its own folk, he said they would number some five thousand souls, one with another; of whom some thousand might be fit to bear arms if they had the heart thereto, as they had none.  Yet being closely questioned, he deemed that they might fall on their masters from behind, if battle were joined.

He said that the folk of Rose-dale had been a goodly folk before they were enthralled, and peaceable with one another, but that now it was a sport of the Dusky Men to set a match between their thralls to fight it out with sword and buckler or otherwise; and the vanquished man, if he were not sore hurt, they would scourge, or shear some member from him, or even slay him outright, if the match between the owners were so made.  And many other sad and grievous tales he told to Face-of-god, more than need be told again; so that the War-leader went along sorry and angry, with his teeth set, and his hand on the sword-hilt.

Thus they went till night fell on them, and they could scarce see the signs they had made on their outward journey.  Then they made stay in a little valley, having set a watch duly; and since they were by this time far from Rose-dale, and were a great company as regarded scattered bands of the foe, they lighted their fires and cooked their venison, and made good cheer to the Runaways, and so went to sleep in the wild-wood.

When morning was come they gat them at once to the road; and if the Burgdalers were eager to be out of the wood, their eagerness was as nought to the eagerness of the Runaways, most of whom could not be easy now, and deemed every minute lost unless they were wending on to the Dale; so that this day they were willing to get over the more ground, whereas they had not set out on their road till afternoon yesterday.

Howsoever, they rested at noontide, and Face-of-god bade Dallach bring him to speech with others of the Runaways, and first that he might talk with those three men of the kindreds who had fled from Silver-dale in early days.  So Dallach brought them to him; but he found that though they spake the tongue, they were so few-spoken from wildness and loneliness, at least at first, that nought could come from them that was not dragged from them.

These men said that they had been in the wood more than nine years, so that they knew but little of the conditions of the Dale in that present day.  However, as to what Dallach had said concerning the Dusky Men, they strengthened his words; and they said that the Dusky Men took no delight save in beholding torments and misery, and that they doubted if they were men or trolls.  They said that since they had dwelt in the wood they had slain not a few of the foemen, waylaying them as occasion served, but that in this warfare they had lost two of their fellows.  When Face-of-god asked them of their deeming of the numbers of the Dusky Men, they said that before those bands had broken into Rose-dale, they counted them, as far as they could call to mind, at about three thousand men, all warriors; and that somewhat less than one thousand had gone up into Rose-dale, and some had died, and many had been cast away in the wild-wood, their fellows knew not how.  Yet had not their numbers in Silver-dale diminished; because two years after they (the speakers) had fled, came three more Dusky Companies or Tribes into Silver-dale, and each of these tribes was of three long hundreds; and with their coming had the cruelty and misery much increased in the Dale, so that the thralls began to die fast; and that drave the Dusky Men beyond the borders of Silver-dale, so that they fell upon Rose-dale.  When asked how many of the kindreds might yet be abiding in Silver-dale, their faces clouded, and they seemed exceeding wroth, and answered, that they would willingly hope that most of those that had not been slain at the time of the overthrow were now dead, yet indeed they feared there were yet some alive, and mayhappen not a few women.

By then must they get on foot again, and so the talk fell between them; but when they made stay for the night, after they had done their meat, Face-of-god prayed Dallach bring to him some of the latest-come folk from Silver-dale, and he brought to him the man and the woman who had been in the Dale within that moon.  As to the man, if those of the Earl-folk had been few-spoken from fierceness and wildness, he was no less so from mere dulness and weariness of misery; but the woman’s tongue went glibly enough, and it seemed to pleasure her to talk about her past miseries.  As aforesaid, she was better clad than most of those of Rose-dale, and indeed might be called gaily clad, and where her raiment was befouled or rent, it was from the roughness of the wood and its weather, and not from the thralldom.  She was a young and fair woman, black-haired and grey-eyed.  She had washed herself that day in a woodland stream which they had crossed on the road, and had arrayed her garments as trimly as she might, and had plucked some fumitory, wherewith she had made a garland for her head.  She sat down on the grass in front of Face-of-god, while the man her mate stood leaning against a tree and looked on her greedily.  The Burgdale carles drew near to her to hearken her story, and looked kindly on the twain.  She smiled on them, but especially on Face-of-god, and said:

‘Thou hast sent for me, lord, and I wot well thou wouldst hear my tale shortly, for it would be long to tell if I were to tell it fully, and bring into it all that I have endured, which has been bitter enough, for all that ye see me smooth of skin and well-liking of body.  I have been the bed-thrall of one of the chieftains of the Dusky Men, at whose house many of their great men would assemble, so that ye may ask me whatso ye will; as I have heard much talk and may call it to mind.  Now if ye ask me whether I have fled because of the shame that I, a free woman come of free folk, should be a mere thrall in the bed of the foes of my kin, and with no price paid for me, I must needs say it is not so; since over long have we of the Dale been thralls to be ashamed of such a matter.  And again, if ye deem that I have fled because I have been burdened with grievous toil and been driven thereto by the whip, ye may look on my hands and my body and ye will see that I have toiled little therewith: nor again did I flee because I could not endure a few stripes now and again; for such usage do thralls look for, even when they are delicately kept for the sake of the fairness of their bodies, and this they may well endure; yea also, and the mere fear of death by torment now and again.  But before me lay death both assured and horrible; so I took mine own counsel, and told none for fear of bewrayal, save him who guarded me; and that was this man; who fled not from fear, but from love of me, and to him I have given all that I might give.  So we got out of the house and down the Dale by night and cloud, and hid for one whole day in the Dale itself, where I trembled and feared, so that I deemed I should die of fear; but this man was well pleased with my company, and with the lack of toil and beating even for the day.  And in the night again we fled and reached the wild-wood before dawn, and well-nigh fell into the hands of those who were hunting us, and had outgone us the day before, as we lay hid.  Well, what is to say?  They saw us not, else had we not been here, but scattered piece-meal over the land.  This carle knew the passes of the wood, because he had followed his master therein, who was a great hunter in the wastes, contrary to the wont of these men, and he had lain a night on the burg yonder; therefore he brought me thither, because he knew that thereabout was plenty of prey easy to take, and he had a bow with him; and there we fell in with others of our folk who had fled before, and with Dallach; who e’en now told us what was hard to believe, that there was a fair young man like one of the Gods leading a band of goodly warriors, and seeking for us to bring us into a peaceful and happy land; and this man would not have gone with him because he feared that he might fall into thralldom of other folk, who would take me away from him; but for me, I said I would go in any case, for I was weary of the wood and its roughness and toil, and that if I had a new master he would scarcely be worse than my old one was at his best, and him I could endure.  So I went, and glad and glad I am, whatever ye will do with me.  And now will I answer whatso ye may ask of me.’

She laid her limbs together daintily and looked fondly on Face-of-god, and the carle scowled at her somewhat at first, but presently, as he watched her, his face smoothed itself out of its wrinkles.

But Face-of-god pondered a little while, and then asked the woman if she had heard any words to remember of late days concerning the affairs of the Dusky Men and their intent; and he said:

‘I pray thee, sister, be truthful in thine answer, for somewhat lieth on it.’

She said: ‘How could I speak aught but the sooth to thee, O lovely lord?  The last word spoken hereof I mind me well: for my master had been mishandling me, and I was sullen to him after the smart, and he mocked and jeered me, and said: Ye women deem we cannot do without you, but ye are fools, and know nothing; we are going to conquer a new land where the women are plenty, and far fairer than ye be; and we shall leave you to fare afield like the other thralls, or work in the digging of silver; and belike ye wot what that meaneth.  Also he said that they would leave us to the new tribe of their folk, far wilder than they, whom they looked for in the Dale in about a moon’s wearing; so that they needs must seek to other lands.  Also this same talk would we hear whenever it pleased any of them to mock us their bed-thralls.  Now, my sweet lord, this is nought but the very sooth.’

Again spake Face-of-god after a while:

‘Tell me, sister, hast thou heard of any of the Dusky Men being slain in the wood?’

‘Yea,’ she said, and turned pale therewith and caught her breath as one choking; but said in a little while:

‘This alone was it hard for me to tell thee amongst all the I griefs I have borne, whereof I might have told thee many tales, and will do one day if thou wilt suffer it; but fear makes this hard for me.  For in very sooth this was the cause of my fleeing, that my master was brought in slain by an arrow in the wood; and he was to be borne to bale and burned in three days’ wearing; and we three bed-thralls of his, and three of the best of the men-thralls, were to be burned quick on his bale-fire after sore torments; therefore I fled, and hid a knife in my bosom, that I might not be taken alive; but sweet was life to me, and belike I should not have smitten myself.’

And she wept sore for pity of herself before them all.  But Face-of-god said:

‘Knowest thou, sister, by whom the man was slain?’

‘Nay,’ she said, still sobbing; ‘but I heard nought thereof, nor had I noted it in my terror.  The death of others, who were slain before him, and the loss of many, we knew not how, made them more bitterly cruel with us.’

And again was she weeping; but Face-of-god said kindly to her: ‘Weep no more, sister, for now shall all thy troubles be over; I feel in my heart that we shall overcome these felons, and make an end of them, and there then is Burgdale for thee in its length and breadth, or thine own Dale to dwell in freely.’

‘Nay,’ she said, ‘never will I go back thither!’ and she turned round to him and kissed his feet, and then arose and turned a little toward her mate; and the carle caught her by the hand and led her away, and seemed glad so to do.

So once again they fell asleep in the woods, and again the next morning fared on their way early that they might come into Burgdale before nightfall.  When they stayed a while at noontide and ate, Face-of-god again had talk with the Runaways, and this time with those of Rose-dale, and he heard much the same story from them that he had heard before, told in divers ways, till his heart was sick with the hearing of it.

On this last day Face-of-god led his men well athwart the wood, so that he hit Wildlake’s Way without coming to Carl-stead; and he came down into the Dale some four hours after noon on a bright day of latter March.  At the ingate to the Dale he found watches set, the men whereof told him that the tidings were not right great.  Hall-face’s company had fallen in with a band of the Felons three score in number in the oak-wood nigh to Boars-bait, and had slain some and chased the rest, since they found it hard to follow them home as they ran for the tangled thicket: of the Burgdalers had two been slain and five hurt in this battle.

As for Red-coat’s company, they had fallen in with no foemen.






  








CHAPTER XXIX.  THEY BRING THE RUNAWAYS TO BURGSTEAD.
 

So now being out of the wood, they went peaceably and safely along the Portway, the Runaways mingling with the Dalesmen.  Strange showed amidst the health and wealth of the Dale the rags and misery and nakedness of the thralls, like a dream amidst the trim gaiety of spring; and whomsoever they met, or came up with on the road, whatso his business might be, could not refrain himself from following them, but mingled with the men-at-arms, and asked them of the tidings; and when they heard who these poor people were, even delivered thralls of the Foemen, they were glad at heart and cried out for joy; and many of the women, nay, of the men also, when they first came across that misery from out the heart of their own pleasant life, wept for pity and love of the poor folk, now at last set free, and blessed the swords that should do the like by the whole people.

They went slowly as men began to gather about them; yea, some of the good folk that lived hard by must needs fare home to their houses to fetch cakes and wine for the guests; and they made them sit down and rest on the green grass by the side of the Portway, and eat and drink to cheer their hearts; others, women and young swains, while they rested went down into the meadows and plucked of the spring flowers, and twined them hastily with deft and well-wont fingers into chaplets and garlands for their heads and bodies.  Thus indeed they covered their nakedness, till the lowering faces and weather-beaten skins of those hardly-entreated thralls looked grimly out from amidst the knots of cowslip and oxlip, and the branches of the milk-white blackthorn bloom, and the long trumpets of the daffodils, of the hue that wrappeth round the quill which the webster takes in hand when she would pleasure her soul with the sight of the yellow growing upon the dark green web.

So they went on again as the evening was waning, and when they were gotten within a furlong of the Gate, lo! there was come the minstrelsy, the pipe and the tabor, the fiddle and the harp, and the folk that had learned to sing the sweetest, both men and women, and Redesman at the head of them all.

Then fell the throng into an ordered company; first went the music, and then a score of Face-of-god’s warriors with drawn swords and uplifted spears; and then the flower-bedecked misery of the Runaways, men and women going together, gaunt, befouled, and hollow-eyed, with here and there a flushed cheek or gleaming eye, or tear-bedewed face, as the joy and triumph of the eve pierced through their wonted weariness of grief; then the rest of the warriors, and lastly the mingled crowd of Dalesfolk, tall men and fair women gaily arrayed, clean-faced, clear-skinned, and sleek-haired, with glancing eyes and ruddy lips.

And now Redesman turned about to the music and drew his bow across his fiddle, and the other bows ran out in concert, and the harps followed the story of them, and he lifted up his voice and sang the words of an old song, and all the singers joined him and blended their voices with his.  And these are some of the words which they sang:

Lo! here is Spring, and all we are living,

   We that were wan with Winter’s fear;
 Reach out your hands to her hands that are giving,

   Lest ye lose her love and the light of the year.
 

Many a morn did we wake to sorrow,

   When low on the land the cloud-wrath lay;
 Many an eve we feared to-morrow,

   The unbegun unfinished day.
 

Ah we — we hoped not, and thou wert tardy;

   Nought wert thou helping; nought we prayed.
 Where was the eager heart, the hardy?

   Where was the sweet-voiced unafraid?
 

But now thou lovest, now thou leadest,

   Where is gone the grief of our minds?
 What was the word of the tale, that thou heedest

   E’en as the breath of the bygone winds?
 

Green and green is thy garment growing

   Over thy blossoming limbs beneath;
 Up o’er our feet rise the blades of thy sowing,

   Pierced are our hearts with thine odorous breath.
 

But where art thou wending, thou new-comer?

   Hurrying on to the Courts of the Sun?
 Where art thou now in the House of the Summer?

   Told are thy days and thy deed is done.
 

Spring has been here for us that are living

   After the days of Winter’s fear;
 Here in our hands is the wealth of her giving,

   The Love of the Earth, and the Light of the Year.
 

Thus came they to the Gate, and lo! the Bride thereby, leaning against a buttress, gazing with no dull eyes at the coming throng.  She was now clad in her woman’s attire again, to wit a light flame-coloured gown over a green kirtle; but she yet bore a gilded helm on her head and a sword girt to her side in token of her oath to the God.  She had been in Hall-face’s company in that last battle, and had done a man’s service there, fighting very valiantly, but had not been hurt, and had come back to Burgstead when the shift of men was.

Now she drew herself up and stood a little way before the Gate and looked forth on the throng, and when her eyes beheld the Runaways amidst of the weaponed carles of Burgdale, her face flushed, and her eyes filled with tears as she stood, partly wondering, partly deeming what they were.  She waited till Stone-face came by her, and then she took the old man by the sleeve, and drew him apart a little and said to him: ‘What meaneth this show, my friend?  Who hath clad these folk thus strangely; and who be these three naked tall ones, so fierce-looking, but somewhat noble of aspect?’

For indeed those three men of the kindreds, when they had gotten into the Dale, and had rested them, and drunk a cup of wine, and when they had seen the chaplets and wreaths of the spring-flowers wherewith they were bedecked, and had smelt the sweet savour of them, fell to walking proudly, heeding not their nakedness; for no rag had they upon them save breech-clouts of deer-skin: they had changed weapons with the Burgdale carles; and one had gotten a great axe, which he bore over his shoulder, and the shaft thereof was all done about with copper; and another had shouldered a long heavy thrusting-spear, and the third, an exceeding tall man, bore a long broad-bladed war-sword.  Thus they went, brown of skin beneath their flower-garlands, their long hair bleached by the sun falling about their shoulders; high they strode amongst the shuffling carles and tripping women of the later-come thralls.  But when they heard the music, and saw that they were coming to the Gate in triumph, strange thoughts of old memories swelled up in their hearts, and they refrained them not from weeping, for they felt that the joy of life had come back to them.

Nor must it be deemed that these were the only ones amongst the Runaways whose hearts were cheered and softened: already were many of them coming back to life, as they felt their worn bodies caressed by the clear soft air of Burgdale, and the sweetness of the flowers that hung about them, and saw all round about the kind and happy faces of their well-willers.

So Stone-face looked on the Bride as she stood with face yet tear-bedewed, awaiting his answer, and said:

‘Daughter, thou sayest who clad these folk thus?  It was misery that hath so dight them; and they are the images of what we shall be if we love foul life better than fair death, and so fall into the hands of the Felons, who were the masters of these men.  As for the tall naked men, they are of our own blood, and kinsmen to Face-of-god’s new friends; and they are of the best of the vanquished: it was in early days that they fled from thralldom; as we may have to do.  Now, daughter, I bid thee be as joyous as thou art valiant, and then shall all be well.’

Therewith she smiled on him, and he departed, and she stood a little while, as the throng moved on and was swallowed by the Gate, and looked after them; and for all her pity for the other folk, she thought chiefly of those fearless tall men who were of the blood of those with whom it was lawful to wed.

There she stood as the wind dried the tears upon her cheeks, thinking of the sorrow which these folk had endured, and their stripes and mocking, their squalor and famine; and she wondered and looked on her own fair and shapely hands with the precious finger-rings thereon, and on the dainty cloth and trim broidery of her sleeve; and she touched her smooth cheek with the back of her hand, and smiled, and felt the spring sweet in her mouth, and its savour goodly in her nostrils; and therewith she called to mind the aspect of her lovely body, as whiles she had seen it imaged, all its full measure, in the clear pool at midsummer, or piece-meal, in the shining steel of the Westland mirror.  She thought also with what joy she drew the breath of life, yea, even amidst of grief, and of how sweet and pure and well-nurtured she was, and how well beloved of many friends and the whole folk, and she set all this beside those woeful bodies and lowering faces, and felt shame of her sorrow of heart, and the pain it had brought to her; and ever amidst shame and pity of all that misery rose up before her the images of those tall fierce men, and it seemed to her as if she had seen something like to them in some dream or imagination of her mind.

So came the Burgdalers and their guests into the street of Burgstead amidst music and singing; and the throng was great there.  Then Face-of-god bade make a ring about the strangers, and they did so, and he and the Runaways alone were in the midst of it; and he spake in a loud voice and said:

‘Men of the Dale and the Burg, these folk whom here ye see in such a sorry plight are they whom our deadly foes have rejoiced to torment; let us therefore rejoice to cherish them.  Now let those men come forth who deem that they have enough and more, so that they may each take into their houses some two or three of these friends such as would be fain to be together.  And since I am War-leader, and have the right hereto, I will first choose them whom I will lead into the House of the Face.  And lo you! will I have this man (and he laid his hand on Dallach),who is he whom I first came across, and who found us all these others, and next I will have yonder tall carles, the three of them, because I perceive them to be men meet to be with a War-leader, and to follow him in battle.’

Therewith he drew the three Men of the Wolf towards him, but Dallach already was standing beside him.  And folk rejoiced in Face-of-god.

But the Bride came forward next, and spake to him meekly and simply:

‘War-leader, let me have of the women those who need me most, that I may bring them to the House of the Steer, and try if there be not some good days yet to be found for them, wherein they shall but remember the past grief as an ugly dream.’

Then Face-of-god looked on her, and him-seemed he had never seen her so fair; and all the shame wherewith he had beheld her of late was gone from him, and his heart ran over with friendly love towards her as she looked into his face with kindly eyes; and he said:

‘Kinswoman, take thy choice as thy kindness biddeth, and happy shall they be whom thou choosest.’

She bowed her head soberly, and chose from among the guests four women of the saddest and most grievous, and no man of their kindred spake for going along with them; then she went her ways home, leading one of them by the hand, and strange was it to see those twain going through sun and shade together, that poor wretch along with the goodliest of women.

Then came forward one after other of the worthy goodmen of the Dale, and especially such as were old, and they led away one one man, and another two, and another three, and often would a man crave to go with a woman or a woman with a man, and it was not gainsaid them.  So were all the guests apportioned, and ill-content were those goodmen that had to depart without a guest; and one man would say to another: ‘Such-an-one, be not downcast; this guest shall be between us, if he will, and shall dwell with thee and me month about; but this first month with me, since I was first comer.’  And so forth was it said.

Now to prevent the time to come, it may be said about the Runaways, that when they had been a little while amongst the Burgdalers, well fed and well clad and kindly cherished, it was marvellous how they were bettered in aspect of body, and it began to be seen of them that they were well-favoured people, and divers of the women exceeding goodly, black-haired and grey-eyed, and very clear-skinned and white-skinned; most of them were young, and the oldest had not seen above forty winters.  They of Rose-dale, and especially such as had first fled away to the wood, were very soon seen to be merry and kindly folk; but they who had been longest in captivity, and notably those from Silver-dale who were not of the kindreds, were for a long time sullen and heavy, and it availed little to trust to them for the doing of work; albeit they would follow about their friends of Burgdale with the love of a dog; also they were, divers of them, somewhat thievish, and if they lacked anything would liefer take it by stealth than ask for it; which forsooth the Burgdale men took not amiss, but deemed of it as a jest rather.

Very few of the Runaways had any will to fare back to their old homes, or indeed could be got to go into the wood, or, after a day or two, to say any word of Rose-dale or Silver-dale.  In this and other matters the Burgdalers dealt with them as with children who must have their way; for they deemed that their guests had much time to make up; also they were well content when they saw how goodly they were, for these Dalesmen loved to see men goodly of body and of a cheerful countenance.

As for Dallach and the three Silver-dale men of the kindred, they went gladly whereas the Burgdale men would have them; and half a score others took weapons in their hands when the war was foughten: concerning which more hereafter.

But on the even whereof the tale now tells, Face-of-god and Stone-face and their company met after nightfall in the Hall of the Face clad in glorious raiment, and therewith were Dallach and the men of Silver-dale, washen and docked of their long hair, after the fashion of warriors who bear the helm; and they were clad in gay attire, with battle-swords girt to their sides and gold rings on their arms.  Somewhat stern and sad-eyed were those Silver-dalers yet, though they looked on those about them kindly and courteously when they met their eyes; and Face-of-god yearned towards them when he called to mind the beauty and wisdom and loving-kindness of the Sun-beam.  They were, as aforesaid, strong men and tall, and one of them taller than any amidst that house of tall men.  Their names were Wolf-stone, the tallest, and God-swain, and Spear-fist; and God-swain the youngest was of thirty winters, and Wolf-stone of forty.  They came into the Hall in such wise, that when they were washed and attired, and all men were assembled in the Hall, and the Alderman and the chieftains sitting on the daïs, Face-of-god brought them in from the out-bower, holding Dallach by the right hand and Wolf-stone by the left; and he looked but a stripling beside that huge man.

And when the men in the Hall beheld such goodly warriors, and remembered their grief late past, they all stood up and shouted for joy of them.  But Face-of-god passed up the Hall with them, and stood before the daïs and said:

‘O Alderman of the Dale and Chief of the House of the Face, here I bring to you the foes of our foemen, whom I have met in the Wild-wood, and bidden to our House; and meseemeth they will be our friends, and stand beside us in the day of battle.  Therefore I say, take these guests and me together, or put us all to the door together; and if thou wilt take them, then show them to such places as thou deemest meet.’

Then stood up the Alderman and said:

‘Men of Silver-dale and Rose-dale, I bid you welcome!  Be ye our friends, and abide here with us as long as seemeth good to you, and share in all that is ours.  Son Face-of-god, show these warriors to seats on the daïs beside thee, and cherish them as well as thou knowest how.’

Then Face-of-god brought them up on to the daïs and sat down on the right hand of his father, with Dallach on his right hand, and then Wolf-stone out from him; then sat Stone-face, that there might be a man of the Dale to talk with them and serve them; and on his right hand first Spear-fist and then God-swain.  And when they were all sat down, and the meat was on the board, Iron-face turned to his son Face-of-god and took his hand, and said in a loud voice, so that many might hear him:

‘Son Face-of-god, son Gold-mane, thou bearest with thee both ill luck and good.  Erewhile, when thou wanderedst out into the Wild-wood, seeking thou knewest not what from out of the Land of Dreams, thou didst but bring aback to us grief and shame; but now that thou hast gone forth with the neighbours seeking thy foemen, thou hast come aback to us with thine hands full of honour and joy for us, and we thank thee for thy gifts, and I call thee a lucky man.  Herewith, kinsman, I drink to thee and the lasting of thy luck.’

Therewith he stood up and drank the health of the War-leader and the Guests: and all men were exceeding joyous thereat, when they called to mind his wrath at the Gate-thing, and they shouted for gladness as they drank that health, and the feast became exceeding merry in the House of the Face; and as to the war to come, it seemed to them as if it were over and done in all triumph.






  








CHAPTER XXX.  HALL-FACE GOETH TOWARD ROSE-DALE.
 

On the morrow Face-of-god took counsel with Hall-face and Stone-face as to what were best to be done, and they sat on the daïs in the Hall to talk it over.

Short was the time that had worn since that day in Shadowy Vale, for it was but eight days since then; yet so many things had befallen in that time, and, to speak shortly, the outlook for the Burgdalers had changed so much, that the time seemed long to all the three, and especially to Face-of-god.

It was yet twenty days till the Great Folk-mote should beholden, and to Hall-face the time seemed long enough to do somewhat, and he deemed it were good to gather force and fall on the Dusky Men in Rose-dale, since now they had gotten men who could lead them the nighest way and by the safest passes, and who knew all the ways of the foemen.  But to Stone-face this rede seemed not so good; for they would have to go and come back, and fight and conquer, in less time than twenty days, or be belated of the Folk-mote, and meanwhile much might happen.

‘For,’ said Stone-face, ‘we may deem the fighting-men of Rose-dale to be little less than one thousand, and however we fall on them, even if it be unawares at first, they shall fight stubbornly; so that we may not send against them many less than they be, and that shall strip Burgdale of its fighting-men, so that whatever befalls, we that be left shall have to bide at home.’

Now was Face-of-god of the same mind as Stone-face; and he said moreover: ‘When we go to Rose-dale we must abide there a while unless we be overthrown.  For if ye conquer it and come away at once, presently shall the tidings come to the ears of the Dusky Men in Silver-dale, and they shall join themselves to those of Rose-dale who have fled before you, and between them they shall destroy the unhappy people therein; for ye cannot take them all away with you: and that shall they do all the more now, when they look to have new thralls in Burgdale, both men and women.  And this we may not suffer, but must abide till we have met all our foemen and have overcome them, so that the poor folk there shall be safe from them till they have learned how to defend their dale.  Now my rede is, that we send out the War-arrow at once up and down the Dale, and to the Shepherds and Woodlanders, and appoint a day for the Muster and Weapon-show of all our Folk, and that day to be the day before the Spring Market, that is to say, four days before the Great Folk-mote, and meantime that we keep sure watch about the border of the wood, and now and again scour the wood, so as to clear the Dale of their wandering bands.’

‘Yea,’ said Hall-face; ‘and I pray thee, brother, let me have an hundred of men and thy Dallach, and let us go somewhat deep into the wood towards Rose-dale, and see what we may come across; peradventure it might be something better than hart or wild-swine.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘I see no harm therein, if Dallach goeth with thee freely; for I will have no force put on him or any other of the Runaways.  Yet meseemeth it were not ill for thee to find the road to Rose-dale; for I have it in my mind to send a company thither to give those Rose-dale man-quellers somewhat to do at home when we fall upon Silver-dale.  Therefore go find Dallach, and get thy men together at once; for the sooner thou art gone on thy way the better.  But this I bid thee, go no further than three days out, that ye may be back home betimes.’

At this word Hall-face’s eyes gleamed with joy, and he went out from the Hall straightway and sought Dallach, and found him at the Gate.  Iron-face had given him a new sword, a good one, and had bidden him call it Thicket-clearer, and he would not leave it any moment of the day or night, but would lay it under his pillow at night as a child does with a new toy; and now he was leaning against a buttress and drawing the said sword half out of the scabbard and poring over its blade, which was indeed fair enough, being wrought with dark grey waving lines like the eddies of the Weltering Water.

So Hall-face greeted him, and smiled and said:

‘Guest, if thou wilt, thou may’st take that new blade of my father’s work which thou lovest so, a journey which shall rejoice it.’

‘Yea,’ said Dallach, ‘I suppose that thou wouldest fare on thy brother’s footsteps, and deemest that I am the man to lead thee on the road, and even farther than he went; and though it might be thought by some that I have seen enough of Rose-dale and the parts thereabout for one while, yet will I go with thee; for now am I a man again, body and soul.’

And therewith he drew Thicket-clearer right out of his sheath and waved him in the air.  And Hall-face was glad of him and said he was well apaid of his help.  So they went away together to gather men, and on the morrow Hall-face departed and went into the Wild-wood with Dallach and an hundred and two score men.

But as for Face-of-god, he fared up and down the Dale following the War-arrow, and went into all houses, and talked with the folk, both young and old, men and women, and told them closely all that had betid and all that was like to betide; and he was well pleased with that which he saw and heard; for all took his words well, and were nought afeard or dismayed by the tidings; and he saw that they would not hang aback.  Meantime the days wore, and Hall-face came not back till the seventh day, and he brought with him twelve more Runaways, of whom five were women.  But he had lost four men, and had with him Dallach and five others of the Dalesmen borne upon litters sore hurt; and this was his story:

They got to the Burg of the Runaways on the forenoon of the third day, and thereby came on five carles of the Runaways — men who had missed meeting Dallach that other day, but knew what had been done; for one of them had been sick and could not come with him, and he had told the others: so now they were hanging about the Burg of the Runaways hoping somewhat that he might come again; and they met the Burgdalers full of joy, and brought them trouts that they had caught in the river.

As for the other runaways, namely, five women and two more carles — they had gotten them close to the entrance into Silver-dale, where by night and cloud they came on a campment of the Dusky Men, who were leading home these seven poor wretches, runaways whom they had caught, that they might slay them most evilly in Rose-stead.  So Hall-face fell on the Dusky Men, and delivered their captives, but slew not all the foe, and they that fled brought pursuers on them who came up with them the next day, so near was Rose-dale, though they made all diligence homeward.  The Burgdalers must needs turn and fight with those pursuers, and at last they drave them aback so that they might go on their ways home.  They let not the grass grow beneath their feet thereafter, till they were assured by meeting a band of the Woodlanders, who had gone forth to help them, and with whom they rested a little.  But neither so were they quite done with the foemen, who came upon them next day a very many: these however they and the Woodlanders, who were all fresh and unwounded and very valiant, speedily put to the worse; and so they came on to Burgstead, leaving those of them who were sorest hurt to be tended by the Woodlanders at Carlstead, who, as might be looked for, deal with them very lovingly.

It was in the first fight that they suffered that loss of slain and wounded; and therein the newly delivered thralls fought valiantly against their masters: as for Dallach, it was no marvel, said Hall-face, that he was hurt; but rather a marvel that he was not slain, so little he recked of point and edge, if he might but slay the foemen.

Such was Hall-face’s-tale; and Face-of-god deemed that he had done unwisely to let him go that journey; for the slaying of a few Dusky Men was but a light gain to set against the loss of so many Burgdalers; yet was he glad of the deliverance of those Runaways, and deemed it a gain indeed.  But henceforth would he hold all still till he should have tidings of Folk-might; so nought was done thereafter save the warding of the Dale, from the country of the Shepherds to the Waste above the Eastern passes.

But Face-of-god himself went up amongst the Shepherds, and abode with a goodman hight Hound-under-Greenbury, who gathered to him the folk from the country-side, and they went up on to Greenbury, and sat on the green grass while he spoke with them and told them, as he had told the others, what had been done and what should be done.  And they heard him gladly, and he deemed that there would be no blenching in them, for they were all in one tale to live and die with their friends of Burgdale, and they said that they would have no other word save that to bear to the Great Folk-mote.

So he went away well-pleased, and he fared on thence to the Woodlanders, and guested at the house of a valiant man hight Wargrove, who on the morrow morn called the folk together to a green lawn of the Wild-wood, so that there was scarce a soul of them that was not there.  Then he laid the whole matter before them; and if the Dalesmen had been merry and ready, and the Shepherds stout-hearted and friendly, yet were the Wood-landers more eager still, so that every hour seemed long to them till they stood in their war-gear; and they told him that now at last was the hour drawing nigh which they had dreamed of, but had scarce dared to hope for, when the lost way should be found, and the crooked made straight, and that which had been broken should be mended; that their meat and drink, and sleeping and waking, and all that they did were now become to them but the means of living till the day was come whereon the two remnants of the children of the Wolf should meet and become one Folk to live or die together.

Then went Face-of-god back to Burgstead again, and as he stood anigh the Thing-stead once more, and looked down on the Dale as he had beheld it last autumn, he bethought him that with all that had been done and all that had been promised, the earth was clearing of her trouble, and that now there was nought betwixt him and the happy days of life which the Dale should give to the dwellers therein, save the gathering hosts of the battle-field and the day when the last word should be spoken and the first stroke smitten.  So he went down on to the Portway well content.

Thereafter till the day of the Weapon-show there is nought to tell of, save that Dallach and the other wounded men began to grow whole again; and all men sat at home, or went on the woodland ward, expecting great tidings after the holding of the Folk-mote.






  








CHAPTER XXXI.  OF THE WEAPON-SHOW OF THE MEN OF BURGDALE AND THEIR NEIGHBOURS.
 

Now on the day appointed for the Weapon-show came the Folk flock-meal to the great and wide meadow that was cleft by Wildlake as it ran to join the Weltering Water.  Early in the morning, even before sunrise, had the wains full of women and children begun to come thither.  Also there came little horses and asses from the Shepherd country with one or two or three damsels or children sitting on each, and by wain-side or by beast strode the men of the house, merry and fair in their war-gear.  The Woodlanders, moreover, man and woman, elder and swain and young damsel, streamed out of the wood from Carlstead, eager to make the day begin before the sunrise, and end before his setting.

Then all men fell to pitching of tents and tilting over of wains; for the April sun was hot in the Dale, and when he arose the meads were gay with more than the spring flowers; for the tents and the tilts were stained and broidered with many colours, and there was none who had not furbished up his war-gear so that all shone and glittered.  And many wore gay surcoats over their armour, and the women were clad in all their bravery, and the Houses mostly of a suit; for one bore blue and another corn-colour, and another green, and another brazil, and so forth, and all gleaming and glowing with broidery of gold and bright hues.  But the women of the Shepherds were all clad in white, embroidered with green boughs and red blossoms, and the Woodland women wore dark red kirtles.  Moreover, the women had set garlands of flowers on their heads and the helms of the men, and for the most part they were slim of body and tall and light-limbed, and as dainty to look upon as the willow-boughs that waved on the brook-side.

Thither had the goodmen who were guesting the Runaways brought their guests, even now much bettered by their new soft days; and much the poor folk marvelled at all this joyance, and they scarce knew where they were; but to some it brought back to their minds days of joyance before the thralldom and all that they had lost, so that their hearts were heavy a while, till they saw the warriors of the kindreds streaming into the mead and bethought them why they carried steel.

Now by then the sun was fully up there was a great throng on the Portway, and this was the folk of the Burg on their way to the Weapon-mead.  The men-at-arms were in the midst of the throng, and at the head of them was the War-leader, with the banner of the Face before him, wherein was done the image of the God with the ray-ringed head.  But at the rearward of the warriors went the Alderman and the Burg-wardens, before whom was borne the banner of the Burg pictured with the Gate and its Towers; but in the midst betwixt those two was the banner of the Steer, a white beast on a green field.

So when the Dale-wardens who were down in the meadow heard the music and beheld who were coming, they bade the companies of the Dale and the Shepherds and the Woodlanders who were down there to pitch their banners in a half circle about the ingle of the meadow which was made by the streams of Wildlake and the Weltering Water, and gather to them to be ordered there under their leaders of scores and half-hundreds and hundreds; and even so they did.  But the banners of the Dale without the Burg were the Bridge, and the Bull, and the Vine, and the Sickle.  And the Shepherds had three banners, to wit Greenbury, and the Fleece, and the Thorn.

As for the Woodlanders, they said that they were abiding their great banner, but it should come in good time; ‘and meantime,’ said they, ‘here are the war-tokens that we shall fight under; for they are good enough banners for us poor men, the remnant of the valiant of time past.’  Therewith they showed two great spears, and athwart the one was tied an arrow, its point dipped in blood, its feathers singed with fire; and they said, ‘This is the banner of the War-shaft.’

On the other spear there was nought; but the head thereof was great and long, and they had so burnished the steel that the sun smote out a ray of light from it, so that it might be seen from afar.  And they said: ‘This is the Banner of the Spear!  Down yonder where the ravens are gathering ye shall see a banner flying over us.  There shall fall many a mother’s son.’

Smiled the Dale-wardens, and said that these were good banners to fight under; and those that stood nearby shouted for the valiancy of the Woodland Carles.

Now the Dale-wardens went to the entrance from the Portway to the meadow, and there met the Men of the Burg, and two of them went one on either side of the War-leader to show him to his seat, and the others abode till the Alderman and Burg-wardens came up, and then joined themselves to them, and the horns blew up both in the meadow and on the road, and the new-comers went their ways to their appointed places amidst the shouts of the Dalesmen; and the women and children and old men from the Burg followed after, till all the mead was covered with bright raiment and glittering gear, save within the ring of men at the further end.

So came the War-leader to his seat of green turf raised in the ingle aforesaid; and he stood beside it till the Alderman and Wardens had taken their places on a seat behind him raised higher than his; below him on the step of his seat sat the Scrivener with his pen and ink-horn and scroll of parchment, and men had brought him a smooth shield whereon to write.

On the left side of Face-of-god stood the men of the Face all glittering in their arms, and amongst them were Wolf-stone and his two fellows, but Dallach was not yet whole of his hurts.  On his right were the folk of the House of the Steer: the leader of that House was an old white-bearded man, grandfather of the Bride, for her father was dead; and who but the Bride herself stood beside him in her glorious war-gear, looking as if she were new come from the City of the Gods, thought most men; but those who beheld her closely deemed that she looked heavy-eyed and haggard, as if she were aweary.  Nevertheless, wheresoever she passed, and whosoever looked on her (and all men looked on her), there arose a murmur of praise and love; and the women, and especially the young ones, said how fair her deed was, and how meet she was for it; and some of them were for doing on war-gear and faring to battle with the carles; and of these some were sober and solemn, as was well seen afterwards, and some spake lightly: some also fell to boasting of how they could run and climb and swim and shoot in the bow, and fell to baring of their arms to show how strong they were: and indeed they were no weaklings, though their arms were fair.

There then stood the ring of men, each company under its banner; and beyond them stood the women and children and men unmeet for battle; and beyond them again the tilted wains and the tents.

Now Face-of-god sat him down on the turf-seat with his bright helm on his head and his naked sword across his knees, while the horns blew up loudly, and when they had done, the elder of the Dale-wardens cried out for silence.  Then again arose Face-of-god and said:

‘Men of the Dale, and ye friends of the Shepherds, and ye, O valiant Woodlanders; we are not assembled here to take counsel, for in three days’ time shall the Great Folk-mote be holden, whereat shall be counsel enough.  But since I have been appointed your Chief and War-leader, till such time as the Folk-mote shall either yeasay or naysay my leadership, I have sent for you that we may look each other in the face and number our host and behold our weapons, and see if we be meet for battle and for the dealing with a great host of foemen.  For now no longer can it be said that we are going to war, but rather that war is on our borders, and we are blended with it; as many have learned to their cost; for some have been slain and some sorely hurt.  Therefore I bid you now, all ye that are weaponed, wend past us that the tale of you may be taken.  But first let every hundred-leader and half-hundred-leader and score-leader make sure that he hath his tale aright, and give his word to the captain of his banner that he in turn may give it out to the Scrivener with his name and the House and Company that he leadeth.’

So he spake and sat him adown; and the horns blew again in token that the companies should go past; and the first that came was Hall-ward of the House of the Steer, and the first of those that went after him was the Bride, going as if she were his son.

So he cried out his name, and the name of his House, and said, ‘An hundred and a half,’ and passed forth, his men following him in most goodly array.  Each man was girt with a good sword and bore a long heavy spear over his shoulder, save a score who bare bows; and no man lacked a helm, a shield, and a coat of fence.

Then came a goodly man of thirty winters, and stayed before the Scrivener and cried out:

‘Write down the House of the Bridge of the Upper Dale at one hundred, and War-well their leader.’

And he strode on, and his men followed clad and weaponed like those of the Steer, save that some had axes hanging to their girdles instead of swords; and most bore casting-spears instead of the long spears, and half a score were bowmen.

Then came Fox of Upton leading the men of the Bull of Middale, an hundred and a half lacking two; very great and tall were his men, and they also bore long spears, and one score and two were bowmen.

Then Fork-beard of Lea, a man well on in years, led on the men of the Vine, an hundred and a half and five men thereto; two score of them bare bow in hand and were girt with sword; the rest bore their swords naked in their right hands, and their shields (which were but small bucklers) hanging at their backs, and in the left hand each bore two casting-spears.  With these went two doughty women-at-arms among the bowmen, tall and well-knit, already growing brown with the spring sun, for their work lay among the stocks of the vines on the southward-looking bents.

Next came a tall young man, yellow-haired, with a thin red beard, and gave himself out for Red-beard of the Knolls; he bore his father’s name, as the custom of their house was, but the old man, who had long been head man of the House of the Sickle, was late dead in his bed, and the young man had not seen twenty winters.  He bade the Scrivener write the tale of the Men of the Sickle at an hundred and a half, and his folk fared past the War-leader joyously, being one half of them bowmen; and fell shooters they were; the other half were girt with swords, and bore withal long ashen staves armed with great blades curved inwards, which weapon they called heft-sax.

All these bands, as the name and the tale of them was declared were greeted with loud shouts from their fellows and the bystanders; but now arose a greater shout still, as Stone-face, clad in goodly glittering array, came forth and said:

‘I am Stone-face of the House of the Face, and I bring with me two hundreds of men with their best war-gear and weapons: write it down, Scrivener!’

And he strode on like a young man after those who had gone past, and after him came the tall Hall-face and his men, a gallant sight to see: two score bowmen girt with swords, and the others with naked swords waving aloft, and each bearing two casting-spears in his left hand.

Then came a man of middle age, broad-shouldered, yellow-haired, blue-eyed, of wide and ruddy countenance, and after him a goodly company; and again great was the shout that went up to the heavens; for he said:

‘Scrivener, write down that Hound-under-Greenbury, from amongst the dwellers in the hills where the sheep feed, leadeth the men who go under the banner of Greenbury, to the tale of an hundred and four score.’

Therewith he passed on, and his men followed, stout, stark, and merry-faced, girt with swords, and bearing over their shoulders long-staved axes, and spears not so long as those which the Dalesmen bore; and they had but a half score of arrow-shot with them.

Next came a young man, blue-eyed also, with hair the colour of flax on the distaff, broad-faced and short-nosed, low of stature, but very strong-built, who cried out in a loud, cheerful voice:

‘I am Strongitharm of the Shepherds, and these valiant men are of the Fleece and the Thorn blended together, for so they would have it; and their tale is one hundred and two score and ten.’

Then the men of those kindreds went past merry and shouting, and they were clad and weaponed like to them of Greenbury, but had with them a score of bowmen.  And all these Shepherd-folk wore over their hauberks white woollen surcoats broidered with green and red.

Now again uprose the cry, and there stood before the War-leader a very tall man of fifty winters, dark-faced and grey-eyed, and he spake slowly and somewhat softly, and said:

‘War-leader, this is Red-wolf of the Woodlanders leading the men who go under the sign of the War-shaft, to the number of an hundred and two.’

Then he passed on, and his men after him, tall, lean, and silent amidst the shouting.  All these men bare bows, for they were keen hunters; each had at his girdle a little axe and a wood-knife, and some had long swords withal.  They wore, everyone of the carles, short green surcoats over their coats of fence; but amongst them were three women who bore like weapons to the men, but were clad in red kirtles under their hauberks, which were of good ring-mail gleaming over them from throat to knee.

Last came another tall man, but young, of twenty-five winters, and spake:

‘Scrivener, I am Bears-bane of the Woodlanders, and these that come after me wend under the sign of the Spear, and they are of the tale of one hundred and seven.’

And he passed by at once, and his men followed him, clad and weaponed no otherwise than they of the War-shaft, and with them were two women.

Now went all those companies back to their banners, and stood there; and there arose among the bystanders much talk concerning the Weapon-show, and who were the best arrayed of the Houses.  And of the old men, some spake of past weapon-shows which they had seen in their youth, and they set them beside this one, and praised and blamed.  So it went on a little while till the horns blew again, and once more there was silence.  Then arose Face-of-god and said:

‘Men of Burgdale, and ye Shepherd-folk, and ye of the Woodland, now shall ye wot how many weaponed men we may bring together for this war.  Scrivener, arise and give forth the tale of the companies, as they have been told unto you.’

Then the Scrivener stood up on the turf-bench beside Face-of-god, and spake in a loud voice, reading from his scroll:

‘Of the Men of Burgdale there have passed by me nine hundreds and six; of the Shepherds three hundreds and eight and ten; and of the Woodlanders two hundreds and nine; so that all told our men are fourteen hundreds and thirty and three.’

Now in those days men reckoned by long hundreds, so that the whole tale of the host was one thousand, five hundred, and four score and one, telling the tale in short hundreds.

When the tale had been given forth and heard, men shouted again, and they rejoiced that they were so many.  For it exceeded the reckoning which the Alderman had given out at the Gate-thing.  But Face-of-god said:

‘Neighbours, we have held our Weapon-show; but now hold you ready, each man, for the Hosting toward very battle; for belike within seven days shall the leaders of hundreds and twenties summon you to be ready in arms to take whatso fortune may befall.  Now is sundered the Weapon-show.  Be ye as merry to-day as your hearts bid you to be.’

Therewith he came down from his seat with the Alderman and the Wardens, and they mingled with the good folk of the Dale and the Shepherds and the Woodlanders, and merry was their converse there.  It yet lacked an hour of noon; so presently they fell to and feasted in the green meadow, drinking from wain to wain and from tent to tent; and thereafter they played and sported in the meads, shooting at the butts and wrestling, and trying other masteries.  Then they fell to dancing one and all, and so at last to supper on the green grass in great merriment.  Nor might you have known from the demeanour of any that any threat of evil overhung the Dale.  Nay, so glad were they, and so friendly, that you might rather have deemed that this was the land whereof tales tell, wherein people die not, but live for ever, without growing any older than when they first come thither, unless they be born into the land itself, and then they grow into fair manhood, and so abide.  In sooth, both the land and the folk were fair enough to be that land and the folk thereof.

But a little after sunset they sundered, and some fared home; but many of them abode in the tents and tilted wains, because the morrow was the first day of the Spring Market: and already were some of the Westland chapmen come; yea, two of them were with the bystanders in the meadow; and more were looked for ere the night was far spent.






  








CHAPTER XXXII.  THE MEN OF SHADOWY VALE COME TO THE SPRING MARKET AT BURGSTEAD.
 

On the morrow betimes in the morning the Westland chapmen, who were now all come, went out from the House of the Face, where they were ever wont to be lodged, and set up their booths adown the street betwixt gate and bridge.  Gay was the show; for the booths were tilted over with painted cloths, and the merchants themselves were clad in long gowns of fine cloth; scarlet, and blue, and white, and green, and black, with broidered welts of gold and silver; and their knaves were gaily attired in short coats of divers hues, with silver rings about their arms, and short swords girt to their sides.  People began to gather about these chapmen at once when they fell to opening their bales and their packs, and unloading their wains.  There had they iron, both in pigs and forged scrap and nails; steel they had, and silver, both in ingots and vessel; pearls from over sea; cinnabar and other colours for staining, such as were not in the mountains: madder from the marshes, and purple of the sea, and scarlet grain from the holm-oaks by its edge, and woad from the deep clayey fields of the plain; silken thread also from the outer ocean, and rare webs of silk, and jars of olive oil, and fine pottery, and scented woods, and sugar of the cane.  But gold they had none with them, for that they took there; and for weapons, save a few silver-gilt toys, they had no market.

So presently they fell to chaffer; for the carles brought them little bags of the river-borne gold, so that the weights and scales were at work; others had with them scrolls and tallies to tell the number of the beasts which they had to sell, and the chapmen gave them wares therefor without beholding the beasts; for they wotted that the Dalesmen lied not in chaffer.  While the day was yet young withal came the Dalesmen from the mid and nether Dale with their wares and set up their booths; and they had with them flasks and kegs of the wine which they had to sell; and bales of the good winter-woven cloth, some grey, some dyed, and pieces of fine linen; and blades of swords, and knives, and axes of such fashion as the Westland men used; and golden cups and chains, and fair rings set with mountain-blue stones, and copper bowls, and vessels gilt and parcel-gilt, and mountain-blue for staining.  There were men of the Shepherds also with such fleeces as they could spare from the daily chaffer with the neighbours.  And of the Woodlanders were four carles and a woman with peltries and dressed deer-skins, and a few pieces of well-carven wood-work for bedsteads and chairs and such like.

Soon was the Burg thronged with folk in all its open places, and all were eager and merry, and it could not have been told from their demeanour and countenance that the shadow of a grievous trouble hung over them.  True it was that every man of the Dale and the neighbours was girt with his sword, or bore spear or axe or other weapon in his hand, and that most had their bucklers at their backs and their helms on their heads; but this was ever their custom at all meetings of men, not because they dreaded war or were fain of strife, but in token that they were free men, from whom none should take the weapons without battle.

Such were the folk of the land: as for the chapmen, they were well-spoken and courteous, and blithe with the folk, as they well might be, for they had good pennyworths of them; yet they dealt with them without using measureless lying, as behoved folk dealing with simple and proud people; and many was the tale they told of the tidings of the Cities and the Plain.

There amongst the throng was the Bride in her maiden’s attire, but girt with the sword, going from booth to booth with her guests of the Runaways, and doing those poor people what pleasure she might, and giving them gifts from the goods there, such as they set their hearts on.  And the more part of the Runaways were about among the people of the Fair; but Dallach, being still weak, sat on a bench by the door of the House of the Face looking on well-pleased at all the stir of folk.

Hall-face was gone on the woodland ward; while Face-of-god went among the folk in his most glorious attire; but he soon betook him to the place of meeting without the Gate, where Stone-face and some of the elders were sitting along with the Alderman, beside whom sat the head man of the merchants, clad in a gown of fine scarlet embroidered with the best work of the Dale, with a golden chaplet on his head, and a good sword, golden-hilted, by his side, all which the Alderman had given to it him that morning.  These chiefs were talking together concerning the tidings of the Plain, and many a tale the guest told to the Dalesmen, some true, some false.  For there had been battles down there, and the fall of kings, and destruction of people, as oft befalleth in the guileful Cities.  He told them also, in answer to their story of the Dusky Men, of how men even such-like, but riding on horses, or drawn in wains, an host not to be numbered, had erewhile overthrown the hosts of the Cities of the Plain, and had wrought evils scarce to be told of; and how they had piled up the skulls of slaughtered folk into great hills beside the city-gates, so that the sun might no longer shine into the streets; and how because of the death and the rapine, grass had grown in the kings’ chambers, and the wolves had chased deer in the Temples of the Gods.

‘But,’ quoth he, ‘I know you, bold tillers of the soil, valiant scourers of the Wild-wood, that the worst that can befall you will be to die under shield, and that ye shall suffer no torment of the thrall.  May the undying Gods bless the threshold of this Gate, and oft may I come hither to taste of your kindness!  May your race, the uncorrupt, increase and multiply, till your valiant men and clean maidens make the bitter sweet and purify the earth!’

He spake smooth-tongued and smiling, handling the while the folds of his fine scarlet gown, and belike he meant a full half of what he said; for he was a man very eloquent of speech, and had spoken with kings, uncowed and pleased with his speaking; and for that cause and his riches had he been made chief of the chapmen.  As he spake the heart of Face-of-god swelled within him, and his cheek flushed; but Iron-face sat up straight and proud, and a light smile played about his face, as he said gravely:

‘Friend of the Westland, I thank thee for the blessing and the kind word.  Such as we are, we are; nor do I deem that the very Gods shall change us.  And if they will be our friends, it is well; for we desire nought of them save their friendship; and if they will be our foes, that also shall we bear; nor will we curse them for doing that which their lives bid them to do.  What sayest thou, Face-of-god, my son?’

‘Yea, father,’ said Face-of-god, ‘I say that the very Gods, though they slay me, cannot unmake my life that has been.  If they do deeds, yet shall we also do.’

The Outlander smiled as they spake, and bowed his head to Iron-face and Face-of-god, and wondered at their pride of heart, marvelling what they would say to the great men of the Cities if they should meet them.

But as they sat a-talking, there came two men running to them from the Portway, their weapons all clattering upon them, and they heard withal the sound of a horn winded not far off very loud and clear; and the Chapman’s cheek paled: for in sooth he doubted that war was at hand, after all he had heard of the Dalesmen’s dealings with the Dusky Men.  And all battle was loathsome to him, nor for all the gain of his chaffer had he come into the Dale, had he known that war was looked for.

But the chiefs of the Dalesmen stirred not, nor changed countenance; and some of the goodmen who were in the street nigh the Gate came forth to see what was toward; for they also had heard the voice of the horn.

Then one of those messengers came up breathless, and stood before the chiefs, and said:

‘New tidings, Alderman; here be weaponed strangers come into the Dale.’

The Alderman smiled on him and said: ‘Yea, son, and are they a great host of men?’

‘Nay,’ said the man, ‘not above a score as I deem, and there is a woman with them.’

‘Then shall we abide them here,’ said the Alderman, ‘and thou mightest have saved thy breath, and suffered them to bring tidings of themselves; since they may scarce bring us war.  For no man desireth certain and present death; and that is all that such a band may win at our hands in battle to-day; and all who come in peace are welcome to us.  What like are they to behold?’

Said the man: ‘They are tall men gloriously attired, so that they seem like kinsmen of the Gods; and they bear flowering boughs in their hands.’

The Alderman laughed, and said: ‘If they be Gods they are welcome indeed; and they shall grow the wiser for their coming; for they shall learn how guest-fain the Burgdale men may be.  But if, as I deem, they be like unto us, and but the children of the Gods, then are they as welcome, and it may be more so, and our greeting to them shall be as their greeting to us would be.’

Even as he spake the horn was winded nearer yet, and more loudly, and folk came pouring out of the Gate to learn the tidings.  Presently the strangers came from off the Portway into the space before the Gate; and their leader was a tall and goodly man of some thirty winters, in glorious array, helm on head and sword by side, his surcoat green and flowery like the spring meads.  In his right hand he held a branch of the blossomed black-thorn (for some was yet in blossom), and his left had hold of the hand of an exceeding fair woman who went beside him: behind him was a score of weaponed men in goodly attire, some bearing bows, some long spears, but each bearing a flowering bough in hand.

The tall man stopped in the midst of the space, and the Alderman and they with him stirred not; though, as for Face-of-god, it was to him as if summer had come suddenly into the midst of winter, and for the very sweetness of delight his face grew pale.

Then the new-comer drew nigh to the Alderman and said:

‘Hail to the Gate and the men of the Gate!  Hail to the kindred of the children of the Gods!’

But the Alderman stood up and spake: ‘And hail to thee, tall man!  Fair greeting to thee and thy company!  Wilt thou name thyself with thine own name, or shall I call thee nought save Guest?  Welcome art thou, by whatsoever name thou wilt be called.  Here may’st thou and thy folk abide as long as ye will.’

Said the new-comer: ‘Thanks have thou for thy greeting and for thy bidding!  And that bidding shall we take, whatsoever may come of it; for we are minded to abide with thee for a while.  But know thou, O Alderman of the Dalesmen, that I am not sackless toward thee and thine.  My name is Folk-might of the Children of the Wolf, and this woman is the Sun-beam, my sister, and these behind me are of my kindred, and are well beloved and trusty.  We are no evil men or wrong-doers; yet have we been driven into sore straits, wherein men must needs at whiles do deeds that make their friends few and their foes many.  So it may be that I am thy foeman.  Yet, if thou doubtest of me that I shall be a baneful guest, thou shalt have our weapons of us, and then mayest thou do thy will upon us without dread; and here first of all is my sword!’

Therewith he cast down the flowering branch he was bearing, and pulled his sword from out his sheath, and took it by the point, and held out the hilt to Iron-face.

But the Alderman smiled kindly on him and said:

‘The blade is a good one, and I say it who know the craft of sword-forging; but I need it not, for thou seest I have a sword by my side.  Keep your weapons, one and all; for ye have come amongst many and those no weaklings: and if so be that thy guilt against us is so great that we must needs fall on you, ye will need all your war-gear.  But hereof is no need to speak till the time of the Folk-mote, which will be holden in three days’ wearing; so let us forbear this matter till then; for I deem we shall have enough to say of other matters.  Now, Folk-might, sit down beside me, and thou also, Sun-beam, fairest of women.’

Therewith he looked into her face and reddened, and said:

‘Yet belike thou hast a word of greeting for my son, Face-of-god, unless it be so that ye have not seen him before?’

Then Face-of-god came forward, and took Folk-might by the hand and kissed him; and he stood before the Sun-beam and took her hand, and the world waxed a wonder to him as he kissed her cheeks; and in no wise did she change countenance, save that her eyes softened, and she gazed at him full kindly from the happiness of her soul.

Then Face-of-god said: ‘Welcome, Guests, who erewhile guested me so well: now beginneth the day of your well-doing to the men of Burgdale; therefore will we do to you as well as we may.’

Then Folk-might and the Sun-beam sat them down with the chieftains, one on either side of the Alderman, but Face-of-god passed forth to the others, and greeted them one by one: of them was Wood-father and his three sons, and Bow-may; and they rejoiced exceedingly to see him, and Bow-may said:

‘Now it gladdens my heart to look upon thee alive and thriving, and to remember that day last winter when I met thee on the snow, and turned thee back from the perilous path to thy pleasure, which the Dusky Men were besetting, of whom thou knewest nought.  Yea, it was merry that tide; but this is better.  Nay, friend,’ she said, ‘it availeth thee nought to strive to look out of the back of thine head: let it be enough to thee that she is there.  Thou art now become a great chieftain, and she is no less; and this is a meeting of chieftains, and the folk are looking on and expecting demeanour of them as of the Gods; and she is not to be dealt with as if she were the daughter of some little goodman with whom one hath made tryst in the meadows.  There! hearken to me for a while; at least till I tell thee that thou seemest to me to hold thine head higher than when last I saw thee; though that is no long time either.  Hast thou been in battle again since that day?’

‘Nay,’ he said, ‘I have stricken no stroke since I slew two felons within the same hour that we parted.  And thou, sister, what hast thou done?’

She said: ‘The grey goose hath been on the wing thrice since that, bearing on it the bane of evil things.’

Then said Wood-wise: ‘Kinswoman, tell him of that battle, since thou art deft with thy tongue.’

She said: ‘Weary on battles! it is nought save this: twelve days agone needs must every fighting-man of the Wolf, carle or of queen, wend away from Shadowy Vale, while those unmeet for battle we hid away in the caves at the nether end of the Dale: but Sun-beam would not endure that night, and fared with us, though she handled no weapon.  All this we had to do because we had learned that a great company of the Dusky Men were over-nigh to our Dale, and needs must we fall upon them, lest they should learn too much, and spread the story.  Well, so wise was Folk-might that we came on them unawares by night and cloud at the edge of the Pine-wood, and but one of our men was slain, and of them not one escaped; and when the fight was over we counted four score and ten of their arm-rings.’

He said: ‘Did that or aught else come of our meeting with them that morning?’

‘Nay,’ she said, ‘nought came of it: those we slew were but a straying band.  Nay, the four score and ten slain in the Pine-wood knew not of Shadowy Vale belike, and had no intent for it: they were but scouring the wood seeking their warriors that had gone out from Silver-dale and came not aback.’

‘Thou art wise in war, Bow-may,’ said Face-of-god, and he smiled withal.

Bow-may reddened and said: ‘Friend Gold-mane, dost thou perchance deem that there is aught ill in my warring?  And the Sun-beam, she naysayeth the bearing of weapons; though I deem that she hath little fear of them when they come her way.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Nay, I deem no ill of it, but much good.  For I suppose that thou hast learned overmuch of the wont of the Dusky Men, and hast seen their thralls?’

She knitted her brows, and all the merriment went out of her face at that word, and she answered: ‘Yea, thou hast it; for I have both seen their thralls and been in the Dale of thralldom; and how then can I do less than I do?  But for thee, I perceive that thou hast been nigh unto our foes and hast fallen in with their thralls; and that is well; for whatso tales we had told thee thereof it is like thou wouldst not have trowed in, as now thou must do, since thou thyself hast seen these poor folk.  But now I will tell thee, Gold-mane, that my soul is sick of these comings and goings for the slaughter of a few wretches; and I long for the Great Day of Battle, when it will be seen whether we shall live or die; and though I laugh and jest, yet doth the wearing of the days wear me.’

He looked kindly on her and said: ‘I am War-leader of this Folk, and trust me that the waiting-tide shall not be long; wherefore now, sister, be merry to-day, for that is but meet and right; and cast aside thy care, for presently shalt thou behold many new friends.  But now meseemeth overlong have ye been standing before our Gate, and it is time that ye should see the inside of our Burg and the inside of our House.’

Indeed by this time so many men had come out of the street that the place before the Gate was all thronged, and from where he stood Face-of-god could scarce see his father, or Folk-might and the Sun-beam and the chieftains.

So he took Wood-father by the hand, and close behind him came Wood-wise and Bow-may, and he cried out for way that he might speak with the Alderman, and men gave way to them, and he led those new-comers close up to the gate-seats of the Elders, and as he clove the press smiling and bright-eyed and happy, all gazed on him; but the Sun-beam, who was sitting between Iron-face and the Westland Chapman, and who heretofore had been agaze with eyes beholding little, past whose ears the words went unheard, and whose mind wandered into thoughts of things unfashioned yet, when she beheld him close to her again, then, taken unawares, her eyes caressed him, and she turned as red as a rose, as she felt all the sweetness of desire go forth from her to meet him.  So that, he perceiving it, his voice was the clearer and sweeter for the inward joy he felt, as he said:

‘Alderman, meseemeth it is now time that we bring our Guests into the House of our Fathers; for since they are in warlike array, and we are no longer living in peace, and I am now War-leader of the Dale, I deem it but meet that I should have the guesting of them.  Moreover, when we are come into our House, I will bid thee look into thy treasury, that thou may’st find therein somewhat which it may pleasure us to give to our Guests.’

Said Iron-face: ‘Thou sayest well, son, and since the day is now worn past noon, and these folk are but just come from the Waste, therefore such as we have of meat and drink abideth them.  And surely there is within our house a coffer which belongeth to thee and me; and forsooth I know not why we keep the treasures hoarded therein, save that it be for this cause: that if we were to give to our friends that which we ourselves use and love, which would be of all things pleasant to us, if we gave them such goods, they would be worn and worsened by our use of them.  For this reason, therefore, do we keep fair things which we use not, so that we may give them to our friends.

‘Now, Guests, both of the Waste and the Westland, since here is no Gate-thing or meeting of the Dale-wardens, and we sit here but for our pleasure, let us go take our pleasure within doors for a while, if it seem good to you.’

Therewith he arose, and the folk made way for him and his Guests; and Folk-might went on the right hand of Iron-face, and beside him went the Chapman, who looked on him with a half-smile, as though he knew somewhat of him.  But on the other side of Iron-face went the Sun-beam, whose hand he held, and after these came Face-of-god, leading in the rest of the New-comers, who yet held the flowery branches in their hands.

Now so much had Face-of-god told the Dalesmen, that they deemed they all knew these men for their battle-fellows of whom they had heard tell; and this the more as the men were so goodly and manly of aspect, especially Folk-might, so that they seemed as if they were nigh akin to the Gods.  As for the Sun-beam, they knew not how to praise her beauty enough, but they said that they had never known before how fair the Gods might be.  So they raised a great shout of welcome as the men came through the Gate into the Burg, and all men turned their backs on the booths, so eager were they to behold closely these new friends.

But as the Guests went from the Gate to the House of the Face, going very slowly because of the press, there in the front of the throng stood the Bride with the women of the Runaways, whom she had caused to be clad very fairly; and she was fain to do them a pleasure by bringing them to sight of these new-comers, of whom she had not heard who they were, though she had heard the cry that strangers were at hand.  So there she stood smiling a little with the pleasure of showing a fair sight to the poor people, as folk do with children.  But when she saw those twain going on each side of the Alderman she knew them at once; and when the Sun-beam, who was on his left side, passed so close to her that she could see the very smoothness and dainty fashion of her skin, then was she astonied, and the world seemed strange to her, and till they were gone by, and for a while afterwards, she knew not where she was nor what she did, though it seemed to her as if she still saw the face of that fair woman as in a picture.

But the Sun-beam had noted her at first, even amongst the fair women of Burgstead, and she so steady and bright beside the wandering timorous eyes and lowering faces of the thralls.  But suddenly, as eye met eye, she saw her face change; she saw her cheek whiten, her eyes stare, and her lips quiver, and she knew at once who it was; for she had not seen her before as Folk-might had.  Then the Sun-beam cast her eyes adown, lest her compassion might show in her face, and be a fresh grief to her that had lost the wedding and the love; and so she passed on.

As for Folk-might, he had seen her at once amongst all that folk as he came into the street, and in sooth he was looking for her; and when he saw her face change, as the sight of the Sun-beam smote upon her heart, his own face burned with shame and anger, and he looked back at her as he went toward the House.  But she saw him not, nor noted him; and none deemed it strange that he looked long on the Bride, the treasure of Burgstead.  But for some while Folk-might was few-spoken and sharp-spoken amongst the chieftains; for he was slow to master his longing and his wrath.

So when all the Guests had entered the door of the House of the Face, the Alderman turned back, and, standing on the threshold of his House, spake unto the throng:

‘Men of the Dale, and ye Outlanders who may be here, know that this is a happy day; for hither have come to us Guests, men of the kindred of the Gods, and they are even those of whom Face-of-god my son hath told you.  And they are friends of our friends and foes of our foes.  These men are now in my House, as is but right; but when they come forth I look to you to cherish them in the best way ye know, and make much of them, as of those who may help us and who may by us be holpen.’

Therewith he went in again and into the Hall, and bade show the New-comers to the daïs; and wine of the best, and meat such as was to hand, was set before them.  He bade men also get ready high feast as great as might be against the evening; and they did his bidding straightway.






  








CHAPTER XXXIII.  THE ALDERMAN GIVES GIFTS TO THEM OF SHADOWY VALE.
 

In the Hall of the Face Folk-might sat on the daïs at the right hand of the Alderman, and the Sun-beam on his left hand.  But Iron-face also had beheld the Bride how her face changed, and he knew the cause, and was grieved and angry and ashamed thereof: also he bethought him how this stranger was sitting in the very place where the Bride used to sit, and of all the love, as of a very daughter, that he had had for her; howbeit he constrained himself to talk courteously and kindly both to Folk-might and the Sun-beam, as behoved the Chief of the House and the Alderman of the Dale.  Moreover, he was not a little moved by the goodliness and wisdom of the Sun-beam and the manliness of Folk-might, who was the most chieftain-like of men.

But while they sat there Face-of-god went from man to man of the Guests, and made much of each, but especially of Wood-father and his sons and Bow-may, and they loved him, and praised him, and deemed him the best of hall-mates.  Nor might the Sun-beam altogether refrain her from looking lovingly on him, and it could be seen of her that she deemed he was doing well, and like a wise leader and chieftain.

So wore away awhile, and men were fulfilled of meat and drink; so then the Alderman arose and spake, and said:

‘Is it not so, Guests, that ye would now gladly behold our market, and the goodly wares which the chapmen have brought us from the Cities?’

Then most men cried out: ‘Yea, yea!’ and Iron-face said:

‘Then shall ye go, nor be holden by me from your pleasure.  And ye kinsmen who are the most guest-fain and the wisest, go ye with our friends, and make all things easy and happy for them.  But first of all, Guests, I were well pleased if ye would take some small matters out of our abundance; for it were well that ye see them ere ye stand before the chapmen’s booths, lest ye chaffer with them for what ye have already.’

They all praised his bounty and thanked him for his goodwill: so he arose to go to his treasury, and bade certain of his folk go along with him to bear in the gifts.  But ere he had taken three steps down the hall, Face-of-god prevented him and said:

‘Kinsman, if thou hast anywhere a hauberk somewhat better than folk are wont to bear, such as thine own hand fashioneth, and a sword of the like stuff, I would have thee give them, the sword to my brother-in-arms Wood-wise here, and the war-coat to my sister Bow-may, who shooteth so well in the bow that none may shoot closer, and very few as close; and her shaft it was that delivered me when my skull was amongst the axes of the Dusky Men: else had I not been here.’

Thereat Bow-may reddened and looked down, like a scholar who hath been over-praised for his learning and diligence; but the Alderman smiled on her and said:

‘I thank thee, son, that thou hast let me know what these our two friends may be fain of: and as for this damsel-at-arms, it is a little thing that thou askest for her, and we might have found her something more worthy of her goodliness; yet forsooth, since we are all bound for the place where shafts and staves shall be good cheap, a greater treasure might be of less avail to her.’

Thereat men laughed, and the Alderman went down the Hall with those bearers of gifts, and was away for a space while they drank and made merry: but presently back they came from the treasury bearing loads of goodly things which were laid on one of the endlong boards.  Then began the gift-giving: and first he gave unto Folk-might six golden cups marvellously fashioned, the work of four generations of wrights in the Dale, and he himself had wrought the last two thereof.  To Sun-beam he gave a girdle of gold, fashioned with great mastery, whereon were images of the Gods and the Fathers, and warriors, and beasts of the field and fowls of the air; and as he girt it about her loins, he said in a soft voice so that few heard:

‘Sun-beam, thou fair woman, time has been when thou wert to us as the edge of the poisonous sword or the midnight torch of the murderer; but now I know not how it will be, or if the grief which thou hast given me will ever wear out or not.  And now that I have beheld thee, I have little to do to blame my son; for indeed when I look on thee I cannot deem that there is any evil in thee.  Yea, however it may be, take thou this gift as the reward of thine exceeding beauty.’

She looked on him with kind eyes, and said meekly:

‘Indeed, if I have hurt thee unwittingly, I grieve to have hurt so good a man.  Hereafter belike we may talk more of this, but now I will but say, that whereas at first I needed but to win thy son’s goodwill, so that our Folk might come to life and thriving again, now it is come to this, that he holdeth my heart in his hand and may do what he will with it; therefore I pray thee withhold not thy love either from him or from me.’

He looked on her wondering, and said: ‘Thou art such an one as might make the old man young, and the boy grow into manhood suddenly; and thy voice is as sweet as the voice of the song-birds singing in the dawn of early summer soundeth to him who hath been sick unto death, but who hath escaped it and is mending.  And yet I fear thee.’

Therewith he kissed her hand and turned unto the others, and he gave unto Bow-may a hauberk of ring-mail of his own fashioning, a sure defence and a wonderful work, and the collar thereof was done with gold and gems.

But he said to her: ‘Fair damsel-at-arms, faithful is thy face, and the fashion of thee is goodly: now art thou become one of the best of our friends, and this is little enough to give thee; yet would we fain ward thy body against the foeman; so grieve us not by gainsaying us.’

And Bow-may was exceeding glad, and scarce knew how to cease handling that marvel of ring-mail.

Then to Wood-wise Iron-face gave a most goodly sword, the blade all marked with dark lines like the stream of an eddying river, the hilts of steel and gold marvellously wrought; and all the work of a smith who had dwelt in the house of his father’s father, and was a great warrior.

Unto Wood-father he gave a very goodly helm parcel-gilded; and to his sons and the other folk fair gifts of weapons and jewels and girdles and cups and other good things; so that their hearts were full of joy, and they all praised his open hand.

Then some of the best and merriest of the kinsmen of the Face, and Face-of-god with them, brought the Guests out into the street and among the booths.  There Face-of-god beheld the Bride again; and she was standing by the booth of a chapman and dealing with him for a piece of goodly silken cloth to be a gown for one of her guests, and she was talking and smiling as she chaffered with him, as her wont was; for she was ever very friendly of demeanour with all men.  But he noted that she was yet exceeding pale, and he was right sorry thereof, for he loved her friendly; yet now had he no shame for all that had befallen, when he bethought him of the Sun-beam and the love she had for him.  And also he had a deeming that the Bride would better of her grief.






  








CHAPTER XXXIV.  THE CHIEFTAINS TAKE COUNSEL IN THE HALL OF THE FACE.
 

Then turned Face-of-god back into the Hall, and saw where Iron-face sat at the daïs, and with him Folk-might and Stone-face and the Elder of the Dale-wardens, and Sun-beam withal; so he went soberly up to the board, and sat himself down thereat beside Stone-face, over against Folk-might and his father, beside whom sat the Sun-beam; and Folk-might looked on him gravely, as a man powerful and trustworthy, yet was his look somewhat sour.

Then the Alderman said: ‘My son, I said not to thee come back presently, because I wotted that thou wouldst surely do so, knowing that we have much to speak of.  For, whatever these thy friends may have done, or whatsoever thou hast done with them to grieve us, all that must be set aside at this present time, since the matter in hand is to save the Dale and its folk.  What sayest thou hereon?  Since, young as thou mayst be, thou art our War-leader, and doubtless shalt so be after the Folk-mote hath been holden.’

Face-of-god answered not hastily: indeed, as he sat thinking for a minute or two, the fair spring day seemed to darken about them or to glare into the light of flames amidst the night-tide; and the joyous clamour without doors seemed to grow hoarse and fearful as the sound of wailing and shrieking.  But he spake firmly and simply in a clear voice, and said:

‘There can be no two words concerning what we have to aim at; these Dusky Men we must slay everyone, though we be fewer than they be.’

Folk-might smiled and nodded his head; but the others sat staring down the hall or into the hangings.

Then spake Folk-might: ‘Thou wert a boy methought when I cast my spear at thee last autumn, Face-of-god, but now hast thou grown into a man.  Now tell me, what deemest thou we must do to slay them all?’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Once again it is clear that we must fall upon them at home in Rose-dale and Silver-dale.’

Again Folk-might nodded: but Iron-face said:

‘Needeth this?  May we not ward the Dale and send many bands into the wood to fall upon them when we meet them?  Yea, and so doing these our guests have already slain many, as this valiant man hath told me e’en now.  Will ye not slay so many at last, that they shall learn to fear us, and abide at home and leave us at peace?’

But Face-of-god said: ‘Meseemeth, father, that this is not thy rede, and that thou sayest this but to try me: and perchance ye have been talking about me when I was without in the street e’en now.  Even if it might be that we should thus cow these felons into abiding at home and tormenting their own thralls at their ease, yet how then are our friends of the Wolf holpen to their own again?  And I shall tell thee that I have promised to this man and this woman that I will give them no less than a man’s help in this matter.  Moreover, I have spoken in every house of the Dale, and to the Shepherds and the Woodlanders, and there is no man amongst them but will follow me in the quarrel.  Furthermore, they have heard of the thralldom that is done on men no great way from their own houses; yea, they have seen it; and they remember the old saw, “Grief in thy neighbour’s hall is grief in thy garth,” and sure it is, father, that whether thou or I gainsay them, go they will to deliver the thralls of the Dusky Men, and will leave us alone in the Dale.’

‘This is no less than sooth,’ said the Dale-warden, ‘never have men gone forth more joyously to a merry-making than all men of us shall wend to this war.’

‘But,’ said Face-of-god, ‘of one thing ye may be sure, that these men will not abide our pleasure till we cut them all off in scattered bands, nor will they sit deedless at home.  Nor indeed may they; for we have heard from their thralls that they look to have fresh tribes of them come to hand to eat their meat and waste their servants, and these and they must find new abodes and new thralls; and they are now warned by the overthrows and slayings that they have had at our hands that we are astir, and they will not delay long, but will fall upon us with all their host; it might even be to-day or to-morrow.’

Said Folk-might: ‘In all this thou sayest sooth, brother of the Dale; and to cut this matter short, I will tell you all, that yesterday we had with us a runaway from Silver-dale (it is overlong to tell how we fell in with her; for it was a woman).  But she told us that this very moon is a new tribe come into the Dale, six long hundreds in number, and twice as many more are looked for in two eights of days, and that ere this moon hath waned, that is, in twenty-four days, they will wend their ways straight for Burgdale, for they know the ways thereto.  So I say that Face-of-god is right in all wise.  But tell me, brother, hast thou thought of how we shall come upon these men?’

‘How many men wilt thou lead into battle?’ said Face-of-god.

Folk-might reddened, and said: ‘A few, a few; maybe two-hundreds all told.’

‘Yea,’ said Face-of-god, ‘but some special gain wilt thou be to us.’

‘So I deem at least,’ said Folk-might.

Said Face-of-god: ‘Good is that.  Now have we held our Weapon-show in the Dale, and we find that we together with you be sixteen long hundreds of men; and the tale of the foemen that be now in Silver-dale, new-comers and all, shall be three thousands or thereabout, and in Rose-dale hard on a thousand.’

‘Scarce so many,’ said Folk-might; ‘some of the felons have died; we told over our silver arm-rings yesterday, and the tale was three hundred and eighty and six.  Besides, they were never so many as thou deemest.’

‘Well,’ said Face-of-god, ‘yet at least they shall outnumber us sorely.  We may scarce leave the Dale unguarded when our host is gone; therefore I deem that we shall have but one thousand of men for our onslaught on Silver-dale.’

‘How come ye to that?’ said Stone-face.

Said Face-of-god: ‘Abide a while, fosterer!  Though the odds between us be great, it is not to be hidden that I wot how ye of the Wolf know of privy passes into Silver-dale; yea, into the heart thereof; and this is the special gain ye have to give us.  Therefore we, the thousand men, falling on the foe unawares, shall make a great slaughter of them; and if the murder be but grim enough, those thralls of theirs shall fear us and not them, as already they hate them and not us, so that we may look to them for rooting out these sorry weeds after the overthrow.  And what with one thing, what with another, we may cherish a good hope of clearing Silver-dale at one stroke with the said thousand men.

‘There remaineth Rose-dale, which will be easier to deal with, because the Dusky Men therein are fewer and the thralls as many: that also would I fall on at the same time as we fall on Silver-dale with the men that are left over from the Silver-dale onslaught.  Wherefore my rede is, that we gather all those unmeet for battle in the field into this Burg, with ten tens of men to strengthen them; which shall be enough for them, along with the old men, and lads, and sturdy women, to defend themselves till help comes, if aught of evil befall, or to flee into the mountains, or at the worst to die valiantly.  Then let the other five hundreds fare up to Rose-dale, and fall on the Dusky Men therein about the same time, but not before our onslaught on Silver-dale: thus shall hand help foot, so that stumbling be not falling; and we may well hope that our rede shall thrive.’

Then was he silent, and the Sun-beam looked upon him with gleaming eyes and parted lips, waiting eagerly to hear what Folk-might would say.  He held his peace a while, drumming on the board with his fingers, and none else spake a word.  At last he said:

‘War-leader of Burgdale, all that thou hast spoken likes me well, and even so must it be done, saving that parting of our host and sending one part to fall upon Rose-dale.  I say, nay; let us put all our might into that one stroke on Silver-dale, and then we are undone indeed if we fail; but so shall we be if we fail anywise; but if we win Silver-dale, then shall Rose-dale lie open before us.’

‘My brother,’ said Face-of-god, ‘thou art a tried warrior, and I but a lad: but dost thou not see this, that whatever we do, we shall not at one onslaught slay all the Dusky Men of Silver-dale, and those that flee before us shall betake them to Rose-dale, and tell all the tale, and what shall hinder them then from falling on Burgdale (since they are no great way from it) after they have murdered what they will of the unhappy people under their hands?’

Said Folk-might: ‘I say not but that there is a risk thereof, but in war we must needs run such risks, and all should be risked rather than that our blow on Silver-dale be light.  For we be the fewer; and if the foemen have time to call that to mind, then are we all lost.’

Said Stone-face: ‘Meseemeth, War-leader, that there is nought much to dread in leaving Rose-dale to itself for a while; for not only may we follow hard on the fleers if they flee to Rose-dale, and be there no long time after them, before they have time to stir their host; but also after the overthrow we shall be free to send men back to Burgdale by way of Shadowy Vale.  I deem that herein Folk-might hath the right of it.’

‘Even so say I,’ said the Alderman; ‘besides, we might theft leave more folk behind us for the warding of the Dale.  So, son, the risk whereof thou speakest groweth the lesser the longer it is looked on.’

Then spake the Dale-warden: ‘Yet saving your wisdom, Alderman, the risk is there yet.  For if these felons come into the Dale at all, even if the folk left behind hold the Burg and keep themselves unmurdered, yet may they not hinder the foe from spoiling our homesteads; so that our folk coming back in triumph shall find ruin at home, and spend weary days in hunting their foemen, who shall, many of them, escape into the Wild-wood.’

‘Yea,’ said the Sun-beam, ‘sooth is that; and Face-of-god is wise to think of it and of other matters.  Yet one thing we must bear in mind, that all may not go smoothly in our day’s work in Silver-dale; so we must have force there to fall back on, in case we miss our stroke at first.  Therefore, I say, send we no man to Rose-dale, and leave we no able man-at-arms behind in the Burg, so that we have with us every blade that may be gathered.’

Iron-face smiled and said: ‘Thou art wise, damsel; and I marvel that so fair-fashioned a thing as thou can think so hardly of the meeting of the fallow blades.  But hearken! will not the Dusky Men hear that we have stripped the Dale of fighting-men, and may they not then give our host the go-by and send folk to ruin us?’

There was silence while Face-of-god looked down on the board; but presently he lifted up his face and said:

‘Folk-might was right when he said that all must be risked.  Let us leave Rose-dale till we have overcome them of Silver-dale.  Moreover, my father, thou must not deem of these felons as if they were of like wits to us, to forecast the deeds to come, and weigh the chances nicely, and unravel tangled clews.  Rather they move like to the stares in autumn, or the winter wild-geese, and will all be thrust forward by some sting that entereth into their imaginations.  Therefore, if they have appointed one moon to wear before they fall upon us, they will not stir till then, and we have time enough to do what must be done.  Wherefore am I now of one mind with the rest of you.  Now meseemeth it were well that these things which we have spoken here, and shall speak, should not be noised abroad openly; nay, at the Folk-mote it would be well that nought be said about the day or the way of our onslaught on Silver-dale, lest the foe take warning and be on their guard.  Though, sooth to say, did I deem that if they had word of our intent they of Rose-dale would join themselves to them of Silver-dale, and that we should thus have all our foes in one net, then were I fain if the word would reach them.  For my soul loathes the hunting that shall befall up and down the wood for the slaying of a man here, and two or three there, and the wearing of the days in wandering up and down with weapons in the hand, and the spinning out of hatred and delaying of peace.’

Then Iron-face reached his hand across the board and took his son’s hand, and said:

‘Hail to thee, son, for thy word!  Herein thou speakest as if from my very soul, and fain am I of such a War-leader.’

And desire drew the eyes of the Sun-beam to Face-of-god, and she beheld him proudly.  But he said:

‘All hath been spoken that the others of us may speak; and now it falleth to the part of Folk-might to order our goings for the tryst for the onslaught, and the trysting-place shall be in Shadowy Vale.  How sayest thou, Chief of the Wolf?’

Said Folk-might: ‘I have little to say; and it is for the War-leader to see to this closely and piecemeal.  I deem, as we all deem, that there should be no delay; yet were it best to wend not all together to Shadowy Vale, but in divers bands, as soon as ye may after the Folk-mote, by the sure and nigh ways that we shall show you.  And when we are gathered there, short is the rede, for all is ready there to wend by the passes which we know throughly, and whereby it is but two days’ journey to the head of Silver-dale, nigh to the caves of the silver, where the felons dwell the thickest.’

He set his teeth, and his colour came and went: for as constantly as the onslaught had been in his mind, yet whenever he spake of the great day of battle, hope and joy and anger wrought a tumult in his soul; and now that it was so nigh withal, he could not refrain his joy.

But he spake again: ‘Now therefore, War-leader, it is for thee to order the goings of thy folk.  But I will tell thee that they shall not need to take aught with them save their weapons and victual for the way, that is, for thirty hours; because all is ready for them in Shadowy Vale, though it be but a poor place as to victual.  Canst thou tell us, therefore, what thou wilt do?’

Face-of-god had knit his brows and become gloomy of countenance; but now his face cleared, and he set his hand to his pouch, and drew forth a written parchment, and said:

‘This is the order whereof I have bethought me.  Before the Folk-mote I and the Wardens shall speak to the leaders of hundreds, who be mostly here at the Fair, and give them the day and the hour whereon they shall, each hundred, take their weapons and wend to Shadowy Vale, and also the place where they shall meet the men of yours who shall lead them across the Waste.  These hundred-leaders shall then go straightway and give the word to the captains of scores, and the captains of scores to the captains of tens; and if, as is scarce doubtful, the Folk-mote yea-says the onslaught and the fellowship with you of the Wolf, then shall those leaders of tens bring their men to the trysting-place, and so go their ways to Shadowy Vale.  Now here I have the roll of our Weapon-show, and I will look to it that none shall be passed over; and if ye ask me in what order they had best get on the way, my rede is that a two hundred should depart on the very evening of the day of the Folk-mote, and these to be of our folk of the Upper Dale; and on the morning of the morrow of the Folk-mote another two hundreds from the Dale; and in the evening of the same day the folk of the Shepherds, three hundreds or more, and that will be easy to them; again on the next day two more bands of the Lower Dale, one in the morning, one in the evening.  Lastly, in the earliest dawn of the third day from the Folk-mote shall the Woodlanders wend their ways.  But one hundred of men let us leave behind for the warding of the Burg, even as we agreed before.  As for the place of tryst for the faring over the Waste, let it be the end of the knolls just by the jaws of the pass yonder, where the Weltering Water comes into the Dale from the East.  How say ye?’

They all said, and Folk-might especially, that it was right well devised, and that thus it should be done.

Then turned Face-of-god to the Dale-warden, and said:

‘It were good, brother, that we saw the other wardens as soon as may be, to do them to wit of this order, and what they have to do.’

Therewith he arose and took the Elder of the Dale-wardens away with him, and the twain set about their business straight-way.  Neither did the others abide long in the Hall, but went out into the Burg to see the chapmen and their wares.  There the Alderman bought what he needed of iron and steel and other matters; and Folk-might cheapened him a dagger curiously wrought, and a web of gold and silk for the Sun-beam, for which wares he paid in silver arm-rings, new-wrought and of strange fashion.

But amidst of the chaffer was now a great ring of men; and in the midst of the ring stood Redesman, fiddle and bow in hand, and with him were four damsels wondrously arrayed; for the first was clad in a smock so craftily wrought with threads of green and many colours, that it seemed like a piece of the green field beset with primroses and cowslips and harebells and windflowers, rather than a garment woven and sewn; and in her hand she bore a naked sword, with golden hilts and gleaming blade.  But the second bore on her roses done in like manner, both blossoms and green leaves, wherewith her body was covered decently, which else had been naked.  The third was clad as though she were wading the wheat-field to the waist, and above was wrapped in the leaves and bunches of the wine-tree.  And the fourth was clad in a scarlet gown flecked with white wool to set forth the winter’s snow, and broidered over with the burning brands of the Holy Hearth; and she bore on her head a garland of mistletoe.  And these four damsels were clearly seen to image the four seasons of the year — Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter.  But amidst them stood a fountain or conduit of gilded work cunningly wrought, and full of the best wine of the Dale, and gilded cups and beakers hung about it.

So now Redesman fell to caressing his fiddle with the bow till it began to make sweet music, and therewith the hearts of all danced with it; and presently words come into his mouth, and he fell to singing; and the damsels answered him:

Earth-wielders, that fashion the Dale-dwellers’ treasure,

   Soft are ye by seeming, yet hardy of heart!
 No warrior amongst us withstandeth your pleasure;

   No man from his meadow may thrust you apart.
 

Fresh and fair are your bodies, but far beyond telling

   Are the years of your lives, and the craft ye have stored.
 Come give us a word, then, concerning our dwelling,

   And the days to befall us, the fruit of the sword.
 

Winter saith:

When last in the feast-hall the Yule-fire flickered,

   The foot of no foeman fared over the snow,
 And nought but the wind with the ash-branches bickered:

   Next Yule ye may deem it a long time ago.
 

Autumn saith:

Loud laughed ye last year in the wheat-field a-smiting;

   And ye laughed as your backs drave the beam of the press.
 When the edge of the war-sword the acres are lighting

   Look up to the Banner and laugh ye no less.
 

Summer saith:

Ye called and I came, and how good was the greeting,

   When ye wrapped me in roses both bosom and side!
 Here yet shall I long, and be fain of our meeting,

   As hidden from battle your coming I bide.
 

Spring saith:

I am here for your comfort, and lo! what I carry;

   The blade with the bright edges bared to the sun.
 To the field, to the work then, that e’en I may tarry

   For the end of the tale in my first days begun!
 

Therewith the throng opened, and a young man stepped lightly into the ring, clad in very fair armour, with a gilded helm on his head; and he took the sword from the hand of the Maiden of Spring, and waved it in the air till the westering sun flashed back from it.  Then each of the four damsels went up to the swain and kissed his mouth; and Redesman drew the bow across the strings, and the four damsels sang together, standing round about the young warrior:

It was but a while since for earth’s sake we trembled,

   Lest the increase our life-days had won for the Dale,
 All the wealth that the moons and the years had assembled,

   Should be but a mock for the days of your bale.
 

But now we behold the sun smite on the token

   In the hand of the Champion, the heart of a man;
 We look down the long years and see them unbroken;

   Forth fareth the Folk by the ways it began.
 

So bid ye these chapmen in autumn returning,

   To bring iron for ploughshares and steel for the scythe,
 And the over-sea oil that hath felt the sun’s burning,

   And fair webs for your women soft-spoken and blithe;
 

And pledge ye your word in the market to meet them,

   As many a man and as many a maid,
 As eager as ever, as guest-fain to greet them,

   And bide till the booth from the waggon is made.
 

Come, guests of our lovers! for we, the year-wielders,

   Bid each man and all to come hither and take
 A cup from our hands midst the peace of our shielders,

   And drink to the days of the Dale that we make.
 

Then went the damsels to that wine-fountain, and drew thence cups of the best and brightest wine of the Dale, and went round about the ring, and gave drink to whomsoever would, both of the chapmen and the others; while the weaponed youth stood in the midst bearing aloft his sword and shield like an image in a holy place, and Redesman’s bow still went up and down the strings, and drew forth a sweet and merry tune.

Great game it was now to see the stark Burgdale carles dragging the Men of the Plain, little loth, up to the front of the ring, that they might stretch out their hands for a cup, and how many a one, as he took it, took as much as he might of the damsel’s hand withal.  As for the damsels, they played the Holy Play very daintily, neither reddening nor laughing, but faring so solemnly, and withal so sweetly and bright-faced, that it might well have been deemed that they were in very sooth Maidens of the God of Earth sent from the ever-enduring Hall to cheer the hearts of men.

So simply and blithely did the Men of Burgdale disport them after the manner of their fathers, trusting in their valour and beholding the good days to be.

So wore the evening, and when night was come, men feasted throughout the Burg from house to house, and every hall was full.  But the Guests from Shadowy Vale feasted in the Hall of the Face in all glee and goodwill; and with them were the chief of the chapmen and two others; but the rest of them had been laid hold of by goodmen of the Burg, and dragged into their feast-halls, for they were fain of those guests and their tales.  One of the chapmen in the House of the Face knew Folk-might, and hailed him by the name he had borne in the Cities, Regulus to wit; indeed, the chief chapman knew him, and even somewhat over-well, for he had been held to ransom by Folk-might in those past days, and even yet feared him, because he, the chapman, had played somewhat of a dastard’s part to him.  But the other was an open-hearted and merry fellow, and no weakling; and Folk-might was fain of his talk concerning times bygone, and the fields they had foughten in, and other adventures that had befallen them, both good and evil.

As for Face-of-god, he went about the Hall soberly, and spake no more than behoved him, so as not to seem a mar-feast; for the image of the slaughter to be yet abode with him, and his heart foreboded the after-grief of the battle.  He had no speech with the Sun-beam till men were sundering after the feast, and then he came close to her amidst of the turmoil, and said:

‘Time presses on me these days; but if thou wouldest speak with me to-morrow as I would with thee, then mightest thou go on the Bridge of the Burg about sunrise, and I will be there, and we two only.’

Her face, which had been somewhat sad that evening (for she had been watching his), brightened at that word, and she took his hand as folk came thronging round about them, and said:

‘Yea, friend, I shall be there, and fain of thee.’  And therewithal they sundered for that night.

And all men went to sleep throughout the Burg: howbeit they set a watch at the Burg-Gate; and Hall-face, when he was coming back from the woodland ward about sunset, fell in with Redcoat of Waterless and four score men on the Portway coming to meet him and take his place.  All which was clean contrary to the wont of the Burgdalers, who at most whiles held no watch and ward, not even in Fair-time.






  








CHAPTER XXXV.  FACE-OF-GOD TALKETH WITH THE SUN-BEAM.
 

Face-of-God was at the Bridge on the morrow before sun-rising, and as he turned about at the Bridge-foot he saw the Sun-beam coming down the street; and his heart rose to his mouth at the sight of her, and he went to meet her and took her by the hand; and there were no words between them till they had kissed and caressed each other, for there was no one stirring about them.  So they went over the Bridge into the meadows, and eastward of the beaten path thereover.

The grass was growing thick and strong, and it was full of flowers, as the cowslip and the oxlip, and the chequered daffodil, and the wild tulip: the black-thorn was well-nigh done blooming, but the hawthorn was in bud, and in some places growing white.  It was a fair morning, warm and cloudless, but the night had been misty, and the haze still hung about the meadows of the Dale where they were wettest, and the grass and its flowers were heavy with dew, so that the Sun-beam went barefoot in the meadow.  She had a dark cloak cast over her kirtle, and had left her glittering gown behind her in the House.

They went along hand in hand exceeding fain of each other, and the sun rose as they went, and the long beams of gold shone through the tops of the tall trees across the grass they trod, and a light wind rose up in the north, as Face-of-god stayed a moment and turned toward the Face of the Sun and prayed to Him, while the Sun-beam’s hand left the War-leader’s hand and stole up to his golden locks and lay amongst them.

Presently they went on, and the feet of Face-of-god led him unwitting toward the chestnut grove by the old dyke where he had met the Bride such a little while ago, till he bethought whither he was going and stopped short and reddened; and the Sun-beam noted it, but spake not; but he said: ‘Hereby is a fair place for us to sit and talk till the day’s work beginneth.’

So then he turned aside, and soon they came to a hawthorn brake out of which arose a great tall-stemmed oak, showing no green as yet save a little on its lower twigs; and anigh it, yet with room for its boughs to grow freely, was a great bird-cherry tree, all covered now with sweet-smelling white blossoms.  There they sat down on the trunk of a tree felled last year, and she cast off her cloak, and took his face between her two hands and kissed him long and fondly, and for a while their joy had no word.  But when speech came to them, it was she that spake first and said:

‘Gold-mane, my dear, sorely I wonder at thee and at me, how we are changed since that day last autumn when I first saw thee.  Whiles I think, didst thou not laugh when thou wert by thyself that day, and mock at me privily, that I must needs take such wisdom on myself, and lesson thee standing like a stripling before me.  Dost thou not call it all to mind and make merry over it, now that thou art become a great chieftain and a wise warrior, and I am yet what I always was, a young maiden of the kindred; save that now I abide no longer for my love?’

Her face was exceeding bright and rippled with joyous smiles, and he looked at her and deemed that her heart was overflowing with happiness, and he wondered at her indeed that she was so glad of him, and he said:

‘Yea, indeed, oft do I see that morning in the woodland hall and thee and me therein, as one looketh on a picture; yea verily, and I laugh, yet is it for very bliss; neither do I mock at all.  Did I not deem thee a God then? and am I not most happy now when I can call it thus to mind?  And as to thee, thou wert wise then, and yet art thou wise now.  Yea, I thought thee a God; and if we are changed, is it not rather that thou hast lifted me up to thee, and not come down to me?’

Yet therewithal he knit his brows somewhat and said:

‘Yet thou hast not to tell me that all thy love for thy Folk, and thy yearning hope for its recoverance, was but a painted show.  Else why shouldst thou love me the better now that I am become a chieftain, and therefore am more meet to understand thy hope and thy sorrow?  Did I not behold thee as we stood before the Wolf of the Hall of Shadowy Vale, how the tears stood in thine eyes as thou beheldest him, and thine hand in mine quivered and clung to me, and thou wert all changed in a moment of time?  Was all this then but a seeming and a beguilement?’

‘O young man,’ she said, ‘hast thou not said it, that we stood there close together, and my hand in thine and desire growing up in me?  Dost thou not know how this also quickeneth the story of our Folk, and our goodwill towards the living, and remembrance of the dead?  Shall they have lived and desired, and we deny desire and life?  Or tell me: what was it made thee so chieftain-like in the Hall yesterday, so that thou wert the master of all our wills, for as self-willed as some of us were?  Was it not that I, whom thou deemest lovely, was thereby watching thee and rejoicing in thee?  Did not the sweetness of thy love quicken thee?  Yet because of that was thy warrior’s wisdom and thy foresight an empty show?  Heedest thou nought the Folk of the Dale?  Wouldest thou sunder from the children of the Fathers, and dwell amongst strangers?’

He kissed her and smiled on her and said: ‘Did I not say of thee that thou wert wiser than the daughters of men?  See how wise thou hast made me!’

She spake again: ‘Nay, nay, there was no feigning in my love for my people.  How couldest thou think it, when the Fathers and the kindred have made this body that thou lovest, and the voice of their songs is in the speech thou deemest sweet?’

He said: ‘Sweet friend, I deemed not that there was feigning in thee: I was but wondering what I am and how I was fashioned, that I should make thee so glad that thou couldst for a while forget thy hope of the days before we met.’

She said: ‘O how glad, how glad!  Yet was I nought hapless.  In despite of all trouble I had no down-weighing grief, and I had the hope of my people before me.  Good were my days; but I knew not till now how glad a child of man may be.’

Their words were hushed for a while amidst their caresses.  Then she said:

‘Gold-mane, my friend, I mocked not my past self because I deem that I was a fool then, but because I see now that all that my wisdom could do, would have come about without my wisdom; and that thou, deeming thyself something less than wise, didst accomplish the thing I craved, and that which thou didst crave also; and withal wisdom embraced thee, along with love.’

Therewith she cast her arms about him and said:

‘O friend, I mock myself of this: that erst thou deemedst me a God and fearedst me, but now thou seemest to me to be a God, and I fear thee.  Yea, though I have longed so sore to be with thee since the day of Shadowy Vale, and though I have wearied of the slow wearing of the days, and it hath tormented me; yet now that I am with thee, I bless the torment of my longing; for it is but my longing that compelleth me to cast away my fear of thee and caress thee, because I have learned how sweet it is to love thee thus.’

He wound his arms about her, and sweeter was their longing than mere joy; and though their love was beyond measure, yet was therein no shame to aught, not even to the lovely Dale and that fair season of spring, so goodly they were among the children of men.

In a while they arose and turned homeward, and went over the open meadow, and it was yet early, and the dew was as heavy on the grass as before, though the wide sunlight was now upon it, glittering on the wet blades, and shining through the bells of the chequered daffodils till they looked like gouts of blood.

‘Look,’ said Sun-beam, as they went along by the same way whereas they came, ‘deemest thou not that other speech-friends besides us have been abroad to talk together apart on this morning of the eve of battle.  It is nought unwonted, that we do, even though we forget the trouble of the people to think of our own joy for a while.’

The smile died out of her face as she spoke, and she said:

‘O friend, this much may I say for myself in all sooth, that indeed I would die for the kindred and its good days, nor falter therein; but if I am to die, might I but die in thine arms!’

He looked very lovingly on her, and put his arm about her and kissed her and said: ‘What ails us to stand in the doom-ring and bear witness against ourselves before the kindred?  Now I will say, that whatsoever the kindred may or can call upon me to do, that will I do, nor grudge the deed: I am sackless before them.  But that is true which I spake to thee when we came together up out of Shadowy Vale, to wit, that I am no strifeful man, but a peaceful; and I look to it to win through this war, and find on the other side either death, or life amongst a happy folk; and I deem that this is mostly the mind of our people.’

She said: ‘Thou shalt not die, thou shalt not die!’

‘Mayhappen not,’ he said; ‘yet yesterday I could not but look into the slaughter to come, and it seemed to me a grim thing, and darkened the day for me; and I grew acold as a man walking with the dead.  But tell me: thou sayest I shall not die; dost thou say this only because I am become dear to thee, or dost thou speak it out of thy foresight of things to come?’

She stopped and looked silently a while over the meadows towards the houses of the Thorp: they were standing now on the border of a shallow brook that ran down toward the Weltering Water; it had a little strand of fine sand like the sea-shore, driven close together, and all moist, because that brook was used to flood the meadow for the feeding of the grass; and the last evening the hatches which held up the water had been drawn, so that much had ebbed away and left the strand aforesaid.

After a while the Sun-beam turned to Face-of-god, and she was become somewhat pale; she said:

‘Nay, I have striven to see, and can see nought save the picture of hope and fear that I make for myself.  So it oft befalleth foreseeing women, that the love of a man cloudeth their vision.  Be content, dear friend; it is for life or death; but whichso it be, the same for me and thee together?’

‘Yea,’ he said, ‘and well content I am; so now let each of us trust in the other to be both good and dear, even as I trusted in thee the first hour that I looked on thee.’

‘It is well,’ she said; ‘it is well.  How fair thou art; and how fair is the morn, and this our Dale in the goodly season; and all this abideth us when the battle is over.’

Once more her voice became sweet and wheedling, and the smile lit up her face again, and she pointed down to the sand with her finger, and said:

‘See thou!  Here indeed have other lovers passed by across the brook.  Shall we wish them good luck?’

He laughed and looked down on the sand, and said:

‘Thou art in haste to make a story up.  Indeed I see that these first footprints are of a woman, for no carle of the Dale has a foot as small; for we be tall fellows; and these others withal are a man’s footprints; and if they showed that they had been walking side by side, simple had been thy tale; but so it is not.  I cannot say that these two pairs of feet went over the brook within five minutes of each other; but sure it is that they could not have been faring side by side.  Well, belike they were lovers bickering, and we may wish them luck out of that.  Truly it is well seen that Bow-may hath done thine hunting for thee, dear friend; or else wouldest thou have lacked venison; for thou hast no hunter’s eye.’

‘Well,’ she said, ‘but wish them luck, and give me thine hand upon it.’

He took her hand, and fondled it, and said: ‘By this hand of my speech-friend, I wish these twain all luck, in love and in leisure, in faring and fighting, in sowing and samming, in getting and giving.  Is it well enough wished?  If so it be, then come thy ways, dear friend; for the day’s work is at hand.’

‘It is well wished,’ she said.  ‘Now hearken: by the valiant hand of the War-leader, by the hand that shall unloose my girdle, I wish these twain to be as happy as we be.’

He made as if to draw her away, but she hung aback to set the print of her foot beside the woman’s foot, and then they went on together, and soon crossed the Bridge, and came home to the House of the Face.

When they had broken their fast, Face-of-god would straight get to his business of ordering matters for the warfare, and was wishful to speak with Folk-might; but found him not, either in the House or the street.  But a man said:

‘I saw the tall Guest come abroad from the House and go toward the Bridge very early in the morning.’

The Sun-beam, who was anigh when that was spoken, heard it and smiled, and said: ‘Gold-mane, deemest thou that it was my brother whom we blessed?’

‘I wot not,’ he said; ‘but I would he were here, for this gear must speedily be looked to.’

Nevertheless it was nigh an hour before Folk-might came home to the House.  He strode in lightly and gaily, and shaking the crest of his war-helm as he went.  He looked friendly on Face-of-god, and said to him:

‘Thou hast been seeking me, War-leader; but grudge it not that I have caused thee to tarry.  For as things have gone, I am twice the man for thine helping that I was yester-eve; and thou art so ready and deft, that all will be done in due time.’

He looked as if he would have had Face-of-god ask of him what made him so fain, but Face-of-god said only:

‘I am glad of thy gladness; but now let us dally no longer, for I have many folk to see to-day and much to set a-going.’

So therewith they spake together a while, and then went their ways together toward Carlstead and the Woodlanders.






  








CHAPTER XXXVI.  FOLK-MIGHT SPEAKETH WITH THE BRIDE.
 

It must be told that those footprints which Face-of-god and the Sun-beam had blessed betwixt jest and earnest had more to do with them than they wotted of.  For Folk-might, who had had many thoughts and longings since he had seen the Bride again, rose up early about sunrise, and went out-a-doors, and wandered about the Burg, letting his eyes stray over the goodly stone houses and their trim gardens, yet noting them little, since the Bride was not there.

At last he came to where there was an open place, straight-sided, longer than it was wide, with a wall on each side of it, over which showed the blossomed boughs of pear and cherry and plum-trees: on either hand before the wall was a row of great lindens, now showing their first tender green, especially on their lower twigs, where they were sheltered by the wall.  At the nether end of this place Folk-might saw a grey stone house, and he went towards it betwixt the lindens, for it seemed right great, and presently was but a score of paces from its door, and as yet there was no man, carle or queen, stirring about it.

It was a long low house with a very steep roof; but belike the hall was built over some undercroft, for many steps went up to the door on either hand; and the doorway was low, with a straight lintel under its arch.  This house, like the House of the Face, seemed ancient and somewhat strange, and Folk-might could not choose but take note of it.  The front was all of good ashlar work, but it was carven all over, without heed being paid to the joints of the stones, into one picture of a flowery meadow, with tall trees and bushes in it, and fowl perched in the trees and running through the grass, and sheep and kine and oxen and horses feeding down the meadow; and over the door at the top of the stair was wrought a great steer bigger than all the other neat, whose head was turned toward the sun-rising and uplifted with open mouth, as though he were lowing aloud.  Exceeding fair seemed that house to Folk-might, and as though it were the dwelling of some great kindred.

But he had scarce gone over it with his eyes, and was just about to draw nigher yet to it, when the door at the top of those steps opened, and a woman came out of the house clad in a green kirtle and a gown of brazil, with a golden-hilted sword girt to her side.  Folk-might saw at once that it was the Bride, and drew aback behind one of the trees so that she might not see him, if she had not already seen him, as it seemed not that she had, for she stayed but for a moment on the top of the stair, looking out down the tree-rows, and then came down the stair and went soberly along the road, passing so close to Folk-might that he could see the fashion of her beauty closely, as one looks into the work of some deftest artificer.  Then it came suddenly into his head that he would follow her and see whither she was wending.  ‘At least,’ said he to himself, ‘if I come not to speech with her, I shall be nigh unto her, and shall see somewhat of her beauty.’

So he came out quietly from behind the tree, and followed her softly; and he was clad in no garment save his kirtle, and bare no weapons to clash and jingle, though he had his helm on his head for lack of a softer hat.  He kept her well in sight, and she went straight onward and looked not back.  She went by the way whereas he had come, till they were in the main street, wherein as yet was no one afoot; she made her way to the Bridge, and passed over it into the meadows; but when she had gone but a few steps, she stayed a little and looked on the ground, and as she did so turned a little toward Folk-might, who had drawn back into the last of the refuges over the up-stream buttresses.  He saw that there was a half-smile on her face, but he could not tell whether she were glad or sorry.  A light wind was beginning to blow, that stirred her raiment and raised a lock of hair that had strayed from the golden fillet round about her head, and she looked most marvellous fair.

Now she looked along the grass that glittered under the beams of the newly-risen sun, and noted belike how heavy the dew lay on it; and the grass was high already, for the spring had been hot, and haysel would be early in the Dale.  So she put off her shoes, that were of deerskin and broidered with golden threads, and turned somewhat from the way, and hung them up amidst the new green leaves of a hawthorn bush that stood nearby, and so went thwart the meadow somewhat eastward straight from that bush, and her feet shone out like pearls amidst the deep green grass.

Folk-might followed presently, and she stayed not again, nor turned, nor beheld him; he recked not if she had, for then would he have come up with her and hailed her, and he knew that she was no foolish maiden to start at the sight of a man who was the friend of her Folk.

So they went their ways till she came to the strand of the water-meadow brook aforesaid, and she went through the little ripples of the shallow without staying, and on through the tall deep grass of the meadow beyond, to where they met the brook again; for it swept round the meadow in a wide curve, and turned back toward itself; so it was some half furlong over from water to water.

She stood a while on the brink of the brook here, which was brim-full and nigh running into the grass, because there was a dam just below the place; and Folk-might drew nigher to her under cover of the thorn-bushes, and looked at the place about her and beyond her.  The meadow beyond stream was very fair and flowery, but not right great; for it was bounded by a grove of ancient chestnut trees, that went on and on toward the southern cliffs of the Dale: in front of the chestnut wood stood a broken row of black-thorn bushes, now growing green and losing their blossom, and he could see betwixt them that there was a grassy bank running along, as if there had once been a turf-wall and ditch round about the chestnut trees.  For indeed this was the old place of tryst between Gold-mane and the Bride, whereof the tale hath told before.

The Bride stayed scarce longer than gave him time to note all this; but he deemed that she was weeping, though he could not rightly see her face; for her shoulders heaved, and she hung her face adown and put up her hands to it.  But now she went a little higher up the stream, where the water was shallower, and waded the stream and went up over the meadow, still weeping, as he deemed, and went between the black-thorn bushes, and sat her down on the grassy bank with her back to the chestnut trees.

Folk-might was ashamed to have seen her weeping, and was half-minded to turn him back again at once; but love constrained him, and he said to himself, ‘Where shall I see her again privily if I pass by this time and place?’  So he waited a little till he deemed she might have mastered the passion of tears, and then came forth from his bush, and went down to the water and crossed it, and went quietly over the meadow straight towards her.  But he was not half-way across, when she lifted up her face from between her hands and beheld the man coming.  She neither started nor rose up; but straightened herself as she sat, and looked right into Folk-might’s eyes as he drew near, though the tears were not dry on her cheeks.

Now he stood before her, and said: ‘Hail to the Daughter of a mighty House!  Mayst thou live happy!’

She answered: ‘Hail to thee also, Guest of our Folk!  Hast thou been wandering about our meadows, and happened on me perchance?’

‘Nay,’ he said; ‘I saw thee come forth from the House of the Steer, and I followed thee hither.’

She reddened a little, and knit her brow, and said:

‘Thou wilt have something to say to me?’

‘I have much to say to thee,’ he said; ‘yet it was sweet to me to behold thee, even if I might not speak with thee.’

She looked on him with her deep simple eyes, and neither reddened again, nor seemed wroth; then she said:

‘Speak what thou hast in thine heart, and I will hearken without anger whatsoever it may be; even if thou hast but to tell me of the passing folly of a mighty man, which in a month or two he will not remember for sorrow or for joy.  Sit here beside me, and tell me thy thought.’

So he sat him adown and said: ‘Yea, I have much to say to thee, but it is hard to me to say it.  But this I will say: to-day and yesterday make the third time I have seen thee.  The first time thou wert happy and calm, and no shadow of trouble was on thee; the second time thine happy days were waning, though thou scarce knewest it; but to-day and yesterday thou art constrained by the bonds of grief, and wouldest loosen them if thou mightest.’

She said: ‘What meanest thou?  How knowest thou this?  How may a stranger partake in my joy and my sorrow?’

He said: ‘As for yesterday, all the people might see thy grief and know it.  But when I beheld thee the first time, I saw thee that thou wert more fair and lovely than all other women; and when I was away from thee, the thought of thee and thine image were with me, and I might not put them away; and oft at such and such a time I wondered and said to myself, what is she doing now? though god wot I was dealing with tangles and troubles and rough deeds enough.  But the second time I beheld thee, when I had looked to have great joy in the sight of thee, my heart was smitten with a pang of grief; for I saw thee hanging on the words and the looks of another man, who was light-minded toward thee, and that thou wert troubled with the anguish of doubt and fear.  And he knew it not, nor saw it, though I saw it.’

Her face grew troubled, and the tearful passion stirred within her.  But she held it aback, and said, as anyone might have said it:

‘How wert thou in the Dale, mighty man?  We saw thee not.’

He said: ‘I came hither hidden in other semblance than mine own.  But meddle not therewith; it availeth nought.  Let me say this, and do thou hearken to it.  I saw thee yesterday in the street, and thou wert as the ghost of thine old gladness; although belike thou hast striven with sorrow; for I see thee with a sword by thy side, and we have been told that thou, O fairest of women, hast given thyself to the Warrior to be his damsel.’

‘Yea,’ she said, ‘that is sooth.’

He went on: ‘But the face which thou bearedst yesterday against thy will, amidst all the people, that was because thou hadst seen my sister the Sun-beam for the first time, and Face-of-god with her, hand clinging to hand, lip longing for lip, desire unsatisfied, but glad with all hope.’

She laid hand upon hand in the lap of her gown, and looked down, and her voice trembled as she said:

‘Doth it avail to talk of this?’

He said: ‘I know not: it may avail; for I am grieved, and shall be whilst thou art grieved; and it is my wont to strive with my griefs till I amend them.’

She turned to him with kind eyes and said:

‘O mighty man, canst thou clear away the tangle which besetteth the soul of her whose hope hath bewrayed her?  Canst thou make hope grow up in her heart?  Friend, I will tell thee that when I wed, I shall wed for the sake of the kindred, hoping for no joy therein.  Yea, or if by some chance the desire of man came again into my heart, I should strive with it to rid myself of it, for I should know of it that it was but a wasting folly, that should but beguile me, and wound me, and depart, leaving me empty of joy and heedless of life.’

He shook his head and said: ‘Even so thou deemest now; but one day it shall be otherwise.  Or dost thou love thy sorrow?  I tell thee, as it wears thee and wears thee, thou shalt hate it, and strive to shake it off.’

‘Nay, nay,’ she said; ‘I love it not; for not only it grieveth me, but also it beateth me down and belittleth me.’

‘Good is that,’ said he.  ‘I know how strong thine heart is.  Now, wilt thou take mine hand, which is verily the hand of thy friend, and remember what I have told thee of my grief which cannot be sundered from thine?  Shall we not talk more concerning this?  For surely I shall soon see thee again, and often; since the Warrior, who loveth me belike, leadeth thee into fellowship with me.  Yea, I tell thee, O friend, that in that fellowship shalt thou find both the seed of hope, and the sun of desire that shall quicken it.’

Therewith he arose and stood before her, and held out to her his hand all hardened with the sword-hilt, and she took it, and stood up facing him, and said:

‘This much will I tell thee, O friend; that what I have said to thee this hour, I thought not to have said to any man; or to talk with a man of the grief that weareth me, or to suffer him to see my tears; and marvellous I deem it of thee, for all thy might, that thou hast drawn this speech from out of me, and left me neither angry nor ashamed, in spite of these tears; and thou whom I have known not, though thou knewest me!

‘But now it were best that thou depart, and get thee home to the House of the Face, where I was once so frequent; for I wot that thou hast much to do; and as thou sayest, it will be in warfare that I shall see thee.  Now I thank thee for thy words and the thought thou hast had of me, and the pain which thou hast taken to heal my hurt: I thank thee, I thank thee, for as grievous as it is to show one’s hurts even to a friend.’

He said: ‘O Bride, I thank thee for hearkening to my tale; and one day shall I thank thee much more.  Mayest thou fare well in the Field and amidst the Folk!’

Therewith he kissed her hand, and turned away, and went across the meadow and the stream, glad at heart and blithe with everyone; for kindness grew in him as gladness grew.






  








CHAPTER XXXVII.  OF THE FOLK-MOTE OF THE DALESMEN, THE SHEPHERD-FOLK, AND THE WOODLAND CARLES: THE BANNER OF THE WOLF DISPLAYED.
 

Now came the day of the Great Folk-mote, and there was much thronging from everywhere to the Mote-stead, but most from Burgstead itself, whereas few of the Dale-dwellers who had been at the Fair had gone back home.  Albeit some of the Shepherds and of the Dalesmen of the westernmost Dale had brought light tents, and tilted themselves in in the night before the Mote down in the meadows below the Mote-stead.  From early morning there had been a stream of folk on the Portway setting westward; and many came thus early that they might hold converse with friends and well-wishers; and some that they might disport them in the woods.  Men went in no ordered bands, as the Burgstead men at least had done on the day of the Weapon-show, save that a few of them who were arrayed the bravest gathered about the banners, and went with them to the Mote-stead; for all the banners must needs be there.

The Folk-mote was to be hallowed-in three hours before noon, as all men knew; therefore an hour before that time were all men of the Dale and the Shepherds assembled that might be looked for, save the Alderman and the chieftains with the banner of the Burg, and these were not like to come many minutes before the Hallowing.  Folk were gathered on the Field in such wise, that the men-at-arms made a great ring round about the Doom-ring, (albeit there were many old men there, girt with swords that they should never heave up again in battle), so that without that ring there was nought save women and children.  But when all the other Houses were assembled, men looked around, and beheld the place of the Woodlanders that it was empty; and they marvelled that they were thus belated.  For now all was ready, and a watcher had gone up to the Tower on the height, and had with him the great Horn of Warning, which could be heard past the Mote-stead and a great way down the Dale: and if he saw foes coming from the East he should blow one blast; if from the South, two; if from the West, three; if from the North, four.

So half an hour from the appointed time of Hallowing rose the rumour that the Alderman was on the road, and presently they of the women who were on the outside of the throng, by drawing nigh to the edge of the sheer rock, could behold the Banner of the Burg on the Portway, and soon after could see the wain, done about with green boughs, wherein sat the chieftains in their glittering war-gear.  Speedily they spread the tidings, and a confused shout went up into the air; and in a little while the wain stayed on Wildlake’s Way at the bottom of the steep slope that went up to the Mote-stead, and the banner of the Burg came on proudly up the hill.  Soon all men beheld it, and saw that the tall Hall-face bore it in front of his brother Face-of-god, who came on gleaming in war-gear better than most men had seen; which was indeed of his father’s fashioning, and his father’s gift to him that morning.

After Face-of-god came the Alderman, and with him Folk-might leading the Sun-beam by the hand, and then Stone-face and the Elder of the Dale-wardens; and then the six Burg-wardens: as to the other Dale-wardens, they were in their places on the Field.

So now those who had been standing up turned their faces toward the Altar of the Gods, and those who had been sitting down sprang to their feet, and the confused rumour of the throng rose into a clear shout as the chieftains went to their places, and sat them down on the turf-seats amidst the Doom-ring facing the Speech-hill and the Altar of the Gods.  Amidmost sat the Alderman, on his right hand Face-of-god, and out from him Hall-face, and then Stone-face and three of the Wardens; but on his left hand sat first the two Guests, then the Elder of the Dale-wardens, and then the other three Burg-wardens; as for the Banner of the Burg, its staff was stuck into the earth behind them, and the Banner raised itself in the morning wind and flapped and rippled over their heads.

There then they sat, and folk abided, and it still lacked some minutes of the due time, as the Alderman wotted by the shadow of the great standing-stone betwixt him and the Altar.  Therewithal came the sound of a great horn from out of the wood on the north side, and men knew it for the horn of the Woodland Carles, and were glad; for they could not think why they should be belated; and now men stood up a-tiptoe and on other’s shoulders to look over the heads of the women and children to behold their coming; but their empty place was at the southwest corner of the ring of men.

So presently men beheld them marching toward their place, cleaving the throng of the women and children, a great company; for besides that they had with them two score more of men under weapons than on the day of the Weapon-show, all their little ones and women and outworn elders were with them, some on foot, some riding on oxen and asses.  In their forefront went the two signs of the Battle-shaft and the War-spear.  But moreover, in front of all was borne a great staff with the cloth of a banner wrapped round about it, and tied up with a hempen yarn that it might not be seen.

Stark and mighty men they looked; tall and lean, broad-shouldered, dark-faced.  As they came amongst the throng the voice of their horn died out, and for a few moments they fared on with no sound save the tramp of their feet; then all at once the man who bare the hidden banner lifted up one hand, and straightway they fell to singing, and with that song they came to their place.  And this is some of what they sang:

O white, white Sun, what things of wonder

   Hast thou beheld from thy wall of the sky!
 All the Roofs of the Rich and the grief thereunder,

   As the fear of the Earl-folk flitteth by!
 

Thou hast seen the Flame steal forth from the Forest

   To slay the slumber of the lands,
 As the Dusky Lord whom thou abhorrest

   Clomb up to thy Burg unbuilt with hands.
 

Thou lookest down from thy door the golden,

   Nor batest thy wide-shining mirth,
 As the ramparts fall, and the roof-trees olden

   Lie smouldering low on the burning earth.
 

When flitteth the half-dark night of summer

   From the face of the murder great and grim,
 ’Tis thou thyself and no new-comer

   Shines golden-bright on the deed undim.
 

Art thou our friend, O Day-dawn’s Lover?

   Full oft thine hand hath sent aslant
 Bright beams athwart the Wood-bear’s cover,

   Where the feeble folk and the nameless haunt.
 

Thou hast seen us quail, thou hast seen us cower,

   Thou hast seen us crouch in the Green Abode,
 While for us wert thou slaying slow hour by hour,

   And smoothing down the war-rough road.
 

Yea, the rocks of the Waste were thy Dawns upheaving,

   To let the days of the years go through;
 And thy Noons the tangled brake were cleaving

   The slow-foot seasons’ deed to do.
 

Then gaze adown on this gift of our giving,

   For the Wolf comes wending frith and ford,
 And the Folk fares forth from the dead to the living,

   For the love of the Lief by the light of the Sword.
 

Then ceased the song, and the whole band of the Woodlanders came pouring tumultuously into the space allotted them, like the waters pouring over a river-dam, their white swords waving aloft in the morning sunlight; and wild and strange cries rose up from amidst them, with sobbing and weeping of joy.  But soon their troubled front sank back into ordered ranks, their bright blades stood upright in their hands before them, and folk looked on their company, and deemed it the very Terror of battle and Render of the ranks of war.  Right well were they armed; for though many of their weapons were ancient and somewhat worn, yet were they the work of good smiths of old days; and moreover, if any of them lacked good war-gear of his own, that had the Alderman and his sons made good to them.

But before the hedge of steel stood the two tall men who held in their hands the war-tokens of the Battle-shaft and the War-spear, and betwixt them stood one who was indeed the tallest man of the whole assembly, who held the great staff of the hidden banner.  And now he reached up his hand, and plucked at the yarn that bound it, which of set purpose was but feeble, and tore it off, and then shook the staff aloft with both hands, and shouted, and lo! the Banner of the Wolf with the Sun-burst behind him, glittering-bright, new-woven by the women of the kindred, ran out in the fresh wind, and flapped and rippled before His warriors there assembled.

Then from all over the Mote-stead arose an exceeding great shout, and all men waved aloft their weapons; but the men of Shadowy Vale who were standing amidst the men of the Face knew not how to demean themselves, and some of them ran forth into the Field and leapt for joy, tossing their swords into the air, and catching them by the hilts as they fell: and amidst it all the Woodlanders now stood silent, unmoving, as men abiding the word of onset.

As for that brother and sister: the Sun-beam flushed red all over her face, and pressed her hands to her bosom, and then the passion of tears over-mastered her, and her breast heaved, and the tears gushed out of her eyes, and her body was shaken with weeping.  But Folk-might sat still, looking straight before him, his eyes glittering, his teeth set, his right hand clutching hard at the hilts of his sword, which lay naked across his knees.  And the Bride, who stood clad in her begemmed and glittering war-array in the forefront of the Men of the Steer, nigh unto the seats of the chieftains, beheld Folk-might, and her face flushed and brightened, and still she looked upon him.  The Alderman’s face was as of one pleased and proud; yet was its joy shadowed as it were by a cloud of compassion.  Face-of-god sat like the very image of the War-god, and stirred not, nor looked toward the Sun-beam; for still the thought of the after-grief of battle, and the death of friends and folk that loved him, lay heavy on his heart, for all that it beat wildly at the shouting of the men.






  








CHAPTER XXXVIII.  OF THE GREAT FOLK-MOTE: ATONEMENTS GIVEN, AND MEN MADE SACKLESS.
 

Amidst the clamour uprose the Alderman; for it was clear to all men that the Folk-mote should be holden at once, and the matters of the War, and the Fellowship, and the choosing of the War-leader, speedily dealt with.  So the Alderman fell to hallowing in the Folk-mote: he went up to the Altar of the Gods, and took the Gold-ring off it, and did it on his arm; then he drew his sword and waved it toward the four aírts, and spake; and the noise and shouting fell, and there was silence but for him:

‘Herewith I hallow in this Folk-mote of the Men of the Dale and the Sheepcotes and the Woodland, in the name of the Warrior and the Earth-god and the Fathers of the kindreds.  Now let not the peace of the Mote be broken.  Let not man rise against man, or bear blade or hand, or stick or stone against any.  If any man break the Peace of the Holy Mote, let him be a man accursed, a wild-beast in the Holy Places; an outcast from home and hearth, from bed and board, from mead and acre; not to be holpen with bread, nor flesh, nor wine; nor flax, nor wool, nor any cloth; nor with sword, nor shield, nor axe, nor plough-share; nor with horse, nor ox, nor ass; with no saddle-beast nor draught-beast; nor with wain, nor boat, nor way-leading; nor with fire nor water; nor with any world’s wealth.  Thus let him who hath cast out man be cast out by man.  Now is hallowed-in the Folk-mote of the Men of the Dale and the Sheepcotes and the Woodlands.’

Therewith he waved his sword again toward the four aírts, and went and sat down in his place.  But presently he arose again, and said:

‘Now if man hath aught to say against man, and claimeth boot of any, or would lay guilt on any man’s head, let him come forth and declare it; and the judges shall be named, and the case shall be tried this afternoon or to-morrow.  Yet first I shall tell you that I, the Alderman of the Dalesmen, doomed one Iron-face of the House of the Face to pay a double fine, for that he drew a sword at the Gate-thing of Burgstead with the intent to break the peace thereof.  Thou, Green-sleeve, bring forth the peace-breaker’s fine, that Iron-face may lay the same on the Altar.’

Then came forth a man from the men of the Face bearing a bag, and he brought it to Iron-face, who went up to the Altar and poured forth weighed gold from the bag thereon, and said:

‘Warden of the Dale, come thou and weigh it!’

‘Nay,’ quoth the Warden, ‘it needeth not, no man here doubteth thee, Alderman Iron-face.’

A murmur of yeasay went up, and none had a word to say against the Alderman, but they praised him rather: also men were eager to hear of the war, and the fellowship, and to be done with these petty matters.  Then the Alderman rose again and said:

‘Hath any man a grief against any other of the Kindreds of the Dale, or the Sheepcotes, or the Woodlands?’

None answered or stirred; so after he had waited a while, he said:

‘Is there any who hath any guilt to lay against a Stranger, an Outlander, being such a man as he deems we can come at?’

Thereat was a stir amongst the Men of the Fleece of the Shepherds, and their ranks opened, and there came forth an ill-favoured lean old man, long-nebbed, blear-eyed, and bent, girt with a rusty old sword, but not otherwise armed.  And all men knew Penny-thumb, who had been ransacked last autumn.  As he came forth, it seemed as if his neighbours had been trying to hold him back; but a stout, broad-shouldered man, black-haired and red-bearded, made way for the old man, and led him out of the throng, and stood by him; and this man was well armed at all points, and looked a doughty carle.  He stood side by side with Penny-thumb, right in front of the men of his house, and looked about him at first somewhat uneasily, as though he were ashamed of his fellow; but though many smiled, none laughed aloud; and they forbore, partly because they knew the man to be a good man, partly because of the solemn tide of the Folk-mote, and partly in sooth because they wished all this to be over, and were as men who had no time for empty mirth.

Then said the Alderman: ‘What wouldest thou, Penny-thumb, and thou, Bristler, son of Brightling?’

Then Penny-thumb began to speak in a high squeaky voice: ‘Alderman, and Lord of the Folk!’  But therewithal Bristle, pulled him back, and said:

‘I am the man who hath taken this quarrel upon me, and have sworn upon the Holy Boar to carry this feud through; and we deem, Alderman, that if they who slew Rusty and ransacked Penny-thumb be not known now, yet they soon may be.’

As he spake, came forth those three men of the Shepherds and the two Dalesmen who had sworn with him on the Holy Boar.  Then up stood Folk-might, and came forth into the field, and said:

‘Bristler, son of Brightling, and ye other good men and true, it is but sooth that the ransackers and the slayer may soon be known; and here I declare them unto you: I it was and none other who slew Rusty; and I was the leader of those who ransacked Penny-thumb, and cowed Harts-bane of Greentofts.  As for the slaying of Rusty, I slew him because he chased me, and would not forbear, so that I must either slay or be slain, as hath befallen me erewhile, and will befall again, methinks.  As for the ransacking of Penny-thumb, I needed the goods that I took, and he needed them not, since he neither used them, nor gave them away, and, they being gone, he hath lived no worser than aforetime.  Now I say, that if ye will take the outlawry off me, which, as I hear, ye laid upon me, not knowing me, then will I handsel self-doom to thee, Bristler, if thou wilt bear thy grief to purse, and I will pay thee what thou wilt out of hand; or if perchance thou wilt call me to Holm, thither will I go, if thou and I come unslain out of this war.  As to the ransacking and cowing of Harts-bane, I say that I am sackless therein, because the man is but a ruffler and a man of violence, and hath cowed many men of the Dale; and if he gainsay me, then do I call him to the Holm after this war is over; either him or any man who will take his place before my sword.’

Then he held his peace, and man spake to man, and a murmur arose, as they said for the more part that it was a fair and manly offer.  But Bristler called his fellows and Penny-thumb to him, and they spake together; and sometimes Penny-thumb’s shrill squeak was heard above the deep-voiced talk of the others; for he was a man that harboured malice.  But at last Bristler spake out and said:

‘Tall man, we know that thou art a chieftain and of good will to the men of the Dale and their friends, and that want drave thee to the ransacking, and need to the manslaying, and neither the living nor the dead to whom thou art guilty are to be called good men; therefore will I bring the matter to purse, if thou wilt handsel me self-doom.’

‘Yea, even so let it be,’ quoth Folk-might; and stepped forward and took Bristler by the hand, and handselled him self-doom.  Then said Bristler:

‘Though Rusty was no good man, and though he followed thee to slay thee, yet was he in his right therein, since he was following up his goodman’s gear; therefore shalt thou pay a full blood-wite for him, that is to say, the worth of three hundreds in weed-stuff in whatso goods thou wilt.  As for the ransacking of Penny-thumb, he shall deem himself well paid if thou give him our hundreds in weed-stuff for that which thou didst borrow of him.’

Then Penny-thumb set up his squeak again, but no man hearkened to him, and each man said to his neighbour that it was well doomed of Bristler, and neither too much nor too little.  But Folk-might bade Wood-wont to bring thither to him that which he had borne to the Mote; and he brought forth a big sack, and Folk-might emptied it on the earth, and lo! the silver rings of the slain felons, and they lay in a heap on the green field, and they were the best of silver.  Then the Elder of the Dale-wardens weighed out from the heap the blood-wite for Rusty, according to the due measure of the hundred in weed-stuff, and delivered it unto Bristler.  And Folk-might said:

‘Draw nigh now, Penny-thumb, and take what thou wilt of this gear, which I need not, and grudge not at me henceforward.’

But Penny-thumb was afraid, and abode where he was; and Bristler laughed, and said: ‘Take it, goodman, take it; spare not other men’s goods as thou dost thine own.’

And Folk-might stood by, smiling faintly: so Penny-thumb plucked up a heart, and drew nigh trembling, and took what he durst from that heap; and all that stood by said that he had gotten a full double of what had been awarded to him.  But as for him, he went his ways straight from the Mote-stead, and made no stay till he had gotten him home, and laid the silver up in a strong coffer; and thereafter he bewailed him sorely that he had not taken the double of that which he took, since none would have said him nay.

When he was gone, the Alderman arose and said:

‘Now, since the fines have been paid duly and freely, according to the dooming of Bristler, take we off the outlawry from Folk-might and his fellows, and account them to be sackless before us.’

Then he called for other cases; but no man had aught more to bring forward against any man, either of the kindreds or the Strangers.






  








CHAPTER XXXIX.  OF THE GREAT FOLK-MOTE: MEN TAKE REDE OF THE WAR-FARING, THE FELLOWSHIP, AND THE WAR-LEADER.  FOLK-MIGHT TELLETH WHENCE HIS PEOPLE CAME.  THE FOLK-MOTE SUNDERED.
 

Now a great silence fell upon the throng, and they stood as men abiding some new matter.  Unto them arose the Alderman, and said:

‘Men of the Dale, and ye Shepherds and Woodlanders; it is well known to you that we have foemen in the wood and beyond it; and now have we gotten sure tidings, that they will not abide at home or in the wood, but are minded to fall upon us at home.  Now therefore I will not ask you whether ye will have peace or war; for with these foemen ye may have peace no otherwise save by war.  But if ye think with me, three things have ye to determine: first, whether ye will abide your foes in your own houses, or will go meet them at theirs; next, whether ye will take to you as fellows in arms a valiant folk of the children of the Gods, who are foemen to our foemen; and lastly, what man ye will have to be your War-leader.  Now, I bid all those here assembled, to speak hereof, any man of them that will, either what they may have conceived in their own minds, or what their kindred may have put into their mouths to speak.’

Therewith he sat down, and in a little while came forth old Hall-ward of the House of the Steer, and stood before the Alderman, and said: ‘O Alderman, all we say: Since war is awake we will not tarry, but will go meet our foes while it is yet time.  The valiant men of whom thou tellest shall be our fellows, were there but three of them.  We know no better War-leader than Face-of-god of the House of the Face.  Let him lead us.’

Therewith he went his ways; and next came forth War-well, and said: ‘The House of the Bridge would have Face-of-god for War-leader, these tall men for fellows, and the shortest way to meet the foe.’  And he went back to his place.

Next came Fox of Upton, and said: ‘Time presses, or much might be spoken.  Thus saith the House of the Bull: Let us go meet the foe, and take these valiant strangers for way-leaders, and Face-of-god for War-leader.’  And he also went back again.

Then came forth two men together, an old man and a young, and the old man spake as soon as he stood still: ‘The Men of the Vine bid me say their will: They will not stay at home to have their houses burned over their heads, themselves slain on their own hearths, and their wives haled off to thralldom.  They will take any man for their fellow in arms who will smite stark strokes on their side.  They know Face-of-god, and were liefer of him for War-leader than any other, and they will follow him wheresoever he leadeth.  Thus my kindred biddeth me say, and I hight Fork-beard of Lea.  If I live through this war, I shall have lived through five.’

Therewith he went back to his place; but the young man lifted up his voice and said: ‘To all this I say yea, and so am I bidden by the kindred of the Sickle.  I am Red-beard of the Knolls, the son of my father.’  And he went to his place again.

Then came forth Stone-face, and said: ‘The House of the Face saith: Lead us through the wood, O Face-of-god, thou War-leader, and ye warriors of the Wolf.  I am Stone-face, as men know, and this word hath been given to me by the kindred.’  And he took his place again.

Then came forth together the three chiefs of the Shepherds, to wit Hound-under-Greenbury, Strongitharm, and the Hyllier; and Strongitharm spake for all three, and said:

‘The Men of Greenbury, and they of the Fleece and the Thorn, are of one accord, and bid us say that they are well pleased to have Face-of-god for War-leader; and that they will follow him and the warriors of the Wolf to live or die with them; and that they are ready to go meet the foe at once, and will not skulk behind the walls of Greenbury.’

Therewith the three went back again to their places.

Then came forth that tall man that bare the Banner of the Wolf, when he had given the staff into the hands of him who stood next.  He came and stood over against the seat of the chieftains; and for a while he could say no word, but stood struggling with the strong passion of his joy; but at last he lifted his hands aloft, and cried out in a loud voice:

‘O war, war!  O death!  O wounding and grief!  O loss of friends and kindred! let all this be rather than the drawing back of meeting hands and the sundering of yearning hearts!’ and he went back hastily to his place.  But from the ranks of the Woodlanders ran forth a young man, and cried out:

‘As is the word of Red-wolf, so is my word, Bears-bane of Carlstead; and this is the word which our little Folk hath put into our mouths; and O! that our hands may show the meaning of our mouths; for nought else can.’

Then indeed went up a great shout, though many forebore to cry out; for now were they too much moved for words or sounds.  And in special was Face-of-god moved; and he scarce knew which way to look, lest he should break out into sobs and weeping; for of late he had been much among the Woodlanders, and loved them much.

Then all the noise and clamour fell, and it was to men as if they who had come thither a folk, had now become an host of war.

But once again the Alderman rose up and spake:

‘Now have ye yeasaid three things: That we take Face-of-god of the House of the Face for our War-leader; that we fare under weapons at once against them who would murder us; and that we take the valiant Folk of the Wolf for our fellows in arms.’

Therewith he stayed his speech, and this time the shout arose clear and most mighty, with the tossing up of swords and the clashing of weapons on shields.

Then he said: ‘Now, if any man will speak, here is the War-leader, and here is the chief of our new friends, to answer to whatso any of the kindred would have answered.’

Thereon came forth the Fiddle from amongst the Men of the Sickle, and drew somewhat nigh to the Alderman, and said:

‘Alderman, we would ask of the War-leader if he hath devised the manner of our assembling, and the way of our war-faring, and the day of our hosting.  More than this I will not ask of him, because we wot that in so great an assembly it may be that the foe may have some spy of whom we wot not; and though this be not likely, yet some folk may babble; therefore it is best for the wise to be wise everywhere and always.  Therefore my rede it is, that no man ask any more concerning this, but let it lie with the War-leader to bring us face to face with the foe as speedily as he may.’

All men said that this was well counselled.  But Face-of-god arose and said: ‘Ye Men of the Dale, ye Shepherds and Woodlanders, meseemeth the Fiddle hath spoken wisely.  Now therefore I answer him and say, that I have so ordered everything since the Gate-thing was holden at Burgstead, that we may come face to face with the foemen by the shortest of roads.  Every man shall be duly summoned to the Hosting, and if any man fail, let it be accounted a shame to him for ever.’

A great shout followed on his words, and he sat down again.  But Fox of Upton came forth and said:

‘O Alderman, we have yeasaid the fellowship of the valiant men who have come to us from out of the waste; but this we have done, not because we have known them, otherwise than by what our kinsman Face-of-god hath told us concerning them, but because we have seen clearly that they will be of much avail to us in our warfare.  Now, therefore, if the tall chieftain who sitteth beside thee were to do us to wit what he is, and whence he and his are come, it were well, and fain were we thereof; but if he listeth not to tell us, that also shall be well.’

Then arose Folk-might in his place; but or ever he could open his mouth to speak, the tall Red-wolf strode forward bearing with him the Banner of the Wolf and the Sun-burst, and came and stood beside him; and the wind ran through the folds of the banner, and rippled it out above the heads of those twain.  Then Folk-might spake and said:

‘O Men of the Dale and the Sheepcotes, I will do as ye bid me do;
 And fain were ye of the story if every deal ye knew.
 But long, long were its telling, were I to tell it all:
 Let it bide till the Cup of Deliverance ye drink from hall to hall.
 

‘Like you we be of the kindreds, of the Sons of the Gods we come,
 Midst the Mid-earth’s mighty Woodland of old we had our home;
 But of older time we abided ‘neath the mountains of the Earth,
 O’er which the Sun ariseth to waken woe and mirth.
 

Great were we then and many; but the long days wore us thin,
 And war, wherein the winner hath weary work to win.
 And the woodland wall behind us e’en like ourselves was worn,
 And the tramp of the hosts of the foemen adown its glades was borne
 On the wind that bent our wheat-fields.  So in the morn we rose,
 And left behind the stubble and the autumn-fruited close,
 And went our ways to the westward, nor turned aback to see
 The glare of our burning houses rise over brake and tree.
 But the foe was fierce and speedy, nor long they tarried there,
 And through the woods of battle our laden wains must fare;
 And the Sons of the Wolf were minished, and the maids of the Wolf waxed few,
 As amidst the victory-singing we fared the wild-wood through.
 

‘So saith the ancient story, that west and west we went,
 And many a day of battle we had in brake, on bent;
 Whilst here a while we tarried, and there we hastened on,
 And still the battle-harvest from many a folk we won.
 

‘Of the tale of the days who wotteth?  Of the years what man can tell,
 While the Sons of the Wolf were wandering, and knew not where to dwell?
 But at last we clomb the mountains, and mickle was our toil,
 As high the spear-wood clambered of the drivers of the spoil;
 And tangled were the passes and the beacons flared behind,
 And the horns of gathering onset came up upon the wind.
 So saith the ancient story, that we stood in a mountain-cleft,
 Where the ways and the valleys sundered to the right hand and the left.
 There in the place of sundering all woeful was the rede;
 We knew no land before us, and behind was heavy need.
 As the sword cleaves through the byrny, so there the mountain flank
 Cleft through the God-kin’s people; and ne’er again we drank
 The wine of war together, or feasted side by side
 In the Feast-hall of the Warrior on the fruit of the battle-tide.
 For there we turned and sundered; unto the North we went
 And up along the waters, and the clattering stony bent;
 And unto the South and the Sheepcotes down went our sister’s sons;
 And O for the years passed over since we saw those valiant ones!’
 

He ceased, and laid his right hand on the banner-staff a little below the left hand of Red-wolf; and men were so keen to hear each word that he spake, that there was no cry nor sound of voices when he had done, only the sound of the rippling banner of the Wolf over the heads of those twain.  The Sun-beam bowed her head now, and wept silently.  But the Bride, she had drawn her sword, and held it upright in her hand before her, and the sun smote fire from out of it.

Then it was but a little while before Red-wolf lifted up his voice, and sang:

‘Hearken a wonder, O Folk of the Field,
 How they that did sunder stand shield beside shield!
 

Lo! the old wont and manner by fearless folk made,
 On the Bole of the Banner the brothers’ hands laid.
 

Lo! here the token of what hath betid!
 Grown whole is the broken, found that which was hid.
 

Now one way we follow whate’er shall befall;
 As seeketh the swallow his yesteryear’s hall.
 

Seldom folk fewer to fight-stead hath fared;
 Ne’er have men truer the battle-reed bared.
 

Grey locks now I carry, and old am I grown,
 Nor looked I to tarry to meet with mine own.
 

For we who remember the deeds of old days
 Were nought but the ember of battle ablaze.
 

For what man might aid us? what deed and what day
 Should come where Weird laid us aloof from the way?
 

What man save that other of Twain rent apart,
 Our war-friend, our Brother, the piece of our heart.
 

Then hearken the wonder how shield beside shield
 The twain that did sunder wend down to the Field!’
 

Now when he had made an end, men could no longer forebear the shout; and it went up into the heavens, and was borne by the west-wind down the Dale to the ears of the stay-at-home women and men unmeet to go abroad, and it quickened their blood and the spirits within them as they heard it, and they smiled and were fain; for they knew that their kinsfolk were glad.

But when there was quiet on the Mote-field again, Folk-might spake again and said;

‘It is sooth that my Brother sayeth, and that now again we wend,
 All the Sons of the Wolf together, till the trouble hath an end.
 But as for that tale of the Ancients, it saith that we who went
 To the northward, climbed and stumbled o’er many a stony bent,
 Till we happed on that isle of the waste-land, and the grass of Shadowy Vale,
 Where we dwelt till we throve a little, and felt our might avail.
 Then we fared abroad from the shadow and the little-lighted hold,
 And the increase fell to the valiant, and the spoil to the battle-bold,
 And never a man gainsaid us with the weapons in our hands;
 And in Silver-dale the happy we gat us life and lands.
 

‘So wore the years o’er-wealthy; and meseemeth that ye know
 How we sowed and reaped destruction, and the Day of the overthrow:
 How we leaned on the staff we had broken, and put our lives in the hand
 Of those whom we had vanquished and the feeble of the land;
 And these were the stone of stumbling, and the burden not to be borne,
 When the battle-blast fell on us and our day was over-worn.
 Thus then did our wealth bewray us, and left us wise and sad;
 And to you, bold men, it falleth once more to make us glad,
 If so your hearts are bidding, and ye deem the deed of worth.
 Such were we; what we shall be, ’tis yours to say henceforth.’
 

He said furthermore: ‘How great we have been I have told you already; and ye shall see for yourselves how little we be now.  Is it enough, and will ye have us for friends and brothers?  How say ye?’

They answered with shout upon shout, so that all the place and the wild-wood round about was full of the voice of their crying; but when the clamour fell, then spake the Alderman and said:

‘Friend, and chieftain of the Wolf, thou mayst hear by this shouting of the people that we have no mind to naysay our yea-say.  And know that it is not our use and manner to seek the strong for friends, and to thrust aside the weak; but rather to choose for our friends them who are of like mind to us, men in whom we put our trust.  From henceforth then there is brotherhood between us; we are yours, and ye are ours; and let this endure for ever!’

Then were all men full of joy; and now at last the battle seemed at hand, and the peace beyond the battle.

Then men brought the hallowed beasts all garlanded with flowers into the Doom-ring, and there were they slain and offered up unto the Gods, to wit the Warrior, the Earth-god, and the Fathers; and thereafter was solemn feast holden on the Field of the Folk-mote, and all men were fain and merry.  Nevertheless, not all men abode there the feast through; for or ever the afternoon was well worn, were many men wending along the Portway eastward toward the Upper Dale, each man in his war-gear and with a scrip hung about him; and these were they who were bound for the trysting-place and the journey over the waste.

So the Folk-mote was sundered; and men went to their houses, and there abode in peace the time of their summoning; since they wotted well that the Hosting was afoot.

But as for the Woodlanders, who were at the Mote-stead with all their folk, women, children, and old men, they went not back again to Carlstead; but prayed the neighbours of the Middle Dale to suffer them to abide there awhile, which they yeasaid with a good will.  So the Woodlanders tilted themselves in, the more part of them, down in the meadows below the Mote-stead, along either side of Wildlake’s Way; but their ancient folk, and some of the women and children, the neighbours would have into their houses, and the rest they furnished with victual and all that they needed without price, looking upon them as their very guests.  For indeed they deemed that they could see that these men would never return to Carlstead, but would abide with the Men of the Wolf in Silver-dale, once it were won.  And this they deemed but meet and right, yet were they sorry thereof; for the Woodlanders were well beloved of all the Dalesmen; and now that they had gotten to know that they were come of so noble a kindred, they were better beloved yet, and more looked upon.






  








CHAPTER XL.  OF THE HOSTING IN SHADOWY VALE.
 

It was on the evening of the fourth day after the Folk-mote that there came through the Waste to the rocky edge of Shadowy Vale a band of some fifteen score of men-at-arms, and with them a multitude of women and children and old men, some afoot, some riding on asses and bullocks; and with them were sumpter asses and neat laden with household goods, and a few goats and kine.  And this was the whole folk of the Woodlanders come to the Hosting in Shadowy Vale and the Home of the Children of the Wolf.  Their leaders of the way were Wood-father and Wood-wont and two other carles of Shadowy Vale; and Red-wolf the tall, and Bears-bane and War-grove were the captains and chieftains of their company.

Thus then they entered into the narrow pass aforesaid, which was the ingate to the Vale from the Waste, and little by little its dimness swallowed up their long line.  As they went by the place where the lowering of the rock-wall gave a glimpse of the valley, they looked down into it as Face-of-god had done, but much change was there in little time.  There was the black wall of crags on the other side stretching down to the ghyll of the great Force; there ran the deep green waters of the Shivering Flood; but the grass which Face-of-god had seen naked of everything but a few kine, thereon now the tents of men stood thick.  Their hearts swelled within them as they beheld it, but they forebore the shout and the cry till they should be well within the Vale, and so went down silently into the darkness.  But as their eyes caught that dim image of the Wolf on the wall of the pass, man pointed it out to man, and not a few turned and kissed it hurriedly; and to them it seemed that many a kiss had been laid on that dear token since the days of old, and that the hard stone had been worn away by the fervent lips of men, and that the air of the mirk place yet quivered with the vows sworn over the sword-blade.

But down through the dark they went, and so came on to the stony scree at the end of the pass and into the Vale; and the whole Folk save the three chieftains flowed over it and stood about it down on the level grass of the Vale.  But those three stood yet on the top of the scree, bearing the war-signs of the Shaft and the Spear, and betwixt them the banner of the Wolf and the Sunburst newly displayed to the winds of Shadowy Vale.

Up and down the Vale they looked, and saw before the tents of men the old familiar banners of Burgdale rising and falling in the evening wind.  But amidst of the Doom-ring was pitched a great banner, whereon was done the image of the Wolf with red gaping jaws on a field of green; and about him stood other banners, to wit, The Silver Arm on a red field, the Red Hand on a white field, and on green fields both, the Golden Bushel and the Ragged Sword.

All about the plain shone glittering war-gear of men as they moved hither and thither, and a stream of folk began at once to draw toward the scree to look on those new-comers; and amidst the helmed Burgdalers and the white-coated Shepherds went the tall men of the Wolf, bare-headed and unarmed save for their swords, mingled with the fair strong women of the kindred, treading barefoot the soft grass of their own Vale.

Presently there was a great throng gathered round about the Woodlanders, and each man as he joined it waved hand or weapon toward them, and the joy of their welcome sent a confused clamour through the air.  Then forth from the throng stepped Folk-might, unarmed save his sword, and behind him was Face-of-god, in his war-gear save his helm, hand in hand with the Sun-beam, who was clad in her goodly flowered green kirtle, her feet naked like her sisters of the kindred.

Then Folk-might cried aloud: ‘A full and free greeting to our brothers!  Well be ye, O Sons of our Ancient Fathers!  And to-day are ye the dearer to us because we see that ye have brought us a gift, to wit, your wives and children, and your grandsires unmeet for war.  By this token we see how great is your trust in us, and that it is your meaning never to sunder from us again.  O well be ye; well be ye!’

Then spake Red-wolf, and said: ‘Ye Sons of the Wolf, who parted from us of old time in that cleft of the mountains, it is our very selves that we give unto you; and these are a part of ourselves; how then should we leave them behind us?  Bear witness, O men of Burgdale and the Sheepcotes, that we have become one Folk with the men of Shadowy Vale, never to be sundered again!’

Then all that multitude shouted with a loud voice; and when the shout had died away, Folk-might spake again:

‘O Warriors of the Sundering, here shall your wives and children abide, while we go a little journey to rejoice our hearts with the hard handplay, and take to us that which we have missed: and to-morrow morn is appointed for this same journey, unless ye be over foot-weary with the ways of the Waste.’

Red-wolf smiled as he answered: ‘This ye say in jest, brother; for ye may see that our day’s journey hath not been over-much for our old men; how then should it weary those who may yet bear sword?  We are ready for the road and eager for the handplay.’

‘This is well,’ said Folk-might, ‘and what was to be looked for.  Therefore, brother, do ye and your counsel-mates come straightway to the Hall of the Wolf; wherein, after ye have eaten and drunken, shall we take counsel with our brethren of Burgdale and the Sheepcotes, so that all may be ordered for battle!’

Said Red-wolf: ‘Good is that, if we must needs abide till to-morrow; for verily we came not hither to eat and drink and rest our bodies; but it must be as ye will have it.’

Then the Sun-beam left the hand of Face-of-god and came forward, and held out both her palms to the Woodland-folk, and spake in a voice that was heard afar, though it were a woman’s, so clear and sweet it was; and she said:

‘O Warriors of the Sundering, ye who be not needed in the Hall, and ye our sisters with your little ones and your fathers, come now to us and down to the tents which we have arrayed for you, and there think for a little that we are all at our very home that we long for and have yet to win, and be ye merry with us and make us merry.’

Therewith she stepped forward daintily and entered into their throng, and took an old man of the Woodlanders by the hand, and kissed his cheek and led him away, and the coming rest seemed sweet to him.  And then came other women of the Vale, kind and fair and smiling, and led away, some an old mother of the Wood-landers, some a young wife, some a pair of lads; and not a few forsooth kissed and embraced the stark warriors, and went away with them toward the tents, which stood along the side of the Shivering Flood where it was at its quietest; for there was the grass the softest and most abundant.  There on the green grass were tables arrayed, and lamps were hung above them on spears, to be litten when the daylight should fail.  And the best of the victual which the Vale could give was spread on the boards, along with wine and dainties, bought in Silver-dale, or on the edges of the Westland with sword-strokes and arrow-flight.

There then they feasted and were merry; and the Sun-beam and Bow-may and the other women of the Vale served them at table, and were very blithe with them, caressing them with soft words, and with clipping and kissing, as folk who were grown exceeding dear to them; so that that eve of battle was softer and sweeter to them than any hour of their life.  With these feasters were God-swain and Spear-fist of the delivered thralls of Silver-dale as glad as glad might be; but Wolf-stone their eldest was gone with Dallach to the Council in the Hall.

The men of Burgdale and the Shepherds feasted otherwhere in all content, nor lacked folk of the Vale to serve them.  Amongst the men of the Face were the ten delivered thralls who had heart to meet their masters in arms: seven of them were of Rose-dale and three of Silver-dale.

The Bride was with her kindred of the Steer, with whom were many men of Shadowy Vale, and she served her friends and fellows clad in her war-gear, save helm and hauberk, bearing herself as one who is serving dear guests.  And men equalled her for her beauty to the Gods of the High Place and the Choosers of the Slain; and they who had not beheld her before marvelled at her, and her loveliness held all men’s hearts in a net of desire, so that they forebore their meat to gaze upon her; and if perchance her hand touched some young man, or her cheek or sweet-breathed mouth came nigh to his face, he became bewildered and wist not where he was, nor what to do.  Yet was she as lowly and simple of speech and demeanour as if she were a gooseherd of fourteen winters.

In the Hall was a goodly company, and all the leaders of the Folk were therein, and Folk-might and the War-leader sitting in the midst of those stone seats on the days.  There then they agreed on the whole ordering of the battle and the wending of the host, as shall be told later on; and this matter was long a-doing, and when it was done, men went to their places to sleep, for the night was well worn.

But when men had departed and all was still, Folk-might, light-clad and without a weapon, left the Hall and walked briskly toward the nether end of the Vale.  He passed by all the tents, the last whereof were of the House of the Steer, and came to a place where was a great rock rising straight up from the plain like sheaves of black staves standing close together; and it was called Staff-stone, and tales of the elves had been told concerning it, so that Stone-face had beheld it gladly the day before.

The moon was just shining into Shadowy Vale, and the grass was bright wheresoever the shadows of the high cliffs were not, and the face of Staff-stone shone bright grey as Folk-might came within sight of it, and he beheld someone sitting at the base of the rock, and as he drew nigher he saw that it was a woman, and knew her for the Bride; for he had prayed her to abide him there that night, because it was nigh to the tents of the House of the Steer; and his heart was glad as he drew nigh to her.

She sat quietly on a fragment of the black rock, clad as she had been all day, in her glittering kirtle, but without hauberk or helm, a wreath of wind-flowers about her head, her feet crossed over each other, her hands laid palm uppermost in her lap.  She moved not as he drew nigh, but said in a gentle voice when he was close to her:

‘Chief of the Wolf, great warrior, thou wouldest speak with me; and good it is that friends should talk together on the eve of battle, when they may never meet alive again.’

He said: ‘My talk shall not be long; for thou and I both must sleep to-night, since there is work to hand to-morrow.  Now since, as thou sayest, O fairest of women, we may never meet again alive, I ask thee now at this hour, when we both live and are near to one another, to suffer me to speak to thee of my love of thee and desire for thee.  Surely thou, who art the sweetest of all things the Gods and the kindreds have made, wilt not gainsay me this?’

She said very sweetly, yet smiling: ‘Brother of my father’s sons, how can I gainsay thee thy speech?  Nay, hast thou not said it?  What more canst thou add to it that will have fresh meaning to mine ears?’

He said: ‘Thou sayest sooth: might I then but kiss thine hand?’

She said, no longer smiling: ‘Yea surely, even so may all men do who can be called my friends — and thou art much my friend.’

He took her hand and kissed it, and held it thereafter; nor did she draw it away.  The moon shone brightly on them; but by its light he could not see if she reddened, but he deemed that her face was troubled.  Then he said: ‘It were better for me if I might kiss thy face, and take thee in mine arms.’

Then said she: ‘This only shall a man do with me when I long to do the like with him.  And since thou art so much my friend, I will tell thee that as for this longing, I have it not.  Bethink thee what a little while it is since the lack of another man’s love grieved me sorely.’

‘The time is short,’ said Folk-might, ‘if we tell up the hours thereof; but in that short space have a many things betid.’

She said: ‘Dost thou know, canst thou guess, how sorely ashamed I went amongst my people?  I durst look no man in the face for the aching of mine heart, which methought all might see through my face.’

‘I knew it well,’ he said; ‘yet of me wert thou not ashamed but a little while ago, when thou didst tell me of thy grief.’

She said: ‘True it is; and thou wert kind to me.  Thou didst become a dear friend to me, methought.’

‘And wilt thou hurt a dear friend?’ said he.

‘O no,’ she said, ‘if I might do otherwise.  Yet how if I might not choose?  Shall there be no forgiveness for me then?’

He answered nothing; and still he held her hand that strove not to be gone from his, and she cast down her eyes.  Then he spake in a while:

‘My friend, I have been thinking of thee and of me; and now hearken: if thou wilt declare that thou feelest no sweetness embracing thine heart when I say that I desire thee sorely, as now I say it; or when I kiss thine hand, as now I kiss it; or when I pray thee to suffer me to cast mine arms about thee and kiss thy face, as now I pray it: if thou wilt say this, then will I take thee by the hand straightway, and lead thee to the tents of the House of the Steer, and say farewell to thee till the battle is over.  Canst thou say this out of the truth of thine heart?’

She said: ‘What then if I cannot say this word?  What then?’

But he answered nothing; and she sat still a little while, and then arose and stood before him, looking him in the eyes, and said:

‘I cannot say it.’

Then he caught her in his arms and strained her to him, and then kissed her lips and her face again and again, and she strove not with him.  But at last she said:

‘Yet after all this shalt thou lead me back to my folk straight-way; and when the battle is done, if both we are living, then shall we speak more thereof.’

So he took her hand and led her on toward the tents of the Steer, and for a while he spake nought; for he doubted himself, what he should say; but at last he spake:

‘Now is this better for me than if it had not been, whether I live or whether I die.  Yet thou hast not said that thou lovest me and desirest me.’

‘Wilt thou compel me?’ she said.  ‘To-night I may not say it.  Who shall say what words my lips shall fashion when we stand together victorious in Silver-dale; then indeed may the time seem long from now.’

He said: ‘Yea, true is that; yet once again I say that so measured long and long is the time since first I saw thee in Burgdale before thou knewest me.  Yet now I will not bicker with thee, for be sure that I am glad at heart.  And lo you! our feet have brought us to the tents of thy people.  All good go with thee!’

‘And with thee, sweet friend,’ she said.  Then she lingered a little, turning her head toward the tents, and then turned her face toward him and laid her hand on his neck, and drew his head adown to her and kissed his cheek, and therewith swiftly and lightly departed from him.

Now the night wore and the morning came; and Face-of-god was abroad very early in the morning, as his custom was; and he washed the night from off him in the Carles’ Bath of the Shivering Flood, and then went round through the encampment of the host, and saw none stirring save here and there the last watchmen of the night.  He spake with one or two of these, and then went up to the head of the Vale, where was the pass that led to Silver-dale; and there he saw the watch, and spake with them, and they told him that none had as yet come forth from the pass, and he bade them to blow the horn of warning to rouse up the Host as soon as the messengers came thence.  For forerunners had been sent up the pass, and had been set to hold watch at divers places therein to pass on the word from place to place.

Thence went Face-of-god back toward the Hall; but when he was yet some way from it, he saw a slender glittering warrior come forth from the door thereof, who stood for a moment looking round about, and then came lightly and swiftly toward him; and lo! it was the Sun-beam, with a long hauberk over her kirtle falling below her knees, a helm on her head and plated shoes on her feet.  She came up to him, and laid her hand to his cheek and the golden locks of his head (for he was bare-headed), and said to him, smiling:

‘Gold-mane! thou badest me bear arms, and Folk-might also constrained me thereto.  Lo thou!’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Folk-might is wise then, even as I am; and forsooth as thou art.  For bethink thee if the bow drawn at a venture should speed the eyeless shaft against thy breast, and send me forth a wanderer from my Folk!  For how could I bear the sight of the fair Dale, and no hope to see thee again therein?’

She said: ‘The heart is light within me to-day.  Deemest thou that this is strange?  Or dost thou call to mind that which thou spakest the other day, that it was of no avail to stand in the Doom-ring of the Folk and bear witness against ourselves?  This will I not.  This is no light-mindedness that thou beholdest in me, but the valiancy that the Fathers have set in mine heart.  Deem not, O Gold-mane, fear not, that we shall die before they dight the bride-bed for us.’

He would have kissed her mouth, but she put him away with her hand, and doffed her helm and laid it on the grass, and said:

‘This is not the last time that thou shalt kiss me, Gold-mane, my dear; and yet I long for it as if it were, so high as the Fathers have raised me up this morn above fear and sadness.’

He said nought, but drew her to him, and wonder so moved him, that he looked long and closely at her face before he kissed her; and forsooth he could find no blemish in it: it was as if it were but new come from the smithy of the Gods, and exceeding longing took hold of him.  But even as their lips met, from the head of the Vale came the voice of the great horn; and it was answered straightway by the watchers all down the tents; and presently arose the shouts of men and the clash of weapons as folk armed themselves, and laughter therewith, for most men were battle-merry, and the cries of women shrilly-clear as they hastened about, busy over the morning meal before the departure of the Host.  But Face-of-god said softly, still caressing the Sun-beam, and she him:

‘Thus then we depart from this Valley of the Shadows, but as thou saidst when first we met therein, there shall be no sundering of thee and me, but thou shalt go down with me to the battle.’

And he led her by the hand into the Hall of the Wolf, and there they ate a morsel, and thereafter Face-of-god tarried not, but busied himself along with Folk-might and the other chieftains in arraying the Host for departure.






  








CHAPTER XLI.  THE HOST DEPARTETH FROM SHADOWY VALE: THE FIRST DAY’S JOURNEY.
 

It was about three hours before noon that the Host began to enter into the pass out of Shadowy Vale by the river-side; and the women and children, and men unfightworthy, stood on the higher ground at the foot of the cliffs to see the Host wend on the way.  Of these a many were of the Woodlanders, who were now one folk with them of Shadowy Vale.  And all these had chosen to abide tidings in the Vale, deeming that there was little danger therein, since that last slaughter which Folk-might had made of the Dusky Men; albeit Face-of-god had offered to send them all to Burgstead with two score and ten men-at-arms to guard them by the way and to eke out the warders of the Burg.

Now the fighting-men of Shadowy Vale were two long hundreds lacking five; of whom two score and ten were women, and three score and ten lads under twenty winters; but the women, though you might scarce see fairer of face and body, were doughty in arms, all good shooters in the bow; and the swains were eager and light-foot, cragsmen of the best, wont to scaling the cliffs of the Vale in search of the nests of gerfalcons and such-like fowl, and swimming the strong streams of the Shivering Flood; tough bodies and wiry, stronger than most grown men, and as fearless as the best.

The order of the Departure of the Host was this:

The Woodlanders went first into the pass, and with them were two score of the ripe Warriors of the Wolf.  Then came of the kindreds of Burgdale, the Men of the Steer, the Bridge, and the Bull; then the Men of the Vine and the Sickle; then the Shepherd-folk; and lastly, the Men of the Face led by Stone-face and Hall-face.  With these went another two score of the dwellers in Shadowy Vale, and the rest were scattered up and down the bands of the Host to guide them into the best paths and to make the way easier to them.  Face-of-god was sundered from his kindred, and went along with Folk-might in the forefront of the Host, while his father the Alderman went as a simple man-at-arms with his House in the rearward.  The Sun-beam followed her brother and Face-of-god amidst the Warriors of the Wolf, and with her were Bow-may clad in the Alderman’s gift, and Wood-father and his children.  Bow-may had caused her to doff her hauberk for that day, whereon they looked to fall in with no foeman.  As for the Bride, she went with her kindred in all her war-gear; and the morning sun shone in the gems of her apparel, and her jewelled feet fell like flowers upon the deep grass of the upper Vale, and shone strange and bright amongst the black stones of the pass.  She bore a quiver at her back and a shining yew bow in her hand, and went amongst the bowmen, for she was a very deft archer.

So fared they into the pass, leaving peace behind them, with all their banners displayed, and the banner of the Red-mouthed Wolf went with the Wolf and the Sun-burst in the forefront of their battle next after the two captains.

As for their road, the grassy space between the rock-wall and the water was wide and smooth at first, and the cliffs rose up like bundles of spear-shafts high and clear from the green grass with no confused litter of fallen stones; so that the men strode on briskly, their hearts high-raised and full of hope.  And as they went, the sweetness of song stirred in their souls, and at last Bow-may fell to singing in a loud clear voice, and her cousin Wood-wise answered her, and all the warriors of the Wolf who were in their band fell into the song at the ending, and the sound of their melody went down the water and reached the ears of those that were entering the pass, and of those who were abiding till the way should be clear of them: and this is some of what they sang:

Bow-may singeth:

Hear ye never a voice come crying

   Out from the waste where the winds fare wide?
 ‘Sons of the Wolf, the days are dying,

   And where in the clefts of the rocks do ye hide?
 

‘Into your hands hath the Sword been given,

   Hard are the palms with the kiss of the hilt;
 Through the trackless waste hath the road been riven

   For the blade to seek to the heart of the guilt.
 

‘And yet ye bide and yet ye tarry;

   Dear deem ye the sleep ‘twixt hearth and board,
 And sweet the maiden mouths ye marry,

   And bright the blade of the bloodless sword.’
 

Wood-wise singeth:

Yea, here we dwell in the arms of our Mother

   The Shadowy Queen, and the hope of the Waste;
 Here first we came, when never another

   Adown the rocky stair made haste.
 

Far is the foe, and no sword beholdeth

   What deed we work and whither we wend;
 Dear are the days, and the Year enfoldeth

   The love of our life from end to end.
 

Voice of our Fathers, why will ye move us,

   And call up the sun our swords to behold?
 Why will ye cry on the foeman to prove us?

   Why will ye stir up the heart of the bold?
 

Bow-may singeth:

Purblind am I, the voice of the chiding;

   Then tell me what is the thing ye bear?
 What is the gift that your hands are hiding,

   The gold-adorned, the dread and dear?
 

Wood-wise singeth:

Dark in the sheath lies the Anvil’s Brother,

   Hid is the hammered Death of Men.
 Would ye look on the gift of the green-clad Mother?

   How then shall ye ask for a gift again?
 

The Warriors sing:

Show we the Sunlight the Gift of the Mother,

   As foot follows foot to the foeman’s den!
 Gleam Sun, breathe Wind, on the Anvil’s Brother,

   For bare is the hammered Death of Men.
 

Therewith they shook their naked swords in the air, and fared on eagerly, and as swiftly as the pass would have them fare.  But so it was, that when the rearward of the Host was entering the first of the pass, and was going on the wide smooth sward, the vanward was gotten to where there was but a narrow space clear betwixt water and cliff; for otherwhere was a litter of great rocks and small, hard to be threaded even by those who knew the passes well; so that men had to tread along the very verge of the Shivering Flood, and wary must they be, for the water ran swift and deep betwixt banks of sheer rock half a fathom below their very foot-soles, which had but bare space to go on the narrow a way.  So it held on for a while, and then got safer, and there was more space for going betwixt cliff and flood; albeit it was toilsome enough, since for some way yet there was a drift of stones to cumber their feet, some big and some little, and some very big.  After a while the way grew better, though here and there, where the cliffs lowered, were wide screes of loose stones that they must needs climb up and down.  Thereafter for a space was there an end of the stony cumber, but the way betwixt the river and the cliffs narrowed again, and the black crags grew higher, and at last so exceeding high, and the way so narrow, that the sky overhead was to them as though they were at the bottom of a well, and men deemed that thence they could see the stars at noontide.  For some time withal had the way been mounting up and up, though the cliffs grew higher over it; till at last they were but going on a narrow shelf, the Shivering Flood swirling and rattling far below them betwixt sheer rock-walls grown exceeding high; and above them the cliffs going up towards the heavens as black as a moonless starless night of winter.  And as the flood thundered below, so above them roared the ceaseless thunder of the wind of the pass, that blew exceeding fierce down that strait place; so that the skirts of their garments were wrapped about their knees by it, and their feet were well-nigh stayed at whiles as they breasted the push thereof.

But as they mounted higher and higher yet, the noise of the waters swelled into a huge roar that drowned the bellowing of the prisoned wind, and down the pass came drifting a fine rain that fell not from the sky, for between the clouds of that drift could folk see the heavens bright and blue above them.  This rain was but the spray of the great force up to whose steps they were climbing.

Now the way got rougher as they mounted; but this toil was caused by their gain; for the rock-wall, which thrust out a buttress there as if it would have gone to the very edge of the gap where-through the flood ran, and so have cut the way off utterly, was here somewhat broken down, and its stones scattered down the steep bent, so that there was a passage, though a toilsome one.

Thus then through the wind-borne drift of the great force, through which men could see the white waters tossing down below, amidst the clattering thunder of the Shivering Flood and the rumble of the wind of the gap, that tore through their garments and hair as if it would rend all to rags and bear it away, the banners of the Wolf won their way to the crest of the midmost height of the pass, and the long line of the Host came clambering after them; and each band of warriors as it reached the top cast an unheard shout from amidst the tangled fury of wind and waters.

A little further on and all that turmoil was behind them; the sun, now grown low, smote the wavering column of spray from the force at their backs, till the rainbows lay bright across it; and the sunshine lay wide over a little valley that sloped somewhat steeply to the west right up from the edge of the river; and beyond these western slopes could men see a low peak spreading down on all sides to the plain, till it was like to a bossed shield, and the name of it was Shield-broad.  Dark grey was the valley everywhere, save that by the side of the water was a space of bright green-sward hedged about toward the mountain by a wall of rocks tossed up into wild shapes of spires and jagged points.  The river itself was spread out wide and shallow, and went rattling about great grey rocks scattered here and there amidst it, till it gathered itself together to tumble headlong over three slant steps into the mighty gap below.

From the height in the pass those grey slopes seemed easy to traverse; but the warriors of the Wolf knew that it was far otherwise, for they were but the molten rock-sea that in time long past had flowed forth from Shield-broad and filled up the whole valley endlong and overthwart, cooling as it flowed, and the tumbled hedge of rock round about the green plain by the river was where the said rock-sea had been stayed by meeting with soft ground, and had heaped itself up round about the green-sward.  And that great rock-flood as it cooled split in divers fashions; and the rain and weather had been busy on it for ages, so that it was worn into a maze of narrow paths, most of which, after a little, brought the wayfarer to a dead stop, or else led him back again to the place whence he had started; so that only those who knew the passes throughly could thread that maze without immeasurable labour.

Now when the men of the Host looked from the high place whereon they stood toward the green plain by the river, they saw on the top of that rock-wall a red pennon waving on a spear, and beside it three or four weaponed men gleaming bright in the evening sun; and they waved their swords to the Host, and made lightning of the sunbeams, and the men of the Host waved swords to them in turn.  For these were the outguards of the Host; and the place whereon they were was at whiles dwelt in by those who would drive the spoil in Silver-dale, and midmost of the green-sward was a booth builded of rough stones and turf, a refuge for a score of men in rough weather.

So the men of the vanward gat them down the hill, and made the best of their way toward the grassy plain through that rocky maze which had once been as a lake of molten glass; and as short as the way looked from above, it was two hours or ever they came out of it on to the smooth turf, and it was moonlight and night ere the House of the Face had gotten on to the green-sward.

There then the Host abode for that night, and after they had eaten lay down on the green grass and slept as they might.  Bow-may would have brought the Sun-beam into the booth with some others of the women, but she would not enter it, because she deemed that otherwise the Bride would abide without; and the Bride, when she came up, along with the House of the Steer, beheld the Sun-beam, that Wood-father’s children had made a lair for her without like a hare’s form; and forsooth many a time had she lain under the naked heaven in Shadowy Vale and the waste about it, even as the Bride had in the meadows of Burgdale.  So when the Bride was bidden thereto, she went meekly into the booth, and lay there with others of the damsels-at-arms.






  








CHAPTER XLII.  THE HOST COMETH TO THE EDGES OF SILVER-DALE.
 

So wore the night, and when the dawn was come were the two captains afoot, and they went from band to band to see that all was ready, and all men were astir betimes, and by the time that the sun smote the eastern side of Shield-broad ruddy, they had broken their fast and were dight for departure.  Then the horns blew up beside the banners, and rejoiced the hearts of men.  But by the command of the captains this was the last time that they should sound till they blew for onset in Silver-dale, because now would they be drawing nigher and nigher to the foemen, and they wotted not but that wandering bands of them might be hard on the lips of the pass, and might hear the horns’ voice, and turn to see what was toward.

Forth then went the banners of the Wolf, and the men of the vanward fell to threading the rock-maze toward the north, and in two hours’ time were clear of the Dale under Shield-broad.  All went in the same order as yesterday; but on this day the Sun-beam would bear her hauberk, and had a sword girt to her side, and her heart was high and her speech merry.

When they left the Dale under Shield-broad the way was easy and wide for a good way, the river flowing betwixt low banks, and the pass being more like a string of little valleys than a mere gap, as it had been on the other side of the Dale.  But when one third of the day was past, the way began to narrow on them again, and to rise up little by little; and at last the rock-walls drew close to the river, and when men looked toward the north they saw no way, and nought but a wall.  For the gap of the Shivering Flood turned now to the east, and the Flood came down from the east in many falls, as it were over a fearful stair, through a gap where there was no path between the cliffs and the water, nought but the boiling flood and its turmoil; so that they who knew not the road wondered what they should do.

But Folk-might led the banners to where a great buttress of the cliffs thrust itself into the way, coming well-nigh down to the water, just at the corner where the river turned eastward, and they got them about it as they might, and on the other side thereof lo! another gap exceeding strait, scarce twenty foot over, wall-sided, rugged beyond measure, going up steeply from the great valley: a little water ran through it, mostly filling up the floor of it from side to side; but it was but shallow.  This was now the battle-road of the Host, and the vanward entered it at once, turning their backs upon the Shivering Flood.

Full toilsome and dreary was that strait way; often great stones hung above their heads, bridging the gap and hiding the sky from them; nor was there any path for them save the stream itself; so that whiles were they wading its waters to the knee or higher, and whiles were they striding from stone to stone amidst the rattle of the waters, and whiles were they stepping warily along the ledges of rock above the deeper pools, and in all wise labouring in overcoming the rugged road amidst the twilight of the gap.

Thus they toiled till the afternoon was well worn, and so at last they came to where the rock-wall was somewhat broken down on the north side, and great rocks had fallen across the gap, and dammed up the waters, which fell scantily over the dam from stone to stone into a pool at the bottom of it.  Up this breach, then, below the force they scrambled and struggled, for rough indeed was the road for them; and so came they up out of the gap on to the open hill-side, a great shoulder of the heath sloping down from the north, and littered over with big stones, borne thither belike by some ice-river of the earlier days; and one great rock was in special as great as the hall of a wealthy goodman, and shapen like to a hall with hipped gables, which same the men of the Wolf called House-stone.

There then the noise and clatter of the vanward rose up on the face of the heath, and men were exceeding joyous that they had come so far without mishap.  Therewith came weaponed men out from under House-stone, and they came toward the men of the vanward, and they were a half-score of the forerunners of the Wolf; therefore Folk-might and Face-of-god fell at once into speech with them, and had their tidings; and when they had heard them, they saw nought to hinder the host from going on their road to Silver-dale forthright; and there were still three hours of daylight before them.  So the vanward of the host tarried not, and the captains left word with the men from under House-stone that the rest of the Host should fare on after them speedily, and that they should give this word to each company, as men came up from out the gap.  Then they fared speedily up the hillside, and in an hour’s wearing had come to the crest thereof, and to where the ground fell steadily toward the north, and hereabout the scattered stones ceased, and on the other side of the crest the heath began to be soft and boggy, and at last so soft, that if they had not been wisely led, they had been bemired oftentimes.  At last they came to where the flows that trickled through the mires drew together into a stream, so that men could see it running; and thereon some of the Woodlanders cried out joyously that the waters were running north; and then all knew that they were drawing nigh to Silver-dale.

No man they met on the road, nor did they of Shadowy Vale look to meet any; because the Dusky Men were not great hunters for the more part, except it were of men, and especially of women; and, moreover, these hill-slopes of the mountain-necks led no-whither and were utterly waste and dreary, and there was nought to be seen there but snipes and bitterns and whimbrel and plover, and here and there a hill-fox, or the great erne hanging over the heath on his way to the mountain.

When sunset came, they were getting clear of the miry ground, and the stream which they had come across amidst of the mires had got clearer and greater, and rattled down between wide stony sides over the heath; and here and there it deepened as it cleft its way through little knolls that rose out of the face of the mountain-neck.  As the Host climbed one of these and was come to its topmost (it was low enough not to turn the stream), Face-of-god looked and beheld dark-blue mountains rising up far off before him, and higher than these, but away to the east, the snowy peaks of the World-mountains.  Then he called to mind what he had seen from the Burg of the Runaways, and he took Folk-might by the arm, and pointed toward those far-off mountains.

‘Yea,’ said Folk-might, ‘so it is, War-leader.  Silver-dale lieth between us and yonder blue ridges, and it is far nigher to us than to them.’

But the Sun-beam came close to those twain, and took Face-of-god by the hand and said: ‘O Gold-mane, dost thou see?’ and he turned about and beheld her, and saw how her cheeks flamed and her eyes glittered, and he said in a low voice: ‘To-morrow for mirth or silence, for life or death.’

But the whole vanward as they came up stayed to behold the sight of the mountains on the other side of Silver-dale, and the banners of the Folk hung over their heads, moving but little in the soft air of the evening: so went they on their ways.

The sun sank, and dusk came on them as they followed down the stream, and night came, and was clear and starlit, though the moon was not yet risen.  Now was the ground firm and the grass sweet and flowery, and wind-worn bushes were scattered round about them, as they began to go down into the ghyll that cleft the wall of Silver-dale, and the night-wind blew in their faces from the very Dale and place of the Battle to be.  The path down was steep at first, but the ghyll was wide, and the sides of it no longer straight walls, as in the gaps of their earlier journey, but broken, sloping back, and (as they might see on the morrow) partly of big stones and shaly grit, partly grown over with bushes and rough grass, with here and there a little stream trickling down their sides.  As they went, the ghyll widened out, till at last they were in a valley going down to the plain, in places steep, in places flat and smooth, the stream ever rattling down the midst of it, and they on the west side thereof.  The vale was well grassed, and oak-trees and ash and holly and hazel grew here and there about it; and at last the Host had before it a wood which filled the vale from side to side, not much tangled with undergrowth, and quite clear of it nigh to the stream-side.  Thereinto the vanward entered, but went no long way ere the leaders called a halt and bade pitch the banners, for that there should they abide the daylight.  Thus it had been determined at the Council of the Hall of the Wolf; for Folk-might had said: ‘With an Host as great as ours, and mostly of men come into a land of which they know nought at all, an onslaught by night is perilous: yea, and our foes should be over-much scattered, and we should have to wander about seeking them.  Let us rather abide in the wood of Wood-dale till the morning, and then display our banners on the hill-side above Silver-dale, so that they may gather together to fall upon us: in no case shall they keep us out of the Dale.’

There then they stayed, and as each company came up to the wood, they were marshalled into their due places, so that they might set the battle in array on the edge of Silver-dale.






  








CHAPTER XLIII.  FACE-OF-GOD LOOKETH ON SILVER-DALE: THE BOWMEN’S BATTLE.
 

There then they rested, as folk wearied with the toilsome journey, when they had set sure watches round about their campment; and they ate quietly what meat they had with them, and so gat them to sleep in the wood on the eve of battle.

But not all slept; for the two captains went about amongst the companies, Folk-might to the east, Face-of-god to the west, to look to the watches, and to see that all was ordered duly.  Also the Sun-beam slept not, but she lay beside Bow-may at the foot of an oak-tree; she watched Face-of-god as he went away amidst the men of the Host, and watched and waked abiding his returning footsteps.

The night was well worn by then he came back to his place in the vanward, and on his way back he passed through the folk of the Steer laid along on the grass, all save those of the watch, and the light of the moon high aloft was mingled with the light of the earliest dawn; and as it happed he looked down, and lo! close to his feet the face of the Bride as she lay beside her grand-sire, her head pillowed on a bundle of bracken.  She was sleeping soundly like a child who has been playing all day, and whose sleep has come to him unsought and happily.  Her hands were laid together by her side; her cheek was as fair and clear as it was wont to be at her best; her face looked calm and happy, and a lock of her dark-red hair strayed from her uncovered head over her breast and lay across her wrists, so peacefully she slept.

Face-of-god turned his eyes from her at once, and went by swiftly, and came to his own company.  The Sun-beam saw him coming, and rose straightway to her feet from beside Bow-may, who lay fast asleep, and she held out her hands to him; and he took them and kissed them, and he cast his arms about her and kissed her mouth and her face, and she his in likewise; and she said:

‘O Gold-mane, if this were but the morrow of to-morrow!  Yet shall all be well; shall it not?’

Her voice was low, but it waked Bow-may, who sat up at once broad awake, after the manner of a hunter of the waste ever ready for the next thing to betide, and moreover the Sun-beam had been in her thoughts these two days, and she feared for her, lest she should be slain or maimed.  Now she smiled on the Sun-beam and said:

‘What is it?  Does thy mind forebode evil?  That needeth not.  I tell thee it is not so ill for us of the sword to be in Silver-dale.  Thrice have I been there since the Overthrow, and never more than a half-score in company, and yet am I whole to-day.’

‘Yea, sister,’ said Face-of-god, ‘but in past times ye did your deed and then fled away; but now we come to abide here, and this night is the last of lurking.’

‘Ah,’ she said, ‘a little way from this I saw such things that we had good will to abide here longer, few as we were, but that we feared to be taken alive.’

‘What things were these?’ said Face-of-god.

‘Nay,’ she said, ‘I will not tell thee now; but mayhap in the lighted winter feast-hall, when the kindred are so nigh us and about us that they seem to us as if they were all the world, I may tell it thee; or mayhap I never shall.’

Said the Sun-beam, smiling: ‘Thou wilt ever be talking, Bow-may.  Now let the War-leader depart, for he will have much to do.’

And she was well at ease that she had seen Face-of-god again; but he said:

‘Nay, not so much; all is well-nigh done; in an hour it will be broad day, and two hours thereafter shall the Banner be displayed on the edge of Silver-dale.’

The cheek of the Sun-beam flushed, and paled again, as she said: ‘Yea, we shall stand even as our Fathers stood on the day when, coming from off the waste, they beheld it, and knew it would be theirs.  Ah me! how have I longed for this morn.  But now — Tell me, Gold-mane, dost thou deem that I am afraid?  And I whom thou hast deemed to be a God.’

Quoth Bow-may: ‘Thou shalt deem her twice a God ere noon-tide, brother Gold-mane.  But come now! the hour of deadly battle is at hand, and we may not laugh that away; and therefore I bid thee remember, Gold-mane, how thou didst promise to kiss me once more on the verge of deadly battle.’

Therewith she stood up before him, and he tarried not, but kind and smiling took her face between his two hands and kissed her lips, and she cast her arms about him and kissed him, and then sank down on the grass again, and turned from him, and laid her face amongst the grass and the bracken, and they could see that she was weeping, and her body was shaken with sobs.  But the Sun-beam knelt down to her, and caressed her with her hand, and spake kind words to her softly, while Face-of-god went his ways to meet Folk-might.

Now was the dawn fading into full daylight; and between dawn and sunrise were all men stirring; for the watch had waked the hundred-leaders, and they the leaders of scores and half-scores, and they the whole folk; and they sat quietly in the wood and made no noise.

In the night the watch of the Sickle had fallen in with a thrall who had stolen up from the Dale to set gins for hares, and now in the early morning they brought him to the War-leader.  He was even such a man as those with whom Face-of-god had fallen in before, neither better nor worse than most of them: he was sore afraid at first, but by then he was come to the captains he understood that he had happened upon friends; but he was dull of comprehension and slow of speech.  Albeit Folk-might gathered from him that the Dusky Men had some inkling of the onslaught; for he said that they had been gathering together in the marketplace of Silver-stead, and would do so again soon.  Moreover, the captains deemed from his speech that those new tribes had come to hand sooner than was looked for, and were even now in the Dale.  Folk-might smiled as one who is not best pleased when he heard these tidings; but Face-of-god was glad to hear thereof; for what he loathed most was that the war should drag out in hunting of scattered bands of the foe.  Herewith came Dallach to them as they talked (for Face-of-god had sent for him), and he fell to questioning the man further; by whose answers it seemed that many men also had come into the Dale from Rose-dale, so that they of the kindreds were like to have their hands full.  Lastly Dallach drew from the thrall that it was on that very morning that the great Folk-mote of the Dusky Men should be holden in the market-place of the Stead, which was right great, and about it were the biggest of the houses wherein the men of the kindred had once dwelt.

So when they had made an end of questioning the thrall, and had given him meat and drink, they asked him if he would take weapons in his hand and lead them on the ways into the Dale, bidding him look about the wood and note how great and mighty an host they were.  And the carle yeasaid this, after staring about him a while, and they gave him spear and shield, and he went with the vanward as a way-leader.

Again presently came a watch of the Shepherds, and they had found a man and a woman dead and stark naked hanging to the boughs of a great oak-tree deep in the wood.  This men knew for some vengeance of the Dusky Men, for it was clear to see that these poor people had been sorely tormented before they were slain.  Also the same watch had stumbled on the dead body of an old woman, clad in rags, lying amongst the rank grass about a little flow; she was exceeding lean and hunger-starved, and in her hand was a frog which she had half eaten.  And Dallach, when he heard of this, said that it was the wont of the Dusky Men to slay their thralls when they were past work, or to drive them into the wilderness to die.

Lastly came a watch from the men of the Face, having with them two more thralls, lusty young men; these they had come upon in company of their master, who had brought them up into the wood to shoot him a buck, and therefore they bare bows and arrows.  The watch had slain the master straightway while the thralls stood looking on.  They were much afraid of the weaponed men, but answered to the questioning much readier than the first man; for they were household thralls, and better fed and clad than he, who was but a toiler in the fields.  They yeasaid all his tale, and said moreover that the Folk-mote of the Dusky Men should be holden in the market-place that forenoon, and that most of the warriors should be there, both the new-comers and the Rose-dale lords, and that without doubt they should be under arms.

To these men also they gave a good sword and a helm each, and bade them be brisk with their bows, and they said yea to marching with the Host; and indeed they feared nothing so much as being left behind; for if they fell into the hands of the Dusky Men, and their master missing, they should first be questioned with torments, and then slain in the evillest manner.

Now whereas things had thus betid, and that they knew thus much of their foemen, Face-of-god called all the chieftains together, and they sat on the green grass and held counsel amongst them, and to one and all it seemed good that they should suffer the Dusky Men to gather together before they meddled with them, and then fall upon them in such order and such time as should seem good to the captains watching how things went; and this would be easy, whereas they were all lying in the wood in the same order as they would stand in battle-array if they were all drawn up together on the brow of the hill.  Albeit Face-of-god deemed it good, after he had heard all that they who had been in the Stead could tell him thereof, that the Shepherd-Folk, who were more than three long hundreds, and they of the Steer, the Bridge, and the Bull, four hundreds in all, should take their places eastward of the Woodlanders who had led the vanward.

Straightway the word was borne to these men, and the shift was made: so that presently the Woodlanders were amidmost of the Host, and had with them on their right hands the Men of the Steer, the Bridge, and the Bull, and beyond them the Shepherd-Folk.  But on their left hand lay the Men of the Vine, then they of the Sickle, and lastly the Men of the Face, and these three kindreds were over five hundreds of warriors: as for the Men of the Wolf, they abode at first with those companies which they had led through the wastes, though this was changed afterwards.

All this being done, Face-of-god gave out that all men should break their fast in peace and leisure; and while men were at their meat, Folk-might spake to Face-of-god and said: ‘Come, brother, for I would show thee a goodly thing; and thou, Dallach, come with us.’

Then he brought them by paths in the wood till Face-of-god saw the sky shine white between the tree-boles, and in a little while they were come well-nigh out of the thicket, and then they went warily; for before them was nought but the slopes of Wood-dale, going down steeply into Silver-dale, with nought to hinder the sight of it, save here and there bushes or scattered trees; and so fair and lovely it was that Face-of-god could scarce forbear to cry out.  He saw that it was only at the upper or eastern end, where the mountains of the Waste went round about it, that the Dale was narrow; it soon widened out toward the west, and for the most part was encompassed by no such straight-sided a wall as was Burgdale, but by sloping hills and bents, mostly indeed somewhat higher and steeper than the pass wherein they were, but such as men could well climb if they had a mind to, and there were any end to their journey.  The Dale went due west a good way, and then winded about to the southwest, and so was hidden from them thereaway by the bents that lay on their left hand.  As it was wider, so it was not so plain a ground as was Burgdale, but rose in knolls and little hills here and there.  A river greater than the Weltering Water wound about amongst the said mounds; and along the side of it out in the open dale were many goodly houses and homesteads of stone.  The knolls were mostly covered over with vines, and there were goodly and great trees in groves and clumps, chiefly oak and sweet chestnut and linden; many were the orchards, now in blossom, about the homesteads; the pastures of the neat and horses spread out bright green up from the water-side, and deeper green showed the acres of the wheat on the lower slopes of the knolls, and in wide fields away from the river.

Just below the pitch of the hill whereon they were, lay Silver-stead, the town of the Dale.  Hitherto it had been an unfenced place; but Folk-might pointed to where on the western side a new white wall was rising, and on which, young as the day yet was, men were busy laying the stones and spreading the mortar.  Fair seemed that town to Face-of-god: the houses were all builded of stone, and some of the biggest were roofed with lead, which also as well as silver was dug out of the mountains at the eastern end of the Dale.  The market-place was clear to see from where they stood, though there were houses on all sides of it, so wide it was.  From their standing-place it was but three furlongs to this heart of Silver-dale; and Face-of-god could see brightly-clad men moving about in it already.  High above their heads he beheld two great clots of scarlet and yellow raised on poles and pitched in front of a great stone-built hall roofed with lead, which stood amidmost of the west end of the Place, and betwixt those poles he saw on a mound with long slopes at its sides somewhat of white stone, and amidmost of the whole Place a great stack of faggot-wood built up four-square.  Those red and yellow things on the poles he deemed would be the banners of the murder-carles; and Folk-might told him that even so it was, and that they were but big bunches of strips of woollen cloth, much like to great ragmops, save that the rags were larger and longer: no other token of war, said Folk-might, did those folk carry, save a crookbladed sword, smeared with man’s blood, and bigger than any man might wield in battle.

‘Art thou far-seeing, War-leader?’ quoth he.  ‘What canst thou see in the market-place?’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Far-seeing am I above most men, and I see in the Place a man in scarlet standing by the banner, which is pitched in front of the great stone hall, near to the mound with the white stone on it; and meseemeth he beareth a great horn in his hand.’

Said Folk-might: ‘Yea, and that stone hall was our Mote-house when we were lords of the Dale, and thence it was that they who are now thralls of the Dusky Men sent to them their message and token of yielding.  And as for that white stone, it is the altar of their god; for they have but one, and he is that same crook-bladed sword.  And now that I look, I see a great stack of wood amidmost the market-place, and well I know what that betokeneth.’

‘Lo you!’ said Face-of-god, ‘the man with the horn is gone up on to the altar-mound, and meseemeth he is setting the little end of the horn to his mouth.’

‘Hearken then!’ said Folk-might.  And in a moment came the hoarse tuneless sound of the horn down the wind towards them; and Folk-might said:

‘I deem I should know what that blast meaneth; and now is it time that the Host drew nigher to set them in array behind these very trees.  But if ye will, War-leader, we will abide here and watch the ways of the foemen, and send Dallach with the word to the Host; also I would have thee suffer me to bid hither at once two score and ten of the best of the bowmen of our folk and the Woodlanders, and Wood-wise to lead them, for he knoweth well the land hereabout, and what is good to do.’

‘It is good,’ said Face-of-god.  ‘Be speedy, Dallach!’

So Dallach departed, running lightly, and the two chiefs abode there; and the horn in Silver-stead blew at whiles for a little, and then stayed; and Folk-might said:

‘Lo you! they come flockmeal to the Mote-stead; the Place will be filled ere long.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Will they make offerings to their god at the hallowing in of their Folk-mote?  Where then are the slaughter-beasts?’

‘They shall not long be lacking,’ said Folk-might.  ‘See you it is getting thronged about the altar and the Mote-house.’

Now there were four ways into the Market-place of Silver-stead turned toward the four aírts, and the midmost of the kindreds’ battle looked right down the southern one, which went up to the wood, but stopped there in a mere woodland path, and the more part of the town lay north and west of this way, albeit there was a way from the east also.  But the hill-side just below the two captains lay two furlongs west of this southern way; and it went down softly till it was gotten quite near to the backs of the houses on the south side of the Market-place, and was sprinkled scantly with bushes and trees as aforesaid; but at last were there more bushes, which well-nigh made a hedge across it, reaching from the side of the southern way; and a foot or two beyond these bushes the ground fell by a steep and broken bent down to the level of the Market-place, and betwixt that fringe of bushes and the backs of the houses on the south side of the Place was less it maybe than a full furlong: but the southern road aforesaid went down softly into the Market-place, since it had been fashioned so by men.

Now the two chiefs heard a loud blast of horns come up from the town, and lo! a great crowd of men wending their ways down the road from the north, and they came into the market-place with spears and other weapons tossing in the air, and amidst of these men, who seemed to be all of the warriors, they saw as they drew nigher some two score and ten of men clad in long raiment of yellow and scarlet, with tall spiring hats of strange fashion on their heads, and in their hands long staves with great blades like scythes done on to them; and again, in the midst of these yellow and red glaive-bearers, in the very heart of the throng were some score of naked folk, they deemed both men and women, but were not sure, so close was the throng; nor could they see if they were utterly naked.

‘Lo you, brother!’ quoth Folk-might, ‘said I not that the beasts for the hewing should not tarry?  Yonder naked folk are even they: and ye may well deem that they are the thralls of the Dusky Men; and meseemeth by the whiteness of their skins they be of the best of them.  For these felons, it is like, look to winning great plenty of thralls in Burgdale, and so set the less store on them they have, and may expend them freely.’

As he spake they heard the sound of men marching in the wood behind them, and they turned about and saw that there was come Wood-wise, and with him upwards of two score and ten of the bowmen of the Woodlanders and the Wolf — huntsmen, cragsmen, and scourers of the Waste; men who could shoot the chaffinch on the twig a hundred yards aloof; who could make a hiding-place of the bennets of the wayside grass, or the stem of the slender birch-tree.  With these must needs be Bow-may, who was the closest shooter of all the kindreds.

So then Wood-wise told the War-leader that Dallach had given the word to the Host, and that all men were astir and would be there presently in their ordered companies; and Face-of-god spake to Folk-might, and said: ‘Chief of the Wolf, wilt thou not give command to these bowmen, and set them to the work; for thou wottest thereof.’

‘Yea, that will I,’ said Folk-might, and turned to Wood-wise, and said: ‘Wood-wise, get ye down the slope, and loose on these felons, who have a murder on hand, if so be ye have a chance to do it wisely.  But in any case come ye all back; for all shall be needed yet to-day.  So flee if they pursue, for ye shall have us to flee to.  Now be ye wary, nor let the curse of the Wolf and the Face lie on your slothfulness.’

Wood-wise did but nod his head and lift his hand to his fellows, who set off after him down the slope without more tarrying.  They went very warily, as if they were hunting a quarry which would flee from them; and they crept amongst the grass and stones from bush to bush like serpents, and so, unseen by the Dusky Men, who indeed were busied over their own matters, they came to the fringe of bushes above the broken ground aforesaid, and there they took their stand, and before them below those steep banks was but the space at the back of the houses.  As to the houses, as aforesaid, they were not so high as elsewhere about the Market-place; and at the end of a long low hall there was a gap between its gable and the next house, whereby they had a clear sight of the Place about the god’s altar and the banners, and the great hall of Silver-dale, with the double stair that went up to the door thereof.

There then they made them ready, and Wood-wise set men to watch that none should come sidelong on them unawares; their bows were bent and their quivers open, and they were eager for the fray.

Thus they beheld the Market-place from their cover, and saw that those folk who were to be hewn to the god were now standing facing the altar in a half-ring, and behind them in another half-ring the glaive-bearers who had brought them thither stood glaive in hand ready to hew them down when the token should be given; and these were indeed the priests of the god.

There was clear space round about these poor slaughter-thralls, so that the bowmen could see them well, and they told up a score of them, half men, half women, and they were all stark naked save for wreaths of flowers about their middles and their necks; and they had shackles of lead about their wrists; which same lead should be taken out of the fire wherein they should be burned, and from the shape it should take after it had passed through the fire would the priests foretell the luck of the deed to be done.

It was clear to be seen from thence that Folk-might was right when he said that these slaughter-thralls were of the best of the house-thralls and bed-mates of the Dusky Men, and that these felons were open-handed to their god, and would not cheat him, or withhold from him the best and most delicate of all they had.

Now spake Wood-wise to those about him: ‘It is sure that Folk-might would have us give these poor thralls a chance, and that we must loose upon the felons who would hew them down; and if we are to come back again, we can go no nigher.  What sayest thou, Bow-may?  Is it nigh enough?  Can aught be done?’

‘Yea, yea,’ she said, ‘nigh enough it is; but let Gold-ring be with me and half a score of the very best, whether they be of our folk or the Woodlanders, men who cannot miss such a mark; and when we have loosed, then let all loose, and stay not till our shot be spent.  Haste, now haste! time presseth; for if the Host showeth on the brow of the hill, these felons will hew down their slaughter-beasts before they turn on their foemen.  Let the grey-goose wing speed trouble and confusion amongst them.’

But ere she had done her words Wood-wise had got to speaking quietly with the Woodlanders; and Bears-bane, who was amidst them, chose out eight of the best of his folk, men who doubted nothing of hitting whatever they could see in the Market-place; and they took their stand for shooting, and with them besides Bow-may were two women and four men of the Wolf, and Gold-ring withal, a carle of fifty winters, long, lean, and wiry, a fell shooter if ever anyone were.

So all these notched their shafts and laid them on the yew, and each had between the two last fingers of the shaft-hand another shaft ready, and a half score more stuck into the ground before him.

Now giveth Wood-wise the word to these sixteen as to which of the felons with the glaives they shall each one aim at; and he saith withal in a soft voice: ‘Help cometh from the Hill; soon shall battle be joined in Silver-dale.’

Thus stand they watching Bow-may and Gold-ring till they draw home the notches; and amidst their waiting the glaive-bearing felons fall a-singing a harsh and ugly hymn to their crooked-sword god, and the Market-stead is thronged endlong and overthwart with the tribes of the Dusky Men.

There now standeth Bow-may far-sighted and keen-eyed, her face as pale as a linen sleeve, an awful smile on her glittering eyes and close-set lips, and she feeling the twisted string of the red yew and the polished sides of the notch, while the yelling song of the Dusky priests quavers now and ends with a wild shrill cry, and she noteth the midmost of the priests beginning to handle his weapon: then swift and steady she draweth home the notches, while the yew bow standeth still as the oak-bole ere the summer storm ariseth, and the twang of the sixteen strings maketh but one fell sound as the feathered bane of men goeth on its way.

There was silence for a moment of time in the Market of Silver-stead, as if the bolt of the Gods had fallen there; and then arose a huge wordless yell from those about the altar, and one of the priests who was left hove up his glaive two-handed to smite the naked slaughter-thralls; but or ever the stroke fell, Bow-may’s second shaft was through his throat, and he rolled over amidst his dead fellows; and the other fifteen had loosed with her, and then even as they could Wood-wise and the others of their company; and all they notched and loosed without tarrying, and no shout, no word came from their lips, only the twanging strings spake for them; for they deemed the minutes that hurried by were worth much joy of their lives to be.  And few indeed were the passing minutes ere the dead men lay in heaps about the Altar of the Crooked Sword, and the wounded men wallowed amidst them.






  








CHAPTER XLIV.  OF THE ONSLAUGHT OF THE MEN OF THE STEER, THE BRIDGE, AND THE BULL.
 

Wild was the turmoil and confusion in the Market-stead; for the more part of the men therein knew not what had befallen about the altar, though some clomb up to the top of that stack of faggots built for the burning of the thralls, and when they saw what was toward fell to yelling and cursing; and their fellows on the plain Place could not hear their story for the clamour, and they also fell to howling as if a wood full of wild dogs was there.

And still the shafts rained down on that throng from the Bent of the Bowmen, for another two score men of the Woodlanders had crept down the hill to them, and shafts failed them not.  But the Dusky Men about the altar, for all their terror, or even maybe because of it, now began to turn upon the scarce-seen foemen, and to press up wildly toward the hill-side, though as it were without any order or aim.  Every man of them had his weapons, and those no mere gilded toys, but their very tools of battle; and some, but no great number, had their bows with them and a few shafts; and these began to shoot at whatsoever they could see on the hill-side, but at first so wildly and hurriedly that they did no harm.

It must be said of them that at first only those about the altar fell on toward the hill; for those about the road that led southward knew not what had betided nor whither to turn.  So that at this beginning of the battle, of all the thousands in the great Place it was but a few hundreds that set on the Bent of the Bowmen, and at these the bowmen of the kindreds shot so close and so wholly together that they fell one over another in the narrow ways between the houses whereby they must needs go to gather on the plain ground betwixt the backs of the houses and the break of the hill-side.  But little by little the archers of the Dusky Men gathered behind the corpses of the slain, and fell to shooting at what they could see of the men of the kindreds, which at that while was not much, for as bold as they were, they fought like wary hunters of the Wood and the Waste.

But now at last throughout all that throng of Felons in the Market-place the tale began to spread of foemen come into the Dale and shooting from the Bents, and all they turned their faces to the hill, and the whole set of the throng was thitherward; though they fared but slowly, so evil was the order of them, each man hindering his neighbour as he went.  And not only did the Dusky Men come flockmeal toward the Bent of the Bowmen, but also they jostled along toward the road that led southward.  That beheld Wood-wise from the Bent, and he was minded to get him and his aback, now that they had made so great a slaughter of the foemen; and two or three of his fellows had been hurt by arrows, and Bow-may, she would have been slain thrice over but for the hammer-work of the Alderman.  And no marvel was that; for now she stood on a little mound not half covered by a thin thorn-bush, and notched and loosed at whatever was most notable, as though she were shooting at the mark on a summer evening in Shadowy Vale.  But as Wood-wise was at point to give the word to depart, from behind them rang out the merry sound of the Burgdale horns, and he turned to look at the wood-side, and lo! thereunder was the hill bright and dark with men-at-arms, and over them floated the Banners of the Wolf, and the Banners of the Steer, the Bridge, and the Bull.  Then gave forth the bowmen of the kindreds their first shout, and they made no stay in their shooting; but shot the eagerer, for they deemed that help would come without their turning about to draw it to them: and even so it was.  For straightway down the bent came striding Face-of-god betwixt the two Banners of the Wolf, and beside him were Red-wolf the tall and War-grove, and therewithal Wood-wont and Wood-wicked, and many other men of the Wolf; for now that the men of the kindreds had been brought face to face with the foe, and there was less need of them for way-leaders, the more part of them were liefer to fight under their own banner along with the Woodlanders; so that the company of those who went under the Wolves was more than three long hundreds and a half; and the bowmen on the edge of the bent shouted again and merrily, when they felt that their brothers were amongst them, and presently was the arrow-storm at its fiercest, and the twanging of bow-strings and the whistle of the shafts was as the wind among the clefts of the mountains; for all the new-comers were bowmen of the best.

But the kindreds of the Steer, the Bridge, and the Bull, they hung yet a while longer on the hills’ brow, their banners floating over them and their horns blowing; and the Dusky Felons in the Market-place beheld them, and fear and rage at once filled their hearts, and a fierce and dreadful yell brake out from them, and joyously did the Men of Burgdale answer them, and song arose amongst them even such as this:

The Men of the Bridge sing:

Why stand ye together, why bear ye the shield,
 Now the calf straineth tether at edge of the field?
 

Now the lamb bleateth stronger and waters run clear,
 And the day groweth longer and glad is the year?
 

Now the mead-flowers jostle so thick as they stand,
 And singeth the throstle all over the land?
 

The Men of the Steer sing:

No cloud the day darkened, no thunder we heard,
 But the horns’ speech we hearkened as men unafeared.
 

Yea, so merry it sounded, we turned from the Dale,
 Where all wealth abounded, to wot of its tale.
 

The Men of the Bridge sing:

What white boles then bear ye, what wealth of the woods?
 What chafferers hear ye bid loud for your goods?
 

The Men of the Bull sing:

O the bright beams we carry are stems of the steel;
 Nor long shall we tarry across them to deal.
 

Hark the men of the cheaping, how loudly they cry
 On the hook for the reaping of men doomed to die!
 

They all sing:

Heave spear up! fare forward, O Men of the Dale!
 For the Warrior, our war-ward, shall hearken the tale.
 

Therewith they ceased a moment, and then gave a great and hearty shout all together, and all their horns blew, and they moved on down the hill as one man, slowly and with no jostling, the spear-men first, and then they of the axe and the sword; and on their flanks the deft archers loosed on the stumbling jostling throng of the Dusky Men, who for their part came on drifting and surging up the road to the hill.

But when those big spearmen of the Dale had gone a little way the horns’ voice died out, and their great-staved spears rose up from their shoulders into the air, and stood so a moment, and then slowly fell forward, as the oars of the longship fall into the row-locks, and then over the shoulders of the foremost men showed the steel of the five ranks behind them, and their own spears cast long bars of shadow on the whiteness of the sunny road.  No sound came from them now save the rattle of their armour and the tramp of their steady feet; but from the Dusky Men rose up hideous confused yelling, and those that could free themselves from the tangle of the throng rushed desperately against the on-rolling hedge of steel, and the whole throng shoved on behind them.  Then met steel and men; here and there an ash-stave broke; here and there a Dusky Felon rolled himself unhurt under the ash-staves, and hewed the knees of the Dalesmen, and a tall man came tottering down; but what men or wood-wights could endure the push of spears of those mighty husbandmen?  The Dusky Ones shrunk back yelling, or turned their backs and rushed at their own folk with such fierce agony that they entered into the throng, till the terror of the spear reached to the midmost of it and swayed them back on the hindermost; for neither was there outgate for the felons on the flanks of the spearmen, since there the feathered death beset them, and the bowmen (and the Bride amongst the foremost) shot wholly together, and no shaft flew idly.  But the wise leaders of the Dalesmen would not that they should thrust in too far amongst the howling throng of the Dusky Men, lest they should be hemmed in by them; for they were but a handful in regard to them: so there they stayed, barring the way to the Dusky Men, and the bowmen still loosed from the flanks of them, or aimed deftly from betwixt the ranks of the spearmen.

And now was there a space of ten strides or more betwixt the Dalesmen and their foes, over which the spears hung terribly, nor durst the Dusky Men adventure there; and thereon was nought but men dead or sorely hurt.  Then suddenly a horn rang thrice shrilly over all the noise and clamour of the throng, and the ranks of the spearmen opened, and forth into that space strode two score of the swordsmen and axe-wielders of the Dale, their weapons raised in their hands, and he who led them was Iron-hand of the House of the Bull: tall he was, wide-shouldered, exceeding strong, but beardless and fair-faced.  He bore aloft a two-edged sword, broad-bladed, exceeding heavy, so that few men could wield it in battle, but not right long; it was an ancient weapon, and his father before him had called it the Barley-scythe.  With him were some of the best of the kindreds, as Wolf of Whitegarth, Long-hand of Oakholt, Hart of Highcliff, and War-well the captain of the Bridge.  These made no tarrying on that space of the dead, but cried aloud their cries: ‘For the Burg and the Steer! for the Dale and the Bridge! for the Dale and the Bull!’ and so fell at once on the Felons; who fled not, nor had room to flee; and also they feared not the edge-weapons so sorely as they feared those huge spears.  So they turned fiercely on the swordsmen, and chiefly on Iron-hand, as he entered in amongst them the first of all, hewing to the right hand and the left, and many a man fell before the Barley-scythe; for they were but little before him.  Yet as one fell another took his place, and hewed at him with the steel axe and the crooked sword; and with many strokes they clave his shield and brake his helm and rent his byrny, while he heeded little save smiting with the Barley-scythe, and the blood ran from his arm and his shoulder and his thigh.

But War-well had entered in among the foe on his left hand, and unshielded hove up a great broad-bladed axe, that clave the iron helms of the Dusky Men, and rent their horn-scaled byrnies.  He was not very tall, but his shoulders were huge and his arms long, and nought could abide his stroke.  He cleared a ring round Iron-hand, whose eyes were growing dim as the blood flowed from him, and hewed three strokes before him; then turned and drew the champion out of the throng, and gave him into the arms of his fellows to stanch the blood that drained away the might of his limbs; and then with a great wordless roar leaped back again on the Dusky Men as the lion leapeth on the herd of swine; and they shrank away before him; and all the swordsmen shouted, ‘For the Bridge, for the Bridge!’ and pressed on the harder, smiting down all before them.  On his left hand now was Hart of Highcliff wielding a good sword hight Chip-driver, wherewith he had slain and hurt a many, fighting wisely with sword and shield, and driving the point home through the joints of the armour.  But even therewith, as he drave a great stroke at a lord of the Dusky Ones, a cast-spear came flying and smote him on the breast, so that he staggered, and the stroke fell flatlings on the shield-boss of his foe, and Chip-driver brake atwain nigh the hilts; but Hart closed with him, and smote him on the face with the pommel, and tore his axe from his hand and clave his skull therewith, and slew him with his own weapon, and fought on valiantly beside War-well.

Now War-well had fought so fiercely that he had rent his own hauberk with the might of his strokes, and as he raised his arm to smite a huge stroke, a deft man of the Felons thrust the spike of his war-axe up under his arm; and when War-well felt the smart of the steel, he turned on that man, and, letting his axe fall down to his wrist and hang there by its loop, he caught the foeman up by the neck and the breech, and drave him against the other Dusky Ones before him, so that their weapons pierced and rent their own friend and fellow.  Then he put forth the might of his arms and the pith of his body, and hove up that felon and cast him on to the heads of his fellow murder-carles, so that he rent them and was rent by them.  Then War-well fell on again with the axe, and all the champions of the Dale shouted and fell on with him, and the foe shrank away; and the Dalesmen cleared a space five fathoms’ length before them, and the spearmen drew onward and stood on the space whereon the first onslaught had been.

Then drew those hewers of the Dale together, and forth from the company came the man that bare the Banner of the Bridget and the champions gathered round him, and they ordered their ranks and strode with the Banner before them three times to and fro across the road athwart the front of the spearmen, and then with a great shout drew back within the spear-hedge.  Albeit five of the champions of the Dale had been slain outright there, and the more part of them hurt more or less.

But when all were well within the ranks, once again blew the horn, and all the spears sank to the rest, and the kindreds drave the spear-furrow, and a space was swept clear before them, and the cries and yells of the Dusky Men were so fierce and wild that the rough voices of the Dalesmen were drowned amidst them.

Forth then came every bowman of the kindred that was there and loosed on the Dusky Men; and they forsooth had some bowmen amongst them, but cooped up and jostled as they were they shot but wildly; whereas each shaft of the Dale went home truly.

But amongst the bowmen forth came the Bride in her glittering war-gear, and stepped lightly to the front of the spearmen.  Her own yew bow had been smitten by a shaft and broken in her hand: so she had caught up a short horn bow and a quiver from one of the slain of the Dusky Men; and now she knelt on one knee under the shadow of the spears nigh to her grandsire Hall-ward, and with a pale face and knitted brow notched and loosed, and notched and loosed on the throng of foemen, as if she were some daintily fashioned engine of war.

So fared the battle on the road that went from the south into the Market-stead.  Valiantly had the kindred fought there, and no man of them had blenched, and much had they won; but the way was perilous before them, for the foe was many and many.






  








CHAPTER XLV.  OF FACE-OF-GOD’S ONSLAUGHT.
 

Now the banners of the Wolf flapped and rippled over the heads of the Woodlanders and the Men of the Wolf; and the men shot all they might, nor took heed now to cover themselves against the shafts of the Dusky Men.  As for these, for all they were so many, their arrow-shot was no great matter, for they were in very evil order, as has been said; and moreover, their rage was so great to come to handy strokes with these foemen, that some of them flung away their bows to brandish the axe or the sword.  Nevertheless were some among the kindred hurt or slain by their arrows.

Now stood Face-of-god with the foremost; and from where he stood he could see somewhat of the battle of the Dalesmen, and he wotted that it was thriving; therefore he looked before him and close around him, and noted what was toward there.  The space betwixt the houses and the break of the bent was crowded with the fury of the Dusky Men tossing their weapons aloft, crying to each other and at the kindred, and here and there loosing a bow-string on them; but whatever was their rage they might not come a many together past a line within ten fathom of the bent’s end; for three hundred of the best of bowmen were shooting at them so ceaselessly that no Dusky man was safe of any bare place of his body, and they fell over one another in that penfold of slaughter, and for all their madness did but little.

Yet was the heart of the War-leader troubled; for he wotted that it might not last for ever, and there seemed no end to the throng of murder-carles; and the time would come when the arrowshot would be spent, and they must needs come to handy strokes, and that with so many.

Now a voice spake to him as he gazed with knitted brows and careful heart on that turmoil of battle:

‘What now hast thou done with the Sun-beam, and where is her brother?  Is the Chief of the Wolf skulking when our work is so heavy?  And thou meseemeth art overlate on the field: the mowing of this meadow is no sluggard’s work.’

He turned and beheld Bow-may, and gazed on her face for a moment, and saw her eyes how they glittered, and how the pommels of her cheeks were burning red and her lips dry and grey; but before he answered he looked all round about to see what was to note; and he touched Bow-may on the shoulder and pointed to down below where a man of the Felons had just come out of the court of one of the houses: a man taller than most, very gaily arrayed, with gilded scales all over him, so that, with his dark face and blue eyes, he looked like some strange dragon.  Bow-may spake not, but stamped her foot with anger.  Yet if her heart were hot, her hand was steady; for she notched a shaft, and just as the Dusky Chief raised his axe and brandished it aloft, she loosed, and the shaft flew and smote the felon in the armpit and the default of the armour, and he fell to earth.  But even as she loosed, Face-of-god cried out in a loud voice:

‘O lads of battle! shoot close and all together.  Tarry not, tarry not! for we need a little time ere sword meets sword, and the others of the kindreds are at work!’

But Bow-may turned round to him and said: ‘Wilt thou not answer me?  Where is thy kindness gone?’

Even as she was speaking she had notched and loosed another shaft, speaking as folk do who turn from busy work at loom or bench.

Then said Face-of-god: ‘Shoot on, sister Bow-may!  The Sun-beam is gone with her brother, and he is with the Men of the Face.’

He broke off here, for a man fell beside him hurt in the neck, and Face-of-god took his bow from his hands and shot a shaft, while one of the women who had been hurt also tended the newly-wounded man.  Then Face-of-god went on speaking:

‘She was unwilling to go, but Folk-might and I constrained her; for we knew that this is the most perilous place of the battle — hah! see those three felons, Bow-may! they are aiming hither.’

And again he loosed and Bow-may also, but a shaft rattled on his helm withal and another smote a Woodlander beside him, and pierced through the calf of his leg, as he turned and stooped to take fresh arrows from a sheaf that lay there; but the carle took it by the notch and the point, and brake it and drew it out, and then stood up and went on shooting.  And Face-of-god spake again:

‘Folk-might skulketh not; nor the Men of the Vine, and the Sickle, and the Face, nor the Shepherd-Folk: soon shall they be making our work easy to us, if we can hold our own till then.  They are on the other roads that lead into the square.  Now suffer me, and shoot on!’

Therewith he looked round about him, and he saw on the left hand that all was quiet; and before him was the confused throng of the Dusky Men trampling their own dead and wounded, and not able as yet to cross that death-line of the arrow so near to them.  But on his right hand he saw how they of the kindreds held them firm on the way.  Then for a moment of time he considered and thought, till him-seemed he could see the whole battle yet to be foughten; and his face flushed, and he said sharply: ‘Bow-may, abide here and shoot, and show the others where to shoot, while the arrows hold out; but we will go further for a while, and ye shall follow when we have made the rent great enough.’

She turned to him and said: ‘Why art thou not more joyous? thou art like an host without music or banners.’

‘Nay,’ said he, ‘heed not me, but my bidding!’

She said hastily: ‘I think I shall die here; since for all we have shot we minish them nowise.  Now kiss me this once amidst the battle, and say farewell.’

He said: ‘Nay, nay; it shall not go thus.  Abide a little while, and thou shalt see all this tangle open, as the sun cleaveth the clouds on the autumn morning.  Yet lo thou! since thou wilt have it so.’

And he bent forward and kissed her face, and now the tears ran over it, and she said smiling somewhat: ‘Now is this more than I looked for, whatso may betide.’

But while she was yet speaking he cried in a great voice:

‘Ye who have spent your shot, or have nigh spent it, to axe and sword, and follow me to clear the ground ‘twixt the bent and the halls.  Let each help each, but throng not each other.  Shoot wisely, ye bowmen, and keep our backs clear of the foe.  On, on! for the Burg and the Face, for the Burg and the Face!’

Therewith he leapt down the steep of the hill, bounding like the hart, with Dale-warden naked in his hand; and they that followed were two score and ten; and the arrows of their bowmen rained over their heads on the Dusky Men, as they smote down the first of the foemen, and the others shrieked and shrank from them, or turned on them smiting wildly and desperately.

But Face-of-god swept round the great sword and plunged into that sea of turmoil and noise and evil sights and savours, and even therewith he heard clearly a voice that said: ‘Goldring, I am hurt; take my bow a while!’ and knew it for Bow-may’s; but it came to his ears like the song of a bird without meaning; for it was as if his life were changed at once; and in a minute or two he had cut thrice with the edge and thrust twice with the point, eager, but clear-eyed and deft; and he saw as in a picture the foe before him, and the grey roofs of Silver-stead, and through the gap in them the tops of the blue ridges far aloof.  And now had three fallen before him, and they feared him, and turned on him, and smote so many together that their strokes crossed each other, and one warded him from the other; and he laughed aloud and shielded himself, and drave the point of Dale-warden amidst the tangle of weapons through the open mouth of a captain of the Felons, and slashed a cheek with a back-stroke, and swept round the edge to his right hand and smote off a blue-eyed snub-nosed head; and therewith a pole-axe smote him on the left side of his helm, so that he tottered; but he swung himself round, and stood stark and upright, and gave a short hack with the edge, keeping Dale-warden well in hand, and a gold-clad felon, a champion of them, and their tallest on the ground, fell aback, his throat gaping more than the mouth of him.

Then Face-of-god shouted and waved Dale-warden aloft to the Banner of the Wolf that floated behind and above him, and he cried out: ‘As I have promised so have I done!’  And he looked about, and beheld how valiantly his fellows had been doing; for before him now was a space of earth with no man standing on his feet thereon, like the swathe of the mowers of June; and beyond that was the crowd of the Dusky Men wavering like the tall grass abiding the scythe.

But a minute, and they fell to casting at Face-of-god and his fellows spears and knives and shields and whatsoever would fly; and a spear smote him on the breast, but entered not; and a bossed shield fell over his face withal, and a plummet of sling-lead smote his helm, and he fell to earth; but leapt up again straightway, and heard as he arose a great shout close to him, and a shrill cry, and lo! at his left side Bow-may, her sword in her hand, and the hand red with blood from a shaft-graze on her wrist, and a white cloth stained with blood about her neck; and on his right side Wood-wise bearing the banner and crying the Wolf-whoop; for the whole company was come down from the slope and stood around him.

Then for a little while was there such a stilling of the tumult about him there, that he heard great and glad cries from the Road of the South of ‘The Burg and the Steer!  The Dale and the Bridge!  The Dale and the Bull!’  And thereafter a terrible great shrieking cry, and a huge voice that cried: ‘Death, death, death to the Dusky Men!’  And thereafter again fierce cries and great tumult of the battle.

Then Face-of-god shook Dale-warden in the air, and strode forward fiercely, but not speedily, and the whole company went foot for foot along with him; and as he went, would he or would he not, song came into his mouth, a song of the meadows of the Dale, even such as this:

The wheat is done blooming and rust’s on the sickle,

   And green are the meadows grown after the scythe.
 Come, hands for the dance!  For the toil hath been mickle,

   And ‘twixt haysel and harvest ’tis time to be blithe.
 

And what shall the tale be now dancing is over,

   And kind on the meadow sits maiden by man,
 And the old man bethinks him of days of the lover,

   And the warrior remembers the field that he wan?
 

Shall we tell of the dear days wherein we are dwelling,

   The best days of our Mother, the cherishing Dale,
 When all round about us the summer is telling,

   To ears that may hearken, the heart of the tale?
 

Shall we sing of these hands and these lips that caress us,

   And the limbs that sun-dappled lie light here beside,
 When still in the morning they rise but to bless us,

   And oft in the midnight our footsteps abide?
 

O nay, but to tell of the fathers were better,

   And of how we were fashioned from out of the earth;
 Of how the once lowly spurned strong at the fetter;

   Of the days of the deeds and beginning of mirth.
 

And then when the feast-tide is done in the morning,

   Shall we whet the grey sickle that bideth the wheat,
 Till wan grow the edges, and gleam forth a warning

   Of the field and the fallow where edges shall meet.
 

And when cometh the harvest, and hook upon shoulder

   We enter the red wheat from out of the road,
 We shall sing, as we wend, of the bold and the bolder,

   And the Burg of their building, the beauteous abode.
 

As smiteth the sickle amid the sun’s burning

   We shall sing how the sun saw the token unfurled,
 When forth fared the Folk, with no thought of returning,

   In the days when the Banner went wide in the world.
 

Many saw that he was singing, but heard not the words of his mouth, for great was the noise and clamour.  But he heard Bow-may, how she laughed by his side, and cried out:

‘Gold-mane, dear-heart, now art thou merry indeed; and glad am I, though they told me that I am hurt. — Ah! now beware, beware!’

For indeed the Dusky Men, seeing the wall of steel rolling down on them, and cooped up by the houses, so that they scarce knew how to flee, turned in the face of death, the foremost of them, and rushed furiously on the array of the Woodlanders, and all those behind pressed on them like the big wave of the ebbing sea when the gust of the wind driveth it landward.

The Woodlanders met them, shouting out: ‘The Greenwood and the Wolf, the Greenwood and the Wolf!’  But not a few of them fell there, though they gave not back a foot; for so fierce now were the Dusky Men, that hewing and thrusting at them availed nought, unless they were slain outright or stunned; and even if they fell they rolled themselves up against their tall foe-men, heeding not death or wounds if they might but slay or wound.  There then fell War-grove and ten others of the Woodlanders, and four men of the Wolf, but none before he had slain his foeman; and as each man fell or was hurt grievously, another took his place.

Now a felon leapt up and caught Gold-ring by the neck and drew him down, while another strove to smite his head off; but the stout carle drave a wood-knife into the side of the first felon, and drew it out speedily and smote the other, the smiter, in the face with the same knife, and therewith they all three rolled together on the earth amongst the feet of men.  Even so did another felon by Bow-may, and dragged her down to the ground, and smote her with a long knife as she tumbled down; and this was a feat of theirs, for they were long-armed like apes.

But as to this felon, Dale-warden’s edge split his skull, and Face-of-god gathered his might together and bestrode Bow-may, till he had hewed a space round about him with great two-handed strokes; and yet the blade brake not.  Then he caught up Bow-may from the earth, and the felon’s knife had not pierced her hauberk, but she was astonied, and might not stand upon her feet; and Face-of-god turned aside a little with her, and half bore her, half thrust her through the throng to the rearward of his folk, and left her there with two carlines of the Wolf who followed the host for leechcraft’s sake, and then turned back shouting: ‘For the Face, for the Face!’ and there followed him back to the battle, a band of those who were fresh as yet, and their blades unbloodied, the young men of the Woodlands.

The wearier fighters made way for them as they came on shouting, and Face-of-god was ahead of them all, and leapt at the foemen as a man unwearied and striking his first stroke, so wondrous hale he was; and they drave a wedge amidst of the Dusky Men, and then turned about and stood back to back hewing at all that drifted on them.  But as Face-of-god cleared a space about him, lo! almost within reach of his sword-point up rose a grim shape from the earth, tall, grey-haired, and bloody-faced, who uttered the Wolf-whoop from amidst the terror of his visage, and turned and swung round his head an axe of the Dusky Men, and fell to smiting them with their own weapon.  The Dusky Men shrieked in answer to his whoop, and all shrunk from him and Face-of-god; but a cry of joy went up from the kindred, for they knew Gold-ring, whom they deemed had been slain.  So they all pressed on together, smiting down the foe before them, and the Dusky Men, some turned their backs and drave those behind them, till they too turned and were strained through the passages and courts of the houses, and some were overthrown and trodden down as they strove to hold face to the Woodlanders, and some were hewn down where they stood; but the whole throng of those that were on their feet drifted toward the Market-place, the Woodlanders following them ever with point and edge, till betwixt the bent and the houses no foeman stood up against them.

Then they stood together, and raised the whoop of victory, and blew their horns long and loud in token of their joy, and the Woodland men lifted up their voices and sang:

  Now far, far aloof

   Standeth lintel and roof,

   The dwelling of days

   Of the Woodland ways:

   Now nought wendeth there

   Save the wolf and the bear,

   And the fox of the waste

   Faring soft without haste.
 No carle the axe whetteth on oak-laden hill;
 No shaft the hart letteth to wend at his will;
 None heedeth the thunder-clap over the glade,
 And the wind-storm thereunder makes no man afraid.
 Is it thus then that endeth man’s days on Mid-earth,
 For no man there wendeth in sorrow or mirth?
 

  Nay, look down on the road

   From the ancient abode!

   Betwixt acre and field

   Shineth helm, shineth shield.

   And high over the heath

   Fares the bane in his sheath;

   For the wise men and bold

   Go their ways o’er the wold.
 Now the Warrior hath given them heart and fair day,
 Unbidden, undriven, they fare to the fray.
 By the rock and the river the banners they bear,
 And their battle-staves quiver ‘neath halbert and spear;
 On the hill’s brow they gather, and hang o’er the Dale
 As the clouds of the Father hang, laden with bale.
 

  Down shineth the sun

   On the war-deed half done;

   All the fore-doomed to die,

   In the pale dust they lie.

   There they leapt, there they fell,

   And their tale shall we tell;

   But we, e’en in the gate

   Of the war-garth we wait,
 Till the drift of war-weather shall whistle us on,
 And we tread all together the way to be won,
 To the dear land, the dwelling for whose sake we came
 To do deeds for the telling of song-becrowned fame.
 Settle helm on the head then!  Heave sword for the Dale!
 Nor be mocked of the dead men for deedless and pale.
 






  








CHAPTER XLVI.  MEN MEET IN THE MARKET OF SILVER-STEAD.
 

So sang they; but Face-of-god went with Red-wolf, who was hurt sorely, but not deadly, and led him back toward the place just under the break of the bent; and there he found Bow-may in the hands of the women who were tending her hurts.  She smiled on him from a pale face as he drew nigh, and he looked kindly at her, but he might not abide there, for haste was in his feet.  He left Red-wolf to the tending of the women, and clomb the bent hastily, and when he deemed he was high enough, he looked about him; and somewhat more than half an hour had worn since Bow-may had sped the first shaft against the Dusky Men.

He looked down into the Market-stead, and deemed he could see that nigh the Mote-house the Dusky Men were gathering into some better order; but they were no longer drifting toward the southern bents, but were standing round about the altar as men abiding somewhat; and he deemed that they had gotten more bowshot than before, and that most of them bare bows.  Though so many had been slain in the battles of the southern bents, yet was the Market-stead full of them, so to say, for others had come thereto in place of those that had fallen.

But now as he looked arose mighty clamour amongst them; and a little west of the Altar was a stir and a hurrying onward and around as in the eddies of a swift stream.  Face-of-god wotted not what was betiding there, but he deemed that they were now ware of the onfall of Folk-might and Hall-face and the men of Burgdale, for their faces were all turned to where that was to be looked for.

So he turned and looked on the road to the east of him, where had been the battle of the Steer, but now it was all gone down toward the Market-place, and he could but hear the clamour of it; but nought he saw thereof, because of the houses that hid it.

Then he cast his eyes on the road that entered the Market-stead from the north, and he saw thereon many men gathered; and he wotted not what they were; for though there were weapons amongst them, yet were they not all weaponed, as far as he could see.

Now as he looked this way and that, and deemed that he must tarry no longer, but must enter into the courts of the houses before him and make his way into the Market-stead, lo! a change in the throng of Dusky Warriors nigh the Mote-house, and the ordered bands about the Altar fell to drifting toward the western way with one accord, with great noise and hurry and fierce cries of wrath.  Then made Face-of-god no delay, but ran down the bent at once, and at the break of it came upon Bow-may standing upright and sword in hand; and as he passed, she joined herself to him, and said: ‘What new tidings now, Gold-mane?’

‘Tidings of battle!’ he cried; ‘tidings of victory!  Folk-might hath fallen on, and the Dusky Men run hastily to meet him.  Hark, hark!’

For as he spoke came a great noise of horns, and Bow-may said: ‘What horn is that blowing?’

He stayed not, but shouted aloud: ‘For the Face, for the Face!  Now will we fall upon their backs!’

Therewith was he come to his company, and he cried out to them: ‘Heard ye the horn, heard ye the horn?  Now follow me into the Market-place; much is yet to do!’

Even therewith came the sound of other horns, and all men were silent a moment, and then shouted all together, for the Wood-landers knew it for the horn of the Shepherds coming on by the eastward way.

But Face-of-god waved his sword aloft and set on at once, and they followed and gat them through the courts of the houses and their passages into the Market-place.  There they found more room than they looked to find; for the foemen had drawn away on the left hand toward the battle of Folk-might, and on the right hand toward the battle of the Steer; and great was the noise and cry that came thence.

Now stood Face-of-god under the two banners of the Wolf in the Market-place of Silver-stead, and scarce had he time to be high-hearted, for needs must he ponder in his mind what thing were best to do.  For on the left hand he deemed the foe was the strongest and best ordered; but there also were the kindreds the doughtiest, and it was little like that the felons should overcome the spear-casters of the Face and the glaive-bearers of the Sickle, and the bowmen of the Vine: there also were the wisest leaders, as the stark elder Stone-face, and the tall Hall-face, and his father of the unshaken heart, and above all Folk-might, fierce in his wrath, but his anger burning steady and clear, like the oaken butt on the hearth of the hall.

Then as his mind pictured him amongst the foe, it made therewith another picture of the slender warrior Sun-beam caught in the tangle of battle, and longing for him and calling for him amidst the hard hand-play.  And thereat his face flushed, and all his body waxed hot, and he was on the very point of leading the onset against the foe on the left.  But therewith he bethought him of the bold men of the Steer and the Bridge and the Bull weary with much fighting; and he remembered also that the Bride was amongst them and fighting, it might be, amidst the foremost, and if she were slain how should he ever hold up his head again.  He bethought him also that the Shepherds, who had fallen on by the eastern road, valiant as they were, were scarce so well armed or so well led as the others.  Therewithal he bethought him (and again it came like a picture into his mind) of falling on the foemen by whom the southern battle was beset, and then the twain of them meeting the Shepherds, and lastly, all those three companies joined together clearing the Market-place, and meeting the men under Folk-might in the midst thereof.

Therefore, scant had he been pondering these things in his mind for a minute ere he cried out: ‘Blow up horns, blow up! forward banners, and follow me, O valiant men! to the helping of the Steer, the Bridge, and the Bull; deep have they thrust into the Dusky Throng, and belike are hard pressed.  Hark how the clamour ariseth from their besetters!  On now, on!’

Therewith hung a star of sunlight on his sword as he raised it aloft, and the Wolf-whoop rang out terribly in the Market-place, for now had the Woodlanders also learned it, and the hearts of the foemen sank as they heard the might and the mass thereof.  Then the battle of the Woodlanders swept round and fell upon the flank of them who were besetting the kindreds, as an iron bar smiteth the soft fir-wood; and they of the kindreds heard their cry, but faintly and confusedly, so great was the turmoil of battle about them.

Now once more was Bow-may by the side of Face-of-god; and if she had not the might of the mightiest, yet had she the deftness of the deftest.  And now was she calm and cool, shielding herself with a copper-bossed target, and driving home the point of her sharp sword; white was her face, and her eyes glittered amidst it, and she seemed to men like to those on whose heads the Warrior hath laid the Holy Bread.

As to Wood-wise, he had given the Banner of the red-jawed Wolf to Stone-wolf, a huge and dreadful warrior some forty winters old, who had fought in the Great Overthrow, and now hewed down the Dusky Men, wielding a heavy short-sword left-handed.  But Wood-wise himself fought with a great sword, giving great strokes to the right hand and the left, and was no more hasty than is the hewer in the winter wood.

Face-of-god fought wisely and coldly now, and looked more to warding his friends than destroying his foes, and both to Bow-may and Wood-wise his sword was a shield; for oft he took the life from the edge of the upraised axe, and stayed the point of the foeman in mid-air.

Even so wisely fought the whole band of the Woodlanders and the Wolves, who got within smiting space of the foe; for they had no will to cast away their lives when assured victory was so nigh to them.  Sooth to say, the hand-play was not so hard to them as it had been betwixt the bent and the houses; for the Dusky Men were intent on dealing with the men of the kindreds from the southern road, who stood war-wearied before them; and they were hewing and casting at them, and baying and yelling like dogs; and though they turned about to meet the storm of the Woodlanders, yet their hearts failed them withal, and they strove to edge away from betwixt those two fearful scythes of war, fighting as men fleeing, not as men in onset.  But still the Woodlanders and the Wolves came on, hewing and thrusting, smiting down the foemen in heaps, till the Dusky Throng grew thin, and the staves of the Dalesmen and their bright banners in the morning sun were clear to see, and at last their very faces, kindly and familiar, worn and strained with the stress of battle, or laughing wildly, or pale with the fury of the fight.  Then rose up to the heavens the blended shout of the Woodlanders and the Dalesmen, and now there was nought of foemen betwixt them save the dead and the wounded.

Then Face-of-god thrust his sword into its sheath all bloody as it was, and strode over the dead men to where Hall-ward stood under the banner of the Steer, and cast his arms about the old carle, and kissed him for joy of the victory.  But Hall-ward thrust him aback and looked him in the face, and his cheeks were pale and his lips clenched, and his eyes haggard and staring, and he said in a harsh voice:

‘O young man, she is dead!  I saw her fall.  The Bride is dead, and thou hast lost thy troth-plight maiden. O death, death to the Dusky Men!’

Then grew Face-of-god as pale as a linen sleeve, and all the new-comers groaned and cried out.  But a bystander said: ‘Nay, nay, it is nought so bad as that; she is hurt, and sorely; but she liveth yet.’

Face-of-god heard him not.  He forgot Dale-warden lying in his sheath, and he saw that the last speaker had a great wood-axe broad and heavy in his hand, so he cried: ‘Man, man, thine axe!’ and snatched it from him, and turned about to the foe again, and thrust through the ranks, suffering none to stay him till all his friends were behind and all his foes before him.  And as he burst forth from the ranks waving his axe aloft, bare-headed now, his yellow hair flying abroad, his mouth crying out, ‘Death, death, death to the Dusky Men!’ fear of him smote their hearts, and they howled and fled before him as they might; for they said that the Dalesmen had prayed their Gods into the battle.  But not so fast could they flee but he was presently amidst them, smiting down all about him, and they so terror-stricken that scarce might they raise a hand against him.  All that blended host followed him mad with wrath and victory, and as they pressed on, they heard behind them the horns and war-cries of the Shepherds falling on from the east.  Nought they heeded that now, but drave on a fearful storm of war, and terrible was the slaughter of the Felons.

It was but a few minutes ere they had driven them up against that great stack of faggots that had been dight for the burnt-offering of men, and many of the felons had mounted up on to it, and now in their anguish of fear were shooting arrows and casting spears on all about them, heeding little if they were friend or foe.  Now were the men of the kindreds at point to climb this twiggen burg; but by this time the fury of Face-of-god had run clear, and he knew where he was and what he was doing; so he stayed his folk, and cried out to them: ‘Forbear, climb not! let the torch help the sword!’  And therewith he looked about and saw the fire-pot which had been set down there for the kindling of the bale-fire, and the coals were yet red in it; so he snatched up a dry brand and lighted it thereat, and so did divers others, and they thrust them among the faggots, and the fire caught at once, and the tongues of flame began to leap from faggot to faggot till all was in a light low; for the wood had been laid for that very end, and smeared with grease and oil so that the burning to the god might be speedy.

But the fierceness of the kindreds heeded not the fire, nor overmuch the men who leapt down from the stack before it, but they left all behind them, faring straight toward the western outgate from the Market-stead; and Face-of-god still led them on; though by now he was wholly come to his right mind again, albeit the burden of sorrow yet lay heavy on his heart.  He had broken his axe, and had once more drawn Dale-warden from his sheath, and many felt his point and edge.

But now, as they chased, came a rush of men upon them again, as though a new onset were at hand.  That saw Face-of-god and Hall-ward and War-well, and other wise leaders of men, and they bade their folk forbear the chase, and lock their ranks to meet the onfall of this new wave of foemen.  And they did so, and stood fast as a wall; but lo! the onrush that drave up against them was but a fleeing shrieking throng, and no longer an array of warriors, for many had cast away their weapons, and were rushing they knew not whither; for they were being thrust on the bitter edges of Face-of-god’s companies by the terror of the fleers from the onset of the men of the Face, the Sickle, and the Vine, whom Hall-face and Stone-face were leading, along with Folk-might.  Then once again the men of Face-of-god gave forth the whoop of victory, and pressed forward again, hewing their way through the throng of fleers, but turning not to chase to the right or the left; while at their backs came on the Shepherd-folk, who had swept down all that withstood them; for now indeed was the Market-stead getting thinner of living men.

So led the War-leader his ordered ranks, till at last over the tangled crowd of runaways he saw the banners of the Burg and the Face flashing against the sun, and heard the roar of the kindreds as they drave the chase towards them.  Then he lifted up his sword, and stood still, and all the host behind him stayed and cast a huge shout up to the heavens, and there they abode the coming of the other Dalesmen.

But the War-leader sent a message to Hound-under-Greenbury, bidding him lead the Shepherds to the chase of the Dusky Men, who were now all fleeing toward the northern outgate of the Market.  Howbeit he called to mind the throng he had seen on the northern road before they were come into the Market-stead, and deemed that way also death awaited the foemen, even if the men of the kindreds forbore them.

But presently the space betwixt the Woodlanders and the men of the Face was clear of all but the dead, so that friend saw the face of friend; and it could be seen that the warriors of the Face were ruddy and smiling for joy, because the battle had been easy to them, and but few of them had fallen; for the Dusky Men who had left the Market-stead to fall on them, had had room for fleeing behind them, and had speedily turned their backs before the spear-casting of the men of the Face and the onrush of the swordsmen.

There then stood these victorious men facing one another, and the banner-bearers on either side came through the throng, and brought the banners together between the two hosts; and the Wolf kissed the Face, and the Sickle and the Vine met the Steer and the Bridge and the Bull: but the Shepherds were yet chasing the fleers.

There in the forefront stood Hall-face the tall, with the joy of battle in his eyes.  And Stone-face, the wise carle in war, stood solemn and stark beside him; and there was the goodly body and the fair and kindly visage of the Alderman smiling on the faces of his friends.  But as for Folk-might, his face was yet white and aweful with anger, and he looked restlessly up and down the front of the kindreds, though he spake no word.

Then Face-of-god could no longer forbear, but he thrust Dale-warden into his sheath, and ran forward and cast his arms about his father’s neck and kissed him; and the blood of himself and of the foemen was on him, for he had been hurt in divers places, but not sorely, because of the good hammer-work of the Alderman.

Then he kissed his brother and Stone-face, and he took Folk-might by the hand, and was on the point of speaking some word to him, when the ranks of the Face opened, and lo! the Sun-beam in her bright war-gear, and the sword girt to her side, and she unhurt and unsullied.

Then was it to him as when he met her first in Shadowy Vale, and he thought of little else than her; but she stepped lightly up to him, and unashamed before the whole host she kissed him on the mouth, and he cast his mailed arms about her, and joy made him forget many things and what was next to do, though even at that moment came afresh a great clamour of shrieks and cries from the northern outgate of the Market-stead: and the burning pile behind them cast a great wavering flame into the air, contending with the bright sun of that fair day, now come hard on noontide.  But ere he drew away his face from the Sun-beam’s, came memory to him, and a sharp pang shot through his heart, as he heard Folk-might say: ‘Where then is the Shield-may of Burgstead? where is the Bride?’

And Face-of-god said under his breath: ‘She is dead, she is dead!’  And then he stared out straight before him and waited till someone else should say it aloud.  But Bow-may stepped forward and said: ‘Chief of the Wolf, be of good cheer; our kinswoman is hurt, but not deadly.’

The Alderman’s face changed, and he said: ‘Hast thou seen her, Bow-may?’

‘Nay,’ she said.  ‘How should I leave the battle? but others have told me who have seen her.’

Folk-might stared into the ranks of men before him, but said nothing.  Said the Alderman: ‘Is she well tended?’

‘Yea, surely,’ said Bow-may, ‘since she is amongst friends, and there are no foemen behind us.’

Then came a voice from Folk-might which said: ‘Now were it best to send good men and deft in arms, and who know Silver-dale, from house to house, to search for foemen who may be lurking there.’

The Alderman looked kindly and sadly on him and said:

‘Kinsman Stone-face, and Hall-face my son, the brunt of the battle is now over, and I am but a simple man amongst you; therefore, if ye will give me leave, I will go see this poor kinswoman of ours, and comfort her.’

They bade him go: so he sheathed his sword, and went through the press with two men of the Steer toward the southern road; for the Bride had been brought into a house nigh the corner of the Market-place.

But Face-of-god looked after his father as he went, and remembrance of past days came upon him, and such a storm of grief swept over him, as he thought of the Bride lying pale and bleeding and brought anigh to her death, that he put his hands to his face and wept as a child that will not be comforted; nor had he any shame of all those bystanders, who in sooth were men good and kindly, and had no shame of his grief or marvelled at it, for indeed their own hearts were sore for their lovely kinswoman, and many of them also wept with Face-of-god.  But the Sun-beam stood by and looked on her betrothed, and she thought many things of the Bride, and was sorry, albeit no tears came into her eyes; then she looked askance at Folk-might and trembled; but he said coldly, and in a loud voice:

‘Needs must we search the houses for the lurking felons, or many a man will yet be murdered.  Let Wood-wicked lead a band of men at once from house to house.’

Then said a man of the Wolf hight Hardgrip: ‘Wood-wicked was slain betwixt the bent and the houses.’

Said Folk-might: ‘Let it be Wood-wise then.’

But Bow-may said: ‘Wood-wise is even now hurt in the leg by a wounded felon, and may not go afoot.’

Then said Folk-might: ‘Is Crow the Shaft-speeder anigh?’

‘Yea, here am I,’ quoth a tall man of fifty winters, coming from out the ranks where stood the Wolves.

Said Folk-might: ‘Kinsman Crow, do thou take two score and ten of doughty men who are not too hot-headed, and search every house about the Market-place; but if ye come on any house that makes a stout defence, send ye word thereof to the Mote-house, where we will presently be, and we shall send you help.  Slay every felon that ye fall in with; but if ye find in the houses any of the poor folk crouching and afraid, comfort their hearts all ye may, and tell them that now is life come to them.’

So Crow fell to getting his band together, and presently departed with them on his errand.






  








CHAPTER XLVII.  THE KINDREDS WIN THE MOTE-HOUSE.
 

The din and tumult still came from the north side of the Market-place, so that all the air was full of noise; and Face-of-god deemed that the thralls had gotten weapons into their hands and were slaying their masters.

Now he lifted up his face, and put his hand on Folk-might’s shoulder, and said in a loud voice:

‘Kinsmen, it were well if our brother were to bid the banners into the Mote-house of the Wolf, and let all the Host set itself in array before the said house, and abide till the chasers of the foe come to us thither; for I perceive that they are now become many, and are more than those of our kindred.’

Then Folk-might looked at him with kind eyes, and said:

‘Thou sayest well, brother; even so let it be!’

And he lifted up his sword, and Face-of-god cried out in a loud voice: ‘Forward, banners! blow up horns! fare we forth with victory!’

So the Host drew its ranks together in good order, and they all set forward, and old Stone-face took the Sun-beam by the hand and led on behind Folk-might and the War-leader.  But when they came to the Hall, then saw they how the steps that led up to the door were high and double, going up from each side without any railing or fool-guard; and crowding the stairs and the platform thereof was a band of the Dusky Men, as many as could stand thereon, who shot arrows at the host of the kindreds, howling like dogs, and chattering like apes; and arrows and spears came from the windows of the Hall; yea, and on the very roof a score of these felons were riding the ridge and mocking like the trolls of old days.

Now when they saw this they stayed a while, and men shielded them against the shafts; but the leaders drew together in front of the Host, and Folk-might fell to speech; and his face was very pale and stern; for now he had had time to think of the case of the Bride, and fierce wrath, and grief unholpen filled his soul.  So he said:

‘Brothers, this is my business to deal with; for I see before me the stair that leadeth to the Mote-house of my people, and now would I sit there whereas my fathers sat, when peace was on the Dale, as once more it shall be to-morrow.  Therefore up this stair will I go, and none shall hinder me; and let no man of the host follow me till I have entered into the Hall, unless perchance I fall dead by the way; but stand ye still and look on.’

‘Nay,’ said Face-of-god, ‘this is partly the business of the War-leader.  There are two stairs.  Be content to take the southern one, and I will take the northern.  We shall meet on the plain stone at the top.’

But Hall-face said: ‘War-leader, may I speak?’

‘Speak, brother,’ said Face-of-god.

Said Hall-face: ‘I have done but little to-day, War-leader.  I would stand by thee on the northern stair; so shall Folk-might be content, if he doeth two men’s work who are not little-hearted.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘The doom of the War-leader is that Folk-might shall fall on by the southern stair to slake his grief and increase his glory, and Face-of-god and Hall-face by the northern.  Haste to the work, O brothers!’

And he and Hall-face went to their places, while all looked on.  But the Sun-beam, with her hand still in Stone-face’s, she turned white to the lips, and stared with wild eyes before her, not knowing where she was; for she had deemed that the battle was over, and Face-of-god saved from it.

But Folk-might tossed up his head and laughed, and cried out, ‘At last, at last!’  And his sword was in his hand, the Sleep-thorn to wit, a blade of ancient fame; so now he let it fall and hang to his wrist by the leash, while he clapped his hands together and uttered the Wolf-whoop mightily, and all the men of the Wolf that were in the host, and the Woodlanders withal, uttered it with him.  Then he put his shield over his head and stood before the first of the steps, and the Dusky Men laughed to see one man come against them, though there was death in their hearts.  But he laughed back at them in triumph, and set his foot on the step, and let Sleep-thorn’s point go into the throat of a Dusky lord, and thrust amongst them, hewing right and left, and tumbling men over the edge of the stair, which was to them as the narrow path along the cliff-side that hangeth over the unfathomed sea.  They hewed and thrust at him in turn; but so close were they packed that their weapons crossed about him, and one shielded him from the other, and they swayed staggering on that fearful verge, while the Sleep-thorn crept here and there amongst them, lulling their hot fury.  For, as desperate as they were, and fighting for death and not for life, they had a horror of him and of the sea of hatred below them, and feared where to set their feet, and he feared nought at all, but from feet to sword-point was but an engine of slaughter, while the heart within him throbbed with fury long held back as he thought upon the Bride and her wounding, and all the wrongs of his people since their Great Undoing.

So he smote and thrust, till him-seemed the throng of foes thinned before him: with his sword-pommel he smote a lord of the Dusky Ones in the face, so that he fell over the edge amongst the spears of the kindred; then he thrust the point of Sleep-thorn towards the Hall-door through the breast of another, and then it seemed to him that he had but one before him; so he hove up the edges to cleave him down, but ere the stroke fell, close to his ears exceeding loud rang out the cry, ‘For the Burg and the Face! for the Face, for the Face!’ and he drew aback a little, and his eyes cleared, and lo! it was Hall-face the tall, his long sword all reddened with battle; and beside him stood Face-of-god, silent and panting, his face pale with the fierce anger of the fight, and the weariness which was now at last gaining upon him.  There stood those three with no other living man upon the plain of the stairs.

Then Face-of-god turned shouting to the Folk, and cried:

‘Forth now with the banners!  For now is the Wolf come home.  On into the Hall, O Kindred of the Gods!’

Then poured the Folk up over the stairs and into the Hall of the Wolf, the banners flapping over their heads; and first went the War-leader and Folk-might and Hall-face, and then the three delivered thralls, Wolf-stone, God-swain, and Spear-fist, and Dallach with them, though both he and Wolf-stone had been hurt in the battle; and then came blended together the Men of the Face along with them of the Wolf who had entered the Market-stead with them, and with these were Stone-face and Wood-wont and Bow-may, leading the Sun-beam betwixt them; and now was she come to herself again, though her face was yet pale, and her eyes gleamed as she stepped across the threshold of the Hall.

But when a many were gotten in, and the first-comers had had time to handle their weapons and look about them, a cry of the utmost wrath broke from Folk-might and those others who remembered the Hall from of old.  For wretched and befouled was that well-builded house: the hangings rent away; the goodly painted walls daubed and smeared with wicked tokens of the Alien murderers: the floor, once bright with polished stones of the mountain, and strewn with sweet-smelling flowers, was now as foul as the den of the man-devouring troll of the heaths.  From the fair-carven roof of oak and chestnut-beams hung ugly knots of rags and shapeless images of the sorcery of the Dusky Men.  And furthermore, and above all, from the last tie-beam of the roof over the daïs dangled four shapes of men-at-arms, whom the older men of the Wolf knew at once for the embalmed bodies of their four great chieftains, who had been slain on the day of the Great Undoing; and they cried out with horror and rage as they saw them hanging there in their weapons as they had lived.

There was the Hostage of the Earth, his shield painted with the green world circled with the worm of the sea.  There was the older Folk-might, the uncle of the living man, bearing a shield with an oak and a lion done thereon.  There was Wealth-eker, on whose shield was done a golden sheaf of wheat.  There was he who bore a name great from of old, Folk-wolf to wit, bearing on his shield the axe of the hewer.  There they hung, dusty, befouled, with sightless eyes and grinning mouths, in the dimmed sunlight of the Hall, before the eyes of that victorious Host, stricken silent at the sight of them.

Underneath them on the daïs stood the last remnant of the battle of the Dusky Men; and they, as men mad with coming death, shook their weapons, and with shrieking laughter mocked at the overcomers, and pointed to the long-dead chiefs, and called on them in the tongue of the kindreds to come down and lead their dear kinsmen to the high-seat; and then they cried out to the living warriors of the Wolf, and bade them better their deed of slaying, and set to work to make alive again, and cause their kinsmen to live merry on the earth.

With that last mock they handled their weapons and rushed howling on the warriors to meet their death; nor was it long denied them; for the sword of the Wolf, the axe of the Woodland, and the spear of the Dale soon made an end of the dreadful lives of these destroyers of the Folks.






  








CHAPTER XLVIII.  MEN SING IN THE MOTE-HOUSE.
 

Then strode the Warriors of the Wolf over the bodies of the slain on to the daïs of their own Hall; and Folk-might led the Sun-beam by the hand, and now was his sword in its sheath, and his face was grown calm, though it was stern and sad.  But even as he trod the daïs comes a slim swain of the Wolves twisting himself through the throng, and so maketh way to Folk-might, and saith to him:

‘Chieftain, the Alderman of Burgdale sendeth me hither to say a word to thee; even this, which I am to tell to thee and the War-leader both: It is most true that our kinswoman the Bride will not die, but live.  So help me, the Warrior and the Face!  This is the word of the Alderman.’

When Folk-might heard this, his face changed and he hung his head; and Face-of-god, who was standing close by, beheld him and deemed that tears were falling from his eyes on to the hall-floor.  As for him, he grew exceeding glad, and he turned to the Sun-beam and met her eyes, and saw that she could scarce refrain her longing for him; and he was abashed for the sweetness of his love.  But she drew close up to him, and spake to him softly and said:

‘This is the day that maketh amends; and yet I long for another day.  When I saw thee coming to me that first day in Shadowy Vale, I thought thee so goodly a warrior that my heart was in my mouth.  But now how goodly thou art!  For the battle is over, and we shall live.’

‘Yea,’ said Face-of-god, ‘and none shall begrudge us our love.  Behold thy brother, the hard-heart, the warrior; he weepeth because he hath heard that the Bride shall live.  Be sure then that she shall not gainsay him.  O fair shall the world be to-morrow!’

But she said: ‘O Gold-mane, I have no words.  Is there no minstrelsy amongst us?’

Now by this time were many of the men of the Wolf and the Woodlanders gathered on the daïs of the Hall; and the Dalesmen noting this, and wotting that these men were now in their own Mote-house, withdrew them as they might for the press toward the nether end thereof.  That the Sun-beam noted, and that all those about her save the War-leader were of the kindreds of the Wolf and the Woodland, and, still speaking softly, she said to Face-of-god:

‘Gold-mane, meseemeth I am now in my wrong place; for now the Wolf raiseth up his head, but I am departing from him.  Surely I should now be standing amongst my people of the Face, whereto I am going ere long.’

He said: ‘Beloved, I am now become thy kindred and thine home, and it is meet for thee to stand beside me.’

She cast her eyes adown and answered not; and she fell a-pondering of how sorely she had desired that fair dale, and now she would leave it, and be content and more than content.

But now the kindreds had sundered, they upon the daïs ranked themselves together there in the House which their fathers had builded; and when they saw themselves so meetly ordered, their hearts being full with the sweetness of hope accomplished and the joy of deliverance from death, song arose amongst them, and they fell to singing together; and this is somewhat of their singing:

  Now raise we the lay

   Of the long-coming day!

   Bright, white was the sun

   When we saw it begun:

   O’er its noon now we live;

   It hath ceased not to give;

   It shall give, and give more

   From the wealth of its store.
 O fair was the yesterday!  Kindly and good
 Was the wasteland our guester, and kind was the wood;
 Though below us for reaping lay under our hand
 The harvest of weeping, the grief of the land;
 Dumb cowered the sorrow, nought daring to cry
 On the help of to-morrow, the deed drawing nigh.
 

  All increase throve

   In the Dale of our love;

   There the ox and the steed

   Fed down the mead;

   The grapes hung high

   ‘Twixt earth and sky,

   And the apples fell

   Round the orchard well.
 Yet drear was the land there, and all was for nought;
 None put forth a hand there for what the year wrought,
 And raised it o’erflowing with gifts of the earth.
 For man’s grief was growing beside of the mirth
 Of the springs and the summers that wasted their wealth;
 And the birds, the new-comers, made merry by stealth.
 

  Yet here of old

   Abode the bold;

   Nor had they wailed

   Though the wheat had failed,

   And the vine no more

   Gave forth her store.

   Yea, they found the waste good

   For the fearless of mood.
 Then to these, that were dwelling aloof from the Dale,
 Fared the wild-wind a-telling the worst of the tale;
 As men bathed in the morning they saw in the pool
 The image of scorning, the throne of the fool.
 The picture was gleaming in helm and in sword,
 And shone forth its seeming from cups of the board.
 

  Forth then they came

   With the battle-flame;

   From the Wood and the Waste

   And the Dale did they haste:

   They saw the storm rise,

   And with untroubled eyes

   The war-storm they met;

   And the rain ruddy-wet.
 O’er the Dale then was litten the Candle of Day,
 Night-sorrow was smitten, and gloom fled away.
 How the grief-shackles sunder!  How many to morn
 Shall awaken and wonder how gladness was born!
 O wont unto sorrow, how sweet unto you
 Shall be pondering to-morrow what deed is to do!
 

  Fell many a man

   ‘Neath the edges wan,

   In the heat of the play

   That fashioned the day.

   Praise all ye then

   The death of men,

   And the gift of the aid

   Of the unafraid!
 O strong are the living men mighty to save,
 And good is their giving, and gifts that we have!
 But the dead, they that gave us once, never again;
 Long and long shall they save us sore trouble and pain.
 O Banner above us, O God of the strong,
 Love them as ye love us that bore down our wrong!
 

So they sang in the Hall; and there was many a man wept, as the song ended, for those that should never see the good days of the Dale, and all the joy that was to be; and men swore, by all that they loved, that they would never forget those that had fallen in the Winning of Silver-dale; and that when each year the Cups of Memory went round, they should be no mere names to them, but the very men whom they had known and loved.






  








CHAPTER XLIX.  DALLACH FARETH TO ROSE-DALE: CROW TELLETH OF HIS ERRAND: THE KINDREDS EAT THEIR MEAT IN SILVER-DALE.
 

Now Dallach, who had gone away for a while, came back again into the Hall; and at his back were a half score of men who bore ladders with them: they were stout men, clad in scanty and ragged raiment, but girt with swords and bearing axes, those of them who were not handling the ladders.  Men looked on them curiously, because they saw them to be of the roughest of the thralls.  They were sullen and fierce-eyed to behold, and their hands and bare arms were flecked with blood; and it was easy to see that they had been chasing the fleers, and making them pay for their many torments of past days.

But when Face-of-god beheld this he cried out: ‘Ho, Dallach! is it so that thou hast bethought thee to bring in hither men to fall to the cleansing of the Hall, and to do away the defiling of the Dusky Men?’

‘Even so, War-leader,’ said Dallach; ‘also ye shall know that all battle is over in Silver-stead; for the thralls fell in numbers not to be endured on the Dusky Men who had turned their backs to us, and hindered them from fleeing north.  But though they have slain many, they have not slain all, and the remnant have fled by divers ways westaway, that they may gain the wood and the ways to Rose-dale; and the stoutest of the thralls are at their heels, and ever as they go fresh men from the fields join in the chase with great joy.  I have gathered together of the best of them two hundreds and a half well-armed; and if thou wilt give me leave, I will get to me yet more, and follow hard on the fleers, and so get me home to Rose-dale; for thither will these runaways to meet whatso of their kind may be left there.  Also I would fain be there to set some order amongst the poor folk of mine own people, whom this day’s work hath delivered from torment.  And if thou wilt suffer a few men of the Dalesmen to come along with me, then shall all things be better done there.’

‘Luck go with thine hands!’ said Face-of-god.  ‘Take whomso thou wilt of the Burgdalers that have a mind to fare with thee to the number of five score; and send word of thy thriving to Folk-might, the chieftain of the Dale; as for us, meseemeth that we shall abide here no long while.  How sayest thou, Folk-might, shall Dallach go?’

Then Folk-might, who stood close beside him, looked up and reddened somewhat, as a man caught heedless when he should be heedful; but he looked kindly on Face-of-god, and said:

‘War-leader, so long as thou art in the Dale which ye kindreds have won back for us, thou art the chieftain, and no other, and I bid thee do as thou wilt in this matter, and in all things; and I hereby give command to all my kindred to do according to thy will everywhere and always, as they love me; and indeed I deem that thy will shall be theirs; since it is only fools who know not their well-wishers.  How say ye, kinsmen?’

Then those about cried out: ‘Hail to Face-of-god!  Hail to the Dalesmen!  Hail to our friends!’

But Folk-might went up to Face-of-god, and threw his arms about him and kissed him, and he said therewithal, so that most men heard him:

‘Herewith I kiss not only thee, thou goodly and glorious warrior! but this kiss and embrace is for all the men of the kindreds of the Dale and the Shepherds; since I deem that never have men more valiant dwelt upon the earth.’

Therewith all men shouted for joy of him, and were exceeding glad; but Folk-might spake apart to Face-of-god and said:

‘Brother, I suppose that thou wilt deem it good to abide in this Hall or anigh it; for hereabouts now is the heart of the Host.  But as for me, I would have leave to depart for a little; since I have an errand, whereof thou mayest wot.’

Then Face-of-god smiled on him, and said: ‘Go, and all good go with thee; and tell my father that I would have tidings, since I may not be there.’  So he spake; yet in his heart was he glad that he might not go to behold the Bride lying sick and sorry.  But Folk-might departed without more words; and in the door of the Hall he met Crow the Shaft-speeder, who would have spoken to him, and given him the tidings; but Folk-might said to him: ‘Do thine errand to the War-leader, who is within the Hall.’  And so went on his way.

Then came Crow up the Hall, and stood before Face-of-god and said: ‘War-leader, we have done that which was to be done, and have cleared all the houses about the Market-stead.  Moreover, by the rede of Dallach we have set certain men of the poor folk of the Dale, who are well looked to by the others, to the burying of the slain felons; and they be digging trenches in the fields on the north side of the Market-stead, and carry the carcasses thither as they may.  But the slain whom they find of the kindreds do they array out yonder before this Hall.  In all wise are these men tame and biddable, save that they rage against the Dusky Men, though they fear them yet.  As for us, they deem us Gods come down from heaven to help them.  So much for what is good: now have I an ill word to say; to wit, that in the houses whereas we have found many thralls alive, yet also have we found many dead; for amongst these murder-carles were some of an evil sort, who, when they saw that the battle would go against them, rushed into the houses hewing down all before them — man, woman, and child; so that many of the halls and chambers we saw running blood like to shambles.  To be short: of them whom they were going to hew to the Gods, we have found thirteen living and three dead, of which latter is one woman; and of the living, seven women; and all these, living and dead, with the leaden shackles yet on them wherein they should be burned.  To all these and others whom we have found, we have done what of service we could in the way of victual and clothes, so that they scarce believe that they are on this lower earth.  Moreover, I have with me two score of them, who are men of some wits, and who know of the stores of victual and other wares which the felons had, and these will fetch and carry for you as much as ye will.  Is all done rightly, War-leader?’

‘Right well,’ said Face-of-god, ‘and we give thee our thanks therefor.  And now it were well if these thy folk were to dight our dinner for us in some green field the nighest that may be, and thither shall all the Host be bidden by sound of horn.  Meantime, let us void this Hall till it be cleansed of the filth of the Dusky Ones; but hereafter shall we come again to it, and light a fire on the Holy Hearth, and bid the Gods and the Fathers come back and behold their children sitting glad in the ancient Hall.’

Then men shouted and were exceeding joyous; but Face-of-god said once more: ‘Bear ye a bench out into the Market-place over against the door of this Hall: thereon will I sit with other chieftains of the kindreds, that whoso will may have recourse to us.’

So therewith all the men of the kindreds made their ways out of the Hall and into the Market-stead, which was by this time much cleared of the slaughtered felons; and the bale for the burnt-offering was now but smouldering, and a thin column of blue smoke was going up wavering amidst the light airs of the afternoon.  Men were somewhat silent now; for they were stiff and weary with the morning’s battle; and a many had been hurt withal; and on many there yet rested the after-grief of battle, and sorrow for the loss of friends and well-wishers.

For in the battle had fallen one long hundred and two of the men of the Host; and of these were two score and five of the kindreds of the Steer, the Bull, and the Bridge, who had made such valiant onslaught by the southern road.  Of the Shepherds died one score save three; for though they scattered the foe at once, yet they fell on with such headlong valour, rather than wisely, that many were trapped in the throng of the Dusky Men.  Of the Woodlanders were slain one score and nine; for hard had been the fight about them, and no man of them spared himself one whit.  Of the men of the Wolf, who were but a few, fell sixteen men, and all save two of these in Face-of-god’s battle.  Of the Burgdale men whom Folk-might led, to wit, them of the Face, the Vine, and the Sickle, were but seven men slain outright.  In this tale are told all those who died of their hurts after the day of battle.  Therewithal many others were sorely hurt who mended, and went about afterwards hale and hearty.

So as the folk abode in the Market-place, somewhat faint and weary, they heard horns blow up merrily, and Crow the Shaft-speeder came forth and stood on the mound of the altar, and bade men fare to dinner, and therewith he led the way, bearing in his hand the banner of the Golden Bushel, of which House he was; and they followed him into a fair and great mead on the southwest of Silver-stead, besprinkled about with ancient trees of sweet chestnut.  There they found the boards spread for them with the best of victual which the poor down-trodden folk knew how to dight for them; and especially was there great plenty of good wine of the sun-smitten bents.

So they fell to their meat, and the poor folk, both men and women, served them gladly, though they were somewhat afeard of these fierce sword-wielders, the Gods who had delivered them.  The said thralls were mostly not of those who had fallen so bitterly on their fleeing masters, but were men and women of the households, not so roughly treated as the others, that is to say, those who had been wont to toil under the lash in the fields and the silver-mines, and were as wild as they durst be.

As for these waiting-thralls, the men of the kindreds were gentle and blithe with them, and often as they served them would they stay their hands (and especially if they were women), and would draw down their heads to put a morsel in their mouths, or set the wine-cup to their lips; and they would stroke them and caress them, and treat them in all wise as their dear friends.  Moreover, when any man was full, he would arise and take hold of one of the thralls, and set him in his place, and serve him with meat and drink, and talk with him kindly, so that the poor folk were much bewildered with joy.  And the first that arose from table were the Sun-beam and Bow-may and Hall-face, with many of the swains and the women of the Woodlanders; and they went from table to table serving the others.

The Sun-beam had done off her armour, and went about exceeding fair and lovely in her kirtle; but Bow-may yet bore her hauberk, for she loved it, and indeed it was so fine and well-wrought that it was no great burden.  Albeit she had gone down with the Sun-beam and other women to a fair stream thereby, and there had they bathed and washed themselves; and Bow-may’s hurts, which were not great, had been looked to and bound up afresh, and she had come to table unhelmed, with a wreath of wind-flowers round her head.

There then they feasted; and their hearts were strengthened by the meat and drink; and if sorrow were blended with their joy, yet were they high-hearted through both joy and sorrow, looking forward to the good days to be in the Dales at the Roots of the Mountains, and the love and fellowship of Folks and of Houses.

But as for Face-of-god, he went not to the meadow, but abode sitting on the bench in the Market-place, where were none else now of the kindreds save the appointed warders.  They had brought him a morsel and a cup of wine, and he had eaten and drunk; and now he sat there with Dale-warden lying sheathed across his knees, and seeming to gaze on the thralls of Silver-dale busied in carrying away the bodies of the slain felons, after they had stripped them of their raiment and weapons.  Yet indeed all this was before his eyes as a picture which he noted not.  Rather he sat pondering many things; wondering at his being there in Silver-dale in the hour of victory; longing for the peace of Burgdale and the bride-chamber of the Sun-beam.  Then went his thought out toward his old playmate lying hurt in Silver-dale; and his heart was grieved because of her, yet not for long, though his thought still dwelt on her; since he deemed that she would live and presently be happy — and happy thenceforward for many years.  So pondered Face-of-god in the Market-place of Silver-dale.






  








CHAPTER L.  FOLK-MIGHT SEETH THE BRIDE AND SPEAKETH WITH HER.
 

Now tells the tale of Folk-might, that he went his ways from the Hall to the house where the Bride lay; and the swain who had brought the message went along with him, and he was proud of walking beside so mighty a warrior, and he talked to Folk-might as they went; and the sound of his voice was irksome to the chieftain, but he made as though he hearkened.  Yet when they came to the door of the house, which was just out of the Place on the Southern road (for thereby had the Bride fallen to earth), he could withhold his grief no longer, but turned on the threshold and laid his head on the door-jamb, and sobbed and wept till the tears fell down like rain.  And the boy stood by wondering, and wishing that Folk-might would forbear weeping, but durst not speak to him.

In a while Folk-might left weeping and went in, and found a fair hall sore befouled by the felons, and in the corner on a bed covered with furs the wounded woman; and at first sight he deemed her not so pale as he looked to see her, as she lay with her long dark-red hair strewed over the pillow, her head moving about wearily.  A linen cloth was thrown over her body, but her arms lay out of it before her.  Beside her sat the Alderman, his face sober enough, but not as one in heavy sorrow; and anigh him was another chair as if someone had but just got up from it.  There was no one else in the hall save two women of the Woodlanders, one of whom was cooking some potion on the hearth, and another was sweeping the floor anigh of bran or some such stuff, which had been thrown down to sop up the blood.

So Folk-might went up to the Bride, sorely dreading the image of death which she had grown to be, and sorely loving the woman she was and would be.

He knelt down by the bedside, heeding Iron-face little, though he nodded friendly to him, and he held his face close to hers; but she had her eyes shut and did not open them till he had been there a little while; and then they opened and fixed themselves on his without surprise or change.  Then she lifted her right hand (for it was in her left shoulder and side that she had been hurt) and slowly laid it on his head, and drew his face to hers and kissed it fondly, as she both smiled and let the tears run over from her eyes.  Then she spake in a weak voice:

‘Thou seest, chieftain and dear friend, that I may not stand by thy victorious side to-day.  And now, though I were fain if thou wouldst never leave me, yet needs must thou go about thy work, since thou art become the Alderman of the Folk of Silver-dale.  Yea, and even if thou wert not to go from me, yet in a manner should I go from thee.  For I am grievously hurt, and I know by myself, and also the leeches have told me, that the fever is a-coming on me; so that presently I shall not know thee, but may deem thee to be a woman, or a hound, or the very Wolf that is the image of the Father of thy kindred; or even, it may be, someone else — that I have played with time agone.’

Her voice faltered and faded out here, and she was silent a while; then she said:

‘So depart, kind friend and dear love, bearing this word with thee, that should I die, I call on Iron-face my kinsman to bear witness that I bid thee carry me to bale in Silver-dale, and lay mine ashes with the ashes of thy Fathers, with whom thine own shall mingle at the last, since I have been of the warriors who have helped to bring thee aback to the land of thy folk.’

Then she smiled and shut her eyes and said: ‘And if I live, as indeed I hope, and how glad and glad I shall be to live, then shalt thou bring me to thy house and thy bed, that I may not depart from thee while both our lives last.’

And she opened her eyes and looked at him; and he might not speak for a while, so ravished as he was betwixt joy and sorrow.  But the Alderman arose and took a gold ring from off his arm, and spake:

‘This is the gold ring of the God of the Face, and I bear it on mine arm betwixt the Folk and the God in all man-motes, and I bore it through the battle to-day; and it is as holy a ring as may be; and since ye are plighting troth, and I am the witness thereof, it were good that ye held this ring together and called the God to witness, who is akin to the God of the Earth, as we all be.  Take the ring, Folk-might, for I trust thee; and of all women now alive would I have this woman happy.’

So Folk-might took the ring and thrust his hand through it, and took her hand, and said:

‘Ye Fathers, thou God of the Face, thou Earth-god, thou Warrior, bear witness that my life and my body are plighted to this woman, the Bride of the House of the Steer!’

His face was flushed and bright as he spoke, but as his words ceased he noted how feebly her hand lay in his, and his face fell, and he gazed on her timidly.  But she lay quiet, and said softly and slowly:

‘O Fathers of my kindred!  O Warrior and God of the Earth! bear witness that I plight my troth to this man, to lie in his grave if I die, and in his bed if I live.’

And she smiled on him again, and then closed her eyes; but opened them presently once more, and said:

‘Dear friend, how fared it with Gold-mane to-day?’

Said Folk-might: ‘So well he did, that none might have done better.  He fared in the fight as if he had been our Father the Warrior: he is a great chieftain.’

She said: ‘Wilt thou give him this message from me, that in no wise he forget the oath which he swore upon the finger-ring as it lay on the sundial of the Garden of the Face?  And say, moreover, that I am sorry that we shall part, and have between us such breadth of wild-wood and mountain-neck.’

‘Yea, surely will I give thy message,’ said Folk-might; and in his heart he rejoiced, because he heard her speak as if she were sure of life.  Then she said faintly:

‘It is now thy work to depart from me, and to do as it behoveth a chieftain of the people and the Alderman of Silver-dale.  Depart, lest the leeches chide me: farewell, my dear!’

So he laid his face to hers and kissed her, and rose up and embraced Iron-face, and went his ways without looking back.

But just over the threshold he met old Hall-ward of the House of the Steer, who was at point to enter, and he greeted him kindly.  The old man looked on him steadily, and said: ‘To-morrow or the day after I will utter a word to thee, O Chief of the Wolf.’

‘In a good hour,’ said Folk-might, ‘for all thy words are true.’  Therewith he gat him away from the house, and came to Face-of-god, where he sat before the altar of the Crooked Sword; and now were the chiefs come back from their meat, and were sitting with him; there also were Wood-father and Wood-wont; but Bow-may was with the Sun-beam, who was resting softly in the fair meadow after all the turmoil.

So men made place for Folk-might beside the War-leader, who looked upon his face, and saw that it was sober and unsmiling, but not heavy or moody with grief.  So he deemed that all was as well as it might be with the Bride, and with a good heart fell to taking counsel with the others; and kindly and friendly were the redes which they held there, with no gainsaying of man by man, for the whole folk was glad at heart.

So there they ordered all matters duly for that present time, and by then they had made an end, it was past sunset, and men were lodged in the chief houses about the Market-stead.

Albeit, though they ate their meat with all joy of heart, and were merry in converse one with the other, the men of the Wolf would by no means feast in their Hall again till it had been cleansed and hallowed anew.






  








CHAPTER LI.  THE DEAD BORNE TO BALE: THE MOTE-HOUSE RE-HALLOWED.
 

On the morrow they bore to bale their slain men, and there withal what was left of the bodies of the four chieftains of the Great Undoing.  They brought them into a most fair meadow to the west of Silver-stead, where they had piled up a very great bale for the burning.  In that meadow was the Doom-ring and Thing-stead of the Folk of the Wolf, and they had hallowed it when they had first conquered Silver-dale, and it was deemed far holier than the Mote-house aforesaid, wherein the men of the kindred might hold no due court; but rather it was a Feast-hall, and a house where men had converse together, and wherein precious things and tokens of the Fathers were stored up.

The Thing-stead in the meadow was flowery and well-grassed, and a little stream winding about thereby nearly cast a ring around it; and beyond the stream was a full fair grove of oak-trees, very tall and ancient.  There then they burned the dead of the Host, wrapped about in exceeding fair raiment.  And when the ashes were gathered, the men of Burgdale and the Shepherds left those of their folk for the kindred to bury there in Silver-dale; for they said that they had a right to claim such guesting for them that had helped to win back the Dale.

But when the Burning was done and the bale quenched, and the ashes gathered and buried (and that was on the morrow), then men bore forth the Banners of the Jaws of the Wolf, and the Red Hand, and the Silver Arm, and the Golden Bushel, and the Ragged Sword, and the Wolf of the Woodland; and with great joy and triumph they brought them into the Mote-house and hung them up over the daïs; and they kindled fire on the Holy Hearth by holding up a disk of bright glass to the sun; and then they sang before the banners.  And this is somewhat of the song that they sang before them:

Why are ye wending?  O whence and whither?

   What shineth over the fallow swords?
 What is the joy that ye bear in hither?

   What is the tale of your blended words?
 

No whither we wend, but here have we stayed us,

   Here by the ancient Holy Hearth;
 Long have the moons and the years delayed us,

   But here are we come from the heart of the dearth.
 

We are the men of joy belated;

   We are the wanderers over the waste;
 We are but they that sat and waited,

   Watching the empty winds make haste.
 

Long, long we sat and knew no others,

   Save alien folk and the foes of the road;
 Till late and at last we met our brothers,

   And needs must we to the old abode.
 

For once on a day they prayed for guesting;

   And how were we then their bede to do?
 Wild was the waste for the people’s resting,

   And deep the wealth of the Dale we knew.
 

Here were the boards that we must spread them

   Down in the fruitful Dale and dear;
 Here were the halls where we would bed them:

   And how should we tarry otherwhere?
 

Over the waste we came together:

   There was the tangle athwart the way;
 There was the wind-storm and the weather;

   The red rain darkened down the day.
 

But that day of the days what grief should let us,

   When we saw through the clouds the dale-glad sun?
 We tore at the tangle that beset us,

   And stood at peace when the day was done.
 

Hall of the Happy, take our greeting!

   Bid thou the Fathers come and see
 The Folk-signs on thy walls a-meeting,

   And deem to-day what men we be.
 

Look on the Holy Hearth new-litten,

   How the sparks fly twinkling up aloof!
 How the wavering smoke by the sunlight smitten,

   Curls up around the beam-rich roof!
 

For here once more is the Wolf abiding,

   Nor ever more from the Dale shall wend,
 And never again his head be hiding,

   Till all days be dark and the world have end.
 






  








CHAPTER LII.  OF THE NEW BEGINNING OF GOOD DAYS IN SILVER-DALE.
 

On the third day there was high-tide and great joy amongst all men from end to end of the Dale; and the delivered thralls were feasted and made much of by the kindreds, so that they scarce knew how to believe their own five senses that told them the good tidings.

For none strove to grieve them and torment them; what they would, that did they, and they had all things plenteously; since for all was there enough and to spare of goods stored up for the Dusky Men, as corn and wine and oil and spices, and raiment and silver.  Horses were there also, and neat and sheep and swine in abundance.  Withal there was the good and dear land; the waxing corn on the acres; the blossoming vines on the hillside; and about the orchards and alongside the ways, the plum-trees and cherry-trees and pear-trees that had cast their blossom and were overhung with little young fruit; and the fair apple-trees a-blossoming, and the chestnuts spreading their boughs from their twisted trunks over the green grass.  And there was the goodly pasture for the horses and the neat, and the thymy hill-grass for the sheep; and beyond it all, the thicket of the great wood, with its unfailing store of goodly timber of ash and oak and holly and yoke-elm.  There need no man lack unless man compelled him, and all was rich enough and wide enough for the waxing of a very great folk.

Now, therefore, men betook them to what was their own before the coming of the Dusky Men; and though at first many of the delivered thrall-folk feasted somewhat above measure, and though there were some of them who were not very brisk at working on the earth for their livelihood; yet were the most part of them quick of wit and deft of hand, and they mostly fell to presently at their cunning, both of husbandry and handicraft.  Moreover, they had great love of the kindreds, and especially of the Woodlanders, and strove to do all things that might pleasure them.  And as for those who were dull and listless because of their many torments of the last ten years, they would at least fetch and carry willingly for them of the kindreds; and these last grudged them not meat and raiment and house-room, even if they wrought but little for it, because they called to mind the evil days of their thralldom, and bethought them how few are men’s days upon the earth.

Thus all things throve in Silver-dale, and the days wore on toward the summer, and the Yule-tide rest beyond it, and the years beyond and far beyond the winning of Silver-dale.






  








CHAPTER LIII.  OF THE WORD WHICH HALL-WARD OF THE STEER HAD FOR FOLK-MIGHT.
 

But of the time then passing, it is to be said that the whole host abode in Silver-dale in great mirth and good liking, till they should hear tidings of Dallach and his company, who had followed hot-foot on the fleers of the Dusky Men.  And on the tenth day after the battle, Iron-face and his two sons and Stone-face were sitting about sunset under a great oak-tree by that stream-side which ran through the Mote-stead; there also was Folk-might, somewhat distraught because of his love for the Bride, who was now mending of her hurts.  As they sat there in all content they saw folk coming toward them, three in number, and as they drew nigher they saw that it was old Hall-ward of the Steer, and the Sun-beam and Bow-may following him hand in hand.

When they came to the brook Bow-may ran up to the elder to help him over the stepping-stones; which she did as one who loved him, as the old man was stark enough to have waded the water waist-deep.  She was no longer in her war-gear, but was clad after her wont of Shadowy Vale, in nought but a white woollen kirtle.  So she stood in the stream beside the stones, and let the swift water ripple up over her ankles, while the elder leaned on her shoulder and looked down upon her kindly.  The Sun-beam followed after them, stepping daintily from stone to stone, so that she was a fair sight to see; her face was smiling and happy, and as she stepped forth on to the green grass the colour flushed up in it, but she cast her eyes adown as one somewhat shamefaced.

So the chieftains rose up before the leader of the Steer, and Folk-might went up to him, and greeted him, and took his hand and kissed him on the cheek.  And Hall-ward said:

‘Hail to the chiefs of the kindred, and my earthly friends!’

Then Folk-might bade him sit down by him, and all the men sat down again; but the Sun-beam leaned her back against a sapling ash hard by, her feet set close together; and Bow-may went to and fro in short turns, keeping well within ear-shot.

Then said Hall-ward: ‘Folk-might, I have prayed thy kinswoman Bow-may to lead me to thee, that I might speak with thee; and it is good that I find my kinsmen of the Face in thy company; for I would say a word to thee that concerns them somewhat.’

Said Folk-might: ‘Guest, and warrior of the Steer, thy words are ever good; and if this time thou comest to ask aught of me, then shall they be better than good.’

Said Hall-ward: ‘Tell me, Folk-might, hast thou seen my daughter the Bride to-day?’

‘Yea,’ said Folk-might, reddening.

‘What didst thou deem of her state?’ said Hall-ward.

Said Folk-might: ‘Thou knowest thyself that the fever hath left her, and that she is mending.’

Hall-ward said: ‘In a few days belike we shall be wending home to Burgdale: when deemest thou that the Bride may travel, if it were but on a litter?’

Folk-might was silent, and Hall-ward smiled on him and said:

‘Wouldst thou have her tarry, O chief of the Wolf?’

‘So it is,’ said Folk-might, ‘that it might be labour lost for her to journey to Burgdale at present.’

‘Thinkest thou?’ said Hall-ward; ‘hast thou a mind then that if she goeth she shall speedily come back hither?’

‘It has been in my mind,’ said Folk-might, ‘that I should wed her.  Wilt thou gainsay it?  I pray thee, Iron-face my friend, and ye Stone-face and Hall-face, and thou, Face-of-god, my brother, to lay thy words to mine in this matter.’

Then said Hall-ward stroking his beard: ‘There will be a seat missing in the Hall of the Steer, and a sore lack in the heart of many a man in Burgdale if the Bride come back to us no more.  We looked not to lose the maiden by her wedding; for it is no long way betwixt the House of the Steer and the House of the Face.  But now, when I arise in the morning and miss her, I shall take my staff and walk down the street of Burgstead; for I shall say, The Maiden hath gone to see Iron-face my friend; she is well in the House of the Face.  And then shall I remember how that the wood and the wastes lie between us.  How sayest thou, Alderman?’

‘A sore lack it will be,’ said Iron-face; ‘but all good go with her!  Though whiles shall I go hatless down Burgstead street, and say, Now will I go fetch my daughter the Bride from the House of the Steer; while many a day’s journey shall lie betwixt us.’

Said Hall-ward: ‘I will not beat about the bush, Folk-might; what gift wilt thou give us for the maiden?’

Said Folk-might: ‘Whatever is mine shall be thine; and whatsoever of the Dale the kindred and the poor folk begrudge thee not, that shalt thou have; and deemest thou that they will begrudge thee aught?  Is it enough?’

Hall-ward said: ‘I wot not, chieftain; see thou to it!  Bow-may, my friend, bring hither that which I would have from Silver-dale for the House of the Steer in payment for our maiden.’

Then Bow-may came forward speedily, and went up to the Sun-beam, and led her by the hand in front of Folk-might and Hall-ward and the other chieftains.  Then Folk-might started, and leapt up from the ground; for, sooth to say, he had been thinking so wholly of the Bride, that his sister was not in his mind, and he had had no deeming of whither Hall-ward was coming, though the others guessed well enough, and now smiled on him merrily, when they saw how wild Folk-might stared.  As for the Sun-beam, she stood there blushing like a rose in June, but looking her brother straight in the face, as Hall-ward said:

‘Folk-might, chief of the Wolf, since thou wouldst take our maiden the Bride away from us, I ask thee to make good her place with this maiden; so that the House of the Steer may not lack, when they who are wont to wed therein come to us and pray us for a bedfellow for the best of their kindred.’

Then became Folk-might smiling and merry like unto the others, and he said: ‘Chief of the Steer, this gift is thine, together with aught else which thou mayst desire of us.’

Then he kissed the Sun-beam, and said: ‘Sister, we looked for this to befall in some fashion.  Yet we deemed that he that should lead thee away might abide with us for a moon or two.  But now let all this be, since if thou art not to bear children to the kindreds of Silver-dale, yet shalt thou bear them to their friends and fellows.  And now choose what gift thou wilt have of us to keep us in thy memory.’

She said: ‘The memory of my people shall not fade from me; yet indeed I ask thee for a gift, to wit, Bow-may, and the two sons of Wood-father that are left since Wood-wicked was slain; and belike the elder and his wife will be fain to go with their sons, and ye will not hinder them.’

‘Even so shall it be done,’ said Folk-might, and he was silent a while, pondering; and then he said:

‘Lo you, friends! doth it not seem strange to you that peace sundereth as well as war?  Indeed I deem it grievous that ye shall have to miss your well-beloved kinswoman.  And for me, I am now grown so used to this woman my sister, though at whiles she hath been masterful with me, that I shall often turn about and think to speak to her, when there lie long days of wood and waste betwixt her voice and mine.

The Sun-beam laughed in his face, though the tears stood in her eyes, as she said: ‘Keep up thine heart, brother; for at least the way is shorter betwixt Burgdale and Silver-dale than betwixt life and death; and the road we shall learn belike.’

Said Hall-face: ‘So it is that my brother is no ill woodman, as ye learned last autumn.’

Iron-face smiled, but somewhat sadly; for he beheld Face-of-god, who had no eyes for anyone save the Sun-beam; and no marvel was that, for never had she looked fairer.  And forsooth the War-leader was not utterly well-pleased; for he was deeming that there would be delaying of his wedding, now that the Sun-beam was to become a maid of the Steer; and in his mind he half deemed that it would be better if he were to take her by the hand and lead her home through the wild-wood, he and she alone; and she looked on him shyly, as though she had a deeming of his thought.  Albeit he knew it might not be, that he, the chosen War-leader, should trouble the peace of the kindred; for he wotted that all this was done for peace’ sake.

So Hall-ward stood forth and took the Sun-beam’s right hand in his, and said:

‘Now do I take this maiden, Sun-beam of the kindred of the Wolf, and lead her into the House of the Steer, to be in all ways one of the maidens of our House, and to wed in the blood wherein we have been wont to wed.  Neither from henceforth let anyone say that this woman is not of the blood of the Steer; for we have given her our blood, and she is of us duly and truly.’

Thereafter they talked together merrily for a little, and then turned toward the houses, for the sun was now down; and as they went Iron-face spake to his son, and said:

‘Gold-mane, wilt thou verily keep thine oath to wed the fairest woman in the world?  By how much is this one fairer than my dear daughter who shall no more dwell in mine house?’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Yea, father, I shall keep mine oath; for the Gods, who know much, know that when I swore last Yule I was thinking of the fair woman going yonder beside Hall-ward, and of none other.’

‘Ah, son!’ said Iron-face, ‘why didst thou beguile us?  Hadst thou but told us the truth then!’

‘Yea, Alderman,’ said Face-of-god smiling, ‘and how thou wouldest have raged against me then, when thou hast scarce forgiven me now!  In sooth, father, I feared to tell you all: I was young; I was one against the world.  Yea, yea; and even that was sweet to me, so sorely as I loved her — Hast thou forgotten, father?’

Iron-face smiled, and answered not; and so came they to the house wherein they were guested.






  








CHAPTER LIV.  TIDINGS OF DALLACH: A FOLK-MOTE IN SILVER-DALE.
 

Three days thereafter came two swift runners from Rose-dale with tidings of Dallach.  In all wise had he thriven, and had slain many of the runaways, and had come happily to Rose-dale: therein by the mere shaking of their swords had they all their will; for there were but a few of the Dusky Warriors in the Dale, since the more part had fared to the slaughter in Silver-stead.  Now therefore had Dallach been made Alderman of Rose-dale; and the Burgdalers who had gone with him should abide the coming thither of the rest of the Burgdale Host, and meantime of their coming should uphold the new Alderman in Rose-dale.  Howbeit Dallach sent word that it was not to be doubted but that many of the Dusky Men had escaped to the woods, and should yet be the death of many a mother’s son, unless it were well looked to.

And now the more part of the Burgdale men and the Shepherds began to look toward home, albeit some amongst them had not been ill-pleased to abide there yet a while; for life was exceeding soft to them there, though they helped the poor folk gladly in their husbandry.  For especially the women of the Dale, of whom many were very goodly, hankered after the fair-faced tall Burgdalers, and were as kind to them as might be.  Forsooth not a few, both carles and queens, of the old thrall-folk prayed them of Burgdale to take them home thither, that they might see new things and forget their old torments once for all, yea, even in dreams.  The Burgdalers would not gainsay them, and there was no one else to hinder; so that there went with the Burgdale men at their departure hard on five score of the Silver-dale folk who were not of the kindreds.

And now was a great Folk-mote holden in Silver-dale, whereto the Burgdale men and the Shepherds were bidden; and thereat the War-leader gave out the morrow of the morrow for the day of the departure of the Host.  There also were the matters of Silver-dale duly ordered: the Men of the Wolf would have had the Woodlanders dwell with them in the fair-builded stead, and take to them of the goodly stone houses there what they would; but this they naysaid, choosing rather to dwell in scattered houses, which they built for themselves at the utmost limit of the tillage.

Indeed, the most abode not even there a long while; for they loved the wood and its deeds.  So they went forth into the wood, and cleared them space to dwell in, and builded them halls such as they loved, and fell to their old woodland crafts of charcoal-burning and hunting, wherein they throve well.  And good for Silver-dale was their abiding there, since they became a sure defence and stout outpost against all foemen.  For the rest, wheresoever they dwelt, they were guest-cherishing and blithe, and were well beloved by all people; and they wedded with the other Houses of the Children of the Wolf.

As to the other matters whereof they took rede at this Folk-mote, they had mostly to do with the warding of the Dale, and the learning of the delivered thralls to handle weapons duly.  For men deemed it most like that they would have to meet other men of the kindred of the Felons; which indeed fell out as the years wore.

Moreover, Folk-might (by the rede of Stone-face) sent messengers to the Plain and the Cities, unto men whom he knew there, doing them to wit of the tidings of Silver-dale, and how that a peaceful and guest-loving people, having good store of wares, now dwelt therein, so that chapmen might have recourse thither.

Lastly spake Folk-might and said:

‘Guests and brothers-in-arms, we have been looking about our new house, which was our old one, and therein we find great store of wares which we need not, and which we can but use if ye use them.  Of your kindness therefore we pray you to take of those things what ye can easily carry.  And if ye say the way is long, as indeed it is, since ye are bent on going through the wood to Rose-dale, and so on to Burgdale, yet shall we furnish you with beasts to bear your goods, and with such wains as may pass through the woodland ways.’

Then rose up Fox of Upton and said: ‘O Folk-might, and ye men of the Wolf, be it known unto you, that if we have done anything for your help in the winning of Silver-dale, we have thus done that we might help ourselves also, so that we might live in peace henceforward, and that we might have your friendship and fellowship therewithal, so that here in Silver-dale might wax a mighty folk who joined unto us should be strong enough to face the whole world.  Such are the redes of wise men when they go a-warring.  But we have no will to go back home again made rich with your wealth; this hath been far from our thought in this matter.’

And there went up a murmur from all the Burgdalers yeasaying his word.

But Folk-might took up the word again and spake:

‘Men of Burgdale and the Sheepcotes, what ye say is both manly and friendly; yet, since we look to see a road made plain through the woodland betwixt Burgdale and Silver-dale, and that often ye shall face us in the feast-hall, and whiles stand beside us in the fray, we must needs pray you not to shame us by departing empty-handed; for how then may we look upon your faces again?  Stone-face, my friend, thou art old and wise; therefore I bid thee to help us herein, and speak for us to thy kindred, that they naysay us not in this matter.’

Then stood up Stone-face and said: ‘Forsooth, friends, Folk-might is in the right herein; for he may look for anger from the wights that come and go betwixt his kindred and the Gods, if they see us faring back giftless through the woods.  Moreover, now that ye have seen Silver-dale, ye may wot how rich a land it is of all good things, and able to bring forth enough and to spare.  And now meseemeth the Gods love this Folk that shall dwell here; and they shall become a mighty Folk, and a part of our very selves.  Therefore let us take the gifts of our friends, and thank them blithely.  For surely, as saith Folk-might, henceforth the wood shall become a road betwixt us, and the thicket a halting-place for friends bearing goodwill in their hands.’

When he had spoken, men yeasaid his words and forbore the gifts no longer; and the Folk-mote sundered in all loving-kindness.






  








CHAPTER LV.  DEPARTURE FROM SILVER-DALE.
 

On morrow of the morrow were the Burgdale men and they of the Shepherds gathered together in the Market-stead early in the morning, and they were all ready for departure; and the men of the Wolf and the Woodlanders, and of the delivered thralls a great many, stood round about them grieving that they must go.  There was much talk between the folk of the Dale and the Guests, and many promises were given and taken to come and go betwixt the two Dales.  There also were the men of the thrall-folk who were to wend home with the Burgdalers; and they had been stuffed with good things by the men of the kindreds, and were as fain as might be.

As for the Sun-beam, she was somewhat out of herself at first, being eager and restless beyond her wont, and yet at whiles weeping-ripe when she called to mind that she was now leaving all those things, the gain whereof had been a dream to her both waking and sleeping for these years past.  But at last, as she stood in the door of the Mote-house, and beheld all the throng of folk happy and friendly, it came over her that she herself had done her full share to bring all this about, and that all those pleasant places of Silver-dale now full of the goodly life of man would be there even as she had striven for them, and that they would be a part of her left behind, though she were dwelling otherwhere.

Therewithal she said to herself that it was now her part to wield the life of men in Burgdale, and begin once more her days of a chieftain and a swayer of the Folk, and the life of a stirring woman, which the edge of the sword and the need of the hard hand-play had taken out of her hands for a while, making her as a child in the hands of the strong wielders of the blades.

So now she became calm once more, and her face was clad again with the full measure of that majesty of beauty which had once overawed Face-of-god amidst his love of her; and folk beheld her and marvelled at her fairness, and said: ‘She hath an inward sorrow at leaving the fair Dale wherein her Fathers dwelt, and where her mother’s ashes lie in earth.’  Albeit now was her sorrow but little, and much was her hope, and her foresight of days to be; though all the Dale, yea, every leaf and twig of it whereby her feet had ever passed, and each stone of the fair houses, was to her as a picture that she could look on from henceforth for ever.

Of the Bride it is to be said that she was now much mended, and she caused men bear her on a litter out into the Marketplace, that she might look on the departure of her folk.  She had seen Face-of-god once and again since the Day of Battle, and each time had been kind and blithe with him; and for Iron-face, she loved him so well that she was ever loth to let him depart from her, save when Folk-might was with her.

And now was the Alderman standing beside her, and she said to him: ‘Friend and kinsman, this is the day of departure, and though I must needs abide behind, and am content to abide, yet doth mine heart ache with the sundering; for to-morrow when I wake in the morning there will be no more sending of a messenger to fetch thee to me.  Indeed, great hath been the love between me and my people, and nought hath come between us to mar it.  Now, kinsman, I would see Gold-mane, my cousin, that I may bid him farewell; for who knoweth if I shall see him again hereafter?’

Then went Iron-face and found Face-of-god where he was speaking with Folk-might and the chieftains, and said to him:

‘Come quickly, for thy cousin the Bride would speak with thee.’

Face-of-god reddened, and paled afterwards, but he went along with his father silently; and his heart beat as he came and stood before the litter whereas the Bride lay, clad all in white and propped up on fair cushions of red silk.  She was frail to look on, and worn and pale yet; but he deemed that she was very happy.

She smiled on him, and reached out her hand and said:

‘Welcome once more, cousin!’  And he held her hand and kissed it, and was nigh weeping, so sore was he beset by a throng of memories concerning her and him in the days when they were little; and he bethought him of her loving-kindness of past days, beyond that of most children, beyond that of most maidens; and how there was nothing in his life but she had a share in it, till the day when he found the Hall on the Mountain.

So he said to her: ‘Kinswoman, is it well with thee?’

‘Yea,’ she said, ‘I am now nigh whole of my hurts.’

He was silent a while; then he said:

‘And otherwise art thou merry at heart?’

‘Yea, indeed,’ said she; ‘yet thou wilt not find it hard to deem that I am sorry of the sundering betwixt me and Burgdale.’

Again was he silent, and said in a while: ‘Dost thou deem that I wrought that sundering?’

She smiled kindly on him and said: ‘Gold-mane, my playmate, thou art become a mighty warrior and a great chief; but thou art not so mighty as that.  Many things lay behind the sundering which were neither thou nor I.’

‘Yet,’ said he, ‘it was but such a little time agone that all things seemed so sure; and we — to both of us was the outlook happy.’

‘Let it be happy still,’ she said, ‘now begrudging is gone.  Belike the sundering came because we were so sure, and had no defence against the wearing of the days; even as it fareth with a folk that hath no foes.’

He smiled and said: ‘Even as it hath befallen thy folk, O Bride, a while ago.’

She reddened, and reached her hand to him, and he took it and held it, and said: ‘Shall I see thee again as the days wear?’

Said she: ‘O chieftain of the Folk, thou shalt have much to do in Burgdale, and the way is long.  Yet would I have thee see my children.  Forget not the token on my hand which thou holdest.  But now get thee to thy folk with no more words; for after all, playmate, the sundering is grievous to me, and I would not spin out the time thereof.  Farewell!’

He said no more, but stooped down and kissed her lips, and then turned from her, and took his ways to the head of the Host, and fell to asking and answering, and bidding and arraying; and in a little time was his heart dancing with joy to think of the days that lay before him, wherein now all seemed happy.

So was all arrayed for departure when it lacked three hours of noon.  As Folk-might had promised, there were certain light wains drawn by bullocks abiding the departure of the Host, and of sumpter bullocks and horses no few; and all these were laden with fair gifts of the Dale, as silver, and raiment, and weapons.  There were many things fair-wrought in the time of the Sorrow, that henceforth should see but little sorrow.  Moreover, there was plenty of provision for the way, both meal and wine, and sheep and neat; and all things as fair as might be, and well-arrayed.

It was the Shepherds who were to lead the way; and after them were arrayed the men of the Vine and the Sickle; then they of the Steer, the Bridge, and the Bull; and lastly the House of the Face, with old Stone-face leading them.  The Sun-beam was to journey along with the House of the Steer, which had taken her in as a maiden of their blood; and though she had so much liefer have fared with the House of the Face, yet she went meekly as she was bidden, as one who has gotten a great thing, and will make no stir about a small one.

Along with her were Wood-father and Wood-mother, and Wood-wise, now whole of his hurt, and Wood-wont, and Bow-may.  Save Bow-may, they were not very joyous; for they were fain of Silver-dale, and it irked them to leave it; moreover, they also had liefer have gone along with the House of the War-leader.

Last of all went those people of the once thralls of the Dusky Men who had cast in their lot with the Burgdalers, and they were exceeding merry; and especially the women of them, they were chattering like the stares in the autumn evening, when they gather from the fields in the tall elm-trees before they go to roost.

Now all the men of the Dale, both of the kindreds and of the thrall-folk, made way for the Host and its havings, that they might go their ways down the Dale; albeit the Woodlanders clung close to the line of their ancient friends, and with them, as men who were sorry for the sundering, were Wolf-stone and God-swain and Spear-fist.  But the chiefs, they drew around Folk-might a little beside the way.

Now Red-coat of Waterless, who had been hurt, and was now whole again, cast his arms about Folk-might and kissed him, and said:

‘All the way hence to Burgdale will I sow with good wishes for thee and thine, and especially for my dear friend God-swain of the Silver Arm; and I would wish and long that they might turn into spells to draw thy feet to usward; for we love thee well.’

In like wise spake other of the Burgdalers; and Folk-might was kind and blithe with them, and he said:

‘Friends, forget ye not that the way is no longer from you to us than it is from us to you.  One half of this matter it is for you to deal with.’

‘True is that,’ said Red-beard of the Knolls, ‘but look you, Folk-might, we be but simple husbandmen, and may not often stir from our meadows and acres; even now I bethink me that May is amidst us, and I am beginning to be drawn by the thought of the haysel.  Whereas thou—’ (and therewith he reddened) ‘I doubt that thou hast little to do save the work of chieftains, and we know that such work is but little missed if it be undone.’

Thereat Folk-might laughed; and when the others saw that he laughed, they laughed also, else had they foreborne for courtesy’s sake.

But Folk-might answered: ‘Nay, chief of the Sickle, I am not altogether a chieftain, now we have gotten us peace; and somewhat of a husbandman shall I be.  Moreover, doubt ye not that I shall do my utmost to behold the fair Dale again; for it is but mountains that meet not.’

Now spake Face-of-god to Folk-might, smiling and somewhat softly, and said: ‘Is all forgiven now, since the day when we first felt each other’s arms?’

‘Yea, all,’ said Folk-might; ‘now hath befallen what I foretold thee in Shadowy Vale, that thou mightest pay for all that had come and gone, if thou wouldest but look to it.  Indeed thou wert angry with me for that saying on that eve of Shadowy Vale; but see thou, in those days I was an older man than thou, and might admonish thee somewhat; but now, though but few days have gone over thine head, yet many deeds have abided in thine hand, and thou art much aged.  Anger hath left thee, and wisdom hath waxed in thee.  As for me, I may now say this word: May the Folk of Burgdale love the Folk of Silver-dale as well as I love thee; then shall all be well.’

Then Face-of-god cast his arms about him and kissed him, and turned away toward Stone-face and Hall-face his brother, where they stood at the head of the array of the Face; and even therewith came up the Alderman somewhat sad and sober of countenance, and he pushed by the War-leader roughly and would not speak with him.

And now blew up the horns of the Shepherds, and they began to move on amidst the shouting of the men of Silver-dale; yet were there amongst the Woodlanders those who wept when they saw their friends verily departing from them.

But when they of the foremost of the Host were gotten so far forward that the men of the Face could begin to move, lo! there was Redesman with his fiddle amongst the leaders; and he had done a man’s work in the day of battle, and all looked kindly on him.  About him on this morn were some who had learned the craft of singing well together, and knew his minstrelsy, and he turned to these and nodded as their array moved on, and he drew his bow across the strings, and straightway they fell a-singing, even as it might be thus:

Back again to the dear Dale where born was the kindred,

   Here wend we all living, and liveth our mirth.
 Here afoot fares our joyance, whatever men hindred,

   Through all wrath of the heavens, all storms of the earth.
 

O true, we have left here a part of our treasure,

   The ashes of stout ones, the stems of the shield;
 But the bold lives they spended have sown us new pleasure,

   Fair tales for the telling in fold and on field.
 

For as oft as we sing of their edges’ upheaving,

   When the yellowing windows shine forth o’er the night,
 Their names unforgotten with song interweaving

   Shall draw forth dear drops from the depths of delight.
 

Or when down by our feet the grey sickles are lying,

   And behind us is curling the supper-tide smoke,
 No whit shall they grudge us the joyance undying,

   Remembrance of men that put from us the yoke.
 

When the huddle of ewes from the fells we have driven,

   And we see down the Dale the grey reach of the roof,
 We shall tell of the gift in the battle-joy given,

   All the fierceness of friends that drave sorrow aloof.
 

Once then we lamented, and mourned them departed;

   Once only, no oftener.  Henceforth shall we fling
 Their names up aloft, when the merriest hearted

   To the Fathers unseen of our life-days we sing.
 

Then was there silence in the ranks of men; and many murmured the names of the fallen as they fared on their way from out the Market-place of Silver-stead.  Then once more Redesman and his mates took up the song:

Come tell me, O friends, for whom bideth the maiden

   Wet-foot from the river-ford down in the Dale?
 For whom hath the goodwife the ox-waggon laden

   With the babble of children, brown-handed and hale?
 

Come tell me for what are the women abiding,

   Till each on the other aweary they lean?
 Is it loitering of evil that thus they are chiding,

   The slow-footed bearers of sorrow unseen?
 

Nay, yet were they toiling if sorrow had worn them,

   Or hushed had they bided with lips parched and wan.
 The birds of the air other tidings have borne them — 

   How glad through the wood goeth man beside man.
 

Then fare forth, O valiant, and loiter no longer

   Than the cry of the cuckoo when May is at hand;
 Late waxeth the spring-tide, and daylight grows longer,

   And nightly the star-street hangs high o’er the land.
 

Many lives, many days for the Dale do ye carry;

   When the Host breaketh out from the thicket unshorn,
 It shall be as the sun that refuseth to tarry

   On the crown of all mornings, the Midsummer morn.
 

Again the song fell down till they were well on the western way down Silver-dale; and then Redesman handled his fiddle once more, and again the song rose up, and such-like were the words which were borne back into the Market-place of Silver-stead:

And yet what is this, and why fare ye so slowly,

   While our echoing halls of our voices are dumb,
 And abideth unlitten the hearth-brand the holy,

   And the feet of the kind fare afield till we come?
 

For not yet through the wood and its tangle ye wander;

   Now skirt we no thicket, no path by the mere;
 Far aloof for our feet leads the Dale-road out yonder;

   Full fair is the morning, its doings all clear.
 

There is nought now our feet on the highway delaying

   Save the friend’s loving-kindness, the sundering of speech;
 The well-willer’s word that ends words with the saying,

   The loth to depart while each looketh on each.
 

Fare on then, for nought are ye laden with sorrow;

   The love of this land do ye bear with you still.
 In two Dales of the earth for to-day and to-morrow

   Is waxing the oak-tree of peace and good-will.
 

Thus then they departed from Silver-dale, even as men who were a portion thereof, and had not utterly left it behind.  And that night they lay in the wild-wood not very far from the Dale’s end; for they went softly, faring amongst so many friends.






  








CHAPTER LVI.  TALK UPON THE WILD-WOOD WAY.
 

On the morrow morning when they were on their way again Face-of-god left his own folk to go with the House of the Steer a while; and amongst them he fell in with the Sun-beam going along with Bow-may.  So they greeted him kindly, and Face-of-god fell into talk with the Sun-beam as they went side by side through a great oak-wood, where for a space was plain green-sward bare of all underwood.

So in their talk he said to her: ‘What deemest thou, my speech-friend, concerning our coming back to guest in Silver-dale one day?’

‘The way is long,’ she said.

‘That may hinder us but not stay us,’ said Face-of-god.

‘That is sooth,’ said the Sun-beam.

Said Face-of-god: ‘What things shall stay us?  Or deemest thou that we shall never see Silver-dale again?’

She smiled: ‘Even so I think thou deemest, Gold-mane.  But many things shall hinder us besides the long road.’

Said he: ‘Yea, and what things?’

‘Thinkest thou,’ said the Sun-beam, ‘that the winning of Silver-stead is the last battle which thou shalt see?’

‘Nay,’ said he, ‘nay.’

‘Shall thy Dale — our Dale — be free from all trouble within itself henceforward?  Is there a wall built round it to keep out for ever storm, pestilence, and famine, and the waywardness of its own folk?’

‘So it is as thou sayest,’ quoth Face-of-god, ‘and to meet such troubles and overcome them, or to die in strife with them, this is a great part of a man’s life.’

‘Yea,’ she said, ‘and hast thou forgotten that thou art now a great chieftain, and that the folk shall look to thee to use thee many days in the year?’

He laughed and said: ‘So it is.  How many days have gone by since I wandered in the wood last autumn, that the world should have changed so much!’

‘Many deeds shall now be in thy days,’ she said, ‘and each deed as the corn of wheat from which cometh many corns; and a man’s days on the earth are not over many.’

‘Then farewell, Silver-dale!’ said he, waving his hand toward the north.  ‘War and trouble may bring me back to thee, but it maybe nought else shall.  Farewell!’

She looked on him fondly but unsmiling, as he went beside her strong and warrior-like.  Three paces from him went Bow-may, barefoot, in her white kirtle, but bearing her bow in her hand; a leash of arrows was in her girdle, her quiver hung at her back, and she was girt with a sword.  On the other side went Wood-wont and Wood-wise, lightly clad but weaponed.  Wood-mother was riding in an ox-wain just behind them, and Wood-father went beside her bearing an axe.  Scattered all about them were the men of the Steer, gaily clad, bearing weapons, so that the oak-wood was bright with them, and the glades merry with their talk and singing and laughter, and before them down the glades went the banner of the Steer, and the White Beast led them the nearest way to Burgdale.






  








CHAPTER LVII.  HOW THE HOST CAME HOME AGAIN.
 

It was fourteen days before they came to Rose-dale; for they had much baggage with them, and they had no mind to weary themselves, and the wood was nothing loathsome to them, whereas the weather was fair and bright for the more part.  They fell in with no mishap by the way.  But a score and three of runaways joined themselves to the Host, having watched their goings and wotting that they were not foemen.  Of these, some had heard of the overthrow of the Dusky Men in Silver-dale, and others not.  The Burgdalers received them all, for it seemed to them no great matter for a score or so of new-comers to the Dale.

But when the Host was come to Rose-dale, they found it fair arid lovely; and there they met with those of their folk who had gone with Dallach.  But Dallach welcomed the kindreds with great joy, and bade them abide; for he said that they had the less need to hasten, since he had sent messengers into Burgdale to tell men there of the tidings.  Albeit they were mostly loth to tarry; yet when he lay hard on them not to depart as men on the morrow of a gild-feast, they abode there three days, and were as well guested as might be, and on their departure they were laden with gifts from the wealth of Rose-dale by Dallach and his folk.

Before they went their ways Dallach spake with Face-of-god and the chiefs of the Dalesmen, and said:

‘Ye have given me much from the time when ye found me in the wood a naked wastrel; yet now I would ask you a gift to lay on the top of all that ye have given me.’

Said Face-of-god: ‘Name the gift, and thou shalt have it; for we deem thee our friend.’

‘I am no less,’ said Dallach, ‘as in time to come I may perchance be able to show you.  But now I am asking you to suffer a score or two of your men to abide here with me this summer, till I see how this folk new-born again is like to deal with me.  For pleasure and a fair life have become so strange to them, that they scarce know what to do with them, or how to live; and unless all is to go awry, I must needs command and forbid; and though belike they love me, yet they fear me not; so that when my commandment pleaseth them, they do as I bid, and when it pleaseth them not, they do contrary to my bidding; for it hath got into their minds that I shall in no case lift a hand against them, which indeed is the very sooth.  But your folk they fear as warriors of the world, who have slain the Dusky Men in the Market-place of Silver-stead; and they are of alien blood to them, men who will do as their friend biddeth (think our folk) against them who are neither friends or foes.  With such help I shall be well holpen.’

In such wise spake Dallach; and Face-of-god and the chiefs said that so it should be, if men could be found willing to abide in Rose-dale for a while.  And when the matter was put abroad, there was no lack of such men amongst the younger warriors, who had noted that the dale was fair amongst dales and its women fairer yet amongst women.

So two score and ten of the Burgdale men abode in Rose-dale, no one of whom was of more than twenty and five winters.  Forsooth divers of them set up house in Rose-dale, and never came back to Burgdale, save as guests.  For a half score were wedded in Rose-dale before the year’s ending; and seven more, who had also taken to them wives of the goodliest of the Rose-dale women, betook them the next spring to the Burg of the Runaways, and there built them a stead, and drew a garth about it, and dug and sowed the banks of the river, which they called Inglebourne.  And as years passed, this same stead throve exceedingly, and men resorted thither both from Rose-dale and Burgdale; for it was a pleasant place; and the land, when it was cured, was sweet and good, and the wood thereabout was full of deer of all kinds.  So their stead was called Inglebourne after the stream; and in latter days it became a very goodly habitation of men.

Moreover, some of the once-enthralled folk of Rose-dale, when they knew that men of their kindred from Silver-dale were going home with the men of Burgdale to dwell in the Dale, prayed hard to go along with them; for they looked on the Burgdalers as if they were new Gods of the Earth.  The Burgdale chiefs would not gainsay these men either, but took with them three score and ten from Rose-dale, men and women, and promised them dwelling and livelihood in Burgdale.

So now with good hearts the Host of Burgdale turned their faces toward their well-beloved Dale; and they made good diligence, so that in three days’ time they were come anigh the edge of the woodland wilderness.  Thither in the even-tide, as they were making ready for their last supper and bed in the wood, came three men and two women of their folk, who had been abiding their coming ever since they had had the tidings of Silver-dale and the battles from Dallach.  Great was the joy of these messengers as they went from company to company of the warriors, and saw the familiar faces of their friends, and heard their wonted voices telling all the story of battle and slaughter.  And for their part the men of the Host feasted these stay-at-homes, and made much of them.  But one of them, a man of the House of the Face, left the Host a little after nightfall, and bore back to Burgstead at once the tidings of the coming home of the Host.  Albeit since Dallach’s tidings of victory had come to the Dale, the dwellers in the steads of the country-side had left Burgstead and gone home to their own houses; so that there was no great multitude abiding in the Thorp.

So early on the morrow was the Host astir; but ere they came to Wildlake’s Way, the Shepherd-folk turned aside westward to go home, after they had bidden farewell to their friends and fellows of the Dale; for their souls longed for the sheepcotes in the winding valleys under the long grey downs; and the garths where the last year’s ricks shouldered up against the old stone gables, and where the daws were busy in the tall unfrequent ash-trees; and the green flowery meadows adown along the bright streams, where the crowfoot and the paigles were blooming now, and the harebells were in flower about the thorn-bushes at the down’s foot, whence went the savour of their blossom over sheep-walk and water-meadow.

So these went their ways with many kind words; and two hours afterwards all the rest of the Host stood on the level ground of the Portway; but presently were the ranks of war disordered and broken up by the joy of the women and children, as they fell to drawing goodman or brother or lover out of the throng to the way that led speediest to their homesteads and halls.  For the War-leader would not hold the Host together any longer, but suffered each man to go to his home, deeming that the men of Burgstead, and chiefly they of the Face and the Steer, would suffice for a company if any need were, and they would be easily gathered to meet any hap.

So now the men of the Middle and Lower Dale made for their houses by the road and the lanes and the meadows, and the men of the Upper Dale and Burgstead went their ways along the Portway toward their halls, with the throng of women and children that had come out to meet them.  And now men came home when it was yet early, and the long day lay before them; and it was, as it were, made giddy and cumbered with the exceeding joy of return, and the thought of the day when the fear of death and sundering had been ever in their hearts.  For these new hours were full of the kissing and embracing of lovers, and the sweetness of renewed delight in beholding the fair bodies so sorely desired, and hearkening the soft wheedling of longed-for voices.  There were the cups of friends beneath the chestnut trees, and the talk of the deeds of the fighting-men, and of the heavy days of the home-abiders; many a tale told oft and o’er again.  There was the singing of old songs and of new, and the beholding the well-loved nook of the pleasant places, which death might well have made nought for them; and they were sweet with the fear of that which was past, and in their pleasantness was fresh promise for the days to come.

So amid their joyance came evening and nightfall; and though folk were weary with the fulness of delight, yet now for many their weariness led them to the chamber of love before the rest of deep night came to them to make them strong for the happy life to be begun again on the morrow.

House by house they feasted, and few were the lovers that sat not together that even.  But Face-of-god and the Sun-beam parted at the door of the House of the Face; for needs must she go with her new folk to the House of the Steer, and needs must Face-of-god be amongst his own folk in that hour of high-tide, and sit beside his father beneath the image of the God with the ray-begirt head.






  








CHAPTER LVIII.  HOW THE MAIDEN WARD WAS HELD IN BURGDALE.
 

Now May was well worn when the Host came home to Burgdale; and on the very morrow of men’s home-coming they began to talk eagerly of the Midsummer Weddings, and how the Maiden Ward would be the greatest and fairest of all yet seen, whereas battle and the deliverance from battle stir up the longing and love both of men and maidens; much also men spake of the wedding of Face-of-god and the Sun-beam; and needs must their wedding abide to the time of the Maiden Ward at Midsummer, and needs also must the Sun-beam go on the Ward with the other Brides of the Folk.  So then must Face-of-god keep his soul in patience till those few days were over, doing what work came to hand; and he held his head high among the people, and was well looked to of every man.

In all matters the Sun-beam helped him, both in doing and in forbearing; and now so wonderful and rare was her beauty, that folk looked on her with somewhat of fear, as though she came from the very folk of the Gods.

Indeed she seemed somewhat changed from what she had been of late; she was sober of demeanour during these last days of her maidenhood, and sat amongst the kindred as one communing with herself: of few words she was and little laughter; but her face clear, not overcast by any gloom or shaken by passion: soft and kind was she in converse with others, and sweet were the smiles that came into her face if others’ faces seemed to crave for them.  For it must be said that as some folk eat out their hearts with fear of the coming evils, even so was she feeding her soul with the joy of the days to be, whatever trouble might fall upon them, whereof belike she foreboded some.

So wore the days toward Midsummer, when the wheat was getting past the blossoming, and the grass in the mown fields was growing deep green again after the shearing of the scythe; when the leaves were most and biggest; when the roses were beginning to fall; when the apples were reddening, and the skins of the grape-berries gathering bloom.  High aloft floated the light clouds over the Dale; deep blue showed the distant fells below the ice-mountains; the waters dwindled; all things sought the shadow by daytime, and the twilight of even and the twilight of dawn were but sundered by three hours of half-dark night.

So in the bright forenoon were seventeen brides assembled in the Gate of Burgstead (but of the rest of the Dale were twenty and three looked for), and with these was the Sun-beam, her face as calm as the mountain lake under a summer sunset, while of the others many were restless, and babbling like April throstles; and not a few talked to her eagerly, and in their restless love of her dragged her about hither and thither.

No men were to be seen that morning; for such was the custom, that the carles either departed to the fields and the acres, or abode within doors on the morn of the day of the Maiden Ward; but there was a throng of women about the Gate and down the street of Burgstead, and it may well be deemed that they kept not silence that hour.

So fared the Brides of Burgstead to the place of the Maiden Ward on the causeway, whereto were come already the other brides from steads up and down the Dale, or were even then close at hand on the way; and among them were Long-coat and her two fellows, with whom Face-of-god had held converse on that morning whereon he had followed his fate to the Mountain.

There then were they gathered under the cliff-wall of the Portway; and by the road-side had their grooms built them up bowers of green boughs to shelter them from the sun’s burning, which were thatched with bulrushes, and decked with garlands of the fairest flowers of the meadows and the gardens.

Forsooth they were a lovely sight to look on, for no fairer women might be seen in the world; and the eldest of them was scant of five and twenty winters.  Every maiden was clad in as goodly raiment as she might compass; their sleeves and gown-hems and girdles, yea, their very shoes and sandals were embroidered so fairly and closely, that as they shifted in the sun they changed colour like the king-fisher shooting from shadow to sunshine.  According to due custom every maiden bore some weapon.  A few had bows in their hands and quivers at their backs; some had nought but a sword girt to their sides; some bore slender-shafted spears, so as not to overburden their shapely hands; but to some it seemed a merry game to carry long and heavy thrust-spears, or to bear great war-axes over their shoulders.  Most had their flowing hair coifed with bright helms; some had burdened their arms with shields; some bore steel hauberks over their linen smocks: almost all had some piece of war-gear on their bodies; and one, to wit, Steed-linden of the Sickle, a tall and fair damsel, was so arrayed that no garment could be seen on her but bright steel war-gear.

As for the Sun-beam, she was clad in a white kirtle embroidered from throat to hem with work of green boughs and flowers of the goodliest fashion, and a garland of roses on her head.  Dale-warden himself was girt to her side by a girdle fair-wrought of golden wire, and she bore no other weapon or war-gear; and she let him lie quiet in his scabbard, nor touched the hilts once; whereas some of the other damsels would be ever drawing their swords out and thrusting them back.  But all noted that goodly weapon, the yoke-fellow of so many great deeds.

There then on the Portway, between the water and the rock-wall, rose up plenteous and gleeful talk of clear voices shrill and soft; and whiles the maidens sang, and whiles they told tales of old days, and whiles they joined hands and danced together on the sweet summer dust of the highway.  Then they mostly grew aweary, and sat down on the banks of the road or under their leafy bowers.

Noon came, and therewithal goodwives of the neighbouring Dale, who brought them meat and drink, and fruit and fresh flowers from the teeming gardens; and thereafter for a while they nursed their joy in their bosoms, and spake but little and softly while the day was at its hottest in the early afternoon.

Then came out of Burgstead men making semblance of chapmen with a wain bearing wares, and they made as though they were wending down the Portway westward to go out of the Dale.  Then arose the weaponed maidens and barred the way to them, and turned them back amidst fresh-springing merriment.

Again in a while, when the sun was westering and the shadows growing long, came herdsmen from down the Dale driving neat, and making as though they would pass by into Burgstead, but to them also did the maidens gainsay the road, so that needs must they turn back amidst laughter and mockery, they themselves also laughing and mocking.

And so at last, when the maidens had been all alone a while, and it was now hard on sunset, they drew together and stood in a ring, and fell to singing; and one Gold-may of the House of the Bridge, a most sweet singer, stood amidst their ring and led them.  And this is somewhat of the meaning of their words:

The sun will not tarry; now changeth the light,
 Fail the colours that marry the Day to the Night.
 

Amid the sun’s burning bright weapons we bore,
 For this eve of our earning comes once and no more.
 

For to-day hath no brother in yesterday’s tide,
 And to-morrow no other alike it doth hide.
 

This day is the token of oath and behest
 That ne’er shall be broken through ill days and best.
 

Here the troth hath been given, the oath hath been done,
 To the Folk that hath thriven well under the sun.
 

And the gifts of its giving our troth-day shall win
 Are the Dale for our living and dear days therein.
 

O Sun, now thou wanest! yet come back and see
 Amidst all that thou gainest how gainful are we.
 

O witness of sorrow wide over the earth,
 Rise up on the morrow to look on our mirth!
 

Thy blooms art thou bringing back ever for men,
 And thy birds are a-singing each summer again.
 

But to men little-hearted what winter is worse
 Than thy summers departed that bore them the curse?
 

And e’en such art thou knowing where thriveth the year,
 And good is all growing save thralldom and fear.
 

Nought such be our lovers’ hearts drawing anigh,
 While yet thy light hovers aloft in the sky.
 

Lo the seeker, the finder of Death in the Blade!
 What lips shall be kinder on lips of mine laid?
 

La he that hath driven back tribes of the South!
 Sweet-breathed is thine even, but sweeter his mouth.
 

Come back from the sea then, O sun! come aback,
 Look adown, look on me then, and ask what I lack!
 

Come many a morrow to gaze on the Dale,
 And if e’er thou seest sorrow remember its tale!
 

For ‘twill be of a story to tell how men died
 In the garnering of glory that no man may hide.
 

O sun sinking under!  O fragrance of earth!
 O heart!  O the wonder whence longing has birth!
 

So they sang, and the sun sank indeed; and amidst their singing the eve was still about them, though there came a happy murmur from the face of the meadows and the houses of the Thorp aloof.  But as their song fell they heard the sound of footsteps a many on the road; so they turned and stood with beating hearts in such order as when a band of the valiant draw together to meet many foes coming on them from all sides, and they stand back to back to face all comers.  And even therewith, their raiment gleaming amidst the gathering dusk, came on them the young men of the Dale newly delivered from the grief of war.

Then in very deed the fierce mouths of the raisers of the war-shout were kind on the faces of tender maidens.  Then went spear and axe and helm and shield clattering to the earth, as the arms of the new-comers went round about the bodies of the Brides, weary with the long day of sunshine, and glee and loving speech, and the maidens suffered the young men to lead them whither they would, and twilight began to draw round about them as the Maiden Band was sundered.

Some, they were led away westward down the Portway to the homesteads thereabout; and for divers of these the way was long to their halls, and they would have to wend over long stretches of dewy meadows, and hear the night-wind whisper in many a tree, and see the east begin to lighten with the dawn before they came to the lighted feast that awaited them.  But some turned up the Portway straight towards Burgstead; and short was their road to the halls where even now the lights were being kindled for their greeting.

As for the Sun-beam, she had been very quiet the day long, speaking as little as she might do, laughing not at all, and smiling for kindness’ sake rather than for merriment; and when the grooms came seeking their maidens, she withdrew herself from the band, and stood alone amidst the road nigher to Burgstead than they; and her heart beat hard, and her breath came short and quick, as though fear had caught her in its grip; and indeed for one moment of time she feared that he was not coming to her.  For he had gone with the other grooms to that gathered band, and had passed from one to the other, not finding her, till he had got him through the whole company, and beheld her awaiting him.  Then indeed he bounded toward her, and caught her by the hands, and then by the shoulders, and drew her to him, and she nothing loth; and in that while he said to her:

‘Come then, my friend; lo thou! they go each their own way toward the halls of their houses; and for thee have I chosen a way — a way over the foot-bridge yonder, and over the dewy meadows on this best even of the year.’

‘Nay, nay,’ she said, ‘it may not be.  Surely the Burgstead grooms look to thee to lead them to the gate; and surely in the House of the Face they look to see thee before any other.  Nay, Gold-mane, my dear, we must needs go by the Portway.’

He said: ‘We shall be home but a very little while after the first, for the way I tell of is as short as the Portway.  But hearken, my sweet!  When we are in the meadows we shall sit down for a minute on a bank under the chestnut trees, and thence watch the moon coming up over the southern cliffs.  And I shall behold thee in the summer night, and deem that I see all thy beauty; which yet shall make me dumb with wonder when I see it indeed in the house amongst the candles.’

‘O nay,’ she said, ‘by the Portway shall we go; the torch-bearers shall be abiding thee at the gate.’

Spake Face-of-god: ‘Then shall we rise up and wend first through a wide treeless meadow, wherein amidst the night we shall behold the kine moving about like odorous shadows; and through the greyness of the moonlight thou shalt deem that thou seest the pink colour of the eglantine blossoms, so fragrant they are.’

‘O nay,’ she said, ‘but it is meet that we go by the Portway.’

But he said: ‘Then from the wide meadow come we into a close of corn, and then into an orchard-close beyond it.  There in the ancient walnut-tree the owl sitteth breathing hard in the night-time; but thou shalt not hear him for the joy of the nightingales singing from the apple-trees of the close.  Then from out of the shadowed orchard shall we come into the open town-meadow, and over its daisies shall the moonlight be lying in a grey flood of brightness.

‘Short is the way across it to the brim of the Weltering Water, and across the water lieth the fair garden of the Face; and I have dight for thee there a little boat to waft us across the night-dark waters, that shall be like wavering flames of white fire where the moon smites them, and like the void of all things where the shadows hang over them.  There then shall we be in the garden, beholding how the hall-windows are yellow, and hearkening the sound of the hall-glee borne across the flowers and blending with the voice of the nightingales in the trees.  There then shall we go along the grass paths whereby the pinks and the cloves and the lavender are sending forth their fragrance, to cheer us, who faint at the scent of the over-worn roses, and the honey-sweetness of the lilies.

‘All this is for thee, and for nought but for thee this even; and many a blossom whereof thou knowest nought shall grieve if thy foot tread not thereby to-night; if the path of thy wedding which I have made, be void of thee, on the even of the Chamber of Love.

‘But lo! at last at the garden’s end is the yew-walk arched over for thee, and thou canst not see whereby to enter it; but I, I know it, and I lead thee into and along the dark tunnel through the moonlight, and thine hand is not weary of mine as we go.  But at the end shall we come to a wicket, which shall bring us out by the gable-end of the Hall of the Face.  Turn we about its corner then, and there are we blinking on the torches of the torch-bearers, and the candles through the open door, and the hall ablaze with light and full of joyous clamour, like the bale-fire in the dark night kindled on a ness above the sea by fisher-folk remembering the Gods.’

‘O nay,’ she said, ‘but by the Portway must we go; the straightest way to the Gate of Burgstead.’

In vain she spake, and knew not what she said; for even as he was speaking he led her away, and her feet went as her will went, rather than her words; and even as she said that last word she set her foot on the first board of the foot-bridge; and she turned aback one moment, and saw the long line of the rock-wall yet glowing with the last of the sunset of midsummer, while as she turned again, lo! before her the moon just beginning to lift himself above the edge of the southern cliffs, and betwixt her and him all Burgdale, and Face-of-god moreover.

Thus then they crossed the bridge into the green meadows, and through the closes and into the garden of the Face and unto the Hall-door; and other brides and grooms were there before them (for six grooms had brought home brides to the House of the Face); but none deemed it amiss in the War-leader of the folk and the love that had led him.  And old Stone-face said: ‘Too many are the rows of bee-skeps in the gardens of the Dale that we should begrudge wayward lovers an hour’s waste of candle-light.’

So at last those twain went up the sun-bright Hall hand in hand in all their loveliness, and up on to the daïs, and stood together by the middle seat; and the tumult of the joy of the kindred was hushed for a while as they saw that there was speech in the mouth of the War-leader.

Then he spread his hands abroad before them all and cried out: ‘How then have I kept mine oath, whereas I swore on the Holy Boar to wed the fairest woman of the world?’

A mighty shout went rattling about the timbers of the roof in answer to his word; and they that looked up to the gable of the Hall said that they saw the ray-ringed image of the God smile with joy over the gathered folk.

But spake Iron-face unheard amidst the clamour of the Hall: ‘How fares it now with my darling and my daughter, who dwelleth amongst strangers in the land beyond the wild-wood?’






  








CHAPTER LIX.  THE BEHEST OF FACE-OF-GOD TO THE BRIDE ACCOMPLISHED: A MOTE-STEAD APPOINTED FOR THE THREE FOLKS, TO WIT, THE MEN OF BURGDALE, THE SHEPHERDS, AND THE CHILDREN OF THE WOLF.
 

Three years and two months thereafter, three hours after noon in the days of early autumn, came a wain tilted over with precious webs of cloth, and drawn by eight white oxen, into the Market-place of Silver-stead: two score and ten of spearmen of the tallest, clad in goodly war-gear, went beside it, and much people of Silver-dale thronged about them.  The wain stayed at the foot of the stair that led up to the door of the Mote-house, and there lighted down therefrom a woman goodly of fashion, with wide grey eyes, and face and hands brown with the sun’s burning.  She had a helm on her head and a sword girt to her side, and in her arms she bore a yearling child.

And there was come Bow-may with the second man-child born to Face-of-god.

She stayed not amidst the wondering folk, but hastened up the stair, which she had once seen running with the blood of men: the door was open, and she went in and walked straight-way, with the babe in her arms, up the great Hall to the daïs.

There were men on the daïs: amidmost sat Folk-might, little changed since the last day she had seen him, yet fairer, she deemed, than of old time; and her heart went forth to meet the Chieftain of her Folk, and the glad tears started in her eyes and ran down her cheeks as she drew near to him.

By his side sat the Bride, and her also Bow-may deemed to have waxed goodlier.  Both she and Folk-might knew Bow-may ere she had gone half the length of the hall; and the Bride rose up in her place and cried out Bow-may’s name joyously.

With these were sitting the elders of the Wolf and the Woodlanders, the more part of whom Bow-may knew well.

On the daïs also stood aside a score of men weaponed, and looking as if they were awaiting the word which should send them forth on some errand.

Now stood up Folk-might and said: ‘Fair greeting and love to my friend and the daughter of my Folk!  How farest thou, Bow-may, best of all friendly women?  How fareth my sister, and Face-of-god my brother? and how is it with our friends and helpers in the goodly Dale?’

Said Bow-may: ‘It is well both with all those and with me; and my heart laughs to see thee, Folk-might, and to look on the elders of the valiant, and our lovely sister the Bride.  But I have a message for thee from Face-of-god: wilt thou that I deliver it here?’

‘Yea surely,’ said Folk-might, and came forth and took her hand, and kissed her cheeks and her mouth.  The Bride also came forth and cast her arms about her, and kissed her; and they led her between them to a seat on the daïs beside Folk-might.

But all men looked on the child in her arms and wondered what it was.  But Bow-may took the babe, which was both fair and great, and set it on the knees of the Bride, and said:

‘Thus saith Face-of-god: “Friend and kinswoman, well-beloved playmate, the gift which thou badest of me in sorrow do thou now take in joy, and do all the good thou wouldest to the son of thy friend.  The ring which I gave thee once in the garden of the Face, give thou to Bow-may, my trusty and well-beloved, in token of the fulfilment of my behest.”’

Then the Bride kissed Bow-may again, and fell to fondling of the child, which was loth to leave Bow-may.

But she spake again: ‘To thee also, Folk-might, I have a message from Face-of-god, who saith: “Mighty warrior, friend and fellow, all things thrive with us, and we are happy.  Yet is there a hollow place in our hearts which grieveth us, and only thou and thine may amend it.  Though whiles we hear tell of thee, yet we see thee not, and fain were we, might we see thee, and wot if the said tales be true.  Wilt thou help us somewhat herein, or wilt thou leave us all the labour?  For sure we be that thou wilt not say that thou rememberest us no more, and that thy love for us is departed.”  This is his message, Folk-might, and he would have an answer from thee.’

Then laughed Folk-might and said: ‘Sister Bow-may, seest thou these weaponed men hereby?’

‘Yea,’ she said.

Said he: ‘These men bear a message with them to Face-of-god my brother.  Crow the Shaft-speeder, stand forth and tell thy friend Bow-may the message I have set in thy mouth, every word of it.’

Then Crow stood forth and greeted Bow-may friendly, and said: ‘Friend Bow-may, this is the message of our Alderman: “Friend and helper, in the Dale which thou hast given to us do all things thrive; neither are we grown old in three years’ wearing, nor are our memories worsened.  We long sore to see you and give you guesting in Silver-dale, and one day that shall befall.  Meanwhile, know this: that we of the Wolf and the Woodland, mindful of the earth that bore us, and the pit whence we were digged, have a mind to go see Shadowy Vale once in every three years, and there to hold high-tide in the ancient Hall of the Wolf, and sit in the Doom-ring of our Fathers.  But since ye have joined yourselves to us in battle, and have given us this Dale, our health and wealth, without price and without reward, we deem you our very brethren, and small shall be our hall-glee, and barren shall our Doom-ring seem to us, unless ye sit there beside us.  Come then, that we may rejoice each other by the sight of face and sound of voice; that we may speak together of matters that concern our welfare; so that we three Kindreds may become one Folk.  And if this seem good to you, know that we shall be in Shadowy Vale in a half-month’s wearing.  Grieve us not by forbearing to come.”  Lo, Bow-may, this is the message, and I have learned it well, for well it pleaseth me to bear it.’

Then said Folk-might: ‘What say’st thou to the message, Bow-may?’

‘It is good in all ways,’ said she, ‘but is it timely?  May our folk have the message and get to Shadowy Vale, so as to meet you there?’

‘Yea surely,’ said Folk-might, ‘for our kinsmen here shall take the road through Shadowy Vale, and in four days’ time they shall be in Burgdale, and as thou wottest, it is scant a two days’ journey thence to Shadowy Vale.’

Therewith he turned to those men again, and said: ‘Kinsman Crow, depart now, and use all diligence with thy message.’

So the messengers began to stir; but Bow-may cried out: ‘Ho!  Folk-might, my friend, I perceive thou art little changed from the man I knew in Shadowy Vale, who would have his dinner before the fowl were plucked.  For shall I not go back with these thy messengers, so that I also may get all ready to wend to the Mote-house of Shadowy Vale?’

But the Bride looked kindly on her, and laughed and said: ‘Sister Bow-may, his meaning is that thou shouldest abide here in Silver-dale till we depart for the Folk-thing, and then go thither with us; and this I also pray thee to do, that thou mayst rejoice the hearts of thine old friends; and also that thou mayst teach me all that I should know concerning this fair child of my brother and my sister.’

And she looked on her so kindly as she caressed the babe, that Bow-may’s heart melted, and she cried out:

‘Would that I might never depart from the house wherein thou dwellest, O Bride of my Kinsman!  And this that thou biddest me is easy and pleasant for me to do.  But afterwards I must get me back to Burgdale; for I seem to have left much there that calleth for me.’

‘Yea,’ said Folk-might, ‘and art thou wedded, Bow-may?  Shalt thou never bend the yew in battle again?’

Said Bow-may soberly: ‘Who knoweth, chieftain?  Yea, I am wedded now these two years; and nought I looked for less when I followed those twain through the wild-wood to Burgdale.’

She sighed therewith, and said: ‘In all the Dale there is no better man of his hands than my man, nor any goodlier to look on, and he is even that Hart of Highcliff whom thou knowest well, O Bride!’

Said the Bride: ‘Thou sayest sooth, there is no better man in the Dale.’

Said Bow-may: ‘Sun-beam bade me wed him when he pressed hard upon me.’  She stayed awhile, and then said: ‘Face-of-god also deemed I should not naysay the man; and now my son by him is of like age to this little one.’

‘Good is thy story,’ said Folk-might; ‘or deemest thou, Bow-may, that such strong and goodly women as thou, and women so kind and friendly, should forbear the wedding and the bringing forth of children?  Yea, and we who may even yet have to gather to another field before we die, and fight for life and the goods of life.’

‘Thou sayest well,’ she said; ‘all that hath befallen me is good since the day whereon I loosed shaft from the break of the bent over yonder.’

Therewith she fell a-musing, and made as though she were hearkening to the soft voice of the Bride caressing the new-come baby; but in sooth neither heard nor saw what was going on about her, for her thoughts were in bygone days.  Howbeit presently she came to herself again, and fell to asking many questions concerning Silver-dale and the kindred, and those who had once been thralls of the Dusky Men; and they answered all duly, and told her the whole story of the Dale since the Day of the Victory.

So Bow-may and the carles who had come with her abode for that half-month in Silver-dale, guested in all love by the folk thereof, both the kindreds and the poor folk.  And Bow-may deemed that the Bride loved Face-of-god’s child little less than her own, whereof she had two, a man and a woman; and thereat was she full of joy, since she knew that Face-of-god and the Sun-beam would be fain thereof.

Thereafter, when the time was come, fared Folk-might and the Bride, and many of the elders and warriors of the Wolf and the Woodland, to Shadowy Vale; and Dallach and the best of Rose-dale went with them, being so bidden; and Bow-may and her following, according to the word of the Bride.  And in Shadowy Vale they met Face-of-god and Alderman Iron-face, and the chiefs of Burgdale and the Shepherds, and many others; and great joy there was at the meeting.  And the Sun-beam remembered the word which she spoke to Face-of-god when first he came to Shadowy Vale, that she would be wishful to see again the dwelling wherein she had passed through so much joy and sorrow of her younger days.  But if anyone were fain of this meeting, the Alderman was glad above all, when he took the Bride once more in his arms, and caressed her whom he had deemed should be a very daughter of his House.

Now telleth the tale of all these kindreds, to wit, the Men of Burgdale and the Sheepcotes; and the Children of the Wolf, and the Woodlanders, and the Men of Rose-dale, that they were friends henceforth, and became as one Folk, for better or worse, in peace and in war, in waning and waxing; and that whatsoever befell them, they ever held Shadowy Vale a holy place, and for long and long after they met there in mid-autumn, and held converse and counsel together.

No more as now telleth the tale of these Kindreds and Folks, but maketh an ending.






  

NEWS FROM NOWHERE
 


 

OR, AN EPOCH OF REST BEING SOME CHAPTERS FROM A UTOPIAN ROMANCE 
 

News From Nowhere is probably Morris’ best-known work. Originally published in 1890 as a serial in Commonweal, it is a utopian novel, in which the Victorian protagonist and narrator, William Guest, finds himself transported into a future London. Touring the capital and the neighbouring countryside, Guest learns that England has developed into an idyllic socialist community based on principles of common ownership of land and property. 

The story is a full and persuasive argument in favour of Morris’ own brand of socialism — a return to what he saw as a mediaeval ideal of an agrarian society that functions simply because the people find pleasure in nature and therefore, as a result, pleasure in their work. The logical consequence of this self-sustaining, co-operative society, Morris argues, is an end to private property, big cities, authority, monetary systems, divorce, courts, prisons, and class systems.

An important part of the novel’s argument is that socialism will entail not only the abolishment of private property, but also of the divisions between art, life, and work. It is through this idea that Morris tackles one of the most common criticisms of socialism; the supposed lack of incentive to work in a communistic society. Morris’ response is that all work should be creative and pleasurable. This differs from many major Socialist thinkers, who tend to assume that while work is a necessary evil, a well-planned equal society can reduce the amount of work needed to be done by each worker. It was in response to a novel propounding just this sort of ‘state socialism’ (Looking Backward by Edward Bellamy) that the novel was written — and Morris’ review of that novel contains many ideas about an ideal future state, which are expanded upon in News From Nowhere.
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CHAPTER I: DISCUSSION AND BED
 

Up at the League, says a friend, there had been one night a brisk conversational discussion, as to what would happen on the Morrow of the Revolution, finally shading off into a vigorous statement by various friends of their views on the future of the fully-developed new society.

Says our friend: Considering the subject, the discussion was good-tempered; for those present being used to public meetings and after-lecture debates, if they did not listen to each others’ opinions (which could scarcely be expected of them), at all events did not always attempt to speak all together, as is the custom of people in ordinary polite society when conversing on a subject which interests them.  For the rest, there were six persons present, and consequently six sections of the party were represented, four of which had strong but divergent Anarchist opinions.  One of the sections, says our friend, a man whom he knows very well indeed, sat almost silent at the beginning of the discussion, but at last got drawn into it, and finished by roaring out very loud, and damning all the rest for fools; after which befel a period of noise, and then a lull, during which the aforesaid section, having said good-night very amicably, took his way home by himself to a western suburb, using the means of travelling which civilisation has forced upon us like a habit.  As he sat in that vapour-bath of hurried and discontented humanity, a carriage of the underground railway, he, like others, stewed discontentedly, while in self-reproachful mood he turned over the many excellent and conclusive arguments which, though they lay at his fingers’ ends, he had forgotten in the just past discussion.  But this frame of mind he was so used to, that it didn’t last him long, and after a brief discomfort, caused by disgust with himself for having lost his temper (which he was also well used to), he found himself musing on the subject-matter of discussion, but still discontentedly and unhappily.  “If I could but see a day of it,” he said to himself; “if I could but see it!”

As he formed the words, the train stopped at his station, five minutes’ walk from his own house, which stood on the banks of the Thames, a little way above an ugly suspension bridge.  He went out of the station, still discontented and unhappy, muttering “If I could but see it! if I could but see it!” but had not gone many steps towards the river before (says our friend who tells the story) all that discontent and trouble seemed to slip off him.

It was a beautiful night of early winter, the air just sharp enough to be refreshing after the hot room and the stinking railway carriage.  The wind, which had lately turned a point or two north of west, had blown the sky clear of all cloud save a light fleck or two which went swiftly down the heavens.  There was a young moon halfway up the sky, and as the home-farer caught sight of it, tangled in the branches of a tall old elm, he could scarce bring to his mind the shabby London suburb where he was, and he felt as if he were in a pleasant country place — pleasanter, indeed, than the deep country was as he had known it.

He came right down to the river-side, and lingered a little, looking over the low wall to note the moonlit river, near upon high water, go swirling and glittering up to Chiswick Eyot: as for the ugly bridge below, he did not notice it or think of it, except when for a moment (says our friend) it struck him that he missed the row of lights down stream.  Then he turned to his house door and let himself in; and even as he shut the door to, disappeared all remembrance of that brilliant logic and foresight which had so illuminated the recent discussion; and of the discussion itself there remained no trace, save a vague hope, that was now become a pleasure, for days of peace and rest, and cleanness and smiling goodwill.

In this mood he tumbled into bed, and fell asleep after his wont, in two minutes’ time; but (contrary to his wont) woke up again not long after in that curiously wide-awake condition which sometimes surprises even good sleepers; a condition under which we feel all our wits preternaturally sharpened, while all the miserable muddles we have ever got into, all the disgraces and losses of our lives, will insist on thrusting themselves forward for the consideration of those sharpened wits.

In this state he lay (says our friend) till he had almost begun to enjoy it: till the tale of his stupidities amused him, and the entanglements before him, which he saw so clearly, began to shape themselves into an amusing story for him.

He heard one o’clock strike, then two and then three; after which he fell asleep again.  Our friend says that from that sleep he awoke once more, and afterwards went through such surprising adventures that he thinks that they should be told to our comrades, and indeed the public in general, and therefore proposes to tell them now.  But, says he, I think it would be better if I told them in the first person, as if it were myself who had gone through them; which, indeed, will be the easier and more natural to me, since I understand the feelings and desires of the comrade of whom I am telling better than any one else in the world does.






  








CHAPTER II: A MORNING BATH
 

Well, I awoke, and found that I had kicked my bedclothes off; and no wonder, for it was hot and the sun shining brightly.  I jumped up and washed and hurried on my clothes, but in a hazy and half-awake condition, as if I had slept for a long, long while, and could not shake off the weight of slumber.  In fact, I rather took it for granted that I was at home in my own room than saw that it was so.

When I was dressed, I felt the place so hot that I made haste to get out of the room and out of the house; and my first feeling was a delicious relief caused by the fresh air and pleasant breeze; my second, as I began to gather my wits together, mere measureless wonder: for it was winter when I went to bed the last night, and now, by witness of the river-side trees, it was summer, a beautiful bright morning seemingly of early June.  However, there was still the Thames sparkling under the sun, and near high water, as last night I had seen it gleaming under the moon.

I had by no means shaken off the feeling of oppression, and wherever I might have been should scarce have been quite conscious of the place; so it was no wonder that I felt rather puzzled in despite of the familiar face of the Thames.  Withal I felt dizzy and queer; and remembering that people often got a boat and had a swim in mid-stream, I thought I would do no less.  It seems very early, quoth I to myself, but I daresay I shall find someone at Biffin’s to take me.  However, I didn’t get as far as Biffin’s, or even turn to my left thitherward, because just then I began to see that there was a landing-stage right before me in front of my house: in fact, on the place where my next-door neighbour had rigged one up, though somehow it didn’t look like that either.  Down I went on to it, and sure enough among the empty boats moored to it lay a man on his sculls in a solid-looking tub of a boat clearly meant for bathers.  He nodded to me, and bade me good-morning as if he expected me, so I jumped in without any words, and he paddled away quietly as I peeled for my swim.  As we went, I looked down on the water, and couldn’t help saying — 

“How clear the water is this morning!”

“Is it?” said he; “I didn’t notice it.  You know the flood-tide always thickens it a bit.”

“H’m,” said I, “I have seen it pretty muddy even at half-ebb.”

He said nothing in answer, but seemed rather astonished; and as he now lay just stemming the tide, and I had my clothes off, I jumped in without more ado.  Of course when I had my head above water again I turned towards the tide, and my eyes naturally sought for the bridge, and so utterly astonished was I by what I saw, that I forgot to strike out, and went spluttering under water again, and when I came up made straight for the boat; for I felt that I must ask some questions of my waterman, so bewildering had been the half-sight I had seen from the face of the river with the water hardly out of my eyes; though by this time I was quit of the slumbrous and dizzy feeling, and was wide-awake and clear-headed.

As I got in up the steps which he had lowered, and he held out his hand to help me, we went drifting speedily up towards Chiswick; but now he caught up the sculls and brought her head round again, and said— “A short swim, neighbour; but perhaps you find the water cold this morning, after your journey.  Shall I put you ashore at once, or would you like to go down to Putney before breakfast?”

He spoke in a way so unlike what I should have expected from a Hammersmith waterman, that I stared at him, as I answered, “Please to hold her a little; I want to look about me a bit.”

“All right,” he said; “it’s no less pretty in its way here than it is off Barn Elms; it’s jolly everywhere this time in the morning.  I’m glad you got up early; it’s barely five o’clock yet.”

If I was astonished with my sight of the river banks, I was no less astonished at my waterman, now that I had time to look at him and see him with my head and eyes clear.

He was a handsome young fellow, with a peculiarly pleasant and friendly look about his eyes, — an expression which was quite new to me then, though I soon became familiar with it.  For the rest, he was dark-haired and berry-brown of skin, well-knit and strong, and obviously used to exercising his muscles, but with nothing rough or coarse about him, and clean as might be.  His dress was not like any modern work-a-day clothes I had seen, but would have served very well as a costume for a picture of fourteenth century life: it was of dark blue cloth, simple enough, but of fine web, and without a stain on it.  He had a brown leather belt round his waist, and I noticed that its clasp was of damascened steel beautifully wrought.  In short, he seemed to be like some specially manly and refined young gentleman, playing waterman for a spree, and I concluded that this was the case.

I felt that I must make some conversation; so I pointed to the Surrey bank, where I noticed some light plank stages running down the foreshore, with windlasses at the landward end of them, and said, “What are they doing with those things here?  If we were on the Tay, I should have said that they were for drawing the salmon nets; but here—”

“Well,” said he, smiling, “of course that is what they are for.  Where there are salmon, there are likely to be salmon-nets, Tay or Thames; but of course they are not always in use; we don’t want salmon every day of the season.”

I was going to say, “But is this the Thames?” but held my peace in my wonder, and turned my bewildered eyes eastward to look at the bridge again, and thence to the shores of the London river; and surely there was enough to astonish me.  For though there was a bridge across the stream and houses on its banks, how all was changed from last night!  The soap-works with their smoke-vomiting chimneys were gone; the engineer’s works gone; the lead-works gone; and no sound of rivetting and hammering came down the west wind from Thorneycroft’s.  Then the bridge!  I had perhaps dreamed of such a bridge, but never seen such an one out of an illuminated manuscript; for not even the Ponte Vecchio at Florence came anywhere near it.  It was of stone arches, splendidly solid, and as graceful as they were strong; high enough also to let ordinary river traffic through easily.  Over the parapet showed quaint and fanciful little buildings, which I supposed to be booths or shops, beset with painted and gilded vanes and spirelets.  The stone was a little weathered, but showed no marks of the grimy sootiness which I was used to on every London building more than a year old.  In short, to me a wonder of a bridge.

The sculler noted my eager astonished look, and said, as if in answer to my thoughts — 

“Yes, it is a pretty bridge, isn’t it?  Even the up-stream bridges, which are so much smaller, are scarcely daintier, and the down-stream ones are scarcely more dignified and stately.”

I found myself saying, almost against my will, “How old is it?”

“Oh, not very old,” he said; “it was built or at least opened, in 2003.  There used to be a rather plain timber bridge before then.”

The date shut my mouth as if a key had been turned in a padlock fixed to my lips; for I saw that something inexplicable had happened, and that if I said much, I should be mixed up in a game of cross questions and crooked answers.  So I tried to look unconcerned, and to glance in a matter-of-course way at the banks of the river, though this is what I saw up to the bridge and a little beyond; say as far as the site of the soap-works.  Both shores had a line of very pretty houses, low and not large, standing back a little way from the river; they were mostly built of red brick and roofed with tiles, and looked, above all, comfortable, and as if they were, so to say, alive, and sympathetic with the life of the dwellers in them.  There was a continuous garden in front of them, going down to the water’s edge, in which the flowers were now blooming luxuriantly, and sending delicious waves of summer scent over the eddying stream.  Behind the houses, I could see great trees rising, mostly planes, and looking down the water there were the reaches towards Putney almost as if they were a lake with a forest shore, so thick were the big trees; and I said aloud, but as if to myself — 

“Well, I’m glad that they have not built over Barn Elms.”

I blushed for my fatuity as the words slipped out of my mouth, and my companion looked at me with a half smile which I thought I understood; so to hide my confusion I said, “Please take me ashore now: I want to get my breakfast.”

He nodded, and brought her head round with a sharp stroke, and in a trice we were at the landing-stage again.  He jumped out and I followed him; and of course I was not surprised to see him wait, as if for the inevitable after-piece that follows the doing of a service to a fellow-citizen.  So I put my hand into my waistcoat-pocket, and said, “How much?” though still with the uncomfortable feeling that perhaps I was offering money to a gentleman.

He looked puzzled, and said, “How much?  I don’t quite understand what you are asking about.  Do you mean the tide?  If so, it is close on the turn now.”

I blushed, and said, stammering, “Please don’t take it amiss if I ask you; I mean no offence: but what ought I to pay you?  You see I am a stranger, and don’t know your customs — or your coins.”

And therewith I took a handful of money out of my pocket, as one does in a foreign country.  And by the way, I saw that the silver had oxydised, and was like a blackleaded stove in colour.

He still seemed puzzled, but not at all offended; and he looked at the coins with some curiosity.  I thought, Well after all, he is a waterman, and is considering what he may venture to take.  He seems such a nice fellow that I’m sure I don’t grudge him a little over-payment.  I wonder, by the way, whether I couldn’t hire him as a guide for a day or two, since he is so intelligent.

Therewith my new friend said thoughtfully:

“I think I know what you mean.  You think that I have done you a service; so you feel yourself bound to give me something which I am not to give to a neighbour, unless he has done something special for me.  I have heard of this kind of thing; but pardon me for saying, that it seems to us a troublesome and roundabout custom; and we don’t know how to manage it.  And you see this ferrying and giving people casts about the water is my business, which I would do for anybody; so to take gifts in connection with it would look very queer.  Besides, if one person gave me something, then another might, and another, and so on; and I hope you won’t think me rude if I say that I shouldn’t know where to stow away so many mementos of friendship.”

And he laughed loud and merrily, as if the idea of being paid for his work was a very funny joke.  I confess I began to be afraid that the man was mad, though he looked sane enough; and I was rather glad to think that I was a good swimmer, since we were so close to a deep swift stream.  However, he went on by no means like a madman:

“As to your coins, they are curious, but not very old; they seem to be all of the reign of Victoria; you might give them to some scantily-furnished museum.  Ours has enough of such coins, besides a fair number of earlier ones, many of which are beautiful, whereas these nineteenth century ones are so beastly ugly, ain’t they?  We have a piece of Edward III., with the king in a ship, and little leopards and fleurs-de-lys all along the gunwale, so delicately worked.  You see,” he said, with something of a smirk, “I am fond of working in gold and fine metals; this buckle here is an early piece of mine.”

No doubt I looked a little shy of him under the influence of that doubt as to his sanity.  So he broke off short, and said in a kind voice:

“But I see that I am boring you, and I ask your pardon.  For, not to mince matters, I can tell that you are a stranger, and must come from a place very unlike England.  But also it is clear that it won’t do to overdose you with information about this place, and that you had best suck it in little by little.  Further, I should take it as very kind in you if you would allow me to be the showman of our new world to you, since you have stumbled on me first.  Though indeed it will be a mere kindness on your part, for almost anybody would make as good a guide, and many much better.”

There certainly seemed no flavour in him of Colney Hatch; and besides I thought I could easily shake him off if it turned out that he really was mad; so I said:

“It is a very kind offer, but it is difficult for me to accept it, unless—”  I was going to say, Unless you will let me pay you properly; but fearing to stir up Colney Hatch again, I changed the sentence into, “I fear I shall be taking you away from your work — or your amusement.”

“O,” he said, “don’t trouble about that, because it will give me an opportunity of doing a good turn to a friend of mine, who wants to take my work here.  He is a weaver from Yorkshire, who has rather overdone himself between his weaving and his mathematics, both indoor work, you see; and being a great friend of mine, he naturally came to me to get him some outdoor work.  If you think you can put up with me, pray take me as your guide.”

He added presently: “It is true that I have promised to go up-stream to some special friends of mine, for the hay-harvest; but they won’t be ready for us for more than a week: and besides, you might go with me, you know, and see some very nice people, besides making notes of our ways in Oxfordshire.  You could hardly do better if you want to see the country.”

I felt myself obliged to thank him, whatever might come of it; and he added eagerly:

“Well, then, that’s settled.  I will give my friend call; he is living in the Guest House like you, and if he isn’t up yet, he ought to be this fine summer morning.”

Therewith he took a little silver bugle-horn from his girdle and blew two or three sharp but agreeable notes on it; and presently from the house which stood on the site of my old dwelling (of which more hereafter) another young man came sauntering towards us.  He was not so well-looking or so strongly made as my sculler friend, being sandy-haired, rather pale, and not stout-built; but his face was not wanting in that happy and friendly expression which I had noticed in his friend.  As he came up smiling towards us, I saw with pleasure that I must give up the Colney Hatch theory as to the waterman, for no two madmen ever behaved as they did before a sane man.  His dress also was of the same cut as the first man’s, though somewhat gayer, the surcoat being light green with a golden spray embroidered on the breast, and his belt being of filagree silver-work.

He gave me good-day very civilly, and greeting his friend joyously, said:

“Well, Dick, what is it this morning?  Am I to have my work, or rather your work?  I dreamed last night that we were off up the river fishing.”

“All right, Bob,” said my sculler; “you will drop into my place, and if you find it too much, there is George Brightling on the look out for a stroke of work, and he lives close handy to you.  But see, here is a stranger who is willing to amuse me to-day by taking me as his guide about our country-side, and you may imagine I don’t want to lose the opportunity; so you had better take to the boat at once.  But in any case I shouldn’t have kept you out of it for long, since I am due in the hay-fields in a few days.”

The newcomer rubbed his hands with glee, but turning to me, said in a friendly voice:

“Neighbour, both you and friend Dick are lucky, and will have a good time to-day, as indeed I shall too.  But you had better both come in with me at once and get something to eat, lest you should forget your dinner in your amusement.  I suppose you came into the Guest House after I had gone to bed last night?”

I nodded, not caring to enter into a long explanation which would have led to nothing, and which in truth by this time I should have begun to doubt myself.  And we all three turned toward the door of the Guest House.






  








CHAPTER III: THE GUEST HOUSE AND BREAKFAST THEREIN
 

I lingered a little behind the others to have a stare at this house, which, as I have told you, stood on the site of my old dwelling.

It was a longish building with its gable ends turned away from the road, and long traceried windows coming rather low down set in the wall that faced us.  It was very handsomely built of red brick with a lead roof; and high up above the windows there ran a frieze of figure subjects in baked clay, very well executed, and designed with a force and directness which I had never noticed in modern work before.  The subjects I recognised at once, and indeed was very particularly familiar with them.

However, all this I took in in a minute; for we were presently within doors, and standing in a hall with a floor of marble mosaic and an open timber roof.  There were no windows on the side opposite to the river, but arches below leading into chambers, one of which showed a glimpse of a garden beyond, and above them a long space of wall gaily painted (in fresco, I thought) with similar subjects to those of the frieze outside; everything about the place was handsome and generously solid as to material; and though it was not very large (somewhat smaller than Crosby Hall perhaps), one felt in it that exhilarating sense of space and freedom which satisfactory architecture always gives to an unanxious man who is in the habit of using his eyes.

In this pleasant place, which of course I knew to be the hall of the Guest House, three young women were flitting to and fro.  As they were the first of the sex I had seen on this eventful morning, I naturally looked at them very attentively, and found them at least as good as the gardens, the architecture, and the male men.  As to their dress, which of course I took note of, I should say that they were decently veiled with drapery, and not bundled up with millinery; that they were clothed like women, not upholstered like armchairs, as most women of our time are.  In short, their dress was somewhat between that of the ancient classical costume and the simpler forms of the fourteenth century garments, though it was clearly not an imitation of either: the materials were light and gay to suit the season.  As to the women themselves, it was pleasant indeed to see them, they were so kind and happy-looking in expression of face, so shapely and well-knit of body, and thoroughly healthy-looking and strong.  All were at least comely, and one of them very handsome and regular of feature.  They came up to us at once merrily and without the least affectation of shyness, and all three shook hands with me as if I were a friend newly come back from a long journey: though I could not help noticing that they looked askance at my garments; for I had on my clothes of last night, and at the best was never a dressy person.

A word or two from Robert the weaver, and they bustled about on our behoof, and presently came and took us by the hands and led us to a table in the pleasantest corner of the hall, where our breakfast was spread for us; and, as we sat down, one of them hurried out by the chambers aforesaid, and came back again in a little while with a great bunch of roses, very different in size and quality to what Hammersmith had been wont to grow, but very like the produce of an old country garden.  She hurried back thence into the buttery, and came back once more with a delicately made glass, into which she put the flowers and set them down in the midst of our table.  One of the others, who had run off also, then came back with a big cabbage-leaf filled with strawberries, some of them barely ripe, and said as she set them on the table, “There, now; I thought of that before I got up this morning; but looking at the stranger here getting into your boat, Dick, put it out of my head; so that I was not before all the blackbirds: however, there are a few about as good as you will get them anywhere in Hammersmith this morning.”

Robert patted her on the head in a friendly manner; and we fell to on our breakfast, which was simple enough, but most delicately cooked, and set on the table with much daintiness.  The bread was particularly good, and was of several different kinds, from the big, rather close, dark-coloured, sweet-tasting farmhouse loaf, which was most to my liking, to the thin pipe-stems of wheaten crust, such as I have eaten in Turin.

As I was putting the first mouthfuls into my mouth my eye caught a carved and gilded inscription on the panelling, behind what we should have called the High Table in an Oxford college hall, and a familiar name in it forced me to read it through.  Thus it ran:

“Guests and neighbours, on the site of this Guest-hall once stood the lecture-room of the Hammersmith Socialists.  Drink a glass to the memory!  May 1962.”

It is difficult to tell you how I felt as I read these words, and I suppose my face showed how much I was moved, for both my friends looked curiously at me, and there was silence between us for a little while.

Presently the weaver, who was scarcely so well mannered a man as the ferryman, said to me rather awkwardly:

“Guest, we don’t know what to call you: is there any indiscretion in asking you your name?”

“Well,” said I, “I have some doubts about it myself; so suppose you call me Guest, which is a family name, you know, and add William to it if you please.”

Dick nodded kindly to me; but a shade of anxiousness passed over the weaver’s face, and he said— “I hope you don’t mind my asking, but would you tell me where you come from?  I am curious about such things for good reasons, literary reasons.”

Dick was clearly kicking him underneath the table; but he was not much abashed, and awaited my answer somewhat eagerly.  As for me, I was just going to blurt out “Hammersmith,” when I bethought me what an entanglement of cross purposes that would lead us into; so I took time to invent a lie with circumstance, guarded by a little truth, and said:

“You see, I have been such a long time away from Europe that things seem strange to me now; but I was born and bred on the edge of Epping Forest; Walthamstow and Woodford, to wit.”

“A pretty place, too,” broke in Dick; “a very jolly place, now that the trees have had time to grow again since the great clearing of houses in 1955.”

Quoth the irrepressible weaver: “Dear neighbour, since you knew the Forest some time ago, could you tell me what truth there is in the rumour that in the nineteenth century the trees were all pollards?”

This was catching me on my archæological natural-history side, and I fell into the trap without any thought of where and when I was; so I began on it, while one of the girls, the handsome one, who had been scattering little twigs of lavender and other sweet-smelling herbs about the floor, came near to listen, and stood behind me with her hand on my shoulder, in which she held some of the plant that I used to call balm: its strong sweet smell brought back to my mind my very early days in the kitchen-garden at Woodford, and the large blue plums which grew on the wall beyond the sweet-herb patch, — a connection of memories which all boys will see at once.

I started off: “When I was a boy, and for long after, except for a piece about Queen Elizabeth’s Lodge, and for the part about High Beech, the Forest was almost wholly made up of pollard hornbeams mixed with holly thickets.  But when the Corporation of London took it over about twenty-five years ago, the topping and lopping, which was a part of the old commoners’ rights, came to an end, and the trees were let to grow.  But I have not seen the place now for many years, except once, when we Leaguers went a pleasuring to High Beech.  I was very much shocked then to see how it was built-over and altered; and the other day we heard that the philistines were going to landscape-garden it.  But what you were saying about the building being stopped and the trees growing is only too good news; — only you know—”

At that point I suddenly remembered Dick’s date, and stopped short rather confused.  The eager weaver didn’t notice my confusion, but said hastily, as if he were almost aware of his breach of good manners, “But, I say, how old are you?”

Dick and the pretty girl both burst out laughing, as if Robert’s conduct were excusable on the grounds of eccentricity; and Dick said amidst his laughter:

“Hold hard, Bob; this questioning of guests won’t do.  Why, much learning is spoiling you.  You remind me of the radical cobblers in the silly old novels, who, according to the authors, were prepared to trample down all good manners in the pursuit of utilitarian knowledge.  The fact is, I begin to think that you have so muddled your head with mathematics, and with grubbing into those idiotic old books about political economy (he he!), that you scarcely know how to behave.  Really, it is about time for you to take to some open-air work, so that you may clear away the cobwebs from your brain.”

The weaver only laughed good-humouredly; and the girl went up to him and patted his cheek and said laughingly, “Poor fellow! he was born so.”

As for me, I was a little puzzled, but I laughed also, partly for company’s sake, and partly with pleasure at their unanxious happiness and good temper; and before Robert could make the excuse to me which he was getting ready, I said:

“But neighbours” (I had caught up that word), “I don’t in the least mind answering questions, when I can do so: ask me as many as you please; it’s fun for me.  I will tell you all about Epping Forest when I was a boy, if you please; and as to my age, I’m not a fine lady, you know, so why shouldn’t I tell you?  I’m hard on fifty-six.”

In spite of the recent lecture on good manners, the weaver could not help giving a long “whew” of astonishment, and the others were so amused by his naïveté that the merriment flitted all over their faces, though for courtesy’s sake they forbore actual laughter; while I looked from one to the other in a puzzled manner, and at last said:

“Tell me, please, what is amiss: you know I want to learn from you.  And please laugh; only tell me.”

Well, they did laugh, and I joined them again, for the above-stated reasons.  But at last the pretty woman said coaxingly — 

“Well, well, he is rude, poor fellow! but you see I may as well tell you what he is thinking about: he means that you look rather old for your age.  But surely there need be no wonder in that, since you have been travelling; and clearly from all you have been saying, in unsocial countries.  It has often been said, and no doubt truly, that one ages very quickly if one lives amongst unhappy people.  Also they say that southern England is a good place for keeping good looks.”  She blushed and said: “How old am I, do you think?”

“Well,” quoth I, “I have always been told that a woman is as old as she looks, so without offence or flattery, I should say that you were twenty.”

She laughed merrily, and said, “I am well served out for fishing for compliments, since I have to tell you the truth, to wit, that I am forty-two.”

I stared at her, and drew musical laughter from her again; but I might well stare, for there was not a careful line on her face; her skin was as smooth as ivory, her cheeks full and round, her lips as red as the roses she had brought in; her beautiful arms, which she had bared for her work, firm and well-knit from shoulder to wrist.  She blushed a little under my gaze, though it was clear that she had taken me for a man of eighty; so to pass it off I said — 

“Well, you see, the old saw is proved right again, and I ought not to have let you tempt me into asking you a rude question.”

She laughed again, and said: “Well, lads, old and young, I must get to my work now.  We shall be rather busy here presently; and I want to clear it off soon, for I began to read a pretty old book yesterday, and I want to get on with it this morning: so good-bye for the present.”

She waved a hand to us, and stepped lightly down the hall, taking (as Scott says) at least part of the sun from our table as she went.

When she was gone, Dick said “Now guest, won’t you ask a question or two of our friend here?  It is only fair that you should have your turn.”

“I shall be very glad to answer them,” said the weaver.

“If I ask you any questions, sir,” said I, “they will not be very severe; but since I hear that you are a weaver, I should like to ask you something about that craft, as I am — or was — interested in it.”

“Oh,” said he, “I shall not be of much use to you there, I’m afraid.  I only do the most mechanical kind of weaving, and am in fact but a poor craftsman, unlike Dick here.  Then besides the weaving, I do a little with machine printing and composing, though I am little use at the finer kinds of printing; and moreover machine printing is beginning to die out, along with the waning of the plague of book-making, so I have had to turn to other things that I have a taste for, and have taken to mathematics; and also I am writing a sort of antiquarian book about the peaceable and private history, so to say, of the end of the nineteenth century, — more for the sake of giving a picture of the country before the fighting began than for anything else.  That was why I asked you those questions about Epping Forest.  You have rather puzzled me, I confess, though your information was so interesting.  But later on, I hope, we may have some more talk together, when our friend Dick isn’t here.  I know he thinks me rather a grinder, and despises me for not being very deft with my hands: that’s the way nowadays.  From what I have read of the nineteenth century literature (and I have read a good deal), it is clear to me that this is a kind of revenge for the stupidity of that day, which despised everybody who could use his hands.  But Dick, old fellow, Ne quid nimis!  Don’t overdo it!”

“Come now,” said Dick, “am I likely to?  Am I not the most tolerant man in the world?  Am I not quite contented so long as you don’t make me learn mathematics, or go into your new science of æsthetics, and let me do a little practical æsthetics with my gold and steel, and the blowpipe and the nice little hammer?  But, hillo! here comes another questioner for you, my poor guest.  I say, Bob, you must help me to defend him now.”

“Here, Boffin,” he cried out, after a pause; “here we are, if you must have it!”

I looked over my shoulder, and saw something flash and gleam in the sunlight that lay across the hall; so I turned round, and at my ease saw a splendid figure slowly sauntering over the pavement; a man whose surcoat was embroidered most copiously as well as elegantly, so that the sun flashed back from him as if he had been clad in golden armour.  The man himself was tall, dark-haired, and exceedingly handsome, and though his face was no less kindly in expression than that of the others, he moved with that somewhat haughty mien which great beauty is apt to give to both men and women.  He came and sat down at our table with a smiling face, stretching out his long legs and hanging his arm over the chair in the slowly graceful way which tall and well-built people may use without affectation.  He was a man in the prime of life, but looked as happy as a child who has just got a new toy.  He bowed gracefully to me and said — 

“I see clearly that you are the guest, of whom Annie has just told me, who have come from some distant country that does not know of us, or our ways of life.  So I daresay you would not mind answering me a few questions; for you see—”

Here Dick broke in: “No, please, Boffin! let it alone for the present.  Of course you want the guest to be happy and comfortable; and how can that be if he has to trouble himself with answering all sorts of questions while he is still confused with the new customs and people about him?  No, no: I am going to take him where he can ask questions himself, and have them answered; that is, to my great-grandfather in Bloomsbury: and I am sure you can’t have anything to say against that.  So instead of bothering, you had much better go out to James Allen’s and get a carriage for me, as I shall drive him up myself; and please tell Jim to let me have the old grey, for I can drive a wherry much better than a carriage.  Jump up, old fellow, and don’t be disappointed; our guest will keep himself for you and your stories.”

I stared at Dick; for I wondered at his speaking to such a dignified-looking personage so familiarly, not to say curtly; for I thought that this Mr. Boffin, in spite of his well-known name out of Dickens, must be at the least a senator of these strange people.  However, he got up and said, “All right, old oar-wearer, whatever you like; this is not one of my busy days; and though” (with a condescending bow to me) “my pleasure of a talk with this learned guest is put off, I admit that he ought to see your worthy kinsman as soon as possible.  Besides, perhaps he will be the better able to answer my questions after his own have been answered.”

And therewith he turned and swung himself out of the hall.

When he was well gone, I said: “Is it wrong to ask what Mr. Boffin is? whose name, by the way, reminds me of many pleasant hours passed in reading Dickens.”

Dick laughed.  “Yes, yes,” said he, “as it does us.  I see you take the allusion.  Of course his real name is not Boffin, but Henry Johnson; we only call him Boffin as a joke, partly because he is a dustman, and partly because he will dress so showily, and get as much gold on him as a baron of the Middle Ages.  As why should he not if he likes? only we are his special friends, you know, so of course we jest with him.”

I held my tongue for some time after that; but Dick went on:

“He is a capital fellow, and you can’t help liking him; but he has a weakness: he will spend his time in writing reactionary novels, and is very proud of getting the local colour right, as he calls it; and as he thinks you come from some forgotten corner of the earth, where people are unhappy, and consequently interesting to a story-teller, he thinks he might get some information out of you.  O, he will be quite straightforward with you, for that matter.  Only for your own comfort beware of him!”

“Well, Dick,” said the weaver, doggedly, “I think his novels are very good.”

“Of course you do,” said Dick; “birds of a feather flock together; mathematics and antiquarian novels stand on much the same footing.  But here he comes again.”

And in effect the Golden Dustman hailed us from the hall-door; so we all got up and went into the porch, before which, with a strong grey horse in the shafts, stood a carriage ready for us which I could not help noticing.  It was light and handy, but had none of that sickening vulgarity which I had known as inseparable from the carriages of our time, especially the “elegant” ones, but was as graceful and pleasant in line as a Wessex waggon.  We got in, Dick and I.  The girls, who had come into the porch to see us off, waved their hands to us; the weaver nodded kindly; the dustman bowed as gracefully as a troubadour; Dick shook the reins, and we were off.






  








CHAPTER IV: A MARKET BY THE WAY
 

We turned away from the river at once, and were soon in the main road that runs through Hammersmith.  But I should have had no guess as to where I was, if I had not started from the waterside; for King Street was gone, and the highway ran through wide sunny meadows and garden-like tillage.  The Creek, which we crossed at once, had been rescued from its culvert, and as we went over its pretty bridge we saw its waters, yet swollen by the tide, covered with gay boats of different sizes.  There were houses about, some on the road, some amongst the fields with pleasant lanes leading down to them, and each surrounded by a teeming garden.  They were all pretty in design, and as solid as might be, but countryfied in appearance, like yeomen’s dwellings; some of them of red brick like those by the river, but more of timber and plaster, which were by the necessity of their construction so like mediæval houses of the same materials that I fairly felt as if I were alive in the fourteenth century; a sensation helped out by the costume of the people that we met or passed, in whose dress there was nothing “modern.”  Almost everybody was gaily dressed, but especially the women, who were so well-looking, or even so handsome, that I could scarcely refrain my tongue from calling my companion’s attention to the fact.  Some faces I saw that were thoughtful, and in these I noticed great nobility of expression, but none that had a glimmer of unhappiness, and the greater part (we came upon a good many people) were frankly and openly joyous.

I thought I knew the Broadway by the lie of the roads that still met there.  On the north side of the road was a range of buildings and courts, low, but very handsomely built and ornamented, and in that way forming a great contrast to the unpretentiousness of the houses round about; while above this lower building rose the steep lead-covered roof and the buttresses and higher part of the wall of a great hall, of a splendid and exuberant style of architecture, of which one can say little more than that it seemed to me to embrace the best qualities of the Gothic of northern Europe with those of the Saracenic and Byzantine, though there was no copying of any one of these styles.  On the other, the south side, of the road was an octagonal building with a high roof, not unlike the Baptistry at Florence in outline, except that it was surrounded by a lean-to that clearly made an arcade or cloisters to it: it also was most delicately ornamented.

This whole mass of architecture which we had come upon so suddenly from amidst the pleasant fields was not only exquisitely beautiful in itself, but it bore upon it the expression of such generosity and abundance of life that I was exhilarated to a pitch that I had never yet reached.  I fairly chuckled for pleasure.  My friend seemed to understand it, and sat looking on me with a pleased and affectionate interest.  We had pulled up amongst a crowd of carts, wherein sat handsome healthy-looking people, men, women, and children very gaily dressed, and which were clearly market carts, as they were full of very tempting-looking country produce.

I said, “I need not ask if this is a market, for I see clearly that it is; but what market is it that it is so splendid?  And what is the glorious hall there, and what is the building on the south side?”

“O,” said he, “it is just our Hammersmith market; and I am glad you like it so much, for we are really proud of it.  Of course the hall inside is our winter Mote-House; for in summer we mostly meet in the fields down by the river opposite Barn Elms.  The building on our right hand is our theatre: I hope you like it.”

“I should be a fool if I didn’t,” said I.

He blushed a little as he said: “I am glad of that, too, because I had a hand in it; I made the great doors, which are of damascened bronze.  We will look at them later in the day, perhaps: but we ought to be getting on now.  As to the market, this is not one of our busy days; so we shall do better with it another time, because you will see more people.”

I thanked him, and said: “Are these the regular country people?  What very pretty girls there are amongst them.”

As I spoke, my eye caught the face of a beautiful woman, tall, dark-haired, and white-skinned, dressed in a pretty light-green dress in honour of the season and the hot day, who smiled kindly on me, and more kindly still, I thought on Dick; so I stopped a minute, but presently went on:

“I ask because I do not see any of the country-looking people I should have expected to see at a market — I mean selling things there.”

“I don’t understand,” said he, “what kind of people you would expect to see; nor quite what you mean by ‘country’ people.  These are the neighbours, and that like they run in the Thames valley.  There are parts of these islands which are rougher and rainier than we are here, and there people are rougher in their dress; and they themselves are tougher and more hard-bitten than we are to look at.  But some people like their looks better than ours; they say they have more character in them — that’s the word.  Well, it’s a matter of taste. — Anyhow, the cross between us and them generally turns out well,” added he, thoughtfully.

I heard him, though my eyes were turned away from him, for that pretty girl was just disappearing through the gate with her big basket of early peas, and I felt that disappointed kind of feeling which overtakes one when one has seen an interesting or lovely face in the streets which one is never likely to see again; and I was silent a little.  At last I said: “What I mean is, that I haven’t seen any poor people about — not one.”

He knit his brows, looked puzzled, and said: “No, naturally; if anybody is poorly, he is likely to be within doors, or at best crawling about the garden: but I don’t know of any one sick at present.  Why should you expect to see poorly people on the road?”

“No, no,” I said; “I don’t mean sick people.  I mean poor people, you know; rough people.”

“No,” said he, smiling merrily, “I really do not know.  The fact is, you must come along quick to my great-grandfather, who will understand you better than I do.  Come on, Greylocks!”  Therewith he shook the reins, and we jogged along merrily eastward.






  








CHAPTER V: CHILDREN ON THE ROAD
 

Past the Broadway there were fewer houses on either side.  We presently crossed a pretty little brook that ran across a piece of land dotted over with trees, and awhile after came to another market and town-hall, as we should call it.  Although there was nothing familiar to me in its surroundings, I knew pretty well where we were, and was not surprised when my guide said briefly, “Kensington Market.”

Just after this we came into a short street of houses: or rather, one long house on either side of the way, built of timber and plaster, and with a pretty arcade over the footway before it.

Quoth Dick: “This is Kensington proper.  People are apt to gather here rather thick, for they like the romance of the wood; and naturalists haunt it, too; for it is a wild spot even here, what there is of it; for it does not go far to the south: it goes from here northward and west right over Paddington and a little way down Notting Hill: thence it runs north-east to Primrose Hill, and so on; rather a narrow strip of it gets through Kingsland to Stoke-Newington and Clapton, where it spreads out along the heights above the Lea marshes; on the other side of which, as you know, is Epping Forest holding out a hand to it.  This part we are just coming to is called Kensington Gardens; though why ‘gardens’ I don’t know.”

I rather longed to say, “Well, I know”; but there were so many things about me which I did not know, in spite of his assumptions, that I thought it better to hold my tongue.

The road plunged at once into a beautiful wood spreading out on either side, but obviously much further on the north side, where even the oaks and sweet chestnuts were of a good growth; while the quicker-growing trees (amongst which I thought the planes and sycamores too numerous) were very big and fine-grown.

It was exceedingly pleasant in the dappled shadow, for the day was growing as hot as need be, and the coolness and shade soothed my excited mind into a condition of dreamy pleasure, so that I felt as if I should like to go on for ever through that balmy freshness.  My companion seemed to share in my feelings, and let the horse go slower and slower as he sat inhaling the green forest scents, chief amongst which was the smell of the trodden bracken near the wayside.

Romantic as this Kensington wood was, however, it was not lonely.  We came on many groups both coming and going, or wandering in the edges of the wood.  Amongst these were many children from six or eight years old up to sixteen or seventeen.  They seemed to me to be especially fine specimens of their race, and enjoying themselves to the utmost; some of them were hanging about little tents pitched on the greensward, and by some of these fires were burning, with pots hanging over them gipsy fashion.  Dick explained to me that there were scattered houses in the forest, and indeed we caught a glimpse of one or two.  He said they were mostly quite small, such as used to be called cottages when there were slaves in the land, but they were pleasant enough and fitting for the wood.

“They must be pretty well stocked with children,” said I, pointing to the many youngsters about the way.

“O,” said he, “these children do not all come from the near houses, the woodland houses, but from the country-side generally.  They often make up parties, and come to play in the woods for weeks together in summer-time, living in tents, as you see.  We rather encourage them to it; they learn to do things for themselves, and get to notice the wild creatures; and, you see, the less they stew inside houses the better for them.  Indeed, I must tell you that many grown people will go to live in the forests through the summer; though they for the most part go to the bigger ones, like Windsor, or the Forest of Dean, or the northern wastes.  Apart from the other pleasures of it, it gives them a little rough work, which I am sorry to say is getting somewhat scarce for these last fifty years.”

He broke off, and then said, “I tell you all this, because I see that if I talk I must be answering questions, which you are thinking, even if you are not speaking them out; but my kinsman will tell you more about it.”

I saw that I was likely to get out of my depth again, and so merely for the sake of tiding over an awkwardness and to say something, I said — 

“Well, the youngsters here will be all the fresher for school when the summer gets over and they have to go back again.”

“School?” he said; “yes, what do you mean by that word?  I don’t see how it can have anything to do with children.  We talk, indeed, of a school of herring, and a school of painting, and in the former sense we might talk of a school of children — but otherwise,” said he, laughing, “I must own myself beaten.”

Hang it! thought I, I can’t open my mouth without digging up some new complexity.  I wouldn’t try to set my friend right in his etymology; and I thought I had best say nothing about the boy-farms which I had been used to call schools, as I saw pretty clearly that they had disappeared; so I said after a little fumbling, “I was using the word in the sense of a system of education.”

“Education?” said he, meditatively, “I know enough Latin to know that the word must come from educere, to lead out; and I have heard it used; but I have never met anybody who could give me a clear explanation of what it means.”

You may imagine how my new friends fell in my esteem when I heard this frank avowal; and I said, rather contemptuously, “Well, education means a system of teaching young people.”

“Why not old people also?” said he with a twinkle in his eye.  “But,” he went on, “I can assure you our children learn, whether they go through a ‘system of teaching’ or not.  Why, you will not find one of these children about here, boy or girl, who cannot swim; and every one of them has been used to tumbling about the little forest ponies — there’s one of them now!  They all of them know how to cook; the bigger lads can mow; many can thatch and do odd jobs at carpentering; or they know how to keep shop.  I can tell you they know plenty of things.”

“Yes, but their mental education, the teaching of their minds,” said I, kindly translating my phrase.

“Guest,” said he, “perhaps you have not learned to do these things I have been speaking about; and if that’s the case, don’t you run away with the idea that it doesn’t take some skill to do them, and doesn’t give plenty of work for one’s mind: you would change your opinion if you saw a Dorsetshire lad thatching, for instance.  But, however, I understand you to be speaking of book-learning; and as to that, it is a simple affair.  Most children, seeing books lying about, manage to read by the time they are four years old; though I am told it has not always been so.  As to writing, we do not encourage them to scrawl too early (though scrawl a little they will), because it gets them into a habit of ugly writing; and what’s the use of a lot of ugly writing being done, when rough printing can be done so easily.  You understand that handsome writing we like, and many people will write their books out when they make them, or get them written; I mean books of which only a few copies are needed — poems, and such like, you know.  However, I am wandering from my lambs; but you must excuse me, for I am interested in this matter of writing, being myself a fair-writer.”

“Well,” said I, “about the children; when they know how to read and write, don’t they learn something else — languages, for instance?”

“Of course,” he said; “sometimes even before they can read, they can talk French, which is the nearest language talked on the other side of the water; and they soon get to know German also, which is talked by a huge number of communes and colleges on the mainland.  These are the principal languages we speak in these islands, along with English or Welsh, or Irish, which is another form of Welsh; and children pick them up very quickly, because their elders all know them; and besides our guests from over sea often bring their children with them, and the little ones get together, and rub their speech into one another.”

“And the older languages?” said I.

“O, yes,” said he, “they mostly learn Latin and Greek along with the modern ones, when they do anything more than merely pick up the latter.”

“And history?” said I; “how do you teach history?”

“Well,” said he, “when a person can read, of course he reads what he likes to; and he can easily get someone to tell him what are the best books to read on such or such a subject, or to explain what he doesn’t understand in the books when he is reading them.”

“Well,” said I, “what else do they learn?  I suppose they don’t all learn history?”

“No, no,” said he; “some don’t care about it; in fact, I don’t think many do.  I have heard my great-grandfather say that it is mostly in periods of turmoil and strife and confusion that people care much about history; and you know,” said my friend, with an amiable smile, “we are not like that now.  No; many people study facts about the make of things and the matters of cause and effect, so that knowledge increases on us, if that be good; and some, as you heard about friend Bob yonder, will spend time over mathematics.  ’Tis no use forcing people’s tastes.”

Said I: “But you don’t mean that children learn all these things?”

Said he: “That depends on what you mean by children; and also you must remember how much they differ.  As a rule, they don’t do much reading, except for a few story-books, till they are about fifteen years old; we don’t encourage early bookishness: though you will find some children who will take to books very early; which perhaps is not good for them; but it’s no use thwarting them; and very often it doesn’t last long with them, and they find their level before they are twenty years old.  You see, children are mostly given to imitating their elders, and when they see most people about them engaged in genuinely amusing work, like house-building and street-paving, and gardening, and the like, that is what they want to be doing; so I don’t think we need fear having too many book-learned men.”

What could I say?  I sat and held my peace, for fear of fresh entanglements.  Besides, I was using my eyes with all my might, wondering as the old horse jogged on, when I should come into London proper, and what it would be like now.

But my companion couldn’t let his subject quite drop, and went on meditatively:

“After all, I don’t know that it does them much harm, even if they do grow up book-students.  Such people as that, ’tis a great pleasure seeing them so happy over work which is not much sought for.  And besides, these students are generally such pleasant people; so kind and sweet tempered; so humble, and at the same time so anxious to teach everybody all that they know.  Really, I like those that I have met prodigiously.”

This seemed to me such very queer talk that I was on the point of asking him another question; when just as we came to the top of a rising ground, down a long glade of the wood on my right I caught sight of a stately building whose outline was familiar to me, and I cried out, “Westminster Abbey!”

“Yes,” said Dick, “Westminster Abbey — what there is left of it.”

“Why, what have you done with it?” quoth I in terror.

“What have we done with it?” said he; “nothing much, save clean it.  But you know the whole outside was spoiled centuries ago: as to the inside, that remains in its beauty after the great clearance, which took place over a hundred years ago, of the beastly monuments to fools and knaves, which once blocked it up, as great-grandfather says.”

We went on a little further, and I looked to the right again, and said, in rather a doubtful tone of voice, “Why, there are the Houses of Parliament!  Do you still use them?”

He burst out laughing, and was some time before he could control himself; then he clapped me on the back and said:

“I take you, neighbour; you may well wonder at our keeping them standing, and I know something about that, and my old kinsman has given me books to read about the strange game that they played there.  Use them!  Well, yes, they are used for a sort of subsidiary market, and a storage place for manure, and they are handy for that, being on the waterside.  I believe it was intended to pull them down quite at the beginning of our days; but there was, I am told, a queer antiquarian society, which had done some service in past times, and which straightway set up its pipe against their destruction, as it has done with many other buildings, which most people looked upon as worthless, and public nuisances; and it was so energetic, and had such good reasons to give, that it generally gained its point; and I must say that when all is said I am glad of it: because you know at the worst these silly old buildings serve as a kind of foil to the beautiful ones which we build now.  You will see several others in these parts; the place my great-grandfather lives in, for instance, and a big building called St. Paul’s.  And you see, in this matter we need not grudge a few poorish buildings standing, because we can always build elsewhere; nor need we be anxious as to the breeding of pleasant work in such matters, for there is always room for more and more work in a new building, even without making it pretentious.  For instance, elbow-room within doors is to me so delightful that if I were driven to it I would most sacrifice outdoor space to it.  Then, of course, there is the ornament, which, as we must all allow, may easily be overdone in mere living houses, but can hardly be in mote-halls and markets, and so forth.  I must tell you, though, that my great-grandfather sometimes tells me I am a little cracked on this subject of fine building; and indeed I do think that the energies of mankind are chiefly of use to them for such work; for in that direction I can see no end to the work, while in many others a limit does seem possible.”






  








CHAPTER VI: A LITTLE SHOPPING
 

As he spoke, we came suddenly out of the woodland into a short street of handsomely built houses, which my companion named to me at once as Piccadilly: the lower part of these I should have called shops, if it had not been that, as far as I could see, the people were ignorant of the arts of buying and selling.  Wares were displayed in their finely designed fronts, as if to tempt people in, and people stood and looked at them, or went in and came out with parcels under their arms, just like the real thing.  On each side of the street ran an elegant arcade to protect foot-passengers, as in some of the old Italian cities.  About halfway down, a huge building of the kind I was now prepared to expect told me that this also was a centre of some kind, and had its special public buildings.

Said Dick: “Here, you see, is another market on a different plan from most others: the upper stories of these houses are used for guest-houses; for people from all about the country are apt to drift up hither from time to time, as folk are very thick upon the ground, which you will see evidence of presently, and there are people who are fond of crowds, though I can’t say that I am.”

I couldn’t help smiling to see how long a tradition would last.  Here was the ghost of London still asserting itself as a centre, — an intellectual centre, for aught I knew.  However, I said nothing, except that I asked him to drive very slowly, as the things in the booths looked exceedingly pretty.

“Yes,” said he, “this is a very good market for pretty things, and is mostly kept for the handsomer goods, as the Houses-of-Parliament market, where they set out cabbages and turnips and such like things, along with beer and the rougher kind of wine, is so near.”

Then he looked at me curiously, and said, “Perhaps you would like to do a little shopping, as ’tis called.”

I looked at what I could see of my rough blue duds, which I had plenty of opportunity of contrasting with the gay attire of the citizens we had come across; and I thought that if, as seemed likely, I should presently be shown about as a curiosity for the amusement of this most unbusinesslike people, I should like to look a little less like a discharged ship’s purser.  But in spite of all that had happened, my hand went down into my pocket again, where to my dismay it met nothing metallic except two rusty old keys, and I remembered that amidst our talk in the guest-hall at Hammersmith I had taken the cash out of my pocket to show to the pretty Annie, and had left it lying there.  My face fell fifty per cent., and Dick, beholding me, said rather sharply — 

“Hilloa, Guest! what’s the matter now?  Is it a wasp?”

“No,” said I, “but I’ve left it behind.”

“Well,” said he, “whatever you have left behind, you can get in this market again, so don’t trouble yourself about it.”

I had come to my senses by this time, and remembering the astounding customs of this country, had no mind for another lecture on social economy and the Edwardian coinage; so I said only — 

“My clothes — Couldn’t I?  You see — What do think could be done about them?”

He didn’t seem in the least inclined to laugh, but said quite gravely:

“O don’t get new clothes yet.  You see, my great-grandfather is an antiquarian, and he will want to see you just as you are.  And, you know, I mustn’t preach to you, but surely it wouldn’t be right for you to take away people’s pleasure of studying your attire, by just going and making yourself like everybody else.  You feel that, don’t you?” said he, earnestly.

I did not feel it my duty to set myself up for a scarecrow amidst this beauty-loving people, but I saw I had got across some ineradicable prejudice, and that it wouldn’t do to quarrel with my new friend.  So I merely said, “O certainly, certainly.”

“Well,” said he, pleasantly, “you may as well see what the inside of these booths is like: think of something you want.”

Said I: “Could I get some tobacco and a pipe?”

“Of course,” said he; “what was I thinking of, not asking you before?  Well, Bob is always telling me that we non-smokers are a selfish lot, and I’m afraid he is right.  But come along; here is a place just handy.”

Therewith he drew rein and jumped down, and I followed.  A very handsome woman, splendidly clad in figured silk, was slowly passing by, looking into the windows as she went.  To her quoth Dick: “Maiden, would you kindly hold our horse while we go in for a little?”  She nodded to us with a kind smile, and fell to patting the horse with her pretty hand.

“What a beautiful creature!” said I to Dick as we entered.

“What, old Greylocks?” said he, with a sly grin.

“No, no,” said I; “Goldylocks, — the lady.”

“Well, so she is,” said he.  “’Tis a good job there are so many of them that every Jack may have his Jill: else I fear that we should get fighting for them.  Indeed,” said he, becoming very grave, “I don’t say that it does not happen even now, sometimes.  For you know love is not a very reasonable thing, and perversity and self-will are commoner than some of our moralist’s think.”  He added, in a still more sombre tone: “Yes, only a month ago there was a mishap down by us, that in the end cost the lives of two men and a woman, and, as it were, put out the sunlight for us for a while.  Don’t ask me about it just now; I may tell you about it later on.”

By this time we were within the shop or booth, which had a counter, and shelves on the walls, all very neat, though without any pretence of showiness, but otherwise not very different to what I had been used to.  Within were a couple of children — a brown-skinned boy of about twelve, who sat reading a book, and a pretty little girl of about a year older, who was sitting also reading behind the counter; they were obviously brother and sister.

“Good morning, little neighbours,” said Dick.  “My friend here wants tobacco and a pipe; can you help him?”

“O yes, certainly,” said the girl with a sort of demure alertness which was somewhat amusing.  The boy looked up, and fell to staring at my outlandish attire, but presently reddened and turned his head, as if he knew that he was not behaving prettily.

“Dear neighbour,” said the girl, with the most solemn countenance of a child playing at keeping shop, “what tobacco is it you would like?”

“Latakia,” quoth I, feeling as if I were assisting at a child’s game, and wondering whether I should get anything but make-believe.

But the girl took a dainty little basket from a shelf beside her, went to a jar, and took out a lot of tobacco and put the filled basket down on the counter before me, where I could both smell and see that it was excellent Latakia.

“But you haven’t weighed it,” said I, “and — and how much am I to take?”

“Why,” she said, “I advise you to cram your bag, because you may be going where you can’t get Latakia.  Where is your bag?”

I fumbled about, and at last pulled out my piece of cotton print which does duty with me for a tobacco pouch.  But the girl looked at it with some disdain, and said — 

“Dear neighbour, I can give you something much better than that cotton rag.”  And she tripped up the shop and came back presently, and as she passed the boy whispered something in his ear, and he nodded and got up and went out.  The girl held up in her finger and thumb a red morocco bag, gaily embroidered, and said, “There, I have chosen one for you, and you are to have it: it is pretty, and will hold a lot.”

Therewith she fell to cramming it with the tobacco, and laid it down by me and said, “Now for the pipe: that also you must let me choose for you; there are three pretty ones just come in.”

She disappeared again, and came back with a big-bowled pipe in her hand, carved out of some hard wood very elaborately, and mounted in gold sprinkled with little gems.  It was, in short, as pretty and gay a toy as I had ever seen; something like the best kind of Japanese work, but better.

“Dear me!” said I, when I set eyes on it, “this is altogether too grand for me, or for anybody but the Emperor of the World.  Besides, I shall lose it: I always lose my pipes.”

The child seemed rather dashed, and said, “Don’t you like it, neighbour?”

“O yes,” I said, “of course I like it.”

“Well, then, take it,” said she, “and don’t trouble about losing it.  What will it matter if you do?  Somebody is sure to find it, and he will use it, and you can get another.”

I took it out of her hand to look at it, and while I did so, forgot my caution, and said, “But however am I to pay for such a thing as this?”

Dick laid his hand on my shoulder as I spoke, and turning I met his eyes with a comical expression in them, which warned me against another exhibition of extinct commercial morality; so I reddened and held my tongue, while the girl simply looked at me with the deepest gravity, as if I were a foreigner blundering in my speech, for she clearly didn’t understand me a bit.

“Thank you so very much,” I said at last, effusively, as I put the pipe in my pocket, not without a qualm of doubt as to whether I shouldn’t find myself before a magistrate presently.

“O, you are so very welcome,” said the little lass, with an affectation of grown-up manners at their best which was very quaint.  “It is such a pleasure to serve dear old gentlemen like you; especially when one can see at once that you have come from far over sea.”

“Yes, my dear,” quoth I, “I have been a great traveller.”

As I told this lie from pure politeness, in came the lad again, with a tray in his hands, on which I saw a long flask and two beautiful glasses.  “Neighbours,” said the girl (who did all the talking, her brother being very shy, clearly) “please to drink a glass to us before you go, since we do not have guests like this every day.”

Therewith the boy put the tray on the counter and solemnly poured out a straw-coloured wine into the long bowls.  Nothing loth, I drank, for I was thirsty with the hot day; and thinks I, I am yet in the world, and the grapes of the Rhine have not yet lost their flavour; for if ever I drank good Steinberg, I drank it that morning; and I made a mental note to ask Dick how they managed to make fine wine when there were no longer labourers compelled to drink rot-gut instead of the fine wine which they themselves made.

“Don’t you drink a glass to us, dear little neighbours?” said I.

“I don’t drink wine,” said the lass; “I like lemonade better: but I wish your health!”

“And I like ginger-beer better,” said the little lad.

Well, well, thought I, neither have children’s tastes changed much.  And therewith we gave them good day and went out of the booth.

To my disappointment, like a change in a dream, a tall old man was holding our horse instead of the beautiful woman.  He explained to us that the maiden could not wait, and that he had taken her place; and he winked at us and laughed when he saw how our faces fell, so that we had nothing for it but to laugh also — 

“Where are you going?” said he to Dick.

“To Bloomsbury,” said Dick.

“If you two don’t want to be alone, I’ll come with you,” said the old man.

“All right,” said Dick, “tell me when you want to get down and I’ll stop for you.  Let’s get on.”

So we got under way again; and I asked if children generally waited on people in the markets.  “Often enough,” said he, “when it isn’t a matter of dealing with heavy weights, but by no means always.  The children like to amuse themselves with it, and it is good for them, because they handle a lot of diverse wares and get to learn about them, how they are made, and where they come from, and so on.  Besides, it is such very easy work that anybody can do it.  It is said that in the early days of our epoch there were a good many people who were hereditarily afflicted with a disease called Idleness, because they were the direct descendants of those who in the bad times used to force other people to work for them — the people, you know, who are called slave-holders or employers of labour in the history books.  Well, these Idleness-stricken people used to serve booths all their time, because they were fit for so little.  Indeed, I believe that at one time they were actually compelled to do some such work, because they, especially the women, got so ugly and produced such ugly children if their disease was not treated sharply, that the neighbours couldn’t stand it.  However, I’m happy to say that all that is gone by now; the disease is either extinct, or exists in such a mild form that a short course of aperient medicine carries it off.  It is sometimes called the Blue-devils now, or the Mulleygrubs.  Queer names, ain’t they?”

“Yes,” said I, pondering much.  But the old man broke in:

“Yes, all that is true, neighbour; and I have seen some of those poor women grown old.  But my father used to know some of them when they were young; and he said that they were as little like young women as might be: they had hands like bunches of skewers, and wretched little arms like sticks; and waists like hour-glasses, and thin lips and peaked noses and pale cheeks; and they were always pretending to be offended at anything you said or did to them.  No wonder they bore ugly children, for no one except men like them could be in love with them — poor things!”

He stopped, and seemed to be musing on his past life, and then said:

“And do you know, neighbours, that once on a time people were still anxious about that disease of Idleness: at one time we gave ourselves a great deal of trouble in trying to cure people of it.  Have you not read any of the medical books on the subject?”

“No,” said I; for the old man was speaking to me.

“Well,” said he, “it was thought at the time that it was the survival of the old mediæval disease of leprosy: it seems it was very catching, for many of the people afflicted by it were much secluded, and were waited upon by a special class of diseased persons queerly dressed up, so that they might be known.  They wore amongst other garments, breeches made of worsted velvet, that stuff which used to be called plush some years ago.”

All this seemed very interesting to me, and I should like to have made the old man talk more.  But Dick got rather restive under so much ancient history: besides, I suspect he wanted to keep me as fresh as he could for his great-grandfather.  So he burst out laughing at last, and said: “Excuse me, neighbours, but I can’t help it.  Fancy people not liking to work! — it’s too ridiculous.  Why, even you like to work, old fellow — sometimes,” said he, affectionately patting the old horse with the whip.  “What a queer disease! it may well be called Mulleygrubs!”

And he laughed out again most boisterously; rather too much so, I thought, for his usual good manners; and I laughed with him for company’s sake, but from the teeth outward only; for I saw nothing funny in people not liking to work, as you may well imagine.






  








CHAPTER VII: TRAFALGAR SQUARE
 

And now again I was busy looking about me, for we were quite clear of Piccadilly Market, and were in a region of elegantly-built much ornamented houses, which I should have called villas if they had been ugly and pretentious, which was very far from being the case.  Each house stood in a garden carefully cultivated, and running over with flowers.  The blackbirds were singing their best amidst the garden-trees, which, except for a bay here and there, and occasional groups of limes, seemed to be all fruit-trees: there were a great many cherry-trees, now all laden with fruit; and several times as we passed by a garden we were offered baskets of fine fruit by children and young girls.  Amidst all these gardens and houses it was of course impossible to trace the sites of the old streets: but it seemed to me that the main roadways were the same as of old.

We came presently into a large open space, sloping somewhat toward the south, the sunny site of which had been taken advantage of for planting an orchard, mainly, as I could see, of apricot-trees, in the midst of which was a pretty gay little structure of wood, painted and gilded, that looked like a refreshment-stall.  From the southern side of the said orchard ran a long road, chequered over with the shadow of tall old pear trees, at the end of which showed the high tower of the Parliament House, or Dung Market.

A strange sensation came over me; I shut my eyes to keep out the sight of the sun glittering on this fair abode of gardens, and for a moment there passed before them a phantasmagoria of another day.  A great space surrounded by tall ugly houses, with an ugly church at the corner and a nondescript ugly cupolaed building at my back; the roadway thronged with a sweltering and excited crowd, dominated by omnibuses crowded with spectators.  In the midst a paved be-fountained square, populated only by a few men dressed in blue, and a good many singularly ugly bronze images (one on the top of a tall column).  The said square guarded up to the edge of the roadway by a four-fold line of big men clad in blue, and across the southern roadway the helmets of a band of horse-soldiers, dead white in the greyness of the chilly November afternoon — I opened my eyes to the sunlight again and looked round me, and cried out among the whispering trees and odorous blossoms, “Trafalgar Square!”

“Yes,” said Dick, who had drawn rein again, “so it is.  I don’t wonder at your finding the name ridiculous: but after all, it was nobody’s business to alter it, since the name of a dead folly doesn’t bite.  Yet sometimes I think we might have given it a name which would have commemorated the great battle which was fought on the spot itself in 1952, — that was important enough, if the historians don’t lie.”

“Which they generally do, or at least did,” said the old man.  “For instance, what can you make of this, neighbours?  I have read a muddled account in a book — O a stupid book — called James’ Social Democratic History, of a fight which took place here in or about the year 1887 (I am bad at dates).  Some people, says this story, were going to hold a ward-mote here, or some such thing, and the Government of London, or the Council, or the Commission, or what not other barbarous half-hatched body of fools, fell upon these citizens (as they were then called) with the armed hand.  That seems too ridiculous to be true; but according to this version of the story, nothing much came of it, which certainly is too ridiculous to be true.”

“Well,” quoth I, “but after all your Mr. James is right so far, and it is true; except that there was no fighting, merely unarmed and peaceable people attacked by ruffians armed with bludgeons.”

“And they put up with that?” said Dick, with the first unpleasant expression I had seen on his good-tempered face.

Said I, reddening: “We had to put up with it; we couldn’t help it.”

The old man looked at me keenly, and said: “You seem to know a great deal about it, neighbour!  And is it really true that nothing came of it?”

“This came of it,” said I, “that a good many people were sent to prison because of it.”

“What, of the bludgeoners?” said the old man.  “Poor devils!”

“No, no,” said I, “of the bludgeoned.”

Said the old man rather severely: “Friend, I expect that you have been reading some rotten collection of lies, and have been taken in by it too easily.”

“I assure you,” said I, “what I have been saying is true.”

“Well, well, I am sure you think so, neighbour,” said the old man, “but I don’t see why you should be so cocksure.”

As I couldn’t explain why, I held my tongue.  Meanwhile Dick, who had been sitting with knit brows, cogitating, spoke at last, and said gently and rather sadly:

“How strange to think that there have been men like ourselves, and living in this beautiful and happy country, who I suppose had feelings and affections like ourselves, who could yet do such dreadful things.”

“Yes,” said I, in a didactic tone; “yet after all, even those days were a great improvement on the days that had gone before them.  Have you not read of the Mediæval period, and the ferocity of its criminal laws; and how in those days men fairly seemed to have enjoyed tormenting their fellow men? — nay, for the matter of that, they made their God a tormentor and a jailer rather than anything else.”

“Yes,” said Dick, “there are good books on that period also, some of which I have read.  But as to the great improvement of the nineteenth century, I don’t see it.  After all, the Mediæval folk acted after their conscience, as your remark about their God (which is true) shows, and they were ready to bear what they inflicted on others; whereas the nineteenth century ones were hypocrites, and pretended to be humane, and yet went on tormenting those whom they dared to treat so by shutting them up in prison, for no reason at all, except that they were what they themselves, the prison-masters, had forced them to be.  O, it’s horrible to think of!”

“But perhaps,” said I, “they did not know what the prisons were like.”

Dick seemed roused, and even angry.  “More shame for them,” said he, “when you and I know it all these years afterwards.  Look you, neighbour, they couldn’t fail to know what a disgrace a prison is to the Commonwealth at the best, and that their prisons were a good step on towards being at the worst.”

Quoth I: “But have you no prisons at all now?”

As soon as the words were out of my mouth, I felt that I had made a mistake, for Dick flushed red and frowned, and the old man looked surprised and pained; and presently Dick said angrily, yet as if restraining himself somewhat — 

“Man alive! how can you ask such a question?  Have I not told you that we know what a prison means by the undoubted evidence of really trustworthy books, helped out by our own imaginations?  And haven’t you specially called me to notice that the people about the roads and streets look happy? and how could they look happy if they knew that their neighbours were shut up in prison, while they bore such things quietly?  And if there were people in prison, you couldn’t hide it from folk, like you may an occasional man-slaying; because that isn’t done of set purpose, with a lot of people backing up the slayer in cold blood, as this prison business is.  Prisons, indeed!  O no, no, no!”

He stopped, and began to cool down, and said in a kind voice: “But forgive me!  I needn’t be so hot about it, since there are not any prisons: I’m afraid you will think the worse of me for losing my temper.  Of course, you, coming from the outlands, cannot be expected to know about these things.  And now I’m afraid I have made you feel uncomfortable.”

In a way he had; but he was so generous in his heat, that I liked him the better for it, and I said:

“No, really ’tis all my fault for being so stupid.  Let me change the subject, and ask you what the stately building is on our left just showing at the end of that grove of plane-trees?”

“Ah,” he said, “that is an old building built before the middle of the twentieth century, and as you see, in a queer fantastic style not over beautiful; but there are some fine things inside it, too, mostly pictures, some very old.  It is called the National Gallery; I have sometimes puzzled as to what the name means: anyhow, nowadays wherever there is a place where pictures are kept as curiosities permanently it is called a National Gallery, perhaps after this one.  Of course there are a good many of them up and down the country.”

I didn’t try to enlighten him, feeling the task too heavy; but I pulled out my magnificent pipe and fell a-smoking, and the old horse jogged on again.  As we went, I said:

“This pipe is a very elaborate toy, and you seem so reasonable in this country, and your architecture is so good, that I rather wonder at your turning out such trivialities.”

It struck me as I spoke that this was rather ungrateful of me, after having received such a fine present; but Dick didn’t seem to notice my bad manners, but said:

“Well, I don’t know; it is a pretty thing, and since nobody need make such things unless they like, I don’t see why they shouldn’t make them, if they like.  Of course, if carvers were scarce they would all be busy on the architecture, as you call it, and then these ‘toys’ (a good word) would not be made; but since there are plenty of people who can carve — in fact, almost everybody, and as work is somewhat scarce, or we are afraid it may be, folk do not discourage this kind of petty work.”

He mused a little, and seemed somewhat perturbed; but presently his face cleared, and he said: “After all, you must admit that the pipe is a very pretty thing, with the little people under the trees all cut so clean and sweet; — too elaborate for a pipe, perhaps, but — well, it is very pretty.”

“Too valuable for its use, perhaps,” said I.

“What’s that?” said he; “I don’t understand.”

I was just going in a helpless way to try to make him understand, when we came by the gates of a big rambling building, in which work of some sort seemed going on.  “What building is that?” said I, eagerly; for it was a pleasure amidst all these strange things to see something a little like what I was used to: “it seems to be a factory.”

“Yes,” he said, “I think I know what you mean, and that’s what it is; but we don’t call them factories now, but Banded-workshops: that is, places where people collect who want to work together.”

“I suppose,” said I, “power of some sort is used there?”

“No, no,” said he.  “Why should people collect together to use power, when they can have it at the places where they live, or hard by, any two or three of them; or any one, for the matter of that?  No; folk collect in these Banded-workshops to do hand-work in which working together is necessary or convenient; such work is often very pleasant.  In there, for instance, they make pottery and glass, — there, you can see the tops of the furnaces.  Well, of course it’s handy to have fair-sized ovens and kilns and glass-pots, and a good lot of things to use them for: though of course there are a good many such places, as it would be ridiculous if a man had a liking for pot-making or glass-blowing that he should have to live in one place or be obliged to forego the work he liked.”

“I see no smoke coming from the furnaces,” said I.

“Smoke?” said Dick; “why should you see smoke?”

I held my tongue, and he went on: “It’s a nice place inside, though as plain as you see outside.  As to the crafts, throwing the clay must be jolly work: the glass-blowing is rather a sweltering job; but some folk like it very much indeed; and I don’t much wonder: there is such a sense of power, when you have got deft in it, in dealing with the hot metal.  It makes a lot of pleasant work,” said he, smiling, “for however much care you take of such goods, break they will, one day or another, so there is always plenty to do.”

I held my tongue and pondered.

We came just here on a gang of men road-mending which delayed us a little; but I was not sorry for it; for all I had seen hitherto seemed a mere part of a summer holiday; and I wanted to see how this folk would set to on a piece of real necessary work.  They had been resting, and had only just begun work again as we came up; so that the rattle of the picks was what woke me from my musing.  There were about a dozen of them, strong young men, looking much like a boating party at Oxford would have looked in the days I remembered, and not more troubled with their work: their outer raiment lay on the road-side in an orderly pile under the guardianship of a six-year-old boy, who had his arm thrown over the neck of a big mastiff, who was as happily lazy as if the summer-day had been made for him alone.  As I eyed the pile of clothes, I could see the gleam of gold and silk embroidery on it, and judged that some of these workmen had tastes akin to those of the Golden Dustman of Hammersmith.  Beside them lay a good big basket that had hints about it of cold pie and wine: a half dozen of young women stood by watching the work or the workers, both of which were worth watching, for the latter smote great strokes and were very deft in their labour, and as handsome clean-built fellows as you might find a dozen of in a summer day.  They were laughing and talking merrily with each other and the women, but presently their foreman looked up and saw our way stopped.  So he stayed his pick and sang out, “Spell ho, mates! here are neighbours want to get past.”  Whereon the others stopped also, and, drawing around us, helped the old horse by easing our wheels over the half undone road, and then, like men with a pleasant task on hand, hurried back to their work, only stopping to give us a smiling good-day; so that the sound of the picks broke out again before Greylocks had taken to his jog-trot.  Dick looked back over his shoulder at them and said:

“They are in luck to-day: it’s right down good sport trying how much pick-work one can get into an hour; and I can see those neighbours know their business well.  It is not a mere matter of strength getting on quickly with such work; is it, guest?”

“I should think not,” said I, “but to tell you the truth, I have never tried my hand at it.”

“Really?” said he gravely, “that seems a pity; it is good work for hardening the muscles, and I like it; though I admit it is pleasanter the second week than the first.  Not that I am a good hand at it: the fellows used to chaff me at one job where I was working, I remember, and sing out to me, ‘Well rowed, stroke!’  ‘Put your back into it, bow!’”

“Not much of a joke,” quoth I.

“Well,” said Dick, “everything seems like a joke when we have a pleasant spell of work on, and good fellows merry about us; we feels so happy, you know.”  Again I pondered silently.






  








CHAPTER VIII: AN OLD FRIEND
 

We now turned into a pleasant lane where the branches of great plane-trees nearly met overhead, but behind them lay low houses standing rather close together.

“This is Long Acre,” quoth Dick; “so there must once have been a cornfield here.  How curious it is that places change so, and yet keep their old names!  Just look how thick the houses stand! and they are still going on building, look you!”

“Yes,” said the old man, “but I think the cornfields must have been built over before the middle of the nineteenth century.  I have heard that about here was one of the thickest parts of the town.  But I must get down here, neighbours; I have got to call on a friend who lives in the gardens behind this Long Acre.  Good-bye and good luck, Guest!”

And he jumped down and strode away vigorously, like a young man.

“How old should you say that neighbour will be?” said I to Dick as we lost sight of him; for I saw that he was old, and yet he looked dry and sturdy like a piece of old oak; a type of old man I was not used to seeing.

“O, about ninety, I should say,” said Dick.

“How long-lived your people must be!” said I.

“Yes,” said Dick, “certainly we have beaten the threescore-and-ten of the old Jewish proverb-book.  But then you see that was written of Syria, a hot dry country, where people live faster than in our temperate climate.  However, I don’t think it matters much, so long as a man is healthy and happy while he is alive.  But now, Guest, we are so near to my old kinsman’s dwelling-place that I think you had better keep all future questions for him.”

I nodded a yes; and therewith we turned to the left, and went down a gentle slope through some beautiful rose-gardens, laid out on what I took to be the site of Endell Street.  We passed on, and Dick drew rein an instant as we came across a long straightish road with houses scantily scattered up and down it.  He waved his hand right and left, and said, “Holborn that side, Oxford Road that.  This was once a very important part of the crowded city outside the ancient walls of the Roman and Mediæval burg: many of the feudal nobles of the Middle Ages, we are told, had big houses on either side of Holborn.  I daresay you remember that the Bishop of Ely’s house is mentioned in Shakespeare’s play of King Richard III.; and there are some remains of that still left.  However, this road is not of the same importance, now that the ancient city is gone, walls and all.”

He drove on again, while I smiled faintly to think how the nineteenth century, of which such big words have been said, counted for nothing in the memory of this man, who read Shakespeare and had not forgotten the Middle Ages.

We crossed the road into a short narrow lane between the gardens, and came out again into a wide road, on one side of which was a great and long building, turning its gables away from the highway, which I saw at once was another public group.  Opposite to it was a wide space of greenery, without any wall or fence of any kind.  I looked through the trees and saw beyond them a pillared portico quite familiar to me — no less old a friend, in fact, than the British Museum.  It rather took my breath away, amidst all the strange things I had seen; but I held my tongue and let Dick speak.  Said he:

“Yonder is the British Museum, where my great-grandfather mostly lives; so I won’t say much about it.  The building on the left is the Museum Market, and I think we had better turn in there for a minute or two; for Greylocks will be wanting his rest and his oats; and I suppose you will stay with my kinsman the greater part of the day; and to say the truth, there may be some one there whom I particularly want to see, and perhaps have a long talk with.”

He blushed and sighed, not altogether with pleasure, I thought; so of course I said nothing, and he turned the horse under an archway which brought us into a very large paved quadrangle, with a big sycamore tree in each corner and a plashing fountain in the midst.  Near the fountain were a few market stalls, with awnings over them of gay striped linen cloth, about which some people, mostly women and children, were moving quietly, looking at the goods exposed there.  The ground floor of the building round the quadrangle was occupied by a wide arcade or cloister, whose fanciful but strong architecture I could not enough admire.  Here also a few people were sauntering or sitting reading on the benches.

Dick said to me apologetically: “Here as elsewhere there is little doing to-day; on a Friday you would see it thronged, and gay with people, and in the afternoon there is generally music about the fountain.  However, I daresay we shall have a pretty good gathering at our mid-day meal.”

We drove through the quadrangle and by an archway, into a large handsome stable on the other side, where we speedily stalled the old nag and made him happy with horse-meat, and then turned and walked back again through the market, Dick looking rather thoughtful, as it seemed to me.

I noticed that people couldn’t help looking at me rather hard, and considering my clothes and theirs, I didn’t wonder; but whenever they caught my eye they made me a very friendly sign of greeting.

We walked straight into the forecourt of the Museum, where, except that the railings were gone, and the whispering boughs of the trees were all about, nothing seemed changed; the very pigeons were wheeling about the building and clinging to the ornaments of the pediment as I had seen them of old.

Dick seemed grown a little absent, but he could not forbear giving me an architectural note, and said:

“It is rather an ugly old building, isn’t it?  Many people have wanted to pull it down and rebuild it: and perhaps if work does really get scarce we may yet do so.  But, as my great grandfather will tell you, it would not be quite a straightforward job; for there are wonderful collections in there of all kinds of antiquities, besides an enormous library with many exceedingly beautiful books in it, and many most useful ones as genuine records, texts of ancient works and the like; and the worry and anxiety, and even risk, there would be in moving all this has saved the buildings themselves.  Besides, as we said before, it is not a bad thing to have some record of what our forefathers thought a handsome building.  For there is plenty of labour and material in it.”

“I see there is,” said I, “and I quite agree with you.  But now hadn’t we better make haste to see your great-grandfather?”

In fact, I could not help seeing that he was rather dallying with the time.  He said, “Yes, we will go into the house in a minute.  My kinsman is too old to do much work in the Museum, where he was a custodian of the books for many years; but he still lives here a good deal; indeed I think,” said he, smiling, “that he looks upon himself as a part of the books, or the books a part of him, I don’t know which.”

He hesitated a little longer, then flushing up, took my hand, and saying, “Come along, then!” led me toward the door of one of the old official dwellings.






  








CHAPTER IX: CONCERNING LOVE
 

“Your kinsman doesn’t much care for beautiful building, then,” said I, as we entered the rather dreary classical house; which indeed was as bare as need be, except for some big pots of the June flowers which stood about here and there; though it was very clean and nicely whitewashed.

“O I don’t know,” said Dick, rather absently.  “He is getting old, certainly, for he is over a hundred and five, and no doubt he doesn’t care about moving.  But of course he could live in a prettier house if he liked: he is not obliged to live in one place any more than any one else.  This way, Guest.”

And he led the way upstairs, and opening a door we went into a fair-sized room of the old type, as plain as the rest of the house, with a few necessary pieces of furniture, and those very simple and even rude, but solid and with a good deal of carving about them, well designed but rather crudely executed.  At the furthest corner of the room, at a desk near the window, sat a little old man in a roomy oak chair, well becushioned.  He was dressed in a sort of Norfolk jacket of blue serge worn threadbare, with breeches of the same, and grey worsted stockings.  He jumped up from his chair, and cried out in a voice of considerable volume for such an old man, “Welcome, Dick, my lad; Clara is here, and will be more than glad to see you; so keep your heart up.”

“Clara here?” quoth Dick; “if I had known, I would not have brought — At least, I mean I would—”

He was stuttering and confused, clearly because he was anxious to say nothing to make me feel one too many.  But the old man, who had not seen me at first, helped him out by coming forward and saying to me in a kind tone:

“Pray pardon me, for I did not notice that Dick, who is big enough to hide anybody, you know, had brought a friend with him.  A most hearty welcome to you!  All the more, as I almost hope that you are going to amuse an old man by giving him news from over sea, for I can see that you are come from over the water and far off countries.”

He looked at me thoughtfully, almost anxiously, as he said in a changed voice, “Might I ask you where you come from, as you are so clearly a stranger?”

I said in an absent way: “I used to live in England, and now I am come back again; and I slept last night at the Hammersmith Guest House.”

He bowed gravely, but seemed, I thought, a little disappointed with my answer.  As for me, I was now looking at him harder than good manners allowed of; perhaps; for in truth his face, dried-apple-like as it was, seemed strangely familiar to me; as if I had seen it before — in a looking-glass it might be, said I to myself.

“Well,” said the old man, “wherever you come from, you are come among friends.  And I see my kinsman Richard Hammond has an air about him as if he had brought you here for me to do something for you.  Is that so, Dick?”

Dick, who was getting still more absent-minded and kept looking uneasily at the door, managed to say, “Well, yes, kinsman: our guest finds things much altered, and cannot understand it; nor can I; so I thought I would bring him to you, since you know more of all that has happened within the last two hundred years than any body else does. — What’s that?”

And he turned toward the door again.  We heard footsteps outside; the door opened, and in came a very beautiful young woman, who stopped short on seeing Dick, and flushed as red as a rose, but faced him nevertheless.  Dick looked at her hard, and half reached out his hand toward her, and his whole face quivered with emotion.

The old man did not leave them long in this shy discomfort, but said, smiling with an old man’s mirth:

“Dick, my lad, and you, my dear Clara, I rather think that we two oldsters are in your way; for I think you will have plenty to say to each other.  You had better go into Nelson’s room up above; I know he has gone out; and he has just been covering the walls all over with mediæval books, so it will be pretty enough even for you two and your renewed pleasure.”

The girl reached out her hand to Dick, and taking his led him out of the room, looking straight before her; but it was easy to see that her blushes came from happiness, not anger; as, indeed, love is far more self-conscious than wrath.

When the door had shut on them the old man turned to me, still smiling, and said:

“Frankly, my dear guest, you will do me a great service if you are come to set my old tongue wagging.  My love of talk still abides with me, or rather grows on me; and though it is pleasant enough to see these youngsters moving about and playing together so seriously, as if the whole world depended on their kisses (as indeed it does somewhat), yet I don’t think my tales of the past interest them much.  The last harvest, the last baby, the last knot of carving in the market-place, is history enough for them.  It was different, I think, when I was a lad, when we were not so assured of peace and continuous plenty as we are now — Well, well!  Without putting you to the question, let me ask you this: Am I to consider you as an enquirer who knows a little of our modern ways of life, or as one who comes from some place where the very foundations of life are different from ours, — do you know anything or nothing about us?”

He looked at me keenly and with growing wonder in his eyes as he spoke; and I answered in a low voice:

“I know only so much of your modern life as I could gather from using my eyes on the way here from Hammersmith, and from asking some questions of Richard Hammond, most of which he could hardly understand.”

The old man smiled at this.  “Then,” said he, “I am to speak to you as—”

“As if I were a being from another planet,” said I.

The old man, whose name, by the bye, like his kinsman’s, was Hammond, smiled and nodded, and wheeling his seat round to me, bade me sit in a heavy oak chair, and said, as he saw my eyes fix on its curious carving:

“Yes, I am much tied to the past, my past, you understand.  These very pieces of furniture belong to a time before my early days; it was my father who got them made; if they had been done within the last fifty years they would have been much cleverer in execution; but I don’t think I should have liked them the better.  We were almost beginning again in those days: and they were brisk, hot-headed times.  But you hear how garrulous I am: ask me questions, ask me questions about anything, dear guest; since I must talk, make my talk profitable to you.”

I was silent for a minute, and then I said, somewhat nervously: “Excuse me if I am rude; but I am so much interested in Richard, since he has been so kind to me, a perfect stranger, that I should like to ask a question about him.”

“Well,” said old Hammond, “if he were not ‘kind’, as you call it, to a perfect stranger he would be thought a strange person, and people would be apt to shun him.  But ask on, ask on! don’t be shy of asking.”

Said I: “That beautiful girl, is he going to be married to her?”

“Well,” said he, “yes, he is.  He has been married to her once already, and now I should say it is pretty clear that he will be married to her again.”

“Indeed,” quoth I, wondering what that meant.

“Here is the whole tale,” said old Hammond; “a short one enough; and now I hope a happy one: they lived together two years the first time; were both very young; and then she got it into her head that she was in love with somebody else.  So she left poor Dick; I say poor Dick, because he had not found any one else.  But it did not last long, only about a year.  Then she came to me, as she was in the habit of bringing her troubles to the old carle, and asked me how Dick was, and whether he was happy, and all the rest of it.  So I saw how the land lay, and said that he was very unhappy, and not at all well; which last at any rate was a lie.  There, you can guess the rest.  Clara came to have a long talk with me to-day, but Dick will serve her turn much better.  Indeed, if he hadn’t chanced in upon me to-day I should have had to have sent for him to-morrow.”

“Dear me,” said I.  “Have they any children?”

“Yes,” said he, “two; they are staying with one of my daughters at present, where, indeed, Clara has mostly been.  I wouldn’t lose sight of her, as I felt sure they would come together again: and Dick, who is the best of good fellows, really took the matter to heart.  You see, he had no other love to run to, as she had.  So I managed it all; as I have done with such-like matters before.”

“Ah,” said I, “no doubt you wanted to keep them out of the Divorce Court: but I suppose it often has to settle such matters.”

“Then you suppose nonsense,” said he.  “I know that there used to be such lunatic affairs as divorce-courts: but just consider; all the cases that came into them were matters of property quarrels: and I think, dear guest,” said he, smiling, “that though you do come from another planet, you can see from the mere outside look of our world that quarrels about private property could not go on amongst us in our days.”

Indeed, my drive from Hammersmith to Bloomsbury, and all the quiet happy life I had seen so many hints of; even apart from my shopping, would have been enough to tell me that “the sacred rights of property,” as we used to think of them, were now no more.  So I sat silent while the old man took up the thread of the discourse again, and said:

“Well, then, property quarrels being no longer possible, what remains in these matters that a court of law could deal with?  Fancy a court for enforcing a contract of passion or sentiment!  If such a thing were needed as a reductio ad absurdum of the enforcement of contract, such a folly would do that for us.”

He was silent again a little, and then said: “You must understand once for all that we have changed these matters; or rather, that our way of looking at them has changed, as we have changed within the last two hundred years.  We do not deceive ourselves, indeed, or believe that we can get rid of all the trouble that besets the dealings between the sexes.  We know that we must face the unhappiness that comes of man and woman confusing the relations between natural passion, and sentiment, and the friendship which, when things go well, softens the awakening from passing illusions: but we are not so mad as to pile up degradation on that unhappiness by engaging in sordid squabbles about livelihood and position, and the power of tyrannising over the children who have been the results of love or lust.”

Again he paused awhile, and again went on: “Calf love, mistaken for a heroism that shall be lifelong, yet early waning into disappointment; the inexplicable desire that comes on a man of riper years to be the all-in-all to some one woman, whose ordinary human kindness and human beauty he has idealised into superhuman perfection, and made the one object of his desire; or lastly the reasonable longing of a strong and thoughtful man to become the most intimate friend of some beautiful and wise woman, the very type of the beauty and glory of the world which we love so well, — as we exult in all the pleasure and exaltation of spirit which goes with these things, so we set ourselves to bear the sorrow which not unseldom goes with them also; remembering those lines of the ancient poet (I quote roughly from memory one of the many translations of the nineteenth century):

‘For this the Gods have fashioned man’s grief and evil day
 That still for man hereafter might be the tale and the lay.’
 

Well, well, ’tis little likely anyhow that all tales shall be lacking, or all sorrow cured.”

He was silent for some time, and I would not interrupt him.  At last he began again: “But you must know that we of these generations are strong and healthy of body, and live easily; we pass our lives in reasonable strife with nature, exercising not one side of ourselves only, but all sides, taking the keenest pleasure in all the life of the world.  So it is a point of honour with us not to be self-centred; not to suppose that the world must cease because one man is sorry; therefore we should think it foolish, or if you will, criminal, to exaggerate these matters of sentiment and sensibility: we are no more inclined to eke out our sentimental sorrows than to cherish our bodily pains; and we recognise that there are other pleasures besides love-making.  You must remember, also, that we are long-lived, and that therefore beauty both in man and woman is not so fleeting as it was in the days when we were burdened so heavily by self-inflicted diseases.  So we shake off these griefs in a way which perhaps the sentimentalists of other times would think contemptible and unheroic, but which we think necessary and manlike.  As on the other hand, therefore, we have ceased to be commercial in our love-matters, so also we have ceased to be artificially foolish.  The folly which comes by nature, the unwisdom of the immature man, or the older man caught in a trap, we must put up with that, nor are we much ashamed of it; but to be conventionally sensitive or sentimental — my friend, I am old and perhaps disappointed, but at least I think we have cast off some of the follies of the older world.”

He paused, as if for some words of mine; but I held my peace: then he went on: “At least, if we suffer from the tyranny and fickleness of nature or our own want of experience, we neither grimace about it, nor lie.  If there must be sundering betwixt those who meant never to sunder, so it must be: but there need be no pretext of unity when the reality of it is gone: nor do we drive those who well know that they are incapable of it to profess an undying sentiment which they cannot really feel: thus it is that as that monstrosity of venal lust is no longer possible, so also it is no longer needed.  Don’t misunderstand me.  You did not seemed shocked when I told you that there were no law-courts to enforce contracts of sentiment or passion; but so curiously are men made, that perhaps you will be shocked when I tell you that there is no code of public opinion which takes the place of such courts, and which might be as tyrannical and unreasonable as they were.  I do not say that people don’t judge their neighbours’ conduct, sometimes, doubtless, unfairly.  But I do say that there is no unvarying conventional set of rules by which people are judged; no bed of Procrustes to stretch or cramp their minds and lives; no hypocritical excommunication which people are forced to pronounce, either by unconsidered habit, or by the unexpressed threat of the lesser interdict if they are lax in their hypocrisy.  Are you shocked now?”

“N-o — no,” said I, with some hesitation.  “It is all so different.”

“At any rate,” said he, “one thing I think I can answer for: whatever sentiment there is, it is real — and general; it is not confined to people very specially refined.  I am also pretty sure, as I hinted to you just now, that there is not by a great way as much suffering involved in these matters either to men or to women as there used to be.  But excuse me for being so prolix on this question!  You know you asked to be treated like a being from another planet.”

“Indeed I thank you very much,” said I.  “Now may I ask you about the position of women in your society?”

He laughed very heartily for a man of his years, and said: “It is not without reason that I have got a reputation as a careful student of history.  I believe I really do understand ‘the Emancipation of Women movement’ of the nineteenth century.  I doubt if any other man now alive does.”

“Well?” said I, a little bit nettled by his merriment.

“Well,” said he, “of course you will see that all that is a dead controversy now.  The men have no longer any opportunity of tyrannising over the women, or the women over the men; both of which things took place in those old times.  The women do what they can do best, and what they like best, and the men are neither jealous of it or injured by it.  This is such a commonplace that I am almost ashamed to state it.”

I said, “O; and legislation? do they take any part in that?”

Hammond smiled and said: “I think you may wait for an answer to that question till we get on to the subject of legislation.  There may be novelties to you in that subject also.”

“Very well,” I said; “but about this woman question?  I saw at the Guest House that the women were waiting on the men: that seems a little like reaction doesn’t it?”

“Does it?” said the old man; “perhaps you think housekeeping an unimportant occupation, not deserving of respect.  I believe that was the opinion of the ‘advanced’ women of the nineteenth century, and their male backers.  If it is yours, I recommend to your notice an old Norwegian folk-lore tale called How the Man minded the House, or some such title; the result of which minding was that, after various tribulations, the man and the family cow balanced each other at the end of a rope, the man hanging halfway up the chimney, the cow dangling from the roof, which, after the fashion of the country, was of turf and sloping down low to the ground.  Hard on the cow, I think.  Of course no such mishap could happen to such a superior person as yourself,” he added, chuckling.

I sat somewhat uneasy under this dry gibe.  Indeed, his manner of treating this latter part of the question seemed to me a little disrespectful.

“Come, now, my friend,” quoth he, “don’t you know that it is a great pleasure to a clever woman to manage a house skilfully, and to do it so that all the house-mates about her look pleased, and are grateful to her?  And then, you know, everybody likes to be ordered about by a pretty woman: why, it is one of the pleasantest forms of flirtation.  You are not so old that you cannot remember that.  Why, I remember it well.”

And the old fellow chuckled again, and at last fairly burst out laughing.

“Excuse me,” said he, after a while; “I am not laughing at anything you could be thinking of; but at that silly nineteenth-century fashion, current amongst rich so-called cultivated people, of ignoring all the steps by which their daily dinner was reached, as matters too low for their lofty intelligence.  Useless idiots!  Come, now, I am a ‘literary man,’ as we queer animals used to be called, yet I am a pretty good cook myself.”

“So am I,” said I.

“Well, then,” said he, “I really think you can understand me better than you would seem to do, judging by your words and your silence.”

Said I: “Perhaps that is so; but people putting in practice commonly this sense of interest in the ordinary occupations of life rather startles me.  I will ask you a question or two presently about that.  But I want to return to the position of women amongst you.  You have studied the ‘emancipation of women’ business of the nineteenth century: don’t you remember that some of the ‘superior’ women wanted to emancipate the more intelligent part of their sex from the bearing of children?”

The old man grew quite serious again.  Said he: “I do remember about that strange piece of baseless folly, the result, like all other follies of the period, of the hideous class tyranny which then obtained.  What do we think of it now? you would say.  My friend, that is a question easy to answer.  How could it possibly be but that maternity should be highly honoured amongst us?  Surely it is a matter of course that the natural and necessary pains which the mother must go through form a bond of union between man and woman, an extra stimulus to love and affection between them, and that this is universally recognised.  For the rest, remember that all the artificial burdens of motherhood are now done away with.  A mother has no longer any mere sordid anxieties for the future of her children.  They may indeed turn out better or worse; they may disappoint her highest hopes; such anxieties as these are a part of the mingled pleasure and pain which goes to make up the life of mankind.  But at least she is spared the fear (it was most commonly the certainty) that artificial disabilities would make her children something less than men and women: she knows that they will live and act according to the measure of their own faculties.  In times past, it is clear that the ‘Society’ of the day helped its Judaic god, and the ‘Man of Science’ of the time, in visiting the sins of the fathers upon the children.  How to reverse this process, how to take the sting out of heredity, has for long been one of the most constant cares of the thoughtful men amongst us.  So that, you see, the ordinarily healthy woman (and almost all our women are both healthy and at least comely), respected as a child-bearer and rearer of children, desired as a woman, loved as a companion, unanxious for the future of her children, has far more instinct for maternity than the poor drudge and mother of drudges of past days could ever have had; or than her sister of the upper classes, brought up in affected ignorance of natural facts, reared in an atmosphere of mingled prudery and prurience.”

“You speak warmly,” I said, “but I can see that you are right.”

“Yes,” he said, “and I will point out to you a token of all the benefits which we have gained by our freedom.  What did you think of the looks of the people whom you have come across to-day?”

Said I: “I could hardly have believed that there could be so many good-looking people in any civilised country.”

He crowed a little, like the old bird he was.  “What! are we still civilised?” said he.  “Well, as to our looks, the English and Jutish blood, which on the whole is predominant here, used not to produce much beauty.  But I think we have improved it.  I know a man who has a large collection of portraits printed from photographs of the nineteenth century, and going over those and comparing them with the everyday faces in these times, puts the improvement in our good looks beyond a doubt.  Now, there are some people who think it not too fantastic to connect this increase of beauty directly with our freedom and good sense in the matters we have been speaking of: they believe that a child born from the natural and healthy love between a man and a woman, even if that be transient, is likely to turn out better in all ways, and especially in bodily beauty, than the birth of the respectable commercial marriage bed, or of the dull despair of the drudge of that system.  They say, Pleasure begets pleasure.  What do you think?”

“I am much of that mind,” said I.






  








CHAPTER X: QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS
 

“Well,” said the old man, shifting in his chair, “you must get on with your questions, Guest; I have been some time answering this first one.”

Said I: “I want an extra word or two about your ideas of education; although I gathered from Dick that you let your children run wild and didn’t teach them anything; and in short, that you have so refined your education, that now you have none.”

“Then you gathered left-handed,” quoth he.  “But of course I understand your point of view about education, which is that of times past, when ‘the struggle for life,’ as men used to phrase it (i.e., the struggle for a slave’s rations on one side, and for a bouncing share of the slave-holders’ privilege on the other), pinched ‘education’ for most people into a niggardly dole of not very accurate information; something to be swallowed by the beginner in the art of living whether he liked it or not, and was hungry for it or not: and which had been chewed and digested over and over again by people who didn’t care about it in order to serve it out to other people who didn’t care about it.”

I stopped the old man’s rising wrath by a laugh, and said: “Well, you were not taught that way, at any rate, so you may let your anger run off you a little.”

“True, true,” said he, smiling.  “I thank you for correcting my ill-temper: I always fancy myself as living in any period of which we may be speaking.  But, however, to put it in a cooler way: you expected to see children thrust into schools when they had reached an age conventionally supposed to be the due age, whatever their varying faculties and dispositions might be, and when there, with like disregard to facts to be subjected to a certain conventional course of ‘learning.’  My friend, can’t you see that such a proceeding means ignoring the fact of growth, bodily and mental?  No one could come out of such a mill uninjured; and those only would avoid being crushed by it who would have the spirit of rebellion strong in them.  Fortunately most children have had that at all times, or I do not know that we should ever have reached our present position.  Now you see what it all comes to.  In the old times all this was the result of poverty.  In the nineteenth century, society was so miserably poor, owing to the systematised robbery on which it was founded, that real education was impossible for anybody.  The whole theory of their so-called education was that it was necessary to shove a little information into a child, even if it were by means of torture, and accompanied by twaddle which it was well known was of no use, or else he would lack information lifelong: the hurry of poverty forbade anything else.  All that is past; we are no longer hurried, and the information lies ready to each one’s hand when his own inclinations impel him to seek it.  In this as in other matters we have become wealthy: we can afford to give ourselves time to grow.”

“Yes,” said I, “but suppose the child, youth, man, never wants the information, never grows in the direction you might hope him to do: suppose, for instance, he objects to learning arithmetic or mathematics; you can’t force him when he is grown; can’t you force him while he is growing, and oughtn’t you to do so?”

“Well,” said he, “were you forced to learn arithmetic and mathematics?”

“A little,” said I.

“And how old are you now?”

“Say fifty-six,” said I.

“And how much arithmetic and mathematics do you know now?” quoth the old man, smiling rather mockingly.

Said I: “None whatever, I am sorry to say.”

Hammond laughed quietly, but made no other comment on my admission, and I dropped the subject of education, perceiving him to be hopeless on that side.

I thought a little, and said: “You were speaking just now of households: that sounded to me a little like the customs of past times; I should have thought you would have lived more in public.”

“Phalangsteries, eh?” said he.  “Well, we live as we like, and we like to live as a rule with certain house-mates that we have got used to.  Remember, again, that poverty is extinct, and that the Fourierist phalangsteries and all their kind, as was but natural at the time, implied nothing but a refuge from mere destitution.  Such a way of life as that, could only have been conceived of by people surrounded by the worst form of poverty.  But you must understand therewith, that though separate households are the rule amongst us, and though they differ in their habits more or less, yet no door is shut to any good-tempered person who is content to live as the other house-mates do: only of course it would be unreasonable for one man to drop into a household and bid the folk of it to alter their habits to please him, since he can go elsewhere and live as he pleases.  However, I need not say much about all this, as you are going up the river with Dick, and will find out for yourself by experience how these matters are managed.”

After a pause, I said: “Your big towns, now; how about them?  London, which — which I have read about as the modern Babylon of civilization, seems to have disappeared.”

“Well, well,” said old Hammond, “perhaps after all it is more like ancient Babylon now than the ‘modern Babylon’ of the nineteenth century was.  But let that pass.  After all, there is a good deal of population in places between here and Hammersmith; nor have you seen the most populous part of the town yet.”

“Tell me, then,” said I, “how is it towards the east?”

Said he: “Time was when if you mounted a good horse and rode straight away from my door here at a round trot for an hour and a half; you would still be in the thick of London, and the greater part of that would be ‘slums,’ as they were called; that is to say, places of torture for innocent men and women; or worse, stews for rearing and breeding men and women in such degradation that that torture should seem to them mere ordinary and natural life.”

“I know, I know,” I said, rather impatiently.  “That was what was; tell me something of what is.  Is any of that left?”

“Not an inch,” said he; “but some memory of it abides with us, and I am glad of it.  Once a year, on May-day, we hold a solemn feast in those easterly communes of London to commemorate The Clearing of Misery, as it is called.  On that day we have music and dancing, and merry games and happy feasting on the site of some of the worst of the old slums, the traditional memory of which we have kept.  On that occasion the custom is for the prettiest girls to sing some of the old revolutionary songs, and those which were the groans of the discontent, once so hopeless, on the very spots where those terrible crimes of class-murder were committed day by day for so many years.  To a man like me, who have studied the past so diligently, it is a curious and touching sight to see some beautiful girl, daintily clad, and crowned with flowers from the neighbouring meadows, standing amongst the happy people, on some mound where of old time stood the wretched apology for a house, a den in which men and women lived packed amongst the filth like pilchards in a cask; lived in such a way that they could only have endured it, as I said just now, by being degraded out of humanity — to hear the terrible words of threatening and lamentation coming from her sweet and beautiful lips, and she unconscious of their real meaning: to hear her, for instance, singing Hood’s Song of the Shirt, and to think that all the time she does not understand what it is all about — a tragedy grown inconceivable to her and her listeners.  Think of that, if you can, and of how glorious life is grown!”

“Indeed,” said I, “it is difficult for me to think of it.”

And I sat watching how his eyes glittered, and how the fresh life seemed to glow in his face, and I wondered how at his age he should think of the happiness of the world, or indeed anything but his coming dinner.

“Tell me in detail,” said I, “what lies east of Bloomsbury now?”

Said he: “There are but few houses between this and the outer part of the old city; but in the city we have a thickly-dwelling population.  Our forefathers, in the first clearing of the slums, were not in a hurry to pull down the houses in what was called at the end of the nineteenth century the business quarter of the town, and what later got to be known as the Swindling Kens.  You see, these houses, though they stood hideously thick on the ground, were roomy and fairly solid in building, and clean, because they were not used for living in, but as mere gambling booths; so the poor people from the cleared slums took them for lodgings and dwelt there, till the folk of those days had time to think of something better for them; so the buildings were pulled down so gradually that people got used to living thicker on the ground there than in most places; therefore it remains the most populous part of London, or perhaps of all these islands.  But it is very pleasant there, partly because of the splendour of the architecture, which goes further than what you will see elsewhere.  However, this crowding, if it may be called so, does not go further than a street called Aldgate, a name which perhaps you may have heard of.  Beyond that the houses are scattered wide about the meadows there, which are very beautiful, especially when you get on to the lovely river Lea (where old Isaak Walton used to fish, you know) about the places called Stratford and Old Ford, names which of course you will not have heard of, though the Romans were busy there once upon a time.”

Not heard of them! thought I to myself.  How strange! that I who had seen the very last remnant of the pleasantness of the meadows by the Lea destroyed, should have heard them spoken of with pleasantness come back to them in full measure.

Hammond went on: “When you get down to the Thames side you come on the Docks, which are works of the nineteenth century, and are still in use, although not so thronged as they once were, since we discourage centralisation all we can, and we have long ago dropped the pretension to be the market of the world.  About these Docks are a good few houses, which, however, are not inhabited by many people permanently; I mean, those who use them come and go a good deal, the place being too low and marshy for pleasant dwelling.  Past the Docks eastward and landward it is all flat pasture, once marsh, except for a few gardens, and there are very few permanent dwellings there: scarcely anything but a few sheds, and cots for the men who come to look after the great herds of cattle pasturing there.  But however, what with the beasts and the men, and the scattered red-tiled roofs and the big hayricks, it does not make a bad holiday to get a quiet pony and ride about there on a sunny afternoon of autumn, and look over the river and the craft passing up and down, and on to Shooters’ Hill and the Kentish uplands, and then turn round to the wide green sea of the Essex marsh-land, with the great domed line of the sky, and the sun shining down in one flood of peaceful light over the long distance.  There is a place called Canning’s Town, and further out, Silvertown, where the pleasant meadows are at their pleasantest: doubtless they were once slums, and wretched enough.”

The names grated on my ear, but I could not explain why to him.  So I said: “And south of the river, what is it like?”

He said: “You would find it much the same as the land about Hammersmith.  North, again, the land runs up high, and there is an agreeable and well-built town called Hampstead, which fitly ends London on that side.  It looks down on the north-western end of the forest you passed through.”

I smiled.  “So much for what was once London,” said I.  “Now tell me about the other towns of the country.”

He said: “As to the big murky places which were once, as we know, the centres of manufacture, they have, like the brick and mortar desert of London, disappeared; only, since they were centres of nothing but ‘manufacture,’ and served no purpose but that of the gambling market, they have left less signs of their existence than London.  Of course, the great change in the use of mechanical force made this an easy matter, and some approach to their break-up as centres would probably have taken place, even if we had not changed our habits so much: but they being such as they were, no sacrifice would have seemed too great a price to pay for getting rid of the ‘manufacturing districts,’ as they used to be called.  For the rest, whatever coal or mineral we need is brought to grass and sent whither it is needed with as little as possible of dirt, confusion, and the distressing of quiet people’s lives.  One is tempted to believe from what one has read of the condition of those districts in the nineteenth century, that those who had them under their power worried, befouled, and degraded men out of malice prepense: but it was not so; like the mis-education of which we were talking just now, it came of their dreadful poverty.  They were obliged to put up with everything, and even pretend that they liked it; whereas we can now deal with things reasonably, and refuse to be saddled with what we do not want.”

I confess I was not sorry to cut short with a question his glorifications of the age he lived in.  Said I: “How about the smaller towns?  I suppose you have swept those away entirely?”

“No, no,” said he, “it hasn’t gone that way.  On the contrary, there has been but little clearance, though much rebuilding, in the smaller towns.  Their suburbs, indeed, when they had any, have melted away into the general country, and space and elbow-room has been got in their centres: but there are the towns still with their streets and squares and market-places; so that it is by means of these smaller towns that we of to-day can get some kind of idea of what the towns of the older world were like; — I mean to say at their best.”

“Take Oxford, for instance,” said I.

“Yes,” said he, “I suppose Oxford was beautiful even in the nineteenth century.  At present it has the great interest of still preserving a great mass of pre-commercial building, and is a very beautiful place, yet there are many towns which have become scarcely less beautiful.”

Said I: “In passing, may I ask if it is still a place of learning?”

“Still?” said he, smiling.  “Well, it has reverted to some of its best traditions; so you may imagine how far it is from its nineteenth-century position.  It is real learning, knowledge cultivated for its own sake — the Art of Knowledge, in short — which is followed there, not the Commercial learning of the past.  Though perhaps you do not know that in the nineteenth century Oxford and its less interesting sister Cambridge became definitely commercial.  They (and especially Oxford) were the breeding places of a peculiar class of parasites, who called themselves cultivated people; they were indeed cynical enough, as the so-called educated classes of the day generally were; but they affected an exaggeration of cynicism in order that they might be thought knowing and worldly-wise.  The rich middle classes (they had no relation with the working classes) treated them with the kind of contemptuous toleration with which a mediæval baron treated his jester; though it must be said that they were by no means so pleasant as the old jesters were, being, in fact, the bores of society.  They were laughed at, despised — and paid.  Which last was what they aimed at.”

Dear me! thought I, how apt history is to reverse contemporary judgments.  Surely only the worst of them were as bad as that.  But I must admit that they were mostly prigs, and that they were commercial.  I said aloud, though more to myself than to Hammond, “Well, how could they be better than the age that made them?”

“True,” he said, “but their pretensions were higher.”

“Were they?” said I, smiling.

“You drive me from corner to corner,” said he, smiling in turn.  “Let me say at least that they were a poor sequence to the aspirations of Oxford of ‘the barbarous Middle Ages.’”

“Yes, that will do,” said I.

“Also,” said Hammond, “what I have been saying of them is true in the main.  But ask on!”

I said: “We have heard about London and the manufacturing districts and the ordinary towns: how about the villages?”

Said Hammond: “You must know that toward the end of the nineteenth century the villages were almost destroyed, unless where they became mere adjuncts to the manufacturing districts, or formed a sort of minor manufacturing districts themselves.  Houses were allowed to fall into decay and actual ruin; trees were cut down for the sake of the few shillings which the poor sticks would fetch; the building became inexpressibly mean and hideous.  Labour was scarce; but wages fell nevertheless.  All the small country arts of life which once added to the little pleasures of country people were lost.  The country produce which passed through the hands of the husbandmen never got so far as their mouths.  Incredible shabbiness and niggardly pinching reigned over the fields and acres which, in spite of the rude and careless husbandry of the times, were so kind and bountiful.  Had you any inkling of all this?”

“I have heard that it was so,” said I “but what followed?”

“The change,” said Hammond, “which in these matters took place very early in our epoch, was most strangely rapid.  People flocked into the country villages, and, so to say, flung themselves upon the freed land like a wild beast upon his prey; and in a very little time the villages of England were more populous than they had been since the fourteenth century, and were still growing fast.  Of course, this invasion of the country was awkward to deal with, and would have created much misery, if the folk had still been under the bondage of class monopoly.  But as it was, things soon righted themselves.  People found out what they were fit for, and gave up attempting to push themselves into occupations in which they must needs fail.  The town invaded the country; but the invaders, like the warlike invaders of early days, yielded to the influence of their surroundings, and became country people; and in their turn, as they became more numerous than the townsmen, influenced them also; so that the difference between town and country grew less and less; and it was indeed this world of the country vivified by the thought and briskness of town-bred folk which has produced that happy and leisurely but eager life of which you have had a first taste.  Again I say, many blunders were made, but we have had time to set them right.  Much was left for the men of my earlier life to deal with.  The crude ideas of the first half of the twentieth century, when men were still oppressed by the fear of poverty, and did not look enough to the present pleasure of ordinary daily life, spoilt a great deal of what the commercial age had left us of external beauty: and I admit that it was but slowly that men recovered from the injuries that they inflicted on themselves even after they became free.  But slowly as the recovery came, it did come; and the more you see of us, the clearer it will be to you that we are happy.  That we live amidst beauty without any fear of becoming effeminate; that we have plenty to do, and on the whole enjoy doing it.  What more can we ask of life?”

He paused, as if he were seeking for words with which to express his thought.  Then he said:

“This is how we stand.  England was once a country of clearings amongst the woods and wastes, with a few towns interspersed, which were fortresses for the feudal army, markets for the folk, gathering places for the craftsmen.  It then became a country of huge and foul workshops and fouler gambling-dens, surrounded by an ill-kept, poverty-stricken farm, pillaged by the masters of the workshops.  It is now a garden, where nothing is wasted and nothing is spoilt, with the necessary dwellings, sheds, and workshops scattered up and down the country, all trim and neat and pretty.  For, indeed, we should be too much ashamed of ourselves if we allowed the making of goods, even on a large scale, to carry with it the appearance, even, of desolation and misery.  Why, my friend, those housewives we were talking of just now would teach us better than that.”

Said I: “This side of your change is certainly for the better.  But though I shall soon see some of these villages, tell me in a word or two what they are like, just to prepare me.”

“Perhaps,” said he, “you have seen a tolerable picture of these villages as they were before the end of the nineteenth century.  Such things exist.”

“I have seen several of such pictures,” said I.

“Well,” said Hammond, “our villages are something like the best of such places, with the church or mote-house of the neighbours for their chief building.  Only note that there are no tokens of poverty about them: no tumble-down picturesque; which, to tell you the truth, the artist usually availed himself of to veil his incapacity for drawing architecture.  Such things do not please us, even when they indicate no misery.  Like the mediævals, we like everything trim and clean, and orderly and bright; as people always do when they have any sense of architectural power; because then they know that they can have what they want, and they won’t stand any nonsense from Nature in their dealings with her.”

“Besides the villages, are there any scattered country houses?” said I.

“Yes, plenty,” said Hammond; “in fact, except in the wastes and forests and amongst the sand-hills (like Hindhead in Surrey), it is not easy to be out of sight of a house; and where the houses are thinly scattered they run large, and are more like the old colleges than ordinary houses as they used to be.  That is done for the sake of society, for a good many people can dwell in such houses, as the country dwellers are not necessarily husbandmen; though they almost all help in such work at times.  The life that goes on in these big dwellings in the country is very pleasant, especially as some of the most studious men of our time live in them, and altogether there is a great variety of mind and mood to be found in them which brightens and quickens the society there.”

“I am rather surprised,” said I, “by all this, for it seems to me that after all the country must be tolerably populous.”

“Certainly,” said he; “the population is pretty much the same as it was at the end of the nineteenth century; we have spread it, that is all.  Of course, also, we have helped to populate other countries — where we were wanted and were called for.”

Said I: “One thing, it seems to me, does not go with your word of ‘garden’ for the country.  You have spoken of wastes and forests, and I myself have seen the beginning of your Middlesex and Essex forest.  Why do you keep such things in a garden? and isn’t it very wasteful to do so?”

“My friend,” he said, “we like these pieces of wild nature, and can afford them, so we have them; let alone that as to the forests, we need a great deal of timber, and suppose that our sons and sons’ sons will do the like.  As to the land being a garden, I have heard that they used to have shrubberies and rockeries in gardens once; and though I might not like the artificial ones, I assure you that some of the natural rockeries of our garden are worth seeing.  Go north this summer and look at the Cumberland and Westmoreland ones, — where, by the way, you will see some sheep-feeding, so that they are not so wasteful as you think; not so wasteful as forcing-grounds for fruit out of season, I think.  Go and have a look at the sheep-walks high up the slopes between Ingleborough and Pen-y-gwent, and tell me if you think we waste the land there by not covering it with factories for making things that nobody wants, which was the chief business of the nineteenth century.”

“I will try to go there,” said I.

“It won’t take much trying,” said he.






  








CHAPTER XI: CONCERNING GOVERNMENT
 

“Now,” said I, “I have come to the point of asking questions which I suppose will be dry for you to answer and difficult for you to explain; but I have foreseen for some time past that I must ask them, will I ‘nill I.  What kind of a government have you?  Has republicanism finally triumphed? or have you come to a mere dictatorship, which some persons in the nineteenth century used to prophesy as the ultimate outcome of democracy?  Indeed, this last question does not seem so very unreasonable, since you have turned your Parliament House into a dung-market.  Or where do you house your present Parliament?”

The old man answered my smile with a hearty laugh, and said: “Well, well, dung is not the worst kind of corruption; fertility may come of that, whereas mere dearth came from the other kind, of which those walls once held the great supporters.  Now, dear guest, let me tell you that our present parliament would be hard to house in one place, because the whole people is our parliament.”

“I don’t understand,” said I.

“No, I suppose not,” said he.  “I must now shock you by telling you that we have no longer anything which you, a native of another planet, would call a government.”

“I am not so much shocked as you might think,” said I, “as I know something about governments.  But tell me, how do you manage, and how have you come to this state of things?”

Said he: “It is true that we have to make some arrangements about our affairs, concerning which you can ask presently; and it is also true that everybody does not always agree with the details of these arrangements; but, further, it is true that a man no more needs an elaborate system of government, with its army, navy, and police, to force him to give way to the will of the majority of his equals, than he wants a similar machinery to make him understand that his head and a stone wall cannot occupy the same space at the same moment.  Do you want further explanation?”

“Well, yes, I do,” quoth I.

Old Hammond settled himself in his chair with a look of enjoyment which rather alarmed me, and made me dread a scientific disquisition: so I sighed and abided.  He said:

“I suppose you know pretty well what the process of government was in the bad old times?”

“I am supposed to know,” said I.

(Hammond)  What was the government of those days?  Was it really the Parliament or any part of it?

(I)  No.

(H.)  Was not the Parliament on the one side a kind of watch-committee sitting to see that the interests of the Upper Classes took no hurt; and on the other side a sort of blind to delude the people into supposing that they had some share in the management of their own affairs?

(I)  History seems to show us this.

(H.)  To what extent did the people manage their own affairs?

(I)  I judge from what I have heard that sometimes they forced the Parliament to make a law to legalise some alteration which had already taken place.

(H.)  Anything else?

(I)  I think not.  As I am informed, if the people made any attempt to deal with the cause of their grievances, the law stepped in and said, this is sedition, revolt, or what not, and slew or tortured the ringleaders of such attempts.

(H.)  If Parliament was not the government then, nor the people either, what was the government?

(I)  Can you tell me?

(H.)  I think we shall not be far wrong if we say that government was the Law-Courts, backed up by the executive, which handled the brute force that the deluded people allowed them to use for their own purposes; I mean the army, navy, and police.

(I)  Reasonable men must needs think you are right.

(H.)  Now as to those Law-Courts.  Were they places of fair dealing according to the ideas of the day?  Had a poor man a good chance of defending his property and person in them?

(I)  It is a commonplace that even rich men looked upon a law-suit as a dire misfortune, even if they gained the case; and as for a poor one — why, it was considered a miracle of justice and beneficence if a poor man who had once got into the clutches of the law escaped prison or utter ruin.

(H.)  It seems, then, my son, that the government by law-courts and police, which was the real government of the nineteenth century, was not a great success even to the people of that day, living under a class system which proclaimed inequality and poverty as the law of God and the bond which held the world together.

(I)  So it seems, indeed.

(H.)  And now that all this is changed, and the “rights of property,” which mean the clenching the fist on a piece of goods and crying out to the neighbours, You shan’t have this! — now that all this has disappeared so utterly that it is no longer possible even to jest upon its absurdity, is such a Government possible?

(I)  It is impossible.

(H.)  Yes, happily.  But for what other purpose than the protection of the rich from the poor, the strong from the weak, did this Government exist?

(I.)  I have heard that it was said that their office was to defend their own citizens against attack from other countries.

(H.)  It was said; but was anyone expected to believe this?  For instance, did the English Government defend the English citizen against the French?

(I)  So it was said.

(H.)  Then if the French had invaded England and conquered it, they would not have allowed the English workmen to live well?

(I, laughing)  As far as I can make out, the English masters of the English workmen saw to that: they took from their workmen as much of their livelihood as they dared, because they wanted it for themselves.

(H.)  But if the French had conquered, would they not have taken more still from the English workmen?

(I)  I do not think so; for in that case the English workmen would have died of starvation; and then the French conquest would have ruined the French, just as if the English horses and cattle had died of under-feeding.  So that after all, the English workmen would have been no worse off for the conquest: their French Masters could have got no more from them than their English masters did.

(H.)  This is true; and we may admit that the pretensions of the government to defend the poor (i.e., the useful) people against other countries come to nothing.  But that is but natural; for we have seen already that it was the function of government to protect the rich against the poor.  But did not the government defend its rich men against other nations?

(I)  I do not remember to have heard that the rich needed defence; because it is said that even when two nations were at war, the rich men of each nation gambled with each other pretty much as usual, and even sold each other weapons wherewith to kill their own countrymen.

(H.)  In short, it comes to this, that whereas the so-called government of protection of property by means of the law-courts meant destruction of wealth, this defence of the citizens of one country against those of another country by means of war or the threat of war meant pretty much the same thing.

(I)  I cannot deny it.

(H.)  Therefore the government really existed for the destruction of wealth?

(I)  So it seems.  And yet — 

(H.)  Yet what?

(I)  There were many rich people in those times.

(H.)  You see the consequences of that fact?

(I)  I think I do.  But tell me out what they were.

(H.)  If the government habitually destroyed wealth, the country must have been poor?

(I)  Yes, certainly.

(H.)  Yet amidst this poverty the persons for the sake of whom the government existed insisted on being rich whatever might happen?

(I)  So it was.

(H.)  What must happen if in a poor country some people insist on being rich at the expense of the others?

(I)  Unutterable poverty for the others.  All this misery, then, was caused by the destructive government of which we have been speaking?

(H.)  Nay, it would be incorrect to say so.  The government itself was but the necessary result of the careless, aimless tyranny of the times; it was but the machinery of tyranny.  Now tyranny has come to an end, and we no longer need such machinery; we could not possibly use it since we are free.  Therefore in your sense of the word we have no government.  Do you understand this now?

(I)  Yes, I do.  But I will ask you some more questions as to how you as free men manage your affairs.

(H.)  With all my heart.  Ask away.






  








CHAPTER XII: CONCERNING THE ARRANGEMENT OF LIFE
 

“Well,” I said, “about those ‘arrangements’ which you spoke of as taking the place of government, could you give me any account of them?”

“Neighbour,” he said, “although we have simplified our lives a great deal from what they were, and have got rid of many conventionalities and many sham wants, which used to give our forefathers much trouble, yet our life is too complex for me to tell you in detail by means of words how it is arranged; you must find that out by living amongst us.  It is true that I can better tell you what we don’t do, than what we do do.”

“Well?” said I.

“This is the way to put it,” said he: “We have been living for a hundred and fifty years, at least, more or less in our present manner, and a tradition or habit of life has been growing on us; and that habit has become a habit of acting on the whole for the best.  It is easy for us to live without robbing each other.  It would be possible for us to contend with and rob each other, but it would be harder for us than refraining from strife and robbery.  That is in short the foundation of our life and our happiness.”

“Whereas in the old days,” said I, “it was very hard to live without strife and robbery.  That’s what you mean, isn’t it, by giving me the negative side of your good conditions?”

“Yes,” he said, “it was so hard, that those who habitually acted fairly to their neighbours were celebrated as saints and heroes, and were looked up to with the greatest reverence.”

“While they were alive?” said I.

“No,” said he, “after they were dead.”

“But as to these days,” I said; “you don’t mean to tell me that no one ever transgresses this habit of good fellowship?”

“Certainly not,” said Hammond, “but when the transgressions occur, everybody, transgressors and all, know them for what they are; the errors of friends, not the habitual actions of persons driven into enmity against society.”

“I see,” said I; “you mean that you have no ‘criminal’ classes.”

“How could we have them,” said he, “since there is no rich class to breed enemies against the state by means of the injustice of the state?”

Said I: “I thought that I understood from something that fell from you a little while ago that you had abolished civil law.  Is that so, literally?”

“It abolished itself, my friend,” said he.  “As I said before, the civil law-courts were upheld for the defence of private property; for nobody ever pretended that it was possible to make people act fairly to each other by means of brute force.  Well, private property being abolished, all the laws and all the legal ‘crimes’ which it had manufactured of course came to an end.  Thou shalt not steal, had to be translated into, Thou shalt work in order to live happily.  Is there any need to enforce that commandment by violence?”

“Well,” said I, “that is understood, and I agree with it; but how about crimes of violence? would not their occurrence (and you admit that they occur) make criminal law necessary?”

Said he: “In your sense of the word, we have no criminal law either.  Let us look at the matter closer, and see whence crimes of violence spring.  By far the greater part of these in past days were the result of the laws of private property, which forbade the satisfaction of their natural desires to all but a privileged few, and of the general visible coercion which came of those laws.  All that cause of violent crime is gone.  Again, many violent acts came from the artificial perversion of the sexual passions, which caused overweening jealousy and the like miseries.  Now, when you look carefully into these, you will find that what lay at the bottom of them was mostly the idea (a law-made idea) of the woman being the property of the man, whether he were husband, father, brother, or what not.  That idea has of course vanished with private property, as well as certain follies about the ‘ruin’ of women for following their natural desires in an illegal way, which of course was a convention caused by the laws of private property.

“Another cognate cause of crimes of violence was the family tyranny, which was the subject of so many novels and stories of the past, and which once more was the result of private property.  Of course that is all ended, since families are held together by no bond of coercion, legal or social, but by mutual liking and affection, and everybody is free to come or go as he or she pleases.  Furthermore, our standards of honour and public estimation are very different from the old ones; success in besting our neighbours is a road to renown now closed, let us hope for ever.  Each man is free to exercise his special faculty to the utmost, and every one encourages him in so doing.  So that we have got rid of the scowling envy, coupled by the poets with hatred, and surely with good reason; heaps of unhappiness and ill-blood were caused by it, which with irritable and passionate men — i.e., energetic and active men — often led to violence.”

I laughed, and said: “So that you now withdraw your admission, and say that there is no violence amongst you?”

“No,” said he, “I withdraw nothing; as I told you, such things will happen.  Hot blood will err sometimes.  A man may strike another, and the stricken strike back again, and the result be a homicide, to put it at the worst.  But what then?  Shall we the neighbours make it worse still?  Shall we think so poorly of each other as to suppose that the slain man calls on us to revenge him, when we know that if he had been maimed, he would, when in cold blood and able to weigh all the circumstances, have forgiven his manner?  Or will the death of the slayer bring the slain man to life again and cure the unhappiness his loss has caused?”

“Yes,” I said, “but consider, must not the safety of society be safeguarded by some punishment?”

“There, neighbour!” said the old man, with some exultation “You have hit the mark.  That punishment of which men used to talk so wisely and act so foolishly, what was it but the expression of their fear?  And they had need to fear, since they — i.e., the rulers of society — were dwelling like an armed band in a hostile country.  But we who live amongst our friends need neither fear nor punish.  Surely if we, in dread of an occasional rare homicide, an occasional rough blow, were solemnly and legally to commit homicide and violence, we could only be a society of ferocious cowards.  Don’t you think so, neighbour?”

“Yes, I do, when I come to think of it from that side,” said I.

“Yet you must understand,” said the old man, “that when any violence is committed, we expect the transgressor to make any atonement possible to him, and he himself expects it.  But again, think if the destruction or serious injury of a man momentarily overcome by wrath or folly can be any atonement to the commonwealth?  Surely it can only be an additional injury to it.”

Said I: “But suppose the man has a habit of violence, — kills a man a year, for instance?”

“Such a thing is unknown,” said he.  “In a society where there is no punishment to evade, no law to triumph over, remorse will certainly follow transgression.”

“And lesser outbreaks of violence,” said I, “how do you deal with them? for hitherto we have been talking of great tragedies, I suppose?”

Said Hammond: “If the ill-doer is not sick or mad (in which case he must be restrained till his sickness or madness is cured) it is clear that grief and humiliation must follow the ill-deed; and society in general will make that pretty clear to the ill-doer if he should chance to be dull to it; and again, some kind of atonement will follow, — at the least, an open acknowledgement of the grief and humiliation.  Is it so hard to say, I ask your pardon, neighbour? — Well, sometimes it is hard — and let it be.”

“You think that enough?” said I.

“Yes,” said he, “and moreover it is all that we can do.  If in addition we torture the man, we turn his grief into anger, and the humiliation he would otherwise feel for his wrong-doing is swallowed up by a hope of revenge for our wrong-doing to him.  He has paid the legal penalty, and can ‘go and sin again’ with comfort.  Shall we commit such a folly, then?  Remember Jesus had got the legal penalty remitted before he said ‘Go and sin no more.’  Let alone that in a society of equals you will not find any one to play the part of torturer or jailer, though many to act as nurse or doctor.”

“So,” said I, “you consider crime a mere spasmodic disease, which requires no body of criminal law to deal with it?”

“Pretty much so,” said he; “and since, as I have told you, we are a healthy people generally, so we are not likely to be much troubled with this disease.”

“Well, you have no civil law, and no criminal law.  But have you no laws of the market, so to say — no regulation for the exchange of wares? for you must exchange, even if you have no property.”

Said he: “We have no obvious individual exchange, as you saw this morning when you went a-shopping; but of course there are regulations of the markets, varying according to the circumstances and guided by general custom.  But as these are matters of general assent, which nobody dreams of objecting to, so also we have made no provision for enforcing them: therefore I don’t call them laws.  In law, whether it be criminal or civil, execution always follows judgment, and someone must suffer.  When you see the judge on his bench, you see through him, as clearly as if he were made of glass, the policeman to emprison, and the soldier to slay some actual living person.  Such follies would make an agreeable market, wouldn’t they?”

“Certainly,” said I, “that means turning the market into a mere battle-field, in which many people must suffer as much as in the battle-field of bullet and bayonet.  And from what I have seen I should suppose that your marketing, great and little, is carried on in a way that makes it a pleasant occupation.”

“You are right, neighbour,” said he.  “Although there are so many, indeed by far the greater number amongst us, who would be unhappy if they were not engaged in actually making things, and things which turn out beautiful under their hands, — there are many, like the housekeepers I was speaking of, whose delight is in administration and organisation, to use long-tailed words; I mean people who like keeping things together, avoiding waste, seeing that nothing sticks fast uselessly.  Such people are thoroughly happy in their business, all the more as they are dealing with actual facts, and not merely passing counters round to see what share they shall have in the privileged taxation of useful people, which was the business of the commercial folk in past days.  Well, what are you going to ask me next?”






  








CHAPTER XIII: CONCERNING POLITICS
 

Said I: “How do you manage with politics?”

Said Hammond, smiling: “I am glad that it is of me that you ask that question; I do believe that anybody else would make you explain yourself, or try to do so, till you were sickened of asking questions.  Indeed, I believe I am the only man in England who would know what you mean; and since I know, I will answer your question briefly by saying that we are very well off as to politics, — because we have none.  If ever you make a book out of this conversation, put this in a chapter by itself, after the model of old Horrebow’s Snakes in Iceland.”

“I will,” said I.






  








CHAPTER XIV: HOW MATTERS ARE MANAGED
 

Said I: “How about your relations with foreign nations?”

“I will not affect not to know what you mean,” said he, “but I will tell you at once that the whole system of rival and contending nations which played so great a part in the ‘government’ of the world of civilisation has disappeared along with the inequality betwixt man and man in society.”

“Does not that make the world duller?” said I.

“Why?” said the old man.

“The obliteration of national variety,” said I.

“Nonsense,” he said, somewhat snappishly.  “Cross the water and see.  You will find plenty of variety: the landscape, the building, the diet, the amusements, all various.  The men and women varying in looks as well as in habits of thought; the costume far more various than in the commercial period.  How should it add to the variety or dispel the dulness, to coerce certain families or tribes, often heterogeneous and jarring with one another, into certain artificial and mechanical groups, and call them nations, and stimulate their patriotism — i.e., their foolish and envious prejudices?”

“Well — I don’t know how,” said I.

“That’s right,” said Hammond cheerily; “you can easily understand that now we are freed from this folly it is obvious to us that by means of this very diversity the different strains of blood in the world can be serviceable and pleasant to each other, without in the least wanting to rob each other: we are all bent on the same enterprise, making the most of our lives.  And I must tell you whatever quarrels or misunderstandings arise, they very seldom take place between people of different race; and consequently since there is less unreason in them, they are the more readily appeased.”

“Good,” said I, “but as to those matters of politics; as to general differences of opinion in one and the same community.  Do you assert that there are none?”

“No, not at all,” said he, somewhat snappishly; “but I do say that differences of opinion about real solid things need not, and with us do not, crystallise people into parties permanently hostile to one another, with different theories as to the build of the universe and the progress of time.  Isn’t that what politics used to mean?”

“H’m, well,” said I, “I am not so sure of that.”

Said he: “I take, you, neighbour; they only pretended to this serious difference of opinion; for if it had existed they could not have dealt together in the ordinary business of life; couldn’t have eaten together, bought and sold together, gambled together, cheated other people together, but must have fought whenever they met: which would not have suited them at all.  The game of the masters of politics was to cajole or force the public to pay the expense of a luxurious life and exciting amusement for a few cliques of ambitious persons: and the pretence of serious difference of opinion, belied by every action of their lives, was quite good enough for that.  What has all that got to do with us?”

Said I: “Why, nothing, I should hope.  But I fear — In short, I have been told that political strife was a necessary result of human nature.”

“Human nature!” cried the old boy, impetuously; “what human nature?  The human nature of paupers, of slaves, of slave-holders, or the human nature of wealthy freemen?  Which?  Come, tell me that!”

“Well,” said I, “I suppose there would be a difference according to circumstances in people’s action about these matters.”

“I should think so, indeed,” said he.  “At all events, experience shows that it is so.  Amongst us, our differences concern matters of business, and passing events as to them, and could not divide men permanently.  As a rule, the immediate outcome shows which opinion on a given subject is the right one; it is a matter of fact, not of speculation.  For instance, it is clearly not easy to knock up a political party on the question as to whether haymaking in such and such a country-side shall begin this week or next, when all men agree that it must at latest begin the week after next, and when any man can go down into the fields himself and see whether the seeds are ripe enough for the cutting.”

Said I: “And you settle these differences, great and small, by the will of the majority, I suppose?”

“Certainly,” said he; “how else could we settle them?  You see in matters which are merely personal which do not affect the welfare of the community — how a man shall dress, what he shall eat and drink, what he shall write and read, and so forth — there can be no difference of opinion, and everybody does as he pleases.  But when the matter is of common interest to the whole community, and the doing or not doing something affects everybody, the majority must have their way; unless the minority were to take up arms and show by force that they were the effective or real majority; which, however, in a society of men who are free and equal is little likely to happen; because in such a community the apparent majority is the real majority, and the others, as I have hinted before, know that too well to obstruct from mere pigheadedness; especially as they have had plenty of opportunity of putting forward their side of the question.”

“How is that managed?” said I.

“Well,” said he, “let us take one of our units of management, a commune, or a ward, or a parish (for we have all three names, indicating little real distinction between them now, though time was there was a good deal).  In such a district, as you would call it, some neighbours think that something ought to be done or undone: a new town-hall built; a clearance of inconvenient houses; or say a stone bridge substituted for some ugly old iron one, — there you have undoing and doing in one.  Well, at the next ordinary meeting of the neighbours, or Mote, as we call it, according to the ancient tongue of the times before bureaucracy, a neighbour proposes the change, and of course, if everybody agrees, there is an end of discussion, except about details.  Equally, if no one backs the proposer,— ‘seconds him,’ it used to be called — the matter drops for the time being; a thing not likely to happen amongst reasonable men, however, as the proposer is sure to have talked it over with others before the Mote.  But supposing the affair proposed and seconded, if a few of the neighbours disagree to it, if they think that the beastly iron bridge will serve a little longer and they don’t want to be bothered with building a new one just then, they don’t count heads that time, but put off the formal discussion to the next Mote; and meantime arguments pro and con are flying about, and some get printed, so that everybody knows what is going on; and when the Mote comes together again there is a regular discussion and at last a vote by show of hands.  If the division is a close one, the question is again put off for further discussion; if the division is a wide one, the minority are asked if they will yield to the more general opinion, which they often, nay, most commonly do.  If they refuse, the question is debated a third time, when, if the minority has not perceptibly grown, they always give way; though I believe there is some half-forgotten rule by which they might still carry it on further; but I say, what always happens is that they are convinced, not perhaps that their view is the wrong one, but they cannot persuade or force the community to adopt it.”

“Very good,” said I; “but what happens if the divisions are still narrow?”

Said he: “As a matter of principle and according to the rule of such cases, the question must then lapse, and the majority, if so narrow, has to submit to sitting down under the status quo.  But I must tell you that in point of fact the minority very seldom enforces this rule, but generally yields in a friendly manner.”

“But do you know,” said I, “that there is something in all this very like democracy; and I thought that democracy was considered to be in a moribund condition many, many years ago.”

The old boy’s eyes twinkled.  “I grant you that our methods have that drawback.  But what is to be done?  We can’t get anyone amongst us to complain of his not always having his own way in the teeth of the community, when it is clear that everybody cannot have that indulgence.  What is to be done?”

“Well,” said I, “I don’t know.”

Said he: “The only alternatives to our method that I can conceive of are these.  First, that we should choose out, or breed, a class of superior persons capable of judging on all matters without consulting the neighbours; that, in short, we should get for ourselves what used to be called an aristocracy of intellect; or, secondly, that for the purpose of safe-guarding the freedom of the individual will, we should revert to a system of private property again, and have slaves and slave-holders once more.  What do you think of those two expedients?”

“Well,” said I, “there is a third possibility — to wit, that every man should be quite independent of every other, and that thus the tyranny of society should be abolished.”

He looked hard at me for a second or two, and then burst out laughing very heartily; and I confess that I joined him.  When he recovered himself he nodded at me, and said: “Yes, yes, I quite agree with you — and so we all do.”

“Yes,” I said, “and besides, it does not press hardly on the minority: for, take this matter of the bridge, no man is obliged to work on it if he doesn’t agree to its building.  At least, I suppose not.”

He smiled, and said: “Shrewdly put; and yet from the point of view of the native of another planet.  If the man of the minority does find his feelings hurt, doubtless he may relieve them by refusing to help in building the bridge.  But, dear neighbour, that is not a very effective salve for the wound caused by the ‘tyranny of a majority’ in our society; because all work that is done is either beneficial or hurtful to every member of society.  The man is benefited by the bridge-building if it turns out a good thing, and hurt by it if it turns out a bad one, whether he puts a hand to it or not; and meanwhile he is benefiting the bridge-builders by his work, whatever that may be.  In fact, I see no help for him except the pleasure of saying ‘I told you so’ if the bridge-building turns out to be a mistake and hurts him; if it benefits him he must suffer in silence.  A terrible tyranny our Communism, is it not?  Folk used often to be warned against this very unhappiness in times past, when for every well-fed, contented person you saw a thousand miserable starvelings.  Whereas for us, we grow fat and well-liking on the tyranny; a tyranny, to say the truth, not to be made visible by any microscope I know.  Don’t be afraid, my friend; we are not going to seek for troubles by calling our peace and plenty and happiness by ill names whose very meaning we have forgotten!”

He sat musing for a little, and then started and said: “Are there any more questions, dear guest?  The morning is waning fast amidst my garrulity?”






  








CHAPTER XV: ON THE LACK OF INCENTIVE TO LABOUR IN A COMMUNIST SOCIETY
 

“Yes,” said I.  “I was expecting Dick and Clara to make their appearance any moment: but is there time to ask just one or two questions before they come?”

“Try it, dear neighbour — try it,” said old Hammond.  “For the more you ask me the better I am pleased; and at any rate if they do come and find me in the middle of an answer, they must sit quiet and pretend to listen till I come to an end.  It won’t hurt them; they will find it quite amusing enough to sit side by side, conscious of their proximity to each other.”

I smiled, as I was bound to, and said: “Good; I will go on talking without noticing them when they come in.  Now, this is what I want to ask you about — to wit, how you get people to work when there is no reward of labour, and especially how you get them to work strenuously?”

“No reward of labour?” said Hammond, gravely.  “The reward of labour is life.  Is that not enough?”

“But no reward for especially good work,” quoth I.

“Plenty of reward,” said he— “the reward of creation.  The wages which God gets, as people might have said time agone.  If you are going to ask to be paid for the pleasure of creation, which is what excellence in work means, the next thing we shall hear of will be a bill sent in for the begetting of children.”

“Well, but,” said I, “the man of the nineteenth century would say there is a natural desire towards the procreation of children, and a natural desire not to work.”

“Yes, yes,” said he, “I know the ancient platitude, — wholly untrue; indeed, to us quite meaningless.  Fourier, whom all men laughed at, understood the matter better.”

“Why is it meaningless to you?” said I.

He said: “Because it implies that all work is suffering, and we are so far from thinking that, that, as you may have noticed, whereas we are not short of wealth, there is a kind of fear growing up amongst us that we shall one day be short of work.  It is a pleasure which we are afraid of losing, not a pain.”

“Yes,” said I, “I have noticed that, and I was going to ask you about that also.  But in the meantime, what do you positively mean to assert about the pleasurableness of work amongst you?”

“This, that all work is now pleasurable; either because of the hope of gain in honour and wealth with which the work is done, which causes pleasurable excitement, even when the actual work is not pleasant; or else because it has grown into a pleasurable habit, as in the case with what you may call mechanical work; and lastly (and most of our work is of this kind) because there is conscious sensuous pleasure in the work itself; it is done, that is, by artists.”

“I see,” said I.  “Can you now tell me how you have come to this happy condition?  For, to speak plainly, this change from the conditions of the older world seems to me far greater and more important than all the other changes you have told me about as to crime, politics, property, marriage.”

“You are right there,” said he.  “Indeed, you may say rather that it is this change which makes all the others possible.  What is the object of Revolution?  Surely to make people happy.  Revolution having brought its foredoomed change about, how can you prevent the counter-revolution from setting in except by making people happy?  What! shall we expect peace and stability from unhappiness?  The gathering of grapes from thorns and figs from thistles is a reasonable expectation compared with that!  And happiness without happy daily work is impossible.”

“Most obviously true,” said I: for I thought the old boy was preaching a little.  “But answer my question, as to how you gained this happiness.”

“Briefly,” said he, “by the absence of artificial coercion, and the freedom for every man to do what he can do best, joined to the knowledge of what productions of labour we really wanted.  I must admit that this knowledge we reached slowly and painfully.”

“Go on,” said I, “give me more detail; explain more fully.  For this subject interests me intensely.”

“Yes, I will,” said he; “but in order to do so I must weary you by talking a little about the past.  Contrast is necessary for this explanation.  Do you mind?”

“No, no,” said I.

Said he, settling himself in his chair again for a long talk: “It is clear from all that we hear and read, that in the last age of civilisation men had got into a vicious circle in the matter of production of wares.  They had reached a wonderful facility of production, and in order to make the most of that facility they had gradually created (or allowed to grow, rather) a most elaborate system of buying and selling, which has been called the World-Market; and that World-Market, once set a-going, forced them to go on making more and more of these wares, whether they needed them or not.  So that while (of course) they could not free themselves from the toil of making real necessaries, they created in a never-ending series sham or artificial necessaries, which became, under the iron rule of the aforesaid World-Market, of equal importance to them with the real necessaries which supported life.  By all this they burdened themselves with a prodigious mass of work merely for the sake of keeping their wretched system going.”

“Yes — and then?” said I.

“Why, then, since they had forced themselves to stagger along under this horrible burden of unnecessary production, it became impossible for them to look upon labour and its results from any other point of view than one — to wit, the ceaseless endeavour to expend the least possible amount of labour on any article made, and yet at the same time to make as many articles as possible.  To this ‘cheapening of production’, as it was called, everything was sacrificed: the happiness of the workman at his work, nay, his most elementary comfort and bare health, his food, his clothes, his dwelling, his leisure, his amusement, his education — his life, in short — did not weigh a grain of sand in the balance against this dire necessity of ‘cheap production’ of things, a great part of which were not worth producing at all.  Nay, we are told, and we must believe it, so overwhelming is the evidence, though many of our people scarcely can believe it, that even rich and powerful men, the masters of the poor devils aforesaid, submitted to live amidst sights and sounds and smells which it is in the very nature of man to abhor and flee from, in order that their riches might bolster up this supreme folly.  The whole community, in fact, was cast into the jaws of this ravening monster, ‘the cheap production’ forced upon it by the World-Market.”

“Dear me!” said I.  “But what happened?  Did not their cleverness and facility in production master this chaos of misery at last?  Couldn’t they catch up with the World-Market, and then set to work to devise means for relieving themselves from this fearful task of extra labour?”

He smiled bitterly.  “Did they even try to?” said he.  “I am not sure.  You know that according to the old saw the beetle gets used to living in dung; and these people, whether they found the dung sweet or not, certainly lived in it.”

His estimate of the life of the nineteenth century made me catch my breath a little; and I said feebly, “But the labour-saving machines?”

“Heyday!” quoth he.  “What’s that you are saying? the labour-saving machines?  Yes, they were made to ‘save labour’ (or, to speak more plainly, the lives of men) on one piece of work in order that it might be expended — I will say wasted — on another, probably useless, piece of work.  Friend, all their devices for cheapening labour simply resulted in increasing the burden of labour.  The appetite of the World-Market grew with what it fed on: the countries within the ring of ‘civilisation’ (that is, organised misery) were glutted with the abortions of the market, and force and fraud were used unsparingly to ‘open up’ countries outside that pale.  This process of ‘opening up’ is a strange one to those who have read the professions of the men of that period and do not understand their practice; and perhaps shows us at its worst the great vice of the nineteenth century, the use of hypocrisy and cant to evade the responsibility of vicarious ferocity.  When the civilised World-Market coveted a country not yet in its clutches, some transparent pretext was found — the suppression of a slavery different from and not so cruel as that of commerce; the pushing of a religion no longer believed in by its promoters; the ‘rescue’ of some desperado or homicidal madman whose misdeeds had got him into trouble amongst the natives of the ‘barbarous’ country — any stick, in short, which would beat the dog at all.  Then some bold, unprincipled, ignorant adventurer was found (no difficult task in the days of competition), and he was bribed to ‘create a market’ by breaking up whatever traditional society there might be in the doomed country, and by destroying whatever leisure or pleasure he found there.  He forced wares on the natives which they did not want, and took their natural products in ‘exchange,’ as this form of robbery was called, and thereby he ‘created new wants,’ to supply which (that is, to be allowed to live by their new masters) the hapless, helpless people had to sell themselves into the slavery of hopeless toil so that they might have something wherewith to purchase the nullities of ‘civilisation.’  Ah,” said the old man, pointing the dealings of to the Museum, “I have read books and papers in there, telling strange stories indeed of civilisation (or organised misery) with ‘non-civilisation’; from the time when the British Government deliberately sent blankets infected with small-pox as choice gifts to inconvenient tribes of Red-skins, to the time when Africa was infested by a man named Stanley, who—”

“Excuse me,” said I, “but as you know, time presses; and I want to keep our question on the straightest line possible; and I want at once to ask this about these wares made for the World-Market — how about their quality; these people who were so clever about making goods, I suppose they made them well?”

“Quality!” said the old man crustily, for he was rather peevish at being cut short in his story; “how could they possibly attend to such trifles as the quality of the wares they sold?  The best of them were of a lowish average, the worst were transparent make-shifts for the things asked for, which nobody would have put up with if they could have got anything else.  It was a current jest of the time that the wares were made to sell and not to use; a jest which you, as coming from another planet, may understand, but which our folk could not.”

Said I: “What! did they make nothing well?”

“Why, yes,” said he, “there was one class of goods which they did make thoroughly well, and that was the class of machines which were used for making things.  These were usually quite perfect pieces of workmanship, admirably adapted to the end in view.  So that it may be fairly said that the great achievement of the nineteenth century was the making of machines which were wonders of invention, skill, and patience, and which were used for the production of measureless quantities of worthless make-shifts.  In truth, the owners of the machines did not consider anything which they made as wares, but simply as means for the enrichment of themselves.  Of course the only admitted test of utility in wares was the finding of buyers for them — wise men or fools, as it might chance.”

“And people put up with this?” said I.

“For a time,” said he.

“And then?”

“And then the overturn,” said the old man, smiling, “and the nineteenth century saw itself as a man who has lost his clothes whilst bathing, and has to walk naked through the town.”

“You are very bitter about that unlucky nineteenth century,” said I.

“Naturally,” said he, “since I know so much about it.”

He was silent a little, and then said: “There are traditions — nay, real histories — in our family about it: my grandfather was one of its victims.  If you know something about it, you will understand what he suffered when I tell you that he was in those days a genuine artist, a man of genius, and a revolutionist.”

“I think I do understand,” said I: “but now, as it seems, you have reversed all this?”

“Pretty much so,” said he.  “The wares which we make are made because they are needed: men make for their neighbours’ use as if they were making for themselves, not for a vague market of which they know nothing, and over which they have no control: as there is no buying and selling, it would be mere insanity to make goods on the chance of their being wanted; for there is no longer anyone who can be compelled to buy them.  So that whatever is made is good, and thoroughly fit for its purpose.  Nothing can be made except for genuine use; therefore no inferior goods are made.  Moreover, as aforesaid, we have now found out what we want, so we make no more than we want; and as we are not driven to make a vast quantity of useless things we have time and resources enough to consider our pleasure in making them.  All work which would be irksome to do by hand is done by immensely improved machinery; and in all work which it is a pleasure to do by hand machinery is done without.  There is no difficulty in finding work which suits the special turn of mind of everybody; so that no man is sacrificed to the wants of another.  From time to time, when we have found out that some piece of work was too disagreeable or troublesome, we have given it up and done altogether without the thing produced by it.  Now, surely you can see that under these circumstances all the work that we do is an exercise of the mind and body more or less pleasant to be done: so that instead of avoiding work everybody seeks it: and, since people have got defter in doing the work generation after generation, it has become so easy to do, that it seems as if there were less done, though probably more is produced.  I suppose this explains that fear, which I hinted at just now, of a possible scarcity in work, which perhaps you have already noticed, and which is a feeling on the increase, and has been for a score of years.”

“But do you think,” said I, “that there is any fear of a work-famine amongst you?”

“No, I do not,” said he, “and I will tell why; it is each man’s business to make his own work pleasanter and pleasanter, which of course tends towards raising the standard of excellence, as no man enjoys turning out work which is not a credit to him, and also to greater deliberation in turning it out; and there is such a vast number of things which can be treated as works of art, that this alone gives employment to a host of deft people.  Again, if art be inexhaustible, so is science also; and though it is no longer the only innocent occupation which is thought worth an intelligent man spending his time upon, as it once was, yet there are, and I suppose will be, many people who are excited by its conquest of difficulties, and care for it more than for anything else.  Again, as more and more of pleasure is imported into work, I think we shall take up kinds of work which produce desirable wares, but which we gave up because we could not carry them on pleasantly.  Moreover, I think that it is only in parts of Europe which are more advanced than the rest of the world that you will hear this talk of the fear of a work-famine.  Those lands which were once the colonies of Great Britain, for instance, and especially America — that part of it, above all, which was once the United states — are now and will be for a long while a great resource to us.  For these lands, and, I say, especially the northern parts of America, suffered so terribly from the full force of the last days of civilisation, and became such horrible places to live in, that they are now very backward in all that makes life pleasant.  Indeed, one may say that for nearly a hundred years the people of the northern parts of America have been engaged in gradually making a dwelling-place out of a stinking dust-heap; and there is still a great deal to do, especially as the country is so big.”

“Well,” said I, “I am exceedingly glad to think that you have such a prospect of happiness before you.  But I should like to ask a few more questions, and then I have done for to-day.”






  








CHAPTER XVI: DINNER IN THE HALL OF THE BLOOMSBURY MARKET
 

As I spoke, I heard footsteps near the door; the latch yielded, and in came our two lovers, looking so handsome that one had no feeling of shame in looking on at their little-concealed love-making; for indeed it seemed as if all the world must be in love with them.  As for old Hammond, he looked on them like an artist who has just painted a picture nearly as well as he thought he could when he began it, and was perfectly happy.  He said:

“Sit down, sit down, young folk, and don’t make a noise.  Our guest here has still some questions to ask me.”

“Well, I should suppose so,” said Dick; “you have only been three hours and a half together; and it isn’t to be hoped that the history of two centuries could be told in three hours and a half: let alone that, for all I know, you may have been wandering into the realms of geography and craftsmanship.”

“As to noise, my dear kinsman,” said Clara, “you will very soon be disturbed by the noise of the dinner-bell, which I should think will be very pleasant music to our guest, who breakfasted early, it seems, and probably had a tiring day yesterday.”

I said: “Well, since you have spoken the word, I begin to feel that it is so; but I have been feeding myself with wonder this long time past: really, it’s quite true,” quoth I, as I saw her smile, O so prettily!  But just then from some tower high up in the air came the sound of silvery chimes playing a sweet clear tune, that sounded to my unaccustomed ears like the song of the first blackbird in the spring, and called a rush of memories to my mind, some of bad times, some of good, but all sweetened now into mere pleasure.

“No more questions now before dinner,” said Clara; and she took my hand as an affectionate child would, and led me out of the room and down stairs into the forecourt of the Museum, leaving the two Hammonds to follow as they pleased.

We went into the market-place which I had been in before, a thinnish stream of elegantly  dressed people going in along with us.  We turned into the cloister and came to a richly moulded and carved doorway, where a very pretty dark-haired young girl gave us each a beautiful bunch of summer flowers, and we entered a hall much bigger than that of the Hammersmith Guest House, more elaborate in its architecture and perhaps more beautiful.  I found it difficult to keep my eyes off the wall-pictures (for I thought it bad manners to stare at Clara all the time, though she was quite worth it).  I saw at a glance that their subjects were taken from queer old-world myths and imaginations which in yesterday’s world only about half a dozen people in the country knew anything about; and when the two Hammonds sat down opposite to us, I said to the old man, pointing to the frieze:

“How strange to see such subjects here!”

“Why?” said he.  “I don’t see why you should be surprised; everybody knows the tales; and they are graceful and pleasant subjects, not too tragic for a place where people mostly eat and drink and amuse themselves, and yet full of incident.”

I smiled, and said: “Well, I scarcely expected to find record of the Seven Swans and the King of the Golden Mountain and Faithful Henry, and such curious pleasant imaginations as Jacob Grimm got together from the childhood of the world, barely lingering even in his time: I should have thought you would have forgotten such childishness by this time.”

The old man smiled, and said nothing; but Dick turned rather red, and broke out:

“What do you mean, guest?  I think them very beautiful, I mean not only the pictures, but the stories; and when we were children we used to imagine them going on in every wood-end, by the bight of every stream: every house in the fields was the Fairyland King’s House to us.  Don’t you remember, Clara?”

“Yes,” she said; and it seemed to me as if a slight cloud came over her fair face.  I was going to speak to her on the subject, when the pretty waitresses came to us smiling, and chattering sweetly like reed warblers by the river side, and fell to giving us our dinner.  As to this, as at our breakfast, everything was cooked and served with a daintiness which showed that those who had prepared it were interested in it; but there was no excess either of quantity or of gourmandise; everything was simple, though so excellent of its kind; and it was made clear to us that this was no feast, only an ordinary meal.  The glass, crockery, and plate were very beautiful to my eyes, used to the study of mediæval art; but a nineteenth-century club-haunter would, I daresay, have found them rough and lacking in finish; the crockery being lead-glazed pot-ware, though beautifully ornamented; the only porcelain being here and there a piece of old oriental ware.  The glass, again, though elegant and quaint, and very varied in form, was somewhat bubbled and hornier in texture than the commercial articles of the nineteenth century.  The furniture and general fittings of the ball were much of a piece with the table-gear, beautiful in form and highly ornamented, but without the commercial “finish” of the joiners and cabinet-makers of our time.  Withal, there was a total absence of what the nineteenth century calls “comfort” — that is, stuffy inconvenience; so that, even apart from the delightful excitement of the day, I had never eaten my dinner so pleasantly before.

When we had done eating, and were sitting a little while, with a bottle of very good Bordeaux wine before us, Clara came back to the question of the subject-matter of the pictures, as though it had troubled her.

She looked up at them, and said: “How is it that though we are so interested with our life for the most part, yet when people take to writing poems or painting pictures they seldom deal with our modern life, or if they do, take good care to make their poems or pictures unlike that life?  Are we not good enough to paint ourselves?  How is it that we find the dreadful times of the past so interesting to us — in pictures and poetry?”

Old Hammond smiled.  “It always was so, and I suppose always will be,” said he, “however it may be explained.  It is true that in the nineteenth century, when there was so little art and so much talk about it, there was a theory that art and imaginative literature ought to deal with contemporary life; but they never did so; for, if there was any pretence of it, the author always took care (as Clara hinted just now) to disguise, or exaggerate, or idealise, and in some way or another make it strange; so that, for all the verisimilitude there was, he might just as well have dealt with the times of the Pharaohs.”

“Well,” said Dick, “surely it is but natural to like these things strange; just as when we were children, as I said just now, we used to pretend to be so-and-so in such-and-such a place.  That’s what these pictures and poems do; and why shouldn’t they?”

“Thou hast hit it, Dick,” quoth old Hammond; “it is the child-like part of us that produces works of imagination.  When we are children time passes so slow with us that we seem to have time for everything.”

He sighed, and then smiled and said: “At least let us rejoice that we have got back our childhood again.  I drink to the days that are!”

“Second childhood,” said I in a low voice, and then blushed at my double rudeness, and hoped that he hadn’t heard.  But he had, and turned to me smiling, and said: “Yes, why not?  And for my part, I hope it may last long; and that the world’s next period of wise and unhappy manhood, if that should happen, will speedily lead us to a third childhood: if indeed this age be not our third.  Meantime, my friend, you must know that we are too happy, both individually and collectively, to trouble ourselves about what is to come hereafter.”

“Well, for my part,” said Clara, “I wish we were interesting enough to be written or painted about.”

Dick answered her with some lover’s speech, impossible to be written down, and then we sat quiet a little.






  








CHAPTER XVII: HOW THE CHANGE CAME
 

Dick broke the silence at last, saying: “Guest, forgive us for a little after-dinner dulness.  What would you like to do?  Shall we have out Greylocks and trot back to Hammersmith? or will you come with us and hear some Welsh folk sing in a hall close by here? or would you like presently to come with me into the City and see some really fine building? or — what shall it be?”

“Well,” said I, “as I am a stranger, I must let you choose for me.”

In point of fact, I did not by any means want to be ‘amused’ just then; and also I rather felt as if the old man, with his knowledge of past times, and even a kind of inverted sympathy for them caused by his active hatred of them, was as it were a blanket for me against the cold of this very new world, where I was, so to say, stripped bare of every habitual thought and way of acting; and I did not want to leave him too soon.  He came to my rescue at once, and said — 

“Wait a bit, Dick; there is someone else to be consulted besides you and the guest here, and that is I.  I am not going to lose the pleasure of his company just now, especially as I know he has something else to ask me.  So go to your Welshmen, by all means; but first of all bring us another bottle of wine to this nook, and then be off as soon as you like; and come again and fetch our friend to go westward, but not too soon.”

Dick nodded smilingly, and the old man and I were soon alone in the great hall, the afternoon sun gleaming on the red wine in our tall quaint-shaped glasses.  Then said Hammond:

“Does anything especially puzzle you about our way of living, now you have heard a good deal and seen a little of it?”

Said I: “I think what puzzles me most is how it all came about.”

“It well may,” said he, “so great as the change is.  It would be difficult indeed to tell you the whole story, perhaps impossible: knowledge, discontent, treachery, disappointment, ruin, misery, despair — those who worked for the change because they could see further than other people went through all these phases of suffering; and doubtless all the time the most of men looked on, not knowing what was doing, thinking it all a matter of course, like the rising and setting of the sun — and indeed it was so.”

“Tell me one thing, if you can,” said I.  “Did the change, the ‘revolution’ it used to be called, come peacefully?”

“Peacefully?” said he; “what peace was there amongst those poor confused wretches of the nineteenth century?  It was war from beginning to end: bitter war, till hope and pleasure put an end to it.”

“Do you mean actual fighting with weapons?” said I, “or the strikes and lock-outs and starvation of which we have heard?”

“Both, both,” he said.  “As a matter of fact, the history of the terrible period of transition from commercial slavery to freedom may thus be summarised.  When the hope of realising a communal condition of life for all men arose, quite late in the nineteenth century, the power of the middle classes, the then tyrants of society, was so enormous and crushing, that to almost all men, even those who had, you may say despite themselves, despite their reason and judgment, conceived such hopes, it seemed a dream.  So much was this the case that some of those more enlightened men who were then called Socialists, although they well knew, and even stated in public, that the only reasonable condition of Society was that of pure Communism (such as you now see around you), yet shrunk from what seemed to them the barren task of preaching the realisation of a happy dream.  Looking back now, we can see that the great motive-power of the change was a longing for freedom and equality, akin if you please to the unreasonable passion of the lover; a sickness of heart that rejected with loathing the aimless solitary life of the well-to-do educated man of that time: phrases, my dear friend, which have lost their meaning to us of the present day; so far removed we are from the dreadful facts which they represent.

“Well, these men, though conscious of this feeling, had no faith in it, as a means of bringing about the change.  Nor was that wonderful: for looking around them they saw the huge mass of the oppressed classes too much burdened with the misery of their lives, and too much overwhelmed by the selfishness of misery, to be able to form a conception of any escape from it except by the ordinary way prescribed by the system of slavery under which they lived; which was nothing more than a remote chance of climbing out of the oppressed into the oppressing class.

“Therefore, though they knew that the only reasonable aim for those who would better the world was a condition of equality; in their impatience and despair they managed to convince themselves that if they could by hook or by crook get the machinery of production and the management of property so altered that the ‘lower classes’ (so the horrible word ran) might have their slavery somewhat ameliorated, they would be ready to fit into this machinery, and would use it for bettering their condition still more and still more, until at last the result would be a practical equality (they were very fond of using the word ‘practical’), because ‘the rich’ would be forced to pay so much for keeping ‘the poor’ in a tolerable condition that the condition of riches would become no longer valuable and would gradually die out.  Do you follow me?”

“Partly,” said I.  “Go on.”

Said old Hammond: “Well, since you follow me, you will see that as a theory this was not altogether unreasonable; but ‘practically,’ it turned out a failure.”

“How so?” said I.

“Well, don’t you see,” said he, “because it involved the making of a machinery by those who didn’t know what they wanted the machines to do.  So far as the masses of the oppressed class furthered this scheme of improvement, they did it to get themselves improved slave-rations — as many of them as could.  And if those classes had really been incapable of being touched by that instinct which produced the passion for freedom and equality aforesaid, what would have happened, I think, would have been this: that a certain part of the working classes would have been so far improved in condition that they would have approached the condition of the middling rich men; but below them would have been a great class of most miserable slaves, whose slavery would have been far more hopeless than the older class-slavery had been.”

“What stood in the way of this?” said I.

“Why, of course,” said he, “just that instinct for freedom aforesaid.  It is true that the slave-class could not conceive the happiness of a free life.  Yet they grew to understand (and very speedily too) that they were oppressed by their masters, and they assumed, you see how justly, that they could do without them, though perhaps they scarce knew how; so that it came to this, that though they could not look forward to the happiness or peace of the freeman, they did at least look forward to the war which a vague hope told them would bring that peace about.”

“Could you tell me rather more closely what actually took place?” said I; for I thought him rather vague here.

“Yes,” he said, “I can.  That machinery of life for the use of people who didn’t know what they wanted of it, and which was known at the time as State Socialism, was partly put in motion, though in a very piecemeal way.  But it did not work smoothly; it was, of course, resisted at every turn by the capitalists; and no wonder, for it tended more and more to upset the commercial system I have told you of; without providing anything really effective in its place.  The result was growing confusion, great suffering amongst the working classes, and, as a consequence, great discontent.  For a long time matters went on like this.  The power of the upper classes had lessened, as their command over wealth lessened, and they could not carry things wholly by the high hand as they had been used to in earlier days.  So far the State Socialists were justified by the result.  On the other hand, the working classes were ill-organised, and growing poorer in reality, in spite of the gains (also real in the long run) which they had forced from the masters.  Thus matters hung in the balance; the masters could not reduce their slaves to complete subjection, though they put down some feeble and partial riots easily enough.  The workers forced their masters to grant them ameliorations, real or imaginary, of their condition, but could not force freedom from them.  At last came a great crash.  To explain this you must understand that very great progress had been made amongst the workers, though as before said but little in the direction of improved livelihood.”

I played the innocent and said: “In what direction could they improve, if not in livelihood?”

Said he: “In the power to bring about a state of things in which livelihood would be full, and easy to gain.  They had at last learned how to combine after a long period of mistakes and disasters.  The workmen had now a regular organization in the struggle against their masters, a struggle which for more than half a century had been accepted as an inevitable part of the conditions of the modern system of labour and production.  This combination had now taken the form of a federation of all or almost all the recognised wage-paid employments, and it was by its means that those betterments of the conditions of the workmen had been forced from the masters: and though they were not seldom mixed up with the rioting that happened, especially in the earlier days of their organization, it by no means formed an essential part of their tactics; indeed at the time I am now speaking of they had got to be so strong that most commonly the mere threat of a ‘strike’ was enough to gain any minor point: because they had given up the foolish tactics of the ancient trades unions of calling out of work a part only of the workers of such and such an industry, and supporting them while out of work on the labour of those that remained in.  By this time they had a biggish fund of money for the support of strikes, and could stop a certain industry altogether for a time if they so determined.”

Said I: “Was there not a serious danger of such moneys being misused — of jobbery, in fact?”

Old Hammond wriggled uneasily on his seat, and said:

“Though all this happened so long ago, I still feel the pain of mere shame when I have to tell you that it was more than a danger: that such rascality often happened; indeed more than once the whole combination seemed dropping to pieces because of it: but at the time of which I am telling, things looked so threatening, and to the workmen at least the necessity of their dealing with the fast-gathering trouble which the labour-struggle had brought about, was so clear, that the conditions of the times had begot a deep seriousness amongst all reasonable people; a determination which put aside all non-essentials, and which to thinking men was ominous of the swiftly-approaching change: such an element was too dangerous for mere traitors and self-seekers, and one by one they were thrust out and mostly joined the declared reactionaries.”

“How about those ameliorations,” said I; “what were they? or rather of what nature?”

Said he: “Some of them, and these of the most practical importance to the mens’ livelihood, were yielded by the masters by direct compulsion on the part of the men; the new conditions of labour so gained were indeed only customary, enforced by no law: but, once established, the masters durst not attempt to withdraw them in face of the growing power of the combined workers.  Some again were steps on the path of ‘State Socialism’; the most important of which can be speedily summed up.  At the end of the nineteenth century the cry arose for compelling the masters to employ their men a less number of hours in the day: this cry gathered volume quickly, and the masters had to yield to it.  But it was, of course, clear that unless this meant a higher price for work per hour, it would be a mere nullity, and that the masters, unless forced, would reduce it to that.  Therefore after a long struggle another law was passed fixing a minimum price for labour in the most important industries; which again had to be supplemented by a law fixing the maximum price on the chief wares then considered necessary for a workman’s life.”

“You were getting perilously near to the late Roman poor-rates,” said I, smiling, “and the doling out of bread to the proletariat.”

“So many said at the time,” said the old man drily; “and it has long been a commonplace that that slough awaits State Socialism in the end, if it gets to the end, which as you know it did not with us.  However it went further than this minimum and maximum business, which by the by we can now see was necessary.  The government now found it imperative on them to meet the outcry of the master class at the approaching destruction of Commerce (as desirable, had they known it, as the extinction of the cholera, which has since happily taken place).  And they were forced to meet it by a measure hostile to the masters, the establishment of government factories for the production of necessary wares, and markets for their sale.  These measures taken altogether did do something: they were in fact of the nature of regulations made by the commander of a beleaguered city.  But of course to the privileged classes it seemed as if the end of the world were come when such laws were enacted.

“Nor was that altogether without a warrant: the spread of communistic theories, and the partial practice of State Socialism had at first disturbed, and at last almost paralysed the marvellous system of commerce under which the old world had lived so feverishly, and had produced for some few a life of gambler’s pleasure, and for many, or most, a life of mere misery: over and over again came ‘bad times’ as they were called, and indeed they were bad enough for the wage-slaves.  The year 1952 was one of the worst of these times; the workmen suffered dreadfully: the partial, inefficient government factories, which were terribly jobbed, all but broke down, and a vast part of the population had for the time being to be fed on undisguised “charity” as it was called.

“The Combined Workers watched the situation with mingled hope and anxiety.  They had already formulated their general demands; but now by a solemn and universal vote of the whole of their federated societies, they insisted on the first step being taken toward carrying out their demands: this step would have led directly to handing over the management of the whole natural resources of the country, together with the machinery for using them into the power of the Combined Workers, and the reduction of the privileged classes into the position of pensioners obviously dependent on the pleasure of the workers.  The ‘Resolution,’ as it was called, which was widely published in the newspapers of the day, was in fact a declaration of war, and was so accepted by the master class.  They began henceforward to prepare for a firm stand against the ‘brutal and ferocious communism of the day,’ as they phrased it.  And as they were in many ways still very powerful, or seemed so to be; they still hoped by means of brute force to regain some of what they had lost, and perhaps in the end the whole of it.  It was said amongst them on all hands that it had been a great mistake of the various governments not to have resisted sooner; and the liberals and radicals (the name as perhaps you may know of the more democratically inclined part of the ruling classes) were much blamed for having led the world to this pass by their mis-timed pedantry and foolish sentimentality: and one Gladstone, or Gledstein (probably, judging by this name, of Scandinavian descent), a notable politician of the nineteenth century, was especially singled out for reprobation in this respect.  I need scarcely point out to you the absurdity of all this.  But terrible tragedy lay hidden behind this grinning through a horse-collar of the reactionary party.  ‘The insatiable greed of the lower classes must be repressed’— ‘The people must be taught a lesson’ — these were the sacramental phrases current amongst the reactionists, and ominous enough they were.”

The old man stopped to look keenly at my attentive and wondering face; and then said:

“I know, dear guest, that I have been using words and phrases which few people amongst us could understand without long and laborious explanation; and not even then perhaps.  But since you have not yet gone to sleep, and since I am speaking to you as to a being from another planet, I may venture to ask you if you have followed me thus far?”

“O yes,” said I, “I quite understand: pray go on; a great deal of what you have been saying was common place with us — when — when—”

“Yes,” said he gravely, “when you were dwelling in the other planet.  Well, now for the crash aforesaid.

“On some comparatively trifling occasion a great meeting was summoned by the workmen leaders to meet in Trafalgar Square (about the right to meet in which place there had for years and years been bickering).  The civic bourgeois guard (called the police) attacked the said meeting with bludgeons, according to their custom; many people were hurt in the mélée, of whom five in all died, either trampled to death on the spot, or from the effects of their cudgelling; the meeting was scattered, and some hundred of prisoners cast into gaol.  A similar meeting had been treated in the same way a few days before at a place called Manchester, which has now disappeared.  Thus the ‘lesson’ began.  The whole country was thrown into a ferment by this; meetings were held which attempted some rough organisation for the holding of another meeting to retort on the authorities.  A huge crowd assembled in Trafalgar Square and the neighbourhood (then a place of crowded streets), and was too big for the bludgeon-armed police to cope with; there was a good deal of dry-blow fighting; three or four of the people were killed, and half a score of policemen were crushed to death in the throng, and the rest got away as they could.  This was a victory for the people as far as it went.  The next day all London (remember what it was in those days) was in a state of turmoil.  Many of the rich fled into the country; the executive got together soldiery, but did not dare to use them; and the police could not be massed in any one place, because riots or threats of riots were everywhere.  But in Manchester, where the people were not so courageous or not so desperate as in London, several of the popular leaders were arrested.  In London a convention of leaders was got together from the Federation of Combined Workmen, and sat under the old revolutionary name of the Committee of Public Safety; but as they had no drilled and armed body of men to direct, they attempted no aggressive measures, but only placarded the walls with somewhat vague appeals to the workmen not to allow themselves to be trampled upon.  However, they called a meeting in Trafalgar Square for the day fortnight of the last-mentioned skirmish.

“Meantime the town grew no quieter, and business came pretty much to an end.  The newspapers — then, as always hitherto, almost entirely in the hands of the masters — clamoured to the Government for repressive measures; the rich citizens were enrolled as an extra body of police, and armed with bludgeons like them; many of these were strong, well-fed, full-blooded young men, and had plenty of stomach for fighting; but the Government did not dare to use them, and contented itself with getting full powers voted to it by the Parliament for suppressing any revolt, and bringing up more and more soldiers to London.  Thus passed the week after the great meeting; almost as large a one was held on the Sunday, which went off peaceably on the whole, as no opposition to it was offered, and again the people cried ‘victory.’  But on the Monday the people woke up to find that they were hungry.  During the last few days there had been groups of men parading the streets asking (or, if you please, demanding) money to buy food; and what for goodwill, what for fear, the richer people gave them a good deal.  The authorities of the parishes also (I haven’t time to explain that phrase at present) gave willy-nilly what provisions they could to wandering people; and the Government, by means of its feeble national workshops, also fed a good number of half-starved folk.  But in addition to this, several bakers’ shops and other provision stores had been emptied without a great deal of disturbance.  So far, so good.  But on the Monday in question the Committee of Public Safety, on the one hand afraid of general unorganised pillage, and on the other emboldened by the wavering conduct of the authorities, sent a deputation provided with carts and all necessary gear to clear out two or three big provision stores in the centre of the town, leaving papers with the shop managers promising to pay the price of them: and also in the part of the town where they were strongest they took possession of several bakers’ shops and set men at work in them for the benefit of the people; — all of which was done with little or no disturbance, the police assisting in keeping order at the sack of the stores, as they would have done at a big fire.

“But at this last stroke the reactionaries were so alarmed, that they were, determined to force the executive into action.  The newspapers next day all blazed into the fury of frightened people, and threatened the people, the Government, and everybody they could think of, unless ‘order were at once restored.’  A deputation of leading commercial people waited on the Government and told them that if they did not at once arrest the Committee of Public Safety, they themselves would gather a body of men, arm them, and fall on ‘the incendiaries,’ as they called them.

“They, together with a number of the newspaper editors, had a long interview with the heads of the Government and two or three military men, the deftest in their art that the country could furnish.  The deputation came away from that interview, says a contemporary eye-witness, smiling and satisfied, and said no more about raising an anti-popular army, but that afternoon left London with their families for their country seats or elsewhere.

“The next morning the Government proclaimed a state of siege in London, — a thing common enough amongst the absolutist governments on the Continent, but unheard-of in England in those days.  They appointed the youngest and cleverest of their generals to command the proclaimed district; a man who had won a certain sort of reputation in the disgraceful wars in which the country had been long engaged from time to time.  The newspapers were in ecstacies, and all the most fervent of the reactionaries now came to the front; men who in ordinary times were forced to keep their opinions to themselves or their immediate circle, but who began to look forward to crushing once for all the Socialist, and even democratic tendencies, which, said they, had been treated with such foolish indulgence for the last sixty years.

“But the clever general took no visible action; and yet only a few of the minor newspapers abused him; thoughtful men gathered from this that a plot was hatching.  As for the Committee of Public Safety, whatever they thought of their position, they had now gone too far to draw back; and many of them, it seems, thought that the government would not act.  They went on quietly organising their food supply, which was a miserable driblet when all is said; and also as a retort to the state of siege, they armed as many men as they could in the quarter where they were strongest, but did not attempt to drill or organise them, thinking, perhaps, that they could not at the best turn them into trained soldiers till they had some breathing space.  The clever general, his soldiers, and the police did not meddle with all this in the least in the world; and things were quieter in London that week-end; though there were riots in many places of the provinces, which were quelled by the authorities without much trouble.  The most serious of these were at Glasgow and Bristol.

“Well, the Sunday of the meeting came, and great crowds came to Trafalgar Square in procession, the greater part of the Committee amongst them, surrounded by their band of men armed somehow or other.  The streets were quite peaceful and quiet, though there were many spectators to see the procession pass.  Trafalgar Square had no body of police in it; the people took quiet possession of it, and the meeting began.  The armed men stood round the principal platform, and there were a few others armed amidst the general crowd; but by far the greater part were unarmed.

“Most people thought the meeting would go off peaceably; but the members of the Committee had heard from various quarters that something would be attempted against them; but these rumours were vague, and they had no idea of what threatened.  They soon found out.

“For before the streets about the Square were filled, a body of soldiers poured into it from the north-west corner and took up their places by the houses that stood on the west side.  The people growled at the sight of the red-coats; the armed men of the Committee stood undecided, not knowing what to do; and indeed this new influx so jammed the crowd together that, unorganised as they were, they had little chance of working through it.  They had scarcely grasped the fact of their enemies being there, when another column of soldiers, pouring out of the streets which led into the great southern road going down to the Parliament House (still existing, and called the Dung Market), and also from the embankment by the side of the Thames, marched up, pushing the crowd into a denser and denser mass, and formed along the south side of the Square.  Then any of those who could see what was going on, knew at once that they were in a trap, and could only wonder what would be done with them.

“The closely-packed crowd would not or could not budge, except under the influence of the height of terror, which was soon to be supplied to them.  A few of the armed men struggled to the front, or climbled up to the base of the monument which then stood there, that they might face the wall of hidden fire before them; and to most men (there were many women amongst them) it seemed as if the end of the world had come, and to-day seemed strangely different from yesterday.  No sooner were the soldiers drawn up aforesaid than, says an eye-witness, ‘a glittering officer on horseback came prancing out from the ranks on the south, and read something from a paper which he held in his hand; which something, very few heard; but I was told afterwards that it was an order for us to disperse, and a warning that he had legal right to fire on the crowd else, and that he would do so.  The crowd took it as a challenge of some sort, and a hoarse threatening roar went up from them; and after that there was comparative silence for a little, till the officer had got back into the ranks.  I was near the edge of the crowd, towards the soldiers,’ says this eye-witness, ‘and I saw three little machines being wheeled out in front of the ranks, which I knew for mechanical guns.  I cried out, “Throw yourselves down! they are going to fire!”  But no one scarcely could throw himself down, so tight as the crowd were packed.  I heard a sharp order given, and wondered where I should be the next minute; and then — It was as if — the earth had opened, and hell had come up bodily amidst us.  It is no use trying to describe the scene that followed.  Deep lanes were mowed amidst the thick crowd; the dead and dying covered the ground, and the shrieks and wails and cries of horror filled all the air, till it seemed as if there were nothing else in the world but murder and death.  Those of our armed men who were still unhurt cheered wildly and opened a scattering fire on the soldiers.  One or two soldiers fell; and I saw the officers going up and down the ranks urging the men to fire again; but they received the orders in sullen silence, and let the butts of their guns fall.  Only one sergeant ran to a machine-gun and began to set it going; but a tall young man, an officer too, ran out of the ranks and dragged him back by the collar; and the soldiers stood there motionless while the horror-stricken crowd, nearly wholly unarmed (for most of the armed men had fallen in that first discharge), drifted out of the Square.  I was told afterwards that the soldiers on the west side had fired also, and done their part of the slaughter.  How I got out of the Square I scarcely know: I went, not feeling the ground under me, what with rage and terror and despair.’

“So says our eye-witness.  The number of the slain on the side of the people in that shooting during a minute was prodigious; but it was not easy to come at the truth about it; it was probably between one and two thousand.  Of the soldiers, six were killed outright, and a dozen wounded.”

I listened, trembling with excitement.  The old man’s eyes glittered and his face flushed as he spoke, and told the tale of what I had often thought might happen.  Yet I wondered that he should have got so elated about a mere massacre, and I said:

“How fearful!  And I suppose that this massacre put an end to the whole revolution for that time?”

“No, no,” cried old Hammond; “it began it!”

He filled his glass and mine, and stood up and cried out, “Drink this glass to the memory of those who died there, for indeed it would be a long tale to tell how much we owe them.”

I drank, and he sat down again and went on.

“That massacre of Trafalgar Square began the civil war, though, like all such events, it gathered head slowly, and people scarcely knew what a crisis they were acting in.

“Terrible as the massacre was, and hideous and overpowering as the first terror had been, when the people had time to think about it, their feeling was one of anger rather than fear; although the military organisation of the state of siege was now carried out without shrinking by the clever young general.  For though the ruling-classes when the news spread next morning felt one gasp of horror and even dread, yet the Government and their immediate backers felt that now the wine was drawn and must be drunk.  However, even the most reactionary of the capitalist papers, with two exceptions, stunned by the tremendous news, simply gave an account of what had taken place, without making any comment upon it.  The exceptions were one, a so-called ‘liberal’ paper (the Government of the day was of that complexion), which, after a preamble in which it declared its undeviating sympathy with the cause of labour, proceeded to point out that in times of revolutionary disturbance it behoved the Government to be just but firm, and that by far the most merciful way of dealing with the poor madmen who were attacking the very foundations of society (which had made them mad and poor) was to shoot them at once, so as to stop others from drifting into a position in which they would run a chance of being shot.  In short, it praised the determined action of the Government as the acme of human wisdom and mercy, and exulted in the inauguration of an epoch of reasonable democracy free from the tyrannical fads of Socialism.

“The other exception was a paper thought to be one of the most violent opponents of democracy, and so it was; but the editor of it found his manhood, and spoke for himself and not for his paper.  In a few simple, indignant words he asked people to consider what a society was worth which had to be defended by the massacre of unarmed citizens, and called on the Government to withdraw their state of siege and put the general and his officers who fired on the people on their trial for murder.  He went further, and declared that whatever his opinion might be as to the doctrines of the Socialists, he for one should throw in his lot with the people, until the Government atoned for their atrocity by showing that they were prepared to listen to the demands of men who knew what they wanted, and whom the decrepitude of society forced into pushing their demands in some way or other.

“Of course, this editor was immediately arrested by the military power; but his bold words were already in the hands of the public, and produced a great effect: so great an effect that the Government, after some vacillation, withdrew the state of siege; though at the same time it strengthened the military organisation and made it more stringent.  Three of the Committee of Public Safety had been slain in Trafalgar Square: of the rest the greater part went back to their old place of meeting, and there awaited the event calmly.  They were arrested there on the Monday morning, and would have been shot at once by the general, who was a mere military machine, if the Government had not shrunk before the responsibility of killing men without any trial.  There was at first a talk of trying them by a special commission of judges, as it was called — i.e., before a set of men bound to find them guilty, and whose business it was to do so.  But with the Government the cold fit had succeeded to the hot one; and the prisoners were brought before a jury at the assizes.  There a fresh blow awaited the Government; for in spite of the judge’s charge, which distinctly instructed the jury to find the prisoners guilty, they were acquitted, and the jury added to their verdict a presentment, in which they condemned the action of the soldiery, in the queer phraseology of the day, as ‘rash, unfortunate, and unnecessary.’  The Committee of Public Safety renewed its sittings, and from thenceforth was a popular rallying-point in opposition to the Parliament.  The Government now gave way on all sides, and made a show of yielding to the demands of the people, though there was a widespread plot for effecting a coup d’état set on foot between the leaders of the two so-called opposing parties in the parliamentary faction fight.  The well-meaning part of the public was overjoyed, and thought that all danger of a civil war was over.  The victory of the people was celebrated by huge meetings held in the parks and elsewhere, in memory of the victims of the great massacre.

“But the measures passed for the relief of the workers, though to the upper classes they seemed ruinously revolutionary, were not thorough enough to give the people food and a decent life, and they had to be supplemented by unwritten enactments without legality to back them.  Although the Government and Parliament had the law-courts, the army, and ‘society’ at their backs, the Committee of Public Safety began to be a force in the country, and really represented the producing classes.  It began to improve immensely in the days which followed on the acquittal of its members.  Its old members had little administrative capacity, though with the exception of a few self-seekers and traitors, they were honest, courageous men, and many of them were endowed with considerable talent of other kinds.  But now that the times called for immediate action, came forward the men capable of setting it on foot; and a new network of workmen’s associations grew up very speedily, whose avowed single object was the tiding over of the ship of the community into a simple condition of Communism; and as they practically undertook also the management of the ordinary labour-war, they soon became the mouthpiece and intermediary of the whole of the working classes; and the manufacturing profit-grinders now found themselves powerless before this combination; unless their committee, Parliament, plucked up courage to begin the civil war again, and to shoot right and left, they were bound to yield to the demands of the men whom they employed, and pay higher and higher wages for shorter and shorter day’s work.  Yet one ally they had, and that was the rapidly approaching breakdown of the whole system founded on the World-Market and its supply; which now became so clear to all people, that the middle classes, shocked for the moment into condemnation of the Government for the great massacre, turned round nearly in a mass, and called on the Government to look to matters, and put an end to the tyranny of the Socialist leaders.

“Thus stimulated, the reactionist plot exploded probably before it was ripe; but this time the people and their leaders were forewarned, and, before the reactionaries could get under way, had taken the steps they thought necessary.

“The Liberal Government (clearly by collusion) was beaten by the Conservatives, though the latter were nominally much in the minority.  The popular representatives in the House understood pretty well what this meant, and after an attempt to fight the matter out by divisions in the House of Commons, they made a protest, left the House, and came in a body to the Committee of Public Safety: and the civil war began again in good earnest.

“Yet its first act was not one of mere fighting.  The new Tory Government determined to act, yet durst not re-enact the state of siege, but it sent a body of soldiers and police to arrest the Committee of Public Safety in the lump.  They made no resistance, though they might have done so, as they had now a considerable body of men who were quite prepared for extremities.  But they were determined to try first a weapon which they thought stronger than street fighting.

“The members of the Committee went off quietly to prison; but they had left their soul and their organisation behind them.  For they depended not on a carefully arranged centre with all kinds of checks and counter-checks about it, but on a huge mass of people in thorough sympathy with the movement, bound together by a great number of links of small centres with very simple instructions.  These instructions were now carried out.

“The next morning, when the leaders of the reaction were chuckling at the effect which the report in the newspapers of their stroke would have upon the public — no newspapers appeared; and it was only towards noon that a few straggling sheets, about the size of the gazettes of the seventeenth century, worked by policemen, soldiers, managers, and press-writers, were dribbled through the streets.  They were greedily seized on and read; but by this time the serious part of their news was stale, and people did not need to be told that the GENERAL STRIKE had begun.  The railways did not run, the telegraph-wires were unserved; flesh, fish, and green stuff brought to market was allowed to lie there still packed and perishing; the thousands of middle-class families, who were utterly dependant for the next meal on the workers, made frantic efforts through their more energetic members to cater for the needs of the day, and amongst those of them who could throw off the fear of what was to follow, there was, I am told, a certain enjoyment of this unexpected picnic — a forecast of the days to come, in which all labour grew pleasant.

“So passed the first day, and towards evening the Government grew quite distracted.  They had but one resource for putting down any popular movement — to wit, mere brute-force; but there was nothing for them against which to use their army and police: no armed bodies appeared in the streets; the offices of the Federated Workmen were now, in appearance, at least, turned into places for the relief of people thrown out of work, and under the circumstances, they durst not arrest the men engaged in such business, all the more, as even that night many quite respectable people applied at these offices for relief, and swallowed down the charity of the revolutionists along with their supper.  So the Government massed soldiers and police here and there — and sat still for that night, fully expecting on the morrow some manifesto from ‘the rebels,’ as they now began to be called, which would give them an opportunity of acting in some way or another.  They were disappointed.  The ordinary newspapers gave up the struggle that morning, and only one very violent reactionary paper (called the Daily Telegraph) attempted an appearance, and rated ‘the rebels’ in good set terms for their folly and ingratitude in tearing out the bowels of their ‘common mother,’ the English Nation, for the benefit of a few greedy paid agitators, and the fools whom they were deluding.  On the other hand, the Socialist papers (of which three only, representing somewhat different schools, were published in London) came out full to the throat of well-printed matter.  They were greedily bought by the whole public, who, of course, like the Government, expected a manifesto in them.  But they found no word of reference to the great subject.  It seemed as if their editors had ransacked their drawers for articles which would have been in place forty years before, under the technical name of educational articles.  Most of these were admirable and straightforward expositions of the doctrines and practice of Socialism, free from haste and spite and hard words, and came upon the public with a kind of May-day freshness, amidst the worry and terror of the moment; and though the knowing well understood that the meaning of this move in the game was mere defiance, and a token of irreconcilable hostility to the then rulers of society, and though, also, they were meant for nothing else by ‘the rebels,’ yet they really had their effect as ‘educational articles.’  However, ‘education’ of another kind was acting upon the public with irresistible power, and probably cleared their heads a little.

“As to the Government, they were absolutely terrified by this act of ‘boycotting’ (the slang word then current for such acts of abstention).  Their counsels became wild and vacillating to the last degree: one hour they were for giving way for the present till they could hatch another plot; the next they all but sent an order for the arrest in the lump of all the workmen’s committees; the next they were on the point of ordering their brisk young general to take any excuse that offered for another massacre.  But when they called to mind that the soldiery in that ‘Battle’ of Trafalgar Square were so daunted by the slaughter which they had made, that they could not be got to fire a second volley, they shrank back again from the dreadful courage necessary for carrying out another massacre.  Meantime the prisoners, brought the second time before the magistrates under a strong escort of soldiers, were the second time remanded.

“The strike went on this day also.  The workmen’s committees were extended, and gave relief to great numbers of people, for they had organised a considerable amount of production of food by men whom they could depend upon.  Quite a number of well-to-do people were now compelled to seek relief of them.  But another curious thing happened: a band of young men of the upper classes armed themselves, and coolly went marauding in the streets, taking what suited them of such eatables and portables that they came across in the shops which had ventured to open.  This operation they carried out in Oxford Street, then a great street of shops of all kinds.  The Government, being at that hour in one of their yielding moods, thought this a fine opportunity for showing their impartiality in the maintenance of ‘order,’ and sent to arrest these hungry rich youths; who, however, surprised the police by a valiant resistance, so that all but three escaped.  The Government did not gain the reputation for impartiality which they expected from this move; for they forgot that there were no evening papers; and the account of the skirmish spread wide indeed, but in a distorted form for it was mostly told simply as an exploit of the starving people from the East-end; and everybody thought it was but natural for the Government to put them down when and where they could.

“That evening the rebel prisoners were visited in their cells by very polite and sympathetic persons, who pointed out to them what a suicidal course they were following, and how dangerous these extreme courses were for the popular cause.  Says one of the prisoners: ‘It was great sport comparing notes when we came out anent the attempt of the Government to “get at” us separately in prison, and how we answered the blandishments of the highly “intelligent and refined” persons set on to pump us.  One laughed; another told extravagant long-bow stories to the envoy; a third held a sulky silence; a fourth damned the polite spy and bade him hold his jaw — and that was all they got out of us.’

“So passed the second day of the great strike.  It was clear to all thinking people that the third day would bring on the crisis; for the present suspense and ill-concealed terror was unendurable.  The ruling classes, and the middle-class non-politicians who had been their real strength and support, were as sheep lacking a shepherd; they literally did not know what to do.

“One thing they found they had to do: try to get the ‘rebels’ to do something.  So the next morning, the morning of the third day of the strike, when the members of the Committee of Public Safety appeared again before the magistrate, they found themselves treated with the greatest possible courtesy — in fact, rather as envoys and ambassadors than prisoners.  In short, the magistrate had received his orders; and with no more to do than might come of a long stupid speech, which might have been written by Dickens in mockery, he discharged the prisoners, who went back to their meeting-place and at once began a due sitting.  It was high time.  For this third day the mass was fermenting indeed.  There was, of course, a vast number of working people who were not organised in the least in the world; men who had been used to act as their masters drove them, or rather as the system drove, of which their masters were a part.  That system was now falling to pieces, and the old pressure of the master having been taken off these poor men, it seemed likely that nothing but the mere animal necessities and passions of men would have any hold on them, and that mere general overturn would be the result.  Doubtless this would have happened if it had not been that the huge mass had been leavened by Socialist opinion in the first place, and in the second by actual contact with declared Socialists, many or indeed most of whom were members of those bodies of workmen above said.

If anything of this kind had happened some years before, when the masters of labour were still looked upon as the natural rulers of the people, and even the poorest and most ignorant man leaned upon them for support, while they submitted to their fleecing, the entire break-up of all society would have followed.  But the long series of years during which the workmen had learned to despise their rulers, had done away with their dependence upon them, and they were now beginning to trust (somewhat dangerously, as events proved) in the non-legal leaders whom events had thrust forward; and though most of these were now become mere figure-heads, their names and reputations were useful in this crisis as a stop-gap.

“The effect of the news, therefore, of the release of the Committee gave the Government some breathing time: for it was received with the greatest joy by the workers, and even the well-to-do saw in it a respite from the mere destruction which they had begun to dread, and the fear of which most of them attributed to the weakness of the Government.  As far as the passing hour went, perhaps they were right in this.”

“How do you mean?” said I.  “What could the Government have done?  I often used to think that they would be helpless in such a crisis.”

Said old Hammond: “Of course I don’t doubt that in the long run matters would have come about as they did.  But if the Government could have treated their army as a real army, and used them strategically as a general would have done, looking on the people as a mere open enemy to be shot at and dispersed wherever they turned up, they would probably have gained the victory at the time.”

“But would the soldiers have acted against the people in this way?” said I.

Said he: “I think from all I have heard that they would have done so if they had met bodies of men armed however badly, and however badly they had been organised.  It seems also as if before the Trafalgar Square massacre they might as a whole have been depended upon to fire upon an unarmed crowd, though they were much honeycombed by Socialism.  The reason for this was that they dreaded the use by apparently unarmed men of an explosive called dynamite, of which many loud boasts were made by the workers on the eve of these events; although it turned out to be of little use as a material for war in the way that was expected.  Of course the officers of the soldiery fanned this fear to the utmost, so that the rank and file probably thought on that occasion that they were being led into a desperate battle with men who were really armed, and whose weapon was the more dreadful, because it was concealed.  After that massacre, however, it was at all times doubtful if the regular soldiers would fire upon an unarmed or half-armed crowd.”

Said I: “The regular soldiers?  Then there were other combatants against the people?”

“Yes,” said he, “we shall come to that presently.”

“Certainly,” I said, “you had better go on straight with your story.  I see that time is wearing.”

Said Hammond: “The Government lost no time in coming to terms with the Committee of Public Safety; for indeed they could think of nothing else than the danger of the moment.  They sent a duly accredited envoy to treat with these men, who somehow had obtained dominion over people’s minds, while the formal rulers had no hold except over their bodies.  There is no need at present to go into the details of the truce (for such it was) between these high contracting parties, the Government of the empire of Great Britain and a handful of working-men (as they were called in scorn in those days), amongst whom, indeed, were some very capable and ‘square-headed’ persons, though, as aforesaid, the abler men were not then the recognised leaders.  The upshot of it was that all the definite claims of the people had to be granted.  We can now see that most of these claims were of themselves not worth either demanding or resisting; but they were looked on at that time as most important, and they were at least tokens of revolt against the miserable system of life which was then beginning to tumble to pieces.  One claim, however, was of the utmost immediate importance, and this the Government tried hard to evade; but as they were not dealing with fools, they had to yield at last.  This was the claim of recognition and formal status for the Committee of Public Safety, and all the associations which it fostered under its wing.  This it is clear meant two things: first, amnesty for ‘the rebels,’ great and small, who, without a distinct act of civil war, could no longer be attacked; and next, a continuance of the organised revolution.  Only one point the Government could gain, and that was a name.  The dreadful revolutionary title was dropped, and the body, with its branches, acted under the respectable name of the ‘Board of Conciliation and its local offices.’  Carrying this name, it became the leader of the people in the civil war which soon followed.”

“O,” said I, somewhat startled, “so the civil war went on, in spite of all that had happened?”

“So it was,” said he.  “In fact, it was this very legal recognition which made the civil war possible in the ordinary sense of war; it took the struggle out of the element of mere massacres on one side, and endurance plus strikes on the other.”

“And can you tell me in what kind of way the war was carried on?” said I.

“Yes” he said; “we have records and to spare of all that; and the essence of them I can give you in a few words.  As I told you, the rank and file of the army was not to be trusted by the reactionists; but the officers generally were prepared for anything, for they were mostly the very stupidest men in the country.  Whatever the Government might do, a great part of the upper and middle classes were determined to set on foot a counter revolution; for the Communism which now loomed ahead seemed quite unendurable to them.  Bands of young men, like the marauders in the great strike of whom I told you just now, armed themselves and drilled, and began on any opportunity or pretence to skirmish with the people in the streets.  The Government neither helped them nor put them down, but stood by, hoping that something might come of it.  These ‘Friends of Order,’ as they were called, had some successes at first, and grew bolder; they got many officers of the regular army to help them, and by their means laid hold of munitions of war of all kinds.  One part of their tactics consisted in their guarding and even garrisoning the big factories of the period: they held at one time, for instance, the whole of that place called Manchester which I spoke of just now.  A sort of irregular war was carried on with varied success all over the country; and at last the Government, which at first pretended to ignore the struggle, or treat it as mere rioting, definitely declared for ‘the Friends of Order,’ and joined to their bands whatsoever of the regular army they could get together, and made a desperate effort to overwhelm ‘the rebels,’ as they were now once more called, and as indeed they called themselves.

“It was too late.  All ideas of peace on a basis of compromise had disappeared on either side.  The end, it was seen clearly, must be either absolute slavery for all but the privileged, or a system of life founded on equality and Communism.  The sloth, the hopelessness, and if I may say so, the cowardice of the last century, had given place to the eager, restless heroism of a declared revolutionary period.  I will not say that the people of that time foresaw the life we are leading now, but there was a general instinct amongst them towards the essential part of that life, and many men saw clearly beyond the desperate struggle of the day into the peace which it was to bring about.  The men of that day who were on the side of freedom were not unhappy, I think, though they were harassed by hopes and fears, and sometimes torn by doubts, and the conflict of duties hard to reconcile.”

“But how did the people, the revolutionists, carry on the war?  What were the elements of success on their side?”

I put this question, because I wanted to bring the old man back to the definite history, and take him out of the musing mood so natural to an old man.

He answered: “Well, they did not lack organisers; for the very conflict itself, in days when, as I told you, men of any strength of mind cast away all consideration for the ordinary business of life, developed the necessary talent amongst them.  Indeed, from all I have read and heard, I much doubt whether, without this seemingly dreadful civil war, the due talent for administration would have been developed amongst the working men.  Anyhow, it was there, and they soon got leaders far more than equal to the best men amongst the reactionaries.  For the rest, they had no difficulty about the material of their army; for that revolutionary instinct so acted on the ordinary soldier in the ranks that the greater part, certainly the best part, of the soldiers joined the side of the people.  But the main element of their success was this, that wherever the working people were not coerced, they worked, not for the reactionists, but for ‘the rebels.’  The reactionists could get no work done for them outside the districts where they were all-powerful: and even in those districts they were harassed by continual risings; and in all cases and everywhere got nothing done without obstruction and black looks and sulkiness; so that not only were their armies quite worn out with the difficulties which they had to meet, but the non-combatants who were on their side were so worried and beset with hatred and a thousand little troubles and annoyances that life became almost unendurable to them on those terms.  Not a few of them actually died of the worry; many committed suicide.  Of course, a vast number of them joined actively in the cause of reaction, and found some solace to their misery in the eagerness of conflict.  Lastly, many thousands gave way and submitted to ‘the rebels’; and as the numbers of these latter increased, it at last became clear to all men that the cause which was once hopeless, was now triumphant, and that the hopeless cause was that of slavery and privilege.”






  








CHAPTER XVIII: THE BEGINNING OF THE NEW LIFE
 

“Well,” said I, “so you got clear out of all your trouble.  Were people satisfied with the new order of things when it came?”

“People?” he said.  “Well, surely all must have been glad of peace when it came; especially when they found, as they must have found, that after all, they — even the once rich — were not living very badly.  As to those who had been poor, all through the war, which lasted about two years, their condition had been bettering, in spite of the struggle; and when peace came at last, in a very short time they made great strides towards a decent life.  The great difficulty was that the once-poor had such a feeble conception of the real pleasure of life: so to say, they did not ask enough, did not know how to ask enough, from the new state of things.  It was perhaps rather a good than an evil thing that the necessity for restoring the wealth destroyed during the war forced them into working at first almost as hard as they had been used to before the Revolution.  For all historians are agreed that there never was a war in which there was so much destruction of wares, and instruments for making them as in this civil war.”

“I am rather surprised at that,” said I.

“Are you?  I don’t see why,” said Hammond.

“Why,” I said, “because the party of order would surely look upon the wealth as their own property, no share of which, if they could help it, should go to their slaves, supposing they conquered.  And on the other hand, it was just for the possession of that wealth that ‘the rebels’ were fighting, and I should have thought, especially when they saw that they were winning, that they would have been careful to destroy as little as possible of what was so soon to be their own.”

“It was as I have told you, however,” said he.  “The party of order, when they recovered from their first cowardice of surprise — or, if you please, when they fairly saw that, whatever happened, they would be ruined, fought with great bitterness, and cared little what they did, so long as they injured the enemies who had destroyed the sweets of life for them.  As to ‘the rebels,’ I have told you that the outbreak of actual war made them careless of trying to save the wretched scraps of wealth that they had.  It was a common saying amongst them, Let the country be cleared of everything except valiant living men, rather than that we fall into slavery again!”

He sat silently thinking a little while, and then said:

“When the conflict was once really begun, it was seen how little of any value there was in the old world of slavery and inequality.  Don’t you see what it means?  In the times which you are thinking of, and of which you seem to know so much, there was no hope; nothing but the dull jog of the mill-horse under compulsion of collar and whip; but in that fighting-time that followed, all was hope: ‘the rebels’ at least felt themselves strong enough to build up the world again from its dry bones, — and they did it, too!” said the old man, his eyes glittering under his beetling brows.  He went on: “And their opponents at least and at last learned something about the reality of life, and its sorrows, which they — their class, I mean — had once known nothing of.  In short, the two combatants, the workman and the gentleman, between them—”

“Between them,” said I, quickly, “they destroyed commercialism!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” said he; “that is it.  Nor could it have been destroyed otherwise; except, perhaps, by the whole of society gradually falling into lower depths, till it should at last reach a condition as rude as barbarism, but lacking both the hope and the pleasures of barbarism.  Surely the sharper, shorter remedy was the happiest.”

“Most surely,” said I.

“Yes,” said the old man, “the world was being brought to its second birth; how could that take place without a tragedy?  Moreover, think of it.  The spirit of the new days, of our days, was to be delight in the life of the world; intense and overweening love of the very skin and surface of the earth on which man dwells, such as a lover has in the fair flesh of the woman he loves; this, I say, was to be the new spirit of the time.  All other moods save this had been exhausted: the unceasing criticism, the boundless curiosity in the ways and thoughts of man, which was the mood of the ancient Greek, to whom these things were not so much a means, as an end, was gone past recovery; nor had there been really any shadow of it in the so-called science of the nineteenth century, which, as you must know, was in the main an appendage to the commercial system; nay, not seldom an appendage to the police of that system.  In spite of appearances, it was limited and cowardly, because it did not really believe in itself.  It was the outcome, as it was the sole relief, of the unhappiness of the period which made life so bitter even to the rich, and which, as you may see with your bodily eyes, the great change has swept away.  More akin to our way of looking at life was the spirit of the Middle Ages, to whom heaven and the life of the next world was such a reality, that it became to them a part of the life upon the earth; which accordingly they loved and adorned, in spite of the ascetic doctrines of their formal creed, which bade them contemn it.

“But that also, with its assured belief in heaven and hell as two countries in which to live, has gone, and now we do, both in word and in deed, believe in the continuous life of the world of men, and as it were, add every day of that common life to the little stock of days which our own mere individual experience wins for us: and consequently we are happy.  Do you wonder at it?  In times past, indeed, men were told to love their kind, to believe in the religion of humanity, and so forth.  But look you, just in the degree that a man had elevation of mind and refinement enough to be able to value this idea, was he repelled by the obvious aspect of the individuals composing the mass which he was to worship; and he could only evade that repulsion by making a conventional abstraction of mankind that had little actual or historical relation to the race; which to his eyes was divided into blind tyrants on the one hand and apathetic degraded slaves on the other.  But now, where is the difficulty in accepting the religion of humanity, when the men and women who go to make up humanity are free, happy, and energetic at least, and most commonly beautiful of body also, and surrounded by beautiful things of their own fashioning, and a nature bettered and not worsened by contact with mankind?  This is what this age of the world has reserved for us.”

“It seems true,” said I, “or ought to be, if what my eyes have seen is a token of the general life you lead.  Can you now tell me anything of your progress after the years of the struggle?”

Said he: “I could easily tell you more than you have time to listen to; but I can at least hint at one of the chief difficulties which had to be met: and that was, that when men began to settle down after the war, and their labour had pretty much filled up the gap in wealth caused by the destruction of that war, a kind of disappointment seemed coming over us, and the prophecies of some of the reactionists of past times seemed as if they would come true, and a dull level of utilitarian comfort be the end for a while of our aspirations and success.  The loss of the competitive spur to exertion had not, indeed, done anything to interfere with the necessary production of the community, but how if it should make men dull by giving them too much time for thought or idle musing?  But, after all, this dull thunder-cloud only threatened us, and then passed over.  Probably, from what I have told you before, you will have a guess at the remedy for such a disaster; remembering always that many of the things which used to be produced — slave-wares for the poor and mere wealth-wasting wares for the rich — ceased to be made.  That remedy was, in short, the production of what used to be called art, but which has no name amongst us now, because it has become a necessary part of the labour of every man who produces.”

Said I: “What! had men any time or opportunity for cultivating the fine arts amidst the desperate struggle for life and freedom that you have told me of?”

Said Hammond: “You must not suppose that the new form of art was founded chiefly on the memory of the art of the past; although, strange to say, the civil war was much less destructive of art than of other things, and though what of art existed under the old forms, revived in a wonderful way during the latter part of the struggle, especially as regards music and poetry.  The art or work-pleasure, as one ought to call it, of which I am now speaking, sprung up almost spontaneously, it seems, from a kind of instinct amongst people, no longer driven desperately to painful and terrible over-work, to do the best they could with the work in hand — to make it excellent of its kind; and when that had gone on for a little, a craving for beauty seemed to awaken in men’s minds, and they began rudely and awkwardly to ornament the wares which they made; and when they had once set to work at that, it soon began to grow.  All this was much helped by the abolition of the squalor which our immediate ancestors put up with so coolly; and by the leisurely, but not stupid, country-life which now grew (as I told you before) to be common amongst us.  Thus at last and by slow degrees we got pleasure into our work; then we became conscious of that pleasure, and cultivated it, and took care that we had our fill of it; and then all was gained, and we were happy.  So may it be for ages and ages!”

The old man fell into a reverie, not altogether without melancholy I thought; but I would not break it.  Suddenly he started, and said: “Well, dear guest, here are come Dick and Clara to fetch you away, and there is an end of my talk; which I daresay you will not be sorry for; the long day is coming to an end, and you will have a pleasant ride back to Hammersmith.”






  








CHAPTER XIX: THE DRIVE BACK TO HAMMERSMITH
 

I said nothing, for I was not inclined for mere politeness to him after such very serious talk; but in fact I should liked to have gone on talking with the older man, who could understand something at least of my wonted ways of looking at life, whereas, with the younger people, in spite of all their kindness, I really was a being from another planet.  However, I made the best of it, and smiled as amiably as I could on the young couple; and Dick returned the smile by saying, “Well, guest, I am glad to have you again, and to find that you and my kinsman have not quite talked yourselves into another world; I was half suspecting as I was listening to the Welshmen yonder that you would presently be vanishing away from us, and began to picture my kinsman sitting in the hall staring at nothing and finding that he had been talking a while past to nobody.”

I felt rather uncomfortable at this speech, for suddenly the picture of the sordid squabble, the dirty and miserable tragedy of the life I had left for a while, came before my eyes; and I had, as it were, a vision of all my longings for rest and peace in the past, and I loathed the idea of going back to it again.  But the old man chuckled and said:

“Don’t be afraid, Dick.  In any case, I have not been talking to thin air; nor, indeed to this new friend of ours only.  Who knows but I may not have been talking to many people?  For perhaps our guest may some day go back to the people he has come from, and may take a message from us which may bear fruit for them, and consequently for us.”

Dick looked puzzled, and said: “Well, gaffer, I do not quite understand what you mean.  All I can say is, that I hope he will not leave us: for don’t you see, he is another kind of man to what we are used to, and somehow he makes us think of all kind of things; and already I feel as if I could understand Dickens the better for having talked with him.”

“Yes,” said Clara, “and I think in a few months we shall make him look younger; and I should like to see what he was like with the wrinkles smoothed out of his face.  Don’t you think he will look younger after a little time with us?”

The old man shook his head, and looked earnestly at me, but did not answer her, and for a moment or two we were all silent.  Then Clara broke out:

“Kinsman, I don’t like this: something or another troubles me, and I feel as if something untoward were going to happen.  You have been talking of past miseries to the guest, and have been living in past unhappy times, and it is in the air all round us, and makes us feel as if we were longing for something that we cannot have.”

The old man smiled on her kindly, and said: “Well, my child, if that be so, go and live in the present, and you will soon shake it off.” Then he turned to me, and said: “Do you remember anything like that, guest, in the country from which you come?”

The lovers had turned aside now, and were talking together softly, and not heeding us; so I said, but in a low voice: “Yes, when I was a happy child on a sunny holiday, and had everything that I could think of.”

“So it is,” said he.  “You remember just now you twitted me with living in the second childhood of the world.  You will find it a happy world to live in; you will be happy there — for a while.”

Again I did not like his scarcely veiled threat, and was beginning to trouble myself with trying to remember how I had got amongst this curious people, when the old man called out in a cheery voice: “Now, my children, take your guest away, and make much of him; for it is your business to make him sleek of skin and peaceful of mind: he has by no means been as lucky as you have.  Farewell, guest!” and he grasped my hand warmly.

“Good-bye,” said I, “and thank you very much for all that you have told me.  I will come and see you as soon as I come back to London.  May I?”

“Yes,” he said, “come by all means — if you can.”

“It won’t be for some time yet,” quoth Dick, in his cheery voice; “for when the hay is in up the river, I shall be for taking him a round through the country between hay and wheat harvest, to see how our friends live in the north country.  Then in the wheat harvest we shall do a good stroke of work, I should hope, — in Wiltshire by preference; for he will be getting a little hard with all the open-air living, and I shall be as tough as nails.”

“But you will take me along, won’t you, Dick?” said Clara, laying her pretty hand on his shoulder.

“Will I not?” said Dick, somewhat boisterously.  “And we will manage to send you to bed pretty tired every night; and you will look so beautiful with your neck all brown, and your hands too, and you under your gown as white as privet, that you will get some of those strange discontented whims out of your head, my dear.  However, our week’s haymaking will do all that for you.”

The girl reddened very prettily, and not for shame but for pleasure; and the old man laughed, and said:

“Guest, I see that you will be as comfortable as need be; for you need not fear that those two will be too officious with you: they will be so busy with each other, that they will leave you a good deal to yourself, I am sure, and that is a real kindness to a guest, after all.  O, you need not be afraid of being one too many, either: it is just what these birds in a nest like, to have a good convenient friend to turn to, so that they may relieve the ecstasies of love with the solid commonplace of friendship.  Besides, Dick, and much more Clara, likes a little talking at times; and you know lovers do not talk unless they get into trouble, they only prattle.  Good-bye, guest; may you be happy!”

Clara went up to old Hammond, threw her arms about his neck and kissed him heartily, and said:

“You are a dear old man, and may have your jest about me as much as you please; and it won’t be long before we see you again; and you may be sure we shall make our guest happy; though, mind you, there is some truth in what you say.”

Then I shook hands again, and we went out of the hall and into the cloisters, and so in the street found Greylocks in the shafts waiting for us.  He was well looked after; for a little lad of about seven years old had his hand on the rein and was solemnly looking up into his face; on his back, withal, was a girl of fourteen, holding a three-year old sister on before her; while another girl, about a year older than the boy, hung on behind.  The three were occupied partly with eating cherries, partly with patting and punching Greylocks, who took all their caresses in good part, but pricked up his ears when Dick made his appearance.  The girls got off quietly, and going up to Clara, made much of her and snuggled up to her.  And then we got into the carriage, Dick shook the reins, and we got under way at once, Greylocks trotting soberly between the lovely trees of the London streets, that were sending floods of fragrance into the cool evening air; for it was now getting toward sunset.

We could hardly go but fair and softly all the way, as there were a great many people abroad in that cool hour.  Seeing so many people made me notice their looks the more; and I must say, my taste, cultivated in the sombre greyness, or rather brownness, of the nineteenth century, was rather apt to condemn the gaiety and brightness of the raiment; and I even ventured to say as much to Clara.  She seemed rather surprised, and even slightly indignant, and said: “Well, well, what’s the matter?  They are not about any dirty work; they are only amusing themselves in the fine evening; there is nothing to foul their clothes.  Come, doesn’t it all look very pretty?  It isn’t gaudy, you know.”

Indeed that was true; for many of the people were clad in colours that were sober enough, though beautiful, and the harmony of the colours was perfect and most delightful.

I said, “Yes, that is so; but how can everybody afford such costly garments?  Look! there goes a middle-aged man in a sober grey dress; but I can see from here that it is made of very fine woollen stuff, and is covered with silk embroidery.”

Said Clara: “He could wear shabby clothes if he pleased, — that is, if he didn’t think he would hurt people’s feelings by doing so.”

“But please tell me,” said I, “how can they afford it?”

As soon as I had spoken I perceived that I had got back to my old blunder; for I saw Dick’s shoulders shaking with laughter; but he wouldn’t say a word, but handed me over to the tender mercies of Clara, who said — 

“Why, I don’t know what you mean.  Of course we can afford it, or else we shouldn’t do it.  It would be easy enough for us to say, we will only spend our labour on making our clothes comfortable: but we don’t choose to stop there.  Why do you find fault with us?  Does it seem to you as if we starved ourselves of food in order to make ourselves fine clothes?  Or do you think there is anything wrong in liking to see the coverings of our bodies beautiful like our bodies are? — just as a deer’s or an otter’s skin has been made beautiful from the first?  Come, what is wrong with you?”

I bowed before the storm, and mumbled out some excuse or other.  I must say, I might have known that people who were so fond of architecture generally, would not be backward in ornamenting themselves; all the more as the shape of their raiment, apart from its colour, was both beautiful and reasonable — veiling the form, without either muffling or caricaturing it.

Clara was soon mollified; and as we drove along toward the wood before mentioned, she said to Dick — 

“I tell you what, Dick: now that kinsman Hammond the Elder has seen our guest in his queer clothes, I think we ought to find him something decent to put on for our journey to-morrow: especially since, if we do not, we shall have to answer all sorts of questions as to his clothes and where they came from.  Besides,” she said slily, “when he is clad in handsome garments he will not be so quick to blame us for our childishness in wasting our time in making ourselves look pleasant to each other.”

“All right, Clara,” said Dick; “he shall have everything that you — that he wants to have.  I will look something out for him before he gets up to-morrow.”






  








CHAPTER XX: THE HAMMERSMITH GUEST-HOUSE AGAIN
 

Amidst such talk, driving quietly through the balmy evening, we came to Hammersmith, and were well received by our friends there.  Boffin, in a fresh suit of clothes, welcomed me back with stately courtesy; the weaver wanted to button-hole me and get out of me what old Hammond had said, but was very friendly and cheerful when Dick warned him off; Annie shook hands with me, and hoped I had had a pleasant day — so kindly, that I felt a slight pang as our hands parted; for to say the truth, I liked her better than Clara, who seemed to be always a little on the defensive, whereas Annie was as frank as could be, and seemed to get honest pleasure from everything and everybody about her without the least effort.

We had quite a little feast that evening, partly in my honour, and partly, I suspect, though nothing was said about it, in honour of Dick and Clara coming together again.  The wine was of the best; the hall was redolent of rich summer flowers; and after supper we not only had music (Annie, to my mind, surpassing all the others for sweetness and clearness of voice, as well as for feeling and meaning), but at last we even got to telling stories, and sat there listening, with no other light but that of the summer moon streaming through the beautiful traceries of the windows, as if we had belonged to time long passed, when books were scarce and the art of reading somewhat rare.  Indeed, I may say here, that, though, as you will have noted, my friends had mostly something to say about books, yet they were not great readers, considering the refinement of their manners and the great amount of leisure which they obviously had.  In fact, when Dick, especially, mentioned a book, he did so with an air of a man who has accomplished an achievement; as much as to say, “There, you see, I have actually read that!”

The evening passed all too quickly for me; since that day, for the first time in my life, I was having my fill of the pleasure of the eyes without any of that sense of incongruity, that dread of approaching ruin, which had always beset me hitherto when I had been amongst the beautiful works of art of the past, mingled with the lovely nature of the present; both of them, in fact, the result of the long centuries of tradition, which had compelled men to produce the art, and compelled nature to run into the mould of the ages.  Here I could enjoy everything without an afterthought of the injustice and miserable toil which made my leisure; the ignorance and dulness of life which went to make my keen appreciation of history; the tyranny and the struggle full of fear and mishap which went to make my romance.  The only weight I had upon my heart was a vague fear as it drew toward bed-time concerning the place wherein I should wake on the morrow: but I choked that down, and went to bed happy, and in a very few moments was in a dreamless sleep.






  








CHAPTER XXI: GOING UP THE RIVER
 

When I did wake, to a beautiful sunny morning, I leapt out of bed with my over-night apprehension still clinging to me, which vanished delightfully however in a moment as I looked around my little sleeping chamber and saw the pale but pure-coloured figures painted on the plaster of the wall, with verses written underneath them which I knew somewhat over well.  I dressed speedily, in a suit of blue laid ready for me, so handsome that I quite blushed when I had got into it, feeling as I did so that excited pleasure of anticipation of a holiday, which, well remembered as it was, I had not felt since I was a boy, new come home for the summer holidays.

It seemed quite early in the morning, and I expected to have the hall to myself when I came into it out of the corridor wherein was my sleeping chamber; but I met Annie at once, who let fall her broom and gave me a kiss, quite meaningless I fear, except as betokening friendship, though she reddened as she did it, not from shyness, but from friendly pleasure, and then stood and picked up her broom again, and went on with her sweeping, nodding to me as if to bid me stand out of the way and look on; which, to say the truth, I thought amusing enough, as there were five other girls helping her, and their graceful figures engaged in the leisurely work were worth going a long way to see, and their merry talk and laughing as they swept in quite a scientific manner was worth going a long way to hear.  But Annie presently threw me back a word or two as she went on to the other end of the hall: “Guest,” she said, “I am glad that you are up early, though we wouldn’t disturb you; for our Thames is a lovely river at half-past six on a June morning: and as it would be a pity for you to lose it, I am told just to give you a cup of milk and a bit of bread outside there, and put you into the boat: for Dick and Clara are all ready now.  Wait half a minute till I have swept down this row.”

So presently she let her broom drop again, and came and took me by the hand and led me out on to the terrace above the river, to a little table under the boughs, where my bread and milk took the form of as dainty a breakfast as any one could desire, and then sat by me as I ate.  And in a minute or two Dick and Clara came to me, the latter looking most fresh and beautiful in a light silk embroidered gown, which to my unused eyes was extravagantly gay and bright; while Dick was also handsomely dressed in white flannel prettily embroidered.  Clara raised her gown in her hands as she gave me the morning greeting, and said laughingly: “Look, guest! you see we are at least as fine as any of the people you felt inclined to scold last night; you see we are not going to make the bright day and the flowers feel ashamed of themselves.  Now scold me!”

Quoth I: “No, indeed; the pair of you seem as if you were born out of the summer day itself; and I will scold you when I scold it.”

“Well, you know,” said Dick, “this is a special day — all these days are, I mean.  The hay-harvest is in some ways better than corn-harvest because of the beautiful weather; and really, unless you had worked in the hay-field in fine weather, you couldn’t tell what pleasant work it is.  The women look so pretty at it, too,” he said, shyly; “so all things considered, I think we are right to adorn it in a simple manner.”

“Do the women work at it in silk dresses?” said I, smiling.

Dick was going to answer me soberly; but Clara put her hand over his mouth, and said, “No, no, Dick; not too much information for him, or I shall think that you are your old kinsman again.  Let him find out for himself: he will not have long to wait.”

“Yes,” quoth Annie, “don’t make your description of the picture too fine, or else he will be disappointed when the curtain is drawn.  I don’t want him to be disappointed.  But now it’s time for you to be gone, if you are to have the best of the tide, and also of the sunny morning.  Good-bye, guest.”

She kissed me in her frank friendly way, and almost took away from me my desire for the expedition thereby; but I had to get over that, as it was clear that so delightful a woman would hardly be without a due lover of her own age.  We went down the steps of the landing stage, and got into a pretty boat, not too light to hold us and our belongings comfortably, and handsomely ornamented; and just as we got in, down came Boffin and the weaver to see us off.  The former had now veiled his splendour in a due suit of working clothes, crowned with a fantail hat, which he took off, however, to wave us farewell with his grave old-Spanish-like courtesy.  Then Dick pushed off into the stream, and bent vigorously to his sculls, and Hammersmith, with its noble trees and beautiful water-side houses, began to slip away from us.

As we went, I could not help putting beside his promised picture of the hay-field as it was then the picture of it as I remembered it, and especially the images of the women engaged in the work rose up before me: the row of gaunt figures, lean, flat-breasted, ugly, without a grace of form or face about them; dressed in wretched skimpy print gowns, and hideous flapping sun-bonnets, moving their rakes in a listless mechanical way.  How often had that marred the loveliness of the June day to me; how often had I longed to see the hay-fields peopled with men and women worthy of the sweet abundance of midsummer, of its endless wealth of beautiful sights, and delicious sounds and scents.  And now, the world had grown old and wiser, and I was to see my hope realised at last!






  








CHAPTER XXII: HAMPTON COURT AND A PRAISER OF PAST TIMES
 

So on we went, Dick rowing in an easy tireless way, and Clara sitting by my side admiring his manly beauty and heartily good-natured face, and thinking, I fancy, of nothing else.  As we went higher up the river, there was less difference between the Thames of that day and Thames as I remembered it; for setting aside the hideous vulgarity of the cockney villas of the well-to-do, stockbrokers and other such, which in older time marred the beauty of the bough-hung banks, even this beginning of the country Thames was always beautiful; and as we slipped between the lovely summer greenery, I almost felt my youth come back to me, and as if I were on one of those water excursions which I used to enjoy so much in days when I was too happy to think that there could be much amiss anywhere.

At last we came to a reach of the river where on the left hand a very pretty little village with some old houses in it came down to the edge of the water, over which was a ferry; and beyond these houses the elm-beset meadows ended in a fringe of tall willows, while on the right hand went the tow-path and a clear space before a row of trees, which rose up behind huge and ancient, the ornaments of a great park: but these drew back still further from the river at the end of the reach to make way for a little town of quaint and pretty houses, some new, some old, dominated by the long walls and sharp gables of a great red-brick pile of building, partly of the latest Gothic, partly of the court-style of Dutch William, but so blended together by the bright sun and beautiful surroundings, including the bright blue river, which it looked down upon, that even amidst the beautiful buildings of that new happy time it had a strange charm about it.  A great wave of fragrance, amidst which the lime-tree blossom was clearly to be distinguished, came down to us from its unseen gardens, as Clara sat up in her place, and said:

“O Dick, dear, couldn’t we stop at Hampton Court for to-day, and take the guest about the park a little, and show him those sweet old buildings?  Somehow, I suppose because you have lived so near it, you have seldom taken me to Hampton Court.”

Dick rested on his oars a little, and said: “Well, well, Clara, you are lazy to-day.  I didn’t feel like stopping short of Shepperton for the night; suppose we just go and have our dinner at the Court, and go on again about five o’clock?”

“Well,” she said, “so be it; but I should like the guest to have spent an hour or two in the Park.”

“The Park!” said Dick; “why, the whole Thames-side is a park this time of the year; and for my part, I had rather lie under an elm-tree on the borders of a wheat-field, with the bees humming about me and the corn-crake crying from furrow to furrow, than in any park in England.  Besides—”

“Besides,” said she, “you want to get on to your dearly-loved upper Thames, and show your prowess down the heavy swathes of the mowing grass.”

She looked at him fondly, and I could tell that she was seeing him in her mind’s eye showing his splendid form at its best amidst the rhymed strokes of the scythes; and she looked down at her own pretty feet with a half sigh, as though she were contrasting her slight woman’s beauty with his man’s beauty; as women will when they are really in love, and are not spoiled with conventional sentiment.

As for Dick, he looked at her admiringly a while, and then said at last: “Well, Clara, I do wish we were there!  But, hilloa! we are getting back way.”  And he set to work sculling again, and in two minutes we were all standing on the gravelly strand below the bridge, which, as you may imagine, was no longer the old hideous iron abortion, but a handsome piece of very solid oak framing.

We went into the Court and straight into the great hall, so well remembered, where there were tables spread for dinner, and everything arranged much as in Hammersmith Guest-Hall.  Dinner over, we sauntered through the ancient rooms, where the pictures and tapestry were still preserved, and nothing was much changed, except that the people whom we met there had an indefinable kind of look of being at home and at ease, which communicated itself to me, so that I felt that the beautiful old place was mine in the best sense of the word; and my pleasure of past days seemed to add itself to that of to-day, and filled my whole soul with content.

Dick (who, in spite of Clara’s gibe, knew the place very well) told me that the beautiful old Tudor rooms, which I remembered had been the dwellings of the lesser fry of Court flunkies, were now much used by people coming and going; for, beautiful as architecture had now become, and although the whole face of the country had quite recovered its beauty, there was still a sort of tradition of pleasure and beauty which clung to that group of buildings, and people thought going to Hampton Court a necessary summer outing, as they did in the days when London was so grimy and miserable.  We went into some of the rooms looking into the old garden, and were well received by the people in them, who got speedily into talk with us, and looked with politely half-concealed wonder at my strange face.  Besides these birds of passage, and a few regular dwellers in the place, we saw out in the meadows near the garden, down “the Long Water,” as it used to be called, many gay tents with men, women, and children round about them.  As it seemed, this pleasure-loving people were fond of tent-life, with all its inconveniences, which, indeed, they turned into pleasure also.

We left this old friend by the time appointed, and I made some feeble show of taking the sculls; but Dick repulsed me, not much to my grief, I must say, as I found I had quite enough to do between the enjoyment of the beautiful time and my own lazily blended thoughts.

As to Dick, it was quite right to let him pull, for he was as strong as a horse, and had the greatest delight in bodily exercise, whatever it was.  We really had some difficulty in getting him to stop when it was getting rather more than dusk, and the moon was brightening just as we were off Runnymede.  We landed there, and were looking about for a place whereon to pitch our tents (for we had brought two with us), when an old man came up to us, bade us good evening, and asked if we were housed for that that night; and finding that we were not, bade us home to his house.  Nothing loth, we went with him, and Clara took his hand in a coaxing way which I noticed she used with old men; and as we went on our way, made some commonplace remark about the beauty of the day.  The old man stopped short, and looked at her and said: “You really like it then?”

“Yes,” she said, looking very much astonished, “Don’t you?”

“Well,” said he, “perhaps I do.  I did, at any rate, when I was younger; but now I think I should like it cooler.”

She said nothing, and went on, the night growing about as dark as it would be; till just at the rise of the hill we came to a hedge with a gate in it, which the old man unlatched and led us into a garden, at the end of which we could see a little house, one of whose little windows was already yellow with candlelight.  We could see even under the doubtful light of the moon and the last of the western glow that the garden was stuffed full of flowers; and the fragrance it gave out in the gathering coolness was so wonderfully sweet, that it seemed the very heart of the delight of the June dusk; so that we three stopped instinctively, and Clara gave forth a little sweet “O,” like a bird beginning to sing.

“What’s the matter?” said the old man, a little testily, and pulling at her hand.  “There’s no dog; or have you trodden on a thorn and hurt your foot?”

“No, no, neighbour,” she said; “but how sweet, how sweet it is!”

“Of course it is,” said he, “but do you care so much for that?”

She laughed out musically, and we followed suit in our gruffer voices; and then she said: “Of course I do, neighbour; don’t you?”

“Well, I don’t know,” quoth the old fellow; then he added, as if somewhat ashamed of himself: “Besides, you know, when the waters are out and all Runnymede is flooded, it’s none so pleasant.”

“I should like it,” quoth Dick.  “What a jolly sail one would get about here on the floods on a bright frosty January morning!”

“Would you like it?” said our host.  “Well, I won’t argue with you, neighbour; it isn’t worth while.  Come in and have some supper.”

We went up a paved path between the roses, and straight into a very pretty room, panelled and carved, and as clean as a new pin; but the chief ornament of which was a young woman, light-haired and grey-eyed, but with her face and hands and bare feet tanned quite brown with the sun.  Though she was very lightly clad, that was clearly from choice, not from poverty, though these were the first cottage-dwellers I had come across; for her gown was of silk, and on her wrists were bracelets that seemed to me of great value.  She was lying on a sheep-skin near the window, but jumped up as soon as we entered, and when she saw the guests behind the old man, she clapped her hands and cried out with pleasure, and when she got us into the middle of the room, fairly danced round us in delight of our company.

“What!” said the old man, “you are pleased, are you, Ellen?”

The girl danced up to him and threw her arms round him, and said: “Yes I am, and so ought you to be grandfather.”

“Well, well, I am,” said he, “as much as I can be pleased.  Guests, please be seated.”

This seemed rather strange to us; stranger, I suspect, to my friends than to me; but Dick took the opportunity of both the host and his grand-daughter being out of the room to say to me, softly: “A grumbler: there are a few of them still.  Once upon a time, I am told, they were quite a nuisance.”

The old man came in as he spoke and sat down beside us with a sigh, which, indeed, seemed fetched up as if he wanted us to take notice of it; but just then the girl came in with the victuals, and the carle missed his mark, what between our hunger generally and that I was pretty busy watching the grand-daughter moving about as beautiful as a picture.

Everything to eat and drink, though it was somewhat different to what we had had in London, was better than good, but the old man eyed rather sulkily the chief dish on the table, on which lay a leash of fine perch, and said:

“H’m, perch!  I am sorry we can’t do better for you, guests.  The time was when we might have had a good piece of salmon up from London for you; but the times have grown mean and petty.”

“Yes, but you might have had it now,” said the girl, giggling, “if you had known that they were coming.”

“It’s our fault for not bringing it with us, neighbours,” said Dick, good-humouredly.  “But if the times have grown petty, at any rate the perch haven’t; that fellow in the middle there must have weighed a good two pounds when he was showing his dark stripes and red fins to the minnows yonder.  And as to the salmon, why, neighbour, my friend here, who comes from the outlands, was quite surprised yesterday morning when I told him we had plenty of salmon at Hammersmith.  I am sure I have heard nothing of the times worsening.”

He looked a little uncomfortable.  And the old man, turning to me, said very courteously:

“Well, sir, I am happy to see a man from over the water; but I really must appeal to you to say whether on the whole you are not better off in your country; where I suppose, from what our guest says, you are brisker and more alive, because you have not wholly got rid of competition.  You see, I have read not a few books of the past days, and certainly they are much more alive than those which are written now; and good sound unlimited competition was the condition under which they were written, — if we didn’t know that from the record of history, we should know it from the books themselves.  There is a spirit of adventure in them, and signs of a capacity to extract good out of evil which our literature quite lacks now; and I cannot help thinking that our moralists and historians exaggerate hugely the unhappiness of the past days, in which such splendid works of imagination and intellect were produced.”

Clara listened to him with restless eyes, as if she were excited and pleased; Dick knitted his brow and looked still more uncomfortable, but said nothing.  Indeed, the old man gradually, as he warmed to his subject, dropped his sneering manner, and both spoke and looked very seriously.  But the girl broke out before I could deliver myself of the answer I was framing:

“Books, books! always books, grandfather!  When will you understand that after all it is the world we live in which interests us; the world of which we are a part, and which we can never love too much?  Look!” she said, throwing open the casement wider and showing us the white light sparkling between the black shadows of the moonlit garden, through which ran a little shiver of the summer night-wind, “look! these are our books in these days! — and these,” she said, stepping lightly up to the two lovers and laying a hand on each of their shoulders; “and the guest there, with his over-sea knowledge and experience; — yes, and even you, grandfather” (a smile ran over her face as she spoke), “with all your grumbling and wishing yourself back again in the good old days, — in which, as far as I can make out, a harmless and lazy old man like you would either have pretty nearly starved, or have had to pay soldiers and people to take the folk’s victuals and clothes and houses away from them by force.  Yes, these are our books; and if we want more, can we not find work to do in the beautiful buildings that we raise up all over the country (and I know there was nothing like them in past times), wherein a man can put forth whatever is in him, and make his hands set forth his mind and his soul.”

She paused a little, and I for my part could not help staring at her, and thinking that if she were a book, the pictures in it were most lovely.  The colour mantled in her delicate sunburnt cheeks; her grey eyes, light amidst the tan of her face, kindly looked on us all as she spoke.  She paused, and said again:

“As for your books, they were well enough for times when intelligent people had but little else in which they could take pleasure, and when they must needs supplement the sordid miseries of their own lives with imaginations of the lives of other people.  But I say flatly that in spite of all their cleverness and vigour, and capacity for story-telling, there is something loathsome about them.  Some of them, indeed, do here and there show some feeling for those whom the history-books call ‘poor,’ and of the misery of whose lives we have some inkling; but presently they give it up, and towards the end of the story we must be contented to see the hero and heroine living happily in an island of bliss on other people’s troubles; and that after a long series of sham troubles (or mostly sham) of their own making, illustrated by dreary introspective nonsense about their feelings and aspirations, and all the rest of it; while the world must even then have gone on its way, and dug and sewed and baked and built and carpentered round about these useless — animals.”

“There!” said the old man, reverting to his dry sulky manner again.  “There’s eloquence!  I suppose you like it?”

“Yes,” said I, very emphatically.

“Well,” said he, “now the storm of eloquence has lulled for a little, suppose you answer my question? — that is, if you like, you know,” quoth he, with a sudden access of courtesy.

“What question?” said I.  For I must confess that Ellen’s strange and almost wild beauty had put it out of my head.

Said he: “First of all (excuse my catechising), is there competition in life, after the old kind, in the country whence you come?”

“Yes,” said I, “it is the rule there.”  And I wondered as I spoke what fresh complications I should get into as a result of this answer.

“Question two,” said the carle: “Are you not on the whole much freer, more energetic — in a word, healthier and happier — for it?”

I smiled.  “You wouldn’t talk so if you had any idea of our life.  To me you seem here as if you were living in heaven compared with us of the country from which I came.”

“Heaven?” said he: “you like heaven, do you?”

“Yes,” said I — snappishly, I am afraid; for I was beginning rather to resent his formula.

“Well, I am far from sure that I do,” quoth he.  “I think one may do more with one’s life than sitting on a damp cloud and singing hymns.”

I was rather nettled by this inconsequence, and said: “Well, neighbour, to be short, and without using metaphors, in the land whence I come, where the competition which produced those literary works which you admire so much is still the rule, most people are thoroughly unhappy; here, to me at least most people seem thoroughly happy.”

“No offence, guest — no offence,” said he; “but let me ask you; you like that, do you?”

His formula, put with such obstinate persistence, made us all laugh heartily; and even the old man joined in the laughter on the sly.  However, he was by no means beaten, and said presently:

“From all I can hear, I should judge that a young woman so beautiful as my dear Ellen yonder would have been a lady, as they called it in the old time, and wouldn’t have had to wear a few rags of silk as she does now, or to have browned herself in the sun as she has to do now.  What do you say to that, eh?”

Here Clara, who had been pretty much silent hitherto, struck in, and said: “Well, really, I don’t think that you would have mended matters, or that they want mending.  Don’t you see that she is dressed deliciously for this beautiful weather?  And as for the sun-burning of your hay-fields, why, I hope to pick up some of that for myself when we get a little higher up the river.  Look if I don’t need a little sun on my pasty white skin!”

And she stripped up the sleeve from her arm and laid it beside Ellen’s who was now sitting next her.  To say the truth, it was rather amusing to me to see Clara putting herself forward as a town-bred fine lady, for she was as well-knit and clean-skinned a girl as might be met with anywhere at the best.  Dick stroked the beautiful arm rather shyly, and pulled down the sleeve again, while she blushed at his touch; and the old man said laughingly: “Well, I suppose you do like that; don’t you?”

Ellen kissed her new friend, and we all sat silent for a little, till she broke out into a sweet shrill song, and held us all entranced with the wonder of her clear voice; and the old grumbler sat looking at her lovingly.  The other young people sang also in due time; and then Ellen showed us to our beds in small cottage chambers, fragrant and clean as the ideal of the old pastoral poets; and the pleasure of the evening quite extinguished my fear of the last night, that I should wake up in the old miserable world of worn-out pleasures, and hopes that were half fears.






  








CHAPTER XXIII: AN EARLY MORNING BY RUNNYMEDE
 

Though there were no rough noises to wake me, I could not lie long abed the next morning, where the world seemed so well awake, and, despite the old grumbler, so happy; so I got up, and found that, early as it was, someone had been stirring, since all was trim and in its place in the little parlour, and the table laid for the morning meal.  Nobody was afoot in the house as then, however, so I went out a-doors, and after a turn or two round the superabundant garden, I wandered down over the meadow to the river-side, where lay our boat, looking quite familiar and friendly to me.  I walked up stream a little, watching the light mist curling up from the river till the sun gained power to draw it all away; saw the bleak speckling the water under the willow boughs, whence the tiny flies they fed on were falling in myriads; heard the great chub splashing here and there at some belated moth or other, and felt almost back again in my boyhood.  Then I went back again to the boat, and loitered there a minute or two, and then walked slowly up the meadow towards the little house.  I noted now that there were four more houses of about the same size on the slope away from the river.  The meadow in which I was going was not up for hay; but a row of flake-hurdles ran up the slope not far from me on each side, and in the field so parted off from ours on the left they were making hay busily by now, in the simple fashion of the days when I was a boy.  My feet turned that way instinctively, as I wanted to see how haymakers looked in these new and better times, and also I rather expected to see Ellen there.  I came to the hurdles and stood looking over into the hay-field, and was close to the end of the long line of haymakers who were spreading the low ridges to dry off the night dew.  The majority of these were young women clad much like Ellen last night, though not mostly in silk, but in light woollen mostly gaily embroidered; the men being all clad in white flannel embroidered in bright colours.  The meadow looked like a gigantic tulip-bed because of them.  All hands were working deliberately but well and steadily, though they were as noisy with merry talk as a grove of autumn starlings.  Half a dozen of them, men and women, came up to me and shook hands, gave me the sele of the morning, and asked a few questions as to whence and whither, and wishing me good luck, went back to their work.  Ellen, to my disappointment, was not amongst them, but presently I saw a light figure come out of the hay-field higher up the slope, and make for our house; and that was Ellen, holding a basket in her hand.  But before she had come to the garden gate, out came Dick and Clara, who, after a minute’s pause, came down to meet me, leaving Ellen in the garden; then we three went down to the boat, talking mere morning prattle.  We stayed there a little, Dick arranging some of the matters in her, for we had only taken up to the house such things as we thought the dew might damage; and then we went toward the house again; but when we came near the garden, Dick stopped us by laying a hand on my arm and said, — 

“Just look a moment.”

I looked, and over the low hedge saw Ellen, shading her eyes against the sun as she looked toward the hay-field, a light wind stirring in her tawny hair, her eyes like light jewels amidst her sunburnt face, which looked as if the warmth of the sun were yet in it.

“Look, guest,” said Dick; “doesn’t it all look like one of those very stories out of Grimm that we were talking about up in Bloomsbury?  Here are we two lovers wandering about the world, and we have come to a fairy garden, and there is the very fairy herself amidst of it: I wonder what she will do for us.”

Said Clara demurely, but not stiffly: “Is she a good fairy, Dick?”

“O, yes,” said he; “and according to the card, she would do better, if it were not for the gnome or wood-spirit, our grumbling friend of last night.”

We laughed at this; and I said, “I hope you see that you have left me out of the tale.”

“Well,” said he, “that’s true.  You had better consider that you have got the cap of darkness, and are seeing everything, yourself invisible.”

That touched me on my weak side of not feeling sure of my position in this beautiful new country; so in order not to make matters worse, I held my tongue, and we all went into the garden and up to the house together.  I noticed by the way that Clara must really rather have felt the contrast between herself as a town madam and this piece of the summer country that we all admired so, for she had rather dressed after Ellen that morning as to thinness and scantiness, and went barefoot also, except for light sandals.

The old man greeted us kindly in the parlour, and said: “Well, guests, so you have been looking about to search into the nakedness of the land: I suppose your illusions of last night have given way a bit before the morning light?  Do you still like, it, eh?”

“Very much,” said I, doggedly; “it is one of the prettiest places on the lower Thames.”

“Oho!” said he; “so you know the Thames, do you?”

I reddened, for I saw Dick and Clara looking at me, and scarcely knew what to say.  However, since I had said in our early intercourse with my Hammersmith friends that I had known Epping Forest, I thought a hasty generalisation might be better in avoiding complications than a downright lie; so I said — 

“I have been in this country before; and I have been on the Thames in those days.”

“O,” said the old man, eagerly, “so you have been in this country before.  Now really, don’t you find it (apart from all theory, you know) much changed for the worse?”

“No, not at all,” said I; “I find it much changed for the better.”

“Ah,” quoth he, “I fear that you have been prejudiced by some theory or another.  However, of course the time when you were here before must have been so near our own days that the deterioration might not be very great: as then we were, of course, still living under the same customs as we are now.  I was thinking of earlier days than that.”

“In short,” said Clara, “you have theories about the change which has taken place.”

“I have facts as well,” said he.  “Look here! from this hill you can see just four little houses, including this one.  Well, I know for certain that in old times, even in the summer, when the leaves were thickest, you could see from the same place six quite big and fine houses; and higher up the water, garden joined garden right up to Windsor; and there were big houses in all the gardens.  Ah!  England was an important place in those days.”

I was getting nettled, and said: “What you mean is that you de-cockneyised the place, and sent the damned flunkies packing, and that everybody can live comfortably and happily, and not a few damned thieves only, who were centres of vulgarity and corruption wherever they were, and who, as to this lovely river, destroyed its beauty morally, and had almost destroyed it physically, when they were thrown out of it.”

There was silence after this outburst, which for the life of me I could not help, remembering how I had suffered from cockneyism and its cause on those same waters of old time.  But at last the old man said, quite coolly:

“My dear guest, I really don’t know what you mean by either cockneys, or flunkies, or thieves, or damned; or how only a few people could live happily and comfortably in a wealthy country.  All I can see is that you are angry, and I fear with me: so if you like we will change the subject.”

I thought this kind and hospitable in him, considering his obstinacy about his theory; and hastened to say that I did not mean to be angry, only emphatic.  He bowed gravely, and I thought the storm was over, when suddenly Ellen broke in:

“Grandfather, our guest is reticent from courtesy; but really what he has in his mind to say to you ought to be said; so as I know pretty well what it is, I will say it for him: for as you know, I have been taught these things by people who—”

“Yes,” said the old man, “by the sage of Bloomsbury, and others.”

“O,” said Dick, “so you know my old kinsman Hammond?”

“Yes,” said she, “and other people too, as my grandfather says, and they have taught me things: and this is the upshot of it.  We live in a little house now, not because we have nothing grander to do than working in the fields, but because we please; for if we liked, we could go and live in a big house amongst pleasant companions.”

Grumbled the old man: “Just so!  As if I would live amongst those conceited fellows; all of them looking down upon me!”

She smiled on him kindly, but went on as if he had not spoken.  “In the past times, when those big houses of which grandfather speaks were so plenty, we must have lived in a cottage whether we had liked it or not; and the said cottage, instead of having in it everything we want, would have been bare and empty.  We should not have got enough to eat; our clothes would have been ugly to look at, dirty and frowsy.  You, grandfather, have done no hard work for years now, but wander about and read your books and have nothing to worry you; and as for me, I work hard when I like it, because I like it, and think it does me good, and knits up my muscles, and makes me prettier to look at, and healthier and happier.  But in those past days you, grandfather, would have had to work hard after you were old; and would have been always afraid of having to be shut up in a kind of prison along with other old men, half-starved and without amusement.  And as for me, I am twenty years old.  In those days my middle age would be beginning now, and in a few years I should be pinched, thin, and haggard, beset with troubles and miseries, so that no one could have guessed that I was once a beautiful girl.

“Is this what you have had in your mind, guest?” said she, the tears in her eyes at thought of the past miseries of people like herself.

“Yes,” said I, much moved; “that and more.  Often — in my country I have seen that wretched change you have spoken of, from the fresh handsome country lass to the poor draggle-tailed country woman.”

The old man sat silent for a little, but presently recovered himself and took comfort in his old phrase of “Well, you like it so, do you?”

“Yes,” said Ellen, “I love life better than death.”

“O, you do, do you?” said he.  “Well, for my part I like reading a good old book with plenty of fun in it, like Thackeray’s ‘Vanity Fair.’  Why don’t you write books like that now?  Ask that question of your Bloomsbury sage.”

Seeing Dick’s cheeks reddening a little at this sally, and noting that silence followed, I thought I had better do something.  So I said: “I am only the guest, friends; but I know you want to show me your river at its best, so don’t you think we had better be moving presently, as it is certainly going to be a hot day?”






  








CHAPTER XXIV: UP THE THAMES: THE SECOND DAY
 

They were not slow to take my hint; and indeed, as to the mere time of day, it was best for us to be off, as it was past seven o’clock, and the day promised to be very hot.  So we got up and went down to our boat — Ellen thoughtful and abstracted; the old man very kind and courteous, as if to make up for his crabbedness of opinion.  Clara was cheerful and natural, but a little subdued, I thought; and she at least was not sorry to be gone, and often looked shyly and timidly at Ellen and her strange wild beauty.  So we got into the boat, Dick saying as he took his place, “Well, it is a fine day!” and the old man answering “What! you like that, do you?” once more; and presently Dick was sending the bows swiftly through the slow weed-checked stream.  I turned round as we got into mid-stream, and waving my hand to our hosts, saw Ellen leaning on the old man’s shoulder, and caressing his healthy apple-red cheek, and quite a keen pang smote me as I thought how I should never see the beautiful girl again.  Presently I insisted on taking the sculls, and I rowed a good deal that day; which no doubt accounts for the fact that we got very late to the place which Dick had aimed at.  Clara was particularly affectionate to Dick, as I noticed from the rowing thwart; but as for him, he was as frankly kind and merry as ever; and I was glad to see it, as a man of his temperament could not have taken her caresses cheerfully and without embarrassment if he had been at all entangled by the fairy of our last night’s abode.

I need say little about the lovely reaches of the river here.  I duly noted that absence of cockney villas which the old man had lamented; and I saw with pleasure that my old enemies the “Gothic” cast-iron bridges had been replaced by handsome oak and stone ones.  Also the banks of the forest that we passed through had lost their courtly game-keeperish trimness, and were as wild and beautiful as need he, though the trees were clearly well seen to.  I thought it best, in order to get the most direct information, to play the innocent about Eton and Windsor; but Dick volunteered his knowledge to me as we lay in Datchet lock about the first.  Quoth he:

“Up yonder are some beautiful old buildings, which were built for a great college or teaching-place by one of the mediæval kings — Edward the Sixth, I think” (I smiled to myself at his rather natural blunder).  “He meant poor people’s sons to be taught there what knowledge was going in his days; but it was a matter of course that in the times of which you seem to know so much they spoilt whatever good there was in the founder’s intentions.  My old kinsman says that they treated them in a very simple way, and instead of teaching poor men’s sons to know something, they taught rich men’s sons to know nothing.  It seems from what he says that it was a place for the ‘aristocracy’ (if you know what that word means; I have been told its meaning) to get rid of the company of their male children for a great part of the year.  I daresay old Hammond would give you plenty of information in detail about it.”

“What is it used for now?” said I.

“Well,” said he, “the buildings were a good deal spoilt by the last few generations of aristocrats, who seem to have had a great hatred against beautiful old buildings, and indeed all records of past history; but it is still a delightful place.  Of course, we cannot use it quite as the founder intended, since our ideas about teaching young people are so changed from the ideas of his time; so it is used now as a dwelling for people engaged in learning; and folk from round about come and get taught things that they want to learn; and there is a great library there of the best books.  So that I don’t think that the old dead king would be much hurt if he were to come to life and see what we are doing there.”

“Well,” said Clara, laughing, “I think he would miss the boys.”

“Not always, my dear,” said Dick, “for there are often plenty of boys there, who come to get taught; and also,” said he, smiling, “to learn boating and swimming.  I wish we could stop there: but perhaps we had better do that coming down the water.”

The lock-gates opened as he spoke, and out we went, and on.  And as for Windsor, he said nothing till I lay on my oars (for I was sculling then) in Clewer reach, and looking up, said, “What is all that building up there?”

Said he: “There, I thought I would wait till you asked, yourself.  That is Windsor Castle: that also I thought I would keep for you till we come down the water.  It looks fine from here, doesn’t it?  But a great deal of it has been built or skinned in the time of the Degradation, and we wouldn’t pull the buildings down, since they were there; just as with the buildings of the Dung-Market.  You know, of course, that it was the palace of our old mediæval kings, and was used later on for the same purpose by the parliamentary commercial sham-kings, as my old kinsman calls them.”

“Yes,” said I, “I know all that.  What is it used for now?”

“A great many people live there,” said he, “as, with all drawbacks, it is a pleasant place; there is also a well-arranged store of antiquities of various kinds that have seemed worth keeping — a museum, it would have been called in the times you understand so well.”

I drew my sculls through the water at that last word, and pulled as if I were fleeing from those times which I understood so well; and we were soon going up the once sorely be-cockneyed reaches of the river about Maidenhead, which now looked as pleasant and enjoyable as the up-river reaches.

The morning was now getting on, the morning of a jewel of a summer day; one of those days which, if they were commoner in these islands, would make our climate the best of all climates, without dispute.  A light wind blew from the west; the little clouds that had arisen at about our breakfast time had seemed to get higher and higher in the heavens; and in spite of the burning sun we no more longed for rain than we feared it.  Burning as the sun was, there was a fresh feeling in the air that almost set us a-longing for the rest of the hot afternoon, and the stretch of blossoming wheat seen from the shadow of the boughs.  No one unburdened with very heavy anxieties could have felt otherwise than happy that morning: and it must be said that whatever anxieties might lie beneath the surface of things, we didn’t seem to come across any of them.

We passed by several fields where haymaking was going on, but Dick, and especially Clara, were so jealous of our up-river festival that they would not allow me to have much to say to them.  I could only notice that the people in the fields looked strong and handsome, both men and women, and that so far from there being any appearance of sordidness about their attire, they seemed to be dressed specially for the occasion, — lightly, of course, but gaily and with plenty of adornment.

Both on this day as well as yesterday we had, as you may think, met and passed and been passed by many craft of one kind and another.  The most part of these were being rowed like ourselves, or were sailing, in the sort of way that sailing is managed on the upper reaches of the river; but every now and then we came on barges, laden with hay or other country produce, or carrying bricks, lime, timber, and the like, and these were going on their way without any means of propulsion visible to me — just a man at the tiller, with often a friend or two laughing and talking with him.  Dick, seeing on one occasion this day, that I was looking rather hard on one of these, said: “That is one of our force-barges; it is quite as easy to work vehicles by force by water as by land.”

I understood pretty well that these “force vehicles” had taken the place of our old steam-power carrying; but I took good care not to ask any questions about them, as I knew well enough both that I should never be able to understand how they were worked, and that in attempting to do so I should betray myself, or get into some complication impossible to explain; so I merely said, “Yes, of course, I understand.”

We went ashore at Bisham, where the remains of the old Abbey and the Elizabethan house that had been added to them yet remained, none the worse for many years of careful and appreciative habitation.  The folk of the place, however, were mostly in the fields that day, both men and women; so we met only two old men there, and a younger one who had stayed at home to get on with some literary work, which I imagine we considerably interrupted.  Yet I also think that the hard-working man who received us was not very sorry for the interruption.  Anyhow, he kept on pressing us to stay over and over again, till at last we did not get away till the cool of the evening.

However, that mattered little to us; the nights were light, for the moon was shining in her third quarter, and it was all one to Dick whether he sculled or sat quiet in the boat: so we went away a great pace.  The evening sun shone bright on the remains of the old buildings at Medmenham; close beside which arose an irregular pile of building which Dick told us was a very pleasant house; and there were plenty of houses visible on the wide meadows opposite, under the hill; for, as it seems that the beauty of Hurley had compelled people to build and live there a good deal.  The sun very low down showed us Henley little altered in outward aspect from what I remembered it.  Actual daylight failed us as we passed through the lovely reaches of Wargrave and Shiplake; but the moon rose behind us presently.  I should like to have seen with my eyes what success the new order of things had had in getting rid of the sprawling mess with which commercialism had littered the banks of the wide stream about Reading and Caversham: certainly everything smelt too deliciously in the early night for there to be any of the old careless sordidness of so-called manufacture; and in answer to my question as to what sort of a place Reading was, Dick answered:

“O, a nice town enough in its way; mostly rebuilt within the last hundred years; and there are a good many houses, as you can see by the lights just down under the hills yonder.  In fact, it is one of the most populous places on the Thames round about here.  Keep up your spirits, guest! we are close to our journey’s end for the night.  I ought to ask your pardon for not stopping at one of the houses here or higher up; but a friend, who is living in a very pleasant house in the Maple-Durham meads, particularly wanted me and Clara to come and see him on our way up the Thames; and I thought you wouldn’t mind this bit of night travelling.”

He need not have adjured me to keep up my spirits, which were as high as possible; though the strangeness and excitement of the happy and quiet life which I saw everywhere around me was, it is true, a little wearing off, yet a deep content, as different as possible from languid acquiescence, was taking its place, and I was, as it were, really new-born.

We landed presently just where I remembered the river making an elbow to the north towards the ancient house of the Blunts; with the wide meadows spreading on the right-hand side, and on the left the long line of beautiful old trees overhanging the water.  As we got out of the boat, I said to Dick — 

“Is it the old house we are going to?”

“No,” he said, “though that is standing still in green old age, and is well inhabited.  I see, by the way, that you know your Thames well.  But my friend Walter Allen, who asked me to stop here, lives in a house, not very big, which has been built here lately, because these meadows are so much liked, especially in summer, that there was getting to be rather too much of tenting on the open field; so the parishes here about, who rather objected to that, built three houses between this and Caversham, and quite a large one at Basildon, a little higher up.  Look, yonder are the lights of Walter Allen’s house!”

So we walked over the grass of the meadows under a flood of moonlight, and soon came to the house, which was low and built round a quadrangle big enough to get plenty of sunshine in it.  Walter Allen, Dick’s friend, was leaning against the jamb of the doorway waiting for us, and took us into the hall without overplus of words.  There were not many people in it, as some of the dwellers there were away at the haymaking in the neighbourhood, and some, as Walter told us, were wandering about the meadow enjoying the beautiful moonlit night.  Dick’s friend looked to be a man of about forty; tall, black-haired, very kind-looking and thoughtful; but rather to my surprise there was a shade of melancholy on his face, and he seemed a little abstracted and inattentive to our chat, in spite of obvious efforts to listen.

Dick looked on him from time to time, and seemed troubled; and at last he said: “I say, old fellow, if there is anything the matter which we didn’t know of when you wrote to me, don’t you think you had better tell us about it at once?  Or else we shall think we have come here at an unlucky time, and are not quite wanted.”

Walter turned red, and seemed to have some difficulty in restraining his tears, but said at last: “Of course everybody here is very glad to see you, Dick, and your friends; but it is true that we are not at our best, in spite of the fine weather and the glorious hay-crop.  We have had a death here.”

Said Dick: “Well, you should get over that, neighbour: such things must be.”

“Yes,” Walter said, “but this was a death by violence, and it seems likely to lead to at least one more; and somehow it makes us feel rather shy of one another; and to say the truth, that is one reason why there are so few of us present to-night.”

“Tell us the story, Walter,” said Dick; “perhaps telling it will help you to shake off your sadness.”

Said Walter: “Well, I will; and I will make it short enough, though I daresay it might be spun out into a long one, as used to be done with such subjects in the old novels.  There is a very charming girl here whom we all like, and whom some of us do more than like; and she very naturally liked one of us better than anybody else.  And another of us (I won’t name him) got fairly bitten with love-madness, and used to go about making himself as unpleasant as he could — not of malice prepense, of course; so that the girl, who liked him well enough at first, though she didn’t love him, began fairly to dislike him.  Of course, those of us who knew him best — myself amongst others — advised him to go away, as he was making matters worse and worse for himself every day.  Well, he wouldn’t take our advice (that also, I suppose, was a matter of course), so we had to tell him that he must go, or the inevitable sending to Coventry would follow; for his individual trouble had so overmastered him that we felt that we must go if he did not.

“He took that better than we expected, when something or other — an interview with the girl, I think, and some hot words with the successful lover following close upon it, threw him quite off his balance; and he got hold of an axe and fell upon his rival when there was no one by; and in the struggle that followed the man attacked, hit him an unlucky blow and killed him.  And now the slayer in his turn is so upset that he is like to kill himself; and if he does, the girl will do as much, I fear.  And all this we could no more help than the earthquake of the year before last.”

“It is very unhappy,” said Dick; “but since the man is dead, and cannot be brought to life again, and since the slayer had no malice in him, I cannot for the life of me see why he shouldn’t get over it before long.  Besides, it was the right man that was killed and not the wrong.  Why should a man brood over a mere accident for ever?  And the girl?”

“As to her,” said Walter, “the whole thing seems to have inspired her with terror rather than grief.  What you say about the man is true, or it should be; but then, you see, the excitement and jealousy that was the prelude to this tragedy had made an evil and feverish element round about him, from which he does not seem to be able to escape.  However, we have advised him to go away — in fact, to cross the seas; but he is in such a state that I do not think he can go unless someone takes him, and I think it will fall to my lot to do so; which is scarcely a cheerful outlook for me.”

“O, you will find a certain kind of interest in it,” said Dick.  “And of course he must soon look upon the affair from a reasonable point of view sooner or later.”

“Well, at any rate,” quoth Walter, “now that I have eased my mind by making you uncomfortable, let us have an end of the subject for the present.  Are you going to take your guest to Oxford?”

“Why, of course we must pass through it,” said Dick, smiling, “as we are going into the upper waters: but I thought that we wouldn’t stop there, or we shall be belated as to the haymaking up our way.  So Oxford and my learned lecture on it, all got at second-hand from my old kinsman, must wait till we come down the water a fortnight hence.”

I listened to this story with much surprise, and could not help wondering at first that the man who had slain the other had not been put in custody till it could be proved that he killed his rival in self-defence only.  However, the more I thought of it, the plainer it grew to me that no amount of examination of witnesses, who had witnessed nothing but the ill-blood between the two rivals, would have done anything to clear up the case.  I could not help thinking, also, that the remorse of this homicide gave point to what old Hammond had said to me about the way in which this strange people dealt with what I had been used to hear called crimes.  Truly, the remorse was exaggerated; but it was quite clear that the slayer took the whole consequences of the act upon himself, and did not expect society to whitewash him by punishing him.  I had no fear any longer that “the sacredness of human life” was likely to suffer amongst my friends from the absence of gallows and prison.






  








CHAPTER XXV: THE THIRD DAY ON THE THAMES
 

As we went down to the boat next morning, Walter could not quite keep off the subject of last night, though he was more hopeful than he had been then, and seemed to think that if the unlucky homicide could not be got to go over-sea, he might at any rate go and live somewhere in the neighbourhood pretty much by himself; at any rate, that was what he himself had proposed.  To Dick, and I must say to me also, this seemed a strange remedy; and Dick said as much.  Quoth he:

“Friend Walter, don’t set the man brooding on the tragedy by letting him live alone.  That will only strengthen his idea that he has committed a crime, and you will have him killing himself in good earnest.”

Said Clara: “I don’t know.  If I may say what I think of it, it is that he had better have his fill of gloom now, and, so to say, wake up presently to see how little need there has been for it; and then he will live happily afterwards.  As for his killing himself, you need not be afraid of that; for, from all you tell me, he is really very much in love with the woman; and to speak plainly, until his love is satisfied, he will not only stick to life as tightly as he can, but will also make the most of every event of his life — will, so to say, hug himself up in it; and I think that this is the real explanation of his taking the whole matter with such an excess of tragedy.”

Walter looked thoughtful, and said: “Well, you may be right; and perhaps we should have treated it all more lightly: but you see, guest” (turning to me), “such things happen so seldom, that when they do happen, we cannot help being much taken up with it.  For the rest, we are all inclined, to excuse our poor friend for making us so unhappy, on the ground that he does it out of an exaggerated respect for human life and its happiness.  Well, I will say no more about it; only this: will you give me a cast up stream, as I want to look after a lonely habitation for the poor fellow, since he will have it so, and I hear that there is one which would suit us very well on the downs beyond Streatley; so if you will put me ashore there I will walk up the hill and look to it.”

“Is the house in question empty?” said I.

“No,” said Walter, “but the man who lives there will go out of it, of course, when he hears that we want it.  You see, we think that the fresh air of the downs and the very emptiness of the landscape will do our friend good.”

“Yes,” said Clara, smiling, “and he will not be so far from his beloved that they cannot easily meet if they have a mind to — as they certainly will.”

This talk had brought us down to the boat, and we were presently afloat on the beautiful broad stream, Dick driving the prow swiftly through the windless water of the early summer morning, for it was not yet six o’clock.  We were at the lock in a very little time; and as we lay rising and rising on the in-coming water, I could not help wondering that my old friend the pound-lock, and that of the very simplest and most rural kind, should hold its place there; so I said:

“I have been wondering, as we passed lock after lock, that you people, so prosperous as you are, and especially since you are so anxious for pleasant work to do, have not invented something which would get rid of this clumsy business of going up-stairs by means of these rude contrivances.”

Dick laughed.  “My dear friend,” said he, “as long as water has the clumsy habit of running down hill, I fear we must humour it by going up-stairs when we have our faces turned from the sea.  And really I don’t see why you should fall foul of Maple-Durham lock, which I think a very pretty place.”

There was no doubt about the latter assertion, I thought, as I looked up at the overhanging boughs of the great trees, with the sun coming glittering through the leaves, and listened to the song of the summer blackbirds as it mingled with the sound of the backwater near us.  So not being able to say why I wanted the locks away — which, indeed, I didn’t do at all — I held my peace.  But Walter said — 

“You see, guest, this is not an age of inventions.  The last epoch did all that for us, and we are now content to use such of its inventions as we find handy, and leaving those alone which we don’t want.  I believe, as a matter of fact, that some time ago (I can’t give you a date) some elaborate machinery was used for the locks, though people did not go so far as try to make the water run up hill.  However, it was troublesome, I suppose, and the simple hatches, and the gates, with a big counterpoising beam, were found to answer every purpose, and were easily mended when wanted with material always to hand: so here they are, as you see.”

“Besides,” said Dick, “this kind of lock is pretty, as you can see; and I can’t help thinking that your machine-lock, winding up like a watch, would have been ugly and would have spoiled the look of the river: and that is surely reason enough for keeping such locks as these.  Good-bye, old fellow!” said he to the lock, as he pushed us out through the now open gates by a vigorous stroke of the boat-hook.  “May you live long, and have your green old age renewed for ever!”

On we went; and the water had the familiar aspect to me of the days before Pangbourne had been thoroughly cocknified, as I have seen it.  It (Pangbourne) was distinctly a village still — i.e., a definite group of houses, and as pretty as might be.  The beech-woods still covered the hill that rose above Basildon; but the flat fields beneath them were much more populous than I remembered them, as there were five large houses in sight, very carefully designed so as not to hurt the character of the country.  Down on the green lip of the river, just where the water turns toward the Goring and Streatley reaches, were half a dozen girls playing about on the grass.  They hailed us as we were about passing them, as they noted that we were travellers, and we stopped a minute to talk with them.  They had been bathing, and were light clad and bare-footed, and were bound for the meadows on the Berkshire side, where the haymaking had begun, and were passing the time merrily enough till the Berkshire folk came in their punt to fetch them.  At first nothing would content them but we must go with them into the hay-field, and breakfast with them; but Dick put forward his theory of beginning the hay-harvest higher up the water, and not spoiling my pleasure therein by giving me a taste of it elsewhere, and they gave way, though unwillingly.  In revenge they asked me a great many questions about the country I came from and the manners of life there, which I found rather puzzling to answer; and doubtless what answers I did give were puzzling enough to them.  I noticed both with these pretty girls and with everybody else we met, that in default of serious news, such as we had heard at Maple-Durham, they were eager to discuss all the little details of life: the weather, the hay-crop, the last new house, the plenty or lack of such and such birds, and so on; and they talked of these things not in a fatuous and conventional way, but as taking, I say, real interest in them.  Moreover, I found that the women knew as much about all these things as the men: could name a flower, and knew its qualities; could tell you the habitat of such and such birds and fish, and the like.

It is almost strange what a difference this intelligence made in my estimate of the country life of that day; for it used to be said in past times, and on the whole truly, that outside their daily work country people knew little of the country, and at least could tell you nothing about it; while here were these people as eager about all the goings on in the fields and woods and downs as if they had been Cockneys newly escaped from the tyranny of bricks and mortar.

I may mention as a detail worth noticing that not only did there seem to be a great many more birds about of the non-predatory kinds, but their enemies the birds of prey were also commoner.  A kite hung over our heads as we passed Medmenham yesterday; magpies were quite common in the hedgerows; I saw several sparrow-hawks, and I think a merlin; and now just as we were passing the pretty bridge which had taken the place of Basildon railway-bridge, a couple of ravens croaked above our boat, as they sailed off to the higher ground of the downs.  I concluded from all this that the days of the gamekeeper were over, and did not even need to ask Dick a question about it.






  








CHAPTER XXVI: THE OBSTINATE REFUSERS
 

Before we parted from these girls we saw two sturdy young men and a woman putting off from the Berkshire shore, and then Dick bethought him of a little banter of the girls, and asked them how it was that there was nobody of the male kind to go with them across the water, and where their boats were gone to.  Said one, the youngest of the party: “O, they have got the big punt to lead stone from up the water.”

“Who do you mean by ‘they,’ dear child?” said Dick.

Said an older girl, laughing: “You had better go and see them.  Look there,” and she pointed northwest, “don’t you see building going on there?”

“Yes,” said Dick, “and I am rather surprised at this time of the year; why are they not haymaking with you?”

The girls all laughed at this, and before their laugh was over, the Berkshire boat had run on to the grass and the girls stepped in lightly, still sniggering, while the new comers gave us the sele of the day.  But before they were under way again, the tall girl said:

“Excuse us for laughing, dear neighbours, but we have had some friendly bickering with the builders up yonder, and as we have no time to tell you the story, you had better go and ask them: they will be glad to see you — if you don’t hinder their work.”

They all laughed again at that, and waved us a pretty farewell as the punters set them over toward the other shore, and left us standing on the bank beside our boat.

“Let us go and see them,” said Clara; “that is, if you are not in a hurry to get to Streatley, Walter?”

“O no,” said Walter, “I shall be glad of the excuse to have a little more of your company.”

So we left the boat moored there, and went on up the slow slope of the hill; but I said to Dick on the way, being somewhat mystified: “What was all that laughing about? what was the joke!”

“I can guess pretty well,” said Dick; “some of them up there have got a piece of work which interests them, and they won’t go to the haymaking, which doesn’t matter at all, because there are plenty of people to do such easy-hard work as that; only, since haymaking is a regular festival, the neighbours find it amusing to jeer good-humouredly at them.”

“I see,” said I, “much as if in Dickens’s time some young people were so wrapped up in their work that they wouldn’t keep Christmas.”

“Just so,” said Dick, “only these people need not be young either.”

“But what did you mean by easy-hard work?” said I.

Quoth Dick: “Did I say that?  I mean work that tries the muscles and hardens them and sends you pleasantly weary to bed, but which isn’t trying in other ways: doesn’t harass you in short.  Such work is always pleasant if you don’t overdo it.  Only, mind you, good mowing requires some little skill.  I’m a pretty good mower.”

This talk brought us up to the house that was a-building, not a large one, which stood at the end of a beautiful orchard surrounded by an old stone wall.  “O yes, I see,” said Dick; “I remember, a beautiful place for a house: but a starveling of a nineteenth century house stood there: I am glad they are rebuilding: it’s all stone, too, though it need not have been in this part of the country: my word, though, they are making a neat job of it: but I wouldn’t have made it all ashlar.”

Walter and Clara were already talking to a tall man clad in his mason’s blouse, who looked about forty, but was I daresay older, who had his mallet and chisel in hand; there were at work in the shed and on the scaffold about half a dozen men and two women, blouse-clad like the carles, while a very pretty woman who was not in the work but was dressed in an elegant suit of blue linen came sauntering up to us with her knitting in her hand.  She welcomed us and said, smiling: “So you are come up from the water to see the Obstinate Refusers: where are you going haymaking, neighbours?”

“O, right up above Oxford,” said Dick; “it is rather a late country.  But what share have you got with the Refusers, pretty neighbour?”

Said she, with a laugh: “O, I am the lucky one who doesn’t want to work; though sometimes I get it, for I serve as model to Mistress Philippa there when she wants one: she is our head carver; come and see her.”

She led us up to the door of the unfinished house, where a rather little woman was working with mallet and chisel on the wall near by.  She seemed very intent on what she was doing, and did not turn round when we came up; but a taller woman, quite a girl she seemed, who was at work near by, had already knocked off, and was standing looking from Clara to Dick with delighted eyes.  None of the others paid much heed to us.

The blue-clad girl laid her hand on the carver’s shoulder and said: “Now Philippa, if you gobble up your work like that, you will soon have none to do; and what will become of you then?”

The carver turned round hurriedly and showed us the face of a woman of forty (or so she seemed), and said rather pettishly, but in a sweet voice:

“Don’t talk nonsense, Kate, and don’t interrupt me if you can help it.”  She stopped short when she saw us, then went on with the kind smile of welcome which never failed us.  “Thank you for coming to see us, neighbours; but I am sure that you won’t think me unkind if I go on with my work, especially when I tell you that I was ill and unable to do anything all through April and May; and this open-air and the sun and the work together, and my feeling well again too, make a mere delight of every hour to me; and excuse me, I must go on.”

She fell to work accordingly on a carving in low relief of flowers and figures, but talked on amidst her mallet strokes: “You see, we all think this the prettiest place for a house up and down these reaches; and the site has been so long encumbered with an unworthy one, that we masons were determined to pay off fate and destiny for once, and build the prettiest house we could compass here — and so — and so—”

Here she lapsed into mere carving, but the tall foreman came up and said: “Yes, neighbours, that is it: so it is going to be all ashlar because we want to carve a kind of a wreath of flowers and figures all round it; and we have been much hindered by one thing or other — Philippa’s illness amongst others, — and though we could have managed our wreath without her—”

“Could you, though?” grumbled the last-named from the face of the wall.

“Well, at any rate, she is our best carver, and it would not have been kind to begin the carving without her.  So you see,” said he, looking at Dick and me, “we really couldn’t go haymaking, could we, neighbours?  But you see, we are getting on so fast now with this splendid weather, that I think we may well spare a week or ten days at wheat-harvest; and won’t we go at that work then!  Come down then to the acres that lie north and by west here at our backs and you shall see good harvesters, neighbours.

“Hurrah, for a good brag!” called a voice from the scaffold above us; “our foreman thinks that an easier job than putting one stone on another!”

There was a general laugh at this sally, in which the tall foreman joined; and with that we saw a lad bringing out a little table into the shadow of the stone-shed, which he set down there, and then going back, came out again with the inevitable big wickered flask and tall glasses, whereon the foreman led us up to due seats on blocks of stone, and said:

“Well, neighbours, drink to my brag coming true, or I shall think you don’t believe me!  Up there!” said he, hailing the scaffold, “are you coming down for a glass?”  Three of the workmen came running down the ladder as men with good “building legs” will do; but the others didn’t answer, except the joker (if he must so be called), who called out without turning round: “Excuse me, neighbours for not getting down.  I must get on: my work is not superintending, like the gaffer’s yonder; but, you fellows, send us up a glass to drink the haymakers’ health.”  Of course, Philippa would not turn away from her beloved work; but the other woman carver came; she turned out to be Philippa’s daughter, but was a tall strong girl, black-haired and gipsey-like of face and curiously solemn of manner.  The rest gathered round us and clinked glasses, and the men on the scaffold turned about and drank to our healths; but the busy little woman by the door would have none of it all, but only shrugged her shoulders when her daughter came up to her and touched her.

So we shook hands and turned our backs on the Obstinate Refusers, went down the slope to our boat, and before we had gone many steps heard the full tune of tinkling trowels mingle with the humming of the bees and the singing of the larks above the little plain of Basildon.






  








CHAPTER XXVII: THE UPPER WATERS
 

We set Walter ashore on the Berkshire side, amidst all the beauties of Streatley, and so went our ways into what once would have been the deeper country under the foot-hills of the White Horse; and though the contrast between half-cocknified and wholly unsophisticated country existed no longer, a feeling of exultation rose within me (as it used to do) at sight of the familiar and still unchanged hills of the Berkshire range.

We stopped at Wallingford for our mid-day meal; of course, all signs of squalor and poverty had disappeared from the streets of the ancient town, and many ugly houses had been taken down and many pretty new ones built, but I thought it curious, that the town still looked like the old place I remembered so well; for indeed it looked like that ought to have looked.

At dinner we fell in with an old, but very bright and intelligent man, who seemed in a country way to be another edition of old Hammond.  He had an extraordinary detailed knowledge of the ancient history of the country-side from the time of Alfred to the days of the Parliamentary Wars, many events of which, as you may know, were enacted round about Wallingford.  But, what was more interesting to us, he had detailed record of the period of the change to the present state of things, and told us a great deal about it, and especially of that exodus of the people from the town to the country, and the gradual recovery by the town-bred people on one side, and the country-bred people on the other, of those arts of life which they had each lost; which loss, as he told us, had at one time gone so far that not only was it impossible to find a carpenter or a smith in a village or small country town, but that people in such places had even forgotten how to bake bread, and that at Wallingford, for instance, the bread came down with the newspapers by an early train from London, worked in some way, the explanation of which I could not understand.  He told us also that the townspeople who came into the country used to pick up the agricultural arts by carefully watching the way in which the machines worked, gathering an idea of handicraft from machinery; because at that time almost everything in and about the fields was done by elaborate machines used quite unintelligently by the labourers.  On the other hand, the old men amongst the labourers managed to teach the younger ones gradually a little artizanship, such as the use of the saw and the plane, the work of the smithy, and so forth; for once more, by that time it was as much as — or rather, more than — a man could do to fix an ash pole to a rake by handiwork; so that it would take a machine worth a thousand pounds, a group of workmen, and half a day’s travelling, to do five shillings’ worth of work.  He showed us, among other things, an account of a certain village council who were working hard at all this business; and the record of their intense earnestness in getting to the bottom of some matter which in time past would have been thought quite trivial, as, for example, the due proportions of alkali and oil for soap-making for the village wash, or the exact heat of the water into which a leg of mutton should be plunged for boiling — all this joined to the utter absence of anything like party feeling, which even in a village assembly would certainly have made its appearance in an earlier epoch, was very amusing, and at the same time instructive.

This old man, whose name was Henry Morsom, took us, after our meal and a rest, into a biggish hall which contained a large collection of articles of manufacture and art from the last days of the machine period to that day; and he went over them with us, and explained them with great care.  They also were very interesting, showing the transition from the makeshift work of the machines (which was at about its worst a little after the Civil War before told of) into the first years of the new handicraft period.  Of course, there was much overlapping of the periods: and at first the new handwork came in very slowly.

“You must remember,” said the old antiquary, “that the handicraft was not the result of what used to be called material necessity: on the contrary, by that time the machines had been so much improved that almost all necessary work might have been done by them: and indeed many people at that time, and before it, used to think that machinery would entirely supersede handicraft; which certainly, on the face of it, seemed more than likely.  But there was another opinion, far less logical, prevalent amongst the rich people before the days of freedom, which did not die out at once after that epoch had begun.  This opinion, which from all I can learn seemed as natural then, as it seems absurd now, was, that while the ordinary daily work of the world would be done entirely by automatic machinery, the energies of the more intelligent part of mankind would be set free to follow the higher forms of the arts, as well as science and the study of history.  It was strange, was it not, that they should thus ignore that aspiration after complete equality which we now recognise as the bond of all happy human society?”

I did not answer, but thought the more.  Dick looked thoughtful, and said:

“Strange, neighbour?  Well, I don’t know.  I have often heard my old kinsman say the one aim of all people before our time was to avoid work, or at least they thought it was; so of course the work which their daily life forced them to do, seemed more like work than that which they seemed to choose for themselves.”

“True enough,” said Morsom.  “Anyhow, they soon began to find out their mistake, and that only slaves and slave-holders could live solely by setting machines going.”

Clara broke in here, flushing a little as she spoke: “Was not their mistake once more bred of the life of slavery that they had been living? — a life which was always looking upon everything, except mankind, animate and inanimate— ‘nature,’ as people used to call it — as one thing, and mankind as another, it was natural to people thinking in this way, that they should try to make ‘nature’ their slave, since they thought ‘nature’ was something outside them.”

“Surely,” said Morsom; “and they were puzzled as to what to do, till they found the feeling against a mechanical life, which had begun before the Great Change amongst people who had leisure to think of such things, was spreading insensibly; till at last under the guise of pleasure that was not supposed to be work, work that was pleasure began to push out the mechanical toil, which they had once hoped at the best to reduce to narrow limits indeed, but never to get rid of; and which, moreover, they found they could not limit as they had hoped to do.”

“When did this new revolution gather head?” said I.

“In the half-century that followed the Great Change,” said Morsom, “it began to be noteworthy; machine after machine was quietly dropped under the excuse that the machines could not produce works of art, and that works of art were more and more called for.  Look here,” he said, “here are some of the works of that time — rough and unskilful in handiwork, but solid and showing some sense of pleasure in the making.”

“They are very curious,” said I, taking up a piece of pottery from amongst the specimens which the antiquary was showing us; “not a bit like the work of either savages or barbarians, and yet with what would once have been called a hatred of civilisation impressed upon them.”

“Yes,” said Morsom, “you must not look for delicacy there: in that period you could only have got that from a man who was practically a slave.  But now, you see,” said he, leading me on a little, “we have learned the trick of handicraft, and have added the utmost refinement of workmanship to the freedom of fancy and imagination.”

I looked, and wondered indeed at the deftness and abundance of beauty of the work of men who had at last learned to accept life itself as a pleasure, and the satisfaction of the common needs of mankind and the preparation for them, as work fit for the best of the race.  I mused silently; but at last I said — 

“What is to come after this?”

The old man laughed.  “I don’t know,” said he; “we will meet it when it comes.”

“Meanwhile,” quoth Dick, “we have got to meet the rest of our day’s journey; so out into the street and down to the strand!  Will you come a turn with us, neighbour?  Our friend is greedy of your stories.”

“I will go as far as Oxford with you,” said he; “I want a book or two out of the Bodleian Library.  I suppose you will sleep in the old city?”

“No,” said Dick, “we are going higher up; the hay is waiting us there, you know.”

Morsom nodded, and we all went into the street together, and got into the boat a little above the town bridge.  But just as Dick was getting the sculls into the rowlocks, the bows of another boat came thrusting through the low arch.  Even at first sight it was a gay little craft indeed — bright green, and painted over with elegantly drawn flowers.  As it cleared the arch, a figure as bright and gay-clad as the boat rose up in it; a slim girl dressed in light blue silk that fluttered in the draughty wind of the bridge.  I thought I knew the figure, and sure enough, as she turned her head to us, and showed her beautiful face, I saw with joy that it was none other than the fairy godmother from the abundant garden on Runnymede — Ellen, to wit.

We all stopped to receive her.  Dick rose in the boat and cried out a genial good morrow; I tried to be as genial as Dick, but failed; Clara waved a delicate hand to her; and Morsom nodded and looked on with interest.  As to Ellen, the beautiful brown of her face was deepened by a flush, as she brought the gunwale of her boat alongside ours, and said:

“You see, neighbours, I had some doubt if you would all three come back past Runnymede, or if you did, whether you would stop there; and besides, I am not sure whether we — my father and I — shall not be away in a week or two, for he wants to see a brother of his in the north country, and I should not like him to go without me.  So I thought I might never see you again, and that seemed uncomfortable to me, and — and so I came after you.”

“Well,” said Dick, “I am sure we are all very glad of that; although you may be sure that as for Clara and me, we should have made a point of coming to see you, and of coming the second time, if we had found you away the first.  But, dear neighbour, there you are alone in the boat, and you have been sculling pretty hard I should think, and might find a little quiet sitting pleasant; so we had better part our company into two.”

“Yes,” said Ellen, “I thought you would do that, so I have brought a rudder for my boat: will you help me to ship it, please?”

And she went aft in her boat and pushed along our side till she had brought the stern close to Dick’s hand.  He knelt down in our boat and she in hers, and the usual fumbling took place over hanging the rudder on its hooks; for, as you may imagine, no change had taken place in the arrangement of such an unimportant matter as the rudder of a pleasure-boat.  As the two beautiful young faces bent over the rudder, they seemed to me to be very close together, and though it only lasted a moment, a sort of pang shot through me as I looked on.  Clara sat in her place and did not look round, but presently she said, with just the least stiffness in her tone:

“How shall we divide?  Won’t you go into Ellen’s boat, Dick, since, without offence to our guest, you are the better sculler?”

Dick stood up and laid his hand on her shoulder, and said: “No, no; let Guest try what he can do — he ought to be getting into training now.  Besides, we are in no hurry: we are not going far above Oxford; and even if we are benighted, we shall have the moon, which will give us nothing worse of a night than a greyer day.”

“Besides,” said I, “I may manage to do a little more with my sculling than merely keeping the boat from drifting down stream.”

They all laughed at this, as if it had a been very good joke; and I thought that Ellen’s laugh, even amongst the others, was one of the pleasantest sounds I had ever heard.

To be short, I got into the new-come boat, not a little elated, and taking the sculls, set to work to show off a little.  For — must I say it? — I felt as if even that happy world were made the happier for my being so near this strange girl; although I must say that of all the persons I had seen in that world renewed, she was the most unfamiliar to me, the most unlike what I could have thought of.  Clara, for instance, beautiful and bright as she was, was not unlike a very pleasant and unaffected young lady; and the other girls also seemed nothing more than specimens of very much improved types which I had known in other times.  But this girl was not only beautiful with a beauty quite different from that of “a young lady,” but was in all ways so strangely interesting; so that I kept wondering what she would say or do next to surprise and please me.  Not, indeed, that there was anything startling in what she actually said or did; but it was all done in a new way, and always with that indefinable interest and pleasure of life, which I had noticed more or less in everybody, but which in her was more marked and more charming than in anyone else that I had seen.

We were soon under way and going at a fair pace through the beautiful reaches of the river, between Bensington and Dorchester.  It was now about the middle of the afternoon, warm rather than hot, and quite windless; the clouds high up and light, pearly white, and gleaming, softened the sun’s burning, but did not hide the pale blue in most places, though they seemed to give it height and consistency; the sky, in short, looked really like a vault, as poets have sometimes called it, and not like mere limitless air, but a vault so vast and full of light that it did not in any way oppress the spirits.  It was the sort of afternoon that Tennyson must have been thinking about, when he said of the Lotos-Eaters’ land that it was a land where it was always afternoon.

Ellen leaned back in the stern and seemed to enjoy herself thoroughly.  I could see that she was really looking at things and let nothing escape her, and as I watched her, an uncomfortable feeling that she had been a little touched by love of the deft, ready, and handsome Dick, and that she had been constrained to follow us because of it, faded out of my mind; since if it had been so, she surely could not have been so excitedly pleased, even with the beautiful scenes we were passing through.  For some time she did not say much, but at last, as we had passed under Shillingford Bridge (new built, but somewhat on its old lines), she bade me hold the boat while she had a good look at the landscape through the graceful arch.  Then she turned about to me and said:

“I do not know whether to be sorry or glad that this is the first time that I have been in these reaches.  It is true that it is a great pleasure to see all this for the first time; but if I had had a year or two of memory of it, how sweetly it would all have mingled with my life, waking or dreaming!  I am so glad Dick has been pulling slowly, so as to linger out the time here.  How do you feel about your first visit to these waters?”

I do not suppose she meant a trap for me, but anyhow I fell into it, and said: “My first visit!  It is not my first visit by many a time.  I know these reaches well; indeed, I may say that I know every yard of the Thames from Hammersmith to Cricklade.”

I saw the complications that might follow, as her eyes fixed mine with a curious look in them, that I had seen before at Runnymede, when I had said something which made it difficult for others to understand my present position amongst these people.  I reddened, and said, in order to cover my mistake: “I wonder you have never been up so high as this, since you live on the Thames, and moreover row so well that it would be no great labour to you.  Let alone,” quoth I, insinuatingly, “that anybody would be glad to row you.”

She laughed, clearly not at my compliment (as I am sure she need not have done, since it was a very commonplace fact), but at something which was stirring in her mind; and she still looked at me kindly, but with the above-said keen look in her eyes, and then she said:

“Well, perhaps it is strange, though I have a good deal to do at home, what with looking after my father, and dealing with two or three young men who have taken a special liking to me, and all of whom I cannot please at once.  But you, dear neighbour; it seems to me stranger that you should know the upper river, than that I should not know it; for, as I understand, you have only been in England a few days.  But perhaps you mean that you have read about it in books, and seen pictures of it? — though that does not come to much, either.”

“Truly,” said I.  “Besides, I have not read any books about the Thames: it was one of the minor stupidities of our time that no one thought fit to write a decent book about what may fairly be called our only English river.”

The words were no sooner out of my mouth than I saw that I had made another mistake; and I felt really annoyed with myself, as I did not want to go into a long explanation just then, or begin another series of Odyssean lies.  Somehow, Ellen seemed to see this, and she took no advantage of my slip; her piercing look changed into one of mere frank kindness, and she said:

“Well, anyhow I am glad that I am travelling these waters with you, since you know our river so well, and I know little of it past Pangbourne, for you can tell me all I want to know about it.”  She paused a minute, and then said: “Yet you must understand that the part I do know, I know as thoroughly as you do.  I should be sorry for you to think that I am careless of a thing so beautiful and interesting as the Thames.”

She said this quite earnestly, and with an air of affectionate appeal to me which pleased me very much; but I could see that she was only keeping her doubts about me for another time.

Presently we came to Day’s Lock, where Dick and his two sitters had waited for us.  He would have me go ashore, as if to show me something which I had never seen before; and nothing loth I followed him, Ellen by my side, to the well-remembered Dykes, and the long church beyond them, which was still used for various purposes by the good folk of Dorchester: where, by the way, the village guest-house still had the sign of the Fleur-de-luce which it used to bear in the days when hospitality had to be bought and sold.  This time, however, I made no sign of all this being familiar to me: though as we sat for a while on the mound of the Dykes looking up at Sinodun and its clear-cut trench, and its sister mamelon of Whittenham, I felt somewhat uncomfortable under Ellen’s serious attentive look, which almost drew from me the cry, “How little anything is changed here!”

We stopped again at Abingdon, which, like Wallingford, was in a way both old and new to me, since it had been lifted out of its nineteenth-century degradation, and otherwise was as little altered as might be.

Sunset was in the sky as we skirted Oxford by Oseney; we stopped a minute or two hard by the ancient castle to put Henry Morsom ashore.  It was a matter of course that so far as they could be seen from the river, I missed none of the towers and spires of that once don-beridden city; but the meadows all round, which, when I had last passed through them, were getting daily more and more squalid, more and more impressed with the seal of the “stir and intellectual life of the nineteenth century,” were no longer intellectual, but had once again become as beautiful as they should be, and the little hill of Hinksey, with two or three very pretty stone houses new-grown on it (I use the word advisedly; for they seemed to belong to it) looked down happily on the full streams and waving grass, grey now, but for the sunset, with its fast-ripening seeds.

The railway having disappeared, and therewith the various level bridges over the streams of Thames, we were soon through Medley Lock and in the wide water that washes Port Meadow, with its numerous population of geese nowise diminished; and I thought with interest how its name and use had survived from the older imperfect communal period, through the time of the confused struggle and tyranny of the rights of property, into the present rest and happiness of complete Communism.

I was taken ashore again at Godstow, to see the remains of the old nunnery, pretty nearly in the same condition as I had remembered them; and from the high bridge over the cut close by, I could see, even in the twilight, how beautiful the little village with its grey stone houses had become; for we had now come into the stone-country, in which every house must be either built, walls and roof, of grey stone or be a blot on the landscape.

We still rowed on after this, Ellen taking the sculls in my boat; we passed a weir a little higher up, and about three miles beyond it came by moonlight again to a little town, where we slept at a house thinly inhabited, as its folk were mostly tented in the hay-fields.






  








CHAPTER XXVIII: THE LITTLE RIVER
 

We started before six o’clock the next morning, as we were still twenty-five miles from our resting place, and Dick wanted to be there before dusk.  The journey was pleasant, though to those who do not know the upper Thames, there is little to say about it.  Ellen and I were once more together in her boat, though Dick, for fairness’ sake, was for having me in his, and letting the two women scull the green toy.  Ellen, however, would not allow this, but claimed me as the interesting person of the company.  “After having come so far,” said she, “I will not be put off with a companion who will be always thinking of somebody else than me: the guest is the only person who can amuse me properly.  I mean that really,” said she, turning to me, “and have not said it merely as a pretty saying.”

Clara blushed and looked very happy at all this; for I think up to this time she had been rather frightened of Ellen.  As for me I felt young again, and strange hopes of my youth were mingling with the pleasure of the present; almost destroying it, and quickening it into something like pain.

As we passed through the short and winding reaches of the now quickly lessening stream, Ellen said: “How pleasant this little river is to me, who am used to a great wide wash of water; it almost seems as if we shall have to stop at every reach-end.  I expect before I get home this evening I shall have realised what a little country England is, since we can so soon get to the end of its biggest river.”

“It is not big,” said I, “but it is pretty.”

“Yes,” she said, “and don’t you find it difficult to imagine the times when this little pretty country was treated by its folk as if it had been an ugly characterless waste, with no delicate beauty to be guarded, with no heed taken of the ever fresh pleasure of the recurring seasons, and changeful weather, and diverse quality of the soil, and so forth?  How could people be so cruel to themselves?”

“And to each other,” said I.  Then a sudden resolution took hold of me, and I said: “Dear neighbour, I may as well tell you at once that I find it easier to imagine all that ugly past than you do, because I myself have been part of it.  I see both that you have divined something of this in me; and also I think you will believe me when I tell you of it, so that I am going to hide nothing from you at all.”

She was silent a little, and then she said: “My friend, you have guessed right about me; and to tell you the truth I have followed you up from Runnymede in order that I might ask you many questions, and because I saw that you were not one of us; and that interested and pleased me, and I wanted to make you as happy as you could be.  To say the truth, there was a risk in it,” said she, blushing— “I mean as to Dick and Clara; for I must tell you, since we are going to be such close friends, that even amongst us, where there are so many beautiful women, I have often troubled men’s minds disastrously.  That is one reason why I was living alone with my father in the cottage at Runnymede.  But it did not answer on that score; for of course people came there, as the place is not a desert, and they seemed to find me all the more interesting for living alone like that, and fell to making stories of me to themselves — like I know you did, my friend.  Well, let that pass.  This evening, or to-morrow morning, I shall make a proposal to you to do something which would please me very much, and I think would not hurt you.”

I broke in eagerly, saying that I would do anything in the world for her; for indeed, in spite of my years and the too obvious signs of them (though that feeling of renewed youth was not a mere passing sensation, I think) — in spite of my years, I say, I felt altogether too happy in the company of this delightful girl, and was prepared to take her confidences for more than they meant perhaps.

She laughed now, but looked very kindly on me.  “Well,” she said, “meantime for the present we will let it be; for I must look at this new country that we are passing through.  See how the river has changed character again: it is broad now, and the reaches are long and very slow-running.  And look, there is a ferry!”

I told her the name of it, as I slowed off to put the ferry-chain over our heads; and on we went passing by a bank clad with oak trees on our left hand, till the stream narrowed again and deepened, and we rowed on between walls of tall reeds, whose population of reed sparrows and warblers were delightfully restless, twittering and chuckling as the wash of the boats stirred the reeds from the water upwards in the still, hot morning.

She smiled with pleasure, and her lazy enjoyment of the new scene seemed to bring out her beauty doubly as she leaned back amidst the cushions, though she was far from languid; her idleness being the idleness of a person, strong and well-knit both in body and mind, deliberately resting.

“Look!” she said, springing up suddenly from her place without any obvious effort, and balancing herself with exquisite grace and ease; “look at the beautiful old bridge ahead!”

“I need scarcely look at that,” said I, not turning my head away from her beauty.  “I know what it is; though” (with a smile) “we used not to call it the Old Bridge time agone.”

She looked down upon me kindly, and said, “How well we get on now you are no longer on your guard against me!”

And she stood looking thoughtfully at me still, till she had to sit down as we passed under the middle one of the row of little pointed arches of the oldest bridge across the Thames.

“O the beautiful fields!” she said; “I had no idea of the charm of a very small river like this.  The smallness of the scale of everything, the short reaches, and the speedy change of the banks, give one a feeling of going somewhere, of coming to something strange, a feeling of adventure which I have not felt in bigger waters.”

I looked up at her delightedly; for her voice, saying the very thing which I was thinking, was like a caress to me.  She caught my eye and her cheeks reddened under their tan, and she said simply:

“I must tell you, my friend, that when my father leaves the Thames this summer he will take me away to a place near the Roman wall in Cumberland; so that this voyage of mine is farewell to the south; of course with my goodwill in a way; and yet I am sorry for it.  I hadn’t the heart to tell Dick yesterday that we were as good as gone from the Thames-side; but somehow to you I must needs tell it.”

She stopped and seemed very thoughtful for awhile, and then said smiling:

“I must say that I don’t like moving about from one home to another; one gets so pleasantly used to all the detail of the life about one; it fits so harmoniously and happily into one’s own life, that beginning again, even in a small way, is a kind of pain.  But I daresay in the country which you come from, you would think this petty and unadventurous, and would think the worse of me for it.”

She smiled at me caressingly as she spoke, and I made haste to answer: “O, no, indeed; again you echo my very thoughts.  But I hardly expected to hear you speak so.  I gathered from all I have heard that there was a great deal of changing of abode amongst you in this country.”

“Well,” she said, “of course people are free to move about; but except for pleasure-parties, especially in harvest and hay-time, like this of ours, I don’t think they do so much.  I admit that I also have other moods than that of stay-at-home, as I hinted just now, and I should like to go with you all through the west country — thinking of nothing,” concluded she smiling.

“I should have plenty to think of,” said I.






  








CHAPTER XXIX: A RESTING-PLACE ON THE UPPER THAMES
 

Presently at a place where the river flowed round a headland of the meadows, we stopped a while for rest and victuals, and settled ourselves on a beautiful bank which almost reached the dignity of a hill-side: the wide meadows spread before us, and already the scythe was busy amidst the hay.  One change I noticed amidst the quiet beauty of the fields — to wit, that they were planted with trees here and there, often fruit-trees, and that there was none of the niggardly begrudging of space to a handsome tree which I remembered too well; and though the willows were often polled (or shrowded, as they call it in that country-side), this was done with some regard to beauty: I mean that there was no polling of rows on rows so as to destroy the pleasantness of half a mile of country, but a thoughtful sequence in the cutting, that prevented a sudden bareness anywhere.  To be short, the fields were everywhere treated as a garden made for the pleasure as well as the livelihood of all, as old Hammond told me was the case.

On this bank or bent of the hill, then, we had our mid-day meal; somewhat early for dinner, if that mattered, but we had been stirring early: the slender stream of the Thames winding below us between the garden of a country I have been telling of; a furlong from us was a beautiful little islet begrown with graceful trees; on the slopes westward of us was a wood of varied growth overhanging the narrow meadow on the south side of the river; while to the north was a wide stretch of mead rising very gradually from the river’s edge.  A delicate spire of an ancient building rose up from out of the trees in the middle distance, with a few grey houses clustered about it; while nearer to us, in fact not half a furlong from the water, was a quite modern stone house — a wide quadrangle of one story, the buildings that made it being quite low.  There was no garden between it and the river, nothing but a row of pear-trees still quite young and slender; and though there did not seem to be much ornament about it, it had a sort of natural elegance, like that of the trees themselves.

As we sat looking down on all this in the sweet June day, rather happy than merry, Ellen, who sat next me, her hand clasped about one knee, leaned sideways to me, and said in a low voice which Dick and Clara might have noted if they had not been busy in happy wordless love-making: “Friend, in your country were the houses of your field-labourers anything like that?”

I said: “Well, at any rate the houses of our rich men were not; they were mere blots upon the face of the land.”

“I find that hard to understand,” she said.  “I can see why the workmen, who were so oppressed, should not have been able to live in beautiful houses; for it takes time and leisure, and minds not over-burdened with care, to make beautiful dwellings; and I quite understand that these poor people were not allowed to live in such a way as to have these (to us) necessary good things.  But why the rich men, who had the time and the leisure and the materials for building, as it would be in this case, should not have housed themselves well, I do not understand as yet.  I know what you are meaning to say to me,” she said, looking me full in the eyes and blushing, “to wit that their houses and all belonging to them were generally ugly and base, unless they chanced to be ancient like yonder remnant of our forefathers’ work” (pointing to the spire); “that they were — let me see; what is the word?”

“Vulgar,” said I.  “We used to say,” said I, “that the ugliness and vulgarity of the rich men’s dwellings was a necessary reflection from the sordidness and bareness of life which they forced upon the poor people.”

She knit her brows as in thought; then turned a brightened face on me, as if she had caught the idea, and said: “Yes, friend, I see what you mean.  We have sometimes — those of us who look into these things — talked this very matter over; because, to say the truth, we have plenty of record of the so-called arts of the time before Equality of Life; and there are not wanting people who say that the state of that society was not the cause of all that ugliness; that they were ugly in their life because they liked to be, and could have had beautiful things about them if they had chosen; just as a man or body of men now may, if they please, make things more or less beautiful — Stop!  I know what you are going to say.”

“Do you?” said I, smiling, yet with a beating heart.

“Yes,” she said; “you are answering me, teaching me, in some way or another, although you have not spoken the words aloud.  You were going to say that in times of inequality it was an essential condition of the life of these rich men that they should not themselves make what they wanted for the adornment of their lives, but should force those to make them whom they forced to live pinched and sordid lives; and that as a necessary consequence the sordidness and pinching, the ugly barrenness of those ruined lives, were worked up into the adornment of the lives of the rich, and art died out amongst men?  Was that what you would say, my friend?”

“Yes, yes,” I said, looking at her eagerly; for she had risen and was standing on the edge of the bent, the light wind stirring her dainty raiment, one hand laid on her bosom, the other arm stretched downward and clenched in her earnestness.

“It is true,” she said, “it is true!  We have proved it true!”

I think amidst my — something more than interest in her, and admiration for her, I was beginning to wonder how it would all end.  I had a glimmering of fear of what might follow; of anxiety as to the remedy which this new age might offer for the missing of something one might set one’s heart on.  But now Dick rose to his feet and cried out in his hearty manner: “Neighbour Ellen, are you quarrelling with the guest, or are you worrying him to tell you things which he cannot properly explain to our ignorance?”

“Neither, dear neighbour,” she said.  “I was so far from quarrelling with him that I think I have been making him good friends both with himself and me.  Is it so, dear guest?” she said, looking down at me with a delightful smile of confidence in being understood.

“Indeed it is,” said I.

“Well, moreover,” she said, “I must say for him that he has explained himself to me very well indeed, so that I quite understand him.”

“All right,” quoth Dick.  “When I first set eyes on you at Runnymede I knew that there was something wonderful in your keenness of wits.  I don’t say that as a mere pretty speech to please you,” said he quickly, “but because it is true; and it made me want to see more of you.  But, come, we ought to be going; for we are not half way, and we ought to be in well before sunset.”

And therewith he took Clara’s hand, and led her down the bent.  But Ellen stood thoughtfully looking down for a little, and as I took her hand to follow Dick, she turned round to me and said:

“You might tell me a great deal and make many things clear to me, if you would.”

“Yes,” said I, “I am pretty well fit for that, — and for nothing else — an old man like me.”

She did not notice the bitterness which, whether I liked it or not, was in my voice as I spoke, but went on: “It is not so much for myself; I should be quite content to dream about past times, and if I could not idealise them, yet at least idealise some of the people who lived in them.  But I think sometimes people are too careless of the history of the past — too apt to leave it in the hands of old learned men like Hammond.  Who knows?  Happy as we are, times may alter; we may be bitten with some impulse towards change, and many things may seem too wonderful for us to resist, too exciting not to catch at, if we do not know that they are but phases of what has been before; and withal ruinous, deceitful, and sordid.”

As we went slowly down toward the boats she said again: “Not for myself alone, dear friend; I shall have children; perhaps before the end a good many; — I hope so.  And though of course I cannot force any special kind of knowledge upon them, yet, my Friend, I cannot help thinking that just as they might be like me in body, so I might impress upon them some part of my ways of thinking; that is, indeed, some of the essential part of myself; that part which was not mere moods, created by the matters and events round about me.  What do you think?”

Of one thing I was sure, that her beauty and kindness and eagerness combined, forced me to think as she did, when she was not earnestly laying herself open to receive my thoughts.  I said, what at the time was true, that I thought it most important; and presently stood entranced by the wonder of her grace as she stepped into the light boat, and held out her hand to me.  And so on we went up the Thames still — or whither?






  








CHAPTER XXX: THE JOURNEY’S END
 

On we went.  In spite of my new-born excitement about Ellen, and my gathering fear of where it would land me, I could not help taking abundant interest in the condition of the river and its banks; all the more as she never seemed weary of the changing picture, but looked at every yard of flowery bank and gurgling eddy with the same kind of affectionate interest which I myself once had so fully, as I used to think, and perhaps had not altogether lost even in this strangely changed society with all its wonders.  Ellen seemed delighted with my pleasure at this, that, or the other piece of carefulness in dealing with the river: the nursing of pretty corners; the ingenuity in dealing with difficulties of water-engineering, so that the most obviously useful works looked beautiful and natural also.  All this, I say, pleased me hugely, and she was pleased at my pleasure — but rather puzzled too.

“You seem astonished,” she said, just after we had passed a mill  which spanned all the stream save the water-way for traffic, but which was as beautiful in its way as a Gothic cathedral— “You seem astonished at this being so pleasant to look at.”

“Yes,” I said, “in a way I am; though I don’t see why it should not be.”

“Ah!” she said, looking at me admiringly, yet with a lurking smile in her face, “you know all about the history of the past.  Were they not always careful about this little stream which now adds so much pleasantness to the country side?  It would always be easy to manage this little river.  Ah!  I forgot, though,” she said, as her eye caught mine, “in the days we are thinking of pleasure was wholly neglected in such matters.  But how did they manage the river in the days that you—”  Lived in she was going to say; but correcting herself, said— “in the days of which you have record?”

“They mismanaged it,” quoth I.  “Up to the first half of the nineteenth century, when it was still more or less of a highway for the country people, some care was taken of the river and its banks; and though I don’t suppose anyone troubled himself about its aspect, yet it was trim and beautiful.  But when the railways — of which no doubt you have heard — came into power, they would not allow the people of the country to use either the natural or artificial waterways, of which latter there were a great many.  I suppose when we get higher up we shall see one of these; a very important one, which one of these railways entirely closed to the public, so that they might force people to send their goods by their private road, and so tax them as heavily as they could.”

Ellen laughed heartily.  “Well,” she said, “that is not stated clearly enough in our history-books, and it is worth knowing.  But certainly the people of those days must have been a curiously lazy set.  We are not either fidgety or quarrelsome now, but if any one tried such a piece of folly on us, we should use the said waterways, whoever gaidsaid us: surely that would be simple enough.  However, I remember other cases of this stupidity: when I was on the Rhine two years ago, I remember they showed us ruins of old castles, which, according to what we heard, must have been made for pretty much the same purpose as the railways were.  But I am interrupting your history of the river: pray go on.”

“It is both short and stupid enough,” said I.  “The river having lost its practical or commercial value — that is, being of no use to make money of—”

She nodded.  “I understand what that queer phrase means,” said she.  “Go on!”

“Well, it was utterly neglected, till at last it became a nuisance—”

“Yes,” quoth Ellen, “I understand: like the railways and the robber knights.  Yes?”

“So then they turned the makeshift business on to it, and handed it over to a body up in London, who from time to time, in order to show that they had something to do, did some damage here and there, — cut down trees, destroying the banks thereby; dredged the river (where it was not needed always), and threw the dredgings on the fields so as to spoil them; and so forth.  But for the most part they practised ‘masterly inactivity,’ as it was then called — that is, they drew their salaries, and let things alone.”

“Drew their salaries,” she said.  “I know that means that they were allowed to take an extra lot of other people’s goods for doing nothing.  And if that had been all, it really might have been worth while to let them do so, if you couldn’t find any other way of keeping them quiet; but it seems to me that being so paid, they could not help doing something, and that something was bound to be mischief, — because,” said she, kindling with sudden anger, “the whole business was founded on lies and false pretensions.  I don’t mean only these river-guardians, but all these master-people I have read of.”

“Yes,” said I, “how happy you are to have got out of the parsimony of oppression!”

“Why do you sigh?” she said, kindly and somewhat anxiously.  “You seem to think that it will not last?”

“It will last for you,” quoth I.

“But why not for you?” said she.  “Surely it is for all the world; and if your country is somewhat backward, it will come into line before long.  Or,” she said quickly, “are you thinking that you must soon go back again?  I will make my proposal which I told you of at once, and so perhaps put an end to your anxiety.  I was going to propose that you should live with us where we are going.  I feel quite old friends with you, and should be sorry to lose you.”  Then she smiled on me, and said: “Do you know, I begin to suspect you of wanting to nurse a sham sorrow, like the ridiculous characters in some of those queer old novels that I have come across now and then.”

I really had almost begun to suspect it myself, but I refused to admit so much; so I sighed no more, but fell to giving my delightful companion what little pieces of history I knew about the river and its borderlands; and the time passed pleasantly enough; and between the two of us (she was a better sculler than I was, and seemed quite tireless) we kept up fairly well with Dick, hot as the afternoon was, and swallowed up the way at a great rate.  At last we passed under another ancient bridge; and through meadows bordered at first with huge elm-trees mingled with sweet chestnut of younger but very elegant growth; and the meadows widened out so much that it seemed as if the trees must now be on the bents only, or about the houses, except for the growth of willows on the immediate banks; so that the wide stretch of grass was little broken here.  Dick got very much excited now, and often stood up in the boat to cry out to us that this was such and such a field, and so forth; and we caught fire at his enthusiasm for the hay-field and its harvest, and pulled our best.

At last as we were passing through a reach of the river where on the side of the towing-path was a highish bank with a thick whispering bed of reeds before it, and on the other side a higher bank, clothed with willows that dipped into the stream and crowned by ancient elm-trees, we saw bright figures coming along close to the bank, as if they were looking for something; as, indeed, they were, and we — that is, Dick and his company — were what they were looking for.  Dick lay on his oars, and we followed his example.  He gave a joyous shout to the people on the bank, which was echoed back from it in many voices, deep and sweetly shrill; for there were above a dozen persons, both men, women, and children.  A tall handsome woman, with black wavy hair and deep-set grey eyes, came forward on the bank and waved her hand gracefully to us, and said:

“Dick, my friend, we have almost had to wait for you!  What excuse have you to make for your slavish punctuality?  Why didn’t you take us by surprise, and come yesterday?”

“O,” said Dick, with an almost imperceptible jerk of his head toward our boat, “we didn’t want to come too quick up the water; there is so much to see for those who have not been up here before.”

“True, true,” said the stately lady, for stately is the word that must be used for her; “and we want them to get to know the wet way from the east thoroughly well, since they must often use it now.  But come ashore at once, Dick, and you, dear neighbours; there is a break in the reeds and a good landing-place just round the corner.  We can carry up your things, or send some of the lads after them.”

“No, no,” said Dick; “it is easier going by water, though it is but a step.  Besides, I want to bring my friend here to the proper place.  We will go on to the Ford; and you can talk to us from the bank as we paddle along.”

He pulled his sculls through the water, and on we went, turning a sharp angle and going north a little.  Presently we saw before us a bank of elm-trees, which told us of a house amidst them, though I looked in vain for the grey walls that I expected to see there.  As we went, the folk on the bank talked indeed, mingling their kind voices with the cuckoo’s song, the sweet strong whistle of the blackbirds, and the ceaseless note of the corn-crake as he crept through the long grass of the mowing-field; whence came waves of fragrance from the flowering clover amidst of the ripe grass.

In a few minutes we had passed through a deep eddying pool into the sharp stream that ran from the ford, and beached our craft on a tiny strand of limestone-gravel, and stepped ashore into the arms of our up-river friends, our journey done.

I disentangled myself from the merry throng, and mounting on the cart-road that ran along the river some feet above the water, I looked round about me.  The river came down through a wide meadow on my left, which was grey now with the ripened seeding grasses; the gleaming water was lost presently by a turn of the bank, but over the meadow I could see the mingled gables of a building where I knew the lock must be, and which now seemed to combine a mill with it.  A low wooded ridge bounded the river-plain to the south and south-east, whence we had come, and a few low houses lay about its feet and up its slope.  I turned a little to my right, and through the hawthorn sprays and long shoots of the wild roses could see the flat country spreading out far away under the sun of the calm evening, till something that might be called hills with a look of sheep-pastures about them bounded it with a soft blue line.  Before me, the elm-boughs still hid most of what houses there might be in this river-side dwelling of men; but to the right of the cart-road a few grey buildings of the simplest kind showed here and there.

There I stood in a dreamy mood, and rubbed my eyes as if I were not wholly awake, and half expected to see the gay-clad company of beautiful men and women change to two or three spindle-legged back-bowed men and haggard, hollow-eyed, ill-favoured women, who once wore down the soil of this land with their heavy hopeless feet, from day to day, and season to season, and year to year.  But no change came as yet, and my heart swelled with joy as I thought of all the beautiful grey villages, from the river to the plain and the plain to the uplands, which I could picture to myself so well, all peopled now with this happy and lovely folk, who had cast away riches and attained to wealth.






  








CHAPTER XXXI: AN OLD HOUSE AMONGST NEW FOLK
 

As I stood there Ellen detached herself from our happy friends who still stood on the little strand and came up to me.  She took me by the hand, and said softly, “Take me on to the house at once; we need not wait for the others: I had rather not.”

I had a mind to say that I did not know the way thither, and that the river-side dwellers should lead; but almost without my will my feet moved on along the road they knew.  The raised way led us into a little field bounded by a backwater of the river on one side; on the right hand we could see a cluster of small houses and barns, new and old, and before us a grey stone barn and a wall partly overgrown with ivy, over which a few grey gables showed.  The village road ended in the shallow of the aforesaid backwater.  We crossed the road, and again almost without my will my hand raised the latch of a door in the wall, and we stood presently on a stone path which led up to the old house to which fate in the shape of Dick had so strangely brought me in this new world of men.  My companion gave a sigh of pleased surprise and enjoyment; nor did I wonder, for the garden between the wall and the house was redolent of the June flowers, and the roses were rolling over one another with that delicious superabundance of small well-tended gardens which at first sight takes away all thought from the beholder save that of beauty.  The blackbirds were singing their loudest, the doves were cooing on the roof-ridge, the rooks in the high elm-trees beyond were garrulous among the young leaves, and the swifts wheeled whining about the gables.  And the house itself was a fit guardian for all the beauty of this heart of summer.

Once again Ellen echoed my thoughts as she said:

“Yes, friend, this is what I came out for to see; this many-gabled old house built by the simple country-folk of the long-past times, regardless of all the turmoil that was going on in cities and courts, is lovely still amidst all the beauty which these latter days have created; and I do not wonder at our friends tending it carefully and making much of it.  It seems to me as if it had waited for these happy days, and held in it the gathered crumbs of happiness of the confused and turbulent past.”

She led me up close to the house, and laid her shapely sun-browned hand and arm on the lichened wall as if to embrace it, and cried out, “O me!  O me!  How I love the earth, and the seasons, and weather, and all things that deal with it, and all that grows out of it, — as this has done!”

I could not answer her, or say a word.  Her exultation and pleasure were so keen and exquisite, and her beauty, so delicate, yet so interfused with energy, expressed it so fully, that any added word would have been commonplace and futile.  I dreaded lest the others should come in suddenly and break the spell she had cast about me; but we stood there a while by the corner of the big gable of the house, and no one came.  I heard the merry voices some way off presently, and knew that they were going along the river to the great meadow on the other side of the house and garden.

We drew back a little, and looked up at the house: the door and the windows were open to the fragrant sun-cured air; from the upper window-sills hung festoons of flowers in honour of the festival, as if the others shared in the love for the old house.

“Come in,” said Ellen.  “I hope nothing will spoil it inside; but I don’t think it will.  Come! we must go back presently to the others.  They have gone on to the tents; for surely they must have tents pitched for the haymakers — the house would not hold a tithe of the folk, I am sure.”

She led me on to the door, murmuring little above her breath as she did so, “The earth and the growth of it and the life of it!  If I could but say or show how I love it!”

We went in, and found no soul in any room as we wandered from room to room, — from the rose-covered porch to the strange and quaint garrets amongst the great timbers of the roof, where of old time the tillers and herdsmen of the manor slept, but which a-nights seemed now, by the small size of the beds, and the litter of useless and disregarded matters — bunches of dying flowers, feathers of birds, shells of starling’s eggs, caddis worms in mugs, and the like — seemed to be inhabited for the time by children.

Everywhere there was but little furniture, and that only the most necessary, and of the simplest forms.  The extravagant love of ornament which I had noted in this people elsewhere seemed here to have given place to the feeling that the house itself and its associations was the ornament of the country life amidst which it had been left stranded from old times, and that to re-ornament it would but take away its use as a piece of natural beauty.

We sat down at last in a room over the wall which Ellen had caressed, and which was still hung with old tapestry, originally of no artistic value, but now faded into pleasant grey tones which harmonised thoroughly well with the quiet of the place, and which would have been ill supplanted by brighter and more striking decoration.

I asked a few random questions of Ellen as we sat there, but scarcely listened to her answers, and presently became silent, and then scarce conscious of anything, but that I was there in that old room, the doves crooning from the roofs of the barn and dovecot beyond the window opposite to me.

My thought returned to me after what I think was but a minute or two, but which, as in a vivid dream, seemed as if it had lasted a long time, when I saw Ellen sitting, looking all the fuller of life and pleasure and desire from the contrast with the grey faded tapestry with its futile design, which was now only bearable because it had grown so faint and feeble.

She looked at me kindly, but as if she read me through and through.  She said: “You have begun again your never-ending contrast between the past and this present.  Is it not so?”

“True,” said I.  “I was thinking of what you, with your capacity and intelligence, joined to your love of pleasure, and your impatience of unreasonable restraint — of what you would have been in that past.  And even now, when all is won and has been for a long time, my heart is sickened with thinking of all the waste of life that has gone on for so many years.”

“So many centuries,” she said, “so many ages!”

“True,” I said; “too true,” and sat silent again.

She rose up and said: “Come, I must not let you go off into a dream again so soon.  If we must lose you, I want you to see all that you can see first before you go back again.”

“Lose me?” I said— “go back again?  Am I not to go up to the North with you?  What do you mean?”

She smiled somewhat sadly, and said: “Not yet; we will not talk of that yet.  Only, what were you thinking of just now?”

I said falteringly: “I was saying to myself, The past, the present?  Should she not have said the contrast of the present with the future: of blind despair with hope?”

“I knew it,” she said.  Then she caught my hand and said excitedly, “Come, while there is yet time!  Come!” And she led me out of the room; and as we were going downstairs and out of the house into the garden by a little side door which opened out of a curious lobby, she said in a calm voice, as if she wished me to forget her sudden nervousness: “Come! we ought to join the others before they come here looking for us.  And let me tell you, my friend, that I can see you are too apt to fall into mere dreamy musing: no doubt because you are not yet used to our life of repose amidst of energy; of work which is pleasure and pleasure which is work.”

She paused a little, and as we came out into the lovely garden again, she said: “My friend, you were saying that you wondered what I should have been if I had lived in those past days of turmoil and oppression.  Well, I think I have studied the history of them to know pretty well.  I should have been one of the poor, for my father when he was working was a mere tiller of the soil.  Well, I could not have borne that; therefore my beauty and cleverness and brightness” (she spoke with no blush or simper of false shame) “would have been sold to rich men, and my life would have been wasted indeed; for I know enough of that to know that I should have had no choice, no power of will over my life; and that I should never have bought pleasure from the rich men, or even opportunity of action, whereby I might have won some true excitement.  I should have wrecked and wasted in one way or another, either by penury or by luxury.  Is it not so?”

“Indeed it is,” said I.

She was going to say something else, when a little gate in the fence, which led into a small elm-shaded field, was opened, and Dick came with hasty cheerfulness up the garden path, and was presently standing between us, a hand laid on the shoulder of each.  He said: “Well, neighbours, I thought you two would like to see the old house quietly without a crowd in it.  Isn’t it a jewel of a house after its kind?  Well, come along, for it is getting towards dinner-time.  Perhaps you, guest, would like a swim before we sit down to what I fancy will be a pretty long feast?”

“Yes,” I said, “I should like that.”

“Well, good-bye for the present, neighbour Ellen,” said Dick.  “Here comes Clara to take care of you, as I fancy she is more at home amongst our friends here.”

Clara came out of the fields as he spoke; and with one look at Ellen I turned and went with Dick, doubting, if I must say the truth, whether I should see her again.






  








CHAPTER XXXII: THE FEAST’S BEGINNING — THE END
 

Dick brought me at once into the little field which, as I had seen from the garden, was covered with gaily-coloured tents arranged in orderly lanes, about which were sitting and lying on the grass some fifty or sixty men, women, and children, all of them in the height of good temper and enjoyment — with their holiday mood on, so to say.

“You are thinking that we don’t make a great show as to numbers,” said Dick; “but you must remember that we shall have more to-morrow; because in this haymaking work there is room for a great many people who are not over-skilled in country matters: and there are many who lead sedentary lives, whom it would be unkind to deprive of their pleasure in the hay-field — scientific men and close students generally: so that the skilled workmen, outside those who are wanted as mowers, and foremen of the haymaking, stand aside, and take a little downright rest, which you know is good for them, whether they like it or not: or else they go to other countrysides, as I am doing here.  You see, the scientific men and historians, and students generally, will not be wanted till we are fairly in the midst of the tedding, which of course will not be till the day after to-morrow.”  With that he brought me out of the little field on to a kind of causeway above the river-side meadow, and thence turning to the left on to a path through the mowing grass, which was thick and very tall, led on till we came to the river above the weir and its mill.  There we had a delightful swim in the broad piece of water above the lock, where the river looked much bigger than its natural size from its being dammed up by the weir.

“Now we are in a fit mood for dinner,” said Dick, when we had dressed and were going through the grass again; “and certainly of all the cheerful meals in the year, this one of haysel is the cheerfullest; not even excepting the corn-harvest feast; for then the year is beginning to fail, and one cannot help having a feeling behind all the gaiety, of the coming of the dark days, and the shorn fields and empty gardens; and the spring is almost too far off to look forward to.  It is, then, in the autumn, when one almost believes in death.”

“How strangely you talk,” said I, “of such a constantly recurring and consequently commonplace matter as the sequence of the seasons.” And indeed these people were like children about such things, and had what seemed to me a quite exaggerated interest in the weather, a fine day, a dark night, or a brilliant one, and the like.

“Strangely?” said he.  “Is it strange to sympathise with the year and its gains and losses?”

“At any rate,” said I, “if you look upon the course of the year as a beautiful and interesting drama, which is what I think you do, you should be as much pleased and interested with the winter and its trouble and pain as with this wonderful summer luxury.”

“And am I not?” said Dick, rather warmly; “only I can’t look upon it as if I were sitting in a theatre seeing the play going on before me, myself taking no part of it.  It is difficult,” said he, smiling good-humouredly, “for a non-literary man like me to explain myself properly, like that dear girl Ellen would; but I mean that I am part of it all, and feel the pain as well as the pleasure in my own person.  It is not done for me by somebody else, merely that I may eat and drink and sleep; but I myself do my share of it.”

In his way also, as Ellen in hers, I could see that Dick had that passionate love of the earth which was common to but few people at least, in the days I knew; in which the prevailing feeling amongst intellectual persons was a kind of sour distaste for the changing drama of the year, for the life of earth and its dealings with men.  Indeed, in those days it was thought poetic and imaginative to look upon life as a thing to be borne, rather than enjoyed.

So I mused till Dick’s laugh brought me back into the Oxfordshire hay-fields.  “One thing seems strange to me,” said he— “that I must needs trouble myself about the winter and its scantiness, in the midst of the summer abundance.  If it hadn’t happened to me before, I should have thought it was your doing, guest; that you had thrown a kind of evil charm over me.  Now, you know,” said he, suddenly, “that’s only a joke, so you mustn’t take it to heart.”

“All right,” said I; “I don’t.”  Yet I did feel somewhat uneasy at his words, after all.

We crossed the causeway this time, and did not turn back to the house, but went along a path beside a field of wheat now almost ready to blossom.  I said:

“We do not dine in the house or garden, then? — as indeed I did not expect to do.  Where do we meet, then?  For I can see that the houses are mostly very small.”

“Yes,” said Dick, “you are right, they are small in this country-side: there are so many good old houses left, that people dwell a good deal in such small detached houses.  As to our dinner, we are going to have our feast in the church.  I wish, for your sake, it were as big and handsome as that of the old Roman town to the west, or the forest town to the north;  but, however, it will hold us all; and though it is a little thing, it is beautiful in its way.”

This was somewhat new to me, this dinner in a church, and I thought of the church-ales of the Middle Ages; but I said nothing, and presently we came out into the road which ran through the village.  Dick looked up and down it, and seeing only two straggling groups before us, said: “It seems as if we must be somewhat late; they are all gone on; and they will be sure to make a point of waiting for you, as the guest of guests, since you come from so far.”

He hastened as he spoke, and I kept up with him, and presently we came to a little avenue of lime-trees which led us straight to the church porch, from whose open door came the sound of cheerful voices and laughter, and varied merriment.

“Yes,” said Dick, “it’s the coolest place for one thing, this hot evening.  Come along; they will be glad to see you.”

Indeed, in spite of my bath, I felt the weather more sultry and oppressive than on any day of our journey yet.

We went into the church, which was a simple little building with one little aisle divided from the nave by three round arches, a chancel, and a rather roomy transept for so small a building, the windows mostly of the graceful Oxfordshire fourteenth century type.  There was no modern architectural decoration in it; it looked, indeed, as if none had been attempted since the Puritans whitewashed the mediæval saints and histories on the wall.  It was, however, gaily dressed up for this latter-day festival, with festoons of flowers from arch to arch, and great pitchers of flowers standing about on the floor; while under the west window hung two cross scythes, their blades polished white, and gleaming from out of the flowers that wreathed them.  But its best ornament was the crowd of handsome, happy-looking men and women that were set down to table, and who, with their bright faces and rich hair over their gay holiday raiment, looked, as the Persian poet puts it, like a bed of tulips in the sun.  Though the church was a small one, there was plenty of room; for a small church makes a biggish house; and on this evening there was no need to set cross tables along the transepts; though doubtless these would be wanted next day, when the learned men of whom Dick has been speaking should be come to take their more humble part in the haymaking.

I stood on the threshold with the expectant smile on my face of a man who is going to take part in a festivity which he is really prepared to enjoy.  Dick, standing by me was looking round the company with an air of proprietorship in them, I thought.  Opposite me sat Clara and Ellen, with Dick’s place open between them: they were smiling, but their beautiful faces were each turned towards the neighbours on either side, who were talking to them, and they did not seem to see me.  I turned to Dick, expecting him to lead me forward, and he turned his face to me; but strange to say, though it was as smiling and cheerful as ever, it made no response to my glance — nay, he seemed to take no heed at all of my presence, and I noticed that none of the company looked at me.  A pang shot through me, as of some disaster long expected and suddenly realised.  Dick moved on a little without a word to me.  I was not three yards from the two women who, though they had been my companions for such a short time, had really, as I thought, become my friends.  Clara’s face was turned full upon me now, but she also did not seem to see me, though I know I was trying to catch her eye with an appealing look.  I turned to Ellen, and she did seem to recognise me for an instant; but her bright face turned sad directly, and she shook her head with a mournful look, and the next moment all consciousness of my presence had faded from her face.

I felt lonely and sick at heart past the power of words to describe.  I hung about a minute longer, and then turned and went out of the porch again and through the lime-avenue into the road, while the blackbirds sang their strongest from the bushes about me in the hot June evening.

Once more without any conscious effort of will I set my face toward the old house by the ford, but as I turned round the corner which led to the remains of the village cross, I came upon a figure strangely contrasting with the joyous, beautiful people I had left behind in the church.  It was a man who looked old, but whom I knew from habit, now half forgotten, was really not much more than fifty.  His face was rugged, and grimed rather than dirty; his eyes dull and bleared; his body bent, his calves thin and spindly, his feet dragging and limping.  His clothing was a mixture of dirt and rags long over-familiar to me.  As I passed him he touched his hat with some real goodwill and courtesy, and much servility.

Inexpressibly shocked, I hurried past him and hastened along the road that led to the river and the lower end of the village; but suddenly I saw as it were a black cloud rolling along to meet me, like a nightmare of my childish days; and for a while I was conscious of nothing else than being in the dark, and whether I was walking, or sitting, or lying down, I could not tell.

* * *
 

I lay in my bed in my house at dingy Hammersmith thinking about it all; and trying to consider if I was overwhelmed with despair at finding I had been dreaming a dream; and strange to say, I found that I was not so despairing.

Or indeed was it a dream?  If so, why was I so conscious all along that I was really seeing all that new life from the outside, still wrapped up in the prejudices, the anxieties, the distrust of this time of doubt and struggle?

All along, though those friends were so real to me, I had been feeling as if I had no business amongst them: as though the time would come when they would reject me, and say, as Ellen’s last mournful look seemed to say, “No, it will not do; you cannot be of us; you belong so entirely to the unhappiness of the past that our happiness even would weary you.  Go back again, now you have seen us, and your outward eyes have learned that in spite of all the infallible maxims of your day there is yet a time of rest in store for the world, when mastery has changed into fellowship — but not before.  Go back again, then, and while you live you will see all round you people engaged in making others live lives which are not their own, while they themselves care nothing for their own real lives — men who hate life though they fear death.  Go back and be the happier for having seen us, for having added a little hope to your struggle.  Go on living while you may, striving, with whatsoever pain and labour needs must be, to build up little by little the new day of fellowship, and rest, and happiness.”

Yes, surely! and if others can see it as I have seen it, then it may be called a vision rather than a dream.
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Story of the Glittering Plain was serialised in the English Illustrated Magazine in 1890, before being published in book form by Morris’ own Kelmscott Press in 1891, with illustrations by Walter Crane. It is a fantasy novel, exploring some of the socialist themes close to Morris’ heart. 

As with his earlier fantasy novels, The Story of the Glittering Plain is set in a mythological version of ancient Northern Europe. The plot concerns the quest of Hallblithe of the House of the Raven to rescue his fiancée, who has been kidnapped by pirates. This quest ultimately takes him to the utopian Land of the Glittering Plain, whose inhabitants are supposedly immortal.
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CHAPTER I: OF THOSE THREE WHO CAME TO THE HOUSE OF THE RAVEN
 

It has been told that there was once a young man of free kindred and whose name was Hallblithe: he was fair, strong, and not untried in battle; he was of the House of the Raven of old time.

This man loved an exceeding fair damsel called the Hostage, who was of the House of the Rose, wherein it was right and due that the men of the Raven should wed.

She loved him no less, and no man of the kindred gainsaid their love, and they were to be wedded on Midsummer Night.

But one day of early spring, when the days were yet short and the nights long, Hallblithe sat before the porch of the house smoothing an ash stave for his spear, and he heard the sound of horse-hoofs drawing nigh, and he looked up and saw folk riding toward the house, and so presently they rode through the garth gate; and there was no man but he about the house, so he rose up and went to meet them, and he saw that they were but three in company: they had weapons with them, and their horses were of the best; but they were no fellowship for a man to be afraid of; for two of them were old and feeble, and the third was dark and sad, and drooping of aspect: it seemed as if they had ridden far and fast, for their spurs were bloody and their horses all a-sweat.

Hallblithe hailed them kindly and said: “Ye are way-worn, and maybe ye have to ride further; so light down and come into the house, and take bite and sup, and hay and corn also for your horses; and then if ye needs must ride on your way, depart when ye are rested; or else if ye may, then abide here night-long, and go your ways to-morrow, and meantime that which is ours shall be yours, and all shall be free to you.”

Then spake the oldest of the elders in a high piping voice and said: “Young man, we thank thee; but though the days of the springtide are waxing, the hours of our lives are waning; nor may we abide unless thou canst truly tell us that this is the Land of the Glittering Plain: and if that be so, then delay not, lead us to thy lord, and perhaps he will make us content.”

Spake he who was somewhat less stricken in years than the first: “Thanks have thou! but we need something more than meat and drink, to wit the Land of Living Men.  And Oh! but the time presses.”

Spake the sad and sorry carle: “We seek the Land where the days are many: so many that he who hath forgotten how to laugh, may learn the craft again, and forget the days of Sorrow.”

Then they all three cried aloud and said:

“Is this the Land?  Is this the Land?”

But Hallblithe wondered, and he laughed and said: “Wayfarers, look under the sun down the plain which lieth betwixt the mountains and the sea, and ye shall behold the meadows all gleaming with the spring lilies; yet do we not call this the Glittering Plain, but Cleveland by the Sea.  Here men die when their hour comes, nor know I if the days of their life be long enough for the forgetting of sorrow; for I am young and not yet a yokefellow of sorrow; but this I know, that they are long enough for the doing of deeds that shall not die.  And as for Lord, I know not this word, for here dwell we, the sons of the Raven, in good fellowship, with our wives that we have wedded, and our mothers who have borne us, and our sisters who serve us.  Again I bid you light down off your horses, and eat and drink, and be merry; and depart when ye will, to seek what land ye will.”

They scarce looked on him, but cried out together mournfully:

“This is not the Land!  This is not the Land!”

No more than that they said, but turned about their horses and rode out through the garth gate, and went clattering up the road that led to the pass of the mountains.  But Hallblithe hearkened wondering, till the sound of their horse-hoofs died away, and then turned back to his work: and it was then two hours after high-noon.






  








CHAPTER II: EVIL TIDINGS COME TO HAND AT CLEVELAND
 

Not long had he worked ere he heard the sound of horsehoofs once more, and he looked not up, but said to himself, “It is but the lads bringing back the teams from the acres, and riding fast and driving hard for joy of heart and in wantonness of youth.”

But the sound grew nearer and he looked up and saw over the turf wall of the garth the flutter of white raiment; and he said:

“Nay, it is the maidens coming back from the sea-shore and the gathering of wrack.”

So he set himself the harder to his work, and laughed, all alone as he was, and said: “She is with them: now I will not look up again till they have ridden into the garth, and she has come from among them, and leapt off her horse, and cast her arms about my neck as her wont is; and it will rejoice her then to mock me with hard words and kind voice and longing heart; and I shall long for her and kiss her, and sweet shall the coming days seem to us: and the daughters of our folk shall look on and be kind and blithe with us.”

Therewith rode the maidens into the garth, but he heard no sound of laughter or merriment amongst them, which was contrary to their wont; and his heart fell, and it was as if instead of the maidens’ laughter the voices of those wayfarers came back upon the wind crying out, “Is this the Land?  Is this the Land?”

Then he looked up hastily, and saw the maidens drawing near, ten of the House of the Raven, and three of the House of the Rose; and he beheld them that their faces were pale and woe-begone, and their raiment rent, and there was no joy in them.  Hallblithe stood aghast while one who had gotten off her horse (and she was the daughter of his own mother) ran past him into the hall, looking not at him, as if she durst not: and another rode off swiftly to the horse-stalls.  But the others, leaving their horses, drew round about him, and for a while none durst utter a word; and he stood gazing at them, with the spoke-shave in his hand, he also silent; for he saw that the Hostage was not with them, and he knew that now he was the yokefellow of sorrow.

At last he spoke gently and in a kind voice, and said: “Tell me, sisters, what evil hath befallen us, even if it be the death of a dear friend, and the thing that may not be amended.”

Then spoke a fair woman of the Rose, whose name was Brightling, and said: “Hallblithe, it is not of death that we have to tell, but of sundering, which may yet be amended.  We were on the sand of the sea nigh the Ship-stead and the Rollers of the Raven, and we were gathering the wrack and playing together; and we saw a round-ship nigh to shore lying with her sheet slack, and her sail beating the mast; but we deemed it to be none other than some bark of the Fish-biters, and thought no harm thereof, but went on running and playing amidst the little waves that fell on the sand, and the ripples that curled around our feet.  At last there came a small boat from the side of the round-ship, and rowed in toward shore, and still we feared not, though we drew a little aback from the surf and let fall our gown-hems.  But the crew of that boat beached her close to where we stood, and came hastily wading the surf towards us; and we saw that they were twelve weaponed men, great, and grim, and all clad in black raiment.  Then indeed were we afraid, and we turned about and fled up the beach; but now it was too late, for the tide was at more than half ebb and long was the way over the sand to the place where we had left our horses tied among the tamarisk-bushes.  Nevertheless we ran, and had gotten up to the pebble-beach before they ran in amongst us: and they caught us, and cast us down on to the hard stones.

“Then they made us sit in a row on a ridge of the pebbles; and we were sore afraid, yet more for defilement at their hands than for death; for they were evil-looking men exceeding foul of favour.  Then said one of them: ‘Which of all you maidens is the Hostage of the House of the Rose?’

“Then all we kept silence, for we would not betray her.  But the evil man spake again: ‘Choose ye then whether we shall take one, or all of you across the waters in our black ship.’  Yet still we others spake not, till arose thy beloved, O Hallblithe, and said:

“‘Let it be one then, and not all; for I am the Hostage.’

“‘How shalt thou make us sure thereof?’ said the evil carle.

“She looked on him proudly and said: ‘Because I say it.’

“‘Wilt thou swear it?’ said he.

“‘Yea,’ said she, ‘I swear it by the token of the House wherein I shall wed; by the wings of the Fowl that seeketh the Field of Slaying.’

“‘It is enough,’ said the man, ‘come thou with us.  And ye maidens sit ye there, and move not till we have made way on our ship, unless ye would feel the point of the arrow.  For ye are within bowshot of the ship, and we have shot weapons aboard.’

“So the Hostage departed with them, and she unweeping, but we wept sorely.  And we saw the small boat come up to the side of the round-ship, and the Hostage going over the gunwale along with those evil men, and we heard the hale and how of the mariners as they drew up the anchor and sheeted home; and then the sweeps came out and the ship began to move over the sea.  And one of those evil-minded men bent his bow and shot a shaft at us, but it fell far short of where we sat, and the laugh of those runagates came over the sands to us.  So we crept up the beach trembling, and then rose to our feet and got to our horses, and rode hither speedily, and our hearts are broken for thy sorrow.”

At that word came Hallblithe’s own sister out from the hall; and she bore weapons with her, to wit Hallblithe’s sword and shield and helm and hauberk.  As for him he turned back silently to his work, and set the steel of the spear on the new ashen shaft, and took the hammer and smote the nail in, and laid the weapon on a round pebble that was thereby, and clenched the nail on the other side.  Then he looked about, and saw that the other damsel had brought him his coal-black war-horse ready saddled and bridled; then he did on his armour, and girt his sword to his side and leapt into the saddle, and took his new-shafted spear in hand and shook the rein.  But none of all those damsels durst say a word to him or ask him whither he went, for they feared his face, and the sorrow of his heart.  So he got him out of the garth and turned toward the sea-shore, and they saw the glitter of his spear-point a minute over the turf-wall, and heard the clatter of his horse-hoofs as he galloped over the hard way; and thus he departed.






  








CHAPTER III: THE WARRIORS OF THE RAVEN SEARCH THE SEAS
 

Then the women bethought them, and they spake a word or two together, and then they sundered and went one this way and one that, to gather together the warriors of the Raven who were a-field, or on the way, nigh unto the house, that they might follow Hallblithe down to the sea-shore and help him; after a while they came back again by one and two and three, bringing with them the wrathful young men; and when there was upward of a score gathered in the garth armed and horsed, they rode their ways to the sea, being minded to thrust a long-ship of the Ravens out over the Rollers into the sea, and follow the strong-thieves of the waters and bring a-back the Hostage, so that they might end the sorrow at once, and establish joy once more in the House of the Raven and the House of the Rose.  But they had with them three lads of fifteen winters or thereabouts to lead their horses back home again, when they should have gone up on to the Horse of the Brine.

Thus then they departed, and the maidens stood in the garth-gate till they lost sight of them behind the sandhills, and then turned back sorrowfully into the house, and sat there talking low of their sorrow.  And many a time they had to tell their tale anew, as folk came into the hall one after another from field and fell.  But the young men came down to the sea, and found Hallblithe’s black horse straying about amongst the tamarisk-bushes above the beach; and they looked thence over the sand, and saw neither Hallblithe nor any man: and they gazed out seaward, and saw neither ship nor sail on the barren brine.  Then they went down on to the sand, and sundered their fellowship, and went half one way, half the other, betwixt the sandhills and the surf, where now the tide was flowing, till the nesses of the east and the west, the horns of the bay, stayed them.  Then they met together again by the Rollers, when the sun was within an hour of setting.  There and then they laid hand to that ship which is called the Seamew, and they ran her down over the Rollers into the waves, and leapt aboard and hoisted sail, and ran out the oars and put to sea; and a little wind was blowing seaward from the gates of the mountains behind them.

So they quartered the sea-plain, as the kestrel doth the water-meadows, till the night fell on them, and was cloudy, though whiles the wading moon shone out; and they had seen nothing, neither sail nor ship, nor aught else on the barren brine, save the washing of waves and the hovering of sea-fowl.  So they lay-to outside the horns of the bay and awaited the dawning.  And when morning was come they made way again, and searched the sea, and sailed to the out-skerries, and searched them with care; then they sailed into the main and fared hither and thither and up and down: and this they did for eight days, and in all that time they saw no ship nor sail, save three barks of the Fish-biters nigh to the Skerry which is called Mew-stone.

So they fared home to the Raven Bay, and laid their keel on the Rollers, and so went their ways sadly, home to the House of the Raven: and they deemed that for this time they could do no more in seeking their valiant kinsman and his fair damsel.  And they were very sorry; for these two were well-beloved of all men.  But since they might not amend it, they abode in peace, awaiting what the change of days might bring them.






  








CHAPTER IV: NOW HALLBLITHE TAKETH THE SEA
 

Now must it be told of Hallblithe that he rode fiercely down to the sea-shore, and from the top of the beach he gazed about him, and there below him was the Ship-stead and Rollers of his kindred, whereon lay the three long-ships, the Seamew, and the Osprey and the Erne.  Heavy and huge they seemed to him as they lay there, black-sided, icy-cold with the washing of the March waves, their golden dragon-heads looking seaward wistfully.  But first had he looked out into the offing, and it was only when he had let his eyes come back from where the sea and sky met, and they had beheld nothing but the waste of waters, that he beheld the Ship-stead closely; and therewith he saw where a little to the west of it lay a skiff, which the low wave of the tide lifted and let fall from time to time.  It had a mast, and a black sail hoisted thereon and flapping with slackened sheet.  A man sat in the boat clad in black raiment, and the sun smote a gleam from the helm on his head.  Then Hallblithe leapt off his horse, and strode down the sands shouldering his spear; and when he came near to the man in the boat he poised his spear and shook it and cried out: “Man, art thou friend or foe?”

Said the man: “Thou art a fair young man: but there is grief in thy voice along with wrath.  Cast not till thou hast heard me, and mayst deem whether I may do aught to heal thy grief.”

“What mayst thou do?” said Hallblithe; “art thou not a robber of the sea, a harrier of the folks that dwell in peace?”

The man laughed: “Yea,” said he, “my craft is thieving and carrying off the daughters of folk, so that we may have a ransom for them.  Wilt thou come over the waters with me?”

Hallblithe said wrathfully:

“Nay, rather, come thou ashore here!  Thou seemest a big man, and belike shall be good of thine hands.  Come and fight with me; and then he of us who is vanquished, if he be unslain, shall serve the other for a year, and then shalt thou do my business in the ransoming.”

The man in the boat laughed again, and that so scornfully that he angered Hallblithe beyond measure: then he arose in the boat and stood on his feet swaying from side to side as he laughed.  He was passing big, long-armed and big-headed, and long hair came from under his helm like the tail of a red horse; his eyes were grey and gleaming, and his mouth wide.

In a while he stayed his laughter and said: “O Warrior of the Raven, this were a simple game for thee to play; though it is not far from my mind, for fighting when I needs must win is no dull work.  Look you, if I slay or vanquish thee, then all is said; and if by some chance stroke thou slayest me, then is thine only helper in this matter gone from thee.  Now to be short, I bid thee come aboard to me if thou wouldst ever hear another word of thy damsel betrothed.  And moreover this need not hinder thee to fight with me if thou hast a mind to it thereafter; for we shall soon come to a land big enough for two to stand on.  Or if thou listest to fight in a boat rocking on the waves, I see not but there may be manhood in that also.”

Now was the hot wrath somewhat run off Hallblithe, nor durst he lose any chance to hear a word of his beloved; so he said: “Big man, I will come aboard.  But look thou to it, if thou hast a mind to bewray me; for the sons of the Raven die hard.”

“Well,” said the big man, “I have heard that their minstrels are of many words, and think that they have tales to tell.  Come aboard and loiter not.”  Then Hallblithe waded the surf and lightly strode over the gunwale of the skiff and sat him down.  The big man thrust out into the deep and haled home the sheet; but there was but little wind.

Then said Hallblithe: “Wilt thou have me row, for I wot not whitherward to steer?”

Said the red carle: “Maybe thou art not in a hurry; I am not: do as thou wilt.”  So Hallblithe took the oars and rowed mightily, while the alien steered, and they went swiftly and lightly over the sea, and the waves were little.






  








CHAPTER V: THEY COME UNTO THE ISLE OF RANSOM
 

So the sun grew low, and it set; the stars and the moon shone a while and then it clouded over.  Hallblithe still rowed and rested not, though he was weary; and the big man sat and steered, and held his peace.  But when the night was grown old and it was not far from the dawn, the alien said: “Youngling of the Ravens, now shalt thou sleep and I will row.”

Hallblithe was exceeding weary; so he gave the oars to the alien and lay down in the stern and slept.  And in his sleep he dreamed that he was lying in the House of the Raven, and his sisters came to him and said, “Rise up now, Hallblithe! wilt thou be a sluggard on the day of thy wedding?  Come thou with us to the House of the Rose that we may bear away the Hostage.”  Then he dreamed that they departed, and he arose and clad himself: but when he would have gone out of the hall, then was it no longer daylight, but moonlight, and he dreamed that he had dreamed: nevertheless he would have gone abroad, but might not find the door; so he said he would go out by a window; but the wall was high and smooth (quite other than in the House of the Raven, where were low windows all along one aisle), nor was there any way to come at them.  But he dreamed that he was so abashed thereat, and had such a weakness on him, that he wept for pity of himself: and he went to his bed to lie down; and lo! there was no bed and no hall; nought but a heath, wild and wide, and empty under the moon.  And still he wept in his dream, and his manhood seemed departed from him, and he heard a voice crying out, “Is this the Land?  Is this the Land?”

Therewithal he awoke, and as his eyes cleared he beheld the big man rowing and the black sail flapping against the mast; for the wind had fallen dead and they were faring on over a long smooth swell of the sea.  It was broad daylight, but round about them was a thick mist, which seemed none the less as if the sun were ready to shine through it.

As Hallblithe caught the red man’s eye, he smiled and nodded on him and said: “Now has the time come for thee first to eat and then to row.  But tell me what is that upon thy cheeks?”

Hallblithe, reddening somewhat, said: “The night dew hath fallen on me.”

Quoth the sea-rover, “It is no shame for thee a youngling to remember thy betrothed in thy sleep, and to weep because thou lackest her.  But now bestir thee, for it is later than thou mayest deem.”

Therewith the big man drew in the oars and came to the afterpart of the boat, and drew meat and drink out of a locker thereby; and they ate and drank together, and Hallblithe grew strong and somewhat less downcast; and he went forward and gat the oars into his hands.

Then the big red man stood up and looked over his left shoulder and said: “Soon shall we have a breeze and bright weather.”

Then he looked into the midmost of the sail and fell a-whistling such a tune as the fiddles play to dancing men and maids at Yule-tide, and his eyes gleamed and glittered therewithal, and exceeding big he looked.  Then Hallblithe felt a little air on his cheek, and the mist grew thinner, and the sail began to fill with wind till the sheet tightened: then, lo! the mist rising from the face of the sea, and the sea’s face rippling gaily under a bright sun.  Then the wind increased, and the wall of mist departed and a few light clouds sped over the sky, and the sail swelled and the boat heeled over, and the seas fell white from the prow, and they sped fast over the face of the waters.

Then laughed the red-haired man, and said: “O croaker on the dead branch, now is the wind such that no rowing of thine may catch up with it: so in with the oars now, and turn about, and thou shalt see whitherward we are going.”

Then Hallblithe turned about on the thwart and looked across the sea, and lo! before them the high cliffs and crags and mountains of a new land which seemed to be an isle, and they were deep blue under the sun, which now shone aloft in the mid heaven.  He said nought at all, but sat looking and wondering what land it might be; but the big man said: “O tomb of warriors, is it not as if the blueness of the deep sea had heaved itself up aloft, and turned from coloured air into rock and stone, so wondrous blue it is?  But that is because those crags and mountains are so far away, and as we draw nigher to them, thou shalt see them as they verily are, that they are coal-black; and yonder land is an isle, and is called the Isle of Ransom.  Therein shall be the market for thee where thou mayst cheapen thy betrothed.  There mayst thou take her by the hand and lead her away thence, when thou hast dealt with the chapman of maidens and hast pledged thee by the fowl of battle, and the edge of the fallow blade to pay that which he will have of thee.”

As the big man spoke there was a mocking in his voice and his face and in his whole huge body, which made the sword of Hallblithe uneasy in his scabbard; but he refrained his wrath, and said: “Big man, the longer I look, the less I can think how we are to come up on to yonder island; for I can see nought but a huge cliff, and great mountains rising beyond it.”

“Thou shalt the more wonder,” said the alien, “the nigher thou drawest thereto; for it is not because we are far away that thou canst see no beach or strand, or sloping of the land seaward, but because there is nought of all these things.  Yet fear not! am I not with thee? thou shalt come ashore on the Isle of Ransom.”

Then Hallblithe held his peace, and the other spake not for a while, but gave a short laugh once or twice; and said at last in a big voice, “Little Carrion-biter, why dost thou not ask me of my name?”

Now Hallblithe was a tall man and a fell fighter; but he said: “Because I was thinking of other things and not of thee.”

“Well,” said the big man, in a voice still louder, “when I am at home men call me the Puny Fox.”

Then Hallblithe said: “Art thou a Fox?  It may well be that thou shalt beguile me as such beasts will but look to it, that if thou dost I shall know how to avenge me.”

Then rose up the big man from the helm, and straddled wide in the boat, and cried out in a great roaring voice: “Crag-nester, I am one of seven brethren, and the smallest and weakest of them.  Art thou not afraid?”

“No,” said Hallblithe, “for the six others are not here.  Wilt thou fight here in boat, O Fox?”

“Nay,” said Fox, “rather we will drink a cup of wine together.”

So he opened the locker again and drew out thence a great horn of some huge neat of the outlands, which was girthed and stopped with silver, and also a golden cup, and he filled the cup from the horn and gave it into Hallblithe’s hand and said: “Drink, O black-fledged nestling!  But call a health over the cup if thou wilt.”  So Hallblithe raised the cup aloft and cried: “Health to the House of the Raven and to them that love it! an ill day to its foemen!”  Then he set his lips to the cup and drank; and that wine seemed to him better and stronger than any he had ever tasted.  But when he had given the cup back again to Fox, that red one filled it again, and cried over it, “The Treasure of the Sea! and the King that dieth not!”  Then he drank, and filled again for Hallblithe, and steered with his knees meanwhile; and thus they drank three cups each, and Fox smiled and was peaceful and said but little, but Hallblithe sat wondering how the world was changed for him since yesterday.

But now was the sky blown all clear of clouds and the wind piped shrill behind them, and the great waves rose and fell about them, and the sun glittered on them in many colours.  Fast flew the boat before the wind as though it would never stop, and the day was waning, and the wind still rising; and now the Isle of Ransom uphove huge before them, and coal-black, and no beach and no haven was to be seen therein; and still they ran before the wind towards that black cliff-wall, against which the sea washed for ever, and no keel ever built by man might live for one moment ‘twixt the surf and the cliff of that grim land.  The sun grew low, and sank red under the sea, and that world of stone swallowed up half the heavens before them, for they were now come very nigh thereto; nor could Hallblithe see aught for it, but that they must be dashed against the cliff and perish in a moment of time.

Still the boat flew on; but now when the twilight was come, and they had just opened up along reach of the cliff that lay beyond a high ness, Hallblithe thought he saw down by the edge of the sea something darker than the face of the rock-wall, and he deemed it was a cave: they came a little nearer and he saw it was a great cave high enough to let a round-ship go in with all her sails set.

“Son of the Raven,” quoth Fox, “hearken, for thy heart is not little.  Yonder is the gate into the Isle of Ransom, and if thou wilt, thou mayst go through it.  Yet it may be that if thou goest ashore on to the Isle something grievous shall befall thee, a trouble more than thou canst bear: a shame it may be.  Now there are two choices for thee: either to go up on to the Isle and face all; or to die here by my hand having done nothing unmanly or shameful: What sayest thou?”

“Thou art of many words when time so presses, Fox,” said Hallblithe.  “Why should I not choose to go up on to the Island to deliver my trothplight maiden?  For the rest, slay me if thou canst, if we come alive out of this cauldron of waters.”

Said the big red man: “Look on then, and note Fox how he steereth, as it were through a needle’s eye.”

Now were they underneath the black shadow of the black cliff and amidst the twilight the surf was tossed about like white fire.  In the lower heavens the stars were beginning to twinkle and the moon was bright and yellow, and aloft all was peaceful, for no cloud sullied the sky.  One moment Hallblithe saw all this hanging above the turmoil of thundering water and dripping rock and the next he was in the darkness of the cave, the roaring wind and the waves still making thunder about him, though of a different voice from the harsh hubbub without.  Then he heard Fox say: “Sit down now and take the oars, for presently shall we be at home at the landing place.”

So Hallblithe took the oars and rowed, and as they went up the cave the sea fell, and the wind died out into the aimless gustiness of hollow places; and for a little while was all as dark as dark might be.  Then Hallblithe saw that the darkness grew a little greyer, and he looked over his shoulder and saw a star of light before the bows of the boat, and Fox cried out: “Yea, it is like day; bright will the moon be for such as needs must be wayfaring to-night!  Cease rowing, O Son of the coal-blue fowl, for there is way enough on her.”

Then Hallblithe lay on his oars, and in a minute the bows smote the land; then he turned about and saw a steep stair of stone, and up the sloping shaft thereof the moonlit sky and the bright stars.  Then Fox arose and came forward and leapt out of the boat and moored her to a big stone: then he leapt back again and said: “Bear a hand with the victuals; we must bring them out of the boat unless thou wilt sleep supperless, as I will not.  For to-night must we be guests to ourselves, since it is far to the dwelling of my people, and the old man is said to be a skin-changer, a flit-by-night.  And as to this cave, it is deemed to be nowise safe to sleep therein, unless the sleeper have a double share of luck.  And thy luck, meseemeth, O Son of the Raven, is as now somewhat less than a single share.  So to-night we shall sleep under the naked heaven.”

Hallblithe yea-said this, and they took the meat and drink, such as they needed, from out the boat, and climbed the steep stair no little way, and so came out on to a plain place, which seemed to Hallblithe bare and waste so far as he saw it by the moonlight; for the twilight was gone now, and nought was left of the light of day save a glimmer in the west.

This Hallblithe deemed wonderful, that no less out on the open heath and brow of the land than in the shut-in cave, all that tumult of the wind had fallen, and the cloudless night was calm, and with a little air blowing from the south and the landward.

Therewithal was Fox done with his loud-voiced braggart mood, and spoke gently and peaceably like to a wayfarer, who hath business of his to look to as other men.  Now he pointed to certain rocks or low crags that a little way off rose like a reef out of the treeless plain; then said he: “Shipmate, underneath yonder rocks is our resting-place for to-night; and I pray thee not to deem me churlish that I give thee no better harbour.  But I have a charge over thee to bring thee safe thus far on thy quest; and thou wouldst find it hard to live among such housemates as thou wouldst find up yonder amongst our folks to-night.  But to-morrow shalt thou come to speech with him who will deal with thee concerning the ransom.”

“It is enough,” said Hallblithe, “and I thank thee for thy leading: and as for thy rough and uncomely words which thou hast given me, I pardon thee for them: for I am none the worse of them: forsooth, if I had been, my sword would have had a voice in the matter.”

“I am well content as it is, Son of the Raven,” quoth Fox; “I have done my bidding and all is well.”

“Tell me then who it is hath bidden thee bring me hither?”

“I may not tell thee,” said Fox; “thou art here, be content, as I am.”

And he spake no more till they had come to the reef aforesaid, which was some two furlongs from the place where they had come from out of the cave.  There then they set forth their supper on the stones, and ate what they would, and drank of that good strong wine while the horn bare out.  And now was Fox of few words, and when Hallblithe asked him concerning that land, he had little to say.  And at last when Hallblithe asked him of that so perilous house and those who manned it, he said to him:

“Son of the Raven, it avails not asking of these matters; for if I tell thee aught concerning them I shall tell thee lies.  Once again let it be enough for thee that thou hast passed over the sea safely on thy quest; and a more perilous sea it is forsooth than thou deemest.  But now let us have an end of vain words, and make our bed amidst these stones as best we may; for we should be stirring betimes in the morning.”  Hallblithe said little in answer, and they arrayed their sleeping places cunningly, as the hare doth her form, and like men well used to lying abroad.

Hallblithe was very weary and he soon fell asleep; and as he lay there, he dreamed a dream, or maybe saw a vision; whether he were asleep when he saw it, or between sleeping and waking, I know not.  But this was his dream or his vision; that the Hostage was standing over him, and she as he had seen her but yesterday, bright-haired and ruddy-cheeked and white-skinned, kind of hand and soft of voice, and she said to him: “Hallblithe, look on me and hearken, for I have a message for thee.”  And he looked and longed for her, and his soul was ravished by the sweetness of his longing, and he would have leapt up and cast his arms about her, but sleep and the dream bound him, and he might not.  Then the image smiled on him and said: “Nay, my love, lie still, for thou mayst not touch me: here is but the image of the body which thou desirest.  Hearken then.  I am in evil plight, in the hands of strong-thieves of the sea, nor know I what they will do with me, and I have no will to be shamed; to be sold for a price from one hand to another, yet to be bedded without a price, and to lie beside some foe-man of our folk, and he to cast his arms about me, will I, will I not: this is a hard case.  Therefore to-morrow morning at daybreak while men sleep, I think to steal forth to the gunwale of the black ship and give myself to the gods, that they and not these runagates may be masters of my life and my soul, and may do with me as they will: for indeed they know that I may not bear the strange kinless house, and the love and caressing of the alien house-master, and the mocking and stripes of the alien house-mistress.  Therefore let the Hoary One of the sea take me and look to my matters, and carry me to life or death, which-so he will.  Thin now grows the night, but lie still a little yet, while I speak another word.

“Maybe we shall meet alive again, and maybe not: and if not, though we have never yet lain in one bed together, yet I would have thee remember me: yet not so that my image shall come between thee and thy speech-friend and bed-fellow of the kindred, that shall lie where I was to have lain.  Yet again, if I live and thou livest, I have been told and have heard that by one way or other I am like to come to the Glittering Plain, and the Land of Living Men.  O my beloved, if by any way thou mightest come thither also, and we might meet there, and we two alive, how good it were!  Seek that land then, beloved! seek it, whether or no we once more behold the House of the Rose, or tread the floor of the Raven dwelling.  And now must even this image of me sunder from thee.  Farewell!”

Therewith was the dream done and the vision departed; and Hallblithe sat up full of anguish and longing; and he looked about him over the dreary land, and it was somewhat light and the sky was grown grey and cloudy, and he deemed that the dawn was come.  So he leapt to his feet and stooped down over Fox, and took him by the shoulder, and shook him and said: “Faring-fellow, awake! the dawn is come, and we have much to do.”

Fox sat up and growled like a dog, and rubbed his eyes and looked about him and said: “Thou hast waked me for nought: it is the false dawn of the moon that shineth now behind the clouds and casteth no shadow; it is but an hour after midnight.  Go to sleep again, and let me be, else will I not be a guide to thee when the day comes.”  And he lay down and was asleep at once.  Then Hallblithe went and lay down again full of sorrow: Yet so weary was he that he presently fell asleep, and dreamed no more.






  








CHAPTER VI: OF A DWELLING OF MAN ON THE ISLE OF RANSOM
 

When he awoke again the sun shone on him, and the morning was calm and windless.  He sat up and looked about him, but could see no signs of Fox save the lair wherein he had lain.  So he arose to his feet and sought for him about the crannies of the rocks, and found him not; and he shouted for him, and had no answer.  Then he said, “Belike he has gone down to the boat to put a thing in, or take a thing out.”  So he went his ways to the stair down into the water-cave, and he called on Fox from the top of the stair, and had no answer.

So he went down that long stair with a misgiving in his heart, and when he came to the last step there was neither man nor boat, nor aught else save the water and the living rock.  Then was he exceeding wroth, for he knew that he had been beguiled, and he was in an evil case, left alone on an Isle that he knew not, a waste and desolate land, where it seemed most like he should die of famine.

He wasted no breath or might now in crying out for Fox, or seeking him; for he said to himself: “I might well have known that he was false and a liar, whereas he could scarce refrain his joy at my folly and his guile.  Now is it for me to strive for life against death.”

Then he turned and went slowly up the stair, and came out on to the open face of that Isle, and he saw that it was waste indeed, and dreadful: a wilderness of black sand and stones and ice-borne rocks, with here and there a little grass growing in the hollows, and here and there a dreary mire where the white-tufted rushes shook in the wind, and here and there stretches of moss blended with red-blossomed sengreen; and otherwhere nought but the wind-bitten creeping willow clinging to the black sand, with a white bleached stick and a leaf or two, and again a stick and a leaf.  In the offing looking landward were great mountains, some very great and snow-capped, some bare to the tops; and all that was far away, save the snow, was deep-blue in the sunny morning.  But about him on the heath were scattered rocks like the reef beneath which he had slept the last night, and peaks, and hammers, and knolls of uncouth shapes.

Then he went to the edge of the cliffs and looked down on the sea which lay wrinkled and rippling on toward the shore far below him, and long he gazed thereon and all about, but could see neither ship nor sail, nor aught else save the washing of waves and the hovering of sea fowl.

Then he said: “Were it not well if I were to seek that house-master of whom Fox spake?  Might he not flit me at least to the Land of the Glittering Plain?  Woe is me! now am I of that woful company, and I also must needs cry out, Where is the land?  Where is the land?”

Therewith he turned toward the reef above their lair, but as he went he thought and said: “Nay, but was not this Stead a lie like the rest of Fox’s tale? and am I not alone in this sea-girt wilderness?  Yea, and even that image of my Beloved which I saw in the dream, perchance that also was a mere beguiling; for now I see that the Puny Fox was in all ways wiser than is meet and comely.”  Yet again he said: “At least I will seek on, and find out whether there be another man dwelling on this hapless Isle, and then the worst of it will be battle with him, and death by point and edge rather than by hunger; or at the best we may become friends and fellows and deliver each other.”  Therewith he came to the reef, and with much ado climbed to the topmost of its rocks and looked down thence landward: and betwixt him and the mountains, and by seeming not very far off, he saw smoke arising: but no house he saw, nor any other token of a dwelling.  So he came down from the stone and turned his back upon the sea and went toward that smoke with his sword in its sheath, and his spear over his shoulder.  Rough and toilsome was the way: three little dales he crossed amidst the mountain necks, each one narrow and bare, with a stream of water amidst, running seaward, and whether in dale or on ridge, he went ever amidst sand and stones, and the weeds of the wilderness, and saw no man, or man-tended beast.

At last, after he had been four hours on the way, but had not gone very far, he topped a stony bent, and from the brow thereof beheld a wide valley grass-grown for the more part, with a river running through it, and sheep and kine and horses feeding up and down it.  And amidst this dale by the stream-side, was a dwelling of men, a long hall and other houses about it builded of stone.

Then was Hallblithe glad, and he strode down the bent speedily, his war-gear clashing upon him: and as he came to the foot thereof and on to the grass of the dale, he got amongst the pasturing horses, and passed close by the horse-herd and a woman that was with him.  They scowled at him as he went by, but meddled not with him in any way.  Although they were giant-like of stature and fierce of face, they were not ill-favoured: they were red-haired, and the woman as white as cream where the sun had not burned her skin; they had no weapons that Hallblithe might see save the goad in the hand of the carle.

So Hallblithe passed on and came to the biggest house, the hall aforesaid: it was very long, and low as for its length, not over shapely of fashion, a mere gabled heap of stones.  Low and strait was the door thereinto, and as Hallblithe entered stooping lowly, and the fire of the steel of his spear that he held before him was quenched in the mirk of the hall, he smiled and said to himself: “Now if there were one anigh who would not have me enter alive, and he with a weapon in his hand, soon were all the tale told.”  But he got into the hall unsmitten, and stood on the floor thereof, and spake: “The sele of the day to whomsoever is herein!  Will any man speak to the new comer?”

But none answered or gave him greeting; and as his eyes got used to the dusk of the hall, he looked about him, and neither on the floor or the high seat nor in any ingle could he see a man; and there was silence there, save for the crackling of the flickering flame on the hearth amidmost, and the running of the rats behind the panelling of the walls.

On one side of the hall was a row of shut-beds, and Hallblithe deemed that there might be men therein; but since none had greeted him he refrained him from searching them for fear of a trap, and he thought, “I will abide amidst the floor, and if there be any that would deal with me, friend or foe, let him come hither to me.”

So he fell to walking up and down the hall from buttery to dais, and his war-gear rattled upon him.  At last as he walked he thought he heard a small thin peevish voice, which yet was too husky for the squeak of a rat.  So he stayed his walk and stood still, and said: “Will any man speak to Hallblithe, a newcomer, and a stranger in this Stead?”

Then that small voice made a word and said: “Why paceth the fool up and down our hall, doing nothing, even as the Ravens flap croaking about the crags, abiding the war-mote and the clash of the fallow blades?”

Said Hallblithe, and his voice sounded big in the hall: “Who calleth Hallblithe a fool and mocketh at the sons of the Raven?”

Spake the voice: “Why cometh not the fool to the man that may not go to him?”

Then Hallblithe bent forward to hearken, and he deemed that the voice came from one of the shut-beds, so he leaned his spear against a pillar, and went into the shut-bed he had noted, and saw where there lay along in it a man exceeding old by seeming, sore wasted, with long hair as white as snow lying over the bed-clothes.

When the elder saw Hallblithe, he laughed a thin cracked laugh as if in mockery and said: “Hail newcomer! wilt thou eat?”

“Yea,” said Hallblithe.

“Go thou into the buttery then,” said the old carle, “and there shalt thou find on the cupboard cakes and curds and cheese: eat thy fill, and when thou hast done, look in the ingle, and thou shalt see a cask of mead exceeding good, and a stoup thereby, and two silver cups; fill the stoup and bring it hither with the cups; and then may we talk amidst of drinking, which is good for an old carle.  Hasten thou! or I shall deem thee a double fool who will not fare to fetch his meat, though he be hungry.”

Then Hallblithe laughed, and went down the hall into the buttery and found the meat, and ate his fill, and came away with the drink back to the Long-hoary man, who chuckled as he came and said: “Fill up now for thee and for me, and call a health to me and wish me somewhat.”

“I wish thee luck,” said Hallblithe, and drank.  Said the elder: “And I wish thee more wits; is luck all that thou mayst wish me?  What luck may an outworn elder have?”

“Well then,” quoth Hallblithe, “what shall I wish thee?  Wouldst thou have me wish thee youth?”

“Yea, certes,” said the Long-hoary, “that and nought else.”

“Youth then I wish thee, if it may avail thee aught,” said Hallblithe, and he drank again therewith.

“Nay, nay,” said the old carle peevishly, “take a third cup, and wish me youth with no idle words tacked thereto.”

Said Hallblithe raising the cup: “Herewith I wish thee youth!” and he drank.

“Good is the wish,” said the elder; “now ask thou the old carle whatso thou wilt.”

Said Hallblithe: “What is this land called?”

“Son,” said the other, “hast thou heard it called the Isle of Ransom?”

“Yea,” said Hallblithe, “but what wilt thou call it?”

“By no other name,” said the hoary carle.

“It is far from other lands?” said Hallblithe.

“Yea,” said the carle, “when the light winds blow, and the ships sail slow.”

“What do ye who live here?” said Hallblithe.  “How do ye live, what work win ye?”

“We win diverse work,” said the elder, “but the gainfullest is robbing men by the high hand.”

“Is it ye who have stolen from me the Hostage of the Rose?” said Hallblithe.

Said the Long-hoary, “Maybe; I wot not; in diverse ways my kinsmen traffic, and they visit many lands.  Why should they not have come to Cleveland also?”

“Is she in this Isle, thou old runagate?” said Hallblithe.

“She is not, thou young fool,” said the elder.  Then Hallblithe flushed red and spake: “Knowest thou the Puny Fox?”

“How should I not?” said the carle, “since he is the son of one of my sons.”

“Dost thou call him a liar and a rogue?” said Hallblithe.

The elder laughed; “Else were I a fool,” said he; “there are few bigger liars or bigger rogues than the Puny Fox!”

“Is he here in this Isle?” said Hallblithe; “may I see him?”

The old man laughed again, and said: “Nay, he is not here, unless he hath turned fool since yesterday: why should he abide thy sword, since he hath done what he would and brought thee hither?”

Then he laughed, as a hen cackles a long while, and then said: “What more wilt thou ask me?”

But Hallblithe was very wroth: “It availeth nought to ask,” he said; “and now I am in two minds whether I shall slay thee or not.”

“That were a meet deed for a Raven, but not for a man,” said the carle, “and thou that hast wished me luck!  Ask, ask!”

But Hallblithe was silent a long while.  Then the carle said, “Another cup for the longer after youth!”

Hallblithe filled, and gave to him, and the old man drank and said: “Thou deemest us all liars in the Isle of Ransom because of thy beguiling by the Puny Fox: but therein thou errest.  The Puny Fox is our chiefest liar, and doth for us the more part of such work as we need: therefore, why should we others lie.  Ask, ask!”

“Well then,” said Hallblithe, “why did the Puny Fox bewray me, and at whose bidding?”

Said the elder: “I know, but I will not tell thee.  Is this a lie?”

“Nay, I deem it not,” said Hallblithe: “But, tell me, is it verily true that my trothplight is not here, that I may ransom her?”

Said the Long-hoary: “I swear it by the Treasure of the Sea, that she is not here: the tale was but a lie of the Puny Fox.”






  








CHAPTER VII: A FEAST IN THE ISLE OF RANSOM
 

Hallblithe pondered his answer awhile with downcast eyes and said at last: “Have ye a mind to ransom me, now that I have walked into the trap?”

“There is no need to talk of ransom,” said the elder; “thou mayst go out of this house when thou wilt, nor will any meddle with thee if thou strayest about the Isle, when I have set a mark on thee and given thee a token: nor wilt thou be hindered if thou hast a mind to leave the Isle, if thou canst find means thereto; moreover as long as thou art in the Isle, in this house mayst thou abide, eating and drinking and resting with us.”

“How then may I leave this Isle?” said Hallblithe.

The elder laughed: “In a ship,” said he.

“And when,” said Hallblithe, “shall I find a ship that shall carry me?”

Said the old carle, “Whither wouldest thou my son?”  Hallblithe was silent a while, thinking what answer he should make; then he said: “I would go to the land of the Glittering Plain.”

“Son, a ship shall not be lacking thee for that voyage,” said the elder.  “Thou mayst go to-morrow morn.  And I bid thee abide here to-night, and thy cheer shall not be ill.  Yet if thou wilt believe my word, it will be well for thee to say as little as thou mayst to any man here, and that little as little proud as maybe: for our folk are short of temper and thou knowest there is no might against many.  Indeed it is not unlike that they will not speak one word to thee, and if that be so, thou hast no need to open thy mouth to them.  And now I will tell thee that it is good that thou hast chosen to go to the Glittering Plain.  For if thou wert otherwise minded, I wot not how thou wouldest get thee a keel to carry thee, and the wings have not yet begun to sprout on thy shoulders, raven though thou be.  Now I am glad that thou art going thy ways to the Glittering Plain to-morrow; for thou wilt be good company to me on the way: and I deem that thou wilt be no churl when thou art glad.”

“What,” said Hallblithe, “art thou wending thither, thou old man?”

“Yea,” said he, “nor shall any other be on the ship save thou and I, and the mariners that waft us; and they forsooth shall not go aland there.  Why should not I go, since there are men to bear me aboard?”

Said Hallblithe, “And when thou art come aland there, what wilt thou do?”

“Thou shalt see, my son,” said the Long-hoary.  “It may be that thy good wishes shall be of avail to me.  But now since all this may only be if I live through this night, and since my heart hath been warmed by the good mead, and thy fellowship, and whereas I am somewhat sleepy, and it is long past noon, go forth into the hall, and leave me to sleep, that I may be as sound as eld will let me to-morrow.  And as for thee, folk, both men and women, shall presently come into the hall, and I deem not that any shall meddle with thee; but if so be that any challenge thee, whatsoever may be his words, answer thou to him, ‘The House of the Undying,’ and there will be an end of it.  Only look thou to it that no naked steel cometh out of thy scabbard.  Go now, and if thou wilt, go out of doors; yet art thou safer within doors and nigher unto me.”

So Hallblithe went back into the main hall, and the sun had gotten round now, and was shining into the hall, through the clerestory windows, so that he saw clearly all that was therein.  And he deemed the hall fairer within than without; and especially over the shut-beds were many stories carven in the panelling, and Hallblithe beheld them gladly.  But of one thing he marvelled, that whereas he was in an island of the strong-thieves of the waters, and in their very home and chiefest habitation, there were no ships or seas pictured in that imagery, but fair groves and gardens, with flowery grass and fruited trees all about.  And there were fair women abiding therein, and lovely young men, and warriors, and strange beasts and many marvels, and the ending of wrath and beginning of pleasure and the crowning of love.  And amidst these was pictured oft and again a mighty king with a sword by his side and a crown on his head; and ever was he smiling and joyous, so that Hallblithe, when he looked on him, felt of better heart and smiled back on the carven image.

So while Hallblithe looked on these things, and pondered his case carefully, all alone as he was in that alien hall, he heard a noise without of talking and laughter, and presently the pattering of feet therewith, and then women came into the hall, a score or more, some young, some old, some fair enough, and some hard-featured and uncomely, but all above the stature of the women whom he had seen in his own land.

So he stood amidst the hall-floor and abided them; and they saw him and his shining war-gear, and ceased their talking and laughter, and drew round about him, and gazed at him; but none said aught till an old crone came forth from the ring, and said “Who art thou, standing under weapons in our hall?”

He knew not what to answer, and held his peace; and she spake again: “Whither wouldest thou, what seekest thou?”

Then answered Hallblithe: “The House of the Undying.”

None answered, and the other women all fell away from him at once, and went about their business hither and thither through the hall.  But the old crone took him by the hand, and led him up to the dais, and set him next to the midmost high-seat.  Then she made as if she would do off his war-gear, and he would not gainsay her, though he deemed that foes might be anear; for in sooth he trusted in the old carle that he would not bewray him, and moreover he deemed it would be unmanly not to take the risks of the guesting, according to the custom of that country.

So she took his armour and his weapons and bore them off to a shut-bed next to that wherein lay the ancient man, and she laid the gear within it, all save the spear, which she laid on the wall-pins above; and she made signs to him that therein he was to lie; but she spake no word to him.  Then she brought him the hand-washing water in a basin of latten, and a goodly towel therewith, and when he had washed she went away from him, but not far.

This while the other women were busy about the hall; some swept the floor down, and when it was swept strawed thereon rushes and handfuls of wild thyme: some went into the buttery and bore forth the boards and the trestles: some went to the chests and brought out the rich hangings, the goodly bankers and dorsars, and did them on the walls: some bore in the stoups and horns and beakers, and some went their ways and came not back a while, for they were busied about the cooking.  But whatever they did, none hailed him, or heeded him more than if he had been an image, as he sat there looking on.  None save the old woman who brought him the fore-supper, to wit a great horn of mead, and cakes and dried fish.

So was the hall arrayed for the feast very fairly, and Hallblithe sat there while the sun westered and the house grew dim, and dark at last, and they lighted the candles up and down the hall.  But a little after these were lit, a great horn was winded close without, and thereafter came the clatter of arms about the door, and exceeding tall weaponed men came in, one score and five, and strode two by two up to the foot of the dais, and stood there in a row.  And Hallblithe deemed their war-gear exceeding good; they were all clad in ring-locked byrnies, and had steel helms on their heads with garlands of gold wrought about them and they bore spears in their hands, and white shields hung at their backs.  Now came the women to them and unarmed them; and under their armour their raiment was black; but they had gold rings on their arms, and golden collars about their necks.  So they strode up to the dais and took their places on the high-seat, not heeding Hallblithe any more than if he were an image of wood.  Nevertheless that man sat next to him who was the chieftain of all and sat in the midmost high-seat; and he bore his sheathed sword in his hand and laid it on the board before him, and he was the only man of those chieftains who had a weapon.

But when these were set down there was again a noise without, and there came in a throng of men armed and unarmed who took their places on the end-long benches up and down the hall; with these came women also, who most of them sat amongst the men, but some busied them with the serving: all these men were great of stature, but none so big as the chieftains on the high-seat.

Now came the women in from the kitchen bearing the meat, whereof no little was flesh-meat, and all was of the best.  Hallblithe was duly served like the others, but still none spake to him or even looked on him; though amongst themselves they spoke in big, rough voices so that the rafters of the hall rang again.

When they had eaten their fill the women filled round the cups and the horns to them, and those vessels were both great and goodly.  But ere they fell to drinking uprose the chieftain who sat furthest from the midmost high-seat on the right and cried a health: “The Treasure of the Sea!”  Then they all stood up and shouted, women as well as men, and emptied their horns and cups to that health.  Then stood up the man furthest on the left and cried out, “Drink a health to the Undying King!”  And again all men rose up and shouted ere they drank.  Other healths they drank, as the “Cold Keel,” the “Windworn Sail,” the “Quivering Ash” and the “Furrowed Beach.”  And the wine and mead flowed like rivers in that hall of the Wild Men.  As for Hallblithe, he drank what he would but stood not up, nor raised his cup to his lips when a health was drunk; for he knew not whether these men were his friends or his foes, and he deemed it would be little-minded to drink to their healths, lest he might be drinking death and confusion to his own kindred.

But when men had drunk a while, again a horn blew at the nether end of the hall, and straightway folk arose from the endlong tables, and took away the boards and trestles, and cleared the floor and stood against the wall; then the big chieftain beside Hallblithe arose and cried out: “Now let man dance with maid, and be we merry!  Music, strike up!”  Then flew the fiddle-bows and twanged the harps, and the carles and queens stood forth on the floor; and all the women were clad in black raiment, albeit embroidered with knots and wreaths of flowers.  A while they danced and then suddenly the music fell, and they all went back to their places.  Then the chieftain in the high-seat arose and took a horn from his side, and blew a great blast on it that filled the hall; then he cried in a loud voice: “Be we merry!  Let the champions come forth!”

Men shouted gleefully thereat, and straightway ran into the hall from out the screens three tall men clad all in black armour with naked swords in their hands, and stood amidst the hall-floor, somewhat on one side, and clashed their swords on their shields and cried out: “Come forth ye Champions of the Raven!”

Then leapt Hallblithe from his seat and set his hand to his left side, but no sword was there; so he sat down again, remembering the warning of the Elder, and none heeded him.

Then there came into the hall slowly and mournfully three men-at-arms, clad and weaponed like the warriors of his folk, with the image of the Raven on their helms and shields.  So Hallblithe refrained him, for besides that this seemed like to be a fair battle of three against three, he doubted some snare, and he determined to look on and abide.

So the champions fell to laying on strokes that were no child’s play, though Hallblithe doubted if the edges bit, and it was but a little while before the Champions of the Raven fell one after another before the Wild Men, and folk drew them by the heels out into the buttery.  Then arose great laughter and jeering, and exceeding wroth was Hallblithe; howbeit he refrained him because he remembered all he had to do.  But the three Champions of the Sea strode round the hall, tossing up their swords and catching them as they fell, while the horns blew up behind them.

After a while the hall grew hushed, and the chieftain arose and cried: “Bring in now some sheaves of the harvest we win, we lads of the oar and the arrow!”  Then was there a stir at the screen doors, and folk pressed forward to see, and, lo, there came forward a string of women, led in by two weaponed carles; and the women were a score in number, and they were barefoot and their hair hung loose and their gowns were ungirt, and they were chained together wrist to wrist; yet had they gold at arm and neck: there was silence in the hall when they stood amidst of the floor.

Then indeed Hallblithe could not refrain himself, and he leapt from his seat and on to the board, and over it, and ran down the hall, and came to those women and looked them in the face one by one, while no man spake in the hall.  But the Hostage was not amongst them; nay forsooth, they none of them favoured of the daughters of his people, though they were comely and fair; so that again Hallblithe doubted if this were aught but a feast-hall play done to anger him; whereas there was but little grief in the faces of those damsels, and more than one of them smiled wantonly in his face as he looked on them.

So he turned about and went back to his seat, having said no word, and behind him arose much mocking and jeering; but it angered him little now; for he remembered the rede of the elder and how that he had done according to his bidding, so that he deemed the gain was his.  So sprang up talk in the hall betwixt man and man, and folk drank about and were merry, till the chieftain arose again and smote the board with the flat of his sword, and cried out in a loud and angry voice, so that all could hear: “Now let there be music and minstrelsy ere we wend bedward!”

Therewith fell the hubbub of voices, and there came forth three men with great harps, and a fourth man with them, who was the minstrel; and the harpers smote their harps so that the roof rang therewith, and the noise, though it was great, was tuneable, and when they had played thus a little while, they abated their loudness somewhat, and the minstrel lifted his voice and sang:

     The land lies black

      With winter’s lack,

      The wind blows cold

      Round field and fold;

      All folk are within,

      And but weaving they win.
 Where from finger to finger the shuttle flies fast,
 And the eyes of the singer look fain on the cast,
 As he singeth the story of summer undone
 And the barley sheaves hoary ripe under the sun.
 

     Then the maidens stay

      The light-hung sley,

      And the shuttles bide

      By the blue web’s side,

      While hand in hand

      With the carles they stand.
 But ere to the measure the fiddles strike up,
 And the elders yet treasure the last of the cup,
 There stand they a-hearkening the blast from the lift,
 And e’en night is a-darkening more under the drift.
 

     There safe in the hall

      They bless the wall,

      And the roof o’er head,

      Of the valiant stead;

      And the hands they praise

      Of the olden days.
 Then through the storm’s roaring the fiddles break out,
 And they think not of warring, but cast away doubt,
 And, man before maiden, their feet tread the floor,
 And their hearts are unladen of all that they bore.
 

     But what winds are o’er-cold

      For the heart of the bold?

      What seas are o’er-high

      For the undoomed to die?

      Dark night and dread wind,

      But the haven we find.
 Then ashore mid the flurry of stone-washing surf!
 Cloud-hounds the moon worry, but light lies the turf;
 Lo the long dale before us! the lights at the end,
 Though the night darkens o’er us, bid whither to wend.
 

     Who beateth the door

      By the foot-smitten floor?

      What guests are these

      From over the seas?

      Take shield and sword

      For their greeting-word.
 Lo, lo, the dance ended!  Lo, midst of the hall
 The fallow blades blended!  Lo, blood on the wall!
 Who liveth, who dieth?  O men of the sea,
 For peace the folk crieth; our masters are ye.
 

     Now the dale lies grey

      At the dawn of day;

      And fair feet pass

      O’er the wind-worn grass;

      And they turn back to gaze

      On the roof of old days.
 Come tread ye the oaken-floored hall of the sea!
 Be your hearts yet unbroken; so fair as ye be,
 That kings are abiding unwedded to gain
 The news of our riding the steeds of the main.
 

Much shouting and laughter arose at the song’s end; and men sprang up and waved their swords above the cups, while Hallblithe sat scowling down on their merriment.  Lastly arose the chieftain and called out loudly for the good-night cup, and it went round and all men drank.  Then the horn blew for bed, and the chieftains went to their chambers, and the others went to the out-bowers or laid them down on the hall-floor, and in a little while none stood upright thereon.  So Hallblithe arose, and went to the shut-bed appointed for him, and laid him down and slept dreamlessly till the morning.






  








CHAPTER VIII: HALLBLITHE TAKETH SHIP AGAIN AWAY FROM THE ISLE OF RANSOM
 

When he awoke, the sun shone into the hall by the windows above the buttery, and there were but few folk left therein.  But so soon as Hallblithe was clad, the old woman came to him, and took him by the hand, and led him to the board, and signed to him to eat of what was thereon; and he did so; and by then he was done, came folk who went into the shut-bed where lay the Long-hoary, and they brought him forth bed and all and bare him out a-doors.  Then the crone brought Hallblithe his arms and he did on byrny and helm, girt his sword to his side, took his spear in his hand and went out a-doors; and there close by the porch lay the Long-hoary upon a horse-litter.  So Hallblithe came up to him and gave him the sele of the day: and the elder said: “Good morrow, son, I am glad to see thee.  Did they try thee hard last night?”

And Hallblithe saw two of the carles that had borne out the elder, that they were talking together, and they looked on him and laughed mockingly; so he said to the elder: “Even fools may try a wise man, and so it befell last night.  Yet, as thou seest, mumming hath not slain me.”

Said the old man: “What thou sawest was not all mumming; it was done according to our customs; and well nigh all of it had been done, even hadst thou not been there.  Nay, I will tell thee; at some of our feasts it is not lawful to eat either for the chieftains or the carles, till a champion hath given forth a challenge, and been answered and met, and the battle fought to an end.  But ye men, what hindereth you to go to the horses’ heads and speed on the road the chieftain who is no longer way-worthy?”

So they ran to the horses and set down the dale by the riverside, and just as Hallblithe was going to follow afoot, there came a swain from behind the house leading a red horse which he brought to Hallblithe as one who bids mount.  So Hallblithe leapt into the saddle and at once caught up with the litter of the Long-hoary down along the river.  They passed by no other house, save here and there a cot beside some fold or byre; they went easily, for the way was smooth by the river-side; so in less than two hours they came where the said river ran into the sea.  There was no beach there, for the water was ten fathom deep close up to the lip of the land; but there was a great haven land-locked all but a narrow outgate betwixt the sheer black cliffs.  Many a great ship might have lain in that haven; but as now there was but one lying there, a round-ship not very great, but exceeding trim and meet for the sea.

There without more ado the carles took the elder from the litter and bore him aboard, and Hallblithe followed him as if he had been so appointed.  They laid the old man adown on the poop under a tilt of precious web, and so went aback by the way that they had come; and Hallblithe went and sat down beside the Long-hoary, who spake to him and said: “Seest thou, son, how easy it is for us twain to be shipped for the land whither we would go?  But as easy as it is for thee to go thither whereas we are going, just so hard had it been for thee to go elsewhere.  Moreover I must tell thee that though many an one of the Isle of Ransom desireth to go this voyage, there shall none else go, till the world is a year older, and he who shall go then shall be likest to me in all ways, both in eld and in feebleness, and in gibing speech, and all else; and now that I am gone, his name shall be the same as that whereby ye may call me to-day, and that is Grandfather.  Art thou glad or sorry, Hallblithe?”

“Grandfather,” said Hallblithe, “I can scarce tell thee: I move as one who hath no will to wend one way or other.  Meseems I am drawn to go thither whereas we are going; therefore I deem that I shall find my beloved on the Glittering Plain: and whatever befalleth afterward, let it be as it will!”

“Tell me, my son,” said the Grandfather, “how many women are there in the world?”

“How may I tell thee?” said Hallblithe.

“Well, then,” said the elder, “how many exceeding fair women are there?”

Said Hallblithe, “Indeed I wot not.”

“How many of such hast thou seen?” said the Grandfather.

“Many,” said Hallblithe; “the daughters of my folk are fair, and there will be many other such amongst the aliens.”

Then laughed the elder, and said: “Yet, my son, he who had been thy fellow since thy sundering from thy beloved, would have said that in thy deeming there is but one woman in the world; or at least one fair woman: is it not so?”

Then Hallblithe reddened at first, as though he were angry; then he said: “Yea, it is so.”

Said the Grandfather in a musing way: “I wonder if before long I shall think of it as thou dost.”

Then Hallblithe gazed at him marvelling, and studied to see wherein lay the gibe against himself; and the Grandfather beheld him, and laughed as well as he might, and said: “Son, son; didst thou not wish me youth?”

“Yea,” said Hallblithe, “but what ails thee to laugh so?  What is it I have said or done?”

“Nought, nought,” said the elder, laughing still more, “only thou lookest so mazed.  And who knoweth what thy wish may bring forth?”

Thereat was Hallblithe sore puzzled; but while he set himself to consider what the old carle might mean, uprose the hale and how of the mariners; they cast off the hawsers from the shore, ran out the sweeps, and drave the ship through the haven-gates.  It was a bright sunny day; within, the green water was oily-smooth, without the rippling waves danced merrily under a light breeze, and Hallblithe deemed the wind to be fair; for the mariners shouted joyously and made all sail on the ship; and she lay over and sped through the waves, casting off the seas from her black bows.  Soon were they clear of those swart cliffs, and it was but a little afterwards that the Isle of Ransom was grown deep blue behind them and far away.






  








CHAPTER IX: THEY COME TO THE LAND OF THE GLITTERING PLAIN
 

As in the hall, so in the ship, Hallblithe noted that the folk were merry and of many words one with another, while to him no man cast a word save the Grandfather.  As to Hallblithe, though he wondered much what all this betokened, and what the land was whereto he was wending, he was no man to fear an unboded peril; and he said to himself that whatever else betid, he should meet the Hostage on the Glittering Plain; so his heart rose and he was of good cheer, and as the Grandfather had foretold, he was a merry faring-fellow to him.  Many a gibe the old man cast at him, and whiles Hallblithe gave him back as good as he took, and whiles he laughed as the stroke went home and silenced him; and whiles he understood nought of what the elder said.  So wore the day and still the wind held fair, though it was light; and the sun set in a sky nigh cloudless, and there was nowhere any forecast of peril.  But when night was come, Hallblithe lay down on a fair bed, which was dight for him in the poop, and he soon fell asleep and dreamed not save such dreams as are but made up of bygone memories, and betoken nought, and are not remembered.

When he awoke, day lay broad on the sea, and the waves were little, the sky had but few clouds, the sun shone bright, and the air was warm and sweet-breathed.

He looked aside and saw the old man sitting up in his bed, as ghastly as a dead man dug up again: his bushy eyebrows were wrinkled over his bleared old eyes, the long white hair dangled forlorn from his gaunt head: yet was his face smiling and he looked as happy as the soul within him could make the half-dead body.  He turned now to Hallblithe and said:

“Thou art late awake: hadst thou been waking earlier, the sooner had thine heart been gladdened.  Go forward now, and gaze thy fill and come and tell me thereof.”

“Thou art happy, Grandfather,” said Hallblithe, “what good tidings hath morn brought us?”

“The Land! the Land!” said the Long-hoary; “there are no longer tears in this old body, else should I be weeping for joy.”

Said Hallblithe: “Art thou going to meet some one who shall make thee glad before thou diest, old man?”

“Some one?” said the elder; “what one?  Are they not all gone? burned, and drowned, and slain and died abed?  Some one, young man?  Yea, forsooth some one indeed!  Yea, the great warrior of the Wasters of the Shore; the Sea-eagle who bore the sword and the torch and the terror of the Ravagers over the coal-blue sea.  It is myself, Myself that I shall find on the Land of the Glittering Plain, O young lover!”

Hallblithe looked on him wondering as he raised his wasted arms towards the bows of the ship pitching down the slope of the sunlit sea, or climbing up it.  Then again the old man fell back on his bed and muttered: “What fool’s work is this! that thou wilt draw me on to talk loud, and waste my body with lack of patience.  I will talk with thee no more, lest my heart swell and break, and quench the little spark of life within me.”

Then Hallblithe arose to his feet, and stood looking at him, wondering so much at his words, that for a while he forgat the land which they were nearing, though he had caught glimpses of it, as the bows of the round-ship fell downward into the hollow of the sea.  The wind was but light, as hath been said, and the waves little under it, but there was still a smooth swell of the sea which came of breezes now dead, and the ship wallowed thereon and sailed but slowly.

In a while the old man opened his eyes again, and said in a low peevish voice: “Why standest thou staring at me? why hast thou not gone forward to look upon the land?  True it is that ye Ravens are short of wits.”

Said Hallblithe: “Be not wrath, chieftain; I was wondering at thy words, which are exceeding marvellous; tell me more of this land of the Glittering Plain.”

Said the Grandfather: “Why should I tell it thee? ask of the mariners.  They all know more than thou dost.”

“Thou knowest,” said Hallblithe, “that these men speak not to me, and take no more heed of me than if I were an image which they were carrying to sell to the next mighty man they may hap on.  Or tell me, thou old man,” said he fiercely, “is it perchance a thrall-market whereto they are bringing me?  Have they sold her there, and will they sell me also in the same place, but into other hands.”

“Tush!” said the Grandfather somewhat feebly, “this last word of thine is folly; there is no buying or selling in the land whereto we are bound.  As to thine other word, that these men have no fellowship with thee, it is true: thou art my fellow and the fellow of none else aboard.  Therefore if I feel might in me, maybe I will tell thee somewhat.”

Then he raised his head a little and said: “The sun grows hot, the wind faileth us, and slow and slow are we sailing.”

Even as he spoke there was a stir amidships, and Hallblithe looked and beheld the mariners handling the sweeps, and settling themselves on the rowing-benches.  Said the elder: “There is noise amidships, what are they doing?”

The old man raised himself a little again, and cried out in his shrill voice: “Good lads! brave lads!  Thus would we do in the old time when we drew anear some shore, and the beacons were sending up smoke by day, and flame benights; and the shore-abiders did on their helms and trembled.  Thrust her through, lads!  Thrust her along!”  Then he fell back again, and said in a weak voice: “Make no more delay, guest, but go forward and look upon the land, and come back and tell me thereof, and then the tale may flow from me.  Haste, haste!”  So Hallblithe went down from the poop, and in to the waist, where now the rowers were bending to their oars, and crying out fiercely as they tugged at the quivering ash; and he clomb on to the forecastle and went forward right to the dragon-head, and gazed long upon the land, while the dashing of the oar-blades made the semblance of a gale about the ship’s black sides.  Then he came back again to the Sea-eagle, who said to him: “Son, what hast thou seen?”

“Right ahead lieth the land, and it is still a good way off.  High rise the mountains there, but by seeming there is no snow on them; and though they be blue they are not blue like the mountains of the Isle of Ransom.  Also it seemed to me as if fair slopes of woodland and meadow come down to the edge of the sea.  But it is yet far away.”

“Yea,” said the elder, “is it so?  Then will I not wear myself with making words for thee.  I will rest rather, and gather might.  Come again when an hour hath worn, and tell me what thou seest; and may happen then thou shalt have my tale!”  And he laid him down therewith and seemed to be asleep at once.  And Hallblithe might not amend it; so he waited patiently till the hour had worn, and then went forward again, and looked long and carefully, and came back and said to the Sea-eagle, “The hour is worn.”

The old chieftain turned himself about and said “What hast thou seen?”

Said Hallblithe: “The mountains are pale and high, and below them are hills dark with wood, and betwixt them and the sea is a fair space of meadowland, and methought it was wide.”

Said the old man: “Sawest thou a rocky skerry rising high out of the sea anigh the shore?”

“Nay,” said Hallblithe, “if there be, it is all blended with the meadows and the hills.”

Said the Sea-eagle: “Abide the wearing of another hour, and come and tell me again, and then I may have a gainful word for thee.”  And he fell asleep again.  But Hallblithe abided, and when the hour was worn, he went forward and stood on the forecastle.  And this was the third shift of the rowers, and the stoutest men in the ship now held the oars in their hands, and the ship shook through all her length and breadth as they drave her over the waters.

So Hallblithe came aft to the old man and found him asleep; so he took him by the shoulder, and shook him and said: “Awake, faring-fellow, for the land is a-nigh.”

So the old man sat up and said: “What hast thou seen?”

Said Hallblithe: “I have seen the peaks and cliffs of the far-off mountains; and below them are hills green with grass and dark with woods, and thence stretch soft green meadows down to the sea-strand, which is fair and smooth, and yellow.”

“Sawest thou the skerry?” said the Sea-eagle.

“Yea, I saw it,” said Hallblithe, “and it rises sheer from out the sea about a mile from the yellow strand; but its rocks are black, like the rocks of the Isle of Ransom.”

“Son,” said the elder, “give me thine hands and raise me up a little.”  So Hallblithe took him and raised him up, so that he sat leaning against the pillows; and he looked not on Hallblithe, but on the bows of the ship, which now pitched but a little up and down, for the sea was laid quiet now.  Then he cried in his shrill, piping voice: “It is the Land!  It is the Land!”

But after a little while he turned to Hallblithe and spake: “Short is the tale to tell: thou hast wished me youth, and thy wish hath thriven; for to-day, ere the sun goes down, thou shalt see me as I was in the days when I reaped the harvest of the sea with sharp sword and hardy heart.  For this is the land of the Undying King, who is our lord and our gift-giver; and to some he giveth the gift of youth renewed, and life that shall abide here the Gloom of the Gods.  But none of us all may come to the Glittering Plain and the King Undying without turning the back for the last time on the Isle of Ransom: nor may any men of the Isle come hither save those who are of the House of the Sea-eagle, and few of those, save the chieftains of the House, such as are they who sat by thee on the high-seat that even.  Of these once in a while is chosen one of us, who is old and spent and past battle, and is borne to this land and the gift of the Undying.  Forsooth some of us have no will to take the gift, for they say they are liefer to go to where they shall meet more of our kindred than dwell on the Glittering Plain and the Acre of the Undying; but as for me I was ever an overbearing and masterful man, and meseemeth it is well that I meet as few of our kindred as may be: for they are a strifeful race.”

Hereat Hallblithe marvelled exceedingly, and he said: “And what am I in all this story?  Why am I come hither with thy furtherance?”

Said the Sea-eagle: “We had a charge from the Undying King concerning thee, that we should bring thee hither alive and well, if so be thou camest to the Isle of Ransom.  For what cause we had the charge, I know not, nor do I greatly heed.”

Said Hallblithe: “And shall I also have that gift of undying youth, and life while the world of men and gods endureth?”

“I must needs deem so,” said the Sea-eagle, “so long as thou abidest on the Glittering Plain; and I see not how thou mayst ever escape thence.”

Now Hallblithe heard him, how he said “escape,” and thereat he was somewhat ill at ease, and stood and pondered a little.  At last he said: “Is this then all that thou hast to tell me concerning the Glittering Plain?”

“By the Treasure of the Sea!” said the elder, “I know no more of it.  The living shall learn.  But I suppose that thou mayst seek thy troth-plight maiden there all thou wilt.  Or thou mayst pray the Undying King to have her thither to thee.  What know I?  At least, it is like that there shall be no lack of fair women there: or else the promise of youth renewed is nought and vain.  Shall this not be enough for thee?”

“Nay,” said Hallblithe.

“What,” said the elder, “must it be one woman only?”

“One only,” said Hallblithe.

The old man laughed his thin mocking laugh, and said: “I will not assure thee but that the land of the Glittering Plain shall change all that for thee so soon as it touches the soles of thy feet.”

Hallblithe looked at him steadily and smiled, and said: “Well is it then that I shall find the Hostage there; for then shall we be of one mind, either to sunder or to cleave together.  It is well with me this day.”

“And with me it shall be well ere long,” said the Sea-eagle.

But now the rowers ceased rowing and lay on their oars, and the shipmen cast anchor; for they were but a bowshot from the shore, and the ship swung with the tide and lay side-long to the shore.  Then said the Sea-eagle: “Look forth, shipmate, and tell me of the land.”

And Hallblithe looked and said: “The yellow beach is sandy and shell-strewn, as I deem, and there is no great space of it betwixt the sea and the flowery grass; and a bowshot from the strand I see a little wood amidst which are fair trees blossoming.”

“Seest thou any folk on the shore?” said the old man.  “Yea,” said Hallblithe, “close to the edge of the sea go four; and by seeming three are women, for their long gowns flutter in the wind.  And one of these is clad in saffron colour, and another in white, and another in watchet; but the carle is clad in dark red; and their raiment is all glistening as with gold and gems; and by seeming they are looking at our ship as though they expected somewhat.”

Said the Sea-eagle: “Why now do the shipmen tarry and have not made ready the skiff?  Swillers and belly-gods they be; slothful swine that forget their chieftain.”

But even as he spake came four of the shipmen, and without more ado took him up, bed and all, and bore him down into the waist of the ship, whereunder lay the skiff with four strong rowers lying on their oars.  These men made no sign to Hallblithe, nor took any heed of him; but he caught up his spear, and followed them and stood by as they lowered the old man into the boat.  Then he set his foot on the gunwale of the ship and leapt down lightly into the boat, and none hindered or helped him; and he stood upright in the boat, a goodly image of battle with the sun flashing back from his bright helm, his spear in his hand, his white shield at his back, and thereon the image of the Raven; but if he had been but a salt-boiling carle of the sea-side none would have heeded him less.






  








CHAPTER X: THEY HOLD CONVERSE WITH FOLK OF THE GLITTERING PLAIN
 

Now the rowers lifted the ash-blades, and fell to rowing towards shore: and almost with the first of their strokes, the Sea-eagle moaned out:

“Would we were there, oh, would we were there!  Cold groweth eld about my heart.  Raven’s Son, thou art standing up; tell me if thou canst see what these folk of the land are doing, and if any others have come thither?”

Said Hallblithe: “There are none others come, but kine and horses are feeding down the meadows.  As to what those four are doing, the women are putting off their shoon, and girding up their raiment, as if they would wade the water toward us; and the carle, who was barefoot before, wendeth straight towards the sea, and there he standeth, for very little are the waves become.”

The old man answered nothing, and did but groan for lack of patience; but presently when the water was yet waist deep the rowers stayed the skiff, and two of them slipped over the gunwale into the sea, and between them all they took up the chieftain on his bed and got him forth from the boat and went toward the strand with him; and the landsfolk met them where the water was shallower, and took him from their hands and bore him forth on to the yellow sand, and laid him down out of reach of the creeping ripple of the tide.  Hallblithe withal slipped lightly out of the boat and waded the water after them.  But the shipmen rowed back again to their ship, and presently Hallblithe heard the hale and how, as they got up their anchor.

But when Hallblithe was come ashore, and was drawn near the folk of the land, the women looked at him askance, and they laughed and said: “Welcome to thee also, O young man!”  And he beheld them, and saw that they were of the stature of the maidens of his own land; they were exceeding fair of skin and shapely of fashion, so that the nakedness of their limbs under their girded gowns, and all glistening with the sea, was most lovely and dainty to behold.  But Hallblithe knelt by the Sea-eagle to note how he fared, and said: “How is it with thee, O chieftain?”

The old man answered not a word, and he seemed to be asleep, and Hallblithe deemed that his cheeks were ruddier and his skin less wasted and wrinkled than aforetime.  Then spake one of those women: “Fear not, young man; he is well and will soon be better.”  Her voice was as sweet as a spring bird in the morning; she was white-skinned and dark-haired, and full sweetly fashioned; and she laughed on Hallblithe, but not mockingly; and her fellows also laughed, as though it was strange for him to be there.  Then they did on their shoon again, and with the carle laid their hands to the bed whereon the old man lay, and lifted him up, and bore him forth on to the grass, turning their faces toward the flowery wood aforesaid; and they went a little way and then laid him down again and rested; and so on little by little, till they had brought him to the edge of the wood, and still he seemed to be asleep.  Then the damsel who had spoken before, she with the dark hair, said to Hallblithe, “Although we have gazed on thee as if with wonder, this is not because we did not look to meet thee, but because thou art so fair and goodly a man: so abide thou here till we come back to thee from out of the wood.”

Therewith she stroked his hand, and with her fellows lifted the old man once more, and they bore him out of sight into the thicket.

But Hallblithe went to and fro a dozen paces from the wood, and looked across the flowery meads and deemed he had never seen any so fair.  And afar off toward the hills he saw a great roof arising, and thought he could see men also; and nigher to him were kine pasturing, and horses also, whereof some drew anear him and stretched out their necks and gazed at him; and they were goodly after their kind; and a fair stream of water came round the corner out of the wood and down the meadows to the sea; and Hallblithe went thereto and could see that there was but little ebb and flow of the tide on that shore; for the water of the stream was clear as glass, and the grass and flowers grew right down to its water; so he put off his helm and drank of the stream and washed his face and his hands therein, and then did on his helm again and turned back again toward the wood, feeling very strong and merry; and he looked out seaward and saw the Ship of the Isle of Ransom lessening fast; for a little land wind had arisen and they had spread their sails to it; and he laid down on the grass till the four folk of the country came out of the wood again, after they had been gone somewhat less than an hour, but the Sea-eagle was not with them: and Hallblithe rose up and turned to them, and the carle saluted him and departed, going straight toward that far-away roof he had seen; and the women were left with Hallblithe, and they looked at him and he at them as he stood leaning on his spear.

Then said the black-haired damsel: “True it is, O Spearman, that if we did not know of thee, our wonder would be great that a man so young and lucky-looking should have sought hither.”

“I wot not why thou shouldest wonder,” said Hallblithe; “I will tell thee presently wherefore I come hither.  But tell me, is this the Land of the Glittering Plain?”

“Even so,” said the damsel, “dost thou not see how the sun shineth on it?  Just so it shineth in the season that other folks call winter.”

“Some such marvel I thought to hear of,” said he; “for I have been told that the land is marvellous; and fair though these meadows be, they are not marvellous to look on now: they are like other lands, though it maybe, fairer.”

“That may be,” she said; “we have nought but hearsay of other lands.  If we ever knew them we have forgotten them.”

Said Hallblithe, “Is this land called also the Acre of the Undying?”

As he spake the words the smile faded from the damsel’s face; she and her fellows grew pale, and she said: “Hold thy peace of such words!  They are not lawful for any man to utter here.  Yet mayst thou call it the Land of the Living.”

He said: “I crave pardon for the rash word.”

Then they smiled again, and drew near to him, and caressed him with their hands, and looked on him lovingly; but he drew a little aback from them and said: “I have come hither seeking something which I have lost, the lack whereof grieveth me.”

Quoth the damsel, drawing nearer to him again, “Mayst thou find it, thou lovely man, and whatsoever else thou desirest.”

Then he said: “Hath a woman named the Hostage been brought hither of late days?  A fair woman, bright-haired and grey-eyed, kind of countenance, soft of speech, yet outspoken and nought timorous; tall according to our stature, but very goodly of fashion; a woman of the House of the Rose, and my troth-plight maiden.”

They looked on each other and shook their heads, and the black-haired damsel spake: “We know of no such a woman, nor of the kindred which thou namest.”

Then his countenance fell, and became piteous with desire and grief, and he bent his brows upon them, for they seemed to him light-minded and careless, though they were lovely.

But they shrank from him trembling, and drew aback; for they had all been standing close to him, beholding him with love, and she who had spoken most had been holding his left hand fondly.  But now she said: “Nay, look not on us so bitterly!  If the woman be not in the land, this cometh not of our malice.  Yet maybe she is here.  For such as come hither keep not their old names, and soon forget them what they were.  Thou shalt go with us to the King, and he shall do for thee what thou wilt; for he is exceeding mighty.”

Then was Hallblithe appeased somewhat; and he said: “Are there many women in the land?”

“Yea, many,” said that damsel.

“And many that are as fair as ye be?” said he.  Then they laughed and were glad, and drew near to him again and took his hands and kissed them; and the black-haired damsel said: “Yea, yea, there be many as fair as we be, and some fairer,” and she laughed.

“And that King of yours,” said he, “how do ye name him?”

“He is the King,” said the damsel.

“Hath he no other name?” said Hallblithe.

“We may not utter it,” she said; “but thou shalt see him soon, that there is nought but good in him and mightiness.”






  








CHAPTER XI: THE SEA-EAGLE RENEWETH HIS LIFE
 

But while they spake together thus, came a man from out of the wood very tall of stature, red-bearded and black-haired, ruddy-cheeked, full-limbed, most joyous of aspect; a man by seeming of five and thirty winters.  He strode straight up to Hallblithe, and cast his arms about him, and kissed his cheek, as if he had been an old and dear friend newly come from over seas.

Hallblithe wondered and laughed, and said: “Who art thou that deemest me so dear?”

Said the man: “Short is thy memory, Son of the Raven, that thou in so little space hast forgotten thy shipmate and thy faring-fellow; who gave thee meat and drink and good rede in the Hall of the Ravagers.”  Therewith he laughed joyously and turned about to the three maidens and took them by the hands and kissed their lips, while they fawned upon him lovingly.

Then said Hallblithe: “Hast thou verily gotten thy youth again, which thou badest me wish thee?”

“Yea, in good sooth,” said the red-bearded man; “I am the Sea-eagle of old days; and I have gotten my youth, and love therewithal, and somewhat to love moreover.”

Therewith he turned to the fairest of the damsels, and she was white-skinned and fragrant as the lily, rose-cheeked and slender, and the wind played with the long locks of her golden hair, which hung down below her knees; so he cast his arms about her and strained her to his bosom, and kissed her face many times, and she nothing loth, but caressing him with lips and hand.  But the other two damsels stood by smiling and joyous: and they clapped their hands together and kissed each other for joy of the new lover; and at last fell to dancing and skipping about them like young lambs in the meadows of Spring-tide.  But amongst them all, stood up Hallblithe leaning on his spear with smiling lips and knitted brow; for he was pondering in his mind in what wise he might further his quest.

But after they had danced a while the Sea-eagle left his love that he had chosen and took a hand of either of the two damsels, and led them tripping up to Hallblithe, and cried out: “Choose thou, Raven’s baby, which of these twain thou wilt have to thy mate; for scarcely shalt thou see better or fairer.”

But Hallblithe looked on them proudly and sternly, and the black-haired damsel hung down her head before him and said softly: “Nay, nay, sea-warrior; this one is too lovely to be our mate.  Sweeter love abides him, and lips more longed for.”

Then stirred Hallblithe’s heart within him and he said: “O Eagle of the Sea, thou hast thy youth again: what then wilt thou do with it?  Wilt thou not weary for the moonlit main, and the washing of waves and the dashing of spray, and thy fellows all glistening with the brine?  Where now shall be the alien shores before thee, and the landing for fame, and departure for the gain of goods?  Wilt thou forget the ship’s black side, and the dripping of the windward oars, as the squall falleth on when the sun hath arisen, and the sail tuggeth hard on the sheet, and the ship lieth over and the lads shout against the whistle of the wind?  Has the spear fallen from thine hand, and hast thou buried the sword of thy fathers in the grave from which thy body hath escaped?  What art thou, O Warrior, in the land of the alien and the King?  Who shall heed thee or tell the tale of thy glory, which thou hast covered over with the hand of a light woman, whom thy kindred knoweth not, and who was not born in a house wherefrom it hath been appointed thee from of old to take the pleasure of woman?  Whose thrall art thou now, thou lifter of the spoil, thou scarer of the freeborn?  The bidding of what lord or King wilt thou do, O Chieftain, that thou mayst eat thy meat in the morning and lie soft in thy bed in the evening?”

“O Warrior of the Ravagers, here stand I, Hallblithe of the Raven, and I am come into an alien land beset with marvels to seek mine own, and find that which is dearest to mine heart; to wit, my troth-plight maiden the Hostage of the Rose, the fair woman who shall lie in my bed, and bear me children, and stand by me in field and fold, by thwart and gunwale, before the bow and the spear, by the flickering of the cooking-fire, and amidst the blaze of the burning hall, and beside the bale-fire of the warrior of the Raven.  O Sea-eagle, my guester amongst the foemen, my fellow-farer and shipmate, say now once for all whether thou wilt help me in my quest, or fall off from me as a dastard?”

Again the maidens shrank before his clear and high-raised voice, and they trembled and grew pale.

But the Sea-eagle laughed from a countenance kind with joy, and said: “Child of the Raven, thy words are good and manly: but it availeth nought in this land, and I wot not how thou wilt fare, or why thou hast been sent amongst us.  What wilt thou do?  Hadst thou spoken these words to the Long-hoary, the Grandfather, yesterday, his ears would have been deaf to them; and now that thou speakest them to the Sea-eagle, this joyous man on the Glittering Plain, he cannot do according to them, for there is no other land than this which can hold him.  Here he is strong and stark, and full of joy and love; but otherwhere he would be but a gibbering ghost drifting down the wind of night.  Therefore in whatsoever thou mayst do within this land I will stand by thee and help thee; but not one inch beyond it may my foot go, whether it be down into the brine of the sea, or up into the clefts of the mountains which are the wall of this goodly land.

“Thou hast been my shipmate and I love thee, I am thy friend; but here in this land must needs be the love and the friendship.  For no ghost can love thee, no ghost may help thee.  And as to what thou sayest concerning the days gone past and our joys upon the tumbling sea, true it is that those days were good and lovely; but they are dead and gone like the lads who sat on the thwart beside us, and the maidens who took our hands in the hall to lead us to the chamber.  Other days have come in their stead, and other friends shall cherish us.  What then?  Shall we wound the living to pleasure the dead, who cannot heed it?  Shall we curse the Yuletide, and cast foul water on the Holy Hearth of the winter feast, because the summer once was fair and the days flit and the times change?  Now let us be glad!  For life liveth.”

Therewith he turned about to his damsel and kissed her on the mouth.  But Hallblithe’s face was grown sad and stern, and he spake slowly and heavily: “So is it, shipmate, that whereas thou sayest that the days flit, for thee they shall flit no more; and the day may come for thee when thou shalt be weary, and know it, and long for the lost which thou hast forgotten.  But hereof it availeth nought for me to speak any longer, for thine ears are deaf to these words, and thou wilt not hear them.  Therefore I say no more save that I thank thee for thy help whatsoever it may be; and I will take it, for the day’s work lieth before me, and I begin to think that it may be heavy enough.”

The women yet looked downcast, and as if they would be gone out of earshot; but the Sea-eagle laughed as one who is well content, and said: “Thou thyself wilt make it hard for thyself after the wont of thy proud and haughty race; but for me nothing is hard any longer; neither thy scorn nor thy forebodings of evil.  Be thou my friend as much as thou canst, and I will be thine wholly.  Now ye women, whither will ye lead us?  For I am ready to see any new thing ye will show us.”

Said his damsel: “We will take you to the King, that your hearts may be the more gladdened.  And as for thy friend the Spearman, O Sea-warrior, let not his heart be downcast.  Who wotteth but that these two desires, the desire of his heart, and the desire of a heart for him, may not be one and the same desire, so that he shall be fully satisfied?”  As she spoke she looked sidelong at Hallblithe, with shy and wheedling eyes; and he wondered at her word, and a new hope sprang up in his heart that he was presently to be brought face to face with the Hostage, and that this was that love, sweeter than their love, which abode in him, and his heart became lighter, and his visage cleared.






  








CHAPTER XII: THEY LOOK ON THE KING OF THE GLITTERING PLAIN
 

So now the women led them along up the stream, and Hallblithe went side by side by the Sea-eagle; but the women had become altogether merry again, and played and ran about them as gamesome as young goats; and they waded the shallows of the clear bright stream barefoot to wash their limbs of the sea-brine, and strayed about the meadows, plucking the flowers and making them wreaths and chaplets, which they did upon themselves and the Sea-eagle; but Hallblithe they touched not, for still they feared him.  They went on as the stream led them up toward the hills, and ever were the meads about them as fair and flowery as might be.  Folk they saw afar off, but fell in with none for a good while, saving a man and a maid clad lightly as for mid-summer days, who were wandering together lovingly and happily by the stream-side, and who gazed wonderingly on the stark Sea-eagle, and on Hallblithe with his glittering spear.  The black-haired damsel greeted these twain and spake something to them, and they laughed merrily, and the man stooped down amongst the grasses and blossoms of the bank, and drew forth a basket, and spread dainty victuals on the grass under a willow-tree, and bade them be his guests that fair afternoon.  So they sat down there above the glistering stream and ate and drank and were merry.  Thereafter the new-comers and their way-leaders departed with kind words, and still set their faces towards the hills.

At last they saw before them a little wooded hill, and underneath it something red and shining, and other coloured things gleaming in the sun about it.  Then said the Sea-eagle: “What have we yonder?”

Said his damsel: “That is the pavilion of the King; and about it are the tents and tilts of our folk who are of his fellowship: for oft he abideth in the fields with them, though he hath houses and halls as fair as the heart of man can conceive.”

“Hath he no foemen to fear?” said the Sea-eagle.

“How should that be?” said the damsel.  “If perchance any came into this land to bring war upon him, their battle-anger should depart when once the bliss of the Glittering Plain had entered into their souls, and they would ask for nought but leave to abide here and be happy.  Yet I trow that if he had foemen he could crush them as easily as I set my foot on this daisy.”

So as they went on they fell in with many folk, men and women, sporting and playing in the fields; and there was no semblance of eld on any of them, and no scar or blemish or feebleness of body or sadness of countenance; nor did any bear a weapon or any piece of armour.  Now some of them gathered about the new-corners, and wondered at Hallblithe and his long spear and shining helm and dark grey byrny; but none asked concerning them, for all knew that they were folk new come to the bliss of the Glittering Plain.  So they passed amidst these fair folk little hindered by them, and into Hallblithe’s thoughts it came how joyous the fellowship of such should be and how his heart should be raised by the sight of them, if only his troth-plight maiden were by his side.

Thus then they came to the King’s pavilion, where it stood in a bight of the meadow-land at the foot of the hill, with the wood about it on three sides.  So fair a house Hallblithe deemed he had never seen; for it was wrought all over with histories and flowers, and with hems sewn with gold, and with orphreys of gold and pearl and gems.

There in the door of it sat the King of the Land in an ivory chair; he was clad in golden gown, girt with a girdle of gems, and had his crown on his head and his sword by his side.  For this was the hour wherein he heard what any of his folk would say to him, and for that very end he sat there in the door of his tent, and folk were standing before him, and sitting and lying on the grass round about; and now one, now another, came up to him and spoke before him.

His face shone like a star; it was exceeding beauteous, and as kind as the even of May in the gardens of the happy, when the scent of the eglantine fills all the air.  When he spoke his voice was so sweet that all hearts were ravished, and none might gainsay him.

But when Hallblithe set eyes on him, he knew at once that this was he whose carven image he had seen in the Hall of the Ravagers, and his heart beat fast, and he said to himself: “Hold up thine head now, O Son of the Raven, strengthen thine heart, and let no man or god cow thee.  For how can thine heart change, which bade thee go to the house wherefrom it was due to thee to take the pleasure of woman, and there to pledge thy faith and troth to her that loveth thee most, and hankereth for thee day by day and hour by hour, so that great is the love that we twain have builded up.”

Now they drew nigh, for folk fell back before them to the right and left, as before men who are new come and have much to do; so that there was nought between them and the face of the King.  But he smiled upon them so that he cheered their hearts with the hope of fulfilment of their desires, and he said: “Welcome, children!  Who be these whom ye have brought hither for the increase of our joy?  Who is this tall, ruddy-faced, joyous man so meet for the bliss of the Glittering Plain?  And who is this goodly and lovely young man, who beareth weapons amidst our peace, and whose face is sad and stern beneath the gleaming of his helm?”

Said the dark-haired damsel: “O King!  O Gift-giver and assurer of joy! this tall one is he who was once oppressed by eld, and who hath come hither to thee from the Isle of Ransom, according to the custom of the land.”

Said the King: “Tall man, it is well that thou art come.  Now are thy days changed and thou yet alive.  For thee battle is ended, and therewith the reward of battle, which the warrior remembereth not amidst the hard hand-play: peace hath begun, and thou needest not be careful for the endurance thereof: for in this land no man hath a lack which he may not satisfy without taking aught from any other.  I deem not that thine heart may conceive a desire which I shall not fulfil for thee, or crave a gift which I shall not give thee.”

Then the Sea-eagle laughed for joy, and turned his head this way and that, so that he might the better take to him the smiles of all those that stood around.

Then the King said to Hallblithe: “Thou also art welcome; I know thee who thou art: meseemeth great joy awaiteth thee, and I will fulfil thy desire to the uttermost.”

Said Hallblithe: “O great King of a happy land, I ask of thee nought save that which none shall withhold from me uncursed.”

“I will give it to thee,” said the King, “and thou shalt bless me.  But what is it which thou wouldst?  What more canst thou have than the Gifts of the land?”

Said Hallblithe: “I came hither seeking no gifts, but to have mine own again; and that is the bodily love of my troth-plight maiden.  They stole her from me, and me from her; for she loved me.  I went down to the sea-side and found her not, nor the ship which had borne her away.  I sailed from thence to the Isle of Ransom, for they told me that there I should buy her for a price; neither was her body there.  But her image came to me in a dream of the night, and bade me seek to her hither.  Therefore, O King, if she be here in the land, show me how I shall find her, and if she be not here, show me how I may depart to seek her otherwhere.  This is all my asking.”

Said the King: “Thy desire shall be satisfied; thou shalt have the woman who would have thee, and whom thou shouldst have.”

Hallblithe was gladdened beyond measure by that word; and now did the King seem to him a comfort and a solace to every heart, even as he had deemed of his carven image in the Hall of the Ravagers; and he thanked him, and blessed him.

But the King bade him abide by him that night, and feast with him.  “And on the morrow,” said he, “thou shalt go thy ways to look on her whom thou oughtest to love.”

Therewith was come the eventide and beginning of night, warm and fragrant and bright with the twinkling of stars, and they went into the King’s pavilion, and there was the feast as fair and dainty as might be; and Hallblithe had meat from the King’s own dish, and drink from his cup; but the meat had no savour to him and the drink no delight, because of the longing that possessed him.

And when the feast was done, the damsels led Hallblithe to his bed in a fair tent strewn with gold about his head like the starry night, and he lay down and slept for sheer weariness of body.






  








CHAPTER XIII: HALLBLITHE BEHOLDETH THE WOMAN WHO LOVETH HIM
 

But on the morrow the men arose, and the Sea-eagle and his damsel came to Hallblithe; for the other two damsels were departed, and the Sea-eagle said to him:

“Here am I well honoured and measurelessly happy; and I have a message for thee from the King.”

“What is it?” said Hallblithe; but he deemed that he knew what it would be, and he reddened for the joy of his assured hope.

Said the Sea-eagle: “Joy to thee, O shipmate!  I am to take thee to the place where thy beloved abideth, and there shalt thou see her, but not so as she can see thee; and thereafter shalt thou go to the King, that thou mayst tell him if she shall accomplish thy desire.”

Then was Hallblithe glad beyond measure, and his heart danced within him, and he deemed it but meet that the others should be so joyous and blithe with him, for they led him along without any delay, and were glad at his rejoicing; and words failed him to tell of his gladness.

But as he went, the thoughts of his coming converse with his beloved curled sweetly round his heart, so that scarce anything had seemed so sweet to him before; and he fell a-pondering what they twain, he and the Hostage, should do when they came together again; whether they should abide on the Glittering Plain, or go back again to Cleveland by the Sea and dwell in the House of the Kindred; and for his part he yearned to behold the roof of his fathers and to tread the meadow which his scythe had swept, and the acres where his hook had smitten the wheat.  But he said to himself, “I will wait till I hear her desire hereon.”

Now they went into the wood at the back of the King’s pavilion and through it, and so over the hill, and beyond it came into a land of hills and dales exceeding fair and lovely; and a river wound about the dales, lapping in turn the feet of one hill-side or the other; and in each dale (for they passed through two) was a goodly house of men, and tillage about it, and vineyards and orchards.  They went all day till the sun was near setting, and were not weary, for they turned into the houses by the way when they would, and had good welcome and meat and drink and what they would of the folk that dwelt there.  Thus anigh sunset they came into a dale fairer than either of the others, and nigh to the end where they had entered it was an exceeding goodly house.  Then said the damsel:

“We are nigh-hand to our journey’s end; let us sit down on the grass by this river-side whilst I tell thee the tale which the King would have thee know.”

So they sat down on the grass beside the brimming river, scant two bowshots from that fair house, and the damsel said, reading from a scroll which she drew from her bosom:

“O Spearman, in yonder house dwelleth the woman foredoomed to love thee: if thou wouldst see her, go thitherward, following the path which turneth from the river-side by yonder oak-tree, and thou shalt presently come to a thicket of bay-trees at the edge of an apple-orchard, whose trees are blossoming; abide thou hidden by the bay-leaves, and thou shalt see maidens come into the orchard, and at last one fairer than all the others.  This shall be thy love fore-doomed, and none other; and thou shalt know her by this token, that when she hath set her down on the grass beside the bay-tree, she shall say to her maidens ‘Bring me now the book wherein is the image of my beloved, that I may solace myself with beholding it before the sun goes down and the night cometh.’”

Now Hallblithe was troubled when she read out these words, and he said: “What is this tale about a book?  I know not of any book that lieth betwixt me and my beloved.”

“O Spearman,” said the damsel, “I may tell thee no more, because I know no more.  But keep up thine heart!  For dost thou know any more than I do what hath befallen thy beloved since thou wert sundered from her? and why should not this matter of the book be one of the things that hath befallen her?  Go now with joy, and come again blessing us.”

“Yea, go, faring-fellow,” said the Sea-eagle, “and come back joyful, that we may all be merry together.  And we will abide thee here.”

Hallblithe foreboded evil, but he held his peace and went his ways down the path by the oak-tree; and they abode there by the water-side, and were very merry talking of this and that (but no whit of Hallblithe), and kissing and caressing each other; so that it seemed but a little while to them ere they saw Hallblithe coming back by the oak-tree.  He went slowly, hanging his head like a man sore-burdened with grief: thus he came up to them, and stood there above them as they lay on the fragrant grass, and he saying no word and looking so sad and sorry, and withal so fell, that they feared his grief and his anger, and would fain have been away from him; so that they durst not ask him a question for a long while, and the sun sank below the hill while they abided thus.

Then all trembling the damsel spake to the Sea-eagle: “Speak to him, dear friend, else must I flee away, for I fear his silence.”

Quoth the Sea-eagle: “Shipmate and friend, what hath betided?  How art thou?  May we hearken, and mayhappen amend it?”

Then Hallblithe cast himself adown on the grass and said: “I am accursed and beguiled; and I wander round and round in a tangle that I may not escape from.  I am not far from deeming that this is a land of dreams made for my beguiling.  Or has the earth become so full of lies, that there is no room amidst them for a true man to stand upon his feet and go his ways?”

Said the Sea-eagle: “Thou shalt tell us of what hath betid, and so ease the sorrow of thy soul if thou wilt.  Or if thou wilt, thou shalt nurse thy sorrow in thine heart and tell no man.  Do what thou wilt; am I not become thy friend?”

Said Hallblithe: “I will tell you twain the tidings, and thereafter ask me no more concerning them.  Hearken.  I went whereas ye bade me, and hid myself in the bay-tree thicket; and there came maidens into the blossoming orchard and made a resting-place with silken cushions close to where I was lurking, and stood about as though they were looking for some one to come.  In a little time came two more maidens, and betwixt them one so much fairer than any there, that my heart sank within me: whereas I deemed because of her fairness that this would be the fore-doomed love whereof ye spake, and lo, she was in nought like to my troth-plight maiden, save that she was exceeding beauteous: nevertheless, heart-sick as I was, I determined to abide the token that ye told me of.  So she lay down amidst those cushions, and I beheld her that she was sad of countenance; and she was so near to me that I could see the tears welling into her eyes, and running down her cheeks; so that I should have grieved sorely for her had I not been grieving so sorely for myself.  For presently she sat up and said ‘O maiden, bring me hither the book wherein is the image of my beloved, that I may behold it in this season of sunset wherein I first beheld it; that I may fill my heart with the sight thereof before the sun is gone and the dark night come.’

“Then indeed my heart died within me when I wotted that this was the love whereof the King spake, that he would give to me, and she not mine own beloved, yet I could not choose but abide and look on a while, and she being one that any man might love beyond measure.  Now a maiden went away into the house and came back again with a book covered with gold set with gems; and the fair woman took it and opened it, and I was so near to her that I saw every leaf clearly as she turned the leaves.  And in that book were pictures of many things, as flaming mountains, and castles of war, and ships upon the sea, but chiefly of fair women, and queens, and warriors and kings; and it was done in gold and azure and cinnabar and minium.  So she turned the leaves, till she came to one whereon was pictured none other than myself, and over against me was the image of mine own beloved, the Hostage of the Rose, as if she were alive, so that the heart within me swelled with the sobbing which I must needs refrain, which grieved me like a sword-stroke.  Shame also took hold of me as the fair woman spoke to my painted image, and I lying well-nigh within touch of her hand; but she said: ‘O my beloved, why dost thou delay to come to me?  For I deemed that this eve at least thou wouldst come, so many and strong as are the meshes of love which we have cast about thy feet.  Oh come to-morrow at the least and latest, or what shall I do, and wherewith shall I quench the grief of my heart?  Or else why am I the daughter of the Undying King, the Lord of the Treasure of the Sea?  Why have they wrought new marvels for me, and compelled the Ravagers of the Coasts to serve me, and sent false dreams flitting on the wings of the night?  Yea, why is the earth fair and fruitful, and the heavens kind above it, if thou comest not to-night, nor to-morrow, nor the day after?  And I the daughter of the Undying, on whom the days shall grow and grow as the grains of sand which the wind heaps up above the sea-beach.  And life shall grow huger and more hideous round about the lonely one, like the ling-worm laid upon the gold, that waxeth thereby, till it lies all around about the house of the queen entrapped, the moveless unending ring of the years that change not.’

“So she spake till the weeping ended her words, and I was all abashed with shame and pale with anguish.  I stole quietly from my lair unheeded of any, save that one damsel said that a rabbit ran in the hedge, and another that a blackbird stirred in the thicket.  Behold me, then, that my quest beginneth again amidst the tangle of lies whereinto I have been entrapped.”






  








CHAPTER XIV: HALLBLITHE HAS SPEECH WITH THE KING AGAIN
 

He stood up when he had made an end, as a man ready for the road; but they lay there downcast and abashed, and had no words to answer him.  For the Sea-eagle was sorry that his faring-fellow was hapless, and was sorry that he was sorry; and as for the damsel, she had not known but that she was leading the goodly Spearman to the fulfilment of his heart’s desire.  Albeit after a while she spake again and said:

“Dear friends, day is gone and night is at hand; now to-night it were ill lodging at yonder house; and the next house on our backward road is over far for wayworn folk.  But hard by through the thicket is a fair little wood-lawn, by the lip of a pool in the stream wherein we may bathe us to-morrow morning; and it is grassy and flowery and sheltered from all winds that blow, and I have victual enough in my wallet.  Let us sup and rest there under the bare heaven, as oft is the wont of us in this land; and on the morrow early we will arise and get us back again to Wood-end, where yet the King abideth, and there shalt thou talk to him again, O Spearman.”

Said Hallblithe: “Take me whither ye will; but now nought availeth.  I am a captive in a land of lies, and here most like shall I live betrayed and die hapless.”

“Hold thy peace, dear friend, of such words as those last,” said she, “or I must needs flee from thee, for they hurt me sorely.  Come now to this pleasant place.”

She took him by the hand and looked kindly on him, and the Sea-eagle followed him, murmuring an old song of the harvest-field, and they went together by a path through a thicket of white-thorn till they came unto a grassy place.  There then they sat them down, and ate and drank what they would, sitting by the lip of the pool till a waning moon was bright over their heads.  And Hallblithe made no semblance of content; but the Sea-eagle and his damsel were grown merry again, and talked and sang together like autumn stares, with the kissing and caressing of lovers.

So at last those twain lay down amongst the flowers, and slept in each other’s arms; but Hallblithe betook him to the brake a little aloof, and lay down, but slept not till morning was at hand, when slumber and confused dreams overtook him.

He was awaked from his sleep by the damsel, who came pushing through the thicket all fresh and rosy from the river, and roused him, and said:

“Awake now, Spearman, that we may take our pleasure in the sun; for he is high in the heavens now, and all the land laughs beneath him.”

Her eyes glittered as she spoke, and her limbs moved under her raiment as though she would presently fall to dancing for very joy.  But Hallblithe arose wearily, and gave her back no smile in answer, but thrust through the thicket to the water, and washed the night from off him, and so came back to the twain as they sat dallying together over their breakfast.  He would not sit down by them, but ate a morsel of bread as he stood, and said: “Tell me how I can soonest find the King: I bid you not lead me thither, but let me go my ways alone.  For with me time presses, and with you meseemeth time is nought.  Neither am I a meet fellow for the happy.”

But the Sea-eagle sprang up, and swore with a great oath that he would nowise leave his shipmate in the lurch.  And the damsel said: “Fair man, I had best go with thee; I shall not hinder thee, but further thee rather, so that thou shalt make one day’s journey of two.”

And she put forth her hand to him, and caressed him smiling, and fawned upon him, and he heeded it little, but hung not aback from them since they were ready for the road: so they set forth all three together.

They made such diligence on the backward road that the sun was not set by then they came to Wood-end; and there was the King sitting in the door of his pavilion.  Thither went Hallblithe straight, and thrust through the throng, and stood before the King; who greeted him kindly, and was no less sweet of face than on that other day.

Hallblithe hailed him not, but said: “King, look on my anguish, and if thou art other than a king of dreams and lies, play no longer with me, but tell me straight out if thou knowest of my troth-plight maiden, whether she is in this land or not.”

Then the King smiled on him and said: “True it is that I know of her; yet know I not whether she is in this land or not.”

“King,” said Hallblithe, “wilt thou bring us together and stay my heart’s bleeding?”

Said the King: “I cannot, since I know not where she is.”

“Why didst thou lie to me the other day?” said Hallblithe.

“I lied not,” said the King; “I bade bring thee to the woman that loved thee, and whom thou shouldst love; and that is my daughter.  And look thou!  Even as I may not bring thee to thine earthly love, so couldst thou not make thyself manifest before my daughter, and become her deathless love.  Is it not enough?”

He spake sternly for all that he smiled, and Hallblithe said: “O King, have pity on me!”

“Yea,” said the King; “pity thee I do: but I will live despite thy sorrow; my pity of thee shall not slay me, or make thee happy.  Even in such wise didst thou pity my daughter.”

Said Hallblithe: “Thou art mighty, O King, and maybe the mightiest.  Wilt thou not help me?”

“How can I help thee?” said the King, “thou who wilt not help thyself.  Thou hast seen what thou shouldst do: do it then and be holpen.”

Then said Hallblithe: “Wilt thou not slay me, O King, since thou wilt not do aught else?”

“Nay,” said the King, “thy slaying wilt not serve me nor mine: I will neither help nor hinder.  Thou art free to seek thy love wheresoever thou wilt in this my realm.  Depart in peace!”

Hallblithe saw that the King was angry, though he smiled upon him; yet so coldly, that the face of him froze the very marrow of Hallblithe’s bones: and he said within himself: “This King of lies shall not slay me, though mine anguish be hard to bear: for I am alive, and it may be that my love is in this land, and I may find her here, and how to reach another land I know not.”

So he turned from before the face of the King as the sun was setting, and he went down the land southward betwixt the mountains and the sea, not heeding whether it were night or day; and he went on till it was long past midnight, and then for mere weariness laid him down under a tree, not knowing where he was, and fell asleep.

And in the morning he woke up to the bright sun, and found folk standing round about him, both men and women, and their sheep were anigh them, for they were shepherd folk.  So when they saw that he was awake, they greeted him, and were blithe with him and made much of him: and they took him home to their house, and gave him to eat and to drink, and asked him what he would that they might serve him.  And they seemed to him to be kind and simple folk, and though he loathed to speak the words, so sick at heart he was, yet he told them how he was seeking his troth-plight maiden, his earthly love, and asked them to say if they had seen any woman like her.

They heard him kindly and pitied him, and told him how they had heard of a woman in the land, who sought her beloved even as he sought his.  And when he heard that, his heart leapt up, and he asked them to tell him more concerning this woman.  Then they said that she dwelt in the hill-country in a goodly house, and had set her heart on a lovely man, whose image she had seen in a book, and that no man but this one would content her; and this, they said, was a sad and sorry matter, such as was unheard of hitherto in the land.

So when Hallblithe heard this, as heavily as his heart fell again, he changed not countenance, but thanked the kind folk and departed, and went on down the land betwixt the mountains and the sea, and before nightfall he had been into three more houses of folk, and asked there of all comers concerning a woman who was sundered from her beloved; and at none of them gat he any answer to make him less sorry than yesterday.  At the last of the three he slept, and on the morrow early there was the work to begin again; and the next day was the same as the last, and the day after differed not from it.  Thus he went on seeking his beloved betwixt the mountains and the plain, till the great rock-wall came down to the side of the sea and made an end of the Glittering Plain on that side.  Then he turned about and went back by the way he had come, and up the country betwixt the mountains and the plain northward, until he had been into every house of folk in those parts and asked his question.

Then he went up into that fair country of the dales, and even anigh to where dwelt the King’s Daughter, and otherwhere in the land and everywhere, quartering the realm of the Glittering Plain as the heron quarters the flooded meadow when the waters draw aback into the river.  So that now all people knew him when he came, and they wondered at him; but when he came to any house for the third or fourth time, they wearied of him, and were glad when he departed.

Ever it was one of two answers that he had: either folk said to him, “There is no such woman; this land is happy, and nought but happy people dwell herein;” or else they told him of the woman who lived in sorrow, and was ever looking on a book, that she might bring to her the man whom she desired.

Whiles he wearied and longed for death, but would not die until there was no corner of the land unsearched.  Whiles he shook off weariness, and went about his quest as a craftsman sets about his work in the morning.  Whiles it irked him to see the soft and merry folk of the land, who had no skill to help him, and he longed for the house of his fathers and the men of the spear and the plough; and thought, “Oh, if I might but get me back, if it were but for an hour and to die there, to the meadows of the Raven, and the acres beneath the mountains of Cleveland by the Sea.  Then at least should I learn some tale of what is or what hath been, howsoever evil the tidings were, and not be bandied about by lies for ever.”






  








CHAPTER XV: YET HALLBLITHE SPEAKETH WITH THE KING
 

So wore the days and the moons; and now were some six moons worn since first he came to the Glittering Plain; and he was come to Wood-end again, and heard and knew that the King was sitting once more in the door of his pavilion to hearken to the words of his people, and he said to himself: “I will speak yet again to this man, if indeed he be a man; yea, though he turn me into stone.”

And he went up toward the pavilion; and on the way it came into his mind what the men of the kindred were doing that morning; and he had a vision of them as it were, and saw them yoking the oxen to the plough, and slowly going down the acres, as the shining iron drew the long furrow down the stubble-land, and the light haze hung about the elm-trees in the calm morning, and the smoke rose straight into the air from the roof of the kindred.  And he said: “What is this? am I death-doomed this morning that this sight cometh so clearly upon me amidst the falseness of this unchanging land?”

Thus he came to the pavilion, and folk fell back before him to the right and the left, and he stood before the King, and said to him: “I cannot find her; she is not in thy land.”

Then spake the King, smiling upon him, as erst: “What wilt thou then?  Is it not time to rest?”

He said: “Yea, O King; but not in this land.”

Said the King: “Where else than in this land wilt thou find rest?  Without is battle and famine, longing unsatisfied, and heart-burning and fear; within it is plenty and peace and good will and pleasure without cease.  Thy word hath no meaning to me.”

Said Hallblithe: “Give me leave to depart, and I will bless thee.”

“Is there nought else to do?” said the King.

“Nought else,” said Hallblithe.

Therewith he felt that the King’s face changed though he still smiled on him, and again he felt his heart grow cold before the King.

But the King spake and said: “I hinder not thy departure, nor will any of my folk.  No hand will be raised against thee; there is no weapon in all the land, save the deedless sword by my side and the weapons which thou bearest.”

Said Hallblithe: “Dost thou not owe me a joy in return for my beguiling?”

“Yea,” said the King, “reach out thine hand to take it.”

“One thing only may I take of thee,” said Hallblithe; “my troth-plight maiden or else the speeding of my departure.”

Then said the King, and his voice was terrible though yet he smiled: “I will not hinder; I will not help.  Depart in peace!”

Then Hallblithe turned away dizzy and half fainting, and strayed down the field, scarce knowing where he was; and as he went he felt his sleeve plucked at, and turned about, and lo! he was face to face with the Sea-eagle, no less joyous than aforetime.  He took Hallblithe in his arms and embraced him and kissed him, and said: “Well met, faring-fellow!  Whither away?”

“Away out of this land of lies,” said Hallblithe.

The Sea-eagle shook his head, and quoth he: “Art thou still seeking a dream?  And thou so fair that thou puttest all other men to shame.”

“I seek no dream,” said Hallblithe, “but rather the end of dreams.”

“Well,” said the Sea-eagle, “we will not wrangle about it.  But hearken.  Hard by in a pleasant nook of the meadows have I set up my tent; and although it be not as big as the King’s pavilion, yet is it fair enough.  Wilt thou not come thither with me and rest thee to-night; and to-morrow we will talk of this matter?”

Now Hallblithe was weary and confused, and downhearted beyond his wont, and the friendly words of the Sea-eagle softened his heart, and he smiled on him and said: “I give thee thanks; I will come with thee: thou art kind, and hast done nought to me save good from the time when I first saw thee lying in thy bed in the Hall of the Ravagers.  Dost thou remember the day?”

The Sea-eagle knitted his brow as one striving with a troublous memory, and said: “But dimly, friend, as if it had passed in an ugly dream: meseemeth my friendship with thee began when I came to thee from out of the wood, and saw thee standing with those three damsels; that I remember full well ye were fair to look on.”

Hallblithe wondered at his words, but said no more about it, and they went together to a flowery nook nigh a stream of clear water where stood a silken tent, green like the grass which it stood on, and flecked with gold and goodly colours.  Nigh it on the grass lay the Sea-eagle’s damsel, ruddy-cheeked and sweet-lipped, as fair as aforetime.  She turned about when she heard men coming, and when she saw Hallblithe a smile came into her face like the sun breaking out on a fair but clouded morning, and she went up to him and took him by the hands and kissed his cheek, and said: “Welcome, Spearman! welcome back!  We have heard of thee in many places, and have been sorry that thou wert not glad, and now are we fain of thy returning.  Shall not sweet life begin for thee from henceforward?”

Again was Hallblithe moved by her kind welcome; but he shook his head and spake: “Thou art kind, sister; yet if thou wouldst be kinder thou wilt show me a way whereby I may escape from this land.  For abiding here has become irksome to me, and meseemeth that hope is yet alive without the Glittering Plain.”

Her face fell as she answered: “Yea, and fear also, and worse, if aught be worse.  But come, let us eat and drink in this fair place, and gather for thee a little joyance before thou departest, if thou needs must depart.”

He smiled on her as one not ill-content, and laid himself down on the grass, while the twain busied themselves, and brought forth fair cushions and a gilded table, and laid dainty victual thereon and good wine.

So they ate and drank together, and the Sea-eagle and his mate became very joyous again, and Hallblithe bestirred himself not to be a mar-feast; for he said within himself: “I am departing, and after this time I shall see them no more; and they are kind and blithe with me, and have been aforetime; I will not make their merry hearts sore.  For when I am gone I shall be remembered of them but a little while.”






  








CHAPTER XVI: THOSE THREE GO THEIR WAYS TO THE EDGE OF THE GLITTERING PLAIN
 

So the evening wore merrily; and they made Hallblithe lie in an ingle of the tent on a fair bed, and he was weary, and slept thereon like a child.  But in the morning early they waked him; and while they were breaking their fast they began to speak to him of his departure, and asked him if he had an inkling of the way whereby he should get him gone, and he said: “If I escape it must needs be by way of the mountains that wall the land about till they come down to the sea.  For on the sea is no ship and no haven; and well I wot that no man of the land durst or can ferry me over to the land of my kindred, or otherwhere without the Glittering Plain.  Tell me therefore (and I ask no more of you), is there any rumour or memory of a way that cleaveth yonder mighty wall of rock to other lands?”

Said the damsel: “There is more than a memory or a rumour: there is a road through the mountains known to all men.  For at whiles the earthly pilgrims come into the Glittering Plain thereby; and yet but seldom, so many are the griefs and perils which beset the wayfarers on that road.  Whereof thou hadst far better bethink thee in time, and abide here and be happy with us and others who long sore to make thee happy.”

“Nay,” said Hallblithe, “there is nought to do but tell me of the way, and I will depart at once, blessing you.”

Said the Sea-eagle: “More than that at least will we do.  May I lose the bliss whereto I have attained, if I go not with thee to the very edge of the land of the Glittering Plain.  Shall it not be so, sweetheart?”

“Yea, at least we may do that,” said the damsel; and she hung her head as if she were ashamed, and said: “And that is all that thou wilt get from us at most.”

Said Hallblithe: “It is enough, and I asked not so much.”

Then the damsel busied herself, and set meat and drink in two wallets, and took one herself and gave the other to the Sea-eagle, and said: “We will be thy porters, O Spearman, and will give thee a full wallet from the last house by the Desert of Dread, for when thou hast entered therein, thou mayst well find victual hard to come by: and now let us linger no more since the road is dear to thee.”

So they set forth on foot, for in that land men were slow to feel weariness; and turning about the hill of Wood-end, they passed by some broken country, and came at even to a house at the entrance of a long valley, with high and steeply-sloping sides, which seemed, as it were, to cleave the dale country wherein they had fared aforetime.  At that house they slept well-guested by its folk, and the next morning took their way down the valley, and the folk of the house stood at the door to watch their departure; for they had told the wayfarers that they had fared but a little way thitherward and knew of no folk who had used that road.

So those three fared down the valley southward all day, ever mounting higher as they went.  The way was pleasant and easy, for they went over fair, smooth, grassy lawns betwixt the hill-sides, beside a clear rattling stream that ran northward; at whiles were clumps of tall trees, oak for the most part, and at whiles thickets of thorn and eglantine and other such trees: so that they could rest well shaded when they would.

They passed by no house of men, nor came to any such in the even, but lay down to sleep in a thicket of thorn and eglantine, and rested well, and on the morrow they rose up betimes and went on their ways.

This second day as they went, the hill-sides on either hand grew lower, till at last they died out into a wide plain, beyond which in the southern offing the mountains rose huge and bare.  This plain also was grassy and beset with trees and thickets here and there.  Hereon they saw wild deer enough, as hart and buck, and roebuck and swine: withal a lion came out of a brake hard by them as they went, and stood gazing on them, so that Hallblithe looked to his weapons, and the Sea-eagle took up a big stone to fight with, being weaponless; but the damsel laughed, and tripped on her way lightly with girt-up gown, and the beast gave no more heed to them.

Easy and smooth was their way over this pleasant wilderness, and clear to see, though but little used, and before nightfall, after they had gone a long way, they came to a house.  It was not large nor high, but was built very strongly and fairly of good ashlar: its door was shut, and on the jamb thereof hung a slug-horn.  The damsel, who seemed to know what to do, set her mouth to the horn, and blew a blast; and in a little while the door was opened, and a big man clad in red scarlet stood therein: he had no weapons, but was somewhat surly of aspect: he spake not, but stood abiding the word: so the damsel took it up and said: “Art thou not the Warden of the Uttermost House?”

He said: “I am.”

Said the damsel: “May we guest here to-night?”

He said: “The house lieth open to you with all that it hath of victual and plenishing: take what ye will, and use what ye will.”

They thanked him; but he heeded not their thanks, and withdrew him from them.  So they entered and found the table laid in a fair hall of stone carven and painted very goodly; so they ate and drank therein, and Hallblithe was of good heart, and the Sea-eagle and his mate were merry, though they looked softly and shyly on Hallblithe because of the sundering anigh; and they saw no man in the house save the man in scarlet, who went and came about his business, paying no heed to them.  So when the night was deep they lay down in the shut-bed off the hall, and slept, and the hours were tidingless to them until they woke in the morning.

On the morrow they arose and broke their fast, and thereafter the damsel spake to the man in scarlet and said: “May we fill our wallets with victual for the way?”

Said the Warden: “There lieth the meat.”

So they filled their wallets, while the man looked on; and they came to the door when they were ready, and he unlocked it to them, saying no word.  But when they turned their faces towards the mountains he spake at last, and stayed them at the first step.  Quoth he: “Whither away?  Ye take the wrong road!”

Said Hallblithe: “Nay, for we go toward the mountains and the edge of the Glittering Plain.”

“Ye shall do ill to go thither,” said the Warden, “and I bid you forbear.”

“O Warden of the Uttermost House, wherefore should we forbear?” said the Sea-eagle.

Said the scarlet man: “Because my charge is to further those who would go inward to the King, and to stay those who would go outward from the King.”

“How then if we go outward despite thy bidding?” said the Sea-eagle, “wilt thou then hinder us perforce?”

“How may I,” said the man, “since thy fellow hath weapons?”

“Go we forth, then,” said the Sea-eagle.

“Yea,” said the damsel, “we will go forth.  And know, O Warden, that this weaponed man only is of mind to fare over the edge of the Glittering Plain; but we twain shall come back hither again, and fare inwards.”

Said the Warden: “Nought is it to me what ye will do when you are past this house.  Nor shall any man who goeth out of this garth toward the mountains ever come back inwards save he cometh in the company of new-corners to the Glittering Plain.”

“Who shall hinder him?” said the Sea-eagle.

“The King,” said the Warden.

Then there was silence awhile, and the man said:

“Now do as ye will.”  And therewith he turned back into the house and shut the door.

But the Sea-eagle and the damsel stood gazing on one another, and at Hallblithe; and the damsel was downcast and pale; but the Sea-eagle cried out:

“Forward now, O Hallblithe, since thou willest it, and we will go with thee and share whatever may befall thee; yea, right up to the very edge of the Glittering Plain.  And thou, O beloved, why dost thou delay?  Why dost thou stand as if thy fair feet were grown to the grass?”

But the damsel gave a lamentable cry, and cast herself down on the ground, and knelt before the Sea-eagle, and took him by the knees, and said betwixt sobbing and weeping: “O my lord and love, I pray thee to forbear, and the Spearman, our friend, shall pardon us.  For if thou goest, I shall never see thee more, since my heart will not serve me to go with thee.  O forbear!  I pray thee!”

And she grovelled on the earth before him; and the Sea-eagle waxed red, and would have spoken but Hallblithe cut his speech across, and said “Friends, be at peace!  For this is the minute that sunders us.  Get ye back at once to the heart of the Glittering Plain, and live there and be happy; and take my blessing and thanks for the love and help that ye have given me.  For your going forward with me should destroy you and profit me nothing.  It would be but as the host bringing his guests one field beyond his garth, when their goal is the ends of the earth; and if there were a lion in the path, why should he perish for courtesy’s sake?”

Therewith he stooped down to the damsel, and lifted her up and kissed her face; and he cast his arms about the Sea-eagle and said to him: “Farewell, shipmate!”

Then the damsel gave him the wallet of victual, and bade him farewell, weeping sorely; and he looked kindly on them for a moment of time, and then turned away from them and fared on toward the mountains, striding with great strides, holding his head aloft.  But they looked no more on him, having no will to eke their sorrow, but went their ways back again without delay.






  








CHAPTER XVII: HALLBLITHE AMONGST THE MOUNTAINS
 

So strode on Hallblithe; but when he had gone but a little way his head turned, and the earth and heavens wavered before him, so that he must needs sit down on a stone by the wayside, wondering what ailed him.  Then he looked up at the mountains, which now seemed quite near to him at the plain’s ending, and his weakness increased on him; and lo! as he looked, it was to him as if the crags rose up in the sky to meet him and overhang him, and as if the earth heaved up beneath him, and therewith he fell aback and lost all sense, so that he knew not what was become of the earth and the heavens and the passing of the minutes of his life.

When he came to himself he knew not whether he had lain so a great while or a little; he felt feeble, and for a while he lay scarce moving, and beholding nought, not even the sky above him.  Presently he turned about and saw hard stone on either side, so he rose wearily and stood upon his feet, and knew that he was faint with hunger and thirst.  Then he looked around him, and saw that he was in a narrow valley or cleft of the mountains amidst wan rocks, bare and waterless, where grew no blade of green; but he could see no further than the sides of that cleft, and he longed to be out of it that he might see whitherward to turn.  Then he bethought him of his wallet, and set his hand to it and opened it, thinking to get victual thence; but lo! it was all spoilt and wasted.  None the less, for all his feebleness, he turned and went toiling slowly along what seemed to be a path little trodden leading upward out of the cleft; and at last he reached the crest thereof, and sat him down on a rock on the other side; yet durst not raise his eyes awhile and look on the land, lest he should see death manifest therein.  At last he looked, and saw that he was high up amongst the mountain-peaks: before him and on either hand was but a world of fallow stone rising ridge upon ridge like the waves of the wildest of the winter sea.  The sun not far from its midmost shone down bright and hot on that wilderness; yet was there no sign that any man had ever been there since the beginning of the world, save that the path aforesaid seemed to lead onward down the stony slope.

This way and that way and all about he gazed, straining his eyes if perchance he might see any diversity in the stony waste; and at last betwixt two peaks of the rock-wall on his left hand he descried a streak of green mingling with the cold blue of the distance; and he thought in his heart that this was the last he should see of the Glittering Plain.  Then he spake aloud in that desert, and said, though there was none to hear: “Now is my last hour come; and here is Hallblithe of the Raven perishing, with his deeds undone and his longing unfulfilled, and his bridal-bed acold for ever.  Long may the House of the Raven abide and flourish, with many a man and maiden, valiant and fair and fruitful!  O kindred, cast thy blessing on this man about to die here, doing none otherwise than ye would have him!”

He sat there a little while longer, and then he said to himself: “Death tarries; were it not well that I go to meet him, even as the cot-carle preventeth the mighty chieftain?”

Then he arose, and went painfully down the slope, steadying himself with the shaft of his gleaming spear; but all at once he stopped; for it seemed to him that he heard voices borne on the wind that blew up the mountain-side.  But he shook his head and said: “Now forsooth beginneth the dream which shall last for ever; nowise am I beguiled by it.”  None the less he strove the more eagerly with the wind and the way and his feebleness; yet did the weakness wax on him, so that it was but a little while ere he faltered and reeled and fell down once more in a swoon.

When he came to himself again he was no longer alone: a man was kneeling down by him and holding up his head, while another before him, as he opened his eyes, put a cup of wine to his lips.  So Hallblithe drank and was refreshed; and presently they gave him bread, and he ate, and his heart was strengthened, and the happiness of life returned to it, and he lay back, and slept sweetly for a season.

When he awoke from that slumber he found that he had gotten back much of his strength again, and he sat up and looked around him, and saw three men sitting anigh, armed and girt with swords, yet in evil array, and sore travel-worn.  One of these was very old, with long white hair hanging down; and another, though he was not so much stricken in years, still looked an old man of over sixty winters.  The third was a man some forty years old, but sad and sorry and drooping of aspect.

So when they saw him stirring, they all fixed their eyes upon him, and the oldest man said: “Welcome to him who erst had no tidings for us!”  And the second said: “Tell us now thy tidings.”  But the third, the sorry man, cried out aloud, saying: “Where is the Land?  Where is the Land?”

Said Hallblithe: “Meseemeth the land which ye seek is the land which I seek to flee from.  And now I will not hide that meseemeth I have seen you before, and that was at Cleveland by the Sea when the days were happier.”

Then they all three bowed their heads in yea-say, and spake: “‘Where is the Land?  Where is the Land?”

Then Hallblithe arose to his feet, and said: “Ye have healed me of the sickness of death, and I will do what I may to heal you of your sickness of sorrow.  Come up the pass with me, and I will show you the land afar off.”

Then they arose like young and brisk men, and he led them over the brow of the ridge into the little valley wherein he had first come to himself: there he showed them that glimpse of a green land betwixt the two peaks, which he had beheld e’en now; and they stood a while looking at it and weeping for joy.

Then spake the oldest of the seekers: “Show us the way to the land.”

“Nay,” said Hallblithe, “I may not; for when I would depart thence, I might not go by mine own will, but was borne out hither, I wot not how.  For when I came to the edge of the land against the will of the King, he smote me, and then cast me out.  Therefore since I may not help you, find ye the land for yourselves, and let me go blessing you, and come out of this desert by the way whereby ye entered it.  For I have an errand in the world.”

Spake the youngest of the seekers: “Now art thou become the yoke-fellow of Sorrow, and thou must wend, not whither thou wouldst, but whither she will: and she would have thee go forward toward life, not backward toward death.”

Said the midmost seeker: “If we let thee go further into the wilderness thou shalt surely die: for hence to the peopled parts, and the City of Merchants, whence we come, is a month’s journey: and there is neither meat nor drink, nor beast nor bird, nor any green thing all that way; and since we have found thee famishing, we may well deem that thou hast no victual.  As to us we have but little; so that if it be much more than three days’ journey to the Glittering Plain, we may well starve and die within sight of the Acre of the Undying.  Nevertheless that little will we share with thee if thou wilt help us to find that good land; so that thou mayst yet put away Sorrow, and take Joy again to thy board and bed.”

Hallblithe hung his head and answered nought; for he was confused by the meshes of ill-hap, and his soul grew sick with the bitterness of death.  But the sad man spake again and said: “Thou hast an errand sayest thou? is it such as a dead man may do?”

Hallblithe pondered, and amidst the anguish of his despair was borne in on him a vision of the sea-waves lapping the side of a black ship, and a man therein: who but himself, set free to do his errand, and his heart was quickened within him, and he said: “I thank you, and I will wend back with you, since there is no road for me save back again into the trap.”

The three seekers seemed glad thereat, and the second one said: “Though death is pursuing, and life lieth ahead, yet will we not hasten thee unduly.  Time was when I was Captain of the Host, and learned how battles were lost by lack of rest.  Therefore have thy sleep now, that thou mayst wax in strength for our helping.”

Said Hallblithe: “I need not rest; I may not rest; I will not rest.”

Said the sad man: “It is lawful for thee to rest.  So say I, who was once a master of law.”

Said the long-hoary elder: “And I command thee to rest; I who was once the king of a mighty folk.”

In sooth Hallblithe was now exceeding weary; so he laid him down and slept sweetly in the stony wilderness amidst those three seekers, the old, the sad, and the very old.

When he awoke he felt well and strong again, and he leapt to his feet and looked about him, and saw the three seekers stirring, and he deemed by the sun that it was early morning.  The sad man brought forth bread and water and wine, and they broke their fast; and when they had done he spake and said: “Abideth now in wallet and bottle but one more full meal for us, and then no more save a few crumbs and a drop or two of wine if we husband it well.”

Said the second elder: “Get we to the road, then, and make haste.  I have been seeking, and meseemeth, though the way be long, it is not utterly blind for us.  Or look thou, Raven-son, is there not a path yonder that leadeth onward up to the brow of the ghyll again? and as I have seen, it leadeth on again down from the said brow.”

Forsooth there was a track that led through the stony tangle of the wilderness; so they took to the road with a good heart, and went all day, and saw no living thing, and not a blade of grass or a trickle of water: nought save the wan rocks under the sun; and though they trusted in their road that it led them aright, they saw no other glimpse of the Glittering Plain, because there rose a great ridge like a wall on the north side, and they went as it were down along a trench of the rocks, albeit it was whiles broken across by ghylls, and knolls, and reefs.

So at sunset they rested and ate their victual, for they were very weary; and thereafter they lay down, and slept as soundly as if they were in the best of the halls of men.  On the morrow betimes they arose soberly and went their ways with few words, and, as they deemed, the path still led them onward.  And now the great ridge on the north rose steeper and steeper, and their crossing it seemed not to be thought of; but their half-blind track failed them not.  They rested at even, and ate and drank what little they had left, save a mouthful or two of wine, and then went on again by the light of the moon, which was so bright that they still saw their way.  And it happened to Hallblithe, as mostly it does with men very travel-worn, that he went on and on scarce remembering where he was, or who his fellows were, or that he had any fellows.

So at midnight they lay down in the wilderness again, hungry and weary.  They rose at dawn and went forward with waning hope: for now the mountain ridge on the north was close to their path, rising up along a sheer wall of pale stone over which nothing might go save the fowl flying; so that at first on that morning they looked for nothing save to lay their bones in that grievous desert where no man should find them.

But, as beset with famine, they fared on heavily down the narrow track, there came a hoarse cry from Hallblithe’s dry throat and it was as if his cry had been answered by another like to his; and the seekers turned and beheld him pointing to the cliff-side, and lo! half-way up the pale sun-litten crag stood two ravens in a cranny of the stone, flapping their wings and croaking, with thrusting forth and twisting of their heads; and presently they came floating on the thin pure air high up over the heads of the wayfarers, croaking for the pleasure of the meeting, as though they laughed thereat.

Then rose the heart of Hallblithe, and he smote his palms together, and fell to singing an old song of his people, amidst the rocks whereas few men had sung aforetime.

Whence are ye and whither, O fowl of our fathers?
 What field have ye looked on, what acres unshorn?
 What land have ye left where the battle-folk gathers,
 And the war-helms are white o’er the paths of the corn?
 

What tale do ye bear of the people uncraven,
 Where amidst the long hall-shadow sparkle the spears;
 Where aloft on the hall-ridge now flappeth the raven,
 And singeth the song of the nourishing years?
 

There gather the lads in the first of the morning,
 While white lies the battle-day’s dew on the grass,
 And the kind steeds trot up to the horn’s voice of warning,
 And the winds wake and whine in the dusk of the pass.
 

O fowl of our fathers, why now are ye resting?
 Come over the mountains and look on the foe.
 Full fair after fight won shall yet be your nesting;
 And your fledglings the sons of the kindred shall know.
 

Therewith he strode with his head upraised, and above him flew the ravens, croaking as if they answered his song in friendly fashion.

It was but a little after this that the path turned aside sharp toward the cliffs, and the seekers were abashed thereof, till Hallblithe running forward beheld a great cavern in the face of the cliff at the path’s ending: so he turned and cried on his fellows, and they hastened up, and presently stood before that cavern’s mouth with doubt and joy mingled in their minds; for now, mayhappen, they had reached the gate of the Glittering Plain, or mayhappen the gate of death.

The sad man hung his head and spake: “Doth not some new trap abide us?  What do we here? is this aught save death?”

Spake the Elder of Elders: “Was not death on either hand e’en now, even as treason besetteth the king upon his throne?”

And the second said: “Yea, we were as the host which hath no road save through the multitude of foe-men.”

But Hallblithe laughed and said: “Why do ye hang back, then?  As for me, if death be here, soon is mine errand sped.”  Therewith he led the way into the dark of the cave, and the ravens hung about the crag overhead croaking, as the men left the light.

So was their way swallowed up in the cavern, and day and its time became nought to them; they went on and on, and became exceeding faint and weary, but rested not, for death was behind them.  Whiles they deemed they heard waters running, and whiles the singing of fowl; and to Hallblithe it seemed that he heard his name called, so that he shouted back in answer; but all was still when the sound of his voice had died out.

At last, when they were pressing on again after a short while of resting, Hallblithe cried out that the cave was lightening: so they hastened onward, and the light grew till they could dimly see each other, and dimly they beheld the cave that it was both wide and high.  Yet a little further, and their faces showed white to one another, and they could see the crannies of the rocks, and the bats hanging garlanded from the roof.  So then they came to where the day streamed down bright on them from a break overhead, and lo! the sky and green leaves waving against it.

To those way-worn men it seemed hard to clamber out that way, and especially to the elders: so they went on a little further to see if there were aught better abiding them, but when they found the daylight failing them again, they turned back to the place of the break in the roof, lest they should waste their strength and perish in the bowels of the mountain.  So with much ado they hove up Hallblithe till he got him first on to a ledge of the rocky wall, and so, what by strength, what by cunning, into the daylight through the rent in the roof.  So when he was without he made a rope of his girdle and strips from his raiment, for he was ever a deft craftsman, and made a shift to heave up therewith the sad man, who was light and lithe of body; and then the two together dealt with the elders one after another, till they were all four on the face of the earth again.

The place whereto they had gotten was the side of a huge mountain, stony and steep, but set about with bushes, which seemed full fair to those wanderers amongst the rocks.  This mountain-slope went down towards a fair green plain, which Hallblithe made no doubt was the outlying waste of the Glittering Plain: nay, he deemed that he could see afar off thereon the white walls of the Uttermost House.  So much he told the seekers in few words; and then while they grovelled on the earth and wept for pure joy, whereas the sun was down and it was beginning to grow dusk, he went and looked around soberly to see if he might find water and any kind of victual; and presently a little down the hillside he came upon a place where a spring came gushing up out of the earth and ran down toward the plain; and about it was green grass growing plentifully, and a little thicket of bramble and wilding fruit-trees.  So he drank of the water, and plucked him a few wilding apples somewhat better than crabs, and then went up the hill again and fetched the seekers to that mountain hostelry; and while they drank of the stream he plucked them apples and bramble-berries.  For indeed they were as men out of their wits, and were dazed by the extremity of their jog, and as men long shut up in prison, to whom the world of men-folk hath become strange.  Simple as the victual was, they were somewhat strengthened by it and by the plentiful water, and as night was now upon them, it was of no avail for them to go further: so they slept beneath the boughs of the thorn-bushes.






  








CHAPTER XVIII: HALLBLITHE DWELLETH IN THE WOOD ALONE
 

But on the morrow they arose betimes, and broke their fast on that woodland victual, and then went speedily down the mountain-side; and Hallblithe saw by the clear morning light that it was indeed the Uttermost House which he had seen across the green waste.  So he told the seekers; but they were silent and heeded nought, because of a fear that had come upon them, lest they should die before they came into that good land.  At the foot of the mountain they came upon a river, deep but not wide, with low grassy banks, and Hallblithe, who was an exceeding strong swimmer, helped the seekers over without much ado; and there they stood upon the grass of that goodly waste.

Hallblithe looked on them to note if any change should come over them, and he deemed that already they were become stronger and of more avail.  But he spake nought thereof, and strode on toward the Uttermost House, even as that other day he had stridden away from it.

Such diligence they made, that it was but little after noon when they came to the door thereof.  Then Hallblithe took the horn and blew upon it, while his fellows stood by murmuring, “It is the Land!  It is the Land!”

So came the Warden to the door, clad in red scarlet, and the elder went up to him and said: “Is this the Land?”

“What land?” said the Warden.

“Is it the Glittering Plain?” said the second of the seekers.

“Yea, forsooth,” said the Warden.  Said the sad man: “Will ye lead us to the King?

“Ye shall come to the King,” said the Warden.

“When, oh when?” cried they out all three.

“The morrow of to-morrow, maybe,” said the Warden.

“Oh! if to-morrow were but come!” they cried.

“It will come,” said the red man; “enter ye the house, and eat and drink and rest you.”

So they entered, and the Warden heeded Hallblithe nothing.  They ate and drank and then went to their rest, and Hallblithe lay in a shut-bed off from the hall, but the Warden brought the seekers otherwhere, so that Hallblithe saw them not after he had gone to bed; but as for him he slept and forgot that aught was.

In the morning when he awoke he felt very strong and well-liking; and he beheld his limbs that they were clear of skin and sleek and fair; and he heard one hard by in the hall carolling and singing joyously.  So he sprang from his bed with the wonder of sleep yet in him, and drew the curtains of the shut-bed and looked forth into the hall; and lo on the high-seat a man of thirty winters by seeming, tall, fair of fashion, with golden hair and eyes as grey as glass, proud and noble of aspect; and anigh him sat another man of like age to look on, a man strong and burly, with short curling brown hair and a red beard, and ruddy countenance, and the mien of a warrior.  Also, up and down the hall, paced a man younger of aspect than these two, tall and slender, black-haired and dark-eyed, amorous of countenance; he it was who was singing a snatch of song as he went lightly on the hall pavement: a snatch like to this

Fair is the world, now autumn’s wearing,
 And the sluggard sun lies long abed;
 Sweet are the days, now winter’s nearing,
 And all winds feign that the wind is dead.
 

Dumb is the hedge where the crabs hang yellow,
 Bright as the blossoms of the spring;
 Dumb is the close where the pears grow mellow,
 And none but the dauntless redbreasts sing.
 

Fair was the spring, but amidst his greening
 Grey were the days of the hidden sun;
 Fair was the summer, but overweening,
 So soon his o’er-sweet days were done.
 

Come then, love, for peace is upon us,
 Far off is failing, and far is fear,
 Here where the rest in the end hath won us,
 In the garnering tide of the happy year.
 

Come from the grey old house by the water,
 Where, far from the lips of the hungry sea,
 Green groweth the grass o’er the field of the slaughter,
 And all is a tale for thee and me.
 

So Hallblithe did on his raiment and went into the hall; and when those three saw him they smiled upon him kindly and greeted him; and the noble man at the board said: “Thanks have thou, O Warrior of the Raven, for thy help in our need: thy reward from us shall not be lacking.”

Then the brown-haired man came up to him, and clapped him on the back and said to him: “Brisk man of the Raven, good is thy help at need; even so shall be mine to thee henceforward.”

But the young man stepped up to him lightly, and cast his arms about him, and kissed him, and said: “O friend and fellow, who knoweth but I may one day help thee as thou hast holpen me? though thou art one who by seeming mayst well help thyself.  And now mayst thou be as merry as I am to-day!”

Then they all three cried out joyously: “It is the Land!  It is the Land!”

So Hallblithe knew that these men were the two elders and the sad man of yesterday, and that they had renewed their youth.

Joyously now did those men break their fast: nor did Hallblithe make any grim countenance, for he thought: “That which these dotards and drivellers have been mighty enough to find, shall I not be mighty enough to flee from?”  Breakfast done, the seekers made little delay, so eager as they were to behold the King, and to have handsel of their new sweet life.  So they got them ready to depart, and the once-captain said: “Art thou able to lead us to the King, O Raven-son, or must we seek another man to do so much for us?”

Said Hallblithe: “I am able to lead you so nigh unto Wood-end (where, as I deem, the King abideth) that ye shall not miss him.”

Therewith they went to the door, and the Warden unlocked to them, and spake no word to them when they departed, though they thanked him kindly for the guesting.

When they were without the garth, the young man fell to running about the meadow plucking great handfuls of the rich flowers that grew about, singing and carolling the while.  But he who had been king looked up and down and round about, and said at last: “Where be the horses and the men?”

But his fellow with the red beard said: “Raven-son, in this land when they journey, what do they as to riding or going afoot?”

Said Hallblithe: “Fair fellows, ye shall wot that in this land folk go afoot for the most part, both men and women; whereas they weary but little, and are in no haste.”

Then the once-captain clapped the once-king on the shoulder, and said: “Hearken, lord, and delay no longer, but gird up thy gown, since here is no mare’s son to help thee: for fair is to-day that lies before us, with many a new fair day beyond it.”

So Hallblithe led the way inward, thinking of many things, yet but little of his fellows.  Albeit they, and the younger man especially, were of many words; for this black-haired man had many questions to ask, chiefly concerning the women, what they were like to look on, and of what mood they were.  Hallblithe answered thereto as long as he might, but at last he laughed and said: “Friend, forbear thy questions now; for meseemeth in a few hours thou shalt be as wise hereon as is the God of Love himself.”

So they made diligence along the road, and all was tidingless till on the second day at even they came to the first house off the waste.  There had they good welcome, and slept.  But on the morrow when they arose, Hallblithe spake to the Seekers, and said: “Now are things much changed betwixt us since the time when we first met: for then I had all my desire, as I thought, and ye had but one desire, and well nigh lacked hope of its fulfilment.  Whereas now the lack hath left you and come to me.  Wherefore even as time agone ye might not abide even one night at the House of the Raven, so hard as your desire lay on you; even so it fareth with me to-day, that I am consumed with my desire, and I may not abide with you; lest that befall which befalleth betwixt the full man and the fasting.  Wherefore now I bless you and depart.”

They abounded in words of good-will to him, and the once-king said: “Abide with us, and we shall see to it that thou have all the dignities that a man may think of.”

And the once-captain said: “Lo, here is mine hand that hath been mighty; never shalt thou lack it for the accomplishment of thine uttermost desire.  Abide with us.”

Lastly said the young man: “Abide with us, Son of the Raven!  Set thine heart on a fair woman, yea even were it the fairest; and I will get her for thee, even were my desire set on her.”

But he smiled on them, and shook his head, and said: “All hail to you! but mine errand is yet undone.”  And therewith he departed.

He skirted Wood-end and came not to it, but got him down to the side of the sea, not far from where he first came aland, but somewhat south of it.  A fair oak-wood came down close to the beach of the sea; it was some four miles end-long and over-thwart.  Thither Hallblithe betook him, and in a day or two got him wood-wright’s tools from a house of men a little outside the wood, three miles from the sea-shore.  Then he set to work and built him a little frame-house on a lawn of the wood beside a clear stream; for he was a very deft wood-wright.  Withal he made him a bow and arrows, and shot what he would of the fowl and the deer for his livelihood; and folk from that house and otherwhence came to see him, and brought him bread and wine and spicery and other matters which he needed.  And the days wore, and men got used to him, and loved him as if he had been a rare image which had been brought to that land for its adornment; and now they no longer called him the Spearman, but the Wood-lover.  And as for him, he took all in patience, abiding what the lapse of days should bring forth.






  








CHAPTER XIX: HALLBLITHE BUILDS HIM A SKIFF
 

After Hallblithe had been housed a little while, and the time was again drawing nigh to the twelfth moon since he had come to the Glittering Plain, he went in the wood one day; and, pondering many things without fixing on any one, he stood before a very great oak-tree and looked at the tall straight bole thereof, and there came into his head the words of an old song which was written round a scroll of the carving over the shut-bed, wherein he was wont to lie when he was at home in the House of the Raven: and thus it said:

I am the oak-tree, and forsooth
 Men deal by me with little ruth;
 My boughs they shred, my life they slay,
 And speed me o’er the watery way.
 

He looked up into that leafy world for a little and then turned back toward his house; but all day long, whether he were at work or at rest, that posy ran in his head, and he kept on saying it over, aloud or not aloud, till the day was done and he went to sleep.

Then in his sleep he dreamed that an exceeding fair woman stood by his bedside, and at first she seemed to him to be an image of the Hostage.  But presently her face changed, and her body and her raiment; and, lo! it was the lovely woman, the King’s daughter whom he had seen wasting her heart for the love of him.  Then even in his dream shame thereof overtook him, and because of that shame he awoke, and lay awake a little, hearkening the wind going through the woodland boughs, and the singing of the owl who had her dwelling in the hollow oak nigh to his house.  Slumber overcame him in a little while, and again the image of the King’s daughter came to him in his dream, and again when he looked upon her, shame and pity rose so hotly in his heart that he awoke weeping, and lay a while hearkening to the noises of the night.  The third time he slept and dreamed; and once more that image came to him.  And now he looked, and saw that she had in her hand a book covered outside with gold and gems, even as he saw it in the orchard-close aforetime: and he beheld her face that it was no longer the face of one sick with sorrow; but glad and clear, and most beauteous.

Now she opened the book and held it before Hallblithe and turned the leaves so that he might see them clearly; and therein were woods and castles painted, and burning mountains, and the wall of the world, and kings upon their thrones, and fair women and warriors, all most lovely to behold, even as he had seen it aforetime in the orchard when he lay lurking amidst the leaves of the bay-tree.

So at last she came to the place in the book wherein was painted Hallblithe’s own image over against the image of the Hostage; and he looked thereon and longed.  But she turned the leaf, and, lo! on one side the Hostage again, standing in a fair garden of the spring with the lilies all about her feet, and behind her the walls of a house, grey, ancient, and lovely: and on the other leaf over against her was painted a sea rippled by a little wind and a boat thereon sailing swiftly, and one man alone in the boat sitting and steering with a cheerful countenance; and he, who but Hallblithe himself.  Hallblithe looked thereon for a while and then the King’s daughter shut the book, and the dream flowed into other imaginings of no import.

In the grey dawn Hallblithe awoke, and called to mind his dream, and he leapt from his bed and washed the night from off him in the stream, and clad himself and went the shortest way through the wood to that House of folk aforesaid: and as he went his face was bright and he sang the second part of the carven posy; to wit:

Along the grass I lie forlorn
 That when a while of time is worn,
 I may be filled with war and peace
 And bridge the sundering of the seas.
 

He came out of the wood and hastened over the flowery meads of the Glittering Plain, and came to that same house when it was yet very early.  At the door he came across a damsel bearing water from the well, and she spake to him and said: “Welcome, Wood-lover!  Seldom art thou seen in our garth; and that is a pity of thee.  And now I look on thy face I see that gladness hath come into thine heart, and that thou art most fair and lovely.  Here then is a token for thee of the increase of gladness.”  Therewith she set her buckets on the earth, and stood before him, and took him by the ears, and drew down his face to hers and kissed him sweetly.  He smiled on her and said: “I thank thee, sister, for the kiss and the greeting; but I come here having a lack.”

“Tell us,” she said, “that we may do thee a pleasure.”

He said: “I would ask the folk to give me timber, both beams and battens and boards; for if I hew in the wood it will take long to season.”

“All this is free for thee to take from our wood-store when thou hast broken thy fast with us,” said the damsel.  “Come thou in and rest thee.”

She took him by the hand and they went in together, and she gave him to eat and drink, and went up and down the house, saying to every one: “Here is come the Wood-lover, and he is glad again; come and see him.”

So the folk gathered about him, and made much of him.  And when they had made an end of breakfast, the head man of the House said to him: “The beasts are in the wain, and the timber abideth thy choosing; come and see.”

So he brought Hallblithe to the timber-bower, where he chose for himself all that he needed of oak-timber of the best; and they loaded the wain therewith, and gave him what he would moreover of nails and treenails and other matters; and he thanked them; and they said to him: “Whither now shall we lead thy timber?”

“Down to the sea-side,” quoth he, “nighest to my dwelling.”

So did they, and more than a score, men and women, went with him, some in the wain, and some afoot.  Thus they came down to the sea-shore, and laid the timber on the strand just above high-water mark; and straightway Hallblithe fell to work shaping him a boat, for well he knew the whole craft thereof; and the folk looked on wondering, till the tide had ebbed the little it was wont to ebb, and left the moist sand firm and smooth; then the women left watching Hallblithe’s work, and fell to paddling barefoot in the clear water, for there was scarce a ripple on the sea; and the carles came and played with them so that Hallblithe was left alone a while; for this kind of play was new to that folk, since they seldom came down to the sea-side.  Thereafter they needs must dance together, and would have had Hallblithe dance with them; and when he naysaid them because he was fain of his work, in all playfulness they fell to taking the adze out of his hand, whereat he became somewhat wroth, and they were afraid and went and had their dance out without him.

By this time the sun was grown very hot, and they came to him again, and lay down about him and watched his work, for they were weary.  And one of the women, still panting with the dance, spake as she looked on the loveliness of her limbs, which one of the swains was caressing: “Brother,” said she, “great strokes thou smitest; when wilt thou have smitten the last of them, and come to our house again?”

“Not for many days, fair sister,” said he, without looking up.

“Alas that thou shouldst talk so,” said a carle, rising up from the warm sand; “what shall all thy toil win thee?”

Spake Hallblithe: “Maybe a merry heart, or maybe death.”

At that word they all rose up together, and stood huddled together like sheep that have been driven to the croft-gate, and the shepherd hath left them for a little and they know not whither to go.  Little by little they got them to the wain and harnessed their beasts thereto, and departed silently by the way that they had come; but in a little time Hallblithe heard their laughter and merry speech across the flowery meadows.  He heeded their departure little, but went on working, and worked the sun down, and on till the stars began to twinkle.  Then he went home to his house in the wood, and slept and dreamed not, and began again on the morrow with a good heart.

To be short, no day passed that he wrought not his full tale of work, and the days wore, and his ship-wright’s work throve.  Often the folk of that house, and from otherwhere round about, came down to the strand to watch him working.  Nowise did they wilfully hinder him, but whiles when they could get no talk from him, they would speak of him to each other, wondering that he should so toil to sail upon the sea; for they loved the sea but little, and it soon became clear to them that he was looking to nought else: though it may not be said that they deemed he would leave the land for ever.  On the other hand, if they hindered him not, neither did they help, saving when he prayed them for somewhat which he needed, which they would then give him blithely.

Of the Sea-eagle and his damsel, Hallblithe saw nought; whereat he was well content, for he deemed it of no avail to make a second sundering of it.

So he worked and kept his heart up, and at last all was ready; he had made him a mast and a sail, and oars, and whatso-other gear there was need of.  So then he thrust his skiff into the sea on an evening whenas there were but two carles standing by; for there would often be a score or two of folk.  These two smiled on him and bespake him kindly, but would not help him when he bade them set shoulder to her bows and shove.  Albeit he got the skiff into the water without much ado, and got into her, and brought her to where a stream running from out of his wood made a little haven for her up from the sea.  There he tied her to a tree-hole, and busied himself that even with getting the gear into her, and victual and water withal, as much as he deemed he should need: and so, being weary, he went to his house to sleep, thinking that he should awake in the grey of the morning and thrust out into the deep sea.  And he was the more content to abide, because on that eve, as oftenest betid, the wind blew landward from the sea, whereas in the morning it oftenest blew seaward from the land.  In any case he thought to be astir so timely that he should come alone to his keel, and depart with no leave-takings.  But, as it fell out, he overslept himself, so that when he came out into the wood clad in all his armour, with his sword girt to his side, and his spear over his shoulder, he heard the voices of folk, and presently found so many gathered about his boat that he had some ado to get aboard.

The folk had brought many gifts for him of such things as they deemed he might need for a short voyage, as fruit and wine, and woollen cloths to keep the cold night from him; he thanked them kindly as he stepped over the gunwale, and some of the women kissed him: and one said (she it was, who had met him at the stead that morning when he went to fetch timber): “Thou wilt be back this even, wilt thou not, brother?  It is yet but early, and thou shalt have time enough to take all thy pleasure on the sea, and then come back to us to eat thy meat in our house at nightfall.”

She spake, knitting her brows in longing for his return; but he knew that all those deemed he would come back again soon; else had they deemed him a rebel of the King, and might, as he thought, have stayed him.  So he changed not countenance in any wise, but said only: “farewell, sister, for this day, and farewell to all you till I come back.”

Therewith he unmoored his boat, and sat down and took the oars, and rowed till he was out of the little haven, and on the green sea, and the keel rose and fell on the waves.  Then he stepped the mast and hoisted sail, and sheeted home, for the morning wind was blowing gently from the mountains over the meadows of the Glittering Plain, so the sail filled, and the keel leapt forward and sped over the face of the cold sea.  And it is to be said that whether he wotted or not, it was the very day twelve months since he had come to that shore along with the Sea-eagle.  So that folk stood and watched the skiff growing less and less upon the deep till they could scarce see her.  Then they turned about and went into the wood to disport them, for the sun was growing hot.  Nevertheless, there were some of them (and that damsel was one), who came back to the sea-shore from time to time all day long; and even when the sun was down they looked seaward under the rising moon, expecting to see Hallblithe’s bark come into the shining path which she drew across the waters round about the Glittering Land.






  








CHAPTER XX: SO NOW SAILETH HALLBLITHE AWAY FROM THE GLITTERING PLAIN
 

But as to Hallblithe, he soon lost sight of the Glittering Plain and the mountains thereof, and there was nought but sea all round about him, and his heart swelled with joy as he sniffed the brine and watched the gleaming hills and valleys of the restless deep; and he said to himself that he was going home to his Kindred and the Roof of his Fathers of old time.

He stood as near due north as he might; but as the day wore, the wind headed him, and he deemed it not well to beat, lest he should make his voyage overlong; so he ran on with the wind abeam, and his little craft leapt merrily over the sea-hills under the freshening breeze.  The sun set and the moon and stars shone out, and he still sailed on, and durst not sleep, save as a dog does, with one eye.  At last came dawn, and as the light grew it was a fair day with a falling wind, and a bright sky, but it clouded over before sunset, and the wind freshened from the north by east, and, would he, would he not, Hallblithe must run before it night-long, till at sunrise it fell again, and all day was too light for him to make much way beating to northward; nor did it freshen till after the moon was risen some while after sunset.  And now he was so weary that he must needs sleep; so he lashed the helm, and took a reef in the sail, and ran before the wind, he sleeping in the stern.

But past the middle of the night, towards the dawning, he awoke with the sound of a great shout in his ears.  So he looked over the dark waters, and saw nought, for the night was cloudy again.  Then he trimmed his craft, and went to sleep again, for he was over-burdened with slumber.

When he awoke it was broad daylight; so he looked to the tiller and got the boat’s head a little up to the wind, and then gazed about him with the sleep still in his eyes.  And as his eyes took in the picture before him he could not refrain a cry; for lo! there arose up great and grim right ahead the black cliffs of the Isle of Ransom.  Straightway he got to the sheet, and strove to wear the boat; but for all that he could do she drifted toward the land, for she was gotten into a strong current of the sea that set shoreward.  So he struck sail, and took the oars and rowed mightily so that he might bear her off shore; but it availed nothing, and still he drifted landward.  So he stood up from the oars, and turned about and looked, and saw that he was but some three furlongs from the shore, and that he was come to the very haven-mouth whence he had set sail with the Sea-eagle a twelvemonth ago: and he knew that into that haven he needs must get him, or be dashed to pieces against the high cliffs of the land: and he saw how the waves ran on to the cliffs, and whiles one higher than the others smote the rock-wall and ran up it, as if it could climb over on to the grassy lip beyond, and then fell back again, leaving a river of brine running down the steep.

Then he said that he would take what might befall him inside the haven.  So he hoisted sail again, and took the tiller, and steered right for the midmost of the gate between the rocks, wondering what should await him there.  Then it was but a few minutes ere his bark shot into the smoothness of the haven, and presently began to lose way; for all the wind was dead within that land-locked water.  Hallblithe looked steadily round about seeking his foe; but the haven was empty of ship or boat; so he ran his eye along the shore to see where he should best lay his keel and as aforesaid there was no beach there, and the water was deep right up to the grassy lip of the land; though the tides ran somewhat high, and at low water would a little steep undercliff go up from the face of the sea.  But now it was near the top of the tide, and there was scarce two feet betwixt the grass and the dark-green sea.

Now Hallblithe steered toward an ingle of the haven; and beyond it, a little way off, rose a reef of rocks out of the green grass, and thereby was a flock of sheep feeding, and a big man lying down amongst them, who seemed to be unarmed, as Hallblithe could not see any glint of steel about him.  Hallblithe drew nigh the shore, and the big man stirred not; nor did he any the more when the keel ran along the shore, and Hallblithe leapt out and moored his craft to his spear stuck deep in the earth.  And now Hallblithe deems that the man must be either dead or asleep: so he drew his sword and had it in his right hand, and in his left a sharp knife, and went straight up to the man betwixt the sheep, and found him so lying on his side that he could not see his face; so he stirred him with his foot, and cried out: “Awake, O Shepherd! for dawn is long past and day is come, and therewithal a guest for thee!”

The man turned over and slowly sat up, and, lo! who should it be but the Puny Fox?  Hallblithe started back at the sight of him, and cried out at him, and said: “Have I found thee, O mine enemy?”

The Puny Fox sat up a little straighter, and rubbed his eyes and said: “Yea, thou hast found me sure enough.  But as to my being thine enemy, a word or two may be said about that presently.”

“What!” said Hallblithe, “dost thou deem that aught save my sword will speak to thee?”

“I wot not,” said the Puny Fox, slowly rising to his feet, “but I suppose thou wilt not slay me unarmed, and thou seest that I have no weapons.”

“Get thee weapons, then,” quoth Hallblithe, “and delay not; for the sight of thee alive sickens me.”

“Ill is that,” said the Puny Fox, “but come thou with me at once, where I shall find both the weapons and a good fighting-stead.  Hasten! time presseth, now thou art come at last.”

“And my boat?” said Hallblithe.

“Wilt thou carry her in thy pouch?” said the Puny Fox; “thou wilt not need her again, whether thou slay me, or I thee.”

Hallblithe knit his brows on him in his wrath; for he deemed that Fox’s meaning was to threaten him with the vengeance of the kindred.  Howbeit, he said nought; for he deemed it ill to wrangle in words with one whom he was presently to meet in battle; so he followed as the Puny Fox led.  Fox brought him past the reef of rock aforesaid, and up a narrow cleft of the cliffs overlooking the sea, whereby they came into a little grass-grown meadow well nigh round in shape, as smooth and level as a hall-floor, and fenced about by a wall of rock: a place which had once been the mouth of an earth-fire, and a cauldron of molten stone.

When they stood on the smooth grass Fox said: “Hold thee there a little, while I go to my weapon-chest, and then shall we see what is to be done.”

Therewith he turned aside to a cranny of the rock, and going down on his hands and knees, fell to creeping like a worm up a hole therein, which belike led to a cavern; for after his voice had come forth from the earth, grunting and groaning, and cursing this thing, and that, out he comes again feet first, and casts down an old rusty sword without a sheath; a helm no less rusty, and battered withal, and a round target, curled up and outworn as if it would fall to pieces of itself.  Then he stands up and stretches himself, and smiles pleasantly on Hallblithe and says: “Now, mine enemy, when I have donned helm and shield and got my sword in hand, we may begin the play: as to a hauberk I must needs go lack; for I could not come by it; I think the old man must have chaffered it away: he was ever too money-fain.”

But Hallblithe looked on him angrily and said: “Hast thou brought me hither to mock me?  Hast thou no better weapons wherewith to meet a warrior of the Raven than these rusty shards, which look as if thou hadst robbed a grave of the dead?  I will not fight thee so armed.”

“Well,” said the Puny Fox, “and from out of a grave come they verily: for in that little hole lieth my father’s grandsire, the great Sea-mew of the Ravagers, the father of that Sea-eagle whom thou knowest.  But since thou thinkest scorn of these weapons of a dead warrior, in go the old carle’s treasures again!  It is as well maybe; since he might be wrath beyond his wont if he were to wake and miss them; and already this cold cup of the once-boiling rock is not wholly safe because of him.”

So he crept into the hole once more, and out of it presently, and stood smiting his palms one against the other to dust them, like a man who has been handling parchments long laid by; and Hallblithe stood looking at him, still wrathful, but silent.

Then said the Puny Fox: “This at least was a wise word of thine, that thou wouldst not fight me.  For the end of fighting is slaying; and it is stark folly to fight without slaying; and now I see that thou desirest not to slay me: for if thou didst, why didst thou refuse to fall on me armed with the ghosts of weapons that I borrowed from a ghost?  Nay, why didst thou not slay me as I crept out of yonder hole?  Thou wouldst have had a cheap bargain of me either way.  It would be rank folly to fight me.”

Said Hallblithe hoarsely: “Why didst thou bewray me, and lie to me, and lure me away from the quest of my beloved, and waste a whole year of my life?”

“It is a long story,” said the Puny Fox, “which I may tell thee some day.  Meantime I may tell thee this, that I was compelled thereto by one far mightier than I, to wit the Undying King.”

At that word the smouldering wrath blazed up in Hallblithe, and he drew his sword hastily and hewed at the Puny Fox: but he leapt aside nimbly and ran in on Hallblithe, and caught his sword-arm by the wrist, and tore the weapon out of his hand, and overbore him by sheer weight and stature, and drave him to the earth.  Then he rose up, and let Hallblithe rise also, and took his sword and gave it into his hand again and said: “Crag-nester, thou art wrathful, but little.  Now thou hast thy sword again and mayst slay me if thou wilt.  Yet not until I have spoken a word to thee: so hearken! or else by the Treasure of the Sea I will slay thee with my bare hands.  For I am strong indeed in this place with my old kinsman beside me.  Wilt thou hearken?”

“Speak,” said Hallblithe, “I hearken.”

Said the Puny Fox: “True it is that I lured thee away from thy quest, and wore away a year of thy life.  Yet true it is also that I repent me thereof, and ask thy pardon.  What sayest thou?”

Hallblithe spake not, but the heat died out of his face and he was become somewhat pale.  Said the Puny Fox: “Dost thou not remember, O Raven, how thou badest me battle last year on the sea-shore by the side of the Rollers of the Raven? and how this was to be the prize of battle, that the vanquished should serve the vanquisher year-long, and do all his will?  And now this prize and more thou hast won without battle; for I swear by the Treasure of the Sea, and by the bones of the great Sea-mew yonder, that I will serve thee not year-long but life-long, and that I will help thee in thy quest for thy beloved.  What sayest thou?”

Hallblithe stood speechless a moment, looking past the Puny Fox, rather than at him.  Then the sword tumbled out of his hand on to the grass, and great tears rolled down his cheeks and fell on to his raiment, and he reached out his hand to the Puny Fox and said: “O friend, wilt thou not bring me to her? for the days wear, and the trees are growing old round about the Acres of the Raven.”

Then the Puny Fox took his hand; and laughed merrily in his face, and said: “Great is thine heart, O Carrion-biter!  But now that thou art my friend I will tell thee that I have a deeming of the whereabouts of thy beloved.  Or where deemest thou was the garden wherein thou sawest her standing on the page of the book in that dream of the night?  So it is, O Raven-son, that it is not for nothing that my grandsire’s father lieth in yonder hole of the rocks; for of late he hath made me wise in mighty lore.  Thanks have thou, O kinsman!”  And he turned him toward the rock wherein was the grave.

But Hallblithe said: “What is to do now?  Am I not in a land of foemen?”

“Yea, forsooth,” said the Puny Fox, “and even if thou knewest where thy love is, thou shouldst hardly escape from this isle unslain, save for me.”

Said Hallblithe: “Is there not my bark, that I might depart at once? for I deem not that the Hostage is on the Isle of Ransom.”

The Puny Fox laughed boisterously and said: “Nay, she is not.  But as to thy boat, there is so strong a set of the flood-tide toward this end of the isle, that with the wind blowing as now, from the north-north-east, thou mayst not get off the shore for four hours at least, and I misdoubt me that within that time we shall have tidings of a ship of ours coming into the haven.  Thy bark they shall take, and thee also if thou art therein; and then soon were the story told, for they know thee for a rebel of the Undying King.  Hearken!  Dost thou not hear the horn’s voice?  Come up hither and we shall see what is towards.”

So saying, he led hastily up a kind of stair in the rock-wall, until they reached a cranny, whence through a hole in the cliff, they could see all over the haven.  And lo! as they looked, in the very gate and entry of it came a great ship heaving up her bows on the last swell of the outer sea (where the wind had risen somewhat), and rolling into the smooth, land-locked water.  Black was her sail, and the image of the Sea-eagle enwrought thereon spread wide over it; and the banner of the Flaming Sword streamed out from the stern.  Many men all-weaponed were on the decks, and the minstrels high up on the poop were blowing a merry song of return on their battle-horns.

“Lo, you,” said the Puny Fox, “thy luck or mine hath served thee this time, in that the Flaming Sword did not overhaul thee ere thou madest the haven.  We are well here at least.”

Said Hallblithe: “But may not some of them come up hither perchance?”

“Nay, nay,” said the Puny Fox; “they fear the old man in the cleft yonder; for he is not over guest-fain.  This mead is mine own, as for other living men; it is my unroofed house, and I have here a house with a roof also, which I will show thee presently.  For now since the Flaming Sword hath come, there is no need for haste; nay, we cannot depart till they have gone up-country.  So I will show thee presently what we shall do to-night.”

So there they sat and watched those men bring their ship to the shore and moor her hard by Hallblithe’s boat.  They cried out when they saw her, and when they were aland they gathered about her to note her build, and the fashion of the spear whereto she was tied.  Then in a while the more part of them, some fourscore in number, departed up the valley toward the great house and left none but a half dozen ship-warders behind.

“Seest thou, friend of the Ravens,” said the Fox, “hadst thou been there, they might have done with thee what they would.  Did I not well to bring thee into my unroofed house?”

“Yea, verily,” said Hallblithe; “but will not some of the ship-wards, or some of the others returning, come up hither and find us?  I shall yet lay my bones in this evil island.”

The Puny Fox laughed, and said: “It is not so bad as thy sour looks would have it; anyhow it is good enough for a grave, and at this present I may call it a casket of precious things.”

“What meanest thou?” said Hallblithe eagerly.

“Nay, nay,” said the other, “nought but what thou knowest.  Art thou not therein, and I myself? without reckoning the old carle in the hole yonder.  But I promise thee thou shalt not die here this time, unless thou wilt.  And as to folk coming up hither, I tell thee again they durst not; because they fear my great-grandsire over much.  Not that they are far wrong therein; for now he is dead, the worst of him seemeth to come out of him, and he is not easily dealt with, save by one who hath some share of his wisdom.  Thou thyself couldst see by my kinsman, the Sea-eagle, how much of ill blood and churlish malice there may be in our kindred when they wax old, and loneliness and dreariness taketh hold of them.  For I must tell thee that I have oft heard my father say that his father the Sea-eagle was in his youth and his prime blithe and buxom, a great lover of women, and a very friendly fellow.  But ever, as I say, as the men of our kind wax in years, they worsen; and thereby mayst thou deem how bad the old man in yonder must be, since he hath lain so long in the grave.  But now we will go to that house of mine on the other side of the mead, over against my kinsman’s.”

Therewith he led Hallblithe down from the rock while Hallblithe said to him: “What! art thou also dead that thou hast a grave here?”

“Nay, nay,” said Fox, smiling, “am I so evil-conditioned then?  I am no older than thou art.”

“But tell me,” said Hallblithe, “wilt thou also wax evil as thou growest old?”

“Maybe not,” said Fox, looking hard at him, “for in my mind it is that I may be taken into another house, and another kindred, and amongst them I shall be healed of much that might turn to ill.”

Therewith were they come across the little meadow to a place where was a cave in the rock closed with a door, and a wicket window therein.  Fox led Hallblithe into it, and within it was no ill dwelling; for it was dry and clean, and there were stools therein and a table, and shelves and lockers in the wall.  When they had sat them down Fox said: “Here mightest thou dwell safely as long as thou wouldst, if thou wouldst risk dealings with the old carle.  But, as I wot well that thou art in haste to be gone and get home to thy kindred, I must bring thee at dusk to-day close up to our feast-hall, so that thou mayst be at hand to do what hath to be done to-night, so that we may get us gone to-morrow.  Also thou must do off thy Raven gear lest we meet any in the twilight as we go up to the house; and here have I to hand home-spun raiment such as our war-taken thralls wear, which shall serve thy turn well enough; but this thou needst not do on till the time is at hand for our departure; and then I will bring thee away, and bestow thee in a bower hard by the hall; and when thou art within, I may so look to it that none shall go in there, or if they do, they shall see nought in thee save a carle known to them by name.  My kinsman hath learned me to do harder things than this.  But now it is time to eat and drink.”

Therewith he drew victual from out a locker and they fell to.  But when they had eaten, Fox taught Hallblithe what he should do in the hall that night, as shall be told hereafter.  And then, with much talk about many things, they wore away the day in that ancient cup of the seething rock, and a little before dusk set out for the hall, bearing with them Hallblithe’s gear bundled up together, as though it had been wares from over sea.  So they came to the house before the tables were set, and the Puny Fox bestowed Hallblithe in a bower which gave into the buttery, so that it was easy to go straight into the mid-most of the hall.  There was Hallblithe clad and armed in his Raven gear; but Fox gave him a vizard to go over his face, so that none might know him when he entered therein.






  








CHAPTER XXI: OF THE FIGHT OF THE CHAMPIONS IN THE HALL OF THE RAVAGERS
 

Now it is to be told that the chieftains came into the hall that night and sat down at the board on the dais, even as Hallblithe had seen them do aforetime.  And the chieftain of all, who was called the Erne of the Sea-eagles, rose up according to custom and said: “Hearken, folk! this is a night of the champions, whereon we may not eat till the pale blades have clashed together, and one hath vanquished and another been overcome.  Now let them stand forth and give out the prize of victory which the vanquished shall pay to the vanquisher.  And let it be known, that, whosoever may be the champion that winneth the battle, whether he be a kinsman, or an alien, or a foeman declared; yea, though he have left the head of my brother at the hall-door, he shall pass this night with us safe from sword, safe from axe, safe from hand: he shall eat as we eat, drink as we drink, sleep as we sleep, and depart safe from any hand or weapon, and shall sail the sea at his pleasure in his own keel or in ours, as to him and us may be meet.  Blow up horns for the champions!”

So the horns blew a cheerful strain, and when they were done, there came into the hall a tall man clad in black, and with black armour and weapons saving the white blade of his sword.  He had a vizard over his face, but his hair came down from under his helm like the tail of a red horse.

So he stood amidst the floor and cried out: “I am the champion of the Ravagers.  But I swear by the Treasure of the Sea that I will cross no blade to-night save with an alien, a foeman of the kindred.  Hearest thou, O chieftain, O Erne of the Sea-eagles?”

“Hear it I do,” said the chieftain, “and I deem that thy meaning is that we should go supperless to bed; and this cometh of thy perversity: for we know thee despite thy vizard.  Belike thou deemest that thou shalt not be met this even, and that there is no free alien in the island to draw sword against thee.  But beware!  For when we came aland this morning we found a skiff of the aliens tied to a great spear stuck in the bank of the haven; so that there will be one foeman at least abroad in the island.  But we said if we should come on the man, we would set his head on the gable of the hall with the mouth open toward the North for a token of reproach to the dwellers in the land over sea.  But now give out the prize of victory, and I swear by the Treasure of the Sea that we will abide by thy word.”

Said the champion: “These are the terms and conditions of the battle; that whichso of us is vanquished, he shall either die, or serve the vanquisher for twelve moons, to fare with him at his will, to go his errands, and do according to his commandment in all wise.  Hearest thou, chieftain?”

“Yea,” said he, “and by the Undying King, both thou and we shall abide by this bargain.  So look to it that thou smite great strokes, lest our hall lack a gable-knop.  Horns, blow up for the alien champion!”

So again the horns were winded; and ere their voice had died, in from the buttery screens came a glittering image of war, and there stood the alien champion over against the warrior of the sea; and he too had a vizard over his face.

Now when the folk saw him, and how slim and light and small he looked beside their champion, and they beheld the Raven painted on his white shield, they hooted and laughed for scorn of him and his littleness.  But he tossed his sword up lightly and caught it by the hilts as it fell, and drew nigher to the champion of the sea and stood facing him within reach of his sword.  Then the chieftain on the high-seat put his two hands to his mouth and roared out: “Fall on, ye champions, fall on!”

But the folk in the hall were so eager that they stood on the benches and the boards, and craned over each other’s shoulders, so that they might lose no whit of the hand-play.  Now flashed the blades in the candle-lit hall, and the red-haired champion hove up his sword and smote two great strokes to right and to left; but the alien gave way before him, and the folk cried out at him in scorn and in joy of their champion, who fell to raining down great strokes like the hail amidst the lightning.  But so deft was the alien, that he stood amidst it unhurt, and laid many strokes on his foeman, and did all so lightly and easily, that it seemed as if he were dancing rather than fighting; and the folk held their peace and began to doubt if their huge champion would prevail.  Now the red-haired fetched a mighty stroke at the alien, who leapt aside lightly and gat his sword in his left hand and dealt a great stroke on the other’s head, and the red-haired staggered, for he had over-reached himself; and again the alien smote him a left-handed stroke so that he fell full length on the floor with a mighty clatter, and the sword flew out of his hand: and the folk were dumb-founded.

Then the alien threw himself on the sea-champion, and knelt upon him, and shortened his sword as if to slay him with a thrust.  But thereon the man overthrown cried out: “Hold thine hand, for I am vanquished!  Now give me peace according to the bargain struck between us, that I shall serve thee year-long, and follow thee wheresoever thou goest.”

Therewith the alien champion arose and stood off from him, and the man of the sea gat to his feet, and did off his helm, so that all men could see that he was the Puny Fox.

Then the victorious champion unhelmed himself, and lo, it was Hallblithe!  And a shout arose in the hall, part of wonder, part of wrath.

Then cried out the Puny Fox: “I call on all men here to bear witness that by reason of this battle, Hallblithe of the Ravens is free to come and go as he will in the Isle of Ransom, and to take help of any man that will help him, and to depart from the isle when he will and how he will, taking me with him if so he will.”

Said the chieftain: “Yea, this is right and due, and so shall it be.  But now, since no freeman, who is not a foe of the passing hour, may abide in our hall without eating of our meat, come up here, Hallblithe, and sit by me, and eat and drink of the best we have, since the Norns would not give us thine head for a gable-knop.  But what wilt thou do with thy thrall the Puny Fox; and whereto in the hall wilt thou have him shown?  Or wilt thou that he sit fasting in the darkness to-night, laid in gyves and fetters?  Or shall he have the cheer of whipping and stripes, as befitteth a thrall to whom the master oweth a grudge?  What is thy will with him?”

Said Hallblithe: “My will is that thou give him a seat next to me, whether that be high or low, or the bench of thy prison-house.  That he eat of my dish, and drink of my cup, whatsoever the meat and drink may be.  For to-morrow I mean that we twain shall go under the earth-collar together, and that our blood shall run together and that we shall be brothers in arms henceforward.”  Then Hallblithe did on his helm again and drew his sword, and looked aside to the Puny Fox to bid him do the like, and he did so, and Hallblithe said: “Chieftain, thou hast bidden me to table, and I thank thee; but I will not set my teeth in meat, out of our own house and land, which hath not been truly given to me by one who wotteth of me, unless I have conquered it as a prey of battle; neither will I cast a lie into the loving-cup which shall pass from thy lips to mine: therefore I will tell thee, that though I laid a stroke or two on the Puny Fox, and those no light ones, yet was this battle nought true and real, but a mere beguiling, even as that which I saw foughten in this hall aforetime, when meseemeth the slain men rose up in time to drink the good-night cup.  Therefore, O men of the Ravagers, and thou, O Puny Fox, there is nought to bind your hands and refrain your hearts, and ye may slay me if ye will without murder or dishonour, and may make the head of Hallblithe a knop for your feast-hall.  Yet shall one or two fall to earth before I fall.”

Therewith he shook his sword aloft, and a great roar arose, and weapons came down from the wall, and the candles shone on naked steel.  But the Puny Fox came and stood by Hallblithe, and spake in his ear amidst the uproar: “Well now, brother-in-arms, I have been trying to learn thee the lore of lies, and surely thou art the worst scholar who was ever smitten by master.  And the outcome of it is that I, who have lied so long and well, must now pay for all, and die for a barren truth.”

Said Hallblithe: “Let all be as it will!  I love thee, lies and all; but as for me I cannot handle them.  Lo you! great and grim shall be the slaying, and we shall not fall unavenged.”

Said the Puny Fox: “Hearken! for still they hang back.  Belike it is I that have drawn this death on thee and me.  My last lie was a fool’s lie and we die for it: for what wouldst thou have done hadst thou wotted that thy beloved, the Hostage of the Rose—”  He broke off perforce; for Hallblithe was looking to right and left and handling his sword, and heard not that last word of his; and from both sides of the hall the throng was drawing round about those twain, weapon in hand.  Then Hallblithe set his eyes on a big man in front who was heaving up a heavy short-sword and thought that he would at least slay this one.  But or ever he might smite, the great horn blared out over the tumult, and men forbore a while and fell somewhat silent.

Then came down to them the voice of the chieftain, a loud voice, but clear and with mirth mingled with anger in it, and he said: “What do these fools of the Ravagers cumbering the floor of the feast-hall, and shaking weapons when there is no foeman anigh?  Are they dreaming-drunk before the wine is poured?  Why do they not sit down in their places, and abide the bringing in of the meat?  And ye women, where are ye, why do ye delay our meat, when ye may well wot that our hearts are drooping for hunger; and all hath been duly done, the battle of the champions fought and won, and the prize of war given forth and taken?  How long, O folk, shall your chieftains sit fasting?”

Then there arose great laughter in the hall, and men withdrew them from those twain and went and sat them down in their places.

Then the chieftain said: “Come up hither, I say, O Hallblithe, and bring thy war-thrall with thee if thou wilt.  But delay not, unless it be so that thou art neither hungry nor thirsty; and good sooth thou shouldst be both; for men say that the ravens are hard to satisfy.  Come then and make good cheer with us!”

So Hallblithe thrust his sword into the sheath, and the Puny Fox did the like, and they went both together up the hall to the high-seat.  And Hallblithe sat down on the chieftain’s right hand, and the Puny Fox next to him; and the chieftain, the Erne, said: “O Hallblithe, dost thou need thine armour at table; or dost thou find it handy to take thy meat clad in thy byrny and girt with a sword?”

Then laughed Hallblithe and said: “Nay, meseemeth to-night I shall need war-gear no more.”  And he stood up and did off all his armour and gave it, sword and all, into the hands of a woman, who bore it off, he knew not whither.  And the Erne looked on him and said: “Well is that! and now I see that thou art a fair young man, and it is no marvel though maidens desire thee.”

As he spake came in the damsels with the victual and the cheer was exceeding good, and Hallblithe grew light-hearted.

But when the healths had been drunk as aforetime, and men had drunk a cup or two thereafter, there rose a warrior from one of the endlong benches, a big young man, black-haired and black-bearded, ruddy of visage, and he said in a voice that was rough and fat: “O Erne, and ye other chieftains, we have been talking here at our table concerning this guest of thine who hath beguiled us, and we are not wholly at one with thee as to thy dealings with him.  True it is, now that the man hath our meat in his belly, that he must depart from amongst us with a whole skin, unless of his own will he stand up to fight some man of us here.  Yet some of us think that he is not so much our friend that we should help him to a keel whereon to fare home to those that hate us: and we say that it would not be unlawful to let the man abide in the isle, and proclaim him a wolf’s-head within a half-moon of to-day.  Or what sayest thou?”

Said the Erne: “Wait for my word a while, and hearken to another!  Is the Grey-goose of the Ravagers in the hall?  Let him give out his word on this matter.”

Then arose a white-headed carle from a table nigh to the dais, whose black raiment was well adorned with gold.  Despite his years his face was fair and little wrinkled; a man with a straight nose and a well-fashioned mouth, and with eyes still bright and grey.  He spake: “O folk, I find that the Erne hath done well in cherishing this guest.  For first, if he hath beguiled us, he did it not save by the furtherance and sleight of our own kinsman; therefore if any one is to die for beguiling us, let it be the Puny Fox.  Secondly, we may well wot that heavy need hath driven the man to this beguilement; and I say that it was no unmanly deed for him to enter our hall and beguile us with his sleight; and that he hath played out the play right well and cunningly with the wisdom of a warrior.  Thirdly, the manliness of him is well proven, in that having overcome us in sleight, he hath spoken out the sooth concerning our beguilement and hath made himself our foeman and captive, when he might have sat down by us as our guest, freely and in all honour.  And this he did, not as contemning the Puny Fox and his lies and crafty wiles (for he hath told us that he loveth him); but so that he might show himself a man in that which trieth manhood.  Moreover, ye shall not forget that he is the rebel of the Undying King, who is our lord and master; therefore in cherishing him we show ourselves great-hearted, in that we fear not the wrath of our master.  Therefore I naysay the word of the War-brand that we should make this man a wolf’s-head; for in so doing we shall show ourselves lesser-hearted than he is, and of no account beside of him; and his head on our hall-gable should be to us a nithing-stake, and a tree of reproach.  So I bid thee, O Erne, to make much of this man; and thou shalt do well to give him worthy gifts, such as warriors may take, so that he may show them at home in the House of the Raven, that it may be the beginning of peace betwixt us and his noble kindred.  This is my say, and later on I shall wax no wiser.”

Therewith he sat down, and there arose a murmur and stir in the hall; but the more part said that the Grey-goose had spoken well, and that it was good to be at peace with such manly fellows as the new guest was.

But the Erne said: “One word will I lay hereto, to wit, that he who desireth mine enmity let him do scathe to Hallblithe of the Ravens and hinder him.”

Then he bade fill round the cups, and called a health to Hallblithe, and all men drank to him, and there was much joyance and merriment.

But when the night was well worn, the Erne turned to Hallblithe and said: “That was a good word of the Grey-goose which he spake concerning the giving of gifts: Raven-son, wilt thou take a gift of me and be my friend?”

“Thy friend will I be,” said Hallblithe, “but no gift will I take of thee or any other till I have the gift of gifts, and that is my troth-plight maiden.  I will not be glad till I can be glad with her.”

Then laughed the Erne, and the Puny Fox grinned all across his wide face, and Hallblithe looked from one to the other of them and wondered at their mirth, and when they saw his wondering eyes, they did but laugh the more; and the Erne said: “Nevertheless, thou shalt see the gift which I would give thee; and then mayst thou take it or leave it as thou wilt.  Ho ye! bring in the throne of the Eastland with them that minister to it!”

Certain men left the hall as he spake, and came back bearing with them a throne fashioned most goodly of ivory, parcel-gilt and begemmed, and adorned with marvellous craftsmanship: and they set it down amidst of the hall-floor and went aback to their places, while the Erne sat and smiled kindly on the folk and on Hallblithe.  Then arose the sound of fiddles and the lesser harp, and the doors of the screen were opened, and there flowed into the hall a company of fair damsels not less than a score, each one with a rose on her bosom, and they came and stood in order behind the throne of the Eastlands, and they strewed roses on the ground before them: and when they were duly ranged they fell to singing:

     Now waneth spring,

      While all birds sing,

      And the south wind blows

      The earliest rose

      To and fro

      By the doors we know,

      And the scented gale

      Fills every dale.
 Slow now are brooks running because of the weed,
 And the thrush hath no cunning to hide her at need,
 So swift as she flieth from hedge-row to tree
 As one that toil trieth, and deedful must be.
 

     And O! that at last,

      All sorrows past,

      This night I lay

      ‘Neath the oak-beams grey!

      O, to wake from sleep,

      To see dawn creep

      Through the fruitful grove

      Of the house that I love!
 O! my feet to be treading the threshold once more,
 O’er which once went the leading of swords to the war!
 O! my feet in the garden’s edge under the sun,
 Where the seeding grass hardens for haysel begun!
 

     Lo, lo! the wind blows

      To the heart of the Rose,

      And the ship lies tied

      To the haven side!

      But O for the keel

      The sails to feel!

      And the alien ness

      Growing less and less;
 As down the wind driveth and thrusts through the sea
 The sail-burg that striveth to turn and go free,
 But the lads at the tiller they hold her in hand,
 And the wind our well-willer drives fierce to the land.
 

     We shall wend it yet,

      The highway wet;

      For what is this

      That our bosoms kiss?

      What lieth sweet

      Before our feet?

      What token hath come

      To lead us home?
 ’Tis the Rose of the garden walled round from the croft
 Where the grey roof its warden steep riseth aloft,
 ’Tis the Rose ‘neath the oaken-beamed hall, where they bide,
 The pledges unbroken, the hand of the bride.
 

Hallblithe heard the song, and half thought it promised him somewhat; but then he had been so misled and mocked at, that he scarce knew how to rejoice at it.

Now the Erne spake: “Wilt thou not take the chair and these dainty song-birds that stand about it?  Much wealth might come into thine hall if thou wert to carry them over sea to rich men who have no kindred, nor affinity wherein to wed, but who love women as well as other men.”

Said Hallblithe: “I have wealth enow were I once home again.  As to these maidens, I know by the fashion of them that they are no women of the Rose, as by their song they should be.  Yet will I take any of these maidens that have will to go with me and be made sisters of my sisters, and wed with the warriors of the Rose; or if they are of a kindred, and long to sit each in the house of her folk, then will we send them home over the sea with warriors to guard them from all trouble.  For this gift I thank thee.  As to thy throne, I bid thee keep it till a keel cometh thy way from our land, bringing fair gifts for thee and thine.  For we are not so unwealthy.”

Those that sat nearby heard his words and praised them; but the Erne said: “All this is free to thee, and thou mayst do what thou wilt with the gifts given to thee.  Yet shalt thou have the throne; and I have thought of a way to make thee take it.  Or what sayst thou, Puny Fox?”

Said the Puny Fox: “Yea if thou wilt, thou mayst, but I thought it not of thee that thou wouldst.  Now is all well.”

Again Hallblithe looked from one to the other and wondered what they meant.  But the Erne cried out: “Bring in now the sitter, who shall fill the empty throne!”

Then again the screen-doors opened, and there came in two weaponed men, leading between them a woman clad in gold and garlanded with roses.  So fair was the fashion of her face and all her body, that her coming seemed to make a change in the hall, as though the sun had shone into it suddenly.  She trod the hall-floor with firm feet, and sat down on the ivory chair.  But even before she was seated therein Hallblithe knew that the Hostage was under that roof and coming toward him.  And the heart rose in his breast and fluttered therein, so sore he yearned toward the Daughter of the Rose, and his very speech-friend.  Then he heard the Erne saying, “How now, Raven-son, wilt thou have the throne and the sitter therein, or wilt thou gainsay me once more?”

Thereafter he himself spake, and the sound of his voice was strange to him and as if he knew it not: “Chieftain, I will not gainsay thee, but will take thy gift, and thy friendship therewith, whatsoever hath betided.  Yet would I say a word or two unto the woman that sitteth yonder.  For I have been straying amongst wiles and images, and mayhappen I shall yet find this to be but a dream of the night, or a beguilement of the day.”  Therewith he arose from the table, and walked slowly down the hall; but it was a near thing that he did not fall a-weeping before all those aliens, so full his heart was.

He came and stood before the Hostage, and their eyes were upon each other, and for a little while they had no words.  Then Hallblithe began, wondering at his voice as he spake: “Art thou a woman and my speech-friend?  For many images have mocked me, and I have been encompassed with lies, and led astray by behests that have not been fulfilled.  And the world hath become strange to me, and empty of friends.”

Then she said: “Art thou verily Hallblithe?  For I also have been encompassed by lies, and beset by images of things unhelpful.”

“Yea,” said he, “I am Hallblithe of the Ravens, wearied with desire for my troth-plight maiden.”

Then came the rosy colour into the fairness of her face, as the rising sun lighteth the garden of flowers in the June morning; and she said: “If thou art Hallblithe, tell me what befell to the finger-gold-ring that my mother gave me when we were both but little.”

Then his face grew happy, and he smiled, and he said: “I put it for thee one autumntide in the snake’s hole in the bank above the river, amidst the roots of the old thorn-tree, that the snake might brood it, and make the gold grow greater; but when winter was over and we came to look for it, lo! there was neither ring nor snake, nor thorn-tree: for the flood had washed it all away.”

Thereat she smiled most sweetly, and whereas she had been looking on him hitherto with strained and anxious eyes, she now beheld him simply and friendly; and she said: “O Hallblithe, I am a woman indeed, and thy speech-friend.  This is the flesh that desireth thee, and the life that is thine, and the heart which thou rejoicest.  But now tell me, who are these huge images around us, amongst whom I have sat thus, once in every moon this year past, and afterwards I was taken back to the women’s bower?  Are they men or mountain-giants?  Will they slay us, or shut us up from the light and air?  Or hast thou made peace with them?  Wilt thou then dwell with me here, or shall we go back again to Cleveland by the Sea?  And when, oh when, shall we depart?”

He smiled and said: “Quick come thy questions, beloved.  These are the folks of the Ravagers and the Sea-eagles: they be men, though fierce and wild they be.  Our foes they have been, and have sundered us; but now are they our friends, and have brought us together.  And to-morrow, O friend, shall we depart across the waters to Cleveland by the Sea.”

She leaned forward, and was about to speak softly to him, but suddenly started back, and said: “There is a big, red-haired man, as big as any here, behind thy shoulder.  Is he also a friend?  What would he with us?”

So Hallblithe turned about, and beheld the Puny Fox beside him, who took up the word and spoke, smiling as a man in great glee: “O maiden of the Rose, I am Hallblithe’s thrall, and his scholar, to unlearn the craft of lying, whereby I have done amiss towards both him and thee.  Whereof I will tell thee all the tale soon.  But now I will say that it is true that we depart to-morrow for Cleveland by the Sea, thou and he, and I in company.  Now I would ask thee, Hallblithe, if thou wouldst have me bestow this gift of thine in safe-keeping to-night, since there is an end of her sitting in the hall like a graven image: and to-morrow the way will be long and wearisome, What sayest thou?”

Said the Hostage: “Shall I trust this man and go with him?”

“Yea, thou shalt trust him,” said Hallblithe, “for he is trusty.  And even were he not, it is meet for us of the Raven and the Rose to do as our worth biddeth us, and not to fear this folk.  And it behoveth us to do after their customs since we are in their house.”

“That is sooth,” she said; “big man, lead me out of the hall to my place.  Farewell, Hallblithe, for a little while, and then shall there be no more sundering for us.”

Therewith she departed with the Puny Fox, and Hallblithe went back to the high-seat and sat down by the Erne, who laughed on him and said: “Thou hast taken my gift, and that is well: yet shall I tell thee that I would not have given it to thee if I could have kept it for myself in such plight as thou wilt have it.  But all I could do, and the Puny Fox to help withal, availed me nought.  So good luck go with thine hands.  Now will we to bed, and to-morrow I will lead thee out on thy way; for to say sooth, there be some here who are not well pleased with either thee or me; and thou knowest that words are wasted on wilful men, but that deeds may avail somewhat.”

Therewith he cried out for the cup of good-night, and when it was drunken, Hallblithe was shown to a fair shut-bed; even that wherein he had lain aforetime; and there he went to sleep in joy, and in good liking with all men.






  








CHAPTER XXII: THEY GO FROM THE ISLE OF RANSOM AND COME TO CLEVELAND BY THE SEA
 

In the morning early Hallblithe arose from his bed, and when he came into the mid-hall, there was the Puny Fox and the Hostage with him; Hallblithe kissed her and embraced her, and she him; yet not like lovers long sundered, but as a man and maid betrothed are wont to do, for there were folk coming and going about the hall.  Then spake the Puny Fox: “The Erne is abiding us out in the meadow yonder; for now nought will serve him but he must needs go under the earth-collar with us.  How sayest thou, is he enough thy friend?”

Said Hallblithe, smiling on the Hostage: “What hast thou to say to it, beloved?”

“Nought at all,” she said, “if thou art friend to any of these men.  I may deem that I have somewhat against the chieftain, whereof belike this big man may tell thee hereafter; but even so much meseemeth I have against this man himself, who is now become thy friend and scholar; for he also strove for my beguilement, and that not for himself, but for another.”

“True it is,” said the Fox, “that I did it for another; even as yesterday I took thy mate Hallblithe out of the trap whereinto he had strayed, and compassed his deliverance by means of the unfaithful battle; and even as I would have stolen thee for him, O Rose-maiden, if need had been; yea, even if I must have smitten into ruin the roof-tree of the Ravagers.  And how could I tell that the Erne would give thee up unstolen?  Yea, thou sayeth sooth, O noble and spotless maiden; all my deeds, both good and ill, have I done for others; and so I deem it shall be while my life lasteth.”

Then Hallblithe laughed and said: “Art thou nettled, fellow-in-arms, at the word of a woman who knoweth thee not?  She shall yet be thy friend, O Fox.  But tell me, beloved, I deemed that thou hadst not seen Fox before; how then can he have helped the Erne against thee?”

“Yet she sayeth sooth,” said Fox, “this was of my sleight: for when I had to come before her, I changed my skin, as I well know how; there are others in this land who can do so much as that.  But what sayest thou concerning the brotherhood with the Erne?”

“Let it be so,” said Hallblithe, “he is manly and true, though masterful, and is meet for this land of his.  I shall not fall out with him; for seldom meseemeth shall I see the Isle of Ransom.”

“And I never again,” said the Puny Fox.

“Dost thou loathe it, then,” said the Hostage, “because of the evil thou hast done therein?”

“Nay,” said he, “what is the evil, when henceforth I shall do but good?  Nay, I love the land.  Belike thou deemest it but dreary with its black rocks and black sand, and treeless wind-swept dales; but I know it in summer and winter, and sun and shade, in storm and calm.  And I know where the fathers dwelt and the sons of their sons’ sons have long lain in the earth.  I have sailed its windiest firths, and climbed its steepest crags; and ye may well wot that it hath a friendly face to me; and the land-wights of the mountains will be sorry for my departure.”

So he spake, and Hallblithe would have answered him, but by now were they come to a grassy hollow amidst the dale, where the Erne had already made the earth-yoke ready.  To wit, he had loosened a strip of turf all save the two ends, and had propped it up with two ancient dwarf-wrought spears, so that amidmost there was a lintel to go under.

So when he saw those others coming, he gave them the sele of the day, and said to Hallblithe: “What is it to be? shall I be less than thy brother-in-arms henceforward?”

Said Hallblithe: “Not a whit less.  It is good to have brothers in other lands than one.”

So they made no delay, but clad in all their war-gear, they went under the earth-yoke one after the other; thereafter they stood together, and each let blood in his arm, so that the blood of all three mingled together fell down on the grass of the ancient earth; and they swore friendship and brotherhood each to each.

But when all was done the Erne spake: “Brother Hallblithe, as I lay awake in bed this morning I deemed that I would take ship with thee to Cleveland by the Sea, that I might dwell there a while.  But when I came out of the hall, and saw the dale lying green betwixt hill-side and hill-side, and the glittering river running down amidmost, and the sheep and kine and horses feeding up and down on either side the water: and I looked up at the fells and saw how deep blue they stood up against the snowy peaks, and I thought of all our deeds on the deep sea, and the merry nights, in yonder abode of men: then I thought that I would not leave the kindred, were it but for a while, unless war and lifting called me.  So now I will ride with thee to the ship, and then farewell to thee.”

“It is good,” said Hallblithe, “though not as good as it might be.  Glad had we been with thee in the hall of the Ravens.”

As he spoke drew anigh the carles leading the horses, and with them came six of those damsels whom the Erne had given to Hallblithe the night before; two of whom asked to be brought to their kindred over sea; but the other four were fain to go with Hallblithe and the Hostage, and become their sisters at Cleveland by the Sea.

So then they got to horse and rode down the dale toward the haven, and the carles rode with them, so that of weaponed men they were a score in company.  But when they were half-way to the haven they saw where hard by three knolls on the way-side were men standing with their weapons and war-gear glittering in the sun.  So the Erne laughed and said: “Shall we have a word with War-brand then?”

But they rode steadily on their way, and when they came up to the knolls they saw that it was War-brand indeed with a score of men at his back; but they stirred not when they saw Erne’s company that it was great.  Then Erne laughed aloud and cried out in a big voice, “What, lads! ye ride early this morning; are there foemen abroad in the Isle?”

They shrank back before him, but a carle of those who was hindermost cried out: “Art thou coming back to us, Erne, or have thy new friends bought thee to lead them in battle?”

“Fear it nought,” quoth Erne, “I shall be back before the shepherd’s noon.”

So they went their ways and came to the haven, and there lay the Flaming Sword, and beside her a trim bark, not right great, all ready for sea: and Hallblithe’s skiff was made fast to her for an after-boat.

Then the Hostage and Hallblithe and the six damsels went aboard her, and when the Erne had bidden them farewell, they cast off the hawsers and thrust her out through the haven-mouth; but ere they had got midmost of the haven, they saw the Erne, that he had turned about, and was riding up the dale with his house-carles, and each man’s weapon was shining in his hand: and they wondered if he were riding to battle with War-brand; and Fox said: “Meseemeth our brother-in-arms hath in his mind to give those waylayers an evil minute, and verily he is the man to do the same.”

So they gat them out of the haven, and the ebb-tide drave out seaward strongly, and the wind was fair for Cleveland by the Sea; and they ran speedily past the black cliffs of the Isle of Ransom, and soon were they hull down behind them.  But on the afternoon of the next day they hove up the land of the kindreds, and by sunset they beached their ship on the sand by the Rollers of the Raven, and went ashore without more ado.  And the strand was empty of all men, even as on the day when Hallblithe first met the Puny Fox.  So then in the cool of the evening they went up toward the House of the Raven.  Those damsels went together hand in hand two by two, and Hallblithe held the Hostage by the hand; but the Puny Fox went along beside them, gleeful and of many words; telling them tales of his wiles and his craft, and his skin-changing.

“But now,” quoth he, “I have left all that behind me in the Isle of Ransom, and have but one shape, and I would for your behoof that it were a goodlier one: and but one wisdom have I, even that which dwelleth in mine own head-bone.  Yet it may be that this may avail you one time or other.  But lo you! though I am thy thrall, have I not the look of a thrall-huckster from over sea leading up my wares to the cheaping-stead?”  They laughed at his words and were merry, and much love there was amongst them as they went up to the House of the Raven.

But when they came thither they went into the garth, and there was no man therein, for it was now dusk, and the windows of the long hall were yellow with candle-light.  Then said Fox: “Abide ye here a little; for I would go into the hall alone and see the conditions of thy people, O Hallblithe.”

“Go thou, then,” said Hallblithe, “but be not rash.  I counsel thee; for our folk are not over-patient when they deem they have a foe before them.”

The Puny Fox laughed, and said: “So it is then the world over, that happy men are wilful and masterful.”

Then he drew his sword and smote on the door with the pommel, and the door opened to him and in he went: and he found that fair hall full of folk and bright with candles; and he stood amidst the floor; all men looked on him, and many knew him at once to be a man of the Ravagers, and silence fell upon the hall, but no man stirred hand against him.  Then he said: “Will ye hearken to the word of an evil man, a robber of the folks?”

Spake the chieftain from the dais: “Words will not hurt us, sea-warrior; and thou art but one among many; wherefore thy might this eve is but as the might of a new-born baby.  Speak, and afterwards eat and drink, and depart safe from amongst us!”

Spake the Puny Fox: “What is gone with Hallblithe, a fair young man of your kindred, and with the Hostage of the Rose, his troth-plight maiden?”

Then was the hush yet greater in the hall, so that you might have heard a pin drop; and the chieftain said: “It is a grief of ours that they are gone, and that none hath brought us back their dead bodies that we might lay them in the Acre of the Fathers.”

Then leapt up a man from the end-long table nigh to Fox, and cried out: “Yea, folk! they are gone, and we deem that runagates of thy kindred, O new-come man, have stolen them from us; wherefor they shall one day pay us.”

Then laughed the Puny Fox and said: “Some would say that stealing Hallblithe was like stealing a lion, and that he might take care of himself; though he was not as big as I am.”

Said the last speaker: “Did thy kin or didst thou steal him, O evil man?”

“Yea, I stole him,” quoth Fox, “but by sleight, and not by might.”

Then uprose great uproar in the hall, but the chieftain on the high-seat cried out: “Peace, peace!” and the noise abated, and the chieftain said: “Dost thou mean that thou comest hither to give us thine head for making away with Hallblithe and the Hostage?”

“I mean to ask rather,” said the Fox, “what thou wilt give me for the bodies of these twain?”

Said the chieftain: “A boat-load of gold were not too much if thou shouldst live a little longer.”

Quoth the Puny Fox: “Well, in anywise I will go and bring in the bodies aforesaid, and leave my reward to the goodwill of the Ravens.”

Therewith he turned about to go, but lo! there already in the door stood Hallblithe holding the Hostage by the hand; and many in the hall saw them, for the door was wide.  Then they came in and stood by the side of the Puny Fox, and all men in the hall arose and shouted for joy.  But when the tumult was a little abated, the Puny Fox cried out: “O chieftain, and all ye folk! if a boat-load of gold were not too much reward for the bringing back the dead bodies of your friends, what reward shall he have who hath brought back their bodies and the souls therein?”

Said the chieftain: “The man shall choose his own reward.”  And the men in the hall shouted their yeasay.

Then said the Puny Fox: “Well, then, this I choose, that ye make me one of your kindred before the fathers of old time.”

They all cried out that he had chosen wisely and manfully; but Hallblithe said: “I bid you do for him no less than this; and ye shall wot that he is already my sworn brother-in-arms.”

Now the chieftain cried out: “O Wanderers from over the sea, come up hither and sit with us and be merry at last!”

So they went up to the dais, Hallblithe and the Hostage, and the Puny Fox and the six maidens withal.  And since the night was yet young, the supper of the men of the Ravens was turned into the wedding-feast of Hallblithe and the Hostage, and that very night she became a wife of the Ravens, that she might bear to the House the best of men and the fairest of women.

But on the morrow they brought the Puny Fox to the mote-stead of the kindreds that he might stand before the fathers and be made a son of the kindred; and this they did because of the word of Hallblithe, and because they believed in the tale which he told them of the Glittering Plain and the Acre of the Undying.  The four maidens also were made sisters of the House; and the other twain were sent home to their own kindred in all honour.

Of the Puny Fox it is said that he soon lost and forgot all the lore which he had learned of the ancient men, living and dead; and became as other men and was no wizard.  Yet he was exceeding valiant and doughty; and he ceased not to go with Hallblithe wheresoever he went; and many deeds they did together, whereof the memory of men hath failed: but neither they nor any man of the Ravens came any more to the Glittering Plain, or heard any tidings of the folk that dwell there.
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This fantasy novel was first published in a lavish hardcover edition by Morris’ Kelmscott Press in 1894. It concerns the wife of Golden Walter, who betrays him for another man and he leaves his home on a trading voyage to avoid the necessity of a feud with her family. His efforts are fruitless, as word comes to him en route that his wife’s clan has killed his father. As a storm then carries him to a faraway country, the effect of this news is to sunder his last ties to his homeland, marking the beginning of a series of adventures. 

As well as Ancient Northern European mythology and sagas, Morris’ fantasy novels were a revival of a mediaeval tradition of chivalrous romances, with epic, episodic structures and a wide range of diverse settings. Critics have noted their similarity to the style of Sir Thomas Malory, a contemporary of Chaucer whose major work was a prose retelling of the Arthurian legend. Morris emulates not only Malory’s chivalric themes, but also his style – sprawling sentences, marginal glosses and a poetic rhythm – making for a challenging, though rewarding read.
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CHAPTER I: OF GOLDEN WALTER AND HIS FATHER
 

Awhile ago there was a young man dwelling in a great and goodly city by the sea which had to name Langton on Holm.   He was but of five and twenty winters, a fair-faced man, yellow-haired, tall and strong; rather wiser than foolisher than young men are mostly wont; a valiant youth, and a kind; not of many words but courteous of speech; no roisterer, nought masterful, but peaceable and knowing how to forbear: in a fray a perilous foe, and a trusty war-fellow.   His father, with whom he was dwelling when this tale begins, was a great merchant, richer than a baron of the land, a head-man of the greatest of the Lineages of Langton, and a captain of the Porte; he was of the Lineage of the Goldings, therefore was he called Bartholomew Golden, and his son Golden Walter.

Now ye may well deem that such a youngling as this was looked upon by all as a lucky man without a lack; but there was this flaw in his lot, whereas he had fallen into the toils of love of a woman exceeding fair, and had taken her to wife, she nought unwilling as it seemed.   But when they had been wedded some six months he found by manifest tokens, that his fairness was not so much to her but that she must seek to the foulness of one worser than he in all ways; wherefore his rest departed from him, whereas he hated her for her untruth and her hatred of him; yet would the sound of her voice, as she came and went in the house, make his heart beat; and the sight of her stirred desire within him, so that he longed for her to be sweet and kind with him, and deemed that, might it be so, he should forget all the evil gone by.   But it was not so; for ever when she saw him, her face changed, and her hatred of him became manifest, and howsoever she were sweet with others, with him she was hard and sour.

So this went on a while till the chambers of his father’s house, yea the very streets of the city, became loathsome to him; and yet he called to mind that the world was wide and he but a young man.   So on a day as he sat with his father alone, he spake to him and said: “Father, I was on the quays even now, and I looked on the ships that were nigh boun, and thy sign I saw on a tall ship that seemed to me nighest boun.   Will it be long ere she sail?”

“Nay,” said his father, “that ship, which hight the Katherine, will they warp out of the haven in two days’ time.   But why askest thou of her?”

“The shortest word is best, father,” said Walter, “and this it is, that I would depart in the said ship and see other lands.”

“Yea and whither, son?” said the merchant.

“Whither she goeth,” said Walter, “for I am ill at ease at home, as thou wottest, father.”

The merchant held his peace awhile, and looked hard on his son, for there was strong love between them; but at last he said: “Well, son, maybe it were best for thee; but maybe also we shall not meet again.”

“Yet if we do meet, father, then shalt thou see a new man in me.”

“Well,” said Bartholomew, “at least I know on whom to lay the loss of thee, and when thou art gone, for thou shalt have thine own way herein, she shall no longer abide in my house.   Nay, but it were for the strife that should arise thenceforth betwixt her kindred and ours, it should go somewhat worse with her than that.”

Said Walter: “I pray thee shame her not more than needs must be, lest, so doing, thou shame both me and thyself also.”

Bartholomew held his peace again for a while; then he said: “Goeth she with child, my son?”

Walter reddened, and said: “I wot not; nor of whom the child may be.”  Then they both sat silent, till Bartholomew spake, saying: “The end of it is, son, that this is Monday, and that thou shalt go aboard in the small hours of Wednesday; and meanwhile I shall look to it that thou go not away empty-handed; the skipper of the Katherine is a good man and true, and knows the seas well; and my servant Robert the Low, who is clerk of the lading, is trustworthy and wise, and as myself in all matters that look towards chaffer.   The Katherine is new and stout-builded, and should be lucky, whereas she is under the ward of her who is the saint called upon in the church where thou wert christened, and myself before thee; and thy mother, and my father and mother all lie under the chancel thereof, as thou wottest.”

Therewith the elder rose up and went his ways about his business, and there was no more said betwixt him and his son on this matter.






  








CHAPTER II: GOLDEN WALTER TAKES SHIP TO SAIL THE SEAS
 

When Walter went down to the Katherine next morning, there was the skipper Geoffrey, who did him reverence, and made him all cheer, and showed him his room aboard ship, and the plenteous goods which his father had sent down to the quays already, such haste as he had made.  Walter thanked his father’s love in his heart, but otherwise took little heed to his affairs, but wore away the time about the haven, gazing listlessly on the ships that were making them ready outward, or unlading, and the mariners and aliens coming and going: and all these were to him as the curious images woven on a tapestry.

At last when he had wellnigh come back again to the Katherine, he saw there a tall ship, which he had scarce noted before, a ship all-boun, which had her boats out, and men sitting to the oars thereof ready to tow her outwards when the hawser should be cast off, and by seeming her mariners were but abiding for some one or other to come aboard.

So Walter stood idly watching the said ship, and as he looked, lo! folk passing him toward the gangway.  These were three; first came a dwarf, dark-brown of hue and hideous, with long arms and ears exceeding great and dog-teeth that stuck out like the fangs of a wild beast.  He was clad in a rich coat of yellow silk, and bare in his hand a crooked bow, and was girt with a broad sax.

After him came a maiden, young by seeming, of scarce twenty summers; fair of face as a flower; grey-eyed, brown-haired, with lips full and red, slim and gentle of body.  Simple was her array, of a short and strait green gown, so that on her right ankle was clear to see an iron ring.

Last of the three was a lady, tall and stately, so radiant of visage and glorious of raiment, that it were hard to say what like she was; for scarce might the eye gaze steady upon her exceeding beauty; yet must every son of Adam who found himself anigh her, lift up his eyes again after he had dropped them, and look again on her, and yet again and yet again.  Even so did Walter, and as the three passed by him, it seemed to him as if all the other folk there about had vanished and were nought; nor had he any vision before his eyes of any looking on them, save himself alone.  They went over the gangway into the ship, and he saw them go along the deck till they came to the house on the poop, and entered it and were gone from his sight.

There he stood staring, till little by little the thronging people of the quays came into his eye-shot again; then he saw how the hawser was cast off and the boats fell to tugging the big ship toward the harbour-mouth with hale and how of men.  Then the sail fell down from the yard and was sheeted home and filled with the fair wind as the ship’s bows ran up on the first green wave outside the haven.  Even therewith the shipmen cast abroad a banner, whereon was done in a green field a grim wolf ramping up against a maiden, and so went the ship upon her way.

Walter stood awhile staring at her empty place where the waves ran into the haven-mouth, and then turned aside and toward the Katherine; and at first he was minded to go ask shipmaster Geoffrey of what he knew concerning the said ship and her alien wayfarers; but then it came into his mind, that all this was but an imagination or dream of the day, and that he were best to leave it untold to any.  So therewith he went his way from the water-side, and through the streets unto his father’s house; but when he was but a little way thence, and the door was before him, him-seemed for a moment of time that he beheld those three coming out down the steps of stone and into the street; to wit the dwarf, the maiden, and the stately lady: but when he stood still to abide their coming, and looked toward them, lo! there was nothing before him save the goodly house of Bartholomew Golden, and three children and a cur dog playing about the steps thereof, and about him were four or five passers-by going about their business.  Then was he all confused in his mind, and knew not what to make of it, whether those whom he had seemed to see pass aboard ship were but images of a dream, or children of Adam in very flesh.

Howsoever, he entered the house, and found his father in the chamber, and fell to speech with him about their matters; but for all that he loved his father, and worshipped him as a wise and valiant man, yet at that hour he might not hearken the words of his mouth, so much was his mind entangled in the thought of those three, and they were ever before his eyes, as if they had been painted on a table by the best of limners.  And of the two women he thought exceeding much, and cast no wyte upon himself for running after the desire of strange women.  For he said to himself that he desired not either of the twain; nay, he might not tell which of the twain, the maiden or the stately queen, were clearest to his eyes; but sore he desired to see both of them again, and to know what they were.

So wore the hours till the Wednesday morning, and it was time that he should bid farewell to his father and get aboard ship; but his father led him down to the quays and on to the Katherine, and there Walter embraced him, not without tears and forebodings; for his heart was full.  Then presently the old man went aland; the gangway was unshipped, the hawsers cast off; the oars of the towing-boats splashed in the dark water, the sail fell down from the yard, and was sheeted home, and out plunged the Katherine into the misty sea and rolled up the grey slopes, casting abroad her ancient withal, whereon was beaten the token of Bartholomew Golden, to wit a B and a G to the right and the left, and thereabove a cross and a triangle rising from the midst.

Walter stood on the stern and beheld, yet more with the mind of him than with his eyes; for it all seemed but the double of what the other ship had done; and the thought of it as if the twain were as beads strung on one string and led away by it into the same place, and thence to go in the like order, and so on again and again, and never to draw nigher to each other.






  








CHAPTER III: WALTER HEARETH TIDINGS OF THE DEATH OF HIS FATHER
 

Fast sailed the Katherine over the seas, and nought befell to tell of, either to herself or her crew.  She came to one cheaping-town and then to another, and so on to a third and a fourth; and at each was buying and selling after the manner of chapmen; and Walter not only looked on the doings of his father’s folk, but lent a hand, what he might, to help them in all matters, whether it were in seaman’s craft, or in chaffer.  And the further he went and the longer the time wore, the more he was eased of his old trouble wherein his wife and her treason had to do.

But as for the other trouble, to wit his desire and longing to come up with those three, it yet flickered before him; and though he had not seen them again as one sees people in the streets, and as if he might touch them if he would, yet were their images often before his mind’s eye; and yet, as time wore, not so often, nor so troublously; and forsooth both to those about him and to himself, he seemed as a man well healed of his melancholy mood.

Now they left that fourth stead, and sailed over the seas and came to a fifth, a very great and fair city, which they had made more than seven months from Langton on Holm; and by this time was Walter taking heed and joyance in such things as were toward in that fair city, so far from his kindred, and especially he looked on the fair women there, and desired them, and loved them; but lightly, as befalleth young men.

Now this was the last country whereto the Katherine was boun; so there they abode some ten months in daily chaffer, and in pleasuring them in beholding all that there was of rare and goodly, and making merry with the merchants and the towns-folk, and the country-folk beyond the gates, and Walter was grown as busy and gay as a strong young man is like to be, and was as one who would fain be of some account amongst his own folk.

But at the end of this while, it befell on a day, as he was leaving his hostel for his booth in the market, and had the door in his hand, there stood before him three mariners in the guise of his own country, and with them was one of clerkly aspect, whom he knew at once for his father’s scrivener, Arnold Penstrong by name; and when Walter saw him his heart failed him and he cried out: “Arnold, what tidings?  Is all well with the folk at Langton?”

Said Arnold: “Evil tidings are come with me; matters are ill with thy folk; for I may not hide that thy father, Bartholomew Golden, is dead, God rest his soul.”

At that word it was to Walter as if all that trouble which but now had sat so light upon him, was once again fresh and heavy, and that his past life of the last few months had never been; and it was to him as if he saw his father lying dead on his bed, and heard the folk lamenting about the house.  He held his peace awhile, and then he said in a voice as of an angry man:

“What, Arnold! and did he die in his bed, or how? for he was neither old nor ailing when we parted.”

Said Arnold: “Yea, in his bed he died: but first he was somewhat sword-bitten.”

“Yea, and how?” quoth Walter.

Said Arnold: “When thou wert gone, in a few days’ wearing, thy father sent thy wife out of his house back to her kindred of the Reddings with no honour, and yet with no such shame as might have been, without blame to us of those who knew the tale of thee and her; which, God-a-mercy, will be pretty much the whole of the city.”

“Nevertheless, the Reddings took it amiss, and would have a mote with us Goldings to talk of booting.  By ill-luck we yea-said that for the saving of the city’s peace.  But what betid?  We met in our Gild-hall, and there befell the talk between us; and in that talk certain words could not be hidden, though they were none too seemly nor too meek.  And the said words once spoken drew forth the whetted steel; and there then was the hewing and thrusting!  Two of ours were slain outright on the floor, and four of theirs, and many were hurt on either side.  Of these was thy father, for as thou mayst well deem, he was nought backward in the fray; but despite his hurts, two in the side and one on the arm, he went home on his own feet, and we deemed that we had come to our above.  But well-a-way! it was an evil victory, whereas in ten days he died of his hurts.  God have his soul!  But now, my master, thou mayst well wot that I am not come to tell thee this only, but moreover to bear the word of the kindred, to wit that thou come back with me straightway in the swift cutter which hath borne me and the tidings; and thou mayst look to it, that though she be swift and light, she is a keel full weatherly.”

Then said Walter: “This is a bidding of war.  Come back will I, and the Reddings shall wot of my coming.  Are ye all-boun?”

“Yea,” said Arnold, “we may up anchor this very day, or to-morrow morn at latest.  But what aileth thee, master, that thou starest so wild over my shoulder?  I pray thee take it not so much to heart!  Ever it is the wont of fathers to depart this world before their sons.”

But Walter’s visage from wrathful red had become pale, and he pointed up street, and cried out: “Look! dost thou see?”

“See what, master?” quoth Arnold: “what! here cometh an ape in gay raiment; belike the beast of some jongleur.  Nay, by God’s wounds! ’tis a man, though he be exceeding mis-shapen like a very devil.  Yea and now there cometh a pretty maid going as if she were of his meney; and lo! here, a most goodly and noble lady!  Yea, I see; and doubtless she owneth both the two, and is of the greatest of the folk of this fair city; for on the maiden’s ankle I saw an iron ring, which betokeneth thralldom amongst these aliens.  But this is strange! for notest thou not how the folk in the street heed not this quaint show; nay not even the stately lady, though she be as lovely as a goddess of the gentiles, and beareth on her gems that would buy Langton twice over; surely they must be over-wont to strange and gallant sights.  But now, master, but now!”

“Yea, what is it?” said Walter.

“Why, master, they should not yet be gone out of eye-shot, yet gone they are.  What is become of them, are they sunk into the earth?”

“Tush, man!” said Walter, looking not on Arnold, but still staring down the street; “they have gone into some house while thine eyes were turned from them a moment.”

“Nay, master, nay,” said Arnold, “mine eyes were not off them one instant of time.”

“Well,” said Walter, somewhat snappishly, “they are gone now, and what have we to do to heed such toys, we with all this grief and strife on our hands?  Now would I be alone to turn the matter of thine errand over in my mind.  Meantime do thou tell the shipmaster Geoffrey and our other folk of these tidings, and thereafter get thee all ready; and come hither to me before sunrise to-morrow, and I shall be ready for my part; and so sail we back to Langton.”

Therewith he turned him back into the house, and the others went their ways; but Walter sat alone in his chamber a long while, and pondered these things in his mind.  And whiles he made up his mind that he would think no more of the vision of those three, but would fare back to Langton, and enter into the strife with the Reddings and quell them, or die else.  But lo, when he was quite steady in this doom, and his heart was lightened thereby, he found that he thought no more of the Reddings and their strife, but as matters that were passed and done with, and that now he was thinking and devising if by any means he might find out in what land dwelt those three.  And then again he strove to put that from him, saying that what he had seen was but meet for one brainsick, and a dreamer of dreams.  But furthermore he thought, Yea, and was Arnold, who this last time had seen the images of those three, a dreamer of waking dreams? for he was nought wonted in such wise; then thought he: At least I am well content that he spake to me of their likeness, not I to him; for so I may tell that there was at least something before my eyes which grew not out of mine own brain.  And yet again, why should I follow them; and what should I get by it; and indeed how shall I set about it?

Thus he turned the matter over and over; and at last, seeing that if he grew no foolisher over it, he grew no wiser, he became weary thereof, and bestirred him, and saw to the trussing up of his goods, and made all ready for his departure, and so wore the day and slept at nightfall; and at daybreak comes Arnold to lead him to their keel, which hight the Bartholomew.  He tarried nought, and with few farewells went aboard ship, and an hour after they were in the open sea with the ship’s head turned toward Langton on Holm.






  








CHAPTER IV: STORM BEFALLS THE BARTHOLOMEW, AND SHE IS DRIVEN OFF HER COURSE
 

Now swift sailed the Bartholomew for four weeks toward the north-west with a fair wind, and all was well with ship and crew.  Then the wind died out on even of a day, so that the ship scarce made way at all, though she rolled in a great swell of the sea, so great, that it seemed to ridge all the main athwart.  Moreover down in the west was a great bank of cloud huddled up in haze, whereas for twenty days past the sky had been clear, save for a few bright white clouds flying before the wind.  Now the shipmaster, a man right cunning in his craft, looked long on sea and sky, and then turned and bade the mariners take in sail and be right heedful.  And when Walter asked him what he looked for, and wherefore he spake not to him thereof, he said surlily: “Why should I tell thee what any fool can see without telling, to wit that there is weather to hand?”

So they abode what should befall, and Walter went to his room to sleep away the uneasy while, for the night was now fallen; and he knew no more till he was waked up by great hubbub and clamour of the shipmen, and the whipping of ropes, and thunder of flapping sails, and the tossing and weltering of the ship withal.  But, being a very stout-hearted young man, he lay still in his room, partly because he was a landsman, and had no mind to tumble about amongst the shipmen and hinder them; and withal he said to himself: What matter whether I go down to the bottom of the sea, or come back to Langton, since either way my life or my death will take away from me the fulfilment of desire?  Yet soothly if there hath been a shift of wind, that is not so ill; for then shall we be driven to other lands, and so at the least our home-coming shall be delayed, and other tidings may hap amidst of our tarrying.  So let all be as it will.

So in a little while, in spite of the ship’s wallowing and the tumult of the wind and waves, he fell asleep again, and woke no more till it was full daylight, and there was the shipmaster standing in the door of his room, the sea-water all streaming from his wet-weather raiment.  He said to Walter: “Young master, the sele of the day to thee!  For by good hap we have gotten into another day.  Now I shall tell thee that we have striven to beat, so as not to be driven off our course, but all would not avail, wherefore for these three hours we have been running before the wind; but, fair sir, so big hath been the sea that but for our ship being of the stoutest, and our men all yare, we had all grown exceeding wise concerning the ground of the mid-main.  Praise be to St. Nicholas and all Hallows! for though ye shall presently look upon a new sea, and maybe a new land to boot, yet is that better than looking on the ugly things down below.”

“Is all well with ship and crew then?” said Walter.

“Yea forsooth,” said the shipmaster; “verily the Bartholomew is the darling of Oak Woods; come up and look at it, how she is dealing with wind and waves all free from fear.”

So Walter did on his foul-weather raiment, and went up on to the quarter-deck, and there indeed was a change of days; for the sea was dark and tumbling mountain-high, and the white-horses were running down the valleys thereof, and the clouds drave low over all, and bore a scud of rain along with them; and though there was but a rag of sail on her, the ship flew before the wind, rolling a great wash of water from bulwark to bulwark.

Walter stood looking on it all awhile, holding on by a stay-rope, and saying to himself that it was well that they were driving so fast toward new things.

Then the shipmaster came up to him and clapped him on the shoulder and said: “Well, shipmate, cheer up! and now come below again and eat some meat, and drink a cup with me.”

So Walter went down and ate and drank, and his heart was lighter than it had been since he had heard of his father’s death, and the feud awaiting him at home, which forsooth he had deemed would stay his wanderings a weary while, and therewithal his hopes.  But now it seemed as if he needs must wander, would he, would he not; and so it was that even this fed his hope; so sore his heart clung to that desire of his to seek home to those three that seemed to call him unto them.






  








CHAPTER V: NOW THEY COME TO A NEW LAND
 

Three days they drave before the wind, and on the fourth the clouds lifted, the sun shone out and the offing was clear; the wind had much abated, though it still blew a breeze, and was a head wind for sailing toward the country of Langton.  So then the master said that, since they were bewildered, and the wind so ill to deal with, it were best to go still before the wind that they might make some land and get knowledge of their whereabouts from the folk thereof.  Withal he said that he deemed the land not to be very far distant.

So did they, and sailed on pleasantly enough, for the weather kept on mending, and the wind fell till it was but a light breeze, yet still foul for Langton.

So wore three days, and on the eve of the third, the man from the topmast cried out that he saw land ahead; and so did they all before the sun was quite set, though it were but a cloud no bigger than a man’s hand.

When night fell they struck not sail, but went forth toward the land fair and softly; for it was early summer, so that the nights were neither long nor dark.

But when it was broad daylight, they opened a land, a long shore of rocks and mountains, and nought else that they could see at first.  Nevertheless as day wore and they drew nigher, first they saw how the mountains fell away from the sea, and were behind a long wall of sheer cliff; and coming nigher yet, they beheld a green plain going up after a little in green bents and slopes to the feet of the said cliff-wall.

No city nor haven did they see there, not even when they were far nigher to the land; nevertheless, whereas they hankered for the peace of the green earth after all the tossing and unrest of the sea, and whereas also they doubted not to find at the least good and fresh water, and belike other bait in the plain under the mountains, they still sailed on not unmerrily; so that by nightfall they cast anchor in five-fathom water hard by the shore.

Next morning they found that they were lying a little way off the mouth of a river not right great; so they put out their boats and towed the ship up into the said river, and when they had gone up it for a mile or thereabouts they found the sea water failed, for little was the ebb and flow of the tide on that coast.  Then was the river deep and clear, running between smooth grassy land like to meadows.  Also on their left board they saw presently three head of neat cattle going, as if in a meadow of a homestead in their own land, and a few sheep; and thereafter, about a bow-draught from the river, they saw a little house of wood and straw-thatch under a wooded mound, and with orchard trees about it.  They wondered little thereat, for they knew no cause why that land should not be builded, though it were in the far outlands.  However, they drew their ship up to the bank, thinking that they would at least abide awhile and ask tidings and have some refreshing of the green plain, which was so lovely and pleasant.

But while they were busied herein they saw a man come out of the house, and down to the river to meet them; and they soon saw that he was tall and old, long-hoary of hair and beard, and clad mostly in the skins of beasts.

He drew nigh without any fear or mistrust, and coming close to them gave them the sele of the day in a kindly and pleasant voice.  The shipmaster greeted him in his turn, and said withal: “Old man, art thou the king of this country?”

The elder laughed; “It hath had none other a long while,” said he; “and at least there is no other son of Adam here to gainsay.”

“Thou art alone here then?” said the master.

“Yea,” said the old man; “save for the beasts of the field and the wood, and the creeping things, and fowl.  Wherefore it is sweet to me to hear your voices.”

Said the master: “Where be the other houses of the town?”

The old man laughed.  Said he: “When I said that I was alone, I meant that I was alone in the land and not only alone in this stead.  There is no house save this betwixt the sea and the dwellings of the Bears, over the cliff-wall yonder, yea and a long way over it.”

“Yea,” quoth the shipmaster grinning, “and be the bears of thy country so manlike, that they dwell in builded houses?”

The old man shook his head.  “Sir,” said he, “as to their bodily fashion, it is altogether manlike, save that they be one and all higher and bigger than most.  For they be bears only in name; they be a nation of half wild men; for I have been told by them that there be many more than that tribe whose folk I have seen, and that they spread wide about behind these mountains from east to west.  Now, sir, as to their souls and understandings I warrant them not; for miscreants they be, trowing neither in God nor his hallows.”

Said the master: “Trow they in Mahound then?”

“Nay,” said the elder, “I wot not for sure that they have so much as a false God; though I have it from them that they worship a certain woman with mickle worship.”

Then spake Walter: “Yea, good sir, and how knowest thou that? dost thou deal with them at all?”

Said the old man: “Whiles some of that folk come hither and have of me what I can spare; a calf or two, or a half-dozen of lambs or hoggets; or a skin of wine or cyder of mine own making: and they give me in return such things as I can use, as skins of hart and bear and other peltries; for now I am old, I can but little of the hunting hereabout.  Whiles, also, they bring little lumps of pure copper, and would give me gold also, but it is of little use in this lonely land.  Sooth to say, to me they are not masterful or rough-handed; but glad am I that they have been here but of late, and are not like to come again this while; for terrible they are of aspect, and whereas ye be aliens, belike they would not hold their hands from off you; and moreover ye have weapons and other matters which they would covet sorely.”

Quoth the master: “Since thou dealest with these wild men, will ye not deal with us in chaffer?  For whereas we are come from long travel, we hanker after fresh victual, and here aboard are many things which were for thine avail.”

Said the old man: “All that I have is yours, so that ye do but leave me enough till my next ingathering: of wine and cyder, such as it is, I have plenty for your service; ye may drink it till it is all gone, if ye will: a little corn and meal I have, but not much; yet are ye welcome thereto, since the standing corn in my garth is done blossoming, and I have other meat.  Cheeses have I and dried fish; take what ye will thereof.  But as to my neat and sheep, if ye have sore need of any, and will have them, I may not say you nay: but I pray you if ye may do without them, not to take my milch-beasts or their engenderers; for, as ye have heard me say, the Bear-folk have been here but of late, and they have had of me all I might spare: but now let me tell you, if ye long after flesh-meat, that there is venison of hart and hind, yea, and of buck and doe, to be had on this plain, and about the little woods at the feet of the rock-wall yonder: neither are they exceeding wild; for since I may not take them, I scare them not, and no other man do they see to hurt them; for the Bear-folk come straight to my house, and fare straight home thence.  But I will lead you the nighest way to where the venison is easiest to be gotten.  As to the wares in your ship, if ye will give me aught I will take it with a good will; and chiefly if ye have a fair knife or two and a roll of linen cloth, that were a good refreshment to me.  But in any case what I have to give is free to you and welcome.”

The shipmaster laughed: “Friend,” said he, “we can thee mickle thanks for all that thou biddest us.  And wot well that we be no lifters or sea-thieves to take thy livelihood from thee.  So to-morrow, if thou wilt, we will go with thee and upraise the hunt, and meanwhile we will come aland, and walk on the green grass, and water our ship with thy good fresh water.”

So the old carle went back to his house to make them ready what cheer he might, and the shipmen, who were twenty and one, all told, what with the mariners and Arnold and Walter’s servants, went ashore, all but two who watched the ship and abode their turn.  They went well-weaponed, for both the master and Walter deemed wariness wisdom, lest all might not be so good as it seemed.  They took of their sail-cloths ashore and tilted them in on the meadow betwixt the house and the ship, and the carle brought them what he had for their avail, of fresh fruits, and cheeses, and milk, and wine, and cyder, and honey, and there they feasted nowise ill, and were right fain.






  








CHAPTER VI: THE OLD MAN TELLS WALTER OF HIMSELF.  WALTER SEES A SHARD IN THE CLIFF-WALL
 

But when they had done their meat and drink the master and the shipmen went about the watering of the ship, and the others strayed off along the meadow, so that presently Walter was left alone with the carle, and fell to speech with him and said: “Father, meseemeth thou shouldest have some strange tale to tell, and as yet we have asked thee of nought save meat for our bellies: now if I ask thee concerning thy life, and how thou camest hither, and abided here, wilt thou tell me aught?”

The old man smiled on him and said: “Son, my tale were long to tell; and mayhappen concerning much thereof my memory should fail me; and withal there is grief therein, which I were loth to awaken: nevertheless if thou ask, I will answer as I may, and in any case will tell thee nought save the truth.”

Said Walter: “Well then, hast thou been long here?”

“Yea,” said the carle, “since I was a young man, and a stalwarth knight.”

Said Walter: “This house, didst thou build it, and raise these garths, and plant orchard and vineyard, and gather together the neat and the sheep, or did some other do all this for thee?”

Said the carle: “I did none of all this; there was one here before me, and I entered into his inheritance, as though this were a lordly manor, with a fair castle thereon, and all well stocked and plenished.”

Said Walter: “Didst thou find thy foregoer alive here?”

“Yea,” said the elder, “yet he lived but for a little while after I came to him.”

He was silent a while, and then he said: “I slew him: even so would he have it, though I bade him a better lot.”

Said Walter: “Didst thou come hither of thine own will?”

“Mayhappen,” said the carle; “who knoweth?  Now have I no will to do either this or that.  It is wont that maketh me do, or refrain.”

Said Walter: “Tell me this; why didst thou slay the man? did he any scathe to thee?”

Said the elder: “When I slew him, I deemed that he was doing me all scathe: but now I know that it was not so.  Thus it was: I would needs go where he had been before, and he stood in the path against me; and I overthrew him, and went on the way I would.”

“What came thereof?” said Walter.

“Evil came of it,” said the carle.

Then was Walter silent a while, and the old man spake nothing; but there came a smile in his face that was both sly and somewhat sad.  Walter looked on him and said: “Was it from hence that thou wouldst go that road?”

“Yea,” said the carle.

Said Walter: “And now wilt thou tell me what that road was; whither it went and whereto it led, that thou must needs wend it, though thy first stride were over a dead man?”

“I will not tell thee,” said the carle.

Then they held their peace, both of them, and thereafter got on to other talk of no import.

So wore the day till night came; and they slept safely, and on the morrow after they had broken their fast, the more part of them set off with the carle to the hunting, and they went, all of them, a three hours’ faring towards the foot of the cliffs, which was all grown over with coppice, hazel and thorn, with here and there a big oak or ash-tree; there it was, said the old man, where the venison was most and best.

Of their hunting need nought be said, saving that when the carle had put them on the track of the deer and shown them what to do, he came back again with Walter, who had no great lust for the hunting, and sorely longed to have some more talk with the said carle.  He for his part seemed nought loth thereto, and so led Walter to a mound or hillock amidst the clear of the plain, whence all was to be seen save where the wood covered it; but just before where they now lay down there was no wood, save low bushes, betwixt them and the rock-wall; and Walter noted that whereas otherwhere, save in one place whereto their eyes were turned, the cliffs seemed wellnigh or quite sheer, or indeed in some places beetling over, in that said place they fell away from each other on either side; and before this sinking was a slope or scree, that went gently up toward the sinking of the wall.  Walter looked long and earnestly at this place, and spake nought, till the carle said: “What! thou hast found something before thee to look on.  What is it then?”

Quoth Walter: “Some would say that where yonder slopes run together up towards that sinking in the cliff-wall there will be a pass into the country beyond.”

The carle smiled and said: “Yea, son; nor, so saying, would they err; for that is the pass into the Bear-country, whereby those huge men come down to chaffer with me.”

“Yea,” said Walter; and therewith he turned him a little, and scanned the rock-wall, and saw how a few miles from that pass it turned somewhat sharply toward the sea, narrowing the plain much there, till it made a bight, the face whereof looked wellnigh north, instead of west, as did the more part of the wall.  And in the midst of that northern-looking bight was a dark place which seemed to Walter like a downright shard in the cliff.  For the face of the wall was of a bleak grey, and it was but little furrowed.

So then Walter spake: “Lo, old friend, there yonder is again a place that meseemeth is a pass; whereunto doth that one lead?”  And he pointed to it: but the old man did not follow the pointing of his finger, but, looking down on the ground, answered confusedly, and said:

“Maybe: I wot not.  I deem that it also leadeth into the Bear-country by a roundabout road.  It leadeth into the far land.”

Walter answered nought: for a strange thought had come uppermost in his mind, that the carle knew far more than he would say of that pass, and that he himself might be led thereby to find the wondrous three.  He caught his breath hardly, and his heart knocked against his ribs; but he refrained from speaking for a long while; but at last he spake in a sharp hard voice, which he scarce knew for his own: “Father, tell me, I adjure thee by God and All-hallows, was it through yonder shard that the road lay, when thou must needs make thy first stride over a dead man?”

The old man spake not a while, then he raised his head, and looked Walter full in the eyes, and said in a steady voice: “No, it was not.”  Thereafter they sat looking at each other a while; but at last Walter turned his eyes away, but knew not what they beheld nor where he was, but he was as one in a swoon.  For he knew full well that the carle had lied to him, and that he might as well have said aye as no, and told him, that it verily was by that same shard that he had stridden over a dead man.  Nevertheless he made as little semblance thereof as he might, and presently came to himself, and fell to talking of other matters, that had nought to do with the adventures of the land.  But after a while he spake suddenly, and said: “My master, I was thinking of a thing.”

“Yea, of what?” said the carle.

“Of this,” said Walter; “that here in this land be strange adventures toward, and that if we, and I in especial, were to turn our backs on them, and go home with nothing done, it were pity of our lives: for all will be dull and deedless there.  I was deeming it were good if we tried the adventure.”

“What adventure?” said the old man, rising up on his elbow and staring sternly on him.

Said Walter: “The wending yonder pass to the eastward, whereby the huge men come to thee from out of the Bear-country; that we might see what should come thereof.”

The carle leaned back again, and smiled and shook his head, and spake: “That adventure were speedily proven: death would come of it, my son.”

“Yea, and how?” said Walter.

The carle said: “The big men would take thee, and offer thee up as a blood-offering to that woman, who is their Mawmet.  And if ye go all, then shall they do the like with all of you.”

Said Walter: “Is that sure?”

“Dead sure,” said the carle.

“How knowest thou this?” said Walter.

“I have been there myself,” said the carle.

“Yea,” said Walter, “but thou camest away whole.”

“Art thou sure thereof?” said the carle.

“Thou art alive yet, old man,” said Walter, “for I have seen thee eat thy meat, which ghosts use not to do.”  And he laughed.

But the old man answered soberly: “If I escaped, it was by this, that another woman saved me, and not often shall that befall.  Nor wholly was I saved; my body escaped forsooth.  But where is my soul?  Where is my heart, and my life?  Young man, I rede thee, try no such adventure; but go home to thy kindred if thou canst.  Moreover, wouldst thou fare alone?  The others shall hinder thee.”

Said Walter: “I am the master; they shall do as I bid them: besides, they will be well pleased to share my goods amongst them if I give them a writing to clear them of all charges which might be brought against them.”

“My son! my son!” said the carle, “I pray thee go not to thy death!”

Walter heard him silently, but as if he were persuaded to refrain; and then the old man fell to, and told him much concerning this Bear-folk and their customs, speaking very freely of them; but Walter’s ears were scarce open to this talk: whereas he deemed that he should have nought to do with those wild men; and he durst not ask again concerning the country whereto led the pass on the northward.






  








CHAPTER VII: WALTER COMES TO THE SHARD IN THE ROCK-WALL
 

As they were in converse thus, they heard the hunters blowing on their horns all together; whereon the old man arose, and said: “I deem by the blowing that the hunt will be over and done, and that they be blowing on their fellows who have gone scatter-meal about the wood.  It is now some five hours after noon, and thy men will be getting back with their venison, and will be fainest of the victuals they have caught; therefore will I hasten on before, and get ready fire and water and other matters for the cooking.  Wilt thou come with me, young master, or abide thy men here?”

Walter said lightly: “I will rest and abide them here; since I cannot fail to see them hence as they go on their ways to thine house.  And it may be well that I be at hand to command them and forbid, and put some order amongst them, for rough playmates they be, some of them, and now all heated with the hunting and the joy of the green earth.”  Thus he spoke, as if nought were toward save supper and bed; but inwardly hope and fear were contending in him, and again his heart beat so hard, that he deemed that the carle must surely hear it.  But the old man took him but according to his outward seeming, and nodded his head, and went away quietly toward his house.

When he had been gone a little, Walter rose up heedfully; he had with him a scrip wherein was some cheese and hard-fish, and a little flasket of wine; a short bow he had with him, and a quiver of arrows; and he was girt with a strong and good sword, and a wood-knife withal.  He looked to all this gear that it was nought amiss, and then speedily went down off the mound, and when he was come down, he found that it covered him from men coming out of the wood, if he went straight thence to that shard of the rock-wall where was the pass that led southward.

Now it is no nay that thitherward he turned, and went wisely, lest the carle should make a backward cast, and see him, or lest any straggler of his own folk might happen upon him.

For to say sooth, he deemed that did they wind him, they would be like to let him of his journey.  He had noted the bearings of the cliffs nigh the shard, and whereas he could see their heads everywhere except from the depths of the thicket, he was not like to go astray.

He had made no great way ere he heard the horns blowing all together again in one place, and looking thitherward through the leafy boughs (for he was now amidst of a thicket) he saw his men thronging the mound, and had no doubt therefore that they were blowing on him; but being well under cover he heeded it nought, and lying still a little, saw them go down off the mound and go all of them toward the carle’s house, still blowing as they went, but not faring scatter-meal.  Wherefore it was clear that they were nought troubled about him.

So he went on his way to the shard; and there is nothing to say of his journey till he got before it with the last of the clear day, and entered it straightway.  It was in sooth a downright breach or cleft in the rock-wall, and there was no hill or bent leading up to it, nothing but a tumble of stones before it, which was somewhat uneasy going, yet needed nought but labour to overcome it, and when he had got over this, and was in the very pass itself, he found it no ill going: forsooth at first it was little worse than a rough road betwixt two great stony slopes, though a little trickle of water ran down amidst of it.  So, though it was so nigh nightfall, yet Walter pressed on, yea, and long after the very night was come.  For the moon rose wide and bright a little after nightfall.  But at last he had gone so long, and was so wearied, that he deemed it nought but wisdom to rest him, and so lay down on a piece of greensward betwixt the stones, when he had eaten a morsel out of his satchel, and drunk of the water out of the stream.  There as he lay, if he had any doubt of peril, his weariness soon made it all one to him, for presently he was sleeping as soundly as any man in Langton on Holm.






  








CHAPTER VIII: WALTER WENDS THE WASTE
 

Day was yet young when he awoke: he leapt to his feet, and went down to the stream and drank of its waters, and washed the night off him in a pool thereof, and then set forth on his way again.  When he had gone some three hours, the road, which had been going up all the way, but somewhat gently, grew steeper, and the bent on either side lowered, and lowered, till it sank at last altogether, and then was he on a rough mountain-neck with little grass, and no water; save that now and again was a soft place with a flow amidst of it, and such places he must needs fetch a compass about, lest he be mired.  He gave himself but little rest, eating what he needs must as he went.  The day was bright and calm, so that the sun was never hidden, and he steered by it due south.  All that day he went, and found no more change in that huge neck, save that whiles it was more and whiles less steep.  A little before nightfall he happened on a shallow pool some twenty yards over; and he deemed it good to rest there, since there was water for his avail, though he might have made somewhat more out of the tail end of the day.

When dawn came again he awoke and arose, nor spent much time over his breakfast; but pressed on all he might; and now he said to himself, that whatsoever other peril were athwart his way, he was out of the danger of the chase of his own folk.

All this while he had seen no four-footed beast, save now and again a hill-fox, and once some outlandish kind of hare; and of fowl but very few: a crow or two, a long-winged hawk, and twice an eagle high up aloft.

Again, the third night, he slept in the stony wilderness, which still led him up and up.  Only toward the end of the day, himseemed that it had been less steep for a long while: otherwise nought was changed, on all sides it was nought but the endless neck, wherefrom nought could be seen, but some other part of itself.  This fourth night withal he found no water whereby he might rest, so that he awoke parched, and longing to drink just when the dawn was at its coldest.

But on the fifth morrow the ground rose but little, and at last, when he had been going wearily a long while, and now, hard on noontide, his thirst grieved him sorely, he came on a spring welling out from under a high rock, the water wherefrom trickled feebly away.  So eager was he to drink, that at first he heeded nought else; but when his thirst was fully quenched his eyes caught sight of the stream which flowed from the well, and he gave a shout, for lo! it was running south.  Wherefore it was with a merry heart that he went on, and as he went, came on more streams, all running south or thereabouts.  He hastened on all he might, but in despite of all the speed he made, and that he felt the land now going down southward, night overtook him in that same wilderness.  Yet when he stayed at last for sheer weariness, he lay down in what he deemed by the moonlight to be a shallow valley, with a ridge at the southern end thereof.

He slept long, and when he awoke the sun was high in the heavens, and never was brighter or clearer morning on the earth than was that.  He arose and ate of what little was yet left him, and drank of the water of a stream which he had followed the evening before, and beside which he had laid him down; and then set forth again with no great hope to come on new tidings that day.  But yet when he was fairly afoot, himseemed that there was something new in the air which he breathed, that was soft and bore sweet scents home to him; whereas heretofore, and that especially for the last three or four days, it had been harsh and void, like the face of the desert itself.

So on he went, and presently was mounting the ridge aforesaid, and, as oft happens when one climbs a steep place, he kept his eyes on the ground, till he felt he was on the top of the ridge.  Then he stopped to take breath, and raised his head and looked, and lo! he was verily on the brow of the great mountain-neck, and down below him was the hanging of the great hill-slopes, which fell down, not slowly, as those he had been those days a-mounting, but speedily enough, though with little of broken places or sheer cliffs.  But beyond this last of the desert there was before him a lovely land of wooded hills, green plains, and little valleys, stretching out far and wide, till it ended at last in great blue mountains and white snowy peaks beyond them.

Then for very surprise of joy his spirit wavered, and he felt faint and dizzy, so that he was fain to sit down a while and cover his face with his hands.  Presently he came to his sober mind again, and stood up and looked forth keenly, and saw no sign of any dwelling of man.  But he said to himself that that might well be because the good and well-grassed land was still so far off, and that he might yet look to find men and their dwellings when he had left the mountain wilderness quite behind him: So therewith he fell to going his ways down the mountain, and lost little time therein, whereas he now had his livelihood to look to.






  








CHAPTER IX: WALTER HAPPENETH ON THE FIRST OF THOSE THREE CREATURES
 

What with one thing, what with another, as his having to turn out of his way for sheer rocks, or for slopes so steep that he might not try the peril of them, and again for bogs impassable, he was fully three days more before he had quite come out of the stony waste, and by that time, though he had never lacked water, his scanty victual was quite done, for all his careful husbandry thereof.  But this troubled him little, whereas he looked to find wild fruits here and there and to shoot some small deer, as hare or coney, and make a shift to cook the same, since he had with him flint and fire-steel.  Moreover the further he went, the surer he was that he should soon come across a dwelling, so smooth and fair as everything looked before him.  And he had scant fear, save that he might happen on men who should enthrall him.

But when he was come down past the first green slopes, he was so worn, that he said to himself that rest was better than meat, so little as he had slept for the last three days; so he laid him down under an ash-tree by a stream-side, nor asked what was o’clock, but had his fill of sleep, and even when he awoke in the fresh morning was little fain of rising, but lay betwixt sleeping and waking for some three hours more; then he arose, and went further down the next green bent, yet somewhat slowly because of his hunger-weakness.  And the scent of that fair land came up to him like the odour of one great nosegay.

So he came to where the land was level, and there were many trees, as oak and ash, and sweet-chestnut and wych-elm, and hornbeam and quicken-tree, not growing in a close wood or tangled thicket, but set as though in order on the flowery greensward, even as it might be in a great king’s park.

So came he to a big bird-cherry, whereof many boughs hung low down laden with fruit: his belly rejoiced at the sight, and he caught hold of a bough, and fell to plucking and eating.  But whiles he was amidst of this, he heard suddenly, close anigh him, a strange noise of roaring and braying, not very great, but exceeding fierce and terrible, and not like to the voice of any beast that he knew.  As has been aforesaid, Walter was no faint-heart; but what with the weakness of his travail and hunger, what with the strangeness of his adventure and his loneliness, his spirit failed him; he turned round towards the noise, his knees shook and he trembled: this way and that he looked, and then gave a great cry and tumbled down in a swoon; for close before him, at his very feet, was the dwarf whose image he had seen before, clad in his yellow coat, and grinning up at him from his hideous hairy countenance.

How long he lay there as one dead, he knew not, but when he woke again there was the dwarf sitting on his hams close by him.  And when he lifted up his head, the dwarf sent out that fearful harsh voice again; but this time Walter could make out words therein, and knew that the creature spoke and said:

“How now!  What art thou?  Whence comest?  What wantest?”

Walter sat up and said: “I am a man; I hight Golden Walter; I come from Langton; I want victual.”

Said the dwarf, writhing his face grievously, and laughing forsooth: “I know it all: I asked thee to see what wise thou wouldst lie.  I was sent forth to look for thee; and I have brought thee loathsome bread with me, such as ye aliens must needs eat: take it!”

Therewith he drew a loaf from a satchel which he bore, and thrust it towards Walter, who took it somewhat doubtfully for all his hunger.

The dwarf yelled at him: “Art thou dainty, alien?  Wouldst thou have flesh?  Well, give me thy bow and an arrow or two, since thou art lazy-sick, and I will get thee a coney or a hare, or a quail maybe.  Ah, I forgot; thou art dainty, and wilt not eat flesh as I do, blood and all together, but must needs half burn it in the fire, or mar it with hot water; as they say my Lady does: or as the Wretch, the Thing does; I know that, for I have seen It eating.”

“Nay,” said Walter, “this sufficeth;” and he fell to eating the bread, which was sweet between his teeth.  Then when he had eaten a while, for hunger compelled him, he said to the dwarf: “But what meanest thou by the Wretch and the Thing?  And what Lady is thy Lady?”

The creature let out another wordless roar as of furious anger; and then the words came: “It hath a face white and red, like to thine; and hands white as thine, yea, but whiter; and the like it is underneath its raiment, only whiter still: for I have seen It — yes, I have seen It; ah yes and yes and yes.”

And therewith his words ran into gibber and yelling, and he rolled about and smote at the grass: but in a while he grew quiet again and sat still, and then fell to laughing horribly again, and then said: “But thou, fool, wilt think It fair if thou fallest into Its hands, and wilt repent it thereafter, as I did.  Oh, the mocking and gibes of It, and the tears and shrieks of It; and the knife!  What! sayest thou of my Lady? — What Lady?  O alien, what other Lady is there?  And what shall I tell thee of her? it is like that she made me, as she made the Bear men.  But she made not the Wretch, the Thing; and she hateth It sorely, as I do.  And some day to come—”

Thereat he brake off and fell to wordless yelling a long while, and thereafter spake all panting: “Now I have told thee overmuch, and O if my Lady come to hear thereof.  Now I will go.”

And therewith he took out two more loaves from his wallet, and tossed them to Walter, and so turned and went his ways; whiles walking upright, as Walter had seen his image on the quay of Langton; whiles bounding and rolling like a ball thrown by a lad; whiles scuttling along on all-fours like an evil beast, and ever and anon giving forth that harsh and evil cry.

Walter sat a while after he was out of sight, so stricken with horror and loathing and a fear of he knew not what, that he might not move.  Then he plucked up a heart, and looked to his weapons and put the other loaves into his scrip.

Then he arose and went his ways wondering, yea and dreading, what kind of creature he should next fall in with.  For soothly it seemed to him that it would be worse than death if they were all such as this one; and that if it were so, he must needs slay and be slain.






  








CHAPTER X: WALTER HAPPENETH ON ANOTHER CREATURE IN THE STRANGE LAND
 

But as he went on through the fair and sweet land so bright and sun-litten, and he now rested and fed, the horror and fear ran off from him, and he wandered on merrily, neither did aught befall him save the coming of night, when he laid him down under a great spreading oak with his drawn sword ready to hand, and fell asleep at once, and woke not till the sun was high.

Then he arose and went on his way again; and the land was no worser than yesterday; but even better, it might be; the greensward more flowery, the oaks and chestnuts greater.  Deer of diverse kinds he saw, and might easily have got his meat thereof; but he meddled not with them since he had his bread, and was timorous of lighting a fire.  Withal he doubted little of having some entertainment; and that, might be, nought evil; since even that fearful dwarf had been courteous to him after his kind, and had done him good and not harm.  But of the happening on the Wretch and the Thing, whereof the dwarf spake, he was yet somewhat afeard.

After he had gone a while and whenas the summer morn was at its brightest, he saw a little way ahead a grey rock rising up from amidst of a ring of oak-trees; so he turned thither straightway; for in this plain-land he had seen no rocks heretofore; and as he went he saw that there was a fountain gushing out from under the rock, which ran thence in a fair little stream.  And when he had the rock and the fountain and the stream clear before him, lo! a child of Adam sitting beside the fountain under the shadow of the rock.  He drew a little nigher, and then he saw that it was a woman, clad in green like the sward whereon she lay.  She was playing with the welling out of the water, and she had trussed up her sleeves to the shoulder that she might thrust her bare arms therein.  Her shoes of black leather lay on the grass beside her, and her feet and legs yet shone with the brook.

Belike amidst the splashing and clatter of the water she did not hear him drawing nigh, so that he was close to her before she lifted up her face and saw him, and he beheld her, that it was the maiden of the thrice-seen pageant.  She reddened when she saw him, and hastily covered up her legs with her gown-skirt, and drew down the sleeves over her arms, but otherwise stirred not.  As for him, he stood still, striving to speak to her; but no word might he bring out, and his heart beat sorely.

But the maiden spake to him in a clear sweet voice, wherein was now no trouble: “Thou art an alien, art thou not?  For I have not seen thee before.”

“Yea,” he said, “I am an alien; wilt thou be good to me?”

She said: “And why not?  I was afraid at first, for I thought it had been the King’s Son.  I looked to see none other; for of goodly men he has been the only one here in the land this long while, till thy coming.”

He said: “Didst thou look for my coming at about this time?”

“O nay,” she said; “how might I?”

Said Walter: “I wot not; but the other man seemed to be looking for me, and knew of me, and he brought me bread to eat.”

She looked on him anxiously, and grew somewhat pale, as she said: “What other one?”

Now Walter did not know what the dwarf might be to her, fellow-servant or what not, so he would not show his loathing of him; but answered wisely: “The little man in the yellow raiment.”

But when she heard that word, she went suddenly very pale, and leaned her head aback, and beat the air with her hands; but said presently in a faint voice: “I pray thee talk not of that one while I am by, nor even think of him, if thou mayest forbear.”

He spake not, and she was a little while before she came to herself again; then she opened her eyes, and looked upon Walter and smiled kindly on him, as though to ask his pardon for having scared him.  Then she rose up in her place, and stood before him; and they were nigh together, for the stream betwixt them was little.

But he still looked anxiously upon her and said: “Have I hurt thee?  I pray thy pardon.”

She looked on him more sweetly still, and said: “O nay; thou wouldst not hurt me, thou!”

Then she blushed very red, and he in like wise; but afterwards she turned pale, and laid a hand on her breast, and Walter cried out hastily: “O me!  I have hurt thee again.  Wherein have I done amiss?”

“In nought, in nought,” she said; “but I am troubled, I wot not wherefore; some thought hath taken hold of me, and I know it not.  Mayhappen in a little while I shall know what troubles me.  Now I bid thee depart from me a little, and I will abide here; and when thou comest back, it will either be that I have found it out or not; and in either case I will tell thee.”

She spoke earnestly to him; but he said: “How long shall I abide away?”

Her face was troubled as she answered him: “For no long while.”

He smiled on her and turned away, and went a space to the other side of the oak-trees, whence she was still within eyeshot.  There he abode until the time seemed long to him; but he schooled himself and forbore; for he said: Lest she send me away again.  So he abided until again the time seemed long to him, and she called not to him: but once again he forbore to go; then at last he arose, and his heart beat and he trembled, and he walked back again speedily, and came to the maiden, who was still standing by the rock of the spring, her arms hanging down, her eyes downcast.  She looked up at him as he drew nigh, and her face changed with eagerness as she said: “I am glad thou art come back, though it be no long while since thy departure” (sooth to say it was scarce half an hour in all).  “Nevertheless I have been thinking many things, and thereof will I now tell thee.”

He said: “Maiden, there is a river betwixt us, though it be no big one.  Shall I not stride over, and come to thee, that we may sit down together side by side on the green grass?”

“Nay,” she said, “not yet; tarry a while till I have told thee of matters.  I must now tell thee of my thoughts in order.”

Her colour went and came now, and she plaited the folds of her gown with restless fingers.  At last she said: “Now the first thing is this; that though thou hast seen me first only within this hour, thou hast set thine heart upon me to have me for thy speech-friend and thy darling.  And if this be not so, then is all my speech, yea and all my hope, come to an end at once.”

“O yea!” said Walter, “even so it is: but how thou hast found this out I wot not; since now for the first time I say it, that thou art indeed my love, and my dear and my darling.”

“Hush,” she said, “hush! lest the wood have ears, and thy speech is loud: abide, and I shall tell thee how I know it.  Whether this thy love shall outlast the first time that thou holdest my body in thine arms, I wot not, nor dost thou.  But sore is my hope that it may be so; for I also, though it be but scarce an hour since I set eyes on thee, have cast mine eyes on thee to have thee for my love and my darling, and my speech-friend.  And this is how I wot that thou lovest me, my friend.  Now is all this dear and joyful, and overflows my heart with sweetness.  But now must I tell thee of the fear and the evil which lieth behind it.”

Then Walter stretched out his hands to her, and cried out: “Yea, yea!  But whatever evil entangle us, now we both know these two things, to wit, that thou lovest me, and I thee, wilt thou not come hither, that I may cast mine arms about thee, and kiss thee, if not thy kind lips or thy friendly face at all, yet at least thy dear hand: yea, that I may touch thy body in some wise?”

She looked on him steadily, and said softly: “Nay, this above all things must not be; and that it may not be is a part of the evil which entangles us.  But hearken, friend, once again I tell thee that thy voice is over loud in this wilderness fruitful of evil.  Now I have told thee, indeed, of two things whereof we both wot; but next I must needs tell thee of things whereof I wot, and thou wottest not.  Yet this were better, that thou pledge thy word not to touch so much as one of my hands, and that we go together a little way hence away from these tumbled stones, and sit down upon the open greensward; whereas here is cover if there be spying abroad.”

Again, as she spoke, she turned very pale; but Walter said: “Since it must be so, I pledge thee my word to thee as I love thee.”

And therewith she knelt down, and did on her foot-gear, and then sprang lightly over the rivulet; and then the twain of them went side by side some half a furlong thence, and sat down, shadowed by the boughs of a slim quicken-tree growing up out of the greensward, whereon for a good space around was neither bush nor brake.

There began the maiden to talk soberly, and said: “This is what I must needs say to thee now, that thou art come into a land perilous for any one that loveth aught of good; from which, forsooth, I were fain that thou wert gotten away safely, even though I should die of longing for thee.  As for myself, my peril is, in a measure, less than thine; I mean the peril of death.  But lo, thou, this iron on my foot is token that I am a thrall, and thou knowest in what wise thralls must pay for transgressions.  Furthermore, of what I am, and how I came hither, time would fail me to tell; but somewhile, maybe, I shall tell thee.  I serve an evil mistress, of whom I may say that scarce I wot if she be a woman or not; but by some creatures is she accounted for a god, and as a god is heried; and surely never god was crueller nor colder than she.  Me she hateth sorely; yet if she hated me little or nought, small were the gain to me if it were her pleasure to deal hardly by me.  But as things now are, and are like to be, it would not be for her pleasure, but for her pain and loss, to make an end of me, therefore, as I said e’en now, my mere life is not in peril with her; unless, perchance, some sudden passion get the better of her, and she slay me, and repent of it thereafter.  For so it is, that if it be the least evil of her conditions that she is wanton, at least wanton she is to the letter.  Many a time hath she cast the net for the catching of some goodly young man; and her latest prey (save it be thou) is the young man whom I named, when first I saw thee, by the name of the King’s Son.  He is with us yet, and I fear him; for of late hath he wearied of her, though it is but plain truth to say of her, that she is the wonder of all Beauties of the World.  He hath wearied of her, I say, and hath cast his eyes upon me, and if I were heedless, he would betray me to the uttermost of the wrath of my mistress.  For needs must I say of him, though he be a goodly man, and now fallen into thralldom, that he hath no bowels of compassion; but is a dastard, who for an hour’s pleasure would undo me, and thereafter would stand by smiling and taking my mistress’s pardon with good cheer, while for me would be no pardon.  Seest thou, therefore, how it is with me between these two cruel fools?  And moreover there are others of whom I will not even speak to thee.”

And therewith she put her hands before her face, and wept, and murmured: “Who shall deliver me from this death in life?”

But Walter cried out: “For what else am I come hither, I, I?”

And it was a near thing that he did not take her in his arms, but he remembered his pledged word, and drew aback from her in terror, whereas he had an inkling of why she would not suffer it; and he wept with her.

But suddenly the Maid left weeping, and said in a changed voice: “Friend, whereas thou speakest of delivering me, it is more like that I shall deliver thee.  And now I pray thy pardon for thus grieving thee with my grief, and that more especially because thou mayst not solace thy grief with kisses and caresses; but so it was, that for once I was smitten by the thought of the anguish of this land, and the joy of all the world besides.”

Therewith she caught her breath in a half-sob, but refrained her and went on: “Now dear friend and darling, take good heed to all that I shall say to thee, whereas thou must do after the teaching of my words.  And first, I deem by the monster having met thee at the gates of the land, and refreshed thee, that the Mistress hath looked for thy coming; nay, by thy coming hither at all, that she hath cast her net and caught thee.  Hast thou noted aught that might seem to make this more like?”

Said Walter: “Three times in full daylight have I seen go past me the images of the monster and thee and a glorious lady, even as if ye were alive.”

And therewith he told her in few words how it had gone with him since that day on the quay at Langton.

She said: “Then it is no longer perhaps, but certain, that thou art her latest catch; and even so I deemed from the first: and, dear friend, this is why I have not suffered thee to kiss or caress me, so sore as I longed for thee.  For the Mistress will have thee for her only, and hath lured thee hither for nought else; and she is wise in wizardry (even as some deal am I), and wert thou to touch me with hand or mouth on my naked flesh, yea, or were it even my raiment, then would she scent the savour of thy love upon me, and then, though it may be she would spare thee, she would not spare me.”

Then was she silent a little, and seemed very downcast, and Walter held his peace from grief and confusion and helplessness; for of wizardry he knew nought.

At last the Maid spake again, and said: “Nevertheless we will not die redeless.  Now thou must look to this, that from henceforward it is thee, and not the King’s Son, whom she desireth, and that so much the more that she hath not set eyes on thee.  Remember this, whatsoever her seeming may be to thee.  Now, therefore, shall the King’s Son be free, though he know it not, to cast his love on whomso he will; and, in a way, I also shall be free to yeasay him.  Though, forsooth, so fulfilled is she with malice and spite, that even then she may turn round on me to punish me for doing that which she would have me do.  Now let me think of it.”

Then was she silent a good while, and spoke at last: “Yea, all things are perilous, and a perilous rede I have thought of, whereof I will not tell thee as yet; so waste not the short while by asking me.  At least the worst will be no worse than what shall come if we strive not against it.  And now, my friend, amongst perils it is growing more and more perilous that we twain should be longer together.  But I would say one thing yet; and maybe another thereafter.  Thou hast cast thy love upon one who will be true to thee, whatsoever may befall; yet is she a guileful creature, and might not help it her life long, and now for thy very sake must needs be more guileful now than ever before.  And as for me, the guileful, my love have I cast upon a lovely man, and one true and simple, and a stout-heart; but at such a pinch is he, that if he withstand all temptation, his withstanding may belike undo both him and me.  Therefore swear we both of us, that by both of us shall all guile and all falling away be forgiven on the day when we shall be free to love each the other as our hearts will.”

Walter cried out: “O love, I swear it indeed! thou art my Hallow, and I will swear it as on the relics of a Hallow; on thy hands and thy feet I swear it.”

The words seemed to her a dear caress; and she laughed, and blushed, and looked full kindly on him; and then her face grew solemn, and she said: “On thy life I swear it!”

Then she said: “Now is there nought for thee to do but to go hence straight to the Golden House, which is my Mistress’s house, and the only house in this land (save one which I may not see), and lieth southward no long way.  How she will deal with thee, I wot not; but all I have said of her and thee and the King’s Son is true.  Therefore I say to thee, be wary and cold at heart, whatsoever outward semblance thou mayst make.  If thou have to yield thee to her, then yield rather late than early, so as to gain time.  Yet not so late as to seem shamed in yielding for fear’s sake.  Hold fast to thy life, my friend, for in warding that, thou wardest me from grief without remedy.  Thou wilt see me ere long; it may be to-morrow, it may be some days hence.  But forget not, that what I may do, that I am doing.  Take heed also that thou pay no more heed to me, or rather less, than if thou wert meeting a maiden of no account in the streets of thine own town.  O my love! barren is this first farewell, as was our first meeting; but surely shall there be another meeting better than the first, and the last farewell may be long and long yet.”

Therewith she stood up, and he knelt before her a little while without any word, and then arose and went his ways; but when he had gone a space he turned about, and saw her still standing in the same place; she stayed a moment when she saw him turn, and then herself turned about.

So he departed through the fair land, and his heart was full with hope and fear as he went.






  








CHAPTER XI: WALTER HAPPENETH ON THE MISTRESS
 

It was but a little after noon when Walter left the Maid behind: he steered south by the sun, as the Maid had bidden him, and went swiftly; for, as a good knight wending to battle, the time seemed long to him till he should meet the foe.

So an hour before sunset he saw something white and gay gleaming through the boles of the oak-trees, and presently there was clear before him a most goodly house builded of white marble, carved all about with knots and imagery, and the carven folk were all painted of their lively colours, whether it were their raiment or their flesh, and the housings wherein they stood all done with gold and fair hues.  Gay were the windows of the house; and there was a pillared porch before the great door, with images betwixt the pillars both of men and beasts: and when Walter looked up to the roof of the house, he saw that it gleamed and shone; for all the tiles were of yellow metal, which he deemed to be of very gold.

All this he saw as he went, and tarried not to gaze upon it; for he said, Belike there will be time for me to look on all this before I die.  But he said also, that, though the house was not of the greatest, it was beyond compare of all houses of the world.

Now he entered it by the porch, and came into a hall many-pillared, and vaulted over, the walls painted with gold and ultramarine, the floor dark, and spangled with many colours, and the windows glazed with knots and pictures.  Midmost thereof was a fountain of gold, whence the water ran two ways in gold-lined runnels, spanned twice with little bridges of silver.  Long was that hall, and now not very light, so that Walter was come past the fountain before he saw any folk therein: then he looked up toward the high-seat, and himseemed that a great light shone thence, and dazzled his eyes; and he went on a little way, and then fell on his knees; for there before him on the high-seat sat that wondrous Lady, whose lively image had been shown to him thrice before; and she was clad in gold and jewels, as he had erst seen her.  But now she was not alone; for by her side sat a young man, goodly enough, so far as Walter might see him, and most richly clad, with a jewelled sword by his side, and a chaplet of gems on his head.  They held each other by the hand, and seemed to be in dear converse together; but they spake softly, so that Walter might not hear what they said, till at last the man spake aloud to the Lady: “Seest thou not that there is a man in the hall?”

“Yea,” she said, “I see him yonder, kneeling on his knees; let him come nigher and give some account of himself.”

So Walter stood up and drew nigh, and stood there, all shamefaced and confused, looking on those twain, and wondering at the beauty of the Lady.  As for the man, who was slim, and black-haired, and straight-featured, for all his goodliness Walter accounted him little, and nowise deemed him to look chieftain-like.

Now the Lady spake not to Walter any more than erst; but at last the man said: “Why doest thou not kneel as thou didst erewhile?”

Walter was on the point of giving him back a fierce answer; but the Lady spake and said: “Nay, friend, it matters not whether he kneel or stand; but he may say, if he will, what he would have of me, and wherefore he is come hither.”

Then spake Walter, for as wroth and ashamed as he was: “Lady, I have strayed into this land, and have come to thine house as I suppose, and if I be not welcome, I may well depart straightway, and seek a way out of thy land, if thou wouldst drive me thence, as well as out of thine house.”

Thereat the Lady turned and looked on him, and when her eyes met his, he felt a pang of fear and desire mingled shoot through his heart.  This time she spoke to him; but coldly, without either wrath or any thought of him: “Newcomer,” she said, “I have not bidden thee hither; but here mayst thou abide a while if thou wilt; nevertheless, take heed that here is no King’s Court.  There is, forsooth, a folk that serveth me (or, it may be, more than one), of whom thou wert best to know nought.  Of others I have but two servants, whom thou wilt see; and the one is a strange creature, who should scare thee or scathe thee with a good will, but of a good will shall serve nought save me; the other is a woman, a thrall, of little avail, save that, being compelled, she will work woman’s service for me, but whom none else shall compel . . . Yea, but what is all this to thee; or to me that I should tell it to thee?  I will not drive thee away; but if thine entertainment please thee not, make no plaint thereof to me, but depart at thy will.  Now is this talk betwixt us overlong, since, as thou seest, I and this King’s Son are in converse together.  Art thou a King’s Son?”

“Nay, Lady,” said Walter, “I am but of the sons of the merchants.”

“It matters not,” she said; “go thy ways into one of the chambers.”

And straightway she fell a-talking to the man who sat beside her concerning the singing of the birds beneath her window in the morning; and of how she had bathed her that day in a pool of the woodlands, when she had been heated with hunting, and so forth; and all as if there had been none there save her and the King’s Son.

But Walter departed all ashamed, as though he had been a poor man thrust away from a rich kinsman’s door; and he said to himself that this woman was hateful, and nought love-worthy, and that she was little like to tempt him, despite all the fairness of her body.

No one else he saw in the house that even; he found meat and drink duly served on a fair table, and thereafter he came on a goodly bed, and all things needful, but no child of Adam to do him service, or bid him welcome or warning.  Nevertheless he ate, and drank, and slept, and put off thought of all these things till the morrow, all the more as he hoped to see the kind maiden some time betwixt sunrise and sunset on that new day.






  








CHAPTER XII: THE WEARING OF FOUR DAYS IN THE WOOD BEYOND THE WORLD
 

He arose betimes, but found no one to greet him, neither was there any sound of folk moving within the fair house; so he but broke his fast, and then went forth and wandered amongst the trees, till he found him a stream to bathe in, and after he had washed the night off him he lay down under a tree thereby for a while, but soon turned back toward the house, lest perchance the Maid should come thither and he should miss her.

It should be said that half a bow-shot from the house on that side (i.e. due north thereof) was a little hazel-brake, and round about it the trees were smaller of kind than the oaks and chestnuts he had passed through before, being mostly of birch and quicken-beam and young ash, with small wood betwixt them; so now he passed through the thicket, and, coming to the edge thereof, beheld the Lady and the King’s Son walking together hand in hand, full lovingly by seeming.

He deemed it unmeet to draw back and hide him, so he went forth past them toward the house.  The King’s Son scowled on him as he passed, but the Lady, over whose beauteous face flickered the joyous morning smiles, took no more heed of him than if he had been one of the trees of the wood.  But she had been so high and disdainful with him the evening before, that he thought little of that.  The twain went on, skirting the hazel-copse, and he could not choose but turn his eyes on them, so sorely did the Lady’s beauty draw them.  Then befell another thing; for behind them the boughs of the hazels parted, and there stood that little evil thing, he or another of his kind; for he was quite unclad, save by his fell of yellowy-brown hair, and that he was girt with a leathern girdle, wherein was stuck an ugly two-edged knife: he stood upright a moment, and cast his eyes at Walter and grinned, but not as if he knew him; and scarce could Walter say whether it were the one he had seen, or another: then he cast himself down on his belly, and fell to creeping through the long grass like a serpent, following the footsteps of the Lady and her lover; and now, as he crept, Walter deemed, in his loathing, that the creature was liker to a ferret than aught else.  He crept on marvellous swiftly, and was soon clean out of sight.  But Walter stood staring after him for a while, and then lay down by the copse-side, that he might watch the house and the entry thereof; for he thought, now perchance presently will the kind maiden come hither to comfort me with a word or two.  But hour passed by hour, and still she came not; and still he lay there, and thought of the Maid, and longed for her kindness and wisdom, till he could not refrain his tears, and wept for the lack of her.  Then he arose, and went and sat in the porch, and was very downcast of mood.

But as he sat there, back comes the Lady again, the King’s Son leading her by the hand; they entered the porch, and she passed by him so close that the odour of her raiment filled all the air about him, and the sleekness of her side nigh touched him, so that he could not fail to note that her garments were somewhat disarrayed, and that she kept her right hand (for her left the King’s Son held) to her bosom to hold the cloth together there, whereas the rich raiment had been torn off from her right shoulder.  As they passed by him, the King’s Son once more scowled on him, wordless, but even more fiercely than before; and again the Lady heeded him nought.

After they had gone on a while, he entered the hall, and found it empty from end to end, and no sound in it save the tinkling of the fountain; but there was victual set on the board.  He ate and drank thereof to keep life lusty within him, and then went out again to the wood-side to watch and to long; and the time hung heavy on his hands because of the lack of the fair Maiden.

He was of mind not to go into the house to his rest that night, but to sleep under the boughs of the forest.  But a little after sunset he saw a bright-clad image moving amidst the carven images of the porch, and the King’s Son came forth and went straight to him, and said: “Thou art to enter the house, and go into thy chamber forthwith, and by no means to go forth of it betwixt sunset and sunrise.  My Lady will not away with thy prowling round the house in the night-tide.”

Therewith he turned away, and went into the house again; and Walter followed him soberly, remembering how the Maid had bidden him forbear.  So he went to his chamber, and slept.

But amidst of the night he awoke and deemed that he heard a voice not far off, so he crept out of his bed and peered around, lest, perchance, the Maid had come to speak with him; but his chamber was dusk and empty: then he went to the window and looked out, and saw the moon shining bright and white upon the greensward.  And lo! the Lady walking with the King’s Son, and he clad in thin and wanton raiment, but she in nought else save what God had given her of long, crispy yellow hair.  Then was Walter ashamed to look on her, seeing that there was a man with her, and gat him back to his bed; but yet a long while ere he slept again he had the image before his eyes of the fair woman on the dewy moonlit grass.

The next day matters went much the same way, and the next also, save that his sorrow was increased, and he sickened sorely of hope deferred.  On the fourth day also the forenoon wore as erst; but in the heat of the afternoon Walter sought to the hazel-copse, and laid him down there hard by a little clearing thereof, and slept from very weariness of grief.  There, after a while, he woke with words still hanging in his ears, and he knew at once that it was they twain talking together.

The King’s Son had just done his say, and now it was the Lady beginning in her honey-sweet voice, low but strong, wherein even was a little of huskiness; she said: “Otto, belike it were well to have a little patience, till we find out what the man is, and whence he cometh; it will always be easy to rid us of him; it is but a word to our Dwarf-king, and it will be done in a few minutes.”

“Patience!” said the King’s Son, angrily; “I wot not how to have patience with him; for I can see of him that he is rude and violent and headstrong, and a low-born wily one.  Forsooth, he had patience enough with me the other even, when I rated him in, like the dog that he is, and he had no manhood to say one word to me.  Soothly, as he followed after me, I had a mind to turn about and deal him a buffet on the face, to see if I could but draw one angry word from him.”

The Lady laughed, and said: “Well, Otto, I know not; that which thou deemest dastardy in him may be but prudence and wisdom, and he an alien, far from his friends and nigh to his foes.  Perchance we shall yet try him what he is.  Meanwhile, I rede thee try him not with buffets, save he be weaponless and with bounden hands; or else I deem that but a little while shalt thou be fain of thy blow.”

Now when Walter heard her words and the voice wherein they were said, he might not forbear being stirred by them, and to him, all lonely there, they seemed friendly.

But he lay still, and the King’s Son answered the Lady and said: “I know not what is in thine heart concerning this runagate, that thou shouldst bemock me with his valiancy, whereof thou knowest nought.  If thou deem me unworthy of thee, send me back safe to my father’s country; I may look to have worship there; yea, and the love of fair women belike.”

Therewith it seemed as if he had put forth his hand to the Lady to caress her, for she said: “Nay, lay not thine hand on my shoulder, for to-day and now it is not the hand of love, but of pride and folly, and would-be mastery.  Nay, neither shalt thou rise up and leave me until thy mood is softer and kinder to me.”

Then was there silence betwixt them a while, and thereafter the King’s Son spake in a wheedling voice: “My goddess, I pray thee pardon me!  But canst thou wonder that I fear thy wearying of me, and am therefore peevish and jealous? thou so far above the Queens of the World, and I a poor youth that without thee were nothing!”

She answered nought, and he went on again: “Was it not so, O goddess, that this man of the sons of the merchants was little heedful of thee, and thy loveliness and thy majesty?”

She laughed and said: “Maybe he deemed not that he had much to gain of us, seeing thee sitting by our side, and whereas we spake to him coldly and sternly and disdainfully.  Withal, the poor youth was dazzled and shamefaced before us; that we could see in the eyes and the mien of him.”

Now this she spoke so kindly and sweetly, that again was Walter all stirred thereat; and it came into his mind that it might be she knew he was anigh and hearing her, and that she spake as much for him as for the King’s Son: but that one answered: “Lady, didst thou not see somewhat else in his eyes, to wit, that they had but of late looked on some fair woman other than thee?  As for me, I deem it not so unlike that on the way to thine hall he may have fallen in with thy Maid.”

He spoke in a faltering voice, as if shrinking from some storm that might come.  And forsooth the Lady’s voice was changed as she answered, though there was no outward heat in it; rather it was sharp and eager and cold at once.  She said: “Yea, that is not ill thought of; but we may not always keep our thrall in mind.  If it be so as thou deemest, we shall come to know it most like when we next fall in with her; or if she hath been shy this time, then shall she pay the heavier for it; for we will question her by the Fountain in the Hall as to what betid by the Fountain of the Rock.”

Spake the King’s Son, faltering yet more: “Lady, were it not better to question the man himself? the Maid is stout-hearted, and will not be speedily quelled into a true tale; whereas the man I deem of no account.”

“No, no,” said the Lady sharply, “it shall not be.”

Then was she silent a while; and then she said: “How if the man should prove to be our master?”

“Nay, our Lady,” said the King’s Son, “thou art jesting with me; thou and thy might and thy wisdom, and all that thy wisdom may command, to be over-mastered by a gangrel churl!”

“But how if I will not have it command, King’s Son?” said the Lady.  “I tell thee I know thine heart, but thou knowest not mine.  But be at peace!  For since thou hast prayed for this woman — nay, not with thy words, I wot, but with thy trembling hands, and thine anxious eyes, and knitted brow — I say, since thou hast prayed for her so earnestly, she shall escape this time.  But whether it will be to her gain in the long run, I misdoubt me.  See thou to that, Otto! thou who hast held me in thine arms so oft.  And now thou mayest depart if thou wilt.”

It seemed to Walter as if the King’s Son were dumbfoundered at her words: he answered nought, and presently he rose from the ground, and went his ways slowly toward the house.  The Lady lay there a little while, and then went her ways also; but turned away from the house toward the wood at the other end thereof, whereby Walter had first come thither.

As for Walter, he was confused in mind and shaken in spirit; and withal he seemed to see guile and cruel deeds under the talk of those two, and waxed wrathful thereat.  Yet he said to himself, that nought might he do, but was as one bound hand and foot, till he had seen the Maid again.






  








CHAPTER XIII: NOW IS THE HUNT UP
 

Next morning was he up betimes, but he was cast down and heavy of heart, not looking for aught else to betide than had betid those last four days.  But otherwise it fell out; for when he came down into the hall, there was the lady sitting on the high-seat all alone, clad but in a coat of white linen; and she turned her head when she heard his footsteps, and looked on him, and greeted him, and said: “Come hither, guest.”

So he went and stood before her, and she said: “Though as yet thou hast had no welcome here, and no honour, it hath not entered into thine heart to flee from us; and to say sooth, that is well for thee, for flee away from our hand thou mightest not, nor mightest thou depart without our furtherance.  But for this we can thee thank, that thou hast abided here our bidding and eaten thine heart through the heavy wearing of four days, and made no plaint.  Yet I cannot deem thee a dastard; thou so well knit and shapely of body, so clear-eyed and bold of visage.  Wherefore now I ask thee, art thou willing to do me service, thereby to earn thy guesting?”

Walter answered her, somewhat faltering at first, for he was astonished at the change which had come over her; for now she spoke to him in friendly wise, though indeed as a great lady would speak to a young man ready to serve her in all honour.  Said he: “Lady, I can thank thee humbly and heartily in that thou biddest me do thee service; for these days past I have loathed the emptiness of the hours, and nought better could I ask for than to serve so glorious a Mistress in all honour.”

She frowned somewhat, and said: “Thou shalt not call me Mistress; there is but one who so calleth me, that is my thrall; and thou art none such.  Thou shalt call me Lady, and I shall be well pleased that thou be my squire, and for this present thou shalt serve me in the hunting.  So get thy gear; take thy bow and arrows, and gird thee to thy sword.  For in this fair land may one find beasts more perilous than be buck or hart.  I go now to array me; we will depart while the day is yet young; for so make we the summer day the fairest.”

He made obeisance to her, and she arose and went to her chamber, and Walter dight himself, and then abode her in the porch; and in less than an hour she came out of the hall, and Walter’s heart beat when he saw that the Maid followed her hard at heel, and scarce might he school his eyes not to gaze over-eagerly at his dear friend.  She was clad even as she was before, and was changed in no wise, save that love troubled her face when she first beheld him, and she had much ado to master it: howbeit the Mistress heeded not the trouble of her, or made no semblance of heeding it, till the Maiden’s face was all according to its wont.

But this Walter found strange, that after all that disdain of the Maid’s thralldom which he had heard of the Mistress, and after all the threats against her, now was the Mistress become mild and debonaire to her, as a good lady to her good maiden.  When Walter bowed the knee to her, she turned unto the Maid, and said: “Look thou, my Maid, at this fair new Squire that I have gotten!  Will not he be valiant in the greenwood?  And see whether he be well shapen or not.  Doth he not touch thine heart, when thou thinkest of all the woe, and fear, and trouble of the World beyond the Wood, which he hath escaped, to dwell in this little land peaceably, and well-beloved both by the Mistress and the Maid?  And thou, my Squire, look a little at this fair slim Maiden, and say if she pleaseth thee not: didst thou deem that we had any thing so fair in this lonely place?”

Frank and kind was the smile on her radiant visage, nor did she seem to note any whit the trouble on Walter’s face, nor how he strove to keep his eyes from the Maid.  As for her, she had so wholly mastered her countenance, that belike she used her face guilefully, for she stood as one humble but happy, with a smile on her face, blushing, and with her head hung down as if shamefaced before a goodly young man, a stranger.

But the Lady looked upon her kindly and said: “Come hither, child, and fear not this frank and free young man, who belike feareth thee a little, and full certainly feareth me; and yet only after the manner of men.”

And therewith she took the Maid by the hand and drew her to her, and pressed her to her bosom, and kissed her cheeks and her lips, and undid the lacing of her gown and bared a shoulder of her, and swept away her skirt from her feet; and then turned to Walter and said: “Lo thou, Squire! is not this a lovely thing to have grown up amongst our rough oak-boles?  What! art thou looking at the iron ring there?  It is nought, save a token that she is mine, and that I may not be without her.”

Then she took the Maid by the shoulders and turned her about as in sport, and said: “Go thou now, and bring hither the good grey ones; for needs must we bring home some venison to-day, whereas this stout warrior may not feed on nought save manchets and honey.”

So the Maid went her way, taking care, as Walter deemed, to give no side glance to him.  But he stood there shamefaced, so confused with all this openhearted kindness of the great Lady and with the fresh sight of the darling beauty of the Maid, that he went nigh to thinking that all he had heard since he had come to the porch of the house that first time was but a dream of evil.

But while he stood pondering these matters, and staring before him as one mazed, the Lady laughed out in his face, and touched him on the arm and said: “Ah, our Squire, is it so that now thou hast seen my Maid thou wouldst with a good will abide behind to talk with her?  But call to mind thy word pledged to me e’en now!  And moreover I tell thee this for thy behoof now she is out of ear-shot, that I will above all things take thee away to-day: for there be other eyes, and they nought uncomely, that look at whiles on my fair-ankled thrall; and who knows but the swords might be out if I take not the better heed, and give thee not every whit of thy will.”

As she spoke and moved forward, he turned a little, so that now the edge of that hazel-coppice was within his eye-shot, and he deemed that once more he saw the yellow-brown evil thing crawling forth from the thicket; then, turning suddenly on the Lady, he met her eyes, and seemed in one moment of time to find a far other look in them than that of frankness and kindness; though in a flash they changed back again, and she said merrily and sweetly: “So, so, Sir Squire, now art thou awake again, and mayest for a little while look on me.”

Now it came into his head, with that look of hers, all that might befall him and the Maid if he mastered not his passion, nor did what he might to dissemble; so he bent the knee to her, and spoke boldly to her in her own vein, and said: “Nay, most gracious of ladies, never would I abide behind to-day since thou farest afield.  But if my speech be hampered, or mine eyes stray, is it not because my mind is confused by thy beauty, and the honey of kind words which floweth from thy mouth?”

She laughed outright at his word, but not disdainfully, and said: “This is well spoken, Squire, and even what a squire should say to his liege lady, when the sun is up on a fair morning, and she and he and all the world are glad.”

She stood quite near him as she spoke, her hand was on his shoulder, and her eyes shone and sparkled.  Sooth to say, that excusing of his confusion was like enough in seeming to the truth; for sure never creature was fashioned fairer than she: clad she was for the greenwood as the hunting-goddess of the Gentiles, with her green gown gathered unto her girdle, and sandals on her feet; a bow in her hand and a quiver at her back: she was taller and bigger of fashion than the dear Maiden, whiter of flesh, and more glorious, and brighter of hair; as a flower of flowers for fairness and fragrance.

She said: “Thou art verily a fair squire before the hunt is up, and if thou be as good in the hunting, all will be better than well, and the guest will be welcome.  But lo! here cometh our Maid with the good grey ones.  Go meet her, and we will tarry no longer than for thy taking the leash in hand.”

So Walter looked, and saw the Maid coming with two couple of great hounds in the leash straining against her as she came along.  He ran lightly to meet her, wondering if he should have a look, or a half-whisper from her; but she let him take the white thongs from her hand, with the same half-smile of shamefacedness still set on her face, and, going past him, came softly up to the Lady, swaying like a willow-branch in the wind, and stood before her, with her arms hanging down by her sides.  Then the Lady turned to her, and said: “Look to thyself, our Maid, while we are away.  This fair young man thou needest not to fear indeed, for he is good and leal; but what thou shalt do with the King’s Son I wot not.  He is a hot lover forsooth, but a hard man; and whiles evil is his mood, and perilous both to thee and me.  And if thou do his will, it shall be ill for thee; and if thou do it not, take heed of him, and let me, and me only, come between his wrath and thee.  I may do somewhat for thee.  Even yesterday he was instant with me to have thee chastised after the manner of thralls; but I bade him keep silence of such words, and jeered him and mocked him, till he went away from me peevish and in anger.  So look to it that thou fall not into any trap of his contrivance.”

Then the Maid cast herself at the Mistress’s feet, and kissed and embraced them; and as she rose up, the Lady laid her hand lightly on her head, and then, turning to Walter, cried out: “Now, Squire, let us leave all these troubles and wiles and desires behind us, and flit through the merry greenwood like the Gentiles of old days.”

And therewith she drew up the laps of her gown till the whiteness of her knees was seen, and set off swiftly toward the wood that lay south of the house, and Walter followed, marvelling at her goodliness; nor durst he cast a look backward to the Maiden, for he knew that she desired him, and it was her only that he looked to for his deliverance from this house of guile and lies.






  








CHAPTER XIV: THE HUNTING OF THE HART
 

As they went, they found a change in the land, which grew emptier of big and wide-spreading trees, and more beset with thickets.  From one of these they roused a hart, and Walter let slip his hounds thereafter and he and the Lady followed running.  Exceeding swift was she, and well-breathed withal, so that Walter wondered at her; and eager she was in the chase as the very hounds, heeding nothing the scratching of briars or the whipping of stiff twigs as she sped on.  But for all their eager hunting, the quarry outran both dogs and folk, and gat him into a great thicket, amidmost whereof was a wide plash of water.  Into the thicket they followed him, but he took to the water under their eyes and made land on the other side; and because of the tangle of underwood, he swam across much faster than they might have any hope to come round on him; and so were the hunters left undone for that time.

So the Lady cast herself down on the green grass anigh the water, while Walter blew the hounds in and coupled them up; then he turned round to her, and lo! she was weeping for despite that they had lost the quarry; and again did Walter wonder that so little a matter should raise a passion of tears in her.  He durst not ask what ailed her, or proffer her solace, but was not ill apaid by beholding her loveliness as she lay.

Presently she raised up her head and turned to Walter, and spake to him angrily and said: “Squire, why dost thou stand staring at me like a fool?”

“Yea, Lady,” he said; “but the sight of thee maketh me foolish to do aught else but to look on thee.”

She said, in a peevish voice: “Tush, Squire, the day is too far spent for soft and courtly speeches; what was good there is nought so good here.  Withal, I know more of thine heart than thou deemest.”

Walter hung down his head and reddened, and she looked on him, and her face changed, and she smiled and said, kindly this time: “Look ye, Squire, I am hot and weary, and ill-content; but presently it will be better with me; for my knees have been telling my shoulders that the cold water of this little lake will be sweet and pleasant this summer noonday, and that I shall forget my foil when I have taken my pleasure therein.  Wherefore, go thou with thine hounds without the thicket and there abide my coming.  And I bid thee look not aback as thou goest, for therein were peril to thee: I shall not keep thee tarrying long alone.”

He bowed his head to her, and turned and went his ways.  And now, when he was a little space away from her, he deemed her indeed a marvel of women, and wellnigh forgat all his doubts and fears concerning her, whether she were a fair image fashioned out of lies and guile, or it might be but an evil thing in the shape of a goodly woman.  Forsooth, when he saw her caressing the dear and friendly Maid, his heart all turned against her, despite what his eyes and his ears told his mind, and she seemed like as it were a serpent enfolding the simplicity of the body which he loved.

But now it was all changed, and he lay on the grass and longed for her coming; which was delayed for somewhat more than an hour.  Then she came back to him, smiling and fresh and cheerful, her green gown let down to her heels.

He sprang up to meet her, and she came close to him, and spake from a laughing face: “Squire, hast thou no meat in thy wallet?  For, meseemeth, I fed thee when thou wert hungry the other day; do thou now the same by me.”

He smiled, and louted to her, and took his wallet and brought out thence bread and flesh and wine, and spread them all out before her on the green grass, and then stood by humbly before her.  But she said: “Nay, my Squire, sit down by me and eat with me, for to-day are we both hunters together.”

So he sat down by her trembling, but neither for awe of her greatness, nor for fear and horror of her guile and sorcery.

A while they sat there together after they had done their meat, and the Lady fell a-talking with Walter concerning the parts of the earth, and the manners of men, and of his journeyings to and fro.

At last she said: “Thou hast told me much and answered all my questions wisely, and as my good Squire should, and that pleaseth me.  But now tell me of the city wherein thou wert born and bred; a city whereof thou hast hitherto told me nought.”

“Lady,” he said, “it is a fair and a great city, and to many it seemeth lovely.  But I have left it, and now it is nothing to me.”

“Hast thou not kindred there?” said she.

“Yea,” said he, “and foemen withal; and a false woman waylayeth my life there.”

“And what was she?” said the Lady.

Said Walter: “She was but my wife.”

“Was she fair?” said the Lady.

Walter looked on her a while, and then said: “I was going to say that she was wellnigh as fair as thou; but that may scarce be.  Yet was she very fair.  But now, kind and gracious Lady, I will say this word to thee: I marvel that thou askest so many things concerning the city of Langton on Holm, where I was born, and where are my kindred yet; for meseemeth that thou knowest it thyself.”

“I know it, I?” said the Lady.

“What, then! thou knowest it not?” said Walter.

Spake the Lady, and some of her old disdain was in her words: “Dost thou deem that I wander about the world and its cheaping-steads like one of the chap-men?  Nay, I dwell in the Wood beyond the World, and nowhere else.  What hath put this word into thy mouth?”

He said: “Pardon me, Lady, if I have misdone; but thus it was: Mine own eyes beheld thee going down the quays of our city, and thence a ship-board, and the ship sailed out of the haven.  And first of all went a strange dwarf, whom I have seen here, and then thy Maid; and then went thy gracious and lovely body.”

The Lady’s face changed as he spoke, and she turned red and then pale, and set her teeth; but she refrained her, and said: “Squire, I see of thee that thou art no liar, nor light of wit, therefore I suppose that thou hast verily seen some appearance of me; but never have I been in Langton, nor thought thereof, nor known that such a stead there was until thou namedst it e’en now.  Wherefore, I deem that an enemy hath cast the shadow of me on the air of that land.”

“Yea, my Lady,” said Walter; “and what enemy mightest thou have to have done this?”

She was slow of answer, but spake at last from a quivering mouth of anger: “Knowest thou not the saw, that a man’s foes are they of his own house?  If I find out for a truth who hath done this, the said enemy shall have an evil hour with me.”

Again she was silent, and she clenched her hands and strained her limbs in the heat of her anger; so that Walter was afraid of her, and all his misgivings came back to his heart again, and he repented that he had told her so much.  But in a little while all that trouble and wrath seemed to flow off her, and again was she of good cheer, and kind and sweet to him and she said: “But in sooth, however it may be, I thank thee, my Squire and friend, for telling me hereof.  And surely no wyte do I lay on thee.  And, moreover, is it not this vision which hath brought thee hither?”

“So it is, Lady,” said he.

“Then have we to thank it,” said the Lady, “and thou art welcome to our land.”

And therewith she held out her hand to him, and he took it on his knees and kissed it: and then it was as if a red-hot iron had run through his heart, and he felt faint, and bowed down his head.  But he held her hand yet, and kissed it many times, and the wrist and the arm, and knew not where he was.

But she drew a little away from him, and arose and said: “Now is the day wearing, and if we are to bear back any venison we must buckle to the work.  So arise, Squire, and take the hounds and come with me; for not far off is a little thicket which mostly harbours foison of deer, great and small.  Let us come our ways.”






  








CHAPTER XV: THE SLAYING OF THE QUARRY
 

So they walked on quietly thence some half a mile, and ever the Lady would have Walter to walk by her side, and not follow a little behind her, as was meet for a servant to do; and she touched his hand at whiles as she showed him beast and fowl and tree, and the sweetness of her body overcame him, so that for a while he thought of nothing save her.

Now when they were come to the thicket-side, she turned to him and said: “Squire, I am no ill woodman, so that thou mayst trust me that we shall not be brought to shame the second time; and I shall do sagely; so nock an arrow to thy bow, and abide me here, and stir not hence; for I shall enter this thicket without the hounds, and arouse the quarry for thee; and see that thou be brisk and clean-shooting, and then shalt thou have a reward of me.”

Therewith she drew up her skirts through her girdle again, took her bent bow in her hand, and drew an arrow out of the quiver, and stepped lightly into the thicket, leaving him longing for the sight of her, as he hearkened to the tread of her feet on the dry leaves, and the rustling of the brake as she thrust through it.

Thus he stood for a few minutes, and then he heard a kind of gibbering cry without words, yet as of a woman, coming from the thicket, and while his heart was yet gathering the thought that something had gone amiss, he glided swiftly, but with little stir, into the brake.

He had gone but a little way ere he saw the Lady standing there in a narrow clearing, her face pale as death, her knees cleaving together, her body swaying and tottering, her hands hanging down, and the bow and arrow fallen to the ground; and ten yards before her a great-headed yellow creature crouching flat to the earth and slowly drawing nigher.

He stopped short; one arrow was already notched to the string, and another hung loose to the lesser fingers of his string-hand.  He raised his right hand, and drew and loosed in a twinkling; the shaft flew close to the Lady’s side, and straightway all the wood rung with a huge roar, as the yellow lion turned about to bite at the shaft which had sunk deep into him behind the shoulder, as if a bolt out of the heavens had smitten him.  But straightway had Walter loosed again, and then, throwing down his bow, he ran forward with his drawn sword gleaming in his hand, while the lion weltered and rolled, but had no might to move forward.  Then Walter went up to him warily and thrust him through to the heart, and leapt aback, lest the beast might yet have life in him to smite; but he left his struggling, his huge voice died out, and he lay there moveless before the hunter.

Walter abode a little, facing him, and then turned about to the Lady, and she had fallen down in a heap whereas she stood, and lay there all huddled up and voiceless.  So he knelt down by her, and lifted up her head, and bade her arise, for the foe was slain.  And after a little she stretched out her limbs, and turned about on the grass, and seemed to sleep, and the colour came into her face again, and it grew soft and a little smiling.  Thus she lay awhile, and Walter sat by her watching her, till at last she opened her eyes and sat up, and knew him, and smiling on him said: “What hath befallen, Squire, that I have slept and dreamed?”

He answered nothing, till her memory came back to her, and then she arose, trembling and pale, and said: “Let us leave this wood, for the Enemy is therein.”

And she hastened away before him till they came out at the thicket-side whereas the hounds had been left, and they were standing there uneasy and whining; so Walter coupled them, while the Lady stayed not, but went away swiftly homeward, and Walter followed.

At last she stayed her swift feet, and turned round on Walter, and said: “Squire, come hither.”

So did he, and she said: “I am weary again; let us sit under this quicken-tree, and rest us.”

So they sat down, and she sat looking between her knees a while; and at last she said: “Why didst thou not bring the lion’s hide?”

He said: “Lady, I will go back and flay the beast, and bring on the hide.”

And he arose therewith, but she caught him by the skirts and drew him down, and said: “Nay, thou shalt not go; abide with me.  Sit down again.”

He did so, and she said: “Thou shalt not go from me; for I am afraid: I am not used to looking on the face of death.”

She grew pale as she spoke, and set a hand to her breast, and sat so a while without speaking.  At last she turned to him smiling, and said: “How was it with the aspect of me when I stood before the peril of the Enemy?”  And she laid a hand upon his.

“O gracious one,” quoth he, “thou wert, as ever, full lovely, but I feared for thee.”

She moved not her hand from his, and she said: “Good and true Squire, I said ere I entered the thicket e’en now that I would reward thee if thou slewest the quarry.  He is dead, though thou hast left the skin behind upon the carcase.  Ask now thy reward, but take time to think what it shall be.”

He felt her hand warm upon his, and drew in the sweet odour of her mingled with the woodland scents under the hot sun of the afternoon, and his heart was clouded with manlike desire of her.  And it was a near thing but he had spoken, and craved of her the reward of the freedom of her Maid, and that he might depart with her into other lands; but as his mind wavered betwixt this and that, the Lady, who had been eyeing him keenly, drew her hand away from him; and therewith doubt and fear flowed into his mind, and he refrained him of speech.

Then she laughed merrily and said: “The good Squire is shamefaced; he feareth a lady more than a lion.  Will it be a reward to thee if I bid thee to kiss my cheek?”

Therewith she leaned her face toward him, and he kissed her well-favouredly, and then sat gazing on her, wondering what should betide to him on the morrow.

Then she arose and said: “Come, Squire, and let us home; be not abashed, there shall be other rewards hereafter.”

So they went their ways quietly; and it was nigh sunset against they entered the house again.  Walter looked round for the Maid, but beheld her not; and the Lady said to him: “I go to my chamber, and now is thy service over for this day.”

Then she nodded to him friendly and went her ways.






  








CHAPTER XVI: OF THE KING’S SON AND THE MAID
 

But as for Walter, he went out of the house again, and fared slowly over the woodlawns till he came to another close thicket or brake; he entered from mere wantonness, or that he might be the more apart and hidden, so as to think over his case.  There he lay down under the thick boughs, but could not so herd his thoughts that they would dwell steady in looking into what might come to him within the next days; rather visions of those two women and the monster did but float before him, and fear and desire and the hope of life ran to and fro in his mind.

As he lay thus he heard footsteps drawing near, and he looked between the boughs, and though the sun had just set, he could see close by him a man and a woman going slowly, and they hand in hand; at first he deemed it would be the King’s Son and the Lady, but presently he saw that it was the King’s Son indeed, but that it was the Maid whom he was holding by the hand.  And now he saw of him that his eyes were bright with desire, and of her that she was very pale.  Yet when he heard her begin to speak, it was in a steady voice that she said: “King’s Son, thou hast threatened me oft and unkindly, and now thou threatenest me again, and no less unkindly.  But whatever were thy need herein before, now is there no more need; for my Mistress, of whom thou wert weary, is now grown weary of thee, and belike will not now reward me for drawing thy love to me, as once she would have done; to wit, before the coming of this stranger.  Therefore I say, since I am but a thrall, poor and helpless, betwixt you two mighty ones, I have no choice but to do thy will.”

As she spoke she looked all round about her, as one distraught by the anguish of fear.  Walter, amidst of his wrath and grief, had wellnigh drawn his sword and rushed out of his lair upon the King’s Son.  But he deemed it sure that, so doing, he should undo the Maid altogether, and himself also belike, so he refrained him, though it were a hard matter.

The Maid had stayed her feet now close to where Walter lay, some five yards from him only, and he doubted whether she saw him not from where she stood.  As to the King’s Son, he was so intent upon the Maid, and so greedy of her beauty, that it was not like that he saw anything.

Now moreover Walter looked, and deemed that he beheld something through the grass and bracken on the other side of those two, an ugly brown and yellow body, which, if it were not some beast of the foumart kind, must needs be the monstrous dwarf, or one of his kin; and the flesh crept upon Walter’s bones with the horror of him.  But the King’s Son spoke unto the Maid: “Sweetling, I shall take the gift thou givest me, neither shall I threaten thee any more, howbeit thou givest it not very gladly or graciously.”

She smiled on him with her lips alone, for her eyes were wandering and haggard.  “My lord,” she said, “is not this the manner of women?”

“Well,” he said, “I say that I will take thy love even so given.  Yet let me hear again that thou lovest not that vile newcomer, and that thou hast not seen him, save this morning along with my Lady.  Nay now, thou shalt swear it.”

“What shall I swear by?” she said.

Quoth he, “Thou shalt swear by my body;” and therewith he thrust himself close up against her; but she drew her hand from his, and laid it on his breast, and said: “I swear it by thy body.”

He smiled on her licorously, and took her by the shoulders, and kissed her face many times, and then stood aloof from her, and said: “Now have I had hansel: but tell me, when shall I come to thee?”

She spoke out clearly: “Within three days at furthest; I will do thee to wit of the day and the hour to-morrow, or the day after.”

He kissed her once more, and said: “Forget it not, or the threat holds good.”

And therewith he turned about and went his ways toward the house; and Walter saw the yellow-brown thing creeping after him in the gathering dusk.

As for the Maid, she stood for a while without moving, and looking after the King’s Son and the creature that followed him.  Then she turned about to where Walter lay and lightly put aside the boughs, and Walter leapt up, and they stood face to face.  She said softly but eagerly: “Friend, touch me not yet!”

He spake not, but looked on her sternly.  She said: “Thou art angry with me?”

Still he spake not; but she said: “Friend, this at least I will pray thee; not to play with life and death; with happiness and misery.  Dost thou not remember the oath which we swore each to each but a little while ago?  And dost thou deem that I have changed in these few days?  Is thy mind concerning thee and me the same as it was?  If it be not so, now tell me.  For now have I the mind to do as if neither thou nor I are changed to each other, whoever may have kissed mine unwilling lips, or whomsoever thy lips may have kissed.  But if thou hast changed, and wilt no longer give me thy love, nor crave mine, then shall this steel” (and she drew a sharp knife from her girdle) “be for the fool and the dastard who hath made thee wroth with me, my friend, and my friend that I deemed I had won.  And then let come what will come!  But if thou be nought changed, and the oath yet holds, then, when a little while hath passed, may we thrust all evil and guile and grief behind us, and long joy shall lie before us, and long life, and all honour in death: if only thou wilt do as I bid thee, O my dear, and my friend, and my first friend!”

He looked on her, and his breast heaved up as all the sweetness of her kind love took hold on him, and his face changed, and the tears filled his eyes and ran over, and rained down before her, and he stretched out his hand toward her.

Then she said exceeding sweetly: “Now indeed I see that it is well with me, yea, and with thee also.  A sore pain it is to me, that not even now may I take thine hand, and cast mine arms about thee, and kiss the lips that love me.  But so it has to be.  My dear, even so I were fain to stand here long before thee, even if we spake no more word to each other; but abiding here is perilous; for there is ever an evil spy upon my doings, who has now as I deem followed the King’s Son to the house, but who will return when he has tracked him home thither: so we must sunder.  But belike there is yet time for a word or two: first, the rede which I had thought on for our deliverance is now afoot, though I durst not tell thee thereof, nor have time thereto.  But this much shall I tell thee, that whereas great is the craft of my Mistress in wizardry, yet I also have some little craft therein, and this, which she hath not, to change the aspect of folk so utterly that they seem other than they verily are; yea, so that one may have the aspect of another.  Now the next thing is this: whatsoever my Mistress may bid thee, do her will therein with no more nay-saying than thou deemest may please her.  And the next thing: wheresoever thou mayst meet me, speak not to me, make no sign to me, even when I seem to be all alone, till I stoop down and touch the ring on my ankle with my right hand; but if I do so, then stay thee, without fail, till I speak.  The last thing I will say to thee, dear friend, ere we both go our ways, this it is.  When we are free, and thou knowest all that I have done, I pray thee deem me not evil and wicked, and be not wroth with me for my deed; whereas thou wottest well that I am not in like plight with other women.  I have heard tell that when the knight goeth to the war, and hath overcome his foes by the shearing of swords and guileful tricks, and hath come back home to his own folk, they praise him and bless him, and crown him with flowers, and boast of him before God in the minster for his deliverance of friend and folk and city.  Why shouldst thou be worse to me than this?  Now is all said, my dear and my friend; farewell, farewell!”

Therewith she turned and went her ways toward the house in all speed, but making somewhat of a compass.  And when she was gone, Walter knelt down and kissed the place where her feet had been, and arose thereafter, and made his way toward the house, he also, but slowly, and staying oft on his way.






  








CHAPTER XVII: OF THE HOUSE AND THE PLEASANCE IN THE WOOD
 

On the morrow morning Walter loitered a while about the house till the morn was grown old, and then about noon he took his bow and arrows and went into the woods to the northward, to get him some venison.  He went somewhat far ere he shot him a fawn, and then he sat him down to rest under the shade of a great chestnut-tree, for it was not far past the hottest of the day.  He looked around thence and saw below him a little dale with a pleasant stream running through it, and he bethought him of bathing therein, so he went down and had his pleasure of the water and the willowy banks; for he lay naked a while on the grass by the lip of the water, for joy of the flickering shade, and the little breeze that ran over the down-long ripples of the stream.

Then he did on his raiment, and began to come his ways up the bent, but had scarce gone three steps ere he saw a woman coming towards him from downstream.  His heart came into his mouth when he saw her, for she stooped and reached down her arm, as if she would lay her hand on her ankle, so that at first he deemed it had been the Maid, but at the second eye-shot he saw that it was the Mistress.  She stood still and looked on him, so that he deemed she would have him come to her.  So he went to meet her, and grew somewhat shamefaced as he drew nigher, and wondered at her, for now was she clad but in one garment of some dark grey silky stuff, embroidered with, as it were, a garland of flowers about the middle, but which was so thin that, as the wind drifted it from side and limb, it hid her no more, but for the said garland, than if water were running over her: her face was full of smiling joy and content as she spake to him in a kind, caressing voice, and said: “I give thee good day, good Squire, and well art thou met.”  And she held out her hand to him.  He knelt down before her and kissed it, and abode still upon his knees, and hanging down his head.

But she laughed outright, and stooped down to him, and put her hand to his arms, and raised him up, and said to him: “What is this, my Squire, that thou kneelest to me as to an idol?”

He said faltering: “I wot not; but perchance thou art an idol; and I fear thee.”

“What!” she said, “more than yesterday, whenas thou sawest me afraid?”

Said he: “Yea, for that now I see thee unhidden, and meseemeth there hath been none such since the old days of the Gentiles.”

She said: “Hast thou not yet bethought thee of a gift to crave of me, a reward for the slaying of mine enemy, and the saving of me from death?”

“O my Lady,” he said, “even so much would I have done for any other lady, or, forsooth, for any poor man; for so my manhood would have bidden me.  Speak not of gifts to me then.  Moreover” (and he reddened therewith, and his voice faltered), “didst thou not give me my sweet reward yesterday?  What more durst I ask?”

She held her peace awhile, and looked on him keenly; and he reddened under her gaze.  Then wrath came into her face, and she reddened and knit her brows, and spake to him in a voice of anger, and said: “Nay, what is this?  It is growing in my mind that thou deemest the gift of me unworthy!  Thou, an alien, an outcast; one endowed with the little wisdom of the World without the Wood!  And here I stand before thee, all glorious in my nakedness, and so fulfilled of wisdom, that I can make this wilderness to any whom I love more full of joy than the kingdoms and cities of the world — and thou! — Ah, but it is the Enemy that hath done this, and made the guileless guileful!  Yet will I have the upper hand at least, though thou suffer for it, and I suffer for thee.”

Walter stood before her with hanging head, and he put forth his hands as if praying off her anger, and pondered what answer he should make; for now he feared for himself and the Maid; so at last he looked up to her, and said boldly: “Nay, Lady, I know what thy words mean, whereas I remember thy first welcome of me.  I wot, forsooth, that thou wouldst call me base-born, and of no account, and unworthy to touch the hem of thy raiment; and that I have been over-bold, and guilty towards thee; and doubtless this is sooth, and I have deserved thine anger: but I will not ask thee to pardon me, for I have done but what I must needs.”

She looked on him calmly now, and without any wrath, but rather as if she would read what was written in his inmost heart.  Then her face changed into joyousness again, and she smote her palms together, and cried out: “This is but foolish talk; for yesterday did I see thy valiancy, and to-day I have seen thy goodliness; and I say, that though thou mightest not be good enough for a fool woman of the earthly baronage, yet art thou good enough for me, the wise and the mighty, and the lovely.  And whereas thou sayest that I gave thee but disdain when first thou camest to us, grudge not against me therefor, because it was done but to prove thee; and now thou art proven.”

Then again he knelt down before her, and embraced her knees, and again she raised him up, and let her arm hang down over his shoulder, and her cheek brush his cheek; and she kissed his mouth and said: “Hereby is all forgiven, both thine offence and mine; and now cometh joy and merry days.”

Therewith her smiling face grew grave, and she stood before him looking stately and gracious and kind at once, and she took his hand and said: “Thou mightest deem my chamber in the Golden House of the Wood over-queenly, since thou art no masterful man.  So now hast thou chosen well the place wherein to meet me to-day, for hard by on the other side of the stream is a bower of pleasance, which, forsooth, not every one who cometh to this land may find; there shall I be to thee as one of the up-country damsels of thine own land, and thou shalt not be abashed.”

She sidled up to him as she spoke, and would he, would he not, her sweet voice tickled his very soul with pleasure, and she looked aside on him happy and well-content.

So they crossed the stream by the shallow below the pool wherein Walter had bathed, and within a little they came upon a tall fence of flake-hurdles, and a simple gate therein.  The Lady opened the same, and they entered thereby into a close all planted as a most fair garden, with hedges of rose and woodbine, and with linden-trees a-blossom, and long ways of green grass betwixt borders of lilies and clove-gilliflowers, and other sweet garland-flowers.  And a branch of the stream which they had crossed erewhile wandered through that garden; and in the midst was a little house built of post and pan, and thatched with yellow straw, as if it were new done.

Then Walter looked this way and that, and wondered at first, and tried to think in his mind what should come next, and how matters would go with him; but his thought would not dwell steady on any other matter than the beauty of the Lady amidst the beauty of the garden; and withal she was now grown so sweet and kind, and even somewhat timid and shy with him, that scarce did he know whose hand he held, or whose fragrant bosom and sleek side went so close to him.

So they wandered here and there through the waning of the day, and when they entered at last into the cool dusk house, then they loved and played together, as if they were a pair of lovers guileless, with no fear for the morrow, and no seeds of enmity and death sown betwixt them.






  








CHAPTER XVIII: THE MAID GIVES WALTER TRYST
 

Now, on the morrow, when Walter was awake, he found there was no one lying beside him, and the day was no longer very young; so he arose, and went through the garden from end to end, and all about, and there was none there; and albeit that he dreaded to meet the Lady there, yet was he sad at heart and fearful of what might betide.  Howsoever, he found the gate whereby they had entered yesterday, and he went out into the little dale; but when he had gone a step or two he turned about, and could see neither garden nor fence, nor any sign of what he had seen thereof but lately.  He knit his brow and stood still to think of it, and his heart grew the heavier thereby; but presently he went his ways and crossed the stream, but had scarce come up on to the grass on the further side, ere he saw a woman coming to meet him, and at first, full as he was of the tide of yesterday and the wondrous garden, deemed that it would be the Lady; but the woman stayed her feet, and, stooping, laid a hand on her right ankle, and he saw that it was the Maid.  He drew anigh to her, and saw that she was nought so sad of countenance as the last time she had met him, but flushed of cheek and bright-eyed.

As he came up to her she made a step or two to meet him, holding out her two hands, and then refrained her, and said smiling: “Ah, friend, belike this shall be the last time that I shall say to thee, touch me not, nay, not so much as my hand, or if it were but the hem of my raiment.”

The joy grew up in his heart, and he gazed on her fondly, and said: “Why, what hath befallen of late?”

“O friend,” she began, “this hath befallen.”

But as he looked on her, the smile died from her face, and she became deadly pale to the very lips; she looked askance to her left side, whereas ran the stream; and Walter followed her eyes, and deemed for one instant that he saw the misshapen yellow visage of the dwarf peering round from a grey rock, but the next there was nothing.  Then the Maid, though she were as pale as death, went on in a clear, steady, hard voice, wherein was no joy or kindness, keeping her face to Walter and her back to the stream: “This hath befallen, friend, that there is no longer any need to refrain thy love nor mine; therefore I say to thee, come to my chamber (and it is the red chamber over against thine, though thou knewest it not) an hour before this next midnight, and then thy sorrow and mine shall be at an end: and now I must needs depart.  Follow me not, but remember!”

And therewith she turned about and fled like the wind down the stream.

But Walter stood wondering, and knew not what to make of it, whether it were for good or ill: for he knew now that she had paled and been seized with terror because of the upheaving of the ugly head; and yet she had seemed to speak out the very thing she had to say.  Howsoever it were, he spake aloud to himself: Whatever comes, I will keep tryst with her.

Then he drew his sword, and turned this way and that, looking all about if he might see any sign of the Evil Thing; but nought might his eyes behold, save the grass, and the stream, and the bushes of the dale.  So then, still holding his naked sword in his hand, he clomb the bent out of the dale; for that was the only way he knew to the Golden House; and when he came to the top, and the summer breeze blew in his face, and he looked down a fair green slope beset with goodly oaks and chestnuts, he was refreshed with the life of the earth, and he felt the good sword in his fist, and knew that there was might and longing in him, and the world seemed open unto him.

So he smiled, if it were somewhat grimly, and sheathed his sword and went on toward the house.






  








CHAPTER XIX: WALTER GOES TO FETCH HOME THE LION’S HIDE
 

He entered the cool dusk through the porch, and, looking down the pillared hall, saw beyond the fountain a gleam of gold, and when he came past the said fountain he looked up to the high-seat, and lo! the Lady sitting there clad in her queenly raiment.  She called to him, and he came; and she hailed him, and spake graciously and calmly, yet as if she knew nought of him save as the leal servant of her, a high Lady.  “Squire,” she said, “we have deemed it meet to have the hide of the servant of the Enemy, the lion to wit, whom thou slewest yesterday, for a carpet to our feet; wherefore go now, take thy wood-knife, and flay the beast, and bring me home his skin.  This shall be all thy service for this day, so mayst thou do it at thine own leisure, and not weary thyself.  May good go with thee.”

He bent the knee before her, and she smiled on him graciously, but reached out no hand for him to kiss, and heeded him but little.  Wherefore, in spite of himself, and though he knew somewhat of her guile, he could not help marvelling that this should be she who had lain in his arms night-long but of late.

Howso that might be, he took his way toward the thicket where he had slain the lion, and came thither by then it was afternoon, at the hottest of the day.  So he entered therein, and came to the very place whereas the Lady had lain, when she fell down before the terror of the lion; and there was the mark of her body on the grass where she had lain that while, like as it were the form of a hare.  But when Walter went on to where he had slain that great beast, lo! he was gone, and there was no sign of him; but there were Walter’s own footprints, and the two shafts which he had shot, one feathered red, and one blue.  He said at first: Belike someone hath been here, and hath had the carcase away.  Then he laughed in very despite, and said: How may that be, since there are no signs of dragging away of so huge a body, and no blood or fur on the grass if they had cut him up, and moreover no trampling of feet, as if there had been many men at the deed.  Then was he all abashed, and again laughed in scorn of himself, and said: Forsooth I deemed I had done manly; but now forsooth I shot nought, and nought there was before the sword of my father’s son.  And what may I deem now, but that this is a land of mere lies, and that there is nought real and alive therein save me.  Yea, belike even these trees and the green grass will presently depart from me, and leave me falling down through the clouds.

Therewith he turned away, and gat him to the road that led to the Golden House, wondering what next should befall him, and going slowly as he pondered his case.  So came he to that first thicket where they had lost their quarry by water; so he entered the same, musing, and bathed him in the pool that was therein, after he had wandered about it awhile, and found nothing new.

So again he set him to the homeward road, when the day was now waning, and it was near sunset that he was come nigh unto the house, though it was hidden from him as then by a low bent that rose before him; and there he abode and looked about him.

Now as he looked, over the said bent came the figure of a woman, who stayed on the brow thereof and looked all about her, and then ran swiftly down to meet Walter, who saw at once that it was the Maid.

She made no stay then till she was but three paces from him, and then she stooped down and made the sign to him, and then spake to him breathlessly, and said: “Hearken! but speak not till I have done: I bade thee to-night’s meeting because I saw that there was one anigh whom I must needs beguile.  But by thine oath, and thy love, and all that thou art, I adjure thee come not unto me this night as I bade thee! but be hidden in the hazel-copse outside the house, as it draws toward midnight, and abide me there.  Dost thou hearken, and wilt thou?  Say yes or no in haste, for I may not tarry a moment of time.  Who knoweth what is behind me?”

“Yes,” said Walter hastily; “but friend and love—”

“No more,” she said; “hope the best;” and turning from him she ran away swiftly, not by the way she had come, but sideways, as though to reach the house by fetching a compass.

But Walter went slowly on his way, thinking within himself that now at that present moment there was nought for it but to refrain him from doing, and to let others do; yet deemed he that it was little manly to be as the pawn upon the board, pushed about by the will of others.

Then, as he went, he bethought him of the Maiden’s face and aspect, as she came running to him, and stood before him for that minute; and all eagerness he saw in her, and sore love of him, and distress of soul, all blent together.

So came he to the brow of the bent whence he could see lying before him, scarce more than a bow-shot away, the Golden House now gilded again and reddened by the setting sun.  And even therewith came a gay image toward him, flashing back the level rays from gold and steel and silver; and lo! there was come the King’s Son.  They met presently, and the King’s Son turned to go beside him, and said merrily: “I give thee good even, my Lady’s Squire!  I owe thee something of courtesy, whereas it is by thy means that I shall be made happy, both to-night, and to-morrow, and many to-morrows; and sooth it is, that but little courtesy have I done thee hitherto.”

His face was full of joy, and the eyes of him shone with gladness.  He was a goodly man, but to Walter he seemed an ill one; and he hated him so much, that he found it no easy matter to answer him; but he refrained himself, and said: “I can thee thank, King’s Son; and good it is that someone is happy in this strange land.”

“Art thou not happy then, Squire of my Lady?” said the other.

Walter had no mind to show this man his heart, nay, nor even a corner thereof; for he deemed him an enemy.  So he smiled sweetly and somewhat foolishly, as a man luckily in love, and said: “O yea, yea, why should I not be so?  How might I be otherwise?”

“Yea then,” said the King’s Son, “why didst thou say that thou wert glad someone is happy?  Who is unhappy, deemest thou?” and he looked on him keenly.

Walter answered slowly: “Said I so?  I suppose then that I was thinking of thee; for when first I saw thee, yea, and afterwards, thou didst seem heavy-hearted and ill-content.”

The face of the King’s Son cleared at this word, and he said: “Yea, so it was; for look you, both ways it was: I was unfree, and I had sown the true desire of my heart whereas it waxed not.  But now I am on the brink and verge of freedom, and presently shall my desire be blossomed.  Nay now, Squire, I deem thee a good fellow, though it may be somewhat of a fool; so I will no more speak riddles to thee.  Thus it is: the Maid hath promised me all mine asking, and is mine; and in two or three days, by her helping also, I shall see the world again.”

Quoth Walter, smiling askance on him: “And the Lady? what shall she say to this matter?”

The King’s Son reddened, but smiled falsely enough, and said: “Sir Squire, thou knowest enough not to need to ask this.  Why should I tell thee that she accounteth more of thy little finger than of my whole body?  Now I tell thee hereof freely; first, because this my fruition of love, and my freeing from thralldom, is, in a way, of thy doing.  For thou art become my supplanter, and hast taken thy place with yonder lovely tyrant.  Fear not for me! she will let me go.  As for thyself, see thou to it!  But again I tell thee hereof because my heart is light and full of joy, and telling thee will pleasure me, and cannot do me any harm.  For if thou say: How if I carry the tale to my Lady?  I answer, thou wilt not.  For I know that thine heart hath been somewhat set on the jewel that my hand holdeth; and thou knowest well on whose head the Lady’s wrath would fall, and that would be neither thine nor mine.”

“Thou sayest sooth,” said Walter; “neither is treason my wont.”

So they walked on silently a while, and then Walter said: “But how if the Maiden had nay-said thee; what hadst thou done then?”

“By the heavens!” said the King’s Son fiercely, “she should have paid for her nay-say; then would I—”  But he broke off, and said quietly, yet somewhat doggedly: “Why talk of what might have been?  She gave me her yea-say pleasantly and sweetly.”

Now Walter knew that the man lied, so he held his peace thereon; but presently he said: “When thou art free wilt thou go to thine own land again?”

“Yea,” said the King’s Son; “she will lead me thither.”

“And wilt thou make her thy lady and queen when thou comest to thy father’s land?” said Walter.

The King’s Son knit his brow, and said: “When I am in mine own land I may do with her what I will; but I look for it that I shall do no otherwise with her than that she shall be well-content.”

Then the talk between them dropped, and the King’s Son turned off toward the wood, singing and joyous; but Walter went soberly toward the house.  Forsooth he was not greatly cast down, for besides that he knew that the King’s Son was false, he deemed that under this double tryst lay something which was a-doing in his own behalf.  Yet was he eager and troubled, if not down-hearted, and his soul was cast about betwixt hope and fear.






  








CHAPTER XX: WALTER IS BIDDEN TO ANOTHER TRYST
 

So came he into the pillared hall, and there he found the Lady walking to and fro by the high-seat; and when he drew nigh she turned on him, and said in a voice rather eager than angry: “What hast thou done, Squire?  Why art thou come before me?”

He was abashed, and bowed before her and said: “O gracious Lady, thou badest me service, and I have been about it.”

She said: “Tell me then, tell me, what hath betided?”

“Lady,” said he, “when I entered the thicket of thy swooning I found there no carcase of the lion, nor any sign of the dragging away of him.”

She looked full in his face for a little, and then went to her chair, and sat down therein; and in a little while spake to him in a softer voice, and said: “Did I not tell thee that some enemy had done that unto me? and lo! now thou seest that so it is.”

Then was she silent again, and knit her brows and set her teeth; and thereafter she spake harshly and fiercely: “But I will overcome her, and make her days evil, but keep death away from her, that she may die many times over; and know all the sickness of the heart, when foes be nigh, and friends afar, and there is none to deliver!”

Her eyes flashed, and her face was dark with anger; but she turned and caught Walter’s eyes, and the sternness of his face, and she softened at once, and said: “But thou! this hath little to do with thee; and now to thee I speak: Now cometh even and night.  Go thou to thy chamber, and there shalt thou find raiment worthy of thee, what thou now art, and what thou shalt be; do on the same, and make thyself most goodly, and then come thou hither and eat and drink with me, and afterwards depart whither thou wilt, till the night has worn to its midmost; and then come thou to my chamber, to wit, through the ivory door in the gallery above; and then and there shall I tell thee a thing, and it shall be for the weal both of thee and of me, but for the grief and woe of the Enemy.”

Therewith she reached her hand to him, and he kissed it, and departed and came to his chamber, and found raiment therebefore rich beyond measure; and he wondered if any new snare lay therein: yet if there were, he saw no way whereby he might escape it, so he did it on, and became as the most glorious of kings, and yet lovelier than any king of the world.

Sithence he went his way into the pillared hall, when it was now night, and without the moon was up, and the trees of the wood as still as images.  But within the hall shone bright with many candles, and the fountain glittered in the light of them, as it ran tinkling sweetly into the little stream; and the silvern bridges gleamed, and the pillars shone all round about.

And there on the dais was a table dight most royally, and the Lady sitting thereat, clad in her most glorious array, and behind her the Maid standing humbly, yet clad in precious web of shimmering gold, but with feet unshod, and the iron ring upon her ankle.

So Walter came his ways to the high-seat, and the Lady rose and greeted him, and took him by the hands, and kissed him on either cheek, and sat him down beside her.  So they fell to their meat, and the Maid served them; but the Lady took no more heed of her than if she were one of the pillars of the hall; but Walter she caressed oft with sweet words, and the touch of her hand, making him drink out of her cup and eat out of her dish.  As to him, he was bashful by seeming, but verily fearful; he took the Lady’s caresses with what grace he might, and durst not so much as glance at her Maid.  Long indeed seemed that banquet to him, and longer yet endured the weariness of his abiding there, kind to his foe and unkind to his friend; for after the banquet they still sat a while, and the Lady talked much to Walter about many things of the ways of the world, and he answered what he might, distraught as he was with the thought of those two trysts which he had to deal with.

At last spake the Lady and said: “Now must I leave thee for a little, and thou wottest where and how we shall meet next; and meanwhile disport thee as thou wilt, so that thou weary not thyself, for I love to see thee joyous.”

Then she arose stately and grand; but she kissed Walter on the mouth ere she turned to go out of the hall.  The Maid followed her; but or ever she was quite gone, she stooped and made that sign, and looked over her shoulder at Walter, as if in entreaty to him, and there was fear and anguish in her face; but he nodded his head to her in yea-say of the tryst in the hazel-copse, and in a trice she was gone.

Walter went down the hall, and forth into the early night; but in the jaws of the porch he came up against the King’s Son, who, gazing at his attire glittering with all its gems in the moonlight, laughed out, and said: “Now may it be seen how thou art risen in degree above me, whereas I am but a king’s son, and that a king of a far country; whereas thou art a king of kings, or shalt be this night, yea, and of this very country wherein we both are.”

Now Walter saw the mock which lay under his words; but he kept back his wrath, and answered: “Fair sir, art thou as well contented with thy lot as when the sun went down?  Hast thou no doubt or fear?  Will the Maid verily keep tryst with thee, or hath she given thee yea-say but to escape thee this time?  Or, again, may she not turn to the Lady and appeal to her against thee?”

Now when he had spoken these words, he repented thereof, and feared for himself and the Maid, lest he had stirred some misgiving in that young man’s foolish heart.  But the King’s Son did but laugh, and answered nought but to Walter’s last words, and said: “Yea, yea! this word of thine showeth how little thou wottest of that which lieth betwixt my darling and thine.  Doth the lamb appeal from the shepherd to the wolf?  Even so shall the Maid appeal from me to thy Lady.  What! ask thy Lady at thy leisure what her wont hath been with her thrall; she shall think it a fair tale to tell thee thereof.  But thereof is my Maid all whole now by reason of her wisdom in leechcraft, or somewhat more.  And now I tell thee again, that the beforesaid Maid must needs do my will; for if I be the deep sea, and I deem not so ill of myself, that other one is the devil; as belike thou shalt find out for thyself later on.  Yea, all is well with me, and more than well.”

And therewith he swung merrily into the litten hall.  But Walter went out into the moonlit night, and wandered about for an hour or more, and stole warily into the hall and thence into his own chamber.  There he did off that royal array, and did his own raiment upon him; he girt him with sword and knife, took his bow and quiver, and stole down and out again, even as he had come in.  Then he fetched a compass, and came down into the hazel-coppice from the north, and lay hidden there while the night wore, till he deemed it would lack but little of midnight.






  








CHAPTER XXI: WALTER AND THE MAID FLEE FROM THE GOLDEN HOUSE
 

There he abode amidst the hazels, hearkening every littlest sound; and the sounds were nought but the night voices of the wood, till suddenly there burst forth from the house a great wailing cry.  Walter’s heart came up into his mouth, but he had no time to do aught, for following hard on the cry came the sound of light feet close to him, the boughs were thrust aside, and there was come the Maid, and she but in her white coat, and barefoot.  And then first he felt the sweetness of her flesh on his, for she caught him by the hand and said breathlessly: “Now, now! there may yet be time, or even too much, it may be.  For the saving of breath ask me no questions, but come!”

He dallied not, but went as she led, and they were lightfoot, both of them.

They went the same way, due south to wit, whereby he had gone a-hunting with the Lady; and whiles they ran and whiles they walked; but so fast they went, that by grey of the dawn they were come as far as that coppice or thicket of the Lion; and still they hastened onward, and but little had the Maid spoken, save here and there a word to hearten up Walter, and here and there a shy word of endearment.  At last the dawn grew into early day, and as they came over the brow of a bent, they looked down over a plain land whereas the trees grew scatter-meal, and beyond the plain rose up the land into long green hills, and over those again were blue mountains great and far away.

Then spake the Maid: “Over yonder lie the outlying mountains of the Bears, and through them we needs must pass, to our great peril.  Nay, friend,” she said, as he handled his sword-hilt, “it must be patience and wisdom to bring us through, and not the fallow blade of one man, though he be a good one.  But look! below there runs a stream through the first of the plain, and I see nought for it but we must now rest our bodies.  Moreover I have a tale to tell thee which is burning my heart; for maybe there will be a pardon to ask of thee moreover; wherefore I fear thee.”

Quoth Walter: “How may that be?”

She answered him not, but took his hand and led him down the bent.  But he said: “Thou sayest, rest; but are we now out of all peril of the chase?”

She said: “I cannot tell till I know what hath befallen her.  If she be not to hand to set on her trackers, they will scarce happen on us now; if it be not for that one.”

And she shuddered, and he felt her hand change as he held it.

Then she said: “But peril or no peril, needs must we rest; for I tell thee again, what I have to say to thee burneth my bosom for fear of thee, so that I can go no further until I have told thee.”

Then he said: “I wot not of this Queen and her mightiness and her servants.  I will ask thereof later.  But besides the others, is there not the King’s Son, he who loves thee so unworthily?”

She paled somewhat, and said: “As for him, there had been nought for thee to fear in him, save his treason: but now shall he neither love nor hate any more; he died last midnight.”

“Yea, and how?” said Walter.

“Nay,” she said, “let me tell my tale all together once for all, lest thou blame me overmuch.  But first we will wash us and comfort us as best we may, and then amidst our resting shall the word be said.”

By then were they come down to the stream-side, which ran fair in pools and stickles amidst rocks and sandy banks.  She said: “There behind the great grey rock is my bath, friend; and here is thine; and lo! the uprising of the sun!”

So she went her ways to the said rock, and he bathed him, and washed the night off him, and by then he was clad again she came back fresh and sweet from the water, and with her lap full of cherries from a wilding which overhung her bath.  So they sat down together on the green grass above the sand, and ate the breakfast of the wilderness: and Walter was full of content as he watched her, and beheld her sweetness and her loveliness; yet were they, either of them, somewhat shy and shamefaced each with the other; so that he did but kiss her hands once and again, and though she shrank not from him, yet had she no boldness to cast herself into his arms.






  








CHAPTER XXII: OF THE DWARF AND THE PARDON
 

Now she began to say: “My friend, now shall I tell thee what I have done for thee and me; and if thou have a mind to blame me, and punish me, yet remember first, that what I have done has been for thee and our hope of happy life.  Well, I shall tell thee—”

But therewithal her speech failed her; and, springing up, she faced the bent and pointed with her finger, and she all deadly pale, and shaking so that she might scarce stand, and might speak no word, though a feeble gibbering came from her mouth.

Walter leapt up and put his arm about her, and looked whitherward she pointed, and at first saw nought; and then nought but a brown and yellow rock rolling down the bent: and then at last he saw that it was the Evil Thing which had met him when first he came into that land; and now it stood upright, and he could see that it was clad in a coat of yellow samite.

Then Walter stooped down and gat his bow into his hand, and stood before the Maid, while he nocked an arrow.  But the monster made ready his tackle while Walter was stooping down, and or ever he could loose, his bow-string twanged, and an arrow flew forth and grazed the Maid’s arm above the elbow, so that the blood ran, and the Dwarf gave forth a harsh and horrible cry.  Then flew Walter’s shaft, and true was it aimed, so that it smote the monster full on the breast, but fell down from him as if he were made of stone.  Then the creature set up his horrible cry again, and loosed withal, and Walter deemed that he had smitten the Maid, for she fell down in a heap behind him.  Then waxed Walter wood-wroth, and cast down his bow and drew his sword, and strode forward towards the bent against the Dwarf.  But he roared out again, and there were words in his roar, and he said “Fool! thou shalt go free if thou wilt give up the Enemy.”

“And who,” said Walter, “is the Enemy?”

Yelled the Dwarf: “She, the pink and white thing lying there; she is not dead yet; she is but dying for fear of me.  Yea, she hath reason!  I could have set the shaft in her heart as easily as scratching her arm; but I need her body alive, that I may wreak me on her.”

“What wilt thou do with her?” said Walter; for now he had heard that the Maid was not slain he had waxed wary again, and stood watching his chance.

The Dwarf yelled so at his last word, that no word came from the noise a while, and then he said: “What will I with her?  Let me at her, and stand by and look on, and then shalt thou have a strange tale to carry off with thee.  For I will let thee go this while.”

Said Walter: “But what need to wreak thee?  What hath she done to thee?”

“What need! what need!” roared the Dwarf; “have I not told thee that she is the Enemy?  And thou askest of what she hath done! of what!  Fool, she is the murderer! she hath slain the Lady that was our Lady, and that made us; she whom all we worshipped and adored.  O impudent fool!”

Therewith he nocked and loosed another arrow, which would have smitten Walter in the face, but that he lowered his head in the very nick of time; then with a great shout he rushed up the bent, and was on the Dwarf before he could get his sword out, and leaping aloft dealt the creature a stroke amidmost of the crown; and so mightily be smote, that he drave the heavy sword right through to the teeth, so that he fell dead straightway.

Walter stood over him a minute, and when be saw that he moved not, he went slowly down to the stream, whereby the Maid yet lay cowering down and quivering all over, and covering her face with her hands.  Then he took her by the wrist and said: “Up, Maiden, up! and tell me this tale of the slaying.”

But she shrunk away from him, and looked at him with wild eyes, and said: “What hast thou done with him?  Is he gone?”

“He is dead,” said Walter; “I have slain him; there lies he with cloven skull on the bent-side: unless, forsooth, he vanish away like the lion I slew! or else, perchance, he will come to life again!  And art thou a lie like to the rest of them? let me hear of this slaying.”

She rose up, and stood before him trembling, and said: “O, thou art angry with me, and thine anger I cannot bear.  Ah, what have I done?  Thou hast slain one, and I, maybe, the other; and never had we escaped till both these twain were dead.  Ah! thou dost not know! thou dost not know!  O me! what shall I do to appease thy wrath!”

He looked on her, and his heart rose to his mouth at the thought of sundering from her.  Still he looked on her, and her piteous friendly face melted all his heart; he threw down his sword, and took her by the shoulders, and kissed her face over and over, and strained her to him, so that he felt the sweetness of her bosom.  Then he lifted her up like a child, and set her down on the green grass, and went down to the water, and filled his hat therefrom, and came back to her; then he gave her to drink, and bathed her face and her hands, so that the colour came aback to the cheeks and lips of her: and she smiled on him and kissed his hands, and said: “O now thou art kind to me.”

“Yea,” said he, “and true it is that if thou hast slain, I have done no less, and if thou hast lied, even so have I; and if thou hast played the wanton, as I deem not that thou hast, I full surely have so done.  So now thou shalt pardon me, and when thy spirit has come back to thee, thou shalt tell me thy tale in all friendship, and in all loving-kindness will I hearken the same.”

Therewith he knelt before her and kissed her feet.  But she said: “Yea, yea; what thou willest, that will I do.  But first tell me one thing.  Hast thou buried this horror and hidden him in the earth?”

He deemed that fear had bewildered her, and that she scarcely yet knew how things had gone.  But he said: “Fair sweet friend, I have not done it as yet; but now will I go and do it, if it seem good to thee.”

“Yea,” she said, “but first must thou smite off his head, and lie it by his buttocks when he is in the earth; or evil things will happen else.  This of the burying is no idle matter, I bid thee believe.”

“I doubt it not,” said he; “surely such malice as was in this one will be hard to slay.”  And he picked up his sword, and turned to go to the field of deed.

She said: “I must needs go with thee; terror hath so filled my soul, that I durst not abide here without thee.”

So they went both together to where the creature lay.  The Maid durst not look on the dead monster, but Walter noted that he was girt with a big ungainly sax; so he drew it from the sheath, and there smote off the hideous head of the fiend with his own weapon.  Then they twain together laboured the earth, she with Walter’s sword, he with the ugly sax, till they had made a grave deep and wide enough; and therein they thrust the creature, and covered him up, weapons and all together.






  








CHAPTER XXIII: OF THE PEACEFUL ENDING OF THAT WILD DAY
 

Thereafter Walter led the Maid down again, and said to her: “Now, sweetling, shall the story be told.”

“Nay, friend,” she said, “not here.  This place hath been polluted by my craven fear, and the horror of the vile wretch, of whom no words may tell his vileness.  Let us hence and onward.  Thou seest I have once more come to life again.”

“But,” said he, “thou hast been hurt by the Dwarf’s arrow.”

She laughed, and said: “Had I never had greater hurt from them than that, little had been the tale thereof: yet whereas thou lookest dolorous about it, we will speedily heal it.”

Therewith she sought about, and found nigh the stream-side certain herbs; and she spake words over them, and bade Walter lay them on the wound, which, forsooth, was of the least, and he did so, and bound a strip of his shirt about her arm; and then would she set forth.  But he said: “Thou art all unshod; and but if that be seen to, our journey shall be stayed by thy foot-soreness: I may make a shift to fashion thee brogues.”

She said: “I may well go barefoot.  And in any case, I entreat thee that we tarry here no longer, but go away hence, if it be but for a mile.”

And she looked piteously on him, so that he might not gainsay her.

So then they crossed the stream, and set forward, when amidst all these haps the day was worn to midmorning.  But after they had gone a mile, they sat them down on a knoll under the shadow of a big thorn-tree, within sight of the mountains.  Then said Walter: “Now will I cut thee the brogues from the skirt of my buff-coat, which shall be well meet for such work; and meanwhile shalt thou tell me thy tale.”

“Thou art kind,” she said; “but be kinder yet, and abide my tale till we have done our day’s work.  For we were best to make no long delay here; because, though thou hast slain the King-dwarf, yet there be others of his kindred, who swarm in some parts of the wood as the rabbits in a warren.  Now true it is that they have but little understanding, less, it may be, than the very brute beasts; and that, as I said afore, unless they be set on our slot like to hounds, they shall have no inkling of where to seek us, yet might they happen upon us by mere misadventure.  And moreover, friend,” quoth she, blushing, “I would beg of thee some little respite; for though I scarce fear thy wrath any more, since thou hast been so kind to me, yet is there shame in that which I have to tell thee.  Wherefore, since the fairest of the day is before us, let us use it all we may, and, when thou hast done me my new foot-gear, get us gone forward again.”

He kissed her kindly and yea-said her asking: he had already fallen to work on the leather, and in a while had fashioned her the brogues; so she tied them to her feet, and arose with a smile and said: “Now am I hale and strong again, what with the rest, and what with thy loving-kindness, and thou shalt see how nimble I shall be to leave this land, for as fair as it is.  Since forsooth a land of lies it is, and of grief to the children of Adam.”

So they went their ways thence, and fared nimbly indeed, and made no stay till some three hours after noon, when they rested by a thicket-side, where the strawberries grew plenty; they ate thereof what they would: and from a great oak hard by Walter shot him first one culver, and then another, and hung them to his girdle to be for their evening’s meal; sithence they went forward again, and nought befell them to tell of, till they were come, whenas it lacked scarce an hour of sunset, to the banks of another river, not right great, but bigger than the last one.  There the Maid cast herself down and said: “Friend, no further will thy friend go this even; nay, to say sooth, she cannot.  So now we will eat of thy venison, and then shall my tale be, since I may no longer delay it; and thereafter shall our slumber be sweet and safe as I deem.”

She spake merrily now, and as one who feared nothing, and Walter was much heartened by her words and her voice, and he fell to and made a fire, and a woodland oven in the earth, and sithence dighted his fowl, and baked them after the manner of wood-men.  And they ate, both of them, in all love, and in good-liking of life, and were much strengthened by their supper.  And when they were done, Walter eked his fire, both against the chill of the midnight and dawning, and for a guard against wild beasts, and by that time night was come, and the moon arisen.  Then the Maiden drew up to the fire, and turned to Walter and spake.






  








CHAPTER XXIV: THE MAID TELLS OF WHAT HAD BEFALLEN HER
 

“Now, friend, by the clear of the moon and this firelight will I tell what I may and can of my tale.  Thus it is: If I be wholly of the race of Adam I wot not nor can I tell thee how many years old I may be.  For there are, as it were, shards or gaps in my life, wherein are but a few things dimly remembered, and doubtless many things forgotten.  I remember well when I was a little child, and right happy, and there were people about me whom I loved, and who loved me.  It was not in this land; but all things were lovely there; the year’s beginning, the happy mid-year, the year’s waning, the year’s ending, and then again its beginning.  That passed away, and then for a while is more than dimness, for nought I remember save that I was.  Thereafter I remember again, and am a young maiden, and I know some things, and long to know more.  I am nowise happy; I am amongst people who bid me go, and I go; and do this, and I do it: none loveth me, none tormenteth me; but I wear my heart in longing for I scarce know what.  Neither then am I in this land, but in a land that I love not, and a house that is big and stately, but nought lovely.  Then is a dim time again, and sithence a time not right clear; an evil time, wherein I am older, wellnigh grown to womanhood.  There are a many folk about me, and they foul, and greedy, and hard; and my spirit is fierce, and my body feeble; and I am set to tasks that I would not do, by them that are unwiser than I; and smitten I am by them that are less valiant than I; and I know lack, and stripes, and divers misery.  But all that is now become but a dim picture to me, save that amongst all these unfriends is a friend to me; an old woman, who telleth me sweet tales of other life, wherein all is high and goodly, or at the least valiant and doughty, and she setteth hope in my heart and learneth me, and maketh me to know much . . . O much . . . so that at last I am grown wise, and wise to be mighty if I durst.  Yet am I nought in this land all this while, but, as meseemeth, in a great and a foul city.”

“And then, as it were, I fall asleep; and in my sleep is nought, save here and there a wild dream, somedeal lovely, somedeal hideous: but of this dream is my Mistress a part, and the monster, withal, whose head thou didst cleave to-day.  But when I am awaken from it, then am I verily in this land, and myself, as thou seest me to-day.  And the first part of my life here is this, that I am in the pillared ball yonder, half-clad and with bound hands; and the Dwarf leadeth me to the Lady, and I hear his horrible croak as he sayeth: ‘Lady, will this one do?’ and then the sweet voice of the Lady saying: ‘This one will do; thou shalt have thy reward: now, set thou the token upon her.’  Then I remember the Dwarf dragging me away, and my heart sinking for fear of him: but for that time he did me no more harm than the rivetting upon my leg this iron ring which here thou seest.”

“So from that time forward I have lived in this land, and been the thrall of the Lady; and I remember my life here day by day, and no part of it has fallen into the dimness of dreams.  Thereof will I tell thee but little: but this I will tell thee, that in spite of my past dreams, or it may be because of them, I had not lost the wisdom which the old woman had erst learned me, and for more wisdom I longed.  Maybe this longing shall now make both thee and me happy, but for the passing time it brought me grief.  For at first my Mistress was indeed wayward with me, but as any great lady might be with her bought thrall, whiles caressing me, and whiles chastising me, as her mood went; but she seemed not to be cruel of malice, or with any set purpose.  But so it was (rather little by little than by any great sudden uncovering of my intent), that she came to know that I also had some of the wisdom whereby she lived her queenly life.  That was about two years after I was first her thrall, and three weary years have gone by since she began to see in me the enemy of her days.  Now why or wherefore I know not, but it seemeth that it would not avail her to slay me outright, or suffer me to die; but nought withheld her from piling up griefs and miseries on my head.  At last she set her servant, the Dwarf, upon me, even he whose head thou clavest to-day.  Many things I bore from him whereof it were unseemly for my tongue to tell before thee; but the time came when he exceeded, and I could bear no more; and then I showed him this sharp knife (wherewith I would have thrust me through to the heart if thou hadst not pardoned me e’en now), and I told him that if he forbore me not, I would slay, not him, but myself; and this he might not away with because of the commandment of the Lady, who had given him the word that in any case I must be kept living.  And her hand, withal, fear held somewhat hereafter.  Yet was there need to me of all my wisdom; for with all this her hatred grew, and whiles raged within her so furiously that it overmastered her fear, and at such times she would have put me to death if I had not escaped her by some turn of my lore.”

“Now further, I shall tell thee that somewhat more than a year ago hither to this land came the King’s Son, the second goodly man, as thou art the third, whom her sorceries have drawn hither since I have dwelt here.  Forsooth, when he first came, he seemed to us, to me, and yet more to my Lady, to be as beautiful as an angel, and sorely she loved him; and he her, after his fashion: but he was light-minded, and cold-hearted, and in a while he must needs turn his eyes upon me, and offer me his love, which was but foul and unkind as it turned out; for when I nay-said him, as maybe I had not done save for fear of my Mistress, he had no pity upon me, but spared not to lead me into the trap of her wrath, and leave me without help, or a good word.  But, O friend, in spite of all grief and anguish, I learned still, and waxed wise, and wiser, abiding the day of my deliverance, which has come, and thou art come.”

Therewith she took Walter’s hands and kissed them; but he kissed her face, and her tears wet her lips.  Then she went on: “But sithence, months ago, the Lady began to weary of this dastard, despite of his beauty; and then it was thy turn to be swept into her net; I partly guess how.  For on a day in broad daylight, as I was serving my Mistress in the hall, and the Evil Thing, whose head is now cloven, was lying across the threshold of the door, as it were a dream fell upon me, though I strove to cast it off for fear of chastisement; for the pillared hall wavered, and vanished from my sight, and my feet were treading a rough stone pavement instead of the marble wonder of the hall, and there was the scent of the salt sea and of the tackle of ships, and behind me were tall houses, and before me the ships indeed, with their ropes beating and their sails flapping and their masts wavering; and in mine ears was the hale and how of mariners; things that I had seen and heard in the dimness of my life gone by.”

“And there was I, and the Dwarf before me, and the Lady after me, going over the gangway aboard of a tall ship, and she gathered way and was gotten out of the haven, and straightway I saw the mariners cast abroad their ancient.”

Quoth Walter: “What then!  Sawest thou the blazon thereon, of a wolf-like beast ramping up against a maiden?  And that might well have been thou.”

She said: “Yea, so it was; but refrain thee, that I may tell on my tale!  The ship and the sea vanished away, but I was not back in the hall of the Golden House; and again were we three in the street of the self-same town which we had but just left; but somewhat dim was my vision thereof, and I saw little save the door of a goodly house before me, and speedily it died out, and we were again in the pillared hall, wherein my thralldom was made manifest.”

“Maiden,” said Walter, “one question I would ask thee; to wit, didst thou see me on the quay by the ships?”

“Nay,” she said, “there were many folk about, but they were all as images of the aliens to me.  Now hearken further: three months thereafter came the dream upon me again, when we were all three together in the Pillared Hall; and again was the vision somewhat dim.  Once more we were in the street of a busy town, but all unlike to that other one, and there were men standing together on our right hands by the door of a house.”

“Yea, yea,” quoth Walter; “and, forsooth, one of them was who but I.”

“Refrain thee, beloved!” she said; “for my tale draweth to its ending, and I would have thee hearken heedfully: for maybe thou shalt once again deem my deed past pardon.  Some twenty days after this last dream, I had some leisure from my Mistress’s service, so I went to disport me by the Well of the Oak-tree (or forsooth she might have set in my mind the thought of going there, that I might meet thee and give her some occasion against me); and I sat thereby, nowise loving the earth, but sick at heart, because of late the King’s Son had been more than ever instant with me to yield him my body, threatening me else with casting me into all that the worst could do to me of torments and shames day by day.  I say my heart failed me, and I was wellnigh brought to the point of yea-saying his desires, that I might take the chance of something befalling me that were less bad than the worst.  But here must I tell thee a thing, and pray thee to take it to heart.  This, more than aught else, had given me strength to nay-say that dastard, that my wisdom both hath been, and now is, the wisdom of a wise maid, and not of a woman, and all the might thereof shall I lose with my maidenhead.  Evil wilt thou think of me then, for all I was tried so sore, that I was at point to cast it all away, so wretchedly as I shrank from the horror of the Lady’s wrath.”

“But there as I sat pondering these things, I saw a man coming, and thought no otherwise thereof but that it was the King’s Son, till I saw the stranger drawing near, and his golden hair, and his grey eyes; and then I heard his voice, and his kindness pierced my heart, and I knew that my friend had come to see me; and O, friend, these tears are for the sweetness of that past hour!”

Said Walter: “I came to see my friend, I also.  Now have I noted what thou badest me; and I will forbear all as thou commandest me, till we be safe out of the desert and far away from all evil things; but wilt thou ban me from all caresses?”

She laughed amidst of her tears, and said: “O, nay, poor lad, if thou wilt be but wise.”

Then she leaned toward him, and took his face betwixt her hands and kissed him oft, and the tears started in his eyes for love and pity of her.

Then she said: “Alas, friend! even yet mayst thou doom me guilty, and all thy love may turn away from me, when I have told thee all that I have done for the sake of thee and me.  O, if then there might be some chastisement for the guilty woman, and not mere sundering!”

“Fear nothing, sweetling,” said he; “for indeed I deem that already I know partly what thou hast done.”

She sighed, and said: “I will tell thee next, that I banned thy kissing and caressing of me till to-day because I knew that my Mistress would surely know if a man, if thou, hadst so much as touched a finger of mine in love, it was to try me herein that on the morning of the hunting she kissed and embraced me, till I almost died thereof, and showed thee my shoulder and my limbs; and to try thee withal, if thine eye should glister or thy cheek flush thereat; for indeed she was raging in jealousy of thee.  Next, my friend, even whiles we were talking together at the Well of the Rock, I was pondering on what we should do to escape from this land of lies.  Maybe thou wilt say: Why didst thou not take my hand and flee with me as we fled to-day?  Friend, it is most true, that were she not dead we had not escaped thus far.  For her trackers would have followed us, set on by her, and brought us back to an evil fate.  Therefore I tell thee that from the first I did plot the death of those two, the Dwarf and the Mistress.  For no otherwise mightest thou live, or I escape from death in life.  But as to the dastard who threatened me with a thrall’s pains, I heeded him nought to live or die, for well I knew that thy valiant sword, yea, or thy bare hands, would speedily tame him.  Now first I knew that I must make a show of yielding to the King’s Son; and somewhat how I did therein, thou knowest.  But no night and no time did I give him to bed me, till after I had met thee as thou wentest to the Golden House, before the adventure of fetching the lion’s skin; and up to that time I had scarce known what to do, save ever to bid thee, with sore grief and pain, to yield thee to the wicked woman’s desire.  But as we spake together there by the stream, and I saw that the Evil Thing (whose head thou clavest e’en now) was spying on us, then amidst the sickness of terror which ever came over me whensoever I thought of him, and much more when I saw him (ah! he is dead now!), it came flashing into my mind how I might destroy my enemy.  Therefore I made the Dwarf my messenger to her, by bidding thee to my bed in such wise that he might hear it.  And wot thou well, that he speedily carried her the tidings.  Meanwhile I hastened to lie to the King’s Son, and all privily bade him come to me and not thee.  And thereafter, by dint of waiting and watching, and taking the only chance that there was, I met thee as thou camest back from fetching the skin of the lion that never was, and gave thee that warning, or else had we been undone indeed.”

Said Walter: “Was the lion of her making or of thine then?”

She said: “Of hers: why should I deal with such a matter?”

“Yea,” said Walter, “but she verily swooned, and she was verily wroth with the Enemy.”

The Maid smiled, and said: “If her lie was not like very sooth, then had she not been the crafts-master that I knew her: one may lie otherwise than with the tongue alone: yet indeed her wrath against the Enemy was nought feigned; for the Enemy was even I, and in these latter days never did her wrath leave me.  But to go on with my tale.”

“Now doubt thou not, that, when thou camest into the hall yester eve, the Mistress knew of thy counterfeit tryst with me, and meant nought but death for thee; yet first would she have thee in her arms again, therefore did she make much of thee at table (and that was partly for my torment also), and therefore did she make that tryst with thee, and deemed doubtless that thou wouldst not dare to forgo it, even if thou shouldst go to me thereafter.”

“Now I had trained that dastard to me as I have told thee, but I gave him a sleepy draught, so that when I came to the bed he might not move toward me nor open his eyes: but I lay down beside him, so that the Lady might know that my body had been there; for well had she wotted if it had not.  Then as there I lay I cast over him thy shape, so that none might have known but that thou wert lying by my side, and there, trembling, I abode what should befall.  Thus I passed through the hour whenas thou shouldest have been at her chamber, and the time of my tryst with thee was come as the Mistress would be deeming; so that I looked for her speedily, and my heart wellnigh failed me for fear of her cruelty.”

“Presently then I heard a stirring in her chamber, and I slipped from out the bed, and hid me behind the hangings, and was like to die for fear of her; and lo, presently she came stealing in softly, holding a lamp in one hand and a knife in the other.  And I tell thee of a sooth that I also had a sharp knife in my hand to defend my life if need were.  She held the lamp up above her head before she drew near to the bed-side, and I heard her mutter: ‘She is not there then! but she shall be taken.’  Then she went up to the bed and stooped over it, and laid her hand on the place where I had lain; and therewith her eyes turned to that false image of thee lying there, and she fell a-trembling and shaking, and the lamp fell to the ground and was quenched (but there was bright moonlight in the room, and still I could see what betid).  But she uttered a noise like the low roar of a wild beast, and I saw her arm and hand rise up, and the flashing of the steel beneath the hand, and then down came the hand and the steel, and I went nigh to swooning lest perchance I had wrought over well, and thine image were thy very self.  The dastard died without a groan: why should I lament him?  I cannot.  But the Lady drew him toward her, and snatched the clothes from off his shoulders and breast, and fell a-gibbering sounds mostly without meaning, but broken here and there with words.  Then I heard her say: ‘I shall forget; I shall forget; and the new days shall come.’  Then was there silence of her a little, and thereafter she cried out in a terrible voice: ‘O no, no, no!  I cannot forget; I cannot forget;’ and she raised a great wailing cry that filled all the night with horror (didst thou not hear it?), and caught up the knife from the bed and thrust it into her breast, and fell down a dead heap over the bed and on to the man whom she had slain.  And then I thought of thee, and joy smote across my terror; how shall I gainsay it?  And I fled away to thee, and I took thine hands in mine, thy dear hands, and we fled away together.  Shall we be still together?”

He spoke slowly, and touched her not, and she, forbearing all sobbing and weeping, sat looking wistfully on him.  He said: “I think thou hast told me all; and whether thy guile slew her, or her own evil heart, she was slain last night who lay in mine arms the night before.  It was ill, and ill done of me, for I loved not her, but thee, and I wished for her death that I might be with thee.  Thou wottest this, and still thou lovest me, it may be overweeningly.  What have I to say then?  If there be any guilt of guile, I also was in the guile; and if there be any guilt of murder, I also was in the murder.  Thus we say to each other; and to God and his Hallows we say: ‘We two have conspired to slay the woman who tormented one of us, and would have slain the other; and if we have done amiss therein, then shall we two together pay the penalty; for in this have we done as one body and one soul.’”

Therewith he put his arms about her and kissed her, but soberly and friendly, as if he would comfort her.  And thereafter he said to her: “Maybe to-morrow, in the sunlight, I will ask thee of this woman, what she verily was; but now let her be.  And thou, thou art over-wearied, and I bid thee sleep.”

So he went about and gathered of bracken a great heap for her bed, and did his coat thereover, and led her thereto, and she lay down meekly, and smiled and crossed her arms over her bosom, and presently fell asleep.  But as for him, he watched by the fire-side till dawn began to glimmer, and then he also laid him down and slept.






  








CHAPTER XXV: OF THE TRIUMPHANT SUMMER ARRAY OF THE MAID
 

When the day was bright Walter arose, and met the Maid coming from the river-bank, fresh and rosy from the water.  She paled a little when they met face to face, and she shrank from him shyly.  But he took her hand and kissed her frankly; and the two were glad, and had no need to tell each other of their joy, though much else they deemed they had to say, could they have found words thereto.

So they came to their fire and sat down, and fell to breakfast; and ere they were done, the Maid said: “My Master, thou seest we be come nigh unto the hill-country, and to-day about sunset, belike, we shall come into the Land of the Bear-folk; and both it is, that there is peril if we fall into their hands, and that we may scarce escape them.  Yet I deem that we may deal with the peril by wisdom.”

“What is the peril?” said Walter; “I mean, what is the worst of it?”

Said the Maid: “To be offered up in sacrifice to their God.”

“But if we escape death at their hands, what then?” said Walter.

“One of two things,” said she; “the first that they shall take us into their tribe.”

“And will they sunder us in that case?” said Walter.

“Nay,” said she.

Walter laughed and said: “Therein is little harm then.  But what is the other chance?”

Said she: “That we leave them with their goodwill, and come back to one of the lands of Christendom.”

Said Walter: “I am not all so sure that this is the better of the two choices, though, forsooth, thou seemest to think so.  But tell me now, what like is their God, that they should offer up new-comers to him?”

“Their God is a woman,” she said, “and the Mother of their nation and tribes (or so they deem) before the days when they had chieftains and Lords of Battle.”

“That will be long ago,” said he; “how then may she be living now?”

Said the Maid: “Doubtless that woman of yore agone is dead this many and many a year; but they take to them still a new woman, one after other, as they may happen on them, to be in the stead of the Ancient Mother.  And to tell thee the very truth right out, she that lieth dead in the Pillared Hall was even the last of these; and now, if they knew it, they lack a God.  This shall we tell them.”

“Yea, yea!” said Walter, “a goodly welcome shall we have of them then, if we come amongst them with our hands red with the blood of their God!”

She smiled on him and said: “If I come amongst them with the tidings that I have slain her, and they trow therein, without doubt they shall make me Lady and Goddess in her stead.”

“This is a strange word,” said Walter “but if so they do, how shall that further us in reaching the kindreds of the world, and the folk of Holy Church?”

She laughed outright, so joyous was she grown, now that she knew that his life was yet to be a part of hers.  “Sweetheart,” she said, “now I see that thou desirest wholly what I desire; yet in any case, abiding with them would be living and not dying, even as thou hadst it e’en now.  But, forsooth, they will not hinder our departure if they deem me their God; they do not look for it, nor desire it, that their God should dwell with them daily.  Have no fear.”  Then she laughed again, and said: “What! thou lookest on me and deemest me to be but a sorry image of a goddess; and me with my scanty coat and bare arms and naked feet!  But wait!  I know well how to array me when the time cometh.  Thou shalt see it!  And now, my Master, were it not meet that we took to the road?”

So they arose, and found a ford of the river that took the Maid but to the knee, and so set forth up the greensward of the slopes whereas there were but few trees; so went they faring toward the hill-country.

At the last they were come to the feet of the very hills, and in the hollows betwixt the buttresses of them grew nut and berry trees, and the greensward round about them was both thick and much flowery.  There they stayed them and dined, whereas Walter had shot a hare by the way, and they had found a bubbling spring under a grey stone in a bight of the coppice, wherein now the birds were singing their best.

When they had eaten and had rested somewhat, the Maid arose and said: “Now shall the Queen array herself, and seem like a very goddess.”

Then she fell to work, while Walter looked on; and she made a garland for her head of eglantine where the roses were the fairest; and with mingled flowers of the summer she wreathed her middle about, and let the garland of them hang down to below her knees; and knots of the flowers she made fast to the skirts of her coat, and did them for arm-rings about her arms, and for anklets and sandals for her feet.  Then she set a garland about Walter’s head, and then stood a little off from him and set her feet together, and lifted up her arms, and said: “Lo now! am I not as like to the Mother of Summer as if I were clad in silk and gold? and even so shall I be deemed by the folk of the Bear.  Come now, thou shalt see how all shall be well.”

She laughed joyously; but he might scarce laugh for pity of his love.  Then they set forth again, and began to climb the hills, and the hours wore as they went in sweet converse; till at last Walter looked on the Maid, and smiled on her, and said: “One thing I would say to thee, lovely friend, to wit: wert thou clad in silk and gold, thy stately raiment might well suffer a few stains, or here and there a rent maybe; but stately would it be still when the folk of the Bear should come up against thee.  But as to this flowery array of thine, in a few hours it shall be all faded and nought.  Nay, even now, as I look on thee, the meadow-sweet that hangeth from thy girdle-stead has waxen dull, and welted; and the blossoming eyebright that is for a hem to the little white coat of thee is already forgetting how to be bright and blue.  What sayest thou then?”

She laughed at his word, and stood still, and looked back over her shoulder, while with her fingers she dealt with the flowers about her side like to a bird preening his feathers.  Then she said: “Is it verily so as thou sayest?  Look again!”

So he looked, and wondered; for lo! beneath his eyes the spires of the meadow-sweet grew crisp and clear again, the eyebright blossoms shone once more over the whiteness of her legs; the eglantine roses opened, and all was as fresh and bright as if it were still growing on its own roots.

He wondered, and was even somedeal aghast; but she said: “Dear friend, be not troubled! did I not tell thee that I am wise in hidden lore?  But in my wisdom shall be no longer any scathe to any man.  And again, this my wisdom, as I told thee erst, shall end on the day whereon I am made all happy.  And it is thou that shall wield it all, my Master.  Yet must my wisdom needs endure for a little season yet.  Let us on then, boldly and happily.”






  








CHAPTER XXVI: THEY COME TO THE FOLK OF THE BEARS
 

On they went, and before long they were come up on to the down-country, where was scarce a tree, save gnarled and knotty thorn-bushes here and there, but nought else higher than the whin.  And here on these upper lands they saw that the pastures were much burned with the drought, albeit summer was not worn old.  Now they went making due south toward the mountains, whose heads they saw from time to time rising deep blue over the bleak greyness of the down-land ridges.  And so they went, till at last, hard on sunset, after they had climbed long over a high bent, they came to the brow thereof, and, looking down, beheld new tidings.

There was a wide valley below them, greener than the downs which they had come over, and greener yet amidmost, from the watering of a stream which, all beset with willows, wound about the bottom.  Sheep and neat were pasturing about the dale, and moreover a long line of smoke was going up straight into the windless heavens from the midst of a ring of little round houses built of turfs, and thatched with reed.  And beyond that, toward an eastward-lying bight of the dale, they could see what looked like to a doom-ring of big stones, though there were no rocky places in that land.  About the cooking-fire amidst of the houses, and here and there otherwhere, they saw, standing or going to and fro, huge figures of men and women, with children playing about betwixt them.

They stood and gazed down at it for a minute or two, and though all were at peace there, yet to Walter, at least, it seemed strange and awful.  He spake softly, as though he would not have his voice reach those men, though they were, forsooth, out of earshot of anything save a shout: “Are these then the children of the Bear?  What shall we do now?”

She said: “Yea, of the Bear they be, though there be other folks of them far and far away to the northward and eastward, near to the borders of the sea.  And as to what we shall do, let us go down at once, and peacefully.  Indeed, by now there will be no escape from them; for lo you! they have seen us.”

Forsooth, some three or four of the big men had turned them toward the bent whereon stood the twain, and were hailing them in huge, rough voices, wherein, howsoever, seemed to be no anger or threat.  So the Maid took Walter by the hand, and thus they went down quietly, and the Bear-folk, seeing them, stood all together, facing them, to abide their coming.  Walter saw of them, that though they were very tall and bigly made, they were not so far above the stature of men as to be marvels.  The carles were long-haired, and shaggy of beard, and their hair all red or tawny; their skins, where their naked flesh showed, were burned brown with sun and weather, but to a fair and pleasant brown, nought like to blackamoors.  The queans were comely and well-eyed; nor was there anything of fierce or evil-looking about either the carles or the queans, but somewhat grave and solemn of aspect were they.  Clad were they all, saving the young men-children, but somewhat scantily, and in nought save sheep-skins or deer-skins.

For weapons they saw amongst them clubs, and spears headed with bone or flint, and ugly axes of big flints set in wooden handles; nor was there, as far as they could see, either now or afterward, any bow amongst them.  But some of the young men seemed to have slings done about their shoulders.

Now when they were come but three fathom from them, the Maid lifted up her voice, and spake clearly and sweetly: “Hail, ye folk of the Bears! we have come amongst you, and that for your good and not for your hurt: wherefore we would know if we be welcome.”

There was an old man who stood foremost in the midst, clad in a mantle of deer-skins worked very goodly, and with a gold ring on his arm, and a chaplet of blue stones on his head, and he spake: “Little are ye, but so goodly, that if ye were but bigger, we should deem that ye were come from the Gods’ House.  Yet have I heard, that how mighty soever may the Gods be, and chiefly our God, they be at whiles nought so bigly made as we of the Bears.  How this may be, I wot not.  But if ye be not of the Gods or their kindred, then are ye mere aliens; and we know not what to do with aliens, save we meet them in battle, or give them to the God, or save we make them children of the Bear.  But yet again, ye may be messengers of some folk who would bind friendship and alliance with us: in which case ye shall at the least depart in peace, and whiles ye are with us shall be our guests in all good cheer.  Now, therefore, we bid you declare the matter unto us.”

Then spake the Maid: “Father, it were easy for us to declare what we be unto you here present.  But, meseemeth, ye who be gathered round the fire here this evening are less than the whole tale of the children of the Bear.”

“So it is, Maiden,” said the elder, “that many more children hath the Bear.”

“This then we bid you,” said the Maid, “that ye send the tokens round and gather your people to you, and when they be assembled in the Doom-ring, then shall we put our errand before you; and according to that, shall ye deal with us.”

“Thou hast spoken well,” said the elder; “and even so had we bidden you ourselves.  To-morrow, before noon, shall ye stand in the Doom-ring in this Dale, and speak with the children of the Bear.”

Therewith he turned to his own folk and called out something, whereof those twain knew not the meaning; and there came to him, one after another, six young men, unto each of whom he gave a thing from out his pouch, but what it was Walter might not see, save that it was little and of small account: to each, also, he spake a word or two, and straight they set off running, one after the other, turning toward the bent which was over against that whereby the twain had come into the Dale, and were soon out of sight in the gathering dusk.

Then the elder turned him again to Walter and the Maid, and spake: “Man and woman, whatsoever ye may be, or whatsoever may abide you to-morrow, to-night, ye are welcome guests to us; so we bid you come eat and drink at our fire.”

So they sat all together upon the grass round about the embers of the fire, and ate curds and cheese, and drank milk in abundance; and as the night grew on them they quickened the fire, that they might have light.  This wild folk talked merrily amongst themselves, with laughter enough and friendly jests, but to the new-comers they were few-spoken, though, as the twain deemed, for no enmity that they bore them.  But this found Walter, that the younger ones, both men and women, seemed to find it a hard matter to keep their eyes off them; and seemed, withal, to gaze on them with somewhat of doubt, or, it might be, of fear.

So when the night was wearing a little, the elder arose and bade the twain to come with him, and led them to a small house or booth, which was amidmost of all, and somewhat bigger than the others, and he did them to wit that they should rest there that night, and bade them sleep in peace and without fear till the morrow.  So they entered, and found beds thereon of heather and ling, and they laid them down sweetly, like brother and sister, when they had kissed each other.  But they noted that four brisk men lay without the booth, and across the door, with their weapons beside them, so that they must needs look upon themselves as captives.

Then Walter might not refrain him, but spake: “Sweet and dear friend, I have come a long way from the quay at Langton, and the vision of the Dwarf, the Maid, and the Lady; and for this kiss wherewith I have kissed thee e’en now, and the kindness of thine eyes, it was worth the time and the travail.  But to-morrow, meseemeth, I shall go no further in this world, though my journey be far longer than from Langton hither.  And now may God and All Hallows keep thee amongst this wild folk, whenas I shall be gone from thee.”

She laughed low and sweetly, and said: “Dear friend, dost thou speak to me thus mournfully to move me to love thee better?  Then is thy labour lost; for no better may I love thee than now I do; and that is with mine whole heart.  But keep a good courage, I bid thee; for we be not sundered yet, nor shall we be.  Nor do I deem that we shall die here, or to-morrow; but many years hence, after we have known all the sweetness of life.  Meanwhile, I bid thee good-night, fair friend!”






  








CHAPTER XXVII: MORNING AMONGST THE BEARS
 

So Walter laid him down and fell asleep, and knew no more till he awoke in bright daylight with the Maid standing over him.  She was fresh from the water, for she had been to the river to bathe her, and the sun through the open door fell streaming on her feet close to Walter’s pillow.  He turned about and cast his arm about them, and caressed them, while she stood smiling upon him; then he arose and looked on her, and said: “How thou art fair and bright this morning!  And yet . . . and yet . . . were it not well that thou do off thee all this faded and drooping bravery of leaves and blossoms, that maketh thee look like to a jongleur’s damsel on a morrow of May-day?”

And he gazed ruefully on her.

She laughed on him merrily, and said: “Yea, and belike these others think no better of my attire, or not much better; for yonder they are gathering small wood for the burnt-offering; which, forsooth, shall be thou and I, unless I better it all by means of the wisdom I learned of the old woman, and perfected betwixt the stripes of my Mistress, whom a little while ago thou lovedst somewhat.”

And as she spake her eyes sparkled, her cheek flushed, and her limbs and her feet seemed as if they could scarce refrain from dancing for joy.  Then Walter knit his brow, and for a moment a thought half-framed was in his mind: Is it so, that she will bewray me and live without me? and he cast his eyes on to the ground.  But she said: “Look up, and into mine eyes, friend, and see if there be in them any falseness toward thee!  For I know thy thought; I know thy thought.  Dost thou not see that my joy and gladness is for the love of thee, and the thought of the rest from trouble that is at hand?”

He looked up, and his eyes met the eyes of her love, and he would have cast his arms about her; but she drew aback and said: “Nay, thou must refrain thee awhile, dear friend, lest these folk cast eyes on us, and deem us over lover-like for what I am to bid them deem me.  Abide a while, and then shall all be in me according to thy will.  But now I must tell thee that it is not very far from noon, and that the Bears are streaming into the Dale, and already there is an host of men at the Doom-ring, and, as I said, the bale for the burnt-offering is wellnigh dight, whether it be for us, or for some other creature.  And now I have to bid thee this, and it will be a thing easy for thee to do, to wit, that thou look as if thou wert of the race of the Gods, and not to blench, or show sign of blenching, whatever betide: to yea-say both my yea-say and my nay-say: and lastly this, which is the only hard thing for thee (but thou hast already done it before somewhat), to look upon me with no masterful eyes of love, nor as if thou wert at once praying me and commanding me; rather thou shalt so demean thee as if thou wert my man all simply, and nowise my master.”

“O friend beloved,” said Walter, “here at least art thou the master, and I will do all thy bidding, in certain hope of this, that either we shall live together or die together.”

But as they spoke, in came the elder, and with him a young maiden, bearing with them their breakfast of curds arid cream and strawberries, and he bade them eat.  So they ate, and were not unmerry; and the while of their eating the elder talked with them soberly, but not hardly, or with any seeming enmity: and ever his talk gat on to the drought, which was now burning up the down-pastures; and how the grass in the watered dales, which was no wide spread of land, would not hold out much longer unless the God sent them rain.  And Walter noted that those two, the elder and the Maid, eyed each other curiously amidst of this talk; the elder intent on what she might say, and if she gave heed to his words; while on her side the Maid answered his speech graciously and pleasantly, but said little that was of any import: nor would she have him fix her eyes, which wandered lightly from this thing to that; nor would her lips grow stern and stable, but ever smiled in answer to the light of her eyes, as she sat there with her face as the very face of the gladness of the summer day.






  








CHAPTER XXVIII: OF THE NEW GOD OF THE BEARS
 

At last the old man said: “My children, ye shall now come with me unto the Doom-ring of our folk, the Bears of the Southern Dales, and deliver to them your errand; and I beseech you to have pity upon your own bodies, as I have pity on them; on thine especially, Maiden, so fair and bright a creature as thou art; for so it is, that if ye deal us out light and lying words after the manner of dastards, ye shall miss the worship and glory of wending away amidst of the flames, a gift to the God and a hope to the people, and shall be passed by the rods of the folk, until ye faint and fail amongst them, and then shall ye be thrust down into the flow at the Dale’s End, and a stone-laden hurdle cast upon you, that we may thenceforth forget your folly.”

The Maid now looked full into his eyes, and Walter deemed that the old man shrank before her; but she said: “Thou art old and wise, O great man of the Bears, yet nought I need to learn of thee.  Now lead us on our way to the Stead of the Errands.”

So the elder brought them along to the Doom-ring at the eastern end of the Dale; and it was now all peopled with those huge men, weaponed after their fashion, and standing up, so that the grey stones thereof but showed a little over their heads.  But amidmost of the said Ring was a big stone, fashioned as a chair, whereon sat a very old man, long-hoary and white-bearded, and on either side of him stood a great-limbed woman clad in war-gear, holding, each of them, a long spear, and with a flint-bladed knife in the girdle; and there were no other women in all the Mote.

Then the elder led those twain into the midst of the Mote, and there bade them go up on to a wide, flat-topped stone, six feet above the ground, just over against the ancient chieftain; and they mounted it by a rough stair, and stood there before that folk; Walter in his array of the outward world, which had been fair enough, of crimson cloth and silk, and white linen, but was now travel-stained and worn; and the Maid with nought upon her, save the smock wherein she had fled from the Golden House of the Wood beyond the World, decked with the faded flowers which she had wreathed about her yesterday.  Nevertheless, so it was, that those big men eyed her intently, and with somewhat of worship.

Now did Walter, according to her bidding, sink down on his knees beside her, and drawing his sword, hold it before him, as if to keep all interlopers aloof from the Maid.  And there was silence in the Mote, and all eyes were fixed on those twain.

At last the old chief arose and spake: “Ye men, here are come a man and a woman, we know not whence; whereas they have given word to our folk who first met them, that they would tell their errand to none save the Mote of the People; which it was their due to do, if they were minded to risk it.  For either they be aliens without an errand hither, save, it may be, to beguile us, in which case they shall presently die an evil death; or they have come amongst us that we may give them to the God with flint-edge and fire; or they have a message to us from some folk or other, on the issue of which lieth life or death.  Now shall ye hear what they have to say concerning themselves and their faring hither.  But, meseemeth, it shall be the woman who is the chief and hath the word in her mouth; for, lo you! the man kneeleth at her feet, as one who would serve and worship her.  Speak out then, woman, and let our warriors hear thee.”

Then the Maid lifted up her voice, and spake out clear and shrilling, like to a flute of the best of the minstrels: “Ye men of the Children of the Bear, I would ask you a question, and let the chieftain who sitteth before me answer it.”

The old man nodded his head, and she went on: “Tell me, Children of the Bear, how long a time is worn since ye saw the God of your worship made manifest in the body of a woman!”

Said the elder: “Many winters have worn since my father’s father was a child, and saw the very God in the bodily form of a woman.”

Then she said again: “Did ye rejoice at her coming, and would ye rejoice if once more she came amongst you?”

“Yea,” said the old chieftain, “for she gave us gifts, and learned us lore, and came to us in no terrible shape, but as a young woman as goodly as thou.”

Then said the Maid: “Now, then, is the day of your gladness come; for the old body is dead, and I am the new body of your God, come amongst you for your welfare.”

Then fell a great silence on the Mote, till the old man spake and said: “What shall I say and live?  For if thou be verily the God, and I threaten thee, wilt thou not destroy me?  But thou hast spoken a great word with a sweet mouth, and hast taken the burden of blood on thy lily hands; and if the Children of the Bear be befooled of light liars, how shall they put the shame off them?  Therefore I say, show to us a token; and if thou be the God, this shall be easy to thee; and if thou show it not, then is thy falsehood manifest, and thou shalt dree the weird.  For we shall deliver thee into the hands of these women here, who shall thrust thee down into the flow which is hereby, after they have wearied themselves with whipping thee.  But thy man that kneeleth at thy feet shall we give to the true God, and he shall go to her by the road of the flint and the fire.  Hast thou heard?  Then give to us the sign and the token.”

She changed countenance no whit at his word; but her eyes were the brighter, and her cheek the fresher and her feet moved a little, as if they were growing glad before the dance; and she looked out over the Mote, and spake in her clear voice: “Old man, thou needest not to fear for thy words.  Forsooth it is not me whom thou threatenest with stripes and a foul death, but some light fool and liar, who is not here.  Now hearken!  I wot well that ye would have somewhat of me, to wit, that I should send you rain to end this drought, which otherwise seemeth like to lie long upon you: but this rain, I must go into the mountains of the south to fetch it you; therefore shall certain of your warriors bring me on my way, with this my man, up to the great pass of the said mountains, and we shall set out thitherward this very day.”

She was silent a while, and all looked on her, but none spake or moved, so that they seemed as images of stone amongst the stones.

Then she spake again and said: “Some would say, men of the Bear, that this were a sign and a token great enough; but I know you, and how stubborn and perverse of heart ye be; and how that the gift not yet within your hand is no gift to you; and the wonder ye see not, your hearts trow not.  Therefore look ye upon me as here I stand, I who have come from the fairer country and the greenwood of the lands, and see if I bear not the summer with me, and the heart that maketh increase and the hand that giveth.”

Lo then! as she spake, the faded flowers that hung about her gathered life and grew fresh again; the woodbine round her neck and her sleek shoulders knit itself together and embraced her freshly, and cast its scent about her face.  The lilies that girded her loins lifted up their heads, and the gold of their tassels fell upon her; the eyebright grew clean blue again upon her smock; the eglantine found its blooms again, and then began to shed the leaves thereof upon her feet; the meadow-sweet wreathed amongst it made clear the sweetness of her legs, and the mouse-ear studded her raiment as with gems.  There she stood amidst of the blossoms, like a great orient pearl against the fretwork of the goldsmiths, and the breeze that came up the valley from behind bore the sweetness of her fragrance all over the Man-mote.

Then, indeed, the Bears stood up, and shouted and cried, and smote on their shields, and tossed their spears aloft.  Then the elder rose from his seat, and came up humbly to where she stood, and prayed her to say what she would have done; while the others drew about in knots, but durst not come very nigh to her.  She answered the ancient chief, and said, that she would depart presently toward the mountains, whereby she might send them the rain which they lacked, and that thence she would away to the southward for a while; but that they should hear of her, or, it might be, see her, before they who were now of middle age should be gone to their fathers.

Then the old man besought her that they might make her a litter of fragrant green boughs, and so bear her away toward the mountain pass amidst a triumph of the whole folk.  But she leapt lightly down from the stone, and walked to and fro on the greensward, while it seemed of her that her feet scarce touched the grass; and she spake to the ancient chief where he still kneeled in worship of her, and said “Nay; deemest thou of me that I need bearing by men’s hands, or that I shall tire at all when I am doing my will, and I, the very heart of the year’s increase?  So it is, that the going of my feet over your pastures shall make them to thrive, both this year and the coming years: surely will I go afoot.”

So they worshipped her the more, and blessed her; and then first of all they brought meat, the daintiest they might, both for her and for Walter.  But they would not look on the Maid whiles she ate, or suffer Walter to behold her the while.  Afterwards, when they had eaten, some twenty men, weaponed after their fashion, made them ready to wend with the Maiden up into the mountains, and anon they set out thitherward all together.  Howbeit, the huge men held them ever somewhat aloof from the Maid; and when they came to the resting-place for that night, where was no house, for it was up amongst the foot-hills before the mountains, then it was a wonder to see how carefully they built up a sleeping-place for her, and tilted it over with their skin-cloaks, and how they watched nightlong about her.  But Walter they let sleep peacefully on the grass, a little way aloof from the watchers round the Maid.






  








CHAPTER XXIX: WALTER STRAYS IN THE PASS AND IS SUNDERED FROM THE MAID
 

Morning came, and they arose and went on their ways, and went all day till the sun was nigh set, and they were come up into the very pass; and in the jaws thereof was an earthen howe.  There the Maid bade them stay, and she went up on to the howe, and stood there and spake to them, and said: “O men of the Bear, I give you thanks for your following, and I bless you, and promise you the increase of the earth.  But now ye shall turn aback, and leave me to go my ways; and my man with the iron sword shall follow me.  Now, maybe, I shall come amongst the Bear-folk again before long, and yet again, and learn them wisdom; but for this time it is enough.  And I shall tell you that ye were best to hasten home straightway to your houses in the downland dales, for the weather which I have bidden for you is even now coming forth from the forge of storms in the heart of the mountains.  Now this last word I give you, that times are changed since I wore the last shape of God that ye have seen, wherefore a change I command you.  If so be aliens come amongst you, I will not that ye send them to me by the flint and the fire; rather, unless they be baleful unto you, and worthy of an evil death, ye shall suffer them to abide with you; ye shall make them become children of the Bears, if they be goodly enough and worthy, and they shall be my children as ye be; otherwise, if they be ill-favoured and weakling, let them live and be thralls to you, but not join with you, man to woman.  Now depart ye with my blessing.”

Therewith she came down from the mound, and went her ways up the pass so lightly, that it was to Walter, standing amongst the Bears, as if she had vanished away.  But the men of that folk abode standing and worshipping their God for a little while, and that while he durst not sunder him from their company.  But when they had blessed him and gone on their way backward, he betook him in haste to following the Maid, thinking to find her abiding him in some nook of the pass.

Howsoever, it was now twilight or more, and, for all his haste, dark night overtook him, so that perforce he was stayed amidst the tangle of the mountain ways.  And, moreover, ere the night was grown old, the weather came upon him on the back of a great south wind, so that the mountain nooks rattled and roared, and there was the rain and the hail, with thunder and lightning, monstrous and terrible, and all the huge array of a summer storm.  So he was driven at last to crouch under a big rock and abide the day.

But not so were his troubles at an end.  For under the said rock he fell asleep, and when he awoke it was day indeed; but as to the pass, the way thereby was blind with the driving rain and the lowering lift; so that, though he struggled as well as he might against the storm and the tangle, he made but little way.

And now once more the thought came on him, that the Maid was of the fays, or of some race even mightier; and it came on him now not as erst, with half fear and whole desire, but with a bitter oppression of dread, of loss and misery; so that he began to fear that she had but won his love to leave him and forget him for a new-comer, after the wont of fay-women, as old tales tell.

Two days he battled thus with storm and blindness, and wanhope of his life; for he was growing weak and fordone.  But the third morning the storm abated, though the rain yet fell heavily, and he could see his way somewhat as well as feel it: withal he found that now his path was leading him downwards.  As it grew dusk, he came down into a grassy valley with a stream running through it to the southward, and the rain was now but little, coming down but in dashes from time to time.  So he crept down to the stream-side, and lay amongst the bushes there; and said to himself, that on the morrow he would get him victual, so that he might live to seek his Maiden through the wide world.  He was of somewhat better heart: but now that he was laid quiet, and had no more for that present to trouble him about the way, the anguish of his loss fell upon him the keener, and he might not refrain him from lamenting his dear Maiden aloud, as one who deemed himself in the empty wilderness: and thus he lamented for her sweetness and her loveliness, and the kindness of her voice and her speech, and her mirth.  Then he fell to crying out concerning the beauty of her shaping, praising the parts of her body, as her face, and her hands, and her shoulders, and her feet, and cursing the evil fate which had sundered him from the friendliness of her, and the peerless fashion of her.






  








CHAPTER XXX: NOW THEY MEET AGAIN
 

Complaining thus-wise, he fell asleep from sheer weariness, and when he awoke it was broad day, calm and bright and cloudless, with the scent of the earth refreshed going up into the heavens, and the birds singing sweetly in the bushes about him: for the dale whereunto he was now come was a fair and lovely place amidst the shelving slopes of the mountains, a paradise of the wilderness, and nought but pleasant and sweet things were to be seen there, now that the morn was so clear and sunny.

He arose and looked about him, and saw where, a hundred yards aloof, was a thicket of small wood, as thorn and elder and whitebeam, all wreathed about with the bines of wayfaring tree; it hid a bight of the stream, which turned round about it, and betwixt it and Walter was the grass short and thick, and sweet, and all beset with flowers; and he said to himself that it was even such a place as wherein the angels were leading the Blessed in the great painted paradise in the choir of the big church at Langton on Holm.  But lo! as he looked he cried aloud for joy, for forth from the thicket on to the flowery grass came one like to an angel from out of the said picture, white-clad and bare-foot, sweet of flesh, with bright eyes and ruddy cheeks; for it was the Maid herself.  So he ran to her, and she abode him, holding forth kind hands to him, and smiling, while she wept for joy of the meeting.  He threw himself upon her, and spared not to kiss her, her cheeks and her mouth, and her arms and her shoulders, and wheresoever she would suffer it.  Till at last she drew aback a little, laughing on him for love, and said: “Forbear now, friend, for it is enough for this time, and tell me how thou hast sped.”

“Ill, ill,” said he.

“What ails thee?” she said.

“Hunger,” he said, “and longing for thee.”

“Well,” she said, “me thou hast; there is one ill quenched; take my hand, and we will see to the other one.”

So he took her hand, and to hold it seemed to him sweet beyond measure.  But he looked up, and saw a little blue smoke going up into the air from beyond the thicket; and he laughed, for he was weak with hunger, and he said: “Who is at the cooking yonder?”

“Thou shalt see,” she said; and led him therewith into the said thicket and through it, and lo! a fair little grassy place, full of flowers, betwixt the bushes and the bight of the stream; and on the little sandy ere, just off the greensward, was a fire of sticks, and beside it two trouts lying, fat and red-flecked.

“Here is the breakfast,” said she; “when it was time to wash the night off me e’en now, I went down the strand here into the rippling shallow, and saw the bank below it, where the water draws together yonder, and deepens, that it seemed like to hold fish; and whereas I looked to meet thee presently, I groped the bank for them, going softly; and lo thou!  Help me now, that we cook them.”

So they roasted them on the red embers, and fell to and ate well, both of them, and drank of the water of the stream out of each other’s hollow hands; and that feast seemed glorious to them, such gladness went with it.

But when they were done with their meat, Walter said to the Maid: “And how didst thou know that thou shouldst see me presently?”

She said, looking on him wistfully: “This needed no wizardry.  I lay not so far from thee last night, but that I heard thy voice and knew it.”

Said he, “Why didst thou not come to me then, since thou heardest me bemoaning thee?”

She cast her eyes down, and plucked at the flowers and grass, and said: “It was dear to hear thee praising me; I knew not before that I was so sore desired, or that thou hadst taken such note of my body, and found it so dear.”

Then she reddened sorely, and said: “I knew not that aught of me had such beauty as thou didst bewail.”

And she wept for joy.  Then she looked on him and smiled, and said: “Wilt thou have the very truth of it?  I went close up to thee, and stood there hidden by the bushes and the night.  And amidst thy bewailing, I knew that thou wouldst soon fall asleep, and in sooth I out-waked thee.”

Then was she silent again; and he spake not, but looked on her shyly; and she said, reddening yet more: “Furthermore, I must needs tell thee that I feared to go to thee in the dark night, and my heart so yearning towards thee.”

And she hung her head adown; but he said: “Is it so indeed, that thou fearest me?  Then doth that make me afraid — afraid of thy nay-say.  For I was going to entreat thee, and say to thee: Beloved, we have now gone through many troubles; let us now take a good reward at once, and wed together, here amidst this sweet and pleasant house of the mountains, ere we go further on our way; if indeed we go further at all.  For where shall we find any place sweeter or happier than this?”

But she sprang up to her feet, and stood there trembling before him, because of her love; and she said: “Beloved, I have deemed that it were good for us to go seek mankind as they live in the world, and to live amongst them.  And as for me, I will tell thee the sooth, to wit, that I long for this sorely.  For I feel afraid in the wilderness, and as if I needed help and protection against my Mistress, though she be dead; and I need the comfort of many people, and the throngs of the cities.  I cannot forget her: it was but last night that I dreamed (I suppose as the dawn grew a-cold) that I was yet under her hand, and she was stripping me for the torment; so that I woke up panting and crying out.  I pray thee be not angry with me for telling thee of my desires; for if thou wouldst not have it so, then here will I abide with thee as thy mate, and strive to gather courage.”

He rose up and kissed her face, and said: “Nay, I had in sooth no mind to abide here for ever; I meant but that we should feast a while here, and then depart: sooth it is, that if thou dreadest the wilderness, somewhat I dread the city.”

She turned pale, and said: “Thou shalt have thy will, my friend, if it must be so.  But bethink thee we be not yet at our journey’s end, and may have many things and much strife to endure, before we be at peace and in welfare.  Now shall I tell thee — did I not before? — that while I am a maid untouched, my wisdom, and somedeal of might, abideth with me, and only so long.  Therefore I entreat thee, let us go now, side by side, out of this fair valley, even as we are, so that my wisdom and might may help thee at need.  For, my friend, I would not that our lives be short, so much of joy as hath now come into them.”

“Yea, beloved,” he said, “let us on straightway then, and shorten the while that sundereth us.”

“Love,” she said, “thou shalt pardon me one time for all.  But this is to be said, that I know somewhat of the haps that lie a little way ahead of us; partly by my lore, and partly by what I learned of this land of the wild folk whiles thou wert lying asleep that morning.”

So they left that pleasant place by the water, and came into the open valley, and went their ways through the pass; and it soon became stony again, as they mounted the bent which went up from out the dale.  And when they came to the brow of the said bent, they had a sight of the open country lying fair and joyous in the sunshine, and amidst of it, against the blue hills, the walls and towers of a great city.

Then said the Maid: “O, dear friend, lo you! is not that our abode that lieth yonder, and is so beauteous?  Dwell not our friends there, and our protection against uncouth wights, and mere evil things in guileful shapes?  O city, I bid thee hail!”

But Walter looked on her, and smiled somewhat; and said: “I rejoice in thy joy.  But there be evil things in yonder city also, though they be not fays nor devils, or it is like to no city that I wot of.  And in every city shall foes grow up to us without rhyme or reason, and life therein shall be tangled unto us.”

“Yea,” she said; “but in the wilderness amongst the devils, what was to be done by manly might or valiancy?  There hadst thou to fall back upon the guile and wizardry which I had filched from my very foes.  But when we come down yonder, then shall thy valiancy prevail to cleave the tangle for us.  Or at the least, it shall leave a tale of thee behind, and I shall worship thee.”

He laughed, and his face grew brighter: “Mastery mows the meadow,” quoth he, “and one man is of little might against many.  But I promise thee I shall not be slothful before thee.”






  








CHAPTER XXXI: THEY COME UPON NEW FOLK
 

With that they went down from the bent again, and came to where the pass narrowed so much, that they went betwixt a steep wall of rock on either side; but after an hour’s going, the said wall gave back suddenly, and, or they were ware almost, they came on another dale like to that which they had left, but not so fair, though it was grassy and well watered, and not so big either.  But here indeed befell a change to them; for lo! tents and pavilions pitched in the said valley, and amidst of it a throng of men, mostly weaponed, and with horses ready saddled at hand.  So they stayed their feet, and Walter’s heart failed him, for he said to himself: Who wotteth what these men may be, save that they be aliens?  It is most like that we shall be taken as thralls; and then, at the best, we shall be sundered; and that is all one with the worst.

But the Maid, when she saw the horses, and the gay tents, and the pennons fluttering, and the glitter of spears, and gleaming of white armour, smote her palms together for joy, and cried out: “Here now are come the folk of the city for our welcoming, and fair and lovely are they, and of many things shall they be thinking, and a many things shall they do, and we shall be partakers thereof.  Come then, and let us meet them, fair friend!”

But Walter said: “Alas! thou knowest not: would that we might flee!  But now is it over late; so put we a good face on it, and go to them quietly, as erewhile we did in the Bear-country.”

So did they; and there sundered six from the men-at-arms and came to those twain, and made humble obeisance to Walter, but spake no word.  Then they made as they would lead them to the others, and the twain went with them wondering, and came into the ring of men-at-arms, and stood before an old hoar knight, armed all, save his head, with most goodly armour, and he also bowed before Walter, but spake no word.  Then they took them to the master pavilion, and made signs to them to sit, and they brought them dainty meat and good wine.  And the while of their eating arose up a stir about them; and when they were done with their meat, the ancient knight came to them, still bowing in courteous wise, and did them to wit by signs that they should depart: and when they were without, they saw all the other tents struck, and men beginning to busy them with striking the pavilion, and the others mounted and ranked in good order for the road; and there were two horse-litters before them, wherein they were bidden to mount, Walter in one, and the Maid in the other, and no otherwise might they do.  Then presently was a horn blown, and all took to the road together; and Walter saw betwixt the curtains of the litter that men-at-arms rode on either side of him, albeit they had left him his sword by his side.

So they went down the mountain-passes, and before sunset were gotten into the plain; but they made no stay for nightfall, save to eat a morsel and drink a draught, going through the night as men who knew their way well.  As they went, Walter wondered what would betide, and if peradventure they also would be for offering them up to their Gods; whereas they were aliens for certain, and belike also Saracens.  Moreover there was a cold fear at his heart that he should be sundered from the Maid, whereas their masters now were mighty men of war, holding in their hands that which all men desire, to wit, the manifest beauty of a woman.  Yet he strove to think the best of it that he might.  And so at last, when the night was far spent, and dawn was at hand, they stayed at a great and mighty gate in a huge wall.  There they blew loudly on the horn thrice, and thereafter the gates were opened, and they all passed through into a street, which seemed to Walter in the glimmer to be both great and goodly amongst the abodes of men.  Then it was but a little ere they came into a square, wide-spreading, one side whereof Walter took to be the front of a most goodly house.  There the doors of the court opened to them or ever the horn might blow, though, forsooth, blow it did loudly three times; all they entered therein, and men came to Walter and signed to him to alight.  So did he, and would have tarried to look about for the Maid, but they suffered it not, but led him up a huge stair into a chamber, very great, and but dimly lighted because of its greatness.  Then they brought him to a bed dight as fair as might be, and made signs to him to strip and lie therein.  Perforce he did so, and then they bore away his raiment, and left him lying there.  So he lay there quietly, deeming it no avail for him, a mother-naked man, to seek escape thence; but it was long ere he might sleep, because of his trouble of mind.  At last, pure weariness got the better of his hopes and fears, and he fell into slumber just as the dawn was passing into day.






  








CHAPTER XXXII: OF THE NEW KING OF THE CITY AND LAND OF STARK-WALL
 

When he awoke again the sun was shining brightly into that chamber, and he looked, and beheld that it was peerless of beauty and riches, amongst all that he had ever seen: the ceiling done with gold and over-sea blue; the walls hung with arras of the fairest, though he might not tell what was the history done therein.  The chairs and stools were of carven work well be-painted, and amidmost was a great ivory chair under a cloth of estate, of bawdekin of gold and green, much be-pearled; and all the floor was of fine work alexandrine.

He looked on all this, wondering what had befallen him, when lo! there came folk into the chamber, to wit, two serving-men well-bedight, and three old men clad in rich gowns of silk.  These came to him and (still by signs, without speech) bade him arise and come with them; and when he bade them look to it that he was naked, and laughed doubtfully, they neither laughed in answer, nor offered him any raiment, but still would have him arise, and he did so perforce.  They brought him with them out of the chamber, and through certain passages pillared and goodly, till they came to a bath as fair as any might be; and there the serving-men washed him carefully and tenderly, the old men looking on the while.  When it was done, still they offered not to clothe him, but led him out, and through the passages again, back to the chamber.  Only this time he must pass between a double hedge of men, some weaponed, some in peaceful array, but all clad gloriously, and full chieftain-like of aspect, either for valiancy or wisdom.

In the chamber itself was now a concourse of men, of great estate by deeming of their array; but all these were standing orderly in a ring about the ivory chair aforesaid.  Now said Walter to himself: Surely all this looks toward the knife and the altar for me; but he kept a stout countenance despite of all.

So they led him up to the ivory chair, and he beheld on either side thereof a bench, and on each was laid a set of raiment from the shirt upwards; but there was much diversity betwixt these arrays.  For one was all of robes of peace, glorious and be-gemmed, unmeet for any save a great king; while the other was war-weed, seemly, well-fashioned, but little adorned; nay rather, worn and bestained with weather, and the pelting of the spear-storm.

Now those old men signed to Walter to take which of those raiments he would, and do it on.  He looked to the right and the left, and when he had looked on the war-gear, the heart arose in him, and he called to mind the array of the Goldings in the forefront of battle, and he made one step toward the weapons, and laid his hand thereon.  Then ran a glad murmur through that concourse, and the old men drew up to him smiling and joyous, and helped him to do them on; and as he took up the helm, he noted that over its broad brown iron sat a golden crown.

So when he was clad and weaponed, girt with a sword, and a steel axe in his hand, the elders showed him to the ivory throne, and he laid the axe on the arm of the chair, and drew forth the sword from the scabbard, and sat him down, and laid the ancient blade across his knees; then he looked about on those great men, and spake: “How long shall we speak no word to each other, or is it so that God hath stricken you dumb?”

Then all they cried out with one voice: “All hail to the King, the King of Battle!”

Spake Walter: “If I be king, will ye do my will as I bid you?”

Answered the elder: “Nought have we will to do, lord, save as thou biddest.”

Said Walter: “Thou then, wilt thou answer a question in all truth?”

“Yea, lord,” said the elder, “if I may live afterward.”

Then said Walter: “The woman that came with me into your Camp of the Mountain, what hath befallen her?”

The elder answered: “Nought hath befallen her, either of good or evil, save that she hath slept and eaten and bathed her.  What, then, is the King’s pleasure concerning her?”

“That ye bring her hither to me straightway,” said Walter.

“Yea,” said the elder; “and in what guise shall we bring her hither? shall she be arrayed as a servant, or a great lady?”

Then Walter pondered a while, and spake at last: “Ask her what is her will herein, and as she will have it, so let it be.  But set ye another chair beside mine, and lead her thereto.  Thou wise old man, send one or two to bring her in hither, but abide thou, for I have a question or two to ask of thee yet.  And ye, lords, abide here the coming of my she-fellow, if it weary you not.”

So the elder spake to three of the most honourable of the lords, and they went their ways to bring in the Maid.






  








CHAPTER XXXIII: CONCERNING THE FASHION OF KING-MAKING IN STARK-WALL
 

Meanwhile the King spake to the elder, and said: “Now tell me whereof I am become king, and what is the fashion and cause of the king-making; for wondrous it is to me, whereas I am but an alien amidst of mighty men.”

“Lord,” said the old man, “thou art become king of a mighty city, which hath under it many other cities and wide lands, and havens by the sea-side, and which lacketh no wealth which men desire.  Many wise men dwell therein, and of fools not more than in other lands.  A valiant host shall follow thee to battle when needs must thou wend afield; an host not to be withstood, save by the ancient God-folk, if any of them were left upon the earth, as belike none are.  And as to the name of our said city, it hight the City of the Stark-wall, or more shortly, Stark-wall.  Now as to the fashion of our king-making: If our king dieth and leaveth an heir male, begotten of his body, then is he king after him; but if he die and leave no heir, then send we out a great lord, with knights and sergeants, to that pass of the mountain whereto ye came yesterday; and the first man that cometh unto them, they take and lead to the city, as they did with thee, lord.  For we believe and trow that of old time our forefathers came down from the mountains by that same pass, poor and rude, but full of valiancy, before they conquered these lands, and builded the Stark-wall.  But now furthermore, when we have gotten the said wanderer, and brought him home to our city, we behold him mother-naked, all the great men of us, both sages and warriors; then if we find him ill-fashioned and counterfeit of his body, we roll him in a great carpet till he dies; or whiles, if he be but a simple man, and without guile, we deliver him for thrall to some artificer amongst us, as a shoemaker, a wright, or what not, and so forget him.  But in either case we make as if no such man had come to us, and we send again the lord and his knights to watch the pass; for we say that such an one the Fathers of old time have not sent us.  But again, when we have seen to the new-comer that he is well-fashioned of his body, all is not done; for we deem that never would the Fathers send us a dolt or a craven to be our king.  Therefore we bid the naked one take to him which he will of these raiments, either the ancient armour, which now thou bearest, lord, or this golden raiment here; and if he take the war-gear, as thou takedst it, King, it is well; but if he take the raiment of peace, then hath he the choice either to be thrall of some goodman of the city, or to be proven how wise he may be, and so fare the narrow edge betwixt death and kingship; for if he fall short of his wisdom, then shall he die the death.  Thus is thy question answered, King, and praise be to the Fathers that they have sent us one whom none may doubt, either for wisdom or valiancy.”






  








CHAPTER XXXIV: NOW COMETH THE MAID TO THE KING
 

Then all they bowed before the King, and he spake again: “What is that noise that I hear without, as if it were the rising of the sea on a sandy shore, when the south-west wind is blowing.”

Then the elder opened his mouth to answer; but before he might get out the word, there was a stir without the chamber door, and the throng parted, and lo! amidst of them came the Maid, and she yet clad in nought save the white coat wherewith she had won through the wilderness, save that on her head was a garland of red roses, and her middle was wreathed with the same.  Fresh and fair she was as the dawn of June; her face bright, red-lipped, and clear-eyed, and her cheeks flushed with hope and love.  She went straight to Walter where he sat, and lightly put away with her hand the elder who would lead her to the ivory throne beside the King; but she knelt down before him, and laid her hand on his steel-clad knee, and said: “O my lord, now I see that thou hast beguiled me, and that thou wert all along a king-born man coming home to thy realm.  But so dear thou hast been to me; and so fair and clear, and so kind withal do thine eyes shine on me from under the grey war-helm, that I will beseech thee not to cast me out utterly, but suffer me to be thy servant and handmaid for a while.  Wilt thou not?”

But the King stooped down to her and raised her up, and stood on his feet, and took her hands and kissed them, and set her down beside him, and said to her: “Sweetheart, this is now thy place till the night cometh, even by my side.”

So she sat down there meek and valiant, her hands laid in her lap, and her feet one over the other; while the King said: “Lords, this is my beloved, and my spouse.  Now, therefore, if ye will have me for King, ye must worship this one for Queen and Lady; or else suffer us both to go our ways in peace.”

Then all they that were in the chamber cried out aloud: “The Queen, the Lady!  The beloved of our lord!”

And this cry came from their hearts, and not their lips only; for as they looked on her, and the brightness of her beauty, they saw also the meekness of her demeanour, and the high heart of her, and they all fell to loving her.  But the young men of them, their cheeks flushed as they beheld her, and their hearts went out to her, and they drew their swords and brandished them aloft, and cried out for her as men made suddenly drunk with love: “The Queen, the Lady, the lovely one!”






  








CHAPTER XXXV: OF THE KING OF STARK-WALL AND HIS QUEEN
 

But while this betid, that murmur without, which is aforesaid, grew louder; and it smote on the King’s ear, and he said again to the elder: “Tell us now of that noise withoutward, what is it?”

Said the elder: “If thou, King, and the Queen, wilt but arise and stand in the window, and go forth into the hanging gallery thereof, then shall ye know at once what is this rumour, and therewithal shall ye see a sight meet to rejoice the heart of a king new come into kingship.”

So the King arose and took the Maid by the hand, and went to the window and looked forth; and lo! the great square of the place all thronged with folk as thick as they could stand, and the more part of the carles with a weapon in hand, and many armed right gallantly.  Then he went out into the gallery with his Queen, still holding her hand, and his lords and wise men stood behind him.  Straightway then arose a cry, and a shout of joy and welcome that rent the very heavens, and the great place was all glittering and strange with the tossing up of spears and the brandishing of swords, and the stretching forth of hands.

But the Maid spake softly to King Walter and said: “Here then is the wilderness left behind a long way, and here is warding and protection against the foes of our life and soul.  O blessed be thou and thy valiant heart!”

But Walter spake nothing, but stood as one in a dream; and yet, if that might be, his longing toward her increased manifold.

But down below, amidst of the throng, stood two neighbours somewhat anigh to the window; and quoth one to the other: “See thou! the new man in the ancient armour of the Battle of the Waters, bearing the sword that slew the foeman king on the Day of the Doubtful Onset!  Surely this is a sign of good-luck to us all.”

“Yea,” said the second, “he beareth his armour well, and the eyes are bright in the head of him: but hast thou beheld well his she-fellow, and what the like of her is?”

“I see her,” said the other, “that she is a fair woman; yet somewhat worse clad than simply.  She is in her smock, man, and were it not for the balusters I deem ye should see her barefoot.  What is amiss with her?”

“Dost thou not see her,” said the second neighbour, “that she is not only a fair woman, but yet more, one of those lovely ones that draw the heart out of a man’s body, one may scarce say for why?  Surely Stark-wall hath cast a lucky net this time.  And as to her raiment, I see of her that she is clad in white and wreathed with roses, but that the flesh of her is so wholly pure and sweet that it maketh all her attire but a part of her body, and halloweth it, so that it hath the semblance of gems.  Alas, my friend! let us hope that this Queen will fare abroad unseldom amongst the people.”

Thus, then, they spake; but after a while the King and his mate went back into the chamber, and he gave command that the women of the Queen should come and fetch her away, to attire her in royal array.  And thither came the fairest of the honourable damsels, and were fain of being her waiting-women.  Therewithal the King was unarmed, and dight most gloriously, but still he bore the Sword of the King’s Slaying: and sithence were the King and the Queen brought into the great hall of the palace, and they met on the dais, and kissed before the lords and other folk that thronged the hall.  There they ate a morsel and drank a cup together while all beheld them; and then they were brought forth, and a white horse of the goodliest, well bedight, brought for each of them, and thereon they mounted and went their ways together, by the lane which the huge throng made for them, to the great church, for the hallowing and the crowning; and they were led by one squire alone, and he unarmed; for such was the custom of Stark-wall when a new king should be hallowed: so came they to the great church (for that folk was not miscreant, so to say), and they entered it, they two alone, and went into the choir: and when they had stood there a little while wondering at their lot, they heard how the bells fell a-ringing tunefully over their heads; and then drew near the sound of many trumpets blowing together, and thereafter the voices of many folk singing; and then were the great doors thrown open, and the bishop and his priests came into the church with singing and minstrelsy, and thereafter came the whole throng of the folk, and presently the nave of the church was filled by it, as when the water follows the cutting of the dam, and fills up the dyke.  Thereafter came the bishop and his mates into the choir, and came up to the King, and gave him and the Queen the kiss of peace.  This was mass sung gloriously; and thereafter was the King anointed and crowned, and great joy was made throughout the church.  Afterwards they went back afoot to the palace, they two alone together, with none but the esquire going before to show them the way.  And as they went, they passed close beside those two neighbours, whose talk has been told of afore, and the first one, he who had praised the King’s war-array, spake and said: “Truly, neighbour, thou art in the right of it; and now the Queen has been dight duly, and hath a crown on her head, and is clad in white samite done all over with pearls, I see her to be of exceeding goodliness; as goodly, maybe, as the Lord King.”

Quoth the other: “Unto me she seemeth as she did e’en now; she is clad in white, as then she was, and it is by reason of the pure and sweet flesh of her that the pearls shine out and glow, and by the holiness of her body is her rich attire hallowed; but, forsooth, it seemed to me as she went past as though paradise had come anigh to our city, and that all the air breathed of it.  So I say, praise be to God and His Hallows who hath suffered her to dwell amongst us!”

Said the first man: “Forsooth, it is well; but knowest thou at all whence she cometh, and of what lineage she may be?”

“Nay,” said the other, “I wot not whence she is; but this I wot full surely, that when she goeth away, they whom she leadeth with her shall be well bestead.  Again, of her lineage nought know I; but this I know, that they that come of her, to the twentieth generation, shall bless and praise the memory of her, and hallow her name little less than they hallow the name of the Mother of God.”

So spake those two; but the King and Queen came back to the palace, and sat among the lords and at the banquet which was held thereafter, and long was the time of their glory, till the night was far spent and all men must seek to their beds.






  








CHAPTER XXXVI: OF WALTER AND THE MAID IN THE DAYS OF THE KINGSHIP
 

Long it was, indeed, till the women, by the King’s command, had brought the Maid to the King’s chamber; and he met her, and took her by the shoulders and kissed her, and said: “Art thou not weary, sweetheart?  Doth not the city, and the thronging folk, and the watching eyes of the great ones . . . doth it not all lie heavy on thee, as it doth upon me?”

She said: “And where is the city now? is not this the wilderness again, and thou and I alone together therein?”

He gazed at her eagerly, and she reddened, so that her eyes shone light amidst the darkness of the flush of her cheeks.

He spake trembling and softly, and said: “Is it not in one matter better than the wilderness? is not the fear gone, yea, every whit thereof?”

The dark flush had left her face, and she looked on him exceeding sweetly, and spoke steadily and clearly: “Even so it is, beloved.”  Therewith she set her hand to the girdle that girt her loins, and did it off, and held it out toward him, and said: “Here is the token; this is a maid’s girdle, and the woman is ungirt.”

So he took the girdle and her hand withal, and cast his arms about her: and amidst the sweetness of their love and their safety, and assured hope of many days of joy, they spake together of the hours when they fared the razor-edge betwixt guile and misery and death, and the sweeter yet it grew to them because of it; and many things she told him ere the dawn, of the evil days bygone, and the dealings of the Mistress with her, till the grey day stole into the chamber to make manifest her loveliness; which, forsooth, was better even than the deeming of that man amidst the throng whose heart had been so drawn towards her.  So they rejoiced together in the new day.

But when the full day was, and Walter arose, he called his thanes and wise men to the council; and first he bade open the prison-doors, and feed the needy and clothe them, and make good cheer to all men, high and low, rich and unrich; and thereafter he took counsel with them on many matters, and they marvelled at his wisdom and the keenness of his wit; and so it was, that some were but half pleased thereat, whereas they saw that their will was like to give way before his in all matters.  But the wiser of them rejoiced in him, and looked for good days while his life lasted.

Now of the deeds that he did, and his joys and his griefs, the tale shall tell no more; nor of how he saw Langton again, and his dealings there.

In Stark-wall he dwelt, and reigned a King, well beloved of his folk, sorely feared of their foemen.  Strife he had to deal with, at home and abroad; but therein he was not quelled, till he fell asleep fair and softly, when this world had no more of deeds for him to do.  Nor may it be said that the needy lamented him; for no needy had he left in his own land.  And few foes he left behind to hate him.

As to the Maid, she so waxed in loveliness and kindness, that it was a year’s joy for any to have cast eyes upon her in street or on field.  All wizardry left her since the day of her wedding; yet of wit and wisdom she had enough left, and to spare; for she needed no going about, and no guile, any more than hard commands, to have her will done.  So loved she was by all folk, forsooth, that it was a mere joy for any to go about her errands.  To be short, she was the land’s increase, and the city’s safeguard, and the bliss of the folk.

Somewhat, as the days passed, it misgave her that she had beguiled the Bear-folk to deem her their God; and she considered and thought how she might atone it.

So the second year after they had come to Stark-wall, she went with certain folk to the head of the pass that led down to the Bears; and there she stayed the men-at-arms, and went on further with a two score of husbandmen whom she had redeemed from thralldom in Stark-wall; and when they were hard on the dales of the Bears, she left them there in a certain little dale, with their wains and horses, and seed-corn, and iron tools, and went down all bird-alone to the dwelling of those huge men, unguarded now by sorcery, and trusting in nought but her loveliness and kindness.  Clad she was now, as when she fled from the Wood beyond the World, in a short white coat alone, with bare feet and naked arms; but the said coat was now embroidered with the imagery of blossoms in silk and gold, and gems, whereas now her wizardry had departed from her.

So she came to the Bears, and they knew her at once, and worshipped and blessed her, and feared her.  But she told them that she had a gift for them, and was come to give it; and therewith she told them of the art of tillage, and bade them learn it; and when they asked her how they should do so, she told them of the men who were abiding them in the mountain dale, and bade the Bears take them for their brothers and sons of the ancient Fathers, and then they should be taught of them.  This they behight her to do, and so she led them to where her freedmen lay, whom the Bears received with all joy and loving-kindness, and took them into their folk.

So they went back to their dales together; but the Maid went her ways back to her men-at-arms and the city of Stark-wall.

Thereafter she sent more gifts and messages to the Bears, but never again went herself to see them; for as good a face as she put on it that last time, yet her heart waxed cold with fear, and it almost seemed to her that her Mistress was alive again, and that she was escaping from her and plotting against her once more.

As for the Bears, they throve and multiplied; till at last strife arose great and grim betwixt them and other peoples; for they had become mighty in battle: yea, once and again they met the host of Stark-wall in fight, and overthrew and were overthrown.  But that was a long while after the Maid had passed away.

Now of Walter and the Maid is no more to be told, saving that they begat between them goodly sons and fair daughters; whereof came a great lineage in Stark-wall; which lineage was so strong, and endured so long a while, that by then it had died out, folk had clean forgotten their ancient Custom of king-making, so that after Walter of Langton there was never another king that came down to them poor and lonely from out of the Mountains of the Bears.
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Another Kelmscott Press publication, this fantasy novel was first published in 1895. Set in the forest land of Oakenrealm, it is a rewriting of the Middle English romance of Havelock the Dane. The heroes of that earlier poem were the displaced heirs, Havelock and Goldborough — here renamed Christopher and Goldilind (‘Child’ being an archaic word for an untested knight). Morris also removes the original poem’s supernatural elements, playing down the theme of warfare and battle and emphasising the romance plot between the hero and heroine.

As with all of Morris’ fantasy fiction, the novel was profoundly influential for mid-twentieth-century practitioners of the genre. In particular, it is believed to have influenced C. S. Lewis in writing his Narnia story, Prince Caspian.
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An illustration from an Edwardian retelling of the Havelock romance that inspired the novel
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CHAPTER I. OF THE KING OF OAKENREALM, AND HIS WIFE AND HIS CHILD.
 

Of old there was a land which was so much a woodland, that a minstrel thereof said it that a squirrel might go from end to end, and all about, from tree to tree, and never touch the earth: therefore was that land called Oakenrealm.

The lord and king thereof was a stark man, and so great a warrior that in his youth he took no delight in aught else save battle and tourneys. But when he was hard on forty years old, he came across a daughter of a certain lord, whom he had vanquished, and his eyes bewrayed him into longing, so that he gave back to the said lord the havings he had conquered of him that he might lay the maiden in his kingly bed. So he brought her home with him to Oakenrealm and wedded her.

Tells the tale that he rued not his bargain, but loved her so dearly that for a year round he wore no armour, save when she bade him play in the tilt-yard for her desport and pride.

So wore the days till she went with child and was near her time, and then it betid that three kings who marched on Oakenrealm banded them together against him, and his lords and thanes cried out on him to lead them to battle, and it behoved him to do as they would.

So he sent out the tokens and bade an hosting at his chief city, and when all was ready he said farewell to his wife and her babe unborn, and went his ways to battle once more: but fierce was his heart against the foemen, that they had dragged him away from his love and his joy.

Even amidst of his land he joined battle with the host of the ravagers, and the tale of them is short to tell, for they were as the wheat before the hook. But as he followed up the chase, a mere thrall of the fleers turned on him and cast his spear, and it reached him whereas his hawberk was broken, and stood deep in, so that he fell to earth unmighty: and when his lords and chieftains drew about him, and cunning men strove to heal him, it was of no avail, and he knew that his soul was departing. Then he sent for a priest, and for the Marshal of the host, who was a great lord, and the son of his father’s brother, and in few words bade him look to the babe whom his wife bore about, and if it were a man, to cherish him and do him to learn all that a king ought to know; and if it were a maiden, that he should look to her wedding well and worthily: and he let swear him on his sword, on the edges and the hilts, that he would do even so, and be true unto his child if child there were: and he bade him have rule, if so be the lords would, and all the people, till the child were of age to be king: and the Marshal swore, and all the lords who stood around bare witness to his swearing. Thereafter the priest houselled the King, and he received his Creator, and a little while after his soul departed.

But the Marshal followed up the fleeing foe, and two battles more he fought before he beat them flat to earth; and then they craved for peace, and he went back to the city in mickle honour.

But in the King’s city of Oakenham he found but little joy; for both the King was bemoaned, whereas he had been no hard man to his folk; and also, when the tidings and the King’s corpse came back to Oakenrealm, his Lady and Queen took sick for sorrow and fear, and fell into labour of her child, and in childing of a man-bairn she died, but the lad lived, and was like to do well.

So there was one funeral for the slain King and for her whom his slaying had slain: and when that was done, the little king was borne to the font, and at his christening he gat to name Christopher.

Thereafter the Marshal summoned all them that were due thereto to come and give homage to the new king, and even so did they, though he were but a babe, yea, and who had but just now been a king lying in his mother’s womb. But when the homage was done, then the Marshal called together the wise men, and told them how the King that was had given him in charge his son as then unborn, and the ruling of the realm till the said son were come to man’s estate: but he bade them seek one worthier if they had heart to gainsay the word of their dying lord. Then all they said that he was worthy and mighty and the choice of their dear lord, and that they would have none but he.

So then was the great folk-mote called, and the same matter was laid before all the people, and none said aught against it, whereas no man was ready to name another to that charge and rule, even had it been his own self.

Now then by law was the Marshal, who hight Rolf, lord and earl of the land of Oakenrealm. He ruled well and strongly, and was a fell warrior: he was well befriended by many of the great; and the rest of them feared him and his friends: as for the commonalty, they saw that he held the realm in peace; and for the rest, they knew little and saw less of him, and they paid to his bailiffs and sheriffs as little as they could, and more than they would. But whereas that left them somewhat to grind their teeth on, and they were not harried, they were not so ill content. So the Marshal throve, and lacked nothing of a king’s place save the bare name.






  








CHAPTER II. OF THE KING’S SON.
 

As for the King’s son, to whom the folk had of late done homage as king, he was at first seen about a corner of the High House with his nurses; and then in a while it was said, and the tale noted, but not much, that he must needs go for his health’s sake, and because he was puny, to some stead amongst the fields, and folk heard say that he was gone to the strong house of a knight somewhat stricken in years, who was called Lord Richard the Lean. The said house was some twelve miles from Oakenham, not far from the northern edge of the wild-wood. But in a while, scarce more than a year, Lord Richard brake up house at the said castle, and went southward through the forest. Of this departure was little said, for he was not a man amongst the foremost. As for the King’s little son, if any remembered that he was in the hands of the said Lord Richard, none said aught about it; for if any thought of the little babe at all, they said to themselves, Never will he come to be king.

Now as for Lord Richard the Lean, he went far through the wood, and until he was come to another house of his, that stood in a clearing somewhat near to where Oakenrealm marched on another country, which hight Meadham; though the said wild-wood ended not where Oakenrealm ended, but stretched a good way into Meadham; and betwixt one and the other much rough country there was.

It is to be said that amongst those who went to this stronghold of the woods was the little King Christopher, no longer puny, but a stout babe enough: so he was borne amongst the serving men and thralls to the castle of the Outer March; and he was in no wise treated as a great man’s son; but there was more than one woman who was kind to him, and as he waxed in strength and beauty month by month, both carle and quean fell to noting him, and, for as little as he was, he began to be well-beloved.

As to the stead where he was nourished, though it were far away amongst the woods, it was no such lonely or savage place: besides the castle and the houses of it, there was a merry thorpe in the clearing, the houses whereof were set down by the side of a clear and pleasant little stream. Moreover the goodmen and swains of the said township were no ill folk, but bold of heart, free of speech, and goodly of favour; and the women of them fair, kind, and trusty. Whiles came folk journeying in to Oakenrealm or out to Meadham, and of these some were minstrels, who had with them tidings of what was astir whereas folk were thicker in the world, and some chapmen, who chaffered with the thorpe-dwellers, and took of them the woodland spoil for such outland goods as those woodmen needed.

So wore the years, and in Oakenham King Christopher was well nigh forgotten, and in the wild-wood had never been known clearly for King’s son. At first, by command of Rolf the Marshal, a messenger came every year from Lord Richard with a letter that told of how the lad Christopher did. But when five years were worn, the Marshal bade send him tidings thereof every three years; and by then it was come to the twelfth year, and still the tidings were that the lad throve ever, and meanwhile the Marshal sat fast in his seat with none to gainsay, the word went to Lord Richard that he should send no more, for that he, the Marshal, had heard enough of the boy; and if he throve it were well, and if not, it was no worse. So wore the days and the years.






  








CHAPTER III. OF THE KING OF MEADHAM AND HIS DAUGHTER.
 

Tells the tale that in the country which lay south of Oakenrealm, and was called Meadham, there was in these days a king whose wife was dead, but had left him a fair daughter, who was born some four years after King Christopher. A good man was this King Roland, mild, bounteous, and no regarder of persons in his justice; and well-beloved he was of his folk: yet could not their love keep him alive; for, whenas his daughter was of the age of twelve years, he sickened unto death; and so, when he knew that his end drew near, he sent for the wisest of his wise men, and they came unto him sorrowing in the High House of his chiefest city, which hight Meadhamstead. So he bade them sit down nigh unto his bed, and took up the word and spake:

“Masters, and my good lords, ye may see clearly that a sundering is at hand, and that I must needs make a long journey, whence I shall come back never; now I would, and am verily of duty bound thereto, that I leave behind me some good order in the land. Furthermore, I would that my daughter, when she is of age thereto, should be Queen in Meadham, and rule the land; neither will it be many years before she shall be of ripe age for ruling, if ever she may be; and I deem not that there shall be any lack in her, whereas her mother could all courtesy, and was as wise as a woman may be. But how say ye, my masters?”

So they all with one consent said Yea, and they would ask for no better king than their lady his daughter. Then said the King:

“Hearken carefully, for my time is short: Yet is she young and a maiden, though she be wise. Now therefore do I need some man well looked to of the folk, who shall rule the land in her name till she be of eighteen winters, and who shall be her good friend and counsellor into all wisdom thereafter. Which of you, my masters, is meet for this matter?”

Then they all looked one on the other, and spake not. And the King said: “Speak, some one of you, without fear; this is no time for tarrying.”

Thereon spake an elder, the oldest of them, and said: “Lord, this is the very truth, that none of us here present are meet for this office: whereas, among other matters, we be all unmeet for battle; some of us have never been warriors, and other some are past the age for leading an host. To say the sooth, King, there is but one man in Meadham who may do what thou wilt, and not fail; both for his wisdom, and his might afield, and the account which is had of him amongst the people; and that man is Earl Geoffrey, of the Southern Marches.”

“Ye say sooth,” quoth the King; “but is he down in the South, or nigher to hand?”

Said the elder: “He is as now in Meadhamstead, and may be in this chamber in scant half an hour.” So the King bade send for him, and there was silence in the chamber till he came in, clad in a scarlet kirtle and a white cloak, and with his sword by his side. He was a tall man, bigly made; somewhat pale of face, black and curly of hair; blue-eyed, thin-lipped, and hook-nosed as an eagle; a man warrior-like, and somewhat fierce of aspect. He knelt down by the King’s bedside, and asked him in a sorrowful voice what he would, and the King said: “I ask a great matter of thee, and all these my wise men, and I myself, withal, deem that thou canst do it, and thou alone — nay, hearken: I am departing, and I would have thee hold my place, and do unto my people even what I would do if I myself were living; and to my daughter as nigh to that as may be. I say all this thou mayst do, if thou wilt be as trusty and leal to me after I am dead, as thou hast seemed to all men’s eyes to have been while I was living. What sayest thou?”

The Earl had hidden his face in the coverlet of the bed while the King was speaking; but now he lifted up his face, weeping, and said: “Kinsman and friend and King; this is nought hard to do; but if it were, yet would I do it.”

“It is well,” said the King: “my heart fails me and my voice; so give heed, and set thine ear close to my mouth: hearken, belike my daughter Goldilind shall be one of the fairest of women; I bid thee wed her to the fairest of men and the strongest, and to none other.”

Thereat his voice failed him indeed, and he lay still; but he died not, till presently the priest came to him, and, as he might, houselled him: then he departed.

As for Earl Geoffrey, when the King was buried, and the homages done to the maiden Goldilind, he did no worse than those wise men deemed of him, but bestirred him, and looked full sagely into all the matters of the kingdom, and did so well therein that all men praised his rule perforce, whether they loved him or not; and sooth to say he was not much beloved.






  








CHAPTER IV. OF THE MAIDEN GOLDILIND.
 

AMIDST of all his other business Earl Geoffrey bethought him in a while of the dead King’s daughter, and he gave her in charge to a gentlewoman, somewhat stricken in years, a widow of high lineage, but not over wealthy. She dwelt in her own house in a fair valley some twenty miles from Meadhamstead: thereabode Goldilind till a year and a half was worn, and had due observance, but little love, and not much kindness from the said gentlewoman, who hight Dame Elinor Leashowe. Howbeit, time and again came knights and ladies and lords to see the little lady, and kissed her hand and did obeisance to her; yet more came to her in the first three months of her sojourn at Leashowe than the second, and more in the second than the third.

At last, on a day when the said year and a half was fully worn, thither came Earl Geoffrey with a company of knights and men-at-arms, and he did obeisance, as due was, to his master’s daughter, and then spake awhile privily with Dame Elinor; and thereafter they went into the hall, he, and she, and Goldilind, and there before all men he spake aloud and said:

“My Lady Goldilind, meseemeth ye dwell here all too straitly; for neither is this house of Leashowe great enough for thy state, and the entertainment of the knights and lords who shall have will to seek to thee hither; nor is the wealth of thy liege dame and governante as great as it should be, and as thou, meseemeth, wouldst have it. Wherefore I have been considering thy desires herein, and if thou deem it meet to give a gift to Dame Elinor, and live queenlier thyself than now thou dost, then mayst thou give unto her the Castle of Greenharbour, and the six manors appertaining thereto, and withal the rights of wild-wood and fen and fell that lie thereabout. Also, if thou wilt, thou mayst honour the said castle with abiding there awhile at thy pleasure; and I shall see to it that thou have due meney to go with thee thither. How sayest thou, my lady?”

Amongst that company there were two or three who looked at each other and half smiled; and two or three looked on the maiden, who was goodly as of her years, as if with compassion; but the more part kept countenance in full courtly wise.

Then spake Goldilind in a quavering voice (for she was afraid and wise), and she said: “Cousin and Earl, we will that all this be done; and it likes me well to eke the wealth of this lady and my good friend Dame Elinor.”

Quoth Earl Geoffrey: “Kneel before thy lady, Dame, and put thine hands between hers and thank her for the gift.” So Dame Elinor knelt down, and did homage and obeisance for her new land; and Goldilind raised her up and kissed her, and bade her sit down beside her, and spake to her kindly; and all men praised the maiden for her gentle and courteous ways; and Dame Elinor smiled upon her and them, what she could.

She was small of body and sleek; but her cheeks somewhat flagging; brown eyes she had, long, half opened; thin lips, and chin somewhat falling away from her mouth; hard on fifty winters had she seen; yet there have been those who were older and goodlier both.






  








CHAPTER V. GOLDILIND COMES TO GREENHARBOUR.
 

But a little while tarried the Earl Geoffrey at Leashowe, but departed next morning and came to Meadhamstead. A month thereafter came folk from him to Leashowe, to wit, the new meney for the new abode of Goldilind; amongst whom was a goodly band of men-at-arms, led by an old lord pinched and peevish of face, who kneeled to Goldilind as the new burgreve of Greenharbour; and a chaplain, a black canon, young, broad-cheeked and fresh-looking, but hard-faced and unlovely; three new damsels withal were come for the young Queen, not young maids, but stalworth women, well-grown, and two of them hard-featured; the third, tall, black-haired, and a goodly-fashioned body.

Now when these were come, who were all under the rule of Dame Elinor, there was no gainsaying the departure to the new home; and in two days’ time they went their ways from Leashowe. But though Goldilind was young, she was wise, and her heart misgave her, when she was amidst this new meney, that she was not riding toward glory and honour, and a world of worship and friends beloved. Howbeit, whatso might lie before her, she put a good face upon it, and did to those about her queenly and with all courtesy.

Five days they rode from Leashowe north away, by thorpe and town and mead and river, till the land became little peopled, and the sixth day they rode the wild-wood ways, where was no folk, save now and again the little cot of some forester or collier; but the seventh day, about noon, they came into a clearing of the wood, a rugged little plain of lea-land, mingled with marish, with a little deal of acre-land in barley and rye, round about a score of poor frame-houses set down scattermeal about the lea. But on a long ridge, at the northern end of the said plain, was a grey castle, strong, and with big and high towers, yet not so much greater than was Leashowe, deemed Goldilind, as for a dwelling-house.

Howbeit, they entered the said castle, and within, as without, it was somewhat grim, though nought was lacking of plenishing due for folk knightly. Long it were to tell of its walls and baileys and chambers; but let this suffice, that on the north side, toward the thick forest, was a garden of green-sward and flowers and potherbs; and a garth-wall of grey stone, not very high, was the only defence thereof toward the wood, but it was overlooked by a tall tower of the great wall, which hight the Foresters’ Tower. In the said outer garth-wall also was a postern, whereby there was not seldom coming in and going out.

Now when Goldilind had been in her chamber for a few days, she found out for certain, what she had before misdoubted, that she had been brought from Leashowe and the peopled parts near to Meadhamstead unto the uttermost parts of the realm to be kept in prison there.

Howbeit, it was in a way prison courteous; she was still served with observance, and bowed before, and called my lady and queen, and so forth: also she might go from chamber to hall and chapel, to and fro, yet scarce alone; and into the garden she might go, yet not for the more part unaccompanied; and even at whiles she went out a-gates, but then ever with folk on the right hand and the left. Forsooth, whiles and again, within the next two years of her abode at Greenharbour, out of gates she went and alone; but that was as the prisoner who strives to be free (although she had, forsooth, no thought or hope of escape), and as the prisoner brought back was she chastised when she came within gates again.

Everywhere, to be short, within and about the Castle of Greenharbour, did Goldilind meet the will and the tyranny of the little sleek widow, Dame Elinor, to whom both carle and quean in that corner of the world were but as servants and slaves to do her will; and the said Elinor, who at first was but spiteful in word and look toward her lady, waxed worse as time wore and as the blossom of the King’s daughter’s womanhood began to unfold, till at last the she-jailer had scarce feasted any day when she had not in some wise grieved and tormented her prisoner; and whatever she did, none had might to say her nay.

But Goldilind took all with a high heart, and her courage grew with her years, nor would she bow the head before any grief, but took to her whatsoever solace might come to her; as the pleasure of the sun and the wind, and the beholding of the greenery of the wood, and the fowl and the beasts playing, which oft she saw afar, and whiles anear, though whiles, forsooth, she saw nought of it all, whereas she was shut up betwixt four walls, and that not of her chamber, but of some bare and foul prison of the Castle, which, with other griefs, must she needs thole under the name and guise of penance.

However, she waxed so exceeding fair and sweet and lovely, that the loveliness of her pierced to the hearts of many of her jailers, so that some of them, and specially of the squires and men-at-arms, would do her some easement which they might do unrebuked, or not sorely rebuked; as bringing her flowers in the spring, or whiles a singing-bird or a squirrel; and an old man there was of the men-at-arms, who would ask leave, and get it at whiles, to come to her in her chamber, or the garden? and tell her minstrel tales and the like for her joyance. Sooth to say, even the pinched heart of the old Burgreve was somewhat touched by her; and he alone had any might to stand between her and Dame Elinor; so that but for him it had gone much harder with her than it did.

For the rest, none entered the Castle from the world without, nay not so much as a travelling monk, or a friar on his wanderings, save and except some messenger of Earl Geoffrey who had errand with Dame Elinor or the Burgreve.

So wore the days and the seasons, till it was now more than four years since she had left Leashowe, and her eighteenth summer was beginning.

But now the tale leaves telling of Goldilind, and goes back to the matters of Oakenrealm, and therein to what has to do with King Christopher and Rolf the Marshal.






  








CHAPTER VI. HOW ROLF THE MARSHAL DREAMS A DREAM AND COMES TO THE CASTLE OF THE UTTERMOST MARCH.
 

Now this same summer, when King Christopher was of twenty years and two, Rolf the Marshal, sleeping one noontide in the King’s garden at Oakenham, dreamed a dream. For himseemed that there came through the garth-gate a woman fair and tall, and clad in nought but oaken-leaves, who led by the hand an exceeding goodly young man of twenty summers, and his visage like to the last battle-dead King of Oakenrealm when he was a young man. And the said woman led the swain up to the Marshal, who asked in his mind what these two were: and the woman answered his thought and said: “I am the Woman of the Woods, and the Landwight of Oakenrealm; and this lovely lad whose hand I hold is my King and thy King and the King of Oakenrealm. Wake, fool — wake! and look to it what thou wilt do!”

And therewith he woke up crying out, and drew forth his sword. But when he was fully awakened, he was ashamed, and went into the hall, and sat in his high-seat, and strove to think out of his troubled mind; but for all he might do, he fell asleep again; and again in the hall he dreamed as he had dreamed in the garden: and when he awoke from his dream he had no thought in his head but how he might the speediest come to the house of Lord Richard the Lean, and look to the matter of his lord’s son and see him with his eyes, and, if it might be, take some measure with the threat which lay in the lad’s life. Nought he tarried, but set off in an hour’s time with no more company than four men-at-arms and an old squire of his, who was wont to do his bidding without question, whether it were good or evil.

So they went by frith and fell, by wood and fair ways, till in two days’ time they were come by undern within sight of the Castle of the Outer March, and entered into the street of the thorpe aforesaid; and they saw that there were no folk therein and at the house-doors save old carles and carlines scarce wayworthy, and little children who might not go afoot. But from the field anigh the thorpe came the sound of shouting and glad voices, and through the lanes of the houses they saw on the field many people in gay raiment going to and fro, as though there were games and sports toward.

Thereof Lord Rolf heeded nought, but went his ways straight to the Castle, and was brought with all honour into the hall, and thither came Lord Richard the Lean, hastening and half afeard, and did obeisance to him; and there were but a few in the hall, and they stood out of earshot of the two lords.

The Marshal spoke graciously to Lord Richard, and made him sit beside him, and said in a soft voice: “We have come to see thee, Lord, and how the folk do in the Uttermost Marches. Also we would wot how it goes with a lad whom we sent to thee when he was yet a babe, whereas he was some byblow of the late King, our lord and master, and we deemed thee both rich enough and kind enough to breed him into thriving without increasing pride upon him: and, firstly, is the lad yet alive?”

He knitted his brow as he spake, for carefulness of soul; but Lord Richard smiled upon him, though as one somewhat troubled, and answered: “Lord Marshal, I thank thee for visiting this poor house; and I shall tell thee first that the lad lives, and hath thriven marvellously, though he be somewhat unruly, and will abide no correction now these last six years. Sooth to say, there is now no story of his being anywise akin to our late Lord King; though true it is that the folk in this faraway corner of the land call him King Christopher, but only in a manner of jesting. But it is no jest wherein they say that they will gainsay him nought, and that especially the young women. Yet I will say of him that he is wise, and asketh not overmuch; the more is the sorrow of many of the maidens. A fell woodsman he is, and exceeding stark, and as yet heedeth more of valiance than of the love of woman.”

The Marshal looked no less troubled than before at these words; he said: “I would see this young man speedily.”

“So shall it be, Lord,” said Lord Richard. Therewith he called to him a squire, and said: “Go thou down into the thorpe, and bring hither Christopher, for that a great lord is here who would set him to do a deed of woodcraft, such as is more than the wont of men.”

So the squire went his ways, and was gone a little while, and meantime drew nigh to the hall a sound of triumphing songs and shouts, and right up to the hall doors; then entered the squire, and by his side came a tall young man, clad but in a white linen shirt and deerskin brogues, his head crowned with a garland of flowers: him the squire brought up to the lords on the dais, and louted to them, and said: “My lords, I bring you Christopher, and he not overwilling, for now hath he been but just crowned king of the games down yonder; but when the carles and queans there said that they would come with him and bear him company to the hall doors, then, forsooth, he yea-said the coming. It were not unmeet that some shame were done him.”

“Peace, man!” said Lord Richard, “what hath this to do with thee? Seest thou not the Lord Marshal here?” The Lord Rolf sat and gazed on the lad, and scowled on him; but Christopher saw therein nought but the face of a great lord burdened with many cares; so when he had made his obeisance he stood up fearlessly and merrily before them.

Sooth to say, he was full fair to look on: for all his strength, which, as ye shall hear, was mighty, all the fashion of his limbs and his body was light and clean done, and beauteous; and though his skin, where it showed naked, was all tanned with the summer, it was fine and sleek and kindly, every deal thereof: bright-eyed and round-cheeked he was, with full lips and carven chin, and his hair golden brown of hue, and curling crisp about the blossoms of his garland.

So must we say that he was such an youngling as most might have been in the world, had not man’s malice been, and the mischief of grudging and the marring of grasping.

But now spake Lord Rolf: “Sir varlet, they tell me that thou art a mighty hunter, and of mickle guile in woodcraft; wilt thou then hunt somewhat for me, and bring me home a catch seldom seen?”

“Yea, Lord King,” said Christopher, “I will at least do my best, if thou but tell me where to seek the quarry and when.”

“It is well,” said the Marshal, “and to-morrow my squire, whom thou seest yonder, and who hight Simon, shall tell thee where the hunt is up, and thou shalt go with him. But hearken! thou shalt not call me king; for to-day there is no king in Oakenrealm, and I am but Marshal, and Earl of the king that shall be.”

The lad fell a-musing for a minute, and then he said: “Yea, Lord Marshal, I shall do thy will: but meseemeth I have heard some tale of one who was but of late king in Oakenrealm: is it not so, Lord?”

“Stint thy talk, young man,” cried the Marshal in a harsh voice, “and abide to-morrow; who knoweth who shall be king, and whether thou or I shall live to see him.”

But as he spake the words they seemed to his heart like a foretelling of evil, and he turned pale and trembled, and said to Christopher: “Come hither, lad; I will give thee a gift, and then shalt thou depart till to-morrow.” So Christopher drew near to him, and the Marshal pulled off a ring from his finger and set it on the lad’s, and said to him: “Now depart in peace;” and Christopher bent the knee to him and thanked him for the gracious gift of the ruler of Oakenrealm, and then went his ways out of the hall, and the folk without gave a glad cry as he came amongst them.

But by then he was come to the door, Lord Rolf looked on his hand, and saw that, instead of giving the youngling a finger-ring which he had bought of a merchant for a price of five bezants, as he had meant to do, he had given him a ring which the old King had had, whereon was the first letter of his name (Christopher to wit), and a device of a crowned rose, for this ring was a signet of his. Wherefore was the Marshal once more sore troubled, and he arose, and was half minded to run down the hall after Christopher; but he refrained him, and presently smiled to himself, and then fell a-talking to Lord Richard, sweetly and pleasantly.

SO wore the day to evening; but, ere he went to bed, the Lord Rolf had a privy talk, first with Lord Richard, and after with his squire Simon. What followed of that talk ye may hear after.






  








CHAPTER VII. HOW CHRISTOPHER WENT A JOURNEY INTO THE WILD-WOOD.
 

Next morning Christopher, who slept in the little hall of the inner court of the Castle, arose betimes, and came to the great gate; but, for as early as he was, there he saw the squire Simon abiding him, standing between two strong horses; to him he gave the sele of the day, and the squire greeted him, but in somewhat surly wise. Then he said to him: “Well, King Christopher, art thou ready for the road?”

“Yea, as thou seest,” said the youngling smiling. For, indeed, he had breeches now beneath his shirt, and a surcoat of green woollen over it; boots of deerskin had he withal, and spurs thereon: he was girt with a short sword, and had a quiver of arrows at his back, and bare a great bow in his hand.

“Yea,” quoth Simon, “thou deemest thee a gay swain belike; but thou lookest likelier for a deerstealer than a rider, thou, hung up to thy shooting-gear. Deemest thou we go a-hunting of the hind?”

Quoth Christopher: “I wot not, squire; but the great lord who lieth sleeping yonder, hath told me that thou shouldest give me his errand; and of some hunting or feat of wood-craft he spake. Moreover, this crooked stick can drive a shaft through matters harder than a hind’s side.”

Simon looked confused, and he reddened and stammered somewhat as he answered: “Ah, yea: so it was; I mind me; I will tell thee anon.”

Said Christopher: “Withal, squire, if we are wending into the wood, as needs we must, unless we ride round about this dale in a ring all day, dost thou deem we shall go at a gallop many a mile? Nay, fair sir; the horses shall wend a foot’s pace oftenest, and we shall go a-foot not unseldom through the thickets.”

Now was Simon come to himself again, and that self was surly, so he said: “Ay, ay, little King, thou deemest thee exceeding wise in these woods, dost thou not? and forsooth, thou mayst be. Yet have I tidings for thee.”

“Yea, and what be they?” said Christopher.

Simon grinned: “Even these,” said he, “that Dr. Knowall was no man’s cousin while he lived, and that he died last week.”

Therewith he swung himself into his saddle, and Christopher laughed merrily at his poor gibe and mounted in like wise.

Wherewithal they rode their ways through the thorpe, and at the southern end thereof Simon drew rein, and looked on Christopher as if he would ask him something, but asked not. Then said Christopher: “Whither go we now?”

Said Simon: “It is partly for thee to say: hearken, I am bidden first to ride the Redwater Wood with thee: knowest thou that?”

“Yea,” said the lad, “full well: but which way shall we ride it? Wilt thou come out of it at Redwater Head, or Herne Moss, or the Long Pools?”

Said Simon: “We shall make for the Long Pools, if thou canst bring me there.”

Christopher laughed: “Aha!” said he, “then am I some faraway cousin of Dr. Knowall when the whole tale is told: forsooth I can lead thee thither; but tell me, what shall I do of valiant deeds at the Long Pools? for there is no fire-drake nor effit, nay, nor no giant, nor guileful dwarf, nought save mallard and coot, heron and bittern; yea, and ague-shivers to boot.”

Simon looked sourly on him and said: “Thou are bidden to go with me, young man, or gainsay the Marshal. Art thou mighty enough thereto? For the rest, fear not but that the deed shall come to thee one day.”

“Nay,” said Christopher, “it is all one to me, for I am at home in these woods and wastes, I and my shafts. Tell me of the deeds when thou wilt.” But indeed he longed to know the deed, and fretted him because of Simon’s surliness and closeness. Then he said: “Well, Squire Simon, let us to the road; for thou shalt know that to-night we must needs house us under the naked heaven; in nowise can we come to the Long Pools before to-morrow morning.”

“Yea, and why not?” said the squire; “I have lain in worse places.”

“Wilt thou tell me thereof?” said Christopher.

“Mayhappen,” said Simon, “if to-morrow comes and goes for both of us twain.”

So they rode their ways through the wood, and baited at midday with what Simon bare in his saddle-bags, and then went on till night fell on them; then asked Simon how long they were from the Long Pools, and Christopher told him that they were yet short of them some fifteen miles, and those long ones, because of the marish grounds. So they tethered their horses there and ate their supper; and lay down to sleep in the house of the woods, by a fire-side which they lighted.

But in the midnight Christopher, who was exceeding fine-eared, had an inkling of someone moving afoot anigh him, and he awoke therewith, and sprang up, his drawn short-sword in his hand, and found himself face to face with Simon, and he also with his sword drawn. Simon sprang aback, but held up his sword-point, and Christopher, not yet fully awake, cried out: “What wouldst thou? What is it?”

Simon answered, stammering and all abashed: “Didst thou not hear then? it wakened me.”

“I heard nought,” said Christopher; “what was it?”

“Horses going in the wood,” said Simon

“Ah, yea,” said Christopher, “it will have been the wild colts and the mares; they harbour about these marsh-land parts. Go to sleep again, neighbour, the night is not yet half worn; but I will watch a while.”

Then Simon sheathed his sword, and turned about and stood uneasily a little while, and then cast him down as one who would sleep hastily; but slept not forsooth, though he presently made semblance of it: as for Christopher, he drew together the brands of the fire, and sat beside it with his blade over his knees, until the first beginning of the summer dawn was in the sky; then he began to nod, and presently lay aback and slept soundly. Simon slept not, but durst not move. So they lay till it was broad day, and the sunbeams came thrusting through the boughs of the thicket.






  








CHAPTER VIII. CHRISTOPHER COMES TO THE TOFTS.
 

When they arose in the sunshine, Simon went straightway to see to the horses, while Christopher stayed by the fire to dight their victuals; he was merry enough, and sang to himself the while; but when Simon came back again, Christopher looked on him sharply, but for a while Simon would not meet his eye, though he asked divers questions of him concerning little matters, as though he were fain to hear Christopher’s voice; at last he raised his eyes, and looked on him steadily, and then Christopher said: “Well, wayfarer mine, and whither away this morning?”

Said Simon: “As thou wottest, to the Long Pools.”

Said the lad: “Well, thou keepest thy tidings so close, that I will ask thee no more till we come to the Long Pools; since there, forsooth, thou must needs tell me; unless we sunder company there, whereof I were nought grieving.”

“Mayhappen thou shalt fare a long way to-day,” muttered Simon.

But the lad cried out aloud, while his eye glittered and his cheek flushed: “Belike thou hadst well-nigh opened the door thereto last night!” And therewith he leapt to his feet and drew his short-sword, and with three deft strokes sheared asunder an overhanging beech-bough as thick as a man’s wrist, that it fell crashing down, and caught Simon amongst the fall of its leafy twigs, while Christopher stood laughing on him, but with a dangerous lofty look in his eyes: then he turned away quietly toward the horses and mounted his nag, and Simon followed and did the like, silently; crestfallen he looked, with brooding fierceness in his face.

So they rode their ways, and spake but little each to each till they came to where the trees of the wood thinned speedily, and gave out at last at the foot of a low stony slope but little grassed; and when they had ridden up to the brow and could see below, Christopher stretched out his hand, and said: “Lo thou the Long Pools, fellow wayfarer! and lo some of the tramping; horses that woke thee and not me last night.”

Forsooth there lay below them a great stretch of grass, which whiles ran into mere quagmire, and whiles was sound and better grassed; and the said plain was seamed by three long shallow pools, with, as it were, grassy causeways between them, grown over here and there with ancient alder trees; but the stony slope whereon they had reined up bent round the plain mostly to the east, as though it were the shore of a great water; and far away to the south the hills of the forest rose up blue, and not so low at the most, but that they were somewhat higher than the crest of the White Horse as ye may see it from the little Berkshire hills above the Thames. Down on the firm greensward there was indeed a herd of wild horses feeding; mallard and coot swam about the waters; the whimbrel laughed from the bent-sides, and three herons stood on the side of the causeway seeking a good fishing-stead.

Simon sat a-horseback looking askance from the marish to Christopher, and said nothing a while; then he spake in a low croaking voice, and said: “So, little King, we have come to the Long Pools; now I will ask thee, hast thou been further southward than this marish land?”

“That have I,” said the lad, “a day’s journey further; but according to the tales of men it was at the peril of my life.”

Simon seemed as if he had not noted his last word; he said: “Well then, since thou knowest the wild and the wood, knowest thou amidst of the thickets there, two lumps of bare hills, like bowls turned bottom up, that rise above the trees, and on each a tower, and betwixt them a long house.”

“Save us, Allhallows!” quoth Christopher, “but thou wilt mean the Tofts! Is it so, sir squire?”

“Even so,” said Simon.

“And thou knowest what dwellest there, and wouldst have me lead thee thither?” said the lad.

“I am so bidden,” said Simon; “if thou wilt not do my bidding, seek thou some place to hide thee in from the hand of the Earl Marshal.”

Said the youngling: “Knowest thou not Jack of the Tofts and his seven sons, and what he is, and that he dwelleth there?”

Said Simon: “I know of him; yea, and himself I know, and that he dwelleth there; and I wot that men call him an outlaw, and that many rich men shall lack ere he lacks. What then?”

“This,” said Christopher, “that, as all tales tell, he will take my life if I ride thither. And,” said he, turning to Simon, “this is belike what thou wouldest with me?” And therewith he drew out his sword, for his bow was unstrung.

But Simon sat still and let his sword abide, and said, sourly enough: “Thou art a fool to think I am training thee to thy death by him; for I have no will to die, and why shall he not slay me also? Now again I say unto thee, thou hast the choice, either to lead me to the Tofts, where shall be the deed for thee to do, or to hide thee in some hole, as I said afore, from the vengeance of the Lord of Oakenrealm. But as for thy sword, thou mayst put it up, for I will not fight with thee, but rather let thee go with a string to thy leg, if thou wilt not be wise and do as thy lords ordain for thee.”

Christopher sheathed his sword, and a smile came into his face, as if some new thought were stirring in him, and he said: “Well, since thou wilt not fight with me, and I but a lad, I will e’en do thy will and thine errand to Jack of the Tofts. Maybe he is not so black as he is painted, and not all tales told of him are true. But some of them I will tell thee as we ride along.”

“And some thereof I know already, O woodland knight,” said Simon, as they rode down the bent, and Christopher led on toward the green causeway betwixt the waters. “Tell me,” quoth he, when they had ridden awhile, “is this one of thy tales, how Jack of the Tofts went to the Yule feast of a great baron in the guise of a minstrel, and, even as they bore in the boar’s head, smote the said baron on the neck, so that his head lay by the head of the swine on the Christmas board?”

“Yea,” said Christopher, “and how Jack cried out: ‘Two heads of swine, one good to eat, one good to burn.’ But, my master, thou shalt know that this manslaying was not for nought: whereas the Baron of Greenlake had erewhile slain Jack’s father in felon wise, where he could strike no stroke for life; and two of his brethren also had he slain, and made the said Jack an outlaw, and he all sackless. In the Uttermost March we deem that he had a case against the baron.”

“Hah!” said Simon. “Is this next tale true, that this Jack o’ the Tofts slew a good knight before the altar, so that the priest’s mass-hackle was all wet with his blood, whereas the said priest was in the act of putting the holy body into the open mouth of the said knight?”

Christopher said eagerly: “True was it, by the Rood! and well was it done, for that same Sir Raoul was an ugly traitor, who had knelt down where he died to wed the Body of the Lord to a foul lie in his mouth; whereas the man who knelt beside him he had trained to his destruction, and was even then doing the first deal of his treason by forswearing him there.”

“And that man who knelt with him there,” said Simon, “what betid to him?”

Said Christopher: “He went out of the church with Jack of the Tofts that minute of the stroke; and to the Tofts he went with him, and abode with him freely: and a valiant man he was...and is.”

“Hah!” said Simon again. “And then there is this: that the seven sons of Jack of the Tofts bore off perforce four fair maidens of gentle blood from the castle wherein they dwelt, serving a high dame in all honour; and that moreover, they hanged the said dame over the battlements of her own castle. Is this true, fair sir?”

“True is it as the gospel,” said Christopher: “yet many say that the hanged dame had somewhat less than her deserts; for a foul & cruel whore had she been; and had done many to be done to death, and stood by while they were pined. And the like had she done with those four damsels, had there not been the stout sons of Jack of the Tofts; so that the dear maidens were somewhat more than willing to be borne away.”

Simon grinned: “Well, lad,” said he, “I see that thou knowest Jack of the Tofts even better than I do; so why in the devil’s name thou art loth to lead me to him, I wot not.”

Christopher reddened, and held his peace awhile; then he said: “Well fellow-farer, at least I shall know something of him ere next midnight.”

“Yea,” said Simon, “and shall we not come to the Tofts before nightfall?”

“Let us essay it,” said Christopher, “and do our best, it yet lacketh three hours of noon.” Therewith he spurred on, for the greensward was hard under the hooves, and they had yet some way to go before they should come amongst the trees and thickets.

Into the said wood they came, and rode all day diligently, but night fell on them before they saw either house or man or devil; then said Simon: “Why should we go any further before dawn? Will it not be best to come to this perilous house by daylight?”

Said Christopher: “There be perils in the wood as well as in the house. If we lie down here, maybe Jack’s folk may come upon us sleeping, and some mischance may befall us. Withal, hereabout be no wild horses to wake thee and warn thee of thy foeman anigh. Let us press on; there is a moon, though she be somewhat hidden by clouds, and meseemeth the way lieth clear before me; neither are we a great way from the Tofts.”

Then Simon rode close up to Christopher, and took his rein and stayed him, and said to him, as one who prayeth: “Young man, willest thou my death?”

“That is as it may be,” said Christopher; “willest thou mine?”

Simon held his peace awhile, and Christopher might not see what was in his face amidst the gathering dusk; but he twitched his rein out of the squire’s hand, as if he would hasten onward; then the squire said: “Nay, I pray thee abide and hear a word of me.”

“Speak then,” said Christopher, “but hasten, for I hunger, and I would we were in the hall.” And therewith he laughed.

Said Simon: “Thus it is: if I go back to my lord and bear no token of having done his errand to Jack of the Tofts, then am I in evil case; and if I come to the Tofts, I wot well that Jack is a man fierce of heart, and ready of hand: now, therefore, I pray thee give me thy word to be my warrant, so far as thou mayst be, with this woodman and his sons.”

At that word Christopher brake out a-laughing loudly, till all the dusk wood rang with the merry sound of his fresh voice; at last he said: “Well, well, thou art but a craven to be a secret murderer: the Lord God would have had an easy bargain of Cain, had he been such as thou. Come on, and do thine errand to Jack of the Tofts, and I will hold thee harmless, so far as I may. Though, sooth to say, I guessed what thine errand was, after the horses waked thee and put a naked sword in thine hand last night. Marry! I had no inkling of it when we left the Castle yesterday morning, but deemed thy lord needed me to do him some service. Come on then! or rather go thou on before me a pace; there, where thou seest the glimmer betwixt the beech-trees yonder; if thou goest astray, I am anigh thee for a guide. And I say that we shall not go far without tidings.”

Simon went on perforce, as he was bidden, and they rode thus a while slowly, Christopher now and then crying, as they went: “To the right, squire! To the left! Straight on now!” and so on. But suddenly they heard voices, and it was as if the wood had all burst out into fire, so bright a light shone out. Christopher shouted, and hastened on to pass Simon, going quite close to his right side thereby, and as he did so, he saw steel flashing in his hand, and turned sidling to guard him, but ere he could do aught Simon drave a broad dagger into his side, and then turned about and fled the way they had come, so far as he knew how.

Christopher fell from his horse at once as the stroke came home, but straightway therewith were there men with torches round about him, a dozen of them; men tall and wild-looking in the firelight; and one of them, a slim young man with long red hair falling all about his shoulders, knelt down by him, while the others held his horse and gat his feet out of the stirrups.

The red-head laid his hand on his breast, and raised his head up till the light of a torch fell on it, and then he cried out: “Masters, here hath been a felon; the man hath been sticked, and the deed hath to do with us; for lo you, this is none other than little Christopher of the Uttermost March, who stumbled on the Tofts last Yule, and with whom we were so merry together. Here, thou Robert of Maisey, do thy leechdom on him if he be yet living; but if he be dead, or dieth of his hurt, then do I take the feud on me, to follow it to the utmost against the slayer; even I, David the Red, though I be the youngest of the sons of Jack of the Tofts. For this man I meant should be my fellow in field and fell, ganging and galloping, in hall and high-place, in cot and in choir, before woman and warrior, and priest and proud-prince. Now thou Robert, how does he?”

Said the man who had looked to Christopher’s wound, and had put aside his coat and shirt: “He is sore hurt, but meseemeth not deadly. Nay, belike he may live as long as thou, or longer, whereas thou wilt ever be shoving thy red head and lank body wheresoever knocks are going.”

David rose with a sigh of one who is lightened of a load, and said: “Well Robert, when thou hast bound his wound let us have him into the house: Ho lads! there is light enough to cut some boughs and make a litter for him. But, ho again! has no one gone after the felon to take him?”

Robert grinned up from his job with the hurt man: “Nay, King David,” said he, “it is mostly thy business; mayhappen thou wilt lay thy heels on thy neck and after him.”

The red-head stamped on the ground, and half drew his sax, and shoved it back again unto the sheath, and then said angrily: “I marvel at thee, Robert, that thou didst not send a man or two at once after the felon: how may I leave my comrade and sweet board-fellow lying hurt in the wild-wood? Art thou growing over old for our woodland ways, wherein loitering bringeth louting?”

Robert chuckled and said: “I thought thou wouldst take the fly in thy mouth, foster-son: if the felon escape Ralph Longshanks and Anthony Green, then hath he the devil’s luck; and they be after him.”

“That is well,” said the young man, “though I would I were with them.” And therewith he walked up and down impatiently, while the others were getting ready the litter of boughs.

At last it was done, and Christopher laid thereon, and they all went on together through the woodland path, the torches still flaring about them. Presently they came out into a clearing of the wood, and lo, looming great and black before them against the sky, where the moon had now broken out of the clouds somewhat, the masses of the tofts, and at the top of the northernmost of them a light in the upper window of a tall square tower. Withal the yellow-litten windows of a long house showed on the plain below the tofts; but little else of the house might be seen, save that, as they drew near, the walls brake out in doubtful light here and there as the torches smote them.

So came they to a deep porch, where they quenched all the torches save one, and entered a great hall through it, David and two other tall young men going first, and Robert Maisey going beside the bier. The said hall was lighted with candles, but not very brightly, save at the upper end; but amidmost a flickering heap of logs sent a thin line of blue smoke up to the luffer. There were some sixty folk in the hall, scattered about the end-long tables, a good few of whom were women, well grown and comely enough, so far as could be seen under the scanty candle-light. At the high-table, withal, were sitting both men and women, and as they drew near to the greater light of it, there could be seen in the chief seat a man, past middle age, tall, wide-shouldered and thin-flanked, with a short peaked beard and close-cut grizzled hair; he was high of cheekbones, thin-faced, with grey eyes, both big and gentle-looking; he was clad in a green coat welted with gold. Beside him sat a woman, tall and big-made, but very fair of face, though she were little younger, belike, than the man. Out from these two sat four men and four women, man by man and woman by woman, on either side of the high-seat. Of the said men, one was of long red hair as David, and like to him in all wise, but older; the others were of like fashion to him in the high-seat. Shortly to say it, his sons they were, as David and the two young men with him. The four women who sat with these men were all fair and young, and one of them, she who drank out of the red-head’s cup, so fair, and with such a pleasant slim grace, that her like were not easy to be found.

Again, to shorten the tale, there in the hall before Christopher, who lay unwotting, were Jack of the Tofts and his seven sons, and the four wives of four of the same, whom they had won from the Wailful Castle, when they, with their father, put an end to the evil woman, and the great she-tyrant of the Land betwixt the Wood and the River.

Now when David and his were come up to the dais, they stayed them, and their father spake from his high-seat and said: “What is to do, ye three? and what catch have ye?”

Said David: “I would fain hope ’tis the catch of a life that or I love; for here is come thy guest of last Yule, even little Christopher, who wrestled with thee and threw thee after thou hadst thrown all of us, and he lying along and hurt, smitten down by a felon hard on our very doors. What will ye do with him?”

“What,” said Jack of the Tofts, “but tend him and heal him and cherish him. And when he is well, then we shall see. But where is the felon who smote him?”

Said David: “He fled away a-horseback ere we came to the field of deed, and Anthony Green and Ralph Longshanks are gone after him, and belike, will take him.”

“Mayhappen not,” said the master. “Now, forsooth, I have an inkling of what this may mean; whereas there can be but one man whose business may be the taking of our little guest’s life. But let all be till he be healed and may tell us his tale; and, if he telleth it as I deem he will, then shall we seek further tidings. Meanwhile, if ye take the felon, keep him heedfully till I may see him; for then may I have a true tale out of him, even before Christopher is hale again.”

So therewith David and Robert, with two or three others, brought Christopher to a chamber, and did what leechdoms to him they might; but Jack of the Tofts, and his sons and their fair wives, and his other folk, made merry in the hall of the Tofts.






  








CHAPTER IX. SQUIRE SIMON COMES BACK TO OAKENHAM. THE EARL MARSHAL TAKEN TO KING IN OAKENREALM.
 

Now as to Squire Simon, whether the devil helped him, or his luck, or were it his own cunning and his, horse’s stoutness, we wot not; but in any case he fell not in with Ralph Longshanks and Anthony Green, but rode as far and as fast as his horse would go, and then lay down in the wild-wood; and on the morrow arose and went his ways, and came in the even to the Castle of the Uttermost March, and went on thence the morrow after on a fresh horse to Oakenham. There he made no delay but went straight to the High House, and had privy speech of the Earl Marshal; and him he told how he had smitten Christopher, and, as he deemed, slain him. The Earl Marshal looked on him grimly and said: “Where is the ring then?”

“I have it not,” said Simon. “How might I light down to take it, when the seven sons were hard on us?” And therewith he told him all the tale, and how he had risen to slay Christopher the even before; and how he had found out after that the youngling had become guest and fosterling of the folk of the Tofts; and how warily Christopher had ridden, so that he, Simon, had had to do his best at the last moment. “And now, Lord,” quoth he, “I see that it will be my luck to have grudging of thee, or even worse it may be; yea, or thou wilt be presently telling me that I am a liar and never struck the stroke: but I warrant me that by this time Jack of the Tofts knoweth better, for I left my knife in the youngling’s breast, and belike he wotteth of my weapons. Well, then, if thou wilt be quit of me, thou hast but to forbear upholding me against the Toft folk, and then am I gone without any to-do of thee.”

Earl Rolf spake quietly in answer, though his face was somewhat troubled: “Nay, Simon, I doubt thee not, not one word; for why shouldest thou lie to me? nor do I deem thou wouldest, for thou art trusty and worthy. Yet sore I doubt if the child be dead. Well, even so let it be, for I am alive; and full surely I am mightier than Jack of the Tofts, both to uphold thee against him (wherein I shall not fail), and otherwise. But may God make me even as that young man if I be not mightier yet in a few days. But now do thou go and eat and drink and take thy disport; for thou hast served me well; and in a little while I shall make thee knight and lord, and do all I can to pleasure thee.”

So then Simon knelt to the Earl and made obeisance to him, and arose and went his ways, light-hearted and merry.

But within the month it so befel that some of the lords and dukes came to the Earl Marshal, and prayed him to call together a great Folk-mote of all Oakenrealm; and he answered them graciously, and behight them to do as they would; and even so did he.

And that Mote was very great, and whenas it was hallowed, there arose a great lord, grey and ancient, and bewailed him before the folk, that they had no king over Oakenrealm to uphold the laws & ward the land; and “Will ye live bare and kingless for ever?” said he at last. “Will ye not choose you a king, and crown him, before I die, and we others of the realm who are old and worn?” Then he sat down, and another arose, and in plain terms he bade them take the Earl Marshal to king. And then arose one after other, and each sang the same song, till the hearts of the people grew warm with the big words, and at first many, and then more cried out: “A King, a King! The Earl Marshal for King! Earl Rolf for King!” So that at last the voices rose into a great roar, and sword clashed on shield, and they who were about the Earl turned to him and upraised him on a great war-shield, and he stood thereon above the folk with a naked sword in his hand, and all the folk shouted about him.

Thereafter the chiefs and all the mightiest came and did homage to him for King of Oakenrealm as he sat on the Hill of the Folk-mote: and that night there was once more a King of Oakenrealm, and Earl Rolf was no more, but King Rolf ruled the people.

But now the tale leaves telling of him, and turns again to Christopher the woodman, who lay sick of his hurt in the House of the Tofts.






  








CHAPTER X. OF CHRISTOPHER AT THE TOFTS.
 

Christopher was six weeks ere he could come and go as he was wont; but it was but a few days ere he was well enough to tell his tale to Jack of the Tofts and his seven bold sons; and they cherished him and made much of him, and so especially did David, the youngest son, to his board-fellow and troth-brother.

On a day when he was well-nigh whole, as he sat under an oak-tree nigh the house, in the cool of the evening, Jack of the Tofts came to him and sat beside him, and made him tell his tale to him once more, and when he was done he said to him: “Foster-son, for so I would have thee deem of thyself, what is the thing that thou rememberest earliest in thy days?”

Said Christopher: “A cot without the Castle walls at the Uttermost Marches, and a kind woman therein, big, sandy-haired, and freckled, and a lad that was white-haired and sturdy, somewhat bigger than I. And I mind me standing up against the door-post of the cot and seeing men-at-arms riding by in white armour, and one of them throwing an apple to me, and I raised my arm to throw it back at him, but my nurse (for somehow I knew she was not my mother) caught my hand and drew me back indoors, and I heard the men laughing behind me. And then a little after my nurse took me into the Castle court, and there was again the man who had thrown me the apple, sitting on a bench therein, clad in a scarlet gown furred with brown fur; and she led me up to him, and he stooped down and chucked me under the chin and put his hand on my head, and looked at my nurse and said: ‘Yea, he is a big lad, and groweth apace, whereas he is but of six winters.’ ‘Nay, Lord,’ said my nurse, ‘he is but scantly five.’ He knit his brows and said: ‘Nay, I tell thee he is six.’ She shook her head, but said nought, and the great man scowled on her and said: ‘Mistress, wilt thou set thy word against mine? Know now that this child is of six years. Now then, how old is he?’ She said faintly: ‘Six years.’ Said he: ‘Look to it that thy head and thy mouth forget it not, else shall we make thy back remember it.’ Then he put his hand on my head again, and said: ‘Well, I say thou art a big lad for six years;’ and therewith he gave me a silver penny; and even as he spake, came up a grey-clad squire to him and looked on me curiously. Then I went away with my nurse, and wondered why she was grown so pale, whereas she was mostly red-cheeked and jolly. But when she had brought me into the cot again, she kissed me and clipped me, weeping sorely the while; wherefore I wept, though I knew not why. Sithence, I soon came to know that the man was the lord and governor of the Castle, as ye may well wot; but to this hour I know not what he meant by threatening my nurse.”

Said Jack: “And how old art thou now, Christopher mine?”

Said the youngling, laughing: “By my lord the Castellan’s reckoning I am twenty and two years; but if thou wilt trow my good and kind nurse, that yet liveth a kind dame, thou must take twelve months off the tale.”

Jack sat silent a little; then he laughed and said: “Well, thou art a mickle babe, Christopher, and it may be that one day many a man shall know it. But now tell me again; thou hadst said to me before that thou hast known neither father nor mother, brother nor sisters: is it so, verily?”

Said Christopher: “Never a kinsman of blood have I, though many well-wishers.”

Said Jack: “Well, now hast thou father and mother, brethren and sisters, though they be of the sort of man-slayers and strong-thieves and outlaws; yet they love thee, lad, and thou mayst one day find out how far thou mayst trust them.”

Christopher nodded and smiled at him merrily; then he fell silent awhile, and the outlaw sat looking on him; at last he said suddenly: “Foster-father, tell me what I am, and of what kindred, I pray thee; for, methinks, thou knowest thereof; and what wonder, wise man as thou art.”

“Forsooth, son Christopher, I have a deeming thereof, or somewhat more, and when it is waxen greater yet, I will tell it thee one day, but not now. But hearken! for I have other tidings for thee. Thou art now whole and strong, and in a few days thou mayst wend the wild-wood as stoutly as e’er a one of us. Now, therefore, how sayest thou, if I bid thee fare a two days’ journey with David and Gilbert thy brethren, and thy sister Joanna, till they bring thee to a fair little stead which I call mine own, to dwell there awhile? For, meseemeth, lad, that the air of the Tofts here may not be overwholesome unto thee.”

Christopher reddened, and he half rose up, and said: “What is this, foster-father? Is it that there shall be battle at the Tofts, and that thou wouldst have me away thence? Am I then such a weakling?”

Said Jack, laughing: “Be still now, thou sticked one. The Tofts go down to battle at some whiles; but seldom comet battle to the Tofts; and no battle do I look for now. But do my bidding, sweet fosterling, and it will be better for me and better for thee, and may, perchance, put off battle for awhile; which to me as now were not unhandy. If thou wilt but abide at Littledale for somewhile, there shall be going and coming betwixt us, and thou shalt drink thy Yule at the Tofts, and go back afterwards, and ever shalt thou have thy sweet fellows with thee; so be wise, since thou goest not perforce.”

“Yea, yea,” said Christopher, laughing; “thou puttest force on no man, is it not so, foster-father? Wherefore I will go, and uncompelled.”

Therewith came up to them, from out of the wild-wood, David, and with him Joanna, who was the wife of Gilbert, and one of those fair maidens from the Wailful Castle, though not the fairest of them; they had been a-hunting, for ever those three would willingly go together, Gilbert, David, and Joanna; and now Gilbert had abided behind, to dight the quarry for fetching home. Christopher looked on the two joyfully, as a man getting whole after sickness smiles on goodly things; and Joanna was fair to see in her hunter’s attire, with brogues tied to her naked feet, and the shapeliness of her legs bare to the knee beneath the trussing up of her green skirts.

They greeted Christopher kindly, and Joanna sat down by him to talk, but Jack of the Tofts took his son by the arm, and went toward the house with him in earnest speech.






  








CHAPTER XI. HOW CHRISTOPHER CAME TO LITTLEDALE TO ABIDE THERE A WHILE.
 

In about a week’s time from this, those four fellows went their ways southward from the Tofts, having with them four good nags and four sumpter beasts laden with such things as they needed, whereof were weapons enough, though they all, save Christopher, bare bows; and he and the others were girt with swords, and a leash of good dogs followed them. Two milch kine also they drave with them.

Merry they were all as they went their ways through the woods, but the gladness of Christopher was even past words; wherefore, after a little, he spake scarce at all, but sat in his saddle hearkening the tales and songs and jests of his fellows, who went close beside him, for more often they went a-foot than rode. And, forsooth, as the sweet morning wore, it seemed to him, so great was his joy, as if all the fair show of the greenery, and the boles of the ancient oaks, and the squirrels running from bough to bough, and the rabbits scuttling from under the bracken, and the hind leaping in the wood-lawn, and the sun falling through the rustling leaves, and the wind on his face, and the scent of the forest, yea, and his fair companions and their loveliness & valiancy and kindness, and the words and songs that came from their dear mouths, all these seemed to him, as it were, one great show done for the behoof and pleasure of him, the man come from the peril of death and the sick-bed.

They lay that night in all glee under the green boughs; and arose on the morrow, and went all day, and again slept in the greenwood, and the next morning came down into a fair valley, which was indeed Littledale, through which ran a pleasant little river; and on a grassy knoll, but a short way from its bank, was a long framed hall, somewhat narrow, and nought high, whitherward they turned them straightway, and were presently before the door; then Gilbert drew a key from out of his scrip and unlocked the door, and they entered, and found within a fair little hall, with shut-beds out from it on the further side, and kitchen, and store-bowers at the end; all things duly appointed with plenishing, and meal and wine; for it was but some three months since one of Jack of the Tofts’ allies, Sir Launcelot a’Green and his wife and two bairns, had left it till their affair was made straight; whereas he had dwelt there a whole year, for he had been made an outlaw of Meadham, and was a dear friend of the said Jack.

“Now,” said David smiling, “here is now thy high house and thy castle, little King Christopher; how doth it like thee?”

“Right well,” said Christopher; “and, to say sooth, I would almost that it were night, or my bones do else, that I might lie naked in a bed.”

“Nay, lad,” said Gilbert, “make it night now, and we will do all that needs must be done, while thou liest lazy, as all kings use to do.”

“Nay,” said Christopher, “I will be more a king than so, for I will do neither this nor that; I will not work and I will not go to bed, but will look on, till it is time for me to take to the crooked stick and the grey-goose wing and seek venison.”

“That is better than well,” said David; “for I can see by thine eyes, that are dancing with pleasure, that in three or four days thou wilt be about the thickets with us.”

“Meantime,” said Joanna, “thou shalt pay for thy meat and drink by telling us tales when we come home weary.”

“Yea,” said Christopher laughing, “that ye may go to sleep before your time.”

So they talked, and were joyous and blithe together, and between them they made the house trim, and decked it with boughs and blossoms; and though Christopher told them no tale that night, Joanna and David sang both; and in a night or two it was Christopher that was the minstrel. So when the morrow came there began their life of the woodland; but, save for the changing of the year and the chances of the hunt, the time passed on from day to day with little change, and it was but seldom that any man came their way. When Yule was, they locked the house door behind them and went their ways home to the Tofts; and now of all of these wayfarers was Christopher by far the hardest and strongest, for his side had utterly forgotten Simon’s knife. At the Tofts they were welcomed with all triumph, and they were about there in the best of cheer, till it was wearing toward Candlemas, and then they took occasion of a bright and sunny day to go back to Littledale once more, and there they abode till spring was come and was wearing into summer, and messages had come and gone betwixt them and the Tofts, and it was agreed that with the first of autumn they should go back to the Tofts and see what should betide.

But now leave we Christopher and these good fellows of the Tofts and turn to Goldilind, who is yet dwelling amid no very happy days in the Castle of Greenharbour, on the northernmost marches of Meadham.






  








CHAPTER XII. OF GOLDILIND IN THE MAY MORNING AT GREENHARBOUR.
 

May was on the land now, and was come into its second week, and Goldilind awoke on a morn in the Castle of Greenharbour; but little did her eyes behold of the May, even when they were fully open; for she was lying, not in her own chamber, which was proper, and even somewhat stately, and from whence she could look on the sky and greenwood, but in a chamber low down amidst the footings of the wall, little lighted, unadorned, with nought in it for sport or pleasure; nought, forsooth, save the pallet bed on which she lay, a joint stool and water ewer. To be short, though it were called the Least Guard-chamber, it was a prison, and she was there dreeing her penance, as Dame Elinor would call the cruelty of her malice, which the chaplain, Dame Elinor’s led captain, had ordained her for some sin which the twain had forged between them.

She lay there naked in her smock, with no raiment anigh her, and this was the third morning whereon she had awakened to the dusky bare walls, and a long while had their emptiness made of the hours: but she lay quiet and musing, not altogether without cheer now; for indeed she was not wont to any longer penance than this she had but now tholed, so she looked for release presently: and, moreover, there had grown in her mind during those three days a certain purpose; to wit, that she would get hold of the governor of the castle privily, and two or three others of the squires who most regarded her, and bewail her case to them, so that she might perchance get some relief. Forsooth, as she called to mind this resolve, her heart beat and her cheek flushed, for well she knew that there was peril in it, and she forecast what might be the worst that would come thereof, while, on the other hand, the best that might be seemed to her like a glimpse of Paradise.

As she lay there and turned the matter over in her mind for this many an hundred time, there came a key into the lock, and the door opened; and thereby entered a tall woman, dark-haired, white-skinned, somewhat young, and not ill-favoured: Goldilind still lay there, till the new-comer said to her in a hard voice, wherein was both threatening and mockery: “Rise up, our Lady! the Dame Elinor saith that it is enough, and that thou art to go forth. Nay, hold a while; for I say unto thee that it is yet early in the day, and that thy chamber is not yet dight for thee, so thou must needs bestow thyself elsewhere till it be done.”

Goldilind rose up, and said smiling: “Yea, Aloyse, but thou hast not brought my raiment: and thou seest!”

The maid stood looking at her a moment somewhat evilly, and then said: “Well, since it is but scant six o’clock, I may do that; but I bid thee ask me not overmuch; for meseemeth Dame Elinor is not overwell pleased with thee to-day, nor our chaplain either.”

Therewith she turned and went out, locking the door behind her, and came back presently bearing on her arm a green gown and other raiment: she laid them on the stool before the Lady, and said: “Hasten, my Lady, and let me go to my place: sooth to say, it may well be double trouble to thee to don thy clothes, for thou mayst have to doff them again before long.”

Goldilind answered nought, but reddened and paled again as she clad her under the waiting-maid’s eyes. Then they went out together, and up a short stone stair, till they were level with the greensward without. Then the maid turned to Goldilind and said: “And now thou art clad and out, my Lady, I wot not where thou art to go to, since to thy chamber thou must not go. Nay, hold and hearken! here we be at the door which opens on to the Foresters’ Garth under the Foresters’ Tower, thither shalt thou abide till I come to fetch thee. How now, my Lady! what else wouldst thou?”

Goldilind looked on her with a smile, yet with eagereyes, and said: “O good Aloyse, wouldst thou but give me a piece of bread? for I hunger; thou wottest my queenly board hath not been overloaded these last days.”

“Ha!” said Aloyse; “if thou ask me overmuch I fear thou mayst pay for it, my Lady; but this last asking thou shalt have, and then none other till all thy penance thou hast dreed. Abide!”

Therewith she went up the stairs, and Goldilind, who now was but weak with her prison and the sudden light, and the hope and fear of her purpose of bewailing her story, sat her down on the stair there, almost, as it were, ‘twixt home and hell, till her heart came back to her and the tears began to flow from her eyes. Forthright came back Aloyse, bearing a white loaf and a little pitcher of milk on a silver serving-dish; she laid them down, unlocked the door into the garden, and thrust Goldilind through by the shoulders; then she turned and took up her serving-dish with the bread and milk, and handed it to Goldilind through the door, and said: “Now is my Lady served. It were indeed well that my Lady should strengthen herself this hour for the hour next to come.”

Therewith she turned about, and shut and locked the door; and the King’s daughter fell to eagerly on her bread, and thought of little till she had eaten and drunk, save that she felt the sweet scent of the gilliflowers and eglantine as it were a part of her meal.

Then she went slowly down the garden, treading the greensward beside the flowers; and she looked on the hold, and the low sun gilded the walls thereof and glittered in a window here and there, and though there was on her a foreboding of the hours of that day, she did what she might to make the best of the fragrant May morning and the song of birds and rustle of leaves, though, indeed, at whiles the tears would gush out of her eyes when she thought how young she was and how feeble, and the pity of herself became sweet unto her.






  








CHAPTER XIII. OF GOLDILIND IN THE GARTH.
 

Now, as she went in that garden with her face turned toward the postern which led into the open space of the greenwood, which was but two bow-shots from the thicket, she heard the clatter of horse-hoofs on the loose stones of the path, and how they stopped at the said postern; and presently there was a key in the lock, the door opened, and a man came in walking stiffly, like a rider who has ridden far and fast. He was clad in jack and sallet, and had a sword by his side, and on his sleeve was done in green and gold a mountain aflame; so that Goldilind knew him at once for a man of Earl Geoffrey’s; and, indeed, she had seen the man before, coming and going on errands that she knew nought of, and on which nothing followed that was of import to her. Therefore, as she watched him cross the garden and go straight up to the door of the Foresters’ Tower, and take out another key and enter, she heeded him but little, nor did his coming increase her trouble a whit.

She walked on toward the postern, and now she saw that the errand-bearer had left it open behind him, and when she came close up to it, she saw his horse tied to a ring in the wall, a strong and good bay nag. The sight of him, and the glimpse of the free and open land, stirred in her the misery of her days and the yearning for the loveliness of the world without, converse of friends, hope of the sufficiency of desire, and the sweetness of love returned. And so strong a wave of anguish swept over her, that she bowed her down upon the grass and wept bitterly. Yet but a little while it lasted; she rose up presently and looked warily all round her, and up to the Castle, and saw none stirring; she drew up the skirts of her green gown into her girdle, till the hem but just hid her knees; then she stepped lightly through the half-open door with flushed cheeks and glittering eyes, while her heart rose within her; then she lifted her hand, unhitched the reins from the iron ring, and quietly led the horse close under the garth-wall, and stole gently up the slope which, as all roads from the Castle, went straightway toward the thicket, but this was the straightest. So she went, till she came to the corner of the garth-wall, and a little further; and the Castle on that side was blind, save for the swale on the battlement, whereon in that deep peace was little going; and, moreover, it was not even yet six o’clock.






  








CHAPTER XIV. GOLDILIND GOES FREE.
 

There then she stayed the horse, and, flushed and panting, got lightly into the saddle and bestrode it, and, leaning over on the beast’s neck, smote his flanks with her heels; the horse was fresh, though his master had been weary, whereas the said messenger had gotten him from a forester some six miles away in the wood that morning, so the nag answered to her call for speed, and she went a great gallop into the wood, and was hidden in a twinkling from any eyes that might be looking out of the Castle.

Without checking the nag she sped along, half mad with joy at the freedom of this happy morn. Nigh aimless she was, but had an inkling that it were well with her if she could hold northward ever; for the old man aforesaid had told her of Oakenrealm, and how it lay northward of them; so that way she drifted as the thicket would suffer her. When she had gone as much of a gallop as she might for some half hour, she drew rein to breathe her nag, and hearkened; she turned in the saddle, but heard nought to affright her, so she went on again, but some what more soberly; and thuswise she rode for some two hours, and the day waxed hot, and she was come to a clear pool amidst of a little clearing, covered with fine greensward right down to the water’s edge.

There she made stay, and got off her horse, and stood awhile by him as he cropped the sweet grass; and the birds sang at the edge of the thicket, and the rabbits crept and gambolled on the other side of the water; and from the pool’s edge the moorhens cried. She stood half leaning against the side of the horse till she became somewhat drowsy; yea, and even dreamed a little, and that little but ill, it seemed, as she gave a troubled cry and shrank together and turned pale. Then she rubbed her eyes and smiled, and turned to the pool, where now a little ripple was running over the face of it, and a thought came upon her, and she set her hand to the clasp of her gown and undid it, and drew the gown off her shoulders, and so did off all her raiment, and stood naked a little on the warm sunny grass, and then bestirred her and went lightly into the pool, and bathed and sported there, and then came on to the grass again, and went to and fro to dry her in the air and sun. Then she did on her raiment again, and laid her down under a thorn-bush by the pool-side, and there, would she, would she not, went to sleep soundly and dreamed not. And when she awoke she deemed her sleep had been long, but it was not so, but scarce a score of minutes. Anyhow, she sprang up now and went to her horse, and drew the girths tight (which she had loosed erewhile,) and so bestrode the good horse, and shook the reins, and rode away much comforted and enheartened.






  








CHAPTER XV. OF GOLDILIND IN THE WILD-WOOD.
 

Goldilind rode on, hastening yet to put as many miles as she might betwixt her and Greenharbour. Within a three hours from her bathing she fell a-hungering sore, and knew not what to do to eat, till she found a pouch made fast to the saddle-bow, and therein a little white loaf, that and no more, which she took and ate the half of with great joy, sitting down by a brook-side, whence she had her drink.

Then again she mounted, and rode on till dusk overtook her just as she came to a little river running from the north from pool to shallow, and shallow to pool. And whereas she was now exceeding weary, and the good horse also much spent, and that the grass was very sweet and soft down to the water’s edge, and that there was a thick thorn-bush to cover her, she made up her mind that this place should be her bed-chamber. So she took saddle and bridle off the horse, as he must needs bite the grass, and then when she had eaten the other half of her bread, she laid her down on the green grass, with her head on the saddle, and when she had lain listening to the horse cropping the grass close anigh her for a minute or two, she fell fast asleep, and lay there long and had no dreams.






  








CHAPTER XVI. WHAT GOLDILIND FOUND IN THE WOOD.
 

When she awoke it was broad day and bright sun, and she rose up to her feet and looked about, and saw the horse standing close by, and sharing the shade with her, whisking his tail about lazily. Then she turned, and saw the stream rippling out from the pool over the clean gravel, and here and there a fish darting through the ripple, or making clean rings on the pool as he quietly took a fly; the sky was blue and clear, there was scarce a breath of air, and the morning was already hot; no worse than yesterday sang the birds in the bushes; but as she looked across the river, where, forsooth, the alders grew thick about the pool’s edge, a cock blackbird, and then another, flew out from the close boughs, where they had been singing to their mates, with the sharp cry that they use when they are frighted. Withal she saw the bush move, though, as aforesaid, the morning was without wind. She had just stooped to do off her foot-gear (for she was minded to bathe again), but now she stopped with one shoe in her hand, and looked on the bushes keenly with beating heart, and again she thought she saw the boughs shaken, and stood, not daring to move a while; but they moved no more now when she had looked steadily at them a space, and again a blackbird began singing loud just where they had been shaken. So she gathered heart again, and presently turned her hand once more to stripping her raiment off her, for she would not be baulked of her bath; but when the stripping was done, she loitered not naked on the bank as she had done the day before, but walked swiftly into the shallow, and thence down into the pool, till nothing but her head and the whiteness of her shoulders showed over the dark water. Even then she turned her head about twice to look into the over-side bushes, but when she saw nothing stir there she began to play in the water, but not for long, but came splashing through the shallow and hurried on her raiment.

When she was clad again she went up to the horse, and patted and caressed him, and did bridle and saddle on him, and was going to climb upon him, when, of a sudden, she thought she would lead him across, lest there should be a hole near the other bank and he might stumble into it unwarily; so she bared her feet once more and trussed up her gown skirts, and so took the ford, leading the beast; the water was nowhere up to mid-leg of her, and she stepped ashore on to short and fine grass, which spread like a meadow before her, with a big thorn or two scattered about it, and a little grassy hill beset with tall elms toward the top, coming down into the flat of the meadow and drawing round it nearly up to the river on the north side.

But now she stood staring in wonder and some deal of fear; for there were three milch kine feeding on the meadow, and, moreover, under a thorn, scarce a hundred yards from where she stood, was a tall man standing gazing on her. So stricken was she that she might neither cry out nor turn aside; neither did she think to pull her gown out of her girdle to cover the nakedness of her legs.

When they had thus stood a little while the man began to move toward her very slowly, nor did she dare to flee any the more. But when he was within half a dozen paces her face flushed red, and she did pull her gown out of its trusses and let it flow down. But he spake to her in a pleasant voice, and said: “May I speak to thee, maiden?”

Fear was yet in her soul, so that she might not speak for a little, and then she said: “O, I beseech thee, bring me not back to Greenharbour!” And she paled sorely as she spake the word.

But he said: “I wot not of Greenharbour, how to find the way thereto, though we have heard of it. But comfort thyself, I pray thee, there is nought to fear in me.”

The sound of his voice was full pleasant to her, and when she hearkened him, how kind and frank it was, then she knew how much of terror was blent with her joy in her newly-won freedom and the delight of the kind and happy words. Yet still she spoke not, and was both shamefast and still not altogether unafraid. Yet, sooth to say, though his attire was but simple, he was nought wild or fierce to look on. From time to time she looked on him, and then dropped her eyes again. In those glances she saw that he was grey-eyed, and smooth-cheeked, and round-chinned, and his hair curly and golden; and she must needs think that she had never seen any face half so fair. He was clad but in a green coat that came not down to his knees, and brogues were tied to his feet, and no more raiment he had; and for hat he had made him a garland of white may blossom, and well it sat there: and again she looked on him, and thought him no worse than the running angel that goes before the throne of God in the picture of the choir of Meadhamstead; and she looked on him and marvelled.

Now she hung her head before him and wished he would speak, and even so did he, and said: “Maiden, when I first saw thee from amidst of the bush by the river yonder, I deemed thou wert a wood-wight, or some one of the she-Gods of the Gentiles come back hither. For this is a lonely place, and some might deem that the Devil hath might here more than in other places; and when I saw thee, that thou wouldst do off thy raiment to bathe thee, though soothly I longed to lie hidden there, I feared thee, lest thou shouldst be angry with me if I were to see thee unclad; so I came away; yet I went not far, for I was above all things yearning to see thee; and sooth it is, that hadst thou not crossed the water, I should presently have crossed it myself to seek thee, wert thou Goddess, or wood-wife, or whatever might have come of it. But now thou art come to us, and I have heard thy voice beseeching me not to bring thee to Greenharbour, I see that thou art a woman of the kindred of Adam. And yet so it is, that even now I fear thee somewhat. Yet I will pray thee not to be wroth if I ask thee whether I may do aught for thy need.”

Now she began somewhat to smile, and she looked him full in the face, and said: “Forsooth, my need is simple, for I am hungry.”

He smote himself on the breast, and said: “See now, what a great fool I am, not to have known it without telling, instead of making long-winded talk about myself. Come quickly, dear maiden, and leave thine horse to crop the grass.”

So he hurried on to the thorn-bush aforesaid, and she went foot to foot with him, but he touched her not; and straightway she sat her down on the root of the thorn, and smiled frankly on him, and said:

“Nay, sir, and now thou hast made me go all this way I am out of breath and weary, so I pray thee of the victual at once.”

But he had been busy with his scrip which he had left cast down there, and therewithal reached out to her a mighty hunch of bread and a piece of white cheese, and said:

“Now shall I fetch thee milk.” Wherewith he took up a bowl of aspen tree that had lain by the scrip, and ran off to one of the kine and milked the bowl full, and came back with it heedfully, and set it down beside her and said: “This was the nighest thing to hand, but when thou hast eaten and rested then shall we go to our house, if thou wilt be so kind to me; for there have we better meat and wine to boot.”

She looked up at him smiling, but her pleasure of the meat and the kindness was so exceeding, that she might not refrain from tears also, but she spake not.

As for him, he knelt beside her, looking on her wistfully; and at last he said: “I shall tell thee, that I am glad that thou wert hungry and that I have seen thee eating, else might I have deemed thee somewhat other than a woman of mankind even yet.”

She said: “Yea, and why wouldst thou not believe my word thereto?”

He said, reddening: “I almost fear to tell thee, lest thou think me overbold and be angry with me.”

“Nay,” she said, “tell me, for I would know.”

Said he: “The words are not easy in my rude mouth; but this is what I mean: that though I be young I have seen fair women not a few, but beside any of them thou art a wonder;....and loth I were if thou wert not really of mankind, if it were but for the glory of the world.”

She hung her head and answered nought a while, and he also seemed ashamed: but presently she spake: “Thou hast been kind to us, wouldst thou tell us thy name? and then, if it like thee, what thou art?”

“Lady,” he said, “my name is easy to tell, I hight Christopher; and whiles folk in merry mockery call me Christopher King; meseems because I am of the least account of all carles. As for what else I am, a woodman I am, an outlaw, and the friend of them: yet I tell thee I have never by my will done any harm to any child of man; and those friends of mine, who are outlaws also, are kind and loving with me, both man and woman, though needs must they dwell aloof from kings’ courts and barons’ halls.”

She looked at him wondering, and as if she did not altogether understand him; and she said: “Where dost thou dwell?”

He said: “To-day I dwell hard by; though where I shall dwell to-morrow, who knows? And with me are dwelling three of my kind fellows; and the dearest is a young man of mine own age, who is my fellow in all matters, for us to live and die each for the other. Couldst thou have seen him, thou wouldst love him I deem.”

“What name hath he?” said Goldilind.

“He hight David,” said Christopher.

But therewith he fell silent and knit his brow, as though he were thinking of some knotty point: but in a while his face cleared, and he said: “If I durst, I would ask thee thy name, and what thou art?”

“As to my name,” said she, “I will not tell it thee as now. As to what I am, I am a poor prisoner; and much have I been grieved and tormented, so that my body hath been but a thing whereby I might suffer anguish. Something else am I, but I may not tell thee what as yet.”

He looked on her long, and then arose and went his way along the very track of their footsteps, and he took the horse and brought him back to the thorn, and stood by the lady and reddened, and said: “I must tell thee what I have been doing these last minutes.”

“Yea,” said she, looking at him wonderingly, “hast thou not been fetching my horse to me?”

“So it is,” said he; “but something else also. Ask me, or I cannot tell thee.”

She laughed, and said: “What else, fair sir?”

Said he: “Ask me what, or I cannot tell thee.”

“Well, what, then?” said she.

He answered, stammering and blushing: “I have been looking at thy foot prints, whereby thou camest up from the water, to see what new and fairer blossoms have come up in the meadow where thy feet were set e’en now.”

She answered him nothing, and he held his peace. But in a while she said: “If thou wouldst have us come to thine house, thou shalt lead us thither now.” And therewith she took her foot-gear from out of her girdle, as if she would do it on, and he turned his face away, but sighed therewith. Then she reddened and put them back again, and rose up lightly, and said: “I will go afoot; and wilt thou lead the horse for me?”

So did he, and led her by all the softest and most flowery ways, turning about the end of a spur of the little hill that came close to the water, and going close to the lip of the river. And when they had thus turned about the hill there was a somewhat wider vale before them, grassy and fair, and on a knoll, not far from the water, a long frame-house thatched with reed.

Then said Christopher: “Lady, this is now Littledale, and yonder the house thereof.”

She said quietly: “Lovely is the dale, and fair the house by seeming, and I would that they may be happy that dwell therein!”

Said Christopher: “Wilt thou not speak that blessing within the house as without?”

“Fain were I thereof,” she said. And therewith they came into the garth, wherein the apple trees were blossoming, and Goldilind spread abroad her hands and lifted up her head for joy of the sight and the scent, and they stayed awhile before they went on to the door, which was half open, for they feared none in that place, and looked for none whom they might not deal with if he came as a foe.

Christopher would have taken a hand of her to lead her in, but both hands were in her gown to lift up the hem as she passed over the threshold; so he durst not.

Fair and bright now was the hall within, with its long and low windows goodly glazed, a green halling on the walls of Adam and Eve and the garden, and the good God walking therein; the sun shone bright through the southern windows, and about the porch it was hot, but further toward the dais cool and pleasant.

So Goldilind sat down in the coolest of the place at the standing table; but Christopher bestirred himself, and brought wine and white bread, and venison and honey, and said: “I pray thee to dine, maiden, for it is now hard on noon; and as for my fair fellows, I look not for them before sunset for they were going far into the wood.”

She smiled on him, and ate and drank a little deal, and he with her. Sooth to say, her heart was full, and though she had forgotten her fear, she was troubled, because, for as glad as she was, she could not be as glad as her gladness would have her, for the sake of some lack, she knew not what.

Now spake Christopher: “I would tell thee something strange, to wit, though it is little more than three hours since I first saw thee beside the river, yet I seem to know thee as if thou wert a part of my life.”

She looked on him shyly, and he went on: “This also is strange, and, withal, it likes me not, that when I speak of my fair fellows here, David, and Gilbert, and Joanna, they are half forgotten to my heart, though their names are on my tongue; and this house, doth it like thee, fair guest?”

“Yea, much,” she said; “it seems joyous to me: and I shall tell thee that I have mostly dwelt in unmerry houses, though they were of greater cost than this.”

Said Christopher: “To me it hath been merry and happy enough; but now it seems to me as if it had all been made for thee and this meeting.”

“Is it therefore no longer merry to thee because of that?” she said, smiling, yet flushing much red therewith. Now it was his turn not to answer her, and she cast down her eyes before him, and there was silence between them.

Then she looked at him steadily, and said: “It is indeed grievous that thou shouldest forget thine old friends for me, and that it should have come into thy mind that this fair and merry house was not made for thy fair fellows and thy delight with them, but for me, the chance-comer. For, hearken, whereas thou saidst e’en now, that I was become a part of thy life, how can that be? For if I become the poor captive again, how canst thou get to me, thou who art thyself a castaway, as thou hast told me? Yea, but even so, I shall be too low for thee to come down to me. And if I become what I should be, then I must tell thee that I shall be too high for thee to climb up to me; so that in one way or other we shall be sundered, who have but met for an hour or two.”

He hung his head a while as they stood there face to face, for both of them had arisen from the board; but presently he looked up to her with glittering eyes, and said: “Yea, for an hour or two; why then do we tarry and linger, and say what we have no will to say, and refrain from what our hearts bid us?”

Therewith he caught hold of her right wrist, and laid his hand on her left shoulder, and this first time that he had touched her, it was as if a fire ran through all his body and changed it into the essence of her: neither was there any naysay in her eyes, nor any defence against him in the yielding body of her. But even in that nick of time he drew back a little, and turned his head, as a man listening, toward the door, and said: “Hist! hist! Dost thou hear, maiden?” She turned deadly pale: “O what is it? What is it? Yea, I hear; it is horses drawing nigh, and the sound of hounds baying. But may it not be thy fellows coming back?”

“Nay, nay,” he said; “they rode not in armour. Hark to it! and these hounds are deep-voiced sleuth-dogs! But come now, there may yet be time.”

He turned, and caught up axe and shield from off the wall, and drew her toward a window that looked to the north, and peered out of it warily; but turned back straightway, and said: “Nay, it is too late that way, they are all round about the house. Maiden, get thou up into the solar by this stair, and thou wilt find hiding-place behind the traverse of the bed; and if they go away, and my fellows come in due time, then art thou safe. But if not, surely they shall do thee no hurt; for I think, indeed, that thou art some great one.”

And he fell to striding down the hall toward the door; but she ran after him, and caught his arm, and said: “Nay, nay, I will not hide, to be dragged out of my refuge like a thief: thou sayest well that I am of the great; I will stand by thee and command and forbid as a Queen. O go not to the door! Stay by me, stay!”

“Nay, nay,” he said, “there is nought for it but the deed of arms. Look! seest thou not steel by the porch?”

And therewith he broke from her and ran to the door, and was met upon the very threshold by all-armed men, upon whom he fell without more ado, crying out: “For the Tofts! For the Tofts! The woodman to the rescue!” And he hewed right and left on whatsoever was before him, so that what fell not, gave back, and for a moment of time he cleared the porch; but in that nick of time his axe brake on the basnet of a huge man-at-arms, and they all thrust them on him together and drave him back into the hall, and came bundling after him in a heap. But he drave his shield at one, and then with his right hand smote another on the bare face, so that he rolled over and stirred no more till the day of doom. Then was there a weapon before him, might he have stooped to pick it up; but he might not; so he caught hold of a sturdy but somewhat short man by the collar and the lap of his leather surcoat, and drew aback, and with a mighty heave cast him on the rout of them, who for their parts had drawn back a little also, as if he had been a huge stone, and down went two before that artillery; and they set up a great roar of wonder and fear. But he followed them, and this time got an axe in his hand, so mazed they were by his onset, and he hewed at them again and drave them aback to the threshold of the door: but could get them no further, and they began to handle long spears to thrust at him.

But then came forward a knight, no mickle man, but clad in very goodly armour, with a lion beaten in gold on his green surcoat; this man smote up the spears, and made the men go back a little, while he stood on the threshold; so Christopher saw that he would parley with him, and forbore him, and the knight spake: “Thou youngling, art thou mad? What doest thou falling on my folk?”

“And what do ye,” said Christopher fiercely, “besetting the houses of folk with weapons? Now wilt thou take my life. But I shall yet slay one or two before I die. Get thee back, lord, or thou shalt be the first.”

But the knight, who had no weapon in his hand, said: “We come but to seek our own, and that is our Lady of Meadham, who dwelleth at Greenharbour by her own will. And if thou wilt stand aside thou mayst go free to the devil for us.”

Now would Christopher have shouted and fallen on, and gone to his death there and then; but even therewith a voice, clear and sweet, spake at the back of him, and said: “Thou kind host, do thou stand aside and let us speak that which is needful.” And therewith stepped forth Goldilind and stood beside Christopher, and said: “Sir Burgreve, we rode forth to drink the air yesterday, and went astray amidst the wild-wood, and were belated, so that we must needs lie down under the bare heaven; but this morning we happened on this kind forester, who gave us to eat, and took us to his house and gave us meat and drink; for which it were seemlier to reward him than threaten him. Now it is our pleasure that ye lead us back to Greenharbour; but as for this youth, that ye do him no hurt, but let him go free, according to thy word spoken e’en now, Sir Burgreve.”

She spake slowly and heavily, as one who hath a lesson to say, and it was to be seen of her that all grief was in her heart, though her words were queenly. Some of them that heard laughed; but the Burgreve spake, and said: “Lady, we will do thy will in part, for we will lead thee to Greenharbour in all honour; but as to this young man, if he will not be slain here and now, needs must he with us. For he hath slain two of our men outright, and hath hurt many, and, methinks, the devil of the woods is in his body. So do thou bid him be quiet, if thou wouldst not see his blood flow.”

She turned a pale unhappy face on Christopher, and said: “My friend, we bid thee withstand them no more, but let them do with thee as they will.”

Christopher stood aside therewith, and sat down on a bench and laughed, and said in a high voice: “Stout men-at-arms, forsooth, to take a maid’s kirtle to their shield.”

But therewith the armed men poured into the hall, and a half dozen of the stoutest came up unto Christopher where he sat, and bound his hands with their girdles, and he withstood them no whit, but sat laughing in their faces, and made as if it were all a Yule-tide game. But inwardly his heart burned with anger, and with love of that sweet Lady.

Then they made him stand up, and led him without the house, and set him on a horse, and linked his feet together under the belly thereof. And when that was done he saw them lead out the Lady, and they set her in a horse litter, and then the whole troop rode off together, with two men riding on either side of the said litter. In this wise they left Littledale.






  








CHAPTER XVII. GOLDILIND COMES BACK TO GREENHARBOUR.
 

They rode speedily, and had with them men who knew the woodland ways, so that the journey was nought so long thence as Goldilind had made it thither; and they stayed not for nightfall, since the moon was bright, so that they came before the Castle-gate before midnight. Now Goldilind looked to be cast into prison, whatever might befall her upon the morrow; but so it went not, for she was led straight to her own chamber, and one of her women, but not Aloyse, waited on her, and when she tried to have some tidings of her, the woman spake to her no more than if she were dumb. So all unhappily she laid her down in her bed, foreboding the worst, which she deemed might well be death at the hand of her jailers. As for Christopher, she saw the last of him as they entered the Castle-gate, and knew not what they had done with him. So she lay in dismal thoughts, but at last fell asleep for mere weariness.

When she awoke it was broad day, and there was someone going about in the chamber; she turned, and saw that it was Aloyse. She felt sick at heart, and durst not move or ask of tidings; but presently Aloyse turned, and came to the bed, and made an obeisance, but spake not. Goldilind raised her head, and said wearily: “What is to be done, Aloyse, wilt thou tell me? For my heart fails me, and meseems, unless they have some mercy, I shall die to-day.”

“Nay,” said the chambermaid, “keep thine heart up; for here is one at hand who would see thee, when it is thy pleasure to be seen.”

“Yea,” said Goldilind, “Dame Elinor to wit.” And she moaned, and fear and heart-sickness lay so heavy on her that she went nigh to swooning

But Aloyse lifted up her head, and brought her wine and made her drink, and when Goldilind was come to herself again the maid said: “I say, keep up thine heart, for it is not Dame Elinor and the rods that would see thee, but a mighty man; nay, the most mighty, to wit, Earl Geoffrey, who is King of Meadham in all but the name.”

Goldilind did in sooth take heart at this tidings, and she said: “I wonder what he may have to do here; all this while he hath not been to Greenharbour, or, mayhappen, it might have been better for me.”

“I wot not,” said Aloyse, “but even so it is. I shall tell thee, the messenger, whose horse thou didst steal, brought no other word in his mouth save this, that my Lord Earl was coming; and come he did; but that was toward sunset, long after they had laid the blood-hounds on thy slot, and I had been whipped for letting thee find the way out a-gates. Now, our Lady, when thou hast seen the Earl, and hast become our Lady and Mistress indeed, wilt thou bethink thee of the morn before yesterday on my behalf?”

“Yea,” said Goldilind, “if ever it shall befall.”

“Befall it shall,” said Aloyse; “I dreamed of thee three nights ago, and thou sitting on thy throne commanding and forbidding the great men. But at worst no harm hath happened save to my shoulders and sides, by thy stealing thyself, since thou hast come back in the nick of time, and of thine own will, as men say. But tell me now of thine holiday, and if it were pleasant to thee?”

Goldilind fell a-weeping at the word, bethinking her of yesterday morning, and Aloyse stood looking on her, but saying nought. At last spake Goldilind softly: “Tell me, Aloyse, didst thou hear any speaking of that young man who was brought in hither last night? Have they slain him?”

Said Aloyse: “Soothly, my Lady, I deem they have done him no hurt, though I wot not for sure. There hath been none headed or hanged in the base-court to-day. I heard talk amongst the men-at-arms of one whom they took; they said he was a wonder of sheer strength, and how that he cast their men about as though he were playing at ball. Sooth to say, they seemed to bear him no grudge therefor. But now I would counsel thee to arise; and I am bidden to tire and array thee at the best. And now I would say a word in thine ear, to wit, that Dame Elinor feareth thee somewhat this morn.”

So Goldilind arose, and was arrayed like a very queen, and was served of what she would by Aloyse and the other women, and sat in her chamber awaiting the coming of the mighty Lord of Meadham.






  








CHAPTER XVIII. EARL GEOFFREY SPEAKS WITH GOLDILIND.
 

But a little while had she sat there, before footsteps a many came to the door, which was thrown open, and straight it was as if the sun had shone on a flower-bed, for there was come Earl Geoffrey and his lords all arrayed most gloriously. Then came the Earl up the chamber to Goldilind, and bent the knee before her, and said: “Lady and Queen, is it thy pleasure that thy servant should kiss thine hand?”

She made him little cheer, but reached out to him her lily hand in its gold sleeve, and said: “Thou must do thy will.”

So he kissed the hand reverently, and said: “And these my lords, may they enter and do obeisance and kiss hands, my Lady?”

Said Goldilind: “I will not strive to gainsay their will, or thine, my Lord.”

So they entered and knelt before her, and kissed her hand; and, to say sooth, most of them had been fain to kiss both hands of her, yea, and her cheeks and her lips; though but little cheer she made them, but looked sternly on them.

Then the Earl spake to her, and told her of her realm, and how folk thrived, and of the deep peace that was upon the land, and of the merry days of Meadham, and the praise of the people. And she answered him nothing, but as he spake her bosom began to heave, and the tears came into her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. Then man looked on man, and the Earl said: “My masters, I deem that my Lady hath will to speak to me privily, as to one who is her chiefest friend and well-willer. Is it so, my Lady?”

She might not speak for the tears that welled out from her heart; but she bowed her head and strove to smile on him.

But the Earl waved his hand, and those lords, and the women also, voided the chamber, and left those two alone, the Earl standing before her. But ere he could speak, she arose from her throne and fell on her knees before him, and joined hands palm to palm, and cried in a broken voice: “Mercy! Mercy! Have pity on my young life, great Lord!”

But he lifted her up, and set her on her throne again, and said: “Nay, my Lady, this is unmeet; but if thou wouldst talk and tell with me I am ready to hearken.”

She strove with her passion a while, and then she said: “Great Lord, I pray thee to hearken, and to have patience with a woman’s weak heart. Prithee, sit down here beside me.

“It were unfitting,” he said; “I shall take a lowlier seat.” Then he drew a stool to him, and sat down before her, and said: “What aileth thee? What wouldest thou?”

Then she said: “Lord Earl, I am in prison; I would be free.”

Quoth he: “Yea, and is this a prison, then?”

“Yea,” she said, “since I may not so much as go out from it and come back again unthreatened; yet have I been, and that unseldom, in a worser prison than this: do thou go look on the Least Guard-chamber, and see if it be a meet dwelling for thy master’s daughter.”

He spake nought awhile; then he said: “And, yet if it grieveth thee, it marreth thee nought; for when I look on thee mine eyes behold the beauty of the world, and the body wherein is no lack.”

She reddened and said: “If it be so, it is God’s work, and I praise him therefor. But how long will it last? For grief slayeth beauty.”

He looked on her long, and said: “To thy friends I betook thee, and I looked that they should cherish thee; where then is the wrong that I have done thee?”

She said: “Maybe no wrong wittingly; since now, belike, thou art come to tell me that all this weary sojourn is at an end, and that thou wilt take me to Meadhamstead, and set me on the throne there, and show my father’s daughter to all the people.”

He held his peace, and his face grew dark before her while she watched it. At last he spake in a harsh voice: “Lady,” he said, “it may not be; here in Greenharbour must thou abide, or in some other castle apart from the folk.”

“Yea,” she said, “now I see it is true, that which I foreboded when first I came hither: thou wouldst slay me, that thou mayest sit safely in the seat of thy master’s daughter; thou durst not send me a man with a sword to thrust me through, therefore thou hast cast me into prison amongst cruel jailers, who have been bidden by thee to take my life slowly and with torments. Hitherto I have withstood their malice and thine; but now am I overcome, and since I know that I must die, I have now no fear, and this is why I am bold to tell thee this that I have spoken, though I wot now I shall be presently slain. And now I tell thee I repent it, that I have asked grace of a graceless face.”

Although she spake strong words, it was with a mild and steady voice. But the Earl was sore troubled, and he rose up and walked to and fro of the chamber, half drawing his sword and thrusting it back into the scabbard from time to time. At last he came back to her, and sat down before her and spake:

“Maiden, thou art somewhat in error. True it is that I would sit firm in my seat and rule the land of Meadham, as belike none other could. True it is also that I would have thee, the rightful heir, dwell apart from the turmoil for a while at least; for I would not have thy white hands thrust me untimely from my place, or thy fair face held up as a banner by my foemen. Yet nowise have I willed thy death or thine anguish; and if all be true as thou sayest it, and thou art so lovely that I know not how to doubt it, tell me then what these have done with thee.”

She said: “Sir, those friends to whom thou hast delivered me are my foes, whether they were thy friends or not. Wilt thou compel me to tell thee all my shame? They have treated me as a thrall who had whiles to play a queen’s part in a show. To wit, thy chaplain whom thou hast given me has looked on me with lustful eyes, and has bidden me buy of him ease and surcease of pain with my very body, and hath threatened me more evil else, and kept his behest.”

Then leapt up the Earl and cried out: “Hah! did he so? Then I tell thee his monk’s hood shall not be stout enough to save his neck. Now, my child, thou speakest; tell me more, since my hair is whitening.”

She said: “The sleek, smooth-spoken woman to whom thou gavest me, didst thou bid her to torment me with stripes, and the dungeon, and the dark, and solitude, and hunger?”

“Nay, by Allhallows!” he said, “nor thought of it; trust me she shall pay therefor if so she hath done.”

She said: “I crave no vengeance, but mercy I crave, and thou mayst give it me.”

Then were they both silent, till he said: “Now I, for my part, will pray thee bear what thou must bear, which shall be nought save this, that thy queenship lie quiet for a while; nought else of evil shall betide thee henceforth; but as much of pleasure and joy as may go with it. But tell me, there is a story of thy snatching a holiday these two days, and of a young man whom thou didst happen on. Tell me now, not as a maiden to her father or warder, but as a great lady might tell a great lord, what betid betwixt you two: for thou art not one on whom a young and doughty man may look unmoved. By Allhallows! but thou art a firebrand, my Lady!” And he laughed therewith.

Goldilind flushed red exceeding; but she answered steadily: “Lord Earl, this is the very sooth, that I might not fail to see it, how he thought me worth looking on, but he treated me with all honour, as a brother might a sister.”

“Tell me,” said the Earl, “what like was this man?”

Said she: “He was young, but strong beyond measure; and full doughty: true it is that I saw him with mine eyes take and heave up one of our men in his hands and cast him away as a man would a clod of earth.”

The Earl knit his brow: “Yea,” said he, “and that story I have heard from the men-at-arms also. But what was the man like of aspect?”

She reddened: “He was of a most goodly body,” she said, “fair-eyed, and of a face well carven; his speech kind and gentle.” And yet more she reddened.

Said the Earl: “Didst thou hear what he was, this man?”

She said: “I deem from his own words that he was but a simple forester.”

“Yea,” quoth the Earl, “a simple forester? Nay, but a woodman, an outlaw, a waylayer; so say our men, that he fell on them with the cry: A-Tofts! A-Tofts! Hast thou never heard of Jack of the Tofts?”

“Nay, never,” said she.

Said the Earl: “He is the king of these good fellows; and a perilous host they be. Now I fear me, if he be proven to be one of these, there will be a gallows reared for him to-morrow, for as fair and as doughty as he may be.”

She turned all pale, and her lips quivered: then she rose up, and fell on her knees before the Earl, and cried out: “O sir, a grace, a grace, I pray thee! Pardon this poor man who was so kind to me!”

The Earl raised her up and smiled, and said: “Nay, my Lady Queen, wouldst thou kneel to me? It is unmeet. And as for this woodman, it is for thee to pardon him, and not for me; and since, by good luck, he is not hanged yet, thy word hath saved his neck.” She sat down in her chair again, but still looked white and scared. But the Earl spake again, and kindly:

“Now to all these matters I shall give heed, my Lady; wherefore I will ask leave of thee, and be gone; and to-morrow I will see thee again, and lay some rede before thee. Meantime, be of good cheer, for thou shalt be made as much of as may be, and live in mickle joy if thou wilt. And if any so much as give thee a hard word, it shall be the worse for them.”

Therewith he arose, and made obeisance to her, and departed. And she abode quiet, and looking straight before her, till the door shut, and then she put her hands to her face and fell a-weeping, and scarce knew what ailed her betwixt hope, and rest of body, and love, though that she called not by its right name.






  








CHAPTER XIX. EARL GEOFFREY SPEAKETH WITH CHRISTOPHER.
 

Now it is to be said that the Earl had had much tidings told him of Christopher, and had no intent to put him to death, but rather meant to take him into the company of his guard, to serve him in all honour; and that which he said as to hanging him was but to try Goldilind; but having heard and seen of her such as we have told, he now thought it good to have a privy talk with this young man. So he bade a squire lead him to where Christopher was held in ward, and went much pondering.

So the squire brought him to the self-same Littlest Guardroom (in sooth a prison) where Goldilind had lain that other morn; and he gave the squire leave, and entered and shut the door behind him, so that he and Christopher were alone together. The young man was lying on his back on the pallet, with his hands behind his head, and his knees drawn up, murmuring some fag-end of an old song; but when he heard the door shut to he sat up, and, turning to the new-comer, said: “Art thou tidings? If so, then tell me quickly which it is to be, the gallows or freedom?”

“Friend,” said the Earl sternly, “dost thou know who I am?”

“Nay,” said Christopher; “by thine attire thou shouldst be some great man; but that is of little matter to me, since thou wilt neither bid slay me, or let me go, for a heedless word.”

Quoth the Earl: “I am the master of the land of Meadham, so there is no need to tell thee that I have thy life or death in my hand. Now thou wilt not deny that thou art of the company of Jack o’ the Tofts?”

“It is sooth,” said Christopher.

“Well,” said the Earl, “thou art bold then to have come hither, for thou sayest it that thou art a wolf’s-head and forfeit of thy life. Now, again, thou didst take the Lady of Meadham home to thy house yesterday, and wert with her alone a great while. Now according to thy dealings with her thou dost merit either the most evil of deaths, or else it may be a reward: hah! what sayest thou?”

Christopher leapt up, and said in a loud voice: “Lord King, whatsoever I may be, I am not each man’s dastard; when I saw that pearl of all women, I loved her indeed, as who should not, but it was even as I had loved the Mother of God had she come down from the altar picture at the Church of Middleham of the Wood. And whoso saith otherwise, I give him the lie back in his teeth, and will meet him face to face if I may; and then, meseems, it will go hard with him.”

Spake the Earl, laughing: “I will be no champion against thee, for I hold my skin and my bones of too much price thereto. And, moreover, though meseemeth the Blessed Virgin would have a hot lover in thee were she to come down to earth anigh thy dwelling, yet trow I thy tale, that thou hast dealt with my Lady in honour. Therefore, lad, what sayest thou, wilt thou be a man of mine, and bear arms for me, and do my will?”

Spake Christopher: “Lord, this is better than hanging.”

“Why, so it is, lad,” said the Earl, laughing again, “and some would say better by a good deal. But hearken! if thou take it, thou must abide here in Greenharbour — a long while, maybe; yea, even so long as my Lady dwelleth here.”

Christopher flushed and said: “Lord, thou art kind and gracious, and I will take thy bidding.”

The Earl said: “Well, so it shall be then; and presently thou shalt go out of this guard-room a free man. But abide a while.”

Therewith he drew a stool to him and sat down, and spake not for a long while; and Christopher abode his pleasure; at last spake the Earl: “One day, mayhappen, we may make a wedding for thee, and that no ill one.”

Christopher laughed: “Lord,” said he, “what lady will wed me, a no man’s son?”

Said the Earl: “Not if the Lord of Meadham be thy friend? Well then, how if the Lady and Queen of Meadham make thee the wedding?”

Said Christopher: “I were liefer to make mine own wedding, whenso I need a woman in my bed: I will compel no woman, nor ask others to compel her.”

The Earl rose up, and fell to pacing the prison to and fro; and at last he stood over against Christopher, and said: “Hearken, forester: I will foretell thy fortune; it is that thou shalt become great by wedding.”

Christopher held his peace; and the Earl spake again: “Now is the shortest word best. We deem thee both goodly and doughty, and would wed thee to a great lady, even that one to whom thou hast shown kindness in the wilderness.”

Said Christopher: “It is the wont of great lords to mock poor folk, therefore I must not show anger against thee.”

“I mock thee not,” said the Earl; “I mean nought, but as my words say.”

“Nay then,” said Christopher, “thou biddest me an evil deed, great Lord. What I said was that I would compel no woman; and shall I compel her who is the wonder of the world and my very own Lady?”

“Hold thy peace, sir fool,” said the Earl; “let me tell thee that she is as like to compel thee as thou her. And as to her being thy Lady, she shall be thy Lady and wife indeed; but not here, for above all things will she get her away from Greenharbour, and thou shalt be her champion, to lead her about the world like a knight errant.”

Now was Christopher so troubled that he knew not what countenance to make, and scarce might he get a word out of his mouth a long while. At last he said: “Lord, I see that I must needs do thy will if this be no trap which thou hast set for me. But overwonderful it is, that a great lady should be wedded to a gangrel churl.”

The Earl laughed: “Many a ferly fares to the fair-eyed,” quoth he; “and also I will tell thee in thine ear that this Lady may not be so great as her name is great. Did she praise her life-days to thee?”

“Nay,” said Christopher; “I mind me well, she called herself the poor captive.”

“She said but sooth,” quoth the Earl; “and her going away from Greenharbour is instead of her captivity; and I tell thee it is by that only I may make her joyous. And now one word: thou that criest out For the Tofts in battle art not altogether unfriended, meseemeth.”

Christopher looked up proudly and fiercely: he said: “Forsooth, Lord, my friends are good, though thou callest them wolf-heads and gallows-meat.”

“Champion,” said the Earl, laughing, “that may well be sooth; and there are a many ups and downs in the world. Bethink thee that the time may come when thou and thy friends may wend to my help, and may win the names of knight and baron and earl: such hap hath been aforetime. And now I crave of thee, when thou comest back to the Tofts, to bid Jack fall upon other lands than Meadham when he rideth, because of the gift and wedding that I give thee now. So, lad, I deem that thou hast chosen thy part; but let not the tale thereof go out of thy mouth, or thou wilt gab away thy wedding. Lo, thou, I leave this door open behind me; and presently shall the smith come here to do away thine irons; and I shall send a squire to thee to lead thee to a fair chamber, and to bring thee goodly raiment, and do thou play amongst thy fellows as one of the best of them; and show them, if thou wilt, some such feats in peace as yesterday thou showedst them in battle. And to-morrow there will be new tidings.” And therewith he departed.

No worse than his word he was, and anon came the smith and the squire; and he was brought to a chamber, and raiment of fine linen and silk and embroidery was brought to him: and when he was new clad he looked like a king’s son, whereas aforetime he looked like a God of the Gentiles of old. All men praised his beauty and his courtesy, and after dinner was, and they had rested, they bade him play with them and show them his prowess, and he was nought loth thereto, and did what he might in running and leaping, and casting of the bar, and shooting in the bow. And in all these things he was so far before everyone, that they marvelled at him, and said it was well indeed that he had not been slain yesterday. As to wrestling, therein he might do but little; for all forbore him after the first man had stood before him, a squire, well learned in war, and long and tough, and deemed a very stark man; him Christopher threw over his shoulder as though he had been a child of twelve years. So wore the day at Greenharbour in merrier wise for all good folk than for many a day had been the wont there.






  








CHAPTER XX. OF THE WEDDING OF CHRISTOPHER AND GOLDILIND.
 

Early on the morrow came the Earl unto Goldilind, and she received him gladly, as one who had fashioned life anew for her. And when he had sat down by her, he spake and said: “Lady, thou cravedst of me yesterday two things; the first was freedom from the captivity of Greenharbour; and the second, life and liberty for the varlet that cherished thee in the wild-wood the other day. Now thy first asking grieved me, for that thou hast been tyrannously done by; and thy second I wondered at; but since I have seen the young man, I wonder the less; for he is both so goodly, and so mighty of body, and of speech bold and free, yet gentle and of all courtesy, that he is meet to be knight or earl, yea, or very king. Now, therefore, in both these matters I will well to do thy pleasure, and in one way it may be; and thou mayst then go forth from Greenharbour as free as a bird, and thy varlet’s life may be given unto him, and mickle honour therewith. Art thou, then, willing to do after my rede and my commandment, so that both these good things may betide thee?”

“Right willing am I,” she said, “to be free and happy and to save the life of a fair youth and kind.”

“Then,” said he, “there is one thing for thee to do: that this day thou wed this fair and kind youth, and let him lead thee forth from Greenharbour; and, belike, he will bring thee to no ill stead; for his friends are mightier than mayhappen thou deemest.”

She turned as red as blood at his word; she knit her brows, and her eyes flashed as she answered: “Is it seemly for a King’s daughter to wed a nameless churl? And now I know thee, Lord Earl, what thou wouldst do; thou wouldst be King of Meadham and put thy master’s daughter to the road.” And she was exceeding wroth.

But he said, smiling somewhat: “Was it then seemly for the King’s daughter to kneel for this man’s life, and go near to swooning for joy when it was granted to her?”

“Yea,” she said, “for I love him with all my body and soul; and I would have had him love me par amours, and then should I have been his mistress and he my servant; but now shall he be my master and I his servant.” And still was she very wroth.

Quoth the Earl: “As to the matter of my being King of Meadham, that will I be, whatever befall, or die in the place else. So if thou wilt not do my rede, then must the varlet whom thou lovest die, and at Greenharbour must thou abide with Dame Elinor. There is no help for it.”

She shrieked out at that word of his, and well nigh swooned, lying back in her chair: but presently fell a-weeping sorely. But the Earl said: “Hearken, my Lady, I am not without warrant to do this. Tell me, hast thou ever seen any fairer or doughtier than this youngling?”

“Never,” said she.

“So say we all,” he said. “Now I shall tell thee (and I can bring witness to it) that in his last hour the King, thy father, when he gave thee into my keeping, spake also this: that I should wed thee to none save the fairest and doughtiest man that might be found: even so would I do now. What then sayest thou?”

She answered not, but still wept somewhat; then said the Earl: “Lady, give me leave, and I shall send thy women to thee, and sit in the great hall for an hour, and if within that while thou send a woman of thine to say one word, Yes, unto me, then is all well. But if not, then do I depart from Greenharbour straightway, and take the youngling with me to hang him up on the first tree. Be wise, I pray thee.”

And therewith he went his ways. But Goldilind, being left alone a little, rose up and paced the chamber to and fro, and her tears and sobbing ceased; and a great and strange joy grew up in her heart, mingled with the pain of longing, so that she might rest in nowise. Even therewith the door opened, and her women entered, Aloyse first, and she called to her at once, and bade her to find Earl Geoffrey in the great hall, and say to him: Yes. So Aloyse went her ways, and Goldilind bade her other women to array her in the best and goodliest wise that they might. And the day was yet somewhat young. Now it must be said of Earl Geoffrey that, in spite of his hard word, he had it not in his heart either to slay Christopher or to leave Goldilind at Greenharbour to the mercy of Dame Elinor.






  








CHAPTER XXI. OF THE WEDDING OF THOSE TWAIN.
 

Now were folk gathered in the hall, and the Earl Geoffrey was standing on the dais by the high-seat, and beside him a worthy clerk, the Abbot of Meadhamstead, a monk of St. Benedict, and next to him the Burgreve of Greenharbour, and then a score of knights all in brave raiment, and squires withal, and sergeants; but down in the hall were the men-at-arms and serving-men, and a half hundred of folk of the countryside, queans as well as carles, who had been gathered for the show and bidden in. No other women were there in the hall till Goldilind and her serving-women entered. She went straight up the hall, and took her place in the high-seat; and for all that her eyes seemed steady, she had noted Christopher standing by the shot-window just below the dais.

Now when she was set down, and there was silence in the hall, Earl Geoffrey came forth and said: “Lords and knights, and ye good people, the Lady Goldilind, daughter of the Lord King Roland that last was, is now of age to wed; and be it known unto you, that the King, her father, bade me, in the last words by him spoken, to wed her to none but the loveliest and strongest that might be, as witness I can bring hereto. Now such a man have I sought hereto in Meadhamstead and the much-peopled land of Meadham, and none have I come on, however worthy he were of deeds, or well-born of lineage, but that I doubted me if he were so fair or so doughty as might be found; but here in this half-desert corner of the land have I gotten a man than whom none is doughtier, as some of you have found to your cost. And tell me all you, where have ye seen any as fair as this man?” And therewith he made a sign with his hand, and forth strode Christopher up on to the dais; and he was so clad, that his kirtle was of white samite, girt with a girdle of goldsmith’s work, whereby hung a good sword of like fashion, and over his shoulders was a mantle of red cloth-of-gold, furred with ermine, and lined with green sendall; and on his golden curled locks sat a chaplet of pearls.

Then to the lords and all the people he seemed so fair and fearless and kind that they gave a great shout of welcome; and Goldilind came forth from her chair, as fair as a June lily, and came to Christopher and reached out her hand to him, but he refrained him a moment, so that all they could see how sweet and lovely a hand it was, and then he took it, and drew her to him, and kissed her mouth before them all; and still he held her hand, till the Abbot of Meadhamstead aforetold came and stood by them and blessed them.

Then spake the Earl again: “Lo ye, here hath been due betrothal of these twain, and ye may see how meet they be for each other in goodliness and kindness. Now there lacketh nought but they should be wedded straightway; and all is arrayed in the chapel; wherefore if this holy man will come with us and do on his mass-hackle, our joy shall be fulfilled; save that thereafter shall feast and merriment await all you in this hall, and we shall be there to welcome all comers in this house of Greenharbour, whereas this our gracious Lady has long abided so happily.”

Man looked on man here and there, and smiled a little as he spake, but none said aught, for there were none save the Earl’s servants there, and a sort of poor wretches.

So therewithal they went their ways to the chapel where was the wedding done as grandly as might be, considering they were in no grander place than Greenharbour. And when all was done, and folk began to flow away from the chapel, and Goldilind sat shamefaced but strangely happy in a great stall of the choir, the Earl called Christopher unto him, and said: “My lad, I deem that some great fortune shall betide thee since already thou hast begun so luckily. But I beseech thee mar not thy fortune by coming back with thy fair wife to the land of Meadham; or else it may be thou shalt cast thy life away, and that will bring her sorrow, as I can see well.”

He spake this grimly, though he smiled as he spake. But he went on more gently: “I will not send you twain away empty-handed; when ye go out a-gates into the wide world, ye shall find two fair horses for your riding, well bedight, and one with a woman’s saddle; and, moreover, a sumpter beast, not very lightly burdened, for on one side of him he beareth achest wherein is, first of all, the raiment of my Lady, and beneath it some deal of silver and gold and gems; but on the other side is victual and drink for the way for you, and raiment for thee, youngling. How sayest thou, is it well?”

“It is well, Lord,” said Christopher; “yet would I have with me the raiment wherewith I came hither, and my bow and my sax.”

“Yea and wherefore, carle?” said Earl Geoffrey.

Said the youngling: “We be going to ride the wild-wood, and it might be better for safety’s sake that I be so clad as certain folk look to see men ride there.”

But he reddened as he spake; and the Earl said: “By Allhallows! but it is not ill thought of; and, belike, the same-like kind of attire might be better to hide the queenship of the Lady from the wood-folk than that which now she weareth?”

“True is that, Lord,” quoth Christopher.

“Yet,” said the Earl, “I will have you go forth from the Castle clad in your lordly weed, lest folk of mine say that I have stripped my Lady and cast her forth: don ye your poor raiment when in the wood ye be.”

Therewith he called to a squire, and bade him seek out that poor raiment of the new-wedded youngling, and bow withal and shafts good store, and do all on the sumpter; and, furthermore, he bade him tell one of my Lady’s women to set on the sumpter some of Goldilind’s old and used raiment. So the squire did the Earl’s will, and both got Christopher’s gear and also found Aloyse and gave her the Earl’s word.

She smiled thereat, and went straightway and fetched the very same raiment, green gown and all, which she had brought to Goldilind in prison that other day, and in which Goldilind had fled from Greenharbour. And when she had done them in the chest above all the other gear, she stood yet beside the horses amidst of the varlets and squires who were gathered there to see the new-wedded folk depart.

Presently then came forth through the gate those two, hand in hand, and Earl Geoffrey with them. And he set Goldilind on her horse himself, and knelt before her to say farewell, and therewith was Christopher on his horse, and him the Earl saluted debonairly.

But just as they were about shaking their reins to depart, Aloyse fell down on her knees before the Earl, who said: “What is toward, woman?”

“A grace, my Lord, a grace,” said she.

“Stand up on thy feet,” said the Earl, “and ye, my masters, draw out of earshot.”

Even so did they; and the Earl bade her speak, and she said: “Lord, my Lady is going away from Greenharbour, and anon thou wilt be going, and I shall be left with the sleek she-devil yonder that thou hast set over us, and here there will be hell for me without escape, now that my Lady is gone. Wherefore I pray thee take me with thee to Meadhamstead, even if it be to prison; for here I shall die the worst of deaths.”

Earl Geoffrey smiled on her sourly, and said: “If it be as I understand, that thou hast lifted thine hand against my Lady, wert thou wending with me, thou shouldst go just so far as the first tree. Thou mayst deem thyself lucky if I leave thee behind here. Nor needest thou trouble thee concerning Dame Elinor; little more shalt thou hear of her henceforward.”

But Goldilind spake and said: “My Lord Earl, I would ask grace for this one; for what she did to me she did compelled, and not of her free will, and I forgive it her. And moreover, this last time she suffered in her body for the helping of me; so if thou mightest do her asking I were the better pleased.”

“It shall be as thou wilt, my Lady,” said the Earl, “and I will have her with me and keep her quiet in Meadhamstead; but, by Allhallows! had it not been for thy word we would have had her whipped into the wild-wood, and hanged up on to a tree thereafter.”

Then Aloyse knelt before Goldilind and kissed her feet, and wept, and drew back pale and trembling. But Goldilind shook her rein once for all now, and her apple-grey horse went forth with her; Christopher came after, leading the sumpter beast, and forth they went, and passed over the open green about the Castle, and came on to the woodland way whereby Goldilind had fled that other time.






  








CHAPTER XXII. OF THE WOODLAND BRIDE-CHAMBER.
 

They rode in silence a good way, and it was some three hours after noon, and the day as fair and bright as might be. Christopher held his peace for sweet shame that he was alone with a most fair maid, and she his own, and without defence against him. But she amidst of her silence turned, now red, and now somewhat pale, and now and again she looked somewhat askance on him, and he deemed her looks were no kinder than they should be.

At last she spake, yet not looking on him, and said: “So, Forester, now is done what I must needs do: thy life is saved, and I am quit of Greenharbour, and its prison, and its torments: whither away then?”

Quoth he, all dismayed, for her voice was the voice of anger: “I wot not whither, save to the house thou hast blessed already with thy dear body.”

At that word she turned quite pale, and trembled, and spake not for a while, and smote her horse and hastened on the way, and he after her; but when he was come up with her again, then she said, still not looking at him: “A house of woodmen and wolf-heads. Is that a meet dwelling-place for me? Didst thou hear men at Greenharbour say that I am a Queen?”

“Hear them I did,” quoth he; “but meseemeth nought like a Queen had they done with thee.”

She said: “And dost thou mock me with that? thou?” And she burst out weeping. He answered not, for sore grief smote him, remembering her hand in his but a little while ago. And again she hurried on, and he followed her.

When he came up with her she said: “And thou, didst thou woo me as a Queen?”

“Lady,” he said, “I wooed thee not at all; I was given to thee, would I, would I not: great joy was that to me.”

Then said she: “Thou sayest sooth, thou hast not wooed me, but taken me.” She laughed therewith, as one in bitterness. But presently she turned to him, and he wondered, for in her face was longing and kindness nought like to her words. But he durst not speak to her lest he should anger her, and she turned her face from him again: and she said: “Wert thou given to me? meseems I was given to thee, would I, would I not; the Queen to the Churl, the Wood-man, the Wolf-head.” And again she rode on, and he followed, sick at heart and wondering sorely.

When they were riding together again, they spake not to each other, though she stole glances at him to see how he fared; but he rode on with knit brows and a stern countenance. So in a while she began to speak to him again, but as if there were nought but courtesy between them, and neither love nor hatred. She fell to asking him of woodland matters, concerning bird and beast and things creeping; and at first he would scarce answer her at all, and then were his answers short; but at last, despite of all, he began to forget both grief and anger, so much the sweetness of her speech wound about his heart; and, withal, she fell to asking him of his fellows and their life in the woods, and of Jack of the Tofts and the like; and now he answered her questions fully, and whiles she laughed at his words, and he laughed also; and all pleasure had there been of this converse, if he had not beheld her from time to time and longed for the fairness of her body, and feared her wrath at his longing.

So wore the day, and the sun was getting low, and they were come to another woodland pool which was fed by a clear-running little brook, and up from it went a low bank of greensward exceeding sweet, and beyond that oak trees wide-branched and great, and still fair greensward beneath them and hazel-thicket beyond them. There, then, Goldilind reined up, and looked about her, but Christopher looked on her and nought else. But she said: “Let to-morrow bring counsel; but now am I weary to-night, and if we are not to ride night-long, we shall belike find no better place to rest in. Wilt thou keep watch while I sleep?”

“Yea,” he said, bowing his head to her soberly; and therewith he got off his horse, and would have helped her down from hers, but she slipped lightly down and stood before him face to face, and they were very nigh to each other, she standing close to her horse. Her face was pale to his deeming and there was a piteous look in her eyes, so that he yearned towards her in his bowels, and reached his hand toward her; but she shrank aback, leaning against her horse, and said in a trembling voice, looking full at him, and growing yet paler: “Forester, dost thou think it seemly that thou shouldst ride with us, thou such as thou hast told thyself to be, in this lordly raiment, which they gave thee yonder as part of the price for thy leading us away into the wild-wood?”

“Lady,” said he, “whether it be seemly or not, I see that it is thy will that I should go clad as a woodland churl; abide a little, and thy will shall be done.”

Therewith he did off the burden from the sumpter horse, and set the chests on the earth; then he took her horse gently, and led him with the other two in under the oak trees, and there he tethered them so that they could bite the grass; and came back thereafter, and took his old raiment out of the chest, and said: “What thou wilt have me do, I will do now; and this all the more as to-morrow I should have done it unbidden, and should have prayed thee to do on garments less glorious than now thou bearest; so that we may look the less strange in the woodland if we chance to fall in with any man.”

Nought she answered as he turned toward the hazel copse; she had been following him with her eyes while he was about that business, and when his back was turned, she stood a moment till her bosom fell a-heaving, and she wept; then she turned her about to the chest wherein was her raiment, and went hastily and did off her glorious array, and did on the green gown wherewith she had fled, and left her feet bare withal. Then she looked up and saw Christopher, how he was coming from out the hazel-thicket new clad in his old raiment, and she cried out aloud, and ran toward him. But he doubted that some evil had betid, and that she was chased; so he drew out his sword; but she ran up to him and cried out: “Put up thy sword, here is none save me.”

But he stood still, gazing on her in wonderment, and now she was drawn near to him she stood still before him, panting. Then he said: “Nay, Lady, for this night there was no need of thy disguising thee, to-morrow it had been soon enough.”

She said: “I were fain if thou wouldst take my hand, and lead me back to our resting-place.”

Even so he did, and as their palms met he felt how her hand loved him, and a flood of sweetness swept over his heart, and made an end of all its soreness. But he led her quietly back again to their place. Then she turned to him and said: “Now art thou the woodland god again, and the courtier no more; so now will I worship thee.” And she knelt down before him, and embraced his knees and kissed them; but he drew her up to him, and cast his arms about her, and kissed her face many times, and said: “Now art thou the poor captive again.”

She said: “Now hast thou forgiven me; but I will tell thee that my wilfulness and folly was not all utterly feigned; though when I was about it I longed for thee to break it down with the fierceness of a man, and bid me look to it how helpless I was, and thou how strong and my only defence. Not utterly feigned it was: for I will say it, that I was grieved to the heart when I bethought me of Meadhamstead and the seat of my fathers. What sayest thou then? Shalt thou be ever a woodman in these thickets, and a follower of Jack of the Tofts? If so thou wilt, it is well.”

He took her by the shoulders and bent her backwards to kiss her, and held her up above the earth in his arms, waving her this way and that, till she felt how little and light she was in his grasp, though she was no puny woman; then he set her on her feet again, and laughed in her face, and said: “Sweetling, let to-morrow bring counsel. But now let it all be: thou hast said it, thou art weary; so now will I dight thee a bed of our mantles, and thou shalt lie thee down, and I shall watch thee as thou badest me.”

Therewith he went about, and plucked armfuls of the young bracken, and made a bed wide and soft, and spread the mantles thereover.

But she stood awhile looking on him; then she said: “Dost thou think to punish me for my wilful folly, and to shame me by making me speak to thee?”

“Nay,” he said, “it is not so.”

She said: “I am not shamed in that I say to thee: if thou watch this night, I will watch by thee; and if I lie down to rest this night, thou shalt lie by me. For my foemen have given me to thee, and now shalt thou give thyself to me.”

So he drew near to her shyly, like unto one who hath been forgiven. And there was their bridal bed, and nought but the oak boughs betwixt them and the bare heavens.






  








CHAPTER XXIII. THEY FALL IN WITH FRIENDS.
 

Now awoke Goldilind when the morning was young and fresh, and she drew the mantle up over her shoulders; and as she did so, but half awake, she deemed she heard other sounds than the singing of the black-birds and throstles about the edge of the thicket, and she turned her eyes toward the oak trees and the hazel-thicket, and saw at once three of mankind coming on foot over the greensward toward her. She was afraid, so that she durst not put out a hand to awaken Christopher, but sat gazing on those three as they came toward her; she saw that two were tall men, clad much as Christopher; but presently she saw that there was a woman with them, and she took heart somewhat thereat; and she noted that one of the men was short-haired and dark-haired, and the other had long red hair falling about his shoulders; and as she put out her hand and laid it on Christopher’s shoulder, the red-haired one looked toward her a moment under the sharp of his hand (for the sun was on their side), and then set off running, giving out a great whoop therewithal. Even therewith leapt up Christopher, still half awake, and the red-haired man ran right up to him, and caught him by the shoulders, and kissed him on both cheeks; so that Goldilind saw that these were the fellows whereof Christopher had told, and she stood there shame-fast and smiling.

Presently came up the others, to wit, Gilbert and Joanna, and they also kissed and embraced Christopher, and all they were as full of joy as might be. Then came Joanna to Goldilind, and said: “I wot not who this may be, brother, yet meseems she will be someone who is dear to thee, wherefore is she my sister.” And therewith she kissed Goldilind; and she was kind, and sweet of flesh, and goodly of body, and Goldilind rejoiced in her.

Joanna made much of her, and said to her: “Here is to do, whereas two men have broken into a lady’s chamber; come, sister, let us to the thicket, and I will be thy tiring-maid, and while these others tell their tales we shall tell ours.” And she took her hand and they went into the hazels; but the two new-come men seemed to find it hard to keep their eyes off Goldilind, till the hazels had hidden her.

Then turned David to Christopher, and said: “Thy pardon, little King, that we have waked thee so early; but we wotted not that thou hadst been amongst the wood-women; and, sooth to say, my lad, we had little ease till we found thee, after we came home and saw all those hoof-marks yonder.”

“Yea,” said Gilbert, “if we had lost thee we had been finely holpen up, for we could neither have gone back to the Tofts nor into the kingdom: for I think my father would have hanged us if we had come back with a ‘By the way, Christopher is slain.’ But tell us, lad, what hath befallen thee with yonder sweetling?”

“Yea, tell us,” said David, “and sit down here betwixt us, with thy back to the hazel-thicket, or we shall get no tale out of thee — tush, man, Joanna will bring her back, and that right soon, I hope.”

Christopher laughed, and sat down between them, and told all how it had gone with him, and of Goldilind, who she was. The others hearkened heedfully, and Gilbert said: “With all thou hast told us, brother, it is clear we shall find it hard to dwell in Littledale; so soon as thy loveling hath rested her at our house, we must go our ways to the Tofts, and take counsel of our father.”

Christopher yea-said this, and therewithal was come Joanna leading Goldilind duly arrayed (yet still in her green gown, for she would none other), fresh, blushing, and all lovely; and David and Christopher did obeisance before her as to a great lady; but she hailed them as brothers, merrily and kindly, and bade them kiss her; and they kissed her cheek, but shyly, and especially David.

Thereafter they broke their fast under the oak trees, and spent a merry hour, and then departed, the two women riding the horses, the others afoot; so came they to the house of Littledale, some while before sunset, and were merry and glad there. Young they were, troubles were behind them, and many a joy before them.






  








CHAPTER XXIV. THEY TAKE COUNSEL AT LITTLEDALE.
 

Ten days they abode in the house of Littledale in all good cheer, and Joanna led Goldilind here and there about the woods, and made much of her, so that the heart within her was full of joy, for the freedom of the wild-woods and all the life thereof was well-nigh new to her; whereas on the day of her flight from Greenharbour, and on two other such times, deadly fear, as is aforesaid, was mingled with her joyance, and would have drowned it utterly, but for the wilfulness which hardened her heart against the punishment to come. But now she was indeed free, and it seemed to her, as to Christopher when he was but new healed of his hurt, as if all this bright beauty of tree and flower, and beast and bird, was but made for her alone, and she wondered that her fellow could be so calm and sedate amidst of all this pleasure. And now, forsooth, was her queenhood forgotten, and better and better to her seemed Christopher’s valiant love; and the meeting in the hall of the eventide was so sweet to her, that she might do little but stand trembling whiles Christopher came up to her, and Joanna’s trim feet were speeding her over the floor to meet her man, that she might be a sharer in his deeds of the day.

Many tales withal Joanna told the Queen of the deeds of her husband and his kindred, and of the freeing of her and the other three from their captivity at Wailing Knowe, and of the evil days they wore there before the coming of their lads, which must have been worser by far, thought Goldilind, than the days of Greenharbour; so with all these tales, and the happy days in the house of the wild-woods, Goldilind now began to deem of this new life as if there had been none other fated for her, so much a part was she now become of the days of those woodmen and wolf-heads.

But when the last of those ten days was wearing to an end and those five were sitting happy in the hall (albeit David sat somewhat pensive, now staring at Goldilind’s beauty, now rising from his seat to pace the floor restlessly), Gilbert spake and said: “Brethren, and thou, Queen Goldilind, it may be that the time is drawing near for other deeds than letting fly a few shafts at the dun deer, and eating our meat, and singing old songs as we lie at our ladies’ feet; for though we be at peace here in the wild-wood, forgetting all things save those that are worthy to be remembered, yet in the cities and the courts of kings guile is not forgotten, and pride is alive, and tyranny, and the sword is whetted for innocent lives, and the feud is eked by the destruction of those who be sackless of its upheaving. Wherefore it behoveth to defend us by the ready hand and the bold heart and the wise head. So, I say, let us loiter here no longer, but go our ways to-morrow to the Tofts, and take the rede of our elders. How say ye, brethren?”

Quoth Christopher: “Time was, brother, when what thou sayest would have been as a riddle to me, and I would have said: Here are we merry, though we be few; and if ye lack more company, let me ride to the Tofts and come back with a half score of lads and lasses, and thus let us eke our mirth; and maybe they will tell us whitherward to ride. But now there is a change, since I have gained a gift over-great for me, and I know that they shall be some of the great ones who would be eager to take it from me; and who knows what guile may be about the weaving even now, as on the day when thou first sawest this hall, beloved.”

Goldilind spake and sighed withal: “Whither my lord will lead me, thither will I go; but here is it fair and sweet and peaceful; neither do I look for it that men will come hither to seek the Queen of Meadham.”

David said: “Bethink thee, though, my Lady, that he who wedded thee to the woodman may yet rue, and come hither to undo his deed, by slaying the said woodman, and showing the Queen unto the folk.”

Goldilind turned pale; but Joanna spake: “Nay, brother David, why wilt thou prick her heart with this fear? For my part, I think that, chance-hap apart, we might dwell here for years in all safety, and happily enough, maybe. Yet also I say that we of the Tofts may well be eager to show this jewel to our kindred, and especially to our father and mother of the Tofts; so to-morrow we will set about the business of carrying her thither, will she, nill she.” And therewith she threw her arms about Goldilind, and clipped her and kissed her; and Goldilind reddened for pleasure and for joy that she was so sore prized by them all.






  








CHAPTER XXV. NOW THEY ALL COME TO THE TOFTS.
 

Next morning, while the day was yet young, they rode together, all of them, the nighest way to the Tofts, for they knew the wood right well. Again they slept one night under the bare heavens, and, rising betimes on the morrow, came out under the Tofts some four hours after high noon, on as fair and calm a day of early summer as ever was seen.

They rode up straight to the door of the great hall, and found but few folk about, and those mostly women and children; Jack was ridden abroad, they said, but they looked to see him back to supper, him and his sons, for he was no great way gone.

Meantime, when they got off their horses, the women and children thronged round about them; and the children especially about Christopher, whom they loved much. The maidens, also, would not have him pass into the hall unkissed, though presently, after their faces had felt his lips, they fell a-staring and wondering at Goldilind, and when Christopher took her by the hand and gave her welcome to the House of the Tofts, and they saw that she was his, they grew to be somewhat afraid, or it might be shy, both of her and of him.

Anyhow, folk came up to them in the hall, and made much of them, and took them unto chambers and washed their feet, and crowned them with flowers, and brought them into the hall again, and up on to the dais, and gave them to eat and drink. Thither came to them also the Lady Margaret, Jack’s wedded wife, and made them the most cheer that she might; and unto her did Christopher tell his story as unto his very mother; and what there was in the house, both of carle and of quean, gathered round about to hearken, and Christopher nothing loth. And Goldilind’s heart warmed toward that folk, and in sooth they were a goodly people to look on, and frank and happy, and of good will, and could well of courtesy, though it were not of the courts.

Wore the bright day, and it drew toward sunset, and now the carles came straight into the hall by twos and threes, till there were a many within its walls. But to each one of these knots as they entered, someone, carle or quean, spake a word or two, and straightway the new-comers went up to the dais and greeted Christopher pleasantly, and made obeisance to Goldilind.

At last was the hall, so quiet erst, grown busy as a beehive, and amidst the throng thereof came in the serving-folk, women and men, and set the endlong boards up (for the high-table was a standing one of oak, right thick and strong); and then they fell to bringing in the service, all but what the fire was dealing with in the kitchen. And whiles this was a-doing, the sun was sinking fast, and it was dusk in the hall by then it was done, though without the sky was fair and golden, and about the edges of the thicket were the nightingales singing loud and sweet, but within was the turmoil of many voices, whereof few heeded if their words were loud or soft.

Amidst all this, from close to the hall, rang out the sound of many horns winding a woodland tune. None was afeard or astonied, because all knew it for the horns of Jack of the Tofts; but they stilled their chattering talk somewhat, and abided his coming; and even therewith came the sound of many feet and the clash of weapons, and men poured in, and there was the gleam of steel, as folk fell back to the right and left, and gave room to the new-comers. Then a loud, clear, and cheery voice cried out from amidst of them: “Light in the hall, men and maids! Candles, candles! Let see who is here before us!”

Straightway then was there running hither and thither and light sprang up over all the hall, and there could folk see Jack of the Tofts, and a score and a half of his best, every man of them armed with shield and helm and byrny, with green coats over their armour, and wreaths of young oak about their basnets; there they stood amidst of the hall, and every man with his naked sword in his fist. Jack stood before his folk clad in like wise with them, save that his head was bare but for an oak wreath. Men looked on a while and said nought, while Jack looked proudly and keenly over the hall, and at last his eye caught Christopher’s, but he made the youngling no semblance of greeting. Christopher’s heart fell, and he misdoubted if something were not wrong; but he spake softly to one who stood by him, and said: “Is aught amiss, Will Ashcroft? this is not the wont here.”

Said the other: “Not in thy time; but for the last seven days it hath been the wont, and then off weapons and to supper peaceably.”






  








CHAPTER XXVI. OF THE KING OF OAKENREALM.
 

Even therewith, and while the last word had but come to Christopher’s ears, rang out the voice of Jack of the Tofts again, louder and clearer than before: and he said: “Men in this hall, I bear you tidings! The King of Oakenrealm is amongst us to-night.”

Then, forsooth, was the noise and the turmoil, and cries and shouts and clatter, and fists raised in air and weapons caught down from the wall, and the glitter of spear-points and gleam of fallow blades. For the name of Rolf, King of Oakenrealm, was to those woodmen as the name of the Great Devil of Hell, so much was he their unfriend and their dastard. But Jack raised up his hand, and cried: “Silence ye! Blow up, horns, The Hunt’s Up!”

Blared out the horns then, strong and fierce, under the hall-roof, and when they were done, there was more silence in the hall than in the summer night without; only the voice of the swords could not be utterly still, but yet tinkled and rang as hard came against hard here and there in the hush.

Again spake Jack: “Let no man speak! Let no man move from his place! I SEE THE KING! Ye shall see him!”

Therewith he strode up the hall and on to the dais, and came up to where stood Christopher holding Goldilind’s hand, and she all pale and trembling; but Jack took him by the shoulder, and turned him about toward a seat which stood before the board, so that all men in the hall could see it; then he set him down in it, and took his sword from his girdle, and knelt down before the young man, and took his right hand, and said in a loud voice: “I, Jack of the Tofts, a free man and a sackless, wrongfully beguilted, am the man of King Christopher of Oakenrealm, to live and die for him as need may be. Lo, Lord, my father’s blade! Wilt thou be good to me and gird me therewith, as thy father girt him?”

Now when Christopher heard him, at first he deemed that all this was some sport or play done for his pastime and the pleasure of the hall-folk in all kindness and honour. But when he looked in the eyes of him, and saw him fierce and eager and true, he knew well it was no jest; and as the shouts of men went up from the hall and beat against the roof, himseemed that he remembered, as in a dream, folk talking a-nigh him when he was too little to understand, of a king and his son, and a mighty man turned thief and betrayer. Then his brow cleared, and his eyes shone bright, and he leaned forward to Jack and girt him with the sword, and kissed his mouth, and said: “Thou art indeed my man and my thane and my earl, and I gird thee with thy sword as my father girded thy father.”

Then stood up Jack o’ the Tofts and said: “Men in this hall, happy is the hour, and happy are ye! This man is the King of Oakenrealm, and he yonder is but a thief of kings, a dastard!”

And again great was the shouting, for carle and quean, young and old, they loved Christopher well: and Jack of the Tofts was not only their war-duke and alderman, but their wise man also, and none had any thought of gainsaying him. But he spake again and said: “Is there here any old man, or not so old, who hath of past days seen our King that was, King Christopher to wit, who fell in battle on our behalf? If so there be, let him come up hither.”

Then arose a greybeard from a bench nigh the high-table, and came up on to the dais; a very tall man had he been, but was now somewhat bowed by age. He now knelt before Christopher, and took his hand, and said: “I, William of Whittenham, a free man, a knight, sackless of the guilt which is laid on me, would be thy man, O my lord King, to serve thee in all wise; if so be that I may live to strike one stroke for my master’s son, whom now I see, the very living image of the King whom I served in my youth.”

Then Christopher bent down to him and kissed him, and said: “Thou art indeed my man and my thane & my baron; and who knows but that thou mayst have many a stroke to strike for me in the days that are nigh at hand.”

And again the people shouted: and then there came another and another, and ten more squires and knights and men of estate, who were now indeed woodmen and wolf-heads, but who, the worst of them, were sackless of aught save slaying an unfriend, or a friend’s unfriend, in fair fight; and all these kneeled before him, and put their hands in his, and gave themselves unto him.

When this was done, there came thrusting through the throng of the hall a tall woman, old, yet comely as for her age; she went right up on to the dais, and came to where sat Christopher, and without more ado cast her arms about him and kissed him, and then she held him by the shoulders and cried out: “O, have I found thee at last, my loveling, and my dear, and my nurse-chick? and thou grown so lovely and yet so big that I may never more hold thee aloft in mine arms, as once I was wont; though high enough belike thou shalt be lifted; and I say praise be to God and to his Hallows that thou art grown so beauteous and mighty a man!”

Therewith she turned about toward the hall-throng and said: “Thou, duke of these woodmen, and all ye in this hall, I have been brought hither by one of you; and though I have well-nigh died of joy because of the suddenness of this meeting, yet I thank him therefor. For who is this goodly and gracious young man save the King’s son of Oakenrealm, Christopher that was; and that to my certain knowledge; for he is my fosterling and my milk-child, and I took him from the hands of the midwife in the High House of Oakenham a twenty-one years ago; and they took him from Oakenham, and me with him to the house of Lord Richard the Lean, at Longholms, and there we dwelt; but in a little while they took him away from Longholms to I wot not whither, but would not suffer me to go along with him, and ever sithence have I been wandering about and hoping to see this lovely child again, and now I see him, what he is, and again I thank God and Allhallows therefor.”

Once more then was there stir and glad tumult in the hall. But Goldilind stood wondering, and fear entered into her soul; for she saw before her a time of turmoil and unpeace, and there seemed too much between her and the sweetness of her love. Withal it must be said, that for as little as she knew of courts and war-hosts, she yet seemed to see lands without that hall, and hosts marching, and mighty walls glittering with spears, and the banners of a great King displayed; and Jack of the Tofts and his champions and good fellows seemed but a frail defence against all that, when once the hidden should be shown, and the scantiness of the woodland should cry on the abundance of the kingdom to bow down.

Now she came round the board and stood beside Christopher, and he turned to her, and stood up and took her hand, in such wise that she felt the caress of it; and joy filled her soul, as if she had been alone with him in the wild-wood.

But he spake and said: “All ye my friends: I see and wot well that ye would have me sit in my father’s seat and be the King of Oakenrealm, and that ye will give me help and furtherance therein to the utmost; nor will I cast back the gift upon you; and I will say this, that when I am King indeed, it is my meaning and my will now, that then I shall be no less one of you good fellows and kind friends than ye have known me hitherto; and even so I deem that ye think of me. But, good friends, it is not to be hidden that the road ye would have me wend with you is like to be rough; and it may well be that we shall not come to be kings or kings’ friends but men hunted, and often, maybe, men taken and slain. Therefore, till one thing or the other come, the kingship, or the taking, I will try to be no less joyous than now I am, and so meseemeth shall ye; and if ye be of this mind, then shall the coming days be no worse than the days which have been; and God wot they have been happy enough. Now again, ye see this most fair lady, whose hand I hold; she is my beloved and my wife; and therewithal she is the true Queen of Meadham, and a traitor sits in her place even as a traitor sits in mine. But I must tell you that when she took me for her beloved, she knew not, nor did I, that I was a King’s son, but she took me as a woodman and an outcast, and as a wood-man and outcast I wooed her, trusting in the might that was in my body, and the love that was in my heart; and now before all you, my friends, I thank her and worship her that my body and my love was enough for her; as, God wot, the kingship of the whole earth should not be overmuch for her, if it lay open to her to take. But, sweet friends, here am I talking of myself as a King wedded unto a Queen, whereas meseemeth the chiefest gift our twin kingship hath brought you to-night is the gift of two most mighty unfriends for you; to wit, her foeman and mine. See ye to it, then, if the wild-wood yonder is not a meeter dwelling for us than this your goodly hall; and fear not to put us to the door as a pair of make-bates and a peril to this goodly company. Lo you, the sky without has not yet lost all memory of the sun, and in a little while it will be yellowing again to the dawn. Nought evil shall be the wild-wood for our summer dwelling; and what! ere the winter come, we may have won us another house where erst my fathers feasted. And thereto, my friends, do I bid you all.”

But when they heard his friendly words, and saw the beauty of the fair woman whose hand he held, his face grew so well-beloved to them, that they cried out with so great a voice of cheer, wordless for their very joy, that the timbers of the hall quavered because of it, and it went out into the wild-wood as though it had been the feastful roaring of the ancient gods of the forest.

But when the tumult sank a little, then cried out Jack of the Tofts: “Bring now the mickle shield, and let us look upon our King.”

So men went and fetched in a huge ancient shield, plated with berry-brown iron, inlaid with gold, and the four biggest men in the hall took it on their shoulders and knelt down anigh the dais, before Christopher, and Jack said aloud: “King! King! Stand up here! for this war-board of old days is the castle and the burg alone due to thee, and these four fellows here are the due mountains to upbear it.”

Then lightly strode Child Christopher on to the shield, and when he stood firm thereon, they rose heedfully underneath him till they were standing upright on their feet, and the King stood on the shield as if he were grown there, and waved his naked sword to the four orts.

Then cried out an old woman in a shrill voice: “Lo, how the hills rise up into tall mountains; even so shall arise Child Christopher to the kingship.”

Thereat all the folk laughed for joy and cried out: “Child Christopher! Child Christopher, our King!” And for that word, when he came to the crown indeed, and ruled wide lands, was he called Child Christopher; and that name clave to him after he was dead, and but a name in the tale of his kindred.

Now the King spake and said: “Friends, now is it time to get to the board, and the feast which hath been stayed this while; and I pray you let it be as merry as if there were no striving and unpeace betwixt us and the winning of peace. But to-morrow we will hallow-in the Mote, and my earl and my barons and good men shall give counsel, and then shall it be that the hand shall do what the heart biddeth.”

Therewith he leapt down from the shield, and went about the hall talking to this one and that, till the board was full dight; then he took his place in the high-seat, beside Jack of the Tofts; and David and Gilbert and his other foster-brethren sat on either side of him, and their wives with them; and men fell to feasting in great glee.

But one thing there is yet to tell of this feast. When men had drunk a cup or two, and drunk memories to good men dead, and healths to good men living, amidst this arose a grey-head carle from the lower end of the hall, and said: “Child Christopher, thy grace, that I may crave a boon of thee on this day of leal service.’

“Ask then,” said Christopher, with a pleasant face.

“King,” quoth the carle, “here are we all gathered together, and we have before us the most beautifullest woman of the world, who sitteth by thy side; now to-night we be all dear friends, and there is no lack between us; yet who can say how often we may meet and things be so? I do not say that there shall enmity and dissension arise between us, though that may betide; but it is not unlike that another time thou, King, and thy mate, may be prouder than now ye be, since now ye are new to it. And if that distance grow between us, it will avail nought to ask my boon then.”

“Well, well, ask it now, friend,” said the King, laughing; “I were fain of ending the day with a gift.”

“This it is then, King,” said the carle: “since we are here set down before the loveliest woman in the world, grant us this, that all we men-folk may for this once kiss the face of her, if she will have it so.”

Huge laughter and cheers arose at his word; but King Christopher arose and said: “Friend, thy boon is granted with a good will; or how sayest thou, Goldilind my beloved?”

For all answer she stood up blushing like a rose, and held out her two hands to the men in the hall. And straightway the old carle rose up and went in haste to the high-table, before another man might stir, and took Goldilind by the chin, and kissed her well-favouredly, and again men laughed joyously. Then came before her Jack of the Tofts and all his sons, one after other, and kissed her face, save only David, who knelt humbly before her, and took her right hand and kissed it, while the tears were in his eyes. Then came many of the men in the hall, and some were bold, but many were shy, and when they came before her durst kiss neither hand nor face of her, but their hearts were full of her when they went to their places again; and all the assembly was praising her.

So wore the time of that first night of the kingship of Child Christopher.






  








CHAPTER XXVII. OF THE HUSTING OF THE TOFTS.
 

When morning was, there were horns sounding from the tower on the toft, and all men hastening in their war-gear to the topmost of the other toft, the bare one, whereon was no building; for thereon was ever the mote-stead of these woodmen. But men came not only from the stead and houses of the Tofts, but also from the woodland cots and dwellings anigh, of which were no few. And they that came there first found King Christopher sitting on the mound amid the mote-stead, and Jack of the Tofts and his seven sons sitting by him, and all they well-weaponed and with green coats over their hauberks; and they that came last found three hundreds of good men and true gathered there, albeit this was but the Husting of the Tofts.

So when there were no more to come, then was the Mote hallowed, and the talk began; but short and sharp was their rede, for well did all men wot who had been in the hall the night before that there was now no time to lose. For though nigh all the men that had been in the hall were well known to each other, yet might there perchance have been some spy unknown, who had edged him in as a guest to one of the good men. Withal, as the saw saith: The word flieth, the wight dieth. And it were well if they might gather a little host ere their foeman might gather a mickle.

First therefore arose Jack of the Tofts, and began shortly to put forth the sooth, that there was come the son of King Christopher the Old, and that now he was seeking to his kingdom, not for lust of power and gain, but that he might be the friend of good men and true, and uphold them and be by them upholden. And saith he: “Look ye on the face of this man, and tell me where ye shall find a friend friendlier than he, and more single-hearted?” And therewith he laid his hand on Christopher’s head, and the young man rose up, blushing like a maid, and thereafter a long time could no lord be heard for the tumult of gladness and the clashing of weapons.

But when it was a little hushed, then spake Jack again: “Now need no man say more to man on this matter, for ye call this curly-headed lad the King of Oakenrealm, even as some of ye did last night.”

Mighty was the shout of yea-say that arose at that word; and when it was stilled, a grey-head stood up and said: “King Christopher, and thou, our leader, whom we shall henceforth call Earl, it is now meet that we shear up the war-arrow, and send it forth to whithersoever we deem our friends dwell, and that this be done at once here in this Mote, and that the hosting be after three nights’ frist in the plain of Hazeldale, which all ye know is twelve miles nigher to Oakenrealm than this.”

All men yea-said this, no one gainsaid it; and straightway was fire kindled and the bull slain, for the said elder had brought him thither; and the arrow was sheared and scorched and reddened, and the runners were fetched, and the word given them, and they were sped on their errand.

Up rose then another, a young man, and spake: “Many stout fellows be here, and some wise and well-ruled, and many also hot-head and wilful: Child Christopher is King now, and we all know him that when he cometh into the fray he is like to strike three strokes for two that any other winneth; but as to his lore of captainship, if he hath any, he was born with it, as is like enough, seeing who was his father; therefore we need a captain well-proven, to bid us how to turn hither and thither, and where to gather thickest, and where to spread thinnest; and when to fall on fiercely and when to give way, and let the thicket cover us; for wise in war shall our foemen be. Now therefore if anyone needeth a better captain than our kin-father and war-father Jack of the Tofts, he must needs go fetch him from otherwhere! How sayest thou, Christopher lad?”

Great cheer there was at the word, and laughter no little therewith. But Christopher stood up, and took Jack by the hand, and said: “Now say I, that if none else follow this man into battle, yet will I; and if none else obey him to go backward or forward to the right hand or to the left as he biddeth, yet will I. Thou, Wilfrid Wellhead, look to it that thou dost no less. But ye folk, what will ye herein?”

So they all yea-said Jack of the Tofts for captain; and forsooth they might do no less, for he was wary and wise, and had done many deeds, and seen no little of warfare.

Then again arose a man of some forty winters, strong built and not ungoodly, but not merry of countenance, and he spake: “King and war-leader, I have a word to say: We be wending to battle, we carles, with spear in fist and sword by side; and if we die in the fray, of the day’s work is it; but what do we with our kinswomen, as mothers and daughters and wives and she-friends, and the little ones they have borne us? For, see ye! this warfare we are faring, maybe it shall not last long, and yet maybe it shall; and then may the foeman go about us and fall on this stead if we leave them behind here with none to guard them; and if, on the other hand, we leave them men enough for their warding, then we minish our host overmuch. What do we then?”

Then spake Jack of the Tofts: “This is well thought of by Haward of Whiteacre, and we must look to it. And, by my rede, we shall have our women and little ones with us; and why not? For we shall then but be moving Toftstead as we move; and ever to some of us hath it been as a camp rather than an house. Moreover, ye know it, that our women be no useless and soft queans, who durst not lie under the oak boughs for a night or two, or wade a water over their ankles, but valiant they be, and kind, and helpful; and many of them are there who can draw a bow with the best, and, it may be, push a spear if need were. How say ye, lads?”

Now this also they yea-said gladly; forsooth they had scarce been fain of leaving the women behind, at least the younger ones, even had they been safe at the Tofts; for there is no time when a man would gladlier have a fair woman in his arms than when battle and life-peril are toward.

Thereafter the Mote sundered, when the Captain had bidden his men this and that matter that each should look to; and said that he, for his part, with King Christopher and a chosen band, would set off for Hazeldale on the morrow morn, whereas some deal of the gathering would of a certainty be come thither by then; and that there was enough left of that day to see to matters at the Tofts.

So all men went about their business, which was, for the most part, seeing to the victualling of the host.






  








CHAPTER XXVIII. OF THE HOSTING IN HAZELDALE.
 

On the morrow early was Jack of the Tofts dight for departure, with Christopher and David and Gilbert and five score of his best men. But when they went out of the porch into the sweet morning, lo! there was Goldilind before them, clad in her green gown, and as fresh and dear as the early day itself. And Jack looked on her and said: “And thou, my Lady and Queen, thou art dight as thou wouldst wend with us?”

“Yea,” she said, “and why not?”

“What sayest thou, King Christopher?” said the Captain.

“Nay,” said King Christopher, reddening, “it is for thee to yea-say or nay-say; though true it is that I have bidden her farewell for two days’ space.” And the two stood looking on one another.

But Jack laughed and said: “Well, then, so be it; but let us get to the way, or else when the sweethearts of these lads know that we have a woman with us we shall have them all at our backs.” Thereat all laughed who were within earshot, and were merry.

So they wended the woodland ways, some afoot, some a-horseback, of whom was Jack of the Tofts, but Christopher and David went afoot. And Goldilind rode a fair white horse which the Captain had gotten her.

As they went, and King Christopher ever by Goldilind’s right hand, and were merry and joyous, they two were alone in the woodland way; so Christopher took her hand and kissed it, and said: “Sweetling, why didst thou tell me nought of thy will to come along with us? Never had I balked thee.”

She looked at him, blushing as a rose, and said: “Dear friend, I will tell thee; I knew that thou wouldst make our parting piteous-sweet this morning; and of that I would not be balked. See, then, how rich I am, since I have both parted from thee and have thee.” And therewith she louted down from her saddle, and they kissed together sweetly, and so thereafter wore the way.

So came they to the plain of Hazeldale, which was a wide valley with a middling river winding about it, the wild-wood at its back toward the Tofts, and in front down-land nought wooded, save here and there a tree nigh a homestead or cot; for that way the land was builded for a space. Forsooth it was not easy for the folk thereabout to live quietly, but if they were friends in some wise to Jack of the Tofts.

So when the company of the Tofts came out into the dale about three hours after noon, it was no wonder to them to see men riding and going to and fro, and folk pitching tents and raising booths nigh to the cover of the wood; and when the coming of the Toft-folk was seen, and the winding of their horns heard, there was many a glad cry raised in answer, and many an horn blown, and all men there came running together toward where now was stayed Jack of the Tofts and Christopher and their men.

Then Goldilind bade Christopher help her light down; so he took her in his arms, and was not over hasty in setting her down again. But when she stood by him, she looked over the sunny field darkened by the folk hastening over the greensward, and her eyes glittered and her cheek flushed, and she said: “Lord King, be these some others of thy men?”

“Yea, sweetling,” said he, “to live and die with me.”

She looked on him, and said softly: “Maybe it were an ill wish to wish that I were thou; yet if it might be for one hour!”

Said he: “Shall it not be for more than one hour? Shall it not be for evermore, since we twain are become one?”

“Nay,” she said, “this is but a word; I am but thine handmaid: and now I can scarce refrain my body from falling before thy feet.”

He laughed in her face for joy, and said: “Abide a while, until these men have looked on thee, and then shalt thou see how thou wilt be a flame of war in their hearts that none shall withstand.”

Now were the dale-dwellers all come together in their weapons, and they were glad of their King and his loveling; and stout men were they all, albeit some were old, and some scarce of man’s age. So they were ranked and told over, and the tale of them was over six score who had obeyed the war-arrow, and more and more, they said, would come in every hour. But now the Captains of them bade the Toft-folk eat with them; and they yea-said the bidding merrily, and word was given, and sacks and baskets brought forth, and barrels to boot, and all men sat down on the greensward, and high was the feast and much the merriment on the edge of Hazeldale.






  








CHAPTER XXIX. TIDINGS COME TO HAZELDALE.
 

But they had not done their meat, and had scarce begun upon their drink, ere they saw three men come riding on the spur over the crown of the bent before them; these made no stay for aught, but rode straight through the ford of the river, as men who knew well where it was, and came on hastily toward the feasters by the wood-edge. Then would some have run to meet them, but Jack of the Tofts bade them abide till he had heard the tidings; whereas they needed not to run to their weapons, for, all of them, they were fully dight for war, save, it might be, the doing on of their sallets or basnets. But Jack and Christopher alone went forward to meet those men; and the foremost of them cried out at once: “I know thee, Jack of the Tofts! I know thee! Up and arm! up and arm! for the foemen are upon thee; and so choose thee whether thou wilt fight or flee.”

Quoth Jack, laughing: “I know thee also, Wat of Whiteend; and when thou hast told me how many and who be the foemen, we will look either to fighting or fleeing.”

Said Wat: “Thou knowest the blazon of the banner which we saw, three red wolves running on a silver field?”

“Yea, forsooth,” said Jack; “’tis the Baron of Brimside that beareth that shield ever; and the now Baron, hight the Lord Gandolf, how many was he?”

Said Wat: “Ten hundreds or more. But what say fellows?”

Quoth the other twain: “More, more they were.”

Said Jack of the Tofts: “And when shall he be here, deem ye?”

“In less than an hour,” said Wat, “he will be on thee with great and small; but his riders, some of them, in lesser space.”

Then turned Jack about and cried out for David, and when he came, he said: “Put thy long legs over a good horse, and ride straight back to the Tofts and gather whatever may bear spear and draw bow, and hither with them, lad, by the nighest road; tarry not, speak no word, be gone!”

So David turned, and was presently riding swiftly back through the woodland paths. But Jack spake to the bearers of tidings: “Good fellows, go ye yonder and bid them give you a morsel and a cup; and tell all the tidings, and this, withal, that we have nought to flee from a good fightstead for Gandolf of Brimside.” Therewith he turned to Christopher and said: “Thy pardon, King, but these matters must be seen to straightway. Now do thou help me array our folk, for there is heart enough in them as in thee and me; and mayhappen we may make an end to this matter now and here. Moreover, the Baron of Brimside is a stout carle, so fight we must, meseemeth.”

Then he called to them one of the captains of the Tofts and they three spake together heedfully a little, and thereafter they fell to work arraying the folk; and King Christopher did his part therein deftly and swiftly, for quick of wit he was, and that the more whenso anything was to be done.

As to the array, the main of the folk that were spearmen and billmen but moved forward somewhat from where they had dined to the hanging of the bent, so that their foemen would have the hill against them or ever they came on point and edge. But the bowmen, of whom were now some two hundreds, for many men had come in after the first tally, were spread abroad on the left hand of the spearmen toward the river, where the ground was somewhat broken, and bushed with thorn-bushes. And a bight of the water drew nearer to the Tofters, amidst of which was a flat eyot, edged with willows and covered with firm and sound greensward, and was some thirty yards endlong and twenty overthwart. So there they abode the coming of the foe, and it was now hard on five o’clock.

But Christopher went up to Goldilind where she stood amidst of the spearmen, hand turning over hand, and her feet wandering to and fro almost without her will; and when he came to her, she had much ado to refrain her from falling on his bosom and weeping there. But he cried to her gaily: “Now, my Lady and Queen, thou shalt see a fair play toward even sooner than we looked for; and thine eyes shall follow me, if the battle be thronged, by this token, that amongst all these good men and true I only wear a forgilded basnet with a crown about it.”

“O!” she said, “if it were but over, and thou alive and free! I would pay for that, I deem, if I might, by a sojourn in Greenharbour again.”

“What!” he said, “that I might have to thrust myself into the peril of snatching thee forth again?” And he laughed merrily. “Nay,” said he, “this play must needs begin before it endeth; and by Saint Nicholas, I deem that to-day it beginneth well.”

But she put her hands before her face, and her shoulders were shaken with sobs. “Alas! sweetling,” said he, “that my joy should be thy sorrow! But, I pray thee, take not these stout-hearts for runaways. And Oh! look, look!”

She looked up, wondering and timorous, but all about her the men sprang up and shouted, and tossed up bill and sword, and the echo of their cries came back from the bowmen on the left, and Christopher’s sword came rattling out of the scabbard and went gleaming up aloft. Then words came into the cry of the folk, and Goldilind heard it, that they cried “Child Christopher! King Christopher!” Then over her head came a sound of flapping and rending as the evening wind beat about the face of the wood; and she heard folk cry about her: “The banner, the banner! Ho for the Wood-wife of Oakenrealm!”

Then her eyes cleared for what was aloof before her, and she saw a dark mass come spreading down over the bent on the other side of the river, and glittering points and broad gleams of white light amidst of it, and noise came from it; and she knew that here were come the foemen. But she thought to herself that they looked not so many after all; and she looked at the great and deft bodies of their folk, and their big-headed spears and wide-bladed glaves and bills, and strove with her heart and refrained her fear, and thrust back the image which had arisen before her of Greenharbour come back again, and she lonely and naked in the Least Guard-chamber: and she stood firm, and waved her hand to greet the folk.

And lo! there was Christopher kneeling before her and kissing her hand, and great shouts arising about her of “The Lady of Oakenrealm! The Lady of Meadham! For the Lady! For the Lady!”






  








CHAPTER XXX. OF THE FIELD THAT WAS SET IN THE HOLM OF HAZELDALE.
 

Now thither cometh Jack o’ the Tofts, and spake to Christopher: “See thou, lad — Lord King, I should say; this looketh not like very present battle, for they be stayed half way down the bent; and lo thou, some half score are coming forth from the throng with a white shield raised aloft. Do we in likewise, for they would talk with us.”

“Shall we trust them, father?” said Christopher.

“Trust them we may, son,” said Jack; “Gandolf is a violent man, and a lifter of other men’s goods, but I deem not so evil of him as that he would bewray troth.”

So then they let do a white cloth over a shield and hoist it on a long spear, and straightway they gat to horse, Jack of the Tofts, and Christopher, and Haward of Whiteacre, and Gilbert, and a half score all told; and they rode straight down to the ford, which was just below the tail of the eyot aforesaid, and as they went, they saw the going of the others, who were by now hard on the waterside; and said Jack: “See now, King Christopher, he who rides first in a surcoat of his arms is even the Baron, the black bullet-headed one; and the next to him, the red-head, is his squire and man, Oliver Marson, a stout man, but fierce and grim-hearted. Lo thou, they are taking the water, but they are making for the eyot and not our shore: son mine, this will mean a hazeled field in the long run; but now they will look for us to come to them therein. Yea, now they are aland and have pitched their white shield. And hearken, that is their horn; blow we an answer: ho, noise! set thy lips to the brass.”

So then, when one horn had done its song, the other took it up, and all men of both hosts knew well that the horns blew but for truce and parley.

Now come the Toft-folk to the ford, and take the water, which was very shallow on their side, and when they come up on to the eyot, they find the Baron and his folk off their horses, and lying on the green grass, so they also lighted down and stood and hailed the new comers. Then uprose the Lord Gandolf, and greeted the Toft-folk, and said: “Jack of the Tofts, thou ridest many-manned to-day.”

“Yea, Lord,” said Jack, “and thou also. What is thine errand?”

“Nay,” said the Baron, “what is thine? As for mine host here, there came a bird to Brimside and did me to wit that I should be like to need a throng if I came thy way; and sooth was that. Come now, tell us what is toward, thou rank reiver, though I have an inkling thereof; for if this were a mere lifting, thou wouldst not sit still here amidst thy friends of Hazeldale.”

“Lord,” said Jack o’ the Tofts, “thou shalt hear mine errand, and then give heed to what thou wilt do. Look to the bent under the wood, and tell me, dost thou see the blazon of the banner under which be my men?”

“That can I not,” said the Lord Gandolf; “but I have seen the banner of Oakenrealm, which beareth the wood-woman with loins garlanded with oak-leaves, look much like to it at such a distance.”

Said Jack: “It is not ill guessed. Yonder banner is the King’s banner, and beareth on it the woman of Oakenrealm.”

The Lord bent his brows on him, and said: “Forsooth, rank reiver, I wotted not that thou hadst King Rolf for thy guest.”

Quoth Jack of the Tofts: “Forsooth, Lord, no such guest as the Earl Marshal Rolf would I have alive in my poor house.”

“Well, Jack,” said the big Lord, grinning, “arede me the riddle, and then we shall see what is to be done, as thou sayest.”

“Lord,” said Jack, “dost thou see this young man standing by me?”

“Yea,” said the other, “he is big enough that I may see him better than thy banner: if he but make old bones, as is scarce like, since he is of thy flock, he shall one day make a pretty man; he is a gay rider now. What else is he?”

Quoth Jack of the Tofts: “He is my King and thy King, and the all-folk’s King, and the King of Oakenrealm: and now, hearken mine errand: it is to make all folk name him King.”

Said the Lord: “This minstrel’s tale goes with the song the bird sang to me this morning; and therefore am I here thronging — to win thy head, rank reiver, and this young man’s head, since it may not better be, and let the others go free for this time. Hah! what sayest thou? and thou, youngling? ’Tis but the stroke of a sword, since thou hast fallen into my hands, and not into the hangman’s or the King’s.”

“Thou must win them first, Lord,” said Jack of the Tofts. “Therefore, what sayest thou? Where shall we cast down the white shield and uprear the red?”

“Hot art thou, head, heart, and hand, rank reiver,” said the Lord; “bide a while.” So he sat silent a little; then he said: “Thou seest, Jack of the Tofts, that now thou hast thrust the torch into the tow; if I go back to King Rolf without the heads of you twain, I am like to pay for it with mine own. Therefore hearken. If we buckle together in fight presently, it is most like that I shall come to my above, but thou art so wily and stout that it is not unlike that thou, and perchance this luckless youngling, may slip through my fingers into the wood; and then it will avail me little with the King that I have slain a few score nameless wolf-heads. So, look you! here is a fair field hazelled by God; let us two use it to-day, and fight to the death here; and then if thou win me, smite off my head, and let my men fight it out afterwards, as best they may without me, and ’tis like they will be beaten then. But if I win thee, then I win this youngling withal, and bear back both heads to my Lord King, after I have scattered thy wolf-heads and slain as many as I will; which shall surely befall, if thou be slain first.”

Then cried out Jack of the Tofts: “Hail to thy word, stout-heart! this is well offered, and I take it for myself and my Lord King here.” And all that stood by and heard gave a glad sound with their voices, and their armour rattled and rang as man turned to man to praise their captains.

But now spake Christopher: “Lord of Brimside, it is nought wondrous though thou set me aside as of no account, whereas thou deemest me no king or king’s kindred; but thou, Lord Earl, who wert once Jack of the Tofts, I marvel at thee, that thou hast forgotten thy King so soon. Ye twain shall now wot that this is my quarrel, and that none but I shall take this battle upon him.

“Thou servant of Rolf, the traitor and murderer, hearken! I say that I am King of Oakenrealm, and the very son of King Christopher the Old; and that will I maintain with my body against every gainsayer. Thou Lord of Brimside, wilt thou gainsay it? Then I say thou liest, and lo here, my glove!” And he cast it down before the Lord.

Again was there good rumour, and that from either side of the bystanders; but Jack of the Tofts stood up silent and stiff, and the Baron of Brimside laughed, and said: “Well, swain, if thou art weary of life, so let it be, as for me; but how sayest thou, Jack of the Tofts? Art thou content to give thine head away in this fashion, whereas thou wottest that I shall presently slay this king of thine?”

Said Jack: “The King of Oakenrealm must rule me as well as others of his liege-men: he must fight if he will, and be slain if he will.” Then suddenly he fell a-laughing, and beat his hand on his thigh till the armour rattled again, and then he cried out: “Lord Gandolf, Lord Gandolf, have a care, I bid thee! Where wilt thou please to be buried, Lord?”

Said the other: “I wot not what thou wilt mean by thy fooling, rank reiver. But here I take up this youngling’s glove; and on his head be his fate! Now as to this battle. My will is, that we two champions be all alone and afoot on the eyot. How say ye?”

“Even so be it,” said Jack; “but I say that half a score on each side shall be standing on their own bank to see the play, and the rest of the host come no nigher than now we are.”

“I yea-say it,” said the Baron; “and now do thou, rank reiver, go back to thy fellowship and tell them what we have areded, and do thou, Oliver Marson, do so much for our folk; and bid them wot this, that if any of them break the troth, he shall lose nought more than his life for that same.”

Therewith all went ashore to either bank, save the Baron of Brimside and Christopher. And the Baron laid him down on the ground and fell to whistling the tune of a merry Yule dance; but as for Christopher, he looked on his foeman, and deemed he had seldom seen so big and stalwarth a man; and withal he was of ripe age, and had seen some forty winters. Then he also cast himself down on the grass, and fell into a kind of dream, as he watched a pair of wagtails that came chirping up from the sandy spit below the eyot; till suddenly great shouting broke out, first from his own bent, and then from the foemen’s, and Christopher knew that the folk on either side had just heard of the battle that was to be on the holm. The Baron arose at the sound and looked to his own men, whence were now coming that half-score who were to look on the battle from the bank; but Christopher stirred not, but lay quietly amongst the flowers of the grass, till he heard the splash of horse-hoofs in the ford, and there presently was come Jack of the Tofts bearing basnet and shield for his lord. And he got off his horse and spake to Christopher: “If I may not fight for thee, my son and King, yet at least it is the right of thine Earl to play the squire to thee: but a word before thy basnet is over thine ears; the man yonder is well-nigh a giant for stature and strength; yet I think thou mayest deal with him, and be none the sorer when thou liest down to-night. To be short, this is it: when thou hast got a stroke in upon him, and he falters, then give him no time, but fly at him in thy wild-cat manner and show what-like thews thou hast under thy smooth skin; now thine helm, lad. So art thou dight; and something tells me thou shalt do it off in victory.”






  








CHAPTER XXXI. THE BATTLE ON THE HOLM.
 

So when Christopher was armed, Jack turned about speedily, and so gat him back through the ford and stood there on the bank with the nine other folk of the Tofts. And by this time was Gandolf of Brimside armed also, and Oliver Marson, who had done his helm on him, was gone to his side of the river.

Drew the huge man-at-arms then toward Christopher, but his sword was yet in the sheath: Christopher set his point to the earth and abode him; and the Baron spake: “Lad, thou art fair and bold both, as I can see it, and Jack of the Tofts is so much an old foe of mine that he is well-nigh a friend: so what sayest thou? If thou wilt yield thee straightway, I will have both thine head and the outlaw’s with me to King Rolf, but yet on your shoulders and ye two alive. Haps will go as haps will; and it maybe that ye shall both live for another battle, and grow wiser, and mayhappen abide in the wood with the reiver’s men. Hah? What sayest thou?”

Christopher laughed and said: “Wouldst thou pardon one who is not yet doomed, Baron? And yet thy word is pleasant to us; for we see that if we win thee, thou shalt be good liegeman of us. Now, Baron, sword in fist!”

Gandolf drew his sword, muttering: “Ah, hah! he is lordly and kingly enough, yet may this learn him a lesson.” Indeed the blade was huge and brown and ancient, and sword and man had looked a very terror save to one great-hearted.

But Christopher said: “What sayest thou now, Baron, shall we cast down our shields to earth? For why should we chop into wood and leather?”

The Baron cast down his shield, and said: “Bold are thy words, lad; if thy deeds go with them, it may be better for thee than for me. Now keep thee.”

And therewith he leapt forward and swept his huge sword around; but Christopher swerved speedily and enough, so that the blade touched him not, and the huge man had over-reached himself, and ere he had his sword well under sway again, Christopher had smitten him so sharply on the shoulder that the mails were sundered & the blood ran; and withal the Baron staggered with the mere weight of the stroke. Then Christopher saw his time, and leapt aloft and dealt such a stroke on the side of his head, that the Baron tottered yet more; but now was he taught by those two terrible strokes, and he gathered all his heart to him, and all the might of his thews, and leapt aback and mastered his sword, and came on fierce but wary, shouting out for Brimside and the King.

Christopher cried never a cry, but swung his sword well within his sway, and the stroke came on Gandolf’s fore-arm and brake the mails and wounded him, and then as the Baron rushed forward, the wary lad gat his blade under his foeman’s nigh the hilts, and he gave it a wise twist and forth flew the ancient iron away from its master.

Gandolf seemed to heed not that he was swordless, but gave out a great roar and rushed at Christopher to close with him, and the well-knit lad gave back before him and turned from side to side, and kept the sword-point before Gandolf’s eyes ever, till suddenly, as the Baron was running his fiercest, he made a mighty sweep at his right leg, since he had no more to fear his sword, and the edge fell so strong and true, that but for the byrny-hose he had smitten the limb asunder, and even as it was it made him a grievous wound, so that the Lord of Brimside fell clattering to the earth, and Christopher bestrode him and cried: “How sayest thou, champion, is it enough?”

“Yea, enough, and maybe more,” said the Baron. “Wilt thou smite off mine head? Or what wilt thou?”

Said Christopher: “Here hath been enough smiting, meseemeth, save thy lads and ours have a mind to buckle to; and lo thou! men are running down from the bents towards us from both sides, yet not in any warlike manner as yet. Now, Baron, here cometh thy grim squire that I heard called Oliver, and if thou wilt keep the troth, thou shalt bid him order thy men so that they fall not upon us till the battle be duly pitched. Then shalt thou be borne home, since thou canst not go, with no hindrance from us.”

Now was Oliver come indeed, and the other nine with him, and on the other side was come Jack of the Tofts and four others.

Then spake the Baron of Brimside: “I may do better than thou biddest me; for now I verily trow herein, that thou art the son of Christopher the Old; so valiant as thou art, and so sad a smiter, and withal that thou fearest not to let thy foeman live. So hearken all ye, and thou specially, Oliver Marson, my captain: I am now become the man of my lord King Christopher, and will follow him whereso he will; and I deem that will presently be to Oakenham, and the King’s seat there. Now look to it that thou, Oliver, order my men under King Christopher’s banner, till I be healed; and then if all be not over, I shall come forth myself, shield on neck and spear in fist, to do battle for my liege lord; so help me God and St. James of the Water!”

Therewith speech failed him and his wit therewith; so betwixt them they unarmed him and did him what leechdom they might do there and then; and he was nowise hurt deadly: as for Child Christopher, he had no scratch of steel on him. And Oliver knelt before him when he had dight his own lord, and swore fealty to him then and there; and so departed, to order the folk of Brimside and tell them the tidings, and swear them liege men of King Christopher.






  








CHAPTER XXXII. OF GOLDILIND AND CHRISTOPHER.
 

Now Jack of the Tofts said a word to one of his men, and he rode straightway up into the field under the wood, and spake to three of the captains of the folk, and they ranked a hundred of the men, of those who were best dight, and upraised amongst them the banner of Oakenrealm, and led all them down to the river bank; and with these must needs go Goldilind; and when they came down thither, Christopher and Jack were there on the bank to hail them, and they raised a great shout when they saw their King and their Earl standing there, and the shout was given back from the wood-side; and then the men of Brimside took it up, for they had heard the bidding of their Lord, and he was now in a pavilion which they had raised for him on the mead, and the leeches were looking to his hurts; and they feared him, but rather loved than hated him, and he was more to them than the King in Oakenrealm and they were all ready to do his will.

But as to Goldilind, her mind it had been, as she was going down the meadow, that she would throw herself upon Christopher’s bosom and love him with glad tears of love; but as she came and stood over against him, she was abashed, and stood still looking on him, and spake no word; and he also was ashamed before all that folk to say the words whereof his heart was full, and longed for the night, that they might be alone together.

But at last he said: “Lady and Queen, thou seest that we be well-beloved that they rejoice so much in a little deed of mine.” And still she spake nought, and held hand in hand.

But Jack of the Tofts spake and said: “By St. Hubert! the deed may be little, though there be men who would think no little of overcoming the biggest man and the fellest fighter of Oakenrealm, but at least great things shall come thereof. King, thy strokes of this day have won thee Oakenrealm, or no man I know in field, and many a mother’s son have they saved from death. For look thou yonder over the river, Goldilind, my Lady, and tell me what thou seest.” She turned to him and said: “Lord Earl, I see warriors a many.”

“Yea,” said Jack, “and stout fellows be they for the more part; and hard had been the hand-play had we met, ere they had turned their backs; but now, see thou, we shall wend side by side toward Oakenrealm, for our Lord there hath won them to his friends; and doubt thou not that when they see him and thee anigh, they shall be friends indeed. What! dost thou weep for this? Or is it because he hath done the deed and not thou? or rather, because thine heart is full for the love of him?”

She smiled kindly on Jack, but even therewith she felt two hands laid on her shoulders, and Christopher kissed her without any word.






  








CHAPTER XXXIII. A COUNCIL OF CAPTAINS: THE HOST COMES TO BROADLEES, AND MAKES FOR WOODWALL.
 

That night, though there was some little coming and going between the Tofters and the Brimsiders, yet either flock slept on their own side of the river. Moreover, before the midst of the night, cometh David to the wood-side, and had with him all men defensible of the Tofts and the houses thereabout, and most of the women also many of whom bore spear or bow, so that now by the wood-side, what with them of the Tofts and the folk who joined them thereto from the country-side about Hazeldale, there were well-nigh ten hundreds of folk under weapons; and yet more came in the night through; for the tidings of the allegiance of Brimside was spreading full fast.

Betimes on the morrow was King Christopher afoot, and he and Jack and David and Gilbert, and they twelve in company, went down to the banner by the water-side; and to them presently came Oliver Marson and ten other of the captains of Brimside, and did them to wit that the Baron were fain if they would come to his pavilion and hold counsel therein, for that he was not so sick but he might well speak his mind from where he lay. So thither they went all, with good will, and the Baron greeted them friendly, and made what reverence he might to Christopher, and bade him say what was his mind and his will. But Christopher bade them who were his elders in battle to speak; and the Baron laughed outright and said: “Meseemeth, Lord King, thou didst grow old yesterday at my costs; but since thou wilt have me to speak, I will even do so. And to make matters the shorter, I will say that I wot well what ye have to do; and that is, to fall upon the Earl Marshal’s folk ere they fall upon us. Now some folk deem we should fare to Brimside and have a hosting there; but I say nay; whereas it lieth out of the road to Oakenham, and thereby is our road, meseemeth; and it is but some six days’ riding hence, save, as is most like, two of those days be days of battle But if we go straight forward with banners displayed, each day’s faring shall be a day of hosting and gathering; for I tell thee, Lord King, the fame of thee has by now gone far in this country-side. Wherefore I say no more, since I wax weary, than this: to the road this morning, and get we so far as Broadlees ere night-fall, for there we shall get both victual and folk.”

There was good cheer made at his word, so Christopher spake: “Baron of Brimside, thou hast spoken my very mind and will; and but if these lords and captains gainsay it, let us tarry no longer, but array all our folk in good order and take tale of them, and so for Broadlees. What say ye, lords?”

None nay-said it, so there was no more talk save as to the ordering of this or the other company. And it was so areded that the Brimside men should fare first at the head of the host with the banner of Brimside, and that then should go the mingled folk of the country-side, and lastly the folk of the Tofts with the banner of Oakenrealm; so that if the host came upon foemen, they might be for a cloud to hide the intent of their battles awhile till they might take their advantage.

So went the captains to their companies, and the Tofters and their mates crossed the river to the men of Brimside, who gave them good cheer when they came amongst them; and it was hard to order the host for a while, so did the upland folk throng about the King and the Queen; and happy were they who had a full look on Goldilind; and yet were some so lucky and so bold that they kissed a hand of her; and one there was, a very tall young man, and a goodly, who stood there and craved to kiss her cheek, and she did not gainsay him, and thereafter nought was good to him save an occasion to die for her.

As for Christopher, he spake to many, and said to them that wheresoever his banner was, he at least should be at the forefront whenso they came upon unpeace; and so soon as they gat to the road, he went from company to company, speaking to many, and that so sweetly and friendly that all praised him, and said that here forsooth was a king who was all good and nothing bad, whereas hitherto men had deemed them lucky indeed if their king were half good and half bad.

Merry then was the road to Broadlees, and they came there before night-fall; and it was a little cheaping town and unwalled, and if the folk had had any will to ward them, they lacked might. But when they found they were not to be robbed, and that it was but the proclaiming of King Christopher in the market-place, and finding victual and house-room for the host, and the Mayor taking a paper in payment thereof, none stirred against them, and a many joined the host to fight for the fair young King. Now nought as yet had they heard at Broadlees of any force stirring against them.

But in the morning when they went on their ways again, and were bound for Cheaping Woodwall, which was a fenced town, they sent out well-horsed riders to espy the road, who came back on the spur two hours after noon, and did them to wit that there was a host abiding them beneath the walls of Woodwall under the banner of Walter the White, an old warrior and fell fighter; but what comfort he might have from them of Woodwall they wotted not; but they said that the tidings of their coming had gone abroad, and many folk were abiding the issue of this battle ere they joined them to either host. Now on these tidings the captains were of one mind, to wit, to fare on softly till they came to a defensible place not far from the foemen, since they could scarce come to Woodwall in good order before nightfall, and if they were unfoughten before, to push forward to battle in the morning.

Even so did they, and made a halt at sunset on a pleasant hill above a river some three miles from Woodwall, and there they passed the night unmeddled with.






  








CHAPTER XXXIV. BATTLE BEFORE WOODWALL.
 

When morning was, the captains came to King Christopher to council: but while they were amidst of their talk came the word that the foe was anigh and come close to the river-bank; whereat was none abashed; but to all it seemed wisdom to abide them on the vantage-ground. So then there was girding of swords and doing on of helms; as for ordering of the folk, it was already done, for all the host was ranked on the bent-side, with the banner of Oakenrealm in the midst; on its left hand the banner of the Tofts, and on the right the banner of Brimside.

Now when Christopher was come to his place, he looked down and saw how the foemen were pouring over the river, for it was nowhere deep, and there were four quite shallow fords: many more were they than his folk, but he deemed that they fared somewhat tumultuously; and when the bowmen of the Tofts began shooting, the foemen, a many of them, stayed amidst of the river to bend bow in their turn, and seemed to think that were nigh enough already; nay, some went back again to the other bank, to shoot thence the surer and the drier, and some went yet a little further back on the field. So that when their sergeants and riders were come on to the hither bank, they lacked about a fifth of all their host; and they themselves, for all they were so many, had some ado to make up their minds to go forward.

Forsooth, when they looked up to the bent and saw the three banners of Oakenrealm and the Tofts and Brimside all waving over the same ranks, they knew not what to make of it. And Christopher’s host, when they saw them hang back, brake out into mocking whoops and shouts, and words were heard in them: “Come and dine at Brimside, good fellows! Come up to the Tofts for supper and bed! A Christopher! A Christopher!” and so forth. Now all King Christopher’s men were afoot, saving a band of the riders of Brimside, who bestrode strong and tall horses, and bore jack and sallet and spear, but no heavy armour.

So Christopher heard and saw, and the heart rose high in him, and he sent messengers to the right and the left, and bade the captains watch till he waved his sword aloft, and then all down the bent together; and he bade the Brimside riders edge a little outward and downward, and be ready for the chase, and suffer not any of the foemen to gather together when once they fell to running; for he knew in his heart that the folk before him would never abide their onfall. And the day was yet young, and it lacked four hours of noon.

King Christopher abode ill he saw the foemen were come off the level ground, and were mounting the bent slowly, and not in very good order or in ranks closely serried. Then he strode forth three paces, and waved his sword high above his head, and cried out: “A Christopher! A Christopher! Forward, banner of the Realm!” And forth he went, steady and strong, and a great shout arose behind him, and none shrank or lagged, but spears and bills, and axes and swords, all came on like a wall of steel, so that to the foemen the earth seemed alive with death, and they made no show of abiding the onset, but all turned and ran, save Walter the White and a score of his knights, who forsooth were borne down in a trice, and were taken to mercy, those of them who were not slain at the first crash of weapons.

There then ye might have seen great clumps of men making no defence, but casting down their weapons and crying mercy; and forsooth so great was the throng, that no great many were slain; but on the other hand, but few gat away across the water, and on them presently fell the Brimside riders, and hewed down and slew and took few to mercy. And some few besides the first laggards of the bowmen, it might be three hundreds in all, escaped, and gat to Woodwall, but when they of the town saw them, they made up their minds speedily, and shut their gates, and the poor fleers found but the points of shafts and the heads of quarrels before them.

But on the field of deed those captives were somewhat fearful as to what should be done with them, and they spake one to the other about it, that they would be willing to serve the new King, since he was so mighty. And amidst of their talk came the captains of King Christopher, and they drew into a ring around them, and the lords bade them look to it whether they would be the foemen of the King, the son of that King Christopher the Old. “If so ye be,” said they, “ye may escape this time; but ye see how valiant a man he is, and how lucky withal, and happy shall they be whom he calleth friends. Now what say ye, will ye take up your weapons again, and be under the best of kings and a true one, or will ye depart and take the chance of his wrath in the coming days? We say, how many of you will serve King Christopher.”

Then arose from them a mighty shout: “All! All! One and All!” Albeit some there were who slunk away and said nought; and none heeded them.

So then all the sergeants and the common folk swore allegiance to King Christopher; but of the knights who were left alive, some said Yea, and some Nay; and these last were suffered to depart, but must needs ride unarmed.

Now by the time all was done, and the new men had dined along with the rest of the host, and of the new-comers tale had been taken, the day was wearing; so they set off for Woodwall, and on the way they met the Mayor and Aldermen thereof, who came before King Christopher and knelt to him, and gave him the keys of their town; so he was gracious to them, and thanked them, and bade see to the victual and lodging of the host, and that all should be paid thereafter. And they said that they had seen to all this before they came forth of the town, and that if the Lord King would ride forth, he would find fair lodging in the good town. So King Christopher was pleased, and bade the burgesses ride beside him, and he talked merrily with them on the way, so that their hearts rejoiced over the kindness of their lord.

So they came to the gate, and there the King made stay till Goldilind was fetched to him, so that they might ride into the good town side by side. And in the street was much people thronging, and the sun was scarce set, so that the folk could see their King and Queen what they were; and they who were nighest unto them, they let their shouts die out, so were their hearts touched with the sight of them and the love of their beauty.

Thus rode they in triumph through the street till they were come to their lodging, which was great and goodly as for a cheaping town; and so the day was gone and the night was come, and the council and the banquet were over; then were the King and Goldilind together again, like any up-country lad and lass. But she stood before him and said: “O thou King and mighty warrior, surely I ought to fear thee now, but it is not so, so sore as I desire thee; but yet it maketh both laughter and tears come to me when I think of the day we rode away from Greenharbour with thee, and I seemed to myself a great lady, though I were unhappy; and though I loved thy body, I feared lest the churl’s blood in thee might shame me perchance, and I was proud and unkind to thee, and I hurt thee sorely; and now I will say it, and confess, that somewhat I joyed to see thine anguish, for I knew that it meant thy love for me and thy desire to me. Lo now, wilt thou forgive me this, or wilt thou punish me, O Lord King?”

He laughed. “Sweetling,” he said, “meseemeth now all day long I have been fighting against raiment rather than men; no man withstood me in the battle, for that they feared the crown on my helm and the banner over my head; and when those good men of the town brought me the keys, how should I have known them from borrel folk but for their scarlet gowns and fur hoods? And meseemed that when they knelt to me, it was the scarlet gowns kneeling to the kingly armour. Therefore, sweetheart, if thou fearest that the King should punish thee for so wounding the poor Christopher of those few days ago, as belike thou deservest it, bid the King do off his raiment, and do thou in likewise, and then there shall be no King to punish, and no King’s scather to thole the punishment, but only Christopher and Goldilind, even as they met erewhile on the dewy grass of Littledale.”

She blushed blood-red; but ere his words were done, her hands were busy with girdle and clasp, and her raiment fell from her to the earth, and his kingly raiment was cast from him, and he took her by the hand and led her to the bed of honour, that their love might have increase that night also.






  








CHAPTER XXXV. AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE AND AN EVIL DEED.
 

When morning was, and it was yet early, the town was all astir and the gates were thrown open, and weaponed men thronged into it crying out for Christopher the King. Then the King came forth, and Jack o’ the Tofts and his sons, and Oliver Marson, and the captains of Brimside; and the host was blown together to the market-place, and there was a new tale of them taken, and they were now hard on seventy hundreds of men. So then were new captains appointed, and thereafter they tarried not save to eat a morsel, but went out a-gates faring after the banners to Oakenrealm, all folk blessing them as they went.

Nought befell them of evil that day, but ever fresh companies joined them on the road; and they gat harbour in another walled town, hight Sevenham, and rested there in peace that night, and were now grown to eighty hundreds.

Again on the morrow they were on the road betimes, and again much folk joined them, and they heard no tidings of any foeman faring against them; whereat Jack o’ the Tofts marvelled, for he and others had deemed that now at last would Rolf the traitor come out against them. Forsooth, when they had gone all day and night was at hand, it seemed most like to the captains that he would fall upon them that night, whereas they were now in a somewhat perilous pass; for they must needs rest at a little thorpe amidst of great and thick woods, which lay all round about the frank of Oakenham as a garland about a head. So there they kept watch and ward more heedfully than their wont was; and King Christopher lodged with Goldilind at the house of a good man of the thorpe.

Now when it lacked but half an hour of midnight, and Jack o’ the Tofts and Oliver Marson and the Captain of Woodwall had just left him, after they had settled the order of the next day’s journey, and Goldilind lay abed in the inner chamber, there entered one of the men of the watch and said: “Lord King, here is a man hereby who would see thee; he is weaponed, and he saith that he hath a gift for thee: what shall we do with him?”

Said Christopher: “Bring him in hither, good fellow.” And the man went back, and came in again leading a tall man, armed, but with a hood done over his steel hat, so that his face was hidden, and he had a bag in his hand with something therein.

Then spake the King and said: “Thou man, since thy face is hidden, this trusty man-at-arms shall stand by thee while we talk together.”

“Lord,” said the man, “let there be a dozen to hear our talk I care not; for I tell thee that I come to give thee a gift, and gift-bearers are oftenest welcome.”

Quoth the King: “Maybe, yet before thou bring it forth I would see thy face, for meseems I have an inkling of thy voice.”

So the man cast back his hood, and lo, it was Simon the squire. “Hah!” said Christopher, “is it thou then! hast thou another knife to give me?”

“Nay,” said Simon, “only the work of the knife.” And therewith he set his hand to the bag and drew out by the hair a man’s head, newly hacked off and bleeding, and said: “Hast thou seen him before, Lord? He was a great man yesterday, though not so great as thou shalt be to-morrow.”

“Once only I have seen him,” said Christopher, “and then he gave me this gift” (and he showed his father’s ring on his finger): “thou hast slain the Earl Marshal, who called himself the King of Oakenrealm: my traitor and dastard he was but thy friend. Wherefore have I two evil deeds to reward thee, Simon, the wounding of me and the slaying of him. Dost thou not deem thee gallows-ripe?”

“King,” said Simon, “what wouldst thou have done with him hadst thou caught him?”

Said Christopher: “I had slain him had I met him with a weapon in his fist; and if we had taken him I had let the folk judge him.”

Said Simon: “That is to say, that either thou hadst slain him thyself, or bidden others to slay him. Now then I ask thee, King, for which deed wilt thou slay me, for not slaying thee, or for doing thy work and slaying thy foe?”

Said Christopher to the guard: “Good fellow, fetch here a good horse ready saddled and bridled, and be speedy.”

So the man went: and Christopher said to Simon: “For the knife in my side, I forgive it thee; and as to the slaying of thy friend, it is not for me to take up the feud. But this is no place for thee: if Jack of the Tofts, or any of his sons, or one of the captains findeth thee, soon art thou sped; wherefore I rede thee, when yonder lad hath brought thee the horse, show me the breadth of thy back, and mount the beast, and put the most miles thou canst betwixt me and my folk; for they love me.”

Said Simon: “Sorry payment for making thee a king!”

Said Christopher: “Well, thou art in the right; I may well give gold for getting rid of such as thou.” And he put his hand into a pouch that hung on his chair, and drew out thence a purse, and gave it unto Simon, who took it and opened it and looked therein, and then flung it down on the ground.

Christopher looked on him wrathfully with reddened face, and cried out: “Thou dog! wouldst thou be an earl and rule the folk? What more dost thou want?”

“This!” cried out Simon, and leapt upon him, knife aloft. Christopher was unarmed utterly; but he caught hold of the felon’s right arm with his right hand, and gripped the wrist till he shrieked; then he raised up his mighty left hand, and drave it down on Simon’s head by the ear, and all gave way before it, and the murderer fell crushed and dead to earth.

Therewith came in the man-at-arms to tell him that the horse was come; but stared wild when he saw the dead man on the ground. But Christopher said: “My lad, here hath been one who would have thrust a knife into an unarmed man, wherefore I must needs give him his wages. But now thou hast this to do: take thou this dead man and bind him so fast on the horse thou hast brought that he will not come off till the bindings be undone; and bind withal the head of this other, who was once a great man and an evil, before the slayer of him, so that it also may be fast; then get thee to horse and lead this beast and its burden till ye are well on the highway to Oakenham, and then let him go and find his way to the gate of the city if God will. And hearken, my lad; seest thou this gold which lieth scattering on the floor here? this was mine, but is no longer, since I have given it away to the dead man just before he lifted his hand against me. Wherefore now I will keep it for thee against thou comest back safe to me in the morning betimes, as I deem thou wilt, if thou wilt behight to St. Julian the helping of some poor body on the road. Go therefore, but send hither the guard; for I am weary now, and would go to sleep without slaying any man else.”

So departed the man full of joy, and Christopher gathered his money together again, and so fared to his bed peacefully.






  








CHAPTER XXXVI. KING CHRISTOPHER COMES TO OAKENHAM.
 

But on the morrow the first man who came to the King was the man-at-arms aforesaid; and he told that he had done the King’s errand, and ridden a five miles on the road to Oakenham before he had left the horse with his felon load, and that he had found nought stirring all that way when he had passed through their own out-guards, where folk knew him and let him go freely. “And,” quoth he, “it is like enough that this gift to Oakenham, Lord King, has by now come to the gate thereof.” Then the King gave that man the gold which he had promised, and he kissed the King’s hand and went his ways a happy man.

Thereafter sent Christopher for Jack of the Tofts, and told him in few words what had betid, and that Rolf the traitor was dead. Then spake Jack: “King and fosterling, never hath so mighty a warrior as thou waged so easy a war for so goodly a kingdom as thou hast done; for surely thy war was ended last night, wherefore will we straight to Oakenham, if so thou wilt. But if it be thy pleasure I will send a chosen band of riders to wend on the spur thereto, and bid them get ready thy kingly house, and give word to the Barons and the Prelates, and the chiefs of the Knighthood, and the Mayor and the Aldermen, and the Masters of the Crafts, to show themselves of what mind they be towards thee. But I doubt it not that they will deem of thee as thy father come back again and grown young once more.”

Now was Christopher eager well nigh unto weeping to behold his people that he should live amongst, and gladly he yea-said the word of Jack of the Tofts. So were those riders sent forward; and the host was ordered, and Christopher rode amidst it with Goldilind by his side; and the sun was not yet gone down when they came within sight of the gate of Oakenham, and there before the gate and in the fields on either side of it was gathered a very great and goodly throng, and there went forth from it to meet the King the Bishop of Oakenham, and the Abbot of St. Mary’s and the Priors of the other houses of religion, all fairly clad in broidered copes, with the clerks and the monks dight full solemnly; and they came singing to meet him, and the Bishop blessed him and gave him the hallowed bread, and the King greeted him and craved his prayers. Then came the Burgreve of Oakenham, and with him the Barons and the Knights, and they knelt before him, and named him to king, and the Burgreve gave him the keys of the city. Thereafter came the Mayor and the Aldermen, and the Masters of the Crafts, and they craved his favour, and warding of his mighty sword; and all these he greeted kindly and meekly, rather as a friend than as a great lord.

Thereafter were the gates opened, and King Christopher entered, and there was no gainsaying, and none spake a word of the Traitor Rolf.

But the bells of the minster and of all the churches rang merrily, and songs were sung sweetly by fair women gloriously clad; and whereas King Christopher and Queen Goldilind had lighted down from their horses and went afoot through the street, roses and all kinds of sweet flowers were cast down before the feet of them all the way from the city gate to the King’s High House of Oakenham.

There then in the great hall of his father’s house stood Christopher the King on the dais, and Goldilind beside him. And Jack of the Tofts and the chiefest of the Captains, and the Bishop, and the greatest lords of the Barons, and the doughtiest of the Knights, and the Mayor and the Aldermen, and the Masters of the Crafts, sat at the banquet with the King and his mate; they brake bread together and drank cups of renown, till the voidee cup was borne in. Then at last were the King & the Queen brought to their chamber with string-play and songs and all kinds of triumph; and that first night since he lay in his mother’s womb did Child Christopher fall asleep in the house which the fathers had builded for him.






  








CHAPTER XXXVII. OF CHILD CHRISTOPHER’S DEALINGS WITH HIS FRIENDS & HIS FOLK.
 

It was in the morning when King Christopher arose, and Goldilind stood before him in the kingly chamber, that he clipped her and kissed her, and said: “This is the very chamber whence my father departed when he went to his last battle, and left my mother sickening with the coming birth of me. And never came he back hither, nor did mine eyes behold him ever. Here also lay my mother and gave birth to me, and died of sorrow, and her also I never saw, save with eyes that noted nought that I might remember. And my third kinsman was the traitor, that cast me forth of mine heritage, and looked to it that I should wax up as a churl, and lose all hope of high deeds; and at the last he strove to slay me.

“Therefore, sweet, have I no kindred, and none that are bound to cherish me, and it is for thee to take the place of them, and be unto me both father and mother, and brother and sister, and all kindred.”

She said: “My mother I never saw, and I was but little when my father died; and if I had any kindred thereafter they loved me not well enough to strike one stroke for me, nay, or to speak a word even, when I was thrust out of my place and delivered over to the hands of pitiless people, and my captivity worsened on me as the years grew. Wherefore to me also art thou in the stead of all kindred and affinity.”

Now Christopher took counsel with Jack of the Tofts and the great men of the kingdom, and that same day, the first day of his kingship in Oakenham, was summoned a great mote of the whole folk; and in half a month was it holden, and thereat was Christopher taken to king with none gainsaying.

Began now fair life for the people of Oakenrealm; for Jack of the Tofts abode about the King in Oakenham; and wise was his counsel, and there was no greed in him, and yet he wotted of greed and guile in others, and warned the King thereof when he saw it, and the tyrants were brought low, and no poor and simple man had need to thieve. As for Christopher, he loved better to give than to take; and the grief and sorrow of folk irked him sorely; it was to him as if he had gotten a wound when he saw so much as one unhappy face in a day; and all folk loved him, and the fame of him went abroad through the lands and the roads of travel, so that many were the wise and valiant folk that left their own land and came into Oakenrealm to dwell there, because of the good peace and the kindliness that there did abound; so that Oakenrealm became both many-peopled and joyous.

Though Jack of the Tofts abode with the King at Oakenham, his sons went back to the Tofts, and Gilbert was deemed the head man of them; folk gathered to them there, and the wilderness about them became builded in many places, and the Tofts grew into a goodly cheaping town, for those brethren looked to it that all roads in the woodland should be safe and at peace, so that no chapman need to arm him or his folk; nay, a maiden might go to and fro on the woodland ways, with a golden girdle about her, without so much as the crumpling of a lap of her gown unless by her own will.

As to David, at first Christopher bade him strongly to abide with him ever, for he loved him much. But David nay-said it, and would go home to the Tofts; and when the King pressed him sore, at last he said: “Friend and fellow, I must now tell thee the very sooth, and then shalt thou suffer me to depart, though the sundering be but sorrow to me. For this it is, that I love thy Lady and wife more than meet is, and here I find it hard to thole my desire and my grief; but down in the thicket yonder amongst my brethren of the woods, and man and maid, and wife and babe, nay, the very deer of the forest, I shall become a man again, and be no more a peevish and grudging fool; and as the years wear, shall sorrow wear, and then, who knows but we may come together again.”

Then Christopher smiled kindly on him and embraced him, but they spake no more of that matter, but sat talking a while, and then bade each other farewell, and David went his ways to the Tofts. But a few months thereafter, when a son had been born to Christopher, David came to Oakenrealm, but stayed there no longer than to greet the King, and do him to wit that he was boun for over-sea to seek adventure. Many gifts the King gave him, and they sundered in all loving-kindness, and the King said: “Farewell, friend, I shall remember thee and thy kindness for ever.” But David said: “By the roof in Littledale and by the hearth thereof, thou shalt be ever in my mind.”

Thus they parted for that time; but five and twenty years afterwards, when Child Christopher was in his most might and majesty, and Goldilind was yet alive and lovely, and sons and daughters sat about their board, it was the Yule feast in the King’s Hall at Oakenham, and there came a man into the hall that none knew, big of stature, grey-eyed and hollow-cheeked, with red hair grizzled, and worn with the helm; a weaponed man, chieftain-like and warrior-like. And when the serving-men asked him of his name, and whence and whither, he said: “I have come from over-seas to look upon the King, and when he seeth me he will know my name.” Then he put them all aside and would not be gainsaid, but strode up the hall to the high-seat, and stood before the King and said: “Hail, little King Christopher! Hail, stout babe of the woodland!”

Then the King looked on him and knew him at once, and stood up at once with a glad cry, and came round unto him, and took his arms about him and kissed him, and led him into the high-seat, and set him betwixt him and Goldilind, and she also greeted him and took him by the hand and kissed him; and Jack of the Tofts, now a very old man, but yet hale and stark, who sat on the left hand of the King, leaned toward him and kissed him and blessed him; for lo! it was David of the Tofts.

Spake he now and said: “Christopher, this is now a happy day!”

Said the King: “David, whither away hence, and what is thine heart set upon?”

“On the renewal of our youth,” said David, “and the abiding with thee. By my will no further will I go than this thine house. How sayest thou?”

“As thou dost,” said Christopher, “that this is indeed a happy day; drink out of my cup now, to our abiding together, and the end of sundering till the last cometh.”

So they drank together, they two, and were happy amidst the folk of the hall; and at last the King stood up and spake aloud, and did all to wit that this was his friend and fellow of the old days; and he told of his doughty deeds, whereof he had heard many a tale, and treasured them in his heart while they were apart, and he bade men honour him, all such as would be his friends. And all men rejoiced at the coming of this doughty man and the friend of the King.

So there abode David, holden in all honour, and in great love of Child Christopher and Goldilind; and when his father died, his earldom did the King give to David his friend, who never sundered from him again, but was with him in peace and in war, in joy and in sorrow.






  








CHAPTER XXXVIII. OF MATTERS OF MEADHAM.
 

GOES the tale back now to the time when the kingship of Child Christopher was scarce more than one month old; and tells that as the King sat with his Queen in the cool of his garden on a morning of August, there came to him a swain of service, who did him to wit that an outland lord was come, and would see him and give him a message.

So the King bade bring him in to the garden to him straight-way; so the man went, and came back again leading in a knight somewhat stricken in years, on whose green surcoat was beaten a golden lion.

He came to those twain and did obeisance to them, but spake, as it seemed, to Goldilind alone: “Lady, and Queen of Meadham,” said he, “it is unto thee, first of all, that mine errand is.”

Then she spoke and said: “Welcome to thee, Sir Castellan of Greenharbour, we shall hear thy words gladly.”

Said the new-comer: “Lady, I am no longer the Burgreve of Greenharbour, but Sir Guisebert, lord of the Green March, and thy true servant and a suitor for thy grace and pardon.”

“I pardon thee not, but thank thee for what thou didst of good to me,” said Goldilind, “and I think that now thine errand shall be friendly.”

Then turned the Green Knight to the King, and he said: “Have I thy leave to speak, Lord King?” and he smiled covertly.

But Christopher looked on the face and coat-armour of him, and called him to mind as the man who had stood betwixt him and present death that morning in the porch of the Littledale house; so he looked on him friendly, and said: “My leave thou hast, Sir Knight, to speak fully and freely, and that the more as meseemeth I saw thee first when thou hadst weaponed men at thy back, and wert turning their staves away from my breast.”

“Even so it is, Lord King,” said the Knight; “and to say sooth, I fear thee less for thy kingship, than because I wot well that thou mayst lightly take me up by the small of my back and cast me over thy shoulder if thou have a mind therefor.”

Christopher laughed at his word, and bade him sit down upon the green grass and tell his errand straightway; and the Knight tarried not, but spake out: “Queen of Meadham, I am a friend and fellow, and in some sort a servant, to Earl Geoffrey, Regent of Meadham, whom thou knowest; and he hath put a word in my mouth which is both short and easy for me to tell. All goes awry in Meadham now, and men are arming against each other, and will presently be warring, but if thou look to it; because all this is for lack of thee. But if thou wilt vouchsafe to come to Meadhamstead, and sit on thy throne for a little while, commanding and forbidding; and if thou wilt appoint one of the lords for thine Earl there, and others for thy captains, and governors and burgreves and so forth; then if the people see thee and hear thee, the swords will go into their sheaths, and the spears will hang on the wall again, and we shall have peace in Meadham, for all will do thy bidding. Wherefore, Lady and Queen, I beseech thee to come to us, and stave off the riot and ruin. What sayest thou?”

Goldilind made answer in a while: “Sir Guisebert, true it is that I long to see my people, and to look once more on my father’s house, and the place where he was born and died. But how know I but this is some wile of Earl Geoffrey, for he hath not been abounding in trustiness toward us?”

But Sir Guisebert swore on his salvation that there was no guile therein, and they were undone save Goldilind came unto them. Then spake Christopher: “Sir Knight, I am willing to pleasure my Lady, who, as I can see, longeth to behold her own land and people; and also by thy voice and thy face I deem that thou art not lying unto me, and that no harm will befall the Lady; yet will I ask thee right out what thou and thy lord would think thereof if she come into Meadham accompanied; to wit, if I rode with her, and had five hundreds of good riders at my back, would ye have guesting for so many and such stark lads?”

The Knight took up the word eagerly, and said: “Wilt thou but come, dear lord, and bring a thousand or more, then the surer and the safer it would be for us.”

Said the King, smiling: “Well, it shall be thought on; and meantime be thou merry with us; for indeed I deem of thee, that but for thy helping my life had been cast away that morning in Littledale.”

So they made much of the Meadham man for three days, and thereafter they rode into Meadham and to Meadhamstead, Christopher, and Jack of the Tofts, and Goldilind, in all honour and triumph, they and seven hundreds of spears, and never were lords received with such joy and kindness as were they, but it were on the day when Christopher and his entered Oakenham.

The Earl Geoffrey was not amongst them that met them; but whenas they sat at the banquet in the hall, and Goldilind was in the high-seat, gloriously clad and with the kingly crown on her head, there came a tall man up to the dais, grey-headed and keen-eyed, and he was unarmed, without so much as a sword by his side, and clad in simple black; and he knelt before Goldilind, and laid his head on her lap, and spake: “Lady and Queen, here is my head to do with as thou wilt; for I have been thy dastard, and I crave thy pardon, if so it may be, for I am Geoffrey.”

She looked kindly on him, and raised him up; and then she turned to the chief of the serving-men, and said: “Fetch me a sword with its sheath and its girdle, and see that it be a good blade, and all well-adorned, both sword and sheath and girdle.” Even so it was done; and when she had the sword, she bade Sir Geoffrey kneel again before her, and she girt him with the said sword and spake: “Sir Geoffrey, all the wrong which thou didest to me, I forgive it thee and forget it; but wherein thou hast done well, I will remember it, for thou hast given me a mighty King to be my man; nay, the mightiest and the loveliest on earth; wherefore I bless thee, and will make thee my Earl to rule all Meadham under me, if so be the folk gainsay it not. Wherefore now let these folk fetch thee seemly garments and array thee, and then come sit amongst us, and eat and drink on this high day; for a happy day it is when once again I sit in my father’s house, and see the faces of my folk that loveth me.”

She spake loud and clear, so that most folk in the hall heard her; and they rejoiced at her words, for Sir Geoffrey was no ill ruler, but wise and of great understanding, keen of wit and deft of word, and a mighty warrior withal; only they might not away with it that their Lady and Queen had become as alien to them. So when they heard her speak her will, they shouted for joy of the peace and goodwill that was to be.

There then sat Geoffrey at the banquet; and Christopher smiled on him, and said: “See now, lord, if I have not done as thou badest when thou gavest me the treasure of Greenharbour, for I have brought the wolf-heads to thy helping and not to thy scathing. Do thou as much for me, and be thou a good earl to thy Lady and mine, and then shalt thou yet live and die a happy man, and my friend. Or else—”

“There shall be no else, Lord King,” quoth Geoffrey; “all men henceforth shall tell of me as a true man.”

So they were blithe and joyous together. But a seven days thence was the Allmen’s Mote gathered to the wood-side without Meadhamstead, and thronged it was: and there Goldilind stood up before all the folk and named Sir Geoffrey for Earl to rule the land under her, and none gainsaid it, for they knew him meet thereto. Then she named from the baronage and knighthood such men as she had been truly told were meet thereto to all the offices of the kingdom, and there was none whom she named but was well-pleasing to the folk; for she had taken counsel beforehand with all the wisest men of all degrees.

As for herself, all loved and worshipped her; and this alone seemed hard unto them, that she must needs go back to Oakenrealm in a few days: but when she heard them murmur thereat, she behight them, that once in every year she would come into Meadham and spend one whole month therein; and, were it possible, ever should that be the month of May. So when they heard that, they all praised her, and were the more content. This custom she kept ever thereafter, and she lay in with her second son in the city of Meadhamstead, so that he was born therein; and she named him to be King after her, to the great joy of that folk; and he grew up strong and well-liking, and came to the kingship while his mother was yet alive, and was a good man and well-beloved of his folk.

Before she turned back with her man, she let seek out Aloyse, and when she came before her, gave her gifts and bade her come back with her to Oakenham and serve her there if she would: and the damsel was glad, for there in Meadhamstead was she poor and not well seen to, whereas it was rumoured of her that she had been one of the jailers of Goldilind.

When they came back to Oakenham, there they met Gandolf, Baron of Brimside, now whole of his hurts, and the King greeted him kindly, and did well to him all his life; and found him ever a true man.

Good thenceforward was the life of Child Christopher and Goldilind: whiles indeed they happed on unpeace or other trouble; but never did fair love and good worship depart from them, either of each unto each, or of the whole folk unto them twain.

To no man did Christopher mete out worse than his deserts, nay, to most far better he meted: no man he feared, nor hated any save the tormentors of poor folk; and but a little while abided his hatred of those, for it cut short their lives, so that they were speedily done with and forgotten. And when he died a very old man but one year after Goldilind his dear, no king that ever lived was so bewailed by his folk as was Child Christopher.






  

THE WELL AT THE WORLD’S END
 


 

The Well at the World’s End is a fantasy novel, first published by the Kelmscott Press in 1896. Drawing once more on mediaeval sources, the story follows Ralph of Upmeads — a young nobleman of royal blood, who sets off into the world in search of adventure. His quest is to seek the eponymous well, which is rumoured to confer immortality and luck on those who drink from it. The well gets its name from its position at the edge of the sea beyond a treacherous mountain range. 
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BOOK ONE. THE ROAD UNTO LOVE
 






  








CHAPTER 1
 

The Sundering of the Ways
 

Long ago there was a little land, over which ruled a regulus or kinglet, who was called King Peter, though his kingdom was but little. He had four sons whose names were Blaise, Hugh, Gregory and Ralph: of these Ralph was the youngest, whereas he was but of twenty winters and one; and Blaise was the oldest and had seen thirty winters.

Now it came to this at last, that to these young men the kingdom of their father seemed strait; and they longed to see the ways of other men, and to strive for life. For though they were king’s sons, they had but little world’s wealth; save and except good meat and drink, and enough or too much thereof; house-room of the best; friends to be merry with, and maidens to kiss, and these also as good as might be; freedom withal to come and go as they would; the heavens above them, the earth to bear them up, and the meadows and acres, the woods and fair streams, and the little hills of Upmeads, for that was the name of their country and the kingdom of King Peter.

So having nought but this little they longed for much; and that the more because, king’s sons as they were, they had but scant dominion save over their horses and dogs: for the men of that country were stubborn and sturdy vavassors, and might not away with masterful doings, but were like to pay back a blow with a blow, and a foul word with a buffet. So that, all things considered, it was little wonder if King Peter’s sons found themselves straitened in their little land: wherein was no great merchant city; no mighty castle, or noble abbey of monks: nought but fair little halls of yeomen, with here and there a franklin’s court or a shield-knight’s manor-house; with many a goodly church, and whiles a house of good canons, who knew not the road to Rome, nor how to find the door of the Chancellor’s house.

So these young men wearied their father and mother a long while with telling them of their weariness, and their longing to be gone: till at last on a fair and hot afternoon of June King Peter rose up from the carpet which the Prior of St. John’s by the Bridge had given him (for he had been sleeping thereon amidst the grass of his orchard after his dinner) and he went into the hall of his house, which was called the High House of Upmeads, and sent for his four sons to come to him. And they came and stood before his high-seat and he said:

“Sons, ye have long wearied me with words concerning your longing for travel on the roads; now if ye verily wish to be gone, tell me when would ye take your departure if ye had your choice?”

They looked at one another, and the three younger ones nodded at Blaise the eldest: so he began, and said: “Saving the love and honour that we have for thee, and also for our mother, we would be gone at once, even with the noon’s meat still in our bellies. But thou art the lord in this land, and thou must rule. Have I said well, brethren?” And they all said “Yea, yea.” Then said the king; “Good! now is the sun high and hot; yet if ye ride softly ye may come to some good harbour before nightfall without foundering your horses. So come ye in an hour’s space to the Four-want-way, and there and then will I order your departure.”

The young men were full of joy when they heard his word; and they departed and went this way and that, gathering such small matters as each deemed that he needed, and which he might lightly carry with him; then they armed themselves, and would bid the squires bring them their horses; but men told them that the said squires had gone their ways already to the Want-way by the king’s commandment: so thither they went at once a-foot all four in company, laughing and talking together merrily.

It must be told that this Want-way aforesaid was but four furlongs from the House, which lay in an ingle of the river called Upmeads Water amongst very fair meadows at the end of the upland tillage; and the land sloped gently up toward the hill-country and the unseen mountains on the north; but to the south was a low ridge which ran along the water, as it wound along from west to east. Beyond the said ridge, at a place whence you could see the higher hills to the south, that stretched mainly east and west also, there was presently an end of the Kingdom of Upmeads, though the neighbours on that side were peaceable and friendly, and were wont to send gifts to King Peter. But toward the north beyond the Want-way King Peter was lord over a good stretch of land, and that of the best; yet was he never a rich man, for he had no freedom to tax and tail his folk, nor forsooth would he have used it if he had; for he was no ill man, but kindly and of measure. On these northern marches there was war at whiles, whereas they ended in a great forest well furnished of trees; and this wood was debateable, and King Peter and his sons rode therein at their peril: but great plenty was therein of all wild deer, as hart, and buck, and roe, and swine, and bears and wolves withal. The lord on the other side thereof was a mightier man than King Peter, albeit he was a bishop, and a baron of Holy Church. To say sooth he was a close-fist and a manslayer; though he did his manslaying through his vicars, the knights and men-at-arms who held their manors of him, or whom he waged.

In that forest had King Peter’s father died in battle, and his eldest son also; therefore, being a man of peace, he rode therein but seldom, though his sons, the three eldest of them, had both ridden therein and ran therefrom valiantly. As for Ralph the youngest, his father would not have him ride the Wood Debateable as yet.

So came those young men to the Want-ways, and found their father sitting there on a heap of stones, and over against him eight horses, four destriers, and four hackneys, and four squires withal. So they came and stood before their father, waiting for his word, and wondering what it would be.

Now spake King Peter: “Fair sons, ye would go on all adventure to seek a wider land, and a more stirring life than ye may get of me at home: so be it! But I have bethought me, that, since I am growing old and past the age of getting children, one of you, my sons, must abide at home to cherish me and your mother, and to lead our carles in war if trouble falleth upon us. Now I know not how to choose by mine own wit which of you shall ride and which abide. For so it is that ye are diverse of your conditions; but the evil conditions which one of you lacks the other hath, and the valiancy which one hath, the other lacks. Blaise is wise and prudent, but no great man of his hands. Hugh is a stout rider and lifter, but headstrong and foolhardy, and over bounteous a skinker; and Gregory is courteous and many worded, but sluggish in deed; though I will not call him a dastard. As for Ralph, he is fair to look on, and peradventure he may be as wise as Blaise, as valiant as Hugh, and as smooth-tongued as Gregory; but of all this we know little or nothing, whereas he is but young and untried. Yet may he do better than you others, and I deem that he will do so. All things considered, then, I say, I know not how to choose between you, my sons; so let luck choose for me, and ye shall draw cuts for your roads; and he that draweth longest shall go north, and the next longest shall go east, and the third straw shall send the drawer west; but as to him who draweth the shortest cut, he shall go no whither but back again to my house, there to abide with me the chances and changes of life; and it is most like that this one shall sit in my chair when I am gone, and be called King of Upmeads.

“Now, my sons, doth this ordinance please you? For if so be it doth not, then may ye all abide at home, and eat of my meat, and drink of my cup, but little chided either for sloth or misdoing, even as it hath been aforetime.”

The young men looked at one another, and Blaise answered and said: “Sir, as for me I say we will do after your commandment, to take what road luck may show us, or to turn back home again.” They all yeasaid this one after the other; and then King Peter said: “Now before I draw the cuts, I shall tell you that I have appointed the squires to go with each one of you. Richard the Red shall go with Blaise; for though he be somewhat stricken in years, and wise, yet is he a fierce carle and a doughty, and knoweth well all feats of arms.

“Lancelot Longtongue shall be squire to Hugh; for he is good of seeming and can compass all courtesy, and knoweth logic (though it be of the law and not of the schools), yet is he a proper man of his hands; as needs must he be who followeth Hugh; for where is Hugh, there is trouble and debate.

“Clement the Black shall serve Gregory: for he is a careful carle, and speaketh one word to every ten deeds that he doeth; whether they be done with point and edge, or with the hammer in the smithy.

“Lastly, I have none left to follow thee, Ralph, save Nicholas Longshanks; but though he hath more words than I have, yet hath he more wisdom, and is a man lettered and far-travelled, and loveth our house right well.

“How say ye, sons, is this to your liking?”

They all said “yea.” Then quoth the king; “Nicholas, bring hither the straws ready dight, and I will give them my sons to draw.”

So each young man came up in turn and drew; and King Peter laid the straws together and looked at them, and said:

“Thus it is, Hugh goeth north with Lancelot, Gregory westward with Clement.” He stayed a moment and then said: “Blaise fareth eastward and Richard with him. As for thee, Ralph my dear son, thou shalt back with me and abide in my house and I shall see thee day by day; and thou shalt help me to live my last years happily in all honour; and thy love shall be my hope, and thy valiancy my stay.”

Therewith he arose and threw his arm about the young man’s neck; but he shrank away a little from his father, and his face grew troubled; and King Peter noted that, and his countenance fell, and he said:

“Nay nay, my son; grudge not thy brethren the chances of the road, and the ill-hap of the battle. Here at least for thee is the bounteous board and the full cup, and the love of kindred and well-willers, and the fellowship of the folk. O well is thee, my son, and happy shalt thou be!”

But the young man knit his brows and said no word in answer.

Then came forward those three brethren who were to fare at all adventure, and they stood before the old man saying nought. Then he laughed and said: “O ho, my sons! Here in Upmeads have ye all ye need without money, but when ye fare in the outlands ye need money; is it not a lack of yours that your pouches be bare? Abide, for I have seen to it.”

Therewith he drew out of his pouch three little bags, and said; “Take ye each one of these; for therein is all that my treasury may shed as now. In each of these is there coined money, both white and red, and some deal of gold uncoined, and of rings and brooches a few, and by estimation there is in each bag the same value reckoned in lawful silver of Upmeads and the Wolds and the Overhill-Countries. Take up each what there is, and do the best ye may therewith.”

Then each took his bag, and kissed and embraced his father; and they kissed Ralph and each other, and so got to horse and departed with their squires, going softly because of the hot sun. But Nicholas slowly mounted his hackney and led Ralph’s war-horse with him home again to King Peter’s House.






  








CHAPTER 2
 

Ralph Goeth Back Home to the High House
 

Ralph and King Peter walked slowly home together, and as they went King Peter fell to telling of how in his young days he rode in the Wood Debateable, and was belated there all alone, and happed upon men who were outlaws and wolfheads, and feared for his life; but they treated him kindly, and honoured him, and saw him safe on his way in the morning. So that never thereafter would he be art and part with those who hunted outlaws to slay them. “For,” said he, “it is with these men as with others, that they make prey of folk; yet these for the more part prey on the rich, and the lawful prey on the poor. Otherwise it is with these wolfheads as with lords and knights and franklins, that as there be bad amongst them, so also there be good; and the good ones I happed on, and so may another man.”

Hereto paid Ralph little heed at that time, since he had heard the tale and its morality before, and that more than once; and moreover his mind was set upon his own matters and these was he pondering. Albeit perchance the words abode with him. So came they to the House, and Ralph’s mother, who was a noble dame, and well-liking as for her years, which were but little over fifty, stood in the hall-door to see which of her sons should come back to her, and when she saw them coming together, she went up to them, and cast her arms about Ralph and kissed him and caressed him — being exceeding glad that it was he and not one of the others who had returned to dwell with them; for he was her best-beloved, as was little marvel, seeing that he was by far the fairest and the most loving. But Ralph’s face grew troubled again in his mother’s arms, for he loved her exceeding well; and forsooth he loved the whole house and all that dwelt there, down to the turnspit dogs in the chimney ingle, and the swallows that nested in the earthen bottles, which when he was little he had seen his mother put up in the eaves of the out-bowers: but now, love or no love, the spur was in his side, and he must needs hasten as fate would have him. However, when he had disentangled himself from his mother’s caresses, he enforced himself to keep a cheerful countenance, and upheld it the whole evening through, and was by seeming merry at supper, and went to bed singing.






  








CHAPTER 3
 

Ralph Cometh to the Cheaping-Town
 

He slept in an upper chamber in a turret of the House, which chamber was his own, and none might meddle with it. There the next day he awoke in the dawning, and arose and clad himself, and took his wargear and his sword and spear, and bore all away without doors to the side of the Ford in that ingle of the river, and laid it for a while in a little willow copse, so that no chance-comer might see it; then he went back to the stable of the House and took his destrier from the stall (it was a dapple-grey horse called Falcon, and was right good,) and brought him down to the said willow copse, and tied him to a tree till he had armed himself amongst the willows, whence he came forth presently as brisk-looking and likely a man-at-arms as you might see on a summer day. Then he clomb up into the saddle, and went his ways splashing across the ford, before the sun had arisen, while the throstle-cocks were yet amidst their first song.

Then he rode on a little trot south away; and by then the sun was up he was without the bounds of Upmeads; albeit in the land thereabout dwelt none who were not friends to King Peter and his sons: and that was well, for now were folk stirring and were abroad in the fields; as a band of carles going with their scythes to the hay-field; or a maiden with her milking-pails going to her kine, barefoot through the seeding grass; or a company of noisy little lads on their way to the nearest pool of the stream that they might bathe in the warm morning after the warm night. All these and more knew him and his armour and Falcon his horse, and gave him the sele of the day, and he was nowise troubled at meeting them; for besides that they thought it no wonder to meet one of the lords of Upmeads going armed about his errands, their own errands were close at home, and it was little likely that they should go that day so far as to Upmeads Water, seeing that it ran through the meadows a half-score miles to the north-ward.

So Ralph rode on, and came into the high road, that led one way back again into Upmeads, and crossed the Water by a fair bridge late builded between King Peter and a house of Canons on the north side, and the other way into a good cheaping-town hight Wulstead, beyond which Ralph knew little of the world which lay to the south, and seemed to him a wondrous place, full of fair things and marvellous adventures.

So he rode till he came into the town when the fair morning was still young, the first mass over, and maids gathered about the fountain amidst the market-place, and two or three dames sitting under the buttercross. Ralph rode straight up to the house of a man whom he knew, and had often given him guesting there, and he himself was not seldom seen in the High House of Upmeads. This man was a merchant, who went and came betwixt men’s houses, and bought and sold many things needful and pleasant to folk, and King Peter dealt with him much and often. Now he stood in the door of his house, which was new and goodly, sniffing the sweet scents which the morning wind bore into the town; he was clad in a goodly long gown of grey welted with silver, of thin cloth meet for the summer-tide: for little he wrought with his hands, but much with his tongue; he was a man of forty summers, ruddy-faced and black-bearded, and he was called Clement Chapman.

When he saw Ralph he smiled kindly on him, and came and held his stirrup as he lighted down, and said: “Welcome, lord! Art thou come to give me a message, and eat and drink in a poor huckster’s house, and thou armed so gallantly?”

Ralph laughed merrily, for he was hungry, and he said: “Yea, I will eat and drink with thee and kiss my gossip, and go my ways.”

Therewith the carle led him into the house; and if it were goodly without, within it was better. For there was a fair chamber panelled with wainscot well carven, and a cupboard of no sorry vessels of silver and latten: the chairs and stools as fair as might be; no king’s might be better: the windows were glazed, and there were flowers and knots and posies in them; and the bed was hung with goodly web from over sea such as the soldan useth. Also, whereas the chapman’s ware-bowers were hard by the chamber, there was a pleasant mingled smell therefrom floating about. The table was set with meat and drink and vessel of pewter and earth, all fair and good; and thereby stood the chapman’s wife, a very goodly woman of two-score years, who had held Ralph at the font when she was a slim damsel new wedded; for she was come of no mean kindred of the Kingdom of Upmeads: her name was Dame Katherine.

Now she kissed Ralph’s cheek friendly, and said: “Welcome, gossip! thou art here in good time to break thy fast; and we will give thee a trim dinner thereafter, when thou hast been here and there in the town and done thine errand; and then shalt thou drink a cup and sing me a song, and so home again in the cool of the evening.”

Ralph seemed a little troubled at her word, and he said: “Nay, gossip, though I thank thee for all these good things as though I had them, yet must I ride away south straightway after I have breakfasted, and said one word to the goodman. Goodman, how call ye the next town southward, and how far is it thither?”

Quoth Clement: “My son, what hast thou to do with riding south? As thou wottest, going hence south ye must presently ride the hill-country; and that is no safe journey for a lonely man, even if he be a doughty knight like to thee, lord.”

Said Ralph, reddening withal: “I have an errand that way.”

“An errand of King Peter’s or thine own?” said Clement.

“Of King Peter’s, if ye must wot,” said Ralph.

Clement were no chapman had he not seen that the lad was lying; so he said:

“Fair lord, saving your worship, how would it be as to the speeding of King Peter’s errand, if I brought thee before our mayor, and swore the peace against thee; so that I might keep thee in courteous prison till I had sent to thy father of thy whereabouts?”

The young man turned red with anger; but ere he could speak Dame Katherine said sharply: “Hold thy peace, Clement! What hast thou to meddle or make in the matter? If our young lord hath will to ride out and see the world, why should we let him? Yea, why should his father let him, if it come to that? Take my word for it that my gossip shall go through the world and come back to those that love him, as goodly as he went forth. And hold! here is for a token thereof.”

Therewith she went to an ark that stood in the corner, and groped in the till thereof and brought out a little necklace of blue and green stones with gold knobs betwixt, like a pair of beads; albeit neither pope nor priest had blessed them; and tied to the necklace was a little box of gold with something hidden therein. This gaud she gave to Ralph, and said to him: “Gossip, wear this about thy neck, and let no man take it from thee, and I think it will be salvation to thee in peril, and good luck to thee in the time of questing; so that it shall be to thee as if thou hadst drunk of the WELL AT THE WORLD’S END.”

“What is that water?” said Ralph, “and how may I find it?”

“I know not rightly,” she said, “but if a body might come by it, I hear say it saveth from weariness and wounding and sickness; and it winneth love from all, and maybe life everlasting. Hast thou not heard tell of it, my husband?”

“Yea,” said the chapman, “many times; and how that whoso hath drunk thereof hath the tongue that none may withstand, whether in buying or selling, or prevailing over the hearts of men in any wise. But as for its wherabouts, ye shall not find it in these parts. Men say that it is beyond the Dry Tree; and that is afar, God wot! But now, lord Ralph, I rede thee go back again this evening with Andrew, my nephew, for company: forsooth, he will do little less gainful than riding with thee to Upmeads than if he abide in Wulstead; for he is idle. But, my lord, take it not amiss that I spake about the mayor and the tipstaves; for it was but a jest, as thou mayest well wot.”

Ralph’s face cleared at that word, and he stood smiling, weighing the chaplet in his hand; but Dame Katherine said:

“Dear gossip, do it on speedily; for it is a gift from me unto thee: and from a gossip even king’s sons may take a gift.”

Quoth Ralph: “But is it lawful to wear it? is there no wizardry within it?”

“Hearken to him!” she said, “and how like unto a man he speaketh; if there were a brawl in the street, he would strike in and ask no word thereof, not even which were the better side: whereas here is my falcon-chick frighted at a little gold box and a pair of Saracen beads.”

“Well,” quoth Ralph, “the first holy man I meet shall bless them for me.”

“That shall he not,” said the dame, “that shall he not. Who wotteth what shall betide to thee or me if he do so? Come, do them on, and then to table! For seest thou not that the goodman is wearying for meat? and even thine eyes will shine the brighter for a mouthful, king’s son and gossip.”

She took him by the hand and did the beads on his neck and kissed and fondled him before he sat down, while the goodman looked on, grinning rather sheepishly, but said nought to them; and only called on his boy to lead the destrier to stable. So when they were set down, the chapman took up the word where it had been dropped, and said: “So, Lord Ralph, thou must needs take to adventures, being, as thou deemest, full grown. That is all one as the duck taketh to water despite of the hen that hath hatched her. Well, it was not to be thought that Upmeads would hold you lords much longer. Or what is gone with my lords your brethren?”

Said Ralph: “They have departed at all adventure, north, east, and west, each bearing our father’s blessing and a bag of pennies. And to speak the truth, goodman, for I perceive I am no doctor at lying, my father and mother would have me stay at home when my brethren were gone, and that liketh me not; therefore am I come out to seek my luck in the world: for Upmeads is good for a star-gazer, maybe, or a simpler, or a priest, or a worthy good carle of the fields, but not for a king’s son with the blood running hot in his veins. Or what sayest thou, gossip?”

Quoth the dame: “I could weep for thy mother; but for thee nought at all. It is good that thou shouldest do thy will in the season of youth and the days of thy pleasure. Yea, and I deem that thou shalt come back again great and worshipful; and I am called somewhat foreseeing. Only look to it that thou keep the pretty thing that I have just given thee.”

“Well,” said the chapman, “this is fine talk about pleasure and the doing of one’s will; nevertheless a whole skin is good wares, though it be not to be cheapened in any market of the world. Now, lord, go thou where thou wilt, whether I say go or abide; and forsooth I am no man of King Peter’s, that I should stay thee. As for the name of the next town, it is called Higham-on-the-Way, and is a big town plenteous of victuals, with strong walls and a castle, and a very rich abbey of monks: and there is peace within its walls, because the father abbot wages a many men to guard him and his, and to uphold his rights against all comers; wherein he doth wisely, and also well. For much folk flocketh to his town and live well therein; and there is great recourse of chapmen thither. No better market is there betwixt this and Babylon. Well, Sir Ralph, I rede thee if thou comest unhurt to Higham-on-the-Way, go no further for this time, but take service with the lord abbot, and be one of his men of war; thou may’st then become his captain if thou shouldest live; which would be no bad adventure for one who cometh from Upmeads.”

Ralph looked no brighter for this word, and he answered nought to it: but said presently:

“And what is to be looked for beyond Higham if one goeth further? Dost thou know the land any further?”

The carle smiled: “Yea forsooth, and down to the Wood Perilous, and beyond it, and the lands beyond the Wood; and far away through them. I say not that I have been to the Dry Tree; but I have spoken to one who hath heard of him who hath seen it; though he might not come by a draught of the Well at the World’s End.”

Ralph’s eyes flashed, and his cheeks reddened as he listened hereto; but he spake quietly:

“Master Clement, how far dost thou make it to Higham-on-the-Way?”

“A matter of forty miles,” said the Chapman; “because, as thou wottest, if ye ride south from hence, ye shall presently bring your nose up against the big downs, and must needs climb them at once; and when ye are at the top of Bear Hill, and look south away ye shall see nought but downs on downs with never a road to call a road, and never a castle, or church, or homestead: nought but some shepherd’s hut; or at the most the little house of a holy man with a little chapel thereby in some swelly of the chalk, where the water hath trickled into a pool; for otherwise the place is waterless.” Therewith he took a long pull at the tankard by his side, and went on:

“Higham is beyond all that, and out into the fertile plain; and a little river hight Coldlake windeth about the meadows there; and it is a fair land; though look you the wool of the downs is good, good, good! I have foison of this year’s fleeces with me. Ye shall raise none such in Upmeads.”

Ralph sat silent a little, as if pondering, and then he started up and said: “Good master Clement, we have eaten thy meat and thank thee for that and other matters. Wilt thou now be kinder, and bid thy boy bring round Falcon our horse; for we have far to go, and must begone straight-away.”

“Yea, lord,” said Clement, “even so will I do.” And he muttered under his breath; “Thou talkest big, my lad, with thy ‘we’; but thou art pressed lest Nicholas be here presently to fetch thee back; and to say sooth I would his hand were on thy shoulder even now.”

Then he spake aloud again, and said:

“I must now begone to my lads, and I will send one round with thy war-horse. But take my rede, my lord, and become the man of the Abbot of St. Mary’s of Higham, and all will be well.”

Therewith he edged himself out of the chamber, and the dame fell to making a mighty clatter with the vessel and trenchers and cups on the board, while Ralph walked up and down the chamber his war-gear jingling upon him. Presently the dame left her table-clatter and came up to Ralph and looked kindly into his face and said: “Gossip, hast thou perchance any money?”

He flushed up red, and then his face fell; yet he spake gaily: “Yea, gossip, I have both white and red: there are three golden crowns in my pouch, and a little flock of silver pennies: forsooth I say not as many as would reach from here to Upmeads, if they were laid one after the other.”

She smiled and patted his cheek, and said:

“Thou art no very prudent child, king’s son. But it comes into my mind that my master did not mean thee to go away empty-handed; else had he not departed and left us twain together.”

Therewith she went to the credence that stood in a corner, and opened a drawer therein and took out a little bag, and gave it into Ralph’s hand, and said: “This is the gift of the gossip; and thou mayst take it without shame; all the more because if thy father had been a worser man, and a harder lord he would have had more to give thee. But now thou hast as much or more as any one of thy brethren.”

He took the bag smiling and shame-faced, but she looked on him fondly and said:

“Now I know not whether I shall lay old Nicholas on thine heels when he cometh after thee, as come he will full surely; or whether I shall suffer the old sleuth-hound nose out thy slot of himself, as full surely he will set on to it.”

“Thou mightest tell him,” said Ralph, “that I am gone to take service with the Abbot of St. Mary’s of Higham: hah?”

She laughed and said: “Wilt thou do so, lord, and follow the rede of that goodman of mine, who thinketh himself as wise as Solomon?”

Ralph smiled and answered her nothing.

“Well,” she said, “I shall say what likes me when the hour is at hand. Lo, here! thine horse. Abide yet a moment of time, and then go whither thou needs must, like the wind of the summer day.”

Therewith she went out of the chamber and came back again with a scrip which she gave to Ralph and said: “Herein is a flask of drink for the waterless country, and a little meat for the way. Fare thee well, gossip! Little did I look for it when I rose up this morning and nothing irked me save the dulness of our town, and the littleness of men’s doings therein, that I should have to cut off a piece of my life from me this morning, and say, farewell gossip, as now again I do.”

Therewith she kissed him on either cheek and embraced him; and it might be said of her and him that she let him go thereafter; for though as aforesaid he loved her, and praised her kindness, he scarce understood the eagerness of her love for him; whereas moreover she saw him not so often betwixt Upmeads and Wulstead: and belike she herself scarce understood it. Albeit she was a childless woman.

So when he had got to horse, she watched him riding a moment, and saw how he waved his hand to her as he turned the corner of the market-place, and how a knot of lads and lasses stood staring on him after she lost sight of him. Then she turned her back into the chamber and laid her head on the table and wept. Then came in the goodman quietly and stood by her and she heeded him not. He stood grinning curiously on her awhile, and then laid his hand on her shoulder, and said as she raised her face to him:

“Sweetheart, it availeth nought; when thou wert young and exceeding fair, he was but a little babe, and thou wert looking in those days to have babes of thine own; and then it was too soon: and now that he is such a beauteous young man, and a king’s son withal, and thou art wedded to a careful carle of no weak heart, and thou thyself art more than two-score years old, it is too late. Yet thou didst well to give our lord the money. Lo! here is wherewithal to fill up the lack in thy chest; and here is a toy for thee in place of the pair of beads thou gavest him; and I bid thee look on it as if I had given him my share of the money and the beads.”

She turned to Clement, and took the bag of money, and the chaplet which he held out to her, and she said: “God wot thou art no ill man, my husband, but would God I had a son like to him!”

She still wept somewhat; but the chapman said: “Let it rest there, sweetheart! let it rest there! It may be a year or twain before thou seest him again: and then belike he shall be come back with some woman whom he loves better than any other; and who knows but in a way he may deem himself our son. Meanwhile thou hast done well, sweetheart, so be glad.”

Therewith he kissed her and went his ways to his merchandize, and she to the ordering of her house, grieved but not unhappy.






  








CHAPTER 4
 

Ralph Rideth the Downs
 

As for Ralph, he rode on with a merry heart, and presently came to an end of the plain country, and the great downs rose up before him with a white road winding up to the top of them. Just before the slopes began to rise was a little thorp beside a stream, and thereby a fair church and a little house of Canons: so Ralph rode toward the church to see if therein were an altar of St. Nicholas, who was his good lord and patron, that he might ask of him a blessing on his journey. But as he came up to the churchyard-gate he saw a great black horse tied thereto as if abiding some one; and as he lighted down from his saddle he saw a man coming hastily from out the church-door and striding swiftly toward the said gate. He was a big man, and armed; for he had a bright steel sallet on his head, which covered his face all save the end of his chin; and plates he had on his legs and arms. He wore a green coat over his armour, and thereon was wrought in gold an image of a tree leafless: he had a little steel axe about his neck, and a great sword hung by his side. Ralph stood looking on him with his hand on the latch of the gate, but when the man came thereto he tore it open roughly and shoved through at once, driving Ralph back, so that he well-nigh overset him, and so sprang to his horse and swung himself into the saddle, just as Ralph steadied himself and ruffled up to him, half drawing his sword from the scabbard the while. But the man-at-arms cried out, “Put it back, put it back! If thou must needs deal with every man that shoveth thee in his haste, thy life is like to be but short.”

He was settling himself in his saddle as he spoke, and now he shook his rein, and rode off speedily toward the hill-road. But when he was so far off that Ralph might but see his face but as a piece of reddish colour, he reined up for a moment of time, and turning round in his saddle lifted up his sallet and left his face bare, and cried out as if to Ralph, “The first time!” And then let the head-piece fall again, and set spurs to his horse and gallopped away.

Ralph stood looking at him as he got smaller on the long white road, and wondering what this might mean, and how the unknown man should know him, if he did know him. But presently he let his wonder run off him, and went his ways into the church, wherein he found his good lord and friend St. Nicholas, and so said a paternoster before his altar, and besought his help, and made his offering; and then departed and gat to horse again, and rode softly the way to the downs, for the day was hot.

The way was steep and winding, with a hollow cup of the hills below it, and above it a bent so steep that Ralph could see but a few yards of it on his left hand; but when he came to the hill’s brow and could look down on the said bent, he saw strange figures on the face thereof, done by cutting away the turf so that the chalk might show clear. A tree with leaves was done on that hill-side, and on either hand of it a beast like a bear ramping up against the tree; and these signs were very ancient. This hill-side carving could not be seen from the thorp beneath, which was called Netherton, because the bent looked westward down into the hollow of the hill abovesaid; but from nigher to Wulstead they were clear to see, and Ralph had often beheld them, but never so nigh: and that hill was called after them Bear Hill. At the top of it was an earth-work of the ancient folk, which also was called Bear Castle. And now Ralph rode over the hill’s brow into it; for the walls had been beaten down in places long and long ago.

Now he rode up the wall, and at the topmost of it turned and looked aback on the blue country which he had ridden through stretching many a league below, and tried if he could pick out Upmeads from amongst the diverse wealth of the summer land: but Upmeads Water was hidden, and he could see nothing to be sure of to tell him whereabouts the High House stood; yet he deemed that he could make out the Debateable Wood and the hills behind it well enough. Then he turned his horse about, and had the down-country before him; long lines of hills to wit, one rising behind the other like the waves of a somewhat quiet sea: no trees thereon, nor houses that he might see thence: nought but a green road that went waving up and down before him greener than the main face of the slopes.

He looked at it all for a minute or two as the south-west wind went past his ears, and played a strange tune on the innumerable stems of the bents and the hard-stalked blossoms, to which the bees sang counterpoint. Then the heart arose within him, and he drew the sword from the scabbard, and waved it about his head, and shook it toward the south, and cried out, “Now, welcome world, and be thou blessed from one end to the other, from the ocean sea to the uttermost mountains!”

A while he held the white steel in his fist, and then sheathed the blade, and rode down soberly over the turf bridge across the ancient fosse, and so came on to the green road made many ages before by an ancient people, and so trotted south along fair and softly.

Little is to be told of his journey through the downs: as he topped a low hill whereon were seven grave-mounds of the ancient folk in a row, he came on a shepherd lying amidst of his sheep: the man sprang to his feet when he heard horse-hoofs anigh him and saw the glint of steel, and he set his hand to a short spear which lay by him; but when he saw nought but Ralph, and heard how he gave him the sele of the day, he nodded his head in a friendly way, though he said nought in salutation; for the loneliness of the downs made the speech slow within him.

Again some two miles further on Ralph met a flock of sheep coming down a bent which the road climbed, and with them were three men, their drovers, and they drew nigh him as he was amidst of the sheep, so that he could scarce see the way. Each of these three had a weapon; one a pole-axe, another a long spear, and the third a flail jointed and bound with iron, and an anlace hanging at his girdle. So they stood in the way and hailed him when the sheep were gone past; and the man with the spear asked him whither away. “I am turned toward Higham-on-the-Way,” quoth he; “and how many miles shall I ride ere I get there?”

Said one of them: “Little less than twenty, lord.” Now it was past noon two hours, and the day was hot; so whereas the faces of the men looked kind and friendly, albeit somewhat rugged, he lighted down from his horse and sat down by the way-side, and drew his bottle of good wine from out of his wallet, and asked the men if they were in haste. “Nay, master,” said he of the pole-axe, while all eyes turned to the bottle, “HE has gone by too long; and will neither meddle with us, nor may we deal with him.”

“Well then,” quoth Ralph, “there is time for bever. Have ye ought of a cup, that we may drink to each other?”

“Yea,” said the carle with the anlace, “that have I.” Therewith he drew from his pouch a ram’s horn rimmed with silver, and held it up, and said as if he were speaking to it: “Now, Thirly, rejoice! for ye shall have lord’s wine poured into thy maw.”

Therewith he held it out toward Ralph, who laughed and filled it up, and filled for himself a little silver cup which he carried, and said: “To you, shepherds! Much wool and little cry!” And he drank withal.

“And I,” quoth the man with the horn, “call this health; Much cry and little wool!”

“Well, well, how mean ye by that, Greasy Wat?” said the man with the spear, taking the horn as he spake; “that is but a poor wish for a lord that drinketh out of our cup.”

Said Wat: “Why, neighbour, why! thy wit is none too hasty. The wool that a knight sheareth is war and battle; that is wounding and death; but the cry is the talk and boasting and minstrelsy that goeth before all this. Which is the best wish to wish him? the wounds and the death, or the fore-rumour and stir thereof which hurteth no man?”

Ralph laughed thereat, and was merry and blithe with them; but the spearman, who was an old man, said:

“For all Wat sayeth, lord, and his japes, ye must not misdeem of us that we shepherds of the Downs can do nought but run to ales and feasts, and that we are but pot-valiant: maybe thou thyself mayst live to see things go otherwise: and in that day may we have such as thee for captain. Now, fair lord, I drink to thy crown of valour, and thy good luck; and we thank thee for the wine and yet more for the blithe fellowship.”

So Ralph filled up the ram’s horn till Dame Katherine’s good island wine was well-nigh spent; and at last he said:

“Now, my masters, I must to horse; but I pray you tell or we depart, what did ye mean when ye said that HE had gone past? Who is HE?”

The merry faces of the men changed at his word, and they looked in each other’s faces, till at last the old spearman answered him:

“Fair lord, these things we have little will to talk about: for we be poor men with no master to fleece us, and no lord to help us: also we be folk unlearned and unlettered, and from our way of life, whereas we dwell in the wilderness, we seldom come within the doors of a church. But whereas we have drunk with thee, who seemest to be a man of lineage, and thou hast been blithe with us, we will tell thee that we have seen one riding south along the Greenway, clad in a coat as green as the way, with the leafless tree done on his breast. So nigh to him we were that we heard his cry as he sped along, as ye may hear the lapwing whining; for he said: ‘POINT AND EDGE, POINT AND EDGE! THE RED WATER AMIDST OF THE HILLS!’ In my lifetime such a man hath, to my knowledge, been seen thrice before; and after each sight of him followed evil days and the death of men. Moreover this is the Eve of St. John, and we deem the token the worse therefor. Or how deemest thou?”

Ralph stood silent awhile; for he was thinking of the big man whom he had met at the churchyard gate, and all this tale seemed wonderful to him. But at last he said:

“I cannot tell what there is in it; herein am I no help to you. To-day I am but little; though I may one day be great. Yet this may I do for you; tomorrow will I let sing a mass in St. Mary’s Church on your behoof. And hereafter, if I wax as my will is, and I come to be lord in these lands, I will look to it to do what a good lord should do for the shepherds of the Downs, so that they may live well, and die in good hope. So may the Mother of God help me at need!”

Said the old shepherd: “Thou hast sworn an oath, and it is a good oath, and well sworn. Now if thou dost as thou swearest, words can but little thanks, yet deeds may. Wherefore if ever thou comest back hither, and art in such need that a throng of men may help thee therein; then let light a great fire upon each corner of the topmost wall of Bear Castle, and call to mind this watch-word: ‘SMITE ASIDE THE AXE, O BEAR-FATHER,’ and then shalt thou see what shall betide thee for thy good-hap: farewell now, with the saints to aid!”

Ralph bade them live well and hail, and mounted his horse and rode off down the Greenway, and as he rode the shepherds waved their weapons to him in token of good-will.






  








CHAPTER 5
 

Ralph Cometh to Higham-on-the-Way
 

Nought more befell Ralph to tell of till he came to the end of the Downs and saw Higham lying below him overlooked by a white castle on a knoll, and with a river lapping it about and winding on through its fair green meadows even as Clement had told. From amidst its houses rose up three towers of churches above their leaden roofs, and high above all, long and great, the Abbey Church; and now was the low sun glittering on its gilded vanes and the wings of the angels high upon the battlements.

So Ralph rode down the slopes and was brisk about it, for it was drawing toward sunset, and he knew not at what hour they shut their gates. The road was steep and winding, and it was the more part of an hour ere he came to the gate, which was open, and like to be yet, for many folk were thronging in, which throng also had hindered him soon after he came into the plain country. The gate was fair and strong, but Ralph saw no men-at-arms about it that evening. He rode into the street unquestioned, and therein was the throng great of people clad in fair and gay attire; and presently Ralph called to mind that this was St. John’s Eve, so that he knew that there was some feast toward.

At last the throng was so thick that he was stayed by it; and therewithal a religious who was beside him and thrust up against his horse, turned to him and gave him good even, and said: “By thy weapons and gear thou art a stranger here in our burg, Sir Knight?”

“So it is,” said Ralph.

“And whither away?” said the monk; “hast thou some kinsman or friend in the town?”

“Nay,” said Ralph, “I seek a good hostelry where I may abide the night for my money.”

The monk shook his head and said: “See ye the folk? It is holiday time, and midsummer after haysel. Ye shall scarce get lodging outside our house. But what then? Come thou thither straightway and have harbour of the best, and see our prior, who loveth young and brisk men-at-arms like to thee. Lo now! the throng openeth a little; I will walk by thy bridle and lead thee the shortest road thither.”

Ralph gainsaid him not, and they bored through the throng of the street till they came into the market-square, which was very great and clean, paved with stones all over: tall and fair houses rose up on three sides of it, and on the fourth was the Great Church which made those houses seem but low: most of it was new-built; for the lord Abbot that then was, though he had not begun it, had taken the work up from his forerunner and had pushed it forward all he might; for he was very rich, and an open-handed man. Like dark gold it showed under the evening sun, and the painted and gilded imagery shone like jewels upon it.

“Yea,” said the monk, as he noted Ralph’s wonder at this wonder; “a most goodly house it is, and happy shall they be that dwell there.”

Therewith he led Ralph on, turning aside through the great square. Ralph saw that there were many folk therein, though it was too big to be thronged thick with them. Amidst of it was now a great pile of wood hung about with flowers, and hard by it a stage built up with hangings of rich cloth on one side thereof. He asked the monk what this might mean, and he told him the wood was for the Midsummer bale-fire, and the stage for the show that should come thereafter. So the brother led Ralph down a lane to the south of the great west door, and along the side of the minster and so came to the Abbey gate, and there was Ralph well greeted, and had all things given him which were due to a good knight; and then was he brought into the Guest-hall, a very fair chamber, which was now full of men of all degrees. He was shown to a seat on the dais within two of the subprior’s, and beside him sat an honourable lord, a vassal of St. Mary’s. So was supper served well and abundantly: the meat and drink was of the best, and the vessel and all the plenishing was as good as might be; and the walls of that chamber were hung with noble arras-cloth picturing the Pilgrimage of the Soul of Man.

Every man there who spoke with Ralph, and they were many, was exceeding courteous to him; and he heard much talk about him of the wealth of the lands of St. Mary’s at Higham, and how it was flourishing; and of the Abbot how mighty he was, so that he might do what he would, and that his will was to help and to give, and be blithe with all men: and folk told of turmoil and war in other lands, and praised the peace of Higham-on-the-Way.

Ralph listened to all this, and smiled, and said to himself that to another man this might well be the end of his journey for that time; but for him all this peace and well-being was not enough; for though it were a richer land than Upmeads, yet to the peace and the quiet he was well used, and he had come forth not for the winning of fatter peace, but to try what new thing his youth and his might and his high hope and his good hap might accomplish.

So when the supper was over, and the wine and spices had been brought, the Guest-hall began to thin somewhat, and the brother who had brought Ralph thither came to him and said:

“Fair lord, it were nowise ill if ye went forth, as others of our guests have done, to see the deeds of Midsummer Eve that shall be done in the great square in honour of Holy John; for our manner therein at Higham has been much thought of. Look my son!”

He pointed to the windows of the hall therewith, and lo! they grew yellow and bright with some fire without, as if a new fiery day had been born out of the dusk of the summer night; for the light that shone through the windows out-did the candle-light in the hall. Ralph started thereat and laid his right hand to the place of his sword, which indeed he had left with the chamberlain; but the monk laughed and said: “Fear nothing, lord; there is no foeman in Higham: come now, lest thou be belated of the show.”

So he led Ralph forth, and into the square, where there was a space appointed for the brethren and their guests to see the plays; and the square was now so full of folk that it seemed like as if that there were no one man in the streets which were erewhile so thronged.

There were rows of men-at-arms in bright armour also to keep the folk in their places, like as hurdles pen the sheep up; howbeit they were nowise rough with folk, but humble and courteous. Many and many were the torches and cressets burning steadily in the calm air, so that, as aforesaid, night was turned into day. But on the scaffold aforesaid were standing bright and gay figures, whose names or what they were Ralph had no time to ask.

Now the bells began to clash from the great tower of the minster, and in a little while they had clashed themselves into order and rang clear and tuneably for a space; and while they were ringing, lo! those gay-clad people departed from the scaffold, and a canvas painted like a mountain-side, rocky and with caves therein, was drawn up at the back of it. Then came thereon one clad like a king holding a fair maiden by the hand, and with him was a dame richly clad and with a crown on her head. So these two kissed the maiden, and lamented over her, and went their ways, and the maiden left alone sat down upon a rock and covered up her face and wept; and while Ralph wondered what this might mean, or what grieved the maiden, there came creeping, as it were from out of a cranny of the rocks, a worm huge-headed and covered over with scales that glittered in the torch-light. Then Ralph sprang up in his place, for he feared for the maiden that the worm would devour her: but the monk who sat by him pulled him down by the skirt, and laughed and said: “Sit still, lord! for the champion also has been provided.”

Then Ralph sat down again somewhat abashed and looked on; yet was his heart in his mouth the while. And so while the maiden stood as one astonied before the worm, who gaped upon her with wide open mouth, there came forth from a cleft in the rocks a goodly knight who bore silver, a red cross; and he had his sword in his hand, and he fell upon the worm to smite him; and the worm ramped up against him, and there was battle betwixt them, while the maiden knelt anigh with her hands clasped together.

Then Ralph knew that this was a play of the fight of St. George with the worm; so he sat silent till the champion had smitten off the worm’s head and had come to the maiden and kissed and embraced her, and shown her the grisly head. Then presently came many folk on to the scaffold, to wit, the king and queen who were the father and mother of the maiden, and a bishop clad in very fair vestments, and knights withal; and they stood about St. George and the maiden, and with them were minstrels who fell to playing upon harps and fiddles; while other some fell to singing a sweet song in honour of St. George, and the maiden delivered.

So when it was all done, the monk said: “This play is set forth by the men-at-arms of our lord Abbot, who have great devotion toward St. George, and he is their friend and their good lord. But hereafter will be other plays, of wild men and their feasting in the woods in the Golden Age of the world; and that is done by the scribes and the limners. And after that will be a pageant of St. Agnes ordered by the clothiers and the webbers, which be both many and deft in this good town. Albeit thou art a young man and hast ridden far to-day belike, and mayhappen thou wilt not be able to endure it: so it may be well to bring thee out of this throng straightway. Moreover I have bethought me, that there is much of what is presently to come which we shall see better from the minster roof, or even it may be from the tower: wilt thou come then?”

Ralph had liefer have sat there and seen all the plays to the end, for they seemed to him exceeding fair, and like to ravish the soul from the body; howbeit, being shamefaced, he knew not how to gainsay the brother, who took him by the hand, and led him through the press to the west front of the minster, where on the north side was a little door in a nook. So they went up a stair therein a good way till they came into a gallery over the western door; and looking forth thence Ralph deemed that he could have seen a long way had daylight been, for it was higher than the tops of the highest houses.

So there they abode a space looking down on the square and its throng, and the bells, which had been ringing when they came up, now ceased a while. But presently there arose great shouts and clamour amongst the folk below, and they could see men with torches drawing near to the pile of wood, and then all of a sudden shot up from it a great spiring flame, and all the people shouted together, while the bells broke out again over their heads.

Then the brother pointed aloof with his finger and said: “Lo you! fair lord, how bale speaks to bale all along the headlands of the down-country, and below there in the thorps by the river!”

Forsooth Ralph saw fire after fire break out to the westward; and the brother said: “And if we stood over the high altar and looked east, ye would see more of such fires and many more; and all these bales are piled up and lighted by vassals and villeins of my lord Abbot: now to-night they are but mere Midsummer bale-fires; but doubt ye not that if there came war into the land each one of these bales would mean at least a half-score of stout men, archers and men-at-arms, all ready to serve their lord at all adventure. All this the tyrants round about, that hate holy Church and oppress the poor, know full well; therefore we live in peace in these lands.”

Ralph hearkened, but said nought; for amidst all this flashing of fire and flame, and the crying out of folk, and the measured clash of the bells so near him, his thought was confused, and he had no words ready to hand. But the monk turned from the parapet and looked him full in the face and said to him:

“Thou art a fair young man, and strong, and of gentle blood as I deem; and thou seemest to me to have the lucky look in thine eyes: now I tell thee that if thou wert to take service with my lord thou shouldest never rue it. Yea, why shouldest thou not wax in his service, and become his Captain of Captains, which is an office meet for kings?”

Ralph looked on him, but answered nought, for he could not gather his thoughts for an answer; and the brother said: “Think of it, I bid thee, fair young lord; and be sure that nowhere shalt thou have a better livelihood, not even wert thou a king’s son; for the children of my lord Abbot are such that none dareth to do them any displeasure; neither is any overlord as good as is Holy Church.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “doubtless thou sayest sooth; yet I wot not that I am come forth to seek a master.”

Said the brother: “Nay, do but see the lord Abbot, as thou mayst do to-morrow, if thou wilt.”

“I would have his blessing,” said Ralph.

“No less shalt thou have,” said the brother; “but look you down yonder; for I can see tokens that my lord is even now coming forth.”

Ralph looked down and beheld the folk parting to right and left, and a lane made amidst the throng, guarded by men-at-arms mingled with the cross-bearers and brethren; and the sound of trumpets blared forth over the noises of the throng.

“If the lord Abbot cometh,” said Ralph, “I were fain of his blessing to-night before I sleep: so go we down straightway that I may kneel before him with the rest.”

“What!” said the monk, “Wilt thou, my lord, kneel amongst all these burgesses and vavassors when thou mightest see the Abbot in his own chamber face to face alone with him?”

“Father,” said Ralph, “I am no great man, and I must needs depart betimes to-morrow; for I perceive that here are things too mighty and over-mastering for such as I be.”

“Well,” said the monk, “yet mayst thou come back again; so at present I will make no more words about it.”

So they went down, and came out amidst the throng, above which the bale still flared high, making the summer night as light as day. The brother made way for Ralph, so that they stood in the front row of folk: they had not been there one minute ere they heard the sound of the brethren singing, and the Abbot came forth out of the lane that went down to the gate. Then all folk went down upon their knees, and thus abode him. Right so Ralph deemed that he felt some one pull his sleeve, but in such a throng that was nought of a wonder; howbeit, he turned and looked to his left, whence came the tug, and saw kneeling beside him a tall man-at-arms, who bore a sallet on his head in such wise that it covered all his face save the point of his chin. Then Ralph bethought him of the man of the leafless tree, and he looked to see what armoury the man bore on his coat; but he had nothing save a loose frock of white linen over his hauberk. Nevertheless, he heard a voice in his ear, which said, “The second time!” whereon he deemed that it was verily that same man: yet had he nought to do to lay hold on him, and he might not speak with him, for even therewith came the Abbot in garments all of gold, going a-foot under a canopy of baudekyn, with the precious mitre on his head, and the crozier borne before him, as if he had been a patriarch: for he was an exceeding mighty lord.

Ralph looked hard on him as he passed by, blessing the folk with upraised hand; and he saw that he was a tall spare man, clean-shaven, and thin-faced; but no old man, belike scarce of fifty winters. Ralph caught his eye, and he smiled on the goodly young man so kindly, that for a moment Ralph deemed that he would dwell in St. Mary’s House for a little while; for, thought he, if my father, or Nicholas, hear of me therein, they must even let me alone to abide here.

Therewith the Abbot went forth to his place, and sat him down under a goodly cloth of estate, and folk stood up again; but when Ralph looked for the man in the sallet he could see nought of him. Now when the Abbot was set down, men made a clear ring round about the bale, and there came into the said ring twelve young men, each clad in nought save a goat-skin, and with garlands of leaves and flowers about their middles: they had with them a wheel done about with straw and hemp payed with pitch and brimstone. They set fire to the same, and then trundled it blazing round about the bale twelve times. Then came to them twelve damsels clad in such-like guise as the young men: then both bands, the young men and the maidens, drew near to the bale, which was now burning low, and stood about it, and joined hands, and so danced round it a while, and meantime the fiddles played an uncouth tune merrily: then they sundered, and each couple of men and maids leapt backward and forward over the fire; and when they had all leapt, came forward men with buckets of water which they cast over the dancers till it ran down them in streams. Then was all the throng mingled together, and folk trod the embers of the bale under foot, and scattered them hither and thither all over the square.

All this while men were going about with pitchers of wine and ale, and other good drinks; and every man drank freely what he would, and there was the greatest game and joyance.

But now was Ralph exceeding weary, and he said: “Father, mightest thou lead me out of this throng, and show me some lair where I may sleep in peace, I would thank thee blithely.”

As he spake there sounded a great horn over the square, and the Abbot rose in his place and blessed all the people once more. Then said the monk:

“Come then, fair field-lord, now shalt thou have thy will of bed.” And he laughed therewith, and drew Ralph out of the throng and brought him into the Abbey, and into a fair little chamber, on the wall whereof was pictured St. Christopher, and St. Julian the lord and friend of wayfarers. Then he brought Ralph the wine and spices, and gave him good-night, and went his ways.

As Ralph put the raiment from off him he said to himself a long day forsooth, so long that I should have thought no day could have held all that has befallen me. So many strange things have I seen, that surely my dreams shall be full of them; for even now I seem to see them, though I waken.

So he lay down in his bed and slept, and dreamed that he was fishing with an angle in a deep of Upmeads Water; and he caught many fish; but after a while whatsoever he caught was but of gilded paper stuffed with wool, and at last the water itself was gone, and he was casting his angle on to a dry road. Therewith he awoke and saw that day was dawning, and heard the minster clock strike three, and heard the thrushes singing their first song in the Prior’s garden. Then he turned about and slept, and dreamed no more till he woke up in the bright sunny morning.






  








CHAPTER 6
 

Ralph Goeth His Ways From the Abbey of St. Mary at Higham
 

It was the monk who had been his guide the day before who had now waked him, and he stood by the bedside holding a great bowl of milk in his hand, and as Ralph sat up, and rubbed his eyes, with all his youthful sloth upon him, the monk laughed and said:

“That is well, lord, that is well! I love to see a young man so sleepy in the morning; it is a sign of thriving; and I see thou art thriving heartily for the time when thou shalt come back to us to lead my lord’s host in battle.”

“Where be the bale-fires?” said Ralph, not yet fully awake.

“Where be they!” said the brother, “where be they! They be sunken to cold coals long ago, like many a man’s desires and hopes, who hath not yet laid his head on the bosom of the mother, that is Holy Church. Come, my lord, arise, and drink the monk’s wine of morning, and then if ye must need ride, ride betimes, and ride hard; for the Wood Perilous beginneth presently as ye wend your ways; and it were well for thee to reach the Burg of the Four Friths ere thou be benighted. For, son, there be untoward things in the wood; and though some of them be of those for whom Christ’s Cross was shapen, yet have they forgotten hell, and hope not for heaven, and their by-word is, ‘Thou shalt lack ere I lack.’ Furthermore there are worse wights in the wood than they be — God save us! — but against them have I a good hauberk, a neck-guard which I will give thee, son, in token that I look to see thee again at the lovely house of Mary our Mother.”

Ralph had taken the bowl and was drinking, but he looked over the brim, and saw how the monk drew from his frock a pair of beads, as like to Dame Katherine’s gift as one pea to another, save that at the end thereof was a little box shapen crosswise. Ralph emptied the bowl hastily, got out of bed, and sat on the bed naked, save that on his neck was Dame Katherine’s gift. He reached out his hand and took the beads from the monk and reddened therewith, as was his wont when he had to begin a contest in words: but he said:

“I thank thee, father; yet God wot if these beads will lie sweetly alongside the collar which I bear on my neck as now, which is the gift of a dear friend.”

The monk made up a solemn countenance and said: “Thou sayest sooth, my son; it is most like that my chaplet, which hath been blessed time was by the holy Richard, is no meet fellow for the gift of some light love of thine: or even,” quoth he, noting Ralph’s flush deepen, and his brow knit, “or even if it were the gift of a well-willer, yet belike it is a worldly gift; therefore, since thy journey is with peril, thou wert best do it off and let me keep it for thee till thou comest again.”

Now as he spake he looked anxiously, nay, it may be said greedily, at the young man. But Ralph said nought; for in his heart he was determined not to chaffer away his gossip’s gift for any shaveling’s token. Yet he knew not how to set his youthful words against the father’s wisdom; so he stood up, and got his shirt into his hand, and as he did it over his head he fell to singing to himself a song of eventide of the High House of Upmeads, the words whereof were somewhat like to these:

 

Art thou man, art thou maid, through the long grass a-going?

     For short shirt thou bearest, and no beard I see,
 And the last wind ere moonrise about thee is blowing.
 Would’st thou meet with thy maiden or look’st thou for me?
 

Bright shineth the moon now, I see thy gown longer;

     And down by the hazels Joan meeteth her lad:
 But hard is thy palm, lass, and scarcely were stronger

     Wat’s grip than thine hand-kiss that maketh me glad.
 

And now as the candles shine on us and over,

     Full shapely thy feet are, but brown on the floor,
 As the bare-footed mowers amidst of the clover

     When the gowk’s note is broken and mid-June is o’er.
 

O hard are mine hand-palms because on the ridges

     I carried the reap-hook and smote for thy sake;
 And in the hot noon-tide I beat off the midges

     As thou slep’st ‘neath the linden o’er-loathe to awake.
 

And brown are my feet now because the sun burneth

     High up on the down-side amidst of the sheep,
 And there in the hollow wherefrom the wind turneth,

     Thou lay’st in my lap while I sung thee to sleep.
 

O friend of the earth, O come nigher and nigher,

     Thou art sweet with the sun’s kiss as meads of the May,
 O’er the rocks of the waste, o’er the water and fire,

     Will I follow thee, love, till earth waneth away.
 

 

The monk hearkened to him with knitted brow, and as one that liketh not the speech of his fellow, though it be not wise to question it: then he went out of the chamber, but left the pair of beads lying in the window. But Ralph clad himself in haste, and when he was fully clad, went up to the window and took the beads in his hand, and looked into them curiously and turned them over, but left them lying there. Then he went forth also, and came into the forecourt of the house, and found there a squire of the men-at-arms with his weapons and horse, who helped him to do on his war-gear.

So then, just as he was setting his foot in the stirrup, came the Brother again, with his face once more grown smiling and happy; and in his left hand he held the chaplet, but did not offer it to Ralph again, but nodded his head to him kindly, and said: “Now, lord, I can see by thy face that thou art set on beholding the fashion of this world, and most like it will give thee the rue.”

Then came a word into Ralph’s mouth, and he said: “Wilt thou tell me, father, whose work was the world’s fashion?”

The monk reddened, but answered nought, and Ralph spake again:

“Forsooth, did the craftsman of it fumble over his work?”

Then the monk scowled, but presently he enforced himself to speak blithely, and said: “Such matters are over high for my speech or thine, lord; but I tell thee, who knoweth, that there are men in this House who have tried the world and found it wanting.”

Ralph smiled, and said stammering:

“Father, did the world try them, and find them wanting perchance?”

Then he reddened, and said: “Are ye verily all such as this in this House? Who then is it who hath made so fair a lordship, and so goodly a governance for so many people? Know ye not at all of the world’s ways!”

“Fair sir,” said the monk sternly, “they that work for us work for the Lord and all his servants.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “so it is; and will the Lord be content with the service of him whom the devil hath cast out because he hath found him a dastard?”

The monk frowned, yet smiled somewhat withal, and said: “Sir, thou art young, but thy wits are over old for me; but there are they in this House who may answer thee featly; men who have read the books of the wise men of the heathen, and the doctors of Holy Church, and are even now making books for the scribes to copy.” Then his voice softened, and he said: “Dear lord, we should be right fain of thee here, but since thou must needs go, go with my blessing, and double blessing shalt thou have when thou comest back to us.” Then Ralph remembered his promise to the shepherds and took a gold crown from his pouch, and said: “Father, I pray thee say a mass for the shepherd downsmen; and this is for the offering.”

The monk praised the gift and the bidding, and kissed Ralph, who clomb into his saddle; and the brother hospitalier brought him his wallet with good meat and drink therein for the way. Then Ralph shook his rein, and rode out of the abbey-gate, smiling at the lay-brethren and the men-at-arms who hung about there.

But he sighed for pleasure when he found himself in the street again, and looked on the shops of the chapmen and the booths of the petty craftsmen, as shoe-smiths and glovers, and tinsmiths and coppersmiths, and horners and the like; and the folk that he met as he rode toward the southern gate seemed to him merry and in good case, and goodly to look on. And he thought it pleasant to gaze on the damsels in the street, who were fair and well clad: and there were a many of them about his way now, especially as he drew nigh the gate before the streets branched off: for folk were coming in from the countryside with victual and other wares for the town and the Abbey; and surely as he looked on some of the maidens he deemed that Hall-song of Upmeads a good one.






  








CHAPTER 7
 

The Maiden of Bourton Abbas
 

So went he through the gate, and many, both of men and maids gazed at him, for he was fair to look on, but none meddled with him.

There was a goodly fauburg outside the gate, and therein were fair houses, not a few, with gardens and orchards about them; and when these were past he rode through very excellent meadows lying along the water, which he crossed thrice, once by a goodly stone bridge and twice by fords; for the road was straight, and the river wound about much.

After a little while the road led him off the plain meads into a country of little hills and dales, the hill-sides covered with vineyards and orchards, and the dales plenteous of corn-fields; and now amongst these dales Higham was hidden from him.

Through this tillage and vine-land he rode a good while, and thought he had never seen a goodlier land; and as he went he came on husbandmen and women of the country going about their business: yet were they not too busy to gaze on him, and most greeted him; and with some he gave and took a little speech.

These people also he deemed well before the world, for they were well clad and buxom, and made no great haste as they went, but looked about them as though they deemed the world worth looking at, and as if they had no fear either of a blow or a hard word for loitering.

So he rode till it was noon, and he was amidst a little thorp of grey stone houses, trim enough, in a valley wherein there was more of wild-wood trees and less of fruit-bearers than those behind him. In the thorp was a tavern with the sign of the Nicholas, so Ralph deemed it but right to enter a house which was under the guard of his master and friend; therefore he lighted down and went in. Therein he found a lad of fifteen winters, and a maiden spinning, they two alone, who hailed him and asked his pleasure, and he bade them bring him meat and drink, and look to his horse, for that he had a mind to rest a while. So they brought him bread and flesh, and good wine of the hill-side, in a little hall well arrayed as of its kind; and he sat down and the damsel served him at table, but the lad, who had gone to see to his horse, did not come back.

So when he had eaten and drunk, and the damsel was still there, he looked on her and saw that she was sad and drooping of aspect; and whereas she was a fair maiden, Ralph, now that he was full, fell to pitying her, and asked her what was amiss. “For,” said he, “thou art fair and ailest nought; that is clear to see; neither dwellest thou in penury, but by seeming hast enough and to spare. Or art thou a servant in this house, and hath any one misused thee?”

She wept at his words, for indeed he spoke softly to her; then she said: “Young lord, thou art kind, and it is thy kindness that draweth the tears from me; else it were not well to weep before a young man: therefore I pray thee pardon me. As for me, I am no servant, nor has any one misused me: the folk round about are good and neighbourly; and this house and the croft, and a vineyard hard by, all that is mine own and my brother’s; that is the lad who hath gone to tend thine horse. Yea, and we live in peace here for the most part; for this thorp, which is called Bourton Abbas, is a land of the Abbey of Higham; though it be the outermost of its lands and the Abbot is a good lord and a defence against tyrants. All is well with me if one thing were not.”

“What is thy need then?” said Ralph, “if perchance I might amend it.” And as he looked on her he deemed her yet fairer than he had done at first. But she stayed her weeping and sobbing and said: “Sir, I fear me that I have lost a dear friend.” “How then,” said he, “why fearest thou, and knowest not? doth thy friend lie sick between life and death?” “O Sir,” she said, “it is the Wood which is the evil and disease.”

“What wood is that?” said he.

She said: “The Wood Perilous, that lieth betwixt us and the Burg of the Four Friths, and all about the Burg. And, Sir, if ye be minded to ride to the Burg to-day, do it not, for through the wood must thou wend thereto; and ye are young and lovely. Therefore take my rede, and abide till the Chapmen wend thither from Higham, who ride many in company. For, look you, fair lord, ye have asked of my grief, and this it is and nought else; that my very earthly love and speech-friend rode five days ago toward the Burg of the Four Friths all alone through the Wood Perilous, and he has not come back, though we looked to see him in three days’ wearing: but his horse has come back, and the reins and the saddle all bloody.”

And she fell a-weeping with the telling of the tale. But Ralph said (for he knew not what to say): “Keep a good heart, maiden; maybe he is safe and sound; oft are young men fond to wander wide, even as I myself.”

She looked at him hard and said: “If thou hast stolen thyself away from them that love thee, thou hast done amiss. Though thou art a lord, and so fair as I see thee, yet will I tell thee so much.”

Ralph reddened and answered nought; but deemed the maiden both fair and sweet. But she said: “Whether thou hast done well or ill, do no worse; but abide till the Chapmen come from Higham, on their way to the Burg of the Four Friths. Here mayst thou lodge well and safely if thou wilt. Or if our hall be not dainty enough for thee, then go back to Higham: I warrant me the monks will give thee good guesting as long as thou wilt.”

“Thou art kind, maiden,” said Ralph, “but why should I tarry for an host? and what should I fear in the Wood, as evil as it may be? One man journeying with little wealth, and unknown, and he no weakling, but bearing good weapons, hath nought to dread of strong-thieves, who ever rob where it is easiest and gainfullest. And what worse may I meet than strong-thieves?”

“But thou mayest meet worse,” she said; and therewith fell a-weeping again, and said amidst her tears: “O weary on my life! And why should I heed thee when nought heedeth me, neither the Saints of God’s House, nor the Master of it; nor the father and the mother that were once so piteous kind to me? O if I might but drink a draught from the WELL AT THE WORLD’S END!”

He turned about on her hastily at that word; for he had risen to depart; being grieved at her grief and wishful to be away from it, since he might not amend it. But now he said eagerly:

“Where then is that Well? Know ye of it in this land?”

“At least I know the hearsay thereof,” she said; “but as now thou shalt know no more from me thereof; lest thou wander the wider in seeking it. I would not have thy life spilt.”

Ever as he looked on her he thought her still fairer; and now he looked long on her, saying nought, and she on him in likewise, and the blood rose to her cheeks and her brow, but she would not turn her from his gaze. At last he said: “Well then, I must depart, no more learned than I came: but yet am I less hungry and thirsty than I came; and have thou thanks therefor.”

Therewith he took from his pouch a gold piece of Upmeads, which was good, and of the touch of the Easterlings, and held it out to her. And she put out her open hand and he put the money in it; but thought it good to hold her hand a while, and she gainsayed him not.

Then he said: “Well then, I must needs depart with things left as they are: wilt thou bid thy brother bring hither my horse, for time presses.”

“Yea,” she said (and her hand was still in his), “Yet do thine utmost, yet shalt thou not get to the Burg before nightfall. O wilt thou not tarry?”

“Nay,” he said, “my heart will not suffer it; lest I deem myself a dastard.”

Then she reddened again, but as if she were wroth; and she drew her hand away from his and smote her palms together thrice and cried out: “Ho Hugh! bring hither the Knight’s horse and be speedy!”

And she went hither and thither about the hall and into the buttery and back, putting away the victual and vessels from the board and making as if she heeded him not: and Ralph looked on her, and deemed that each way she moved was better than the last, so shapely of fashion she was; and again he bethought him of the Even-song of the High House at Upmeads, and how it befitted her; for she went barefoot after the manner of maidens who work afield, and her feet were tanned with the sun of hay harvest, but as shapely as might be; but she was clad goodly withal, in a green gown wrought with flowers.

So he watched her going to and fro; and at last he said: “Maiden, wilt thou come hither a little, before I depart?”

“Yea,” she said; and came and stood before him: and he deemed that she was scarce so sad as she had been; and she stood with her hands joined and her eyes downcast. Then he said:

“Now I depart. Yet I would say this, that I am sorry of thy sorrow: and now since I shall never see thee more, small would be the harm if I were to kiss thy lips and thy face.”

And therewith he took her hands in his and drew her to him, and put his arms about her and kissed her many times, and she nothing lothe by seeming; and he found her as sweet as May blossom.

Thereafter she smiled on him, yet scarce for gladness, and said: “It is not all so sure that I shall not see thee again; yet shall I do to thee as thou hast done to me.”

Therewith she took his face between her hands, and kissed him well-favouredly; so that the hour seemed good to him.

Then she took him by the hand and led him out-a-doors to his horse, whereby the lad had been standing a good while; and he when he saw his sister come out with the fair knight he scowled on them, and handled a knife which hung at his girdle; but Ralph heeded him nought. As for the damsel, she put her brother aside, and held the stirrup for Ralph; and when he was in the saddle she said to him:

“All luck go with thee! Forsooth I deem thee safer in the Wood than my words said. Verily I deem that if thou wert to meet a company of foemen, thou wouldest compel them to do thy bidding.”

“Farewell to thee maiden,” said Ralph, “and mayst thou find thy beloved whole and well, and that speedily. Fare-well!”

She said no more; so he shook his rein and rode his ways; but looked over his shoulder presently and saw her standing yet barefoot on the dusty highway shading her eyes from the afternoon sun and looking after him, and he waved his hand to her and so went his ways between the houses of the Thorp.






  








CHAPTER 8
 

Ralph Cometh to the Wood Perilous. An Adventure Therein
 

Now when he was clear of the Thorp the road took him out of the dale; and when he was on the hill’s brow he saw that the land was of other fashion from that which lay behind him. For the road went straight through a rough waste, no pasture, save for mountain sheep or goats, with a few bushes scattered about it; and beyond this the land rose into a long ridge; and on the ridge was a wood thick with trees, and no break in them. So on he rode, and soon passed that waste, which was dry and parched, and the afternoon sun was hot on it; so he deemed it good to come under the shadow of the thick trees (which at the first were wholly beech trees), for it was now the hottest of the day. There was still a beaten way between the tree-boles, though not overwide, albeit, a highway, since it pierced the wood. So thereby he went at a soft pace for the saving of his horse, and thought but little of all he had been told of the perils of the way, and not a little of the fair maid whom he had left behind at the Thorp.

After a while the thick beech-wood gave out, and he came into a place where great oaks grew, fair and stately, as though some lord’s wood-reeve had taken care that they should not grow over close together, and betwixt them the greensward was fine, unbroken, and flowery. Thereby as he rode he beheld deer, both buck and hart and roe, and other wild things, but for a long while no man.

The afternoon wore and still he rode the oak wood, and deemed it a goodly forest for the greatest king on earth. At last he came to where another road crossed the way he followed, and about the crossway was the ground clearer of trees, while beyond it the trees grew thicker, and there was some underwood of holly and thorn as the ground fell off as towards a little dale.

There Ralph drew rein, because he doubted in his mind which was his right road toward the Burg of the Four Friths; so he got off his horse and abode a little, if perchance any might come by; he looked about him, and noted on the road that crossed his, and the sward about it, the sign of many horses having gone by, and deemed that they had passed but a little while. So he lay on the ground to rest him and let his horse stray about and bite the grass; for the beast loved him and would come at his call or his whistle.

Ralph was drowsy when he lay down, and though he said to himself that he would nowise go to sleep, yet as oft happens, he had no defence to make against sleepiness, and presently his hands relaxed, his head fell aside, and he slept quietly. When he woke up in a little space of time, he knew at once that something had awaked him and that he had not had his sleep out; for in his ears was the trampling of horse-hoofs and the clashing of weapons and loud speech of men. So he leapt up hastily, and while he was yet scarce awake, took to whistling on his horse; but even therewith those men were upon him, and two came up to him and laid hold of him; and when he asked them what they would, they bade him hold his peace.

Now his eyes cleared, and he saw that those men were in goodly war-gear, and bore coats of plate, and cuir-bouilly, or of bright steel; they held long spears and were girt with good swords; there was a pennon with them, green, whereon was done a golden tower, embattled, amidst of four white ways; and the same token bore many of the men on their coats and sleeves. Unto this same pennon he was brought by the two men who had taken him, and under it, on a white horse, sat a Knight bravely armed at all points with the Tower and Four Ways on his green surcoat; and beside him was an ancient man-at-arms, with nought but an oak wreath on his bare head, and his white beard falling low over his coat: but behind these twain a tall young man, also on a white horse and very gaily clad, upheld the pennon. On one side of these three were five men, unarmed, clad in green coats, with a leafless tree done on them in gold: they were stout carles, bearded and fierce-faced: their hands were bound behind their backs and their feet tied together under their horses’ bellies. The company of those about the Knight, Ralph deemed, would number ten score men.

So when those twain stayed Ralph before the Knight, he turned to the old man and said:

“It is of no avail asking this lither lad if he be of them or no: for no will be his answer. But what sayest thou, Oliver?”

The ancient man drew closer to Ralph and looked at him up and down and all about; for those two turned him about as if he had been a joint of flesh on the roasting-jack; and at last he said:

“His beard is sprouting, else might ye have taken him for a maid of theirs, one of those of whom we wot. But to say sooth I seem to know the fashion of his gear, even as Duke Jacob knew Joseph’s tabard. So ask him whence he is, lord, and if he lie, then I bid bind him and lead him away, that we may have a true tale out of him; otherwise let him go and take his chance; for we will not waste the bread of the Good Town on him.”

The Knight looked hard on Ralph, and spake to him somewhat courteously:

“Whence art thou, fair Sir, and what is thy name? for we have many foes in the wildwood.”

Ralph reddened as he answered: “I am of Upmeads beyond the down country; and I pray thee let me be gone on mine errands. It is meet that thou deal with thine own robbers and reivers, but not with me.”

Then cried out one of the bounden men: “Thou liest, lad, we be no robbers.” But he of the Knight’s company who stood by him smote the man on the mouth and said: “Hold thy peace, runagate! Thou shalt give tongue to-morrow when the hangman hath thee under his hands.”

The Knight took no heed of this; but turned to the ancient warrior and said: “Hath he spoken truth so far?”

“Yea, Sir Aymer,” quoth Oliver; “And now meseems I know him better than he knoweth me.”

Therewith he turned to Ralph and said: “How fareth Long Nicholas, my lord?”

Ralph reddened again: “He is well,” said he.

Then said the Knight: “Is the young man of a worthy house, Oliver?”

But ere the elder could speak, Ralph brake in and said: “Old warrior, I bid thee not to tell out my name, as thou lovest Nicholas.”

Old Oliver laughed and said: “Well, Nicholas and I have been friends in a way, as well as foes; and for the sake of the old days his name shall help thee, young lord.” Then he said to his Knight: “Yea, Sir Aymer, he is of a goodly house and an ancient; but thou hearest how he adjureth me. Ye shall let his name alone.”

The Knight looked silently on Ralph for a while; then he said: “Wilt thou wend with us to the Burg of the Four Friths, fair Sir? Wert thou not faring thither? Or what else dost thou in the Wood Perilous?”

Ralph turned it over in his mind; and though he saw no cause why he should not join himself to their company, yet something in his heart forbade him to rise to the fly too eagerly; so he did but say: “I am seeking adventures, fair lord.”

The Knight smiled: “Then mayst thou fill thy budget with them if thou goest with us,” quoth he. Now Ralph did not know how he might gainsay so many men at arms in the long run, though he were scarce willing to go; so he made no haste to answer; and even therewith came a man running, through the wood up from the dale; a long, lean carle, meet for running, with brogues on his feet, and nought else but a shirt; the company parted before him to right and left to let him come to the Knight, as though he had been looked for; and when he was beside him, the Knight leaned down while the carle spake softly to him and all men drew out of ear-shot. And when the carle had given his message the Knight drew himself straight up in his saddle again and lifted up his hand and cried out:

“Oliver! Oliver! lead on the way thou wottest! Spur! spur, all men!”

Therewith he blew one blast from a horn which hung at his saddle-bow; the runner leapt up behind old Oliver, and the whole company went off at a smart trot somewhat south-east, slantwise of the cross-roads, where the wood was nought cumbered with undergrowth; and presently they were all gone to the last horse-tail, and no man took any more note of Ralph.






  








CHAPTER 9
 

Another Adventure in the Wood Perilous
 

Ralph left alone pondered a little; and thought that he would by no means go hastily to the Burg of the Four Friths. Said he to himself; This want-way is all unlike to the one near our house at home: for belike adventures shall befall here: I will even abide here for an hour or two; but will have my horse by me and keep awake, lest something hap to me unawares.

Therewith he whistled for Falcon his horse, and the beast came to him, and whinnied for love of him, and Ralph smiled and tied him to a sapling anigh, and himself sat down on the grass, and pondered many things; as to what folk were about at Upmeads, and how his brethren were faring; and it was now about five hours after noon, and the sun’s rays fell aslant through the boughs of the noble oaks, and the scent of the grass and bracken trodden by the horse-hoofs of that company went up into the warm summer air. A while he sat musing but awake, though the faint sound of a little stream in the dale below mingled with all the lesser noises of the forest did its best to soothe him to sleep again: and presently had its way with him; for he leaned his head back on the bracken, and in a minute or two was sleeping once more and dreaming some dream made up of masterless memories of past days.

When he awoke again he lay still a little while, wondering where in the world he was, but as the drowsiness left him, he arose and looked about, and saw that the sun was sinking low and gilding the oakboles red. He stood awhile and watched the gambols of three hares, who had drawn nigh him while he slept, and now noted him not; and a little way he saw through the trees a hart and two hinds going slowly from grass to grass, feeding in the cool eventide; but presently he saw them raise their heads and amble off down the slope of the little dale, and therewith he himself turned his face sharply toward the north-west, for he was fine-eared as well as sharp-eyed, and on a little wind which had just arisen came down to him the sound of horse-hoofs once more.

So he went up to Falcon and loosed him, and stood by him bridle in hand, and looked to it that his sword was handy to him: and he hearkened, and the sound drew nigher and nigher to him. Then lightly he got into the saddle and gathered the reins into his left hand, and sat peering up the trodden wood-glades, lest he should have to ride for his life suddenly. Therewith he heard voices talking roughly and a man whistling, and athwart the glade of the wood from the northwest, or thereabout, came new folk; and he saw at once that there went two men a-horseback and armed; so he drew his sword and abode them close to the want-ways. Presently they saw the shine of his war-gear, and then they came but a little nigher ere they drew rein, and sat on their horses looking toward him. Then Ralph saw that they were armed and clad as those of the company which had gone before. One of the armed men rode a horse-length after his fellow, and bore a long spear over his shoulder. But the other who rode first was girt with a sword, and had a little axe hanging about his neck, and with his right hand he seemed to be leading something, Ralph could not see what at first, as his left side was turned toward Ralph and the want-way.

Now, as Ralph looked, he saw that at the spearman’s saddle-bow was hung a man’s head, red-haired and red-bearded; for this man now drew a little nigher, and cried out to Ralph in a loud and merry voice: “Hail, knight! whither away now, that thou ridest the green-wood sword in hand?”

Ralph was just about to answer somewhat, when the first man moved a little nigher, and as he did so he turned so that Ralph could see what betid on his right hand; and lo! he was leading a woman by a rope tied about her neck (though her hands were loose), as though he were bringing a cow to market. When the man stayed his horse she came forward and stood within the slack of the rope by the horse’s head, and Ralph could see her well, that though she was not to say naked, her raiment was but scanty, for she had nought to cover her save one short and strait little coat of linen, and shoes on her feet. Yet Ralph deemed her to be of some degree, whereas he caught the gleam of gold and gems on her hands, and there was a golden chaplet on her head. She stood now by the horse’s head with her hands folded, looking on, as if what was tiding and to betide, were but a play done for her pleasure.

So when Ralph looked on her, he was silent a while; and the spearman cried out again: “Ho, young man, wilt thou speak, or art thou dumb-foundered for fear of us?”

But Ralph knit his brows, and was first red and then pale; for he was both wroth, and doubtful how to go to work; but he said:

“I ride to seek adventures; and here meseemeth is one come to hand. Or what will ye with the woman?”

Said the man who had the woman in tow: “Trouble not thine head therewith; we lead her to her due doom. As for thee, be glad that thou art not her fellow; since forsooth thou seemest not to be one of them; so go thy ways in peace.”

“No foot further will I go,” said Ralph, “till ye loose the woman and let her go; or else tell me what her worst deed is.”

The man laughed, and said: “That were a long tale to tell; and it is little like that thou shalt live to hear the ending thereof.”

Therewith he wagged his head at the spearman, who suddenly let his spear fall into the rest, and spurred, and drave on at Ralph all he might. There and then had the tale ended, but Ralph, who was wary, though he were young, and had Falcon well in hand, turned his wrist and made the horse swerve, so that the man-at-arms missed his attaint, but could not draw rein speedily enough to stay his horse; and as he passed by all bowed over his horse’s neck, Ralph gat his sword two-handed and rose in his stirrups and smote his mightiest; and the sword caught the foeman on the neck betwixt sallet and jack, and nought held before it, neither leather nor ring-mail, so that the man’s head was nigh smitten off, and he fell clattering from his saddle: yet his stirrups held him, so that his horse went dragging him on earth as he gallopped over rough and smooth betwixt the trees of the forest. Then Ralph turned about to deal with his fellow, and even through the wrath and fury of the slaying saw him clear and bright against the trees as he sat handling his axe doubtfully, but the woman was fallen back again somewhat.

But even as Ralph raised his sword and pricked forward, the woman sprang as light as a leopard on to the saddle behind the foeman, and wound her arms about him and dragged him back just as he was raising his axe to smite her, and as Ralph rode forward she cried out to him, “Smite him, smite! O lovely creature of God!”

Therewith was Ralph beside them, and though he were loth to slay a man held in the arms of a woman, yet he feared lest the man should slay her with some knife-stroke unless he made haste; so he thrust his sword through him, and the man died at once, and fell headlong off his horse, dragging down the woman with him.

Then Ralph lighted down from his horse, and the woman rose up to him, her white smock all bloody with the slain man. Nevertheless was she as calm and stately before him, as if she were sitting on the dais of a fair hall; so she said to him:

“Young warrior, thou hast done well and knightly, and I shall look to it that thou have thy reward. And now I rede thee go not to the Burg of the Four Friths; for this tale of thee shall get about and they shall take thee, if it were out of the very Frith-stool, and there for thee should be the scourge and the gibbet; for they of that Burg be robbers and murderers merciless. Yet well it were that thou ride hence presently; for those be behind my tormentors whom thou hast slain, who will be as an host to thee, and thou mayst not deal with them. If thou follow my rede, thou wilt take the way that goeth hence east away, and then shalt thou come to Hampton under Scaur, where the folk are peaceable and friendly.”

He looked at her hard as she spake, and noted that she spake but slowly, and turned red and white and red again as she looked at him. But whatever she did, and in spite of her poor attire, he deemed he had never seen woman so fair. Her hair was dark red, but her eyes grey, and light at whiles and yet at whiles deep; her lips betwixt thin and full, but yet when she spoke or smiled clad with all enticements; her chin round and so wrought as none was ever better wrought; her body strong and well-knit; tall she was, with fair and large arms, and limbs most goodly of fashion, of which but little was hidden, since her coat was but thin and scanty. But whatever may be said of her, no man would have deemed her aught save most lovely. Now her face grew calm and stately again as it was at the first, and she laid a hand on Ralph’s shoulder, and smiled in his face and said:

“Surely thou art fair, though thy strokes be not light.” Then she took his hand and caressed it, and said again: “Dost thou deem that thou hast done great things, fair child? Maybe. Yet some will say that thou hast but slain two butchers: and if thou wilt say that thou hast delivered me; yet it may be that I should have delivered myself ere long. Nevertheless hold up thine heart, for I think that greater things await thee.”

Then she turned about, and saw the dead man, how his feet yet hung in the stirrups as his fellow’s had done, save that the horse of this one stood nigh still, only reaching his head down to crop a mouthful of grass; so she said: “Take him away, that I may mount on his horse.”

So he drew the dead man’s feet out of the stirrups, and dragged him away to where the bracken grew deep, and laid him down there, so to say hidden. Then he turned back to the lady, who was pacing up and down near the horse as the beast fed quietly on the cool grass. When Ralph came back she took the reins in her hand and put one foot in the stirrup as if she would mount at once; but suddenly lighted down again, and turning to Ralph, cast her arms about him, and kissed his face many times, blushing red as a rose meantime. Then lightly she gat her up into the saddle, and bestrode the beast, and smote his flanks with her heels, and went her ways riding speedily toward the south-east, so that she was soon out of sight.

But Ralph stood still looking the way she had gone and wondering at the adventure; and he pondered her words and held debate with himself whether he should take the road she bade him. And he said within himself: “Hitherto have I been safe and have got no scratch of a weapon upon me, and this is a place by seeming for all adventures; and little way moreover shall I make in the night if I must needs go to Hampton under Scaur, where dwell those peaceable people; and it is now growing dusk already. So I will abide the morning hereby; but I will be wary and let the wood cover me if I may.”

Therewith he went and drew the body of the slain man down into a little hollow where the bracken was high and the brambles grew strong, so that it might not be lightly seen. Then he called to him Falcon, his horse, and looked about for cover anigh the want-way, and found a little thin coppice of hazel and sweet chestnut, just where two great oaks had been felled a half score years ago; and looking through the leaves thence, he could see the four ways clearly enough, though it would not be easy for anyone to see him thence.

Thither he betook him, and he did the rein off Falcon, but tethered him by a halter in the thickest of the copse, and sat down himself nigher to the outside thereof; he did off his helm and drew what meat he had from out his wallet and ate and drank in the beginning of the summer night; and then sat pondering awhile on what had befallen on this second day of his wandering. The moon shone out presently, little clouded, but he saw her not, for though he strove to wake awhile, slumber soon overcame him, and nothing waked him till the night was passing, nor did he see aught of that company of which the lady had spoken, and which in sooth came not.






  








CHAPTER 10
 

A Meeting and a Parting in the Wood Perilous
 

When the first glimmer of dawn was in the sky he awoke in the fresh morning, and sat up and hearkened, for even as he woke he had heard something, since wariness had made him wakeful. Now he hears the sound of horse-hoofs on the hard road, and riseth to his feet and goeth to the very edge of the copse; looking thence he saw a rider who was just come to the very crossing of the roads. The new comer was much muffled in a wide cloak, but he seemed to be a man low of stature. He peered all round about him as if to see if the way were clear, and then alighted down from horseback and let the hood fall off his head, and seemed pondering which way were the best to take. By this time it was grown somewhat lighter and Ralph, looking hard, deemed that the rider was a woman; so he stepped forward lightly, and as he came on to the open sward about the way, the new comer saw him and put a foot into the stirrup to mount, but yet looked at him over the shoulder, and then presently left the saddle and came forward a few steps as if to meet Ralph, having cast the cloak to the ground.

Then Ralph saw that it was none other than the damsel of the hostelry of Bourton Abbas, and he came up to her and reached out his hand to her, and she took it in both hers and held it and said, smiling: “It is nought save mountains that shall never meet. Here have I followed on thy footsteps; yet knew I not where thou wouldst be in the forest. And now I am glad to have fallen in with thee; for I am going a long way.”

Ralph looked on her and himseemed some pain or shame touched his heart, and he said: “I am a knight adventurous; I have nought to do save to seek adventures. Why should I not go with thee?”

She looked at him earnestly awhile and said: “Nay, it may not be; thou art a lord’s son, and I a yeoman’s daughter.” She stopped, and he said nothing in answer.

“Furthermore,” said she, “it is a long way, and I know not how long.” Again he made no answer, and she said: “I am going to seek the WELL AT THE WORLD’S END, and to find it and live, or to find it not, and die.”

He spake after a while: “Why should I not come with thee?”

It was growing light now, and he could see that she reddened and then turned pale and set her lips close.

Then she said: “Because thou willest it not: because thou hadst liefer make that journey with some one else.”

He reddened in his turn, and said: “I know of no one else who shall go with me.”

“Well,” she said, “it is all one, I will not have thee go with me.” “Yea, and why not?” said he. She said: “Wilt thou swear to me that nought hath happed to thee to change thee betwixt this and Bourton? If thou wilt, then come with me; if thou wilt not, then refrain thee. And this I say because I see and feel that there is some change in thee since yesterday, so that thou wouldst scarce be dealing truly in being my fellow in this quest: for they that take it up must be single-hearted, and think of nought save the quest and the fellow that is with them.”

She looked on him sadly, and his many thoughts tongue-tied him a while; but at last he said: “Must thou verily go on this quest?” “Ah,” she said, “now since I have seen thee and spoken with thee again, all need there is that I should follow it at once.”

Then they both kept silence, and when she spoke again her voice was as if she were gay against her will. She said: “Here am I come to these want-ways, and there are three roads besides the one I came by, and I wot that this that goeth south will bring me to the Burg of the Four Friths; and so much I know of the folk of the said Burg that they would mock at me if I asked them of the way to the Well at the World’s End. And as for the western way I deem that that will lead me back again to the peopled parts whereof I know; therefore I am minded to take the eastern way. What sayest thou, fair lord?”

Said Ralph: “I have heard of late that it leadeth presently to Hampton under the Scaur, where dwelleth a people of goodwill.”

“Who told thee this tale?” said she. Ralph answered, reddening again, “I was told by one who seemed to know both of that folk, and of the Burg of the Four Friths, and she said that the folk of Hampton were a good folk, and that they of the Burg were evil.”

The damsel smiled sadly when she heard him say ‘She,’ and when he had done she said: “And I have heard, and not from yesterday, that at Hampton dwelleth the Fellowship of the Dry Tree, and that those of the fellowship are robbers and reivers. Nevertheless they will perchance be little worse than the others; and the tale tells that the way to the Well at the World’s End is by the Dry Tree; so thither will I at all adventure. And now will I say farewell to thee, for it is most like that I shall not see thee again.”

“O, maiden!” said Ralph, “why wilt thou not go back to Bourton Abbas? There I might soon meet thee again, and yet, indeed, I also am like to go to Hampton. Shall I not see thee there?”

She shook her head and said: “Nay, since I must go so far, I shall not tarry; and, sooth to say, if I saw thee coming in at one gate I should go out by the other, for why should I dally with a grief that may not be amended. For indeed I wot that thou shalt soon forget to wish to see me, either at Bourton Abbas or elsewhere; so I will say no more than once again farewell.”

Then she came close to him and put her hands on his shoulders and kissed his mouth; and then she turned away swiftly, caught up her cloak, and gat lightly into the saddle, and so shook her reins and rode away east toward Hampton, and left Ralph standing there downcast and pondering many things. It was still so early in the summer morning, and he knew so little what to do, that presently he turned and walked back to his lair amongst the hazels, and there he lay down, and his thoughts by then were all gone back again to the lovely lady whom he had delivered, and he wondered if he should ever see her again, and, sooth to say, he sorely desired to see her. Amidst such thoughts he fell asleep again, for the night yet owed him something of rest, so young as he was and so hard as he had toiled, both body and mind, during the past day.






  








CHAPTER 11
 

Now Must Ralph Ride For It
 

When he awoke again the sun was shining through the hazel leaves, though it was yet early; he arose and looked to his horse, and led him out of the hazel copse and stood and looked about him; and lo! a man coming slowly through the wood on Ralph’s right hand, and making as it seemed for the want-way; he saw Ralph presently, and stopped, and bent a bow which he held in his hand, and then came towards him warily, with the arrow nocked. But Ralph went to meet him with his sword in his sheath, and leading Falcon by the rein, and the man stopped and took the shaft from the string: he had no armour, but there was a little axe and a wood-knife in his girdle; he was clad in homespun, and looked like a carle of the country-side. Now he greeted Ralph, and Ralph gave him the sele of the day, and saw that the new-comer was both tall and strong, dark of skin and black-haired, but of a cheerful countenance. He spake frank and free to Ralph, and said: “Whither away, lord, out of the woodland hall, and the dwelling of deer and strong-thieves? I would that the deer would choose them a captain, and gather head and destroy the thieves — and some few others with them.”

Said Ralph: “I may scarce tell thee till I know myself. Awhile ago I was minded for the Burg of the Four Friths; but now I am for Hampton under Scaur.”

“Yea?” said the carle, “when the Devil drives, to hell must we.”

“What meanest thou, good fellow?” said Ralph, “Is Hampton then so evil an abode?” And indeed it was in his mind that the adventure of the lady led captive bore some evil with it.

Said the carle: “If thou wert not a stranger in these parts I need not to answer thy question; but I will answer it presently, yet not till we have eaten, for I hunger, and have in this wallet both bread and cheese, and thou art welcome to a share thereof, if thou hungerest also, as is most like, whereas thou art young and fresh coloured.”

“So it is,” said Ralph, laughing, “and I also may help to spread this table in the wilderness, since there are yet some crumbs in my wallet. Let us sit down and fall to at once.”

“By your leave, Sir Gentleman,” said the carle, “we will go a few yards further on, where there is a woodland brook, whereof we may drink when my bottle faileth.”

“Nay, I may better that,” said Ralph, “for I have wherewithal.” “Nevertheless,” said the carle, “we will go thither, for here is it too open for so small a company as ours, since this want-way hath an ill name, and I shall lead thee whereas we shall be somewhat out of the way of murder-carles. So come on, if thou trusteth in me.”

Ralph yeasaid him, and they went together a furlong from the want-way into a little hollow place wherethrough ran a clear stream betwixt thick-leaved alders. The carle led Ralph to the very lip of the water so that the bushes covered them; there they sat down and drew what they had from their wallets, and so fell to meat; and amidst of the meat the carle said:

“Fair Knight, as I suppose thou art one, I will ask thee if any need draweth thee to Hampton?”

Said Ralph: “The need of giving the go-by to the Burg of the Four Friths, since I hear tell that the folk thereof be robbers and murderers.”

“Thou shalt find that out better, lord, by going thither; but I shall tell thee, that though men may slay and steal there time and time about, yet in regard to Hampton under Scaur, it is Heaven, wherein men sin not. And I am one who should know, for I have been long dwelling in Hell, that is Hampton; and now am I escaped thence, and am minded for the Burg, if perchance I may be deemed there a man good enough to ride in their host, whereby I might avenge me somewhat on them that have undone me: some of whom meseemeth must have put in thy mouth that word against the Burg. Is it not so?”

“Maybe,” said Ralph, “for thou seemest to be a true man.” No more he spake though he had half a mind to tell the carle all the tale of that adventure; but something held him back when he thought of that lady and her fairness. Yet again his heart misgave him of what might betide that other maiden at Hampton, and he was unquiet, deeming that he must needs follow her thither. The carle looked on him curiously and somewhat anxiously, but Ralph’s eyes were set on something that was not there; or else maybe had he looked closely on the carle he might have deemed that longing to avenge him whereof he spoke did not change his face much; for in truth there was little wrath in it.

Now the carle said: “Thou hast a tale which thou deemest unmeet for my ears, as it well may be. Well, thou must speak, or refrain from speaking, what thou wilt; but thou art so fair a young knight, and so blithe with a poor man, and withal I deem that thou mayest help me to some gain and good, that I will tell thee a true tale: and first that the Burg is a good town under a good lord, who is no tyrant nor oppressor of peaceful men; and that thou mayest dwell there in peace as to the folk thereof, who be good folk, albeit they be no dastards to let themselves be cowed by murder-carles. And next I will tell thee that the folk of the town of Hampton be verily as harmless and innocent as sheep; but that they be under evil lords who are not their true lords, who lay heavy burdens on them and torment them even to the destroying of their lives: and lastly I will tell thee that I was one of those poor people, though not so much a sheep as the more part of them, therefore have these tyrants robbed me of my croft, and set another man in my house; and me they would have slain had I not fled to the wood that it might cover me. And happy it was for me that I had neither wife, nor chick, nor child, else had they done as they did with my brother, whose wife was too fair for him, since he dwelt at Hampton; so that they took her away from him to make sport for them of the Dry Tree, who dwell in the Castle of the Scaur, who shall be thy masters if thou goest thither.

“This is my tale, and thine, I say, I ask not; but I deem that thou shalt do ill if thou go not to the Burg either with me or by thyself alone; either as a guest, or as a good knight to take service in their host.”

Now so it was that Ralph was wary; and this time he looked closely at the carle, and found that he spake coldly for a man with so much wrath in his heart; therefore he was in doubt about the thing; moreover he called to mind the words of the lady whom he had delivered, and her loveliness, and the kisses she had given him, and he was loth to find her a liar; and he was loth also to think that the maiden of Bourton had betaken her to so evil a dwelling. So he said:

“Friend, I know not that I must needs be a partaker in the strife betwixt Hampton and the Burg, or go either to one or the other of these strongholds. Is there no other way out of this wood save by Hampton or the Burg? or no other place anigh, where I may rest in peace awhile, and then go on mine own errands?”

Said the Carle: “There is a thorp that lieth somewhat west of the Burg, which is called Apthorp; but it is an open place, not fenced, and is debateable ground, whiles held by them of the Burg, whiles by the Dry Tree; and if thou tarry there, and they of the Dry Tree take thee, soon is thine errand sped; and if they of the Burg take thee, then shalt thou be led into the Burg in worse case than thou wouldest be if thou go thereto uncompelled. What sayest thou, therefore? Who shall hurt thee in the Burg, a town which is under good and strong law, if thou be a true man, as thou seemest to be? And if thou art seeking adventures, as may well be, thou shalt soon find them there ready to hand. I rede thee come with me to the Burg; for, to say sooth, I shall find it somewhat easier to enter therein if I be in the company of thee, a knight and a lord.”

So Ralph considered and thought that there lay indeed but little peril to him in the Burg, whereas both those men with whom he had striven were hushed for ever, and there was none else to tell the tale of the battle, save the lady, whose peril from them of the Burg was much greater than his; and also he thought that if anything untoward befel, he had some one to fall back on in old Oliver: yet on the other hand he had a hankering after Hampton under Scaur, where, to say sooth, he doubted not to see the lady again.

So betwixt one thing and the other, speech hung on his lips awhile, when suddenly the carle said: “Hist! thou hast left thy horse without the bushes, and he is whinnying” (which indeed he was), “there is now no time to lose. To horse straightway, for certainly there are folk at hand, and they may be foemen, and are most like to be.”

Therewith they both arose and hastened to where Falcon stood just outside the alder bushes, and Ralph leapt a-horseback without more ado, and the carle waited no bidding to leap up behind him, and pointing to a glade of the wood which led toward the highway, cried out, “Spur that way, thither! they of the Dry Tree are abroad this morning. Spur! ’tis for life or death!”

Ralph shook the rein and Falcon leapt away without waiting for the spur, while the carle looked over his shoulder and said, “Yonder they come! they are three; and ever they ride well horsed. Nay, nay! They are four,” quoth he, as a shout sounded behind them. “Spur, young lord! spur! And thine horse is a mettlesome beast. Yea, it will do, it will do.”

Therewith came to Ralph’s ears the sound of their horse-hoofs beating the turf, and he spurred indeed, and Falcon flew forth.

“Ah,” cried the carle! “but take heed, for they see that thy horse is good, and one of them, the last, hath a bent Turk bow in his hand, and is laying an arrow on it; as ever their wont is to shoot a-horseback: a turn of thy rein, as if thine horse were shying at a weasel on the road!”

Ralph stooped his head and made Falcon swerve, and heard therewith the twang of the bowstring and straightway the shaft flew past his ears. Falcon galloped on, and the carle cried out: “There is the highway toward the Burg! Do thy best, do thy best! Lo you again!”

For the second shaft flew from the Turkish bow, and the noise of the chase was loud behind them. Once again twanged the bow-string, but this time the arrow fell short, and the woodland man, turning himself about as well as he might, shook his clenched fist at the chase, crying out in a voice broken by the gallop: “Ha, thieves! I am Roger of the Rope-walk, I go to twist a rope for the necks of you!”

Then he spake to Ralph: “They are turning back: they are beaten, and withal they love not the open road: yet slacken not yet, young knight, unless thou lovest thine horse more than thy life; for they will follow on through the thicket on the way-side to see whether thou wert born a fool and hast learned nothing later.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “and now I deem thou wilt tell me that to the Burg I needs must.”

“Yea, forsooth,” said the carle, “nor shall we be long, riding thus, ere we come to the Burg Gate.”

“Yea, or even slower,” said Ralph, drawing rein somewhat, “for now I deem the chase done: and after all is said, I have no will to slay Falcon, who is one of my friends, as thou perchance mayest come to be another.”

Thereafter he went a hand-gallop till the wood began to thin, and there were fields of tillage about the highway; and presently Roger said: “Thou mayst breathe thy nag now, and ride single, for we are amidst friends; not even a score of the Dry Tree dare ride so nigh the Burg save by night and cloud.”

So Ralph stayed his horse, and he and Roger lighted down, and Ralph looked about him and saw a stone tower builded on a little knoll amidst a wheatfield, and below it some simple houses thatched with straw; there were folk moreover working, or coming and going about the fields, who took little heed of the two when they saw them standing quiet by the horse’s head; but each and all of these folk, so far as could be seen, had some weapon.

Then said Ralph: “Good fellow, is this the Burg of the Four Friths?” The carle laughed, and said: “Simple is the question, Sir Knight: yonder is a watch-tower of the Burg, whereunder husbandmen can live, because there be men-at-arms therein. And all round the outskirts of the Frank of the Burg are there such-like towers to the number of twenty-seven. For that, say folk, was the tale of the winters of the Fair Lady who erewhile began the building of the Burg, when she was first wedded to the Forest Lord, who before that building had dwelt, he and his fathers, in thatched halls of timber here and there about the clearings of the wild-wood. But now, knight, if thou wilt, thou mayest go on softly toward the Gate of the Burg, and if thou wilt I will walk beside thy rein, which fellowship, as aforesaid, shall be a gain to me.”

Said Ralph: “I pray thee come with me, good fellow, and show me how easiest to enter this stronghold.” So, when Falcon was well breathed, they went on, passing through goodly acres and wide meadows, with here and there a homestead on them, and here and there a carle’s cot. Then came they to a thorp of the smallest on a rising ground, from the further end of which they could see the walls and towers of the Burg. Thereafter right up to the walls were no more houses or cornfields, nought but reaches of green meadows plenteously stored with sheep and kine, and with a little stream winding about them.






  








CHAPTER 12
 

Ralph Entereth Into the Burg of the Four Friths
 

When they came up to the wall they saw that it was well builded of good ashlar, and so high that they might not see the roofs of the town because of it; but there were tall towers on it, a many of them, strong and white. The road led up straight to the master-gate of the Burg, and there was a bailey before it strongly walled, and manned with weaponed men, and a captain going about amongst them. But they entered it along with men bringing wares into the town, and none heeded them much, till they came to the very gate, on the further side of a moat that was both deep and clean; but as now the bridge was down and the portcullis up, so that the market-people might pass in easily, for it was yet early in the day. But before the door on either side stood men-at-arms well weaponed, and on the right side was their captain, a tall man with bare grizzled head, but otherwise all-armed, who stopped every one whom he knew not, and asked their business.

As Ralph came riding up with Roger beside him, one of the guard laid his spear across and bade them stand, and the captain spake in a dry cold voice: “Whence comest thou, man-at-arms?” “From the Abbey of St. Mary at Higham,” said Ralph. “Yea,” said the captain, smiling grimly, “even so I might have deemed: thou wilt be one of the Lord Abbot’s lily lads.” “No I am not,” quoth Ralph angrily. “Well, well,” said the captain, “what is thy name?”

“Ralph Motherson,” quoth Ralph, knitting his brow. Said the captain “And whither wilt thou?” Said Ralph, “On mine own errands.” “Thou answerest not over freely,” quoth the captain. Said Ralph, “Then is it even; for thou askest freely enough.” “Well, well,” said the captain, grinning in no unfriendly wise, “thou seemest a stout lad enough; and as to my asking, it is my craft as captain of the North Gate: but now tell me friendly, goest thou to any kinsman or friend in the Burg?”

Then Ralph’s brow cleared and he said, “Nay, fair sir.” “Well then,” said the captain, “art thou but riding straight through to another gate, and so away again?” “Nay,” said Ralph, “if I may, I would abide here the night over, or may-happen longer.” “Therein thou shalt do well, young man,” said the captain; “then I suppose thou wilt to some hostelry? tell me which one.”

Said Ralph, “Nay, I wot not to which one, knowing not the town.” But Roger close by him spake and said: “My lord shall go to the Flower de Luce, which is in the big square.”

“Truly,” said the captain, “he goes to a good harbour; and moreover, fair sir, to-morrow thou shalt see a goodly sight from thine inn; thou mayst do no better, lord. But thou, carle, who art thou, who knowest the inside of our Burg so well, though I know thee not, for as well as I know our craftsmen and vavassors?”

Then Roger’s words hung on his lips awhile, and the knight bent his brow on him, till at last he said, “Sir Captain, I was minded to lie, and say that I am this young knight’s serving-man.” The captain broke in on him grimly, “Thou wert best not lie.”

“Yea, sir,” quoth Roger, “I deemed, as it was on my tongue’s end, that thou wouldst find me out, so I have nought to do but tell thee the very sooth: this it is: I am a man made masterless by the thieves of the Dry Tree. From my land at Hampton under Scaur have I been driven, my chattels have been lifted, and my friends slain; and therefore by your leave would I ride in the host of the Burg, that I may pay back the harm which I had, according to the saw, ‘better bale by breeding bale.’ So, lord, I ask thee wilt thou lend me the sword and give me the loaf, that I may help both thee, and the Burg, and me?”

The captain looked at him closely and sharply, while the carle faced him with open simple eyes, and at last he said: “Well, carle, thou wert about to name thyself this young knight’s serving-man; be thou even so whiles he abideth in the Burg; and when he leaveth the Burg then come back to me here any day before noon, and may be I shall then put a sword in thy fist and horse between thy thighs. But,” (and he wagged his head threateningly at Roger) “see that thou art at the Flower de Luce when thou art called for.”

Roger held his peace and seemed somewhat abashed at this word, and the captain turned to Ralph and said courteously: “Young knight, if thou art seeking adventures, thou shalt find them in our host; and if thou be but half as wise as thou seemest bold, thou wilt not fail to gain honour and wealth both, in the service of the Burg; for we be overmuch beset with foemen that we should not welcome any wight and wary warrior, though he be an alien of blood and land. If thou thinkest well of this, then send me thy man here and give me word of thy mind, and I shall lead thee to the chiefs of the Port, and make the way easy for thee.”

Ralph thanked him and rode through the gate into the street, and Roger still went beside his stirrup.

Presently Ralph turned to Roger and spake to him somewhat sourly, and said: “Thou hadst one lie in thy mouth and didst swallow it; but how shall I know that another did not come out thence? Withal thou must needs be my fellow here, will I, nill I; for thou it was that didst put that word into the captain’s mouth that thou shouldst serve me while I abide in the Burg. So I will say here and now, that my mind misgives me concerning thee, whether thou be not of those very thieves and tyrants whom thou didst mis-say but a little while ago.”

“Yea,” said Roger, “thou art wise indeed to set me down as one of the Dry Tree; doubtless that is why I delivered thee from their ambush even now. And as for my service, thou mayst need it; for indeed I deem thee not so safe as thou deemest thyself in this Burg.”

“What!” said Ralph, “Dost thou blow hot and cold? why even now, when we were in the wood, thou wert telling me that I had nought at all to fear in the Burg of the Four Friths, and that all was done there by reason and with justice. What is this new thing then which thou hast found out, or what is that I have to fear?”

Roger changed countenance thereat and seemed somewhat confused, as one who has been caught unawares; but he gat his own face presently, and said: “Nay, Sir Knight, I will tell thee the truth right out. In the wood yonder thy danger was great that thou mightest run into the hands of them of the Dry Tree; therefore true it is that I spake somewhat beyond my warrant concerning the life of the folk of the Burg, as how could I help it? But surely whatever thy peril may be here, it is nought to that which awaited thee at Hampton.”

“Nay, but what is the peril?” said Ralph. Quoth Roger, “If thou wilt become their man and enter into their host, there is none; for they will ask few questions of so good a man-at-arms, when they know that thou art theirs; but if thou naysay that, it may well be that they will be for turning the key on thee till thou tellest them what and whence thou art.” Ralph answered nought, thinking in his mind that this was like enough; so he rode on soberly, till Roger said:

“Anyhow, thou mayst turn the cold shoulder on me if thou wilt. Yet were I thee, I would not, for so it is, both that I can help thee, as I deem, in time to come, and that I have helped thee somewhat in time past.”

Now Ralph was young and could not abide the blame of thanklessness; so he said, “Nay, nay, fellow, go we on together to the Flower de Luce.”

Roger nodded his head and grumbled somewhat, and they made no stay except that now and again Ralph drew rein to look at goodly things in the street, for there were many open booths therein, so that the whole street looked like a market. The houses were goodly of building, but not very tall, the ways wide and well-paved. Many folk were in the street, going up and down on their errands, and both men and women of them seemed to Ralph stout and strong, but not very fair of favour. Withal they seemed intent on their business, and payed little heed to Ralph and his fellow, though he was by his attire plainly a stranger.

Now Ralph sees a house more gaily adorned than most, and a sign hung out from it whereon was done an image of St. Loy, and underneath the same a booth on which was set out weapons and war-gear exceeding goodly; and two knaves of the armourer were standing by to serve folk, and crying their wares with “what d’ye lack?” from time to time. So he stayed and fell to looking wistfully at the gleam and glitter of those fair things, till one of the aforesaid knaves came to his side and said:

“Fair Sir, surely thou lackest somewhat; what have we here for thy needs?” So Ralph thought and called to mind that strong little steel axe of the man whom he had slain yesterday, and asked for the sight of such a weapon, if he might perchance cheapen it. And the lad brought a very goodly steel axe, gold-inlaid about the shaft, and gave him the price thereof, which Ralph deemed he might compass; so he brought round his scrip to his hand, that he might take out the money. But while his hand was yet in the bag, out comes the master-armourer, a tall and very stark carle, and said in courteous wise: “Sir Knight, thou art a stranger to me and I know thee not; so I must needs ask for a sight of thy license to buy weapons, under the seal of the Burg.”

“Hear a wonder,” said Ralph, “that a free man for his money shall not buy wares set out to be bought, unless he have the Burg-Reeve’s hand and seal for it! Nay, take thy florins, master, and give me the axe and let the jest end there.” “I jest not, young rider,” quoth the armourer. “When we know thee for a liegeman of the Burg, thou shalt buy what thou wilt without question; but otherwise I have told thee the law, and how may I, the master of the craft, break the law? Be not wrath, fair sir, I will set aside thine axe for thee, till thou bring me the license, or bid me come see it, and thou shalt get the said license at the Town Hall straight-way, when they may certify thee no foeman of the Burg.”

Ralph saw that it availed nothing to bicker with the smith, and so went his way somewhat crestfallen, and that the more as he saw Roger grinning a little.

Now they come into the market-place, on one side whereof was the master church of the town, which was strongly built and with a tall tower to it, but was not very big, and but little adorned. Over against it they saw the sign of the Flower de Luce, a goodly house and great. Thitherward they turned; but in the face of the hostelry amidmost the place was a thing which Roger pointed at with a grin that spoke as well as words; and this was a high gallows-tree furnished with four forks or arms, each carved and wrought in the fashion of the very bough of a tree, from which dangled four nooses, and above them all was a board whereon was written in big letters THE DRY TREE. And at the foot of this gallows were divers folk laughing and talking.

So Ralph understood at once that those four men whom he had seen led away bound yesterday should be hanged thereon; so he stayed a franklin who was passing by, and said to him, “Sir, I am a stranger in the town, and I would know if justice shall be done on the four woodmen to-day.” “Nay,” said the man, “but to-morrow; they are even now before the judges.”

Then said Roger in a surly voice, “Why art thou not there to look on?” “Because,” quoth the man, “there is little to see there, and not much more to hearken. The thieves shall be speedily judged, and not questioned with torments, so that they may be the lustier to feel what the hangman shall work on them to-morrow; then forsooth the show shall be goodly. But far better had it been if we had had in our hands the great witch of these dastards, as we looked to have her; but now folk say that she has not been brought within gates, and it is to be feared that she hath slipped through our fingers once more.”

Roger laughed, and said: “Simple are ye folk of the Burg and know nought of her shifts. I tell thee it is not unlike that she is in the Burg even now, and hath in hand to take out of your prison the four whom ye have caught.”

The franklin laughed scornfully in his turn and said: “If we be simple, thou art a fool merely: are we not stronger and more than the Dry Tree? How should she not be taken? How should she not be known if she were walking about these streets? Have we no eyes, fool-carle?” And he laughed again, for he was wroth.

Ralph hearkened, and a kind of fear seemed griping his heart, so he asked the franklin: “Tell me, sir, are ye two speaking of a woman who is Queen of these strong-thieves?” “Yea,” said he, “or it might better be said that she is their goddess, their mawmet, their devil, the very heart and soul of their wickedness. But one day shall we have her body and soul, and then shall her body have but an evil day of it till she dieth in this world.”

“Yea, forsooth, if she can die at all,” quoth Roger.

The franklin looked sourly on him and said: “Good man, thou knowest much of her, meseemeth — Whence art thou?” Said Roger speedily: “From Hampton under Scaur; and her rebel I am, and her dastard, and her runaway. Therefore I know her forsooth.”

“Well,” the Franklin said, “thou seemest a true man, and yet I would counsel thee to put a rein on thy tongue when thou art minded to talk of the Devil of the Dry Tree, or thou mayst come to harm in the Burg.”

He walked away towards the gallows therewith; and Roger said, almost as if he were talking to himself; “A heavy-footed fool goeth yonder; but after this talk we were better hidden by the walls of the Flower-de-Luce.” So therewith they went on toward the hostel.

But the market place was wide, and they were yet some minutes getting to the door, and ere they came there Ralph said, knitting his brows anxiously: “Is this woman fair or foul to look on?” “That is nought so easy to tell of,” said Roger, “whiles she is foul, whiles very fair, whiles young and whiles old; whiles cruel and whiles kind. But note this, when she is the kindest then are her carles the cruellest; and she is the kinder to them because they are cruel.”

Ralph pondered what he said, and wondered if this were verily the woman whom he had delivered, or some other. As if answering to his unspoken thought, Roger went on: “They speak but of one woman amongst them of the Dry Tree, but in sooth they have many others who are like unto her in one way or other; and this again is a reason why they may not lay hands on the very Queen of them all.”

Therewithal they came unto the hostel, and found it fair enough within, the hall great and goodly for such a house, and with but three chapmen-carles therein. Straightway they called for meat, for it was now past noon, and the folk of the house served them when the grooms had taken charge of Falcon. And Roger served Ralph as if he were verily his man. Then Ralph went to his chamber aloft and rested a while, but came down into the hall a little before nones, and found Roger there walking up and down the hall floor, and no man else, so he said to him: “Though thou art not of the Burg, thou knowest it; wilt thou not come abroad then, and show it me? for I have a mind to learn the ways of the folk here.”

Said Roger, and smiled a little: “If thou commandest me as my lord, I will come; yet I were better pleased to abide behind; for I am weary with night-waking and sorrow; and have a burden of thought, one which I must bear to the end of the road; and if I put it down I shall have to go back and take it up again.”

Ralph thought that he excused himself with more words than were needed; but he took little heed of it, but nodded to him friendly, and went out of the house afoot, but left his weapons and armour behind him by the rede of Roger.






  








CHAPTER 13
 

The Streets of the Burg of the Four Friths
 

He went about the streets and found them all much like to the one which they had entered by the north gate; he saw no poor or wretched houses, and none very big as of great lords; they were well and stoutly builded, but as aforesaid not much adorned either with carven work or painting: there were folk enough in the streets, and now Ralph, as was like to be, looked specially at the women, and thought many of them little better-favoured than the men, being both dark and low; neither were they gaily clad, though their raiment, like the houses, was stout and well wrought. But here and there he came on a woman taller and whiter than the others, as though she were of another blood; all such of these as he saw were clad otherwise than the darker women: their heads uncoifed, uncovered save for some garland or silken band: their gowns yellow like wheat-straw, but gaily embroidered; sleeveless withal and short, scarce reaching to the ancles, and whiles so thin that they were rather clad with the embroidery than the cloth; shoes they had not, but sandals bound on their naked feet with white thongs, and each bore an iron ring about her right arm.

The more part of the men wore weapons at their sides and had staves in hand, and were clad in short jerkins brown or blue of colour, and looked ready for battle if any moment should call them thereto; but among them were men of different favour and stature from these, taller for the most part, unarmed, and clad in long gowns of fair colours with cloths of thin and gay-coloured web twisted about their heads. These he took for merchants, as they were oftenest standing in and about the booths and shops, whereof there were some in all the streets, though the market for victuals and such like he found over for that day, and but scantily peopled.

Out of one of these markets, which was the fish and fowl market, he came into a long street that led him down to a gate right over against that whereby he had entered the Burg; and as he came thereto he saw that there was a wide way clear of all houses inside of the wall, so that men-at-arms might go freely from one part to the other; and he had also noted that a wide way led from each port out of the great place, and each ended not but in a gate. But as to any castle in the town, he saw none; and when he asked a burgher thereof, the carle laughed in his face, and said to him that the whole Burg, houses and all, was a castle, and that it would turn out to be none of the easiest to win. And forsooth Ralph himself was much of that mind.

Now he was just within the south gate when he held this talk, and there were many folk thereby already, and more flocking thereto; so he stood there to see what should betide; and anon he heard great blowing of horns and trumpets all along the wall, and, as he deemed, other horns answered from without; and so it was; for soon the withoutward horns grew louder, and the folk fell back on either side of the way, and next the gates were thrown wide open (which before had been shut save for a wicket) and thereafter came the first of a company of men-at-arms, foot-men, with bills some, and some with bows, and all-armed knights and sergeants a-horseback.

So streamed in these weaponed men till Ralph saw that it was a great host that was entering the Burg; and his heart rose within him, so warrior-like they were of men and array, though no big men of their bodies; and many of them bore signs of battle about them, both in the battering of their armour and the rending of their raiment, and the clouts tied about the wounds on their bodies.

After a while among the warriors came herds of neat and flocks of sheep and strings of horses, of the spoil which the host had lifted; and then wains filled, some with weapons and war gear, and some with bales of goods and household stuff. Last came captives, some going afoot and some for weariness borne in wains; for all these war-taken thralls were women and women-children; of males there was not so much as a little lad. Of the women many seemed fair to Ralph despite their grief and travel; and as he looked on them he deemed that they must be of the kindred and nation of the fair white women he had seen in the streets; though they were not clad like those, but diversely.

So Ralph gazed on this pageant till all had passed, and he was weary with the heat and the dust and the confused clamour of shouting and laughter and talking; and whereas most of the folk followed after the host and their spoil, the streets of the town there about were soon left empty and peaceful. So he turned into a street narrower than most, that went east from the South Gate and was much shaded from the afternoon sun, and went slowly down it, meaning to come about the inside of the wall till he should hit the East Gate, and so into the Great Place when the folk should have gone their ways home.

He saw no folk in the street save here and there an old woman sitting at the door of her house, and maybe a young child with her. As he came to where the street turned somewhat, even such a carline was sitting on a clean white door-step on the sunny side, somewhat shaded by a tall rose-laurel tree in a great tub, and she sang as she sat spinning, and Ralph stayed to listen in his idle mood, and he heard how she sang in a dry, harsh voice:

Clashed sword on shield In the harvest field;
 And no man blames The red red flames,
 War’s candle-wick On roof and rick.
 Now dead lies the yeoman unwept and unknown
 On the field he hath furrowed, the ridge he hath sown:
 And all in the middle of wethers and neat
 The maidens are driven with blood on their feet;
 For yet ‘twixt the Burg-gate and battle half-won
 The dust-driven highway creeps uphill and on,
 And the smoke of the beacons goes coiling aloft,
 While the gathering horn bloweth loud, louder and oft.
 

Throw wide the gates
 For nought night waits;
 Though the chase is dead
 The moon’s o’erhead
 And we need the clear
 Our spoil to share.
 Shake the lots in the helm then for brethren are we,
 And the goods of my missing are gainful to thee.
 Lo! thine are the wethers, and his are the kine;
 And the colts of the marshland unbroken are thine,
 With the dapple-grey stallion that trampled his groom;
 And Giles hath the gold-blossomed rose of the loom.
 Lo! leaps out the last lot and nought have I won,
 But the maiden unmerry, by battle undone.
 

 

Even as her song ended came one of those fair yellow-gowned damsels round the corner of the street, bearing in her hand a light basket full of flowers: and she lifted up her head and beheld Ralph there; then she went slowly and dropped her eyelids, and it was pleasant to Ralph to behold her; for she was as fair as need be. Her corn-coloured gown was dainty and thin, and but for its silver embroidery had hidden her limbs but little; the rosiness of her ancles showed amidst her white sandal-thongs, and there were silver rings and gold on her arms along with the iron ring.

Now she lifted up her eyes and looked shyly at Ralph, and he smiled at her well-pleased, and deemed it would be good to hear her voice; so he went up to her and greeted her, and she seemed to take his greeting well, though she glanced swiftly at the carline in the doorway.

Said Ralph: “Fair maiden, I am a stranger in this town, and have seen things I do not wholly understand; now wilt thou tell me before I ask the next question, who will be those war-taken thralls whom even now I saw brought into the Burg by the host? of what nation be they, and of what kindred?”

Straightway was the damsel all changed; she left her dainty tricks, and drew herself up straight and stiff. She looked at him in the eyes, flushing red, and with knit brows, a moment, and then passed by him with swift and firm feet as one both angry and ashamed.

But the carline who had beheld the two with a grin on her wrinkled face changed aspect also, and cried out fiercely after the damsel, and said: “What! dost thou flee from the fair young man, and he so kind and soft with thee, thou jade? Yea, I suppose thou dost fetch and carry for some mistress who is young and a fool, and who has not yet learned how to deal with the daughters of thine accursed folk. Ah! if I had but money to buy some one of you, and a good one, she should do something else for me than showing her fairness to young men; and I would pay her for her long legs and her white skin, till she should curse her fate that she had not been born little and dark-skinned and free, and with heels un-bloodied with the blood of her back.”

Thus she went on, though the damsel was long out of ear-shot of her curses; and Ralph tarried not to get away from her spiteful babble, which he now partly understood; and that all those yellow-clad damsels were thralls to the folk of the Burg; and belike were of the kindred of those captives late-taken whom he had seen amidst the host at its entering into the Burg.

So he wandered away thence thinking on what he should do till the sun was set, and he had come into the open space underneath the walls, and had gone along it till he came to the East Gate: there he looked around him a little and found people flowing back from the Great Place, whereto they had gathered to see the host mustered and the spoil blessed; then he went on still under the wall, and noted not that here and there a man turned about to look upon him curiously, for he was deep in thought, concerning the things which he had seen and heard of, and pondered much what might have befallen his brethren since they sundered at the Want-way nigh to the High House of Upmeads. Withal the chief thing that he desired was to get him away from the Burg, for he felt himself unfree therein; and he said to himself that if he were forced to dwell among this folk, that he had better never have stolen himself away from his father and mother; and whiles even he thought that he would do his best on the morrow to get him back home to Upmeads again. But then when he thought of how his life would go in his old home, there seemed to him a lack, and when he questioned himself as to what that lack was, straightway he seemed to see that Lady of the Wildwood standing before the men-at-arms in her scanty raiment the minute before his life was at adventure because of them. And in sooth he smiled to himself then with a beating heart, as he told himself that above all things he desired to see that Lady, whatever she might be, and that he would follow his adventure to the end until he met her.

Amidst these thoughts he came unto the North Gate, whereby he had first entered the Burg, and by then it was as dark as the summer night would be; so he woke up from his dream, as it were, and took his way briskly back to the Flower de Luce.






  








CHAPTER 14
 

What Ralph Heard of the Matters of the Burg of the Four Friths
 

There was no candle in the hall when he entered, but it was not so dark therein but he might see Roger sitting on a stool near the chimney, and opposite to him on the settle sat two men; one very tall and big, the other small; Roger was looking away from these, and whistling; and it came into Ralph’s mind that he would have him think that he had nought to do with them, whether that were so or not. But he turned round as Ralph came up the hall and rose and came up to him, and fell to talking with him and asking him how he liked the Burg; and ever he spake fast and loud, so that again it came on Ralph that he was playing a part.

Ralph heeded him little, but ever looked through the hall-dusk on those twain, who presently arose and went toward the hall door, but when they were but half-way across the floor a chamberlain came in suddenly, bearing candles in his hands, and the light fell on those guests and flashed back from a salade on the head of the big man, and Ralph saw that he was clad in a long white gaberdine, and he deemed that he was the very man whom he had seen last in the Great Place at Higham, nigh the church, and before that upon the road. As for the smaller man Ralph had no knowledge of him, for he could see but little of his face, whereas he was wrapped up in a cloak, for as warm as the evening was, and wore a slouch hat withal; but his eyes seemed great and wondrous bright.

But when they were gone Ralph asked Roger if he knew aught of them, or if they had told him aught. “Nay,” said Roger, “they came in here as I sat alone, and had their meat, and spake nought to me, and little to each other. I deem them not to be of the Burg. Nay, sooth to say, I doubt if they be true men.”

As he spake came in a sort of the townsmen somewhat merry and noisy, and called for meat and drink and more lights; so that the board was brought and the hall was speedily astir. These men, while supper was being dight, fell to talking to Ralph and Roger, and asking them questions of whence and whither, but nowise uncourteously: to whom Roger answered with the tale which he had told Ralph, and Ralph told what he would, and that was but little.

But when the board was dight they bade them sit down with them and eat. Ralph sat down at once, and Roger would have served him, but Ralph bade him do it not, and constrained him to sit by his side, and they two sat a little apart from the townsmen.

So when they had eaten their fill, and wine was brought, and men were drinking kindly, Ralph began to ask Roger concerning those women whom he had seen in the street, and the captives whom he had seen brought in by the host, and if they were of one kindred, and generally how it was with them: and he spake somewhat softly as if he would not break into the talk of the townsmen: but Roger answered him in a loud voice so that all could hear:

“Yea, lord, I will tell thee the tale of them, which setteth forth well both the wise policy and the great mercy of the folk of the Burg and their rulers.”

Said Ralph: “Are these women also of the Dry Tree? For I perceive them to be born of the foes of the Burg.”

Now the townsmen had let their talk drop a while to listen to the talk of the aliens; and Roger answered still in a loud voice: “Nay, nay, it is not so. These queens are indeed war-taken thralls, but not from them of the Dry Tree, or they would have been slain at once, like as the carles of those accursed ones. But these are of the folk of the Wheat-wearers, even as those whom thou sawest brought to-day amidst the other spoil. And to this folk the Burg showeth mercy, and whenso the host goeth against them and over-cometh (and that is well-nigh whenever they meet) these worthy lords slay no woman of them, but the men only, whether they be old or young or youngest. As for their women they are brought hither and sold at the market-cross to the highest bidder. And this honour they have, that such of them as be fair, and that is the more part of the younger ones, fetch no ill penny. Yet for my part I were loth to cheapen such wares: for they make but evil servants, being proud, and not abiding stripes lightly, or toiling the harder for them; and they be somewhat too handy with the knife if they deem themselves put upon. Speak I sooth, my masters?” quoth he, turning toward them of the town.

Said a burgher somewhat stricken in years, “Nought but sooth; peaceable men like to me eschew such servants; all the more because of this, that if one of these queens misbehave with the knife, or strayeth from her master’s bed, the laws of the Burg meddle not therein. For the wise men say that such folk are no more within the law than kine be, and may not for their deeds be brought before leet or assize any more than kine. So that if the master punish her not for her misdoings, unpunished she needs must go; yea even if her deed be mere murder.”

“That is sooth,” said a somewhat younger man; “yet whiles it fareth ill with them at the hands of our women. To wit, my father’s brother has even now come from the war to find his thrall all spoilt by his wife: and what remedy may he have against his wife? his money is gone, even as if she had houghed his horse or his best cow.”

“Yea,” said a third, “we were better without such cattle. A thrust with a sword and all the tale told, were the better way of dealing with them.”

Said another; “Yet are the queens good websters, and, lacking them, figured cloth of silk would be far-fetched and dear-bought here.”

A young man gaily clad, who had been eyeing the speakers disdainfully, spake next and said: “Fair sirs, ye are speaking like hypocrites, and as if your lawful wives were here to hearken to you; whereas ye know well how goodly these thralls be, and that many of them can be kind enough withal; and ye would think yourselves but ill bestead if ye might not cheapen such jewels for your money. Which of you will go to the Cross next Saturday and there buy him a fairer wife than he can wed out of our lineages? and a wife withal of whose humours he need take no more account of than the dullness of his hound or the skittish temper of his mare, so long as the thong smarts, and the twigs sting.”

One or two grinned as he spake, but some bent their brows at him, yet scarce in earnest, and the talk thereover dropped, nor did Ralph ask any more questions; for he was somewhat down-hearted, calling to mind the frank and free maidens of Upmead, and their friendly words and hearty kisses. And him seemed the world was worse than he had looked to find it.

Howsoever, the oldest and soberest of the guests, seeing that he was a stranger and of noble aspect, came unto him and sat by him, and fell to telling him tales of the wars of the men of the Burg with the Wheat-wearers; and how in time past, when the town was but little fenced, the Wheat-wearers had stormed their gates and taken the city, and had made a great slaughter; but yet had spared many of the fighting-men, although they had abided there as the masters of them, and held them enthralled for three generations of men: after which time the sons’ sons of the old Burg-dwellers having grown very many again, and divers of them being trusted in sundry matters by the conquerors, who oppressed them but little, rose up against them as occasion served, in the winter season and the Yule feast, and slew their masters, save for a few who were hidden away.

“And thereafter,” quoth he, “did we make the Burg strong and hard to win, as ye see it to-day; and we took for our captain the Forest Lord, who ere-while had dwelt in the clearings of the wildwood, and he wedded the Fair Lady who was the son’s daughter of him who had been our lord ere the Wheat-wearers overcame us; and we grew safe and free and mighty again. And the son of the Forest Lord, he whom we call the War-smith, he it was who beheld the Burg too much given to pleasure, and delighting in the softness of life; and he took order to harden our hearts, and to cause all freemen to learn the craft of war and battle, and let the women and thralls and aliens see to other craftsmanship and to chaffer; and even so is it done as he would; and ye shall find us hardy of heart enough, though belike not so joyous as might be. Yet at least we shall not be easy to overcome.”

“So indeed it seemeth,” said Ralph. “Yet will I ask of you first one question, and then another.”

“Ask on,” said the burgher.

Said Ralph: “How is it that ye, being so strong, should still suffer them of the Dry Tree, taking a man here and a man there, when ye might destroy them utterly?”

The Burgher reddened and cleared his throat and said: “Sir, it must be made clear to you that these evil beasts are no peril to the Burg of the Four Friths; all the harm they may do us, is as when a cur dog biteth a man in the calf of the leg; whereby the man shall be grieved indeed, but the dog slain. Such grief as that they have done us at whiles: but the grief is paid for thus, that the hunting and slaying of them keeps our men in good trim, and pleasures them; shortly to say it, they are the chief deer wherewith our wood is stocked.”

He stopped awhile and then went on again and said: “To say sooth they be not very handy for crushing as a man crushes a wasp, because sorcery goes with them, and the wiles of one who is their Queen, the evilest woman who ever spat upon the blessed Host of the Altar: yet is she strong, a devouring sea of souls, God help us!” And he blessed himself therewith.

Said Ralph: “Yet a word on these Wheat-wearers; it seemeth that ye never fail to overcome them in battle?”

“But seldom at least,” quoth the Burgher.

Said Ralph: “Then it were no great matter for you to gather a host overwhelming, and to take their towns and castles, and forbid them weapons, and make them your thralls to till the land for you which now they call theirs; so that ye might have of their gettings all save what were needful for them to live as thralls.”

“I deem it were an easy thing,” said the burgher.

Quoth Ralph: “Then why do ye not so?”

“It were but a poor game to play,” said the burgher. “Such of their wealth as we have a mind to, we can have now at the cost of a battle or two, begun one hour and ended the next: were we their masters sitting down amidst of their hatred, and amidst of their plotting, yea, and in the very place where that were the hottest and thickest, the battle would be to begin at every sun’s uprising, nor would it be ended at any sunset. Hah! what sayest thou?”

Said Ralph: “This seemeth to me but the bare truth; yet it is little after the manner of such masterful men as ye be. But why then do ye slay all their carles that are taken; whereas ye bear away the women and make thralls of them at home, that is to say, foes in every house?”

“It may be,” said the Burgher, “that this is not amongst the wisest of our dealings. Yet may we do no otherwise; for thus we swore to do by all the greatest oaths that we might swear, in the days when we first cast off their yoke, and yet were not over strong at the first; and now it hath so grown into a part of our manners, yea, and of our very hearts and minds, that the slaying of a Wheat-wearer is to us a lighter matter than the smiting of a rabbit or a fowmart. But now, look you, fair sir, my company ariseth from table; so I bid thee a good night. And I give thee a good rede along with the good wish, to wit, that thou ask not too many questions in this city concerning its foemen: for here is the stranger looked upon with doubt, if he neither will take the wages of the Burg for battle, nor hath aught to sell.”

Ralph reddened at his word, and the other looked at him steadily as he spoke, so that Ralph deemed that he mistrusted him: he deemed moreover that three or four of the others looked hard at him as they went towards the door, while Roger stood somewhat smiling, and humming a snatch of an old song.

But when the other guests had left the hostelry, Roger left his singing, and turned to Ralph and said: “Master, meseems that they mistrust us, and now maybe is that peril that I spake of nigher than I deemed when we came into the Burg this morning. And now I would that we were well out of the Burg and in the merry greenwood again, and it repents me that I brought thee hither.”

“Nay, good fellow,” quoth Ralph, “heed it not: besides, it was me, not thee, that they seemed to doubt of. I will depart hence to-morrow morning no worser than I came, and leave thee to seek thy fortune here; and good luck go with thee.”

Roger looked hard at him and said: “Not so, young lord; if thou goest I will go with thee, for thou hast won my heart, I know not how: and I would verily be thy servant, to follow thee whithersoever thou goest; for I think that great deeds will come of thee.”

This word pleased Ralph, for he was young and lightly put faith in men’s words, and loved to be well thought of, and was fain of good fellowship withal. So he said: “This is a good word of thine, and I thank thee for it; and look to it that in my adventures, and the reward of them thou shalt have thy due share. Lo here my hand on it!”

Roger took his hand, yet therewith his face seemed a little troubled, but he said nought. Then spoke Ralph: “True it is that I am not fain to take the wages of the Burg; for it seems to me that they be hard men, and cruel and joyless, and that their service shall be rather churlish than knightly. Howbeit, let night bring counsel, and we will see to this to-morrow; for now I am both sleepy and weary.” Therewith he called the chamberlain, who bore a wax light before him to his chamber, and he did off his raiment and cast himself on his bed, and fell asleep straightway, before he knew where Roger was sleeping, whether it were in the hall or some place else.






  








CHAPTER 15
 

How Ralph Departed From the Burg of the Four Friths
 

Himseemed he had scarce been asleep a minute ere awoke with a sound of someone saying softly, “Master, master, awake!” So he sat up and answered softly in his turn: “Who is it? what is amiss, since the night is yet young?”

“I am thy fellow-farer, Roger,” said the speaker, “and this thou hast to do, get on thy raiment speedily, and take thy weapons without noise, if thou wouldst not be in the prison of the Burg before sunrise.”

Ralph did as he was bidden without more words; for already when he lay down his heart misgave him that he was in no safe place; he looked to his weapons and armour that they should not clash, and down they came into the hall and found the door on the latch; so out they went and Ralph saw that it was somewhat cloudy; the moon was set and it was dark, but Ralph knew by the scent that came in on the light wind, and a little stir of blended sounds, that it was hard on dawning; and even therewith he heard the challenge of the warders on the walls and their crying of the hour; and the chimes of the belfry rang clear and loud, and seeming close above him, two hours and a half after midnight. Roger spake not, and Ralph was man-at-arms enough to know that he must hold his peace; and though he longed sore to have his horse Falcon with him, yet he wotted that it availed not to ask of his horse, since he durst not ask of his life.

So they went on silently till they were out of the Great Place and came into a narrow street, and so into another which led them straight into the houseless space under the wall. Roger led right on as if he knew the way well, and in a twinkling were they come to a postern in the wall betwixt the East Gate and the South. By the said postern Ralph saw certain men standing; and on the earth near by, whereas he was keen-eyed, he saw more than one man lying moveless.

Spake Roger softly to the men who stood on their feet: “Is the rope twined?” “Nay, rope-twiner,” said one of them. Then Roger turned and whispered to Ralph: “Friends. Get out thy sword!” Wherewithal the gate was opened, and they all passed out through the wall, and stood above the ditch in the angle-nook of a square tower. Then Ralph saw some of the men stoop and shoot out a broad plank over the ditch, which was deep but not wide thereabout, and straightway he followed the others over it, going last save Roger. By then they were on the other side he saw a glimmer of the dawn in the eastern heaven, but it was still more than dusk, and no man spoke again. They went on softly across the plain fields outside the wall, creeping from bush to bush, and from tree to tree, for here, if nowhere about the circuit of the Burg, were a few trees growing. Thus they came into a little wood and passed through it, and then Ralph could see that the men were six besides Roger; by the glimmer of the growing dawn he saw before them a space of meadows with high hedges about them, and a dim line that he took for the roof of a barn or grange, and beyond that a dark mass of trees.

Still they pressed on without speaking; a dog barked not far off and the cocks were crowing, and close by them in the meadow a cow lowed and went hustling over the bents and the long, unbitten buttercups. Day grew apace, and by then they were under the barn-gable which he had seen aloof he saw the other roofs of the grange and heard the bleating of sheep. And now he saw those six men clearly, and noted that one of them was very big and tall, and one small and slender, and it came into his mind that these two were none other than the twain whom he had come upon the last night sitting in the hall of the Flower de Luce.

Even therewith came a man to the gate of the sheep-cote by the grange, and caught sight of them, and had the wits to run back at once shouting out: “Hugh, Wat, Richard, and all ye, out with you, out a doors! Here be men! Ware the Dry Tree! Bows and bills! Bows and bills!”

With that those fellows of Ralph made no more ado, but set off running at their best toward the wood aforesaid, which crowned the slope leading up from the grange, and now took no care to go softly, nor heeded the clashing of their armour. Ralph ran with the best and entered the wood alongside the slim youth aforesaid, who stayed not at the wood’s edge but went on running still: but Ralph stayed and turned to see what was toward, and beheld how that tall man was the last of their company, and ere he entered the wood turned about with a bent bow in his hand, and even as he nocked the shaft, the men from the Grange, who were seven in all, came running out from behind the barn-gable, crying out: “Ho thieves! ho ye of the Dry Tree, abide till we come! flee not from handy strokes.” The tall man had the shaft to his ear in a twinkling, and loosed straightway, and nocked and loosed another shaft without staying to note how the first had sped. But Ralph saw that a man was before each of the shafts, and had fallen to earth, though he had no time to see aught else, for even therewith the tall man caught him by the hand, and crying out, “The third time!” ran on with him after the rest of their company; and whereas he was long-legged and Ralph lightfooted, they speedily came up with them, who were running still, but laughing as they ran, and jeering at the men of the Burg; and the tall man shouted out to them: “Yea, lads, the counterfeit Dry Tree that they have raised in the Burg shall be dry enough this time.” “Truly,” said another, “till we come to water it with the blood of these wretches.”

“Well, well, get on,” said a third, “waste not your wind in talk; those carles will make but a short run of it to the walls long as it was for us, creeping and creeping as we behoved to.”

The long man laughed; “Thou sayest sooth,” said he, “but thou art the longest winded of all in talking: get on, lads.”

They laughed again at his word and sped on with less noise; while Ralph thought within himself that he was come into strange company, for now he knew well that the big man was even he whom he had first met at the churchyard gate of the thorp under Bear Hill. Yet he deemed that there was nought for it now but to go on.

Within a while they all slacked somewhat, and presently did but walk, though swiftly, through the paths of the thicket, which Ralph deemed full surely was part of that side of the Wood Perilous that lay south of the Burg of the Four Friths. And now Roger joined himself to him, and spake to him aloud and said: “So, fair master, thou art out of the peril of death for this bout.”

“Art thou all so sure of that?” quoth Ralph, “or who are these that be with us? meseems they smell of the Dry Tree.”

“Yea, or rebels and runaways therefrom,” said Roger, with a dry grin. “But whosoever they may be, thou shalt see that they will suffer us to depart whither we will, if we like not their company. I will be thy warrant thereof.”

“Moreover,” said Ralph, “I have lost Falcon my horse; it is a sore miss of him.”

“Maybe,” quoth Roger, “but at least thou hast saved thy skin; and whereas there are many horses on the earth, there is but one skin of thine: be content; if thou wilt, thou shall win somewhat in exchange for thine horse.”

Ralph smiled, but somewhat sourly, and even therewith he heard a shrill whistle a little aloof, and the men stayed and held their peace, for they were talking together freely again now. Then the big man put his fingers to his mouth and whistled again in answer, a third whistle answered him; and lo, presently, as their company hastened on, the voices of men, and anon they came into a little wood-lawn wherein standing about or lying on the grass beside their horses were more than a score of men well armed, but without any banner or token, and all in white armour with white Gaberdines thereover; and they had with them, as Ralph judged, some dozen of horses more than they needed for their own riding.

Great was the joy at this meeting, and there was embracing and kissing of friends: but Ralph noted that no man embraced that slender youth, and that he held him somewhat aloof from the others, and all seemed to do him reverence.

Now spake one of the runaways: “Well, lads, here be all we four well met again along with those twain who came to help us at our pinch, as their wont is, and Roger withal, good at need again, and a friend of his, as it seemeth, and whom we know not. See ye to that.”

Then stood forth the big man and said: “He is a fair young knight, as ye may see; and he rideth seeking adventures, and Roger did us to wit that he was abiding in the Burg at his peril, and would have him away, even if it were somewhat against his will: and we were willing that it should be so, all the more as I have a guess concerning what he is; and a foreseeing man might think that luck should go with him.” Therewith he turned to Ralph and said: “How say ye, fair sir, will ye take guesting with us a while and learn our ways?”

Said Ralph: “Certain I am that whither ye will have me go, thither must I; yet I deem that I have an errand that lies not your way. Therefore if I go with you, ye must so look upon it that I am in your fellowship as one compelled. To be short with you, I crave leave to depart and go mine own road.”

As he spoke he saw the youth walking up and down in short turns; but his face he could scarce see at all, what for his slouched hat, what for his cloak; and at last he saw him go up to the tall man and speak softly to him awhile. The tall man nodded his head, and as the youth drew right back nigh to the thicket, spake to Ralph again.

“Fair sir, we grant thine asking; and add this thereto that we give thee the man who has joined himself to thee, Roger of the Rope-walk to wit, to help thee on the road, so that thou mayst not turn thy face back to the Burg of the Four Friths, where thine errand, and thy life withal, were soon sped now, or run into any other trap which the Wood Perilous may have for thee. And yet if thou think better of it, thou mayst come with us straightway; for we have nought to do to tarry here any longer. And in any case, here is a good horse that we will give thee, since thou hast lost thy steed; and Roger who rideth with thee, he also is well horsed.”

Ralph looked hard at the big man, who now had his salade thrown back from his face, to see if he gave any token of jeering or malice, but could see nought such: nay, his face was grave and serious, not ill-fashioned, though it were both long and broad like his body: his cheek-bones somewhat high, his eyes grey and middling great, and looking, as it were, far away.

Now deems Ralph that as for a trap of the Wood Perilous, he had already fallen into the trap; for he scarce needed to be told that these were men of the Dry Tree. He knew also that it was Roger who had led him into this trap, although he deemed it done with no malice against him. So he said to himself that if he went with Roger he but went a roundabout road to the Dry Tree; so that he was well nigh choosing to go on with their company. Yet again he thought that something might well befall which would free him from that fellowship if he went with Roger alone; whereas if he went with the others it was not that he might be, but that he was already of the fellowship of the Dry Tree, and most like would go straight thence to their stronghold. So he spake as soberly as the tall man had done.

“Since ye give me the choice, fair sir, I will depart hence with Roger alone, whom ye call my man, though to me he seemeth to be yours. Howbeit, he has led me to you once, and belike will do so once more.”

“Yea,” quoth the big man smiling no whit more than erst, “and that will make the fourth time. Depart then, fair sir, and take this word with thee that I wish thee good and not evil.”






  








CHAPTER 16
 

Ralph Rideth the Wood Perilous Again
 

Now Roger led up to Ralph a strong horse, red roan of hue, duly harnessed for war, and he himself had a good grey horse, and they mounted at once, and Ralph rode slowly away through the wood at his horse’s will, for he was pondering all that had befallen him, and wondering what next should hap. Meanwhile those others had not loitered, but were a-horseback at once, and went their ways from Ralph through the wildwood.

Nought spake Ralph for a while till Roger came close up to him and said: “Whither shall we betake us, fair lord? hast thou an inkling of the road whereon lies thine errand?”

Now to Ralph this seemed but mockery, and he answered sharply: “I wot not, thou wilt lead whither thou wilt, even as thou hast trained me hitherward with lies and a forged tale. I suppose thou wilt lead me now by some roundabout road to the stronghold of the Dry Tree. It matters little, since thou durst not lead me back into the Burg. Yet now I come to think of it, it is evil to be alone with a found out traitor and liar; and I had belike have done better to go with their company.”

“Nay nay,” quoth Roger, “thou art angry, and I marvel not thereat; but let thy wrath run off thee if thou mayest; for indeed what I have told thee of myself and my griefs is not all mere lying. Neither was it any lie that thou wert in peril of thy life amongst those tyrants of the Burg; thou with thy manly bearing, and free tongue, and bred, as I judge, to hate cruel deeds and injustice. Such freedom they cannot away with in that fellowship of hard men-at-arms; and soon hadst thou come to harm amongst them. And further, let alone that it is not ill to be sundered from yonder company, who mayhap will have rough work to do or ever they win home, I have nought to do to bring thee to Hampton under Scaur if thou hast no will to go thither: though certes I would lead thee some whither, whereof thou shalt ask me nought as now; yet will I say thereof this much, that there thou shalt be both safe and well at ease. Now lastly know this, that whatever I have done, I have done it to do thee good and not ill; and there is also another one, whom I will not name to thee, who wisheth thee better yet, by the token of those two strokes stricken by thee in the Wood Perilous before yesterday was a day.”

Now when Ralph heard those last words, such strong and sweet hope and desire stirred in him to see that woman of the Want-ways of the Wood Perilous that he forgat all else, except that he must nowise fall to strife with Roger, lest they should sunder, and he should lose the help of him, which he now deemed would bring him to sight of her whom he had unwittingly come to long for more than aught else; so he spake to Roger quietly and humbly: “Well, faring-fellow, thou seest how I am little more than a lad, and have fallen into matters mighty and perilous, which I may not deal with of my own strength, at least until I get nigher to them so that I may look them in the eyes, and strike a stroke or two on them if they be at enmity with me. So I bid thee lead me whither thou wilt, and if thou be a traitor to me, on thine own head be it; in good sooth, since I know nought of this wood and since I might go astray and so come back to the Burg where be those whom thou hast now made my foemen, I am content to take thee on thy word, and to hope the best of thee, and ask no question of thee, save whitherward.”

“Fair sir,” said Roger, “away from this place at least; for we are as yet over nigh to the Burg to be safe: but as to elsewhither we may wend, thereof we may speak on the road as we have leisure.”

Therewith he smote his horse with his heel and they went forward at a smart trot, for the horses were unwearied, and the wood thereabouts of beech and clear of underwood; and Roger seemed to know his way well, and made no fumbling over it.

Four hours or more gone, the wood thinned and the beeches failed, and they came to a country, still waste, of little low hills, stony for the more part, beset with scraggy thorn-bushes, and here and there some other berry-tree sown by the birds. Then said Roger: “Now I deem us well out of the peril of them of the Burg, who if they follow the chase as far as the sundering of us and the others, will heed our slot nothing, but will follow on that of the company: so we may breathe our horses a little, though their bait will be but small in this rough waste: therein we are better off than they, for lo you, saddle bags on my nag and meat and drink therein.”

So they lighted down and let their horses graze what they could, while they ate and drank; amidst which Ralph again asked Roger of whither they were going. Said Roger: “I shall lead thee to a good harbour, and a noble house of a master of mine, wherein thou mayst dwell certain days, if thou hast a mind thereto, not without solace maybe.”

“And this master,” said Ralph, “is he of the Dry Tree?” Said Roger: “I scarce know how to answer thee without lying: but this I say, that whether he be or not, this is true; amongst those men I have friends and amongst them foes; but fate bindeth me to them for a while.” Said Ralph reddening: “Be there any women amongst them?” “Yea, yea,” quoth Roger, smiling a little, “doubt not thereof.”

“And that Lady of the Dry Tree,” quoth Ralph, reddening yet more, but holding up his head, “that woman whereof the Burgher spoke so bitterly, threatening her with torments and death if they might but lay hold of her; what wilt thou tell me concerning her?” “But little,” said Roger, “save this, that thou desirest to see her, and that thou mayest have thy will thereon if thou wilt be guided by me.”

Ralph hearkened as if he heeded little what Roger said; but presently he rose up and walked to and fro in short turns with knit brows as one pondering a hard matter. He spake nought, and Roger seemed to heed him nothing, though in sooth he looked at him askance from time to time, till at last he came and lay down again by Roger, and in a while he spake: “I wot not why ye of the Dry Tree want me, or what ye will do with me; and but for one thing I would even now ride away from thee at all adventure.”

Roger said: “All this ye shall learn later on, and shalt find it but a simple matter; and meanwhile I tell thee again that all is for thy gain and thy pleasure. So now ride away if thou wilt; who hindereth thee? certes not I.”

“Nay,” said Ralph, “I will ride with thee first to that fair house; and afterwards we shall see what is to hap.” “Yea,” quoth Roger, “then let us to horse straightway, so that we may be there if not before dark night yet at least before bright morn; for it is yet far away.”






  








CHAPTER 17
 

Ralph Cometh to the House of Abundance
 

Therewithal they gat to horse and rode away through that stony land, wherein was no river, but for water many pools in the bottoms, with little brooks running from them. But after a while they came upon a ridge somewhat high, on the further side whereof was a wide valley well-grassed and with few trees, and no habitation of man that they might see. But a wide river ran down the midst of it; and it was now four hours after noon. Quoth Roger: “The day wears and we shall by no means reach harbour before dark night, even if we do our best: art thou well used to the water, lord?” “Much as a mallard is,” said Ralph. Said Roger: “That is well, for though there is a ford some mile and a half down stream, for that same reason it is the way whereby men mostly cross the water into the wildwood; and here again we are more like to meet foes than well-wishers; or at the least there will be question of who we are, and whence and whither; and we may stumble in our answers.” Said Ralph: “There is no need to tarry, ride we down to the water.”

So did they, and took the water, which was deep, but not swift. On the further side they clomb up a hill somewhat steep; at the crown they drew rein to give their horses breath, and Ralph turned in his saddle and looked down on to the valley, and as aforesaid he was clear-sighted and far-sighted; now he said: “Fellow-farer, I see the riding of folk down below there, and meseems they be spurring toward the water; and they have weapons: there! dost thou not see the gleam?”

“I will take thy word for it, fair sir,” said Roger, “and will even spur, since they be the first men whom we have seen since we left the thickets.” And therewith he went off at a hand gallop, and Ralph followed him without more ado.

They rode up hill and down dale of a grassy downland, till at last they saw a wood before them again, and soon drew rein under the boughs; for now were their horses somewhat wearied. Then said Ralph: “Here have we ridden a fair land, and seen neither house nor herd, neither sheep-cote nor shepherd. I wonder thereat.”

Said Roger: “Thou wouldst wonder the less didst thou know the story of it.” “What story?” said Ralph. Quoth Roger: “A story of war and wasting.” “Yea?” said Ralph, “yet surely some bold knight or baron hath rights in the land, and might be free to build him a strong house and gather men to him to guard the shepherds and husbandmen from burners and lifters.” “Sooth is that,” said Roger; “but there are other things in the tale.” “What things?” said Ralph. Quoth Roger: “Ill hap and sorrow and the Hand of Fate and great Sorcery.” “And dastards withal?” said Ralph. “Even so,” said Roger, “yet mingled with valiant men. Over long is the tale to tell as now, so low as the sun is; so now ride we on with little fear of foemen. For look you, this wood, like the thickets about the Burg of the Four Friths, hath an evil name, and few folk ride it uncompelled; therefore it is the safer for us. And yet I will say this to thee, that whereas awhile agone thou mightest have departed from me with little peril of aught save the stumbling on some of the riders of the Burg of the Four Friths, departing from me now will be a hard matter to thee; for the saints in Heaven only know whitherward thou shouldest come, if thou wert to guide thyself now. This a rough word, but a true one, so help me God and Saint Michael! What sayest thou; art thou content, or wilt thou cast hard words at me again?”

So it was that for all that had come and gone Ralph was light-hearted and happy; so he laughed and said: “Content were I, even if I were not compelled thereto. For my heart tells me of new things, and marvellous and joyous that I shall see ere long.”

“And thine heart lieth not,” said Roger, “for amidst of this wood is the house where we shall have guesting to-night, which will be to thee, belike, the door of life and many marvels. For thence have folk sought ere now to the WELL AT THE WORLD’S END.”

Ralph turned to him sharply and said: “Many times in these few days have I heard that word. Dost thou know the meaning thereof? For as to me I know it not.” Said Roger: “Thou mayest well be as wise as I am thereon: belike men seek to it for their much thriving, and oftenest find it not. Yet have I heard that they be the likeliest with whom all women are in love.”

Ralph held his peace, but Roger noted that he reddened at the word.

Now they got on horseback again, for they had lighted down to breathe their beasts, and they rode on and on, and never was Roger at fault: long was the way and perforce they rested at whiles, so that night fell upon them in the wood, but the moon rose withal. So night being fairly come, they rested a good while, as it would be dawn before moonset. Then they rode on again, till now the summer night grew old and waned, but the wood hid the beginnings of dawn.

At last they came out of the close wood suddenly into an open plain, and now, as the twilight of the dawn was passing into early day, they saw that wide grassy meadows and tilled fields lay before them, with a little river running through the plain; and amidst the meadows, on a green mound, was a white castle, strong, and well built, though not of the biggest.

Roger pointed to it, and said, “Now we are come home,” and cried on his wearied beast, who for his part seemed to see the end of his journey. They splashed through a ford of the river and came to the gate of the castle as day drew on apace; Roger blew a blast on a great horn that hung on the gate, and Ralph looking round deemed he had never seen fairer building than in the castle, what he could see of it, and yet it was built from of old. They waited no long while before they were answered; but whereas Ralph looked to see armed gatewards peer from the battlements or the shot window, and a porter espying them through a lattice, it happened in no such way, but without more ado the wicket was opened to them by a tall old woman, gaunt and grey, who greeted them courteously: Roger lighted down and Ralph did in likewise, and they led their horses through the gate into the court of the castle; the old woman going before them till they came to the hall door, which she opened to them, and taking the reins of their horses led them away to the stable, while those twain entered the hall, which was as goodly as might be. Roger led Ralph up to a board on the dais, whereon there was meat and drink enow, and Ralph made his way-leader sit down by him, and they fell to. There was no serving-man to wait on them nor a carle of any kind did they see; the old woman only, coming back from the horses, served them at table. Ever as she went about she looked long on Ralph, and seemed as if she would have spoken to him, but as often, she glanced at Roger and forbore.

So when they were well nigh done with their meat Ralph spake to the carline and said: “Belike the lord or the lady of this house are abed and we shall not see them till the morrow?”

Ere the carline could speak Roger broke in and said: “There is neither lord nor lady in the castle as now, nor belike will there be to-morrow morning, or rather, before noon on this day; so now ye were better to let this dame lead thee to bed, and let the next hours take care of themselves.”

“So be it,” said Ralph, who was by this time heartily wearied, “shall we two lie in the same chamber?”

“Nay,” said the carline shortly, “lodging for the master and lodging for the man are two different things.”

Roger laughed and said nought, and Ralph gave him good night, and followed the carline nothing loth, who led him to a fair chamber over the solar, as if he had been the very master of the castle, and he lay down in a very goodly bed, nor troubled himself as to where Roger lay, nor indeed of aught else, nor did he dream of Burg, or wood, or castle, or man, or woman; but lay still like the image of his father’s father on the painted tomb in the choir of St. Laurence of Upmeads.






  








CHAPTER 18
 

Of Ralph in the Castle of Abundance
 

Broad lay the sun upon the plain amidst the wildwood when he awoke and sprang out of bed and looked out of the window (for the chamber was in the gable of the hall and there was nought of the castle beyond it). It was but little after noon of a fair June day, for Ralph had slumbered as it behoved a young man. The light wind bore into the chamber the sweet scents of the early summer, the chief of all of them being the savour of the new-cut grass, for about the wide meadows the carles and queens were awork at the beginning of hay harvest; and late as it was in the day, more than one blackbird was singing from the bushes of the castle pleasance. Ralph sighed for very pleasure of life before he had yet well remembered where he was or what had befallen of late; but as he stood at the window and gazed over the meadows, and the memory of all came back to him, he sighed once more for a lack of somewhat that came into his heart, and he smiled shamefacedly, though there was no one near, as his thought bade him wonder if amongst the haymaking women yonder there were any as fair as those yellow-clad thrall-women of the Burg; and as he turned from the window a new hope made his heart beat, for he deemed that he had been brought to that house that he might meet some one who should change his life and make him a new man.

So he did on his raiment and went his ways down to the hall, and looked about for Roger, but found him not, nor any one else save the carline, who presently came in from the buttery, and of whom he asked, where was Roger. Quoth she: “He has been gone these six hours, but hath left a word for thee, lord, to wit, that he beseeches thee to abide him here for two days at the least, and thereafter thou art free to go if thou wilt. But as for me” (and therewith she smiled on him as sweetly as her wrinkled old face might compass) “I say to thee, abide beyond those two days if Roger cometh not, and as long as thou art here I will make thee all the cheer I may. And who knoweth but thou mayest meet worthy adventures here. Such have ere now befallen good knights in this house or anigh it.”

“I thank thee, mother,” quoth Ralph, “and it is like that I may abide here beyond the two days if the adventure befall me not ere then. But at least I will bide the eating of my dinner here to-day.”

“Well is thee, fair lord,” said the carline. “If thou wilt but walk in the meadow but a little half hour all shall be ready for thee. Forsooth it had been dight before now, but that I waited thy coming forth from thy chamber, for I would not wake thee. And the saints be praised for the long sweet sleep that hath painted thy goodly cheeks.” So saying she hurried off to the buttery, leaving Ralph laughing at her outspoken flattering words.

Then he got him out of the hall and the castle, for no door was shut, and there was no man to be seen within or about the house. So he walked to and fro the meadow and saw the neat-herds in the pasture, and the hay-making folk beyond them, and the sound of their voices came to him on the little airs that were breathing. He thought he would talk to some of these folk ere the world was much older, and also he noted between the river and the wood many cots of the husbandmen trimly builded and thatched, and amidst them a little church, white and delicate of fashion; but as now his face was set toward the river because of the hot day. He came to a pool a little below where a wooden foot-bridge crossed the water, and about the pool were willows growing, which had not been shrouded these eight years, and the water was clear as glass with a bottom of fine sand. There then he bathed him, and as he sported in the water he bethought him of the long smooth reaches of Upmeads Water, and the swimming low down amidst the long swinging weeds between the chuckle of the reed sparrows, when the sun was new risen in the July morning. When he stood on the grass again, what with the bright weather and fair little land, what with the freshness of the water, and his good rest, and the hope of adventure to come, he felt as if he had never been merrier in his life-days. Withal it was a weight off his heart that he had escaped from the turmoil of the wars of the Burg of the Four Friths, and the men of the Dry Tree, and the Wheat-wearers, with the thralldom and stripes and fire-raising, and the hard life of strife and gain of the walled town and strong place.

When he came back to the castle gate there was the carline in the wicket peering out to right and left, seeking him to bring him in to dinner. And when she saw him so joyous, with his lips smiling and his eyes dancing for mirth, she also became joyous, and said: “Verily, it is a pity of thee that there is never a fair damsel or so to look on thee and love thee here to-day. Far would many a maiden run to kiss thy mouth, fair lad. But now come to thy meat, that thou mayest grow the fairer and last the longer.”

He laughed gaily and went into the hall with her, and now was it well dight with bankers and dorsars of goodly figured cloth, and on the walls a goodly halling of arras of the Story of Alexander. So he sat to table, and the meat and drink was of the best, and the carline served him, praising him ever with fulsome words as he ate, till he wished her away.

After dinner he rested awhile, and called to the carline and bade her bring him his sword and his basnet. “Wherefore?” said she. “Whither wilt thou?”

Said he, “I would walk abroad to drink the air.”

“Wilt thou into the wildwood?” said she.

“Nay, mother,” he said, “I will but walk about the meadow and look on the hay-making folk.”

“For that,” said the carline, “thou needest neither sword nor helm. I was afeard that thou wert about departing, and thy departure would be a grief to my heart: in the deep wood thou mightest be so bestead as to need a sword in thy fist; but what shouldst thou do with it in this Plain of Abundance, where are nought but peaceful husbandmen and frank and kind maidens? and all these are as if they had drunk a draught of the WELL AT THE WORLD’S END.”

Ralph started as she said the word, but held his peace awhile. Then he said: “And who is lord of this fair land?” “There is no lord, but a lady,” said the carline. “How hight she?” said Ralph. “We call her the Lady of Abundance,” said the old woman. Said Ralph: “Is she a good lady?” “She is my lady,” said the carline, “and doeth good to me, and there is not a carle in the land but speaketh well of her — it may be over well.” “Is she fair to look on?” said Ralph. “Of women-folk there is none fairer,” said the carline; “as to men, that is another thing.”

Ralph was silent awhile, then he said: “What is the Well at the World’s End?”

“They talk of it here,” said she, “many things too long to tell of now: but there is a book in this house that telleth of it; I know it well by the look of it though I may not read in it. I will seek it for thee to-morrow if thou wilt.”

“Have thou thanks, dame,” said he; “and I pray thee forget it not; but now I will go forth.”

“Yea,” said the carline, “but abide a little.”

Therewith she went into the buttery, and came back bearing with her a garland of roses of the garden, intermingled with green leaves, and she said: “The sun is yet hot and over hot, do this on thine head to shade thee from the burning. I knew that thou wouldst go abroad to-day, so I made this for thee in the morning; and when I was young I was called the garland-maker. It is better summer wear than thy basnet.”

He thanked her and did it on smiling, but somewhat ruefully; for he said to himself: “This is over old a dame that I should wear a love-token from her.” But when it was on his head, the old dame clapped her hands and cried: “O there, there! Now art thou like the image of St. Michael in the Choir of Our Lady of the Thorn: there is none so lovely as thou. I would my Lady could see thee thus; surely the sight of thee should gladden her heart. And withal thou art not ill clad otherwise.”

Indeed his raiment was goodly, for his surcoat was new, and it was of fine green cloth, and the coat-armour of Upmead was beaten on it, to wit, on a gold ground an apple-tree fruited, standing by a river-side.

Now he laughed somewhat uneasily at her words, and so went forth from the castle again, and made straight for the hay-making folk on the other side of the water; for all this side was being fed by beasts and sheep; but at the point where he crossed, the winding of the stream brought it near to the castle gate. So he came up with the country folk and greeted them, and they did as much by him in courteous words: they were goodly and well-shapen, both men and women, gay and joyous of demeanour and well clad as for folk who work afield. So Ralph went from one to another and gave them a word or two, and was well pleased to watch them at their work awhile; but yet he would fain speak somewhat more with one or other of them. At last under the shade of a tall elm-tree he saw an old man sitting heeding the outer raiment of the haymakers and their victual and bottles of drink; and he came up to him and gave him the sele of the day; and the old man blessed him and said: “Art thou dwelling in my lady’s castle, fair lord?” “A while at least,” said Ralph. Said the old man: “We thank thee for coming to see us; and meseemeth from the look of thee thou art worthy to dwell in my Lady’s House.”

“What sayest thou?” said Ralph. “Is she a good lady and a gracious?” “O yea, yea,” said the carle. Said Ralph: “Thou meanest, I suppose, that she is fair to look on, and soft-spoken when she is pleased?”

“I mean far more than that,” said the carle; “surely is she most heavenly fair, and her voice is like the music of heaven: but withal her deeds, and the kindness of her to us poor men and husbandmen, are no worse than should flow forth from that loveliness.”

“Will you be her servants?” said Ralph, “or what are ye?” Said the carle: “We be yeomen and her vavassors; there is no thralldom in our land.” “Do ye live in good peace for the more part?” said Ralph. Said the carle: “Time has been when cruel battles were fought in these wood-lawns, and many poor people were destroyed therein: but that was before the coming of the Lady of Abundance.”

“And when was that?” said Ralph. “I wot not,” said the old carle; “I was born in peace and suckled in peace; and in peace I fell to the loving of maidens, and I wedded in peace, and begat children in peace, and in peace they dwell about me, and in peace shall I depart.”

“What then,” said Ralph (and a grievous fear was born in his heart), “is not the Lady of Abundance young?” Said the carle: “I have seen her when I was young and also since I have been old, and ever was she fair and lovely, and slender handed, as straight as a spear, and as sweet as white clover, and gentle-voiced and kind, and dear to our souls.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “and she doth not dwell in this castle always; where else then doth she dwell?” “I wot not,” said the carle, “but it should be in heaven: for when she cometh to us all our joys increase in us by the half.”

“Look you, father,” said Ralph, “May it not have been more than one Lady of Abundance that thou hast seen in thy life-days; and that this one that now is, is the daughter’s daughter of the one whom thou first sawest — how sayest thou?” The carle laughed: “Nay, nay,” said he, “It is not so: never has there been another like to her in all ways, in body and voice, and heart and soul. It is as I say, she is the same as she was always.” “And when,” said Ralph, with a beating heart, “does she come hither? Is it at some set season?” “Nay, from time to time, at all seasons,” said the carle; “and as fair she is when she goeth over the snow, as when her feet are set amidst the June daisies.”

Now was Ralph so full of wonder that he scarce knew what to say; but he bethought him of that fair waste on the other side of the forest, the country through which that wide river flowed, so he said: “And that land north-away beyond the wildwood, canst thou tell me the tale of its wars, and if it were wasted in the same wars that tormented this land?” The carle shook his head: “As to the land beyond this wood,” quoth he, “I know nought of it, for beyond the wood go we never: nay, most often we go but a little way into it, no further than we can see the glimmer of the open daylight through its trees, — the daylight of the land of Abundance — that is enough for us.”

“Well,” said Ralph, “I thank thee for the tale thou hast told me, and wish thee more years of peace.”

“And to thee, young man,” said the carle, “I wish a good wish indeed, to wit that thou mayest see the Lady of Abundance here before thou departest.”

His words once more made Ralph’s heart beat and his cheek flush, and he went back to the castle somewhat speedily; for he said to himself, after the folly of lovers, “Maybe she will be come even now, and I not there to meet her.” Yet when he came to the castle-gate his heart misgave him, and he would not enter at once, but turned about to go round the wall by the north and west. In the castle he saw no soul save the old dame looking out of the window and nodding to him, but in the pasture all about were neatherds and shepherds, both men and women; and at the north-west corner, whereas the river drew quite close to the wall, he came upon two damsels of the field-folk fishing with an angle in a quiet pool of the stream. He greeted them, and they, who were young and goodly, returned his greeting, but were shamefaced at his gallant presence, as indeed was he at the thoughts of his heart mingled with the sight of their fairness. So he passed on at first without more words than his greeting. Yet presently he turned back again, for he longed to hear some word more concerning the Lady whose coming he abode. They stood smiling and blushing as he came up to them again, and heeded their angles little.

Said Ralph: “Fair maidens, do ye know at all when the Lady of the castle may be looked for?” They were slow to answer, but at last one said: “No, fair sir, such as we know nothing of the comings and goings of great folk.”

Said Ralph, smiling on her for kindness, and pleasure of her fairness: “Is it not so that ye will be glad of her coming?”

But she answered never a word, only looked at him steadily, with her great grey eyes fixed in wonderment, while the other one looked down as if intent on her angling tools.

Ralph knew not how to ask another question, so he turned about with a greeting word again, and this time went on steadily round about the wall.

And now in his heart waxed the desire of that Lady, once seen, as he deemed, in such strange wise; but he wondered within himself if the devil had not sown that longing within him: whereas it might be that this woman on whom he had set his heart was herself no real woman but a devil, and one of the goddesses of the ancient world, and his heart was sore and troubled by many doubts and hopes and fears; but he said to himself that when he saw her then could he judge between the good and the evil, and could do or forbear, and that the sight of her would cure all.

Thus thinking he walked swiftly, and was soon round at the castle gate again, and entered, and went into the hall, where was the old dame, busied about some household matter. Ralph nodded to her and hastened away, lest she should fall to talk with him; and he set himself now to go from chamber to chamber, that he might learn the castle, what it was. He came into the guard-chamber and found the walls thereof all hung with armour and weapons, clean and in good order, though there was never a man-at-arms there, nor any soul except the old woman. He went up a stair therefrom on to the battlements, and went into the towers of the wall, and found weapons both for hand, and for cast and shot in each one of them, and all ready as if for present battle; then he came down into the court again and went into a very goodly ambulatory over against the hall, and he entered a door therefrom, which was but on the latch, and went up a little stair into a chamber, which was the goodliest and the richest of all. Its roof was all done with gold and blue from over sea, and its pavement wrought delicately in Alexandrine work. On the dais was a throne of carven ivory, and above it a canopy of baudekin of the goodliest fashion, and there was a foot-carpet before it, wrought with beasts and the hunting of the deer. As for the walls of that chamber, they were hung with a marvellous halling of arras, wherein was wrought the greenwood, and there amidst in one place a pot-herb garden, and a green garth with goats therein, and in that garth a little thatched house. And amidst all this greenery were figured over and over again two women, whereof one old and the other young; and the old one was clad in grand attire, with gold chains and brooches and rings, and sat with her hands before her by the house door, or stood looking on as the young one worked, spinning or digging in the garth, or milking the goats outside of it, or what not; and this one was clad in sorry and scanty raiment.

What all this might mean Ralph knew not; but when he had looked long at the greenery and its images, he said to himself that if he who wrought that cloth had not done the young woman after the likeness of the Lady whom he had helped in the wildwood, then it must have been done from her twin sister.

Long he abode in that chamber looking at the arras, and wondering whether the sitter in the ivory throne would be any other than the thrall in the greenwood cot. He abode there so long that the dusk began to gather in the house, and he could see the images no more; for he was filled with the sweetness of desire when he looked on them.

Then he went back slowly to the hall, and found the carline, who had lighted the waxlights and made meat ready for him; and when she saw him she cried out joyously: “Ah, I knew that thou wouldst come back. Art thou well content with our little land?”

“I like it well, dame,” said he; “but tell me, if thou canst, what is the meaning of the halling in the chamber with the ivory throne?”

Said the carline: “Thereof shall another tell thee, who can tell of it better than I; but it is nought to hide that yonder chamber is the chamber of estate of our Lady, and she sitteth there to hear the cases of folk and to give dooms.”

The old woman crossed herself as she spoke, and Ralph wondered thereat, but asked no more questions, for he was scarce sorry that the carline would not tell him thereof, lest she should spoil the tale.

So passed the evening, and he went to bed and slept as a young man should, and the next day he was up betimes and went abroad and mingled with the carles and queens afield; but this time he spake not of the Lady, and heard nought to heed from any of that folk. So he went back to the castle and gat him a bow and arrows, and entered the thicket of the wood nigh where he and Roger first came out of it. He had prayed a young man of the folk to go with him, but he was not over willing to go, though he would not say wherefore. So Ralph went himself by himself and wandered some way into the wood, and saw nought worse than himself. As he came back, making a circuit toward the open meadows, he happened on a herd of deer in a lonely place, half wood half meadow, and there he slew a hart with one shaft, for he was a deft bowman. Then he went and fetched a leash of carles, who went with him somewhat less than half willingly, and between them they broke up the hart and carried him home to the castle, where the carline met them. She smiled on Ralph and praised the venison, and said withal that the hunting was well done; “For, as fond and as fair as thou mayst be, it is not good that young men should have their minds set on one thing only.” Therewith she led him in to his meat, and set him down and served him; and all the while of his dinner he was longing to ask her if she deemed that the Lady would come that day, since it was the last day of those which Roger had bidden him wait; but the words would not out of his mouth.

She looked at him and smiled, as though she had a guess of his thought, and at last she said to him: “Thy tongue is tied to-day. Hast thou, after all, seen something strange in the wood?” He shook his head for naysay. Said she: “Why, then, dost thou not ask more concerning the Well at the World’s End?”

He laughed, and said: “Maybe because I think that thou canst not tell me thereof.” “Well,” she said, “if I cannot, yet the book may, and this evening, when the sun is down, thou shalt have it.”

“I thank thee, mother,” said he; “but this is now the last day that Roger bade me wait. Dost thou think that he will come back to-night?” and he reddened therewith. “Nay,” she said, “I know not, and thou carest not whether he will come or not. Yet I know that thou wilt abide here till some one else come, whether that be early or late.” Again he reddened, and said, in a coaxing way: “And wilt thou give me guesting, mother, for a few more summer days?”

“Yea,” she said, “and till summer is over, if need be, and the corn is cut and carried, and till the winter is come and the latter end of winter is gone.” He smiled faintly, though his heart fell, and he said: “Nay, mother, and can it by any chance be so long a-coming?”

“O, fair boy,” she said, “thou wilt make it long, howsoever short it be. And now I will give thee a rede, lest thou vex thyself sick and fret thy very heart. To-morrow go see if thou canst meet thy fate instead of abiding it. Do on thy war-gear and take thy sword and try the adventure of the wildwood; but go not over deep into it.” Said he: “But how if the Lady come while I am away from this house?”

“Sooth to say,” said the carline, “I deem not that she will, for the way is long betwixt us and her.”

“Dost thou mean,” said Ralph, standing up from the board, “that she will not come ever? I adjure thee not to beguile me with soft words, but tell me the very sooth.” “There, there!” said she, “sit down, king’s son; eat thy meat and drink thy wine; for to-morrow is a new day. She will come soon or late, if she be yet in the world. And now I will say no more to thee concerning this matter.”

Therewith she went her ways from the hall, and when she came back with hand-basin and towel, she said no word to him, but only smiled kindly. He went out presently into the meadow (for it was yet but early afternoon) and came among the haymaking folk and spake with them, hoping that perchance some of them might speak again of the Lady of Abundance; but none of them did so, though the old carle he had spoken with was there, and there also were the two maidens whom he had seen fishing; and as for him, he was over faint-hearted to ask them any more questions concerning her.

Yet he abode with them long, and ate and drank amidst the hay with them till the moon shone brightly. Then he went back to the castle and found the carline in the hall, and she had the book with her and gave it to him, and he sat down in the shot-window under the waxlights and fell to reading of it.






  








CHAPTER 19
 

Ralph Readeth in a Book Concerning the Well at the World’s End
 

Fairly written was that book, with many pictures therein, the meaning of which Ralph knew not; but amongst them was the image of the fair woman whom he had holpen at the want-ways of the wood, and but four days ago was that, yet it seemed long and long to him. The book told not much about the Well at the World’s End, but much it told of a certain woman whom no man that saw her could forbear to love: of her it told that erewhile she dwelt lonely in the wildwood (though how she came there was not said) and how a king’s son found her there and brought her to his father’s kingdom and wedded her, whether others were lief or loth: and in a little while, when the fame of her had spread, he was put out of his kingdom and his father’s house for the love of her, because other kings and lords hankered after her; whereof befel long and grievous war which she abode not to the end, but sought to her old place in the wildwood; and how she found there another woman a sorceress, who made her her thrall; and tormented her grievously with toil and stripes. And how again there came a knight to that place who was seeking the Well at the World’s End, and bore her away with him; and how the said knight was slain on the way, and she was taken by tyrants and robbers of the folk: but these being entangled in her love fought amongst themselves and she escaped, and went seeking that Well, and found it at the long last, and drank thereof, and throve ever after: and how she liveth yet, and is become the servant of the Well to entangle the seekers in her love and keep them from drinking thereof; because there was no man that beheld her, but anon he was the thrall of her love, and might not pluck his heart away from her to do any of the deeds whereby men thrive and win the praise of the people.

Ralph read on and on till the short night waned, and the wax-lights failed one after the other, and the windows of the hall grew grey and daylight came, and the throstles burst out a-singing at once in the castle pleasaunce, and the sun came up over the wood, and the sound of men-folk bestirring themselves a-field came to his ears through the open windows; and at last he was done with the tale, and the carline came not near him though the sun had clomb high up the heavens. As for Ralph, what he had read was sweet poison to him; for if before he was somewhat tormented by love, now was his heart sick and sore with it. Though he knew not for certain whether this tale had to do with the Lady of the Forest, and though he knew not if the Lady who should come to the castle were even she, yet he needs must deem that so it was, and his heart was weary with love, and his manhood seemed changed.






  








CHAPTER 20
 

Ralph Meeteth a Man in the Wood
 

But the morning began to wear as he sat deep in these thoughts and still the Carline came not to him; and he thought: “She leaveth me alone that I may do her bidding: so will I without tarrying.” And he arose and did on his hauberk and basnet, and girt his sword to his side, and went forth, a-foot as before. He crossed the river by a wide ford and stepping stones somewhat below the pool wherein he had bathed on that first day; and already by then he had got so far, what with the fresh air of the beauteous morning, what with the cheerful tinkling of his sword and hauberk, he was somewhat amended of his trouble and heaviness of spirit. A little way across the river, but nigher to the wood, was a house or cot of that country-folk, and an old woman sat spinning in the door. So Ralph went up thither, and greeted her, and craved of her a draught of milk; so the goody turned about and cried out to one within, and there came forth one of the maidens whom Ralph had met fishing that other day, and the old woman bade her bring forth milk and bread. Then the carline looked hard at Ralph, and said: “Ah! I have heard tell of thee: thou art abiding the turn of the days up at the castle yonder, as others have done before thee. Well, well, belike thou shalt have thy wish, though whether it shall be to thy profit, who shall say?”

Thereat Ralph’s heart fell again, and he said: “Sayest thou, mother, that there have been others abiding like me in the tower? I know not what thy words mean.”

The carline laughed. “Well,” said she, “here comes thy morning’s bait borne by shapely hands enough; eat and drink first; and then will I tell thee my meaning.”

Therewith came the maiden forth with the bowl and the loaf; and indeed she was fair enough, and shy and kind; but Ralph heeded her little, nor was his heart moved by her at all. She set a stool for him beside the door and he sat down and ate and drank, though his heart was troubled; and the maiden hung about, and seemed to find it no easy matter to keep her eyes off him.

Presently the carline, who had been watching the two, said: “Thou askest of the meaning of my words; well, deemest thou that I have had more men than one to love me?” “I know not, mother,” said Ralph, who could scarce hold himself patient. “There now!” quoth the carline, “look at my damsel! (she is not my daughter, but my brother’s,) there is a man, and a brisk lad too, whom she calleth her batchelor, and is as I verily deem well-pleased with him: yet lo you how she eyeth thee, thou fair man, and doth so with her raiment that thou mayst best see how shapely she is of limb and foot, and toyeth her right hand with her left wrist, and the like. — Well, as for me, I have had more lovers than one or two. And why have I had just so many and no more? Nay, thou needest not make any long answer to me. I am old now, and even before I was old I was not young: I am now foul of favour, and even before I became foul, I was not so fair — well then?”

“Yea, what then?” said Ralph. “This then, fair young fool,” said she: “the one whom thou lovest, long hath she lived, but she is not old to look on, nor foul; but fair — O how fair!”

Then Ralph forgot his fear, and his heart grew greedy and his eyes glistened, and he said, yet he spoke faintly: “Yea, is she fair?” “What! hast thou not seen her?” said the carline. Ralph called to mind the guise in which he had seen her and flushed bright red, as he answered: “Yea, I deem that I have: surely it was she.” The carline laughed: “Well,” said she; “however thou hast seen her, thou hast scarce seen her as I have.” Said Ralph, “How was that?” Said she: “It is her way here in the summer-tide to bathe her in yonder pool up the water:” (and it was the same pool wherein Ralph had bathed) “And she hath me and my niece and two other women to hold up the silken cloth betwixt her body and the world; so that I have seen her as God made her; and I shall tell thee that when he was about that work he was minded to be a craftsmaster; for there is no blemish about her that she should hide her at all or anywhere. Her sides are sleek, and her thighs no rougher than her face, and her feet as dainty as her hands: yea, she is a pearl all over, withal she is as strong as a knight, and I warrant her hardier of heart than most knights. A happy man shalt thou be; for surely I deem thou hast not come hither to abide her without some token or warrant of her.”

Ralph held down his head, and he could not meet the old woman’s eyes as she spake thus; and the maiden took herself out of earshot at the first words of the carline hereof, and was halfway down to the river by now.

Ralph spake after a while and said: “Tell me, is she good, and a good woman?” The dame laughed scornfully and said: “Surely, surely; she is the saint of the Forest Land, and the guardian of all poor folk. Ask the carles else!”

Ralph held his peace, and rose to be gone and turning saw the damsel wading the shallow ford, and looking over her shoulder at him. He gave the dame good day, and departed light-foot but heavy hearted. Yet as he went, he kept saying to himself: “Did she not send that Roger to turn my ways hither? yet she cometh not. Surely she hath changed in these last days, or it may be in these last hours: yea, or this very hour.”

Amidst such thoughts he came into the wood, and made his way by the paths and open places, going south and east of the House: whereas the last day he had gone west and north. He went a soft pace, but wandered on without any stay till it was noon, and he had seen nought but the wild things of the wood, nor many of them. But at last he heard the tinkle of a little bell coming towards him: so he stood still and got the hilt of his sword ready to his hand; and the tinkle drew nearer, and he heard withal the trample of some riding-beast; so he went toward the sound, and presently in a clearer place of the wood came upon a man of religion, a clerk, riding on a hackney, to whose neck hung a horse-bell: the priest had saddle bags beside him and carried in his right hand a book in a bag. When he met Ralph he blessed him, and Ralph gave him the sele of the day, and asked him whither he would. Said the Priest: “I am for the Little Plain and the Land of Abundance; whence art thou, my son, and whither wilt thou?” “From that very land I come,” said Ralph, “and as to whither, I seek adventures; but unless I see more than I have this forenoon, or thou canst tell me of them, back will I whence I came: yet to say sooth, I shall not be sorry for a fellow to help me back, for these woodland ways are some-what blind.”

Said the Priest: “I will bear thee company with a good will; and I know the road right well; for I am the Vicar appointed by the fathers of the Thorn to serve the church of the Little Plain, and the chapel of St. Anthony yonder in the wood, and to-day I go to the church of the good folk there.”

So Ralph turned, and went along with him, walking by his bridle-rein. And as they went the priest said to him: “Art thou one of my lady’s lords?” Ralph reddened as he sighed, and said: “I am no captain of hers.” Then smiled the priest and said: “Then will I not ask thee of thine errand; for belike thou wouldest not tell me thereof.”

Ralph said nought, but waxed shamefaced as he deemed that the priest eyed him curiously. At last he said: “I will ask thee a question in turn, father.” “Yea,” said the priest. Said Ralph: “This lady of the land, the Lady of Abundance, is she a very woman?” “Holy Saints!” quoth the priest, blessing himself, “what meanest thou?” Said Ralph: “I mean, is she of those who outwardly have a woman’s semblance, but within are of the race of the ancient devils, the gods of the Gentiles?”

Then the priest crossed himself again, and spake as solemnly as a judge on the bench: “Son, I pray that if thou art not in thy right mind, thou will come thereinto anon. Know this, that whatever else she may be, she is a right holy woman. Or hast thou perchance heard any evil tales concerning her?”

Now Ralph was confused at his word, and knew not what to say; for though in his mind he had been piecing together all that he had heard of the lady both for good and for evil, he had no clear tale to tell even to himself: so he answered nothing.

But the priest went on: “Son, I shall tell thee that such tales I have heard, but from whose mouth forsooth? I will tell thee; from a sort of idle jades, young women who would be thought fairer than they be, who are afraid of everything save a naked man, and who can lie easier than they can say their paternoster: from such as these come the stories; or from old crones who live in sour anger with themselves and all else, because they have lived no goodly life in their youth, and have not learned the loveliness of holy church. Now, son, shall the tales of such women, old and young, weigh in thy mind beside the word I tell thee of what I have seen and know concerning this most excellent of ladies? I trow not. And for my part I tell thee, that though she is verily as fair as Venus (God save us) yet is she as chaste as Agnes, as wise as Katherine, and as humble and meek as Dorothy. She bestoweth her goods plentifully to the church, and is merciful to poor men therewith; and so far as occasion may serve her she is constant at the Holy Office; neither doth she spare to confess her sins, and to do all penance which is bidden her, yea and more. For though I cannot say to my knowledge that she weareth a hair; yet once and again have I seen her wending this woodland toward the chapel of her friend St. Anthony by night and cloud, so that few might see her, obedient to the Scripture which sayeth, ‘Let not thy right hand know what thy left hand doeth,’ and she barefoot in her smock amidst the rugged wood, and so arrayed fairer than any queen in a golden gown. Yea, as fair as the woodwives of the ancient heathen.”

 

Therewith the priest stayed his words, and seemed as if he were fallen into a dream; and he sighed heavily. But Ralph walked on by his bridle-rein dreamy no less; for the words that he had heard he heeded not, save as they made pictures for him of the ways of that woman of the forest.

So they went on soberly till the priest lifted up his head and looked about like one come out of slumber, and said in a firm voice: “I tell thee, my son, that thou mayest set thy love upon her without sin.” And therewith suddenly he fell a-weeping; and Ralph was ill at ease of his weeping, and went along by him saying nought; till the priest plucked up heart again, and said, turning to Ralph, but not meeting his eye: “My son, I weep because men and women are so evil, and mis-say each other so sorely, even as they do by this holy woman.” As he spake his tears brake out again, and Ralph strode on fast, so as to outgo him, thinking it unmannerly to seem as if he noted not his sorrow; yet withal unable to say aught to him thereof. Moreover it irked him to hear a grown man weeping for grief, even though it were but a priest.

Within a while the priest caught up with him, his tears all staunched, and fell to talk with him cheerfully concerning the wood, and the Little Land and the dwellers therein and the conditions of them, and he praised them much, save the women. Ralph answered him with good cheer in likewise; and thus they came to the cot of the old woman, and both she and the maiden were without the house, the old carline hithering and thithering on some errand, the maiden leaning against a tree as if pondering some matter. As they passed by, the priest blessed them in words, but his eyes scowled on them, whereat the carline grinned, but the damsel heeded him not, but looked wistfully on Ralph. The priest muttered somewhat as he passed, which Ralph caught not the meaning of, and fell moody again; and when he was a little past the ford he drew rein and said: “Now, son, I must to my cell hard by the church yonder: but yet I will say one word to thee ere we sunder; to wit, that to my mind the Holy Lady will love no one but the saints of heaven, save it be some man with whom all women are in love.”

Therewith he turned away suddenly, and rode smartly towards his church; and Ralph deemed that he was weeping once more. As for Ralph, he went quietly home toward the castle, for the sun was setting now, and as he went he pondered all these things in his heart.






  








CHAPTER 21
 

Ralph Weareth Away Three Days Uneasily
 

He read again in the book that night, till he had gotten the whole tale into his head, and he specially noted this of it, that it told not whence that Lady came, nor what she was, nor aught else save that there she was in the wood by herself, and was found therein by the king’s son: neither told the tale in what year of the world she was found there, though it told concerning all the war and miseries which she had bred, and which long endured. Again, he could not gather from that book why she had gone back to the lone place in the woods, whereas she might have wedded one of those warring barons who sorely desired her: nor why she had yielded herself to the witch of that place and endured with patience her thralldom, with stripes and torments of her body, like the worst of the thralls of the ancient heathen men. Lastly, he might not learn from the book where in the world was that lone place, or aught of the road to the Well at the World’s End. But amidst all his thinking his heart came back to this: “When I meet her, she will tell me of it all; I need be no wiser than to learn how to meet her and to make her love me; then shall she show me the way to the Well at the World’s End, and I shall drink thereof and never grow old, even as she endureth in youth, and she shall love me for ever, and I her for ever.”

So he thought; but yet amidst these happy thoughts came in this evil one, that whereas all the men-folk spoke well of her and worshipped her, the women-folk feared her or hated her; even to the lecherous old woman who had praised the beauty of her body for his torment. So he thought till his head grew heavy, and he went and lay down in his bed and slept, and dreamed of the days of Upmead; and things forgotten in his waking time came between him and any memories of his present longing and the days thereof.

He awoke and arose betimes in the morning, and when he had breakfasted he bade the carline bring him his weapons. “Wilt thou again to the wood?” said she. “Didst thou not bid me fare thither yesterday?” said he. “Yea,” she said; “but to-day I fear lest thou depart and come not back.” He laughed and said: “Seest thou not, mother, that I go afoot, and I in hauberk and helm? I cannot run far or fast from thee. Also” (and here he broke off his speech a little) “where should I be but here?”

“Ah,” she said, “but who knows what may happen?” Nevertheless she went and fetched his war-gear and looked at him fondly as he did it on, and went his ways from the hall.

Now he entered the wood more to the south than he had done yesterday, and went softly as before, and still was he turning over in his mind the thoughts of last night, and ever they came back. “Might I but see her! Would she but love me! O for a draught of the Well at the World’s End, that the love might last long and long!”

So he went on a while betwixt the trees and the thickets, till it was a little past noon. But all on a sudden a panic fear took him, lest she should indeed come to the castle while he was away, and not finding him, depart again, who knows whither; and when this thought came upon him, he cried aloud, and hastened at his swiftest back again to the castle, and came there breathless and wearied, and ran to the old woman, and cried out to her; “Is she come? is she come?”

The carline laughed and said, “Nay, she is not, but thou art come: praise be to the saints! But what aileth thee? Nay, fear not, she shall come at last.”

Then grew Ralph shamefaced and turned away from her, and miscalled himself for a fool and a dastard that could not abide the pleasure of his lady at the very place whereto she had let lead him. So he wore through the remnant of the day howso he might, without going out-adoors again; and the carline came and spake with him; but whatever he asked her about the lady, she would not tell aught of any import, so he refrained him from that talk, and made a show of hearkening when she spake of other matters; as tales concerning the folk of the land, and the Fathers of the Thorn, and so forth.

On the next morning he arose and said to himself, that whatever betid, he would bide in the castle and the Plain of Abundance till the lady came; and he went amongst the haymaking folk in the morning and ate his dinner with them, and strove to be of good cheer, and belike the carles and queens thought him merry company; but he was now wearying his heart with longing, and might not abide any great while in one place; so when, dinner over, they turned to their work again, he went back to the Castle, and read in that book, and looked at the pictures thereof, and kept turning his wonder and hope and fear over and over again in his mind, and making to himself stories of how he should meet the Lady and what she would say to him, and how he should answer her, till at last the night came, and he went to his bed, and slept for the very weariness of his longing.

When the new day came he arose and went into the hall, and found the carline there, who said to him, “Fair sir, will thou to the wood again to-day?” “Nay,” said Ralph, “I must not, I dare not.” “Well,” she said, “thou mayest if thou wilt; why shouldst thou not go?” Said Ralph, reddening and stammering: “Because I fear to; thrice have I been away long from the castle and all has gone well; but the fourth time she will come and find me gone.”

The carline laughed: “Well,” she said, “I shall be here if thou goest; for I promise thee not to stir out of the house whiles thou art away.” Said Ralph: “Nay, I will abide here.” “Yea,” she said, “I see: thou trustest me not. Well, no matter; and to-day it will be handy if thou abidest. For I have an errand to my brother in the flesh, who is one of the brethren of the Thorn over yonder. If thou wilt give me leave, it will be to my pleasure and gain.”

Ralph was glad when he heard this, deeming that if she left him alone there, he would be the less tempted to stray into the wood again. Besides, he deemed that the Lady might come that day when he was alone in the Castle, and that himseemed would make the meeting sweeter yet. So he yea-said the carline’s asking joyously, and in an hour’s time she went her ways and left him alone there.

Ralph said to himself, when he saw her depart, that he would have the more joy in the castle of his Lady if he were alone, and would wear away the day in better patience therefor. But in sooth the hours of that day were worse to wear than any day there had yet been. He went not without the house at all that day, for he deemed that the folk abroad would note of him that he was so changed and restless.

Whiles he read in that book, or turned the leaves over, not reading it; whiles he went into the Chamber of Estate, and pored over the woven pictures there wherein the Lady was figured. Whiles he wandered from chamber to chamber, not knowing what to do.

At last, a little after dark, back comes the carline again, and he met her at the door of the hall, for he was weary of his own company, and the ceaseless turning over and over of the same thoughts.

As for her, she was so joyous of him that she fairly threw her arms about him and kissed and clipped him, as though she had been his very mother. Whereof he had some shame, but not much, for he deemed that her goodwill to him was abundant, which indeed it was.

Now she looks on him and says: “Truly it does my heart good to see thee: but thou poor boy, thou art wearing thyself with thy longing, and thy doubting, and if thou wilt do after my rede, thou wilt certainly go into the wood to-morrow and see what may befall; and indeed and in sooth thou wilt leave behind thee a trusty friend.”

He looked on her kindly, and smiled, and said, “In sooth, mother, I deem thou art but right; though it be hard for me to leave this house, to which in a way my Lady hath bidden me. Yet I will do thy bidding herein.” She thanked him, and he went to his bed and slept; for now that he had made up his mind to go, he was somewhat more at rest.






  








CHAPTER 22
 

An Adventure in the Wood
 

Ralph arrayed himself for departure next morning without more words; and when he was ready the carline said to him: “When thou wentest forth before, I was troubled at thy going and feared for thy returning: but now I fear not; for I know that thou wilt return; though it may be leading a fair woman by the hand. So go, and all luck go with thee.” Ralph smiled at her words and went his ways, and came into the wood that lay due south from the Castle, and he went on and on and had no thought of turning back. He rested twice and still went on, till the fashion of the thickets and the woods changed about him; and at last when the sun was getting low, he saw light gleaming through a great wood of pines, which had long been dark before him against the tall boles, and soon he came to the very edge of the wood, and going heedfully, saw between the great stems of the outermost trees, a green strand, and beyond it a long smooth water, a little lake between green banks on either side. He came out of the pinewood on to the grass; but there were thornbushes a few about, so that moving warily from one to the other, he might perchance see without being seen. Warily he went forsooth, going along the green strand to the east and the head of that water, and saw how the bank sloped up gently from its ending toward the pine-wood, in front of whose close-set trees stood three great-boled tall oak-trees on a smooth piece of green sward. And now he saw that there were folk come before him on this green place, and keen-sighted as he was, could make out that three men were on the hither side of the oak-trees, and on the further side of them was a white horse. Thitherward then he made, stealing from bush to bush, since he deemed that he needed not be seen of men who might be foes, for at the first sight he had noted the gleam of weapons there. And now he had gone no long way before he saw the westering sun shine brightly from a naked sword, and then another sprang up to meet it, and he heard faintly the clash of steel, and saw withal that the third of the folk had long and light raiment and was a woman belike. Then he bettered his pace, and in a minute or two came so near that he could see the men clearly, that they were clad in knightly war-gear, and were laying on great strokes so that the still place rang with the clatter. As for the woman, he could see but little of her, because of the fighting men before her; and the shadow of the oak boughs fell on her withal.

Now as he went, hidden by the bushes, they hid the men also from him, and when he was come to the last bush, some fifty paces from them, and peered out from it, in that very nick of time the two knights were breathing them somewhat, and Ralph saw that one of them, the furthest from him, was a very big man with a blue surcoat whereon was beaten a great golden sun, and the other, whose back was towards Ralph, was clad in black over his armour. Even as he looked and doubted whether to show himself or not, he of the sun raised his sword aloft, and giving forth a great roar as of wrath and grief mingled together, rushed on his foe and smote so fiercely that he fell to the earth before him, and the big man fell upon him as he fell, and let knee and sword-pommel and fist follow the stroke, and there they wallowed on the earth together.

Straightway Ralph came forth from the bushes with his drawn sword in his hand, and even therewith what with the two knights being both low upon the earth, what with the woman herself coming from out the shadow of the oak boughs, and turning her toward Ralph, he saw her clearly, and stood staring and amazed — for lo! it was the Lady whom he had delivered at the want-ways. His heart well nigh stood still with joy, yet was he shamefaced also: for though now she was no longer clad in that scanty raiment, yet did he seem to see her body through that which covered it. But now her attire was but simple; a green gown, thin and short, and thereover a cote-hardy of black cloth with orphreys of gold and colours: but on her neck was a collar that seemed to him like to that which Dame Katherine had given him; and the long tresses of her hair, which he had erst seen floating loose about her, were wound as a garland around her head. She looked with a flushed and joyous face on Ralph, and seemed as if she heeded nought the battle of the knights, but saw him only: but he feared her, and his love for her and stood still, and durst not move forward to go to her.

Thus they abode for about the space of one minute: and meanwhile the big man rose up on one knee and steadied him with his sword for a moment of time, and the blade was bloody from the point half way up to the hilt; but the black knight lay still and made no sign of life. Then the Knight of the Sun rose up slowly and stood on his feet and faced the Lady and seemed not to see Ralph, for his back was towards him. He came slowly toward the Lady, scowling, and his face white as chalk; then he spake to her coldly and sternly, stretching out his bloody sword before her.

“I have done thy bidding, and slain my very earthly friend of friends for thy sake. Wherewith wilt thou reward me?”

Then once more Ralph heard the voice, which he remembered so sweet amidst peril and battle aforetime, as she said as coldly as the Knight: “I bade thee not: thine own heart bade thee to strive with him because thou deemedst that he loved me. Be content! thou hast slain him who stood in thy way, as thou deemedst. Thinkest thou that I rejoice at his slaying? O no! I grieve at it, for all that I had such good cause to hate him.”

He said: “My own heart! my own heart! Half of my heart biddeth me slay thee, who hast made me slay him. What wilt thou give me?” She knit her brow and spake angrily: “Leave to depart,” she said. Then after a while, and in a kinder voice: “And thus much of my love, that I pray thee not to sorrow for me, but to have a good heart, and live as a true knight should.” He frowned: “Wilt thou not go with me?” said he. “Not uncompelled,” she said: “if thou biddest me go with threats of hewing and mangling the body which thou sayest thou lovest, needs must I go then. Yet scarce wilt thou do this.”

“I have a mind to try it,” said he; “If I set thee on thine horse and bound thine hands for thee, and linked thy feet together under the beast’s belly; belike thou wouldest come. Shall I have slain my brother-in-arms for nought?”

“Thou hast the mind,” said she, “hast thou the might?” “So I deem,” said he, smiling grimly.

She looked at him proudly and said: “Yea, but I misdoubt me thereof.” He still had his back to Ralph and was staring at the lady; she turned her head a little and made a sign to Ralph, just as the Knight of the Sun said: “Thou misdoubtest thee? Who shall help thee in the desert?”

“Look over thy left shoulder,” she said. He turned, and saw Ralph drawing near, sword in hand, smiling, but somewhat pale. He drew aback from the Lady and, spinning round on his heel, faced Ralph, and cried out: “Hah! Hast thou raised up a devil against me, thou sorceress, to take from me my grief and my lust, and my life? Fair will the game be to fight with thy devil as I have fought with my friend! Yet now I know not whether I shall slay him or thee.”

She spake not, but stood quietly looking on him, not unkindly, while a wind came up from the water and played with a few light locks of hair that hung down from that ruddy crown, and blew her raiment from her feet and wrapped it close round her limbs; and Ralph beheld her, and close as was the very death to him (for huge and most warrior-like was his foeman) yet longing for her melted the heart within him, and he felt the sweetness of life in his inmost soul as he had never felt it before.

Suddenly the Knight of the Sun turned about to the Lady again, and fell down on his knees before her, and clasped his hands as one praying, and said: “Now pardon me all my words, I pray thee; and let this young man depart unhurt, whether thou madest him, or hast but led him away from country and friends and all. Then do thou come with me, and make some semblance of loving me, and suffer me to love thee. And then shall all be well, for in a few days we will go back to thy people, and there will I be their lord or thy servant, or my brother’s man, or what thou wilt. O wilt thou not let the summer days be sweet?”

But she spake, holding up her head proudly and speaking in a clear ringing voice: “I have said it, that uncompelled I will not go with thee at all.” And therewithal she turned her face toward Ralph, as she might do on any chance-met courteous man, and he saw her smiling, but she said nought to him, and gave no token of knowing him. Then the Knight of the Sun sprang to his feet, and shook his sword above his head and ran furiously on Ralph, who leapt nimbly on one side (else had he been slain at once) and fetched a blow at the Sun-Knight, and smote him, and brake the mails on his left shoulder, so that the blood sprang, and fell on fiercely enough, smiting to right and left as the other gave back at his first onset. But all was for nought, for the Knight of the Sun, after his giving aback under that first stroke drew himself up stark and stiff, and pressing on through all Ralph’s strokes, though they rent his mail here and there, ran within his sword, and smote him furiously with the sword-pommel on the side of the head, so that the young man of Upmeads could not stand up under the weight of the blow, but fell to the earth swooning, and the Knight of the Sun knelt on him, and drew out an anlace, short, thick and sharp, and cried out: “Now, Devil, let see whether thou wilt bleed black.” Therewith he raised up his hand: but the weapon was stayed or ever it fell, for the Lady had glided up to them when she saw that Ralph was overcome, and now she stretched out her arm and caught hold of the Knight’s hand and the anlace withal, and he groaned and cried out: “What now! thou art strong-armed as well as white-armed;” (for she had rent the sleeve back from her right arm) and he laughed in the extremity of his wrath. But she was pale and her lips quivered as she said softly and sweetly: “Wilt thou verily slay this young man?”

“And why not?” said he, “since I have just slain the best friend that I ever had, though he was nought willing to fight with me, and only for this, that I saw thee toying with him; though forsooth thou hast said truly that thou hadst more reason to hate him than love him. Well, since thou wilt not have this youngling slain, I may deem at least that he is no devil of thy making, else wouldst thou be glad of his slaying, so that he might be out of the path of thee; so a man he is, and a well-favoured one, and young; and valiant, as it seemeth: so I suppose that he is thy lover, or will be one day — well then—”

And he lifted his hand again, but again she stayed him, and said: “Look thou, I will buy him of thee: and, indeed, I owe him a life.” “How is that?” said he. “Why wouldst thou know?” she said; “thou who, if thou hadst me in thine hands again, wouldst keep me away from all men. Yea, I know what thou wouldst say, thou wouldst keep me from sinning again.” And she smiled, but bitterly. “Well, the tale is no long one: five days ago I was taken by them of the Burg: and thou wottest what they would do with me; yea, even if they deemed me less than they do deem me: well, as two of their men-at-arms were leading me along by a halter, as a calf is led to the butcher, we fell in with this goodly lad, who slew them both in manly fashion, and I escaped for that time: though, forsooth, I must needs put my neck in the noose again in delivering four of our people, who would else have been tormented to death by the Burgers.”

“Well,” said the knight, “perchance thou hast more mercy than I looked for of thee; though I misdoubt thee that thou mayst yet pray me or some other to slay him for thee. Thou art merciful, my Queen, though not to me, and a churl were I if I were less merciful than thou. Therefore will I give his life to him, yet not to thee will I give him if I may help it — Lo you, Sweet! he is just opening his eyes.”

Therewith he rose up from Ralph, who raised himself a little, and sat up dazed and feeble. The Knight of the Sun stood up over him beside the lady with his hands clasped on his sword-hilt, and said to Ralph: “Young man, canst thou hear my words?” Ralph smiled feebly and nodded a yea-say. “Dost thou love thy life then?” said the Knight. Ralph found speech and said faintly, “Yea.” Said the Knight: “Where dost thou come from, where is thine home?” Said Ralph, “Upmeads.” “Well then,” quoth the big knight, “go back to Upmeads, and live.” Ralph shook his head and knit his brows and said, “I will not.” “Yea,” said the Knight, “thou wilt not live? Then must I shape me to thy humour. Stand on thy feet and fight it out; for now I am cool I will not slay a swordless man.”

Ralph staggered up to his feet, but was so feeble still, that he sank down again, and muttered: “I may not; I am sick and faint;” and therewith swooned away again. But the Knight stood a while leaning on his sword, and looking down on him not unkindly. Then he turned about to the Lady, but lo! she had left his side. She had glided away, and got to her horse, which was tethered on the other side of the oak-tree, and had loosed him and mounted him, and so sat in the saddle there, the reins gathered in her hands. She smiled on the knight as he stood astonished, and cried to him; “Now, lord, I warn thee, draw not a single foot nigher to me; for thou seest that I have Silverfax between my knees, and thou knowest how swift he is, and if I see thee move, he shall spring away with me. Thou wottest how well I know all the ways of the woodland, and I tell thee that the ways behind me to the Dry Tree be all safe and open, and that beyond the Gliding River I shall come on Roger of the Ropewalk and his men. And if thou thinkest to ride after me, and overtake me, cast the thought out of thy mind. For thy horse is strong but heavy, as is meet for so big a knight, and moreover he is many yards away from me and Silverfax: so before thou art in the saddle, where shall I be? Yea,” (for the Knight was handling his anlace) “thou mayst cast it, and peradventure mayst hit Silverfax and not me, and peradventure not; and I deem that it is my body alive that thou wouldest have back with thee. So now, wilt thou hearken?”

“Yea,” quoth the knight, though for wrath he could scarce bring the word from his mouth.

“Hearken,” she said, “this is the bargain to be struck between us: even now thou wouldst not refrain from slaying this young man, unless perchance he should swear to depart from us; and as for me, I would not go back with thee to Sunhome, where erst thou shamedst me. Now will I buy thy nay-say with mine, and if thou give the youngling his life, and suffer him to come his ways with us, then will I go home with thee and will ride with thee in all the love and duty that I owe thee; or if thou like this fashion of words better, I will give thee my body for his life. But if thou likest not the bargain, there is not another piece of goods for thee in the market, for then I will ride my ways to the Dry Tree, and thou shalt slay the poor youth, or make of him thy sworn friend, like as was Walter — which thou wilt.”

So she spake, and Ralph yet lay on the grass and heard nought. But the Knight’s face was dark and swollen with anger as he answered: “My sworn friend! yea, I understand thy gibe. I need not thy words to bring to my mind how I have slain one sworn friend for thy sake.”

“Nay,” she said, “not for my sake, for thine own folly’s sake.” He heeded her not, but went on: “And as for this one, I say again of him, if he be not thy devil, then thou meanest him for thy lover. And now I deem that I will verily slay him, ere he wake again; belike it were his better luck.”

She said: “I wot not why thou hagglest over the price of that thou wouldest have. If thou have him along with thee, shall he not be in thy power — as I shall be? and thou mayst slay him — or me — when thou wilt.”

“Yea,” he said, grimly, “when thou art weary of him. O art thou not shameless amongst women! Yet must I needs pay thy price, though my honour and the welfare of my life go with it. Yet how if he have no will to fare with us?” She laughed and said: “Then shalt thou have him with thee as thy captive and thrall. Hast thou not conquered him in battle?” He stood silent a moment and then he said: “Thou sayest it; he shall come with me, will he, nill he, unarmed, and as a prisoner, and the spoil of my valiancy.” And he laughed, not altogether in bitterness, but as if some joy were rising in his heart. “Now, my Queen,” said he, “the bargain is struck betwixt us, and thou mayest light down off Silverfax; as for me, I will go fetch water from the lake, that we may wake up this valiant and mighty youth, this newfound jewel, and bring him to his wits again.”

She answered nought, but rode her horse close to him and lighted down nimbly, while his greedy eyes devoured her beauty. Then he took her hand and drew her to him, and kissed her cheek, and she suffered it, but kissed him not again. Then he took off his helm, and went down to the lake to fetch up water therein.






  








CHAPTER 23
 

The Leechcraft of the Lady
 

Meanwhile she went to Ralph and stood by him, who now began to stir again; and she knelt down by him and kissed his face gently, and rose up hastily and stood a little aloof again.

Now Ralph sat up and looked about him, and when he saw the Lady he first blushed red, and then turned very pale; for the full life was in him again, and he knew her, and love drew strongly at his heart-strings. But she looked on him kindly and said to him: “How fares it with thee? I am sorry of thy hurt which thou hast had for me.” He said: “Forsooth, Lady, a chance knock or two is no great matter for a lad of Upmeads. But oh! I have seen thee before.” “Yea,” she said, “twice before, fair knight.” “How is that?” he said; “once I saw thee, the fairest thing in the world, and evil men would have led thee to slaughter; but not twice.”

She smiled on him still more kindly, as if he were a dear friend, and said simply: “I was that lad in the cloak that ye saw in the Flower de Luce; and afterwards when ye, thou and Roger, fled away from the Burg of the Four Friths. I had come into the Burg with my captain of war at the peril of our lives to deliver four faithful friends of mine who were else doomed to an evil death.”

He said nought, but gazed at her face, wondering at her valiancy and goodness. She took him by the hand now, and held it without speaking for a little while, and he sat there still looking up into her face, wondering at her sweetness and his happiness. Then she said, as she drew her hand away and spake in such a voice, and so looking at him, that every word was as a caress to him: “Thy soul is coming back to thee, my friend, and thou art well at ease: is it not so?”

“O yea,” he said, “and I woke up happily e’en now; for me-dreamed that my gossip came to me and kissed me kindly; and she is a fair woman, but not a young woman.”

As he spoke the knight, who had come nearly noiselessly over the grass, stood by them, holding his helm full of water, and looking grimly upon them; but the Lady looked up at him with wide eyes wonderingly, and Ralph, beholding her, deemed that all he had heard of her goodness was but the very sooth. But the knight spake: “Young man, thou hast fought with me, thou knowest not wherefore, and grim was my mood when thou madest thine onset, and still is, so that never but once wilt thou be nigher thy death than thou hast been this hour. But now I have given thee life because of the asking of this lady; and therewith I give thee leave to come thy ways with us: nay, rather I command thee to come, for thou art my prisoner, to be kept or ransomed, or set free as I will. But my will is that thou shalt not have thine armour and weapons; and there is a cause for this, which mayhappen I will tell thee hereafter. But now I bid thee drink of this water, and then do off thine helm and hauberk and give me thy sword and dagger, and go with us peaceably; and be not overmuch ashamed, for I have overcome men who boasted themselves to be great warriors.”

So Ralph drank of the water, and did off his helm, and cast water on his face, and arose, and said smiling: “Nay, my master, I am nought ashamed of my mishaps: and as to my going with thee and the Lady, thou hast heard me say under thy dagger that I would not forbear to follow her; so I scarce need thy command thereto.” The knight scowled on him and said: “Hold thy peace, fool! Thou wert best not stir my wrath again.” “Nay,” said Ralph, “thou hast my sword, and mayst slay me if thou wilt; therefore be not word-valiant with me.”

Said the Knight of the Sun: “Well, well, thou hast the right of it there. Only beware lest thou try me overmuch. But now must we set forth on our road; and here is work for thee to do: a hundred yards within the thick wood in a straight line from the oak-tree thou shalt find two horses, mine and the knight’s who fell before me; go thou and bring them hither; for I will not leave thee with my lady, lest I have to slay thee in the end, and maybe her also.”

Ralph nodded cheerfully, and set off on his task, and was the readier therein because the Lady looked on him kindly and compassionately as he went by her. He found the horses speedily, a black horse that was of the Black Knight, and a bay of the Knight of the Sun, and he came back with them lightly.

But when he came to the oak-tree again, lo, the knight and the Lady both kneeling over the body of the Black Knight, and Ralph saw that the Knight of the Sun was sobbing and weeping sorely, so that he deemed that he was taking leave of his friend that lay dead there: but when Ralph had tied up those other two steeds by Silverfax and drawn rear to those twain, the Knight of the Sun looked up at him, and spake in a cheerful voice: “Thou seemest to be no ill man, though thou hast come across my lady; so now I bid thee rejoice that there is a good knight more in the world than we deemed e’en now; for this my friend Walter the Black is alive still.” “Yea,” said the Lady, “and belike he shall live a long while yet.”

So Ralph looked, and saw that they had stripped the knight of his hauberk and helm, and bared his body, and that the Lady was dressing a great and sore wound in his side; neither was he come to himself again: he was a young man, and very goodly to look on, dark haired and straight of feature, fair of face; and Ralph felt a grief at his heart as he beheld the Lady’s hands dealing with his bare flesh, though nought the man knew of it belike.

As for the Knight of the Sun, he was no more grim and moody, but smiling and joyous, and he spake and said: “Young man, this shall stand thee in good stead that I have not slain my friend this bout. Sooth to say, it might else have gone hard with thee on the way to my house, or still more in my house. But now be of good heart, for unless of thine own folly thou run on the sword’s point, thou mayst yet live and do well.” Then he turned to the Lady and said: “Dame, for as good a leech as ye be, ye may not heal this man so that he may sit in his saddle within these ten days; and now what is to do in this matter?”

She looked on him with smiling lips and a strange light in her eyes, and said: “Yea, forsooth, what wilt thou do? Wilt thou abide here by Walter thyself alone, and let me bring the imp of Upmeads home to our house? Or wilt thou ride home and send folk with a litter to us? Or shall this youngling ride at all adventure, and seek to Sunway through the blind woodland? Which shall it be?”

The knight laughed outright, and said: “Yea, fair one, this is much like to the tale of the carle at the ferry with the fox, and the goat, and the cabbage.”

There was scarce a smile on her face as she said gently: “One thing is to be thought of, that Walter’s soul is not yet so fast in his body that either thou or some rough-handed leech may be sure of healing him; it must be this hand, and the learning which it hath learned which must deal with him for a while.” And she stretched out her arm over the wounded man, with the fingers pointing down the water, and reddened withal, as if she felt the hearts’ greediness of the two men who were looking on her beauty.

The big knight sighed, and said: “Well, unless I am to kill him over again, there is nothing for it but our abiding with him for the next few hours at least. To-morrow is a new day, and fair is the woodland-hall of summer-tide; neither shall water fail us. But as to victual, I wot not save that we have none.”

The Lady laughed, and said to Ralph; “Who knoweth what thou mayst find if thou go to the black horse and look into the saddle-bags which I saw upon him awhile agone? For indeed we need somewhat, if it were but to keep the life in the body of this wounded man.”

Ralph sprang up and turned to the horse, and found the saddle-bags on him, and took from them bread and flesh, and a flask of good wine, and brought them to the Lady, who laughed and said: “Thou art a good seeker and no ill finder.” Then she gave the wounded man to drink of the wine, so that he stirred somewhat, and the colour came into his face a little. Then she bade gather store of bracken for a bed for the Black Knight, and Ralph bestirred himself therein, but the Knight of the Sun sat looking at the Lady as she busied herself with his friend, and gloom seemed gathering on him again.

But when the bracken was enough, the Lady made a bed deftly and speedily; and between the three they laid the wounded man thereon, who seemed coming to himself somewhat, and spake a few words, but those nothing to the point. Then the Lady took her gay embroidered cloak, which lay at the foot of the oak tree, and cast it over him and, as Ralph deemed, eyed him lovingly, and belike the Knight of the Sun thought in likewise, for he scowled upon her; and for awhile but little was the joyance by the ancient oak, unless it were with the Lady.






  








CHAPTER 24
 

Supper and Slumber in the Woodland Hall
 

But when all was done to make the wounded knight as easy as might be, the Lady turned to the other twain, and said kindly: “Now, lords, it were good to get to table, since here is wherewithal.” And she looked on them both full kindly as she spake the words, but nowise wantonly; even as the lady of a fair house might do by honoured guests. So the hearts of both were cheered, and nothing loth they sat down by her on the grass and fell to meat. Yet was the Knight of the Sun a little moody for a while, but when he had eaten and drunken somewhat, he said: “It were well if someone might come hereby, some hermit or holy man, to whom we might give the care of Walter: then might we home to Sunway, and send folk with a litter to fetch him home softly when the due time were.”

“Yea,” said the Lady, “that might happen forsooth, and perchance it will; and if it were before nightfall it were better.”

Ralph saw that as she spake she took hold of the two fingers of her left hand with her right forefinger, and let the thumb meet it, so that it made a circle about them, and she spake something therewith in a low voice, but he heeded it little, save as he did all ways that her body moved. As for the Knight of the Sun, he was looking down on the grass as one pondering matters, and noted this not. But he said presently: “What hast thou to say of Walter now? Shall he live?” “Yea,” she said, “maybe as long as either of you twain.” The knight looked hard at Ralph, but said nothing, and Ralph heeded not his looks, for his eyes were busy devouring the Lady.

So they abode a little, and the more part of what talk there was came from the Lady, and she was chiefly asking Ralph of his home in Upmeads, and his brethren and kindred, and he told her all openly, and hid naught, while her voice ravished his very soul from him, and it seemed strange to him, that such an one should hold him in talk concerning these simple matters and familiar haps, and look on him so kindly and simply. Ever and anon would she go and look to the welfare of the wounded man, and come back from him (for they sat a little way aloof), and tell them how he did. And still the Knight of the Sun took little heed, and once again gloom settled down on him.

Amidst all this the sun was set, and the long water lay beneath the heavens like a sheet of bright, fair-hued metal, and naught stirred it: till at last the Lady leaned forward to Ralph, and touched his shoulder (for he was sitting over against her, with his back to the water), and she said: “Sir Knight, Sir Knight, his wish is coming about, I believe verily.” He turned his head to look over his shoulder, and, as if by chance-hap, his cheek met the outstretched hand she was pointing with: she drew it not away very speedily, and as sweet to him was the touch of it as if his face had been brushed past by a summer lily.

“Nay, look! something cometh,” she cried; and he looked and saw a little boat making down the water toward the end anigh them. Then the Knight of the Sun seemed to awake at her word, and he leapt to his feet, and stood looking at the new comer.

It was but a little while ere the boat touched the shore, and a man stepped out of it on to the grass and made it fast to the bank, and then stood and looked about him as if seeking something; and lo, it was a holy man, a hermit in the habit of the Blackfriars.

Then the Knight of the Sun hastened down to the strand to meet him, and when Ralph was thus left alone with the Lady, though it were but for a little, his heart beat and he longed sore to touch her with his hand, but durst not, and did but hope that her hand would stray his way as it had e’en now. But she arose and stood a little way from him, and spake to him sweetly of the fairness of the evening, and the wounded man, and the good hap of the friar’s coming before nightfall; and his heart was wrung sore with the love of her.

So came the knight up from the strand, and the holy man with him, who greeted Ralph and the Lady and blessed them, and said: “Now, daughter, show me thy sick man; for I am somewhat of a leech, and this thy baron would have me heal him, and I have a right good will thereto.”

So he went to the Black Knight, and when he had looked to his hurts, he turned to them and said: “Have ye perchance any meat in the wilderness?” “Yea,” quoth the Knight of the Sun; “there is enough for a day or more, and if we must needs abide here longer, I or this young man may well make shift to slay some deer, great or little, for our sustenance and the healing of my friend.”

“It is well,” said the Friar; “my hermitage is no great way hence, in the thicket at the end of this water. But now is the fever on this knight, and we may not move him ere morning at soonest; but to-morrow we may make a shift to bear him hence by boat: or, if not, then may I go and fetch from my cell bread and other meat, and milk of my goats; and thus shall we do well till we may bring him to my cell, and then shall ye leave him there; and afterwards I will lead him home to Sunway where thou dwellest, baron, when he is well enough healed; or, if he will not go thither, let him go his ways, and I myself will come to Sunway and let thee wot of his welfare.”

The knight yeasaid all this, and thereafter the Friar and the Lady together tended the wounded knight, and gave him water to drink, and wine. And meanwhile Ralph and the Knight of the Sun lay down on the grass and watched the eve darkening, and Ralph marvelled at his happiness, and wondered what the morrow would bring forth.

But amidst his happy thoughts the Knight of the Sun spake to him and said: “Young knight, I have struck a bargain with her that thou shalt follow us home, if thou wilt: but to say sooth, I think when the bargain was struck I was minded when I had thee at Sunway to cast thee into my prison. But now I will do otherwise, and if thou must needs follow after thine own perdition, as I have, thou shalt do so freely; therefore take again thine armour and weapons, and do what thou wilt with them. But if thou wilt do after my rede, get thee away to-morrow, or better, to-night, and desire our fellowship no more.”

Ralph heard him, and the heart within him was divided. It was in his mind to speak debonnairely to the knight; but again he felt as if he hated him, and the blythe words would not come, and he answered doggedly: “I will not leave my Lady since she biddeth me go with her. If thou wilt then, make the most of it that thou art stronger than I, and a warrior more proven; set me before thy sword, and fight with me and slay me.”

Then rose the wrath to the knight’s lips, and he brake forth: “Then is there one other thing for thee to do, and that is that thou take thy sword, which I have just given back to thee, and thrust her through therewith. That were better for thee and for me, and for him who lieth yonder.”

Therewith he arose and strode up and down in the dusk, and Ralph wondered at him, yet hated him now not so much, since he deemed that the Lady would not love him, and that he was angered thereby. Yet about Ralph’s heart there hung a certain fear of what should be.

But presently the knight came and sat down by him again, and again fell to speech with him, and said: “Thou knowest that I may not slay thee, and yet thou sayest, fight with me; is this well done?” “Is it ill done?” said Ralph, “I wot not why.”

The knight was silent awhile, and then he said: “With what words shall I beseech thee to depart while it is yet time? It may well be that in days to come I shall be good to thee, and help thee.”

But Ralph said never a word. Then said the knight, and sighed withal: “I now see this of thee, that thou mayst not depart; well, so let it be!” and he sighed heavily again. Then Ralph strove with himself, and said courteously: “Sir, I am sorry that I am a burden irksome to thee; and that, why I know not, thou mayst not rid thyself of me by the strong hand, and that otherwise thou mayst not be rid of me. What then is this woman to thee, that thou wouldst have me slay her, and yet art so fierce in thy love for her?” The Knight of the Sun laughed wrathfully thereat, and was on the point of answering him, when up came those two from the wounded man, and the Friar said: “The knight shall do well; but well it is for him that the Lady of Abundance was here for his helping; for from her hands goeth all healing, as it was with the holy men of old time. May the saints keep her from all harm; for meek and holy indeed she is, as oft we have heard it.”

The Lady put her hand on his shoulder, as if to bid him silence, and then set herself down on the grass beside the Knight of the Sun, and fell to talking sweetly and blithely to the three men. The Friar answered her with many words, and told her of the deer and fowl of the wood and the water that he was wont to see nigh to his hermitage; for of such things she asked him, and at last he said: “Good sooth, I should be shy to say in all places and before all men of all my dealings with God’s creatures which live about me there. Wot ye what? E’en now I had no thought of coming hitherward; but I was sitting amongst the trees pondering many things, when I began to drowse, and drowsing I heard the thornbushes speaking to me like men, and they bade me take my boat and go up the water to help a man who was in need; and that is how I came hither; benedicite.”

So he spake; but the Knight of the Sun did but put in a word here and there, and that most often a sour and snappish word. As for Ralph, he also spake but little, and strayed somewhat in his answers; for he could not but deem that she spake softlier and kinder to him than to the others; and he was dreamy with love and desire, and scarce knew what he was saying.

Thus they wore away some two hours, the Friar or the Lady turning away at whiles to heed the wounded man, who was now talking wildly in his fever.

But at last the night was grown as dark as it would be, since cloud and storm came not, for the moon had sunk down: so the Lady said: “Now, lords, our candle hath gone out, and I for my part will to bed; so let us each find a meet chamber in the woodland hall; and I will lie near to thee, father, and the wounded friend, lest I be needed to help thee in the night; and thou, Baron of Sunway, lie thou betwixt me and the wood, to ward me from the wild deer and the wood-wights. But thou, Swain of Upmeads, wilt thou deem it hard to lie anear the horses, to watch them if they be scared by aught?”

“Yea,” said the Knight of the Sun, “thou art Lady here forsooth; even as men say of thee, that thou swayest man and beast in the wildwood. But this time at least it is not so ill-marshalled of thee: I myself would have shown folk to chamber here in likewise.”

Therewith he rose up, and walked to and fro for a little, and then went, and sat down on a root of the oak-tree, clasping his knees with his hands, but lay not down awhile. But the Lady made herself a bed of the bracken which was over from those that Ralph had gathered for the bed of the wounded Knight; and the Friar lay down on the grass nigh to her, and both were presently asleep.

Then Ralph got up quietly; and, shamefacedly for very love, passed close beside the sleeping woman as he went to his place by the horses, taking his weapons and wargear with him: and he said to himself as he laid him down, that it was good for him to be quite alone, that he might lie awake and think at his ease of all the loveliness and kindness of his Lady. Howbeit, he was a young man, and a sturdy, used to lying abroad in the fields or the woods, and it was his custom to sleep at once and sweetly when he lay down after the day’s work had wearied him, and even so he did now, and was troubled by no dreams of what was past or to come.






  








BOOK TWO. THE ROAD UNTO TROUBLE
 






  








CHAPTER 1
 

Ralph Meets With Love in the Wilderness
 

He woke up while it was yet night, and knew that he had been awakened by a touch; but, like a good hunter and warrior, he forebore to start up or cry out till sleep had so much run off him that he could tell somewhat of what was toward. So now he saw the Lady bending over him, and she said in a kind and very low voice: “Rise up, young man, rise up, Ralph, and say no word, but come with me a little way into the wood ere dawn come, for I have a word for thee.”

So he stood up and was ready to go with her, his heart beating hard for joy and wonder. “Nay,” she whispered, “take thy sword and war-gear lest ill befall: do on thine hauberk; I will be thy squire.” And she held his war-coat out for him to do on. “Now,” she said, still softly, “hide thy curly hair with the helm, gird thy sword to thee, and come without a word.”

Even so he did, and therewithal felt her hand take his (for it was dark as they stepped amidst the trees), and she led him into the Seventh Heaven, for he heard her voice, though it were but a whisper, as it were a caress and a laugh of joy in each word.

She led him along swiftly, fumbling nought with the paths betwixt the pine-tree boles, where it was as dark as dark might be. Every minute he looked to hear her say a word of why she had brought him thither, and that then she would depart from him; so he prayed that the silence and the holding of his hand might last a long while — for he might think of naught save her — and long it lasted forsooth, and still she spake no word, though whiles a little sweet chuckle, as of the garden warbler at his softest, came from her lips, and the ripple of her raiment as her swift feet drave it, sounded loud to his eager ears in the dark, windless wood.

At last, and it was more than half-an-hour of their walking thus, it grew lighter, and he could see the shape of her alongside of him; and still she held his hand and glided on swifter and swifter, as he thought; and soon he knew that outside the wood dawn was giving place to day, and even there, in the wood, it was scarce darker than twilight.

Yet a little further, and it grew lighter still, and he heard the throstles singing a little way off, and knew that they were on the edge of the pine-wood, and still her swift feet sped on till they came to a little grassy wood-lawn, with nought anear it on the side away from the wood save maples and thorn-bushes: it was broad daylight there, though the sun had not yet arisen.

There she let fall his hand and turned about to him and faced him flushed and eager, with her eyes exceeding bright and her lips half open and quivering. He stood beholding her, trembling, what for eagerness, what for fear of her words when he had told her of his desire. For he had now made up his mind to do no less. He put his helm from off his head and laid it down on the grass, and he noted therewith that she had come in her green gown only, and had left mantle and cote hardie behind.

Now he stood up again and was just going to speak, when lo! she put both her palms to her face, and her bosom heaved, and her shoulders were shaken with sobs, and she burst out a weeping, so that the tears ran through her fingers. Then he cast himself on the ground before her, and kissed her feet, and clasped her about the knees, and laid his cheek to her raiment, and fawned upon her, and cried out many an idle word of love, and still she wept a while and spake not. At last she reached her hand down to his face and fondled it, and he let his lips lie on the hand, and she suffered it a while, and then took him by the arm and raised him up and led him on swiftly as before; and he knew not what to do or say, and durst by no means stay her, and could frame no word to ask her wherefore.

So they sped across a waste not much beset with trees, he silent, she never wearying or slacking her pace or faltering as to the way, till they came into the thick wood again, and ever when he would have spoken she hushed him, with “Not yet! Not yet!” Until at last when the sun had been up for some three hours, she led him through a hazel copse, like a deep hedge, into a cleared grassy place where were great grey stones lying about, as if it had been the broken doom-ring of a forgotten folk. There she threw herself down on the grass and buried her face amidst the flowers, and was weeping and sobbing again and he bending over her, till she turned to him and drew him down to her and put her hands to his face, and laid her cheeks all wet with tears to his, and fell to kissing him long and sweetly, so that in his turn he was like to weep for the very sweetness of love.

Then at last she spake: “This is the first word, that now I have brought thee away from death; and so sweet it is to me that I can scarce bear it.”

“Oh, sweet to me,” he said, “for I have waited for thee many days.” And he fell to kissing and clipping her, as one who might not be satisfied. At last she drew herself from him a little, and, turning on him a face smiling with love, she said: “Forbear it a little, till we talk together.” “Yea,” quoth he, “but may I hold thine hand awhile?” “No harm in that,” she said, laughing, and she gave him her hand and spake:

“I spake it that I have brought thee from death, and thou hast asked me no word concerning what and how.” “I will ask it now, then,” said he, “since thou wilt have it so.” She said: “Dost thou think that he would have let thee live?”

“Who,” said he, “since thou lettest me live?”

“He, thy foeman, the Knight of the Sun,” she said. “Why didst thou not flee from him before? For he did not so much desire to slay thee, but that he would have had thee depart; but if thou wert once at his house, he would thrust a sword through thee, or at the least cast thee into his prison and let thee lie there till thy youth be gone — or so it seemed to me,” she said, faltering as she looked on him.

Said Ralph: “How could I depart when thou wert with him? Didst thou not see me there? I was deeming that thou wouldst have me abide.”

She looked upon him with such tender love that he made as if he would cast himself upon her; but she refrained him, and smiled and said: “Ah, yes, I saw thee, and thought not that thou wouldst sunder thyself from me; therefore had I care of thee.” And she touched his cheek with her other hand; and he sighed and knit his brows somewhat, and said: “But who is this man that he should slay me? And why is he thy tyrant, that thou must flee from him?”

She laughed and said: “Fair creature, he is my husband.”

Then Ralph flushed red, and his visage clouded, and he opened his mouth to speak; but she stayed him and said: “Yet is he not so much my husband but that or ever we were bedded he must needs curse me and drive me away from his house.” And she smiled, but her face reddened so deeply that her grey eyes looked strange and light therein.

But Ralph leapt up, and half drew his sword, and cried out loud: “Would God I had slain him! Wherefore could I not slay him?” And he strode up and down the sward before her in his wrath. But she leaned forward to him and laughed and said: “Yet, O Champion, we will not go back to him, for he is stronger than thou, and hath vanquished thee. This is a desert place, but thou art loud, and maybe over loud. Come rest by me.”

So he came and sat down by her, and took her hand again and kissed the wrist thereof and fondled it and said: “Yea, but he desireth thee sorely; that was easy to see. It was my ill-luck that I slew him not.”

She stroked his face again and said: “Long were the tale if I told thee all. After he had driven me out, and I had fled from him, he fell in with me again divers times, as was like to be; for his brother is the Captain of the Dry Tree; the tall man whom thou hast seen with me: and every time this baron hath come on me he has prayed my love, as one who would die despaired if I granted it not, but O my love with the bright sword” (and she kissed his cheek therewith, and fondled his hand with both her hands), “each time I said him nay, I said him nay.” And again her face burned with blushes.

“And his brother,” said Ralph, “the big captain that I have come across these four times, doth he desire thee also?” She laughed and said: “But as others have, no more: he will not slay any man for my sake.”

Said Ralph: “Didst thou wot that I was abiding thy coming at the Castle of Abundance?” “Yea,” she said, “have I not told thee that I bade Roger lead thee thither?” Then she said softly: “That was after that first time we met; after I had ridden away on the horse of that butcher whom thou slayedst.”

“But why camest thou so late?” said he; “Wouldst thou have come if I had abided there yet?” She said: “What else did I desire but to be with thee? But I set out alone looking not for any peril, since our riders had gone to the north against them of the Burg: but as I drew near to the Water of the Oak, I fell in with my husband and that other man; and this time all my naysays were of no avail, and whatsoever I might say he constrained me to go with them; but straightway they fell out together, and fought, even as thou sawest.” And she looked at him sweetly, and as frankly as if he had been naught but her dearest brother.

But he said: “It was concerning thee that they fought: hast thou known the Black Knight for long?”

“Yea,” she said, “I may not hide that he hath loved me: but he hath also betrayed me. It was through him that the Knight of the Sun drave me from him. Hearken, for this concerneth thee: he made a tale of me of true and false mingled, that I was a wise-wife and an enchantress, and my lord trowed in him, so that I was put to shame before all the house, and driven forth wrung with anguish, barefoot and bleeding.”

He looked and saw pain and grief in her face, as it had been the shadow of that past time, and the fierceness of love in him so changed his face, that she arose and drew a little way from him, and stood there gazing at him. But he also rose and knelt before her, and reached up for her hands and took them in his and said: “Tell me truly, and beguile me not; for I am a young man, and without guile, and I love thee, and would have thee for my speech-friend, what woman soever may be in the world. Whatever thou hast been, what art thou now? Art thou good or evil? Wilt thou bless me or ban me? For it is the truth that I have heard tales and tales of thee: many were good, though it maybe strange; but some, they seemed to warn me of evil in thee. O look at me, and see if I love thee or not! and I may not help it. Say once for all, shall that be for my ruin or my bliss? If thou hast been evil, then be good this one time and tell me.”

She neither reddened now, nor paled at his words, but her eyes filled with tears, and ran over, and she looked down on him as a woman looks on a man that she loves from the heart’s root, and she said: “O my lord and love, may it be that thou shalt find me no worse to thee than the best of all those tales. Forsooth how shall I tell thee of myself, when, whatever I say, thou shalt believe every word I tell thee? But O my heart, how shouldest thou, so sweet and fair and good, be taken with the love of an evil thing? At the least I will say this, that whatsoever I have been, I am good to thee — I am good to thee, and will be true to thee.”

He drew her down to him as he knelt there, and took his arms about her, and though she yet shrank from him a little and the eager flame of his love, he might not be gainsayed, and she gave herself to him and let her body glide into his arms, and loved him no less than he loved her. And there between them in the wilderness was all the joy of love that might be.






  








CHAPTER 2
 

They Break Their Fast in the Wildwood
 

Now when it was hard on noon, and they had lain long in that grassy place, Ralph rose up and stood upon his feet, and made as one listening. But the Lady looked on him and said: “It is naught save a hart and his hind running in the wood; yet mayhappen we were best on the road, for it is yet long.” “Yea,” said Ralph, “and it may be that my master will gather folk and pursue us.” “Nay, nay,” she said, “that were to wrong him, to deem that he would gather folk to follow one man; if he come, he will be by himself alone. When he found us gone he doubtless cast himself on Silverfax, my horse, in trust of the beast following after my feet.”

“Well,” said Ralph, “and if he come alone, there is yet a sword betwixt him and thee.”

She was standing up by him now with her hand on his shoulder, “Hear now the darling, the champion! how he trusteth well in his heart and his right hand. But nay, I have cared for thee well. Hearken, if thou wilt not take it amiss that I tell thee all I do, good or evil. I said a word in the ear of Silverfax or ever I departed, and now the good beast knows my mind, and will lead the fierce lord a little astray, but not too much, lest he follow us with his eager heart and be led by his own keen woodcraft. Indeed, I left the horse behind to that end, else hadst thou ridden the woodland ways with me, instead of my wearying thee by our going afoot; and thou with thy weapons and wargear.”

He looked upon her tenderly, and said smiling: “And thou, my dear, art thou not a little wearied by what should weary a knight and one bred afield?” “Nay,” she said, “seest thou not how I walk lightly clad, whereas I have left behind my mantle and cote-hardie?” Thereat she gathered up her gown into her girdle ready for the way, and smiled as she saw his eyes embrace the loveliness of her feet; and she spake as she moved them daintily on the flowery grass: “Sooth to say, Knight, I am no weakling dame, who cannot move her limbs save in the dance, or to back the white palfrey and ride the meadows, goshawk on wrist; I am both well-knit and light-foot as the Wood-wife and Goddess of yore agone. Many a toil hath gone to that, whereof I may tell thee presently; but now we were best on our way. Yet before we go, I will at least tell thee this, that in my knowing of these woods, there is no sorcery at all; for in the woods, though not in these woods, was I bred; and here also I am at home, as I may say.”

Hand in hand then they went lightly through the hazel copse, and soon was the wood thick about them, but, as before, the Lady led unfalteringly through the thicket paths. Now Ralph spake and said: “It is good that thou lead me whither thou wilt; but this I may say, that it is clear to me that we are not on the way to the Castle of Abundance.” “Even so,” said she; “indeed had I come to thee there, as I was minded, I should presently have brought thee on the way which we are wending now, or one nigh to it; and that is that which leadeth to Hampton under Scaur, and the Fellowship of Champions who dwell on the rock.”

Said Ralph: “It is well; yet will I tell thee the truth, that a little sojourn in that fair house had liked me better. Fain had I been to see thee sitting in thine ivory chair in thy chamber of dais with the walls hung round with thee woven in pictures — wilt thou not tell me in words the story of those pictures? and also concerning the book which I read, which was also of thee?”

“Ah,” she said, “thou hast read in the book — well, I will tell thee the story very soon, and that the more since there are matters written wrong in the book.” Therewith she hurried him on, and her feet seemed never tired, though now, to say sooth, he began to go somewhat heavily.

Then she stayed him, and laughed sweetly in his face, and said: “It is a long while now since the beginning of the June day, and meseems I know thy lack, and the slaking of it lieth somewhat nearer than Hampton under Scaur, which we shall not reach these two days if we go afoot all the way.”

“My lack?” said he; “I lack nought now, that I may not have when I will.” And he put his arms about her shoulders and strained her to his bosom. But she strove with him, and freed herself and laughed outright, and said: “Thou art a bold man, and rash, my knight, even unto me. Yet must I see to it that thou die not of hunger.” He said merrily: “Yea, by St. Nicholas, true it is: a while ago I felt no hunger, and had forgotten that men eat; for I was troubled with much longing, and in doubt concerning my life; but now am I free and happy, and hungry therewithal.”

“Look,” she said, pointing up to the heavens, “it is now past two hours after noon; that is nigh two hours since we left the lawn amidst the hazels, and thou longest to eat, as is but right, so lovely as thou art and young; and I withal long to tell thee something of that whereof thou hast asked me; and lastly, it is the hottest of the day, yea, so hot, that even Diana, the Wood-wife of yore agone, might have fainted somewhat, if she had been going afoot as we twain have been, and little is the risk of our resting awhile. And hereby is a place where rest is good as regards the place, whatever the resters may be; it is a little aside the straightest way, but meseems we may borrow an hour or so of our journey, and hope to pay it back ere nightfall. Come, champion!”

Therewith she led north through a thicket of mingled trees till Ralph heard water running, and anon they came to a little space about a brook, grassy and clear of trees save a few big thorn-bushes, with a green ridge or bank on the other side. There she stayed him and said: “Do off thy war-gear, knight. There is naught to fear here, less than there was amidst the hazels.” So did he, and she kneeled down and drank of the clear water, and washed her face and hands therein, and then came and kissed him and said: “Lovely imp of Upmeads, I have some bread of last night’s meal in my scrip here, and under the bank I shall find some woodland meat withal; abide a little and the tale and the food shall come back to thee together.” Therewith she stepped lightly into the stream, and stood therein a minute to let her naked feet feel the cold ripple (for she had stripped off her foot-gear as she first came to the water), and then went hither and thither gathering strawberries about the bank, while he watched her, blessing her, till he well nigh wept at the thought of his happiness.

Back she came in a little while with good store of strawberries in the lap of her gown, and they sat down on the green lip of the brook, and she drew the bread from her scrip and they ate together, and she made him drink from the hollow of her hands, and kissed him and wept over him for joy, and the eagerness of her love. So at last she sat down quietly beside him, and fell to speaking to him, as a tale is told in the ingle nook on an even of Yule-tide.






  








CHAPTER 3
 

The Lady Telleth Ralph of the Past Days of Her Life
 

“Now shalt thou hear of me somewhat more than the arras and the book could tell thee; and yet not all, for time would fail us therefor — and moreover my heart would fail me. I cannot tell where I was born nor of what lineage, nor of who were my father and mother; for this I have known not of myself, nor has any told me. But when I first remember anything, I was playing about a garden, wherein was a little house built of timber and thatched with reed, and the great trees of the forest were all about the garden save for a little croft which was grown over with high grass and another somewhat bigger, wherein were goats. There was a woman at the door of the house and she spinning, yet clad in glittering raiment, and with jewels on her neck and fingers; this was the first thing that I remember, but all as it were a matter of every day, and use and wont, as it goes with the memories of children. Of such matters I will not tell thee at large, for thou knowest how it will be. Now the woman, who as I came to know was neither old nor young in those days, but of middle age, I called mother; but now I know that she was not my mother. She was hard and stern with me, but never beat me in those days, save to make me do what I would not have done unbeaten; and as to meat I ate and drank what I could get, as she did, and indeed was well-fed with simple meats as thou mayest suppose from the aspect of me to-day. But as she was not fierce but rather sour to me in her daily wont in my youngest days so also she was never tender, or ever kissed me or caressed me, for as little as I was. And I loved her naught, nor did it ever come into my mind that I should love her, though I loved a white goat of ours and deemed it dear and lovely; and afterwards other things also that came to me from time to time, as a squirrel that I saved from a weasel, and a jackdaw that fell from a tall ash-tree nigh our house before he had learned how to fly, and a house-mouse that would run up and down my hand and arm, and other such-like things; and shortly I may say that the wild things, even to the conies and fawns loved me, and had but little fear of me, and made me happy, and I loved them.

“Further, as I grew up, the woman set me to do such work as I had strength for as needs was; for there was no man dwelt anigh us and seldom did I ever see man or woman there, and held no converse with any, save as I shall tell thee presently: though now and again a man or a woman passed by; what they were I knew not, nor their whence and whither, but by seeing them I came to know that there were other folk in the world besides us two. Nought else I knew save how to spin, and to tend our goats and milk them, and to set snares for birds and small deer: though when I had caught them, it irked me sore to kill them, and I had let them go again had I not feared the carline. Every day early I was put forth from the house and garth, and forbidden to go back thither till dusk. While the days were long and the grass was growing, I had to lead our goats to pasture in the wood-lawns, and must take with me rock and spindle, and spin so much of flax or hair as the woman gave me, or be beaten. But when the winter came and the snow was on the ground, then that watching and snaring of wild things was my business.

“At last one day of late summer when I, now of some fifteen summers, was pasturing the goats not far from the house, the sky darkened, and there came up so great a storm of thunder and lightning, and huge drift of rain, that I was afraid, and being so near to the house, I hastened thither, driving the goats, and when I had tethered them in the shed of the croft, I crept trembling up to the house, and when I was at the door, heard the clack of the loom in the weaving-chamber, and deemed that the woman was weaving there, but when I looked, behold there was no one on the bench, though the shuttle was flying from side to side, and the shed opening and changing, and the sley coming home in due order. Therewithal I heard a sound as of one singing a song in a low voice, but the words I could not understand: then terror seized on my heart, but I stepped over the threshold, and as the door of the chamber was open, I looked aside and saw therein the woman sitting stark naked on the floor with a great open book before her, and it was from her mouth that the song was coming: grim she looked, and awful, for she was a big woman, black-haired and stern of aspect in her daily wont, speaking to me as few words as might be, and those harsh enough, yea harsher than when I was but little. I stood for one moment afraid beyond measure, though the woman did not look at me, and I hoped she had not seen me; then I ran back into the storm, though it was now wilder than ever, and ran and hid myself in the thicket of the wood, half-dead with fear, and wondering what would become of me. But finding that no one followed after me, I grew calmer, and the storm also drew off, and the sun shone out a little before his setting: so I sat and spun, with fear in my heart, till I had finished my tale of thread, and when dusk came, stole back again to the house, though my legs would scarce bear me over the threshold into the chamber.

“There sat the woman in her rich attire no otherwise than her wont, nor did she say aught to me; but looked at the yarn that I had spun, to see that I had done my task, and nodded sternly to me as her wont was, and I went to bed amongst my goats as I was used to do, but slept not till towards morning, and then images of dreadful things, and of miseries that I may not tell thee of, mingled with my sleep for long.

“So I awoke and ate my meat and drank of the goats’ milk with a heavy heart, and then went into the house; and when I came into the chamber the woman looked at me, and contrary to her wont spoke to me, and I shook with terror at her voice; though she said naught but this: ‘Go fetch thy white goat and come back to me therewith.’ I did so, and followed after her, sick with fear; and she led me through the wood into a lawn which I knew well, round which was a wall, as it were, of great yew trees, and amidst, a table of stone, made of four uprights and a great stone plank on the top of them; and this was the only thing in all the wood wherein I was used to wander which was of man’s handiwork, save and except our house, and the sheds and fences about it.

“The woman stayed and leaned against this stonework and said to me: ‘Go about now and gather dry sticks for a fire.’ I durst do naught else, and said to myself that I should be whipped if I were tardy, though, forsooth, I thought she was going to kill me; and I brought her a bundle, and she said, ‘Fetch more.’ And when I had brought her seven bundles, she said: ‘It is enough: stand over against me and hearken.’ So I stood there quaking; for my fear, which had somewhat abated while I went to and fro after the wood, now came back upon me tenfold.

“She said: ‘It were thy due that I should slay thee here and now, as thou slayest the partridges which thou takest in thy springes: but for certain causes I will not slay thee. Again, it were no more than thy earnings were I to torment thee till thou shouldst cry out for death to deliver thee from the anguish; and if thou wert a woman grown, even so would I deal with thee. But thou art yet but a child, therefore I will keep thee to see what shall befall betwixt us. Yet must I do somewhat to grieve thee, and moreover something must be slain and offered up here on this altar, lest all come to naught, both thou and I, and that which we have to do. Hold thy white goat now, which thou lovest more than aught else, that I may redden thee and me and this altar with the blood thereof.’

“I durst do naught but obey her, and I held the poor beast, that licked my hands and bleated for love of me: and now since my terror and the fear of death was lessened at her words, I wept sore for my dear friend.

“But the woman drew a strong sharp knife from her girdle and cut the beast’s throat, and dipped her fingers in the blood and reddened both herself and me on the breast, and the hands, and the feet; and then she turned to the altar and smote blood upon the uprights, and the face of the stone plank. Then she bade me help her, and we laid the seven faggots on the alter, and laid the carcase of the goat upon them: and she made fire, but I saw not how, and set it to the wood, and when it began to blaze she stood before it with her arms outspread, and sang loud and hoarse to a strange tune; and though I knew not the words of her song, it filled me with dread, so that I cast myself down on the ground and hid my face in the grass.

“So she went on till the beast was all burned up and the fire became naught but red embers, and then she ceased her song and sank down upon the grass, and laid her head back and so fell asleep; but I durst not move from the place, but cowered in the grass there, I know not how long, till she arose and came to me, and smote me with her foot and cried: ‘Rise up, fool! what harm hast thou? Go milk thy goats and lead them to pasture.’ And therewith she strode away home, not heeding me.

“As for me, I arose and dealt with my goats as she bade me; and presently I was glad that I had not been slain, yet thenceforth was the joy of my life that I had had amongst my goats marred with fear, and the sounds of the woodland came to me mingled with terror; and I was sore afraid when I entered the house in the morning and the evening, and when I looked on the face of the woman; though she was no harder to me than heretofore, but maybe somewhat softer.

“So wore the autumn, and winter came, and I fared as I was wont, setting springes for fowl and small-deer. And for all the roughness of the season, at that time it pleased me better than the leafy days, because I had less memory then of the sharpness of my fear on that day of the altar. Now one day as I went under the snow-laden trees, I saw something bright and big lying on the ground, and drawing nearer I saw that it was some child of man: so I stopped and cried out, ‘Awake and arise, lest death come on thee in this bitter cold,’ But it stirred not; so I plucked up heart and came up to it, and lo! a woman clad in fair raiment of scarlet and fur, and I knelt down by her to see if I might help her; but when I touched her I found her cold and stiff, and dead, though she had not been dead long, for no snow had fallen on her. It still wanted more than an hour of twilight, and I by no means durst go home till nightfall; so I sat on there and watched her, and put the hood from her face and the gloves from her hands, and I deemed her a goodly and lovely thing, and was sorry that she was not alive, and I wept for her, and for myself also, that I had lost her fellowship. So when I came back to the house at dark with the venison, I knew not whether to tell my mistress and tyrant concerning this matter; but she looked on me and said at once: ‘Wert thou going to tell me of something that thou hast seen?’ So I told her all, even as it was, and she said to me: ‘Hast thou taken aught from the corpse?’ ‘Nay,’ said I. ‘Then must I hasten,’ she said, ‘and be before the wolves.’ Therewith she took a brand from the fire, and bade me bear one also and lead her: so did I easily enough, for the moon was up, and what with moon and snow, it was well nigh as bright as the day. So when we came to the dead woman, my mistress kneeled down by her and undid the collar of her cloak, which I had not touched, and took something from her neck swiftly, and yet I, who was holding the torch, saw that it was a necklace of blue stones and green, with gold between — Yea, dear Champion, like unto thine as one peascod is to another,” quoth she.

And therewith the distressfulness of her face which had worn Ralph’s heart while she had been telling her tale changed, and she came, as it were, into her new life and the love of him again, and she kissed him and laid her cheek to his and he kissed her mouth. And then she fetched a sigh, and began with her story again.

“My mistress took the necklace and put it in her pouch, and said as to herself: ‘Here, then, is another seeker who hath not found, unless one should dig a pit for her here when the thaw comes, and call it the Well at the World’s End: belike it will be for her as helpful as the real one.’ Then she turned to me and said: ‘Do thou with the rest what thou wilt,’ and therewith she went back hastily to the house. But as for me, I went back also, and found a pick and a mattock in the goat-house, and came back in the moonlight and scraped the snow away, and dug a pit, and buried the poor damsel there with all her gear.

“Wore the winter thence with naught that I need tell of, only I thought much of the words that my mistress had spoken. Spring came and went, and summer also, well nigh tidingless. But one day as I drave the goats from our house there came from the wood four men, a-horseback and weaponed, but so covered with their armour that I might see little of their faces. They rode past me to our house, and spake not to me, though they looked hard at me; but as they went past I heard one say: ‘If she might but be our guide to the Well at the World’s End!’ I durst not tarry to speak with them, but as I looked over my shoulder I saw them talking to my mistress in the door; but meseemed she was clad but in poor homespun cloth instead of her rich apparel, and I am far-sighted and clear-sighted. After this the autumn and winter that followed it passed away tidingless.”






  








CHAPTER 4
 

The Lady Tells of Her Deliverance
 

“Now I had outgrown my old fear, and not much befell to quicken it: and ever I was as much out of the house as I could be. But about this time my mistress, from being kinder to me than before, began to grow harder, and ofttimes used me cruelly: but of her deeds to me, my friend, thou shalt ask me no more than I tell thee. On a day of May-tide I fared abroad with my goats, and went far with them, further from the house than I had been as yet. The day was the fairest of the year, and I rejoiced in it, and felt as if some exceeding great good were about to befall me; and the burden of fears seemed to have fallen from me. So I went till I came to a little flowery dell, beset with blossoming whitethorns and with a fair stream running through it; a place somewhat like to this, save that the stream there was bigger. And the sun was hot about noontide, so I did off my raiment, which was rough and poor, and more meet for winter than May-tide, and I entered a pool of the clear water, and bathed me and sported therein, smelling the sweet scent of the whitethorns and hearkening to the song of the many birds; and when I came forth from the water, the air was so soft and sweet to me, and the flowery grass so kind to my feet, and the May-blooms fell upon my shoulders, that I was loth to do on my rough raiment hastily, and withal I looked to see no child of man in that wilderness: so I sported myself there a long while, and milked a goat and drank of the milk, and crowned myself with white-thorn and hare-bells; and held the blossoms in my hand, and felt that I also had some might in me, and that I should not be a thrall of that sorceress for ever. And that day, my friend, belike was the spring-tide of the life and the love that thou holdest in thy kind arms.

“But as I abode thus in that fair place, and had just taken my rock and spindle in hand that I might go on with my task and give as little occasion as I might for my mistress to chastise me, I looked up and saw a child of man coming down the side of the little dale towards me, so I sprang up, and ran to my raiment and cast them on me hastily, for I was ashamed; and when I saw that it was a woman, I thought at first that it was my mistress coming to seek me; and I thought within myself that if she smote me I would bear it no more, but let it be seen which of the twain was the mightier. But I looked again and saw that it was not she but a woman smaller and older. So I stood where I was and abode her coming, smiling and unafraid, and half-clad.

“She drew near and I saw that it was an old woman grey haired, uncomely of raiment, but with shining bright eyes in her wrinkled face. And she made an obeisance to me and said: ‘I was passing through this lonely wilderness and I looked down into the little valley and saw these goats there and the lovely lady lying naked amongst them, and I said I am too old to be afraid of aught; for if she be a goddess come back again from yore agone, she can but make an end of a poor old carline, a gangrel body, who hath no joy of her life now. And if she be of the daughters of men, she will belike methink her of her mother, and be kind to me for her sake, and give me a piece of bread and a draught of her goats’ milk.’

“I spake hastily, for I was ashamed of her words, though I only half understood them: ‘I hear thee and deem that thou mockest me: I have never known a mother; I am but a poor thrall, a goatherd dwelling with a mistress in a nook of this wildwood: I have never a piece of bread; but as to the goats’ milk, that thou shalt have at once.’ So I called one of my goats to me, for I knew them all, and milked her into a wooden bowl that I carried slung about me, and gave the old woman to drink: and she kissed my hand and drank and spake again, but no longer in a whining voice, like a beggar bidding alms in the street, but frank and free.

“‘Damsel,’ she said, ‘now I see that thy soul goes with thy body, and that thou art kind and proud at once. And whatever thou art, it is no mock to say of thee, that thou art as fair as the fairest; and I think that this will follow thee, that henceforth no man who seeth thee once will forget thee ever, or cease to long for thee: of a surety this is thy weird. Now I see that thou knowest no more of the world and its ways than one of the hinds that run in these woods. So if thou wilt, I will sit down by thee and tell thee much that shall avail thee; and thou in thy turn shalt tell me all the tale concerning thy dwelling and thy service, and the like.’

“I said, ‘I may not, I durst not; I serve a mighty mistress, and she would slay me if she knew that I had spoken to thee; and woe’s me! I fear that even now she will not fail to know it. Depart in peace.’

“‘Nay,’ she said, ‘thou needest not tell me, for I have an inkling of her and her ways: but I will give thee wisdom, and not sell it thee at a price. Sit down then, fair child, on this flowery grass, and I will sit beside thee and tell thee of many things worth thine heeding.’ So there we sat awhile, and in good sooth she told me much of the world which I had not yet seen, of its fairness and its foulness; of life and death, and desire and disappointment, and despair; so that when she had done, if I were wiser than erst, I was perchance little more joyous; and yet I said to myself that come what would I would be a part of all that.

“But at last she said: ‘Lo the day is waning, and thou hast two things to do; either to go home to thy mistress at once, or flee away from her by the way that I shall show thee; and if thou wilt be ruled by me, and canst bear thy thralldom yet a little while thou wilt not flee at once, but abide till thou hast seen me again. And since it is here that thou hast met me, here mayst thou meet me again; for the days are long now, and thou mayst easily win thy way hither before noon on any day.’

“So I tied my goatskin shoes to my feet, and drave my goats together, and we went up together out of the dale, and were in the wide-spreading plain of the waste; and the carline said: ‘Dost thou know the quarters of the heaven by the sun?’ ‘Yea,’ said I. ‘Then,’ quoth she, ‘whenso thou desirest to depart and come into the world of folk that I have told thee of, set thy face a little north of west, and thou shalt fall in with something or somebody before long; but be speedy on that day as thou art light-footed, and make all the way thou canst before thy mistress comes to know of thy departure; for not lightly will any one let loose such a thrall as thou.’

“I thanked her, and she went her ways over the waste, I wotted not whither, and I drave my goats home as speedily as I might; the mistress meddled not with me by word or deed, though I was short of my due tale of yarn. The next day I longed sore to go to the dale and meet the carline but durst not, and the next day I fared in likeways; but the third day I longed so to go, that my feet must needs take me there, whatsoever might befall. And when I had been in the dale a little, thither came the carline, and sat down by me and fell to teaching me wisdom, and showed me letters and told me what they were, and I learned like a little lad in the chorister’s school.

“Thereafter I mastered my fear of my mistress and went to that dale day by day, and learned of the carline; though at whiles I wondered when my mistress would let loose her fury upon me; for I called to mind the threat she had made to me on the day when she offered up my white goat. And I made up my mind to this, that if she fell upon me with deadly intent I would do my best to slay her before she should slay me. But so it was, that now again she held her hand from my body, and scarce cast a word at me ever, but gloomed at me, and fared as if hatred of me had grown great in her heart.

“So the days went by, and my feet had worn a path through the wilderness to the Dale of Lore, and May had melted into June, and the latter days of June were come. And on Midsummer Day I went my ways to the dale according to my wont, when, as I as driving on my goats hastily I saw a bright thing coming over the heath toward me, and I went on my way to meet it, for I had no fear now, except what fear of my mistress lingered in my heart; nay, I looked that everything I saw of new should add some joy to my heart. So presently I saw that it was a weaponed man riding a white horse, and anon he had come up to me and drawn rein before me. I wondered exceedingly at beholding him and the heart leaped within me at his beauty; for though the carline had told me of the loveliness of the sons of men, that was but words and I knew not what they meant; and the others that I had seen were not young men or goodly, and those last, as I told thee, I could scarce see their faces.

“And this one was even fairer than the dead woman that I had buried, whose face was worn with toil and trouble, as now I called to mind. He was clad in bright shining armour with a gay surcoat of green, embroidered with flowers over it; he had a light sallet on his head, and the yellow locks of his hair flowed down from under, and fell on his shoulders: his face was as beardless as thine, dear friend, but not clear brown like to thine but white and red like a blossom.”

Ralph spake and said: “Belike it was a woman;” and his voice sounded loud in the quiet place. She smiled on him and kissed his cheek, and said: “Nay, nay, dear Champion, it is not so. God rest his soul! many a year he has been dead.”

Said Ralph: “Many a year! what meanest thou?” “Ah!” she said, “fear not! as I am now, so shall I be for thee many a year. Was not thy fear that I should vanish away or change into something unsightly and gruesome? Fear not, I say; am I not a woman, and thine own?” And again she flushed bright red, and her grey eyes lightened, and she looked at him all confused and shamefaced.

He took her face between his hands and kissed her over and over; then he let her go, and said: “I have no fear: go on with thy tale, for the words thereof are as thy kisses to me, and the embracing of thine hands and thy body: tell on, I pray thee.” She took his hand in hers and spake, telling her tale as before.

“Friend, well-beloved for ever! This fair young knight looked on me, and as he looked, his face flushed as red as mine did even now. And I tell thee that my heart danced with joy as I looked on him, and he spake not for a little while, and then he said: ‘Fair maiden, canst thou tell me of any who will tell me a word of the way to the Well at the World’s End?’ I said to him, ‘Nay, I have heard the word once and no more, I know not the way: and I am sorry that I cannot do for thee that which thou wouldest.’ And then I spake again, and told him that he should by no means stop at our house, and I told him what it was like, so that he might give it the go by. I said, ‘Even if thou hast to turn back again, and fail to find the thing thou seekest, yet I beseech thee ride not into that trap.’

“He sat still on his saddle a while, staring at me and I at him; and then he thanked me, but with so bad a grace, that I wondered of him if he were angry; and then he shook his rein, and rode off briskly, and I looked after him a while, and then went on my way; but I had gone but a short while, when I heard horse-hoofs behind me, and I turned and looked, and lo! it was the knight coming back again. So I stayed and abided him; and when he came up to me, he leapt from his horse and stood before me and said: ‘I must needs see thee once again.’

“I stood and trembled before him, and longed to touch him. And again he spake, breathlessly, as one who has been running: ‘I must depart, for I have a thing to do that I must do; but I long sorely to touch thee, and kiss thee; yet unless thou freely willest it, I will refrain me.’ Then I looked at him and said, ‘I will it freely.’ Then he came close up to me, and put his hand on my shoulder and kissed my cheek; but I kissed his lips, and then he took me in his arms, and kissed me and embraced me; and there in that place, and in a little while, we loved each other sorely.

“But in a while he said to me: ‘I must depart, for I am as one whom the Avenger of Blood followeth; and now I will give thee this, not so much as a gift, but as a token that we have met in the wilderness, thou and I.’ Therewith he put his hand to his neck, and took from it this necklace which thou seest here, and I saw that it was like that which my mistress took from the neck of the dead woman. And no less is it like to the one that thou wearest, Ralph.

“I took it in my hand and wept that I might not help him. And he said: ‘It is little likely that we shall meet again; but by the token of this collar thou mayest wot that I ever long for thee till I die: for though I am a king’s son, this is the dearest of my possessions.’ I said: ‘Thou art young, and I am young; mayhappen we shall meet again: but thou shalt know that I am but a thrall, a goatherd.’ For I knew by what the old woman told me of somewhat of the mightiness of the kings of the world. ‘Yea,’ he said, and smiled most sweetly, ‘that is easy to be seen: yet if I live, as I think not to do, thou shalt sit where great men shall kneel to thee; not as I kneel now for love, and that I may kiss thy knees and thy feet, but because they needs must worship thee.’

“Therewith he arose to his feet and leapt on his horse, and rode his ways speedily: and I went upon my way with my goats, and came down into the Dale of Lore, and found the old woman abiding me; and she came to me, and took me by the hands, and touched the collar (for I had done it about my neck), and said:

“‘Dear child, thou needest not to tell me thy tale, for I have seen him. But if thou must needs wear this necklace, I must give thee a gift to go with it. But first sit down by the old carline awhile and talk with her; for meseemeth it will be but a few days ere thou shalt depart from this uttermost wilderness, and the woods before the mountains.’

“So I sat down by her, and in spite of her word I told her all that had befallen betwixt me and the king’s son: for my heart was too full that I might refrain me. She nodded her head from time to time, but said naught, till I had made an end: and then fell to telling me of many matters for my avail; but yet arose earlier than her wont was; and when we were about sundering on the path which I had trodden above the Dale, she said: ‘Now must I give thee that gift to go along with the gift of the lover, the King’s son; and I think thou wilt find it of avail before many days are gone by.’ Therewith she took from her pouch a strong sharp knife, and drew it from the sheath, and flashed it in the afternoon sun, and gave it to me; and I took it and laid it in my bosom and thanked her; for I thought that I understood her meaning, and how it would avail me. Then I went driving my goats home speedily, so that the sun was barely set when I came to the garth; and a great horror rather than a fear of my mistress was on me; and lo! she stood in the door of the house gazing down the garth and the woodland beyond, as though she were looking for my coming: and when her eyes lighted on me, she scowled, and drew her lips back from her teeth and clenched her hands with fury, though there was nought in them; and she was a tall and strong woman, though now growing somewhat old: but as for me, I had unsheathed the carline’s gift before I came to the garth, and now I held it behind my back in my left hand.

“I had stayed my feet some six paces from the threshold, and my heart beat quick, but the sick fear and cowering had left me, though the horror of her grew in my heart. My goats had all gone off quietly to their house, and there was nothing betwixt me and her. In clearing from my sleeve the arm of me which held the knife, the rough clasp which fastened my raiment together at the shoulder had given way, and the cloth had fallen and left my bosom bare, so that I knew that the collar was clearly to be seen. So we stood a moment, and I had no words, but she spake at last in a hard, snarling voice, such as she oftenest used to me, but worse.

“‘Now at last the time has come when thou art of no more use to me; for I can see thee what thou hast got for thyself. But know now that thou hast not yet drunk of the Well at the World’s End, and that it will not avail thee to flee out of this wood; for as long as I live thou wilt not be able to get out of reach of my hand; and I shall live long: I shall live long. Come, then, and give thyself up to me, that I may deal with thee as I threatened when I slew thy friend the white goat; for, indeed, I knew then that it would come to this.’

“She had but twice or thrice spoken to me so many words together as this; but I answered never a word, but stood watching her warily. And of a sudden she gave forth a dreadful screaming roar, wherewith all the wood rang again, and rushed at me; but my hand came from behind my back, and how it was I know not, but she touched me not till the blade had sunk into her breast, and she fell across my feet, her right hand clutching my raiment. So I loosed her fingers from the cloth, shuddering with horror the while, and drew myself away from her and stood a little aloof, wondering what should happen next. And indeed I scarce believed but she would presently rise up from the ground and clutch me in her hands, and begin the tormenting of me. But she moved no more, and the grass all about her was reddened with her blood; and at last I gathered heart to kneel down beside her, and found that she no more breathed than one of those conies or partridges which I had been used to slay for her.

“Then I stood and considered what I should do, and indeed I had been pondering this all the way from the Dale thereto, in case I should escape my mistress. So I soon made up my mind that I would not dwell in that house even for one night; lest my mistress should come to me though dead, and torment me. I went into the house while it was yet light, and looked about the chamber, and saw three great books there laid on the lectern, but durst not have taken them even had I been able to carry them; nor durst I even to look into them, for fear that some spell might get to work in them if they were opened; but I found a rye loaf whereof I had eaten somewhat in the morning, and another untouched, and hanging to a horn of the lectern I found the necklace which my mistress had taken from the dead woman. These I put into my scrip, and as to the necklace, I will tell thee how I bestowed it later on. Then I stepped out into the twilight which was fair and golden, and full fain I was of it. Then I drove the goats out of their house and went my way towards the Dale of Lore, and said to myself that the carline would teach me what further to do, and I came there before the summer dark had quite prevailed, and slept sweetly and softly amongst my goats after I had tethered them in the best of the pasture.”






  








CHAPTER 5
 

Yet More of the Lady’s Story
 

“Lo thou, beloved,” she said, “thou hast seen me in the wildwood with little good quickened in me: doth not thine heart sink at the thought of thy love and thy life given over to the keeping of such an one?” He smiled in her face, and said: “Belike thou hast done worse than all thou hast told me: and these days past I have wondered often what there was in the stories which they of the Burg had against thee: yet sooth to say, they told little of what thou hast done: no more belike than being their foe.” She sighed and said: “Well, hearken; yet shall I not tell thee every deed that I have been partaker in.

“I sat in the Dale that next day and was happy, though I longed to see that fair man again: sooth to say, since my mistress was dead, everything seemed fairer to me, yea even mine own face, as I saw it in the pools of the stream, though whiles I wondered when I should have another mistress, and how she would deal with me; and ever I said I would ask the carline when she came again to me. But all that day she came not: nor did I marvel thereat. But when seven days passed and still she came not, I fell to wondering what I should do: for my bread was all gone, and I durst not go back to the house to fetch meal; though there was store of it there. Howbeit, I drank of the milk of the goats, and made curds thereof with the woodland roots, and ate of the wood-berries like as thou hast done, friend, e’en now. And it was easier for me to find a livelihood in the woods than it had been for most folk, so well as I knew them. So wore the days, and she came not, and I began to think that I should see the wise carline no more, as indeed fell out at that time; and the days began to hang heavy on my hands, and I fell to thinking of that way to the west and the peopled parts, whereof the carline had told me; and whiles I went out of the Dale and went away hither and thither through the woods, and so far, that thrice I slept away out of the Dale: but I knew that the peopled parts would be strange to me and I feared to face them all alone.

“Thus wore the days till July was on the wane, and on a morning early I awoke with unwonted sounds in mine ears; and when my eyes were fairly open I saw a man standing over me and a white horse cropping the grass hard by. And my heart was full and fain, and I sprang to my feet and showed him a smiling happy face, for I saw at once that it was that fair man come back again. But lo! his face was pale and worn, though he looked kindly on me, and he said: ‘O my beloved, I have found thee, but I am faint with hunger and can speak but little.’ And even therewith he sank down on the grass. But I bestirred myself, and gave him milk of my goats, and curds and berries, and the life came into him again, and I sat down by him and laid his head in my lap, and he slept a long while; and when he awoke (and it was towards sunset) he kissed my hands and my arms, and said to me: ‘Fair child, perhaps thou wilt come with me now; and even if thou art a thrall thou mayest flee with me; for my horse is strong and fat, though I am weak, for he can make his dinner on the grass.’

“Then he laughed and I no less; but I fed him with my poor victual again, and as he ate I said: ‘I am no mistress’s thrall now; for the evening of the day whereon I saw thee I slew her, else had she slain me.’ ‘The saints be praised,’ said he: ‘Thou wilt come with me, then?’ ‘O yea,’ said I. Then I felt shamefaced and I reddened; but I said: ‘I have abided here many days for a wise woman who hath taught me many things; but withal I hoped that thou wouldst come also.’

“Then he put his arms about my shoulders and loved me much; but at last he said: ‘Yet is it now another thing than that which I looked for, when I talked of setting thee by me on the golden throne. For now am I a beaten man; I have failed of that I sought, and suffered shame and hunger and many ills. Yet ever I thought that I might find thee here or hereby.’ Then a thought came into my mind, and I said: ‘Else maybe thou hadst found what thou soughtest, and overcome the evil things.’ ‘Maybe,’ he said; ‘it is now but a little matter.’”

“As for me, I could have no guess at what were the better things he had meant for me, and my heart was full of joy, and all seemed better than well. And we talked together long till the day was gone. Then we kissed and embraced each other in the Dale of Lore, and the darkness of summer seemed but short for our delight.”






  








CHAPTER 6
 

The Lady Tells Somewhat of Her Doings After She Left the Wilderness
 

Ralph stayed her speech now, and said: “When I asked of thee in the Land of Abundance, there were some who seemed to say that thou hast let more men love thee than one: and it was a torment to me to think that even so it might be. But now when thine own mouth telleth me of one of them it irks me little. Dost thou think it little-hearted in me?”

“O friend,” she said, “I see that so it is with thee that thou wouldst find due cause for loving me, whatever thou foundest true of me. Or dost thou deem that I was another woman in those days? Nay, I was not: I can see myself still myself all along the way I have gone.” She was silent a little, and then she said: “Fear not, I will give thee much cause to love me. But now I know thy mind the better, I shall tell thee less of what befell me after I left the wilderness; for whatever I did and whatever I endured, still it was always I myself that was there, and it is me that thou lovest. Moreover, my life in the wilderness is a stranger thing to tell thee of than my dealings with the folk, and with Kings and Barons and Knights. But thereafter thou shalt hear of me what tales thou wilt of these matters, as the days and the years pass over our heads.

“Now on the morrow we would not depart at once, because there we had some victual, and the king’s son was not yet so well fed as he should be; so we abode in that fair place another day, and then we went our ways westward, according to the rede of the carline; and it was many days before we gat us out of the wilderness, and we were often hard put to it for victual; whiles I sat behind my knight a-horseback, whiles he led the beast while I rode alone, and not seldom I went afoot, and that nowise slowly, while he rode the white horse, for I was as light-foot then as now.

“And of the way we went I will tell thee nought as now, because sure it is that if we both live, thou and I shall tread that road together, but with our faces turned the other way; for it is the road from the Well at the World’s End, where I myself have been, or else never had thine eyes fallen on me.”

Ralph said, “Even so much I deemed by reading in the book; yet it was not told clearly that thou hadst been there.” “Yea,” she said, because the said book was made not by my friends but my foes, and they would have men deem that my length of days and the endurance of my beauty and never-dying youth of my heart came from evil and devilish sources; and if thou wilt trust my word it is not so, for in the Well at the World’s End is no evil, but only the Quenching of Sorrow, and Clearing of the Eyes that they may behold. And how good it is that they look on thee now. And moreover, the history of that book is partly false of intention and ill-will, and partly a confused medley of true and false, which has come of mere chance-hap.

“Hearken now,” she said, “till I tell thee in few words what befell me before I came to drink the Water of the Well. After we had passed long deserts of wood and heath, and gone through lands exceeding evil and perilous, and despaired of life for the horror of those places, and seen no men, we came at last amongst a simple folk who dealt kindly with us, yea, and more. These folk seemed to me happy and of good wealth, though to my lord they seemed poor and lacking of the goods of the world. Forsooth, by that time we lacked more than they, for we were worn with cold and hunger, and hard life: though for me, indeed, happy had been the days of my wayfaring, but my lord remembered the days of his riches and the kingdom of his father, and the worship of mighty men, and all that he had promised me on the happy day when I first beheld him: so belike he was scarce so happy as I was.

“It was springtime when we came to that folk; for we had worn through the autumn and winter in getting clear of the wilderness. Not that the way was long, as I found out afterwards, but that we went astray in the woodland, and at last came out of it into a dreadful stony waste which we strove to cross thrice, and thrice were driven back into the greenwood by thirst and hunger; but the fourth time, having gotten us store of victual by my woodcraft, we overpassed it and reached the peopled country.

“Yea, spring was on the earth, as we, my lord and I, came down from the desolate stony heaths, and went hand and hand across the plain, where men and women of that folk were feasting round about the simple roofs and woodland halls which they had raised there. Then they left their games and sports and ran to us, and we walked on quietly, though we knew not whether the meeting was to be for death or life. But that kind folk gathered round us, and asked us no story till they had fed us, and bathed us, and clad us after their fashion. And then, despite the nakedness and poverty wherein they had first seen us, they would have it that we were gods sent down to them from the world beyond the mountains by their fathers of old time; for of Holy Church, and the Blessed Trinity, and the Mother of God they knew no more than did I at that time, but were heathen, as the Gentiles of yore agone. And even when we put all that Godhood from us, and told them as we might and could what we were (for we had no heart to lie to such simple folk), their kindness abated nothing, and they bade us abide there, and were our loving friends and brethren.

“There in sooth had I been content to abide till eld came upon me, but my lord would not have it so, but longed for greater things for me. Though in sooth to me it seemed as if his promise of worship of me by the folk had been already fulfilled; for when we had abided there some while, and our beauty, which had been marred by the travail of our way-faring, had come back to us in full, or it maybe increased somewhat, they did indeed deal with us with more love than would most men with the saints, were they to come back on the earth again; and their children would gather round about me and make me a partaker of their sports, and be loth to leave me; and the faces of their old folk would quicken and gladden when I drew nigh: and as for their young men, it seemed of them that they loved the very ground that my feet trod on, though it grieved me that I could not pleasure some of them in such wise as they desired. And all this was soft and full of delight for my soul: and I, whose body a little while ago had been driven to daily toil with evil words and stripes, and who had known not what words of thanks and praise might mean!

“But so it must be that we should depart, and the kind folk showed us how sore their hearts were of our departure, but they gainsaid us in nowise, but rather furthered us all they might, and we went our ways from them riding on horned neat (for they knew not of horses), and driving one for a sumpter beast before us; and they had given us bows and arrows for our defence, and that we might get us venison.

“It is not to be said that we did not encounter perils; but thereof I will tell thee naught as now. We came to other peoples, richer and mightier than these, and I saw castles, and abbies, and churches, and walled towns, and wondered at them exceedingly. And in these places folk knew of the kingdom of my lord and his father, and whereas they were not of his foes (who lay for the more part on the other side of his land), and my lord could give sure tokens of what he was, we were treated with honour and worship, and my lord began to be himself again, and to bear him as a mighty man. And here to me was some gain in that poverty and nakedness wherewith we came out of the mountains and the raiment of the simple folk; for had I been clad in my poor cloth and goat-skins of the House of the Sorcerer, and he in his brave attire and bright armour, they would have said, it is a thrall that he is assotted of, and would have made some story and pretence of taking me from him; but they deemed me a great lady indeed, and a king’s daughter, according to the tale that he told them. Forsooth many men that saw me desired me beyond measure, and assuredly some great proud man or other would have taken me from my lord, but that they feared the wrath of his father, who was a mighty man indeed.

“Yea, one while as we sojourned by a certain town but a little outside the walls, a certain young man, a great champion and exceeding masterful, came upon me with his squires as I was walking in the meadows, and bore me off, and would have taken me to his castle, but that my lord followed with a few of the burghers, and there was a battle fought, wherein my lord was hurt; but the young champion he slew; and I cannot say but I was sorry of his death, though glad of my deliverance.

“Again, on a time we guested in a great baron’s house, who dealt so foully by us that he gave my lord a sleeping potion in his good-night cup, and came to me in the dead night and required me of my love; and I would not, and he threatened me sorely, and called me a thrall and a castaway that my lord had picked up off the road: but I gat a knife in my hand and was for warding myself when I saw that my lord might not wake: so the felon went away for that time. But on the morrow came two evil men into the hall whom he had suborned, and bore false witness that I was a thrall and a runaway. So that the baron would have held me there (being a mighty man) despite my lord and his wrath and his grief, had not a young knight of his house been, who swore that he would slay him unless he let us go; and whereas there were other knights and squires there present who murmured, the baron was in a way compelled. So we departed, and divers of the said knights and squires went with us to see us safe on the way.

“But this was nigh to the kingdom of my lord’s father, and that felon baron I came across again, and he was ever after one of my worst foes.

“Moreover, that young champion who had first stood up in the hall rode with us still, when the others had turned back; and I soon saw of him that he found it hard to keep his eyes off me; and that also saw my lord, and it was a near thing that they did not draw sword thereover: yet was that knight no evil man, but good and true, and I was exceedingly sorry for him; but I could not help him in the only way he would take help of me.

“Lo you, my friend, the beginnings of evil in those long past days, and the seeds of ill-hap sown in the field of my new life even before the furrow was turned.

“Well, we came soon into my lord’s country, and fair and rich and lovely was it in those days; free from trouble and unpeace, a happy abode for the tillers of the soil, and the fashioners of wares. The tidings had gone to the king that my lord was come back, and he came to meet him with a great company of knights and barons, arrayed in the noblest fashion that such folk use; so that I was bewildered with their glory, and besought my lord to let me fall back out of the way, and perchance he might find me again. But he bade me ride on his right hand, for that I was the half of his life and his soul, and that my friends were his friends and my foes his foes.

“Then there came to me an inkling of the things that should befall, and I saw that the sweet and clean happiness of my new days was marred, and had grown into something else, and I began to know the pain of strife and the grief of confusion: but whereas I had not been bred delicately, but had endured woes and griefs from my youngest days, I was not abashed, but hardened my heart to face all things, even as my lord strove to harden his heart: for, indeed, I said to myself that if I was to him as the half of his life, he was to me little less than the whole of my life.

“It is as if it had befallen yesterday, my friend, that I call to mind how we stood beside our horses in the midst of the ring of great men clad in gold and gleaming with steel, in the meadow without the gates, the peace and lowly goodliness whereof with its flocks and herds feeding, and husbandmen tending the earth and its increase, that great and noble array had changed so utterly. There we stood, and I knew that the eyes of all those lords and warriors were set upon me wondering. But the love of my lord and the late-learned knowledge of my beauty sustained me. Then the ring of men opened, and the king came forth towards us; a tall man and big, of fifty-five winters, goodly of body and like to my lord to look upon. He cast his arms about my lord, and kissed him and embraced him, and then stood a little aloof from him and said: ‘Well, son, hast thou found it, the Well at the World’s End?’

“‘Yea,’ said my lord, and therewith lifted my hand to his lips and kissed it, and I looked the king in his face, and his eyes were turned to me, but it was as if he were looking through me at something behind me.

“Then he said: ‘It is good, son: come home now to thy mother and thy kindred.’ Then my lord turned to me while the king took no heed, and no man in the ring of knights moved from his place, and he set me in the saddle, and turned about to mount, and there came a lord from the ring of men gloriously bedight, and he bowed lowly before my lord, and held his stirrup for him: but lightly he leapt up into the saddle, and took my reins and led me along with him, so that he and the king and I went on together, and all the baronage and their folk shouted and tossed sword and spear aloft and followed after us. And we left the meadow quiet and simple again, and rode through the gate of the king’s chief city, wherein was his high house and his castle, the dwelling-place of his kindred from of old.”






  








CHAPTER 7
 

The Lady Tells of the Strife and Trouble That Befell After Her Coming
 to the Country of the King’s Son
 

“When we came to the King’s House, my lord followed his father into the hall, where sat his mother amongst her damsels: she was a fair woman, and looked rather meek than high-hearted; my lord led me up to her, and she embraced and kissed him and caressed him long; then she turned about to me and would have spoken to me, but the king, who stood behind us, scowled on her, and she forebore; but she looked me on somewhat kindly, and yet as one who is afeard.

“Thus it went for the rest of the day, and my lord had me to sit beside him in the great hall when the banquet was holden, and I ate and drank with him and beheld all the pageants by his side, and none meddled with me either to help or to hinder, because they feared the king. Yet many eyes I saw that desired my beauty. And so when night came, he took me to his chamber and his bed, as if I were his bride new wedded, even as it had been with us on the grass of the wilderness and the bracken of the wildwood. And then, at last, he spake to me of our case, and bade me fear not, for that a band of his friends, all-armed, was keeping watch and ward in the cloister without. And when I left the chamber on the morrow’s morn, there were they yet, all in bright armour, and amongst them the young knight who had delivered me from the felon baron, and he looked mournfully at me, so that I was sorry for his sorrow.

“And I knew now that the king was minded to slay me, else had he bidden thrust me from my lord’s side.

“So wore certain days; and on the seventh night, when we were come into our chamber, which was a fair as any house outside of heaven, my lord spake to me in a soft voice, and bade me not do off my raiment. ‘For,’ said he, ‘this night we must flee the town, or we shall be taken and cast into prison to-morrow; for thus hath my father determined.’ I kissed him and clung to him, and he no less was good to me. And when it was the dead of night we escaped out of our window by a knotted rope which he had made ready, and beneath was the city wall; and that company of knights, amongst whom was the young knight abovesaid, had taken a postern thereby, and were abiding us armed and with good horses. So we came into the open country, and rode our ways with the mind to reach a hill-castle of one of those young barons, and to hold ourselves there in despite of the king. But the king had been as wary as we were privy, and no less speedy than we; and he was a mighty and deft warrior, and he himself followed us on the spur with certain of his best men-at-arms. And they came upon us as we rested in a woodside not far from our house of refuge: and the king stood by to see the battle with his sword in his sheath, but soon was it at an end, for though our friends fought valiantly, they were everyone slain or hurt, and but few escaped with bare life; but that young man who loved me so sorely crept up to me grievously hurt, and I did not forbear to kiss him once on the face, for I deemed I should soon die also, and his blood stained my sleeve and my wrist, but he died not as then, but lived to be a dear friend to me for long.

“So we, my lord and I, were led back to the city, and he was held in ward and I was cast into prison with chains and hunger and stripes. And the king would have had me lie there till I perished, that I might be forgotten utterly; but there were many of the king’s knights who murmured at this, and would not forget me; so the king being constrained, had me brought forth to be judged by his bishops of sorcery for the beguiling of my lord. Long was the tale to me then, but I will not make it long for thee; as was like to be, I was brought in guilty of sorcery, and doomed to be burned in the Great Square in three days time.

“Nay, my friend, thou hast no need to look so troubled; for thou seest that I was not burned. This is the selfsame body that was tied to the stake in the market place of the king’s city many a year ago.

“For the friends of my lord, young men for the most part, and many who had been fain to be my friends also, put on their armour, and took my lord out of the courteous prison wherein he was, and came to the Great Square whenas I stood naked in my smock bound amid the faggots; and I saw the sheriffs’ men give back, and great noise and rumour rise up around me: and then all about me was a clear space for a moment and I heard the tramp of the many horse-hoofs, and the space was full of weaponed men shouting, and crying out, ‘Life for our Lord’s Lady!’ Then a minute, and I was loose and in my lord’s arms, and they brought me a horse and I mounted, lest the worst should come and we might have to flee. So I could see much of what went on; and I saw that all the unarmed folk and lookers-on were gone, but at our backs was a great crowd of folk with staves and bows who cried out, ‘Life for the Lady!’ But before us was naught but the sheriffs’ sergeants and a company of knights and men-at-arms, about as many as we were, and the king in front of them, fully armed, his face hidden by his helm, and a royal surcoat over his hauberk beaten with his bearing, to wit, a silver tower on a blue sky bestarred with gold.

“And now I could see that despite the bills and bows behind us the king was going to fall on with his folk; and to say sooth I feared but little and my heart rose high within me, and I wished I had a sword in my hand to strike once for life and love. But lo! just as the king was raising his sword, and his trumpet was lifting the brass to his lips, came a sound of singing, and there was come the Bishop and the Abbot of St. Peter’s and his monks with him, and cross bearers and readers and others of the religious: and the Bishop bore in his hand the Blessed Host (as now I know it was) under a golden canopy, and he stood between the two companies and faced the king, while his folk sang loud and sweet about him.

“Then the spears went up and from the rest, and swords were sheathed, and there went forth three ancient knights from out of the king’s host and came up to him and spake with him. Then he gat him away unto his High House; and the three old knights came to our folk, and spake with the chiefs; but not with my lord, and I heard not what they said. But my lord came to me in all loving-kindness and brought me into the house of one of the Lineage, and into a fair chamber there, and kissed me, and made much of me; and brought me fair raiment and did it on me with his own hands, even as his wont was to be for my tire-maiden.

“Then in a little while came those chiefs of ours and said that truce had been hanselled them for this time, but on these terms, that my lord and I and all those who had been in arms, and whosoever would, that feared the king’s wrath, should have leave to depart from his city so that they went and abode no nearer than fifty miles thereof till they should know his further pleasure. Albeit that whosoever would go home peaceably might abide in the city still and need not fear the king’s wrath if he stirred no further: but that in any case the Sorceress should get her gone from those walls.

“So we rode out of the gates that very day before sunset; for it was now midsummer again, and it was three hours before noon that I was to have been burned; and we were a gallant company of men-at-arms and knights; yet did I be-think me of those who were slain on that other day when we were taken, and fain had I been that they were riding with us; but at least that fair young man was in our company, though still weak with his hurts: for the prison and the process had worn away wellnigh two months. True it is that I rejoiced to see him, for I had deemed him dead.

“Dear friend, I pray thy pardon if I weary thee with making so long a tale of my friends of the past days; but needs must I tell thee somewhat of them, lest thou love that which is not. Since truly it is myself that I would have thee to love, and none other.

“Many folk gathered to us as we rode our ways to a town which was my lord’s own, and where all men were his friends, so that we came there with a great host and sat down there in no fear of what the king might do against us. There was I duly wedded to my lord by a Bishop of Holy Church, and made his Lady and Queen; for even so he would have it.

“And now began the sore troubles of that land, which had been once so peaceful and happy; the tale whereof I may one day tell thee; or rather many tales of what befell me therein; but not now; for the day weareth; and I still have certain things that I must needs tell thee.

“We waged war against each other, my lord and the king, and whiles one, and whiles the other overcame. Either side belike deemed that one battle or two would end the strife; but so it was not, but it endured year after year, till fighting became the chief business of all in the land.

“As for me, I had many tribulations. Thrice I fled from the stricken field with my lord to hide in some stronghold of the mountains. Once was I taken of the foemen in the town where I abode when my lord was away from me, and a huge slaughter of innocent folk was made, and I was cast into prison and chains, after I had seen my son that I had borne to my lord slain before mine eyes. At last we were driven clean out of the Kingdom of the Tower, and abode a long while, some two years, in the wilderness, living like outlaws and wolves’ heads, and lifting the spoil for our livelihood. Forsooth of all the years that I abode about the Land of Tower those were the happiest. For we robbed no poor folk and needy, but rewarded them rather, and drave the spoil from rich men and lords, and hard-hearted chapmen-folk: we ravished no maid of the tillers, we burned no cot, and taxed no husbandman’s croft or acre, but defended them from their tyrants. Nevertheless we gat an ill name wide about through the kingdoms and cities; and were devils and witches to the boot of thieves and robbers in the mouths of these men; for when the rich man is hurt his wail goeth heavens high, and none may say he heareth not.

“Now it was at this time that I first fell in with the Champions of the Dry Tree; for they became our fellows and brothers in arms in the wildwood: for they had not as yet builded their stronghold of the Scaur, whereas thou and I shall be in two days time. Many a wild deed did our folk in their company, and many that had been better undone. Whiles indeed they went on journeys wherein we were not partakers, as when they went to the North and harried the lands of the Abbot of Higham, and rode as far even as over the Downs to Bear Castle and fought a battle there with the Captain of Higham: whereas we went never out of the Wood Perilous to the northward; and lifted little save in the lands of our own proper foemen, the friends of the king.

“Now I say not of the men of the Dry Tree that they were good and peaceable men, nor would mercy hold their hands every while that they were hard bestead and thrust into a corner. Yet I say now and once for all that their fierceness was and is but kindness and pity when set against the cruelty of the Burg of the Four Friths; men who have no friend to love, no broken foe to forgive, and can scarce be kind even to themselves: though forsooth they be wise men and cautelous and well living before the world, and wealthy and holy.”

She stayed her speech a while, and her eyes glittered in her flushed face and she set her teeth; and she was as one beside herself till Ralph kissed her feet, and caressed her, and she went on again.

“Dear friend, when thou knowest what these men are and have been thou wilt bless thy friend Roger for leading thee forth from the Burg by night and cloud, whatever else may happen to thee.

“Well, we abode in the wildwood, friends and good fellows from the first; and that young man, though he loved me ever, was somewhat healed of the fever of love, and was my faithful friend, in such wise that neither I nor my lord had aught to find fault with in him. Meanwhile we began to grow strong, for many joined us therein who had fled from their tyrants of the good towns and the manors of the baronage, and at last in the third year naught would please my lord but we must enter into the Kingdom of the Tower, and raise his banner in the wealthy land, and the fair cities.

“Moreover, his father, the King of the Tower, died in his bed in these days, and no word of love or peace had passed between them since that morning when I was led out to be burned in the Great Square.

“So we came forth from the forest, we, and the Champions of the Dry Tree; and made the tale a short one. For the king, the mighty warrior and wise man, was dead: and his captains of war, some of them were dead, and some weary of strife; and those who had been eager in debate were falling to ask themselves wherefore they had fought and what was to do that they should still be fighting; and lo! when it came to be looked into, it was all a matter of the life and death of one woman, to wit me myself, and why should she not live, why should she not sit upon the throne with the man who loved her?

“Therefore when at last we came out from the twilight of the woods into the sunny fields of the Land of the Tower, there was no man to naysay us; nay, the gates of the strong places flew open before the wind of our banners, and the glittering of our spears drew the folk together toward the places of rejoicing. We entered the master City in triumph, with the houses hung with green boughs and the maidens casting flowers before our feet, and I sat a crowned Queen upon the throne high raised on the very place where erst I stood awaiting the coming of the torch to the faggots which were to consume me.

“There then began the reign of the Woman of the Waste; for so it was, that my lord left to my hands the real ruling of the kingdom, though he wore the crown and set the seal to parchments. As to them of the Dry Tree, though some few of them abode in the kingdom, and became great there, the more part of them went back to the wildwood and lived the old life of the Wood, as we had found them living it aforetime. But or ever they went, the leaders of them came before me, and kissed my feet, and with tears and prayers besought me, and bade me that if aught fell amiss to me there, I should come back to them and be their Lady and Queen; and whereas these wild men loved me well, and I deemed that I owed much to their love and their helping, I promised them and swore to them by the Water of the Well at the World’s End that I would do no less than they prayed me: albeit I set no term or year for the day that I would come to them.

“And now my lord and I, we set ourselves to heal the wounds which war had made in the land: and hard was the work, and late the harvest; so used had men become to turmoil and trouble. Moreover, there were many, and chiefly the women who had lost husband, lover, son or brother, who laid all their griefs on my back; though forsooth how was I guilty of the old king’s wrath against me, which was the cause of all? About this time my lord had the Castle of Abundance built up very fairly for me and him to dwell in at whiles; and indeed we had before that dwelt at a little manor house that was there, when we durst withdraw a little from the strife; but now he had it done as fair as ye saw it, and had those arras cloths made with the story of my sojourn in the wilderness, even as ye saw them. But the days and the years wore, and wealth came back to the mighty of the land, and fields flourished and the acres bore increase, and fair houses were builded in the towns; and the land was called happy again.

“But for me I was not so happy: and I looked back fondly to the days of the greenwood and the fellowship of the Dry Tree, and the days before that, of my flight with my lord. And moreover with the wearing of the years those murmurs against me and the blind causeless hatred began to grow again, and chiefly methinks because I was the king, and my lord the king’s cloak: but therewith tales concerning me began to spring up, how that I was not only a sorceress, but even one foredoomed from of old and sent by the lords of hell to wreck that fair Land of the Tower and make it unhappy and desolate. And the tale grew and gathered form, till now, when the bloom of my beauty was gone, I heard hard and fierce words cried after me in the streets when I fared abroad, and that still chiefly by the women: for yet most men looked on me with pleasure. Also my counsellors and lords warned me often that I must be wary and of great forbearance if trouble were to be kept back.

“Now amidst these things as I was walking pensively in my garden one summer day, it was told me that a woman desired to see me, so I bade them bring her. And when she came I looked on her, and deemed that I had seen her aforetime: she was not old, but of middle age, of dark red hair, and brown eyes somewhat small: not a big woman, but well fashioned of body, and looking as if she had once been exceeding dainty and trim. She spake, and again I seemed to have heard her voice before: ‘Hail, Queen,’ she said, ‘it does my heart good to see thee thus in thy glorious estate.’ So I took her greeting; but those tales of my being but a sending of the Devil for the ruin of that land came into my mind, and I sent away the folk who were thereby before I said more to her. Then she spake again: ‘Even so I guessed it would be that thou wouldst grow great amongst women.’

“But I said, ‘What is this? and when have I known thee before-time?’ She smiled and said naught; and my mind went back to those old days, and I trembled, and the flesh crept upon my bones, lest this should be the coming back in a new shape of my mistress whom I had slain. But the woman laughed, and said, as if she knew my thoughts: ‘Nay, it is not so: the dead are dead; fear not: but hast thou forgotten the Dale of Lore?’

“‘Nay,’ said I, ‘never; and art thou then the carline that learned me lore? But if the dead come not back, how do the old grow young again? for ’tis a score of years since we two sat in the Dale, and I longed for many things.’

“Said the woman: ‘The dead may not drink of the Well at the World’s End; yet the living may, even if they be old; and that blessed water giveth them new might and changeth their blood, and they are as young folk for a long while again after they have drunken.’ ‘And hast thou drunken?’ said I.

“‘Yea,’ she said; ‘but I am minded for another draught.’ I said: ‘And wherefore hast thou come to me, and what shall I give to thee?’ She said, ‘I will take no gift of thee as now, for I need it not, though hereafter I may ask a gift of thee. But I am to ask this of thee, if thou wilt be my fellow-farer on the road thither?’ ‘Yea?’ said I, ‘and leave my love and my lord, and my kingship which he hath given me? for this I will tell thee, that all that here is done, is done by me.’

“‘Great is thy Kingship, Lady,’ said the woman, and smiled withal. Then she sat silent a little, and said: ‘When six months are worn, it will be springtide; I will come to thee in the spring days, and know what thy mind is then. But now I must depart.’ Quoth I: ‘Glad shall I be to talk with thee again; for though thou hast learned me much of wisdom, yet much more I need; yea, as much as the folk here deem I have already.’ ‘Thou shalt have no less,’ said the woman. Then she kissed my hands and went her ways, and I sat musing still for a long while: because for all my gains, and my love that I had been loved withal, and the greatness that I had gotten, there was as it were a veil of unhappiness wrapped round about my heart.

“So wore the months, and ere the winter had come befell an evil thing, for my lord, who had loved me so, and taken me out of the wilderness, died, and was gathered to the fathers, and there was I left alone; for there was no fruit of my womb by him alive. My first-born had been slain by those wretches, and a second son that I bore had died of a pestilence that war and famine had brought upon the land. I will not wear thy soul with words about my grief and sorrow: but it is to be told that I sat now in a perilous place, and yet I might not step down from it and abide in that land, for then it was a sure thing, that some of my foes would have laid hand on me and brought me to judgment for being but myself, and I should have ended miserably. So I gat to me all the strength that I might, and whereas there were many who loved me still, some for my own sake, and some for the sake of my lord that was, I endured in good hope that all my days were not done. Yet I longed for the coming of the Teacher of Lore; for now I made up my mind that I would go with her, and seek to the Well at the World’s End for weal and woe.

“She came while April was yet young: and I need make no long tale of how we gat us away: for whereas she was wise in hidden lore, it was no hard matter for her to give me another semblance than mine own, so that I might have walked about the streets of our city from end to end, and none had known me. So I vanished away from my throne and my kingdom, and that name and fame of a witch-wife clove to me once and for all, and spread wide about the cities of folk and the kingdoms, and many are the tales that have arisen concerning me, and belike some of these thou hast heard told.”

Ralph reddened and said: “My soul has been vexed by some inkling of them; but now it is at rest from them for ever.”

“May it be so!” she said: “and now my tale is wearing thin for the present time.

“Back again went my feet over the ways they had trodden before, though the Teacher shortened the road much for us by her wisdom. Once again what need to tell thee of these ways when thine own eyes shall behold them as thou wendest them beside me? Be it enough to say that once again I came to that little house in the uttermost wilderness, and there once more was the garth and the goat-house, and the trees of the forest beyond it, and the wood-lawns and the streams and all the places and things that erst I deemed I must dwell amongst for ever.”

Said Ralph: “And did the carline keep troth with thee? Was she not but luring thee thither to be her thrall? Or did the book that I read in the Castle of Abundance but lie concerning thee?”

“She held her troth to me in all wise,” said the Lady, “and I was no thrall of hers, but as a sister, or it may be even as a daughter; for ever to my eyes was she the old carline who learned me lore in the Dale of the wildwood.

“But now a long while, years long, we abode in that House of the Sorceress ere we durst seek further to the Well at the World’s End. And yet meseems though the years wore, they wore me no older; nay, in the first days at least I waxed stronger of body and fairer than I had been in the King’s Palace in the Land of the Tower, as though some foretaste of the Well was there for us in the loneliness of the desert; although forsooth the abiding there amidst the scantiness of livelihood, and the nakedness, and the toil, and the torment of wind and weather were as a penance for the days and deeds of our past lives. What more is to say concerning our lives here, saving this, that in those days I learned yet more wisdom of the Teacher of Lore, and amidst that wisdom was much of that which ye call sorcery: as the foreseeing of things to come, and the sending of dreams or visions, and certain other matters. And I may tell thee that the holy man who came to us last even, I sent him the dream which came to him drowsing, and bade him come to the helping of Walter the Black: for I knew that I should take thy hand and flee with thee this morning e’en as I have done: and I would fain have a good leech to Walter lest he should die, although I owe him hatred rather than love. Now, my friend, tell me, is this an evil deed, and dost thou shrink from the Sorceress?”

He strained her to his bosom and kissed her mouth, and then he said: “Yet thou hast never sent a dream to me.” She laughed and said: “What! hast thou never dreamed of me since we met at the want-way of the Wood Perilous?” “Never,” said he. She stroked his cheek fondly, and said: “Young art thou, sweet friend, and sleepest well a-nights. It was enough that thou thoughtest of me in thy waking hours.” Then she went on with her tale.






  








CHAPTER 8
 

The Lady Maketh an End of Her Tale
 

“Well, my friend, after we had lived thus a long time, we set out one day to seek to the Well at the World’s End, each of us signed and marked out for the quest by bearing such-like beads as thou and I both bear upon our necks today. Once again of all that befell us on that quest I will tell thee naught as now: because to that Well have I to bring thee: though myself, belike, I need not its waters again.”

Quoth Ralph: “And must thou lead me thy very self, mayest thou not abide in some safe place my going and returning? So many and sore as the toils and perils of the way may be.” “What!” she said, “and how shall I be sundered from thee now I have found thee? Yea, and who shall lead thee, thou lovely boy? Shall it be a man to bewray thee, or a woman to bewray me? Yet need we not go tomorrow, my beloved, nor for many days: so sweet as we are to each other.

“But in those past days it was needs must we begin our quest before the burden of years was over heavy upon us. Shortly to say it, we found the Well, and drank of its waters after abundant toil and peril, as thou mayst well deem. Then the life and the soul came back to us, and the past years were as naught to us, and my youth was renewed in me, and I became as thou seest me to-day. But my fellow was as a woman of forty summers again, strong and fair as I had seen her when she came into the garden in the days of my Queenhood, and thus we returned to the House of the Sorceress, and rested there for a little from our travel and our joy.

“At last, and that was but some five years ago, the Teacher said to me: ‘Sister, I have learned thee all that thine heart can take of me, and thou art strong in wisdom, and moreover again shall it be with thee, as I told of thee long ago, that no man shall look on thee that shall not love thee. Now I will not seek to see thy life that is coming, nor what thine end shall be, for that should belike be grievous to both of us; but this I see of thee, that thou wilt now guide thy life not as I will, but as thou wilt; and since my way is not thy way, and that I see thou shalt not long abide alone, now shall we sunder; for I am minded to go to the most ancient parts of the world, and seek all the innermost of wisdom whiles I yet live; but with kings and champions and the cities of folk will I have no more to do: while thou shalt not be able to refrain from these. So now I bid thee farewell.’

“I wept at her words, but gainsaid them naught, for I wotted that she spake but the truth; so I kissed her, and we parted; she went her ways through the wildwood, and I abode at the House of the Sorceress, and waited on the wearing of the days.

“But scarce a month after her departure, as I stood by the threshold one morning amidst of the goats, I saw men come riding from out the wood; so I abode them, and they came to the gate of the garth and there lighted down from their horses, and they were three in company; and no one of them was young, and one was old, with white locks flowing down from under his helm: for they were all armed in knightly fashion, but they had naught but white gaberdines over their hauberks, with no coat-armour or token upon them. So they came through the garth-gate and I greeted them and asked them what they would; then the old man knelt down on the grass before me and said: ‘If I were as young as I am old my heart would fail me in beholding thy beauty: but now I will ask thee somewhat: far away beyond the forest we heard rumours of a woman dwelling in the uttermost desert, who had drunk of the Well at the World’s End, and was wise beyond measure. Now we have set ourselves to seek that woman, and if thou be she, we would ask a question of thy wisdom.’

“I answered that I was even such as they had heard of, and bade them ask.

“Said the old man:

“‘Fifty years ago, when I was yet but a young man, there was a fair woman who was Queen of the Land of the Tower and whom we loved sorely because we had dwelt together with her amidst tribulation in the desert and the wildwood: and we are not of her people, but a fellowship of free men and champions hight the Men of the Dry Tree: and we hoped that she would one day come back and dwell with us and be our Lady and Queen: and indeed trouble seemed drawing anigh her, so that we might help her and she might become our fellow again, when lo! she vanished away from the folk and none knew where she was gone. Therefore a band of us of the Dry Tree swore an oath together to seek her till we found her, that we might live and die together: but of that band of one score and one, am I the last one left that seeketh; for the rest are dead, or sick, or departed: and indeed I was the youngest of them. But for these two men, they are my sons whom I have bred in the knowledge of these things and in the hope of finding tidings of our Lady and Queen, if it were but the place where her body lieth. Thou art wise: knowest thou the resting place of her bones?”

“When I had heard the tale of the old man I was moved to my inmost heart, and I scarce knew what to say. But now this long while fear was dead in me, so I thought I would tell the very sooth: but I said first: ‘Sir, what I will tell, I will tell without beseeching, so I pray thee stand up.’ So did he, and I said: ‘Geoffrey, what became of the white hind after the banners had left the wildwood’? He stared wild at me, and I deemed that tears began to come into his eyes; but I said again: ‘What betid to dame Joyce’s youngest born, the fair little maiden that we left sick of a fever when we rode to Up-castle?’ Still he said naught but looked at me wondering: and said: ‘Hast thou ever again seen that great old oak nigh the clearing by the water, the half of which fell away in the summer-storm of that last July?’

“Then verily the tears gushed out of his eyes, and he wept, for as old as he was; and when he could master himself he said: ‘Who art thou? Who art thou? Art thou the daughter of my Lady, even as these are my sons?’ But I said: ‘Now will I answer thy first question, and tell thee that the Lady thou seekest is verily alive; and she has thriven, for she has drunk of the Well at the World’s End, and has put from her the burden of the years. O Geoffrey, and dost thou not know me?’ And I held out my hand to him, and I also was weeping, because of my thought of the years gone by; for this old man had been that swain who had nigh died for me when I fled with my husband from the old king; and he became one of the Dry Tree, and had followed me with kind service about the woods in the days when I was at my happiest.

“But now he fell on his knees before me not like a vassal but like a lover, and kissed my feet, and was beside himself for joy. And his sons, who were men of some forty summers, tall and warrior-like, kissed my hands and made obeisance before me.

“Now when we had come to ourselves again, old Geoffrey, who was now naught but glad, spake and said: ‘It is told amongst us that when our host departed from the Land of the Tower, after thou hadst taken thy due seat upon the throne, that thou didst promise our chieftains how thou wouldst one day come back to the fellowship of the Dry Tree and dwell amongst us. Wilt thou now hold to thy promise?’ I said: ‘O Geoffrey, if thou art the last of those seekers, and thou wert but a boy when I dwelt with you of old, who of the Dry Tree is left to remember me?’ He hung his head awhile then, and spake: ‘Old are we grown, yet art thou fittest to be amongst young folk: unless mine eyes are beguiled by some semblance which will pass away presently.’ ‘Nay,’ quoth I, ‘it is not so; as I am now, so shall I be for many and many a day.’ ‘Well,’ said Geoffrey, ‘wherever thou mayst be, thou shalt be Queen of men.’

“‘I list not to be Queen again,’ said I. He laughed and said: ‘I wot not how thou mayst help it.’

“I said: ‘Tell me of the Dry Tree, how the champions have sped, and have they grown greater or less.’ Said he: ‘They are warriors and champions from father to son; therefore have they thriven not over well; yet they have left the thick of the wood, and built them a great castle above the little town hight Hampton; so that is now called Hampton under Scaur, for upon the height of the said Scaur is our castle builded: and there we hold us against the Burg of the Four Friths which hath thriven greatly; there is none so great as the Burg in all the lands about.’

“I said: ‘And the Land of the Tower, thriveth the folk thereof at all?’ ‘Nay,’ he said, ‘they have been rent to pieces by folly and war and greediness: in the Great City are but few people, grass grows in its streets; the merchants wend not the ways that lead thither. Naught thriveth there since thou stolest thyself away from them.’

“‘Nay,’ I said, ‘I fled from their malice, lest I should have been brought out to be burned once more; and there would have been none to rescue then.’ ‘Was it so?’ said old Geoffrey; ‘well it is all one now; their day is done.’

“‘Well,’ I said, ‘come into my house, and eat and drink therein and sleep here to-night, and to-morrow I shall tell thee what I will do.’

“Even so they did; and on the morrow early I spake to Geoffrey and said: ‘What hath befallen the Land of Abundance, and the castle my lord built for me there; which we held as our refuge all through the War of the Tower, both before we joined us to you in the wildwood, and afterwards?’ He said: ‘It is at peace still; no one hath laid hand on it; there is a simple folk dwelling there in the clearing of the wood, which forgetteth thee not; though forsooth strange tales are told of thee there; and the old men deem that it is but a little since thou hast ceased to come and go there; and they are ready to worship thee as somewhat more than the Blessed Saints, were it not for the Fathers of the Thorn who are their masters.’

“I pondered this a while, and then said: ‘Geoffrey, ye shall bring me hence away to the peopled parts, and on the way, or when we are come amongst the cities and the kingdoms, we will settle it whither I shall go. See thou! I were fain to be of the brotherhood of the Dry Tree; yet I deem it will scarce be that I shall go and dwell there straightway.’

“Therewith the old man seemed content; and indeed now that the first joy of our meeting, when his youth sprang up in him once more, was over, he found it hard to talk freely with me, and was downcast and shy before me, as if something had come betwixt us, which had made our lives cold to each other.

“So that day we left the House of the Sorceress, which I shall not see again, till I come there hand in hand with thee, beloved. When we came to the peopled parts, Geoffrey and his sons brought me to the Land of Abundance, and I found it all as he had said to me: and I took up my dwelling in the castle, and despised not those few folk of the land, but was kind to them: but though they praised my gifts, and honoured me as the saints are honoured, and though they loved me, yet it was with fear, so that I had little part with them. There I dwelt then; and the book which thou didst read there, part true and part false, and altogether of malice against me, I bought of a monk who came our way, and who at first was sore afeared when he found that he had come to my castle. As to the halling of the Chamber of Dais, I have told thee before how my lord, the King’s Son, did do make it in memory of the wilderness wherein he found me, and the life of thralldom from which he brought me. There I dwelt till nigh upon these days in peace and quiet: not did I go to the Dry Tree for a long while, though many of them sought to me there at the Castle of Abundance; and, woe worth the while! there was oftenest but one end to their guesting, that of all gifts, they besought me but of one, which, alack! I might not give them: and that is the love that I have given to thee, beloved. — And, oh! my fear, that it will weigh too light with thee, to win me pardon of thee for all that thou must needs pardon me, ere thou canst give me all thy love, that I long for so sorely.”






  








CHAPTER 9
 

They Go On Their Way Once More
 

“Look now,” she said, “I have held thee so long in talk, that the afternoon is waning; now is it time for us to be on the way again; not because I misdoubt me of thy foeman, but because I would take thee to a fairer dwelling of the desert, and one where I have erst abided; and moreover, there thou shalt not altogether die of hunger. See, is it not as if I had thought to meet thee here?”

“Yea, in good sooth,” said he, “I wot that thou canst see the story of things before they fall.”

She laughed and said: “But all this that hath befallen since I set out to meet thee at the Castle of Abundance I foresaw not, any more than I can foresee to-morrow. Only I knew that we must needs pass by the place whereto I shall now lead thee, and I made provision there. Lo! now the marvel slain: and in such wise shall perish other marvels which have been told of me; yet not all. Come now, let us to the way.”

So they joined hands and left the pleasant place, and were again going speedily amidst the close pine woods awhile, where it was smooth underfoot and silent of noises withal.

Now Ralph said: “Beloved, thou hast told me of many things, but naught concerning how thou camest to be wedded to the Knight of the Sun, and of thy dealings with him.”

Said she, reddening withal: “I will tell thee no more than this, unless thou compel me: that he would have me wed him, as it were against my will, till I ceased striving against him, and I went with him to Sunway, which is no great way from the Castle of Abundance, and there befell that treason of Walter the Black, who loved me and prayed for my love, and when I gainsaid him, swore by all that was holy, before my lord, that it was I who sought his love, and how I had told and taught him ways of witchcraft, whereby we might fulfill our love, so that the Baron should keep a wife for another man. And the Knight of the Sun, whose heart had been filled with many tales of my wisdom, true and false, believed his friend whom he loved, and still believeth him, though he burneth for the love of me now; whereas in those first days of the treason, he burned with love turned to hatred. So of this came that shaming and casting-forth of me. Whereof I will tell thee but this, that the brother of my lord, even the tall champion whom thou hast seen, came upon me presently, when I was cast forth; because he was coming to see the Knight of the Sun at his home; and he loved me, but not after the fashion of his brother, but was kind and mild with me. So then I went with him to Hampton and the Dry Tree, and great joy made the folk thereof of my coming, whereas they remembered their asking of aforetime that I would come to be a Queen over them, and there have I dwelt ever since betwixt Hampton and the Castle of Abundance; and that tall champion has been ever as a brother unto me.”

Said Ralph, “And thou art their Queen there?” “Yea,” she said, “in a fashion; yet have they another who is mightier than I, and might, if she durst, hang me over the battlements of the Scaur, for she is a fierce and hard woman, and now no longer young in years.”

“Is it not so then,” said Ralph, “that some of the ill deeds that are told of thee are of her doing?”

“It is even so,” she said, “and whiles when she has spoken the word I may not be against her openly, therefore I use my wisdom which I have learned, to set free luckless wights from her anger and malice. More by token the last time I did thus was the very night of the day we parted, after thou hadst escaped from the Burg.”

“In what wise was that?” said Ralph. She said: “When I rode away from thee on that happy day of my deliverance by thee, my heart laughed for joy of the life thou hadst given me, and of thee the giver, and I swore to myself that I would set free the first captive or death-doomed creature that I came across, in honour of my pleasure and delight: now speedily I came to Hampton and the Scaur; for it is not very far from the want-ways of the wood: and there I heard how four of our folk had been led away by the men of the Burg, therefore it was clear to me that I must set these men free if I could; besides, it pleased me to think that I could walk about the streets of the foemen safely, who had been but just led thitherward to the slaughter. Thou knowest how I sped therein. But when I came back again to our people, after thou hadst ridden away from us with Roger, I heard these tidings, that there was one new-come into our prison, a woman to wit, who had been haled before our old Queen for a spy and doomed by her, and should be taken forth and slain, belike, in a day or two. So I said to myself that I was not free of my vow as yet, because those friends of mine, I should in any case have done my best to deliver them: therefore I deemed my oath bound me to set that woman free. So in the night-tide when all was quiet I went to the prison and brought her forth, and led her past all the gates and wards, which was an easy thing to me, so much as I had learned, and came with her into the fields betwixt the thorp of Hampton and the wood, when it was more daylight than dawn, so that I could see her clearly, and no word as yet had we spoken to each other. But then she said to me: ‘Am I to be slain here or led to a crueller prison?’ And I said: ‘Neither one thing nor the other: for lo! I have set thee free, and I shall look to it that there shall be no pursuit of thee till thou hast had time to get clear away.’ But she said: ‘What thanks wilt thou have for this? Wherefore hast thou done it?’ And I said, ‘It is because of the gladness I have gotten.’ Said she, ‘And would that I might get gladness!’ So I asked her what was amiss now that she was free. She said: ‘I have lost one thing that I loved, and found another and lost it also.’ So I said: ‘Mightest thou not seek for the lost?’ She said, ‘It is in this wood, but when I shall find it I shall not have it.’ ‘It is love that thou art seeking,’ said I. ‘In what semblance is he?’

“What wilt thou, my friend? Straightway she fell to making a picture of thee in words; so that I knew that she had met thee, and belike after I had departed from thee, and my heart was sore thereat; for now I will tell thee the very truth, that she was a young woman and exceeding fair, as if she were of pearl all over, and as sweet as eglantine; and I feared her lest she should meet thee again in these wildwoods. And so I asked her what would she, and she said that she had a mind to seek to the Well at the World’s End, which quencheth all sorrow; and I rejoiced thereat, thinking that she would be far away from thee, not thinking that thou and I must even meet to seek to it also. So I gave her the chaplet which my witch-mistress took from the dead woman’s neck; and went with her into the wildwood, and taught her wisdom of the way and what she was to do. And again I say to thee that she was so sweet and yet with a kind of pity in her both of soul and body, and wise withal and quiet, that I feared her, though I loved her; yea and still do: for I deem her better than me, and meeter for thee and thy love than I be. — Dost thou know her?”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “and fair and lovely she is in sooth. Yet hast thou naught to do to fear her. And true it is that I saw her and spake with her after thou hadst ridden away. For she came by the want-ways of the Wood Perilous in the dawn of the day after I had delivered thee; and in sooth she told me that she looked either for Death, or the Water of the Well to end her sorrow.”

Then he smiled and said; “As for that which thou sayest, that she had been meeter for me than thou, I know not this word. For look you, beloved, she came, and passed, and is gone, but thou art there and shalt endure.”

She stayed, and turned and faced him at that word; and love so consumed her, that all sportive words failed her; yea and it was as if mirth and light-heartedness were swallowed up in the fire of her love; and all thought of other folk departed from him as he felt her tears of love and joy upon his face, and she kissed and embraced him there in the wilderness.






  








CHAPTER 10
 

Of the Desert-House and the Chamber of Love in the Wilderness
 

Then in a while they grew sober and went on their ways, and the sun was westering behind them, and casting long shadows. And in a little while they were come out of the thick woods and were in a country of steep little valleys, grassy, besprinkled with trees and bushes, with hills of sandstone going up from them, which were often broken into cliffs rising sheer from the tree-beset bottoms: and they saw plenteous deer both great and small, and the wild things seemed to fear them but little. To Ralph it seemed an exceeding fair land, and he was as joyous as it was fair; but the Lady was pensive, and at last she said: “Thou deemest it fair, and so it is; yet is it the lonesomest of deserts. I deem indeed that it was once one of the fairest of lands, with castles and cots and homesteads all about, and fair people no few, busy with many matters amongst them. But now it is all passed away, and there is no token of a dwelling of man, save it might be that those mounds we see, as yonder, and yonder again, are tofts of house-walls long ago sunken into the earth of the valley. And now few even are the hunters or way-farers that wend through it.”

Quoth Ralph: “Thou speakest as if there had been once histories and tales of this pleasant wilderness: tell me, has it anything to do with that land about the wide river which we went through, Roger and I, as we rode to the Castle of Abundance the other day? For he spoke of tales of deeds and mishaps concerning it.” “Yea,” she said, “so it is, and the little stream that runs yonder beneath those cliffs, is making its way towards that big river aforesaid, which is called the Swelling Flood. Now true it is also that there are many tales about of the wars and miseries that turned this land into a desert, and these may be true enough, and belike are true. But these said tales have become blended with the story of those aforesaid wars of the Land of the Tower; of which indeed this desert is verily a part, but was desert still in the days when I was Queen of the Land; so thou mayst well think that they who hold me to be the cause of all this loneliness (and belike Roger thought it was so) have scarce got hold of the very sooth of the matter.”

“Even so I deemed,” said Ralph: “and to-morrow we shall cross the big river, thou and I. Is there a ferry or a ford there whereas we shall come, or how shall we win over it?”

She was growing merrier again now, and laughed at this and said: “O fair boy! the crossing will be to-morrow and not to-day; let to-morrow cross its own rivers; for surely to-day is fair enough, and fairer shall it be when thou hast been fed and art sitting by me in rest and peace till to-morrow morning. So now hasten yet a little more; and we will keep the said little stream in sight as well as we may for the bushes.”

So they sped on, till Ralph said: “Will thy feet never tire, beloved?” “O child,” she said, “thou hast heard my story, and mayst well deem that they have wrought many a harder day’s work than this day’s. And moreover they shall soon rest; for look! yonder is our house for this even, and till to-morrow’s sun is high: the house for me and thee and none else with us.” And therewith she pointed to a place where the stream ran in a chain of pools and stickles, and a sheer cliff rose up some fifty paces beyond it, but betwixt the stream and the cliff was a smooth table of greensward, with three fair thorn bushes thereon, and it went down at each end to the level of the river’s lip by a green slope, but amidmost, the little green plain was some ten feet above the stream, and was broken by a little undercliff, which went down sheer into the water. And Ralph saw in the face of the high cliff the mouth of a cave, however deep it might be.

“Come,” said the Lady, “tarry not, for I know that hunger hath hold of thee, and look, how low the sun is growing!” Then she caught him by the hand, and fell to running with him to the edge of the stream, where at the end of the further slope it ran wide and shallow before it entered into a deep pool overhung with boughs of alder and thorn. She stepped daintily over a row of big stones laid in the rippling shallow; and staying herself in mid-stream on the biggest of them, and gathering up her gown, looked up stream with a happy face, and then looked over her shoulder to Ralph and said: “The year has been good to me these seasons, so that when I stayed here on my way to the Castle of Abundance, I found but few stones washed away, and crossed wellnigh dry-shod, but this stone my feet are standing on now, I brought down from under the cliff, and set it amid-most, and I said that when I brought thee hither I would stay thereon and talk with thee while I stood above the freshness of the water, as I am doing now.”

Ralph looked on her and strove to answer her, but no words would come to his lips, because of the greatness of his longing; she looked on him fondly, and then stooped to look at the ripples that bubbled up about her shoes, and touched them at whiles; then she said: “See how they long for the water, these feet that have worn the waste so long, and know how kind it will run over them and lap about them: but ye must abide a little, waste-wearers, till we have done a thing or two. Come, love!” And she reached her hand out behind her to Ralph, not looking back, but when she felt his hand touch it, she stepped lightly over the other stones, and on to the grass with him, and led him quietly up the slope that went up to the table of greensward before the cave. But when they came on to the level grass she kissed him, and then turned toward the valley and spake solemnly: “May all blessings light on this House of the wilderness and this Hall of the Summer-tide, and the Chamber of Love that here is!”

Then was she silent a while, and Ralph brake not the silence. Then she turned to him with a face grown merry and smiling, and said: “Lo! how the poor lad yearneth for meat, as well he may, so long as the day hath been. Ah, beloved, thou must be patient a little. For belike our servants have not yet heard of the wedding of us. So we twain must feed each the other. Is that so much amiss?”

He laughed in her face for love, and took her by the wrist, but she drew her hand away and went into the cave, and came forth anon holding a copper kettle with an iron bow, and a bag of meal, which she laid at his feet; then she went into the cave again, and brought forth a flask of wine and a beaker; then she caught up the little cauldron, which was well-beaten, and thin and light, and ran down to the stream therewith, and came up thence presently, bearing it full of water on her head, going as straight and stately as the spear is seen on a day of tourney, moving over the barriers that hide the knight, before he lays it in the rest. She came up to him and set the water-kettle before him, and put her hands on his shoulders, and kissed his cheek, and then stepped back from him and smote her palms together, and said: “Yea, it is well! But there are yet more things to do before we rest. There is the dighting of the chamber, and the gathering of wood for the fire, and the mixing of the meal, and the kneading and the baking of cakes; and all that is my work, and there is the bringing of the quarry for the roast, and that is thine.”

Then she ran into the cave and brought forth a bow and a quiver of arrows, and said: “Art thou somewhat of an archer?” Quoth he: “I shoot not ill.” “And I,” she said, “shoot well, all woodcraft comes handy to me. But this eve I must trust to thy skill for my supper. Go swiftly and come back speedily. Do off thine hauberk, and beat the bushes down in the valley, and bring me some small deer, as roe or hare or coney. And wash thee in the pool below the stepping-stones, as I shall do whiles thou art away, and by then thou comest back, all shall be ready, save the roasting of the venison.”

So he did off his wargear, but thereafter tarried a little, looking at her, and she said: “What aileth thee not to go? the hunt’s up.” He said: “I would first go see the rock-hall that is for our chamber to-night; wilt thou not bring me in thither?” “Nay,” she said, “for I must be busy about many matters; but thou mayst go by thyself, if thou wilt.”

So he went and stooped down and entered the cave, and found it high and wide within, and clean and fresh and well-smelling, and the floor of fine white sand without a stain.

So he knelt down and kissed the floor, and said aloud: “God bless this floor of the rock-hall whereon my love shall lie to-night!” Then he arose and went out of the cave, and found the Lady at the entry stooping down to see what he would do; and she looked on him fondly and anxiously; but he turned a merry face to her, and caught her round the middle and strained her to his bosom, and then took the bow and arrows and ran down the slope and over the stream, into the thicket of the valley.

He went further than he had looked for, ere he found a prey to his mind, and then he smote a roe with a shaft and slew her, and broke up the carcase and dight it duly, and so went his ways back. When he came to the stream he looked up and saw a little fire glittering not far from the cave, but had no clear sight of the Lady, though he thought he saw her gown fluttering nigh one of the thorn-bushes. Then he did off his raiment and entered that pool of the stream, and was glad to bathe him in the same place where her body had been but of late; for he had noted that the stones of the little shore were still wet with her feet where she had gone up from the water.

But now, as he swam and sported in the sun-warmed pool he deemed he heard the whinnying of a horse, but was not sure, so he held himself still to listen, and heard no more. Then he laughed and bethought him of Falcon his own steed, and dived down under the water; but as he came up, laughing still and gasping, he heard a noise of the clatter of horse hoofs, as if some one were riding swiftly up the further side of the grassy table, where it was stony, as he had noted when they passed by.

A deadly fear fell upon his heart as he thought of his love left all alone; so he gat him at once out of the water and cast his shirt over his head; but while his arms were yet entangled in the sleeves thereof, came to his ears a great and awful sound of a man’s voice roaring out, though there were no shapen words in the roar. Then were his arms free through the sleeves, and he took up the bow and fell to bending it, and even therewith he heard a great wailing of a woman’s voice, and she cried out, piteously: “Help me, O help, lovely creature of God!”

Yet must he needs finish bending the bow howsoever his heart died within him; or what help would there be of a naked and unarmed man? At last it was bent and an arrow nocked on the string, as he leapt over the river and up the slope.

But even as he came up to that pleasant place he saw all in a moment of time; that there stood Silverfax anigh the Cave’s mouth, and the Lady lying on the earth anigh the horse; and betwixt her and him the Knight of the Sun stood up stark, his shining helm on his head, the last rays of the setting sun flashing in the broidered image of his armouries.

He turned at once upon Ralph, shaking his sword in the air (and there was blood upon the blade) and he cried out in terrible voice: “The witch is dead, the whore is dead! And thou, thief, who hast stolen her from me, and lain by her in the wilderness, now shalt thou die, thou!”

Scarce had he spoken than Ralph drew his bow to the arrow-head and loosed; there was but some twenty paces betwixt them, and the shaft, sped by that fell archer, smote the huge man through the eye into the brain, and he fell down along clattering, dead without a word more.

But Ralph gave forth a great wail of woe, and ran forward and knelt by the Lady, who lay all huddled up face down upon the grass, and he lifted her up and laid her gently on her back. The blood was flowing fast from a great wound in her breast, and he tore off a piece of his shirt to staunch it, but she without knowledge of him breathed forth her last breath ere he could touch the hurt, and he still knelt by her, staring on her as if he knew not what was toward.

She had dight her what she could to welcome his return from the hunting, and had set a wreath of meadow-sweet on her red hair, and a garland of eglantine about her girdlestead, and left her feet naked after the pool of the stream, and had turned the bezels of her finger-rings outward, for joy of that meeting.

After a while he rose up with a most bitter cry, and ran down the green slope and over the water, and hither and thither amongst the bushes like one mad, till he became so weary that he might scarce go or stand for weariness. Then he crept back again to that Chamber of Love, and sat down beside his new-won mate, calling to mind all the wasted words of the day gone by; for the summer night was come now, most fair and fragrant. But he withheld the sobbing passion of his heart and put forth his hand, and touched her, and she was still, and his hand felt her flesh that it was cold as marble. And he cried out aloud in the night and the wilderness, where there was none to hear him, and arose and went away from her, passing by Silverfax who was standing nearby, stretching out his head, and whinnying at whiles. And he sat on the edge of the green table, and there came into his mind despite himself thoughts of the pleasant fields of Upmeads, and his sports and pleasures there, and the even-song of the High House, and the folk of his fellowship and his love. And therewith his breast arose and his face was wryed, and he wept loud and long, and as if he should never make an end of it. But so weary was he, that at last he lay back and fell asleep, and woke not till the sun was high in the heavens. And so it was, that his slumber had been so heavy, that he knew not at first what had befallen; and one moment he felt glad, and the next as if he should never be glad again, though why he wotted not. Then he turned about and saw Silverfax cropping the grass nearby, and the Lady lying there like an image that could move no whit, though the world awoke about her. Then he remembered, yet scarce all, so that wild hopes swelled his heart, and he rose to his knees and turned to her, and called to mind that he should never see her alive again, and sobbing and wailing broke out from him, for he was young and strong, and sorrow dealt hardly with him.

But presently he arose to his feet and went hither and thither, and came upon the quenched coals of the cooking-fire: she had baked cakes for his eating, and he saw them lying thereby, and hunger constrained him, so he took and ate of them while the tears ran down his face and mingled with the bread he ate. And when he had eaten, he felt stronger and therefore was life more grievous to him, and when he thought what he should do, still one thing seemed more irksome than the other.

He went down to the water to drink, and passed by the body of the Knight of the Sun, and wrath was fierce in his heart against him who had overthrown his happiness. But when he had drunk and washed hands and face he came back again, and hardened his heart to do what he must needs do. He took up the body of the Lady and with grief that may not be told of, he drew it into the cave, and cut boughs of trees and laid them over her face and all her body, and then took great stones from the scree at that other end of the little plain, and heaped them upon her till she was utterly hidden by them. Then he came out on to the green place and looked on the body of his foe, and said to himself that all must be decent and in order about the place whereas lay his love. And he came and stood over the body and said: “I have naught to do to hate him now: if he hated me, it was but for a little while, and he knew naught of me. So let his bones be covered up from the wolf and the kite. Yet shall they not lie alongside of her. I will raise a cairn above him here on this fair little plain which he spoilt of all joy.” Therewith he fell to, and straightened his body, and laid his huge limbs together and closed his eyes and folded his arms over his breast; and then he piled the stones above him, and went on casting them on the heap a long while after there was need thereof.

Ralph had taken his raiment from the stream-side and done them on before this, and now he did on helm and hauberk, and girt his sword to his side. Then as he was about leaving the sorrowful place, he looked on Silverfax, who had not strayed from the little plain, and came up to him and did off saddle and bridle, and laid them within the cave, and bade the beast go whither he would. He yet lingered about the place, and looked all around him and found naught to help him, and could frame in his mind no intent of a deed then, nor any tale of a deed he should do thereafter. Yet belike in his mind were two thoughts, and though neither softened his grief save a little, he did not shrink from them as he did from all others; and these two were of his home at Upmeads, which was so familiar to him, and of the Well at the World’s End, which was but a word.






  








CHAPTER 11
 

Ralph Cometh Out of the Wilderness
 

Long he stood letting these thoughts run through his mind, but at last when it was now midmorning, he stirred and gat him slowly down the green slope, and for very pity of himself the tears brake out from him as he crossed the stream and came into the bushy valley. There he stayed his feet a little, and said to himself: “And whither then am I going?” He thought of the Castle of Abundance and the Champions of the Dry Tree, of Higham, and the noble warriors who sat at the Lord Abbot’s board, and of Upmeads and his own folk: but all seemed naught to him, and he thought: “And how can I go back and bear folk asking me curiously of my wayfarings, and whether I will do this, that, or the other thing.” Withal he thought of that fair damsel and her sweet mouth in the hostelry at Bourton Abbas, and groaned when he thought of love and its ending, and he said within himself: “and now she is a wanderer about the earth as I am;” and he thought of her quest, and the chaplet of dame Katherine, his gossip, which he yet bore on his neck, and he deemed that he had naught to choose but to go forward and seek that he was doomed to; and now it seemed to him that there was that one thing to do and no other. And though this also seemed to him but weariness and grief, yet whereas he had ever lightly turned him to doing what work lay ready to hand; so now he knew that he must first of all get him out of that wilderness, that he might hear the talk of folk concerning the Well at the World’s End, which he doubted not to hear again when he came into the parts inhabited.

So now, with his will or without it, his feet bore him on, and he followed up the stream which the Lady had said ran into the broad river called the Swelling Flood; “for,” thought he, “when I come thereabout I shall presently find some castle or good town, and it is like that either I shall have some tidings of the folk thereof, or else they will compel me to do something, and that will irk me less than doing deeds of mine own will.”

He went his ways till he came to where the wood and the trees ended, and the hills were lower and longer, well grassed with short grass, a down country fit for the feeding of sheep; and indeed some sheep he saw, and a shepherd or two, but far off. At last, after he had left the stream awhile, because it seemed to him to turn and wind round over much to the northward, he came upon a road running athwart the down country, so that he deemed that it must lead one way down to the Swelling Flood; so he followed it up, and after a while began to fall in with folk; and first two Companions armed and bearing long swords over their shoulders: he stopped as they met, and stared at them in the face, but answered not their greeting; and they had no will to meddle with him, seeing his inches and that he was well armed, and looked no craven: so they went on.

Next he came on two women who had with them an ass between two panniers, laden with country stuff; and they were sitting by the wayside, one old and the other young. He made no stay for them, and though he turned his face their way, took no heed of them more than if they were trees; though the damsel, who was well-liking and somewhat gaily clad, stood up when she saw his face anigh, and drew her gown skirt about her and moved daintily, and sighed and looked after him as he went on, for she longed for him.

Yet again came two men a-horseback, merchants clad goodly, with three carles, their servants, riding behind them; and all these had weapons and gave little more heed to him than he to them. But a little after they were gone, he stopped and said within himself: “Maybe I had better have gone their way, and this road doubtless leadeth to some place of resort.”

But even therewith he heard horsehoofs behind him, and anon came up a man a-horseback, armed with jack and sallet, a long spear in his hand, and budgets at his saddle-bow, who looked like some lord’s man going a message. He nodded to Ralph, who gave him good-day; for seeing these folk and their ways had by now somewhat amended his mind; and now he turned not, but went on as before.

At last the way clomb a hill longer and higher than any he had yet crossed, and when he had come to the brow and looked down, he saw the big river close below running through the wide valley which he had crossed with Roger on that other day. Then he sat down on the green bank above the way, so heavy of heart that not one of the things he saw gave him any joy, and the world was naught to him. But within a while he came somewhat to himself, and, looking down toward the river, he saw that where the road met it, it was very wide, and shallow withal, for the waves rippled merrily and glittered in the afternoon sun, though there was no wind; moreover the road went up white from the water on the other side, so he saw clearly that this was the ford of a highway. The valley was peopled withal: on the other side of the river was a little thorp, and there were carts and sheds scattered about the hither side, and sheep and neat feeding in the meadows, and in short it was another world from the desert.






  








CHAPTER 12
 

Ralph Falleth in With Friends and Rideth to Whitwall
 

Ralph looks on to the ford and sees folk riding through the thorp aforesaid and down to the river, and they take the water and are many in company, some two score by his deeming, and he sees the sun glittering on their weapons.

Now he thought that he would abide their coming and see if he might join their company, since if he crossed the water he would be on the backward way: and it was but a little while ere the head of them came up over the hill, and were presently going past Ralph, who rose up to look on them, and be seen of them, but they took little heed of him. So he sees that though they all bore weapons, they were not all men-at-arms, nay, not more than a half score, but those proper men enough. Of the others, some half-dozen seemed by their attire to be merchants, and the rest their lads; and withal they had many sumpter horses and mules with them. They greeted him not, nor he them, nor did he heed them much till they were all gone by save three, and then he leapt into the road with a cry, for who should be riding there but Blaise, his eldest brother, and Richard the Red with him, both in good case by seeming; for Blaise was clad in a black coat welted with gold, and rode a good grey palfrey, and Richard was armed well and knightly.

They knew him at once, and drew rein, and Blaise lighted down from his horse and cast his arms about Ralph, and said: “O happy day! when two of the Upmeads kindred meet thus in an alien land! But what maketh thee here, Ralph? I thought of thee as merry and safe in Upmeads?”

Ralph said smiling, for his heart leapt up at the sight of his kindred: “Nay, must I not seek adventures like the rest? So I stole myself away from father and mother.” “Ill done, little lord!” said Blaise, stroking Ralph’s cheek.

Then up came Richard, and if Blaise were glad, Richard was twice glad, and quoth he: “Said I not, Lord Blaise, that this chick would be the hardest of all to keep under the coop? Welcome to the Highways, Lord Ralph! But where is thine horse? and whence and whither is it now? Hast thou met with some foil and been held to ransom?”

Ralph found it hard and grievous and dull work to answer; for now again his sorrow had taken hold of him: so he said: “Yea, Richard, I have had adventures, and have lost rather than won; but at least I am a free man, and have spent but little gold on my loss.”

“That is well,” said Richard, “but whence gat ye any gold for spending?” Ralph smiled, but sadly, for he called to mind the glad setting forth and the kind face of dame Katherine his gossip, and he said: “Clement Chapman deemed it not unmeet to stake somewhat on my luck, therefore I am no pauper.”

“Well,” said Blaise, “if thou hast no great errand elsewhere, thou mightest ride with us, brother. I have had good hap in these days, though scarce kingly or knightly, for I have been buying and selling: what matter? few know Upmeads and its kings to wite me with fouling a fair name. Richard, go fetch a horse hither for Lord Ralph’s riding, and we will tarry no longer.” So Richard trotted on, and while they abode him, Ralph asked after his brethren, and Blaise told him that he had seen or heard naught of them. Then Ralph asked of whither away, and Blaise told him to Whitwall, where was much recourse of merchants from many lands, and a noble market.

Back then cometh Richard leading a good horse while Ralph was pondering his matter, and thinking that at such a town he might well hear tidings concerning the Well at the World’s End.

Now Ralph mounts, and they all ride away together. On the way, partly for brotherhood’s sake, partly that he might not be questioned overmuch himself, Ralph asked Blaise to tell him more of his farings; and Blaise said, that when he had left Upmeads he had ridden with Richard up and down and round about, till he came to a rich town which had just been taken in war, and that the Companions who had conquered it were looking for chapmen to cheapen their booty, and that he was the first or nearly the first to come who had will and money to buy, and the Companions, who were eager to depart, had sold him thieves’ penny-worths, so that his share of the Upmeads’ treasure had gone far; and thence he had gone to another good town where he had the best of markets for his newly cheapened wares, and had brought more there, such as he deemed handy to sell, and so had gone on from town to town, and had ever thriven, and had got much wealth: and so at last having heard tell of Whitwall as better for chaffer than all he had yet seen, he and other chapmen had armed them, and waged men-at-arms to defend them, and so tried the adventure of the wildwoods, and come safe through.

Then at last came the question to Ralph concerning his adventures, and he enforced himself to speak, and told all as truly as he might, without telling of the Lady and her woeful ending.

Thus they gave and took in talk, and Ralph did what he might to seem like other folk, that he might nurse his grief in his own heart as far asunder from other men as might be.

So they rode on till it was even, and came to Whitwall before the shutting of the gates and rode into the street, and found it a fair and great town, well defensible, with high and new walls, and men-at-arms good store to garnish them.

Ralph rode with his brother to the hostel of the chapmen, and there they were well lodged.






  








CHAPTER 13
 

Richard Talketh With Ralph Concerning the Well at the World’s End.
 Concerning Swevenham
 

On the morrow Blaise went to his chaffer and to visit the men of the Port at the Guildhall: he bade Ralph come with him, but he would not, but abode in the hall of the hostel and sat pondering sadly while men came and went; but he heard no word spoken of the Well at the World’s End. In like wise passed the next day and the next, save that Richard was among those who came into the hall, and he talked long with Ralph at whiles; that is to say that he spake, and Ralph made semblance of listening.

Now as is aforesaid Richard was old and wise, and he loved Ralph much, more belike than Lord Blaise his proper master, whereas he had no mind for chaffer, or aught pertaining to it: so he took heed of Ralph and saw that he was sad and weary-hearted; so on the sixth day of their abiding at Whitwall, in the morning when all the chapmen were gone about their business, and he and Ralph were left alone in the Hall, he spake to Ralph and said: “This is no prison, lord.” “Even so,” quoth Ralph. “Nay, if thou doubtest it,” said Richard, “let us go to the door and try if they have turned the key and shot the bolt on us.” Ralph smiled faintly and stood up, and said: “I will go with thee if thou willest it, but sooth to say I shall be but a dull fellow of thine to-day.” Said Richard: “Wouldst thou have been better yesterday, lord, or the day before?” “Nay,” said Ralph. “Wilt thou be better to-morrow?” said Richard. Ralph shook his head. Said Richard: “Yea, but thou wilt be, or thou mayst call me a fool else.” “Thou art kind, Richard,” said Ralph; “and I will come with thee, and do what thou biddest me; but I must needs tell thee that my heart is sick.” “Yea,” quoth Richard, “and thou needest not tell me so much, dear youngling; he who runs might read that in thee. But come forth.”

So into the street they went, and Richard brought Ralph into the market-place, and showed him where was Blaise’s booth (for he was thriving greatly) but Ralph would not go anigh it lest his brother should entangle him in talk; and they went into the Guildhall which was both great and fair, and the smell of the new-shaven oak (for the roof was not yet painted) brought back to Ralph’s mind the days of his childhood when he was hanging about the building of the water-reeve’s new house at Upmeads. Then they went into the Great Church and heard a Mass at the altar of St. Nicholas, Ralph’s very friend; and the said church was great to the letter, and very goodly, and somewhat new also, since the blossom-tide of Whitwall was not many years old: and the altars of its chapels were beyond any thing for fairness that Ralph had seen save at Higham on the Way.

But when they came forth from the church, Ralph looked on Richard with a face that was both blank and weary, as who should say: “What is to do now?” And forsooth so woe-begone he looked, that Richard, despite his sorrow and trouble for him, could scarce withhold his laughter. But he said: “Well, foster son (for thou art pretty much that to me), since the good town pleasureth thee little, go we further afield.”

So he led him out of the market-place, and brought him to the east gate of the town which hight Petergate Bar, and forth they went and out into the meadows under the walls, and stayed him at a little bridge over one of the streams, for it was a land of many waters; there they sat down in a nook, and spake Richard to Ralph, saying:

“Lord Ralph, ill it were if the Upmeads kindred came to naught, or even to little. Now as for my own master Blaise, he hath, so please you, the makings of a noble chapman, but not of a noble knight; though he sayeth that when he is right rich he will cast aside all chaffer; naught of which he will do. As for the others, my lord Gregory is no better, or indeed worse, save that he shall not be rich ever, having no mastery over himself; while lord Hugh is like to be slain in some empty brawl, unless he come back speedily to Upmeads.”

“Yea, yea,” said Ralph, “what then? I came not hither to hear thee missay my mother’s sons.” But Richard went on: “As for thee, lord Ralph, of thee I looked for something; but now I cannot tell; for the heart in thee seemeth to be dead; and thou must look to it lest the body die also.” “So be it!” said Ralph.

Said Richard: “I am old now, but I have been young, and many things have I seen and suffered, ere I came to Upmeads. Old am I, and I cannot feel certain hopes and griefs as a young man can; yet have I bought the knowledge of them dear enough, and have not forgotten. Whereby I wot well that my drearihead is concerning a woman. Is it not so?” “Yea,” quoth Ralph. Said Richard: “Now shalt thou tell me thereof, and so lighten thine heart a little.” “I will not tell thee,” said Ralph; “or, rather, to speak more truly, I cannot.” “Yea,” said Richard, “and though it were now an easier thing for me to tell thee of the griefs of my life than for thee to hearken to the tale, yet I believe thee. But mayhappen thou mayst tell me of one thing that thou desirest more than another.” Said Ralph: “I desire to die.” And the tears started in his eyes therewith. But Richard spake, smiling on him kindly: “That way is open for thee on any day of the week. Why hast thou not taken it already?” But Ralph answered naught. Richard said: “Is it not because thou hopest to desire something; if not to-day, then to-morrow, or the next day or the next?” Still Ralph spake no word; but he wept. Quoth Richard: “Maybe I may help thee to a hope, though thou mayest think my words wild. In the land and the thorp where I was born and bred there was talk now and again of a thing to be sought, which should cure sorrow, and make life blossom in the old, and uphold life in the young.” “Yea,” said Ralph, looking up from his tears, “and what was that? and why hast thou never told me thereof before?” “Nay,” said Richard, “and why should I tell it to the merry lad I knew in Upmeads? but now thou art a man, and hast seen the face of sorrow, it is meet that thou shouldest hear of THE WELL AT THE WORLD’S END.”

Ralph sprang to his feet as he said the word, and cried out eagerly: “Old friend, and where then wert thou bred and born?” Richard laughed and said: “See, then, there is yet a deed and a day betwixt thee and death! But turn about and look straight over the meadows in a line with yonder willow-tree, and tell me what thou seest.” Said Ralph: “The fair plain spreading wide, and a river running through it, and little hills beyond the water, and blue mountains beyond them, and snow yet lying on the tops of them, though the year is in young July.” “Yea,” quoth Richard; “and seest thou on the first of the little hills beyond the river, a great grey tower rising up and houses anigh it?” “Yea,” said Ralph, “the tower I see, and the houses, for I am far-sighted; but the houses are small.” “So it is,” said Richard; “now yonder tower is of the Church of Swevenham, which is under the invocation of the Seven Sleepers of Ephesus; and the houses are the houses of the little town. And what has that to do with me? sayest thou: why this, that I was born and bred at Swevenham. And indeed I it was who brought my lord Blaise here to Whitwall, with tales of how good a place it was for chaffer, that I might see the little town and the great grey tower once more. Forsooth I lied not, for thy brother is happy here, whereas he is piling up the coins one upon the other. Forsooth thou shouldest go into his booth, fair lord; it is a goodly sight.”

But Ralph was walking to and fro hastily, and he turned to Richard and said: “Well, well! but why dost thou not tell me more of the Well at the World’s End?”

Said Richard: “I was going to tell thee somewhat which might be worth thy noting; or might not be worth it: hearken! When I dwelt at Swevenham over yonder, and was but of eighteen winters, who am now of three score and eight, three folk of our township, two young men and one young woman, set out thence to seek the said Well: and much lore they had concerning it, which they had learned of an old man, a nigh kinsman of one of them. This ancient carle I had never seen, for he dwelt in the mountains a way off, and these men were some five years older than I, so that I was a boy when they were men grown; and such things I heeded not, but rather sport and play; and above all, I longed for the play of war and battle. God wot I have had my bellyful of it since those days! Howbeit I mind me the setting forth of these three. They had a sumpter-ass with them for their livelihood on the waste; but they went afoot crowned with flowers, and the pipe and tabour playing before them, and much people brought them on the way. By St. Christopher! I can see it all as if it were yesterday. I was sorry of the departure of the damsel; for though I was a boy I had loved her, and she had suffered me to kiss her and toy with her; but it was soon over. Now I call to mind that they had prayed our priest, Sir Cyprian, to bless them on their departure, but he naysaid them; for he held that such a quest came of the inspiration of the devils, and was but a memory of the customs of the ancient gentiles and heathen. But as to me, I deemed it naught, and was sorry that my white-bosomed, sweet-breathed friend should walk away from me thus into the clouds.”

“What came of it?” said Ralph, “did they come back, or any of them?” “I wot not,” said Richard, “for I was weary of Swevenham after that, so I girt myself to a sword and laid a spear upon my shoulder and went my ways to the Castle of the Waste March, sixty miles from Swevenham town, and the Baron took me in and made me his man: and almost as little profit were in my telling thee again of my deeds there, as there was in my doing them: but the grey tower of Swevenham I have never seen again till this hour.”

Said Ralph: “Now then it behoveth me to go to Swevenham straightway: wilt thou come with me? it seemeth to be but some four miles hence.”

Richard held his peace and knit his brows as if pondering the matter, and Ralph abided till he spake: so he said: “Foster-son, so to call thee, thou knowest the manner of up-country carles, that tales flow forth from them the better if they come without over much digging and hoeing of the ground; that is, without questioning; so meseems better it will be if I go to Swevenham alone, and better if I be asked to go, than if I go of myself. Now to-morrow is Saturday, and high market in Whitwall; and I am not so old but that it is likeliest that there will be some of my fellows alive and on their legs in Swevenham: and if such there be, there will be one at the least in the market to-morrow, and I will be there to find him out: and then it will go hard if he bring me not to Swevenham as a well-beloved guest; and when I am there, and telling my tidings, and asking them of theirs, if there be any tales concerning the Well at the World’s End working in their bellies, then shall I be the midwife to bring them to birth. Ha? Will it do?”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “but how long wilt thou be?” Said Richard: “I shall come back speedily if I find the land barren; but if the field be in ear I shall tarry to harvest it. So keep thou thy soul in patience.” “And what shall I do now?” said Ralph. “Wear away the hours,” said Richard. “And to begin with, come back within the gates with me and let us go look at thy brother’s booth in the market-place: it is the nethermost of a goodly house which he is minded to dwell in; and he will marry a wife and sit down in Whitwall, so well he seemeth like to thrive; for they have already bidden him to the freedom of the city, and to a brother of the Faring-Knights, whereas he is not only a stirring man, but of good lineage also: for now he hideth not that he is of the Upmeads kindred.”






  








CHAPTER 14
 

Ralph Falleth in With Another Old Friend
 

Ralph went with Richard now without more words, and they came into the market-place and unto Blaise’s booth and house, which was no worse than the best in the place; and the painters and stainers were at work on the upper part of it to make it as bright and goodly as might be with red and blue and green and gold, and all fair colours, and already was there a sign hung out of the fruitful tree by the water-side. As for the booth, it was full within of many wares and far-fetched and dear-bought things; as pieces of good and fine cloth plumbed with the seal of the greatest of the cities; and silk of Babylon, and spices of the hot burning islands, and wonders of the silversmith’s and the goldsmith’s fashioning, and fair-wrought weapons and armour of the best, and every thing that a rich chapman may deal in. And amidst of it all stood Blaise clad in fine black cloth welted with needle work, and a gold chain about his neck. He was talking with three honourable men of the Port, and they were doing him honour with kind words and the bidding of help. When he saw Ralph and Richard come in, he nodded to them, as to men whom he loved, but were beneath him in dignity, and left not talking with the great men. Richard grinned a little thereat, as also did Ralph in his heart; for he thought: “Here then is one of the Upmeads kin provided for, so that soon he may buy with his money two domains as big as Upmeads and call them his manors.”

Now Ralph looks about him, and presently he sees a man come forward to meet him from the innermost of the booth, and lo! there was come Clement Chapman. His heart rose at the sight of him, and he thought of his kind gossip till he could scarce withhold his tears. But Clement came to him and cast his arms about him, and kissed him, and said: “Thou shalt pardon me for this, lord, for it is the kiss of the gossip which she bade me give thee, if I fell in with thee, as now I have, praised be the Saints! Yet it irks me that I shall see little more of thee at this time, for to-morrow early I must needs join myself to my company; for we are going south awhile to a good town some fifty miles hence. Nevertheless, if thou dwellest here some eight days I shall see thee again belike, since thereafter I get me eastward on a hard and long journey not without peril. How sayest thou?”

“I wot not,” quoth Ralph looking at Richard. Said Richard: “Thou mayst wot well, master Clement, that my lord is anhungered of the praise of the folks, and is not like to abide in a mere merchant-town till the mould grow on his back.” “Well, well,” said Clement, “however that may be, I have now done my matters with this cloth-lord, Blaise, and he has my florins in his pouch: so will not ye twain come with me and drink a cup till he hath done his talk with these magnates?”

Ralph was nothing loth, for besides that he loved master Clement, and that his being in company was like having a piece of his home anigh him, he hoped to hear some tidings concerning the Well at the World’s End.

So he and Richard went with master Clement to the Christopher, a fair ale-house over against the Great Church, and sat down to good wine; and Ralph asked of Clement many things concerning dame Katherine his gossip, and Clement told him all, and that she was well, and had been to Upmeads, and had seen King Peter and the mother of Ralph; and how she had assuaged his mother’s grief at his departure by forecasting fair days for her son. All this Ralph heard gladly, though he was somewhat shamefaced withal, and sat silent and thinking of many matters. But Richard took up the word and said: “Which way camest thou from Wulstead, master Clement?” “The nighest way I came,” said Clement, “through the Woods Perilous.” Said Richard: “And they of the Dry Tree, heardest thou aught of them?” “Yea, certes,” quoth Clement, “for I fell in with their Bailiff, and paid him due scot for the passage of the Wood; he knoweth me withal, and we talked together.” “And had he any tidings to tell thee of the champions?” said Richard. Said Clement, “Great tidings maybe, how that there was a rumour that they had lost their young Queen and Lady; and if that be true, it will go nigh to break their hearts, so sore as they loved her. And that will make them bitter and fierce, till their grief has been slaked by the blood of men. And that the more as their old Queen abideth still, and she herself is ever of that mind.”

Ralph hearkened, and his heart was wounded that other men should speak of his beloved: but he heard how Richard said: “Hast thou ever known why that company of champions took the name of the Dry Tree?” “Why, who should know that, if thou knowest it not, Richard of Swevenham?” said Clement: “Is it not by the token of the Dry Tree that standeth in the lands on the hither side of the Wall of the World?” Richard nodded his head; but Ralph cried out: “O Master Clement, and hast thou seen it, the Wall of the World?” “Yea, afar off, my son,” said he; “or what the folk with me called so; as to the Dry Tree, I have told thee at Wulstead that I have seen it not, though I have known men who have told me that they have seen it.” “And must they who find the Well at the World’s End come by the Dry Tree?” “Yea, surely,” said Clement. Quoth Richard: “And thus have some heard, who have gone on that quest, and they have heard of the Champions of Hampton, and have gone thither, being deceived by that name of the Dry Tree, and whiles have been slain by the champions, whiles have entered their company.” “Yea,” said Clement, “so it is that their first error hath ended their quest. But now, lord Ralph, I will tell thee one thing; to wit, that when I return hither after eight days wearing, I shall be wending east, as I said e’en now, and what will that mean save going somewhat nigher to the Wall of the World; for my way lieth beyond the mountains that ye see from hence, and beyond the mountains that lie the other side of those; and I bid thee come with us, and I will be thy warrant that so far thou shalt have no harm: but when thou hast come so far, and hast seen three very fair cities, besides towns and castles and thorps and strange men, and fair merchandize, God forbid that thou shouldest wend further, and so cast away thy young life for a gay-coloured cloud. Then will be the time to come back with me, that I may bring thee through the perils of the way to Wulstead, and Upmeads at the last, and the folk that love thee.”

Richard held his peace at this word, but Ralph said: “I thank thee, Master Clement, for thy love and thy helping hand; and will promise thee to abide thee here eight days at the least; and meanwhile I will ponder the matter well.”






  








CHAPTER 15
 

Ralph Dreams a Dream Or Sees a Vision
 

Therewithall they parted after more talk concerning small matters, and Ralph wore through the day, but Richard again did him to wit, that on the morrow he would find his old friends of Swevenham in the Market. And Ralph was come to life again more than he had been since that evil hour in the desert; though hard and hard he deemed it that he should never see his love again.

Now as befalleth young men, he was a good sleeper, and dreamed but seldom, save such light and empty dreams as he might laugh at, if perchance he remembered them by then his raiment was on him in the morning. But that night him-seemed that he awoke in his chamber at Whitwall, and was lying on his bed, as he verily was, and the door of the chamber opened, and there entered quietly the Lady of the Woodland, dight even as he had seen her as she lay dead beside their cooking fire on that table of greensward in the wilderness, barefoot and garlanded about her brow and her girdlestead, but fair and fresh coloured as she was before the sword had pierced her side; and he thought that he rejoiced to see her, but no wild hope rose in his heart, and no sobbing passion blinded his eyes, nor did he stretch out hand to touch her, because he remembered that she was dead. But he thought she spake to him and said: “I know that thou wouldst have me speak, therefore I say that I am come to bid thee farewell, since there was no farewell between us in the wilderness, and I know that thou are about going on a long and hard and perilous journey: and I would that I could kiss thee and embrace thee, but I may not, for this is but the image of me as thou hast known me. Furthermore, as I loved thee when I saw thee first, for thy youth, and thy fairness, and thy kindness and thy valiancy, so now I rejoice that all this shall endure so long in thee, as it surely shall.”

Then the voice ceased, but still the image stood before him awhile, and he wondered if she would speak again, and tell him aught of the way to the Well at the World’s End; and she spake again: “Nay,” she said, “I cannot, since we may not tread the way together hand in hand; and this is part of the loss that thou hast had of me; and oh! but it is hard and hard.” And her face became sad and distressful, and she turned and departed as she had come.

Then he knew not if he awoke, or if it were a change in his dream; but the chamber became dark about him, and he lay there thinking of her, till, as it seemed, day began to dawn, and there was some little stir in the world without, and the new wind moved the casement. And again the door opened, and someone entered as before; and this also was a woman: green-clad she was and barefoot, yet he knew at once that it was not his love that was dead, but the damsel of the ale-house of Bourton, whom he had last seen by the wantways of the Wood Perilous, and he thought her wondrous fair, fairer than he had deemed. And the word came from her: “I am a sending of the woman whom thou hast loved, and I should not have been here save she had sent me.” Then the words ended, while he looked at her and wondered if she also had died on the way to the Well at the World’s End. And it came into his mind that he had never known her name upon the earth. Then again came the word: “So it is that I am not dead but alive in the world, though I am far away from this land; and it is good that thou shouldst go seek the Well at the World’s End not all alone: and the seeker may find me: and whereas thou wouldst know my name, I hight Dorothea.”

So fell the words again: and this image stood awhile as the other had done, and as the other had done, departed, and once more the chamber became dark, so that Ralph could not so much as see where was the window, and he knew no more till he woke in the early morn, and there was stir in the street and the voice of men, and the scent of fresh herbs and worts, and fruits; for it was market-day, and the country folk were early afoot, that they might array their wares timely in the market-place.






  








CHAPTER 16
 

Of the Tales of Swevenham
 

Old Richard was no worse than his word, and failed not to find old acquaintance of Swevenham in the Saturday’s market: and Ralph saw naught of him till midweek afterwards. And he was sitting in the chamber of the hostel when Richard came in to him. Forsooth Blaise had bidden him come dwell in his fair house, but Ralph would not, deeming that he might be hindered in his quest and be less free to go whereso he would, if he were dwelling with one who was so great with the magnates as was Blaise.

Now Ralph was reading in a book when Richard came in, but he stood up and greeted him; and Richard said smiling: “What have ye found in the book, lord?” Said Ralph: “It telleth of the deeds of Alexander.” “Is there aught concerning the Well at the World’s End therein?” said Richard. “I have not found aught thereof as yet,” said Ralph; “but the book tells concerning the Dry Tree, and of kings sitting in their chairs in the mountains nearby.”

“Well then,” said Richard, “maybe thou wilt think me the better tale-teller.” “Tell on then,” quoth Richard. So they went and sat them down in a window, and Richard said:

“When I came to Swevenham with two old men that I had known young, the folk made much of me, and made me good cheer, whereof were over long to tell thee; but to speak shortly, I drew the talk round to the matter that we would wot of: for we spake of the Men of the Dry Tree, and an old man began to say, as master Clement the other day, that this name of theirs was but a token and an armoury which those champions have taken from the Tree itself, which Alexander the Champion saw in his wayfarings; and he said that this tree was on the hither side of the mountains called the Wall of the World, and no great way from the last of the towns whereto Clement will wend; for Clement told me the name thereof, to wit, Goldburg. Then another and an older man, one that I remember a stout carle ere I left Swevenham, said that this was not so, but that the Tree was on the further side of the Wall of the World, and that he who could lay his hand on the bole thereof was like enough to drink of the Well at the World’s End. Thereafter another spake, and told a tale of how the champions at Hampton first took the Dry Tree for a token; and he said that the rumour ran, that a woman had brought the tidings thereof to those valiant men, and had fixed the name upon them, though wherefore none knew. So the talk went on.

“But there was a carline sitting in the ingle, and she knew me and I her. And indeed in days past, when I was restless and longing to depart, she might have held me at Swevenham, for she was one of the friends that I loved there: a word and a kiss had done it, or maybe the kiss without the word: but if I had the word, I had not the kiss of her. Well, when the talk began to fall, she spake and said to me:

“‘Now it is somewhat strange that the talk must needs fall on this seeking of that which shall not be found, whereas it was but the month before thou wert last at Swevenham, that Wat Miller and Simon Bowyer set off to seek the Well at the World’s End, and took with them Alice of Queenhough, whom Simon loved as well as might be, and Wat somewhat more than well. Mindest thou not? There are more than I alive that remember it.’

“‘Yea,’ said I, ‘I remember it well.’

“For indeed, foster-son, these were the very three of whom I told thee, though I told thee not their names.

“‘Well,’ said I; ‘how sped they? Came they back, or any of them?’ ‘Nay,’ she said, ‘that were scarce to be looked for.’ Said I: ‘Have any other to thy knowledge gone on this said quest?’

“‘Yea,’ she said, ‘I will tell thee all about it, and then there will be an end of the story, for none knoweth better thereof than I. First there was that old man, the wizard, to whom folk from Swevenham and other places about were used to seek for his lore in hidden matters; and some months after those three had departed, folk who went to his abode amongst the mountains found him not; and soon the word was about that he also, for as feeble as he was, had gone to seek the Well at the World’s End; though may-happen it was not so. Then the next spring after thy departure, Richard, comes home Arnold Wright from the wars, and asks after Alice; and when he heard what had befallen, he takes a scrip with a little meat for the road, lays his spear on his shoulder, and is gone seeking the lost, and the thing which they found not — that, I deem, was the end of him. Again the year after that, as I deem, three of our carles fell in with two knights riding east from Whitwall, and were questioned of them concerning the road to the said Well, and doubted not but that they were on that quest. Furthermore (and some of you wot this well enough, and more belike know it not) two of our young men were faring by night and cloud on some errand, good or bad, it matters not, on the highway thirty miles east of Whitwall: it was after harvest, and the stubble-fields lay on either side of the way, and the moon was behind thin clouds, so that it was light on the way, as they told me; and they saw a woman wending before them afoot, and as they came up with her, the moon ran out, and they saw that the woman was fair, and that about her neck was a chaplet of gems that shone in the moon, and they had a longing both for the jewel and the woman: but before they laid hand on her they asked her of whence and whither, and she said: From ruin and wrack to the Well at the World’s End, and therewith turned on them with a naked sword in her hand; so that they shrank from before her.

“‘Hearken once more: the next year came a knight to Swevenham, and guested in this same house, and he sat just where sitteth now yon yellow-headed swain, and the talk went on the same road as it hath gone to-night; and I told him all the tale as I have said it e’en now; and he asked many questions, but most of the Lady with the pair of beads. And on the morrow he departed and we saw him not again.

“Then she was silent, but the young man at whom she had pointed blushed red and stared at her wide-eyed, but said no word. But I spake: ‘Well dame, but have none else gone from Swevenham, or what hath befallen them?’

“She said: ‘Hearken yet! Twenty years agone a great sickness lay heavy upon us and the folk of Whitwall, and when it was at its worst, five of our young men, calling to mind all the tales concerning the Well at the World’s End, went their ways to seek it, and swore that back would they never, save they found it and could bear its water to the folk of Swevenham; and I suppose they kept their oath; for we saw naught either of the water or of them. Well, I deem that this is the last that I have to tell thee, Richard, concerning this matter: and now is come the time for thee to tell tales of thyself.’

“Thus for that time dropped the talk of the Well at the World’s End, Lord Ralph, and of the way thither. But I hung about the township yet a while, and yesterday as I stood on their stone bridge, and looked on the water, up comes that long lad with the yellow hair that the dame had pointed at, and says to me: ‘Master Richard, saving thine age and thy dignity and mastery, I can join an end to the tale which the carline began on Sunday night.’ ‘Yea, forsooth?’ said I, ‘and how, my lad?’ Said he: ‘Thou hast a goodly knife there in thy girdle, give it to me, and I will tell thee.’ ‘Yea,’ quoth I, ‘if thy tale be knife-worthy.’

“Well, the end of it was that he told me thus: That by night and moon he came on one riding the highway, just about where the other woman had been seen, whose tale he had heard of. He deemed at first this rider to be a man, or a lad rather for smallness and slenderness, but coming close up he found it was a woman, and saw on her neck a chaplet of gems, and deemed it no great feat to take it of her: but he asked her of whence and whither, and she answered:

“‘From unrest to the Well at the World’s End.’

“Then when he put out his hand to her, he saw a great anlace gleaming in her hand, wherefore he forbore her; and this was but five days ago.

“So I gave the lad my knife, and deemed there would be little else to hear in Swevenham for this bout; and at least I heard no more tales to tell till I came away this morning; so there is my poke turned inside out for thee. But this word further would I say to thee, that I have seen on thy neck also a pair of beads exceeding goodly. Tell me now whence came they.”

“From my gossip, dame Katherine,” said Ralph; “and it seems to me now, though at the time I heeded the gift little save for its kindness, that she thought something great might go with it; and there was a monk at Higham on the Way, who sorely longed to have it of me.” “Well,” said Richard, “that may well come to pass, that it shall lead thee to the Well at the World’s End. But as to the tales of Swevenham, what deemest thou of them?” Said Ralph: “What are they, save a token that folk believe that there is such a thing on earth as the Well? Yet I have made up my mind already that I would so do as if I trowed in it. So I am no nearer to it than erst. Now is there naught for it save to abide Master Clement’s coming; and when he hath brought me to Goldburg, then shall I see how the quest looks by the daylight of that same city.” He spake so cheerfully that Richard looked at him askance, wondering what was toward with him, and if mayhappen anything lay underneath those words of his.

But in his heart Ralph was thinking of that last tale of the woman whom the young man had met such a little while ago; and it seemed to him that she must have been in Whitwall when he first came there; and he scarce knew whether he were sorry or not that he had missed her: for though it seemed to him that it would be little more than mere grief and pain, nay, that it would be wicked and evil to be led to the Well at the World’s End by any other than her who was to have brought him there; yet he longed, or thought he longed to speak with her concerning that love of his heart, so early rewarded, so speedily beggared. For indeed he doubted not that the said woman was the damsel of Bourton Abbas, whose image had named herself Dorothea to him in that dream.






  








CHAPTER 17
 

Richard Bringeth Tidings of Departing
 

Fell the talk between them at that time, and three days wore, and on the morning of the fourth day came Richard to Ralph, and said to him: “Foster-son, I am sorry for the word I must say, but Clement Chapman came within the gates this morning early, and the company with which he is riding are alboun for the road, and will depart at noon to-day, so that there are but four hours wherein we twain may be together; and thereafter whatso may betide thee, it may well be, that I shall see thy face no more; so what thou wilt tell me must be told straightway. And now I will say this to thee, that of all things I were fain to ride with thee, but I may not, because it is Blaise whom I am bound to serve in all ways. And I deem, moreover, that troublous times may be at hand here in Whitwall. For there is an Earl hight Walter the Black, a fair young man outwardly, but false at heart and a tyrant, and he had some occasion against the good town, and it was looked for that he should send his herald here to defy the Port more than a half moon ago; but about that time he was hurt in a fray as we hear, and may not back a horse in battle yet. Albeit, fristed is not forgotten, as saith the saw; and when he is whole again, we may look for him at our gates; and whereas Blaise knows me for a deft man-at-arms or something more, it is not to be looked for that he will give me to thee for this quest. Nay, of thee also it will be looked for that thou shouldest do knightly service to the Port, and even so Blaise means it to be; therefore have I lied to him on thy behalf, and bidden Clement also to lie (which forsooth he may do better than I, since he wotteth not wholly whither thou art minded), and I have said thou wouldst go with Clement no further than Cheaping Knowe, which lieth close to the further side of these mountains, and will be back again in somewhat more than a half-moon’s wearing. So now thou art warned hereof.”

Ralph was moved by these words of Richard, and he spake: “Forsooth, old friend, I am sorry to depart from thee; yet though I shall presently be all alone amongst aliens, yet now is manhood rising again in me. So for that cause at least shall I be glad to be on the way; and as a token that I am more whole than I was, I will now tell thee the tale of my grief, if thou wilt hearken to it, which the other day I might not tell thee.”

“I will hearken it gladly,” said Richard. And therewith they sat down in a window, for they were within doors in the hostel, and Ralph told all that had befallen him as plainly and shortly as he might; and when he had done, Richard said:

“Thou has had much adventure in a short space, lord, and if thou mightest now refrain thy longing for that which is gone, and set it on that which is to come, thou mayest yet harden into a famous knight and a happy man.” Said Ralph: “Yea? now tell me all thy thought.”

Said Richard: “My thought is that this lady who was slain, was scarce wholly of the race of Adam; but that at the least there was some blending in her of the blood of the fays. Or how deemest thou?”

“I wot not,” said Ralph sadly; “to me she seemed but a woman, though she were fairer and wiser than other women.” Said Richard: “Well, furthermore, if I heard thee aright, there is another woman in the tale who is also fairer and wiser than other women?”

“I would she were my sister!” said Ralph. “Yea,” quoth Richard, “and dost thou bear in mind what she was like? I mean the fashion of her body.” “Yea, verily,” said Ralph.

Again said Richard: “Doth it seem to thee as if the Lady of the Dry Tree had some inkling that thou shouldst happen upon this other woman: whereas she showed her of the road to the Well at the World’s End, and gave her that pair of beads, and meant that thou also shouldest go thither? And thou sayest that she praised her, — her beauty and wisdom. In what wise did she praise her? how came the words forth from her? was it sweetly?”

“Like honey and roses for sweetness,” said Ralph. “Yea,” said Richard, “and she might have praised her in such wise that the words had came forth like gall and vinegar. Now I will tell thee of my thought, since we be at point of sundering, though thou take it amiss and be wroth with me: to wit, that thou wouldst have lost the love of this lady as time wore, even had she not been slain: and she being, if no fay, yet wiser than other women, and foreseeing, knew that so it would be.” Ralph brake in: “Nay, nay, it is not so, it is not so!” “Hearken, youngling!” quoth Richard; “I deem that it was thus. Her love for thee was so kind that she would have thee happy after the sundering: therefore she was minded that thou shouldest find the damsel, who as I deem loveth thee, and that thou shouldest love her truly.”

“O nay, nay!” said Ralph, “all this guess of thine is naught, saying that she was kind indeed. Even as heaven is kind to them who have died martyrs, and enter into its bliss after many torments.”

And therewith he fell a-weeping at the very thought of her great kindness: for indeed to this young man she had seemed great, and exalted far above him.

Richard looked at him a while; and then said: “Now, I pray thee be not wroth with me for the word I have spoken. But something more shall I say, which shall like thee better. To wit, when I came back from Swevenham on Wednesday I deemed it most like that the Well at the World’s End was a tale, a coloured cloud only; or that at most if it were indeed on the earth, that thou shouldest never find it. But now is my mind changed by the hearing of thy tale, and I deem both that the Well verily is, and that thou thyself shalt find it; and that the wise Lady knew this, and set the greater store by thy youth and goodliness, as a richer and more glorious gift than it had been, were it as fleeting as such things mostly be. Now of this matter will I say no more; but I think that the words that I have said, and which now seem so vain to thee, shall come into thy mind on some later day, and avail thee somewhat; and that is why I have spoken them. But this again is another word, that I have got a right good horse for thee, and other gear, such as thou mayest need for the road, and that Clement’s fellowship will meet in Petergate hard by the church, and I will be thy squire till thou comest thither, and ridest thence out a-gates. Now I suppose that thou will want to bid Blaise farewell: yet thou must look to it that he will not deem thy farewell of great moment, since he swimmeth in florins and goodly wares; and moreover deemeth that thou wilt soon be back here.”

“Nevertheless,” said Ralph, “I must needs cast my arms about my own mother’s son before I depart: so go we now, as all this talk hath worn away more than an hour of those four that were left me.”






  








CHAPTER 18
 

Ralph Departeth From Whitwall With the Fellowship of Clement Chapman
 

Therewithal they went together to Blaise’s house, and when Blaise saw them, he said: “Well, Ralph, so thou must needs work at a little more idling before thou fallest to in earnest. Forsooth I deem that when thou comest back thou wilt find that we have cut thee out a goodly piece of work for thy sewing. For the good town is gathering a gallant host of men; and we shall look to thee to do well in the hard hand-play, whenso that befalleth. But now come and look at my house within, how fair it is, and thou wilt see that thou wilt have somewhat to fight for, whereas I am.”

Therewith he led them up a stair into the great chamber, which was all newly dight and hung with rich arras of the Story of Hercules; and there was a goodly cupboard of silver vessel, and some gold, and the cupboard was of five shelves as was but meet for a king’s son. So Ralph praised all, but was wishful to depart, for his heart was sore, and he blamed himself in a manner that he must needs lie to his brother.

But Blaise brought them to the upper chamber, and showed them the goodly beds with their cloths, and hangings, and all was as fair as might be. Then Blaise bade bring wine and made them drink; and he gave Ralph a purse of gold, and an anlace very fair of fashion, and brought him to the door thereafter; and Ralph cast his arms about him, and kissed him and strained him to his breast. But Blaise was somewhat moved thereat, and said to him: “Why lad, thou art sorry to depart from me for a little while, and what would it be, were it for long? But ever wert thou a kind and tender-hearted youngling, and we twain are alone in an alien land. Forsooth, I wot that thou hast, as it were, embraced the Upmeads kindred, father, mother and all; and good is that! So now God and the Saints keep thee, and bear in mind the hosting of the good town, and the raising of the banner, that shall be no great while. Fare thee well, lad!”

So they parted, and Ralph went back to the hostel, and gathered his stuff together, and laid it on a sumpter horse, and armed him, and so went into Petergate to join himself to that company. There he found the chapmen, five of them in all, and their lads, and a score of men-at-arms, with whom was Clement, not clad like a merchant, but weaponed, and bearing a coat of proof and a bright sallet on his head.

They greeted each the other, and Ralph said: “Yea, master Clement, and be we riding to battle?” “Maybe,” quoth Clement; “the way is long, and our goods worth the lifting, and there are some rough places that we must needs pass through. But if ye like not the journey, abide here in this town the onset of Walter the Black.”

Therewith he laughed, and Ralph understanding the jape, laughed also; and said: “Well, master Clement, but tell me who be these that we shall meet.” “Yea, and I will tell thee the whole tale of them,” said Clement, “but abide till we are without the gates; I am busy man e’en now, for all is ready for the road, save what I must do. So now bid thy Upmeads squire farewell, and then to horse with thee!”

So Ralph cast his arms about Richard, and kissed him and said: “This is also a farewell to the House where I was born and bred.” And as he spake the thought of the House and the garden, and the pleasant fields of Upmeads came into his heart so bitter-sweet, that it mingled with his sorrow, and well-nigh made him weep. But as for Richard he forebore words, for he was sad at heart for the sundering.

Then he gat to horse, and the whole company of them bestirred them, and they rode out a-gates. And master Clement it was that ordered them, riding up and down along the array.

But Ralph fell to speech with the chapmen and men-at-arms; and both of these were very courteous with him; for they rejoiced in his company, and especially the chapmen, who were somewhat timorous of the perils of the road.






  








CHAPTER 19
 

Master Clement Tells Ralph Concerning the Lands Whereunto They Were Riding
 

When they were gotten a mile or two from Whitwall, and all was going smoothly, Clement came up to Ralph and rode at his left hand, and fell to speech with him, and said: “Now, lord, will I tell thee more concerning our journey, and the folk that we are like to meet upon the road. And of the perils, whatso they may be, I told thee not before, because I knew thee desirous of seeking adventures east-away, and knew that my tales would not hinder thee.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “and had not this goodly fellowship been, I had gone alone, or with any carle that I could have lightly hired.”

Clement laughed and said: “Fair sir, thou wouldst have failed of hiring any one man to go with thee east-ward a many miles. For with less than a score of men well-armed the danger of death or captivity is over great, if ye ride the mountain ways unto Cheaping Knowe. Yea, and even if a poor man who hath nothing, wend that way alone, he may well fall among thieves, and be stolen himself body and bones, for lack of anything better to steal.”

Hereat Ralph felt his heart rise, when he thought of battle and strife, and he made his horse to spring somewhat, and then he said: “It liketh me well, dear friend, that I ride not with thee for naught, but that I may earn my daily bread like another.”

“Yea,” said Clement, looking on him kindly, “I deem of all thy brethren thou hast the biggest share of the blood of Red Robert, who first won Upmeads. And now thou shalt know that this good town of Whitwall that lieth behind us is the last of the lands we shall come to wherein folk can any courtesy, or are ruled by the customs of the manor, or by due lawful Earls and Kings, or the laws of the Lineage or the Port, or have any Guilds for their guiding, and helping. And though these folks whereunto we shall come, are, some of them, Christian men by name, and have amongst them priests and religious; yet are they wild men of manners, and many heathen customs abide amongst them; as swearing on the altars of devils, and eating horse-flesh at the High-tides, and spell-raising more than enough, and such like things, even to the reddening of the doom-rings with the blood of men and of women, yea, and of babes: from such things their priests cannot withhold them. As for their towns that we shall come to, I say not but we shall find crafts amongst them, and worthy good men therein, but they have little might against the tyrants who reign over the towns, and who are of no great kindred, nor of blood better than other folk, but merely masterful and wise men who have gained their place by cunning and the high hand. Thou shalt see castles and fair strong-houses about the country-side, but the great men who dwell therein are not the natural kindly lords of the land yielding service to Earls, Dukes, and Kings, and having under them vavassors and villeins, men of the manor; but their tillers and shepherds and workmen and servants be mere thralls, whom they may sell at any market, like their horses or oxen. Forsooth these great men have with them for the more part free men waged for their service, who will not hold their hands from aught that their master biddeth, not staying to ask if it be lawful or unlawful. And that the more because whoso is a free man there, house and head must he hold on the tenure of bow and sword, and his life is like to be short if he hath not sworn himself to the service of some tyrant of a castle or a town.”

“Yea, master Clement,” said Ralph, “these be no peaceful lands whereto thou art bringing us, or very pleasant to dwell in.”

“Little for peace, but much for profit,” said Clement; “for these lands be fruitful of wine and oil and wheat, and neat and sheep; withal metals and gems are dug up out of the mountains; and on the other hand, they make but little by craftsmanship, wherefore are they the eagerer for chaffer with us merchants; whereas also there are many of them well able to pay for what they lack, if not in money, then in kind, which in a way is better. Yea, it is a goodly land for merchants.”

“But I am no merchant,” said Ralph.

“So it is,” said Clement, “yet thou desireth something; and whither we are wending thou mayst hear tidings that shall please thee, or tidings that shall please me. To say sooth, these two may well be adverse to each other, for I would not have thee hear so much of tidings as shall lead thee on, but rather I would have thee return with me, and not throw thy young life away: for indeed I have an inkling of what thou seekest, and meseems that Death and the Devil shall be thy faring-fellows.”

Ralph held his peace, and Clement said in a cheerfuller voice: “Moreover, there shall be strange and goodly things to see; and the men of these parts be mostly goodly of body, and the women goodlier yet, as we carles deem.”

Ralph sighed, and answered not at once, but presently he said: “Master Clement, canst thou give me the order of our goings for these next days?” “Yea, certes,” said Clement. “In three days’ time we shall come to the entry of the mountains: two days thence we shall go without coming under any roof save the naked heavens; the day thereafter shall we come to the Mid-Mountain House, which is as it were an hostelry; but it was built and is upheld by the folks that dwell anigh, amongst whom be the folk of Cheaping Knowe; and that house is hallowed unto truce, and no man smiteth another therein; so that we oft come on the mountain strong-thieves there, and there we be blithe together and feast together in good fellowship. But when there be foemen in that house together, each man or each fellowship departing, hath grace of an hour before his foeman follow. Such are the customs of that house, and no man breaketh them ever. But when we depart thence we shall ride all day and sleep amidst the mountains, and if we be not beset that night or the morrow’s morn thereof, safe and unfoughten shall we come to Cheaping Knowe. Doth that suffice thee as at this time?” “Yea master,” quoth Ralph.

So therewith their talk dropped, for the moment; but Clement talked much with Ralph that day, and honoured him much, as did all that company.






  








CHAPTER 20
 

They Come to the Mid-Mountain Guest-House
 

On that night they slept in their tents which they had pitched on the field of a little thorp beside a water; and there they had meat and drink and all things as they needed them. And in likewise it befell them the next day; but the third evening they set up their tents on a little hillside by a road which led into a deep pass, even the entry of the mountains, a road which went betwixt exceeding high walls of rock. For the mountain sides went up steep from the plain. There they kept good watch and ward, and naught befell them to tell of.

The next morning they entered the pass, and rode through it up to the heaths, and rode all day by wild and stony ways and came at even to a grassy valley watered by a little stream, where they guested, watching their camp well; and again none meddled with them.

As they were departing the next morn Ralph asked of Clement if he yet looked for onset from the waylayers. Said Clement: “It is most like, lord; for we be a rich prey, and it is but seldom that such a company rideth this road. And albeit that the wild men know not to a day when we shall pass through their country, yet they know the time within a four and twenty hours or so. For we may not hide our journey from all men’s hearing; and when the ear heareth, the tongue waggeth. But art thou yet anxious concerning this matter, son?” “Yea,” said Ralph, “for I would fain look on these miscreants.”

“It is like that ye shall see them,” said Clement; “but I shall look on it as a token that they are about waylaying us if we come on none of them in the Mountain House. For they will be fearful lest their purpose leak out from unwary lips.” Ralph wondered how it would be, and what might come of it, and rode on, pondering much.

The road was rough that day, and they went not above a foot-pace the more part of the time; and daylong they were going up and up, and it grew cold as the sun got low; though it was yet summer. At last at the top of a long stony ridge, which lay beneath a great spreading mountain, on the crest whereof the snow lay in plenty, Ralph saw a house, long and low, builded of great stones, both walls and roof: at sight thereof the men of the fellowship shouted for joy, and hastened on, and Clement spurred up the stony slopes all he might. But Ralph rode slowly, since he had naught to see to, save himself, so that he was presently left alone. Now he looks aside, and sees something bright-hued lying under a big stone where the last rays of the sun just caught some corner of it. So he goes thither, deeming that mayhappen one of the company had dropped something, pouch or clout, or what not, in his haste and hurry. He got off his horse to pick it up, and when he had laid hand on it found it to be a hands-breadth of fine green cloth embroidered with flowers. He held it in his hand a while wondering where he could have seen such like stuff before, that it should smite a pang into his heart, and suddenly called to mind the little hall at Bourton Abbas with the oaken benches and the rush-strewn floor, and this same flower-broidered green cloth dancing about the naked feet of a fair damsel, as she moved nimbly hither and thither dighting him his bever. But his thought stayed not there, but carried him into the days when he was abiding in desire of the love that he won at last, and lost so speedily. But as he stood pondering he heard Clement shouting to him from the garth-gate of that house. So he leapt on his horse and rode up the slope into the garth and lighted down by Clement; who fell to chiding him for tarrying, and said: “There is peril in loitering outside this garth alone; for those Sons of the Rope often lurk hard by for what they may easily pick up, and they be brisk and nimble lads.” “What ailed thee?” said Ralph. “I stayed to look at a flower which called Upmeads to my mind.”

“Yea lad, yea,” quoth Clement, “and art thou so soft as that? But come thou into the House; it is as I deemed it might be; besides the House-warden and his wife there is no soul therein. Thou shalt yet look on Mick Hangman’s sons, as thou desirest.”

So they went into the House, and men had all that they might need. The warden was an old hoar man, and his wife well-stricken in years; and after supper was talk of this and that, and it fell much, as was like to be, on those strong-thieves, and Clement asked the warden what he had seen of them of late.

The old carle answered: “Nay, master Clement, much according to wont: a few beeves driven into our garth; a pack or two brought into the hall; and whiles one or two of them come in hither with empty hands for a sleep and a bellyful; and again a captive led in on the road to the market. Forsooth it is now a good few days ago three of them brought in a woman as goodly as mine eyes have ever seen; and she sat on the bench yonder, and seemed to heed little that she was a captive and had shackles on her feet after the custom of these men, though indeed her hands were unbound, so that she might eat her meat; and the carle thief told me that he took her but a little way from the garth, and that she made a stout defence with a sword before they might take her, but being taken, she made but little of it.”

“Would he do her any hurt?” said Ralph. “Nay, surely,” said the carle; “doth a man make a hole in a piece of cloth which he is taking to market? Nay, he was courteous to her after his fashion, and bade us give her the best of all we had.”

“What like was she?” said Ralph. Said the carle: “She was somewhat tall, if I am to note such matters, grey-eyed and brown haired, and great abundance of it. Her lips very red; her cheeks tanned with the sun, but in such wise that her own white and red shone through the sun’s painting, so that her face was as sweet as the best wheat-ear in a ten-acre field when the season hath been good. Her hands were not like those of a demoiselle who sitteth in a chamber to be looked at, but brown as of one who hath borne the sickle in the sun. But when she stretched out her hand so that the wrist of her came forth from her sleeve it was as white as milk.”

“Well, my man,” said the carline, “thou hast a good memory for an old and outworn carle. Why dost thou not tell the young knight what she was clad withal; since save for their raiment all women of an age are much alike?”

“Nay, do thou do it,” said the carle; “she was even as fair as I have said; so that there be few like her.”

Said the dame: “Well, there is naught so much to be said for her raiment: her gown was green, of fine cloth enough; but not very new: welts of needle-work it had on it, and a wreath of needle-work flowers round the hem of the skirt; but a cantle was torn off from it; in the scuffle when she was taken, I suppose, so that it was somewhat ragged in one place. Furthermore—”

She had been looking at Ralph as she spoke, and now she broke off suddenly, and said, still looking at him hard; “Well, it is strange!” “What is strange?” said Clement. “O naught, naught,” said the dame, “save that folk should make so much to do about this matter, when there are so many coming and going about the Midhouse of the Mountains.”

But Ralph noted that she was still staring at him even after she had let the talk drop.

Waned the even, and folk began to go bedward, so that the hall grew thin of guests. Then came up the carline to Ralph and took him aside into a nook, and said to him: “Young knight, now will I tell thee what seemed to me strange e’en now; to wit, that the captive damsel should be bearing a necklace about her neck as like to thine as one lamb is to another: but I thought thou mightest be liever that I spake it not openly before all the other folk. So I held my peace.”

“Dame,” said he, “I thank thee: forsooth I fear sorely that this damsel is my sister; for ever we have worn the samelike pair of beads. And as for me I have come hither to find her, and evil will it be if I find her enthralled, and it may be past redemption.”

And therewith he gave her a piece of the gold money of Upmeads.

“Yea,” said she, “poor youth; that will be sooth indeed, for thou art somewhat like unto her, yet far goodlier. But I grieve for thee, and know not what thou wilt do; whereas by this time most like she has been sold and bought and is dwelling in some lord’s strong-house; some tyrant that needeth not money, and will not let his prey go for a prayer. Here, take thou thy gold again, for thou mayst well need it, and let me shear a lock of thy golden hair, and I shall be well apaid for my keeping silence concerning thy love. For I deem that it is even so, and that she is not thy sister, else hadst thou stayed at home, and prayed for her with book and priest and altar, and not gone seeking her a weary way.”

Ralph reddened but said naught, and let her put scizzors amongst his curly locks, and take what of them she would. And then he went to his bed, and pondered these matters somewhat, and said to himself that it was by this damsel’s means that he should find the Well at the World’s End. Yet he said also, that, whether it were so or not, he was bound to seek her, and deliver her from thralldom, since he had kissed her so sweet and friendly, like a brother, for the sweetness and kindness of her, before he had fallen into the love that had brought him such joy and such grief. And therewith he took out that piece of her gown from his pouch, and it seemed dear to him. But it made him think sadly of what grief or pain she might even then be bearing, so that he longed to deliver her, and that longing was sweet to him. In such thoughts he fell asleep.






  








CHAPTER 21
 

A Battle in the Mountains
 

When it was morning they arose early and ate a morsel; and Clement gave freely to the Warden and his helpmate on behalf of the fellowship; and then they saddled their nags, and did on the loads and departed; and the way was evil otherwise, but it was down hill, and all waters ran east.

All day they rode, and at even when the sun had not quite set, they pitched their camp at the foot of a round knoll amidst a valley where was water and grass; and looking down thence, they had a sight of the fruitful plain, wherein lay Cheaping Knowe all goodly blue in the distance.

This was a fair place and a lovely, and great ease would they have had there, were it not that they must keep watch and ward with more pains than theretofore; for Clement deemed it as good as certain that the wild men would fall upon them that night.

But all was peaceful the night through, and in the morning they gat to the way speedily, riding with their armour on, and their bows bent: and three of the men-at-arms rode ahead to espy the way.

So it befell that they had not ridden two hours ere back came the fore-riders with the tidings that the pass next below them was thick with the Strong-thieves.

The fellowship were as then in such a place, that they were riding a high bare ridge, and could not be assailed to the advantage of the thieves if they abode where they were; whereas if they went forward, they must needs go down with the road into the dale that was beset by the wild men. Now they were three-score and two all told, but of these but a score of men-at-arms besides Ralph, and Clement, who was a stout fighter when need was. Of the others, some were but lads, and of the Chapmen were three old men, and more than one blencher besides. However, all men were armed, and they had many bows, and some of the chapmen’s knaves were fell archers.

So they took counsel together, and to some it seemed better to abide the onset on their vantage ground. But to Clement and the older men-at-arms this seemed of no avail. For though they could see the plain country down below, they would have no succour of it; and Clement bade them think how the night would come at last, and that the longer they abode, the greater would be the gathering of the Strong-thieves; so that, all things considered, it were better to fall on at once and to try the adventure of the valley. And this after some talk they yea-said all, save a few who held their skins so dear that their wits wandered somewhat.

So these timorous ones they bade guard the sumpter beasts and their loads; and even so they did, and abode a little, while the men-at-arms and the bowmen went forward without more ado; and Ralph rode betwixt Clement and the captain of the men-at-arms.

Presently they were come close to the place where the way went down into the valley, cleaving through a clayey bent, so that the slippery sides of the cleft went up high to right and left; wherefore by goodhap there were no big stones anigh to roll down upon them. Moreover the way was short, and they rode six abreast down the pass and were soon through the hollow way. As he rode Ralph saw a few of the Strong-thieves at the nether end where the pass widened out, and they let fly some arrows at the chapmen which did no hurt, though some of the shafts rattled on the armour of the companions. But when Clement saw that folk, and heard the noise of their shouting he lifted up a great axe that he bore and cried, “St. Agnes for the Mercers!” and set spurs to his horse. So did they all, and came clattering and shouting down the steep road like a stone out of a sling, and drave right into the valley one and all, the would-be laggards following after; for they were afraid to be left behind.

The wild men, who, save for wide shields which they bore, were but evilly armed, mostly in skins of beasts, made no countenance of defence, but fled all they might towards the steep slopes of the valley, and then turned and fell to shooting; for the companions durst not pursue in haste lest they should be scattered, and overwhelmed by the multitude of foemen; but they drew up along the south side of the valley, and had the mastery of the road, so that this first bout was without blood-shedding. Albeit the thieves still shot in their weak bows from the hill-side, but scarce hurt a man. Then the bowmen of the fellowship fell to shooting at the wild men, while the men-at-arms breathed their horses, and the sumpter-beasts were gathered together behind them; for they had no dread of abiding there a while, whereas behind them the ground was broken into a steep shaly cliff, bushed here and there with tough bushes, so that no man could come up it save by climbing with hand and knee, and that not easily.

Now when the archers had shot a good while, and some of the thieves had fallen before them, and men were in good heart because of the flight of the wild men, Ralph, seeing that these still hung about the slopes, cried out: “Master Clement, and thou Captain, sure it will be ill-done to leave these men unbroken behind us, lest they follow us and hang about our hindermost, slaying us both men and horses.”

“Even so,” quoth the captain, who was a man of few words, “let us go. But do thou, Clement, abide by the stuff with the lads and bowmen.”

Then he cried out aloud: “St. Christopher to aid!” and shook his rein, and all they who were clad in armour and well mounted spurred on with him against the strong-thieves. But these, when they saw the onset of the horsemen, but drew a little up the hill-side and stood fast, and some of the horses were hurt by their shot. So the captain bade draw rein and off horse, while Clement led his bowmen nigher, and they shot well together, and hindered the thieves from closing round the men-at-arms, or falling on the horses. So then the companions went forward stoutly on foot, and entered into the battle of the thieves, and there was the thrusting and the hewing great: for the foemen bore axes, and malls, and spears, and were little afraid, having the vantage-ground; and they were lithe and strong men, though not tall.

Ralph played manfully, and was hurt by a spear above the knee, but not grievously; so he heeded it not, but cleared a space all about him with great strokes of the Upmeads’ blade; then as the wild men gave back there was one of them who stood his ground and let drive a stroke of a long-handled hammer at him, but Ralph ran in under the stroke and caught him by the throat and drew him out of the press. And even therewith the wild men broke up before the onset of the all-armed carles, and fled up the hill, and the men-at-arms followed them but a little, for their armour made them unspeedy; so that they took no more of those men, though they slew some, but turned about and gathered round Ralph and made merry over his catch, for they were joyous with the happy end of battle; and Clement, who had left his bowmen when the Companions were mingled with the wild-men, was there amidst the nighest.

Said Ralph to him: “Well, have I got me a servant and thrall good cheap?” “Yea,” said Clement, “if thou deem a polecat a likely hound.” Said the Captain: “Put thy sword through him, knight.” Quoth another: “Let him run up hill, and our bowmen shall shoot a match at him.”

“Nay,” said Ralph, “they have done well with their shooting, let them rest. As to my thrusting my sword through the man, Captain, I had done that before, had I been so minded. At any rate, I will ask him if he will serve me truly. Otherwise he seemeth a strong carle and a handy. How sayest thou, lad, did I take thee fairly?” “Yea,” said the man, “thou art a strong lad.”

He seemed to fear the swords about him but little, and forsooth he was a warrior-like man, and not ill-looking. He was of middle height, strong and well-knit, with black hair like a beast’s mane for shagginess, and bright blue eyes. He was clad in a short coat of grey homespun, with an ox-skin habergeon laced up over it; he had neither helm nor hat, nor shoes, but hosen made of a woollen clout tied about his legs; his shield of wood and ox-hide lay on the ground a few paces off, and his hammer beside it, which he had dropped when Ralph first handled him, but a great ugly knife was still girt to him.

Now Ralph saith to him: “Which wilt thou — be slain, or serve me?” Said the carle, grinning, yet not foully: “Guess if I would not rather serve thee!” “Wilt thou serve me truly?” said Ralph. “Why not?” quoth the carle: “yet I warn thee that if thou beat me, save in hot blood, I shall put a knife into thee when I may.”

“O,” said one, “thrust him through now at once, lord Ralph.” “Nay, I will not,” said Ralph; “he hath warned me fairly. Maybe he will serve me truly. Master Clement, wilt thou lend me a horse for my man to ride?” “Yea,” said Clement; “yet I misdoubt me of thy new squire.” Then he turned to the men-at-arms and said: “No tarrying, my masters! To horse and away before they gather gain!”

So they mounted and rode away from that valley of the pass, and Ralph made his man ride beside him. But the man said to him, as soon as they were riding: “Take note that I will not fight against my kindred.” “None biddeth thee so,” said Ralph; “but do thou take heed that if thou fight against us I will slay thee outright.” Said the man: “A fair bargain!” “Well,” said Ralph, “I will have thy knife of thee, lest it tempt thee, as is the wont of cold iron, and a maiden’s body.” “Nay, master,” quoth the man, “leave me my knife, as thou art a good fellow. In two hours time we shall be past all peril of my people, and when we come down below I will slay thee as many as thou wilt, so it be out of the kindred. Forsooth down there evil they be, and unkinsome.”

“So be it, lad,” said Ralph, laughing, “keep thy knife; but hang this word of mine thereon, that if thou slay any man of this fellowship save me, I will rather flay thee alive than slay thee.” Quoth the carle: “That is the bargain, then, and I yeasay it.” “Good,” said Ralph; “now tell me thy name.” “Bull Shockhead,” said the carle.

But now the fellowship took to riding so fast down the slopes of the mountains on a far better road, that talking together was not easy. They kept good watch, both behind and ahead, nor were they set upon again, though whiles they saw clumps of men on the hill-sides.

So after a while, when it was a little past noon, they came adown to the lower slopes of the mountains and the foot-hills, which were green and unstony; and thereon were to be seen cattle and neatherds and shepherds, and here and there the garth of a homestead, and fenced acres about it.

So now that they were come down into the peopled parts, they displayed the banners of their fellowships, to wit, the Agnes, the White Fleece, the Christopher, and the Ship and Nicholas, which last was the banner of the Faring-knights of Whitwall; but Ralph was glad to ride under the banner of St. Nicholas, his friend, and deemed that luck might the rather come to him thereby. But they displayed their banners now, because they knew that no man of the peopled parts would be so hardy as to fall upon the Chapmen, of whom they looked to have many matters for their use and pleasure.

So now that they felt themselves safe, they stayed them, and sat down by a fair little stream, and ate their dinner of such meat and drink as they had; and Ralph departed his share with his thrall, and the man was hungry and ate well; so that Clement said mockingly: “Thou feedest thy thrall over well, lord, even for a king’s son: is it so that thou art minded to fatten him and eat him?” Then some of the others took up the jest, and bade the carle refrain him of the meat, so that he might not fatten, and might live the longer. He hearkened to them, and knit his brows and looked fiercely from one to the other. But Ralph laughed aloud, and shook his finger at him and refrained him, and his wrath ran off him and he laughed, and shoved the victual into him doughtily, and sighed for pleasure when he had made an end and drunk a draught of wine.






  








CHAPTER 22
 

Ralph Talks With Bull Shockhead
 

When they rode on again, Ralph rode beside Bull, who was merry and blithe now he was full of meat and drink; and he spake anon: “So thou art a king’s son, master? I deemed from the first that thou wert of lineage. For as for these churls of chapmen, and the sworders whom they wage, they know not the name of their mother’s mother, nor have heard one word of the beginner of their kindred; and their deeds are like unto their kinlessness.”

“And are thy deeds so good?” said Ralph. “Are they ill,” said Bull, “when they are done against the foemen?” Said Ralph: “And are all men your foemen who pass through these mountains?” “All,” said Bull, “but they be of the kindred or their known friends.”

“Well, Bull,” said Ralph, “I like thy deeds little, that thou shouldest ravish men and women from their good life, and sell them for a price into toil and weariness and stripes.”

Said Bull: “How much worse do we than the chapmen by his debtor, and the lord of the manor by his villein?” Said Ralph: “Far worse, if ye did but know it, poor men!” Quoth Bull: “But I neither know it, nor can know it, nay, not when thou sayest it; for it is not so. And look you, master, this life of a bought thrall is not such an exceeding evil life; for oft they be dealt with softly and friendly, and have other thralls to work for them under their whips.”

Ralph laughed: “Which shall I make thee, friend Bull, the upper or the under?” Bull reddened, but said naught. Said Ralph: “Or where shall I sell thee, that I may make the best penny out of my good luck and valiancy?” Bull looked chopfallen: “Nay,” said he in a wheedling voice, “thou wilt not sell me, thou? For I deem that thou wilt be a good master to me: and,” he broke into sudden heat hereat, “if I have another master I shall surely slay him whate’er betide.”

Ralph laughed again, and said: “Seest thou what an evil craft ye follow, when thou deemest it better to be slain with bitter torments (as thou shouldest be if thou slewest thy master) than to be sold to any master save one exceeding good?”

Bull held his peace hereat, but presently he said: “Well, be our craft good or evil, it is gainful; and whiles there is prey taken right good, which, for my part, I would not sell, once I had my hand thereon.” “Yea, women?” said Ralph. “Even so,” said Bull, “such an one was taken by my kinsman Bull Nosy but a little while agone, whom he took down to the market at Cheaping Knowe, as I had not done if I had once my arms about her. For she was as fair as a flower; and yet so well built, that she could bear as much as a strong man in some ways; and, saith Nosy, when she was taken, there was no weeping or screeching in her, but patience rather and quietness, and intent to bear all and live....Master, may I ask thee a question?” “Ask on,” said Ralph. Said Bull: “The pair of beads about thy neck, whence came they?” “They were the gift of a dear friend,” said Ralph. “A woman?” quoth Bull. “Yea,” said Ralph.

“Now is this strange,” said Bull, “and I wot not what it may betoken, but this same woman had about her neck a pair of beads as like to thine as if they had been the very same: did this woman give thee the beads? For I will say this of thee, master, that thou art well nigh as likely a man as she is a woman.”

Ralph sighed, for this talk of the woman and the beads brought all the story into his mind, so that it was as if he saw it adoing again: the Lady of the Wildwood led along to death before he delivered her, and their flight together from the Water of the Oak, and that murder of her in the desert. And betwixt the diverse deeds of the day this had of late become somewhat dim to him. Yet after his grief came joy that this man also had seen the damsel, whom his dream of the night had called Dorothea, and that he knew of her captors; wherefore by his means he might come on her and deliver her.

Now he spake aloud: “Nay, it was not she that gave them to me, but yet were I fain to find this woman that thou sawest; for I look to meet a friend whenas I meet her. So tell me, dost thou think that I may cheapen her of thy kinsman?”

Bull shook his head, and said: “It may be: or it may be that he hath already sold her to one who heedeth not treasure so much as fair flesh; and fair is hers beyond most. But, lord, I will do my best to find her for thee; as thou art a king’s son and no ill master, I deem.”

“Do that,” quoth Ralph, “and I in turn will do what more I may for thee besides making thee free.” And therewith he rode forward that he might get out of earshot, for Bull’s tongue seemed like to be long. And presently he heard laughter behind him, as the carle began jesting and talking with the chapman lads.






  








CHAPTER 23
 

Of the Town of Cheaping Knowe
 

Now when it was evening they pitched their camp down in the plain fields amidst tall elmtrees, and had their banners still flying over the tents to warn all comers of what they were. But the next morning the chapmen and their folk were up betimes to rummage their loads, and to array their wares for the market; and they gat not to the road before mid-morning. Meantime of their riding Ralph had more talk with Bull, who said to him: “Fair lord, I rede thee when thou art in the market of Cheaping Knowe, bid master Clement bring thee to the thrall-merchant, and trust me that if such a fair image as that we were speaking of hath passed through his hands within these three months, he will remember it; and then thou shalt have at least some tale of what hath befallen her but a little while ago.”

That seemed good rede to Ralph, and when they went on their way he rode beside Clement, and asked him many things concerning Cheaping Knowe; and at last about the thrall-market therein. And Clement said that, though he dealt not in such wares, he had often seen them sold, and knew the master of that market. And when Ralph asked if the said master would answer questions concerning the selling of men and of women, Clement smiled and said: “Yea, yea, he will answer; for as he lives by selling thralls, and every time a thrall is sold by him he maketh some gain by it, it is to his profit that they change masters as often as may be; and when thou askest of the woman whom thou art seeking, he will be deeming that there will be some new chaffer ahead. I will bring thee to him, and thou shalt ask him of what thou wilt, and belike he will tell thee quietly over the wine-cup.”

Therewith was Ralph well content, and he grew eager to enter into the town.

They came to the gates a little before sunset, after they had passed through much fair country; but nigh to the walls it was bare of trees and thickets, whereas, said Clement, they had been cut down lest they should serve as cover to strong-thieves or folk assailing the town. The walls were strong and tall, and a great castle stood high up on a hill, about which the town was builded; so that if the town were taken there would yet be another town within it to be taken also. But the town within, save for the said castle, was scarce so fairly builded as the worst of the towns which Ralph had seen erst, though there were a many houses therein.

Much people was gathered about the gate to see the merchants enter with banners displayed; and Ralph deemed many of the folk fair, such as were goodly clad; for many had but foul clouts to cover their nakedness, and seemed needy and hunger-pinched. Withal there were many warriors amongst the throng, and most of these bore a token on their sleeves, to wit, a sword reddened with blood. And Clement, speaking softly in Ralph’s ear, did him to wit that this was the token of the lord who had gotten the castle in those days, and was tyrant of the town; and how that he had so many men-at-arms ready to do his bidding that none in the town was safe from him if he deemed it more for his pleasure and profit to rob or maim, or torment or slay, than to suffer them to live peaceably. “But with us chapmen,” said Clement, “he will not meddle, lest there be an end of chaffer in the town; and verily the market is good.”

Thus they rode through the streets into the market place, which was wide and great, and the best houses of the town were therein, and so came to the hostel of the Merchants, called the Fleece, which was a big house, and goodly enough.

The next morning Clement and the other chapmen went up into the Castle, bearing with them gifts out of their wares for the lord, and Clement bade Ralph keep close till he came back, and especially to keep his war-caught thrall, Bull Shockhead, safe at home, lest he be taken from him, and to clothe him in the guise of the chapman lads, and to dock his hair; and even so Ralph did, though Bull were loath thereto.

About noon the chapmen came back again well pleased; and Clement gave Ralph a parchment from the lord, which bade all men help and let pass Ralph of Upmeads, as a sergeant of the chapmen’s guard, and said withal that now he was free to go about the town if he listed, so that he were back at the hostel of the Fleece by nightfall.

So Ralph went in company with some of the sergeants and others, and looked at this and that about the town without hindrance, save that the guard would not suffer them to pass further than the bailey of the Castle. And for the said bailey, forsooth, they had but little stomach; for they saw thence, on the slopes of the Castle-hill, tokens of the cruel justice of the said lord; for there were men and women there, yea, and babes also, hanging on gibbets and thrust through with sharp pales, and when they asked of folk why these had suffered, they but looked at them as if astonished, and passed on without a word.

So they went thence, and found the master-church, and deemed it not much fairer than it was great; and it was nowise great, albeit it was strange and uncouth of fashion.

Then they came to great gardens within the town, and they were exceeding goodly, and had trees and flowers and fruits in them which Ralph had not seen hitherto, as lemons, and oranges, and pomegranates; and the waters were running through them in runnels of ashlar; and the weather was fair and hot; so they rested in those gardens till it was evening, and then gat them home to Fleece, where they had good entertainment.






  








CHAPTER 24
 

Ralph Heareth More Tidings of the Damsel
 

The second day, while the merchants saw to their chaffer, most of the men-at-arms, and Ralph with them, spent their time again in those goodly gardens; where, indeed, some of them made friends of fair women of the place; in which there was less risk than had been for aliens in some towns, whereas at Cheaping Knowe such women as were wedded according to law, or damsels in the care of their kindred, or slaves who were concubines, had not dared so much as to look on a man.

The third day time hung somewhat heavy on Ralph’s hands, not but that the Companions were well at ease, but rather because himseemed that he was not stirring in the quest.

But the next day Clement bade him come see that thrall-merchant aforesaid, and brought him to a corner of the market-place, where was a throng looking on at the cheaping. They went through the throng, and beside a stone like a leaping-on stone saw a tall man, goodly of presence, black bearded, clad in scarlet; and this was the merchant; and by him were two of his knaves and certain weaponed men who had brought their wares to the cheaping. And some of these were arrayed like those foemen of the mountains. There was a half score and three of these chattels to be sold, who stood up one after other on the stone, that folk might cheapen them. The cheaping was long about, because they that had a mind to buy were careful to know what they were buying, like as if they had been cheapening a horse, and most of them before they bid their highest had the chattels away into the merchant’s booth to strip them, lest they should buy damaged or unhandsome bodies; and this more especially if it were a woman, for the men were already well nigh naked. Of women four of them were young and goodly, and Ralph looked at them closely; but they were naught like to the woman of his quest.

Now this cheaping irked Ralph sorely, as was like to be, whereas, as hath been told, he came from a land where were no thralls, none but vavassors and good yeomen: yet he abode till all was done, hansel paid, and the thralls led off by their new masters. Then Clement led him up to the merchant, to whom he gave the sele of the day, and said: “Master, this is the young knight of whom I told thee, who deemeth that a woman who is his friend hath been brought to this market and sold there, and if he might, he would ransom her.”

The merchant greeted Ralph courteously, and bade him and Clement come into his house, where they might speak more privily. So did they, and he treated them with honour, and set wine and spices before them, and bade Ralph say whatlike the woman was. Ralph did so, and wondered at himself how well and closely he could tell of her, like as a picture painted. And, moreover, he drew forth that piece of her gown which he had come on by the Mid-Mountain House.

So when he had done, the merchant, who was a man sober of aspect and somewhat slow of speech, said: “Sir, I believe surely that I have seen this damsel, but she is not with me now, nor have I sold her ever; but hither was she brought to be sold by a man of the mountain folk not very many days ago. And the man’s name was Bull Nosy, or the longnosed man of the kindred of the Bull, for in such wise are named the men of that unhappy folk. Now this was the cause why I might not sell her, that she was so proud and stout that men feared her, what she might do if they had her away. And when some spake to see her body naked, she denied it utterly, saying that she would do a mischief to whomsoever tried it. So I spake to him who owned her, and asked him if he thought it good to take her a while and quell her with such pains as would spoil her but little, and then bring her to market when she was meeker. But he heeded my words little, and led her away, she riding on a horse and he going afoot beside her; for the mountain-men be no horsemen.”

Said Ralph: “Dost thou know at all whither he will have led her?” Said the merchant: “By my deeming, he will have gone first of all to the town of Whiteness, whither thy Fellowship will betake them ere long: for he will be minded to meet there the Lord of Utterbol, who is for such like wares; and he will either give her to him as a gift, for which he will have a gift in return, or he will sell her to my lord at a price if he dare to chaffer with him. At least so will he do if he be wise. Now if the said lord hath her, it will be somewhat more than hard for thee to get her again, till he have altogether done with her; for money and goods are naught to him beside the doing of his will. But there is this for thy comfort, that whereas she is so fair a woman, she will be well with my lord. For I warrant me that she will not dare to be proud with him, as she was with the folk here.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “and what is this lord of Utterbol that all folk, men and women, fear him so?” Said the merchant: “Fair sir, thou must pardon me if I say no more of him. Belike thou mayst fall in with him; and if thou dost, take heed that thou make not thyself great with him.”

So Ralph thanked the merchant and departed with Clement, of whom presently he asked if he knew aught of this lord of Utterbol. Said Clement: “God forbid that I should ever meet him, save where I were many and he few. I have never seen him; but he is deemed by all men as the worst of the tyrants who vex these lands, and, maybe, the mightiest.”

So was Ralph sore at heart for the damsel, and anon he spake to Bull again of her, who deemed somewhat, that his kinsman had been minded at the first to sell her to the lord of Utterbol. And Ralph thinks his game a hard one, yet deems that if he could but find out where the damsel was, he might deliver her, what by sleight, what by boldness.






  








CHAPTER 25
 

The Fellowship Comes to Whiteness
 

Two days thereafter the chapmen having done with their matters in Cheaping Knowe, whereas they must needs keep some of their wares for other places, and especially for Goldburg, they dight them to be gone and rode out a-gates of a mid-morning with banners displayed.

It was some fifty miles thence to Whiteness, which lay close underneath the mountains, and was, as it were, the door of the passes whereby men rode to Goldburg. The land which they passed through was fair, both of tillage and pasture, with much cattle therein. Everywhere they saw men and women working afield, but no houses of worthy yeomen or vavassors, or cots of good husbandmen. Here and there was a castle or strong-house, and here and there long rows of ugly hovels, or whiles houses, big tall and long, but exceeding foul and ill-favoured, such as Ralph had not yet seen the like of. And when he asked of Clement concerning all this, he said: “It is as I have told thee, that here be no freemen who work afield, nay, nor villeins either. All those whom ye have seen working have been bought and sold like to those whom we saw standing on the Stone in the market of Cheaping Knowe, or else were born of such cattle, and each one of them can be bought and sold again, and they work not save under the whip. And as for those hovels and the long and foul houses, they are the stables wherein this kind of cattle is harboured.”

Then Ralph’s heart sank, and he said: “Master Clement, I prithee tell me; were it possible that the damsel whom I seek may be come to such a pass as one of these?” “Nay,” quoth Clement, “that is little like to be; such goodly wares are kept for the adornment of great men’s houses. True it is that whiles the house-thralls be sent into the fields for their punishment; yet not such as she, unless the master be wholly wearied of them, or if their wrath outrun their wits; for it is more to the master’s profit to chastise them at home; so keep a good heart I bid thee, and maybe we shall have tidings at Whiteness.”

So Ralph refrained his anxious heart, though forsooth his thought was much upon the damsel and of how she was faring.

It was not till the third day at sunset that they came to Whiteness; for on the last day of their riding they came amongst the confused hills that lay before the great mountains, which were now often hidden from their sight; but whenever they appeared through the openings of the near hills, they seemed very great and terrible; dark and bare and stony; and Clement said that they were little better than they looked from afar. As to Whiteness, they saw it a long way off, as it lay on a long ridge at the end of a valley: and so long was the ridge, that behind it was nothing green; naught but the huge and bare mountains. The westering sun fell upon its walls and its houses, so that it looked white indeed against those great cliffs and crags; though, said Clement, that these were yet a good way off. Now when, after a long ride from the hither end of the valley, they drew nigh to the town, Ralph saw that the walls and towers were not very high or strong, for so steep was the hill whereon the town stood, that it needed not. Here also was no great castle within the town as at Cheaping Knowe, and the town itself nothing so big, but long and straggling along the top of the ridge. Cheaping Knowe was all builded of stone; but the houses here were of timber for the most part, done over with pargeting and whitened well. Yet was the town more cheerful of aspect than Cheaping Knowe, and the folk who came thronging about the chapmen at the gates not so woe-begone, and goodly enough.

Of the lord of Whiteness, Clement told that he paid tribute to him of Cheaping Knowe, rather for love of peace than for fear of him; for he was no ill lord, and free men lived well under him.

So the chapmen lodged in the market-place; and in two days time Ralph got speech of the Deacon of the Chapmen of the Town; who told him two matters; first that the lord of Utterbol had not been in Whiteness these six months; and next that the wild man had verily brought the damsel into the market; but he had turned away thence suddenly with her, without bringing her to the stone, and that it was most like that he would have the lord of Utterbol buy her; who, since he would be deeming that he might easily bend her to his will, would give him the better penny for her. “At the last,” quoth the Deacon, “the wild man led her away toward the mountain pass that goeth to Goldburg, the damsel and he alone, and she with her hands unbound and riding a little horse.” Of these tidings Ralph deemed it good that all traces of her were not lost; but his heart misgave him when he thought that by this time she must surely be in the hands of the lord of Utterbol.






  








CHAPTER 26
 

They Ride the Mountains Toward Goldburg
 

Five days the Fellowship abode at Whiteness, and or ever they departed Clement waged men-at-arms of the lord of the town, besides servants to look to the beasts amongst the mountains, so that what with one, what with another, they entered the gates of the mountains a goodly company of four score and ten.

Ralph asked of Bull if any of those whom he might meet in these mountains were of his kindred; and he answered, nay, unless perchance there might be some one or two going their peaceful errands there like Bull Nosy. So Ralph armed him with a good sword and a shield, and would have given him a steel hood also, but he would not bear it, saying that if sword and shield could not keep his head he had well earned a split skull.

Seven days they rode the mountains, and the way was toilsome and weary enough, for it was naught but a stony maze of the rocks where nothing living dwelt, and nothing grew, save now and again a little dwarf willow. Yet was there naught worse to meet save toil, because they were over strong for the wild men to meddle with them, whereas the kindreds thereabout were but feeble.

But as it drew towards evening on the seventh day Ralph had ridden a little ahead with Bull alone, if he might perchance have a sight of the ending of this grievous wilderness, as Clement said might be, since now the way was down-hill, and all waters ran east. So as they rode, and it was about sunset, they saw something lying by a big stone under a cliff; so they drew nigh, and saw a man lying on his back, and they deemed he was dead. So Bull went up to him, and leapt off his horse close by him and bent over him, but straightway cast up his arms and set up a long wailing whoop, and then another and another, so that they that were behind heard it and came up upon the spur. But Ralph leapt from his horse, and ran up to Bull and said: “What aileth thee to whoop and wail? Who is it?” But Bull turned about and shook his head at him, and said: “It is a man of my kindred, even he that was leading away thy she-friend; and belike she it was that slew him, or why is she not here: Ochone! ahoo! ahoo!” Therewith fire ran through Ralph’s heart, and he bethought him of that other murder in the wilderness, and he fell to wringing his hands, and cried out: “Ah, and where is she, where is she? Is she also taken away from me for ever? O me unhappy!”

And he drew his sword therewith, and ran about amongst the rocks and the bushes seeking her body.

And therewith came up Clement, and others of the company, and wondered to see Bull kneeling down by the corpse, and to hear him crying out and wailing, and Ralph running about like one mad, and crying out now: “Oh! that I might find her! Mayhappen she is alive yet, and anigh here in some cleft of the rocks in this miserable wilderness. O my love that hast lain in mine arms, wouldst thou not have me find her alive? But if she be dead, then will I slay myself, for as young as I am, that I may find thee and her out of the world, since from the world both ye are gone.”

Then Clement went up to Ralph, and would have a true tale out of him, and asked him what was amiss; but Ralph stared wild at him and answered not. But Bull cried out from where he knelt: “He is seeking the woman, and I would that he could find her; for then would I slay her on the howe of my kinsman: for she hath slain him; she hath slain him.”

That word heard Ralph, and he ran at Bull with uplifted sword to slay him; but Clement tripped him and he fell, and his sword flew out of his hand. Then Clement and two of the others bound his hands with their girdles, till they might know what had befallen; for they deemed that a devil had entered into him, and feared that he would do a mischief to himself or some other.

And now was the whole Fellowship assembled, and stood in a ring round about Ralph and Bull, and the dead man; as for him, he had been dead some time, many days belike; but in that high and clear cold air, his carcase, whistled by the wind, had dried rather than rotted, and his face was clear to be seen with its great hooked nose and long black hair: and his skull was cloven.

Now Bull had done his wailing for his kinsman, and he seemed to wake up as from a dream, and looked about the ring of men and spake: “Here is a great to do, my masters! What will ye with me? Have ye heard, or is it your custom, that when a man cometh on the dead corpse of his brother, his own mother’s son, he turneth it over with his foot, as if it were the carcase of a dog, and so goeth on his way? This I ask, that albeit I be but a war-taken thrall, I be suffered to lay my brother in earth and heap a howe over him in these mountains.”

They all murmured a yeasay to this save Ralph. He had been sobered by his fall, and was standing up now betwixt Clement and the captain, who had unbound his hands, now that the others had come up; he hung his head, and was ashamed of his fury by seeming. But when Bull had spoken, and the others had answered, Ralph said to Bull, wrathfully still, but like a man in his wits: “Why didst thou say that thou wouldest slay her?” “Hast thou found her?” said Bull. “Nay,” quoth Ralph, sullenly. “Well, then,” said Bull, “when thou dost find her, we will speak of it.” Said Ralph: “Why didst thou say that she hath slain him?” “I was put out of my wits by the sight of him dead,” said Bull; “But now I say mayhappen she hath slain him.”

“And mayhappen not,” said Clement; “look here to the cleaving of his skull right through this iron headpiece, which he will have bought at Cheaping Knowe (for I have seen suchlike in the armourers’ booth there): it must have taken a strong man to do this.”

“Yea,” quoth the captain, “and a big sword to boot: this is the stroke of a strong man wielding a good weapon.”

Said Bull: “Well, and will my master bid me forego vengeance for my brother’s slaying, or that I bear him to purse? Then let him slay me now, for I am his thrall.” Said Ralph: “Thou shalt do as thou wilt herein, and I also will do as I will. For if she slew him, the taking of her captive should be set against the slaying.” “That is but right,” said the captain; “but Sir Ralph, I bid thee take the word of an old man-at-arms for it, that she slew him not; neither she, nor any other woman.”

Said Clement: “Well, let all this be. But tell me, lord Ralph, what thou wouldst do, since now thou art come to thyself again?” Said Ralph: “I would seek the wilderness hereabout, if perchance the damsel be thrust into some cleft or cavern, alive or dead.”

“Well,” said Clement, “this is my rede. Since Bull Shockhead would bury his brother, and lord Ralph would seek the damsel, and whereas there is water anigh, and the sun is well nigh set, let us pitch our tents and abide here till morning, and let night bring counsel unto some of us. How say ye, fellows?”

None naysaid it, and they fell to pitching the tents, and lighting the cooking-fires; but Bull at once betook him to digging a grave for his brother, whilst Ralph with the captain and four others went and sought all about the place, and looked into all clefts of rocks, and found not the maiden, nor any token of her. They were long about it, and when they were come back again, and it was night, though the moon shone out, there was Bull Shockhead standing by the howe of his brother Bull Nosy, which was heaped up high over the place where they had found him.

So when Bull saw him, he turned to him and said: “King’s son, I have done what needs was for this present. Now, wilt thou slay me for my fault, or shall I be thy man again, and serve thee truly unless the blood feud come between us?” Said Ralph: “Thou shalt serve me truly, and help me to find him who hath slain thy brother, and carried off the damsel; for even thus it hath been done meseemeth, since about here we have seen no signs of her alive or dead. But to-morrow we shall seek wider ere I ride on my way.” “Yea,” said Bull, “and I will be one in the search.”

So then they gat them to their sleeping-berths, and Ralph, contrary to his wont, lay long awake, pondering these things; till at last he said to himself that this woman, whom he called Dorothea, was certainly alive, and wotted that he was seeking her. And then it seemed to him that he could behold her through the darkness of night, clad in the green flowered gown as he had first seen her, and she bewailing her captivity and the long tarrying of the deliverer as she went to and fro in a great chamber builded of marble and done about with gold and bright colours: and or ever he slept, he deemed this to be a vision of what then was, rather than a memory of what had been; and it was sweet to his very soul.






  








CHAPTER 27
 

Clement Tells of Goldburg
 

Now when it was morning he rose early and roused Bull and the captain, and they searched in divers places where they had not been the night before, and even a good way back about the road they had ridden yesterday, but found no tidings. And Ralph said to himself that this was naught but what he had looked for after that vision of the night.

So he rode with his fellows somewhat shamefaced that they had seen that sudden madness in him; but was presently of better cheer than he had been yet. He rode beside Clement; they went downhill speedily, and the wilderness began to better, and there was grass at whiles, and bushes here and there. A little after noon they came out of a pass cleft deep through the rocks by a swift stream which had once been far greater than then, and climbed up a steep ridge that lay across the road, and looking down from the top of it, beheld the open country again. But this was otherwise from what they had beheld from the mountain’s brow above Cheaping Knowe. For thence the mountains beyond Whiteness, even those that they had just ridden, were clear to be seen like the wall of the plain country. But here, looking adown, the land below them seemed but a great spreading plain with no hills rising from it, save that far away they could see a certain break in it, and amidst that, something that was brighter than the face of the land elsewhere. Clement told Ralph that this was Goldburg and that it was built on a gathering of hills, not great, but going up steep from the plain. And the plain, said he, was not so wholly flat and even as it looked from up there, but swelled at whiles into downs and low hills. He told him that Goldburg was an exceeding fair town to behold; that the lord who had built it had brought from over the mountains masons and wood-wrights and artificers of all kinds, that they might make it as fair as might be, and that he spared on it neither wealth nor toil nor pains. For in sooth he deemed that he should find the Well at the World’s End, and drink thereof, and live long and young and fair past all record; therefore had he builded this city, to be the house and home of his long-enduring joyance.

Now some said that he had found the Well, and drank thereof; others naysaid that; but all deemed that they knew how that Goldburg was not done building ere that lord was slain in a tumult, and that what was then undone was cobbled up after the uncomely fashion of the towns thereabout.

Clement said moreover that, this happy lord dead, things had not gone so well there as had been looked for. Forsooth it had been that lord’s will and meaning that all folks in Goldburg should thrive, both those who wrought and those for whom they wrought. But it went not so, but there were many poor folk there, and few wealthy.

Again said Clement that though the tillers and toilers of Goldburg were not for the most part mere thralls and chattels, as in the lands beyond the mountains behind them, yet were they little more thriving for that cause; whereas they belonged not to a master, who must at worst feed them, and to no manor, whose acres they might till for their livelihood, and on whose pastures they might feed their cattle; nor had they any to help or sustain them against the oppressor and the violent man; so that they toiled and swinked and died with none heeding them, save they that had the work of their hands good cheap; and they forsooth heeded them less than their draught beasts whom they must needs buy with money, and whose bellies they must needs fill; whereas these poor wretches were slaves without a price, and if one died another took his place on the chance that thereby he might escape present death by hunger, for there was a great many of them.






  








CHAPTER 28
 

Now They Come to Goldburg
 

That night they slept yet amongst the mountains, or rather in the first of the hill country at their feet; but on the morrow they rode down into the lowlands, and thereby lost all sight of Goldburg, and it was yet afar off, so that they rode four days through lands well-tilled, but for the most part ill-housed, a country of little hills and hollows and rising grounds, before they came in sight of it again heaving up huge and bright under the sun. It was built partly on three hills, the buttresses of a long ridge which turned a wide river, and on the ridge itself, and partly on the flat shore of the river, on either side, hillward and plainward: but a great white wall girt it all about, which went right over the river as a bridge, and on the plain side it was exceeding high, so that its battlements might be somewhat evened with those of the hill-wall above. So that as they came up to the place they saw little of the town because of the enormity of the wall; scarce aught save a spire or a tall towering roof here and there.

So when they were come anigh the gate, they displayed their banners and rode right up to it; and people thronged the walls to see their riding. One by one they passed through the wicket of the gate: which gate itself was verily huge beyond measure, all built of great ashlar-stones; and when they were within, it was like a hall somewhat long and exceeding high, most fairly vaulted; midmost of the said hall they rode through a noble arch on their right hand, and lo another hall exceeding long, but lower than the first, with many glazen windows set in its townward wall; and when they looked through these, they saw the river running underneath; for this was naught but the lower bridge of the city and they learned afterwards and saw, that above the vault of this long bridge rose up the castle, chamber on chamber, till its battlements were level with the highest towers of the wall on the hill top.

Thus they passed the bridge, and turning to the left at its ending, came into the Water-Street of Goldburg, where the river, with wide quays on either side thereof, ran betwixt the houses. As for these, beneath the dwellings went a fair arched passage like to the ambulatory of an abbey; and every house all along this street was a palace for its goodliness. The houses were built of white stones and red and grey; with shapely pillars to the cloister, and all about carvings of imagery and knots of flowers; goodly were the windows and all glazed, as fair as might be. On the river were great barges, and other craft such as were not sea-goers, river-ships that might get them through the bridges and furnished with masts that might be lowered and shipped.

Much people was gathered to see the chapmen enter, yet scarce so many as might be looked for in so goodly a town; yea, and many of the folk were clad foully, and were haggard of countenance, and cried on the chapmen for alms. Howbeit some were clad gaily and richly enough, and were fair of favour as any that Ralph had seen since he left Upmeads: and amongst these goodly folk were women not a few, whose gear and bearing called to Ralph’s mind the women of the Wheatwearers whom he had seen erst in the Burg of the Four Friths, whereas they were somewhat wantonly clad in scanty and thin raiment. And of these, though they were not all thralls, were many who were in servitude: for, as Clement did Ralph to wit, though the tillers of the soil, and the herdsmen, in short the hewers of wood and drawers of water, were men masterless, yet rich men might and did buy both men and women for servants in their houses, and for their pleasure and profit in divers wise.

So they rode to their hostel in the market place, which lay a little back from the river in an ingle of the ridge and one of its buttresses; and all round the said market were houses as fair as the first they had seen: but above, on the hill-sides, save for the castle and palace of the Queen (for a woman ruled in Goldburg), were the houses but low, poorly built of post and pan, and thatched with straw, or reed, or shingle. But the great church was all along one side of the market place; and albeit this folk was somewhat wild and strange of faith for Christian men, yet was it dainty and delicate as might be, and its steeples and bell-towers were high and well builded, and adorned exceeding richly.

So they lighted down at their hostel, and never had Ralph seen such another, for the court within was very great and with a fair garden filled with flowers and orchard-trees, and amidst it was a fountain of fresh water, built in the goodliest fashion of many-coloured marble-stones. And the arched and pillared way about the said court was as fair as the cloister of a mitred abbey; and the hall for the guests was of like fashion, vaulted with marvellous cunning, and with a row of pillars amidmost.

There they abode in good entertainment; yet this noted Ralph, that as goodly as was the fashion of the building of that house, yet the hangings and beds, and stools, and chairs, and other plenishing were no richer or better than might be seen in the hostelry of any good town.

So they went bedward, and Ralph slept dreamlessly, as was mostly his wont.






  








CHAPTER 29
 

Of Goldburg and the Queen Thereof
 

On the morrow, when Ralph and Clement met in the hall, Clement spake and said: “Lord Ralph, as I told thee in Whitwall, we chapmen are now at the end of our outward journey, and in about twenty days time we shall turn back to the mountains; but, as I deem, thou wilt be minded to follow up thy quest of the damsel, and whatsoever else thou mayst be seeking. Now this thou mayst well do whiles we are here in Goldburg, and yet come back hither in time to fare back with us: and also, if thou wilt, thou mayst have fellows in thy quest, to wit some of those our men-at-arms, who love thee well. But now, when thou hast done thy best these days during, if thou hast then found naught, I counsel thee and beseech thee to come thy ways back with us, that we twain may wend to Upmeads together, where thou shalt live well, and better all the deeds of thy father. Meseemeth this will be more meet for thee than the casting away of thy life in seeking a woman, who maybe will be naught to thee when thou hast found her; or in chasing some castle in the clouds, that shall be never the nigher to thee, how far soever thou farest. For now I tell thee that I have known this while how thou art seeking the Well at the World’s End; and who knoweth that there is any such thing on the earth? Come, then, thou art fair, and young, and strong; and if ye seek wealth thou shalt have it, and my furtherance to the utmost, if that be aught worth. Bethink thee, child, there are they that love thee in Upmeads and thereabout, were it but thy gossip, my wife, dame Katherine.”

Said Ralph: “Master Clement, I thank thee for all that thou hast said, and thy behest, and thy deeds. Thy rede is good, and in all ways will I follow it save one; to wit, that if I have not found the damsel ere ye turn back, I must needs abide in this land searching for her. And I pray the pardon both of thee and of thy gossip, if I answer not your love as ye would, and perchance as I should. Yea, and of Upmeads also I crave pardon. But in doing as I do, my deed shall be but according to the duty bounden on me by mine oath, when Duke Osmond made me knight last year, in the church of St. Laurence of Upmeads.”

Said Clement: “I see that there is something else in it than that; I see thee to be young, and that love and desire bind thee in closer bonds than thy knightly oath. Well, so it must be, and till thou hast her, there is but one woman in the world for thee.”

“Nay, it is not so, Master Clement,” said Ralph, “and I will tell thee this, so that thou mayst trow my naysay; since I departed from Upmeads, I have been taken in the toils of love, and desired a fair woman, and I have won her and death hath taken her. Trowest thou my word?”

“Yea,” said Clement, “but to one of thy years love is not plucked up by the root, and it soon groweth again.” Then said Ralph, sadly: “Now tell my gossip of this when thou comest home.” Clement nodded yeasay, and Ralph spake again in a moment: “And now will I begin my search in Goldburg by praying thee to bring me to speech of merchants and others who may have seen or heard tidings of my damsel.”

He looked at Clement anxiously as he spoke; and Clement smiled, for he said to himself that looking into Ralph’s heart on this matter was like looking into a chamber through an open window. But he said: “Fear not but I will look to it; I am thy friend, and not thy schoolmaster.”

Therewith he departed from Ralph, and within three days he had brought him to speech of all those who were like to know anything of the matter; and one and all they said that they had seen no such woman, and that as for the Lord of Utterbol, he had not been in Goldburg these three months. But one of the merchants said: “Master Clement, if this young knight is boun for Utterbol, he beareth his life in his hand, as thou knowest full well. Now I rede thee bring him to our Queen, who is good and compassionate, and if she may not help him otherwise, yet belike she may give him in writing to show to that tyrant, which may stand him in stead: for it does not do for any man to go against the will of our Lady and Queen; who will surely pay him back for his ill-will some day or other.” Said Clement: “It is well thought of, and I will surely do as thou biddest.”

So wore four days, and, that time during, Ralph was going to and fro asking questions of folk that he came across, as people new come to the city and hunters from the mountain-feet and the forests of the plain, and mariners and such like, concerning the damsel and the Lord of Utterbol; and Bull also went about seeking tidings: but whereas Ralph asked downright what he wanted to know, Bull was wary, and rather led men on to talk with him concerning those things than asked them of them in such wise that they saw the question. Albeit it was all one, and no tidings came to them; indeed, the name of the Lord of Utterbol (whom forsooth Bull named not) seemed to freeze the speech of men’s tongues, and they commonly went away at once when it was spoken.

On the fifth day came Clement to Ralph and said: “Now will I bring thee to the Queen, and she is young, and so fair, and withal so wise, that it seems to me not all so sure but that the sight of her will make an end of thy quest once for all. So that meseems thou mayest abide here in a life far better than wandering amongst uncouth folk, perilous and cruel. Yea, so thou mayst have it if thou wilt, being so exceeding goodly, and wise, and well-spoken, and of high lineage.”

Ralph heard and reddened, but gave him back no answer; and they went together to the High House of the Queen, which was like a piece of the Kingdom of Heaven for loveliness, so many pillars as there were of bright marble stone, and gilded, and the chapiters carved most excellently: not many hangings on the walls, for the walls themselves were carven, and painted with pictures in the most excellent manner; the floors withal were so dainty that they seemed as if they were made for none but the feet of the fairest of women. And all this was set amidst of gardens, the like of which they had never seen.

But they entered without more ado, and were brought by the pages to the Lady’s innermost chamber; and if the rest of the house were goodly, this was goodlier, and a marvel, so that it seemed wrought rather by goldsmiths and jewellers than by masons and carvers. Yet indeed many had said with Clement that the Queen who sat there was the goodliest part thereof.

Now she spake to Clement and said: “Hail, merchant! Is this the young knight of whom thou tellest, he who seeketh his beloved that hath been borne away into thralldom by evil men?”

“Even so,” said Clement. But Ralph spake: “Nay, Lady, the damsel whom I seek is not my beloved, but my friend. My beloved is dead.”

The Queen looked on him smiling kindly, yet was her face somewhat troubled. She said: “Master chapman, thy time here is not over long for all that thou hast to do; so we give thee leave to depart with our thanks for bringing a friend to see us. But this knight hath no affairs to look to: so if he will abide with us for a little, it will be our pleasure.”

So Clement made his obeisance and went his ways. But the Queen bade Ralph sit before her, and tell her of his griefs, and she looked so kindly and friendly upon him that the heart melted within him, and he might say no word, for the tears that brake out from him, and he wept before her; while she looked on him, the colour coming and going in her face, and her lips trembling, and let him weep on. But he thought not of her, but of himself and how kind she was to him. But after a while he mastered his passion and began, and told her all he had done and suffered. Long was the tale in the telling, for it was sweet to him to lay before her both his grief and his hope. She let him talk on, and whiles she listened to him, and whiles, not, but all the time she gazed on him, yet sometimes askance, as if she were ashamed. As for him, he saw her face how fair and lovely she was, yet was there little longing in his heart for her, more than for one of the painted women on the wall, for as kind and as dear as he deemed her.

When he had done, she kept silence a while, but at last she enforced her, and spake: “Sad it is for the mother that bore thee that thou art not in her house, wherein all things would be kind and familiar to thee. Maybe thou art seeking for what is not. Or maybe thou shalt seek and shalt find, and there may be naught in what thou findest, whereof to give thee such gifts as are meet for thy faithfulness and valiancy. But in thine home shouldst thou have all gifts which thou mayest desire.”

Then was she silent awhile, and then spake: “Yet must I needs say that I would that thine home were in Goldburg.”

He smiled sadly and looked on her, but with no astonishment, and indeed he still scarce thought of her as he said: “Lady and Queen, thou art good to me beyond measure. Yet, look you! One home I had, and left it; another I looked to have, and I lost it; and now I have no home. Maybe in days to come I shall go back to mine old home; and whiles I wonder with what eyes it will look on me. For merry is that land, and dear; and I have become sorrowful.”

“Fear not,” she said; “I say again that in thine home shall all things look kindly on thee.”

Once more she sat silent, and no word did his heart bid him speak. Then she sighed and said: “Fair lord, I bid thee come and go in this house as thou wilt; but whereas there are many folk who must needs see me, and many things are appointed for me to do, therefore I pray thee to come hither in three days’ space, and meanwhile I will look to the matter of thy search, that I may speed thee on the way to Utterness, which is no great way from Utterbol, and is the last town whereof we know aught. And I will write a letter for thee to give to the lord of Utterbol, which he will heed, if he heedeth aught my good-will or enmity. I beseech thee come for it in three days wearing.”

Therewith she arose and took his hand and led him to the door, and he departed, blessing her goodness, and wondering at her courtesy and gentle speech.

For those three days he was still seeking tidings everywhere, till folk began to know of him far and wide, and to talk of him. And at the time appointed he went to the Queen’s House and was brought to her chamber as before, and she was alone therein. She greeted him and smiled on him exceeding kindly, but he might not fail to note of her that she looked sad and her face was worn by sorrow. She bade him sit beside her, and said: “Hast thou any tidings of the woman whom thou seekest?” “Nay, nay,” said he, “and now I am minded to carry on the search out-a-gates. I have some good friends who will go with me awhile. But thou, Lady, hast thou heard aught?”

“Naught of the damsel,” she said. “But there is something else. As Clement told me, thou seekest the Well at the World’s End, and through Utterness and by Utterbol is a way whereby folk seek thither. Mayst thou find it, and may it profit thee more than it did my kinsman of old, who first raised up Goldburg in the wilderness. Whereas for him was naught but strife and confusion, till he was slain in a quarrel, wherein to fail was to fail, and to win the day was to win shame and misery.”

She looked on him sweetly and said: “Thou art nowise such as he; and if thou drink of the Well, thou wilt go back to Upmeads, and thy father and mother, and thine own folk and thine home. But now here is the letter which thou shalt give to the Lord of Utterbol if thou meet him; and mayhappen he is naught so evil a man as the tale of him runs.”

She gave him the letter into his hands, and spake again: “And now I have this to say to thee, if anything go amiss with thee, and thou be nigh enough to seek to me, come hither, and then, in whatso plight thou mayst be, or whatsoever deed thou mayst have done, here will be the open door for thee and the welcome of a friend.”

Her voice shook a little as she spake, and she was silent again, mastering her trouble. Then she said: “At last I must say this to thee, that there may no lie be between us. That damsel of whom thou spakest that she was but thy friend, and not thy love — O that I might be thy friend in such-wise! But over clearly I see that it may not be so. For thy mind looketh on thy deeds to come, that they shall be shared by some other than me. Friend, it seemeth strange and strange to me that I have come on thee so suddenly, and loved thee so sorely, and that I must needs say farewell to thee in so short a while. Farewell, farewell!”

Therewith she arose, and once more she took his hand in hers, and led him to the door. And he was sorry and all amazed: for he had not thought so much of her before, that he might see that she loved him; and he thought but that she, being happy and great, was kind to him who was hapless and homeless. And he was bewildered by her words and sore ashamed that for all his grief for her he had no speech, and scarce a look for her; he knew not what to do or say.

So he left the Queen’s House and the court thereof, as though the pavement were growing red hot beneath his feet.






  








CHAPTER 30
 

Ralph Hath Hope of Tidings Concerning the Well at the World’s End
 

Now he goes to Clement, and tells him that he deems he has no need to abide their departure from Goldburg to say farewell and follow his quest further afield; since it is clear that in Goldburg he should have no more tidings. Clement laughed and said: “Not so fast, Lord Ralph; thou mayst yet hear a word or two.” “What!” said Ralph, “hast thou heard of something new?” Said Clement: “There has been a man here seeking thee, who said that he wotted of a wise man who could tell thee much concerning the Well at the World’s End. And when I asked him of the Damsel and the Lord of Utterbol, if he knew anything of her, he said yea, but that he would keep it for thy privy ear. So I bade him go and come again when thou shouldst be here. And I deem that he will not tarry long.”

Now they were sitting on a bench outside the hall of the hostel, with the court between them and the gate; and Ralph said: “Tell me, didst thou deem the man good or bad?” Said Clement: “He was hard to look into: but at least he looked not a fierce or cruel man; nor indeed did he seem false or sly, though I take him for one who hath lost his manhood — but lo you! here he comes across the court.”

So Ralph looked, and saw in sooth a man drawing nigh, who came straight up to them and lowted to them, and then stood before them waiting for their word: he was fat and somewhat short, white-faced and pink-cheeked, with yellow hair long and curling, and with a little thin red beard and blue eyes: altogether much unlike the fashion of men of those parts. He was clad gaily in an orange-tawny coat laced with silver, and broidered with colours.

Clement spake to him and said: “This is the young knight who is minded to seek further east to wot if it be mere lies which he hath heard of the Well at the World’s End.”

The new-comer lowted before them again, and said in a small voice, and as one who was shy and somewhat afeared: “Lords, I can tell many a tale concerning that Well, and them who have gone on the quest thereof. And the first thing I have to tell is that the way thereto is through Utterness, and that I can be a shower of the way and a leader to any worthy knight who listeth to seek thither; and moreover, I know of a sage who dwelleth not far from the town of Utterness, and who, if he will, can put a seeker of the Well on the right road.”

He looked askance on Ralph, whose face flushed and whose eyes glittered at that word. But Clement said: “Yea, that seemeth fair to look to: but hark ye! Is it not so that the way to Utterness is perilous?” Said the man: “Thou mayst rather call it deadly, to any who is not furnished with a let-pass from the Lord of Utterbol, as I am. But with such a scroll a child or a woman may wend the road unharmed.” “Where hast thou the said let-pass?” said Clement. “Here,” quoth the new-comer; and therewith he drew a scroll from out of his pouch, and opened it before them, and they read it together, and sure enough it was a writing charging all men so let pass and aid Morfinn the Minstrel (of whose aspect it told closely), under pain of falling into the displeasure of Gandolf, Lord of Utterbol; and the date thereon was but three months old.

Said Clement: “This is good, this let-pass: see thou, Ralph, the seal of Utterbol, the Bear upon the Castle Wall. None would dare to counterfeit this seal, save one who was weary of life, and longed for torments.”

Said Ralph, smiling: “Thou seest, Master Clement, that there must be a parting betwixt us, and that this man’s coming furthers it: but were he or were he not, yet the parting had come. And wert thou not liefer that it should come in a way to pleasure and aid me, than that thou shouldst but leave me behind at Goldburg when thou departest: and I with naught done toward the achieving my quest, but merely dragging my deedless body about these streets; and at last, it may be, going on a perilous journey without guiding or safe-conduct?”

“Yea, lad,” said Clement, “I wotted well that thou wouldst take thine own way, but fain had I been that it had been mine also.” Then he pondered a while and said afterwards: “I suppose that thou wilt take thy servant Bull Shockhead with thee, for he is a stout man-at-arms, and I deem him trusty, though he be a wild man. But one man is of little avail to a traveller on a perilous road, so if thou wilt I will give leave and license to a half score of our sergeants to follow thee on the road; for, as thou wottest, I may easily wage others in their place. Or else wouldst thou ask the Queen of Goldburg to give thee a score of men-at-arms; she looked to me the other day as one who would deny thee few of thine askings.”

Ralph blushed red, and said: “Nay, I will not ask her this.” Then he was silent; the new-comer looked from one to the other, and said nothing. At last Ralph spake: “Look you, Clement, my friend, I wot well how thou wouldst make my goings safe, even if it were to thy loss, and I thank thee for it: but I deem I shall do no better than putting myself into this man’s hands, since he has a let-pass for the lands of him of Utterbol: and meseemeth from all that I have heard, that a half score or a score, or for the matter of that an hundred men-at-arms would not be enough to fight a way to Utterbol, and their gathering together would draw folk upon them, who would not meddle with two men journeying together, even if they had no let-pass of this mighty man.” Clement sighed and grunted, and then said: “Well, lord, maybe thou art right.”

“Yea,” said the guide, “he is as right as may be: I have not spoken before lest ye might have deemed me untrusty: but now I tell thee this, that never should a small band of men unknown win through the lands of the Lord of Utterbol, or the land debatable that lieth betwixt them and Goldburg.”

Ralph nodded friendly at him as he spake; but Clement looked on him sternly; and the man beheld his scowling face innocently, and took no heed of it.

Then said Ralph: “As to Bull Shockhead, I will speak to him anon; but I will not take him with me; for indeed I fear lest his mountain-pride grow up over greenly at whiles and entangle me in some thicket of peril hard to win out of.”

“Well,” said Clement, “and when wilt thou depart?” “To-morrow,” said Ralph, “if my faring-fellow be ready for me by then.” “I am all ready,” said the man: “if thou wilt ride out by the east gate about two hours before noon to-morrow, I will abide thee on a good horse with all that we may need for the journey: and now I ask leave.” “Thou hast it,” said Clement.

So the man departed, and those two being left alone, Master Clement said: “Well, I deemed that nothing else would come of it: and I fear that thy gossip will be ill-content with me; for great is the peril.” “Yea,” said Ralph, “and great the reward.” Clement smiled and sighed, and said: “Well, lad, even so hath a many thought before thee, wise men as well as fools.” Ralph looked at him and reddened, and departed from him a little, and went walking in the cloister there to and fro, and pondered these matters; and whatever he might do, still would that trim figure be before his eyes which he had looked on so gladly erewhile in the hostel of Bourton Abbas; and he said aloud to himself: “Surely she needeth me, and draweth me to her whether I will or no.” So wore the day.






  








CHAPTER 31
 

The Beginning of the Road To Utterbol
 

Early next morning Ralph arose and called Bull Shockhead to him and said: “So it is, Bull, that thou art my war-taken thrall.” Bull nodded his head, but frowned therewithal. Said Ralph: “If I bid thee aught that is not beyond reason thou wilt do it, wilt thou not?” “Yea,” said Bull, surlily. “Well,” quoth Ralph, “I am going a journey east-away, and I may not have thee with me, therefore I bid thee take this gold and go free with my goodwill.” Bull’s face lighted up, and the eyes glittered in his face; but he said: “Yea, king’s son, but why wilt thou not take me with thee?” Said Ralph: “It is a perilous journey, and thy being with me will cast thee into peril and make mine more. Moreover, I have an errand, as thou wottest, which is all mine own.”

Bull pondered a little and then said: “King’s son, I was thinking at first that our errands lay together, and it is so; but belike thou sayest true that there will be less peril to each of us if we sunder at this time. But now I will say this to thee, that henceforth thou shalt be as a brother to me, if thou wilt have it so, and if ever thou comest amongst our people, thou wilt be in no danger of them: nay, they shall do all the good they may to thee.”

Then he took him by the hand and kissed him, and he set his hand to his gear and drew forth a little purse of some small beast’s skin that was broidered in front with a pair of bull’s horns: then he stooped down and plucked a long and tough bent from the grass at his feet (for they were talking in the garden of the hostel) and twisted it swiftly into a strange knot of many plies, and opening the purse laid it therein and said: “King’s son, this is the token whereby it shall be known amongst our folk that I have made thee my brother: were the flames roaring about thee, or the swords clashing over thine head, if thou cry out, I am the brother of Bull Shockhead, all those of my kindred who are near will be thy friends and thy helpers. And now I say to thee farewell: but it is not altogether unlike that thou mayst hear of me again in the furthest East.” So Ralph departed from him, and Clement went with Ralph to the Gate of Goldburg, and bade him farewell there; and or they parted he said: “Meseems I have with me now some deal of the foreseeing of Katherine my wife, and in my mind it is that we shall yet see thee at Wulstead and Upmeads, and thou no less famous than now thou art. This is my last word to thee.” Therewith they parted, and Ralph rode his ways.

He came on his way-leader about a bowshot from the gate and they greeted each other: the said guide was clad no otherwise than yesterday: he had saddle-bags on his horse, which was a strong black roadster: but he was nowise armed, and bore but a satchel with a case of knives done on to it, and on the other side a fiddle in its case. So Ralph smiled on him and said: “Thou hast no weapon, then?” “What need for weapon?” said he; “since we are not of might for battle. This is my weapon,” said he, touching his fiddle, “and withal it is my field and mine acre that raiseth flesh-meat and bread for me: yea, and whiles a little drink.”

So they rode on together and the man was blithe and merry: and Ralph said to him: “Since we are fellows for a good while, as I suppose, what shall I call thee?” Said he, “Morfinn the Minstrel I hight, to serve thee, fair lord. Or some call me Morfinn the Unmanned. Wilt thou not now ask me concerning that privy word that I had for thy ears?” “Yea,” said Ralph reddening, “hath it to do with a woman?” “Naught less,” said Morfinn. “For I heard of thee asking many questions thereof in Goldburg, and I said to myself, now may I, who am bound for Utterness, do a good turn to this fair young lord, whose face bewrayeth his heart, and telleth all men that he is kind and bounteous; so that there is no doubt but he will reward me well at once for any help I may give him; and also it may be that he will do me a good turn hereafter in memory of this that I have done him.”

“Speak, wilt thou not,” said Ralph, “and tell me at once if thou hast seen this woman? Be sure that I shall reward thee.” “Nay, nay, fair sir,” said Morfinn; “a woman I have seen brought captive to the House of Utterbol. See thou to it if it be she whom thou seekest.”

He smiled therewith, but now Ralph deemed him not so debonnaire as he had at first, for there was mocking in the smile; therefore he was wroth, but he refrained him and said: “Sir Minstrel, I wot not why thou hast come with a tale in thy mouth and it will not out of it: lo you, will this open the doors of speech to thee” (and he reached his hand out to him with two pieces of gold lying therein) “or shall this?” and therewith he half drew his sword from his sheath.

Said Morfinn, grinning again: “Nay, I fear not the bare steel in thine hands, Knight; for thou hast not fool written plain in thy face; therefore thou wilt not slay thy way-leader, or even anger him over much. And as to thy gold, the wages shall be paid at the journey’s end. I was but seeking about in my mind how best to tell thee my tale so that thou mightest believe my word, which is true. Thus it goes: As I left Utterbol a month ago, I saw a damsel brought in captive there, and she seemed to me so exceeding fair that I looked hard on her, and asked one of the men-at-arms who is my friend concerning the market whereat she was cheapened; and he told me that she had not been bought, but taken out of the hands of the wild men from the further mountains. Is that aught like to your story, lord?” “Yea,” said Ralph, knitting his brows in eagerness. “Well,” said Morfinn, “but there are more fair women than one in the world, and belike this is not thy friend: so now, as well as I may, I will tell thee what-like she was, and if thou knowest her not, thou mayst give me those two gold pieces and go back again. She was tall rather than short, and slim rather than bigly made. But many women are fashioned so: and doubtless she was worn by travel, since she has at least come from over the mountains: but that is little to tell her by: her hands, and her feet also (for she was a horseback and barefoot) wrought well beyond most women: yet so might it have been with some: yet few, methinks, of women who have worked afield, as I deem her to have done, would have hands and feet so shapely: her face tanned with the sun, but with fair colour shining through it; her hair brown, yet with a fair bright colour shining therein, and very abundant: her cheeks smooth, round and well wrought as any imager could do them: her chin round and cloven: her lips full and red, but firm-set as if she might be both valiant and wroth. Her eyes set wide apart, grey and deep: her whole face sweet of aspect, as though she might be exceeding kind to one that pleased her; yet high and proud of demeanour also, meseemed, as though she were come of great kindred. Is this aught like to thy friend?”

He spake all this slowly and smoothly and that mocking smile came into his face now and again. Ralph grew pale as he spoke and knitted his brows as one in great wrath and grief; and he was slow to answer; but at last he said “Yea,” shortly and sharply.

Then said Morfinn: “And yet after all it might not be she: for there might be another or two even in these parts of whom all this might be said. But now I will tell thee of her raiment, though there may be but little help to thee therein, as she may have shifted it many times since thou hast seen her. Thus it was: she was clad outwardly in a green gown, short of skirt as of one wont to go afoot; somewhat straight in the sleeves as of one who hath household work to do, and there was broidery many coloured on the seams thereof, and a border of flower-work round the hem: and this I noted, that a cantle of the skirt had been rent away by some hap of the journey. Now what sayest thou, fair lord? Have I done well to bring thee this tale?”

“O yea, yea,” said Ralph, and he might not contain himself; but set spurs to his horse and galloped on ahead for some furlong or so: and then drew rein and gat off his horse, and made as if he would see to his saddle-girths, for he might not refrain from weeping the sweet and bitter tears of desire and fear, so stirred the soul within him.

Morfinn rode on quietly, and by then he came up, Ralph was mounting again, and when he was in the saddle he turned away his head from his fellow and said in a husky voice: “Morfinn, I command thee, or if thou wilt I beseech thee, that thou speak not to me again of this woman whom I am seeking; for it moveth me over much.” “That is well, lord,” said Morfinn, “I will do after thy command; and there be many other matters to speak of besides one fair woman.”

Then they rode on soberly a while, and Ralph kept silence, as he rode pondering much; but the minstrel hummed snatches of rhyme as he rode the way.

But at last Ralph turned to him suddenly and said: “Tell me, way-leader, in what wise did they seem to be using that woman?” The minstrel chuckled: “Fair lord,” said he, “if I had a mind for mocking I might say of thee that thou blowest both hot and cold, since it was but half an hour ago that thou badest me speak naught of her: but I deem that I know thy mind herein: so I will tell thee that they seemed to be using her courteously; as is no marvel; for who would wish to mar so fair an image? O, it will be well with her: I noted that the Lord seemed to think it good to ride beside her, and eye her all over. Yea, she shall have a merry life of it if she but do somewhat after the Lord’s will.”

Ralph looked askance at him fiercely, but the other heeded it naught: then said Ralph, “And how if she do not his will?” Said Morfinn, grinning: “Then hath my Lord a many servants to do his will.” Ralph held his peace for a long while; at last he turned a cleared brow to Morfinn and said; “Dost thou tell of the Lord of Utterbol that he is a good lord and merciful to his folk and servants?”

“Fair sir,” said the minstrel; “thou hast bidden me not speak of one woman, now will I pray thee not to speak of one man, and that is my Lord of Utterbol.”

Ralph’s heart fell at this word, and he asked no question as to wherefore.

So now they rode on both, rather more than soberly for a while: but the day was fair; the sun shone, the wind blew, and the sweet scents floated about them, and Ralph’s heart cast off its burden somewhat and he fell to speech again; and the minstrel answered him gaily by seeming, noting many things as they rode along, as one that took delight in the fashion of the earth.

It was a fresh and bright morning of early autumn, the sheaves were on the acres, and the grapes were blackening to the vintage, and the beasts and birds at least were merry. But little merry were the husbandmen whom they met, either carles or queans, and they were scantily and foully clad, and sullen-faced, if not hunger-pinched.

If they came across any somewhat joyous, it was here and there certain gangrel folk resting on the wayside grass, or coming out of woods and other passes by twos and threes, whiles with a child or two with them. These were of aspect like to the gipsies of our time and nation, and were armed all of them, and mostly well clad after their fashion. Sometimes when there were as many as four or five carles of them together, they would draw up amidst of the highway, but presently would turn aside at the sight either of Ralph’s war-gear or of the minstrel’s raiment. Forsooth, some of them seemed to know him, and nodded friendly to him as they passed by, but he gave them back no good day.

They had now ridden out of the lands of Goldburg, which were narrow on that side, and the day was wearing fast. This way the land was fair and rich, with no hills of any size. They crossed a big river twice by bridges, and small streams often, mostly by fords.

Some two hours before sunset they came upon a place where a byway joined the high road, and on the ingle stood a chapel of stone (whether of the heathen or Christian men Ralph wotted not, for it was uncouth of fashion), and by the door of the said chapel, on a tussock of grass, sat a knight all-armed save the head, and beside him a squire held his war-horse, and five other men-at-arms stood anigh bearing halberds and axes of strange fashion. The knight rose to his feet when he saw the wayfarers coming up the rising ground, and Ralph had his hand on his sword-hilt; but ere they met, the minstrel said, — 

“Nay, nay, draw thy let-pass, not thy sword. This knight shalt bid thee to a courteous joust; but do thou nay-say it, for he is a mere felon, and shalt set his men-at-arms on thee, and then will rob thee and slay thee after, or cast thee into his prison.”

So Ralph drew out his parchment which Morfinn had given into his keeping, and held it open in his hand, and when the knight called out on him in a rough voice as they drew anigh, he said: “Nay, sir, I may not stay me now, need driveth me on.” Quoth the knight, smoothing out a knitted brow: “Fair sir, since thou art a friend of our lord, wilt thou not come home to my house, which is hard by, and rest awhile, and eat a morsel, and drink a cup, and sleep in a fair chamber thereafter?”

“Nay, sir,” said Ralph, “for time presses;” and he passed on withal, and the knight made no step to stay him, but laughed a short laugh, like a swine snorting, and sat him down on the grass again. Ralph heeded him naught, but was glad that his let-pass was shown to be good for something; but he could see that the minstrel was nigh sick for fear and was shaking like an aspen leaf, and it was long ere he found his tongue again.

Forth then they rode till dusk, when the minstrel stayed Ralph at a place where a sort of hovels lay together about a house somewhat better builded, which Ralph took for a hostelry, though it had no sign nor bush. They entered the said house, wherein was an old woman to whom the minstrel spake a word or two in a tongue that Ralph knew not, and straightway she got them victual and drink nowise ill, and showed them to beds thereafter.

In spite of both victuals and drink the minstrel fell silent and moody; it might be from weariness, Ralph deemed; and he himself had no great lust for talk, so he went bedward, and made the bed pay for all.






  








CHAPTER 32
 

Ralph Happens on Evil Days
 

Early on the morrow they departed, and now in the morning light and the sun the minstrel seemed glad again, and talked abundantly, even though at whiles Ralph answered him little.

As they rode, the land began to get less fertile and less, till at last there was but tillage here and there in patches: of houses there were but few, and the rest was but dark heathland and bog, with scraggy woods scattered about the country-side.

Naught happened to tell of, save that once in the afternoon, as they were riding up to the skirts of one of the woods aforesaid, weaponed men came forth from it and drew up across the way; they were a dozen in all, and four were horsed. Ralph set his hand to his sword, but the minstrel cried out, “Nay, no weapons, no weapons! Pull out thy let-pass again and show it in thine hand, and then let us on.”

So saying he drew a white kerchief from his hand, and tied it to the end of his riding staff, and so rode trembling by Ralph’s side: therewith they rode on together towards those men, whom as they drew nearer they heard laughing and jeering at them, though in a tongue that Ralph knew not.

They came so close at last that the waylayers could see the parchment clearly, with the seal thereon, and then they made obeisance to it, as though it were the relic of a saint, and drew off quietly into the wood one by one. These were big men, and savage-looking, and their armour was utterly uncouth.

The minstrel was loud in his mirth when they were well past these men; but Ralph rode on silently, and was somewhat soberly.

“Fair sir,” quoth the minstrel, “I would wager that I know thy thought.” “Yea,” said Ralph, “what is it then?” Said the minstrel: “Thou art thinking what thou shalt do when thou meetest suchlike folk on thy way back; but fear not, for with that same seal thou shalt pass through the land again.” Said Ralph: “Yea, something like that, forsooth, was my thought. But also I was pondering who should be my guide when I leave Utterbol.” The minstrel looked at him askance; quoth he: “Thou mayst leave thinking of that awhile.” Ralph looked hard at him, but could make naught of the look of his face; so he said: “Why dost thou say that?” Said Morfinn: “Because I know whither thou art bound, and have been wondering this long while that thou hast asked me not about the way to the WELL at the WORLD’S END: since I told thy friend the merchant that I could tell thee somewhat concerning it. But I suppose thou hast been thinking of something else?”

“Well,” said Ralph, “tell me what thou hast to say of the Well.” Said Morfinn: “This will I tell thee first: that if thou hast any doubt that such a place there is, thou mayst set that aside; for we of Utterness and Utterbol are sure thereof; and of all nations and peoples whereof we know, we deem that we are the nighest thereto. How sayest thou, is that not already something?” “Yea, verily,” said Ralph.

“Now,” said Morfinn, “the next thing to be said is that we are on the road thereto: but the third thing again is this, lord, that though few who seek it find it, yet we know that some have failed not of it, besides that lord of Goldburg, of whom I know that thou hast heard. Furthermore, there dwelleth a sage in the woods not right far from Utterbol, a hermit living by himself; and folk seek to him for divers lore, to be holpen by him in one way or other, and of him men say that he hath so much lore concerning the road to the Well (whether he hath been there himself they know not certainly), that if he will, he can put anyone on the road so surely that he will not fail to come there, but he be slain on the way, as I said to thee in Goldburg. True it is that the said sage is chary of his lore, and if he think any harm of the seeker, he will show him naught; but, fair sir, thou art so valiant and so goodly, and as meseemeth so good a knight per amours, that I deem it a certain thing that he will tell thee the uttermost of his knowledge.”

Now again waxed Ralph eager concerning his quest; for true it is that since he had had that story of the damsel from the minstrel, she had stood in the way before the Well at the World’s End. But now he said: “And canst thou bring me to the said sage, good minstrel?” “Without doubt,” quoth Morfinn, “when we are once safe at Utterbol. From Utterbol ye may wend any road.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “and there are perils yet a few on the way, is it not so?” “So it is,” said the minstrel; “but to-morrow shall try all.” Said Ralph: “And is there some special peril ahead to-morrow? And if it be so, what is it?” Said his fellow: “It would avail thee naught to know it. What then, doth that daunt thee?” “No,” said Ralph, “by then it is nigh enough to hurt us, we shall be nigh enough to see it.” “Well said!” quoth the minstrel; “but now we must mend our pace, or dark night shall overtake us amid these rough ways.”

Wild as the land was, they came at even to a place where were a few houses of woodmen or hunters; and they got off their horses and knocked at the door of one of these, and a great black-haired carle opened to them, who, when he saw the knight’s armour, would have clapped the door to again, had not Ralph by the minstrel’s rede held out the parchment to him, who when he saw it became humble indeed, and gave them such guesting as he might, which was scant indeed of victual or drink, save wild-fowl from the heath. But they had wine with them from the last guest-house, whereof they bade the carle to drink; but he would not, and in all wise seemed to be in dread of them.

When it was morning early they rode their ways, and the carle seemed glad to be rid of them. After they had ridden a few miles the land bettered somewhat; there were islands of deep green pasture amidst the blackness of the heath, with cattle grazing on them, and here and there was a little tillage: the land was little better than level, only it swelled a little this way and that. It was a bright sunny day and the air very clear, and as they rode Ralph said: “Quite clear is the sky, and yet one cloud there is in the offing; but this is strange about it, though I have been watching it this half hour, and looking to see the rack come up from that quarter, yet it changes not at all. I never saw the like of this cloud.”

Said the minstrel: “Yea, fair sir, and of this cloud I must tell thee that it will change no more till the bones of the earth are tumbled together. Forsooth this is no cloud, but the topmost head of the mountain ridge which men call the Wall of the World: and if ever thou come close up to the said Wall, that shall fear thee, I deem, however fearless thou be.” “Is it nigh to Utterness?” said Ralph. “Nay,” said the minstrel, “not so nigh; for as huge as it seemeth thence.”

Said Ralph: “Do folk tell that the Well at the World’s End lieth beyond it?” “Surely,” said the minstrel.

Said Ralph, his face flushing: “Forsooth, that ancient lord of Goldburg came through those mountains, and why not I?” “Yea,” said the minstrel, “why not?” And therewith he looked uneasily on Ralph, who heeded his looks naught, for his mind was set on high matters.

On then they rode, and when trees or some dip in the land hid that mountain top from them, the way seemed long to Ralph.

Naught befell to tell of for some while; but at last, when it was drawing towards evening again, they had been riding through a thick pine-wood for a long while, and coming out of it they beheld before them a plain country fairly well grassed, but lo! on the field not far from the roadside a pavilion pitched and a banner on the top thereof, but the banner hung down about the staff, so that the bearing was not seen: and about this pavilion, which was great and rich of fashion, were many tents great and small, and there were horses tethered in the field, and men moving about the gleam of armour.

At this sight the minstrel drew rein and stared about him wildly; but Ralph said: “What is this, is it the peril aforesaid?” “Yea,” quoth the minstrel, shivering with fear. “What aileth thee?” said Ralph; “have we not the let-pass, what then can befall us? If this be other than the Lord of Utterbol, he will see our let-pass and let us alone; or if it be he indeed, what harm shall he do to the bearers of his own pass? Come on then, or else (and therewith he half drew his sword) is this Lord of Utterbol but another name for the Devil in Hell?”

But the minstrel still stared wild and trembled; then he stammered out: “I thought I should bring thee to Utterness first, and that some other should lead thee thence, I did not look to see him. I dare not, I dare not! O look, look!”

As he spake the wind arose and ran along the wood-side, and beat back from it and stirred the canvas of the tents and raised the folds of the banner, and blew it out, so that the bearing was clear to see; yet Ralph deemed it naught dreadful, but an armoury fit for a baron, to wit, a black bear on a castle-wall on a field of gold.

But as Ralph sat on his horse gazing, himseemed that men were looking towards him, and a great horn was sounded hard by the pavilion; then Ralph looked toward the minstrel fiercely, and laughed and said: “I see now that thou art another traitor: so get thee gone; I have more to do than the slaying of thee.” And therewith he turned his horse’s head, and smote the spurs into the sides of him, and went a great gallop over the field on the right side of the road, away from the gay pavilion; but even therewith came a half-score of horsemen from the camp, as if they were awaiting him, and they spurred after him straightway.

The race was no long one, for Ralph’s beast was wearied, and the other horses were fresh, and Ralph knew naught of the country before him, whereas those riders knew it well. Therefore it was but a few minutes till they came up with him, and he made no show of defence, but suffered them to lead him away, and he crossed the highway, where he saw no token of the minstrel.

So they brought him to the pavilion, and made him dismount and led him in. The dusk had fallen by now, but within it was all bright with candles. The pavilion was hung with rich silken cloth, and at the further end, on a carpet of the hunting, was an ivory chair, whereon sat a man, who was the only one sitting. He was clad in a gown of blue silk, broidered with roundels beaten with the Bear upon the Castle-wall.

Ralph deemed that this must be no other than the Lord of Utterbol, yet after all the tales he had heard of that lord, he seemed no such terrible man: he was short of stature, but broad across the shoulders, his hair long, strait, and dark brown of hue, and his beard scanty: he was straight-featured and smooth-faced, and had been no ill-looking man, save that his skin was sallow and for his eyes, which were brown, small, and somewhat bloodshot.

Beside him stood Morfinn bowed down with fear and not daring to look either at the Lord or at Ralph. Wherefore he knew for certain that when he had called him traitor even now, that it was no more than the very sooth, and that he had fallen into the trap; though how or why he wotted not clearly. Well then might his heart have fallen, but so it was, that when he looked into the face of this Lord, the terror of the lands, hatred of him so beset his heart that it swallowed up fear in him. Albeit he held himself well in hand, for his soul was waxing, and he deemed that he should yet do great deeds, therefore he desired to live, whatsoever pains or shame of the passing day he might suffer.

Now this mighty lord spake, and his voice was harsh and squeaking, so that the sound of it was worse than the sight of his face; and he said: “Bring the man forth, that I may see him.” So they brought up Ralph, till he was eye to eye with the Lord, who turned to Morfinn and said: “Is this thy catch, lucky man?” “Yea,” quavered Morfinn, not lifting his eyes; “Will he do, lord?”

“Do?” said the lord, “How can I see him when he is all muffled up in steel? Ye fools! doff his wargear.”

Speedily then had they stripped Ralph of hauberk, and helm, and arm and leg plates, so that he stood up in his jerkin and breeches, and the lord leaned forward to look on him as if he were cheapening a horse; and then turned to a man somewhat stricken in years, clad in scarlet, who stood on his other hand, and said to him: “Well, David the Sage, is this the sort of man? Is he goodly enough?”

Then the elder put on a pair of spectacles and eyed Ralph curiously a while, and then said: “There are no two words to be said about it; he is a goodly and well-fashioned a young man as was ever sold.”

“Well,” said the lord, turning towards Morfinn, “the catch is good, lucky man: David will give thee gold for it, and thou mayst go back west when thou wilt. And thou must be lucky again, moreover; because there are women needed for my house; and they must be goodly and meek, and not grievously marked with stripes, or branded, so that thou hadst best take them, luckily if thou mayst, and not buy them. Now go, for there are more than enough men under this woven roof, and we need no half-men to boot.”

Said David, the old man, grinning: “He will hold him well paid if he go unscathed from before thee, lord: for he looked not to meet thee here, but thought to bring the young man to Utterness, that he might be kept there till thou camest.”

The lord said, grimly: “He is not far wrong to fear me, maybe: but he shall go for this time. But if he bring me not those women within three months’ wearing, and if there be but two uncomely ones amongst them, let him look to it. Give him his gold, David. Now take ye the new man, and let him rest, and give him meat and drink. And look you, David, if he be not in condition when he cometh home to Utterbol, thou shalt pay for it in one way or other, if not in thine own person, since thou art old, and deft of service, then through those that be dear to thee. Go now!”

David smiled on Ralph and led him out unto a tent not far off, and there he made much of him, and bade bring meat and drink and all he needed. Withal he bade him not to try fleeing, lest he be slain; and he showed him how nigh the guards were and how many.

Glad was the old man when he saw the captive put a good face on matters, and that he was not down-hearted. In sooth that hatred of the tyrant mingled with hope sustained Ralph’s heart. He had been minded when he was brought before the lord to have shown the letter of the Queen of Goldburg, and to defy him if he still held him captive. But when he had beheld him and his fellowship a while he thought better of it. For though they had abundance of rich plenishing, and gay raiment, and good weapons and armour, howbeit of strange and uncouth fashion, yet he deemed when he looked on them that they would scarce have the souls of men in their bodies, but that they were utterly vile through and through, like the shapes of an evil dream. Therefore he thought shame of it to show the Queen’s letter to them, even as if he had shown them the very naked body of her, who had been so piteous kind to him. Also he had no mind to wear his heart on his sleeve, but would keep his own counsel, and let his foemen speak and show what was in their minds. For this cause he now made himself sweet, and was of good cheer with old David, deeming him to be a great man there; as indeed he was, being the chief counsellor of the Lord of Utterbol; though forsooth not so much his counsellor as that he durst counsel otherwise than as the Lord desired to go; unless he thought that it would bring his said Lord, and therefore himself, to very present peril and damage. In short, though this man had not been bought for money, he was little better than a thrall of the higher sort, as forsooth were all the Lord’s men, saving the best and trustiest of his warriors: and these were men whom the Lord somewhat feared himself: though, on the other hand, he could not but know that they understood how the dread of the Lord of Utterbol was a shield to them, and that if it were to die out amongst men, their own skins were not worth many days’ purchase.

So then David spake pleasantly with Ralph, and ate and drank with him, and saw that he was well bedded for the night, and left him in the first watch. But Ralph lay down in little more trouble than the night before, when, though he were being led friendly to Utterness, yet he had not been able to think what he should do when he came there: whereas now he thought: Who knoweth what shall betide? and for me there is nought to do save to lay hold of the occasion that another may give me. And at the worst I scarce deem that I am being led to the slaughter.






  








CHAPTER 33
 

Ralph is Brought on the Road Towards Utterbol
 

But now when it was morning they struck the tents and laded them on wains, and went their ways the selfsame road that Ralph had been minded for yesterday; to wit the road to Utterness; but now must he ride it unarmed and guarded: other shame had he none. Indeed David, who stuck close to his side all day, was so sugary sweet with him, and praised and encouraged him so diligently, that Ralph began to have misgivings that all this kindness was but as the flower-garlands wherewith the heathen times men were wont to deck the slaughter-beasts for the blood-offering. Yea, and into his mind came certain tales of how there were heathen men yet in the world, who beguiled men and women, and offered them up to their devils, whom they called gods: but all this ran off him soon, when he bethought him how little wisdom there was in running to meet the evil, which might be on the way, and that way a rough and perilous one. So he plucked up heart, and spake freely and gaily with David and one or two others who rode anigh.

They were amidst of the company: the Lord went first after his fore-runners in a litter done about with precious cloths; and two score horsemen came next, fully armed after their manner. Then rode Ralph with David and a half dozen of the magnates: then came a sort of cooks and other serving men, but none without a weapon, and last another score of men-at-arms: so that he saw that fleeing was not to be thought of though he was not bound, and save for lack of weapons rode like a free man.

The day was clear as yesterday had been, wherefore again Ralph saw the distant mountain-top like a cloud; and he gazed at it long till David said: “I see that thou art gazing hard at the mountains, and perchance art longing to be beyond them, were it but to see what like the land is on the further side. If all tales be true thou art best this side thereof, whatever thy lot may be.”

“Lieth death on the other side then?” quoth Ralph. “Yea,” said David, “but that is not all, since he is not asleep elsewhere in the world: but men say that over there are things to be seen which might slay a strong man for pure fear, without stroke of sword or dint of axe.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “but how was it then with him that builded Goldburg?”

“O,” said David, “hast thou heard that tale? Well, they say of him, who certes went over those mountains, and drank of the Well at the World’s End, that he was one of the lucky: yet for all his luck never had he drunk the draught had he not been helped by one who had learned many things, a woman to wit. For he was one of them with whom all women are in love; and thence indeed was his luck....Moreover, when all is said, ’tis but a tale.”

“Yea,” quoth Ralph laughing, “even as the tales of the ghosts and bugs that abide the wayfarer on the other side of yonder white moveless cloud.”

David laughed in his turn and said: “Thou hast me there; and whether or no, these tales are nothing to us, who shall never leave Utterbol again while we live, save in such a company as this.” Then he held his peace, but presently spake again: “Hast thou heard anything, then, of those tales of the Well at the World’s End? I mean others beside that concerning the lord of Goldburg?”

“Yea, surely I have,” said Ralph, nowise changing countenance. Said David: “Deemest thou aught of them? deemest thou that it may be true that a man may drink of the Well and recover his youth thereby?”

Ralph laughed and said: “Master, it is rather for me to ask thee hereof, than thou me, since thou dwellest so much nigher thereto than I have done heretofore.”

David drew up close to him, and said softly: “Nigher? Yea, but belike not so much nigher.”

“How meanest thou?” said Ralph.

Said David: “Is it so nigh that a man may leave home and come thereto in his life-time?”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “in my tales it is.”

Said the old man still softlier: “Had I deemed that true I had tried the adventure, whatever might lie beyond the mountains, but (and he sighed withal) I deem it untrue.”

Therewith dropped the talk of that matter: and in sooth Ralph was loath to make many words thereof, lest his eagerness shine through, and all the story of him be known.

Anon it was noon, and the lord bade all men stay for meat: so his serving men busied them about his dinner, and David went with them. Then the men-at-arms bade Ralph sit among them and share their meat. So they sat down all by the wayside, and they spake kindly and friendly to Ralph, and especially their captain, a man somewhat low of stature, but long-armed like the Lord, a man of middle age, beardless and spare of body, but wiry and tough-looking, with hair of the hue of the dust of the sandstone quarry. This man fell a-talking with Ralph, and asked him of the manner of tilting and courteous jousting between knights in the countries of knighthood, till that talk dropped between them. Then Ralph looked round upon the land, which had now worsened again, and was little better than rough moorland, little fed, and not at all tilled, and he said: “This is but a sorry land for earth’s increase.”

“Well,” said the captain, “I wot not; it beareth plover and whimbrel and conies and hares; yea, and men withal, some few. And whereas it beareth naught else, that cometh of my lord’s will: for deemest thou that he should suffer a rich land betwixt him and Goldburg, that it might sustain an host big enough to deal with him?”

“But is not this his land?” said Ralph.

Said the captain: “Nay, and also yea. None shall dwell in it save as he willeth, and they shall pay him tribute, be it never so little. Yet some there are of them, who are to him as the hounds be to the hunter, and these same he even wageth, so that if aught rare and goodly cometh their way they shall bring it to his hands; as thou thyself knowest to thy cost.”

“Yea,” said Ralph smiling, “and is Morfinn the Unmanned one of these curs?” “Yea,” said the captain, with a grin, “and one of the richest of them, in despite of his fiddle and minstrel’s gear, and his lack of manhood: for he is one of the cunningest of men. But my Lord unmanned him for some good reason.”

Ralph kept silence and while and then said: “Why doth the Goldburg folk suffer all this felony, robbery and confusion, so near their borders, and the land debateable?”

Said the captain, and again he grinned: “Passing for thy hard words, sir knight, why dost thou suffer me to lead thee along whither thou wouldest not?”

“Because I cannot help myself,” said Ralph.

Said the captain: “Even so it is with the Goldburg folk: if they raise hand against some of these strong-thieves or man-stealers, he has but to send the war-arrow round about these deserts, as ye deem them, and he will presently have as rough a company of carles for his fellows as need be, say ten hundred of them. And the Goldburg folk are not very handy at a fray without their walls. Forsooth within them it is another matter, and beside not even our Lord of Utterbol would see Goldburg broken down, no, not for all that he might win there.”

“Is it deemed a holy place in the land, then?” said Ralph.

“I wot not the meaning of holy,” said the other: “but all we deem that when Goldburg shall fall, the world shall change, so that living therein shall be hard to them that have not drunk of the water of the Well at the World’s End.”

Ralph was silent a while and eyed the captain curiously: then he said: “Have the Goldburgers so drunk?” Said the captain: “Nay, nay; but the word goes that under each tower of Goldburg lieth a youth and a maiden that have drunk of the water, and might not die save by point and edge.”

Then was Ralph silent again, for once more he fell pondering the matter if he had been led away to be offered as a blood offering to some of evil gods of the land. But as he pondered a flourish of trumpets was blown, and all men sprang up, and the captain said to Ralph: “Now hath our Lord done his dinner and we must to horse.” Anon they were on the way again, and they rode long and saw little change in the aspect of the land, neither did that cloudlike token of the distant mountains grow any greater or clearer to Ralph’s deeming.






  








CHAPTER 34
 

The Lord of Utterbol Will Wot of Ralph’s Might and Minstrelsy
 

A little before sunset they made halt for the night, and Ralph was shown to a tent as erst, and had meat and drink good enough brought to him. But somewhat after he had done eating comes David to him and says: “Up, young man! and come to my lord, he asketh for thee.”

“What will he want with me?” said Ralph.

“Yea, that is a proper question to ask!” quoth David; “as though the knife should ask the cutler, what wilt thou cut with me? Dost thou deem that I durst ask him of his will with thee?” “I am ready to go with thee,” said Ralph.

So they went forth; but Ralph’s heart fell and he sickened at the thought of seeing that man again. Nevertheless he set his face as brass, and thrust back both his fear and his hatred for a fitter occasion.

Soon they came into the pavilion of the Lord, who was sitting there as yester eve, save that his gown was red, and done about with gold and turquoise and emerald. David brought Ralph nigh to his seat, but spake not. The mighty lord was sitting with his head drooping, and his arm hanging over his knee, with a heavy countenance as though he were brooding matters which pleased him naught. But in a while he sat up with a start, and turned about and saw David standing there with Ralph, and spake at once like a man waking up: “He that sold thee to me said that thou wert of avail for many things. Now tell me, what canst thou do?”

Ralph so hated him, that he was of half a mind to answer naught save by smiting him to slay him; but there was no weapon anigh, and life was sweet to him with all the tale that was lying ahead. So he answered coldly: “It is sooth, lord, that I can do more than one deed.”

“Canst thou back a horse?” said the Lord. Said Ralph: “As well as many.” Said the Lord: “Canst thou break a wild horse, and shoe him, and physic him?”

“Not worse than some,” said Ralph.

“Can’st thou play with sword and spear?” said the Lord.

“Better than some few,” said Ralph. “How shall I know that?” said the Lord. Said Ralph: “Try me, lord!” Indeed, he half hoped that if it came to that, he might escape in the hurley.

The Lord looked on him and said: “Well, it may be tried. But here is a cold and proud answerer, David. I misdoubt me whether it be worth while bringing him home.”

David looked timidly on Ralph and said: “Thou hast paid the price for him, lord.”

“Yea, that is true,” said the Lord. “Thou! can’st thou play at the chess?” “Yea,” said Ralph. “Can’st thou music?” said the other. “Yea,” said Ralph, “when I am merry, or whiles indeed when I am sad.”

The lord said: “Make thyself merry or sad, which thou wilt; but sing, or thou shalt be beaten. Ho! Bring ye the harp.” Then they brought it as he bade.

But Ralph looked to right and left and saw no deliverance, and knew this for the first hour of his thralldom. Yet, as he thought of it all, he remembered that if he would do, he must needs bear and forbear; and his face cleared, and he looked round about again and let his eyes rest calmly on all eyes that he met till they came on the Lord’s face again. Then he let his hand fall into the strings and they fell a-tinkling sweetly, like unto the song of the winter robin, and at last he lifted his voice and sang:

Still now is the stithy this morning unclouded,
 Nought stirs in the thorp save the yellow-haired maid
 A-peeling the withy last Candlemas shrouded
 From the mere where the moorhen now swims unafraid.
 

For over the Ford now the grass and the clover
 Fly off from the tines as the wind driveth on;
 And soon round the Sword-howe the swathe shall lie over,
 And to-morrow at even the mead shall be won.
 

But the Hall of the Garden amidst the hot morning,
 It drew my feet thither; I stood at the door,
 And felt my heart harden ‘gainst wisdom and warning
 As the sun and my footsteps came on to the floor.
 

When the sun lay behind me, there scarce in the dimness
 I say what I sought for, yet trembled to find;
 But it came forth to find me, until the sleek slimness
 Of the summer-clad woman made summer o’er kind.
 

There we the once-sundered together were blended,
 We strangers, unknown once, were hidden by naught.
 I kissed and I wondered how doubt was all ended,
 How friendly her excellent fairness was wrought.
 

Round the hall of the Garden the hot sun is burning,
 But no master nor minstrel goes there in the shade,
 It hath never a warden till comes the returning,
 When the moon shall hang high and all winds shall be laid.
 

Waned the day and I hied me afield, and thereafter
 I sat with the mighty when daylight was done,
 But with great men beside me, midst high-hearted laughter,
 I deemed me of all men the gainfullest one.
 

To wisdom I hearkened; for there the wise father
 Cast the seed of his learning abroad o’er the hall,
 

Till men’s faces darkened, but mine gladdened rather
 With the thought of the knowledge I knew over all.
 

Sang minstrels the story, and with the song’s welling
 Men looked on each other and glad were they grown,
 But mine was the glory of the tale and its telling
 How the loved and the lover were naught but mine own.
 

When he was done all kept silence till they should know whether the lord should praise the song or blame; and he said naught for a good while, but sat as if pondering: but at last he spake: “Thou art young, and would that we were young also! Thy song is sweet, and it pleaseth me, who am a man of war, and have seen enough and to spare of rough work, and would any day rather see a fair woman than a band of spears. But it shall please my lady wife less: for of love, and fair women, and their lovers she hath seen enough; but of war nothing save its shows and pomps; wherefore she desireth to hear thereof. Now sing of battle!”

Ralph thought awhile and began to smite the harp while he conned over a song which he had learned one yule-tide from a chieftain who had come to Upmeads from the far-away Northland, and had abided there till spring was waning into summer, and meanwhile he taught Ralph this song and many things else, and his name was Sir Karr Wood-neb. This song now Ralph sang loud and sweet, though he were now a thrall in an alien land:

 

Leave we the cup!
 For the moon is up,
 And bright is the gleam
 Of the rippling stream,
 That runneth his road
 To the old abode,
 Where the walls are white
 In the moon and the night;
 The house of the neighbour that drave us away
 When strife ended labour amidst of the hay,
 And no road for our riding was left us but one
 Where the hill’s brow is hiding that earth’s ways are done,
 And the sound of the billows comes up at the last
 Like the wind in the willows ere autumn is past.
 

But oft and again
 Comes the ship from the main,
 And we came once more
 And no lading we bore
 But the point and the edge,
 And the ironed ledge,
 And the bolt and the bow,
 And the bane of the foe.
 To the House ‘neath the mountain we came in the morn,
 Where welleth the fountain up over the corn,
 And the stream is a-running fast on to the House
 Of the neighbours uncunning who quake at the mouse,
 As their slumber is broken; they know not for why;
 Since yestreen was not token on earth or in sky.
 

Come, up, then up!
 Leave board and cup,
 And follow the gleam
 Of the glittering stream
 That leadeth the road To the old abode,
 High-walled and white
 In the moon and the night;
 Where low lies the neighbour that drave us away
 Sleep-sunk from his labour amidst of the hay.
 No road for our riding is left us save one,
 Where the hills’ brow is hiding the city undone,
 And the wind in the willows is with us at last,
 And the house of the billows is done and o’er-past.
 

Haste! mount and haste
 Ere the short night waste,
 For night and day,
 Late turned away,
 Draw nigh again
 All kissing-fain;
 And the morn and the moon
 Shall be married full soon.
 So ride we together with wealth-winning wand,
 The steel o’er the leather, the ash in the hand.
 Lo! white walls before us, and high are they built;
 But the luck that outwore us now lies on their guilt;
 Lo! the open gate biding the first of the sun,
 And to peace are we riding when slaughter is done.
 

 

When Ralph had done singing, all folk fell to praising his song, whereas the Lord had praised the other one; but the Lord said, looking at Ralph askance meanwhile: “Yea, if that pleaseth me not, and I take but little keep of it, it shall please my wife to her heart’s root; and that is the first thing. Hast thou others good store, new-comer?” “Yea, lord,” said Ralph. “And canst thou tell tales of yore agone, and of the fays and such-like? All that she must have.” “Some deal I can of that lore,” said Ralph.

Then the Lord sat silent, and seemed to be pondering: at last he said, as if to himself: “Yet there is one thing: many a blencher can sing of battle; and it hath been seen, that a fair body of a man is whiles soft amidst the hard hand-play. Thou! Morfinn’s luck! art thou of any use in the tilt-yard?” “Wilt thou try me, lord?” said Ralph, looking somewhat brisker. Said the Lord: “I deem that I may find a man or two for thee, though it is not much our manner here; but now go thou! David, take the lad away to his tent, and get him a flask of wine of the best to help out thy maundering with him.”

Therewith they left the tent, and Ralph walked by David sadly and with hanging head at first; but in a while he called to mind that, whatever betid, his life was safe as yet; that every day he was drawing nigher to the Well at the World’s End; and that it was most like that he shall fall in with that Dorothea of his dream somewhere on the way thereto. So he lifted up his head again, and was singing to himself as he stooped down to enter into his tent.

Next day naught happed to tell of save that they journeyed on; the day was cloudy, so that Ralph saw no sign of the distant mountains; ever the land was the same, but belike somewhat more beset with pinewoods; they saw no folk at all on the road. So at even Ralph slept in his tent, and none meddled with him, save that David came to talk with him or he slept, and was merry and blithe with him, and he brought with him Otter, the captain of the guard, who was good company.

Thus wore three days that were hazy and cloudy, and the Lord sent no more for Ralph, who on the road spake for the more part with Otter, and liked him not ill; howbeit it seemed of him that he would make no more of a man’s life than of a rabbit’s according as his lord might bid slay or let live.

The three hazy days past, it fell to rain for four days, so that Ralph could see little of the face of the land; but he noted that they went up at whiles, and never so much down as up, so that they were wending up hill on the whole.

On the ninth day of his captivity the rain ceased and it was sunny and warm but somewhat hazy, so that naught could be seen afar, but the land near-hand rose in long, low downs now, and was quite treeless, save where was a hollow here and there and a stream running through it, where grew a few willows, but alders more abundantly.

This day he rode by Otter, who said presently: “Well, youngling of the North, to-morrow we shall see a new game, thou and I, if the weather be fair.” “Yea,” said Ralph, “and what like shall it be?” Said Otter, “At mid-morn we shall come into a fair dale amidst the downs, where be some houses and a tower of the Lord’s, so that that place is called the Dale of the Tower: there shall we abide a while to gather victual, a day or two, or three maybe: so my Lord will hold a tourney there: that is to say that I myself and some few others shall try thy manhood somewhat.” “What?” said Ralph, “are the new colt’s paces to be proven? And how if he fail?”

Quoth Otter, laughing: “Fail not, I rede thee, or my lord’s love for thee shall be something less than nothing.” “And then will he slay me?” said Ralph. Said Otter: “Nay I deem not, at least not at first: he will have thee home to Utterbol, to make the most of his bad bargain, and there shalt thou be a mere serving-thrall, either in the house or the field: where thou shalt be well-fed (save in times of scarcity), and belike well beaten withal.” Said Ralph, somewhat downcast: “Yea, I am a thrall, who was once a knight. But how if thou fail before me?” Otter laughed again: “That is another matter; whatever I do my Lord will not lose me if he can help it; but as for the others who shall stand before thy valiancy, there will be some who will curse the day whereon my lord bought thee, if thou turnest out a good spear, as ye call it in your lands. Howsoever, that is not thy business; and I bid thee fear naught; for thou seemest to be a mettle lad.”

So they talked, and that day wore like the others, but the haze did not clear off, and the sun went down red. In the evening David talked with Ralph in his tent, and said: “If to-morrow be clear, knight, thou shalt see a new sight when thou comest out from the canvas.” Said Ralph: “I suppose thy meaning is that we shall see the mountains from hence?” “Yea,” said David; “so hold up thine heart when that sight first cometh before thine eyes. As for us, we are used to the sight, and that from a place much nigher to the mountains: yet they who are soft-hearted amongst us are overcome at whiles, when there is storm and tempest, and evil tides at hand.”

Said Ralph: “And how far then are we from Utterbol?” Said David: “After we have left Bull-mead in the Dale of the Tower, where to-morrow thou art to run with the spear, it is four days’ ride to Utterness; and from Utterness ye may come (if my lord will) unto Utterbol in twelve hours. But tell me, knight, how deemest thou of thy tilting to-morrow?” Said Ralph: “Little should I think of it, if little lay upon it.” “Yea,” said David, “but art thou a good tilter?” Ralph laughed: quoth he, “That hangs on the goodness of him that tilteth against me: I have both overthrown, and been overthrown oft enough. Yet again, who shall judge me? for I must tell thee, that were I fairly judged, I should be deemed no ill spear, even when I came not uppermost: for in all these games are haps which no man may foresee.”

“Well, then,” said David, “all will go well with thee for this time: for my lord will judge thee, and if it be seen that thou hast spoken truly, and art more than a little deft at the play, he will be like to make the best of thee, since thou art already paid for.” Ralph laughed: yet as though the jest pleased him but little; and they fell to talk of other matters. And so David departed, and Ralph slept.






  








CHAPTER 35
 

Ralph Cometh To the Vale of the Tower
 

But when it was morning Ralph awoke, and saw that the sun was shining brightly; so he cast his shirt on him, and went out at once, and turned his face eastward, and, scarce awake, said to himself that the clouds lay heavy in the eastward heavens after last night’s haze: but presently his eyes cleared, and he saw that what he had taken for clouds was a huge wall of mountains, black and terrible, that rose up sharp and clear into the morning air; for there was neither cloud nor mist in all the heavens.

Now Ralph, though he were but little used to the sight of great mountains, yet felt his heart rather rise than fall at the sight of them; for he said: “Surely beyond them lieth some new thing for me, life or death: fair fame or the forgetting of all men.” And it was long that he could not take his eyes off them.

As he looked, came up the Captain Otter, and said: “Well, Knight, thou hast seen them this morn, even if ye die ere nightfall.” Said Ralph: “What deemest thou to lie beyond them?”

“Of us none knoweth surely,” said Otter; “whiles I deem that if one were to get to the other side there would be a great plain like to this: whiles that there is naught save mountains beyond, and yet again mountains, like the waves of a huge stone sea. Or whiles I think that one would come to an end of the world, to a place where is naught but a ledge, and then below it a gulf filled with nothing but the howling of winds, and the depth of darkness. Moreover this is my thought, that all we of these parts should be milder men and of better conditions, if yonder terrible wall were away. It is as if we were thralls of the great mountains.”

Said Ralph, “Is this then the Wall of the World?” “It may well be so,” said Otter; “but this word is at whiles said of something else, which no man alive amongst us has yet seen. It is a part of the tale of the seekers for the Well at the World’s End, whereof we said a word that other day.”

“And the Dry Tree,” said Ralph, “knowest thou thereof?” said Ralph. “Such a tree, much beworshipped,” said Otter, “we have, not very far from Utterbol, on the hither side of the mountains. Yet I have heard old men say that it is but a toy, and an image of that which is verily anigh the Well at the World’s End. But now haste thee to do on thy raiment, for we must needs get to horse in a little while.” “Yet one more word,” said Ralph; “thou sayest that none alive amongst you have seen the Wall of the World?” “None alive,” quoth Otter; “forsooth what the dead may see, that is another question.” Said Ralph: “But have ye not known of any who have sought to the Well from this land, which is so nigh thereunto?” “Such there have been,” said Otter; “but if they found it, they found something beyond it, or came west again by some way else than by Utterbol; for they never came back again to us.”

Therewith he turned on his heel, and went his ways, and up came David and one with him bringing victual; and David said: “Now, thou lucky one, here is come thy breakfast! for we shall presently be on our way. Cast on thy raiment, and eat and strengthen thyself for the day’s work. Hast thou looked well on the mountains?” “Yea,” said Ralph, “and the sight of them has made me as little downhearted as thou art. For thou art joyous of mood this morning.” David nodded and smiled, and looked so merry that Ralph wondered what was toward. Then he went into his tent and clad himself, and ate his breakfast, and then gat to horse and rode betwixt two of the men-at-arms, he and Otter; for David was ridden forward to speak with the Lord. Otter talked ever gaily enough; but Ralph heeded him little a while, but had his eyes ever on the mountains, and could see that for all they were so dark, and filled up so much of the eastward heaven, they were so far away that he could see but little of them save that they were dark blue and huge, and one rising up behind the other.

Thus they rode the down country, till at last, two hours before noon, coming over the brow of a long down, they had before them a shallow dale, pleasanter than aught they had yet seen. It was well-grassed, and a little river ran through it, from which went narrow leats held up by hatches, so that the more part of the valley bottom was a water-meadow, wherein as now were grazing many kine and sheep. There were willows about the banks of the river, and in an ingle of it stood a grange or homestead, with many roofs half hidden by clumps of tall old elm trees. Other houses there were in the vale; two or three cots, to wit, on the slope of the hither down, and some half-dozen about the homestead; and above and beyond all these, on a mound somewhat away from the river and the grange, a great square tower, with barriers and bailey all dight ready for war, and with a banner of the Lord’s hanging out. But between the tower and the river stood as now a great pavilion of snow-white cloth striped with gold and purple; and round about it were other tents, as though a little army were come into the vale.

So when they looked into that fair place, Otter the Captain rose in the stirrups and cast up his hand for joy, and cried out aloud: “Now, young knight, now we are come home: how likest thou my Lord’s land?”

“It is a fair land,” said Ralph; “but is there not come some one to bid thy Lord battle for it? or what mean the tents down yonder?”

Said Otter, laughing: “Nay, nay, it hath not come to that yet. Yonder is my Lord’s lady-wife, who hath come to meet him, but in love, so to say, not in battle — not yet. Though I say not that the cup of love betwixt them be brim-full. But this it behoveth me not to speak of, though thou art to be my brother-in-arms, since we are to tilt together presently: for lo! yonder the tilt-yard, my lad.”

Therewith he pointed to the broad green meadow: but Ralph said: “How canst thou, a free man, be brother-in-arms to a thrall?” “Nay, lad,” quoth Otter, “let not that wasp sting thee: for even such was I, time was. Nay, such am I now, but that a certain habit of keeping my wits in a fray maketh me of avail to my Lord, so that I am well looked to. Forsooth in my Lord’s land the free men are of little account, since they must oftenest do as my Lord and my Lord’s thralls bid them. Truly, brother, it is we who have the wits and the luck to rise above the whipping-post and the shackles that are the great men hereabouts. I say we, for I deem that thou wilt do no less, whereas thou hast the lucky look in thine eyes. So let to-day try it.”

As he spake came many glittering figures from out of those tents, and therewithal arose the sound of horns and clashing of cymbals, and their own horns gave back the sound of welcome. Then Ralph saw a man in golden armour of strange, outlandish fashion, sitting on a great black horse beside the Lord’s litter; and Otter said: “Lo! my Lord, armed and a-horseback to meet my lady: she looketh kinder on him thus; though in thine ear be it said, he is no great man of war; nor need he be, since he hath us for his shield and his hauberk.”

Herewith were they come on to the causeway above the green meadows, and presently drew rein before the pavilion, and stood about in a half-ring facing a two score of gaily clad men-at-arms, who had come with the Lady and a rout of folk of the household. Then the Lord gat off his horse, and stood in his golden armour, and all the horns and other music struck up, and forth from the pavilion came the Lady with a half-score of her women clad gaily in silken gowns of green, and blue, and yellow, broidered all about with gold and silver, but with naked feet, and having iron rings on their arms, so that Ralph saw that they were thralls. Something told him that his damsel should be amongst these, so he gazed hard on them, but though they were goodly enough there was none of them like to her.

As to the Queen, she was clad all in fine linen and gold, with gold shoes on her feet: her arms came bare from out of the linen: great they were, and the hands not small; but the arms round and fair, and the hands shapely, and all very white and rosy: her hair was as yellow as any that can be seen, and it was plenteous, and shed all down about her. Her eyes were blue and set wide apart, her nose a little snubbed, her mouth wide, full-lipped and smiling. She was very tall, a full half-head taller than any of her women: yea, as tall as a man who is above the middle height of men.

Now she came forward hastily with long strides, and knelt adown before the Lord, but even as she kneeled looked round with a laughing face. The Lord stooped down to her and took her by both hands, and raised her up, and kissed her on the cheek (and he looked but little and of no presence beside her:) and he said: “Hail to thee, my Lady; thou art come far from thine home to meet me, and I thank thee therefor. Is it well with our House?”

She spake seeming carelessly and loud; but her voice was somewhat husky: “Yea, my Lord, all is well; few have done amiss, and the harvest is plenteous.” As she spake the Lord looked with knit brows at the damsels behind her, as if he were seeking something; and the Lady followed his eyes, smiling a little and flushing as if with merriment.

But the Lord was silent a while, and then let his brow clear and said: “Yea, Lady, thou art thanked for coming to meet us; and timely is thy coming, since there is game and glee for thee at hand; I have cheapened a likely thrall of Morfinn the Unmanned, and he is a gift to thee; and he hath given out that he is no ill player with the spear after the fashion of them of the west; and we are going to prove his word here in this meadow presently.”

The Lady’s face grew glad, and she said, looking toward the ring of new comers: “Yea, Lord, and which of these is he, if he be here?”

The Lord turned a little to point out Ralph, but even therewith the Lady’s eyes met Ralph’s, who reddened for shame of being so shown to a great lady; but as for her she flushed bright red all over her face and even to her bosom, and trouble came into her eyes, and she looked adown. But the Lord said: “Yonder is the youngling, the swordless one in the green coat; a likely lad, if he hath not lied about his prowess; and he can sing thee a song withal, and tell a piteous tale of old, and do all that those who be reared in the lineages of the westlands deem meet and due for men of knightly blood. Dost thou like the looks of him, lady! wilt thou have him?”

The Lady still held her head down, and tormented the grass with her foot, and murmured somewhat; for she could not come to herself again as yet. So the Lord looked sharply on her and said: “Well, when this tilting is over, thou shalt tell me thy mind of him; for if he turn out a dastard I would not ask thee to take him.”

Now the lady lifted up her face, and she was grown somewhat pale; but she forced her speech to come, and said: “It is well, Lord, but now come thou into my pavilion, for thy meat is ready, and it lacketh but a minute or so of noon.” So he took her hand and led her in to the pavilion, and all men got off their horses, and fell to pitching the tents and getting their meat ready; but Otter drew Ralph apart into a nook of the homestead, and there they ate their meat together.






  








CHAPTER 36
 

The Talk of Two Women Concerning Ralph
 

But when dinner was done, came David and a man with him bringing Ralph’s war gear, and bade him do it on, while the folk were fencing the lists, which they were doing with such stuff as they had at the Tower; and the Lord had been calling for Otter that he might command him what he should tell to the marshals of the lists and how all should be duly ordered, wherefore he went up unto the Tower whither the Lord had now gone. So Ralph did on his armour, which was not right meet for tilting, being over light for such work; and his shield in especial was but a target for a sergeant, which he had brought at Cheaping Knowe; but he deemed that his deftness and much use should bear him well through.

Now, the Lady had abided in her pavilion when her Lord went abroad; anon after she sent all her women away, save one whom she loved, and to whom she was wont to tell the innermost of her mind; though forsooth she mishandled her at whiles; for she was hot of temper, and over-ready with her hands when she was angry; though she was nowise cruel. But the woman aforesaid, who was sly and sleek, and somewhat past her first youth, took both her caresses and her buffets with patience, for the sake of the gifts and largesse wherewith they were bought. So now she stood by the board in the pavilion with her head drooping humbly, yet smiling to herself and heedful of whatso might betide. But the Lady walked up and down the pavilion hastily, as one much moved.

At last she spake as she walked and said: “Agatha, didst thou see him when my Lord pointed him out?” “Yea,” said the woman lifting her face a little.

“And what seemed he to thee?” said the Lady. “O my Lady,” quoth Agatha, “what seemed he to thee?” The lady stood and turned and looked at her; she was slender and dark and sleek; and though her lips moved not, and her eyes did not change, a smile seemed to steal over her face whether she would or not. The Lady stamped her foot and lifted her hand and cried out. “What! dost thou deem thyself meet for him?” And she caught her by the folds over her bosom. But Agatha looked up into her face with a simple smile as of a child: “Dost thou deem him meet for thee, my Lady — he a thrall, and thou so great?” The Lady took her hand from her, but her face flamed with anger and she stamped on the ground again: “What dost thou mean?” she said; “am I not great enough to have what I want when it lieth close to my hand?” Agatha looked on her sweetly, and said in a soft voice: “Stretch out thine hand for it then.” The Lady looked at her grimly, and said: “I understand thy jeer; thou meanest that he will not be moved by me, he being so fair, and I being but somewhat fair. Wilt thou have me beat thee? Nay, I will send thee to the White Pillar when we come home to Utterbol.”

The woman smiled again, and said: “My Lady, when thou hast sent me to the White Pillar, or the Red, or the Black, my stripes will not mend the matter for thee, or quench the fear of thine heart that by this time, since he is a grown man, he loveth some other. Yet belike he will obey thee if thou command, even to the lying in the same bed with thee; for he is a thrall.” The Lady hung her head, but Agatha went on in her sweet clear voice: “The Lord will think little of it, and say nothing of it unless thou anger him otherwise; or unless, indeed, he be minded to pick a quarrel with thee, and hath baited a trap with this stripling. But that is all unlike: thou knowest why, and how that he loveth the little finger of that new-come thrall of his (whom ye left at home at Utterbol in his despite), better than all thy body, for all thy white skin and lovely limbs. Nay, now I think of it, I deem that he meaneth this gift to make an occasion for the staying of any quarrel with thee, that he may stop thy mouth from crying out at him — well, what wilt thou do? he is a mighty Lord.”

The Lady looked up (for she had hung her head at first), her face all red with shame, yet smiling, though ruefully, and she said: “Well, thou art determined that if thou art punished it shall not be for naught. But thou knowest not my mind.” “Yea, Lady,” said Agatha, smiling in despite of herself, “that may well be.”

Now the Lady turned from her, and went and sat upon a stool that was thereby, and said nothing a while; only covering her face with her hands and rocking herself to and fro, while Agatha stood looking at her. At last she said: “Hearken, Agatha, I must tell thee what lieth in mine heart, though thou hast been unkind to me and hast tried to hurt my soul. Now, thou art self-willed, and hot-blooded, and not unlovely, so that thou mayst have loved and been loved ere now. But thou art so wily and subtle that mayhappen thou wilt not understand what I mean, when I say that love of this young man hath suddenly entered into my heart, so that I long for him more this minute than I did the last, and the next minute shall long still more. And I long for him to love me, and not alone to pleasure me.”

“Mayhappen it will so betide without any pushing the matter,” said Agatha.

“Nay,” said the Lady, “Nay; my heart tells me that it will not be so; for I have seen him, that he is of higher kind than we be; as if he were a god come down to us, who if he might not cast his love upon a goddess, would disdain to love an earthly woman, little-minded and in whom perfection is not.” Therewith the tears began to run from her eyes; but Agatha looked on her with a subtle smile and said: “O my Lady! and thou hast scarce seen him! And yet I will not say but that I understand this. But as to the matter of a goddess, I know not. Many would say that thou sitting on thine ivory chair in thy golden raiment, with thy fair bosom and white arms and yellow hair, wert not ill done for the image of a goddess; and this young man may well think so of thee. However that may be, there is something else I will say to thee; (and thou knowest that I speak the truth to thee — most often — though I be wily). This is the word, that although thou hast time and again treated me like the thrall I am, I deem thee no ill woman, but rather something overgood for Utterbol and the dark lord thereof.”

Now sat the Lady shaken with sobs, and weeping without stint; but she looked up at that word and said: “Nay, nay, Agatha, it is not so. To-day hath this man’s eyes been a candle to me, that I may see myself truly; and I know that though I am a queen and not uncomely, I am but coarse and little-minded. I rage in my household when the whim takes me, and I am hot-headed, and masterful, and slothful, and should belike be untrue if there were any force to drive me thereto. And I suffer my husband to go after other women, and this new thrall is especial, so that I may take my pleasure unstayed with other men whom I love not greatly. Yes, I am foolish, and empty-headed, and unclean. And all this he will see through my queenly state, and my golden gown, and my white skin withal.”

Agatha looked on her curiously, but smiling no more. At last she said: “What is to do, then? or must I think of something for thee?”

“I know not, I know not,” said the Lady between her sobs; “yet if I might be in such case that he might pity me; belike it might blind his eyes to the ill part of me. Yea,” she said, rising up and falling walking to and fro swiftly, “if he might hurt me and wound me himself, and I so loving him.”

Said Agatha coldly: “Yes, Lady, I am not wily for naught; and I both deem that I know what is in thine heart, and that it is good for something; and moreover that I may help thee somewhat therein. So in a few days thou shalt see whether I am worth something more than hard words and beating. Only thou must promise in all wise to obey me, though I be the thrall, and thou the Lady, and to leave all the whole matter in my hands.”

Quoth the Lady: “That is easy to promise; for what may I do by myself?”

Then Agatha fell pondering a while, and said thereafter: “First, thou shalt get me speech with my Lord, and cause him to swear immunity to me, whatsoever I shall say or do herein.” Said the Lady: “Easy is this. What more hast thou?”

Said Agatha: “It were better for thee not to go forth to see the jousting; because thou art not to be trusted that thou show not thy love openly when the youngling is in peril; and if thou put thy lord to shame openly before the people, he must needs thwart thy will, and be fierce and cruel, and then it will go hard with thy darling. So thou shalt not go from the pavilion till the night is dark, and thou mayst feign thyself sick meantime.”

“Sick enough shall I be if I may not go forth to see how my love is faring in his peril: this at least is hard to me; but so be it! At least thou wilt come and tell me how he speedeth.” “Oh yes,” said Agatha, “if thou must have it so; but fear thou not, he shall do well enough.”

Said the Lady: “Ah, but thou wottest how oft it goes with a chance stroke, that the point pierceth where it should not; nay, where by likelihood it could not.”

“Nay,” said Agatha, “what chance is there in this, when the youngling knoweth the whole manner of the play, and his foemen know naught thereof? It is as the chance betwixt Geoffrey the Minstrel and Black Anselm, when they play at chess together, that Anselm must needs be mated ere he hath time to think of his fourth move. I wot of these matters, my Lady. Now, further, I would have thy leave to marshal thy maids about the seat where thou shouldest be, and moreover there should be someone in thy seat, even if I sat in it myself.” Said the Lady: “Yea, sit there if thou wilt.”

“Woe’s me!” said Agatha laughing, “why should I sit there? I am like to thee, am I not?” “Yea,” said the Lady, “as the swan is like to the loon.” “Yea, my Lady,” said Agatha, “which is the swan and which the loon? Well, well, fear not; I shall set Joyce in thy seat by my Lord’s leave; she is tall and fair, and forsooth somewhat like to thee.” “Why wilt thou do this?” quoth the Lady; “Why should thralls sit in my seat?” Said Agatha: “O, the tale is long to tell; but I would confuse that young man’s memory of thee somewhat, if his eyes fell on thee at all when ye met e’en now, which is to be doubted.”

The Lady started up in sudden wrath, and cried out: “She had best not be too like to me then, and strive to draw his eyes to her, or I will have her marked for diversity betwixt us. Take heed, take heed!”

Agatha looked softly on her and said: “My Lady. Ye fair-skinned, open-faced women should look to it not to show yourselves angry before men-folk. For open wrath marreth your beauty sorely. Leave scowls and fury to the dark-browed, who can use them without wrying their faces like a three months’ baby with the colic. Now that is my last rede as now. For methinks I can hear the trumpets blowing for the arraying of the tourney. Wherefore I must go to see to matters, while thou hast but to be quiet. And to-night make much of my Lord, and bid him see me to-morrow, and give heed to what I shall say to him. But if I meet him without, now, as is most like, I shall bid him in to thee, that thou mayst tell him of Joyce, and her sitting in thy seat. Otherwise I will tell him as soon as he is set down in his place. Sooth to say, he is little like to quarrel with either thee or me for setting a fair woman other than thee by his side.”

Therewith she lifted the tent lap and went out, stepping daintily, and her slender body swaying like a willow branch, and came at once face to face with the Lord of Utterbol, and bowed low and humbly before him, though her face, unseen of him, smiled mockingly. The Lord looked on her greedily, and let his hand and arm go over her shoulder, and about her side, and he drew her to him, and kissed her, and said: “What, Agatha! and why art thou not bringing forth thy mistress to us?” She raised her face to him, and murmured softly, as one afraid, but with a wheedling smile on her face and in her eyes: “Nay, my Lord, she will abide within to-day, for she is ill at ease; if your grace goeth in, she will tell thee what she will have.”

“Agatha,” quoth he, “I will hear her, and I will do her pleasure if thou ask me so to do.” Then Agatha cast down her eyes, and her speech was so low and sweet that it was as the cooing of a dove, as she said: “O my Lord, what is this word of thine?”

He kissed her again, and said: “Well, well, but dost thou ask it?” “O yea, yea, my Lord,” said she.

“It is done then,” said the Lord; and he let her go; for he had been stroking her arm and shoulder, and she hurried away, laughing inwardly, to the Lady’s women. But he went into the pavilion after he had cast one look at her.






  








CHAPTER 37
 

How Ralph Justed With the Aliens
 

Meanwhile Captain Otter had brought Ralph into the staked-out lists, which, being hastily pitched, were but slenderly done, and now the Upmeads stripling stood there beside a good horse which they had brought to him, and Otter had been speaking to him friendly. But Ralph saw the Lord come forth from the pavilion and take his seat on an ivory chair set on a turf ridge close to the stakes of the lists: for that place was used of custom for such games as they exercised in the lands of Utterbol. Then presently the Lady’s women came out of their tents, and, being marshalled by Agatha, went into the Queen’s pavilion, whence they came forth again presently like a bed of garden flowers moving, having in the midst of them a woman so fair, and clad so gloriously, that Ralph must needs look on her, though he were some way off, and take note of her beauty. She went and sat her down beside the Lord, and Ralph doubted not that it was the Queen, whom he had but glanced at when they first made stay before the pavilion. Sooth to say, Joyce being well nigh as tall as the Queen, and as white of skin, was otherwise a far fairer woman.

Now spake Otter to Ralph: “I must leave thee here, lad, and go to the other side, as I am to run against thee.” Said Ralph: “Art thou to run first?” “Nay, but rather last,” said Otter; “they will try thee first with one of the sergeants, and if he overcome thee, then all is done, and thou art in an evil plight. Otherwise will they find another and another, and at last it will be my turn. So keep thee well, lad.”

Therewith he rode away, and there came to Ralph one of the sergeants, who brought him a spear, and bade him to horse. So Ralph mounted and took the spear in hand; and the sergeant said: “Thou art to run at whatsoever meeteth thee when thou hast heard the third blast of the horn. Art thou ready?” “Yea, yea,” said Ralph; “but I see that the spear-head is not rebated, so that we are to play at sharps.”

“Art thou afraid, youngling?” said the sergeant, who was old and crabbed, “if that be so, go and tell the Lord: but thou wilt find that he will not have his sport wholly spoiled, but will somehow make a bolt or a shaft out of thee.”

Said Ralph: “I did but jest; I deem myself not so near my death to-day as I have been twice this summer or oftener.” Said the sergeant, “It is ill jesting in matters wherein my Lord hath to do. Now thou hast heard my word: do after it.”

Therewith he departed, and Ralph laughed and shook the spear aloft, and deemed it not over strong; but he said to himself that the spears of the others would be much the same.

Now the horn blew up thrice, and at the latest blast Ralph pricked forth, as one well used to the tilt, but held his horse well in hand; and he saw a man come driving against him with his spear in the rest, and deemed him right big; but this withal he saw, that the man was ill arrayed, and was pulling on his horse as one not willing to trust him to the rush; and indeed he came on so ill that it was clear that he would never strike Ralph’s shield fairly. So he swerved as they met, so that his spear-point was never near to Ralph, who turned his horse toward him a little, and caught his foeman by the gear about his neck, and spurred on, so that he dragged him clean out of his saddle, and let him drop, and rode back quietly to his place, and got off his horse to see to his girths; and he heard great laughter rising up from the ring of men, and from the women also. But the Lord of Utterbol cried out: “Bring forth some one who doth not eat my meat for nothing: and set that wretch and dastard aside till the tilting be over, and then he shall pay a little for his wasted meat and drink.”

Ralph got into his saddle again, and saw a very big man come forth at the other end of the lists, and wondered if he should be overthrown of him; but noted that his horse seemed not over good. Then the horn blew up and he spurred on, and his foeman met him fairly in the midmost of the lists: yet he laid his spear but ill, and as one who would thrust and foin with it rather than letting it drive all it might, so that Ralph turned the point with his shield that it glanced off, but he himself smote the other full on the shoulder, and the shaft brake, but the point had pierced the man’s armour, and the truncheon stuck in the wound: yet since the spear was broken he kept his saddle. The Lord cried out, “Well, Black Anselm, this is better done; yet art thou a big man and a well-skilled to be beaten by a stripling.”

So the man was helped away and Ralph went back to his place again.

Then another man was gotten to run against Ralph, and it went the same-like way: for Ralph smote him amidst of the shield, and the spear held, so that he fell floundering off his horse.

Six of the stoutest men of Utterbol did Ralph overthrow or hurt in this wise; and then he ran three courses with Otter, and in the first two each brake his spear fairly on the other; but in the third Otter smote not Ralph squarely, but Ralph smote full amidst of his shield, and so dight him that he well-nigh fell, and could not master his horse, but yet just barely kept his saddle.

Then the Lord cried out: “Now make we an end of it! We have no might against this youngling, man to man: or else would Otter have done it. This comes of learning a craft diligently.”

So Ralph got off his horse, and did off his helm and awaited tidings; and anon comes to him the surly sergeant, and brought him a cup of wine, and said: “Youngling, thou art to drink this, and then go to my Lord; and I deem that thou art in favour with him. So if thou art not too great a man, thou mightest put in a word for poor Redhead, that first man that did so ill. For my Lord would have him set up, and head down and buttocks aloft, as a target for our bowmen. And it will be his luck if he be sped with the third shot, and last not out to the twentieth.”

“Yea, certes,” said Ralph, “I will do no less, even if it anger the Lord.” “O thou wilt not anger him,” said the man, “for I tell thee, thou art in favour. Yea, and for me also thou mightest say a word also, when thou becomest right great; for have I not brought thee a good bowl of wine?” “Doubt it not, man,” said Ralph, “if I once get safe to Utterbol: weary on it and all its ways!” Said the sergeant: “That is an evil wish for one who shall do well at Utterbol. But come, tarry not.”

So he brought Ralph to the Lord, who still sat in his chair beside that fair woman, and Ralph did obeysance to him; yet he had a sidelong glance also for that fair seeming-queen, and deemed her both proud-looking, and so white-skinned, that she was a wonder, like the queen of the fays: and it was just this that he had noted of the Queen as he stood before her earlier in the day when they first came into the vale; therefore he had no doubt of this damsel’s queenship.

Now the Lord spake to him and said: “Well, youngling, thou hast done well, and better than thy behest: and since ye have been playing at sharps, I deem thou would’st not do ill in battle, if it came to that. So now I am like to make something other of thee than I was minded to at first: for I deem that thou art good enough to be a man. And if thou wilt now ask a boon of me, if it be not over great, I will grant it thee.”

Ralph put one knee to the ground, and said: “Great Lord, I thank thee: but whereas I am in an alien land and seeking great things, I know of no gift which I may take for myself save leave to depart, which I deem thou wilt not grant me. Yet one thing thou mayst do for my asking if thou wilt. If thou be still angry with the carle whom I first unhorsed, I pray thee pardon him his ill-luck.”

“Ill-luck!” said the Lord, “Why, I saw him that he was downright afraid of thee. And if my men are to grow blenchers and soft-hearts what is to do then? But tell me, Otter, what is the name of this carle?” Said Otter, “Redhead he hight, Lord.” Said the Lord: “And what like a man is he in a fray?” “Naught so ill, Lord,” said Otter. “This time, like the rest of us, he knew not this gear. It were scarce good to miss him at the next pinch. It were enough if he had the thongs over his back a few dozen times; it will not be the first day of such cheer to him.”

“Ha!” said the Lord, “and what for, Otter, what for?” “Because he was somewhat rough-handed, Lord,” said Otter. “Then shall we need him and use him some day. Let him go scot free and do better another bout. There is thy boon granted for thee, knight; and another day thou mayst ask something more. And now shall David have a care of thee. And when we come to Utterbol we shall see what is to be done with thee.”

Then Ralph rose up and thanked him, and David came forward, and led him to his tent. And he was wheedling in his ways to him, as if Ralph were now become one who might do him great good if so his will were.

But the Lord went back again into the Tower.

As to the Lady, she abode in her pavilion amidst many fears and desires, till Agatha entered and said: “My Lady, so far all has gone happily.” Said the Lady: “I deemed from the noise and the cry that he was doing well. But tell me, how did he?” “My Lady,” quoth Agatha, “he knocked our folk about well-favouredly, and seemed to think little of it.”

“And Joyce,” said the Lady, “how did she?” “She looked a queen, every inch of her, and she is tall,” said Agatha: “soothly some folk stared on her, but not many knew of her, since she is but new into our house. Though it is a matter of course that all save our new-come knight knew that it was not thou that sat there. And my Lord was well-pleased, and now he hath taken her by the hand and led her into the Tower.”

The Lady reddened and scowled, and said: “And he... did he come anigh her?” “O yea,” said Agatha, “whereas he stood before my Lord a good while, and then kneeled to him to pray pardon for one of our men who had done ill in the tilting: yea, he was nigh enough to her to touch her had he dared, and to smell the fragrance of her raiment. And he seemed to think it good to look out of the corners of his eyes at her; though I do not say that she smiled on him.” The Lady sprang up, her cheeks burning, and walked about angrily a while, striving for words, till at last she said: “When we come home to Utterbol, my lord will see his new thrall again, and will care for Joyce no whit: then will I have my will of her; and she shall learn, she, whether I am verily the least of women at Utterbol! Ha! what sayest thou? Now why wilt thou stand and smile on me? — Yea, I know what is in thy thought; and in very sooth it is good that the dear youngling hath not seen this new thrall, this Ursula. Forsooth, I tell thee that if I durst have her in my hands I would have a true tale out of her as to why she weareth ever that pair of beads about her neck.”

“Now, our Lady,” said Agatha, “thou art marring the fairness of thy face again. I bid thee be at peace, for all shall be well, and other than thou deemest. Tell me, then, didst thou get our Lord to swear immunity for me?” Said the Lady: “Yea, he swore on the edge of the sword that thou mightest say what thou wouldst, and neither he nor any other should lay hand on thee.”

“Good,” said Agatha; “then will I go to him to-morrow morning, when Joyce has gone from him. But now hold up thine heart, and keep close for these two days that we shall yet abide in Tower Dale: and trust me this very evening I shall begin to set tidings going that shall work and grow, and shall one day rejoice thine heart.”

So fell the talk betwixt them.






  








CHAPTER 38
 

A Friend Gives Ralph Warning
 

On the morrow Ralph wandered about the Dale where he would, and none meddled with him. And as he walked east along the stream where the valley began to narrow, he saw a man sitting on the bank fishing with an angle, and when he drew near, the man turned about, and saw him. Then he lays down his angling rod and rises to his feet, and stands facing Ralph, looking sheepish, with his hands hanging down by his sides; and Ralph, who was thinking of other folk, wondered what he would. So he said: “Hail, good fellow! What wouldst thou?” Said the man: “I would thank thee.” “What for?” said Ralph, but as he looked on him he saw that it was Redhead, whose pardon he had won of the Lord yesterday; so he held out his hand, and took Redhead’s, and smiled friendly on him. Redhead looked him full in the face, and though he was both big and very rough-looking, he had not altogether the look of a rascal.

He said: “Fair lord, I would that I might do something for thine avail, and perchance I may: but it is hard to do good deeds in Hell, especially for one of its devils.”

“Yea, is it so bad as that?” said Ralph. “For thee not yet,” said Redhead, “but it may come to it. Hearken, lord, there is none anigh us that I can see, so I will say a word to thee at once. Later on it may be over late: Go thou not to Utterbol whatever may betide.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “but how if I be taken thither?” Quoth Redhead: “I can see this, that thou art so favoured that thou mayst go whither thou wilt about the camp with none to hinder thee. Therefore it will be easy for thee to depart by night and cloud, or in the grey of morning, when thou comest to a good pass, whereof I will tell thee. And still I say, go thou not to Utterbol: for thou art over good to be made a devil of, like to us, and therefore thou shalt be tormented till thy life is spoilt, and by that road shalt thou be sent to heaven.”

“But thou saidst even now,” said Ralph, “that I was high in the Lord’s grace.” “Yea,” said Redhead, “that may last till thou hast command to do some dastard’s deed and nay-sayest it, as thou wilt: and then farewell to thee; for I know what my Lord meaneth for thee.” “Yea,” said Ralph, “and what is that?” Said Redhead; “He hath bought thee to give to his wife for a toy and a minion, and if she like thee, it will be well for a while: but on the first occasion that serveth him, and she wearieth of thee (for she is a woman like a weather-cock), he will lay hand on thee and take the manhood from thee, and let thee drift about Utterbol a mock for all men. For already at heart he hateth thee.”

Ralph stood pondering this word, for somehow it chimed in with the thought already in his heart. Yet how should he not go to Utterbol with the Damsel abiding deliverance of him there: and yet again, if they met there and were espied on, would not that ruin everything for her as well as for him?

At last he said: “Good fellow, this may be true, but how shall I know it for true before I run the risk of fleeing away, instead of going on to Utterbol, whereas folk deem honour awaiteth me.”

Said Redhead: “There is no honour at Utterbol save for such as are unworthy of honour. But thy risk is as I say, and I shall tell thee whence I had my tale, since I love thee for thy kindness to me, and thy manliness. It was told me yester-eve by a woman who is in the very privity of the Lady of Utterbol, and is well with the Lord also: and it jumpeth with mine own thought on the matter; so I bid thee beware: for what is in me to grieve would be sore grieved wert thou cast away.”

“Well,” said Ralph, “let us sit down here on the bank and then tell me more; but go on with thine angling the while, lest any should see us.”

So they sat down, and Redhead did as Ralph bade; and he said: “Lord, I have bidden thee to flee; but this is an ill land to flee from, and indeed there is but one pass whereby ye may well get away from this company betwixt this and Utterbol; and we shall encamp hard by it on the second day of our faring hence. Yet I must tell thee that it is no road for a dastard; for it leadeth through the forest up into the mountains: yet such as it is, for a man bold and strong like thee, I bid thee take it: and I can see to it that leaving this company shall be easy to thee: only thou must make up thy mind speedily, since the time draws so nigh, and when thou art come to Utterbol with all this rout, and the house full, and some one or other dogging each footstep of thine, fleeing will be another matter. Now thus it is: on that same second night, not only is the wood at hand to cover thee, but I shall be chief warder of the side of the camp where thou lodgest, so that I can put thee on the road: and if I were better worth, I would say, take me with thee, but as it is, I will not burden thee with that prayer.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “I have had one guide in this country-side and he bewrayed me. This is a matter of life and death, so I will speak out and say how am I to know but that thou also art going about to bewray me?”

Redhead lept up to his feet, and roared out: “What shall I say? what shall I say? By the soul of my father I am not bewraying thee. May all the curses of Utterbol be sevenfold heavier on me if I am thy traitor and dastard.”

“Softly lad, softly,” said Ralph, “lest some one should hear thee. Content thee, I must needs believe thee if thou makest so much noise about it.”

Then Redhead sat him down again, and for all that he was so rough and sturdy a carle he fell a-weeping.

“Nay, nay,” said Ralph, “this is worse in all wise than the other noise. I believe thee as well as a man can who is dealing with one who is not his close friend, and who therefore spareth truth to his friend because of many years use and wont. Come to thyself again and let us look at this matter square in the face, and speedily too, lest some unfriend or busybody come on us. There now! Now, in the first place dost thou know why I am come into this perilous and tyrannous land?”

Said Redhead: “I have heard it said that thou art on the quest of the Well at the World’s End.”

“And that is but the sooth,” said Ralph. “Well then,” quoth Redhead, “there is the greater cause for thy fleeing at the time and in the manner I have bidden thee. For there is a certain sage who dwelleth in the wildwood betwixt that place and the Great Mountains, and he hath so much lore concerning the Mountains, yea, and the Well itself, that if he will tell thee what he can tell, thou art in a fair way to end thy quest happily. What sayest thou then?”

Said Ralph, “I say that the Sage is good if I may find him. But there is another cause why I have come hither from Goldburg.” “What is that?” said Redhead. “This,” said Ralph, “to come to Utterbol.” “Heaven help us!” quoth Redhead, “and wherefore?”

Ralph said: “Belike it is neither prudent nor wise to tell thee, but I do verily trust thee; so hearken! I go to Utterbol to deliver a friend from Utterbol; and this friend is a woman — hold a minute — and this woman, as I believe, hath been of late brought to Utterbol, having been taken out of the hands of one of the men of the mountains that lie beyond Cheaping Knowe.”

Redhead stared astonished, and kept silence awhile; then he said: “Now all the more I say, flee! flee! flee! Doubtless the woman is there, whom thou seekest; for it would take none less fair and noble than that new-come thrall to draw to her one so fair and noble as thou art. But what availeth it? If thou go to Utterbol thou wilt destroy both her and thee. For know, that we can all see that the Lord hath set his love on this damsel; and what better can betide, if thou come to Utterbol, but that the Lord shall at once see that there is love betwixt you two, and then there will be an end of the story.”

“How so?” quoth Ralph. Said Redhead: “At Utterbol all do the will of the Lord of Utterbol, and he is so lustful and cruel, and so false withal, that his will shall be to torment the damsel to death, and to geld and maim thee; so that none hereafter shall know how goodly and gallant thou hast been.”

“Redhead,” quoth Ralph much moved, “though thou art in no knightly service, thou mayst understand that it is good for a friend to die with a friend.”

“Yea, forsooth,” said Redhead, “If he may do no more to help than that! Wouldst thou not help the damsel? Now when thou comest back from the quest of the Well at the World’s End, thou wilt be too mighty and glorious for the Lord of Utterbol to thrust thee aside like to an over eager dog; and thou mayst help her then. But now I say to thee, and swear to thee, that three days after thou hast met thy beloved in Utterbol she will be dead. I would that thou couldst ask someone else nearer to the Lord than I have been. The tale would be the same as mine.”

Now soothly to say it, this was even what Ralph had feared would be, and he could scarce doubt Redhead’s word. So he sat there pondering the matter a good while, and at last he said: “My friend, I will trust thee with another thing; I have a mind to flee to the wildwood, and yet come to Utterbol for the damsel’s deliverance.” “Yea,” said Redhead, “and how wilt thou work in the matter?” Said Ralph; “How would it be if I came hither in other guise than mine own, so that I should not be known either by the damsel or her tyrants?”

Said Redhead: “There were peril in that; yet hope also. Yea, and in one way thou mightest do it; to wit, if thou wert to find that Sage, and tell him thy tale: if he be of good will to thee, he might then change not thy gear only, but thy skin also; for he hath exceeding great lore.”

“Well,” said Ralph, “Thou mayst look upon it as certain that on that aforesaid night, I will do my best to shake off this company of tyrant and thralls, unless I hear fresh tidings, so that I must needs change my purpose. But I will ask thee to give me some token that all holds together some little time beforehand.” Quoth Redhead: “Even so shall it be; thou shalt see me at latest on the eve of the night of thy departure; but on the night before that if it be anywise possible.”

“Now will I go away from thee,” said Ralph, “and I thank thee heartily for thine help, and deem thee my friend. And if thou think better of fleeing with me, thou wilt gladden me the more.” Redhead shook his head but spake not, and Ralph went his ways down the dale.






  








CHAPTER 39
 

The Lord of Utterbol Makes Ralph a Free Man
 

He went to and fro that day and the next, and none meddled with him; with Redhead he spake not again those days, but had talk with Otter and David, who were blithe enough with him. Agatha he saw not at all; nor the Lady, and still deemed that the white-skinned woman whom he had seen sitting by the Lord after the tilting was the Queen.

As for the Lady she abode in her pavilion, and whiles lay in a heap on the floor weeping, or dull and blind with grief; whiles she walked up and down mad wroth with whomsoever came in her way, even to the dealing out of stripes and blows to her women.

But on the eve before the day of departure Agatha came into her, and chid her, and bade her be merry: “I have seen the Lord and told him what I would, and found it no hard matter to get him to yeasay our plot, which were hard to carry out without his goodwill. Withal the seed that I have sowed two days or more ago is bearing fruit; so that thou mayst look to it that whatsoever plight we may be in, we shall find a deliverer.”

“I wot not thy meaning,” quoth the Lady, “but I deem thou wilt now tell me what thou art planning, and give me some hope, lest I lay hands on myself.”

Then Agatha told her without tarrying what she was about doing for her, the tale of which will be seen hereafter; and when she had done, the Lady mended her cheer, and bade bring meat and drink, and was once more like a great and proud Lady.

On the morn of departure, when Ralph arose, David came to him and said: “My Lord is astir already, and would see thee for thy good.” So Ralph went with David, who brought him to the Tower, and there they found the Lord sitting in a window, and Otter stood before him, and some others of his highest folk. But beside him sat Joyce, and it seemed that he thought it naught but good to hold her hand and play with the fingers thereof, though all those great men were by; and Ralph had no thought of her but that she was the Queen.

So Ralph made obeisance to the Lord and stood awaiting his word; and the Lord said: “We have been thinking of thee, young man, and have deemed thy lot to be somewhat of the hardest, if thou must needs be a thrall, since thou art both young and well-born, and so good a man of thine hands. Now, wilt thou be our man at Utterbol?”

Ralph delayed his answer a space and looked at Otter, who seemed to him to frame a Yea with his lips, as who should say, take it. So he said: “Lord, thou art good to me, yet mayst thou be better if thou wilt.”

“Yea, man!” said the Lord knitting his brows; “What shall it be? say thy say, and be done with it.”

“Lord,” said Ralph, “I pray thee to give me my choice, whether I shall go with thee to Utterbol or forbear going?”

“Why, lo you!” said the Lord testily, and somewhat sourly; “thou hast the choice. Have I not told thee that thou art free?” Then Ralph knelt before him, and said: “Lord, I thank thee from a full heart, in that thou wilt suffer me to depart on mine errand, for it is a great one.” The scowl deepened on the Lord’s face, and he turned away from Ralph, and said presently: “Otter take the Knight away and let him have all his armour and weapons and a right good horse; and then let him do as he will, either ride with us, or depart if he will, and whither he will. And if he must needs ride into the desert, and cast himself away in the mountains, so be it. But whatever he hath a mind to, let none hinder him, but further him rather; hearest thou? take him with thee.”

Then was Ralph overflowing with thanks, but the Lord heeded him naught, but looked askance at him and sourly. And he rose up withal, and led the damsel by the hand into another chamber; and she minced in her gait and leaned over to the Lord and spake softly in his ear and laughed, and he laughed in his turn and toyed with her neck and shoulders.

But the great men turned and went their ways from the Tower, and Ralph went with Otter and was full of glee, and as merry as a bird. But Otter looked on him, and said gruffly: “Yea now, thou art like a song-bird but newly let out of his cage. But I can see the string which is tied to thy leg, though thou feelest it not.”

“Why, what now?” quoth Ralph, making as though he were astonished. “Hearken,” said Otter: “there is none nigh us, so I will speak straight out; for I love thee since the justing when we tried our might together. If thou deemest that thou art verily free, ride off on the backward road when we go forward; I warrant me thou shalt presently meet with an adventure, and be brought in a captive for the second time.” “How then,” said Ralph, “hath not the Lord good will toward me?”

Said Otter: “I say not that he is now minded to do thee a mischief for cruelty’s sake; but he is minded to get what he can out of thee. If he use thee not for the pleasuring of his wife (so long as her pleasure in thee lasteth) he will verily use thee for somewhat else. And to speak plainly, I now deem that he will make thee my mate, to use with me, or against me as occasion may serve; so thou shalt be another captain of his host.” He laughed withal, and said again: “But if thou be not wary, thou wilt tumble off that giddy height, and find thyself a thrall once more, and maybe a gelding to boot.” Now waxed Ralph angry and forgat his prudence, and said: “Yea, but how shall he use me when I am out of reach of his hand?” “Oho, young man,” said Otter, “whither away then, to be out of his reach?”

“Why,” quoth Ralph still angrily, “is thy Lord master of all the world?” “Nay,” said the captain, “but of a piece thereof. In short, betwixt Utterbol and Goldburg, and Utterbol and the mountains, and Utterbol and an hundred miles north, and an hundred miles south, there is no place where thou canst live, no place save the howling wilderness, and scarcely there either, where he may not lay hand on thee if he do but whistle. What, man! be not downhearted! come with us to Utterbol, since thou needs must. Be wise, and then the Lord shall have no occasion against thee; above all, beware of crossing him in any matter of a woman. Then who knows” (and here he sunk his voice well nigh to a whisper) “but thou and I together may rule in Utterbol and make better days there.”

Ralph was waxen master of himself by now, and was gotten wary indeed, so he made as if he liked Otter’s counsel well, and became exceeding gay; for indeed the heart within him was verily glad at the thought of his escaping from thralldom; for more than ever now he was fast in his mind to flee at the time appointed by Redhead.

So Otter said: “Well, youngling, I am glad that thou takest it thus, for I deem that if thou wert to seek to depart, the Lord would make it an occasion against thee.”

“Such an occasion shall he not have, fellow in arms,” quoth Ralph. “But tell me, we ride presently, and I suppose are bound for Utterness by the shortest road?” “Yea,” said Otter, “and anon we shall come to the great forest which lieth along our road all the way to Utterness and beyond it; for the town is, as it were, an island in the sea of woodland which covers all, right up to the feet of the Great Mountains, and does what it may to climb them whereso the great wall or its buttresses are anywise broken down toward our country; but the end of it lieth along our road, as I said, and we do but skirt it. A woeful wood it is, and save for the hunting of the beasts, which be there in great plenty, with wolves and bears, yea, and lions to boot, which come down from the mountains, there is no gain in it. No gain, though forsooth they say that some have found it gainful.”

“How so?” said Ralph. Said Otter: “That way lieth the way to the Well at the World’s End, if one might find it. If at any time we were clear of Utterbol, I have a mind for the adventure along with thee, lad, and so I deem hast thou from all the questions thou hast put to me thereabout.”

Ralph mastered himself so that his face changed not, and he said: “Well, Captain, that may come to pass; but tell me, are there any tokens known whereby a man shall know that he is on the right path to the Well?”

“The report of folk goeth,” said Otter, “concerning one token, where is the road and the pass through the Great Mountains, to wit, that on the black rock thereby is carven the image of a Fighting Man, or monstrous giant, of the days long gone by. Of other signs I can tell thee naught; and few of men are alive that can. But there is a Sage dwelleth in the wood under the mountains to whom folk seek for his diverse lore; and he, if he will, say men, can set forth all the way, and its perils, and how to escape them. Well, knight, when the time comes, thou and I will go find him together, for he at least is not hard to find, and if he be gracious to us, then will we on our quest. But as now, see ye, they have struck our tents and the Queen’s pavilion also; so to horse, is the word.”

“Yea,” quoth Ralph, looking curiously toward the place where the Queen’s pavilion had stood; “is not yonder the Queen’s litter taking the road?” “Yea, surely,” said Otter.

“Then the litter will be empty,” said Ralph. “Maybe, or maybe not,” said Otter; “but now I must get me gone hastily to my folk; doubtless we shall meet upon the road to Utterbol.”

So he turned and went his ways; and Ralph also ran to his horse, whereby was David already in the saddle, and so mounted, and the whole rout moved slowly from out of Vale Turris, Ralph going ever by David. The company was now a great one, for many wains were joined to them, laden with meal, and fleeces, and other household stuff, and withal there was a great herd of neat, and of sheep, and of goats, which the Lord’s men had been gathering in the fruitful country these two days; but the Lord was tarrying still in the tower.






  








CHAPTER 40
 

They Ride Toward Utterness From Out of Vale Turris
 

So they rode by a good highway, well beaten, past the Tower and over the ridge of the valley, and came full upon the terrible sight of the Great Mountains, and the sea of woodland lay before them, swelling and falling, and swelling again, till it broke grey against the dark blue of the mountain wall. They went as the way led, down hill, and when they were at the bottom, thence along their highway parted the tillage and fenced pastures from the rough edges of the woodland like as a ditch sunders field from field. They had the wildwood ever on their right hand, and but a little way from where they rode the wood thickened for the more part into dark and close thicket, the trees whereof were so tall that they hid the overshadowing mountains whenso they rode the bottoms, though when the way mounted on the ridges, and the trees gave back a little, they had sight of the woodland and the mountains. On the other hand at whiles the thicket came close up to the roadside.

Now David biddeth press on past the wains and the driven beasts, which were going very slowly. So did they, and at last were well nigh at the head of the Lord’s company, but when Ralph would have pressed on still, David refrained him, and said that they must by no means outgo the Queen’s people, or even mingle with them; so they rode on softly. But as the afternoon was drawing toward evening they heard great noise of horns behind them, and the sound of horses galloping. Then David drew Ralph to the side of the way, and everybody about, both before and behind them, drew up in wise at the wayside, and or ever Ralph could ask any question, came a band of men-at-arms at the gallop led by Otter, and after them the Lord on his black steed, and beside him on a white palfrey the woman whom Ralph had seen in the Tower, and whom he had taken for the Queen, her light raiment streaming out from her, and her yellow hair flying loose. They passed in a moment of time, and then David and Ralph and the rest rode on after them.

Then said Ralph: “The Queen rideth well and hardily.” “Yea,” said David, screwing his face into a grin, would he or no. Ralph beheld him, and it came into his mind that this was not the Queen whom he had looked on when they first came into Vale Turris, and he said: “What then! this woman is not the Queen?”

David spake not for a while, and then he answered: “Sir Knight, there be matters whereof we servants of my Lord say little or nothing, and thou wert best to do the like.” And no more would he say thereon.






  








CHAPTER 41
 

Redhead Keeps Tryst
 

They rode not above a dozen miles that day, and pitched their tents and pavilions in the fair meadows by the wayside looking into the thick of the forest. There this betid to tell of, that when Ralph got off his horse, and the horse-lads were gathered about the men-at-arms and high folk, who should take Ralph’s horse but Redhead, who made a sign to him by lifting his eyebrows as if he were asking him somewhat; and Ralph took it as a question as to whether his purpose held to flee on the morrow night; so he nodded a yeasay, just so much as Redhead might note it; and naught else befell betwixt them.

When it was barely dawn after that night, Ralph awoke with the sound of great stir in the camp, and shouting of men and lowing and bleating of beasts; so he looked out, and saw that the wains and the flocks and herds were being got on to the road, so that they might make good way before the company of the camp took the road. But he heeded it little and went to sleep again.

When it was fully morning he arose, and found that the men were not hastening their departure, but were resting by the wood-side and disporting them about the meadow; so he wandered about amongst the men-at-arms and serving-men, and came across Redhead and hailed him; and there was no man very nigh to them; so Redhead looked about him warily, and then spake swiftly and softly: “Fail not to-night! fail not! For yesterday again was I told by one who wotteth surely, what abideth thee at Utterbol if thou go thither. I say if thou fail, thou shalt repent but once — all thy life long to wit.”

Ralph nodded his head, and said: “Fear not, I will not fail thee.” And therewith they turned away from each other lest they should be noted.

About two hours before noon they got to horse again, and, being no more encumbered with the wains and the beasts, rode at a good pace. As on the day before the road led them along the edge of the wildwood, and whiles it even went close to the very thicket. Whiles again they mounted somewhat, and looked down on the thicket, leagues and leagues thereof, which yet seemed but a little space because of the hugeness of the mountain wall which brooded over it; but oftenest the forest hid all but the near trees.

Thus they rode some twenty miles, and made stay at sunset in a place that seemed rather a clearing of the wood than a meadow; for they had trees on their left hand at a furlong’s distance, as well as on their right at a stone’s throw.

Ralph saw not Redhead as he got off his horse, and David according to his wont went with him to his tent. But after they had supped together, and David had made much of Ralph, and had drank many cups to his health, he said to him: “The night is yet young, yea, but new-born; yet must I depart from thee, if I may, to meet a man who will sell me a noble horse good cheap; and I may well leave thee now, seeing that thou hast become a free man; so I bid thee goodnight.”

Therewith he departed, and was scarce gone out ere Redhead cometh in, and saith in his wonted rough loud voice: “Here, knight, here is the bridle thou badest me get mended; will the cobbling serve?” Then seeing no one there, he fell to speaking softer and said: “I heard the old pimp call thee a free man e’en now: I fear me that thou art not so free as he would have thee think. Anyhow, were I thou, I would be freer in two hours space. Is it to be so?”

“Yea, yea,” said Ralph. Redhead nodded: “Good is that,” said he; “I say in two hours’ time all will be quiet, and we are as near the thicket as may be; there is no moon, but the night is fair and the stars clear; so all that thou hast to do is to walk out of this tent, and turn at once to thy right hand: come out with me now quietly, and I will show thee.”

They went out together and Redhead said softly: “Lo thou that doddered oak yonder; like a piece of a hay-rick it looks under the stars; if thou seest it, come in again at once.”

Ralph turned and drew Redhead in, and said when they were in the tent again: “Yea, I saw it: what then?”

Said Redhead: “I shall be behind it abiding thee.” “Must I go afoot?” said Ralph, “or how shall I get me a horse?” “I have a horse for thee,” said Redhead, “not thine own, but a better one yet, that hath not been backed to-day. Now give me a cup of wine, and let me go.”

Ralph filled for him and took a cup himself, and said: “I pledge thee, friend, and wish thee better luck; and I would have thee for my fellow in this quest.”

“Nay,” said Redhead, “it may not be: I will not burden thy luck with my ill-luck...and moreover I am seeking something which I may gain at Utterbol, and if I have it, I may do my best to say good-night to that evil abode.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “and I wish thee well therein.” Said Redhead, stammering somewhat; “It is even that woman of the Queen’s whereof I told thee. And now one last word, since I must not be over long in thy tent, lest some one come upon us. But, fair sir, if thy mind misgive thee for this turning aside from Utterbol; though it is not to be doubted that the damsel whom thou seekest hath been there, it is not all so sure that thou wouldst have found her there. For of late, what with my Lord and my Lady being both away, the place hath been scant of folk; and not only is the said damsel wise and wary, but there be others who have seen her besides my Lord, and who so hath seen her is like to love her; and such is she, that whoso loveth her is like to do her will. So I bid thee in all case be earnest in thy quest; and think that if thou die on the road thy damsel would have died for thee; and if thou drink of the Well and come back whole and safe, I know not why thou shouldest not go straight to Utterbol and have the damsel away with thee, whosoever gainsay it. For they (if there be any such) who have drunk of the Well at the World’s End are well looked to in this land. Now one more word yet; when I come to Utterbol, if thy damsel be there still, fear not but I will have speech of her, and tell of thee, and what thou wert looking to, and how thou deemedst of her.”

Therewith he turned and departed hastily.

But Ralph left alone was sorely moved with hope and fear, and a longing that grew in him to see the damsel. For though he was firmly set on departure, and on seeking the sage aforesaid, yet his heart was drawn this way and that: and it came into his mind how the damsel would fare when the evil Lord came home to Utterbol; and he could not choose but make stories of her meeting of the tyrant, and her fear and grief and shame, and the despair of her heart. So the minutes went slow to him, till he should be in some new place and doing somewhat toward bringing about the deliverance of her from thralldom, and the meeting of him and her.






  








BOOK THREE. THE ROAD TO THE WELL AT WORLD’S END.
 






  








CHAPTER 1
 

An Adventure in the Wood Under the Mountains
 

Now was the night worn to the time appointed, for it was two hours after midnight, so he stepped out of his tent clad in all his war gear, and went straight to the doddered oak, and found Redhead there with but one horse, whereby Ralph knew that he held to his purpose of going his ways to Utterbol: so he took him by the shoulders and embraced him, rough carle as he was, and Redhead kneeled to him one moment of time and then arose and went off into the night. But Ralph got a-horseback without delay and rode his ways warily across the highway and into the wood, and there was none to hinder him. Though it was dark but for the starlight, there was a path, which the horse, and not Ralph, found, so that he made some way even before the first glimmer of dawn, all the more as the wood was not very thick after the first mile, and there were clearings here and there.

So rode Ralph till the sun was at point to rise, and he was about the midst of one of those clearings or wood-lawns, on the further side whereof there was more thicket, as he deemed, then he had yet come to; so he drew rein and looked about him for a minute. Even therewith he deemed he heard a sound less harsh than the cry of the jay in the beech-trees, and shriller than the moaning of the morning breeze in the wood. So he falls to listening with both ears, and this time deems that he hears the voice of a woman: and therewith came into his mind that old and dear adventure of the Wood Perilous; for he was dreamy with the past eagerness of his deeds, and the long and lonely night. But yet he doubted somewhat of the voice when it had passed his ears, so he shook his rein, for he thought it not good to tarry.

Scarce then had his horse stepped out, ere there came a woman running out of the thicket before him and made toward him over the lawn. So he gat off his horse at once and went to meet her, leading his horse; and as he drew nigh he could see that she was in a sorry plight; she had gathered up her skirts to run the better, and her legs and feet were naked: the coif was gone from her head and her black hair streamed out behind her: her gown was rent about the shoulders and bosom, so that one sleeve hung tattered, as if by the handling of some one.

So she ran up to him crying out: “Help, knight, help us!” and sank down therewith at his feet panting and sobbing. He stooped down to her, and raised her up, and said in a kind voice: “What is amiss, fair damsel, that thou art in such a plight; and what may I for thine avail? Doth any pursue thee, that thou fleest thus?”

She stood sobbing awhile, and then took hold of his two hands and said: “O fair lord, come now and help my lady! for as for me, since I am with thee, I am safe.”

“Yea,” said he, “Shall I get to horse at once?” And therewith he made as if he would move away from her; but she still held his hands, and seemed to think it good so to do, and she spake not for a while but gazed earnestly into his face. She was a fair woman, dark and sleek and lithe...for in good sooth she was none other than Agatha, who is afore told of.

Now Ralph is somewhat abashed by her eagerness, and lets his eyes fall before hers; and he cannot but note that despite the brambles and briars of the wood that she had run through, there were no scratches on her bare legs, and that her arm was unbruised where the sleeve had been rent off.

At last she spake, but somewhat slowly, as if she were thinking of what she had to say: “O knight, by thy knightly oath I charge thee come to my lady and help and rescue her: she and I have been taken by evil men, and I fear that they will put her to shame, and torment her, ere they carry her off; for they were about tying her to a tree when I escaped: for they heeded not me who am but the maid, when they had the mistress in their hands.” “Yea,” said he, “and who is thy mistress?” Said the damsel: “She is the Lady of the Burnt Rock; and I fear me that these men are of the Riders of Utterbol; and then will it go hard with her; for there is naught but hatred betwixt my lord her husband and the tyrant of Utterbol.” Said Ralph: “And how many were they?” “O but three, fair sir, but three,” she said; “and thou so fair and strong, like the war-god himself.”

Ralph laughed: “Three to one is long odds,” quoth he, “but I will come with thee when thou hast let go my hands so that I may mount my horse. But wilt thou not ride behind me, fair damsel; so wearied and spent as thou wilt be by thy night.”

She looked on him curiously, and laid a hand on his breast, and the hauberk rings tinkled beneath the broidered surcoat; then she said: “Nay, I had best go afoot before thee, so disarrayed as I am.”

Then she let him go, but followed him still with her eyes as he gat him into the saddle. She walked on beside his horse’s head; and Ralph marvelled of her that for all her haste she had been in, she went somewhat leisurely, picking her way daintily so as to tread the smooth, and keep her feet from the rough.

Thus they went on, into the thicket and through it, and the damsel put the thorns and briars aside daintily as she stepped, and went slower still till they came to a pleasant place of oak-trees with greensward beneath them; and then she stopped, and turning, faced Ralph, and spoke with another voice than heretofore, whereas there was naught rueful or whining therein, but somewhat both of glee and of mocking as it seemed. “Sir knight,” she said, “I have a word or two for thy ears; and this is a pleasant place, and good for us to talk together, whereas it is neither too near to her, nor too far from her, so that I can easily find my way back to her. Now, lord, I pray thee light down and listen to me.” And therewith she sat down on the grass by the bole of a great oak.

“But thy lady,” said Ralph, “thy lady?” “O sir,” she said; “My lady shall do well enough: she is not tied so fast, but she might loose herself if the need were pressing. Light down, dear lord, light down!”

But Ralph sat still on his horse, and knit his brows, and said: “What is this, damsel? hast thou been playing a play with me? Where is thy lady whom thou wouldst have me deliver? If this be but game and play, let me go my ways; for time presses, and I have a weighty errand on hand.”

She rose up and came close to him, and laid a hand on his knee and looked wistfully into his face as she said: “Nay then, I can tell thee all the tale as thou sittest in thy saddle; for meseems short will be thy farewell when I have told it.” And she sighed withal.

Then Ralph was ashamed to gainsay her, and she now become gentle and sweet and enticing, and sad withal; so he got off his horse and tied him to a tree, and went and stood by the damsel as she lay upon the grass, and said: “I prithee tell thy tale and let me depart if there be naught for me to do.”

Then she said: “This is the first word, that as to the Red Rock, I lied; and my lady is the Queen of Utterbol, and I am her thrall, and it is I who have drawn thee hither from the camp.”

The blood mounted to Ralph’s brow for anger; when he called to mind how he had been led hither and thither on other folk’s errands ever since he left Upmeads. But he said naught, and Agatha looked on him timidly and said: “I say I am her thrall, and I did it to serve her and because she bade me.” Said Ralph roughly: “And Redhead, him whom I saved from torments and death; dost thou know him? didst thou know him?”

“Yea,” she said, “I had from him what he had learned concerning thee from the sergeants and others, and then I put words into his mouth.” “Yea then,” quoth Ralph, “then he also is a traitor!” “Nay, nay,” she said, “he is a true man and loveth thee, and whatever he hath said to thee he troweth himself. Moreover, I tell thee here and now that all that he told thee of the affairs of Utterbol, and thine outlook there, is true and overtrue.”

She sprang to her feet therewith, and stood before him and clasped her hands before him and said: “I know that thou seekest the Well at the World’s End and the deliverance of the damsel whom the Lord ravished from the wild man: now I swear it by thy mouth, that if thou go to Utterbol thou art undone and shalt come to the foulest pass there, and moreover that so going thou shalt bring the uttermost shame and torments on the damsel.”

Said Ralph: “Yea, but what is her case as now? tell me.”

Quoth Agatha: “She is in no such evil case; for my lady hateth her not as yet, or but little; and, which is far more, my lord loveth her after his fashion, and withal as I deem feareth her; for though she hath utterly gainsaid his desire, he hath scarce so much as threatened her. A thing unheard of. Had it been another woman she had by this time known all the bitterness that leadeth unto death at Utterbol.” Ralph paled and he scowled on her, then he said: “And how knowest thou all the privity of the Lord of Utterbol? who telleth thee of all this?” She smiled and spake daintily: “Many folk tell me that which I would know; and that is because whiles I conquer the tidings with my wits, and whiles buy it with my body. Anyhow what I tell thee is the very sooth concerning this damsel, and this it is: that whereas she is but in peril, she shall be in deadly peril, yea and that instant, if thou go to Utterbol, thou, who art her lover...” “Nay,” said Ralph angrily, “I am not her lover, I am but her well-willer.” “Well,” quoth Agatha looking down and knitting her brows, “when thy good will towards her has become known, then shall she be thrown at once into the pit of my lord’s cruelty. Yea, to speak sooth, even as it is, for thy sake (for her I heed naught) I would that the lord might find her gone when he cometh back to Utterbol.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, reddening, “and is there any hope for her getting clear off?” “So I deem,” said Agatha. She was silent awhile and then spake in a low voice: “It is said that each man that seeth her loveth her; yea, and will befriend her, even though she consent not to his desire. Maybe she hath fled from Utterbol.”

Ralph stood silent awhile with a troubled face; and then he said: “Yet thou hast not told me the why and wherefore of this play of thine, and the beguiling me into fleeing from the camp. Tell it me that I may pardon thee and pass on.”

She said: “By thine eyes I swear that this is sooth, and that there is naught else in it than this: My lady set her love, when first she set her eyes upon thee — as forsooth all women must: as for me, I had not seen thee (though I told my lady that I had) till within this hour that we met in the wood.”

She sighed therewith, and with her right hand played with the rent raiment about her bosom. Then she said: “She deemed that if thou camest a mere thrall to Utterbol, though she might command thy body, yet she would not gain thy love; but that if perchance thou mightest see her in hard need, and evilly mishandled, and mightest deliver her, there might at least grow up pity in thee for her, and that love might come thereof, as oft hath happed aforetime; for my lady is a fair woman. Therefore I, who am my lady’s servant and thrall, and who, I bid thee remember, had not seen thee, took upon me to make this adventure, like to a minstrel’s tale done in the flesh. Also I spake to my lord and told him thereof; and though he jeered at my lady to me, he was content, because he would have her set her heart on thee utterly; since he feared her jealousy, and would fain be delivered of it, lest she should play some turn to his newly beloved damsel and do her a mischief. Therefore did he set thee free (in words) meaning, when he had thee safe at Utterbol again (as he nowise doubted to have thee) to do as he would with thee, according as occasion might serve. For at heart he hateth thee, as I could see well. So a little before thou didst leave the camp, we, the Queen and I, went privily into a place of the woods but a little way hence. There I disarrayed both my lady and myself so far as was needful for the playing out the play which was to have seemed to thee a real adventure. Then came I to thee as if by chance hap, that I might bring thee to her; and if thou hadst come, we had a story for thee, whereby thou mightest not for very knighthood forbear to succour her and bring her whither she would, which in the long run had been Utterbol, but for the present time was to have been a certain strong-house appertaining to Utterbol, and nigh unto it. This is all the tale, and now if thou wilt, thou mayst pardon me; or if thou wilt, thou mayst draw out thy sword and smite off my head. And forsooth I deem that were the better deed.”

She knelt down before him and put her palms together, and looked up at him beseechingly. His face darkened as he beheld her thus, but it cleared at last, and he said: “Damsel, thou wouldst turn out but a sorry maker, and thy play is naught. For seest thou not that I should have found out all the guile at Utterbol, and owed thy lady hatred rather than love thereafter.”

“Yea,” she said, “but my lady might have had enough of thy love by then, and would belike have let thee alone to fall into the hands of the Lord. Lo now! I have delivered thee from this, so that thou art quit both of the Lord and the lady and me: and again I say that thou couldst scarce have missed, both thou and thy damsel, of a miserable ending at Utterbol.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, softly, and as if speaking to himself, “yet am I lonely and unholpen.” Then he turned to Agatha and said: “The end of all this is that I pardon thee, and must depart forthwith; for when ye two come back to the camp, then presently will the hunt be up.”

She rose from her knees, and stood before him humbly and said: “Nay, I shall requite thee thy pardon thus far, that I will fashion some tale for my lady which will keep us in the woods two days or three; for we have provided victual for our adventure.”

Said Ralph: “I may at least thank thee for that, and will trust in thee to do so much.” Quoth she: “Then might I ask a reward of thee: since forsooth other reward awaiteth me at Utterbol.”

“Thou shalt have it,” said Ralph. She said: “The reward is that thou kiss me ere we part.”

“It must needs be according to my word,” said Ralph, “yet I must tell thee that my kiss will bear but little love with it.”

She answered naught but laid her hands on his breast and put up her face to him, and he kissed her lips. Then she said: “Knight, thou hast kissed a thrall and a guileful woman, yet one that shall smart for thee; therefore grudge not the kiss nor repent thee of thy kindness.”

“How shalt thou suffer?” said he. She looked on him steadfastly a moment, and said: “Farewell! may all good go with thee.” Therewith she turned away and walked off slowly through the wood, and somewhat he pitied her, and sighed as he got into his saddle; but he said to himself: “How might I help her? Yet true it is that she may well be in an evil case: I may not help everyone.” Then he shook his rein and rode his ways.






  








CHAPTER 2
 

Ralph Rides the Wood Under the Mountains
 

A long way now rode Ralph, and naught befell him but the fashion of the wood. And as he rode, the heart within him was lightened that he had escaped from all the confusion and the lying of those aliens, who knew him not, nor his kindred, and yet would all use him each for his own ends: and withal he was glad that he was riding all alone upon his quest, but free, unwounded, and well weaponed.

The wood was not very thick whereas he rode, so that he could see the whereabouts of the sun, and rode east as far as he could judge it. Some little victual he had with him, and he found woodland fruit ripening here and there, and eked out his bread therewith; neither did water fail him, for he rode a good way up along a woodland stream that cleft the thicket, coming down as he deemed from the mountains, and thereby he made the more way: but at last he deemed that he must needs leave it, as it turned overmuch to the north. The light was failing when he came into a woodlawn amidst of which was a pool of water, and all that day he had had no adventure with beast or man, since he had sundered from Agatha. So he lay down and slept there with his naked sword by his side, and awoke not till the sun was high in the heavens next morning. Then he arose at once and went on his way after he had washed him, and eaten a morsel.

After a little the thick of the wood gave out, and the land was no longer flat, as it had been, but was of dales and of hills, not blinded by trees. In this land he saw much deer, as hart and wild swine; and he happened also on a bear, who was about a honey tree, and had taken much comb from the wild bees. On him Ralph drew his sword and drave him exceeding loth from his purchase, so that the knight dined off the bear’s thieving. Another time he came across a bent where on the south side grew vines well fruited, and the grapes a-ripening; and he ate well thereof before he went on his way.

Before nightfall he came on that same stream again, and it was now running straight from the east; so he slept that night on the bank thereof. On the morrow he rode up along it a great way, till again it seemed to be coming overmuch from the north; and then he left it, and made on east as near as he could guess it by the sun.

Now he passed through thickets at whiles not very great, and betwixt them rode hilly land grassed mostly with long coarse grass, and with whin and thorn-trees scattered about. Thence he saw again from time to time the huge wall of the mountains rising up into the air like a great black cloud that would swallow up the sky, and though the sight was terrible, yet it gladdened him, since he knew that he was on the right way. So far he rode, going on the whole up-hill, till at last there was a great pine-wood before him, so that he could see no ending to it either north or south.

It was now late in the afternoon, and Ralph pondered whether he should abide the night where he was and sleep the night there, or whether he should press on in hope of winning to some clear place before dark. So whereas he was in a place both rough and waterless, he deemed it better to go on, after he had rested his horse and let him bite the herbage a while. Then he rode his ways, and entered the wood and made the most of the way.






  








CHAPTER 3
 

Ralph Meeteth With Another Adventure in the Wood Under the Mountain
 

Soon the wood grew very thick of pine-trees, though there was no undergrowth, so that when the sun sank it grew dark very speedily; but he still rode on in the dusk, and there were but few wild things, and those mostly voiceless, in the wood, and it was without wind and very still. Now he thought he heard the sound of a horse going behind him or on one side, and he wondered whether the chace were up, and hastened what he might, till at last it grew black night, and he was constrained to abide. So he got off his horse, and leaned his back against a tree, and had the beast’s reins over his arm; and now he listened again carefully, and was quite sure that he could hear the footsteps of some hard-footed beast going nowise far from him. He laughed inwardly, and said to himself: “If the chacer were to pass but three feet from my nose he should be none the wiser but if he hear me or my horse.” And therewith he cast a lap of his cloak over the horse’s head, lest he should whinny if he became aware of the other beast; and so there he stood abiding, and the noise grew greater till he could hear clearly the horse-hoofs drawing nigh, till they came very nigh, and then stopped.

Then came a man’s voice that said: “Is there a man anigh in the wood?”

Ralph held his peace till he should know more; and the voice spake again in a little while: “If there be a man anigh let him be sure that I will do him no hurt; nay, I may do him good, for I have meat with me.” Clear was the voice, and as sweet as the April blackbird sings. It spake again: “Naught answereth, yet meseemeth I know surely that a man is anigh; and I am aweary of the waste, and long for fellowship.”

Ralph hearkened, and called to mind tales of way-farers entrapped by wood-wives and evil things; but he thought: “At least this is no sending of the Lord of Utterbol, and, St. Nicholas to aid, I have little fear of wood-wights. Withal I shall be but a dastard if I answer not one man, for fear of I know not what.” So he spake in a loud and cheerful voice: “Yea, there is a man anigh, and I desire thy fellowship, if we might but meet. But how shall we see each other in the blackness of the wildwood night?”

The other laughed, and the laugh sounded merry and sweet, and the voice said: “Hast thou no flint and fire-steel?” “No,” said Ralph. “But I have,” said the voice, “and I am fain to see thee, for thy voice soundeth pleasant to me. Abide till I grope about for a stick or two.”

Ralph laughed in turn, as he heard the new-comer moving about; then he heard the click of the steel on the flint, and saw the sparks showering down, so that a little piece of the wood grew green again to his eyes. Then a little clear flame sprang up, and therewith he saw the tree-stems clearly, and some twenty yards from him a horse, and a man stooping down over the fire, who sprang up now and cried out: “It is a knight-at-arms! Come hither, fellow of the waste; it is five days since I have spoken to a child of Adam; so come nigh and speak to me, and as a reward of thy speech thou shalt have both meat and firelight.”

“That will be well paid,” said Ralph laughing, and he stepped forward leading his horse, for now the wood was light all about, as the fire waxed and burned clear; so that Ralph could see that the new-comer was clad in quaintly-fashioned armour after the fashion of that land, with a bright steel sallet on the head, and a long green surcoat over the body armour. Slender of make was the new-comer, not big nor tall of stature.

Ralph went up to him hastily, and merrily put his hand on his shoulder, and kissed him, saying: “The kiss of peace in the wilderness to thee!” And he found him smooth-faced and sweet-breathed.

But the new comer took his hand and led him to where the firelight was brightest and looked on him silently a while; and Ralph gave back the look. The strange-wrought sallet hid but little of the new comer’s face, and as Ralph looked thereon a sudden joy came into his heart, and he cried out: “O, but I have kissed thy face before! O, my friend, my friend!”

Then spake the new-comer and said: “Yea, I am a woman, and I was thy friend for a little while at Bourton Abbas, and at the want-ways of the Wood Perilous.”

Then Ralph cast his arms about her and kissed her again; but she withdrew her from him, and said: “Help me, my friend, that we may gather sticks to feed our fire, lest it die and the dark come again so that we see not each other’s faces, and think that we have but met in a dream.”

Then she busied herself with gathering the kindling; but presently she looked up at him, and said: “Let us make the wood shine wide about, for this is a feastful night.”

So they gathered a heap of wood and made the fire great; and then Ralph did off his helm and hauberk and the damsel did the like, so that he could see the shapeliness of her uncovered head. Then they sat down before the fire, and the damsel drew meat and drink from her saddle-bags, and gave thereof to Ralph, who took it of her and her hand withal, and smiled on her and said: “Shall we be friends together as we were at Bourton Abbas and the want-ways of the Wood Perilous?” She shook her head and said: “If it might be! but it may not be. Not many days have worn since then; but they have brought about changed days.” He looked on her wistfully and said: “But thou wert dear to me then.”

“Yea,” she said, “and thou to me; but other things have befallen, and there is change betwixt.”

“Nay, what change?” said Ralph.

Even by the firelight he saw that she reddened as she answered: “I was a free woman then; now am I but a runaway thrall.” Then Ralph laughed merrily, and said, “Then are we brought the nigher together, for I also am a runaway thrall.”

She smiled and looked down: then she said: “Wilt thou tell me how that befell?”

“Yea,” said he, “but I will ask thee first a question or two.” She nodded a yeasay, and looked on him soberly, as a child waiting to say its task.

Said Ralph: “When we parted at the want-ways of the Wood Perilous thou saidst that thou wert minded for the Well at the World’s End, and to try it for life or death. But thou hadst not then the necklace, which now I see thee bear, and which, seest thou! is like to that about my neck. Wilt thou tell me whence thou hadst it?”

She said: “Yea; it was given unto me by a lady, mighty as I deem, and certainly most lovely, who delivered me from an evil plight, and a peril past words, but whereof I will tell thee afterwards. And she it was who told me of the way to the Well at the World’s End, and many matters concerning them that seek it, whereof thou shalt wot soon.”

Said Ralph: “As to how thou wert made a thrall thou needest not to tell me; for I have learned that of those that had to do with taking thee to Utterbol. But tell me; here are met we two in the pathless wilds, as if it were on the deep sea, and we two seeking the same thing. Didst thou deem that we should meet, or that I should seek thee?”

Now was the fire burning somewhat low, but he saw that she looked on him steadily; yet withal her sweet voice trembled a little as she answered: “Kind friend, I had a hope that thou wert seeking me and wouldst find me: for indeed that fairest of women who gave me the beads spake to me of thee, and said that thou also wouldst turn thee to the quest of the Well at the World’s End; and already had I deemed thine eyes lucky as well as lovely. But tell me, my friend, what has befallen that lady that she is not with thee? For in such wise she spake of thee, that I deemed that naught would sunder you save death.”

“It is death that hath sundered us,” said Ralph.

Then she hung her head, and sat silent a while, neither did he speak till she had risen up and cast more wood upon the fire; and she stood before it with her back towards him. Then he spake to her in a cheerful voice and said: “Belike we shall be long together: tell me thy name; is it not Dorothy?” She turned about to him with a smiling face, and said: “Nay lord, nay: did I not tell thee my name before? They that held me at the font bid the priest call me Ursula, after the Friend of Maidens. But what is thy name?”

“I am Ralph of Upmeads,” quoth he; and sat a while silent, pondering his dream and how it had betrayed him as to her name, when it had told him much that he yet deemed true.

She came and sat down by him again, and said to him: “Thy questions I have answered; but thou hast not yet told me the tale of thy captivity.” Her voice sounded exceeding sweet to him, and he looked on her face and spake as kindly as he knew how, and said: “A short tale it is to-night at least: I came from Whitwall with a Company of Chapmen, and it was thee I was seeking and the Well at the World’s End. All went well with me, till I came to Goldburg, and there I was betrayed by a felon, who had promised to lead me safe to Utterness, and tell me concerning the way unto the Well. But he sold me to the Lord of Utterbol, who would lead me to his house; which irked me not, at first, because I looked to find thee there. Thereafter, if for shame I may tell the tale, his lady and wife cast her love upon me, and I was entangled in the nets of guile: yet since I was told, and believed that it would be ill both for thee and for me if I met thee at Utterbol, I took occasion to flee away, I will tell thee how another while.”

She had turned pale as she heard him, and now she said: “It is indeed God’s mercy that thou camest not to Utterbol nor foundest me there, for then had both we been undone amidst the lusts of those two; or that thou camest not there to find me fled, else hadst thou been undone. My heart is sick to think of it, even as I sit by thy side.”

Said Ralph: “Thy last word maketh me afraid and ashamed to ask thee a thing. But tell me first, is that Lord of Utterbol as evil as men’s fear would make him? for no man is feared so much unless he is deemed evil.”

She was silent a while, and then she said: “He is so evil that it might be deemed that he has been brought up out of hell.”

Then Ralph looked sore troubled, and he said: “Dear friend, this is the thing hard for me to say. In what wise did they use thee at Utterbol? Did they deal with thee shamefully?” She answered him quietly: “Nay,” she said, “fear not! no shame befell me, save that I was a thrall and not free to depart. Forsooth,” she said, smiling, “I fled away timely before the tormentors should be ready. Forsooth it is an evil house and a mere piece of hell. But now we are out of it and free in the wildwood, so let us forget it; for indeed it is a grief to remember it. And now once more let us mend the fire, for thy face is growing dim to me, and that misliketh me. Afterwards before we lie down to sleep we will talk a little of the way, whitherward we shall turn our faces to-morrow.”

So they cast on more wood, and pineapples, and sweet it was to Ralph to see her face come clear again from out the mirk of the wood. Then they sat down again together and she said: “We two are seeking the Well at the World’s End; now which of us knows more of the way? who is to lead, and who to follow?” Said Ralph: “If thou know no more than I, it is little that thou knowest. Sooth it is that for many days past I have sought thee that thou mightest lead me.”

She laughed sweetly, and said: “Yea, knight, and was it for that cause that thou soughtest me, and not for my deliverance?” He said soberly: “Yet in very deed I set myself to deliver thee.” “Yea,” she said, “then since I am delivered, I must needs deem of it as if it were through thy deed. And as I suppose thou lookest for a reward therefor, so thy reward shall be, that I will lead thee to the Well at the World’s End. Is it enough?” “Nay,” said Ralph. They held their peace a minute, then she said: “Maybe when we have drunk of that Water and are coming back, it will be for thee to lead. For true it is that I shall scarce know whither to wend; since amidst of my dreaming of the Well, and of...other matters, my home that was is gone like a dream.”

He looked at her, but scarce as if he were heeding all her words. Then he spoke: “Yea, thou shalt lead me. I have been led by one or another ever since I have left Upmeads.” Now she looked on him somewhat ruefully, and said: “Thou wert not hearkening e’en now; so I say it again, that the time shall come when thou shalt lead me.”

In Ralph’s mind had sprung up again that journey from the Water of the Oak-tree; so he strove with himself to put the thought from him, and sighed and said: “Dost thou verily know much of the way?” She nodded yeasay. “Knowest thou of the Rock of the Fighting Man?” “Yea,” she said. “And of the Sage that dwelleth in this same wood?” “Most surely,” she said, “and to-morrow evening or the morrow after we shall find him; for I have been taught the way to his dwelling; and I wot that he is now called the Sage of Swevenham. Yet I must tell thee that there is some peril in seeking to him; whereas his dwelling is known of the Utterbol riders, who may follow us thither. And yet again I deem that he will find some remedy thereto.”

Said Ralph: “Whence didst thou learn all this, my friend?” And his face grew troubled again; but she said simply: “She taught it to me who spake to me in the wood by Hampton under Scaur.”

She made as if she noted not the trouble in his face, but said: “Put thy trust in this, that here and with me thou art even now nigher to the Well at the World’s End than any other creature on the earth. Yea, even if the Sage of Swevenham be dead or gone hence, yet have I tokens to find the Rock of the Fighting Man, and the way through the mountains, though I say not but that he may make it all clearer. But now I see thee drooping with the grief of days bygone; and I deem also that thou art weary with the toil of the way. So I rede thee lie down here in the wilderness and sleep, and forget grief till to-morrow is a new day.”

“Would it were come,” said he, “that I might see thy face the clearer; yet I am indeed weary.”

So he went and fetched his saddle and lay down with his head thereon; and was presently asleep. But she, who had again cast wood on the fire, sat by his head watching him with a drawn sword beside her, till the dawn of the woodland began to glimmer through the trees: then she also laid herself down and slept.






  








CHAPTER 4
 

They Ride the Wood Under the Mountains
 

When Ralph woke on the morrow it was broad day as far as the trees would have it so. He rose at once, and looked about for his fellow, but saw her not, and for some moments of time he thought he had but dreamed of her; but he saw that the fire had been quickened from its embers, and close by lay the hauberk and strange-fashioned helm, and the sword of the damsel, and presently he saw her coming through the trees barefoot, with the green-sleeved silken surcoat hanging below the knees and her hair floating loose about her. She stepped lightly up to Ralph with a cheerful smiling countenance and a ruddy colour in her cheeks, but her eyes moist as if she could scarce keep back the tears for joy of the morning’s meeting. He thought her fairer than erst, and made as if he would put his arms about her, but she held a little aloof from him, blushing yet more. Then she said in her sweet clear voice: “Hail fellow-farer! now begins the day’s work. I have been down yonder, and have found a bright woodland pool, to wash the night off me, and if thou wilt do in likewise and come back to me, I will dight our breakfast meantime, and will we speedily to the road.” He did as she bade him, thinking of her all the while till he came back to her fresh and gay. Then he looked to their horses and gave them fodder gathered from the pool-side, and so turned to Ursula and found her with the meat ready dight; so they ate and were glad.

When they had broken their fast Ralph went to saddle the horses, and coming back found Ursula binding up her long hair, and she smiled on him and said: “Now we are for the road I must be an armed knight again: forsooth I unbound my hair e’en now and let my surcoat hang loose about me in token that thou wottest my secret. Soothly, my friend, it irks me that now we have met after a long while, I must needs be clad thus graceless. But need drave me to it, and withal the occasion that was given to me to steal this gay armour from a lad at Utterbol, the nephew of the lord; who like his eme was half my lover, half my tyrant. Of all which I will tell thee hereafter, and what wise I must needs steer betwixt stripes and kisses these last days. But now let us arm and to horse. Yet first lo you, here are some tools that in thine hands shall keep us from sheer famine: as for me I am no archer; and forsooth no man-at-arms save in seeming.”

Therewith she showed him a short Turk bow and a quiver of arrows, which he took well pleased. So then they armed each the other, and as she handled Ralph’s wargear she said: “How well-wrought and trusty is this hauberk of thine, my friend; my coat is but a toy to it, with its gold and silver rings and its gemmed collar: and thy plates be thick and wide and well-wrought, whereas mine are little more than adornments to my arms and legs.”

He looked on her lovingly and loved her shapely hands amidst the dark grey mail, and said: “That is well, dear friend, for since my breast is a shield for thee it behoves it to be well covered.” She looked at him, and her lips trembled, and she put out her hand as if to touch his cheek, but drew it back again and said: “Come now, let us to horse, dear fellow in arms.”

So they mounted and went their ways through a close pine-wood, where the ground was covered with the pine-tree needles, and all was still and windless. So as they rode said Ursula: “I seek tokens of the way to the Sage of Swevenham. Hast thou seen a water yesterday?” “Yea,” said Ralph, “I rode far along it, but left it because I deemed that it turned north overmuch.” “Thou wert right,” she said, “besides that thy turning from it hath brought us together; for it would have brought thee to Utterbol at last. But now have we to hit upon another that runneth straight down from the hills: not the Great Mountains, but the high ground whereon is the Sage’s dwelling. I know not whether the ride be long or short; but the stream is to lead us.”

On they rode through the wood, wherein was little change for hours; and as they rested Ursula gave forth a deep breath, as one who has cast off a load of care. And Ralph said: “Why sighest thou, fellow-farer?” “O,” she said, “it is for pleasure, and a thought that I had: for a while ago I was a thrall, living amongst fears that sickened the heart; and then a little while I was a lonely wanderer, and now...Therefore I was thinking that if ever I come back to mine own land and my home, the scent of a pine-wood shall make me happy.”

Ralph looked on her eagerly, but said naught for a while; but at last he spoke: “Tell me, friend,” said he, “if we be met by strong-thieves on the way, what shall we do then?”

“It is not like to befall,” she said, “for men fear the wood, therefore is there little prey for thieves therein: but if we chance on them, the token of Utterbol on mine armour shall make them meek enough.” Then she fell silent a while, and spoke again: “True it is that we may be followed by the Utterbol riders; for though they also fear the wood, they fear it not so much as they fear their Lord. Howbeit, we be well ahead, and it is little like that we shall be overtaken before we have met the Sage; and then belike he shall provide.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “but what if the chase come up with us: shall we suffer us to be taken alive?” She looked on him solemnly, laid her hand on the beads about her neck, and answered: “By this token we must live as long as we may, whatsoever may befall; for at the worst may some road of escape be opened to us. Yet O, how far easier it were to die than to be led back to Utterbol!”

A while they rode in silence, both of them: but at last spake Ralph, but slowly and in a dull and stern voice: “Maybe it were good that thou told me somewhat of the horrors and evil days of Utterbol?” “Maybe,” she said, “but I will not tell thee of them. Forsooth there are some things which a man may not easily tell to a man, be he never so much his friend as thou art to me. But bethink thee” (and she smiled somewhat) “that this gear belieth me, and that I am but a woman; and some things there be which a woman may not tell to a man, nay, not even when he hath held her long in his arms.” And therewith she flushed exceedingly. But he said in a kind voice: “I am sorry that I asked thee, and will ask thee no more thereof.” She smiled on him friendly, and they spake of other matters as they rode on.

But after a while Ralph said: “If it were no misease to thee to tell me how thou didst fall into the hands of the men of Utterbol, I were fain to hear the tale.”

She laughed outright, and said: “Why wilt thou be forever harping on the time of my captivity, friend? And thou who knowest the story somewhat already? Howbeit, I may tell thee thereof without heart-burning, though it be a felon tale.”

He said, somewhat shame-facedly: “Take it not ill that I am fain to hear of thee and thy life-days, since we are become fellow-farers.”

“Well,” she said, “this befell outside Utterbol, so I will tell thee.

“After I had stood in the thrall-market at Cheaping Knowe, and not been sold, the wild man led me away toward the mountains that are above Goldburg; and as we drew near to them on a day, he said to me that he was glad to the heart-root that none had cheapened me at the said market; and when I asked him wherefore, he fell a weeping as he rode beside me, and said: ‘Yet would God that I had never taken thee.’ I asked what ailed him, though indeed I deemed that I knew. He said: ‘This aileth me, that though thou art not of the blood wherein I am bound to wed, I love thee sorely, and would have thee to wife; and now I deem that thou wilt not love me again.’ I said that he guessed aright, but that if he would do friendly with me, I would be no less than a friend to him. ‘That availeth little,’ quoth he; ‘I would have thee be mine of thine own will.’ I said that might not be, that I could love but one man alone. ‘Is he alive?’ said he. ‘Goodsooth, I hope so,’ said I, ‘but if he be dead, then is desire of men dead within me.’

“So we spake, and he was downcast and heavy of mood; but thenceforward was he no worse to me than a brother. And he proffered it to lead me back, if I would, and put me safely on the way to Whitwall; but, as thou wottest, I had need to go forward, and no need to go back.

“Thus we entered into the mountains of Goldburg; but one morning, when he arose, he was heavier of mood than his wont, and was restless withal, and could be steadfast neither in staying nor going, nor aught else. So I asked what ailed him, and he said: ‘My end draweth nigh; I have seen my fetch, and am fey. My grave abideth me in these mountains.’ ‘Thou hast been dreaming ugly dreams,’ said I, ‘such things are of no import.’ And I spoke lightly, and strove to comfort him. He changed not his mood for all that; but said: ‘This is ill for thee also; for thou wilt be worser without me than with me in these lands.’ Even so I deemed, and withal I was sorry for him, for though he were uncouth and ungainly, he was no ill man. So against my will I tumbled into the samelike mood as his, and we both fared along drearily. But about sunset, as we came round a corner of the cliffs of those mountains, or ever we were ware we happed upon a half-score of weaponed men, who were dighting a camp under a big rock thereby: but four there were with them who were still a-horseback; so that when Bull Nosy (for that was his name) strove to flee away with me, it was of no avail; for the said horsemen took us, and brought us before an evil-looking man, who, to speak shortly, was he whom thou hast seen, to wit, the Lord of Utterbol: he took no heed of Bull Nosy, but looked on me closely, and handled me as a man doth with a horse at a cheaping, so that I went nigh to smiting him, whereas I had a knife in my bosom, but the chaplet refrained me. To make a short tale of it, he bade Bull sell me to him, which Bull utterly naysaid, standing stiff and stark before the Lord, and scowling on him. But the Lord laughed in his face and said: ‘So be it, for I will take her without a price, and thank thee for sparing my gold.’ Then said Bull: ‘If thou take her as a thrall, thou wert best take me also; else shall I follow thee as a free man and slay thee when I may. Many are the days of the year, and on some one of them will betide the occasion for the knife.’

“Thereat the Lord waxed very pale, and spake not, but looked at that man of his who stood by Bull with a great sword in his fist, and lifted up his hand twice, and let it fall twice, whereat that man stepped back one pace, and swung his sword, and smote Bull, and clave his skull.

“Then the colour came into the Lord’s face again, and he said: ‘Now, vassals, let us dine and be merry, for at least we have found something in the mountains.’ So they fell to and ate and drank, and victual was given to me also, but I had no will to eat, for my soul was sick and my heart was heavy, foreboding the uttermost evil. Withal I was sorry for Bull Nosy, for he was no ill man and had become my friend.

“So they abode there that night, leaving Bull lying like a dog unburied in the wilderness; and on the morrow they took the road to Utterbol, and went swiftly, having no baggage, and staying but for victual, and for rest every night. The Lord had me brought to him on that first evening of our journey, and he saw me privily and spake to me, bidding me do shameful things, and I would not; wherefore he threatened me grievously; and, I being alone with him, bade him beware lest I should slay him or myself. Thereat he turned pale, as he had done before Bull Nosy, yet sent for none to slay me, but only bade me back to my keepers. And so I came to Utterbol unscathed.”

“And at Utterbol,” said Ralph, “what befell thee there?” Ursula smiled on him, and held up her finger; yet she answered: “Utterbol is a very great house in a fair land, and there are sundry roofs and many fair chambers. There was I brought to a goodly chamber amidst a garden; and women servants were given me who led me to the bath and clad me in dainty raiment, and gave me to eat and to drink, and all that I needed. That is all my tale for this time.”






  








CHAPTER 5
 

They Come on the Sage of Swevenham
 

Night was at hand before they came to the stream that they sought. They found it cleaving the pine-wood, which held on till the very bank of it, and was thick again on the further side in a few yards’ space. The stream was high-banked and ran deep and strong. Said Ursula as they came up to it: “We may not cross it, but it matters not; and it is to-morrow that we must ride up along it.”

So they abode there, and made a fire by the waterside, and watched there, turn and turn about, till it was broad day. Naught befell to tell of, save that twice in the night Ralph deemed that he heard a lion roar.

They got to horse speedily when they were both awake, and rode up the stream, and began to go up hill, and by noon were come into a rough and shaggy upland, whence from time to time they could see the huge wall of the mountains, which yet seemed to Ralph scarce nigher, if at all, than when he had beheld it ere he had come to Vale Turris. The way was rough day-long, and now and again they found it hard to keep the stream in sight, as especially when it cleft a hill, and ran between sheer cliffs with no low shore on either side.

They made way but slowly, so that at last Ralph lost patience somewhat, and said that he had but little hope of falling in with the Sage that day or any day. But Ursula was of good cheer, and mocked him merrily but sweetly, till his heart was lightened again. Withal she bade him seek some venison, since they were drawing out the time, and she knew not how long it would be ere they came to the Sage’s dwelling. Therefore he betook him to the Turk bow, and shot a leash of heath-fowl, and they supped on the meat merrily in the wilderness.

But if they were merry, they were soon weary; for they journeyed on after sunset that night, since the moon was up, and there was no thick wood to turn dusk into dark for them. Their resting-place was a smooth piece of greensward betwixt the water and a half circle of steep bent that well nigh locked it about.

There then they abode, and in the stillness of the night heard a thundering sound coming down the wind to them, which they deemed was the roaring of distant waters; and when they went to the lip of the river they saw flocks of foam floating by, wherefore they thought themselves to be near some great mountain-neck whereover the water was falling from some high place. But with no to-do they lay down upon the greensward this second night of their fellowship, and waked later than on the day before; for so weary had they been, that they had kept but ill watch in the dark night, and none at all after dawn began to glimmer.

Now Ralph sat up and saw Ursula still sleeping; then he rose to his feet and looked about him, and saw their two horses cropping the grass under the bent, and beside them a man, tall and white bearded, leaning on his staff. Ralph caught up his sword and went toward the man, and the sun gleamed from the blade just as the hoary-one turned to him; he lifted up his staff as if in greeting to Ralph, and came toward him, and even therewith Ursula awoke and arose, and saw the greybeard at once; and she cried out: “Take heed to thy sword, fellow-farer, for, praised be the saints, this is the Sage of Swevenham!”

So they stood there together till the Sage came up to them and kissed them both, and said: “I am glad that ye are come at last; for I looked for you no later than this. So now mount your horses and come with me straightway; because life is short to them who have not yet drunk of the Well at the World’s End. Moreover if ye chance to come on the riders of Utterbol, it shall go hard with you unless I be at hand.”

Ralph saw of him that though he was an old hoar man to look on, yet he was strong and sturdy, tall, and of goodly presence, with ruddy cheeks, and red lips and bright eyes, and that the skin of his face and hands was nowise wrinkled: but about his neck was a pair of beads like unto his own gossip’s gift.

So now they mounted at once, and with no more words he led them about the bent, and they came in a little while into the wood again, but this time it was of beech, with here and there an open place sprinkled about with hollies and thorns; and they rode down the wide slope of a long hill, and up again on the other side.

Thus they went for an hour, and the elder spake not again, though it might have been deemed by his eyes that he was eager and fain. They also held their peace; for the hope and fear of their hearts kept them from words.

They came to the hill-top, and found a plain land, though the close wood still held on a while; but soon they rode into a clearing of some twelve acres, where were fenced crofts with goats therein, and three garths of tillage, wherein the wheat-shocks were yet standing, and there were coleworts and other pot-herbs also. But at the further end, whereas the wood closed in again, was a little house builded of timber, strong and goodly, and thatched with wheat-straw; and beside it was a bubbling spring which ran in a brook athwart the said clearing; over the house-door was a carven rood, and a bow and short spear were leaned against the wall of the porch.

Ralph looked at all closely, and wondered whether this were perchance the cot wherein the Lady of Abundance had dwelt with the evil witch. But the elder looked on him, and said: “I know thy thought, and it is not so; that house is far away hence; yet shalt thou come thereto. Now, children, welcome to the house of him who hath found what ye seek, but hath put aside the gifts which ye shall gain; and who belike shall remember what ye shall forget.”

Therewith he brought them into the house, and into a chamber, the plenishing whereof was both scanty and rude. There he bade them sit, and brought them victual, to wit, cheese and goats’ milk and bread, and they fell to speech concerning the woodland ways, and the seasons, and other unweighty matters. But as for the old man he spoke but few words, and as one unused to speech, albeit he was courteous and debonair. But when they had eaten and drunk he spake to them and said:

“Ye have sought to me because ye would find the Well at the World’s End, and would have lore of me concerning the road thereto; but before I tell you what ye would, let me know what ye know thereof already.”

Quoth Ralph: “For me, little enough I know, save that I must come to the Rock of the Fighting Man, and that thou knowest the way thither.”

“And thou, damsel,” quoth the long-hoary, “what knowest thou? Must I tell thee of the way through the mountains and the Wall of the World, and the Winter Valley, and the Folk Innocent, and the Cot on the Way, and the Forest of Strange Things and the Dry Tree?”

“Nay,” she said, “of all this I wot somewhat, but it may be not enough.”

Said the Sage: “Even so it was with me, when a many years ago I dwelt nigh to Swevenham, and folk sought to me for lore, and I told them what I knew; but maybe it was not enough, for they never came back; but died belike or ever they had seen the Well. And then I myself, when I was gotten very old, fared thither a-seeking it, and I found it; for I was one of those who bore the chaplet of the seekers. And now I know all, and can teach all. But tell me, damsel, whence hadst thou this lore?”

Said Ursula: “I had it of a very fair woman who, as it seemeth, was Lady and Queen of the Champions of Hampton under the Scaur, not far from mine own land.”

“Yea,” quoth the Sage, “and what hath befallen her? ... Nay, nay,” said he, “I need not ask; for I can see by your faces that she is dead. Therefore hath she been slain, or otherwise she had not been dead. So I ask you if ye were her friends?”

Quoth Ursula; “Surely she was my friend, since she befriended me; and this man I deem was altogether her friend.”

Ralph hung his head, and the Sage gazed on him, but said naught. Then he took a hand of each of them in his hands, and held them a while silently, and Ralph was still downcast and sad, but Ursula looked on him fondly.

Then spake the Sage: “So it is, Knight, that now I seem to understand what manner of man thou art, and I know what is between you two; whereof I will say naught, but will let the tree grow according to its seed. Moreover, I wot now that my friend of past years would have me make you both wise in the lore of the Well at the World’s End; and when I have done this, I can do no more, but let your good hap prevail if so it may. Abide a little, therefore.”

Then he went unto an ark, and took thence a book wrapped in a piece of precious web of silk and gold, and bound in cuir-bouilly wrought in strange devices. Then said he: “This book was mine heritage at Swevenham or ever I became wise, and it came from my father’s grandsire: and my father bade me look on it as the dearest of possessions; but I heeded it naught till my youth had waned, and my manhood was full of weariness and grief. Then I turned to it, and read in it, and became wise, and the folk sought to me, and afterwards that befell which was foredoomed. Now herein amongst other matters is written of that which ye desire to know, and I will read the same to you and expound it. Yet were it not well to read in this book under a roof, nay, though it be as humble and innocent as this. Moreover, it is not meet that ye should hearken to this wisdom of old times clad as ye are; thou, knight, in the raiment of the manslayer, with the rod of wrath hanging at thy side; and thou, maiden, attired in the garments of the tyrant, which were won of him by lying and guile.”

Then he went to another ark, and took from it two bundles, which he gave, the one to Ralph, the other to Ursula, and said: “Thou, maiden, go thou into the inner chamber here and doff thy worldly raiment, and don that which thou wilt find wrapped in this cloth; and thou, knight, take this other and get thee into the thicket which is behind the house, and there do the like, and abide there till we come to thee.”

So Ralph took the bundle, and came out into the thicket and unarmed him, and did on the raiment which he found in the cloth, which was but a long gown of white linen, much like to an alb, broidered about the wrists and the hems and collar with apparels of gold and silk, girt with a red silk girdle. There he abode a little, wondering at all these things and all that had befallen him since he had left Upmeads.

Anon the two others came to him, and Ursula was clad in the same-like raiment and the elder had the book in his hand. He smiled on Ralph and nodded friendly to him. As to Ursula, she flushed as red as a rose when she set eyes on him, for she said to herself that he was as one of the angels which she had seen painted in the choir of St. Mary’s at Higham.






  








CHAPTER 6
 

Those Two Are Learned Lore by the Sage of Swevenham
 

Now the Sage led them through the wood till they came to a grassy lawn amidst of which was a table of stone, which it seemed to Ralph must be like to that whereon the witch-wife had offered up the goat to her devils as the Lady of Abundance had told him; and he changed countenance as the thought came into his mind. But the Sage looked on him and shook his head and spake softly: “In these wastes and wilds are many such-like places, where of old time the ancient folks did worship to the Gods of the Earth as they imagined them: and whereas the lore in this book cometh of such folk, this is no ill place for the reading thereof. But if ye fear the book and its writers, who are dead long ago, there is yet time to go back and seek the Well without my helping; and I say not but that ye may find it even thus. But if ye fear not, then sit ye down on the grass, and I will lay the book on this most ancient table, and read in it, and do ye hearken heedfully.”

So they sat down side by side, and Ralph would have taken Ursula’s hand to caress it, but she drew it away from him; howbeit she found it hard to keep her eyes from off him. The Elder looked on them soberly, but nowise in anger, and presently began reading in the book. What he read shall be seen hereafter in the process of this tale; for the more part thereof had but to do with the way to the Well at the World’s End, all things concerning which were told out fully, both great and small. Long was this a-reading, and when the Sage had done, he bade now one, now the other answer him questions as to what he had read; and if they answered amiss he read that part again, and yet again, as children are taught in the school. Until at last when he asked any question Ralph or the maiden answered it rightly at once; and by this time the sun was about to set. So he bade them home to his house that they might eat and sleep there.

“But to-morrow,” said he, “I shall give you your last lesson from this book, and thereafter ye shall go your ways to the Rock of the Fighting Man, and I look not for it that ye shall come to any harm on the way; but whereas I seem to-day to have seen the foes of Utterbol seeking you, I will lead you forth a little.”

So they went home to the house, and he made them the most cheer that he might, and spake to them in friendly and pleasant mood, so that they were merry.

When it was morning they went again to the ancient altar, and again they learned lore from the Elder, till they were waxen wise in the matters of the Well at the World’s End, and long they sat and hearkened him till it was evening again, and once more they slept in the house of the Sage of Swevenham.






  








CHAPTER 7
 

An Adventure by the Way
 

When morrow dawned they arose betimes and did on their worldly raiment; and when they had eaten a morsel they made them ready for the road, and the elder gave them victual for the way in their saddle-bags, saying: “This shall suffice for the passing days, and when it is gone ye have learned what to do.”

Therewithall they gat to horse; but Ralph would have the Elder ride his nag, while he went afoot by the side of Ursula. So the Sage took his bidding, but smiled therewith, and said: “Thou art a King’s son and a friendly young man, else had I said nay to this; for it needeth not, whereas I am stronger than thou, so hath my draught of the Well dealt with me.”

Thus then they went their ways; but Ralph noted of Ursula that she was silent and shy with him, and it irked him so much, that at last he said to her: “My friend, doth aught ail me with thee? Wilt thou not tell me, so that I may amend it? For thou are grown of few words with me and turnest thee from me, and seemest as if thou heedest me little. Thou art as a fair spring morning gone cold and overcast in the afternoon. What is it then? we are going a long journey together, and belike shall find little help or comfort save in each other; and ill will it be if we fall asunder in heart, though we be nigh in body.”

She laughed and reddened therewithal; and then her countenance fell and she looked piteously on him and said: “If I seemed to thee as thou sayest, I am sorry; for I meant not to be thus with thee as thou deemest. But so it is that I was thinking of this long journey, and of thee and me together in it, and how we shall be with each other if we come back again alive, with all things done that we had to do.”

She stayed her speech awhile, and seemed to find it hard to give forth the word that was in her; but at last she said: “Friend, thou must pardon me; but that which thou sawest in me, I also seemed to see in thee, that thou wert grown shy and cold with me; but now I know it is not so, since thou hast seen me wrongly; but that I have seen thee wrongly, as thou hast me.”

Therewith she reached her hand to him, and he took it and kissed it and caressed it while she looked fondly at him, and they fared on sweetly and happily together. But as this was a-saying and a-doing betwixt them, and a while after, they had heeded the Elder little or not at all, though he rode on the right hand of Ralph. And for his part the old man said naught to them and made as if he heard them not, when they spake thuswise together.

Now they rode the wood on somewhat level ground for a while; then the trees began to thin, and the ground grew broken; and at last it was very rugged, with high hills and deep valleys, and all the land populous of wild beasts, so that about sunset they heard thrice the roar of a lion. But ever the Sage led them by winding ways that he knew, round the feet of the hills, along stream-sides for the most part, and by passes over the mountain-necks when they needs must, which was twice in the day.

Dusk fell on them in a little valley, through which ran a stream bushed about its edges, and which for the rest was grassy and pleasant, with big sweet-chestnut trees scattered about it.

“Now,” quoth the Elder; “two things we have to beware of in this valley, the lions first; which, though belike they will not fall upon weaponed men, may well make an onslaught on your horses, if they wind them; and the loss of the beasts were sore to you as now. But the second thing is the chase from Utterbol. As to the lions, if ye build up a big fire, and keep somewhat aloof from the stream and its bushes, and tether you horses anigh the fire, ye will have no harm of them.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “but if the riders of Utterbol are anigh us, shall we light a candle for them to show them the way?” Said the Sage: “Were ye by yourselves, I would bid you journey night-long, and run all risk rather than the risk of falling into their hands. But whereas I am your guide, I bid you kindle your fire under yonder big tree, and leave me to deal with the men of Utterbol; only whatso I bid you, that do ye straightway.”

“So be it,” said Ralph, “I have been bewrayed so oft of late, that I must needs trust thee, or all help shall fail me. Let us to work.” So they fell to and built up a big bale and kindled it, and their horses they tethered to the tree; and by then they had done this, dark night had fallen upon them. So they cooked their victual at the fire (for Ralph had shot a hare by the way) and the Sage went down to the stream and fetched them water in a lethern budget: “For,” said he, “I know the beasts of the wood and they me, and there is peace betwixt us.” There then they sat to meat unarmed, for the Sage had said to them: “Doff your armour; ye shall not come to handystrokes with the Utterbol Riders.”

So they ate their meat in the wilderness, and were nowise ungleeful, for to those twain the world seemed fair, and they hoped for great things. But though they were glad, they were weary enough, for the way had been both rugged and long; so they lay them down to sleep while the night was yet young. But or ever Ralph closed his eyes he saw the Sage standing up with his cloak wrapped about his head, and making strange signs with his right hand; so that he deemed that he would ward them by wizardry. So therewith he turned about on the grass and was asleep at once.

After a while he started and sat up, half awake at first; for he felt some one touch him; and his halfdreams went back to past days, and he cried out: “Hah Roger! is it thou? What is toward?” But therewith he woke up fully, and knew that it was the Sage that had touched him, and withal he saw hard by Ursula, sitting up also.

There was still a flickering flame playing about the red embers of their fire, for they had made it very big; and the moon had arisen and was shining bright in a cloudless sky.

The Sage spake softly but quickly: “Lie down together, ye two, and I shall cast my cloak over you, and look to it that ye stir not from out of it, nor speak one word till I bid you, whate’er may befall: for the riders of Utterbol are upon us.”

They did as he bade them, but Ralph got somewhat of an eye-shot out of a corner of the cloak, and he could see that the Sage went and stood up against the tree-trunk holding a horse by the bridle, one on each side of him. Even therewith Ralph heard the clatter of horse-hoofs over the stones about the stream, and a man’s voice cried out: “They will have heard us; so spur over the grass to the fire and the big tree: for then they cannot escape us.” Then came the thump of horse-hoofs on the turf, and in half a minute they were amidst of a rout of men a-horseback, more than a score, whose armour and weapons gleamed in the moonlight: yet when these riders were gotten there, they were silent, till one said in a quavering voice as if afeard: “Otter, Otter! what is this? A minute ago and we could see the fire, and the tree, and men and horses about them: and now, lo you! there is naught save two great grey stones lying on the grass, and a man’s bare bones leaning up against the tree, and a ruckle of old horse-bones on either side of him. Where are we then?”

Then spake another; and Ralph knew the voice for Otter’s: “I wot not, lord; naught else is changed save the fire and the horses and the men: yonder are the hills, yonder overhead is the moon, with the little light cloud dogging her; even that is scarce changed. Belike the fire was an earth-fire, and for the rest we saw wrong in the moonlight.”

Spake the first man again, and his voice quavered yet more: “Nay nay, Otter, it is not so. Lo you the skeleton and the bones and the grey stones! And the fire, here this minute, there the next. O Otter, this is an evil place of an evil deed! Let us go seek elsewhere; let us depart, lest a worse thing befall us.” And so with no more ado he turned his horse and smote his spurs into him and galloped off by the way he had come, and the others followed, nothing loth; only Otter tarried a little, and looked around him and laughed and said: “There goes my Lord’s nephew; like my Lord he is not over bold, save in dealing with a shackled man. Well, for my part if those others have sunk into the earth, or gone up into the air, they are welcome to their wizardry, and I am glad of it. For I know not how I should have done to have seen my mate that out-tilted me made a gelded wretch of; and it would have irked me to see that fair woman in the hands of the tormentors, though forsooth I have oft seen such sights. Well, it is good; but better were it to ride with my mate than serve the Devil and his Nephew.”

Therewith he turned rein and galloped off after the others, and in a little while the sound of them had died off utterly into the night, and they heard but the voices of the wild things, and the wimbrel laughing from the hill-sides. Then came the Sage and drew the cloak from those two, and laughed on them and said: “Now may ye sleep soundly, when I have mended our fire; for ye will see no more of Utterbol for this time, and it yet lacks three hours of dawn: sleep ye then and dream of each other.” Then they arose and thanked the Sage with whole hearts and praised his wisdom. But while the old man mended the fire Ralph went up to Ursula and took her hand, and said: “Welcome to life, fellow-farer!” and he gazed earnestly into her eyes, as though he would have her fall into his arms: but whereas she rather shrank from him, though she looked on him lovingly, if somewhat shyly, he but kissed her hand, and laid him down again, when he had seen her lying in her place. And therewith they fell asleep and slept sweetly.






  








CHAPTER 8
 

They Come to the Sea of Molten Rocks
 

When they woke again the sun was high above their heads, and they saw the Sage dighting their breakfast. So they arose and washed the night off them in the stream and ate hastily, and got to horse on a fair forenoon; then they rode the mountain neck east from that valley; and it was a long slope of stony and barren mountain nigh waterless.

And on the way Ursula told Ralph how the man who was scared by the wizardry last night was verily the nephew of the Lord from whom she had stolen her armour by wheedling and a seeming promise. “But,” said she, “his love lay not so deep but that he would have avenged him for my guile on my very body had he taken us.” Ralph reddened and scowled at her word, and the Sage led them into the other talk.

So long was that fell, that they were nigh benighted ere they gained the topmost, or came to any pass. When they had come to a place where there was a little pool in a hollow of the rocks they made stay there, and slept safe, but ill-lodged, and on the morrow were on their way betimes, and went toiling up the neck another four hours, and came to a long rocky ridge or crest that ran athwart it; and when they had come to the brow thereof, then were they face to face with the Great Mountains, which now looked so huge that they seemed to fill all the world save the ground whereon they stood. Cloudless was the day, and the air clean and sweet, and every nook and cranny was clear to behold from where they stood: there were great jutting nesses with straight-walled burgs at their top-most, and pyramids and pinnacles that no hand of man had fashioned, and awful clefts like long streets in the city of the giants who wrought the world, and high above all the undying snow that looked as if the sky had come down on to the mountains and they were upholding it as a roof.

But clear as was the fashion of the mountains, they were yet a long way off: for betwixt them and the ridge whereon those fellows stood, stretched a vast plain, houseless and treeless, and, as they beheld it thence grey and ungrassed (though indeed it was not wholly so) like a huge river or firth of the sea it seemed, and such indeed it had been once, to wit a flood of molten rock in the old days when the earth was a-burning.

Now as they stood and beheld it, the Sage spake: “Lo ye, my children, the castle and its outwork, and its dyke that wardeth the land of the Well at the World’s End. Now from to-morrow, when we enter into the great sea of the rock molten in the ancient earth-fires, there is no least peril of pursuit for you. Yet amidst that sea should ye perish belike, were it not for the wisdom gathered by a few; and they are dead now save for the Book, and for me, who read it unto you. Now ye would not turn back were I to bid you, and I will not bid you. Yet since the journey shall be yet with grievous toil and much peril, and shall try the very hearts within you, were ye as wise as Solomon and as mighty as Alexander, I will say this much unto you; that if ye love not the earth and the world with all your souls, and will not strive all ye may to be frank and happy therein, your toil and peril aforesaid shall win you no blessing but a curse. Therefore I bid you be no tyrants or builders of cities for merchants and usurers and warriors and thralls, like the fool who builded Goldburg to be for a tomb to him: or like the thrall-masters of the Burg of the Four Friths, who even now, it may be, are pierced by their own staff or overwhelmed by their own wall. But rather I bid you to live in peace and patience without fear or hatred, and to succour the oppressed and love the lovely, and to be the friends of men, so that when ye are dead at last, men may say of you, they brought down Heaven to the Earth for a little while. What say ye, children?”

Then said Ralph: “Father, I will say the sooth about mine intent, though ye may deem it little-minded. When I have accomplished this quest, I would get me home again to the little land of Upmeads, to see my father and my mother, and to guard its meadows from waste and its houses from fire-raising: to hold war aloof and walk in free fields, and see my children growing up about me, and lie at last beside my fathers in the choir of St. Laurence. The dead would I love and remember; the living would I love and cherish; and Earth shall be the well beloved house of my Fathers, and Heaven the highest hall thereof.”

“It is well,” said the Sage, “all this shalt thou do and be no little-heart, though thou do no more. And thou, maiden?”

She looked on Ralph and said: “I lost, and then I found, and then I lost again. Maybe I shall find the lost once more. And for the rest, in all that this man will do, I will help, living or dead, for I know naught better to do.”

“Again it is well,” said the Sage, “and the lost which was verily thine shalt thou find again, and good days and their ending shall betide thee. Ye shall have no shame in your lives and no fear in your deaths. Wherefore now lieth the road free before you.”

Then was he silent a while, neither spake the others aught, but stood gazing on the dark grey plain, and the blue wall that rose beyond it, till at last the Sage lifted up his hand and said: “Look yonder, children, to where I point, and ye shall see how there thrusteth out a ness from the mountain-wall, and the end of it stands like a bastion above the lava-sea, and on its sides and its head are streaks ruddy and tawny, where the earth-fires have burnt not so long ago: see ye?”

Ralph looked and said: “Yea, father, I see it, and its rifts and its ridges, and its crannies.”

Quoth the Sage: “Behind that ness shall ye come to the Rock of the Fighting Man, which is the very Gate of the Mountains; and I will not turn again nor bid you farewell till I have brought you thither. And now time presses; for I would have you come timely to that cavern, whereof I have taught you, before ye fall on the first days of winter, or ye shall be hard bestead. So now we will eat a morsel, and then use diligence that we may reach the beginning of the rock-sea before nightfall.”

So did they, and the Sage led them down by a slant-way from off the ridge, which was toilsome but nowise perilous. So about sunset they came down into the plain, and found a belt of greensward, and waters therein betwixt the foot of the ridge and the edge of the rock-sea. And as for the said sea, though from afar it looked plain and unbroken, now that they were close to, and on a level with it, they saw that it rose up into cliffs, broken down in some places, and in others arising high into the air, an hundred foot, it might be. Sometimes it thrust out into the green shore below the fell, and otherwhile drew back from it as it had cooled ages ago.

So they came to a place where there was a high wall of rock round three sides of a grassy place by a stream-side, and there they made their resting-place, and the night went calmly and sweetly with them.






  








CHAPTER 9
 

They Come Forth From the Rock-Sea
 

On the morrow the Sage led them straight into the rock-sea whereas it seemed to them at first that he was but bringing them into a blind alley; but at the end of the bight the rock-wall was broken down into a long scree of black stones. There the Sage bade Ralph and Ursula dismount (as for him he had been going afoot ever since that first day) and they led the horses up the said scree, which was a hard business, as they were no mountain beasts. And when they were atop of the scree it was harder yet to get them down, for on that side it was steeper; but at last they brought it about, and came down into a little grassy plain or isle in the rock sea, which narrowed toward the eastern end, and the rocks on either side were smooth and glossy, as if the heat had gone out of them suddenly, when the earth-fires had ceased in the mountains.

Now the Sage showed them on a certain rock a sign cut, whereof they had learned in the book aforesaid, to wit, a sword crossed by a three-leaved bough; and they knew by the book that they should press on through the rock-sea nowhere, either going or returning, save where they should see this token.

Now when they came to the narrow end of the plain they found still a wide way between the rock-walls, that whiles widened out, and whiles drew in again. Whiles withal were screes across the path, and little waters that ran out of the lava and into it again, and great blocks of fallen stone, sometimes as big as a husbandman’s cot, that wind and weather had rent from the rocks; and all these things stayed them somewhat. But they went on merrily, albeit their road winded so much, that the Sage told them, when evening was, that for their diligence they had but come a few short miles as the crow flies.

Many wild things there were, both beast and fowl, in these islands and bridges of the rock-sea, hares and conies to wit, a many, and heathfowl, and here and there a red fox lurking about the crannies of the rock-wall. Ralph shot a brace of conies with his Turk bow, and whereas there were bushes growing in the chinks, and no lack of whin and ling, they had firing enough, and supped off this venison of the rocks.

So passed that day and two days more, and naught befell, save that on the midnight of the first day of their wending the rock-sea, Ralph awoke and saw the sky all ablaze with other light than that of the moon; so he arose and went hastily to the Sage, and took him by the shoulder, and bid him awake; “For meseems the sky is afire, and perchance the foe is upon us.”

The Sage awoke and opened his eyes, and rose on his elbow and looked around sleepily; then he said laughing: “It is naught, fair lord, thou mayst lie down and sleep out the remnant of the night, and thou also, maiden: this is but an earth-fire breaking out on the flank of the mountains; it may be far away hence. Now ye see that he may not scale the rocks about us here without toil; but to-morrow night we may climb up somewhere and look on what is toward.”

So Ralph lay down and Ursula also, but Ralph lay long awake watching the light above him, which grew fiercer and redder in the hours betwixt moonset and daybreak, when he fell asleep, and woke not again till the sun was high.

But on the next day as they went, the aspect of the rock-sea about them changed: for the rocks were not so smooth and shining and orderly, but rose up in confused heaps all clotted together by the burning, like to clinkers out of some monstrous forge of the earth-giants, so that their way was naught so clear as it had been, but was rather a maze of jagged stone. But the Sage led through it all unfumbling, and moreover now and again they came on that carven token of the sword and the bough. Night fell, and as it grew dark they saw the glaring of the earth-fires again; and when they were rested, and had done their meat, the Sage said: “Come now with me, for hard by is there a place as it were a stair that goeth to the top of a great rock, let us climb it and look about us.”

So did they, and the head of the rock was higher than the main face of the rock-sea, so that they could see afar. Thence they looked north and beheld afar off a very pillar of fire rising up from a ness of the mountain wall, and seeming as if it bore up a black roof of smoke; and the huge wall gleamed grey, because of its light, and it cast a ray of light across the rock-sea as the moon doth over the waters of the deep: withal there was the noise as of thunder in the air, but afar off: which thunder indeed they had heard oft, as they rode through the afternoon and evening.

Spake the Sage: “It is far away: yet if the wind were not blowing from us, we had smelt the smoke, and the sky had been darkened by it. Now it is naught so far from Utterbol, and it will be for a token to them there. For that ness is called the Candle of the Giants, and men deem that the kindling thereof forebodeth ill to the lord who sitteth on the throne in the red hall of Utterbol.”

Ralph laid his hand on Ursula’s shoulder and said: “May the Sage’s saw be sooth!”

She put her hand upon the hand and said: “Three months ago I lay on my bed at Bourton Abbas, and all the while here was this huge manless waste lying under the bare heavens and threatened by the storehouse of the fires of the earth: and I had not seen it, nor thee either, O friend; and now it hath become a part of me for ever.”

Then was Ralph exceeding glad of her words, and the Sage laughed inwardly when he beheld them thus.

So they came adown from the rock and lay down presently under the fiery heavens: and their souls were comforted by the sound of the horses cropping the grass so close to their ears, that it broke the voice of the earth-fires’ thunder, that ever and anon rolled over the grey sea amidst which they lay.

On the morrow they still rode the lava like to clinkers, and it rose higher about them, till suddenly nigh sunset it ended at a turn of their winding road, and naught lay betwixt them and that mighty ness of the mountains, save a wide grassy plain, here and there swelling into low wide risings not to be called hills, and besprinkled with copses of bushes, and with trees neither great nor high. Then spake the Sage: “Here now will we rest, and by my will to-morrow also, that your beasts may graze their fill of the sweet grass of these unwarded meadows. which feedeth many a herd unowned of man, albeit they pay a quit-rent to wild things that be mightier than they. And now, children, we have passed over the mighty river that once ran molten betwixt these mountains and the hills yonder to the west, which we trod the other day; yet once more, if your hearts fail you, there is yet time to turn back; and no harm shall befall you, but I will be your fellow all the way home to Swevenham if ye will. But if ye still crave the water of the Well at the World’s End, I will lead you over this green plain, and then go back home to mine hermitage, and abide there till ye come to me, or I die.”

Ralph smiled and said: “Master, no such sorry story shall I bear back to Upmeads, that after many sorrows borne, and perils overcome, I came to the Gates of the Mountains, and turned back for fear of that which I had not proved.”

So spake he; but Ursula laughed and said: “Yea, then should I deem thy friendship light if thou leftest me alone and unholpen in the uttermost wilderness; and thy manhood light to turn back from that which did not make a woman afraid.”

Then the Sage looked kindly on them and said: “Yea, then is the last word spoken, and the world may yet grow merrier to me. Look you, some there be who may abuse the gifts of the Well for evil errands, and some who may use it for good deeds; but I am one who hath not dared to use it lest I should abuse it, I being alone amongst weaklings and fools: but now if ye come back, who knows but that I may fear no longer, but use my life, and grow to be a mighty man. Come now, let us dight our supper, and kindle as big a fire as we lightly may; since there is many a prowling beast about, as bear and lynx and lion; for they haunt this edge of the rock-sea whereto the harts and the wild bulls and the goats resort for the sweet grass, and the water that floweth forth from the lava.”

So they cut good store of firing, whereas there was a plenty of bushes growing in the clefts of the rocks, and they made a big fire and tethered their horses anigh it when they lay down to rest; and in the night they heard the roaring of wild things round about them, and more than once or twice, awakening before day, they saw the shape of some terrible creature by the light of the moon mingled with the glare of the earth-fires, but none of these meddled with them, and naught befell them save the coming of the new day.






  








CHAPTER 10
 

They Come to the Gate of the Mountains
 

That day they herded their horses thereabout, and from time to time the Sage tried those two if they were perfect in the lore of the road; and he found that they had missed nothing.

They lay down in the self-same place again that night, and arose betimes on the morrow and went their ways over the plain as the Sage led, till it was as if the mountains and their terror hung over their very heads, and the hugeness and blackness of them were worse than a wall of fire had been. It was still a long way to them, so that it was not till noon of the third day from the rock-sea that they came to the very feet of that fire-scorched ness, and wonderful indeed it seemed to them that anything save the eagles could have aught to tell of what lay beyond it.

There were no foothills or downs betwixt the plain and the mountains, naught save a tumble of rocks that had fallen from the cliffs, piled up strangely, and making a maze through which the Sage led them surely; and at last they were clear even of this, and were underneath the flank of that ness, which was so huge that there seemed that there could scarce be any more mountain than that. Little of its huge height could they see, now they were close to it, for it went up sheer at first and then beetled over them till they could see no more of its side; as they wound about its flank, and they were long about it, the Sage cried out to those two and stretched out his hand, and behold! the side of the black cliff plain and smooth and shining as if it had been done by the hand of men or giants, and on this smooth space was carven in the living rock the image of a warrior in mail and helm of ancient fashion, and holding a sword in his right hand. From head to heel he seemed some sixty feet high, and the rock was so hard, that he was all clean and clear to see; and they deemed of him that his face was keen and stern of aspect.

So there they stood in an awful bight of the mountain, made by that ness, and the main wall from which it thrust out. But after they had gazed awhile and their hearts were in their mouths, the Sage turned on those twain and said: “Here then is the end of my journey with you; and ye wot all that I can tell you, and I can say no word more save to bid you cast all fear aside and thrive. Ye have yet for this day’s journey certain hours of such daylight as the mountain pass will give you, which at the best is little better than twilight; therefore redeem ye the time.”

But Ralph got off his horse, and Ursula did in likewise, and they both kissed and embraced the old man, for their hearts were full and fain. But he drew himself away from them, and turned about with no word more, and went his ways, and presently was hidden from their eyes by the rocky maze which lay about the mountain’s foot. Then the twain mounted their horses again and set forth silently on the road, as they had been bidden.

In a little while the rocks of the pass closed about them, leaving but a way so narrow that they could see a glimmer of the stars above them as they rode the twilight; no sight they had of the measureless stony desert, yet in their hearts they saw it. They seemed to be wending a straight-walled prison without an end, so that they were glad when the dark night came on them.

Ralph found some shelter in the cleft of a rock above a mound where was little grass for the horses. He drew Ursula into it, and they sat down there on the stones together. So long they sat silent that a great gloom settled upon Ralph, and he scarce knew whether he were asleep or waking, alive or dead. But amidst of it fell a sweet voice on his ears, and familiar words asking him of what like were the fields of Upmeads, and the flowers; and of the fish of its water, and of the fashion of the building of his father’s house; and of his brethren, and the mother that bore him. Then was it to him at first as if a sweet dream had come across the void of his gloom, and then at last the gloom and the dread and the deadness left him, and he knew that his friend and fellow was talking to him, and that he sat by her knee to knee, and the sweetness of her savoured in his nostrils as she leaned her face toward him, and he knew himself for what he was; and yet for memory of that past horror, and the sweetness of his friend and what not else, he fell a-weeping. But Ursula bestirred herself and brought out food from her wallet, and sat down beside him again, and he wiped the tears from his eyes and laughed, and chid himself for being as a child in the dark, and then they ate and drank together in that dusk nook of the wilderness. And now was he happy and his tongue was loosed, and he fell to telling her many things of Upmeads, and of the tale of his forefathers, and of his old loves and his friends, till life and death seemed to him as they had seemed of time past in the merry land of his birth. So there anon they fell asleep for weariness, and no dreams of terror beset their slumbers.






  








CHAPTER 11
 

They Come to the Vale of Sweet Chestnuts
 

When they went on their way next morning they found little change in the pass, and they rode the dread highway daylong, and it was still the same: so they rested a little before nightfall at a place where there was water running out of the rocks, but naught else for their avail. Ralph was merry and helpful and filled water from the runnel, and wrought what he might to make the lodging meet; and as they ate and rested he said to Ursula: “Last night it was thou that beguiled me of my gloom, yet thereafter till we slept it was my voice for the more part, and not thine, that was heard in the wilderness. Now to-night it shall be otherwise, and I will but ask a question of thee, and hearken to the sweetness of thy voice.”

She laughed a little and very sweetly, and she said: “Forsooth, dear friend, I spoke to thee that I might hear thy voice for the more part, and not mine, that was heard in the desert; but when I heard thee, I deemed that the world was yet alive for us to come back to.”

He was silent awhile, for his heart was pierced with the sweetness of her speech, and he had fain have spoken back as sweetly as a man might; yet he could not because he feared her somewhat, lest she should turn cold to him; therefore himseemed that he spoke roughly, as he said: “Nevertheless, my friend, I beseech thee to tell me of thine old home, even as last night I told thee of mine.”

“Yea,” she said, “with a good will.” And straightway she fell to telling him of her ways when she was little, and of her father and mother, and of her sister that had died, and the brother whom Ralph had seen at Bourton Abbas: she told also of bachelors who had wooed her, and jested concerning them, yet kindly and without malice, and talked so sweetly and plainly, that the wilderness was become a familiar place to Ralph, and he took her hand in the dusk and said: “But, my friend, how was it with the man for whom thou wert weeping when I first fell in with thee at Bourton Abbas?”

She said: “I will tell thee plainly, as a friend may to a friend. Three hours had not worn from thy departure ere tidings came to me concerning him, that neither death nor wounding had befallen him; and that his masterless horse and bloodstained saddle were but a device to throw dust into our eyes, so that there might be no chase after him by the men of the Abbot’s bailiff, and that he might lightly do as he would, to wit, swear himself into the riders of the Burg of the Four Friths; for, in sooth, he was weary of me and mine. Yet further, I must needs tell thee that I know now, that when I wept before thee it was partly in despite, because I had found out in my heart (though I bade it not tell me so much) that I loved him but little.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “and when didst thou come to that knowledge of thine heart?”

“Dear friend,” she said, “mayhappen I may tell thee hereafter, but as now I will forbear.” He laughed for joy of her, and in a little that talk fell down between them.

Despite the terror of the desert and the lonely ways, when Ralph laid him down on his stony bed, happiness wrapped his heart about. Albeit all this while he durst not kiss or caress her, save very measurely, for he deemed that she would not suffer it; nor as yet would he ask her wherefore, though he had it in his mind that he would not always forbear to ask her.

Many days they rode that pass of the mountains, though it was not always so evil and dreadful as at the first beginning; for now again the pass opened out into little valleys, wherein was foison of grass and sweet waters withal, and a few trees. In such places must they needs rest them, to refresh their horses as well as themselves, and to gather food, of venison, and wild-fruit and nuts. But abiding in such vales was very pleasant to them.

At last these said valleys came often and oftener, till it was so that all was pretty much one valley, whiles broken by a mountain neck, whiles straitened by a ness of the mountains that jutted into it, but never quite blind: yet was the said valley very high up, and as it were a trench of the great mountain. So they were glad that they had escaped from that strait prison betwixt the rock-walls, and were well at ease: and they failed never to find the tokens that led them on the way, even as they had learned of the Sage, so that they were not beguiled into any straying.

And now they had worn away thirty days since they had parted from the Sage, and the days began to shorten and the nights to lengthen apace; when on the forenoon of a day, after they had ridden a very rugged mountain-neck, they came down and down into a much wider valley into which a great reef of rocks thrust out from the high mountain, so that the northern half of the said vale was nigh cleft atwain by it; well grassed was the vale, and a fair river ran through it, and there were on either side the water great groves of tall and great sweet-chestnuts and walnut trees, whereon the nuts were now ripe. They rejoiced as they rode into it; for they remembered how the Sage had told them thereof, that their travel and toil should be stayed there awhile, and that there they should winter, because of the bread which they could make them of the chestnuts, and the plenty of walnuts, and that withal there was foison of venison.

So they found a ford of the river and crossed it, and went straight to the head of the rocky ness, being shown thither by the lore of the Sage, and they found in the face of the rock the mouth of a cavern, and beside it the token of the sword and the branch. Therefore they knew that they had come to their winter house, and they rejoiced thereat, and without more ado they got off their horses and went into the cavern. The entry thereof was low, so that they must needs creep into it, but within it was a rock-hall, high, clean and sweet-smelling.

There then they dight their dwelling, doing all they might to be done with their work before the winter was upon them. The day after they had come there they fell to on the in-gathering of their chestnut harvest, and they dried them, and made them into meal; and the walnuts they gathered also. Withal they hunted the deer, both great and small; amongst which Ralph, not without some peril, slew two great bears, of which beasts, indeed, there was somewhat more than enough, as they came into the dale to feed upon the nuts and the berry-trees. So they soon had good store of peltries for their beds and their winter raiment, which Ursula fell to work on deftly, for she knew all the craft of needlework; and, shortly to tell it, they had enough and to spare of victual and raiment.






  








CHAPTER 12
 

Winter Amidst of the Mountains
 

In all this they had enough to be busy with, so that time hung not heavy on their hands, and the shadow of the Quest was nowise burdensome to them, since they wotted that they had to abide the wearing of the days till spring was come with fresh tidings. Their labour was nowise irksome to them, since Ralph was deft in all manner of sports and crafts, such as up-country folk follow, and though he were a king’s son, he had made a doughty yeoman: and as for Ursula, she also was country-bred, of a lineage of field-folk, and knew all the manners of the fields.

Withal in whatsoever way it were, they loved each other dearly, and all kind of speech flowed freely betwixt them. Sooth to say, Ralph, taking heed of Ursula, deemed that she were fain to love him bodily, and he wotted well by now, that, whatever had befallen, he loved her, body and soul. Yet still was that fear of her naysay lurking in his heart, if he should kiss her, or caress her, as a man with a maid. Therefore he forbore, though desire of her tormented him grievously at whiles.

They wore their armour but little now, save when they were about some journey wherein was peril of wild beasts. Ursula had dight her some due woman’s raiment betwixt her knight’s surcoat and doe-skins which they had gotten, so that it was not unseemly of fashion. As for their horses, they but seldom backed them, but used them to draw stuff to their rock-house on sledges, which they made of tree-boughs; so that the beasts grew fat, feeding on the grass of the valley and the wild-oats withal, which grew at the upper end of the bight of the valley, toward the northern mountains, where the ground was sandy. No man they saw, nor any signs of man, nor had they seen any save the Sage, since those riders of Utterbol had vanished before them into the night.

So wore autumn into winter, and the frost came, and the snow, with prodigious winds from out of the mountains: yet was not the weather so hard but that they might go forth most days, and come to no hurt if they were wary of the drifts; and forsooth needs must they go abroad to take venison for their livelihood.

So the winter wore also amidst sweet speech and friendliness betwixt the two, and they lived still as dear friends, and not as lovers.

Seldom they spoke of the Quest, for it seemed to them now a matter over great for speech. But now they were grown so familiar each to each that Ursula took heart to tell Ralph more of the tidings of Utterbol, for now the shame and grief of her bondage there was but as a story told of another, so far away seemed that time from this. But so grievous was her tale that Ralph grew grim thereover, and he said: “By St. Nicholas! it were a good deed, once we are past the mountains again, to ride to Utterbol and drag that swine and wittol from his hall and slay him, and give his folk a good day. But then there is thou, my friend, and how shall I draw thee into deadly strife?”

“Nay,” she said, “whereso thou ridest thither will I, and one fate shall lie on us both. We will think thereof and ask the Sage of it when we return. Who knows what shall have befallen then? Remember the lighting of the candle of Utterbol that we saw from the Rock-sea, and the boding thereof.” So Ralph was appeased for that time.

Oft also they spake of the little lands whence they came, and on a time amidst of such talk Ursula said: “But alas, friend, why do I speak of all this, when now save for my brother, who loveth me but after a fashion, to wit that I must in all wise do his bidding, lad as he is, I have no longer kith nor kin there, save again as all the folk of one stead are somewhat akin. I think, my dear, that I have no country, nor any house to welcome me.”

Said Ralph: “All lands, any land that thou mayst come to, shall welcome thee, and I shall look to it that so it shall be.” And in his heart he thought of the welcome of Upmeads, and of Ursula sitting on the dais of the hall of the High-House.

So wore the days till Candlemass, when the frost broke and the snows began to melt, and the waters came down from the mountains, so that the river rose over its banks and its waters covered the plain parts of the valley, and those two could go dryshod but a little way out of their cavern; no further than the green mound or toft which lay at the mouth thereof: but the waters were thronged with fowl, as mallard and teal and coots, and of these they took what they would. Whiles also they waded the shallows of the flood, and whiles poled a raft about it, and so had pleasure of the waters as before they had had of the snow. But when at last the very spring was come, and the grass began to grow after the showers had washed the plain of the waterborne mud, and the snowdrop had thrust up and blossomed, and the celandine had come, and then when the blackthorn bloomed and the Lent-lilies hid the grass betwixt the great chestnut-boles, when the sun shone betwixt the showers and the west wind blew, and the throstles and blackbirds ceased not their song betwixt dawn and dusk, then began Ralph to say to himself, that even if the Well at the World’s End were not, and all that the Sage had told them was but a tale of Swevenham, yet were all better than well if Ursula were but to him a woman beloved rather than a friend. And whiles he was pensive and silent, even when she was by him, and she noted it and forbore somewhat the sweetness of her glances, and the caressing of her soft speech: though oft when he looked on her fondly, the blood would rise to her cheeks, and her bosom would heave with the thought of his desire, which quickened hers so sorely, that it became a pain and grief to her.






  








CHAPTER 13
 

Of Ursula and the Bear
 

It befell on a fair sunny morning of spring, that Ralph sat alone on the toft by the rock-house, for Ursula had gone down the meadow to disport her and to bathe in the river. Ralph was fitting the blade of a dagger to a long ashen shaft, to make him a strong spear; for with the waxing spring the bears were often in the meadows again; and the day before they had come across a family of the beasts in the sandy bight under the mountains; to wit a carle, and a quean with her cubs; the beasts had seen them but afar off, and whereas the men were two and the sun shone back from their weapons, they had forborne them; although they were fierce and proud in those wastes, and could not away with creatures that were not of their kind. So because of this Ralph had bidden Ursula not to fare abroad without her sword, which was sharp and strong, and she no weakling withal. He bethought him of this just as he had made an end of his spear-shaping, so therewith he looked aside and saw the said sword hanging to a bough of a little quicken-tree, which grew hard by the door. Fear came into his heart therewith, so he arose and strode down over the meadow hastily bearing his new spear, and girt with his sword. Now there was a grove of chestnuts betwixt him and the river, but on the other side of them naught but the green grass down to the water’s edge.

Sure enough as he came under the trees he heard a shrill cry, and knew that it could be naught save Ursula; so he ran thitherward whence came the cry, shouting as he ran, and was scarce come out of the trees ere he saw Ursula indeed, mother-naked, held in chase by a huge bear as big as a bullock: he shouted again and ran the faster; but even therewith, whether she heard and saw him, and hoped for timely help, or whether she felt her legs failing her, she turned on the bear, and Ralph saw that she had a little axe in her hand wherewith she smote hardily at the beast; but he, after the fashion of his kind, having risen to his hind legs, fenced with his great paws like a boxer, and smote the axe out of her hand, and she cried out bitterly and swerved from him and fell a running again; but the bear tarried not, and would have caught her in a few turns; but even therewith was Ralph come up, who thrust the beast into the side with his long-headed spear, and not waiting to pull it out again, drew sword in a twinkling, and smote a fore-paw off him and then drave the sword in over the shoulder so happily that it reached his heart, and he fell over dead with a mighty thump.

Then Ralph looked around for Ursula; but she had already run back to the river-side and was casting her raiment on her; so he awaited her beside the slain bear, but with drawn sword, lest the other bear should come upon them; for this was the he-bear. Howbeit he saw naught save presently Ursula all clad and coming towards him speedily; so he turned toward her, and when they met he cast himself upon her without a word, and kissed her greedily; and she forbore not at all, but kissed and caressed him as if she could never be satisfied.

So at last they drew apart a little, and walked quietly toward the rock-house hand in hand. And on the way she told him that even as she came up on to the bank from the water she saw the bear coming down on her as fast as he could drive, and so she but caught up her axe, and ran for it: “Yet I had little hope, dear friend,” she said, “but that thou shouldst be left alone in the wilderness.” And therewith she turned on him and cast her arms about him again, all weeping for joy of their two lives.

Thus slowly they came before the door of their rock-house and Ralph said: “Let us sit down here on the grass, and if thou art not over wearied with the flight and the battle, I will ask thee a question.” She laid herself down on the grass with a sigh, yet it was as of one who sighs for pleasure and rest, and said, as he sat down beside her: “I am fain to rest my limbs and my body, but my heart is at rest; so ask on, dear friend.”

The song of birds was all around them, and the scent of many blossoms went past on the wings of the west wind, and Ralph was silent a little as he looked at the loveliness of his friend; then he said: “This is the question; of what kind are thy kisses this morning, are they the kisses of a friend or a lover? Wilt thou not called me beloved and not friend? Shall not we two lie on the bridal bed this same night?”

She looked on him steadily, smiling, but for love and sweetness, not for shame and folly; then she said: “O, dear friend and dearest lover, three questions are these and not one; but I will answer all three as my heart biddeth me. And first, I will tell thee that my kisses are as thine; and if thine are aught but the kisses of love, then am I befooled. And next, I say that if thou wilt be my friend indeed, I will not spare to call thee beloved, or to be all thy friend. But as to thy third question; tell me, is there not time enough for that?”

She faltered as she spake, but he said: “Look, beloved, and see how fair the earth is to-day! What place and what season can be goodlier than this? And were it not well that we who love each other should have our full joy out of this sweet season, which as now is somewhat marred by our desire?”

“Ah, beloved!” she said, looking shyly at him, “is it so marred by that which marreth not us?”

“Hearken!” he said; “how much longer shall this fairness and peace, and our leisure and safety endure? Here and now the earth rejoiceth about us, and there is none to say us nay; but to-morrow it may all be otherwise. Bethink thee, dear, if but an hour ago the monster had slain thee, and rent thee ere we had lain in each other’s arms!”

“Alas!” she said, “and had I lain in thine arms an hundred times, or an hundred times an hundred, should not the world be barren to me, wert thou gone from it, and that could never more be? But thou friend, thou well-beloved, fain were I to do thy will that thou mightest be the happier...and I withal. And if thou command it, be it so! Yet now should I tell thee all my thought, and it is on my mind, that for a many hundreds of years, yea, while our people were yet heathen, when a man should wed a maid all the folk knew of it, and were witnesses of the day and the hour thereof: now thou knowest that the time draws nigh when we may look for those messengers of the Innocent Folk, who come every spring to this cave to see if there be any whom they may speed on the way to the Well at the World’s End. Therefore if thou wilt (and not otherwise) I would abide their coming if it be not over long delayed; so that there may be others to witness our wedding besides God, and those his creatures who dwell in the wilderness. Yet shall all be as thou wilt.”

“How shall I not do after thy bidding?” said Ralph. “I will abide their coming: yet would that they were here to-day! And one thing I will pray of thee, that because of them thou wilt not forbear, or cause me to forbear, such kissing and caressing as is meet betwixt troth-plight lovers.”

She laughed and said: “Nay, why should I torment thee...or me? We will not tarry for this.” And therewith she took her arm about his neck and kissed him oft.

Then they said naught awhile, but sat listening happily to the song of the pairing birds. At last Ralph said: “What was it, beloved, that thou wert perchance to tell me concerning the thing that caused thine heart to see that thy betrothed, for whom thou wepst or seemedst to weep at the ale-house at Bourton Abbas, was of no avail to thee?”

She said: “It was the sight of thee; and I thought also how I might never be thine. For that I have sorrowed many a time since.”

Said Ralph: “I am young and unmighty, yet lo! I heal thy sorrow as if I were an exceeding mighty man. And now I tell thee that I am minded to go back with thee to Upmeads straightway; for love will prevail.”

“Nay,” she said, “that word is but from the teeth outwards; for thou knowest, as I do, that the perils of the homeward road shall overcome us, despite of love, if we have not drunk of the Well at the World’s End.”

Again they were silent awhile, but anon she arose to her feet and said: “Now must I needs dight victual for us twain; but first” (and she smiled on him withal), “how is it that thou hast not asked me if the beast did me any hurt? Art thou grown careless of me, now the wedding is so nigh?”

He said: “Nay, but could I not see thee that thou wert not hurt? There was no mark of blood upon thee, nor any stain at all.” Then she reddened, and said: “Ah, I forgot how keen-eyes thou art.” And she stood silent a little while, as he looked on her and loved her sweetness. Then he said: “I am exceeding full of joy, but my body is uneasy; so I will now go and skin that troll who went so nigh to slay thee, and break up the carcase, if thou wilt promise to abide about the door of the house, and have thy sword and the spear ready to hand, and to don thine helm and hauberk to boot.”

She laughed and said: “That were but strange attire for a cook-maid, Ralph, my friend; yet shall I do thy will, my lord and my love.”

Then went Ralph into the cave, and brought forth the armour and did it on her, and kissed her, and so went his ways to the carcase of the bear, which lay some two furlongs from their dwelling; and when he came to the quarry he fell to work, and was some time about it, so huge as the beast was. Then he hung the skin and the carcase on a tree of the grove, and went down to the river and washed him, and then went lightly homewards.






  








CHAPTER 14
 

Now Come the Messengers of the Innocent Folk
 

But when he had come forth from the chestnut-grove, and could see the face of their house-rock clearly, he beheld new tidings; for there were folk before the door of the dwelling, and Ursula was standing amidst of them, for he could see the gleam of her armour; and with the men he could see also certain beasts of burden, and anon that these were oxen. So he hastened on to find what this might mean, and drew his sword as he went. But when he came up to the rock, he found there two young men and an elder, and they had with them five oxen, three for riding, and two sumpter beasts, laden: and Ursula and these men were talking together friendly; so that Ralph deemed that the new-comers must be the messengers of the Innocent Folk. They were goodly men all three, somewhat brown of skin, but well fashioned, and of smiling cheerful countenance, well knit, and tall. The elder had a long white beard, but his eye was bright, and his hand firm and smooth. They were all clad in white woollen raiment, and bore no armour, but each had an axe with a green stone blade, curiously tied to the heft, and each of the young men carried a strong bow and a quiver of arrows.

Ralph greeted the men, and bade them sit down on the toft and eat a morsel; they took his greeting kindly, and sat down, while Ursula went into the cave to fetch them matters for their victual, and there was already venison roasting at the fire on the toft, in the place where they were wont to cook their meat. So then came Ursula forth from the cave, and served the new-comers and Ralph of such things as she had, and they ate and drank together; and none said aught of their errand till they had done their meat, but they talked together pleasantly about the spring, and the blossoms of the plain and the mountain, and the wild things that dwelt thereabout.

But when the meal was over, the new-comers rose to their feet, and bowed before Ralph and Ursula, and the elder took up the word and said: “Ye fair people, have ye any errand in the wilderness, or are ye chance-comers who have strayed thus far, and know not how to return?”

“Father,” said Ralph, “we have come a long way on an errand of life or death; for we seek the WELL at the WORLD’S END. And see ye the token thereof, the pair of beads which we bear, either of us, and the fashion whereof ye know.”

Then the elder bowed to them again, and said: “It is well; then is this our errand with you, to be your way-leaders as far as the House of the Sorceress, where ye shall have other help. Will ye set out on the journey to-day? In one hour shall we be ready.”

“Nay,” said Ralph, “we will not depart till tomorrow morn, if it may be so. Therewith I bid you sit down and rest you, while ye hearken a word which I have to say to you.”

So they sat down again, and Ralph arose and took Ursula by the hand, and stood with her before the elder, and said: “This maiden, who is my fellow-farer in the Quest, I desire to wed this same night, and she also desireth me: therefore I would have you as witnesses hereto. But first ye shall tell us if our wedding and the knowing each other carnally shall be to our hurt in the Quest; for if that be so, then shall we bridle our desires and perform our Quest in their despite.”

The old man smiled upon them kindly, and said: “Nay, son, we hear not that it shall be the worse for you in any wise that ye shall become one flesh; and right joyful it is to us, not only that we have found folk who seek to the Well at the World’s End, but also that there is such love as I perceive there is betwixt such goodly and holy folk as ye be. For hither we come year by year according to the behest that we made to the fairest woman of the world, when she came back to us from the Well at the World’s End, and it is many and many a year ago since we found any seekers after the Well dwelling here. Therefore have we the more joy in you. And we have brought hither matters good for you, as raiment, and meal, and wine, on our sumpter-beasts; therefore as ye have feasted us this morning, so shall we feast you this even. And if ye will, we shall build for you in the grove yonder such a bower as we build for our own folk on the night of the wedding.”

Ralph yeasaid this, and thanked them. So then the elder cried: “Up, my sons, and show your deftness to these dear friends!” Then the young men arose, naught loth, and when they had hoppled their oxen and taken the burdens from off them, they all went down the meadow together into the chestnut grove, and they fell to and cut willow boughs, and such-like wood, and drave stakes and wove the twigs together; and Ralph and Ursula worked with them as they bade, and they were all very merry together: because for those two wanderers it was a great delight to see the faces of the children of men once more after so many months, and to hold converse with them; while for their part the young men marvelled at Ursula’s beauty, and the pith and goodliness of Ralph.

By then it was nigh evening they had made a very goodly wattled bower, and roofed it with the skins that were in the cave, and hung it about with garlands, and strewn flowers on the floor thereof. And when all was done they went back to the toft before the rock-chamber, where the elder had opened the loads, and had taken meal thence, and was making cakes at the fire. And there was wine there in well-hooped kegs, and wooden cups fairly carven, and raiment of fine white wool for those twain, broidered in strange but beauteous fashion with the feathers of bright-hued birds.

So then were those twain arrayed for the bridal; and the meat was dight and the cups filled, and they sat down on the grassy toft a little before sunset, and feasted till the night was come, and was grown all light with the moon; and then Ralph rose up, and took Ursula’s hand, and they stood before the elder, and bade him and the young men bear witness that they were wedded: then those twain kissed the newcomers and departed to their bridal bower hand in hand through the freshness of the night.






  








CHAPTER 15
 

They Come to the Land of the Innocent Folk
 

When it was morning they speedily gat them ready for the road, whereas they had little to take with them; so they departed joyously, howbeit both Ralph and Ursula felt rather love than loathing for their winter abode. The day was yet young when they went their ways. Their horses and all their gear were a great wonder to the young men, for they had seen no such beasts before: but the elder said that once in his young days he had led a man to the Well who was riding a horse and was clad in knightly array.

So they went by ways which were nowise dreadful, though they were void of men-folk, and in three days’ time they were come out of the mountains, and in three more the said mountains were to behold but a cloud behind them, and the land was grown goodly, with fair valleys and little hills, though still they saw no men, and forsooth they went leisurely, for oxen are but slow-going nags. But when they were gone eight days from the Valley of Sweet-chestnuts, they came across a flock of uncouth-looking sheep on a green hill-side, and four folk shepherding them, two carles to wit, and two queans, like to their way-leaders, but scarce so goodly, and ruder of raiment. These men greeted them kindly, and yet with more worship than fellowship, and they marvelled exceedingly at their horses and weapons. Thence they passed on, and the next day came into a wide valley, well-grassed and watered, and wooded here and there; moreover there were cots scattered about it. There and thenceforth they met men a many, both carles and queans, and sheep and neat in plenty, and they passed by garths wherein the young corn was waxing, and vineyards on the hillsides, where the vines were beginning to grow green. The land seemed as goodly as might be, and all the folk they met were kind, if somewhat over reverent.

On the evening of that day they came into the town of that folk, which was but simple, wholly unfenced for war, and the houses but low, and not great. Yet was there naught of filth or famine, nor any poverty or misery; and the people were merry-faced and well-liking, and clad goodly after their fashion in white woollen cloth or frieze. All the people of the town were come forth to meet them, for runners had gone before them, and they stood on either side of the way murmuring greetings, and with their heads bent low in reverence.

Thus rode Ralph and Ursula up to the door of the Temple, or Mote-house, or Guest-house, for it was all these, a house great, and as fair as they knew how to make it. Before the door thereof were standing the elders of the Folk; and when they drew rein, the eldest and most reverend of these came forth and spake in a cheerful voice, yet solemnly: “Welcome and thrice welcome to the Seekers after length of days and happy times, and the loving-kindness of the Folks of the Earth!”

Then all the elders gathered about them, and bade them light down and be at rest amongst them, and they made much of them and brought them into the Mote-house, where-in were both women and men fair and stately, and the men took Ralph by the hand and the women Ursula, and brought them into chambers where they bathed them and did off their wayfaring raiment, and clad them in white woollen gowns of web exceeding fine, and fragrant withal. Then they crowned them with flowers, and led them back into the hall, whereas now was much folk gathered, and they set them down on a dais as though they had been kings, or rather gods; and when they beheld them there so fair and lovely, they cried out for joy of them, and bade them hail oft and oft.

There then were they feasted by that kind folk, and when meat was done certain youths and maidens fell to singing songs very sweetly; and the words of the songs were simple and harmless, and concerning the fairness of the earth and the happy loves of the creatures that dwell therein.

Thereafter as the night aged, they were shown to a sleeping chamber, which albeit not richly decked, or plenished with precious things, was most dainty clean, and sweet smelling, and strewn with flowers, so that the night was sweet to them in a chamber of love.






  








CHAPTER 16
 

They Come to the House of the Sorceress
 

On the morrow the kind people delayed them little, though they sorrowed for their departure, and before noon were their old way-leaders ready for them; and the old man and his two grandsons (for such they were) were much honoured of the simple people for their way-leading of the Heavenly Folk; for so they called Ralph and Ursula. So they gat them to the way in suchlike guise as before, only they had with them five sumpter oxen instead of two; for the old man told them that not only was their way longer, but also they must needs pass through a terrible waste, wherein was naught for their avail, neither man, nor beast, nor herb. Even so they found it as he said; for after the first day’s ride from the town they came to the edge of this same waste, and on the fourth day were deep in the heart of it: a desert it was, rather rocky and stony and sandy than mountainous, though they had hills to cross also: withal there was but little water there, and that foul and stinking. Long lasted this waste, and Ralph thought indeed that it had been hard to cross, had not their way-leaders been; therefore he made marks and signs by the wayside, and took note of the bearings of rocks and mounds against the day of return.

Twelve days they rode this waste, and on the thirteenth it began to mend somewhat, and there was a little grass, and sweet waters, and they saw ahead the swelling hills of a great woodland, albeit they had to struggle through marshland and low scrubby thicket for a day longer, or ever they got to the aforesaid trees, which at first were naught but pines; but these failed in a while, and they rode a grass waste nearly treeless, but somewhat well watered, where they gat them good store of venison. Thereafter they came on woods of oak and sweet-chestnut, with here and there a beech-wood.

Long and long they rode the woodland, but it was hard on May when they entered it, and it was pleasant therein, and what with one thing, what with another, they had abundant livelihood there. Yet was June at its full when at last they came within sight of the House of the Sorceress, on the hottest of a fair afternoon. And it was even as Ralph had seen it pictured in the arras of the hall of the Castle of Abundance; a little house built after the fashion of houses in his own land of the west; the thatch was trim, and the windows and doors were unbroken, and the garth was whole, and the goats feeding therein, and the wheat was tall and blossoming in the little closes, where as he had looked to see all broken down and wild, and as to the house, a mere grass-grown heap, or at the most a broken gable fast crumbling away.

Then waxed his heart sore with the memory of that passed time, and the sweetness of his short-lived love, though he refrained him all he might: yet forsooth Ursula looked on him anxiously, so much his face was changed by the thoughts of his heart.

But the elder of the way-leaders saw that he was moved, and deemed that he was wondering at that house so trim and orderly amidst the wildwood, so he said: “Here also do we after our behest to that marvellous and lovely Lady, that we suffer not this house to go to ruin: ever are some of our folk here, and every year about this season we send two or more to take the places of those who have dwelt in the House year-long: so ever is there someone to keep all things trim. But as to strangers, I have never in my life seen any Seeker of the Well herein, save once, and that was an old hoar man like to me, save that he was feebler in all wise than I be.”

Now Ralph heard him talking, yet noted his words but little; for it was with him as if all the grief of heart which he had penned back for so long a while swelled up within him and burst its bounds; and he turned toward Ursula and their eyes met, and she looked shy and anxious on him and he might no longer refrain himself, but put his hands to his face (for they had now drawn rein at the garth-gate) and brake out a weeping, and wept long for the friend whose feet had worn that path so often, and whose heart, though she were dead, had brought them thither for their thriving; and for love and sorrow of him Ursula wept also.

But the old man and his grandsons turned their heads away from his weeping, and got off their horses, and went up to the house-door, whereby were now standing a carle and a quean of their people. But Ralph slowly gat off his horse and stood by Ursula who was on the ground already, but would not touch her, for he was ashamed. But she looked on him kindly and said: “Dear friend, there is no need for shame; for though I be young, I know how grievous it is when the dead that we have loved come across our ways, and we may not speak to them, nor they to us. So I will but bid thee be comforted and abide in thy love for the living and the dead.” His tears brake out again at that word, for he was but young, and for a while there was a lull in the strife that had beset his days. But after a little he looked up, and dashed the tears from his eyes and smiled on Ursula and said: “The tale she told me of this place, the sweetness of it came back upon me, and I might not forbear.” She said: “O friend, thou art kind, and I love thee.”

So then they joined hands and went through the garth together, and up to the door, where stood the wardens, who, when they saw them turning thither, came speedily down the path to them, and would have knelt in worship to them; but they would not suffer it, but embraced and kissed them, and thanked them many times for their welcome. The said wardens, both carle and quean, were goodly folk of middle age, stalwart, and kind of face.

So then they went into the house together, and entered into the self-same chamber, where of old the Lady of Abundance had sickened for fear of the Sorceress sitting naked at her spell-work.

Great joy they made together, and the wardens set meat and drink before the guests, and they ate and drank and were of good cheer. But the elder who had brought them from Chestnut-dale said: “Dear friends, I have told you that these two young men are my grand-children, and they are the sons of this man and woman whom ye see; for the man is my son. And so it is, that amongst us the care of the Quest of the Well at the World’s End hath for long been the heritage of our blood, going with us from father to son. Therefore is it naught wonderful, though I have been sundry times at this house, and have learned about the place all that may be learned. For my father brought me hither when I was yet a boy; that time it was that I saw the last man of whom we know for sure that he drank of the Water of the Well, and he was that old hoar man like unto me, but, as I said, far weaker in all wise; but when he came back to us from the Well he was strong and stalwart, and a better man than I am now; and I heard him tell his name to my father, that he was called the Sage of Swevenham.”

Ralph looked on Ursula and said: “Yea, father, and it was through him that we had our lore concerning the way hither; and it was he that bade us abide your coming in the rock-house of the Vale of Sweet-chestnuts.”

“Then he is alive still,” said the elder. Said Ralph: “Yea, and as fair and strong an old man as ye may lightly see.” “Yea, yea,” said the elder, “and yet fifty years ago his course seemed run.”

Then said Ralph: “Tell me, father, have none of your own folk sought to the Well at the World’s End?” “Nay, none,” said the elder. Said Ralph: “That is strange, whereas ye are so nigh thereto, and have such abundant lore concerning the way.”

“Son,” said the elder, “true it is that the water of that Well shall cause a man to thrive in all ways, and to live through many generations of men, maybe, in honour and good-liking; but it may not keep any man alive for ever; for so have the Gods given us the gift of death lest we weary of life. Now our folk live well and hale, and without the sickness and pestilence, such as I have heard oft befall folk in other lands: even as I heard the Sage of Swevenham say, and I wondered at his words. Of strife and of war also we know naught: nor do we desire aught which we may not easily attain to. Therefore we live long, and we fear the Gods if we should strive to live longer, lest they should bring upon us war and sickness, and over-weening desire, and weariness of life. Moreover it is little that all of us should seek to the Well at the World’s End; and those few that sought and drank should be stronger and wiser than the others, and should make themselves earthly gods, and, maybe, should torment the others of us and make their lives a very burden to be borne. Of such matters are there tales current amongst us that so it hath been of yore and in other lands; and ill it were if such times came back upon us.”

Ralph hung his head and was silent; for the joy of the Quest seemed dying out as the old man’s words dropped slowly from his mouth. But he smiled upon Ralph and went on: “But for you, guests, it is otherwise, for ye of the World beyond the Mountains are stronger and more godlike than we, as all tales tell; and ye wear away your lives desiring that which ye may scarce get; and ye set your hearts on high things, desiring to be masters of the very Gods. Therefore ye know sickness and sorrow, and oft ye die before your time, so that ye must depart and leave undone things which ye deem ye were born to do; which to all men is grievous. And because of all this ye desire healing and thriving, whether good come of it, or ill. Therefore ye do but right to seek to the Well at the World’s End, that ye may the better accomplish that which behoveth you, and that ye may serve your fellows and deliver them from the thralldom of those that be strong and unwise and unkind, of whom we have heard strange tales.”

Ralph reddened as he spake, and Ursula looked on him anxiously, but that talk dropped for the present, and they fell to talking of lighter and more familiar matters.

Thereafter they wandered about the woods with the wardens and the way-leaders, and the elder brought them to the ancient altar in the wood whereon the Sorceress had offered up the goat; and the howe of the woman dight with the necklace of the Quest whom the Lady found dead in the snow; and the place nigh the house where the Sorceress used to torment her thrall that was afterwards the Lady of Abundance; yea, and they went further afield till they came to the Vale of Lore, and the Heath above it where they met, the King’s Son and the Lady. All these and other places were now become as hallowed ground to the Innocent People, and to Ralph no less. In the house, moreover, was a fair ark wherein they kept matters which had belonged to the Lady, as her shoes and her smock, wrapped in goodly cloth amidst well-smelling herbs; and these things they worshipped as folk do with relics of the saints. In another ark also they showed the seekers a book wherein was written lore concerning the Well, and the way thereto. But of this book had the Sage forewarned Ralph and his mate, and had bidden them look to it that they should read in it, and no otherwhere than at that ancient altar in the wood, they two alone, and clad in such-like gear as they wore when they hearkened to his reading by his hermitage. And so it was that they found the due raiment in the ark along with the book. Therefore day after day betimes in the morning they bore the said book to the altar and read therein, till they had learned much wisdom.

Thus they did for eight days, and on the ninth they rested and were merry with their hosts: but on the tenth day they mounted their horses and said farewell, and departed by the ways they had learned of, they two alone. And they had with them bread and meal, as much as they might bear, and water-skins moreover, that they might fill them at the last sweet water before they came to the waterless desert.






  








CHAPTER 17
 

They Come Through the Woodland to the Thirsty Desert
 

So they ride their ways, and when they were come well into the wildwood past the house, and had spoken but few words to each other, Ralph put forth his hand, and stayed Ursula, and they gat off their horses under a great-limbed oak, and did off their armour, and sat down on the greensward there, and loved each other dearly, and wept for joy of their pain and travail and love. And afterwards, as they sat side by side leaning up against the great oak-bole, Ralph spake and said: “Now are we two once again all alone in the uttermost parts of the earth, and belike we are not very far from the Well at the World’s End; and now I have bethought me that if we gain that which we seek for, and bear back our lives to our own people, the day may come when we are grown old, for as young as we may seem, that we shall be as lonely then as we are this hour, and that the folk round about us shall be to us as much and no more than these trees and the wild things that dwell amongst them.”

She looked on him and laughed as one over-happy, and said: “Thou runnest forward swiftly to meet trouble, beloved! But I say that well will it be in those days if I love the folk then as well as now I love these trees and the wild things whose house they are.”

And she rose up therewith and threw her arms about the oak-bole and kissed its ruggedness, while Ralph as he lay kissed the sleekness of her feet. And there came a robin hopping over the leaves anigh them, for in that wood most of the creatures, knowing not man, were tame to him, and feared the horses of those twain more than their riders. And now as Ursula knelt to embrace Ralph with one hand, she held out the other to the said robin who perched on her wrist, and sat there as a hooded falcon had done, and fell to whistling his sweet notes, as if he were a-talking to those new-comers: then Ursula gave him a song-reward of their broken meat, and he flew up and perched on her shoulder, and nestled up against her cheek, and she laughed happily and said: “Lo you, sweet, have not the wild things understood my words, and sent this fair messenger to foretell us all good?”

“It is good,” said Ralph laughing, “yet the oak-tree hath not spoken yet, despite of all thy kissing: and lo there goes thy friend the robin, now thou hast no more meat to give him.”

“He is flying towards the Well at the World’s End,” she said, “and biddeth us onward: let us to horse and hasten: for if thou wilt have the whole truth concerning my heart, it is this, that some chance-hap may yet take thee from me ere thou hast drunk of the waters of the Well.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “and in the innermost of my heart lieth the fear that mayhappen there is no Well, and no healing in it if we find it, and that death, and the backward way may yet sunder us. This is the worst of my heart, and evil is my coward fear.”

But she cast her arms about him and kissed and caressed him, and cried out: “Yea, then fair have been the days of our journeying, and fair this hour of the green oak! And bold and true thine heart that hath led thee thus far, and won thee thy desire of my love.”

So then they armed them, and mounted their horses and set forward. They lived well while they were in the wood, but on the third day they came to where it thinned and at last died out into a stony waste like unto that which they had passed through before they came to the House of the Sorceress, save that this lay in ridges as the waves of a great sea; and these same ridges they were bidden to cross over at their highest, lest they should be bewildered in a maze of little hills and dales leading no whither.

So they entered on this desert, having filled their water-skins at a clear brook, whereat they rejoiced when they found that the face of the wilderness was covered with a salt scurf, and that naught grew there save a sprinkling of small sage bushes.

Now on the second day of their riding this ugly waste, as they came up over the brow of one of these stony ridges, Ralph the far-sighted cried out suddenly: “Hold! for I see a man weaponed.”

“Where is he?” quoth Ursula, “and what is he about?” Said Ralph: “He is up yonder on the swell of the next ridge, and by seeming is asleep leaning against a rock.”

Then he bent the Turk bow and set an arrow on the string and they went on warily. When they were down at the foot of the ridge Ralph hailed the man with a lusty cry, but gat no answer of him; so they went on up the bent, till Ralph said: “Now I can see his face under his helm, and it is dark and the eyes are hollow: I will off horse and go up to him afoot, but do thou, beloved, sit still in thy saddle.”

But when he had come nigher, he turned and cried out to her: “The man is dead, come anigh.” So she went up to him and dismounted, and they both together stood over the man, who was lying up against a big stone like one at rest. How long he had lain there none knows but God; for in the saltness of the dry desert the flesh had dried on his bones without corrupting, and was as hardened leather. He was in full armour of a strange and ancient fashion, and his sword was girt to his side, neither was there any sign of a wound about him. Under a crag anigh him they found his horse, dead and dry like to himself; and a little way over the brow of the ridge another horse in like case; and close by him a woman whose raiment had not utterly perished, nor her hair; there were gold rings on her arms, and her shoes were done with gold: she had a knife stuck in her breast, with her hand still clutching the handle thereof; so that it seemed that she had herself given herself death.

Ralph and Ursula buried these two with the heaping of stones and went their ways; but some two miles thence they came upon another dead man-at-arms, and near him an old man unweaponed, and they heaped stones on them.

Thereabout night overtook them, and it was dark, so they lay down in the waste, and comforted each other, and slept two or three hours, but arose with the first glimmer of dawn, and mounted and rode forth onward, that they might the sooner be out of that deadly desert, for fear clung to their hearts.

This day, forsooth, they found so many dead folk, that they might not stay to bury them, lest they themselves should come to lie there lacking burial. So they made all the way they might, and rode on some hours by starlight after the night was come, for it was clear and cold. So that at last they were so utterly wearied that they lay down amongst those dead folk, and slept soundly.

On the morrow morn Ralph awoke and saw Ursula sleeping peacefully as he deemed, and he looked about on the dreary desert and its dead men and saw no end to it, though they lay on the top of one of those stony bents; and he said softly to himself: “Will it end at all then? Surely all this people of the days gone by were Seekers of the Well as we be; and have they belike turned back from somewhere further on, and might not escape the desert despite of all? Shall we turn now: shall we turn? surely we might get into the kindly wood from here.”

So he spake; but Ursula sat up (for she was not asleep) and said: “The perils of the waste being abundant and exceeding hard to face, would not the Sage or his books have told us of the most deadly?” Said Ralph: “Yet here are all these dead, and we were not told of them, nevertheless we have seen the token on the rocks oft-times yesterday, so we are yet in the road, unless all this hath been but a snare and a betrayal.”

She shook her head, and was silent a little; then she said: “Ralph, my lad, didst thou see this token (and she set hand to the beads about her neck) on any of those dead folk yesterday?” “Nay,” said Ralph, “though sooth to say I looked for it.” “And I in likewise,” she said; “for indeed I had misgivings as the day grew old; but now I say, let us on in the faith of that token and the kindness of the Sage, and the love of the Innocent People; yea, and thy luck, O lad of the green fields far away, that hath brought thee unscathed so far from Upmeads.”

So they mounted and rode forth, and saw more and more of the dead folk; and ever and anon they looked to them to note if they wore the beads like to them but saw none so dight. Then Ursula said: “Yea, why should the Sage and the books have told us aught of these dead bodies, that are but as the plenishing of the waste; like to the flowers that are cast down before the bier of a saint on a holy-day to be trodden under foot by the churls and the vicars of the close. Forsooth had they been alive now, with swords to smite withal, and hands to drag us into captivity, it had been another matter: but against these I feel bold.”

Ralph sighed, and said: “Yea, but even if we die not in the waste, yet this is piteous; so many lives passed away, so many hopes slain.”

“Yea,” she said; “but do not folk die there in the world behind us? I have seen sights far worser than this at Utterbol, little while as I was there. Moreover I can note that this army of dead men has not come all in one day or one year, but in a long, long while, by one and two and three; for hast thou not noted that their raiment and wargear both, is of many fashions, and some much more perished than other, long as things last in this Dry Waste? I say that men die as in the world beyond, but here we see them as they lie dead, and have lain for so long.”

He said: “I fear neither the Waste nor the dead men if thou fearest not, beloved: but I lament for these poor souls.”

“And I also,” said she; “therefore let us on, that we may come to those whose grief we may heal.”






  








CHAPTER 18
 

They Come to the Dry Tree
 

Presently as they rode they had before them one of the greatest of those land-waves, and they climbed it slowly, going afoot and leading their horses; but when they were but a little way from the brow they saw, over a gap thereof, something, as it were huge horns rising up into the air beyond the crest of the ridge. So they marvelled, and drew their swords, and held them still awhile, misdoubting if this were perchance some terrible monster of the waste; but whereas the thing moved not at all, they plucked up heart and fared on.

So came they to the brow and looked over it into a valley, about which on all sides went the ridge, save where it was broken down into a narrow pass on the further side, so that the said valley was like to one of those theatres of the ancient Roman Folk, whereof are some to be seen in certain lands. Neither did those desert benches lack their sitters; for all down the sides of the valley sat or lay children of men; some women, but most men-folk, of whom the more part were weaponed, and some with their drawn swords in their hands. Whatever semblance of moving was in them was when the eddying wind of the valley stirred the rags of their raiment, or the long hair of the women. But a very midmost of this dreary theatre rose up a huge and monstrous tree, whose topmost branches were even the horns which they had seen from below the hill’s brow. Leafless was that tree and lacking of twigs, and its bole upheld but some fifty of great limbs, and as they looked on it, they doubted whether it were not made by men’s hands rather than grown up out of the earth. All round about the roots of it was a pool of clear water, that cast back the image of the valley-side and the bright sky of the desert, as though it had been a mirror of burnished steel. The limbs of that tree were all behung with blazoned shields and knight’s helms, and swords, and spears, and axes, and hawberks; and it rose up into the air some hundred feet above the flat of the valley.

For a while they looked down silently on to this marvel then from both their lips at once came the cry THE DRY TREE. Then Ralph thrust his sword back into his sheath and said: “Meseems I must needs go down amongst them; there is naught to do us harm here; for all these are dead like the others that we saw.”

Ursula turned to him with burning cheeks and sparkling eyes, and said eagerly: “Yea, yea, let us go down, else might we chance to miss something that we ought to wot of.”

Therewith she also sheathed her sword, and they went both of them down together, and that easily; for as aforesaid the slope was as if it had been cut into steps for their feet. And as they passed by the dead folk, for whom they had often to turn aside, they noted that each of the dead leathery faces was drawn up in a grin as though they had died in pain, and yet beguiled, so that all those visages looked somewhat alike, as though they had come from the workshop of one craftsman.

At last Ralph and Ursula stood on the level ground underneath the Tree, and they looked up at the branches, and down to the water at their feet; and now it seemed to them as though the Tree had verily growth in it, for they beheld its roots, that they went out from the mound or islet of earth into the water, and spread abroad therein, and seemed to waver about. So they walked around the Tree, and looked up at the shields that hung on its branches, but saw no blazon that they knew, though they were many and diverse; and the armour also and weapons were very diverse of fashion.

Now when they were come back again to the place where they had first stayed, Ralph said: “I thirst, and so belike dost thou; and here is water good and clear; let us drink then, and so spare our water-skins, for belike the dry desert is yet long.” And therewith he knelt down that he might take of the water in the hollow of his hand. But Ursula drew him back, and cried out in terror: “O Ralph, do it not! Seest thou not this water, that although it be bright and clear, so that we may see all the pebbles at the bottom, yet nevertheless when the wind eddies about, and lifts the skirts of our raiment, it makes no ripple on the face of the pool, and doubtless it is heavy with venom; and moreover there is no sign of the way hereabout, as at other watering-steads; O forbear, Ralph!”

Then he rose up and drew back with her but slowly and unwillingly as she deemed; and they stood together a while gazing on these marvels. But lo amidst of this while, there came a crow wheeling over the valley of the dead, and he croaked over the Dry Tree, and let himself drop down to the edge of the pool, whereby he stalked about a little after the manner of his kind. Then he thrust his neb into the water and drank, and thereafter took wing again; but ere he was many feet off the ground he gave a grievous croak, and turning over in the air fell down stark dead close to the feet of those twain; and Ralph cried out but spake no word with meaning therein; then said Ursula: “Yea, thus are we saved from present death.” Then she looked in Ralph’s face, and turned pale and said hastily: “O my friend how is it with thee?” But she waited not for an answer, but turned her face to the bent whereby they had come down, and cried out in a loud, shrill voice: “O Ralph, Ralph! look up yonder to the ridge whereby we left our horses; look, look! there glitters a spear and stirreth! and lo a helm underneath the spear: tarry not, let us save our horses!”

Then Ralph let a cry out from his mouth, and set off running to the side of the slope, and fell to climbing it with great strides, not heeding Ursula; but she followed close after, and scrambled up with foot and hand and knee, till she stood beside him on the top, and he looked around wildly and cried out: “Where! where are they?”

“Nowhere,” she said, “it was naught but my word to draw thee from death; but praise to the saints that thou are come alive out of the accursed valley.”

He seemed not to hearken, but turned about once, and beat the air with his hands, and then fell down on his back and with a great wail she cast herself upon him, for she deemed at first that he was dead. But she took a little water from one of their skins, and cast it into his face, and took a flask of cordial from her pouch, and set it to his lips, and made him drink somewhat thereof. So in a while he came to himself and opened his eyes and smiled upon her, and she took his head in her hands and kissed his cheek, and he sat up and said feebly: “Shall we not go down into the valley? there is naught there to harm us.”

“We have been down there already,” she said, “and well it is that we are not both lying there now.”

Then he got to his feet, and stretched himself, and yawned like one just awakened from long sleep. But she said: “Let us to horse and begone; it is early hours to slumber, for those that are seeking the Well at the World’s End.”

He smiled on her again and took her hand, and she led him to his horse, and helped him till he was in the saddle and lightly she gat a-horseback, and they rode away swiftly from that evil place; and after a while Ralph was himself again, and remembered all that had happened till he fell down on the brow of the ridge. Then he praised Ursula’s wisdom and valiancy till she bade him forbear lest he weary her. Albeit she drew up close to him and kissed his face sweetly.






  








CHAPTER 19
 

They Come Out of the Thirsty Desert
 

Past the Valley of the Dry Tree they saw but few dead men lying about, and soon they saw never another: and, though the land was still utterly barren, and all cast up into ridges as before, yet the salt slime grew less and less, and before nightfall of that day they had done with it: and the next day those stony waves were lower; and the next again the waste was but a swelling plain, and here and there they came on patches of dwarf willow, and other harsh and scanty herbage, whereof the horses might have a bait, which they sore needed, for now was their fodder done: but both men and horses were sore athirst; for, as carefully as they had hoarded their water, there was now but little left, which they durst not drink till they were driven perforce, lest they should yet die of drought.

They journeyed long that day, and whereas the moon was up at night-tide they lay not down till she was set; and their resting place was by some low bushes, whereabout was rough grass mingled with willow-herb, whereby Ralph judged that they drew nigh to water, so or ever they slept, they and the horses all but emptied the water-skins. They heard some sort of beasts roaring in the night, but they were too weary to watch, and might not make a fire.

When Ralph awoke in the morning he cried out that he could see the woodland; and Ursula arose at his cry and looked where he pointed, and sure enough there were trees on a rising ground some two miles ahead, and beyond them, not very far by seeming, they beheld the tops of great dark mountains. On either hand moreover, nigh on their right hand, far off on their left, ran a reef of rocks, so that their way seemed to be as between two walls. And these said reefs were nowise like those that they had seen of late, but black and, as to their matter, like to the great mountains by the rock of the Fighting Man: but as the reefs ran eastward they seemed to grow higher.

Now they mounted their horses at once and rode on; and the beasts were as eager as they were, and belike smelt the water. So when they had ridden but three miles, they saw a fair little river before them winding about exceedingly, but flowing eastward on the whole. So they spurred on with light hearts and presently were on the banks of the said river, and its waters were crystal-clear, though its sands were black: and the pink-blossomed willow-herb was growing abundantly on the sandy shores. Close to the water was a black rock, as big as a man, whereon was graven the sign of the way, so they knew that there was no evil in the water, wherefore they drank their fill and watered their horses abundantly, and on the further bank was there abundance of good grass. So when they had drunk their fill, for the pleasure of the cool water they waded the ford barefoot, and it was scarce above Ursula’s knee. Then they had great joy to lie on the soft grass and eat their meat, while the horses tore eagerly at the herbage close to them. So when they had eaten, they rested awhile, but before they went further they despoiled them, one after other, and bathed in a pool of the river to wash the foul wilderness off them. Then again they rested and let the horses yet bite the grass, and departed not from that pleasant place till it was two hours after noon. As they were lying there Ralph said he could hear a great roar like the sound of many waters, but very far off: but to Ursula it seemed naught but the wind waxing in the boughs of the woodland anigh them.






  








CHAPTER 20
 

They Come to the Ocean Sea
 

Being come to the wood they went not very far into it that day, for they were minded to rest them after the weariness of the wilderness: they feasted on a hare which Ralph shot, and made a big fire to keep off evil beasts, but none came nigh them, though they heard the voices of certain beasts as the night grew still. To be short, they slept far into the morrow’s morn, and then, being refreshed, and their horses also, they rode strongly all day, and found the wood to be not very great; for before sunset they were come to its outskirts, and the mountains lay before them. These were but little like to that huge wall they had passed through on their way to Chestnut-dale, being rather great hills than mountains, grass-grown, and at their feet somewhat wooded, and by seeming not over hard to pass over.

The next day they entered them by a pass marked with the token, which led them about by a winding way till they were on the side of the biggest fell of all; so there they rested that night in a fair little hollow or dell in the mountain-side. There in the stillness of the night both Ursula, as well as Ralph, heard that roaring of a great water, and they said to each other that it must be the voice of the Sea, and they rejoiced thereat, for they had learned by the Sage and his books that they must needs come to the verge of the Ocean-Sea, which girdles the earth about. So they arose betimes on the morrow, and set to work to climb the mountain, going mostly a-foot; and the way was long, but not craggy or exceeding steep, so that in five hours’ time they were at the mountain-top, and coming over the brow beheld beneath them fair green slopes besprinkled with trees, and beyond them, some three or four miles away, the blue landless sea and on either hand of them was the sea also, so that they were nigh-hand at the ending of a great ness, and there was naught beyond it; and naught to do if they missed the Well, but to turn back by the way they had come.

Now when they saw this they were exceedingly moved and they looked on one another, and each saw that the other was pale, with glistening eyes, since they were to come to the very point of their doom, and that it should be seen whether there were no such thing as the Well in all the earth, but that they had been chasing a fair-hued cloud; or else their Quest should be achieved and they should have the world before them, and they happy and mighty, and of great worship amidst all men.

Little they tarried, but gat them down the steep of the mountain, and so lower and lower till they were come to ground nigh level; and then at last it was but thus, that without any great rock-wall or girdle of marvellous and strange land, there was an end of earth, with its grass and trees and streams, and a beginning of the ocean, which stretched away changeless, and it might be for ever. Where the land ended there was but a cliff of less than an hundred feet above the eddying of the sea; and on the very point of the ness was a low green toft with a square stone set atop of it, whereon as they drew nigh they saw the token graven, yea on each face thereof.

Then they went along the edge of the cliff a mile on each side of the said toft, and then finding naught else to note, naught save the grass and the sea, they came back to that place of the token, and sat down on the grass of the toft.

It was now evening, and the sun was setting beyond them, but they could behold a kind of stair cut in the side of the cliff, and on the first step whereof was the token done; wherefore they knew that they were bidden to go down by the said stair; but it seemed to lead no whither, save straight into the sea. And whiles it came into Ralph’s mind that this was naught but a mock, as if to bid the hapless seekers cast themselves down from the earth, and be done with it for ever. But in any case they might not try the adventure of that stair by the failing light, and with the night long before them. So when they had hoppled their horses, and left them to graze at their will on the sweet grass of the meadow, they laid them down behind the green toft, and, being forwearied, it was no long time ere they twain slept fast at the uttermost end of the world.






  








CHAPTER 21
 

Now They Drink of the Well at the World’s End
 

Ralph awoke from some foolish morning dream of Upmeads, wondering where he was, or what familiar voice had cried out his name: then he raised himself on his elbow, and saw Ursula standing before him with flushed face and sparkling eyes, and she was looking out seaward, while she called on his name. So he sprang up and strove with the slumber that still hung about him, and as his eyes cleared he looked down, and saw that the sea, which last night had washed the face of the cliff, had now ebbed far out, and left bare betwixt the billows and the cliff some half mile of black sand, with rocks of the like hue rising out of it here and there. But just below the place where they stood, right up against the cliff, was builded by man’s hand of huge stones a garth of pound, the wall whereof was some seven feet high, and the pound within the wall of forty feet space endlong and overthwart; and the said pound was filled with the waters of a spring that came forth from the face of the cliff as they deemed, though from above they might not see the issue thereof; but the water ran seaward from the pound by some way unseen, and made a wide stream through the black sand of the foreshore: but ever the great basin filled somewhat faster than it voided, so that it ran over the lip on all sides, making a thin veil over the huge ashlar-stones of the garth. The day was bright and fair with no wind, save light airs playing about from the westward ort, and all things gleamed and glittered in the sun.

Ralph stood still a moment, and then stretched abroad his arms, and with a great sob cast them round about the body of his beloved, and strained her to his bosom as he murmured about her, THE WELL AT THE WORLD’S END. But she wept for joy as she fawned upon him, and let her hands beat upon his body.

But when they were somewhat calmed of their ecstasy of joy, they made ready to go down by that rocky stair. And first they did off their armour and other gear, and when they were naked they did on the hallowed raiment which they had out of the ark in the House of the Sorceress; and so clad gat them down the rock-hewn stair, Ralph going first, lest there should be any broken place; but naught was amiss with those hard black stones, and they came safely to a level place of the rock, whence they could see the face of the cliff, and how the waters of the Well came gushing forth from a hollow therein in a great swelling wave as clear as glass; and the sun glistened in it and made a foam-bow about its edges. But above the issue of the waters the black rock had been smoothed by man’s art, and thereon was graven the Sword and the Bough, and above it these words, to wit:

YE WHO HAVE COME A LONG WAY TO LOOK UPON ME, DRINK OF ME, IF YE DEEM THAT YE BE STRONG ENOUGH IN DESIRE TO BEAR LENGTH OF DAYS: OR ELSE DRINK NOT; BUT TELL YOUR FRIENDS AND THE KINDREDS OF THE EARTH HOW YE HAVE SEEN A GREAT MARVEL.

So they looked long and wondered; and Ursula said: “Deemest thou, my friend, that any have come thus far and forborne to drink?”

Said Ralph: “Surely not even the exceeding wise might remember the bitterness of his wisdom as he stood here.”

Then he looked on her and his face grew bright beyond measure, and cried out: “O love, love! why tarry we? For yet I fear lest we be come too late, and thou die before mine eyes ere yet thou hast drunken.”

“Yea,” she said, “and I also fear for thee, though thy face is ruddy and thine eyes sparkle, and thou art as lovely as the Captain of the Lord’s hosts.”

Then she laughed, and her laughter was as silver bells rung tunably, and she said: “But where is the cup for the drinking?”

But Ralph looked on the face of the wall, and about the height of his hand saw square marks thereon, as though there were an ambrye; and amidst the square was a knop of latten, all green with the weather and the salt spray. So Ralph set his hand to the knop and drew strongly, and lo it was a door made of a squared stone hung on brazen hinges, and it opened easily to him, and within was a cup of goldsmith’s work, with the sword and the bough done thereon; and round about the rim writ this posey: “THE STRONG OF HEART SHALL DRINK FROM ME.” So Ralph took it and held it aloft so that its pure metal flashed in the sun, and he said: “This is for thee, Sweetling.”

“Yea, and for thee,” she said.

Now that level place, or bench-table went up to the very gushing and green bow of the water, so Ralph took Ursula’s hand and led her along, she going a little after him, till he was close to the Well, and stood amidst the spray-bow thereof, so that he looked verily like one of the painted angels on the choir wall of St. Laurence of Upmeads. Then he reached forth his hand and thrust the cup into the water, holding it stoutly because the gush of the stream was strong, so that the water of the Well splashed all over him, wetting Ursula’s face and breast withal: and he felt that the water was sweet without any saltness of the sea. But he turned to Ursula and reached out the full cup to her, and said: “Sweetling, call a health over the cup!”

She took it and said: “To thy life, beloved!” and drank withal, and her eyes looked out of the cup the while, like a child’s when he drinketh. Then she gave him the cup again and said: “Drink, and tarry not, lest thou die and I live.”

Then Ralph plunged the cup into the waters again, and he held the cup aloft, and cried out: “To the Earth, and the World of Manfolk!” and therewith he drank.

For a minute then they clung together within the spray-bow of the Well, and then she took his hand and led him back to the midst of the bench-table, and he put the cup into the ambrye, and shut it up again, and then they sat them down on the widest of the platform under the shadow of a jutting rock; for the sun was hot; and therewithal a sweet weariness began to steal over them, though there was speech betwixt them for a little, and Ralph said: “How is it with thee, beloved?”

“O well indeed,” she said.

Quoth he: “And how tasteth to thee the water of the Well?”

Slowly she spake and sleepily: “It tasted good, and as if thy love were blended with it.”

And she smiled in his face; but he said: “One thing I wonder over: how shall we wot if we have drunk aright? For whereas if we were sick or old and failing, or ill-liking, and were now presently healed of all this, and become strong and fair to look on, then should we know it for sure — but now, though, as I look on thee, I behold thee the fairest of all women, and on thy face is no token of toil and travail, and the weariness of the way; and though the heart-ache of loneliness and captivity, and the shame of Utterbol has left no mark upon thee — yet hast thou not always been sweet to my eyes, and as sweet as might be? And how then?”...But he broke off and looked on her and she smiled upon the love in his eyes, and his head fell back and he slept with a calm and smiling face. And she leaned over him to kiss his face but even therewith her own eyes closed and she laid her head upon his breast, and slept as peacefully as he.






  








CHAPTER 22
 

Now They Have Drunk and Are Glad
 

Long they slept till the shadows were falling from the west, and the sea was flowing fast again over the sands beneath them, though there was still a great space bare betwixt the cliff and the sea. Then spake Ursula as if Ralph had but just left speaking; and she said: “Yea, dear lord, and I also say, that, lovely as thou art now, never hast thou been aught else but lovely to me. But tell me, hast thou had any scar of a hurt upon thy body? For if now that were gone, surely it should be a token of the renewal of thy life. But if it be not gone, then there may yet be another token.”

Then he stood upon his feet, and she cried out: “O but thou art fair and mighty, who now shall dare gainsay thee? Who shall not long for thee?”

Said Ralph: “Look, love! how the sea comes over the sand like the creeping of a sly wood-snake! Shall we go hence and turn from the ocean-sea without wetting our bodies in its waters?”

“Let us go,” she said.

So they went down on to the level sands, and along the edges of the sweet-water stream that flowed from the Well; and Ralph said: “Beloved, I will tell thee of that which thou hast asked me: when I was but a lad of sixteen winters there rode men a-lifting into Upmeads, and Nicholas Longshanks, who is a wise man of war, gathered force and went against them, and I must needs ride beside him. Now we came to our above, and put the thieves to the road; but in the hurly I got a claw from the war-beast, for the stroke of a sword sheared me off somewhat from my shoulder: belike thou hast seen the scar and loathed it.”

“It is naught loathsome,” she said, “for a lad to be a bold warrior, nor for a grown man to think lightly of the memory of death drawn near for the first time. Yea, I have noted it but let me see now what has befallen with it.”

As she spoke they were come to a salt pool in a rocky bight on their right hand, which the tide was filling speedily; and Ralph spake: “See now, this is the bath of the water of the ocean sea.” So they were speedily naked and playing in the water: and Ursula took Ralph by the arm and looked to his shoulder and said: “O my lad of the pale edges, where is gone thy glory? There is no mark of the sword’s pilgrimage on thy shoulder.” “Nay, none?” quoth he.

“None, none!” she said, “Didst thou say the very sooth of thy hurt in the battle, O poor lad of mine?” “Yea, the sooth,” said he. Then she laughed sweetly and merrily like the chuckle of a flute over the rippling waters, that rose higher and higher about them, and she turned her eyes askance and looked adown to her own sleek side, and laid her hand on it and laughed again. Then said Ralph: “What is toward, beloved? For thy laugh is rather of joy that of mirth alone.”

She said: “O smooth-skinned warrior, O Lily and Rose of battle; here on my side yesterday was the token of the hart’s tyne that gored me when I was a young maiden five years ago: look now and pity the maiden that lay on the grass of the forest, and the woodman a-passing by deemed her dead five years ago.”

Ralph stooped down as the ripple washed away from her, then said: “In sooth here is no mark nor blemish, but the best handiwork of God, as when he first made a woman from the side of the Ancient Father of the field of Damask. But lo you love, how swift the tide cometh up, and I long to see thy feet on the green grass, and I fear the sea, lest it stir the joy over strongly in our hearts and we be not able to escape from its waves.”

So they went up from out of the water, and did on the hallowed raiment fragrant with strange herbs, and passed joyfully up the sand towards the cliff and its stair; and speedily withal, for so soon as they were clad again, the little ripple of the sea was nigh touching their feet. As they went, they noted that the waters of the Well flowed seaward from the black-walled pound by three arched openings in its outer face, and they beheld the mason’s work, how goodly it was; for it was as if it had been cut out of the foot of a mountain, so well jointed were its stones, and its walls solid against any storm that might drive against it.

They climbed the stair, and sat them down on the green grass awhile watching the ocean coming in over the sand and the rocks, and Ralph said: “I will tell thee, sweetling, that I am grown eager for the road; though true it is that whiles I was down yonder amidst the ripple of the sea I longed for naught but thee, though thou wert beside me, and thy joyous words were as fire to the heart of my love. But now that I am on the green grass of the earth I called to mind a dream that came to me when we slept after the precious draught of the Well: for methought that I was standing before the porch of the Feast-hall of Upmeads and holding thine hand, and the ancient House spake to me with the voice of a man, greeting both thee and me, and praising thy goodliness and valiancy. Surely then it is calling me to deeds, and if it were but morning, as it is now drawing towards sunset, we would mount and be gone straightway.”

“Surely,” she said, “thou hast drunk of the Well, and the fear of thee has already entered into the hearts of thy foemen far away, even as the love of thee constraineth me as I lie by thy side; but since it is evening and sunset, let it be evening, and let the morning see to its own matters. So now let us be pilgrims again, and eat the meal of pilgrims, and see to our horses, and then wander about this lovely wilderness and its green meads, where no son of man heedeth the wild things, till the night come, bringing to us the rest and the sleep of them that have prevailed over many troubles.”

Even so they did, and broke bread above the sea, and looked to their horses, and then went hand in hand about the goodly green bents betwixt the sea and the rough of the mountain; and it was the fairest and softest of summer evenings; and the deer of that place, both little and great, had no fear of man, but the hart and hind came to Ursula’s hand; and the thrushes perched upon her shoulder, and the hares gambolled together close to the feet of the twain; so that it seemed to them that they had come into the very Garden of God; and they forgat all the many miles of the waste and the mountain that lay before them, and they had no thought for the strife of foemen and the thwarting of kindred, that belike awaited them in their own land, but they thought of the love and happiness of the hour that was passing. So sweetly they wore through the last minutes of the day, and when it was as dark as it would be in that fair season, they lay down by the green knoll at the ending of the land, and were lulled to sleep by the bubbling of the Well at the World’s End.






  








BOOK FOUR. THE ROAD HOME
 






  








CHAPTER 1
 

Ralph and Ursula Come Back Again Through the Great Mountains
 

On the morrow morning they armed them and took to their horses and departed from that pleasant place and climbed the mountain without weariness, and made provision of meat and drink for the Dry Desert, and so entered it, and journeyed happily with naught evil befalling them till they came back to the House of the Sorceress; and of the Desert they made little, and the wood was pleasant to them after the drought of the Desert.

But at the said House they saw those kind people, and they saw in their eager eyes as in a glass how they had been bettered by their drinking of the Well, and the Elder said to them: “Dear friends, there is no need to ask you whether ye have achieved your quest; for ye, who before were lovely, are now become as the very Gods who rule the world. And now methinks we have to pray you but one thing, to wit that ye will not be overmuch of Gods, but will be kind and lowly with them that needs must worship you.”

They laughed on him for kindness’ sake, and kissed and embraced the old man, and they thanked them all for their helping, and they abode with them for a whole day in good-will and love, and thereafter the carle, who was the son of the Elder, with his wife, bade farewell to his kinsmen, and led Ralph and Ursula back through the wood and over the desert to the town of the Innocent Folk. The said Folk received them in all joy and triumph, and would have them abide there the winter over. But they prayed leave to depart, because their hearts were sore for their own land and their kindred. So they abode there but two days, and on the third day were led away by a half score of men gaily apparelled after their manner, and having with them many sumpter-beasts with provision for the road. With this fellowship they came safely and with little pain unto Chestnut Vale, where they abode but one night, though to Ralph and Ursula the place was sweet for the memory of their loving sojourn there.

They would have taken leave of the Innocent Folk in the said vale, but those others must needs go with them a little further, and would not leave them till they were come to the jaws of the pass which led to the Rock of the Fighting Man. Further than that indeed they would not, or durst not go; and those huge mountains they called the Wall of Strife, even as they on the other side called them the Wall of the World.

So the twain took leave of their friends there, and howbeit that they had drunk of the Well at the World’s End, yet were their hearts grieved at the parting. The kind folk left with them abundant provision for the remnant of the road, and a sumpter-ox to bear it; so they were in no doubt of their livelihood. Moreover, though the turn of autumn was come again and winter was at hand, yet the weather was fair and calm, and their journey through the dreary pass was as light as it might be to any men.






  








CHAPTER 2
 

They Hear New Tidings of Utterbol
 

It was on a fair evening of later autumn-tide that they won their way out of the Gates of the Mountains, and came under the rock of the Fighting Man. There they kissed and comforted each other in memory of the terror and loneliness wherewith they had entered the Mountains that other time; though, sooth to say, it was to them now like the reading of sorrow in a book.

But when they came out with joyful hearts into the green plain betwixt the mountains and the River of Lava, they looked westward, and beheld no great way off a little bower or cot, builded of boughs and rushes by a blackthorn copse; and as they rode toward it they saw a man come forth therefrom, and presently saw that he was hoary, a man with a long white beard. Then Ralph gave a glad cry, and set spurs to his horse and galloped over the plain; for he deemed that it could be none other than the Sage of Swevenham; and Ursula came pricking after him laughing for joy. The old man abode their coming, and Ralph leapt off his horse at once, and kissed and embraced him; but the Sage said: “There is no need to ask thee of tidings; for thine eyes and thine whole body tell me that thou hast drunk of the Well at the World’s End. And that shall be better for thee belike than it has been for me; though for me also the world has not gone ill after my fashion since I drank of that water.”

Then was Ursula come up, and she also lighted down and made much of the Sage. But he said: “Hail, daughter! It is sweet to see thee so, and to wot that thou art in the hands of a mighty man: for I know that Ralph thy man is minded for his Father’s House, and the deeds that abide him there; and I think we may journey a little way together; for as for me, I would go back to Swevenham to end my days there, whether they be long or short.”

But Ralph said: “As for that, thou mayst go further than Swevenham, and as far as Upmeads, where there will be as many to love and cherish thee as at Swevenham.”

The old man laughed a little, and reddened withal, but answered nothing.

Then they untrussed their sumpter-beast, and took meat and drink from his burden, and they ate and drank together, sitting on the green grass there; and the twain made great joy of the Sage, and told him the whole tale; and he told them that he had been abiding there since the spring-tide, lest they might have turned back without accomplishing their quest, and then may-happen he should have been at hand to comfort them, or the one of them left, if so it had befallen. “But,” quoth he, “since ye have verily drunk of the Well at the World’s End, ye have come back no later than I looked for you.”

That night they slept in the bower there, and on the morrow betimes, the Sage drove together three or four milch goats that he pastured there, and went their ways over the plain, and so in due time entered into the lava-sea. But the first night that they lay there, though it was moonless and somewhat cloudy, they saw no glare of the distant earth-fires which they had looked for; and when on the morrow they questioned the Sage thereof, he said: “The Earth-fires ceased about the end of last year, as I have heard tell. But sooth it is that the foreboding of the Giant’s Candle was not for naught. For there hath verily been a change of masters at Utterbol.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “for better or worse?”

Said the Sage: “It could scarce have been for worse; but if rumour runneth right it is much for the better. Hearken how I learned thereof. One fair even of late March, a little before I set off hither, as I was sitting before the door of my house, I saw the glint of steel through the wood, and presently rode up a sort of knights and men-at-arms, about a score; and at the head of them a man on a big red-roan horse, with his surcoat blazoned with a white bull on a green field: he was a man black-haired, but blue-eyed; not very big, but well knit and strong, and looked both doughty and knightly; and he wore a gold coronet about his basnet: so not knowing his blazonry, I wondered who it was that durst be so bold as to ride in the lands of the Lord of Utterbol. Now he rode up to me and craved a drink of milk, for he had seen my goats; so I milked two goats for him, and brought whey for the others, whereas I had no more goats in milk at that season. So the bull-knight spake to me about the woodland, and wherefore I dwelt there apart from others; somewhat rough in his speech he was, yet rather jolly than fierce; and he thanked me for the bever kindly enough, and said: “I deem that it will not avail to give thee money; but I shall give thee what may be of avail to thee. Ho, Gervaise! give me one of those scrolls!” So a squire hands him a parchment and he gave it me, and it was a safe-conduct to the bearer from the Lord of Utterbol; but whereas I saw that the seal bore not the Bear on the Castle-wall, but the Bull, and that the superscription was unknown to me, I held the said scroll in my hand and wondered; and the knight said to me: “Yea, look long at it; but so it is, though thou trow it not, that I am verily Lord of Utterbol, and that by conquest; so that belike I am mightier than he was, for that mighty runagate have I slain. And many there be who deem that no mishap, heathen though I be. Come thou to Utterbol and see for thyself if the days be not changed there; and thou shalt have a belly-full of meat and drink, and honour after thy deserving.” So they rested a while, and then went their ways. To Utterbol I went not, but ere I departed to come hither two or three carles strayed my way, as whiles they will, who told me that this which the knight had said was naught but the sooth, and that great was the change of days at Utterbol, whereas all men there, both bond and free, were as merry as they deserved to be, or belike merrier.”

Ralph pondered this tale, and was not so sure but that this new lord was not Bull Shockhead, his wartaken thrall; natheless he held his peace; but Ursula said: “I marvel not much at the tale, for sure I am, that had Gandolf of the Bear been slain when I was at Utterbol, neither man nor woman had stirred a finger to avenge him. But all feared him, I scarce know why; and, moreover, there was none to be master if he were gone.”

Thereafter she told more tales of the miseries of Utterbol than Ralph had yet heard, as though this tale of the end of that evil rule had set her free to utter them; and they fell to talking of others matters.






  








CHAPTER 3
 

They Winter With the Sage; and Thereafter Come Again to Vale Turris
 

Thus with no peril and little pain they came to the Sage’s hermitage; and whereas the autumn was now wearing, and it was not to be looked for that they should cross even the mountains west of Goldburg, let alone those to the west of Cheaping Knowe, when winter had once set in, Ralph and Ursula took the Sage’s bidding to abide the winter through with him, and set forth on their journey again when spring should be fairly come and the mountain ways be clear of snow.

So they dwelt there happily enough; for they helped the Sage in his husbandry, and he enforced him to make them cheer, and read in the ancient book to them, and learned them as much as it behoved them to hearken; and told them tales of past time.

Thereafter when May was at hand they set out on their road, and whereas the Sage knew the wood well, he made a long story short by bringing them to Vale Turris in four days’ time. But when they rode down into the dale, they saw the plain meads below the Tower all bright with tents and booths, and much folk moving about amidst them; here and there amidst the roofs of cloth withal was showing the half finished frame of a timber house a-building. But now as they looked and wondered what might be toward, a half score of weaponed men rode up to them and bade them, but courteously, to come with them to see their Lord. The Sage drew forth his let-pass thereat; but the leader of the riders said, as he shook his head: “That is good for thee, father; but these two knights must needs give an account of themselves: for my lord is minded to put down all lifting throughout his lands; therefore hath he made the meshes of his net small. But if these be thy friends it will be well. Therefore thou art free to come with them and bear witness to their good life.”

Here it must be said that since they were on the road again Ursula had donned her wargear once more, and as she rode was to all men’s eyes naught but a young and slender knight.

So without more ado they followed those men-at-arms, and saw how the banner of the Bull was now hung out from the Tower; and the sergeants brought them into the midst of the vale, where, about those tents and those half-finished frame-houses (whereof they saw six) was a market toward and much concourse of folk. But the sergeants led through them and the lanes of the booths down to the side of the river, where on a green knoll, with some dozen of men-at-arms and captains about him, sat the new Lord of Utterbol.

Now as the others drew away from him to right and left, the Lord sat before Ralph with naught to hide him, and when their eyes met Ralph gave a cry as one astonished; and the Lord of Utterbol rose up to his feet and shouted, and then fell a laughing joyously, and then cried out: “Welcome, King’s Son, and look on me! for though the feathers be fine ’tis the same bird. I am Lord of Utterbol and therewithal Bull Shockhead, whose might was less than thine on the bent of the mountain valley.”

Therewith he caught hold of Ralph’s hand, and sat himself down and drew Ralph down, and made him sit beside him.

“Thou seest I am become great?” said he. “Yea,” said Ralph, “I give thee joy thereof!” Said the new Lord: “Perchance thou wilt be deeming that since I was once thy war-taken thrall I should give myself up to thee: but I tell thee I will not: for I have much to do here. Moreover I did not run away from thee, but thou rannest from me, lad.”

Thereat in his turn Ralph fell a laughing, and when he might speak he said: “What needeth the lord of all these spears to beg off his service to the poor wandering knight?”

Then Bull put his arms about him, and said: “I am fain at the sight of thee, time was thou wert a kind lad and a good master; yet naught so merry as thou shouldest have been; but now I see that gladness plays all about thy face, and sparkles in thine eyes; and that is good. But these thy fellows? I have seen the old carle before: he was dwelling in the wildwood because he was overwise to live with other folk. But this young man, who may he be? Or else — yea, verily, it is a young woman. Yea, and now I deem that it is the thrall of my brother Bull Nosy. Therefore by heritage she is now mine.”

Ralph heard the words but saw not the smiling face, so wroth he was; therefore the bare sword was in his fist in a twinkling. But ere he could smite Bull caught hold of his wrist, and said: “Master, master, thou art but a sorry lawyer, or thou wouldst have said: ‘Thou art my thrall, and how shall a thrall have heritage?’ Dost thou not see that I cannot own her till I be free, and that thou wilt not give me my freedom save for hers? There, now is all the matter of the service duly settled, and I am free and a Lord. And this damsel is free also, and — yea, is she not thy well-beloved, King’s Son?”

Ralph was somewhat abashed, and said: “I crave thy pardon, Lord, for misdoubting thee: but think how feeble are we two lovers amongst the hosts of the aliens.”

“It is well, it is well,” said Bull, “and in very sooth I deem thee my friend; and this damsel was my brother’s friend. Sit down, dear maiden, I bid thee; and thou also, O man overwise; and let us drink a cup, and then we will talk about what we may do for each other.”

So they sat down all on the grass, and the Lord of Utterbol called for wine, and they drank together in the merry season of May; and the new Lord said: “Here be we friends come together, and it were pity of our lives if we must needs sunder speedily: howbeit, it is thou must rule herein, King’s Son; for in my eyes thou art still greater than I, O my master. For I can see in thine eyes and thy gait, and in thine also, maiden, that ye have drunk of the Well at the World’s End. Therefore I pray you gently and heartily that ye come home with me to Utterbol.”

Ralph shook his head, and answered: “Lord of Utterbol, I bid thee all thanks for thy friendliness, but it may not be.”

“But take note,” said Bull, “that all is changed there, and it hath become a merry dwelling of men. We have cast down the Red Pillar, and the White and the Black also; and it is no longer a place of torment and fear, and cozening and murder; but the very thralls are happy and free-spoken. Now come ye, if it were but for a moon’s wearing: I shall be there in eight days’ time. Yea, Lord Ralph, thou would’st see old acquaintance there withal: for when I slew the tyrant, who forsooth owed me no less than his life for the murder of my brother, I made atonement to his widow, and wedded her: a fair woman as thou wottest, lord, and of good kindred, and of no ill conditions, as is well seen now that she lives happy days. Though I have heard say that while she was under the tyrant she was somewhat rough with her women when she was sad. Eh, fair sir! but is it not so that she cast sheep’s eyes on thee, time was, in this same dale?”

Ralph reddened and answered naught; and Bull spake again, laughing: “Yea, so it is: she told me that much herself, and afterwards I heard more from her damsel Agatha, who told me the merry tale of that device they made to catch thee, and how thou brakest through the net. Forsooth, though this she told me not, I deem that she would have had the same gift of thee as her mistress would. Well, lad, lucky are they with whom all women are in love. So now I prithee trust so much in thy luck as to come with me to Utterbol.”

Quoth Ralph: “Once again, Lord of Utterbol, we thank thee; but whereas thou hast said that thou hast much to do in this land; even so I have a land where deeds await me. For I stole myself away from my father and mother, and who knows what help they need of me against foemen, and evil days; and now I might give help to them were I once at home, and to the people of the land also, who are a stout-hearted and valiant and kindly folk.”

The new Lord’s face clouded somewhat, as he said: “If thine heart draweth thee to thy kindred, there is no more to say. As for me, what I did was for kindred’s sake, and then what followed after was the work of need. Well, let it be! But since we must needs part hastily, this at least I bid you, that ye abide with me for to-night, and the banquet in the great pavilion. Howsoever ye may be busied, gainsay me not this; and to-morrow I shall further you on your way, and give you a score of spears to follow thee to Goldburg. Then as for Goldburg and Cheaping Knowe, see ye to it yourselves: but beyond Cheaping Knowe and the plain country, thy name is known, and the likeness of thee told in words; and no man in those mountains shall hurt or hinder thee, but all thou meetest shall aid and further thee. Moreover, at the feast to-night thou shalt see thy friend Otter, and he and I betwixt us shall tell thee how I came to Utterbol, and of the change of days, and how it betid. For he is now my right-hand man, as he was of the dead man. Forsooth, after the slaying I would have had him take the lordship of Utterbol, but he would not, so I must take it perforce or be slain, and let a new master reign there little better than the old. Well then, how sayest thou? Or wilt thou run from me without leave-taking, as thou didst ere-while at Goldburg?”

Ralph laughed at his word, and said that he would not be so churlish this time, but would take his bidding with a good heart; and thereafter they fell to talking of many things. But Ralph took note of Bull, that now his hair and beard were trim and his raiment goodly, for all his rough speech and his laughter and heart-whole gibes and mocking, his aspect and bearing was noble and knightly.






  








CHAPTER 4
 

A Feast in the Red Pavilion
 

So in a while they went with him to the Tower, and there was woman’s raiment of the best gotten for Ursula, and afterwards at nightfall they went to the feast in the Red Pavillion of Utterbol, which awhile ago the now-slain Lord of Utterbol had let make; and it was exceeding rich with broidery of pearl and gems: since forsooth gems and fair women were what the late lord had lusted for the most, and have them he would at the price of howsoever many tears and groans. But that pavilion was yet in all wise as it was wont to be, saving that the Bull had supplanted the Bear upon the Castle-wall.

Now the wayfarers were treated with all honour and were set upon the high-seat, Ralph upon the right-hand of the Lord, and Ursula upon his left, and the Sage of Swevenham out from her. But on Ralph’s right hand was at first a void place, whereto after a while came Otter, the old Captain of the Guard. He came in hastily, and as though he had but just taken his armour off: for his raiment was but such as the men-at-arm of that country were wont to wear under their war-gear, and was somewhat stained and worn; whereas the other knights and lords were arrayed grandly in silks and fine cloth embroidered and begemmed.

Otter was fain when he saw Ralph, and kissed and embraced him, and said: “Forsooth, I saw by thy face, lad, that the world would be soft before thee; and now that I behold thee I know already that thou hast won thy quest; and the Gods only know to what honour thou shalt attain.”

Ralph laughed for joy of him, and yet said soberly: “As to honour, meseems I covet little world’s goods, save that it may be well with my folk at home.” Nevertheless as the words were out of his mouth his thought went back to the tall man whom he had first met at the churchyard gate of Netherton, and it seemed to him that he wished his thriving, yea, and in a lesser way, he wished the same to Roger of the Rope-walk, whereas he deemed that both of these, each in his own way, had been true to the lady whom he had lost.

Then Otter fell a-talking to him of the change of days at Utterbol, and how that it was the Lord’s intent that a cheaping town should grow up in the Dale of the Tower, and that the wilderness beyond it should be tilled and builded. “And,” said he, “if this be done, and the new lord live to see it, as he may, being but young of years, he may become exceedingly mighty, and if he hold on in the way whereas he now is, he shall be well-beloved also.”

So they spake of many things, and there was minstrelsy and diverse joyance, till at last the Lord of Utterbol stood up and said: “Now bring in the Bull, that we may speak some words over him; for this is a great feast.” Ralph wondered what bull this might be whereof he spake; but the harps and fiddlers, and all instruments of music struck up a gay and gallant tune, and presently there came into the hall four men richly attired, who held up on spears a canopy of bawdekin, under which went a man-at-arms helmed, and clad in bright armour, who held in his hands a great golden cup fashioned like to a bull, and he bore it forth unto the dais, and gave it into the hands of the Lord. Then straightway all the noise ceased, and the glee and clatter of the hall, and there was dead silence. Then the Lord held the cup aloft and said in a loud voice:

“Hail, all ye folk! I swear by the Bull, and they that made him, that in three years’ time or less I will have purged all the lands of Utterbol of all strong-thieves and cruel tyrants, be they big or little, till all be peace betwixt the mountains and the mark of Goldburg; and the wilderness shall blossom like the rose. Or else shall I die in the pain.”

Therewith he drank of the cup, and all men shouted. Then he sat him down and bade hand the cup to Otter; and Otter took the cup and looked into the bowl and saw the wave of wine, and laughed and cried out: “As for me, what shall I swear but that I will follow the Bull through thick and thin, through peace and unpeace, through grief and joy. This is my oath-swearing.”

And he drank mightily and sat down.

Then turned the Lord to Ralph and said: “And thou who art my master, wilt thou not tell thy friends and the Gods what thou wilt do?”

“No great matter, belike,” said Ralph; “but if ye will it, I will speak out my mind thereon.”

“We will it,” said the Lord.

Then Ralph arose and took the cup and lifted it and spake: “This I swear, that I will go home to my kindred, yet on the road will I not gainsay help to any that craveth it. So may all Hallows help me!”

Therewith he drank: and Bull said: “This is well said, O happy man! But now that men have drunk well, do ye three and Otter come with me into the Tower, whereas the chambers are dight for you, that I may make the most of this good day wherein I have met thee again.”

So they went with him, and when they had sat down in the goodliest chamber of the Tower, and they had been served with wine and spices, the new Lord said to Ralph: “And now, my master, wilt thou not ask somewhat concerning me?” “Yea,” said Ralph, “I will ask thee to tell the tale of how thou camest into thy Lordship.” Said the Lord, “This shall ye hear of me with Otter to help me out. Hearken!”






  








CHAPTER 5
 

Bull Telleth of His Winning of the Lordship of Utterbol
 

“When thou rannest away from me, and left me alone at Goldburg, I was grieved; then Clement Chapman offered to take me back with him to his own country, which, he did me to wit, lieth hard by thine: but I would not go with him, since I had an inkling that I should find the slayer of my brother and be avenged on him. So the Chapmen departed from Goldburg after that Clement had dealt generously by me for thy sake; and when they were gone I bethought me what to do, and thou knowest I can some skill with the fiddle and song, so I betook myself to that craft, both to earn somewhat and that I might gather tidings and be little heeded, till within awhile folk got to know me well, and would often send for me to their merry-makings, where they gave me fiddler’s wages, to wit, meat, drink, and money. So what with one thing what with another I was rich enough to leave Goldburg and fall to my journey unto Utterbol; since I misdoubted me from the first that the caytiff who had slain my brother was the Lord thereof.

“But one day when I went into the market-place I found a great stir and clutter there; some folk, both men and women screeching and fleeing, and some running to bows and other weapons. So I caught hold of one of the fleers, and asked him what was toward; and he cried out, ‘Loose me! let me go! he is loose, he is loose!’

“‘Who is loose, fool?’ quoth I. ‘The lion,’ said he, and therewith in the extremity of his terror tore himself away from me and fled. By this time the others also had got some distance away from me, and I was left pretty much alone. So I went forth on a little, looking about me, and sure enough under one of the pillars of the cloister beneath the market-house (the great green pillar, if thou mindest it), lay crouched a huge yellow lion, on the carcase of a goat, which he had knocked down, but would not fall to eating of amidst all that cry and hubbub.

“Now belike one thing of me thou wottest not, to wit, that I have a gift that wild things love and will do my bidding. The house-mice will run over me as I lie awake looking on them; the small birds will perch on my shoulders without fear; the squirrels and hares will gambol about quite close to me as if I were but a tree; and, withal, the fiercest hound or mastiff is tame before me. Therefore I feared not this lion, and, moreover, I looked to it that if I might tame him thoroughly, he would both help me to live as a jongleur, and would be a sure ward to me.

“So I walked up towards him quietly, till he saw me and half rose up growling; but I went on still, and said to him in a peaceable voice: ‘How now, yellow mane! what aileth thee? down with thee, and eat thy meat.’ So he sat down to his quarry again, but growled still, and I went up close to him, and said to him: ‘Eat in peace and safety, am I not here?’ And therewith I held out my bare hand unclenched to him, and he smelt to it, and straightway began to be peaceable, and fell to tearing the goat, and devouring it, while I stood by speaking to him friendly.

“But presently I saw weapons glitter on the other side of the square place, and men with bended bows. The yellow king saw them also, and rose up again and stood growling; then I strove to quiet him, and said, ‘These shall not harm thee.’

“Therewith the men cried out to me to come away, for they would shoot: But I called out; ‘Shoot not yet! but tell me, does any man own this beast?’ ‘Yea,’ said one, ‘I own him, and happy am I that he doth not own me.’ Said I, ‘Wilt thou sell him?’ ‘Yea’ said he, ‘if thou livest another hour to tell down the money.’ Said I, ‘I am a tamer of wild beasts, and if thou wilt sell this one at such a price, I will rid thee of him.’ The man yeasaid this, but kept well aloof with his fellows, who looked on, handling their weapons.

“Then I turned to my new-bought thrall and bade him come with me, and he followed me like a dog to his cage, which was hard by; and I shut him in there, and laid down the money to his owner; and folk came round about, and wondered, and praised me. But I said: ‘My masters, have ye naught of gifts for the tamer of beasts, and the deliverer of men?’ Thereat they laughed: but they brought me money and other goods, till I had gotten far more than I had given for the lion.

“Howbeit the next day the officers of the Porte came and bade me avoid the town of Goldburg, but gave me more money withal. I was not loth thereto, but departed, riding a little horse that I had, and leading my lion by a chain, though when I was by he needed little chaining.

“So that without more ado I took the road to Utterbol, and wheresoever I came, I had what was to be had that I would; neither did any man fall on me, or on my lion. For though they might have shot him or slain him with many spear-thrusts, yet besides that they feared him sorely, they feared me still more; deeming me some mighty sending from their Gods.

“Thus came I to Utterness, and found it poor and wretched, (as forsooth, it yet is, but shall not be so for long). But the House of Utterbol is exceeding fair and stately (as thou mightest have learned from others, my master,) and its gardens, and orchards, and acres, and meadows as goodly as may be. Yea, a very paradise; yet the dwellers therein as if it were hell, as I saw openly with mine own eyes.

“To be short, the fame of me and my beast had somehow gone before me, and when I came to the House, I was dealt with fairly, and had good entertainment: and this all the more, as the Lord was away for a while, and the life of folk not so hard by a great way as it had been if he had been there: but the Lady was there in the house, and on the morrow of my coming by her command, I brought my lion before her window and made him come and go, and fetch and carry at my bidding, and when I had done my play she bade me up into her bower, and bade me sit and had me served with wine, while she asked me many questions as to my country and friends, and whence and whither I was; and I answered her with the very sooth, so far as the sooth was handy; and there was with her but one of her women, even thy friend Agatha, fair sir.

“Methought both that this Queen was a fair woman, and that she looked kindly upon me, and at last she said, sighing, that she were well at ease if her baron were even such a man as I, whereas the said Lord was fierce and cruel, and yet a dastard withal. But the said Agatha turned on her, and chided her, as one might with a child, and said: ‘Hold thy peace of thy loves and thy hates before a very stranger! Or must I leave yet more of my blood on the pavement of the White Pillar, for the pleasure of thy loose tongue? Come out now, mountain-carle!’

“And she took me by the hand and led me out, and when we had passed the door and it was shut, she turned to me and said: ‘Thou, if I hear any word abroad of what my Lady has just spoken, I shall know that thou hast told it, and though I be but a thrall, yea, and of late a mishandled one, yet am I of might enough in Utterbol to compass thy destruction.’

“I laughed in her face and went my ways: and thereafter I saw many folk and showed them my beast, and soon learned two things clearly.

“And first that the Lord and the Lady were now utterly at variance. For a little before he had come home, and found a lack in his household — to wit, how a certain fair woman whom he had but just got hold of, and whom he lusted after sorely, was fled away. And he laid the wyte thereof on his Lady, and threatened her with death: and when he considered that he durst not slay her, or torment her (for he was verily but a dastard), he made thy friend Agatha pay for her under pretence of wringing a true tale out of her.

“Now when I heard this story I said to myself that I should hear that other one of the slaying of my brother, and even so it befell. For I came across a man who told me when and how the Lord came by the said damsel (whom I knew at once could be none other than thou, Lady,) and how he had slain my brother to get her, even as doubtless thou knowest, Lord Ralph.

“But the second thing which I learned was that all folk at Utterbol, men and women, dreaded the home-coming of this tyrant; and that there was no man but would have deemed it a good deed to slay him. But, dastard as he was, use and wont, and the fear that withholdeth rebels, and the doubt that draweth back slaves, saved him; and they dreaded him moreover as a devil rather than a man. Forsooth one of the men there, who looked upon me friendly, who had had tidings of this evil beast drawing near, spake to me a word of warning, and said: ‘Friend lion-master, take heed to thyself! For I fear for thee when the Lord cometh home and findeth thee here; lest he let poison thy lion and slay thee miserably afterward.’

“Well, in three days from that word home cometh the Lord with a rout of his spearmen, and some dozen of captives, whom he had taken. And the morrow of his coming, he, having heard of me, sent and bade me showing the wonder of the Man and the Lion; therefore in the bright morning I played with the lion under his window as I had done by the Queen. And after I had played some while, and he looking out of the window, he called to me and said: ‘Canst thou lull thy lion to sleep, so that thou mayst leave him for a little? For I would fain have thee up here.’

“I yeasaid that, and chid the beast, and then sang to him till he lay down and slept like a hound weary with hunting. And then I went up into the Lord’s chamber; and as it happed, all the while of my playing I had had my short-sword naked in my hand, and thus, I deem without noting it, yet as weird would, I came before the tyrant, where he sat with none anigh him save this Otter and another man-at-arms. But when I saw him, all the blood within me that was come of one mother with my brother’s blood stirred within me, and I set my foot on the foot-pace of this murderer’s chair, and hove up my short-sword, and clave his skull, in front and with mine own hand: not as he wrought, not as he wrought with my brother.

“Then I turned about to Otter (who had his sword in his fist when it was too late) till he should speak. Hah Otter, what didst thou say?”

Otter laughed: Quoth he, “I said: thus endeth the worst man in the world. Well done, lion-tamer! thou art no ill guest, and hast paid on the nail for meat, drink and lodging. But what shall we do now? Then thou saidst; ‘Well, I suppose thou wilt be for slaying me.’ ‘Nay,’ said I, ‘We will not slay thee; at least not for this, nor now, nor without terms.’ Thou saidst: ‘Perchance then thou wilt let me go free, since this man was ill-beloved: yea, and he owed me a life.’ ‘Nay, nay,’ said I, ‘not so fast, good beast-lord.’ ‘Why not?’ saidst thou, ‘I can see of thee that thou art a valiant man, and whereas thou hast been captain of the host, and the men-at-arms will lightly do thy bidding, why shouldest thou not sit in the place of this man, and be Lord of Utterbol?’

“‘Nay nay,’ said I, ‘it will not do, hearken thou rather: For here I give thee the choice of two things, either that thou be Lord of Utterbol, or that we slay thee here and now. For we be two men all-armed.’

“Thou didst seem to ponder it a while, and then saidst at last: ‘Well, I set not out on this journey with any such-like intent; yet will I not wrestle with weird. Only I forewarn thee that I shall change the days of Utterbol.’

“‘It will not be for the worst then,’ quoth I. ‘So now go wake up thy lion, and lead him away to his den: and we will presently send him this carrion for a reward of his jonglery.’ ‘Gramercy, butcher,’ saidst thou, ‘I am not for thy flesh-meat to-day. I was forewarned that the poor beast should be poisoned at this man’s home-coming, and so will he be if he eat of this dastard; he will not outlive such a dinner.’ Thereat we all laughed heartily.”

“Yea,” said Bull, “So I went to lead away the lion when thou hadst bidden me return in an hours’ wearing, when all should be ready for my Lordship. And thou wert not worse than thy word, for when I came into that court again, there were all the men-at-arms assembled, and the free carles, and the thralls; and the men-at-arms raised me on a shield, set a crowned helm on my head, and thrust a great sword into my hand, and hailed me by the name of the Bull of Utterbol, Lord of the Waste and the Wildwood, and the Mountain-side: and then thou, Otter, wert so simple as to kneel before me and name thyself my man, and take the girding on of sword at my hand. Then even as I was I went in to my Lady and told her the end of my tale, and in three minutes she lay in my arms, and in three days in my bed as my wedded wife. As to Agatha, when I had a little jeered her, I gave her rich gifts and good lands, and freedom, to boot her for her many stripes. And lo there, King’s Son and Sweet Lady, the end of all my tale.”

“Yea,” quoth Otter, “saving this, that even already thou has raised up Utterbol from Hell to Earth, and yet meseemeth thou hast good-will to raise it higher.”

Bull reddened at his word, and said: “Tush, man! praise the day when the sun has set.” Then he turned to Ralph, and said: “Yet couldst thou at whiles put in a good word for me here and there amongst the folks that thou shalt pass through on thy ways home, I were fain to know that I had a well-speaking friend abroad.” “We shall do no less,” said Ralph; and Ursula spake in like wise.

So they talked together merrily a while longer, till night began to grow old, and then went to their chambers in all content and good-liking.






  








CHAPTER 6
 

They Ride From Vale Turris. Redhead Tells of Agatha
 

On the morrow when they arose, Ralph heard the sound of horses and the clashing of arms: he went to the window, and looked out, and saw how the spears stood up thick together at the Tower’s foot, and knew that these were the men who were to be his fellows by the way. Their captain he saw, a big man all-armed in steel, but himseemed that he knew his face under his sallet, and presently saw that it was Redhead. He was glad thereof, and clad himself hastily, and went out a-doors, and went up to him and hailed him, and Redhead leapt off his horse, and cast his arms about Ralph, and made much of him, and said: “It is good for sore eyes to see thee, lord; and I am glad at heart that all went well with thee that time. Although, forsooth, there was guile behind it. Yet whereas I wotted nothing thereof, which I will pray thee to believe, and whereas thou hast the gain of all, I deem thou mayst pardon me.”

Said Ralph: “Thou hast what pardon of me thou needest; so be content. For the rest, little need is there to ask if thou thrivest, for I behold thee glad and well honoured.”

As they spoke came the Lord forth from the Tower, and said: “Come thou, Lord Ralph, and eat with us ere thou takest to the road; I mean with Otter and me. As for thee, Redhead, if aught of ill befall this King’s Son under thy way-leading, look to it that thou shalt lose my good word with Agatha; yea, or gain my naysay herein; whereby thou shalt miss both fee and fair dame.”

Redhead looked sheepishly on Ralph at that word, yet winked at him also, as if it pleased him to be jeered concerning his wooing; so that Ralph saw how the land lay, and that the guileful handmaid was not ill content with that big man. So he smiled kindly on him and nodded, and went back with Bull into the Tower. There they sat down all to meat together; and when they were done with their victual, Bull spake, and said to Ralph: “Fair King’s Son, is this then the last sight of thee? wilt thou never come over the mountains again?” Said Ralph: “Who knoweth? I am young yet, and have drunk of the Water of the Well.” Bull grew somewhat pensive and said: “Yea, thou meanest that thou mayest come back and find me no longer here. Yet if thou findest but my grave-mound, yet mayhappen thou shalt come on something said or sung of me, which shall please thee. For I will tell thee, that thou hast changed my conditions; how, I wot not.”

“Thy word is good,” said Ralph, “yet I meant not that; never should I come to Utterbol if I looked not to find thee living there.” Bull smiled on him as though he loved him, and said: “This is well spoken; I shall look to see thee before I die.”

Then said Ursula: “Lord of Utterbol, this also thou mayst think on, that it is no further from Utterbol to Upmeads than from Upmeads to Utterbol.” The Lord laughed and said: “Sooth is that; and were but my Bull here, as I behold you I should be of mind to swear by him to come and see you at Upmeads ere ten years have worn.”

Then she put forth her hand and said: “Swear by this!” So he took it and swore the oath; but the Sage of Swevenham said: “This oath thou shalt keep to the gain and not the loss both of thee and of thy friends of Upmeads.”

Thus were they fain of each other, and Ralph saw how Bull’s heart was grown big, and he rejoiced thereat. But anon he arose and said: “Now, Lord, we ask leave to depart for the way is long, and mayhappen my kindred now lack a man’s helping.” Then Bull stood up and called for his horse, and Otter also, and they all went forth and gat a-horseback and rode away from Vale Turris, and Redhead rode behind them humbly, till it was noon and they made stay for meat. Then after they had broken bread together and drunk a cup Bull and Otter kissed the wayfarers, and bade them farewell and so rode back to Vale Turris, and Ralph and Ursula and the Sage tarried not but rode on their ways.

But anon Ralph called to Redhead, and bade him ride beside them that they might talk together, and he came up with them, and Ursula greeted him kindly, and they were merry one with another. And Ralph said to Redhead: “Friend captain, thou art exceeding in humility not to ride with the Lord or Captain Otter; save for chance-hap, I see not that thou art worser than they.”

Redhead grinned, and said: “Well, as to Otter, that is all true; but as for Lord Bull it is another matter; I wot not but his kindred may be as good or better than any in these east parts. In any case, he hath his kin and long descent full often in his mouth, while I am but a gangrel body. Howbeit it is all one, whereas whatso he or Otter bid any man to do, he doeth it, but my bidding may be questioned at whiles. And look you, lord, times are not ill, so wherefore should I risk a change of days? Sooth to say, both these great lords have done well by me.”

Ralph laughed: “And better will they do, as thou deemest; give thee Agatha, to wit?” “Yea, fair sir,” quoth Redhead. “No great gift, that seemeth to me, for thy valiancy,” said Ralph; “she is guileful enough and loose enough for a worse man than thee.”

“Lord,” said Redhead, “even of her thou shalt say what pleaseth thee; but no other man shall say of her what pleaseth me not. For all that is come and gone she is true and valiant, and none may say that she is not fair and sweet enough for a better man than me; and my great good luck it is that, as I hope, she looketh no further for a better.”

Ursula said: “Is it so, perchance, that now she is free and hath naught to fear, she hath no need for guile?” “Hail to thee for thy word, lady,” quoth Redhead; and then he was silent, glooming somewhat on Ralph.

But Ralph said: “Nay, my friend, I meant no harm, but I was wondering what had befallen to bring you two so close together.”

“It was fear and pain, and the helping of each other that wrought it,” said Redhead. Said Ursula: “Good Captain, how was it that she escaped the uttermost of evil at the tyrant’s hands? since from all that I have heard, it must needs be that he laid the blame on her (working for her mistress) of my flight from Utterbol.”

“Even so it was, lady,” said Redhead; “but, as thou wottest belike, she had got it spread abroad that she was cunning in sorcery, and that her spell would not end when her life ended; nay, that he to whom her ghost should bear ill-will, and more especially such an one as might compass her death, should have but an ill time of it while he lived, which should not be long. This tale, which, sooth to say, I myself helped to spread, the Lord of Utterbol trowed in wholly, so cunningly was it told; so that, to make a long story short, he feared her, and feared her more dead than living. So that when he came home, and found thee gone, lady, he did indeed deem that thy flight was of Agatha’s contrivance. And this the more because his nephew (he whom thou didst beguile; I partly guess how) told him a made-up tale how all was done by the spells of Agatha. For this youth was of all men, not even saving his uncle, most full of malice; and he hated Agatha, and would have had her suffer the uttermost of torments and he to be standing by the while; howbeit his malice overshot itself, since his tale made her even more of a witch than the lord deemed before.”

“Yea,” said Ursula, “and what hath befallen that evil young man, Captain?” Said Redhead: “It is not known to many, lady; but two days before the slaying of his uncle, I met him in a wood a little way from Utterbol, and, the mood being on me I tied him neck and heels and cast him, with a stone round his neck, into a deep woodland pool hight the Ram’s Bane, which is in that same wood. Well, as to my tale of Agatha. When the lord came home first, he sent for her, and his rage had so mastered his fear for a while that his best word was scourge and rack and faggot; but she was, outwardly, so calm and cold, smiling on him balefully, that he presently came to himself, a found that fear was in his belly, and that he might not do what he would with her; wherefore he looked to it that however she were used (which was ill enough, God wot!) she should keep the soul in her body. And at last the fear so mounted into his head that he made peace with her, and even craved forgiveness of her and gave her gifts. She answered him sweetly indeed, yet so as he (and all others who were bystanding, of whom I was one,) might well see that she deemed she owed him a day in harvest. As for me, he heeded me naught, and I lay low all I might. And in any wise we wore the time till the great day of deliverance.”

Therewith dropped the talk about Agatha, when they had bidden him all luck in his life. Forsooth, they were fain of his words, and of his ways withal. For he was a valiant man, and brisk, and one who forgat no benefit, and was trusty as steel; merry-hearted withal, and kind and ready of speech despite his uplandish manners, which a life not a little rude had thrust on him.






  








CHAPTER 7
 

Of Their Riding the Waste, and of a Battle Thereon
 

They slept in no house that night nor for many nights after; for they were now fairly on the waste. They bore with them a light tent for Ursula’s lodging benights, and the rest of them slept on the field as they might; or should they come to a thicket or shaw, they would lodge them there softly. Victual and drink failed them not, for they bore what they needed on sumpter-horses, and shot some venison on the way withal. They saw but few folk; for the most part naught save a fowler of the waste, or a peat-cutter, who stood to look on the men-at-arms going by, and made obeisance to the token of Utterbol.

But on a time, the fifth day of their journey, they saw, in the morning, spears not a few standing up against a thicket-side in the offing. Redhead looked under the sharp of his hand, and laughed as though he were glad, and said: “I know not clearly what these may be, but it looketh like war. Now, knight, this is best to do: hold with thee three of our best men, so that ye may safe guard the Lady, and I with the others will prick on and look into this.”

“Nay,” said Ralph, “thou mayst yet be apaid of a man’s aid; and if there be strokes on sale in the cheaping-stead yonder, I will deal along with thee. Leave thy three men with the Lady, and let us on; we shall soon be back.”

“Nay once more, dear lord,” quoth Ursula, “I fear to be left alone of thee, and it is meet that thou free me from fear. I will ride with you, but three horse-lengths behind, so as not to hinder you. I have been worse bestead than this shall be.”

“It is good,” quoth Redhead, “let her ride with us: for why should she suffer the pain of fear in the lonely waste? But let her do on a hauberk over her coats, and steel coif over her head, for shaft and bolt will ofttimes go astray.”

Even so they did, and rode forward, and presently they saw the spearmen that they were somewhat more than their company, and that they were well mounted on black horses and clad in black armour. Then they drew rein for awhile and Redhead scanned them again and said: “Yea, these are the men of the brother of thy hot wooer, Lady Ursula, whom I cooled in the Ram’s Bane, but a man well nigh as old as his uncle, though he hath not made men tremble so sore, albeit he be far the better man, a good warrior, a wise leader, a reiver and lifter well wrought at all points. Well, ’tis not unlike that we shall have to speak to his men again, either out-going or home-coming: so we had best kill as many of these as we may now. Do on thy sallet, my lord; and thou, Michael-a-green shake out the Bull; and thou, our Noise, blow a point of war that they may be warned. God to aid! but they be ready and speedy!”

In sooth even as the pennon of the Bull ran down the wind and the Utterbol horn was winded, the Black men-at-arms came on at a trot, and presently with a great screeching yell cast their spears into the rest, and spurred on all they might, while a half score of bowmen who had come out of the thicket bent their bows and fell a-shooting. But now the men of Utterbol spurred to meet the foe, and as Redhead cast his spear into the rest, he said to Ralph: “Glad am I that thy Lady is anear to see me, for now I worship her.”

Therewith the two bands met, and whereas on neither side was the armour very stout, some men of either band were hurt or slain at once with spearthrust; though, save for Ralph, they did not run straight on each other; but fenced and foined with their spears deftly enough. As for Ralph, he smote a tall man full on the breast and pierced him through and through, and then pulled out the Upmeads blade and smote on the right hand and the left, so that none came anigh him willingly.

Shortly to say it, in five minutes’ time the Black Riders were fleeing all over the field with them of Utterbol at their heels, and the bowmen ran back again into the wood. But one of the foemen as he fled cast a javelin at a venture, and who should be before it save Ursula, so that she reeled in her saddle, and would have fallen downright but for one of the Utterbol fellows who stayed her, and got her gently off her horse. This Ralph saw not, for he followed far in the chase, and was coming back somewhat slowly along with Redhead, who was hurt, but not sorely. So when he came up, and saw Ursula sitting on the grass with four or five men about her, he sickened for fear; but she rose up and came slowly and pale-faced to meet him, and said: “Fear not, beloved, for steel kept out steel: I have no scratch or point or edge on me.” So therewith he kissed her, and embraced her, and was glad.

The Utterbol Riders had slain sixteen of their foemen; for they took none to mercy, and four of their band were slain outright, and six hurt, but not grievously. So they tarried awhile on the field of deed to rest them and tend their wounded men, and so rode on again heedfully.

But Redhead spake: “It is good to see thee tilting, King’s Son. I doubt me I shall never learn thy downright thrust. Dost thou remember how sorry a job I made of it, when we met in the lists at Vale Turris that other day?”

“Yea, yea,” said Ralph. “Thou were best let that flea stick on the wall. For to-day, at least, I have seen thee play at sharps deftly enough.”

Quoth Redhead: “Lord, it is naught, a five minutes’ scramble. That which trieth a man, is to fight and overcome, and straight have to fight with fresh foemen, and yet again, till ye long for dark night to cover you — yea, or even death.”

“Warrior-like and wisely thou speakest,” said Ralph; “and whoever thou servest thou shalt serve well. And now once more I would it were me.”

Redhead shook his head at that word, and said: “I would it might be so; but it will not be so as now.”

Forth on they rode, and slept in a wood that night, keeping good watch; but saw no more of the Black Riders for that time.

On a day thereafter when it was nigh evening, Ralph looked about, and saw a certain wood on the edge of a plain, and he stayed Ursula, and said: “Look round about, beloved; for this is the very field whereas I was betrayed into the hands of the men of Utterbol.” She smiled on him and said: “Let me light down then, that I may kiss the earth of that kind field, where thou wert not stayed over long, but even long enough that we might meet in the dark wood thereafter.”

“Sweetling,” said Ralph, “this mayst thou do and grieve no man, not even for a little. For lo you! the captain is staying the sumpter-beasts, and it is his mind, belike, that we shall sleep in yonder wood to-night.” Therewith he lighted down and she in likewise: then he took her by the hand and led her on a few yards, and said: “Lo, beloved, this quicken-tree; hereby it was that the tent was pitched wherein I lay the night when I was taken.”

She looked on him shyly and said: “Wilt thou not sleep here once more to-night?”

“Yea, well-beloved,” said he, “I will bid them pitch thy tent on this same place, that I may smell the wild thyme again, as I did that other while.”

So there on the field of his ancient grief they rested that night in all love and content.






  








CHAPTER 8
 

Of Goldburg Again, and the Queen Thereof
 

Next day they went forth through the country wherethrough Morfinn had led Ralph into captivity; and Redhead rode warily; for there were many passes which looked doubtful: but whether the ill men feared to meddle with them, or however it were, none waylaid them, and they all came safely to the gate of Goldburg, the towers whereof were full of folk looking forth on them. So they displayed their pennon, and rode into the street, where folk pressed about them in friendly wise; for the new Lord of Utterbol had made firm and fast peace with Goldburg. So they rode to the hostel, and gat them victual, and rested in peace that night. But Ralph wondered whether the Queen would send for him when she heard of his coming back again, and he hoped that she would let him be; for he was ashamed when he thought of her love for him, and how that he had clean forgotten her till he was close to Goldburg again.

But when morning was come Ralph spake to Redhead and asked him how he should do to wage men for the homeward journey on thence; and Redhead said: “I have already seen the Clerk of the Porte, and he will be here in an hour with the license for thee to wage men to go with thee to Cheaping Knowe. As for me, I must needs go see the King, and give him a letter sealed by my lord’s hand; and when I come back from him, I will go round to the alehouses which be haunted of the men-at-arms to see after strong carles for thine avail. But to the King hast thou no need to go, save he send for thee, whereas thou art not come hither to chaffer, and he needeth not men of war.”

Ralph stared at him and said: “The King, sayst thou? is there no Queen of Goldburg?” Said Redhead: “There is the King’s wedded wife, but her they call not Queen, but Lady.” “But the Queen that was,” said Ralph, “where is she then?” “Yea truly,” said Redhead, “a Queen sat alone as ruler here a while ago; but whether she died, or what befell her, I know nothing. I had little to do with Goldburg till our lord conquered Utterbol. Lo here the host! he may tell thee the tale thereof.”

Therewith he departed, and left Ralph with the host, whom Ralph questioned of the story, for his heart was wrung lest such a fair woman and so friendly should have come to harm.

So the host sat down by Ralph and said: “My master, this is a tale which is grievous to us: for though the saints forbid I should say a word against my lord that is now, nor is there any need to, yet we deemed us happy to be under so dear a lady and so good and fair as she was. Well, she is gone so that we wot not whether she be living or dead. For so it is that in the early spring, somewhat more than a year ago that is, one morning when folk arose, the Queen’s place was empty. Riding and running there was about and about, but none the more was she found. Forsooth as time wore, tales were told of what wise she left us, and why: but she was gone. Well, fair sir, many deemed that though her lineage was known by seeming, yet she was of the fairy, and needed neither steed nor chariot to go where she would. But her women and those that knew her best, deemed that whatso she were, she had slain herself, as they thought, for some unhappiness of love. For indeed she had long gone about sad and distraught, though she neither wept, nor would say one word of her sorrow, whatsoever it might be.

“But, fair sir, since thou art a stranger, and art presently departing from our city, I will tell thee a thing. To wit; one month or so after she had vanished away, I held talk with a certain old fisherman of our water, and he told me that on that same night of her vanishing, as he stood on the water-side handing the hawser of his barque, and the sail was all ready to be sheeted home, there came along the shore a woman going very swiftly, who, glancing about her, as if to see that there was none looking on or prying, came up to him, and prayed him in a sweet voice for instant passage down the water. Wrapped she was in a dark cloak and a cowl over her head, but as she put forth her hand to give him gold, he saw even by the light of his lantern that it was exceeding fair, and that great gems flashed from the finger-rings, and that there was a great gold ring most precious on her arm.

“He yeasaid her asking, partly because of her gold, partly (as he told me) that he feared her, deeming her to be of the fairy. Then she stepped over his gangway of one board on to his boat, and as he held the lantern low down to light her, lest she should make a false step and fall into the water, he noted (quoth he) that a golden shoe all begemmed came out from under gown-hem and that the said hem was broidered thickly with pearl and jewels.

“Small was his barque, and he alone with the woman, and there was a wind in the March night, and the stream is swift betwixt the quays of our city; so that by night and cloud they made much way down the water, and at sunrise were sailing through the great wood which lieth hence a twenty leagues seaward. So when the sun was risen she stood up in the fore part of the boat, and bade him turn the barque toward the shore, and even as the bows ran upon the sand, she leapt out and let the thicket cover her; nor have any of Goldburg seen her since, or the Queen. But for my part I deem the woman to have been none other than the Queen. Seest thou then! she is gone: but the King Rainald her cousin reigns in her stead, a wise man, and a mighty, and no tyrant or skinner of the people.”

Ralph heard and pondered, and was exceeding sorry, and more had he been but for the joyousness which came of the Water of the Well. Howbeit he might not amend it: for even were he to seek for the Queen and find her, it might well be worse than letting it be. For he knew (when he thought of her) that she loved him, and how would it be if she might not outwear her love, or endure the days of Goldburg, and he far away? This he said to himself, which he might not have said to any other soul.






  








CHAPTER 9
 

They Come to Cheaping Knowe Once More. Of the King Thereof
 

Toward evening comes Redhead, and tells Ralph how he hired him a dozen men-at-arms to follow him well-weaponed to Cheaping Knowe: withal he counselled him to take a good gift with him to that same town to buy the good will of the King there; who was a close-fist and a cruel lord.

Afterwards they sat together in the court of that fair house before good wine, Ralph and Ursula, and Redhead and the Sage of Swevenham, and spake of many things, and were merry and kind together. But on the morrow Redhead departed from Goldburg with his men, and he loth to depart, and they gave him farewell lovingly. Thereafter Ralph’s new men came to him in the hostelry, and he feasted them and did well to them, so that they praised him much. Then he gat him victuals and sumpter-horses for the journey, and bought good store of bows and arrows withal. Furthermore he took heed to Redhead’s word and bought a goodly gift of silver vessel and fine cloth for the King of Cheaping Knowe.

The day after he and his company departed from Goldburg toward the mountains, which they passed unfought and unwaylaid: partly because they were a band of stout men, and partly because a little before there had been a great overthrow of the wild men of those mountains at the hands of the men of Goldburg and the Chapmen; so that now the mountain-men lay close, and troubled none that rode with any force.

On the way they failed not to pass by the place where they had erst found Bull Nosy slain: there they saw his howe, heaped up exceeding high, covered in with earth, whereon the grass was now beginning to grow, and with a great standing stone on the top thereof, whereon was graven the image of a bull, with a sword thereunder; whereby the wayfarers wotted that this had been done in his memory by his brother, the new Lord of Utterbol.

So they came down out of the mountains to Whiteness, where they had good entertainment, but tarried not save for one night, riding their ways betimes to Cheaping Knowe: and they came before the gate thereof safe and sound on the third day; and slept in the hostelry of the chapmen. On the morrow Ralph went up to the King’s Castle with but three men unweaponed bearing the gift which he had got for the King. Albeit he sent not away his men-at-arms till he should know how the King was minded towards him.

As he went he saw in the streets sad tokens of the lord’s cruel justice, as handless men, fettered, dragging themselves about, and folk hung up before chapmen’s booths, and whipping-cheer, and the pillar, and such like. But whereas he might not help he would not heed, but came right to the Castle-gate, and entered easily when he had told his errand, for gift-bearing men are not oftenest withstood.

He was brought straightway into the great hall, where sat the King on his throne amidst the chiefs of the Porte, and his captains and sergeants, who were, so to say, his barons, though they were not barons of lineage, but masterful men who were wise to do his bidding.

As he went up the hall he saw a sort of poor caytiffs, women as well as men, led away from the high-place in chains by bailiffs and tipstaves; and he doubted not that these were for torments or maiming and death; and thought it were well might he do them some good.

Being come to the King, he made his obeisance to him, and craved his good will and leave to wage men-at-arms to bring him through the mountains.

The King was a tall man, a proper man of war; long-legged, black bearded, and fierce-eyed. Some word he had heard of Ralph’s gift, therefore he was gracious to him; he spake and said: “Thou hast come across the mountains a long way, fair Sir; prithee on what errand?” Answered Ralph: “For no errand, lord, save to fare home to mine own land.” “Where is thine own land?” said the King, stretching out his legs and lying back in his chair. “West-away, lord, many a mile,” said Ralph. “Yea,” quoth the King, “and how far didst thou go beyond the mountains? As far as Utterbol?” Said Ralph: “Yet further, but not to Utterbol.” “Hah!” said the King, “who goeth beyond Utterbol must have a great errand; what was thine?”

Ralph thought for a moment, and deemed it best to say as little as he might concerning Ursula; so he answered, and his voice grew loud and bold: “I was minded to drink a draught of the WELL at the WORLD’S END, and even so I did.” As he spake, he drew himself up, and his brows were knit a little, but his eyes sparkled from under them, and his cheeks were bright and rosy. He half drew the sword from the scabbard, and sent it back rattling, so that the sound of it went about the hall; he upreared his head and looked around him on this and that one of the warriors of the aliens, and he sniffed the air into his nostrils as he stood alone amongst them, and set his foot down hard on the floor of the King’s hall, and his armour rattled upon him.

But the King sat bolt upright in his chair and stared Ralph’s face; and the warriors and lords and merchants fell back from Ralph and stood in an ordered rank on either side of him and bent their heads before him. None spoke till the King said in a hoarse voice, but lowly and wheedling: “Tell us, fair Sir, what is it that we can do to pleasure thee?”

“King,” said Ralph, “I am not here to take gifts but to give them rather: yet since thou biddest me I will crave somewhat of thee, that thou mayst be the more content: and moreover the giving shall cost thee nothing: I crave of thee to give me life and limb and freedom for the poor folk whom I saw led down the hall by thy tipstaves, even now. Give me that or nothing.” The King scowled, but he spake: “This is indeed a little gift of thee to take; yet to none else save thee had I given it.”

Therewith he spake to a man beside him and said: “Go thou, set them free, and if any hurt hath befallen them thy life shall answer for it. Is it enough, fair Sir, and have we thy goodwill?” Ralph laughed for joy of his life and his might, and he answered: “King, this is the token of my goodwill; fear naught of me.” And he turned to his men, and bade them bright forth the gift of Goldburg and open it before the King; and they did so. But when the King cast eyes on the wares his face was gladdened, for he was a greedy wolf, and whoso had been close to his mouth would have heard him mutter: “So mighty! yet so wealthy!” But he thanked Ralph aloud and in smooth words. And Ralph made obeisance to him again, and then turned and went his ways down the hall, and was glad at heart that he had become so mighty a man, for all fell back before him and looked on him with worship. Howbeit he had looked on the King closely and wisely, and deemed that he was both cruel and guileful, so that he rejoiced that he had spoken naught of Ursula, and he was minded to keep her within gates all the while they abode at Cheaping-Knowe.

When he came to the hostel he called his men-at-arms together and asked them how far they would follow him, and with one voice they said all that they would go with him whereso he would, so that it were not beyond reason. So they arrayed them for departure on the morrow, and were to ride out of gates about mid-morning. So wore the day to evening; but ere the night was old came a man asking for Ralph, as one who would have a special alms of him, a poor man by seeming, and evilly clad. But when Ralph was alone with him, the poor man did him to wit that for all his seeming wretchedness he was but disguised, and was in sooth a man of worship, and one of the Porte. Quoth he: “I am of the King’s Council, and I must needs tell thee a thing of the King: that though he was at the first overawed and cowed by the majesty of thee, a Friend of the Well, he presently came to himself, which was but ill; so that what for greed, what for fear even, he is minded to send men to waylay thee, some three leagues from the town, on your way to the mountains, but ye shall easily escape his gin now I have had speech of thee; for ye may take a by-road and fetch a compass of some twelve miles, and get aback of the waylayers. Yet if ye escape this first ambush, unless ye are timely in riding early tomorrow it is not unlike that he shall send swift riders to catch up with you ere ye come to the mountains. Now I am come to warn thee hereof, partly because I would not have so fair a life spilt, which should yet do so well for the sons of Adam, and partly also because I would have a reward of thee for my warning and my wayleading, for I shall show thee the way and the road.”

Said Ralph: “Ask and fear not; for if I may trust thee I already owe thee a reward.” “My name is Michael-a-dale,” said the man, “and from Swevenham I came hither, and fain would I go thither, and little hope I have thereof save I go privily in some such band as thine, whereas the tyrant holdeth me on pain, as well I know, of an evil death.”

“I grant thine asking, friend,” said Ralph; “and now thou wert best go to thine house and truss what stuff thou mayst have with thee and come back hither in the grey of the morning.”

The man shook his head and said: “Nay; here must I bide night-long, and go out of gates amongst thy men-at-arms, and clad like one of them with iron enough about me to hide the fashion of me; it were nowise safe for me to go back into the town; for this tyrant wages many a spy: yea, forsooth, I fear me by certain tokens that it is not all so certain that I have not been spied upon already, and that it is known that I have come to thee. And I will tell thee that by hook or by crook the King already knoweth somewhat of thee and of the woman who is in thy company.”

Ralph flushed red at that word, and felt his heart bound: but even therewith came into them the Sage; and straightway Ralph took him apart and told him on what errand the man was come, and ask him if he deemed him trusty. Then the Sage went up to Michael and looked him hard in the face awhile, and then said: “Yea, honest he is unless the kindred of Michael of the Hatch of Swevenham have turned thieves in the third generation.”

“Yea,” said Michael, “and dost thou know the Hatch?”

“As I know mine own fingers,” said the Sage; “and even so I knew it years and years before thou wert born.” Therewith he told the new-comer what he was, and the two men of Swevenham made joy of each other. And Ralph was fain of them, and went into the chamber wherein sat Ursula, and told her how all things were going, and she said that she would be naught but glad to leave that town, which seemed to her like to Utterbol over again.






  








CHAPTER 10
 

An Adventure on the Way to the Mountains
 

On the morrow Ralph got his men together betimes and rode out a-gates, and was little afraid that any should meddle with him within the town or anigh it, and even so it turned out. But Michael rode in the company new clad, and with his head and face all hidden in a wide sallet. As for Ralph and Ursula, they were exceeding glad, and now that their heads were turned to the last great mountains, it seemed to them that they were verily going home, and they longed for the night, that they might be alone together, and talk of all these matters in each others’ arms.

When they were out a-gates, they rode for two miles along the highway, heedlessly enough by seeming, and then, as Michael bade, turned suddenly into a deep and narrow lane, and forth on, as it led betwixt hazelled banks and coppices of small wood, skirting the side of the hills, so that it was late in the afternoon before they came into the Highway again, which was the only road leading into the passes of the mountains. Then said Michael that now by all likelihood they had beguiled the waylayers for that time; so they went on merrily till half the night was worn, when they shifted for lodging in a little oak-wood by the wayside. There they lay not long, but were afoot betimes in the morning, and rode swiftly daylong, and lay down at night on the wayside with the less dread because they were come so far without hurt.

But on the third day, somewhat after noon, when they were come up above the tilled upland and the land was rough and the ways steep, there lay before them a dark wood swallowing up the road. Thereabout Ralph deemed that he saw weapons glittering ahead, but was not sure, for as clear-sighted as he was. So he stayed his band, and had Ursula into the rearward, and bade all men look to their weapons, and then they went forward heedfully and in good order, and presently not only Ralph, but all of them could see men standing in the jaws of the pass with the wood on either side of them, and though at first they doubted if these were aught but mere strong-thieves, such as any wayfarers might come on, they had gone but a little further when Michael knew them for the riders of Cheaping Knowe. “Yea,” said the Sage of Swevenham, “it is clear how it has been: when they found that we came not that first morning, they had an inkling of what had befallen, and went forward toward the mountains, and not back to Cheaping Knowe, and thus outwent us while we were fetching that compass to give them the go-by: wherefore I deem that some great man is with them, else had they gone back to town for new orders.”

“Well,” said Ralph, “then will they be too many for us; so now will I ride ahead and see if we may have peace.” Said the Sage, “Yea, but be wary, for thou hast to do with the guileful.”

Then Ralph rode on alone till he was come within hail of those waylayers. Then he thrust his sword into the sheath, and cried out: “Will any of the warriors in the wood speak with me; for I am the captain of the wayfarers?”

Then rode out from those men a very tall man, and two with him, one on either side, and he threw back the sallet from his face, and said: “Wayfarer, all we have weapons in our hands, and we so many that thou and thine will be in regard of us as the pips to the apple. Wherefore, yield ye!” Quoth Ralph: “Unto whom then shall I yield me?” Said the other: “To the men of the King of Cheaping Knowe.” Then spake Ralph: “What will ye do with us when we are yolden? Shall we not pay ransom and go our ways?” “Yea,” said the tall man, “and this is the ransom: that ye give up into my hands my dastard who hath bewrayed me, and the woman who wendeth in your company.”

Ralph laughed; for by this time he knew the voice of the King, yea, and the face of him under his sallet. So he cried back in answer, and in such wise as if the words came rather from his luck than from his youth: “Ho, Sir King! beware beware! lest thou tremble when thou seest the bare blade of the Friend of the Well more than thou trembledst erst, when the blade was hidden in the sheath before the throne of thine hall.”

But the King cried out in a loud harsh voice. “Thou, young man, beware thou! and try not thy luck overmuch. We are as many as these trees, and thou canst not prevail over us. Go thy ways free, and leave me what thou canst not help leaving.”

“Yea, fool,” cried Ralph, “and what wilt thou do with these two?”

Said the King: “The traitor I will flay, and the woman I will bed.”

Scarce were the words out of his mouth ere Ralph gave forth a great cry and drew his sword, set spurs to his horse, and gallopped on up the road with all his band at his back for they had drawn anigh amidst this talk. But or ever they came on the foemen, they heard a great confused cry of onset mingled with affright, and lo! the King threw up his arms, and fell forward on his horse’s neck with a great arrow through his throat.

Ralph drave on sword in hand, crying out, “Home, home to Upmeads!” and anon was amidst of the foe smiting on either hand. His men followed, shouting: “Ho, for the Friend of the Well!” And amongst the foemen, who were indeed very many, was huge dismay, so that they made but a sorry defence before the band of the wayfarers, who knew not what to make of it, till they noted that arrows and casting-spears were coming out of the wood on either side, which smote none of them, but many of the foemen. Short was the tale, for in a few minutes there were no men of the foe together save those that were fleeing down the road to Cheaping Knowe.

Ralph would not suffer his men to follow the chase, for he wotted not with whom he might have to deal besides the King’s men. He drew his men together and looked round for Ursula, and saw that the Sage had brought her up anigh him, and there she sat a-horseback, pale and panting with the fear of death and joy of deliverance.

Now Ralph cried out from his saddle in a loud voice, and said: “Ho ye of the arrows of the wood! ye have saved me from my foemen; where be ye, and what be ye?” Came a loud voice from out of the wood on the right hand: “Children, tell the warrior whose sons ye be!” Straightway brake out a huge bellowing on either side of the road, as though the wood were all full of great neat.

Then cried out Ralph: “If ye be of the kindred of the Bull, ye will belike be my friends rather than my foes. Or have ye heard tell of Ralph of Upmeads? Now let your captain come forth and speak with me.”

Scarce were the words out of his mouth ere a man came leaping forth from out the wood, and stood before Ralph in the twilight of the boughs, and Ralph noted of him that he was clad pretty much like to Bull Shockhead of past time, save that he had a great bull’s head for a helm (which afterwards Ralph found out was of iron and leather) and a great gold ring on his arm.

Then Ralph thrust his sword back into the sheath, and his folk handled their weapons peaceably, while Ralph hailed the new-comer as Lord or Duke of the Bulls.

“Belike,” quoth the said chieftain, “thou wouldst wish to show me some token, whereby we may wot that thou art that Friend of the Well and of our kinsman concerning whom he sent us a message.”

Then Ralph bethought him of the pouch with the knot of grass therein which Bull Shockhead had given him at Goldburg; so he drew it out, and gave it into the hand of the chieftain, who no sooner caught a glimpse thereof than he said: “Verily our brother’s hand hath met thine when he gave thee this. Yet forsooth, now that I look on thee, I may say that scarce did I need token to tell me that thou wert the very man. For I can see thee, that thou art of great honour and worship, and thou didst ride boldly against the foemen when thou knewest not that we had waylaid thy waylayers. Now I wot that there is no need to ask thee whether thou wouldst get thee out of our mountains by the shortest road, yet wilt thou make it little longer, and somewhat safer, if ye will suffer us to lead thee by way of our dwelling.” So Ralph yeasaid his bidding without more words.

As they spake thus together the road both above and below was become black with weaponed men, and some of Ralph’s band looked on one another, as though they doubted their new friends somewhat. But the Sage of Swevenham spoke to them and bade them fear nought. “For,” said he, “so far as we go, who are now their friends, there is no guile in these men.” The Bull captain heard him and said: “Thou sayest sooth, old man; and I shall tell thee that scarce had a band like thine come safe through the mountains, save by great good luck, without the leave of us; for the fool with the crown that lieth there dead had of late days so stirred up the Folks of the Fells through his grimness and cruelty that we have been minded to stop everything bigger than a cur-dog that might seek to pass by us, for at least so long as yonder rascal should live. But ye be welcome; so now let us to the road, for the day weareth.”

So the tribesmen gat them into order, and their Duke went on the left side of Ralph, while Ursula rode on his right hand. The Duke and all his men were afoot, but they went easily and swiftly, as wolves trot. As for the slain of the waylayers, of whom there were some threescore, the Bull captain would do nought but let them lie on the road. “For,” said he, “there be wolves and lynxes enough in the wood, and the ravens of the uplands, and the kites shall soon scent the carrion. They shall have burial soon enough. Neither will we meddle with it; nay, not so much as to hang the felon King’s head at thy saddle-bow, lord.”

By sunset they were out of the wood and on the side of a rough fell, so they went no further, but lighted fires at the edge of the thicket, and made merry round about them, singing their songs concerning the deeds of their folk, and jesting withal, but not foully; and they roasted venison of hart and hind at the fires, and they had with them wine, the more part whereof they had found in the slain King’s carriages, and they made great feast to the wayfarers, and were exceeding fain of them; after their fashion, whereas if a man were their friend he could scarce be enough their friend, and if he were their foe, they could never be fierce enough with him.






  








CHAPTER 11
 

They Come Through the Mountains Into the Plain
 

On the morrow early they all fared on together, and thereafter they went for two days more till they came into a valley amidst of the mountains which was fair and lovely, and therein was the dwelling or town of this Folk of the Fells. It was indeed no stronghold, save that it was not easy to find, and that the way thither was well defensible were foemen to try it. The houses thereof were artless, the chiefest of them like to the great barn of an abbey in our land, the others low and small; but the people, both men and women, haunted mostly the big house. As for the folk, they were for the more part like those whom they had met afore: strong men, but not high of stature, black-haired, with blue or grey eyes, cheerful of countenance, and of many words. Their women were mostly somewhat more than comely, smiling, kind of speech, but not suffering the caresses of aliens. They saw no thralls amongst them; and when Ralph asked hereof, how that might be, since they were men-catchers, they told him that when they took men and women, as oft they did, they always sold them for what they would bring to the plain-dwellers; or else slew them, or held them to ransom, but never brought them home to their stead. Howbeit, when they took children, as whiles befell, they sometimes brought them home, and made them very children of their Folk with many uncouth prayers and worship of their Gods, who were indeed, as they deemed, but forefathers of the Folk.

Now Ralph, he and his, being known for friends, these wild men could not make enough of them, and as it were, compelled them to abide there three days, feasting them, and making them all the cheer they might. And they showed the wayfarers their manner of hunting, both of the hart and the boar, and of wild bulls also. At first Ralph somewhat loathed all this (though he kept a pleasant countenance toward his host), for sorely he desired the fields of Upmeads and his father’s house. But at last when the hunt was up in the mountains, and especially of the wild bulls, the heart and the might in him so arose that he enforced himself to do well, and the wild men wondered at his prowess, whereas he was untried in this manner of sports, and they deemed him one of the Gods, and said that their kinsman had done well to get him so good a friend. Both Ursula and the Sage withheld them from this hunting, and Ursula abode with the women, who told her much of their ways of life, and stories of old time; frank and free they were, and loved her much, and she was fain of such manly-minded women after the sleight and lies of the poor thralls of Utterbol.

On the fourth day the wayfarers made them ready and departed; and the chief of the Folk went with them with a chosen band of weaponed men, partly for the love of his guests, and partly that he might see the Goldburg men-at-arms safe back to the road unto the plain and the Midhouse of the Mountains, for they went now by other ways, which missed the said House. On this journey naught befell to tell of, and they all came down safe into the plain.

There the Goldburg men took their wage, and bidding farewell, turned back with the wild men, praising Ralph much for his frankness and open hand. As for the wild men, they exceeded in their sorrow for the parting, and many of them wept and howled as though they had seen him die before their faces. But all that came to an end, and presently their cheer was amended, and their merry speech and laughter came down from the pass unto the wayfarers’ ears as each band rode its way.






  








CHAPTER 12
 

The Roads Sunder Again
 

Ralph and Ursula, with the Sage and Michael-a-dale went their ways, and all was smooth with them, and they saw but few folk, and those mild and lowly. At last, of an afternoon, they saw before them afar off the towers and pinnacles of Whitwall, and Ralph’s heart rose within him, so that he scarce knew how to contain himself; but Ursula was shy and silent, and her colour came and went, as though some fear had hold of her. Now they two were riding on somewhat ahead of the others, so Ralph turned to Ursula, and asked what ailed her. She smiled on him and said: “A simple sickness. I am drawing nigh to thy home, and I am ashamed. Beyond the mountains, who knew what and whence I was? I was fair, and for a woman not unvaliant, and that was enough. But now when I am coming amongst the baronages and the lineages, what shall I do to hold up my head before the fools and the dastards of these high kindreds? And that all the more, my knight, because thou art changed since yester-year, and since we met on the want-way of the Wood Perilous, when I bade thee remember that thou wert a King’s son and I a yeoman’s daughter; for then thou wert but a lad, high-born and beautiful, but simple maybe, and untried; whereas now thou art meet to sit in the Kaiser’s throne and rule the world from the Holy City.”

He laughed gaily and said: “What! is it all so soon forgotten, our deeds beyond the Mountains? Belike because we had no minstrel to rhyme it for us. Or is it all but a dream? and has the last pass of the mountains changed all that for us? What then! hast thou never become my beloved, nor lain in one bed with me? Thou whom I looked to deliver from the shame and the torment of Utterbol, never didst thou free thyself without my helping, and meet me in the dark wood, and lead me to the Sage who rideth yonder behind us! No, nor didst thou ride fearless with me, leaving the world behind; nor didst thou comfort me when my heart went nigh to breaking in the wilderness! Nor thee did I deliver as I saw thee running naked from the jaws of death. Nor were we wedded in the wilderness far from our own folk. Nor didst thou deliver me from the venom of the Dry Tree. Yea verily, nor did we drink together of the Water of the Well! It is all but tales of Swevenham, a blue vapour hanging on the mountains yonder! So be it then! And here we ride together, deedless, a man and a maid of whom no tale may be told. What next then, and who shall sunder us?”

Therewith he drew his sword from the sheath, and tossed it into the air, and caught it by the hilts as it came down, and he cried out: “Hearken, Ursula! By my sword I swear it, that when I come home to the little land, if my father and my mother and all my kindred fall not down before thee and worship thee, then will I be a man without kindred, and I will turn my back on the land I love, and the House wherein I was born, and will win for thee and me a new kindred that all the world shall tell of. So help me Saint Nicholas, and all Hallows, and the Mother of God!”

She looked on him with exceeding love, and said: “Ah, beloved, how fair thou art! Is it not as I said, yea, and more, that now lieth the world at thy feet, if thou wilt stoop to pick it up? Believe me, sweet, all folk shall see this as I see it, and shall judge betwixt thee and me, and deem me naught.”

“Beloved,” he said, “thou dost not wholly know thyself; and I deem that the mirrors of steel serve thee but ill; and now must thou have somewhat else for a mirror, to wit, the uprising and increase of trouble concerning thee and thy fairness, and the strife of them that love thee overmuch, who shall strive to take thee from me; and then the blade that hath seen the Well at the World’s End shall come out of his sheath and take me and thee from the hubbub, and into the quiet fields of my father’s home, and then shalt thou be learned of thyself, when thou seest that thou art the desire of all hearts.”

“Ah, the wisdom of thee,” she said, “and thy valiancy, and I am become feeble and foolish before thee! What shall I do then?”

He said: “Many a time shall it be shown what thou shalt do; but here and now is the highway dry and long, and the plain meads and acres on either hand, and a glimmer of Whitwall afar off, and the little cloud of dust about us two in the late spring weather; and the Sage and Michael riding behind us, and smiting dust from the hard road. And now if this also be a dream, let it speedily begone, and let us wake up in the ancient House at Upmeads, which thou hast never seen — and thou and I in each other’s arms.”






  








CHAPTER 13
 

They Come to Whitwall Again
 

Herewith they were come to a little thorp where the way sundered, for the highway went on to Whitwall, and a byway turned off to Swevenham. Thereby was a poor hostel, where they stayed and rested for the night, because evening was at hand. So when those four had eaten and drunk there together, Ralph spoke and said: “Michael-a-dale, thou art for Swevenham to-morrow?” “Yea, lord,” said Michael, “belike I shall yet find kindred there; and I call to thy mind that I craved of thee to lead me to Swevenham as payment for all if I had done aught for thy service.”

“Sooth is that,” said Ralph, “thou shalt go with my good-will; and, as I deem, thou shalt not lack company betwixt here and Swevenham, whereas our dear friend here, the friend of thy father’s father, is going the same road.”

Then the Sage of Swevenham leaned across the board, and said: “What word hath come out of thy mouth, my son?” Said Ralph, smiling on him: “It is the last word which we have heard from thee of this matter, though verily it was spoken a while ago. What wilt thou add to it as now?” “This,” quoth the Sage, “that I will leave thee no more till thou biddest me go from thee. Was this word needful?”

Ralph reached his hand to him and said: “It is well and more; but the road hence to Upmeads may yet be a rough one.” “Yea,” said the Sage, “yet shall we come thither all living, unless my sight now faileth.”

Then Ursula rose up and came to the old man, and cast her arms about him and said: “Yea, father, come with us, and let thy wisdom bless our roof-tree. Wilt thou not teach our children wisdom; yea, maybe our children’s children, since thou art a friend of the Well?”

“I know not of the teaching of wisdom,” said the Sage; “but as to my going with thee, it shall be as I said e’en-now; and forsooth I looked for this bidding of thee to make naught of the word which I spoke ere yet I had learned wisdom of thee.”

Therewith were they merry, and fain of each other, and the evening wore amidst great content.

But when morning was come they gat to horse, and Ralph spake to Michael and said: “Well, friend, now must thou ride alone to thy kindred, and may fair days befall thee in Swevenham. But if thou deem at any time that matters go not so well with thee as thou wouldst, then turn thine head to Upmeads, and try it there, and we shall further thee all we may.”

Then came the Sage to Michael as he sat upon his horse, a stalwarth man of some forty winters, and said: “Michael-a-dale, reach me thine hand.” So did he, and the Sage looked into the palm thereof, and said: “This man shall make old bones, and it is more like than not, King’s son, that he shall seek to thee at Upmeads ere he die.” Said Ralph: “His coming shall be a joy to us, how pleasant soever our life may be otherwise. Farewell, Michael! all good go with thee for thine wholesome redes.”

So then Michael gave them farewell, and rode his ways to Swevenham, going hastily, as one who should hurry away from a grief.

But the three held on their way to Whitwall, and it was barely noon when they came to the gate thereof on a Saturday of latter May, It was a market-day, and the streets were thronged, and they looked on the folk and were fain of them, since they seemed to them to be something more than aliens. The folk also looked on them curiously, and deemed them goodly, both the old man and the two knights, for they thought no otherwise of Ursula than that she was a carle.

But now as they rode, slowly because of the crowd, up Petergate, they heard a cry of one beside them, as of a man astonished but joyful; so Ralph drew rein, and turned thither whence the cry came, and Ursula saw a man wide-shouldered, grey-haired, blue-eyed, and ruddy of countenance — a man warrior-like to look on, and girt with a long sword. Ralph lighted down from his horse, and met the man, who was coming toward him, cast his arms about his neck, and kissed him, and lo, it was Richard the Red. The people round about, when they saw it, clapped their hands, and crowded about the two crying out: “Hail to the friends long parted, and now united!” But Richard, whom most knew, cried out: “Make way, my masters! will ye sunder us again?” Then he said to Ralph: “Get into thy saddle, lad; for surely thou hast a tale to tell overlong for the open street.”

Ralph did as he was bidden, and without more ado they went on all toward that hostelry where Ralph had erst borne the burden of grief. Richard walked by Ralph’s side, and as he went he said: “Moreover, lad, I can see that thy tale is no ill one; therefore my heart is not wrung for thee or me, though I wait for it a while.” Then again he said: “Thou doest well to hide her loveliness in war-weed even in this town of peace.”

Ursula reddened, and Richard laughed and said: “Well, it is a fair rose which thou hast brought from east-away. There will be never another couple in these parts like you. Now I see the words on thy lips; so I tell thee that Blaise thy brother is alive and well and happy; which last word means that his coffer is both deep and full. Forsooth, he would make a poor bargain in buying any kingship that I wot of, so rich he is, yea, and mighty withal.”

Said Ralph: “And how went the war with Walter the Black?”

Even as he spake his face changed, for he bethought him over closely of the past days, and his dream of the Lady of Abundance and of Dorothea, who rode by him now as Ursula. But Richard spake: “Short is the tale to tell. I slew him in shock of battle, and his men craved peace of the good town. Many were glad of his death, and few sorrowed for it; for, fair as his young body was, he was a cruel tyrant.”

Therewith were they come to the hostel of the Lamb which was the very same house wherein Ralph had abided aforetime; and as he entered it, it is not to be said but that inwardly his heart bled for the old sorrow. Ursula looked on him lovingly and blithely; and when they were within doors Richard turned to the Sage and said: “Hail to thee, reverend man! wert thou forty years older to behold, outworn and forgotten of death, I should have said that thou wert like to the Sage that dwelt alone amidst the mountains nigh to Swevenham when I was a little lad, and fearsome was the sight of thee unto me.”

The Sage laughed and said: “Yea, somewhat like am I yet to myself of forty years ago. Good is thy memory, greybeard.”

Then Richard shook his head, and spake under his breath: “Yea, then it was no dream or coloured cloud, and he hath drank of the waters, and so then hath my dear lord.” Then he looked up bright-faced, and called on the serving-men, and bade one lead them into a fair chamber, and another go forth and provide a banquet to be brought in thither. So they went up into a goodly chamber high aloft; and Ursula went forth from it awhile, and came back presently clad in very fair woman’s raiment, which Ralph had bought for her at Goldburg. Richard looked on her and nothing else for a while; then he walked about the chamber uneasily, now speaking with the Sage, now with Ursula, but never with Ralph. At last he spake to Ursula, and said: “Grant me a grace, lady, and be not wroth if I take thy man into the window yonder that I may talk with him privily while ye hold converse together, thou and the Sage of Swevenham.”

She laughed merrily and said: “Sir nurse, take thy bantling and cosset him in whatso corner thou wilt, and I will turn away mine eyes from thy caresses.”

So Richard took Ralph into a window, and sat down beside him and said: “Mayhappen I shall sadden thee by my question, but I mind me what our last talking together was about, and therefore I must needs ask thee this, was that other one fairer than this one is?”

Ralph knit his brows: “I wot not,” quoth he, “since she is gone, that other one.”

“Yea,” said Richard, “but this I say, that she is without a blemish. Did ye drink of the Well together?”

“Yea, surely,” said Ralph. Said Richard: “And is this woman of a good heart? Is she valiant?” “Yea, yea,” said Ralph, flushing red.

“As valiant as was that other?” said Richard. Said Ralph: “How may I tell, unless they were tried in one way?” Yet Richard spake: “Are ye wedded?” “Even so,” said Ralph.

“Dost thou deem her true?” said Richard. “Truer than myself,” said Ralph, in a voice which was somewhat angry.

Quoth Richard: “Then is it better than well, and better than well; for now hast thou wedded into the World of living men, and not to a dream of the Land of Fairy.”

Ralph sat silent a little, and as if he were swallowing somewhat; at last he said: “Old friend, I were well content if thou wert to speak such words no more; for it irks me, and woundeth my heart.”

Said Richard: “Well, I will say no more thereof; be content therefore, for now I have said it, and thou needest not fear me, what I have to say thereon any more, and thou mayst well wot that I must needs have said somewhat of this.”

Ralph nodded to him friendly, and even therewith came in the banquet, which was richly served, as for a King’s son, and wine was poured forth of the best, and they feasted and were merry. And then Ralph told all the tale of his wanderings how it had betid, bringing in all that Ursula had told him of Utterbol; while as for her she put in no word of it. So that at last Ralph, being wishful to hear her tell somewhat, made more of some things than was really in them, so that she might set him right; but no word more she said for all that, but only smiled on him now and again, and sat blushing like a rose over her golden-flowered gown, while Richard looked on her and praised her in his heart exceedingly.

But when Ralph had done the story (which was long, so that by then it was over it had been dark night some while), Richard said: “Well, fosterling, thou hast seen much, and done much, and many would say that thou art a lucky man, and that more and much more lieth ready to thine hand. Whither now wilt thou wend, or what wilt thou do?”

Ralph’s face reddened, as its wont had been when it was two years younger, at contention drawing nigh, and he answered: “Where then should I go save to the House of my Fathers, and the fields that fed them? What should I do but live amongst my people, warding them from evil, and loving them and giving them good counsel? For wherefore should I love them less than heretofore? Have they become dastards, and the fools of mankind?”

Quoth Richard: “They are no more fools than they were belike, nor less valiant. But thou art grown wiser and mightier by far; so that thou art another manner man than thou wert, and the Master of Masters maybe. To Upmeads wilt thou go; but wilt thou abide there? Upmeads is a fair land, but a narrow; one day is like another there, save when sorrow and harm is blent with it. The world is wide, and now I deem that thou holdest the glory thereof in the hollow of thine hand.”

Then spake the Sage, and said: “Yea, Richard of Swevenham, and how knowest thou but that this sorrow and trouble have not now fallen upon Upmeads? And if that be so, upon whom should they call to their helping rather than him who can help them most, and is their very lord?” Said Richard: “It may be so, wise man, though as yet we have heard no tidings thereof. But if my lord goeth to their help, yet, when the trouble shall be over, will he not betake him thither where fresh deeds await him?”

“Nay, Richard,” said the Sage, “art thou so little a friend of thy fosterling as not to know that when he hath brought back peace to the land, it will be so that both he shall need the people, and they him, so that if he go away for awhile, yet shall he soon come back? Yea, and so shall the little land, it may be, grow great.”

Now had Ralph sat quiet while this talk was going on, and as if he heeded not, and his eyes were set as if he were beholding something far away. Then Richard spoke again after there had been silence awhile: “Wise man, thou sayest sooth; yea, and so it is, that though we here have heard no tale concerning war in Upmeads, yet, as it were, we have been feeling some stirring of the air about us; even as though matters were changing, great might undone, and weakness grown to strength. Who can say but our lord may find deeds to hand or ever he come to Upmeads?”

Ralph turned his head as one awaking from a dream, and he said: “When shall to-morrow be, that we may get us gone from Whitwall, we three, and turn our faces toward Upmeads?”

Said Richard: “Wilt thou not tarry a day or two, and talk with thine own mother’s son and tell him of thine haps?” “Yea,” said Ralph, “and so would I, were it not that my father’s trouble and my mother’s grief draw me away.”

“O tarry not,” said Ursula; “nay, not for the passing of the night; but make this hour the sunrise, and begone by the clear of the moon. For lo! how he shineth through the window!”

Then she turned to Richard, and said: “O fosterer of my love, knowest thou not that as now he speaketh as a Friend of the Well, and wotteth more of far-off tidings than even this wise man of many years?”

Said Ralph: “She sayeth sooth, O Richard. Or how were it if the torch were even now drawing nigh to the High House of Upmeads: yea, or if the very House were shining as a dreary candle of the meadows, and reddening the waters of the ford! What do we here?”

Therewith he thrust the board from him, and arose and went to his harness, and fell to arming him, and he spake to Richard: “Now shall thine authority open to us the gates of the good town, though the night be growing old; we shall go our ways, dear friend, and mayhappen we shall meet again, and mayhappen not: and thou shalt tell my brother Blaise who wotteth not of my coming hither, how things have gone with me, and how need hath drawn me hence. And bid him come see me at Upmeads, and to ride with a good band of proper men, for eschewing the dangers of the road.”

Then spake Richard: “I shall tell Lord Blaise neither more nor less than thou mayst tell him thyself: for think it not that thou shalt go without me. As for Blaise, he may well spare me; for he is become a chief and Lord of the Porte; and the Porte hath now right good men-at-arms, and captains withal younger and defter than I be. But now suffer me to send a swain for my horse and arms, and another to the captain of the watch at West-gate Bar that he be ready to open to me and three of my friends, and to send me a let-pass for the occasion. So shall we go forth ere it be known that the brother of the Lord of the Porte is abiding at the Lamb. For verily I see that the Lady hath spoken truth; and it is like that she is forseeing, even as thou hast grown to be. And now I bethink me I might lightly get me a score of men to ride with us, whereas we may meet men worse than ourselves on the way.”

Said Ralph: “All good go with thy words, Richard; yet gather not force: there may stout men be culled on the road; and if thou runnest or ridest about the town, we may yet be stayed by Blaise and his men. Wherefore now send for thine horse and arms, and bid the host here open his gates with little noise when we be ready; and we will presently ride out by the clear of the moon. But thou, beloved, shalt don thine armour no more, but shalt ride henceforth in thy woman’s raiment, for the wild and the waste is well nigh over, and the way is but short after all these months of wandering; and I say that now shall all friends drift toward us, and they that shall rejoice to strike a stroke for my father’s son, and the peaceful years of the Friend of the Well.”

To those others, and chiefly to Ursula, it seemed that now he spoke strongly and joyously, like to a king and a captain of men. Richard did his bidding, and was swift in dealing with the messengers. But the Sage said: “Ralph, my son, since ye have lost one man-at-arms, and have gotten but this golden angel in his stead, I may better that. I prithee bid thy man Richard find me armour and weapons that I may amend the shard in thy company. Thou shalt find me no feeble man when we come to push of staves.”

Ralph laughed, and bade Richard see to it; so he dealt with the host, and bought good war-gear of him, and a trenchant sword, and an axe withal; and when the Sage was armed he looked as doughty a warrior as need be. By this time was Richard’s horse and war-gear come, and he armed him speedily and gave money to the host, and they rode therewith all four out of the hostel, and found the street empty and still, for the night was wearing. So rode they without tarrying into Westgate and came to the Bar, and speedily was the gate opened to them; and anon were they on the moonlit road outside of Whitwall.






  








CHAPTER 14
 

They Ride Away From Whitwall
 

But when they were well on the way, and riding a good pace by the clear of the moon, Richard spake to Ralph, and said: “Wither ride we now?” said Ralph: “Wither, save to Upmeads?” “Yea, yea,” said Richard, “but by what road? shall we ride down to the ford of the Swelling Flood, and ride the beaten way, or take to the downland and the forest, and so again by the forest and downland and the forest once more, till we come to the Burg of the Four Friths?”

“Which way is the shorter?” said Ralph. “Forsooth,” said Richard, “by the wildwood ye may ride shorter, if ye know it as I do.” Quoth the Sage: “Yea, or as I do. Hear a wonder! that two men of Swevenham know the wilds more than twenty miles from their own thorp.”

Said Ralph: “Well, wend we the shorter road; why make more words over it? Or what lion lieth on the path? Is it that we may find it hard to give the go-by to the Burg of the Four Friths?”

Said Richard: “Though the Burg be not very far from Whitwall, we hear but little tidings thence; our chapmen but seldom go there, and none cometh to us thence save such of our men as have strayed thither. Yet, as I said e’en now in the hostel, there is an air of tidings abroad, and one rumour sayeth, and none denieth it, that the old fierceness and stout headstrong mood of the Burg is broken down, and that men dwell there in peace and quiet.”

Said the Sage: “In any case we have amongst us lore enough to hoodwink them if they be foes; so that we shall pass easily. Naught of this need we fear.”

But Richard put his mouth close to Ralph’s ear, and spake to him softly: “Shall we indeed go by that shorter road, whatever in days gone by may have befallen in places thereon, to which we must go a-nigh tomorrow?” Ralph answered softly in turn: “Yea, forsooth: for I were fain to try my heart, how strong it may be.”

So they rode on, and turned off from the road that led down to the ford of the Swelling Flood, anigh which Ralph had fallen in with Blaise and Richard on the day after the woeful slaying, which had made an end of his joy for that time. But when they were amidst of the bushes and riding a deep ghyll of the waste, Richard said: “It is well that we are here: for now if Blaise send riders to bring us back courteously, they shall not follow us at once, but shall ride straight down to the ford, and even cross it in search of us.” “Yea,” said Ralph, “it is well in all wise.”

So then they rode thence awhile till the moon grew low, and great, and red, and sank down away from them; and by then were they come to a shepherd’s cot, empty of men, with naught therein save an old dog, and some victual, as bread and white cheese, and a well for drinking. So there they abode and rested that night.






  








CHAPTER 15
 

A Strange Meeting in the Wilderness
 

On the morrow betimes they got to the road again; the country at first, though it was scanty of tillage, was not unfurnished of sheep, being for the most part of swelling hills and downs well grassed, with here and there a deep cleft in them. They saw but few houses, and those small and poor. A few shepherds they fell in with, who were short of speech, after the manner of such men, but deemed a greeting not wholly thrown away on such goodly folk as those wayfarers.

So they rode till it was noon, and Richard talked more than his wont was, though his daily use it was to be of many words: nor did the Sage spare speech; but Ursula spoke little, nor heeded much what the others said, and Ralph deemed that she was paler than of wont, and her brows were knitted as if she were somewhat anxious. As for him, he was grave and calm, but of few words; and whiles when Richard was wordiest he looked on him steadily for a moment whereat Richard changed countenance, and for a while stinted his speech, but not for long; while Ralph looked about him, inwardly striving to gather together the ends of unhappy thoughts that floated about him, and to note the land he was passing through, if indeed he had verily seen it aforetime, elsewhere than in some evil dream.

At last when they stopped to bait by some scrubby bushes at the foot of a wide hill-side, he took Richard apart, and said to him: “Old friend, and whither go we?” Said Richard: “As thou wottest, to the Burg of the Four Friths.” “Yea,” said Ralph, “but by what road?” Said Richard: “Youngling is not thine heart, then, as strong as thou deemedst last night?” Ralph was silent a while, and then he said: “I know what thou wouldst say; we are going by the shortest road to the Castle of Abundance.”

He spake this out loud, but Richard nodded his head to him, as if he would say: “Yea, so it is; but hold thy peace.” But Ralph knew that Ursula had come up behind him, and, still looking at Richard, he put his open hand aback toward her, and her hand fell into it. Then he turned about to her, and saw that her face was verily pale; so he put his hands on her shoulders and kissed her kindly; and she let her head fall on to his bosom and fell a-weeping, and the two elders turned away to the horses, and feigned to be busy with them.

Thus then they bided some minutes of time, and then all gat to horse again, and Ursula’s face was cleared of the grief of fear, and the colour had come back to her cheeks and lips. But Ralph’s face was stern and sorrowful to behold; howbeit, as they rode away he spake in a loud and seeming cheerful voice: “Still ever shorteneth more and more the way unto my Fathers’ House: and withal I am wishful to see if it be indeed true that the men of the Burg have become mild and peaceful; and to know what hath befallen those doughty champions of the Dry Tree; and if perchance they have any will to hold us a tilting in courteous fashion.”

Richard smiled on him, and said: “Thou holdest more then by the Dry Tree than by the Burg; though while agone we deemed the Champions worse men to meet in the wood than the Burgers.”

“So it is,” said Ralph; “but men are oft mis-said by them that know them not thoroughly: and now, if it were a good wish, O Sage of Swevenham, I were fain to fall in with the best of all those champions, a tall man and a proper, who, meseems, had good-will toward me, I know not why.”

Quoth the Sage: “If thou canst not see the end of this wish fulfilled, no more can I. And yet, meseems something may follow it which is akin to grief: be content with things so done, my son.”

Now Ralph holds his peace, and they speed on their way, Ursula riding close by Ralph’s side, and caressing him with looks, and by touch also when she might; and after a while he fell to talking again, and ever in the same loud, cheerful voice. Till at last, in about another hour, they came in sight of the stream which ran down toward the Swelling Flood from that pool wherein erst the Lady of Abundance had bathed her before the murder. Hard looked Ralph on the stream, but howsoever his heart might ache with the memory of that passed grief, like as the body aches with the bruise of yesterday’s blow, yet he changed countenance but little, and in his voice was the same cheery sound. But Ursula noted him, and how his eyes wandered, and how little he heeded the words of the others, and she knew what ailed him, for long ago he had told her all that tale, and so now her heart was troubled, and she looked on him and was silent.

Thus, then, a little before sunset, they came on that steep cliff with the cave therein, and the little green plain thereunder, and the rocky bank going down sheer into the water of the stream. Forsooth they came on it somewhat suddenly from out of the bushes of the valley; and there indeed not only the Sage and Richard, but Ursula also, were stayed by the sight as folk compelled; for all three knew what had befallen there. But Ralph, though he looked over his shoulder at it all, yet rode on steadily, and when he saw that the others lingered, he waved his hand and cried out as he rode: “On, friends, on! for the road shortens towards my Fathers’ House.” Then were they ashamed, and shook their reins to hasten after him.

But in that very nick of time there came forth one from amidst the bushes that edged the pool of the stream and strode dripping on to the shallow; a man brown and hairy, and naked, save for a green wreath about his middle. Tall he was above the stature of most men; awful of aspect, and his eyes glittered from his dark brown face amidst of his shockhead of the colour of rain-spoilt hay. He stood and looked while one might count five, and then without a word or cry rushed up from the water, straight on Ursula, who was riding first of the three lingerers, and in the twinkling of an eye tore her from off her horse; and she was in his grasp as the cushat in the claws of the kite. Then he cast her to earth, and stood over her, shaking a great club, but or ever he brought it down he turned his head over his shoulder toward the cliff and the cave therein, and in that same moment first one blade and then another flashed about him, and he fell crashing down upon his back, smitten in the breast and the side by Richard and Ralph; and the wounds were deep and deadly.

Ralph heeded him no more, but drew Ursula away from him, and raised her up and laid her head upon his knee; and she had not quite swooned away, and forsooth had taken but little hurt; only she was dizzy with terror and the heaving up and casting down.

She looked up into Ralph’s face, and smiled on him and said: “What hath been done to me, and why did he do it?”

His eyes were still wild with fear and wrath, as he answered: “O Beloved, Death and the foeman of old came forth from the cavern of the cliff. What did they there, Lord God? and he caught thee to slay thee; but him have I slain. Nevertheless, it is a terrible and evil place: let us go hence.”

“Yea,” she said, “let us go speedily!” Then she stood up, weak and tottering still, and Ralph arose and put his left arm about her to stay her; and lo, there before them was Richard kneeling over the wild-man, and the Sage was coming back from the river with his headpiece full of water; so Ralph cried out: “To horse, Richard, to horse! Hast thou not done slaying the woodman?”

But therewith came a weak and hoarse voice from the earth, and the wild-man spake. “Child of Upmeads, drive not on so hard: it will not be long. For thou and Richard the Red are naught lighthanded.”

Ralph marvelled that the wild-man knew him and Richard, but the wild-man spake again: “Hearken, thou lover, thou young man!”

But therewith was the Sage come to him and kneeling beside him with the water, and he drank thereof, while Ralph said to him: “What is this woodman? and canst thou speak my Latin? What art thou?”

Then the wild-man when he had drunk raised him up a little, and said: “Young man, thou and Richard are deft leeches; ye have let me blood to a purpose, and have brought back to me my wits, which were wandering wide. Yet am I indeed where my fool’s brains told me I was.”

Then he lay back again, and turned his head as well as he could toward the cavern in the cliff. But Ralph deemed he had heard his voice before, and his heart was softened toward him, he knew not why; but he said: “Yea, but wherefore didst thou fall upon the Lady?” The wild-man strove with his weakness, and said angrily: “What did another woman there?” Then he said in a calmer but weaker voice: “Nay, my wits shall wander no more from me; we will make the journey together, I and my wits. But O, young man, this I will say if I can. Thou fleddest from her and forgattest her. I came to her and forgat all but her; yea, my very life I forgat.”

Again he spoke, and his voice was weaker yet: “Kneel down by me, or I may not tell thee what I would; my voice dieth before me.”

Then Ralph knelt down by him, for he began to have a deeming of what he was, and he put his face close to the dying man’s, and said to him; “I am here, what wouldst thou?”

Said the wild-man very feebly: “I did not much for thee time was; how might I, when I loved her so sorely? But I did a little. Believe it, and do so much for me that I may lie by her side when I am dead, who never lay by her living. For into the cave I durst go never.”

Then Ralph knew him, that he was the tall champion whom he had met first at the churchyard gate of Netherton; so he said: “I know thee now, and I will promise to do thy will herein. I am sorry that I have slain thee; forgive it me.”

A mocking smile came into the dying man’s eyes, and he spake whispering: “Richard it was; not thou.”

The smile spread over his face, he strove to turn more toward Ralph, and said in a very faint whisper: “The last time!”

No more he said, but gave up the ghost presently. The Sage rose up from his side and said: “Ye may now bury this man as he craved of thee, for he is dead. Thus hath thy wish been accomplished; for this was the great champion and duke of the men of the Dry Tree. Indeed it is a pity of him that he is dead, for as terrible as he was to his foes, he was no ill man.”

Spake Richard: “Now is the riddle areded of the wild-man and the mighty giant that haunted these passes. We have played together or now, in days long past, he and I; and ever he came to his above. He was a wise man and a prudent that he should have become a wild-man. It is great pity of him.”

But Ralph took his knight’s cloak of red scarlet, and they lapped the wild-man therein, who had once been a champion beworshipped. But first Ursula sheared his hair and his beard, till the face of him came back again, grave, and somewhat mocking, as Ralph remembered it, time was. Then they bore him in the four corners across the stream, and up on to the lawn before the cliff; and Richard and the Sage bore him into the cave, and laid him down there beside the howe which Ralph had erewhile heaped over the Lady; and now over him also they heaped stones.

Meanwhile Ursula knelt at the mouth of the cave and wept; but Ralph turned him about and stood on the edge of the bank, and looked over the ripple of the stream on to the valley, where the moon was now beginning to cast shadows, till those two came out of the cave for the last time. Then Ralph turned to Ursula and raised her up and kissed her, and they went down all of them from that place of death and ill-hap, and gat to horse on the other side of the stream, and rode three miles further on by the glimmer of the moon, and lay down to rest amongst the bushes of the waste, with few words spoken between them.






  








CHAPTER 16
 

They Come to the Castle of Abundance Once More
 

When they rode on next morning Ralph was few-spoken, and seemed to heed little so long as they made good speed on the way: most of the talk was betwixt Richard and the Sage, Ralph but putting in a word when it would have seemed churlish to forbear.

So they went their ways through the wood till by then the sun was well westering they came out at the Water of the Oak, and Richard drew rein there, and spake: “Here is a fair place for a summer night’s lodging, and I would warrant both good knight and fair lady have lain here aforetime, and wished the dark longer: shall we not rest here?”

Ralph stared at him astonished, and then anger grew in his face for a little, because, forsooth, as Richard and the Sage both wotted of the place of the slaying of the Lady, and he himself had every yard of the way in his mind as they went, it seemed but due that they should have known of this place also, what betid there: but it was not so, and the place was to Richard like any other lawn of the woodland.

But thought came back to Ralph in a moment, and he smiled at his own folly, howbeit he could not do to lie another night on that lawn with other folk than erst. So he said quietly: “Nay, friend, were we not better to make the most of this daylight? Seest thou it wants yet an hour of sunset?”

Richard nodded a yeasay, and the Sage said no word more; but Ursula cast her anxious look on Ralph as though she understood what was moving in him; and therewith those others rode away lightly, but Ralph turned slowly from the oak-tree, and might not forbear looking on to the short sward round about, as if he hoped to see some token left behind. Then he lifted up his face as one awaking, shook his rein, and rode after the others down the long water.

So they turned from the water anon, and rode the woodland ways, and lay that night by a stream that ran west.

They arose betimes on the morrow, and whereas the Sage knew the woodland ways well, they made but a short journey of it to the Castle of Abundance, and came into the little plain but two hours after noon, where saving that the scythe had not yet wended the tall mowing grass in the crofts which the beasts and sheep were not pasturing, all was as on that other tide. The folk were at work in their gardens, or herding their cattle in the meads, and as aforetime they were merry of countenance and well-clad, fair and gentle to look on.

There were their pleasant cots, and the little white church, and the fair walls of the castle on its low mound, and the day bright and sunny, all as aforetime, and Ralph looked on it all, and made no countenance of being moved beyond his wont.

So they came out of the wood, and rode to the ford of the river, and the carles and queans came streaming from their garths and meads to meet them, and stood round wondering at them; but an old carle came from out the throng and went up to Ralph, and hailed him, and said: “Oh, Knight! and hast thou come back to us? and has thou brought us tidings of our Lady? Who is this fair woman that rideth with thee? Is it she?”

Spake Ralph: “Nay; go look on her closely, and tell me thy deeming of her.”

So the carle went up to Ursula, and peered closely into her face, and took her hand and looked on it, and knelt down and took her foot out of the stirrup, and kissed it, and then came back to Ralph, and said: “Fair Sir, I wot not but it may be her sister; for yonder old wise man I have seen here erst with our heavenly Lady. But though this fair woman may be her sister, it is not she. So tell me what is become of her, for it is long since we have seen her; and what thou tellest us, that same shall we trow, even as if thou wert her angel. For I spake with thee, it is nigh two years agone, when thou wert abiding the coming of our Lady in the castle yonder But now I see of thee that thou art brighter-faced, and mightier of aspect than aforetime, and it is in my mind that the Lady of Abundance must have loved thee and holpen thee, and blessed thee with some great blessing.”

Said Ralph: “Old man, canst thou feel sorrow, and canst thou bear it?” The carle shook his head. “I wot not,” said he, “I fear thy words.” Said Ralph: “It were naught to say less than the truth; and this is the very truth, that thou shalt never see thy Lady any more. I was the last living man that ever saw her alive.”

Then he spake in a loud voice and said: “Lament, ye people! for the Lady of Abundance is dead; yet sure I am that she sendeth this message to you, Live in peace, and love ye the works of the earth.”

But when they heard him, the old man covered up his face with the folds of his gown, and all that folk brake forth into weeping, and crying out: “Woe for us! the Lady of Abundance is dead!” and some of the younger men cast themselves down on to the earth, and wallowed, weeping and wailing: and there was no man there that seemed as if he knew which way to turn, or what to do; and their faces were foolish with sorrow. Yet forsooth it was rather the carles than the queans who made all this lamentation.

At last the old man spake: “Fair sir, ye have brought us heavy tidings, and we know not how to ask you to tell us more of the tale. Yet if thou might’st but tell us how the Lady died? Woe’s me for the word!”

Said Ralph: “She was slain with the sword.”

The old man drew himself up stiff and stark, the eyes of him glittered under his white hair, and wrath changed his face, and the other men-folk thronged them to hearken what more should be said.

But the elder spake again: “Tell me who it was that slew her, for surely shall I slay him, or die in the pain else.”

Said Ralph: “Be content, thou mayst not slay him; he was a great and mighty man, a baron who bore a golden sun on a blue field. Thou mayst not slay him.” “Yea,” said the old man, “but I will, or he me.”

“Live in peace,” said Ralph, “for I slew him then and there.”

The old man held his peace a while, and then he said: “I know the man, for he hath been here aforetime, and not so long ago. But if he be dead, he hath a brother yet, an exceeding mighty man: he will be coming here to vex us and minish us.”

Said Ralph: “He will not stir from where he lies till Earth’s bones be broken, for my sword lay in his body yesterday.”

The old man stood silent again, and the other carles thronged him; but the woman stood aloof staring on Ralph. Then the elder came up to Ralph and knelt before him and kissed his feet; then he turned and called to him three of the others who were of the stoutest and most stalwarth, and he spake with them awhile, and then he came to Ralph again, and again knelt before him and said: “Lord, ye have come to us, and found us void of comfort, since we have lost our Lady. But we see in thee, that she hath loved thee and blessed thee, and thou hast slain her slayer and his kindred. And we see of thee also that thou art a good lord. O the comfort to us, therefore, if thou wouldest be our Lord! We will serve thee truly so far as we may: yea, even if thou be beset by foes, we will take bow and bill from the wall, and stand round about thee and fight for thee. Only thou must not ask us to go hence from this place: for we know naught but the Plain of Abundance, and the edges of the wood, and the Brethren of the House of the Thorn, who are not far hence. Now we pray thee by thy fathers not to naysay us, so sore as thou hast made our hearts. Also we see about thy neck the same-like pair of beads which our Lady was wont to bear, and we deem that ye were in one tale together.”

Then was Ralph silent awhile, but the Sage spake to the elder: “Old man, how great is the loss of the Lady to you?” “Heavy loss, wise old man,” said the carle, “as thou thyself mayst know, having known her.”

“And what did she for you?” said the Sage. Said the elder: “We know that she was gracious to us; never did she lay tax or tale on us, and whiles she would give us of her store, and that often, and abundantly. We deem also that every time when she came to us our increase became more plenteous, which is well seen by this, that since she hath ceased to come, the seasons have been niggard unto us.”

The Sage smiled somewhat, and the old man went on: “But chiefly the blessing was to see her when she came to us: for verily it seemed that where she set her feet the grass grew greener, and that the flowers blossomed fairer where the shadow of her body fell.” And therewith the old man fell a-weeping again.

The Sage held his peace, and Ralph still kept silence; and now of these men all the younger ones had their eyes upon Ursula.

After a while Ralph spake and said: “O elder, and ye folk of the People of Abundance, true it is that your Lady who is dead loved me, and it is through her that I am become a Friend of the Well. Now meseemeth though ye have lost your Lady, whom ye so loved and worshipped, God wot not without cause, yet I wot not why ye now cry out for a master, since ye dwell here in peace and quiet and all wealth, and the Fathers of the Thorn are here to do good to you. Yet, if ye will it in sooth, I will be called your Lord, in memory of your Lady whom ye shall not see again. And as time wears I will come and look on you and hearken to your needs: and if ye come to fear that any should fall upon you with the strong hand, then send ye a message to me, Ralph of Upmeads, down by the water, and I will come to you with such following as need be. And as for service, this only I lay upon you, that ye look to the Castle and keep it in good order, and ward it against thieves and runagates, and give guesting therein to any wandering knight or pilgrim, or honest goodman, who shall come to you. Now is all said, my masters, and I pray you let us depart in peace; for time presses.”

Then all they (and this time women as well as men) cried out joyfully: “Hail to our lord! and long life to our helper.” And the women withal drew nearer to him, and some came close up to him, as if they would touch him or kiss his hand, but by seeming durst not, but stood blushing before him, and he looked on them, smiling kindly.

But the old man laid his hand on his knee and said: “Lord, wouldst thou not light down and enter thy Castle; for none hath more right there now than thou. The Prior of the Thorn hath told us that there is no lineage of the Lady left to claim it; and none other might ever have claimed it save the Baron of Sunway, whom thou hast slain. And else would we have slain him, since he slew our Lady.”

Ralph shook his head and said: “Nay, old friend, and new vassal, this we may not do: we must on speedily, for belike there is work for us to do nearer home.”

“Yea, Lord,” said the carle, “but at least light down and sit for a while under this fair oak-tree in the heat of the day, and eat a morsel with us, and drink a cup, that thy luck may abide with us when thou art gone.”

Ralph would not naysay him; so he and all of them got off their horses, and sat down on the green grass under the oak: and that people gathered about and sat down by them, save that a many of the women went to their houses to fetch out the victual. Meanwhile the carles fell to speech freely with the wayfarers, and told them much concerning their little land, were it hearsay, or stark sooth: such as tales of the wights that dwelt in the wood, wodehouses, and elf-women, and dwarfs, and such like, and how fearful it were to deal with such creatures. Amongst other matters they told how a hermit, a holy man, had come to dwell in the wood, in a clearing but a little way thence toward the north-west. But when Ralph asked if he dwelt on the way to the ford of the Swelling Flood, they knew not what he meant; for the wood was to them as a wall.

Hereon the Sage held one of the younger men in talk, and taught him what he might of the way to the Burg of the Four Friths, so that they might verily send a messenger to Upmeads if need were. But the country youth said there was no need to think thereof, as no man of theirs would dare the journey through the wood, and that if they had need of a messenger, one of the Fathers of the Thorn would do their errand, whereas they were holy men, and knew the face of the world full well.

Now in this while the folk seemed to have gotten their courage again, and to be cheery, and to have lost their grief for the Lady: and of the maidens left about the oak were more than two or three very fair, who stood gazing at Ralph as if they were exceeding fain of him.

But amidst these things came back the women with the victual; to wit bread in baskets, and cheeses both fresh and old, and honey, and wood-strawberries, and eggs cooked diversely, and skewers of white wood with gobbets of roasted lamb’s flesh, and salad good plenty. All these they bore first to Ralph and Ursula, and their two fellows, and then dealt them to their own folk: and they feasted and were merry in despite of that tale of evil tidings. They brought also bowls and pitchers of wine that was good and strong, and cider of their orchards, and called many a health to the new Lord and his kindred.

Thus then they abode a-feasting till the sun was westering and the shadows waxed about them, and then at last Ralph rose up and called to horse, and the other wayfarers arose also, and the horses were led up to them. Then the maidens, made bold by the joy of the feast, and being stirred to the heart by much beholding of this beloved Lord, cast off their shamefacedness and crowded about him, and kissed his raiment and his hands: some even, though trembling, and more for love than fear, prayed him for kisses, and he, nothing loath, laughed merrily and laid his hands on their shoulders or took them by the chins, and set his lips to the sweetness of their cheeks and their lips, of those that asked and those that refrained; so that their hearts failed them for love of him, and when he was gone, they knew not how to go back to their houses, or the places that were familiar to them. Therewith he and his got into their saddles and rode away slowly, because of the thronging about them of that folk, who followed them to the edge of the wood, and even entered a little thereinto; and then stood gazing on Ralph and his fellows after they had spurred on and were riding down a glade of the woodland.






  








CHAPTER 17
 

They Fall in With That Hermit
 

So much had they tarried over this greeting and feasting, that though they had hoped to have come to the hermit’s house that night, he of whom that folk had told them, it fell not so, whereas the day had aged so much ere they left the Plain of Abundance that it began to dusk before they had gone far, and they must needs stay and await the dawn there; so they dight their lodging as well as they might, and lay down and slept under the thick boughs.

Ralph woke about sunrise, and looking up saw a man standing over him, and deemed at first that it would be Richard or the Sage; but as his vision cleared, he saw that it was neither of them, but a new comer; a stout carle clad in russet, with a great staff in his hand and a short-sword girt to his side. Ralph sprang up, still not utterly awake, and cried out, “Who art thou, carle?” The man laughed, and said: “Yea, thou art still the same brisk lad, only filled out to something more warrior-like than of old. But it is unmeet to forget old friends. Why dost thou not hail me?”

“Because I know thee not, good fellow,” said Ralph. But even as he spoke, he looked into the man’s face again, and cried out: “By St. Nicholas! but it is Roger of the Ropewalk. But look you, fellow, if I have somewhat filled out, thou, who wast always black-muzzled, art now become as hairy as a wodehouse. What dost thou in the wilds?” Said Roger: “Did they not tell thee of a hermit new come to these shaws?” “Yea,” said Ralph. “I am that holy man,” quoth Roger, grinning; “not that I am so much of that, either. I have not come hither to pray or fast overmuch, but to rest my soul and be out of the way of men. For all things have changed since my Lady passed away.”

He looked about, and saw Ursula just rising up from the ground and the Sage stirring, while Richard yet hugged his bracken bed, snoring. So he said: “And who be these, and why hast thou taken to the wildwood? Yea lad, I see of thee, that thou hast gotten another Lady; and if mine eyes do not fail me she is fair enough. But there be others as fair; while the like to our Lady that was, there is none such.”

He fell silent a while, and Ralph turned about to the others, for by this time Richard also was awake, and said: “This man is the hermit of whom we were told.”

Roger said: “Yea, I am the hermit and the holy man; and withal I have a thing to hear and a thing to tell. Ye were best to come with me, all of you, to my house in the woods; a poor one, forsooth, but there is somewhat of victual here, and we can tell and hearken therein well sheltered and at peace. So to horse, fair folk.”

They would not be bidden twice, but mounted and went along with him, who led them by a thicket path about a mile, till they came to a lawn where-through ran a stream; and there was a little house in it, simple enough, of one hall, built with rough tree-limbs and reed thatch. He brought them in, and bade them sit on such stools or bundles of stuff as were there. But withal he brought out victual nowise ill, though it were but simple also, of venison of the wildwood, with some little deal of cakes baked on the hearth, and he poured for them also both milk and wine.

They were well content with the banquet, and when they were full, Roger said: “Now, my Lord, like as oft befalleth minstrels, ye have had your wages before your work. Fall to, then, and pay me the scot by telling me all that hath befallen you since (woe worth the while!) my Lady died, — I must needs say, for thy sake.”

“‘All’ is a big word,” said Ralph, “but I will tell thee somewhat. Yet I bid thee take note that I and this ancient wise one, and my Lady withal, deem that I am drawn by my kindred to come to their help, and that time presses.”

Roger scowled somewhat on Ursula; but he said: “Lord and master, let not that fly trouble thy lip. For so I deem of it, that whatsoever time ye may lose by falling in with me, ye may gain twice as much again by hearkening my tale and the rede that shall go with it. And I do thee to wit that the telling of thy tale shall unfreeze mine; so tarry not, if ye be in haste to be gone, but let thy tongue wag.”

Ralph smiled, and without more ado told him all that had befallen him; and of Swevenham and Utterbol, and of his captivity and flight; and of the meeting in the wood, and of the Sage (who there was), and of the journey to the Well, and what betid there and since, and of the death of the Champion of the Dry Tree.

But when he had made an end, Roger said: “There it is, then, as I said when she first spake to me of thee and bade me bring about that meeting with her, drawing thee first to the Burg and after to the Castle of Abundance, I have forgotten mostly by what lies; but I said to her that she had set her heart on a man over lucky, and that thou wouldst take her luck from her and make it thine. But now I will let all that pass, and will bid thee ask what thou wilt; and I promise thee that I will help thee to come thy ways to thy kindred, that thou mayst put forth thy luck in their behalf.”

Said Ralph: “First of all, tell me what shall I do to pass unhindered through the Burg of the Four Friths?” Said Roger: “Thou shalt go in at one gate and out at the other, and none shall hinder thee.”

Said Ralph: “And shall I have any hindrance from them of the Dry Tree?”

Roger made as if he were swallowing down something, and answered: “Nay, none.”

“And the folk of Higham by the Way, and the Brethren and their Abbot?” said Ralph.

“I know but little of them,” quoth Roger, “but I deem that they will make a push to have thee for captain; because they have had war on their hands of late. But this shall be at thine own will to say yea or nay to them. But for the rest on this side of the shepherds’ country ye will pass by peaceful folk.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “what then hath become of the pride and cruelty of the Burg of the Four Friths, and the eagerness and fierceness of the Dry Tree?”

Quoth Roger: “This is the tale of it: After the champions of the Dry Tree had lost their queen and beloved, the Lady of Abundance, they were both restless and fierce, for the days of sorrow hung heavy on their hands. So on a time a great company of them had ado with the Burgers somewhat recklessly and came to the worse; wherefore some drew back into their fastness of the Scaur and the others still rode on, and further west than their wont had been; but warily when they had the Wood Perilous behind them, for they had learned wisdom again. Thus riding they had tidings of an host of the Burg of the Four Friths who were resting in a valley hard by with a great train of captives and beasts and other spoil: for they had been raising the fray against the Wheat-wearers, and had slain many carles there, and were bringing home to the Burg many young women and women-children, after their custom. So they of the Dry Tree advised them of these tidings, and deemed that it would ease the sorrow of their hearts for their Lady if they could deal with these sons of whores and make a mark upon the Burg: so they lay hid while the daylight lasted, and by night and cloud fell upon these faineants of the Burg, and won them good cheap, as was like to be, though the Burg-dwellers were many the more. Whereof a many were slain, but many escaped and gat home to the Burg, even as will lightly happen even in the worst of overthrows, that not all, or even the more part be slain.

“Well, there were the champions and their prey, which was very great, and especially of women, of whom the more part were young and fair: for the women of the Wheat-wearers be goodly, and these had been picked out by the rutters of the Burg for their youth and strength and beauty. And whereas the men of the Dry Tree were scant of women at home, and sore-hearted because of our Lady, they forbore not these women, but fell to talking with them and loving them; howbeit in courteous and manly fashion, so that the women deemed themselves in heaven and were ready to do anything to please their lovers. So the end of it was that the Champions sent messengers to Hampton and the Castle of the Scaur to tell what had betid, and they themselves took the road to the land of the Wheat-wearers, having those women with them not as captives but as free damsels.

“Now the road to the Wheat-wearing country was long, and on the way the damsels told their new men many things of their land and their unhappy wars with them of the Burg and the griefs and torments which they endured of them. And this amongst other things, that wherever they came, they slew all the males even to the sucking babe, but spared the women, even when they bore them not into captivity.

“‘Whereof,’ said these poor damsels, ‘it cometh that our land is ill-furnished of carles, so that we women, high and low, go afield and do many things, as crafts and the like, which in other lands are done by carles.’ In sooth it seemed of them that they were both of stouter fashion, and defter than women are wont to be. So the champions, part in jest, part in earnest, bade them do on the armour of the slain Burgers, and take their weapons, and fell to teaching them how to handle staff and sword and bow; and the women took heart from the valiant countenance of their new lovers, and deemed it all bitter earnest enough, and learned their part speedily; and yet none too soon. For when the fleers of the Burg came home the Porte lost no time, but sent out another host to follow after the Champions and their spoil; for they had learned that those men had not turned about to Hampton after their victory, but had gone on to the Wheat-wearers.

“So it befell that the host of the Burg came up with the Champions on the eve of a summer day when there were yet three hours of daylight. But whereas they had looked to have an easy bargain of their foemen, since they knew the Champions to be but a few, lo! there was the hillside covered with a goodly array of spears and glaives and shining helms. They marvelled; but now for very shame, and because they scarce could help it, they fell on, and before sunset were scattered to the winds again, and the fleers had to bear back the tale that the more part of their foes were women of the Wheat-wearers; but this time few were those that came back alive to the Burg of the Four Friths; for the freed captives were hot and eager in the chase, casting aside their shields and hauberks that they might speed the better, and valuing their lives at naught if they might but slay a man or two of the tyrants before they died.

“Thus was the Burg wounded with its own sword: but the matter stopped not there: for when that victorious host of men and women came into the land of the Wheat-wearers, all men fled away in terror at first, thinking that it was a new onset of the men of the Burg; and that all the more, as so many of them bore their weapons and armour. But when they found out how matters had gone, then, as ye may deem, was the greatest joy and exultation, and carles and queans both ran to arms and bade their deliverers learn them all that belonged to war, and said that one thing should not be lacking, to wit, the gift of their bodies, that should either lie dead in the fields, or bear about henceforth the souls of free men. Nothing lothe, the Champions became their doctors and teachers of battle, and a great host was drawn together; and meanwhile the Champions had sent messengers again to Hampton telling them what was befallen, and asking for more men if they might be had. But the Burg-abiders were not like to sit down under their foil. Another host they sent against the Wheat-wearers, not so huge, as well arrayed and wise in war. The Champions espied its goings, and knew well that they had to deal with the best men of the Burg, and they met them in like wise; for they chose the very best of the men and the women, and pitched on a place whence they might ward them well, and abode the foemen there; who failed not to come upon them, stout and stern and cold, and well-learned in all feats of war.

“Long and bitter was the battle, and the Burgers were fierce without head-strong folly, and the Wheat-wearers deemed that if they blenched now, they had something worse than death to look to. But in the end when both sides were grown weary and worn out, and yet neither would flee, on a sudden came into the field the help from the Dry Tree, a valiant company of riders to whom battle was but game and play. Then indeed the men of the Burg gave back and drew out of the battle as best they might: yet were they little chased, save by the new-comers of the Dry Tree, for the others were over weary, and moreover the leaders had no mind to let the new-made warriors leave their vantage-ground lest the old and tried men-at-arms of the Burg should turn upon them and put them to the worse.

“Men looked for battle again the next day; but it fell not out so; for the host of the Burg saw that there was more to lose than to gain, so they drew back towards their own place. Neither did they waste the land much; for the riders of the Dry Tree followed hard at heel, and cut off all who tarried, or strayed from the main battle.

“When they were gone, then at last did the Wheat-wearers give themselves up to the joy of their deliverance and the pleasure of their new lives: and one of their old men that I have spoken with told me this; that before when they were little better than the thralls of the Burg, and durst scarce raise a hand against the foemen, the carles were but slow to love, and the queans, for all their fairness, cold and but little kind. However, now in the fields of the wheat-wearers themselves all this was changed, and men and maids took to arraying themselves gaily as occasion served, and there was singing and dancing on every green, and straying of couples amongst the greenery of the summer night; and in short the god of love was busy in the land, and made the eyes seem bright, and the lips sweet, and the bosom fair, and the arms sleek and the feet trim: so that every hour was full of allurement; and ever the nigher that war and peril was, the more delight had man and maid of each other’s bodies.

“Well, within a while the Wheat-wearers were grown so full of hope that they bade the men of the Dry Tree lead them against the Burg of the Four Friths, and the Champions were ready thereto; because they wotted well, that, Hampton being disgarnished of men, the men of the Burg might fall on it; and even if they took it not, they would beset all ways and make riding a hard matter for their fellowship. So they fell to, wisely and deliberately, and led an host of the best of the carles with them, and bade the women keep their land surely, so that their host was not a great many. But so wisely they led them that they came before the Burg well-nigh unawares; and though it seemed little likely that they should take so strong a place, yet nought less befell. For the Burg-dwellers beset with cruelty and bitter anger cried out that now at last they would make an end of this cursed people, and the whoreson strong-thieves their friends: so they went out a-gates a great multitude, but in worser order than their wont was; and there befell that marvel which sometimes befalleth even to very valiant men, that now at the pinch all their valour flowed from them, and they fled before the spears had met, and in such evil order that the gates could not be shut, and their foemen entered with them slaying and slaying even as they would. So that in an hour’s space the pride and the estate of the Burg of the Four Friths was utterly fallen. Huge was the slaughter; for the Wheat-wearers deemed they had many a grief whereof to avenge them; nor were the men of the Dry Tree either sluggards or saints to be careless of their foemen, or to be merciful in the battle: but at last the murder was stayed: and then the men of the Wheat-wearers went from house to house in the town to find the women of their folk who had been made thralls by the Burgers. There then was many a joyful meeting betwixt those poor women and the men of their kindred: all was forgotten now of the days of their thralldom, their toil and mocking and stripes; and within certain days all the sort of them came before the host clad in green raiment, and garlanded with flowers for the joy of their deliverance; and great feast was made to them.

“As for them of the Burg, the battle and chase over, no more were slain, save that certain of the great ones were made shorter by the head. But the Champions and the Wheat-wearers both, said that none of that bitter and cruel folk should abide any longer in the town; so that after a delay long enough for them to provide stuff for their wayfaring, they were all thrust out a-gates, rich and poor, old and young, man, woman and child. Proudly and with a stout countenance they went, for now was their valour come again to them. And it is like that we shall hear of them oft again; for though they had but a few weapons amongst them when they were driven out of their old home, and neither hauberk nor shield nor helm, yet so learned in war be they and so marvellous great of pride, that they will somehow get them weapons; and even armed but with headless staves, and cudgels of the thicket, woe betide the peaceful folk whom they shall first fall on. Yea, fair sir, the day shall come meseemeth when folk shall call on thee to lead the hunt after these famished wolves, and when thou dost so, call on me to tell thee tales of their doings which shall make thine heart hard, and thine hand heavy against them.”

“Meantime,” said Ralph, “what has betid to the Fellowship of the Dry Tree? for I see that thou hast some grief on thy mind because of them.”

Roger kept silence a little and then he said: “I grieve because Hampton is no more a strong place of warriors; two or three carles and a dozen of women dwell now in the halls and chambers of the Scaur. Here on earth, all endeth. God send us to find the world without end!”

“What then,” said Ralph, “have they then had another great overthrow, worse than that other?” “Nay,” said Roger doggedly, “it is not so.” “But where is the Fellowship?” said Ralph. “It is scattered abroad,” quoth Roger. “For some of the Dry Tree had no heart to leave the women whom they had wooed in the Wheat-wearer’s land: and some, and a great many, have taken their dears to dwell in the Burg of the Four Friths, whereas a many of the Wheat-wearers have gone to beget children on the old bondwomen of the Burgers; of whom there were some two thousand alive after the Burg was taken; besides that many women also came with the carles from their own land.

“So that now a mixed folk are dwelling in the Burg, partly of those women-thralls, partly of carles and queans come newly from the Wheat-wearers, partly of men of our Fellowship the more part of whom are wedded to queans of the Wheat-wearers, and partly of men, chapmen and craftsmen and others who have drifted into the town, having heard that there is no lack of wealth there, and many fair women unmated.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “and is all this so ill?” Said Roger, “Meseems it is ill enough that there is no longer, rightly said, a Fellowship of the Dry Tree, though the men be alive who were once of that fellowship.” “Nay,” said Ralph, “and why should they not make a new fellowship in the Burg, whereas they may well be peaceful, since they have come to their above of their foemen?”

“Yea,” said Roger slowly, “that is sooth; and so is this, that there in the Burg they are a strong band, with a captain of their own, and much worshipped of the peaceful folk; and moreover, though they be not cruel to torment helpless folk, or hard to make an end of all joy to-day, lest they lose their joy to-morrow, they now array all men in good order within the Burg, so that it shall be no easier for a foeman to win that erst it was.”

“What, man!” said Ralph, “then be of better cheer, and come thou with us, and may be the old steel of the champions may look on the sun down in Upmeads. Come thou with me, I say, and show me and my luck to some of thy fellows who are dwelling in the Burg, and it may be when thou hast told my tale to them, that some of them shall be content to leave their beds cold for a while, that they may come help a Friend of the Well in his need.”

Roger sat silent as if he were pondering the matter, while Richard and the Sage, both of them, took up the word one after the other, and urged him to it.

At last he said: “Well, so be it for this adventure. Only I say not that I shall give up this hermitage and my holiness for ever. Come thou aside, wise man of Swevenham, and I shall tell thee wherefore.” “Yea,” said Ralph, laughing, “and when he hath told thee, tell me not again; for sure I am that he is right to go with us, and belike shall be wrong in his reason therefore.”

Roger looked a little askance at him, and he went without doors with the Sage, and when they were out of earshot, he said to him: “Hearken, I would have gone with my lord at the first word, and have been fain thereof; but there is this woman that followeth him. At every turn she shall mind me of our Lady that was; and I shall loath her, and her fairness and the allurements of her body, because I see of her, that she it is that hath gotten my Lady’s luck, and that but for her my Lady might yet have been alive.”

Said the Sage: “Well quoth my lord that thou wouldst give me a fool’s reason! What! dost not thou know, thou that knowest so much of the Lady of Abundance, that she it was who ordained this Ursula to be Ralph’s bedmate, when she herself should be gone from him, were she dead or alive, and that she also should be a Friend of the Well, so that he might not lack a fellow his life long? But this thou sayest, not knowing the mind of our Lady, and how she loved him in her inmost heart.”

Roger hung his head and spake not for a while, and then he said: “Well, wise man, I have said that I will go on this adventure, and I will smooth my tongue for this while at least, and for what may come hereafter, let it be. And now we were best get to horse; for what with meat and minstrelsy, we have worn away the day till it wants but a little of noon. Go tell thy lord that I am ready. Farewell peace, and welcome war and grudging!”

So the Sage went within, and came out with the others, and they mounted their horses anon, and Roger went ahead on foot, and led them through the thicket-ways without fumbling; and they lay down that night on the farther side of the Swelling Flood.






  








CHAPTER 18
 

A Change of Days in the Burg of the Four Friths
 

There is naught to tell of their ways till they came out of the thicket into the fields about the Burg of the Four Friths; and even there was a look of a bettering of men’s lives; though forsooth the husbandmen there were much the same as had abided in the fields aforetime, whereas they were not for the most part freemen of the Burg, but aliens who did service in war and otherwise thereto. But, it being eventide, there were men and women and children, who had come out of gates, walking about and disporting themselves in the loveliness of early summer, and that in far merrier guise than they had durst do in the bygone days. Moreover, there was scarce a sword or spear to be seen amongst them, whereat Roger grudged somewhat, and Richard said: “Meseems this folk trusts the peace of the Burg overmuch since, when all is told, unpeace is not so far from their borders.”

But as they drew a little nigher Ralph pointed out to his fellows the gleam of helms and weapons on the walls, and they saw a watchman on each of the high towers of the south gate; and then quoth Roger: “Nay, the Burg will not be won so easily; and if a few fools get themselves slain outside it is no great matter.”

Folk nowise let them come up to the gate unheeded, but gathered about them to look at the newcomers, but not so as to hinder them, and they could see that these summerers were goodly folk enough, and demeaned them as though they had but few troubles weighing on them. But the wayfarers were not unchallenged at the gate, for a stout man-at-arms stayed them and said: “Ye ride somewhat late, friends. What are ye?” Quoth Ralph: “We be peaceful wayfarers save to them that would fall on us, and we seek toward Upmeads.” “Yea?” said the man, “belike ye shall find something less than peace betwixt here and Upmeads, for rumour goes that there are alien riders come into the lands of Higham, and for aught I know the said unpeace may spread further on. Well if ye will go to the Flower de Luce and abide there this night, ye shall have a let-pass to-morn betimes.”

Then Ralph spake a word in Roger’s ear, and Roger nodded his head, and, throwing his cowl aback, went up to the man-at-arms and said: “Stephen a-Hurst, hast thou time for a word with an old friend?” “Yea, Roger,” said the man “is it verily thou? I deemed that thou hadst fled away from all of us to live in the wilds.”

“So it was, lad,” said Roger, “but times change from good to bad and back again; and now am I of this good lord’s company; and I shall tell thee, Stephen, that though he rideth but few to-day, yet merry shall he be that rideth with him to-morrow if unpeace be in the land. Lo you, Stephen, this is the Child of Upmeads, whom belike thou hast heard of; and if thou wilt take me into the chamber of thy tower, I will tell thee things of him that thou wottest not.”

Stephen turned to Ralph and made obeisance to him and said: “Fair Sir, there are tales going about concerning thee, some whereof are strange enow, but none of them ill; and I deem by the look of thee that thou shalt be both a stark champion and a good lord; and I deem that it shall be my good luck, if I see more of thee, and much more. Now if thou wilt, pass on with thine other fellows to the Flower de Luce, and leave this my old fellow-in-arms with me, and he shall tell me of thy mind; for I see that thou wouldest have somewhat of us; and since, I doubt not by the looks of thee, that thou wilt not bid us aught unknightly, when we know thy will, we shall try to pleasure thee.”

“Yea, Lord Ralph,” said Roger, “thou mayest leave all the business with me, and I will come to thee not later than betimes to-morrow, and let thee wot how matters have sped. And methinks ye may hope to wend out-a-gates this time otherwise than thou didest before.”

So Ralph gave him yeasay and thanked the man-at-arms and rode his ways with the others toward the Flower de Luce, and whereas the sun was but newly set, Ralph noted that the booths were gayer and the houses brighter and more fairly adorned than aforetimes. As for the folk, they were such that the streets seemed full of holiday makers, so joyous and well dight were they; and the women like to those fair thralls whom he had seen that other time, saving that they were not clad so wantonly, however gaily. They came into the great square, and there they saw that the masons and builders had begun on the master church to make it fairer and bigger; the people were sporting there as in the streets, and amongst them were some weaponed men, but the most part of these bore the token of the Dry Tree.

So they entered the Flower de Luce, and had good welcome there, as if they were come home to their own house; for when its people saw such a goodly old man in the Sage, and so stout and trim a knight as was Richard, and above all when they beheld the loveliness of Ralph and Ursula, they praised them open-mouthed, and could scarce make enough of them. And when they had had their meat and were rested came two of the maids there and asked them if it were lawful to talk with them; and Ralph laughed and bade them sit by them, and eat a dainty morsel; and they took that blushing, for they were fair and young, and Ralph’s face and the merry words of his mouth stirred the hearts within them: and forsooth it was not so much they that spake as Ursula and the Sage; for Ralph was somewhat few spoken, whereas he pondered concerning the coming days, and what he half deemed that he saw a-doing at Upmeads. But at last they found their tongues, and said how that already rumour was abroad that they were in the Burg who had drunk of the Water of the Well at the World’s End; and said one: “It is indeed a fair sight to see you folk coming back in triumph; and so methinks will many deem if ye abide with us over to-morrow, and yet, Lady, for a while we are well-nigh as joyous as ye can be, whereas we have but newly come into new life also: some of us from very thralldom of the most grievous, and I am of those; and some of us in daily peril of it, like to my sister here. So mayhappen,” said she, smiling, “none of us shall seek to the Well until we have worn our present bliss a little threadbare.”

Ursula smiled on her, but the Sage said: “Mayhappen it is of no avail speaking of such things to a young and fair woman; but what would betide you if the old Burgers were to come back and win their walls again?” The maid who had been a thrall changed countenance at his word; but the other one said: “If the Burgers come back, they will find them upon the walls who have already chaced them. Thou mayst deem me slim and tender, old wise man; but such as mine arm is, it has upheaved the edges against the foe; and if it be a murder to slay a Burger, then am I worthy of the gallows.” “Yea, yea,” quoth Richard, laughing, “ye shall be double-manned then in this good town: ye may well win, unless the sight of you shall make the foe over fierce for the gain.”

Said the Sage “It is well, maiden, and if ye hold to that, and keep your carles in the same road, ye need not to fear the Burgers: and to say sooth, I have it in my mind, that before long ye shall have both war and victory.”

Then Ralph seemed to wake up as from a dream, and he arose, and said: “Thou art in the right, Sage, and to mine eyes it seemeth that both thou and I shall be sharers in the war and the victory.” And therewith he fell to striding up and down the hall, while the two maidens sat gazing on him with gleaming eyes and flushed cheeks.

But in a little while he came back to his seat and sat him down, and fell to talk with the women, and asked them of the town and the building therein, and the markets, whether they throve; and they and two or three of the townsmen or merchants answered all, and told him how fair their estate was, and how thriving was the lot of one and all with them. Therewith was Ralph well pleased, and they sat talking there in good fellowship till the night was somewhat worn, and all men fared to bed.






  








CHAPTER 19
 

Ralph Sees Hampton and the Scaur
 

When it was morning Ralph arose and went into the hall of the hostelry, and even as he entered it the outside door opened, and in came Roger, and Richard with him (for he had been astir very early) and Roger, who was armed from head to foot and wore a coat of the Dry Tree, cried out: “Now, Lord, thou wert best do on thy war-gear, for thou shalt presently be captain of an host.” “Yea, Roger,” quoth Ralph, “and hast thou done well?” “Well enough,” said Richard; “thine host shall not be a great one, but no man in it will be a blencher, for they be all champions of the Dry Tree.”

“Yea,” quoth Roger, “so it was that Stephen a-Hurst brought me to a company of my old fellows, and we went all of us together to the Captain of the Burg (e’en he of the Dry Tree, who in these latest days is made captain of all), and did him to wit that thou hadst a need; and whereas he, as all of us, had heard of the strokes that thou struckest in the wood that day when thy happiness first began, (woe worth the while!) he stickled not to give some of us leave to look on the hand-play with thee. But soft, my Lord! abound not in thanks as yet, till I tell thee. The said Captain hath gotten somewhat of the mind of a chapman by dwelling in a town, ’tis like (the saints forgive me for saying so!) and would strike a bargain with thee.” “Yea,” said Ralph, smiling, “I partly guess what like the bargain is; but say thou.”

Said Roger: “I like not his bargain, not for thy sake but mine own; this it is, that we shall ride, all of us who are to be of thy fellowship, to the Castle of the Scaur to-day, and there thy Lady shall sit in the throne whereas in past days our Lady and Queen was wont to sit; and that thou shalt swear upon her head, that whensoever he biddeth thee come to the help of the Burg of the Four Friths and the tribes of the Wheat-wearers, thou shalt come in arms by the straightest road with such fellowship as thou mayst gather; and if thou wilt so do, we of the Dry Tree who go with thee on this journey are thine to save or to spend by flood or field, or castle wall, amidst the edges and the shafts and the fire-flaught. What sayest thou — thou who art lucky, and hast of late become wise? And I will tell thee, that though I hope it not, yet I would thou shouldst naysay it; for it will be hard for me to see another woman sitting in our Lady’s seat: yea, to see her sitting there, who hath stolen her luck.”

Said Ralph: “Now this proffer of the Captain’s I call friendly and knightly, and I will gladly swear as he will; all the more as without any oath I should never fail him whensoever he may send for me. As for thee, Roger, ride with us if thou wilt, and thou shalt be welcome both in the company, and at the High House of Upmeads whenso we come there.”

Then was Roger silent, but nowise abashed; and as they spoke they heard the tramp of horses and the clash of weapons, and they saw through the open door three men-at-arms riding up to the house; so Ralph went out to welcome them; they were armed full well in bright armour, and their coats were of the Dry Tree, and were tall men and warrior-like. They hailed Ralph as captain, and he gave them the sele of the day and bade come in and drink a cup; so did they, but they were scarce off their horses ere there came another three, and then six together, and so one after other till the hall of the Flower de Luce was full of the gleam of steel and clash of armour, and the lads held their horses without and were merry with the sight of the stalwart men-at-arms. Now cometh Ursula down from her chamber clad in her bravery; and when they saw her they set up a shout for joy of her, so that the rafters rang again; but she laughed for pleasure of them, and poured them out the wine, till they were merrier with the sight of her than with the good liquor.

Now Roger comes to Ralph and tells him that he deems his host hath come to the last man. Then Ralph armed him, and those two maidens brought him his horse, and they mount all of them and draw up in the Square; and Roger and Stephen a-Hurst array them, for they were chosen of them as leaders along with Ralph, and Richard, whom they all knew, at least by hearsay. Then Roger drew from his pouch a parchment, and read the roll of names, and there was no man lacking, and they were threescore save five, besides Roger and the way-farers, and never was a band of like number seen better; and Richard said softly unto Ralph: “If we had a few more of these, I should care little what foemen we should meet in Upmeads: soothly, my lord, they had as well have ridden into red Hell as into our green fields.” “Fear not, Richard,” said Ralph, “we shall have enough.”

So then they rode out of the Square and through the streets to the North Gate, and much folk was abroad to look on them, and they blessed them as they went, both carles and queans; for the rumour was toward that there was riding a good and dear Lord and a Friend of the Well to get his own again from out of the hands of the aliens.

Herewith they ride a little trot through the Freedom of the Burg, and when they were clear of it they turned aside from the woodland highway whereon Ralph had erst ridden with Roger and followed the rides a good way till it was past noon, when they came into a very close thicket where there was but a narrow and winding way whereon two men might not ride abreast, and Roger said: “Now, if we were the old Burgers, and the Dry Tree still holding the Scaur, we should presently know what steel-point dinner meaneth; if the dead could rise out of their graves to greet their foemen, we should anon be a merry company here. But at last they learned the trick, and were wont to fetch a compass round about Grey Goose Thicket as it hight amongst us.”

“Well,” said Ralph, “but how if there by any waylaying us; the Burgers may be wiser still than thou deemest, and ye may have learned them more than thou art minded to think.”

“Nay,” said Roger, “I bade a half score turn aside by the thicket path on our left hands; that shall make all sure; but indeed I look for no lurkers as yet. In a month’s time that may betide, but not yet; not yet. But tell me, fair Sir, have ye any deeming of where thou mayst get thee more folk who be not afraid of the hard hand-play? For Richard hath been telling me that there be tidings in the air.”

Said Ralph: “If hope play me not false, I look to gather some stout carles of the Shepherd Country.” “Yea,” said Roger, “but I shall tell thee that they have been at whiles unfriends of the Dry Tree.” Said Ralph: “I think they will be friends unto me.” “Then it shall do well,” said Roger, “for they be good in a fray.”

So talked they as they rode, but ever Roger would give no heed to Ursula. but made as if he wotted not that she was there, though ever and anon Ralph would be turning back to speak to her and help her through the passes.

At last the thicket began to dwindle, and presently riding out of a little valley or long trench on to a ridge nearly bare of trees, they saw below them a fair green plain, and in the midst of it a great heap of grey rocks rising out of it like a reef out of the sea, and on the said reef, and climbing up as it were to the topmost of it, the white walls of a great castle, the crown whereof was a huge round tower. At the foot of the ridge was a thorp of white houses thatched with straw scattered over a good piece of the plain. The company drew rein on the ridge-top, and the Champions raised a great shout at the sight of their old strong-place; and Roger turned to Ralph and said: “Fair Sir, how deemest thou of the Castle of the Scaur?” but Richard broke in: “For my part, friend Roger, I deem that ye do like to people unlearned in war to leave the stronghold ungarnished of men. This is a fool’s deed.” “Nay, nay,” said Roger, “we need not be over-hasty, while it is our chief business to order the mingled folk of the Wheat-wearers and others who dwell in the Burg as now.”

Then spake Ralph: “Yet how wilt thou say but that the foemen whom we go to meet in Upmeads may be some of those very Burgers: hast thou heard whether they have found a new dwelling among some unhappy folk, or be still roving: maybe they shall deem Upmeads fair.”

Spake Michael a-Hurst: “By thy leave, fair Sir, we have had a word of those riders and strong-thieves that they have fetched a far compass, and got them armour, and be come into the woodland north of the Wood Debateable. For like all strong-thieves, they love the wood.”

Roger laughed: “Yea, as we did, friend Michael, when we were thieves; whereas now we be lords and gentlemen. But as to thy tidings, I set not much by them; for of the same message was this word that they had already fallen on Higham by the Way; and we know that this cannot be true; since though forsooth the Abbot has had unpeace on his hands, we know where his foemen came from, the West to wit, and the Banded Barons.”

“Yea, yea,” quoth the Sage, “but may not the Burgers have taken service with them?” “Yea, forsooth,” quoth Roger, “but I deem not, or we had been surer thereof.”

Thus they spake, and they lighted down all of them to breathe their horses, and Ursula spake with Ralph as they walked the greensward together a little apart, and said: “Sweetheart, I am afraid of to-day.”

“Yea, dear,” said he, “and wherefore?” She said: “It will be hard for me to enter that grim house yonder, and sit in the seat whence I was erewhile threatened by the evil hag with hair like a grey she-bear.”

He made much of her and said: “Yet belike a Friend of the Well may overcome this also; and withal the hall shall be far other to-day when it was.”

She looked about on the warriors as they lay on the grass or loitered by their horses; then she smiled, and her face lightened, and she reddened and cast down her eyes and said: “Yea, that is sooth; that day there were few men in the hall, and they old and evil of semblance. It was a band of women who took me in the thorp and brought me up into the Castle, and mishandled me there, and cast me into prison there; whereas these be good fellows, and frank and free of aspect. But O, my heart, look thou how fearful the piled-up rocks rise from the plain and the walls wind up amongst them; and that huge tower, the crown of all! Surely there is none more fearful in the world.”

He kissed her and laughed merrily, and said: “Yea, sweetheart, and there will be another change in the folk of the hall when we come there this time, to wit, that thou shouldst not be alone therein, even were all these champions, and Richard and the Sage away from thee. Wilt thou tell me how that shall be?”

She turned to him and kissed him and caressed him, and then they turned back again toward their fellows, for by now they had walked together a good way along the ridge.

So then they gat to horse again and rode into the thorp, where men and women stood about to behold them, and made them humble reverence as they passed by. So rode they to the bailly of the Castle; and if that stronghold looked terrible from the ridge above, tenfold more terrible of aspect it was when the upper parts were hidden by the grey rocks, and they so huge and beetling, and though the sun was bright about them, and they in the midst of their friends, yet even Ralph felt somewhat of dread creep over him: yet he smiled cheerfully as Ursula turned an anxious face on him. They alighted from their horses in the bailly, for over steep for horse-hoofs was the walled way upward; and as they began to mount, even the merry Champions hushed their holiday clamour for awe of the huge stronghold, and Ralph took Ursula by the hand, and she sidled up to him, and said softly: “Yea, it was here they drave me up, those women, thrusting and smiting me; and some would have stripped off my raiment, but one who seemed the wisest, said, ‘Nay, leave her till she come before the ancient Lady, for her gear may be a token of whence she is, and whither, if she be come as a spy.’ So I escaped them for that moment. And now I wonder what we shall find in the hall when we come in thither. It is somewhat like to me, as when one gets up from bed in the dead night, when all is quiet and the moon is shining, and goes out of the chamber into the hall, and coming back, almost dreads to see some horror lying in one’s place amid the familiar bedclothes.”

And she grew paler as she spake. Then Ralph comforted her and trimmed his countenance to a look of mirth, but inwardly he was ill at ease.

So up they went and up, till they came to a level place whereon was built the chief hall and its chambers: there they stood awhile to breathe them before the door, which was rather low than great; and Ursula clung to Ralph and trembled, but Ralph spake in her ear: “Take heart, my sweet, or these men, and Roger in especial, will think the worse of thee; and thou a Friend of the Well. What! here is naught to hurt thee! this is naught beside the perils of the desert, and the slaves and the evil lord of Utterbol.” “Yea,” she said, “but meseemeth I loved thee not so sore as now I do. O friend, I am become a weak woman and unvaliant, and there is naught in me but love of thee, and love of life because of thee; nor dost thou know altogether what befell me in that hall.”

But Ralph turned about and cried out in a loud, cheerful voice: “Let us enter, friends! and lo you, I will show the Champions of the Dry Tree the way into their own hall and high place.” Therewith he thrust the door open, for it was not locked, and strode into the hall, still leading Ursula by the hand, and all the company followed him, the clash of their armour resounding through the huge building. Though it was long, it was not so much that it was long as that it was broad, and exceeding high, so that in the dusk of it the great vault of the roof was dim and misty. There was no man therein, no halling on its walls, no benches nor boards, naught but the great standing table of stone on the dais, and the stone high-seat amidst of it: and the place did verily seem like the house and hall of a people that had died out in one hour because of their evil deeds.

They stood still a moment when they were all fairly within doors, and Roger thrust up to Ralph and said, but softly: “The woman is blenching, and all for naught; were it not for the oath, we had best have left her in the thorp: I fear me she will bring evil days on our old home with her shivering fear. How far otherwise came our Lady in hither when first she came amongst us, when the Duke of us found her in the wood after she had been thrust out from Sunway by the Baron whom thou slewest afterward. Our Duke brought her in hither wrapped up in his knight’s scarlet cloak, and went up with her on to the dais; but when she came thither, she turned about and let her cloak fall to earth, and stood there barefoot in her smock, as she had been cast out into the wildwood, and she spread abroad her hands, and cried out in a loud voice as sweet as the May blackbird, ‘May God bless this House and the abode of the valiant, and the shelter of the hapless.’”

Said Ursula (and her voice was firm and the colour come back to her cheeks now, while Ralph stood agaze and wondering): “Roger, thou lovest me little, meseemeth, though if I did less than I do, I should do against the will of thy Lady that was Queen in this hall. But tell me, Roger, where is gone that other one, the fearful she-bear of this crag, who sat in yonder stone high-seat, and roared at me and mocked me, and gave me over into the hands of her tormentors, who haled me away to the prison wherefrom thy very Lady delivered me?”

“Lady,” said Roger, “the tale of her is short since the day thou sawest her herein. On the day when we first had the evil tidings of the slaying of my Lady we were sad at heart, and called to mind ancient transgressions against us; therefore we fell on the she-bear, as thou callest her, and her company of men and women, and some we slew and some we thrust forth; but as to her, I slew her not three feet from where thou standest now. A rumour there is that she walketh, and it may be so; yet in the summer noon ye need not look to see her.”

Ralph said coldly: “Roger, let us be done with minstrels’ tales; lead me to the place where the oath is to be sworn, for time presses.”

Scarce were the words out of his mouth ere Roger strode forward and gat him on to the dais and went hastily to the wall behind the high-seat, whence he took down a very great horn, and set it to his lips and winded it loudly thrice, so that the great and high hall was full of its echoes. Richard started thereat and half drew his sword; but the Sage put his hand upon the hilts, and said: “It is naught, let the edges lie quiet.” Ursula stared astonished, but now she quaked no more; Ralph changed not countenance a wit, and the champions of the Tree made as if naught had been done that they looked not for. But thereafter cried Roger from the dais: “This is the token that the men of the Dry Tree are met for matters of import; thus is the Mote hallowed. Come up hither, ye aliens, and ye also of the fellowship, that the oath may be sworn, and we may go our ways, even as the alien captain biddeth.”

Then Ralph took Ursula’s hand again, and went up the hall calmly and proudly, and the champions followed with Richard and the Sage. Ralph and Ursula went up on to the dais, and he set down Ursula in the stone high-seat, and even in the halldusk a right fair-coloured picture she looked therein; for she was clad in a goodly green gown broidered with flowers, and a green cloak with gold orphreys over it; her hair was spread abroad over her shoulders, and on her head was a garland of roses which the women of the Flower de Luce had given her; so there she sat with her fair face, whence now all the wrinkles of trouble and fear were smoothed out, looking like an image of the early summer-tide itself. And the champions looked on her and marvelled, and one whispered to the other that it was their Lady of aforetime come back again; only Roger, who had now gone back to the rest of the fellowship, cast his eyes upon the ground, and muttered.

Now Ralph draws his sword, and lays it naked on the stone table, and he stood beside Ursula and said: “Champions of the Dry Tree, by the blade of Upmeads which lieth here before me, and by the head which I love best in the world, and is best worthy of love” (and herewith he laid his hand on Ursula’s head), “I swear that whensoever the Captain of the Dry Tree calleth on me, whether I be eating or drinking, abed or standing on my feet, at peace or at war, glad or sorry, I shall do my utmost to come to his aid straightway with whatso force I may gather. Is this rightly sworn, Champions?”

Said Stephen a-Hurst: “It is sworn well and knightly, and now cometh our oath.”

“Nay,” said Ralph, “I had no mind to drive a bargain with you; your deeds shall prove you; and I fear not for your doughtiness.”

Said Stephen: “Yea, Lord; but he bade us swear to thee. Reach me thy sword, I pray thee.”

Then Ralph reached him his sword across the great stone table, and Stephen took it, and kissed the blade and the hilts; and then lifted up his voice and said: “By the hilts and the blade, by the point and the edge, we swear to follow the Lord Ralph of Upmeads for a year and a day, and to do his will in all wise. So help us God and Allhallows!”

And therewith he gave the sword to the others, and each man of them kissed it as he had.

But Ralph said: “Champions, for this oath I thank you all heartily. But it is not my meaning that I should hold you by me for a year, whereas I deem I shall do all that my kindred may need in three days’ space from the first hour wherein we set foot in Upmeads.”

Stephen smiled friendly at him and nodded, and said: “That may well be; but now to make a good end of this mote I will tell thee a thing; to wit, that our Captain, yea, and all we, are minded to try thee by this fray in Upmeads, now we know that thou hast become a Friend of the Well. And if thou turn out as we deem is likest, we will give thee this Castle of the Scaur, for thee and those that shall spring from thy loins; for we deem that some such man as thou will be the only one to hold it worthily, and in such wise as it may be a stronghold against tyrants and for the helping of peaceable folk; since forsooth, we of the Dry Tree have heard somewhat of the Well at the World’s End, and trow in the might thereof.”

He made an end; and Ralph kept silence and pondered the matter. But Roger lifted up his head and broke in, and said: “Yea, yea! that is it: we are all become men of peace, we riders of the Dry Tree!” And he laughed withal, but as one nowise best pleased.

But as Ralph was gathering his words together, and Ursula was looking up to him with trouble in her face again, came a man of the thorp rushing into the hall, and cried out: “O, my lords! there are weaponed men coming forth from the thicket. Save us, we pray you, for we are ill-weaponed and men of peace.”

Roger laughed, and said: “Eh, good man! So ye want us back again? But my Lord Ralph, and thou Richard, and thou Stephen, come ye to the shot-window here, that giveth on to the forest. We are high up here, and we shall see all as clearly as in a good mirror. Hast thou shut the gates, carle?” “Yea, Lord Roger,” quoth he, “and there are some fifty of us together down in the base-court.”

Ralph and Richard and Stephen looked forth from the shot window, and saw verily a band of men riding down the bent into the thorp, and Ralph, who as aforesaid was far-sighted and clear-sighted, said: “Yea, it is strange: but without doubt these are riders of the Dry Tree; and they seem to me to be some ten-score. Thou Stephen, thou Roger, what is to hand? Is your Captain wont to give a gift and take it back...and somewhat more with it?” Stephen looked abashed at his word; and Roger hung his head again.

But therewith the Sage drew up to them and said: “Be not dismayed, Lord Ralph. What wert thou going to say to the Champions when this carle brake in?”

“This,” said Ralph, “that I thanked the Dry Tree heartily for its gift, but that meseemed it naught wise to leave this stronghold disgarnished of men till I can come or send back from Upmeads.”

Stephen’s face cleared at the word, and he said: “I bid thee believe it, lord, that there is no treason in our Captain’s heart; and that if there were I would fight against him and his men on thy behalf.” And Roger, though in a somewhat surly voice, said the like.

Ralph thought a little, and then he said: “It is well; go we down and out of gates to meet them, that we may the sooner get on our way to Upmeads.” And without more words he went up to Ursula and took her hand and went out of the hall, and down the rock-cut stair, and all they with him. And when they came into the Base-court, Ralph spoke to the carles of the thorp, who stood huddled together sore afeard, and said: “Throw open the gates. These riders who have so scared you are naught else than the Champions of the Dry Tree who are coming back to their stronghold that they may keep you sure against wicked tyrants who would oppress you.”

The carles looked askance at one another, but straightway opened the gates, and Ralph and his company went forth, and abode the new-comers on a little green mound half a bowshot from the Castle. Ralph sat down on the grass and Ursula by him, and she said: “My heart tells me that these Champions are no traitors, however rough and fierce they have been, and still shall be if occasion serve. But O, sweetheart, how dear and sweet is this sunlit greensward after yonder grim hold. Surely, sweet, it shall never be our dwelling?”

“I wot not, beloved,” said he; “must we not go and dwell where deeds shall lead us? and the hand of Weird is mighty. But lo thou, here are the newcomers to hand!”

So it was as he said, and presently the whole band came before them, and they were all of the Dry Tree, stout men and well weaponed, and they had ridden exceeding fast, so that their horses were somewhat spent. A tall man very gallantly armed, who rode at their head, leapt at once from his horse and came up to Ralph and hailed him, and Roger and Stephen both made obeisance to him. Ralph, who had risen up, hailed him in his turn, and the tall man said: “I am the Captain of the Dry Tree for lack of a better; art thou Ralph of Upmeads, fair sir?” “Even so,” said Ralph.

Said the Captain: “Thou wilt marvel that I have ridden after thee on the spur; so here is the tale shortly. Your backs were not turned on the walls of the Burg an hour, ere three of my riders brought in to me a man who said, and gave me tokens of his word being true, that he had fallen in with a company of the old Burgers in the Wood Debateable, which belike thou wottest of.”

“All we of Upmeads wot of it,” said Ralph. “Well,” said the Captain, “amongst these said Burgers, who were dwelling in the wildwood in summer content, the word went free that they would gather to them other bands of strong-thieves who haunt that wood, and go with them upon Upmeads, and from Upmeads, when they were waxen strong, they would fall upon Higham by the Way, and thence with yet more strength on their old dwelling of the Burg. Now whereas I know that thou art of Upmeads, and also what thou art, and what thou hast done, I have ridden after thee to tell thee what is toward. But if thou deemest I have brought thee all these riders it is not wholly so. For it was borne into my mind that our old stronghold was left bare of men, and I knew not what might betide; and that the more, as more than one man has told us how that another band of the disinherited Burgers have fallen upon Higham or the lands thereof, and Higham is no great way hence; so that some five score of these riders are to hold our Castle of the Scaur, and the rest are for thee to ride afield with. As for the others, thou hast been told already that the Scaur, and Hampton therewith is a gift from us to thee; for henceforward we be the lords of the Burg of the Four Friths, and that is more than enough for us.”

Ralph thanked the Captain for this, and did him to wit that he would take the gift if he came back out the Upmeads fray alive: said he, “With thee and the Wheat-wearers in the Burg, and me in the Scaur, no strong-thief shall dare lift up his hand in these parts.”

The Captain smiled, and Ralph went on: “And now I must needs ask thee for leave to depart; which is all the more needful, whereas thy men have over-ridden their horses, and we must needs go a soft pace till we come to Higham.”

“Yea, art thou for Higham, fair sir?” said the Captain. “That is well; for ye may get men therefrom, and at the least it is like that ye shall hear tidings: as to my men and their horses, this hath been looked to. For five hundred good men of the Wheat-wearers, men who have not learned the feat of arms a-horseback, are coming through the woods hither to help ward thy castle, fair lord; they will be here in some three hours’ space and will bring horses for thy five score men, therefore do ye but ride softly to Higham and if these sergeants catch up with you it is well, but if not, abide them at Higham.”

“Thanks have thou for this once more,” said Ralph; “and now I have no more word than this for thee; that I will come to thee at thy least word, and serve thee with all that I have, to my very life if need be. And yet I must say this, that I wot not why ye and these others are become to me, who am alien to you, as very brothers.” Said the Captain: “There is this to be said of it, as was aforesaid, that all we count thy winning of the Well at the World’s End as valiancy in thee, yea, and luck withal. But, moreover, she who was Our Lady would have had thee for her friend had she lived, and how then could we be less than friends to thee? Depart in peace, my friend, and we look to see thee again in a little while.”

Therewith he kissed him, and bade farewell; and Ralph bade his band to horse, and they were in the saddle in a twinkling, and rode away from Hampton at a soft pace.

But as they went, Ralph turned to Ursula and said: “And now belike shall we see Bourton Abbas once more, and the house where first I saw thee. And O how sweet thou wert! And I was so happy and so young.”

“Yea,” she said, “and sorely I longed for thee, and now we have long been together, as it seemeth; and yet that long space shall be but a little while of our lives. But, my friend, as to Bourton Abbas, I misdoubt me of our seeing it; for there is a nigher road by the by-ways to Higham, which these men know, and doubtless that way we shall wend: and I am glad thereof; for I shall tell thee, that somewhat I fear that thorp, lest it should lay hold of me, and wake me from a dream.”

“Yea,” said Ralph, “but even then, belike thou shouldst find me beside thee; as if I had fallen asleep in the ale-house, and dreamed of the Well at the World’s End, and then awoke and seen the dear barefoot maiden busying her about her house and its matters. That were naught so ill.”

“Ah,” she said, “look round on thy men, and think of the might of war that is in them, and think of the deeds to come. But O how I would that these next few days were worn away, and we yet alive for a long while.”






  








CHAPTER 20
 

They Come to the Gate of Higham By the Way
 

It was as Ursula had deemed, and they made for Higham by the shortest road, so that they came before the gate a little before sunset: to the very gate they came not; for there were strong barriers before it, and men-at-arms within them, as though they were looking for an onfall. And amongst these were bowmen who bended their bows on Ralph and his company. So Ralph stayed his men, and rode up to the barriers with Richard and Stephen a-Hurst, all three of them bare-headed with their swords in the sheaths; and Stephen moreover bearing a white cloth on a truncheon. Then a knight of the town, very bravely armed, came forth from the barriers and went up to Ralph, and said: “Fair sir, art thou a knight?” “Yea,” said Ralph. Said the knight, “Who be ye?” “I hight Ralph of Upmeads,” said Ralph, “and these be my men: and we pray thee for guesting in the town of my Lord Abbot to-night, and leave to depart to-morrow betimes.”

“O unhappy young man,” said the knight, “meseems these men be not so much thine as thou art theirs; for they are of the Dry Tree, and bear their token openly. Wilt thou then lodge thy company of strong-thieves with honest men?”

Stephen a-Hurst laughed roughly at this word, but Ralph said mildly: “These men are indeed of the Dry Tree, but they are my men and under my rule, and they be riding on my errands, which be lawful.”

The knight was silent a while and then he said: “Well, it may be so; but into this town they come not, for the tale of them is over long for honest men to hearken to.”

Even as he spake, a man-at-arms somewhat evilly armed shoved through the barriers, thrusting aback certain of his fellows, and, coming up to Ralph, stood staring up into his face with the tears starting into his eyes. Ralph looked a moment, and then reached down his arms to embrace him, and kissed his face; for lo! it was his own brother Hugh. Withal he whispered in his ear: “Get thee behind us, Hugh, if thou wilt come with us, lad.” So Hugh passed on quietly toward the band, while Ralph turned to the knight again, who said to him, “Who is that man?” “He is mine own brother,” said Ralph. “Be he the brother of whom he will,” said the knight, “he was none the less our sworn man. Ye fools,” said he, turning toward the men in the barrier, “why did ye not slay him?” “He slipped out,” said they, “before we wotted what he was about.” Said the knight, “Where were your bows, then?”

Said a man: “They were pressing so hard on the barrier, that we could not draw a bowstring. Besides, how might we shoot him without hitting thee, belike?”

The knight turned toward Ralph, grown wroth and surly, and that the more he saw Stephen and Richard grinning; he said: “Fair sir, ye have strengthened the old saw that saith, Tell me what thy friends are, and I will tell thee what thou art. Thou hast stolen our man with not a word on it.”

“Fair sir,” said Ralph, “meseemeth thou makest more words than enough about it. Shall I buy my brother of thee, then? I have a good few pieces in my pouch.” The captain shook his head angrily.

“Well,” said Ralph, “how can I please thee, fair sir?”

Quoth the knight: “Thou canst please me best by turning thy horses’ heads away from Higham, all the sort of you.” He stepped back toward the barriers, and then came forward again, and said: “Look you, man-at-arms, I warn thee that I trust thee not, and deem that thou liest. Now have I mind to issue out and fall upon you: for ye shall be evil guests in my Lord Abbot’s lands.”

Now at last Ralph waxed somewhat wroth, and he said: “Come out then, if you will, and we shall meet you man for man; there is yet light on this lily lea, and we will do so much for thee, churl though thou be.”

But as he spoke, came the sounds of horns, and lo, over the bent showed the points of spears, and then all those five-score of the Dry Tree whom the captain had sent after Ralph came pouring down the bent. The knight looked on them under the sharp of his hand, till he saw the Dry Tree on their coats also, and then he turned and gat him hastily into the barriers; and when he was amongst his own men he fell to roaring out a defiance to Ralph, and a bolt flew forth, and two or three shafts, but hurt no one. Richard and Stephen drew their swords, but Ralph cried out: “Come away, friends, tarry not to bicker with these fools, who are afraid of they know not what: it is but lying under the naked heaven to-night instead of under the rafters, but we have all lodged thus a many times: and we shall be nigher to our journey’s end to-morrow when we wake up.”

Therewith he turned his horse with Richard and Stephen and came to his own men. There was much laughter and jeering at the Abbot’s men amidst of the Dry Tree, both of those who had ridden with Ralph, and the new-comers; but they arrayed them to ride further in good order, and presently were skirting the walls of Higham out of bow-shot, and making for the Down country by the clear of the moon. The sergeants had gotten a horse for Hugh, and by Ralph’s bidding he rode beside him as they went their ways, and the two brethren talked together lovingly.






  








CHAPTER 21
 

Talk Between Those Two Brethren
 

Ralph asked Hugh first if he wotted aught of Gregory their brother. Hugh laughed and pointed to Higham, and said: “He is yonder.” “What,” said Ralph, “in the Abbot’s host?” “Yea,” said Hugh, laughing again, “but in his spiritual, not his worldly host: he is turned monk, brother; that is, he is already a novice, and will be a brother of the Abbey in six months’ space.” Said Ralph: “And Launcelot Long-tongue, thy squire, how hath he sped?” Said Hugh: “He is yonder also, but in the worldly host, not the spiritual: he is a sergeant of theirs, and somewhat of a catch for them, for he is no ill man-at-arms, as thou wottest, and besides he adorneth everything with words, so that men hearken to him gladly.” “But tell me,” said Ralph, “how it befalleth that the Abbot’s men of war be so churlish, and chary of the inside of their town; what have they to fear? Is not the Lord Abbot still a mighty man?” Hugh shook his head: “There hath been a change of days at Higham; though I say not but that the knights are over careful, and much over fearful.” “What has the change been?” said Ralph. Hugh said: “In time past my Lord Abbot was indeed a mighty man, and both this town of Higham was well garnished of men-at-arms, and also many of his manors had castles and strong-houses on them, and the yeomen were ready to run to their weapons whenso the gathering was blown. In short, Higham was as mighty as it was wealthy; and the Abbot’s men had naught to do with any, save with thy friends here who bear the Tree Leafless; all else feared those holy walls and the well-blessed men who warded them. But the Dry Tree feared, as men said, neither man nor devil (and I hope it may be so still since they are become thy friends), and they would whiles lift in the Abbot’s lands when they had no merrier business on hand, and not seldom came to their above in their dealings with his men. But all things come to an end; for, as I am told, some year and a half ago, the Abbot had debate with the Westland Barons, who both were and are ill men to deal with, being both hungry and doughty. The quarrel grew till my Lord must needs defy them, and to make a long tale short, he himself in worldly armour led his host against them, and they met some twenty miles to the west in the field of the Wry Bridge, and there was Holy Church overthrown; and the Abbot, who is as valiant a man as ever sang mass, though not over-wise in war, would not flee, and as none would slay him, might they help it, they had to lead him away, and he sits to this day in their strongest castle, the Red Mount west-away. Well, he being gone, and many of his wisest warriors slain, the rest ran into gates again; but when the Westlanders beset Higham and thought to have it good cheap, the monks and their men warded it not so ill but that the Westlanders broke their teeth over it. Forsooth, they turned away thence and took most of the castles and strong-houses of the Abbot’s lands; burned some and put garrisons into others, and drave away a mighty spoil of chattels and men and women, so that the lands of Higham are half ruined; and thereby the monks, though they be stout enough within their walls, will not suffer their men to ride abroad. Whereby, being cooped up in a narrow place, and with no deeds to hand to cheer their hearts withal, they are grown sour and churlish.”

“But, brother,” said Ralph, “howsoever churlish they may be, and howso timorous, I cannot see why they should shut their gates in our faces, a little band, when there is no foe anear them.”

“Ralph,” said Hugh, “thou must think of this once more, that the Dry Tree is no good let-pass to flourish in honest men’s faces; specialiter if they be monks. Amongst the brothers of Higham the tale goes that those Champions have made covenant with the devil to come to their above whensoever they be not more than one to five. Nay, moreover, it is said that there be very devils amongst them; some in the likeness of carles, and some (God help us) dressed up in women’s flesh; and fair flesh also, meseemeth. Also to-day they say in Higham that no otherwise might they ever have overcome the stark and cruel carles of the Burg of the Four Friths and chased them out of their town, as we know they have done. Hah! what sayest thou?”

“I say, Hugh,” quoth Ralph angrily, “that thou art a fool to go about with a budget of slanderous old wives’ tales.” Hugh laughed. “Be not so wroth, little lord, or I shall be asking thee tales of marvels also. But hearken. I shall smooth out thy frowns with a smile when thou hast heard this: this folk are not only afeard of their old enemies, the devil-led men, but also they fear those whom the devil-led men have driven out of house and home, to wit, the Burgers. Yet again they fear the Burgers yet more, because they have beaten some of the very foes of Higham, to wit, the Westland Barons; for they have taken from them some of their strong-holds, and are deemed to be gathering force.”

Ralph pondered a while, and then he said: “Brother, hast thou any tidings of Upmeads, or that these Burgers have gone down thither?” “God forbid!” said Hugh. “Nay, I have had no tidings of Upmeads since I was fool enough to leave it.”

“What! brother,” said Ralph, “thou hast not thriven then?”

“I have had ups and downs,” said Hugh, “but the ups have been one rung of the ladder, and the downs three — or more. Three months I sat in prison for getting me a broken head in a quarrel that concerned me not. Six months was I besieged in a town whither naught led me but ill-luck. Two days I wore in running thence, having scaled the wall and swam the ditch in the night. Three months I served squire to a knight who gave me the business of watching his wife of whom he was jealous; and to help me out of the weariness of his house I must needs make love myself to the said wife, who sooth to say was perchance worth it. Thence again I went by night and cloud. Ten months I wore away at the edge of the wildwood, and sometimes in it, with a sort of fellows who taught me many things, but not how to keep my hands from other men’s goods when I was hungry. There was I taken with some five others by certain sergeants of Higham, whom the warriors of the town had sent out cautiously to see if they might catch a few men for their ranks. Well, they gave me the choice of the gallows-tree or service for the Church, and so, my choice made, there have I been ever since, till I saw thy face this evening, fair sir.”

“Well, brother,” said Ralph, “all that shall be amended, and thou shalt back to Upmeads with me. Yet wert thou to amend thyself somewhat, it might not be ill.”

Quoth Hugh: “It shall be tried, brother. But may I ask thee somewhat?” Said Ralph: “Ask on.” “Fair Sir,” said Hugh, “thou seemedst grown into a pretty man when I saw thee e’en-now before this twilight made us all alike; but the men at thy back are not wont to be led by men who have not earned a warrior’s name, yet they follow thee: how cometh that about? Again, before the twilight gathered I saw the woman that rideth anigh us (who is now but a shadow) how fair and gentle she is: indeed there is no marvel in her following thee (though if she be an earl’s daughter she is a fair getting for an imp of Upmeads), for thou art a well shapen lad, little lord, and carriest a sweet tongue in thy mouth. But tell me, what is she?”

“Brother,” said Ralph kindly, “she is my wife.”

“I kiss her hands,” said Hugh; “but of what lineage is she?”

“She is my wife,” said Ralph. Said Hugh: “That is, forsooth, a high dignity.” Said Ralph: “Thou sayest sooth, though in mockery thou speakest, which is scarce kind to thine own mother’s son: but learn, brother, that I am become a Friend of the Well, and were meet to wed with the daughters of the best of the Kings: yet is this one meeter to wed with me than the highest of the Queens; for she also is a Friend of the Well. Moreover, thou sayest it that the champions of the Dry Tree, who would think but little of an earl for a leader, are eager to follow me: and if thou still doubt what this may mean, abide, till in two days or three thou see me before the foeman. Then shalt thou tell me how much changed I am from the stripling whom thou knewest in Upmeads a little while ago.”

Then was Hugh somewhat abashed, and he said: “I crave thy pardon, brother, but never had I a well filed tongue, and belike it hath grown no smoother amid the hard haps which have befallen me of late. Besides it was dull in there, and I must needs try to win a little mirth out of kith and kin.”

“So be it, lad,” quoth Ralph kindly, “thou didst ask and I told, and all is said.”

“Yet forsooth,” said Hugh, “thou hast given me marvel for marvel, brother.” “Even so,” said Ralph, “and hereafter I will tell thee more when we sit safe by the wine at Upmeads.”

Now cometh back one of the fore-riders and draweth rein by Ralph and saith that they are hard on a little thorp under the hanging of the hill that was the beginning of the Down country on that road. So Ralph bade make stay there and rest the night over, and seek new tidings on the morrow; and the man told Ralph that the folk of the thorp were fleeing fast at the tidings of their company, and that it were best that he and some half score should ride sharply into the thorp, so that it might not be quite bare of victuals when they came to their night’s lodging. Ralph bids him so do, but to heed well that he hurt no man, or let fire get into any house or roof; so he takes his knot of men and rides off on the spur, and Ralph and the main of them come on quietly; and when they came into the street of the thorp, lo there by the cross a big fire lighted, and the elders standing thereby cap in hand, and a score of stout carles with weapons in their hands. Then the chief man came up to Ralph and greeted him and said: “Lord, when we heard that an armed company was at hand we deemed no less than that the riders of the Burg were upon us, and deemed that there was nought for it but to flee each as far and as fast as he might. But now we have heard that thou art a good lord seeking his own with the help of worthy champions, and a foeman to those devils of the Burg, we bid thee look upon us and all we have as thine, lord, and take kindly such guesting as we may give thee.”

The old man’s voice quavered a little as he looked on the stark shapes of the Dry Tree; but Ralph looked kindly on him, and said: “Yea, my master, we will but ask for a covering for our heads, and what victual thou mayst easily spare us in return for good silver, and thou shalt have our thanks withal. But who be these stout lads with staves and bucklers, or whither will they to-night?”

Thereat a tall young man with a spear in his hand and girt with a short sword came forth and said boldly: “Lord, we be a few who thought when we heard that the Burg-devils were at hand that we might as well die in the field giving stroke for stroke, as be hauled off and drop to pieces under the hands of their tormentors; and now thou hast come, we have little will to abide behind, but were fain to follow thee, and do thee what good we can: and after thou hast come to thine above, when we go back to our kin thou mayst give us a gift if it please thee: but we deem that no great matter if thou but give us leave to have the comfort of thee and thy Champions for a while in these hard days.”

When he had done speaking there rose up from the Champions a hum as of praise, and Ralph was well-pleased withal, deeming it a good omen; so he said: “Fear not, good fellows, that I shall forget you when we have overcome the foemen, and meanwhile we will live and die together. But thou, ancient man, show our sergeants where our riders shall lie to-night, and what they shall do with their horses.”

So the elders marshalled the little host to their abodes for that night, lodging the more part of them in a big barn on the western outskirt of the thorp. The elder who led them thither, brought them victual and good drink, and said to them: “Lords, ye were best to keep a good watch to-night because it is on this side that we may look for an onfall from the foemen if they be abroad to-night; and sooth to say that is one cause we have bestowed you here, deeming that ye would not grudge us the solace of knowing that your valiant bodies were betwixt us and them, for we be a poor unwalled people.”

Stephen to whom he spake laughed at his word, and said: “Heart-up, carle! within these few days we shall build up a better wall than ye may have of stone and lime; and that is the overthrow of our foemen in the open field.”

So there was kindness and good fellowship betwixt the thorp-dwellers and the riders, and the country folk told those others many tales of the evil deeds of the Burg-devils, as they called them; but they could not tell them for certain whether they had gone down into Upmeads.

As to Ralph and Ursula they, with Richard and Roger, were lodged in the headman’s house, and had good feast there, and he also talked over the where-abouts of the Burgers with the thorp-dwellers, but might have no certain tidings. So he and Ursula and his fellows went to bed and slept peacefully for the first hours of the night.






  








CHAPTER 22
 

An Old Acquaintance Comes From the Down Country to See Ralph
 

But an hour after midnight Ralph arose, as his purpose was, and called Richard, and they took their swords and went forth and about the thorp and around its outskirts, and found naught worse than their own watch any where; so they came back again to their quarters and found Roger standing at the door, who said to Ralph: “Lord, here is a man who would see thee.” “What like is he?” said Ralph. Said Roger “He is an old man, but a tough one; however, I have got his weapons from him.” “Bring him in,” said Ralph, “and he shall have his say.”

So they all went into the chamber together and there was light therein; but the man said to Ralph: “Art thou the Captain of the men-at-arms, lord?” “Yea,” said Ralph. Said the man, “I were as lief have these others away.” “So be it,” said Ralph; “depart for a little while, friends.” So they went but Ursula lay in the bed, which was in a nook in the wall; the man looked about the chamber and said: “Is there any one in the bed?” “Yea,” said Ralph, “my wife, good fellow; shall she go also?” “Nay,” said the carle, “we shall do as we are now. So I will begin my tale.”

Ralph looked on him and deemed he had seen him before, but could not altogether call his visage to mind; so he held his peace and the man went on.

“I am of the folk of the shepherds of the Downs: we be not a many by count of noses, but each one of us who is come to man’s yean, and many who be past them, as I myself, can handle weapons at a pinch. Now some deal we have been harried and have suffered by these wretches who have eaten into the bowels of this land; that is to say, they have lifted our sheep, and slain some of us who withstood them: but whereas our houses be uncostly and that we move about easily from one hill-side to another, it is like that we should have deemed it wisest to have borne this trouble, like others of wind and weather, without seeking new remedy, but that there have been tokens on earth and in the heavens, whereof it is too long to tell thee, lord, at present, which have stirred up our scattered folk to meet together in arms. Moreover, the blood of our young men is up, because the Burg-devils have taken some of our women, and have mishandled them grievously and shamefully, so that naught will keep point and edge from seeking the war-clash. Furthermore, there is an old tale which hath now come up again, That some time when our folk shall be in great need, there shall come to our helping one from afar, whose home is anigh; a stripling and a great man; a runaway, and the conqueror of many: then, say they, shall the point and the edge bring the red water down on the dear dales; whereby we understand that the blood of men shall be shed there, and naught to our shame or dishonour. Again I mind me of a rhyme concerning this which sayeth:

The Dry Tree shall be seen
 On the green earth, and green
 The Well-spring shall arise
 For the hope of the wise.
 They are one which were twain,
 The Tree bloometh again,
 And the Well-spring hath come
 From the waste to the home.
 

Well, lord, thou shalt tell me presently if this hath aught to do with thee: for indeed I saw the Dry Tree, which hath scared us so many a time, beaten on thy sergeants’ coats; but now I will go on and make an end of my story.”

Ralph nodded to him kindly, for now he remembered the carle, though he had seen him but that once when he rode the Greenway across the downs to Higham. The old man looked up at him as if he too had an inkling of old acquaintance with Ralph, but went on presently:

“There is a woman who dwells alone with none to help her, anigh to Saint Ann’s Chapel; a woman not very old; for she is of mine own age, and time was we have had many a fair play in the ingles of the downs in the July weather — not very old, I say, but wondrous wise, as I know better than most men; for oft, even when she was young, would she foretell things to come to me, and ever it fell out according to her spaedom. To the said woman I sought to-day in the morning, not to win any wisdom of her, but to talk over remembrances of old days; but when I came into her house, lo, there was my carline walking up and down the floor, and she turned round upon me like the young woman of past days, and stamped her foot and cried out: ‘What does the sluggard dallying about women’s chambers when the time is come for the deliverance?’

“I let her talk, and spake no word lest I should spoil her story, and she went on:

“‘Take thy staff, lad, for thou art stout as well as merry, and go adown to the thorps at the feet of the downs toward Higham; keep thee well from the Burg-devils, and go from stead to stead till thou comest on a captain of men-at-arms who is lord over a company of green-coats, green-coats of the Dry Tree — a young lord, fair-faced, and kind-faced, and mighty, and not to be conquered, and the blessing of the folk and the leader of the Shepherds, and the foe of their foeman and the well-beloved of Bear-father. Go night and day, sit not down to eat, stand not to drink; heed none that crieth after thee for deliverance, but go, go, go till thou hast found him. Meseems I see him riding toward Higham, but those dastards will not open gate to him, of that be sure. He shall pass on and lie to-night, it may be at Mileham, it may be at Milton, it may be at Garton; at one of those thorps shall ye find him. And when ye have found him thus bespeak him: O bright Friend of the Well, turn not aside to fall on the Burgers in this land, either at Foxworth Castle, or the Longford, or the Nineways Garth: all that thou mayest do hereafter, thou or thy champions. There be Burgers otherwhere, housed in no strong castle, but wending the road toward the fair greensward of Upmeads. If thou delay to go look on them, then shall thy work be to begin again amid sorrow of heart and loss that may not be remedied.’ Hast thou heard me, lord?”

“Yea, verily,” said Ralph, “and at sunrise shall we be in the saddle to ride straight to Upmeads. For I know thee, friend.”

“Hold a while,” said the carle, “for meseemeth I know thee also. But this withal she said: ‘But hearken, Giles, hearken a while, for I see him clearly, and the men that he rideth with, and the men that are following to his aid, fierce and fell are they; but so withal are the foemen that await them, and his are few, howsoever fierce. Therefore bid him this also. Haste, haste, haste! But haste not overmuch, lest thou speed the worse: in Bear Castle I see a mote of our folk, and thee amidst of it with thy champions, and I see the staves of the Shepherds rising round thee like a wood. In Wulstead I see a valiant man with sword by side and sallet on head, and with him sitteth a tall man-at-arms grizzle-headed and red-bearded, big-boned and mighty; they sit at the wine in a fair chamber, and a well-looking dame serveth them; and there are weaponed men no few about the streets. Wilt thou pass by friends, and old friends? Now ride on, Green Coats! stride forth, Shepherds! staves on your shoulders, Wool-wards! and there goes the host over the hills into Upmeads, and the Burg-devils will have come from the Wood Debateable to find graves by the fair river. And then do thy will, O Friend of the Well.’”

The carle took a breath, and then he said: “Lord, this is the say I was charged with, and if thou understandest it, well; but if it be dark to thee, I may make it clear if thou ask me aught.”

Ralph pondered a while, and then he said: “Is it known of others than thy spaewife that the Burgers be in Upmeads?” “Nay, lord,” said the carle, “and this also I say to thee, that I deem what she said that they be not in Upmeads yet, and but drawing thitherward, as I deem from the Wood Debateable.”

Ralph arose from his seat and strode up and down the chamber a while; then he went to bed, and stood over Ursula, who lay twixt sleeping and waking, for she was weary; then he came back to the carle, and said to him: “Good friend, I thank thee, and this is what I shall do: when daylight is broad (and lo, the dawn beginning!) I shall gather my men, and ride the shortest way, which thou shalt show me, to Bear Castle, and there I shall give the token of the four fires which erewhile a good man of the Shepherds bade me if I were in need. And it seems to me that there shall the mote be hallowed, though it may be not before nightfall. But the mote done, we shall wend, the whole host of us, be we few or many, down to Wulstead, where we shall fall in with my friend Clement Chapman, and hear tidings. Thence shall we wend the dear ways I know into the land where I was born and the folk amongst whom I shall die. And so let St. Nicholas and All Hallows do as they will with us. Deemest thou, friend, that this is the meaning of thy wise she-friend?”

The carle’s eyes glittered, and he rose up and stood close by Ralph, and said: “Even so she meant; and now I seem to see that but few of thy riders shall be lacking when they turn their heads away from Upmeads towards the strong-places of the Burg-devils that are hereabouts. But tell me, Captain of the host, is that victual and bread that I see on the board?”

Ralph laughed: “Fall to, friend, and eat thy fill; and here is wine withal. Thou needest not to fear it. Wert thou any the worse of the wine that Thirly poured into thee that other day?”

“Nay, nay, master,” said the carle between his mouthfuls, “but mickle the better, as I shall be after this: all luck to thee! Yet see I that I need not wish thee luck, since that is thine already. Sooth to say, I deemed I knew thee when I first set eyes on thee again. I looked not to see thee more; though I spoke to thee words at that time which came from my heart, almost without my will. Though it is but a little while ago, thou hast changed much since then, and hast got another sort of look in the eyes than then they had. Nay, nay,” said he laughing, “not when thou lookest on me so frankly and kindly; that is like thy look when we passed Thirly about. Yea, I see the fashion of it: one look is for thy friends, another for thy foes. God be praised for both. And now I am full, I will go look on thy wife.”

So he went up to the bed and stood over Ursula, while she, who was not fully awake, smiled up into his face. The old man smiled back at her and bent down and kissed her mouth, and said: “I ask thy pardon, lady, and thine, my lord, if I be too free, but such is our custom of the Downs; and sooth to say thy face is one that even a old man should not fail to kiss if occasion serve, so that he may go to paradise with the taste thereof on his lips.”

“We are nowise hurt by thy love, friend,” said Ursula; “God make thy latter days of life sweet to thee!”






  








CHAPTER 23
 

They Ride to Bear Castle
 

But while they spake thus and were merry, the dawn had wellnigh passed into daylight. Then Ralph bade old Giles sleep for an hour, and went forth and called Roger and Richard and went to the great barn. There he bade the watch wake up Stephen and all men, and they gat to horse as speedily as they might, and were on the road ere the sun was fully up. The spearmen of the thorp did not fail them, and numbered twenty and three all told. Giles had a horse given him and rode the way by Ralph.

They rode up and down the hills and dales, but went across country and not by the Greenway, for thuswise the road was shorter.

But when they had gone some two leagues, and were nigh on top of a certain low green ridge, they deemed that they heard men’s voices anigh and the clash of arms; and it must be said that by Ralph’s rede they journeyed somewhat silently. So Ralph, who was riding first with Giles, bid all stay and let the crown of the ridge cover them. So did they, and Giles gat off his horse and crept on to the top of the ridge till he could see down to the dale below. Presently he came down again the old face of him puckered with mirth, and said softly to Ralph: “Did I not say thou wert lucky? here is the first fruits thereof. Ride over the ridge, lord, at once, and ye shall have what there is of them as safe as a sheep in a penfold.”

So Ralph drew sword and beckoned his men up, and they all handled their weapons and rode over the brow, and tarried not one moment there, not even to cry their cries; for down in the bottom were a sort of men, two score and six (as they counted them afterward) sitting or lying about a cooking fire, or loitering here and there, with their horses standing behind them, and they mostly unhelmed. The Champions knew them at once for men of their old foes, and there was scarce time for a word ere the full half of them had passed by the sword of the Dry Tree; then Ralph cried out to spare the rest, unless they offered to run; so the foemen cast down their weapons and stood still, and were presently brought before Ralph, who sat on the grass amidst of the ring of the Champions. He looked on them a while and remembered the favour of those whom he had seen erewhile in the Burg; but ere he could speak Giles said softly in his ear: “These be of the Burg, forsooth, as ye may see by their dogs’ faces; but they be not clad nor armed as those whom we have met heretofore. Ask them whence they be, lord.”

Ralph spake and said: “Whence and whither are ye, ye manslayers?” But no man of them answered. Then said Ralph: “Pass these murderers by the edge of the sword, Stephen; unless some one of them will save his life and the life of his fellows by speaking.”

As he spake, one of the youngest of the men hung down his head a little, and then raised it up: “Wilt thou spare our lives if I speak?” “Yea,” said Ralph. “Wilt thou swear it by the edge of the blade?” said the man. Ralph drew forth his sword and said: “Lo then! I swear it.” The man nodded his head, and said: “Few words are best; and whereas I wot not if my words will avail thee aught, and since they will save our lives, I will tell thee truly. We are men of the Burg whom these green-coated thieves drave out of the Burg on an unlucky day. Well, some of us, of whom I was one, fetched a compass and crossed the water that runneth through Upmeads by the Red Bridge, and so gat us into the Wood Debateable through the Uplands. There we struck a bargain with the main band of strong-thieves of the wood, that we and they together would get us a new home in Upmeads, which is a fat and pleasant land. So we got us ready; but the Woodmen told us that the Upmeads carles, though they be not many, are strong and dauntless, and since we now had pleasant life before us, with good thralls to work for us, and with plenty of fair women for our bed-mates, we deemed it best to have the most numbers we might, so that we might over-whelm the said carles at one blow, and get as few of ourselves slain as might be. Now we knew that another band of us had entered the lands of the Abbot of Higham, and had taken hold of some of his castles; wherefore the captains considered and thought, and sent us to give bidding to our folk south here to march at once toward us in Upmeads, that our bands might meet there, and scatter all before us. There is our story, lord.”

Ralph knitted his brow, and said: “Tell me (and thy life lieth on thy giving true answers), do thy folk in these strongholds know of your purpose of falling upon Upmeads?” “Nay,” said the Burger. Said Ralph: “And will they know otherwise if ye do them not to wit?” “Nay,” again said the man. Said Ralph: “Are thy folk already in Upmeads?” “Nay,” said the captive, “but by this time they will be on the road thither.” “How many all told?” said Ralph The man reddened and stammered: “A thousand — two — two thousand — A thousand, lord,” said he. “Get thy sword ready, Stephen,” said Ralph. “How many, on thy life, Burger?” “Two thousand, lord,” said the man. “And how many do ye look to have from Higham-land?” Said the Burger, “Somewhat more than a thousand.” Withal he looked uneasily at his fellows, some of whom were scowling on him felly. “Tell me now,” said Ralph, “where be the other bands of the Burgers?”

Ere the captive could speak, he who stood next him snatched an unsheathed knife from the girdle of one of the Dry Tree, and quick as lightning thrust it into his fellow’s belly, so that he fell dead at once amongst them. Then Stephen, who had his sword naked in his hand, straightway hewed down the slayer, and swords came out of the scabbards everywhere; and it went but a little but that all the Burgers were slain at once. But Ralph cried out: “Put up your swords, Champions! Stephen slew yonder man for slaying his fellow, who was under my ward, and that was but his due. But I have given life to these others, and so it must be held to. Tie their hands behind them and let us on to Bear Castle. For this tide brooks no delay.”

So they gat to horse, and the footmen from Garton mounted the horses of the slain Burgers, and had the charge of guarding the twenty that were left. So they rode off all of them toward Bear Castle, and shortly to say it, came within sight of its rampart two hours before noon. Sooner had they came thither; but divers times they caught up with small companies of weaponed men, whose heads were turned the same way; and Giles told Ralph each time that they were of the Shepherd-folk going to the mote. But now when they were come so nigh to the castle they saw a very stream of men setting that way, and winding up the hill to the rampart. And Giles said: “It is not to be doubted but that Martha hath sent round the war-brand, and thou wilt presently have an host that will meet thy foemen without delay; and what there lacks in number shall be made good by thy luck, which once again was shown by our falling in with that company e’en now.”

“Yea truly,” said Ralph, “but wilt thou now tell me how I shall guide myself amongst thy folk, and if they will grant me the aid I ask?”

“Look, look,” said Giles, “already some one hath made clear thine asking to our folk; and hearken! up there they are naming the ancient Father of our Race, without whom we may do nought, even with the blessed saints to aid. There then is thine answer, lord.”

Indeed as he spoke came down on the wind the voice of a chant, sung by many folk, the words whereof he well remembered: SMITE ASIDE AXE, O BEAR-FATHER. And therewith rose up into the air a column of smoke intermingled with fire from each of the four corners of that stronghold of the Ancient Folk. Ralph rejoiced when he saw it, and the heart rose within him and fluttered in his bosom, and Ursula, who rode close behind him, looked up into his face well pleased and happy.

Thus rode they up the bent and over the turf bridge into the plain of the garth, and whatso of people were there flocked about to behold the new-come warriors; sooth to say, there were but some two hundreds, who looked but few indeed in the great square place, but more were streaming in every minute. Giles led him and his men into the north-east corner of the castle, and there they gat off their horses and lay down on the grass awaiting what should betide.






  








CHAPTER 24
 

The Folkmote of the Shepherds
 

In about an hour all the folk within the castle began to set toward the ingle wherein lay Ralph and his fellows, and then all rose up, while the folk of the Shepherds took their places on the slopes of the earth walls, but on the top hard by the fire, which was still burning, stood up an old hoar man with a beard exceeding long; he had a sallet on his head, and held a guisarme in his hand. All men held their peace when they saw him standing there; and straightway he proclaimed the hallowing of the Mote in such form of words as was due amongst that folk, and which were somewhat long to tell here. Then was silence again for a little, and then the old man spake: “Few words are best to-day, neighbours; for wherefore are we met together?” There arose a hum of assent from the Shepherds as he spoke and men clashed their weapons together; but none said any clear word. Then spake the old man: “We be met together because we have trouble on hand, and because there is a helper to hand, of whom the words of the wise and tales of old have told us; and because as he shall help us, so shall we help him, since indeed our trouble is his also: now, neighbours, shall I say the word for you which ye would say to this young man, who is nevertheless old in wisdom, and true-hearted and kind?”

Then came the hum of yeasay again, the clashing of weapons, and the old man spake again: “Ralph of Upmeads, there thou standest, wilt thou help us against the tyrants, as we shall help thee?”

“Yea,” said Ralph. Said the Elder: “Wilt thou be our Captain, if we do according to thy bidding? For thou needest not fear our failing thee.”

“Yea verily,” said Ralph.

Said the Elder: “Ralph of Upmeads, wilt thou be our Captain as an alien and a hireling, or as a brother?”

“As a brother,” quoth Ralph.

“Come up here then, Captain of our folk, and take my hand in thine, and swear by our fathers and thine to be a true brother of us, and take this ancient staff of war in thine hand. And, ye kindred of the Shepherds, bear witness of his swearing. Yea and ye also, O neighbours of the Dry Tree!”

So Ralph went up on the wall-top and took the Elder’s hand, and took from him the ancient guisarme, which was inlaid with gold letters of old time; and he swore in a loud voice to be a true brother of the Shepherd-folk, and raised the weapon aloft and shook it strongly, and all the Folk cried, “Hail our brother!” and the Champions shouted gladly withal, and great joy there was in that ingle of the ancient work.

Then spake the Elder and said: “Ye champions of the Dry Tree, will ye wend with us under the Captain our brother against his foemen and ours?”

Then stood forth Stephen a-Hurst and said, “Master shepherd, for nought else are we come hither.”

Said the Elder: “Will ye come with us as friends or as hirelings? for in any case we would have you by our sides, and not in face of us; and though we be shepherds, and unhoused, or ill-housed, yet have we wherewithal to wage you, as ye know well enough, who have whiles lifted our gear.”

Then Stephen laughed and said: “True it is that we have whiles driven prey in your country, yea, and had some hard knocks therein; but all that was in playing the game of war, and now since we are to fight side by side, we will be paid by our foes and not by our friends; so neither hair nor wool will we have of yours, whatever we may have of the Burgers; and it is like that we shall be good friends of yours hence-forward.”

Once more all they that were there shouted. But once more the Elder spoke and said: “Is any man now wishful to speak?” None answered till a big and burly man rose up and said: “Nay, Tall Thomas, thou hast said and done all that need was, and I deem that time presses; wherefore my mind is that we now break up this mote, and that after we have eaten a morsel we get ourselves into due array and take to the road. Now let any man speak against this if he will.”

None gainsaid him; nay, all seemed well-pleased. So the Elder proclaimed the breaking up of the mote, and they went from out the hallowed place and sat down in the dyke on the outside of the rampart and behind the country which stretched out all lovely and blue before them, for the day was bright and fair. There then certain women brought victual and drink to them, and served the strangers first.

So when they had eaten and drunk, Ralph bade the Shepherds array them duly, and appointed them leaders of tens and hundreds with the help of Giles, who was now clad in a hauberk and mail-coif and looked a proper man-at-arms. Then they told over their company, and numbered of the Dry Tree one hundred and fifty champions, outtaken Stephen and Roger; of the men of Garton were twenty and two, and of the Shepherds three hundred and seventy and seven stout carles, some eighty of whom had bows, and the rest glaives and spears and other staff-weapons. There was not much armour of defence amongst them, but they were one and all stark carles and doughty.

So when they were told over and made five hundred and fifty and four, they gat them into array for the road; and Ralph went afoot with no armour but his sallet, and a light coat of fence which he had gotten him in the Burg. He would have had Ursula ride on her palfrey with the Sage, but she would not, and held it for mirth and pleasure that she should go afoot through the land, now she was so nigh come home to her lord’s house; so she went forth by Ralph’s side with her broidered gown trussed through her girdle so that the trimness of her feet drew the eyes of all men to them. As for Richard, he took a half score of the champions, and they rode on ahead to see that all was clear before the main host; which he might well do, as he knew the country so well.






  








CHAPTER 25
 

They Come to Wulstead
 

Thus went they, and nought befell them to tell of till they came anigh the gates of Wulstead hard on sunset. The gates, it has been said; for whereas Ralph left Wulstead a town unwalled, he now found it fenced with pales, and with two towers strongly framed of timber, one on either side the gate, and on the battlements of the said towers they saw spears glittering; before the gate they saw a barrier of big beams also, and the gleaming of armour therein. Ralph was glad when he saw that they meant some defence; for though Wulstead was not in the lands of Upmeads, yet it was always a friendly neighbour, and he looked to eke out his host therein.

Wulstead standeth on a little hill or swelling of the earth, and the road that the company of Ralph took went up to the gate across the plain meadows, which had but here and there a tree upon them, so that the going of the company was beheld clearly from the gate; as was well seen, because anon came the sound of the blowing of great horns, and the spears thickened in the towers. Then Ralph stayed his company two bowshots from the barriers, while he himself, with his sword in his sheath, took Ursula’s hand and set forth an easy pace toward the gate. Some of his company, and specially Roger and Stephen, would have letted him; but he laughed and said, “Why, lads, why? these be friends.” “Yea,” quoth Roger, “but an arrow knoweth no kindred nor well-willers: have a care, lord.” Said the Sage of Swevenham: “Ye speak but after the folly of men of war; the hands and the eyes that be behind the bows have other hands and eyes behind them which shall not suffer that a Friend of the Well shall be hurt.”

So Ralph and Ursula went forth, and came within a stone’s cast of the barrier, when Ralph lifted up his voice and said: “Is there a captain of the townsfolk within the timber there?” A cheery voice answered him: “Yea, yea, lad; spare thy breath; I am coming to thee.”

And therewith a man came from out the barrier and did off his headpiece and ran straight toward Ralph, who saw at once that it was Clement Chapman; he made no more ado, but coming up to Ralph fell to clipping him in his arms, while the tears ran down his face. Then he stood aloof and gazed upon him speechless a little while, and then spake: “Hail, and a hundred times hail! but now I look on thee I see what hath betid, and that thou art too noble and high that I should have cast mine arms about thee. But now as for this one, I will be better mannered with her.”

Therewith he knelt down before Ursula, and kissed her feet, but reverently. And she stooped down and raised him up, with a merry countenance kissed his face, and stroked his cheeks with her hand and said: “Hail, friend of my lord! Was it not rather thou than he who delivered me from the pain and shame of Utterbol, whereas thou didst bring him safe through the mountains unto Goldburg? And but for that there had been no Well, either for him or for me.”

But Clement stood with his head hanging down, and his face reddening. Till Ralph said to him: “Hail, friend! many a time we thought of this meeting when we were far away and hard bestead; but this is better than all we thought of. But now, Clement, hold up thine head and be a stout man of war, for thou seest that we are not alone.”

Said Clement: “Yea, fair lord, and timely ye come, both thou and thy company; and now that I have my speech again which joy hath taken away from me at the first, I shall tell thee this, that if ye go further than the good town ye shall be met and fought withal by men who are over-many and over-fierce for us.” “Yea,” said Ralph, “and how many be they?” Quoth Clement: “How many men may be amongst them I wot not, but I deem there be some two thousand devils.”

Now Ralph reddened, and he took Clement by the shoulder, and said: “Tell me, Clement, are they yet in Upmeads?” “Sooth to say,” said Clement, “by this while they may be therein; but this morn it was yet free of them; but when thou art home in our house, thy gossip shall belike tell thee much more than I can; for she is foreseeing, and hath told us much in this matter also that hath come to pass.” Then spake Ralph: “Where are my father and my mother; and shall I go after them at once without resting, through the dark night and all?”

Said Clement, and therewith his face brightened: “Nay, thou needest go no further to look for them than the House of Black Canons within our walls: there are they dwelling in all honour and dignity these two days past.” “What!” said Ralph, “have they fled from Upmeads, and left the High House empty? I pray thee, Clement, bring me to them as speedily as may be.”

“Verily,” said Clement, “they have fled, with many another, women and children and old men, who should but hinder the carles who have abided behind. Nicholas Longshanks is the leader of them down there, and the High House is their stronghold in a way; though forsooth their stout heads and strong hands are better defence.”

Here Ralph brake in: “Sweetling Ursula, though thy feet have worn a many miles to-day, I bid thee hasten back to the company and tell Richard that it is as I said, to wit, that friends, and good guesting await them; so let them hasten hither and come within gates at once. For as for me, I have sworn it that I will not go one step back till I have seen my father and mother in their house of Upmeads. Is it well said, Clement?” “Yea, forsooth,” said Clement; but he could not take his eyes off Ursula’s loveliness, as she kilted her skirts and ran her ways like one of Diana’s ladies in the wildwood. At last he said, “Thou shalt wot, fair sir, that ye will have a little band to go with thee from us of Wulstead; forsooth we had gone to-morrow morn in any case, but since thou art here, all is well.” Even as he spake a great shout broke out from the company as Ursula had given her message, and then came the tramp of men and horses and the clash of weapons as they set forward; and Clement looked and beheld how first of all the array came Ursula, bearing the hallowed staff in her hand; for her heart also was set on what was to come. Then cried out Clement: “Happy art thou, lord, and happy shalt thou be, and who shall withstand thee? Lo! what a war-duke it is! and what a leader that marches with fate in her hands before thine host!”

Therewith were they all joined together, and Ursula gave the guisarme into Ralph’s hand, and with his other hand he took hers, and the bar of the barrier was lifted and the gates thrown open, and they all streamed into the street, the champions coming last and towering over the footmen as they sat, big men on their big horses, as if they were very bodyguards of the God of War.






  








CHAPTER 26
 

Ralph Sees His Father and Mother Again
 

Thus came they into the market-place of Wulstead nigh to Clement’s house, and there the company stood in ordered ranks. Ralph looked round about half expecting to see his gossip standing in the door; but Clement smiled and said: “Thou art looking round for thy gossip, fair sir; but she is upon the north gate in war-gear; for we be too few in Wulstead to spare so clean-limbed and strong-armed a dame from our muster; but she shall be here against thou comest back from the Austin Canons, wither forsooth thou mayst go at once if thou wilt let me be master in the matter of lodging.” Said Ralph, smiling: “Well, Ring of Wulstead, since thou givest leave I will e’en take it, nor needest thou give me any guide to the House of St. Austin, for I know it well. Sweetheart,” said he, turning to Ursula, “what sayest thou: wilt thou come with me, or abide till to-morrow, when I shall show thee to my kinsmen?” “Nay,” she said, “I will with thee at once, my lord, if thou wilt be kind and take me; for meseemeth I also have a word to say to thy father, and the mother that bore thee.”

“And thou, Hugh,” said Ralph, “what sayest thou?” “Why, brother,” said Hugh, “I think my blessing will abide the morrow’s morn, for I have nought so fair and dear to show our father and mother as thou hast. Also to-morrow thou wilt have more to do; since thou art a captain, and I but a single varlet.” And he smiled a little sourly on Ralph; who heeded it little, but took Ursula’s hand and went his way with her.

It was but a few minutes for them to come to the House of the Canons, which was well walled toward the fields at the west of the town, so that it was its chief defence of that side. It was a fair house with a church but just finished, and Ralph could see down the street its new white pinnacles and the cross on its eastern gable rising over the ridge of the dortoir. They came to the gate, and round about it were standing men-at-arms not a few, who seemed doughty enough at first sight; but when Ralph looked on them he knew some of them, that they were old men, and somewhat past warlike deeds, for in sooth they were carles of Upmeads. Him they knew not, for he had somewhat cast down the visor of his helm; but they looked eagerly on the fair lady and the goodly knight.

So Ralph spake to the porter and bade him show him where was King Peter of Upmeads and his Lady wife; and the porter made him obeisance and told him that they were in the church, wherein was service toward; and bade him enter. So they went in and entered the church, and it was somewhat dim, because the sun was set, and there were many pictures, and knots of flowers in the glass of the windows.

So they went halfway down the nave, and stood together there; and the whole church was full of the music that the minstrels were making in the rood-loft, and most heavenly sweet it was; and as Ralph stood there his heart heaved with hope and love and the sweetness of his youth; and he looked at Ursula, and she hung her head, and he saw that her shoulders were shaken with sobs; but he knew that it was with her as with him, so he spake no word to her.

Now when his eyes cleared and he was used to the twilight of the church, he looked toward the choir, and saw near to the Jesus altar a man and a woman standing together even as they were standing, and they were somewhat stricken in years. So presently he knew that this would be his father and mother; so he stood still and waited till the service should be over; and by then it was done the twilight was growing fast in the church, and the sacristan was lighting a lamp here and there in some of the chapels, and the aisles of the choir.

So King Peter and his wife turned and came slowly down the nave, and when they were come anigh, Ralph spake aloud, and said: “Hail, King Peter of Upmeads!” And the old man stopped and said unto him: “Yea, forsooth, my name is Peter, and my business is to be a king, or a kinglet rather; and once it seemed no such hard craft; but now it all goes otherwise, and belike my craft has left me; even as it fares with a leech when folk are either too well or too ill to need his leech-craft.”

Then he looked at Ralph and at Ursula, and said: “Either my eyes are worse than I deemed yesterday, or thou art young, and a gallant knight, and she that is standing by thee is young, and fair. Ah, lad! time was when I would have bid thee come home, thou and thy sweetling, to my house with me, and abide there in ease and feastfully; but now the best rede I can give thee is to get thee gone from the land, for there is all unpeace in it. And yet, forsooth, friend, I know not where to send thee to seek for peace, since Upmeads hath failed us.”

While he spoke, and Ralph was sore moved by the sound of his voice, and his speech wherein kindness and mocking was so blended, the Dame of Upmeads came to Ralph and laid her hand on his arm, and said in a pleasant voice, for she was soft-hearted and soft-spoken both: “Will not the fair young warrior and his mate do so much for an old man and his wife, who have heard not tidings of their best beloved son for two years well nigh, as to come with them to their chamber, and answer a little question or two as to the parts of the world they have seen of late?”

Ralph nodded yeasay and began to move toward the porch, the Dame of Upmeads sticking close to him all the time, and King Peter following after and saying: “Yea, young man, thou mayst think the worse of me for hanging about here amongst the monks, when e’en now, for all I know, the battle is pitched in Upmeads; but Nicholas and all of them would have it so — Yea, and all my sons are away, fair sir; though of the eldest, who meseems was born with a long head, we hear that he is thriving, and hath grown great.”

As he spake they were come into the porch, and passed into the open air, where it was still light; then the Dame turned round on Ralph and caught him by the two arms and cried out and cast her arms about his neck; and when she could sunder herself a little from him, she said: “O Ralph, I deemed that I knew thy voice, but I durst not halse thee till I knew it was mine own flesh and blood, lest I should have died for grief to think it was thee when it was not. O son, how fair thou art! Now do off thy sallet that I may see thee, thy face and thy curly head.”

So did he, smiling as one who loved her, and again she fell to kissing and clipping him. Then his father came up and thrust her aside gently and embraced him also, and said: “Tell me, son, what thou are become? Thou art grown much of a man since thou stolest thyself away from me. Is there aught behind this goodly raiment of thine? And this fair lady, hath she stolen thee away from thy foes to bring thee home to us?”

Ralph laughed and said: “No less than that, father; I will tell thee all presently; but this first, that I am the captain of a goodly company of men-at-arms; and” — — “Ah, son, sweetheart,” said his mother, “and thou wilt be going away from us again to seek more fame: and yet, as I look on thee thou seemest to have grown great enough already. I deem thou wilt not leave us.”

“Mother, my dear,” said Ralph, “to-morrow morn we shall go down to battle in Upmeads, and the day after I shall come hither again, and bring you back to the High House with all honour and glory. But look, mother,” and he took Ursula’s hand, “here is a daughter and a darling that I have brought back to thee, for this is my wedded wife.”

Then Ursula looked beseechingly at the Dame, who took her in her arms and clipped her and kissed her; and said, “Welcome, daughter; for I feel thy body that thou lovest me.”

Then said King Peter; “Forsooth, son, she is a sweet and dainty creature. If there be a fairer than her, I wot not; but none so fair have mine eyes looked on. Tell me whose daughter she is, and of what lineage?” And therewith he took her hand and kissed her.

But Ursula said: “I am come of no earl or baron. I am a yeoman’s daughter, and both my father and my mother are dead, and I have no nigh kin save one brother who loveth me not, and would heed it little if he never saw my face again. Now I tell thee this: that if my lord biddeth me go from him, I will depart; but for the bidding of none else will I leave him.”

King Peter laughed and said: “Never will I bid thee depart.” Then he took her hand and said: “Sweetling, fair daughter, what is thy name?” “Ursula,” she said. Said he: “Ursula, thy palms are harder than be the hands of the dainty dames of the cities, but there is no churls’ blood in thee meseemeth. What is thy kindred of the yeoman?” She said: “We be come of the Geirings of old time: it may be that the spear is broken, and the banner torn; but we forget not our forefathers, though we labour afield, and the barons and the earls call us churls. It is told amongst us that that word is but another way of saying earl and that it meaneth a man.”

Then spoke Ralph: “Father and mother both, I may well thank thee and bless thee that your eyes look upon this half of me with kind eyes. And now I shall tell thee that for this woman, her heart is greater than a king’s or a leader of folk. And meseemeth her palms have hardened with the labour of delivering me from many troubles.”

Then the Dame of Upmeads put her arms about Ursula’s neck again, and bade her all welcome once more, with sweet words of darling and dear, and well-beloved daughter.

But King Peter said: “Son, thou hast not told me what thou are become; and true it is that thou hast the look of a great one.”

Said Ralph: “Father and King, I have become the Lord of the Little Land of Abundance, the sworn brother of the Champions of the Dry Tree, the Lord of the Castle of the Scaur, the brother and Warduke of the Shepherds; and to-morrow shall I be the Conqueror of the robbers and the devils of the Burg. And this be not enough for me, hearken! I and my wife both, yea and she leading me, have drunk of the Well at the World’s End, and have become Friends thereof.”

And he looked at his father with looks of love, and his father drew nigh to him again, and embraced him once more, and stroked his cheeks and kissed him as if he had become a child again: “O son,” said he, “whatsoever thou dost, that thou dost full well. And lo, one while when I look on thee thou art my dear and sweet child, as thou wert years agone, and I love thee dearly and finely; and another while thou art a great and mighty man, and I fear thee; so much greater thou seemest than we poor upland folk.”

Then smiled Ralph for love and happiness, and he said: “Father, I am thy child in the house and at the board, and that is for thine helping. And I am thy champion and the fierce warrior afield, and that also is for thine helping. Be of good cheer; for thine house shall not wane, but wax.” And all those four were full of joy and their hearts were raised aloft.

But as they spake thus came a lay-brother and bent the knee before King Peter and bade him and the Dame of Upmeads to supper in the name of the Prior, and the Captain and the Lady therewith; for indeed the rumour of the coming of an host for the helping of the countryside had gotten into that House, and the Prior and the brethern sorely desired to look upon the Captain, not knowing him for Ralph of Upmeads. So into the Hall they went together, and there the holy fathers made them great feast and joy; and King Peter might not refrain him, but told the Prior how this was his son come back from far lands, with the goodly Lady he had won to wife therein; and the Prior and all the fathers made much of Ralph, and rejoiced in their hearts when they saw how goodly a man of war he had gotten to be. And the Prior would lead him on to tell him of the marvels he had seen in the far parts of the world; but Ralph said but little thereon, whereas his thought was set on the days that lay even before his feet; yet some deal he told him of the uncouth manners of the lands beyond Whitwall, and at last he said: “Father, when the battles be over here, and there is peace on our lands again, I will ask thee to give me guesting for a night, that I may tell thee all the tale of what hath befallen me since the last summer day when I rode through Wulstead; but now I ask leave of thee to depart, for I have many things to do this even, as behoveth a captain, before I sleep for an hour or two. And if it be thy will, I would leave the Lady my wife with my mother here at least till morrow morn.”

So the Prior gave him leave, loth though he were, and Ralph kissed his father and mother, and they blessed him. But Ursula said to him softly: “It is my meaning to go with thee down into Upmeads to-morrow; for who knoweth what may befall thee.” Then he smiled upon her and went his ways down the hall and out-a-gates, while all men looked on him and did him worship.






  








CHAPTER 27
 

Ralph Holds Converse With Katherine His Gossip
 

Ralph went straight from St. Austin’s to Clement’s house, and found much people about the door thereof, what of the townsmen, what of the men of his own host. He passed through these, and found Clement in his chamber, and with him a half score of such company as was without, and amongst them Roger and the Sage; but Stephen and Richard both were amongst their men doing what was needful. All men arose when Ralph entered; but he looked around, and could see nought of his gossip amongst them. Then he sat down by Clement and asked if he had any fresh tidings; and Clement did him to wit that there had come in a carle from out of Upmeads, who had told them by sure tokens that the foe were come into the Upmeads-land at noon that day, and between then and sunset had skirmished with Nicholas and them that were holding the High House, but had gotten nought thereby. This man, said Clement, being both bold and of good sleight had mingled with the foe; and had heard the talk of them, and he said that they had no inkling of the Shepherds or the Dry Tree coming against them; but they looked to have aid from their own folk from the lands of Higham; wherefore they made a mock of the defence of the Upmeads’ men; and said that since, when they were all joined together in Upmeads, they might enter where they would without the loss of a half-score men, therefore they would risk nought now; nor would they burn either the High House or the other steadings, since, said they, they were minded to keep them sound and whole for their own.

These tidings seemed good to Ralph; so he took a cup of wine and pledged the company, and said: “My masters, such of you as list to sleep long to-night had best be abed presently, for I warn you that the trumpets will blow for departure before the sun riseth to-morrow; and he that faileth to see to-morrow’s battle will be sorry for his lack all his life long.”

When he had thus spoken they all cried hail to him, and anon arose and went their ways. Then Ralph bade Clement come with him that he might visit the quarters of his men-at-arms, and see that all the leaders knew of the muster, and of the order of departing on the morrow; and Clement arose and went with him.

As they were on the way Ralph asked Clement what ailed his gossip Katherine that she had not come to meet him already; and Clement laughed and said: “Nought, nought; she is somewhat shamefaced to meet thee first amongst a many folk, and she not able belike to refrain her kisses and caresses to thee. Fear not, she is in her bower-aloft, and we shall find her there when we come back from our errand; fear not! she will not sleep till she hath had her arms about thee.” “Good is that,” said Ralph; “I had looked to see her ere now; but when we meet apart from folk, something we shall be able to say to each other, which belike neither she nor I had liked to leave unsaid till we meet again.”

So came they to the chief quarters of the fighting men, and Ralph had all the leaders called to him, and he spake to them of how they should do on the morrow, both footmen and horsemen, whatwise they should stand together, and how they should fall on; and he told them all as clearly as if he were already in the field with the foe before him; so that they wondered at him, so young in years, being so old in the wisdom of war. Withal they saw of him that he had no doubt but that they should come to their above on the morrow; and all men, not only of the tried men-at-arms of the Dry Tree, but they of the Shepherds also, even those of them who had never stricken a stroke in anger, were of high heart and feared not what should befall.

So when all this business was over, they turned about and came their ways home to Clement’s house again.

They saw lights in the chamber or ever they entered, and when they came to the door, lo! there within was Katherine walking up and down the floor as if she knew not how to contain herself. She turned and saw Ralph at the door, and she cried aloud and ran towards him with arms outspread. But when she drew nigh to him and beheld him closely, she withheld her, and falling down on her knees before him took his hand and fell to kissing it and weeping and crying out, “O my lord, my lord, thou art come again to us!” But Ralph stooped down to her, and lifted her up, and embraced her and kissed her on the cheeks and the mouth, and led her to the settle and sat down beside her and put his arm about her; and Clement looked on smiling, and sat him down over against them.

Then spake Katherine: “O my lord! how great and masterful hast thou grown; never did I hope to see thee come back so mighty a man.” And again she wept for joy; but Ralph kissed her again, and she said, laughing through her tears: “Master Clement, this lord and warrior hath brought back with him something that I have not seen; and belike he hath had one fair woman in his arms, or more it may be, since I saw him last. For though he but kisses me as his gossip and foster-mother, yet are his kisses closer and kinder than they were aforetime.”

Said Clement: “Sooth is the Sage’s guess; yet verily, fair sir, I have told her somewhat of thy journeys, so far as I knew of them.”

Said Katherine: “Dear lord and gossip, wilt thou not tell me more thereof now?”

“What!” said Ralph; “shall I not sleep to-night?”

“Dear gossip,” she said, “thou art over-mighty to need sleep. And ah! I had forgotten in the joy of our meeting that to-morrow thou goest to battle; and how if thou come not again?”

“Fear nought,” said Ralph; “art thou not somewhat foreseeing? Dost thou not know that to-morrow or the day after I shall come back unhurt and victorious; and then shall both thou and Clement come to Upmeads and abide there as long as ye will; and then shall I tell thee a many tales of my wanderings; and Ursula my beloved, she also shall tell thee.”

Katherine reddened somewhat, but she said: “Would I might kiss her feet, dear lord. But now, I pray thee, tell me somewhat, now at once.”

“So shall it be,” said Ralph, “since thou wilt have it, dear gossip; but when I have done I shall ask thee to tell me somewhat, whereof hath long been wonder in my mind; and meseemeth that by the time we are both done with tales, I shall needs be putting on my helm again. — Nay, again I tell thee it is but a show of battle that I go to!”

So then he went and sat by Clement’s side, and began and told over as shortly as might be the tidings of his journeys. And oft she wept for pity thereat.

But when he was done and he had sat beholding her, and saw how goodly a woman she was, and how straight and well knit of body, he said: “Gossip, I wonder now, if thou also hast drunk of the Well; for thou art too fair and goodly to be of the age that we call thee. How is this! Also tell me how thou camest by this pair of beads that seem to have led me to the Well at the World’s End? For as I said e’en now, I have long marvelled how thou hadst them and where.”

“Fair sir,” said Clement, “as for her drinking of the Well at the World’s End, it is not so; but this is a good woman, and a valiant, and of great wisdom; and such women wear well, even as a well-wrought piece of armour that hath borne many strokes of the craftsman’s hand, and hath in it some deal of his very mind and the wisdom of him. But now let her tell thee her tale (which forsooth I know not), for night is growing old.”






  








CHAPTER 28
 

Dame Katherine Tells of the Pair of Beads, and Whence She Had Them
 

Katherine cast friendly looks on them and said: “Gossip, and thou, Clement, I will make a clean breast of it once for all. In the days when I was first wedded to Master Clement yonder, he found his bed cold without me, for he was a hot lover; therefore would he often have me with him on his journeys, how hard soever or perilous the way might be. Yea, Clement, thou lookest the sooth, though thou sayest it not, I was nought loth thereto, partly because I would not grieve thee, my man; but partly, and belike mostly, because I was wishful to see the ways of the world even at the risk of being thrust out of the world. So it befell us on a time to make a journey together, a journey exceeding long, in the company of certain chapmen, whereof some, and not a few, died on the way. But we lived, and came into the eastern parts of the earth to a city right ancient, and fulfilled of marvels, which hight Sarras the Holy. There saw we wonders whereof were it overlong to tell of here; but one while I will tell thee, my lord. But this I must needs say, that I heard tell of a woman dwelling there, who was not old by seeming, but had in her the wisdom of ten lives, and the longing gat hold of me to see her and learn wisdom of her. So I entreated many who were called wise, some with prayers, and some with gifts also, to help me to speech of her; but I gat nothing either by praying or giving; they that would have helped me could not, and they that could would not. So, what between one thing and another, the longing to see the Wise Woman grew as it were into a madness in me. Amidst of which we fell in with a merchant exceeding wise in ancient lore, who looked at me (though Clement knew it not) with eyes of love. Of this man I asked concerning the Wise Woman, and he seeing my desire, strove to use it merchant-like, and would deal with me and have in payment for his learning a gift which I had nought to do to give. Howbeit madness and my desire for speech with the Wise Woman got the better of me, and I promised to give no less than he would, trusting to beguile him after I had got my desire, and be quit of him. So he led me to the woman and went his ways. She dwelt all by herself in a nook of an ancient ruined palace, erst the house of the ancientest of all the kings of Sarras. When I came to her, I saw nought dreadful or ugsome about her: she was cheerful of countenance and courteous of demeanour, and greeted me kindly as one neighbour in the street of Wulstead might do to another. I saw her, that she was by seeming a woman of some forty winters, trim and well-fashioned of body, nowise big, but slender, of dark red hair and brown eyes somewhat small.

“Now, she said to me, ‘I have looked for thee a while; now thou art come, thou shalt tell me what thou needest, and thy needs will I fulfil. Yet needs must thou do a thing for me in return, and maybe thou wilt deem it a great thing. Yet whereas thou has struck a bargain before thou camest hither, if I undo that for thee, the bargain with me may be nought so burdensome. How sayest thou?’

“Well, I saw now that I was in the trap, for ill had it been in those days had Clement come to know that I had done amiss; for he was a jealous lover, and a violent man.”

Clement smiled hereat, but said nought, and Katherine went on: “Trap or no trap, if I were eager before, I was over-eager now; so when she bade me swear to do her will, I swore it without tarrying.

“Then she said: ‘Sit down before me, and I will teach thee wisdom.’ What did she teach me? say ye. Well, if I told you belike ye would be none the wiser; but so much she told me, that my heart swelled with joy of the wisdom which I garnered. Say thou, Clement, if I have been the worser woman to thee, or thy friends, or mine.”

“Nay, goodwife,” said Clement, “I have nought against thee.”

Katherine laughed and went on:

“At last the Wise Woman said, ‘Now that thou hast of me all that may avail thee, comes the other part of our bargain, wherein I shall take and thou shalt give.’

“Quoth I, ‘That is but fair, and thou shalt find me true to thee.’ She said, ‘If thou be not, I shall know it, and shall amend it in such wise that it shall cost thee much.’

“Then she looked on me long and keenly, and said afterward: ‘Forsooth I should forbear laying this charge upon thee if I did not deem that thou wouldst be no less than true. But now I will try it, whereas I deem that the days of my life henceforward shall not be many; and many days would it take me to find a woman as little foolish as thee and as little false, and thereto as fairly fashioned.’

“Therewith she put her hand to her neck, and took thence the self-same pair of beads which I gave to thee, dear gossip, and which (praise be to All Hallows!) thou hast borne ever since; and she said: ‘Now hearken! Thou shalt take this pair of beads, and do with them as I bid thee. Swear again thereto.’ So I swore by All Angels; and she said again: ‘This pair of beads shall one day lead a man unto the Well at the World’s End, but no woman; forsooth, if a woman have them of a woman, or the like of them, (for there be others,) they may serve her for a token; but will be no talisman or leading-stone to her; and this I tell thee lest thou seek to the Well on the strength of them. For I bid thee give them to a man that thou lovest — that thou lovest well, when he is in most need; only he shall not be of thine own blood. This is all that I lay upon thee; and if thou do it, thou shalt thrive, and if thou do it not, thou shalt come to harm. And I will tell thee now that this meeting betwixt us is not by chance-hap, but of my bringing about; for I have laboured to draw thee to me, knowing that thou alone of women would avail me herein. Now shalt thou go home to thine hostel, and take this for a token of my sooth-saying. The wise merchant who led thee unto me is abiding thine homecoming that he may have of thee that which thou promisedst to him. If then thou find him at thine hostel, and he take thee by the hand and lead thee to bed, whereas Clement is away till to-morrow even, then shalt thou call me a vain word-spinner and a liar; but if when thou comest home there, the folk there say to thee merchant Valerius is ridden away hastily, being called afar on a message of life and death, then shalt thou trow in me as a wise woman. Herewith depart, and I bid thee farewell.’

“So I went my ways to my hostel trembling, and at the door I met the chamberlain, who said to me, ‘Lady, the merchant Valerius hath been here seeking thee, and he said that he would abide thy coming; but amidst of his abiding cometh a man who would speak to him privily; whereof it came that he called for his horse and bade me tell thee, Lady, that he was summoned on a matter of life and death, and would return to kiss thine hands in five days’ space.’

“So I wotted that the woman had spoken sooth, and was wise and foreseeing, and something of a dread of her came upon me. But the next even back cometh Clement, and the day after we rode away from Sarras the Holy, and Valerius I saw never again. And as to the beads, there is nought to tell of them till they came into thine hands; and something tells me that it was the will of the Wise Woman that to no other hands they should come.”

Here Katherine made an end, and both the men sat pondering her tale a little. As for Ralph, he deemed it certain that the Wise Woman of Sarras would be none other than she who had taught lore to the Lady of Abundance; but why she should have meant the beads for him he wotted not. Again he wondered how it was that the Lady of Abundance should have given the beads to Ursula, and whether she knew that they had no might to lead her to the Well at the World’s End. And yet further he wondered how it was that Ursula, unholpen by the talisman, should have done so much to bring him to the Well; yea, and how she was the first to see it while he slept. But his heart told him that whereas he was seeking the Well with her, she must needs come thither with him, unless they were both cast away; withal Katherine looked at him and said: “Yea, dear lord, I wot what thou art thinking of; but couldest thou have left her, when thou hadst once found her again, Well or no Well?” “Sooth is that,” said Ralph, “yet for all that she hath done without help of talisman or witchcraft is she the more worshipful and the dearer.”

Then speech came into Clement’s mouth, and he said: “Wife, it is as I said before, when thy gossip had just departed from us. It was meet enough that thou shouldst have loved him better than me; but now it is even less to be undone than ever, when he has come back bringing with him a woman so valiant and lovely as is my Lady Ursula. So thou must e’en take the life that fate hath sent thee.” Katherine laughed through her tears, and said: “Withal, goodman, I have been no bad wife to thee. And moreover, look thou, gossip dear: when I was wandering about with Clement amongst many perils, when our need seemed sorest, then would I think to give the beads to Clement; but so soon as I began to speak to him of the Well at the World’s End he would belittle the tale of it, and would bid me look to it if it were not so, that where the world endeth the clouds begin.”

As she spoke, Ralph lifted up his hand and pointed to the window, and said: “Friends, as we were speaking of all these marvels we were forgetting the need of Upmeads and the day of battle; and lo now! how the dawn is widening and the candles fading.”

Scarce were the words out of his mouth, when on the quietness of the beginning of day brake out the sound of four trumpets, which were sounding in the four quarters of the town, and blowing men to the gathering. Then rose up both Ralph and Clement and took their weapons, and they kissed Katherine and went soberly out-a-doors into the market-place, where already weaponed men were streaming in to the muster.






  








CHAPTER 29
 

They Go Down to Battle in Upmeads
 

Before it was light were all men come into the market-place, and Ralph and Richard and Clement and Stephen a-Hurst fell to and arrayed them duly; and now, what with the company which Ralph had led into Wulstead, what with the men of the town, and them that had fled from Upmeads (though these last were mostly old men and lads), they were a thousand and four score and three. Ralph would go afoot as he went yesterday; but today he bore in his hand the ancient staff of war, the gold-written guisarme; and he went amongst the Shepherds, with whom were joined the feeble folk of Upmeads, men whom he had known of old and who knew him, and it was as if their hearts had caught fire from his high heart, and that whatever their past days had been to them, this day at least should be glorious. Withal anon comes Ursula from St. Austin’s with the Sage of Swevenham, whose face was full smiling and cheerful. Ursula wore that day a hauberk under her gown, and was helmed with a sallet; and because of her armour she rode upon a little horse. Ralph gave her into the warding of the Sage, who was armed at all points, and looked a valiant man of war. But Ralph’s brother, Hugh, had gotten him a horse, and had fallen into the company of the Champions, saying that he deemed they would go further forth than a sort of sheep-tending churls and the runaways of Upmeads.

As for Ralph, he walked up and down the ranks of the stout men of the Down-country, and saw how they had but little armour for defence, though their weapons for cutting and thrusting looked fell and handy. So presently he turned about to Giles, who, as aforesaid, bore a long hauberk, and said: “Friend, the walk we are on to-day is a long one for carrying burdens, and an hour after sunrise it will be hot. Wilt thou not do with thy raiment as I do?” And therewith he did off his hauberk and his other armour save his sallet. “This is good,” said he, “for the sun to shine on, so that I may be seen from far; but these other matters are good for folk who fight a-horseback or on a wall; we striders have no need of them.”

Then arose great shouting from the Shepherds, and men stretched out the hand to him and called hail on his valiant heart.

Amidst of which cries Giles muttered, but so as Ralph might hear him: “It is all down hill to Upmeads; I shall take off my iron-coat coming back again.” So Ralph clapped him on the shoulder and bade him come back whole and well in any case. “Yea, and so shalt thou come back,” said he.

Then the horns blew for departure, and they went their ways out of the market-place, and out into the fields through the new wooden wall of Wulstead. Richard led the way with a half score of the Champions, but he rode but a little way before Ralph, who marched at the head of the Shepherds.

So they went in the fresh morning over the old familiar fields, and strange it seemed to Ralph that he was leading an host into the little land of Upmeads. Speedily they went, though in good order, and it was but a little after sunrise when they were wending toward the brow of the little hill whence they would look down into the fair meads whose image Ralph had seen on so many days of peril and weariness.

And now Richard and his fore-riders had come up on to the brow and sat there on their horses clear against the sky; and Ralph saw how Richard drew his sword from the scabbard and waved it over his head, and he and his men shouted; then the whole host set up a great shout, and hastened up the bent, but with the end of their shout and the sound of the tramp of their feet and the rattle of their war-gear was mingled a confused noise of cries a way off, and the blowing of horns, and as Ralph and his company came crowding up on to the brow, he looked down and saw the happy meadows black with weaponed men, and armour gleaming in the clear morning, and the points of weapons casting back the low sun’s rays and glittering like the sparks in a dying fire of straw. Then again he looked, and lo! the High House rising over the meadows unburned and unhurt, and the banner of the fruited tree hanging forth from the topmost tower thereof.

Then he felt a hand come on to his cheek, and lo, Ursula beside him, her cheeks flushed and her eyes glittering; and she cried out: “O thine home, my beloved, thine home!” And he turned to her and said; “Yea, presently, sweetheart!” “Ah,” she said, “will it be long? and they so many!” “And we so mighty!” said Ralph. “Nay, it will be but a little while. Wise man of Swevenham, see to it that my beloved is anigh me to-day, for where I am, there will be safety.”

The Sage nodded yeasay and smiled.

Then Ralph looked along the ridge to right and left of him, and saw that all the host had come up and had a sight of the foemen; on the right stood the Shepherds staring down into the meadow and laughing for the joy of battle and the rage of the oppressed. On the left sat the Champions of the Dry Tree on their horses, and they also were tossing up their weapons and roaring like lions for the prey; and down below the black crowd had drawn together into ordered ranks, and still the clamour and rude roaring of the warriors arose thence, and beat against the hill’s brow.

Now so fierce and ready were the men of Ralph’s company that it was a near thing but that they, and the Shepherds in especial, did not rush tumultuously down the hill all breathless and in ill order. But Ralph cried out to Richard to go left, and Giles to go right, and stay the onset for a while; and to bid the leaders come to him where he stood. Then the tumult amidst his folk lulled, and Stephen a-Hurst and Roger and three others of the Dry Tree came to him, and Giles brought three of the Shepherds, and there was Clement and a fellow of his. So when they were come and standing in a ring round Ralph, he said to them:

“Brothers in arms, ye see that our foes are all in array to meet us, having had belike some spy in Wulstead, who hath brought them the tale of what was toward. Albeit methinks that this irks not either you nor me; for otherwise we might have found them straggling, and scattered far and wide, which would have made our labour the greater. Now ye can see with your eyes that they are many more than we be, even were Nicholas to issue out of the High House against them, as doubtless he will do if need be. Brethren, though they be so many, yet my heart tells me that we shall overcome them; yet if we leave our strength and come down to them, both our toil shall be greater, and some of us, belike many, shall be slain; and evil should I deem it if but a score of my friends should lose their lives on this joyous day when at last I see Upmeads again after many troubles. Wherefore my rede is that we abide their onset on the hillside here; and needs must they fall on us, whereas we have Wulstead and friends behind us, and they nought but Nicholas and the bows and bills of the High House. But if any have aught to say against it let him speak, but be speedy; for already I see a stir in their array, and I deem that they will send men to challenge us to come down to them.”

Then spake Stephen a-Hurst: “I, and we all meseemeth, deem that thou art in the right, Captain; though sooth to say, when we first set eyes on these dogs again, the blood so stirred in us that we were like to let all go and ride down on them.”

Said Richard: “Thou biddest us wisdom of war; let them have the hill against them.” Said Clement: “Yea, for they are well learned and well armed; another sort of folk to those wild men whom we otherthrew in the mountains.”

And in like wise said they all.

Then spake Stephen again: “Lord, since thou wilt fight afoot with our friends of the Shepherds, we of the Dry Tree are minded to fare in like wise and to forego our horses; but if thou gainsay it — —”

“Champion,” said Ralph, “I do gainsay it. Thou seest how many of them be horsed, and withal ye it is who must hold the chase of them; for I will that no man of them shall escape.”

They laughed joyously at his word, and then he said: “Go now, and give your leaders of scores and tens the word that I have said, and come back speedily for a little while; for now I see three men sundering them from their battle, and one beareth a white cloth at the end of his spear; these shall be the challengers.”

So they did after his bidding, and by then they had come back to Ralph those three men were at the foot of the hill, which was but low. Then Ralph said to his captains: “Stand before me, so that I be not seen of them until one of you hath made answer, ‘Speak of this to our leader and captain.’” Even so they did; and presently those three came so nigh that they could see the whites of their eyes. They were all three well armed, but the foremost of them was clad in white steel from head to foot, so that he looked like a steel image, all but his face, which was pale and sallow and grim. He and his two fellows, when they were right nigh, rode slowly all along the front of Ralph’s battles thrice, and none spake aught to them, and they gave no word to any; but when they came over against the captains who stood before Ralph for the fourth time, they reined up and faced them, and the leader put back his sallet and spake in a great and rough voice:

“Ye men! we have heard these three hours that ye were coming, wherefore we have drawn out into the meads which we have taken, that ye might see how many and how valiant we be, and might fear us. Wherefore now, ye broken reivers of the Dry Tree, ye silly shepherds of silly sheep, ye weavers and apprentices of Wulstead, and if there by any more, ye fools! we give you two choices this morn. Either come down to us into the meadow yonder, that we may slay you with less labour, or else, which will be the better for you, give up to us the Upmeads thralls who be with you, and then turn your faces and go back to your houses, and abide there till we come and pull you out of them, which may be some while yet. Hah! what say ye, fools?”

Then spake Clement and said: “Ye messengers of the robbers and oppressors, why make ye this roaring to the common people and the sergeants? Why speak ye not with our Captain?”

Cried out the challenger, “Where then is the Captain of the Fools? is he hidden? can he hear my word?”

Scarce was it out of his mouth ere the captains fell away to right and left, and there, standing by himself, was Ralph, holding the ancient lettered war-staff; his head was bare, for now he had done off his sallet, and the sun and the wind played in his bright hair; glorious was his face, and his grey eyes gleamed with wrath and mastery as he spake in a clear voice, and there was silence all along the ranks to hearken him:

“O messenger of the robbers! I am the captain of this folk. I see that the voice hath died away within the jaws of you; but it matters not, for I have heard thy windy talk, and this is the answer: we will neither depart, nor come down to you, but will abide our death by your hands here on this hill-side. Go with this answer.”

The man stared wild at Ralph while he was speaking, and seemed to stagger in his saddle; then he let his sallet fall over his face, and, turning his horse about, rode swiftly, he and his two fellows, down the hill and away to the battle of the Burgers. None followed or cried after him; for now had a great longing and expectation fallen upon Ralph’s folk, and they abode what shall befall with little noise. They noted so soon as the messenger was gotten to the main of the foemen that there was a stir amongst them, and they were ordering their ranks to move against the hill. And withal they saw men all armed coming from out the High House, who went down to the Bridge and abode there. Upmeads-water ran through the meadows betwixt the hill and the High House, as hath been said afore; but as it winded along, one reach of it went nigh to the House, and made wellnigh a quarter of a circle about it before it turned to run down the meadows to the eastward; and at this nighest point was there a wide bridge well builded of stone.

The Burg-devils heeded not the men at the Bridge, but, being all arrayed, made but short tarrying (and that belike only to hear the tale of their messenger) ere they came in two battles straight across the meadow. They on their right were all riders, and these faced the Champions of the Dry Tree, but a great battle of footmen came against the Shepherds and the rest of Ralph’s footmen, but in their rearward was a company of well-horsed men-at-arms; and all of them were well armed and went right orderly and warrior-like.

It was but some fifteen minutes ere they were come to the foot of the hill, and they fell to mounting it with laughter and mockery, but Ralph’s men held their peace. The horsemen were somewhat speedier than those on foot, though they rode but at a foot’s pace, and when they were about halfway up the hill and were faltering a little (for it was somewhat steep, though nought high), the Champions of the Dry Tree could forbear them no longer, but set up a huge roar, and rode at them, so that they all went down the hill together, but the Champions were lost amidst of the huge mass of the foemen.

But Ralph was left at the very left end of his folk, and the foemen came up the hill speedily with much noise and many foul mocks as aforesaid, and they were many and many more than Ralph’s folk, and now that the Champions were gone, could have enfolded them at either end; but no man of the company blenched or faltered, only here and there one spake soft to his neighbour, and here and there one laughed the battle-laugh.

Now at the hanging of the hill, whenas either side could see the whites of the foemen’s eyes, the robbers stayed a little to gather breath; and in that nick of time Ralph strode forth into the midst between the two lines and up on to a little mound on the hill-side (which well he knew), and he lifted up the ancient guisarme, and cried on high: “Home now! Home to Upmeads!”

Then befell a marvel, for even as all eyes of the foemen were turned on him, straightway their shouts and jeering and laughter fell dead, and then gave place to shrieks and wailing, as all they who beheld him cast down their weapons and fled wildly down the hill, overturning whatever stood in their way, till the whole mass of them was broken to pieces, and the hill was covered with nought but cravens and the light-footed Shepherds slaughtering them in the chase.

But Ralph called Clement to him and they drew a stalworth band together, and, heeding nought the chase of the runaways, they fell on those who had the Champions in their midst, and fell to smiting down men on either hand; and every man who looked on Ralph crouched and cowered before him, casting down his weapons and throwing up his hands. Shortly to say it, when these horsemen felt this new onset, and looking round saw their men fleeing hither and thither over the green fields of Upmeads, smitten by the Shepherds and leaping into the deep pools of the river, they turned and fled, every man who could keep his saddle, and made for the Bridge, the Dry Tree thundering at their backs. But even as they came within bowshot, a great flight of arrows came from the further side of the water, and the banner of the Fruitful Tree came forth from the bridge-end with Nicholas and his tried men-at-arms behind it; and then indeed great and grim was the murder, and the proud men of the Burg grovelled on the ground and prayed for mercy till neither the Champions nor the men of Nicholas could smite helpless men any longer.

Now had Ralph held his hand from the chase, and he was sitting on a mound amidst of the meadow under an ancient thorn, and beside him sat the Sage of Swevenham and Ursula. And she was grown pale now and looked somewhat scared, and she spake in a trembling voice to Ralph, and said: “Alas friend! that this should be so grim! When we hear the owls a-nighttime about the High House, shall we not deem at whiles that it is the ghosts of this dreadful battle and slaughter wandering about our fair fields?” But Ralph spake sternly and wrathfully as he sat there bareheaded and all unarmed save for the ancient glaive: “Why did they not slay me then? Better the ghosts of robbers in our fields by night, than the over-burdened hapless thrall by day, and the scourged woman, and ruined child. These things they sought for us and have found death on the way — let it be!”

He laughed as he spake; but then the grief of the end of battle came upon him and he trembled and shook, and great tears burst from his eyes and rolled down his cheeks, and he became stark and hard-faced.

Then Ursula took his hands and caressed them, and kissed his face, and fell a-talking to him of how they rode the pass to the Valley of Sweet Chestnuts; and in a while his heart and his mind came back to him as it did that other time of which she spake, and he kissed her in turn, and began to tell her of his old chamber in the turret of the High House.

And now there come riding across the field two warriors. They draw rein by the mound, and one lights down, and lo! it is Long Nicholas; and he took Ralph in his arms, and kissed him and wept over him for all his grizzled beard and his gaunt limbs; but few words he had for him, save this: “My little Lord, was it thou that was the wise captain to-day, or this stout lifter and reiver!” But the other man was Stephen a-Hurst, who laughed and said: “Nay, Nicholas, I was the fool, and this stripling the wise warrior. But, Lord Ralph, thou wilt pardon me, I hope, but we could not kill them all, for they would not fight in any wise; what shall we do with them?” Ralph knit his brows and thought a little; then he said: “How many hast thou taken?” Said Stephen: “Some two hundred alive.” “Well,” quoth Ralph; “strip them of all armour and weapons, and let a score of thy riders drive them back the way they came into the Debateable Wood. But give them this last word from me, that or long I shall clear the said wood of all strong-thieves.”

Stephen departed on that errand; and presently comes Giles and another of the Shepherds with a like tale, and had a like answer.

Now amidst all these deeds it yet lacked an hour of noon. So presently Ralph arose and took Richard apart for a while and spoke with him a little, and then came back to Ursula and took her by the hand, and said: “Beloved, Richard shall take thee now to a pleasant abode this side the water; for I grudge that thou shouldst enter the High House without me; and as for me I must needs ride back to Wulstead to bring hither my father and mother, as I promised to do after the battle. In good sooth, I deemed it would have lasted longer.” Said Ursula: “Dear friend, this is even what I should have bidden thee myself. Depart speedily, that thou mayst be back the sooner; for sorely do I long to enter thine house, beloved.” Then Ralph turned to Nicholas, and said: “Our host is not so great but that thou mayst victual it well; yet I deem it is little less than when we left Wulstead early this morning.”

“True is that, little lord,” said Nicholas. “Hear a wonder amongst battles: of thy Shepherds and the other footmen is not one slain, and but some five hurt. The Champions have lost three men slain outright, and some fifteen hurt; of whom is thy brother Hugh, but not sorely.” “Better than well is thy story then,” said Ralph. “Now let them bring me a horse.” So when he was horsed, he kissed Ursula and went his ways. And she abode his coming back at Richard’s house anigh the water.






  








CHAPTER 30
 

Ralph Brings His Father and Mother to Upmeads
 

Short was the road back again to Wulstead, and whereas the day was not very old when Ralph came there, he failed not to stop at Clement’s house, and came into the chamber where sat Dame Katherine in pensive wise nigh to the window, with her open hands in her lap. Quoth Ralph: “Rejoice, gossip! for neither is Clement hurt, nor I, and all is done that should be done.” She moved her but little, but the tears came into her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. “What, gossip?” quoth Ralph; “these be scarce tears of joy; what aileth thee?” “Nay,” said Katherine, “indeed I am joyful of thy tidings, though sooth to say I looked for none other. But, dear lord and gossip, forgive me my tears on the day of thy triumph; for if they be not wholly of joy, so also are they not wholly of sorrow. But love and the passing of the days are bittersweet within my heart to-day. Later on thou shalt see few faces more cheerful and merry in the hall at Upmeads than this of thy gossip’s. So be merry now, and go fetch thy father and thy mother, and rejoice their hearts that thou hast been even better than thy word to them. Farewell, gossip; but look to see me at Upmeads before many days are past; for I know thee what thou art; and that the days will presently find deeds for thee, and thou wilt be riding into peril, and coming safe from out of it. Farewell!”

So he departed and rode to the House of St. Austin, and the folk gathered so about him in the street that at the gate of the Priory he had to turn about and speak to them; and he said: “Good people, rejoice! there are no more foemen of Wulstead anigh you now; and take this word of me, that I will see to it in time to come that ye live in peace and quiet here.”

Folk shouted for joy, and the fathers who were standing within the gate heard his word and rejoiced, and some of them ran off to tell King Peter that his son was come back victorious already; so that by then he had dismounted at the Guest-house door, lo! there was the King and his wife with him, and both they alboun for departure. And when they saw him King Peter cried out: “There is no need to say a word, my son; unless thou wouldst tell the tale to the holy father Prior, who, as ye see, has e’en now come out to us.”

Said Ralph: “Father and mother, I pray your blessing, and also the blessing of the father Prior here; and the tale is short enough: that we have overthrown them and slain the more part, and the others are now being driven like a herd of swine into their stronghold of the Wood Debateable, where, forsooth, I shall be ere the world is one month older. And in the doing of all this have but three of our men been slain and a few hurt, amongst whom is thy son Hugh, but not sorely.”

“O yea, son,” said his mother, “he shall do well enough. But now with thy leave, holy Prior, we will depart, so that we may sleep in the High House to-night, and feel that my dear son’s hand is over us to ward us.”

Then Ralph knelt before them, and King Peter and his wife blessed their son when they had kissed and embraced each other, and they wept for joy of him. The Prior also, who was old, and a worthy prelate, and an ancient friend of King Peter, might not refrain his tears at the joy of his friends as he gave Ralph his blessing. And then, when Ralph had risen up and the horses were come, he said to him: “One thing thou art not to forget, young conqueror, to wit, that thou art to come here early one day, and tell me all thy tale at full length.”

“Yea, Prior,” said Ralph, “or there is the High House of Upmeads for thee to use as thine own, and a rest for thee of three or four days while thou hearkenest the tale; for it may need that.”

“Hearken,” said King Peter softly to the Dame, “how he reckons it all his own; my day is done, my dear.” He spake smiling, and she said: “Soothly he is waxen masterful, and well it becometh the dear youngling.”

Now they get to horse and ride their ways, while all folk blessed them. The two old folk rode fast and pressed their nags whatever Ralph might do to give them pastime of words; so they came into the plain field of Upmeads two hours before sunset; and King Peter said: “Now I account it that I have had one day more of my life than was my due, and thou, son, hast added it to the others whereas thou didst not promise to bring me hither till morrow.”

Ralph led them round by the ford, so that they might not come across the corpses of the robbers; but already were the Upmeads carles at work digging trenches wherein to bury them.

So Ralph led his father and his mother to the gate of the garth of High House; then he got off his horse and helped them down, and as he so dealt with his father, he said to him: “Thou art springy and limber yet, father; maybe thou wilt put on thine helm this year to ride the Debateable Wood with me.”

The old man laughed and said: “Maybe, son; but as now it is time for thee to enter under our roof-tree once more.”

“Nay,” said Ralph, “but go ye in and sit in the high-seat and abide me. For did I not go straight back to you from the field of battle; and can I suffer it that any other hand than mine should lead my wife into the hall and up to the high-seat of my fathers; and therefore I go to fetch her from the house of Richard the Red where she is abiding me; but presently I shall lead her in, and do ye then with us what ye will.”

Therewith he turned about and rode his ways to Richard’s house, which was but a half-mile thence. But his father and mother laughed when he was gone, and King Peter said: “There again! thou seest, wife, it is he that commands and we that obey.”

“O happy hour that so it is!” said the Lady, “and happy now shall be the wearing of our days.”

So they entered the garth and came into the house, and were welcomed with all joy by Nicholas, and told him all that Ralph had said, and bade him array the house as he best might; for there was much folk about the High House, though the Upmeads carles and queans had taken the more part of the host to their houses, which they had delivered from the fire and sword, and they made much of them there with a good heart.






  








CHAPTER 31
 

Ralph Brings Ursula Home to the High House
 

Ralph speedily came to Richard’s house and entered the chamber, and found Ursula alone therein, clad in the daintiest of her woman’s gear of the web of Goldburg. She rose up to meet him, and he took her in his arms, and said: “Now is come the very ending of our journey that we so often longed for; and all will be ready by then we come to the High House.”

“Ah,” she said, as she clung to him, “but they were happy days the days of our journey; and to-morrow begins a new life.”

“Nay,” he said, “but rather this even; shall it be loathly to thee, lady?”

She said: “There will be many people whom I knew not yesterday.” “There will be but me,” he said, “when the night hath been dark for a little.”

She kissed him and said nought. And therewithal came some of Richard’s folk, for it was his house, and led with them a white palfrey for Ursula’s riding, dight all gay and goodly.

“Come then,” said Ralph, “thou needest not to fear the ancient house, for it is kind and lovely, and my father and my mother thou hast seen already, and they love thee. Come then, lest the hall be grown too dusk for men to see thy fairness.” “Yea, yea,” she said, “but first here is a garland I made for thee, and one also for me, while I was abiding thee after the battle, and my love and my hope is woven into it.” And she set it on his head, and said, “O thou art fair, and I did well to meet thee in the dark wood.” Then he kissed her dearly on the mouth and led her forth, and none went with them, and they mounted and went their ways.

But Ralph said: “I deem that we should ride the meadow to the bridge, because that way lies the great door of the hall, and if I know my father and Nicholas they will look for us that way. Dost thou yet fear these dead men, sweetheart, whom our folk slew this morning?” “Nay,” she said, “it has been a long time since the morning, and they, and their fieriness which has so burned out, are now to me as a tale that hath been told. It is the living that I am going to, and I hope to do well by them.”

Came they then to the bridge-end and there was no man there, nought but the kine that were wandering about over the dewy grass of eventide. Then they rode over the bridge and through the orchard, and still there was no man, and all gates were open wide. So they came into the base-court of the house, and it also was empty of folk; and they came to the great doors of the hall and they were open wide, and they could see through them that the hall was full of folk, and therein by the light of the low sun that streamed in at the shot-window at the other end they saw the faces of men and the gleam of steel and gold.

So they lighted down from their horses, and took hand in hand and entered bright-faced and calm, and goodly beyond the goodliness of men; then indeed all that folk burst forth into glad cries, and tossed up their weapons, and many wept for joy.

As they went slowly up the long hall (and it was thirty fathom of length) Ralph looked cheerfully and friendly from side to side, and beheld the faces of the Shepherds and the Champions, and the men of Wulstead, and his own folk; and all they cried hail to him and the lovely and valiant Lady. Then he looked up to the high-seat, and saw that his father’s throne was empty, and his mother’s also; but behind the throne stood a knight all armed in bright armour holding the banner of Upmeads; but his father and mother stood on the edge of the dais to meet him and Ursula; and when they came up thither these old folk embraced them and kissed them and led them up to the table. Then Ralph bade Ursula sit by his mother, and made him ready to sit by his father in all love and duty. But King Peter stayed him and said: “Nay, dear son, not there, but here shalt thou sit, thou saviour of Upmeads and conqueror of the hearts of men; this is a little land, but therein shall be none above thee.” And therewith he set Ralph down in the throne, and Ralph, turning to his left hand, saw that it was Ursula, and not his mother, who sat beside him. But at the sight of these two in the throne the glad cries and shouts shook the very timbers of the roof, and the sun sank under while yet they cried hail to the King of Upmeads.

Then were the lights brought and the supper, and all men fell to feast, and plenteous was the wine in the hall; and sure since first men met to eat together none have been merrier than they.

But now when men had well eaten, and the great cup called the River of Upmeads was brought in, the cupbearers, being so bidden before, brought it last of all to King Peter, and he stood up with the River in his hand and spoke aloud, and said: “Lords and warriors, and good people all, here I do you to wit, that it is not because my son Ralph has come home to-day and wrought us a great deliverance, and that my love hath overcome me; it is not for this cause that I have set him in my throne this even; but because I see and perceive that of all the kindred he is meetest to sit therein so long as he liveth; unless perchance this lovely and valiant woman should bear him a son even better than himself — and so may it be. Therefore I do you all to wit that this man is the King of Upmeads, and this woman is his Lady and Queen; and so deem I of his prowess, and his wisdom, and kindliness, that I trow he shall be lord and servant of other lands than Upmeads, and shall draw the good towns and the kindreds and worthy good lords into peace and might and well-being, such as they have not known heretofore. Now within three days shall mass be sung in the choir of St. Laurence, and then shall King Ralph swear on the gospels such oaths as ye wot of, to guard his people, and help the needy, and oppress no man, even as I have sworn it. And I say to you, that if I have kept the oath to my power, yet shall he keep it better, as he is mightier than I.

“Furthermore, when he hath sworn, then shall the vassals swear to him according to ancient custom, to be true to him and hardy in all due service. But so please you I will not abide till then, but will kneel to him and to his Lady and Queen here and now.”

Even so he did, and took Ralph’s hand in his and swore service to him such as was due; and he knelt to Ursula also, and bade her all thanks for what she had done in the helping of his son; and they raised him up and made much of him and of Ralph’s mother; and great was the joy of all folk in the hall.

So the feast went on a while till the night grew old, and folk must fare bedward. Then King Peter and his wife brought Ralph and Ursula to the chamber of the solar, the kingly chamber, which was well and goodly dight with hangings and a fair and glorious bed, and was newly decked with such fair flowers as the summer might furnish; and at the threshold King Peter stayed them and said: “Kinsman, and thou, dear friend, this is become your due chamber and resting-place while ye live in the world, and this night of all others it shall be a chamber of love; for ye are, as it were, new wedded, since now first ye are come amongst the kindred as lover and beloved; and thou, Ursula, art now at last the bride of this ancient house; now tell me, doth it not look friendly and kindly on thee?”

“O yea, yea,” she said. “Come thou, my man and my darling and let us be alone in the master-chamber of this ancient House.”

Then Ralph drew her unto him; and the old man blessed them and prayed for goodly offspring for them, that the House of Upmeads might long endure.

And thus were they two left alone amidst the love and hope of the kindred, as erst they lay alone in the desert.






  








CHAPTER 32
 

Yet a Few Words Concerning Ralph of Upmeads
 

Certain it is that Ralph failed not of his promise to the good Prior of St. Austin’s at Wulstead, but went to see him speedily, and told him all the tale of his wanderings as closely as he might, and hid naught from him; which, as ye may wot, was more than one day’s work or two or three. And ever when Ralph thus spoke was a brother of the House sitting with the Prior, which brother was a learned and wise man and very speedy and deft with his pen. Wherefore it has been deemed not unlike that from this monk’s writing has come the more part of the tale above told. And if it be so, it is well.

Furthermore, it is told of Ralph of Upmeads that he ruled over his lands in right and might, and suffered no oppression within them, and delivered other lands and good towns when they fell under tyrants and oppressors; and for as kind a man as he was in hall and at hearth, in the field he was a warrior so wise and dreadful, that oft forsooth the very sound of his name and rumour of his coming stayed the march of hosts and the ravage of fair lands; and no lord was ever more beloved. Till his deathday he held the Castle of the Scaur, and cleansed the Wood Perilous of all strong-thieves and reivers, so that no high-street of a good town was safer than its glades and its byways. The new folk of the Burg of the Four Friths made him their lord and captain, and the Champions of the Dry Tree obeyed him in all honour so long as any of them lasted. He rode to Higham and offered himself as captain to the abbot thereof, and drave out the tyrants and oppressors thence, and gave back peace to the Frank of Higham. Ever was he true captain and brother to the Shepherd-folk, and in many battles they followed him; and were there any scarcity or ill hap amongst them, he helped them to the uttermost of his power. The Wood Debateable also he cleared of foul robbers and reivers, and rooted out the last of the Burg-devils, and delivered three good towns beyond the wood from the cruelty of the oppressor.

Once in every year he and Ursula his wife visited the Land of Abundance, and he went into the castle there as into a holy place, and worshipped the memory of the Lady whom he had loved so dearly. With all the friends of his quest he was kind and well-beloved.

In about two years from the day when he rode home, came to him the Lord Bull of Utterbol with a chosen band, of whom were both Otter and Redhead. That very day they came he was about putting his foot in the stirrup to ride against the foemen; so Bull and his men would not go into the High House to eat, but drank a cup where they stood, and turned and rode with him straightway, and did him right manly service in battle; and went back with him afterwards to Upmeads, and abode with him there in feasting and joyance for two months’ wearing. And thrice in the years that followed, when his lands at home seemed safest and most at peace, Ralph took a chosen band, and Ursula with them, and Clement withal, and journeyed through the wastes and the mountains to Utterbol, and passed joyous days with his old thrall of war, Bull Nosy, now become a very mighty man and the warder of the peace of the Uttermost lands.

Clement and Katherine came oft to the High House, and Katherine exceeding often; and she loved and cherished Ursula and lived long in health of body and peace of mind.

All the days that Ralph of Upmeads lived, he was the goodliest of men, and no man to look on him had known it when he grew old; and when he changed his life, an exceeding ancient man, he was to all men’s eyes in the very blossom of his age.

As to Ursula his wife, she was ever as valiant and true as when they met in the dark night amidst of the Eastland wood. Eight goodly children she bore him, and saw four generations of her kindred wax up; but even as it was with Ralph, never was she less goodly of body, nay rather, but fairer than when first she came to Upmeads; and the day whereon any man saw her was a day of joyful feast to him, a day to be remembered for ever. On one day they two died and were laid together in one tomb in the choir of St. Laurence of Upmeads. AND HERE ENDS THE TALE OF THE WELL AT THE WORLD’S END.






  

THE WATER OF THE WONDROUS ISLES
 


 

A further Kelmscott Press publication, The Water of the Wondrous Isles is a fantasy novel, first published in 1897 – although a cheaper trade edition was also published by Longmans in the same year. Once more, Morris drew on the chivalrous romances of the mediaeval period for the style, subject matter and themes of his tale.

The novel’s protagonist is a young woman named Birdalone. Stolen as a child and raised in the wood of Evilshaw as servant to a witch, Birdalone ultimately escapes in her captor’s magical boat, in which she travels to a succession of strange and wonderful islands. Among these is the Isle of Increase Unsought, which is cursed with boundless production, a parable of contemporary Britain and a vehicle for Morris’ socialist beliefs. Equally radical is the fact that, during much of the first quarter of the novel, Birdalone is naked, a highly provocative detail at the time of publication. 
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THE FIRST PART: OF THE HOUSE OF CAPTIVITY.
 






  








CHAPTER I.  CATCH AT UTTERHAY.
 

Whilom, as tells the tale, was a walled cheaping-town hight Utterhay, which was builded in a bight of the land a little off the great highway which went from over the mountains to the sea.

The said town was hard on the borders of a wood, which men held to be mighty great, or maybe measureless; though few indeed had entered it, and they that had, brought back tales wild and confused thereof.

Therein was neither highway nor byway, nor wood-reeve nor way-warden; never came chapman thence into Utterhay; no man of Utterhay was so poor or so bold that he durst raise the hunt therein; no outlaw durst flee thereto; no man of God had such trust in the saints that he durst build him a cell in that wood.

For all men deemed it more than perilous; and some said that there walked the worst of the dead; othersome that the Goddesses of the Gentiles haunted there; others again that it was the faery rather, but they full of malice and guile.  But most commonly it was deemed that the devils swarmed amidst of its thickets, and that wheresoever a man sought to, who was once environed by it, ever it was the Gate of Hell whereto he came.  And the said wood was called Evilshaw.

Nevertheless the cheaping-town throve not ill; for whatso evil things haunted Evilshaw, never came they into Utterhay in such guise that men knew them, neither wotted they of any hurt that they had of the Devils of Evilshaw.

Now in the said cheaping-town, on a day, it was market and high noon, and in the market-place was much people thronging; and amidst of them went a woman, tall, and strong of aspect, of some thirty winters by seeming, black-haired, hook-nosed and hawk-eyed, not so fair to look on as masterful and proud.  She led a great grey ass betwixt two panniers, wherein she laded her marketings.  But now she had done her chaffer, and was looking about her as if to note the folk for her disport; but when she came across a child, whether it were borne in arms or led by its kinswomen, or were going alone, as were some, she seemed more heedful of it, and eyed it more closely than aught else.

So she strolled about till she was come to the outskirts of the throng, and there she happened on a babe of some two winters, which was crawling about on its hands and knees, with scarce a rag upon its little body.  She watched it, and looked whereto it was going, and saw a woman sitting on a stone, with none anigh her, her face bowed over her knees as if she were weary or sorry.  Unto her crept the little one, murmuring and merry, and put its arms about the woman’s legs, and buried its face in the folds of her gown: she looked up therewith, and showed a face which had once been full fair, but was now grown bony and haggard, though she were scarce past five and twenty years.  She took the child and strained it to her bosom, and kissed it, face and hands, and made it great cheer, but ever woefully.  The tall stranger stood looking down on her, and noted how evilly she was clad, and how she seemed to have nought to do with that throng of thriving cheapeners, and she smiled somewhat sourly.

At last she spake, and her voice was not so harsh as might have been looked for from her face: Dame, she said, thou seemest to be less busy than most folk here; might I crave of thee to tell an alien who has but some hour to dwell in this good town where she may find her a chamber wherein to rest and eat a morsel, and be untroubled of ribalds and ill company?  Said the poor-wife: Short shall be my tale; I am over poor to know of hostelries and ale-houses that I may tell thee aught thereof.  Said the other: Maybe some neighbour of thine would take me in for thy sake?  Said the mother: What neighbours have I since my man died; and I dying of hunger, and in this town of thrift and abundance?

The leader of the ass was silent a while, then she said: Poor woman!  I begin to have pity on thee; and I tell thee that luck hath come to thee to-day.

Now the poor-wife had stood up with the babe in her arms and was turning to go her ways; but the alien put forth a hand to her, and said: Stand a while and hearken good tidings.  And she put her hand to her girdle-pouch, and drew thereout a good golden piece, a noble, and said: When I am sitting down in thine house thou wilt have earned this, and when I take my soles out thereof there will be three more of like countenance, if I be content with thee meanwhile.

The woman looked on the gold, and tears came into her eyes; but she laughed and said: Houseroom may I give thee for an hour truly, and therewithal water of the well, and a mouse’s meal of bread.  If thou deem that worth three nobles, how may I say thee nay, when they may save the life of my little one.  But what else wouldst thou of me?  Little enough, said the alien; so lead me straight to thine house.

So went they forth of the market-place, and the woman led them, the alien and the ass, out of the street through the west gate of Utterhay, that, to wit, which looked on Evilshaw, and so into a scattering street without the wall, the end of which neared a corner of the wood aforesaid: the houses there were nought so evil of fashion, but whereas they were so nigh unto the Devil’s Park, rich men might no longer away with them, and they were become wares for poor folk.

Now the townswoman laid her hand on the latch of the door that was hers, and threw the door open; then she put forth her palm to the other, and said: Wilt thou give me the first gold now, since rest is made sure for thee, as long as thou wilt?  The ass-leader put it into her hand, and she took it and laid it on her baby’s cheek, and then kissed both gold and child together; then she turned to the alien and said: As for thy way-beast, I have nought for him, neither hay nor corn: thou wert best to leave him in the street.  The stranger nodded a yeasay, and the three went in together, the mother, the child, and the alien.

Not right small was the chamber; but there was little therein; one stool to wit, a yew-chair, a little table, and a coffer: there was no fire on the hearth, nought save white ashes of small wood; but it was June, so that was of no account.

The guest sat down in the yew-chair, and the poor-wife laid her child down gently on the floor and came and stood before the stranger, as if abiding her bidding.

Spake the alien: Nought so uncomely or strait is thy chamber; and thy child, which I see is a woman, and therefore belike shall long abide with thee, is lovely of shape, and fair of flesh.  Now also thou shalt have better days, as I deem, and I pray them on thine head.

She spake in a kind wheedling voice, and the poor-wife’s face grew softer, and presently tears fell down on to the table from her, but she spake no word.  The guest now drew forth, not three nobles, but four, and laid them on the table, and said: Lo, my friend, the three nobles which I behight thee! now are they thine; but this other thou shalt take and spend for me.  Go up into the town, and buy for me white bread of the best; and right good flesh, or poulaine if it may be, already cooked and dight; and, withal, the best wine that thou mayst get, and sweetmeats for thy baby; and when thou comest back, we will sit together and dine here.  And thereafter, when we be full of meat and drink, we shall devise something more for thy good speed.

The woman knelt before her weeping, but might speak no word because of the fullness of her heart.  She kissed the guest’s hands, and took the money, and then arose and caught up her child, and kissed her bare flesh eagerly many times, and then hastened out of the house and up the street and through the gate; and the guest sat hearkening to the sound of her footsteps till it died out, and there was nought to be heard save the far-off murmur of the market, and the chirrup of the little one on the floor.

Then arose the guest and took up the child from the floor, who kicked and screamed, and craved her mother as her broken speech might; but the alien spake softly to her, and said: Hush, dear one, and be good, and we will go and find her; and she gave her therewith a sugar-plum from out of her scrip.  Then she came out of doors, and spake sweetly to the little one: See now this pretty way-beast.  We will ride merrily on him to find thy mother.

Then she laid the child in the pannier with a soft cushion under, and a silk cloth over her, so that she lay there happily.  Then she took her ass’s rein and went her ways over the waste toward Evilshaw; for, as ye may deem, where the houses and the street ended, the beaten way ended also.

Quietly and speedily she went, and met but three men on the way; and when these saw her, and that she was making for Evilshaw, they turned their heads away, each one, and blessed themselves, and went past swiftly.  Not one sought to stay her, or held any converse with her, and no foot she heard following after her.  So in scarce more than the saying of a low mass she was in amongst the trees, with her ass and her wares and her prey.

No stay she made there, but held forward at her best before the night should fall upon her.  And whatsoever might be told concerning the creatures that other folk had met in Evilshaw, of her it must needs be said that therein she happened on nought worser than herself.






  








CHAPTER II.  NOW SHALL BE TOLD OF THE HOUSE BY THE WATER-SIDE.
 

Four days they wended the wood, and nought befell to tell of.  The witch-wife (for even such was she) fed the stolen child well and duly, and whiles caressed her and spake sweetly unto her; whiles also she would take her out of the pannier, and set her on the ass’s back and hold her thereon heedfully; or, otherwhiles, when they came upon grassy and flowery places, she would set her down on the ground and let her roam about, and pluck the flowers and the strawberries.  And whoso might be sorry, the child was glad, so many things new and fair as she came upon.

At last, when the fifth day was waning, and they had been a long while wending a wood set thick with trees, it began to grow grey betwixt the distant boles, and then from grey to white, and it was as if a new world of light lay before them.  Thitherward went they, and in a little, and before the sun was set, came they to the shore of a great water, and thence was no more land to be seen before them than if it had been the main sea itself, though this was a sweet water.  Albeit, less than a half mile from the shore lay two eyots, as it might have been on the salt sea; but one of these sat low down on the water, and was green and well bushed, but the other, which lay east of it, and was nigher to the shore, was high, rocky, and barren.

Now the ending of the wood left a fair green plain betwixt it and the water, whiles more than a furlong across, whiles much less; and whiles the trees came down close to the water-side.  But the place whereas they came from out the wood was of the widest, and there it was a broad bight of greensward of the fashion of the moon seven nights old, and a close hedge of thicket there was at the back of it; and the lake lay south, and the wood north.  Some deal of this greensward was broken by closes of acre-land, and the tall green wheat stood blossoming therein; but the most was sweet meadow, and there as now was a gallant flock of goats feeding down it; five kine withal, and a tethered bull.  Through the widest of this meadow ran a clear stream winding down to the lake, and on a little knoll beside a lap of the said stream, two bow-shots from the water, was a knoll, whereon stood, amidst of a potherb garden, a little house strongly framed of timber.  Before it the steep bank of the lake broke down into a slowly-shelving beach, whose honey-coloured sand thrust up a tongue in amongst the grass of the mead.

Went the witch-wife straight to the door of the said house as if she were at home, as was sooth indeed.  She threw the door open, and unladed the ass of all his wares, and first of the youngling, whom she shook awake, and bore into the house, and laid safely on the floor of the chamber; nor did she wait on her wailing, but set about what was to be done to kindle fire, and milk a she-goat, and get meat upon the board.  That did she, and fed both herself and the child plenteously: neither did she stint her of meat ever, from that time forward, however else she dealt with her.






  








CHAPTER III.  OF SKIN-CHANGING.
 

One thing must here be told: Whenas the said dame stood forth clad amidst of the chamber the next morning, the child ran up to her to greet her or what not, but straightway when she saw her close, drew aback, and stood gasping with affright; for verily she deemed this was nowise she who had brought her last night into the fair chamber, and given bread and milk to her and put her to bed, but someone else.  For this one had not dark hair, and hooked nose, and eyen hawk-bright; stark and tall was she indeed, as that other one, and by seeming of the same-like age; but there came to an end all her likeness to last night’s housewife.  This one had golden-red hair flowing down from her head; eyes of hazel colour, long and not well-opened, but narrow and sly.  High of cheekbones she was, long-chinned and thin-lipped; her skin was fine and white, but without ruddiness; flat-breasted she was, and narrow-hipped.

Now she laughed at the babe’s terror, and said, but in her old voice at least: Thou foolish little beast!  I know what scares thee, to wit, that thou deemest me changed: now I tell thee that I am the one who brought thee here last night, and fed thee; neither is my changing a matter of thine, since at least I am the one who shall keep thee from hunger and weather henceforward; that is enough for thee to know as now.  Now thou hast to eat and sleep and play and cry out, that thou mayest the sooner wax, and grow into the doing of my will.

Therewith she led her out into the sunshine, and tethered her to an ash sapling which grew anigh the door, that the child might be safe the while she went about her work in acre and mead.

But as for that matter of changing of aspect, the maiden came to know thereafter that the witch durst not go into the wood in the same skin as that which she wore at home, wherefore she had changed it for the journey to Utterhay, and changed back again in the night-tide before she arose.






  








CHAPTER IV.  OF THE WAXING OF THE STOLEN CHILD.
 

This little one, who is henceforth called Birdalone, though the witch called her but seldom so, nor indeed by any name, dwelt there betwixt the water and the wood, and saw none save the said witch-wife, who, as aforesaid, fed her well, but scarce meddled with her else for a long while; so she wandered well-nigh as she had will, and much in the wood; for she had no fear thereof, nor indeed of aught else save of the dame.  She learned of the ways and the wont of all the creatures round about her, and the very grass and flowers were friends to her, and she made tales of them in her mind; and the wild things feared her in no wise, and the fowl would come to her hand, and play with her and love her.  A lovely child she was, rosy and strong, and as merry as the birds on the bough; and had she trouble, for whiles she came across some ugly mood of the witch-wife, she bore it all as lightly as they.

Wore the years thus, till now she was grown tall and thin, and had seen twelve winters, and was far stronger and handier than at first sight she looked to be.  That found her mistress, and would not forego the using of her deftness.  For indeed the maiden knew all matters of wood and field full well, and somewhat of the water also (though no boat had she ever seen there), for she learned herself swimming, as the ducks do belike.

But now her mistress would learn her swinking, and hard was the lesson, for with twiggen rods and switches was she learned, and was somewhat stubborn with this woman, who she deemed loved her not; and, however it were, there began to grow in her an inkling that all was not well with the dame, and howsoever she might fear her, she trusted her not, nor worshipped her; otherwise she had learned her lesson speedily; for she was not slack nor a sluggard, and hated not the toil, even when it pained and wearied her, but against the anger and malice she hardened her heart.

It is to be said, that though there she dwelt alone with the witch-wife, she had somehow got to know that they two were not alone in the world, and she knew of male and female, and young and old.  Thereof doubtless the witch herself had learned her, would she, would she not; for though she were mostly few-spoken, yet whiles the tongue of her would loosen, and she would tell Birdalone tales of men and women, and kings and warriors and thralls, and the folk of the world beyond them, if it were but to scare the child.  Yea, and when she rated Birdalone, or girded at her, words would come forth which the maiden stored up, and by laying two and two together gat wisdom howso it were.  Moreover, she was of the race of Adam, and her heart conceived of diverse matters from her mother’s milk and her father’s blood, and her heart and her mind grew up along with her body.  Herein also was she wise, to wit, how to give wrath the go-by, so that she oft found the wood a better home than the house: for now she knew that the witch-wife would enter it never; wherefore she loved it much, and haunted it daily if she might.

Amidst all this she lived not unmerrily; for the earth was her friend, and solaced her when she had suffered aught: withal she was soon grown hardy as well as strong; and evil she could thole, nor let it burden her with misery.






  








CHAPTER V.  OF BIRDALONE, AND HOW SHE IS GROWN INTO MAIDENHOOD.
 

Wear the years and the years amidst such days as these, and now is Birdalone grown a dear maiden of seventeen summers; and yet was her life not unhappy; though the mirth of her childhood was somewhat chastened in her, and she walked the earth soberly and measurely, as though deep thoughts were ever in her head: though, forsooth, it is not all so sure that her serious face and solemn eyes were but a part of the beauty which was growing with the coming forth of childhood into youth and maidenhood.  But this at least is sure, that about this time those forebodings which had shown her that she had no call to love and honour her mistress took clearer shape, and became a burden on her, which she might never wholly shake off.  For this she saw, that she was not her own, but a chattel and a tool of one who not only used her as a thrall in the passing day, but had it in her mind to make of her a thing accursed like to herself, and to bait the trap with her for the taking of the sons of Adam.  Forsooth she saw, though dimly, that her mistress was indeed wicked, and that in the bonds of that wickedness was she bound.

One thing, moreover, had she noted now this long while, that once and again, it might be once every two moons, the witch-wife would arise in the dead of night and go forth from the house, and be away for a day, or two or three, or whiles more, and come back again weary and fordone; but never said she any word to Birdalone hereof.  Yet oft when she arose to go this errand, before she left the chamber would she come to Birdalone’s truckle-bed, and stand over her to note if she were asleep or not; and ever at such times did Birdalone feign slumber amidst of sickening dread.  Forsooth in these latter days it whiles entered the maiden’s head that when the dame was gone she would rise and follow her and see whither she went, and what she did; but terror constrained her that she went not.

Now from amidst all these imaginings arose a hope in her that she might one day escape from her thralldom: and whiles, when she was lonely and safe in the wood, to this hope she yielded herself; but thereof came such tumult of her soul for joy of the hope, that she might not master her passion; the earth would seem to rise beneath her, and the woods to whirl about before her eyes, so that she might not keep her feet, but would sink adown to earth, and lie there weeping.  Then most oft would come the cold fit after the hot, and the terror would take her that some day the witch would surprise the joy of that hope in her eyes, and would know what it meant, or that some light word might bewray her; and therewith came imaginings of what would then befall her, nor were that hard to picture, and it would come before her over and over again till she became weary and worn out therewith.

But though they abode ever with her, these troubling thoughts pricked not so oft at the keenest, but were as the dull ache of little import that comes after pain overcome: for in sooth busy and toilsome days did she wear, which irked her in nowise, since it eased her of the torment of those hopes and fears aforesaid, and brought her sound sleep and sweet awaking.  The kine and the goats must she milk, and plough and sow and reap the acre-land according to the seasons, and lead the beasts to the woodland pastures when their own were flooded or burned; she must gather the fruits of the orchard, and the hazel nuts up the woodlands, and beat the walnut-trees in September.  She must make the butter and the cheese, grind the wheat in the quern, make and bake the bread, and in all ways earn her livelihood hard enough.  Moreover, the bowman’s craft had she learned, and at the dame’s bidding must fare alone into the wood now and again to slay big deer and little, and win venison: but neither did that irk her at all, for rest and peace were in the woods for her.

True it is, that as she wended thicket or glade or wood-lawn, she would at whiles grow timorous, and tread light and heedfully, lest rustling leaves or crackling stick should arouse some strange creature in human shape, devil, or god now damned, or woman of the faery.  But if such were there, either they were wise and would not be seen, or kind and had no will to scare the simple maiden; or else maybe there were none such in those days.  Anyhow, nought evil came to her out of Evilshaw.






  








CHAPTER VI.  HEREIN IS TOLD OF BIRDALONE’S RAIMENT.
 

Lank and long is Birdalone the sweet, with legs that come forth bare and browned from under her scant grey coat and scantier smock beneath, which was all her raiment save when the time was bitter, and then, forsooth, it was a cloak of goat-skin that eked her attire: for the dame heeded little the clothing of her; nor did Birdalone give so much heed thereto that she cared to risk the anger of her mistress by asking her for aught.

But on a day of this same spring, when the witch-wife was of sweeter temper than her wont was, and the day was very warm and kindly, though it was but one of the last of February days, Birdalone, blushing and shamefaced, craved timidly some more womanly attire.  But the dame turned gruffly on her and said: Tush, child! what needeth it? here be no men to behold thee.  I shall see to it, that when due time comes thou shalt be whitened and sleeked to the very utmost.  But look thou! thou art a handy wench; take the deer-skin that hangs up yonder and make thee brogues for thy feet, if so thou wilt.

Even so did Birdalone, and shaped the skin to her feet; but as she was sewing them a fancy came into her head; for she had just come across some threads of silk of divers colours; so she took them and her shoon and her needle up into the wood, and there sat down happily under a great spreading oak which much she haunted, and fell to broidering the kindly deer-skin.  And she got to be long about it, and came back to it the next day and the next, and many days, whenso her servitude would suffer it, and yet the shoon were scarce done.

So on a morning the dame looked on her feet as she moved about the chamber, and cried out at her: What! art thou barefoot as an hen yet?  Hast thou spoilt the good deer-skin and art yet but shoeless?  Nay, our lady, said Birdalone, but the shoon are not altogether done.  Show them to me, said the dame.

Birdalone went to her little coffer to fetch them, and brought them somewhat timorously, for she knew not how her mistress would take her working on them so long, if perchance she would blame her, or it might be chastise her, for even in those days the witch-wife’s hand was whiles raised against her.  But now when the dame took the shoes and looked on them, and saw how there were oak-leaves done into them, and flowers, and coneys, and squirrels, she but smiled somewhat grimly on Birdalone, and said: Well, belike thou art a fool to waste thy time and mine in such toys; and to give thee thy due would be to give thee stripes.  But thou doest herein after the nature of earthly women, to adorn thy body, whatsoever else is toward.  And well is that, since I would have thee a woman so soon as may be; and I will help thy mind for finery, since thou art so deft with thy needle.

Therewith she went to the big coffer and drew forth thence a piece of fine green cloth, and another of fine linen, and said to Birdalone: This mayest thou take, and make thee a gown thereof and a new smock, and make them if thou wilt as gay as thy new shoon are gotten to be; and here is wherewithal.  And therewith she gave her two handfuls of silken threads and gold, and said: Now I suppose that I must do the more part of thy work, while thou art making thee these gaudy garments.  But maybe someone may be coming this way ere long, who will deem the bird the finer for her fine feathers.  Now depart from me; for I would both work for thee and me, and ponder weighty matters.

Who was glad now but Birdalone; she grew red with new pleasure, and knelt down and kissed the witch’s hand, and then went her ways to the wood with her precious lading, and wrought there under her oak-tree day after day, and all days, either there, or in the house when the weather was foul.  That was in the middle of March, when all birds were singing, and the young leaves showing on the hawthorns, so that there were pale green clouds, as it were, betwixt the great grey boles of oak and sweet-chestnut; and by the lake the meadow-saffron new-thrust-up was opening its blossom; and March wore and April, and still she was at work happily when now it was later May, and the hare-bells were in full bloom down the bent before her.

All this while the witch had meddled little with Birdalone, and had bidden her to no work afield or in the stead which was anywise grievous, but had done all herself; yet was she few-spoken with her, and would oft behold her gloomily.  And one evening when Birdalone came in from the wood, the witch came close up to her and stared her in the face, and said suddenly: Is it in thine heart to flee away from me and leave me?

A sharp pang of fear shot through Birdalone’s heart at that word, and she turned very red, and then pale to the lips, but stammered out: No, lady, it is not in mine heart.  The dame looked grimly on her and said: If thou try it and fail, thou shalt rue it once only, to wit, lifelong; and thou canst but fail.  She was silent a while, and then spake in a milder voice: Be content here a while with me, and thereafter thou shalt be more content, and that before long.

She said no more at that time; but her word clave to Birdalone’s heart, and for some time thereafter she was sorely oppressed with a burden of fear, and knew not how to hold herself before the witch-wife.  But the days wore, and nought betid, and the maiden’s heart grew lighter, and still she wrought on at her gown and her smock, and it was well-nigh done.  She had broidered the said gown with roses and lilies, and a tall tree springing up from amidmost the hem of the skirt, and a hart on either side thereof, face to face of each other.  And the smock she had sewn daintily at the hems and the bosom with fair knots and buds.  It was now past the middle of June, hot and bright weather.






  








CHAPTER VII.  BIRDALONE HATH AN ADVENTURE IN THE WOOD.
 

On a day she went to the wood, and sat down under her oak-tree, and it was far and far out of sight of anyone standing in the meadow by the lake; and in the wood Birdalone looked to see nought at all save the rabbits and squirrels, who were, forsooth, familiar enough with her, and fearless, so that they would come to her hand and sport with her when she hailed them.  Wherefore, as the day was exceeding hot, she put off from her her simple raiment, that she might feel all the pleasure of the cool shadow and what air was stirring, and the kindness of the greensward upon her very body.  So she sat sewing, covered but by a lap of the green gown which her needle was painting.

But as she sat there intent on her work, and her head bent over it, and it was now at the point of high noon, she heard as if some creature were going anigh to her; she heeded it not, deeming that it would be but some wandering hind.  But even therewith she heard one say her name in a soft voice, and she leapt up trembling, deeming at first that it would be the witch come to fetch her: but yet more scared she was, when she saw standing before her the shape of a young woman as naked as herself, save that she had an oak wreath round about her loins.

The new-comer, who was now close to her, smiled on her, and said in a kind and sweet voice: Fear nought, Birdalone, for I deem thou wilt find me a friend, and it is not unlike that thou wilt need one ere long.  And furthermore, I will say it, said she smiling, that since I am not afraid of thee, thou needest not be afraid of me.  Said Birdalone, she also smiling: True it is that thou art nought fearsome to look on.  The new-comer laughed outright, and said: Are we not well met then in the wildwood? and we both as two children whom the earth loveth.  So play we at a game.  At what game? said Birdalone.  Spake she of the oak-wreath: This; thou shalt tell me what I am like in thine eyes first, because thou wert afraid of me; and then when thou art done, I will tell thee what thou seemest to me.

Quoth Birdalone: For me that will be hard; for I have nought to liken thee to, whereas save this sight of thee I have seen nought save her that dwelleth in the House by the Water, and whom I serve.  Nay, said the other, then will I begin, and tell thee first whatlike thou art, so that thou wilt know the better how to frame thy word concerning me.  But tell me, hast thou ever seen thyself in a mirror?  What thing is that? said Birdalone.  It is a polished round of steel or some other white metal, said the wood-maiden, which giveth back in all truth the image of whatso cometh before it.  Said Birdalone and reddened therewith: We have at home a broad latten dish, which it is my work, amongst other things, to brighten and keep bright; yet may I not make it so bright that I may see much of mine image therein; and yet.  What wouldst thou? said the wood-woman.  Said Birdalone: I shall tell thee presently when thy part of the play is done.

Laughed the new-comer, and said: It is well; now am I to be thy mirror.  Thus it is with thee: thou standest before me a tall and slim maiden, somewhat thin, as befitteth thy seventeen summers; where thy flesh is bare of wont, as thy throat and thine arms and thy legs from the middle down, it is tanned a beauteous colour, but otherwhere it is even as fair a white, wholesome and clean, and as if the golden sunlight, which fulfilleth the promise of the earth, were playing therein.  Fairer and rounder shall be thine arms and thy shoulders when thou hast seen five more summers, yet scarce more lovesome, so strong and fine as now they are.  Low are thy breasts, as is meet for so young a maiden, yet is there no lack in them; nor ever shall they be fairer than now they are.  In goodly fashion sits thine head upon thy shoulders, upheld by a long and most well-wrought neck, that the sun hath tanned as aforesaid.  The hair of thee is simple brown, yet somewhat more golden than dark; and ah! now thou lettest it loose it waveth softly past thy fair smooth forehead and on to thy shoulders, and is not stayed by thy girdlestead, but hideth nought of thy knees, and thy legs shapely thin, and thy strong and clean-wrought ankles and feet, which are with thee as full of thine heart and thy soul and as wise and deft as be thy wrists and thine hands, and their very fellows.  Now as to thy face: under that smooth forehead is thy nose, which is of measure, neither small nor great, straight, and lovely carven at the nostrils: thine eyen are as grey as a hawk’s, but kind and serious, and nothing fierce nor shifting.  Nay, now thou lettest thine eyelids fall, it is as fair with thy face as if they were open, so smooth and simple are they and with their long full lashes.  But well are thine eyen set in thine head, wide apart, well opened, and so as none shall say thou mayst not look in the face of them.  Thy cheeks shall one day be a snare for the unwary, yet are they not fully rounded, as some would have them; but not I, for most pitiful kind are they forsooth.  Delicate and clear-made is the little trench that goeth from thy nose to thy lips, and sweet it is, and there is more might in it than in sweet words spoken.  Thy lips, they are of the finest fashion, yet rather thin than full; and some would not have it so; but I would, whereas I see therein a sign of thy valiancy and friendliness.  Surely he who did thy carven chin had a mind to a master-work and did no less.  Great was the deftness of thine imaginer, and he would have all folk that see thee wonder at thy deep thinking and thy carefulness and thy kindness.  Ah maiden! is it so that thy thoughts are ever deep and solemn?  Yet at least I know it of thee that they be hale and true and sweet.

My friend, when thou hast a mirror, some of all this shalt thou see, but not all; and when thou hast a lover some deal wilt thou hear, but not all.  But now thy she-friend may tell it thee all, if she have eyes to see it, as have I; whereas no man could say so much of thee before the mere love should overtake him, and turn his speech into the folly of love and the madness of desire.  So now I have played the play, and told thee of thee; tell me now of me, and play thy play.

For a while stood Birdalone silent, blushing and confused, but whiles casting shy glances at her own body, what she might see of it.  At last she spake: Fair friend, I would do thy will, but I am not deft of speech; for I speak but little, save with the fowl and wild things, and they may not learn me the speech of man.  Yet I will say that I wonder to hear thee call me fair and beauteous; for my dame tells me that never, nor sayeth aught of my aspect save in her anger, and then it is: Rag! and bag-of-bones! and when wilt thou be a woman, thou lank elf thou?  The new-comer laughed well-favouredly hereat, and put forth a hand, and stroked her friend’s cheek.  Birdalone looked piteous kind on her and said: But now I must needs believe thy words, thou who art so kind to me, and withal thyself so beauteous.  And I will tell thee that it fills my heart with joy to know that I am fair like to thee.  For this moreover I will tell thee, that I have seen nought in field or woodland that is as lovely to me as thou art; nay, not the fritillary nodding at our brook’s mouth, nor the willow-boughs waving on Green Eyot; nor the wild-cat sporting on the little woodlawn, when she saw me not; nor the white doe rising up from the grass to look to her fawn; nor aught that moves and grows.  Yet there is another thing which I must tell thee, to wit, that what thou hast said about the fashion of any part of me, that same, setting aside thy lovely words, which make the tears come into the eyes of me, would I say of thee.  Look thou!  I take thine hair and lay the tress amongst mine, and thou mayst not tell which is which; and amidst the soft waves of it thy forehead is nestling smooth as thou saidst of mine: hawk-grey and wide apart are thine eyen, and deep thought and all tenderness is in them, as of me thou sayest: fine is thy nose and of due measure; and thy cheeks a little hollow, and somewhat thin thy lovely lips; and thy round chin so goodly carven, as it might not be better done.  And of thy body else I will say as thou sayst of mine, though I deem these hands have done more work than thine.  But see thou! thy leg and mine as they stand together; and thine arm, as if it were of my body.  Slim and slender thou art, or it may be lank; and I deem our dame would call thee also bag-of-bones.  Now is this strange.  Who art thou?  Art thou my very own sister?  I would thou wert.

Spake then to Birdalone that image of her, and said, smiling kindly on her: As to our likeness, thou hast it now; so alike are we, as if we were cast in one mould.  But thy sister of blood I am not; nay, I will tell thee at once that I am not of the children of Adam.  As to what I am, that is a long story, and I may not tell it as now; but thou mayst call me Habundia, as I call thee Birdalone.  Now it is true that to everyone I show not myself in this fair shape of thee; but be not aghast thereat, or deem me like unto thy mistress herein, for as now I am, so ever shall I be unto thee.

Quoth Birdalone, looking on her anxiously: Yea, and I shall see thee again, shall I not? else should I grieve, and wish that I had never seen thee at all.  Yea, forsooth, said Habundia, for I myself were most fain to see thee oft.  But now must thou presently get thee back home, for evil as now is the mood of thy mistress, and she is rueing the gift of the green gown, and hath in her mind to seek occasion to chastise thee.

Now was Birdalone half weeping, as she did on her raiment while her friend looked on her kindly.  She said presently: Habundia, thou seest I am hard bestead; give me some good rede thereto.

That will I, said the wood-wife.  When thou goest home to the house, be glad of countenance, and joyous that thy gown is nigh done; and therewith be exceeding wary.  For I deem it most like that she will ask thee what thou hast seen in the wood, and then if thou falter, or thy face change, then she will have an inkling of what hath befallen, to wit, that thou hast seen someone; and then will she be minded to question thy skin.  But if thou keep countenance valiantly, then presently will her doubt run off her, and she will cease grudging, and will grow mild with thee and meddle not.  This is the first rede, and is for to-day; and now for the second, which is for days yet unborn.  Thou hast in thy mind to flee away from her; and even so shalt thou do one day, though it may be by way of Weeping Cross; for she is sly and wise and grim, though sooth it is that she hateth thee not utterly.  Now thou must note that nowise she hindereth thee from faring in this wood, and that is because she wotteth, as I do, that by this way there is no outgoing for thee.  Wherefore look thou to it that it is by the way of the water that thou shalt fare to the land of men-folk.  Belike this may seem marvellous to thee; but so it is; and belike I may tell thee more hereof when time serveth.  Now cometh the last word of my rede.  Maybe if thou come often to the wood, we shall whiles happen on each other; but if thou have occasion for me, and wouldst see me at once, come hither, and make fire, and burn a hair of my head therein, and I will be with thee: here is for thee a tress of mine hair; now thou art clad, thou mayst take a knife from thy pouch and shear it from off me.

Even so did Birdalone, and set the tress in her pouch; and therewith they kissed and embraced each other, and Birdalone went her ways home to the house, but Habundia went back into the wood as she had come.






  








CHAPTER VIII.  OF BIRDALONE AND THE WITCH-WIFE.
 

It went with Birdalone as Habundia had foretold, for she came home to the house glad of semblance, flushed and light-foot, so that she was lovely and graceful beyond her wont.  The dame looked on her doubtfully and grimly a while, and then she said: What ails thee, my servant, that thou lookest so masterful?  Nought ails me, lady, said Birdalone, save that I am gay because of the summer season, and chiefly because of thy kindness and thy gift, and that I have well-nigh done my work thereon, and that soon now I shall feel these dainty things beating about my ankles.  And she held up and spread abroad the skirt with her two hands, and it was indeed goodly to look on.

The witch-wife snorted scornfully and scowled on her, and said: Thine ankles forsooth!  Bag-o’-bones! thou wisp! forsooth, thou art in love with thy looks, though thou knowest not what like a fair woman is.  Forsooth, I begin to think that thou wilt never grow into a woman at all, but will abide a skinny elf thy life long.  Belike I did myself wrong to suffer thee to waste these three or four months of thy thrall’s work, since for nought but thrall’s work shalt thou ever be meet.

Birdalone hung her head adown, and blushed, but smiled a little, and swayed her body gently, as a willow-bough is swayed when a light air arises in the morning.  But the witch stood so scowling on her, and with so sour a look, that Birdalone, glancing at her, found her heart sink so within her, that she scarce kept countenance; yet she lost it not.

Then said the witch sharply: Wert thou in the wood to-day?  Yea, lady, said the maiden.  Then said the dame fiercely: And what sawest thou?  Quoth Birdalone, looking up with an innocent face somewhat scared: Lady, I saw a bear, one of the big ones, crossing a glade.  And thou without bow and arrow or wood-knife, I warrant me, said the witch.  Thou shalt be whipped, to keep thee in mind that thy life is mine and not thine.  Nay, nay, I pray thee be not wroth! said the maid; he was a long way down the glade, and would not have followed me if he had seen me: there was no peril therein.  Said the witch-wife: Didst thou see aught else?  Yea, said Birdalone, and was weeping somewhat now; which forsooth was not hard for her to do, over-wrought as she was betwixt hope and fear: yea, I saw my white doe and her fawn, and they passed close by me; and two herons flew over my head toward the water; and . . .  But the witch turned sharply and said: Thrall! hast thou seen a woman to-day in the wood?  A woman? said Birdalone, and what woman, my lady, said Birdalone.  Hath any woman come to the house, and passed forth into the wood?

The dame looked on her carefully, and remembered how she had faltered and changed countenance that other day, when she had charged her with being minded to flee; and now she saw her with wondering face, and in no wise confused or afraid of guilt, as it seemed; so she believed her tale, and being the more at ease thereby, her wrath ran off her, and she spake altogether pleasantly to Birdalone, and said: Now I have had my gird at thee, my servant, I must tell thee that in sooth it is not all for nothing that thou hast had these months of rest; for verily thou hast grown more of a woman thereby, and hast sleekened and rounded much.  Albeit, the haysel will wait no longer for us, and the day after to-morrow we must fall to on it.  But when that is done, thou shalt be free to do thy green gown, or what thou wilt, till wheat harvest is toward; and thereafter we shall see to it.  Or what sayest thou?

Birdalone wondered somewhat at this so gracious word, but not much; for in her heart now was some guile born to meet the witch’s guile; so she knelt down and took the dame’s hands and kissed them, and said: I say nought, lady, save that I thank thee over and over again that thou art become so good to me; and that I will full merrily work for thee in the hay-field, or at whatsoever else thou wilt.

And indeed she was so light-hearted that she had so escaped from the hand of the witch for that time, and above all, that she had gotten a friend so kind and dear as the wood-woman, that her heart went out even toward her mistress, so that she went nigh to loving her.






  








CHAPTER IX.  OF BIRDALONE’S SWIMMING.
 

Full fair was the morrow morn, and Birdalone arose betimes before the sun was up, and she thought she would make of this a holiday before the swink afield began again, since the witch was grown good toward her.  So she did on her fair shoes, and her new raiment, though the green gown was not fully done, and said to herself that she would consider what she would do with her holiday when she was amidst of her bathing.

So she went down to the water-side, and when she was standing knee-deep in the little sandy bight aforesaid, she looked over to Green Eyot, and was minded to swim over thither, as oft she did.  And it was a windless dawn after a hot night, and a light mist lay upon the face of the water, and above it rose the greenery of the eyot.

She pushed off into the deep and swam strongly through the still water, and the sun rose while she was on the way, and by then she had laid a hand on the willow-twigs of the eyot, was sending a long beam across the waters; and her wet shoulders rose up into the path of it and were turned into ruddy gold.  She hoisted herself up, and climbing the low bank, was standing amongst the meadow-sweet, and dripping on to its fragrance.  Then she turned about to the green plain and the house and the hedge of woodland beyond, and sighed, and said softly: A pity of it, to leave it!  If it were no better otherwhere, and not so fair?

Then she turned inward to the eyot, which had done her nought but good, and which she loved; and she unbound her hair, and let it fall till the ends of the tresses mingled with the heads of the meadow-sweet, and thereafter walked quietly up into the grassy middle of the isle.

She was wont to go to a knoll there where the grass was fine, and flowery at this time with white clover and dog violet, and lie down under the shade of a big thorn with a much-twisted bole: but to-day some thought came across her, and she turned before she came to the thorn, and went straight over the eyot (which was but a furlong over at that place) and down to the southward-looking shore thereof.  There she let herself softly down into the water and thrust off without more ado, and swam on and on till she had gone a long way.  Then she communed with herself, and found that she was thinking: If I might only swim all the water and be free.

And still she swam on: and now a light wind had been drawn up from the west, and was driving a little ripple athwart the lake, and she swam the swiftlier for it awhile, but then turned over on her back and floated southward still.  Till on a sudden, as she lay looking up toward the far-away blue sky, and she so little and low on the face of the waters, and the lake so deep beneath her, and the wind coming ever fresher from the west, and the ripple rising higher against her, a terror fell upon her, and she longed for the green earth and its well-wrought little blossoms and leaves and grass; then she turned over again and swam straight for the eyot, which now was but a little green heap far away before her.

Long she was ere she made land there, and the sun was high in the heavens when she came, all spent and weary, to the shadow of the hawthorn-tree; and she cast herself down there and fell asleep straightway.  Forsooth her swim was about as much as she had might for.

When she awoke it lacked but an hour of noon-tide, and she felt the life in her and was happy, but had no will to rise up for a while; for it was ajoy to her to turn her head this way and that to the dear and dainty flowers, that made the wide, grey, empty lake seem so far away, and no more to be dealt with than the very sky itself.

At last she arose, and when she had plucked and eaten some handfuls of the strawberries which grew plenteously on the sweet ground of the eyot, she went down to the landward-looking shore, and took the water, and swam slowly across the warm ripple till she came once more to the strand and her raiment.  She clad herself, and set her hand to her pouch and drew forth bread, and sat eating it on the bank above the smooth sand.  Then she looked around, and stood up with her face toward the house, to see if the dame would call to her.  But she saw the witch come out of the porch and stand there looking under the sharp of her hand toward her, and thereafter she went back again into the house without giving any sign.  Wherefore Birdalone deemed that she had leave that day, and that she might take yet more holiday; so she stepped lightly down from her place of vantage, turned her face toward the east, and went quietly along the very lip of the water.






  








CHAPTER X.  BIRDALONE COMES ON NEW TIDINGS.
 

Soon she had covered up the house from her, for on that eastern end, both a tongue of the woodland shoved out west into the meadow, and, withal, the whole body of the wood there drew down to the water, and presently cut off all the greensward save a narrow strip along by the lake, off the narrowest whereof lay the rocky eyot aforesaid, nigher unto the shore than lay Green Eyot.

Now never had Birdalone gone so far east as to be over against Rock Eyot.  In her childish days the witch had let her know that she might go where she would, but therewith had told her a tale of a huge serpent which dwelt in the dark wood over against Rock Eyot, whose wont it was to lap his folds round and round living things that went there, and devour them; and many an evil dream had that evil serpent brought to Birdalone.  In after days belike she scarce trowed in the tale, yet the terror of it abode with her.  Moreover the wildwood toward that side, as it drew toward the water, was dark and dreary and forbidding, running into black thickets standing amidst quagmires, all unlike to the sweet, clean upland ridges, oak begrown and greenswarded, of the parts which lay toward the north, and which she mostly haunted.

But this summer day, which was so bright and hot, Birdalone deemed she might harden her heart to try the adventure; and she had a mind to enter the wood thereby, and win her way up into the oakland whereas she had met Habundia, and perchance she might happen on her; for she would not dare to summon her so soon after their first meeting.  And if she met her, there would be the holiday worthily brought to an end!

On went Birdalone, and was soon at the narrowest of the greensward, and had the wood black on her left hand, for the trees of it were mostly alder.  But when she was come just over against Rock Eyot, she found a straight creek or inlet of the water across her way; and the said creek ran right up into the alder thicket; and, indeed, was much overhung by huge ancient alders, gnarled, riven, mossy, and falling low over the water.  But close on the mouth of the creek, on Birdalone’s side thereof, lay a thing floating on the dull water, which she knew not how to call a boat, for such had she never seen, nor heard of, but which was indeed a boat, oarless and sailless.

She looked on it all about, and wondered; yet she saw at once that it was for wending the water, and she thought, might she but have a long pole, she might push it about the shallow parts of the lake, and belike take much fish.  She tried to shove it somewhat toward the lake, but with her little might could make nothing of the work; for the craft was heavy, like a barge, if there were nothing else that withstood her.

About this new thing she hung a long while, wondering that she had never heard thereof, or been set to toil therewith.  She noted that it was mostly pale grey of hue, as if it had been bleached by sun and water, but at the stem and stern were smears of darker colour, as though someone had been trying the tints of staining there.

Now so much did this new matter take up all her mind, that she thought no more of going up into the wood; but though she had fain abided there long to see whatever might be seen, she deemed it would go ill with her did the witch happen on her there; wherefore she turned about, and went back the way she had come, going very slowly and pondering the tidings.  And ever she called to mind what Habundia had said to her, that it was by water she must flee, and wondered if she had sent her this thing that she might escape therein; so different as her going would be thereby to swimming the lake with her wet body.  Then again she thought, that before she might let herself hope this, it were best, if she might, to find out from the witch what was the thing, and if she knew thereof.  Yet at last she called to mind how little patient of questions was her mistress, and that if she were unheedful she might come to raise an evil storm about her.  Wherefore she took this rede at the last, that she would keep all hidden in her own breast till she should see Habundia again; and meanwhile she might steal down thither from time to time to see if the thing still abode there; which she might the easier do by swimming if she chose her time heedfully, and go thither from Rock Eyot, which now and again she visited.






  








CHAPTER XI.  OF BIRDALONE’S GUILT AND THE CHASTISEMENT THEREOF.
 

By this she was come back to the sandy bight, and the sun was westering; and she looked up toward the house and saw that it was the time of their evening meal, for the blue smoke of the cooking fire was going up into the air.  So she went thither speedily, and entered gay of seeming.  The witch looked on her doubtfully, but presently fell to speaking with her graciously as yesterday, and Birdalone was glad and easy of mind, and went about the serving of her; for always she ate after the dame; and the mistress asked her of many matters concerning the house, and the gathering of stuff.

So came the talk on the fishing of the brook that ran before their door, and how the trouts therein were but little, and not seldom none at all; and even therewith came these words into Birdalone’s mouth, she scarce knew how: My lady, why do we not fish the lake, whereas there be shoal places betwixt us and the eyots where lie many and great fish, as I have seen when I have been swimming thereover?  And now in that same creek whereas the serpent used to lurk when I was little, we have a thing come, which is made to swim on the water; and I, could I have a long pole to shove withal.

But no time she had to make an end, ere the witch-wife sprang up and turned on her with a snarl as of an evil dog, and her face changed horribly: her teeth showed grinning, her eyes goggled in her head, her brow was all to-furrowed, and her hands clenched like iron springs.

Birdalone shuddered back from her and cringed in mere terror, but had no might to cry out.  The witch hauled her up by the hair, and dragged her head back so that her throat lay bare before her all along.  Then drew the witch a sharp knife from her girdle, and raised her hand over her, growling and snarling like a wolf.  But suddenly she dropped the knife, her hand fell to her side, and she fell in a heap on the floor and lay there hushed.

Birdalone stood gazing on her, and trembling in every limb; too confused was she to think or do aught, though some image off light through the open door passed before her: but her feet seemed of lead, and, as in an evil dream, she had no might to move her limbs, and the minutes went by as she stood there half dead with fear.

At last, (and belike it was no long while) the witch-wife came to herself again, and sat up on the floor, and looked all about the chamber, and when her eyes fell upon Birdalone, she said in a weak voice, yet joyfully; Hah! thou art there still, my good servant!  Then she said: A sickness fell upon me suddenly, as whiles it is wont; but now am I myself again; and presently I have a word for thee.

Therewith she rose up slowly, Birdalone helping her, and sat in her big chair silent awhile, and then she spake: My servant, thou hast for the more part served me well: but this time thou hast done ill, whereas thou hast been spying on my ways; whereof may come heavy trouble but if we look to it.  Well is it for thee that thou hast none unto whom thou mightest babble; for then must I needs have slain thee here and now.  But for this first time I pardon thee, and thou hast escaped the wrath.

Her voice was soft and wheedling; but for Birdalone the terror had entered into her soul, and yet abode with her.

The witch-wife sat a while, and then arose and went about the chamber, and came to a certain aumbry and opened it, and drew forth a little flasket of lead and a golden cup scored over with strange signs, and laid them on the board beside her chair, wherein she now sat down again, and spake once more, still in the same soft and wheedling voice: Yet, my servant, thy guilt would be required of me, if I let this pass as if to-day were the same as yesterday; yea, and of thee also would it be required; therefore it is a part of the pardon that thou be corrected: and the correction must be terrible to thee, that thou mayst remember never again to thrust thyself into the jaws of death.  And what may I do to correct thee?  It shall be in a strange way, such as thou hast never dreamed of.  Yet the anguish thereof shall go to thine heart’s root; but this must thou needs bear, for my good and thine, so that both we may live and be merry hereafter.  Go now, fill this cup with water from the spring and come back with it.  Birdalone took the cup with a sinking heart, and filled it, and brought it back, and stood before the witch more dead than alive.

Then the witch-wife took up the flasket and pulled out the stopple and betook it to Birdalone, and said: Drink of this now, a little sip, no more.  And the maiden did so, and the liquor was no sooner down her gullet than the witch-wife and the chamber, and all things about her, became somewhat dim to her; but yet not so much so as that she could not see them.  But when she stretched out her arm she could see it not at all, nor her limbs nor any other part of her which her eyes might fall upon.  Then would she have uttered a lamentable wail, but the voice was sealed up in her and no sound came from her voice.  Then she heard the witch-wife how she said (and yet she heard it as if her voice came from afar), Nay, thou canst not speak, and thou canst not see thyself, nor may any other, save me, and I but dimly.  But this is but part of what I must lay upon thee; for next I must give thee a new shape, and that both thyself and all other may see.  But, before I do that, I must speak a word to thee, which thy new shape would not suffer the sense thereof to reach to thine heart.  Hearken!






  








CHAPTER XII.  THE WORDS OF THE WITCH-WIFE TO BIRDALONE.
 

Said the witch-wife: When thou comest to thyself (for it is not my will that thou shouldest never have thine own shape again), doubtless the first thing which thou shalt do with thy new-gained voice and thy new-gained wit shall be to curse me, and curse me again.  Do as thou wilt herein; but I charge thee, disobey me not, for that shall bring thee to thy bane.  For if thou do not my bidding, and if thou pry into my matters, and lay bare that which I will have hidden, then will it be imputed unto thee for guilt, and will I, will I not, I must be avenged on thee even to slaying: and then is undone all the toil and pain I have had in rearing thee into a deft and lovely maiden.  Deem thou, then, this present anguish kind to thee, to keep thee that thou come not to nought.

Now since I have begun speaking, I will go on; for little heretofore have I spoken to thee what was in mine heart.  Well I wot that thou thinkest of me but as of an evil dream, whereof none can aught but long to awake from it.  Yet I would have thee look to this at least; that I took thee from poverty and pinching, and have reared thee as faithfully as ever mother did to child; clemming thee never, smiting thee not so oft, and but seldom cruelly.  Moreover, I have suffered thee to go whereso thou wouldest, and have compelled thee to toil for nought but what was needful for our two livelihoods.  And I have not stayed thy swimmings in the lake, nor thy wanderings in the wood, and thou hast learned bowshot there, till thou art now a past-master in the craft: and, moreover, thou art swift-foot as the best of the deer, and mayest over-run any one of them whom thou wilt.

Soothly a merry life hast thou had as a child, and merry now would be thy life, save for thine hatred of me.  Into a lovely lily-lass hast thou grown.  That I tell thee now, though my wont has been to gird at thee for the fashion of thy body; that was but the word of the mistress to the thrall.  And now what awaiteth thee?  For thou mayst say: I am lonely here, and there is no man to look on me.  Of what avail, therefore, is my goodliness and shapeliness?  Child, I answer thee that the time is coming when thou shalt see here a many of the fairest of men, and then shalt thou be rather rose than lily, and fully come to womanhood; and all those shall love and worship thee, and thou mayst gladden whom thou wilt, and whom thou wilt mayst sadden; and no lack soever shalt thou have of the sweetness of love, or the glory of dominion.

Think of it then!  All this is for thee if thou dwell here quietly with me, doing my will till thy womanhood hath blossomed.  Wherefore I beseech and pray thee put out of thy mind the thought of fleeing from me.  For if thou try it, one of two things shall be: either I shall bring thee back and slay thee, or make thee live in misery of torment; or else thou wilt escape, and then what will it be?  Dost thou know how it shall go with thee, coming poor and nameless, an outcast, into the world of men?  Lust shalt thou draw unto thee, but scarce love.  I say an outcast shalt thou be, without worship or dominion; thy body shall be a prey to ribalds, and when the fine flower thereof hath faded, thou shalt find that the words of thy lovers were but mockery.  That no man shall love thee, and no woman aid thee.  Then shall Eld come to thee and find thee at home with Hell; and Death shall come and mock thee for thy life cast away for nought, for nought.  This is my word to thee: and now I have nought to do to thee save to change thee thy skin, and therein must thou do as thou canst, but it shall be no ugly or evil shape at least.  But another time maybe I shall not be so kind as to give thee a new shape, but shall let thee wander about seen by none but me.  Then she took the cup and took water in the hollow of her hand and cast it into Birdalone’s face, and muttered words withal; and presently she saw herself indeed, that she was become a milk-white hind; and she heard and saw again, but not as she, the maiden, was wont to hear and see; for both her hearing and seeing and her thought was of a beast and not of a maiden.

Said the witch-wife: It is done now, till I give thee grace again; and now be off into the field; but if thou stray more than half a bowshot from the brook, it shall be the worse for thee.  And now the day was done and night was come.






  








CHAPTER XIII.  BIRDALONE MEETETH THE WOOD-WOMAN AGAIN.
 

It was fifteen days thereafter that Birdalone awoke lying in her bed on a bright morning, as if all this had been but a dream.  But the witch-wife was standing over her and crying out: Thou art late, slug-a-bed, this fair-weather day, and the grass all spoiling for lack of the scythe.  Off! and down to the meadow with thee.

Birdalone waited not for more words, but sprang out of bed, and had her work-a-day raiment on in a twinkling, and stayed but to wash her in a pool of the brook, and then was amidst the tall grass with the swathe falling before her.  As she worked she thought, and could scarce tell whether joy at her present deliverance, or terror of the witch-wife, were the greatest.  Sore was her longing to go see her friend in the wood, but the haysel lasted more than a week, and when that was done, whether it were of set purpose or no, the dame forgat her other promise, to give Birdalone more holiday, and kept her close to her work about meadow and acre.  Otherwise her mistress nowise mishandled or threatened her, though she had gone back to the surliness and railing which was her wont.  At last, on a morning when the dame had bidden her to nought of work, Birdalone took her bow in her hand and cast her quiver on her back, and went her ways into the wood, and forgat not the tress of Habundia’s hair; but she had no need to use it, for when she was come to the Oak of Tryst, straightway came Habundia forth from the thicket, and now so like to Birdalone that it was a wonder, for as her friend she bare bow and quiver, and green gown trussed up till her knees were naked.

So they kissed and embraced, and Birdalone wept upon her friend’s bosom, but was ashamed of the words which would have told her of her case.  Then Habundia set her down upon the greensward, and sat down beside her, and caressed her and soothed her; then she smiled on Birdalone, and said: Thy tale is partly told without words, and I would weep for thee if I might shed tears.  But thou mayest tell me wherefore thou didst suffer this; though forsooth I have an inkling thereof.  Hast thou happened on the witch’s ferry?

Even so it was, sister, quoth Birdalone.  And therewith she plucked up heart, and told her all the tale of the vanishing of her body and the skin-changing.  And Habundia answered: Well then, there is this to be said, that sooner or later this must have happened, for thereby lieth thy road of escape; wherefore it is better sooner than later.  But tell me again: was she fierce and rough in words with thee? for what she said to thee thou hast not yet told me.  Said Birdalone: In her first fury, when she was like to have slain me, she had no words, nought but wolfish cries.  But thereafter she spake unto me strangely, yet neither fiercely nor roughly; nay, it seemed to me as if almost she loved me.  And more than almost she besought me rather than commanded me not to flee from her.  And wert thou beguiled by her soft speech? said Habundia.  Nowise to cast aside my hope of escape, nay, not even in that hour, said Birdalone; but amidst all the confusion and terror somewhat was I moved to compassion on her.

Spake Habundia, looking anxiously on her: Dost thou deem that thou art somewhat cowed by what she hath done to thee?  Said Birdalone, and flushed very red: Oh no, no!  Nought save death or bonds shall come betwixt me and my utmost striving for escape.  That is better than well, said Habundia; but again, canst thou have patience a little, and be wary and wise the while?  So meseemeth, said the maiden.  Said Habundia: Again it is well.  Now is the summer beginning to wane, and by my rede thou shalt not try the flight until May is come again and well-nigh worn into June; for thou wilt be bigger then, little sister, and tidings are waxing that shall get matters ready for thy departure: moreover, thou must yet learn what thou hast to do meanwhile, and thereof shall I tell thee somewhat as now.  For that boat, the thing which thou didst find, and for which thou didst suffer, is called the Sending Boat, and therein thy mistress fareth time and again, I deem to seek to some other of her kind, but I know not unto whom, or whereto.  Hast thou noted of her that whiles she goeth away privily by night and cloud?  Yea, verily, said Birdalone, and this is one of the things which heretofore hath made me most afraid.  Said Habundia: Well now, that she wendeth somewhither in this ferry I wot; but as I wot not whither, so also I know not what she doth with the Sending Boat to make it obey her; whereas, though I know all things of the wood, I know but little of the lake.  Wherefore, though there be peril to thee therein, follow her twice or thrice when she riseth up for this faring, and note closely what is her manner of dealing with the said Sending Boat, so that thou mayst do in like wise.  Wilt thou risk the smart and the skin-changing, or even if it were the stroke of the knife, to gather this wisdom?  And thereafter thou shalt come hither and tell me how thou hast sped.  With a good heart will I, dear sister, said Birdalone.

Then Habundia kissed her and said: It is a joy to me to see thee so valiant, but herein may I help thee somewhat; here is a gold finger-ring, see thou! fashioned as a serpent holding his tail in his mouth; whenso thou goest on this quest, set thou this same ring on the middle finger of thy left hand, and say thou above thy breath at least:

To left and right,
 Before, behind,
 Of me be sight
 As of the wind!
 

And nought then shall be seen of thee even by one who standeth close beside.  But wear not the ring openly save at such times, or let the witch have sight thereof ever, or she will know that thou hast met me.  Dost thou understand, and canst thou remember?

Laughed Birdalone, and took the ring and set it on her finger, and spake aloud even as Habundia had given her the words.  Then quoth Habundia, laughing: Now have I lost my friend and sister, for thou art gone, Birdalone.  Take off the ring, sweetling, and get thee to thine hunting, for if thou come home empty-handed there will be flyting awaiting thee, or worse.

So Birdalone took off the ring and came back to sight again laughing; then the wood-woman kissed her and turned her heels to her, and was gone; but Birdalone strung her bow, and got to her woodcraft, and presently had a brace of hares, wherewith she went back home to the dame; who indeed girded at her for her sloth, and her little catch in so long a while; but there it ended.






  








CHAPTER XIV.  OF BIRDALONE’S FISHING.
 

Now were the days wearing toward wheat-harvest, and nought befel to tell of, save that on a morn the witch-wife called Birdalone to her, and said: Now is little to be done till the wheat is ready for the hook, and thy days are idle; or what is that word that fell from thee that other day, that there be good swims for fish about the eyots?  Canst thou swim across bearing thine angle, and back again therewith, and thy catch withal?  Yea, certes, said Birdalone gaily; with one hand I may swim gallantly, or with my legs alone, if I stir mine arms ever so little.  I will go straightway if thou wilt, lady; but give me a length of twine so that I may tie my catch about my middle when I swim back again.

Therewith she went forth lightly to fetch her angle, which was in a shed without; but just as she took it in her hand, a sudden thought came to her, so wary as she was grown.  She undid the bosom of her gown, and took forth her serpent-ring; for she bore it next to her skin, made fast to the bosom of her smock; but now she hid it carefully in the thickest of her brow-hair, which was very thick and soft.  Withal the tress of Habundia’s hair she bore ever mingled with her own.

No sooner had she done it, but she was glad; for she heard the dame calling her, who, when she came to the house-door, spake and said: Now shall I fare with thee down to the water, and look to thy garments lest they be fouled by some straying beast.  And therewith she looked curiously on Birdalone, and knit her brows when she saw that the maiden changed countenance in nowise.

Down to the water went they, and the witch sat down close to where Birdalone should take the water, and watched her do off her raiment, and eyed her keenly when she was bare, but said nought.  Birdalone turned her head as she stood knee-deep, and said: How long shall I abide, lady, if I have luck?  As long as thou wilt, said the dame: most like I shall be gone by then thou comest back, even if thou be away no long while.

Fell Birdalone to swimming then, and when she was more than half over, the witch, stirring no more than need was, got hold of her raiment, which was but the old grey coat over a smock, and ransacked it, but found nought, as well ye may wot.  And when she had done, she sat down again in heavy mood as it seemed, and watched Birdalone swimming, and when she beheld her body come forth out of the water, and pass out of sight amongst the flowers of the eyot, she arose and went her ways home.

Birdalone looked through the willow-boughs, and saw her turn away; then she fared to her fishing with a smile, and soon had plenteous catch from under the willow-boughs.  Then, whereas the day was very calm and fair, and the dame had given her holiday, she wandered about the eyot, and most in a little wood of berry-trees, as quicken and whitebeam and dog-wood, and sported with the birds, who feared her not, but came and sat on her shoulders, and crept about her feet.  She went also and stood a while on the southern shore, and looked on the wide water dim in the offing under the hot-weather haze, and longed to be gone beyond it.  Then she turned away, and to the other shore, and gat her fish and strung them on the string, and made them fast to her middle, and so took the water back again to the yellow strand, where now was no one awaiting her.  But before she did on her garments, she looked on them, and saw that they lay not as she had left them, whereby she knew well that the witch-wife had handled them.

Amidst all this the day was wearing to an end, and again she saw the smoke of the cooking-fire going up into the air from the chimney of the house; and she smiled ruefully, thinking that the witch might yet find an occasion for ransacking her raiment.  But she plucked up heart, and came home with her catch, and the dame met her with a glum face, and neither praised her nor blamed her, but took the fish silently.  Such ending had that day.






  








CHAPTER XV.  BIRDALONE WEARETH HER SERPENT-RING.
 

After this she went once and again fishing on to Green Eyot by the bidding of the dame, who went not again to the shore with her.  These times she had half a mind to go see the Sending Boat, but durst not, lest the thing itself might have life enough to tell of her.

And now was come the time of wheat-harvest, and Birdalone must wear her days swinking in the acre-land, clad but in smock and shoes; and the toil was hard, and browned her skin and hardened her hands, but it irked her not, for the witch let her work all alone, and it was holiday unto the maiden if her mistress were not anigh, despite those words which had somewhat touched her heart that other day.

But when wheat-getting was done, there was again rest for her body, and swimming withal and fishing from the eyot by the witch’s leave.  And again by her own leave she went to seek Habundia in the wood, and spent a happy hour with her, and came back with a fawn which she had shot, and so but barely saved her skin from the twig-shower.  Then yet again she went into the wood on the witch’s errand as well as her own, and was paid by her friend’s sweet converse, and by nought else save the grudging girding of her mistress.

But on a night when September was well in, and the sky was moonless and overcast, somewhat before midnight the dame came and hung over Birdalone as she lay abed, and watched to see if she waked; forsooth the witch’s coming had waked her; but even so she was wary, and lay still, nor changed her breathing.  So the witch turned away, but even therewith Birdalone made a shift to get a glimpse of her, and this she saw thereby, that the semblance of her was changed, and that she bore the self-same skin wherewith she had come to Utterhay, and which she had worn twice or thrice afterwards when she had an errand thither.

The witch now glided swiftly to the door, and out into the night.  Birdalone lay still a little, lest she should fall into a trap, and then arose very quietly and did on her smock, which lay ever under her pillow with the ring sewn thereto again, and so went out adoors also, and deemed she saw the witch some way on ahead; but it was nothing for her light feet to overtake her.  So she stayed to take the ring from her smock, and set it on her finger; then in a low voice she said:

To left and right,
 Before, behind,
 Of me be sight
 As of the wind!
 

Then boldly she sped on, and was soon close on the heels of the witch, who made her way to the edge of the lake, and then turned east, and went even as Birdalone had gone when she came across the Sending Boat.

So fared the witch-wife straight to the creek-side, and Birdalone must needs stick close to her, or she had known nought, so black was the night amongst the alder-boughs.  But the witch-wife fumbled about a while when she was stayed by the creek, and presently drew somewhat from under her cloak, and the maiden saw that she was about striking flint upon steel, and quaked somewhat, lest her charm had played her false.  Presently the tinder quickened, and the dame had lighted a lantern, which she held up, peering all about; and full she looked on the place whereas was Birdalone, and made no show of seeing her, though well-nigh the maiden looked for it to see her drop the lantern and spring on her.

Now the witch, holding the lantern aloft, steps over the gunwale of the boat, and sits down on the thwart; and it was a near thing but that Birdalone followed her into the boat, but she feared the getting forth again, so she but hung over it as close as she might.  Then she saw the witch draw out of her girdle that sharp little knife which Birdalone had seen raised against her own throat; and then the witch bared her arm, and pricked it till the blood sprang from that barren white skin; thereat she stood up, and went to the bows of the craft and hung over them, and drew her arm to and fro over the stem to bloody it; and went thereafter to the stern, and took blood into her right hand and passed it over the place of the steerage (for there was no rudder) and came back and sat down on the thwart again; and, so far as Birdalone might see, busied herself in staunching the little wound on her arm.  Then deemed Birdalone that she knew what manner of paint was that which had made the rusty smears which she had seen on the boat by daylight.

But now as the witch sat there, a harsh voice began to stir in her throat, and then words came out of her, and she sang in a crow’s croak:

The red raven-wine now
 Hast thou drunk, stern and bow;
 Then wake and awake
 And the wonted way take!
 The way of the Wender forth over the flood,
 For the will of the Sender is blent with the blood.
 

Therewithal began the boat to stir, and anon it glided forth out of the creek into the waters of the lake, and the light of the lantern died, and it was but a minute ere Birdalone lost all sight of it.  She abode a little longer, lest perchance boat and witch might come back on her hands, and then turned and went swiftly back again.  She would have drawn off her ring straightway, but the thought came on her, that she had seen the witch depart in her second semblance; how if she were abiding her at home in her wonted skin?  So she came to the house even as she was, and opened the door, and looked in, quaking; but there was no image of a child of Adam therein, and no living thing, save the cat drowsing before the fire; wherefore Birdalone took the ring from her finger and went to the hearth, and stirred up the cat with her foot till he arose and fell to rubbing himself against her legs, and she was fain of him.

Thereafter she made her ring fast to her smock again, and set the smock under her pillow as her wont was, and betook herself to bed, and fell asleep sweetly, leaving all troublous thoughts for the morrow; and that the more as she was free of the witch-wife for that night at least.






  








CHAPTER XVI.  BIRDALONE MEETETH HABUNDIA AGAIN; AND LEARNETH HER FIRST WISDOM OF HER.
 

When morning was, Birdalone arose, and longed sore to go into the wood to seek Habundia again, but durst not, lest the witch-wife should come to hand again earlier than might be looked for.  So she abode quiet and did what was toward near about the house.  All that day the witch came not back, nor the next; but the morrow thereafter, when Birdalone arose, she found the wonted aspect of her mistress in the wonted place, who, when she saw the maiden, greeted her, and was somewhat blithe with her; and Birdalone would have asked her leave to go to the wood, but she trusted little in her unwonted soft mood; which yet lasted so long that on the third day she herself bade Birdalone go take her pleasure in the wood, and bear back with her what of venison she might.

Forthwith went Birdalone as glad as might be, and met her friend at the Oak of Tryst, and told her closely how all had betid; and Habundia said: Here, then, thou hast learned how to sail the lake.  But hast thou learned enough to try the adventure and not to fail?  Even so I deem, said Birdalone; but this I would say, that meseemeth it better that I follow the witch down to the boat one more time at least; for this first time it was dark; and moreover shall I not be surer of the spell if I hear it said oftener, lest it be not ever the same words?  What sayest thou?  She said: Thou art right herein, and, since the adventure may not be tried till next June is at hand, there is time enough and to spare.  And now for this hour that is we need talk no more of it.  Only, my sweet, I beseech thee be wary; and above all suffer not the witch-wife to set eye or hand on the ring.  Truly mine heart oft aches sorely for thy peril; for therein the image of thee abideth rather as of my daughter than my friend.  Yea, now thou laughest, but kindly, so that the sound of thy laughter is as sweet music.  But know that though thou art but a young maiden, and I in all wise like unto thee of aspect, yet have I dwelt many and many a year upon the earth, and much wisdom have learned.  Trowest thou me?

Yea, yea, said Birdalone, with all my heart.  Then she hung her head a while and kept silence, and thereafter looked up and spake: I would ask thee a thing and crave somewhat of thee, as if thou wert verily my mother; wilt thou grant it me?  Yea, surely, child, said Habundia.  Said Birdalone: This it is then, that thou wilt learn me of thy wisdom.  Habundia smiled full kindly on her, and said: This of all things I would have had thee ask; and this day and now shall we begin to open the book of the earth before thee.  For therein is mine heritage and my dominion.  Sit by me, child, and hearken!

So the maiden sat down by her likeness under the oak, and began to learn her lesson.  Forsooth forgotten is the wisdom, though the tale of its learning abideth, wherefore nought may we tell thereof.

When it was done, Birdalone kissed her wood-mother and said: This is now the best day of my life, this and the day when first I saw thee.  I will come hither now many times before the day of my departure.  Yea, but, sweet child, said Habundia, beware of the witch and her cruelty; I fear me she shall yet be grim toward thee.  So will I be wary, said Birdalone, but I will venture some little peril of pain but if thou forbid me, mother.  And I pray thee by thy love to forbid me not.  And this I pray thee the more, because after one of these grim times then mostly doth she meddle the less with me for a while, wherefore I shall be the freer to come hither.  Habundia kissed her and embraced her, and said: Valiant art thou for a young maiden, my child, and I would not refrain thee more than a father would refrain his young son from the strokes of the tilt-yard.  But I pray thee to forget not my love, and my sorrow for thy grief.

Therewith they sundered, and it was drawing toward evening.  Birdalone sought catch, and brought home venison to the dame, who was yet blithe with her, and spake that evening as she eyed her: I cannot tell how it is, but thou seemest changed unto me, and lookest more towards thy womanhood than even yesterday.  I mean the face of thee, for wert thou stripped, lean enough I should see thee, doubtless.  But now look to it, I beseech thee, to be both deft and obedient, so that I may be as kind to thee as I would be, and kinder than I have been heretofore.






  








CHAPTER XVII.  THE PASSING OF THE YEAR INTO WINTER.
 

Wore the days now, till on a night of October, toward the end thereof, the witch went a-night-tide to the Sending Boat, and Birdalone followed her as erst.  This time the night was wild and windy, but the moon was high aloft and big, and all cloud save a few flecks was blown from off the heavens; so that the night was as light as could be; and even at the tree-hung creek it was easy to see all that was done.  And so it was that the witch did and spake in all wise as she did before.

Another time, when November was well-nigh out, the dame arose for her lake-faring; but this night the snow lay deep betwixt house and water, and Birdalone thought that it would scarce do to follow.  Forsooth she knew not whether her feet would the less leave their print in the snow because they were not to be seen.  When she asked Habundia thereof, she laughed and said: Once more thou hast been wise, my child, for though it had been no harder to put this might into thy ring, that whoso wore it should not touch the ground, yet it hath not been done.

It must be told, that in this while Birdalone went oft to the Trysting Tree, and called on her mother (as now she called her) to come to her, and ever more and more of wisdom she won thereby.  Though the witch was oft surly with her, and spared not her girding, yet, the needful work done, she meddled little with her.  But on a day she straightly banned her the wood, and Birdalone went notwithstanding, and when she was there with the wood-mother nought she told her thereof, but was blithe and merry beyond her wont.  She came back home thereafter empty handed, and stepped into the chamber proudly and with bright eyes and flushed cheeks, though she looked for nought save chastisement; yea, it might be even the skin-changing.  Forsooth the witch was sitting crouched in her chair with her hands on the elbows and her head thrust forward, like a wild beast at point to spring; but when her eye fell on Birdalone, she faltered and drew back into herself again, and muttered somewhat unheard; but to Birdalone spake nought of good or bad.

Now was winter-tide upon them, when there was nought to do in field and acre, and but a little in the byre.  In years bygone, and even in the last one, the witch had not spared Birdalone toil any the more, but had made errands for her amidst the snow and biting winds, or over the lake when it was laid with ice.  But now she bade her to nought save what she had a will to; whereby she lost but little, whereas Birdalone was well willing to strive against wind and weather and the roughness of the winter earth, and overcome if she might, so that all were well done that had to be done about the stead.

Still did the witch give her hard words and rail at her for the most part, but from the teeth outward only, and because she was wont thereto.  Inwardly indeed she began to fear Birdalone, and deemed that she would one day have the mastery; and this led her into fierce and restless moods; so that she would sit staring at the maiden’s beauty handling her knife withal, and scarce able to forbear her.  And in such a mood she once made occasion to chastise her as her wont had been erst, and looked to see Birdalone rebel against her; but it fell out otherwise, for Birdalone submitted herself to her meekly and with a cheerful countenance.  And this also was a terror to the witch, who deemed, as indeed it was, that the purpose was growing in her thrall.  So from that time she meddled with her no more.  All this while, as may be thought, Birdalone went yet oftener to the Oak of Tryst, despite frost and snow and wind, and gat much lore of her wood-mother, and learned wisdom abundantly.  And her days were happy.






  








CHAPTER XVIII.  OF SPRING-TIDE AND THE MIND OF BIRDALONE.
 

Now was the winter gone and the spring-tide come again, and with the blossoming of the earth blossomed Birdalone also.  Nought sweeter of flesh might she be than erst, but there was now a new majesty grown into her beauty; her limbs were rounded, her body fulfilled, her skin sleeked and whitened; and if any mother’s son had beheld her feet as they trod the meadow besprinkled with saffron and daffodil, ill had it gone with him were he gainsaid the kisses of them, though for the kissing had he fared the worse belike.

That spring-tide, amidst of April, she followed the witch-wife down to the Sending Boat for the third time; and there went everything as erst, and she deemed now that the lesson was well learned, and that she was well-nigh as wise as the witch herself therein.

But the day after she went about somewhat pensive, as though a troublous thought were on her; and when, three days thereafter, she met the wood-mother, she spake to her even as they parted, and said: Mother, much wisdom hast thou learned me, and now this at the last withal, that hitherto there has been shame in my life; and now fain were I to be done with it.  Fair child, said Habundia, little is the shame though this woman hath had the upper hand of thee and hath used thee cruelly: how mightest thou, a child, strive with her?  But now I see and know that there is an end of that; that she feareth thee now, and will never again raise a hand against thee save thou fall wholly into her power; as thou shalt not, my child.  Be comforted then for what is gone by!  Nay, mother, said Birdalone, it is not that which troubleth me; for, as thou sayest, what else might I do?  But thy wisdom which thou hast set in my heart hath learned me that for these last months I have been meeting guile with guile and lies with lies.  And now will I do so no more, lest I become a guileful woman, with nought good in me save the fairness of my body.  Wherefore hearken, sweet mother!  What is done, is done; but when it cometh to the day, which is speedily drawing nigh, that I must part from thee, it may be for a long while, then will I not fare to the Sending Boat by night and cloud and with hidden head, but will walk thither in broad day, and let that befall which must befall.

Changed then Habundia’s face and became haggard and woeful, and she cried out: O if I could but weep, as ye children of Adam!  O my grief and sorrow!  Child, child! then will betide that falling into her hands which I spake of e’en now; and then shall this wretch, this servant of evil, assuredly slay thee there and then, or will keep thee to torment thee till thy life be but a slow death.  Nay, nay, do as I should do, and fare with hidden head, and my ring on thy finger.  Or else, O child, how wilt thou hurt me!

Birdalone wept; but presently she fell to caressing the mother’s hand, and said: This is thy doing, wherein thou hast made me wise.  Yet fear not: for I deem that the witch-wife will not slay me, whereas she looketh to have some gain of me; moreover, in the evil of her heart is mingled some love toward me, whereof, as erst I told thee, I have a morsel of compassion.  Mother, she will not slay me; and I say that she shall not torment me, for I will compel her to slay me else.  It is my mind that she will let me go.  Said the mother: Yea, mayhappen, yet but as a bird with a string to its leg.  If it be so, said Birdalone, then let my luck prevail over her guile; as well it may be, since I have known thee, O wise mother!

The wood-wife hung her head and spake nought for a while; then she said: I see that thou wilt have it so, and that there is something in thine heart which we, who are not children of Adam, may not understand; yet once wert thou more like unto us.  Now all I may say is, that thou must rule in this matter, and that I am sad.

Then she looked down again and presently raised a brighter face, and said: Belike all shall be better than I thought.  Then she kissed Birdalone and they parted for that time.






  








CHAPTER XIX.  THEY BID FAREWELL, BIRDALONE AND THE WOOD-MOTHER.
 

Now April was gone, and May was come with the thorn a-blossoming, and there was Birdalone waxing still in loveliness.  And now the witch had left all girding at her even, and spake to her but little, save when she needs must.  But to Birdalone it seemed that she watched her exceeding closely.

Birdalone went oft to the wood, and learned yet more of lore: but of the matter of the Departure, how it was to be gone about they spake no more, and great was the love betwixt them.

At last when May was worn nigh to June came Birdalone to the Oak of Tryst, and found the wood-mother there; and when they had talked a while, but ever from the teeth out, spake Habundia: Though thou be now the wiser of us two maybe, yet have I wisdom to wot that this is the hour of our sundering, and that to-morrow thou wilt try the adventure of the Sending Boat: is it not so?  Yea, mother, said Birdalone; I bid thee farewell now: woe is me therefor!  Said Habundia: And thou wilt deliver thyself into the hands of the witch, wilt thou, as thou saidst that other day?  Quoth Birdalone: Is it not wisdom, dear mother, if I trust in my goodhap?  Alas, said the mother, it may be so when all is said.  But O my sad heart! and how I fear for thee!

My mother, my mother! said Birdalone, that I should make the days grievous unto thee! and thou who hast made my days so joyous!  But now canst thou not say of thy wisdom that we shall meet again?

The wood-woman sat down, and let her head fall over her knees, and was silent a long while; then she rose up and stood before Birdalone, and said: Yea, we shall meet again, howsoever it may be.  Let us depart with that sweet word in the air between us.  Yet first thou shalt give me a tress of thine hair, as I did to thee when first we met; for by means of it may I know to-morrow how thou hast sped.

Even so did Birdalone, and this was the end of their talk, save broken words of lamentation as they said farewell.  And therewith for that while they sundered.






  








CHAPTER XX.  OF BIRDALONE AND THE SENDING BOAT.
 

Birdalone woke up in the morning, and arose and clad herself, and she saw not the witch-wife in the chamber, though her bed looked as if it had been slept in.  Birdalone accounted little thereof, whereas the dame would oft go on one errand or another much betimes in the morning.  Yet was she somewhat glad, for she was nowise wishful for a wrangle with her.  Withal, despite her valiancy, as may well be thought, she was all a-flutter with hopes and fears, and must needs refrain her body from overmuch quaking and restlessness if she might.

Now she mingled the tress of the wood-mother’s hair with her own hair, but deemed it nought perilous to leave the ring yet sewn to her smock: she set some deal of bread and flesh in her scrip, lest her voyage should be long, and then all simply stepped over the threshold of the House of her Captivity.

She went straight to the strand aforesaid, seeing nought of the witch-wife by the way; and when she came there, was about to turn straightway to her left hand down to the creek, when it came into her mind that she would first swim over to Green Eyot for this last of times.  For the eyot indeed she loved, and deemed it her own, since never had her evil dream, the witch, set foot thereon.  Moreover, she said to herself that the cool lake would allay the fever of her blood, and make her flesh firmer and less timorous for the adventure.  And again, that if the witch should see her from afar, as she could scarce fail to do, she would deem the maiden was about her wonted morning swimming, and would be the less like to spy on her.

So now, when she had let her garments slip from off her on to the sand close to the water’s edge, she stood a while, with her feet scarce covered by the little ripple of the bight, to be a token of safety to her mistress.  To say sooth, now it was come so nigh to the deed, she shrank aback a little, and was fain to dally with the time, and, if it might be, thrust something of no import betwixt her and the terror of the last moment.

Now she took the water, and rowed strongly with her lovely limbs till she came to the eyot, and there she went aland, and visited every place which had been kind to her; and kissed the trees and flowers that had solaced her, and once more drew the birds and rabbits to sport with her; till suddenly it came into her head that the time was wearing overfast.  Then she ran down to the water and plunged in, and swam over to the strand as fast as she might, and came aland there, thinking of nothing less than what had befallen.

For lo! when she looked around for her raiment and her scrip, it was nowhere to be seen; straightway then it came into her mind, as in one flash, that this was the witch’s work; that she had divined this deed of the flight, and had watched her, and taken the occasion of her nakedness and absence that she might draw her back to the House of Captivity.  And this the more as the precious ring was sewn to Birdalone’s smock, and the witch would have found it there when she handled the raiment.

Birdalone wasted no time in seeking for the lost; she looked down on to the smooth sand, and saw there footprints which were not her own, and all those went straight back home to the house.  Then she turned, and for one moment of time looked up toward the house, and saw plainly the witch come out adoors, and the sun flashed from something bright in her hand.

Then indeed she made no stay, but set off running at her swiftest along the water-side toward the creek and the Sending Boat.  As is aforesaid she was as fleet-foot as a deer, so but in a little space of time she had come to the creek, and leapt into the boat, panting and breathless.  She turned and looked hastily along the path her feet had just worn, and deemed she saw a fluttering and flashing coming along it, but some way off; yet was not sure, for her eyes were dizzy with the swiftness of her flight and the hot sun and the hurry of her heart.  Then she looked about a moment confusedly, for she called to mind that in her nakedness she had neither knife, nor scissors, nor bodkin to let her blood withal.  But even therewith close to hand she saw hanging down a stem of half-dead briar-rose with big thorns upon it; she hastily tore off a length thereof and scratched her left arm till the blood flowed, and stepped lightly first to stem and then to stern, and besmeared them therewith.  Then she sat down on the thwart and cried aloud:

The red raven-wine now
 Hast thou drunk, stern and bow;
 Then wake and awake
 And the wonted way take!
 The way of the Wender forth over the flood,
 For the will of the Sender is blent with the blood.
 

Scarce had she time to wonder if the boat would obey her spell ere it began to stir beneath her, and then glided out into the lake and took its way over the summer ripple, going betwixt Green Eyot and the mainland, as if to weather the western ness of the eyot: and it went not a stonecast from the shore of the said mainland.

Hither to meet it now cometh the witch, running along the bank, her skirts flying wild about her, and a heavy short-sword gleaming in her hand.  Her furious running she stayed over against the boat, and cried out in a voice broken for lack of breath:

Back over the flood
 To the house by the wood!
 Back unto thy rest
 In the alder nest!
 For the blood of the Sender lies warm on thy bow,
 And the heart of the Wender is weary as now.
 

But she saw that the Sending Boat heeded her words nothing, whereas it was not her blood that had awakened it, but Birdalone’s.  Then cried out the witch: O child, child! say the spell and come back to me! to me, who have reared thee and loved thee and hoped in thee!  O come back!

But how should Birdalone heed her prayer?  She saw the sax; and withal had her heart forgotten, her flesh might well remember.  She sat still, nor so much as turned her head toward the witch-wife.

Then came wild yelling words from the witch’s mouth, and she cried: Go then, naked and outcast!  Go then, naked fool! and come back hither after thou hast been under the hands of the pitiless!  Ah, it had been better for thee had I slain thee!  And therewith she whirled the sax over her head and cast it at Birdalone.  But now had the boat turned its head toward the ness of Green Eyot and was swiftly departing, so that Birdalone but half heard the last words of the witch-wife, and the sax fell flashing into the water far astern.

There the witch stood tossing her arms and screaming, wordless; but no more of her saw Birdalone, for the boat came round about the ness of Green Eyot, and there lay the Great Water under the summer heavens all wide and landless before her.  And it was now noon of day.

 

Here ends the First Part of the Water of the Wondrous Isles, which is called Of the House of Captivity.  And now begins the Second Part, which is called Of the Wondrous Isles.






  








THE SECOND PART: OF THE WONDROUS ISLES
 






  








CHAPTER I.  THE FIRST ISLE.
 

So glided Birdalone over the lake and was come forth from the House of Captivity; it might well be that she was but swimming unto death; naked as she was, fireless, foodless, and helpless, at the mercy of mere sorcery.  Yet she called to mind the word of the wood-mother that they should meet again, and took heart thereby; and she was glad in that she had had her will, and shaken off the guile and thraldom of the witch.  Much she thought of the wood-mother, and loved her, and wondered had she yet sought into and seen her welfare by the burning of a hair of that tress of hers; and therewith she looked on that tress of Habundia’s hair and kissed it.

All day the Sending Boat sped on, and she saw no land and nought to tell of.  It was but wave and sky and the familiar fowl of the lake, as coot, and mallard, and heron, and now and then a swift wood-dove going her ways from shore to shore; two gerfalcons she saw also, an osprey, and a great ern on his errand high up aloft.

Birdalone waked in her loneliness till the day was spent, and somewhat worn of the night; then she fell asleep for weariness; but so it was, that before dusk she had deemed that a blue cloud lay before her in the offing which moved not.

She slept the short night through, and was awakened by the boat smiting against something, and when her eyes opened she saw that she was come aland and that the sun was just risen.  She stood up, and for the first minute wondered where she was, and she beheld her nakedness and knew not what it meant; then she loosened her hair, and shook its abundance all about her, and thereafter she turned her eyes on this new land and saw that it was fair and goodly.  The flowery grass came down to the very water, and first was a fair meadow-land besprinkled with big ancient trees; thence arose slopes of vineyard, and orchard and garden; and, looking down on all, was a great White House, carven and glorious.  A little air of wind had awakened with the sunrise, and bore the garden sweetness down to her; and warm it was after the chill of the wide water.  No other land could she see when she looked lakeward thence.

She stepped ashore, and stood ankle-deep in the sweet grass, and looked about her for a while, and saw no shape of man astir.  She was yet weary, and stiff with abiding so long amongst the hard ribs of the boat, so she laid herself down on the grass, and its softness solaced her; and presently she fell asleep again.






  








CHAPTER II.  BIRDALONE FALLETH IN WITH NEW FRIENDS.
 

When she next awoke, the sun was not yet high, and the morning young, yet she stood upon her feet much refreshed by that short slumber.  She turned toward the hill and the gay house, and saw one coming over the meadow to her, a woman to wit, in a shining golden gown, and as she drew nigh Birdalone could see that she was young and fair, tall, white-skinned and hazel-eyed, with long red hair dancing all about her as she tripped lightly and merrily over the greensward.

Now she comes up to Birdalone with wonder in her eyes, and greets her kindly, and asked her of her name, and Birdalone told it all simply; and the new-comer said: What errand hast thou hither, that thou art come thus naked and alone in this ill-omened ferry?  Birdalone trembled at her words, though she spake kindly to her, and she said: It is a long story, but fate drave me thereto, and misery, and I knew not whither I was bound.  But is there no welcome for me in this lovely land?  I lack not deftness wholly; and I will be a servant of servants, and ask no better if it must be so.  Said the new-comer: Unto that mayst thou come, but sore will be thy servitude.  I fear me thy welcome here may be but evil.  Said Birdalone: Wilt thou not tell me how so?  Quoth that lady: We know thy ferry here, that it is the craft wherein cometh hither now and again the sister of our lady the Queen, into whose realm thou art now come, and who liveth up in the white palace yonder, and whom we serve.  And meseems thou wilt not have come hither by her leave, or thou wouldst be in other guise than this; so that belike thou wilt be the runaway of thy mistress.  Wherefore I fear that thou wilt be sent back to thy said mistress after a while, and that that while will be grievous to thee, body and soul.

Birdalone’s heart sank, and she was pale and trembling; but she said: O dear lady, might I then depart as I have come hither, without the wotting of this Queen! after thou hast given me a morsel of bread, for I am hungry.  Said the gold-clad one, looking on her pitifully: Nay, maiden, I cannot choose but bring thee before our mistress, whereas most like she hath already seen thee from above there.  For she is far-sighted beyond the wont of folk who be more manlike.  But as for the bread, see thou!  I have brought a manchet in my pouch, and cheese withal, as I came hurrying; for I thought, she will be hungry.  And she reached the victual out to her.  And Birdalone took it and kissed the golden lady’s hands, and she might not refrain her tears, but wept as she ate.

Meanwhile the golden lady spake unto her and said: Nevertheless, thou poor maiden, somewhat may be done for thine helping, and I will presently speak to my sisters thereon, who are, both of them, wiser than I.  Sisters by blood are we not, but by love and fellowship.  And I doubt not but that as we go up into the house we shall happen upon them in the garden.  But now I look upon thee, how fair a woman art thou!

Thou art kind and friendly, said Birdalone, smiling amidst of her tears, might I know by what name to call so dear a woman?  Thou shalt call me Aurea, said the other; and my next sister is Viridis, and the third, Atra; for that is according to the hues of our raiment, and other names we have not now.  And lo! here cometh Viridis over the meadow.

Birdalone looked, and saw a woman coming toward them clad all in green, with a rose-wreath on her head.  And she drew nigh, and greeted Birdalone kindly, and she also was a very beauteous woman; not great of body, whereas Aurea was tall and big-made, though excellently shapen.  Light brown and goodly waved of hair was Viridis, her eyes brown, and rather long than great; her lips full and ruddy, her cheeks soft and sweet and smooth, and as rosy-tinted pearl; her hands small and delicate of fashion; her whole body soft-shapen as an egg; a kind, wheedling look her face bore.

When she had looked a while on Birdalone, she kissed her, and said: I would thou wert happier, for thou art beauteous, and all but the evil must love thee.  Therewith she drew a cate from her pouch, and said: Eat somewhat, for thou wilt be hungry; and let us go meet our other sister, who is wiser than we.

So they went, all three of them, and came from off the meadow on to the garden-slopes, and at the entry thereof was come Atra to meet them; she was clad all in black, a tall, slim woman, with the grace of the willow-bough in the wind, with dark plenteous hair and grey hawk-eyes; her skin privet-white, with but little red in her cheeks.  She also greeted Birdalone kindly, but sadly withal.  She gave her strawberries to eat laid on a big kale-blade; and she said: Sisters, here are we hidden by the trees, and cannot be seen from the house; therefore we may sit here for a minute or two, while we talk together as to what may perchance be done for the helping of this unhappy maiden, who is so fair and lovely, and hath strayed into so ugly a trap.  Then she said to Birdalone: Thou must know, poor wanderer, that this Queen, our mistress, who is sister to the Witch Under the Wood, is big and strong, well-made, and white-skinned, so that she deems herself a Queen of all beauty: keen-eyed is she to see a fly where others would see nought smaller than a coney; fine-eared withal; wise in wizardry; not altogether dull-witted, though she be proud, and crueller than the cruellest.  But herein she faileth, that her memory is of the shortest for matters of the passing hour, albeit she remembers her spells and witch-songs over well.  But other matters will scarce abide in her head for four and twenty hours.  Wherefore, sisters, if we may keep this maiden out of her sight (after she hath seen her and given doom upon her) till the dead of to-morrow night, we may perchance do some good for her; and it is in my mind that then she may do good for us also.

Now they rejoiced in this word of Atra the wise; and Atra prayed Birdalone to tell them somewhat more of her story; and she told them much; but, whyso it were, she said nought concerning the wood-wife, whose outward semblance was the same as hers.  Then they pitied her, and caressed her; but Atra said: We must tarry here no more, but go straight up to the lady, or maybe we shall lose all.

So they went their ways and came into the pleasance, and trod the sweet greensward betwixt the garland flowers and the beauteous trees; which now indeed, though Birdalone saw them all clear and over-clear, were become nought to her.  Those three also spake gently to her, and now and then asked her somewhat, as if to show her that she was one of themselves; but she spake not, or answered at random, and to say sooth scarce heard their words: forsooth she was now become heart-sick, and was half dead for fear; and her nakedness, which would have troubled her little across the water, was now grown a shame and a terror unto her, and every deal of her body quivered with the anguish thereof.






  








CHAPTER III.  BIRDALONE IS BROUGHT BEFORE THE WITCH-WIFE’S SISTER.
 

So came they at last to the very house, and whereas it stood high on the bent, a great stair or perron of stone went up to it, and was of much majesty.  They went through the porch, which was pillared and lovely, and into a great hall most nobly builded, and at the other end thereof, on a golden throne raised upon a dais, sat a big woman clad in red scarlet.  The three damsels led Birdalone to some four paces of the great lady, and then stood away from her, and left her standing there alone, the scarlet-clad woman before her; on the right and the left the tall pillars going up gleaming toward the roof, and about her feet the dark polished pavement, with the wallowing of strange beasts and great serpents and dragons all done on the coal-blue ground.

When she was so left alone, at first she tottered, and went nigh to falling; but then came back some little heart to her, as she said to herself that now she should verily die once for all, and that no long while would be the passing from life into death.  She looked up and beheld the lady-witch, that she was somewhat like to her sister, white-skinned and of plenteous golden-hair as was she, but younger of aspect, and nowise so ill-looked as that other had now become; for somewhat well-shapen of body she was; but her face forbidding; her lower lip thrust out, her cheeks flaggy and drooping, her eyes little more than half open; to be short, a face both proud, foolish, and cruel; terrible indeed, sitting in judgment in that place on a shrinking naked creature.

Now she spake; and if there were no majesty or solemnity in the voice, there was ugly glee and malice therein; but she said to those damsels: Is this the woman that my keen eyes beheld come aland from my sister’s Sending Boat e’en now?  Aurea knelt on one knee, and said: Yea, so please you, my lady.

Then said the witch: Ho thou!  Wilt thou plead some errand hither from my sister?  Dost thou deem me so witless as not to know that if she had sent thee hither thou wouldst not have come in this plight?  Nay, I know; thou hast stolen thyself from her: thou art a thief, and as a thief shalt thou be dealt with.

Spake Birdalone in a clear voice: No errand do I feign from thy sister, lady: when I could bear my life there no longer, I took occasion to flee from her: this is all the tale.  Yet once and again it hath been in my mind that it was thy sister who stole me from them that loved me.

Hah, thrall! said the lady, thou art bold; thou art over-bold, thou naked wretch, to bandy words with me.  What heed I thy tale now thou art under my hand?  Her voice was cold rather than fierce, yet was there the poison of malice therein.  But Birdalone spake: If I be bold, lady, it is because I see that I have come into the House of Death.  The dying may well be bold.

The House of Death! cried the stupid lady; and wilt thou call my noble house the House of Death?  Now art thou no longer bold, stripped thrall, but impudent.

Scorn rose into Birdalone’s heart at this word, but she refrained her, and spake: I meant that I have stirred the wrath in thee, and that thou wilt slay me therefor; and that it availeth not to crave mercy of thee.

Laughed the lady: Thou art a fool, thrall, said she; if a sparrow fled hither from my sister, I should not wring its neck, but keep it for her.  So shall I do with thee.  I shall not slay thee, and so destroy my sister’s chattel; nor shall I spoil thee, and spoil her possession.  I shall send thee back unto her, the stolen thrall in the stolen boat, when I have learned thee a lesson here.  Forsooth it was for that cause meseemeth that she let thee slip through her fingers, for she is wise enough to have stayed thee from this holiday had she willed it.  But she is tender-hearted, and kind, and soft, and might well deem that if thy chastisement were done to her hand here, it were better done than by her mercy.  Now, thrall, I have spoken enough to thee, or more than enough: get thee back out of earshot!






  








CHAPTER IV.  OF THE WITCH’S PRISON IN THE WAILING-TOWER.
 

Birdalone did as she was bidden, and the witch called unto her Atra, who came and stood humbly on the footpace beside her, and held converse with her mistress a while.  Then she went backward from her a little, and then came to Birdalone, and in a somewhat harsh voice bade her come with her.  Birdalone followed her, quaking, and they came out of the hall and into a long passage, which led to a wide stair winding round a newel; and all was builded exceeding fair, had Birdalone’s heart suffered her eyes to see it; but her flesh was weak, and quaked before the torment to come, so that her knees well-nigh failed her.

But now Atra lays a hand kindly on her shoulder and stays her, and says: Now meseems the walls of the Wailing-Tower, for so it hight, have no ears to hear, and we may talk together.  Wottest thou why I have brought thee hither?  Said Birdalone in a faint voice: Hast thou been bidden to whip me?  And if I had been so bidden, dear maiden, said Atra laughing, nowise would I do it.  Hold up thine heart!  For all hath gone well so far, and now meseems betwixt us three we shall save thee.

Birdalone’s spirit came back to her at that word, and she put her hands to her face and fell a-weeping.  But Atra was kind to her and made much of her; and she kissed her and wiped her tears, and Birdalone smiled again amidst her sobs, and she thanked Atra; who said to her: First of all I must tell thee that I am taking thee to prison by the witch’s bidding.  Yea, said Birdalone, and what is prison?  Said Atra: A prison is a grim place where poor folk who have done that which pleaseth not rich folk are shut up, that they may be grieved and tormented by not being able to fare abroad, or go where they would; and by suffering whatsoever their masters may lay upon them, as darkness, and cold, and hunger, and stripes.  Somewhat so, or worse, our lady would have it for thee; but so would not we.  Therefore for thee shall this prison be a place where thou shalt be safe till we may bring thee forth when the night hath worn towards its ending.  For she will have forgotten thee by to-morrow; and this she knoweth; wherefore just now, when thou stoodest out of earshot, she was bidding me, amongst other matters, to bring thee before her to-morrow morning, and tell her the tale of thee, that she might call it to mind then what she had will to this morning.

Yea, said Birdalone, but will she not remember that she hath given thee a charge concerning me?  But little thereof, said Atra, and with a few words I may easily confuse her memory so that speech thereon will fail her.  Keep up thine heart, sweetling; but let us up this stair now forthwith, for I were fain to have thee hid away in this prison, and then will I down to her and tell her that thou art lying therein in all misery and terror, lest it come into her head to send for thee ere her memory is grown dim.

Again did Birdalone take heart, and they hastened a long way up the stair, till Atra stayed at last at a door all done with iron, endlong and over-thwart.  Then she took a leash of keys from her girdle, one big and two little, and set the big one in the lock and turned it, and shoved the heavy door and entered thereby a chamber four-square and vaulted; and the vault was upheld by a pillar of red marble, wherein, somewhat higher than a man’s head, were set stanchions of latten, that could be clasped and unclasped.  This chamber was in a way goodly, but yet grim to look on; for the walls were all of black ashlar stone close-jointed, and the floor black also, but of marble polished so wholly that it was as dark water, and gave back the image of Birdalone’s dear feet and legs as she went thereon.  The windows were not small, and the chamber was light in every corner because of them, but they were so high up under the vaulting that none might see thereout aught save the heavens.  There was nought in the chamber save a narrow bench of oak and three stools of the same, a great and stately carven chair dight with cushions of purple and gold, and in one corner a big oaken coffer.

Now spake Atra: This is our lady’s prison, and I fear me we cannot make it soft for thee, dear stranger.  Yea, I must tell thee (and she reddened therewith) that it is part of my charge to set thee in irons.  Birdalone smiled on her, and was over weary to ask what that meant, though she knew not.  But Atra went to the big coffer and opened it and thrust in her hands, and there was a jangling therewith, and when she turned about to Birdalone again she had iron chains in her hands, and she said: This shameth me, dear friend; yet if thou wouldst wear them it might be well, for she may have a mind to go visit her prison, and if she find thee there unshackled she shall be wroth, and oftenest her wrath hath a whip in its hand.  And these are the lightest that I might find.

Birdalone smiled again, and spake not, for she was very weary, and Atra did the irons on her wrists and her ankles; and said thereafter: Yet bear in mind that it is a friend that hath the key of these things.  And now I will go away for a little, but I shall be on thine errands; for first I shall tell the mistress that thou art lying here shackled and in all wanhope; and next, by the will and command of her, I am to see that thou be well fed and nourished to-day that thou mayst be the stronger for to-morrow.  Now if I may give thee rede, it is that thou forbear to open the coffer yonder; for ugly things shalt thou find there, and that may dishearten thee again.

Therewith she kissed her kindly on the cheek and went her ways, and the great key turned in the lock behind her.

There then was Birdalone left to herself; and she was over weary even to weep; true it is that she made a step or two towards the coffer, but reframed her, and took two of the pillows from the great chair and turned aside into the other corner, her chains jingling as she went.  There she laid herself down, and nestled into the very wall-nook, and presently fell asleep, and slumbered dreamlessly and sweetly a long while.






  








CHAPTER V.  THEY FEAST IN THE WITCH’S PRISON.
 

Birdalone was awakened by the sound of the key in the lock, and the door opened, and there was Atra bearing dishes and platters, and behind her Viridis with the like gear, and beakers and a flagon to boot, and both they were smiling and merry.

Birdalone’s heart leapt up to meet them, and in especial was she gladdened by the coming of Viridis, who had seemed to be the kindest of them all.

Viridis spake: Now is come the meat for the dear sister, and it is time, for surely thou art famished, and it is now long past high noon.  Do off her irons, Atra.  Said Atra: Maybe it were well to let the fetters abide on her ankles, lest the mistress should come; but for the wrists, reach out thine hands, wayfarer.  So did Birdalone, and Atra laid her things on the ground, and unlocked the hand-shackles, and did them off: and meanwhile Viridis spread forth the banquet, partly on the floor, and partly on that ill-omened coffer.  Then she went up to Birdalone and kissed her, and said: Now shalt thou sit in our lady’s throne, and we shall serve thee, and thou shalt deem thee a great one.

Nought else would they have, and Birdalone laid her nakedness on the purple cushions, and then they fell all three to the feast.  The victual was both plenteous and dainty, of venison and fowl, and cream and fruits and sweetmeats, and good wine they had withal: never had Birdalone feasted in like manner, and the heart came back unto her, and her cheeks grew rosy and her eyes glittered.  But she said: How if your lady were to come upon us here, and we so merry?  Said Atra: Out of the chair must thou when thou hearest the key in the lock, and then is all well, and she would have nought against us; for she herself bade us, and me in special, to keep thee company here, and talk with thee; and Aurea also would have been here, but that she is serving the lady as now.  Hath she then some pity on me, said Birdalone, that she hath bidden thee do by me what is most to my pleasure?

Laughed Viridis thereat, and Atra said: She hath no pity, nor ever shall have; but so hard of heart is she, that she may not deem that we could love thee, a stranger, and unhappy, who can serve us in nowise; so she feareth not the abatement of thy grief from any compassion of us.  Rather she hath sent us, and me in especial, not to comfort thee, but to grieve thee by words; for she biddeth me tell thee fair tales, forsooth, of what to-morrow shall be to thee, and the day after; and of how she shall begin on thee, and what shall follow the beginning, and what thou mayst look for after that.  For by all this she deemeth to lower thy pride and abate thy valour, and to make every moment of to-day a terror to thy flesh and thy soul, so that thereby thou mayest thole the bitterness twice over.  Such is her pity for thee!  And yet belike this cruelty hath saved thee, for but for that she had not refrained her from thee to-day, and to-morrow thou shalt be far away from her.

Meanwhile, said Viridis, in her soft sweet voice, none of all these things will we talk over with thee, but things comfortable and kind; and we will tell each to each of our story.  Will we not, Atra?  Yea, verily, said she.

Birdalone looked upon them and said: Wondrous is your compassion and loving-kindness unto me, and scarce do I know how to bear the burden thereof.  But tell me one thing truly; will ye not suffer in my place when this witch cometh to know that ye have stolen me away from her?

Nay, said Atra, I have told thee that by to-morrow she will have altogether, or at least almost, forgotten thee and thy coming hither.  Moreover, she is foreseeing, and hath come to know that if she raise a hand against any of us three, it will lead her to her bane, save it be for heavy guilt clearly proven against us.  Forsooth, in the earlier days of our captivity such a guilt we fell into, and did not wholly escape, as Viridis can bear me witness.  But we are now grown wiser, and know our mistress better, and will give her no such joy.

Viridis cast her eyes down at those words and Atra’s smile, and turned red and then pale, and Birdalone looked on her wondering what ailed her; then she said: Do ye sisters work in the field and the garden?  I mean at milking the kine and the goats, and digging the earth, and sowing and reaping, and the like.  Nay, said Atra; either our mistress or someone else who is of marvellous might, hath so ordained, that here everything waxeth of itself without tillage, or sowing or reaping, or any kind of tending; and whatso we need of other matters the mistress taketh it for us from out of her Wonder-coffer, or suffereth us to take it for ourselves.  For thou must know that this land is one of the Isles of the Lake, and is called the Isle of Increase Unsought.

Meseemeth then, said Birdalone, were the mistress of you to gainsay you the gifts of the Wonder-coffer, ye were undone.  Yea, verily, said Atra; then would be but the fruits of the earth and the wild creatures for our avail, and these, we have not learned how to turn them into dinner and supper.  And they all laughed thereat; but Birdalone said: See ye then how I was right to offer myself unto you as a servant, for in all matters of the house and the byre and the field have I skill.  But since ye would not or could not have me, I wonder not that ye be ill at ease here, and long to be gone, for as plenteous and lovely as the isle is, and though ye live here without present mishandling or pining.  For, sooth to say, ye have over you a tyrant and a fool.

Viridis answered: Yet is there something else, dear friend, that whets our longing to depart.  Tell her thereof, Atra.

Atra smiled and said: Simple it is: there are they who long for us and for whom we long, and we would be together.  Said Birdalone: Be these kinsfolk of yours, as fathers, mothers, sisters, brothers, or the like?

Reddened Viridis again; but Atra spake, and she also blushed somewhat, though she smiled: Those whom we love, and who love us, be not queans, but carles; neither be they of our blood, but aliens, till love overcometh them and causeth them to long to be of one flesh with us; and their longing is beyond measure, and they desire our bodies, which they deem far fairer than belike they be.  And they would bed us, and beget children on us.  And all this we let them do with a good will, because we love them for their might, and their truth, and the hotness of their love toward us.

Looked up Viridis thereat, and her eyes gleamed amidst the flushing of her cheeks, and she said: Sister, sister! even in such wise, and no other, as they desire us do we desire them; it is no mere good will toward them from us, but longing and hot love.

Now must Atra blush no less than Viridis; yet she but said: I have told thee hereof, Birdalone, because I deem that thou hast lived simply and without the sight of men; but it is what all know in the world of the sons of Adam.  Said Birdalone: Thou sayest sooth concerning me.  Yet about this love have I learned somewhat even ere to-day, and now, as ye speak and I, meseems the lore of it comes pouring in on me and fills my heart with its sweetness.  And O, to have such love from any, and with such love to be loved withal!

Dear sister, said little Viridis, fear not; such as thou shall not fail of the love of some man whom thou must needs love.  Is it not so, sister Atra?  Said Atra: Yea; such love shall come unto her as surely as death.

They were silent now a little, and it was as if some sweet incense had been burned within the chamber.  For Birdalone the colour came and went in her cheeks, her flesh quaked, her heart beat quick, and she was oppressed by the sweetness of longing.  More daintily she moved her limbs, and laid foot to foot and felt the sleekness of her sides; and tender she was of her body as of that which should one day be so sorely loved.

Now she spake timidly to the others, and said: Each one of you then has a man who loves her, and longs for her and for none else?  So it is, said Viridis.  How sweet that shall be! said Birdalone; and now all the more I wonder that ye could trouble yourselves over me, or think of me once; and the kinder I think it of you.

Said Atra smiling on her: Nay, now must the cat be out of the bag, and I must tell thee that thou art to think of us as chapmen who with our kindness would buy something of thee, to wit, that thou wouldst do an errand for us to those three lovers of ours.  Surely, said Birdalone, it were a little payment to set against your saving of my life and my soul; and had I to go barefoot over red gleeds I would do it.  And yet, if I may go hence to your lovers, why not all three of you along with me?

Said Atra: For this reason; thy ferry, the Sending Boat, wherein ye came hither, is even somewhat akin to thy mistress and ours; and the mistress here hath banned it against bearing us; and now, were we so much as to touch it, such sore turmoil would arise, and such hideous noise as if earth and heaven were falling together; and the lady would be on us straightway, and we should be undone; and, as thou shalt hear presently, this hath been proved.  But thou, thou art free of the said ferry.  Forsooth I wot not why thy mistress banned it not against thee; maybe because she deemed not that thou wouldst dare to use it or even go anigh it.

Birdalone considered, and thought that even so it was; that the witch deemed that she would not dare use the Sending Boat, nor know how to, even if she came upon it, and that if she did so find it, she would sicken her of the road thereto.  So now she told her friends the whole tale thereof more closely than she had afore, save again what pertained to Habundia; withal she told every word of what her mistress had said to her at that time when she changed her into a hind.  And Viridis heard and wondered, and pitied her.  But Atra sat somewhat downcast a while.  Then she said: However this may be, we will send thee forth to-morrow in the dawn, and take the risk of what may befall thereafter; and thou shalt bear a token for each of those three that love us.  For we deem that they have not forgotten aught, but are still seeking us.

Birdalone said: Whatsoever ye bid me; that will I do, and deem me your debtor still.  But now I pray you, pleasure a poor captive somewhat more.  Wherein? said they both; we be all ready thereto.  Said the maiden: Would ye do so much as to tell me the tale of how ye came hither, and then how it hath been with you from your first coming until now?  With a good will, said Atra; hearken!






  








CHAPTER VI.  ATRA TELLS OF HOW THEY THREE CAME UNTO THE ISLE OF INCREASE UNSOUGHT.
 

We were born and bred in the land that lies south-west along this Great Water, and we waxed happily, and became fellows when we were yet but children, and thus grew up dear friends into maidenhood and womanhood.  We were wooed by many men, but our hearts turned to none of them save unto three, who were goodly, kind, and valiant; and thou mayst call them the Golden Knight, who is Aurea’s man; the Green Knight, who is man of Viridis; and my man, the Black Squire.  But in this was unhap, that because of certain feuds which had endured from old time, this love was perilous unto them and us; so that we lived in doubt and unrest.

Came a day, now three years ago, when the king of the whole land brought his folk into our lakeside country, and there held a court and a mote in a fair great meadow anigh to the water.  But even as the mote was hallowed, and the Peace of God proclaimed at the blast of the war-horn, came we three woeful ladies clad in black and knelt before the lord king, and prayed him hearken us.  And he deemed that we were fair, so he had compassion on us, and raised us up, and bade us speak.

So we told our tale, how that strife and wounds and death stood betwixt us and love; and we wept, and bewailed it, that our love must be slain because men were wroth with each other and not with us.

The king looked on us kindly, and said: Who be the swains for whom these lovely damsels make such a piece of work?  So we named them, and said that they were there in the mote; and the king knew them for valiant men who had done him good service; and he cried out their names, and bade them stand forth out of the throng.  So forth they stood, the Golden Knight, the Green Knight, and the Black Squire (and he also was now a knight); but now were they all three clad in black, and they were unarmed, save for their swords girt to their sides, without which no man amongst us may come to the mote, be he baron or earl or duke, or the very lord king himself.

So the king looked upon us and them, and laughed and said: Fair ladies, ye have got me by the nose, so needs must my body follow.  Do ye three knights, whom I know for valiant men and true, take each his love by the hand, and let the weddings be to-morrow.  Who then were joyful but us?  But even at the word the king spake arose great turmoil in the mote, for they smote the feud and contention awake, and men thronged forward against each other, and swords were drawn and brandished.  But the king arose in his place and spake long and deftly, and waxed exceeding wroth, while none heeded him nor hearkened.  And there stood our three men, who laid no hand to hilt, but abode heart-whole by seeming amid the tumult.  And lovely they were to look on.  At last the wise men and old barons went between, and by fair words appeased the trouble, and the mote grew hushed.  Then spake the king: What is this, my thanes?  I had deemed that my foemen were far away, and that ye that here are were all friends unto me and unto each other.  But now must we try another rede.  Therewith he turned unto our men and said: Ye champions, are ye so much in love with Love that ye will fight for him?  They all yeasaid that, and then the king said: Then do I declare that these three will hold the field against all comers from matins till high noon, and that he who vanquisheth any one of them shall have his lady and wed her if he will, and, if he will, shall ransom her.  And this field shall be foughten after two months’ frist in these fair meadows, when I return from the outermost marches of the south, whereto I am now wending.  But when the battle is done, then let all men bow to the judgment of God, whether he be well content or not, and this on peril of life and limb.  And now let there be deep peace between all men meanwhile; and if any break the peace, be he high or low, rich or unrich, churl or earl, I swear it by the souls of my fathers that he shall lose nought save his life therefor.

At these words was there a rumour of yeasay, and all men were content, save we three poor maidens, into whose hearts had now entered fear of loss and death.

But our kindreds on both sides were glad and proud, and they were not so bitter against us as they had been; they put hand to pouch, and let rear for us a fair pavilion of painted timber, all hung with silk and pictured cloths and Saracen tapestry, by the very lake-side; and gay boats gaily bedight lay off the said pavilion for our pleasure; and when all was done, it yet lacked a half month of the day of battle, and thither were we brought in triumph by the kindreds on a fair day of May, and there was not a sword or a spear amongst the whole company, and peaceful and merry was all by seeming.  But we were not suffered to meet our lovers all this while, from the time when the mote was.

Now on a day came a messenger on the spur, and did us to wit that the king would be with us on the morrow, and that the day after, the fateful field should be foughten.  Then, though the coming of this day had been so longed for by us, yet now it was at hand it cast us into all unrest and trouble, so that we scarce knew whether to go, or stand, or sit, or what to do with our bodies.  Our folk, and all other men withal, were so busy making ready for the morrow of to-morrow, that they left us alone to wear through the day as we might.

Now it was afternoon, and the day hot and hazy, and we stood on the very lip of the land wearied with hope and fear, and striving to keep good countenance to each other; and there came a boat unto the shore gaily painted and gilded, and bedight with silken cloths and cushions; and the steerer thereof was a woman, not young, by seeming of fifty winters; red-haired she was, thin-lipped and narrow-eyed, flat-breasted and strait-hipped; an ungoodly woman, though her skin was white and smooth as for her age.  Hast thou ever seen such an one, guest?  Said Birdalone, smiling: Forsooth that have I; for such an one is my mistress to behold.

Well, said Atra, this dame stretched out her hands to us, and said: Will not the pretty ladies, the dear ladies, who have nought on hand this afternoon, come into my boat and look on the face of the water, so calm and fair as it is, and let their lovely hands go over the gunwale and play with the ripple, and so beguile this heavy time for a two hours; and then give a little gift of a piece or two of silver to a poor carline, who loveth all fair ladies and bright warriors, and who needeth a little livelihood?

Now the woman seemed nought lovely unto us, and to me forsooth she seemed hateful; but we looked on each other, and we found that we were utterly weary of going up and down on the meadow, and lying about in the pavilion, and it seemed as if this would give us a little rest; withal we saw not that the woman could do us any hurt, whereas we were three, and strong enough as women go; nor were we mariners so evil but that we might sail or steer a boat at a pinch.  So we stepped into the boat straightway, and the woman sat aft and paddled deftly with the steering oar, and we glided away from the land.

Soon we were come so far that we could but just see our pavilion through the haze, which had somewhat thickened, and we said to the woman that she should go about and make for the shore, and that then we would go to and fro a while along by our stead.  She nodded yeasay, and began by seeming to dight the craft for return.  But therewith the haze was grown suddenly into a low cloud, which came down upon us from the south-west in the arms of a cold breeze, that grew stronger every minute, so no wonder it was though the steerer might not keep head to wind; and then who was afraid and ashamed save ourselves?

But the woman said, and there seemed to be a mock in her voice: Ill luck, pretty ladies!  Now is there nought for it but to drive, if we would not drown.  But belike this duskiness will clear presently, and then at least we shall know whither we be going; and we may either turn back, or seek some other shelter, for I know the lake well; I know, I know.

We were too terror-stricken to speak, for we felt that still the wind grew stronger, and the lake began to rise into waves, and the craft to wallow; but well-nigh therewith was the dusk and the mist gone; the sky was bright blue overhead, and the westering sun shone cloudless; but on no land it shone, or on aught save the blue waters and the white wave-crests.

Then wept Aurea, and this Viridis here, but as to me, I grew wroth and cried out to the steerer: Accursed carline! thou hast betrayed us; never now may we get back to our pavilion till the fight is foughten, and our lovers will deem that we have forsaken them, and we are shamed for ever.  Well, well, said the carline, what remedy save patience for the winds and waves?  And she laughed mockingly.  Quoth I: There is this remedy, that we three arise and lay hands on thee, and cast thee outboard, save thou straightway turn the boat’s head and back to the main.  Forsooth I doubt not but that as thou hast raised this foul wind against us, thou canst raise a fair wind for us.

Hearken to the lovely lady! quoth the carline, how she deemeth me to be none other than the great God himself, to hold the winds in the hollow of my hand, and still the waves with a word!  What! am I wrought somewhat after his image, kind ladies?  And she grinned horribly therewith.  Then she said again: As to thy remedy, sweetling, meseemeth it nought.  For how shall ye sail this stormy water when your captain is gone, and ye but holiday sailors belike?

As she spake, a great wave came up from the windward, and brake over us, and half filled the craft, and lifted her bows up towering, and then down we went into the trough; and I sat cowed and quaking, and spake never another word.

Now began the sun to sink, and the wind abated, and the sea went down, but the boat sped on as swift as ever over the landless waters.

Now the sun was down, and dusk was at hand, and the carline spake, and drew a bright-gleaming sax from under her raiment: Damsels, I warn you that now it were best that ye obey me in all things; for though ye be three and I one, yet whereas I have here an edge-friend, I may take the life of any one of you, or of all three, as simply as I could cut a lamb’s throat.  Moreover it will serve you better in the house whereto ye are wending, that I make a good tale of you rather than a bad.  For the mistress of that house is of all might; and I must say it of her, though she is my very sister, yet she is not so sweet-tempered and kind of heart as I am, but somewhat rough and unyielding of mood, so that it is best to please her.  Wherefore, maidens, I rede you be sage.

Our unhappy hearts were now so sunken in wan-hope, that we had no word wherewith to answer her, and she spake: Now obey ye my bidding and eat and drink, that ye may come hale and sound to your journey’s end, for I would not give starvelings to my dear sister.  Therewith she brought forth victual for us, and that nought evil, of flesh and bread, and cheese and cakes, and good wine withal; and we were hunger-weary as well as sorrow-weary; and hunger did at that moment overcome sorrow, so we ate and drank, and, would we, would we not, something of heart came back to us thereby.  Then again spake the carline: Now my will is that ye sleep; and ye have cushions and cloths enough to dight you a fair bed; and this bidding is easy for you to obey.  Forsooth, so weary were we with sorrow, and our hunger was now quenched, that we laid us down and slept at once, and forgat our troubles.

When we awoke it was after the first dawn, and we were come aland even where thou didst this morning, guest.  And thou mayst deem it wondrous, but so it was, that close to where our boat took land lay the ferry which brought thee hither.

Now the carline bade us get ashore, and we did so, and found the land wondrous fair, little as that solaced us then.  But she said unto us: Hearken! now are ye come home; and long shall ye dwell here, for never shall ye depart hence save by the will of my sister and me, wherefore, once more, I rede you be good, for it will be better for you.  Go forth now unto yonder house, and on the way ye shall meet the Queen of this land, and ye have nought to do but to say to her that ye are the Gift; and then shall she see to your matter.

Therewith she gat into her own craft, the Sending Boat, and therein did the deed and spake the words ye wot of, and was gone north-away; and when we turned to seek for our boat wherein we had come hither, it was gone.

We stood miserably for a while on the lip of the land, and then I said that we might as well go meet our fate as die there of grief and hunger.  So we went, and came into those fair gardens, and as we went slowly up toward the house came on us a woman clad in red scarlet and grandly dight.  A big woman she was, and like to her that beguiled us, but far younger and fairer of favour, foolish and proud of visage.  She stared on us, and seemed half afeard of us at first, but asked us what we were, and I answered that we were the Gift.  The Gift? said she, what meaneth that?  Will ye obey me in all things?  If ye gainsay it, ye will perish, unless ye can eat grass; for on this isle everything cometh from my hand.

What might we do?  We all knelt down before her, and swore to do her will.  Then she said, after she had stared on us a while: Now I know: ye are they of whom my sister spake, that she would fetch me a gift of a leash of damsels for my service.  Now I take the Gift and thank her good heart.  But if ye would do my will, then . . .  But she broke off here and stared at us a long while, and then she said: Now I know; she bade me treat you well, and hold my hand from you, or evil would come of it, belike at last my bane.  So go ye home to the house, and I will give you meat and drink, and show you my stores and the Wonder-coffer, and ye shall serve me in honour.

Even so did we; and we ate and drank and rested, and nought we lacked, save leave to depart home to our lovers, and some mistress better than this stupid and proud lump of flesh.  But the next morning when we came before the lady, she knew nought of what we were; and again we had to tell her that we were the Gift, and again she glared at us balefully, and again she called to mind her sister and her rede concerning us.  And this went on for many days, till at last she got to know what we were; and she followed her sister’s rede in that she never mishandled us, though we could see that it irked her to forbear, nor did she speak to us more roughly than her fool’s wont was; and we had in our hands all that was needed for our sustenance, and lived easily enough.

Now our coming hither betid three years ago, and a month thereafter comes thy witch hither in her ferry, and she greeted us when we met, and asked us, grinning, had she not been kind to win us such good days?  Yea, and over kind, said she, ye would deem me, knew ye what would have betid you save for my good word.  Forsooth we deemed it no kind deed to steal us from our lovers; but we kept good tongues in our heads, for thralls must needs kiss the rod.

She went away in two days, but came again many times thereafter, till we won the secret of the Sending Boat, and her spell therewith; but we knew not that was banned against us.  Wherefore on a day in the grey of the morning, when we had been on this isle somewhat less than a year, we went down to it and stepped in, and reddened stem and stern and said the spell-words.  But straightway arose an hideous braying and clatter, and thunder came therewith, and trembling of the earth, and the waters of the lake arose in huge waves; nor might we move from our seats in the boat till the two witches came running down to us, and haled us out ashore, and had us up into the house, and into this very prison-chamber, wherein we are now sitting so merry.  And here we bore what was laid upon us, whereof, dear guest, we shall tell thee nought.  But this came of it, that never thereafter durst we try the adventure of the Sending Boat, but have lived on in lazy sorrow and shameful ease, till thou, dear guest and sister, wert sent hither by heaven for our helping.

Now what became of the king’s court, and the hazelled field of our champions, we wot not, or whether they be yet alive we cannot tell thee; but if they be alive, it is to them that we would have thee do our errand, and thereof will we tell thee closely to-morrow.  And so, sweetling, an end of my tale.






  








CHAPTER VII.  THE THREE DAMSELS TAKE BIRDALONE OUT OF THE WITCH’S PRISON.
 

Birdalone thanked Atra much for her tale, and strange it was to her to hear of such new things and the deeds of folk; but the dealing of the witches with those three was familiar to her and was of her world.

Now they talked merrily, till there came a footstep to the door and one without knocked.  Viridis paled thereat, and a pang of fear smote Birdalone, and she swiftly got from out the chair and sat down on a stool; but when Atra opened, it was but Aurea come from her service to bid Atra take her place.  So she went, and again was there pleasant converse betwixt Aurea and the other twain; and certain matters did Aurea tell Birdalone which had been left untold by Atra.  And chiefly, when Birdalone asked if any other folk had come into the isle while they dwelt there, she said yea; once had come a knight with a lady, his love, fleeing from war and mishap, and these had the witch overcome by wizardry, and destroyed them miserably: and that again another had strayed thither, and him also the witch undid, because he would not do her will and lie in her bed.  Withal had come drifting there a young damsel, a castaway of the winds and waves; her the witch kept as a thrall, and after a while took to mishandling her so sorely, that at last, what for shame and what for weariness of life, she cast herself into the water and was drowned.  None of these folk might the damsels help so as to do them any good, though they tried it, and went nigh to suffer therefor themselves.

Now the day wore, and in a while Atra came back, and Viridis must serve.  At last the dusk and the dark was come.  Then said Atra: Now must we twain begone to wait upon our lady, as the wont is: and that is now for our good hap, for if we be with her all three, and especially, to say sooth, if I be with her, we may well keep her from visiting thee here; since belike she shall yet dimly remember that thou art in her prison.  Therefore thou must forgive it if I shackle thy wrists again.  And now if thou wilt follow my rede, thou shalt try to sleep some deal, and it were well if thou might’st sleep till we come for thee in the grey dawn.

Therewith they left her there, and she nestled in the corner once more, and there did verily fall asleep, and slept till the key in the lock and the opening door awakened her, and Atra came stealing soft-footed into the prison.  Eager she was and panting, and she kneeled before Birdalone and unlocked her leg-shackles, and then stood up and did the like by the irons on her wrists.  Then she said: Look up, dear friend, to thy prison windows, and behold the dawn beginning to break on the day of thy deliverance, and ours maybe.  But come now at once: and again, wilt thou pardon me, that we clothe thee not here for thy journey?  For from our own bodies must we clothe thee, and if by any hap our lady were to see any one of us more or less unclad, it might draw her on to see what was toward, and we might yet be found out, for our undoing.

Therewith she took her hand, and led her forth of the prison, and locked the door behind her; and then downstairs they went, and out-a-doors by a little wicket at the stair-end.  The dawn drew on apace now, and Birdalone saw at once the other twain lurking in the wall-nook hard by.  No word was spoken between them, and with noiseless feet they went forth into the orchard, where the blackbirds and thrushes were beginning their first morning song, and ere they came out on to the meadow the full choir of them was a-singing.






  








CHAPTER VIII.  IN WHAT WISE BIRDALONE WAS CLAD, AND HOW SHE WENT HER WAYS FROM THE ISLE OF INCREASE UNSOUGHT.
 

When they were all clear of the orchard trees the three damsels kept Birdalone between them closely, so that her white body should not be seen if the lady were awake and looking forth.  Thus they brought her to where a few thorn-bushes made a cover for them close to the water’s edge, some twenty yards from the Sending Boat.  There they stood together, and Atra said:

Now, dear guest, and dearest messenger, it is our matter to clothe thee from our very bodies; and do thou, Viridis, begin.

Viridis came forward blushing, as her wont was, and took off her green gown and laid it on the grass; then she set her hand to her smock, and did it off, and stood naked, knee set to knee, and swaying like the willow branch; and then was seen all the dainty fashion of her body, and how lovely of hue and sweet of flesh she was.

But she said: Dear sister Birdalone, here is my smock, which I lend thee, but as to my love, I give it thee therewith; therefore grudge it not, though thou give me back the linen, for happy will be the day to me when I have it again; for now none may do it on me save the Green Knight, my own love.  Therewith she gave her the smock, and kissed her, and Birdalone did it on, and felt the valianter and mightier when she had a garment upon her.

Then Aurea did off her golden gown, and stood in smock alone, so that her naked arms shone more precious than the golden sleeves that had covered them.  And she spake: Birdalone, dear messenger, take now my golden gown, and send it back to me when thou hast found the man unto whom it is due; and think meanwhile that, when thou wearest it, thou wearest my love, and that when thou pullest it off, thou art clad with my love instead of it.

So Birdalone did on the gown, and became to look on as the daintiest of the queens of the earth; and she turned her head about to look on her gold-clad flanks, and wondered.

Thereafter Atra knit up her skirts into her girdle, and then did off her shoon, so that her slim feet shone like pearls on the green grass; and she said:

Birdalone, sweet friend! wilt thou be my messenger to bear these shoon to my Black Squire, and meanwhile put my love for thee under thy feet, to speed thee and to bear thee up?  Wherefore be good to me.

Birdalone then shod herself, and though pity it were to hide her feet from the eyes of Earth, yet felt she the stouter-hearted thereby, and her cheeks flushed and her eyes brightened.

Thereafter Aurea gave her withal a golden collar for the neck, and Viridis a girdle of silver well-wrought, and Atra a gold finger-ring set with a sapphire stone; and all these she did on her; but yet she knew that they were tokens to be delivered to the three lovers according as was due.

Then spake Atra: Lo, sister, we pray thee to bear these lendings on thy body in such wise that when thou comest to the mainland they may be seen by knights seeking adventures, and that thou mayst answer to any who may challenge thee thereof and say that thou bearest this raiment and these jewels from Aurea and Viridis and Atra to Baudoin the Golden Knight, and to Hugh the Green Knight, and to Arthur the Black Squire.  And if thou deem that thou hast found these, then shall they tell thee a token, such as we shall tell thee, that they be truly these and none other; and thereafter, when thou art made sure, they shall take of thee the raiment, the gems, and the Sending Boat, and come hither if they may.  And God look to the rest!  But as for the token to be told aforesaid, we have determined that each of us shall tell thee privily what question thou shalt ask for her, and what answer thou must look for.

When she had done speaking, each came up to Birdalone and spake something into her ear amidst blushes enough forsooth.  And what they said will be seen hereafter.  Then again said Atra: Now by this errand shall we be well paid for the care we have had of thee.  It may be, forsooth, that thou shalt not find our speech-friends; for they may be dead, or they may deem us untrue, and may have forsaken us and their land; and in any such case thou art free of our errand; but whatsoever may betide us, God speed thee!

Then Viridis drew forth a basket from under a bush, and said: We know not how long thy voyage may be, but some little provision for the way we may at least give thee: now wilt thou bear this aboard thyself; for we dare not touch thy craft, nay, nor come nigh it, no one of us.  And she set down the basket and cast her arms about her, and kissed her and wept over her; and the other twain, they also kissed her lovingly.  Birdalone wept even as Viridis, and said: May ye do well, who have been so kind to me; but now am I both so glad and so sorry, that the voice of me will not make due words for me.  O farewell!

Therewith she took up her basket, and turned and went speedily to the Sending Boat; and they beheld her how she stepped aboard and bared her arm, and drew blood from it with the pin of her girdle-buckle, and therewith reddened stem and stern; and a pang of fear smote into their hearts lest their lady had banned it for Birdalone as for them.  But Birdalone sat down on the thwart, and turned her face south, and spake:

The red raven-wine now
 Hast thou drunk, stern and bow;
 Awake then, awake!
 And the southward way take:
 The way of the Wender forth over the flood,
 For the will of the Sender is blent with the blood.
 

No cloud barred the gateway of the sun as she spoke; no wave rose upon the bosom of the lake; no clatter nor tumult was there; but the Sending Boat stirred, and then shot out swiftly into the wide water; and the sun arose as they looked, and his path of light flashed on Birdalone’s golden gown for a moment, and then it grew grey again, and presently she was gone from before their eyes.

So they turned up into the orchard: and now was Viridis of good cheer, and Aurea no less; but Atra lagged behind, and as she went, some passion took her, she knew not wherefore; her bosom swelled, her shoulders heaved therewith, and she wept.






  








CHAPTER IX.  HOW BIRDALONE CAME TO THE ISLE OF THE YOUNG AND THE OLD.
 

All went well with Birdalone when she had left the Isle of Increase Unsought, much as it had on her first voyage, save that now she was both clad and victualled, and her heart, if yet it harboured fear, was also full of new and strange hope; and oft, even as she sat there amidst the waste of waters, she wondered what new longing this was which wrought so sweet a pain in her, that it made her cheeks burn, and her eyes dim, and her hands and her limbs restless.  And then would she set her mind to her friends and their errand, and would hope and pray for them; but again would she fall to picture to herself what manner of men they were who were so sore longed for by those three beauteous women; and she deemed that since they were thus desired, they must be fairer even than her friends of the isle; and again the nameless longing overtook her, and held her till it wearied her into sleep.

When she awoke again the boat had stayed, and she was come aland; but the dawn was not yet come, and the night was moonless, yet was there light enough to see, from the water and the stars, that the bows of the boat were lying safe on a little sandy beach.  So she stepped out and looked around, and deemed she could see great trees before her, and imagined also dark masses of she knew not what.  So she walked warily up the said strand till she came on to soft grass, and smelled the scent of the clover as her foot-soles crushed it.  There she sat down, and presently lay along and went to sleep.

After a while she awoke, and felt happy and well at ease, and had no will to move: the sun was shining brightly, but had not been up long: the song of birds was all about her, but amidst it she deemed she heard some speech of man, though it were not like to what she had heard in her life before.  So she raised herself on her elbow, and looked up and saw a new thing, and sat up now, and beheld and wondered.

For there stood before her, gazing wide-eyed on her, two little children, some three winters of age, a man and a woman as it seemed.  The man-child with light and fine white-golden hair, falling straight down and square over his brow, and blue-grey eyes which were both kind and merry, and shyly seeking as it were.  Plump and rosy he was, sturdy and stout-limbed.  No less fair was the woman; her hair golden-brown, as oft it is with children who grow up dark-haired, and curling in fair little rings all over her head; her eyes were big and dark grey; she was thinner than the lad, and somewhat taller.

These two babes had between them a milk-white she-goat, and had been playing with her, and now she turned her head to this and that one of them, bleating, as if to crave more of the game; but they had no eyes for her, but stood staring with might and main on the new-comer and her shining golden gown.

Birdalone laughed with joy when she saw the little ones, and a dim memory of the days of Utterhay passed before her: she stretched out a hand to them, and spake softly and caressingly, and the little lad came forward smiling, and took her hand, and made as if he would help her up for courtesy’s sake.  She laughed on him, and arose; and when she stood up, tall and golden, he seemed somewhat afeard of so big a creature, but stood his ground valiantly.  Then she stooped down to him and kissed him, and he naysaid her not, but seemed rather glad when it was over; but when Birdalone went to the little maid, and kissed her, the child clung to her as if she were her mother, and babbled to her.

Then comes the lad to her, and takes her hand, and would draw her away, and speaks to her in his prattle, and she understood him to mean that she should come with him to see the father.  So she went, wondering what should next betide; and the little maiden went on the other side of her, holding by a fold of her skirt.  Forsooth the goat followed bleating, not well pleased to be forgotten.

Now had Birdalone time to look about her, though the two babes fell to prattling with her in their way, and she thought it sweet to look down on the two little faces that looked up to her so pleased and merry.

She was in a grassy plain, somewhat over rough and broken to be called a meadow, and not enough be-timbered to be called a wood; it rose up a little and slowly as they left the water, but scarce so much as one might call it a hill.  Straight before her on the way that they were going went up into the air great masses of grey stone builded by man’s hand, but looking, even from this way off, ragged and ruinous.  It may well be thought that Birdalone wondered what things might lie betwixt the trees and the towers.

Now as they went they came on other goats, who seemed tame, and these joined them to their fellow, and suffered the younglings to play with them.  Moreover there were rabbits great plenty scuttling in and out of the brakes and the rough ground upon the way, and the younglings beheld them, and the little lad said, after his fashion: Why do the rabbits run away from us, and the goats follow us?  Now, sooth to say, Birdalone scarce knew why, and had no word ready for the child; but she said at last: Mayhappen they will come to me; so it was once when I dwelt away from here.  Shall I go fetch thee one?  The little ones yeasaid that, though somewhat shyly and doubtfully.  Then said Birdalone: Do ye, sweetlings, abide me here, and go not away.  They nodded their heads thereat, and Birdalone kilted her skirts and went her ways to some broken bushed ground, where was a many rabbits playing about; but she went not out of eye-shot of the babes.  Before she was well-nigh to the little beasts, she fell to talking to them in a low sweet voice, as had been her wont when she was little; and when they heard it, those who had not scuttled away at first glance of her, fell to creeping little short creeps one to the other, as their manner is when they be alone together and merry; and they suffered her to come quite amongst them, and crept about her feet while she stood, still talking unto them.  Then she stooped down and took up one in her arms and caressed it, and then laid him down and took up another, and so with three or four of them; and she fell to pushing them, and rolling them over with her foot; then she turned a little away from them toward the children, and then a little more, and the rabbits fell to following her, and she turned and took up one in her arms, and went straight on toward the children, but turning and talking to the rabbits now and again.

As to the babes, she saw the goats, of whom were now a dozen, or thereabouts, standing together in a kind of ring, and the little ones going from one to the other playing with them happily.  But presently the lad turned and saw her coming with her tail of little beasts, and he cried out a great Oh and ran toward her straightway, and the maiden after him; and he held out his arms to have the rabbit she bore, and she gave it to him smiling, and said: Lo now! here be pretty playmates; but look to it that ye be soft and kind with them, for they are but feeble people.  So the younglings fell to sporting with their new friends, and for a little forgat both goats and golden lady; but the goats drew nigh, and stood about them bleating, nor durst they run at the rabbits to butt them, because of Birdalone and the little ones.

There then stood the slim maiden, tall and gleaming above her little flock; and her heart was full of mirth and rest, and the fear was all forgotten.  But as she looked up toward the grey walls, lo, new tidings to hand!  For she saw an old man with a long white beard slowly coming toward them: she started not, but abode his coming quietly, and as he drew nigh she could see of him that he was big and stark, and, old as he was, not yet bowed with his many years.  He stood looking on this Queen and her court silently a while, and then he spake: Such a sight I looked not to see on this Isle of the Young and the Old.  She said: But meseemeth it is full meet that these younglings should sport with the creatures.  He smiled and said: Such a voice I looked not to hear on the Isle of the Young and the Old.

Birdalone became somewhat troubled, and said: Am I welcome here? for if I be not, I will pray thy leave to depart.  He said: Thou art as welcome as the very spring, my child; and if thou have a mind to abide here, who shall naysay thee?  For surely thou art young; nay, in regard to me thou art scarce older than babes.  All blessings be with thee.  But though thou art true and kind, as is clear to be seen by thy playing with these children and the landward beasts in peace and love, yet it may be so that thou hast brought hither somewhat less than peace.  And he smiled upon her strangely.

She looked somewhat scared at his last words, and said: But how so?  If I might I would bear nought but peace and happiness to any place.  The old carle laughed outright now, and said: How so, dear child? because ladies so sweet and lovesome as thou be sent by love, and love rendeth apart that which was joined together.

She wondered at his word, and was bewildered by it, but she held her peace; and he said: Now we may talk hereof later on; but the matter to hand now is the quenching of thine hunger; for I will not ask thee whereby thou camest, since by water thou needs must have come.  Wherefore now I bid thee to our house, and these little ones shall go with us, and the three of these horned folk whom we are wont to tether amidst the wrack and ruin of what once was fair; the rest have our leave to depart, and these nibblers also; for we have a potherb garden by our house, and are fain to keep the increase of the same for ourselves.  Birdalone laughed, and shook her skirts at the coneys, and they all scuttled away after the manner of their kind.  Thereat the little lad looked downcast and well-nigh tearful, but the maid stamped her foot, and roared well-favouredly.

Birdalone did her best to solace her, and plucked a bough from a hawthorn bush far above the little ones’ reach whereon was yet some belated blossom, and gave it to her and stilled her.  But the old man picked out his milch-goats from the flock (whereof was the white), and drave them before him, while the two babes went on still beside Birdalone, the little carle holding her hand and playing with the fingers thereof; the maiden sometimes hanging on to her gown, sometimes going loose and sporting about beside her.

So came they to where the ground became smoother, and there was a fair piece of greensward in a nook made by those great walls and towers, which sheltered it from the north.  The said walls seemed to be the remnant of what had once been a great house and castle; and up aloft, where was now no stair to come at them, were chimneys and hearths here and there, and windows with fair seats in them, and arched doors and carven pillars, and many things beautiful, but now was all ruined and broken, and the house was roofless and floorless: withal it was overgrown with ash-trees and quicken-beam, and other berry-trees and key-trees, which had many years ago seeded in the rent walls, and now grew there great and flourishing.  But in the innermost nook of this mighty remnant, and using for its lowly walls two sides of the ancient ashlar ones, stood a cot builded not over trimly of small wood, and now much overgrown with roses and woodbine.  In front of it was a piece of garden ground, wherein waxed potherbs, and a little deal of wheat; and therein was a goodly row of bee-skeps; and all without it was the pleasant greensward aforesaid, wherein stood three great ancient oaks, and divers thorns, which also were ancient after their kind.

The elder led his guest into the cot, which had but simple plenishing of stools and benches, and a table unartful, and then went to tether his goats in the ruined hall of the house, and the children must needs with him, though Birdalone had been glad of one of them at least; but there was no nay, but that they must go see their dear white goat in her stall.  Howsoever all three came back again presently, the old carle with a courteous word in his mouth, and he took Birdalone’s hand, and kissed it and bade her welcome to his house, as though he had been a great lord at home in his own castle.  Therewith must the little ones also kiss her hand and be courteous; and Birdalone suffered it, laughing, and then caught them up in her arms, and clipped and kissed them well-favouredly; wherewith belike they were not over-well pleased, though the boy endured it kindly.  Thereafter the elder set forth his banquet, which was simple enough: upland cheer of cream and honey, and rough bread; but sweet it was to Birdalone to eat it with good welcome, and the courtesy of the old man.

When they were done, they went out-a-doors, and Birdalone and the old man laid them down under an oak-tree, and the children sported about anigh them.  Then spake Birdalone: Old man, thou hast been kind unto me; but now wouldest thou tell me about thee, what thou art, and what are these walls about us here?  Said he: I doubt if I may do so, this day at least.  But belike thou shalt abide with us, and then some day the word may come into my mouth.  She held her peace, and into her mind it came that it would be sweet to dwell there, and watch those fair children waxing, and the lad growing up and loving her; yea, even she fell to telling up the years which would make him a man, and tried to see herself, how she would look, when the years were worn thereto.  Then she reddened at the untold thought, and looked down and was silent.  But the elder looked on her anxiously, and said: It will be no such hard life for thee, for I have still some work in me, and thou mayst do something in spite of thy slender and delicate fashion.  She laughed merrily, and said: Forsooth, good sire, I might do somewhat more than something; for I am deft in all such work as here ye need; so fear not but I should earn my livelihood, and that with joy.  Merry days shall we have then, said he.

But therewith her eye caught the gleam of her golden sleeve, and she thought of Aurea, and her heart smote her for her errand; then she laid her hand on her girdle and called to mind little Viridis, and the glitter of the ring on her finger brought the image of Atra before her; then she rose up and said: Thou art kind, father, but I may not; I have an errand; this day must I depart from thee.  He said: Thou hast broken my heart; if I were not so old, I would weep.  And he hung adown his head.

She stood before him abashed, as if she had done him a wrong.  At last he looked up and said: Must it be to-day?  Wilt thou not abide with us night-long, and go thy ways in the early morning?

Now she scarce knew how to gainsay him, so wretched as the old carle looked; so it came to this, that she yeasaid the abiding till to-morrow.  Then suddenly he became gay and merry, and he kissed her hand, and fell to much speaking, telling tales of little import concerning his earlier days.  But when she asked him again of how he came there, and what meant the great ruined house, then he became foolish and wandering, and might scarce answer her; whereas otherwise he was a well-spoken old carle of many words, and those of the grandest.

Then changed his mood again, and he fell to bewailing her departure, and how that henceforth he should have none to speak to him with understanding.  Then she smiled on him and said: But yonder babes will grow up; month by month they will be better fellows unto thee.  Fair child, he said, thou dost not know.  My days to come are but few, so that I should see but little of their waxing in any case.  But furthermore, wax they will not; such as they be now, such shall they be till I at least see the last of them and the earth.

Birdalone wondered at this word, and the place seemed changed to her, yea, was grown somewhat dreary; but she said to the carle: And thou, dost thou change in any wise, since these change not?  He laughed somewhat grimly, and said: The old that be here change from old to dead; how could I change to better?  Yea, the first thing I had to do here was to bury an old man.  Quoth she: And were there any children here then?  Yea, said he; these same, or I can see no difference in them.  Said Birdalone: And how long ago is that?  And how camest thou hither?  His face became foolish, and he gibbered rather than spake: No, I wot not; no, no, no, not a whit, a whit.  But presently after was he himself again, and telling her a tale of a great lady of the earl-folk, a baron’s dame, and how dear he was unto her.  He lay yet on the grass, and she stood before him, and presently he put forth a hand to her gown-hem and drew her to him thereby, and fell to caressing her feet; and Birdalone was ashamed thereat, and a little angry.  He was nought abashed, but sat up and said: Well, since thou must needs depart to-morrow, be we merry to-day.  And I pray thee talk much with me, fair child, for sweet and sweet is thy voice to hearken.  Then he arose and said: Now will I fetch thee somewhat to eke the joy of us both.  And he turned therewith and went into the house.

Birdalone stood there, and was now perplexed and downhearted; for now the look of the elder scarce liked her, and the children began to seem to her as images, or at the best not more to her than the rabbits or the goats; and she rued her word that she would abide there the night through.  For she said to herself: I fear some trap or guile; is the witch behind this also? for the old man is yet stark, and though he be foolish at whiles, yet may wizardry have learned him some guile.

With that cometh out the carle again, bearing a little keg and a mazer roughly wrought; and he came to Birdalone, and sat down, and bade her sit by him, and said to her: Maybe I shall hear more of thy sweet voice when thy sweet lips have been in the cup.  Therewith he poured forth into the mazer, and handed it to Birdalone, and lo! it was clear and good mead.  She sipped thereof daintily, and, to say sooth, was well-pleased therewith, and it stirred the heart in her.  But then she gave back the cup to the elder, and would no more of it.  As for him, he drank what was left in the cup, looking over the rim thereof meanwhile; and then filled himself another, and another, and yet more.  But whereas it might have been looked for that his tongue should be loosened by the good mead into foolishness and gibbering, he became rather few-spoken, and more courteous and stately even than he had been at the first.  But in the end, forsooth, he was forgetting Birdalone, what she was, and he fell a-talking, always with much pomp and state, as if to barons and earls, and great ladies; till suddenly his head fell back, he turned over on his face, and all wit was gone from him.

At first, then, Birdalone was afraid that he was dead, or nigh unto death, and she knelt down and raised his head, and fetched water and cast it over his face.  But when she saw that he was breathing not so ill, and that the colour was little changed in his lips and cheeks, she knew that it was but the might of the mead that had overcome him.  Wherefore she laid him so that he was easy, and then stood up and looked about her, and saw the children playing together a little way off; and nought else anigh her, save the birds in the brake, or flying on their errands eagerly from place to place.  Then, as it were, without her will being told them, her limbs and her feet turned her about to the shore where lay the Sending Boat, and she went speedily but quietly thitherward, her heart beating quick, for fear lest something should yet stay her, and her eyes glancing from brake to bush, as if she looked to see some enemy, old or new, come out thence.

So now her will was clear enough to her feet, and they brought her down to the water-side and the long strand, past which the wide water lay windless and gleaming in the hot afternoon.  Then lightly she stepped aboard, and awoke the Sending Boat with blood-offering, and it obeyed her, and sped swiftly on the way to the southward.






  








CHAPTER X.  BIRDALONE COMES TO THE ISLE OF THE QUEENS.
 

Birdalone awoke the next morning while the boat was yet speeding over the water, and the sun was up: but she was hard on the land, which sat low and green, like a meadow exceeding fair, on the bosom of the water, and many goodly trees were sprinkled about the greenland.  But from amidst the trees, no great way from the water’s edge, rose a great house, white and fair, as if it were new-builded, and all glorious with pinnacles, and tabernacles set with imagery.

Presently the boat’s bows ran into the reed and rush at the brim of the water, and Birdalone stepped ashore without more ado, and the scent of the meadow-sweet amongst which she landed brought back unto her the image of Green Eyot that while agone.

But now when she was ashore the dread took hold of her again, and her knees trembled under her, so that she might scarce stand, so fearful was she of walking into some trap; especially when she beheld that goodly house, lest therein awaited her some proud and cruel lady, and no kind damsels to deliver her.

She looked about her, and saw in all the fair meadow neither man nor woman, nor draught-beast nor milch-beast, nought but the little creatures of the brake and the bent-grass, which were but as the blossoms thereof; and the birds running in the herbage or singing amidst the tree-boughs.

Then she thought that she must needs go forward, or belike her errand would not speed; that the Sending Boat might not obey her, unless she saw through the adventure to the end; so she went on toward the house quaking.

Soon was she at the porch of the white palace, and had seen no man nor heard any voice of men; much she marvelled, despite her dread, at the beauty of the said house, and the newness thereof; for it was as one flower arisen out of the earth, and every part of it made the beauty of the other parts more excellent; and so new it was, that it would have seemed as if the masons thereof had but struck their scaffold yesterday, save that under the very feet of the walls the sweet garden flowers grew all uncrushed.

Now comes Birdalone through the porch unto the screens of the great hall; and she stopped a little to recover her breath, that she might be the quieter and calmer amongst the great folk and mighty whom she looked to find therein.  So she gathered heart; but one thing daunted her, to wit, that she heard no sound come from that great and goodly hall, so that she doubted if it were perchance left desert by them who had been its lords.

She raised her hand to the door of the screen, and it opened easily before her, and she entered, and there indeed she saw new tidings.  For the boards end-long and over-thwart were set, and thereat were sitting a many folk, and their hands were reached out to knife and to dish, and to platter and cup; but such a hush there was within, that the song of the garden birds without sounded to her as loud as they were the voices of the children of Adam.

Next she saw that all that company, from the great folk on the dais down to those who stood about the hall to do the service, were women, one and all; not one carle might she see from where she stood: lovely were they many of them, and none less than comely; their cheeks were bright, and their eyes gleamed, and their hair flowed down fair of fashion.  And she stood, and durst not move a long while, but expected when someone would speak a word, and all should turn their heads toward the new-comer.  But none moved nor spake.  And the fear increased in her amidst that hush, and weighed so heavy on her heart, that at last she might endure it no longer, but fell swooning to the floor.

When she came to herself; and the swoon-dreams had left her, she saw by the changing of the sun through the hall-windows, that she had lain there long, more nearly two hours than one; and at first she covered her face with her hands as she crouched there, that she might not see the sight of the silent hall, for yet was it as hushed as before.  Then slowly she arose, and the sound of her raiment and her stirring feet was loud in her ears.  But when she was upright on her feet, she hardened her heart, and went forth into the hall, and no less was her wonder than erst.  For when she came close to those ladies as they sat at table, and her raiment brushed the raiment of the serving-women as she passed by, then saw she how no breath came from any of these, and that they neither spake nor moved, because they were dead.

At first, then, she thought to flee away at once, but again she had mind of her errand, and so went up the hall, and so forth on to the dais; and there again, close by the high table, she saw new tidings.  For there was set a bier, covered with gold and pall, and on it was laid a tall man, a king, belted and crowned; and beside the said bier, by the head of the king, knelt a queen of exceeding goodly body, clad all in raiment of pearl and bawdekin; and her hands were clasped together, and her mouth was drawn, and her brow knit with the anguish of her grief.  But athwart the king’s breast lay a naked sword all bloody; and this Birdalone noted, that whereas the lady was of skin and hue as if she were alive, the king was yellow as wax, and his cheeks were shrunken, and his eyes had been closed by the wakers of the dead.

Long Birdalone looked and wondered; and now if her fear were less, her sorrow was more for all that folk sitting there dead in their ancient state and pomp.  And was not the thought clean out of her head, that yet they might awake and challenge her, and that she might be made one of that silent company.  Withal she felt her head beginning to fail her, and she feared that she might swoon again and never waken more, but lie for ever beside that image of the dead king.

So then she refrained her both of fear and sorrow, and walked speedily down the hall, looking neither to the right nor left: and she came forth into the pleasance, but stayed there nought, so nigh it seemed to that hushed company.  Thence came she forth into the open meadow, and sweet and dear seemed its hot sunshine and noisy birds and rustling leaves.  Nevertheless, so great was the tumult of her spirits, that once more she grew faint, and felt that she might scarce go further.  So she dragged herself into the shade of a thorn-tree, and let her body sink unto the ground, and lay there long unwitting.






  








CHAPTER XI.  AND NOW SHE COMES TO THE ISLE OF THE KINGS.
 

When Birdalone came to herself it was drawing toward the glooming, and she rose up hastily, and went down to the Sending Boat, for she would not for aught abide the night in that fearful isle, lest the flock of the hall should come alive and walk in the dusk and the dark.  She stepped aboard lightly, and yielded her blood to the pride of that ferry, and it awoke and bore her forth, and she went through the night till she fell asleep.

When she awoke it was broad day and the sun just arising, and lo! before her, some half mile off, an isle rugged and rocky, and going up steep from the shore; and then, held as it were by the fangs of the rocks and pikes of the higher land, was a castle, white, high, and hugely builded, though, because of the rock-land belike, it spread not much abroad.  Like to the lovely house of yesterday, it seemed new-builded; and, little as Birdalone knew of such matters, her heart told her that this new house was fashioned for battle.

She was downcast when she saw the isle so rugged and forbidding, but when the boat came aland in a stony bight, whence the ground went up somewhat steeply toward the heights, she went ashore straightway, and toiled up toward the white battlement.  Presently she found herself in a strait and rugged path betwixt two walls of rock, so that she lost sight of the castle a while, till she came out on to a level place which looked down from aloft on to the blue water, but all over against her close at hand were the great towers and walls.  She was worn by the rough road, and over helpless she felt her, and all too little to deal with that huge morsel of the world; and her valiancy gave way, and her trust in her errand.  She sat down on a stone and wept abundantly.

After a while she was amended, and she looked up and saw the huge hold, and said: Yea, but if it were less by the half than it is, it would still be big enough to cow me.  Yet she stood not up.  Then she put forth a foot of her, and said aloud: Sorely hath this rough road tried Atra’s shoon and their goodly window-work; if they are to be known I must be speedy on my journey or go barefoot.

As she spoke she stood up, and the sound of her own voice frighted her, though nought noiseless was the place; for the wind was there, and beat to and fro the castle and the rock, and ran baffled into every corner of that market-place of nothing.  For in that garth was neither knight nor squire nor sergeant; no spear-head glittered from the wall, no gleam of helm showed from the war-swales; no porter was at the gate; the drawbridge over the deep ghyll was down, the portcullis was up, and the great door cast wide open.

Birdalone steeled her heart and went forward swiftly, and over the bridge, and entered the basecourt, and came without more ado to the door of the great hall, and opened it easily, as with the door of yesterday, looking to find another show like unto that one; and even so it fell out.

Forsooth the hall was nought light and lovely, and gay with gold and bright colours, as that other, but beset with huge round pillars that bore aloft a wide vault of stone, and of stone were the tables; and the hallings that hung on the wall were terrible pictures of battle and death, and the fall of cities, and towers a-tumbling and houses a-flaming.

None the less there also were the shapes of folk that moved not nor spake, though not so thronged was that hall as the other one; and it seemed as if men were sitting there at a council rather than a feast.  Close by Birdalone’s right hand as she entered were standing in a row along the screen big men-at-arms all weaponed, and their faces hidden by their sallets; and down below the dais on either side of the high table was again a throng of all-armed men; and at the high-table itself; and looking down the hall, sat three crowned kings, each with his drawn sword lying across his knees, and three long-hoary wise men stood before them at the nether side of the board.

Birdalone looked on it all, striving with her fear: but yet more there was, for she deemed that needs must she go through the hall up to the dais, lest the Sending Boat deny its obedience.  Up toward the dais she went then, passing by weaponed men who sat as if abiding the council’s end at the end-long tables.  And now, though no shape of man there spake or breathed, yet sound lacked not; for within the hall went the wind as without, and beat about from wall to wall, and drave clang and clash from the weapons hung up, and waved the arras, and fared moaning in the nooks, and hummed in the vault above.

Came she up to the dais then, and stood beside one of the wise men, and looked on the kings, and saw the mightiness which had been in them, and quaked before them.  Then she turned from them and looked down to the floor, and lo! there, just below the dais, lay a woman on a golden bier; exceeding fair had she been, with long yellow hair streaming down from her head; but now waxen white she was, with ashen lips and sunken cheeks.  Clad was she in raiment of purple and pall, but the bosom of her was bared on one side, and therein was the road whereby the steel had fared which had been her bane.

Now when Birdalone had gazed thereon a while, she deemed that if she tarried there long amidst those fierce men by the dead woman, she should lose her wit full soon, so sore the fear, held back, beset her now.  Wherefore she turned and went hastily down the hall, and out-a-doors, and over the bridge, and ran fleet-foot down the rocky way whereby she had come, till she could run no further, and lay down under a great stone breathless and fordone; yet her heart upheld her and suffered her not to swoon, belike because she had given her limbs such hard work to do.

There she lay awake and troubled for an hour or more, and then she fell asleep, and slept till the day was worn toward sunset, and nought meddled with her.  She arose and went to her ship somewhat downhearted, wondering how many such terrors should befall her; nay, whether the Sending Boat would so lead her that henceforth she should happen on no children of Adam but such as were dead images of the living.  Had all the world died since she left the Isle of the Young and the Old?

Howsoever, she had nought to do save to board her ferry, and content its greedy soul with her blood, and drive it with the spell-words.  And thereafter, when it was speeding on, and the twilight dusking apace, she looked aback, and seemed to see the far-off woodland in the northern ort, and the oak-clad ridge, where she had met her wood-mother; and then it was as if Habundia were saying to her: Meet again we shall.  And therewith straightway became life sweeter unto her.

Deepened then the dusk, and became night, and she floated on through it, and was asleep alone on the bosom of the water.






  








CHAPTER XII.  OF BIRDALONE, HOW SHE CAME UNTO THE ISLE OF NOTHING.
 

Long before sunrise, in the very morn-dusk, she awoke and found that her ferry had taken land again.  Little might she see what the said land was like; so she sat patiently and abode the day in the boat; but when day was come, little more was to see than erst.  For flat was the isle, and scarce raised above the wash of the leeward ripple on a fair day; nor was it either timbered or bushed or grassed, and, so far as Birdalone might see, no one foot of it differed in aught from another.  Natheless she deemed that she was bound to go ashore and seek out the adventure, or spoil her errand else.

Out of the boat she stepped then, and found the earth all paved of a middling gravel, and nought at all growing there, not even the smallest of herbs; and she stooped down and searched the gravel, and found neither worm nor beetle therein, nay nor any one of the sharp and slimy creatures which are wont in such ground.

A little further she went, and yet a little further, and no change there was in the land; and yet she went on and found nothing; and she wended her ways southward by the sun, and the day was windless.

At last she had gone a long way and had no sight of water south of the isle, nor had she seen any hill, nay, not so much as an ant-heap, whence she might look further around; and it seemed to her that she might go on for ever, and reach the heart of Nowhither at last.  Wherefore she thought she would turn back and depart this ugly isle, and that no other adventure abided her therein.  And by now it was high noon; and she turned about and took a few steps on the backward road.

But even therewith it seemed as if the sun, which heretofore had been shining brightly in the heavens, went out as a burnt-down candle, and all was become dull grey over head, as all under foot was a dull dun.  But Birdalone deemed she could follow a straight course back again, and so walked on sturdily.  Hour after hour she went and stayed not, but saw before her no glimpse of the northern shore, and no change in the aspect of the ground about her.

It had so happened that a little before she had turned to go back, she had eaten her dinner of a piece of bread and a morsel of cheese, and now as she stooped and peered on the ground, looking for some sign of the way, as her foot-prints going south, and had her eyes low anigh the earth, she saw something white at her feet in the gathering dusk (for the day was wearing), and she put her hand to it and lifted it, and found it a crumb of bread, and knew that it must have come from her dinner of’ seven hours ago, whereas till that time her bread had lain unbroken in her scrip.  Fear and anguish smote her therewith, for she saw that in that dull land, every piece whereof was like every other piece, she must have gone about in a ring, and come back again to where she first turned to make for the northern shore.

Yet would she not cast aside all hope, but clad herself in her valiancy.  Forsooth she knew it availed nought to try to move on in the twilight; so she laid herself down on that waste, and made up her mind to sleep if she might, and abide the new day there, and then to strive with the way once more, for belike, she thought, it may be fair to-morrow, and the sun shining.  And as she was very weary with tramping the waste all day, she fell asleep at once, and slept the short night through.

But when she awoke, and saw what the new day was, her heart fell indeed, for now was she encompassed and shut in with a thick dark mist (though it seemed to be broad day), so that had there been aught to see she would not have seen it her own length away from her.  So there she stood, hanging her head, and striving to think; but the master-thought of death drawing nigh scattered all other thoughts, or made them dim and feeble.

Long she stood there; but suddenly something came into her mind.  She set her hand to the fair-broidered pouch which hung from Viridis’ loin-girdle, and drew out thence flint and steel and tinder, which matters, forsooth, had served her before in the boat to make fire withal.  Then she set her hand to her head, and drew forth the tress of hair which Habundia had given her, and which was coiled up in the crown of her own abundant locks which decked her so gloriously; she drew two hairs from the said tress, and held them between her lips while she did up the tress in its place again, and then, pale and trembling, fell to striking a light, and when she had the tinder burning, she cried out:

O wood-mother, wood-mother!  How then may we meet again as thou didst promise me, if I die here in this empty waste?  O wood-mother, if thou mightest but come hither for my deliverance!

Then she burned the hairs one after another, and stood waiting, but nought befell a great while, and her heart sickened, and there she stood like a stone.

But in awhile, lo! there came as it were a shadow amidst the mist, or rather lying thereon, faint and colourless, and it was of the shape of the wood-mother, with girt-up gown and bow in hand.  Birdalone cried aloud with joy, and hastened toward the semblance, but came to it no nigher, and still she went, and the semblance still escaped her, and she followed on and on; and this lasted long, and faster and faster must she follow lest it vanish, and she gathered her skirts into her girdle, and fell to running fleet-foot after the fleeing shadow, which she loved dearly even amidst the jaws of death; and all her fleetness of foot had Birdalone to put forth in following up the chase; but even to die in the pain would she not miss that dear shadow.

But suddenly, as she ran, the mist was all gone from before her, the sun shone hot and cloudless; there was no shadow or shape of Habundia there, nought but the blue lake and the ugly lip of that hideous desert, with the Sending Boat lying a half score yards from her feet; and behind her stood up, as it were a wall, the mist from out of which she had come.

Forsooth Birdalone was too breathless to cry out her joy, but her heart went nigh to breaking therewith, and lovely indeed to her was the rippled water and the blue sky; and she knew that her wood-mother had sped a sending to her help, and she fell a-weeping where she stood, for love of her wise mother, and for longing to behold her: she stretched out her arms to the north quarter, and said blessings on her in a voice faint for weariness.  Then she laid her down on the desert, and rested her with sleep, despite the hot sun, and when she awoke, some three hours thereafter, all was as before, save that the sky had now some light-flying clouds, and still was the wall of mist behind her.  Wherefore she deemed she had yet time, and the blue rippling water wooed her much-besweated limbs; so she did off her raiment and took the water, and became happy and unweary therein.  Then she landed and stood in the sun to dry her, and so, strengthened with that refreshing, clad her, and went aboard and did the due rites, and sped over the waters, and had soon lost sight of that ugly blotch on the fair face of the Great Water.

 

Here ends the Second Part of the Water of the Wondrous Isles, which is called Of the Wondrous Isles, and begins the Third Part of the said tale, which is called Of the Castle of the Quest.






  








THE THIRD PART: OF THE CASTLE OF THE QUEST.
 






  








CHAPTER I.  BIRDALONE COMES TO THE CASTLE OF THE QUEST.
 

Empty was the day to Birdalone save for her thoughts, and she slept not a good while of the night.  When she awoke in the morning there was no land before her, and she began to fear somewhat that so it might be many days, and that she might have to fare the water landless, and perchance till she starved for hunger; for now was there but little victual left of that which the kind Viridis had given her.  So she wore the day somewhat uneasily, and by then night fell had eaten but little; yet was that little the last crumb and gobbet of her store.  Wherefore it is no wonder though she were dismayed when she awoke early on the morrow, and beheld nought before her save the landless water.

But about noon she deemed she saw a little cloud in the offing that moved not as the other clouds, and she watched it closely at first, and it changed not any the more, and she grew weary of watching it and strove to sleep, turning her head to the after part of her ferry; and thus betwixt sleeping and waking she wore away three hours: then she stood up and looked ahead, and lo, the white cloud had taken shape, and was a white castle far away (for the day was exceeding clear), sitting, as it seemed, on the very face of the water.  The boat sped on swiftly thitherward, so that it was not right long ere Birdalone beheld the green shore on either side of the said castle, and at last, three hours before sunset, she was drawing nigh thereto, and beheld it all clearly, what it was.

It was brand-new, and was fair enough, builded part of stone and lime, part of framed work, but was but middling big.  As she drew nigher yet, she saw that there were folk on the walls of it, and they seemed to see her, for a horn was winded from the battlement, and folk were running together to somewhither.  And now was Birdalone come so near, that she saw the water-gate of the castle, and folk coming out thereby on to the landing-place; and she saw presently, that a very tall man with grizzled hair stood foremost of them, and he waved his hand to her, and spake something, but the wind bore the words away from her; yet she seemed to know that this folk would do her to wit that they would have none of her; and her heart died within her, so faint and hungry as she was.

Howsoever the ferry sped on its way swiftly, and in a minute or two had stayed itself at the landing-stair, whereabout were gathered a score of men, some armed some unarmed, and they seemed for the more part to be grey-headed and past middle-age.

Birdalone stood up in her craft, and the aforesaid tall grey man, who was unarmed, but clad in knightly raiment, stood on the stair and spake unto her, and said: Lady, this is an house where women enter never since first the roof was done thereon, which forsooth was but a year ago.  We will pray thee therefore to turn thy boat’s head away, and seek some other lodging by the water, either eastward or westward.

Little knew Birdalone of worldly courtesy, or she had made him a sharp answer belike; but she only looked on him ruefully, and said: Good warrior, I am come a long way, and may not turn back from mine errand; and I am now lacking victual and hungry, and if ye help me not, it is like that I shall die.  Much lieth on mine errand, if ye knew it.  She was weeping-ripe, but refrained her tears, though her lip quivered.  She stretched out her hands to the greybeard, and he looked on her and found her exceeding fair; and he deemed her to be guileless, both because of her simple speech and sweet voice, and the goodliness of her face and eyes.  But he said: Lady, thine errand hath nought to do with it, it is thy womanhood that bars our door.  For all we are bound by oath not to suffer a woman to abide in this castle till our lords take the bann off, and bid us open to women.  She smiled faintly, and said: If I might but see thy lords then, since thou art not master here.  He said: They are away, and will not be back till to-morrow morning; and I wot not the hour of their return.  And yet, said he, I would we might help thee somewhat.  O I pray thee, I pray thee! she said, or mine errand will come to nought after all.

Therewith came another man down the stair, and stood by the old knight and plucked his sleeve, and fell to talk with him softly.  This man was by his habit a religious, and was a younger man than the others, it might be of five and thirty winters, and he was fair of favour.  While they spake together Birdalone sat her down again, and was well-nigh spent.

At last the old man spake: Damsel, he said, we deem we may suffer thee to enter the castle since thy need is so great, and have a meal’s meat at our hands, and yet save our oath, if thou depart thence by the landward gate before sunset.  Will this serve thee?  Fair sir, said Birdalone, it will save my life and mine errand; I may say no more words for my faintness, else would I thank thee.

She stood up on her feet, and the old man-at-arms reached out his hand to her, and she took it and came her ways up the stair, but found herself but feeble.  But the priest (forsooth he was chaplain of the castle) helped her on the other side.  But when she stood on the level stones by the water-gate, she turned to the old man and said: One thing I will ask of thee, Is this place one of the Wondrous Isles?  The elder shook his head.  We know not the Wondrous Isles, said he; this castle is builded on the mainland.  Her face flushed for joy at the word, and she said: One thing I will crave of thee, to wit, that thou wilt leave my barge lying here untouched till thy masters come back, and wilt give command that none meddle therewith.

He would have answered, but the priest brake in, and said: This will he do, lady, and he is the castellan, and moreover he will swear to obey thee herein.  And therewith he drew forth a cross with God nailed thereon, and the castellan swore on it with a good will.

Then the priest drew Birdalone on, and between them they brought her into the great hall, and set her down in a chair and propped her with cushions.  And when she was thus at rest, she began to weep somewhat, and the castellan and the priest stood by and comforted her; for themseemed, despite her grief, that she had brought the sun into their house.

Next were victual brought unto her of broth and venison, and good wine and cates and strawberries; and she was not so famished but she might eat and drink with a good will.  But when she was done, and had rested a little, the castellan stood up and said: Lady, the sun is gone off the western windows now, and I must save mine oath; but ere thou depart, I were fain to hear thy voice giving me pardon for my evil cheer and the thrusting of thee forth.  And therewith he put one knee to the ground, and took her hand and kissed it.  But Birdalone was grown merry again, and she laughed and said: What pardon thou canst have of me, kind knight, thou hast; but now methinks thou makest overmuch of me, because I am the only woman who hath come into thy castle.  I am but a simple maiden, though mine errand be not little.

Forsooth she wondered that the stark and gruff old man was so changed to her in little space; for nought she knew as yet how the sight of her cast a hot gleed of love into the hearts of them who beheld her.

Now Birdalone arose; but the castellan knelt at her feet, and kissed her hand again, and again, and yet again.  Then he said: Thou art gracious indeed.  But methinks the father here will lead thee out-a-gates; for he may show thee a lair, wherein thou shalt be safe enough to-night; and to-morrow may bring new tidings.

So the priest made obeisance to her and led her down the hall, and the castellan’s eyes were following them till the screen hid them.  The priest left her in the hall-porch a while, and went into the buttery, and came back with a basket of meat and drink, and they went forth at the great gate together, and there was the last of the sun before them.






  








CHAPTER II.  OF BIRDALONE, AND HOW SHE RESTED THE NIGHT THROUGH IN A BOWER WITHOUT THE CASTLE OF THE QUEST.
 

On a fair smooth road went they amidst of a goodly meadow-land, wherein were little copses here and there.  When they were fairly out of the gate, the priest reached for Birdalone’s hand, and she let him take it and lead her along thereby, thinking no evil; but he might scarce speak for a while, so great was the stir in his heart at the touch of her bare flesh.  But Birdalone spake and said: Thou art kind, father, to lead me on my way thus.

He answered in a husky voice with his eyes cast down, and forsooth set on the feet of her: It is not far that I am leading thee; there is a broken cot by the copse at the turn of the road yonder, where thou mayst abide to-night; it is better lodging than none, evil as it is for such an one as thou.  Birdalone laughed: Worse have I had, said she, than would be the copse without the cot.  And she thought withal of the prison in the Isle of Increase Unsought.

Her voice seemed so cheery and friendly to the priest, that he shook off somewhat the moodiness of his desire, and looked up and said: I shall tell thee, lady, that I suppose thou hast more errand with my lords than to crave lodging of them despite the custom of the castle.  Nay, I have an inkling of what thine errand may be, whereof more anon; but now shall I tell thee what is best for thee to do so as to have speech of them the soonest.  They have gone forth with some of our lads to gather venison, or it may be beeves and muttons for our victualling, and somewhat of battle may they have had on the way, for ill neighbours have we.  But if they come back unfoughten they will be wending this road, and must needs pass by thy copse-side; and if thou be sleeping the noise of them will full surely awaken thee.  Then all thou hast to do is to come forth and stand in the way before them, that they may see thee; and when once they have seen thee, how may they pass thee by unspoken with?

I thank thee heartily for thy rede, said Birdalone; but I would ask thee two things: first, what is the name of the castle behind us? and second, why have ye the custom of shutting the door upon women?  Said the priest: The castle is called in this country-side, the White Ward by the Water; but within there we call it the Castle of the Quest; and thus is it called because my lords are seeking their loves whom they have lost; and they have sworn an oath that no woman shall enter therein till their own loves have trodden its floors.

Rose the heart of Birdalone at that word, and she deemed indeed that she was come thither whereas her she-friends would have had her.  The priest beheld her and saw how her beauty was eked by that gladness, and he scarce knew how to contain himself; and might speak no word awhile; then he said: Hearken further concerning thy matter; if my lords be tarried, and come not by matin-song, then I doubt not but the castellan will send folk to see to thee.  He looked down therewith and said: I will come to thee myself; and will bring thee men-at-arms, if need be.  But sometime to-morrow morning my lords will come, save mischief hath betid, which God forbid.  And he crossed himself; then he looked up and full in her face, and said: But keep thine heart up; for whatsoever may betide, thou shalt not be left uncared for.

Said Birdalone: I see of thee that thou art become my good friend, and it rejoiceth my heart; I shall be well at ease to-night in thy cot, and to-morrow morn I shall be valiant to do thy bidding.

The sweetness of her speech so overcame him, that he but looked confusedly on her, as if he scarce heard her; and they went on together without more words, till he said: Here are we at the cot, and I will show thee thy chamber.  So he led her to a little thatched bower, built with walls of wattle-work daubed with clay, which stood without the remnant of the cot: it was clean and dry, for the roof was weather-tight; but there was nought in it at all save a heap of bracken in a corner.

There stood the priest, still holding Birdalone’s hand, and spake not, but looked about, yet always covertly on Birdalone; but in a while he let go her hand, and seemed to wake up, and said: This it is; a sorry place enough, were it even for a gangrel body.  Even so am I, quoth she laughing; and thou mayest look to it, that herein I shall rest full happily.  Then he gave her a horn, drawing it from out of the basket of victual, which he now set down on the ground; and he said: If thou shouldst deem thee hard bestead, then wind this horn, and we shall know its voice up there and come to help thee.  Now I give thee good-night.

She thanked him sweetly, and he went slowly out of the bower, but was scarce gone ere he came back again, and said: One thing I may perchance tell thee without drawing thine anger on my head; to wit, that I it was who said to the castellan that he should take thee in.  Wilt thou say aught to this?  She said: I will thank thee again and again; for it was the saving of my life and mine errand.  And clearer is it now than ever that thou art a good friend unto me.

As she looked on him and caressed him with kind eyes, she saw that his brow was knit, and his face troubled, and she said to him: What ails thee? art thou wroth with me in any wise?  O no, said he; how should I be wroth with thee!  But there is a thing I would ask of thee.  Yea, and what? said she.  He said: Nay, I may not, I may not.  It shall be for to-morrow, or another day.  He spake it looking down, and in a broken voice; and she wondered somewhat at him, but not much, deeming that he was troubled by something which had nought to do with her, and which he might refrain from thinking of, even before a stranger.

But presently he caught her hand and kissed it, and bade her good-night again, and then went hastily out of the bower; and when he was well without, he muttered, but not so as she might hear him: Durst I have asked her, she would have suffered me to kiss her cheek.  Alas! fool that I was!  Birdalone turned then to her bracken bed, and found it sweet and clean; and she was at rest and peace in her mind, albeit her body was exceeding weary.  She felt happy in the little lonely cot, and her heart had gone out to the sweet meadow-land, and she loved it after all the trouble of the water; and herseemed that even now, in the dusk a-growing into dark, it loved and caressed her.  So she laid her down, nor unclad herself at all, lest she should have to arise on a sudden, and show those tokens of the three damsels on her body.

A little while she lay there happily, hearkening the voices of the nightingales in the brake, and then she fell into a dreamless sleep, unbroken till the short night passed into day.






  








CHAPTER III.  HOW BIRDALONE DIGHT HER FOR MEETING THE CHAMPIONS OF THE QUEST.
 

It was the birds beginning their first song once more that awakened Birdalone before the sun was up; but she had no will to stir a while, whereas she felt so happy and restful; and that all the more when she remembered where she was, and told herself that her errand was now like to be accomplished; and she thought of her friends whom she had left on the Isle of Increase Unsought, and blessed them for their kindness, and the love of them was sweet to her heart, and amidst such thoughts she fell asleep again.

When she awoke thereafter there was a flood of sunshine lying on the meadows, and she sprang up in haste lest she had overslept herself, but when she was come out of the bower, she soon saw that the sunbeams lay low on the land, and that it was yet the first hour of the sun; so she turned about, and went through the copse to the other side, and lo! a little clear stream running before her.  So she spake to herself softly and said: Fie on it!  I was weary with the boat and my hunger last night, and I went to bed unwashen; and this morn I am weary for the foulness of my unwashen body.  Unseemly it were to me to show myself sluttish before these lords; let me find time for a bath at least.

Therewith she went swiftly down to the water, undoing her girdle and laces by the way.  She came to the stream and found it running between blue-flowering mouse-ear and rushes, into a pool which deepened from a sandy shallow: so anon her borrowed raiment was lying on the grassy lip of the water, and she was swimming and disporting her in the pool, with her hair loose and wavering over her white back like some tress of the water-weed.  Therein she durst not tarry long, but came hurrying out on to the grass, and clad herself in haste.  But she covered not her shoulders with the golden gown, nor laced it over her bosom, so that Viridis’ smock might be the plainer to see: which smock was noteworthy, for the breast thereof was broidered with green boughs, whence brake forth little flames of fire, and all so dainty-wrought as if the faery had done it.

Withal she gathered up the gown into her girdle, and let the skirt-hem clear her ankles, so that Atra’s shoon might be seen at once; and they were daintily dight with window-work and broidery of gold and green stones, and blue.  And forsooth it was little likely that any man should stand before her a minute ere his eyes would seek to her feet and ankles, so clean and kindly as they were fashioned.

Therewith she set her hands to her head, and trussed up her hair, and bound it closely to her head, so that it might hide no whit of her borrowed attire.

There she stood, with Aurea’s collar lying on her dear neck, and Viridis’ girdle about her shapen loins, and Atra’s ring on her lovesome finger.  And she hearkened a while and heard no sound of coming men; and there came into her heart a gentle fear, which grieved her not.  Over the water before her hung an eglantine bush, with its many roses either budding or but just out.  Birdalone stole thither softly, and said, smiling: Nay, if I have nothing that is mine on my body, I will take this of the maiden’s bath and make it mine.  And therewith she plucked a spray of the bush and turned it into a garland for her head; and then when she had stood shyly a while in that same place, she turned and went swiftly to her place beside her night-harbour, and stood there hearkening with that sweet fear growing upon her, her colour coming and going, and her heart beating fast.

Now the thought of that kind priest who had led her to the bower last night came into her mind, and she wondered why he had been so troubled.  And she thought, would those others be so kind to her, or would they deem her an impudent wench or a foolish, or pass her by?

Forsooth if any had passed her by it had been not that he should miss seeing her beauty, but that he should fear it, and deem her some goddess of the Gentiles of old time come before him for his ensnaring.






  








CHAPTER IV.  AND NOW SHE MEETS THE CHAMPIONS.
 

Now, as she stood hearkening, she deemed she heard something that was not so loud as the song of the blackbird in the brake, but further off and longer voiced: and again she hearkened heedfully, and the sound came again, and she deemed now that it was the voice of an horn.  But the third time of her hearing it she knew that it was nought less; and at last it grew nigher, and there was mingled with it the sound of men shouting and the lowing of neat.

Then she stepped down to the very edge of the way, and now she saw the riding-reek go up into the clear air, and she said: Now are they coming without fail, and I must pluck up a heart; for surely these dear friends of my friends shall neither harm a poor maiden nor scorn her.

Soon came the leading beasts from out of the dust-cloud, and behind them was the glitter of spear-heads; and then presently was a herd of neat shambling and jostling along the road, and after them a score or so of spearmen in jack and sallet, who, forsooth, turned to look on Birdalone as they passed by, and spake here and there a word or two, laughing and pointing to her, but stayed not; and all went on straight to the castle.

Thereafter was a void, and then came riding leisurely another score of weaponed men, whereof some in white armour; and amongst them were five sumpter horses laden with carcasses of venison.  And all these also went by and stayed not, though the most of them gazed on Birdalone hard enough.

Last of all came three knights riding, one with a gold surcoat over his armour, and thereon a cleft heart of red; the second with a green surcoat, and on the same a chief of silver with green boughs thereon, their ends a-flaming; but the third bore a black surcoat besprinkled with silver tears.  And all these three rode bare-headed, save that the Black Knight bore an oak-wreath on the head.

Now did Birdalone take to her valiancy, and she stepped out into the road till she was but a ten paces from those men, who reined up when they beheld her; and she said in a clear voice: Abide, warriors! for if ye be what I deem you, I have an errand unto you.

Scarce were the words out of her mouth, ere all three had leapt off their horses, and the Golden Knight came up to her, and laid his hand upon her side, and spake eagerly and said: Where is she, whence thou gattest this gown of good web?  And thou, said she, art thou Baudoin the Golden Knight?  But he set his hand to the collar on her neck, and touched her skin withal, and said: This, was she alive when thou camest by it?  She said: If thou be Baudoin the Golden Knight, I have an errand to thee.  I am he, said the knight; O tell me, tell me, is she dead?  Said Birdalone: Aurea was alive when last I saw her, and mine errand is from her to thee, if thou be verily her lover.  Now with this word I pray thee to be content a while, said she, smiling kindly upon him, for needs must I do mine errand in such wise as I was bidden.  And thou seest also that thy friends would have a word of me.

Forsooth, they were thrusting in on her, and the Green Knight gat a hold of her left wrist in his left hand, and his right was on her shoulder, and his bright face close to her bosom whereon lay Viridis’ smock; and thereat she shrank aback somewhat, but said: Sir, it is sooth that the smock is for thee when thou hast answered me a question or two.  Meanwhile I pray thee forbear a little; for, as I trow, all is well, and thou shalt see my dear friend Viridis again.

He withdrew him a little, flushed and shamefaced.  He was a young man exceeding beauteous, clear-skinned and grey-eyed, with curly golden hair, and he bore his armour as though it were silken cloth.  Birdalone looked upon him kindly though shyly, and was glad to the heart’s root that Viridis had so lovely a man to her darling.  As for the Golden Knight, as Birdalone might see now, he stood a little aloof; he was a very goodly man of some five and thirty winters; tall he was, broad-shouldered and thin-flanked, black-haired, with somewhat heavy eyebrows, and fierce hawk-eyes; a man terrible of aspect, when one first beheld him.

Now when the Black Squire had hearkened Birdalone’s word concerning Viridis, he threw himself down on the ground before her, and fell to kissing her feet; or, if you will, Atra’s shoon which covered them.  When she drew back a little, he rose on one knee and looked up at her with an eager face, and she said: To thee also I have an errand from Atra, thy speech-friend, if thou be Arthur the Black Squire.  He spake not, but still gazed on her till she reddened.  She knew not whether to deem him less goodly than the other twain.  He also was a young man of not over five and twenty years, slim and lithe, with much brown hair; his face tanned so dark that his eyes gleamed light from amidst it; his chin was round and cloven, his mouth and nose excellently fashioned; little hair he had upon his face, his cheeks were somewhat more hollow than round.  Birdalone noted of his bare hands, which were as brown as his face, that they were very trim and shapely.

Now he rose to his feet, and the three stood together and gazed on her; as how might they do otherwise?  Birdalone hung her head, and knew not what next to do or say.  But she thought within herself, would these three men have been as kind to her as her three friends of the Isle, had she happened on them in like case as she was that time?  And she settled with herself that they would have been no less kind.

Now spake the Golden Knight, and said: Will the kind maiden do her errand to us here and now? for we be eager and worn with trouble.  Birdalone looked adown and was somewhat confused.  Fair sirs, said she, I will do your will herein.

But the Black Squire looked on her and saw that she was troubled, and he said: Your pardon, fair fellows, but is it not so that we have an house somewhat anigh, not ill purveyed of many things?  By your leave I would entreat this kind and dear lady to honour us so much as to enter the Castle of the Quest with us, and abide there so long as she will; and therein may she tell us all her errand at her leisure; and already we may see and know, that it may not be aught save a joyous one.

Then spake the Golden Knight, and said: I will ask the lady to pardon me, and will now join my prayer to thine, brother, that she come home with us.  Lady, he said, wilt thou not pardon me, that in the eager desire to hear tidings of my speech-friend I forgat all else.

And therewithal he knelt before her, and took her hand and kissed it; and for all his fierce eyes and his warrior’s mien, she deemed him kind and friendly.  Then needs must the Green Knight kneel and kiss also, though he had no pardon to crave; but a fair sweet lad she thought him, and again her heart swelled with joy to think that her friend Viridis had so dear a speech-friend to long for her.

Then came the turn of the Black Squire, and by then were the two others turned away a little toward their horses; and he knelt down on both knees before Birdalone and took her right arm above the wrist, and looked at the hand and kissed it as if it were a relic, but stood not up; and she stood bending over him, and a new sweetness entered into her, the like of which she had never felt.  But as for the Black Squire, it seemed that one hand would not suffice him, and he took her left hand and fell to kissing it, and then both the hands together all over the backs of them, and then the palms thereof, and he buried his face in the two palms, and held them to his cheeks; and the dear hands suffered it all, and consented to the embracing of his cheeks.  But Birdalone deemed that this was the kindest and sweetest of the three kind warriors, and sorry she was when he let go her hands and stood up.

His face was flushed, but his speech calm, as he spake so that the other knights might hear him: Now will we straight to the castle, lady, and we will ask thee which of us three thou wilt honour by riding his horse there; shall it be Baudoin’s bright bay, or Hugh’s dapple-grey, or my red roan?  And therewith he took her by the hand and led her toward the horses.  But she laughed, and turning a little, pointed to the castle, and said: Nay, sweet lords, but I will fare afoot, such a little way as it is, and I all unwont to the saddle.

Spake the Green Knight: If that be so, lady, then shall we three walk afoot with thee.  Nay, nay, she said; I have nought to carry but myself; but ye have your byrnies and your other armour, which were heavy for you to drag on afoot, even a little way.  Moreover, I were fain to see you mount your horses, and ride and run about the meadow with tossing manes and flashing swords, while I trudge quietly toward the gate; for such things, and so beauteous, are all new unto me, as ye shall learn presently when I tell you my story.  Do so much to pleasure me, kind knights.

The tall Baudoin nodded to her, smiling kindly, as much as to say that he thought well of her desire.  But the Green Knight ran to his horse with a glad shout, and anon was in the saddle with his bright sword in his fist; then he spurred, and went a-gallop hither and thither over the mead, making his horse turn short and bound, and playing many tricks of the tilt-yard, and crying, A Hugh, A Hugh, for the Green Gown!  The Golden Knight was slower and more staid, but in manywise he showed his war-deftness, riding after Hugh as if he would fall on him, and staying his way just as it became perilous; and he cried, Baudoin, Baudoin, for Gold-sleeves!  And all this seemed to Birdalone both terrible and lovely.

But for the Black Squire, he was slow to let loose Birdalone’s hand; but thereafter he was speedy to vault into his saddle, and he made courses over the meadow, but ever came back to Birdalone as she went her ways, riding round and round her, and tossing his sword into the air the while and catching it as it fell.  And no less lovely did this seem to Birdalone, and she smiled on him and waved her hand to him.

Going slowly in this wise, she came at last to the castle gate; and now had all those three out-gone her and stood afoot in the wicket to welcome her, and the Golden Knight, who was the oldest of the three, was the speaker of the welcome.

Over the threshold of the Castle of the Quest went Birdalone’s feet then, and she was grown so happy as she had never deemed she should be all her life long.






  








CHAPTER V.  BIRDALONE HAS TRUE TOKENS FROM THE CHAMPIONS OF THE QUEST.
 

Now they brought Birdalone into a very fair chamber, where was presently everything she might need, save a tiring woman, which, forsooth, was no lack unto her, since never had she had any to help her array her body.  So she did what she might to make herself the trimmer; and in a while came two fair swains of service, who brought her in all honour into the great hall, where were the three lords abiding her.  There were they served well and plenteously, and fair was the converse between them; and in especial was the talk of Arthur the Black Squire goodly and wise and cheery, and well-measured; and the Green Knight’s speech merry and kind, as of an happy child; and the Golden Knight spake ever free and kindly, though not of many words was he.  And who was happy if Birdalone were not?

But when they had eaten and washed their hands, then spake the Golden Knight: Dear maiden, now are we ready to hear the innermost of thine errand, all we together, if thou wilt.

Birdalone smiled and reddened withal, as she said: Fair lords, I doubt not but ye are even they unto whom I was sent, but they who sent me, and who saved me from death and worse, bade me do mine errand in such a way, that I should speak with each one of you privily, and that for a token each should tell me a thing known but to him and his love, and to me unto whom she hath told it.  Now am I all ready to do mine errand thus, and no other wise.

Laughed they now, and were merry, and the Green Knight blushed like a maiden; forsooth like to his very speech-friend Viridis.  But the Black Squire said: Fair fellows, get we all into the pleasance this fair morn, and sit there on the grass, and our sweet lady shall take us one after other into the plashed alley, and have the tokens of us.

Even so they did, and went into the pleasance, which was a goodly little garth south of the castle, grassed, and set thick with roses and lilies and gillyflowers, and other fragrant flowers.  There then they sat on the daisied greensward, the three lords together, and Birdalone over against them, and they three watched her beauty and loveliness and wondered thereat.

But she said: Now it comes to the very point of mine errand; wherefore I bid thee, Baudoin the Golden Knight, to come apart with me and answer to my questions, so that I may know surely that I am doing mine errand aright.

Therewith she arose to her feet, and he also, and he led her into the plashed alley, out of earshot of the other twain, who lay upon the grass biding their turn with but little patience.

But when those two were in the deep shade of the alley, Birdalone said: Thou must know, Sir Golden Knight, that the three lovers of you three were good to me in my need, and clad my nakedness from their very bodies, but this raiment they lent me, and gave it not; for they bade me give it up piece by piece each unto the one who had given it to his love, whom I should know by the token that he should tell truly the tale of its giving.  Now, fair sir, I know well, for I have been told, what was the tale of thy giving this golden gown to Aurea, and that same tale shalt thou now tell me, and if thou tell it aright, then is the gown thine.  Begin, then, without more tarrying.

Lady, said the knight, thus it was: Aurea, my sweetling, abode with an ancient dame, a kinswoman of hers, who was but scantly kind to her; and on a day when we had met privily, and were talking together, my love lamented the niggard ways of her said kinswoman, and told how she had no goodly gown to make her fair when feasts were toward; but I laughed at her, and told her that so clad as she was (and her attire was verily but simple) she was fairer than any other; and then, as ye may wot, there was kissing and clipping between us; but at last, as from the first I meant it, I promised her I would purvey her such a gown as no lady should go with a better in all the country-side; but I said that in return I must have the gown she went in then, which had so long embraced her body and been strained so close to her body and her sides, and was as it were a part of her.  That she promised me with kisses, and I went away as merry as a bird.  Straightway thereafter I did do make this very gown, which thou bearest, dear maiden, and on the appointed day she came out to me unto the same place clad as she was before; but the new gown I had with me.  Hard by our trysting-place was a hazel-copse thick enow, for it was midsummer, and she said she would go thereinto and shift gowns, and bear me out thence the gift of the old clout (so she called it, laughing merrily).  But I said: Nay, I would go into the copse with her to guard her from evil things, beasts or men; and withal to see her do off the old gown, that I might know before I wedded her whatlike stuffing and padding went to make the grace of her flanks and her hips.  And again was she merry, and she said: Come, then, thou Thomas unbelieving, and see the side of me.  So we went into that cover together, and she did off her gown before mine eyes, and stood there in her white coat with her arms bare, and her shoulders and bosom little covered, and she was as lovely as a woman of the faery.  Then I made no prayer unto her for leave, but took my arms about her, and kissed her arms and shoulders and bosom all she would suffer me, for I was mad with love of her naked flesh.  Then she did on this golden gown, and departed when she had given me the old clout aforesaid, and I went away with it, scarce feeling the ground beneath my feet; and I set the dear gown in a fair little coffer, and here in this castle I have it now, and many times I take it forth and kiss it and lay my head upon it.  Now this is a simple tale, lady, and I am ashamed that I have made it so long for thee.  And yet I know not; for thou seemest to me so kind and loving and true, that I am fain that thou shouldest know how sorely I love thy friend and mine.

Birdalone deemed Baudoin a good man indeed, and the tears came into her eyes as she answered and said: True is thy tale, dear friend, and I have deemed it rather short than long.  I see well that thou art Aurea’s very lover; and it joys me to think that thou, O terrible champion, art yet so tender and true.  Now is the golden gown thine, but I will pray thee to lend it me a little longer.  But this jewel shalt thou have from my neck here and now; and thou knowest whence it came, thine Aurea’s neck forsooth.

Therewith she betook it him, and he held it in his hand doubtfully a while, and then he said: Dear maiden, I thank thee, but I will take this collar, and lay it in my casket, and be glad thereof; and that the more, as, now I look on thee, I see nought missing from the loveliness of thine own neck.

Go to thy fellows now, said Birdalone, and send me the Green Knight, the goodly lad.  So went he, and presently came Hugh thither merry and smiling, and said: Thou hast been long about the first token, sweet mistress; I fear me I shall make no such goodly story as hath Baudoin.  And yet, said she, Viridis’ tale was the longest of all.  I doubt thou mayst fail in the token.  And she laughed; and he no less, and took her by the shoulders, and kissed her cheek frankly, and in such wise that she feared him nought, and said: Now that is to pay thee for thy gibe; what wouldst thou have of me?  Said Birdalone: I would have thee tell me how it was that Viridis came by the smock with the green boughs aflame, which now I bear upon me.

Hearken, darling lady, said he: On a day Viridis and I were alone in the meadow, and so happy, that we might find nought to do save to fall into strife together; and I said it to her, that she loved me not as well as I loved her; which, by the way, was no less than a lie, for of all things living she is the most loving, and when we be together she knoweth not how to make enough of me.  Well, we fell to wrangling after the manner of lovers, till I, having nothing else to say, bade her remember that since we had first come to love each other, I had given her many things, and she had given me nothing.  Lo, then! my dear, what an ill-conditioned lad was I.  But, little as I meant it, she took it all amiss, and leapt up, and fell to running back home over the meadow; thou mayst think how easily I caught up with her, and how little loth she was to be dragged back by the shoulders.  So when we were sitting again under the thorn-bush, we had well-nigh done our wrangle; but she unlaced her gown and drew down a corner thereof, to show me her shoulder, how I had hurt it e’en now; and forsooth some little mark there was on the rose-leaf skin; and that made good time for kissing again, as ye may well wot.  Then she said unto me: And how may I, a poor damsel, give thee gifts, and my kindred all greedy about me?  Yet would I give thee a gift, such as I may, if I but knew what thou wouldst take.  Now my heart was afire with that kissing of her shoulder, and I said that I would have that very same smock from her body, which then she bore, and that thereof I should deem that I had a rich gift indeed.  What! said she, and wouldst thou have it here and now?  And indeed I think she would have done it off her that minute had I pressed her, but I lacked the boldness thereto; and I said: Nay, but would she bring it unto me the next time we met; and forsooth she brought it folded in a piece of green silk, and dearly have I loved it and kissed it sithence.  But as for thy smock, I had it fairly wrought and embroidered with the flaming green branches, as thou seest it, and I gave it to her; but not on the day when she gave me the gift; for the new one was long about doing.  Now this is all the tale, and how Viridis might eke it into a long one, I wot not.  But let it be, and tell me, have I won thy smock, or lost it?

Birdalone laughed on him and said: Well, at least thou shalt have it as a gift; and thou mayst call it given either by Viridis or me, which thou wilt.  But with it goes another gift; which thou mayst have at once since thou must lend me the smock a little longer.  And therewith she betook him her girdle, and he kissed it, but said: Nay, fair lady, this befitteth well the loveliness of thy body that thou shouldst wear it; and well it befitteth the truth and love of thy soul toward it for me; I pray thee to keep it.  Nevertheless, she said, I will not have it, for it goeth with mine errand that thou take it of me.  Now I bid thee depart, and send hither thy fellow, the Black Squire.

Went he then, and anon comes the Black Squire, and now that he was alone with Birdalone this first time, he seemed moody and downcast, all unlike the two others.  He stood a little aloof from Birdalone, and said: What wouldst thou ask of me?  Her heart was somewhat chilled by his moodiness, for erst had she deemed him the kindest of the three; but she said: It is of mine errand to ask of thee concerning this foot-gear which Atra lent me until I give it unto thee, if thou be verily her lover.  Said he: I was verily her lover.  Birdalone said: Then canst thou tell me the manner of thy giving these fair shoon unto Atra?

He said: Even so; we were walking together in this country-side and came to a ford of the river, and it was somewhat deep and took me to over the knee, so I bore her over in my arms; then we went on a little further till we must cross the river back again in another place, and there the ford was shallower, and, the day being hot, Atra must needs wade it on her own feet.  So she did off hosen and shoon, and I led her by the hand, and it took her but up to mid-leg.  But when we came up out of the water and were on the grass again, I craved the gift of her foot-gear for the love of her, and she gave it straightway, and fared home barefoot, for it was over the meads we were wending in early summer, and the grass was thick and soft.  But thereafter I did do make the fair shoon which thou hast on thy feet, and gave them to her.  And, for a further token that my tale is true, I shall tell thee that the name of the first ford we waded that day is the Grey-nag’s Wade, and the second is called Goat Ford.  This is all my tale, lady; is the token true?

True it is, squire, said Birdalone, and was silent awhile, and he also.  Then she looked on him friendly, and said: Thou art out of heart as now, my friend.  Fear not, for thou shalt without doubt see thy speech-friend again.  Moreover here is a ring which she set upon my finger, bidding me give it thee.  And she held it out unto him.

He took the ring, and said: Yea, it is best that I have it of thee, lest unluck come thereof.  She saw trouble in his face, but knew not what to say to cheer him, and they stood silently facing one another for awhile.  Then he said: Let us back to our fellows, and talk it over, what is now to be done.

So they went their ways to where lay the other two upon the green grass, and the Black Squire lay down beside them; but Birdalone stood before them and spake unto the three.






  








CHAPTER VI.  HOW THE CHAMPIONS WOULD DO BIRDALONE TO BE CLAD ANEW IN THE CASTLE OF THE QUEST.
 

Lords, she said, now is it clear by the tokens that mine errand is to you and none other; now therefore am I to tell you what to do to come unto your speech-friends and deliver them and bring them back hither.  For this is their case, that they are in captivity in a wonder-isle of this great water, and it is called the Isle of Increase Unsought.

Spake the Golden Knight: Fair lady, we have heard before that our friends fared hence, or rather were taken hence over the water.  And that is the cause why we builded this castle on the water’s edge, on the very stead where was raised the pavilion, the house made for the ladies to abide therein the battle of the Champions.  Since that time, moreover, many a barge and keel have we thrust out into the water, that we might accomplish the Quest whereunto we were vowed; but ever one way went our seafaring, that when we were come so far out into the water as to lose sight of land, came upon us mist, rose against us dusk and darkness; and then a fierce driving wind that drave us back to this shore.  It is but six days ago since we tried this adventure for the last time, and belike the same shall befall us the next time we try it.  Wherefore I must ask thee, lady, dost thou know any way whereby we may come to the said isle?  For if thou dost, full surely we will try it, whatsoever may be the risk thereby to our bodies or our souls.

Full surely I do, said Birdalone; else how had I come from thence hither mine own self?  And therewith she told them of the Sending Boat, what it was, and how she had come all the way by means thereof from the Isle of Increase Unsought; and they all hearkened her heedfully, and wondered both at the sorcery, and the valiant heart of her who had driven it as she would in despite of the evil.  But in the end she spake and said: Lords, ye have now heard some deal of my story, even that which concerns you thereof; and which must needs be told at once: wherefore doubtless ye shall fare unto your speech-friends by this ferry in the very wise that I shall show you; unless perchance ye deem that I have been lying and making light tales to you, as, sooth to say, I deem ye think it not.

Spake the Golden Knight: Damsel, in all wise we trow in thee and thy tale.  And God forbid that we should tarry!  Go we hence this very day.

Yea, but hearken, said the Black Squire: Is it not a part of this damsel’s errand that she should deliver to us the raiment of our friends, which now she beareth on her own body, that we may bear it back unto them?

Sooth is that, said Birdalone, and ye may well wot that this may be nought but needful, whereas the said ladies be all beset by sorceries.

See ye then, fellows, said the Black Squire, it may not be to-day nor yet to-morrow that we may take the road.  For ye wot that there is no woman’s gear in all the castle, and we must needs send otherwhere to seek it.

Look thou, maiden, said the Golden Knight, laughing, how duly this young knight thinketh of thee; whereas I, who am his elder, and should be wiser than he, am but heedless of thee.  I pray thy pardon.

Moreover, said the Black Squire, there may well be wisdom in abiding; for it is to be thought that our dear loves considered this, and knew what the time of tarrying should be, and have so dight their matter as to fit in therewith; and I may not deem it of them that they would have us array this our dear sister and theirs in unseemly wise.  Nay, for that would be an ill beginning of this deal of the Quest.

Now all yeasaid this gladly; and the Green Knight said: It were not so ill done that we should see more of our sister here ere we depart, and hear more of her tale; for meseemeth she began it erewhile but half-way.  And he turned to Birdalone, and took her hand and caressed it.

Birdalone smiled on them somewhat shyly, and thanked them; but bade them spend as little time as might be on her arrayal.  For, said she, though those ladies may well have reckoned on the time of the arrayal of my body, yet surely also they shall have reckoned with the eager fire of love in the hearts of you, and the haste it shall breed therein.

Well pleased were they with that word of hers, but none the less sent two sergeants and a squire with led horses unto the cheaping-town, a goodly and great town hight Greenford, which was some twenty miles thence, with the errand to bring back with them a good shaper and embroideress, and sewing-women, and cloth and silk and linen, and all things needful.

As for jewels, each one of them was fain to give her something which he prized, and fair and rich were the gifts, though they had not been made for women.  As a fair SS collar of gold, which the Golden Knight gave her, and a girdle of broad golden plates, wrought beauteously, which was the gift of the Black Squire.  Albeit he did not offer to clasp it round her loins, as she deemed he would; for when the Green Knight brought his gift, a great gold ring, very ancient of fashion, he would have her turn back the sleeve from her fore-arm, that he might set his dwarf-wrought gold upon the bare flesh; neither did he refrain him from kissing it withal.

But the messengers came back with their work-women and stuffs early on the morrow; and now was changed all the manner of the womanless castle, and men were full merry therein.






  








CHAPTER VII.  OF BIRDALONE, HOW SHE TOLD THE CHAMPIONS ALL HER TALE.
 

It was a matter of eight days, the making of all Birdalone’s raiment, and meanwhile she was ever with the three Champions, either all three together, or one or other of them.  And as to their manners with her, ever was the Golden Knight of somewhat sober demeanour, as if he were an older man than he verily was.  The Green Knight was for ever praising Birdalone’s beauty to her face, and seemed to find it no easy matter to keep his eyes off her, and somewhat he wearied her with kisses and caresses; but a gay and sportive lad he was; and when she rebuked him for his overmuch fondness, as now and again she did, he would laugh at himself along with her; and in sooth she deemed him heart-whole, and of all truth to Viridis, and oft he would talk of her to Birdalone, and praise her darling beauty to her, and tell of his longing for his love aloof.  Only, quoth he, here art thou, my sister, dwelling amongst us, and shedding thy fragrance on us, and showing to us, wilt thou, wilt thou not, as do the flowers, all the grace and loveliness of thee; and thou so tender of heart withal, that thou must not blame me overmuch if whiles I forget that thou art my sister, and that my love is, woe’s me! far away.  So thou wilt pardon me, wilt thou not?  Yea, verily, said she, with a whole heart.  Yet thou needest not reach out for my hand; thou hast had enough of it this morning.  And she hid it, laughing, in the folds of her gown; and he laughed also, and said: Of a truth thou art good in all wise, and a young fool am I; but Viridis shall make me wiser, when we come together again.  Sawest thou ever so fair a damsel?  Never, she said, and surely there is none fairer in all the world.  So hold thee aloof now for a while, and think of her.

As for the Black Squire, hight Arthur, Birdalone was troubled for him, and he made her somewhat sad.  True it is that he came not before her again so moody and downcast as when he was giving her the token; yet she deemed that he enforced himself to seem of good cheer.  Furthermore, though he sought her company ever, and that lonely with him, and would talk with her almost as one man with another, though with a certain tenderness in his voice, and looking earnestly on her the while, yet never would he take her hand, or touch her in any wise.  And true it is that she longed for the touch of his hand.

On the third day of her sojourn in the Castle of the Quest, Birdalone took heart at the much egging of her friends, as they sat all together in the meadow without the castle, to tell them all the story of her; she hid none, save concerning the wood-mother, for she deemed that her sweet friend would love her the better if she babbled not of her.

So the Champions hearkened her telling the tale in her clear lovely voice, and great was their love and pity for the poor lonely maiden.  And in especial clear it was to see that they were sore moved when she told how she first came on the Sending Boat, and how the witch-wife tormented her innocent body for that guilt.  Then Baudoin laid his hand upon her head, and spake: Poor child, much indeed hast thou suffered! and now I will say it, that it was for us and our loves that thou hast borne all this anguish of captivity and toil and stripes.

But Hugh leaned over to her, as she sat with her head hanging down, and kissed her cheek, and said: Yea! and I was not there to smite the head off that accursed one; and I knew nought of thee and thine anguish, as I took my light pleasure about these free meadows.  And he turned very red, and went nigh to weep.

Arthur sat still with his eyes bent down on the ground, and he said nothing; and Birdalone glanced on him wistfully ere she went on with her tale.  And she went on and told closely all that had happened unto her in the crossing of the water and on the Isle of Increase Unsought, and the other Wonder Isles; and she deemed it not too much that she should tell it twice over, nor they that twice over they should hearken it.

That same evening as Birdalone walked by herself in the castle pleasance, she saw Arthur peering about as if he were seeking someone; so she stood forth, and asked him was he seeking aught; and he said: Thee was I seeking.  But she durst not ask him what he would, but stood silent and trembling before him, till he took her hand, and spake not loud but eagerly.

After what thou hast told us to-day, I seem to know thee what thou art; and I tell thee that it is a pain and grief to me to leave thee, yea to leave thee were it but for a minute.  O I pray thee pity me for the sundering.  And therewith he turned about and hastened into the castle.  But Birdalone stood there with her heart beating fast and her flesh quivering, and a strange sweetness of joy took hold of her.  But she said to herself that it was no wonder though she felt so happy, seeing that she had found out that, despite her fears, this one of her friends loved her no less well than the others.  And then she spake it in a soft voice that she would indeed pity him for the sundering, yea, and herself also.

Nevertheless, when they met thereafter, his demeanour to her was none otherwise than it had been; but she no longer heeded this since now she trowed in him.






  








CHAPTER VIII.  IN THE MEANWHILE OF THE DEPARTING OF THE CHAMPIONS, THEY WOULD PLEASURE BIRDALONE WITH FEATS OF ARMS AND GAMES OF PROWESS.
 

Passed the days now speedily, and the three Champions did what they might for the solace of Birdalone.  For they and their household showed her of arms, and they tilted together courteously; and the sergeants stood forth, and shot in the bow before her, till she herself by their bidding took the bow in hand, and shot straighter and well-nigh as hard as the best man there, whereat they marvelled, and praised her much.

Then the young men ran afoot before her for the prize of a belt and knife, and forsooth she wotted well that were she to run against them with trussed-up skirts she would bear off the prize; but she had no heart thereto, for amidst them all, and her new friendships, she had grown shamefast, and might play the wood-maiden no longer.  Yet twice the Champions fared further afield with her to show her some woodcraft; yet were not very free to go far, because of the ill neighbours whereof the chaplain had told her that first night of her coming.

And in all these pastimes, whatso they were, Birdalone bore herself well and merrily, and put from her the sorrow of the sundering, and the peril of her dear friends which grew now so near at hand.

The chaplain aforesaid, who hight Leonard, she fell in with not seldom; and he was ever meek and humble before her; and ever withal was sorrow easy to be seen in his countenance, and trouble withal; and she knew not how to help him, save by being courteous and kind with him whenso they met; but none the more might he pluck up cheerful countenance in answer to her kindness.

With Sir Aymeris, the grizzle-haired castellan, she foregathered also oft enough, and could not forbear some merry gibes with him concerning their first meeting, and how that she had been a burden and a terror to him; and these mocks she made him because she saw it liked him not ill to be mocked in friendly fashion; though forsooth betwixt the laughter he looked on her somewhat ruefully.  And ever, ere he parted from her, he made occasion to kiss her hands; and she suffered it smiling, and was debonair to him; whereas she saw that he was of good will to her.  In such wise then wore the hours and the days.






  








CHAPTER IX.  BIRDALONE COMETH BEFORE THE CHAMPIONS IN HER NEW ARRAY.
 

Now the time was come when Birdalone had all her gear ready, and the women were to abide in the castle as her serving-damsels while the Champions were away.

So now in the summer eve, an hour before sunset, Birdalone did on the richest of her new raiment, and came into the hall where sat the Three together, and Sir Aymeris with them.  She was so clad, that she had on a green gown with broidered sleeves, and thereover a white cote-hardie welted with gold, and gold-embroidered; on her feet were gold shoon of window-work, pearled and gemmed; and on her head a rose garland; on her neck she bore the Golden Knight’s collar; her loins were girt with the Black Squire’s girdle; and on her wrist was the Green Knight’s ancient gold ring; and she carried in her arms Aurea’s gown and Viridis’ shift and Atra’s shoon.

Rather sunrise than sunset it seemed, as verily Birdalone she came into the hall with bright eager eyes, and flushed cheeks, and countenance smiling with love.  The men stood up all, and would come down from the dais to meet her; but she bade them go back, and sit each in his place till she stood before them.

Up the hall then she walked, and every step of hers seemed lovelier than the last, till she came to them and gave unto each his keepsake, and said: Champions, now is mine errand all done, save that to-morrow I must show you the manner of the Sending Boat.  Now there is nought save the darkness of the coming night to hinder you from this last deal of your Quest; and it is I that have brought you to this, and have done this good unto you, if no more good I do in the world.  Wherefore I pray you to love me ever, and bear me ever in your minds.

They gazed on her, and were overcome by her loveliness and grace, and by the kindness and valiancy of her heart.  Next arose the Golden Knight, Baudoin to wit, and took a cross from his breast, and held it up, and spake: Maiden, thou sayest well, and never shall we forget thee, or cease to love thee; and here I swear by God upon the Tree, that it shall be a light thing for me to die for thee, if in any need I find thee.  Brethren, will ye not swear the same?  And this is but thy due, maiden, for I declare unto thee, that when thou didst enter the hall e’en now, it was as if the very sun of heaven was coming in unto us.

Thereon the other two took the Rood and swore upon it: and Hugh was hushed and meek and sad-faced after he had sworn; but Arthur the Black Squire bowed down his head and wept, and his fellows marvelled nought thereat, neither did Birdalone; and all her body yearned toward him to solace him.

Now turned Sir Baudoin to the castellan and said: Sir Aymeris, I will now swear thee to guard this lady as the apple of thine eye whiles we three be away, and therein to spare neither thyself nor others.  For thou seest well what grief it would be to us if she came to any harm.

And to me also, said the castellan.  And therewith he swore upon the Rood, and then came round the table, and knelt before Birdalone, and kissed her hands.

Thereafter were they all silent a space; and then came Birdalone to the inner side of the table and sat betwixt Baudoin and Hugh.  But the Black Squire took up the word and spake: Birdalone, sweet child, one thing is to be said, to wit, that it were well that thou keep within walls while we be away; or at least that thou go but a little beyond the castle, and never but within a half bowshot, save thou be well accompanied.  For there be men of violence dwelling no great way off, reivers and rovers, who would be well pleased to take from us anything which we deem dear; besides others who would think the lifting of such a jewel good hap indeed.  Sir Aymeris, have a care of the Red Knight; and if thou mightest come by a few more stout lads, to wage them, it were well.

Birdalone heeded not what the castellan answered, such a shaft of joy went to her heart when she heard that friend speak her own name in such wise as he had never done erst, and that before them all.  She but murmured some yeasay to that which Arthur had spoken unto her, and then she held her peace for the sweetness of that moment.

So there they sat and talked a while in dear and pleasant converse; and Hugh fell to asking her of her life in the House under the Wood, and she answered all frankly and simply, and the more she told the dearer she seemed to them.

Thus drew night in, till folk came flockmeal into the hall; for needs must be feast and banquet for triumph of the furtherance of the Quest; and the most of men were merry; but somewhat sober were all the three Champions, so that whoso ran might read it in their faces.  As for Birdalone, she showed cheerful to all that folk which loved her and praised her; but inwardly sorrow had come home to her heart.






  








CHAPTER X.  THE CHAMPIONS GO THEIR WAYS IN THE SENDING BOAT.
 

When the sun was arisen on the morrow the three Champions went down to the landing-place, and there was none with them; for they had given command that no man should pry into their doings.  Thither to them cometh Birdalone, clad no more in her gay attire, but in a strait black coat and with unshod feet; and she looked no sorrier than she was.

By Birdalone’s rede the Champions bore down in their own hands the victual and weapons and armour that they needed for the voyage; for she knew not but that the Sending Boat might take it amiss that any should touch her save the senders.  And when they had done lading her, then all four stood together by the water’s edge, and Birdalone spake to her friends, and again bade them beware of the wiles of the Isle of Nothing; and again she told them of the woful images of the Isle of Kings and the Isle of Queens, and the strange folk of the Isle of the Young and the Old.  Then she said: Now when ye come to the Isle of Increase Unsought, what think ye to do?  Said the Green Knight: If I might rule, we should go straight up to the witch sitting in her hall, as thou toldest us, my dear, and then and there smite the head from off her.  His eyes flashed and his brow knitted, and so fierce he looked that Birdalone shrank back from him; but the Black Squire smiled and said: It may come to the smiting off of heads in the end; yet must we so fashion our carving, that it avail us for the freeing of our friends; else may the witch die, and the secret of the prison-house die with her.  How sayest thou, dear Birdalone?

She reddened at the caress of his voice, and answered: By my rede ye shall seek and find your speech-friends ere ye make open war upon the witch; else may her malice destroy them ere ye undo her.  Her face flushed yet more as she spake again: But concerning all things, I deem that Atra may give you the best rede, when ye have met the loves; for that she knoweth more of the isle and its guiles than the others.

Quoth Baudoin: Herein is wisdom, sweet maiden, for as guileless as thou mayst be; and so far as we may we shall follow thy rede; but all lieth in the fathom of the coming time.  And now this moment is the moment of sundering and farewell.

Came he then to Birdalone and took his two hands about her head, and lifted her face unto him, and kissed it kindly, as a father might kiss a daughter, and said: Farewell, dear child, and take heed to the word that Arthur spake yesterday, and go not from the castle even a little way save with good and sure company.

Then came Hugh to her, and took her hand somewhat timidly; but she put up her face to him in simple wise, and he kissed either cheek of her, and said no more than: Farewell, Birdalone!

Lastly came Arthur, and stood before her a little; and then he knelt down on the stones before her and kissed her feet many times, and she shuddered and caught her breath as they felt his kisses; but neither he nor she spake a word, and he stood up and turned away at once toward the Sending Boat, and boarded her first of the three; and the others followed straightway.

Thereafter the Champions bared each an arm, and let blood flow thence into a bowl, and reddened stem and stern of their barge, and then all three spake the spell together thus, as Birdalone had taught them:

The red raven-wine now
 Hast thou drunk, stern and bow:
 Wake then, and awake,
 And the northern way take!
 The way of the Wenders forth over the flood,
 For the will of the Senders is blent with the blood.
 

Went all as before thereafter, that the Sending Boat stirred under them, and then turned about and pointed her bows to the northward, and sped swiftly over the waters.  It was a fair sunny day, with no cloud, nought save the summer haze lying on the lake far away.  Birdalone stood watching the speeding of the boat, till she could see it no longer, not even as a fleck on the face of the waters.  Then she turned away and went toward her chamber, saying to herself that the sundering was easier to bear than she had deemed it would be, and that she had a many things to do that day.  But when she came into her chamber, and shut the door, she looked about her on the things which had grown so familiar to her in these few latter days, and she stood watching the bright sunshine that streamed across the floor and lay warm upon her feet; then she took three steps toward the window, and saw the lake lying all a-glitter under the sun, and her heart failed her withal, and she had no might so much as to think about her sorrow and caress it, but fell down where she was swooning on to the floor, and lay there, while all the house began to stir about her.

 

Here ends the Third Part of the Water of the Wondrous Isles, which is called Of the Castle of the Quest, and begins the fourth Part of the said tale, which is called Of the Days of Abiding.






  








THE FOURTH PART: OF THE DAYS OF ABIDING.
 






  








CHAPTER I.  OF BIRDALONE’S GRIEF; AND OF LEONARD THE CHAPLAIN.
 

Now came Birdalone to herself, and that was but little joy unto her, and she yet lay still on the floor for a while, for she loathed the hour that was to come.  Then the life stirred in her, and whereas she would not that her women should find her there, she stood up, and clad herself somewhat more seemly; yet she did on her black raiment; and determined in her mind that nought would she wear save black unadorned while her friends were away.

She betook her now to the chamber where her women were gathered together, and watched them working a while, but spake nought.  Then she went her ways into the pleasance, and paced the plashed alley up and down, letting the tears run down from her as they would.  Then she turned back into the castle, and went out-a-gates and walked over the meadow a little, and might well have gone further than wisdom would.  But the castellan espied her from a window, and came hurrying out after her, and with many prayers for pardon, brought her back again, babbling to her by the way; but not a word might he get from her; and when he came into the hall with her, and, after his wont, knelt down to kiss her hands, she caught them away from him peevishly, and was sorry for it thereafter.

Long she sat in the hall, scarce moving, till she heard one entering from the screen, and lo it was Leonard the chaplain.  He came her way, and showed her rueful countenance; and pity of him smote her, and she remembered therewith how they first went out of gates together; and at the thought thereof her tears brake forth again, but she made him a sign with her hand to sit down beside her, and he did so; and when she might for her weeping, she looked kindly on him, and he fell to talk, making as if he noted not her tears and sorrow; but she answered him little, for she had shame to begin the talk concerning the Champions and their Quest, and their departure; yet might she not bring her tongue to make any speech else.  But presently he took up the word, and asked her how long a while she deemed they would be away, and she answered, smiling on him for thanks, and having reckoned the days on her fingers: If all go better than well, they may be back in ten days’ time.  Said the chaplain: There be longer whiles of waiting in most men’s lives.  Yea, she said, but this is the delay at the best; it may be far longer; for how may we tell what haps may be?

Yea, said Leonard, shall we then call it twenty days, or thirty?  Forsooth, that may be long for thee; though there be some who must needs endure hope deferred a deal longer.  But it may run out longer than even thirty days, thy waiting-tide.

She answered not, and he said: Whenso the time hangs heavy on hand with thee, if thou hast will to fare abroad out of the castle, I shall be ever at hand to guide thee.  Indeed, I wot that the castellan will be loth to let thee go; but he is old and straitlaced: and yet withal he wotteth, as do we all, that there is now little peril or none were we to fare a five miles or more, whereas we are as good as at peace for the last five days with all save the Red Knight, and of him we wot that he is gone into another land with as many of his folk as be not needed for the warding of his hold.

I thank thee, said Birdalone, but it is like to be my will not to fare out-a-gates till the Champions come back home.  I was glad e’en now when the castellan fetched me in again: to say sooth, fear of peril had just entered my heart when he came up with me.

The priest seemed somewhat chapfallen at her answer.  He spake little more, and presently he stood up, made his obeisance, and departed.






  








CHAPTER II.  BIRDALONE LEARNETH LORE OF THE PRIEST.  TEN DAYS OF WAITING WEAR.
 

Wore that day and the next, and Birdalone fell to talking with her women, whereof were five now left; and four of them were young, the eldest scarce of thirty summers, and the fifth was a woman of sixty, both wise and kind.  All these told her somewhat of their own lives when she asked them; and some withal told of folk whom they had known or heard tell of.  And well pleased was Birdalone to hear thereof, and learn more of the ways of the world, and quick-witted she was at the lesson, so that she needed not to ask many questions.

Furthermore, she took to her broidering again, and fell to doing a goodly pair of shoon for Atra, since she had worn those borrowed ones somewhat hardly.  And the women wondered at her needlework, so marvellous fine as it was, and how that in little space of time were come flowers and trees, and birds and beasts, all lovely; and they said that the faery must have learned her that craft.  But she laughed and reddened, and thought of the wood-mother; and, sitting there within the four walls, she longed for the oak-glades, and the wood-lawns, and for the sight of the beasts that dwelt therein.

Again she fell in with Leonard the priest, and he asked her could she read in a book, and when she said nay, he offered to teach her that lore, and she yeasaid that joyously; and thenceforth would she have him with her every day a good while; and an apt scholar she was, and he no ill master, and she learned her A B C speedily.

Now it was the ninth day since the Champions were gone, and all that time she had not been out-a-gates; and after the first two days, had enforced herself to fill up her time with her work as aforesaid: but this last day she might do but little, for she could not but take it for sure that the morrow would be the day of return; nay, even she deemed that they might come in the night-tide; so that when she went to bed, though she was weary, she would wake if she might, so that it was nigh dawn ere she fell asleep.

Some three hours after she woke up, and heard a sound of folk stirring in the house, and the clashing of weapons; and the heart leapt in her, and she said: They are come, they are come!  Nevertheless she durst not get out of bed, lest her hope had beguiled her; and she lay awake another hour, and no tidings came to her; and then she wept herself to sleep; and when she awoke once more, she found that she must have wept sleeping, for the pillow beside her face was all wet with the tears.

The sun was high now, and his beams were cast back from the ripple of the lake, and shone wavering on the wall of the chamber, the window whereof gave on to the water.  Then came a hand on the latch of the door, and she started, and her heart grieved her; but it was one of the women who opened, and came in, and Birdalone rose up sitting in her bed, and said faintly, for she could scarce speak: Is any tiding toward, Catherine?  The maid said: Yes, my lady; for early after sunrise came weaponed men to the gate, and would sell us beeves; and my lord, Sir Aymeris, must needs go forth and chaffer with them, though belike they had been lifting what was neither ours, nor theirs, nor the neighbours’.  Maybe Sir Aymeris looked to buy tidings from them as well as beef.  Anyhow they departed when they had gotten their money and drunk a cup.  And now it is said that the Red Knight hath been hurt in some fray, and keepeth his bed; wherefore the land shall have peace of him awhile.  Said Birdalone: I thank thee, good Catherine; I shall lie a little longer; depart now.

The woman went her ways; and when she was gone, Birdalone wept and sobbed, and writhed upon her bed, and found no solace to her grief.  But she arose and paced the chamber, and sithence looked out of the window over the empty water, and wept again.  Then she said: Yet they may come ere noon, or it may be ere evening, or perchance to-morrow morning.  And she stayed her weeping, and was calmer.  But still she walked the floor, and whiles looked out of window, and whiles she looked on her limbs, and felt the sleekness of her sides, and she said: O my body! how thou longest!

But at last she clad herself in haste, and went stealthily from the chamber, as if she feared to meet anyone; and she stole up to the tower-top that was nighest, and looked through the door on to the leads, and saw no one there; so she went out, and stood by the battlement, and gazed long over the water, but saw neither boat nor burning mountain coming towards her.






  








CHAPTER III.  NOW WOULD BIRDALONE RIDE ABROAD.
 

After a while she came down again, and went to the women, and sat working with them a while, and so wore away two hours.  Then she sent for the priest and had her lesson of him; and when she had been at it another two hours, she bade him begin and learn her writing; and nought loth he was thereto; forsooth he had been longing to pray her to suffer him learn her, but durst not.  For in such teaching needs must he sit full nigh to her, and watch her hands, and her fingers striving to shape the letters; nay, whiles must he touch her hand with his, and hold it.  Wherefore now he promised himself a taste of Paradise.  Withal he was full meet to learn her, whereas he was one of the best of scribes, and a fair-writer full handy.

So they fell to the lesson, and she became eager thereover, and learned fast, and clave to the work, while his soul was tormented with longing for her.  And thus wore a three hours, and then suddenly she looked up wearily from her work, and her trouble was awake, and the longing for her speech-friend, and she gave the priest leave for that day, but suffered him to kiss her hand for wages.

Then she hurried up to the tower-top, when the afternoon was wearing into evening; and abode there a long while looking over the waters, till it began to dusk, and then came down miserably and went to her women.

The next day was like unto this; nought betid, and she wore the hours whiles going up to the tower-top and looking over the lake, whiles broidering amidst her maids, whiles learning her clerk’s work with Sir Leonard, but ever eating her heart out with her longing.

On the third of these days she called the castellan to her for a talk, and asked him what he thought of it, this delay of his lords’ return.  Quoth the greyhead: My lady, we may not wonder if they be tarried for a few days; for this is an adventure on which they have gone, and many haps betide in such tales.  Now I beseech thee torment not thyself; for the time is not yet come for thee even to doubt that they have miscarried.

His words solaced her much for that time, whereas she saw that he spake but the sooth; so she thanked him, and smiled upon him kindly; and he was ravished thereat, and was for kneeling before her at once and kissing her hands after his wont; but she smiled again and refrained him, and said: Nay, not yet, fair friend; that is for the departure, and I have yet a word to say unto thee: to wit, that I long to go out-a-gates, and it will solace me and give me patience to abide the coming of my friends.  For thou must know, Sir Aymeris, that I was reared amidst the woods and the meadows, with the burning of the sun, and the buffets of the wind; and now for lack of some deal of that am I waxing white and faint.  And thou wouldst not have me falling sick on thine hands now, wouldst thou?

Nay, surely, lady, said Sir Aymeris; this very day I will ride out with thee; and two score or more of weaponed men shall ride with us for fear of mishaps.  Said Birdalone, knitting her brows: Nay, knight, I need not thy men-at-arms; I would fain go free and alone.  For hast thou not heard how that the Red Knight is hurt and keepeth his bed?  So what peril is there?  Said Sir Aymeris: Yea, lady; but the Red Knight is not the only foe, though he be the worst: but it may well be that the story is but feigned, for the said enemy hath many wiles.  And look you, kind lady, it is most like that by now he hath heard how in my poor castle is kept a jewel, a pearl of great price, that hath not its like in the world, and will encompass the stealing of it if he may.

Laughed Birdalone, and said: But how if the said jewel hath a will, and legs and feet thereto, and is ready to take the peril on her, and will wend out-a-gates if she will?  What wilt thou do then, lord?  Then, said the castellan, I shall fetch thee back, and, though it be a grief to me, shall have thee borne back perforce if nought else may do.  For so the oath sworn to my lords compelleth me.

Again laughed Birdalone, and said: Hearken, whereto cometh all this kneeling and hand-kissing!  But bear in mind, fair lord, how once on a time thou wouldst have me out-a-gates, would I, would I not, and now, will I, will I not, thou wouldst keep me within; so have times changed, and mayhappen they may change yet again.  But tell me, am I mistress over my women to bid them what I will?  Certes, said he, and over all of us.  Said she: If then I bade them, some two or three, come with me into the meadows and woods a half day’s journey for our disport, how then?  For that once, said Sir Aymeris, I should bid them disobey their lady.  Said Birdalone: And how if they disobeyed thee, and obeyed me?  Quoth Sir Aymeris: If they bring thee back safe, they may chance to sing to the twiggen fiddle-bow, that they may be warned from such folly; but if they come back without thee, by All-hallows the wind of wrath shall sweep their heads off them!

Birdalone flushed red at his word, and was silent a while; then she said, making cheerful countenance again: Thou art a hard master, lord castellan; but I must needs obey thee.  Therefore I will take thy bidding, and ride abroad in such wise that I shall scare the land with an army, since no otherwise may I look on the summer land.  But to-day I will not go, nor to-morrow belike; but some day soon.  And in good sooth I thank thee for thy heedful care of me, and wish I were better worth it.  Nay, nay, thou shalt not kneel to me, but I to thee: for thou art verily the master.

Therewith she rose from beside him, and knelt down before him and took his hand and kissed it, and went her ways, leaving him ravished with love of her.  But now she had no scorn of him, but deemed, as was true, that he was both valiant and trusty and kind, and she thanked him in her heart as well as in words.






  








CHAPTER IV.  OF BIRDALONE’S FARING ABROAD.
 

Indeed Birdalone longed on any terms to be out-a-gates and to have some joy of the summer; for now she began to see that she might have to abide some while ere her friends should come to her in the Castle of the Quest; and she was angry with herself that her longing was thus wasting her, and she rebuked herself and said: Where is now that Birdalone who let but few days go by without some joyance of the earth and its creatures? she who bore lightly the toil of a thrall, and gibes and mocking and stripes?  Surely this is grievous folly, that I should be worsened since I have come to be the friend of gentle ladies, and noble champions, and mighty warriors.  Had it not been better to have abided under the witch-wife’s hand?  For not every day nor most days did she torment me.  But now for many days there has been pain and grief and heart-sickness hour by hour; and every hour have I dreaded the coming of the next hour, till I know not how to bear it.

So she strove with herself, and became of better heart, and set herself strongly to the learning of the clerkly lore; she gathered her wits together, and no longer looked for every day and every hour to bring about the return of the Champions, nor blamed the day and the hour because they failed therein, and in all wise she strove to get through the day unworn by vain longing.

Wherefore, on a day when three whole weeks were gone since the day of departure, she was glad when the castellan came to her and said: Lady, these two days I have had men out to spy the land, and their word goes that nought is stirring which a score of us well-armed might have cause to fear; wherefore to-morrow, if it be thy will, we shall bring thee out-a-gates, and so please thee, shall be in no haste to come back, but may lie out in the wildwood one night, and come back at our leisure on the morrow of to-morrow.  How sayest thou of thy pleasure herein?

She thanked him, and yeasaid it eagerly, and next morning they set forth; and Birdalone had with her three of the women, and they had sumpter-beasts with them, and tents for Birdalone and her maids.

So they rode by pleasant ways and fair meadows, and the weather was good, for it was now the first days of July, and all was as lovely as might be; and for that while Birdalone cast off all her cares, and was merry, and of many words and sweet; and all the folk rejoiced thereat, for all loved her in the Castle of the Quest, besides those one or two that loved her overmuch.

Rode they thus a twelve miles or more, and then they came, as their purpose was, to the beginning of a woodland plenteous of venison, and they hunted here, and Birdalone took her part therein, and all praised her woodcraft; albeit because of her went a head or two free that had fallen else, whereas of the carle hunters were some who deemed the body of her better worth looking on than the quarry.

Howsoever, they slew of hind and roe and other wood-cattle what they would, some deal for their supper in the wilderness, some to bear home to the castle.  But when night was nigh at hand they made stay in a fair wood-lawn about which ran a clear stream, whereby they pitched the ladies’ tent; and Birdalone and hers went down into the water and washed the weariness off them; and her ladies wondered at the deftness of Birdalone’s swimming; for they bathed in a pool somewhat great into which the stream widened, so that there was space enough for her therein.

By then they were washen and clad goodly in raiment which they had brought on the sumpters, the men had lighted fires and were cooking the venison, and anon there was supper and banquet in the wildwood, with drinking of wine and pleasant talk and the telling of tales and singing of minstrelsy; and so at last, when night was well worn, and out in the open meadows the eastern sky was waxing grey, then Birdalone and her ladies went to bed in their fair tents, and the men-at-arms lay down on the greensward under the bare heaven.






  








CHAPTER V.  SIR AYMERIS SHOWETH BIRDALONE THE MOUNTAINS AFAR OFF.
 

When it was morning and they arose, the day was as fair as yesterday, and folk were even as joyous as they had been then, all but Birdalone, and she was silent and downcast, even when she came forth from the fresh water into the sweetness of the midsummer wood.  She had dreamed in the night that she was all alone in the Castle of the Quest, and that her old mistress came to her from out of the Sending Boat to fetch her away, and brought her aboard, and stripped her of her rich garments and sat facing her, drawing ugsome grimaces at her; and she thought she knew that her friends were all dead and gone, and she had none to pity or defend her.  Then somehow were they two, the witch and she, amidmost of the Isle of Nothing, and the witch drew close anigh her, and was just going to whisper into her ear something of measureless horror, when she awoke; and the sun was bright outside the shaded whiteness of her tent; the shadows of the leaves were dancing on the ground of it; the morning wind was rustling the tree-boughs, and the ripple of the stream was tinkling hard by.  At first was Birdalone joyous that what she had awakened from was but a dream; but presently she felt the burden of her longing, and she said to herself that when they came back to the castle they should find tidings, and that she should know either that her friends were indeed dead, or that they were come back again alive and well.  And then she thought within herself, suppose the three Champions and their loves were dead and gone, how would she do with those that were left her, as Sir Aymeris, and Leonard the priest, and her women? and her soul turned with loathing from a life so empty as that would be; and yet she blamed herself that she was so little friendly to these lesser friends, whom forsooth she loved because of her love for the greater ones.  So, as abovesaid, she was troubled and silent amongst the joy of the others.

That saw Sir Aymeris the castellan; and when they had broken fast and were getting to horse, he came to her and said: Lady, the day is yet young, and if we fetch a compass by a way that I wot of we shall see places new to thee, and mayhappen somewhat wonderful, and yet come home timely to the castle.  Wilt thou?

Birdalone was still somewhat distraught, but she knew not how to naysay him, though at heart she would liefer have gone back to the castle by the shortest way.  So folk brought her her palfrey, and they rode their ways, the castellan ever by her side.  And by fair ways indeed they went, and so joyous was all about them, that little by little Birdalone’s gladness came back to her, and she made the most of it to be as merry of seeming as she might be.

Now they rode fair and softly by thicket and copse and glade of the woodland, following up the stream aforesaid for the more part, till at last the trees failed them suddenly, and they came forth on to a wide green plain, all unbuilded, so far as their eyes could see, and beyond it the ridges of the hills and blue mountains rising high beyond them.

When Birdalone’s eyes beheld this new thing, of a sudden all care left her, and she dropped her rein, and smote her palms together, and cried out: Oh! but thou art beautiful, O earth, thou art beautiful!  Then she sat gazing on it, while the greyhead turned and smiled on her, well pleased of her pleasure.

After a while she said: And might we go nigher?  Yea, certes, said he, yet I doubt if thou wilt like it the better, the nigher thou art.  Ah! she said, but if I were only amidst it, and a part of it, as once I was of the woodland!

So thitherward they rode over the unharvested mead, and saw hart and hind thereon, and wild kine, and of smaller deer great plenty, but of tame beasts none; and the hills were before them like a wall.  But as they drew nigher, they saw where the said wall of the hills was cloven by a valley narrow and steep-sided, that went right athwart the lie of the hills; the said valley was but little grassed, and the bare rocks were crow-black.  When they had gone a little further, they could see that the ground near the foot of the hills rose in little knolls and ridges, but these were lower and fewer about the entry into that valley.  Also presently they came upon a stream which ran out of the said valley, and Sir Aymeris said that this was the water whereby they had lain last night; albeit here it was little indeed.

Now when they had ridden some five miles over the plain, they came amongst those knolls at the mouth of the valley, and Sir Aymeris led Birdalone up to the top of one of the highest of them, and thence they could look into that dale and see how it winded away up toward the mountains, like to a dismal street; for not only was it but little grassed, but withal there was neither tree nor bush therein.  Moreover, scattered all about the bottom of the dale were great stones, which looked as if they had once been set in some kind of order; and that the more whereas they were not black like the rocks of the dale-side, but pale grey of hue, so that they looked even as huge sheep of the giants feeding down the dale.

Then spake Birdalone: Verily, sir knight, thou saidst but sooth that I should see things new and strange.  But shall we go a little way into this valley to-day?  Nay, lady, said Sir Aymeris, nor to-morrow, nor any day uncompelled; neither shall we go nigher unto it than now we be.  Wherefore not? said Birdalone, for meseemeth it is as the gate of the mountains; and fain were I in the mountains.

Lady, said the castellan, overmuch perilous it were to ride the valley, which, as thou sayest, is the very gate of the mountains.  For the said dale, which hight the Black Valley of the Greywethers, hath a bad name for the haunting of unmanlike wights, against which even our men-at-arms might make no defence.  And if any might escape them, and win through the gates and up into the mountains, I wot not if suchlike devils and things unkent be there in the mountain-land, but of a sooth there be fierce and wild men, like enough to devils, who know no peace, and slay whatsoever cometh unto them, but if they themselves be slain of them.

Well, said Birdalone, then to-day, at least, we go not into the dale; but knowest thou any tales of these wild places?  Many have I heard, said he, but I am an ill minstrel and should spoil them in the telling.  Ask them of Sir Leonard our priest, he knoweth of them better than others, and hath a tongue duly shapen for telling them.

Birdalone answered nought thereto; she but turned her horse’s head and rode down the knoll; and so they came unto their company, and all went their ways toward the Castle of the Quest.

Nought befell them on their way home; but the nigher they came to the castle the more pensive waxed Birdalone, and, though she hid it, when they were come to the gate she scarce had her wit; for it was as if she thought to have one rushing out and crying: Tidings, tidings! they are come.

Nowise it so befell; they were no more come than was the Day of Doom.  And a little after they were within gates; it was night, and Birdalone crept wearily up to her chamber, and gat to bed, and so tired was she that she fell asleep at once and dreamed not.






  








CHAPTER VI.  BIRDALONE HEARETH TELL TALES OF THE BLACK VALLEY OF THE GREYWETHERS.
 

On the morrow was Birdalone heavier of heart than ever yet, and wearier for tidings; and she wondered how she could have been so joyous that day in the wildwood.  Yet she thought much of the Valley of the Greywethers, and that solaced her somewhat after a while, so sore she longed to go thither; and, as ’tis said, one nail knocks out the other.  So that morning, when she had had her lesson of priest Leonard, she spake thereof to him, and told him what Sir Aymeris had said concerning his knowledge thereof; and she asked him what he knew.

I have been there, said he.  She started at that word and said: Did aught of evil befall thee?

Nay, said he, but a great fear and dread hung about me; and ’tis said that they try their luck overmuch who go thither twice.

Birdalone said: Tell me now of the tales that be told of that valley.  Quoth Leonard: They be many; but the main of them is this: that those Greywethers be giants of yore agone, or landwights, carles, and queans, who have been turned into stone by I wot not what deed; but that whiles they come alive again, and can walk and talk as erst they did; and that if any man may be so bold as to abide the time of their awakening, and in the first moment of their change may frame words that crave the fulfilment of his desire, and if therewith he be both wise and constant, then shall he have his desire fulfilled of these wights, and bear his life back again from out the dale.  And thus must he speak and no otherwise: O Earth, thou and thy first children, I crave of you such and such a thing, whatsoever it may be.  And if he speak more than this, then is he undone.  He shall answer no question of them; and if they threaten him he shall not pray them mercy, nor quail before their uplifted weapons; nor, to be short, shall he heed them more than if they still were stones unchanged.  Moreover, when he hath said his say, then shall these wights throng about him and offer him gold and gems, and all the wealth of the earth; and if that be not enough, they shall bring him the goodliest of women, with nought lacking in her shape, but lacking all raiment, so that he shall see her as she is verily shapen.  But whoso shall take any one of all these gifts is lost for ever, and shall become one of that Stony People; and whoso naysayeth them all until the cock crow, and abideth steady by his one craving, shall win fulfilment thereof, and, as some say, all those gifts aforesaid; for that the Stony People may not abide the day to take them back again.

He was silent therewith, and nought spake Birdalone, but looked down on the ground, and longing encompassed her soul.  Then the priest spake again: This were a fair adventure, lady, for a hapless one, but for the happy it were a fool’s errand.  She answered not, and they parted for that time.

But the next week, there being yet no tidings come to hand, Birdalone prayed the castellan to take her out-a-gates again, that she might once more behold the mountains, and the gates thereof; and he yeasaid her asking, and went with her, well accompanied, as before; but this time, by Birdalone’s will, they rode straight to the plain aforesaid, and again she looked into that dale of the Greywethers from the knoll.  Somewhat belated they were, so that they might not get back to the castle before dusk, wherefore again they lay out in the wildwood, but there lacked somewhat of the triumph and joyance which they had had that other day.  They came back to the castle on the morrow somewhat after noon, and found no news there; nor, to say sooth, did Birdalone look for any; and her heart was heavy.






  








CHAPTER VII.  BIRDALONE BEGUILETH THE PRIEST TO HELP HER TO OUTGOING.
 

Now had the time so worn that the season was in the first days of August, and weariness and heartsickness increased on Birdalone again, and she began to look pined and pale.  Yet when she spake of the tarrying of the Champions both to the castellan and Sir Leonard the priest (who was the wiser man of the two), each said the same thing, to wit, that it was no marvel if they were not yet come, seeing whatlike the adventure was; and neither of those two seemed in anywise to have lost hope.

Thrice in these last days did Birdalone go out-a-gates with Sir Aymeris and his company; and the last of the three times the journey was to the knoll that looked into the Black Valley; but now was Birdalone’s pleasure of the sight of it afar off marred by her longing to be amidst thereof; yet she did not show that she was irked by the refraining of her desire to enter therein, and they turned, and came home safely to the castle.

On the morrow she sat with Sir Leonard the priest over the writing lesson, and she let it be long, and oft he touched her hand, so that the sweetness of unfulfilled desire went deep to his heart.

At last Birdalone looked up and said: Friend, I would ask thee if thou seest any peril in my entering the Black Valley of the Greywethers by daylight if I leave it by daylight?  Alone? quoth he.  Yea, she said, alone.  He pondered a little, and then said: Sooth to say I deem the peril little in the valley itself, if thou be not overcome by terror there.  Yea, for my part I am not all so sure that thou shalt see the wonder of the Stony Folk coming alive; for ’tis not said that they quicken save on certain nights, and chiefly on Midsummer Night; unless it be that the trier of the adventure is some one fated above others thereto; as forsooth thou mayst be.  And as for peril of evil men, there are few who be like to be as venturesome as thou or I.  They durst not enter that black street, save sore need compel them.  But forsooth, going thither, and coming back again, some peril there may be therein.  And yet for weeks past there has been no word of any unpeace; and the Red Knight it is said for certain is not riding.

Birdalone was silent a while; then she said: Fair and kind friend, I am eating my heart out in longing for the coming back of my friends, and it is like, that unless I take to some remedy, I shall fall sick thereby, and then when they come back there shall be in me but sorry cheer for them.  Now the remedy I know, and it is that I betake me alone to this adventure of the Black Valley; for meseemeth that I shall gain health and strength by my going thither.  Wherefore, to be short, if thou wilt help me, I will go to-morrow.  What sayest thou, wilt thou help me?

He turned very red and spake: Lady, why shouldest thou go, as thy name is, birdalone?  Thou hast called me just now thy kind friend, so kind as it was of thee; now therefore why should not thy friend go with thee?

Kindly indeed she smiled on him, but shook her head: I call thee trusty and dear friend again, said she; but what I would do I must do myself.  Moreover to what end shouldst thou go?  If I fall in with ghosts, a score of men would help me nought; and if I happen on weaponed men who would do me scathe, of what avail were one man against them?  And look thou, Sir Leonard, there is this avail in thine abiding behind; if I come not back in two days’ space, or three at the most, thou wilt wot that I have fared amiss, and then mayst thou let it be known whither I went, and men will seek me and deliver me maybe.

Therewith she stayed her words suddenly, and turned very pale, and laid her hand on her bosom, and said faintly: But O my heart, my heart!  If they should come while I am away!  And she seemed like to swoon.

Leonard was afraid thereat, and knew not what to do; but presently the colour came into her face again, and in a little while she smiled, and said: Seest thou not, friend, how weak I am gotten to be, and that I must now beyond doubt have the remedy?  Wilt thou not help me do it?

Yea verily, said he; but in what wise wilt thou have it?  He spake as a man distraught and redeless; but she smiled on him pleasantly, and said: Now by this time shouldst thou have devised what was to do, and spared me the pain thereof.  Two things I need of thee: the first and most, to be put out of the castle privily betimes in the morning when nought is stirring; the second, to have my palfrey awaiting me somewhat anigh the gate, so that I may not have to go afoot: for I am become soft and feeble with all this house-life.

Leonard seemed to wake up with that word, and said: I have the key of the priest’s door of the chapel, and the postern beyond it; that shall be thine out-gate, lady.  I will come and scratch at thy chamber-door much betimes, and I will see to it that thy palfrey is bestowed in the bower wherein thou didst rest the first night thou camest amongst us.  She said: I trust thee, friend.  And she thanked him sweetly, and then rose up and fell to pacing the hall up and down.  Leonard hung about watching her a while, she nought forbidding him, for her thoughts were elsewhere, and she had forgotten him; and at last he went his ways to set about doing what she would.






  








CHAPTER VIII.  BIRDALONE FARES ON HER ADVENTURE.
 

Dawn was but just beginning when Birdalone awoke, and though she had not heard Leonard at the door, she sprang out of bed and clad herself, doing on her black gown; and she had a scrip with some bread therein, and a sharp knife at her girdle.  Then even as she had done she heard the priest’s nail on the door, and she turned thereto; but as she went, her eye caught her bow and quiver of arrows where they hung on the wall, so she took the bow in her hand and slung the quiver over her shoulder ere she opened the door and found Leonard standing there.  Neither of them spake aught, but they stole downstairs, and so to the chapel and out by the priest’s door and the postern in the wall-nook, and were presently out in the fresh morning air; and Birdalone was joyous and lightfoot, and scarce felt the earth beneath her soles for pleasure of her hope, whereas she deemed she had a thing to crave of the Stony Folk, if they should come alive before her.  Fain were she, if she might withal, to give a joy to some other; so that when they were gone but a little way from the castle she reached out her hand to Leonard and took his, and said: Hand in hand we walked when first I went this way, and I deemed thee kind and friendly then, and even so hast thou been sithence.

He was dumbfoundered at first for joy of the touch of her hand and the sweetness of her words; but presently he spake to her confused and stammering, and praised her that she had thought to take her bow and arrows; for, said he, that they might stand her in stead for defence or for getting of food, or for an excuse for wending the woods.  She nodded yeasay unto him, and bade him again to bide three days for her, and if she came not again in that time, to make a clean breast of it to Sir Aymeris.

Yea, said the priest, and then . . .  Why, what then?  He can but shove me out by the shoulders, and then I can seek to the little house of canons that is at Gate Cross on the road to Greenford.

Ah, my friend! said Birdalone, how we women think of nothing at all but ourselves!  And wilt thou be thrust out of thine home for helping me herein?  Why did I not look to my palfrey myself?  And the keys I might have stolen from thee, always with thy good will.  But now I see that I have done thee a hurt.

Said Sir Leonard: Lady, a priest hath a home wheresoever is an house of religion.  There is no harm done, save Sir Aymeris bethink him of hanging me over the battlements; as I doubt he will not with a priest.  Moreover, I pray thee believe, that wert thou gone from the castle, house and home were none for me there.  And he looked upon her piteously, as if he were beseeching.

But she knew not what to say, and hung her head adown; and presently they were come to the bower in the copse, which this time was a stable for Birdalone’s palfrey instead of a chamber for herself.  So Leonard went in and fetched out the comely beast; and Birdalone stood with him just in the cover of the copse waiting to put her foot in the stirrup; but she might not but abide to look upon the priest, who stood there as if he were striving with his words.

So she said: Now is need of haste to be gone.  Yet one word, my friend: Is there aught betwixt us wherein I have done thee wrong?  If so it be, I pray thee to say out what it is; for it may be (though I think it not) thou shalt not see me again from henceforth.

He caught his breath, as if he had much ado to refrain the sobbing; but he mastered it, and said: Lady and dear friend, if I see thee not again, I heed not what shall befall me.  Thou hast done me no wrong.  There is this only betwixt us, that I love thee, and thou lovest not me.

She looked on him sweetly and pitifully, and said: I may not choose but understand thy word, to wit, that thy love for me is the desire of a man toward a woman; and that is unhappy; for I love thee indeed, but not as a woman loveth a man.  It is best to say thus much to thee downright.  But I feel in my heart that when I have said it, it is as much as to say that I cannot help thee, and therefore am I sorry indeed.

He stood before her abashed, but he said at last: Now art thou so sweet, and so kind, and so true, that I must perforce love thee yet more; and this maketh me bold to say that thou mayst help me a little, or so meseemeth.  How so? said Birdalone.  Quoth he: If thou wouldst suffer me to kiss thy face this once.  She shook her head, and spake: How may it avail thee, when it is for once, and once only, as forsooth it must be?  Yet it is thy choice, not mine, and I will not naysay thee.

And therewith she put up her face to him, and he kissed her cheek without touching her otherwise, and then he kissed her mouth; and she knew that he was both timorous and sad, and she was ashamed to look on him, or to speak to him any more, lest she should behold him ashamed; so she but said: Farewell, friend, till to-morrow at least.

And therewith her foot was in the stirrup, and anon she sat in the saddle, and her palfrey was ambling briskly on the way she would.






  








CHAPTER IX.  BIRDALONE COMES TO THE BLACK VALLEY.
 

Little is to tell of Birdalone’s journey unto the knoll above the Black Valley of the Greywethers.  It was about noon when she came there, and had met but few folk on the way, and those few were husbandmen, or carlines, or maidens wending afield betimes not far from the Castle of the Quest.

Now she sat on her horse and looked down into the dale and its stony people once more, and saw nought stirring save three ravens who, not far off, were flapping about from stone to stone of the Greywethers, and croaking loud to each other as if some tidings were toward.  She watched their play for a little, and then gat off her horse, and sat down on the grass of the knoll, and drew forth her victual, and ate and drank; for she deemed it happier to eat and drink there than in the very jaws of the Black Valley.

Soon was her dinner done, and then she got to her saddle again, and rode slowly down to the little stream, and along it toward the valley and the gates of the mountains, which she had been fain to pass through; but now, as had happed with her that morning when she was boun for the Sending Boat, somewhat she hung back from the adventure, and when she lacked but some five score yards from the very dale itself, she lighted down again, and let her way-beast bite the grass, while she sat down and watched the rippling water.

In a while she drew off shoon and hosen, and stood in the shallow ripple, and bathed her hands and face withal, and stooped up-stream and drank from the hollow of her hands, and so stepped ashore and was waxen hardier; then she strung her bow and looked to the shafts in her quiver, and did on her foot-gear, and mounted once more, and so rode a brisk amble right on into the dale, and was soon come amongst the Greywethers; and she saw that they were a many, and that all the bottom of the dale was besprinkled with them on either side of the stream, and some stood in the very stream itself, the ground whereof was black even as the rest of the valley, although the water ran over it as clear as glass.

As for the dale, now she was fairly within it, she could see but a little way up it, for it winded much, and at first away from her left hand, and the sides of it went up in somewhat steep screes on either side, which were topped with mere upright staves and burgs of black rock; and these were specially big and outthrusting on the right hand of her; and but a furlong ahead of where she was, one of these burgs thrust out past the scree and came down sheer into the dale, and straitened it so much that there was but little way save by the stream itself, which ran swift indeed, but not deep, even there where it was straitened by the sheer rocks.

But up the dale would she go, whatever was before her; and now she told herself her very purpose, as forsooth she scarce had heretofore; to wit, that she would abide in the dale the night over and see what should betide, and if those wights should chance to come alive, then she looked to have valiance enough to face them and crave the fulfilment of her desire.

So she took the water and rode the stream till she was past the said sheer rock, and then the valley widened again, and presently was wider than it was in the beginning; and here again were the Greywethers grown many more and closer together, and, as she deemed, were set in rings round about one very big one, which, forsooth, was somewhat in the shape of a man sitting down with his hands laid on his knees.

Birdalone reined up for a minute, and looked about her, and then went up on to the grass, and rode straight to the said big stone, and there lighted down from off her horse again, and stood by the stone and pondered.  Presently she deemed that she saw something dark moving just beyond the stone, but if it were so, it was gone in a twinkling; nevertheless she stood affrighted, and stared before her long, and saw no more, but yet for a while durst not move hand nor foot.

At last her courage came again, and she thought: Yet how if this great chieftain be inwardly stirring and will come awake?  Shall I say the word now, lest hereafter it be of no avail?  Therewith she stretched out her right hand and laid it on the stone, and spake aloud: O Earth, thou and thy first children, I crave of you that he may come back now at once and loving me.  And her voice sounded strange and unkent to her in that solitude, and she rued it that she had spoken.






  








CHAPTER X.  HOW BIRDALONE FELL IN WITH A MAN IN THE BLACK VALLEY OF THE GREYWETHERS.
 

Came new tidings therewithal; for the moment after she had spoken, a tall man drew out from behind the big stone, and stood before her; and at first it was in her mind that this was the very chieftain come alive for her, and for terror she was like to swoon this time; but he spake nought a while, but looked on her eagerly and curiously.

She came to herself presently, so much that she could see him clearly, and was now growing more shamefast than afraid, when she saw beyond doubt that the man was of the sons of Adam; but what with her shame that was now, and her fear that had been, she yet had no might to move, but stood there pale and trembling like a leaf, and might scarce keep her feet.

Now the new-comer bowed before her smiling, and said: I ask thy pardon, fair damsel (or indeed I should say fairest damsel), that I have scared thee.  But sooth to say I beheld thee coming riding, and even from a little aloof I could see that nought which might befall could ever make it up to me for not seeing thee close at hand and hearing thee speak.  Wherefore I hid myself behind the king’s stone here; and no harm is done thereby I trow; for now I see that the colour is coming into thy cheeks again, and thy fear is gone.  And as for me, thou hast not fled away from me, as thou wouldst have done had I not hidden and come on thee suddenly; and then thou being horsed and I unhorsed, thou wouldst have escaped me, whereas now thou art within reach of my hand.  Then he smiled, and said: Furthermore, thou hast told so little of thy secret to this stony king here, that I am little the wiser for thy word, and thou the little more betrayed.  Only this I will say, that if He loveth thee not, He is more of a fool than I be.

He reached out his hand to hers, but she drew it aback, and grew yet more ashamed, and could find no word for him.  His voice was soft and full, and he spake deftly, but she was not content with it for its kindness, as she had been with all the other men whom she had met since she left the House under the Wood, and she durst not trust her hand to him.

As for his aspect, she saw that he was tall and well-knit, and goodly of fashion; dark-haired, with long hazel eyes, smooth-cheeked and bright-skinned; his nose long, and a little bent over at the end, and coming down close to his lips, which were full and red; his face was hairless save for a little lip-beard.  He was so clad, that he had no helm on his head, but a little hat with a broad gold piece in the front thereof; he was girt to a long sword, and had an anlace also in his belt, and Birdalone saw the rings of a fine hauberk at his collar and knees; otherwise he was not armed.  Over his hauberk he wore a black surcoat, without device of any kind, and his foot and leg gear were of the same hue; wherefore may we call him the Black Knight.  Sooth to say, for all his soft speech, she feared him and rued the meeting of him.

Now he spake to her again: I see that thou art wroth with me, lady; but mayhappen it is not so ill that I have happened on thee; for this dale hath a bad name for more than one thing, and is scarce meet for damsels to wander in.  But now since thou hast a weaponed man with thee, and thou, by All-hallows! not utterly unarmed, thou mayst well go up the valley and see something more thereof.  So come now, mount thine horse again, and I will lead him for thee.

Now Birdalone found speech and said: Knight, for such thou seemest to me, I deem now that I have no need to fare further in this dale, but I will get me into the saddle and turn my horse’s head outward again, giving thee good day first and thanking thee for thy courtesy.  And therewith she turned to get to her palfrey, but sore trembling the while; but he followed her and said, with brow somewhat knitted: Nay, lady, I have left my horse somewhat further up, and I must go back to fetch him, that we may wend out of the dale together.  For I will not suffer thee to flee from me and fall into the hands of evil wights, be they ghosts or living men, and that the less since I have heard the speech in thy mouth, as of honey and cream and roses.  Therefore if thou go out of the dale, I shall go with thee afoot, leading thine horse.  And look to it if it be courteous to unhorse a knight, who is ready to be thy servant.  Moreover, since thou hast come to this dale of wonder, and mayst leave it safely, pity it were that thou shouldst see nought thereof, for strange is it forsooth, and belike thou shalt never seek thither again.  Wherefore I crave of thee, once more, to mount thine horse and let me lead thee up the dale.

He spake these last words rather as one giving a command than making a prayer, and Birdalone feared him now sorely.  Forsooth she had her bended bow in hand; but let alone that the knight was over-near to her that she might get a shaft out of her quiver and nock it, ere he should run in on her, and let alone also that he was byrnied, she scarce deemed that it behoved her to slay or wound the man because she would be quit of him.  Wherefore angrily, and with a flushed face, she answered him: So shall it be then, Sir Knight; or rather so must it be, since thou compellest me.

He laughed and said: Nay, now thou art angry.  I compel thee not, I but say that it will not do for thee to compel me to leave thee.  Go which way thou wilt, up the dale, or down it and out of it; it is all one unto me, so long as I am with thee.  Forsooth, damsel, I have said harder words to ladies who have done my pleasure and not deemed themselves compelled.

She paled but answered nought; then she mounted her palfrey, and the knight went to her bridle-rein without more words, and so led her on up the valley by the easiest way amongst the Greywethers.






  








CHAPTER XI.  BIRDALONE IS LED UP THE BLACK VALLEY.
 

As they went, the knight fell a-talking to Birdalone, and that without any of the covert jeering which he had used erewhile; and he showed her places in the dale, as caverns under the burgs, and little eyots in the stream, and certain stones amongst the Greywethers whereof stories ran; and how this and the other one had fared in dealings with the land-wights, and how one had perished, and another had been made happy, and so forth.  Withal he told of the mountain-folk, and in especial how they of the plains, when he was scarce more than a boy, had met them in battle in that same dale, and how fierce the fight was; whereas the mountain-men were fighting for a life of desires accomplished, which hitherto had been but a dream unto them; and the men of the plain fought for dear life itself, and for all that made it aught save death in life.  Wherefore up and down the dale they fought, at first in ordered ranks and then in knots, and lastly sword to sword and man to man, till there was no foot of grass or black sand there which had not its shower of blood; and the stream was choked with the dead, and ran red out of the dale; till at last well-nigh all the host of the mountain-men was fallen, and scarce less of the folk of the plains, but these men held the field and had the victory.

All this he told her deftly and well, and though he said not so right out, yet let her wot that, youth as he was, he was of the battle; and his voice was clear and good, and Birdalone’s wrath ran off her, and she hearkened his tale, and even asked him a question here and there; and so courteous was this Black Knight now become, that Birdalone began to think that she had fallen short of courtesy to him, because of her fear and the weariness of the waiting which so oppressed her; and that shamed and irked her, for she would fain be of all courtesy.  Wherefore now she deemed that perchance she had erred in deeming him an evil man; and she looked on him from time to time, and deemed him goodly of fashion; she thought his eyes were deep, and his face sober and fair of aspect, but that his nose turned down at the end, and was over thin at the bridge, and moreover his lips looked over-sweet and licorous.

Now when the knight was silent of his tales, Birdalone fell to asking him questions sweetly concerning this Stony People which was all about them; and he told her all he knew, soberly enough at first, yet indeed ended by mocking them somewhat, but mocked not at her any more.  At last he said: Fair lady, that thou hast not come here all for nought I partly know by those words which I heard come from thy mouth at the King’s Stone; wherefore I marvelled indeed when I heard thee say that thou wouldst go straight out of the dale; for I had deemed thee desirous of trying the adventure of waking this Stony People a-night-tide.  Forsooth was this thy mind when thou soughtest hither to the dale?

She reddened at his word, and yeasaid him shortly.  Then said he: Is it not thy mind still?  Sir, said she, as now I have got to fear it.  Yea? and that is strange, said he, for thou wouldst have waked the dale alone; and now thou art no longer alone, but hast me to watch and ward thy waking, thou art more afeard.

She looked on his face steadily, to wot if there were no half-hidden smile therein; but herseemed that he spake in all soberness; and she had nought to say to him save this: Sir, I am now become afraid of the waking.  And he said no more thereof.

Now they went thus, and Birdalone not without pleasure, since her fear of the knight was minished, some three hours up the dale, and still were the Greywethers everywhere about them, so that there were well-nigh as many hours as miles in their wending.

At last they seemed to be drawing nigh to the head of the dale, and the burgs and the rocks were before them all round it as a wall, though yet about a mile aloof at the further end; and this end it was wider than elsewhere.

Came they then to a level space of greensward clear of the grey stones, which were drawn all around it in ordered rings, so that it was as some doom-ring of an ancient people; and within the said space Birdalone beheld a great black horse tethered and cropping the grass.  The knight led her into the ring, and said: Now are we come home for the present, my lady, and if it please thee to light down we shall presently eat and drink, and sithence talk a little.  And he drew nigh to help her off her horse, but she suffered him not, and lighted down of herself; but if she suffered not his hand, his eyes she must needs suffer, as he gazed greedily on the trimness of her feet and legs in her sliding from her horse.

Howsoever, he took her hand, and led her to a little mound on the other side of the ring, and bade her sit down there, and so did she, and from under the nighest of the stones he drew forth a pair of saddle-bags, and took victual and wine thence, and they ate and drank together like old companions.  And now Birdalone told herself that the knight was frank and friendly; yet forsooth she wotted that her heart scarce trowed what it feigned, and that she yet feared him.






  








CHAPTER XII.  HOW THOSE TWAIN GET THEM FROM OUT OF THE BLACK VALLEY OF THE GREYWETHERS.
 

When they had dined, and had sat a while talking, the knight said: I will ask thee once more wherefore thou must needs depart from this dale leaving the Greywethers unwaked?  Yet this must I tell thee first, that this ring at the dale’s end is the only one due place where the Greywethers can be rightly waked, and that there be few who wot this.  Wilt thou not tell me then what is in thy mind?

Birdalone gazed down on the ground a while; then she lifted up her head and looked on the Black Knight, and said: Sir Knight, we have been brought so close together to-day, and as meseemeth I am so wholly in thy power, that I will tell thee the very truth as it is.  My mind it was to wake the dale here to-night, and take what might befall me.  And well indeed might I fear the adventure, which few, meseemeth, would not fear.  But so strong is my longing for that which I would crave of these wights, that it overmastered my fear, and my purpose held when I entered the dale.  Then I met thee; and here again is the truth, take it how thou wilt, that presently I feared thee, and yet I fear thee; for I have noted thee closely all this while, and have seen of thee, that thou art over heedful of my poor body, and wouldst have it for thine own if thou mightest.  And there is this in thee also, as I deem, though thou thyself mayst not know it, that thou wouldst have thy pleasure of me whether it pleasure me or grieve me; and this thy pleasure must I needs gainsay; for though thou mayest hereafter become my friend, yet are there other friends of mine, who be such, that my grief would mar any pleasure they might have.  Hast thou heard and understood?

She looked on his face steadily as she spake, and saw that it flushed, and darkened, and scowled, and that his hands were clenched, and his teeth set hard together.  And again she spake: Sir, thou shalt know that beside these shot-weapons, I have a thing here in my girdle that may serve either against thee or against me, if need drive me thereto; wherefore I will pray thee to forbear.  Forsooth, thou shalt presently happen on other women, who shall be better unto thee than I can be.

By then Birdalone had spoken the word, the knight’s face had cleared, and he laughed aloud and said: As to thy last words, therein at least thou liest, my lady.  But for the rest, I see that it must all be as thou wiliest.  Yea, if such be thy will, we shall presently to horse and ride down the dale again, and at the end thereof I shall leave thee to go home alone at thy will.  She said: For that I can thee thanks with all my heart.  But why hast thou not asked me of whence I am, and whither I would go home?

Again he laughed and said: Because I know already.  I have had more than two or three tales from them who have seen thee, or spoken unto others who have seen thee, how the gay Champions of the Castle of the Quest had fished up a wondrous pearl of price from out of the Great Water; and when I set eyes on thy beauty, I knew that the said pearl could be nowhere else than under mine eyes.

Let that pass, she said, and blushed not; but now tell me the truth as I have told thee, why thou art so instant with me to wake the Greywethers to-night?  He kept silence a while, and, as she looked on him, she thought she saw confusion in his face; but at last he said: Thou wert wrong in saying that I heeded not thy pleasure, and solace, and welfare.  Meseemed, and yet doth, that it might be to thine avail to wake the Greywethers to-night; and never again mayst thou have a chance of the waking, as erst I said.  I say I wish thee to have fulfilment of thy craving.  Nor hast thou aught to fear of them, seeing that it is but dastards and fools that they undo.

He broke off his speech, and Birdalone yet looked on him, and after a little he said: Thou drawest the truth out of me; for moreover I would have thee with me longer than thou wouldst be if we but rode together down the water and out of the dale, and thou to fare away alone.

Birdalone spake in a while, and that while he gazed upon her eagerly; she said: I shall now tell thee that I shall abide the adventure of the waking to-night, whatever befall.  And I, said he, will so do that thou mayst fear me the less; for I will unarm me when the night cometh, and thou thyself shalt keep mine hauberk and sword and anlace.

She said: It is well; I will take that, lest desire overmaster thee.

They spake no more of it at that time, and it was now five hours after noon.  Birdalone arose, for she found it hard to sit still and abide nightfall: she went without the two first rings of the Greywethers, which were set in more open order beyond that, and she looked all about her, to the black rocks on either side, and to the great black wall at the dale’s ending, and the blue mountains aloof beyond it; then down toward the plain of the dale came her eyes, and she looked through the tangle of the grey stones.  Now she seemed to be looking more intently upon some one thing; with that she called to her the Black Knight, who was hanging about watching her, and she said to him: Fair sir, art thou clear-seeing and far-seeing?  I am not thought to be purblind, quoth he.  Then Birdalone reached out her hand and pointed and said: Canst thou see aught which thou didst not look to see, there, up the dale as I point?  Said he: All too clear I see the hand and the wrist of thee, and that blinds me to aught else.  I pray thee fool not, she said, but look heedfully, and thou mayst see what I see, and then tell me what it means.  Though forsooth I am exceeding in far sight.

He looked under the sharp of his hand heedfully, then he turned unto her and said: By All-hallows! there is in thee every excellency!  Thou art right; I see a bay horse up there feeding on the bites of grass amongst the Greywethers.  Look again! she said; what else canst thou see?  Is there aught anigh to the bay horse which is like to the gleam and glitter of metal.  Christ! said he, once more thou art right.  There be weaponed men in the dale.  Tarry not, I beseech thee, but get to horse forthright, and I will do no less.

There goeth the waking of the dale for this time, said Birdalone, laughing.  But art thou not in haste, fair sir? may not these be friends?

The knight laid his hand upon her shoulder, and thrust her on toward her palfrey, and spake fiercely, but not loud: Thee I pray not to fool now!  There is not a minute to spare.  If thou deemest me evil, as I think thou dost, there are worser than I, I tell thee, there are worser.  But we will talk of it when we be in the saddle, and clear of this accursed dale.

Birdalone knew not what to do save obey him, so she lightly gat into her saddle, and followed him, for he was mounted in a twinkling, and riding on.  He led out of the ring, and fell to threading the maze of the Greywethers, keeping ever toward the steep side of the dale, which was on that hand that looked toward the Castle of the Quest, that is to say, the eastern bent.  Birdalone wondered at this leading, and when she was come up with the knight she spake to him breathlessly, and said: But, fair sir, why wend we not down the dale?  He answered: First, lady, because we must hide us from them straightway; and next because they be more than we, many more, and their horses be fresh, while thine at least is somewhat spent; and if they were to spur down the dale in chase, they would soon be upon us; for think not that I would escape and leave thee behind.

Said Birdalone: But thou knowest them, then, what they be? since thou wottest of their numbers and their riding.  Hearken now!  Upon thy soul and thy salvation, be they more friends unto thee than unto me?

He said, as be rode on a little slower than erst: Upon my soul and my salvation I swear it, that the men yonder be of the worst unfriends to thee that may be in the world.  And now, lady, I promise thee that I will unravel thee the riddle, and tell thee the whole truth of these haps, whatsoever may come of my words, when we be in a safer place than this; and meantime I beseech thee to trust in me thus far, as to believe that I am leading thee out of the very worst peril that might befall thee.  Nay, thou must needs trust me; for I tell thee, that though I now love thee better than all the world and all that is in it, I would slay thee here in this dale rather than suffer thee to fall into the hands of these men.

Birdalone heard him with a sick heart; but such passion went with his words that she believed what he said; and she spake softly: Sir, I will trust thee thus far; but I beseech thee to have pity upon a poor maiden who hath had but little pity shown unto her until these latter days; and then: O woe’s me, to have fallen out of the kindness and love once more!

The Black Knight spake to her in a little while, and said: What pity I can to thee, that I will.  Once more I tell thee, that if thou but knew it thou wouldst thank me indeed for what I have done for thee in this hour; and henceforth I will do and forbear with thee to the uttermost that love will suffer me.  But lo thou! here are we safe for this present; but we must nowise tarry.

Birdalone looked and saw that they were come to the wall of the dale, and that there it went down sheer to the plain thereof, and that before them was a cleft that narrowed speedily, and over which the rocks well-nigh met, so that it was indeed almost a cave.  They rode into it straightway, and when that they had gone but a little, and because it had winded somewhat, they could but see the main valley as a star of light behind them, then it narrowed no more, but was as a dismal street of the straitest, whiles lighter and whiles darker, according as the rocks roofed it in overhead or drew away from it.  Long they rode, and whiles came trickles of water from out the rocks on one hand or the other; and now and again they met a stream which covered all the ground of the pass from side to side for the depth of a foot or more.  Great rocks also were strewn over their path every here and there, so that whiles must they needs dismount and toil afoot over the rugged stones; and in most places the way was toilsome and difficult.  The knight spake little to Birdalone, save to tell her of the way, and warn her where it was perilous; and she, for her part, was silent, partly for fear of the strange man, or, it might be, even for hatred of him, who had thus brought her into such sore trouble, and partly for grief.  For, with all torment of sorrow, she kept turning over and over in her mind whether her friends had yet come home to the Castle of the Quest, and whether they would go seek her to deliver her.  And such shame took hold of her when she thought of their grief and confusion of soul when they should come home and find her gone, that she set her mind to asking if it had not been better had she never met them.  Yet in good sooth her mind would not shape the thought, howsoever she bade it.






  








CHAPTER XIII.  NOW THEY REST FOR THE NIGHT IN THE STRAIT PASS.
 

At last, when they had been going a long while, it might be some six hours, and it had long been night in the world without, but moon-lit, and they had rested but seldom, and then but for short whiles, the knight drew rein and spake to Birdalone, and asked her was she not weary.  O yea, she said; I was at point to pray thee suffer me to get off and lie down on the bare rock.  To say sooth, I am now too weary to think of any peril, or what thou art, or whither we be going.  He said: By my deeming we be now half through this mountain highway, and belike there is little peril in our resting; for I think not that any one of them knoweth of this pass, or would dare it if he did; and they doubtless came into the dale by the upper pass, which is strait enough, but light and open.

As he spoke, Birdalone bowed forward on her horse’s neck, and would have fallen but that he stayed her.  Then he lifted her off her horse, and laid her down in the seemliest place he might find; and the pass there was much widened, and such light as there was in the outer world came down freely into it, though it were but of the moon and the stars; and the ground was rather sandy than rocky.  So he dight Birdalone’s bed as well as he might, and did off his surcoat and laid it over her; and then stood aloof, and gazed on her; and he muttered: It is an evil chance; yet the pleasure of it, the pleasure of it!  Yea, said he again, she might well be wearied; I myself am ready to drop, and I am not the least tough of the band.  And therewith he laid him down on the further side of the pass, and fell asleep straightway.






  








CHAPTER XIV.  THE BLACK KNIGHT TELLS THE TRUTH OF HIMSELF.
 

When the morning was come down into the straitness of their secret road, Birdalone opened her eyes and saw the Black Knight busy over dighting their horses: so she arose and thrust her grief back into her heart, and gave her fellow-farer the sele of the day, and he brought her victual, and they ate a morsel, and gat to horse thereafter and departed; and the way became smoother, and it was lighter overhead everywhere now, and the rocks never again met overhead athwart the way; and it seemed to Birdalone that now they were wending somewhat downward.

The knight was courteous unto Birdalone, and no longer for the present thrust his love upon her, so that now she had some solace of his fellowship, though he was but few-spoken to her.

It was betimes when they arose, and they rode all the morning till it was noon, which they might well wot of, because the way was much wider, and the cliff-walls of the pass much lower, so that the sun shone in upon them and cheered them.

Now the Black Knight drew rein and said: Shall we rest, lady, and eat?  And thereafter, if thou wilt, I shall tell thee my tale.  Or rather, if thou wilt suffer me, I shall speak first and eat afterwards, or else the morsel might stick in my throat.  Knight, said Birdalone, smiling, I hope thou hast no lie to swallow down before the meat.  Nay, lady, said he; no lie that is of moment at least.

So they lighted down, and Birdalone sat on the wayside under a birch-bush that came thrusting out from the rock, and the knight stood before her, hanging his head, as though he were one accused who would plead his cause; and he began:

Lady, I must tell thee first of all, that to-day I have done as an unfaithful servant and a traitor to my lord.  Said Birdalone simply: Shall I tell thee the truth, and say that from the first I seemed to see in thee that thou wert scarce trusty?  He said: Well, that mind I saw in thee, and it went to my heart that thou shouldest think it, and that it should be no less than true.  But now I must tell thee, that it is for thy sake that I have been untrusty to my lord.  How so? said she.  Quoth he: Heardest thou ever of the Red Knight?  Yea, said Birdalone, I have heard of him ever as a tyrant and oppressor.  Then she grew pale, and said: Art thou he?  Nay, said the knight, I am but a kinsman of his, and his best-trusted man; nor have I failed him ever till yesterday.

He kept silence a while, and then said: This is the true tale: that we have had tidings of thee and of thy ridings abroad with that old fool, Sir Aymeris, and how thou hadst been twice to look into the Black Valley.  This I say hath the Red One heard, and the heart of him was touched by the mere hearsay of thee; and moreover ’tis blessed bread to him the doing of any grief to the knights of Quest Castle; wherefore he hath sent me to hang about the dale, to lay hands on thee if I might for; he knew being wise, that thou wouldst hanker after it; and moreover he let one of his wise women sit out in spells on thee.  So I espied, and happened on thee all alone; and mine errand it was, since I came upon thee thus, to draw thee till I had thee safe at home in the Red Hold.  Forsooth I began mine errand duly, and fell to beguiling thee, so that thou mayst well have seen the traitor in me.  But then, and then my heart failed me, because I fell, not to desiring thee as coveting my master’s chattel, but to loving thee and longing for thee as my fellow and speech-friend.  And I said to myself: Into the Red Hold she shall not go if I may hinder it.

Birdalone was very pale, but she refrained her from grief and fear, and said: But those horsed and weaponed men up the dale, who were they?  He said: I will not lie now, not even a little; they came into the dale by that upper pass whereof I told thee; they were of our men; I brought them.  I was never all alone in the dale; I was to have fetched thee to them, so that thou mightest not see a rout of folk and flee away; and then would we all have gone home together by the upper pass.  But we two must have gone on unto them in the dale’s head, whereas for all that I could say I might not bring them down into that doom-ring where we ate and talked yesterday.  We two have been valianter than thou mayst have deemed, to have done the deed of dining there; for all men fear it.  But as for me, I have been there more than twice or thrice, and thence have I wandered, and found this pass wherein now we be; concerning which I have held my tongue, deeming that it might one day serve my turn; as it hath done now abundantly, since it hath been a refuge unto thee.

Yea, but whither are we going now? said Birdalone; is it perchance to the Red Hold?  Nay, never, said the knight, so help me God and All-hallows!

Whither then? said Birdalone; tell me, that I may at least trust thee, even though I owe thee for all the pain and grief which thou hast wrought me.  He reddened and said: Wait a while; I bring thee to no ill place; there shall no harm befall thee.  And he fretted and fumed, and was confused of speech and look, and then he said: When we come there I shall belike crave a boon of thee.

O, but I crave a boon of thee here and now, said Birdalone.  Wipe away thine offence to me and take me back to my friends and the Castle of the Quest!  So mayst thou yet be dear unto me, though maybe not wholly as thou wouldst have it.  And she reached out her two hands toward him.

His breast heaved, and he seemed nigh to weeping; but he said: Nay, lady, ask me not here and now, but there and to-morrow.  But again I swear to thee by thine hands that to the Red Hold I will not bring thee, nor suffer thee to be brought, if I may hinder it; nay, not though I give my life therefor.

Birdalone was silent awhile; then she said: And what shall befall me if I come to the Red Hold?  What is the Red Knight, and what would he do with me?  Said he: The Red Knight is terrible and fierce and wise; and I fear him, I.  He held his peace, and said: I must needs say it, that to thee he would have been as Death and the Devil.  He would have bedded thee first.  She broke in: Nay, never! and flushed very red.  But the knight went on: And after, I wot not; that were according to his mood.  And as to thy never, lady, thou wottest not the like of him or of the folk he hath about him.  Such as thou? she said angrily.  Nay, he said, far worse than me; men who fare little afield, and are not sweetened by adventures and war-perils; and women worser yet; and far worser were they dealing with a woman.  She was silent again awhile, and paled once more; then her colour came back to her, and she held out her hand to him and said kindly: Thou being what thou art, I thank thee for thy dealings with me; and now until to-morrow, when I shall ask thee of that again, I am friends with thee; so come now, and let us eat and drink together.

He took her hand and kissed it, and then came and sat down meekly beside her, and they ate and drank in that wild place as though they had been friends of long acquaintance.






  








CHAPTER XV.  THE BLACK KNIGHT BRINGS BIRDALONE TO THE BOWER IN THE DALE.
 

When they had made an end of their meal, they gat to horse again and rode on their ways; and every mile now was their road the easier, the pass wider, and its walls lower and now also more broken; till at last they began to go down hill swiftly, and after a little their road seemed to be swallowed in a great thicket of hornbeam and holly; but the knight rode on and entered the said thicket, and ever found some way amidst the branches, though they were presently in the very thick of the trees, and saw no daylight between the trunks for well-nigh an hour, whereas the wood was thick and tangled, and they had to thread their way betwixt its mazes.

At last the wood began to grow thinner before them, and the white light to show between the trunks; and Birdalone deemed that she heard the sound of falling water, and presently was sure thereof; and the knight spake to her: Patience, my lady; now are we near home for to-day.  She nodded kindly to him, and therewith they rode on to open ground, and were on the side of a steep bent, broken on their right hands into a sheer cliff as Birdalone saw when the knight led her to the edge and bade her look over.  Then she saw down into a fair dale lying far below them, through the which ran a little river, clear and swift, but not riotous, after it had fallen over a force at the upper end of the dale, and made the sound of water which she had heard.  The said dale was so, that whatsoever was on the other side thereof was hidden by tall and great trees, that stood close together some twenty yards aloof from the stream, and betwixt them and it was fair greensward with a few bushes and thorn-trees thereon.

Quoth the knight: Down there shall we rest till to-morrow, if it please thee, lady; and since the sun will set in an hour, we were best on our way at once.  It pleases me well, said Birdalone, and I long to tread the turf by the river-side, for I am weary as weary may be of the saddle and the pass.

So down the bent they rode, and it was but a little ere they had ridden it to an end, and had met the river as it swept round the cliff-wall of the valley; and they rode through it, and came on to the pleasant greensward aforesaid under the trees; and in a bight of the wood was a bower builded of turf and thatched with reed; and there, by the bidding of the knight, they alighted; and the knight said: This is thine house for to-night, my lady; and thou mayest lie there in all safety after thou hast supped, and mayst have my weapons by thy side if thou wilt, while I lie under the trees yonder.  And if thou wilt bathe thee in the cool water, to comfort thee after the long ride and the weariness, I swear by thy hand that I will take myself out of eye-shot and abide aloof till thou call me.

Said Birdalone, smiling somewhat: Fair sir, I will not have my watch and ward unarmed; keep thou thy weapons; and thou wilt not forget, perchance, that I am not wholly unarmed, whereas I have my bow and arrows and my knife here.  And as to my bathing, I will take thee at thy word, and bid thee go aloof a while now at once; for I will go down to the water; and if thou spy upon me, then will it be thy shame and not mine.

The knight went his ways therewith, and Birdalone went down to the water and unclad her; but ere she stepped into the river, she laid her bow and three shafts on the lip thereof.  Then she took the water, and disported her merrily therein; and now, forsooth, she was nowise downcast, for she said to herself, this man is not all evil and he lovest me well, and I look for it that to-morrow he will bring me on my way toward the Castle of the Quest, for mere love of me; and then shall he be a dear friend to me, and I will comfort him what I can for as long as we both live.

So she came out of the water and clad her, and then called aloud for the knight, and he came speedily unto her, as if he had been not exceeding far away, though he swore with a great oath that he had nowise espied her.  She answered him nought, and they went side by side to the bower; and there the knight dight the victual, and they sat together and ate their meat like old friends; and Birdalone asked the knight concerning this valley and the bower, if he had known it for long, and he answered: Yea, lady, I was but a stripling when I first happened on the dale; and I deem that few know thereof save me; at least none of our flock knoweth thereof, and I am fain thereof, and keep them unknowing, for if my lord were to hear of my having a haunt privy unto me he would like it but ill.

Birdalone turned pale when she heard him speak of his lord; for fear of the Red Knight had entered into her soul, so that now the flesh crept upon her bones.  But she enforced her to smile, and said: Yea, and what would he do to thee were he ill-content with thy ways?  Forsooth, lady, said he, if he could spare me he would make an end of me in some miserable way; nay, if he were exceeding ill-content, he would do as much for me whether he could spare me or not; otherwise he would watch his occasion, and so grieve me that what he did would go to my very heart.  Woe’s me! said Birdalone, thou servest an evil master.  The knight answered not, and Birdalone went on speaking earnestly: It is a shame to thee to follow this fiend; why dost thou not sunder thee from him, and become wholly an honest man?  Said he gruffly: It is of no use talking of this, I may not; to boot, I fear him.  Then did Birdalone hold her peace, and the knight said: Thou dost not know; when I part from thee I must needs go straight to him, and then must that befall which will befall.  Speak we no more of these matters.

Birdalone flushed with hope and joy as he spake thus, for she took him to mean that he would lead her, on the morrow, on her way to the Castle of the Quest.  But the knight spake in a voice grown cheerful again: As to this bower, lady, the tale thereof is soon told; for with mine own hands I builded it some fifteen years ago; and I have come to this place time and again when my heart was overmuch oppressed with black burdens of evil and turmoil, and have whiles prevailed against the evil, and whiles not.  Mayst thou prevail this time, then! said she.  He answered her not, but presently fell to talking with her of other matters, and the two were frank and friendly together, till the August night grew dark about them; and then spake Birdalone: Now would I rest, for I can no longer keep mine eyes open.  Abide aloof from me to-morrow morning till I call to thee, as thou didst this evening; and then, before we eat together again, thou shalt tell me what thou wilt do with me.  He stood up to depart, and she reached out her hand to him in the glimmer, and he saw it, but said: Nay, if I take thine hand, I shall take thine whole body.  And therewith he departed, and she laid her down in her smock alone, and slept anon, and was dreamless and forgetting everything till the sun was up in the morning.






  








CHAPTER XVI.  YET A DAY AND A NIGHT THEY TARRY IN THE DALE.
 

Birdalone awoke when the sun came into the bower to her, and stood up at once, and went down to the river and washed the night off her; and then, when she was clad, called on the knight to come to her; and he came, looking downcast and troubled; so that Birdalone thought within herself: It is well, he will do my will.

She stood before him, and gave him the sele of the day, and he looked on her sorrowfully.  Then she said: Now is come the time when I am to ask thee to take me back to the Castle of the Quest and my own people.  He was not hasty to answer her, and she spake again: This must thou do, or else take me to the Red Hold and deliver me to the tyrant there; and I have heard it from thine own mouth that will be nought else than casting me into shame and torment and death.  And I deem thou canst not do it.  Nay, she said, staying the words that were coming from his mouth, I wot that thou canst do it if thine heart can suffer it; for thou art stronger than I, and thou mayst break my bow, and wrest this knife out of mine hand; and thou canst bind me and make me fast to the saddle, and so lead my helpless body into thraldom and death.  But thou hast said that thou lovest me, and I believe thee herein.  Therefore I know that thou canst not will to do this.

He answered in his surly voice: Thou art right, lady, I cannot.  Nay, hearken thou this time.  I have been turning over night-long what thou didst say about leaving my lord, that is, betraying him, for it comes to that; and now I have made up my mind to do it, and I will betray him for thy sake.  Wherefore there is a third way to take which thou hast not seen; we will ride out of this dale in an hour’s time, and I will bring thee to them who are only less the mortal foes of the Red Knight than are thy fellows of the Quest, to wit, to the captain and burgesses of the good town of Greenford by the Water; and I will do them to wit that I have rescued thee from the hands of the Red Knight, and am become his foe; and will show them all his incomings and outgoings, and every whit of rede, and entrap him, so that he fall into their hands.  Now, though were I to be taken in battle by them, I should be speedily brought to the halter, or may be to the bale-fire (for we be wizards all in the Red Hold); yet with this word in my mouth, if they trow in it, I shall be made their captain, and presently their master.  Trow in my tale they will, if thou bear me out therein, and they will honour thee, and suffer thee to give thyself to me in marriage; and then I know thee, and myself also, and that ere long we shall be both mighty and wealthy and beloved, and fair will be the days before us.

His voice had grown softer as he spake, and toward the end of his words he faltered, and at last brake out a-weeping, and cast himself wordless on the grass before her.

She was pale, and her brow was knitted, and her face quivered; but she spake coldly to him and said: This way I cannot take; and I wonder at thee that thou hast shown it unto me, for thyself thou knowest that I cannot go with thee.  I will go nowhere hence save to the Castle of the Quest.  If thou wilt not lead me thereto, or put me on the road, I ask thee straight, Wilt thou stay me if I go seek the way thither myself?

He rose up from the ground with a pale face full of anger as well as grief, and caught her by the wrists and said, scowling the while: Tell me now which of them it is; is it the stupid oaf Baudoin, or the light fool Hugh, or the dull pedant Arthur?  But it matters not; for I know, and all the country-side knows, that they be vowed, each man of them, to his own woman; and if they find not the women themselves, such dolts they are, that they will ever be worshipping the mere shadows of them, and turn away from flesh and blood, were it the fairest in the world, as thou art, as thou art.

She shrank away from him what she might, but he still held her wrists; then she spake in a quivering voice, her very lips pale with fear and wrath: It is well seen that thou art a man of the Red Knight; and belike thou wouldst do with me as he would.  But one thing I crave of thee, if there is any grain of mercy in thee, that thou wilt draw thy sword and thrust me through; thou mayst leave thine hold of me to get at the blade, I will not stir from where I stand.  O! to think that I deemed thee well-nigh a true man.

He dropped her hands now and stood aloof from her, staring at her, and presently cast himself on the ground, rolling about and tearing at the grass.  She looked on him a moment or two, and then stepped forward and stooped to him, and touched his shoulder and said: Rise up, I bid thee, and be a man and not a wild beast.

So in a while he arose, and stood before her hang-dog-like; then she looked on him pitifully, and said: Fair sir and valiant knight, thou hast gone out of thy mind for a while, and thus hast thou shamed both me and thyself; and now thou wert best forget it, and therewithal my last words to thee.

Therewith she held out her hand to him, and he went on his knees and took it, sobbing, and kissed it.  But she said, and smiled on him: Now I see that thou wilt do what I prayed of thee, and lead me hence and put me on the road to the Castle of the Quest.  He said: I will lead thee to the Castle of the Quest.

Said Birdalone: Then shall it be as I promised, that I will be thy dear friend while both we live.  And now, if thou canst, be a little merrier, and come and sit with me, and let us eat our meat, for I hunger.

He smiled, but woefully, and presently they sat down to their meat; and he strove to be somewhat merry of mood, and to eat as one at a feast; but whiles his heart failed him, and he set his teeth and tore at the grass, and his face was fierce and terrible to look on; but Birdalone made as if she heeded it nought, and was blithe and debonair with him.  And when they had done their meat he sat looking at her a while, and at last he said: Lady, dost thou deem that, when all is said, I have done somewhat for thee since first we met the day before yesterday at the lower end of the Black Valley?  Yea, she said, as erst I spake, all things considered I deem that thou hast done much.  And now, said he, I am to do more yet; for I am to lead thee to where henceforth I shall have no more part or lot in thee than if thou wert in heaven and I in hell.  I pray thee say not so, said Birdalone; have I not said that I will be thy friend?  Lady, said the knight, I wot well that according to the sweetness of thine heart wilt thou do what thou canst do.  And therewith he was silent a while and she also.

Then he said: I would ask thee a grace if I durst.  Ask it, said she, and I will grant it if I may; I have gainsaid thee enough meseemeth.

Lady, he said, I will ask this as a reward of the way-leader, to wit, that thou abide with me here in this dale, in all honour holden, till to-morrow morning; and let this place, which has helped me aforetime, be hallowed by thy dwelling here; and I, I shall have had one happy day at least, if never another.  Canst thou grant me this?  If thou canst not, we will depart in an hour.

Her countenance fell at his word, and she was silent a while; for sore she longed to be speedily whereas her friends should find her if they came back to the castle.  But she thought within herself how wild and fierce the man was, and doubted if he might not go stark mad on her hands and destroy her if she thwarted overmuch; and, moreover, frankly she pitied him, and would do what she might to ease his pain and solace his grief of heart.  Wherefore she cleared her face of its trouble and let it be vexed no longer, but smiled upon the knight and said: Fair sir, this meseemeth but a little thing for me to do, and I grant it thee with a good will, and this shall now be the first day of the friendship if so thou wilt take it; and may it solace thee.

Who then was gleeful but the knight, and strange it was to see all his sorrow run off him; and he became glad and gamesome as a youth, and yet withal exceeding courteous and kind with her, as though he were serving a mighty queen.

So then they wore the day together in all good fellowship; and first they went up the dale together and right to the foot of that great force, where the stream came thundering down from the sheer rocks; and long Birdalone stood to look thereon, and much she marvelled at it, for no such thing had she seen before.

Thereafter they went afoot into the wood behind the green bower, and when they had gone some way therein for their pleasure, they fell to seeking venison for their dinner; and the knight took Birdalone’s bow and shafts to strike the quarry withal, but he would have her gird his sword to her, that she might not be weaponless.  So they gat them a roe and came back therewith to the bower, and the knight dight it and cooked it, and again they ate in fellowship and kindness; and Birdalone had been to the river and fetched thence store of blue-flowered mouse-ear, and of meadow-sweet, whereof was still some left from the early days of summer, and had made her garlands for her head and her loins; and the knight sat and worshipped her, yet he would not so much as touch her hand, sorely as he hungered for the beauty of her body.

Next, when dinner was done, and they lay in the shadow of the trees, and hearkened the moor-hen crying from the water, and the moaning of the wood-doves in the high trees, she turned to him and bade him tell her somewhat of the tale of his life and deeds; but he said: Nay, lady, I pray thee pardon me, for little have I to tell thee that is good, and I would not have thee know of me aught worse than thou knowest of me already.  Rather be thou kind to me, and tell me of thy days that have been, wherein I know full surely shall be nought but good.

She smiled and blushed, but without more ado fell to telling him of her life in the House under the Wood, and spared not even to tell him somewhat of the wood-mother.  And he said no word to her thereover, save thanks and praises for the kindness of her story.

At last the day wore to its ending, and then the knight’s grief strode over him again, and he was moody and few-spoken; and Birdalone was blithe with him still, and would have solaced his grief; but he said: Let it be; as for thee, thou shalt be happy to-morrow, but this happy day of mine is well-nigh worn, and it is as the wearing of my life.  And the dark night came, and he bade her good-night sorrowfully, and departed to his lair in the wood.  Birdalone lay in the bower, and might not sleep a long while for her joy of the morrow, which should bring her back to the Castle of the Quest.

But when morning was, and the sun was but just risen, Birdalone awoke, and stood up and did on her raiment, and called her servant the knight, and he came at once leading the two horses, and said: Now go we to the Castle of the Quest.  And he was sober and sorrowful, but nought fierce or wild.

So Birdalone thanked him kindly and praised him, and he changed countenance no whit therefor.

Then they mounted and set forth, and the knight led straight into the wood, and by roads that he wotted of, so that they went nowise slowly for wenders through the thick woodland.  Thus went they on their way together, he sorry and she glad.

But now leaves the tale to tell of Birdalone and the knight on whom she happened in the Black Valley of the Greywethers, and turns to the Castle of the Quest and the folk thereof, and what they did in this while and thereafter.

 

Here ends the Fourth Part of the Water of the Wondrous Isles, which is called Of the Days of Abiding, and the Fifth Part now begins, which is called The Tale of the Quest’s Ending.






  








THE FIFTH PART: THE TALE OF THE QUEST’S ENDING.
 






  








CHAPTER I.  OF SIR LEONARD’S TROUBLE AND THE COMING OF THE QUEST.
 

Tells the tale that when the chaplain had departed from Birdalone at the bower in the copse, he went home to the castle sadly enough, because of his love and longing for her, which well he wotted might never be satisfied.  Moreover when he was come into the castle again, there fell fear upon him for what might betide her, and he rued it that he had done her will in getting her forth of the castle; and in vain now he set before himself all the reasons for deeming that her peril herein was little or nothing, even as he had laid them before her, and which he then believed in utterly, whereas now himseemed there was an answer to every one of them.  So he sighed heavily and went into the chapel, wherein was an altar of St. Leonard; and he knelt thereat, and prayed the saint, as he had erst delivered folk from captivity, now to deliver both him and Birdalone from peril and bonds; but though he was long a-praying and made many words, it lightened his heart little or nothing; so that when he rose up again, that if anything evil happened to this pearl of women, he wished heartily that some one might take his life and he be done with it.

Now was the house astir, and the chaplain came from out the chapel, and thinking all things over, he thought he would go straight to Sir Aymeris and make a clean breast of it, so that weaponed men might be sent at once to seek Birdalone.  And he said to himself: What matter if he slay me or cast me into prison, if Birdalone be lost?

So he went his ways to the highest tower, which looked landward and hight the Open Eye, deeming to find Sir Aymeris; but when he got to the topmost, he found neither captain nor carle there: wherefore he stayed a little and looked forth betwixt the battlements, if perchance there were some wild chance of seeing Birdalone’s coming home again; but his keen eyes beheld nothing more than he looked to see, as sheep and neat, and the field-folk of thereabouts.  So he turned away and went by the swale toward the next tallest tower, which looked lakewards, and was called Hearts’ Hope; and as he went he fell to framing in his mind the words which he should say to the castellan.

Thus came he, haggard and hapless, on the leads of the tower, which were nought small; and there gathered together in a knot, and all gazing eagerly out over the lake, he found a dozen of men-at-arms and the castellan amongst them.  They took no heed of him as he came up, though he stumbled as he crossed the threshold and came clattering over the lead floor, and he saw at once that there was something unwonted toward; but he had but one thought in his mind, to wit, the rescuing of Birdalone.

He went up now behind where the castellan was leaning over the battlement, and pulled his skirt, and when Sir Aymeris turned round, he said: Lord, I have a word for thine ear.  But the old knight did but half turn round, and then spake peevishly: Tush, man! another time! seest thou not I have got no eyes for aught save what we see on the lake?  Yea, but what then? said the priest.  There cometh a boat, said Sir Aymeris, not looking back at him, and our thought is that therein be our lords.

When the priest heard that word, it was to him as if hell had opened underneath his feet; and he had no might to speak for a minute; then he cried out: Sir Aymeris, hearken, I pray thee.  But the old knight but thrust him back with his hand, and even therewith one of the men-at-arms cried out: I hear the voice of their horn!  Then shouted Sir Aymeris: Where art thou, Noise?  Blow, man, blow, if ever thou blewest in all thy life!  And therewithal came the blare of the brass, and Sir Aymeris nodded to the trumpeter, who blew blast after blast with all his might, so that the priest might as well have been dumb for any hearing he might get; and all the while to Leonard the minutes seemed hours, and he was well-nigh distraught.

And then when the knight held up his hand for the Noise to stay his blowing, and Leonard strove to speak, the castellan turned on him and said: Peace, Sir Leonard; dost thou not know that now we would listen with our ears to heed if they answer us?  Not a word any one man of you, learned or lewd, or ye shall rue it!

Even therewith came clearly the sound of the horn from the water, and again and yet again; and no man spake but the chaplain, who cried out: Hearken, knight, it is of Birdalone.  But Sir Aymeris laid his hand on his shoulder and said in an angry whisper: Thou shalt be put downstairs, priest, if thou hold not thy peace.

Leonard drew aback scowling, and went out of the door, and so slowly down the stair, and withdrew him into the cover of the door of the first chamber down from the tower-top, with the mind to waylay Sir Aymeris as he came down; and meanwhile he cursed him for a fool and a dull-wit, and himself yet more, as was but right, for a fool and a licorous traitor.

But he had not tarried there more than a score of minutes, ere he heard a great shout from those up above: They are come! they are come!  And next thereafter came all the men clattering down the stair past him, scarce refraining them from shoving each his neighbour on to the next one; Leonard followed on them, and presently arose great shouting and tumult through all the house, and all folk, men and women, hurried flock-meal toward the water-gate, and with them went Leonard perforce; and sick of heart he was, calling to mind the first coming thither of Birdalone.

But now when they came to the water-gate, there verily was the Sending Boat just coming to hand; and in the stern stood the three knights together, all clad in their armour, and before them sat three lovely ladies, clad one in gold, one in green, and one in black: and lo, there was the Quest come home.






  








CHAPTER II.  NOW ASK THEY OF BIRDALONE, AND SIR LEONARD SPEAKS.
 

Now the prow touched the stones of the stair, and folk were busy to lay hold of it that the wayfarers might land, but Sir Baudoin cried out in a great voice: Let none be so hardy as to touch this ferry, either now or hereafter; for there is peril therein.  And therewith he took Aurea by the hand, and led her out of the boat and up the stair, and she all joyous and wondering; and thereafter came Hugh and his darling, and last of all Arthur and Atra, and she alone of the three women looked downcast, and her eyes wandered about the throng that was before them there, as though she sought something, yet feared to see it.

But when they were all standing together on the landing-plain, and the folk were all about them in a ring, Sir Baudoin spake to the castellan and said: Sir Aymeris, thee and other folk I see here, the sight of whom doth me great joy; but where, I pray thee, is the lady, our friend Birdalone, by whom it is that all we are come happily hither?  And he looked around with an anxious face; but Arthur was as pale as ashes, yet he spake nought, and Atra let her hand fall away from his.

Then spake the castellan, and said: No harm hath befallen the Lady Birdalone; but whiles she hath been somewhat ailing of late, and it is like that she wotteth not what is toward, and keepeth her chamber now, for it is yet betimes in the morning.

As he spake, came thrusting a man through the throng, eager and pale-faced; who but the chaplain; and he said: He would not let me speak, this fool; I cannot choose my time.  Lords, I bear evil tidings and an ugly welcome home.  The Lady Birdalone is in peril, and she is not in the castle; I wot not where she is.  Ye must send armed men to seek her out.

Thereat fell the silence of woe upon the throng; but Arthur ran forward on the priest with drawn sword, and cried out: I misdoubt me that thou art a traitor; speak! or I will slay thee here and now.  If I be a traitor, quoth Leonard, I shall tell thee in little while what ye must do to undo my treason, if there be yet time thereto; so slay me not till ye have heard, and then do what ye will with me.

But Baudoin put Arthur aside, and said: Refrain thee a little, fair brother, else shall words tumble over each other and we shall know nothing clear.  Sir Aymeris, bring our dear ladies to the fairest chambers, and do all honour and courtesy to them.  And ye, sweetlings, ye will not begrudge us that we go to seek your friend.  Thou priest, come with us a little apart, and tell thy tale as shortly as thou mayst, and fear nought; we be not God’s dastards, as the Red Knight and his men.

Viridis wept and kissed her love before all folk, and bade him go and do his best to find her friend, or never come back to her else.  Much moved, even to tears, was Aurea withal, and reached her hand to Baudoin, and said: If any man on earth can help us it is thou.  Go thou.  But Atra wept not, and but said to Arthur: Go thou, it is meet.

Therewith were the ladies brought to fair chambers; but the three knights went with the priest and Sir Aymeris into the solar, and set a guard at the door that their talk should be privy.






  








CHAPTER III.  HOW THEY FOLLOW THE SLOT OF BIRDALONE AND THE BLACK KNIGHT.
 

It was but five minutes ere the priest had told them all that need was; so they let him abide alone there, though sooth to say there was none of them but had good will to break his neck; and the same rede had all three, that there was nought for it but to go their ways with all speed to the Black Valley of the Greywethers, and follow up the slot of Birdalone if it might yet be found; wherefore they bade saddle their horses straightway; and while that was a-doing they ate a morsel, and bade farewell to their lovelings.  And they dight them to go, they three together, with but one squire and a sergeant, who were both of them keen trackers and fell woodsmen.  But ere they went, by the rede of Arthur they bade Sir Aymeris to arm a two score of men and ride toward the Red Hold, and beset the ways ‘twixt that and the Castle of the Quest; for one and all they deemed that if any harm befell Birdalone, the Red Knight would be at the bottom of it.

So rode those fellows, and came unto the dale but some four hours after Birdalone had happened on the stranger knight; and they took up the slot of her, but not easily, whereas the ground was hard and stony; howbeit, they found tokens of the knight also, finding here and there what they deemed the footprints of a tall man.  And this was grievous to those fellows, since now they could not but deem that somewhat untoward had befallen Birdalone.  But they went on making out the slot, and they followed it with much toil until they came to the doom-ring in the head of the dale, whereas Birdalone and the stranger had sat down to meat; but by that time, so toilsome had been their going, it was somewhat more than dusk, and there was nought for it but to abide there night-long.  So a while they sat talking, all of them, and the squire and the sergeant aforesaid were not a little timorous of the adventure of making that stead unkenned their sleeping chamber; and to while away the time, their lords made them tell tales such as they knew concerning that place; and both they said that they had never erst come into the dale but a very little way, and said that they had done so then but trusting in their lords’ bidding and the luck of the Quest.  Thereafter turned the talk as to what had befallen Birdalone, and the chances of coming on her; and, as folk will in such a plight, they talked the matter over and over again till they were weary and could say no more.

Then they went to sleep, and nought befell them till they awoke in the broad daylight; but they had little inkling of what hour it was, for all the dale was full of thick white mist that came rolling down from the mountains, so that they could scarce see their hands before them, and there they had to tarry still, would they, would they not; and the sergeant fell to telling tales of folk who had been lost in that stony maze; and all of them deemed, more or less, that this was the work either of evil wights, or it might be of the wizardry of the Red Knight; and, to be short, they all deemed that he it was who had wielded it, save the sergeant, who said that the mountain wights were the masters and not the servants of him of the Red Hold.

Thus, then, it betided; but when the said mist had been hanging upon them for some six hours, it rolled up like a curtain, and lo the blue sky and the sun, and the mountains as clear blue as in a picture; and they saw by the sun that it was but a little after high noon.

But as they rejoiced herein, and betook them once more to tracking out the slot of Birdalone and the other, the sky became suddenly overcast, and down from the jaws of the mountain came a storm of wind and rain, and thunder and lightning, so great that they might scarce see each other’s faces, and when it cleared off, in about an hour and a half, and went down the wind to the south-east, the stream was waxen great, and ran brown and furious down the dale, so that it was fordable only here and there; and as for tracking the slot of those twain, there was no need to talk thereof, for the fury of the driving rain had washed all away.

Thus fared they the whole day betwixt fog and clear weather, and they laid them down to rest at night sore disheartened.  When the day broke they talked together as to what was best to do; and the sergeant aforesaid spake: Lords, said he, meseemeth I am more at home in the Black Valley than ye be; heed ye not wherefore.  Now so it is that if we tarry here till night come we wot not what of evil may betide us, or at the least we do nought.  Or if we turn back and go southward out of the dale we shall be safe indeed; but safe should we have been at your house, lords, and should have done no less.  But now I shall tell you that, if ye will, lords, I shall guide you to a pass that goeth out of the head of the dale to our right hands, and so turneth the flank of the mountains, and cometh out into the country which lieth about the Red Hold; and meseemeth it is thitherward that we must seek if we would hear any tidings of the lady; for there may we lay in ambush and beset the ways that lead up to the Hold, by which she must have been brought if she hath not been carried through the air.  How say ye, lords?  Soothly there is peril therein; yet meseemeth peril no more than in our abiding another night in the Black Valley.

Said Arthur: We heed not the peril if there be aught to be done; wherefore let us be stirring straightway.  And so said they all.  Wherefore they gat to horse, and rode up to the very head of the valley, and the weather was now calm and bright.

But the sergeant brought them to the pass whereof the stranger knight had spoken to Birdalone, which led into the Red Knight’s country, and without more ado they entered it when it was now about three hours after noon.  But the way was both steep and rough, so that they had much toil, and went not very far ere night fell upon them, and the moon was not yet up.  So when they had stumbled on another two hours, and their horses were much spent and they themselves not a little weary, they laid them down to sleep, after they had eaten such meat as they had with them, in a place where was a little grass for the horses to bite; for all the road hitherto had been mere grim stones and big rocks, walled on either side by stony screes, above which rose steep and beetling crags.

In the dawn they arose again, and made no ado till they were in the saddle, and rode till they came to the crest of the pass, and came out thence after a while on to the swelling flank of a huge mountain (as it might be the side of the mountain of Plinlimmon in Wales), which was grassed and nought craggy, but utterly treeless.

Now the sergeant led them somewhat athwart the said mountain till they began to go down, and saw below them a country of little hills much covered with wood, and in a while, and ere it was noon, they were among the said woods, which were grown mostly with big trees, as oak here and beech there, and the going was good for them.






  








CHAPTER IV.  OF THE SLAYING OF FRIEND AND FOE.
 

So came they, three hours after noon, to where was a clearing in the woodland, and a long narrow plain some furlong over lay before them, with a river running along it, and the wood rose on the other side high and thick, so that the said plain looked even as a wide green highway leading from somewhence to somewhither.

At the edge hereof their way-leader, the sergeant, bade draw rein, and said: Lords, we are now in the lands of the Red Hold, and therein is mickle peril and dread to any save stout hearts as ye be; but meseems we are so steaded, that whatever may come out of the Black Valley of the Greywethers to the Red Hold, ye now may scarce miss.  Yonder along this plain to the north lies the way to the said Hold, and any man coming from the head of the valley is sure to come by the way we have come, and will pass us not many yards at the worst from where we now be.  On the other hand, if any come to the Hold from the mouth of the Black Valley, then along this green road must they needs pass under your very eyes.  Lastly, if we do what we are come to do, to wit, to deliver the lady from the Red Knight, then, the deed done, we have to take the green road southward, and ride it for a league and then turn east, and we shall have our heads turned toward the Castle of the Quest, and shall speedily fall in with Sir Aymeris and our men who be guarding the out-gates of the Red Knight’s country toward our house.  So now, by my rede, ye shall lay in covert here and abide a while what may befall; if nought come hereby ere two hours be lacking of sunset, then may we seek further.

They all yeasaid this, and gat off their horses, and lay quiet on the grass, not even speaking save softly.  And when they had abided thus scarce an hour’s space, the squire, who was a man of very fine ear, held up his hand as though to bid utter silence, and all hearkened eagerly.  Presently he said: Hear ye not?  Said Arthur: Meseemeth I hear a faint tinkle as of a sheep-bell.  Said the squire: ’Tis the clashing of swords down the plain to the south, and meseemeth ’tis but of two: ride we thither?

Quoth Baudoin: Nay, not by my rede; for if we can hear them they can hear us; let us quietly edge along afoot somewhat nigher their way, ever keeping the cover of the wood betwixt us and the open plain.  Now then to it; and let each man keep his weapons ready.

Even so did they, and spread out in a line as they went, in such wise that there was some six paces betwixt each man of them, and they went softly forward; Baudoin went first, Hugh second, then Arthur; then the squire and the sergeant last of all.

Now when they had gone but a quarter of an hour, the squire caught up with Arthur, and spake to him softly, and said: The voice of the swords has been silent now a while, and I heard a voice crying out e’en now, a woman’s voice.  And now again I could well-nigh deem that I hear horse-hoofs.

Arthur nodded to him, and they went but a little further ere he said: Lo, lo! ’tis the time of the eyes now!  Here come folk.  And therewithal they stayed them.  For the wood turned somewhat here, so as to hide all but a little of the plain, and round the wood neb the new-comers hove in sight, and were close on them at once, so that they might see them clearly, to wit, a knight weaponed, clad all in red, a very big man, riding on a great bay horse, and behind him a woman going afoot in very piteous plight; for she was tethered to the horse’s crupper by a thong that bound her wrists together, so that she had but just room left ‘twixt her and the horse that she might walk, and round about her neck was hung a man’s head newly hewn off.

This sight they all saw at once, and were out of the wood in a trice with weapons aloft, for they knew both the man and the woman, that they were the Red Knight and Birdalone.

So swift and sudden had they been, that he had no time either to spur or even to draw his sword; but he had a heavy steel axe in his hand as the first man came up to him, which was the tall Baudoin; and therewith he smote down on Baudoin so fierce and huge a stroke, that came on him betwixt neck and shoulder, that all gave way before it, and the Golden Knight fell to earth all carven and stark dead: but even therewith fell Hugh, the squire, and the sergeant on the Red Knight; for Arthur had run to Birdalone and sheared her loose from her tether.  The sergeant smote him on the right arm with a maul, so that the axe fell to the ground; the squire’s sword came on the side of his head, and, as it was cast back beneath the stroke, Hugh thrust his sword through the throat of him, and down he fell unto the earth and was dead in less than a minute.

Then gathered the others round about Baudoin, and saw at once that he was dead; and Birdalone came thrusting through the press of them, and knelt down beside him, and when she saw her friend so piteously dight, she wept and wailed over him as one who might not be comforted; and Hugh stood over her and let his tears fall down upon the dead man; and withal the squire and the sergeant did not refrain their lamentations, for sore beloved was Sir Baudoin the Golden Knight.

But Arthur spake dry-eyed, though there was grief in his countenance, and he said: Fellows, and thou, lady, let us lament afterwards, but now is time for us to get us gone hence as speedily as may be.  Yet I will ask, doth any know whose is this head that the slain tyrant here had hung about the lady’s neck?  May the fiends curse him therefor!

Said the sergeant: Yea, lords, that wot I; this is the head of the Red Knight’s captain and head man, Sir Thomas of Estcliffe; one of the hardiest of knights he was while he was alive, as ye surely wot, lords; neither, as I have heard say, was he as cruel a tyrant as his lord that lieth there ready for the ravens.

Now had Birdalone arisen and was standing facing Arthur; her face was pale and full of anguish, and she was dabbled with blood from the dead man’s neck; but there was nought of shame in her face as she stood there and spoke: O my living friends, who have but now saved me, ye and my dead friends, from what shame and death I know not, the tale of this woeful hap is over long to tell if there be peril at hand, and I scarce alive from dread and sorrow; but shortly thus it is: This man, whose head here lieth, entrapped me as I foolishly wandered in the Black Valley, and afterwards delivered me, and was leading me to your castle, my friends, when this other one, his master, the tyrant of the Red Hold, came upon him, and fell upon him and slew him as a traitor, and dighted me as ye saw.  And woe’s me!  I am the fool whose folly has slain your friend and mine.  Wherefore I am not worthy of your fellowship, and ye shall cast me forth of it; or to slay me were better.

So she spake, gazing earnestly on Arthur; and so troubled and grieved, that she might well have died but for her woodland breeding, and the toil of the days she had won through in the House under the Wood.

But Hugh spake gently to her and said: Keep up thine heart yet, maiden; for the hand of Fate it is that led thee, and none doeth grievously amiss but if he mean wrong-doing in his heart; and we know thee for true; and thou hast been our helper, and brought our lovelings unto us to make us happy.

But she brake out weeping afresh, and said: O no, no! it is but woe and weariness I have brought unto my friends; and to myself woe and weariness yet more.

And she looked piteously into Arthur’s face, and hard and stern it seemed unto her; and she writhed and wrung her hands for anguish.  But he spake and said: This will we look into when we be safe behind our walls, and see what she hath done amiss and what not amiss.  But now is there but one thing to do, and that is to get us speedily on our way to the Castle of the Quest, and bind our fellow’s body on his horse that he also may ride with us, and the lady shall ride the horse of the accursed thief.  Then they turned to go toward their horses; but therewith Birdalone smote her foot against the slain knight’s head, and shrank aback from it, and pointed down toward it and spake no word; and Hugh said: Friends, the lady is right, this at least we will cover with earth.  Do ye go fetch hither our horses, since we be on the road, and I will do here what need is meanwhile.

So they went on that errand, and then Hugh and Birdalone between them dug a hole with the swords and laid the head of the captain of the Red Knight therein.  And forsooth, somewhat would Birdalone have wept for him had she had a tear to spare.

Then they fell to and bound the dead Baudoin on the Red Knight’s mighty bay steed, so that no time might be wasted; and when that was done, and the others had not come back with their horses, Hugh took Birdalone’s hand and led her down to the stream and washed the gore off her bosom, and she washed her face and her hands and let him lead her back again in such wise that now she could hearken to the words of comfort he spake to her, and piteous kind he seemed unto her; so that at last she plucked up heart, and asked him how Viridis did.  Quoth he: They be all safe at home in the castle, and Viridis is well and loveth thee well.  And Aurea was well, woe worth the while for her now!  As for Atra, she has not been so glad as the other twain, I wot not wherefore.

Even as he spake were the others come up with the horses, and Arthur nodded yeasay when he saw what had been done with Baudoin dead; and so they gat to horse, and Birdalone it was that rode Baudoin’s steed.  Then they went their ways, crossing the river into the wood; and the sergeant was ever way-leader, but the squire led the horse which bore the sorrowful burden of the dead Knight of the Quest.






  








CHAPTER V.  THEY COME HOME TO THE CASTLE OF THE QUEST.
 

Now they had gone but some three hours, riding dreary and nigh speechless all of them, ere they began to know the land they were in, and that they were coming to the place where they might look presently to fall in with Sir Aymeris and his company; and even so the meeting betid, that they saw men standing and going about their horses beside a little wood, and knew them presently for their folk, who mounted at once and spurred forward to meet them, spears aloft.  Speedily then was the joy of those abiders turned into sorrow, nor may the grief of Sir Aymeris be told, so great it was; and Birdalone looked on and saw the mourning and lamentation of the warriors, and eked was her anguish of mind; and she beheld Arthur the Black Squire, how he sat still upon his horse with a hard and dreary countenance, and looked on those mourners almost as if he contemned them.  But Sir Aymeris came up to Birdalone, and knelt before her and kissed her hand, and said: If my heart might rejoice in aught, as some day it will, it would rejoice in seeing thee safe and sound, lady; here at least is gain to set beside the loss.

She thanked him, but looked askance toward Arthur, who said: If that be gain, yet is there more, for the Red Knight lieth in the green plain for a supper to the wolf and the crow.  Vengeance there hath been, and belike more yet may come.  But now, if ye have lamented as much as ye deem befitteth warriors, let us tarry here no longer; for even yet meseemeth shall we be safer behind walls, now that our chief and captain is slain, I scarce know in what quarrel.

None naysaid it, so they all rode forth together, and the sergeant and the squire and Sir Hugh told of their tale what they might to Sir Aymeris and the others; but Arthur held his peace, and rode aloof from Birdalone, whereas Sir Aymeris and Hugh rode on either side of her, and did not spare to comfort her what they might.

They rode straight on, and made no stay for nightfall, and thus came home to the Castle of the Quest before the day was full; and woeful was their entry as they went in the dawn underneath the gate of the said castle, and soon was the whole house astir and lamenting.

As for Birdalone, when she got down from her horse in the gateway, and was stiff and weary of body, and all dazed and confused of mind, there was but little life in her; nor could she so much as think of the new day and Aurea’s awakening, but crept up unto her own chamber, so long as it seemed since she had left it, though it was but a little while; and she cast herself upon the bed and fell asleep whether she would or not, and so forgat her much sorrow and her little hope.






  








CHAPTER VI.  OF THE TALK BETWIXT BIRDALONE AND VIRIDIS.
 

When she woke again, she had slept the night away, and it was broad day, and for a moment she lay wondering what was the burden upon her; but presently she called it all to mind, and deemed it were well might she forget it all again.  Anon she became aware of someone moving about the chamber, and she looked about unhappily; and lo! a woman, fair and dainty, clad all in green, and it was Viridis that had come there.  But when she saw Birdalone stirring, she came up to her and kissed her sweetly and kindly, and wept over her, so that Birdalone might nowise refrain her tears.  But when she might cease weeping, she said to Viridis: Tell me, art thou weeping for thy friend who is lost, and who shall be thy friend no more; or thy friend whom thou hast found?  Said Viridis: Forsooth I have wept for Baudoin plenteously, and he is worthy of it, for he was valiant and true and kind.  Said Birdalone: True is that; but I meant not my question so; but rather I would ask thee if thou weepest because thine heart must needs cast me away, or because thou hast found me again?  Quoth Viridis: Whoso may be dead, or whoso alive, but if it were Hugh, my loveling, I were rejoiced beyond measure to find thee, my friend.  And again she kissed her as one who was glad and kind.  But for new rest of soul and for joy, Birdalone fell a-weeping afresh.

Again she spake: And what mind have the others about me?  For thou art but one, though the dearest, save . . .  And would they punish me for my fault and folly that has slain the best man in the world?  If the punishment be short of putting me forth of their fellowship, I were fain thereof.

Viridis laughed: Forsooth, she said, they have much to punish thee for! whereas it was by thy doing and thy valiance that we all came together again and the Quest was accomplished.  Nay, but tell me, said Birdalone, what do they say of me, each one of them?

Viridis reddened; she said: Hugh, my mate, saith all good of thee; though no one of carl-folk may be sorrier of the loss of his fellow.  Aurea layeth not the death of her man upon thee; and she saith: When the fountain of tears is dried up in me, I will see her and comfort her, as she me.  Atra saith: she saith but little, yet she saith: So is it fated.  I had done belike no better, but worse than she.

Now turned Birdalone red and then pale again, and she said, but in a quavering voice: And the Black Squire, Arthur, what sayeth he?  Said Viridis: He sayeth nought of thee, but that he would hear all the tale of what befell thee in the Black Valley.  Sweet friend, said Birdalone, I pray thee of thy kindness and sweetness that thou go unto him presently and bring him in hither, and then I will tell him all; and he and thou and I together.

Viridis said: There is this to be said, that when a man loveth a woman he coveteth her, to have her all wholly to himself, and hard and evil he groweth for the time that he misdoubteth her whom he loveth.  And I will tell thee that this man is jealous lest thou wert never so little kind to the slain stranger knight whose head the tyrant hung about thee.  Furthermore, I fear there is no help for it that thou wilt undo the happiness of one of us, that is Atra; yet were it better that that befell later than sooner.  And if Sir Arthur come in here to thee, and hath thy tale with none beside save me, meseems the poor Atra will feel a bitter smart because of it.  Were it not better that we all meet presently in the solar, and that there thou tell thy tale to us all? and thereafter shall we tell the tale of our deliverance and our coming hither.  And thus doing, it will seem less like to the breaking up of our fellowship.

Said Birdalone: It will be hard for me to tell my tale before Atra and before him.  Might it not be that thou hearken to it here and now, and tell it to the others hereafter?  Nay, nay, said Viridis, I am not a proper minstrel to take the word out of thy mouth.  Never shall I be able to tell it so that they shall trow it as if they had seen it all.  Besides, when all is told, then shall we be more bound together again.  I pray thee, and I pray thee, sweet, do so much for me as to tell thy tale to the fellowship of us.  And if it be hard to thee, look upon it as my share of the punishment which is due to thee for falling into that mishap.

Smiled Birdalone ruefully, and said: So be it; and may the share of the others be as light as thine, sister.  Yet soothly were I liefer that my body and my skin should pay the forfeit.  But now, since I must needs do this, the sooner is the better meseemeth.

In a little half hour, said Viridis, will I bring what is left of our fellowship into the solar to hearken thee.  So come thou there unto us when thou art clad.  And hear thou! be not too meek and humble, and bow thyself to us in fear of our sorrow.  For whereas thou didst speak of our punishing thee, there will be one there whom thou mayst easily punish to thy pleasure; forsooth, friend, I rue that so it is; but since it will not better be, what may I do but wish thee happy and him also.

Therewith she turned and went out of the chamber, and Birdalone, left to herself, felt a secret joy in her soul that she might not master, despite the sorrow of her friends, whatever it might be.






  








CHAPTER VII.  BIRDALONE TELLETH THE TALE OF HER WANDERING UP THE VALLEY OF THE GREYWETHERS.
 

Now Viridis did as she said, and brought them all in to the solar; there was none lacking save Baudoin, and they sat silently in a half ring, till the door opened and Birdalone came in to them, clad all simply in but a black coat; and she made obeisance to them, and stood there with her head bent down as if they were her judges, for so in sooth she deemed them.  Then Hugh bade her sit down amongst them; but she said: Nay, I will not sit amongst you till ye have heard my story, and ye have told me that I am yet of your fellowship.  None said aught; Atra looked straight before her, and her eyes met not Birdalone’s eyes; Arthur looked down on the ground; but Hugh and Viridis looked kindly on Birdalone, and to Viridis’ eyes the tears were come.

Then spake Birdalone and said: I am here as one that hath done amiss; but I will tell you, so that ye may not think worse of me than ye should, that when ye were gone, ye Champions, and the time wore long that ye came not again, it lay heavy on my heart, and hope waned and fear waxed, and my soul so grieved my body that I thought to fall sick thereof, and I knew that it would be ill for you to come home hither and find me sick; so that I longed sore to do somewhat which should make me whole again.  Then weird would that I should hear all the tale of the Black Valley of the Greywethers, and of how therein is whiles granted fulfilment of desire; and methought how well it were if I might seek the adventure there and accomplish it.  Thereof, doubtless, hath the chaplain, Sir Leonard, told you; but this furthermore would I say, that his doing herein was nought; all was done by my doing and by my bidding, and he might not choose but do it.  Wherefore I do pray you all earnestly that ye keep no grudge against him, but pardon him all.  Tell me, then, will ye do thus much?

Said Hugh: Let him be pardoned, if he can take pardon.  But Arthur spake not, and Birdalone looked on him anxiously, and her face was moved, and it was with her throat as if she had swallowed something down.  Then she spake again, and fell to tell them all that had betid to her when she went to the Black Valley, even as is hereafore writ, hiding nought that had been done and said; and freely she told it, without fear or shame, and with such clearness and sweetness of words that no one of them doubted her aught; and Arthur lifted up his head, and once and again his eyes met hers, and there was nought of hardness in them, though they turned away at once.

So at last fell Birdalone to telling what betid after they two, the stranger knight and she, left the valley of the force and fell to riding the wildwood with their heads turned toward the Castle of the Quest; and she said:

When we turned into the wood away from the said valley it lacked some four hours of noon; and we rode till noon was, and rested by a stream-side and ate, for we knew no cause wherefore we should hasten overmuch; but my fellow the strange knight was downcast and heavy, and some might have called him sullen.  But I strove to make him of better cheer, and spake to him kindly, as to one who of an enemy had become a friend; but he answered me: Lady, it availeth not; I grieve that I am no better company than thou seest me, and I have striven to be merrier; but apart from all that I wot and that thou wottest which should make me of evil cheer, there is now a weight upon my heart which I cannot lift, such as never have I felt erst.  So by thy leave we will to horse at once, that we may the speedier come to the Castle of the Quest and Sir Aymeris’ prison.

So I arose, but smiled on him and said: Hold up thine heart, friend! for thee shall be no prison at the Castle of the Quest, but the fair welcome of friends.  He said nought, and mended not his cheer; and in this plight we gat to horse and rode on for some three hours more, till we came out of the thick forest into a long clearing, which went like a wide highway of greensward between the thicket, and it seemed as if the hand of man had cleared that said green road.  Thereto we had come, following a little river which came out on to the clearing with us, and then, turning, ran well-nigh amidst it toward the north.

Now when we were come thither, and were betwixt the thicket and the water’s edge, we drew rein, and it seemed to me as fair a stead as might be in the woodland, and I looked thereon well pleased and with a happy heart.  But the knight said: Lady, art thou not exceeding weary?  Nay, said I, not in any wise.  Said he: It is strange then, for so weary am I, that I must in any case get off my horse and lay me down on the grass here, or I shall drop from the saddle.  And therewith he lighted down and stood by me a little, as to help me off my horse; but I said to him: Knight, I pray thee, even if ye be weary, to struggle forward a little, lest we be in peril here.  In peril? quoth he; yea, that might be if the Red Knight knew of our whereabouts; but how should that be?  He spoke this heavily, as one scarce awake; and then he said: I pray thee pardon me, lady, but for nought may I hold my head up; suffer me to sleep but a little, and then will I arise and lead thee straight to thy journey’s end.  Therewithal he laid him down on the grass and was presently asleep, and I sat down by him all dismayed.  At first, indeed, I doubted some treachery in him, for how might I trust him wholly after all that had come and gone? but when I saw that there was no feigning in his sleep, I set that doubt aside, and knew not what to make of it.

Thus passed an hour, and from time to time I shook him and strove to waken him, but it was all in vain; so I knew none other rede than to abide his awakening; for I knew not the way to take toward this castle; and, moreover, though he were a knight, and armed, yet might it be perilous for him if he were left there alone and unguarded; so I abode.

But now came new tidings.  Methought I heard the sound of the tinkling of weapons and armour; the green highway so turned that a wood neb about an hundred yards to the north hid it from my sight, so that a man might have drawn somewhat near to us without being seen, came he on the hither side of the river.  So I stood up hastily, and strung my bow, and took a shaft in my fingers, and no sooner was it done than there came a rider round about the aforesaid wood neb.  He was all-armed and had a red surcoat, and rode a great shining bay horse.  I kept my eye upon him while I stirred the sleeping knight with my foot, and cried to him to wake, but he scarce moved, and but uttered words without sense.

Now the new-comer drew rein for a moment when he saw us, and then moved on a little toward me, but I nocked a shaft and pointed it at him, and cried out to him to stay.  Then I heard a great rattling laugh come from him, and he shouted: Nay, do thou stay, fair wood-wife, and I will risk thy shafts to come at thee.  But why doth not the sluggard at thy feet rise up and stand before me, if he be thy loveling?  Or is he dead?  His voice was harsh and big, and I feared him sore; and it was as much because of fear as of hardihood, that I drew and loosed straightway; and doubtless it was because of fear that I saw my shaft fly an inch or so over his right shoulder.  I heard his rattling laugh again, and saw him bend forward as he spurred; I knew that time lacked for drawing another shaft, so I caught up my skirts and ran all I might; but swift-foot as I be, it availed me nought, for I was cumbered with my gown, and moreover I was confused with not knowing whither to run, since I wotted that in the water the horse would do better than I.

So he was up with me in a twinkling, and reached out his hand and caught hold of me by the hair, and tugged me to him as he reined back his horse.  Then he laughed again and said: Forsooth she will look better when she is no longer reddened and roughened with fleeing; and, by Red Peter! what limbs she hath.  Then he let me loose and got off his horse, and shoved me on before him till we came to where the Black One lay still sleeping heavily.  Then the Red Knight stood against me, and looked hard into my face; and I saw how huge a man he was, and how a lock of bright red hair came out from under his sallet.  His eyes were green and fierce underneath shaggy red eyebrows; terrible he was to look on.

Now he spake fiercely and roughly, and as though he had something against me: Tell me, thou, who thou art and who this is?  I answered nought, for fear had frozen my speech.  He stamped his foot on the ground and cried: Hah! art thou gone dumb?  Speak! thou wert best!  I said, all quaking: My name is Birdalone; I belong to no one; I have no kindred: as for this man, I know not his name.  He said: Comest thou from the Castle of the Quest?  Art thou the whore of those lily-and-rose champions there?  My heart was hot with anger in spite of my dread, but I spake: I came from the Castle of the Quest.  He said: And this man (therewith he turned about and spurned him in the side), where didst thou happen upon him?  Again I was silent, and he roared out at me: So thou wilt not answer!  Beware, or I may see how to compel the speech of thee.  Now answer me this: Was it in the Black Valley of the Greywethers that ye two came together?  Again I knew not how to answer, lest I might do a wrong to him who had repented him of the wrong he had done me.  But the Red Knight burst out a-laughing and said: It shall be remembered against thee, first, that thou didst let fly a shaft at me; second, that thou didst run from me; and thirdly, that thou hast been slack in answering my questions.  But all this scathes me nought; first, because thy shaft missed me; second, because thy legs failed thee (though they were fair to look on, running); and third, because all thou canst tell me I know without thine answering.  Now thee will I tell that this is Friday, and that ye two first met in the Black Valley on Tuesday; now I will ask this last question, and thou mayst answer it or not as thou wilt; for presently I shall wake this brisk and stirring knight, and I deem that he will tell me the truth of this if of nought else.  Tell me, thou whore of the Questing Champions, where and how many times thou hast lain in this good knight’s arms since last Tuesday?  Nowhere and never, quoth I.  Thou liest, I doubt thee, said the Red Knight; howsoever, let us see what this doughty one will say.  Hah! thou deemest he shall be hard to wake up, dost thou not!  Well, I shall see to that.  He who giveth sleep may take it away again.

Therewith he went up to the Black One and stooped adown over his head, and spake some words over him, but so softly that I heard not their import; and straightway the sleeper rose up so suddenly that he wellnigh smote against the Red Knight.  He stood awhile staggering, and blinking at the other one, but somehow got his sword drawn forth, and the Red Knight hindered him nought therein, but spake anon when the other was come to himself somewhat: The sele of the day to thee, Sir Thomas, True Thomas!  Fair is thy bed, and most fair thy bedfellow.

The Black Knight drew aback from him and was now come awake, wherefore he stood on his guard, but said nought.  Then said the Red Knight: Sir Thomas, I have been asking this fair lady a question, but her memory faileth her and she may not answer it; perchance thou mayst do better.  Tell me where and how many times hast thou bedded her betwixt last Tuesday and this?  Nowhere and never, cried Sir Thomas, knitting his brows and handling his sword.  Hah, said the Red Knight, an echo of her speech is this.  Lo, the tale ye have made up betwixt you.  But at least, having done mine errand, though meseemeth somewhat leisurely, and having gotten the woman for me, thou art now bringing her on to the Red Hold, whatever thou hast done with her on the road?  I am not, said my fellow, I am leading her away from the Red Hold.  Pity of thee, quoth the other, that thou hast fallen in with me, and thou but half-armed.  And he raised aloft his sword; but presently sank it again, and let the point rest on the earth.

Then he spoke again, not mockingly as erst: A word before we end it, Thomas: thou hast hitherto done well by me, as I by thee.  I say thou hast gotten this woman, and I doubt not that at first thou hadst the mind to bring her to me unminished; but then thou wert overcome by her beauty, as forsooth I know thee woman-mad, and thou hadst meant to keep her for thyself, as forsooth I marvel not.  But in thy love-making thou hast not bethought thee that keep her to thyself thou mayst not while I am above ground, save thou bewray me, and join thee to my foemen and thine.  Because I am such a man, that what I desire that will I have.  For this reason, when I misdoubted me of thee for thy much-tarrying, I cast the sleep over thee, and have caught thee.  For what wilt thou do?  Doubt it not, that if our swords meet, I shall pay thee for trying to take my bedthrall from me by taking from thee no more than thy life.  But now will I forgive thee all if thou wilt ride home quietly with me and this damsel-errant to the Red Hold, and let her be mine and not thine so long as I will; and then afterwards, if thou wilt, she shall be thine as long as thou wilt.  Now behold, both this chance and thy life is a mere gift of me to thee, for otherwise thou shalt have neither damsel nor life.

Yea, yea, said my friend, I know what thou wouldest: I have been no unhandy devil to thee this long while, and thou wouldst fain keep me still; but now I will be devil no longer, on this earth at least, but will die and take my luck of it.  And do thou, God, see to the saving of this damsel, since thou hast taken the matter out of my hands.  Farewell, dear maiden!

Scarce was the word out of his mouth ere his sword was in the air, and he smote so fierce and straight that he beat down the huge man’s blade, and, ere he could master it again, smote the Red Knight so heavily on the crest that he fell to his knees; and the heart rose in me, for I deemed that he might yet prevail; and in as ‘twere a flash I bethought me of the knife at my girdlestead, and drew it and ran to the Red Knight, and tore aside his mail hood with one hand and thrust the knife into his shoulder with the other; but so mighty was he that he heeded nought the hurt, but swept his sword back-handed at the Black Knight’s unarmed leg, and smote him so sore a wound that down he fell clattering.  Then arose the Red Knight, and thrust me from him with the left hand, and strode over my fellow-farer and thrust his sword through his throat.  Then he turned to me, and spake in a braying voice as if a harsh horn were blown:

Abide thou; if thou takest one step I will slay thee at once.  So he went and sat down on a bank a little way from the dead man, and wiped his sword on the grass and laid it beside him, and so sat pondering a while.  Thereafter he called me to him, and bade me stand in face of him with my hands clasped before me.  Then he spake to me: Thou art my thrall and my having, since I had thus doomed it no few days ago; and thou art now in my hands for me to do with as I will.  Now instead of being meek and obedient to me thou hast rebelled against me, shot an arrow at me, run from me, denied answer to my questions, and thrust a knife into me.  To be short, thou hast made thyself my foe.  Furthermore, it is by thy doing that I have lost a right good servant and a trusty fellow, and one that I loved; it is thou that hast slain him.  Now have I been pondering what I shall do with thee.  I said: If I have deserved the death, then make an end and slay me presently; but bring me not to thine house, I pray thee.  I pray by the mother that bore thee!

Quoth he: Hold thy peace, it is not what thou deservest that I am looking to, but what shall pleasure me.  Now hearken; I say that thou hast made thee my foe, and I have overcome thee; thou art my runaway thrall, and I have caught thee.  As my foe I might slay thee in any evil way it might like me; as my thrall I might well chastise thee as sharply and as bitterly as I would.  But it is not my pleasure to slay thee, rather I will bring thee to the Red Hold, and there see what we may make of thee; whereas I cannot but deem that in thee is the making of somewhat more than a thrall; and if not, then a thrall must thou needs be.  Again as to the chastising of thee, that also I forgive thee since I have gotten the hope aforesaid.  Yet forsooth some shame must I do thee to pay thee back for the love that was betwixt thee and the slain man.  I will ponder what it shall be; but take heed that whatsoever it shall be, it will not avail thee to pray me to forego it, though thy speech be as fair and sweet as thy body.

Therewith he was silent a while, and I stood there not daring to move, and my heart was so downcast that all the sweetness of life seemed departed.  Yet I withheld lamentations or prayers, thinking within myself, who knows what occasion may be between this and the Red Hold for my escaping; let me keep myself alive for that if it may be.

Presently he arose and took his sword, and went up to the slain man’s body and smote the head from off it.  Then he went to the two horses of Sir Thomas and of me, and took from them such gear of girths and thongs as he would, and therewith he dight me as ye saw, doing a girth about my middle and making me fast to a line wherewith to hold me in tow.  And then he did that other thing which sickens my very soul to tell of, to wit, that he took the slain man’s head and tied a lace thereto, and hung it about my neck; and as he did so, he said: This jewel shalt thou thyself bear to mine house; and there belike shall we lay it in earth, since the man was my trusty fellow.  Lo now, this is all the ill I shall do thee till it be tried of what avail thou art.  This is a shaming to thee and not a torment, for I will ride a foot’s-pace, and the green way is both soft and smooth; wherefore fear not that I shall throw thee down or drag thee along.  And to-morrow thy shame shall be gone and we shall see what is to betide.

Lo, friends, this is the last word he spake ere he was slain, and the ending of my tale; for we had gone thus but a little way ere ye brake out of the wood upon us; and then befell the death of one friend, and the doubt, maybe, of the others, and all the grief and sorrow that I shall never be quit of unless ye forgive me where I have done amiss, and help me in the days to come.  And she spread out her hands before them, and bowed her head, and the tears fell from her eyes on to the floor.

Viridis wept at Birdalone’s weeping, and Aurea for her own sorrow, which this other sorrow stirred.  Atra wept not, but her face was sadder than weeping.

But Arthur spake and said: Herein hath been the hand of Weird, and hath been heavy on us; but no blame have we to lay on our sister Birdalone, nor hath she done light-mindedly by us; though maybe she erred in not trusting to the good-hap of the Quest to bring us back in due time: and all that she saith do we trow as if it were written in the Holy Gospel.  They all yeasaid this, and called on her to come amongst them; but she thought of little at first save the joy of hearing the sweetness of those words as Arthur spake them; wherefore she hung back a little, and thought shame of it that she might not give more heed to the others of them.  Then came Viridis and took her by the hand and led her to Sir Hugh, and Birdalone knelt down before him and took his hand to kiss it, but he put both hands about her face and kissed her kindly and merrily on the lips.  Then she knelt before Aurea, and was hapless before her; but Aurea kissed her, and bade her be of better cheer, albeit the words came coldly from her mouth.  Next she came to Arthur, and knelt before him and took his hand and kissed it, and thanked him kindly for his kind words, looking into his face meanwhile; and she saw that it was pale and troubled now, and she longed to be alone with him that she might ask him wherefore.

As for Atra, she arose as Birdalone came before her, and cast her arms about her neck, and wept and sobbed upon her bosom, and then went hurrying from out the solar and into the hall, and walked to and fro there a while until the passion that tore her was lulled somewhat, and she might show her face to them calm and friendly once more.  And as she entered Arthur was speaking, and he said:

To you, ladies, I tell what we of the castle wot better than well, that our dear friend hath escaped so heavy a fate in escaping the Red Hold, that it were unmeet for us to murmur at our loss in our fellow; for a warrior’s life, which is ever in peril of death, is nought over heavy a ransom for such a friend, and so dear and lovely, from such a long and evil death.  Whereas ye must wot that the said Hold hath this long while been a very treasure-house of woes and a coffer of lamentations; for merciless was the tyrant thereof, and merciless all his folk.  Now another time, when ye are stronger in heart than now ye be, I may tell you tales thereof closer and more nicely of those who did his will; as of his innermost band of men-at-arms, called the Millers; and of his fellow-worker in wizardry and venoms, called the Apothecary; and the three hags, called the Furies; and the three young women, called the Graces; and his hounds that love man’s flesh; and the like tales, as evil as nightmares turned into deeds of the day.  But now and here will I say this, that when we have done the obsequies of our dear fellow, it were good that we follow up the battle so valiantly begun by him.  I mean that the Quest of our ladies being now accomplished, we should turn what is left of the fellowship into a war against the Red Hold and its evil things; and that so soon as the relics of Baudoin are laid in earth, we gather force and go thither in arms to live or die in the quarrel, and so sweeten the earth, as did the men of ancient days when they slew the dragons and the giants, and the children of hell, and the sons of Cain.

His cheek flushed as he spoke, and he looked around till his eyes fell on Birdalone, and he saw that her face also glowed and her eyes gleamed; but Viridis, her heart sank so that she paled, and her lips trembled.

But Aurea spake and said: I thank thee for thy word, Black Squire, and I know that my man shall rejoice in Paradise when he knoweth of it, and thereof shall I tell him to-morrow when the mass is said for him.

And Atra said: Good is the word, and we look to it that the deed shall be better yet.  Thus hath the evil arisen that shall destroy the evil, as oft hath been when the valiant have been grieved, and the joy of the true-hearted hath been stolen from them; then the hand doth the doughty deed and the heart hath ease, and solaced is sorrow.

They looked on her and wondered, for she spake with her head upraised and her eyes glittering, as she had been one of the wise women of yore agone.  And Birdalone feared her, though she loved her.

Lastly spake Hugh, and said: Brother, this is well thought of indeed, and I marvel that I did not prevent thee; and I am thine to live and die with thee.  And the adventure is nought unlikely; for if we have lost a captain they have lost their head devil, and their head little devil; moreover, the good men of Greenford shall join them to us, and that shall make us strong, whereas they have men enough, and those stout men-at-arms; and artificers they have to make us engines, and do other wisdom; and therewithal money to buy or to wage what they will.  Wherefore, to my mind, we were best to make no tarrying, but send out the messengers for the hosting straightway.

Straightway, said the Black Squire; and let us go now and find Sir Aymeris.  So they arose both and went their ways, and left the women there alone, and were gone a good while.






  








CHAPTER VIII.  ATRA AND BIRDALONE TALK TOGETHER WHILE THE LORDS SIT AT THE MURDER-COUNCIL.
 

Meanwhile of their absence, Viridis sat sad and silent and downcast, though she wept not, for her gladness, which erst had been so great, seemed now reft from her; and no merrier was Aurea, as might have been looked for.  But Atra came quietly unto Birdalone, and said softly: I have a word for thee if thou wilt come forth with me into the hall.  Birdalone’s heart failed her somewhat, but she suffered Atra to take her hand, and they went into the hall together, and Atra brought her into a shot-window, and they sat down together side by side and were silent awhile.  Spake Atra then, trembling and reddening: Birdalone, knowest thou what thought, what hope, was in my heart when I spake so proudly and rashly e’en now?  Birdalone kept silence, and trembled as the other did.  This it was, said Atra: he will go to this battle valiantly, he may fall there, and that were better; for then is life to begin anew: and what is there to do with these dregs of life?  Said Birdalone, with flushed face: If he die he shall die goodly, and if he live he shall live goodly.  Yea, yea, said Atra; forsooth thou art a happy woman!  Dost thou hate me? said Birdalone.  Said Atra: Proud is thy word, but I hate thee not.  Nay, e’en now, when I spake thus boastfully, I thought: When he hath died as a doughty knight should, then, when life begins again, Birdalone and I shall be friends and sisters, and we two will talk together oft and call him to mind, and the kindness of him, and how he loved us.  Woe’s me! that was when he was there sitting beside me and I could see him and his kindness; and then it was as if I could give him away; but now he is gone and I may not see him, it is clear to me that I have no part or lot in him, and I call back my thought and my word, and now it is: O that he may live!  O thou happy woman, that shall be glad whether he liveth or dieth!

Said Birdalone: And now thou hatest me, dost thou not, and we are foes?  Atra answered not, nor spake for a while; then she said: Hard and bitter is it, and I know not what to turn to.  I have seen once and again, on the wall of the Minorites’ church at Greenford, a fair picture of the Blessed, and they walking in the meads of Paradise, clad in like raiment, men and women; their heads flower-crowned, their feet naked in the harmless blossomed grass; hand in hand they walk, with all wrath passed for ever, all desire changed into loving-kindness, all the anguish of forgiveness forgotten.  And underneath the picture is it writ:

Bitter winter, burning summer, never more shall waste and wear;
 Blossom of the rose undying brings undying springtide there.
 

O for the hope of it, that I might hope it!  O for the days to be and the assuaging of sorrow: I speak the word, and the hope springeth; the word is spoken, and there abideth desire barren of hope!  And she bowed down her head and wept bitterly; and Birdalone called to mind her kindness of the past and wept for her, she also.

After a while Atra lifted up her head, and thus she spake: I hate thee not, Birdalone; nor doth one say such things to a foe.  Yea, furthermore, I will crave somewhat of thee.  If ever there come a time when thou mayst do something for me, thou wilt know it belike without my telling thee.  In that day and in that hour I bid thee remember how we stood together erst at the stair-foot of the Wailing Tower in the Isle of Increase Unsought, and thou naked and fearful and quaking, and what I did to thee that tide to comfort thee and help and save thee.  And then when thou hast called it to mind, do thou for me what thou canst do.  Wilt thou promise this?  Yea, yea, said Birdalone; and with all the better will, that oft and over again have I called it to mind.  Wherefore I behight thee to let me serve thee if I may whenso the occasion cometh, even if it be to my own pain and grief; for this I know thou meanest.

See thou to this then, said Atra coldly; and thou shalt be the better for it in the long run belike: for thou art a happy woman.

She arose as she spake, and said: Hist! here come the lords from the murder-council; and lo, now that he cometh, my heart groweth evil toward thee again, and well-nigh biddeth me wish that thou wert naked and helpless before me again.  Lo my unhap! that he should mark my face that it shows as if I were fain to do thee a mischief.  And nought of that would I do; for how should it avail me, and thou my fellow and the faithful messenger of the Quest?

Now little of her last words did Birdalone meet, as into the hall came Hugh and Arthur; and though she strove to sober her mind and think of her she-friend and her unhappiness, yet she could not choose but to be full of joy in her inmost heart now she knew without doubt that she was so well-beloved of her beloved: and she deemed that Atra was in the right indeed to call her a happy woman.

So now they all went into the solar together, and sat them down with the two others; and Hugh did them to wit, how they had ordered all the matter of the messengers who were to summon the knights and chiefs of thereabouts, and the aldermen of Greenford, to meet at the Castle of the Quest, that they might set afoot the hosting to go against the Red Hold.






  








CHAPTER IX.  HUGH TELLS THE STORY OF THE QUEST’S ENDING.
 

When this was said, and there had been silence a while, Birdalone took up the word, and spake meekly and sweetly, saying: Dear friends, how it fared with you on the isle from the time of my leaving you, and how with you, true knights, from the time of your departure, I both were fain to know for the tale’s sake, and also I would take the telling thereof as a sign of your forgiveness of my transgression; so I would crave the same of you but if it weary you overmuch.

All they yeasaid her kindly, and Hugh spake and said: By your leave, fellows, I will tell in few words what betid us on our way to the Isle of Increase Unsought, and then shall Viridis take up the tale from the time that Birdalone left the said isle in the witch’s ferry.  None said aught against it, and Hugh went on: Short is my tale of the journey: We came to the Isle of Nothing on the morrow’s morn of our departure, and being warned of thee, Birdalone, we abode there but a little while to rest us from the boat, and went nowhither from the strand, and so went on our way in a three hours’ space.

Thence again we took the water, and came to the Isle of Kings, and that was in the middle of the night: we beheld the dead long and heedfully when the morning came, and departed again before noon, and came to the Isle of Queens a little after nightfall.  The next morning we deemed we needs must go see the images of those ladies, lest aught might have befell since thou wert there which might be of import to the Quest, but all was unchanged, and we came away while the day was yet young.

We made the Isle of the Young and the Old about sunset that day, and the boy and the girl came down to the strand to behold us and wonder at us, and we sported with them merrily a while; and then they brought us to the house of the old man, who received us courteously and gave us to eat and drink.  Forsooth, when the night was somewhat spent, he brought out strong drink to us, and took it somewhat amiss that we drank not overmuch thereof, as forsooth he did, and so fell asleep.  Before he was drunk we asked him many questions about the isle and its customs, but he knew nought to tell us of them.  Of thee also we asked, sister, but he had no memory of thee.

On the morrow he fared down with us to our ferry, and made many prayers to us to take him along with us; for here, said he, is neither lordship nor fair lady; and if here I abide, soon shall I come to mine ending day, and sore I yearn for joyance and a long term to my years.  Now we durst not take him aboard lest we should fare amiss with the wight of the Sending Boat; so we naysaid him courteously, thanked him for his guesting, and gave him gifts, to wit, a finger gold ring and an ouch of gold, so he turned away from us somewhat downcast as we deemed; but ere we had given the word to the Sending Boat we heard him singing merrily in a high cracked voice as he went on his way.

Now on this last day betid somewhat of new tidings; for scarce was this isle out of sight behind, ere we saw a boat come sailing toward us from the north-east, and it came on swiftly with a blue ripple of the lake behind it.  Thereat we marvelled, and yet more when we saw that its sail was striped of gold and green and black; next then were we betwixt fear and joy when, as it drew nigher, we saw three women in the said boat, clad in gold, green, and black; and it came so nigh unto us at last, that we could see their faces that they were verily those of our lovelings; and each reached out her arms to us and called on us for help, each by our name: and there we were, oarless, sailless, at the mercy of our unkenned ferry.  Then would Baudoin and I have leapt overboard to swim to our loves at all adventure; but Sir Arthur here stayed us, and bade us think of it, that we were now nearing the Witch-land, and if we might not look to be beset with guiles and gins to keep us from winning to our journey’s end; wherefore we forbore, though in all wretchedness, and the gay boat ran down the wind away from us, and the breeze and the ripple passed away with it, and the lake lay under the hot sun as smooth as glass; and on we went, weary-hearted.

Came again another sail out of the north-east, when the sun was getting low, and speedily it drew nigh, but this time it was no small boat or barge, but a tall ship with great sails, and goodly-towered she was and shield-hung, and the basnets gleamed and the spears glittered from her castle-tops and bulwarks, and the sound of her horns came down the wind as she neared us.  We two handled our weapons and did on our basnets, but Arthur there, he sat still, and said: Not over-wise is the witch, that she lets loose on us two sendings in one day so like unto each other.  Hah, said Baudoin, be we wary though; they are going to shoot.  And sure enough we saw a line of bowmen in all the castles and even along, and a horn blew, and then forth flew the shafts, but whither we knew not, for none came anywhere anigh us; and Arthur laughed and said: A fair shot into the clouds; but, by our Lady! if none shot better in our country, I would bear no armour for their shafts.  But we two were confused and knew not what to think.

The great ship flew past us on the wind as the barge had done, but when she was about half a mile aloof we saw her canvass fall to shivering and her yards swaying round, and Arthur cried out: St. Nicholas! the play beginneth again! she is coming about!

Even so it was, and presently she was bearing on us, and was ere long so close aboard that we could see her every spar and rope, and her folk all gathered to the windward, knights, sergeants, archers, and mariners, to gaze at us and mock us; and huge and devilish laughter arose from amongst them as she ploughed the water so close beside us, that one might well-nigh have cast a morsel of bread aboard her; for clear it was presently that she had no mind to run us down.

Spake Arthur then: There will be a fresh play presently, my mates, but ye sit fast, for meseemeth this show is no more perilous than the other, though it be bigger.

Scarce were the words out of his mouth, ere there was a stir amongst the men gathered in the waist, and lo, amidst a knot of big and fierce mariners, three women standing, pale, with flying hair, and their hands bound behind them, and one was clad in gold and another in green and the third in black; and their faces were as the faces of Aurea and Viridis and Atra.

Then there came forth from that ship a huge cruel roar blent with mocking laughter that shamed our very hearts, and those evil things in the form of mariners took hold of each one of the ladies and cast them overboard into the gulf of the waters, first Aurea, next Viridis, and then Atra; and we two stood up with our useless swords brandished and would have leapt over into the deep, but that Arthur arose also and took hold of an arm of each of us and stayed us, and said: Nay, then, if ye go, take me with you, and let all the Quest sink down into the deep, and let our lovelings pine in captivity, and Birdalone lose all her friends in one swoop, and we be known hereafter as the fools of lovers, the unstable.

So we sat us down, but huge shrieking laughter rose up unblended from the keel of the evil thing, and then they let her go down the wind, and she went her way with flashing of arms, and streaming of banners and pennons, and blowing of horns, and the sun was setting over the wide water.

But Arthur spake: Cheer up, brethren! see ye not how this proud witch is also but an eyeless fool to send us such a show, and the second time in one day to show us the images of our dearlings, who hours ago flitted past us in the stripe-sailed boat?  Where, then, did they of the ship meet with them?  Nay, lords, let not the anguish of love steal all your wits.

We saw we had been fools to be so overcast by guile, and yet were we exceeding ill at ease, and over-long the time seemed unto us until we should be come to the Isle of Increase Unsought, and find our lovelings there.

Now was the night come, and we fell asleep, but belike were not often all asleep at once; and at last it was, when we felt the dawn drawing near, though, the moon being down, it was the darkest of the summer night, that we were all three awake, when all of a sudden we heard just astern the rushing of the water, as though some keel were cleaving it, and dimly in the dark we saw a sail as of a boat overhauling us.  Close at hand there rang out a lamentable cry: O, are ye there, fellows of the Quest?  O, help me, friends! save me and deliver me, who am snatched away to be cast into the hands of my mistress that was.  Help me, Baudoin, Hugh, Arthur!  Help! help!

Then all we knew the voice of Birdalone, and Arthur leapt up, and would have been overboard in a trice had not we two held him, and he fought and cursed us well-favouredly, there is no nay thereto; and meanwhile the wailing voice of thee, my sister, died out in the distance, and the east grew grey, and dawn was come.

Then spake Baudoin: Arthur, my brother, dost thou not mark that this also was of the same sort of show as those two others, and thou who wert so wise before?  It is but beguilings to bring the Quest to nought; wherefore call to mind thy manhood and thy much wisdom!

And we admonished him and rebuked him till he became quiet and wise again, but was sad and downcast and silent.  But the Sending Boat sped on through the dawning, and when it was light we saw that we had the Isle of Increase close aboard, and we ran ashore there just as the sun was rising.  Fain were we then to get out of the boat and feel earth under our feet.  We took all our hards out of the boat, and hid away under the roots of an old thorn a little mail wherein was your raiment, my ladies, which ye had lent to Birdalone; then we did on our armour, and advised us of whereabout on the isle we were, and we saw the orchards and gardens before us, and the great fair house above all, even as ye told us of them, Birdalone.

Next, then, without more ado, we went our ways up through the orchard and the gardens, and when we were well-nigh at the end of them, and in face of those many steps ye spake of, we saw at the foot of them a tall woman clad in red scarlet, standing as if she abode our coming.  When we drew nigh we saw that she was strong-looking, well-knit, white-skinned, yellow-haired, and blue-eyed, and might have been called a fair woman, as to her shaping, save that her face was heavy, yet hard-looking, with thin lips and somewhat flagging cheeks, a face stupid, but proud and cruel.

She hailed us as we came up, and said: Men-at-arms, ye be welcome to our house, and I bid you to eat and drink and abide here.

Then we louted before her, and bade her Hail; and Baudoin said: Lady, thy bidding will we take; yet have we an errand to declare ere we break bread with thee, lest when it is told we be not so welcome as ye tell us now.  What is it? said she.  Said Baudoin: This man here is called the Green Knight, and this the Black Squire, and I am the Golden Knight; and now will we ask thee if this isle be called the Isle of Increase Unsought?  Even so have I called it, quoth she, wherefore I deem none other will dare call it otherwise.  It is well, quoth Baudoin; but we have heard say that hereto had strayed three dear friends of ours, three maidens, who hight Viridis, the friend of the Green Knight, and Atra, who is the Black Squire’s, and Aurea, who is mine own friend, so we have come to take them home with us, since they have been so long away from their land and their loves.  Now if they be thy friends thou wilt perchance let them go for love’s sake and the eking of friendship; but if they be thy captives, then are we well willing to pay thee ransom, not according to their worth, for no treasure heaped up might come nigh it, but according to thy desire, lady.

Laughed the proud lady scornfully and said: Big are thy words, Sir Knight: if I had these maidens in my keeping I would give them unto you for nothing, and deem that I had the best of the bargain.  But here are they not.  True it is that I had here three thralls who were hight as thou hast said; but a while ago, not many days, they transgressed against me till I chastised them; and then was I weary of them and would be quit of them; for I need no servants here, whereas I myself am enough for myself.  Wherefore I sent them away across the water to my sister, who dwells in a fair place hight the House under the Wood; for she needeth servants, because the earth there yieldeth nought save to the tiller and the herdsman and the hunter, while here all cometh unsought.  With her may ye deal, for what I know, and buy the maidens whom ye prize so high; though belike ye may have to give her other servants in their place.  For, indeed, a while ago her thrall fled from her and left her half undone, and it is said that she came hither in her shamelessness: but I know not; if she did, she slipped through my fingers, or else I would have made her rue her impudence.  Now meseemeth, Sir Knights, here is enough of so small and foolish a matter; and again I pray you to enter my poor house, and take meat and drink along with me, for ye be none the less welcome because of your errand, though it be a foolish one.

Now would Sir Baudoin have answered wrathfully, but Arthur plucked at his skirt, and he yeasaid the lady’s bidding, though somewhat ungraciously; but that she heeded nought; she took Sir Baudoin by the hand and led him up the stately perron, and thence came we into a pillared hall, as fair as might be.  And there on the dais was a table dight with dainty meats and drinks, and the lady bade us thereto, and we sat to it.

Thereat was the lady buxom and merry: Baudoin scowled across the board; I was wary and silent; but Arthur was as blithe with the lady as she with him; nor did I altogether marvel thereat, since I knew him wise of wit.

But when we were done with the meal, the lady stood up and said: Now, Sir Knights, I will give you leave; but this house is as your own to roam through all its chambers and pleasure you with its wonders and goodliness; and when ye are weary of the house, then is the orchard and the garden free to you, and all the isle wheresoever ye will go.  And here in this hall is meat and drink for you whenso ye will; but if ye would see me again to-day, then shall ye meet me where ye first happened on me e’en now, at the foot of the great perron.

Then she laid her hand on Arthur’s shoulder, and said: Thy big friend may search out every nook in this house, and every bush in the whole island, and if he find there the maidens he spake of, one or all of them, then are they a gift from me unto him.

Therewith she turned, and went out of the hall by a door in the side thereof; and now already meseemed that though the woman was hateful and thick-hearted and cruel, yet she was become fairer, or seemed so, than when we first came on her; and for my part I pondered on what it might grow to, and fear of her came into my soul.

Now spake Baudoin: Fellows, let us get out into the garden at least; for this place is evil, and meseems it smells and tastes of tears and blood, and that evil wights that hate the life of men are lurking in the nooks thereof.  And lo, our very she-friend that was so kind and simple and dainty with us, there is, as it were, the image of the dear maiden standing trembling and naked before the stupid malice of this lump of flesh.  So spake he, Birdalone.

But I said to Arthur in a soft voice: And when shall we slay her?  Said he: Not until we have gotten from her all that may be gotten; and that is the living bodies of our friends.  But come we forth.

So did we, and came down to the orchard and did off our helms, and lay down under a big apple-tree which was clear of cover all round about, and so fell to our redes; and I asked Arthur what he deemed of the story of our loves having been carried to the House under the Wood, and if it might not be tried seeking thither; but he laughed and said: Never would she have told us thereof had it been sooth: doubtless our friends are here on this isle, but, as I deem, not in the house, else had not the witch left all the house free for us to search into.  Yea, said I, but how if they be in her prison?  Said he: It is not hard to find out which is the prison of so dainty a house as is yonder; and when we had found it, soon should we have hit upon a way to break it, since we be three, and stout fellows enough.  Nay, I deem that the lovelings be stowed away in some corner of the isle without the house, and that mayhappen we shall find them there; and yet I trow not before we have made guile meet guile, and overcome the sorceress.  But come now, let us be doing, and begin to quarter this little land as the kestrel doth the water-meadow; and leave we our armour, lest we weary us, for we shall have no need for hard strokes.

We hung up there on the tree helm and shield and hauberk, and all our defences, and went our ways quartering the isle; and the work was toilsome, but we rested not till the time was come to keep tryst with the lady; and all that while we found no sign of the darling ones: and the isle was everywhere a meadow as fair as a garden, with little copses of sweet-growing trees here and there, and goodly brooks of water, but no tillage anywhere: wild things, as hart and buck and roe, we came upon, and smaller deer withal, but all unhurtful to man; but of herding was no token.

Came we then back to that lordly perron, and there, at the foot thereof, stood the witch-wife, and received us joyously; clad was she all gloriously in red scarlet broidered and begemmed; her arms bare and her feet sandalled, and her yellow hair hanging down from under its garland; and certainly it was so that she had grown fairer, and was sleek and white and well-shapen, and well-haired; yet by all that, the visage of her was little bettered, and unto me she was loathsome.

Now the feast went much as the earlier meal had done; and Baudoin was surly and Arthur blithe and buxom; and nought befell to tell of, save that dishes and meats, and flasks and cups, and all things came upon the board as if they were borne thereon by folk unseen; and thereat we wondered not much, considering in what wonder-house we were.  But the lady-witch looked on us and smiled, and said: Knights, ye marvel at the manner of our service, but call to mind that we told you this morning that we were enough for Ourselves, and we have so dight our days here that whoso is our friend on this Isle of Increase shall lack nothing.  Fear not, therefore, to see aught ugly in our servants as now unseen, if their shapes were made manifest unto you.

All things were we heedful to note at this banquet; but when it was over, then came music into the hall from folk unseen, but not as if the musicians were a many, only belike some three or four.  And thereat the lady spake, saying: Knights, ye may deem our minstrels but few, but such is our mind that we love not our music overloud, and for the most part only three sing or play unto us at one time.

Thereafter the lady brought us to fair chambers, and we slept there in all ease, and we arose on the morrow and found the lady still blithe with us; yet I noted this, that she seemed to deal with Arthur as if she saw him now for the first time, and much he seemed to be to her liking.

Again we fared forth, and were no less diligent in searching the isle than erst, and found nought; and all went that day as before.

On the morrow (that is, the third day) the witch seemed to have somewhat more memory of Arthur than erst, and even yet more liking of him, so that she reached out her hand for him to kiss, which needs must he do, despite his loathing of her.

When we had lain under the apple-tree a little while, Baudoin spake and said: Yesterday and the day before we searched the open land and found nought; now to-day let us search the house, and if we find nought, then at least it shall lie behind us.  We yeasaid it, and presently went back, and from chamber to chamber, and all was fair and goodly as might be, and we marvelled what would betide to it when the witch was undone and her sorcery come to an end.

To the Wailing Tower we came, and up the stairs, and found the door open of the prison-chamber, and all there as thou hast told us, Birdalone; only we opened the great coffer, whence thou didst refrain thee, and found it full of hideous gear truly, as fetters and chains, and whips and rods, and evil tools of the tormentors, and cursed it all and came away; and Arthur said: Lo you, this stupid one!  How eager is she to bid us what to do, and to tell us that our ladies are not in this evil house, since she leaveth all open to us.  Yet we went about the house without, and counted the windows heedfully to see that we had missed no chamber, and found nought amiss; and then we went in again and sought as low down as we might, to see if perchance some dungeon there were underground, but found nought save a very goodly undercroft below the great hall, which was little less fair than that which was above it.  So came the evening and the banquet, and the end of that day; but the witch-wife led Arthur by the hand to the board, and afterwards to the chamber ere we slept.

On the fourth day and the fifth it was no otherwise than erst; and when I fared to bed I felt confused in my head and sick of heart.

The night of the next day (the sixth), as we went to our chambers, and the witch-wife and Arthur hand-in-hand, she stayed him a while, and spake eagerly to him in a soft voice; and as he came up to me afterwards he said: To-night I have escaped it, but there will not be escape for long.  From what? said I.  He said: From bedding her; for now it has come to this, that presently we must slay her at once and have no knowledge of our sweetlings, or I must do her will.

In such wise passed four more days, and it was the twelfth morning of our sojourn there, and we went forth on our search of every mead and every covert of the isle, and all day we found nought to our purpose; but as it grew toward sunset, and there grew great clouds in the eastern ort, piled up and copper-coloured, we came over a bent on to a little green dale watered by a clear brook, and as we looked down into it we saw something shine amongst its trees; so we hastened toward that gleam, and lo, amidst the dale, with the brook running through it, a strange garth we saw.  For there was a pavilion done of timber and board, and gaily painted and gilded, and out from that house was, as it were, a great cage of thin gilded bars, both walls and roof, just so wide apart as no one full-grown, carl or quean, could thrust through.

Thitherward then ran we, shouting, for we saw at once that in the said cage were three women whose aspect was that of our sweetlings, and presently we were standing by the said herse, reaching our hands out to them to come to us and tell us their tale, and that we would deliver them.  But they stood together in the midst of the said cage, and though they gazed piteously on us thence, and reached out their hands to us, they neither spake nor came to the herse to us; so we deemed that they were bewitched, and our joy was dashed.

Then we went all about the cage and the pavilion to find ingate, and found it not; and then the three of us together strove with the bars of the herse, and shook and swayed them, but it was all to no purpose.

Moreover, while we were at this work the sun seemed to go out, and there came a heavy black mist rolling into the dale, and wrapped us about so that we saw not each other’s faces, and the bars of the herse were gone from our hands as we stood there.  Then came rain and thunder and lightning on to the black night, and by the glare of the lightning we could see the leaves and grass of the dale, but neither herse nor house nor woman.  So we abode there in the dark night, and the storm all bewildered us, till the rain and clouds drew off and it was calm fair starlight again, but clean gone was the golden cage and they that stood therein; and we turned sadly, and went our ways toward the witch-house.

On the way said Arthur: Brethren, this meseemeth is but a-going on with the shows which were played us on the water as we came hither; but whether she doth this but for to mock and torment us, or that she would beguile us into deeming that our friends are verily here, I wot not; but to-morrow, meseemeth, I shall can to tell you.

Now came we to the perron of the house, and there stood the witch-wife under the stars to meet us.  And when she saw us, she took hold of Arthur by the hand and the arm to caress him, and found that he and we were drenched with the rain and the storm, as might well be deemed; then she bade us up to our chambers to do on raiment which she had dight for us, and we went thither, and found our garments rich and dainty indeed; but when we came down into the hall where the witch abode us, we saw that Arthur’s raiment was far the richest and daintiest.  But the witch ran to him and cast her arms about him, and clipped and kissed him before the others, and he suffered it.  So sped the feast again.

But when they went to bed, the said witch took Arthur’s hand and spake a word unto him, and led him away, and he went with her as one nought loth; but we twain were afraid lest she should destroy him when she had had her will of him.  Wherefore we waked through the more part of the night with our swords ready to hand.

But when we were clad in the morn he came unto us, he also clad, and was downcast and shamefaced indeed, but safe and sound; and he said: Speak no word about our matter till we be out in the open air, for I fear all things about us.

So when we had gone forth and were under the apple-tree once more, spake Arthur: Now, lords, am I shamed for ever, for I have become the leman of this evil creature; but I pray ye not to mock me; and that the more as the same lot may happen on you both, or either; for I can see for sure that the wretch will weary of me and desire one of you two.  Let it pass.  Somewhat have I found out from her, but not much; first, that she has forgotten her first lie, to wit, how she sent our ladies to the sister-witch; for I told her of the golden cage, and how we had missed it in the storm; and she said: Though I deem it a folly that ye should seek these thralls, yet would I help you if I might, since ye are now become my dear friends.  Though, forsooth, when ye meet them I deem that ye will find them sore changed to you.  For, as I told you, they fled away from me, after I had chastised them for a treason, into the hidden places of the isle, whereas they had no keel to sail away hence.  And I cared not to follow them, as I myself am queen and lady of all things here, and am enough for myself, save when love constraineth me, dear lord.  Now, my rede is that ye seek the golden cage again and yet again, because I deem that these thralls have somehow learned some wisdom, and they have enchanted the said cage for a defence against me, from whom they might not hide as they did from you; for of me have they stolen their wizardry, and I am their mistress therein.

This, therefore, is the new lie of her, and my rede is that we heed it nought.  For my mind is that she it is that hath made the appearance of the cage and the women therein, and that she hath our poor friends somewhere underneath her hand.

Now this we deemed most like; yet whereas we had nought to do with the time, which, now that we had searched the isle throughly, hung heavy on hand, we deemed it good to go to the dale of the golden cage again, though we looked not to find the cage there any more.  But this betid, that we found the little dale easily enough, and there stood the cage as we had seen it yesterday, but nought was there within its bright bars save the grass and the flowers, and the water of the brook a-running.

We loitered about that place a while, and went back to the house in due time; and to shorten the tale, I shall tell that for many days it betid that we went every day to seek the golden cage, but after the first three days we saw it no more.

Now began sadness and weariness to overcome us as the days and weeks wore, and belike the witch-wife noted it that we were worse company than heretofore.

And now on a day Arthur bade us note that the said witch was growing weary of him, and he bade me look to it; for, said he, she is turning her face toward thee, brother.  My heart burned with rage at that word; I said nought, but made up my mind that I would try to bring the matter to an end.

That same night befell what Arthur had threatened; for the feast being done in the evening, the witch drew me aside while the music was a-playing, and caressed my hand and my shoulder, and said: I am yet wondering at you Champions, that ye must needs follow after those three wretched thralls, whom never will ye find, for they. need ye not, but will flee from you if ye have sight of them, as they did that other day; and therein they are scarce in the wrong, whereas they may well think that if ye find them they should fall into my hands; for easily may I take them any day that I will, and then I have a case against them, and may lawfully chastise them according to the law that has been given unto me; and then shall they be in grievous plight.  Wherefore the rede We give unto you three now is the rede of friendliness that ye make yourselves happy in Our Island, and then will We do everything We may for your pleasure and delight; and if ye will that We make Ourselves even fairer than now We be, that may be done, and shall be a reward unto you for your yielding and obedience.  And if ye will women thralls for your pleasure, that also may be gotten for you; for We be not wholly without power in these waters, though We have no keel or ferry upon them.  And now, thou fair lad, We give thee this last word: Ye Champions have been dwelling in Our house a long while, and that while have ever striven to thwart Us.  We now counsel you to make an end of it, and it shall be better for you.

She seemed to my eyes prouder and stupider than ever erst, despite her golden hair and white skin and lovely limbs; and I said to myself that now must we destroy the evil of that house even if we died for it, or else we were all undone; withal I saw somewhat of truth thrusting up through her much lying, and I deemed, even as Arthur did, that she had our friends under her band somewhere.

Nought else betid that night; but on the morrow we went forth and strayed on till we were come into the southernmost quarter of the isle, and not very far from the water we came upon a wood or big thicket which was new to us.  So we entered it, and as we went and noted the wild things of the wood going hither and thither, we espied afar off the shape of a man going amidst the thicket; wherefore we went warily towards him, lest he should see us and flee from us; and when we drew a little nigher we saw it was a woman, though she was clad as a hunter, with legs naked to above the knee.  She had a quiver at her back and a bow in her hand, and her coat was black of hue.  Belike now she heard our going amongst the dry leaves, for she turned her face to us, and lo! it was the face of Atra.

When she saw us, she gave a shrill cry, and fell to running at her swiftest away from us, and we followed all we might, but we could not over-run her, though we kept her in sight ever, till we had run all through the wood, and before us was the sheer side of a rocky hill and the mouth of a cave therein, and by the said mouth who should there be but Aurea and Viridis, as we thought, clad in gold and in green, but the fashion of their raiment not otherwise than Atra’s.  Their bows were bended and they had shafts in their hands, and as we came out of the thicket into the open lawn before the cave, Viridis nocked a shaft and aimed at us and drew, and the shaft flew over my head; therewith mocking laughter came from them, and they ran into the cave.  Speedily we ran up to it, but when we came home thither, there was the sheer hillside, but never a cave nor an opening.

Dismayed were we thereat; but more dismayed had we been but that we deemed that all this was but a cheat and a painted show put upon us by the witch to back up her lying.  Nevertheless we fared the next day to seek the wood and the cave in the sheer rock, but nowise might we find either wood or cave.

Now it was the night of the day hereafter, as we went to our chambers, that the witch-wife took me by the hand and led me apart, and said me many soft things of her accursed lust, whereof I will not say one again.  But the upshot of it all was that she would bring me to her chamber and her bed.  And whereas I was determined what to do, and had my war-sword by my side, I naysaid her not, but made her good countenance.  And when we came to her chamber, which was full gloriously dight, and fragrant as with the scent of the roses and lilies of mid-June, she bade me to lie in her bed of gold and ivory and she would be with me anon.  So I unclad myself and laid me down, but I drew forth my sword, and laid the ancient naked blade betwixt my side and her place.

Anon she cometh back again unclad, and would step into the bed; but she saw the sword and said: What is this, Champion?  Said I: These edges are the token of sundering between us, for there is a spell on me, that with no woman may I deal, save with mine only love, but I shall do her mortal scathe; so beware by the token of the grey edges of battle.  She drew aback, and was as a spiteful and angry cat, and there was no loveliness in her; and she said: Thou liest, and thou hatest me; see thou to it, both for thyself and thy loveling.  And she turned about and strode out of the chamber; but I arose and clad myself in haste, and took my naked sword in my hand.  But before I went, I looked around, and espied an ambry fashioned in the wall of the bed-lane, and the door was half open; and the said ambry was wrought of the daintiest, all of gold and pearl and gems; and I said to myself: Herein is some treasure, and this is a tide of war.  So I opened the ambry, and within it was even more gloriously wrought than without; and there was nought therein, save a little flask of crystal done about with bands of gold set with great and goodly gems.  So I took the said flask and went my ways hastily to my own chamber, and there I looked at the said flask and took out the stopple; and there was a liquor therein, white like to water, but of a spicy smell, sweet, fresh, and enheartening.  So I yet thought this was some great treasure, and that much hung upon it, could I find out unto what use it might be put.  And I said: To-morrow we will put it to the proof.  Then I put the said flask under my pillow, and laid my sword by my side and slept, and was not ill-content so far.

But on the morrow, when I met my fellows, they asked me how I had sped, and I told them, Well, and that we would talk the matter over under our tree of counsel.  So we went down into the hall, where we met the witch-lady; and I looked for it that she would be angry and fierce with me; but it went far otherwise; for she was blithe and buxom, and abounding in endearments more than I could away with.  But this I noted, that her eyes wandered, and her speech faltered at whiles, and ever she seemed to be seeking somewhat; and withal that her caressing hands were seeking if they could aught stowed away in the bosom of my coat.  But all was nought, for as we came to the door of the hall I gave Baudoin the flask to guard until we should come to our apple-tree of rede.  Wherefore the she-wolf went red and white by turns, and fumed, and fretted her bedizenments with unrestful hands, and when she should let us go our ways, she lingered and looked back oft, and was loth to depart ere she had gotten what she lacked, and that, forsooth, was the said flasket.

But when we were without the house, I bade our fellows go with me to another place than the wonted apple-tree of rede, and they understood my word, and I led them to a little grassy plain without the orchard, where was no covert for a wide space about it, nought but the one linden-tree under which now we sat.  There I told them all the tale of the last night and of the flasket, and put before them all that was in my mind to do that evening at the banquet, and they both of them yeasaid it.  But what it was, that shall ye hear anon when we carried the matter through; but I bade Baudoin still carry the flasket till the evening.

Thereafter we spake of other matters; but soon we had good cause to rejoice that we had not talked our talk under the apple-tree (whereas I doubted not that the witch would spy upon us there), for not long had we been at our talk ere, looking that way, we saw the evil creature by the hedge of the orchard and gazing over at us.

We arose then, and came to her as if nought had happened; and she bade us walk the garden with her, and we yeasaid it, and went with her, and paced about amidst the flowers and lay on the blossomed grass.  Forsooth, both to her and to us the time hung heavy on hand.  And meseemed that the sleekness and fairness of her body was worsened since yesterday, and she was pale and haggard, and her eyes were wandering and afraid.

Now she bade us come a little further into the garden and eat a morsel at noon; and we arose, and she brought us to where were vines trellised all about and overhead, so that it was like a fair green cloister; and there was a board laid and spread with many dainties of meat and drink.  And she bade us sit.  Verily we had but little stomach to that dinner; and I said to myself, Poison! poison! and even so my fellows deemed, as afterwards they told me.  And I saw Baudoin loosen his sword in the sheath, and I knew that his mind was to smite at once if he saw aught amiss.  And I, who sat next to the witch, laid my hand on a little dagger which I wore at my girdle.  She also saw this, and turned as pale as death, and sat trembling before us; and whatso we ate or drank at that board under the rustling vine-leaves, she gave unto us with her own hand; and then we wotted full surely that she had meant our deaths there and then, but was cowed by the fierce eyes of Baudoin and the threat of my hand.

Withal it seemed that she might not bear it to sit there long amongst us.  She rose up and smiled on us as ghastly as a corpse, and gave us leave, and went hurrying into the house.  And right glad we were to be at rest from her.  Yet as we ourselves durst not go far away from the house, lest some new thing might happen, neither could she leave us quite alone, but thrice again that afternoon at some turn of the garden, or orchard, or meadow, we came upon her wan face and eyes full of all hate and staring pride, and she enforced her to smile upon us, and turned away with some idle word.

At last the sun began to sink, and we went to the perron of the house, and found her standing to meet us in her wonted way.  But when we came up she gave no hand to any one of us but went up the stairs before us, and we followed with no word spoken.

There was the hall with the lordly service on the board, and the wax-candles lighted all about, and the great vault of stone fair and stately over it.  We went to the dais and the board and sat down, the witch-wife in her gold and ivory chair at the board’s end, and I at her right hand and looking down the hall, my two fellows facing me, with their backs to the clear of the hall.

There we sat, and the meats and drinks were before us as dainty as ever erst; but we put forth no hand to them, but sat staring at each other for some two minutes it might be, and the witch looked from one to the other of us, and quaked that her hands shook like palsy.

Then I rose up and put my hand to my bosom (for Baudoin had given me the flasket ere we came to the perron): I spake in a loud voice, and it sounded wild and hard in the goodly hall: My lady, I said, thou art looking but pale now, and sick and downcast.  Drink now to me out of this precious flasket, and thou shalt be whole and well.

And therewith I held the flasket aloft; but her face changed horribly; she sprang up in her chair and reached out her arm to clutch at the flasket, screaming like an eagle therewith.  But I thrust her back into the chair with my left hand; and therewith arose Baudoin and Arthur, and caught her by the shoulders, and bound her fast to the chair with cords that they had gotten thereto.  But when she got her breath she yelled out: Ah, now shall all tumble together, my proudful house and I under it!  Loose me, traitors! loose me, fools! and give me one draught of the water of might, and then shall I tell you all, and ye shall go free with your thralls if ye will.  Ah! ye will not loose me? ye will not?  Well then, at least ye, the fools, shall be under it, and they also, the she-traitors, the scourged and tormented fools that might not save themselves from me.  O loose me! loose me! thou in whose arms I have lain so many a night, and give me to drink of the proud water of might!

So she yelled; and now had all the fairness gone from her body: flaggy and yellow were her limbs, and she looked all over as her face, a lump of stupid and cruel pride, and her words lost meaning and changed into mere bestial howling.  But for me, since she so desired that water, I knew that it was good for us to drink, and I took out the stopple and drank, and it was as if fire ran through all my veins, and I felt my strength three-folded straightway, and most wondrous clear was my sight grown therewith; and I raised my eyes now and looked down the hall, and lo, there was Aurea, chained by the ankle to the third pillar from the dais; and over against her, Viridis; and next, to the fourth pillar, Atra.  Then I cried in a loud voice that rang through the witch’s hall: Lo what I see!  And I ran round the head of the board, and thrust and dragged Baudoin and Arthur along with me, crying out: Come, come! they are found! they are here!  And I came to my sweetling, and found her clad but in her white smock, which was flecked with blood all about, and her face was wan and pined, and the tears began to run when she saw me, but no word came from her lips though the kissing of them was sweet.

Then I turned about to my two fellows, and they stood bewildered, not knowing what was toward; and I came to them and made them drink of the flasket, and their eyes were opened and the strength of giants came to them, and they ran each to his sweetling; but Baudoin, before ever he kissed Aurea, caught hold of the chain that bound her to the pillar, and by main force dragged it out.  Wise was that, meseemed, for words were again come into the witch’s howls, and I heard her: Ah, long may ye be playing with the chains, long! for now the house rumbleth toward its fall.  Ah, the bitches are loose!  Woe’s me! to die alone!  And once more she howled wordless, as both I and Arthur had our loves in our arms, and fell to following Baudoin out on to the perron and down into the fresh fragrant garden wherein now was the moon beginning to cast shadows.

Stood we then aloof from the house, and the rumbling whereof the evil hag had howled waxed into a thunder, and under our very eyes the great white walls and gold-adorned roofs fell together, and a great cloud of dust rose under the clear moonlit sky.

We looked and wondered, and our loves also, but no word they spake; but ere the other two had time to grieve thereat, I gave Viridis to drink of the water of might, and she fell to sweet speech straightway, of such sort and such wise as I will not tell you.  Then I did the same by Aurea and Atra, and forthwith the speech flowed from them to their friends.

Full happy were we then in the early night-season, for the water of might gave them strength also, as to us, and healed all the stripes and wounds their bodies had suffered of the foul witch, and made their eyes bright, and their cheeks full and firm, and their lips most sweet, and their hands strong and delicious.

Now when we had stood gazing toward the melting of the beauteous palace for a little, we took our darlings in our arms again, whereas the chains would have hindered their walking, and went down to the lip of the water whereas lay the Sending Boat, so that we might be anigh our ferry in case of need; for we knew not what might betide the isle now its mistress had perished.  Then we fell to and sawed off the chains from the dear ankles with our swords, and took Birdalone’s lendings from the mail.  And Aurea had her gown again, and Viridis her smock, and my green surcoat over it, and Atra wore the battle-coat of the Black Squire.  As for their bare feet (for Atra would not have hers dight prouder than her sisters’), we so clad them with kisses that they were not ill-covered belike.

So gat we aboard our ferry, and did blood-offering to the wight thereof, and so sped merrily and lovingly over the wide lake back on our homeward road.  And we said: This hath the dear Birdalone done for us.

And now, my Viridis, I will that thou fill up the tale by telling to Birdalone, as ye told us, how it fared with you three and the evil one from the time that ye sped Birdalone on her way till the moment when mine eyes first beheld you made fast to the pillars of the palace which has crumbled into dust.






  








CHAPTER X.  HOW IT FARED WITH THE THREE LADIES AFTER THE ESCAPE OF BIRDALONE.
 

Viridis took up the word without more ado, and said: I will do my best herein, and ye, sisters, must set me right if I err.  When we had seen the last of you, dear Birdalone, that early morning, we turned back again to the house as speedily and as covertly as we might, lest the witch might espy our disarray and question us thereover.  Then we went to the wonder-coffer, and gat thereout raiment for that which we had given away, which was easy for us to do, whereas the witch-mistress was so slothful that she had given to us the words of might wherewith to compel the coffer to yield, so that we might do all the service thereof, and she not to move hand or foot in the matter.  So when we were clad, and the time was come, we went into the hall, by no means well assured of our mistress.

When we came before her, she looked on us in surly wise, as her wont was, and said nought for a while; she stared on us and knit her brows, as if she strove to call to mind something that ran to and fro in her memory; and I noted that, and for my part I trembled before her.  But she spake at last: Meseemeth as if there is a woman in the isle besides you three; some misdoer that I was minded to punish.  Tell me, you! was there not a naked one who came into this hall a while ago, one whom I threatened with pining?  Atra, who was the boldest of us, bowed the knee before her, and said: Nay, our lady, since when do stranger women come naked into thine hall, and dare thee there?

Said the witch: Yet have I an image of a naked woman standing down there before me; and if I have it in mine eye, so should ye.  Tell me therefore, and beware, for We are not bidden to hold Our hand from you if We take you in misdeeds.

If I quaked before, now much more I quaked, till my legs well-nigh failed me for fear; but Atra said: Great lady, this image will belike be of that one whom a while ago ye had stripped and tied to a pillar here, and tormented while ye feasted.

The lady looked on her hard, and again seemed striving to gather up the thrums of some memory, and then her face became smooth again, and she spake lightly: All that may well be; so do ye go about your due service, and trouble Our rest here no longer; for We love not to look on folk who be not wholly Our own to pine or to spare, to slay or let live, as We will; and We would that the winds and the waves would send Us some such now; for it is like to living all alone to have but such as you with Us, and none to cower before Us and entreat Us of mercy.  So begone, I bid you.

Thus for that time were we saved from the witch’s cruelty; but our time came before long.  The days wore heavily, nor kept we count of them lest we should lose heart for the weariness of waiting.  But on a day as we stood on the steps of the perron and served my lady with dainties, of a hot afternoon, came two great white doves a-flying, who pitched down right before our mistress’s feet; and each had a gold ring about his neck, and a scroll tied thereto, and the witch bade us take the doves and take off the scrolls and give them unto her; and she looked on the gold rings which the doves bore, and for a moment on the scrolls, and then she said: Take ye the doves and cherish them, lest We have need of them; take also the two scrolls and keep them till to-morrow morning, and then give them into Our hands.  And look ye to this, that if ye give them not unto Us it will be treason against Us, and We shall have a case against you, and your bodies will be Ours.

Then she rose up slowly, and bade me to her that she might lean upon my shoulder and be helped upstairs, so slothful a beast as she was; and as we went up I heard her say softly to herself: Weary on it, now must I drink a sup of the Water of Might, that I may remember and do and desire.  But dear is my sister, and without doubt she hath matters of import to tell me by these doves.

So when we were together alone I told the others hereof, and we talked it over; and they deemed the tidings ill, even as I did; for we might not doubt but that the doves were a sending from the witch-sister who dwelt at the House under the Wood; and sore we misdoubted that they were sped to our mistress to tell her of thee, Birdalone, and mayhappen of the Quest, so wise as we knew she was.  As to the two scrolls, forsooth, they were open, and not sealed; but when we looked on them we could make nought of it; for though they were writ fairly in Latin script, so that we read them, yet of the words no whit might we understand, so we feared the worst.  But what might we do? we had but two choices, either to cast ourselves into the water, or abide what should befall; and this last one we chose because of the hope of deliverance.

Next morning, therefore, we came before our mistress in the hall, and we found her pacing up and down before the dais; though her wont was at that hour to be sitting in her throne of gold and ivory, lying back on the cushions half asleep.

So Atra went up to her, and knelt before her and gave her the scrolls, and she looked on her grimly, and smiled evilly, and said: Kneel there yet; and ye others kneel also, till I see what befitteth you.  So did we, and indeed I was fain to kneel, for I might scarce stand up for terror; and all of us, our hearts died within us.

But the witch read those scrolls to herself, sitting in her throne, and spake not a long while; then she said: Come hither, and grovel before Us, and hearken!  Even so we did; and she said again: Our sister, who hath been so kind unto you, and saved you from so many pains, here telleth Us, by the message of the two doves, that ye have betrayed Us and her, and have stolen her thrall and her Sending Boat, and sent her an errand for Our destruction; and therewith she delivereth you into Our hands, and ye are Ours henceforward; nor is it to be thought that ye may escape Us.  Now, for your treason, some would slay you outright here and now, but We will be merciful, and let you live, and do no more than chastise you sharply now; and thereafter shall ye be Our very thralls to do as We will with: thereafter, that is to say, when they whom ye have sent Our sister’s thrall to fetch have come hither (as belike I may scarce stay them), and I have foiled them and used them, and sent them away empty.  Now I tell you, that meanwhile of their coming shall ye suffer such things as We will; and when they be here We will not forbid you to be anigh them; but We shall see that there will be little joy to you in that nighness.  Yea, ye shall know now to what market ye have brought your wares, and what the price of treason is therein.

Verily then we suffered at her hand what she would, whereof it would shame me to tell more as at this present; and thereafter did she chain us to those three pillars of the hall whereas ye found us chained; and we were fed as dogs be, and served as dogs, but we endured all for the sake of hope; and when we durst, and deemed the witch would not hear us, we spake together and enheartened each other.

But on the fourth day of our torment came the witch to us, and gave us to drink a certain red water from out of a leaden flasket; and when I drank I deemed it was poison, and was glad, if gladness might be in me at such a tide; and when I had drunk I felt an icy chill go through all my body, and all things swam before my eyes, and deadly sickness came over me.  But that passed away from me presently, and I felt helpless and yet not feeble; all sounds heard I clearer than ever yet in my life; also I saw the hall, every arch and pillar and fret, and the gleam on the pavement from the bright sun that might not enter; and the witch I saw walking up and down the hall by the dais; but my sisters I saw not when I looked across to their pillars.  Moreover, I might not see myself when I reached out my hand or my foot, though I saw the chain which made my ankle fast to the pillar; and withal, when I set my hand on my face, or any other part of my body, or what else I might touch, I felt there what I looked to feel, were it flesh or linen, or the cold iron of my fetter, or the polished face of the marble pillar.

Now I knew scarce if I were alive or dead, or if I were but beginning to be dead; but there came upon me the desire of life, and I strove to cry out to the sisters, but though I formed the words in my mouth, and did with my throat as when one cries out aloud, yet no sound of a voice came from me, and more helpless did I feel than erst.

But even therewith I saw the witch come toward me, and therewith all my body felt such fear of her that I knew I was not dead.  Then she came before me and said: O shadow of a thrall, whom none can see but them unto whom wisdom hath given eyes to see wonders withal, now have I tidings for thee and thy sisters, to wit, that your lovers and seekers are at hand; and presently I shall bring them into this hall, and they shall be so nigh unto you that ye might touch them if I did not forbid it; but they shall not see you, but shall wonder where I have hidden you, and shall go seeking you to-day and many days, and shall find you not at all.  So make ye the most of the sight of them, for in them henceforward ye have no other part or lot.

Therewith she spat out at me, and went over to my sisters, and said words of like import to those which she had said unto me.  And presently she went out of the hall; and not long afterwards I heard voices speaking on the perron, and knew one for the voice of the witch, and the other for the voice of my lord Baudoin; and then again wore a little while, and I saw the witch come through the great door of the hall leading Sir Arthur by the hand, as if she were his dear friend, and Baudoin and Hugh, my man, following them.  And the said witch was clad full fair, and had laid by her sloth and stupid pride, as meseemed; and her limbs were grown rounder and sleeker, and her skin fairer, so that to them that knew her not she might well seem to be a goodly woman.

Now they sat to meat as my man hath told you, and then departed from the hall, and the witch also.  But after a while she came back again and loosed us, and grimly bade us go with her, and needs must we, though we could not so much as see our own feet upon the floor.  And she set us to tasks about the house, and stood by while we toiled for her, and mocked us not without stripes, and in all ways was as rough and cruel and hard with us as she had been smooth and debonair to our lords; but after noon she brought us back and chained us to our pillars again.  And when the evening came and the banquet was, it was we who were the unseen players of the string-play; and we might play no other melody than what the witch bade us; else belike, could we have held converse, we might have played such tunes as would have smitten the hearts of our loves, and told them that we were anigh.  To make a short story of it, thus did she day by day, and no comfort or converse might we sisters have of each other, or of aught else save the sight of our beloved ones, and a glimmer of hope therewith.  And, forsooth, for as grievously as my heart was wrung by the yearning of me for my love, yet was it a joy unto me to think that he went there desiring me, and that whom he desired was not the poor wretched creature chained there in her nakedness, with her body spoiled by torment and misery, but the glad maiden whom he had so often called fair and lovesome.

So passed the days, and at last hope had grown so pale and wan, that she was no more to be seen by us than we were by our lords; and now it seemed to me that death was coming, so feeble and wretched as I grew.  But the witch would not let us die, but sustained us from time to time with some little draughts of a witch-drink that revived us.

So wore the time till that evening, when came hope together with the fulfilment of hope, so that one minute we durst hope for deliverance, and the next we were delivered.

Nor is there more to tell, Birdalone, my dear, save that we came safely to the Isle of the Young and the Old in the full morning-tide; and as our ferry drew nigh the green shore, there were the two younglings whereof thou didst tell us awaiting our landing, and when we stepped ashore they came to us bearing cakes and fruit in a fair basket, and they made much of us and we of them.  And so we came to the old man, who was exceeding fain of us, and grand and courteous, till he became a little drunk, and then he was somewhat over-kind to us women.  Nevertheless, there in that pleasant isle we rested us for three days, that we might somewhat calm and refresh our spirits with what was small and of little account.  And when we departed, the old man followed us down to the strand, and lamented our departure, as he had done with our lords erewhile; only this time yet greater was his lamentation, and needs must we kiss him, each one of us, or never had he been done.  So he turned up landward, bewailing the miss of us, but presently, before we had seen the last of him, was cheerful again and singing.

So we went on our way; and we also, we maidens, in our turn, saw those woeful images of the Isle of Queens and the Isle of Kings; and we came to the Isle of Nothing, and abode warily by our ferry, and so came away safe, and thus, as thou wottest, home to the castle to hear evil tidings of thee.  Now is this all my tale.

Birdalone sat shyly and hushed when all was done; and then all they did somewhat to comfort her, each after their own fashion; and now sorrow for the slain man was made softer and sweeter for them, whereas they had to lose not two fellows, but one only.  Yet, despite of all, trouble and care was on Birdalone’s soul betwixt the joy of loving and being beloved, and the pain and fear of robbing a friend of her love.  For Atra’s face, which she might not hate, and scarce might love, was a threat to her day by day.






  








CHAPTER XI.  BIRDALONE AND THE BLACK SQUIRE TALK TOGETHER IN THE HALL OF THE CASTLE.
 

Now within a few days was the body of Baudoin laid in earth in the chapel of the castle; and in the solemnest of fashions was the burial done.  When it was over, the two knights and Sir Aymeris turned them heartily to dighting the war against the Red Hold, and less than a month thereafter was the hosting at the Castle of the Quest, and if the host were not very many (for it went not above sixteen hundreds of men all told), yet the men were of the choicest, both of knights and sergeants and archers.  There then they held a mote without the castle, whereas Arthur the Black Squire was chosen for captain, and in three days they were to depart for the Red Hold.

Now this while Birdalone had seen but little of Arthur, who was ever busy about many matters, and never had she had any privy talk with him, though sore she longed for it; yet indeed it was more by her will than his that so it was.  But when it was come to the very last day before the departure, she said that she must needs see him before he went, and he perchance never to come back again.  So when men were quiet after dinner she went into the hall and found him there, pacing up and down the floor.  For indeed she had sent a word to him by Leonard the priest that he should be there.

So she went up to him, and all simply she took him by the hand and led him into a shot-window and set him down by her; and he, all trembling for love and fear of her, might not forbear, but kissed her face and her mouth many times; and she grew as hot as fire, and somewhat she wept.

Then she spake after a while: Dear friend, I had it in my mind to say to thee many things that meseems were sage, but now neither will the thought of them come into my mind, nor the words into my mouth.  And this is a short hour.  And therewith she fell to kissing him, till he was well-nigh beside himself betwixt desire and joy and the grief of departure, and the hardness of the case.

But at last she forbore and said: Will it not be when thou art gone to-morrow as it was when ye were away upon the Quest, and I knew not how to bear myself, so heavy lay all the world and its doings and its fashion upon me?  It will be hard to me, he said; evil and grim will be the days.  She said: And yet, even now in these last days, when I see thee oft, every day my soul is worn with grief, and I know not what to do with myself.  I shall come back, he said, and bear my love with me, and then belike we shall seek some remedy.  She was silent a while, and then she said: Meanwhile of thy coming, and I see thee not at all for many days, how will it be with my grief then?  Quoth he: More than enough of grief no soul may bear; for either death comes, or else some dullness of the pain, and then by little and little the pain weareth.  Then she said: And how would it be if thou come not back and I see thee never again, or if when thou come back thou find me not, for that I be either dead or gone away out of thy reach?  He said: I know not how it would be.  When thou sayest thou shalt die, dost thou wholly believe it in thy sense or thy body otherwise than Holy Church would?  I will tell thee, she said, that now I am sitting by thee and seeing thy face and hearing thy voice, it is that only which I believe in; for I may think of nought else of either grief or joy.  Yea, when I wept e’en now, it was not for sorrow that I wept, but for I cannot rightly tell what.  And she took his hand and looked fondly upon him.

But presently she looked on his hand, and said: And now meseemeth that we twain are grown to be such close friends that I may ask thee what I will, and thou be neither angry, nor wonder thereat.  I see on thy finger here the ring that I brought with me from the Isle of Increase, and which thereafter thou hadst of me when I gave thee back also the shoon which were lent unto me.  Tell me how thou hadst it back from Atra, as I suppose thou gavest it unto her.  But how now art thou angry? for I see the blood come up in thy face.  Nay, beloved, said he, I am not angry, but whenso I hear of Atra, or think of her closely, shame comes on me and confusion, and maybe fear.  But now will I answer thee.  For even in those hours which we wore on the Isle of the Young and the Old, when all we should have been so happy together, she divined somewhat of my case, or indeed, why do I not say it out, all thereof.  And she spake to me such words (for she is both tender and wise and strong of heart) that I cowered before her and her grief and pain; and she gave me back the said ring, which forsooth I gave to her in the Sending Boat in the first hour that the Isle of Increase lay astern of us.  And I wear it now as a token of my grief for her grief.  See now, love, since I have answered thee this question without anger or amaze, thou needest not fear to ask me any other; for this of all things lies closest to my heart.

Birdalone drooped her head, and she spake in a low voice: Lo now! the shadow of parting and the shadow of death could not come between our present joy; but this shadow of the third one cometh between us and is present between us.  Woe’s me! how little did I think of this when thou wert away and I was sick of longing for the sight of thee, and deemed that that would heal it all.

He spake not, but took her hand and held it; and presently she looked up again and said: Thou art good, and wilt not be angry if I ask thee something else; this it is: Why wert thou so grim with me that other day when ye found me in that evil plight in tow of the Red Tyrant, so that I deemed that thou of all others hadst cast me off?  That was worse to me than the witch’s stripes, and I kept thinking to myself: How simple was my trouble once, and now how tangled and weary!

Then he might not refrain him, but threw himself upon her, and clipped her and kissed her all he might, and she felt all the sweetness of love, and lacked nought of kindness and love to him.  And thereafter they sat still awhile, and he said, as if her question had but that moment left her lips: This, forsooth, was the cause that I looked grim on thee: first, that from the time I first saw thee and heard thy tale, and of thy deeds, I had deemed thee wise above the wisdom of women.  But this going forth of thee to the Black Valley, whereof came the slaying of Baudoin, seemed unto me a mere folly, till again I had heard thy tale of that also; and then the tale and thy speech overcame me.  But again, though I was grieved and disappointed hereat, belike that had passed from me speedily, but then there was this also which would not let my soul rest, to wit, that I feared concerning that slain knight whose head the Red One had hung about thy neck; for how else, methought, might he have been so wroth with him and thee; and meseemed, moreover, that thou wert kind in thine heart to the dead man, even when we were come to thee; and then, seest thou, my desire for thee and the trouble of Baudoin’s slaying, and the black trouble aforesaid.  Lo now, I have told thee this.  When wilt thou cease to be angry with me?

She said: I ceased to be grieved with thine anger when thine anger died; yet strange, meseemeth, that thou shouldst trust me so little when thou lovest me so much!

And she leaned against him and caressed him gently, and again was he at point to take her in his arms, when lo! the sound of men coming unto the screen of the hall; so then those two stood up and went to meet them, and there was the speech of their sundering done.  Yet belike for a little while both those twain were happy.






  








CHAPTER XII.  THE KNIGHTS AND THEIR FELLOWS BETAKE THEM TO THE ASSAULTING OF THE RED HOLD.
 

On the morrow, when the day was yet young, the knights were ready for departure, and in the very gate they bade farewell to the ladies, who kissed them kindly one and all, and Viridis wept sore; and Atra constrained herself to do even as the others did; but pale she was and quaking when she kissed Arthur and watched him get a-horseback.

But the knights bade their ladies be of good cheer, for that they would send them tidings of how they sped every seven days at least, whereas it was no long way thence to the Red Hold, save there were battle on the road, and they deemed their host which should beset the Hold would be enough to clear all the ways behind it.  For that same cause withal they had Sir Aymeris with them, nor left a many men behind them, and they under the rule of three squires, whereof two were but young, and the third, who was made the captain of the castle, was an old and wise man of war, who had to name Geoffrey of Lea.  There, withal, was the priest Sir Leonard, who went about now much hushed and abashed, and seemed to fear to give a word to Birdalone; albeit she deemed of him that his thoughts of her were the same as erst they had been.

So now when the knights were departed, and all the host was gone out of sight, it was heavy time indeed in the Castle of the Quest till they should hear tidings of them again.  Both Aurea and Atra kept much to themselves, and did I know not what to wear away the time; for now it was not to be looked for that they should venture out-a-gates.  But as for Viridis, she waxed of better cheer after a while, but whatever betid she would not sunder herself from Birdalone; nay, not for an hour; and Birdalone took all her kindness kindly, though forsooth it was somewhat of a pain unto her; it shall be told wherefore ere long.

Withal, as if to wear the time, Birdalone betook her diligently to her needlework, and fell to the cunningest of broidery; so that Viridis and the others wondered at her, for when they were done it seemed indeed that the flowers and creatures and knots had grown of themselves upon the cloth, such wondrous work it was.

Moreover, to his great joy, the very first day of the departure of the host she called Sir Leonard unto her, and prayed to go on again with the learning her fair scribe-craft; and therein also was she diligent hours of every day; and Viridis would sit beside her wondering at the deftness of her fingers, and crying out for joy as the page grew fair and well-learned under them.

Thus wore a week, and at the end thereof came a messenger from the host and told how they had come before the Red Hold and had summoned them thereof to yield, which they had utterly denied to do, but defied the host; wherefore the host had now beset the Hold, and more folk were daily flocking unto them; but that the said Hold would be hard to win by plain assault, whereas it was both strong and well-manned; but few of the host had been slain or hurt as yet, and of the chieftains not one.

Right glad were they of the castle because of these tidings; though, forsooth, the men-at-arms knew well enough that the time would soon come when some fierce assault would be made, and then, forsooth, would be sore peril of life and limb unto the chieftains.






  








CHAPTER XIII.  BIRDALONE BETHINKS HER TO FULFIL THE PROMISE MADE UNTO ATRA.
 

Again wore a week, and once more came the messenger, and did them of the castle to wit that there had been nought more done at the Red Hold, save skirmishing at the barriers, wherein few were hurt on either side; and also that the engines for battering the walls were now well-nigh all dight, and they would begin to play upon the Hold, and in especial one which hight Wall-wolf, which had been set up by the crafts of Greenford.

This tidings also was deemed good by all, save it might be by Atra, who, as Birdalone deemed, pined and fretted herself at the delay, and would fain that, one way or other, all were over.  Atra spake but little to Birdalone, but watched her closely now; oft would she gaze on her wistfully, as if she would that Birdalone would speak unto her; and Birdalone noted that, but she might not pluck up heart thereto.

Wore a third week, and again came the messenger, and told how three days ago, whenas Wall-wolf had sorely battered one of the great towers which hight the Poison-jar, and overthrown a pan of the wall there beside, they had tried an assault on the breach, and hard had been the battle there, and in the end, after fierce give and take, they of the Hold had done so valiantly that they had thrust back the assailants, and that in the hottest brunt the Black Squire had been hurt in the shoulder by a spear-thrust, but not very grievously; but withal that he sent, in so many words, forbidding the ladies to make any account of so small a matter.  And, quoth the sergeant, most like my lord will wear his armour in four days’ time; also now we have reared another great slinger, which we call Stone-fretter, and soon, without doubt, we shall be standing victorious within that den of thieves.

Now though these tidings were not so altogether ill, yet were those ladies sore troubled thereby, and especially Atra, who swooned outright when she had heard the last word thereof.

As for Birdalone, she made as little semblance of her trouble as she might, but when all was quiet again she went to find Viridis, and brought her to her chamber and spake to her, saying: Viridis, my sister, thou hast been piteous kind unto me from the first minute that thou sawest me naked and helpless, and fleeing from evil unto worse evil; nowise mightest thou have done better by me hadst thou been verily my sister of blood; and I know it that thou wouldst be loth to part from me.

Viridis wept and said: Why dost thou speak of parting from me, when thou knowest it would break my heart?

Said Birdalone: To say it as short as may be, because the parting must now come to pass.  Viridis waxed pale and then red, and she stamped her foot and said: It is unkind of thee to grieve me thus, and thou doest wrong herein.

Hearken, dear sister, said Birdalone: thou knowest, for thou thyself wast the first to tell me thereof, that I am the supplanter in our fellowship, and that I have undone Atra’s hope.  This I did not of mine own will, but it came unto me; yet of mine own will I can do the best I may to amend it; and this is the best, that I depart hence before the Red Hold is taken and my lords come back; for if they come back and I see my lord Arthur, so fair and beauteous as he is, before me, never shall I be able to go away from him.  And lo thou, I have promised Atra by all the kindness she did me when we were come to the Wailing Tower, and I naked and quaking and half-dead with terror, that if occasion served I would do my utmost to help her, even if it were to my own grief.  Now behold this that now is, is the occasion, and there will not be another; for when my love comes home hither and beholdeth me, think thou how all the desire which has been gathering in his heart this while will blossom and break forth toward me; and mayhappen he will make but little semblance of it before other folk, for proud and high of heart is he; but he will seek occasion to find me alone, and then shall I be with him as the lark in the talons of the sparrow-hawk, and he will do his pleasure of me, and that with all the good-will of my heart.  And then shall I be forsworn to Atra, and she will hate me, as now she doth not, and then is all the fellowship riven, and that by my deed.

Yet was Viridis wrath, and she said: Meseemeth this is fool’s talk.  Will not the fellowship be all the more riven if thou depart and we see thee no more?

O nay, said Birdalone; for when I am gone thy love shall be no less for me, though as now thou art angry; and Atra will love me for that I shall have held to my promise to mine own scathe; and thy man and Aurea will lay it to me that I have done valiantly and knightly.  And Arthur, how can he choose but love me; and maybe we shall yet meet again.

And therewithal she did at last bow down her head and fall to weeping, and Viridis was moved by her tears and fell to kissing and caressing her.

After a little Birdalone lifted up her head and spake again: Moreover, how can I dare to abide him? didst thou not see how grim he was to me when they delivered me and brought me back? and he with his own lips told me so much, that it was because he doubted that I had done amiss; and now if I do amiss again, even if it be at his bidding, will it not be so that he will speedily weary of me, and curse me and cast me off?  What sayest thou, Viridis mine?

What is to say, said Viridis, save that thou hast broken my heart?  But thou mayst heal it if thou wilt take thy words back, and tell me that thou wilt not sunder thee from us.

But Birdalone brake out weeping and lamenting aloud, and she cried out: Nay, nay, it may not be; I must depart, and Atra hath smitten me amidst of my friends.  And Viridis knew not what to say or to do.

At last came Birdalone to herself again, and she looked sweetly on Viridis and smiled on her from out her tears, and said: Thou seest, sister, how little a loss thou wilt have of me, a mere wild woman.  And now nought availeth either me or thee but I must begone, and that speedily.  Let it be to-morrow then.  And when the messenger comes at the end of this week, send word by him of what I have done; and look thou to it but both our lords will praise me for the deed.

Said Viridis: But whither wilt thou, or what wilt thou do?  To Greenford first, said Birdalone, and after whither the Good Lord shall lead me; and as for what I will do, I am now deft in two crafts, script and broidery to wit; and, wheresoever I be, folk shall pay me to work herein for them, whereby I shall earn my bread.  Hearken also, my sister, canst thou give me any deal of money? for though I wot little of such matters, yet I wot that I shall need the same.  And I ask this whereas, as e’en now I said, I deem our lords shall praise my deed, and that, therefore, they would not that I should depart hence as an outcast, wherefore they shall not begrudge it to me.  Moreover, for the same cause I would thee speak to the old squire Geoffrey of Lea, and tell him that I have an errand to Greenford, and crave of him that he lend me one of the two younglings, Arnold or Anselm, and two or three men-at-arms to bring me safely thither; since now, forsooth, I need no more adventures on the road.

She smiled as she spake; and now all the passion of anguish seemed to have left her for that while; but Viridis cast her arms about her neck and wept upon her bosom, and said: Woe’s me! for I see that thou wilt go whatsoever I may say or do; I strove to be angry with thee, but I might not, and now I see that thou constrainest me as thou dost all else.  I will go now straightway and do thine errand.

Thus then they parted for that time; but it was not till the day after the morrow that Birdalone was alboun.  Viridis told of her departure both to Aurea and Atra; and Aurea lamented it, but would not do aught to stay her; for she was waxen weary and listless since the death of her man.  As for Atra, she spake but little concerning it, but to Viridis praised Birdalone’s valiance and kindness.  Yet unto herself she said: Verily she understood my word that I spake to her about the occasion of her helping.  Yet woe’s me! for she shall carry his love with her whithersoever she wendeth; and a happy woman is she.

But when Geoffrey the squire knew that the ladies, all three, were at one with Birdalone as to her departure, he doubted nothing, but bade Arnold, his mate, take four good men with him, and bring the Lady Birdalone unto Greenford and do her bidding there.  Albeit, he deemed no less but they would bring her back again.






  








CHAPTER XIV.  BIRDALONE LEAVES THE CASTLE OF THE QUEST.
 

On the morrow morn, then, Birdalone spake farewell both to Aurea and Atra; but as for Viridis, she sent her word that she had no heart thereto, and yet she sent her a word of comfort, to wit, that she deemed that they would one day meet again.  Aurea, in her parting words, part praised her, part chid her; saying that she did well and kindly and valiantly, as her wont was.  Yet, said she, when all is said, thou mightest have abided this tangle and trouble, which at the worst had not been so evil as death between us.  Yea, sister, said Birdalone, but might not death have come of my abiding?

As she spake, in came Atra, with her head somewhat drooped, meek and humble, her cheeks red, her hands trembling; and she said: Wilt thou take now my word of farewell and blessing, and the kiss of peace betwixt us, and bear away the memory of our kindness together?

Birdalone stood up proud and straight, and was somewhat pale as she suffered Atra to kiss her cheeks and mouth, and said: Now hast thou forgiven me that weird dragged me in betwixt thy love and thy goodhap; and I have forgiven thee that I am led away by weird into the waste and the wilderness of love.  Farewell.  Therewith she went her way to the gate, and the others followed her not.

Without abode her Arnold and the four men-at-arms, and her palfrey and a sumpter-horse bearing two goodly coffers, wherein Viridis had let load raiment and other havings for her; and Arnold came up to her smiling, and said: My lady Viridis hath given me a pouch wherein is money to bear for thee to Greenford and hand over to thee there when we be safe; and she hath bidden me to be in all wise obedient unto thee, lady, which needed not, whereas now and from hence forth am I by mine own will thy very servant to do thy pleasure always and everywhere.

She thanked him and smiled on him kindly, so that his heart beat fast for joy and love of her; and therewith she gat into the saddle and they rode their ways together, and Birdalone looked back never till the Castle of the Quest was shut from their eyes by the nesses of the little hills.

 

Here ends the Fifth Part of the Water of the Wondrous Isles, which is called The Tale of the Quest’s Ending, and begins the Sixth Part of the said tale, which is called The Days of Absence.






  








THE SIXTH PART: THE DAYS OF ABSENCE.
 






  








CHAPTER I.  BIRDALONE RIDES TO GREENFORD AND THERE TAKES LEAVE OF ARNOLD AND HIS MEN.
 

On the road to Greenford nought befell to tell of; they came thither when the sun was at point to set, for they had ridden diligently all day.

As they rode the streets of the good town, they noted of them, that though it was evening wherein folk do much disport them abroad, there were women and children enough in the streets or standing at their doors, but of carles very few, and they for the more part grey-heads.

Now did Arnold bring Birdalone to the town hall, wherein yet sat the deputy of the burgrave, who himself was in the leaguer at the Red Hold; this man, who was old and wise and nothing feeble of body, made much of Birdalone and her folk, and was glad of them when he knew that they had the seal and let-pass of Geoffrey of Lea; wherefore he gave them to eat and drink, and lodged them in his own house, and made them the best of cheer.

But betimes on the morrow did Birdalone send back Arnold and the four men-at-arms, with no tale but that such was her will; and bidding farewell to the said Arnold, she suffered him to kiss her hands, and gave him a ring from off her finger, so that he went on his way rejoicing.

So soon as she saw him and his men well on the road, she went to the old man, the vice-ruler of the town, who was of the aldermen thereof, and did him to wit that she would wage two or three carles who could deal with horses and beasts, and withal handle weapons if need were, to be both as servants and guards for her, as she had errands in that country-side, and belike might well have to go from town to town thereabout.  He took her asking kindly, but said it was none so easy to find men who for any wage would fare forth of Greenford at that stour, whereas well-nigh all their fighting-men were lying before the Red Hold as now.  Howsoever, ere noontide he brought before her a man of over three score, but yet wayworthy, and two stout young men, his sons, and told her that these men were trusty and would go with her to the world’s end if need were.

She took these men readily, and agreed with them for a good wage; and whereas each one had bow and arrows and short sword, she had but to buy for them jacks, sallets, and bucklers, and they were well armed as for their condition.  Withal she bought them three good horses and another sumpter-horse; which last was loaded with sundry wares that she deemed that she needed, and with victual.  Then she took leave of the alderman, thanking him much for his good-will, and so departed from Greenford at all adventure, when the day was yet young.

The alderman had asked her whither away, and she had told him that she was boun for Mostwyke first, and thereafter for Shifford-on-the-Strand; whereas she had heard talk of these two towns as being on one and the same highway, and Mostwyke about a score of miles from Greenford; but when she was well out-a-gates she came to a little road on the right hand which turned clean away from Mostwyke, and she took the said road; and when she had followed it some three miles, she asked the old carle whither it led.  He looked on her and smiled somewhat, and she on him in turn; and she said: Wonder not, my friend, that I am not clear about my ways, for I shall tell the sooth that I am a damsel adventurous, and am but seeking some place where I may dwell and earn my livelihood till better days come; and this is the whole truth, and thou shalt know it at once, to wit, that I am indeed fleeing, and were fain to hide the footsteps of me, and I bid you three to help me therein.  But ye must know that I am fleeing, not from my foes, but from my friends; and, if ye will, as we go by the way, I will tell you all the story of me, and we will be friends while we are together, yea, and thereafter if it may be.

Now she said this because she had looked carefully on these men, and herseemed that they were good men and true, and not dull of wit.  Forsooth the old man, who hight Gerard of the Clee, was no weakling, and was nought loathly to look on, and his two sons were goodly and great of fashion, clear-eyed, and well-carven of visage; they hight Robert and Giles.

Now spake old Gerard: Lady, I thank thee heartily of thy much grace unto me; now would I get off my nag and kneel to thee in the highway therefor, but that I see that thou wert fain to make as much way as may be to-day; wherefore, by thy leave, I will tarry my homaging till we rest our horses by the wayside.  She laughed, and praised his wisdom; and the young men looked on her and worshipped her in their hearts.  Forsooth, the fellowship of these good and true folk was soft and sweet to her, and soothed the trouble of her spirit.  And she enforced herself to talk cheerfully with them, and asked them many things, and learned much of them.

But now went on Gerard to say: Lady, if thou wilt hide thy ways from whomsoever it may be, thou hast happened on no ill way; for though this road be good to ride, it is but a byway through the sheep-walks that folk may drive their wains hereby in the wet season of winter and spring; and for a great way we shall come to but little save the cots of the sheep-carles; scarce a hamlet or two for the space of two days’ riding; and on the third day a little town, hight Upham, where are but few folk save at the midsummer wool-fair, which is now gone by.

Now there is a highway cometh into this road from out of the tilled country and Appleham, a good town, and goeth through it toward the tillage, and the City of the Bridges and the liberties thereof; and all the land is much builded and plentiful; but, if thou wilt, we will not take either highway, but wend over the downland which lieth north-east of Upham, and though it be roadless, yet is it not ill-going, and I know it well and its watering-places, little dales and waters therein all running north-east, wherein be certain little thorps here and there, which shall refresh us mightily.  Over that downland we may wend a four days, and then the land will swell up high, and from the end of that high land we shall behold below us a fair land of tillage, well watered and wooded, and much builded; and in the midst thereof a great city with walls and towers, and a great white castle and a minster, and lovely houses a many.  In that city mayst thou dwell and earn thy livelihood if thou canst do aught of crafts.  And if thou mayst not, then may we find somewhat to swink at for a wage, and so maintain thee and us.  But the said city is called the City of the Five Crafts, and the land round about it is the frank thereof; and oftenest, frank and city and all, it is called the Five Crafts all simply.  Now what sayest thou hereof, my lady?

She said: I say that we will go thither, and that I thank thee and thy sons of thy good-will, and so may God do to me as I reward you well therefor.  But tell me, good Gerard, how it is that thou art so willing to leave kith and kin to follow a gangrel wife along the ways?  Said Gerard: Dame, I think that the face and body of thee might lead any man that yet had manhood in him to follow thee, even if he left house and all to go with thee.  But as for us, we have no longer a house or gear, whereas they of the Red Hold lifted all my bestial, and burned my house and all that was therein a month ago.  Yea, said Birdalone, and how befalleth it, then, that ye are not before the Red Hold to avenge thee?  Dame, said he, when the muster was I was deemed somewhat over old, wherefore the sheriff took me not, but suffered my sons also to abide behind to earn a living for me; may God be good to him therefor, and St. Leonard!  But as to my kindred, I must tell thee that I am not kinned hereabout, but in a good town hight Utterhay, and that when our alderman sent for me to bring me to thee, I was more than half-minded to get me back thither.  Now sooth it is that the best way thither, though it may be indeed the safest rather than the shortest, lies through the Five Crafts; for the road goes thence to Utterhay a three score miles or so, making the longer of it, as it skirteth ever some way off a perilous forest, a place of sore dread and devilish, which hight Evilshaw, on the edge whereof lieth Utterhay, a merry cheaping-stead and a plenteous, and the home of my kindred.  Wherefore now is the City of the Five Crafts handy to us; because when thou hast done with us, as I hope it may be long first, then are we others nigh home, and may all simply wend our way thither.

Birdalone thanked him again full heartily; but therewithal as they rode along there seemed to stir in her some memory of the earliest of her days in the witch’s house, and she began to have a longing to betake her to Utterhay and the skirts of Evilshaw.






  








CHAPTER II.  OF BIRDALONE AND HER FELLOWSHIP, THEIR FARING OVER THE DOWNLAND.
 

Thus rode they along and loitered not, though they talked blithely together; and Birdalone wondered to herself that she might so much as hold up her head for bitter thoughts of the days and the longings but late passed away, but so it was, that it was only now and again that they stung her into despair and silence, and for the most part she hearkened to the talk of the old man and the lads about the days of Greenford and the alarms of lifting and unpeace, and the ways of the chapmen and the craftsmen.

An hour after noon they rested in a little dale of the downland where was a pool and three thorn-bushes thereby; and when they had lighted down, the old man knelt before Birdalone and took her hand, and swore himself her man to do her will, whatso it were; and then he stood up and bade his sons do likewise; so they two knelt before her in turn, somewhat shy and abashed, for all that they were such stout, bold fellows, and found it hard to take her hand, and then when they had it in theirs, hard to let it go again.

A score of miles and five they rode that day, and had no roof over them at night save the naked heaven, but to Birdalone that was but little scathe: they made a shift to have some fire by them, and the three men sat long about it that even while Birdalone told them somewhat of her life; and as she told of the House under the Wood and the Great Water, Gerard had some inkling of whereabouts it was; but was nought so sure, because, as abovesaid in this tale, seldom did any from the world of men venture in Evilshaw, or know of the Great Water from its banks that gave unto the forest.

In like wise they rode the next day, and came at eventide to a thorp in a fair little dale of the downland, and there they guested with the shepherd-folk, who wondered much at the beauty of Birdalone, so that at first they scarce durst venture to draw nigh unto her until Gerard and his sons had had some familiar converse with them; then indeed they exceeded in kindness toward them, in their rough upland fashion, but ever found it hard to keep their eyes off Birdalone, and that the more after they had heard the full sweetness of her voice; whereas she sang to them certain songs which she had learned in the Castle of the Quest, though it made her heart sore; but she deemed she must needs pay that kindly folk for their guestful and blithe ways.  And thereafter they sang to the pipe and the harp their own downland songs; and this she found strange, that whereas her eyes were dry when she was singing the songs of love of the knighthood, the wildness of the shepherd-music drew the tears from her, would she, would she not.  Homelike and dear seemed the green willowy dale to her, and in the night ere she slept, and she lay quiet amidst of the peaceful people, she could not choose but weep again, for pity of the bitter-sweet of her own love, and for pity of the wide world withal, and all the ways of its many folk that lay so new before her.






  








CHAPTER III.  THEY COME TO THE CITY OF THE FIVE CRAFTS, AND BIRDALONE MEETS WITH THE POOR-WIFE.
 

They made not so much way that they came to the Five Crafts on the fourth day, but lay under the bare heavens in a dale below the big swell of the downland, whereof Gerard spake.  But betimes in the morning Birdalone arose and stirred up her men, and they gat to horse, and rode the hill before them till they came on to the crest thereof.  Then Birdalone cried aloud with joy to see the lovely land before her, and the white walls and the towers of the great city, whereas Greenford was but small beside it.

So they rode down into the frank, and entered the gates of the city a little after noon, and again was Birdalone in all amaze at the going to and fro in the streets and the thronging of the markets, and the divers folk, as chapmen and men-at-arms, and craftsmen and lords, who used the said city; and to say sooth, somewhat her heart sank within her, and it seemed to her that it would be hard and troublous to have to deal with so much folk, and that they must needs go past her on the right hand and the left without heeding her life.

Howsoever, Gerard, who knew the city, brought her to a fair hostel, where she was well lodged, she and her men.  Straightway, then, before she went out into the streets again, she fell to getting together what she had of fine broidered work and of fair script, and to finishing what she had unfinished.  And she sent forth Gerard and his sons to find out where was the market for such goods, and if she would have leave to sell the same therein, or anywhere in the town; and Gerard found the hall of the embroiderers, and therein the master of the craft, and he received the carle courteously when he heard that there was fine work come to town, and did him to wit that none in any such craft might have freedom of the market save by leave of the guild of the craft; but, said he, the guilds were open-handed and courteous, and were nowise wont to refuse the said leave, were the work good and true; and he bade Gerard withal tell his mistress that she were best to bring samplings of her work to the Guildhall so soon as she might.  So the very next day went Birdalone thither, and found the master a well-looked tall man of some five-and-forty winters, who looked on her from the first as if he deemed it were no ill way of wearing the time.  To this man she showed her work, and though he found it not easy to take his eyes off Birdalone herself, yet when he looked at her handiwork, he found it better than very good, and he said to her: Damsel, here is what will be sought for at a great price by the great lords and ladies of the land, and the rich burgesses, and especially by the high prelates; and so much of it as thou hast a mind to do is so much coined gold unto thee; and now I see thee what thou art, I were fain that thou gathered good to thee.  But as diligent as thou mayst be, thou hast but one pair of hands, wonderful soothly, and yet but one pair.  He broke off at that word, for he was verily staring at her hands, and longing to see more of her arms than the wrists only, so that he scarce knew what he was saying.  Then he turned red and said: Soothly I wot that no other hands save thine may do such needlework, or make the draughts for them.  But thou wilt need women-servants to help thee, both in dighting the house for thee (for this big old carle here will be scarce meet thereto) and as apprentices to help thee about the work itself; and if thou wilt, I shall seek the best ones out for thee.  Moreover I must tell thee, that though I know for sure how that no woman in the world may work such needlework as thine, yet whiles there cometh hither a woman of middle age, a woman worn by troubles, pious, meek, and kind; and by St. Lucia! now I look on thee again, she might be somewhat like unto thee, were she young and fresh-looking and strong as thou art.  Now this woman I say, and thereat I marvel, doeth needlework that is somewhat after the manner of thine, and which seemed to us excellent till I had seen thine.  Good livelihood she earneth thereby, and is diligent therein; but she hath no heart to get apprentices, or be made one of our guild, both of which were lawful to her as to thee, lovely damsel.  But now I shall counsel her to be made of our guild along with thee, if thou wilt have it so, and then may ye both have three apprentices each, and may make in our city a goodly school, so that our guild shall be glorified thereby, for there will be none such work in the world.  How sayest thou?

She thanked him much, and yeasaid him, and thought in her heart that such work which would keep her hands and her head both busy, would solace the grief of her heart, and wear away the time, that she might live till hope might peradventure arise in her.

Then said the master: There is one thing else, that is, thy dwelling-place; and if thou wilt I shall hire thee a house in the street of the Broiderers, a goodly one: sooth to say, that same is mine own, so thou mayst deem that I tell thee hereof to mine own gain; and that may be (and he reddened therewith); but there is this in it, that if thou lackest money I shall let thee live therein without price till thou shalt have earned more than enough to pay me.

Birdalone thanked him well, but she did him to wit that she was nowise penniless; and presently she departed well pleased, though she deemed that the said master was well-nigh more friendly than might be looked for.  And the next day he came to her in the hostelry, and without more ado brought her to the house in the street of the Broiderers, and she found it fair and well plenished, and so she fell to work to get all things ready.

Now the next week was the day appointed when she should be received into the broiderers’ guild, and the day before came the master aforesaid to see Birdalone.  Sooth to say, he had not failed to come to see her every day, on one pretence or another, since the first day they had met, but ever he did to her with all honour and simply.  But on this day he brought with him the woman skilful of her hands, to show her unto Birdalone, who received her gladly, and thereafter Master Jacobus left them alone together.

The said woman looked worn and aged indeed, but was not of more than five-and-forty winters even by seeming, after the first look at her; she was somewhat tall and well-knit, her face well shapen, and her hair yet goodly.  There was a kind look in the eyes of her, as if she might love anyone with whom she lived that would be kind to her.  Meek, or rather over-meek, of mien she was, and it seemed of her that she had been sore scared and oppressed one while or another.

So when Master Jacobus was gone, Birdalone set her down on the settle beside her, and spake to her full sweetly and kindly, and the woman spake little in turn save answering simply to her questions.  Birdalone asked where she was kinned, and she answered: In Utterhay.  Then said Birdalone: Within these last few days I have heard that town named twice or thrice, and never before, as meseemeth; and yet, hearing the name from thy mouth, it seemeth to stir something in me, as if I had been there one time and longed to be there again.  Is there aught in the place whereof folk tell wide about, so that I might have heard it told of and not noted it at the time?  Nay, lady, said the dame, save perchance that it is on the verge of a very great and very evil wood, otherwise it was once a merry town and of much resort from the country-side.

Birdalone looked on her, and saw that the tears were coming from her eyes and running down her cheeks as she spake; so she said to her: Why dost thou weep, mother?  Is there aught I may do to assuage thy grief?  Said the dame: Thou art so kind to me, and thy voice is so dear and sweet, that I cannot choose but weep.  Meseems it is because love of thee hath taken mine heart, and therewith is blended memory of past sorrow of mine.  Thou askest me if thou mayest do aught to assuage my grief; dear lady, I am not grieved now, that has gone by; nay, now I am more than not grieved, I am made happy, because I am with thee.  But since thou art so debonair with me, I will ask thee to do somewhat for me; and that is, to tell me of thy life gone by; I mean, sweet young damsel, of thy life when thou wert a little child.

Then Birdalone kissed her and said: It goes to my heart that thou lovest me; for soon as I set eyes on thee my heart went out to thee; and now belike we shall be dear friends; and that is a thing that shall avail me much, to have a friend who is so much older than I, so that nought can come between us, of the love of men and other griefs.  Yea, now, said the dame, smiling somewhat sadly; now do I see the water standing in thine eyes, and thy voice quavers.  Is it so, thou lovely kind damsel, that thou hast been grieved by love of a man?  Who then may prevail in love if thou prevail not?  And she fell to fondling Birdalone’s hand; but Birdalone said: It is over-long to tell of all my life, mother, though I be so young; but now I will do as thou badest me, and tell thee somewhat of my days when I was little.

And therewith she fell to telling her of her days in the House under the Wood, and the witch and her surliness and grimness, and of her love of the wild things, and how she waxed there.  And she spake a long while, for the memory of those days seemed to lead her along, as though she verily were alive now in them; and the woman sat before her, gazing on her lovingly, till Birdalone stayed her tale at last and said: Now have I told thee more than enough of a simple matter, and a life that was as that of a wild creature of the woods.  Now shalt thou, mother, tell me somewhat of thee, and what was thy grief of Utterhay: for thou shalt find that the telling thereof shall solace thee.  Ah! so think young folk, said the woman sadly, because there are many days left for them to hope in.  But though the telling of my sorrow be a fresh sorrow to me, yet shalt thou hear it.  It is but of the loss of my babe; but she was of all babes the fairest and the sweetest.

Then she fell to telling Birdalone all that concerning the witch at Utterhay and the poor-wife that ye have heard in the beginning of this book, until the time when she left the house to buy meat for the witch; for she herself was the said poor-wife.  And then she told how she came back again and found her guest gone and the child withal; and though she had wept for love of Birdalone, she wept not at telling of this grief, but told it as a tale which had befallen some other one.  And she said: And so when I had done running up and down like a wild thing, and asking of the neighbours with lack of breath and fierceness of speech who had taken my child away from me; and when I had gone up to the wood and even some way into it, and when I had wandered up and down again, and night was falling, I came back at last again to my poor house so weary with my woe, that I scarce knew what had befallen me.  And there upon the board lay the victual and drink which I had brought, and the money which the witch had given unto me; and despite of grief, hunger flamed up in me at the sight, and I threw myself on to it and ate and drank, and so came to myself, that is, to my grief.  But the next day I ran about hither and thither, and wearied folk with my asking and my woe; but it was all of none avail.  The child was gone away from me.  There is little more to tell of me, sweet lady.  If I were to live, needs must I take the poor price of my little one, to wit, the witch’s money, and deal with folk for my livelihood; wherefore I bought me cloth and silks, having now the wherewithal, and set to work on broidery, for even then was I a cunning needle-woman.  So were God and the saints good to me, and inclined the folk to me, that they were good and piteous, and I lacked not work nor due livelihood; but after a while I wearied of Utterhay, where my dear child should have been running about before my feet; and having by this time gotten a little money together, and being exceeding deft in my craft, I came on hither to live, and, praise be to St. Ursula! I have found it easy to live: and praise be to All-hallows withal that I have found thee, who art so kind and lovely; and thou by seeming of the very age my child should be if she be living: or how old art thou, dear lady?

Birdalone laid her hand on her breast, and she was turned pale, but she said in a low voice: I deem that I am of twenty summers.

Then they both sat silent, till Birdalone might master the fluttering of her heart, and she said: Now meseems I have a memory even earlier than those I told thee erst.  A woman took me out of a basket and set me on the back of an ass, and I looked about, and I was in a grassy lawn of the woods; and I saw a squirrel run up a tree-trunk before me, and wind round the tree and hide him; and then I stretched out my hands and cried out to him; and then came the woman unto me, and gave me wood-strawberries to eat out of her hand.

Brake out the poor-wife thereat, pale and trembling: Tell me now, my child, hast thou any memory of what the woman was who set thee on the ass and gave thee the strawberries?  Birdalone looked on her, and scanned her face closely, and then shook her head, and said: Nay, it was not thou, mother.  Nay, surely; nay, surely, said the woman; but think again.  Said Birdalone, speaking slowly: Was it my mistress then?  She was a tall woman, somewhat thin and bony, with goodly red hair and white-skinned, but thin-lipped.  Quoth the poor-wife: No, no; it is of no use; nought such was she.  Then Birdalone looked up and said eagerly: Yea, but it was her other shape belike: therein was she a tall woman, dark-haired, hook-nosed, and hawk-eyed, as if of thirty summers; a stark woman.  Hast thou seen such? dost thou remember her?

The woman sprang up and cried out, and was like to have fallen, but Birdalone arose and held her in her arms and comforted her, and set her in her seat again and knelt before her; and presently the poor-wife came to herself and said: My child, thou sayest do I remember her; how shall I ever forget her? she was the thief who stole my child.

Therewith she slid from off her seat, and knelt by Birdalone, and stooped low down on the floor as if the tall maiden were but a little one, and she fell to kissing her and patting her, her face and her hands, and all about; and said, sobbing and yet smiling: Suffer me a little, my child, mine own lovely child!  For in good sooth I am thy mother, and it is long since I have seen thee: but hearken, when I come quite to myself I shall pray thee not to leave me yet awhile, and I shall pray thee to love me.

Birdalone clipped and kissed her, and said: I love thee dearly, and never, never shall I leave thee.

Then they stood up, and the mother took Birdalone by the shoulders, and held her a little aloof, and devoured her with her eyes; and she said: Yea, thou hast grown tall, and belike wilt grow no taller: and how fair and lovely thou hast grown; and thou that wert born in a poor man’s house! no wonder that any should covet thee.  And I, I wonder if ever I was as fair as thou art; forsooth many called me fair for a little while; and now behold me!  Nay, child and darling, let not thy face grow downcast, for now shall I know nought more of fear and grief; and is it not like that I shall grow fairer of flesh, and shapelier, in the happy days we shall dwell together?  And therewith she took her to her arms, and it seemed as if she might never have enough of clipping and embracing her; and she would look at Birdalone’s hands and her feet and her arms, and stroke them and caress them; and she wondered at her body, as if she had been a young mother eaten up with the love of her firstborn.  And as for Birdalone, she was as glad of her mother as might be; and yet in her heart she wondered if perchance one of the fellowship might stray that way, and be partaker in her joy of this newfound dear friend; and she said, might it be Viridis; but in her inmost heart, though she told it not to herself, she longed that the Black Squire might find her out at last.






  








CHAPTER IV.  OF THE LOVE OF GERARD’S SONS AND OF JACOBUS FOR BIRDALONE.
 

Now dwelt Birdalone in rest and peace when she had been taken into the guild along with her mother, and they had taken the due apprentices to them; and they began to gather much of goods to them, for of fine broidery there was little done in the Five Crafts, and none at all that could be put beside their work, either for beauty of the draught of it, or for skill of handiwork.  She declared unto all folk how that the poor-wife (who had to name Audrey) was her very mother, from whom she had been stolen in her youngest days; but she told none any tale of how she was stolen.  And the twain dwelt together in the greatest loving-kindness; and it was with Audrey as she had forecast, that now her days were happy, and she living in all ease and content, that the goodliness of her youth came back to her, and she became a fair woman as for her years; and therewith it grew to be clear that the two were so much alike one to the other, that all might see that they were mother and daughter.

Gerard and his two sons she maintained yet as her men; and not only were they of much use to her in fetching and carrying, but also true it is that her beauty was so manifest, that she whiles needed a stout lad weaponed at her back when she was in the streets or amidst the throng of the market; and many were they, and whiles of the highest, who craved love of her, some with honour, and some with lack of it.

Of these, forsooth, were but two that anywise troubled her; and the most trouble was this, that she might not fail to see that the love of her had entered into the hearts of the two Gerardsons, Robert and Giles; so that times were when she deemed she must even send them away, but when it came to the point she had not the heart thereto; though none other remedy there seemed, so sorely as their souls were wounded by longing for her.  It is not to be said that they ever spake to her thereof, or wittingly wearied her with signs of love; but they could not so easily cover it up but that it was ever before her eyes.  But she suffered it all for friendship’s sake and for their true service, and in all friendliness did what she might to solace their grief.  Forsooth so good and true she found that father-kind, and the young men so goodly and kind, that she said to herself, had she not another man lying in her heart, she might well have chosen one of those twain for her very speech-friend and true lover.

The second wooer that troubled her was the master, Jacobus, who, when but three months were worn of her dwelling in her house, did all openly crave her love and offer her marriage, he being a man unwedded.  Sore was her heart that she must needs gainsay him, so kind and courteous as he had been to her at their first coming together; though this indeed is sooth, that straightway, so soon as he saw her, he fell into the captivity of her love.  Howsoever, gainsay him she needs must, and he took the naysay so hardly that he was scarce like a man before her, and wept and prayed and lamented many times over, till she wearied of it, and well-nigh fell to loathing him.  So that it came to this at last, that one day she spake to him and said that she might no longer bear it, but must seek another house and leave his.  There then was the to-do, for he fell on his knees before her, and kissed her feet, would she, would she not, and cried out in his grief, till at last for pure weariness of his folly she gave way unto him, and said that she would still abide there; whereon he rose up from her and went away with all the grief run off him for that time, and as glad a man to look on as you might see on a summer’s day.

But the next morning he came unto her again, and she thinking all was begun afresh, made him no glad countenance; but he stood up before her and spake friendly, and said how that she was in the right of it, and that if they both dwelt in one house together they were like to have but a weary time of it, both she and he.  But, said he, I will not that thou shouldst depart out of this house, for a goodly one it is, and full meet for thee; it is for me to depart, and not for thee.  I tell thee, forsooth, that I had from the first meant this house as a gift from me to thee.  And therewith he drew from his pouch a scroll, which was a deed of gift of the said house, duly sealed and attested, and he gave it into her hands; but she was sore moved thereat, and at the demeanour of him that morning, and she let the scroll fall to the floor and wept for pity of him, and reached out both her hands, and he kissed them, and then her lips also, and sithence he sat down beside her.  But she said: Alas! that thou wilt give me what I may not take, and wouldst have of me what I may not give.

But now he waxed hotter, and said: This once I command thee to do my will, and take my gift.  It will be nought to my gain if thou take it not; for I may not live in this house when thou art gone from it; and I swear by All-hallows that I will not let any have it to hire, nor will I sell it, since thou hast made it holy by dwelling therein.

Yet was she sore moved by his generous fashion, and she said: I will take thy gift then, and live here in honour of thee and thy friendship; for well I wot thou hadst no mind to buy me with thy gift.

So she spake, and he stood up stark and stern, and so departed, and kissed her not again; though meseems she would have suffered him had he offered it.  Nay, belike had he at that moment pressed his wooing somewhat masterfully, it is not so sure but she might have yeasaid it, and suffered him to wed her and lead her to bed; though it would have gone ill both with him and with her thereafter.

Thenceforth dwelt Birdalone with her mother and her maidens and her men in that house, and it became famous in the Five Crafts because of her beauty and her wisdom, which minished not, but waxed day by day; but therewithal as the time wore, waxed her longing and sadness.  But all this she hid in her own heart, and was debonair to all about her, and so good to poor folk that none had a word save of blessing on her beauty and her wisdom.






  








CHAPTER V.  OF THE DEATH OF AUDREY, MOTHER TO BIRDALONE.  SHE IS WARNED IN A DREAM TO SEEK THE BLACK SQUIRE, AND IS MINDED TO DEPART THE CITY OF THE FIVE CRAFTS, AND SEEK AGAIN THE CASTLE OF THE QUEST.
 

Thus dwelt Birdalone in the Five Crafts in such rest and peace as her heart would let her; and dear and good friends she had about her; her mother first, whose love and desire for love of her made all things soft and dear unto her.  Gerard and the Gerardsons were next, who were ever faithful and true unto her, and deft both of hand and of mind, so that they wrought many things for her avail.  Then came the master, Jacobus, who held himself unwedded for her sake, and though he no longer dwelt in the same house with her, might scarce endure to miss the sight of her for two days running: a dear friend she deemed him, as forsooth he was, though whiles he tormented and wearied her, and belike had wearied her more, but for the sorrow which lay on her own heart, whereof it came that she might not think of any man as of one who might be a lover, and so felt safe even with so kind a friend and so stubborn in his love as was this one.  Moreover he never again craved love of her in so many words, but only in his goings and comings so did, that it was clear how he had her, and the love of her, ever in his heart.

Wore thus a five years; and then came a sickness on the city, and many died thereof; and the said sickness entered into Birdalone’s house, and slew Audrey her mother, but spared all else therein.  Thereby at the first was Birdalone so overwhelmed that she might heed nought, neither her craft nor her friends, nor the days to come on the earth for her.  And moreover when she came more to herself, which was not for many days, and asked why her friend Jacobus had not been to see her the last days, she was told that he also was dead of the pestilence; and she sorrowed for him sorely, for she loved him much, though not in the way he would.

And now did the city and land of the Five Crafts begin to look unfriendly to Birdalone, and she fell to thinking that she must needs depart thence, as she well might do, whereas she had foison of goods: and at first it was in her mind to go with Gerard and his sons unto Utterhay; but then she deemed the thought of her mother, and how she would be ever thinking of the loss and the gain, and the loss once more stood in the way; and she turned one thing and another over in her mind, and might not face it.

On a night, as she slept, came to her dreams of her days in the House under the Wood (as very seldom betid), and the witch-wife was speaking to her in friendly fashion (as for her) and blaming her for fleeing away, and was taunting her with the failure of her love, and therewith telling her how fair a man and lovesome was the Black Squire, and what a loss she had of him; and Birdalone was hearkening and weeping for tenderness’ sake, while the witch was unto her neither fearful nor irksome, and forsooth nought save a mouthpiece for words that both grieved Birdalone and yet were an eager pleasure unto her.  But in the midst thereof, and ere the dream had time to change, Birdalone awoke, and it was an early morning of later spring, and the sky was clear blue and the sun shining bright, and the birds singing in the garden of the house, and in the street was the sound of the early market-folk passing through the street with their wares; and all was fresh and lovely.

She awoke sobbing, and the pillow was wet with her tears, and yet she felt as if something strange and joyous were going to betide her, and for joy of the love of life the heart beat fast in her bosom.

She arose all darling naked as she was, and went to the window and looked out on the beauty of the spring, while the sound of the market-wains brought to her mind the thought of the meads, and the streams of the river, and the woodsides beyond the city; and she fell a-longing for them, as a while she knelt on the window-seat, half dreaming and asleep again, till the sun came round that way, and its beams fell upon her bosom and her arms; and she stood up and looked on the fairness of her body, and a great desire took hold of her heart that it might be loved as it deserved by him whom she desired.  And thus she stood there till she became ashamed, and hastened to do on her raiment; but even as she was about it, it came upon her that what she had will to do was to seek to the Castle of the Quest, and find out where was her love if there he were not, and so to seek him the world over till she found him.  And such a flood of joy possessed her when she thought this, and so eager to begone she was, that she deemed every minute wasted till she were on the road.

Nevertheless, in a while, when her mind was steadied, she knew that she had somewhat to do ere she might be gone, and that here, as oft, it would be more haste less speed.

So she abode a little, and then came into her hall duly dight, and found Gerard and his sons there to serve her; and she brake her fast, and bade them sit by her at table, as oft she did; and she spake to them of this and that, and Gerard answered lightly again; but the two Gerardsons looked at one another, as though they would speak and ask a question from time to time, but forbore because they durst not.  But Gerard looked on them, and deemed he wotted what was in their minds; so at last he spake: Our lady, both I, and meseemeth my sons also, deem that there is some tidings toward which are great unto thee; for thine eyes sparkle, and the red burns in thy cheeks, and thine hands may not be quiet, nor thy feet abide in one place; wherefore I see that thou hast something in thy mind which strives to be forth of it.  Now thou wilt pardon us, our dear lady, that we ask concerning this, because it is in our love for thee that we speak, lest there be some change toward which shall be a grief to some of us.

My men, said Birdalone, flushing red, sooth it is that there is a change at hand, and I shall tell you straightway what it is.  Years ago I told you that I was fleeing from my friends; now the change hath betid that I would seek them again; and needs must I leave the Five Crafts behind to do so.  And moreover there is this ill word to be said, which I will say at once, to wit, that when I am but a little way gone from the Five Crafts I must wend the other deal of my journey birdalone, as my name is.

All those three sat silent and aghast at that word, and the young men grew pale; but after a while spake Gerard: Our lady most well-beloved, this word which thou hast spoken, to wit, that thou needest us no longer, I have looked to hear any time this five years; and praise be to the saints that it hath come late and not soon.  Now there is no more to be said but that thou tell us what is thy will that we should do.

Birdalone hung her head awhile for sorrow of sundering from these men; then she looked up and said: It seemeth, my friends, as if ye deem I have done you a wrong in sundering our fellowship; but all I may say hereon is to pray you to pardon me, that I needs must go alone on my quest.  And now what I would have you do, is first of all to fetch hither a notary and scrivener, that he may draw up a deed of gift to you, Gerard and Gerardsons, of this house and all that is therein, saving what money I may need for my journey, and gifts such as I shall bid you to be given to my workwomen.  Ye must needs yeasay this, or ye are forsworn of your behest to do my will.  But furthermore, I will have you to let the workwomen of mine (and the head one ruling) to hire the aforesaid house, if so they will; for now are they skilled, and may well earn good livelihood by the work.  But the next work is simple; it is to furnish for me the array of a young man, with such armour as I may easily bear, to dight me for my road.  Forsooth ye wot that not unseldom do women use the custom of going arrayed like men, when they would journey with hidden head; and ye may happen upon such gear as hath been made for such a woman rather than any man; but thou shalt get me also a short bow and a quiver of arrows, for verily these be my proper weapons that I can deal with deftly.  Now my last command is that, when all is done, maybe to-morrow, or maybe the next day, ye bring me out of the city and the frank of the Five Crafts, and bring me somewhat on my way over the downs, for loth am I to part from you ere needs must.  Then they knelt before her and kissed her hands, and they were full of grief; but they saw that so it had to be.

Thereafter Gerard spake with his sons apart, and in a while came to Birdalone, and said: Our lady, we will do your will in all wise; but we shall tell thee, that the Five Crafts will look but strange to us when thou art gone, and that we have a mind to betake us to Utterhay and the land of our kindred.  Wherefore we pray thee to give this house that hath been so dear to us unto thy workwoman and her mates; for we need it not, nor the hire thereof, but shall do well enough with what money or good thou mayst give us.  Is this according to thy will, or have I spoken rashly?

She said: Ye are good and ungreedy, and I bless you for it; be it as ye will; and this the more, as I were fain that ye go to Utterhay; for whiles I have deemed that I myself am drawn thitherward, wherefore it may be that we shall meet again in that place.

And when she had so spoken, she might not refrain her tears; and the Gerardsons turned away, for they were ashamed, both that they should see her weep, or she them.  But at last she called to them and said: Now make we the speediest end we may of this, for sorry work is the tarrying of farewell; so I pray you, my friends, to go about the work I have bidden you.

So all was done as she would, and the day after the morrow was Birdalone abiding the coming of Gerard and his sons with the horses; and despite of the sundering of friends and the perils that belike lay before her, the world seemed fair to her, and life beginning anew.  And she made no doubt that she would soon be at the Castle of the Quest, and there find all things much as she had left them; and there at least would be the welcome of her dear friend Viridis.






  








CHAPTER VI.  OF THE SUNDERING OF BIRDALONE FROM GERARD AND HIS SONS.
 

Presently were the horses come with Gerard and his sons, and Birdalone gat to horse amongst them.  She was armed in a light hauberk, and over it a long and loose surcoat that came down beneath the knee of her; and a sallet she had upon her head, wide but light, so that not very much of her face was to be seen.  She had made up her mind to this tale upon the road, when she was among folk, that she was under a vow not to do off her helm for a seven days’ space.  Withal she had covered up the lovely shapeliness of her legs with long boots of deer-leather, and her surcoat was wide-sleeved; she was well hidden, and whereas she was a tall and strong woman, she might well pass for a young man, slender and fair-faced.  She was girt with a good sword, and Gerard had gotten her a strong horseman’s bow and a quiver full of arrows, wherewith, as aforesaid, she knew well how to deal; wherefore she was by no means without defence.

So they went their ways through the streets and out-a-gates; and it must be said, that were not Birdalone’s thoughts turned toward the Castle of the Quest, and what she should meet there, her heart had been somewhat sore at leaving the city which had cherished her so well these years past; nay, as it was, the shadow of the southern gate, as she past thereunder, smote somewhat cold upon her, and she silently bade farewell to the City of the Five Crafts with some sorrow, though with no fear.

Forth they rode then through the frank and up on to the shepherd country, and whereas their horses were of the best, and they had no sumpter-beast with them till they came to Upham, where they must needs have victual, they made but five days of it to the place where the road turned aside from the country of Mostwyke.  There then they drew rein, and Birdalone lighted down from her horse, and they all, and they lay upon the grass and ate and drank together.

But when they were done, spake Birdalone and said: Dear friends, this is the hour and the place when we must needs part; for ye shall go back again to Five Crafts, and do what I have bidden of you, and do your will, and wend your ways with your livelihood unto Utterhay.  But as for me, I must go my ways first unto Greenford, and thence to seek my friends from whom erst I was fleeing when ye first became my friends.  Now perchance ye will say that I have taken you up in my need, and cast you aside at my pleasure; but I may only say that there be at present two deals of my life, and of one of them have ye been partakers, and of the other ye may not be.  Forsooth that is a grief unto me, as I suppose unto you is it a greater one.  But unto me also were it heavier but that my heart tells me it shall not ever be so; for as I said to you some days agone, I have a hope that we shall yet meet again, be it in Utterhay or in some other place.  And now I pray you to pardon me wherein I may have done amiss unto you, and begrudge it not that there be others, who indeed were first-comers in regard to you, and whom I love better than you; for of your truth and your good-will and loving-kindness will I bear witness wheresoever I may be.

Then spake Gerard: Do ye speak, my sons; for I have no grudge against her, nor aught to bewail me as to her, save, it may be, that I am now so well on in years that it may well befall that I shall not live till the time of the meeting in Utterhay.  But I will pray thee this, dear lady, that if thou come to the place where I lie dead thou wilt kiss my burial-stone, and sing due masses for me.  Nay, she said, but this is the worst shall betide betwixt us.

Then spake Robert Gerardson: I am not deft of speech, but this parting makes me bold to say this: that from the time when first I set eyes on thee I have loved thee in such wise that never mayst thou love me as much as I love thee, if thou hast anywhere, as I deem thou hast, a lover of thy body, whom thou lovest.  Now I have seen that for a long while thou hast known this, and hast ever because of it been as meek and kind with me as thou mightest be.  And this hath partly grieved me the more, because it hath eked my longing for thee; and yet it hath comforted me the more, because it hath made me deem better of thee, and deem thee worthier of worship and holier; therefore have thou all my blessing for it.  And now I know that thou sunderest from us that thou mayst go seek thy very bodily lover; and I say, that if the sundering had been for any lighter cause, grieved at heart should I have been; but since it is even so, once more I bless thee, and ever shall I be happy in the thought of thee; and if ever we meet again, still shalt thou find me as now I am in heart and in soul.

She turned to him, not dry-eyed, and said: I know that what thou sayest is sooth; and thou hast guessed right as to my goings; and I take thy blessing with love and joy.

Then were they silent; but Giles Gerardson was struggling with words, for he was slow to speech; at last he said: I say much as saith my brother: but see thou, our lady, how ill it had gone if thou hadst loved one of us with an equal love; woe worth the strife then!  But now I will crave this of thee, that thou kiss me on the lips, now whenas we part; and again, that thou wilt do as much when first we meet again hereafter.  And I tell thee right out, that if thou gainsay this, I shall deem it unfriendly in thee, and that those lovely words which thou didst speak e’en now were but words alone, and that thou art not as true as I have deemed thee.

She laughed amidst her tears, and said: Dear lad, doom me not till I have been found guilty!  I shall nowise naysay thee this, for I love thee, and now and ever shalt thou be unto me as a brother, thou and Robert also; for even so have ye done by me.  But thou wottest, dear lad, that whiles and again must sister sunder from brother, and even so it has to be now.

Then they sat silent all four; and thereafter Birdalone arose and did off her sallet, and kissed and embraced Gerard and his sons, and bade them farewell, and she and the young men wept.  Then she armed herself and gat to horse, and went her ways towards Greenford, having nought with her but the raiment and arms that her body bore, and her horse, and some gold pieces and gems in a little pouch.  So rode she; and the others turned back sadly toward the Five Crafts.






  








CHAPTER VII.  BIRDALONE COMETH TO GREENFORD, AND HEARS OF THE WASTING OF THE CASTLE OF THE QUEST.
 

Now came Birdalone riding into Greenford an hour before sunset on a day of the latter end of May; and she had no doubt but to go straight to the hostelry, and that the less as she had not abided there before, as hath been told.  To them that served her she told the tale of her vow, that she might not do off her sallet that seven days; and some trowed her, and some deemed her a woman, but whereas she seemed by her raiment to be of condition none meddled with her.  Moreover, as she told her intent to ride on betimes in the morning, it mattered the less unto them: withal she gave out that she came from foreign parts, as sooth it was.

In the evening she sat in the hall, and with her were three chapmen travelling with their wares, and two good men of the town sitting; and they were talking together, and were courteous and blithe, and amidst their talk they threw many a glance at the slim and fair young squire, as Birdalone seemed, and were fain to speak unto him, but refrained them for courtesy’s sake.  For her part, Birdalone longed sore to ask them somewhat of the Castle of the Quest, but the words clave to her throat for very fear; and she sat restless and ill at ease.  However at last said a townsman to a chapman: Art thou for the Red Hold, Master Peter, when thou art done here?  Birdalone turned very pale at that word; and Master Peter spake: Yea, surely, neighbour, if the folk leave aught in my packs for others to buy.  He spake in a jovial voice, as if he were merry, and the others all laughed together, as though they were well pleased and in good contentment.  And now, deemed Birdalone, would be her time to speak if she would learn aught; so she constrained herself at last, and spake, though in a quavering voice: Meseems then, masters, this good town is thriving as now?  This I ask because I am a stranger in these parts this long while, and now I am come back hither fain were I to find the land in good peace; for I may chance to take up my abode hereby.

The goodmen turned to her and smiled kindly when they heard the sweetness of her voice; and one of them said: Sir of the sallet, ye shall be content with the peace in this land, and the thriving of its folk; the very villeins hereabout live as well as franklins in most lands, and the yeomen and vavassours are clad as if they were knights of a good lord’s household.  Forsooth their houses are both goodly and easy to enter; and well is that, whereas there lacks never good meat and drink on the board therein.  And moreover their women are for ever seeking whatso is fair and goodly, whatso is far-fetched and dear-bought, whereof we chapmen also thrive, as thou mayst well deem.  Ah! it is a goodly land now!

The others nodded and smiled.  But Birdalone spake, hardening her heart thereto for very need: Belike then there is a change of days here, for when I last knew of the land there was little peace therein.  And that will not be so long agone, said a townsman, smiling, for I doubt we should see no grey hair in thine head if thy sallet were off it.  Birdalone reddened: It will be some five years agone, said she.  Yea, yea, said the townsman, we were beginning to end the unpeace then, and it was the darkest hour before the dawn; for five years agone we and the good knights of the Castle of the Quest were lying before the walls of the Red Hold.  Forsooth we cleared out that den of devils then and there.  What betid unto it after ye won it? said Birdalone, and she trembled withal.  Said the townsman: Heard ye never of the Black Squire, a very valiant knight, since thou sayest that thou hast known this country-side?  She bowed a yeasay, for this time she found it hard to speak.

Well, said the townsman, we held garrison in the Red Hold for some three months, and thereafter we craved of him to come and be our captain therein; for, even after the Hold was won, there was yet a sort of runagates that haunted the country-side, men who had no craft save lifting and slaying.  And forsooth we knew this Lord Arthur for the keenest and deftest of men-at-arms; so he yeasaid our asking, and did all he might herein, and forsooth that was all there was to do; for he was ever in the saddle, and at the work.  Forsooth he was not a merry man, save when he was at his busiest; and little he spake in hall or chamber, else had he been better beloved.  But at least by no man better might the land have been served.

There was silence a little, and Birdalone waxed deadly pale; then she strove with herself and said: Thou sayest he was and he was; is he dead then?  Said the townsman: Not to our knowledge.  When he had brought the land into good peace, which is some three years and a half agone, he went his ways from the Red Hold all alone, and we saw him no more.  But some folk deem that he hath entered into religion.

Birdalone’s heart sickened, and she thought to herself that now all was to begin again; yet she felt that the worst was over since he was not dead, and she was able to think what she should do.  So she said: Mayhappen he hath gone back to the Castle of the Quest?  Nay, nay, said the townsman, that may not be; for waste is that house now; there is none dwelleth there, save, it may be, now and again a wandering carle or carline abideth there a day or two.  Said Birdalone: How hath that befallen? or where is gone Sir Hugh, the Green Knight?  Said the townsman: We knew the Green Knight well; frank and free and joyous was he; all men loved him; and his lady and speech-friend, none ever saw a lovelier, and as kind as was he.  But we might not keep them with us; they are gone into their own country.  Sir Hugh left the Castle of the Quest some three months after the Black Squire came to us for captain, and he gave over the castle to Sir Geoffrey of Lea, an old and wise man of war.  But not many months thereafter we heard that he also had departed, leaving it ungarnished of men; and we deem that the cause thereof is that something uncouth is seen and heard therein, which folk may not endure.  Is it not so, my masters?

They all yeasaid that, and the talk went on to other matters.  As for Birdalone, though her hope to come amongst friends was so utterly overthrown, yet she saw not what to do save to go her ways to the Castle of the Quest, and see if perchance she might find any tidings there.  And she said to herself, that if the worst came to the worst, she would herself dwell there as an hermit of love; or, maybe, to face those uncouth things and see if any tidings might be compelled out of them.






  








CHAPTER VIII.  BIRDALONE COMETH TO THE CASTLE OF THE QUEST, HEARETH THE TALE THEREOF FROM LEONARD, AND DEPARTETH THENCE BY THE SENDING BOAT.
 

She arose betimes on the morrow, and was out of Greenford so soon as the gates were open, and at first made all speed that she might toward the Castle of the Quest; and nothing hindered her, for the land was verily in good peace, and she might have come there if she would before sunset, for all whom she met furthered her.  But as the day waned her courage waned with it, so that at last she stayed some six miles short of the house, and craved shelter at a yeoman’s stead there, which was granted her with all kindness; and they made much of her, and she told them her vow of the sallet, and they deemed nought save that she was a young man.

She departed early in the morning with their God-speed, and while the day was yet young came into the meadows before the castle, and saw the towers thereof rising up before her: then she checked her horse, and rode on no faster than a foot’s pace; yet as slow as she might ride, needs must she get to the gate while the day was yet young.

So came Birdalone by that bower wherein she had slept that first night she came to the castle; and she reined up to look on it; and as she sat there gazing, came a man out from it clad as a man of religion; and her heart beat quick, and she was like to fall from her horse, for there came into her mind what the townsman had said, that the Black Squire had gone into religion.  But the hermit came towards her with a cup of water in his hand, and he cast his hood aback from him, and she saw at once that it was Leonard the priest, and though it was not the friend whom she sought, yet was she glad that it was a friend; but he came and stood by her, and said: Hail, wayfarer! wilt thou drink of our well and rest thee a while?  So she took the cup and drank of the water, looking kindly on him, while he wondered at the beauty of her hand, and misdoubted him.  Then she gave him back the cup and lighted down off her horse, and took the sallet from her head, and spake: I may not pass by a friend without a word; think if thou hast not seen me before?

Then he knew her, and might not refrain him, but cast his arms about her and kissed her, weeping; and she said: It is sweet to me to find a friend after what I have been told of yonder house.  Yea, said he, and art thou going up thither?  Certes, said she, and why not?  Said he: They are gone, and all gone!  How and whither? said she.  But I must full certainly go thither at once; I will go afoot with thee; do thou tether my horse till thou comest back.

He said: But wilt not thou come back?  I know not, she said: I know nought save that I would go thither; let it be enough that I suffer thee to go with me, and on the way thou shalt tell me what thou canst of the tale.

Then went Leonard and tethered the horse, and they went together afoot to the gate; and Birdalone told what she had heard of Arthur and Hugh; and Leonard said: This is true, and there is not much else to be said.  When the Black Squire came back from the leaguer of the Red Hold, and had heard before of thy departure, he was heavy of mood and few-spoken, and wandered about as one who might find no rest; yet was he not stern with Atra, who for her part was no less heavy-hearted: soothly a sad company we were, and it was somewhat better when my Lord Arthur went his ways from us; and indeed eager he was to be gone; and it could be seen of him that he was fain of the toil and peril which they of Greenford offered him.  Then in some four months spake my lord Hugh that he also would be gone to a place where were both a land and folk that would look friendly on him; so he went with my lady Viridis and my lady Aurea, and they had Atra also with them; and me also they would have had, but my heart failed me to leave the place where I had been so glad and so sorry with thee; death had been better; wherefore in yonder bower as in an hermitage I serve God and abide my time.  But though I wot nought of where is gone the Black Squire, I know whereto those four are gone, and it is but a seven days’ ride hence, and the land is goodly and peaceable, and if they be not dead, most like they be there yet.  How sayest thou then, thou dearest and kindest, wilt thou thither to them?  For if so, I may well lead thee thither.

Birdalone shook her head.  Nay, she said, I deem that I am drawn elsewhither, but soon I shall tell thee.  Lo now the gate.  But ere we enter, tell me of Sir Geoffrey of Lea, and why it was that they might not abide the uncouth things, or if there were any such.  Spake Leonard: Things uncouth there were, and I was called upon to lay them, and I did as biddeth Holy Church in all wise, but prevailed not against them, and still were they seen and heard, till folk might endure it no longer.

And what like were these things? said Birdalone, and are they yet seen and heard?  Said Leonard: Strange it is, but last night I went into the great hall where they mostly betid, and laid me down there, as whiles I do, for I fear them not, and would see if they yet appear; but all night came nothing at all.  As to the likeness of them . . .  Then he stopped, but said presently: Hard it is to tell thee of them, but needs must I.  There be two of these things; and one is an image of a tall woman of middle-age, red-haired, white-skinned, and meagre, and whiles she has a twiggen rod in her hand, and whiles a naked short sword, and whiles nought at all.  But the voice of her is cursing and blaspheming and ill-saying.

Said Birdalone: This is then a fetch of my witch-mistress of whom I told thee erst, and the image of her; what is the other?  Said Leonard: I were fain not to tell thee.  Yet needs must thou, said Birdalone.  Dear lady, said Leonard, the other is an image of thee, and even most like unto thee; but whiles clad in a scanty grey coat and barefoot, and whiles clad in a fair green gown goodly broidered, and broidered shoon; and whiles all mother-naked.

And what voice cometh from mine image? said Birdalone, smiling, yet somewhat pale withal.  Said Leonard: One while a voice of sweet singing, as of a bird in the brake, and that is when thou art clad; and again, when thou art naked, a voice of shrieking and wailing, as of one enduring torments.

Spake Birdalone: And when did these wonders begin?  Said he: Not till after Sir Hugh and thy she-friends were gone hence.

Pondered Birdalone a little; then she said: I see herein the malice of my witch-mistress; she would not send these fetches while Hugh was here, lest he should turn to seeking me with all his might.  But when they departed, she would have the castle waste, and then she sent them, wotting that thereby she would rid her of Sir Geoffrey of Lea; while, on the other hand, I was nought so much unto him that he would spend all his life seeking me.  But now I deem I know so much of her that I may bid thee to look on her as dead if these fetches come not again within a little while.  Then mayst thou send and do Sir Geoffrey to wit thereof, and belike he will come back again; and fain were I thereof for it will be merrier if the Castle of the Quest be dwelt in once more.

Yea, verily, said Leonard; but far merrier yet wert thou to dwell there.  Nay, she said, but now I see that it is not fated for me.  Let us go in, for I would get to what I would do.

So therewith they passed under the shadow of the archway, and Birdalone stayed not but went straightway into the hall, and through it; and the priest, who lagged somewhat behind her speedy feet, cried out unto her: Whither wilt thou? what chamber wilt thou visit first?  But she stayed not, and spake to him over her shoulder as she went: Follow me if thou wilt; I have but one place only to come to ere I leave the Castle of the Quest, save I must needs turn back on my footsteps.

Then Leonard came up with her, and she went her ways out of the hall, and out on to the waterswale of the castle, and so to the little haven of the water-gate.  There Birdalone looked about her eagerly; then she turned to Leonard and pointed with her finger and said: Lo thou! there yet lieth my ferry of old time, the Sending Boat; now wot I wherefore I was drawn hither.  And her eyes glittered and her body quivered as she spake.

Yea forsooth, said Leonard, there it lieth; who of all folk in the castle had durst to touch it?  But what hath it to do with thee, O kindest lady?

Friend, she said, if this day weareth, and I am yet within these walls, then meseemeth there must I abide for evermore; and there perchance shall I meet that seeming of myself, maybe for this night, maybe for ever, till I die here in this castle void of all that I love, and I over-young for it, friend.  And I know now that there is hope within me; for I bethink me of a dear friend over yonder water of whom I have never told any, nor will tell thee now, save this, that she is the wisdom of my life.

Wherefore now I will try this ferry and wot if the wight thereof will yet obey the voice of the speaker of the spell, who has shed of her blood to pay therefor.  Put not forth a hand therefore nor speak a word to let me, but take this farewell of me, with my pity and such love as I may give thee, and let me go, and think kindly of me.

Then she went up to him, and laid her hands upon his shoulders, and kissed him, and turned about without more ado and stepped into the boat; then she sat down and stripped her arm of its sleeve, and drew forth a knife and let blood of her arm, and then arose and smeared stem and stern therewith, and then sat down with her face to the stern and sang:

The red raven-wine now
 Hast thou drunk, stern and bow;
 Wake then and awake
 And the Northward way take:
 The way of the Wenders forth over the flood,
 For the will of the Senders is blent with the blood.
 

Then she abode a little, while Leonard stood staring on her speechless with grief and blinded with his bitter tears, till the boat began to move under her, and presently glided out of the little haven into the wide lake; then she turned her face back unto him and waved her hand, and he knelt down and blessed her, weeping.  And so she vanished away from before him.






  








CHAPTER IX.  BIRDALONE FINDETH THE ISLE OF NOTHING GREATLY BETTERED, AND IS KINDLY ENTREATED THERE.
 

Now it was scarce noon when she departed, and the dark night came upon her in the midst of the water; and she fell asleep in the boat ere the night had grown very old, and woke up in the morning, not exceeding early, maybe about six o’clock; then she looked ahead and thought presently to see the ill-favoured blotch of the Isle of Nothing on the bosom of the blue waters, whereas it was a fair and cloudless morning of latter May.  Sure enough she saw land ahead, and it lay low down on the water, but she deemed from the first that it was green of hue, and as she neared it she saw that it was verily as green as emerald.  Thereat she was a little troubled, because she thought that mayhappen the Sending Boat had gone astray, and that if the wight thereof were not wending the old road, maybe he was not making for the old haven.  For now indeed she told herself right out that her will was to go back again to the House under the Wood, and see what might betide there, and if she and the wood-mother together might not overcome the witch.

But whatever might happen nought could she do but sit in her place and wend as the Sending Boat would; and in an hour’s space she was right under the lee of the land, and she saw that it was shapen even as the Isle of Nothing had been aforetime.  But this made her wonder, that now the grass grew thick down to the lip of the water, and all about from the water up were many little slim trees, and some of them with the May-tide blossom yet on them, as though it were a fair and great orchard that she was nearing; and moreover, beyond all that she saw the thatched roofs of houses rising up.

Presently then the Sending Boat had brought her to the land, and she stepped ashore, but was wary, and gat her bow bent and set an arrow thereto she began to go up from the water.  Yet she thought within herself, it will be nought ill if I be come amongst folk, so long as they be peaceful, or else how might I live the journey out to all the isles and so home to the House under the Wood?

So she turned her face to where she had seen those roofs, which now she saw no longer because of the thick leaves of the little trees, and so went along a narrow path, which grew to be more and more closely beset with trees, and were now no longer apple and pear and quince and medlar, but a young-grown thicket of woodland trees, as oak and hornbeam and beech and holly.

At last as she went she heard voices before her, so she stole warily to the edge of the copse, finger on shaft; and presently could see clear of the saplings and out on to a wide space of greensward, beyond which was a homestead of many houses and bowers, like unto that of a good yeoman in peaceful lands, save that the main building was longer, though it were low.  But amidst the said greensward was a goodly flock of sheep that had been but of late washed for the shearing, and along with the sheep four folk, two carles and two queans, all of them in their first youth, not one by seeming of over a score and two of summers.  These folk were clad but simply, man and woman, in short coats of white woollen (but the women’s coats a little longer than the men’s), without shoon or hosen; they had garlands of green leaves on their heads, and were wholly unarmed, save that one of the men bore an ashen wand in his hand.  As for their bodies, they were goodly of fashion, tanned indeed by the sun’s burning, but all sweet of flesh were they, shapely and trim, clean-made, and light and slim.

Birdalone’s heart yearned toward them, and she stepped straightway from out of the cover of the coppice, and the sun flamed from her sallet and glittered in the rings of her hauberk, so that the folk might not fail to see her; the sheep fled bundling from her past their keepers, who stood firm, but seemed somewhat scared, and moved not toward Birdalone.  She gave them the sele of the day and stood still herself; but the man with the ash-wand said: Hail, thou man; but we would have thee come no nearer a while, though thy voice be sweet: for we know what things they be which thou bearest, and that thou art a warrior.  Wilt thou hurt us?

Birdalone laughed as sweetly as the blackbird sings, and she did off her sallet and shook the plenteous hair down over her, and then drew forth her sword and dagger and cast them to earth, and laid her bow and quiver of arrows upon them, and said: Now will I come to you, or ye shall come to me, whereas I am unweaponed, and no warrior, but a woman, and ye are four to one, and two of you carles; wherefore now ye may bind me or slay me if you will; but in any case I pray you first to give me a mouthful of meat.

When she had done her speech, she went up to the fairest of the women and kissed her; but the two carles made no more ado but came to Birdalone and kissed her one after other, and that as men who needed nought to compel them therein, and each thereafter took a hand of her and held it and caressed it.  But the other woman had run into the house as soon as Birdalone spoke, and came back again with a treen bowl full of milk and a little loaf, not white but brown; and there blundered about her legs as she came a little lad of some three winters old, naked and brown, who was shy of the gleaming new-comer, and hid him behind the woman one while, and the other while came forth to see the new thing.  But the woman said: Dear woman, here is for thee some of the ewes’ milk, and a bite of bread, and a little deal of cheese; the said milk is yet warm, so that it is not yet clottered; but if thou wilt come with us thou mayest speedily drink cows’ milk, and we be now at point to go milk them.

Birdalone thanked her with a heart full of content, and was not ill-pleased to get her hands free from the two carles; so she sat down and ate her breakfast while they talked with her, and told her of diverse work of theirs; as to how their trees were waxing, and new tillage they had done the past spring, and how it befell to the kine and the goats; of their children also they spake, and how there were already four thereof, and one of the women, the meat-bringer, already quickened with child once more.  So that ere we die, quoth the carle who was speaking, we look to see many grandchildren, and shall have some stout carles and queans here.  And by that time will some of the trees be well grown, so that we may fell timber and make us some keel that will wend the lake, and help us a-fishing; or we may go to other lands; or whiles folk may come to us, even as thou hast, thou dear-handed, sweet-voiced woman.  But wilt thou abide here ever?

Yea, said the other, but that is looking forward a long while, that building of ships.  What is nearer and well to think of is, that these apple and pear trees be so well fruited, small as they be, that this harvest we shall be able to make us cider and perry; yea, and no little deal thereof.  But art thou minded to abide with us ever?  That were dear to us; and belike thou wouldest bear us children, thou also.

Then spake the meat-fetching woman and laughed withal: Nay, thou also lookest aloof a pretty deal; whereas what is now to do is to go milk the kine, and to take this guest with us, so that she may drink somewhat better than ewes’ milk though the cider be not ready to hand.  But tell me, our dear guest, art thou verily going to abide with us a long while? that were sweet to us, and we will do all we may to pleasure thee.

Nay, said Birdalone, it will no better be but that I depart on the morrow; and all thanks do I give you for your kindness.

The woman kissed her, and she arose, and all they went together to the milking of the kine some half mile inland; and they passed through much of orchard, and some deal of tillage, wherein the wheat was already growing high; and so came they to a wide meadow through which ran a little stream, and therein was a goodly herd of kine.  So they fell to the milking, and made Birdalone drink of the sweet cows’ milk, and then went and lay down under the shade of the little young trees, and talked and were merry together.  But the men were both of them somewhat willing at first to kiss Birdalone and toy with her, but when she let them know that she desired it not they refrained them without grudging.

All this while of their talk they asked Birdalone nought of whence and whither, and she would not ask them, lest it might stir their asking, and then she would have to tell them some deal of her story; and telling it was now become unto her somewhat weary work.

In a while they arose all, and the men and one woman went their ways to deal with the acre-land, but the meat-fetcher went back with Birdalone into the house; and she showed her all that was therein, which was for the more part, forsooth, the four babes aforesaid.  The others came back in the eventide, bearing with them foison of blue hare-bells, and telling joyously how they had found them anigh the coppice edge in such a place: and thereafter they were merry, and sang and talked the evening away, and showed Birdalone at last to a fair little chamber wherein was a bed of dry grass, where she lay down and slept in all content.






  








CHAPTER X.  OF BIRDALONE’S FLITTING FROM THE ISLE OF NOTHING.
 

On the morrow Birdalone arose betimes, and would not tarry despite all the kindness of that folk and the change which had come over the Isle of Nothing; so the friends saw her down to the boat all together, and bore down with them a deal of bread and cheese and late apples of the last year, for her provision on the road, and a pail of milk withal; and men and women they kissed her at departure, and the meat-fetcher said: If by any means thou mayst find a keel which will carry thee hither, at some time, I would thou wouldst come; for even if thou be old, and we passed away, yet here shall be our children or our grandchildren to welcome thee; and we will tell them the tale of thee that they remember it and long for thee.

Then Birdalone kissed her again, and made much of her, and so stepped into the boat, and fell to her sacrifice to the wight thereof; and those others stared at her and wondered, and spake nought unto her till she was gone gliding over the face of the waters; but as they walked back to the house, they spake amongst themselves that this must be some goddess (for of Holy Church they knew nought) who had come to visit them in her loveliness; and in after times, when this folk waxed a many, and tilled all the isle and made ships and spread to other lands and became great, they yet had a memory of Birdalone as their own very lady and goddess, who had come from the fertile and wise lands to bless them, when first they began to engender on that isle, and had broken bread with them, and slept under their roof, and then departed in a wonderful fashion, as might be looked for of a goddess.

But as for Birdalone, she came not back ever, nor saw that folk again, and now she sped over the water toward the Isle of Kings.






  








CHAPTER XI.  COMING TO THE ISLE OF KINGS BIRDALONE FINDETH THERE A SCORE AND TWO OF FAIR DAMSELS WHO WOULD FAIN HAVE HER COMPANY.
 

Birdalone came ashore at the said isle at the day-dawn, and saw but little change in the isle when it grew light, and still the castle stood looking down awfully on to the meadows.  But when she had set foot on the land, she handled her bow lest the worst might befall, and looked about her, deeming that this time she would not go her ways to the dread show that was arrayed in the castle, if forsooth those dead folk yet abode there.

So now as she looked across the meadow, she saw one with light and fluttering raiment come forth from the trees, and look toward her whereas she stood flashing and gleaming in the sun like an image of the God of Love turned warrior.  Now Birdalone deemed for sure that this was a woman; she saw her come a little nigher to her, and then stand looking at her under the sharp of her hand; then she turned about and ran back to the brake whence she came; and presently Birdalone heard the sound of voices coming thence, and in a little while thereafter came forth from the said brake a rout of women (one score and two as they were told thereafter) and walked over the meadow straight unto her.  She stood where she was, so as to be nigh unto her ferry in case they willed her unpeace; for though they were weaponless by seeming, they were a many.

When they were come near they stood about her in a half ring, whispering and laughing each to each.  Birdalone saw that they were all young, and that none of them might be called ungoodly, and some were full fair.  They were bright and fine of array.  Most bore gold and gems on fingers and neck and arms; they were clad in light, or it may be said wanton raiment of diverse colours, which had only this of their fashion in common, that they none of them hid over-much of their bare bodies; for either the silk slipped from the shoulder of her, or danced away from her flank; and she whose feet were shod, spared not to show knee and some deal of thigh; and she whose gown reached unsheared from neck to heel, wore it of a web so thin and fine that it hid but little betwixt heel and neck.

Birdalone stood gazing on them and wondering, and she had a mind to think that they were some show sent by her old mistress the witch for her undoing, and she loosened her sword in its sheath and nocked an arrow.

But then ran forward two of the damsels and knelt before her, and each took an hand of her and fell to kissing it, and she felt their hands that they were firm and their lips that they were soft and warm, and they were doubtless alive and real.  Then spake one of them and said: Hail our lord!  How can words say how we rejoice in thy coming this happy morn!  Now do all we give ourselves to thee as thy slaves to do as thou wilt with.  Yet we pray thee be merciful to us and our longings.

Therewith all the sort of them knelt down on the grass before Birdalone and joined their hands as praying to her.  And Birdalone was full ill at ease, and wotted not where she was.  But she said: Hail! and good days and fulfilment of wishes unto you, fair damsels!  But tell me, is this the Isle of Kings, as I deemed; for strange it is for me to see ye womenfolk here?

Said she who had spoken afore: Yea verily this is the Isle of Kings; but long ago are the kings dead, and yet they sit dead in the great hall of the castle yonder, as thou mayst see if thou, who art a man and a valiant warrior, durst follow up yon mountain path thereto; but we, weak women and little-hearted, durst not go anigh it; and we tremble when whiles a-nights cometh down thence the sound of clashing swords and clattering shields, and the cries of men in battle.  But, praise be to the God of Love, nought cometh down from thence unto us.  Therefore do we live peaceful lives and pleasant here, lacking nought but thee, lord; and lo now thou hast come unto us, and we are happy in our inmost hearts.

Now was Birdalone perplexed and knew not what to do; but at last she said: Gentle maidens, I pray you pardon me, but I must depart straightway; for I have an errand, and life or death lieth on it.  In all else than my abiding here may ye have your will.

Therewith did she move a little way toward her ferry; but forthwith all they brake out weeping and wailing and lamenting, and some of them came up to Birdalone and cast themselves down before her, and clasped her knees, and took hold of her skirts, and besought her piteously to abide with them.  But she put them aside as well as she might, and stepped aboard the Sending Boat, and stood amidst it waiting on their departure; but they went not, and stood along on the lip of the land crying out and beseeching with much clamour.

Then Birdalone waxed somewhat wrath at their noise and tumult, and she drew forth her knife and bared her arm and let blood from it.  But when they saw the whiteness and roundness of it, and how fine and sleek it was, straightway they changed their tune, and cried out: A woman, a woman, a fool of a woman! and they laughed in scorn and mockery.  And the speaker of them said: Now there is but one thing for thee to do, and that is to come forth from thy boat and strip off thy stolen raiment, and we shall make thee as fine as ourselves, and thou shalt come with us, and with us abide the coming of our lord.  Nay, thou art so fair and lovely, that thou shalt be the Lady and Queen of us, and we will do after thy commands, and thou mayst chastise us if we fail therein.  But now if thou wilt not come forth of the boat uncompelled, we shall pluck thee forth of it.

And therewith she set her foot on the gunwale of the boat, and two or three others did the like.  But now had Birdalone her sword naked in her hand, and she waxed as red as blood, and cried out: Forbear I bid you!  Yea verily I am a woman; but I will not take this offer either, whereas I have an errand, as I told you.  And so stern it is, that if ye now let my departure I will not spare to smite with this sword whoso first cometh aboard my ferry, and though I be not a man, yet shall ye find that in this matter I shall be little worse, whereas I am armed and ye be naked.

Then they drew back and stood gibing and jeering at her; but she heeded it no whit, but reddened stem and stern of the Sending Boat, and sang her spell, and forth glided the ferry, while the damsels stood and stared astonished.  As for Birdalone, as she sped on her way she might not refrain her laughter.  Thus she wended the wet highway.






  








CHAPTER XII.  BIRDALONE COMETH AGAIN TO THE ISLE OF QUEENS, AND FINDETH A PERILOUS ADVENTURE THEREIN.
 

It was not yet daybreak when Birdalone came ashore again, and the moon was down, and it was dark; wherefore she durst not go up on the land, but lay down in the ferry and fell asleep there.  When she woke again it was broad daylight, the sun was up, and a little ripple was running over the face of the water.  She stepped ashore straightway, and looked up the land and to the right hand and the left, and saw at once that it was indeed the Isle of Queens, and the house stood trim and lovely as of old time; then she longed somewhat to tread the green meadow a little, for yet young was the day, and she saw nought stirring save the throstle and a few small beasts.  However, she said to herself that she would go nowhere nigh to the goodly house wherein abode those images of death.  Yet her body longed so sore for the springtide freshness of the grass, and was so bewooed of the flowery scent thereof, that though she durst not go unarmed, she did off her footgear and went stealing softly barefoot and with naked legs over the embroidered greensward, saying aloud to herself: If run for the ferry I needs must, lighter shall I run so dight.

Nonetheless, she had gone but a little way ere a terror took hold of her, though she saw no child of Adam anigh, and she turned and ran back swiftly to her old place and sat down under a twisted oak-tree hard by the Sending Boat, and abode there panting and quaking, and scarce daring to look up from the grass for a while.  Then her heart came back to her, and she laughed, and said to herself: I am a fool, for I need fear nought on this Isle of Queens save women like myself.

Yet she sat there a little while longer without stirring; then she stood up and looked keenly around, and, as aforesaid, exceeding far-sighted she was; but still she saw neither man nor maid nor suckling child.

Then her eyes sought the lips of the lake, and rested on a little bight some stone’s throw ahead of the Sending Boat, where, a little back from the water, slim willows made a veil betwixt the water of the meadow; and she looked, and saw how pleasant a place it were for a one to stand and look on the ripple just left, while the water dripped from the clear body on to the grass.  And her bare feet fell to telling her clad sides of the sweet coolness of the water, and waited for no naysay, but lightly bore her toward the willowy bight.  And when she was there, she did off her sallet and ungirt her, and laid her sword on the grass, and did off her surcoat and hauberk, and so was a woman again in one white coat above her smock.  Then she looked heedfully betwixt the willow-boughs, and saw no more than before, nought but a little whitethorn brake, now white indeed with blossom, some fifty yards landward from where she stood.  So she laughed, and did off her other raiment, and slid swiftly into the water, that embraced her body in all its fresh kindness; and as for Birdalone, she rewarded it well for its past toil by sporting and swimming to her full.

Then she came forth from the water, and clad herself in no great haste, and did on her hauberk and sallet and sword, and so went back to her place, and sat down and began to do on her foot-gear.

But as she looked up from her work a moment, lo! a tall man coming toward her, and just about the willows whereby she had bathed.  Her heart beat quick and her face changed, yet she hastened, and was shod and stood up in knightly array by then he stayed his steps some five paces from her, and gave her the sele of the day in courteous wise; and she strove to think that he had not seen her, or at least noted her otherwise dight; yet her heart misgave her.

He was a grizzled-haired man of over fifty summers by seeming, but goodly enough and well-knit; he was clad in a green coat more than a little worn, but made after the fashion of knighthood; he had nought on his head but an oak-chaplet, and no weapons but a short sword by his side and a stout staff in his hand.

She gave back his greeting in a quavering voice; and he said: Welcome again, young man.  Art thou come to dwell with us?  Truly thou art trim now, but ere some few months thine attire will be not so much fairer than ours, and thine hauberk will be rusted, for here be no joyous tiltings nor deeds of arms, and no kind ladies to give the award of honour, so that if we fight amongst ourselves it will be because we have fallen out, and spitefully.  Yet (and he laughed, mockingly, as she thought) thou mayst bring us luck, and draw some fair damsels unto us, for that is what we await in this isle, which is barren of their fair bodies, despite of its deceitful name.

Thereat Birdalone reddened, deeming that he divined her womanhood, but she enforced her to speak hardily, and as manly as she might, and said: Yea, fair sir, and if I be the God of Love, as thou deemest, and not merely a poor squire (Louis Delahaye, at thy service), how many damsels shall I send thee if there must needs be one to each man of you?  Quoth he: Thou must make up the tale to a score or more, or some of us must lack.  Sooth to say, at this time thou needest not haste overmuch for all the tale, whereas there is but one other of the company near at hand, a mere foolish young man; the others are gone to the leeward side of the isle, to fetch us venison and fish, both of which are more plenty there than here; wherefore are we two somewhat lonesome in this stead, all the more as we be over-nigh to the sorcery in the great house, which we durst not enter; for though nought cometh out thence down unto us, yet hear we a-night-tides, first songs, and then cries and shrieking, come out therefrom.

Then he stayed his speech, and drew a little nigher to Birdalone, and then grinned, and said: Forsooth we can spare him, we twain.  And he looked on her hard, and the colour came into her cheeks, and she laughed uneasily, as a dainty lady when she heareth some unmeet tale.

But again the old carle drew nigher to her, and said: Thou seemest to have a good bow and store of arrows; if thou wouldst lend them to me for a little, and come with me into the wood hard by, I might shoot thee some venison with little toil to thee; whereas, forsooth, thou lookest scarce like one who is meet for over-much toil.  Again she reddened, and spake nought this time; and he said: Deem not there be no deer this end of the isle because I said that the others were gone to fetch home venison; only the deer be tamer there and more, and we have but evil shooting-gear, whereas thou art well found therein.  Wilt thou not come? we shall have merry feast after the hunt.

Now had Birdalone come to her wits again, and she answered like a merry youth, with a flavour of mockery in her speech: Fair sir, thou shalt not deem that I need much help in slaying the dun deer; for I do thee to wit that I shoot not ill in the bow; neither am I heavy-footed.  But I will not hunt in your park to-day, for I have an errand which calleth me away, so that I shall depart hence presently.  Besides, wise elder, there is thine errand to see to; and if I be the God of Love, as thou sayest, I must not keep thee and thy valiant fellows languishing mateless; so with thy leave I will now depart, that I may send you a score of fair damsels for your company.

And she turned about and made a step toward her boat; but the carle drew nearer, laughing; and he said: Truly sayest thou that thou art not heavy-footed, for never saw I feet lighter or fairer than glided over the meadow e’en now; nor a fairer body than came like rosy-tinted pearl fresh out of the water while I lay hidden in yonder thorn-brake that while.  Wherefore trouble not thyself to bring any more damsels than thyself, fairest Goddess of Love, for thou art enough for me.

And therewith he ran forward, and stretched out a hand to her; but in that nick of time had she her sword naked in her hand, and the carle drew back before the glitter thereof, and cried out: Ho, ho! is it to be battle, my mistress?  Deemest thou that thou wilt slay me as lightly as the dun deer, and thou with thy bow unstrung at thy back?  Now shall I show thee a trick of fence; but fear not that I shall hurt thee to spoil thee.

He advanced on her with his staff aloft, and her heart failed her, and she quaked, and lightly he beat down her guard and did the sword out of her hand; and again he turned on her to take her, but she sprang aside and ran from him, but ran landward perforce, as he was betwixt her and the boat; and he followed heavily, and had nought to do in the race.

But she had not gone a two-score yards ere she heard a great shout, and another man came running over the meadow; a slim young man was this, and worse of attire than the old carle, for so tattered was his raiment that he was half naked; but he was goodly of fashion, fresh-coloured and black-haired.  Birdalone stayed her feet when she saw him, for though she doubted not to outrun him, yet whither should she run, since her ferry was behind her?

So the young man came up to her, and the old carle met him all panting, and the young man said: How now, Antony! what battle is this? and wherefore art thou chasing this fair knight?  And thou, fair sir, why fleest thou this grey dastard?

Said Antony: Thou art but a young fool, Otter, this is no man, but a woman, and I have taken her, and she is mine.

Well, said Otter, I say she is as much mine as thine; nay, more, if she will give herself unto me.  But if she will not, she shall go whither she will in thy despite.  Or art thou a woman?

Yea, yea, said Birdalone; and I pray thee, by thy mother’s head, suffer me to depart; for heavy and full of need is the errand that I am about.

Go thou shalt then, said Otter; lead back to thy place, and I will walk with thee.  So did they: and Birdalone went beside the young man quaking; but he put out no hand unto her; and sooth to say, she deemed that she had seldom seen so fair a young man, but it were Arthur or Hugh.

Now he, as Antony, was girt with a short sword, but he let it be in its sheath; and as they went, Antony drew his blade again, and hove it up to smite Otter, but as it befell Birdalone saw him, and turned round sharp upon him and gat hold of his wrist, and therewith Otter turned also, and caught the old carle by the nape as he turned away, and put a foot before his and shoved mightily, so that he went noseling to the earth.

Then turned Otter about again, laughing, and he said to Birdalone: By Saint Giles! thou art well-nigh too valiant for a woman, and I would that we two might be together; and then between us we might achieve the adventure of the dead ladies up yonder.  She hung her head, and said: Fair sir, it may not anywise be; yet I thank thee, I thank thee.

So came they to the water-side and the Sending Boat, and Birdalone stayed her feet there, and the young man said: What is this keel, that seemeth unto me as if it were a ferry for malefactors wending to a death of torment, so grey and bleared and water-logged and sun-bleached as it is, and smeared over with stains of I know not what?

Said Birdalone: Such as it is, it is my ferry over the water to where I would be.  Strange! said Otter; to my mind it is like to our fortunes on this isle, we who were once knights and merry squires and are now as gangrel men, and of ill conditions, thinking of nought save our first desires, even those which we share with the wolf and the kite.

She said: But art thou of evil conditions, thou who hast just delivered me from trouble?  He smiled grimly: Damsel, said he, I have not delivered thee yet from me, though I have from him.  But tell me, art thou a sorceress?  Not a black one, said Birdalone; but I will tell thee at once that I have been bred by a witch most mighty, and some deal of lore have I learned.  And therewith she told him of the Sending Boat, and how she would have to speed it on the way.

He looked on her a little and then turned away, and saw her sword lying on the grass; so he went to it and picked it up and brought it to her, and said: Thou mayst yet need this keen friend.  So she took it and thrust it back into the scabbard, quaking somewhat because of him; so feeble and frail as she felt before him.  Then he said: If thou deemest thou hast somewhat to reward me for, I have a boon to ask of thee, and granting that, we shall be quits again.  Yea, she said faintly, and what is the boon?  He said: Art thou pressed to depart now, this minute?  Nay, said Birdalone, not for an hour if there be no peril here from other men, and . . . and . . .  And if I be true to thee and will let thee go? said he, laughing; hah! is that not thy word? fear not, I swear by thine eyes that thou shalt depart whenso thou wilt.  Now then, the boon I crave is, that thou wilt sit down here beside me and tell me the tale of thy life that has been.  Said she: It wearies me to think thereof; yet hast thou a right to crave somewhat of me, and this is not hard to grant.

And she sat down by him; but he said: Do this also for me, take off thine headpiece, since now that we know thee for a woman it serveth thee nought.  So did she, and began her tale straightway, and told him all thereof, save as to the wood-wife, and he sat hearkening and watching her face; and when she had made an end, he said: Now shall I ask none other boon of thee, though I long sore for it; but best it is that we sunder straightway, else maybe I might yet be for hindering thee.

Therewith he stood up, and Birdalone also, and he looked on her eagerly, and said: I am now to bid thee farewell, and it is most like that I shall never see thee again, wherefore I will ask thee yet to let one thing come from thy mouth; for I deem thee the dearest of all women I have ever seen.  What shall I say? said Birdalone, smiling on him kindly; must thou needs put the word in my mouth?  Thou hast been friendly with me here when need was to me of friendliness; wherefore I say, I would I might see thee again, and thou better bestead than now thou art.

The young man’s face brightened, and he said: Spake I not that thou wert the dearest of all?  This was even the word I would have put in thy mouth.  But now see thou, one goeth on from one thing to another, and I must now ask thee, is there aught which thou hast a mind to give me ere I depart, some keepsake which I durst not ask for?

She flushed red and said: I will with a good heart give thee my bow and arrows for a keepsake; whereas the old carle told me that ye be ill furnished of shooting-gear.

And she would have taken her bow from her back, but he laughed aloud, and said: Nay, nay, I will not have that; for there be those who gird them to a sword and know not how to use it, but few will cumber their shoulders with bow and quiver who cannot shoot therewith; I deem it like that thou art a fell bowman.  Keep thy bow therefore, and if thou wilt go without any other gift, even so be it.

And he made as if he would turn away; but she put forth both her hands and took his in them, and lifted up her face and kissed him kindly, and then turned away to her ferry; while Otter stood still and said in a merry voice: Now is it better than well, for thou art in all ways what I would have thee, and there is nought like unto thee.  And therewith he turned away and departed ere Birdalone had stepped into the Sending Boat, and she blushing like a rose the while.  Then she did due sacrifice to the wight of the witch-ferry, and sped on her way without any hindrance.






  








CHAPTER XIII.  COMING TO THE ISLE OF THE YOUNG AND THE OLD, BIRDALONE FINDETH IT PEOPLED WITH CHILDREN.
 

Midst all this had worn some hours, but yet it was barely noon; wherefore it was yet dark by then Birdalone made the Isle of the Young and the Old; so she stepped out of the boat, and lay down on the grass and abode the dawn sleeping.  And she awoke with the clatter of shrill voices, and she rose up and looked, and lo a multitude of children all about her, both men and women children, and, as it seemed, from five years old upward to fifteen.  They cried and crowed merrily when they saw her stand up, and pressed on her to see her the nearer and to touch her hands or her raiment.  They were but little clad, and the younger ones not at all, but were goodly younglings and merry.  So great was the noise they raised, that loud were the thunder which had not been hushed thereby; and Birdalone stood looking on them, smiling, and knew not what to do.  Anon she turned to a tall thin lad of some fifteen winters, and said unto him: Wilt thou now take me unto the house, and the place where dwelleth the old man?  Quoth he: I neither know of an old man, nor rightly what it means, the word.  Am not I old enough for thee?  I am the oldest of these here.  But belike thou art hungry; wherefore if thou come to the place where we sleep a-nights, and where we shelter us from the storm and the rain when need is, I will give thee to eat; for we have both bread and milk and cheese, and raisins of the sun.

So he took her hand and led her along, and asked her by the way concerning her armour and weapons, and of the fashion of battle, and she told him thereof what she would.

Thus came they to the place where erst had been the cot under the ruin of the great ancient house; but now was gone all that ruin and the great grey walls, though the cot was left; and all about it were low bowers built of small wood and thatched undeftly.  But the lad smiled when he saw it, as if the sight thereof made him happy; and he said: All these have we made since I have dwelt here, and no other home have I known.

And he led her into the cot, and set her down to eat and to drink, and through the open door she could see the children swarming, and they that were nighest thrusting each other this way and that to catch a sight of her.

Now she said: Fair child, how gattest thou this victual if there be no older folk to help you?  Said he: We dig the ground and sow it, and the wheat comes up, and we reap it in harvest, and make bread of it; and we have goats and kine, and we milk them, and turn the milk with a little blue flower, which is fair to see.  And there are in this isle little hills where the grapes grow plenty; and some we eat and some we dry for store.  Lo thou, such be our ways for victual.  But tell me, said he, thou sayest old, and I know not the word; art thou old?  She laughed: Not very, said she, yet older than thou.

Said the lad: Thou art fair and dear to look on, and thy voice is sweet; wilt thou not abide with us, and teach us what it is to be old?  Nay, said she, I may not, for I have an errand which driveth me on; wherefore I must be gone within this hour.

Forsooth, she was growing eager now to be done with her journey and come to the House under the Wood, whatever should befall her there.  Moreover she deemed it would not be restful to her to abide among all these restless children, with their ceaseless crying and yelping: if rest she might, she would rest, she deemed, in the Isle of Increase Unsought, if there were no ill things abiding there.

Wherefore now she arose, when she had sat hearkening the sound of the lad’s prattle for a while, for as to the sense thereof she might not heed it over-much.  The youngling would not leave her, but led her, holding her hand, down to her ferry again; she kissed him in thanks for his meat, and he reddened thereat but said nought.  All the whole rout of little ones had followed her down to the water, and now they stood, as thick as bees on a honeycomb, on the bank, to watch her departure.  But if they were keen to see her doings before, how much keener were they when it came to the baring of her arm and the smearing of the Sending Boat.  To be short, so keen were they, and pushed and shoved each other so sturdily, that more than one or two fell into the water, and Birdalone was frighted lest they should drown; but they swam like ducks, and got on to the land when they would, which was not so very soon, for some of them hung unto the gunwale of the boat, and hove their faces up to look over into it, and left not hold till the ferry was fairly under weigh and beginning to quicken its speed.

So left Birdalone the isle, and nought befell her on the way to the Isle of Increase Unsought.






  








CHAPTER XIV.  THE SENDING BOAT DISAPPEARETH FROM THE ISLE OF INCREASE UNSOUGHT, AND BIRDALONE SEEKETH TO ESCAPE THENCE BY SWIMMING.
 

It was as before that Birdalone came to the shore of the isle while it was yet night; but the wizard keel was so loathsome to her, that she stepped out of it and laid her down on the land for what was left of the night; yet hard she found her bed, and neither grassy nor flowery.

For all that, she slept, for she was weary, and it was broad day and not very early when she awoke.  She stood up trembling, for she foreboded evil, so near as she was to the dwelling of her old mistress; and she looked up to where in time past was the fair and wicked house, and saw that all was changed indeed; for no longer was the isle goodly with meadow and orchard and garden, but was waste and bare, and nought grew on it save thin and wiry grass, already seeding even ere June was born, and here and there hard and ugly herbs, with scarce aught that might be called a flower amongst them.  Trees there were yet, but the most of them stark dead, and the best dying fast.  No beasts she saw, nor fowl; nothing but lizards and beetles, and now and again a dry grey adder coiled up about a sun-burned stone.  But of great carrion flies, green and blue, were there a many, and whiles they buzzed about her head till she sickened with loathing of them.  All this she found on her way as she went up toward the place where erst was the great perron.  But when she came to the top there was no sign either of the stairs or the house, or aught that ever was builded; there was nought but the bare bent top, ungrassed, parched by wind, scorched by sun, washed by rain.

She wandered about the isle, to places where she had not been herself, but which she deemed she might have known by the telling of the Green Knight’s tale, had there been no change since those days; but now was all changed, and the whole isle was a mere waste, and withal poisonous of aspect to her mind, as if many corpses lay underneath the wretched stones of it.  Nevertheless, though it seemed so evil unto Birdalone, she lingered on it, wandering about till she was to-wearied, for she had no will to depart at such time as she would be like to come to her old abiding-place by night and cloud; wherefore she dallied with the time, and came not back to the haven of her ferry till it was nigh sunset, and the westering sun was in her eyes when she came there; and she said to herself that this was the cause why she might not see the Sending Boat.

So she cleared her eyes and looked on the thin grass awhile, and then down over the edge of the land, and still she saw not her boat.  She turned pale, and a pang of anguish went to her heart; but she walked a little east, deeming that perchance she had erred as to the place of the haven on that dull and empty shore; but yet there was no boat.  Then she turned back wild with terror, and sought where erst she had missed it, and found neither boat nor the world’s end.  And she deemed that there might be some devilish malice of the wight of the Sending Boat, to torment her with fear, and she walked along the land’s edge up and down, and down and up, further each time, and still there was no boat.

Then she stood still and strove to think, and might not, nor might she do aught, but spread abroad her hands and moaned in her agony; for now indeed she felt herself in the trap; and she said that all her past life of hope and desire and love and honour was all for nought, and that she was but born to die miserably in that foul ruin of an isle envenomed with the memories of bygone cruelty and shame.

But in a little while she came somewhat to herself, and she said: At least this hideous land shall not mock my dying anguish; I will give myself to the water and let it do with me as it will.

Therewith she cast off her helm and hauberk first, and her weapons, and her pouch with the treasure that could buy nought for her now, and thereafter all her raiment, till she was as naked as when she first came aland there that other time.  Again she moaned, and put up her hand to her bosom and felt a little gold box lying there betwixt the fragrant hills of her breasts, which hung to a thin golden thread about her neck; and a thought came into her mind, and she stooped adown and drew from her pouch flint and fire-steel, and then opened the said golden box and drew thence the tress which Habundia the wood-wife had given to her those years agone, and all trembling she drew two hairs from it, as erst she did on the Isle of Nothing, and struck fire and kindled tinder and burnt the said hairs, and then hung the golden box with the tress therein about her neck again; and she said: O wood-mother, if only thou couldst know of me and see me, thou wouldst help me!

Thereafter she sought along the bank for bread which she had taken from her store that morning, and she found it, and compelled herself to eat of it for the strengthening of her body, and then she stood and abode tidings; and by then the sun had just sunk below the rim of the lake, and the stars began to twinkle, for the night was cloudless, and exceeding fair, and very warm.

No visible token came to her, but her heart grew stronger, and she seemed to see herself yet alive and in hope on the other side of the water; and she said: Who wotteth what Weird may do, or where the waters may bear me? and there is no swimmer stronger than I.

So then without more ado Birdalone slipped into the water, which lay before her as calm and plain as a great sheet of glass, and fell to rowing with her arms and her legs as though she were but swimming from Green Eyot to the mainland, as so oft she had done in the other days.






  








CHAPTER XV.  BIRDALONE LACKETH LITTLE OF DROWNING, BUT COMETH LATTERLY TO THE GREEN EYOT.
 

On swam Birdalone, not as one who had a mind to drown her for the forgetting of troubles, but both strongly and wisely; and she turned over on to her back, and looked on the stars above her, and steered herself by them thitherward whereas she deemed was the land under the wood.  When she had been gone from the evil isle for an hour or so, there rose a fair little wind behind her, which helped her forward, but scarce raised the water more than a little ripple.

Still she swam on, and it was some three hours she began to weary, and then she floated on her back and let the wind and water have its way with her; and now the night was as dark as it would be ere dawn.

Thus it went for another hour, that whiles she swam on and whiles she floated; and now her heart began to fail her, and the great water was no longer unto her a wet highway, but a terrible gulf over which she hung fainting.

Nevertheless she did not give up doing what she might: she floated supine a long while, and then, when she had gathered a little strength, turned over again and struck out, still steering her by the stars.  But she had scarce made three strokes ere her arms met something hard and rough; and at first in her forlornness she deemed she had happened on some dread water monster, and for terror of it she sank down into the deep, but came up presently blinded and breathless, and spread abroad her arms, and again they came on the thing aforesaid, and this time found that it was nought alive, but the bole of a tree sitting high out of the water.  So she clomb up on to it with what might she had left, and sat her down, and saw in the dim light that it was big, and that there was a fork betwixt two limbs reaching up into the air, and she thrust herself in between these two limbs and embraced one of them, so that she might scarce tumble off; and a great content and happiness came over her that she had thus escaped from the death of the deep; but therewithal weariness overcame her, and she slept, whether she would or not; and the bole went on over the waters no slower than might have been looked for, whether it were by the pushing on of the south wind, or by the hand of Weird that would not have her die.

Long she slumbered, for when she awoke it was broad day and the sun was shining high in the heavens, and she cleared her eyes and looked around, and saw before her the land, but yet blue in the offing.  And the tree-bole was yet speeding on towards the shore, as if it were being drawn there by some bidding of might.

Now indeed grew Birdalone happy, and she thought if any had helped her it must have been the wood-mother once again; and she said to herself that she should soon meet with that helper; nor heeded she that she was naked and unfurnished of any goods, whereas she deemed indeed that it was but to ask and have of her friend.

For a while indeed she knew not whither she was wending, and if her face were verily turned toward the land under the wood; but as the morning wore the blue distance began to grow green, and then she saw that a great wood was indeed before her, and thereafter, as it cleared yet more, she knew the land she was nearing for the meadows of the House under the Wood, and it was not long thence ere she saw clear and close Green Eyot and Rocky Eyot, though the house was yet hidden from her by the green shores of the first of those two isles.

Shortly to tell it, her tree-bole floated with her past the outer ness of Green Eyot, and came ashore in that same sandy bight where erst she was wonted to make her body ready for the water.  She stepped ashore all glad to feel the firm warm sand underneath her foot-soles, and as one drunk with joy she was when the tall flowery grass of the latter May was caressing her legs as they shook the seed-dust off the bents, and smote the fragrance out of the blossoms; and she might scarce at first lift her eyes from their familiar loveliness.  Glad she was indeed, but exceeding worn and weary with the long voyage, and all the longing and fear and hope which had encompassed her that while.  She lifted up her eyes but once, and saw the witch’s house standing where it was wont, but no shape of man moving about it; then she turned aside to a little brake of thorn and eglantine in the meadow hard by, and laid her down on the grass in the shade thereof, and almost before her head touched the ground she fell asleep, and slept there long and peacefully.






  








CHAPTER XVI.  BIRDALONE FINDETH HER WITCH-MISTRESS DEAD.
 

It was some while after noon when she wakened, and the sun was shining bright and hot.  Somewhat she felt the burden of fear upon her, even before she was fully come to herself, and knew not what it was that she feared; but when she called to mind that it was even the meeting with her old mistress, her flesh quaked indeed with the memory of bygone anguish, but valiantly she arose and faced the dwelling of the witch despite her naked helplessness.  As she went she looked up unto it, and saw no smoke coming from the chimney, but marvelled little thereat since it was not yet cooking-time and the weather hot.  She drew nigher, and saw someone sitting on the bench without the door whereas the witch was wonted; and her heart beat quick, for she saw presently that it was none other than her mistress.  Moreover, near to her stood three of the milch-kine lowing uneasily and as in reproach, even as such beasts use when their udders be full and they desire to be milked.

Birdalone stayed a minute, and her legs nigh failed her for fear, and then because of the very fear she hastened on till she came within ten paces of the said witch; and sore she missed her bow and arrows, and the cutting blade of her feigned squirehood, lest the carline should arise and come raging and shrieking at her.

Then spake Birdalone in no feeble voice, and said: Dame, I am come back unto thee, as thou seest, in even such plight as I fled from thee; and I have a mind to dwell in this land: what sayest thou?  The witch neither moved nor spake at her word; and the kine, who had held silence when she first came up, and had turned from her, fell to their peevish lowing again.

Birdalone drew a step nigher, and said: Dost thou hear me, dame, or art thou exceeding wroth with me, and art pondering what vengeance thou wilt take on me?  Still no answer came from the carline, and the kine kept on lowing now and again.  Once more Birdalone drew nigher, and spake loudly and said: Tell me at least, is it peace between us or unpeace?

But now when she looked she saw that the eyes of the witch were open and staring, and her lips white, and her hands hard writhen; and she cried out and said: Is she dead? or will she waken presently and beat me? surely she is dead.  And she put forth her hand and touched her face, and it was stone-cold; and she found that she was dead beyond any question.

Then was a great weight lifted off her heart, and she turned about and looked on the meadows and up to the trees of the wood and down to the rippling stream before her, and fair and sweet and joyous were they gotten unto her; and she looked at the kine who were drawing up towards her, and she laughed merrily, and went to the out-house hard by and took forth a milking-pail and a stool and fell to milking them one after the other, and the beasts went off down the meadow lowing in a changed voice, for joy to wit, this time.  But Birdalone knelt down and drank a long draught of the sweet warm milk, and then arose and went swiftly into the house, and saw nought changed or worsened so far as she could see.  There was her own bed in the corner, and the mistress’s, greater and much fairer, over against it; and the hutch by the door wherein the victual was kept: she opened it now, and found three loaves there on the shelf, and a meal-tub down below, and she took a loaf and broke it and fell to eating it as she walked about the chamber.  There was her bow standing in a nook beside the hutch, and the quiver of arrows hanging on the wall above it.  There was the settle lying athwart from the hearth; and she smiled, and fitted her wrists to the back of the carven bear which made its elbow, whereto the witch was wont to tie them when she chastised her.

Then she went to the coffers that stood against the wall behind it, and threw up the lid of one of them, and found therein a smock or two of her own, yellowed by the lapse of time, and her old grey coat, ragged as it was when last she wore it, and now somewhat moth-eaten withal; and she drew forth both smocks and coat and laid them on the settle.  Then she opened another coffer, and therein were gay and gaudy gowns and gear of the witch’s wear; but lying amongst them, as if the witch had worn them also, her green gown and shoon which her own hands had broidered.  But she said: Nay, ye have been in ill company, I will wear you not, though ye be goodly, at least not till ye have been fumigated and hallowed for me.

Therewith she turned back to the settle and did on her her old smock and her ragged grey coat, and said: To-day at least will these be good enough for to-day’s work.  And she knit her brow withal, and walked with a firm step out-a-doors and stood a while gazing on the dead corpse of her enemy; and she thought how that here was that which once was so great a thing unto her for the shaping of her life-days, and which so oft came to her waking thoughts after she had escaped from her hands, (though, as aforesaid, she seldom dreamed of her a-night-time), and moreover an hour ago she yet feared it so sore that she scarce might stand for the fear of it; and now it was nought but a carven log unto her.

But she told herself that the work was to be done; so she dragged the body away thence, and across the brook, and a little way into the meadow, and then she went back and fetched mattock and spade from the outhouse, where she knew they lay, and so fell to digging a grave for the corpse of her dead terror.  But howso hard she might toil, she was not through with the work ere night began to fall on her, and she had no mind to go on with her digging by night.  Wherefore she went back into the house, and lighted candles, whereof was no lack, and made her supper of the bread and the milk; and then sat pondering on her life that had been till the passion arose in her bosom, and the tears burst out, and long she wept for desire of others and pity for herself.  Then she went to the bed she had been erst wont to, and laid her down and fell asleep.

And her mistress walked not, nor meddled with her peace; nor did Birdalone so much as dream of her, but of her mother and Master Jacobus in the fair city of the Five Crafts; and in her sleep she wept for thinking of them.






  








CHAPTER XVII.  BIRDALONE LAYETH TO EARTH THE BODY OF THE WITCH, AND FINDETH THE SENDING BOAT BROKEN UP.
 

When morning was, Birdalone awoke, and felt a weight upon her heart, and called to mind the task which lay before her.  So she arose and clad herself, and went straight to the grave begun, and toiled hard till she had digged it out deep, and sithence she dragged the witch thereinto and heaped the earth upon her.  Then she bathed her in the nighest pool of the brook, and went back into the house and made her breakfast on the bread and milk, and it was then about mid-morning.  Thereafter she went about the house, and saw to the baking of bread, and so out to the meadow to see to the kine and the goats, and then stored the milk for making butter and cheese, and did in all wise as if she were to dwell long in that stead; but thereafter she rested her body, whiles her thought went wide about.  But she said to herself that she would not go up to the Oak of Tryst to meet the wood-mother that day, but would abide the night, in case aught befell that she should tell her.

But when the sun was getting low she roused herself and went out, and walked about the meadow, and hearkened to the birds’ song, and watched the kine and the goats as they fed down the pasture; and now a soft content came over her, that all this was free unto her to hold in peace, and to take her pleasure in, as much as one lone child of Adam might do.

At last she wandered down to the sandy bight of the lake and stood gazing on Green Eyot, where the osiers and willows were grown wild and long in all these years, and she said that she would swim over to it on the morrow.  But now her feet took her eastward thence toward the haven of the Sending Boat amongst the alders; for in her heart she would fain know if there were any tidings for her.

So she went softly along the path by the water, where she had sped so swiftly that last time, and came at last to the creek-side, and looked down on to the water somewhat timorously.  There then she saw what she deemed was the very boat itself lying as she had known it; but when she looked again she saw that it lay from stem to stern all loose staves with the water betwixt, and the thwarts and ribs all sundered and undone, so that never again might it float upon the waves.  Then she said in a soft voice: Art thou dead then, as thy mistress is dead? was it not so that thou wert at the point of death, and she also, when thou failedst me at the Isle of Increase Unsought?  No voice came to her as she spake; and she said again: Must I then bury thee as I have buried thy mistress?  Nay, that will I not until thou compellest me; belike in a short while little of the staves of thee shall be left now that the life is out of thee.  Let thy ghost and hers foregather if ye will.

As she spake the last word, she saw a stir about the stern which lay furthest in up the creek, and while she quaked with failing heart, lo! a big serpent, mouldy and hairy, grey and brown-flecked, came forth from under the stern and went into the water and up the bank and so into the dusk of the alder-wood.  Birdalone stood awhile pale and heartsick for fear, and when her feet felt life in them, she turned and stole away back again into the merry green mead and the low beams of the sun, pondering whether this evil creature were the fetch of the wight who drave the ferry under the blood of the sender.

So she hastened back again to the house, and lit a fire on the hearth, and fell to cooking her somewhat of grout to her supper; and she watched the fire, thinking withal: Now if some poor soul be abroad, they may see the smoke and seek hither, and I may comfort them with food and shelter and converse; or when night darkens, they may see the litten windows and come to me; wherefore shall the fire burn yet and the candles be lighted, for as warm as is the evening, even as if it were Yule-tide and the snow deep without, and the wind howling in the woodland trees.  And therewith she wept for longing of them that she loved.

But in a little she dried her tears, and reproached herself for her much softness; and she ate her supper when she had lighted a candle (for it was now dark), and again sat looking at the hearth, till she said: Now am I getting soft again, and who knows but my softness may tempt the ghosts to come in to me.  I will give my hands somewhat to do.

Therewith her eye caught sight of the rents and rags of her old grey gown, and she smiled somewhat ruefully as she called to mind her gallant knight’s array, which lay now on the shore of the evil and ruined isle; and her goodly attire of the days of the Five Crafts; and the rich raiment wherein her friends of the Castle of the Quest had clad her.  Then she arose and sought needle and thread and some remnants of green cloth, and did off the ragged coat and fell to patching and mending it, and so sat at her work in smock-sewing till the night was old and she was weary and sleep overcame her, and she lay down in her bed and slept dreamlessly till the sun was high next morning.






  








CHAPTER XVIII.  THE WOOD-MOTHER COMETH TO BIRDALONE AND HEARETH HER STORY.
 

Now Birdalone arose and bathed her and broke her fast, and then went about her work with the beasts and the dairy; but all that time seemed long to her till she had bow in hand and quiver on back, and was wending her way to the Oak of Tryst; and swift were her feet and her heart beat quick with hope of pleasure.

Forsooth no long tarrying had she, for scarce had she set her down beneath the oak, ere the wood-mother came forth from the thicket even as the first time when Birdalone saw her, and presently she had her arms about Birdalone and was kissing and clipping her.  Then they sat down together in the shade of the great tree, and the wood-mother made much of her friend with few words and those but simple, while Birdalone wept for joy.

At last spake Birdalone: Wood-mother, my dear, I look in thy face, and I see thee that thou art nowise changed, so that thou callest to my mind the Birdalone that met thee here when she was straying from the House of Captivity like to a bird with a string to its leg.

Habundia smiled on her and said: So it is that now thou lookest older than I.  Rounder and fuller is thy body, and thy limbs greater and fairer, and thy flesh sleeker; lovelier art thou in all wise, and such as I have thought of thee during these years, save that thy face is grown wiser and sadder than might be looked for.  Mother, she said, I am grown older than I should be by the tale of the years, for I have had joy and grief, and grief and joy, and grief again; and now that the years have worn, the grief abideth and the joy hath departed, save this joy of thee and the day of the meeting I have so often thought of.

Said the wood-wife: Were I to hear the story of thee, I deem it most like that I would fain buy thy joy with thy grief, both that which has been and that which is to come.  And now I will ask thee right out to tell me all thy tale, as much as thou canst; and all thou canst tell to me, who am thine other self: and I wot moreover that thou hast not told of me to any whom thou hast met in the world since we were last together: is it not so?  In faith and in troth so it is, said Birdalone.  Said Habundia, after she had looked hard on Birdalone a while: Now there is this I find in thee, that though thou callest me wood-mother still, thou art not my daughter as thou wert erewhile, nor I thy mother; and I know not whether to be glad or sorry thereof, since thou art even as much my friend as ever thou wert.  But much do I rejoice herein that thou hast not told any one soul of me.

Said Birdalone: I must tell thee that part of the tale I shall tell thee is how I have found my mother in the flesh, and loved her sorely; and then I lost her again, for she is dead.

Quoth the wood-wife, smiling on her lovingly: Then should I be even more thy mother than erst I was: there will be something else in thy tale, sweetling.

Then Birdalone flushed very red, and she smiled piteously in Habundia’s face; but then she put up her hands to hide the change therein which the anguish of longing wrought, and her shoulders shook and her bosom heaved, and she wept bitterly; but the wood-wife still looked on her smiling, and said softly at last: Yea, how sweet it were to be grieved with thy pain.

But in a while Birdalone grew calm again and the very smile blossomed out in her face, and they kissed together.  Then Habundia rose up and looked on her, and said at last and laughed out withal: One thing I must needs say, that thou hast not fetched thee raiment of price from the knighthood and the kings’ houses; or have I not seen thy grey coat of old time, while thou wert living amidst the witch’s cruelty?  Yea forsooth, said Birdalone; thou needest not to ask this.  Verily not, said Habundia, nor why thou art not clad in the fair green gown which thou didst broider; for whiles I have seen the witch flaunting it on the wooden ugly body of her, and thou wouldst not wear it after she had cursed it with her foulness.  Is it not so?  Yea, it is even so, said Birdalone; dost thou love me the less therefor?  Habundia laughed again: Were I a man of Adam’s sons, said she, I might make thee many words on the seemliness of thy short coat, and the kindness of it, that it will be for ever slipping off one or other of thy shoulders.  But now am I at least enough thy mother, and thou art dwelling even so much in my house, that the next time we meet (and that shall be to-morrow) I shall fetch thee raiment which shall make us forget that thou camest back again to this land as naked as thou didst depart thence.

Birdalone reddened and hung down her head, but the wood-mother sat down beside her and kissed her and said: But now forget all save thy tale, and tell all as closely as thou mayest, for I would lose nought thereof.  Yea, said Birdalone; and where shall I begin?  Said Habundia: I know nought thereof save the beginning, that thou fledst away naked and escaped the witch; and the ending, to wit, that the Sending Boat failed thee at the last of the Wonder Isles, and that thou calledst on me not wholly in vain, whereas the witch was dead, and therefore there was nought to stay me from sending thee one of my trees and the wight thereof (whom belike I may show to thee one day) to save thee from the bottom of the deep water.

At that word Birdalone threw herself on the wood-wife and clipped and kissed her, and thanked her for the helping with all the dearest words she might.  But the wood-mother laughed for joy, and stroked her cheeks and said: Now I deem thee my daughter again, whereas thou thankest me with such sweet passion for doing to thee as a kind mother needs must without any thought thereof.  And I bid thee, my dear, never again to go so far from me as that I may not easily help thee and comfort thee from out of my realm wherein I am mighty.  And now tell me all in thy dear speech.

Therewith Birdalone began her story without more ado, even as ye have heard it afore.  Yea and many more things than we can set down did she tell, for full filled she was with the wisdom of the wood.  And between whiles the wood-mother fed her with dainty meat and drink, such as Birdalone had never erst tasted the like of.  And by then she had got so far as her flight from the Isle of Increase Unsought, the sun was set and the twilight begun.  And the wood-wife said: Now shalt thou go home to thine house; and have no fear of witch or evil thing, for I am not far from thee and will watch over thee.  Sweet is thy tale, my daughter, and dear are thy she-friends; and if ever it may be that I may do them any pleasure, fain were I; and that especially to thy Viridis, who meseemeth is both sweet and wise even as thou thyself art.  Nay, dost thou begrudge my loving her?  Nay, nay, said Birdalone, laughing; but I rejoice in it.  And hereafter when I tell thee how sorely they paid for helping me, I will bid thee to love them yet more than now thou dost.  Therewith they parted, and Birdalone came to her house; and on the way she made as it were a feigned tale in mockery of her old trouble, that there would be the witch-mistress awaiting her to whip her.  So that when she came to the door she was half frighted with her own mock, lest the witch might now at last have taken to walking.

But all was quiet when she entered with the last of the twilight, and she rested that night in all peace, as in the best of her days in the Five Crafts.






  








CHAPTER XIX.  HABUNDIA HIDETH BIRDALONE’S NAKEDNESS WITH FAERY RAIMENT.
 

Next morning Birdalone tarried about the house as little a while as she might, and then went hastening up to the wood; and when she came within sight of the Trysting Tree, lo! there was Habundia before her, and the hands of her busy turning over goodly raiment, so that it was well-nigh as if the days had gone back to the time of the Captivity, and the sitter under the oak was Birdalone herself dealing with her half-finished gown.

Joyously they met and embraced each other, and then spake the wood-wife: Now, thou darling of the world, I have been no worse than my word, and if thou durst wear web of the Faery thou shalt presently be clad as goodly as ever thou wert down there amongst the knighthood; and then thy tale, my dear, and, if it may be, the wisdom of the barren wood-wife set thereto.

And therewith she laid on Birdalone’s outstretched arms the raiment she had brought with her, and it was as if the sunbeam had thrust through the close leafage of the oak, and made its shadow nought a space about Birdalone, so gleamed and glowed in shifty brightness the broidery of the gown; and Birdalone let it fall to earth, and passed over her hands and arms the fine smock sewed in yellow and white silk, so that the web thereof seemed of mingled cream and curd; and she looked on the shoon that lay beside the gown, that were done so nicely and finely that the work was as the feather-robe of a beauteous bird, whereof one scarce can say whether it be bright or grey, thousand-hued or all simple of colour.  Birdalone quivered for joy of the fair things, and crowed in her speech as she knelt before Habundia to thank her: then in a twinkling had she done off her beggar’s raiment, and then the smock clung about her darling nakedness, and next the gown was shimmering all over her, and the golden girdle embraced her loins as though it loved them worthily; and Birdalone looked to the wood round about her and laughed, while Habundia lay in her place and smiled upon her with gentle loving-kindness.

But in a little while was Birdalone sobered; for the thought of how fair she should look to the eyes of her beloved when she was shown unto him on the day of days, thrust her light and eager pleasure aside; and she took up her shoes from the ground (for she had not done them on), and sat down beside the wood-wife and fell a-toying with the marvel of them; and thus without more ado began her tale again, whereas she had left it last even, when she had told of how the Sending Boat was speeding her over the waters toward the Isle of the Young and the Old.






  








CHAPTER XX.  BIRDALONE TELLETH HABUNDIA OF HER LOVE FOR ARTHUR, AND GETTETH FROM HER PROMISE OF HELP THEREIN.
 

Long they sat there that day, and until the sun was down, and by then had Birdalone little to tell of her story, for she was gotten therein to the days of the Five Crafts.  Many times had she wept and turned to Habundia for solace as she told, not without shame, but without any covering up, all the tale of her love for Arthur the Black Squire, and how she was surprised by the love of him, and of his wisdom and grace and loveliness.  And the wood-mother was ever as sweet and kind unto her as could be; yet might another than a lover have seen that much of all this was strange unto her, and she looked upon Birdalone as a child who has broken her toy, and is hard to comfort for the loss of it, though there be a many more in the world.  But when it grew dusk as aforesaid, and it was time to part, she spake to Birdalone, and said: True it is, my child, that thou hast lived long in these six years time; neither do I wonder at the increase of thy beauty, and the majesty thereof; for fair is the life thou hast lived, although thou hast been grieved and tormented by it at whiles.  And now I know what it is for which thou longest; and herein again will I play the mother unto thee, and seek about to fetch thee that thou wouldst have; so be not over-anxious or troubled; and thou mayest be good herein, as my fair child should be; for this I have noted in thee, that Love is not so tyrannous a master but that his servants may whiles think of other matters, and so solace their souls, that they may live despite of all.

Now was Birdalone arisen, and stood before her friend confused and blushing.  But Habundia put her two hands on her shoulders and kissed her, and said: Go home now and sleep, and come again to-morrow and let us hear the last of thy tale; and when that is done, maybe I shall be able to do something for thine avail.

So they parted, and on the morrow Birdalone came again and told the remnant of her story, which was not so long now that the Black Squire was out of it.  And when she had done, Habundia kept silence awhile, and then she said: One thing I will tell thee, that whereas erewhile it was but seldom indeed that any son of Adam might be seen in the woodland here, of late, that is, within the last three years, there be many such amongst us; and to our deeming they be evil beasts, more pitiless and greedy than any bear; and but that we have nought to do with them, for they fear us and flee from us, we should have destroyed them one and all.  And now that I have heard all thy story, it seemeth unto me not so unlike but these may be the remnants of the bands of the Red Hold, and that they have drifted hither fleeing before the might of thy friends of the knighthood.  Wherefore now, trust me that I will look into this, but I must needs be away from here for a little; so hold thy soul in patience though hear thou nought of me, and dwell quietly at home for seven days’ space, and then come hither and find me, farewell now, my child!

So they kissed and departed; and Birdalone went home to the house, and wore the days thereafter doing what was needful about the stead, and wandering through the meadows, and swimming the waters about Green Eyot; and the days were not unrestful unto her.






  








CHAPTER XXI.  HOW THE WOOD-WIFE ENTERED THE COT, AND A WONDER THAT BEFELL THEREON.
 

But when it was the sixth day since those two had met, Birdalone arose in the morning and stood in the door of the house, and she looked toward the bent which went up to the wood and saw one coming down it, and knew it for Habundia clad in her huntress’ raiment and bearing something over the left arm, for her bow was in her right hand.  So Birdalone ran to meet her, and embraced and kissed her, and was merry over her, and said: Dear mother, thou farest far from thy fastness to-day.  Said Habundia: There is nought in the meadows now save the neat and the goats and thou; of none of that folk am I afraid.  But mayhappen thou shalt be afraid to come with me into the depths of the wildwood, for thither would I lead thee.  I will be afraid of nought with thee beside me, said Birdalone.  But come now and look upon the house that I have won for me.  And she took her hand and led her along; and the wood-wife said no more till they were across the brook and standing by the porch.

Then said Birdalone: Thou hast a green gown over thine arm; is that also for me?  Yea, certes, said Habundia; the old rag which thou hast on thee, and which thou lovest so sore, is not fine enough for my company; and the glitter-gown I gave thee may be too fine for the thorns and the briars, and moreover thou mayst be over-easily seen if thou bear that broidered sunshine mid the boughs.  Wherefore go in now and do on this other coat, though the faery have made it, and then come out to me with thy bow and thy quiver, and I shall find thee sandal-shoon and girdle withal.

Nay, wood-mother, said Birdalone, hallow my house by entering it, and eat a morsel with me and drink the wine of the horned folk ere we go our ways.

Habundia shook her head and knit her brows somewhat as she looked hard on the house; then she said: I know not, Adam’s daughter; I have little to do with houses, and doubt if a house be safe for me.  And this one that the witch builded! and belike she buried some human being at one of its four corners.  Tell me, fair child, sawest thou ever here at night-tide the shape of a youngling crowned with a garland straying about the house?

Nay, never at all, said Birdalone.  Said the wood-wife: Then maybe thou hast hallowed it with the wisdom and love of thee, and I may venture; and moreover I note that it is all builded of trees and the grass of the earth; and thou art free to use them by my leave.  But if aught befall of my coming under thy roof, heed it not too much, but think, whatsoever my aspect may be, I am thy wood-mother and wisdom-mother that loveth thee.  And I bid thee also wish with all thy might that my aspect may not change to thee.  Also, if I eat, thou wert best not to sign the meat as Adam’s sons are wont.  Lead in then; for now am I grown wilful, and will enter whatever betide.

Birdalone marvelled at those words, but she fell to wishing strongly that her friend might not lose her lovely youthful shape either then or ever, and she took her hand, which trembled somewhat, and led her over the threshold; and when they were under the roof herseemed that the wood-mother dwindled in a wondrous way, though her face was as sweet and her limbs as shapely as ever; and she laughed shrilly yet sweetly, and spake in a thin clear voice: Birdalone, my dear, wish strongly, wish strongly! though thou shalt see nothing worse of me than this.  And she was scarce three feet high, but as pretty as a picture.

Thereat indeed was Birdalone affrighted, but she wished all she might, and stooped down to kiss this little creature; and therewith again the wood-wife seemed to wax again as great and tall as ever she was, and her voice came full and strong again, as she laughed and said: Now is it all over for this time, and I see how well thou lovest me; and I pray thee love me no less for this wonder thou hast seen in me.  But now it were better that I never go under a roof again.  And she took her arms about Birdalone and clipped her lovingly; and glad was Birdalone to feel her so strong and solid again.

Then they sat to the board and ate a simple meal of bread and cheese and wood-berries, and drank milk withal; and the wood-mother was merry, and the smiles danced over her face as she looked on Birdalone with all loving-kindness, so that Birdalone wondered what was toward; but so light-hearted and happy she grew, that she deemed it might be nought save good.

But when they had eaten, then Birdalone did off her old coat, which she said was meet enough for her daily toil, and did on the fair green hunting-gown and the sandal-shoon, and girt her with the fair girdle which Habundia had fetched her, and drew up the laps of her gown therethrough till her legs were all free of the skirts.  And Habundia looked on her, and laughed and said: Now are these white and smooth legs as bad as the gleam-gown for the lying hid; but it may no better be, and thou must draw thy skirts down and stumble, if needs must be, when we come to the ambushment.

Birdalone reddened as she laughed at the word, and took down her bow and hung her quiver at her back and thrust her sharp knife into her girdle, and forth they went both of them, and were presently past the bent which went up from the meadows and in amongst Habundia’s trees.






  








CHAPTER XXII.  BIRDALONE WENDETH THE WILDWOOD IN FELLOWSHIP WITH HABUNDIA.
 

Now as they went their ways lightly through the wood, spake Habundia and said: Birdalone, my child, fair is the gold ring with the sapphire stone that the third finger of thy right hand beareth; seldom have I seen so fair a stone as that deep blue one; hangeth any tale thereby?  Said Birdalone: Did I not tell thee thereof, wood-mother, how that my beloved who is lost gave it unto me the very last time I saw him, woe worth the while?  Nay, said Habundia, I mind not the tale.  But deemest thou he would know it again if he saw it?  Yea, surely, said Birdalone, hanging her head; for when first he gave it, the gift was not to me, but to another woman.  And she held her peace, and went on with hanging head and all the glee faded out of her a while.

At last she turned to Habundia, and said: I have now bethought me to ask thee whither we be going and on what errand; for at first I was so glad at heart, I know not why, and it was so merry to be wending the wood with thee freely, that I had no thought in me as to whither and wherefore.  But now wilt thou tell me?

Said the wood-wife: How if I were to tell thee we were going a-hunting?  Birdalone said: Then I should ask thee what like the quarry were.  And suppose it were men? said the wood-wife.  Birdalone turned somewhat pale.  My mother, she said, if we be going against some of those men of the Red Bands, I am not happy over it.  I am no warrior, and fear strokes.  Said Habundia, laughing: Yet art thou a fell archer; and thou mayest shoot from an ambush of the thick leaves, since June is in to-day.  But neither would I slay or hurt any man, said Birdalone, but it were to save me from present death.

Habundia looked on her with a sly smile and said: Well maybe though we take cover and get within wind of our quarry thou shalt not need to speed an arrow to him.  Have patience therefore.  For this is a strange beast which I have marked down; he is not ill to look on, and his voice, which we may well hearken, for whiles he singeth, is rather sweet than surly.  What meanest thou, mother? said Birdalone, growing red and then paler yet; what man is it? since thy calling him a beast is a jest, is it not?

Nay, said Habundia, I neither name him nor know him; only I deem him by no means to be one of the Red Band.  For the rest, he may be a man in a beast’s skin, or a beast in a man’s skin, for aught I know; whereas he seems, so far as I have seen him, to be not wholly man-like or wholly beast-like.  But now let us hold our peace of him till we be come nigher to his haunt.

So they went on their way, and Birdalone said but little, while the wood-wife was of many words and gay.  They made all diligence, for Birdalone was not soon wearied, and moreover as now she was anxious and eager to see what would befall, which she might not but deem would be something great.

They went without stay till past noon, when they were come to a little shady dale wherethrough ran a clear stream; there they rested and bathed them, and thereafter sat under the boughs and ate the dainty meat which the wood-wife provided, howsoever she came by it; and when they had rested a while, the wood-wife turned the talk once more unto Arthur the Black Squire, and would have Birdalone tell her all nicely what manner of man he was; and Birdalone was nothing loth thereto; for had she her will she had talked of him day-long.






  








CHAPTER XXIII.  THE WOOD-WIFE BRINGETH BIRDALONE TO THE SIGHT OF ARTHUR IN THE WILDWOOD.
 

Now they go on again, no less speedily than before, and rest but little, until it was hard on an hour before sunset.  And now Habundia began to go warily, as if they were come anigh to their journey’s end and the thing that they sought.  They were come by now to a long bent of the forest well grown with big-boled oak-trees, not very close together, so that short fine greensward was all underneath them; and Habundia went heedfully from bole to bole, as if she would be ready to cover herself if need were; and Birdalone went after her, and was now flushed of face, and her eyes glittered, and her heart beat fast, and her legs trembled under her, as she went running from tree to tree.

So came they nigh to the crown of the bent, and before them were the oak-trees sparser and smaller as they went down the further side, which seemed by their sudden shortening to be steeper than the hither side; and betwixt them showed the topmost of thorn and whitebeam and logwood, intertwined with eglantine and honeysuckle and the new shoots of the traveller’s joy.  There the wood-wife put forth her hand to bid Birdalone stay, who came up to her friend and stood before her eager and quivering: and anon came the sound of a man’s voice singing, though they could hear no words in it as yet amidst the rustle of the trees and the tumult of song which the blackbirds and throstles raised in the dale below them.

Then spake the wood-wife softly: Hearken, we are right and the time is good, our beast is giving tongue: now below us is the bent-side steep, and goeth down into a very little dale with a clear stream running amidst; and therein is the very lair of the thing that we are hunting.  Wherefore now let us slip warily down between the bushes till we get close to the bottom, and then belike we shall see the very creature quite close, and we shall then consider and think what we shall do with him.

Birdalone had no voice wherewith to answer her, but she stole quietly along by her side till they came to the bank of the dale and plunged into the thicket that flourished there, and fell to threading it, making them as small as might be.  But ere they had gone but a little way the wordless song of what was below had ceased, and they heard the sweet tingle of the string-play, and the wood-wife stayed her to hearken, and the smiles went rippling over her face and she beat time with her fingers; but Birdalone, she stared wildly before her, and would have scrambled down the bank straightway at all hazards, for that string-play was a melody of the Castle of the Quest, but Habundia withheld her by the arm.  And then suddenly the music died, and there came up a voice of wailing and lamenting, and Birdalone put her hands and held the palms tight against her ears, and was at point to cry out aloud herself; but Habundia drew a hand of her down and whispered into her ear: Child, child, make thyself strong and forbear, and then perchance joy may come to thee; hold thy peace and come softly along with me!

So Birdalone forbore, and strove with her passion, though the sobs rent her bosom for a while; and by then the loud lamenting waned and was done, and the sound of sobbing came up from below, as it had been an echo of Birdalone’s grief.

Then Habundia drew her on again till they saw the level of the dale and its stream piecemeal betwixt the leaves, and they had a glimpse of a man on the hither side of the stream; and again they went lower, till they were well-nigh on a level with the greensward of the dale; and as Birdalone knelt with head bent low, and her hands covering her eyes, the wood-wife put away from before her the thick leaves of a hazel-bush, and whispering said: Child, child! look forth now and see what is before thee, and see if thou knowest him, or if he be strange to thee, and thy mother hath done nought for thee when all is said.

Birdalone looked up, pale and wild-eyed, and into the dale, and saw a man sitting on the grass by the stream-side with his head bowed down on to his knees and his face covered with his hands; he was clad but in two or three deerskins hung about him, with a strip of skin for a girdle, wherein was thrust a short sword; his brown hair hung down long and shaggy over his face.  Close by his side lay a little harp, and further off a short spear roughly hefted with an ash-staff.  He was beating the earth with his feet and writhing him about over them.  And Birdalone looked, and her breath well-nigh failed her.  For presently he sat more quietly, and lifted up his head, and she saw his face that it was Arthur, her beloved; and now she durst not move lest he should spring up and flee away; and the mingled pain and longing within her was sweet indeed, but well-nigh deadly.

Now his hand sought round to his harp, and he took it in his arms and fondled it as it were, and his fingers went among the strings, and anon the voice of it came forth, and it was nought changed from the last time it spake, and Birdalone hearkened breathlessly, till the melody died again and Arthur looked about him and raised his face as a dog when it fares to howl.

Then Birdalone gave a great cry, and leapt forth out of the thicket and stood on the greensward with nought betwixt them two, and she stretched out her arms to her beloved and cried out: O! no, no, no! do it not, I beseech thee, lest I deem that thou art all changed, and that the man and the dear heart beloved of thee has gone out of thee and left thee but a beast in a man’s shape!

He leapt up as she spake, and thrust forward his head and looked fierce at her, and cried out: What! art thou come again?  This is the second time I have seen thee, thou image of her that hath tormented me so long; of her that left me in my most need and hid herself away from me.  Hah! a man, sayest thou?  Did I not strive with it, and hold my manhood so long as I might; and at last it might no longer be, and I became a beast and a man-slayer?  But what avails it to talk with thee, since thou art but the image of her that hath wasted my life.  Yet perchance of the image I may make an end since I may not lay hand on the very destroyer herself; and, woe’s me, how I loved her! yea, and do still; but not thee, O false image!

And forthwith he drew the blade from his girdle and sprang forward at Birdalone; and she cowered and cringed, but moved not else.  But therewithal the wood-wife came leaping through the bushes, and she nocked an arrow on her bended bow, and threatened him therewith, and cried out: Thou man-beast, I will slay thee if thou hurt my child and my dear; so forbear!  Nay, I tell thee more, unless thou make her as glad at the sight of thee as I meant her to be, I will in the long run slay thee; so look to it.

He laughed and said: What! there is another image of the love that wasted me, is there!  Nay, but by the Hallows, this new-comer is the first one, and the one who chattered at me is the second.  Or is it this, that all women now have the semblance of the evil one that has undone me, and there is nought else left?

And he stood staring at Birdalone and moved not a while; and she stood with her hands before her face cringing before him.  Then he raised his arm and cast the weapon far into the bushes of the bank-side, and then came forward and stood before Birdalone, and drew down her hands from her face and stared in the eyes of her, holding her by the two arms; and he said: Thou hast forgotten now, belike, how fair a life we two might have lived if thou hadst not fled from me and spoiled me.

And thou! by the looks of thee, for thou art sleek and fair, though this moment thou art pale for fear of me, thou hast lived a happy life through all these years, with many a merry thing to think of: and dost thou deem that my life was happy, or that I thought of any merry thing, or of anything save my sorrow?  Dost thou doubt it? go ask the good spears of Greenford, or the Riders of the Red Hold, and the field of the slaughter!  If there was little joy there, less was there elsewhere.

He left go of her therewith and stood trembling before her, and she bowed down and put palm to palm and held them out to him as one who prays; and she knew not what she did.

Then he cried out with a lamentable cry and said: O woe’s me! for I have frighted her and scared the wit out of her, so that she knows not who I am nor what I would; and I would pray to her and beseech her to pity me, and not depart from me again or mock me with images of herself.

Then he went down on his knees to her, and he also joined his hands to pray to her; but it seemed as if she was stricken to stone, so wholly she moved not.  But for him, he sank his forehead to earth, and then he rolled over and his limbs stretched out, and his head turned aside and blood gushed out from his mouth.  But Birdalone shrieked out and cast herself on his body, and cried: I have found him, and he is dead! he is dead, and I have slain him, because I was a timorous fool and feared him; and he was coming to his right mind and knew me for what I was!

But Habundia came and stood over them, and drew up Birdalone, and said: Nay, nay, be comforted! for now he is thus, and the strength is gone out of him for a while, we may deal with him.  Abide, and I will fetch the blood-staunching herb and the sleepy herb, and then we will heal him, and he will come to his right mind and be a man again.

Therewith she hastened away and was gone but a little; and meanwhile Birdalone knelt down by her love and wiped the blood from him, and caressed his sword-hardened hands and moaned over him.  But when the wood-wife came back she put Birdalone aside once more, and knelt down by the squire and raised his head, and laid the blood-stauncher to his mouth and his heart, and muttered words over him, while Birdalone looked over her shoulder with her pale face; then the she-leech fetched water from the stream in a cup which she drew from her wallet, and she washed his face, and he came somewhat to himself, so that she might give him drink of the water; and yet more he came to himself.  So then she took the sleepy herb and bruised it in her hands and put in his mouth and again said words over him, and presently his head fell back and his eyes closed and he slept peacefully.

She stood up then and turned to Birdalone and said: Now, my child, have we done all that we may do, save that we shall bring him to a place where the dew and the sun shall not torment him and sicken him; for he shall lie thus till the sun comes up to-morrow, or longer; and fear nor, for when he awaketh he shall be in his right mind, and shall know thee and love thee.  This I swear to thee by the earth and the sun and the woodland.

Said Birdalone, trembling yet: O mother, but may I kiss him and caress him?  Yea, surely, said the wood-mother, smiling in her face, but be not too long over it, for lo! the last of the sun, and it were better that he be under cover ere the twilight falls.

Birdalone knelt down by her love quietly at that word, and fell to kissing him softly, and laid her cheek to his, and called him gentle names such as none can tell again without shame, till the wood-wife laid her hand on her shoulder and said kindly and sweetly: Rise up now, for thou must make it enough for this present; thou shalt have time enough hereafter for more and much more.

So Birdalone arose and said: How shall we bear him to his place?  Shall I not take him by the shoulders and thou by the legs?  For I am stronger than thou after all these years.

Laughed the wood-wife: Nay, little one, said she; thou knowest me not utterly as yet.  Thou shalt not bear him at all, nor any part of him; I am strong enough for more than that; see thou!  And she stooped down and took him up in her arms as if he were a little child, and stepped off lightly with him; but looked back over her shoulder and said to Birdalone: But thou mayest walk by me and hold a hand of him as we go, though it will hinder me somewhat; but I know thine heart and would pleasure thee, my child.

Birdalone ran up to her and thanked her and kissed her, and took Arthur’s left hand, while Habundia bore him on down the dale and out of it, and still along the stream till they came to a place where it was narrow on either side thereof, and a sheer rock came down so near to the water that there was but a strip of greensward three yards wide betwixt water and rock; and in the face of the rock was a cave wide enough for a man to enter by stooping somewhat.  Therein the wood-wife lightly bore Arthur, and Birdalone followed; and they found the cave dry and roomy within; there was a bed therein of dry heather and bracken, and thereon Habundia laid her burden, and said: Now, my child, there is nought to do but abide till he comes to himself again, which may be some time to-morrow; and be of good cheer, for he will come to his right self, but he will be weak and humble; but I shall have meat and drink ready for him.  Now if thou wilt be ruled by me, thou wilt keep out of the way when he awakens; moreover, be thou not scared if I meet his awakening with another shape than that which thou hast known of me; for sure it is that it will trouble his wits over-much if again he seeth the two of us alike.  But fear not; for thy sake, my child, I will take no ugly shape, though it may well be less beauteous than thine.

I will do what thou wilt, mother, said Birdalone, for I see that thou art helping me all thou mayest; yet I beseech thee let me sit by him till the time of his awakening draweth nigh.

The wood-wife smiled and nodded yeasay on her, and they sat down, both of them, beside the sleeping man, and the day died into the night as they sat hearkening to the ripple of the brook and the song of the nightingales.






  








CHAPTER XXIV.  THE WOOD-MOTHER CHANGETH HER FORM TO THAT OF A WOMAN STRICKEN IN YEARS.
 

When the morrow came, there yet lay Arthur sleeping peacefully, and Birdalone awoke from the slumber which had at last fallen on her, and looked about her and saw not Habundia in the cave; so she arose and bent over Arthur and kissed him, and so went forth and stood in the door and looked about her.  And she was still dim-eyed with her just departed slumber and the brightness of the morning sunlight, and she scarce knew whether it were a part of a dream, or a sight that was verily before her, that she seemed to see one coming across the brook toward her, stepping heedfully from stone to stone thereof: a woman stricken in years, but slim and trim and upright, clad in a gown of green cloth, with a tippet of some white fur.  When she was come on to the greensward she spake to Birdalone in a sweet voice, but thin with eld, and gave her the sele of the day; and Birdalone was somewhat afraid to see a newcomer, but she greeted her, drawing back a little from her shyly.  But the old woman said: What maketh thee here, my daughter?  Dost thou not know that this is my land and my house, and that I am said not to be unmighty in these woods?

I pray thee pardon me if I have done amiss, said Birdalone; but here have I a sick friend, a young man, and I would pray thee suffer him to abide here in this cave a little longer; for there hath been also another friend, a woman, but she hath gone out while I slept, belike to gather simples, for she is wise in leechcraft, and is tending the sick man.  I pray thee humbly to suffer us lest we lose our friend.

As she spake, she heard the carline chuckle softly, and at last she said: Why, Birdalone, my dear, dost thou not know me after all these years?  Look on me again, look! and thou shalt see that I am not so much changed from what thou sawest me last night.  I am still thine image, my dear, only I was the image of what thou wert, and now I the image of what thou shalt be when two score years and ten of happy life have worn for thee.  Tell me, am I now aught like to thy mother in the flesh?

How hast thou frighted me, mother, said Birdalone; I thought that my friend had forsaken me, and that perchance the new-comer was another witch like unto the old one, and that I was never to be at rest and happy.  But as to my mother in the flesh, nay, thou art not now wholly like unto her; and sooth to say I shall be fainer when thou hast thine own shape of me young back again, for I love thee not so much as now thou art.

The wood-wife laughed: Well, she said, thou shalt not see over-much of me in this shape; and that the less because of something I shall now tell thee, to wit, that I have been thinking the matter over, and I would have thee leave us twain together alone before the young man awaketh.  I would have thee get thee home and abide him there; it shall not be long I promise thee; and this also, that he shall come home to thee sound in body and whole in limb.

Birdalone’s countenance fell, and she said: Why this second mind, mother? why, I pray thee?  Said Habundia: I fear for thy love lest he be not strong enough to open his eyes upon thy face; but after he hath been a day in the woods, and I have spoken to him diversely and cheered him with the hope of meeting thee, he may well be strong enough to seek thee for a mile’s length, and find thine house first and then thee.  So now wilt thou obey me?  Nay, if thou must needs weep, I will be gone into the thicket till thou hast done, thou wilful!  Birdalone smiled through her tears, and said: I pray thee pardon my wilfulness, mother, and I will depart without turning back into the cave.  Nay, said Habundia, there is no need for so much haste as that: I will in now, and do my leechdoms with the sick man.  But do thou go across the stream, thou barefoot, and thou wilt find on the other side, by the foot of the quicken-tree yonder, honeycombs and white bread and a bicker of wild goats’ milk.  Bathe thee then if thou wilt, and bring those matters over hither; and then shalt thou go in and kiss thy mate’s sick face with thy fresh one, and thereafter shall we sit here by the ripple of the water and break our fast; and lastly, thou shalt go in and kiss again and then take to the road.  But tell me, deemest thou surely that thou canst find it again?  Yea, surely, mother, said Birdalone; I am wood-woman enough for that; and now I will do all thy will.  And therewith she stepped out lightly on to the greensward and sought up the stream till she found a smooth-grounded pool meet for her bath, and when that was done, she fetched the victual and came back to the wood-wife; then they two sat down together, and ate and drank while the water rippled at their feet.  But when they were done, Birdalone gat her into the cave again, and kissed the sleeping man fondly, and came forth lightly and stood a moment before the wood-wife, and said: Tell me this at least, mother, when shall he be there?  To-morrow quoth the wood-wife; and, for my part, I would keep thee within doors and abide him there, lest there be trouble; for he may not yet be as strong as the strongest.  Birdalone hung down her head and answered not, but said presently: Farewell, wood-mother, and be thou blessed.  Then she took up her bow and betook her lightly to the woodland way, and the wood-wife stood looking at her till the thicket had hidden her, and then turned back and went into the cave.






  








CHAPTER XXV.  THE WOOD-WIFE HEALETH AND TENDETH THE BLACK SQUIRE.
 

She stood over Arthur for a minute or two, and then stooped down and whispered a word in his ear, and presently he stirred on the bed and half opened his eyes, but straightway turned on his side, as if to gather sleep to him, but she took him by the shoulder and said in a clear voice: Nay, knight, nay; hast thou not slept enough? is there nought for thee to do?  He sat up in the bed and rubbed his eyes, and his face was come to its wholesome colour, and his eyes looked out quietly and calmly as he looked about the cave and saw the wood-wife standing by him; and he spake in a voice which was somewhat weak, but wherein was no passion of rage or woodness: Where am I then? and who art thou, dame?  She said: Thou art in a cave of the woodland, and I am for one thing thy leech, and meseemeth thou desirest to eat and to drink.  He smiled and nodded his head; and she fetched him the milk, and he drank a long draught, and sighed thereafter, as one who is pleased; and she smiled on him, and fetched him the bread and the honey, and he ate and drank again, and then lay down and fell fast asleep.  And she suffered his slumber for two hours or so, and then awoke him again; and again he asked where he was and what was she, but she said as before.  And said she: The next thing thou hast to do is to arise, as thou well mayest, and take this raiment, which is fair and clean, and go wash thee in the brook and come back to me; and then we will talk, and thou shalt tell me of how it was with thee, and peradventure I may tell thee somewhat of how it shall be with thee.  As she spoke she went to a coffer which stood in a nook of the cave, and drew forth from it a shirt and hosen and shoon, and a surcoat and hood of fine black cloth, and a gilded girdle and a fair sword, red-sheathed, and said: These may serve thy turn for the present, so take them and don them, and thou shalt look like a squire at least, if not a knight.

So he arose as one in a dream and went out; but as he passed by her she saw something gleaming on his breast, and noted that it was Birdalone’s fair sapphire ring which hung about his neck; so she smiled, and said under her breath: Crafty is my dear daughter!  But that shall save me some words at least.  And she abided his return.

Anon he cometh back clad in the fair raiment, with the sword by his side; and the wood-wife smote her palms together and cried out: Now indeed thou art fair and well-liking, and a fair lady might well take pleasure in beholding thee.

But his brow was knit, and he looked sullen and angry, and he said: What is all this play? and where gattest thou this ring which I found e’en now about my neck?  And who art thou, and why have I been brought hither?

His eyes looked fiercely on her as he spake, holding out his palm with the ring lying thereon.  But the wood-wife answered: Many questions, fair youth! but I will tell thee: the play is for thine healing and pleasure, whereas both sick hast thou been and sorry.  As to the ring, it is thou hast got it and not I.  But I will tell thee this, that I have seen it on the finger of a fair damsel who haunteth the woodland not far hence.  As to what I am, that were a long tale to tell if I told it all; but believe this meanwhile, that I am the lady and mistress of hereabouts, and am not without power over my folk and my land.  And as to why thou wert brought hither, I brought thee because I had no better house handy for a sick man to lie in.

Then Arthur stood a long while considering the ring that lay on his palm, and at last he put his hand on the wood-wife’s shoulder, and looked into her face beseechingly, and said: O mother, if thou be mighty be merciful withal, and have pity on me!  Thou callest me a youth, and so I may be in regard to thee; but I tell thee it is five long years and there hath been no other thought in my heart but what was loathsome to me, and it hath worn and wasted my youth, so that it waneth and withereth and is nought.  O, if thou be mighty, bring me to her that I may see her at least one time before I die.  And therewith he fell down on his knees before her, and kissed the hem of her gown, and wept.  But she drew him up and looked on him with the merry countenance of a kind old woman, and said: Nay, nay, I am not so hard to be won to thy helping that thou needest pray so sore and weep: here need we tarry no longer, and if thou wilt come with me we shall go seek the damsel who bore this ring, though how it should come to thee why should I know?  Neither do I know if the said ring-bearer be the one woman whom thou needest.  But I will tell thee at once that she is a dear friend of mine.

Then Arthur threw his arms about her, and kissed her cheeks and blessed her, while she laughed on him and said: Nay, fair sir, if thou wilt do so much with the withered branch, what wilt thou with the blossom of the tree?  And he was abashed before her, but hope made his heart to dance.

So the wood-wife took up her bow, slung her quiver at her back, and girt her short sword to her, and then led him forth, and so into the thicket out of the dale and forth into the oaken bent, and lightly she led him thereafter through the woodland.






  








CHAPTER XXVI.  THE BLACK SQUIRE TELLETH THE WOOD-WIFE OF HIS DOINGS SINCE BIRDALONE WENT FROM THE CASTLE OF THE QUEST.
 

As they went Habundia said to Arthur: Now shalt thou talk and tell for the shortening of the way, and let us know somewhat of thy story.  But first I must tell thee, for thou mayest not know it, so witless as then thou wast, that yesterday we found thee down in the dale yonder, playing the string-play sweetly indeed, but otherwise dight like a half beast more than a man, so that we wondered at thee and pitied thee.

Arthur knit his brows as if he strove with some memory and might not master it; then he said: Thou sayest We, who then was the other?  Said Habundia: I had a dear friend with me.  Quoth he: And did she pity me also?  Yea, said the wood-wife, else scarce had she been a friend to me.  O let us on swiftly, said Arthur, so long as the time may be!  And they quickened their pace and ate up the way speedily.

Presently spake the wood-wife again: Now for the tale of thee, fair sir; yet will I shorten it somewhat by telling thee that I know thy name, that thou art Arthur the Black Squire of the Castle of the Quest.  He stared at that word, and said: How knewest thou this? how couldst thou guess it, who hast never seen me erst?  A friend told me, said she; too long it were as now to tell thee thereof.  Rather do thou tell me how thou didst fare when ye found thy friend gone from the castle that time ye came home from the winning of the Red Hold.

Arthur stared astonished, and said: What is it?  Dost thou verily know my love? or art thou a sorceress and knowest somewhat of me by spell-work?  I am somewhat more than a sorceress, may-happen, said the wood-wife; but heed it not, since I am thy friend to-day, but tell me what I ask, that I may have all the tale of thee; it will serve for the shortening of the way.  Said Arthur: And who but I needeth it as short as may be? so stand we not loitering here, and I will talk as we wend on speedily.

On they sped therefore, and said Arthur: How did I fare? as one stunned, mother, and knew not what had happened; and when I heard their babble of how she had done wrong here and right there, I was driven half mad by it, so that I hastened back to the Red Hold, and became the captain of Greenford, to hunt down their scattered foemen; for I said to myself that needs must I rage and slay, and that were worser amongst my friends than mine unfriends.  What then? that business came to an end; though all the ill men were not slain, but all were driven away from the parts of Greenford; and sooth to say they durst not come anywhere nigh where they heard of me.  Then became each day like every other, and the thought of my hope and my despair ate mine heart out, and I was of no avail unto any.  Now it so happened, amidst my many battles and chases, I had hunted the bands of the Red Hold into the northwest marches of the woodland; and I noted that even they, howsoever hard bestead, and the worst of men to boot, would scarce at the first be driven into the thickets thereof, though at last, whether or no they have made covenant with the devils, there I know not, they have betaken them to the depths of the wood and have borne off women from the dwellings and got children on them, and are like to breed an evil folk.  That then I noted that this Evilshaw was a dwelling loathed and desert, and little like it was that any would meddle with me there.  Three years had worn since I was cast away at the Castle of the Quest by her that loved me, who must needs sacrifice both her and me to the busy devil of folly; and I also deemed that if I sought for her I should not find her; and yet more forsooth, that if I found her she would be as hard unto me as when she fled from me.  And as for me, I was gotten hard and crabbed, and no man, if his heart would let him, would have aught to say to me.  So I gat me away from the Red Hold, as I had from the Castle of the Quest, and I gave out that I would enter into religion, and forbade any man to follow me.  Neither did any desire it.  First of all I set me down at the very outskirts of the woodland, and raised me a bower there, rude and ill-shapen.  Few folk came anigh me, and yet some few, charcoal-burners, and hunters of the edges of the wood, and suchlike.  These deemed me a holy man, whereas I was but surly.  Somewhat also they feared me, whereas in some of their huntings or goings and comings after prey I had put forth all my strength, eked out by the lore of knighthood, which was strange to them.  One man there was of them who was fashioned of the minstrel craft by nature, and who forgathered with me specially, till we became friends, and he was a solace to me, with his tales and his songs of a rougher people than I had been wont to deal with.  But when I had been in that place for two years he died of a sickness, and I was left lonely, and my soreness of heart fell upon me till I scarce knew what next I should do.  So I fared away yet deeper into the wildwood, taking with me the harp which my friend had given me before he died.  It was summer, and I wandered about ever deeper into the wood, until belike I had scarce been able to win out of it if I had tried.  At last, when the autumn came, I built myself again some sort of a bower in a clearing of the wood wherein was water, and the resort of plenteous venison.

What befell next?  My mind is not over-clear concerning it all, for I was now becoming more of a beast than a man.  But this I know, that some men of the bands whom I had chased happened on me.  They knew me not for their old foeman, but of their kind it was to torment and slay any man whom they might lightly overcome.  Yet was not the battle so over-light but that I slew and hurt divers of them ere they got me under and stripped me and bound my hands and tormented me, after the manner that the devils shall do with them when they shall go to their reward.  Yet somehow I lived, though they deemed me dead, and I crawled away thence when they were gone; and somehow I was healed of my body, but I was confused of my wit thereafter, and now can call to mind but little of what befell me as I strayed from place to place, save that I remember I was hapless and heart-sore ever: and also meseemeth that I saw visions at whiles, and those who had been in my life before these things, their images would come before me to mock me as I sat singing whiles and whiles playing the string-play (for my harp I bore ever with me); and whiles I bewailed me, and called for help on them that would not or might not help me.  And now I may not even tell the years of my abiding in the desert, how many they be.  But I pray thee let us on more swiftly yet.

Said the wood-wife: Thou hast told me but little of thy life, Black Squire, but it is enough maybe; and I see that thou mayst not tell me more because thou hast thy mind set on what may betide thee when this day is over.  But thou must know that thou hast come into the wood of Evilshaw, wherein, besides those savage men who quelled thee and their like, there be uncouth things no few, and wights that be not of the race of Adam; wherefore no great marvel is it that thou sawest visions, and images of them that were not by thee.  Yea, said he, but one vision had I that confused and overcame me more than all others, and meseemeth that came to me not long ago.  For first I saw the shape of her that my soul desireth ever, and it wept and lamented for me; and then for a little I seemed as if I were coming forth from my confusion of wit; when lo! there issued from the thicket another image of my beloved and blamed me and threatened me.  God wot good cause there was of the blame.  But tell me, mother, since thou callest thyself wise, what may this portend?

The wood-wife laughed: Since I am wise, said she, I will foretell thee good days.  And now we will talk no more of thee or thy love or thy sorrow, but since thou wilt so fiercely devour the way, I will tell thee a tale or two of this wood and its wights to save us from over-much weariness.

So did she, talking and telling as they went; and she went on a pace before him, and howsoever long or hardly he might stride he might not overgo her.  And so fast they went, that they were within a little way of the Oak of Tryst a good while before the sun had set, though they had set out from the cave three hours after the hour when Birdalone and the wood-wife had left the House under the Wood on the yesterday.  They had come to a steep rock that rose up from a water’s side, and the wood-wife bade stay, whether Arthur would or no, and she made him eat and drink, bringing the victual and wine from out of a cleft in the said rock.  And she held him there till the night was come and there was a glimmer of the rising moon in the east, and he was ill at ease and restless; but still she held him there till the moon rose high and shone upon them, and the shadows of the oak-boughs lay black all around.

Then she bade him arise, and let him on to the Oak of Tryst, yea and somewhat beyond it toward the great water.  Then she spake to him: Black Squire, I am now come home, and will lead thee no further; I was deeming that we should have slept in the wood a good way from this, and then would I have brought thee on thy way to-morrow morning; but the eagerness of thine heart hath made thy feet so speedy, that we be here somewhat rathe, and yet I am not ill-pleased therewith.  Then she turned him about and said: Look down the bent and tell me what thou seest.  He said: I see the boles of goodly trees, and betwixt them the gleaming of a great water.  She said: Go thitherward then while the moon is yet at her brightest, and thou shalt presently come to wide meads lying along the water, and a stream running through them.  Enter then into the meads and look about thee, and thou shalt see a little house (there is none other nigh) standing just across the said stream; go up thither boldly and crave guesting from whomsoever thou shalt find there, and maybe things shall go after thy mind.  More than this I may not do for thee.  Farewell then, and if thou wilt thou mayst meet me again; that is to say, that which is verily me: but it is like that this shape which hath been striding on with thee daylong thou shalt not see any more.

He looked on her wondering, for she seemed to grow goodly and stately before his eyes.  But even as he stretched forth his hand to take hers, she turned about suddenly and fared into the wood out of his sight, wending full as swiftly as might have been looked for.  Then he drew his sword and turned his face from the wood, and went down toward the water.






  








CHAPTER XXVII.  SIR ARTHUR COMETH TO THE HOUSE UNDER THE WOOD.
 

So came Arthur into the meadows, and went eagerly but warily over the dewy grass.  And here and there a cow rose before him and went bundling down the mead a little way, and the owls cried out from behind him, and a fox barked from the thicket’s edge.  Then he found himself on the stream-side, and he stayed and looked from side to side, and lo! on the other side of the stream a little house that looked familiar to him as a yeoman’s dwelling in the builded lands, and the thatch thereon shone under the moon and its windows were yellow with candle-light; and so homely it seemed to him, that he thrust his sword into the sheath and lightly crossed the brook, and came to the door and laid his hand upon the latch and lifted it and shoved the door, and all was open before him.

His eyes, coming from the night, dazzled with the bright light of the candles, but he saw a fair woman rising up in her place, and he said: May a traveller in the woodland be welcome here to-night, dealing with all in all honour?

But the woman came toward him holding out her two hands, and ere he could cry out that he knew her, she had thrown herself upon him, and had cast her arms about him and was kissing his face, and murmuring: O welcome indeed! welcome, welcome, and welcome!  And so sore did his past grief and his desire move him, that he was weak before her, and held down his hands and let her do.  And both those were breathless with wonder and joy and longing; and they stood aloof a little in a while and looked on each other, she with heaving bosom and streaming eyes, and he with arms stretched forth and lips that strove with his heart’s words and might not utter them; but once more she gave herself to him, and he took her in his arms strongly now, so that she was frail and weak before him, and he laid his cheek to her cheek and his lips to her lips, and kissed her eyes and her shoulders and murmured over her.  And then again they stood apart, and she took him by the hand and led him to the settle, and set him down by her, and herself by him; and a while they said nought.  Then she spake as one who had come to herself and was calm, though her heart was aflame for love: Tell me, love, when thine hand was on the latch didst thou look to find me here in this house? for thine hand it was that waked me; I heard not thy foot before the threshold, for I was weary and slumbering.  Alas! that I lost the sound of thy feet!  He spake, and his voice sounded false unto him, as if it came from another’s mouth: I wot not; the woman that led me nearby seemed to bid me hope.  Then he said: Nay, the sooth is that I should have died if I had not found thee here; I have been sick so long with hoping.

Again were they silent till she said: I would that I had heard thee crossing the brook.  But the wood-wife bade me look for thee no earlier than to-morrow; else had I time enough; and I would have made the house trim with the new green boughs, and dighted our bed with rose blooms; and I would have done on me my shining gown that the wood-wife gave me.  For indeed she was but clad in her scanty smock and nought else.

But he laid his head on her bosom and kissed her all about, and said: Nay, my own love, it is well, it is better.  And she murmured over him: O friend, my dear, think not that I had will to hide me from thee.  All that is here of me is thine, and thine, and thine.

And she took his hand and they arose together, and she said: O friend, I fled from thee once and left thee lonely of me because I deemed need drave me to it; and I feared the strife of friends, and confusion and tangle.  Now if thou wilt avenge thee on me thou mayest, for I am in thy power.  Yet will I ask thee what need will drive thee to leave me lonely?

He said: The need of death.  But she said: Mayhappen we shall lie together then, as here to-night we shall lie.






  








CHAPTER XXVIII.  FAIR DAYS IN THE HOUSE OF LOVE.
 

On the morrow it was sweet times betwixt those twain, and what was hard and fierce of their love they seemed to have put behind them.  A dear joy it was to Birdalone that day to busy herself about the housekeeping, and to provide whatsoever seemed now, or had seemed to her in her early days, to be dainties of their meadow and woodland husbandry, as cream and junkets and wood-fruit and honey, and fine bread made for that very occasion.

Withal she was careful as a mother with a child that he should not over-weary himself with the sun of the early summer, but rather to follow the brook up into the wood and lie adown in the flecked shadow and rest him wholly, as if there were nought for him to do but to take in rest all that was done for his service, both by the earth and by the hands and nimble feet of Birdalone.  And as she was wilful in other ways of her cherishing, so also in this, that for nought in that daylight would she go anywise disarrayed, nay not so much as to go barefoot, though he prayed her thereof sorely, and told her that fairer and sweeter she was in her smock alone than in any other raiment.  For in the morning she went in her woodland green let down to her heels, and when the day wore towards evening, and the wind came cool from over the Great Water, then she did on her wonder-raiment which the wood-wife had given her, and led Arthur over the meadows here and there, and went gleaming by the side of the black-clad man along the water’s lip.  And they looked forth on to Green Eyot and Rock Eyot, and stood by the shallow bight where she had bathed those times; and they went along to the dismal creek where the Sending Boat was wont to lie, and where yet lay the scattered staves of it; and then along the meadow-land they went from end to end, resting oft on the flowery grass, till the dews began to fall and the moon cast shadows on the greensward.  Then home they fared to the house; and again on the way must Birdalone feign for their disport that the witch was come back again, and was awaiting her to play the tyrant with her; and Arthur fell in with her game, and kissed her and clipped her, and then drew his sword and said: By All-hallows I shall smite off her head if she but lay a finger on thee.

So they played like two happy children till they came to the door of the house, and Birdalone shoved it open, and they two looked in together and saw nought worse therein save the strange shadows that the moon cast from the settle on to the floor.  Then Birdalone drew in her love, and went about lighting the candles and quickening a little cooking fire on the hearth, till the yellow light chased the moon away from the bed of their desire.






  








CHAPTER XXIX.  THOSE TWAIN WILL SEEK THE WISDOM OF THE WOOD-WIFE.
 

Again next day was their life such as it had been the day before; and as they lay in cool shadow of a great oak, Birdalone fell to telling Arthur all the whole story of her dealings with the wood-wife, and how that she had so loved her and holpen her, that through her love and her help she had escaped the witch and her snares, who would have turned her into a half-devil for the undoing of manfolk.  And how that the said wood-wife had never appeared to her but as an image and double of herself, save on the time when she played the leech to him.  Then she told him how all had gone when the wood-wife had sought him out for the fulfilment of their love, and of the dreadful day when they had come upon him out of his wit and but little manlike.

Then she asked, would he, within the next day or two, that they should go see the wood-wife together and thank her for her help, and bring him within the ring of her love and guarding; and he yeasaid it with a good will.

After this she would have him tell her of how things had gone with him since that evil day when he had come home from the Castle of the Quest and found her gone.  So he told her somewhat, and of his dole and misery, and his dealings with the foemen of Greenford; but yet scantly, and as one compelled; and at last he said:

Dear love, since thou art cossetting me with all solace of caresses, I pray thee remember my trouble and grief, how sore they were, and do with me as with a sick man getting well, as I wot surely thou wouldest do; and do thou that which is at this present the softest and merriest to me, and that forsooth is, that thou shouldest talk and tell, and I should hearken the sweetness of the music, and only here and there put in a word to rest thee and make thy tale the sweeter.

She laughed with love on him, and without more ado fell to telling everything she might think of, concerning her days in the House of Captivity, both when she was but a bairn, and when she was grown to be a young woman; and long was she about the tale, nor was it all done in one day; and a multitude of things she told him which are not set down in this book.

In the evening when they were going again to and fro the meads, it was other talk they fell on, to wit, of their fellows of the Quest, both of Sir Hugh and the three lovely ladies: and now was Arthur nought but kind when he spake of Atra, nor spake Birdalone otherwise; but she said: I shall now say a hard word, yet must thou bear it, my loveling, since we twain are now become one, and have but one joy together and one sorrow.  Deemest thou that Atra is yet alive?  Sooth it is, said Arthur, it may well be that I have slain her.  And what may we do by her if ever we fall in with her alive? said Birdalone.  I wot not, said Arthur; some would say that we have done penance for our fault, both thou and I; and what other penance may we do, save sundering from each other?  And by God above I will not.  By thine head and thine hands I will not, said Birdalone.

So said they; but therewith their eyes told tales of the fair eve and the lovely meadows, and the house, the shrine of the dear white bed no less sweet to them than erst; but then presently Birdalone stayed her love, and took her arms about him, and each felt the sweetness of the other’s body, and joy blossomed anew in their hearts.  Then fell Arthur to telling of the deeds and the kindness of Baudoin, whom never again they should see on the earth; and they turned back home to the house, and on the way spake Birdalone: This is what I would we should do: whereas I have sought thee and thou me, and we have found each other, whereas ye sought me when I went astray in the Black Valley of the Greywethers, and before, when ye three sought your own loves, now I would that we should seek our fellows and have joy in them, and thole sorrow with them as in days gone by.

Spake Arthur: Dear is the rest with thee in this wilderness; yet were it a deed of fame, and would bring about a day of joy, might we find our friends again, and knit up the links of the fellowship once more.  But thou the wise and valiant! belike thou hast in thine head some device whereby this might be set about.

Birdalone said: Simple is my device, to wit, that we ask one who is wiser than I.  Let us tarry not, but go to-morrow and see the wood-wife and talk with her concerning it.  Then she smiled upon him and said: But when thou seest her, wilt thou be aghast if she come before us in my shape of what I was five years agone, or six?

Nay, nay, he said, thou art not so terrible as that; not very far do I run from thee now.  And therewith they kissed and embraced, and so entered the House of Love.






  








CHAPTER XXX.  THEY HAVE SPEECH WITH HABUNDIA CONCERNING THE GREEN KNIGHT AND HIS FELLOWS.
 

When the morrow was they arose and went their ways toward the wood, and Birdalone in her hunter’s coat, quiver at back and bow in hand.  They came to the Oak of Tryst, and Birdalone was at point to call on the wood-wife by the burning of a hair of hers, when she came lightly from out the thicket, clad as Birdalone, and her very image.  She stood before them with a glad countenance, and said: Welcome to the seekers and finders.  But Arthur stepped forth and knelt before her, and took her right hand and kissed it, and said: Here I swear allegiance to thee, O Lady of the Woods, to do thy will in all things, and give thee thanks from my heart more than my tongue can say.

Quoth the wood-wife: I take thine allegiance, fair young man, and mine help shalt thou have henceforward.  Then she smiled and her eyes danced for merriment, and she said: Yet thy thanks meseemeth for this while are more due to the wise carline who brought thee through the woods two days ago, and only left thee when the way was easy and clear to thee.

Lady, said Arthur, I know now how great is thy might, and that thou canst take more shapes than this only; and humbly I thank thee that for us thou hast taken the shape that I love the best of all on the earth.

Said the wood-wife: Stand up, Black Squire, and consider a little what thou wouldst have me do for thee, while I have speech with mine image yonder.  And therewith she came up to Birdalone, and drew her a little apart, and fell to stroking her cheeks and patting her hands and diversely caressing her, and she said to her: How now, my child, have I done for thee what I promised, and art thou wholly happy now?  O yea, said Birdalone; if nought else befell us in this life but to dwell together betwixt the woodland and the water, and to see thee oft, full happy should we be.

Nevertheless, said Habundia, art thou not come hither to ask somewhat of me, that ye may be happier?  So it is, wise mother, said Birdalone; grudge not against me therefor, for more than one thing drives me thereto.  I will not grudge, said the wood-wife; but now I will ask thy mate if he has thought what it is that he will have of me.  And she turned to Arthur, who came forth and said: Lady, I have heard thee, and herein would we have thee help us: There were erst six fellows of us, three caries and three queans, to whom was added this sweetling here; but one of them, to wit the Golden Knight, was slain, and for the rest . . .  Yea, I know, said the wood-wife; my child here hath told me all; and now ye wot not where they are or if they be yet alive, all or any of them.  Now is it not so that ye would seek these friends, if it were but to greet them but once, and that ye would ask of the wise wood-wife help to find them?  Is there any more of the tale?  Nay, lady, said Arthur.

Said she: Well then, that help shall ye have, were it but for the sake of that little Viridis whereof my child hath told me.  Wherefore abide tidings of me for a fourteen days, and seek not to me ere then; and meantime fear not, nor doubt me, for many messengers I have, and ever may I do somewhat if the end of the tale is to be told in these woodlands: and I deem these friends will not be hard to draw hither, for it is most like that they be thinking of you and longing for you, as ye for them.  And now I will depart on my business, which is yours, and do ye be happy to-day in the woodland, and to-morrow in the meadows and by the water; and let no trouble weigh down your happy days.

Therewith she flitted away from them, when she had kissed them both.  But when she was gone they fared away together deep into the wood, and were exceeding merry disporting them, and on their return they gat them venison for their meat, and so came back to the House of Love when the moon was up and shining brightly.






  








CHAPTER XXXI.  HABUNDIA COMETH WITH TIDINGS OF THOSE DEAR FRIENDS.
 

Wore the days thenceforth merrily; and one day it was delight in the wide meads, and another they went a long way west along the water-side, and so into another meadow-plain, smaller than their home-plain, which Birdalone had never erst come into; and three eyots lay off it, green and tree-beset, whereto they swam out together.  Then they went into the wood thereby in the heat of the afternoon, and so wore the day, that they deemed themselves belated, and lay there under a thorn-bush the night through.

Another day Birdalone took her mate over on to Green Eyot and Rock Eyot, and showed him all the places she was used to haunt.  And they had their fishing-gear with them, and angled off the eyots a good part of the day, and had good catch, and swam back therewith merrily.  And Birdalone laughed, and said that it seemed to her as if once again she were ransoming her skin of the witch-wife by that noble catch.

Divers times also they fared into the wood, and thrice they lay out the night there in some woodlawn where was water; and on one of these times it happed that Arthur awoke in the grey dawn, and lay open-eyed but not moving for a little; and therewith he deemed he saw the gleam of war-gear in the thicket.  So he kept as still as he might, but gat his sword out of its sheath without noise, and then leapt up suddenly, and sprang thitherward whereas he had seen that token, and again saw armour gleam and heard some man crashing through the underwood, for all was gone in one moment.  So he woke up Birdalone, and they bended their bows both of them, and searched the thicket thereabouts heedfully, arrow on string, but found nought fiercer than a great sow and her farrow.  So came the full day, and they gat them back to their meadows and their house; but thereafter were they warier in going about the woodland.

In all joyance then wore the days till the fifteenth, and in the morning early they went their ways to the Oak of Tryst, and had no need to call Habundia to them, for presently she came forth out of the thicket, with her gown gathered up into her girdle and bow in hand.  But she cast it down and ran up to Birdalone, and kissed her and clipped her, and then she took a hand of Arthur and a hand of Birdalone, and held them both and said: My child, and thou dear knight, have ye still a longing to fall in with those friends of yours, and to run all risk of whatsoever contention and strife there may be betwixt you thereafter?  Yea, certes, said Arthur; and even so said Birdalone.  Well is that then, said the wood-wife; but now and for this time, ere I help you, I shall put a price upon my help, and this is the price, that ye swear to me never wholly to sunder from me; that once in the year at least, as long as ye be alive and wayworthy, ye come into the Forest of Evilshaw, and summon me by the burning of a hair of mine, that we may meet and be merry for a while, and part with the hope of meeting once more at least.  And if ye will not pay the price, go in peace, and ye shall yet have my help in all other matters that may seem good unto you, but not in this of joining your fellowship together.  How sayest thou, Birdalone, my child?  How sayest thou, Black Squire, whom, as meseemeth, I have delivered from a fate worse than death, and have brought out of wretchedness into bliss?

Spake Birdalone: Had I dared, I would have bidden thee to swear to me even such an oath, to wit, that thou wouldst never wholly sunder thee from me.  How then may I not swear this that thou biddest me, and that with all joy and trustiness?

Spake Arthur: Lady, had I no will to swear oath for thy sake, yet with a good will would I swear it for my true-love’s sake who loveth thee.  Yet verily of mine own will would I swear it joyfully, were it for nought else save to pleasure thee, who hast done so kindly by me, and hath given me back my manhood and my love, which else I had miserably lost.

Spake the wood-wife: It is well again.  Join hands then, and swear as I have bidden you by the love ye bear each other.

Even so they did, and then the wood-wife kissed them both and said: Now do I deem you earth’s very children and mine, and this desire of yours is good, and it shall be done if I may bring it about; yet therein the valiance and wisdom of you both may well be tried.  For this have I found out by my messengers and others, that your friends are alive, all of them; and they have thought of you in their inmost hearts, and have long determined that they must needs go seek you if they are to live lives happy and worthy.  Furthermore, their quest hath drawn them hither to Evilshaw (nor say I that I have been nothing therein), and they are even now in the wood.  But ye shall know that peril encompasses them; for they fare but a few, and of those few be there two traitors who are minded to deliver them to the men of the Red Company, unto whom three women as fair as your she-friends were a prize indeed.  Wherefore the Red Folk are dogging them, and will fall upon them when they find the occasion.  But I shall see to it that the occasion shall be in time and place where they shall not be unholpen.  Now what ye have to do for your parts, is to waylay the waylayers, and keep watch and ward anigh the road they must needs take, and to fall on when need is.  But this again I shall see to, that your onset fail not.

But now ye may say: Since thou art mighty, why shouldst not thou thyself take our friends out of the hands of these accursed, as thou couldst well do, and we to take no part therein?  My friends, this might indeed well be; but thou, Birdalone, hast told me the whole tale, and how that there be wrongs to be forgiven which cannot be made right, and past kindness to be quickened again, and coldness to be kindled into love, and estrangement into familiar friendship; and meseems that the sight of your bodies and your hands made manifest to the eyes of them may do somewhat herein.  Yet if otherwise ye think, then so let it be, and go ye back to the House under the Wood, and in three days’ time I will bring you your friends all safe and sound.

Now they both said that they would not for aught that they should have no hand in the deliverance of them; so the wood-wife said: Come with me, and I shall lead you to the place of your ambush.

Then all they went on together, and fared a long way west, and toward the place where erst they two had found Arthur; and at last, two hours before sunset, they came to where was a glade or way between the thickets, which was as it were a little beaten by the goings of man-folk.  And the wood-wife did them to wit, that the evil folk aforesaid had so used it and beaten it, that it might just look as if folk were wont to pass that way, whereas it was not very far from their chiefest haunt and stronghold.  A little on the north side of this half-blind way, and some ten yards through the thicket, the ground fell away into a little dale, the bottom whereof was plain and well grassed, and watered by a brook.

Thither the wood-wife brought the twain; and when they all stood together on the brook-side, she said to them: Dear friends, this is your woodland house for this time, and I rede you go not forth of it, lest ye happen upon any of those evil men; for nought have ye to fear from any save them.  Here amidst these big stones, which make, see ye, as it were a cavern, have I stowed victual for you; and armour therewithal, because, though both of you are in a manner armed, yet who knoweth where a shaft drawn at a venture may reach.

And from the said stones she drew forth two very fair armours, helm and hauberk, and leg and arm wards; and they were all of green, and shone but little, but were fashioned as no smith of man-folk could have done the like.

This is thine, Sir Arthur, said the wood-wife, and thou wilt wear it like as it were silk; and this thine, my child, and thou art strong enough to bear such light gear.  And I charge you both to do on this gear presently, nor do it off till ye have achieved the adventure.  And now this is the last word: here is a horn of oliphant which thou shalt wear about thy neck, Birdalone; and if thou be sore bestead, or thy heart faileth thee, blow in it, yet not before the onfall; and then, whether thou blow much or little, thou shalt be well holpen.

Now be not downcast if nought befall to-night or to-morrow, or even the day after; but if the third day be tidingless, then at sunset burn a hair of my head, Birdalone, and I will come to you.  And now farewell! for I have yet to do in this matter.

With that she kissed Birdalone fondly and embraced Arthur, and went her way; and those twain abode in the dale, and slept and watched by turns, and all was tidingless till the morrow’s dawn; neither was there aught to tell of on that day and the night that ended it.






  








CHAPTER XXXII.  OF THE FIGHT IN THE FOREST AND THE RESCUE OF THOSE FRIENDS FROM THE MEN OF THE RED COMPANY.
 

Light was growing on the dawn of the next day, and the colours of things could be seen, when Birdalone, who was holding this last watch of the night, stood still and hearkened, deeming that she could hear some noise that was neither the morning wind in the tree-boughs nor the going of the wild things anear them in the wood.

So she did off her helm to hear the better, and stood thus a little; then she turned about and stooped down to Arthur, who was yet sleeping, and put forth a hand to rouse him.  But or ever she touched him, broke forth a sound of big and rough voices and laughter, and amidst it two shrieks as of women.

Arthur heard it, and was on his feet in a moment, and helmed, and he caught up his bended bow and cast on the quiver (for Birdalone was already weaponed), and without more words they went forth swiftly up the bank and through the thicket till they were looking on the half-blind way, but under cover, and there was nothing before them as yet.

There they stayed and hearkened keenly.  There were no more shrieks of women, nor heard they any weapon clash, but the talking and laughter of men went on; and at last they heard a huge and grim whoop of many men together; and then thereafter was less sound of talking, but came the jingle as of arms and harness; and Arthur whispered in Birdalone’s ear: Stand close! they have gotten to horse, and will be coming our way.  Nock an arrow.  And even so did he.

Therewith they heard clearly the riding of men, and in less than five minutes’ space they saw three big weaponed men riding together, clad in red surcoats, and they were so nigh that they heard the words of their speech.  One said to the other: How long shall the knight hold out, think ye?  Oh, a week maybe, said the other.  Meseems it was scathe that we stayed not a while to pine him, said the first man.  Nay, said the second, we be over-heavy laden with bed-gear to tarry.  And they all laughed thereat, and so went on out of hearing.

But then came four on together, whereof one, a gaunt, oldish man, was saying: It is not so much how long we shall be getting there, but what shall betide when we get there.  For this is not like lifting a herd of neat, whereof sharing is easy, but with this naked-skinned, two-legged cattle, which forsooth ye can eat and yet have, there may well be strife over the sharing.  And look to it if it hath not begun already: we must needs dismount three of our best men that these white-skinned bitches forsooth may each have a horse to herself, or else would they be fighting as to which should have a damsel of them before him on the saddle: curse the fools!

Laughed out they who were about him, and one young man cast a jeer at him the meaning whereof they might not catch, and again they laughed; and that deal passed on.  And next came a bigger rout, a half score or so, and they also laughing and jeering; but amidst them, plain to see riding a-straddle, their ankles twisted together under the horses’ bellies, their hands bound behind them, first Atra, black-clad as erst; then Aurea, in a gown of wheat-colour; then Viridis, green-clad.  Atra rode upright, and looking straight before her; Aurea hung her head all she might, and her long red hair fell about her face; but Viridis had swooned, and was held up in the saddle by one of the caitiffs on each side of her.  They were but little disarrayed, save that some felon had torn the bosom of Viridis’ gown, and dragged down the cloth so that her left shoulder was bare.

Arthur looked, and drew at the caitiff who went afoot beside Atra, and Birdalone at him who went by Viridis, for she wotted whitherward Arthur’s shaft would be turned.  The loose of the two bows made but one sound; both men fell stark dead, and the others huddled together a moment, and then ran toward the thicket on either hand, and they who ran north, two of them saw not Arthur, because of his green armour, ere they felt the death which lay in his sword.  And then he brake out amidst them, and there were three of them on him, yet for no long while, whereas their weapons bit not on the armour of the Faery, and his woodland blade sheared leather and ring-mail to the flesh and the bone: mighty were his strokes, and presently all three were wallowing on the earth.

Even therewith the seven who had passed on had turned back and were come on him a-horse-back; and hard had it gone with him, despite of his might and his valour and the trustiness of Habundia’s mail.  But meanwhile Birdalone had run to Viridis, who had fallen a dead weight aside of her horse, and lay half hanging by the bonds of her ankles.  Birdalone swiftly cut the cords both of her feet and her hands, and drew her off her horse as best she might, and laid her down on the grass; and then ran to Arthur sword aloft, just as his new battle was at point to begin.

But as she ran it came into her mind in a twinkling that her sword would be but weak, and the horn hung about her neck.  Then she stayed her feet, and set the horn to her lips and blew; and the oliphant gave forth a long singing note which was strange to hear.  But while it was yet at her lips one of the caitiffs was upon her, and he cried out: Hah the witch, the accursed green witch! and fetched her a great stroke from his saddle, and smote her on the helm; and though his sword bit not on that good head-burg, she fell to the ground unwitting.

Yet was not the wood-wife’s promise unavailing, for even while the voice of the horn was in the air, the way and thickets were alive with men-at-arms, green-clad as those twain, who straightway fell on the caitiffs, and with Arthur to help, left not one of them alive.  Then went some to Viridis, and raised her up, and so dealt with her that she came to herself again; and the like they did by Birdalone, and she stood, and looked about confusedly, but yet saw this, that they had gotten the victory.  Some went withal to Aurea, and cut her bonds and took her off her horse and set her on the ground; and she was all bewildered, and knew not where she was.

But Arthur, when he saw Birdalone on her feet, and unhurt by seeming, went to Atra, and cut her bonds and loosed her, and set her on the earth, all without a word, and then stood before her shyly.  Came the colour back into her face therewith, and she flushed red, for she knew him despite his outlandish green war-harness, and she reached out her hand to him, and he knelt before her and took her hand and kissed it.  But she bent over him till her face was anigh his, and he lifted up his face and kissed her mouth.  And she drew aback a little, but yet looked on him earnestly, and said: Thou hast saved my life, not from death indeed, but from a loathsome hell; I may well thank thee for that.  And O, if my thanks might be fruitful to thee!  And her bosom heaved, and the sobs came, and the tears began to run down her cheeks.  And he hung his head before her.  But in a while she left weeping, and turned about her face and looked round the field of deed; and she said: Who is yonder slim green warrior who hath even now knelt down by Viridis?  Is it not a woman?  Arthur reddened: Yea, said he; it is Birdalone.  Thy love? she said.  He said swiftly: Yea, and thy friend, and this time thy deliverer.  So it is, she said.  It is five years since I beheld her.  My heart yearns for her; I shall rejoice at the meeting of us.

She was silent, and he also a while; then she said: But why tarry we here in idle talk when he is yet bound, and in torment of body and soul; he the valiant, and the kind and the dear brother?  Come, tarry for no question.  And she stepped out swiftly along the green road going westward, and Arthur beside her; and as they went by Viridis, lo! Aurea had wandered unto them, and now was Birdalone unhelmed and kissing and comforting her.  Then cried out Atra: Keep up thine heart, Viridis! for now we go to fetch thee thy man safe and sound.

So they went but a little way on the green road ere they came to Sir Hugh bound hard and fast to a tree-bole, and he naked in his shirt, and hard by lay the bodies of two stout carles with their throats cut; for these honest men and the two felons who had betrayed them were all the following wherewith the Green Knight had entered Evilshaw.  And as it fell, the traitors had been set to watch while the others slept; and sleeping the caitiffs found them, and slew the said men-at-arms at once, but bound Hugh to a tree that he might be the longer a-dying; since none looked for any but their own folk to pass by that way.  All this they heard afterwards of Hugh.

But now the said Hugh heard men going, and he opened his eyes, and saw Atra and a man-at-arms with her; and he cried out: Hah, what is this now, sister? a rescue?  Yea, she said, and look thou on the face of the rescuer; and there is another hard by, and she is a woman.

Therewith was Arthur on him and cutting his bonds, and when he was loose they fell into each other’s arms, and Hugh spake: Now then at last doth life begin for me as I willed it!  And hast thou my sweet she-fellow, Birdalone, with thee?  Yea, said Arthur.  How good is that! said Hugh.  And yet, if it might but be that Baudoin were yet alive for us to seek!  Then he laughed and said: These be but sorry garments wherewith to wend along with dear and fair ladies, brother!  Nay, said Arthur, that may soon be amended, for yonder, where sword met sword, lieth raiment abundantly on the grass.  Fie on it! said Hugh, laughing; shall I do on me the raiment of those lousy traitors?  Not I, by the rood!  Thou must seek further for my array, dear lad!  So they all laughed, and were glad to laugh together.  But Atra said: It is easier even than that, for thine own fair garments and weapons shall we find if we seek them.  Sooth to say there was none left to bear them off, save it were this man, or Birdalone his mate.

With that word she looked kindly on Arthur, and again they laughed all three; though forsooth they were well-nigh weeping-ripe; one for joy, and that was Hugh; one for memory of the days gone by; and one for the bitterness of love that should never be rewarded; albeit dear even unto her was the meeting of friends and the glory of forgiveness and the end of enmity.






  








CHAPTER XXXIII.  VIRIDIS TELLETH THE TALE OF THEIR SEEKING.
 

Now came they back to where were the three others, and Viridis was quite come to herself and ran to meet her man, and he took her in his arms and caressed her sweetly; and then he turned to Birdalone, and spared no sign of friendly love to her; and Arthur, for his part, did so much for Aurea and Viridis.  No long tale there was between them for that while, for they would busk them to be gone.  But first they dug a grave for those two poor men who had been slain by the felons, and prayed for them.  As for the caitiffs who lay slain there, one score and two of them, they left them for the wolves to devour, and the tearing of the kites and crows; nor meddled they with any of their gear or weapons.  But they speedily found Hugh’s raiment, and his pouch, wherein was money good store; and they found also rings and ouches and girdles, which had been torn from the damsels in the first rage of their taking.

First though, when they had gathered together such horses as they needed, and let the rest run wild, Birdalone brought her she-friends down into the dale, and did them to bathe in a pool of the stream, and tended them as if she were their tire-woman, so that they were mightily refreshed; and she made garlands for them of the woodland flowers, as eglantine and honeysuckle; and herself, she bathed her, and did not on her battle-gear again, but clad her body in her woman’s array.

Then she brought forth victual and wine from Habundia’s store, and set it out on the stream-side; and thereafter she went up the bent to the green way and fetched down Hugh and Arthur, and brought them to the ladies, and bade them note how trim and lovely they were gotten again, and again it could scarce be but that kisses and caresses were toward; and in all content and love they took their breakfast, though bitter-sweet unto Atra had been the holding of her hand by Arthur and the kissing of her cheek, albeit not for worlds had she foregone it.

So there they abode merrily for some three hours, whereas the day was yet young; and they asked and told each other much, so that the whole tale, both of the seekers from the world and of the seekers from the water-side, came out little by little.  Now of the last ye have heard what there is to tell, but for the others Viridis took up the tale, as erst she did with the dealings of the Knights of the Quest in the Isle of Increase Unsought; and it seemed by her tale that Hugh and the ladies, though they were living happily and prosperously in the land of the Green Mountains, wherein Hugh had wealth enow, yet the thought both of Arthur and of Birdalone would not out of their minds, and often it was that they thought of them, not as friends think of friends of whom they are content to know that they are yet alive and most-like thriving, but as friends think of friends whose absence cuts a shard out of their lives, so that they long to see them day by day.  Wherefore it came to this at last, after much talk hereof, that Hugh left his possessions and his children (for he had two women-bairns born of Viridis) in the keeping of trusty folk, and took with him Viridis his wife, and Aurea and Atra, and they set out to seek those twain the world over till they should find them.  And first by the rede of Atra they fared to Greenford, and there tarried a month, and sought tidings of many, and heard a word here and there whereby they deemed that Birdalone had passed therethrough some little time before.  So they went thence to the Castle of the Quest, and found it in such plight as ye have heard, and it went sore to their hearts to behold it and to be there.  But therewithal they happed upon Leonard the priest, and he was rejoiced beyond measure to see them, and told them all that ye have heard concerning Birdalone’s coming thither and departing thence; and he told them therewith about those hauntings and sendings in the hall of the castle, and that they came to an end the very day that Birdalone departed thence in the Sending Boat.  Yet for the last three days there had been visions therein; but being questioned he was loth to tell thereof, so they forbore him a while.

At these tidings they were sore moved, and they talked the matter over betwixt themselves (and Leonard also was in their redes), and they must needs deem that either Birdalone was cast away, or that she had come to her old dwelling, the House under the Wood, and belike had fallen into the hands of the witch once more, and thereat were they sore downcast; and yet somewhat it was, that they had heard sure tidings of her; though meanwhile of Arthur had they heard nought.

While they talked this over, Atra, who had been somewhat silent, spake and said: Here are we brought to a stop with the first tidings which we have heard, whereas we know no manner of wending the Great Water.  This seemeth evil, but let us not be cast down, or die redeless.  Ye have heard of what sayeth Sir Leonard of these hauntings in the hall, and how that they have come back again, wherefore why should we not sleep in the hall this night, those of us at least who have not so much fear as not to note them well, to see if we may draw any avail from them?  How say ye?  For my part I will try the adventure, whatever may come of it.

Now they all yeasaid it, though Aurea was somewhat timorous, albeit she would not be parted from the others; so when night came there they made their beds and lay down; and the end of it was, that a little before midnight Atra waked the others, and did them to wit that by her deeming something was toward; and presently they were all four as wide awake as ever they were in their lives; and next, without any sound that was strange, there came the image of a woman on to the dais, clad in green like to an huntress of ancient days, her feet sandalled, her skirts gathered up into her girdle, so that her legs were naked; she had a quiver at her back, and a great bow in her hand.

Now to all of them save Atra this appearance seemed to be the image of Birdalone; but she told her fellows afterwards, that to her it seemed not to be altogether Birdalone, but rather some other one most like unto her, as it were her twin-sister.

Gazed the image kindly and sweetly on them, so that they beheld it without fear; and it seemed to them that it gave forth speech; yet not so much that the sound of words was in the air about and smote their ears, as that the sense of words reached the minds of them.  And this was the tale of it: Ye, who are seeking the lost, have done well to come hither, and now shall ye do well to wend the straightest way to the dwelling of the wildwood, and that is by way of the western verge of Evilshaw the forest.  Greenford is on the way.  Way-leaders ye shall get; be wise, yet not prudent, and take them, though they be evil, and your luck may well avail.

Therewith the image vanished away as it had come, and Leonard, who with the others took the appearance for an image of Birdalone, said that it was such as he had seen it the three last days.  So they lay not down again, but departed for Greenford without tarrying, and rode the other end of the short night through till they came to Greenford.  But Leonard would not with them; and Hugh behight him, if he lived and did well, to come back somehow to the Castle of the Quest, and so redo it that it should be no longer desolate.  So to Greenford they came, and spared not to do folk to wit that they would ride a pilgrimage in Evilshaw, and were fain of way-leaders; and there they dwelt a day or two, and many would let them of that journey, which, said they, was rather deadly than perilous only.  But on the third day came to Sir Hugh two stout carles well weaponed, who said that they knew well all the ways that led to Evilshaw, and the ways that went therethrough, and they offered themselves for a wage to Sir Hugh.  Now these said carles were not over fair of favour, but seemed somewhat of ribalds, nor would Sir Hugh have taken them to service in his house at home; but he called to mind that it were more prudence than wisdom to spoil his journey and lose the occasion of finding his dear friends for the hasty judgment of a man’s face and demeanour, wherefore he waged these two men, and they set out for the western edges of Evilshaw.

Many towns and thorps they passed through, and everywhere, when men knew whither they were bound, they letted them all they might in words; but little heed they paid thereto, whereas they were all fixed in their rede that nought was to be done save the finding of their friends, and that their life-days were spoiled if they found them not.  And moreover, each one of them, but especially Atra and Viridis, had dreams of the night from time to time, wherein they seemed to see the green-clad woman, were she Birdalone or another, beckoning and bidding them to enter the Wood of Evilshaw.

As to those two way-leaders withal, whether it were that they got used to their faces, or that their ways and manners were nought uncourteous or fierce, they doubted them less and less as time wore; all save Viridis, whose flesh crept when they drew anigh her, as will betide one who comes across an evil-looking creeping thing.  As for Atra, she now began to heed little the things about her, as if her heart were wholly set on the end of the journey.

But now at last were they come so far that they had no choice but to use the said way-leaders, for they were gotten to the edge of Evilshaw.  So they entered it, and those two led them by half-blind ways and paths amongst the thickets, and fumbled never with the road.

Five days they went thus, and on the fifth evening they lay down to sleep in the wood, and it was the turn of those two hirelings to keep watch and ward, and they woke not the next morn save with the hands of the Red Felons at their throats, so that Hugh was bound, and his two trusty men who came with him from the Green Mountains were slain before a stroke might be struck.

This was the end of Viridis’ tale, save that she told how that it was she that had uttered those two shrieks which Arthur and Birdalone had heard from the thicket; and that she had so done when the two false way-leaders laid hold of her to drag her away from her man, who stood there before her bound to a tree that he might perish there, whereon the two caitiffs had smitten her into unwit that they might have no more of her cries.

Now when all this had been told, and they had abided awhile in the fair little dale, and had said many kind endearing words of friendship, they went up on the green way again, and took what of the horses they needed and trussed their goods thereon (and Birdalone would not leave that brave armour which Habundia had given her), and they dight others for their home-riding, and the rest they turned loose into the woods, and so rode their ways, Birdalone going ever with Atra, and Arthur by Aurea; but Viridis must needs have Hugh within reach of her hand all the way.

Good speed they made, so that ere the night had fallen on them, though the sun was set, they ‘had come to the House under the Wood; and there again was joy and wondering of the new-comers, and merry feasting on such simple victuals as were there, and good-night and rest in all contentment in the house where erst had Birdalone tholed so many griefs and fears.

 

Here ends the Sixth Part of the Water of the Wondrous Isles, which is called The Days of Absence, and begins the Seventh Part, which is called The Days of Returning.






  








THE SEVENTH PART: THE DAYS OF RETURNING.
 






  








CHAPTER I.  SIR HUGH ASKETH BIRDALONE WHERE SHE WOULD HAVE THE ABODE OF THEIR FELLOWSHIP TO BE.
 

On the next day, they arose and were glad, and it was to them as if the sun of the early summer had arisen for nought save to shine on their happy day.  And they went about from place to place whereas tidings had befallen Birdalone; and she served them one and all as if she were their handmaid, and they loved her and caressed her, and had been fain to do all her will did they but know it.

In this wise wore day after day till June began to wane, and then on a time came Hugh unto Birdalone, and spake unto her and said: All we have been talking together, and I am sent to ask thee what is in thy mind as to abiding here or going elsewhither.  For now that we be come together again, not for all the kingdoms of the world would we sunder again; and above all, none of us would leave thee, O my sister.  But if thou wilt come with me to our land under the Green Mountains, there is for thee a pleasant place and a fair dwelling, and honour from all folk, and our love that shall never leave thee; and I, and Arthur my brother, we shall win fame together amongst the knighthood, and thou shalt be proud and glad both of him and of me.

She said: And if I may not go with thee thither, what other way is there to escape the sundering?  Said Hugh: This, that thou choose in the world what land liketh thee for a dwelling-place, and we will go with thee and leave thee never, and thou shalt be our lady and queen.  Then he laughed and said: Yet, our lady, I have left behind me under the Green Mountains certain things which I love, as two fair women-children, and a squire or two whose fathers served my fathers, and whose children I would should serve my children.  And moreover I have left there certain matters of avail, my wealth and livelihood to wit.  Wilt thou begrudge it if I must needs go fetch these, and bring them to the land where thou dwellest, through whatever peril we may have to face?

Dear art thou, she said, and my very friend, but tell me: how sorry wouldst thou be to leave thine own land and follow after me for the sake of one who is neither thine own true love nor of thy kindred?  Said he: Not so sorry that I should grudge against thee thereafter.  Moreover if that much of sorrow came to me, I should deem it not ill, lest I grow so over-happy that the luck rise up against me and undo me.

She said, smiling on him kindly: Meseems that I am over-happy, whereas I have such dear cherishing of noble friends.  But now I will tell thee all, and maybe thou wilt love me the less for the telling.  In these woods here, and lady and mistress of them, dwelleth one who is not of the race of Adam.  And she helped and cherished me and gave me wisdom when I was tormented and accursed, and she it was who saved me from the evil witch, and gave me the good hap to meet your loves and to fetch you to their helping; and twice hath she saved me from mortal peril otherwise.  And she hath found me my love, thy brother Arthur, and delivered him from unwit and wanhope; and she it is who drew all you hither unto us, and who delivered you from the felons who had mastered you.  And I have sworn unto her that I would never wholly sunder me from her; and how shall I break mine oath and grieve her, even had I the will thereto, as God wot I have not?  And she wept therewith.

But Hugh kissed her and said: Birdalone, my dear, why weepest thou?  Didst thou not hear my word, that thy people should be my people, and thy land my land, and that whither thou goest I will go?  Dost thou not trow me then?  Or how deemest thou I may tear thy friend Viridis from thee, when she hath just found thee?  But tell me, hast thou in thy mind any dwelling-place other than this?

Yea, she said: I may not depart very far from this forest of Evilshaw lest I grieve my wisdom-mother overmuch.  But if one go westward through the wood, he shall happen at last, when he cometh forth of it, on a good town hight Utterhay, which lieth on the very edge thereof.  There was I born, and there also I look to find three dear and trusty friends to whom I owe return of their much kindness.  It is a noble town in a pleasant land, and thou and my lord Arthur may well win both honour and worship and lordship there.  And wholly I trust in thy word that thou wilt not grudge against me for dragging thee thither.

Therewith she gave him her hand, smiling on him, though there was yet trouble in her face.  But he took the hand and held it, and laughed merrily and said: Lo now! how good it is for friends to take counsel together!  What better may we do than go with thee thither?  And how greatly will Viridis rejoice when she heareth of this.  Now will I go and tell her and the others.

Go then, dear lad, she said; but as to the matter of thy fetching thy children and livelihood hither, that may be not so hard nor so perilous as thou deemest; and thou shalt go about it whenso thou wilt, and the sooner the better, and we shall abide thee here as long as need may be.  And therewith he went his ways to tell Viridis and the others of this rede which they had come to between them.






  








CHAPTER II.  BIRDALONE TAKETH COUNSEL WITH HER WOOD-MOTHER CONCERNING THE MATTER OF SIR HUGH.
 

On that same day went Birdalone to the Oak of Tryst and called her wood-mother to her, and she came glad and smiling, and kissed and embraced Birdalone, and said unto her: Now I see that thou art well content with this last matter I have done for thee, whereas thou art come to crave a new gift of me.  How knowest thou that? said Birdalone, laughing.  Said Habundia:

Wouldst thou have come to me so soon otherwise from out of all that happiness?  I have come to tell thee of my rede, said Birdalone, and to ask thee if thou art like-minded with me thereon.  Said the wood-wife: And what is thy rede, my child?  Wood-mother, said Birdalone, we deem that it were good for us all to go down into Utterhay where I was born, and to take up our abode therein.

Said the wood-wife: This rede I praise, and even so would I have counselled you to do; but I abided to see if it should come from out of thy breast, and now even so it hath done; wherefore I understand thy wisdom and rejoice in thee.  And now crave thy boon, my child, and thou shalt have it without fail.

Yea, said Birdalone, that will I, and the more that it is a simple one and easy for thee to do.  Thou knowest that Hugh the Green Knight hath come with my she-friends seeking us all the way from under the Green Mountains, and he hath left there goods that he needs must have and folk whom he loves; and now he would go back thither, and fetch all that away hither, and see to his matters as soon as may be.  And I would have thee counsel us what to do, whether to build a barque, as perchance we may get it done, and sail the lake therein to the Castle of the Quest or thereabout, and thence to ride to his land; or else to take thy guidance and safe-conduct through the wood, and to bring his folk back the same way.

Said the wood-wife: As to the way by water, I may help you little therein, and meseemeth that way be many traps and wiles and many perils.  Wherefore I bid you try it not, but let the Green Knight come up hither to this tree to-morrow before noon, all horsed and armed and arrayed, and there shall he find three men armed in green gear, horsed well, and leading two sumpter-beasts with them; and they shall be his until he giveth them back unto me.  But if he doubteth any thing betwixt the wood’s end and under the Green Mountains, let him wage what folk he will besides, for these my men will have money enough of his with them.  But by no means let him send them away till he hath done with the wood altogether, both betwixt here and the western dwelt-land, and here and Utterhay, save thou be with him.  But while these be with him, both he and whatsoever money he bringeth shall be sure from all peril whiles they be in the wood.  Now, my child, was not this the boon thou camest up hither to ask of me?

Yea verily, said Birdalone; yet also I came up hither to praise thee and thank thee and love thee.  And she threw herself into Habundia’s arms and kissed and caressed her, and Habundia her in like wise.

Spake the wood-wife: Thou art the beloved child of my wisdom; and now I see of thee that thou wilt be faithful and true and loving unto me unto the end.  And I think I can see that thou and thy man shall do well and happily in Utterhay; and the Green Knight also and thy she-friends.  And whatsoever thou wilt of me that I may do for thee or thy friends, ask it freely, and freely shalt thou have it.  But this I will bid thee, that the while the Green Knight shall be gone about his matter, thou shalt come hither to me often; and thy friends also thou shalt bring to me, that I may see them and talk to them and love them.  And specially shalt thou bid Atra unto me; for meseems she is so wise already that I may learn her more wisdom, and put that into her heart which may solace her and make her to cease from fretting her own heart, and from grief and longing overmuch.  And I were fain to reward her in that she hath forborne to grudge against thee and to bear thee enmity.  For I know, my child, not from mine own heart, but from the wisdom I have learned, how hardly the children of Adam may bear to have that which they love taken away from them by another, even if they themselves might in the long last have wearied of it and cast it away their own selves.  Go now, my child, and do thy friend to wit what I will do for him.

Therewith they parted, and Birdalone fared home to the house, and found the fellowship of them all sitting by the brookside, and talking sweetly together in all joy and hope of what their life should be in the new land whereto Birdalone would lead them.  Straightway then she told them of Hugh and his journey, and how well he should be guarded in the wood both coming and going.  And they thought that right good, and they thanked her and praised her, and took her into their talk, and she sat down by them happily.






  








CHAPTER III.  OF THE JOURNEYING THROUGH THE FOREST OF EVILSHAW UNTO THE TOWN OF UTTERHAY.
 

On the morrow in due time Birdalone, going afoot, led Sir Hugh, all-armed and horsed, to the Oak of Tryst, and there they found the three men-at-arms, well-weaponed and in green weed, abiding them.  They did obeisance to Sir Hugh, and he greeted them, and then without more ado he kissed Birdalone and went his ways with his way-leaders, but Birdalone turned back to the house and her friends.

Next day Birdalone brought her three she-friends unto the Trysting Oak, and showed them to the wood-mother, and she was kind and soft with them; and both Aurea and Viridis were shy with her, and as if they feared her, but Atra was frank and free, and spake boldly.  And thereafter when Birdalone went to meet her wood-mother, Atra would go with her if she were asked, and at last would go alone, when she found that Habundia was fain of her coming, so that there were not many days when they met not; and the wood-wife fell to learning her the lore of the earth, as she had done aforetime with Birdalone; and Atra waxed ruddier and merrier of countenance, whereof was Birdalone right glad, and Arthur yet more glad, and the others well content.

So wore the time till Hugh had been gone for twenty and three days, and as they walked the meadows anigh the house about undern, they saw a knight riding down the bent toward them, and presently they knew him for Hugh, and turned and hastened to meet him, so that he was straightway amidst them, and on foot.  Dear then were the greetings and caresses betwixt them, and when it was over, and Birdalone had led away his horse and dight it for him, and had gotten him victuals and drink, and they were all sitting on the grass together, he told them how he had fared.  He had done all his matters in the Land under the Green Mountains, and had given over his lands and houses to a man of his lineage, his cousin, a good knight, and had taken from him of gold and goods what he would.  Then he had taken his two bairns and their nurse, and an old squire and five sergeants, whereof one was his foster-brother, and the others men somewhat stricken in years, and had departed with them.  Sithence he had come his ways to Greenford, and had held talk therein with the prior of a great and fair house of Black Canons, and had given him no little wealth wherewith to re-do the Castle of the Quest what was needed, and for livelihood of four canons to dwell there, and Leonard to be their prior, that there they might remember Sir Baudoin their dear friend daily in the office, and do good unto his soul.  Sithence he had ridden to the Castle of the Quest with the said Prior of St. Austin of Greenford, and had found Leonard, and had settled all the business how it was to be done.  Thereafter he had returned to Greenford, and gathered his folk, and got him gone, under the guidance of Habundia’s folk, by castles and thorps and towns the nearest way to the edge of Evilshaw.  And they had come to the forest, and ridden it six days without mishap; and when they had come to the Oak of Tryst once more, the way-leaders said that it were well if all they together tarried not much longer in the forest; wherefore they had brought them to a fair wood-lawn, and there they encamped, and were there as now.  And, said Hugh, there are they abiding me, and it is in my mind that this very eve we go, all of us, and meet them there, if ye may truss your goods in that while; but as to victuals, we have plenty, and it needeth not.  And then to-morrow shall we wend our way as straight as may be toward the good town of Utterhay.

All they yeasaid it, though in her heart maybe Birdalone had been fain of abiding a little longer in her own land; but she spake no word thereof.  And they all set to work to the trussing up of their goods, and then turned their backs on the Great Water, and came up into the woodland, and so to the camp in the wood-lawn.  And there had Viridis a joyful meeting with her babes, and she gladdened the hearts of Sir Hugh’s men-at-arms by her kind greeting; and they rejoiced in meeting Aurea and Atra again, and they wondered at Birdalone and her beauty, and their hearts went out to her, both the old men’s and the young ones.  But Habundia’s men looked on it all like images of warriors.

There then they feasted merrily that evening.  But when the morrow was come they were speedily on the way toward Utterhay; and the way-leaders guided them so well and wisely, that by noon of the fifth day they were come forth of the wood and on to the bent that looked down upon the town of Utterhay.  There turned to Hugh the three way-leaders, and spake: Lord, we have done thee the service which we were bidden; if thou hast no further need of us, give us leave.

Said Hugh: Leave ye have, and I shall give you a great reward ere ye go.  Said the chief of them: Nay, lord, no reward may we take, save a token from thee that thou art content with us.  What token shall it be? said Hugh.  Quoth the way-leader: That each of us kiss the Lady Birdalone on the mouth, for she it is that is verily our mistress under our great mistress.

Laughed Hugh thereat, but the men laughed not; then spake Hugh: This must be at the lady’s own will.  Even so, said they.

Then Hugh brought Birdalone thither and told her what was toward, and she consented to the kiss with a good will, and said to each of the men after they had kissed her: Herewith goeth my love to the mistress and queen of the woods; do ye bear the same unto her.  And thereafter those way-leaders fared back into the woods.

Now they gather themselves together and go down toward Utterhay, and make a brave show, what with the sumpter-horses, and the goodly array of the four ladies, and the glittering war-gear of the men-at-arms; and Sir Hugh and Sir Arthur displayed their pennons as they went.

All this saw the warders on the wall of Utterhay; and they told the captain of the porte, and he came up on to the wall, and a man with him; and when he saw this bright company coming forth from the wood, he bade men to him, two score of them, all weaponed, and he did on his armour, and rode out-a-gates with them to meet those new-comers; and this he did, not because he did not see them to be but few, but because they came forth out of Evilshaw, and then doubted if they were trustworthy.

So he met them two bowshots from the gate, and rode forward till he was close to the wayfarers; and when he beheld the loveliness of the women, and especially of Birdalone, who wore that day the gleaming-glittering gown which Habundia had given her, he was abashed, and deemed yet more that he had to do with folk of the Faery.  But he spake courteously, and said, turning to Hugh, who rode the foremost: Fair sir, would ye tell unto the man whose business it is to safeguard the good town of Utterhay what folk ye be, and on what errand ye ride, and how it is that ye come forth from Evilshaw safe, in good case, with pennons displayed, as if the said wood were your very own livelihood?  For, sooth to say, hitherto we have found this, that all men dread Evilshaw, and none will enter it uncompelled.

Thereto answered Hugh: I hight Sir Hugh the Green Knight, and am come from under the Green Mountain; and this is Sir Arthur, called the Black Squire, but a knight he is verily, and of great kindred and a warrior most doughty.  And he hath been captain of the good town of Greenford west away through the wood yonder a long way, and hath done the town and the frank thereof mickle good service in scattering and destroying the evil companies of the Red Hold, which hold we took by force of arms from the felons who held it for the torment and plague of the country-side.

Now as to our errand, we be minded to dwell in your good town of Utterhay, and take our part with your folk, and we have wealth enow thereto, so as to be beholden to none; and as time goes on we may serve you in divers wise, and not least in this maybe, that with a good will we shall draw sword for your peace and the freedom of them of Utterhay.

When the captain heard these words, he made obeisance to Sir Hugh, and said: Fair sir, though we be here a long way from Greenford, yet have we heard some tale of the deeds of you, and surely the porte and all the folk shall be fain of your corning.  Yet I pray thee be not wrath; for there is a custom of the good town, that none may enter its gates coming from out of this Forest of Evilshaw, save he leave some pledge or caution with me, be it his wealth, or the body of some friend or fellow, or, if nought else, his very own body.  Wherefore if thou, Sir Green Knight, wilt but give us some sure pledge, then will I turn about and ride with you back and through the gate into Utterhay; and doubtless, when the mayor hath seen you and spoken with you, the said pledge shall be rendered to you again.

Ere Hugh might answer, came Birdalone forth and said: Sir captain, if I, who am the lady of the Black Squire here, be hostage good enough, then take me, and if need be, chain me to make surer of me.  And she drew near unto him smiling, and held out her hands as if for the manacles.

But when the captain saw her thus, all the blood stirred in his body for joy of her beauty, and he might but just sit his horse for his wonder and longing; but he said: The saints forbid it, lady, that I should do thee any hurt or displeasure, or aught save the most worship I may.  But thy hostage I will take, Sir Knight if thou be content to yield her, whereas in an hour belike she shall be free again.  And now fare we all gateward again.

So then they all rode on together, Birdalone by the captain’s left hand; and as they passed by the poor houses without the wall, she looked and saw the one which had been her mother’s dwelling, so oft and so closely had she told her all about it.

Thus then they entered Utterhay, and the captain led them straight to the mote-house whereas the mayor and the porte were sitting; and much people followed them through the streets, wondering at them, and praising the loveliness of the women, and the frank and gallant bearing of the men-at-arms.

So they lighted down at the mote-house and were brought to the mayor, and when he had spoken them but a little, and had come to himself again from the fear and abashment that he had of them, he showed himself full fain of their coming, and bade them welcome to the good town, and took them into his own house to guesting, until folk might dight a very goodly house which the porte did give unto them.

But some two hours afterwards, when they were housed in all content, as they sat in the hall of the mayor, which was great and goodly, talking and devising with worthies of Utterhay, there entered two fair and frank-looking young men, who went straight up to Birdalone, and the first knelt down before her and kissed her hand, and said: O our lady, and art thou verily come to us!  O our happiness and the joy of this day!

But when she saw him and heard him and felt the touch of his hand, she bent down to him and kissed him on the forehead, for she knew him that it was Robert Gerardson.

Then the other man came up to her as if he also would have knelt to her, but his purpose changed, and he cast his arms about her body and fell to kissing her face all over, weeping the while, and then he drew off and stood trembling before her and she, all blushing like a red rose and laughing a little, and yet with the tears in her eyes, said: O Giles Gerardson, and thou, Robert, how fain I am to see you twain; but tell me, is your father well?  Yea, verily, our dear lady, said Robert, and it will be unto him as a fresh draught of youth when he wotteth that thou art come to dwell amongst us; for so it is, O lady beloved, is it not? said he.  Yea, forsooth, or even so I hope, said Birdalone.  But here be other friends that ye must needs know, if we come to dwell together here in peace; and then go and fetch me hither your father.

Therewith she presented them unto Arthur and Hugh and the three ladies of the Quest, and all they greeted them kindly and in all honour; and the Gerardsons loved and worshipped them, and especially the lovely ladies, the she-friends of their lady.

And whiles they were about this, in cometh old Gerard himself, and when Birdalone saw him at the door, she arose and ran to meet him, and cast her arms about him as if she were his own daughter; and most joyful was the meeting betwixt them.






  








CHAPTER IV.  OF THE ABIDING IN UTTERHAY IN LOVE AND CONTENTMENT.
 

Now when seven days were worn, the mayor made a great feast at his house, and thither were bidden all the men of the porte and other worthies, and great merchants who had come into their town; and the said feast was given in honour of these new-comers, and that day they sat on the dais, and all the guests worshipped them and wondered at their beauty; and nought was spoken of for many days save the glory and hope that there was in this lovely folk.

But the next day after the feast were they brought to their house in all triumph; and it was as fair as might be thought of, and there they dwelt a while in rest and peace, and great recourse there was there of Gerard and his sons.

But ere the winter was over, were Hugh and Arthur and Gerard and his sons taken to the freedom of Utterhay; and thereafter spake the chief men of the porte and the masters of the crafts unto the two knights by the mouth of the mayor; and he told them, what already they partly knew, that the good town had of late gotten many enemies, whereas it was wealthy and not very strong, and that now two such warriors having come amongst them, they were minded to strengthen themselves, if only they two would of their gentleness and meekness become their war-dukes to lead them against the foemen.  But the two friends answered that it was well their will to dwell there neighbourly, and do them all the help they might, and that they would not gainsay the worship they offered them nor the work that should go with it.

With that answer were all men well content and more: and then the mayor said that the mind of the porte it was to strengthen the walls and the gates, and to build a good and fair castle, meet for any earl, joining on to the wall by the face that looked west, that is to say, on to Evilshaw; and that liked the war-dukes well.

So when spring came it was set about, but it was five years adoing, and before it was all finished the war-dukes entered into it, and dwelt there with their wives and their friends in all honour.  And a little thereafter, whether they would or no, the men of Utterhay had to handle weapons and fare afield to meet the foe with the valiant men of the crafts, and what of waged men they might get.  And well and valiantly were they led by their dukes, and they came to their above, and gained both wealth and honour thereby; and from that time forward began the increase of Utterhay under those two captains, who were unto them as in old time the consuls had been unto the Roman folk, save that they changed them not year by year as the Romans were wont.

So wore the days, and all those friends dwelt together in harmony and joy; though the wearing of time wrought changes amongst them.  For Robert Gerardson began in no long while to look on Aurea with eyes of love; and at last he came to Birdalone and craved her leave to woo the said lady, and she granted it with a good will, and was fain thereof, whereas she saw that Aurea sorely lacked a mate; and scarce might she have a better than was Robert; so in process of time they two were wedded and dwelt together happily.

Forsooth Birdalone had been fainer yet might she have seen Giles Gerardson and Atra drawn together.  But though they were dear friends and there was much converse betwixt them, this betid not, so far as we have heard.

The old Gerard dwelt happily amongst them all for fifteen years after they had come to Utterhay, and then fell asleep, a very old man.

As to the wood of Evilshaw, it was not once a year only that Birdalone and Arthur sought thither and met the wood-mother, but a half-score of times or more, might be, in the year’s circle; and ever was she kind and loving with them, and they with her.

But of all those fellows it was Atra that had longest dealings with the wood-wife; for whiles would she leave Utterhay and her friends and fare lonesome up into Evilshaw, and find Habundia and abide with her in all kindness holden for a month or more.  And ever a little before these departures betid would she fall moody and few-spoken, but she came back ever from the wood calm and kind and well-liking.  Amidst all these comings and goings somewhat wore off the terror of Evilshaw; yet never was it accounted other than a daring deed to enter it alone without fellowship; and most had liefer that some man of religion were of their company therein, or they would bear about them something holy or blessed to hold the evil things.

Now when all this hath been said, we have no more to tell about this company of friends, the most of whom had once haunted the lands about the Water of the Wondrous Isles, save that their love never sundered, and that they lived without shame and died without fear.  So here is an end.






  

THE SUNDERING FLOOD
 


 

The Sundering Flood was Morris’ last work of fiction, completed only in rough draft, with the ending dictated from his deathbed. It was edited posthumously by his daughter May into finished form and published in 1897 by the Kelmscott Press.

The story involves two lovers, Osberne Wulfgrimsson and Elfhild, who live on opposite sides of the Sundering Flood, an immense river. When Elfhild disappears during an invasion by the Red Skinners, the heartbroken Osberne takes up his magical sword Boardcleaver and joins the army of Sir Godrick of Longshaw, in whose service he helps dethrone the tyrannical king and plutocracy of merchants ruling the city at the mouth of the river. 
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Chapter I. Of a River Called the Sundering Flood, and of the Folk that Dwelt Thereby
 

It is told that there was once a mighty river which ran south into the sea, and at the mouth thereof was a great and rich city, which had been builded and had waxed and thriven because of the great and most excellent haven which the river aforesaid made where it fell into the sea. And now it was like looking at a huge wood of barked and smoothened fir-trees when one saw the masts of the ships that lay in the said haven.

But up in this river ran the flood of tide a long way, so that the biggest of dromonds and round-ships might fare up it, and oft they lay amid pleasant up-country places, with their yards all but touching the windows of the husbandman’s stead, and their bowsprits thrusting forth amongst the middens, and the routing swine, and querulous hens. And the uneasy lads and lasses sitting at high-mass of the Sunday in the grey church would see the tall masts amidst the painted saints of the aisle windows, and their minds would wander from the mass-hackled priest and the words and the gestures of him, and see visions of far countries and outlandish folk, and some would be heart-smitten with that desire of wandering and looking on new things which so oft the sea-beat board and the wind-strained pine bear with them to the dwellings of the stay-at-homes: and to some it seemed as if, when they went from out the church, they should fall in with St. Thomas of India stepping over the gangway, and come to visit their uplandish Christmas and the Yule-feast of the field-abiders of midwinter frost. And moreover, when the tide failed, and there was no longer a flood to bear the sea-going keels up-stream (and that was hard on an hundred of miles from the sea), yet was this great river a noble and wide-spreading water, and the downlong stream thereof not so heavy nor so fierce but that the barges and lesser keels might well spread their sails when the south-west blew, and fare on without beating; or if the wind were fouler for them, they that were loth to reach from shore to shore might be tracked up by the draught of horses and bullocks, and bear the wares of the merchants to many a cheaping.

Other rivers moreover not a few fell into this main flood, and of the some were no lesser than the Thames is at Abingdon, where I, who gathered this tale, dwell in the House of the Black Canons; blessed be St. William, and St. Richard, and the Holy Austin our candle in the dark! Yea and some were even bigger, so that the land was well furnished both of fisheries and water-ways.

Now the name of this river was the Sundering Flood, and the city at the mouth thereof was called the City of the Sundering Flood. And it is no wonder, considering all that I have told concerning the wares and chaffer that it bore up-country, though the folk of the City and its lands (and the city-folk in special) knew no cause for this name. Nay, oft they jested and gibed and gabbed, for they loved their river much and were proud of it; wherefore they said it was no sunderer but a uniter; that it joined land to land and shore to shore; that it had peopled the wilderness and made the waste places blossom, and that no highway for wheels and beasts in all the land was so full of blessings and joys as was their own wet Highway of the Flood. Nevertheless, as meseemeth that no name is given to any town or mountain or river causeless, but that men are moved to name all steads for a remembrance of deeds that have been done and tidings that have befallen, or some due cause, even so might it well be with the Sundering Flood, and whereas also I wot something of that cause I shall now presently show you the same.

For ye must know that all this welfare of the said mighty river was during that while that it flowed through the plain country anigh the city, or the fertile pastures and acres of hill and dale and down further to the north. But one who should follow it up further and further would reach at last the place where it came forth from the mountains. There, though it be far smaller than lower down, yet is it still a mighty great water, and it is then well two hundred miles from the main sea. Now from the mountains it cometh in three great forces, and many smaller ones, and perilous and awful it is to behold; for betwixt those forces it filleth all the mountain ghyll, and there is no foothold for man, nay for goat, save at a hundred foot or more above the water, and that evil and perilous; and is the running of a winter millstream to the beetles and shrew-mice that haunt the greensward beside it, so is the running of that flood to the sons of Adam and the beasts that serve them: and none has been so bold as to strive to cast a bridge across it.

But when ye have journeyed with much toil and no little peril over the mountain-necks (for by the gorge of the river, as aforesaid, no man may go) and have come out of the mountains once more, then again ye have the flood before you, cleaving a great waste of rocks mingled with sand, where groweth neither tree nor bush nor grass; and now the flood floweth wide and shallow but swift, so that no words may tell of its swiftness, and on either side the water are great wastes of tumbled stones that the spates have borne down from the higher ground. And ye shall know that from this place upward to its very wells in the higher mountains, the flood decreaseth not much in body or might, though it be wider or narrower as it is shallower or deeper, for nought but mere trickles of water fall into it in the space of this sandy waste, and what feeding it hath is from the bents and hills on either side as you wend toward the mountains to the north, where, as aforesaid, are its chiefest wells.

Now when ye have journeyed over this waste for some sixty miles, the land begins to better, and there is grass again, yet no trees, and it rises into bents, which go back on each side, east and west, from the Flood, and the said bents are grass also up to the tops, where they are crested with sheer rocks black of colour. As for the Flood itself, it is now gathered into straiter compass, and is deep, and exceeding strong; high banks it hath on either side thereof of twenty foot and upward of black rock going down sheer to the water; and thus it is for a long way, save that the banks be higher and higher as the great valley of the river rises toward the northern mountains.

But as it rises the land betters yet, and is well grassed, and in divers nooks and crannies groweth small wood of birch and whiles of quicken tree; but ever the best of the grass waxeth nigh unto the lips of the Sundering Flood, where it rises a little from the Dale to the water; and what little acre-land there is, and it is but little, is up on knolls that lie nearer to the bent, and be turned somewhat southward; or on the east side of the Flood (which runneth here nigh due north to south), on the bent-side itself, where, as it windeth and turneth, certain slopes lie turned to southwest. And in these places be a few garths, fenced against the deer, wherein grow rye, and some little barley whereof to make malt for beer and ale, whereas the folk of this high-up windy valley may have no comfort of wine. And it is to be said that ever is that land better and the getting more on the east side of the Sundering Flood than on the west.

As to the folk of this land, they are but few even now, and belike were fewer yet in the time of my tale. There was no great man amongst them, neither King, nor Earl, nor Alderman, and it had been hard living for a strong-thief in the Dale. Yet folk there were both on the east side and the west of the Flood. On neither side were they utterly cut off from the world outside the Dale; for though it were toilsome, it was not perilous to climb the bents and so wend over the necks east and west, where some forty miles from the west bank and fifty from the east you might come down into a valley fairly well peopled, wherein were two or three cheaping-towns: and to these towns the dalesmen had some resort, that they might sell such of their wool as they needed not to weave for themselves, and other small chaffer, so that they might buy wrought wares such as cutlery and pots, and above all boards and timber, whereof they had nought at home.

But this you must wot and understand, that howsoever the Sundering Flood might be misnamed down below, up in the Dale and down away to the southern mountains it was such that better named it might not be, and that nought might cross its waters undrowned save the fowl flying. Nay, and if one went up-stream to where it welled forth from the great mountains, he were no nearer to passing from one side to the other, for there would be nought before him but a wall of sheer rock, and above that rent and tumbled crags, the safe strong-houses of erne and osprey and gerfalcon. Wherefore all the dealings which the folk on the east Dale and the west might have with each other was but shouting and crying across the swirling and gurgling eddies of the black water, which themselves the while seemed to be talking together in some dread and unknown tongue.

True it is that on certain feast days and above all on Midsummer night, the folk would pluck up a heart, and gather together as gaily clad as might be where the Flood was the narrowest (save at one place, whereof more hereafter), and there on each side would trundle the fire-wheel, and do other Midsummer games, and make music of string-play and horns, and sing songs of old time and drink to each other, and depart at last to their own homes blessing each other. But never might any man on the east touch the hand of any on the west, save it were that by some strange wandering from the cheaping-towns aforesaid they might meet at last, far and far off from the Dale of the Sundering Flood.






  








Chapter II. Of Wethermel and the Child Osberne
 

Draw we nigher now to the heart of our tale, and tell how on the east side of the Sundering Flood was erewhile a stead hight Wethermel: a stead more lonely than most even in that Dale, the last house but one, and that was but a cot, toward the mountains at the head of the Dale. It was not ill set down, for its houses stood beneath a low spreading knoll, the broader side whereof was turned to the south-west, and where by consequence was good increase of corn year by year. The said knoll of Wethermel was amidst of the plain of the Dale a mile from the waterside, and all round about it the pasture was good for kine and horses and sheep all to the water’s lip on the west and half way up the bent on the east; while towards the crown of the bent was a wood of bushes good for firewood and charcoal, and even beyond the crown of the bent was good sheep-land a long way.

Nevertheless, though its land was fruitful as for that country, yet had Wethermel no great name for luck, and folk who had the choice would liever dwell otherwhere, so that it was hard for the goodman to get men to work there for hire. Many folk deemed that this ill-luck came because the knoll had been of old time a dwelling of the Dwarfs or the Land-wights, and that they grudged it that the children of Adam had supplanted them, and that corn grew on the very roof of their ancient house. But however that might be, there was little thriving there for the most part: and at least it was noted by some, that if there were any good hap, it ever missed one generation, and went not from father to son, but from grandsire to grandson: and even so it was now at the beginning of this tale.

For he who had been master of Wethermel had died a young man, and his wife followed him in a month or two, and there was left in the house but the father and mother of these twain, hale and stout folk, he of fifty winters, she of forty-five; an old woman of seventy, a kinswoman of the house who had fostered the late goodman; and a little lad who had to name Osberne, now twelve winters old, a child strong and bold, tall, bright and beauteous. These four were all the folk of Wethermel, save now and then a hired man who was hard pressed for livelihood would be got to abide there some six months or so. It must be told further that there was no house within ten miles either up or down the water on that side, save the little cot abovesaid nigher to the mountains, and that was four miles up-stream; it hight Burcot, and was somewhat kenspeckle. Withal as to those Cloven Motes, as they were called, which were between the folk on either side, they were holden at a stead seven miles below Wethermel. So that in all wise was it a lonely and scantly-manned abode: and because of this every man on the stead must work somewhat hard and long day by day, and even Osberne the little lad must do his share; and up to this time we tell of, his work was chiefly about the houses, or else it was on the knoll, or round about it, scaring fowl from the corn; weeding the acre-ground, or tending the old horses that fed near the garth; or goose-herding at whiles. Forsooth, the two elders, who loved and treasured the little carle exceedingly, were loth to trust him far out of sight because of his bold heart and wilful spirit; and there were perils in the Dale, and in special at that rough and wild end of thereof, though they came not from weaponed reivers for the more part, though now and again some desperate outcast from the thicker peopled lands had strayed into it; and there was talk from time to time of outlaws who lay out over the mountain-necks, and might not always do to lack a sheep or a neat or a horse. Other perils more of every-day there were for a young child, as the deep and hurrying stream of the Sundering Flood, and the wolves which haunted the bent and the foothills of the mountains; and ever moreover there was the peril from creatures seldom seen, Dwarfs and Land-wights to wit, who, as all tales told, might be well pleased to have away into their realm so fair a child of the sons of Adam as was this Osberne.

Forsooth for the most part the lad kept within bounds, for love’s sake rather than fear, though he wotted well that beating abode bound-breaking; but ye may well wot that this quietness might not always be. And one while amongst others he was missing for long, and when his grandsire sought him he found him at last half way between grass and water above the fierce swirling stream of the river; for he had clomb down the sheer rock of the bank, which all along the water is fashioned into staves, as it were organ-pipes, but here and there broken by I wot not what mighty power. There then was my lad in an ingle-nook of the rock, and not able either to go down or come up, till the goodman let a rope down to him and hauled him on to the grass.

Belike he was a little cowed by the peril, and the beating he got for putting his folk in such fear; but though he was somewhat moved by his grandam’s tears and lamentations over him, and no less by the old carline’s bewailing for his days that he would so surely shorten, yet this was not by a many the last time he strayed from the stead away into peril. On a time he was missing again nightlong, but in the morning came into the house blithe and merry, but exceeding hungry, and when the good man asked him where he had been and bade him whipping-cheer, he said that he cared little if beaten were he, so merry a time he had had; for he had gone a long way up the Dale, and about twilight (this was in mid-May) had fallen in with a merry lad somewhat bigger than himself, who had shown him many merry plays, and at last had brought him to his house, “which is not builded of stone and turf, like to ours,” saith he, “but is in a hole in the rock; and there we wore away the night, and there was no one there but we two, and again he showed me more strange plays, which were wondrous; but some did frighten me.”

Then his grandsire asked him what like those plays were. Said Osberne: “He took a stone and stroked it, and mumbled, and it turned into a mouse, and played with us nought afraid a while; but presently it grew much bigger, till it was bigger than a hare; and great game meseemed that was, till on a sudden it stood on its hind-legs, and lo it was become a little child, and O, but so much littler than I; and then it ran away from us into the dark, squealing the while like a mouse behind the panel, only louder. Well, thereafter, my playmate took a big knife, and said: ‘Now, drudgling, I shall show thee a good game indeed.’ And so he did, for he set the edge of the said knife against his neck, and off came his head; but there came no blood, nor did he tumble down, but took up his head and stuck it on again, and then he stood crowing like our big red cock. Then he said: ‘Poultry, cockerel, now I will do the like by thee.’ And he came to me with the knife; but I was afraid, and gat hold of his hand and had the knife from him; and then I wrestled with him and gave him a fall; but I must needs let him get up again presently, whereas he grew stronger under my hand; then he thrust me from him and laughed exceeding much, and said: ‘Here is a champion come into my house forsooth! Well, I will leave thine head on thy shoulders, for belike I might not be able to stick it on again, which were a pity of thee, for a champion shalt thou verily be in the days to come.’ After this all his play with me was to sit down and bid me hearken; and then he took out a little pipe, and put it to his mouth, and made music out of it, which was both sweet and merry. And then he left that, and fell to telling me tales about the woods where big trees grow, and how his kindred had used to dwell therein, and fashioned most fair things in smith’s work of gold and silver and iron; and all this liked me well; and he said: ‘I tell thee that one day thou shalt have a sword of my father’s father’s fashioning, and that will be an old one, for they both were long-lived.’ And as he spake I deemed that he was not like a child any more, but a little, little old man, white-haired and wrinkle-faced, but without a beard, and his hair shone like glass. And then — I went to sleep, and when I woke up again it was morning, and I looked around and there was no one with me. So I arose and came home to you, and I am safe and sound if thou beat me not, kinsman.”

Now ye may judge if his fore-elders were not scared by the lad’s tale, for they knew that he had fallen in with one of the Dwarf-kin, and his grandam caught him up and hugged him and kissed him well favouredly; and the carline, whose name was Bridget, followed on the like road; and then she said: “See you, kinsmen, if it be not my doing that the blessed bairn has come back to us. Tell us, sweetheart, what thou hast round thy neck under thy shirt.” Osberne laughed. Said he: “Thou didst hang on me a morsel of parchment with signs drawn thereon, and it is done in a silk bag. Fear not, foster-mother, but that I will wear it yet, since thou makest such to-do over it.”

“Ah! the kind lad thou art, my dear,” said the carline. “I will tell you, kinsmen, that I had that said parchment from our priest, and it is strong neckguard against all evil things, for on it is scored the Holy Rood, and thereon are the names of the three Holy Kings, and other writing withal which I may not read, for it is clerks’ Latin.” And again the two women made much of the little lad, while the goodman stood by grumbling and grunting; but this time did Osberne escape his beating, though he was promised a drubbing which should give him much to think on if he went that way again; and the women prayed and besought him to be obedient to the goodman herein.

But one thing he had not told his kinsfolk, to wit, that the Dwarf had given him for a gift that same knife wherewith he had played the game of heads-off, and a fair sheath went with it, and he had done him to wit that most like luck would go with it. Wherefore little Osberne had the said knife hidden under his raiment, along with the parchment whereon was scored the Holy Rood and the good words of wisdom written.






  








Chapter III. Wolves Harry the Flock
 

Now these matters, and other strayings and misdoings of the youngling, befel before the time whereof I now tell, when he was, as aforesaid, passed of twelve years; and it was in latter autumn, when the nights are lengthening. At this time there was a hired man dwelling with them, whose work it was to drive the sheep afield, either up on to the eastern bents or away off down to the water, so as they might not eat the grass of the kine from them. But Osberne, both of his own will and at the bidding of the goodman, went off afield with this man John and helped him to keep the sheep from straying over-far. Now one day at evening, somewhat later than he was wont, when, as it chanced, Osberne had not fared with him, back comes John from the bents, and he looked scared and pale, and he tells the tale that as the light began to fail up there, three huge wolves fell upon the sheep, and slew sundry of them, and it was easy to be seen of him that he had held no very close battle with the wolves, but had stood aloof till they had done their supper, and then gathered what he could of the sheep without going over-near the field of deed. The goodman berated him for his cowardice, and seemed to begrudge him his victuals somewhat that night, whereas, what with them who the wolves had slain, and them who had perchance fled away, the flock was seventeen wethers short. John excused himself what he might, and said that he had no weapon, nought save his shepherd’s staff, and that the wolves had slain his dog in the first stour: but while he spake, Osberne, who sat by, deemed him somewhat stark and tall to be so little-hearted.

However, the next day the goodman and John must needs go up to the bent to see if they might find aught alive of the sheep that were missing, and each of them bore a shield and short spear, that they might make head against the wolves if that host should fall on them in the middle of the [day]. Meantime Osberne, by the goodman’s bidding, drives the flock down toward the water, nothing loth, for ever the wondrous stream seemed to draw the lad to it. And a fair day he had of it, wandering amidst the sheep and being friendly with them, whiles drawing out his knife to look thereon, as oft he did when he was alone; and forsooth it was a goodly weapon, carven with quaintnesses about the heft, the blade inlaid with runes done in gold, and the sheath of silver. Whiles also he stood on the river’s lip and looked across the water which was there in most places as big as the Thames is at Reading, but sometimes narrower. But there was nought stirring within eyeshot on the further bank that day, save the fowl, and a bull that came running along and lowing as he went on some errand, whatever it might be, for he was not followed of any men. So he came back with the flock before dark all safe; neither had he gone far from the stead, for so he was bidden of by his grandsire.

A little after comes in the goodman with John, neither of them in very sweet temper; they had seen nought of the sheep save the hide and bones of a half score, but the wolves they had not failed to see; they had come to the same place as the last night, and seemed by no means afraid of the man-host with its spears and shields, wherefore these last had turned their backs and run from them stoutly, and now sat together glowering on each other, and casting now and again a gibe each at each. But they were at one in this, that the wolves were huge and fierce beyond measure, and such as any man might fear. But at last John spake and said: “Well, master, it is as they say down the Dale, that this no lucky house; meseems ye are beset with no common wolves, but with skin-changers who have taken the shape of wolves, whether they be Land-wights or Dwarfs, or ride-a-nights of the outlaws.”

At that word waxed the master wood-wrath, as was his wont if any spake of the luck of Wethermel; and he forgot his fear in his anger, and said: “Hearken the fool-talk of him! Thou hadst not the heart for all thine inches to go forward before thy master, and a man on the downward side of years; and now thou must needs make up fairy tales to cover they cowardice.” Said John, grinning, “Keep thy head, master; for sooth it is that thou wert the first to run, and wert the first through the door.”

“Thou liest,” said the goodman; “but this I tell thee, that whosoever was afraid then, thou shalt be afraid now.” And he rose up and smote his man upon the face so that he fell to the ground, and John leapt up and would have smitten his master again; but even therewith comes in the goodwife, and Bridget with her, bearing in the supper smoking hot, and something seemed to hold John back from his blow, and he sat down, surly enough but silent. Then said the goodwife: “What is to do here? Hast thou run against the settle-end, John, that thy cheek is red and blue?”

Laughed the youngling thereat, and a word came into his mouth, and he sang:

All grey on the bent
 There the sheep-greedy went:
 The big spear and shield
 Met the foes of the field,
 But nought the white teeth
 In the warriors gat sheath,
 For master and man
 Full meetly they ran.
 But now in this hall
 The fear off doth fall
 From one of the twain,
 And his hand getteth gain,
 But the other sits there,
 And new groweth his fear
 Both of man and of grey.
 So the meat on board lay,
 Thou on whom gold doth ride,
 Meat-goddess grey-eyed,
 Let the loaf-warden eat,
 And the man whom he beat,
 And the lad that doth lie
 In wall-nook hereby,
 And thou Gold-tree the fair,
 And the milk-mother dear,
 Lest the meat wax a-cold
 Both for bold and unbold.
 

Hereat all laughed, but the two men somewhat from one side of their mouths. And the goodman said: “See thou to it, kinsman, lest stripes be thy song-pay.” But Osberne laughed from a fair and merry face and sang again:

O lord of the land,
 To the staff lay no hand
 Till the grey ones thou face
 In the wind-weary place.
 

And therewith he fell to his meat and ate stoutly, and to the women it seemed that their little kinsman had the makings of a champion in him, and his staves they loved dearly in their hearts, and they smiled upon him kindly; and he looked from one to the other and quoth he:

Three mothers had I,
 And one is gone by,
 But two are left here,
 Leal, buxom, and dear.
 

As for the goodman, now that the meat was getting into him, the wrath was running off, and he thought within himself that presently he should have good avail of his grandson.






  








Chapter IV. Surly John Falls Out with the Goodman
 

On the morrow comes John to the goodman, and quoth he: “Master, there is small doubt that I shall one day pay thee for the pudding in the pot which thou gavest me yestereen, and after that I shall have to take my soles out of this straightway; so meseemeth I had best go hence today.”

“Well,” said the goodman, “if thou must go, go, and the devil go with thee. But as to the knock on thy cheekbone, I will boot thee therefor, if thou wilt take boot and abide, for though thou be no hard worker, nor very deft of thy hands, yet the winter is lonely here, and thou wilt be missed somewhat.”

Quoth John: “Yea, goodman, but there is this in it withal, that Wethermel liketh me not, though I say nought against thee for a master. I love not thy were-wolves, that are big and gruesome enough to frighten two stout armed men; and I love not thy Dwarfs, who cut off their own heads and stick them on again, and give guesting to little lads, doing them no hurt; for meseems that means that the said Dwarf will be carving guest-quarters here one day, and who knows how soon; and I care not for such an one as a fellow at board. And then there is thy grandson, and a fair boy he is and a good scald, though that be come upon him somewhat suddenly. But he is over bigwordy for me, and I see clearly that soon there shall be two masters in this house, and one is well enough for me. And lastly as to thy kinswomen; I wot well I shall have no good word from them year in year out. So take this for my last word, that I shall turn my back upon thee so soon as thou hast paid me my hire, and shall go seek quarters down the Dale, at some merrier stead than this.”

The goodman looked on him sourly, and then turned about and took a bag from the chest, and drew silver from it, and told over certain pieces and laid them before John (who is henceforth called Surly John) and said: “Here is thine hire in good silver. And now I shall not say one more word to thee for good or bad, save this, that thou hadst best look to it that thy silver melt not before many months are over. Take thy soles out of this straightway.” So John took up his silver, and stowed it in his pouch, and then he said: “Well, goodman, now that I am paid I think that I had best pay thee for the cheek-knock of last night.”

He was a tall man and strong of thirty winters, and the goodman somewhat on in years and not over strong, wherefore the battle seemed like to go all one way. But lo, as he rushed on the goodman, of a sudden he felt his feet pulled away from under him, and fell noseling to the ground; and when he would rise, lo there was on one side of him the goodman with a cudgel in his hand, and Osberne on the other, with his whittle drawn; and the lad laughed and said: “Thou has been a long while and used many words about going, so belike thou wert best tarry no longer; or wert thou thinking thou wouldst go to bed? Nay, thou hast talked long, but nought so long that it is night yet.”

So therewith Surly John arose and shook the dust of the floor off him, shouldered his bag, which he had ready by, and went out-of-doors and down the Dale afoot, for he was too shamefaced to crave the loan of a horse, to which forsooth the kinsmen would have made him welcome.

So the day wore amidst divers matters, and the sheep pastured anigh to the Mel; but ever the goodman said that wolves or no wolves he must drive them up the bent next day. But he said this so often, that it seemed as if he were not over willing thereto; and in the evening he took forth an old sword which he had, a good one, and sat whetting it with a hone. So they fared to bed.

But in the morning ere it was light the goodman deemed he heard goings-on in the house, and he sat up and hearkened. Next then he heard a hand amongst the three shields which hung on the panel the other side of his shut-bed, and thereafter he heard one going to the door; and he smiled thereat and lay down again, and presently there came the sound of the bleating of many sheep. So the carle stands up therewith and does on his raiment and takes his spear and shield and girds his sword to him, and goeth forth and out of the garth, and turns his face up toward the bent, but goes very slow; and day was now just beginning to dawn though the stars yet shone; clear was the morning. Now in the grey light the carle could just see what he looked to see, to wit, the whole flock going together toward the bent, and a little figure of a son of Adam going after them, on whom a red scarlet hue was even dimly to be seen.

The carle smiled, and said to himself, Forsooth, yonder ruffler must needs clothe him in holiday raiment to do his doughty deed! Now will I not follow him to mar his championship, but will leave him alone to his luck, which I see to be great.

So he abode a little in an ingle of the garth wall, while the sheep lessened but grew clearer before him, and the scarlet raiment of his grandson grew brighter; and then he went swiftly, skirting the knoll till he had it betwixt him and the stead, and thereafter he went more leisurely toward the north. And he said to himself, The lad will do well enough; and as to the women, they will make the less outcry, that when they find me and my weapons gone they will think I have fared with him up the bent. So therewith he betook himself well out of the way, keeping near to the bank of the river.






  








Chapter V. Osberne Slays the Wolves
 

As to Osberne, I will say nought of him till he comes back in the even, driving all his sheep before him, not one lacking, and two of the lost ones found. He bears with him shield and spear, and has the Dwarf-wrought whittle in his girdle. Over his shoulder to boot he carries a biggish bag, well-nigh big enough for so little a carle; of white linen it is, it hath something heavy in it, and is much stained with blood. So he folds the sheep straightway, and then comes into the hall, he and his bag, and throws the same into the ingle of the hearth fire. Then he casts a sack over his shoulders and sits before the bag, so that it may not be lightly seen. By this time, it was dusking outside, and inside the hall it was pretty much dark save for the fire, where little flames leapt up now and again as some piece of the firing tumbled over. In the hall was no one, for the women were bringing in the kine, and the goodman was not yet come in from the field.

There he sits quietly, stirring little. And the next tidings is, the goodman comes home alone; he hears the sheep a-bleating, and goes glad at heart to the fold; and there is his joy eked, for by the light of the moon, which is now rising, he can see well enough to tell over the sheep, and finds two more than there were yesterday. So he goes speedily toward the hall, and the women now come up after him, having gotten the kine into the byre; so they all three go into the hall together.

Then cries out the goodman: “Is there aught in the hall now?” Osberne answers from where he sat: “There is but little, for I am little.” Then they turn and see him hugging himself up in the sack, and something at his back, they cannot see what; and the goodman says: “What hast thou been about all day, kinsman? Thou art forever foolhardy and a truant; of right, stripes should pay the for thy straying.” Said Osberne: “I have been shepherding sheep; may it not buy me off the stripes that I have found two of the lost ones, and brought back all safe?” “Maybe,” says the master; “but did aught else befal thee?” Says the lad: “Will it not buy me off beating that I have also brought home good catch?”

“Yea, if the catch be good,” says the goodman. “It is but a leash of snipes, which I got me in a corner of the bog up yonder,” says Osberne. “Snipes!” says Bridget; “deft art thou, fosterling, to take them without either springe or stonebow, and they all flittering like butterflies on a March day.”

“Yea, auntie,” saith he, “but a stone or two might avail without the bow, were one deft enough. Yet with no such weapon did I slay them; ask me what weapons I bore against them.” Therewith he stirs and shakes himself, and off tumbles the sack from his shoulders, and therewith his grandam lights up the candles, and they all see the scarlet and gold of his holiday raiment; and Bridget says: “This also will I ask thee, fosterling, do men go out to take snipes in their holiday raiment?”

“I will tell thee,” says the little lad: “the weapons I bore against the catch were the shield to ward, and the spear to thrust, and the knife for the shearing of the heads: and I tell thee that when men go to battle they use to wend in their fair-dyed raiment.”

Then he stood up in the hall, the little one, but trim and goodly, with gleaming eyes and bright hair, and a word came into his mouth:

On the wind-weary bent
 The grey ones they went,
 Growled the greedy and glared
 On the sheep-kin afeared;
 Low looked the bright sun
 On the battle begun,
 For they saw how the swain
 Stood betwixt them and gain.
 ’Twas the spear in the belly, the spear in the mouth,
 And a warp of the shield from the north to the south,
 The spear in the throat, and the eyes of the sun
 Scarce shut as the last of the battle was done.
 

“Well sung, kinsman!” said the goodman: “now shalt thou show us the snipes.” But ere the lad might stoop to his bag the two women were upon him, clipping and kissing him as if they would never have enough thereof. He made a shift to thrust them off at last, and stooping to his bag he drew out something and cast it on the board, and lo the sheared-off head of a great grey wolf with gaping jaws and glistening white fangs, and the women shrank before it. But Osberne said: “Lo the first of the catch, and here is the second.” And again he drew out a head from the bag and cast it on the board; and so with the third in due course.

“Now,” said he, “the bag is empty, and deemest thou, grandsire, that I have bought off my beating? And thou, grandam, I pray thee, give me my meat, for I am anhungered.” So now they had nought but praises and caresses for him and they made as it were a new feast of the November day, and were as merry as if they were feasting the best days of Yule.






  








Chapter VI. They Fare to the Cloven Mote
 

And now the days wore away to winter, and ever thereafter might Osberne do what he would, and go where he would, for as little a lad as he was; but he worked with a good will if he were uncompelled, and if he were suffered to wander at whiles as his will drave him. Forsooth, since he had no fellows of a like age to him, it was whiles that he found the open field or the waste gave him better fellowship than the older folk, yea even than the women.

Winter came, and the snow and the frost, which was not very hard in that land, as many would have been glad if it were, for then might the Sundering Flood have been laid with ice, which never betid. On the morning of Yule day, Osberne and his grandsire and grandam got under way long before daylight, that they might go to the Cloven Mote, and hear the Christmass in the church of Allhallows, which had been builded on the east side of the water to be the church of the Mote; but on the other side of the water was another church like to it in all ways, and under the same invocation, for the Western folk. This was the first time that Osberne had been boun to the Mote, and withal both the women were wont to stay at home: but this time nought would serve the goodwife but she must wend with her man, that she might show her darling and her champion to the neighbours. It was a matter of seven miles down the water to the Mote-stead, and they went aslant over the snow-covered fields, and hit the riverbank about half way, and went thence along the very lip of the water. And by then it was pretty much daylight; and Osberne looked over the water and saw about a half mile off (for the day was clear) two little knolls rising from the field, and betwixt them and about them a shaw of small wood; and he asked his grandsire what that might be, for hitherto he had never been so far down the water; whereas before he slew the wolves, down the water was banned to him, and after that he had been busy about the houses and folds, or driving the sheep to the bents day by day.

So his grandsire answered him: “That is hight Hartshaw, and we are told that on the other side of the shaw and the knolls looking west is a stead with houses inhabited, and the whole place is hight Hartshaw Knolls.” Said Osberne: “I would we were there a while, for as I look at the stead it seemeth friendly to me, and I fare to feel that the folk thereof shall come into my life some day.” Answered the goodman: “We hear that little dwelleth there save a widow-woman and her one child, a little maiden. And as to thy one day, it shall be a long while coming; for long and long shall it be for any one to encompass the Sundering Flood, save the Winter of Fear come upon us, and all the land be overlaid with ice, and the waters of the Flood be stayed; which may God and Allhallows forfend.”

The lad said nought for a while; and then he said: “Goodman, I would we had gone down to riverbank from out our own door, and gone all along the Flood-side to the Mote; for it were pleasant to have looked across the Flood, thinking of all there is on the other side, and wondering if we shall ever get there. Why did we not this, for on the very bank the going is better?” Said the carle: “We have come the shortest way this bitter morning; that is all.”

Herein he lied; for they had gone that slant-way to give the go-by to a certain place of the Flood-bank which the Dale-dwellers deemed perilous; but thereof he would not tell the little carle, now that he was become so masterful, deeming that if he heard of any peril toward he would be all agog to try the adventure thereof, as forsooth was true. Of this place, which lay now but just behind them, shall more be told hereafter.

Now they come to the Mote in good time when the sun was but just arisen, and there was already a throng; and at their coming the folk on the western side raised a shout, as the folk on either side were wont to welcome newcomers; but the very first man they hit upon was Surly John; and the goodwife, a soft, kind woman, hailed him friendly, and was fain to have some one whom she knew unto whom to tell her tale of the champion and the wolves. For indeed it needs must out to the very first comer, and out it came now, many worded, and folk, both men and women, gathered about the twain to hearken; for the goodwife told it all well and without hitch.

Surly John must needs abide the telling of it, but when it was done he said: “Well, dame, so it is that I always deemed the lad kenspeckle; and it has moreover turned out as I warned you, that you have got a new master over you.” And therewith he turned away; but of those others who heard the tale there were more than one or two who praised it much, and deemed it marvellous as might well be that a child should have faced and slain those three monsters who had put two stout men to flight. And one man made up this stave, which was presently sung all about the Eastern Mote, and went over the water with the tale to the Western one:

To run and to fight
 Are deeds free to the wight,
 And John tried in battle
 Had heard the boards rattle,
 But needed to prove
 The race back to the stove;
 So his wightness he showed
 In way-wearing the road.
 While Osberne, who knew
 How the foot-race to do,
 Must try the new game
 Where the battle-beasts came.
 

Bairn for fight, but for running the strong man and tall,
 And all folk for the laughter when both are in hall.
 

When Surly John heard this stave he cursed between his teeth, but said nought.

But now on either side, the churches fell to ringing to mass, and all folk fared to service. And Osberne sat in a good place amongst the carles, and forsooth he had both ears and eyes open, both then and all day. Mass over, the cooking-fires were lighted and tents were pitched on either side the water, and in a while they went to dinner; and thereafter, when they had sung a while, came the time of drinking, and folk were paired, men and women so far as might be, for more men there were than women. But whereas all men save Surly John were well with Osberne, there was gotten for his mate a fair young damsel of but seventeen winters, and Osberne, who had looked hard on all the women who were well-liking (for he had seen but very seldom any women save those two of his kinfolk), was amazed with joy when the dear maid pulled down her hood and pulled off her gloves. And whereas she was shy of him because of his doughtiness, for all that he was but a child, it was not until they had drunk a cup or two that he took heart to set his hand to her neck and kiss her cheeks and her mouth, whereat she blushed rosy red, and all they that were in the tent laughed and cheered. But thereafter they fell to sweet speech and talked much, and he held her hand when the end of the feast was done; which was after this wise, that folk stood on the the very lip of the river in one long row, hand in hand, and the loving-cup went down each row, and they cried healths to each other, and then lifted up their voices and shouted all together, and so undid the Mote and parted. And this time (and it was dark save for the fires flaring behind them) it was the maid that kissed Osberne; neither needed she, a tall damsel though she was, to stoop much thereto, for right big and tall he was of his years.

So then all went back each to his own home. And the winter wore away at Wethermel with nought to tell of.






  








Chapter VII. Of a Newcomer, and His Gift to Osberne
 

Now when spring came again, needs must Osberne drive the sheep up to the bents, though he had liefer haunted the riverside, for sore he desired to cross the Flood and find out tidings there. And though he were a child, yet he would by his own choice have fared to seek out the pretty maiden whose hand he had held on the edge of the river that even, but livelihood drave him to look to the sheep now that the spring grass was growing.

So on a certain day when March was wearing towards April he drave his sheep up over the crown of the bent; and there he went with them a way where, the land still rising, the ground was hard and rocky but clean, and the grass sweet for as scanty as it was, growing in little hollows and shelters round about the rocks. Wherefore the sheep were nimble in their feeding, and led him on long, till they and he were come into a little grassy dale with a stream running through it. There they were neither to hold nor to bind, but strayed all up and down the dale and over the crest of the bent thereof, and would not come to his call; and his dog was young and not very wise, and could do little to help him. So he began to think he had best gather what of the sheep he could, and drive them home and fold them, and then come back and hunt for the rest, perhaps with the help of his grandsire; but as the ones he could get at were all close anigh, and he was hot and weary with running hither and thither and holloaing to sheep and dog, he would go down to the stream and drink and rest awhile first. And even so he did, and lay down by the water and drank a long draught; but while he was about it he thought he heard footsteps coming down the hill-side over the greensward.

Howsoever, he had his drink out, and then rose to his knees and looked up, and therewith sprang hastily to his feet, for a tall man was coming on toward him not ten yards from the stream. He was not to say afeard by the sight, yet somewhat startled, for the man was not his grandsire, nor forsooth did he seem to be one of the Dale-dwellers. For he was so clad that he had a grey hawberk on him of fine ringmail, and a scarlet coat thereunder embroidered goodly; a big gold ring was on his left arm, a bright basnet on his head; he was girt with a sword, and bare a bow in his hand, and a quiver hung at his back. He was a goodly man, young by seeming, bright-faced and grey-eyed; his hair was yellow and as fine as silk, and it hung down over his shoulders.

Now Osberne put as good a face on the meeting as he might, and gave the newcomer the sele of the day, and he hailed him again in a clear loud voice, and they stood looking on each other across the stream a while. Then the newcomer laughed pleasantly and said: “Hast thou any name that I may call thee by?”

“I am Osberne of Wethermel,” said the youngling. “Aha,” said the man, “art thou he that slew the leash of great grey wolves last autumn, who had put two armed men to flight the day before?” Said Osberne, reddening: “Well, what was I to do? There fell a leash of hill-dogs on our sheep, and I made them forbear. Was it a scathe to thee, lord?” The newcomer laughed again: “Nay, my lad,” said he, “I love them no more than ye do; they were no dogs of mine. But what doest thou here?”

“Thou seest,” said the youngling, “that I am shepherding our sheep; and a many have run from me, and I cannot bring them back to me. So I was going home with those that be left.”

“Well,” says the man, “we can soon mend that. Rest thou here and abide my coming back again, and I will fetch them for thee.”

“With a good will,” says Osberne, “and I shall can thee many thanks therefor.”

So the man strode on and through the stream, and went his ways up the further bent, and Osberne sat down on a stone and abode him in no little wonder. The man was gone somewhat more than an hour, and then Osberne sees the sheep topping the crest of the bent, and pouring down into the dale, and the newcomer came next driving them down; and when they came to the stream they stood there and moved no more than if they were penned.

Then the newcomer came through them up to Osberne, and said in a kind voice, though it was loud: “What, art thou here yet? I deemed that thou wouldst have run home.”

“Why should I have run?” said the lad. “For fear of me,” said the other. Said Osberne: “I was somewhat afeard when I first saw thee, and thou with the grey byrny and the gleaming helm; but then I saw that thou wert no ill man, and I feared thee no longer. Withal I was fain to see thee again; for thou art goodly and fair to behold, and I am fain to remember thee.”

Said the man: “Even so have others said ere now.” “Were they women?” said Osberne. “Thou art brisk and keen, youngling,” said the man. “Yes, they were women: but it was long ago.” “Yet thou lookest no old man,” said Osberne. “I have seen old men: they be nought like to thee.”

“Heed thou not that,” said the helmed man; “but tell me, how old a man art thou?” Said Osberne: “When this April is three days old I shall be thirteen years old.”

Said the man of the waste: “Well, thou art stalwarth for thy years, and that liketh me well, and meseems that we shall be friends hereafter: and when thou art a grown man I shall seem no older to thee; nay we shall be as brothers. Belike I shall see thee again before long; meanwhile, I give the this rede: when thou mayest, seek thou to the side of the Sundering Flood, for meseemeth that there lieth thy weird. Now there is this last word to be said, that I came hither today to see thee, and in token thereof I have brought thee a gift. Canst thou shoot in the bow aught?” Said Osberne: “There is one at home, and my grandsire hath bent it for me at whiles, and taught me how to shoot somewhat; but I am little deft therein.”

Then the man betook him the bow which he had in his hand and said: “Here is one that shall make thee deft; for whoso hath this as a gift from me shall hit what he shooteth at if he use my shafts withal, and here be three which I will give thee; and if thou take heed, thou shalt not find them easy to lose, since ever they shall go home. But if ever thou lose two of them, then take the third and go into some waste place where there is neither meadow nor acre, and turn to the north-east and shoot upward toward the heavens, and say this rhyme:

A shaft to the north,
 Come ye three, come ye forth;
 A shaft to the east,
 Come three at the least;
 A shaft to the sky,
 Come swift, come anigh!
 Come one, one and one,
 And the tale is all done.
 

And then shalt thou find the arrows lying at thy feet. Now take the bow and arrows, and drive me thy sheep betwixt us to the top of the bent that looks down on Wethermel.”

Then Osberne took the bow and shafts, and he all quivering with joy and delight, and then the two of them together went back across the waste with the sheep before them, and as they went side by side the man said many things, and this at last: “Now that I know thy name, it is like that those wouldst know mine and who I am; but my very name I may not tell thee, for thy tongue has no word for it, but now and when we meet again thou mayst call me Steelhead: and thou shalt know that when we next meet I shall be arrayed all otherwise than now. In that array I deem thou wilt know me, but look to it that thou show no sign thereof before other men; and as to the bow, thou wilt not be eager belike to say of whom thou hadst it. Lo now! we have opened up Wethermel; fare thou well, bold bairn, and forget not my redes.”

And therewith he turned about and gat him gone into the waste again, striding hugely; and the lad was sorry to lack him, for he deemed him the goodliest and best man that he had ever met.






  








Chapter VIII. The Goodman Gets a New Hired Man
 

Now when he came home to Wethermel he found tidings there, for the goodman had gotten a new hired man, and he showed him to Osberne, who greeted him well: he was a tall man, mild of aspect and speech, flaxen-haired and blue-eyed, and seemed a stark carle. He had come to the stead that morning while the goodman was away, and had craved guesting of the women, who made him welcome and set him down to meat. He told them that his name was Stephen, that he had been born in the country-side, but had gone thence in his early youth to Eastcheaping, which was the market town whither that folk had resort; and that he had grown up there and there wedded a wife; but that when she died in childing with her first bairn, and the bairn had not lived, he loathed the place, and came back again into the Dale.

So when the goodman came home this Stephen offered himself to him, and said that he deemed he could do as good a stroke of work as another, and that he was not for any great wage, but he must not be stinted of his meat, whereas he was a heavy feeder. The goodman liked the looks of him, and they struck the bargain betwixt them straightway, and Stephen had hansel of a second dinner, and ate well thereat; and henceforth is he called Stephen the Eater.

Now when the goodman saw Osberne bring in his new weapon, he asked him whence he had it, and the lad told him that he had been far in the waste, and had found it there. The goodman eyed him, but said nought. Forsooth, he misdoubted him that the bow was somewhat unked, and that the lad had had some new dealings with the Dwarf-kin or other strange wights. But then he bethought him of Osberne’s luck, and withal it came to his mind that now he had gotten this victual-waster, it would not be ill if his lad should shoot them some venison or fowl now and again; and by the look of the bow he deemed it like to be a lucky one. But Stephen reached out for the bow, and handled it and turned it about, and spake: “This is a handy weapon, and they who made it were not without craft, and it pleases me to see it; for now when it brings home prey in the evening, the goodman will deem my maw the less burdensome to him. By my rede, goodman, ye will do well to make thy youngling the hunter to us all, for such bows as this may be shot in only by them that be fated thereto.” And he nodded and smiled on Osberne, and the lad deemed that the new man would be friendly to him.

So then was supper brought in, and Stephen the Eater played as good a part as if he had eaten nought since sunrise.

But the next day, when Stephen was boun for driving the sheep to the bent, he said to Osberne: “Come thou with me, young master, to show me the way; and bring thy bow and arrows withal, and see if thou canst shoot us something toothsome, for both of feathers and fur their is foison on the hill-side.” So they went together, and betwixt whiles of the shepherding Osberne shot a whole string of heathfowl and whimbrel; and ever he hit that which he shot at, so that the arrows were indeed easy to find, since they never failed to be in the quarry.

The goodman was well pleased with his catch, and Stephen licked his lips over the look of the larder. And the next day the lad let Stephen go alone to the hill, and he himself took a horse and went up the water a ten miles toward the mountain, and there he slew a hart of ten tines with one arrow, and brought the quarry home across the horse, to the joy of all the household, and the goodman was not rueing his bargain with Stephen the Eater. So it went on that every two or three days Osberne fared afield after catch, and but seldom came home empty-handed, and the other days he did as he would and went where he listed. And now he began to follow the rede of Steelhead, and went oftenest by the side of the Sundering Flood, but as yet he had gone up the water and not down.






  








Chapter IX. The Bight of the Cloven Knoll
 

And now it was mid-April, and the goodman dight him to ride to a mote of the neighbours at a stead hight Bullmeads, where the Dalesmen were wont to gather in the spring, that they might ride thence all together to the town of Eastcheaping and sell the autumn clip of wool and do other chaffer. So the carle goes his ways alone, and will be one night at Bullmeads and two at Eastcheaping, and then another at Bullmeads, and be back on the fifth day. And when he was gone comes Stephen to Osberne, and says: “Young master, I am going presently to the hill with the sheep, and thou needest neither to go with me nor fare a-hunting today, since the house is full of meat; so thou art free, and were I in thy shoes I would go straight from this door down to the water-side, and see if thou mayst not happen on something fair or seldom seen. But hearken to my rede, if thou comest on aught such, thou hast no need to tell of it to any one, not even to me. [And it were not amiss to do on they coat of scarlet.]”

Osberne thanks him, and takes his bow of arrows and goes his way and comes to the riverside and turns his face south, and goes slowly along the very edge of the water; and the water itself drew his eyes down to gaze on the dark green deeps and fierce downlong swirl of the stream, with its sharp clean lines as if they were carven in steel, and the curling and upheaval and sudden changing of the talking eddies: so that he scarce might see the familiar greensward of the further shore.

At last, when he had gone thus more than two miles from where he first hit the water, a long straight reach lay before him, and as he looked down it, it seemed as if the river came presently to an end; but in sooth there was a sharp turn to the east by which the water ran, but narrowing much; and this narrowing was made by the thrusting forth of the western bank into a sharp ness, which, from where Osberne now stood, showed a wide flank facing, as it seemed, the whole hurrying stream of the Flood. But the stream turned ere it smote the cliff, and striving for the narrow outgate made a prodigious eddy or whirlpool ere it might clear itself of the under-water foot of the ness and make eastward so as to rush on toward the sea. But in the face of the wall, in the bight where the whirlpool turned from it, was a cave the height of a tall man, and some four feet athwart, and below it a ledge thrust out from the sheer rock and hanging over the terrible water, and it was but a yard wide or so. It was but ten feet above the water, and from it to the grass above must have been a matter of forty foot. But the ness as it thrust forth into the river rose also, so that its crest was a score of feet higher where it went down into the water than its base amidst the green grass. Then came the strait passage of the water, some thirty feet across, and then the bank of the eastern side, which, though it thrust out not, but rather was as it were driven back by the stream, yet it rose toward the water, though not so much as the ness over against it. It was as if some one had cast down a knoll across the Sundering Flood, and the stream had washed away the sloped side thereof, and then had sheared its way through by the east side where the ground was the softest. Forsooth so it seemed to the Dalesmen, for on either side they called it the Bight of the Cloven Knoll.

Osberne stood amazed right over against the cave in the cliff-side, and stared at the boiling waters beneath him, that seemed mighty enough to have made a hole in the ship of the world and sunk it in the deep. And he wondered at the cave, whether it was there by chance hap, or that some hands had wrought it for an habitation.

And as he stood gazing there, on a sudden there came out of the cave a shape as of man, and stood upon the ledge above the water, and the lad saw at once that it was a little maiden of about his own age, with ruddy golden hair streaming down from her head, and she was clad in a short coat of dark blue stuff and no more raiment, as far as he could see. Now as aforesaid Osberne was in his holiday raiment of red-scarlet by the bidding of Stephen. Now the maiden looks up and sees the lad standing on the eastern shore, and starts back astonished. Then she came forward again and looked under the sharp of her hand, for the sun shone from the south and was cast back dazzling from the water. There was but some thirty feet of water between them, but all gurgling and rushing and talking, so the child raised a shrill and clear voice as she clapped her hands together and cried: “O thou beauteous creature, what art thou?” Osberne laughed, and said in a loud voice: “I am a man but young of years, so that they call me a boy, and a bairn, and a lad. But what art thou?”

“Nay, nay,” she said, “I must be nigher to thee; it is over-wide here amidst the waters’ speech. Fare up to the top on thy side, and so will I.” And therewith she turned about and fell to climbing up the side of the cliff by the broken black staves and the shaly slips. And though Osberne were a boy, yea and a tough one in some ways, he trembled and his heart beat quick to see the little creature wending that perilous upright road, and he might not take his eyes off her till she had landed safely on the greensward; then he turned and went swiftly up the eastern knoll, and reached the edge of the sheer rock just as the maiden came running up the ness on her side.

He spake not, for he was eyeing her closely, and she might not speak for a while for lack of breath. At last she said: “Now are we as near to each other as we may be today; yea for many days, or it may be for all our lives long: so now let us talk.” She set her two feet together and held her hands in front of her, and so stood as if she looked for him to begin. But the words came not speedily to his mouth, and at last she said: “I wonder why thou wilt not speak again; for thy laugh was as the voice of a dear bird; and thy voice is beauteous, so loud and clear.”

He laughed, and said: “Well then, I will speak. Tell me what thou art. Art thou of the Faery? for thou art too well shapen to be of the Dwarfkin.” She clapped her hands together and laughed; then she said: “I laughed not as mocking thy question, but for joy to hear thy voice again. Nay, nay, I am no faery, but of the children of men. But thou, art thou not of the sons of the Land-wights?”

“No more than thou art,” said he. “I am also a goodman’s son, but my father is dead, and my mother also, and I live at home at Wethermel up the water, with my grandsire and grandam.”

Said she: “Are they kind to thee?” The lad drew himself up: “I am kind to them,” said he. “How goodly thou art!” she said; “that was why I dreamed thou must be of the Land-wights, because I have seen divers men, some old, some young like to thee, but none half so goodly.” He smiled, and said: “Well, I thought thou wert of the Faery because thou art goodly and little. I have seen a pretty maid not long since, but she was older than thou, I deem, and far taller. But tell me, how old art thou?” She said: “When May is half worn I shall be of thirteen winters.”

“Lo now,” said he, “we be nigh of an age; I was thirteen in early April. But thou hast not told me where thou dwellest, and how.” She said: “I dwell at Hartshaw Knolls hard by. I am the daughter of a goodman, as thou art, and my father and mother are dead, so that my father I never saw, and now I dwell with my two aunts and they be both older than was my mother.”

“Are they kind to thee?” said the lad, laughing that he must cast back her question. “Whiles,” said she, laughing also, “and whiles not: maybe that is because I am not always kind to them, as thou art to thy folk.” He answered nought, and she was silent a while; then he said: “What is in thy mind, maiden?” “This,” she said, “that I am thinking how fair a chance it was that I should have seen thee, for thou hast made me so glad.” Said he: “We can see each other again belike and make it less of a chance.” “O yea,” she said, and was silent a while. Said he: “I wot not why it was that thou wert in the cave: and tell me, is it not exceeding perilous, the climbing up and down? Why wilt thou do that? Also, I must tell thee, that this was another cause why I thought thou wert of the Faery, that thou camest out of the cave.”

Said she: “I will tell thee all about the cave; but first as to the peril of going thither and coming hence: wouldst thou be very sorry if I were lost on the way?” “Yea,” said he, “exceeding sorry.” “Well,” said she, “then fear it not, for it is so much a wont of mine that to me there is no peril therein: yet I am glad that thou wert afraid for me.” “I was sore afraid,” said Osberne.

“Now as to the cave,” said the maiden. “I found it out two years ago, when I was very little, and the women had been less than kind to me. And thither may I go whenas I would that they should seek me not; because folk say that it is a dwelling of the Dwarfs, and they fear to enter it. Besides, when I think of my kinswomen coming down the rock to find me therein, and they be tall, and one stiff, as if she were cut out of timber, and the other exceeding fat, that makes me merry!”

And therewith she sat down on the very edge of the cliff with her little legs hanging over the water, and laughed, rocking to and fro in her laughter, and Osberne laughed also. But he said: “But art thou not afraid of the Dwarfs?” She said: “Dear bairn or boy, I had been there many times before I heard tell of the Dwarfs, and I gat no harm, and after I had heard the tale I went still, and still gat no harm; nay I will tell thee somewhat: I gat gifts, or such they seemed unto me. First I had to herd the sheep and take them to the best grass, and whiles they strayed and were wearisome to me, and I came home with divers missing, and then would I be wyted or even whipped for what was no fault of mine. And one such time I betook me to the cave and sat therein and wept, and complained to myself of my harm, and when I went out of the cave I saw on the ledge close to my foot a thing lying, and I took it up, and saw that it was a pipe with seven holes therein, and when I blew into it, it made sweet and merry little music. So I thought it great prize, and went away home with it, with all my sorrows well healed. But the next day I drave my sheep to grass, as my business was, and as oft happened, they strayed, and I followed them and gat nothing done; so I was weary, and afraid of what would betide at home in the stead. So I sat down on a stone, and when I had wept a little I thought I would comfort myself with the music of the pipe. But lo a wonder, for no sooner had a note or two sounded than all the sheep came running up to me, bleating and mowing, and would rub against my sides as I sat piping, and home I brought every head in all glee. And even so has it befallen ever since; and that was hard on a year agone. Fair boy, what dost thou think I am doing now?” Osberne laughed. “Disporting thee in speech with a friend,” said he. “Nay,” said she, “but I am shepherding sheep.”

And she drew forth the pipe from her bosom and fell to playing it, and a ravishing sweet melody came thence, and so merry that the lad himself began to shift his feet as one moving to measure, and straightway he heard a sound of bleating, and sheep came running toward the maiden from all about. Then she arose and ran to them, lest they should shove each other into the water; and she danced before them, lifting up her scanty blue skirts and twinkling her bare feet and legs, while her hair danced about her, and the sheep, they too capered and danced about as if she had bidden them. And the boy looked on and laughed without stint, and he deemed it the best of games to behold. But when she was weary she came back to the head of the ness and sat down again as before, and let the sheep go where they would.






  








Chapter X. Osberne and Elfhild Hold Converse Together
 

So when she was rested she fell to speech again: “Dear lad, this was the first gift, and I could not but deem that some one had heard me make my moan unseen and had given me that good gift. So what must I do but try it again, and one day I went down into the cave and fell to bewailing me that I had nought to deck me with, neither of gold nor silver, as other maidens had, for in sooth I had seen them with such things. And when I had done, I went forth on to the ledge, and this time I trod cautiously lest I should kick the dainty thing into the water, and lo, there lay this pretty thing.” And she drew forth from her bosom a necklace of gold and gems; gold and emerald, gold and sapphire, gold and ruby; and it flashed in the sun, and Osberne thought it a fair toy indeed, but knew not that scarce a queen had got aught so fair in her treasure. “Ye may wot well that I dare not show either this or the pipe to my aunts, who would have taken them away from me and cried horror at them; for oft would they cry out at the evil things that dwelt in the ness and all the ills they brought on the children of men. So I play on the pipe when none are by, and I deck myself sitting in the sun with this fair necklace. Look thou, lad, for it is a joy to show me unto thee so decked.” And she did back her raiment from her thin neck, and it was white as snow under the woolen, and she did on the necklace, and Osberne thought indeed that it sat well there, and that her head and neck looked grand and graithly.

Then she said: “One other gift I gat from these cave-folk, if there be such in the cave. On a day I was ailing, and could scarce hold up my head for weariness and sickness; so I stole down hither and clomb with all trouble and peril down to the cave, and fell to bewailing my sickness, and scarce had I done ere I felt exceeding drowsy, and so laid me down on the floor of the cave and fell asleep there, feeling sick no longer even then. And when I awoke, after some three hours as I deemed, there was nought amiss with me, and I climbed up to grass again strong and merry, and making nought of the climb. And even so have I done once and again, and never have the good folk failed me herein. Hast thou ever had dealings with such-like creatures?”

Osberne answered, and told her of his meeting with the Dwarf that time, and held up to her the whittle he had got, and flashed it in the sun; and then he was about to tell her of Steelhead. But he remembered that he was scarce free to tell any one of him, so he held his peace thereof; but he said: “Meseemeth, maiden, that thou art not without might, such friends as thou hast. But tell me, what canst thou do beside the shepherding?” She said: “I can spin and weave, and bake the bread and make the butter, and grind meal at the quern; but the last is hard work, and I would not do it uncompelled, nor forsooth the indoor work either, for nought but the shepherding is to my mind. But now tell me, what canst thou do?” He said: “Meseems I cannot keep my sheep together so well as thou; but last autumn I learned how to slay wolves that would tear the sheep.”

She rose up as if to look at him the better, and strained her hands together hard, and gazed eagerly at him. He saw that she was wondering at him and praising him, so he said lightly: “It is no so great a matter as some think; what is most needed is a good heart and a quick eye. Thus I slew the three of them.”

“O,” she said, “now I know that thou art that fair child and champion of whom I have heard tell, that thy deed was a wonder; and now thou art so kind that thou wilt wear the day talking to a poor and feeble maiden.”

Said he: “I do that because it is my will and it pleases me to see thee and talk to thee, for thou art good to look at and dear.”

Then she said: “But what else canst thou do, Champion?” Said he: “Of late I am thought to be somewhat deft at shooting in the bow, so that whatso I aim at, that I hit. Thus I am not like to lack for meat.” “Yea,” she said, “but that is wonderful; and besides, now canst thou shoot at the wolves from afar without their being able to come at thee to bite thee. But now it is hard to get thee to tell of thy prowess, and I must ask after every deal. Tell me of something else.” Quoth he: “At home they deem me somewhat of a scald, so that I can smithy out staves.” She clapped her hands together and cried: “Now that is good indeed, since thou canst also slay wolves. But how sweet it would be for me to have thee making a stave before me now. Wouldst thou?”

“I wot not,” he said, laughing; “but let me try.” So he sat down and fell to conning his rhymes, while she stood looking on from across the water. At last he stood up and sang:

Now the grass groweth free
 And the lily’s on lea,
 And the April-tide green
 Is full goodly beseen,
 And far behind
 Lies the winter blind,
 And the lord of the Gale
 Is shadowy pale;
 

And thou, linden be-blossomed, with bed of the worm
 Camest forth from the dark house as spring from the storm.
 

O barm-cloth tree,
 The light is in thee,
 And as spring-tide shines
 Through the lily lines,
 So forth from thine heart
 Through thy red lips apart
 Came words and love
 To wolf-bane’s grove,
 

And the shaker of battle-board blesseth the Earth
 For the love and the longing, kind craving and mirth.
 

May I forget
 The grass spring-wet
 And the quivering stem
 On the brooklet’s hem,
 And the brake thrust up
 And the saffron’s cup,
 Each fashioned thing
 From the heart of Spring,
 

Long ere I forget it, the house of thy word
 And the doors of thy learning, the roof of speech-hoard.
 

When thou art away
 In the winter grey,
 Through the hall-reek then
 And the din of men
 Shall I yet behold
 Sif’s hair of gold
 And Hild’s bright feet,
 The battle-fleet,
 

And from threshold to hearthstone, like as songs of the South,
 To and fro shall be fleeting the words of thy mouth.
 

Then his song dropped down, and they stood looking silently at each other, and tears ran over the little maiden’s cheeks. But she spake first and said: “Most lovely is thy lay, and there is this in it, that I see thou hast made it while thou wert sitting there, for it is all about thee and me, and how thou lovest me and I thee. And full surely I know that thou wilt one day be a great and mighty man. Yet this I find strange in thy song almost to foolishness, that thou speakest in it as I were a woman grown, and thou a grown man, whereas we be both children. And look, heed it, what sunders us, this mighty Flood, which hath been from the beginning and shall be to the end.”

He answered not a while, and then he said: “I might not help it; the words came into my mouth, and meseems they be better said than unsaid. Look to it if I do not soon some deed such as bairns be not used to doing.” “That I deem is like to be,” she said, “yet it shall be a long time ere folk shall call us man and woman. But now, fair child, I must needs go homeward, and thou must let me go or I shall be called in question.” “Yea,” said Osberne, “yet I would give thee a gift if I might, but I know not what to give thee save it were my Dwarf-wrought whittle.” She laughed and said: “That were a gift for a man but not for me; keep it, dear and kind lad. I for my part were fain of giving thee somewhat: but as for my pipe, I fear me that I could never throw it across the water. I would I might reach thee with my gold and gem necklace, but I fear for it lest the Sundering Flood devour it. What shall I do then?”

“Nought at all, dear maiden,” said the lad, “I would no wise take thy pipe from thee, which saveth thee from blame and beating; and as to thy necklace, that is woman’s gear even as the whittle is man’s. Keep it safe till thou art become a great lady.”

“Well,” she said, “now, let me go; it almost seems to me as I might not till thou hast given me leave.”

“Yea,” said he; “but first, when shall I come to see thee again, and thou me? Shall it be tomorrow?” “O nay,” she said, “it may not be, lest they take note of me if I come down here over often. Let it be after three days first: and then the next time it must be longer.” Quoth Osberne: “Let the next time take care of itself; but I will come in three days. Now I bid thee depart, and I will go home; but I would kiss thee were it not for the Sundering Flood.” “That is kind and dear of thee,” said the maiden. “Farewell, and forget me not in three days, since thou hast sung that song to me.” “I shall not forget so soon,” said he. “Farewell!”

She turned about and ran down the ness with the pipe in her hand, and Osberne heard the sweet voice of the pipe thereafter, and the bleating of the sheep and the paddling of their hoofs as they all ran toward her, and he went his ways home with all that in his ears, and was well content with his day’s work; and he deemed that he understood the rede which Steelhead had given him. Withal he had an inkling that Stephen the Eater was somehow his friend in more special way than he was to the rest of the household; so he came home to Wethermel in good case.






  








Chapter XI. Osberne Shoots a Gift Across the Flood
 

Now when the three days were over he went his ways to the Bight of the Cloven Knoll, and Stephen smiled and nodded to him friendly as he went out of the door, and once more he was clad in his red-scarlet raiment. He had his bow in his hand, and besides the three arrows which the hillman had given, he had two others out of the goodman’s quiver. Moreover he had thought over from time to time what he might give to the maiden, and now he had in his pouch a fair gold piece which his mother had given him when he was yet very young, and he thought that this were a fair gift might he but get it over to the other side of the Sundering Flood.

Now when he was within eyeshot of the ness, he looked thither, and saw a little figure on the crest thereof, and knew that the maiden had prevented him and was there already, so he hastened all he might to his own vantage ground, and straightway he gave her the sele of the day, and she greeted him kindly. Then he looks and sees that she is somewhat decked out for this meeting, for not only did the Dwarfs’ gift, the necklace, gleam and glitter on her little flat child’s bosom, but also she had made her a wreath for her head of the spring flowers, and another had she done about her loins. She stood there saying nothing a while, and it seemed to him that she was waiting for him to praise this new-wrought adornment. So he said: “Thou art in fairer guise than when first I saw thee; is there any high-tide toward at thy stead?”

“Nay,” she said; “I did this because I looked to see thee today, whereas the other time we happed on each other unawares. But hast thou done any more great deeds?”

He laughed and said: “Nay, nay, let me grow a few days older yet. Nevertheless there is this new thing, that this morning I have brought thee a gift which I deem I may to flit to thee, and I shall give it to thee with a good will if thou wilt promise that thou wilt not part with it ever.”

“With all my heart will I promise that,” she said; “but tell me what it is; show it to me.”

He drew it forth and held it up between his finger and thumb, and said: “It is a golden penny, very fair, and I deem it comes from some far country. My mother gave it to me when I was very young; yet I remember that she bade me part not with it, save I should give it to one unto whom I wished all luck, for that she deemed that luck went with it. Now thou art so fair and so dear, and my only fellow of like age, that I wish luck to thee as much as luck can be found: so I will flit it to thee this wise, that I will do it up in a piece of cloth and tie it to the head of this arrow (which is of no account), and shoot it over to thee.” And therewith he knelt down and fell to wrapping it up in the rag.

As for the maiden, she was all eager, and quivering with joy at the getting of such a gift; yet she spake and said: “O how good thou art to me: yet I deem not that thou shouldst give me thy mother’s gift. And moreover why shouldst thou shoot away thy luck? It may be that I am not doomed to be lucky, as surely thou art; and it may well be that thou mayst give me thy luck and make thee less lucky, without eking mine, if unluck be my weird.”

Now though he had set his heart on giving the gold to the fair child, yet her words seemed wise to him, and he said: “What then shall we do?” She said: “Abide a while till I think of it.”

So they were silent a while, both of them, till the little maid looked up and said: “Is it a round thing?” “Yea,” said he. “What is there upon it?” she said. Quoth Osberne: “On one side be two warriors, and on the other the Rood and certain letters.”

She thought again and said: “How much were it marred if it were halved, one warrior and half a cross?” He said: “That hangs upon this, who has one half and who the other.” She said “How would it be, since I can see that thou wishest that I should share thy gift, and belike thy luck also, if thou wert to do it into two halves, and keep one thyself and shoot me the other over the flood?” He leapt up and fell a-dancing for joy as she spake, and cried out: “O, but thou art wise! Now I can see that this is what my mother meant me to do, to share the gold and the luck.”

Therewith he took the penny out of its wrapping and drew forth his whittle, and gat a big stone and set the gold on the steel and smote it, deftly enough; for he was no ill smith for his years. Then he stood up and cried out: “There, it is done, and neither of the warriors is scathed, for there was a waste place betwixt them. Now then for the shaft and the bow!” The maiden looked eagerly with knitted brows, and soon saw Osberne take up the shaft and nock it on the bowstring.

Then he said: “Take heed and stand still and the halfling shall be thine. Look now, I will send the shaft so that it shall go in the grass-grown cleft betwixt the two big stones behind thee to thy right hand.” He raised his bow therewith, and saw how she gathered her skirts about her, as if she would not have them hinder the shaft. Then he loosed, and the shaft flew, but she abode still a little; and he laughed and said: “Go, maiden, and find the shaft and the gold.” Then she turned and ran to the cleft, and took out the arrow, and did off the wrapping with trembling fingers, and gat the gold and looked on it, and cried out: “O the fair warrior! such like shalt thou be on a penny, dear child.”

Then she came forward again and said: “Now this is strange, that neither last time nor now have we told each other our names: now I will tell thee that my name is Elfhild, of Hartshaw Knolls. What is thine?”

“Elfhild my child,” said he, “my name is Osberne Wulfgrim’s son, and I am of Wethermel, as I told thee. Yet belike it is not so strange that we have not told our names hitherto, and I hope no ill-luck will go with our telling them, for I suppose that people give each other names when there are many of them, and they would know one from another. But as to us, there be only two of us, so that if I call thee Maiden, and thou call me Swain, it had been enough. Nevertheless I am fain of calling thee Elfhild.”

“And I am full fain of calling thee Osberne,” she said. “Besides, if at any time both thou and I were to depart from this country-side we might chance to meet amongst folk of many names, and thus we might the better know each other — But O!” she said, growing exceeding eager, “dost thou know how good a gift thou has given me? For the halves of the penny, we shall both keep them for ever, as thou knowest, and by our having them we shall know each other if we meet in the world without and our faces have become changed.”

Said Osberne: “I deem not that my face will change very much, at least not till I grow old — nor do I think that thine will either.” She laughed merrily: “O, bairn Osberne, when thou art become a man and a great man, and art called maybe Earl Osberne Wulfgrimsson, will not thy face have changed, and thou with the beard and the fierce eyes, and the mouth that hath shouted in the battle? As for me, Allhallows grant it that my face may change: look at me, a kind of red crow now, all skinny and spindle-legged, and yet I may grow to be a fair woman; and then indeed I should be fain for thee to see me. For somehow it seems to be shown to me that thou wilt be loved of women & love them somewhat over-much.”

“For my part,” said Osberne, “I seem to see of myself that I shall have much to do slaying wolves and evil things, and standing before kings and getting gifts of them, so that there will be little time for me to go about loving women — yet thee I shall ever love, Elfhild.” And he reddened as he spake this, as though he were a youth before his time. But Elfhild said: “In all ways thou art kind to me, and thee shall I ever love. But now tell me, Osberne, what wouldst thou have me do today to make game and play for thee?” Said he: “Call up the sheep again to thee with the sweet little pipe, for therein is much game.” She nodded her head merrily, and drew forth her pipe and played, and the sheep came bundling up as the day before; and she danced and played a long while, and Osberne clapped his hands and laughed and egged her on, and was full fain of her dancing, and forsooth it was a wonder and delight to see her.

At last she was wearied out, and cast herself on the grass at the very edge of the cliff, and said that she could no more. And Osberne thanked her kindly.

So when she had gotten her breath again, she asked him what next she should do for his disport. And he bade tell him of how she lived with those two women, her aunts, and what she did from day to day. So she sat down as on the other day, with her legs hanging down over the grisly flood, and told him full sweetly of her joys and her work and her troubles. And some of the tale was piteous enough, for the two kinswomen, who were by no means old, for the eldest was only of thirty summers, were somewhat hard with the child and right careless of her, as shall be shown afterwards.

But after a little she broke off and said: “But Osberne, dear, these be no fair tales for thee, though thou art kind to hearken to them. I have better tales than that, of champions to wit, and ladies and castles and dragons and the like, that I have heard; some of my kinswomen, some of folk that come to our house at a pinch, for it is a poor house; and some, yea and most and the best, from an old woman who dwelleth in a cot not far from us. And she loveth me and hath learned me much lore; and I will tell thee thereof if thou wilt hearken.”

“I will well,” said he, “and thanks thou shalt have of me; I would I might give thee some other gift.” She said: “My tale reward will be that thou shalt tell me over and over the staves thou madest last time we met, till I have them by heart. And other staves shalt thou make for me if thou wilt.” “Thus is the bargain struck,” said the lad, “now get thee to the work.”

So the little maiden fell to telling him a tale of the Faery, and when it was done he asked for another; but this was a long one, and wore the day down, so that Elfhild must needs depart ere it was done. Then was a talk of when the next meeting should be, and to Osberne nought was near enough save tomorrow. But Elfhild said that it was nought safe, lest aught should wake up her kinswomen to asking of her whereabouts, and again the meeting was appointed for three days hence; but had it not been for the tale, for which something must be risked, Elfhild said that the time between must be a week. So each of the children departed to their houses well pleased.






  








Chapter XII. Of a Guest Called Waywearer
 

Now hereafter all went the same way, that from time to time they met on either side the Sundering Flood, save that Osberne came not ever in his fair-dyed raiment, but was mostly clad in russet; but on Elfhild’s birthday he was clad in his best. Otherwise nought befel to tell of. Whiles either of the children were ailing, whiles Elfhild was kept at home by her kinswomen, and so they failed each other, but never by their own will. The one who came to the trysting-place and missed the other was sore grieved, and in special Osberne, whose child’s heart swelled nigh to bursting with sorrow mingled with wrath, and at such times the Sundering Flood seemed to him like the coils of a deadly serpent which was strangling the life out of him, and he would wend home in all despair.

So wore the days through spring and summer and early autumn, and at Wethermel all went smoothly, and the goodman there was better pleased than ever with his new man, who, if he ate two men’s victuals, did three men’s work; as for Osberne, he loved Stephen dearly, and Stephen for his part was for ever doing something for his disport, and in two ways in special. For first he was, like Elfhild, stuffed with all kinds of tales and histories, and oft when they were out a-shepherding he would tell these to Osberne day-long; and not unseldom when the tale was underway the lad would cry out: “Fair is thy tale, but I have heard it before, only it is different thus and thus.” And in sooth, he had heard it from Elfhild. The other matter was that Stephen was a smith exceeding deft, and learned the craft to Osberne, so that by the end of the year he bade fair to be a good smith himself. Moreover, whiles would Stephen take a scrap of iron and a little deal of silver, as a silver penny or florin, from out of his hoard, and would fashion it into an ouch or chain or arm-ring, so quaintly and finely that it was a joy to look on. And every one of those things would Stephen give to Osberne with a friendly grin, and Osberne took them with a joyful heart because now he had a new thing to give to Elfhild, and each one he shot across the river unto her the soonest that he might. But whiles, when his heart was full, Osberne would say to the smith: “Thou givest me so much, and doest so well by me, that I know not how ever I am to make it good to thee.” And Stephen would say: “Fear not, master, the time will come when thou mayst do such good to me as shall pay for all at once.”

Now befel tidings on a day of the beginning of October; for the wind, which had been high and blustering all day, grew greater and greater by then candles were lighted in the hall, till it was blowing a great gale from the south-west, which seemed like to lift the house-roof. Then befel a knocking on the house-door, and Stephen went thereto and opened it, & came back with a man all dripping & towzelled with the storm. He was a tall man, yellow-haired, and goodly both of face and body, but his face much hidden with a beard untrimmed, and never a shoe had he to his foot: yet was he bold and free of mien despite his poor attire. He carried some long thing under his arm wrapped up in cloth which was bound about with twine and sealed every here and there with yellow wax.

The goodman started up when he came in, and made as if he would have the newcomer put out, and he muttered: “We keep no house for the harbouring of runagates.” Yet he looked at Osberne withal, for he was now grown so masterful that nought was done in the house without him; and the lad stood up straightway and came to the newcomer and bade him welcome from out the storm. Then he took him by the hand and led him up to the hearth, and spake to his grandam: “Goodwife, this our guest has been in rough weather without, and ere he sits down to meat with us, it were well to take him into the inner chamber and wash his feet, and find him dry raiment.” The goodwife looked kindly on the guest and bade him come with her, and he went; but ere his back was turned, Osberne looked on him and caught a glance of his eye, and therewith he was sure that despite his rags and wretchedness this was his friend Steelhead. In a while he came back into the hall, clad and shod as well as might be done in a hurry, and Osberne led him into his own seat at the board, and gave him to drink; and Stephen withal served him with all care, so that he was in an hospitable house, save that the goodman cast somewhat grudging glances on him, but whereas he might not gainsay all the rest of his household, there was little scathe therein.

But when the guest sat down, he took that long bundle and gave it into Osberne’s hands, and said: “Thou art so friendly to a gangrel man, that I make bold to ask this grace of thee also, to wit that thou wilt heed this bundle, and let none other touch it, and give it back to me tomorrow morning ere I depart.” Osberne yeasaid to that, and took the bundle and laid it at his bed-head. And therewith the meat was brought in, and the meal was merry; for now the guest seemed so noble-looking a man and so cheerful of countenance and so debonair, that none save the goodman thought any longer of his rags wherewith he had come into the hall out of the storm. But even the goodman was better with him presently, when he saw that though he ate and drank like a tall man, he needed no such abundance for the filling of his maw as did Stephen.

Ere they began drinking the guest said: “I may as well tell you folks my name, since ye are so good to me, and have not asked for it, and ye must know that I am called Waywearer, and that I wish increase of good unto this house.”

Then the cup went round and they drank late into the night, and when they had drunk the voidee cup, Osberne led the newcomer to the guest-chamber, and kissed him with good-night, but made no show of knowing who he was.






  








Chapter XIII. Steelhead Gives Osberne the Sword Boardcleaver
 

When morning was, the guest came into the hall and found the household there, and he spake to the goodwife and said: “Dame, I would have done off this raiment which ye lent me last night and done on mine and left thine lying there, but mine I might not find.”

“Nor thou nor anyone else,” she said, “shall find thy rags any more, good guest, unless they come to life when thou risest from the dead on the day of doom; for I have peaceably burned them in the garth this hour ago. God help us if the stead of Wethermel cannot spare a yard or two of homespun to a guest who cometh in stripped by the storm.” The guest nodded kindly to her; but Osberne said: “Which way ridest thou this morning, guest, for I would fain lead thee a little way?” “I wend south from thy door, fair master,” said the newcomer; “but as to riding, ‘t is Shanks’ mare must be my way-beast, unless I go stealing a horse.”

“There is no need for that,” said Osberne, “we can find thee a good horse, and if thou bringest him not back, it will be no loss to us, as the less hay-need we shall have through winter. Stephen, go thou and see to it that the horses be ready saddled and bridled when we have eaten a morsel.” The guest laughed and looked to the carle-master, and said: “How sayest thou, goodman, is the gift given?” The carle smiled somewhat ruefully, and said: “The gift is given; and soothly it is for the youngling to give since all will come to him, be it more or less.” “I will take it then,” said the guest, “since good will goeth with it; but look to it goodman, if I reward thee not therefor, for as ragged as I came into thine house.”

Now therewith they break their fast; and the last night’s wind has falled utterly, and the sky is blue and the sun bright, and it is warm for that season. Then Osberne gives the sealed bundle to Waywearer, and he took it and did it on to his saddle-bow, and he mounts, and Osberne also, who is dight in his fair-hued raiment; and they set out up the Dale, and ride swiftly, and are few-spoken together.

So they rode till they were past the last house, the cot to wit above told of, and then they came into a fair little clough with a bright stream running through it toward the Sundering Flood; and there were bushes and small wood up and down the clough, and there Waywearer, that is to say, Steelhead, drew rein, and said to Osberne: “Meseems this is as far as thou needest lead me out, lad, so let us off horse and go down and sit by the brook.”

So they did, and tied their horses to a thorn-bush growing thereby; and Waywearer took the bundle off his horse and said to Osberne: “Hast thou any guess at what this good thing is?” Osberne reddened and said: “That is the sword which thou didst promise me last spring.” Waywearer laughed and said: “Sharp are thine eyes to see a sword through all this wrappage of cerecloth; surely they be of the warrior kin. But sooth hast thou said; this is thy sword.” And therewith he fell to undoing the cloth, while the boy looked on eagerly.

At last the hilts and the sheath showed naked: the pommel and cross were of gold of beauteous and wonderful fashion, such as no smith may work now, and the grip was wrapped about with golden wire. And the sheath wherein lay the deadly white edges was of brown leather of oxhide, studded about with knops of gold and silver, and the peace-strings were of scarlet silk with golden acorns at the ends.

Said Osberne: “O thou art kind to have brought this for me: and may I handle it now and at once?”

“Yea,” said Steelhead smiling; “but beware, beware!” for he saw the lad lay his hand to the peace-strings; “do not away the peace-strings, lest thou be tempted to draw forth the blade. For this sword is hight Boardcleaver, and was fashioned by the fathers of long ago; and so wise is he and so eager, that whensoever he cometh forth from the sheath he will not go back again till he hath had a life. So beware ever, for mickle scathe shall come of it if he see the heavens and the earth for light cause.”

Somewhat daunted was the bold lad; but he said: “Tell me, thou bright lord, at what times I shall draw forth Boardcleaver?”

Said Steelhead: “Only then when thou hast the foe before thee: then draw and be of good courage, for never shall point and edge be dulled by the eye-shot of the wicked and wizards, as whiles it befals the common blades of today. For a man of might hath breathed on the edges amidst much craft of spells, so that nought may master that blade, save one of its brethren fashioned by the same hands, if such there be yet upon the earth, whereof I misdoubt me. Now then thou hast the sword; but I lay this upon thee therewith, that thou be no brawler nor make-bate, and that thou draw not Boardcleaver in any false quarrel, or in behalf of any tyrant or evil-doer, or else shall thy luck fail thee despite the blade that lieth hidden there. But meseemeth nought shalt thou be of the kind of these wrong-doers. And I say of thee that thou didst well with me last night. For though thou knewest me presently, and that I was not without might, yet at first, when thou tookest me by the hand and leddest me to the fire before all the house, thou knewest me not, and I was to thee but the ragged gangrel body whom thy grandsire would have thrust forth into the storm again; but thou didst to me no worse than if I had been lord and earl.”

Now it is to be told, that when Osberne heard these words then first he knew what praise was, and the heart glowed within him, and his valiancy grew up therein, and his face was bright and his eyes glistened with tears; and he spake no word aloud, but he swore to himself that he would be no worse than his friend Steelhead would have him to be.

Then he took the sword and girt it to him; and he said: “Master, this is no long sword, but it is great and heavy, and meseemeth my bairn’s might may never wield it. Shall I not lay it by till I become man?”

“That shall be seen to, fair youngling,” said Steelhead. “In an hour thou shalt have might enough to wield Boardcleaver, though doubtless thy might shall be eked year by year and month by month thereafter.”






  








Chapter XIV. The Gifts of Steelhead
 

Now by then it was high noon, and the sun very hot, and as they lay on the grass after this converse the lad looked on the water, and he was besweated, and longed for the bright pools of the stream after the manner of boys; and he said at last: “I were fain to take to the water this hot noon, if it please thee.”

“It is well thought of, lad,” said Steelhead, “and that the more, as I must needs see thee naked if I am to strengthen thee as I am minded to do.” So they did off their raiment, both of them, and went into the biggest of the pools hard by; and if Steelhead were a noble-looking man clad, far nobler was he to look on naked, for he was both big and well shapen, so that better might not be. As for Osberne, there looked but little of him when he was unclad, as is the fashion of lads to be lank, yet for his age he was full well shapen. So Steelhead came out of the water presently, and clad himself, while Osberne yet played a while. Then Steelhead called the lad to him all naked as he was, and said: “Stand thou before me, youngling, and I will give thee a gift which shall go well with Boardcleaver.” And the lad stood still before him, and Steelhead laid his hands on the head of him first, and let them abide there a while; then he passed his hands over the shoulders and arms of the boy, and his legs and thighs and breast, and all over his body; and therewith he said: “In our days and the olden time it was the wont of fathers to bless their children in this wise; but for thee, thy father is dead, and thy nighest kinsman is little-hearted and somewhat of a churl. Thus then have I done to thee to take the place of a father to thee, I who am of the warriors of while agone. And I think it will avail thee; and it is borne in upon me that before very long thou wilt need this avail, if thou art to live and do the deeds I would have thee. Now it is done, so cover thee in thy raiment and rest a while; and then I will depart and leave thee to the might which I have given thee, and the valiance which hath grown up in thine heart.”

So they lay down on the greensward and rested; and Osberne had fetched along with him cakes and cheese and a keg of good drink, and they took their bever there in all content. But for that time Steelhead spake no more of his folk and the old days, but about the fowl and fish and other wild things that haunted that clough, and of shooting in the bow and so forth. Then they arose and went to their horses, and Steelhead said to Osberne: “How is it with the might of thy body, lad? Canst thou do better in wielding of Boardcleaver?” So the youngling stretched himself and took the sword by the hilts and shook it and waved it about, and tossed it in the air and caught it again, and said: “Seest thou, master? Meseems my might is so much eked, that I deem I could swim the stream of the Sundering Flood and overcome it.” Quoth the hillman, laughing: “Yea, and we know that that would please the well; but let it be, my son, I bid thee; for no race of folk who have ever dwelt in the Dale from the beginning of the world have ever won across the Sundering Flood. So now we depart for this present; but as for this way-beast I ride, thy grandsire shall lose nothing and gain much by him; for I took him but to pleasure thee, and I shall send him back to Wethermel ere many days are past. Farewell, my son!”

So he kissed the youngling, and rode away south across the stream and over the other side of the clough. Osberne stood beside his horse, looking after him and the way he had taken, and then mounted and rode his way homeward, somewhat downcast at first for the missing of this new father. But after a while, what for his new gift and his freshly-gained might, and the pride and pleasure of life, he became all joyous again, as though the earth were new made for him.

Ye may well think that the very next time (which indeed was on the morrow) that Osberne went to the Bight of the Cloven Knoll, he went girt with Boardcleaver, and showed it to his friend; and she looked somewhat sober at the sight of it, and said: “I pray thee, Osberne, draw it not forth from the sheath.” “In nowise may I draw it,” said he, “for I am told never to draw it till I have my foe before me; for ever it will have a life betwixt the coming forth from the sheath and its going back again.” “I fear me,” she said, “that thou wilt have to draw it often, so that many a tale will be told of it, and perhaps at last the death of thee.” And therewith she put her hands up to her face and wept. But he comforted her with kind words, till the tears were gone.

Then she looked at him long and lovingly, and said at last: “I know not how it is, but thou seemest to me changed and grown less like a child, as though some new might had come to thee. Now I may not ask thee who has done this to thee, and given thee the sword, for if thou mightest thou wouldst have told me. But tell me this, hast thou all this from a friend or a foe?” He said: “Dost thou indeed see that I may not tell thee who is the giver; but I may tell thee that it is a friend. But art thou not glad of my gain?” She smiled and said: “I should be glad, and would be if I might; but somehow meseemeth that thou growest older quicker than I do, and that it is ill for me, for it will sunder us more than even now we be sundered.”

And again he had to comfort her with sweet words; and he shot across to her an ouch which Stephen had given him that morning, so soon she was herself again, and sat and told him a tale of old times; and they parted happily, and Osberne gat him home to Wethermel. But he had scarce been at home a minute or two when there came one riding to the door, a young man scarlet-clad and gay, and his horse was dight with the goodliest of saddles and bridles, and the bit of silver, but for all that, both Osberne and Stephen, who was standing in the door, knew the horse for their own nag, on whom Waywearer had ridden off the yestermorn.

Now the lad cries out: “Is this the stead of Wethermel?” “Yea,” said Osberne; “what wouldst thou?” “I would see the goodman,” says the swain. “He is yet afield,” said Osberne, “but if thou wilt come in and have the bite and the sup thou mayst abide him, for he will not be long.”

“I may not,” said the swain, “for time fails me; so I will say to thee what I was to say to him, which is no long spell, to wit that Waywearer sendeth home the horse the goodman lent him, and bids him keep the gear on him in his memory.” Therewith is he off the horse in a twinkling and out through the garth gate, and away so swiftly that they lost sight of him in a moment. Stephen laughed and said to Osberne: “Waywearer is nowise debt-tough; now will our goodman be glad tonight. But see thou! Look to the nag’s shoes! If ever I saw silver to know it, they be shod therewith.” And so it was as he said, and the silver nigh an inch thick.

Soon cometh home the goodman, and they tell him the tidings, and he grows wondrous glad, and says that luck has come to Wethermel at last. But thereafter they found that horse much bettered, so that he was the best nag in all the Wethermel pastures.






  








Chapter XV. Surly John Brings a Guest to Wethermel
 

Wear the days now till it is the beginning of winter, and there is nought new to tell of, till on a day when it began to dusk, and all the household were gathered in the hall, one knocked at the door, and when Stephen went thereto, who should follow him in save Surly John, and with him a stranger, a big tall man, dark-haired and red-bearded, wide-visaged, brown-eyed and red-cheeked, blotch-faced and insolent of bearing. He was girt with a sword, had a shield at his back and bore a spear in his hand, and was clad in a long byrny down to his knees. He spake at once in a loud voice, ere Surly John got out the word: “May Hardcastle be here tonight, ye folk?” The goodman quaked at the look and the voice of him, and said: “Yea, surely, lord, if thou wilt have it so.”

But Osberne turned his head over his shoulder, for his back was toward the door, and said: “Meat and drink and an ingle in the hall are free to every comer to this house, whether he be earl or churl.” Hardcastle scowled on the lad, and said: “I am neither earl nor churl, but a man of mine own hand, and I take thy bidding, goodman, for this night, but as to thereafter we will look to it; but as to they youngling, I will look to him at once and teach him a little manners.” And therewith he went up to Osberne and smote him a cheek-slap from behind. Surly John laughed, and made a mow at him, and said: “Ho! young wolf-slayer, feelest thou that? Now is come the end of they mastery!” But neither for slap nor for gibe did Osberne flinch one whit, or change countenance.

Then Hardcastle said: “Hah! Is that the lad who slew the wolves ye ran from, John? He will be a useful lad about the house.” John held his peace and reddened somewhat, and Hardcastle said: “Now show me where to bestow this fighting-gear of mine; for meseems I shall not want it yet awhile in this meek and friendly house.” Quoth Osberne over his shoulder: “Things boded will happen, and also things unboded.” Hardcastle scowled again, but this time smote him not, for he was busy doing off his hawberk, which Stephen took from him presently, along with his other armour and weapons, and hung them upon the pins at the other end of the hall. Then he came back and stood before Hardcastle as if waiting some commandment, but the warrior said: “What is this big lubber here, and what is his name? What does the fool want?” Said Stephen: “I want to serve thee, noble sir, and my name is Stephen the Eater, but I can swallow most things better than hard words.” Hardcastle lifted up his right foot to kick his backside, but Stephen deftly thrust out his right foot and gave the man a shove on his breast, so that he tripped him and down went Hardcastle bundling. He picked himself up in a mighty rage, and would have fallen on Stephen; but he saw that the Eater had a broad and big knife in his girdle, so he forbore, being now all unarmed; and Stephen said: “Our floor is somewhat slippery for dancing, fair sir.”

But therewith arose Osberne, and came before the guest, and louted to him and said: “Noble sir, I pray thee pardon our man Stephen, for thou seest how clumsy a man he is, and he knoweth not where to bestow his long legs; he is ever in everyone’s way.” And as he spake the smiles were all over his face, and he louted low again. Stephen stared astonished at him and drew back, and as for Hardcastle, the wrath ran off him, and he looked on Osberne and said: “Nay, thou art not so unmannerly a lad as I deemed; belike I shall yet make something out of thee.”

Therewith the meat was borne in and they all sat to table, and Hardcastle was well at ease; and the goodman, if he were not quite happy, yet made a shift to seem as if he were. The guest sat at the right hand of the goodman, and after he had eaten a while he said: “Goodman, thy women here have doubtless once been fair, but now they are somewhat stricken in years. Hast thou in hiding somewhere, or belike lying out in the field or at some cot, anything prettier? something with sleek sides and round arms and dainty legs and feet? It would make us merrier, and belike kinder, if such there were.”

The goodman turned pale, and stammered out that these were all the women at Wethermel; and John cried out: “It is even as I told thee, warrior. Heed it not; there be fair women up and down the Dale, and thou shalt have one or two of these with little pains, either for love or for fear.” Hardcastle laughed and said: “Thou shalt go and fetch them for me, Surly John, and see which shall serve thee best, love or fear.” All laughed thereat, for they well knew his ill temper and his cowardice, and he turned red and blue for rage. But as for Osberne, he could not help thinking of the pretty maid whose hand he had held at the Cloven Mote last winter; and he thought that if Hardcastle did her any wrong, Boardcleaver might well look on the sun in her behalf.

A little after Osberne turns to John and sees his knife lying on the board, a goodly one, well carven on the heft. So he says: “Thy whittle seems to me both good and strange, John, reach it into my hand.” John did so, and the youngling takes hold of it by the back near the point with his thumb and finger, and twists it till it is like a ram’s horn. Then he gives it back to John and says: “Thy knife is now stranger than it was, John, but ’tis not of so much use as erst.” All marvelled at this feat, all save the fool Surly John, who raises a great outcry that his knife is marred. But Hardcastle, whose head was now pretty much filled with drink, cried out: “Hold thy peace, John; doubtless this youngling here hath enough craft to straighten thy whittle even as he has crooked and winded it. By the mass he is a handy smith and will be of much avail to me.” Osberne reached out his hand for the knife, and John gave it to him, and he took it by the point as aforetime, and lo, in a moment it was once more straight again, so to say. Then he hands it back to John, and says: “Let our man Stephen lay his hammer on the blade tomorrow once or twice, and thy knife shall be as good as ever it was.” All wondered, but Hardcastle not much, whereas by this time he could not see very straight out of his eyes. So he bids lead him to bed, and the goodman took him by the hand and brought him to the guest-chamber, and himself lies down in an ingle of the hall. So all lay down, and there was rest in the house all night long; save for the goodman, who slept but little, and that with dreams of the cutting of throats and firing of roofs.






  








Chapter XVI. Hardcastle Would Seize Wethermel
 

When it was morning, and folk were afoot in the house, Hardcastle lay long abed; but when the first meal was on the board, and they were gathered in hall, he came thereto, and sat down and ate without a word and was by seeming as surly as John. But when the boards were taken up, and the women at least, though not the others, I deem, were looking that he should call for his horses and depart, he leaned back in his high-seat and spake slowly and lazily: “This stead of Wethermel is much to my mind; it is a plenteous house and good land, and more plenteous it might be made were I to cast a dyke and wall round about, and have in here a sort of good fellows who should do my bidding, so that we might help ourselves to what we lacked where plenty was to be had. I will think of this hereafter, but at this present, and till winter is done and spring is come, I will say no more of that. And to you folk, even to the big lubber yonder, I will say this, that ye, women and all, shall be free of meat and drink and bed if ye will but be brisk about doing my will, and will serve me featly; but if not, then shall ye pack and be off, and have no worse harm of me. Have ye heard and will ye obey?”

The women were pale and trembled, and the goodman quaked exceedingly, while Surly John stood by grinning. Osberne smiled pleasantly but spake not. He was girt with the sword Boardcleaver and clad in scarlet. As for Stephen, he stood before Hardcastle with a face seeming solemn, save that he squinted fearfully, looking all down along his long nose.

Now came forth the goodman and knelt before the ruffler, and said: “Lord, we will even do thy will: but mightest thou tell us where ye got licence and title to take all our wealth from us and make us thy thralls?” The warrior laughed: “It is fairly asked, goodman, and I will not spare to show thee my title.” Therewith he drew forth his sword, a great and heavy blade, and cast it rattling on the board before him and said: “There is my title, goodman; wilt thou ask a better?” The goodman groaned and said: “At least, lord, I pray thee take not all I have, but leave me some little whereby to live, and thereof I will pay somewhat year by year, if the seasons be good.”

“My friend,” quoth Hardcastle, “by the title that lieth yonder I have gotten thy wealth, and every jot of it might I keep if I would. But see how kind I am to thee and thine. For have I not told you that ye shall live in this house, and eat the sweet and drink the strong and lie warm a-nights, so long as ye do my will?”

“Yea,” said the goodman, “but we must needs toil as thralls.” “Great fool,” said Hardcastle, “what matters that to thee? It is like thou shalt work no harder than erst, or no harder than may be enough to keep me as thy guest. Nay, goodman, wilt thou turn me from thy door and deny me guesting? What sayest thou to that, Fiddlebow, my sharp dear?” said he, handling his sword. Now the goodman crept away, and Surly John says that he wept.

But Osberne came forward as smiling and debonaire as erst, and he said: “Fair sir, one thing I crave of thee to tell me, to wit, is there no other way out of this thraldom, for well thou wottest that no man would be a thrall might he help it?” “Well, my lad,” quoth the warrior smiling, for now after his talk with the goodman he was in better humour, “when thou growest older thou wilt find that saw of thine belied manywise, and that many there be who are not loth to be thralls. But as to what way there may be out of this thraldom, I will tell thee the way, as I was about to do with the goodman; though whereas he is but little-hearted, and there is none else fight-worthy in the house, save it were this lubber in front — Well thou, why art thou skellying, man, as if thou wouldst cast the eyes out of thine head on either side?” Quoth Stephen: “I was grown so afraid of thee, fair sir, that I wotted not where to look, so I thought my eyes would do me least harm if they looked down along my nose.” Quoth Hardcastle: “I begin to see how it will go with thee, great lout, that in the first days of my mastership thine hide will pay for thy folly.” Stephen squinted none the less, but his whittle was yet in his belt.

Now Hardcastle went on speaking to Osberne and said: “Well now, I will tell thee the way out of this thraldom, as thou wilt call it; and the more to thee, bairn, because thou wilt become my man and wilt be bold and deft, I doubt not; therefore thou shouldst learn early the fashions of great and bold men. Hearken! Ever when I offer to some man a lot that seemeth hard unto him, then I bid him, if it likes him not, to pitch me the hazelled field hard by his house, and we to go thereinto and see what point and edge may say to it; and if he slay me or hurt me so much I must be borne off the field within the four corners, then is he quit, and hath gained mickle glory of my body. Moreover if he may not fight himself, yet will I meet any champion that he may choose to do battle with me. Now this is a good and noble custom of the bold, and hath been seemed so from long time agone. And indeed I deem pity of it that here today the goodman may not fight nor hath found any champion to fight for him. But three days’ frist will I give him to find such a champion — Thou wretch,” said he to Stephen, “why wilt thou still skelly at me?”

“Because the champion is found,” said Stephen in a snuffling voice.

Hardcastle snorted and his lip-beard bristled, but forth stood Osberne, and he still smiling; and he said: “Thou warrior, three things I offer thee to choose from, and the first is that thou depart hence, thou and thy man; because thou hast not dealt with us as a guest should, but hast smitten me and threatened all of us, and brazened out thy wrong-doing. This is the best way out of thy folly. What sayest thou to it?” But such fury was in the ruffler’s heart now, that he had no words for it, but rolled about in the high-seat snorting and blowing. Said Osberne: “I see thou wilt not take this way and that is the worse for thee. Now the next is that we hazel a field and fight therein. Wilt thou have this?” The champion roared out: “Yea, that will I! But in such wise that thou take sword and shield and I a bunch of birch twigs; and if I catch thee not and unbreech thee and whip thee as a grammar-master his scholar, then will I lay down sword and shield forever.”

Said Osberne coldly: “Thou seest not that I am girt with a sword, and I tell thee it is a good one. Or wilt thou take Surly John’s knife this morning and do as I did with it last night? And I did it for a warning to thee, but belike thou wert drunk and noted it not.”

Hardcastle’s face fell somewhat, for now he did remember the feat of the knife. But Osberne spake again: “I ask thee, warrior, wilt thou enter the field that I shall hazel for thee?” Quoth the ruffler, but in a lower voice: “I cannot fight with a boy; whether I slay him or am slain I am shamed.”

Spake Osberne: “Then depart from the house with as little shame as a ruffler and a churl may have. But if thou wilt neither of these things, then it will befal that I shall draw my blade and fall on thee to slay thee, and make the most of it that here stands by me my man Stephen, a true and fearless carle, with his whittle bare in his hand. And this I may well do, whereas, by thine own telling, thou art not in our house but in thine own.”

Hardcastle lifted up his head, for he had hung it down a while, and said in a hoarse voice: “Hazel the field for me then, and I will go therein with thee and slay thee.” “That may well be,” said Osberne, “ — yet it may not be.” Then he bade Stephen to go hazel the field in the flat meadows toward the river: and therewith he bethought him of his friend on the further side of the water, and how it might well be that he should never see her again, but lie slain on the meadow of Wethermel; and he wondered if tidings of the battle would go across the water and come unto her. But amidst his musings the harsh voice of Hardcastle reached his ears: he turned around with a start and heard how the ruffler said to him: “Let me see the sword, lad, wherewith thou wilt fight me.” Osberne took the sheathed blade from his girdle and handed it to Hardcastle without a word, and the warrior fell at once to handling the peace-strings, but Osberne cried out: “Nay, warrior, meddle not with the peace-strings, for who knoweth what scathe may come of the baring of the blade within doors?” “Well, well,” said Hardcastle, “but the blade must be out presently, and what harm if it be now?” Yet he took his hand from the weapon, and laid it on the board before him.

Osberne looked about him and saw that they two were alone in the hall now, for the others had gone down to look on the hazelling. So he spake quietly and said: “Warrior, is it not so, that thou hast in thine heart some foreboding of what shall befal?” Hardcastle answered nought, and Osberne went on: “I see that so it is, and meseems it were better for thee if this battle were unfought. Lo now, shall we not make peace in such wise that thou abide here this day in all honour holden, and in honour depart tomorrow morn, led out with such good gifts as shall please thee? Thus shalt thou have no shame, and everything untoward betwixt us shall be forgotten.” Hardcastle shook his head and said: “Nay, lad, nay, the tale would get about, and shame would presently be on the wing towards me. We must stand within the hazel-garth against each other.” Then he spake again, and a somewhat grim smile was on his face: “Awhile agone thou didst threaten to slay me with the help of yonder squinting loon, but now thou standest unarmed before me and I have thy sword under my hand. Hast thou no fear of what I may do to thee, since so it is that forebodings weigh on mine heart?”

“Nay, I am not afraid,” said Osberne; “thou mayst be a bad man, yet not so bad as that.”

“Sooth it is,” said Hardcastle; “but I say again, thou art a valiant lad. Lo now, take thy sword again; but tell me, what armour of defence hast thou for this battle?”

“Nought save my shield,” said Osberne; “there is a rusty steel hood stands yonder on the wall, but no byrny have we in the house.”

Said Hardcastle: “Well, I may do so much as this for thee, I will leave all my defences here and go down in the hazels with nought but my sword in my fist, and thou shalt have thy shield; but I warn thee that Fiddlebow is a good blade.”

Said Osberne, and smiled: “Well I wot that if thou get in but one downright stroke on me, little shall my shield avail me against Fiddlebow. Yet I take thine offer and thank thee for it. But this forthinketh me, that if thou live out this day thou wilt still betake thee to the same insolency and greediness and wrong-doing as thou hast shown yesterday and this morning.”

Hardcastle laughed roughly and said: “Well, lad, I deem thou art right; wherefore slay me hardily if thou mayst, and rid the world of me. Yet hearken, of all my deeds I have no shame at all: though folk say some of them were ugly — let it be.”

Therewith came Stephen into the hall, and he did them to wit that the hazels were pitched, and now he squinted no more.






  








Chapter XVII. The Slaying of Hardcastle
 

So they three went down together into the meadow, and there stood the others by the hazel-garth: the goodman cowering and abject, Surly John pale and anxious, and the two women clinging together in sore sorrow, the grandam weeping sorely. But as they passed close by these last, Stephen touched the grandam and said to her: “Sawest thou ever King David the little?” “Nay,” she said sobbing. “Look thou into the hazel-garth presently then,” said he, “and thou shalt see him with eye.”

So now they two stood in the hazelled field; it was two hours before noon, the sky was overcast with a promise of the first snow of the winter, but as yet none had fallen, and the field was dry and hard. Now Hardcastle has Fiddlebow bare in his fist, but Osberne takes Boardcleaver from his girdle and unwinds the peace-strings; then he stands still for a moment and looks toward his foeman, who cries out at him: “Haste thee, lad, I were fain done with it.” Then Osberne draws forth the blade, and it made a gleam of white in the grey day, and as the folk say who stood thereby, as Boardcleaver came forth bare there came a great humming sound all about. Then Osberne gets his shield on his arm, and cries out: “Now thou warrior!” and straightway Hardcastle comes leaping toward him, and Osberne abode him as he came on with uplifted sword, leapt lightly to one side, and thrust forth Boardcleaver and touched his side, so that all could see the blade had drunk a little blood. Fiercely and fast turned Hardcastle about on the lad, but therewith was he within the ruffler’s stroke, and Boardcleaver’s point was steady before Osberne’s breast, and met Hardcastle’s side and made a great wound with the point, and the warrior staggered back, and his sword-point was lowered. Then cried out Osberne: “What! Thou wouldst unbreech me, wouldst thou? But now art thou unbreeched.” For therewith Boardcleaver swept round backhanded and came back as swift as lightning, and the edge clave all the right flank and buttock of him, so that the blood ran freely; and then as Hardcastle, still staggering, hove up his sword wildly, Osberne put the slant stroke aside with his shield and thrust forth Boardcleaver right at his breast, and the point went in, and the whole blade, as there were nought but dough before it, and Hardcastle, nigh rent in two, fell aback off the sword.

Osberne stood still a while looking on him, but Stephen ran up and knelt beside him, and felt his wrist and laid his hand on the breast, and then turned and looked up at Osberne, who knelt down beside him also and wiped the blood off Boardcleaver with a lap of the dead man’s coat. Then he stood up and thrust the blade back into the sheath, and wound the peace-strings about it all. Then came the word into his mouth, and he sang:

Came sword and shield
 To the hazelled field
 Where the fey man fell
 At Wethermel:
 The grey blade grew glad
 In the hands of a lad,
 And the tall man and stark
 Leapt into the dark.
 

For the cleaver of war-boards came forth from his door
 And guided the hand of the lacking in lore.
 

But now is the blade
 In the dark sheath laid,
 And the peace-strings lull
 His heart o’erfull.
 Up dale and down
 The hall-roofs brown
 Hang over the peace
 Of the year’s increase.
 

No fear rendeth midnight and dieth the day
 With no foe save the winter that weareth away.
 

Then he cried out: “Draw nigh, goodman and grandsire, and take again the house and lands of Wethermel, as ye had them aforetime before yesterday was a day.” So the goodman came to him and kissed him and thanked him kind and humbly, and the women came and embraced him and hung about him. As for Surly John, he had slunk away so soon as he saw the fall of his master, and now when they looked around for him, they saw him but as a fleck going swiftly down the Dale. Thereat they all laughed together, and the laughter eased their hearts, so that they felt free and happy.

“Now,” said Stephen, “what shall we do with this carcass, that was so fierce and fell this morning?” Said Osberne: “We shall lay him in earth here in his raiment as he fell, since he died in manly wise, though belike he has lived as a beast. But his sword I will give to thee in reward for thy trusty following both now and at other times.”

So Stephen fetched mattock and pick, and dug a grave for that champion amidwards of the hazel-garth, and there they laid him, and heaped up mould and stones over his grave; and to this day it is called Hardcastle’s Howe there, or for short, and that the oftenest, Hardcastle.

So they went all of them up to the house, and were merry and joyful.






  








Chapter XVIII. Elfhild Hears of the Slaying
 

But two days after this was the tryst-day for Osberne to see his over-water friend, and he went soberly enough, and came to the water-side and found her over against him; and she asked of him tidings. “Tidings enough,” said he, “for now have I done a deed beyond my years, a deed unmeet for a child; to wit, I have slain a man.”

“O,” she said, “and didst thou sleep after the deed?” Said Osberne: “Yea, and dreamed never a deal. But I must tell thee I was in my right.” Said Elfhild: “What did he to thee that thou must slay him?” Osberne said: “He came swaggering into our house and would take all to him, and put all of us to the road or hold us in thraldom.” She said “But tell me, how didst thou slay him? Was he drunk or asleep?” “Nay,” said he, “I was champion for my grandsire, and the robber had a sword in his fist, and I another and we fought, and I overcame him.” Said the maiden: “But was he mannikin or a dastard, or unskilled in weapons?” Spake Osberne, reddening: “He was a stark carle, a bold man, and was said to be of all prowess.”

She said nothing a while, but stood pale and downcast. And he said: “What is this, playmate? I looked to have much praise from thee for my deed. Dost thou know that this man was as the pest to all the country-side, and that I have freed men of peace from a curse?” “Be not wrath with me, Osberne,” she said, “indeed I am somewhat downcast; for I see that now thou wilt be no playmate for me, but wilt be a man before thy time, and wilt be looking towards such things as men desire; and that tall maidens come to womanhood will be for thee, not quaint rags of children such as I be.”

“Now, Elfhild,” said he, “why wilt thou run to meet trouble half way? Am I worser to thee than I was last time?” “Nay,” she said, “and indeed I deem thee glorious, and it is kind and kind of thee to come to me ever, and not to miss one of our trysts.”

“Now thou art dear,” said Osberne; “and wilt thou do something for my disport? wilt thou pipe thy sheep to thee?”

“Nay,” said she, “I will not; I will not skip like an antic, and show thee my poor little spindle legs. If I were a woman grown I should scarce show so much as the ankle of my foot. Besides, thou laughest at my hopping and jumping amongst these foolish woolly beasts, and I would not have thee laughing at me.”

“Elfhild my dear,” said he, “thou art wrong. When I have laughed, it was never in mockery of thee, but for pleasure of thy pretty ways and the daintiness of thy dancing, which is like to the linden leaves on a fresh summer morning.”

“But how am I to know that?” she said. “Well, at any rate, ask me not to dance today. But I will sit down and tell thee a very sweet tale of old times, which thou hast never erst heard. It is about the sea and ships, and of a sea-wife coming into the dwellings of men.” Quoth Osberne, “I were fain to look on the sea and to sail it.” “Yea,” said Elfhild, “but thou wilt take me with thee, wilt thou not?” “O yea,” said Osberne. And they both forgat the Sundering Flood, and how they should never meet, as they sat each side of the fearful water, and the tale and sweet speech sped to and fro betwixt them. So a fair ending had that day of tryst.






  








Chapter XIX. The Winter Passes and Elfhild Tells of the Death of Her Kinswoman
 

Now Osberne and Stephen both give rede to the goodman, and bid him live somewhat less niggardly, since not only had they good store of victual and clothes and the like, which had been hoarded a long time, but also the gifts of Waywearer had stood them in good stead, and furthermore, the goodman was much bettered by the spoil of Hardcastle. For he had left much wealth behind him, and chiefly in silver and gold; and all that he had left, save his weapons, had Osberne given to his grandsire. So the goodman heeded their words and let himself be talked over, and while winter was yet young and before there was any snow to hinder, he rode with Osberne down the Dale, and looked into many of the steads, and amongst others, were dwelt the damsel who had been paired with Osberne on the day of the mid-winter Cloven Mote. And he thought her fair and sweet, and she received him joyfully and kissed him; but he was scarce so ready for that as he was aforetime, for he deemed she kissed him as a child and not a man.

So by hook or by crook the goodman got him six hired folk; three men, two of whom were young, and three women, all young and one comely, one ill-favoured, and the other betwixt and between. It must be said by the way, that if he had abided the spring for getting these new folk he would scarce have hired them, for the repute of Wethermel for scant housekeeping had gone wide about; but when folk heard that Master Nicholas was hiring folk from mid-winter onwards, they were willing enough to go, whereas they deemed he would be changing his mind and becoming open-handed. So Nicholas rides back with his catch (for he had brought nags to horse them), and henceforth is good house kept at Wethermel, as good as anywhere in the Dale.

Again fared Osberne to the mid-winter Cloven Mote, and again was he mated to the above-said damsel, who hight Gertrude; and forsooth this time he deemed that she kissed him and caressed him not so wholly as a mere boy, though of such things ye may well deem he knew little. For she seemed to find it hard when they kissed, as paired folk are bound to do, to let her lips leave his, and when their hands parted at the end of the Mote she gave a great sigh, and put her cheek toward him for a parting kiss, which forsooth he gave her somewhat unheedfully; for he was looking hard toward the other shore to see if he could make out the shape of Elfhild amongst the women there; as he had done whenever he gat a chance of it all day long, but had failed wholly therein.

Three days afterward he kept tryst with Elfhild, and asked her if she had been at the Mote, and she told him No; that her aunts went every time but always left her behind. Then she said smiling: “And this time they have come back full of thy praises, for the tale of thee, and the slaying of the robber, has come over to our side; and one of them, the youngest, had thee shown to her by one of the folk, and she saith that thou art the fairest lad that ever was seen: and therein she is not far wrong.”

He laughed and reddened, and told for tidings how he had fared at the Mote, and Elfhild belike was not best pleased to hear of the fair damsel who was so fond of kissing; but in all honesty she rejoiced when Osberne told how hard he had looked for her on the other side of the water. So they made the most of their short day, as indeed they had need to do, for through the winter, when the snow was on the earth and the grass grew not, the sheep were all shut up in the folds and the cotes, and there was no shepherding toward; so that Elfhild was hard put to it for some pretence for getting away from the house, and their trysts had to be further between them than they had been; and not seldom, moreover, Elfhild failed at the trysting-place, and Osberne had to go sorrowfully away, though well he wotted it was by no fault of his playmate.

So wore the winter tidingless, and spring came again, and again the two met oftener; and great feast they made the first day, when Elfhild came to the ness with her head and her loins wreathed with the winter wolfsbane. It was a warm and very clear day of February, and Elfhild of her own will piped to her sheep and danced amongst them; and Osberne looked on her eagerly, and he deemed that she had grown bigger and sleeker and fairer; and her feet and legs (for still she went barefoot) since they had not the summer tan on them, looked so dainty-white to him that sore he longed to stroke them and kiss them. And this, belike was the beginning to him of the longing of a young mad, which afterwards was so sore on him, to be with his friend and embrace her and caress her.

So they met often that springtide, and oftener as the weather waxed warmer. And nought worth telling befel to Osberne that while save these meetings. But at last, when May was yet young, Osberne kept tryst thrice and Elfhild came not, and the fourth time she came and had tidings, to wit that one of her kinswomen had died of sickness. Said she: “And it was the one who was least kind to me, and made most occasion for chastising me. Well, she is gone; and often she was kind to me, and before I saw thee I loved her somewhat. But now things will go better, because the other aunt, who was kinder than the dead one, hath taken into the house that old woman whereof I told thee, who hath taught me lore and many ancient tales; and though she be old and wrinkled, she is kind and loves me: and she is on our side, and I have told her about thee; and she in turn told me strange things and unked, which I will not and dare not tell again to thee. Wherefore now let us be glad together.”

Said Osberne: “Yea, we will try to be glad; but see thou, I want more than this now, I want to come across to thee, and tell thee things which I cannot shout across this accursed Flood; and I want to take thee by the hand and put my arms about thee and kiss thee. Dost thou not wish the like by me?”

“O yea,” said the maiden reddening, “most soothly do I. But hearken, Osberne; the carline sayeth that all this thou shalt do to me, and that we shall meet body to body one day. Dost thou trow in this?”

“Nay, how can I tell,” said he somewhat surlily, “when thou hast told me so little of the tale?”

“Well,” she said, “but I may not tell more; so now, I pray, let us be glad with what we have got of meeting oftener, and a life better and merrier for me. Bethink thou, my dear, that if I live easier and have not to toil so much, and catch fewer stripes, and have better meat and more, I shall grow sleeker and daintier, yea and bigger, so that I shall look older and more womanlike sooner.” And she wept a little therewith; so he repented his surliness and set to comfort her, till she laughed and he also, and they were merrier together.

So now time after time was their converse sweet and happy, and true it was that Elfhild grew fairer and sleeker week by week; and she was better clad now, and well shod, and wore her ouches and necklaces openly, though she said she had not shown all to the carline, “not all of thine I mean. But the Dwarf necklace, the glorious one, I have shown her, and she saith that it is such a wonder that it forebodeth my becoming a Queen; and that will be well, as thou shalt be a great man.” Thuswise they prattled.






  








Chapter XX. Osberne Fares to Eastcheaping and Brings Gifts for Elfhild
 

But when June was, Master Nicholas would ride to Eastcheaping, and he took Osberne with him; and a great wonder it was to see so many houses built of stone and lime all standing together, and so fair, as he deemed them, though it was but a little cheaping. Howsoever, without the walls was an abbey of monks, which was both fair and great, and the church thereof as well fashioned as most; and when the lad went thereinto he was all ravished with joy at the great pillars and arches and the vault above, and the pictures on the walls and in the windows, and the hangings and other braveries about the altars. And when he was at high mass, and the monks and the minstrels fell to singing together, he scarce knew whether he were in heaven or on earth. Yet whether in one or the other, he longed to have his friend from over the river with him, that she might see and hear it all, and tell him what she thought of it. Wondrous also was the market wherein they did their chaffer, and the chapmen in their fine coats of strange fashion to him and their outland faces, and the carts and wains of the country folk and their big sleek horses. And when it was all done he found that he had more than a silver penny or two in his pouch; for a deal of the wares sold were his own, to wit the peltries he had gotten by his shooting and his valour. For a great bear had he slain with spear and shield, he by himself, and two more with the help of Stephen the Eater, and wolves and foxes and ermines and beavers a great many. But when he had his money it burnt a hole in his pocket; for he must needs go to the booths and buy for Elfhild, as far as his money went, such things as he deemed he could shoot across the Flood to her, as fair windowed shoon, and broidered hosen and dainty smocks and silken kerchiefs, and a chaplet for her head. And when this was done, he was along with his grandsire in the street, and there came down from the Castle a company of riders, all in jack and sallet and long spears, and two knights in white armour all gleaming in the sun, and the banner of the good town with them. Then his heart rose so high at the sight, and he yearned so for deeds of fame, that he smote his hands together and called good luck on them, and some of them turned about and laughed to each other, and praised the goodly boy, and knew not that he had slain a stouter man than e’er a one of them.

Withal his eyes might be no longer while off the gay-clad young women (for it was holy day, and they dressed out in their best), and he stared so downrightly on them that his grandsire rebuked him aloud. And that heard some of the women, and they who were fair amongst them laughed and praised him, for they deemed him right welcome to look on all he might see of them, so fair a boy as he was: and one of them, a goodly woman of some thirty summers, came up to him and bade the old carle hold his peace and not scold at the boy: “For,” said she, “the lad is so well-liking that he hath good right already to deal with any woman as he will; and when he groweth older by a half-score years, God-a-mercy, which of us shall be able to say him nay! Would I were younger by that tale of years, that I might be able presently to follow him all over the world.” And therewith she kissed him betwixt the eyes and went her ways. But as before, he was but half pleased to be so kissed, as a mere child. Shortly to say, there they made great feast for the joy of all these things, and rode back to the Dale in a day or two and came safe and sound to Wethermel.

Now at the next meeting ‘twixt the two children Osberne bore down all those fair things; and he found Elfhild on the ness, and she looking shy and dear, for he had told her that he was going to the cheaping. And now was her hair no longer spread abroad but bound up close to her head, and she was clad in a seemly gown of homespun, with black hosen and skin shoes well laced.

Straightway after the first greetings was great ado about shooting those fair things across the water; and when they were all across, Elfhild undid them, and wept for sheer joy of them and for love of her valiant friend, and at last she sat nigh the edge hugging them all to her bosom, and said: “Now, sweetheart, is the tale on thy side; for thou must tell me all that thou hast seen and done.” So he fell to, nought loth, and told everything at large, and the little maiden’s eyes sparkled and her face glowed; but when he had told last of all about the women and of her who had kissed him, she said: “Ah, all that is just what my carline saith of thee, that all women shall love thee; and that is most like, and what shall I do then, I who shall be so far away from thee?” Then he swore to her that whatever betid he would always love her, and she made as if she were gladdened again thereby; but in her heart she could not but deem that he made somewhat light of it, and was nought so anxious as she was.

But ere they parted that day, she went aback a little, and did on her all those fair things which he had brought, such as she might get upon her body; and a green gown of fine cloth was one of them, which he had made a shift to cast across bundled up, by dint of his new strength. So dight, she stood for him to look at, and he was well pleased, and praised her in such wise that it was clear he looked at her wisely and closely. So they parted. But when he was gone, she sat down and wept, she knew not why. And in a while, she arose and did on her everyday raiment and went home.






  








Chapter XXI. Warriors from Eastcheaping Ride into the Dale
 

So the summer wears with nought to tell of, and autumn and winter in like manner, and spring was come again, and it was hard on two years since those twain had first met, and Osberne was fifteen years old and Elfhild but a month and a half less, and still they met happily as aforetime. Wethermel throve in all wise this while, and there was deep peace on the Eastern Dale, and never had the edges of Boardcleaver looked on the light of day since the fall of Hardcastle.

But in early May of this year came riders into the Dale, friends, though they rode all-armed, to wit the men-at-arms of Eastcheaping, even such as Osberne had seen riding down from the Castle the last time of his going thither; and the errand they came on was this, that war and strife were at hand for the good town, for the Baron of Deepdale had sent the Porte his challenge for some matter of truage, wherein the town deemed it had a clear right, and seeing that it was nought feeble, it had a settled mind to fight it out. Wherefore it had sent a knight of its service and a company of men-at-arms to see what help its friends of the Dale would give it at the pinch: for it was well known that the dalesmen were stalwarth carles if need were, both a-foot and on horseback, though they were no stirrers up of strife.

With this errand on hand came the men into the Dale, and the very first stead they came to was Wethermel, for it lay first on their road. And now was Wethermel a well-manned stead, for besides Stephen the Eater, there were twelve carles defensible dwelling there, whereof five were sons of men of estate.

So when the said men-at-arms rode into the garth of a bright May evening, and they all glittering like so many heaps of sunlit ice, all folk came out a-doors, and Osberne stood before them all, clad in scarlet raiment, for Nicholas the goodman hung back somewhat, as was his wont when he deemed he saw peril at hand. Then Osberne hailed the newcomers, and asked no questions of them, and made no words save to welcome them and bid them in; and they got off their horses and entered the house, one score and five all told. And there they unarmed them, and all service was done them, and then meat and drink were set on the board and all folk fared to supper, and it was soon seen that both sides were friendly and sweet together. And Osberne set the Knight who was their captain at his right hand, and they talked merrily together. But when supper was done the Knight spake unto Osberne and Nicholas and said: “Sirs, is it free for me to tell out our errand into the Dale?” Osberne answered: “We should not have asked it, fair sir, if ye had not offered to tell it, but would rather have prayed ye to drink a cup or two; but so it is that we be eager to hear your tale, whereas we see that ye are of our friends of Eastcheaping.” Then the Knight began, and told them of their quarrel from point to point, and the right they deemed they had therein. And from time to time Osberne put in a question when he would have the matter made clearer to him, and the Knight deemed his questions handy and wise. And at last he said: “Now so it is, neighbours, that we ask help of you; and the help we need is not so much of money or beasts or weapons as of the bodies and souls of stark & stout-hearted men. What say ye, who be here, have ye will to ward your cheaping and the place where we have done good to each other, or will ye let all go down the wind as for you?”

“Fair sir,” said Osberne, “we will first ask you one question: Ye bid us to ride to battle with you in your quarrel; but do ye bid and command us this service as of right, or do ye crave our help as neighbours, and because there is love and dealings betwixt us? And this I ask because we dalesmen deem that we be free men, owing no service to any lord, or earl, or king.”

Said the Knight: “We claim no service of you of right or by custom, but crave your help as bold and free neighbours who for love’s sake may be fain of helping friends in need.”

Spake Osberne: “Then there is no more to be said but this, that there is one who will ride with you, and that is my own self. And though I be but a lad I have a stroke of work in me, as some hereby can witness; and if thou wilt, I will ride down the Dale with you and give you my furtherance with the goodmen there. But as for these good fellows — which of you will ride with this Knight against the good town’s foemen and ours?” They all cried aye to this and rose up and shouted. But Osberne said: “Well, lads, but someone must be left behind to look to the goodman and the women, and husband field and fold. I will take with me but six and Stephen the Eater, my man.” And he named them one after the other.

Who were joyous now save the Knight and his men-at-arms, and they all drank a cup to the young master; but sooth to say, some of them wondered how so young a lad would bear him in the fight. But others said, Let-a-be, no man so well beloved as this shall be a dastard.

So merry were they in the hall and drank a bout, but not for long, whereas the captain would not have his men so drunk that they might not ride fast and far upon the morrow. So the voidee cup was drunk, and Osberne led the Knight to his bed and gave him good-night. But ere he was asleep came Stephen to his bedside and asked was he fain of a tale; and the Knight yeasaid it; so Stephen told much about the Dale and its folk, and about the Dwarfs and the Land-wights. And at last he fell to talk about his master, the young one, and told much of him and his valiancy and kindness and prowess; and he told at length all the tale how Hardcastle had sped at his hands. And the captain marvelled and said: “I am in luck to see this lad and be his fellow then; for such marvels come not to hand more than once or twice in a ten score years, and this is one of them.”






  








Chapter XXII. Osberne Takes Leave of Elfhild
 

So they rose on the morrow and dight them in their armour; and Osberne did on him Hardcastle’s long byrny and gilded basnet, and girded Boardcleaver to him, and took his spear in hand and hung his shield at his back. But his bow and wonder-shafts he gave to Stephen to bear with him; and Stephen and the other men were fairly well bedight; and the captain said that if there was any lack of weapons or armour to any of them it mattered but little, as they had good stores of gear at the cheaping.

So they ate a morsel and drank one cup and then rode their ways down the Dale. And the longest tale that need be told of them is that, by the furtherance of Osberne, they sped their errand well at most of the steads of the mid and lower Dales. And they made stay for the night at a stead hight Woodneb, which was some little way up the river from the place where the East and West Dales held the Cloven Mote, and by consequence not over far from the trysting-place of those twain.

At the said house that evening they were of one mind to gather a mote there the next morning, and they sent folk that same night to bear the war-arrow to the steads above and below, and all seemed like to go well; and ever Osberne spake his mind without fear or favour to the boldest and wisest that were there. But as he was laying himself down to sleep a pang shot into his heart, for he called to mind that the morrow was the very day of tryst at the Bight of the Cloven Knoll, and longer it was ere he got to sleep that night than was his wont. But when day came he was awake and few were stirring. So he arose and clad him in his war-gear, and went out of the house and out of the garth when it was not yet sunrise, and came down to the river and went up it till he and the sunbeams came together to his place over against the ness, and there he abided. But he had been there a scant half hour ere he saw Elfhild coming up the slope, and she clad in all that fair weed he had given her, wherein this time of spring and early summer she mostly came to the trysting-place, and about her shoulders was a garland of white May blossom. And when she saw him in his shifting grey hawberk and gleaming helm, and Boardcleaver girt to his side and the spear in his hand, she stretched out her hands to him and cried out: “O if thou mightest but be here and thine arms about me! for now I see that some evil hath befallen, and that thou art arrayed to go away from me out of the Dale. And O thy war-coat and thine helm! thou art going into peril of death, and thou so young! But I had an inkling hereof, for there were two carles in our house last night, and they said that there were weaponed men riding amidst the Eastdalers. Tell me, what is it? Will ye fight in the Dale or go far from it? and then how long dost thou look to be away?”

He spake, and his face was writhen with the coming tears, so sore his heart was stung by her sorrow: “It is indeed true that I am come to bid thee farewell for a while, and this is the manner of it.” And therewith he told her all as it was, and said withal: “Now I can do nought save to bid thee gather thy valiance to thee and not to wound my heart with the wildness of thy grief. And look thou, my dear; e’en now thou wert saying thy yearning that mine arms were round about thy body: now we are no longer altogether children, and I will tell thee that it is many a day since I have longed for this; and now I know that thou longest that our bodies might meet. Belike thou wilt deem me hard and self-seeking if I tell thee that there is more joy in me for the gain of that knowledge than there is sorrow in my heart for thy pain.”

“Nay, nay,” she said, “but for that I deem thee the dearer and the dearer.”

“See then, sweetheart,” said he, “how might it ever come about that we might meed bodily if I abode ever at Wethermel and the Dale in peace and quietness, while thou dwelt still with thy carlines on the other side of this fierce stream? Must I not take chancehap and war by the hand and follow where they lead, that I may learn the wideness of the world, and compass earth and sea till I have gone about the Sundering Flood and found thy little body somewhere in the said wide world? And maybe this is the beginning thereof.”

Now was the maiden a little comforted, and she said, smiling as well as she might: “And belike thou art for the cheaping again? Dost thou remember what a joy it was to thee to bring me those things and shoot and cast them over the water unto me? Now this time when thou comest back to the Dale I will ask thee to bring me one thing more, and then I shall be satisfied.”

“Yea, sweetheart, and what shall that be?” And sooth to say it went against the grain with him that at the very moment of their parting she should crave something, like a very child, for a fairing. But she said: “O my dear, and what should it be but thou thyself?” And therewith she could refrain her passion no longer, but brake out a-weeping sorely again, so that her eyes could no longer behold him. But she heard many caressing words come across the water, and many farewells and words of grief, and yet she could not master her tears so that she could see him clearly, neither could she speak one word in answer. But at last she looked up and saw that he was gone from before her, and dimly she saw him yet a little way gone down the water, and he turned toward her and raised his hand and waved it to her. And nought else she saw of him for that time save the gleam of his scarlet surcoat and a flash of his helm in the May sunlight.

But for Osberne, sick at heart at first he was, and he strode hurrying along if that might ease him a little, and after a while he took some deal of courage, but still hastened on leaving the waterside; and then in a while himseemed to hear the voice of a great horn afar off, and he called to mind that the Mote had been summoned; and his mind turned toward what was to do.






  








Chapter XXIII. Osberne Is Chosen Captain of the Dalesmen
 

So when he was come anigh the stead he saw the gathered folk and the glittering of weapons about a knoll a bowshot without the garth, and made the best of his way toward the Mote. And as he was drawing near, there ran toward him divers men from the skirts of the throng, and cried out for him to hasten, “For now,” cried one of them, “the Mote is dealing with thee.” So he ran on with them; and when he entered the throng, which for those parts was no small one, there went up a great shout, and they shoved him along up to the foot of the knoll, on the top whereof stood three of the best men of estate, and the Lawman of the Dale, and the captain of the men of Eastcheaping. These called him to come amongst them, and then the Lawman fell to speaking: “Osberne Wulfgrimsson,” said he, “thou art late to the Mote, and it is well-nigh done, but this is the heart of the matter, that we have ten score and six of good men pledged them to ride with these friends of of Eastcheaping; but they have craved to have a captain to them chosen from us Dalesmen. But whereas there hath been but little war or strife in the Dale since the riding of the White Champion, which is a thirty years ago, we be for the most part little skilled in battle; and we all wot that thou hast a man’s heart in thy lad’s body, and that thou hast slain a mighty man of war, a man deft in all prowess. Wherefore some of the folk have spoken of thee to be the captain of our company; and I tell thee that I shall presently call for the word of the whole Mote, and if they yeasay it, then must thou needs go as captain of these, will thou nill thou.”

Osberne was as red as fire in the face by then the Lawman was done, and he said: “Master, I pray thee consider my youth, and how I have had no schooling herein, and know nought of ordering men or arraying a battle. All this is nought like defending life and livelihood against a robber when there was none to serve at a pinch, and using one’s mother-wit in dealing with it.” The captain of the Eastcheapers smiled upon him kindly and said: “My son, he who can use his mother-wit to any purpose when the edges be aloft hath learned the more part of battle-craft. Withal it is but a few hours agone that I saw thee handling the men of thine household like to a ripe man. Fear not, my son, but that thou shalt do well enough; and moreover I promise that I will learn thee the craft all I may. And know that if thou deny this, then shalt thou take the heart out of these good fellows, who be eager enough to help the good town and be no mannikins, I warrant them. Naysay it not, my lad, naysay it not.”

Now was Osberne’s heart thumping against his ribs, what for sudden wonder, what for the hope of renown that flashed upon him as a sudden flame of strange light. But withal he thought in himself, and that all suddenly also: If the Sundering Flood is to be encompassed here is indeed the beginning of it, if this good Knight shall be my friend and shall learn me the craft of war, and thereby I become a man of might, to be desired and waged by them who have not had either the craft or the courage to fight for themselves face to face with their foemen.

Wherefore now he turned to the Lawman and said: “Master, it is enough; if the Mote of the neighbours will have me captain I may not naysay it: and may my luck be enough to overcome my childish years: and if not, may I lie on the field and not come back again to hear the mothers and maids curse me for having cast away the lives of their sons and their dears.”

Then spake the Lawman, after he had smiled on Osberne and laid his hand on the lad’s shoulder: “Men of the East Dale, ye be met together to see if ye can in any wise help our friends and neighbours of Eastcheaping, and ye have told off certain men to go in arms for their avail, and will have a captain over them. Now it hath been said to me that he who seems likeliest for the said captain is the young man Osberne Wulfgrimsson of Wethermel, and if this be so, let me hear your voices saying Yea. But even then there will be time for any man of you to name another, if it seem good to him, and that name will also be put to the Mote, and a dozen others if such there be. Now first, what say ye to Osberne Wulfgrimsson?”

Straightway arose a great cheer and the clashing of weapons, and well-nigh every man as it seemed cried out Yea. But when the noise and cry was abated, the Lawman bade any man who would put forth another name. No man spake for a little while, till at last Surly John pushes forth to the front and says: “I name Erling Thomasson, a good man and true!” Brake forth then great laughter and whooping, for the said Erling was a manifest niggard, a dastard who sweated in his bed when the mouse squeaked in the wall a nighttime. But one man sang out: “Yea, Lawman, and I name Surly John.” Thereat was great laughter, and men shoved John to and fro till they had hustled him out to the skirts of the throng, and there bid him go a wolf-hunting.

But now the Lawman takes Osberne by the hand and leads him to the edge of the knoll, and stands there and says: “Men of the Dale, ye would go to the war; ye would take a captain to you; ye would have Osberne Wulfgrimsson for your captain. All this ye have done uncompelled, of your own will; therefore take not the rue if it not turn out so well as ye looked for. But now I bid all them that be going on this journey to lift up their right hands and swear to be leal and true to your captain, Osberne Wulfgrimsson, in all things for life or for death.”

Even so they did with a hearty good will: thereupon Osberne spake and said, after he had a word with [the Knight] Sir Medard, apart: “All ye my men, I have but this to say to you: I hold you trusty and valiant, and men unlike to fight soft. But this I know of you, as of all other of us Dalesmen, that ye are most wont to go each after his own will, and it is well-nigh enough to put a man off from doing a thing if another man say to him, Do it. Now this manner ye must change, since ye are become men-at-arms, and if I bid you go to the right or the left, ye need think of nought but which is your right hand and which the left; though forsooth I wot well that some of ye be so perverse that even that debate may lead you into trouble and contention. Now look to it that ye may not all be captains, and they that try it, so long as I be over you, are like to wend into wild weather. Now stouthearts, and my friends, it is now a little past high noon; and we shall abide here no longer than tomorrow morn, and at daybreak we shall be on our way to Eastcheaping, wherefore that time have yet got to see to your weapons and array, and to say farewell, such of you as be not too far off, to your kindred and wives and sweethearts. And now let all we do our best when we come among the edges, so that hereafter one man may say to another: Thou art as valiant as the Dalesmen when they fought in the war of Eastcheaping.”

Then all men gave a great shout, and were well-nigh weeping-ripe for high heart and for love of him, though a minute before their faces were all agrin, so wise and valiant and kind they deemed his words and the manner of his speaking.

Therewith the Mote brake up, and the men were busy arraying them for departure: and as for Osberne, he had his hands full of work, in giving and taking commandments, and in learning from Sir Medard the beginnings of the lore of battle; so that what hopes he had of making his way to the trysting-place once more were speedily swept aside. And the next morning betimes they set out together, the Dalesmen and the Eastcheapers, in all good fellowship, and in two days’ time came to Eastcheaping; and they were lodged full well by the crafts-masters of the good town. But Sir Medard took Osberne with him up into the Castle and guested him there, that he might the closer teach him his new craft, and an apt scholar he found. Also from the morrow after their coming, the captain, by bidding of the Porte, furnished and arrayed the Dalesmen with weapons, as long spears and good swords and bows and arrows, and jacks and sallets and shields, and they went out into the mead under the Castle to be better assured thereby, and fell to learning how best to handle their weapons. And both their captains and they themselves deemed it best that they should fight a-foot; for though they were good horsemen after their fashion, they would have to learn all in the craft of fighting a-horseback.






  








Chapter XXIV. A Skirmish with the Baron of Deepdale in the Marshes
 

Now I have nought to do to write a chronicle of the good town of Eastcheaping, or a history of this war of them of the town with the Baron of Deepdale, or else a long tale I might make of it. So here follows all that shall be told of the said war.

In somewhat less than a month from their coming to Eastcheaping they had sure news that the Baron was on the way to the town with a great company of knights and men-at-arms; and thereafter it was known that he was riding with a light heart and little heed. Wherefore Sir Medard turned the matter over in his mind, and, whereas if any one knew well the roads and the fields about Eastcheaping, he, Sir Medard, knew them better, he deemed he might give this great lord a brush by the way. So he rode out a-gates with but a small company of men-at-arms, five score to wit, all in white armour, and rides with them along the causeway. But early in the night, ere he had set out, he had bidden a twelve score footmen make their way quietly in knots of five and ten and thereabout to a certain place fifteen miles as the highway led from Eastcheaping, where the said causeway, craftily made, went high raised over a marish place much beset with willow and alder, an evil place for the going of heavily-laded horses. But of these same footmen, some half had bows, and the rest spears and swords; all the Dalesmen went with these, and Osberne was the captain of the whole company, but with him was an old grey-beard, a sergeant tried in many wars, and a guileful man therein, and to him and Osberne Sir Medard showed what should be done.

So now the Baron and his came riding along the causeway, ten hundreds of men in all, lightly and in merry fashion, for they had said that they would go knock at the door of Eastcheaping and see what the carles were about there; and it was hard on noon. And first came riding an hundred or so of tall men well armed in white armour, their basnets new tinned; and they came to a certain place where on either side was abundance of thick alder bush and the ground soft between, and there was the causeway wider by a spear-length than its wont for some two score yards. Well, this hundred passed by on their way, but when they were clean out of sight, and the next company not yet come, up rise a half dozen of men from out the alders on either side, and come on to the causeway: they are clad in homespun coats and hoods, though if any had looked closely he had seen hawberks and steel hoods under the cloth. These men lay some things down on the causeway in the very midst between the narrows, and then get them back into the marsh again.

No sooner are they gone but there comes the sounds of weaponed men going, and presently there is the head of a much bigger company coming on to the wide space betwixt the narrows, three hundreds of men at least. They were armed and mounted as well as they might be, but kept not very good order. When the first of them came to the place where the marsh-lurkers had been, they found lying athwart the causeway, one on each side, two dead porkers, two dead dogs, two hares, and in the very midst a fox, these also dead. The first men wonder at this, and get off their horses and handle the carcasses; then they call others to look at them; and some deem this the work of dwarfs or fairies or such like; and others say this is a sign or token of the up-country folk to rise upon them, and that they had best send men a-foot to search the marsh; and others that they should send tidings to the rearward folk. And some say one thing, some another, and all the while their fellows are thronging into the wide place till they are all crowded together, and not a third part of them know what has befallen, and deem that something has gone amiss; and the rearward fall to drawing their swords and crying out, To it, to it! Slay, Slay! Deepdale, Deepdale! till scarce a man knew his right hand from his left.

But amidst all this turmoil a great voice (and it was Stephen the Eater) cried out from the marsh at the right hand: “Go back, ye swine, to Deepdale.” Then another sang out from the north: “If ye can, ye dead dogs.” Then Stephen again: “This time ye must run like hares.” “Learn lore of the fox next time, if ye can,” cried the northern voice. And even therewith was the twanging of bowstrings from ether side, and the whistle of shafts and spears, for the foemen were near enough, and men and horses fell huddling on the causeway, and the shafts rained on without abatement, and the Deepdale riders were in sorry case indeed; and many of them were good knights well tried in the wars.

Then some gat off their horses and entered the marsh, and found no better hap there, for they were speedily slain by axe and sword of the Eastcheapers; or they squattered in the mire and yielded them to whomsoever was before them, of whom Stephen gat a good knight full-armed. But Osberne was otherwhere. For some of the Baron’s men spared not to turn their backs and ride all they might rearward; but they went but a little way into the narrows ere they saw steel before them, and there across the causeway stood the company of the Dalesmen, even such as were not with the bowmen. Desperately they drave at them; but it was all for nought, for the first four fell, they and their horses, before the long spears of the Dalesmen, and the others were cumbered with the wounded and the slain, so that they might not come on a-horseback. Howbeit, some dismounted and fell on sword in hand. Then forth from the ranks of the Dalesmen came a slim warrior in a long hawberk and bright basnet and a shield on his arm, and he put his hand to his left side and drew, and it was as if a beam of fell blue flame flashed in the sun; and he cried out: “For the Dale! For the Dale! Hasten, fellows, and follow on, for Boardcleaver crieth for a life.” And therewith he entered among the Deepdale folk and smote right and left, and with each stroke hewed a man, and they fell back before him; and then the Dalesmen were by his side instead of the foes, and still he went forward and men fell before him, and still came on the spears of the Dalesmen; and now all they of Deepdale, whether a-foot or on horseback, turn and flee away toward the place of the first slaughter.

Then Osberne cried to his men: “Off the causeway now, all ye Dalesmen; these ye shall not chase, they shall fall in with chasing enough anon; and now must the causeway be clear of all but foemen if I know aught of Sir Medard’s mind. Ye have done well.” Therewith he gat him quietly from off the causeway, and all they followed; they went but a little way, and then about on the tussocks around the alder bushes, and turned toward the causeway and awaited new tidings.

Speedily they befel; for anon they heard a confused noise of crying and shouting and thundering of horse-hoofs, and clattering of weapons and war-gear, and then burst out from a corner of the causeway all the throng of fleers, spurring all they might, weaponless, many of them jostling and shoving each other, so that every now and then man and horse fell over into the marsh and wallowed there, till the Dalesmen came up and gave them choice of death or rendering. And came great cries of Eastcheaping! For the Porte! and A Medard, a Medard! and the riders of Eastcheaping came thrusting amongst the fleers, and with the first of the chasers was Medard himself bareheaded, so that all might know him, and after him his banner of a Tower and an Eagle sitting therein; and then came the banner of the good town, to wit, three Wool-packs on a red ground; and then the rest of the riders. And all that went by in a minute or two, and thereafter came the bowmen, all bemired with the marish waters, but talking high and singing for joy. Said Osberne: “Come we now, fellows, and join ourselves to these, for they will not run away like to the horses. Now belike has Sir Medard done the business, so we may follow him fair and softly.” “He may have yet somewhat to do,” quoth a man who was of that country; “for in a while this marish ends and the causeway comes out on to fair and soft meadows, and there we may look yet again to come on the Baron and his.” “Sooth is that,” quote the sergeant from amongst the bowmen on the causeway; “yet is not the good Knight so harebrained as not to abide ere he falls on, save he see no defence in what is left of the Baron’s array. Ye shall see; but come thou up, Master Osberne, with thy Dalesmen, and let us get on to the said sunny meads out of this frog-city.”

So Osberne and his Dalesmen scrambled up, and they all went on together at a pretty pace; and Osberne had not yet sheathed Boardcleaver, but bore him on his shoulder all bloody as he was.

So in an half hour they saw the hard meads before them, and then they set up a shout and ran all together, for they heard the noise of battle, and saw some confused running and riding, and knew not what it might mean. So on they ran till they had come up on to the crown of a long but low ridge whence they might see the whole plain, and straightway they set up the whoop of victory. Forsooth what they beheld was the two banners of Sir Medard and the Porte following on the last of the fleers, and beyond them the whole host of the Baron flowing away as men discomfited; so they rested to catch their breath on the top of the ridge, and of all of them that went out from Eastcheaping the night before there was not one man lacking. Then they set off again toward the battle, their weapons on their shoulders and their horns blowing; and they went speedily, and presently they saw that Sir Medard and his had slacked in the chase and were standing together about the banners with their faces to the foe. Wherefore they also went slower, and they met together with many glad cries; and then Osberne came to Sir Medard and hailed him joyfully, and therewith thrust Boardcleaver back into the sheath and said: “Meseemeth, Captain, that the battle is done. But [how] came their whole host to flee away?” Said Sir Medard: “We drave the rout along the causeway, and they, when they came on to the hard meadow, might not stay them; and the rest, who saw them coming on the spur and our banners in the chase, knew not how many or how few were following on them, and they turned also, deeming they were safest at home. And so now we will gather the spoil together and wend fair and softly back to Eastcheaping.”

Even so they did, and great spoil they gathered, and all the footmen gat them horses and rode with the others; so that they all came back safe to the good town before sunset. Thus ended the first riding of the Baron of Deepdale.






  








Chapter XXV. Stephen Tells of an Adventure in the Camp of the Foemen
 

Thereafter the Baron gathered his men again, and rode abroad divers times in the summer and autumn, and was now gotten warier, so that he gat no great overthrow. Yet was he often met by them of Eastcheaping, and not seldom had the worse. Osberne and his were in the field as oft as any, and gave and took, but ever showed them valiant. Osberne was hurt twice, but not sorely, and ever he waxed in manhood, and was well accounted of by all men; and the Dalesmen began to be well known to them of Deepdale and were a terror to them.

Thus wore summer and autumn, and Osberne saw no face of the hope of getting home to the Dale before spring. The winter came early, and was with much frost and snow, and they of Eastcheaping kept them within their walls perforce, but they held the Yule-feast merrily and with good heart.

When winter was gone and the snow and the floods, and spring was come again, there began again skirmishing and riding; and now one, now the other prevailed; and Osberne fell to learning all the feats of chivalry under Sir Medard. And in one fray he paid his master back for the learning, and somewhat more; for the Knight thrust too far forth amongst the foemen, and was unhorsed and set on by many; and had not Osberne been [nigh], who bestrode him with Boardcleaver in his fist, and thrust and hewed all around till some of theirs came up to help, the good town had lost its captain. So he rehorsed Sir Medard, and somewhat hardly they came forth of the throng, and were not ill beaten that day.

But when May was, the Baron of Deepdale had waxed so mighty that he gathered a great host together, and came therewith against Eastcheaping, so that they had nought to do save draw within their walls: and the Baron sent a herald, and bade thereby yield them, on such terms, over and above paying their truage according to his will, that they should batter down their walls, and take his men into their castle and have his burgreve over them, and moreover that they give over ten of their best to his mercy. This challenge they naysaid in few words, for the town was well victualled and manned. Wherefore on the morrow early the Baron assailed the walls with many men, but gat nothing thereby save loss of good men; and the assault over, Medard and his opened the gates and went forth on the foemen while they were yet in disarray, and won much and lost little.

Thereafter the Baron assailed the walls no more, but cast a dyke around the town and sat down before it; and he had abundance of victual coming in to him from his countryside, so that his men lacked nothing. But whereas his dyke and the towers of earth and timber which he let build thereon were scarce manned so well as they should have been because there was so much of them, the Eastcheapers did not leave them wholly in quiet, but fell on oft and hard, and slew the Baron many men and did him much scathe. And men in the town were in good heart, and said one to the other, that if things went no worse than this they might hold out merrily till winter should break up the leaguer. But in the last of these skirmishes Osberne was hurt sorely, and though he was brought off by his fellows, and lost not Boardcleaver, as well-nigh betid, he must needs keep his bed somewhat more than a month ere he was well healed.

But on a day in September, when he was much amended and was growing strong again, came to him Stephen, whom he had not seen for some days, and seeing that there was no man in the chamber save they two, spake to him and said: “Captain, I would have a word with thee if I might.”

Said Osberne: “Speech is free to thee, Stephen.” And the Eater said: “I have been out a-gates of late, for I deemed that if I might find adventures it would be for thy health.” Said Osberne, laughing: “Yet maybe not for thine, Stephen. I were loth to come to Wethermel without thee.” Said Stephen: “At this rate it may be long ere we come to Wethermel.” “I would we might hasten the homecoming,” said Osberne, knitting his brows, “but I wot not how that may be since the Baron is yet so strong.” “Ah, but I have a deeming how it may be done,” said Stephen: “but there is peril in it.” Osberne stood up and said: “What hast thou been about, runagate?”

“Master,” said he, “I will tell thee. Five nights ago I did on raiment of the fashion of them beyond Deepdale, and I had with me a fiddle, and was in the manner of a minstrel, and thou wottest that I am not so evil a gut-scraper, and that I have many tales and old rhymes to hand, though I am no scald as thou art. Well, I got out a-gates a night-tide by the postern on the nook of the south-east tower, the warden whereof is a friend of mine own, and then by night and cloud I contrived it to skirt the dyke and get me about till I came north-west of our north gate, and then somehow I got up over the dyke, which is low there and was not guarded as then, and in a nook I lay still till morning came. And there I let myself be found by one of the warders, and when he kicked me and challenged me, I told him what I would as to myself, and he trowed it, and he brought me to his fellows, who, a five of them, were cooking their breakfast, and they gave me victual and bade me play and sing for their disport, and I did so, and pleased them. Thereafter one of them took me along with him toward the west side of the dyke, and I played and sang; and so, to make a long story short, I worked round the dyke that day till I was come to the south side of the leaguer, and there I lay that night in good entertainment; but on the morrow I went on my way, and before evening I had come back again to the north-west, just where I had started from. There I fell in with the man-at-arms who had kicked me up the morning before, and he fell to speech with me, and showed me many things, and amongst the others the great bastide wherein, said he, the Baron of Deepdale was lodged, and that it was little guarded, which mattered nothing by day, but by night he deemed it something rash of the Baron to suffer so few men of his anigh him.

“Now while we spake together thus there was a stir about us, and we and others rose up from the grass where we were lying, and lo it was the Baron who was come amongst us, so we all did him reverence. He was a dark man, rather little than big, but wiry and hard-bitten; keen and eager of face, yet was there something lordly about his bearing. As luck would have it he came straight to where we stood together, and stayed to look upon me as something unwonted to him, for I was wholly unarmed, save for a little knife in my girdle; and I was clad in a black gown and a cotehardy of green sprigged with tinsel, and had my fiddle and bow at my back. We louted low before him, and he spake to my friend: ‘Is this big fellow a minstrel?’ ‘Yea, lord,’ said the other. Said the Baron: ‘Looking at his inches, ‘t is a pity of him that he hath not jack and sallet and a spear over his shoulder. How sayest thou, carle; what if I were to set thee in the forefront of the press amongst the very knighthood?’ ‘Noble lord,’ quoth I, ‘I fear me that if I came within push of spear thou wouldst presently see me running, so long are my legs. I am a big man, so please you great lord, but I have the heart of a hare in me.’ He looked upon me somewhat grimly, then he said: ‘Meseems thou hast a fox’s tongue in thee, carle, and I promise thee I have half a mind to it to hand the over to the provost-marshal’s folk, to see what they could make of whipping thee. Thou man-at-arms, hast thou heard him lay his bow over the strings?’ ‘Yea, lord,’ said the man; ‘he playeth not ill for an uplander.’ ‘Let him try it now before us, and do it well withal if he would save the skin of his back.’ Speedily I had my fiddle in my hand, and fell to, and if I played not my best, I played at least something better than my worst. And when I had done, the Baron said: ‘Friend, how many such tunes canst thou play? and canst thou sing aught?’ ‘It would not be so easy to tell up the tunes I can play, lord,’ said I; ‘and sing I can withal, after a fashion.’ Said the Baron to the man-at-arms: ‘Bring thou this man to my lodging tonight some two hours before midnight, and he shall play and sing to us, and if we be not sleep-eager he shall tell us some old tale also; and I will reward him. And thou, I shall not make thee a man-at-arms this time, though trust me, I misdoubt thy hare-heart. There is no such look in thine eyes.’ And he turned away and left us. So we wore the night merrily enough till the time appointed, what with minstrelsy and some deal of good wine.

“To the Baron’s lodgings I went, which was not right great, but hung goodly with arras of Troy. And I had the luck to please the lord; for I both played and sang somewhat near my best. And he bade give me a handful of silver pennies, though I must needs share them with my soldier friend, unto whom the lord forgat to give aught, and bade me come the next night at the same time, which I did, after I had spent the day looking into everything about that side of the leaguer. But when I came forth with my friend from the lord’s lodging that second night (and I the richer therefor), I did him to wit that the next morning early I should take my soles out of the leaguer and make for my own country, whatever might happen, so that no so many questions might be asked if I were missed on the morrow, as belike I was. Well the end of this long story is, that a little before midnight I crept away and over the dyke and came to the postern and my friend, who let me into the town, and here I am safe and sound. Now, Captain, canst thou tell me why I took so much trouble in my disport, with no little peril withal?”

Now for some time Osberne had been walking to and fro as he hearkened to the tale, and now he turned about sharply to Stephen and said: “Yea, I know; thou wilt mean it in a day or two that we should go, we two, by night and cloud to the Great Bastide and carry off the Baron of Deepdale, that we may give him guesting in the good town.”

Stephen smote his palms together and said: “Wise art thou, child of Wethermel; but not so wise as I be. We shall go, we two, but not alone, but have with us four stout fellows, and of wisdom enough, not Dalesmen, for too simple are they and lack guile. To say sooth I have chosen them already, and told them how we fare, and they are all agog for it.”

“Well,” said Osberne, “and when shall it be? Of a sooth thou lettest no grass grow under thy feet. But hast thou told any one else?” Said Stephen: “Tomorrow night is the time appointed, and I have bidden my friend the warder of the postern to hold ready a score of men well-armed against the hour we are to be looked for to knock at the door with our guest, if so be that we should need them, but I have not told him what we are about. Well now, what sayest thou? Have I done anything to amend thine health?” “Thou hast made me whole and well, friend,” said Osberne; “and now I think we shall soon look upon Wethermel, and I shall never be sick or sorry again.”

The Eater smiled, and they fell to talking of other matters as folk came into the chamber to them; and all that came in wondered to see the captain looking so much mended in health.






  








Chapter XXVI. They Bring the Baron into Eastcheaping
 

So on the morrow just before midnight came Osberne and Stephen and the four others to the postern above-said. Osberne and the four were clad, over their armour, in frocks and hoods of up-country fashion; but Stephen was in his minstrel’s raiment, save that he bore no fiddle, and had a heavy short-sword girt to him under his cotehardy. The night was moonless, but there was little cloud, so that there was a glimmer of starlight. As they opened the door, came forth from the ingle a tall man, unarmed as it seemed, and clad as a gangrel carle, and Stephen without more ado stretched out his long arm and caught him by the breast of his coat. The man stirred not nor strove, but said softly: “Dost thou not know me, Stephen the Eater? I come to see the child of Wethermel; he shall know me by the token of the Imposition of Hands. And I am come to help him and all you.” That heard Osberne and spake softly to the others: “This is a friend and a stout-heart; he shall be of all avail to us.”

“Speak not,” said Stephen, “but hold we on, and go crouching till we be under the lee of the dyke.” Even so did they, and Stephen led the way, but Osberne came next and Steelhead with him; they spake not together, but Osberne felt the stronger for having him beside him, and his heart was full of joy.

So they clomb the dyke, and as they topped it they saw a weaponed man on his feet betwixt them and the sky. Stephen stood up straightway and fell a-whistling a merry tune, but softly enough, while he made a sign to the others to fetch a compass and go creeping past this man. So they did, while Stephen and the warder walked toward one another; but so soon as they met, the warder knew his friend, and hailed him and said: “Well, minstrel, thou art back again pretty soon; what is toward, man?” Said Stephen: “Sooth to say, I went not all the way home; for it came into my mind that maybe the Baron might call for me again; and when it rains florins I am fain to have my hat under the spout.” Said the warder: “Thou art come in time, for the Baron is somewhat ailing, and whiles he sleeps not well a-nights; it was but last night when it was so, and he sends for me and asks me of thee, and biddeth me fetch thee; and St. Peter! the uproar when I told him that thou wert gone; and it was hardly that I escaped a whipcord supper. Howsoever, his wrath ran off him in a little, and then he bade me look out for thee, and if I find thee I am to bring thee to him at any hour of day or night wherein the armour is off him: wherefore, see thou, in happy hour art thou come. So abide me till I go and fetch a fellow to keep my watch, and then will I go on with thee to my lord.”

“Wait a while,” said Stephen; “to say sooth I have hereby an old carle, my uncle, and his son, a young swain, and both they are good at song, and the older man a very poke stuffed full of old tales: how were it if I brought them along?”

“It were good,” said the warder, “for it shall, see thou, make a change of disport for our lord, and that will please him the more. So go now, bring up hither thy kinsmen, and I will see to my watch and we will meet here straightway.”

So then Stephen went to his folk, who were creeping nigher and nigher the Great Bastide, and were as now in broken ground somewhat bushed, a good lurking-place to wit. There he finds them, and bids the four abide their coming back with their prey, which now he nowise doubted of, and takes Steelhead and Osberne along with him, and brings them to the warder; who laughed when he saw Steelhead, for he went for that time all bent and bowed, and, as he deemed by what he could see under the dim sky, ragged and wretched. Said he: “Minstrel, thou wert scarce in luck to happen on this rag of a kinsman of thine. Hast thou no better, man?” Said Stephen, grinning in the dark: “Abide till ye have proved him. Trust me, he hath something better than sour curds in his belly.” “Well,” said the warder, “let-a-be! As for the young man, he seems like enough. Now then, fellow, for a pull at the florin-tree.”

So they went, the four of them, toward the Great Bastide, and none hindered them, deeming that they were of the service of the Baron. Even at the door of the Baron’s lodging the warder (there was but one and a chamberlain) nodded friendly to the soldier and let them pass unquestioned. They entered the chamber, wherein now was no man, as the Baron would have it whenas he listed to sleep. The soldier went forward on tip-toe, but Stephen trod heavily, and Steelhead laughed aloud, and went straight up to the great man’s bedhead, and fared to pass his hand over his face from his forehead to his chin, just touching him, but the sleeping man waked not. As for Osberne, he stood betwixt the door and the soldier, and drew his sword forth from under his carter’s frock, but it was not Boardcleaver, for he had left him at home. The soldier looked from one to another, and stared astonished at their demeanour. Straightway then he had both Stephen and Osberne on him at once: nor had he any senses nor might to strive with them, who stripped his coat off over his head, gagged him, and tied him hand and foot. By then they had done this, Steelhead had taken up the naked Baron and set some of the warder’s raiment on him, and done on him the said warder’s coat and sallet over all; and there stood the man of worship, waked up now, as it seemed, but looked before him as if he saw naught, even as a man who walks in sleep. Stephen the meantime unstrung his fiddle and began to play a slow sweet tune thereon, and let his big but melodious voice go with it, and thus they brought the lordship of Deepdale to the door, and still he seemed of no avail, save to walk on as Steelhead would have him.

So out they fared, and none hindered them any more than when they went in; and they came to the bushed ground where lay the four townsmen and stirred them, and so went on all seven with their new fellow the Baron, who still walked on like a man in his sleep.

They made a compass about the warder who had taken the place of Stephen’s friend, so that he might not challenge them, and came fair and softly to the dyke, and thereafter to the postern. There Stephen knocked after the manner appointed, and the door opened and showed the passage all full of armed men. But Stephen cried out: “All’s well, friend Dickon, and there shall be no sally out tonight, only take us in, and bring me and Captain Osberne to Sir Medard, for we have somewhat to show him.”

So they gat them into the town, they and their new guest; but ere the door was shut, Steelhead took Osberne by the skirt and drew him a little aside and said: “Lad of Wethermel, in all ways thou hast shown thy valiance, and I am glad of thee. Now I have come from the hill-sides and the crannies of the rocks to look upon thee, and I must get me back at once; for within a builded town I may not be. But I can see that it will not be long till we meet in the mountains. So I tell thee, when thou deemest thy need and thy grief to be as great as it may be, hie thee to the little dale where first we met, and call on me by the token of the bow I gave thee then, and presently thou shalt have tidings: now farewell.”

“Yea, but hold,” said Osberne, “wilt thou not enter, even if it be to go forth at once by another gate with much company? Else wilt thou be tangled amongst all these foemen.”

“Trouble not thyself about me,” said Steelhead; “it shall not be hard for me to go where I will in despite of any foeman.”






  








Chapter XXVII. They Parley from the Walls
 

Therewith he was gone and Osberne entered the town after his fellows, and the Baron of Deepdale was brought to Sir Medard in the great tower. There they would have served him with all honour, but he was not yet come out of that trance; so they laid him to rest in Sir Medard’s own bed, and had warders both within the chamber and without; and Osberne sat talking with Sir Medard in the said chamber till dawn was, when the Baron awoke really and fairly, and called for drink. And Sir Medard brought it unto him with his own hand, and the Baron stared at him and said: “Art thou of the service tonight? I know thee not.” Quoth Sir Medard: “And yet we have been near enough together ere this, Lord Baron; thou shouldst know me, meseems.” The Baron looked hard on him and then round about the chamber, and cried out: “Holy Mary! ‘t is Medard the carle-leader. Where am I, and where is the evil beast of a minstrel? Hath he beguiled me?” Said Medard: “Lord, at this present thou art in a chamber of my poor house in Eastcheaping. Doubtless tomorrow, after we have had some talk together, thou and I and the Porte, thou mayst go back home to Deepdale, or abide here to see how we can feast, we carle-warriors, and to be holden in all honour.”

Now came forth Stephen the Eater and said: “Lord, lo here the evil beast of a minstrel who hath verily beguiled thee; but, Baron, it is to thy gain and not thy loss. For tomorrow shall the war be ended, and thou shalt be free to go back again to the fair women of Deepdale whom thou lovest so much, and shalt save they men-at-arms, and thy weapons and tents and timber, and victuals and drink a great heap; and all this I deem, and more maybe, wouldst thou have lost hadst thou gone on sitting perversely before Eastcheaping all for nought. So I will not say pardon me, but make friends with me rather for being good to me.” And therewith he reached out his great hand to the Baron; but Osberne drew him back by the girdle, and chid him for mocking a captive, while the Baron turned his face to the wall and covered up his head with the bed-clothes.

But ye may judge if there were riding and running in the leaguer next morning when they could find the Baron nowhere; and one said this and the other that; and he cried Kill and slay, and he cried Flee ere we all come to like end; and great was the doubt and the turmoil. Amidst of which comes Sir Medard on to the battlement of the north-west tower, and beside him a squire bearing a white banner, and a herald with a trumpet, which herald presently blew a loud blast, but such an one as sounded not of war but of parley. So when the captains and leaders heard the said blast and saw the white banner of peace, they deemed that new tidings were toward, and a half score of them crossed over their dyke bearing a white banner with them, and came close under the tower whereon stood Sir Medard; and the chiefest of them, an old hoar man and very wise, hight Sir Degore, stood before the others all unhelmed and said: “Is it Sir Medard that standeth up there?”

“Yea verily,” said the Knight; “and what art thou? Art thou a leader of the host that sitteth about us?” Said the other: “I am Sir Degore, of whom thou wilt have heard; under my lord the Baron of Deepdale I am the leader of this host, and I have come to ask what thou wouldst of us.” Said Sir Medard: “I would see the Baron of Deepdale.”

“He is sick this morning,” said Sir Degore, “and may not rise; but if thou wouldst render the town and the castle unto him, it is all one, thou mayst make me serve thy turn; I know his mind full well.”

Sir Medard laughed: “Nay,” said he, “we will wait for that till we may see the Baron himself. But tell me, Sir Knight, what is all this stir and hubbub in thine host this morning?”

Said Sir Degore, without tarrying the word one moment: “There is a great aid and refreshment come to us out of the East country, both of victual and men, and our folk be welcoming the men and sharing the victual.”

“There is nothing in this, then, that we have heard, that ye cannot find your Duke, and are seeking him up and down?”

“Nay, nothing,” said the greybeard, wagging his head. But the folk that were with him look on each other and thought within themselves how wise the old man was. And Sir Medard spake when he might for his laughter: “Sir, thy lord did well to make thee captain under him, for thou art a wise and ready liar. But so it is that thou speakest with one who knoweth the tale better than thou. Ho ye, bring forward my lord.”

Straightway came two squires, who led a lean dark man between them, unarmed and clad in a long furred black gown. He took off his hat, and thereupon Sir Degore and all they below knew him for their lord. He spake at once and said: “Sir Degore and ye others, my lords and captains, can ye hear me?”

“Yea, lord,” said Sir Degore.

Then said the Baron: “This then is my word and commandment, that ye give leave to all our folk-in-arms to depart each one to his own house, and to bear away with him his weapons and armour and three horses if he be of the knighthood, and one if he be of the sergeantry; but the others, archers and villeins, may take one horse between three to bear their baggage and ease them on the journey. But the flour and wheat and wine, and all the neat and sheep, ye shall leave behind; for the folk of this country-side and the good town have occasion for them. But as to mine own matters which are of mine own person, as arms and raiment and jewels and the like, ye shall bring them unto me here in the good town, where I am minded to abide two or three days that I may hold counsel about weighty matters with the Porte and the Burgreve. Moreover, I would have thee, Sir Degore, and a five of my counsellors and a half score of my servants, come hither to me to abide with me for my aid and service while I tarry in Eastcheaping. Now this is my will and pleasure, and I shall be no wiser later on; wherefore do thou, Sir Degore, go straightway and tell my will to the captains and sergeants and the knights, so that the hosts may presently break up.”

Ye may deem how Sir Degore and the other Deepdalers were abashed when they knew that their lord was a captive in the hands of the foemen; yet they seemed to think that the terms of the good town were not so hard as might have been looked for, since they had gotten this so great advantage.

Now Sir Degore spake and said: “Sir Medard, wilt thou suffer me to come to thee, so that I may speak with my lord privily?” “To what end,” said Sir Medard, “since thou hast heard thy lord’s commandment? wilt thou not obey him?” “Yea,” said Degore, “if I have heard his last word; nevertheless were I fain to come up and speak with him.” “Come up then,” said Sir Medard; “yet I must warn thee that it may be easier for thee to come in to Eastcheaping today than to go out therefrom. Moreover, bethink ye if ye dally how it would be were we to open our gates and fall upon you with all ours, and ye disarrayed and leaderless.”

Therewith he gave word to open the postern to Sir Degore, who entered and was brought to the top of the tower, and there he went up to the Baron and bent the knee to him and might not refrain his tears; but the Baron laughed, yet somewhat hardly. So they two went aside into an ingle of the tower toward the town, while sir Medard and his stood aloof a while. Then turned back Sir Degore to them of Eastcheaping, and said: “Sir Medard, I pray thee leave to depart to my host, that I may do after the bidding of my lord.”

“Yea, go,” said Sir Medard; “yet I would have thee remember that I pray for a long life for the Baron of Deepdale, since he hath become so good a friend to our town, and that thou wilt be in the wrong if thou do aught to shorten it.”

So Degore went his ways, and he and those counsellors and leaders went back sadly to the leaguer, and fell to work to undo all they had done the six months past. And it was no long time ere the stout men-at-arms of Deepdale began to flow away from before Eastcheaping, and the men of the town held good watch all the while; and ere it was evening, divers bands of them went out-of-gates in good order to see that none of the Deepdalers abode in array in the leaguer, and found nothing there which they had cause to dread. And they took much spoil of that which the Baron’s host must needs leave behind. Meanwhile, Sir Medard and his made what cheer they might to the Baron; and Sir Medard showed Osberne unto him, and told him all the tale of the wolves and the slaying of Hardcastle, and did him to wit that much of the valiancy which they of Eastcheaping had shown in the war came of this lad of Wethermel. And the Baron marvelled, and looked upon Osberne and said: “Well, lad, if ever thou art hard bestead, come thou to Deepdale, and we shall find somewhat for thee to do; and I bid thee thrive hale and well!”

Howbeit Sir Medard told not to the Baron that Osberne had been one of them that bore him off the last night. Yet somehow he came to know it in time to come; I wot not through whom or how.






  








Chapter XXVIII. The Baron of Deepdale Makes Peace
 

So now the war was over, for the next day the Baron of Deepdale signed the deed of peace which gave up to the Porte of Eastcheaping all that for which they had withstood him; and withal some deal of ransom he had to pay for his own body, how much my tale-teller knoweth not, but deemeth that they would scarce put the snepe upon him as to bid but a squire’s or knight-bachelor’s ransom for a free baron, a lord of wide lands, who had under him towns, tolls, and markets.

So the ransom being paid, or some deal of it, and pledges left for the remnant, the Baron went his ways in no very evil mood, and it was soon seen that they of Eastcheaping would no longer need the men they had waged over and above those who were due to them for service, wherefore leave was given to such waged men to depart, and the Dalesmen among others. But gifts were given them largely, over and above their war-pay, and to Osberne and Stephen the Eater in especial. Unto whom, amongst other things, the Butchers’ guild of the good town did on the eve of his departure bring a great and fair ox, white of colour; and they had gilded the horns of the beast, and done him about with garlands: but on a scroll between the horns was fairly writ the words, The Eater’s Ox. Which gift Stephen received as it was given, very lovingly, and many a cup they drank together over him; but Stephen said ere his friends departed: “Yet look ye, lads of Eastcheaping, though this ox be mine, yet shall he not be the ox of the Eater; for slay him will I never, but let live on and on for love of our friends of Eastcheaping so long as I may buy, beg, or steal a cow’s grass for him.”

As for Osberne, though he bought in the booths a pretty many of such things as were goodly and little, of goldsmiths’ work and the like, to flit to his friend across the Sundering Flood, yet no gift would he take, save a very fair armour of the spoils of Deepdale: and this was no gift, said Sir Medard, but what he had earned himself by hard toil enough.

All loved him, but Sir Medard in especial, who had fain dubbed him knight; but Osberne would not, and said that such had been no wont of his fathers before him; and he looked never to go very far from the Dale and for no long while. “And even if I may not live there,” quoth he, “I look to die there;” and he reddened therewith till the eyes looked light in the face of him. But Medard said: “Wheresoever thou livest or diest thou wilt live and die a great-heart. But this I bid thee, whenso thou hast need of a friend who may show thee the road into the world of deeds, when thou hast aught to hide or aught to seek, come thou unto me, and be sure that I shall not fail thee.”

Osberne thanked him from his whole heart, and they kissed and departed with all love; and as the Dalesmen rode down the street toward the western gate, it was full of folk shouting out praises and blessings; and the windows were full of women who cast down flowers on them as they went along, saying that but for these stout-hearts they might have had neither town nor honour nor children, and that nought was good enough for such friends as these. Thus rode the Dalesmen out of Eastcheaping.

But of the ten score and six that had ridden out of the Dale, two score and two were lacking, who had either been slain in battle or so sorely hurt that they were no longer fightworthy; but sixteen had dropped in by ones and twos and threes to fill the places of these, so that they rode back but little fewer than they came.






  








Chapter XXIX. Osberne and His Men Return to Wethermel
 

Now on a fair evening a little ere sunset of the beginning of October, came those Dalesmen amongst the black rocks and rough places that crowned the bent which looked down west over the Dale. And now, though they had been talking merrily and loud for the last three hours, their hearts were so full within them that scarce a word might they say one to another. And when at last they had won through that rocky tangle and had opened Wethermel, and nought lay before them but the grassy slopes and the wide-spread valley cleft by the line of the Sundering Flood; now, when they saw in the clear air the grey houses of Wethermel lying together, and the smoke of the evening cooking fires going up to the heavens, and the sheep wending on, thick and huddling before the driving of three tall men, and the kine moving toward the byre and the women amongst them, then this befel: that whereas they had been all of one mind that when they came to the crown of the bent, they would spur on and race merrily toward Wethermel, yet now when it lay before them, and there was so little a way betwixt them and its hearth, they all of them with one consent drew rein and sat still on their horses, as if they had suddenly come face to face with the host of the foemen. Yea, some there were, and they rather of the oldest than the youngest, who might not refrain them, but fell a-weeping and sobbing, whether it were for joy or sorrow, or a blending of both, may scarce be said.

Osberne wept not: sooth to say, the turmoil of hope and fear within his heart ate up somewhat the softness that might else have mastered him at this new sight of his fathers’ house. He rode forth before the others, and lifted up his voice and loudly and clearly cried a blessing on the Dale and the dwellers therein, and then rode soberly down the bent, and the others followed him still silently. But when they were drawn anigh, and every soul, man, woman and child, ran forth from the garth to meet and welcome them, then at last their joy brake forth, and they gat off their horses and gave themselves up to the caresses of the women and the embracing of the carles, and loud was the speech and the laughter amongst them.

Osberne was first met by Nicholas his grandsire, who kissed and embraced him, and then gave him up to his grandam and the fostermother, and one or other of these twain would scarce let go of him a long while.

But now was riding and running after victual for so big a company of men; for nought would serve the folk of Wethermel but that the whole fellowship must abide there that night. But all was got ready in a while, and meanwhile the stay-at-homes might not have enough of praising and caressing the folk returned, and everything they said or did was a wonder.

At last the feast was arrayed, and the hall was thronged as much as might be, and folk fell to meat, and now they were all exceeding merry; and when they had done eating, the boards were drawn to make more room, and they fell to the drink, and after the first cup to Christ, and the second to Allhallows, the third was drunk to the home-comers from the war. Yet were not the stay-at-homes to be put off with so little, and they called a cup for Osberne the Captain of the warriors; and when it had been drunk, then all folk looked toward the captain to see what he would do; but he rose up and stood in his place, his cheek flushed and his eyes sparkling: and the word came into his mouth and he sang:

The War-god’s gale
 Drave down the Dale
 And thrust us out
 To the battle-shout;
 We wended far
 To the wall of war
 And trod the way
 Where the edges lay,
 

The rain of the string rattled rough on the field
 Where the haysel was hoarded with sword-edge & shield.
 

Long lived the sun
 When the play was begun,
 And little but white
 Was the moon all night;
 But the days drew in
 And work was to win,
 And on the snow
 Lay men alow,
 

And at Yule fared we feasting in war-warded wall
 And the helm and the byrny were bright in the hall.
 

Then changed the year
 And spring was dear,
 But no maid went
 On mead or bent,
 For there grew on ground
 New battle-round,
 New war-wall ran
 Round houses of man,
 

There tower to tower oft dark and dim grew
 At noontide of summer with rain of the yew.
 

Neath point and edge
 In the battle hedge
 We dwelt till wore
 Late summer o’er;
 We steered aright
 The wisdom-bark
 Through the steel-thronged dark,
 

The warrior we wafted from out of the fray,
 And he woke midst the worthy and hearkened their say.
 

Now peace is won
 And all strife done,
 And in our hands
 The fame of lands
 Aback we bear
 To the dale the dear,
 And the Fathers lie
 Made glad thereby.
 

Now blossometh bliss in the howes of the old
 At our tale growing green from their tale that is told.
 

Loud was the glee and the shouting at his song, and all men said that every whit thereof was sooth, and that this was the best day that had ever dawned on Wethermel; and great joy and bliss was on the hall till they must needs go to their rest. So changed was Wethermel, the niggard once, and that, it might be deemed, was but one youngling’s doing.






  








Chapter XXX. Osberne Goes to the Trysting-Place
 

But on the morrow ere the day was old, the guests departed in all contentment each to his own folk, and Osberne and the Wethermel men led them out with blessings.

When they were all gone and the unwonted stir was over, it seemed to Osberne as if he were awaking from a dream, and his heart was in a turmoil of hope and fear, so that he knew not what to do till he was once more at the Bight of the Cloven Knoll. He tarried for nought save to take up the gifts of Eastcheaping, and he had no weapon with him save his bow and arrows wherewith to flit the said gifts across the water, but he was gaily clad in a coat of green, flowered with gold, which he had bought him at Eastcheaping; and a fair and lovely youth he looked, as he strode along at his swiftest toward the trysting-place, his face flushed, his brows a little knit with mingled trouble and joy, his lips parted with his eager breathing. Whiles as he went he said to himself, How many chances and changes there were, and how might he expect to find Elfhild there again? And next, when he had enough afflicted himself with thinking of her sick, or dead, or wedded, his strong heart of a youth threw it off again, and he thought, How could evil such as that befal him, the stalwarth and joyous?

So he fared till he came within sight of the ness, and saw no figure there on the top of it: yet he straightway fell to running, as though he knew she had been waiting for him a long while; but as he ran he kept his eyes down on the ground, so that he might not see her place empty of her. But when he came to his place he lifted up his eyes, and there to his great joy saw her coming up the ness; and when she saw him she uttered a great cry and spread out her arms and reached out to him. But as for him, he might make neither word nor sound a great while, but stood looking on her. Then he said: “Is it well with thee?”

“O yea, yea,” she said, “and over-well as now.”

“Art thou wedded?” said he.

“Yea,” she said, “unto thee.”

“O would that we were, would that we were!” said Osberne.

“O!” she said, “be not sad this morning, or wish for aught so that it grieve thee. Bethink thee how dear this moment is, now at last when our eyes behold each other.”

“Hast thou come here often to look for me?” said he. She said: “It was the fourteenth of May was a year that we parted; now is this the eighth day of October. That makes five hundred and eleven days: not oftener than that have I come here to look for thee.”

So piteous-kind she looked as she spake, that his bosom heaved and his face changed, and he wept. She said: “I wish I had not said that to make thee weep for me, my dear.” He spake as his face cleared: “Nay, my dear, it was not all for thee, but for me also; and it was not all for grief, but for love.” She said: “With this word thou givest me leave to weep;” and she wept in good sooth.

Then in a while she said: “And now thou wilt sit down, wilt thou not? and tell me all thy tale, and of thy great deeds, some wind whereof hath been blown to us across the Sundering Flood. And sweet it will be to hear thy voice going on and on, and telling me dear things of thyself.”

“Even so will I do,” said Osberne, “if thou wilt; yet I were fain to hear of thee and how thou hast fared; and thy words would I hear above all things.” The voice of him quavered as he spake, and he seemed to find it hard to bring any words out: but his eyes were devouring her as if he could never have enough of looking on her. Forsooth there was cause, so fair she was, and he now come far into his eighteenth year. She was that day clad all in black, without any adornment, and her hair was knit up as a crown about her beauteous head, which sat upon her shoulders as the swan upon the billow: her hair had darkened since the days of her childhood, and was now brown mingled with gold, as though the sun were within it; somewhat low it came down upon her forehead, which was broad and white; her eyes were blue-grey and lustrous, her cheeks a little hollow, but the jaw was truly wrought, and fine and clear, and her chin firm and lovely carven; her lips not very full, but red and lovely, her nose straight and fine. The colour of her clear and sweet, but not blent with much red: rather it was as if the gold of her hair had passed over her face and left some little deal behind there. In all her face was a look half piteous, as though she craved the love of folk; but yet both mirth and swift thought brake through it at whiles, and sober wisdom shaded it into something like sternness. Low-bosomed she was yet, and thin-flanked, and had learned no tricks and graces of movement such as women of towns and great houses use for the beguiling of men. But the dear simpleness of her body in these days when the joy of childhood had left her, and a high heart of good longing was ever before her, was an allurement of love and far beyond any fooling such as that.

Now she said: “How thou lookest on me, dear Osberne, and thy face is somewhat sober; is there aught that thou likest not in me? I will do as thou biddest, and tell all the little there is to tell about me, ere thou tellest me all the mickle thou hast to tell about thee.”

He said, and still spake as if the words were somewhat hard to find: “I look upon thee, Elfhild, because I love thee, and because thou hast outgrown thy dearness of a year and a half agone and become a woman, and I see thee so fair and lovely, that I fear for thee and me, that I desire more than is my due, and that never shall we mend our sundering; and that even what I have may be taken from me.” She smiled, yet somewhat faintly, and spake: “I call that ill said; yet shalt thou not make me weep thereby, such joy as I have of the love in thy words. But come, sit thou down, and I shall tell thee my tidings.”

So they sat down as nigh unto the edge as they might; and Osberne spake no more for that while, but looked and listened, and Elfhild said: “Day by day I have come hither, sometimes sadder and sorrier than at others, whiles with more hope, and whiles with less, whiles also with none at all. Of that thou wottest already or may bethink thee. Of tidings to call tidings the first is that my kinswoman, my mother’s sister, has changed her life: she died six months ago, and we brought her to earth by the church of Allhallows the West, hard by the place of the Cloven Mote. Needs must I say that, though she was the last one of my kindred, the loss of her was no very grievous sorrow to me, for ever she had heeded me little and loved me less, though she used me not cruelly when I was little; and her burial was a stately one as for a poor house in the West Dale. Now furthermore, as for the carline who is the only one left to look after me, by my deeming she doth love me, and moreover she hath belike more of a might than were to be looked for of so old and frail-seeming a woman, and that besides here mickle wisdom. Whereof hearken this, which is the second tidings of note I have to tell thee. It is now some two months ago, when summer was waning into autumn, that on an evening just after sunset we were sitting after our wont in our house, which, though it be neither grand nor great, is bigger than we need for us twain. Comes a knock on the door, and the carline goes thereto, and is followed back into the chamber by a tall man, clad neither as one of our country-side nor as a warrior, but in a long black gown with furred edges. He had no weapons save a short sword and a whittle in his girdle; he was not ill-looked, black-bearded and ruddy-faced, and seemed strong-built, a man of about five and forty winters. He hailed us courteously, and asked if he might abide with us till morning, and we naysaid him not, if he might do with such cheer as we might make him. He smiled and said any cheer was better worth to him that the desert as at that time: and he said withal that he had a way-beast without who was as weary as was he; and, says he, there is a pair of saddle-bags on him, which many would not deem overmuch of a burden, if they had not very far to carry it.

“So I went out a-doors with him to see after his nag and saddle-bags; and I led the horse into the same stall where was winter quarters for our two horses; but this was a very big stark beast, grey of colour, such as we have not in this land; and I gave him hay and barley, but the saddle-bags he brought back with him into the chamber. And he kept ever by my side on the way there and back, and looked at me oft in the failing light, though I was but in my sorry old raiment with bare feet, in such guise as thou hast not seen me for years, my dear. Howsoever, I heeded it not at the time, and we both came back into the chamber, where Dame Anna had now lighted the candles. Shortly to say, we put what meat and drink we might before our guest, and he seemed well content therewith; and he was merry with us, and showed himself a man of many words deftly strung together, and spared not to tell us many things about tidings of far and noble countries, and the ways of men both great and small therein. And he said that he was a chapman journeying after gain, and looked to buy wares in the Dale, and therewith he asked us if we had aught to sell him, but Anna laughed and said: ‘Fair sir, were ye to buy all this and all that is in it, from groundsell to roofridge, and all our kine and sheep and horses to boot, little would the tide of gold ebb in thy bags yonder.’ ‘I wot not,’ said he; ‘who may say what treasure ye have been hoarding here this long while?’ He looked on me as he spake, and I reddened and looked down, for in my heart I was thinking of the pipe and the gemmed necklace which the Dwarfs had given me. And yet more than all, of thy gifts, Osberne, which have been so dear to me: for soothly to say, of these matters I had never told Dame Anna, though she knoweth that I go oft to look upon thee here and that I love thee. However, that talk ran off, and presently the chapman got to asking Anna about the matters of the Dale, and the ways of its folk, and amongst other things as to how wealthy they were, and she answered him simply as she could. He asked her also if they loved their bairns and children well, and also if they had any custom thereabout of casting any of their women-children forth, if it happened to be their fortune to have many daughters and little meat, and that especially when the years were bad. But thereat she cried out Haro! and said that such a deed was unheard of, and that when times were bad and there was lack, then hand helped foot and foot hand.

“‘Well,’ says he, smiling, ‘that failed Hamdir’s Sons once, and may do others again.’ Then he asked withal if it were not true that things had run short in the Dale this last season; and she answered, as was true of this west side of the Dale, where was no man called to war, that so it was. And again that talk dropped. But the carline, methought, looked keenly at him. After a while Anna asked the guest if he had will to go to bed, and he answered, No, he would wake the meat well into his belly. Then she bade me fare to bed, which I did, nought loth, for when all was said, I scarce liked the looks of the man. As for my bed, it was a shut-bed, and opened not out of the chamber wherein we were, but out of an inner one, rather long than wide. There I lay down and went to sleep before long, but deemed I heard no little talk going on betwixt Anna and the guest ere I forgat it all. And moreover Anna came to me and waved her hands over me before I went off sound.

“But when I woke again it seemed to me that I had slept long, but I slipped out of bed and laid hold of my smock to do it on, and even therewith I shrank aback, for there before me, naked in his shirt and holding the door of my shut-bed with one hand and his whittle in the other, was the stranger. But therewithal came Dame Anna and said: ‘Heed him not, for as yet he is asleep though his eyes be open. Do on thy raiment speedily, my Elfhild, and come forth with me, and let him wake up by himself.’ Even so I did, not rightly understanding her words. But when we were gotten into the garth and the mead Anna told me all, to wit, how that this wretch, after I had gone to sleep, had bidden her a price for me to bear me off safely and wholly with him. And that may easily be done, says he, as I see of thee that thou art wise in wizardry and canst throw the maiden into a sleep which she will not awake from till due time is; for, says he, I want two things, to have her in mine arms to do as I will with, and thereafter to bear her home with me, will she nill she. ‘Now,’ said Anna, ‘I would not wholly gainsay him at once, for I would have my fox safe in my trap; so I hemmed and hawed, and said that he might belike rue his bargain unless he were full sure what it were worth; and to be short, I so egged him on and drew him back, and drew him back and egged him on, that at last he took off his outer raiment, gat his bare whittle in one hand, and laid the other on the door. Now, my dear, I have long known thy door that I may so do that it will do my will in many matters; so when I saw the chapman’s hand on the edge thereof, I spake a few words to it and went to bed myself, whereas I wotted that runagate could not move hand from door-board, or foot from floor-board, till the time which I had appointed to him; and thee also I had sent to sleep till the very time when thou didst awaken e’en now.’ ‘But what shall we do now?’ said I. Said Anna: ‘We will abide here in the shaw: there is meat on the board for the guest, and his raiment will not be hard to find, and he knows where are his horse and his gear and his saddle-bags. I doubt me he will not be eager to say farewell either to thee or to me; for he is not man enough to take his sword in his fist against even an old carline and a young maiden.’ So in the shaw we gat us; as I have told thee, it is at the back of our houses but a furlong off. And there we lay till a little past noon, when we heard a horse going not far off. So we crept to the very edge of the wood and looked forth privily, and presently we saw our chapman riding off west with his saddle-bags and all, and his face was worn and doleful; at that Anna grinned spitefully, nor for my part might I altogether refrain my laughter. But thou dost not laugh, Osberne?” He sprang up and cried out fiercely: “I would I had been there to cleave his skull! Many a better man I have slain for less cause.”

Then they were silent a while, and she sat looking on him fondly, till she spake at last: “Sweetheart, art thou angry with me for telling this tale?”

“Nay, nay,” he said; “how might I live save thou told me everything that befel thee? Yet I must tell thee that I well-nigh wish I had not heard this one; for there thou dwellest, with none other to ward thee than a carline stricken in years; and though I wot well from all thou hast said of her, and this last tale in special, that she has mickle might in her, yet she cannot be always with thee, nor belike ever thinking of thee. God forbid, sweetheart, that I should speak to thee in the tongue of the courts and the great houses and lords’ palaces, whenas for a fashion of talking they say of their lemans, and they not always nor often exceeding fair, that they be jewels beyond all price, whom an host of men were not enough to ward. But this I will say,” and he blushed very red at the word, “that thou art so lovely and so dear that thy man, thy love, and the stout and good friends who love him, were not over many for thy guarding even in this lonely place. And with all that I can be of no more use thereto than if I were a wooden man.”

She stood up also, and he saw that the tears ran over her cheeks, and he stretched out his arms to her; but she said: “Grieve not too much, my friend; and know, as thou saidst e’en now of thyself, that these tears are not wholly for sorrow of thy grief, but O! so much and so much for joy of thy kindness. And one thing I must tell thee, that if I am alone in my house, I am at least alone with a friend, and one who loves me. And this shall come of it, that now every day I shall come down to the tryst, for the carline will hinder me in no way. But I know that oft thou wilt come to meet me: yet belike often thou wilt not, because I wot how thou hast work to do and things wherein folk call for thee to serve them. So any day if thou come not it shall be well, and if thou come it shall be better.”

Now at last he seemed to be learning the full sweetness of her. But she held up her band and said: “Now I bid thee tarry no longer, but fail to and tell me the tale of thy deeds; for soon shall the short autumn day be waning, and the moment of parting shall steal upon us ere we be ware.” Even so he did now; but at first, to say sooth, he made but a poor minstrel, so much his mind was turned unto what she had been telling him; but after a while his scaldship quickened him, and he told her much in a manner like life, so that she might see the tidings going on before her. And he held her enwrapped in his tale till the dark and the dusk began to rise up over the earth, and then for that time they parted, and there was to be more of the war of Eastcheaping on the day after tomorrow.

So went Osberne home to Wethermel, and at first it seemed to him as if this first meeting after so long a while had scarce been so good as he had looked for; for both his longing to be close to his love, and the fear which had arisen in him as to the stealing of her, were somewhat of a weight on his heart. But after a little, when he had first been among folk and then alone, all that doubt and trouble melted away in the remembrance of her, as she had been really standing before his eyes, and there was now little pain and much sweetness in the longing wherewith he longed for her.

So on the said day appointed he went to meet her, smiling and happy and fresh as a rose; and she was of like mien, and when they faced each other she smote her palms together as in the old childish time, and cried out: “Ah! now the warrior is all ready, and the minstrel is stuffed full of his tale, and happy shall be the hour.” And even so it was.






  








Chapter XXXI. They Meet Through Autumn and Winter
 

So many a time they met that autumn, and Elfhild would ever be asking him some boon; as the next time after this, it was the gifts which he had brought for her from the Cheaping; for in thinking of her he had clean forgotten them. So then was the merry time in talking of them, and shooting and hurling of them over, and the donning of them, and the talking of them again. Another time she prayed him to come clad in that goodly armour of the spoils of Deepdale, and he could no less than yeasay her, and there he was on the trysting-day, striding by the river-bank in the sun, like an heap of glittering ice hurrying before the river when the thaw is warm and the sun shining bright at Candlemas. And over that also went many pretty plays, as taking the pieces off, and naming them, and doing them on again, and the like.

So wore the days into winter, and yet the two saw each other full often even through the frost and snow and ill weather. And when the spring came, then it was dear to them indeed. And by that time had Osberne’s fears about the stealing of Elfhild much worn off; though it is to be said that exceeding oft his heart was weary and sore with the longing to hold her in his arms. Yet the most of these times he kept his grief in his own heart; so much as Elfhild was moved when it brake forth from him, and she might, so to say, see the torments of him before her very eyes. Indeed on one time, when for a long while she might not comfort him, she told him that this was almost as bad as seeing him laid a-dying before her.

But kind and dear they were to each other, and there was nought in them that was not lovely in those first days of their manhood.






  








Chapter XXXII. Foemen Among the West Dalers
 

But when the spring was worn into April there fell new tidings: for on a morning early came Stephen the Eater hurrying into the hall at Wethermel and cried aloud: “Bows, bows! Come afield all ye of this hall, and thou chiefly Osberne the Captain!”

Out then tumbled the stout men of Wethermel from shut-bed and hutch, and were presently armed, and Osberne was in his byrny and steel hood straightway, his bow in his hand and his quiver at his back.

They gathered about him and Stephen amidst of the hall, and then Osberne asks what is toward. “Great matter enough,” says Stephen. “Yet how is to help therein? There is unpeace in the Dale, but it has fallen on the Westerlings.”

Quoth Osberne, short and sharp: “Ye, Otter, Simon, Longdeer, Alison, take horse and ride straightway down the Dale and round to every stead, and bid men gather to the side of the Flood with bows and sling-spears and shot-weapons of all kinds, and that they stand not in knots and clumps, but drawn out in line, and space enough between each shooter. Bid them to leave not a shaft at home — we may speedily make more — but not to loose once till they have marked their man. Now hasten ye four! But ye others come after me at once, for we will go afoot for the saving of time and the steadying of the shooting.”

So they went toward the water, a dozen men all told, and all had bows and good store of shafts. And as they went, Osberne spake to those about him and said: “Spread out, and make little show of force, and show not your bows to the foemen, so that they may contemn us and venture the nearer to the bank. But shoot not till they defy us, lest we smite a peaceful man.” Now they were presently nigh enough to see the going of men on the further shore, and they were all riders. It was clear to see that they were aliens, men upon big horses clad in outlandish armour with bright steel headpieces; they bore long spears with light shafts, and a many of them had short horseman’s bows and quivers at their backs along with their targes.

Now as the men of Wethermel drew up to the water’s edge, a knot of the said aliens, about a score, came to them shouting and yelling, and there were within sight scattered about the fields some two hundreds in all. When they reined up by the Flood-side one of them, who seemed by the gold on his armour and weapons to be a chief, hove his spear aloft and brandished it, and fell to crying out in what seemed to be words; but since they knew not his Latin they gat no meaning from them, but he spake in a masterful and threatening voice. Then by Osberne’s bidding, Stephen, who stood anigh him, drew a white clout from his scrip, made it fast to his spear and held it aloft, to show that they would have parley. But for all answer the chieftain and his brake out a-laughing; and then the chieftain gat his spear by the midmost, and made as if he would cast at them; but the Flood there was overwide for spear-shot. Then one of his folk unslung his shortbow and nocked a shaft, and turned to the chief as if asking leave, and the chief nodded him yeasay. Quoth Osberne hastily: “Stephen, cover thee! It will be thou. Then if he looses, we loose, for this is a foeman.”

Even therewith the shaft flew, and Stephen turned it with his shield. Then the Wethermelers set up a shout and bent their bows, and Osberne loosed first, and the shaft smote the chieftain in the eye, and he fell dead off his horse: Stephen also put a shaft into the man who had shot at him, and three others of them fell withal at the first loose, besides three that were hurt. And the aliens liked the Wethermel breakfast so ill, that they turned their backs to the river at once and scuttled away into the field out of shot, yet not before they had lost two more men and three horses.

Osberne stayed his men there a little while to see if the foe would bring up others to go on with the game; but the aliens were over-wily for that, as it seemed; for they but gathered together, and turning all their heads down-dale fared on in one body.

As yet the Dalesmen had seen nought of any onset of their neighbours of the West, and sore troubled was Osberne when he fell to thinking that, as the robbers were wending, they must needs chop upon Hartshaw Knolls; so the best he could hope was that Elfhild might flee from her house to some other, or even, it might be, hide her in the wood, which she knew so inwardly.

Meanwhile he bade his men go quietly down-stream on the river’s edge. Saith he: “If aught is to be done from this side, we shall presently have the folk from the lower steads drifting into us, and we should make a good band were it not for yonder wet dyke which the thieves have gotten them for a defence.”

So they fared on, and now and again some man of the lifters turned somewhat toward them to look on their demeanour, and whiles one would speed an arrow to them, but did no harm; at last, as they began to draw nigh the narrows above the Bight of the Cloven Knoll, a whole sort of the foemen came riverwards, but somewhat more than half held on the straight way down the Dale. Even therewith came to join the Wethermelers a many of the folk from the downward steads, stout fellows all, and well armed with shot-weapons.

And now there was nought for it but on both sides men were drifting toward the Bight of the Cloven Knoll, nor needeth words to tell of the anguish of Osberne’s heart and the fierce wrath of his spirit. When the aliens, who were thronging to the river-bank, saw how narrow the stream was growing, they set up a whoop and drew closer to the Eastdalers, and the more part of them got off their horses and marched along foot by foot with them, and they were now within shot of each other, so that the foemen stayed at whiles and shot them a shaft; and now they hurt divers of the Dalesmen, but Osberne would not suffer them to shoot back as yet.

So came they within sight of the Dwarfs’ cave, and there were not a few of the Dalesmen who feared the place even in the turmoil of battle; and some deemed it might be unlucky to them; but others said that most like Osberne’s good luck would prevail over the evil will of the Dwarf-kind.

So when Osberne came to the trysting-place, he and his were fully two score men, and they of the stoutest; and he stood before them all on the very place where his feet had so often stayed for the comforting of his heart and the caressing of his love: there he stood, handling a heavy cast-spear.

Even therewith the aliens poured on to the ness, howling like dogs, and on to Elfhild’s very standing-place. Before all his men came a chieftain of them, clad in armour wrought gaudily and decked all with gold and silver, and with a great red horse-tail streaming from his helm. He hove up his hand and poised a great spear, but in that nick of time Osberne cast his weapon suddenly, with a fierce shout, and all about him and behind him he heard the loose of the Dalesmen’s bows. Sooth to say, as he cast, he almost looked to see all that turmoil clear away as a dream, and that he should see Elfhild falling with the spear in her breast. But nought it befel: the gold-decked chieftain took the spear under his arm, and he and his spear fell over clashing and clattering down into the gulfs of the green water, and many of the strong-thieves fell before the shaft-storm of the Dalesmen; but therewith the foemen shot also, and some of the Dalesmen were slain and divers hurt, but that abated their hearts no jot. But Osberne took twelve shafts from out his quiver and nocked them one after the other, and every time he loosed a man’s life went away on the arrow-point; but bitter was his wrath and his grief that he might not slay them all and deliver his love. Many a shaft smote him, but the more part of them fell off scatheless from the rings of Hardcastle’s loom. Now were many of the thieves slain; yet so fierce and eager were they, that the more part would not draw aback, nay, some were so hungry for that cruel slaughter of them that they heeded not the sundering of the Flood, but rushed on as if there were nought between them, and fell over into the boil of waters and were lost in the bottomless depths.

So fared the battle, and the ranks of the Dalesmen began to thin; but Osberne had no thought of going back a foot’s length, and his men were so valiant that they deemed nought evil save the sundering of the Flood. Osberne was hurt in three places, but not sorely; but Stephen bore a shaft in his side, yet he stood upon his feet and shot no less valiantly than erst.

But now all of a sudden the raging throng before them had some new goings-on in it and began to sidle landward, and therewithal beyond them rose a great shout, and therein the Eastdalers knew the voice of their kinsmen, and they shouted all together in answer as they plied the bow, and the strong-thieves turned about and ran yelling and cursing toward the landward and the south-west, for the Westdalers were upon them with spear and axe and sword.

That was the end of the shot-stour, and the aliens came never again that tide under the shafts of the Eastdalers. But betwixt the kenning of their dead and the tending of their hurt folk, they stood gazing out anxiously over the field, if they might but see how the battle of handy-strokes had gone, and by seeming right hard it had been; but in a while they saw the aliens thrust back and edging away towards their horses, which they had left standing out of bow-shot not far from the Bight of the Cloven Knoll. The Westdalers were following on, smiting great strokes, but not so as to be mingled up with them; nor did they seem as if they would will to hinder them if they should get on their horses and ride away; and even they did so presently, and the Dalesmen saw them never again.






  








Chapter XXXIII. Osberne Seeks Tidings of Elfhild
 

Now when this stour was all over, and the men of the East Dale were still standing together (not very triumphantly, because of their slain) on the east side of the Cloven Knoll, the Westdalers came toward them treading the field of dead from which the Flood sundered them. As aforesaid, neither the East nor the West had heretofore been much wont to resort to that place because of their dread of the Dwarfs who dwelt in the cave above the whirlpool; but now the passion of battle, and the sorrow for the dead, and the perplexity of the harrying had swept all that out of their minds a while. So the chiefs of the Westdalers stood among the corpses of the aliens on the crown of the ness where Elfhild was wont to stand, and fell to talking with their brethren of the East; and the man who took up the word for them all was Wulfstan of Coldburne, a stead of the lower West Dale. And he fell to praising the good help which the Eastdalers had given them by cleaving so manfully to the shot-stour, which he said had been their deliverance; for delivered they looked to be. “Albeit,” says he, “they whom ye dealt with so manfully, and whom ye have now put to the road, be not the whole host of them, whereas while one moiety turned aside to the shooting, the other went on down the Dale and somewhat away from the Flood; and we left our brethren marching against them, and must turn presently to their helping lest they be outnumbered by the strong-thieves. Yea, and already we fear lest these devils have wasted certain of our steads which would lie on their road, before our folk might fall in with them. And now give us leave! but we pray that ye may live hale and happy for the help ye have given us; and thou in special, Osberne Wulfgrimsson, whom we know, and the tales of thee.”

But as he was on the point of turning away, Osberne said in a loud shrill voice: “Abide, master, and tell me one thing, to wit, the names of the steads which the thieves have wasted.” Said Wulfstan: “I may not, because I know not: hereabout it is thin of dwellings; ‘t is a five miles ere ye shall happen on a good homestead, Longryggs to wit: here is nought but a little stead, fallen to be a cot, wherein dwell none save two women, one old and one young. It is not like that the thieves would have stayed for so little a thing. Farewell; if the battle goes handily with us ye shall have tidings thereof tomorrow if ye will come down hither; or a little lower down maybe, lest the Dwarfs begrudge us.”

And therewith he turned and went toward the place where they deemed they should find the battle. As for the Eastdalers, they might tarry no more in looking to their wounded folk; and a many were hurt so grievously, that they had to be borne home in the four corners; of whom was Stephen the Eater, and he lay long sick, but in the long last, and it was a two months, was healed as well as ever he was. A half score were sore hurt like to this; but of them who might carry their grief home on their own legs were at least a score and six; but thirteen were slain outright. And these it was deemed good, after due thought taken, to lay them in earth in the field but a little way from the Bight of the Cloven Knoll; and the place where they are laid, with plenteous earth heaped over them, has ever since been called Shooters’ Knowe.






  








Chapter XXXIV. Osberne Sorrows for the Loss of Elfhild
 

Now some while before men were boun to depart to their own homes, the sound of fresh battle was borne to them on the south-west; so, saving those who must needs go tend the hurt on their way home, they might not tear themselves away from that field of deed; and in special Osberne, who had been busy enough in kenning the dead and wounded of his folk while need was, came back to the verge of the Flood, where so oft he had stood in love and joy, and stood there a long while, scarce moving, with a shaft in his fingers and his bended bow in his fist, his brows knit, his eyes staring out over the western field. It was two hours after noon when the Westdalers turned to stir up the battle again. And then was an hour ere the clamour of the fight came down thither, and two hours yet it endured and was in all men’s ears; and then it died away, and the East men began to wander off from the watching-place, wending this way and that, and the autumn day fell to wane, and soon there were none left save Osberne and a half dozen of the men of Wethermel. And one or another of them plucked him by the sleeve and bade him come home with them, since the day was done, and the battle would not quicken again, and the Westdalers had overmuch on their hands to bear them any tidings till the morrow was a new day. At first he heeded them nought, but in the end he turned on them with an angry eye, yet spake mildly, and bade them get them home and eat and sleep. “But leave me here,” quoth he, “that I may watch a while lest aught of new befalleth; and I will come to Wethermel when my heart will suffer me.” So they departed and left him; and there he stood, till himseemed he had been there a long, long time. Night grew black about him, and silence fell on the cloven plain of the Dale, save that below him the speech of the eddies seemed to grow greater as other voices failed. Then arose the wind, and went through the long grass and talked in the crannies of the rock-wall of the Flood as the waters spake below; and none came anear, nor might he hearken any foot of man, only far-off voices from the steads of a barking dog or crowing cock or lowing cow.

At last, when the night was beginning to change amidst the depth of the darkness, himseemed he heard somewhat drawing anigh and coming up the bent on the western side, and he wotted not but it might be the unshod feed of men, and he lightly asked himself if the ghosts of the dead made any sound with their feet as they trod the puddled earth where a many had trodden before them; and so wild was his heart grown now, that he thought it no great marvel if those that they had laid to earth there should stand up and come before him in the night watches. Then he nocked an arrow on his bow-string and handled his weapon, but could not make up his mind to shoot lest the bow-draft should pierce the quiet and rouse up inextinguishable shrieks and moans; and even therewith, over those paddling feet, he seemed to hear a voice beginning to cry, and he thought within himself: Now, now it is on the way, and presently the air shall be full of it; and will it kindle fire in the air?

But at that point of time the voice sounded louder and was in two or three places, and even amidst its wildness the familiar sound smote to his heart, for it was but the bleating of sheep, and now all the bent over against him was alive with it. And of a sudden he was come to himself and wotted what it was, that it was Elfhild’s sheep, and that they had been loosed or thrust out from their folds and had wandered up there in the dark where so oft she had led them before. And now the mere bitterness of grief took the place of his wildness, and he let his bow and arrow drop to earth, and cast himself down on to the trodden ground & buried his face in his hands and moaned, and speedily the images of his life to come and the sorrow he must face passed through his soul, for he knew that she was gone, and either slain or carried away to where he should never hear of her or see her again.

At last, that his grief and wanhope might not rend his heart and slay him then and there, and lest all the deeds whereto he was fated should be spoiled and undone, self-pity fell upon him with the sweet remembrance of his love, and loosed the well of his tears, and he wept and wept, and might not be satiated of his mourning a long while. But when the night was yet dark and no sign of dawn in the sky, and, might he have seen it, the south-west was driving the rack low adown along the earth, he rose up slowly and gat his bow and arrows into his hands, and weakly and stiffly, like a man who hath been long sick, he fell to going along the riverside toward Wethermel, and his feet knew the way though his eyes might see it not. And as he went, with the wind whistling about his ears and the picture of Wethermel before his eyes, he found that life was come again to him, and he was beginning to think about what he should be doing to win some way back to the love that had been rent from him. Ever and anon, forsooth, as he was amidst such thoughts, the tears brake out from his eyes again, but still now he could refrain them better and better after each outburst, and he had no more wildness as erst, as if he were out of the world and drifting he knew not whither or why; but now he knew which was himself, and which was grief and pain.

It was but just the grey of the morning when he crept into the hall at Wethermel, and found his bed and cast himself thereon, and, all undone by weariness, fell asleep at once.

He awoke with the house astir about him, and arose and sat down to eat with the others, and was no harsher of speech than his wont, albeit he looked stark and stern; and to some it seemed as if he had aged ten years since yestermorn, and they deemed that the death of the folk lay heavy on him, as was like to be, and they said as few words to him as might be, for his grief seemed aweful to them. But when they had eaten he bade three of his men come with him down the water to seek tidings of the Westdalers. So they went together, and a little below the Bight of the Cloven Knoll, out of earshot of the Dwarf-folk, they met with others from the lower steads come upon the same errand; and the Westdalers were just come to the water-side with Wulfstan for their spokesman, who forsooth had gotten some scratches from the war-beast, so that his head and his arm were bandaged. Now he spake: “Hail to you, stout-hearts of the East! Ye may deem that we prevailed in the second battle yesterday, or ye would scarce have seen us here this morn. Now the battle was foughten all about the garth and the house of Longryggs, which the strong-thieves had fallen on to waste, but the women-folk of the stead had saved their lives by flight, and the carles thereof were in our company fighting valiantly. So whatever is lost was lost in open battle, wherein two score and six of our best men have changed their lives; but as for the strong-thieves, besides them who fell in your shot-stour, we have buried over seven-score; and the rest are fled away, many of them grievously hurt. Wherefore, friends, we have won a great victory: God and his hallows keep us for any more such!” And it seemed as if the goodman were weeping-ripe, whereof none marvelled. But Osberne spake, and the sound of his own voice seemed strange unto him: “Tell me, goodman, have ye lost nought by the murder of men whenas the strong-thieves fell on some stead?”

“Nay,” said Wulfstan, “the thieves have wasted no other stead save Longryggs, whereas, as I have said, the folks escaped the murder, and this little house which is hard hereby of Hartshaw Knolls. There forsooth the two women be missing, but no slain body of carle or quean have we found, nought of slaughter save the slaughter of kine and sheep. And I must tell you that this morning our folk sought all about heedfully, yea, and looked into every thicket and nook of the wood.”

“Belike,” quoth Osberne, “they will have carried off the two women?” Said Wulfstan: “I fear it may well be so.”

Said Osberne: “Well, this loss of two women, whom maybe ye shall find again, is but little: but grievous is the manfall of the battles. Yet not soon meseem shall reivers fall upon West Dale now they have learned the valour of the folk thereof. Heried be the Lord God that the folk yet liveth and shall live!”

He spake measuredly and in a loud voice, so that all heard, and they cheered his speech with deep and strong voice; but they who stood nighest unto Osberne say that his face was stern and very pale as he spake; and it seemed to them that had Boardcleaver been naked on the West side in that stour yet more of the strong-thieves had fallen.

Now they parted, and Osberne and his Wethermelers went home, and the other Eastdalers also, each to his place. But as to the Westdalers, they fell to, and drew away the slain thieves from the field of deed, for that they feared the begrudging of the Dwarfs, and they laid them in earth hard by where they had stood to have that converse with them of the East; and they raised a great howe over them, and it is called Thieves’ Howe unto this day. And the tale of the said thieves who were slain by the Eastdalers in the shot-stour is three score and ten and seven.






  








Chapter XXXV. Osberne Seeks Counsel of Steelhead
 

Wear the days hereafter into summer, and Osberne is at Wethermel, and doth what work cometh to hand no worser than heretofore; yet folk marvel that his sorrow over the man-fall of the Cloven battle seemeth to wear off him but little, though he is mild and kind in speech to all men. Much he sat talking with Stephen the Eater, who in these days was growing whole of his hurts, and it is thought he learned some hidden lore from him, for many deemed that Stephen was wise therein. Every third day he went all alone to the Bight of the Cloven Knoll, and sat there long through the day; but never had he any tidings of Elfhild, nor forsooth did he look for any such. He learned from over the water that there was no newcomer at Hartshaw Knolls, and that the house and garth lay waste, and so was like to abide.

Now when it lacked but three nights of Midsummer, Osberne, after he had spoken long with Stephen, set some victual in his scrip, and went afoot in the evening-tide up the bent and over it among the mountain-necks, and so into that same little dale where he had first met Steelhead. There he sat him down on the grass by the brook-side and ate his meat, and then, when it darkened so much as it would that June night, he laid him down and slept in all trust of safekeeping. He awoke at the end of dawn and washed him in the brook, and then clad him and sat down to abide sunrise. Then even as the sun arose it smote a beam of light from some bright thing overtopping the crown of the hillside before him, and Osberne knew that there was come his friend Steelhead, in such guise as he had first beheld him there: which was in sooth the very thing which he desired.

So Osberne stood up to greet him and Steelhead came to him and put his arms about him and kissed and embraced him, and Osberne wept for pity and hope of his life. Then said Steelhead: “I know why thou art come to me; a while agone I laid my hands upon thee that I might make thy body stark for all adventure, and now thou wouldst have me do the like for the soul of thee. Herein will I do what I may, but first we will eat of the increase of Wethermel, that thou mayest see how much I love thee and the land that bred thee.”

So Osberne bestirred him, and kindled the cooking-fire and made ready the meat, and they ate together in all content and friendliness. But when they were full Steelhead spake: “Now whether wouldst thou be silent thereof, knowing that I know it without words spoken?”

Quoth Osberne: “I would tell it.”

“There is yet time,” said Steelhead, smiling kindly on him, “so make no tarrying.”

The Osberne began straightway, and spared not words overmuch, but herein he used the most when he told of Elfhild, what she was like in those latter days, and how his heart enfolded her, and how sweet was her converse with him; and when he was done Steelhead said: “What is in thy mind concerning dwelling in the Dale amidst thine own folk?” Said Osberne: “My mind it is to live and die here, and do all that is due to the folk of my fathers.” Said Steelhead: “Then thou must be healed of this trouble; that is, thou must forget thy love and thy longing, or at the least thou must think more of other matters than of this. For I will not have it that thou my fosterling shouldst be a kill-joy among men of the kindred; wherefore ill-luck will come of it.”

Said Osberne, knitting his brows: “I will not be healed in this way. For do I not know that she also is wrapped in sorrow and tormented by longing. Shall I leave her, therefore, as the dastard leaves a wounded friend before the oncoming foeman?”

Steelhead smiled on him. Quoth he: “Thou wilt not be healed? So be it; then mayst thou not abide in the Dale amongst the kindred, but carry thy trouble to the lands of the aliens, where there is none to remember the joyous face of thee before the trouble was.”

“This may I do,” said Osberne, “and even so it shall be since it is thy will. But hast nought else to say to enhearten me in my travel?”

“This I have thereto,” quoth Steelhead, “that though the world be wide there are many ways about it, and meseemeth that there is somewhere a way whereon thy feet and Elfhild’s may draw toward one another.” Said Osberne: “May all good hap go with thee for thy word. Dost thou not see how my face is already gladdened thereby?”

Said Steelhead: “This is hope, my son, that flareth up swiftly and fadeth soon; but no this I shall give to thee, as I deem I may, that never shalt thou lack hope so long as thou hast deeds to to. Call to mind what thou thyself saidst unto Elfhild, that the only way to bridge the Sundering Flood is for one of you, or both, to wander wide in the world. But now tell me, what hast thou in thy mind to do in these days that pass?” Said Osberne: “I have been thinking of it, that when the Midsummer Feast is over I shall say farewell to my folk and to ride to Eastcheaping to find Sir Medard; for meseems he is the man whom I know out in the world who will put me in the way of deeds.” Said Steelhead: “And wilt thou go alone, or hast thou a mind to take any with thee? Suppose it were Stephen the Eater, who is a man of lore, and as I do thee to wit moreover, a friend of our own?” “Dost thou command me to have him with me, lord?” said Osberne. “Nay,” said Steelhead, “I but ask thee of thy mind in the matter.”

Said Osberne: “Then I shall tell the that my mind is to go all birdalone. I would take no part of Wethermel with me, lest I soften towards the Dale, and turn back some fair day of summer and fall to nursing my sorrow therein. Moreover I know of Stephen that he is both a wise man and a champion, and I deem it were well to leave such an one to uphold the good days of Wethermel; so that whether I do that which I would, and come back in joy and honour; or do it not, and die away from my place, not without honour it may be, I shall yet know of the thriving of my kindred and the pleasures of Wethermel, which shall yet be glorious on the earth, even as it were a very living creature and mine own true friend. Many a time shall I think of it, in good hap and in ill hap, in grief and in joy.”

“Hail to thy word, son and stout-heart!” said Steelhead, “for herein thou thinkest of it as my very heart would that thou shouldst. Now I see that I have indeed sown the seed of hope in thee, and I call it the lack of fear.”

And now he brought the talk on other matters, and was as kind and friendly as might be, and Osberne deemed it was a great thing for him that he had so won the love of this noble wight and great-heart. So in all pleasure the day sped, and when it was hard on sunset Steelhead spake: “Now must I get me back to my house and home of old time, and thou shalt go home to Wethermel the dear; and now I see of thee that thou shalt hold a cheerful countenance there, and depart when needs must in honour and well-liking of all men.”

So they stood up, but ere Osberne turned his face to the west he said: “And when shall I see thee again, lord?”

“Who knows?” said Steelhead; “maybe when thou lookest least for me: on the lonely marsh maybe, or in the thick of the forest; or in the midst of the fierce battle, or on thy very death-bed; or it may not be at all in thine earthly life.”

“And that house whereto thou art now going, shall I ever see thee there?” said Osberne.

“Surely I deem that thou shalt; and yet most surely not till thine earthly days are over. But now farewell, and my heart goes with thee.” Therewith he turned and was gone, and Osberne went his ways to Wethermel without looking after him. And now it seemed to him as if he had been fain not to have gone back to that well-beloved stead, but to have gone on east at all adventure; and he looked toward the day when he must depart at last as a sad and sore time, when hope would be dimmed by mere sorrow and trouble.






  








Chapter XXXVI. The Staves which Osberne Taught to the Dalesmen
 

Now all folk at Wethermel when they looked upon Osberne’s face deemed that he was bettering of the drearihood which had weighed on him ever since the battle with the strong-thieves, and of that bettering they were right glad, for they were wont to have much joy of his fellowship. Came on therewith the Midsummer Feast of the Cloven Mote, which, as aforesaid, was the greatest of all the feasts of the Dalesmen, and Osberne was there with a countenance of good cheer no worser than the best. Now at this feast not only did they do in the heedfullest and solemnest wise all that belonged to Midsummer, as the Trundling of the Fiery Wheel, and the Kindling of the Bale, and the Leaping through the Fire; but also before noon, and ere these plays were begun, was high mass sung in the goodliest fashion in each of the two churches of Allhallows for the good rest of them who had fallen manfully in battle with the thieves. And last of all, when the summer night was as dark as it would be before the dawn, and the folk of the two sides were all ranged each in a line on their own shore of the river, they sang these staves from side to side across the Sundering Flood, the Westdalers beginning, and then the Eastdalers taking it up:

Tis Summer and night,
 Little dusk and long light,
 Little loss and much gain
 When the day must needs wane,
 Little bitter, much sweet
 From the weed to the wheat;
 Little moan, mickle praise
 Of the Midsummer days,
 

When the love of the sleeping sun lieth along
 And broodeth the acres abiding the song.
 

Were the spring to come o’er
 And again as before,
 What then would ye crave
 From the summer to have?
 Sweeter grass would ye pray,
 And more lea-lading hay?
 For more wheat would ye cry,
 Thicker swathe of the rye?
 

Stouter sons would ye ask for, and daughters more dear?
 Well-willers more trusty than them ye have here?
 

O the wheat is yet green
 But full fair beseen,
 And the rye groweth tall
 By the turfen wall.
 Thick and sweet was the hay
 On the lealand that lay;
 Dear daughters had we,
 Sons goodly to see,
 

And of all the well-willers ere trusted for true
 The least have ye failed us to deal and to do.
 

What then is this,
 That the summer’s bliss
 Somewhat ye fail
 In your treasure’s tale?
 What then have ye lost,
 And what call ye the cost
 Of the months of life
 Since winter’s strife?
 

For unseldom the summer sun curseth the Dale
 With the tears thrust aback and the unuttered wail.
 

Forsooth o’er-well
 The tale may we tell:
 Tis the spear and the sword
 And the House of the Sward.
 The bright and the best
 Have gone to their rest,
 And our eyes are blind
 Their eyes to find.
 

In mead and house wend we because they were stayed,
 And we stand up because in the earth they were laid.
 

Would ye call them aback
 Then, to look on your lack?
 

Nay, we would that their tale
 From our hearts ne’er should fail.
 

This then maketh you sad,
 That such dear death they had?
 

This night are we sad
 For the joy that we had,
 And their memory’s beginning
 Great grief would be winning.
 But while weareth away,
 And e’en woe waxeth gay.
 In fair words is it told,
 Weighed e’en as fine gold;
 Sweet as wind of the south
 Grows the speech in the mouth.
 

And from father to son speeds the tale of the true,
 Of the brave that forbore that the brethren might do.
 

When this was sung then each man went home to his house. But it is said that these staves were made by Osberne, and that he taught them to the Western men as well as to the Eastern.






  








Chapter XXXVII. Osberne Takes Leave of Wethermel
 

The next day at even, when all the folk were gathered before the porch of the hall at Wethermel, making the most of that fair time, Osberne craved silence a while, and when men were hushed he spake: “Kinsmen and friends, I make it known to you that I must needs depart from you tomorrow morning, though wheresoever I may be I shall ever hold in my heart the hope of coming back to Wethermel; for it will be well enough known to most of you that I love the Dale with great love, and this stead in especial. But now I may not abide here longer, to such a pass are things come with me.

“The story of the wherefore of this were long to tell if I had the heart to tell it, which I have not. But this much may I say, that I go to seek a life which will lead me back to Wethermel, it may be in joy, it may be in sorrow, but in either case with such a heart in me as I may live the rest of my days in the Dale, doing all that is due to the kindred and the folk. Now it will be of no avail for any to strive to put me from this mind, or to hinder me in my purpose, for go I must and will. But this even, as we sit amidst the summer, and our hearts are softened by beholding the peace and abundance of the Dale, and thinking of all days that have been, and our fathers that have lived and died here, I will ask you all and each one of you to say straightway if in any wise I have wronged or hurt you; and if I have, then will I make atonement to my power: so that since I may not bear away with me Wethermel and its folk, I may at least bear away the love of it.”

When they heard these words of his they were mostly exceeding downcast, for in sooth to every one of them his fellowship seemed both a joy and a safeguard; and of the women, some were moved to tears, let alone his grandam and his foster-mother. Albeit he had told his mind beforehand to Stephen the Eater, who had dight him all things ready for departure.

Now there was neither carle nor quean amongst them all who had a word to say against him, or might call to mind aught but kindness at his hands; and one after another they all said so much. But when they were done, and there was silence again, Osberne spake: “Thou, grandsire, art the master of Wethermel, but of late years hast thou suffered me to share in thy mastership; nay, thou hast laid many charges on me which I have taken, and done with them according to my might. Now therefore meseemeth that thou wouldst scarce have it otherwise but that somewhat of my redes and my will and my might should be left after me when I am gone; but if I err in this my thought, I pray thee say as much, and I will leave the matter where it stands, and thou to be sole and only master of Wethermel whiles I am away.”

Spake Nicholas thereat, and said that freely would he grant it that Osberne’s redes and well-doing should still be felt at Wethermel, and that for his own part the governance of an house so great and lordly as Wethermel had now become was overmuch of a burden to him, and that gladly would he take to any man whom Osberne would put in his place; and in good sooth he deemed he wotted who it would be.

Then turned Osberne to Stephen and said: “Thou, Stephen, art more in the heart of my redes than any man else, and thou art both a wise man as I deem, and a proven champion: so if I leave thee here in my skin, wilt thou do the best for me, and be debonnaire with Master Nicholas here and with my grandam, and kind to all the folk?” Said Stephen: “I will do my best thereto, and will pray this of the folk, that they will not hate me because I am not thou.” At that word all they gave him a welcome cheer, whereas their hearts burned within them for love of Osberne and for praise of his words and for sorrow of losing him and hope of his return; so that at that point of time themseemed they might promise anything.

But Osberne said: “Stephen, my friend and fellow, reach out thine hand that I give thee hansel before all of these of what mastership there is in me.” Even so did Stephen, and they clasped hands thereon.

After this Osberne looked about him and said: “Lo friends, how the dusk has been creeping in on us amidst all this talk. So now do ye women dight the board and light the candles within the hall, that we may eat and drink together this last time for a long while.”

Even so it was done, and all folk sat to meat, and thereafter was the drink brought in, and they drank all a cup to Osberne, and he to them; and then was the cup filled for Wethermel, and then again for the Dale; and the last cup was for Osberne’s luck.

Then came a word into his mouth, and he stood up and sang:

From the Wethermel reek
 I set me to seek
 The world-ways unkenned
 And the first of the end.
 For when out there I be
 Each way unto me
 Shall seem nought save it lead
 Back to Wethermel’s need,
 

And many a twilight twixt dawning and day
 Shall the feet of the waker dream wending the way.
 

When the war-gale speeds
 Point-bitter reeds,
 And the edges flash
 O’er the war-board’s clash,
 Through the battle’s rent
 Shall I see the bent,
 And the gable’s peace
 Midst the Dale’s increase,
 

And the victory-whooping shall seem to me oft
 As the Dale shepherd’s cry where the reek wends aloft.
 

When to right and left
 The ranks are cleft,
 And the edges wan
 Mate master and man,
 It shall be as the fall
 Of a hindering wall
 Twixt my blade and me
 And the garth on the lea;
 

So shall day unto day tell the hope of the year,
 And season on season shall draw the Dale near.
 

This they deemed kindly sung and well; and now so high rose their hearts, that it was to them as if they saw the day of his returning and the gladness of fellowship renewed.






  








Chapter XXXVIII. Osberne Parts from Stephen the Eater
 

The next morning Osberne went his way riding on a good horse, and not without treasure in his scrip. He was girt to Boardcleaver and had the wonder-bow and shafts with him; but the byrny, Hardcastle’s Loom, he left behind, and had but a white basnet on his head, for he deemed that his friend Sir Medard would purvey him of armour. All the household were without in the garth to see him off, but none went further with him save Stephen the Eater, who rode with him as far as the bent, and closely and lovingly they spake together on the way. But when they were come to the crown of the bent Osberne drew rein and said: “Now, my friend, shalt thou turn about and let me go my ways.” And they turned about both and looked down on Wethermel, and Stephen cast his arm abroad and spake: “Best-beloved of all men, how long deemest thou it shall be ere thou seest this again?”

“I wot not,” said Osberne; “I am in the hands of Weird, to wend as she will have me: but I will tell thee that I have hoped and prayed that it might be in no longer space than five years; then shall I be of twenty years and three, and she but a few weeks younger, and manhood and womanhood and due service of the kindred shall lie before us both if I find her alive; but if I find her dead, or have sure witness that so she is, that moment shall I turn my face and come back to you, to live and die with you as I may. There is the third thing left, to wit, that I may wander about the world and find her not till I am exceeding old; but even then shall I come back with her, or the memory of her. Now I will not say Remember me, for therein I trust thee, but I will bid thee live hale and merry, that when I see thee again thy face may be as little changed as may be.”

Therewith they parted, and Osberne looked not back again.






  








Chapter XXXIX. Osberne Gets Him a New Master
 

On the second day thereafter he rode through the gate of Eastcheaping, and so up the street to the Castle; and many of the townsmen knew him, and cried out good welcome unto him, but he stayed not for any, but came his ways to the Castle, and lighted down in the forecourt and asked for Sir Medard. Here also was he well known, and men were joyful of his coming, and asked him many things of his doings and his welfare; but he answered as shortly as he might and still asked for Sir Medard; and they said that he might see him straightway, for that he was sitting in the solar, and albeit he had a guest with him, they doubted not but that the good knight would be fain of seeing his fellow-in-arms.

So they led him in, and Sir Medard arose at once and greeted Osberne with great joy, and embraced and kissed him. Then he turned to the other man who was in the solar with him, and said: “Lo thou, Sir Godrick, here is a champion whom thou wilt be glad to talk to, meseemeth, when we have drunk a cup.” Therewith he called for wine and spices, for it was the time of the morning bever. Sir Godrick hailed Osberne, who looked on him and saw that he was a tall man, long-armed and very strong-looking, a man swart of visage, long-nosed and long-chinned, with light grey eyes; but though he was somewhat sober of aspect, there was nought evil-looking in his face. He looked downright and hard at Osberne, and said: “If Sir Medard speaketh not by way of jest, thou hast begun early, young man, and I wish thee joy thereof.” Osberne reddened and held his peace, but Medard said: “There be of our foemen no few, who ever if they jested at the lad have done with it now forever.” Osberne reddened yet more if it might be, but the long man took him by the hand and spake kindly to him, and said: “Be not troubled at a light word of mine; at the first thou didst seem so young and fair that it was not easy to think of thee grim amongst the edges; but many a man lines hid within himself.”

So now they were served of the wine, and Sir Medard spake to Osberne: “Well, Dalesman, thou art come amongst us again, grown in manliness, as was like to be. Now if thou be come but to see us and make us merry with thy fellowship, it is well; but if thou have an errand, and would ask something of us, it is better yet; since forsooth we deem that we owe thee somewhat.” Said Osberne: “Well then, true it is that I have an errand and crave something, and that is soon told; for I would have thee put me in the way of deeds to do, since I have left the Dale and am seeking adventures.”

“That will be the least of things to do for thee, my friend,” said Medard; “and in good time comest thou hither; for though the good town is in all peace and lacks not men, yet here is Sir Godrick of Longshaw, who is here with me partly for the gathering of men. But good must they be who ride with him, and all without fear, whereas I shall tell thee that he is the hardiest knight and most fearless rider of these days. Now do ye two talk it over together.”

Osberne looked Sir Godrick in the face, and ever the more he beheld him the better he liked the looks of his eyes and his visage. So now spake the Knight: “How sayest thou, young man? After all I have heard of thee I may well ask thee to be of mine. Only I must tell thee that the work may be both hard and rough; and though there may be somewhat to be won, yet on the other hand the pay may be little more than leave to do the work.” Said Osberne: “So far as that goes, I am well willing to take my chance of it; but there is one thing which might stand in the way of service with thee.” “What is that?” said Sir Godrick. Said Osberne: “It is in my mind that from henceforth for a while my days should pass in some land that is far hence, that is, from mine own place, and rather to the south than the north.”

“Where dwelleth thy kindred then?” said Godrick. “In the Dale, which is cleft by the Sundering Flood,” said Osberne, “up under the great mountains; and I am of the East Dale, else scarce had I been here.”

“Well,” said the Knight, “my chiefest house, which hight Longshaw, lieth a long way south of this; but I shall tell thee that it is no great way from the Sundering Flood; but betwixt it and the Flood is a great waste and forest. As to the Flood, it is there, where it runs through this forest which is called the Masterless Wood, a mighty great river, whereon are barges and cutters and seagoing dromonds even, so that it sunders nought, but joins rather. Now besides my house of Longshaw, which is as it were the knop and ouch of my manors, I have other houses and strongholds, some of which be in the very forest itself, and none of them more than a little way thence. For, sooth to say, the said forest is a shield and a refuge to me, and I had been overcome long ago save for its warding. I must tell thee further, that the southernmost skirts of the said forest come down within a score of miles of the great city by the sea which men call the City of the Sundering Flood; and that the city-folk love the forest little, save they might master it and make it their own, wherein they have failed hitherto, praise be to Allhallows! For then were I their very outlaw; whereas now there be others of the knighthood who dwell anigh me who deem that I have the right of it in warding my lands and theirs from these king-ruled chapmen. More by token that the day may come when the folk of their own town, as the gilds of the Lesser Crafts and the husbandmen and simple mariners, may rise against them, deeming them, as the truth is, hard masters and tyrants; wherefore, despite all their mastership, when I will and have occasion thereto, I may ride their streets in safety, for they wot that if they laid a hand on me or mine, it would be Bills and bows! bills and bows! up one street and down another. Wherefore they meddle not with me themselves, but set two or three of the barons who hold of them on the east side of the Wood Masterless to harry me from time to time. Lo thou, lad, now thou knowest not only whereabouts thou mayest go to serve me, but also some deal of the quarrel wherein thou shalt draw sword, if it come to that. How sayest thou?”

“Wait a while, Sir Knight,” said Osberne, “and tell me first: if the King of the city overcome thee, will he take from thee that which is thine own of right, or that which thou hast taken from some other?”

“He will take nothing more than my life,” said Sir Godrick; “but ye may add thereto some small matter of the remnants of houses and land which erst my fathers owned, well-beloved of all folk. Forsooth here and there I hold some tower or strength which I have taken from my foemen, who dared me thereto.”

“Good is that,” said Osberne; “now would I ask of another thing: when thou hast been so pushed to it that thou must needs burn men in their house, has it been the wont of thee and thine to let the old men and women and children come out safe, or to burn them in with the rest?”

The Knight looked grimly on him, and said: “Friend of the Dale, if thou comest to be my man, and thou dost such evil deeds as to burn in them that may make no defence, then if thou escapest hanging at my hands thou mayst call me thy dastard thenceforward.”

Quoth Osberne: “One more thing I would ask yet: if these gilds of craft aforesaid should rise up against their King and the tyrants of the Porte, and they sent to thee for help, wouldst thou give them so much help as not to be against them, but let them fight it out and the mightiest to prevail? Or how much more wouldst thou give?”

Stood up Sir Godrick therewith and was very wroth. Said he: “If these good fellows of the Lesser Crafts rise against their lords and send to me, then if they have gotten to them so much as the littlest of the city gates, of if it be but a dromond on the river, then will I go to them with all mine and leave house and lands behind, that we may battle it out side by side to live or die together. Or if they may not do so much as that, yet if all or any of them may win out a-gates and turn their heads toward Longshaw, then will I ride to meet them with everything that may bear spear or axe, and I will have them home with me and arm them and clothe them and feed them and house them, and my lands shall be their lands, and bite and drop shall we share together, so long as it holds out: and a noble host shall we gather, and harry the King and his dastards till we prevail at last, and we will have a new rule of the City and a new Porte, and I will be the captain thereof if they will have it so: or else to die in the pain. Now I say this is the least that I shall do. And if any man be so bold as to tell me to my face that I will do less, I say that he lies in his throat; and that shall I prove on him, body to body.”

Now Sir Medard fell a-laughing, and he said: “There there! here is no champion so hardy as to gainsay thee; for I know thee well, old friend, that thou art preux above all men. And as for the Dalesman, look on him and see how his eyes are glittering and his cheeks flushing. Trust me, thou shalt have a man after thine own heart, young though he be.”

Sir Godrick sat down and passed his hand over his brow, and he smiled a little, and said: “Well, man of the East Dale, hast thou perchance yet another question to ask? for meseems for a man who would take wages of me thou hast already asked a few.”

Quoth Osberne: “Lord, be not wroth, but one more question have I to ask. And as to my wages, let that be; for to ask these questions and to have them thus answered, is better than wages to me. But now this is verily my last question. That Masterless Wood which thou hast said is a shield and refuge to thee, is it not also a refuge for rufflers and runagates and strong-thieves? and what dost thou do in dealing with such ill-doers?”

Now Sir Godrick spake quietly and said: “My lad, true it is that there is a sort of folk who haunt the said wood, who live by taking from others. But thou shalt wot that they do but little harm to husbandmen and other poor folk, because such have little to be robbed of. And forsooth many of those from whom they rob are worthy to lose that which they have gotten from poor folk by fraud and covin, and may as duly be called thieves as those that waylay them. Nevertheless we suffer not the said runagates to live and rob wholly in peace; and if we take them, they have the choice of a high gallows or somewhat hard service under my captains. Nay, if it be proven of them that they have been murderous and cruel, they may not forego the dance in the air, even as I said afore. Now then, deemest thou me so evil a lord? Or dost thou deem thee meet for nought save the host of heaven and to be a sergeant of the blessed Michael himself? May he help and save us!”

Said Osberne: “That may come to pass, lord, one day, but meanwhile I pray thee receive me as thy man, and thou shalt find that I am not so ill at obeying a commandment as ye may deem.”

And therewith he knelt before the Knight and put his hands between his hands, and swore by Allhallows to be true to him.

Sir Godrick was well pleased, and said to Sir Medard: “Hath he done aught hitherto for which I might dub him a knight?” “Many deeds,” said Sir Medard, “hath he done whereby he might be made a knight; but he will not have it because his kindred are not and were not of the knighthood, albeit men of honour.”

“Well,” said Sir Godrick, “in these matters let each man go his own way, so let it be as it will; yet some name shall I give him that he may be known by it. And lo thou, he is clad all in red, and ruddy of countenance is he, and his sprouting beard shall be red when it hath grown greater, though his hair is yellow and shiny as glass. Wherefore now I shall call him the Red Lad; and by that name meseemeth he shall be known far and wide.”

Then they laughed all three, and the two knights drank, both of them, to the Red Lad, and Osberne thanked them and pledged them in turn. And well content was he with the way that things had gone.






  








Chapter XL. Osberne Rides with Sir Godrick
 

Osberne tarried at Eastcheaping for half a month while Sir Godrick was doing his business, which was, in short, gathering good men for his fellowship; at the end of that time he had gotten him one score and five besides Osberne, of whom a half score were well known to Osberne from the war of Deepdale: and he was fain of them.

At last they departed, and Sir Medard took a kind leave of Osberne. And Sir Godrick rode oftenest beside the Red Lad and talked much with him. They had a let-pass through the lands of the Baron of Deepdale, but he would not suffer Sir Godrick to take any men from his country. So they came to Deepham, which was the Baron’s chief town, in a very fair and fertile dale, well watered. And there was nought for it but that the Baron would see the Red Lad, for Sir Godrick must needs speak of him to the lord; and it must be said that there was now no enmity between the Baron and Eastcheaping. So the Baron feasted them well amongst his folk in his great hall; and when he saw Osberne he knew him, and had been told as aforesaid that the Red Lad had been at the carrying him away from the midst of his warriors; but the Baron hailed him merrily, and cried out to Sir Godrick: “Sir Knight, if thou wouldst have any man-stealing done thou art in the luck of it, for this youngling is a past-master in the craft.” And before the feast was over, he sent for Osberne to talk to him, and asked many things concerning the war as Osberne saw it from his side; and he showed that he owed him no grudge for the stealing, for he gave Osberne gifts, a fair gown of crimson cloth of gold, and a ruby ring. So all went well: nevertheless Osberne was nought loth to leave Deepham, and thought it not ill that his life lay not overnigh to the lord thereof.

Now when they had left the lands of Deepdale they turned away toward the south, and rode two days through a fair country and peaceful, of much tillage, besprinkled with goodly thorps, where they had entertainment for their money and none seemed to fear them; and there they saw no men-at-arms, and but few carles that bore any weapons save whittle or boar-spear. At the end of that land they came to a good town walled and warded; and there none hindered them, for the Knight had acquaintance with the captain of the Porte, who had gathered him a half dozen of stout carles, and there they rested three days. Thence they rode one day amidst the same fair country, and they entered a forest through which was a way which led them a little west of south. The said forest gave out in three days, and then they came into a wide valley watered by a fair river running due west. The said valley was more for pasture than tillage, so that it was not thickly housed, albeit when they had crossed the river they came on to a big stead of many houses (and it was evening) much peopled, and the folk, who had seen their riding, were standing with weapons outside the houses.

But when Sir Godrick had ridden forward alone and given out his name and errand, to wit, that he was riding to Longshaw with some good fellows who were fain to be of his folk, they all cried out a fair welcome to him and his; for they knew of his deeds and his fame, and were well-willers to him, and were fain of seeing him this first time. Then stood forth an old long-hoary man, but tall and stark, and gave himself out for the master of the stead, which hight Riverlease, and he named him David and said: “Sir Knight, I am father of ten of these men and the grandsire of one score and five, and other good fellows I have with me to the tale of ten score and ten, and all these thou wilt make merry by thy presence here tonight.”

So he brought the Knight and his into the hall, and fair greeting he gave them; and to Osberne, though the land were other and the houses far bigger, for this David was as it were a king of the meadows, it was almost as if he were back at Wethermel, so yeomanly and free seemed all about him. And the folk were a fair folk, the women goodly and the men free and bold. So all men were merry and thought but little of the morrow. But ere the feast was over the old David spake to the good Knight and said: “Sir Godrick, meseems thou shalt have many a foeman on thy back these coming seasons, wherefore if any of my grandsons or the swains here have a longing to ride with thee and become thy men, I will spare them to the number of a half score. How say ye lads,” cried he down the hall, “be there any here who desire to see how the Lord of Longshaw arrayeth his battles, and would bring back some fair stories to the maidens’ ears?”

Now it was soon seen that no few there were that would be fain to ride with the Knight, who soon had his choice of ten tall men, stout, and deft in weapons, and the end of the feast was merrier than the beginning.

Next morning they were away early, and the old man led them out over his meadows, which were exceeding rich of neat and sheep; and at parting he said: “Fair Knight of Longshaw, I have gone as far as I may this day, and must turn again; but this I say to thee, If ever the world goes amiss with thee, as it yet may for all thy valiancy, or forsooth because of it, come hither to me, or if I be dead, to my sons and my grandsons, and abide here as merrily as thou mayst. And spare not to bring whomso of thine thou wilt, as maybe this goodly youngling here,” laying his hand on Osberne’s shoulder, “of whom some of thy men were telling tales to some of mine last night. And now I bid farewell to thee and thine.”

So Sir Godrick and his went their ways, and the new fellows led them by the shortest road, when they knew whither Sir Godrick will to wend. And when they were out of that valley they came up on to the down-country, which ran along the edge of the plain like a wall; and thereby they went due south for three days, seeing but few folk and no houses, save here and there the cot of a shepherd, and that often builded on a wain. The three days ended, they come on a dale in the downs where a little river cleft them, running about south-west, and by the rede of their shepherd-fellows they turned and followed it out of the down-country, and were presently in a land of mingled tillage and pasture, well builded, but more with single homesteads than thorps, though these were not lacking: albeit the folk of them were not very free with their guesting, but yet for money, and as if half compelled, they yielded up such good as the riders would have of them. The next day, riding the samelike country, they saw on a bent a fair town with white walls, and many goodly gables and slim spires rising above them. But when they drew nigh thereto, an hour before sunset, they found that the said walls were of other uses than to be looked at, to wit to keep them out of their night’s lodging; for the gates were shut, and there were spears and basnets glittering over the battlements. So Sir Godrick rode forward toward the gate, taking Osberne and a trumpet with him, and there bade blow a point of peace and crave speech of the captain of the guard.

Then stood up a tall man on the gate, armed at all points in white armour, and by him were two or three men-at-arms and one with a cross-bow ready bent. Cried out the tall man: “Go ye, trumpet and all, and let us see the last of you! For we know you, outlaws of Longshaw. The better luck for you if we come not to your house speedily. Go ye, make ready for us!” Sir Godrick burst out a-laughing and turned his horses head; but even therewith Osberne, who was exceeding keen-sighted, saw the cross-bowman raise his engine; but the Red Lad had his dwarf-wrought bow bended in his hand, so that ere the cross-bow stock came to the man’s shoulder he fell clattering down with a shaft through his throat, and Osberne rode back speedily after his lord with a half dozen shafts and quarrels whistling about him, but none touched him, and great was the cry and yell that came from the town gate.

Now when Osberne was with his captain again, that one spake to him and said: “Red Lad, Red Lad, a sharp shaft is somewhat of a fierce answer to a rough word. Next time let them shoot ere ye shoot.”

“Nay, lord,” said Osberne, “had I waited this time thou might’st have come by a knock from yonder carle’s quarrel.” And he told him what he had seen. Then said Sir Godrick: “Then I am wrong and thou right, and I thank thee for the shaft. I might have known that thou wouldst be wise.”

So they fetched a compass about that surly town, and rode a two hours ere they took harbour in a little wood, and held good watch and ward all that night. But none meddled with them.

The day after, by the rede of the shepherd-folk, they turned up into the hills again, for they had no wish to raise the country against them; and to say sooth, Sir Godrick was somewhat pensive that he found enmity so far off his own land. So they rode the hills for five days, falling in with few folk, and going slowly because of the rough ways. Thereafter they needed victual, and had been fain of better lodging might they get it; and whereas they saw a fair plain well builded and tilled, with good roads through the same, and knew that this was the nighest way to the Wood Masterless, they turned down thither at all adventure, and found no evil haps there, but that the folk were well enough pleased to make their market of the riders, and had neither fear of them nor harboured enmity against them. Thus then they rode for two days, and at the end of the second day entered a good cheaping-town, unfenced save by timber pales. There they abode a whole day, yet warily, since, though there were not waged men-at-arms in the stead, there went about many stout carles, who all bore long whittles, and looked as if their bills and bows had not been far to seek. But no strife betid.






  








Chapter XLI. They Joust with the Knight of the Fish
 

Thence they rode through the fields and the thorps two days, and on the third day in the morning they saw a fair white castle on a hill, and on the plain underneath a little plump of men-at-arms under a banner. So the Knight arrayed his folk and went forward warily, although that folk seemed to be not above a score; for he knew not what might be behind them; and they were hard on the baily of the said castle. But when they were come within half a bow-shot, and Osberne could see the banner that it bore two silver Fish addorsed on a blue ground, a herald pricked forth from the castle-folk, and when he drew nigh to Sir Godrick and his he said: “If I knew which were the captain of the riders I would give him the greeting of my lord, Sir Raynold Fisher of the Castle of the Fish.” “Here then is the captain,” said Sir Godrick; “what would Sir Raynold with him?”

“This,” said the herald, “that whensoever my lord seeth the riding of any weaponed men over a half score by tale, they must tarry and joust with him, two of theirs against two of his, and must run with sharp spears of war till one side is overthrown or sorely hurt. This is the custom of the Castle of the Fish, and hath been these hundred years. Wherefore now declare thy name, Sir Knight.”

“This is an evil custom,” said Sir Godrick, “and sorts but little with mine errand, for I have overmuch bitter earnest on hand to play at battle. But since thy lord besetteth the way I must needs defend myself against him, as I would against any other ruffler or strong-thief. Go tell him that the Knight of the Weary-Strife will come presently with a good man of his and deliver him of his jousts.” And Sir Godrick was very wroth.

So when the herald was gone Sir Godrick turned to Osberne and said: “How sayest thou, Red Lad, is this any of thy business?” “All of my business, lord,” said Osberne, “albeit I am none so wroth as thou art.” Said the Knight, looking on him kindly: “Thou art not bound to run, Red Lad; the sharp spear is an unhappy beast, and these men are doubtless of the deftest.” Said Osberne: “It all comes in the day’s work, lord; I pray thee turn me not back.”

“Well, do we on our basnets and make we speedy end of it,” quoth Sir Godrick; “a wise man must ever wait upon a fool’s pleasure.”

So the two of them went forth, and found the others ready over against them, the Knight of the Fish against Sir Godrick, and a very tall, stark man-at-arms against Osberne. Short is the story of this course; for Sir Godrick and the Fish brake their spears, but in such wise that the Castle-knight lost his stirrups, and it went but a little but that he fell to field. As for Osberne, he played so warily that he set his spear-point in the default of the long man’s defence just where arm joins shoulder, and the spear went through and through him, and he fell to the earth most grievously hurt. Therewith Osberne, who must needs let his spear fall, took a short ax from his saddle-bow (for he would not draw Boardcleaver) and abode what was to do. But the Knight of the Fish cried out for fresh spears for him and Sir Godrick, and must needs run again, and this time the Knight’s spear brake on Sir Godrick, whose shaft held that he drave the Knight of the Fish clean over the arson of his saddle, and but for the goodness of his shield and double jazerant the spear-head had been in his breast withal.

Then Sir Godrick cast up his spear-head, and lifted the visor of his basnet and looked around, and saw Osberne sitting still upon his horse and the long man in the arms of his fellows, and he cried out: “Now this comes of fools! Here is our journey tarried, and one man or two, who be not of our foes, slain or sore hurt, and all for naught. Ho ye! give my man his spear. And thou, Red Lad, come up before they make us do more hurt.”

But therewith the Knight of the Fish sat up and had come to his wit, and laughed and said: “Here is a surly one! Why, thou might’st complain more if ye had come to the worse as we have. Come now, all the sort of you, into my house, and drink a cup with us for the washing away of all grudge against the honorable custom of the Fish.” Sir Godrick shook his head, but the wrath ran off him and he said: “Sir Knight, thou art debonnaire in thy folly, and I thank thee; this thy bidding might we have taken with a good will hadst thou not compelled us to waste our time in knocking you off your horses. And I am sorry we have hurt thy champion, and well I hope that he will be clean healed.”

“Dost thou?” said he of the Fish; “now will I tell thee that if he be healed, I will send him on to thee to be thy man, that is if he will go. For well I know thee that thou art the Lord of Longshaw: and as to my champion, he will suit thee to a turn, for he is well-nigh as surly as thou, and as stiff in stour as may be.”

Hereat all laughed, and they bade each other farewell, and so departed with good will. So they rode on, and nought more befel that day, and they guested in a fair thorp in good enough welcome.






  








Chapter XLII. They Deliver the Thorp-Dwellers from the Black Skinners
 

Now they rode that fair well-peopled land, and nought befel them to tell of till the fourth day thence, and then, as they were riding a good highway with a somewhat steep bank or little hill on their left hands, as they turned about the said hill and had all the plain to their right hands before them, they saw new tidings, and it was just about high noon. For there lay in their road, a mile and a half ahead, a thorp so big that it was well-nigh a little town, but quite unfenced, though many of the houses were were goodly and great as for such a place. But now all was going ill there, for they saw smoke and flames coming forth from the windows and roofs of many of the houses, and a confused crying and shrieking came down the wind to them, and Osberne the keen-eyed deemed he could see folk, some a-horseback, fleeing down the highway toward them. Then Sir Godrick cried out: “Prick on, good men of mine! This is no case for tarrying, these be the Black Skinners, and if we make not the more haste, all will be under fire and steel.”

And he spurred withal, and Osberne after him. But now as they drew nigher there was no naysaying but that folk were fleeing desperately along the highway, and some with their hands spread out to the newcomers as if praying for help, young men and old, women and children; and after them came howling and smiting men-at-arms in wild armour, and though they were not in all ways like to those with whom the Dalesmen had fought by the Sundering Flood, yet somehow they called those wretches to Osberne’s remembrance, and he knew at once what had befallen, and wrath flamed up in his heart, for it well-nigh seemed to him as if Elfhild must have been borne off again. And he unknit the peace-strings from about Boardcleaver, and drew him forth so that a clear humming noise went forth into the sunlit air, and spurred on so hard that he outwent every man there.

But when the Skinners saw those riders coming on, they stayed the chase, and some few tarried while they shot from their short-bows, which did but little harm, and so they hustled back into the thorp; and some few, the first of them, gat through and off into the fields; but the fleers drew aside to the right hand and the left, calling blessings on the good Knight and his, and, when the torrent of them was past, followed after timidly towards their wasted dwelling. And as Sir Godrick and his were within the thorp they found a many of the Skinners there (two hundreds of their carcases were buried afterwards) and all about by the houses lay mangled bodies of the country-folk, some few with weapons in their hands, but more of women and children. But when Godrick and his had slain the first plump that they had driven in from the road, the Knight cried out: “Ye thorp-dwellers, look to quenching the fires, while we slay you these wolf-swine.” Thereon the countrymen began to run together with buckets wherever the riders were before them. And there was a pretty stream running down the mid-most of the street, and though it were dyed with blood that day, it was no worse for the quenching of the flames. Meanwhile Sir Godrick and his set themselves to the work, and it was not right perilous, for the thieves were all about scattermeal in twos and threes, and most afoot robbing and murdering and fire-raising, so that they made but such defence, when they made any, as the rat makes to the terrier. Shortly to say it, in half an hour there was not one of them left alive, save some few who gat to their horses and fled, having cast away their weapons and armour. Then the riders turned to help the thorp-dwellers in quenching their fires, and in some two hours they had got all under wherein was any hope, and the rest they must let burn away.

Then would Sir Godrick have gone his ways, but the poor folk of the thorp prayed him so piteously to abide till the morrow that he had no heart to naysay them. So they brought him and his what things they might get together after the ravage, and begrudged them nought. Moreover in the morning five stout fellows of the younger sort prayed him to take them with him to serve him in war, since they knew not now how to live; so he yeasaid them, nothing loth, and horsed them on the Skinners’ way-beasts, which were good, and armed them with such of their armour as was not too filthy for decent men to use. The rest of the horses and gear they left to the thorp-abiders, to better their hard case withal.

So they departed, and that same day they came on two other thorps, but not so big as this, which had been utterly ravaged, so that there was neither dog nor cat therein, save in one house two little men-children of two and three years old, whom they brought away with them for pity’s sake.

The next day they came to a cheaping-town, walled and defensible, whose gates were shut for fear of the Skinners. But when Sir Godrick had spoken to the captain of the guard at the gate, and had told him how they had fared of late, and of the slaughter of the Skinners, they opened to them joyfully, and made them kindly welcome, and there they rested a three days, of which rest their way-beasts had great need.






  








Chapter XLIII. They Come to the Edge of the Wood Masterless
 

Now when they went on thence, they came within two days into a country all broken up into little hills and ridges, and beset with scraggy shaws, wherein were but few men and fewer dwellings, and the men either hunters or herders of neat, well-nigh wild, and this lasted them for three days more; but they knew hereof beforehand, and had made provision therefor at that last cheaping.

But at the end of the three days they came to a place where was a narrow stretch of green mead and a few acres in the wilderness, and a little river ran through all that, and above it on a height, steep and wellnigh sheer on all sides save one, was a castle high and strong, and as they drew nigh thereto Osberne saw a banner thrust out from the highest tower, and the Knight said to him: “Red Lad, whose banner is that?”

“I wot not,” said Osberne.

“Canst thou see the blazon of it?” said Sir Godrick.

“Yea,” said the other; “it hath a White Hart collared and chained with gold and emparked on a green ground.”

“Sooth is that,” said Sir Godrick. “Now look behind thee over thy shoulder.” Even so did Osberne, and saw a banner borne by one of theirs, and the selfsame blazon on it; and now he called to mind that never erst had he seen Sir Godrick’s banner displayed. And he laughed and wondered, and was some little deal abashed, and he said: “Lord, is this Longshaw?” Laughed the Knight in his turn, and said: “What, thou deemest this no very lordly castle for him who hath to withstand barons and portes and kings? Nay lad, look again and tell me if thou seest the Long Shaw; this is called Woodneb, and therein is a captain of mine who hight Edward the Brown, and therein shall we rest a while ere we enter the Wood Masterless. And hence onward to the Long Shaw is a twelve days’ journey if all go well.”

Now when Osberne heard that he was the better content, for in good sooth that desert-hold seemed all too strait to keep within its walls the valiancy of Sir Godrick and his host.

So presently the gates were thrown open, and folk gaily clad and armed came forth to meet their lord and his new men, and before them went Edward the Brown, a short thick man, but very sturdy-looking, his hair cut short to his head; small brown eyes [had he] and short nose, so that he looked somewhat like a bear; but a valiant man he was, and a trusty.

There then they had good entertainment, as men who were at home again, and they abode there seven days [ere] they departed, and had good disport of hunting and hawking; and there was much minstrelsy and tale-telling in the hall a-nights: and there must Osberne tell what stories he knew of the war of Eastcheaping and the matters of the Dale, both the tidings of his own day and of the days of his fathers; and therewith were men well content, for a good tale-teller he was.

No little also he talked with Sir Godrick, and especially on one matter: for his mind dwelt much on those same Skinners whom they had overthrown, and he kept weighing them against those evil aliens with whom he had fought across the Sundering Flood, and who, he deemed full surely, had borne away Elfhild. And on a day he asked Sir Godrick concerning it, and if these two sorts of wretches had aught to do with it; and he told him all the story of that battle, and what like his foemen were in body and array, and of their horses and armour and weapons, and of their shrieks and the gibbering of their Latin.

Then said Sir Godrick: “I will tell thee what meseemeth of thy foemen of that day, that they be of the kindred of these Black Skinners, though of another tribe, so that men call them the Red Skinners, though ye shall know that neither the Red nor the Black call themselves Skinners, which is but a name of terror which the country-folk have fixed on them for their evil deeds. Now further, although the Red Skinners be worse than any man else, they are not so bad as the Black. That is, they are more like men and less like wolves standing upright: to wit, they waste not and destroy not everything forthright, but keep it to make some gain thereof. As for example, they slay not and rip not up all their captives whatsoever they may be, but keep such as they may deem likely to sell to the thrall-cheapers. Now as to thy foes being of this ill folk, I deem it more like the more I think thereof, for not only hast thou given me a true picture of their aspect, but it is mostly the other side of the Sundering Flood which they haunt, though whiles we meet them about the borders of the Wood Masterless nigh unto the Flood. Withal I must tell thee, that though I speak of both the Black and the Red Skinners as of nations or tribes, I say not but they be mingled with runagates of divers folks; for whatever is worst or evillest or cruellest will drift toward them; and I wot not but that these men be worse than they of the blood, having in them more malice and grudging. But this I know for sure, that these are they who set them to work on such a business, and spy for them, and sell them their plunder, as they may well do since they are of aspect like other folk and know their tongues — But what aileth thee, Red Lad, to look so wan and so perturbed of countenance? Hast thou aught on thine heart which you wouldst tell me?”

“That have I,” said Osberne: and so shortly as he might he told his lord the whole tale of his dealings with Elfhild, and how she had vanished away before hand might [touch] hand or face face; and how he deemed that she had been borne off by these same Red Skinners. And when he had done Sir Godrick said: “Poor lad, and this was the cause then that made thee so eager to take service along with me! Well, thou hast done wisely; for first, thou hast got thee a faithful friend; and next, if thou never amendest it nor settest eyes on the maiden again, yet surely the doing of deeds shall ease thy sorrow, till at last it shall be scarce a sorrow to thee, but a tale of the past. And moreover, in coming to my house thou shalt have come to the only place where thou mayst perchance happen on tidings of her; since with these men we have to do, and also at whiles with those who deal with them by way of chaffer. And if we fall in with any of the Red ones, thou shalt make what captives thou wilt, and for the saving of their lives they may tell thee somewhat to further thy search. Hold up thine head then! for surely even now thou art doing all that thou mayst in the matter.”

Herewith must Osberne be content perforce, and in sooth his heart was the lighter that he had told his trouble to so good a friend as was Sir Godrick.






  








Chapter XLIV. They Reach Longshaw and Osberne Gets Him a New Name
 

But the seven days over, they departed on their ways to the house of Longshaw, which well they knew; and they rode first for two days through rough land pretty much as it had been before Woodneb, and they saw all that way but three little houses of hunters or fowlers; and this, they told Osberne, right on from Woodneb was the beginning of the Wood Masterless. Thereafter they came amongst great timber-trees with wood lawns betwixt, and but little underwood, and a goodly piece of the world that seemed unto Osberne. Three days it held so, and then came broken ground, whiles with much tangled thicket and whiles treeless, and this was a two days’ ride; and many were the wild deer therein, so that their cheer was greatly amended. Thereafter was the wood thinner and more plain, and there was a clear road through it; and on the first day of their riding this way they came upon a sort of folk who were sitting on the greensward eating their dinner. They were fifteen all told, all of them with weapons, but Sir Godrick and his came upon them so suddenly that they had no time to rise and flee, so sat still abiding haps. They had a good few of sumpter-horses with them, and it as soon clear to see that, though they were weaponed, they were not men-at-arms, but chapmen. Sir Godrick entreated them courteously, and asked them whence and whither, and prayed them of tidings. They said they were come from the City of the Sundering Flood, and had ridden the Wood instead of taking ship on the river, which was far safer, because they were bound for some of the cheaping towns to which Sir Godrick and his had given the go-by. They said that all was at peace in the City and the Frank thereof, and there was little of strife anywhere anigh. In the end they bade the Knight and his men sit with them and share their feast under the green-wood tree. Sir Godrick yeasaid that with a good will, and they were presently all very merry. Sooth to say, though they made as if they knew him not, and never named his name, they knew him well enough, and were a little afeard of him, and only too well content if he named himself not, for they were of the gilds who were scarce good friends with Longshaw: so that it had been little more than a fair deed of war if he had made them unbuckle and open.

When dinner was over and they were drinking a cup, he called three of the wisest of them apart along with Osberne, and asked them straightway if they knew of any fair maid who had been bought of late by any chapman from the Red Skinners, and he bade Osberne tell closely what like was Elfhild: even so he did, sore abashed the while. But when he was done, the chapmen laid their heads together, and asked one or two others of their company, but could give no tidings of any such.

So therewith they parted, and Sir Godrick and his rode the wood, which was diverse of kind, for six days more; and at last, on a bright sunny afternoon, when after riding a plain not much be-timbered they had made their way through a thick and close wood for some five hours, they came out of the said wood on to a plain of greensward cleft by a fair river, which winded about the foot of a long low ridge where were orchards and gardens a many, and all above them so many buildings and towers and walls of stone, that to Osberne it seemed as if they had before them a very fair town. But even therewith all the company by Sir Godrick’s bidding stayed, and drew up in a line, and the banner of the Hart impaled was displayed; and Sir Godrick spake to Osberne and said: “Lo, Red Lad, my House of Longshaw, and this is the Shaw which we have come through: now how likest thou the house?”

“Well, and exceeding well,” said Osberne; “it is as a town.”

“Yea,” said Sir Godrick; “and therefore if I can but keep it well victualled, and have with me a host big enough of stout men, it shall never be taken.”

Now Osberne looked again, and he saw that midmost of the towers and walls was a very great hall exceeding fair, with lovely pinnacles and spires and windows like to carven ivory, and beside it a church fairer yet; and then before it and lower down the hill and on either side were huge towers, stern and stout, all without fretwork or ornament; and there were many of these and one to help the other, all about the hill, and down by the river-side a baily such as never was a stronger or a wiser. And Sir Godrick said: “See thou, lad, those fair and beauteous buildings were the work of peace, when we sat well beloved on our own lands: it is an hundred of years ago since they were done. Then came the beginning of strife, and needs must we build yonder stark and grim towers and walls in little leisure by the labour of many hands. Now may peace come again, and give us time to cast wreaths and garlands of fretwork round the sternness of the war-walls, or let them abide and crumble in their due time. But little avails to talk of peace as now. Come thou, Red Lad, and join the host of war that dwelleth within those walls even as peaceful craftsmen and chapmen dwell in a good town. Lo thou, they fling abroad the White Hart from the topmost tower: Blow, music, and salute it.”

Then all their horns blew up, and they set forward toward the baily of the castle. And it is said indeed that five thousand men-at-arms, besides the women and other folk that waited on them, dwelt for the most part in the House of Longshaw.

So that even was high feast holden in the great hall of Longshaw, where by Osberne’s deeming all was fairer and daintier within even than without. There was the Red Lad shown to a good place and all honour done to him, and his lord looked to it that the tales of his valiancy should be known, so that all thought well of him.

There was but little doing in those months which followed the home-coming of Sir Godrick, as he was at peace with his neighbours so to say. But he made Osberne captain over a band of good men, and sent him on divers errands wherein was some little peril; and in all of these he did wisely and sped well. Amongst others he went down with ten tens of men through the Wood and right down to a certain haven on the Sundering Flood, with the errand of warding chapmen and others who were bringing many loads of wares for the service of the house. There then he beheld the great water for the first time since he had left the Dale, and wondered at its hugeness and majesty; and the sorrow of his heart stirred within him when he thought how far they two had come from the Bight of the Cloven Knoll, he and the Sundering Flood. But he had no leisure to grieve overmuch, and his grief was but as the pain of a hurt which a man feels even amidst of his deep sleep. Of those chapmen and others he asked much concerning Elfhild; and they could tell him many tales of the Red Skinners and their misdeeds, but nought that seemed to have aught to do with his love. On the way back with the train of goods, which was great and long-spun-out, a band of the waylayers laid an ambushment against it, hearing that the leader of its guard was but a young man new to war. But they were best to have left it alone, for Osberne was well aware of them; and to be short, he so ambushed the ambushers that he had them in the trap, and slew them every one: small harm it was of the death of them. Now this was the first time in his warfare that his men fell on with the name of him in their mouths, and cried, The Red Lad! the Red Lad! Terrible indeed became that cry in no very long time.






  








Chapter XLV. The Red Lad Scatters the Host of the Barons
 

So wore the seasons into winter, and all was tidingless at Longshaw.

Long were it indeed to tell the whole tale of the warfare of the House of Longshaw, even for those years while Osberne abode with Sir Godrick. For the Knight was not only a fearless heart in the field and of all deftness in the handling of weapons, but he was also the wisest of host-leaders of his day and his land, so that with him to lead them an hundred was as good as five hundred, take one time with another. But of all this warfare must only so much be told as is needful to understand the story of Osberne and his friend of the west side of the Sundering Flood.

But first it must be said that Osberne throughout that autumn and winter spared not to question every wight whom he deemed anywise likely to have heard aught of Elfhild; and heavy and grievous became the words of his questioning, and ever his heart sickened before the answer came. But of one man he gat an answer that was not mere naysay, to wit, that months ago (and it must have been when Osberne first met Sir Godrick at Eastcheaping) he and two fellows were journeying on the other side of the Sundering Flood, but much higher up, and they came across a thrall-cheapener who said that he had a choice piece of goods if he could but get a price for it, and thereon showed them a damsel as fair as an image, and she was like to what Osberne had told of her. And then the thrall-cheapener said that he had bought her of the Red Skinners, who had borne her off from a countryside far and far away, but somewhere anigh the Sundering Flood. That man said that they bought her not of the carle, whereas the price was high and it was not much in their way of business.

Now this story was told a little after Yule, and the chapman who told it was going back again presently through the Wood and across the Flood, since the season was mild; and Osberne asked would he take him with him, in case he might hit upon anything in those parts. The chapman was nought loth, as may be deemed, to have such a doughty champion to his fellow farer; so Osberne asked leave of his lord, who would not gainsay him since nought was stirring, but bade him take three good men of his friends with him. So they went, and crossed the Flood a few days before Candlemass; and when they were on the other side they fell to asking questions at the houses of religion and of the chapmen whom they met there. Also they gat them into castles and great houses where many servants are wont to be, and not a few bought at a price; and there they used both tongue and eyes. Thus fared they a twenty days’ journey up the water, keeping ever somewhat nigh; but woe worth, if they gat them no great scathe (though they had some rough passages forsooth, which time suffereth us not to tell of), yet also they gat no good, and were no nearer to hearing a true word of Elfhild than ever.

So back comes Osberne, cast down and somewhat moody, but straightway finds tidings that drive all other things out of his head for a while. It was a little after Marymass that he comes home to Longshaw, and hears tell how war, and big war, has arisen. For the Barons who lay mostly to the east and north of Longshaw (though some help they had from the west and the south) both hated Sir Godrick sorely because he withheld them from the worst deeds of tyranny, and also, though they owed not service to the King of the Great City or the Porte thereof, yet were they somewhat under their power; at least each one of them was. These then had met together and made a great league, and had sworn the undoing of Sir Godrick and the House of Longshaw for ever. And all the world knew that they were but the catspaw of the King and the City and the tyrannous Porte, though neither of them would let themselves be seen therein.

Now Godrick sends for Osberne, and talks long with him, and the end of that talk is that he sends him on the errand to go seek the hosting of them of the Barons’ League who dwelt furthest north, and to fall on them as fast and fierce as he may, so as to break up the said hosting, so that he may not have these men on his flank when he marches against the main host, which he will do with all speed. All of which he deems may be done, because he wotteth that the Barons deem of him that he will abide their coming to Longshaw, and that when they have shut him up there, they shall then have the open help of all the strength of the King and the Porte.

Now Osberne heard and understood all, and the men are all ready for him, a thousand and three hundred by tale; so he makes no delay and leads them by ways unkenned so diligently that he breaks forth on them before they be duly ordered, though they be all out in the fields drawing together. Shortly to say it, his thirteen hundred men are more by a great deal than their six thousand, and they scatter them to the winds so that they can never come together again, and all their munitions of war and matters for feeding and wending are destroyed. Then turns the Red Lad and wendeth, not back again to Longshaw, but thither whereas he wots the great battle shall be, and on the very eve thereof he rideth into Sir Godrick’s camp; and such an outcry of joy there was when he bears in the taken banners and such spoil as was not over-heavy to ride with, as that no man there was of Sir Godrick’s but he knew full surely that the victory would be theirs on the morrow. As for Osberne, all men praised him, and the good Knight embraced him before all the host and the leaders thereof, and said, “Here is one shall lead you when I am slain.”

Even so it went. Of a sooth stiff was the stour, for the Barons and theirs were hardy men and of great prowess, and were three to Sir Godrick’s one. But they knew that they should not have the help they looked for, for they had seen, ere the battle was joined, those taken banners, and the others had mocked them and bade them come across to serve under such and such a banner. So it was not long ere a many of them fell a-thinking: What do we to perish here, when at our backs are those so mighty castles and strengths of ours? Let us draw away little by little and get behind our walls, and there gather force again little by little. But soon they found that they would have no such leave to depart but as broken men fleeing at all adventure, for their foemen had entered too far in to them, and had cleft their array in many places. And their banners where thrown down and their captains unheeded, and at last there was no face of them against the foe; nought but heaps of huddled men, who knew not where to turn or whom to smite at: and the overthrow might be no greater, for at noon-tide there was no host left that at matins had been as great and goodly an host as ever was seen in those parts.

And now was the purpose of the King and the Porte broken, and they must sit still and do nothing; nay, have got to be well content if the Small Crafts take not the occasion to rise against them. But to say sooth these knew their own opportunity and took it, as ye shall find hereafter.

That great battle was fully foughten on the first of May, and ere a half month was fully worn the Barons’ League sent a herald to Longshaw praying for peace; but Sir Godrick straightway sent back answer that he would grant the Barons peace when they had delivered up all their strengths into his hands, then and not before. Such answer the herald bore back. But their proud stomachs had not yet come down so far, and they but sent back their defiance renewed: for they though that, though there were not strong enough to meet Longshaw in the field, yet they might hold their strengths in despite of it, and so dally out the time until the King and the Porte were strong enough to come to their help. Now was this put to the test; for straightway, when Sir Godrick had their answer, he rose up and led a host against the castle of the greatest of these Barons, and took it in ten days, after much loss of his men. Then went he against the next greatest and took that, with less pain. And meanwhile the Red Lad to the north, and another captain to the south, had the business of riding here and there and making nought of any gathering if they heard of the beginnings thereof. And this they did, with much labour and no little battle; but thoroughly they did it, so as Sir Godrick might carry on his sieges of the strongholds without let or hindrance, so that before the winter came he had all he wanted, and most of the Barons captive at Longshaw. As to the strongholds, into some he put his own men, and some he threw down.

So noble Yule they kept at Longshaw that year, with all those great men feasting at the table. But a day or two after Yule came a herald riding through the snow (for that season was hard), on behalf of the Barons’ League, what was left of it, craving for peace, and Sir Godrick said that peace they might have if they would, or not as they would, but the terms were that he should keep what he had got, but ransom his captives duly; or else they might dwell at Longshaw all their lives long if they would. Now there was no help for it but such terms they must take, and be glad that it was no worse.

So peace was made, and all was quiet till after Marymass. Osberne had somewhat of a mind to get him into the Wood, and seek through the strengths and other houses that were scattered about in the Wood itself, and the edge thereof toward the Sundering Flood; but partly he was sick at heart of for ever asking questions to which came evermore but one answer, and partly there was very much work come to his hand that he might scarce turn over to another, of visiting the captured strongholds, and seeing to the men-at-arms therein and their captains, and suchlike matters; for now he was closer to the rede and mind of Sir Godrick than any other.






  








Chapter XLVI. Osberne Enters the City of the Sundering Flood
 

So, as aforesaid, the time wore till Marymass was over, and then came fresh tidings, to wit that the men of the Small Crafts and the lesser commons were risen against the Porte and the King, and had gotten to them the North Gate of the City, and were holding it against their foemen, together with that quarter of the city which lay round about it. The news hereof was sure, for it was brought to Longshaw one night by three of the weavers who had ridden on the spur to tell it to Sir Godrick, and these three men he knew well, and that they were trusty.

Now so it was both that it had not been easy at any time that war should find Longshaw not duly prepared, and also that at this time there was no tidings which Sir Godrick looked for more that this. Speedy therefore was his rede. For he gave into Osberne’s hands fifteen hundreds of his best men, and bade him ride to the City and the North Gate and see what the fields without the City looked like; and the very next morning the Red Lad and his rode out of Longshaw, having with them two of the said weaver-carles, but the third abode with Sir Godrick.

Now so good were the Red Lad’s wayleaders and knew all the passages and roads so inly, and so diligent was the Red Lad himself and his men so good and trusty, that by the second day about sunset he was but five miles from the North Gate, and he and his covered by some scattering woodland that lay thereabout.

Straightway Osberne sends a half score of spies to get them to the City and see what was toward, and come back, they that were not slain, and tell him thereof. Straightway they went, and had such hap that all they came back unscathed, and this was their story: That the men of the Small Crafts were not by seeming hard pressed, for still their banners hung out of the North Gate and the wall and towers thereabout; but that both within the City had been bitter battle against them all day long, and also a host of men of their foes had come out from the East Gate, and were now lying round the North Gate in no very good order, because they looked for no peril save from them within the North Gate, and deemed that as for them they had enough on their hands to keep them within their walls, and least of all things did they look for any onfall from without.

Thereon the Red Lad called to him his captains and hostleaders and asked them of rede, and to be short therewith. Some said one thing, some another, as to send back news hereof to Sir Godrick, or to array them in the best wise to fall on these men on the morrow. Nay, some were for hanging about till they should have news of Sir Godrick.

But when they were done, spake the Red Lad: “Sirs, many of these things are good to be done, and some not; for sure am I that we be not sent hither to do nothing. But now if ye will, hearken my rede: it is now well-nigh dark, and in two hours or somewhat more it will be pit-mirk, and these men outside the walls will be going to their rest with no watch and ward set outward toward the upland. Wherefore I say, let us leave our horses here and do off so much of our armour as we may go afoot lightly; for if we win we shall soon get other horses and gear, and if we lose, we shall need them not. But meseemeth if we do deftly and swiftly, all these men we shall have at our will.”

Now they all saw that it would do; so there was no more said, but they fell to arraying their men on foot, and in an hour they were on the way; and going wisely and with little noise, in two hours thence they were amidst the foe and doing their will upon them; and when they were well entered in amongst them and had slain many, they fell to the blowing of horns and crying out, The Red Lad! the Red Lad! Longshaw for the Small Crafts! Then both there was no aid to come to the men of the Porte, whereas they were far away from the East Gate, and also they of the North Gate heard the horns and the cries, and guessed what was toward; so they issued out with torches and cressets and fell upon the foe crying their cries, and so it befel that none of that host of the Porte escaped save they who might make the night their cloak. Then was the gate thrown open, and the Red Lad and his entered, and ye may think whether the townsmen were joyous and made much of them. But when the tale of his men was told, Osberne found that but three of his were missing. And so soon as it was light, he sent back a band of his men to bring on their horses and armour. Thuswise first came Osberne to the City of the Sundering Flood.






  








Chapter XLVII. The Battle in the Square
 

On the morrow’s morn, the leaders of the town met Osberne and his captains in council, and their rede was that they should do warily and not throw the helve after the hatchet. This they deemed best, that they should now, while they might, make strong with mound and wall their quarter of the town, since, until Sir Godrick was come to them, they might even now look to it to have much might against them. This reded the Red Lad nowise gainsaid, knowing well how valiant and stout these men would be behind walls; but he said: “Yet, my masters, the more leisure you have for this spade and mattock work, the better it shall be for you and the work. Wherefore my rede is that some of your chosen men go with the best of mine, and that we issue out of our quarter and fall upon the others, and make a good space clear of foes of the streets and carfaxes that march unto your quarter, which forsooth shall serve you as an outwork to your castle until Sir Godrick comes with a great host and fills up all that and more. And, sooth to say, now at once is the best time to do this, while the foe is all astonied at what befel last night.”

That seemed good to one and all; so when they had eaten and were duly arrayed they issued forth into the streets, and at first indeed wended those that were truly of their quarter, only on the day before they deemed them not big enough to hold all that; but now it was their mind to bring it within their defences. So the Red Lad and his rode on warily, taking heed that they should not be cut off by any at their backs. So at last they came unto a great carfax with a wide square round about it. There they drew up their folk in a long line with a wide face to the foe, well furnished of bows and other shot-weapons; for the townsmen were archers exceeding good.

There was nought in the square or on the carfax at first but themselves; but after a little there entered by the east way and the west a rout of archers, and fell to shooting at Osberne’s, and they back again. The archers of the Porte did not dare to show much face to the Red Lad, but were gathered together in plumps at each incoming into the square. Said the Red Lad to himself: Let us make an end of this folly. And he bade his men leave shooting, and then gave the word, and they rode at the carles right and left with spear and sword. Straightway the archers ran all they might, yet not so fast but that the Red Lad and his captains got amidst them ere they could take to the narrow byways, so that a many were slain. And this was a matter of but ten minutes. But when the horsemen had been along with the bowmen a little while, they heard great horns blowing from the south, and therewith great noise of horse, and presently a great rout of men-at-arms in the best of armour began to come in by the southern road, and the Red Lad’s men were all agog to fall on them straightway, but he made them forbear till they had filled the square over-full. They were not long about it, but meanwhile the townsmen shot all they might; and so nigh they were that, despite their armour, not a few fell, both of men and horses; yet did they fall not on till the square was full of them, so that it looked far bigger than might have been deemed. Then they thrust on, but so close that they might scarce handle their arms, and the Red Lad and his cried their cry, The Red Lad for Longshaw! and rushed forward, smiting and thrusting, till the front of the foemen began to try to turn about if they might; but scarce they could, though if they might not flee they might not fall. And they behind strove to get forward to smite, for they said they were many more than the others; but they could get but little done, for their forward men who had been overthrown were hindering them. Now also the carles of the town laid aside their bows and entered among them with short swords and axes, and hewed and slew and took none to mercy, and it seemed hard to know how that would end, save by all those men-at-arms falling in the place.

Now, as ye may deem, Osberne was more thrust forward than any other, and somewhat of a space he had cleared before him, and his yellow hair came down from under his basnet, and his long red surcoat streamed all rent and tattered in the wind, and Boardcleaver was bare and bloody in his fist, and his face was stern but not exceeding fierce; for he would the slaughter of the day were over. Now he hove up Boardcleaver, and before him was a tall man in gilded armour and a gay yellow surcoat of silk, and his armour was little rent and his sword unscathed in his hand; a stark man he was of aspect, but terror was come into his soul because of the slaughter of the press and that there was no escape therefrom. So when he saw Boardcleaver arising he cried out, “O Red Lad, Red Lad, O thou seeker, let me live, that I may tell thee what thou wouldst give many lives to know!”

Then Osberne restrained Boardcleaver and let him fall to his wrist, and stretched out his hand to the gilded man. But even therewith his hand was thrust aside, for many a man there was mad and drunk with the slaying: and a short, dark, long-armed man of the weavers’ craft, armed with nought else save a heavy short-sword cutting on the inner edge, drew him on to the gilded man’s horse, and brought his sword back-handed across his face and neck, and fell with him as he fell, and mangled him that he was more than dead, and then got up again amidst the horses and fell to work again. Then Osberne, when he saw the tale was done, groaned aloud; but none heeded him, for it was to them but as a cry of the wounded. Then he uphove Boardcleaver again and cried out shrilly: “The Red Lad, the Red Lad for Longshaw and the Crafts! On, on at them!” And that all heard, both his and theirs. And now they of the foemen began to cease pressing forward, and many fled without a stroke stricken, till there was somewhat more room for the rest to flee, but little leave, for even so was more room for the pursuers, and soon was the square clear of all but dead and sore hurt; and the chase endured all up and along the carfax, and mad-fierce it was, and that mostly at the hands of the townsmen, who deemed that they had much to pay back to the men of the King and the Porte.

Now after this Osberne and his drew not back from the carfax, but by the rede of him the townsmen made trenches and walls to strengthen them right up to the said carfax. And for three days the King’s men durst not fall upon them there, save that they tried a little arrow-shot from afar, but did not much hurt thereby.

But the next day thereafter comes Sir Godrick with his host to the help of the townsmen, and rides into the North Gate amidst the joy of all men. And the next day they push on to their outworks and fall on. Three days of battle they have thereafter, wherein Sir Godrick will not suffer the Red Lad to deal: “For,” saith he, “it is thou that hath won, and now we have little to do, but as it were the woodwright’s and the carpenter’s work. Wherefore now I bid thee to rest.” Laughed Osberne, and tarried in the North quarter, while Sir Godrick and his with all deliberation set to work on clearing the quarters on that side of the river; and they were four days about the business albeit the men of the Porte and the King were scarce so stubborn and enduring as they looked to find them.

But Osberne did all he might to keep good order and good heart amongst his men, and they made their strongholds strong to the letter, and looked to it that all their forward places should be ready for battle at a moment’s notice.






  








Chapter XLVIII. Sir Godrick Is Chosen Burgreve of the City
 

But on the third of those four days came a man to Osberne early in the morning, and told him that the foe were holding the East Gate somewhat heedlessly, and that they had lost many in those last battles. Wherefore Osberne looked to it, and gat three hundreds of picked men, and passing through byways of the streets came to the townward end of the said gate but a little after sunrise, and without more ado made at the doors of the gate, which were but half shut. There they drave the few guards in, and followed on them pell-mell; and to make a long story short, they presently won the gate utterly with but little loss, and all those inside, who were scarce three hundreds, slain or taken. Now you may judge if this were good news for Sir Godrick, when with mickle labour and not a little loss he had won the town on the east side of the Sundering Flood.

But now, when they had won so much, they had yet to carry the war into the west side of the Flood, where was forsooth the chief strength of the King and the Porte. For there was the King’s palace and the great gildhall, both whereof were buildings defensible, and moreover they had full command of all the haven and the ships therein, for they had all the quays and landing-places and warehouses; so that both the sea and the river was under their wielding. Two bridges, made of great barges linked together, crossed the Flood, one near to the haven, the other a good way higher up; nor had the King and his thought it good to break either of them down. Both had fair and great castles to guard them at either side.

So now when Sir Godrick and the Council of the Lesser Crafts had met in divers motes with Osberne and other captains of the Longshaw host, it yet seemed a great matter that they had to deal with; and that if they had won many victories, they had yet to win the great one. And all men saw what would have befallen if the Barons’ League had not been so utterly broken up the year before. But now the greatest gain which Sir Godrick and the Lesser Crafts had was that they by no means lacked men, and those of the best; and though they were shut out from chaffer with the merchants of the City, yet whereas the whole countryside was open to them because of the riders of Longshaw, they were not like to fall short of victuals. Though true it is that the King’s men set swift keels on the Sundering Flood stuffed of men-at-arms, and these would land on the eastern bank so far as a twenty or thirty miles up, and plunder and ravage the country-folk, or whiles would come upon trains of victuals and suchlike wending towards the eastern city; and many fierce deeds they did, which made them no better beloved, so that men got to saying that the King’s men were but little better than the very Skinners themselves. Moreover, it is not to be said but that often these reivers and lifters were met by the riders of Longshaw or the weaponed men of the country-side, and put to the worse by them, and such as were taken at these times had nought for it save the noose on the tree.

Thus then these two hosts looked across the Sundering Flood on each other; and surely, unless the Craftsmen had been valiant and stubborn beyond most, they had lost heart, whereas war was not their mystery. Skirmishes there were a many. Whiles Sir Godrick would gather such boats and barges as they had, and thrust over into the haven, and lay hold of some good ship and strive to have her over to their side. Whiles they might do nought therein, and whiles they prevailed; but even then the King’s men contrived to set fire aboard the craft and spoil their play. Again, from time to time the King’s men would set certain ships and barges across the Flood, and strive to land and skirmish on the east side. But herein they but seldom gained aught, but they in turn would have their ships burned and their men slain or taken. Thus then it went on, and now one now the other came to their above; but neither might make an end of it.

At last, on a day when September was well worn, the King’s folk came to the midmost of the upper bridge with a white shield held aloft and a herald, and craved safe conduct for three of theirs, an old knight to wit, and two aldermen of the Porte; this was granted, and they came all to the North Gate, and the council-chamber of the Lesser Crafts therein. There they set forth their errand, which was in short that they would have peace if it might be had on such terms as were better than war and destruction. The men of the Small Crafts took their errand well, and asked them how long they might tarry, so that they might bear back conditions of peace. The messengers said that they were not looked for back that day, and the others said that by the next day at noon they would be all ready to send three of theirs back across the water with the terms of peace. Then were the messengers handed over to the guest-masters and made much of, and the masters of the Crafts fell to close council with Sir Godrick and his captains.

Now whatever other terms they bade need not be told, but the heart of the matter was this: First that so many of the masters of the Small Crafts should sit on the Great Council of the City, and that enough of them to make them of due weight in the Council. This they doubted not to gain since the war had gone with them. But the other was a harder matter, to wit, that a Burgreve should be appointed to govern the City, and that he should be of might to hold a good guard, and eke it at his will and the will of the Great Council; the said Burgreve to be chosen by all the Gilds of Craft, voting one with another, and not by the Great Council; which, as things went, would give the naming of him into the hands of the Lesser Crafts, who were more than the great ones, though far less rich and mighty. This indeed seemed like to be hard to swallow, whereas it was much like putting the King out of his place. Yet some said that belike by this time the Porte was grown mightier than the King, and if they would have it so, then would he have to give way. Herein they were doubtless right; but another thing had happened of which they knew nought, which was driving the King and Porte both toward peace, to wit that a king from over-sea had sent heralds defying the King, and that his host was to be looked for in no long while, and the King and the Porte both knew that they might make no head against him, so divided as they of the City then were. Wherefore when on the next day the three King’s men bore back the terms of peace, they tarried by a little while, and came back in two hours with safe conduct for as many as Sir Godrick and the Small Crafts would send. Whereon Sir Godrick and two of the Crafts were chosen, and went back across the water straightway, and without any tarrying fell to council with the King and the Porte. There they soon found what had befallen, and that their matter was like to be carried through with a wet finger, for the others were in hot haste both to make peace and to get the swords of Longshaw on their side against the Outland men. Nor did they gainsay any one condition on which the Small Crafts had put forward, but added only this one thing, that the host of Longshaw should join with them in defending the City against the Outland men. Hereto Sir Godrick accorded well, for he had no mind that all his battle for the Small Crafts of the City should have been of no avail, as it would be if Outlanders were to conquer the city and play the tyrant there.

The very next day then was peace signed and sealed on the terms abovesaid. And three days thereafter the Porte and the Crafts went about the choosing of the Burgreve. As none doubted it would be, Sir Godrick was chosen, and, which had scarce been looked for, none else was named; both big crafts and little would have none but he.






  








Chapter XLIX. Of the City King and the Outland King
 

Now then was great feast and glee in the City of the Sundering Flood. The gates were thrown open, the bridges made free, the country-folk flocked in, and the markets were thronged and gay; neighbour held merry converse with neighbour, and there was marrying and giving in marriage. Of the Outland foes none thought, save it were the King and one or two of his councillors; for all men trusted in Sir Godrick that he would look to the safe-guarding of the city. But as for Sir Godrick, like a wise man of war he set to work looking to all points of defence, both the castles of the town and especially the ships in the haven, that they were as defensible as might be.

And after all the Outland king came not at all that year, whereas he had fallen sick when he was just at point to take ship with his host; so that all was put off till the next spring, and there was time and to spare for Sir Godrick to do all he would strengthening the defences of the city. But none the more for that was he sluggish, but did so much that he made the City of the Sundering Flood exceeding strong, so that it might scarce be stronger; and all things flourished there: old foes became new friends, and all men were well content, save it were the King and his faitours, who rued it now that they had sold themselves so cheap.

Amidst all this, Osberne was somewhat more at Longshaw and the borders of the Wood Masterless than in the city. Of numberless folk did he ask his old questions, and gat ever the same answer, that they knew nought of it; and indeed now it was less and less like that they should know aught as time wore. So that at last he began to get ungleeful at whiles, and few-spoken with men.

Came the spring, and therewith the mighty Outland conqueror; but the shortest tale to tell of him is, that there he conquered nothing, but was held aloof at all points, save here and there he was suffered to break through to his great scathe. But his host was so big, that he hung about till the autumn. He gat but one gain, such as it was, that ere he brake up his host the King of the City fled to him and became his friend. And they two took rede together as to what they should do the next year to fall upon the land which was his, as he said.

Meantime, his back being turned upon his once subjects, many men began to think belike they might do without him once and for all, when they cast up the use he had been to them in times past. And this imagination grew, until at last a great Mote was called, and there it was put forward, that since the City had a Porte and a Great Council, and a Burgreve under these, the office of King was little needed there. So first with one accord they escheated their runaway, who they well knew would henceforth be their foe, and gave out that all they who had held of him should now hold of the Porte; and next, with little gainsaying, they did away with the office of King altogether, and most men felt the lighter-hearted therefor. And the City throve as well as ever it had done. So wore that year to an ending.

The next year the two Kings did in very sooth bring a great host against that folk; but fell not on the city itself, but gat a-land some twenty miles to the east thereof; and this they did easily, because Sir Godrick, with the rede of the Great Council, let them do so much, whereas he deemed it were well if he might be done with them once and for all. So he gat the very pick of his folk together, of whom was the Red Lad in high place, much dreaded of all his foemen.

Then Sir Godrick by his wisdom chose time and place for the battle, whereas the others must fight when and where he would. Such an overthrow they gat, that they might not draw to a head again. The old City King, fighting desperately, was slain by the Red Lad in the beginning of the rout; but the other King escaped by sharp spurring and the care and valour of his best knights, who rode about him in a plump. He stayed not till he came to his ships, where he gat aboard and sailed away to his own land, whence he came back again never to trouble the City of the Sundering Flood.






  








Chapter L. The Red Lad Speaks Privily with Sir Godrick
 

This befel in April, and toward the latter days of it Osberne came before Sir Godrick and would talk with him apart, and Sir Godrick received him with all kindness, and spake to him privily, and asked him what he would. Said Osberne: “Lord and dear friend, thou art now become a mighty lord far greater than most kings. So busy have our two lives been with deeds that might not be set aside, that now for a long time we two have had but little converse together, such as friends desire. Yet nevertheless through it all I have felt thy love unto me, as mine unto thee, wherefore this word that I must say irks me sorely, to wit that now at last we must presently part.”

Said Sir Godrick: “If I am become a mighty ruler, thou hast become a warrior such that I well think the worlds holds none other so mighty; and true it is that I love thee no worse for all the hard and troublous days. And hard and troublous have they been forsooth; so that oft have I bethought me of that old man the king of the kine, and his welcome and his bidding, in the wide green valley by the river whereby we passed when we were wending to Longshaw that first time, though well I wot that earth has no such refuge for me. I say thou art great, and I love thee; wherefore thou hast a right to make thy choice, and least of all would I balk thee in thy desire. Belike we may meet again. Now wilt thou tell me what thou wilt do?” Said Osberne: “With a good will. For this is true, lord, that having been now five years amongst all sorts of folk, and some of them being such as might tell me some tidings of what I seek, I have had no tidings, and now needs must I say that lost is lost. But first, before I give all up, I will go to Longshaw and abide there, and hang about the Wood for one month, to give me one last chance; and then if nought befal, I shall ride straight to my folk in the Dale beside the Sundering Flood, and there shall I live and die in such content as I may. And I do thee to wit, my friend, that the picture of the grey bents and the long houses, and the sheep and beasts going to and fro, and the few folk of the stead, and the hall within its shining black timbers, all this comes before me and softens my heart. For hast thou not noted how bitter and surly I have grown in these latter days?”

“I have seen thee sad,” said Sir Godrick.

“Nay,” said Osberne, “it is worse than that; but let it be. Well now I shall tell thee another thing that hath got hold of me, and thou wilt think it wild folly belike. But this it is: When I am in my own Dale again, then the first morning when I arise I shall hie me straight to that old trysting-place, and look across the Sundering Flood; and then it may be that a miracle of God will betide, and that I shall see my maiden there in her old place, and then shall we be no more utterly disunited, as though each for each we were neither of us in the world.”

Said Sir Godrick: “This is a hope of no great things, nor is it like to come about. Were it well for this to leave thy fellows and thy friends and all the fame of thine that shall be?”

Osberne laughed. “Ah yes,” he said, “some deal I know it now, that fame; when we draw together before the foemen, and our men cry out, ‘The Red Lad! the Red Lad!’ in no faltering voice, and even therewith the foeman’s ranks quaver, as the trees of the wood when the wind comes up from the ground amongst them; and then I ride forward with Boardcleaver in my fist, and the arrows fly away about me for fear, and the array opens before me, and we plunge in and find nought there, and the rout goes down the green meadows. Yea, so it is, and many deem it fair. But then comes the quiet of the night, and my comrades are as though they were dead, and my praisers are voiceless, and I am alone; and then meseems it is I that have been overthrown and thwarted, and not thine enemies and mine, my friend. Nay, let me go back to my folk, and the land that I know and that endures before me when others have faded out. There will I abide whatso may come to me.” Then he said: “Moreover there is this last month at Longshaw; who knows what may there betide? I shall keep my eyes and ears open I promise thee.”

“Ah!” said Sir Godrick, “but beware, Red Lad, beware! Thou knowest how much hatred thou hast drawn upon thee for thy dealings with the rascaile of the Wood. Be sure that traps will be laid for thee, and look to it that thou walk not into one! And now I will say to thee farewell! It may be many a long day ere I see thy face again; and yet methinks I shall. And now I tell thee, that hitherto I have had more than enough gain out of thee, and scarce enough of joy. Maybe in days to come it shall be otherwise.”

So they kissed and departed each from each. And Osberne made no farewells to anyone else, and said that he was for Longshaw, and should abide there a month or so. And thus he rode his ways.






  








Chapter LI. Osberne is Beguiled by Felons
 

Now he took up his abode there; and presently he took to going day after day along a certain path, which was just well within the borders of the Wood. And there he would walk well-nigh all day, sometimes going further, sometimes stopping short and going to and fro, and this became known to all men, and such times he was unarmed, save that he was girt with Boardcleaver under his gown.

Now on the thirteenth day of his sojourn he walked this path, and had gone somewhat further than usual, and was beginning to think of turning back, when there came a man toward him from the Wood and hailed him, and he took his greeting. The man was clad in black, and had a buckler at his back and sword and dagger by his side, a white sallet on his head: a long-nosed, dark-haired man, beardless and thin-lipped, whose eyes came somewhat too near to each other each side of his head. He looked as if he might be some chapman’s servant.

Osberne looked for him to pass by him, and stood a little aside; but the man stopped and said: “O famous warrior, might a carle of no worth speak with thee a few words this noon?”

“Why not?” said Osberne, smiling, for never might he bring himself to the fashion of great men to be rough and short with common folk. Said the newcomer: “Thou art far from the host today, and hast no angry look on thee, wherefore I shall risk thy wrath by saying that thou lookest somewhat less than gleeful, great warrior.” Said Osberne: “I have a trouble on me, and I have been forced to let many men know thereof.”

“Wilt thou tell me thereof?” said the newcomer; “maybe I shall be the last to whom thou shalt tell it.”

Osberne looked on him a while doubtfully and anxiously; at last he said: “This it is. Five years ago a maiden was stolen from me, and I have sought her since in many places, and have heard no word concerning her of any avail.” Said the carle: “Dost thou remember the battle in the square by the carfax of the great City, and how there was a man before thy mighty hand who cried out to spare his life, for that he could tell thee of the said maiden; and thereon thou wert about to give him peace, but ere thou couldest take him to thy mercy he was slain by one of the carle-weavers?”

“Yea,” said Osberne, “I remember it.”

“Now,” said the carle, “I shall make no mystery of it, but shall tell thee at once that that same man was the brother of the master whom now I serve. And I have an errand from him unto thee, and he saith that what his brother knew, he knows, and somewhat more; and thy maiden is yet alive, and that he can tell thee how to find her surely if thou wilt. And he is not far hence.”

Osberne looked somewhat wildly, and he caught the carle by the hand and cried out: “Good fellow, bring me to him at once and I will well reward thee.” “Nay,” said the carle, “but there comes something before that; my master is a chapman, and liveth by selling, not by giving; and he will take of thee two hundred nobles before thou hast his tale. Thou and I may call that weregild for the slaying of his brother.” “Yea,” said Osberne, “but I carry not two hundred nobles in my pouch.”

“Well then,” said the carle, “I will be here tomorrow or the day after if thou wilt.” “O nay, nay,” said Osberne, “but abide thou here, and I will go up to the castle and fetch the gold.” “So be it,” said the carle; and he sat him down by the way-side, and pulled out victuals and wine from his scrip and fell to dining.

But Osberne put forth all his swiftness of foot, and was speedily in his lodging, and came to his treasury and took forth the gold and set it in a bag, and hastened back again, and found the carle where he had left him. “Thou art swift-foot indeed,” said the carle, “but belike thou shalt not often again run so fast as thou hast e’en now. But thou art breathed; wilt thou not sit down a while till thou come round?” “No,” said Osberne shortly, “I will on at once.” “Well then,” said the carle with a grin, “suffer me to carry thy bag.” “Take it,” said Osberne, and reached it out to him. The carle handled the bag and said: “Plump are the nobles, lord, if there be but two hundred herein.” “There is more in it,” said Osberne, “for there is the gift for thee. But lead thou on straightway.” So the carle led on, and they went by divers woodland paths for some two hours, and then they heard the sound of a little water falling. Quoth the carle: “It is down in this ghyll that my master promised to abide me.” And therewith he began to go down the side of a ghyll well bushed and treed, and somewhat steep, and Osberne followed him. When they got to the bottom there was a fair space of flat greensward underneath a little force of the water; but no man awaited them.

“Where is thy master, good fellow?” said Osberne. “He will scarce be far,” said the carle; “I will call him.” And therewith he set two fingers to his mouth and whistled shrilly.

Now Osberne was all beswinked with his run to and fro the castle and his two hours’ walk thereafter, and he was sore athirst, so he went down on his knees to drink of the clear little pool beneath the force. And now, what with the failing day and the tall trees well-nigh meeting overhead, it was dusk in the ghyll; and moreover as Osberne drank (and he was in no hurry about it) with his face to the force and his back to the length of the ghyll, the tinkling and splashing of the force deafened his ears to any sound but a somewhat big one. So he drank and thought no evil; but of a sudden he felt a sharp pain in his left side, and ere he could say that he knew he had been smitten, another and another, and he rolled over on the greensward and lay still, and there stood above him three men, the carle-messenger to wit and another of like sort, and a third clad in white armour.

“The end of the Red Lad!” quoth the messenger. “Nay,” said the other carle, “draw thy sword and smite the head from him, lord; make sure of him.” The knight half-drew his sword from the scabbard; but then stayed his hand and said in a quavering voice: “Nay, nay! let us begone. Dost thou not see? There is one sitting by him!” “It is a bush in the dusk,” said the other; “give me thy sword.” But the knight for all answer ran swiftly down the ghyll, and they two that were left shrank and trembled, for there verily sat one by the wounded man in a scarlet kirtle, as they deemed, and a bright steel basnet. So they ran also after their master, and all three fell to climbing the side of the ghyll.

Now about a mile thence was a certain hermitage in a clearing of the wood, and when the night was growing dark the door was smitten on, and when the hermit opened, there was before him a tall noble-looking man in scarlet kirtle and bright steel basnet, bearing in his arms another man dead or grievously hurt. And the tall man said: “Canst thou leechdom?”

“Yea,” said the hermit, “therein have I been well learned.”

“See here then, here is a man grievously hurt, but he is not dead. Now I have done all I might for him, for by my craft have I staunched his blood; but I wot that he needeth long leechdom to be made whole. Now I may not come under thy roof, so take him of me, and lay him on thy bed and look to him, and do thy best: for if thou heal him thou shalt thrive, and if thou heal him not thou shalt dwindle.” “Fair sir,” said the hermit, “I need neither promise nor threat, for God’s love and Allhallows’ I will heal him if it may be.”

So he took Osberne from Steelhead’s arms, and being a stark and big man got him on to the bed and did off his raiment. Then he searched his grievous hurts according to leechcraft, and presently looked up from the wounded man and said: “Since this man is not yet dead, I deem not his hurts deadly, and I think to heal him with the help of the Holy Saints.” Said Steelhead: “Thou hast in thy mouth, my friend, a deal of holiness that I know nought of. But I thank thee, and if thou heal my friend verily I will call thee Holy. Now shall I depart, but tomorrow forenoon I shall come her again and learn tidings of him.”

“Go in peace, and God and Allhallows keep thee,” said the hermit.

“Well, well,” said Steelhead, “we will not contend about it, but I look to it to keep myself.” And therewith he strode off into the night.

Then lay Osberne between life and death a long while; but after a time he began to mend, and came to his right mind, and remembered the felon-strokes in the ghyll; but of Steelhead’s being there he knew nothing, for Steelhead had charged the hermit to say no word of it to Osberne. The hermit was a good and kind man and a well-learned leech, and after a while Osberne began to mend speedily. And he would have amended speedier, but he was sick at heart that his sudden hope had so failed him, and said within himself that now all hope was gone. Albeit the Dale and Wethermel drew him to them without ceasing.






  








Chapter LII. The Meeting of Osberne and Elfhild
 

At last, when it was some six weeks from the time of that felony, and Osberne was on his legs again, and had gone to and fro in the wood nigh to the hermit’s cell, now he began to think he must get him home to the House of Longshaw, and thence away to the Dale with a trusty guide; and the hermit would not say him nay, whereas his strength was but just come back to him.

On a time he went abroad from the cell, and was girt to Boardcleaver lest he should come across aught ill; he went somewhat further than he had been wont, till the day was beginning to draw toward sunset. It was now the latter end of May, and the leafy boughs were at their fairest; the sky was bright and blue, and the birds were singing in heavenly choir, and he scarce thought it good to go back speedily to the dark cell. So he went on a little further and a little further, till he was ware in the glade before him [of one] whom, as she drew nigher to him, he saw to be a seemly dame as for her years, straight and tall; neither was she clad in rags, but in a comely black gown and white coif. Nevertheless, as ‘t is said, Once bit, twice shy, so it was with him, and he was for giving her the go-by. But she would not have it so, and she greeted him and said: “Hail to thee, noble; whence art thou last?” Her voice was clear and good, and now as he looked in her face he deemed he saw no evil in it, but goodwill rather. But he said: “Hail to thee, dame; I am last from a sick-bed, where guile and felony laid me.”

“Well,” said she, “but there is something else than guile and felony in the world, is there not?”

“I know not,” said he shortly.

“I have seen somewhat else, if only once,” she said. “I have seen truth and good-faith and constancy and hope without reward; and five years have worn no whit of that away.”

“Hah,” said he; “was it a man, a warrior? Meseems I know one such, were it not for the hope.”

“Nay,” said she, “it is a woman.”

“And what like is she to look on?” said he. She answered: “If thou wilt come with me, she is no great way hence abiding my home-coming.” Said Osberne: “But what or who is it she is true to? or for whom doth she long, hoping against hope? Is it father, brother, son, sister, or what?” Said the carline: “It is her troth-plight man; and verily I, as well as she, deem that he is worthy of it; or was, when she saw him.”

Osberne laughed, and said: “Good dame, if this be so, what profit were it to me to see her? I am not her troth-plight man, and if it be as thou sayest, I shall be unto her as one of the trees of the wood.” “There will be this profit,” said the carline, “that thou wilt set eyes on one of the fairest creatures that God ever made.” “Small profit therein,” said Osberne, laughing again, “if I set eyes on her beauty and am ensnared thereby; then maybe shall be another tale for this woodland. For belike thou deemest me old, but I am a young man, only I am haggard with the battle between life and death as I lay wounded yonder.” Therewith he pulled aback his hood, and the carline came close up to him and looked him hard in the face, but said nothing. Then he said: “Dame, to be short with thee, I have walked into the trap once, and will not again, if I may help it. Now I know not what thou art; for all I know thou mayst be a bit of bait of my foes, or even a sending from evil things. Nor hast thou said any word why specially I should come with thee.”

She was still standing close to him, and now she laid her hand on his breast and said: “This I say as a last word, and thou must take it how thou wilt. If thou dost not come with me now, thou shalt rue it only once, to wit, all thy life long.”

He looked on her and knit his brows, and said at last: “Well it is little to throw away the end of my life, and there may be some tidings or tracks of tidings to be found. I will go with thee, dame. Only this time,” he muttered, “let there be no coming to life again.”

“Thou art wise,” said the carline; “let us lose no time.” So they set off, and up and down by rough and smooth, till the wood was quite dark, and the stars were overhead when they came to a clearing, and sweet was the peace of the May night. At last they saw before them a glimmer of light, which as they wound about became presently a little window, yellow-litten, and casting its light upon a space of greensward and a little tinkling brook.

So came they to a little cot, seemly enough thatched with reed from the woodland meres. Osberne made up toward the door, but the carline put forth her hand and thrust him back, and said: “Not yet; abide where thou art a minute;” and straightway fell to going withershins round the house. This she did three times, while Osberne gat his anlace bare in his hand.

At last the carline came to him, and spake softly to him in his ear: “All is free now, Dalesman, come thou!” And she took him by the hand and opened the door, and lo, a little hall like many another cot, but clean and sweet and comely. Now Osberne had pulled his hood about his face again, and looked round; for as often happens when one enters a chamber, the child of Adam therein is the last thing one sees. Then he drew back a little, and stood there trembling. For what was in the chamber besides the simple plenishing was a maiden who stood up to receive them; tall she was and slender, clad in a dark blue gown; her hair dark red and plenteous, her eyes grey, her chin round and lovely, her cheeks a little hollow, and in the hollow of them entreaty and all enticement: she stood looking shyly at the newcomer, of whose face she might see but little. The carline seemed to note neither her nor Osberne, but cried out in a cheerful voice: “Now, child, if I be somewhat later than I was looked for, yet I have brought the gift of a guest, seest thou; a good knight who hath of late been brought to death’s door by felon’s deed, but is now grown whole and fight-worthy again. So let us bestir us to get him meat and drink and all that he needeth.”

So they fell to, while Osberne stood where he had first come in; and he scarce knew where he was, but looked down on the floor, as though the Sundering Flood of the Dales rolled betwixt him and the maiden; for indeed when his eyes first fell upon her he knew that it was Elfhild. Now the two women had not been long at dighting the supper ere there came a rough knock on the door, and straightway the latch was lifted and in strode three men-at-arms; two in jack and sallet with bucklers and sword and dagger, the third a knight clad in white armour with a white surcoat. This stirred Osberne out of his dream, and he sat down on a stool nearer in than he had been. The Knight cried out: “Ho, dame, I see thou hast one guest, and now here be three more for thee; we have stabled our horses in thy shed already, so thou hast nought to do save getting us our supper: dispatch I bid thee. And now who is this tall carle sitting there?”

Osberne knew them at once as they came in, that they were the three felons who had smitten him in the ghyll. He answered nought, and kept his hood about his face. “Roger,” quoth the knight, “and thou, Simon, cannot ye get an answer from the lither loon?” Roger lifted up his foot and kicked Osberne roughly, and Simon laid hold of his hood to pull it off him, but found it held tight enough; and Osberne spake in gruff and hollow voice: “I am a living man, ye were best to let me be.”

Then had there been battle at once, but even therewith comes in Elfhild bearing a pewter measure of wine and beakers withal, and the newcomers stood staring at her beauty, silent for a minute. Then the Knight did off his basnet and spake in a loose, licorous voice: “The liquor we hoped for, but not the cup-bearer; and so it is, that I would liefer have the cup-bearer than the cup. Fair maid, will not a kiss go before the pouring out? or never shall I have heart to drink.” And he rose up and went toward the maiden, who stood confused and trembling, and turned pale. But Osberne had risen also, and with a quick turn had thrust between the White Knight and Elfhild, and now stood with his back to her, facing the felons.

“What, cur!” cried the White Knight: “shall we have thee out and flay thy back with our stirrup-leather?” Said Osberne, speaking slowly: “That is the third question too much thou hast asked in the last few minutes. Lo thou!” And he shook his hood from his face, and had Boardcleaver bare in his hand straightway. Then those three set up a quavering cry of, The Red Lad! the Red Lad! and ran bundling out of the cot; but Boardcleaver was swifter than they. One of the serving-men lost his head just outside the threshold; the Knight stumbled at the brook and fell, and never rose again. The messenger strove hard for the thicket, but the moon was up now, and it was but a few strides of the swift runner of the Dale ere Boardcleaver had taken his life.

The two women stood looking toward the open door the while, and the maiden said faintly and in a quavering voice: “Mother what is it? what has befallen? Tell me, what am I to do?” “Hush, my dear,” said the carline, “hush; it is but a minute’s waiting after all these years.” Even therewith came a firm footstep to the door, and Osberne stepped quietly over the threshold, bareheaded now, and went straight to Elfhild; and she looked on him and the scared look went out of her face, and nought but the sweetness of joyful love was there. And he cried out: “O my sweet, where now is the Sundering Flood?” And there they were in each other’s arms, as though the long years had never been.






  








Chapter LIII. Strangers Come to Wethermel
 

Now turns the tale to Wethermel, and tells how that on the morrow of Midsummer, five years to the day since Osberne had bidden them farewell, the folk once more sat without-doors about the porch in the cool of the evening; neither was there any missing of the settled folk of those to whom he had said farewell. For all had thriven there that while. There sat the goodman, more chieftain-like than of old; there sat the goodwife, as kind as ever, and scarce could she be kinder; there sat Bridget, not much aged in the five years; for ever she deemed it a certain thing that her nursling would come back to her. Lastly, there sat Stephen the Eater, wise of aspect and thoughtful, as if he were awaiting something that should happen which should change much in him; and there were the carles and the queans (with some few children amongst them who had not been there five years ago) who had been familiar to Osberne ere he left the Dale for warfare. It was growing late now, and the twilight was creeping up under a cloudless sky, when those folk saw newcomers wending the lane betwixt the outbowers, and making straight for the house-porch. They were but three, and as they drew nigh it could be seen that they were hooded and cloaked despite the warm night; and one was tall and seemed a stalwarth man, and another was jimp and went daintily, as if it were a young woman, and the third, who forsooth had her face but little hidden, seemed a carline of some three score years and ten.

None of the folk stirred save Stephen the Eater, who rose up as if to welcome the guests; and the tall man spake in a strange high voice that seemed as if it came from the back of his head: “May we three wayfarers be here tonight? For we saw this stead from afar, and it seemed a plenteous house, and we deem it guest-kind.” Quoth Stephen: “A free and fair welcome to you; ye shall eat of our dish, and drink of our cup, and lie as the best of us do. Ho, ye folk! now were we best within doors; for our guests shall be both weary and hungry belike.”

So into the hall they wended, and the three were shown to a good place amidmost thereof, so that all might see them; and there they sat, the tall man innnermost, nighest to the dais, the young woman by him and the carline outermost. Then came in the meat, which was both plenteous and good, and when all were fulfilled the drink was brought in, and the tall man arose and called a health on Wethermel, and that it might thrive ever. But some men thought that, as he lifted his hand to put the cup to his lips, a gleam of something bright came from under his wayfarer’s cloak. And Stephen the Eater called a health on the wayfarers; and then one drank to one thing, one to another, and men waxed merry and gleeful.

But at last rose up Stephen the Eater and spake: “Meat and drink and lodging is free without price to every comer to Wethermel, and most oft, as here it is, our good will goes with it; yet meseemeth that since these friends of ours come belike from the outlands and countries where is more tidings than mostly befalleth here, it might please them to make us their debtors by saying us some lay, or telling us some tale; for we be not bustled to drink the voidee cup now, these nights of Midsummer, when night and day hold each other’s hands throughout the twenty-four hours.”

Then rose up the tall, high-voiced man and said: “It is my will that each one of we three should say something, be it long or short, to make the folk of Wethermel glad. For they have treated us wayfarers as though we were lords and kings, and their words go to their hearts. Now I will that thou, mother, begin, and that I make an end of this saying.”

Then he sat down, and the carline said: “I am all the more willing to this, as meseemeth I can tell you a tale such as ye have never heard the like of, and which will move every heart of you. And yet I must pray your patience, as belike it may be somewhat long for a tale of one night’s hall-glee: and on this night must the tale be begun and ended. Hearken then!”






  








Chapter LIV. The Carline Beginneth Her Tale
 

There was an old woman, yet not cripple, who dwelt in a stead beside a great river, which none might cross, either by bridge or ford or ferry. But she dwelt not alone, neither was the house her own: for with her abode a damsel young of years, who was the owner of the said house, but had no kindred, for father and mother and all else had passed away from her. Therefore it is like that the Carline came to dwell with her because she loved the Maiden, and would serve her and do good to her. And no wonder was that, for not only was the Maiden now grown so beauteous that she was the pearl of all beauty, but also she was merry and kind, and loving as might be. So that none that saw her but must love her if they had any good in them.

Now ye will ask, since it was so with her, was there no young man who was drawn into the net of her love. But I must tell you that the stead where these twain dwelt was lonely, and there was but little recourse of folk thither. Yet I say not but that there was more than one young man of the dwellers thereby who thought it better than good to come to the house and sit and talk with her, and would have kissed and caressed her had they durst. But they durst not, for not one of them touched her heart; and though she was kind and friendly with every one of them, there was nought in her words or her mien by which they might anywise deem that she would suffer the toys of love from them. Sooth to say, the Maiden had a love, a fair youth and stalwarth, and a glorious man, and many were the words they had spoken together, but never had her hand touched his hand, nor his lips her lips; because betwixt these two was a river such as are few upon the earth, unbridged, unfordable, unferryable. And few might think that it was anywise like to betide that ever their two bodies should touch each the other; but the Carline, who was somewhat wise in lore, had an inkling that, despite this terrible hedge of water, the twain should one day meet.

Now it is to be said that oftenest the Maiden was patient, and abode the sundering will no ill cheer. But whiles her trouble was over heavy for her, and she would wander forth into the wood or the field, and go weeping and lamenting there; or she would sit in the chamber with the Carline, and cry out aloud on her love to come to her, and on all things on the earth and in the heavens, yea, the Great God himself sitting amongst the Cherubim, to help her, that for once, if once only before she died, she might feel her love’s arms about her and his face laid to hers.

Or again, she would, as it were, tell stories of how it would betide that at last they should meet, both grown old, and kiss once, and so walk hand in hand into the Paradise of the Blessed, there to grow young again amidst the undying spring, in the land where weariness is come to nought; and there would she sit and weep, as if there were no ending to the well of her tears.

At such times was the Carline sore grieved for her, and would strive to comfort her by giving her some little inkling of the hope which she, the old woman, had conceived in her heart, that the meeting of the those two should come about whiles they were yet young and lovely; more than that she might not tell the Maiden, lest the might should ebb from her. Thus wore the days between patience and despair, betwixt cheer and lamentation.

At last, when the Maiden was of some eighteen summers, great matters befel that country-side; for on a day came the alien reivers, such as are called the Red Skinners, with intent to rob and carry off all that was not too hot or too heavy for them, and to lay waste and destroy all that they might not bear away. But the folk of the land met them valiantly, and their friends on the other side of the fierce river aforesaid helped them what they might with the shot-battle; and great and grim was the murder, and the stour of the hardest.

Now there were the Maiden and the Carline at their house, and nought easy was the rede for them. The Maiden bade flee to the next stead, which was some four miles thence, but the Carline bade abide, lest they be caught upon the way, which forsooth she deemed was most like to betide if they left the house, and that rede they took at the last. So they sat expecting what should befal them.

For a long while none of the aliens came anear them; but at last, when the battle was at its fiercest, rode up three men leading two unbacked horses, and they were of the mien and in the gear of the Red Skinners; and the Carline stood in the door to meet them, and she spake to them and said: “What will ye warriors? Why are ye not in the battle with your fellows?” Said one: “Because our errand is here and not there: neither are those men our fellows. We be the servants of that goodly merchant who guested here a while ago, and would have bought the maiden within there in all honour, and ye rewarded his good will with scorn, and mocks and japes and scurvy dealing. Wherefore he hath set these reivers on your folk, and hath sent us along with them to look to you. And two-fold is our errand, to bear away the maiden without a price, and to slay thee. Hah! dost thou like it?”

Now the Carline remembered the coming of the said merchant, and how he had cast his love on the Maiden unhonestly and lustfully, and would have lain by her against her will had it not been for the lore of the said Carline, who letted him of his evil will and sent him away shamed.

But now she muttered something under her breath, and looked on those men, and made signs with her fingers, and then spake aloud: “Slay me speedily then, whiles ye are about it; for I take no great keep of life.” The men handled their weapons, but nothing came of it, and they sat in their saddles staring at the Carline as if they were mazed. And even therewith ran the Maiden forth from the house, and cast her arms about the Carline, and cried out: “Nay, nay! but ye shall not slay her! for as my mother hath she been, and none other have I had save her. But I pray you by your salvation to take this my mother with you, for I cannot do to be without her; and if I miss her, then shall I be of little use, miserable and forlorn, to that lord of yours that ye tell of so goodly.”

The old woman kissed her and embraced her, and then turned to those men and laughed in their faces; and they seemed presently as if awaking out of slumber, and one said: “Well, this may be; I see not why we should not slay thee there as well as here; and since the damsel would have it so, we will have thee along with us, and let the maiden settle it with our lord whether he will be wheedled by her or not. But come, to horse both of you! for time presses.”

So the two women were set a-horseback, and they men rode with a good pace out of the Dale toward the fells at the back thereof; and if at any time the women thought of turning rein and riding off, they had but to look at the men, how they were horsed, for their way-beasts were mighty strong steeds of good race, but the women were set on everyday nags, such as be seen on any highway.

After a while they came on to the broken ground at the foot of the fells, and all must needs ride slower; and then the Carline came sidling up to the Maiden, and saw how wan and woebegone was her face, and asked what ailed her; and she answered faintly at first, and then clearer and louder: “It is because I am thinking of him and his woe; and I wot well that now, so soon as the battle is over, there shall he stand yet and look over the Flood on to the field of deed, as if he were seeking after me dead among the corpses of the foe. And tomorrow he shall come down to the water’s edge while the dead yet lie there, and stand looking to see if I be not coming to meet him, as now I have been wont so many years. And the morrow of that morrow will he come, yea, and many a morrow, till his heart shall be outworn with longing and grief, and he will go away out of the Dale to escape from his sorrow, and shall nowise escape it. Ah, and how shall I know whither he will wend, or the place of the shifting dwelling of his wanderings? And I, and I, I wend away from him.”

Sore grieved was the Carline at her grief, and she said: “O my child, I pray thee keep up a good heart within thee, lest thou die of sorrow, and endure not the chances of the meeting. Who knows whether thou be wending away from him? Nay, to my mind thou art wending toward him, and he to thee; for never had ye come together hadst thou abided in thine old home and he in his.”

But the Maiden wept. But therewith rode along by them one of the men, and smote the Carline on the shoulders with his spear-staff, and bade her hold her peace, and not go on like a crazy hen.

So they rode their ways till they had passed the straiter part of the pass that led through the fells, and there night began to fall on them (it was April-tide in those days); so the men-at-arms chose a place where was grass and water and three thick thorn-bushes, and made their harbour there. They took some pains to dight a shelter for the Maiden by spreading cloths betwixt a thorn and their spears stuck into the ground, but to the Carline, as was like, they gave no heed. But she laid her down peaceably within call of her dear fosterling, muttering as her head fell back: Here at any rate it is over-soon; let us get out of the mountains first. So they slept, yea, even the Maiden amidst her grief, so weary as she was. And when morning was they fared on, after a short tarrying for breakfast, whereof they gave of the best they had to the Maiden, but nought at all to the Carline. Nevertheless, when her fosterling fed her kindly from her abundance they naysaid it not.

This day is nought to tell of: toward sunset they came out of the mountains into a very fair green plain, wherein were neat and sheep a many; but though there were not a few houses of the herdsmen about, they made not for any of them, but took harbour in a little copse by a stream-side, and supped of such meat as they had; save that the two of them rode out into the plain and drove back with them a milch-cow, which they milked then and there for the Maiden’s behoof.

The next day they rode across the plain, and here and there fell in with some of the herdsmen by the way; but small greeting passed betwixt them, and the country-folk seemed well pleased that the men-at-arms had little to say to them. Before evening was they rode off the plain and into a land of little hills and streams, with green meadows for the most part, but here and there a little tillage, and a good many houses, yet these but the cots of husbandmen. This day they rode long and late, yea, till it had been dark night but for the rising of the moon upon them. At last said one of the men to another: “We shall not do it tonight; let us rest, and come in fresh a morning-tide.” So again that night they had the shelter of the trees and fields, but on the morrow betimes they were up and rode forward.






  








Chapter LV. The Blue Knight Buys the Maiden of the Chapman
 

They had ridden scarce a three hours ere they came through a cleft in the hills which here were grown somewhat higher and straiter, on to a very fair little valley, well-grassed, and with a stream of clear water running through it; and amidst of the said valley a fair white pavilion pitched, but no coat-armour done thereon. Then quoth one of the men to the Carline: “Lo, dame, how likest thou the sight of our master’s journey-house? Meseems in an hour’s time thou shalt be well on thy journey to hell.” The other men laughed, but the Carline answered them nought.

So down they went, and as they drew nigher they saw a tall black-bearded man standing before the tent door, and presently knew him for the chapman who had been such an ill guest to them at their own house. And the Maiden quaked and turned pale at the sight of him. But the Carline spake to her under her breath and said: “Fear not, we shall not abide long with this one.” Now he came forward to meet them; but when he saw the Carline he cried out wrathfully to his men and said: “Why have ye brought this accursed hag with you over all these many miles of way? Now must she be hewn down here, and her carcase will lie stinking at our door.” The men said nought, but sat in their saddles staring stupidly at him. But the Carline looked him hard in the face, and again made that muttering and the passing of her hands to and fro. The chapman said nought for a while, and then he spoke in a lower voice, wherein his pride seemed abated, and said: “Well, after all, the damsel must needs have some woman to wait upon her, and this one shall serve our turn for the present. Ho ye! come and take these women off their horses, and take them into the inner tent and give them to eat, and let them rest.” Then came forward two serving-men, who bore short-swords by their sides, and led the Carline and the Maiden through the big tent into the lesser one, and there brought water for their hands, and then victual and drink, and waited on them with honour; and the Carline laughed and said: “Lo my dear, here am I an honoured guest instead of a stinking corpse. Seest thou, the old woman is still good for something, and always to serve thee and help thee, my dear.” Then the Maiden kissed the Carline and caressed her, not without tears, and presently, being very weary with the way and the sorrow, laid her down on the bed and fell asleep. But the Carline sat watching heedfully all that went on, setting her eye to the default between the cloths of the tent, so that she could see all that was toward in the big tent, and somewhat the goings-on without.

Now it must be said the chapman, for as eager as had been his lust after the Maiden when he saw her at her house, found it somewhat abated when he saw her lighted down from her nag at his tent door. Forsooth she was worn with the travel, and yet more with the overmuch sorrow, so that she looked wan and haggard, and he said to himself that of all her beauty there was nought but the eyes of her left. But he thought: Let her rest a little, and be by herself if she will, and have good and pleasant meat and drink, and not be worried and troubled; and I will withhold the heat of my longing, and then in a day or two it will all come back again. So he bade his varlets deal with her as ye have heard, and suffered her to have the fellowship of the Carline her friend.

After this it befel that about noon the chapman and his men saw the riding of folk; so they looked to their weapons, and presently came riding up to the tent a Knight in bright armour, and two men-at-arms, and all of them right well arrayed. The Knight bore on his coat-armour wavy of blue and white, and he looked like to be a proper man of his hands.

Now when he had drawn rein at the tent door, and saw the men standing to their arms thereby, he seemed to be not thinking of battle with them, but he said: “The sele of the day to the men. Which of you is the master?” Then came forward the chapman, and sheathed his sword and said: “That am I, Sir Knight; and to make a long story short, I am no warrior or fighting man, but a merchant seeking gain from town to town and house to house. And I have some pretty things amongst my packs. Might I ask of your valour what thou wouldst have of me?”

The Knight, who by this time was off his horse, laughed and said: “Well, first we three would have meat and drink of you, and some horse-meat also, for we have ridden far this morning; and next, meseems, after what thou hast said, that it would help the victual down if I were to turn over some of those dear-bought and far-fetched wares of thine, even if I have to pay for peeping.”

Who then was was full of smiles and soft words save the chapman; he bade the Knight into his tent most sweetly, and set his folk to dighting a noble dinner. The Knight entered and did off his basnet, and showed a well-looking face, with good grey eyes like a hawk, and dark hair curling close to his head; there was nought cruel or base to be seen in his visage, though it had the fierceness of the warrior. So they sat down to meat, and talked the while of their eating; and a good deal of their talk was concerning the Knight of Longshaw, Sir Godrick, and his uprising, and what his chances might be of his outfacing all his foes, who, said the chapman, were many and great, and more belike than Sir Godrick wotted of. Quoth he: “And glad shall I be if he be overborne: for what should a knight do, to set him up against great and noble men, and wage all kinds of rascaile on behoof of a set of villeins and handicraftsmen!” And he looked on his guest as if he deemed he should please him by that word; but the other shook his head and said: “So should I not be glad; for Sir Godrick is both fearless and wise, and of good heart to such as need help. Yet I doubt me that he will be overthrown at last, such might as is arrayed against him. Forsooth could he get to him two or three like to himself, yea, or were it only one, then might he endure; but where shall he find such an one?”

Quoth the chapman: “If ye bear the man such love and honour, mightest not thyself give thyself to him and be such an one to him as thou tellest of?” The Knight laughed: “Chapman,” said he, “of such mere skull-splitters as I be hath he enough amongst his men-at-arms, who, I must tell thee, be nowise rascaile, but valiant and well-ordered warriors. What he needeth is one fulfilled of the wisdom of war; yea, and of peace also, so as to know when to hold fast and when to let go, when to press hard on the foe and when to cast the golden bridge before them. Of such wisdom have I nought, and know little but of hard hitting and how to keep the face to the foe in the stour. Moreover, though in a way I wish him goodhap, yet is is such goodhap as one wishes a man who needs be a foe. For I must tell thee that I am of the Barons’ company and against Sir Godrick. Yet this I know, that if he fall at the last it shall not be till after he hath put us to the worse more than once or twice.”

Herewith their talk turned else-whither; but all this the Carline heard, and stored it up in her breast, and thought that she might hereafter get more tidings of Sir Godrick, and belike piece one thing to another till she had got somewhat which should be to her purpose.

So when they had done dinner the chapman opened some of his packs before the Knight (who is here called the Blue Knight), and the Knight cheapened here an ouch and there a finger-ring or a gold chain, and a piece of Saracen silk, and so forth; and all these he paid for down on the nail in pennies good and true, for he had with him a big pouch of money. Said he: “Thou seest I am rich in spending-silver, for I have been paid the ransom of three knights whom I took in sharp stour last autumn.”

But now as he was sitting turning over his fairings, a tidings befel. For the Carline, having well considered the looks of the Knight and having hearkened heedfully his speech, deemed that deliverance might come of him from the sordid wretch who had stolen the Maiden. So while the two were yet at table she roused her fosterling, and dight her attire as seemly as she might, and tired her hair and made it smooth and sleek; and just as the Blue Knight was about doing his marketings together, she brought the Maiden to the entry between the two tents and bade her stand there, and then drew the hangings apart to right and left and let the Maiden stand there as in a picture. The Knight looked up and saw it, and stared astonished, and was wordless a while; the chapman scowled, but durst not say aught, for he knew not how the Knight would take it; and as for the Knight, he leaned across to the chapman and spake to him softly, not taking his eyes off the Maiden the while: “Chapman, wilt thou tell me what this is, this wonder of women? Whether it is a queen of some far country, or an image made by wizardry?” The chapman, taken at unawares, had no lie handy, so he said: “This is my war-taken thrall, and she hath been with me some three hours.” Said the Knight, still speaking softly: “Thy thrall! Then mayst do with her what thou wilt. Tell me wilt thou not sell her, and to me?”

The chapman was somewhat slow to answer, for he feared the Knight, and durst not buy the slaking of his lust with the peril of death. And moreover he deemed it a thing to be looked for that, if he sold her not, the bold Knight would take her from him perforce, so that he should lose both wealth and woman. Again, it came into his mind that if he sold her he might yet take an occasion to steal her again; so he said in a surly voice: “I took her not to sell her again, but to keep her and make her one of my household.”

“Yea,” said the Knight, “and wilt thou bring her to the church and wed her before the priest with ring and book?”

The chapman answered nought, and the Knight held his peace a while; but presently he spoke to the Maiden kindly, and said: “Sweet maiden, wouldst thou draw nigher to me, for I would speak with thee?” Then she left the fold of the tent and came and stood before him with no fear in her eyes.

Said the Blue Knight: “Tell me, fair damsel, is it true what this man says, that thou art his war-taken thrall?” Said she: “Three days ago I was stolen from mine own home by this man’s servants while the stout men of my folk were in battle with a sort of reivers who had fallen on our land. How might we defend us, two weak women against three weaponed men?”

“Wert thou thrall or free before that day, damsel?” said the Knight. She flushed red, and said: “Never has there been an unfree man of our blood for generation after generation.” Said the Knight: “Now thou art here in this man’s tent, wilt thou go with him freely and of thine own will, if he swear to thee to take thee into his household and deal honestly by thee?” She reddened again: “But he will not deal honestly by me, lord,” she said, “and never will I go with him uncompelled.” “How knowest thou that he is not a true man?” said the Knight. “Fair sir,” she said, “hast thou looked in the face of him? Look now with what eyes he is beholding me!”

The Blue Knight was silent a while; then he said, but halted in his speech: “And with me — wouldst thou go with me of thine own free will, if I swore to deal with thee in all honour?”

“Yea,” she said, “or without the swearing if thou make me the same offer after I have said a word to thee; to wit, that there is a young and goodly man whom I love, and he me again. And now I have lost him, and know not how to come to him, but I will seek him the world over till I find him, and he me: and if I find him not, then never shall I come into any man’s arms in this world. What sayest thou now?”

The Knight rose up and walked to and fro a while, casting a look on the chapman every now and then. At last he came to the Maiden, and said to her in a low voice: “I make the the same offer, and will swear to thee on my father’s sword, which here is.” She looked on him, and the tears came into her eyes: nor forsooth were they very far from his. But she said: “This goes with it, that thou take along with thee my foster-mother, who is hereby, and suffer her to be ever with me if I will.” “That is soon yeasaid,” quoth he. Then he set her down in his chair, and said: “Fear nothing, I will see to this matter straightway.”

Then he turned to the chapman, who sat scowling on the Maiden, and said: “Now, chapman, wilt thou sell me thy thrall as thou hast sold me those pretty things?” The other answered him not a while, and the Knight said: “Nay, it avails nought to draw faces at me; one way or the other the thing can soon be settled. For look to it, that thy war-taken thrall my be mine by the same title. There are weapons enough hereby, and ye are five and we three; and thou shalt arm thee, or I will unarm me to my kirtle and my sword, and then let us out on to the green and fight for the Maiden.” The chapman said: “I see thou wilt take her perforce; so give me her price: but take heed that I sell her not uncompelled. And thou who hast eaten and drunk with me!”

“I would I might vomit up thy victuals,” said the Knight angrily; “for then I knew not that it was thy wont to carry off free women from their houses while other folk were fighting. But I will have no more words with thee, save this, that thou shalt sell me also two of thy nags, that we may all ride and be away hence the speedier. Ho Robert, go thou and take two fresh horses of the chapman and saddle them straightway.”

Now the chapman named his price, and it was a big one indeed, no less than an earl’s ransom; but the Blue Knight but nodded his head in token of yeasay, and the chapman said: “I suppose thou wilt not have all that gold in thy scrip; but thou mayst take thy bargain away, for as violently and strifefully as thou hast dealt with me, if thou wilt send the money in one month’s frist to the hostelry of the Wool-pack in the good town of Westcheaping hard by here, and let thy bearer ask for Gregory Haslock to give him quittance. But for thine ill-dealings with me I shall give thee no quittance, but shall watch my turn to do thee a service.”

The Knight said all shortly: “I shall send thy money as thou biddest;” and then turned away from him, and took the Maiden by the hand and led her out of the tent, and the Carline followed them. So they gat to horse and rode their ways. But so it was that the Carline rode the last of them; and when they were gone but a few yards the chapman ran to the tent door with a bent bow in his hand and an arrow notched to the string, and drew on the said Carline, who was but some ten yards from him by then. But, whether it were the caitiff’s evil shooting or the Carline’s wizardry, ye must choose between the two, the arrow flew wide of the mark, and the Carline laughed merrily as she rode along. Thus were those two quit of this felon for that time.






  








Chapter LVI. The Blue Knight Talks with the Maiden by the Way
 

The Blue Knight rode beside the Maiden, and it could be seen that in all ways he would take care of her and give her honour; but he was few-spoken at first, nor for a while had she much mind to speak. But after a little she looked on him aside, and seemed to think that he would be fain were she to cast a word to him. And she herself was grown of good cheer now, for she deemed herself delivered from captivity; and, however it were, she trusted in this man’s good faith and kindness. So she asked him some simple question about the way, and he started when he heard her voice, but turned and answered her frankly, and seemed as if he had liked it better if he might have made more of it. Then she said: “Fair sir, thou hast not yet told me whither we be going.”

“Nay,” he said, “that is true, and heedless it was of me, and I pray thee pardon me. We be boun for the Castle of Brookside, which is my chiefest manor house, though no great things. But we shall not be there tonight, nor for many nights. Now if thou ask me what we shall find there, I shall tell thee that beside the serving-men and a few men-at-arms and sergeants, and three squires, thou shalt find little save my mother there, for I am unwedded as yet.”

At that word the Maiden fell silent again, for she was wondering what like would be the Knight’s mother, and what days she was like to make for her. But presently she set all that aside, and fell to ask the Knight of other matters, such as the fashion of the country-side and the ways of the folk round about his castle, and freely he answered to everything; and so at last began to ask her concerning her land and folk, and her way of life, and she told him of all freely. But no word did she say to him of the man whom she loved; nay, when the talk seemed drawing near to such a point that it seemed he must be told of presently, she would break off and hold her peace straightway; neither did the Knight say aught, nor ask her wherefore she went not on with her tale, but let speech be till the spring thereof began to run again of its own will.

Thus then they wore the day, riding through a fair country of husbandry, not very thickly housed. None meddled with them, till at sunset they came to a goodly grange walled and moated; and the Blue Knight said: “If we take not harbour here we shall have to lie out in the field, for we shall fall in with no other house till the night is well deep.” Therewith he rode up to the door and lighted down, and so did they all; and there came forth a tall and somewhat goodly man of some fifty winters and bade Welcome, Sir Mark! And without more ado they entered the hall, which was fair and big and well-plenished. There presently they were feasted by the goodman and his sons and his folk, for Sir Mark the Blue Knight was well known to the said goodman. In due time withal the Maiden was shown to a fair chamber well hung and with a good bed therein, wherein she slept sweet without dreams. So was the ending of that day better than the beginning. They took to their road betimes on the morrow, and two of the goodman’s sons and three of his men rode with them, well armed; for though this was a peopled part, yet whiles reivers rode therein. But on the way the Blue Knight excused him to the Maiden for suffering this eking of his army, and he said: “Seest thou, lady, were I with my two lads here, or even were I riding birdalone, I would have bidden these five good fellows abide at home; but I fear for thee, lest the fewness of our company should draw on this rascaile to come within smiting distance, and then who knows what might betide? For a chance stroke might do all the scathe at once, and make me an unhappy man till the end of my days.”

She smiled on him friendly and said: “Sir Knight, there is no need to excuse thee; trust me I am nowise greedy of battle, and thank thee heartily for thinking of me.”

The Knight made as if he would have said something which would not come forth out of his mouth, and he turned very red, and so rode, but presently drew rein, and bade the others ride on and he would catch up with them. So they went on, and the Maiden would have ridden on also, but he said: “I beseech thee to abide with me, for I have a word or two to say to thee before we get on with this day’s journey.” She looked on him wonderingly, and was somewhat abashed, but turned to hearken to him, and he said, not speaking very glibly: “Thou thankest me for thinking of thee, but meseems I have nowise thought of thee enough. I have told thee that we be riding to my house of Brookside, but now I will ask thee if thou hast will to go thither?”

“Why not?” she said; “I deem not by thy looks and thy speech that thou wilt be hard or cruel with me, or do me wrong in any wise, or suffer others to do so.”

“Nay, by Allhallows,” said he; “but this I ask. Tell me right out if thou hast any will to go back to thine old home in the Dale. I beseech thee to tell me thy mind hereon; and if thou longest to go back, then will we turn bridle at once and seek to the stead where thou wert born and bred, and there will I say farewell to thee. For what! it may not be for ever; I shall ride to see thee once and again, I promise thee.”

Now the Maiden flushed red and the tears gathered in her eyes, and she looked piteous-kind on him; but she said: “Thou art kind indeed; but that farewell in the Dale needeth not to be, for I have no will to go back home. Such an errand is laid on me that hath made me homeless now; for I must go seeking that which is lost, it may be, wide over the world; and if thou wilt shelter me a while in Brookside Castle I shall thank thee and bless thee as scarce a man hath yet been thanked since earth was new.”

The Knight hung down his head, but presently he raised it, and heaved a sigh as if a weight were lifted from his heart, and he said: “Let each of us take what content may be in the passing days.” Then he shook his rein, and they both sped on together till they caught up with their company.

That night they harboured at a husbandman’s cot, where was no room save for the two women, and the men lay out under the bare heaven, but all was done that might be for the easement of the Maiden. The franklin’s folk rode on with them on the morrow, and whereas they must needs wend a somewhat thick wood the more part of the day, they rode close, and had the Maiden in their midst, while the Blue Knight went the foremost of their company, and was as wary as might be. So whatever strong-thieves might have been lurking under cover of the thicket, they adventured them not against so stout and well-ordered a company, and they all came safely through the wood into a fair grassy valley some little time before sunset. But though the pasture was good there and the land well watered, there were no houses within sight, for it was over-nigh to the wood for folk to venture their goods, yea and their lives, by dwelling in neighbourhood to such ill men as haunted the thickets of the forest. Wherefore this night all the company, women as well as men, must needs forego lying under rafters: albeit they dight some kind of tent within what cloths they had for the Maiden and her fosterer.

The fourth day, as they rode the grassy fair valley, as it was noon, they saw somewhat aloof the riding of another company, which they deemed to be more than they. So they looked to their weapons and rode on steadily, but without haste, lest the others might deem they were fleeing them. So the others, when they had well espied their demeanour, passed on without meddling with them; and well-nigh the whole valley could be ridden, so there was nought to drive them to meet side by side in a strait road, wherefore they came not very nigh, but yet nigh enough to know the newcomers for such as would be evil way-fellows to any whom they feared not. As it was, the Blue Knight and his drew rein and turned a little toward them as they went by, to show that they feared them not, and Sir Mark rode forward before his folk and abode them with a sword in fist. But the newcomers did nought by set up a yelling and jeering, and rode on their way not over slowly.

Three hours thereafter they saw, a little mile aloof, a fair white house garnished with towers on a knoll, round about which ran a little river; so the Maiden, who was now again riding close beside the Blue Knight, asked him if that were Brookside, and he smiled and said: “Nay, my house is still five days’ ride away, but this house, which hight Warding Knowe, is the house of a friend, and there shall we have good guesting, whereof I rejoice for thy sake.” Then he was silent a while, and said thereafter: “Tell me, lady, doest thou wish those five days over?”

“Nay,” she said, “it is little matter to me where I am, and to say sooth, this riding through the fair land likes me well.”

He sighed and said, yet slowly: “Well, for my part I would that the five days were fifty.” “Why?” she said heedlessly. He reddened and said: “I must needs tell thee since thou askest me. It is because I have got used to seeing these men and thy Carline about thee; neither does it irk me to see the folk that give us guesting gazing on thee or speaking to thee. But when we come to Brookside it will be all other than that; for there will be the folk all about, and some belike will make friends with thee; and there will be my mother. And look you, all and each of these folk shall have as much part and lot in thee as I shall have. Now, art thou angry that I have said this.”

“Nay,” she said, and knew not what more to say. And she looked at him covertly and saw grief and torment in him, and she was sorry for him. But within herself she said, Woe’s me! and how long it shall be belike ere I meet my beloved!






  








Chapter LVII. They Come to Brookside
 

They were not long ere they were before the gate of Warding Knowe, and the master thereof standing over against them, bidding them a free and fair welcome. He was well on in years, more than grizzled, but a stout and stark knight: he hight Sir Alwyn. He embraced Sir Mark as he got off his horse, for they were dear friends, and then looked keenly on the Maiden, and took her by the hand and led her in and treated her with all honour. Thereafter, before supper, while she was under the hands of the tire-women, the said lord took occasion to ask the Blue Knight if he had done well, so doing, or whether he should have given her less honour; and the Blue Knight said that he had done right well, and that he thanked him for it, for of all honour was she worthy.

Now the Maiden sat at table beside the lord and Sir Mark, and hearkened their talk, which at one time ran much upon that great captain of war whom they called Sir Godrick of Longshaw. And she might see of both of them that they thought much of his wisdom, and not little of his luck, and feared him what he would do to them of the Barons’ League, whereof were both those knights. And Sir Alwyn furthermore told the Blue Knight concerning tidings in the City of the Sundering Flood, and said that the King thereof was of little account before such a man as was Sir Godrick, for though he were well enough in a fray if the sword were put in his hand and the horse were between his knees, yet was he feathered-headed, stubborn in wrong, and hard-hearted. Said Sir Alwyn, that save the said King was in all things according with the best men of the City, as the Porte and the masters of the Great Crafts, he was undone. Then he said again: “Yea, and there is talk also how that the Small Crafts have in their hearts to rise against both Porte and King, and certes if they may have Sir Godrick on their side, which is not wholly unlike, they will perchance come to their above; and then again is the King’s cake but dough.”

Said Sir Mark, and smiled withal: “One thing we have to our comfort, that there may not lightly be found two Sir Godricks, and though his men be fell fighters, there where he is only shall his luck prevail to the full.”

“Yea,” said the houselord; “but I can see in the eye of my mind another well-nigh as good has he, if he might but hit upon him. Yea, and one who should be even better than his double, filling up what little lacks there may be in him; one who should cheer the heart of his host as much even as the captain, and yet should be liker to the men themselves, and a part of them in all wise.”

Said Sir Mark: “Even so much as this I said a day or two ago. Yet scarce is such an one found by seeking.” “Sooth is that,” said Sir Alwyn, “but such-like haps drift toward the lucky.”

So the talk thereof dropped down in a while; but the Carline, who had been shown to a good seat not far off, heard all this, and said to herself: I wonder if this old knight is somewhat wise of foresight, for surely along the same road wendeth my mind. And afterwards, the next morning, when as it happened the Carline was standing close to the lord, and they two alone, she said to him: “Lord, might an old and feeble woman ask of thy wisdom without rebuke if thou hast any inkling of what thine end shall be?” He looked hard on her and said: “Dame, I note of thee that thou hast some foresight of things to come, and thou art old as I am, therefore to thee will I tell it, as I would to none other, that I shall fall in battle, and in that said battle our backs shall be turned toward the foe and our faces toward the world beyond; and this shall be ere the earth is eighteen months older.” So she thanked him, and they parted.

But as for the Maiden, she also had hearkened heedfully to the talk of the two knights, and something went to her heart as they talked about a meet fellow for this great captain, and she said to herself, Ah! and where shall such a man be on the earth, if it not be he whom no man friendly may see without his heart being drawn to him, whom no foe may see without casting aside hope of victory, the wise one, while yet a boy, of the war of Eastcheaping, the frank and the fair, and mine own love who is seeking me?

When the morning was they departed with all good wishes from Warding Knowe, and the franklin’s men turned back home; for Sir Alwyn’s stronghold was as a bar against the strong-thieves of the forest and thereabout. But the others went forward toward Brookside, nor is there much to tell of their journey; for the most part they guested at the houses of the husbandmen, or whiles at a franklin’s or yeoman’s house, and none begrudged them the harbour and victual; but the poor folk Sir Mark paid largely therefor.

At last, on the ninth day as it grew toward dusk, and they had been riding a land of little hills, with no little woodland betwixt the meadows so that they might see no great way ahead, they saw but a half mile aloof a hill nowise high, and before it a little river bridged with a goodly stone bridge; and on the said hill was a long house, defensible by reason of its towers and walls, yet no mere stronghold, but a goodly dwelling. Then Sir Mark raised his hand and pointed to it, and said to the Maiden: “Lady, yonder is Brookside, my poor house, where I would have thee dwell so long as it pleases thee.” Therewith he drew forth his horn and said: “We will sing a little to them, for it will be in their minds to ride out some of them to meet us, and I would not balk their good will.” Therewith he set his horn to his mouth and blew a long and loud blast, wherein were strange changes and quirks, so that it might be known for his music; and then they rode on slowly, and presently a banner of the blue and white waves came out from a high tower, and therewithal from out the Castle-gate came forth a score of folk a-horseback and rode swiftly down to the bridge.

Then Sir Mark said: “Now light we down and meet the rest on this pleasant greensward, for they will like it better to come on us thus, so that they may have the better and the nigher sight of us; and though there be little shade of trees here, yet this cool hour before the twilight all green places be pleasant this fair day.”

Even as he bade so did they, and it was a night to the bridge, so that it was but a few minutes ere that folk were riding over toward them, and the Maiden could see at once of them that they were merry-faced and gay-clad. The two that rode first were young men, and one slim and very goodly, with the hair of his head plenteous and waving and brown, and little hair upon his pleasant, happy young face. He threw himself off his horse at once and ran straight up to the Blue Knight, and made obeisance to him, and took his hand and kissed it; but the Knight laid his hands on to his shoulders and shook him and rolled him about, looking kindly in his face the while, and then he cried out: “Ha, Roland! by St. Christopher but thou art glad to see me, lad! Is all well up there?”

“All is well, Sir Mark,” said the youngling, “and I am like to be glad to see thee back safe and sound, when who knows what folly thou wilt have been mixed up with, so that thou mayst well be brought home any day between the four corners: and all is well up yonder.”

“Hark to the prudence of the sage and the grey-beard,” said Sir Mark, laughing. “Yet I must tell thee, and all of you, that I have had an adventure. But here is James and his greeting.” Now this was the other young man, who got off his horse in less haste and came up slower to his lord, and as he went cast an eye on the Maiden, who had risen up to meet the newcomers and was standing there simply and somewhat shyly; and the young man beheld her he blushed red and cast his eyes down. He was not so fair a youth as the other, tall and stark, red-haired, the hair cut short to his head, yet no ill-looked man neither, grey-eyed and firm-lipped. The Knight took him kindly by the hands and greeted him, and then he turned to the Maiden and took each of the young men by a hand, and let them before her, and said: “Fair lady, these two, who will ere long be knights, are my squires-of-arms, who love me wholly and are good men and true, and perilous in the stour to them that love me not. Now I pray thee be as kind to them as thou wilt, yet as I am, to wit, ruling them well, and making them run and return for thee, and giving them but little of their will.” And he laughed therewith.

So James knelt down before her, and would have kissed her hand but she reached it not to him. But if James were abashed when he first cast eyes on her, how was it now with Roland? He turned red indeed, and made no obeisance to her, but stood staring at her with all his eyes.

But the other folk gathered round them to get the Blue Knight’s greeting, and also, sooth to say, to gaze upon the Maiden. And when the Knight had taken the welcome of them with many kind words, he said in a loud voice so that all could hear: “Squires and sergeants and men-at-arms, this is the adventure that I have had: that I came upon this lady in the hands of a caitiff who had set his men to steal her while others held her kinsmen and folk in battle, and now called her his war-taken thrall. And whereas he was a craven and would not fight for her, I must needs buy her of him, though I bade him battle in all honour; and fain am I that he took it not, for the slaying of such dogs is but dirty work. But hearken, though I have bought this lady at a price, it was to make her her own and not mine, and of her own will has she come hither to my house. But I think on the way thither she has become somewhat my friend in all kindness and honour, and I deem that to you also she will be a friend while she dwells with us, and if ye be less than friendly with her, then are ye hewn out of far other wood than I be. But all this I have told you that there may be no slander or backbiting, or deeming of evil whereas none is; yea, and no deeming of guile or mystery in the tale, but all may be plain and outspoken.”

They gave forth a murmur of yeasay and welcome when he had done, and the Maiden deemed that they looked as if they loved and trusted the Knight. But therewith one and all of them came before her and knelt to her and did her obeisance, and she looked full kindly on them, for she deemed all this good and happy. And yet she said to herself, If it could be that I could forget him or the search for him, how should I one day awaken when all was lost and curse myself! But she heard the Blue Knight say: “James and Roland, I would have you prevent us and go up to the Castle, and go to my Lady-mother in her chamber and tell her hereof, how I have come home, and all that ye have seen and heard.” But the Maiden wondered somewhat, for looking now on Sir Mark she saw that his face had reddened and his brows were knit.

But the two squires got to their horses and rode briskly up to the Castle as silent as might be, and all the others followed at a foot’s pace.

Now they were soon under the gate of the Castle, and came into the forecourt, and the buildings round about it were goodly and great, but not very new. There were a many weaponed men in the said court, all come together to welcome their lord and his fellowship, and they clattered their spears on their shields, and tossed their swords aloft and shouted, so that the Maiden’s eyes glittered and her heart beat quick.

But when they were off their horses, straightway Sir Mark took the Maiden by the hand and led her into the great hall, and all that folk followed flock-meal. Long was the said hall and great, but not very high, and its pillars thick and big, and its arches beetling; and that the folk loved better than flower-fair building, for very ancient it was and of all honour. Ancient withal were its adornments, and its halling was of the story of Troy, and stern and solemn looked out from it the stark woven warriors and kings, as they wended betwixt sword and shield on the highway of Fate.






  








Chapter LVIII. Peaceful Days in the Castle of Brookside
 

Now the Knight led the Maiden up to the dais, and thereon were squires and priests and ladies; for Sir Mark’s mother was there, sitting on a very goodly chair beside his seat of honour, and when these two came on to the dais the said lady stood up to meet them, and put her arms about the knight’s neck and kissed him. Then she turned to the Maiden and said: “Thou also art welcome, and thy follower the old woman, since my son hath bidden you to the house which is his own. But look to it that thou be obedient to him, and take more heed of his honour and his welfare than thine own welfare. Then shall I give thee what honour thou art worthy of, and thou shalt find in me a well-willer.”

So the Maiden knelt before her and kissed her hand, but the Lady looked no more on her, but on her son. She was a tall and goodly woman of some five and fifty winters; hawk-nosed and hawk-eyed, dark-haired, and her hair waved as the coat-armour of the house. She spoke in no very soft or kind voice, not even to her son, and the Maiden had feared her that while, had it not been that even therewith her heart turned toward the man she loved and whom she sought, and all these that were round about her, even the valiant and generous Knight, had become for the time to her but images that had no part in her life.

But now the tire-woman came to her and led her into a chamber apart, and bathed her and clad her in fair raiment and led her back to the hall, for so had the Blue Knight commanded.

As for the Carline, she was shown to a good place, and sat there heedfully, and had ears for everything that was said and eyes for all that was done. And she said to herself that they should not abide there very long ere she would find out something of the way her bird must follow if she were to have a happy life thenceforth.

But the next morning the Lady-mother took her son into a window of the hall and fell to talking with him. And the Carline was not far off, and heard a good part of all that they said: for she was fine-eared, and had brought lore to bear upon the hearkening.

Now spake the Lady: “Well, son, so thou hast brought home a woman of the husbandmen, a churl’s daughter, to dwell with us. What wilt thou do with her? Wilt thou wed her with priest and ring?” “Nay, mother,” said Sir Mark; “but thou needest not call her of churl’s blood. I wot of these folk of the dales under the mountains, that they are both proud and warrior-like, as if they were earls’ kindred.” “Is it so?” said the Lady; “But she is neither of the baronage nor the knighthood. I say, wilt thou wed her?” “I shall not,” said Sir Mark, reddening and knitting his brows. “What wilt thou do with her then?” said the Lady. Said he: “She shall abide here in all honour and kindness so long as she will.” “Even such shall she have from me then,” said the Lady, “since it is thy will, so long as thy will is steadfast herein; but when it changes, then must we seek other rede.” So the talk between them dropped for that time.

Here then began new days for the Maiden, nor is it to be said that there was aught evil in them, save the abiding on hope deferred; for there was none in the house that looked not kindly on this lovely one, save it were the Lady, the mother of Sir Mark. But then, to say sooth, she looked not kindly on any, scarce even on her son, though in her heart she loved him strongly. And no wrong she did to the Maiden, or put any tasks upon her, nor said nor did aught covertly to make her heart bleed, as belike she might have done had she willed it. The two young squires, Roland and James, did all they might to be with her and have speech of her, and she suffered them frankly, seeing no harm therein. For to her they were but bright and fair youths whose lives had nought to do with hers, but who should find friends and loves and deeds with other folk whom she had never heard of, and in lands far away from the grey Dale where she was born and bred.

As to Sir Mark, it was somewhat different, for such thanks she owed him for her deliverance and for his kindness that never wore thin, and for the faithful love that looked for no reward, nay not even for pity of the love, for ever he bore him frank and merry, and had such kind good-will to all folk worthy who were about him, that none had deemed of him but that was heart-whole, and bore about no pain that fretted his life. So much she owed him, I say, yea and was glad to owe him, and so fain she was to hear and see this friend, that scarce might she think of her life on the earth and he not a part of it in some way.

So wore the spring and summer, and all seemed at peace about Brookside: and many merry days did the Maiden and the Carline share in, as riding in the meadows and woods with hawk and hound, and feasts in the fair land further aloof; and the Midsummer and Michaelmas markets, which were held in the meadow betwixt the Castle and the township of Brookside; and a riding more than two or three to the cheaping-town of that country-side, which was some five leagues distant and was a good and plenteous town. Withal a many folk came a-guesting to the Castle, knowing it to be a guest-kind house, as pilgrims and chapmen, and knights and men-at-arms riding hither and thither on their errands, so that it was no unlikely place to hear tidings of the countries and kingdoms.






  








Chapter LIX. Tidings of Longshaw and of the Hosting of the Barons’ League
 

But when the aforesaid Michaelmas market was, great recourse was there of far-travelled and wise men, and the Carline set herself diligently to learn all she might of such-like folk. And she had wherewithal to buy wares of likely chapmen, and to treat men-at-arms and others to wine and banquet. For she had brought away with her a marvellous collar of gems, which the Maiden owned, and which, as she said, was the gift of the Dwarfs; and the Maiden consenting thereto, the Carline had sold three gems from the said collar, so that they lacked not money.

Now as to the tidings the Carline heard of, they had for the most part to do with the deeds and uprising of Sir Godrick of Longshaw, and how that the Barons of the lands that lay about would not endure his ways and his pride, and were levying war against him; and they said they knew for certain that, when spring came next year, they would be on him, and that they had made a League into which they looked to draw the King of the City of the Sundering Flood, and that meanwhile the League was already most mightily manned, and so far-reaching that it was a sure thing that the Lord of Brookside had come into it, yea and even others further west and north than he. Now all were in one tale about this; but one man there was with whom the Carline spoke, and he neither the youngest nor least wise, who said: “And yet, dame, I look for it that the Knight of Longshaw will yet give this league a troublous hank to unwind, so wise a man as he is, and so well accompanies by wise and lucky men; and now hath he gotten a new captain, a young man from far away up-country; and though there has since his coming been no great war afoot, yet hath this newcomer been one of certain adventures, wherein he hath proved himself. And by all I could see and hear, for I was dwelling seven days at Longshaw, he will be the right hand of Sir Godrick, and that means that the Knight deems of him as no mere man-at-arms, but a wise man also. Moreover, I myself have seen the young man, and this I seem to see in him, that he has the lucky look in his eyes; and I am deemed cunning in the judging of men.” All this and more did the Carline hear tell of, and she weighed it heedfully, and thought that a change of days was coming.

A month after this, and ere the winter had set in, came riding to Brookside a knight and two squires, and had a special message to the Blue Knight, who received them with all honour and kindness and heard what they had to say, and prayed them to abide with him a while, since they had ridden far from the south and the east; but they would not tarry but one night, for they had further to go. When they were departed Sir Mark made no secret of their message, which was that the hosting of the Barons’ League would be in such place, east of the water and far to the south, a month before Marymass of next year; and they prayed him to be leal and true to the League, and gather to him what force he might, as well armed and formed in all ways as could be done. But he answered that he was all ready thereto, and should do his devoir to the uttermost of his power.

When the Maiden heard this she was troubled, and asked him what he deemed of the chances of the war, and he said: “Lady, this is what we were talking of with the Lord of Warding Knowe that other day; and I must tell thee, though I shall go to the hosting merrily and expend me there to the utmost, yet I deem that they be the luckiest who may keep them out of this strife, as I may not.” “Yet,” said she, “be they not mighty men, these Barons? and all men say that their League is well knit together; so that at the worst, they overwhelm not the Knight of Longshaw, they may hold them well against him.”

“Lady,” said he, “by my deeming, if we crush not this valiant man utterly he will scatter us; he is not such a man as, if he have any force left, may be held aloof, as a man will hold a fierce sheep-dog with a staff till the shepherd come. To end it, since I am saying this to none but thee, I see myself so bestead that I shall deem me a lucky man if I bring back a whole skin from this war.”

“It will be evil days for all of us,” said she, “if thou come not back hale and sound.”

“It gladdens my heart that thou shouldst say so,” quoth he; “and yet I would have thee look to it, that if we overthrow this wise man and good knight, and I say again that must be utterly or not at all, there will be more moan made over him than over a dozen such as I; and that is no otherwise than it should be.” Said she: “I would thou wert with him and not against him.” The Knight said kindly: “Dear maiden, thou must not say such words to me, for thou knowest that my part is chosen by my own will.”

She said nought, but nodded and looked at him as one who understood and thought well of him; and he began again: “So it is that yonder knight-messenger told me, amidst of his talk, that he had been but the other day to Longshaw under safe-conduct, and that there it was told him by one of the loose-tongued and grudging kind, as I deem, that Sir Godrick of Longshaw had gotten to him these latter days a new captain, a man very young, and as it were a David to look on in the days before he slew the Philistine. Furthermore, said this grudger, that though the said youth was a tall lad of his inches, and strong and well-knit, he was all untried, and yet was he shoving aside older and well-proven men in the favour of the Knight of Longshaw. In short, the said grudger went on with his tale as though there were some big grievance against his master brewing in Longshaw, and our knight deemed that so it was, and that they would hold together the looser, and that thereby we should have the cheaper bargain of them. All of which I trow nowise, but deem, on the contrary, that I see in this glorious young man even the one sent from heaven for the helping of our enemy, of whom I dreaded that he would come ere long time was worn. But now let all things be as they will that be not under my hand.”

The Maiden still kept silence, but she flushed very red and her eyes glittered; for her heart was smitten by this tale of the young champion, and the thought sprang up suddenly, Who then can this be save mine own beloved? But the talk between them fell.






  








Chapter LX. The Blue Knight Gathers Men and Departs from Brookside
 

Wore the days then till the winter came upon them, and though the season was not hard, yet was there but little coming and going about the country-side, that is to say for long journeys; but even so the Blue Knight had his hands full of business in seeing to the gathering of men and stuff for the hosting of the Barons’ League. But when March was at hand, and the roads were dry, there was no need of further message to him, and he let it be known to all and several that on the very first day of the month he would depart before sunrise. And this he told to the Maiden specially, and by this time she had got to look upon it as a thing already done, so that the news thereof took not much from her cheer, which, to say sooth, was but little.

Mighty was the hubbub and toil of their getting ready; but when the morning was come all was in good order, and the men and their wains and what not were all drawn up in array down on the little plain before the bridge, and they looked as if nothing might overthrow them, so stalwarth they were each man, and so well learned to move as though they were one. The sun was not yet up ere there came a knock on the Maiden’s door, and she, who was fully clad, and had been looking out of her window (whence she could see all the array) for a good while, went to the door and opened, and lo! it was Sir Mark, fully armed save his head. She put out her hands to him and said: “Thou hast come to say farewell to me. See, I have saved thee the pain of saying that word; soon may it be that I shall have to say Welcome back!”

He took her hands and kissed her face many times, and she suffered him. Then he said: “O my thanks to thee! Yet hearken: If I come not back at all, when it is known for sure here that I am dead, then I rede thee make as little delay as thou mayest, but get thee gone at once, thou and thy nurse, from the pleasant house of Brookside, and go straight to the house of the Grey Sisters, which thou hast seen from without many a time, and which lieth betwixt wood and water a seven miles down the river, and tell them that I have sent you and bid them to cherish you; then will they see to thy matters in the best way they know. Much more might I say, and I know that thou wouldst hearken me, but I must forbear, lest I soften my heart overmuch for this day and this hour.”

Then he turned and went, but came back in a twinkling while she still stood at the door, and said to her: “I tell thee it needeth but a little but that I should do off this weed of war and abide at home while my men wend to battle.” Then he turned again and was gone.

But the Maiden went to the window weeping thus to lose her friend, and the Carline came to her there, and they looked forth, and beheld the Knight ride down to his men. And then all the array shook and clashed, as they shouted for joy that their captain was come amongst them; and there were the two young squires, gay and bright in their broidered surcoats, and they fell into their places beside the lord, and Roland bore the wavy banner. Then arose the sun, and Sir Mark drew forth his sword and waved it aloft, and Roland shook the banner loose and displayed in in the clear air. The horns blew up, and the whole band of them got on to the bridge and went their ways toward the place where the road to the south and the east turned off from the northern road. Even so departed that glorious piece of ordered might; and when they were quite gone those two turned away from the window, and the days which were next to come seemed empty and dull.

But the Maiden told the Carline all that the Blue Knight had said to her about fleeing straightway to the Grey Sisters if he himself should fall in the war; and the two looked at each other a while, and each knew the thoughts which were in the other’s heart, and which each left unspoken; to wit that Sir Mark feared his mother’s pride and malice, what she might do if he were no longer there to refrain it; yea, and she seeking some outlet to her grief and solace for it in wrath and cruelty.






  








Chapter LXI. The Maiden and the Carline Flee to the Grey Sisters
 

Now wore away the days of March, and all was peaceable, but no tidings came from Sir Mark, nor forsooth was any looked for so early. The Blue Knight had left but three score of men-at-arms at Brookside, under an ancient knight who had won his spurs with hard fighting and was as wise of war as may be, but whose strength was worn away somewhat. But this seemed of little import, as none looked for any war, save it might be the riding of a band of strong-thieves, who would scarce try the tall ramparts of Brookside, or had been speedily thrust aside had they so done. Yet did the seneschal look well to his gates, which were shut save for a few hours midmost of the day, and kept good watch and ward day-long and night-long. And few people were suffered to enter the Castle, save the neighbours who were well known, or now and again a wandering chapman; but such an one was ever put out a-gates before sunset: and no one of these even made a show of giving any news of the country of the war. But midmost of April came some news, such as it was, to wit that the Barons’ League had driven him of Longshaw out of the field by the mere terror of their host and the wind of its banners, and he had shut himself up in Longshaw, whereto they were drawing speedily, and that the King of the City of the Sundering Flood had brought his host into the field to help the Barons. But when the Castle-folk heard this they doubted not but that the Lord of Longshaw was undone, and they were exceeding joyous thereof. But the Maiden, though she might hope the more to see her friend come back whole and sound, was unmerry at the tidings, she could scarce tell for why; neither did the Carline blame her therefore.

But again, almost in the face of May, chapmen more than two or three brought tidings, to wit that all was done: Longshaw taken and ruined, the warriors thereof slain or scattered, and Sir Godrick brought to the heading-block in the King’s City. Now great indeed was the joy in Brookside, and great joy and feast they made; and the Lady of the Castle sat at the high-table, clad in golden garments, at a glorious banquet which was held every night of the octave of the day when they had first heard these good tidings. But when the Carline saw the sadness of the Maiden because of it, she said to her: “Nay, nay, my child, put on a good countenance and up with thine heart. For every tale is good till the next one is told; and I must tell thee that these last two who had one in their mouths, the chapman and the canon to wit, I questioned them closely, first the two together, and then each one by himself, and methought I could see that they knew little more about it than we do, and were but carrying about empty hearsay, ever making the most of what they deemed we and they would like the best to hear. I would rather they had told us once more of the Aunturs of King Arthur and Sir Gawain.”

The Maiden smiled at her word, and her heart was lightened, for it pleased her nought to think that this good Knight, Sir Godrick, whom her friend had so bepraised to her, should have been overcome and led to death by his foemen. Now after this they gat no tidings of any account till May was well on; and then none at all a long while, till at last June was come, and folk about the Castle were getting fearful, lest something untoward had befallen.

At last, on a hot and dry afternoon of June, when the Carline and the Maiden were together and had gotten leave to be without the gate, they saw a horseman come riding from the wood on the other side of the gate, with his head turned toward the Castle, and then another, and then two more. And as they drew nigher, they could see that these were gaunt and tattered and in evil array, and they rode very slowly. And those two beheld them, and saw that no more came, and they wondered what they were. But at last, when they were close on the bridge, they saw only too well by the rags of their array and by the faces of two of them, whom they knew, that these were men-at-arms of Brookside. And the women stood still astonied and wist not what to do; and the men also drew up to them and then abode, and one, he whom they knew the best, spake to them in a harsh voice and said: “God knows we have striven hard to save our lives this long while past, that there might be one or two left to tell the tale; but now it is not so sure but that up there they will slay us for coming home alive. But we heed not, for we be foul like beasts and hungry like beasts and weary like beasts. Let the beasts pass who were once men of Brookside.”

“Poor men,” said the Maiden kindly, “ye need not wound your lips by telling me the tale, for I know it, to wit the others are all slain and perished, and that your lord fell with all valiance in the heat of the battle. O woe is me for my friend!” And she wept.

But the man stared at her wildly, as if he were astonied to hear the unused sweetness of her voice. But she said: “Come now, and let me lead thee to thy fellows; maybe they will be astir now.” So she put her hand on his bridle to lead him, and he followed without naysay, and the others after him. And they passed in under the gate; and by this time there were a score of more folk in the court, for they had seen the riding of men from the walls or windows. But lo, now the Maiden, when she looked about for the Carline, might see her nowhere. But even therewith came one man and another thronging about those runaways, and some crying out, Tell all, tell at once! and blubbering outright, bearded men though they were; and some standing stockstill and staring straight before them in the extremity of their overthrow. And amidst of all this the Maiden was shoved aside and swept out of the way, till presently she felt a hand laid on her shoulder, and found it was the Carline, who spake: “Come out now amidst all this hubbub ere some one think of it to shut the gates. Come speedily.” And they came outside the gate, and found none there, but two horses, and saddle-bags and a pack upon each. And the Carline said: “Mount now, and we will go as thy dead friend bade us; for none may stay us now, and these horses are our very own. Now will we ride away, tonight it may be as far as the Grey Sisters, but tomorrow further.”






  








Chapter LXII. They Fall in with Three Chapmen
 

Now when the next day was, the Lady of Brookside sent a half score of men-at-arms to the House of the Grey Sisters, and bade them give up to them the Carline and the Maiden, if they had them there. But the Sisters said that they had come to them indeed the night before and had slept in their house, but had gone on early in the morning; and when the men asked what road they had taken, they said they had gone north, and were minded for the uplands and the mountains. So the men-at-arms made no delay, but turned and rode the northern [way] diligently, and put their horses to it all they might; and they rode all that day and part of the next; but rode they fast or rode they slow, it was all one, for they came across neither hide nor hair of those twain, and so must needs come back empty-handed to Brookside. And when they told the Lady hereof, she fell into a cold rage, and cursed those twain for their folly and thanklessness, and said now that they had missed all the good which she had in her heart to do them since they had been such close friends to her dear son, late murdered. But however that might be, the Carline and the Maiden never saw Brookside again.

Sooth to say, it was by no means north that these twain rode, but as near south as might be. The Sisters were good to them, and gave them each a gown such as their lay-sisters wore, for they said that so arrayed they would be the less meddled with. Therewithal the Prioress gave them a writing under her seal, praying all religious houses to help them wheresoever they came, whereas they were holy women and of good life. And the twain thanked them and blessed them, and made an oblation each one of them, of a fine ruby from off that necklace of gems aforesaid.

Now they rode through a peaceable country, not ill-peopled, for two weeks or more, and gat good guesting, whiles at some houses of nuns, whiles at a good yeoman’s, and ever were folk good to them; and nought befel them to tell of, save that once they were chased by riders, but overwent them and came under the shelter of a good old knight’s castle, who drave off the thieves, and gave them a good guesting, but was of somewhat heavy cheer, whereas his son, who had gone to the wars, had been taken captive by the Lord of Longshaw, and was not yet come back again.

After this they came into worser lands, rocky and barren, but made their way through somehow, whereas the Carline was deft at snaring small deer, as coneys and the like, and so they lived and got forward on their way.

But on a day toward sunset, as they had just turned about a corner of the road, they came upon a fellowship of a half score men who were at their supper on the green grass just before them. Two of these gat straight to their horses and rode toward the dames, who, seeing that their horses were well-nigh spent, and not knowing which side to turn to, stood still and abode the newcomers, who were nought but courteous to them, and bade them to eat with them. The twain yeasaid it perforce, and were well treated by the travelers, who said they were merchants on the road to the peopled parts that lay beyond the mountains; and even so it seemed by their packs and bundles of goods. Albeit, ere they lay down to sleep, the Maiden whispered to the Carline: “Mother, I fear me that we have fallen amongst thieves: and this seems like the tale of the felons who first stole me, with no kind and dear knight at hand to buy me out of servitude.” “Yea, my sweet,” said the Carline, “the hay smelleth of that weed; but fear thou not, for I will deliver thee if so it be.” So when the morning was, and the day was bright, those merchants drew about the Carline and the Maiden; and there were three masters there, and two of them young men not ill-liking.

Now the Carline speaks to the elder of the three, and thanks him for the meat and drink and company, and says withal that they will now be gone, as time presses them. Says the chapman: “Nay, Carline, not so fast; how shall ye go safer than with us, ten weaponed men to wit? And safe thou shouldst go, dame, whereas thou bearest with thee so great a treasure.” Said the third and youngest of the chapmen: “Go with us ye needs must till we have seen thy damsel safely set in good hands: or what do ye with her?” Said the Maiden: “O my masters, this is my fostermother, and to say sooth the only mother that I have known; it is with all my will that I go where she leadeth, I pray you let her do her will.” And she was sore moved, and wept.

“Let-a-be, child,” said the Carline, caressing her; “if these lords are fain to be our guides and guards, let us thank them kindly for it and go with them joyfully.” The chapmen looked keenly on her, but could see nought amiss in her way of speech; so they trowed in her, and went about their matters arraying them for departure, and right joyous they seemed of the adventure. As for the Maiden, she yet wept; and when the Carline got to talk to her apart, as was easy amidst all the bustle, the sweetling said amidst her tears: “O my mother, I know not how to bear it, that now after all is done I am to be a thrall, and sold to someone, I know not who. And I shall be hidden away from the quest and the quest from me, so that I shall never see my love again. And even now who knows how sorely he longeth for me!”

“Nay, my sweetling,” said the Carline, “hold up thine heart; no thraldom shall befal thee from these men, for I shall most surely deliver thee; but let them first bring us safe toward the edge of the mountains, and [we will] take their false guesting the while for what it is worth, and trust me I shall watch them all the while.” So the Maiden stayed her weeping, but was shy and timid these days, and her loathing of these thieves of folk’s bodies and souls made her downcast.

Two nights after, when they were resting at the day’s end, the Carline (she hidden in the brake) came across the three men contending together in speech, and the words of the elder ending his talk she just caught: “Two thousand nobles at the least would the Lord James pay down for her; he hath none like her in the house.” “Nor will have ever,” said the second man. “And for my part I will not give her up for my share of a two thousand nobles.” Spake the third thereon, and he was the stoutest-built and the gallantest-looked of the three: “Thou wilt not, thou! What sayest thou to me then? The beginning and the end of it is that I will take her to myself alone and sell her to none.” “Yea, yea,” said the elder, jeering, “and what shall we do?” “Thou shalt give her to me for a price,” said the youngest. “Nay, but to me,” said the second: “every one of thy pieces can I cover with a piece.” “Now,” said the elder, “we get on swimmingly; since, forsooth, I know not where either thou or he shall get all that gold from. Wherefore now the best thing ye two may do at this present is to fall both upon me, and slay me; and after that ye two can try it out betwixt yourselves, and he who is left can go back to our carles, who will straightway slay him when they have found the other two corpses. How say ye, my masters, is this a good game to play?”

They sat looking surlily on him, but said nought. Then he said: “Since this is come above ground, which to say sooth I looked for, as ye are two such brisk lads, and the woman such a pearl of beauty, I bid you this way to take: let us bring her down into the peopled parts in peace and good fellowship, and then go all three before a priest and take God’s Body at his hands, and pray it may choke us and rot us if we take her not straight to the Lord James and sell her unto him for the best penny we may, and share all alike, even as the honest and merry merchants we be. Ha, what say ye now?” Belike they saw that there was nothing else to be said, but as moody they were as moody might be. And to say sooth, the Carline deemed that, had it not been for the serving men that would be left over, she might well leave them to slay themselves. But now they went back to their folk, and the Carline followed them in a little while.






  








Chapter LXIII. They Escape from the Chapmen by the Carline’s Wizardry
 

The next night after, they were come to but a little way from the end of the mountains, and could see the tilled and peopled lands lying down before them, and this had been no very long day’s journey. The three merchant masters had ridden much apart from each other all day, and there was little feasting between them at even, and all men laid them down early to sleep. The Carline had spoken a word to the Maiden as they were a-riding, so that none might hear: “Sweetling,” she said, “the thing thou hast to do tonight is to give heed to my least word or beckoning, and obey it, and then will all be well.” So they two lay down somewhat away from the carle-folk. Amidst of the night then, awoke the Maiden, and the moon was high and very bright, and looking to her left side she saw the Carline was not there where she ought to have been; but nought scared was she thereat, since she wotted well that something would betide. But moving as little as she might, she let her eyes go round the campment, and even therewith saw the said Carline coming out of the tent of the masters, who slept all together there, whereas their serving-men lay as they might, under cloaks and such-like, beneath the naked heavens, the weather being fine and dry as at that time. Stole the Carline then and went up to each one of the said men and made unked signs over him, and when all that was done stood up by herself amidst them all and laughed aloud. Then she called out: “O sweetling that I am preserving as a pearl of all price for the greatest warrior of the world, wakest thou or sleepest? Speak out and fear not, for these now will lie here like logs long after the moon is gone out and the sun is shining. These carles thou seest, and two of the masters lie therein in their tent; but the third, the old one, I lured away far into the thicket and laid him asleep there; so that his being away, and the others hunting for him, might breed delay and quarrels amongst these runagates.”

The Maiden lightly arose and spake in a clear voice: “My mother, I am verily awake and ready for the road.” So she came down to the Carline, and they went together to the horses and dight their own, which were the best of the company’s, and without more delay gat to saddle and rode quietly down along the pass.

So rode they till it was the afternoon, and they were come out of the mountains into the first of the meadows. Then they drew rein into the first of the meadows. Then they drew rein in a fair little ingle amidst goodly trees, and gat off their horses and tethered them amongst the sweet grass. Then spake the Carline: “I must now look along the ways of sleep and see what is betiding.” Therewith she drew from her hardes a goat-skin bag, which she did over her head, and then laid herself face downwards on the grass; but the Maiden sat by her and watched.

Thus she lay for an hour, and tumbled and routed in her slumber, and thereafter she awoke and sat up, and was much besweated and worn; and she spake in a weak voice: “I have seen what lieth behind and what lieth before; now therefore I can do, and all will be well. For the chapmen have awakened and have striven, the two young ones together, and then the two young with the old because of his bitter mocks. But now they be got to the road again, and though we be most like to prevent them at a place of refuge, yet wise will it be to leave as little as may be to chancehap. As to what lieth before, I have seen our way that it turneth somewhat east tomorrow, and will bring us to a goodly Abbey that hath a noble guest-house, and there, by the help of the Prior’s safe-conduct and the gifts I shall give to the saints and the stewards, we shall be put well upon our way. But now will I do; and when thou seest me fall down and lie like to one dead, be not afeard, but when I come to myself again then sprinkle my face with water and put a cup of wine to my lips, and thereafter shall I be whole, and we shall eat and drink and go on our way.”

The the Carline went about the way and gathered handfuls of the dust and small stones and laid them in the bag, and then lay down on the way and put the bag under her bosom and brooded it, as a hen broodeth her eggs, moaning and muttering the while, and thus she was a long hour. Then she arose and let her hair loose, and it was long and white and not scanty. In this guise she walked to and fro athwart the road, keeping her face turned toward the mountains, and kept taking handfuls of that dust and casting it up toward that quarter; and ever and anon she cried out: “Be mist and mirk, and bewilderment and fear, before those faces of our foemen! Be a wall behind us that they may not pierce through! Mirk behind us, light before us!” So she went on till she had emptied the said bag, and then she fell aback and lay on the road as one dead. And the Maiden did as she had bidden and meddled not with her. But at last, and it was another hour, she began to come to herself, and the Maiden sprinkled her with water and gave her wine to drink, and the old woman arose and was herself again and of good cheer; and she stowed away her bag, and they drew forth victual and ate and drank kindly and merrily together.

So they gat to the road again when when it yet lacked three hours of sunset, but rode not after night had fallen lest they should miss their way. And no shelter they had that night but the grass and the trees and the well-bedecked heavens, and all that was sweet enough for them.

On the morrow they gat to the road early enough, and soon began to come amongst the cots and the homesteads, and saw the folk labouring afield, and none were otherwise than friendly to them; and a company of husbandmen, carles and queans, hailed them from the ingle of an acre where they were eating their dinner and bade light down and share, and they did so with a good will; and the upland folk looked with wonder on the Maiden and her beauty, and gave her much worship. But the Carline talked with them, and asked them much of their land and how it sped with them; and they said it was well with them, for that they dwelt in good peace, whereas they were under the dominion of the great Abbey, which dealt mildly with them, and would not suffer them to be harried; and they pointed out to the newcomers a fair white castle lying on a spur of the hills which went up to the waste mountains, and did them to with that that was the bit and the bridle of any wild men who might get it into their heads to break out on to the wealth of the Holy Fathers. And there be many such, said they, about our land, and especially a good way east and south hence where the land marcheth on the Great Forest, which is haunted by the worst of men, who will not be refrained but by great might and great heed. “And now,” said they, “we here tell of that mighty and good lord, the Knight of Longshaw, that he hath of late prevailed against his foes, who be tyrants and oppressors; and if that be sooth, he shall do as much or more on the east side of the Forest as my Lord Abbot hath done in the west, and peace and good days shall abide with us.” Much those twain heeded this talk, and they prayed for that good lord, him and his.

So they thanked that good folk and went their ways, and in an hour’s time they found the path which would do their eastering for them toward the Abbey; and shortly to say it, they came to the guest-house thereof two hours before it began to dusk, and were well-served by the brethren whose office it was.






  








Chapter LXIV. The Carline Endeth Her Tale
 

When they arose on the morrow they began to think of departure, though they would have kept them in that guest-house for many days; but both of the twain, and especially the Maiden, deemed that, if they might, they should be drawing nigh to that dwelling of the good Knight who had overthrown the League of the Barons; and they both deemed that thereabout, if anywhere, they should have tidings, even had they long to wait for them, of that new champion whom the wise Knight had gotten.

Now then the Carline did wisely, and she got to see he steward, and fell to talk with him, and did him to wit that, for all the simplicity of their raiment, they had both the will and the might to make a fair oblation to the Saint; and she took from the aforesaid necklace two sapphires and two emeralds, all great and very fair, and the steward’s eyes danced in the head of him at the sight, and he said: “This is a fair gift indeed, and if ye will come with me into the church I will show you to the Sub-prior, and if ye have any honest desire, as is like, since ye have such love of Holy Church, he and I between us will help you therein. And if not, nought is your time wasted in seeing our church, which is of itself worth a long journey to behold.”

So they went, well pleased, and when they were in the church they found that he had said nought but the sooth: so many pillars there were reaching up and toward the sky, so nobly wide it was, and as long as it should be. And there were many altars therein, all as well furnished as might be done; and long had it taken any lettered man to have told up the number of histories on the walls and in the windows, wherein they were all as if done with gemstones; and everywhere the fair stories told as if they were verily alive, and as if they who did them had seen them going on on the earth and in the heavens. So the two waited there ravished while the steward went to fetch the Sub-prior, and brought him presently, a kind and holy man, and humble of demeanour.

He spake to them and said: “My daughters, it is told me that ye need somewhat of our house in all honesty and holiness; now when ye have laid your gift on the altar, if ye will come with me and our steward here to the parlour, I will hearken to all ye have to say, and if the thing ye need of us can be done, done it shall be.” They thanked him humbly and went and made their oblation, and prayed, and the Sub-prior blessed them, and brought them out of the church into the parlour, and there they sat down together.

Then the Carline opened her budget, and told how they two had suffered from war and rapine, and when they had been delivered from a foul caitiff by a good Knight who had cherished them with all honours in his house, and all went well a while, it endured not long, for needs must he go to the wars, and there was he slain: how they, to escape the malice of the mother of the said Knight, who was a proud and hard woman, and now that her son was dead neither loved nor feared aught, must needs flee away. “But withal,” said the Carline, “even had that good and kind Knight lived and come back to us, needs must we have left his house, and his kindness ere long. For this I must do you to wit,” says she, “that we deem we have a weird and a fortune abiding us, and that through all trouble we shall be brought thereto in the end, and that the said Knight’s house of Brookside was over-far from it. This therefore we ask of you, since ye have shown such kindness unto us as the man of Samaria to him who fell amongst thieves.”

The Sub-prior smiled at her word and said: “Well, dame, neither the priest nor the Levite pass by the poor souls.”

“Father,” she said, “thou and thy house, are ye foes or friends to the Knight of Longshaw?”

The Sub-prior smiled: “Friends forsooth,” said he, “so far as we may do him any good; but ye wot that we give him no carnal help with sword and spear, yea and little indeed might we give were we temporal lords, so far off as we be from Longshaw, and the river and the Wood Masterless lying all between us. And now indeed we begin to deem that the good Knight may yet come to his above, though ere he had given the Barons’ League that great overthrow things seemed much going awry with him. Moreover we have heard of a new champion whom he hath gotten, and who counted for much in that battle with the Barons, and well-nigh as wise in war is he as the Knight himself, say men. But now, my daughters, what would ye with the Knight of Longshaw?”

With that the Maiden took up the word, blushing red like a rose, and she said: “With the Knight of Longshaw it is perhaps little that we have to do, although we wish him all good, but it is rather with that one of whom ye have heard tell that he is a new-come champion of the Knight’s.” The Sub-prior smiled withal and said: “But what have ye to do with this champion?”

The Maiden blushed no longer, but said: “I will tell you the story in as short a way as it may be told: I was a damsel living much all alone by the side of a terrible river, not lightly to be crossed, or indeed not at all. And on the other side of the said river was there a bold lad of about my years, and we fell into converse, speaking together very sweetly each from our own side of the water. And for a long time this seemed a no such evil fate for the two of us to endure; but time went on, and I grew into a woman and he grew into a man, and indeed as bold a champion as there is in our parts; and then indeed it seemed hard that, though we should meet in speech, yet never should mouth meet mouth or hand meet hand. But we lived on in hope, and trusted to what weird had wrought for us. And it seemed possibly not so unlike but that this bold and eager champion might go wide in the world, and somehow find out the country and the side of the river on which I was born and bred. And in the meantime was I determined above all things never to think of anyone else but this bold and beautiful champion, and even so it is with me now. And this good dame here, who is my very fostermother, and is somewhat wise, though I would hope not more so than Holy Church alloweth, has always bidden me to hope to see my champion again, and even so I do. And we both know that it is only amongst the Knight of Longshaw and his men that he is to be found.”

Quoth the Sub-prior: “And when he was found, and ye let him know where ye are, will he come to you, think ye?”

“Even so we believe,” said the Maiden. “Well,” said the Sub-prior. “tell me what ye would have, and it shall be done for you.” Said the Carline: “We would [come across the water and] have guide and guards through the Wood Masterless to some place where we may dwell alone. Can ye do this much for us? And we shall be well willing to pay with suchlike gems as ye have already seen of ours for such a small house.”

“Well,” said the Sub-prior, “that may well be, and tomorrow morn, if ye will take the whole thing on your own heads, I will send you [down to the ferry that lieth betwixt us and a House of Friars on the further side of the water. At a writing from us these good brothers may find you some such dwelling in the Wood Masterless as ye seek, and will furnish you with way-beasts and guides thereto.] But I leave it to you, Carline, whether ye do not risk greatly to take such a pearl with you into the place which is peopled by the worst of men.” Said the Carline: “To tell you the truth, Father, I have pieces of wisdom by which I can blind the eyes of foolish men, so that they will see nothing of the delicate beauty of my daughter here.” “Well,” said the Sub-prior, and smiled.

So the very next morning it was as the Sub-prior said. [Two lay-brothers brought them down to the water-side, and at parting gave a writing into the hand of the Carline. And when they were safely over the mighty Flood, and landed on a pleasant strand where the water was shallow and the current none so swift, the ferryman spoke a word of them to one of the brotherhood who had stood watching the crossing of that boat. With a friendly greeting he turned and led the way to the Friary, a fair stone building, set with a wall both high and long. Here met the Carline and the Maiden with a kindly welcome, and were set in the guest-house to rest that night. And, said the good brothers, their matter might be seen to, and they would send them on through the Wood Masterless; and that there was such a house as the Carline would have, which is in a good case, said they, though it may want here and there a nail or a plank.

And in the morning two of the brothers were bidden] array themselves and take sumpter-horses and good horses for the women, and to lead them to within such distance of the Castle and Longshaw as might seem good to the Carline, and that forsooth was but some dozen miles.

There then they rested; and from time to time the Carline would go on her errands, and would see folk who would give her tidings of how things went in the world. And ever she found that the tale was the same. For the Lord of Longshaw might not stretch out a hand without thriving; and ever with him at council, or at privy talk, or in the front of the battle, was this marvellous champion, whom it availed nought for any man to gainsay. At last the time began to seem long for the Maiden; and the Carline from time to time, when she did not know that she was nigh, heard her bewailing that her man came not, and she heard her say one day: If he come not before long, then will be perished some deal of that delicate beauty which I would above all things deliver into his keeping, so that he may know that it was no mere shadow of a woman with whom he gave and took in talk on the other side of the Sundering Flood. And in very sooth she began to peak and pine, and the Carline took her to task therefor, and said that she herself would try to set this right. Till on a day the Carline knew for sure that the champion had now turned his head from all his valiances, and was thinking of nothing but of how he might come across her with whom he had such merry days on the other side of the Great Water.

Short it is that is left to tell. The Carline knew of a certainty that he had been smitten in felony and grievously hurt, and that he had been carried to an hermitage and there healed; therefore she waylaid him on a time and brought him to the house wherein they dwelt. And there, whether it were by her planning or by mere chance-hap may scarce be told, but such a thing befel that the wrath of the champion blazed out in him, so that for some few minutes he might scarce tell what was before him. And then it was all over, and they two were sealed for one another for what yet abided them on the earth.

Now this is my tale, and belike it has been somewhat overlong, and therefore it scarce needs that ye bid this damsel tell a tale for her part, which were indeed better told by her casting to earth her grey cloak and showing her body fairly dight. For, indeed, this damsel belongeth to one who is your kinsman and dear friend: and seemly will she think it that she show her body so dight that it shall lack no fairness before you.






  








Chapter LXV. Osberne and Elfhild Make Themselves Known to Their People
 

Therewith the Carline sat down, and there was great cheer and rumour in the hall, and folk wondered what was to come next; but it is not to be said but that they had an inkling of what had befallen. Then Elfhild arose and cast off her grey clothes, and was clad thereunder in the finest of fine gear of gold and of green, and surely, said everybody, that never was such beauty seen in hall. And for a while people held their breaths, as they that see a wonder which they fear may pass away. And then a great shout rent the hall, and there it was done. A tall man rose in his place, a grey cloak fell from him, and he was clad all in glittering armour, and there was none that did not know him for Osberne Wulfgrimsson, who has been called the Red Lad. And he said in a bold and free voice: “See, my masters and dear friends, if I have not kept tryst with you; for it is of a sooth five years well told since I departed from Wethermel with little hope in my heart. And now forsooth is no hope in my heart, for all the hope has budded and blossomed and fruited, and I am yours and ye are mine while the days last. And this is the woman that I have won; and O I would that it had been earlier, though God wot I laboured at it. And now I think ye will be good to her as ye will be good to me, and what tale shall there be except of peace and quiet in these far-away upland vales?”

[Unwritten Song]

So passed the hours into deep might at Wethermel, and folk went to sleep scarce trowing in the wonders that they had heard and seen. And there were few among them that did not long for the dawn and the daylight, that they might once again cast eyes upon Osberne and his beloved. And hard it were to say which of those twain was the loveliest. But surely about both of them there was then and always a sweet wisdom that never went beyond what was due and meet for the land they lived in or the people with whom they dwelt. So that all round them the folk grew better and not the worser.






  








Chapter LXVI. The Lip of the Sundering Flood
 

When it was the morning and the sun shone through the house at Wethermel, those two arose and took each other by the hand, and no word they spake together, but went straight to the Sundering Flood, and there they walked slowly and daintily along the very lip thereof; and the day was the crown of all midsummer days, and it seemed to Elfhild that never on the other side had the flowers looked so fair and beautiful. So they went on till they came to the Bight of the Cloven Knoll, and there they looked across a while and yet said nothing. And Elfhild looked curiously toward that cave wherein Osberne first espied her, and she said: “How would it be if there were another one there?” He laughed and said: “There is not another one.” But she said: “Dost thou remember that game I played with the shepherd’s pipe, how that the sheep came all bundling towards me?” “Dearly I remember it,” said Osberne. “Now,” she said, “I will tell thee a thing. I have got the said pipe in my bosom now. It were good game to have it forth and try whether it has lost its power.” He said: “Well, try it.” She said: “Be there sheep about?” And there were no sheep at no great distance.

And she drew forth the pipe and let her lips to it and played, and there came from it that very same sweet old tune that had joyed him so much long aforetime. But when they looked to see what would happen to the sheep, lo and behold they stirred not at all for the sweetness of the tune, nor made as if they heard it. So they laughed, albeit each of them, and Elfhild in especial, was a little grieved that the power had departed from the pipe. And they looked down towards the water, and Elfhild half thought to see a little brown man sitting at the door of the cave. But there was nothing; only it seemed to them both that there came up from the water a sound that said, Give it me back again. And Osberne said: “Didst thou hear that?” “Yea,” she said, “I thought I heard something. What shall we do?” Said he: “Why should he have his pipe back again?” She said: “Let us see what will happen if we cast it down to him.” “Good,” said Osberne, and he took the pipe, and as deftly as he might he cast it towards the mouth of the cave, but it fell a long way short.

But lo, as it was on the very point of striking the water it seemed that it was wafted up to the cave’s mouth, and it vanished away into the cave no slower than might have been looked for. And a faint voice came up from the water and said, I am pleased; good luck go with you.

So they sat down and pondered on these things a while, till at last Elfhild said: “Now will I tell thee a tale as in old days.” And he said: “That is good.” Then she began a tale which was sweet and pleasant, and little like to those terrible things that had happened to those two since they were sundered by the Flood. And it lasted long, and the afternoon was hot, and they were fain for coolness’ sake to creep into the shadow of certain bushes that grew a little off the lip of the Sundering Flood. There they rested them, and when the shadows began to lengthen, they arose and went back hand in hand to Wethermel as they had come.






  








Chapter LXVII. A Friend at Need
 

It was some three years after this that weaponed men came down into the Dale. It was told to Osberne, and he took his sword and went to meet them. He came across them as they fared slowly down the bent, looking weary and fordone. He looked at them, and he saw that there was nothing for it but that the chiefest of them, and there were but three, was the Knight of Longshaw. So he ran up to him, and cast his arms about him, and kissed him, and asked him what ailed. And the Knight said, and laughed withal: “That has befallen me which befals most men: I have been overcome, and I believe that my foes are hard on my heels.”

“Will they be a many?” said Osberne. “Not in this first stour,” said the Knight. “Well,” said Osberne, “I will go and look to it to get a few men together to show them out of the Dale.” So he turned hand in hand with the Knight of Longshaw, and cried out to Stephen the Eater to gather forth; and in an hour or so they had enough men and to spare. By that time the pursuers came glittering over the bent, so Osberne and his gathered themselves together and stood till the others came. And when they were within hail, Osberne asked: “What would ye here in arms? We are peaceable men.” Said the pursuers: “We have nought to do with you, but we would have the body of a felon and a traitor hight the Knight of Longshaw.”

Osberne laughed and said: “Here he stands beside me; come and take him!” And the foe were some three score, all a-horseback. So they fell on without more words; but they made nothing of it, and the Wethermelers kept them aloof with spear and bill. Albeit Osberne did not draw his sword, nor did the Knight of Longshaw.

Then the foemen held off a little, and they said: “Hark ye, ye up-countrymen, if ye do not give up this man, then will we burn your house to the threshold.”

“Yea,” said Osberne, “ye have all day long to do it in, make no delay therefore. Or did ye ever hear who I am?” And they said: “Nay, we know not.” Then he let his red cloak float over him and let his byrny show glittering, and he drew Boardcleaver and suddenly cried out, “The Red Lad! The Red Lad!” and all the others did in like wise. Then the foemen fled up the bent. And Osberne said: “Lightfoot men of Wethermel, here is a job for you: let not one of these men escape from out of the Dale.” So they fell to, and hard they worked at it, and so they wrought that they slew them every one.

Then Osberne went back to the Knight of Longshaw and said: “See, master, it is still a name to conjure with. And now what wilt thou do? Wilt thou gather men in the Dale here? We can find thee a ten score or thereabout of as good men as need be.”

“Nay,” said the Knight, “I will not have them, for meseems I am getting towards the end of my tether, and I will not carry away your good men and true from your wives and your children.” So therewith they went into the stead and were joyful together.






  








Chapter LXVIII. The Knight of Longshaw Gathereth Force
 

The Knight of Longshaw abode at Wethermel in much content, and much it pleased him to look upon the beauty of Elfhild and the fairness of the life that men lived in the Dale. At last he said: “Now I must shake off my sloth somewhat, and it will be a case of farewell.” “Will it?” said Osberne. “Yea,” said the Knight, “for I will to Eastcheaping, and there I will set me to gather men, and I look to it that, ere three months are over, I shall have a good host on foot.” “It is well,” said Osberne.

So in two days’ time the Knight went, with his two men that had fled into the Dale with him, to Eastcheaping, and Osberne rode with him. When they came to Eastcheaping the Knight said: “Now is the time for farewell.” “Nay, nay,” said Osberne, “there shall be no farewell this time at least; but I will help thee with the gathering of men, and when we have got an host I will be the leader thereof. This thou must not gainsay me.” Said the Knight: “But gainsay thee I will, for unless thou gettest thee back to thine own people I will break up my whole purpose.” “And why?” said Osberne. “Thou art blind not to see,” said the Knight. “I come and find thee here as happy as any man in the world, wedded to a fair wife, the lord of a stout and stalwarth people who love thee above all things. And I have that in me that tells me that if I carry thee away I carry thee away to death. For I have seen thee in a dream of the night and in a dream of the day living at Wethermel and dying on a field near the City of the Sundering Flood.”

Said Osberne: “And shall I choose dishonour then?”

“Nay,” he said, “where is the dishonour? Besides, take this for a gibe, that whereas time agone I could do but ill without thee, now I can do without thee well, for I have three or four fellows will come to my call as soon as they know that my banner is in the field again. Wherefore, I tell thee, thou must either be my unfriend, or get thee back home my friend and my lad.” So when Osberne saw it would no better be, he wept and bade farewell to the Knight of Longshaw, and went his ways back home. Six months hence he heard true tidings of the Knight, that he had gathered an host and fallen on his foes, and had fared nowhere save to thrive. And it is not said that he met the Knight of Longshaw face to face again in this life.

It is further to be told that once in every quarter Osberne went into that same dale wherein he first met Steelhead, and there he came to him, and they had converse together; and though Osberne changed the aspect of him from year to year, as for Steelhead he changed not at all, but was ever the same as when Osberne first saw him, and good love there was between those twain.

Now is there no more to say concerning the Sundering Flood and those that dwelt thereby.






  

THE NOVEL ON BLUE PAPER
 


 

This unfinished novel was begun in the early 1870’s. Set in the then present day, it is highly uncharacteristic of Morris’ work, adhering to utopian concerns and fantasy mediaevalist settings. It was eventually published in 1982, in an edition edited by Penelope Fitzgerald, who gave the novel its published title, after the blue foolscap paper on which the manuscript was written. The story involves a love triangle between two brothers and a young woman named Clara – a situation that echoed a similar love triangle in which Morris was embroiled whilst writing the fragment, between himself, his wife Jane and his friend Dante Gabriel Rossetti.
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Jane Morris and Dante Gabriel Rossetti – Morris’ wife and friend, whose affair inspired the events of this unfinished novel






  








CHAPTER I. THE VILLAGE OF ORMSLADE
 

Our story begins in a village not so very far from London, yet in a country out of the tracks of the busiest people, and at any rate, for whatsoever reason, with a remote and unchanging air about it, that put it beyond dullness, and made the commonplace people, who wore away their monotonous and thoughtless lives there seem to the dreamy wanderer through the streets as if they must deal with a different code of right and wrong, different ways of hope and fear and pleasure and pain than him.

It was an old village of middling size, with no squire’s house in it or near it, because a very great lord’s house some five miles off swallowed up all the land thereabout; the rectory, on the other hand, was rich, and the rector served for squire in this village of Ormslade, which stood nearly on the borders of rich grazing country and a strange open waste, sometimes wooded and sometimes bare, called Scolton Chase. Old as the village street was it looked still older, for, in that country of good building stone, people kept building decent houses with little mullioned windows a good hundred years later than in most parts of England, and the houses here were mostly built of this brown stone with slate roofs.

A queer little old red-brick house with stiff iron railings and two yards of garden along its front had a brass plate on the door and held the doctor; another red brick house, as small, and not lacking the railings and garden, but new, and with a blue slate roof, had a general shop below, and rooms where the curate lodged above; another, originally made of two of the ordinary houses knocked into one, had been taken possession of by a retired skipper, who had long spent his days in building rockwork about the garden, fowl-houses and statues like castles in wood and plaster, and an arbour with a dome to it. The other houses were all of one type, only differing being bigger or smaller, and in some of them having little gardens in front which most lacked, the little white-haired freckled children building their mud-pies right up against the brown stone walls of them; the village inn was not among the biggest; it stood back a little from the road, a big pollard elm in front of the door with a circular bench round its roots, and the sign thrust out from halfway up its bole, where one could still dimly see the two white harts and the bugle of the Scolton arms.

Near its end the long street was cut across by a road, the northern arm of which led up through rising ground to the Chase, the southern into the heart of the undulating hedged meadow land; just down this road lay the Rectory first, and then the church; the Rectory a handsome old stone house, with a garden whose long high wall ran alongside the road, and had a square turret-like pleasure arbour at the corner of it, a common fashion thereabouts. The church and church yard ended the village on that side: and the ground sloped quickly away from them into fields, heavily hedged as afore said. Looking from the crazy paling of the churchyard one might see the rich countryside, not very far indeed, for it soon swelled up into a hedged slope again, a patchwork at some times of the year of ploughed field and grass mead, but this June tide all green, the just cleared hayfield showing bright among the beans and corn.

Between the first slope and the church had been a battle once; the whole countryside had been much fought over in the parliamentary wars; and in the time when Oxford was Charles’ headquarters, a regiment of Royalist horse surprised a band of Roundhead levies marching towards Reading, and beat them into rout after a fierce skirmish; many men fell in the village street itself, and in the parish register was record of eighteen troopers buried on the north side of the church. Nearer the river again the partisans of the luckless Richard the Second had had one of their last scatterings, but the place of this was grown dim by this time; on the north side of the village history went back with a great leap, for on the borders of the Chase were three barrows, and the farmhouse they stood by had kept at any rate the popular idea of what they were, in the name of Danesho Hall.

The church itself was one of those architectural oddities of which there are so many in England — the chancel high walled, rich in carving, a very lantern of traceried windows, with a low roof covered with lead; the nave barnlike with low aisle walls, and a high roof patched in all sorts of ways and ruinous enough; this latter again nearly swallowed up the low, square tower, in which there was scarcely a stone awry, and the tangled carving of whose Norman door was sharp and clear still. Inside, there were remnants of painted screen work struggling among ricketty deal pews, the rich farmers’ (in default of squire’s) pews cushioned and red-curtained; this in the nave; then the now bare magnificence of the chancel beyond, so startling, so little cared for; the rich chantry by the side of it whose alabaster images had been scored all over with initials of Bumpkin’s sweethearts through generations of slumbrous sermons; and in the chancel itself, the wasted and broken remains of the necessities of the old worship — half the altar stones built into the pavement, figures in stained glass without heads or turned upside down, painted tiles in the pavement, a brass or two, a half dozen of hatchments on the walls; and amidst it all, blocking up a window bay, the tomb of a member of the rector’s family — (it was a family living) — who some fifty years ago had been a professed dilettante and a travelled man, and had enlightened his native place with an Italian work of art in memory of his wife, and himself when he should come to die. This was a marvel for miles around. There was Death and his dart in it, and the rector on his knees, and his wife of her own accord opening Death’s door in the towering marble rockwork, amidst which an angel held a scroll of Fiat Voluntas Tua and the date — simpering meantime on a stained glass bishop in the opposite window, who, for all return, grinned queerly upon him from his aureoled head held in his hand.

The church was wretchedly kept enough amidst all these signs of former wealth, and was rather the place for an antiquary than for a seeker after the picturesque, and the village, again, full of architectural and historical interest as it was, would not have been called pretty or charming by people; and certainly I should not have called it cheerful, though there was nothing squalid about it. The general absence of gardens towards the street, the brown walls and brown road meeting, the brown-faced, heavily-walking men, the brown-faced anxious-looking women, the silence of the world (as it were) among the many noises of this summer afternoon, the landscape beyond so rich and so limited — no big hill, no wide fiver to lead one’s thoughts or hopes along. Was it a place to crush passion or to soothe it, or rather to nurse and foster it with brooding, with a sense of isolation and imprisonment?






  








CHAPTER II. THE RECTORY
 

I have told of the inside of the church; I will now do as much for the rectory. There was little modern or gay in it. Inside its high wall you came into a court with a drive round it, and a grass plot in the middle, the stable on one side and the kitchen garden on the other. There were roses enough, trained on the wall right up to the topmost windows — old-fashioned these were, but not the mediaeval ones of the poorer houses: A stone porch led into a big white-panelled hall, with unclerical matters enough for decoration — reminiscences not only of the hunting-field: but of travelled members of the family, the punctual one being a stuffed tiger in the corner, carefully dusted, but bald and shining in many places now. Its death was the handiwork of the late rector, once a sepoy captain, who laid aside his sword to be inducted into the family living. To him, also, were to be referred one or two Indian cabinets and a carved ivory junk in the low-ceilinged square drawing-room, and a carpet growing threadbare in the long dining-room, once a pleasant room enough, but dealt with unluckily by him of the monument, so that it is now drab and bare, with horsehair chairs and a stiff-legged sideboard with a sarcophagus cellaret underneath it, and with four vulgar portraits on the walls.

There stood the present rector now, leaning against the fireplace, though there was nothing in the grate but pink and white strips of paper, and a little, hardbitten, apple-cheeked old man, visibly a doctor, stood opposite to him with his hat in his hand, ready to go.

‘Well,’ said this latter, ‘he’ll do now. He’s beginning to eat like a trump.’

The rector grunted acquiescence, or pleasure — anything you will — and the doctor looked at him rather hard for a time, and then said:

‘How different he is to you — in looks, I mean; not much like his mother either.’

The rector didn’t answer, and the doctor said again, after a pause:

‘He’s a clever lad, your son. I hope he mayn’t turn out too clever, and give us the slip.’

‘Which do you mean?’ said the other, in a tone as if he repented his rudeness in not answering before, yet didn’t wish the talk to last.

‘Why, Arthur, of course; weren’t we talking of him? No, John is all right, though he’s clever enough too — but sharp, and full of sense. O, he’ll do! He’ll die a rich man, I should say.’

The rector smiled faintly, but said nothing, and the little doctor smiled too, as the pleasantest way of showing that he knew he was to go, and bustled out of the room, leaving the usual doctor’s injunctions behind him.

When he had shut the hall door upon him, the rector turned, sauntered slowly into the drawing-room and thence through an open glass door and out onto the old-fashioned flower garden with its terrace and mulberry tree, and straight-cut flower borders, and the great row of full-foliaged elms that cut it off from the fields without. He stopped presently in the yellow light of the sinking sun, amid the sweet scent of the June flowers, and stared hard at the beauty before him, muttering: ‘She was right that day; it was a dull place to bury oneself in.’

A pang compounded of the memory of hopes and fears, pleasures and pains of many past years shot through him as he spoke; one of those sparks of feeling which sometimes touch dull, or dulled, natures for a moment. If they could only catch at them and grasp in them the thread that would lead them out of the wretched maze! For the scent of the summer evening had somehow mingled with thoughts that the talk about his sons had begun in him, and for that moment he remembered what he might have been, rather than what he was. Old aspirations, old enthusiasms, the kindling of what he thought true love — and the slaking of it — it was too bitter to let him muse long. He turned back again into the house, feeling that less of a prison than the sweet summer garden that led into the fields, that led into other fields that led he didn’t care where. He flung himself down into a chair and took a stupid book of travels in his hand and didn’t read it.

Sooth to say, he did not look like a man likely to have pleasant thoughts. He was a handsome man, too; liker to a captain of dragons than a parson, one would have said; tall and well-knit, with black hair, black eyebrows over fierce-looking grey eyes, a straight, well-made nose, a well-fashioned mouth and large chin and jaw; all the features cast in a find mould — yet all spoilt; his brow knit in an ugly half-scowl, his eyes with little expression in them but suppressed rage, his nose swelled and reddened, his mouth and chin grown coarse and lumpy — an unlovely face. People in general are not very quick to read character in a face, but the simplest people had found out that Parson Risley was of no use to them, in spite of his good looks. It must be said, too, that he had always (in any case where it was possible) acted with a reckless cruelty which in rougher times would perhaps have developed and won for him the reputation of an Ezzelin; and though he had tempered this from time to time by giving great gifts, yet this man of just forty, with what seemed an easy life to lead, dealing with no very important matters, without ambition, as it seemed, without serious opposition, without fear of having his position lessened, without anything much to grasp at, managed to make himself both feared and hated in the limited society in which he moved.   

Yes! even as the beautiful church was a grave and a ruin, the comely well-conditioned village a dull prison, the fair sweet-scented countryside a sort of dull enchanted valley to be escaped from, so was this handsome house and handsome man, its owner, the scene and actor of a tragedy without meaning and without ending, a curse without a name, a lurking misery that could not be met and grappled with, because its very existence had slain sight, and memory, and hope — that of pain itself, that quickens those whom God will not have die while they seem to live.






  








CHAPTER III. MRS RISLEY’S SECRET
 

Parson Risley had taken the living of Ormslade as a young man, newly married; his wife bore him two sons at Ormslade and died a year after the birth of the second, little regretted by him. She had been a pale, thin, querulous, flaxen-haired woman with blue eyes, whom he had never treated with even a show of respect. For this, as for everything else, she didn’t seem to care greatly; yet when she was sickening for her last Illness (she died in childbirth of her third child, who died with her) it is certain that she had in her mind a great longing to live till one of her sons grew up, that she might tell him a grievance of hers, and perhaps entrust a hatred to him; a hatred to his father.

Nobody was with her when she died except the hired nurses and the little village doctor. Of this latter she asked many questions as to ‘when he thought children grew old enough to understand matters of love’ and the like questions which he parried as well as he could, and in his turn asked leading questions, to see if she would not tell him the story, whatever it was. But she didn’t open herself to him and died and left all unsaid.

After all, it was no great thing that she had to tell; only how she had found three letters in an old pocket-book of her husband’s, hidden away among clothes. Here they all are, in order that we may make an end of the rector’s history at once, before we begin that of his sons, with whom our tale will chiefly have to do. They all dated from before his marriage; the first is in his own hand:

Hasted Hall

My love, my darling — 

I could not do it yesterday, though I came up to London for nothing but to tell you. And yet l was going to do it, the last half hour we were together, though you were so happy and bright. Didn’t you notice how confused and stupid I was? But then, when you took me to see your newly-furnished bedroom, and were so pretty over talking about all the things, and showed me your dear clothes in the drawers, and I saw your little slippers lying about, and all the dear things that touch your body that I love so, your little slippers lying about, and all the dear things that touch your body that I love so, , as I thought I should never lie with you in the new pretty bed, and I came away with the kisses that I feel now, and leaving that lie behind me — for you know the kind of thing I have to say. Don’t curse me; then my heart failed me as I thought I should never lie with you in the pretty new bed, and I came away with the kisses that I feel now, and leaving that lie behind me — for you know the kind of thing I have to say. Don’t curse me; live, and think of me, as I shall think of you.

I am to be married next Thursday. Who knows, we may meet again — my wife may die before we are either of us very old — you know, dear, that life won’t be very pleasant to me so don’t he too angry. At all events, be sure that I don’t love her. Ugh! I haven’t told you a word about it, and now, when all is over, why should I? yet I must say this much, that I should have been clean ruined if I had not. Just a hint to my father a month ago about what might have happened to me made him quite mad, and you don’t know how I ran into debt — there, you forgive me, don’t you? as you have forgiven me so many times.

Ah, my God, if I were only back with you to forgive and be forgiven over and over again! How can I do it, how can I do it? To lie, and pretend to love this ugly stupid woman — hardhearted, too she is — when I have had the cleverest and most beautiful woman in the world in my arms! Why was I born among rich people loving all sorts of comfort? One thing more — I shall go to my rectory as soon as I am married — my wife is rich — I can easily afford to send you £250 a year, so you will be richer now than you have been. I must try to think how you can write to me, for I must hear of you — for indeed and indeed I shall always love you, my precious, my darling, my own! O, if you could only kiss your poor James.

The second letter was this, in a large well-formed woman’s hand:

There is your letter back again. Take it, and the curse with it you pretend to dread. Yet if I curse you, I don’t curse God; I bless him rather for showing me what you are while I could yet escape from you — yes, even at the cost of all the pollution I have suffered from you, and the loss of the house (a dull loveless one, certainly) I left for you. Curse you and your money — the money for which you have sold me and yourself. I will have none of it. Who cares whether I die or not? And as for you — I know you now; my eyes are opened; all sorts of little things come back to me now, and I see what they mean. I stifled all doubts in me — all disgusts I hid to myself — I should soon have got to be as base as you. Ah, why am I writing to him and telling him of my feelings as if we were still — lovers? but note this: may your life grow duller and duller in the dull place you are going to bury yourself in — may you have no escape in the whole world from dullness — I say I know you; may all your grossnesses and falsenesses increase on you till everything hates you, till your face that I have kissed, and hung over, changes as your base soul works on it. My curse, my curse, upon you — ah, why are words so weak? — I will not die, do you hear? I will live and curse you.

The third, with the date of the next post, was in the same hand:

Oh no, no, no, I didn’t mean it — and have you forgiven me? Indeed I will live, and wait, and hope, and try to keep young and-handsome for you. O, what a letter I could write! If you only knew how full my heart is of love for you; yes, I shall be happy with my love, whatever happens. I could tell you many things, only the same and horror of my last miserable words keeps returning. What did I do the night I sent the letter off? — last night it was. Let me tell you that, for I know you will be pleased to hear about me, and that you are forgiving me as you read this.

I wandered about the street after post time till it got dark, and then went right into town; it was such a fine bright evening, and I felt so strange, not at all like I expected to feel; I can’t tell you how, but not mad at all. So it got dark, and still I walked about, all through the City at first, and then I turned westward and got into the Strand, and people spoke to me as if I was — well, I shall never be that, never! I will live and be good till I can be with you again, my darling — and then I began to love you so again, and I cried, and put my veil down, and I stopped at the turning off to Waterloo Bridge and went half way down the street toward the bridge — and then there were so many people about; and I turned back and went straight to the Olympic; and I took a ticket for the stalls, quite sensibly, and went in and sat in one of the stalls close by the door, just where we sat last week, my darling — and Robson was acting in Medea still, though it was half over. Wasn’t it strange of me? And shall I tell you how I felt when the people laughed? Well, I thought quite distinctly: ‘Now I needn’t trouble to kill myself after all, because I must have died, and this is hell’ — you have forgiven me, dear, haven’t you? that’s why I tell you all this — well, Medea came to an end, and then there was a farce, and people laughed more and more till at last we all got up, and I got my bonnet and walked straight home and it was raining when I came to Waterloo Bridge, for I went that way home. There were few people about, but I walked straight home, and ran sometimes. I don’t know why, but I had a feeling on me of being too late.

Well, I got home, and I daresay you can guess — poor child! Who must be so unhappy yourself — as to how I felt when I let myself in. Anything one calls home is the worst place to be in when one is unhappy, isn’t it, dear? Yet I must have gone to sleep, for soon it was broad daylight when I looked round again; broad daylight outside, I mean, for the red curtains in the little back room that you don’t like were drawn, and made the front room dark and dismal — and l found myself wet, very stiff and tired, and footsore; and I crept upstairs to our — to my bedroom; then I began to take off my clothes — dear, I can’t tell you any more what I did, but it was all very dreadful; but don’t grieve too much, for I am better now; because the sun rose a rose after a bit, long before Martha was astir, and then I crept downstairs in those slippers, dear, and got the pen and ink, and began to write this; and I felt quite happy at once, but tired and ill.

Your letter was very kind, I know — so kind, my darling, that I know you have forgiven me — and you mustn’t think me light-headed for writing all this. I am quite sensible: and to show you that I will talk about money matters — of course I would take your money, dear, if only to be obliged to you, and to live by you still; but it would be so very awkward for you to send it. And you must remember my telling you of Mr Dixon, my godfather? and how, in spite of all, he wanted me to come and live with him; I shall do so soon now. He is one of the best of old men, who knows and cares so little about the ways of society that I think he looks upon marriage as quite as shocking as anything else. Think of me, dear, among the books and papers in his museum of a house on Stoke Newington Common though I don’t suppose you were ever near there. O darling, darling, think of me, and be as happy with your wife as you can be. Get children, and love them. Who knows what may happen? as you said in your letter. — O, my dear, it is almost the bitterest of all that I didn’t keep your dear, dear letter. Yet, even if you don’t write to me again, I shall know you have forgiven me. — Yet your kisses, those kisses you spoke of are on my lips still — 

Goodbye, goodbye — 

Your Eleanor

These three letters, put in one envelope and addressed in Mrs Risley’s weak formal hand, were found under her pillow when she died. Her husband took them, glanced at them, and made a motion toward the fire, but didn’t throw them in. One may hope from this that at least a little pain shot across him as he put them away in his bureau. But I think there was something of fear, too, and it must be said that he had never answered no. 3 — that no. 2 had not astonished him exactly, but made him both uneasy and resentful; and that he rather looked at himself as an injured man, on that score, thenceforward.






  








CHAPTER IV. ELEANOR’S VISIT
 

About six weeks after Mrs Risley’s death, on a bright day in the middle of a wet February, when the floods were all out about the river, the parson came in from a solitary ride through the sopping country; and as he put his foot to the ground his servant said to him:

‘There’s a lady in the drawing-room waiting to see you, sir. She would wait, and said she had particular business.’ And he gave a card as he spoke, on which the rector read Miss Ullathorne with an unconcerned look, for the name was utterly unknown to him. Yet, as he crossed the hall, the conventional smile that he had drawn over his face faded away, as with a strange feeling, half of fear, half of pleasure, he opened the drawing-room door, expecting to see — he couldn’t tell why — the writer of those two letters. He went in, and, in spite of his expectation turned pale and trembled when he saw a tall woman standing with her back toward him looking out of the window, for he knew it was she without seeing her face. She turned round suddenly, and faced him with a half startled, half joyous cry, and held out both her hands to him.

She was a beautiful woman, black-haired and dark-eyed, with full lips and a gloriously proportioned figure; but grown thin, with a face worn and haggard, though flushed now as she came toward him with all her frame trembling, and her lips half-open, and her beautiful eyes eager and flashing. She stopped after the first step and hastily took off her gloves, and came forward and stretched  out — more timidly it seemed now — one hand to him. I know not what change came over her face as their hands met, for he took hers as if he were afraid of it, and let it drop at once, and said in a short, dry way:

‘Sit down, Eleanor. I am glad to see you.’

But she still stood looking at him, and hadn’t spoken a word yet, and the change went on in her face all the while.

‘What can I do for you?’ he said after a while, in a voice that tried to be softer. She heaved a great sigh, and seemed as if she would speak, but said nothing; and presently, he himself sat down, and she moved her hand as if to touch him, but let it fall again.

‘Did you come from London today? How are you getting on now, Eleanor?’ He spoke hurriedly, almost as if in fear, this time.

She made no answer; again he said:

‘You are looking ill. You must be tired. Do sit down; let me get you a glass of wine.’

She turned from him, and stooped down over the glass case that held the ivory junk with its painted and gilded puppets. It was growing dusk now. He called out, with growing trouble in his voice:

‘Eleanor, is it really you?’

She turned, and answered nothing.

‘I will do anything I can for you.’ he said. ‘You have heard that my wife is dead.’

Not a word. He rose up from his chair in terror, for he really began to think she was a ghost. All the dreadful threatenings of the disbelieved or disregarded creed of which he was the priest flashed across his brain, mingled with naif or gross ghost stories read long ago in queer little penny garlands with woodcuts. He put his hand before his face for a moment, as if he thought she would be gone when he removed it; but she was there, facing him at the other end of the room in the gathering dusk.

‘My God, Eleanor, speak to me!’ he said. ‘Or are you really a ghost?’

She understood his base fear, and a smile passed over her face, and she came towards him. He could see through the twilight how deadly pale she was. When she came close to him she spoke at last, but as if it were deadly pain to her. Yet even then her voice was sweet and pure, and he felt it so, and shuddered as he heard it.

‘No,’ she said, ‘I am alive, James. Don’t you wish I were dead?’

A sound like ‘no’ came from his lips, and he moved from her a little. She spoke again slowly, and as if it were with a great effort.

‘James,’ she said, ‘when I went to the other end of the room, I thought the door was there. I meant to go at once — but it is right in these matters to leave nothing untried, so I will speak. Yes, I will call you by the old name. Dear James, my darling and my love, do you know why I came here?’

Again he gasped out ‘no’.

‘O my love,’ she said, ‘listen yet, for the old days are not yet dead in my heart, and all may go well with us yet. I came here because I heard you were free. I came to be loved, James, to be called by the old pet names, to feel your arms round me and your lips on my face — who knows? — to be married to you, if you would; if you would not, to have hope which would have given me pleasure — ah, who knows what pleasure? James, what will you give me? A little will be enough.’

He stood listening in the gloom with knitted brows, and spoke at last, glad that he couldn’t see much of her face.

‘Why will you talk like this?’ he said. ‘I did what lots of young men do. I never said I would marry you then, even, did I? — and how can I marry you now? You talk about the old times. Do you suppose three years haven’t changed me more than they have changed you? I wish you had written and asked me to meet you somewhere, instead of coming here.’

‘I cursed you once,’ she said.

He broke in, turning fiercely on her.

‘Yes, you did. You needn’t remind me of it. Look here, Eleanor, the first words of that letter made an end of the whole thing. Even when we were getting on best I was afraid of you. I wondered whether you wouldn’t cut my throat some — no, listen. When I wrote that letter about my marriage to you I was thoroughly trembling with fear, and when your letter came next morning, and I saw you had sent mine back, I didn’t open it for a couple of hours. Now, you who are so deuced clever, tell me whether one loves people one is thoroughly afraid of? You said in your letter you had found me out. Well, I believe you had, just for that moment — found out, I believe, that I can’t bear such furious women. My God, I think it’s for me to curse you now. You have made me a bad man; you and your beauty that I was luckless enough to stumble over — and I used to think how clever you were, too, and how you were like the women in poetry, such people as I had never expected to meet. You have made me an unhappy man, Eleanor. I hate you, and I wish you were dead.’

He flung himself down into a chair as he spoke, and wept aloud. She stood there, quite silent, till his weeping had sunk to sobs. Then she said in a clear low voice:

‘I don’t curse you now. I don’t say farewell to you. I have nothing to wish for, to hope for, to think of. I am glad I can’t see your face.’

He heard the room door open and shut, and then the outer door; then he slowly rose, and went out into the hall, where the servant was lighting the lamp, and a flood of horror and disgust, as one damned on earth, swept over him as the light flashed at last over the passing things. The man stared at him, as well he might, as he went to the outer door and opened it.

The night had fallen now, but the thin crescent moon was high and bright. The boughs were tossing about in the wild wind, a great mass of rain-clouds was far down to leeward, and light ragged clouds were drifting across the remote watery grey sky. He ran out bareheaded into the moonlight, but turned back when he had got his hand on the wicket latch, and walked slowly into the house.

If there is such a thing as punishment, the hours of that night were a heavy one to him. He came down the next morning haggard and aged; and in the course of the day sent for his curate, and told him that he was worn out with the terrible loss of his wife’s death, and seeing to the future of his motherless children; and that he should go away for a little rest, and would write from the Continent. And so he set out on his travels, and took care not to look at a newspaper — an English one — for he went to Paris for some weeks.

He never heard what became of her, nor need we. She was young, and might live to love again, if she could tide over a few months till the shame of having loved something that didn’t exist had worn off her; if she could once more get to see any order or hope in the world.

As for the rector, he came back in two months looking little changed enough. Yet there was a whisper that all wasn’t right about him; and people said his temper wasn’t bettered by his wife’s death; and his presence seemed to cast a blight upon any company he happened upon, though he was a pleasant man enough as the world goes, especially if no-one contradicted him. And so the days wore away.

At one time the villagers began to talk about his marrying again — the sister of the only man with whom he could be said to be really intimate, a small squire some seven miles off, named Ralph Godby, who had been a college friend of his. He was a burly, handsome, goodnatured country gentleman, who found — deuce knows how — some pleasure in the society of this moody, irritable, overbearing man, who, for the rest, would have quarrelled with him for ever, but for the proverbial necessity of its taking two to do that deed. The rector used to go and stay for two or three days at a time, and these visits got very frequent about two years after the death of Mrs Risley: and in fact he would have made love to Miss Godby, a handsome, healthy, round-armed women of twenty-three, if she had let him. But she, as kind-hearted as her brother, with the grain more of insight which a woman of otherwise the same capacity as a man always has, could not abide the sour, morose parson, who generally had a bad word for everybody, and delighted in scattering to the winds any little bit of kindly romance which the simple-hearted woman might get up about people and things about her. So she carefully put on her worst dress when he came there, and covered up her arms and neck at dinner, like a Quakeress (though, to do her justice, she was generally not sorry to let people admire them); never would ride when he was there; got tired of her archery, and laid aside her sketching; and, in short, showed her wholesome hatred of him in the simplest and most straightforward ways; so the parson got more and more overbearing and quarrelsome with these friends of his, till at last his visits grew sparser and sparser, and the gossips of the countryside said — which was not true — that he had made an offer, and been refused.






  








CHAPTER V. THE TWO LADS
 

Meantime, his children were growing up and had everybody’s good word, yet but little notice from their father. Now and then, when they got to be boys instead of children, they went to stay with Mr Godby, where Miss Edith spoilt them terribly, and where they picked up materials for many a future dream in the library, and on the lake in the park; and then they spent a day at one or two of the farmers’ houses in the parish — of one of which, more anon; but this was all the change they had, except their school, to which they went rather late, and which was no further than Hamington, a country town ten miles from Ormslade.

Their father would often go up to London, and spend a month at a time there, and would go abroad for two or three weeks, not heeding whether it was their holidays or not, and indeed thinking next to nothing of them. They, for their part, were not at all glad when he came home, both because their having the run of the whole house, and the constant society of the footman, gardener, and cook was very delightful, and also because their father, whom they always feared, was particularly morose and ill tempered when he came back from his absences.

As they grew up they often enough heard their father spoken of in a mysterious, half-hushed way, and themselves with a condescending pity, which, though it troubled them, didn’t puzzle them for long; for they soon divined what sort of a man their father was, and with no little shame shared, perforce, the general dislike of him, or hatred rather call it.

So, passing over a good many years, let us come back to the day we began with, when John, the elder, was seventeen, and Arthur, the younger, sixteen years old.

Passing up the wide carved staircase, we come, at the top of the house, to a large, low-ceilinged room, with three windows at one end overlooking the kitchen garden, though that was pretty much hidden now by the thick-leaved boughs of the great limes that brushed against the open windows, and from which delicious scent and sound came that evening. The room was white-panelled, like the greater part of the house, with three or four of the queerest and most old-world pictures hung on its walls — an old sampler, and a picture, worked in brown worsted, of Abraham and Isaac, among them; and besides these, pictures from illustrated papers pasted up here and there, a stuffed polecat with a partridge in its mouth, arranged on the mantelpiece without the expense of a glass case (which had, however, been granted to the remains of a great, big-bellied, crooked-looking roach, such a recent trophy that he had not turned brown yet) and, to crown all, the lads’ library in hanging shelves at one end of the room, and a goodish collection of tools and fishing-rods, by no means neatly disposed.

On a little deal table in the middle of the room was a huge bunch of summer flowers stuffed into a great brown jug, and then there were two white-hung beds, in one of which lay the sick lad, Arthur, just turning the corner of a low fever; by whom John sat, reading to him out of a new green-coated book — (Lane’s Arabian Nights, to wit) — in that queer sort of way boys read sometimes when they cannot read quite quick enough for their eyes or their eagerness over the story. He stopped to laugh sometimes too, as well he might, for it was the Tale of Maroof he was reading, but came to an end at last when the sick lad fell back on his pillows, and said:

‘Thanks, old chap. What a jolly story — what asses they were to leave it out of the old book! Let’s have a look at it, will you?’

He turned over the book, the other leaning over him to look at the pictures, till his hand fell, and he said:

‘Well, it was kind of father to get it me, wasn’t it?’

‘Yes,’ said John shortly, turning away, and fidgetting about among an open drawer of fishing-tackle.

‘I think he’s a generous man, and all that sort of thing,’ said Arthur. ‘I’m bound to say he’s generous with his money.’

John said nothing. After a pause Arthur said:

‘Has he said anything more about your going to Oxford since that day? You’re such a close fellow, I know you wouldn’t have told me if there had been a row, especially while I was ill.’

‘O, there was no row,’ said John. ‘He did speak to me yesterday week, and so I said the same thing over again — that I had heard him grumble at being a clergyman, and that I didn’t want to be one any more than him. I was going to say that I thought it wrong, if a fellow didn’t very much wish it, but I knew he would laugh at me so I held my tongue.’

‘Well, what did he say?’ said the other.

‘I don’t think he cared a bit. He said, well, that he wasn’t rich enough to keep me idle, and that if I wasn’t going to take the living after him I must turn to at something next year, and mustn’t be too particular either. I said I was quite ready whenever he wished it, and there was an end of the talk. I should think he would ask you, sooner or later, old fellow.’

‘Well, I won’t,’ said Arthur emphatically. ‘Just think, I should have to be his curate! I know what I should like to be — a farmer, but not about here. I declare, last holidays I felt quite queer when we came into the George at Hamington, and there were some farmers we didn’t know, for fear they should begin to talk about father. And I say, I haven’t told you this, but when I was dreaming last week, when I was about at my worst, I kept dreaming about him — don’t you say a word about it, though.’

‘I?’ said John. ‘That’s a likely joke!’

‘Well, look here, I dreamed he asked me to come out for a ride — here, you know — and just as I got on the pony he groaned dreadfully. Then we rode away beastly fast, but though we rode out of our own gate, I didn’t know the place a bit. But presently I felt dreadfully afraid, and turned round to look at him, and his face was all aflame, I mean as if it were made of glass with fire behind it, and when I looked at him he screamed quite loud. So I tried to get away from him, and whipped the pony, and somehow I did get ahead of him, and I went so fast, and knew he was behind me all the time, though I didn’t hear any noise behind me, and didn’t feel as if I were galloping, but going on just as I were a puppet pushed along a slide. And so I went till I was in a dark lane with trees on either side, and it seemed like twilight, and there was an opening ahead, and the sky showed, as if there were an open heath there, and I wanted most dreadfully to get there, and then there was a noise like when one swings round a flat piece of wood with a hole in it — do you remember? But presently I did get out onto this open place, and it was so still, and yet things seemed to be going round and I was on foot again, and quite alone. And so I walked on and on, till I got to where there was a canal on each side of a paved road, and the water in the canal was quite black, and seemed as if were boiling, though there was no steam coming from it. And then all at once I saw a man sitting in the middle of the road with his hands before his face, and got most horribly afraid at that, but I couldn’t help going on till I stood over him, and then I saw by the clothes that it was father.

I touched him, and he didn’t move — and then I touched him again, and felt him tremble, and then just as I was going away he jumped up — and just think! he was a skeleton, all but his face, which was his sure enough, and all like a glass mask with fire behind it. And he opened his mouth, and made the most horrible noise, that kept growing louder and louder. And I couldn’t run away, and—’

‘I say, Arthur, don’t go on with that,’ said John. ‘You’ll make yourself ill again. I wish the deuce we hadn’t got onto this talk, tell me another time — shan’t I read you another story?’

‘No, thank you,’ said Arthur, ‘I am tired. Besides, it’s getting dusk, and you had better go and look after your worms.’

‘I say, old chap,’ said John, with rather an effort, ‘if you wish it a bit, I won’t go tomorrow — I’ll stay and read to you.’

‘No,’ he said. ‘You go. Mrs Hadow will sit with me, and tell me stories about the farmers hereabout, and the great people of Scolton Manor. Besides, I want you to go and tell me how Clara is, and what she’s doing.’

‘Very well, then,’ said John. ‘Goodbye for the present.’ And out he went, and not too slowly either; for he certainly looked forward to his tomorrow’s fishing, as well he might in that beautiful June weather, having been a good deal shut up with the sick lad.

As to the looks of the lads, by the way, it would rather have puzzled anyone who had seen them to say why the little doctor should have said that either of them was not like his father. Some strange undercurrent of thought must have drawn it out of him, for they were obviously both very much like him, and were handsome and well-grown. The sick boy, as he lay white-cheeked in his bed, had certainly a great delicacy of feature that had no counterpart in his father’s coarsened face, while John was light-haired, burnt brown and freckled with the June tide, with less serious and merrier eyes than his brother’s, even had the latter been well; a bigger mouth, and fuller lips, and more massive jaw and chin, and was, in the lower part of his face, very like his father; just as Arthur was, in his black hair, and forehead, and nose, though his eyes — big, like his father’s, and of the same colour — had a faraway and dreamy look; instead of a fierce and restless one.

So John ran quickly downstairs and out into the garden, where the sun was already set, and a cloudless golden sky was burning through the elms at the bottom of the garden.






  








CHAPTER VI. IN THE GARDEN — OLD JACK’S STORY
 

John ran into the tool-house and took up a garden fork, preparatory to going off to the melon-ground where the worm populated old dung-heaps were. For some strange reason, that moment and the half-hour were one of the unforgotten times of his life; and in after days he could never smell the mixed scent of a tool-house, with its bast mats and earthy roots and herbs, in a hot summer evening, without that evening, with every word spoken and gesture made, coming up clear into his memory. It struck on him as he came out of the tool-house again into the glow of the evening; and all his boyish visions of the great water-lily leaves spreading over the perch holes, vanished and left him with that vague feeling of disappointment in life past, yet hope of life to come, the expectant longing for something sweet to come, heightened rather than chastened by the mingled fear of something as vague as the hope, that fills our hearts so full in us at whiles, killing all commonplace there, making us feel as though we were on the threshold of a new world, one step over which (if we could only make it) would put life within our grasp. What is it? Some reflex of love and death going on throughout the world, suddenly touching those who are ignorant as yet of the one, and have not learned to believe in the other?

He passed slowly over the grass, growing dewy now, and still moving mechanically towards the melon ground entered a walk that led to the walled kitchen garden, and which, being covered over with thick clipped yew trees, was very nearly dark now. Just as he was reaching out his hand to the latch of the door it opened suddenly, and he started back with a queer sound of terror one would not have expected to come from the strong, healthy-looking youth. It was his father, who stopped a moment, startled too, it seemed, and looked at him, and then walked on again swiftly.

John passed on into the kitchen garden with his heart still beating violently, and a sense of shame upon him. It was much too dark for him to see his father’s face in that moment; but he had fancied a look of disgust, and almost hatred, in it.

Anyhow, it was a relief to come into the light that yet was over the sweet-smelling abundant garden, and strip the first white currant bough of its fruit; more of a relief still to hear a heavy tread close before him, mingled with the squeak of a pair of stiff corduroy breeches, and presently he met, with a smiling face, the undergardener and cow-boy — so-called, for he was near sixty years old at least.

‘Going after brandlings, Master John?’ said he. ‘I’ve got you a lot well scoured, because I guessed you’d be too busy with Master Arthur, and Mrs Hadow told me you’d be going fishing about as now.’

Therewith he put the bait-box in John’s hand, and they both walked back together, the breeches performing with great regularity, till the boy said:

‘Shall you be going to Leaser Farm on the way, Master John?’

‘Perhaps, Jack,’ said he, conscious that he was blushing in the dusk.

‘Give my duty to the old missus if you do, and little Miss. I’m told she asked you why I didn’t come up and see her hayhome time, and that. She’s a kind woman, is Mrs Mason. Lord, that was a pleasant house to be at; sometimes I wish to God I hadn’t married; not but what Master’s a good master too,’ he added hastily, and then, after a pause, a little awkwardly perhaps:

‘It’s a year since I saw Miss Clara.’

‘So you told me yesterday, Jack,’ said the lad.

‘Who do you think’ll marry her, sir?’

‘Bless us, Jack, what a queer question to ask me!’

‘Well, it’ll break her mother’s heart if anything ill comes to her. And they’re a drowsy lot hereabout — drink and sleep and dodder about, I can’t think anybody about here’s good enough for her.’

‘Ha, I know you come from Wiltshire, Jack, and despise us butter-makers, eh? Well, Clara shall go on a journey to your chalky Paradise, and bring away a moonraker.’

‘I don’t know what you mean, Master John,’ said the cowboy with a grin. ‘But Miss Clara’s father was as learned as a parson, and almost as sour, begging your pardon, sir.’

‘How did he get on with father, Jack?’

‘Well,’ said the cow-boy, ‘it ain’t exactly the sort of thing to talk about to you; but I think if Mr Mason hadn’t died of cholera, one or other of  them must have busted; they couldn’t live together in a twenty mile ring — I’m a-going down towards the cowhouse, Master John — they did hate each other so. I daresay you’ve heard tell that Mr Mason wasn’t right about his religion — not exactly a Dissenter, you know, but thought there was no Bible, nor miracles, nor nothing; and so he didn’t come to church, and you know I daresay somehow that put the parson’s back up, though — no offence, Master John — but folk say the parson would be best pleased if the church were to walk off to London, so that nobody mightn’t come to it. Well, there was a many things went on a twixt and atween — mongst others, a row about your going there, you and Master Arthur, when you was little, and the nurse sent away for taking you there, and she believed to be a little drunk, Master John. And that was about the time I came to your honoured father. And I’ll tell you no lies, but I must say that I think it was because I was under a cloud up at Leaser that parson took me in — for that damned thief Jenkins, a porridge-faced Welshman, he said I took the oats. A man with a wife and family to say that! That was just before I was married, sir, and I often wish I’d got his head under my spade, I do.

Well, I shouldn’t tell you, only you must remember that your father was as soured as might be, because Mr Mason had given you and Master Arthur half-a-crown apiece that day.’

‘Yes, I remember, Jack,’ said the lad, ‘though I was only about nine then. It was a big tip for a farmer to give such a little chap.’

‘Ah, he was always a liberal man, was Mr Mason. Well, you know I was with your father then, sir, and he came down the peach-walk of a hot day of June, swearing more than I thought to hear a parson swear. And if I don’t lie, he said as he passed by me: ‘‘I’ll find something for him to do with his half-crowns.’’ And then — you know, you’re rather young to know about things like that — but Kitty Churchill, at the post office, she fathered her child at Mr Mason, and my wife’s sister, who was still at Leaser, she said there was a fine row there. Anyhow, next day down comes Mrs Mason to the rectory, and she goes and gives your father a bit of her mind — for I’ll tell you right out, Master John, it was in everybody’s mouth that the parson had set Miss Kitty on to that business. Well, you know the housemaid, she told my wife that she listened at the door, and Mrs Mason, she was proud and stiff, and talked beautiful, and your father roared, and made a noise — and this is what she heard her say: ‘‘Mr Risley, if my husband likes to make love to every girl in the village, he has a full right to it, if I let him. And let me tell you,’’ says she, ‘‘that if he was to do what he would be hanged for, he would be a better man than you, who haven’t the spirit to do either right or wrong.” She’s a good woman, she is; and if I had a-taken the oats, I’d work on anything short of a treadmill, to pay her back. But I ask your pardon, Master John, I haven’t got anything to say against your father. Beside, you’ll have heard this often enough before.’

‘Well, some of it, perhaps, Jack, but not in quite the same way. I say, I must get back, it’s getting quite dark. It’s going to be fine to-morrow, isn’t it?’

‘Why, you won’t burst yourself eating all you catch, Master John. The water’s as low as low.’

‘Never mind, Jack,’ he said. ‘I’ll give you everything I catch above two pounds. Just take the fork home, will you.’

And he went off whistling from the garden into the field from which they had come, just as the low moon was yellowing through the windless summer night, in which the nightingales were beginning to sing now. One may easily imagine that his nervous, sentimental mood had vanished before the gardener’s talk.

Yet so it was, that it didn’t pain him much to hear his father spoken of so. At any rate, that thought wasn’t the uppermost in his mind, as he startled the blackbirds out of their roosts in the thick leaves. Nay, whatever there was of sordid about the story had slipped off him, and left a pleasant feeling of life active and full of incidents, and of change going on about him, with I know not what of sweeter, of sweetest, lurking behind it all; and the little pleasures lying ready to his hand, they also were so keenly felt, so full of their own beauty; how happy he was, as he strode out into the light that, the just lit-up house threw over the dewy lawn! Strong, and happy, and full of life — what should touch him, or harm him?






  








CHAPTER VII. FATHER AND SON
 

He ran straight upstairs to his brother’s room when he got in, and found him alone, with the candles just lighted, and looking so particularly happy that he said:

‘Hilloa, Arthur, what’s happened, old fellow? How pleased you look!’

‘Why, I was just going to say the same thing to you,’ he said. ‘But I say, father’s just been up, and he said as I was getting on all right, and he was out of anxiety about me, he was going up to town, and he thought he shouldn’t be back till the holidays were over, and that he would come and see us at Hamington, and tip us. And then he left £5 for the two of us. And so he’s gone.’ Then presently he said:

‘I wonder what people would say if they heard us two talking about Father? For after all, you know, he isn’t unkind to us.’

‘I don’t care,’ quoth John. ‘But I know we’re right, when all’s said. Once for all, I will have no more to do with him than I can help. He don’t care a bit for us — Mrs Hadow is a good deal more like our mother, than he is our father. I am a precious deal more pleased to see Mrs Hadow and little Dr Stoneman when I come home; meantime when we sit with him he has nothing to say to us except “Don’t do that” — and hang it all, I think we’re old enough to be talked to now. And do you know, old chap, when I hear him preaching in church with that beastly put-on voice, I feel, not ashamed of myself — for I don’t feel as if I belonged to him at all — but in such a rage. Blast his sermons.’

‘I say, John,’ said Arthur, raising himself a little. ‘What’s the matter now? Are you in a rage with me? Why, do you know, your voice got something like Father’s in a rage.’

‘O, I didn’t mean anything,’ he said. ‘Only sometimes I feel a little cooped-up here. We see nobody, and go nowhere like other boys do. I intend next summer to ask him let you and I go somewhere — to the Continent, or somewhere. I don’t think he’d say no.’

‘How queer’’ said Arthur. ‘That was just what I was thinking of when you came in, and how jolly it would be! But, I say, I shall be on my legs again in a week. Couldn’t you knock up going to some place or other with Clara to-morrow? For of course you’ll go and see her?’

‘Well, queer again,’ said John, ‘for I was thinking of that.’ Therewith he began to busy himself with the fishing-tackle, and presently the two were deep in talk about bait, and fish, and chances had and lost, in this, that, and the other water. For all the countryside was good for boys’ fishing, a lazy little stream that ran into the river threading big ponds here and there, especially in one place, where a great old house had stood, long ago pulled down except for its flowery iron gates.

At last the housekeeper came in and drove John out on behalf of the sick boy, who, indeed, soon fell asleep. John went down to supper with his father, who looked particularly glum, John thought, and was, if possible, even shorter in his words than usual. Yet as the lad looked furtively at him from time to time, he began to think that his father must have been weeping lately, and surprised a strange feeling in his own heart at the discovery, about which he could only tell that it was painful, and yet something like pleasure. But if he could have known it, he would have found surprise and pity there, tempering what was really hatred, yet mixed with a kind of rage, and the cruelty of young and happy people against suffering they cannot understand.

His father seemed to feel his eyes upon him, for presently he said impatiently:

‘Jack, just put out one of those candles. I can’t stand the light — I’ve got a cold, I think. Fancy having a cold in the middle of summer!”

So the evening passed. Father and son read at first. But presently the rector got up and walked out of the room, and John could hear him pacing the drawing-room up and down; and with a vague fear that something bad was brewing, let his eyes wander from his book, and his mind stray into many strange ways of thought, and was so deep in them that he started when his father came into the room again, though he only sat down and took up his book again. However, he had something to say, and said it presently, though it was nothing very terrible.

‘Jack!’

‘Yes, father.’

‘Let’s see — how old are you?’

‘Seventeen last February, father.’

‘Well, you see, next year you might have gone to Oxford. But as you won’t, why, you’re quite old enough to turn to business; so look here, I have got two openings for you; you can take which you please of them. One is to go to my brother’s solicitor, Mr Jackson, and be articled to him, and he will shove you, and you will be a partner if you work one of these days. The other is a place in a Russian merchant’s house — Woollaston & Co. Mr Godby talked to me about it the other day, and it’s a good enough opening for a young fellow like you. Now, that’s all I’ve got to offer you. There isn’t a third course for you, except to loaf about on a small allowance, which, in any case, I shall give you; but even that I won’t say no to, as far as giving you houseroom goes. But I don’t think you would like it and I am sure I shouldn’t. So I give you till I see you again some two months hence, to consider.’

‘Thanks, father,’ said John. ‘It’s very kind of you.’ And he spoke as if he really thought it so; for there was something either about his father’s tone, or else it came from thoughts in his own heart, that rather softened him; and he began to build up a romance for his father in his own mind, partly a history of what he imagined might have been, and partly of what he imagined might be — he himself playing a large part in this latter for sentiment and great-heartedness.

His father said nothing for a while, and they both seemed to be at their books again. But after a while he looked up, and said: ‘Jack, don’t you be too close friends with that woman at Leaser Farm and her brat. They will serve you a turn one of these days ... don’t you hear me, eh?’

For John sat now with his dream gone, and with something like a scowl mingling with the flush on his face.

Both sat silent a while, till the rector said:

‘Well, a nod’s as good as a wink to a blind horse, and I know that whatever I do or say, you will be always over there when I’m gone. How many pretty stories of me did you hear last time you saw the widow Mason?’

‘O, father,’ said Jack. ‘You don’t suppose they talk to me about things about you?’ And he got very confused at the emphasis he had laid on the me.

Risley laughed grimly, and said:

‘They’d have given people something to talk about, I dare say, if they’d been as unhappy as I’ve been. Children, and happy people, oughtn’t to be so ready with their hard words and thoughts about those who are down, and don’t know where to turn for something pleasant to think of ... Why, what’s the matter with me tonight — as if you cared whether I live or die — or anybody!’ he said with a groan, as he got up and strode out of the room, leaving John with a wretched feeling of having been unjust upon him, and a strange interest growing up in him, and mingling with the real disgust he had of his father.

The rector didn’t come back, and after John had sat a while trying in vain to arrange the confused whirl of thought that swept through his head, he stole up to his room in a guilty manner; hoping principally, it must be confessed, that he should not think of his father the next day, and spoil thereby the pleasure of more than one kind he was looking forward to.






  








CHAPTER VIII. UP THE STREAM
 

Next day, just as the fresh June morning was getting hot, John was striding fishing rod in hand and basket on shoulder, down the road past the church which ran between the Battle Meads (as they were called, in memory of the old fight). Till he had got past the church, he felt as if somebody would call him back at the last moment, and he had walked so fast that he was flushed hot enough now. He slacked his pace presently, and wiped his streaming face, laughing the while as the thought aforesaid came to him.

No shadow of last night’s fears and doubts was on his face now, and he looked, and was, as happy a fellow as might be found within the narrow seas. Both the lads, and he especially, would have been called very childish, at most times, by superficial observers, from the agonies with which they caught at little pleasures, their shyness, and (when they were talking to strangers) this clumsiness of expression, and the care with which they avoided any words or talk that expressed strong feeling of any kind. And certainly John was more excited with his day’s fishing than one would have expected a big fellow of seventeen to be.

He soon gained the top of the first slope, and from the brow of it he could see the line of alders that indicated the windings of the stream, through a narrow valley, soon bounded again by another cultivated slope. He stopped presently at an old stone bridge, and began fitting his rod together there, and disposing of his tackle on the parapet. By the side of the bridge was a stile that led down to the footpath, which followed the river for some way through the fat green meadows.

The stream itself was a sluggish one, with steepish clay banks, and much overhung with alders and maple; not very inviting, certainly, but it had the attraction for our brothers that running water always has for boys, and John stayed looking with real affection over the moss-grown parapet. Presently, as he stood thus, there came a sound of wheels, and turning round he saw Dr Stoneman’s gig and old white mare come pounding along. The doctor pulled up suddenly when he saw him, and said:

‘Well, how’s the sick one this morning?’

‘Getting on all right,’ said John. ‘He woke at seven morning, and said he had slept all night. He said he wants to get up to-morrow.’

‘Well, he had better wait till I come; I shall be with him at half past twelve. How’s your father this morning? He didn’t look very well — eh, grinning, you dog!’ (there was not a ghost of a smile on John’s face) ‘You think I want to make another patient nolens volens.’

‘I think he’s all right, doctor. He’s going to London, to stay away for some time.’

‘Oh!’ said the doctor, staring hard at John, as if he expected something more to come; in default of which, he sang out: ‘Well, goodbye, you won’t catch anything to-day, I’ll bet!’

He was just shaking the reins, when John said:

‘Stop a bit, doctor. When do you think Arthur will be about again, so as to be able to walk, I mean?’

‘Oh, about ten days,’ said Dr Stoneman. ‘Lord, John, how bright and  pleased you look to-day! Has anything happened?

‘No, sir. I am going into business after Christmas, though.’

‘Eh?’ said the doctor. ‘Where? Who’ll take the living?’

‘Why, Dr Stoneman, you don’t suppose either Arthur or I want to be dangling about waiting for Father’s shoes. Besides, we’ve both of us made up our minds we won’t be parsons. I’m going with a Russian merchant’s, Dr Stoneman,’ said John, rather proudly, for in fact it hadn’t taken him long to make up his mind.

‘There’’ said the little doctor. ‘I’m a prophet, John! I was telling your father yesterday you would make your fortune in no time! Well, goodbye again — I wish I were going with you. I say: does Miss Clara treat you still as little boys and kiss you, eh?’

The wheels drowned his cackling laughter as he spoke, so John had his scarlet blush all to himself. To say the truth, he would have blushed nearly as much if the doctor had only mentioned Clara’s name; nay, he would have blushed at the mention of almost any lady between the ages of twelve and sixty, is she were anything short of being his aunt, for he was of that age. However, he was not so ill pleased by the doctor’s joke as he went down the footpath, and throwing his line into the water, he began to fish assiduously enough; and, as luck would have it, he falsified both the doctor’s and the cow-boy’s prophecy by taking a fair number of fish.

So the day wore on, and, cloudless still, began to gather that purple haze about the horizon which makes the summer noon so threatening. John seemed to get more restless, and passed quickly now from pool to pool; and at last, when it was nearly half-past twelve, deliberately put up his rod, and walked down the river bank for some furlongs or so till he met the meadow-path again.

Just here the whole landscape got freer and more cheerful; the southern slope was a good deal drawn back from the stream now, and left wide flat meads on that side, with a fringe of hedgerow along the hills’ foot. The stream itself grew shallow, and ran over gravel, or pushed its way through beds of blue-flowered mouse-ear and horsemint, and was bordered by willows instead of the harsh dark alders that hung over its black pools higher up. The meadows were full of great sleek-skinned cows who grazed quietly, or sat under the big trees scattered here and there about them. John went along rather fast, as though he had to get to some place by a known time, but singing and happy.

He met a little brown-faced girl with a basket and a solemn, stump-tailed mongrel of a dog. The girl bobbed to the parson’s son, and the indiscriminating dog growled at him. Then, as he passed a muddy shallow of the stream in which the heifers were standing and swinging their tails in a sort of cadence, he met a white-haired lad who pulled his forelock to him. He stopped when the lad had passed, with that puzzled sense of ‘it’s all happened before’, till with a great sigh of enjoyment he seemed to gather the bliss of memory of many and many a summer afternoon into this one; and wondering deliciously why he was so happy, he walked on again as swiftly as before.

Presently he came to a treeless and shallow bight of the stream, that ran on now straight towards a grey old bridge some fifty yards ahead, and the wide expanse of the beautiful meadow was broken by a line of thick quick-set hedge that guarded a road a little raised above the fields, in a way that told of winter floods; but now, without looking, as if by instinct, his feet turned from the river onto a footpath that cut off the corner, to a big homestead lying at the foot of the slopes, which, grass-clad and rich with elm trees, again drew nearer to the river. The grey roofs showed among plenteous lime trees populous with rooks, and a row of huge walnut trees walked, as it were, up the hill from beside the farm-yard gate. The honeyed scent of the limes floated across the mead to him as he walked on eagerly through the blazing sun, and the pleasant sounds of the farm came with it, and brought him a feeling of rest and coolness to come.

The farm men were just slowly going off to their work again as he came up to the gate. He stopped amongst them, and spoke a few words to a tall young fellow there, a fishing and shooting companion of a good many years, and then watched them walking slowly off between the walnut trees to the upland fields, lingering again over his happiness before he went into the yard.

Indeed, it was a place, on that bright day, to exhilarate an older and more worn heart than his — or the heart of a stranger, either. For though there was nothing marked, or impressive, about the landscape, any more than at Ormslade, yet just as an atmosphere of dullness and hopelessness hung about that village, so about this was one of quietness and rest — the rest not of death, but of happy life.

Almost all the farm buildings were old, but quite trim, and in good order; the one or two where the stone was whiter were built much like the others. A paved footway led up to the house, and gave one the idea of the farmer and his family, come home from church to the Sunday dinner. The house itself was old — not later than Charles I’s time, in fact, for there was 1639, carved with the initials, L.S., above the lintel of the doorway; and in appearance it was older still, with its three little gabled roofs running into the larger main roof, the gables themselves being finished with a stone ball, threaded on an iron spike. The gable-end of the said main roof was windowless, and covered all over with a great pear tree; and at the corner of the wall furthest from where John stood was an old yew tree, nearly blocking up the narrow space between the house and the farmyard wall.

As John was just pushing the gate, a peacock suddenly swept up from inside the yew tree, and perching on the coping sent forth his harsh cry, that rang with no unpleasant sound, somehow, from out of that dark corner of the sunny place. John stopped a moment again to look at him, but presently he swept down into the field outside, and John heard light footsteps coming along the wall side. He swung the gate open quickly and passed in: coming down along the way that led to the front of the house was a tall girl clad in a light dress, bare-headed, and holding a letter in her hand.






  








CHAPTER IX. THE ALOE BLOSSOMS
 

She gave a little start, and a pleased cry, when she saw his smiling face coming towards her; and running towards him she shifted her letter into her left hand, caught his right hand in hers, and kissed his cheek quite frankly, and without noticing apparently that it was scarlet with blushing — for in fact the youth was thinking of what Stoneman had said to him, and had been wondering all the way up from the river whether she would kiss him or not, and whether he would manage to ask her to if she didn’t; for he hadn’t seen her since the Christmas holidays, owing to Arthur’s illness, and he thought that he was really growing up to be very manly.

‘I’m so glad to see you, after all this long time. Why, I wonder when you will have done growing, John.’

He laughed frankly too, and said:

‘O, I’ve done now — I’m a man, and am going into business soon; and you’re a woman, and haven’t grown a bit this last year, I think, though you’re a year younger than me. But where were you going without your bonnet in this hot sun?’

‘Why,’ she said, ‘I wrote a letter to Arthur this morning, and I had just come out to find the boy and send him off with it.’ And she held the letter out. It was fat, and puffy.

‘What have you got inside?’ he said.

‘Why, our big aloe has blossomed this year, and I was sending him some blossoms, because you know they say they only blossom once in a hundred years, and I thought he should have something to remember his being ill this year. Dr Stoneman saw Mother yesterday, and so I know he’s better. I’m so glad.’

He held the letter out to her again to take, but she said:

‘No, won’t you take it home to him, the poor lad.’

As he did so, putting his hand back, she touched it with hers; and he thought what a difference the summer had made, for he wasn’t anything like as happy the last time he saw her, which was on a cold, rainy day at the beginning of February.

They turned now, and went side by side toward the door of the house that led into the farmyard, she with her eyes cast down and her brow a little knitted, as though she were thinking of something hard to grasp; he with his eyes wandering from one part of her to another, and wishing — if it might be — that he could see her all at once; and indeed, it was a good wish, for if he were to live to see the aloe blossom again he would not see so goodly a sight.

She had really stopped growing some months ago, and was slim, and thin, though without a suspicion of ill-health about her. She was a little above the middle height of women, well built, and with a certain massiveness about the figure, in spite of her present thinness. Her hands were long-nailed and delicate in make, but not very small, and they were browned with the sun, too, with even a little freckle here and there on them; her face, like her figure, had something strong and massive amidst its delicacy — somewhat sunburnt, too, like her hands, and beautifully clear of skin, but without much red in her cheeks; dark brown, abundant, silky hair; and a firm, clearcut, somewhat square jaw and round, well-developed chin; lips a little over-thin, a little too firmly closed together for her youth and happiness; a straight nose with wide nostrils, and perfectly-made, but somewhat short; rather high cheekbones that gave again too much of a plaintive look to the cheeks, a wide forehead, and a beautifully-shaped head above it; and, to light all this up, large grey eyes set wide apart, fringed with dark lashes.

So capable were her eyes of all shades of expression, that they were liable from their expressiveness to be misread, so sympathetic to the soul that showed through them, that in times of strong emotion, before the lips had begun to tremble, the whole change would have come over the eyes. Amidst apparent coldness they would be tender — o, how tender! — with love; amid apparent patience they would burn with passion; amid apparent cheerfulness they would be dull and glassy with anguish. No lie or pretence could ever come near them. They were the index of the love and greatness of heart that wielded the strong will in her, which, in its turn, wrought on those firm lips of hers that serious brow which gave her the air of one who never made a mistake, a look which, without the sanctification of the eyes, might perhaps have given an expression of sourness and narrowness to her face.

I have told of what she was like here, and it is true that even at this time all this was in her face, yet certainly undeveloped, much of it. Boundless simple love, rather, her face showed now, and the frankest pleasure in whatever was delightful — and yet, how serious it was sometimes; and as John walked beside her now he felt rough and rude and awkward and common, and began to shuffle, and to tremble when her dress touched him.

By the way, one must say something about the said dress, though there was little to be told about it. She was dressed in a white cotton gown, fresh and pleasant-looking in the hot sunshine, and though it was all very plain there was nothing clownish about her, rather a very visible taste in the make of her clothes. All was dainty, from her collar of coarse old lace to her trim sandaled shoes. On the second finger of her dear right hand she had a flimsy, old-fashioned ring of two or three coloured golds and turquoises, and a little brooch at her throat of the same manufacture. These were all her ornaments; and even these, perhaps, would have seemed excessive for a work-a-day to the canons of taste that ruled the system she had been brought up in, which at all events implied (if they did not declare) that all ornament was display.

She led him into the cool, clean house with its sanded passages, past the kitchen where a sound of washing-up was going on; past the parlours right and left, and the foot of the queer heavily-balustraded staircase. The house was small enough, as I said before. It had been but a farmhouse, panelled all over with rather rude panelling, left unpolished in these stairs and passages, and polished dark in the parlours. However, more of these hereafter.

They went out of the front door into a little grass-plot with a border of delicious summer flowers all round it, growing as such things only do in old gardens, and railed off with a little green railing from a large orchard, scattered over rather sparsely with old and decaying trees, and bound by the high road and a great untidy hedge, all dusty now. In the orchard was wandering an old grey purblind horse, that was sauntering out the end of his days in utter peace, since the good widow could not make up her mind to finish it with a bullet. Half a dozen geese pecked away gravely almost between his legs, and a peahen with two chicks wandered about restlessly. Nearer to the house, the long white stony drive that swept about the old tree will bring us again to the gate in the green fence, from which a flagged path led up to the green-painted front door with its gleaming brass knocker. A little way from the sunniest side of the flagged path was a big mulberry tree, under which sat the widow, dealing with many yards of calico, and making the deuce knows what.






  








CHAPTER X. CLARA AND HER MOTHER
 

She turned to them as she heard the sound of their footsteps, and got up from her chair to greet them. She was a woman of not more than thirty-six; much taller than her daughter, of looser make, and most certainly beautiful, but little like her daughter. Her hair was abundant, dark and crisped; she had great soft brown eyes, and a large mouth with full lips. She was thin now, and her face looked worn but not unhappy; but the principal expression on it was one of kindness — that expression of yearning softness that expects its full reward of affection, and indicates an exacting and rather restless heart.

A pleasant look of welcome lighted up her face now, as she took John’s hand and fairly wrung it.

‘O, John’’ she said, ‘I am so glad to see you! I’ve been thinking of you so much these days past, and how lonely you dear boys must have been all this time since you came home — I’m so glad to see you.’

There was a visible tone of sympathetic pity in her voice that rather embarrassed John, who felt as strong and happy as a lad need do. He reddened and said: ‘O, thank you, Mrs Mason — we’re getting on all right now, but I can tell you we were frightened about Arthur. The poor chap didn’t sleep for days and days, and it’s upset all one’s fun this last holidays of mine. I say, I’ve brought you some fish — perch. ‘ And therewith he unslung his basket and poured his catch out onto the grass.

‘Poor things!’ said Mrs Mason. ‘I hope you won’t care about fishing when you’re a few years older, John.’

‘Well,’ he said, ‘fish never look very much alive — do they, Clara? She had been standing a little behind him, with a thoughtful look on her face, but stepped forward when the fish fell on the grass, and said now:

‘They’re very pretty; I like to see them, and they certainly don’t look very much alive now. Well, mother, suppose you say thank you for the fish, and ask John to have something to eat, and he can tell us all about Arthur while he’s having his dinner.’

‘O, I’m ashamed of myself, me a farmer and all! But you know, we’ve just done our dinner, and I’m afraid I’m like other people, and when I fell hungry I feel as if everybody else must be so too, and the same if I’m glad, or sorry, or dull.’

John made a mighty effort, and he said with a great blush:

‘No, I am sure you are not a bit like other people, Mrs Mason, so kind as you are.’

‘Ah, my dear,’ she said, ‘sometimes I think the kindness of people like me may bring on dreadful things; I mean to say, when one’s kind because one wants other people to be kind to one.’

He stammered at his own boldness as he answered:

‘Why, if you make it like that, nobody does anything except because he likes it. I mean to say, even people who have given up most to please other people — but then, they’re all the better people, to be pleased by what’s good rather than by what is bad.’

They had all three talked themselves into the oak parlour by now; John, perhaps, with a feeling not very pleasant of not being listened to, which made him very silent now.

It was a beautiful old room, deliciously cool in that hot afternoon, the lowest sweeping boughs of the limes brushing the window at one end, a bay tree pruned away from the little side window which looked into the farmyard. The furniture was none of it modern, and there was a big old sideboard of earlier date than the house. A little spindle-legged table by the window was half covered up with Clara’s work, innocent looking portions of a dress she was making for herself, and the other half was cleared for that letter of hers; and the pen was still in the inkstand. On another table — a rough piece of carpentry — was a bowl of goldfish, and in the middle of the room there stood a big table with bulgy legs. An old chintzcovered sofa, and square armchairs, and half-a-dozen queer bandy-legged chairs of Queen Anne’s time, completed the furniture of the room. The dark-panelled walls were decorated with six old engravings of William III’s London and Westminster, framed in old black frames, and with (these latter hanging on each side of the mantelpiece) two tolerably good engravings from Italian pictures, which the taste of the late farmer had introduced.

Again, the room, like the outside of the house, looked full of quiet, happy life; and apart from the neatness and cleanness of everything, the signs of the occupations of the two beautiful women scattered about it no doubt helped the impression which clung about the whole house, that though old, and handsome in decoration and picturesque in outline, it had never been built for anything different from what it was. Everything was what was thought fit for a rich farmer of that passed day, and everything had grown onto the place as naturally as the growth of the big limes and walnuts the old dead landreve had planted for the first tenant.

John sat down, dazed with the hot sun, and familiar with the room as he was, it had a strange look of interest that day; and again he felt that feeling of something going to happen, and his heart beat in an excited way.

Clara had left them at the door, but presently he heard footsteps and the musical jingling of glasses, and he noted her foot, setting the door left ajar fully open, and there she stood with a tray for his benefit, heavy enough. He jumped up, feeling awkward still, and hurried to take it from her. She showed no coquetry in letting him take it, for it was heavy enough, as aforesaid, but gravely helped him to get it into order on the table; and he fell to without any pressing, and with good will enough, as well he might, for everything was of the freshest, from his own schoolboy appetite to the crisp lettuces.

The elder lady sat busy over her work meantime, and asking him little matters of parish gossip, and he ought to have been getting at his ease long enough ago. The bees never ceased their music, the fowls cackled in the farmyard, there came now and again the distant sound of wheels from the road and it seemed that, even if these had been silent, there would have been a musical murmur about that marks the high tide of a bright summer’s day; but he felt restless and uneasy, and wondered why Clara didn’t talk, for she was wandering up and down the room restlessly, now taking up her work and picking the threads out of the unfinished seams, now sitting down in the window-seat and reaching a hand to the clematis that hung over it, now dipping the tip of her fingers into the goldfish glass and them coming up to her mother as if she were going to speak. A great grey cat jumped through the open window and came purring and rubbing against her, but got a very careless acknowledgement from her; so John eyed her, till he began to answer Mrs Mason rather at random, for he thought in himself that she too was waiting for something to happen, as he felt he was, or might be.

They were all three silent now. John had done his eating, and had drawn back his chair, and was absently enough playing with the cat. At last Clara sat down, and pulling a clematis flower to pieces with her fingers laid before her on the table, broke the silence by saying:

‘What was it you said just now, John, about going into business? Will you have to go up to London?’

‘Dear me, child, how you made me start!’ said her mother. ‘What is it, Master John? I thought we shouldn’t lose you. You always seemed so fond of the country here.’

‘Well, Mrs Mason,’ said he, ‘I have no choice as to going somewhere, unless I take the living after my father; and you wouldn’t have me waiting for his shoes, though I — though you don’t like him, Mrs Mason. Besides, I shall like it. Why should you think me different from other young men who want to see the world, and get on?’

‘Well’ said she ‘I have always thought you and Master Arthur very different from other lads — there, I mustn’t make you blush by saying “much better”. And we’re such childish ignorant people here that I’m half afraid you will forget us. How hard it is when things change, and people, without any fault on either side, forget each other! Do you know, I wish you and Arthur were older, just as I have wished of late that Clara were my sister, instead of my daughter — and then there wouldn’t be so much chance of a different set of hopes and wishes separating us.’

‘Well,’ he said, ‘I don’t want to boast, but I don’t think I shall change much; and as for going away, I know that I shall often enough long to be back, but somehow I think it isn’t bad for people to be apart for a bit, so that they may have something else to think of than themselves and each other; and sometimes lately—’ He stopped himself, and reddened, as his custom was when he got talking or indeed thinking much about his feelings.

‘What, John?’ said she.

‘O nothing,’ he said. ‘I can’t express myself properly.’ And that was true; yet there was something more than a vague thought in his head; a feeling that he was half ashamed, half afraid of had fallen on him at whiles lately, of discontent and hopelessness — of emptiness in the summer country about him.

‘Well,’ she said, ‘I see what it is, John, you want some good excuse for explaining your being so glad of getting away from us to new people, and I don’t see who is to blame you. Well, I should be more disappointed if Arthur were going instead — don’t mean to be unkind,’ she said hurriedly, ‘only I think he is the softest-hearted of you two.’

‘But when are you going, John?’ broke in Clara.

‘Not till after Christmas,’ he said. ‘It’s to be in a Russian merchant’s house — and now you know as much about it as I do ... except that, Mrs Mason, you don’t know how much I shall miss you all.’

‘There, I didn’t mean anything,’ she said. ‘Only — I’ll tell you the truth — was so vexed to hear that you were going that I was ill-tempered, and fell on the nearest, and that was you. So you’ll forgive me? And come and see us often this holidays? With Arthur, when he can go about again? Can you come often, now?

‘Yes,’ he said. ‘Father’s gone away for some months. But that reminds me — Arthur will soon be about again, and we want you to take us to Ruddywell Court, and let us give Clara and you a pull on the river, and have a picnic on that little eyot in the river. Please come.’

Clara looked up, grown joyous suddenly, and said:

‘O, when shall we go, mother? I do so want to see the beautiful old house again, and that room with the red bed in it, don’t you know? — that Arthur and I liked so much and you didn’t, John.’         

‘I daresay I shall like it this time,’ he said. ‘When shall we go, Mrs Mason? Arthur will be about and quite able to go in ten days’ time.’

‘O, I shall be as pleased to go as any of you,’ she said, brightening up. ‘I’ll let you know in a couple of days, Master John, when I can manage it. There’s not much to do this time of year.’

The afternoon was getting on by this time, and for the last ten minutes there had been the sound of cows lowing by the farmyard; and in this pause Mrs Mason seemed to catch the sound, and said— ‘There, now, the cows will be milked in a few minutes. I’m sure you’re not too much of a man to drink a syllabub, Master John.’ And without waiting for an answer she hurried out of the room, to get the necessary foundation for that pastoral delicacy.

So the young folk were left alone, and eyed each other rather shyly at first, till John said:

‘Father’s given Arthur such a good new Arabian Nights — not like the old one, you know — a new translation. Would you like to have a volume?’

‘Oh, I should!’ she said. ‘I do so love tales — but here’s an idea, John, bring a volume the day we go to Ruddywell, and let someone read aloud in the eyot. I don’t like swallowing my stories so greedily as you boys do. When I get something I like, I like time and place to go with it.’

‘Well, I know,’ he said. ‘I sometimes wonder if I shall have read all the good books before I die. How dull it will be! But I’m not such a bookworm as Arthur. I remember when we were all little, reading in this very room one snowy day, about Christmastime; and he and I read our books wallowing about on the floor, while you read solemnly in the inlaid chair at the table, with your sugarplums handy; but I got tired first, and then you, and then we both bullied Arthur for reading in the twilight, by the firelight — don’t you remember?’

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘so well, that I think I can see myself looking up and watching the great snow-flakes growing less and less visible as the light faded. Surely,’ she said after a pause, ‘we three have been the happiest children that ever lived.’

‘What a sweet voice you’ve got, Clara,’ he said suddenly. ‘I mean, when you talk.’

She blushed, and laughed merrily, and it was indeed sweet to hear; then she said:

‘That’s the first time you’ve ever said anything of that kind to me, John, so I don’t wonder at your blushing at it.’

He was blushing with a vengeance, but he laughed too, and said:

‘This is the first time I ever saw you blush, Clara, I do believe — so you’re no better than I am.’

Then they were both silent a while, until she said, gravely now:

‘It’s strange we should both have remembered that time so distinctly, isn’t it? and be talking about it like old people. I wonder if perhaps in years to come we shall remember this afternoon; the sunniest day in the year, and all so cool and dim in here — and hark, John, the cows just let into the farmyard, and mother here with the green dragon bowl coming — looking so fresh and handsome.’

‘What’s that, Clara?’ said Mrs Mason, colouring up too.

‘About people suddenly remembering little scraps of time gone by, mother.’

‘Ah, child, I hope you’ll never wish you could forget everything but today.’

‘No, no, I should never wish that,’ she said. ‘Whatever happened to me, I should wish to keep it all. But please, mother, don’t look as if you were going to cry.’

And she went up to her and began fondling her, John standing by, half pleased, half embarrassed, and with a strange feeling that had gathered over him amid Clara’s talk, as if he had got a pain or some great pleasure, which yet set him longing so much for something still greater that it was a pain.

‘I’m an old fool,’ quoth Mrs Mason, ‘not to remember that nobody’s griefs are interesting to anybody but themselves. Come along, I’m going to milk one of them myself, under the big walnut tree. Come and get in the hay first, Clara.’

She had indeed put a clean big cooking-apron over her silk dress, which was somewhat showier than one would have expected a farmer to wear, even one as rich as she was. Out they went all three, Clara talking merrily about the milking, and the cows, and her pony, and her pet lamb that was grown an unwieldy great wether now, and John rather looking as if it were all a play got up for his special pleasure; and so to the big barn, with its cool dusky depths, where, with her dress tucked up, she jumped lightly over the quarterboard; John following, amid huge admiration of her ankles.






  








CHAPTER XI. HOW THE DAY ENDED
 

There she was for thrusting her hand into a truss of sweet hay, but he cried out against it: yet she was obstinate, and the two hands went in together with laughter enough, so out they passed again, blinking at the white hot sun. But as they stood together just outside the barn, looking to see the cows that stood huddled together by the byre door, lo! A tramp, and a jingling, and there was come the team from the field; two iron-grey leaders, a dapple grey wheeler, and behind a red roan and another dapple grey and a brown horse, with a sunburnt, red-lipped, freckle-faced boy swinging about on the first one.

Clara went up to the second iron-grey, (while the lad stopped his charge, grinning and pleased) and made much of him, and cried out laughing to John to feed him with his wisp of hay.

‘Why shouldn’t mine go in the syllabub?’ he said.

‘Why,’ she said, ‘I meant you to drink off mine, but since you won’t, we’ll mix them half and half.’

She took his wisp, as he stood there blushing again, and gave him back the two halves, and then took the horse’s black forelock in her right hand, while she held the clean hay away with her left. It was a pretty sight, thought Mrs Mason, and she wished Arthur there to see it.

So away went the team to their stable, and then Mrs Mason turned, with no little affection, to her cows; and singling out a great strawberry-coloured Durham, coaxed it easily enough from the rest. The four of them went off to the walnut tree in procession — first the goodwife with the china bowl; then the cow, lowing and slobbering; then Clara, holding a great trail of sweet clematis, and then John with the pail and milking-stool. So the syllabub and further milking went on, Clara twisting the clematis into the cow’s horns — who repaid that attention by eating as much of it as she could get at — and singing the while a snatch of a sweet old tune (a Christmas carol, no less) while John did the looking on.

Then came the cow-boy for the cow, and the syllabub was drunk with laughter enough as they sat on the flowering grass; and a little west wind got up to cool the fiery afternoon, and Clara began to sing again in a pause of the merry talk, at first with a serious, dreamy face, till her mother joined in, and the two raised their voices, while John, listening, grew serious to melancholy as he looked at Clara’s sweet eyes and wide brow drawn into a little frown by her eagerness, yet felt more melancholy still when the song was done.

They sat nearly silent after this for some while, with the crickets chirupping about them, and the afternoon was wearing fast; till, to bring them back to earth again, there was a heavy footstep behind them, and the farm bailiff came up, a commonplace, businesslike-looking man, who shook John’s hand and asked with an overdone appearance of interest, about the health of the rector. Then he tried a compliment to the ladies, and a warning against sitting in the grass, as they got up and turned towards the house again. Then came tea; and after that the bailiff went away a while, and they all sat under the mulberry tree again, quiet, and rather sad perhaps, till again the bailiff appeared with books that needed Mrs Mason’s attention; and then John, who had not spoken for a long while, said:

‘Well, I must go, Mrs Mason. I ought to have gone long ago. You won’t forget our day, will you?’

She smiled pleasantly on him as he turned away, and Clara said:

‘I’ll go with him a little way, mother, unless you want me to help you write out at once.’

‘No, it will do when you come back, dear,’ said she.

So Clara’s bonnet was on in a minute, and the two went round the house by the same path by which Clara had first come to him that day; and then the two went slowly and soberly in the golden evening down to the river; she talking to him, asking questions about Arthur’s illness, then of what books they were reading; and then, shyly and hesitatingly, she asked about the Latin and Greek books they learned at school. He answered, and talked well enough now, but at every turn he said that Arthur could answer her better; and so they went slowly enough along the border of the stream, till he bethought him of taking home some of the waterflowers to stuff the jug on the bedroom table with, and had soon gathered a great bundle, which he thrust into his empty fishing-basket, she standing by all the while and going on with her talk.

This was just at the end of that more cheerful end of the river, and the evening was so far spent that the sun was setting in a cloudless orange sky. So, when he had shut his basket, Clara said:

‘I must go back again now, John.’

‘Yes, don’t tire yourself,’ he said, with a mighty effort. She walked, though, a little, with him silent, till at last she said

‘Now I must go. Don’t forget the letter to Arthur.’

‘O, no,’ he said.

‘John,’ she said, ‘I’m afraid I haven’t been quite myself today.’

‘O, you’ve been cleverer and brighter than ever,’ he said. ‘And—’

‘Well,’ she said, ‘I didn’t feel so. You don’t know how startled I was by your saying you were going to London — though I know you must, and always knew you would have to — but I don’t like it.’

‘But you mustn’t think that we shan’t see each other often again, after a time,’ he said. ‘Something is sure to happen that will bring us together.’

‘I hope so,’ she said. ‘Give my love to Arthur. Good-bye.’

And she took his hand, and seemed as if she was going to kiss him, but did not; and turning with a kind frank smile, went swiftly on her way back again.

He stopped a minute looking after her, with something that was certainly pain; then strode on quickly, thinking how long the day had been since morning; but the pain softened soon, and he was soon dreaming of her feet brushing through the dewy grass, and the night wind rustling her dress, and her great lovely eyes turning slowly to look at the yellowing moon when it should shine through the willow boughs. The sun was down before he had got to the bridge, and by the time he was walking between the Battle Meads it was already something more than twilight.






  








CHAPTER XII. CLARA’S LETTER
 

His father’s house seemed dull and uninteresting as he stood before the doors of it; duller still as he let himself into the dark hall, for the house was not lit up yet; the servants mostly loitering about the back door, that lovely evening. He went into the dining-room and rang rather impatiently, and yet managed to swallow his feeling of disappointment and weariness before the light came, and went whistling upstairs to his brother’s room, with his hand on Clara’s letter in his pocket the while.

There was no light in his brother’s room when he got there. Mrs Hadow was sitting there with him.

‘Hilloa, old fellow!’ he said, pulling his water-flowers out of the fishing basket. ‘How are you getting on?’

‘Very well,’ said Arthur, rather faintly.

‘He’s been up, Master John,’ said Mrs Hadow, ‘and I think he’s tired himself a bit.’

‘Well, I won’t stop here long with him, Mrs Hadow. He must make up his mind to sleep.’

‘Don’t go yet for a bit, John,’ said the sick lad. ‘I shall freshen up a bit presently, before I go to sleep.’

‘How are the good folks up at Leaser Farm, Master John?’ said the housekeeper; Arthur turned round to the wall a John answered:                     

‘As well as well, Mrs Hadow. The whole place is like the kingdom of Heaven. It would be better to be a horse or a cow there, than a man in most other places.’

‘Well,’ she said, ‘I hope all will go on well — but Mrs Mason has always spoilt that girl dreadfully; would ask her advice about things, when the child shouldn’t have known there were such things in the world. Yes, Master John, I don’t say but that she’s a fine girl, and will marry well, too; but if you’d seen her mother ready to go down on her knees to her, when she ought to have had the rod across her back, you’d have been almost inclined to call the old lady a fool.’

‘Well, she’s not so very old,’ said John, laughing, ‘and is nearly as pretty as her daughter.’

‘Ah!’ said she, laughing in her turn, ‘you’ll be like all the men, Master John; and I don’t say they’re not a pretty pair, Widow Mason and her daughter; besides, I like them both very much — but the widow isn’t one of the wise ones; Miss Clara, maybe. Well, I’ll take myself off, and come up with Master Arthur’s supper presently, and then you must take yourself off, Master John.’

John fell to stuffing a second white jug with the mouse-ear; but as soon as the door was fairly shut, Arthur raised himself on his pillows:

‘And how was Clara, old fellow?’

‘I’d never seen her look so well. You remember saying in February, what boys we looked beside her. She’s much more of a woman now, and I felt such a hobbledehoy, and such a lout, beside her. I don’t think you would, though; you always had the grace of the family.’

‘Nonsense’’ said the other, visibly pleased, though. ‘You don’t suppose Clara notices things like that — I say, did she send any message to me?’

‘Love, and hoped you were better — and a letter. Here it is.’

He stepped up to the bedside with it. Arthur took it eagerly, then lay back on the pillow with flushed cheeks, still holding it in his hand, then slowly put it under his pillow, not noticing how John was looking at him with a certain surprise at first, as though he had expected him to open and read it, then turned away suddenly; for once more the commonplace of his life was broken into by he knew not what pain, what wild hope. But presently Arthur began talking quite cheerfully about the farm, and his fishing, and what Dr Stoneman had said about him; and then John, speaking rather constrainedly at first, and happily enough afterwards, told his brother of the affair of the pleasure-party; and then fell to talking of his own prospects, and the London sojourn that was to be; so that they were both of them cheerful enough when the housekeeper came up with the supper.

So at last John said good-night and went his way, and the housekeeper was following, leaving only the ghostly, sick room-looking rushlight in the room, when Arthur called out:

‘O, Mrs Hadow, please leave the candle by me — I may want to read.’

Hereon a short argument followed, the dame pleading fire and fever, the lad weariness and sleeplessness; and as he was obstinate, he had his way, and the departed having set the candlestick in a basin on a chair by the bedside, with a book or two, she was scarcely gone before Arthur’s hand stole under the pillow, and forth came the previous letter that he opened with beating heart.

Though it was pretty much what he expected, it was little like what we should have thought, from what we have seen of Clara. It was partly childish, partly stiff; it began Dear Mr Arthur, and ended your sincere friend and well-wisher, Clara Mason. It was long enough, and began, and indeed went on nearly to the end, with talk about her mother, and the cows, and her pony, and the weather, and the garden, not forgetting the seldom-flowering aloe. Then it began, stiffly enough, with not a few long words, to talk of his illness, and the regrets for it; but at last came this:

Perhaps, Mr Arthur, you will think it strange for a girl of my age, and I am aware that I cannot put it into proper language, but I cannot help telling you about it — how I felt this morning as I lay awake, quite early. I was thinking about you and your brother, and wishing that I could see you, and hoping so much that you were better: then I began to wonder how our three lives would run on together, and then, all of a sudden, I felt so strange! as if I understood all about it — why we were alive and liked each other so, and it felt so sweet and delightful that I think I never felt so happy in all my life: and yet I was longing for something, but the longing didn’t seem any pain to me; I can’t tell you now what I thought of in that minute — though if you had been by, I think I could have then — but it had slipped away very fast, and left me wondering what it was that had made me so happy. And so I thought and thought on, till I grew quite tired, and got up and dressed; and it was quite early, only five o’clock then; and I went out and walked a long way down the river, and I got so tired that I had to sleep in the afternoon.

But I must ask your pardon for writing such a long letter and fatiguing you so with nonsense, when you are just recovering from so severe an illness. It will give me the greatest pleasure to meet you again, quite yourself. Meantime believe me as aforesaid — 

Between weakness and transport the lad wept the sweetest tears over his letter, and kissed it over and over, and put it at last on his bosom, and so, with a happy face, turned round to sleep.

He dropped off pretty soon, and passed the night with faint vague dreams of pleasant things — walking the gardens, going to hear music, and the like; and woke in the earliest dawn, to hear the birds beginning their song, and a cow lowing a long way off. He felt about for his letter, and began in the happiest way to dream awake of the fields and stream by Clara’s home, all grey and cold with the mist now. Then he thought of himself wandering about in these meadows, sick with the longing that he felt amid his happiness, and then the farmyard gate swinging open, and Clara running to meet him, her shoes all shining wet with the dew, and putting her arms round him, and kissing him less timidly than she did really, with something in her eyes that he had not seen there yet; and then the two of them turning together, and going into the little garden in front there, and spending the day as if there were no-one else in the world. And still he kept beginning over and over again the sort of things she would say to him, and the way in which she would kiss him, for still every sweetest way seemed not sweet enough, till, wearied out at last, he fell asleep again just as the eastern sky was beginning to redden.

His waking dream turned into a sleeping one, without changing much at first, except that it was suffused with a vague excitement and luxury and fear withal, that had been absent before. He was walking with Clara through meadows not at all like the Leaser meads, which yet they both agreed to think were none other than it seemed. They were thickly studded with apple-trees in bloom, and it was moonlight, yet the birds were in full chorus; and Clara herself was clad in light fluttering raiment, like what he had seen on angels in old pictures, instead of her usual dress, and she spoke to him in verse, in the rhythm of some fragment of old poetry that he had forgotten when he was awake. And so they passed on, till, as it happens in dreams, the landscape changed.

There were big blue mountains all about the mead, and a rushing stream through it, and suddenly his heart seemed to stop beating for fear; and she stopped him, and faced him, with fear in her eyes too. And as he tried to speak, and could not, she had turned into his brother, and they were both quite children again, and he thought that they had lost themselves, and were to die.

The rush of the stream seemed to get louder and louder, and the wind to rise and howl about the hollows of the mountainside; and presently a horse came galloping past, and then a herd of cows rushed up, and then a great flock of sheep seemed to fill up all the valley, their endless backs all moving like a sea, and the sounds of the bell-wether filling up all the air.

And then, with a sense of something dreadful going to happen, he woke, panting and gasping with an unuttered cry, and the horror of the dream was so strong on him that at first he seemed to wake into a world of white flame. But as he came fully to himself he saw the broad sun flooding the room, and smiled to himself with returning comfort as he heard the sound of a scythe being whetted outside for the mowing of the rough piece of grass called the drying-ground. Then came the sound of the musical church clock, as he counted seven, and the full memory of his happiness came on him as he felt the letter by his side, and lay listening to the sweep of the scythe in the swathe, the rattle of the gardener’s barrow, and all the little noises that go to make up the music of a June morning. He soon grew drowsy again, and fell into a dreamless sleep, from which he was only roused by John and Mrs Hadow coming in with his breakfast.

The sick lad mended fast enough now, and wrote Clara little notes every day, telling her how he was. There was little else in them, though every night he pleased himself by imagining tender little sentences he would write the next day. But his heart always failed him when the paper lay before him, nor could he ever get further in his signature than your affectionate friend — though he tried hard. They were great pleasure to him, however, and the days passed happily for both the lads; and John went three times to Leaser Farm, and came back the third time with the pleasure-party day duly settled for the day after to-morrow.






  








CHAPTER XIII. THE PLEASURE-PARTY: THE BEGINNING
 

This brought the time to the end of June. There had been broken, stormy weather for nearly a week, and all the farm people went to bed the night before with fears about the weather, Mrs Mason being at least as eager as the others. The day dawned with a heavy mist, and would have looked unpromising enough to an unweatherwise person, but John was none such, and announced joyfully that they were going to have a wonderful day; as, indeed, it turned out, for the mist was clearing even from the low ground about Leaser Farm as the brothers drove their  phaeton into the orchard, and stopped before the little green railings, where the two women stood ready dressed in the doorway, not to lose time.

‘My, you’re not as well as I expected to see you, Master Arthur,’ said Mrs Mason, as they all stood together beside the carriage; and indeed, Arthur was pale and trembling, and stood leaning with one hand on the carriage after Clara’s kiss, and rather timid welcome.

The two brothers looked for the moment different enough, for John’s face was flushed through its sunburn amid his ruddy-brown hair, and yet his brows were knitted anxiously; while Arthur was smiling with the look of a sick person who has suddenly got a great pleasure.

‘O, it’s nothing,’ he said. ‘I shall be all right when we are going through the air again.’

Mrs Mason turned into the house for a glass of wine, while Clara looked rather grave. Said she:

‘Are you quite sure you can go, Arthur?’

‘O dear yes,’ he said. ‘The doctor said it would do me good, didn’t he, Jack?’

He made half a step forward as he spoke, and touched her sleeve with his hand, and then let it slip onto hers. She held it quite simply and kindly, and her eyes were fixed on him with a tender and anxious look that made the poor lad forget everything else. They did not notice that John turned away to the horse’s head. But when in a moment Mrs Mason came out of the house with the glass of wine, Arthur drew his hand away rather hastily, and flushing, so that Mrs Mason cried:

‘Why, what ails you? You two haven’t been quarrelling in this minute, have you?’

Arthur laughed, though rather awkwardly. Clara flushed too, but still looked steadily at him, and with that John was come back to the carriage door in high spirits. A big handled basket with a white cloth was handed by the red-cheeked, black-haired maid into the driver’s seat; John nodded to her and shook hands with her and jumped up into his place without ceremony, leaving the three others to help themselves into the inside, where Arthur was set, despite his politeness, leaning back in the roomy back seat, with Mrs Mason discreetly sitting by him, and Clara opposite her mother.

So off they went, John turning round to talk in extra merry ways, and answered at first by Mrs Mason only; but soon, as they drove through the now bright sun and the fragrant shadow of the high hedges and lanes, all awkwardness wore off the other two as well, and they all seemed as happy as might be.

The two women were clad as for merrymaking, and both gracefully enough; the mother in black silk, with an Indian shawl over her, a sort of heirloom of her mother’s; the daughter also in a dress whose material came out of the chest on the landing at home. It was an India muslin, soft and fine, with a little sprig worked over it in floss silk. Over this she had nothing but a delicately assorted shaded scarf; at her throat was a brooch, made of a faint miniature of some longdead ancestor of her father’s (a red-coated, crested-helmed militia man), set in a coppery gold frame, and a thin chain of the same material was over her neck. These were her own private treasure, but her mother had lent her for the occasion an old-fashioned bracelet of thin chains of Genoese gold, clasped with a clasp of the same fashion as the ring on her finger, described before; and she wore it on her left wrist, so much whiter than her hands, from which she had pulled the gloves now, rather still as though she were committing an impropriety.

When she first got in she had a bunch of beautiful cabbageroses in her hand, which she held in her hand for some time, looking at Arthur all the while, yet with a strange faraway look in her lowlying eyes, as though she did not see him. But that melted away in a while into mere tender kindness and she reached out to him, and put it into his hands, saying:

‘I meant them for you. They are the last we shall have.’

So they drove merrily enough by roads running along the side of the hills, till, after going down a steep descent, they came over to a little village scattered about a goose green; and then, turning round a corner, came upon the ancient garden wall, over-topped with fig-trees and mulberries, of Ruddywell Court. They stopped before the great Queen Anne iron gates presently, and Arthur and the two ladies got down there, and walked slowly up to the beautiful old yew-hedged garden toward the front of the house, while John drove off to stable his horse at the Sun, which lay nearer to the river.

The house was too much like other fine Elizabethan houses to need any particular description, so one need only say that it was among the completest, though not the largest, existing of its kind. Being received by the housekeeper, they sat down in the cool, deserted-looking hall and waited for John, who came back presently, and they were soon all four wondering, each in his or her own way, at the show things. Arthur and Clara both got very eager over the pictures, though to most people there would have been nothing very interesting about them, as they were some few bad copies of well-known Italian masters, or endless portraits (some not genuine), some dull works of fourth-rate painters of such things, and three naif queer productions of the Holbein and Janet school; these latter, all boastfully calling themselves works of the first master, were hung in the room with the red beds which Clara spoke of the other day, to which they came presently.

The place was all full of old furniture, tapestry and armour, some of it really remarkable. They enjoyed themselves hugely among all these magnificences. The housekeeper was a friend of Mrs Mason’s, so they were not trotted through at the usual rate, but sat about in special corners, and handled everything at their pleasure. Arthur’s eyes sparkled with pleasure, and he did the talking for almost the whole company, for he was really somewhat versed in archaeological lore, and could tell scraps of stories from old chronicles, and the like. John had got rather silent now, but made little jokes from time to time, which rather jarred on both his brother and Clara. She, for her part, kept close by Arthur, listening with real pleasure to his talk, taking care that he should have the best seat when they halted, and following him to the window when he went there to enjoy the deep green garden.

So at last they came to the room with red beds which was called Queen Elizabeth’s room, and was hung with tapestry of an earlier date than the present house; in which knights and ladies were walking and playing amid a faded grey garden, populous with pheasants and rabbits. A great redhung bed was in the darkest corner, and a smaller one of the same material and colour beside it. A suit of bright steel armour was in the other corner, and on the wall were the three pictures in question — two handsome bearded men in slouched hats, and a wonderfully ugly, big-nosed lady in a rich dress, holding a pink in her fingers.

The one deeply-recessed window looked over the corner of an orchard onto wide flat meads, and a flashing river beyond. The sun had gone from that side of the house now, and the room as shadowed room has on a hot day. So, when they had looked at the pictures and tapestry and embroidered coverlets, Arthur sat down somewhat wearily, and Mrs Mason said:

‘Don’t you think you had better rest a bit here, Master Arthur, before dinner? You won’t last out till the end of the day if you are not careful of yourself.’

Arthur demurred, and Mrs Mason was just going to speak again when Clara said:

‘Do stay and rest, Arthur, and I’ll stop with you. I’m rather tired, too.’

The burly housekeeper smiled, for she had seen that Mrs Mason was going to offer to stay behind, and she wasn’t over-sorry to be rid of Arthur’s (to her) stupendous lore, so that she might have her say, and didn’t want to lose the chance of talking to her friend; so she said:

‘Yes, you two young ones and solemn ones stay, if anybody must, for I know you are on the look-out for ghosts and romantic matter, and if one could see a ghost at noontide I am sure I should come to this room to look for it.’

So they passed on, John talking merrily to the housekeeper, and left the two there — Arthur sitting in a big chair near the corner, and Clara near him, her dainty fresh skirts brushing against the old hard armour. Almost without looking, he was conscious that she had laid her left hand on the breastplate, and even though he half saw it, he began to dream about it, as his way was about everything, to make it something different from what it was. All the morning as he talked he imagined her thoughts about him, and had changed her clinging kindness into heaven knows what dream of singlehearted passion; and now as she stood silent there, and he sat trembling and afraid to break the sweetness of being alone with her, he imagined her in like case; and now she turned her head a little, and their eyes met — hers so tender and compassionate, for she saw a worn, anxious look in his face.

‘Are you very tired, dear?’ she said in a sweet low voice. It thrilled through him with inexpressible sweetness, for she had not yet used so soft a word to him. His face lighted up as he shook his head, and reaching out his hand, touched the sleeve of her left arm, and then, as before, let his hand fall down onto her palm, that yielded passively to him while a look like surprise came into her face. He noticed it, despite his dreaming, and began to talk hurriedly, without losing her hand, though.

‘Wouldn’t you like to know all about the old fellow that wore it, Clara? How he went to and fro, and who the people were he was fond of?’

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘though I suppose people were dull and stupid then like they are now, when they fall in love, and are happy and unhappy — and write poetry, too. I’ve never seen any old books of that time, Arthur.’

‘There are some old chronicles at home,’ he said. I don’t know why I’ve never lent them to you. You see, when we three have been together lately, we have been busy talking about things going on. Besides, I wasn’t sure that you could read them easily without someone to help. Let me come over and read pieces to you this summer, out in the garden.’

‘Yes, do,’ she said.

‘You know,’ he went on, ‘one has fits of not caring for fishing and shooting a bit, and then I get through an enormous lot of reading — and then again one day one goes out, and down to the river, and looks at the eddies and then suddenly one thinks of all that again. And then another day, when one has one’s rod in one’s hand, one looks up and down the field, or sees the road slowly winding along, and I can’t help thinking of tales going on amongst it all, and long so much for more and more books — don ‘t you know?’

‘Well,’ she said, ‘one day goes so much like another with me’ — and she gave a little unconscious sigh— ‘and women have so much less of stirring things to look forward to than men. And yet I won’t say that I don’t make tales to myself too.’

She blushed scarlet as she spoke, and Arthur felt the hand he was nursing tighten on his a little. His heart leaped at it, and again, what tales he told himself!’ He was silent as he watched the colour fading out of her face again, and at last he said with a great effort:

‘Clara, you get more and more beautiful every day. There! I never said a word about that before, and if you’re not angry, I’m glad I said it now.’

If he expected to see the blush come into her face again, he was disappointed. She only looked at him with such serious eyes, as she answered:

‘Why should I be angry, Arthur? I’m pleased, because I think you know about such things, and people about here don’t much, I fancy. And though I don’t I should set my heart on it much, I can’t help being pleased at being — being well-looking.’

‘You’re a great deal more than that,’ he said. ‘I hope we — you will be happy, for somehow beautiful people so often seem to be unhappy.’

‘O,’ she said, with a real merry laugh, ‘don’t say such unlucky things, for’ (she did colour again a little here) ‘I’ve heard Mother say that you were like to turn out the handsomest of the two — there! are you angry?’ she said, laughing again, for his face was scarlet. ‘Besides’, she said, gravely and rather primly, ‘people are always happy when they do what is right.’

He laughed out at this, and said:

‘Ill luck for me, Miss Clara, who don’t do a twentieth part of what I ought, and never shall — come, I know you don’t believe that?’

‘I don’t know,’ she said, turning towards the armour again. She had gently drawn her hand away for a minute or two. ‘Tell us, Arthur, could a man like that have walked about our house?’

‘No,’ he said, ‘don’t you remember the date? This fellow is as old, almost, as the chancel of our church. There’s a brass just like him in the floor.’

He rose as he spoke, and took the halberd out of the mailed hand, and lowered the blade of it for her to see the engraved ornament on it. She drew to it with a pleased smile as he began to talk about it, and tell her what the figures meant. Her face was so near his that he felt her breath upon it, and was as happy as might be; and as he moved to put it back in its place, the look of surprise came into her face, unnoted by him.

He led her to the window-seat, on which he knelt while she leaned forward by him. Then they talked about the day, and how delightful it would be upon the river, till suddenly the voices and footsteps of the returning party were heard, and Arthur loosed her hand, and turned with a start to meet them. If he had looked at her face, he would have seen something like trouble in it now; and would certainly not have put it down to the right cause.

As for Clara, she greeted them with:

‘Arthur’s quite rested now, mother.’

‘Yes, whoever else is tired,’ quothe the housekeeper, grinning.

‘O, we’re not tired,’ said Mrs Mason, simply not seeing the cunning old lady’s grin, or noticing her emphasis; though, if we must say the truth, she would not have been greatly distressed if she had seen lovemaking going on between the two, after her first qualm of fear at the parson’s violence of indignation and brutality, and of doubt as to whether John would not have made the better lover.

Well, they walked slowly back through the corridors and cool dark rooms, happily enough, all of them; the young ones full of eager life, made miraculous by vague dreams for the future; dreams that were shared, more or less, by Mrs Mason amid the regrets of her widowhood, for she, whose sweet and kindly feelings hardly included passion, as her dreamy and vague mind hardly included reason, found her failing interest in contemplating the future of her daughter’s heart, whom she loved tenderly, scarcely remembering, maybe, that she was her daughter.






  








CHAPTER XIV. THE PLEASURE-PARTY: THE END
 

So they passed out of the house, and turning along the front of it, went by the housekeeper’s invitation through the gardens toward the little inn, that, standing where the Ormslade River (as people called it, though old folks and the maps had the Blackwater) ran into the big, navigable, sea-going stream, combined in itself the character of the inn, lock-house, and ferry-house. The Ormslade River, crossing the road, became a sort of garden canal to Ruddywell Court, and turned what would have been very beautiful and quaint old gardens into a positive paradise, and the young folk grew nearly wearied by their pleasure amid the redundance of the old garden, through which they loitered, sitting down for long spells here and there.

At last they came to where they had to cross a bridge, built in naively pedantic imitation of the glories of Palladia; and taking leave of the complaisant housekeeper, passed out into the highway a few hundred yards from the ferry-house. A rod or two further on, the backstream from above the lock crossed the road and ran into the Ormslade River, and there the two together slipped into the broad stream, which there is all the less necessity for naming, as the people thereabout never called it anything else than the River; and indeed they might be excused if they forgot that there was any other river in the world, so beautiful this stream was, such a look of history and romance and promise of great things to come it bore upon its eddies, and already, high up in that remote countryside, had that look of nobility which never belongs, as I fancy, to any river that does not personally meet the sea.

There were no longer hedges on either side of the way now — nothing but wide, clear ditches full of yellow-flowered sedge and water-flowers, and the road was a little raised above the broad meadows that spread out a long distance on this left bank of the stream; rows of willows here and there marking the course of some brook or big ditch, countless kine and horses wandering about, and the lapwing wheeling about with his peevish cry. On the right bank, low hills rose up just a rod on the other side of the tow-path, though just opposite the ferry they fell off into wide slopes of grass meadows, through which the road wound, and afterwards, upstream, fell away from the river, while downstream they rose steeper and here and there showed broken escarpments of sandy bank, pitted with sand-martins’ nests.

So they came down to where the inn — a little low slateroofed house with the sign of the Rose hanging from it — stood at the brink of the wide pool below the lock, on a sloppy, willowy piece of land, even in this June almost as much water as earth. A casting-net was hung spread out and dripping still onto the dry, dusty road by the door; there was a mangy old grey, with a very small brown child babbling about him, and hanging onto his tail; and inside, through the cool dusk of the house, one could dimly see shining pots hanging up — a very unlikely place it looked to get one’s dinner at; it looked like the end of the world; for the road that ended in the shallow on this side, rose from the water on the other all grass-grown and little used, and was now, indeed, little more than a bridleway, and seemed to lead nowhere at all.

So here Mrs Mason made Arthur go into the house for a rest, while John went to get the boat ready, and see about the necessaries for the feast. Arthur looked over his shoulder to see if Clara were coming, but she said quietly:

‘I must go and look at the lock. There’ll be plenty of time,’ and walked off briskly as she spoke.

Presently her feet were bruising scent from the great horse-mint as she picked her way between the willow stems. Then she scrambled up a little bank into the blazing sun, and so to the lock head, where she stood leaning on the sluice tops and watched the water gurgling under the shut sluices, and the shadowy faint green bleak flitting about at the top of the water. The look of the black depths made the day seem hotter and more luxurious, as the scent of the marshland hay and clover, and the hum of bees and tinkle of sheep-bells, was carried to her across the wide meadows. Then, as she looked up in a while, the sound of church bells fell sweet upon the light wind from a little steeple she could just see at the foot of the furthest spur of the higher ground, bringing that inevitable melancholy with it that deepened upon her till with a sigh she was just turning to go, when she felt a hand upon her shoulder and said:

‘Arthur?’

‘No, it’s me,’ quoth his brother. ‘How grave you look, Clara! You look as if you could see through me.’

Her eyes changed kindly as he spoke, and she said:

‘I think the bells made me melancholy. John, let us come to the boat.’

He turned slowly, saying:

‘What were you thinking of, though?’

‘Well’, she said, ‘people can’t expect to be answered when they ask such questions as that, but for once I think I can tell you. I was thinking that it would be very dreadful to live here if one got to be unhappy.’

‘How strange,’ he said. ‘I suppose the bells set me thinking too, for as I came along I was thinking and wondering what I should do to pass the days if I were living here an old man, with all one’s friends dead — or at Leaser Farm,’ he said, stammering and reddening. She didn’t answer, and he was silent as they walked on. He took her firm, fine hand to help her down the bank, and his face grew graver and graver, till she said suddenly:

‘You bring the book?’

‘Yes,’ he said.

‘I’m so glad. I have been looking forward to hearing those stories, and it will be so delightful to remember them with the beautiful place, and this happy day.’

They got to the boat with this, where Mrs Mason and Arthur were already seated. Clara was rather eager to row, but John, rather grave still, and awkwardly enough edging in some compliment to her skill with the oar, objected on the score of haste in getting to the shade being advisable. So Clara sat down beside the two others in the stern, smiling, but a little vexed. At any rate this pleased one person — Arthur, to wit — who sat with the rudder strings in his hands and her cheek nearly touching his shoulder, supremely happy; and presently she laughed merrily and said:

‘John, I was getting ill-tempered — but you must have been picking up grand manners somewhere, to beat about the bush like that, when you know I can t row a bit.’

‘All right,’ he said, laughing himself. ‘You shall row going back — you and your mother together, if you like. We can start in good time.’

‘Worse and worse!’ said Mrs Mason, ‘unless you really mean a compliment by thinking us such fine ladies that our arms would ache at the first stroke of the oar. If you saw Clara and I washing our own smart lace things, you would think better of us, Master John.’

The two lads blushed and felt happy and shamefaced at this but said nothing, John laying vigorously on the oars, and Arthur pumping himself in the pride of his rivercraft, though the great big green-painted old tub was not particularly suitable for that display.

Betwixt this small pleasantry and others, they got to the eyot, which was just a long bank high and dry above the weedy shallow, that John pushed through with some difficulty; but in the middle of the said bank, someone had planted a ring of willows, and at this dry time the turf under them was soft and pleasant enough, so there they spread their feast out, Arthur lying down, and John trying to help, and looking awkward because the two women would not let him, pretending to be afraid of his breaking things. So there was plenty of laughter over their dinner, Mrs Mason coddling Arthur hugely (which he was still weak enough from his illness to like rather), and Clara watching his somewhat startling appetite with amusement mingled with pleasure, too.

The business of eating over, they fell to the book, Arthur reading at first, to whom Clara drew near, and sat watching his eager face, with a little frown on it, with kind and serious eyes, but turned, in the pauses of the tale, to talk about it to John, who spoke well and without any shyness now. Then John took the book and read, not so well as Arthur because he couldn’t help thinking of what was coming further on in the tale; and Clara, having arranged the cloths that Arthur lay on about a tree-trunk, sat by him, and still watched his face, and he sat conscious of it, and not liking to turn to her lest she should look away.

When the sun was fairly falling, and before it began to get colder, they got into the boat; the two women took the oars and they dropped slowly downstream amid a good deal of merriment from the lads. They stopped here and there to gather wild flowers on the bank, and wandered about from side to side of the stream, doing all those little untellable things that go to make a happy day with happy people; and they were all very happy together, till at last Mrs Mason cried out that it was over-late for Arthur to be out, and they must turn at once. So she, who was sitting aft, moved to give her place up to John, and he went forward and met Clara in the middle of the boat.

It was a little difficult for them to pass one another and as they stood thus, with her hand on his shoulder, she stopped and said:          

‘John, look at the sunset now. Mother, and Arthur — turn round and look.’

For a sudden change had gone over the sky by the drift of light clouds, and the whole was full of strange golden light and in the west the clear sky passed from orange to pale yellow and deep crimson, unmeasurable colours. They looked silently while the stream gurgled past them, and the water hen cried among the reeds, and the big-eyed heifers stared at them from the bank. But Arthur turned soon, to look at Clara. There she stood, with her hand still on John’s shoulder, and he holding her other hand. She had half bared her arms, beautiful but slim, as a young girl’s are; her head was bare, and little locks of hair were floating about her face in the light wind; her lips were a little parted amid pleasure and thought, and her eyes fixed full on the sky, as if she would never think of anything on earth again. But even as he gazed in ecstasy, with a strange pang at her exceeding beauty that seemed too great for her to notice him, a happy smile crossed her face, her kind eyes fell to his, and she stepped aft lightly and came and sat down by him, laying her hand on his in the fullness of her heart.

Then John sat down and threw the oars into the rowlocks. With a heavy splash the boat’s head swung round, and presently the two were facing that western glory to which John’s back was turned; as he pulled back sturdily toward the lock.

It had not wholly faded when they got into the carriage there, though the clouds were dusky purple now instead of crimson, and the stars were beginning to show, and the high moon to colour. So on they drove through the odorous June night, steeped too completely in happiness to remember that their pleasure-day was nearly at an end. Arthur was rather worn out amid his delight, and Mrs Mason had made him lie as much along as he could on the back seat of the carriage, after much opposition on his part. He had Clara’s roses in his hand, for he had made them put them in water at the little inn, and they were quite fresh now. She sat opposite to him, quite hanging over him, not saying much, but listening to him when he spoke, almost (he thought) as if there were no-one else in the world. And indeed she thought how happy she was to have such dear friends and so fond of her as he — and his brother — were.

Yes, and as he talked to her now, telling her of how he had thought of her in his illness, and of his dreams she had come into, that fever had sometimes turned into horrors, the tears gathered in her eyes with pity and affection; and — though with a thrill of fear — she felt, despite herself, glad that he seemed fonder of her than John did.

But here was Leaser Farm at last, and the little green railing, and the lights flitting about the windows, for it was fully night now; and now Clara’s lovely eyes were blinking at the candles in the oak parlour, hot and stuffy now, while the two lads drove on still through the cool night.

Arthur’s heart was beating still at the boldness that had filled him at parting, to pass his lips from the cheek she had offered him to her averted lips, and his lips were trembling still with the sweetness of the very unbrotherlike kiss; John whistling in sturdy resolution to keep his heart up, and rating himself for a feeling of discomfort and wrong that, sooth to say, was not new to that hour of parting, but had been hanging about him all day long. As to Clara, she found her mother perhaps a trifle cross and disagreeable after the day’s pleasuring, but she herself might have passed for gay; and at last, when she had put her candle out and was lying alone in her dear little room, looking at the faintly moving trees, and stars between them, that showed through her little half-opened, white-curtained window, all worldly troubles had passed away from her; and wrapped in the happiness her own beautiful and simple soul made for her, she thought of her love for those that loved her, till night and weariness had their way with her, and she fell asleep in the fragrant, peaceful place, and dreamed of herself grown very old, but happy still, with no-one lost of those that loved her.






  








CHAPTER XV. JOHN LEAVES HOME
 

Arthur lay abed the next morning, happy enough, and John sat with him at his breakfast, with the feeling (fit enough in any case for the day after a merrymaking) that life had got very commonplace and stupid, and longing sorely for something startling to happen, but doing his best to carry on something of talk with his brother, and going every now and then to the open window, and leaning out of it in a restless manner. At last came the short sharp double ring at the bell that indicated the postman.

John started, though it may easily be believed that the lads’ correspondence was so small that neither of them need expect a letter because of that. Nevertheless, on this occasion a letter was brought up presently, and given to John, who said:

‘Well, by Jove, here’s a letter from father!’ and tore it open eagerly, and with some apprehension too, which latter Arthur rather more than shared.

‘What is it, old fellow?’ he said, before John could have half read it through.

‘Why,’ said John, after he had hastily skimmed through to the end, ‘it’s a case of “good-bye”’ — and he threw him the letter, which ran thus:

My dear John,

You remember my telling you last time I saw you that you must make your choice of a business. Well, you must choose at once, for I have just got a letter from Godby telling me that the place in the Russian house is just vacant. If you take my advice you will take it. Godby’s friend will push you, and by the time you are twenty-one you might put your Mother’s money into the affair, and become a junior partner — i.e. always if you work hard these four years, and learn the business.

If you determine to go, it must be at once; Godby has asked you to go and stay with him for a couple of days before you go up. That will be about as much as they will allow you, but he will put you up to things in London, for he is a good-natured fellow, and likes young people better than I do. Write to him at once. Mr Jackson has instructions to get a lodging for you, and to pay you. Godby will tell you all about that; you are old enough to see about all you want with the housekeeper; tell her to give you money to get up to London.

There — work hard, and try to make money. You will find the making of it more amusing than anything else, besides all the amusement you can buy with it. Don’t get into a mess. I did, when I was young, and that has tainted my position ever since. If you think this queer for a parson, I can’t help it — I am not

[Morris’ manuscript breaks off here. The final section, as he explained to Louie Baldwin, ‘begins with the letter of the elder brother to the younger, on getting his letter telling how he was going to bid for the girl in marriage.’ This, presumably, would be four or five years later.]

... You say I shall not be surprised, perhaps. Surprised! Why, when I was down there with you the whole air seemed full of this. It lurked in dark corners in the twilight, and the dark throbbed with it as I lay alone on my bed, till I felt as if it would burst out into a cry; and as I went up in the train the noise of the wheels and engine seemed to be telling the world of it; and when the murkiness of London drew near, there it seemed to be lying in wait for us. As I hurried up the stairs, and as I lay awake in the night, I told myself the story over and over again, till I could lie still no more, and yet was too weak to get up. Look — I am writing nonsense to you — but how could I be astonished?

And now I will talk sense, and give you advice — and believe me, for whatever reason, I am inspired to-night, and if you follow my advice all will be well with you. If otherwise, if you let any half-heartedness deceive you, it will be better for you to grow miserable and die, than to be contented and live. Again, you think me mad — forgive it, but read on — if you are sure, as you say you are, that Clara loves you and that you love her, heed nothing, heed nobody, but live your life through with her, crushing everything that comes in your way — everything — unless, perhaps, there was somebody who loved her better than yourself. Yet as you will not be able to imagine that, if you truly love her, the first word stands.

Everything, and everybody — I do not understand why you should hesitate. As to Father, why, if had loved us as passionately as one reads of sometimes, I would say ‘disregard him’ — so there is no need to say that as he loves us little enough, that as his whole life is mingled with some blind hatred — be sorry for him, as I am — love him, as I cannot — and thrust him aside from out your path. What else is there? Clara’s mother? Make her yield, man, make her yield! She is weak and sentimental — a long face or two, a little crying, and the thing is done; and she will have no grief, only a little discomfort — let her bear it! There is not much need to pity her.

Well, I won’t do you the injustice to think you really care what the world will say, nor think that she, with those eyes, that body that her soul has made, can care; and so you have nothing left — for you shall have, at the worst, two-thirds of any money I can make, and if you are poor, how sweet your ambition to get on will be, when it is for her! Bah! why need I preach to you about that? O, you are happy — what need of me to call on God to bless you? For be sure that his blessings are showered down on the strong lucky people who come near enough to the fire to thrust in their hands and snatch the gold out of it. They cannot heed, if they would, the wailing or the silent misery of those who are old, or blind, or weak with the horrible fever of longing that can never be satisfied.

O, how beautiful you must think the world: Stop, though! are you sure that she loves you as you love her? Nay, do not be indignant — find out without blinding yourself how the matter goes; and if you find she does not — then — why then, still strive with all your might to get her, to be with her — if not for many years, yet for a year; if not for a year, for a month; if not for a month, for a week — for a day, for an hour, a minute — do anything, stoop to any humiliation, tell any lie, commit any treachery — but do not die, as — as some people must, with your love barren and unsatisfied, when you can make it otherwise. Do not hesitate on the score of her happiness. If you feel real love, you must know that you really think the whole world exists only to minister to your passion. O, think of the happiness, if you can feel this and be satisfied. Yes! even without any return, it is happiness. It is worth passing through all the pain that clings about it — and if you do not feel this, you are not in love, and the desire you have will pass away into something else — into friendship, or into disgust, or hatred — how should I know or care which? What does it matter? All is either love or not love. There is nothing between. Everything else — friendship, kindness, goodness, is a shadow and a lie.

Yes, you must test your love in this way, and even then you may fall into the misery which a third possibility will bring you to. Oh my God, it is all a matter of chance — for my words are only words to you, unless you are really in love. Who can judge false love, without having felt the true? But try your best, try your best, for all our sakes, and then God help you and all unhappy people!

your brother

John Risley

P.S. This is a wild letter; but it is all I can write just now. Do not be frightened of me when I meet you next, and tell Clara I wrote kindly to you, and was very glad that you were going to be married. You see, I am so anxious that the only two people I love in the world, or ever shall love, should be quite happy, quite without a cloud on their love. Tell dear Clara that I advised you to carry the matter through if you were in torment in spite of everything.

P.P.S. I must come and see you soon. Good-bye. J.R.

Arthur’s face grew pale enough as he read his letter, and when he had done it he walked up and down the room many times, but without saying a word, without indeed forming one in his heart. At last he walked out of the house, and straight to Leaser Farm.

There he found Clara and her mother sitting together, and, after the first greeting, sat down with no attempt to make talk, and answered at random to Mrs Mason’s anxious questions about his health. Clara sat silent for a little time, and presently said to him quite abruptly:

‘Come out with me, Arthur. I want to show you something.’

He rose without a word, and though Mrs Mason would have followed them, Clara’s bluntness, and a tone of resolute sternness in her voice, stopped her; and she sat there alone in great agitation.

When the two had got among the low-hanging lime boughs Clara turned round on him, and said:

‘What has gone wrong, Arthur?’

He caught hold of her hand and began nursing it to his breast, and the colour had come back to his cheeks again as he answered:

‘Nothing — nothing. I wrote to John and have an answer — it was so kind.’

She turned deadly pale. ‘What’s the matter? Is he ill?’ she said.

‘No, no, dear. He said he was so very, very glad, and said I should be so happy, and advised us to carry the matter through, in spite of everything.’

She was still pale. ‘Arthur,’ she said, ‘are you telling me the whole truth? I mean, are you breaking some dreadful thing to me? Don’t torment me! It isn’t kind to do those sort of things — you know I love you.’

‘O my darling,’ he cried, drawing her to him, ‘and how I love you! there is not a word more of his letter to tell you than that — and that he seemed tremendously excited about it. And if I looked pale and anxious just now, it was because I had quite made up my mind to tell my father all about it, and that we must be married at once — and it was a little apprehension, and a great deal of excitement, that’s it. O, my own sweet, and my cowardice and nervousness has made you suffer — dear, I wish you could hurt me in return for it, but I know you are too kind, and cannot.’

He trembled all over with pleasure as he spoke, for her cheek touched his, and while he stood dreaming in his old way, he felt her sigh, and then her lips had stolen round to his, and there was no pang in his heart but of longing still unsatisfied, as they kissed together there.

‘I am so glad he was pleased,’ she said, as they walked back to the house, ‘and now you’re going to tell mother all about it.’

‘Yes,’ he said dreamily.

‘You know,’ she said, ‘I haven’t told her about it, but I am sure she knows that something has happened. I must make her happy, Arthur — she has always been so kind to me, and I know you are fond of her.’

‘Yes, very much,’ said Arthur, and they went hand in hand into the room, where indeed there was little need to say much, for Mrs Mason met them half-way as soon as Arthur had opened his mouth; and perhaps the two lovers were a little ashamed of her raptures — Arthur, at all events.

Arthur went away in the evening scarcely feeling the ground he trod on, and kissing over and over again some little love tokens she had given him — a glove, and a little silk handkerchief she used to wear round her neck. Yet ever and anon came a thought that was like the shadow of a crime on him — this, that he was glad she had not asked to see John’s letter.

And for her, she said to herself aloud when she was alone: ‘I wish I had asked to see John’s letter.’ And then again presently: ‘No, I cannot now, after that unlucky speech about its being the whole truth. He would think I half suspected something wrong, and it would look ugly, and not as if I were his love.’
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Water House — Morris’ childhood home at Woodford, Essex, which now houses the William Morris Gallery






  









 

Before moving to Water House, the Morris family had lived at Woodford Hall. Now demolished, this plaque on the Woodford Memorial Hall commemorates Morris’ former home.






  

INTRODUCTION TO THE FANTASY SHORT STORIES OF MORRIS
 


 

Morris began writing poetry and short stories for the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine whilst still at University in the mid nineteenth century, before going on to publish longer prose romances during the last nine years of his career. These later fantasy novels were written specifically for his Kelmscott Press, established to fulfil Morris’ own ideal of a socialistic ‘arts and crafts’ approach to the arts. As alternative to the dullness of industrialised production, Morris envisioned a return to the master-craftsmanship of the Middle Ages, where each artwork was an individual object of beauty — a process which enabled the individual craftsman to make a pleasant living away from the dehumanising conditions of factory production, whilst also providing the consumer with a higher quality product. The highly-wrought prose of his fantasy novels, his own sumptuous designs and fine-quality paper and bindings were thus part of Morris’ vision of the book as one holistic artwork. As well as in this artisanal approach, the mediaeval influence was also reflected within the designs of the books, emulating the illuminated manuscripts of the Middle Ages.

Morris’ fascination with the Middle Ages was also evident in the style of his fantasy work, however, whose subject matter and archaic language was a conscious emulation of French romances and Norse and Icelandic sagas. Indeed, many of Morris’ shorter prose fictions were translations of these earlier works. 

Although the influence of earlier literary models cannot be overstated, Morris is also highly respected as an innovator in the history of the fantasy genre – not least because he demonstrated the potential for modern writers latent in these earlier forms. While other writers wrote of foreign lands, or of dream worlds, or the future (as Morris himself had in News from Nowhere), Morris’ works were the first modern prose fantasies to be set in an entirely invented fantasy world, blending elements of mediaeval and European history and sagas with supernatural elements. 

Yet these stories also shed light on issues of class and social mobility, which were highly relevant in the Victorian age, whose industrialised culture meant that the negotiation of new class structures was a pressing and topical issue. By reusing the old genre of the knight’s quest as a metaphor for the protagonist’s personal and moral development, writers like Morris were able to adapt mediaeval ideals of honour and chivalry to create a model for personal development amongst the more modern challenges of the nineteenth century.






  









 

Illustration from the Kelmscott edition of Morris’ tale, “Love is Enough”, one of his early fantasy tales
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Title page of The Hollow Land (1903), an anthology of Morris’ early prose and verse contributions to the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine during the 1850’s






  








“We find in ancient story wonders many told,
 Of heroes in great glory, with spirit free and bold;
 Of joyances and high-tides, of weeping and of woe,
 Of noble reckon striving, mote ye now wonders know.”
 

Niebelungen Lied (see Carlylefs Miscellanies)
 






  








STRUGGLING IN THE WORLD.
 

Do you know where it is — the Hollow Land?

I have been looking for it now so long, trying to find it again the Hollow Land for there I saw my love first.

I wish to tell you how I found it first of all; but I am old, my memory fails me: you must wait and let me think if I perchance can tell you how it happened. Yea, in my ears is a confused noise of trumpet-blasts singing over desolate moors, in my ears and eyes a clashing and clanging of horse-hoofs, a ringing and glittering of steel; drawn-back lips, set teeth, shouts, shrieks, and curses.

How was it that no one of us ever found it till that day? for it is near our country: but what time have we to look for it, or any good thing; with such biting carking cares hemming us in on every side-cares about great things-mighty things: mighty things, 0 my brothers! or rather little things enough, if we only knew it. Lives passed in turmoil, in making one another unhappy; in bitterest misunderstanding of our brothers’ hearts, making those sad whom God has not made sad, alas, alas! What chance for any of us to find the Hollow Land? What time even to look for it?

Yet who has not dreamed of it? Who, half miserable yet the while, for that he knows it is but a dream, has not felt the cool waves round his feet, the roses crowning him, and through the leaves of beech and lime the many whispering winds of the Hollow Land?

Now, my name was Florian, and my house was the house of the Lilies; and of that house was my father lord, and after him my eldest brother Amald; and me they called Florian de Liliis.

Moreover, when my father was dead, there arose a feud between the Lilies’ house and Red Harald; and this that follows is the history of it.

Lady Swanhilda, Red Harald’s mother, was a widow, with one son. Red Harald; and when she had been in widowhood two years, being of princely blood, and besides comely and fierce. King Urrayne sent to demand her in marriage. And I remember seeing the procession leaving the town, when I was quite a child; and many young knights and squires attended the Lady Swanhilda as pages, and amongst them, Amald, my eldest brother.

And as I gazed out of the window, I saw him walking by the side of her horse, dressed in white and gold very delicately; but as he went it chanced that he stumbled. Now he was one of those that held a golden canopy over the lady’s head, so that it now sunk into wrinkles, and the lady had to bow her head full low, and even then the gold brocade caught in one of the long slim gold flowers that were wrought round about the crown she wore. She flushed up in her rage, and her smooth face went suddenly into the carven wrinkles of a wooden water-spout, and she caught at the brocade with her left hand, and pulled it away furiously, so that the warp and woof were twisted out of their place, and many gold threads were left dangling about the crown; but Swanhilda stared about when she rose, then smote my brother across the mouth with her gilded sceptre, and the red blood flowed all about his garments; yet he only turned exceeding pale, and dared say no word, though he was heir to the house of the Lilies: but my small heart swelled with rage, and I vowed revenge, and, as it seems, he did too.

So when Swanhilda had been queen three years, she suborned many of King Urrayne’s knights and lords, and slew her husband as he slept, and reigned in his stead. And her son, Harald, grew up to manhood, and was counted a strong knight, and well spoken of, by then I first put on my armour.

Then, one night, as I lay dreaming, I felt a hand laid on my face, and starting up saw Arnald before me fully armed. He said, “Florian, rise and arm.”

I did so, all but my helm, as he was.

He kissed me on the forehead; his lips felt hot and dry; and when they bought torches, and I could see his face plainly, I saw he was very pale. He said: “Do you remember, Florian, this day sixteen years ago? It is a long time, but I shall never forget it unless this night blots out its memory.”

I knew what he meant, and because my heart was wicked, I rejoiced exceedingly at the thought of vengeance, so that I could not speak, but only laid my palm across his lips.

“Good; you have a good memory, Florian. See now, I waited long and long: I said at first, I forgive her; but when the news came concerning the death of the king, and how that she was shameless, I said I will take it as a sign, if God does not punish her within certain years, that he means me to do so; and I have been watching and watching now these two years for an opportunity, and behold it is come at last; and I think God has certainly given her into OUR hands, for she rests this night, this very Christmas eve, at a small walled town on the frontier, not two hours’ gallop from this; they keep little ward there, and the night is wild: moreover, the prior of a certain house of monks, just without the walls, is my fast friend in this matter, for she has done him some great injury. In the courtyard below a hundred and fifty knights and squires, all faithful and true, are waiting for us: one moment and we shall be gone.”

Then we both knelt down, and prayed God to give her into our hands: we put on our helms, and went down into the courtyard.

It was the first time I expected to use a sharp sword in anger, and I was full of joy as the muffled thunder of our horse-hoofs rolled through the bitter winter night.

In about an hour and a half we had crossed the frontier, and in half an hour more the greater part bad halted in a wood near the Abbey, while I and a few others went up to the Abbey gates, and knocked loudly four times with my sword-hilt, stamping on the ground meantime. A long, low whistle answered me from within, which I in my turn answered: then the wicket opened, and a monk came out, holding a lantern. He seemed yet in the prime of life, and was a tall, powerful man. He held the lantern to my face, then smiled, and said, “The banners hang low.” I gave the countersign, “The crest is lopped off.” “Good my son,” said he; “the ladders are within here. I dare not trust any of the brethren to carry them for you, though they love not the witch either, but are timorsome.”

“No matter,” I said, “I have men here.” So they entered and began to shoulder the tall ladders: the prior was very busy. “You will find them just the right length, my son, trust me for that.” He seemed quite a jolly, pleasant man, I could not understand his nursing furious revenge; but his face darkened strangely whenever he happened to mention her name.

As we were starting he came and stood outside the gate, and putting his lantern down that the light of it might not confuse his sight, looked earnestly into the night, then said: “The wind has fallen, the snow flakes get thinner and smaller every moment, in an hour it will be freezing hard, and will be quite clear; everything depends’upon the surprise being complete; stop a few minutes yet, my son.” He went away chuckling, and returned presently with two more sturdy monks carrying something: they threw their burdens down before my feet, they consisted of all the white albs in the abbey: “There, trust an old man, who has seen more than one stricken fight in his carnal days; let the men who scale the walls put these over their arms, and they will not be seen in the least. God make your sword sharp, my son.”

So we departed, and when I met Amald again, he said that what the prior had done was well thought of; so we agreed that I should take thirty men, an old squire of our house, well skilled in war, along with them, scale the walls as quietly as possible, and open the gates to the rest.

I set off accordingly, after that with low laughing we had put the albs all over us, wrapping the ladders also in white. Then we crept very warily and slowly up to the wall; the moat was frozen over, and on the ice the snow lay quite thick; we all thought that the guards must be careless enough, when they did not even take the trouble to break the ice in the moat So we listened- there was no sound at all, the Christmas midnight mass had long ago been over, it was nearly three o’clock, and the moon began to clear, there was scarce any snow falling now, only a flake or two from some low hurrying cloud or other: the wind sighed gently about the round towers there, but it was bitter cold, for it had begun to freeze again; we listened for some minutes, about a quarter of an hour I think, then at a sign from me, they raised the ladders carefully, muffled as they were at the top with swathings of wool. I mounted first, old Squire Hugh followed last; noiselessly we ascended, and soon stood altogether on the walls; then we carefully lowered the ladders again with long ropes; we got our swords and axes from out of the folds of our priests’ raiments, and set forward, till we reached the first tower along the wall; the door was open, in the chamber at the top there was a fire slowly smouldering, nothing else; we passed through it, and began to go down the spiral staircase, I first, with my axe shortened in my hand.-”What if we were surprised there,” I thought, and I longed to be out in the air again;-”What if the door were fast at the bottom.”

As we passed the second chamber, we heard some one within snoring loudly: I looked in quietly, and saw a big man with long black hair, that fell off his pillow and swept the ground, lying snoring, with his nose turned up and his mouth open, but he seemed so sound asleep that we did not stop to slay him. Praise be! The door was open, without even a whispered word, without a pause, we went on along the streets, on the side that the drift had been on, because our garments were white, for the wind being very strong all that day, the houses on that side had caught in their cornices and carvings, and on the rough stone and wood of them, so much snow, that except here and there where the black walls grinned out, they were quite white; no man saw us as we stole along, noiselessly because of the snow, till we stood within 100 yards of the gates and their house of guard. And we stood because we heard the voice of some one singing:

“Queen Mary’s crown was gold,
 King Joseph’s crown was red,
 But Jesus’ crown was diamond
 That lit up all the bed
 Mariae Virginis”
 

So they had some guards after all; this was clearly the sentinel that sang to keep the ghosts off;-Now for a fight.-We drew nearer, a few yards nearer, then stopped to free ourselves from our monks’ clothes.

“Ships sail through the Heaven
 With red banners dress’d,
 Carrying the planets seven
 To see the white breast
 Mariae Virginis”
 

Thereat he must have seen the waving of some alb or other as it shivered down to the ground, for his spear fell with a thud, and he seemed to be standing open-mouthed, thinking something about ghosts; then, plucking up heart of grace, he roared out like ten bull-calves, and dashed into the guard-house.

We followed smartly, but without hurry, and came up to the door of it just as some dozen half-armed men came tumbling out under our axes: thereupon, while our men slew them, I blew a great blast upon my horn, and Hugh with some others drew bolt and bar and swung the gates wide open.

Then the men in the guard-house understood they were taken in a trap, and began to stir with great confusion; so lest they should get quite waked and armed, I left Hugh at the gates with ten men, and myself led the rest into that house. There while we slew all those that yielded not, came Arnald with the others, bringing our horses with them; then all the enemy threw their arms down. And we counted our prisoners and found them over fourscore; therefore, not knowing what to do with them (for they were too many to guard, and it seemed unknightly to slay them all), we sent up some bowmen to the walls, and turning our prisoners out of gates, bid them run for their lives, which they did fast enough, not knowing our numbers, and our men sent a few flights of arrows among them that they might not be undeceived.

Then the one or two prisoners that we had left, told us, when we had crossed our axes over their heads, that the people of the good town would not willingly fight us, in that they hated the queen; that she was guarded at the palace by some fifty knights, and that beside, there were no others to oppose us in the town; so we set out for the palace, spear in hand.

We had not gone far, before we heard some knights coming, and soon, in a turn of the long street, we saw them riding towards us; when they caught sight of us they seemed astonished, drew rein, and stood in some confusion.

We did not slacken our pace for an instant, but rode right at them with a yell, to which I lent myself with all my heart.

After all they did not run away, but waited for us with their spears held out; I missed the man I had marked, or hit him rather just on the top of the helm; he bent back, and the spear slipped over his head, but my horse still kept on, and I felt presently such a crash that I reeled in my saddle, and felt mad. He had lashed out at me with his sword as I came on, hitting me in the ribs (for my arm was raised), but only flatlings.

I was quite wild with rage, I turned, almost fell upon him, caught him by the neck with both hands, and threw him under the horse-hoofs, sighing with fury: I heard Arnald’s voice close to me, “Well fought, Florian”: and I saw his great stern face bare among the iron, for he had made a vow in remembrance of that blow always to fight unhelmed; I saw his great sword swinging, in wide gyres, and hissing as it started up, just as if it were alive and liked it.

So joy filled all my soul, and I fought with my heart, till the big axe I swung felt like nothing but a little hammer in my hand, except for its bitterness: and as for the enemy, they went down like grass, so that we destroyed them utterly, for those knights would neither yield nor fly, but died as they stood, so that some fifteen of our men also died there.

Then at last we came to the palace, where some grooms and such like kept the gates armed, but some ran, and some we took prisoners, one of whom died for sheer terror in our hands, being stricken by no wound; for he thought we would eat him.

These prisoners we questioned concerning the queen, and so entered the great hall. There Arnald sat down in the throne on the dais, and laid his naked sword before him on the table: and on each side of him sat such knights as there was room for, and the others stood round about, while I took ten men, and went to look for Swanhilda.

I found her soon, sitting by herself in a gorgeous chamber. I almost pitied her when I saw her looking so utterly desolate and despairing; her beauty too had faded, deep lines cut through her face. But when I entered she knew who I was, and her look of intense hatred was so fiend-like, that it changed my pity into horror of her.

“Knight”, she said “who are you, and what do you want, thus discourteously entering my chamber?”

“I am Florian de Liliis, and I am to conduct you to judgment.”

She sprang up, “Curse you and your whole house, you I hate worse than any — girl’s face — guards! guards!” and she stamped on the ground, her veins on the forehead swelled, her eyes grew round and flamed out, as she kept crying for her guards, stamping the while, for she seemed quite mad.

Then at last she remembered that she was in the power of her enemies, she sat down, and lay with her face between her hands, and wept passionately.

“Witch,” I said between my closed teeth, “will you come, or must we carry you down to the great hall?”

Neither would she come, but sat there, clutching at her dress and tearing her hair.

Then I said, “Bind her, and carry her down.” And they did so.

I watched Arnald as we came in, there was no triumph on his stern white face, but resolution enough, he had made up his mind.

They placed her on a seat in the midst of the hall over against the dais. He said, “Unbind her, Florian.” They did so, she raised her face, and glared defiance at us all, as though she would die queenly after all.

Then rose up Arnald and said, “Queen Swanhilda, we judge you guilty of death, and because you are a queen and of a noble house, you shall be slain by my knightly sword, and I will even take the reproach of slaying a woman, for no other hand than mine shall deal the blow.”

Then she said, “0 false knight, show your warrant from God, man, or devil.”

“This warrant from God, Swanhilda,” he said, holding up his sword, “listen! Fifteen years ago, when I was just winning my spurs, you struck me, disgracing me before all the people; you cursed me, and mean that curse well enough. Men of the house of the Lilies, what sentence for that?”

“Death!” they said.

“Listen! Afterwards you slew my cousin, your husband, treacherously, in the most cursed way, stabbing him in the throat, as the stars in the canopy above him looked down on the shut eyes of him. Men of the house of Lily, what sentence for that?”

“Death!” they said.

“Do you hear them. Queen? There is warrant from man; for the devil, I do not reverence him enough to take warrant from him, but, as I look at that face of yours, I think that even he has left you.”

And indeed just then all her pride seemed to leave her, she fell from the chair, and wallowed on the ground moaning, she wept like a child, so that the tears lay on the oak floor; she prayed for another month of life; she came to me and kneeled, and kissed my feet, and prayed piteously, so that water ran out of her mouth.

But I shuddered, and drew away; it was like hav ing an adder about one; I cou’d have pitied her had she died bravely, but for one like her to whine and whine! Pah!

Then from the dais rang Amald’s voice terrible, much changed. “Let there be an end of all this.” And he took his sword and strode through the hall towards her; she rose from the ground and stood up, stooping a little, her head sunk between her shoulders, her black eyes turned up and gloaming, like a tigress about to spring. When he came within some six paces of her something in his eye daunted her, or perhaps the flashing of his terrible sword in the torch-light; she threw her arms up with a great shriek, and dashed screaming about the hall. Amald’s lip never once curled with any scorn, no line in his face changed: he said, “Bring her here and bind her.”

But when one came up to her to lay hold on her she first of all ran at him, hitting with her head in the belly. Then while he stood doubled up for want of breath, and staring with his head up, she caught his sword from the girdle, and cut him across the shoulders, and many others she wounded sorely before they took her. Then Arnald stood by the chair to which she was bound, and poised his sword, and there was a great silence.

Then he said, “Men of the House of the Lilies, do you justify me in this, shall she die?” Straightway rang a great shout through the hall, but before it died away the sword had swept round, and therewithal was there no such thing as Swanhilda left upon the earth, for in no battle-field had Arnald struck truer blow.

Then he turned to the few servants of the palace and said, “Go now, bury this accursed woman, for she is a king’s daughter.” Then to us all, “Now knights, to horse and away, that we may reach the good town by about dawn.” So we mounted and rode off.

What a strange Christmas-day that was, for there, about nine o’clock in the morning, rode Red Harald into the good town to demand vengeance; he went at once to the king, and the king promised that before nightfall that very day the matter should be judged; albeit the king feared somewhat, because every third man you met in the streets had a blue cross on his shoulder, and some likeness of a lily, cut out or painted, stuck in his hat; and this blue cross and lily were the bearings of our house, called “De Liliis.” Now we had seen Red Harald pass through the streets, with a white banner borne before him, to show that he came peaceably as for this time; but I know he was thinking of other things than peace.

And he was called Red Harald first at this time, because over all his arms he wore a great scarlet cloth, that fell in heavy folds about his horse and all about him. Then, as he passed our house, some one pointed it out to him, rising there with its carving and its barred marble, but stronger than many a castle on the hill-tops, and its great overhanging battlement cast a mighty shadow down the wall and across the street; and above all rose the great tower, or banner floating proudly from the top, whereon was emblazoned on a white ground a blue cross, and on a blue ground four white lilies. And now faces were gazing from all the windows, and all the battlements were thronged; so Harald turned, and rising in his stirrups, shook his clenched fist at our house; natheless, as he did so, the east wind, coming down the street, caught up the corner of that scarlet cloth and drove it over his face, and therewithal disordering his long black hair, well nigh choked him, so that he bit both his hair and that cloth.

So from base to cope rose a mighty shout of triumph and defiance, and he passed on.

Then Arnald caused it to be cried, that all those who loved the good House of the Lilies should go to mass that morning in Saint Mary’s Church, hard by our house. Now this church belonged to us, and the abbey that served it, and always we appointed the abbot of it on condition that our trumpets should sound all together when on high masses they sing the “Gloria in Excelsis.” It was the largest and most beautiful of all the churches in the town, and had two exceeding high towers, which you could see from far off, even when you saw not the town or any of its other towers: and in one of these towers were twelve great bells, named after the twelve Apostles, one name being written on each one of them; as Peter, Matthew, and so on; and in the other tower was one great bell only, much larger than any of the others, and which was called Mary. Now this bell was never rung but when our house was in great danger, and it had this legend on it, “When Mary rings the earth shakes;” and indeed from this we took our war cry, which was, “Mary rings;” somewhat justifiable indeed, for the last time that Mary rang, on that day before nightfall there were four thousand bodies to be buried, which bodies wore neither cross nor lily.

So Arnald gave me in charge to tell the abbot to cause Mary to be tolled for an hour before mass that day.

The abbot leaned on my shoulder as I stood within the tower and looked at the twelve monks laying their hands to the ropes. Far up in the dimness I saw the wheel before it began to swing round about; then it moved a little; the twelve men bent down to the earth and a roar rose that shook the tower from base to spirevane: backwards and forwards swept the wheel, as Mary now looked downwards towards earth, now looked up at the shadowy cone of the spire, shot across by bars of light from the dormers.

And the thunder of Mary was caught up by the wind and carried through all the country; and when the good man heard it, he said goodbye to wife and child, slung his shield behind his back, and set forward with his spear sloped over his shoulder, and many a time, as he walked toward the good town, he tightened the belt that went about his waist, that he might stride the faster, so long and furiously did Mary toll.

And before the great bell, Mary, had ceased ringing, all the ways were full of armed men.

But at each door of the church of Saint Mary stood a row of men armed with axes, and when any came, meaning to go into the church, the two first of these would hold their axes (whose helves were about four feet long) over his head, and would ask him, “Who went over the moon last night?” then if he answered nothing or at random they would bid him turn back, which he for the more part would be ready enough to do; but some, striving to get through that row of men, were slain outright; but if he were one of those that were friends to the House of the Lilies he would answer to that question, “Mary and John.”

By the time the mass began the whole church was full, and in the nave and transept thereof were three thousand men, all of our house and all armed. But Arnald and myself, and Squire Hugh, and some others sat under a gold-fringed canopy near the choir; and the abbot said mass, having his mitre on his head. Yet, as I watched him, it seemed to me that he must have something on beneath his priest’s vestments, for he looked much fatter than usual, being really a tall lithe man.

Now, as they sung the “Kyrie,” some one shouted from the other end of the church, “My lord Arnld, they are slaying our people without;” for, indeed, all the square about the church was full of our people, who for the press had not been able to enter, and were standing there in no small dread of what might come to pass.

Then the abbot turned round from the altar, and began to fidget with the fastenings of his rich robes. And they made a lane for us up to the west door; then I put on my helm and we began to go up the nave, then suddenly the singing of the monks and all stopped. I heard a clinking and a buzz of voices in the choir. I turned, and saw that the bright noon sun was shining on the gold of the priest’s vestments, as they lay on the floor, and on the mail that the priests carried.

So we stopped, the choir gates swung open, and the abbot marched out at the head of his men, all fully armed, and began to strike up the psalm “Exsurgat Deus.”

When we got to the west door, there was indeed a tumult, but as yet no slaying; the square was all a-flicker with steel, and we beheld a great body of knights, at the head of them Red Harald and the king, standing over against us; but our people, pressed against the houses, and into the comers of the square, were, some striving to enter the doors, some beside themselves with rage, shouting out to the others to charge; withal, some were pale and some were red with the blood that had gathered to the wrathful faces of them.

Then said Arnald to those about him, “Lift me up.” So they laid a great shield on two lances, and these four men carried, and thereon stood Arnald, and gazed about him.

Now the king was unhelmed, and his white hair (for he was an old man) flowed down behind him on to his saddle; but Amaid’s hair was cut short, and was red.

And all the bells rang.

Then the king said, “0 Arnald of the Lilies, will you settle this quarrel by the judgment of God?” And Amaid thrust up his chin, and said, “Yea.” “How then,” said the king, “and where?” “Will it please you try now?” said Arnald.

Then the king understood what he meant, and took in his hand from behind tresses of his long white hair, twisting them round his hand in his wrath, but yet said no word, till I suppose his hair put him in mind of something, and he raised it in both his hands above his head, and shouted out aloud, “0 knights, hearken to this traitor.” Whereat, indeed, the lances began to move ominously. But Arnald spoke.

“0 you king and lords, what have we to do with you? Were we not free in the old time, up among the hills there? Wherefore give way, and we will go to the hills again; and if any man try to stop us, his blood be on his own head; wherefore now,” (and he turned) “all you House of the Lily, both soldiers and monks, let us go forth together fearing nothing, for I think there is not bone enough or muscle enough in these fellows here that have a king that they should stop us withal, but only skin and fat.”

And truly, no man dared to stop us, and we went.






  








FAILING IN THE WORLD
 

Now at that time we drove cattle in Red Harald’s land. And we took no hoof but from the Lords and rich men, but of these we had a mighty drove, both oxen and sheep, and horses, and besides, even hawks and hounds, and huntsman or two to take care of them.

And, about noon, we drew away from the cornlands that lay beyond the pastures, and mingled with them, and reached a wide moor, which was called “Goliath’s Land.” I scarce know why, except that it belonged neither to Red Harald or us, but was debatable.

And the cattle began to go slowly, and our horses were tired, and the sun struck down very hot upon us, for there was no shadow, and the day was cloudless.

All about the edge of the moor, except on the sidefrom which we had come was a rim of hills, not very high, but very rocky and steep, otherwise the moor itself was flat; and through these hills was one pass, guarded by our men, which pass led to the Hill castle of the Lilies.

It was not wonderful, that of this moor many wild stories were told, being such a strange lonely place, some of them one knew, alas to be over true. In the old time, before we went to the good town, this moor had been the mustering place of our people, and our house had done deeds enough of blood and horror to turn our white lilies red, and our blue cross to a fiery one. But some of those wild tales I never believed; they had to do mostly with men losing their way without any apparent cause, (for there were plenty of landmarks,) finding some well-known spot, and then, just beyond it, a place they had never even dreamed of.

“Florian! FIorian!” said Arnald, “for God’s sake stop! as every one else is stopping to look at the hills yonder; I always thought there was a curse upon us. What does God mean by shutting us up here? Look at the cattle; 0 Christ, they have found it out too! See, some of them are turning to run back again towards Harald’s land. Oh! unhappy, unhappy, from that day forward!”

He leaned forward, rested his head on his horse’s neck, and wept like a child. I felt so irritated with him, that I could almost have slain him then and there. Was he mad? had these wild doings of ours turned his strong wise head?

“Are you my brother Arnald, that I used to think such a grand man when I was a boy?” I said, “or are you changed too, like everybody, and everything else? What do you mean?”

“Look! look!” he said, grinding his teeth in agony. I raised my eyes: where was the one pass between the rim of stern rocks? Nothing: the enemy behind us- that grim wall in front: what wonder that each man looked in his fellow’s face for help, and found it not. Yet I refused to believe that there was any troth either in the wild stories that I had heard when I was a boy, or in this story told me so clearly by my eyes now.

I called out cheerily, “Hugh, come here!” He came. “What do you think of this? Some mere dodge on Harald’s part? Are we cut off?” “Think! Sir Florian? God forgive me for ever thinking at all; I have given up that long and long ago, because thirty years ago I thought this, that the House of Lilies would deserve anything in the way of bad fortune that God would send them: so I gave up thinking, and took to fighting. But if you think that Harald had anything to do with this, why-why-in God’s name, I wish I could think so!”

I felt a dull weight on my heart. Had our house been the devil’s servants all along? I thought we were God’s servants.

The day was very still, but what little wind there was, was at our backs. I watched Hugh’s face, not being able to answer him. He was the cleverest man at war that I have known, either before or since that day; sharper than any hound in ear and scent, clearer sighted than any eagle; he was listening now intently. I saw a slight smile cross his face; heard him mutter, “Yes! I think so: verily that is better, a great deal better.” Then he stood up in his stirrups, and shouted, “Hurrah for the Lilies! Mary rings!” “Mary rings!” I shouted, though I did not know the reason for his exultation: my brother lifted his head, and smiled too, grimly. Then as I listened I heard clearly the sound of a trumpet, and enemy’s trumpet too.

“After all, it was only mist, or some such thing,” I said, for the pass between the hills was clear enough now.

“Hurrah! only mist,” said Amald, quite elated; “Mary rings!” and we all began to think of fighting: for after all what joy is equal to that?

There were five hundred of us; two hundred spears, the rest archers; and both archers and men at arms were picked men.

“How many of them are we to expect?” said I. “Not under a thousand, certainly, probably more, Sir Florian.” (My brother Arnald, by the way, had knighted me before we left the good town, and Hugh liked to give me the handle to my name. How was it, by the way, that no one had ever made him a knight?)

“Let every one look to his arms and horse, and come away from these silly cows’ sons!” shouted Arnald.

Hugh said, “They will be here in an hour, fair Sir.”

So we got clear of the cattle, and dismounted, and both ourselves took food and drink, and our horses; afterwards we tightened our saddle-girths, shook our great pots of helmets on, except Amald, whose rustyred hair had been his only head-piece in battle for years and years, and stood with our spears close by our horses, leaving room for the archers to retreat between our ranks; and they got their arrows ready, and planted their stakes before a little peat moss: and there we waited, and saw their pennons at last floating high above the corn of the fertile land, then heard their many horse-hoofs ring upon the hard-parched moor, and the archers began to shoot.

It had been a strange battle; we had never fought better, and yet withal it had ended in a retreat; indeed all along every man but Arnald and myself, even Hugh, had been trying at least to get the enemy between him and the way toward the pass; and now we were all drifting that way, the enemy trying to cut us off, but never able to stop us, because he could only throw small bodies of men in our way, whom we scattered and put to flight in their turn.

I never cared less for my life than then; indeed, in spite of all my boasting and hardness of belief, I should have been happy to have died, such a strange weight of apprehension was on me; and yet I got no scratch even. I had soon put off my great helm, and was fighting in my mail-coif only: and here I swear that three knights together charged me, aiming at my bare face, yet never touched me. For, as for one, I put his lance aside with my sword, and the other two in some most wonderful manner got their spears locked in each other’s armour, and so had to submit to be knocked off their horses.

And we still neared the pass, and began to see distinctly the ferns that grew on the rocks, and the fair country between the rift in them, spreading out there, blue-shadowed. Whereupon came a great rush of men of both sides, striking side blows at each other, spitting, cursing, and shrieking, as they tore away like a herd of wild hogs. So, being careless of lfe, as I said, I drew rein, and turning my horse, waited quietly for them. And I knotted the reins, and laid them on the horse’s neck, and stroked him, that he whinnied, then got both my hands to my sword.

Then, as they came on, I noted hurriedly that the first man was one of Arnald’s men, and one of our men behind him leaned forward to prod him with his spear, but could not reach so far, till he himself was run through the eye with a spear, and throwing his arms up fell dead with a shriek. Also I noted concerning this first man that the laces of his helmet were loose, and when he saw me he lifted his left hand to his head, took off his helm and cast it at me, and still tore on; the helmet flew over my head, and I sitting still there, swung out, hitting him on the neck; his head flew right off, for the mail no more held than a piece of silk. “Mary rings,” and my horse whinnied again, and we both of us went at it, and fairly stopped that rout, so that there was a knot of quite close and desperate fighting, wherein we had the best of that fight and slew most of them, albeit my horse was slain and my mail-coif cut through. Then I bade a squire fetch me another horse, and began meanwhile to upbraid those knights for running in such a strange disorderly race, instead of standing and fighting cleverly. Moreover we had drifted even in this successful fight still nearer to the pass, so that the conies who dwelt there were beginning to consider whether they should not run into their holes.

But one of those knights said: “Be not angry with me. Sir Florian, but do you think you will go to Heaven?”

“The saints! I hope so,” I said, but one who stood near him whispered to him to hold his peace, so I cried out: “0 friend! I hold this world and all therein so cheap now, that I see not anything in it but shame which can any longer anger me; wherefore speak: out.”

“Then, Sir Florian, men say that at your christening some fiend took on him the likeness of a priest and strove to baptize you in the Devil’s name, but God had mercy on you so that the fiend could not choose but baptize you in the name of the most holy Trinity: and yet men say that you hardly believe any doctrine such as other men do, and will at the end only go to Heaven round about as it were, not at all by the intercession of our Lady; they say too that you can see no ghosts or other wonders, whatever happens to other Christian men.”

I smiled. “Well, friend, I scarcely call this a disadvantage, moreover what has it to do with the matter in hand?”

How was this in Heaven’s name? We had been quite still, resting while this talk was going on, but we could hear the hawks chattering from the rocks, we were so close now.

And my heart sunk within me, there was no reason why this should not be true; there was no reason why anything should not be true.

“This, Sir Florian,” said the knight again, “how would you feel inclined to fight if you thought that everything about you was mere glamour; this earth here, the rocks, the sun, the sky? I do not know where I am for certain, I do not know that it is not midnight instead of undem: I do not know if I have been fighting men or only simulacra but I think, we all think, that we have been led into some devil’s trap or other, and- and may God forgive me my sins! I wish I had never been born.”

There now! he was weeping - they all wept - how strange it was to see those rough, bearded men blubbering there, and snivelling till the tears ran over their armour and mingled with the blood, so that it dropped down to the earth in a dim, dull, red rain.

My eyes indeed were dry, but then so was my heart; I felt far worse than weeping came to, but nevertheless I spoke cheerily.

“Dear friends, where are your old men’s hearts gone to now? See now! This is a punishment for our sins, is it? Well, for our forefathers’ sins or our own? If the first, 0 brothers, be very sure that if we bear it manfully God will have something very good in store for us hereafter; but if for our sins, is it not certain that He cares for us yet, for note that He suffers the wicked to go their own ways pretty much; moreover brave men, brothers, ought to be the masters of simulacra come, is it so hard to die once for all?”

Still no answer came from them, they sighed heavily only. I heard the sound of more than one or two swords as they rattled back to the scabbards: nay, one knight, stripping himself of surcoat and hauberk, and drawing his dagger, looked at me with a grim smile, and said, “Sir Florian, do so!” Then he drew the dagger across his throat and he fell back dead.

They shuddered, those brave men, and crossed themselves. And I had no heart to say a word more, but mounted the horse which had been brought to me and rode away slowly for a few yards; then I became aware that there was a great silence over the whole field.

So I lifted my eyes and looked, and behold no man struck at another.

Then from out of a band of horsemen came Harald, and he was covered all over with a great scarlet cloth as before, put on over the head, and flowing all about his horse, but rent with the fight. He put off his helm and drew back his mail-coif, then took a trumpet from the hand of a herald and blew strongly.

And in the midst of his blast I heard a voice call out: “0 Florian! come and speak to me for the last time!”

So when I turned I beheld Arnald standing by himself, but near him stood Hugh and ten others with drawn swords.

Then I wept, and so went to him weeping; and he said, “Thou seest, brother, that we must die, and I think by some horrible and unheard-of death, and the House of the Lilies is just dying too; and now I repent me of Swanhilda’s death; now I know that it was a poor cowardly piece of revenge, instead of a brave act of justice; thus has God shown us the right.

“0 Florian! curse me! So will it be straighter; truly thy mother when she bore thee did not think of this; rather saw thee in the tourney at this time, in her fond hopes, glittering with gold and doing knightly; or else mingling thy brown locks with the golden hair of some maiden weeping for the love of thee. God forgive me! God forgive me!”

“What harm, brother?” I said, “this is only failing in the world; what if we had not failed, in a little while it would have made no difference; truly just now I felt very miserable, but now it has passed away, and I am happy.”

“0 brave heart!” he said, “yet we shall part just now, Florian, farewell.”

“The road is long,” I said, “farewell.”

Then we kissed each other, and Hugh and the others wept.

Now all this time the trumpets had been ringing, ringing, great doleful peals, then they ceased, and above all sounded Red Harald’s voice.

(So I looked round towards that pass, and when I looked I no longer doubted any of those wild tales of glamour concerning Goliath’s Land; and for though the rocks were the same, and though the conies still stood gazing at the doors of their dwellings, though the hawks still cried out shrilly, though the fern still shook in the wind, yet beyond, oh such a land! not to be described by any because of its great beauty, lying, a great hollow land, the rocks going down on this side in precipices, then reaches and reaches of loveliest country, trees and flowers, and corn, then the hills, green and blue, and purple, till their ledges reached the white snowy mountains at last. Then with all manner of strange feelings, “my heart in the midst of my body was even like melting wax.”)

“0 you House of the Lily! you are conquered yet I will take vengeance only on a few, therefore let all those who wish to live come and pile their swords, and shields, and helms behind me in three great heaps, and swear fealty afterwards to me; yes, all but the false knights Arnald and Florian.”

We were holding each other’s hands and gazing, and we saw all our knights, yea, all but Squire Hugh and his ten heroes, pass over the field singly, or in groups of three or four, with their heads hanging down in shame, and they cast down their notched swords and dinted, lilied shields, and brave-crested helms into three great heaps, behind Red Herald, then stood behind, no man speaking to his fellow, or touching him.

Then dolefully the great trumpets sang over the dying House of the Lily, and Red Harald led his men forward, but slowly: on they came, spear and mail glittering in the sunlight; and I turned and looked at that good land, and a shuddering delight seized my soul.

But I felt my brother’s hand leave mine, and saw him turn his horse’s head and ride swiftly toward the pass; that was a strange pass now.

And at the edge he stopped, turned round and called out aloud, “I pray thee, Harald, forgive mel now farewell all!”

Then the horse gave one bound forward, and we heard the poor creature’s scream when he felt that he must die, and we heard afterwards (for we were near enough for that even) a clang and a crash.

So I turned me about to Hugh, and he understood me though I could not speak.

We shouted all together, “Mary rings,” then laid our bridles on the necks of our horses, spurred forward, and in five minutes they were all slain, and I was down among the horse-hoofs.

Not slain though, not wounded. Red Harald smiled grimly when he saw me rise and lash out again; he and some ten others dismounted, and holding their long spears out, I went back — back, back, I saw what it meant, and sheathed my sword, and their laughter rolled all about me, and I too smiled.

Presently they all stopped, and I felt the last foot of turf giving under my feet; I looked down and saw the crack there widening; then in a moment I fell, and a cloud of dust and earth rolled after me; then again their mirth rose into thunder-peals of laughter. But through it all I heard Red Harald shout, “Silence! Evil dogs!”

For as I fell I stretched out my arms, and caughl a tuft of yellow broom some three feet from the brow, and hung there by the hands, my feet being loose in the air.

Then Red Harald came and stood on the precipice above me, his great axe over his shoulder; and he looked down on me not ferociously, almost kindly, while the wind from the Hollow Land blew about his red raiment, tattered and dusty now.

And I felt happy, though it pained me to hold straining by the broom, yet I said, “I will hold out to the last”

It was not long, the plant itself gave way and I fell, and as I fell I fainted.

I had thought when I fell that I should never wake again; but I woke at last: for a long time I was quite dizzied and could see nothing at all: horrible doubts came creeping over me; I half expected to see presently great half-formed shapes come rolling up to me to crush me; some thing fiery, not strange, too utterly horrible to be strange, but utterly vile and ugly, the sight of which would have killed me when I was upon the earth, come rolling up to torment me. In fact I doubted if I were in hell.

I knew I deserved to be, but I prayed, and then it came into my mind that I could not pray if I were in hell.

Also there seemed to be a cool green light all about me, which was sweet. Then presently I heard a glorious voice ring outclear, close to me

“Christ keep the Hollow Land
 Through the sweet spring-tide,
 When the apple-blossoms bless
 The lowly bent hill side.”
 

Thereat my eyes were slowly unsealed, and I saw the blessedest sight I have ever seen before or since: for I saw my Love.

She sat about five yards from me on a great grey stone that had much moss on it, one of the many scattered along the side of the stream by which I lay; she was clad in loose white raiment close to her hands and throat; her feet were bare, her hair hung loose a long way down, but some of it lay on her knees: I said “white” raiment, but long spikes of light scarlet went down from the throat, lost here and there in the shadows of the folds, and growing smaller and smaller, died before they reached her feet.

I was lying with my head resting on soft moss that some one had gathered and placed under me. She, when she saw me moving and awake, came and stood over me with a gracious smile. She was so lovely and tender to look at, and so kind, yet withal no one, man or woman, had ever frightened me half so much.

She was not fair in white and red, like many beautiful women are, being rather pale, but like ivory for smoothness, and her hair was quite golden, not light yellow, but dusky golden.

I tried to get up on my feet, but was too weak, and sank back again. She said: “No, not just yet, do not trouble yourself or try to remember anything just at present.”

There withal she kneeled down, and hung over me closer.

“To-morrow you may, perhaps, have something hard to do or bear, I know, but now you must be as happy as you can be, quietly happy. Why did you start and turn pale when I came to you? Do you not know who I am? Nay, but you do, I see; and I have been waiting here so long for you; so you must have expected to see me. You cannot be frightened of me, are you?”

But I could not answer a word, but all the time strange knowledge, strange feelings were filling my brain and my heart, she said: “You are tired; rest, and dream happily.”

So she sat by me, and sang to lull me to sleep, while I turned on my elbow, and watched the waving of her throat: and the singing of all the poets I had ever heard, and of many others too, not born till years long after I was dead, floated all about me as she sang, and I did indeed dream happily.

When I awoke it was the time of the cold dawn, and the colours were gathering themselves together, whereat in fatherly approving fashion the sun sent all across the east long bars of scarlet and orange that after faded through yellow to green and blue. And she sat by me still; I think she had been sitting there and singing all the time; all through hot yesterday, for I had been sleeping day-long and night-long, all through the falling evening under moonlight and starlight the night through.

And now it was dawn, and I think too that neither of us had moved at all; for the last thing I remembered before I went to sleep was the tips of her fingers brushing my cheek, as she knelt over me with downdrooping arm, and still now I felt them there. Moreover she was just finishing some fainting measure that died before it had time to get painful in its passion.

Dear Lord! how I loved her! Yet did I not dare to touch her, or even speak to her. She smiled with delight when she saw I was awake again, and slid down her hand on to mine, but some shuddering dread made me draw it away again hurriedly; then I saw the smile leave her face: what would I not have given for courage to hold her body quite tight to mine? But I was so weak.

She said:

“Have you been very happy?”

“Yea,” I said.

It was the first word I had spoken there, and my voice sounded strange.

“Ah!” she said, “you will talk more when you get used to the air of the Hollow Land. Have you been thinking of your past life at all? If not, try to think of it. What thing in Heaven or Earth do you Wish for most?”

Still I said no word; but she said in a wearied way: “Well now, I think you will be strong enough to get to your feet and walk; take my hand and try.” Therewith she held it out: I strove hard to be brave enough to take it, but could not; I only turned away shuddering, sick, and grieved to the heart’s core of me; then struggling hard with hand and knee and elbow, I scarce rose, and stood up totteringly; while she watched me sadly, still holding out her hand.

But as I rose, in my swinging to and fro the steel sheath of my sword struck her on the hand so that the blood flowed from it, which she stood looking at for a while, then dropped it downwards, and turned to look at me, for I was going.

Then as I walked she followed me, so I stopped and turned and said almost fiercely: “I am going alone to look for my brother.”

The vehemence with which I spoke, or something else, burst some blood-vessel within my throat, and we both stood there with the blood running from us on to the grass and summer flowers.

She said: “If you find him, wait with him till I come.”

“Yea,” and I turned and left her, following the course of the stream upwards, and as I went I heard her low singing that almost broke my heart for its sadness.

And I went painfully because of my weakness, and because also of the great stones; and sometimes I went along a spot of earth where the river had been used to flow in flood-time, and which was now bare of everything but stones; and the sun, now risen high, poured down on everything a great flood of fierce light and scorching heat, and burnt me sorely, so that I almost fainted.

But about noontide I entered a wood close by the stream, a beech-wood, intending to rest myself; the herbage was thin and scattered there, sprouting up from amid the leaf-sheaths and nuts of the beeches, which had fallen year after year on that same spot; the outside boughs swept low down, the air itself seemed green when you entered within the shadow of the branches, they over-roofed the place so with tender green, only here and there showing spots of blue.

But what lay at the foot of a great beech tree but some dead knight in armour, only the helmet off? A wolf was prowling round about it, who ran away snarling when he saw me coming.

So I went up to that dead knight, and fell on my knees before him, laying my head on his breast, for it was Arnald. He was quite cold, but had not been dead for very long; I would not believe him dead, but went down to the stream and brought him water, tried to make him drink-what would you? He was as dead as Swanhilda: neither came there any answer to my cries that afternoon but the moaning of the wood doves in the beeches. So then I sat down and took his head on my knees, and closed the eyes, and wept quietly while the sun sank lower.

But a little after sunset I heard a rustle through the leaves, that was not the wind, and looking up my eyes met the pitying eyes of that maiden.

Something stirred rebelliously within me; I ceased weeping, and said: “It is unjust, unfair: What right had Swanhilda to live? Did not God give her up to us? How much better was he than ten Swanhildas?

And look you — See! He is DEAD.”

Now this I shrieked out, being mad; and though I trembled when I saw some stormy wrath that vexed her very heart and loving lips, gathering on her face, I yet sat there looking at her and screaming, screaming, till all the place rang.

But when growing hoarse and breathless I ceased; she said, with straitened brow and scornful mouth: “So! Bravely done! Must I then, though I am a woman, call you a liar, for saying God is unjust? You to punish her, had not God then punished her already? How many times when she woke in the dead night do you suppose she missed seeing King Urrayne’s pale face and hacked head lying on the pillow by her side? Whether by night or day, what things but screams did she hear when the wind blew loud round about the Palace corners? And did not that face too, often come before her, pale and bleeding as it was long ago, and gaze at her from unhappy eyes! Poor eyesi With changed purpose in them- no more hope of converting the world when that blow was once struck, truly it was very wicked-no more dreams, but only fierce struggles with the Devil for very life, no more dreams but failure at last, and death, happier so in the Hollow Land.”

She grew so pitying as she gazed at his dead face that I began to weep again unreasonably, while she saw not that I was weeping, but looked only on Arnald’s face, but after turned on me frowning. “Unjust! Yes, truly unjust enough to take away life and all hope from her; you have done a base cowardly act, you and your brother here, disguise it as you may; you deserve all God’s judgment - you”

But I turned my eyes and wet face to her, and said: “Do not curse me there - do not look like Swanhilda: for see now, you said at first that you have been waiting long for me, give me your hand now, for I love you so.”

Then she came and knelt by where I sat, and I caught her in my arms and she prayed to be forgiven.

“0, Florian! I have indeed waited long for you, and when I saw you my heart was filled with joy, but you would neither touch me nor speak to me, so that I became almost mad, forgive me, we will be so happy now. 0! do you know this is what I have been waiting for all these years; it made me glad, I know, when I was a little baby in my mother’s arms to think I was born for this; and afterwards, as I grew up, I used to watch every breath of wind through the beech-boughs, every turn of the silver poplar leaves, thinking it might be you or some news of you.”

Then I rose and drew her up with me; but she knelt again by my brother’s side, and kissed him, and said:

“0 brother! The Hollow Land is only second best of the places God has made, for Heaven also is the work of His hand.”

Afterwards we dug a deep grave among the beechroots and there we buried Amald de Liliis.

And I have never seen him since, scarcely even in dreams; surely God has had mercy on him, for he was very leal and true and brave; he loved many men, and was kind and gentle to his friends, neither did he hate any but Swanhilda.

But as for us two, Margaret and me, I cannot tell you concerning our happiness, such things cannot be told; only this I know, that we abode continually in the Hollow Land until I lost it.

Moreover this I can tell you. Margaret was walking with me, as she often walked near the place where I had first seen her; presently we came upon a woman sitting, dressed in scarlet and gold raiment, with her head laid down on her knees; likewise we heard her sobbing.

“Margaret, who is she?” I said: “I knew not that any dwelt in the Hollow Land but us two only.”

She said, “I know not who she is, only sometimes; these many years, I have seen her scarlet robe flaming from far away, amid the quiet green grass: but I was never so near her as this.

Florian, I am afraid: let us come away.”






  








FYTTE THE SECOND
 

Such a horrible grey November day it was, the fog-smell all about, the fog creeping into our very bones.

And I sat there, trying to recollect, at any rate something, under those fir-trees that I ought to have known so well.

Just think now; I had lost my best years some- where; for I was past the prime of life, my hair and beard were scattered with white, my body was growing weaker, my memory of all things was very faint

My raiment, purple and scarlet and blue once, was so stained that you could scarce call it any colour, was so tattered that it scarce covered my body, though it seemed once to have fallen in heavy folds to my feet, and still, when I rose to walk, though the miserable November mist lay in great drops upon my bare breast, yet was I obliged to wind my raiment over my arm, it dragged so (wretched, slimy, textureless thing! ) in the brown mud.

On my head was a light morion, which pressed on my brow and pained me; so I put my hand up to take it ofi; but when I touched it I stood still in my walk shuddering; I nearly fell to the earth with shame and sick horror; for I laid my hand on a lump of Slimy earth with worms coiled up in it I could scarce forbear from shrieking, but breathing such a prayer as I could think of, I raised my hand again and seized it firmly. Worse horror stilll The rust had eaten it into holes, and I gripped my own hair as well as the rotting steel, the sharp edge of which cut into my fingers; but setting my teeth, gave a great wrench, for I knew that if I let go of it then, no power on the earth or under it could make me touch it again. God be praised! I tore it off and cast it far from me; I saw the earth, and the worms and green weeds and sun- begotten slime, whirling out from it radiatingly, as it spun round about.

I was girt with a sword too, the leathern belt of which had shrunk and squeezed my waist: dead leaves had gathered in knots about the buckles of it, the gilded handle was encrusted with clay in many parts, the velvet sheath miserably worn.

But, verily, when I took hold of the hilt, and pent in my hand; lo! then, I drew out my own true blade and shook it flawless from hilt to point, gleaming white in that mist.

Therefore it sent a thrill of joy to my heart, to know that there was one friend left me yet: I sheathed it again carefully, and undoing it from my waist, hung it about my neck.

Then catching up my rags in my arms, I drew them up till my legs and feet were altogether clear from them, afterwards folded my arms over my breast, gave a long leap and ran, looking downward, but not giving heed to my way.

Once or twice I fell over stumps of trees, and such- like, for it was a cut-down wood that I was in, but I rose always, though bleeding and confused, and went on still; sometimes tearing madly through briars and gorse bushes, so that my blood dropped on the dead leaves as I went.

I ran in this way for about an hour; then I heard a gurgling and splashing of waters; I gave a great shout and leapt strongly, with shut eyes, and the black water closed over me.

When I rose again, I saw near me a boat with a man in it; but the shore was far off; I struck out toward the boat, but my clothes which I had knotted and folded about me, weighed me down terribly.

The man looked at me, and began to paddle toward me with the oar he held in his left hand, having in his right a long, slender spear, barbed like a fish-hook; perhaps, I thought, it is some fishing spear; moreover his raiment was of scarlet, with upright stripes of yellow and black all over it.

When my eye caught his, a smile widened his mouth as if some one had made a joke; but I was beginning to sink, and indeed my head was almost under water just as he came and stood above me, but before it went quite under, I saw his spear gleam, then felt it in my shoulder, and for the present, felt nothing else.

When I woke I was on the bank of that river; the flooded waters went hurrying past me; no boat on them now; from the river the ground went up in gentle slopes till it grew a great hill, and there, on that hill-top, Yes, I might forget many things, almost everything, but not that, not the old castle of my fathers up among the hills, its towers blackened now and shattered, yet still no enemy’s banner waved from it.

So I said I would go and die there? and at this thought I drew my sword, which yet hung about my neck, and shook it in the air till the true steel quivered, then began to pace towards the castle. I was quite naked, no rag about me; I took no heed of that only thanking God that my sword was left, and so toiled up the hill. I entered the castle soon by the outer court; I knew the way so well, that I did not lift my eyes from the groimd, but walked on over the lowered drawbridge through the unguarded gates, and stood in the great hall at lastmy father’s hall as bare of everything but my sword as when I came into the world fifty years before: I had as little clothes, as little wealth, less memory and thought, I verily believe, than then.

So I lifted up my eyes and gazed; no glass in the windows, no hangings on the walls; the vaulting yet held good throughout, but seemed to be going; the mortar had fallen out from between the stones, and grass and fern grew in the joints; the marble pavement was in some places gone, and water stood about in puddles, though one scarce knew how it had got there.

No hangings on the walls- no; yet, strange to say, instead of them, the walls blazed from end to end with scarlet paintings, only striped across with green damp-marks in many places, some falling bodily from the wall, the plaster hanging down with the fading colour on it.

In all of them, except for the shadows and the faces of the figures, there was scarce any colour but scarlet and yellow. Here and there it seemed the painter, whoever it was, had tried to make his trees or his grass green, but it would not do; some ghastly thoughts must have filled his head, for all the green went presently into yellow, out-sweeping through the picture dismally. But the faces were painted to the very life, or it seemed so; there were only five of them, however, that were very marked or came much in the foreground; and four of these I knew well, though I did not then remember the names of those that had borne them. They were Red Harald, Swanhilda, Amald, and myself. The fifth I did not know; it was a woman’s and very beautiful.

Then I saw that in some parts a small penthouse roof had been built over the paintings, to keep them from the weather. Near one of these stood a man painting, clothed in red, with stripes of yellow and black: Then I knew that it was the same man who had saved me from drowning by spearing me through the shoulder; so I went up to him, and saw furthermore that he was girt with a heavy sword. He turned round when he saw me coming, and asked me fiercely what I did there. I asked why he was painting in my castle.

Thereupon, with that same grim smile widening his mouth as heretofore, he said, “I paint God’s judgments.”

And as he spoke, he rattled the sword in his scabbard; but I said,

“Well, then, you paint them very badly. Listen; I know God’s judgments much better than you do. See now; I will teach you God’s judgments, and you shall teach me painting.”

While I spoke he still rattled his sword, and when I had done, shut his right eye tight, screwing his nose on one side; then said:

“You have got no clothes on, and may go to the devil! What do you know about God’s judgments?”

“Well, they are not all yellow and red, at all events; you ought to know better.”

He screamed out, “0 you fool! Yellow and red! Gold and blood, what do they make?”

“Well,” I said; “what?”

“HELL!” And, coming close up to me, he struck me with his open hand in the face, so that the colour with which his hand was smeared was dabbed about my face. The blow almost threw me down; and, while I staggered, he rushed at me furiously with his sword. Perhaps it was good for me that I had got no clothes on; for, being utterly unencumbered, I leapt this way and that, and avoided his fierce, eager strokes till I could collect myself somewhat; while he had a heavy scarlet cloak on that trailed on the ground, and which he often trod on, so that he stumbled.

He very nearly slew me during the first few minutes, for it was not strange that, together with other matters, I should have forgotten the art of fence: but yet, as I went on, and sometimes bounded about the hall under the whizzing of his sword, as he rested sometimes, leaning on it, as the point sometimes touched my head and made my eyes start out, I remembered the old joy that I used to have, and the swy, swy, of the sharp edge, as one gazed between one’s horse’s ears; moreover, at last, one fierce swift stroke, just touching me below the throat, tore up the skin all down my body, and fell heavy on my thigh, so that I drew my breath in and turned white; then first, as I swung my sword round my head, our blades met, oh! to hear that tchink again! and I felt the notch my sword made in his, and swung out at him; but he guarded it and returned on me; I guarded right and left, and grew warm, and opened my mouth to shout, but knew not what to say; and our sword points fell on the floor together: then, when we had panted awhile, I wiped from my face the blood that had been dashed over it, shook my sword and cut at him, then we spun round and round in a mad waltz to the measured music of our meeting swords, and sometimes either wounded the other somewhat but not much, till I beat down his sword on to his head, that he fell grovelling, but not cut through. Verily, thereupon my lips opened mightily with “Mary rings.”

Then, when he had gotten to his feet, I went at him again, he staggering back, guarding wildly; I cut at his head; he put his sword up confusedly, so I fitted both hands to my hilt, and smote him mightily under the arm: then his shriek mingled with my shout, made a strange sound together; he rolled over and over, dead, as I thought.

I walked about the hall in great exultation at first, striking my sword point on the floor every now and then, till I grew faint with loss of blood; then I went to my enemy and stripped off some of his clothes to bind up my wounds withal; afterwards I found in a corner bread and wine, and I eat and drank thereof.

Then I went back to him, and looked, and a thought struck me, and I took some of his paints and brushes, and kneeling down, painted his face thus, with stripes of yellow and red, crossing each other at right angles; and in each of the squares so made I put a spot of black, after the manner of the painted letters in the prayer-books and romances when they are ornamented.

So I stood back as painters use, folded my arms, and admired my own handiwork. Yet there struck me as being something so utterly doleful in the man’s white face, and the blood running all about him, and washing off the stains of paint from his face and hands, and splashed clothes, that my heart mis- gave me, and I hoped that he was not dead; I took some water from a vessel he had been using for his painting, and, kneeling, washed his face.

Was it some resemblance to my father’s dead face, which I had seen when I was young, that made me pity him? I laid my hand upon his heart, and felt it beating feebly; so I lifted him up gently, and carried him towards a heap of straw that he seemed used to lie upon; there I stripped him and looked to his wounds, and used leech-craft, the memory of which God gave me for this purpose, I suppose, and within seven days I found that he would not die.

Afterwards, as I wandered about the castle, I came to a room in one of the upper storeys, that had still the roof on, and windows in it with painted glass, and there I found green raiment and swords and armour, and I clothed myself.

So when he got well I asked him what his name was, and he me, and we both of us said, “Truly I know not.” Then said I, “but we must call each other some name, even as men call days.”

“Call me Swerker,” he said, “some priest I knew once had that name.”

“And me Wulf,” said I, “though wherefore I know not.”

Then I tried to learn painting till I thought I should die, but at last learned it through very much pain and grief.

And, as the years went on and we grew old and grey, we painted purple pictures and green ones instead of the scarlet and yellow, so that the walls looked altered, and always we painted God’s judgments.

And we would sit in the sunset and watch them with the golden light changing them, as we yet hoped God would change both us and our works. Often too we would sit outside the walls and look at the trees and sky, and the ways of the few men and women we saw; therefrom sometimes befell adventures.

Once there went past a great funeral of some king going to his own country, not as he had hoped to go, but stiff and colourless, spices filling up the place of his heart.

And first went by very many knights, with long bright hauberks on, that fell down before their knees as they rode, and they all had tilting-helms on with the same crest, so that their faces were quite hidden: and this crest was two hands clasped together tightly as though they were the hands of one praying forgiveness from the one he loves best; and the crest was wrought in gold.

Moreover, they had on over their hauberks surcoats which were half scarlet and half purple, strewn about with golden stars.

Also long lances, that had forked knights’-pennons, half purple and half scarlet, strewn with golden stars.

And these went by with no sound but the fall of their horse-hoofs.

And they went slowly, so slowly that we counted them all, five thousand five hundred and fifty-five. Then went by many fair maidens whose hair was loose and yellow, and who were all clad in green raiment ungirded, and shod with golden shoes. These also we counted, being five hundred; moreover some of the outermost of them, viz., one maiden to every twenty, had long silver trumpets, which they swung out to right and left, blowing them, and their sound was very sad.

Then many priests, and bishops, and abbots, who wore white albs and golden copes over them; and they all sang together mournfully, “Propter amnen Babylonis;” and these were three hundred.

After that came a great knot of the Lords, who were tilting helmets and surcoats emblazoned with each one his own device; only each had in his hand a small staff two feet long whereon was a pennon of scarlet and purple. These also were three hundred.

And in the midst of these was a great car hung down to the ground with purple, drawn by grey horses whose trappings were half scarlet, half purple. And on this car lay the King, whose head and hands were bare; and he had on him a surcoat, half purple and half scarlet, strewn with golden stars. And his head rested on a tilting helmet, whose crest was the hands of one praying passionately for forgiveness.

But his own hands lay by his side as if he had just fallen asleep.

And all about the car were little banners, half purple and half scarlet, strewn with golden stars. Then the King, who counted but as one, went by also.

And after him came again many maidens clad in ungirt white raiment strewn with scarlet flowers, and their hair was loose and yellow and their feet bare: and, except for the falling of their feet and the rustle of the wind through their raiment, they went past quite silently. These also were five hundred.

Then lastly came many young knights with long bright hauberks falling over their knees as they rode, and surcoats, half scarlet and half purple, strewn with golden stars; they bore long lances with forked pen- nons which were half purple, half scarlet, strewn with golden stars; their heads and their hands were bare, but they bore shields, each one of them, which were of bright steel wrought cunningly in the midst with that bearing of the two hands of one who prays for forgiveness; which was done in gold. These were but five hundred.

Then they all went by winding up and up the hill roads, and, when the last of them had departed out of our sight, we put down our heads and wept, and I said, “Sing us one of the songs of the Hollow Land.” Then he whom I had called Swerker put his hand into his bosom, and slowly drew out a long, long tress of black hair, and laid it on his knee and smoothed it, weeping on it: So then I left him there and went and armed myself, and brought armour for him.

And then came back to him and threw the armour down so that it clanged, and said:

“0 Harald, let us go!”

He did not seem surprised that I called him by the right name, but rose and armed himself, and then be looked a good knight; so we set forth. And in a turn of the long road we came suddenly upon a most fair woman, clothed in scarlet, who sat and sobbed, holding her face between her bands, and her hair was very black.

And when Harald saw her, he stood and gazed at her for long through the bars of bis helmet, then suddenly turned, and said:

“Florian, I must stop here; do you go on to the Hollow Land. Farewell.”

“Farewell.” And then I went on, never turning back, and him I never saw more.

And so I went on, quite lonely, but happy, till I had reached the Hollow Land.

Into which I let myself down most carefully, by the jutting rocks and bushes and strange trailing flowers, and there lay down and fell asleep.






  








FYTTE THE THIRD
 

And I was waked by some one singing; I felt very happy; I felt young again; I had fair delicate raiment on, my sword was gone, and my armour; I tried to think where I was, and could not for my happiness; I tried to listen to the words of the song. Nothing, only an old echo in my ears, only all manner of strange scenes from my wretched past life before my eyes in a dim, far-off manner: then at last, slowly, without effort, I heard what she sang.

“Christ keep the Hollow Land 
 All the summer-tide; 
 Still we cannot understand
 Where the waters glide;
 

Only dimly seeing them
 Coldly slipping through
 Many green-lipp’d cavern mouths.
 Where the hills are blue.”
 

“Then,” she said, “come now and look for it, love, a hollow city in the Hollow Land.”

I kissed Margaret, and we went.

Through the golden streets under the purple shadows of the houses we went, and the slow fanning backward and forward of the many-coloured banners cooled us: we two alone: there was no one with us. No soul will ever be able to tell what we said, how we looked.

At last we came to a fair palace, cloistered off in the old time, before the city grew golden from the din and hubbub of traffic; those who dwelt there in the old ungolden times had had their own joys, their own sorrows, apart from the joys and sorrows of the multitude: so, in like manner, was it now cloistered off from the eager leaning and brotherhood of the golden dwellings: so now it had its own gaiety, its own solemnity, apart from theirs; unchanged, and changeable, were its marble walls, whatever else changed about it.

We stopped before the gates and trembled, and clasped each other closer; for there among the marble leafage and tendrils that were round and under and over the archway that held the golden valves were wrought two figures of a man and woman winged and garlanded, whose raiment flashed with stars; and their faces were like faces we had seen or half seen in some dream long and long and long ago so that we trembled with awe and delight; and turned, and seeing Margaret, saw that her face was that face seen or half seen long and long and long ago; and in the shining of her eyes I saw that other face, seen in that way and no other long and long and long ago - my face.

And then we walked together toward the golden gates, and opened them, and no man gainsaid us.

And before us lay a great space of flowers.






  

A KING’S LESSON
 


 

A SHORT STORY.
 

A KING’S LESSON
 

It is told of Matthias Corvinus, king of Hungary — the Alfred the Great of his time and people — that he once heard (once ONLY?) that some (only SOME, my lad?) of his peasants were over-worked and under-fed. So he sent for his Council, and bade come thereto also some of the mayors of the good towns, and some of the lords of land and their bailiffs, and asked them of the truth thereof; and in diverse ways they all told one and the same tale, how the peasant carles were stout and well able to work and had enough and to spare of meat and drink, seeing that they were but churls; and how if they worked not at the least as hard as they did, it would be ill for them and ill for their lords; for that the more the churl hath the more he asketh; and that when he knoweth wealth, he knoweth the lack of it also, as it fared with our first parents in the Garden of God. The King sat and said but little while they spake, but he misdoubted them that they were liars. So the Council brake up with nothing done; but the King took the matter to heart, being, as kings go, a just man, besides being more valiant than they mostly were, even in the old feudal time. So within two or three days, says the tale, he called together such lords and councillors as he deemed fittest, and bade busk them for a ride; and when they were ready he and they set out, over rough and smooth, decked out in all the glory of attire which was the wont of those days. Thus they rode till they came to some village or thorpe of the peasant folk, and through it to the vineyards where men were working on the sunny southern slopes that went up from the river: my tale does not say whether that were Theiss, or Donau, or what river. Well, I judge it was late spring or early summer, and the vines but just beginning to show their grapes; for the vintage is late in those lands, and some of the grapes are not gathered till the first frosts have touched them, whereby the wine made from them is the stronger and sweeter. Anyhow there were the peasants, men and women, boys and young maidens, toiling and swinking; some hoeing between the vine-rows, some bearing baskets of dung up the steep slopes, some in one way, some in another, labouring for the fruit they should never eat, and the wine they should never drink. Thereto turned the King and got off his horse and began to climb up the stony ridges of the vineyard, and his lords in like manner followed him, wondering in their hearts what was toward; but to the one who was following next after him he turned about and said with a smile, “Yea, lords, this is a new game we are playing to-day, and a new knowledge will come from it.” And the lord smiled, but somewhat sourly.

As for the peasants, great was their fear of those gay and golden lords. I judge that they did not know the King, since it was little likely that any one of them had seen his face; and they knew of him but as the Great Father, the mighty warrior who kept the Turk from harrying their thorpe. Though, forsooth, little matter was it to any man there whether Turk or Magyar was their over-lord, since to one master or another they had to pay the due tale of labouring days in the year, and hard was the livelihood that they earned for themselves on the days when they worked for themselves and their wives and children.

Well, belike they knew not the King; but amidst those rich lords they saw and knew their own lord, and of him they were sore afraid. But nought it availed them to flee away from those strong men and strong horses — they who had been toiling from before the rising of the sun, and now it wanted little more than an hour of noon: besides, with the King and lords was a guard of crossbowmen, who were left the other side of the vineyard wall, — keen-eyed Italians of the mountains, straight shooters of the bolt. So the poor folk fled not; nay they made as if all this were none of their business, and went on with their work. For indeed each man said to himself, “If I be the one that is not slain, to-morrow I shall lack bread if I do not work my hardest to-day; and maybe I shall be headman if some of these be slain and I live.”

Now comes the King amongst them and says: “Good fellows, which of you is the headman?”

Spake a man, sturdy and sunburnt, well on in years and grizzled: “I am the headman, lord.”

“Give me thy hoe, then,” says the King; “for now shall I order this matter myself, since these lords desire a new game, and are fain to work under me at vine-dressing. But do thou stand by me and set me right if I order them wrong: but the rest of you go play!”

The carle knew not what to think, and let the King stand with his hand stretched out, while he looked askance at his own lord and baron, who wagged his head at him grimly as one who says, “Do it, dog!”

Then the carle lets the hoe come into the King’s hand; and the King falls to, and orders his lords for vine-dressing, to each his due share of the work: and whiles the carle said yea and whiles nay to his ordering. And then ye should have seen velvet cloaks cast off, and mantles of fine Flemish scarlet go to the dusty earth; as the lords and knights busked them to the work.

So they buckled to; and to most of them it seemed good game to play at vine-dressing. But one there was who, when his scarlet cloak was off, stood up in a doublet of glorious Persian web of gold and silk, such as men make not now, worth a hundred florins the Bremen ell. Unto him the King with no smile on his face gave the job of toing and froing up and down the hill with the biggest and the frailest dung-basket that there was; and thereat the silken lord screwed up a grin, that was sport to see, and all the lords laughed; and as he turned away he said, yet so that none heard him, “Do I serve this son’s son of a whore that he should bid me carry dung?” For you must know that the King’s father, John Hunyad, one of the great warriors of the world, the Hammer of the Turks, was not gotten in wedlock, though he were a king’s son.

Well, they sped the work bravely for a while, and loud was the laughter as the hoes smote the earth and the flint stones tinkled and the cloud of dust rose up; the brocaded dung-bearer went up and down, cursing and swearing by the White God and the Black; and one would say to another, “See ye how gentle blood outgoes churls’ blood, even when the gentle does the churl’s work: these lazy loons smote but one stroke to our three.” But the King, who worked no worse than any, laughed not at all; and meanwhile the poor folk stood by, not daring to speak a word one to the other; for they were still sore afraid, not now of being slain on the spot, but this rather was in their hearts: “These great and strong lords and knights have come to see what work a man may do without dying: if we are to have yet more days added to our year’s tale of lords’ labour, then are we lost without remedy.” And their hearts sank within them.

So sped the work; and the sun rose yet higher in the heavens, and it was noon and more. And now there was no more laughter among those toiling lords, and the strokes of the hoe and mattock came far slower, while the dung-bearer sat down at the bottom of the hill and looked out on the river; but the King yet worked on doggedly, so for shame the other lords yet kept at it. Till at last the next man to the King let his hoe drop with a clatter, and swore a great oath. Now he was a strong black-bearded man in the prime of life, a valiant captain of that famous Black Band that had so often rent the Turkish array; and the King loved him for his sturdy valour; so he says to him, “Is aught wrong, Captain?”

“Nay, lord,” says he, “ask the headman carle yonder what ails us.”

“Headman,” says the King, “what ails these strong knights? Have I ordered them wrongly?”

“Nay, but shirking ails them, lord,” says he, “for they are weary; and no wonder, for they have been playing hard, and are of gentle blood.”

“Is that so, lord,” says the King, “that ye are weary already?”

Then the rest hung their heads and said nought, all save that captain of war; and he said, being a bold man and no liar: “King, I see what thou wouldst be at; thou hast brought us here to preach us a sermon from that Plato of thine; and to say sooth, so that I may swink no more, and go eat my dinner, now preach thy worst! Nay, if thou wilt be priest I will be thy deacon. Wilt thou that I ask this labouring carle a thing or two?”

“Yea,” said the King. And there came, as it were, a cloud of thought over his face.

Then the captain straddled his legs and looked big, and said to the carle: “Good fellow, how long have we been working here?”

“Two hours or thereabout, judging by the sun above us,” says he.

“And how much of thy work have we done in that while?” says the captain, and winks his eye at him withal.

“Lord,” says the carle, grinning a little despite himself, “be not wroth with my word. In the first half-hour ye did five-and-forty minutes’ work of ours, and in the next half-hour scant a thirty minutes’ work, and the third half-hour a fifteen minutes’ work, and in the fourth half-hour two minutes’ work.” The grin now had faded from his face, but a gleam came into his eyes as he said: “And now, as I suppose, your day’s work is done, and ye will go to your dinner, and eat the sweet and drink the strong; and we shall eat a little rye-bread, and then be working here till after the sun has set and the moon has begun to cast shadows. Now for you, I wot not how ye shall sleep nor where, nor what white body ye shall hold in your arms while the night flits and the stars shine; but for us, while the stars yet shine, shall we be at it again, and bethink ye for what! I know not what game and play ye shall be devising for to-morrow as ye ride back home; but for us when we come back here to-morrow, it shall be as if there had been no yesterday and nothing done therein, and that work of that to-day shall be nought to us also, for we shall win no respite from our toil thereby, and the morrow of to-morrow will all be to begin again once more, and so on and on till no to-morrow abideth us. Therefore, if ye are thinking to lay some new tax or tale upon us, think twice of it, for we may not bear it. And all this I say with the less fear, because I perceive this man here beside me, in the black velvet jerkin and the gold chain on his neck, is the King; nor do I think he will slay me for my word since he hath so many a Turk before him and his mighty sword!”

Then said the captain: “Shall I smite the man, O King? or hath he preached thy sermon for thee?”

“Smite not, for he hath preached it,” said the King. “Hearken to the carle’s sermon, lords and councillors of mine! Yet when another hath spoken our thought, other thoughts are born therefrom, and now have I another sermon to preach; but I will refrain me as now. Let us down and to our dinner.”

So they went, the King and his gentles, and sat down by the river under the rustle of the poplars, and they ate and drank and were merry. And the King bade bear up the broken meats to the vine-dressers, and a good draught of the archer’s wine, and to the headman he gave a broad gold piece, and to each man three silver pennies. But when the poor folk had all that under their hands, it was to them as though the kingdom of heaven had come down to earth.

In the cool of the evening home rode the King and his lords. The King was distraught and silent; but at last the captain, who rode beside him, said to him: “Preach me now thine after-sermon, O King!”

“I think thou knowest it already,” said the King, “else hadst thou not spoken in such wise to the carle; but tell me what is thy craft and the craft of all these, whereby ye live, as the potter by making pots, and so forth?”

Said the captain: “As the potter lives by making pots, so we live by robbing the poor.”

Again said the King: “And my trade?”

Said he, “Thy trade is to be a king of such thieves, yet no worser than the rest.”

The King laughed.

“Bear that in mind,” said he, “and then shall I tell thee my thought while yonder carle spake. ‘Carle,’ I thought, ‘were I thou or such as thou, then would I take in my hand a sword or a spear, or were it only a hedge-stake, and bid others do the like, and forth would we go; and since we would be so many, and with nought to lose save a miserable life, we would do battle and prevail, and make an end of the craft of kings and of lords and of usurers, and there should be but one craft in the world, to wit, to work merrily for ourselves and to live merrily thereby.’”

Said the captain: “This then is thy sermon. Who will heed it if thou preach it?”

Said the King: “They who will take the mad king and put him in a king’s madhouse, therefore do I forbear to preach it. Yet it SHALL be preached.”

“And not heeded,” said the captain, “save by those who head and hang the setters forth of new things that are good for the world. Our trade is safe for many an many a generation.”

And therewith they came to the King’s palace, and they ate and drank and slept and the world went on its ways.
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THE STORY OF THE UNKNOWN CHURCH
 

I was the master-mason of a church that was built more than six hundred years ago; it is now two hundred years since that church vanished from the face of the earth; it was destroyed utterly, — no fragment of it was left; not even the great pillars that bore up the tower at the cross, where the choir used to join the nave.  No one knows now even where it stood, only in this very autumn-tide, if you knew the place, you would see the heaps made by the earth-covered ruins heaving the yellow corn into glorious waves, so that the place where my church used to be is as beautiful now as when it stood in all its splendour.  I do not remember very much about the land where my church was; I have quite forgotten the name of it, but I know it was very beautiful, and even now, while I am thinking of it, comes a flood of old memories, and I almost seem to see it again, — that old beautiful land! only dimly do I see it in spring and summer and winter, but I see it in autumn-tide clearly now; yes, clearer, clearer, oh! so bright and glorious! yet it was beautiful too in spring, when the brown earth began to grow green: beautiful in summer, when the blue sky looked so much bluer, if you could hem a piece of it in between the new white carving; beautiful in the solemn starry nights, so solemn that it almost reached agony — the awe and joy one had in their great beauty.  But of all these beautiful times, I remember the whole only of autumn-tide; the others come in bits to me; I can think only of parts of them, but all of autumn; and of all days and nights in autumn, I remember one more particularly.  That autumn day the church was nearly finished and the monks, for whom we were building the church, and the people, who lived in the town hard by, crowded round us oftentimes to watch us carving.

Now the great Church, and the buildings of the Abbey where the monks lived, were about three miles from the town, and the town stood on a hill overlooking the rich autumn country: it was girt about with great walls that had overhanging battlements, and towers at certain places all along the walls, and often we could see from the churchyard or the Abbey garden, the flash of helmets and spears, and the dim shadowy waving of banners, as the knights and lords and men-at-arms passed to and fro along the battlements; and we could see too in the town the three spires of the three churches; and the spire of the Cathedral, which was the tallest of the three, was gilt all over with gold, and always at night-time a great lamp shone from it that hung in the spire midway between the roof of the church and the cross at the top of the spire.  The Abbey where we built the Church was not girt by stone walls, but by a circle of poplar trees, and whenever a wind passed over them, were it ever so little a breath, it set them all a-ripple; and when the wind was high, they bowed and swayed very low, and the wind, as it lifted the leaves, and showed their silvery white sides, or as again in the lulls of it, it let them drop, kept on changing the trees from green to white, and white to green; moreover, through the boughs and trunks of the poplars, we caught glimpses of the great golden corn sea, waving, waving, waving for leagues and leagues; and among the corn grew burning scarlet poppies, and blue corn-flowers; and the corn-flowers were so blue, that they gleamed, and seemed to burn with a steady light, as they grew beside the poppies among the gold of the wheat.  Through the corn sea ran a blue river, and always green meadows and lines of tall poplars followed its windings.  The old Church had been burned, and that was the reason why the monks caused me to build the new one; the buildings of the Abbey were built at the same time as the burned-down Church, more than a hundred years before I was born, and they were on the north side of the Church, and joined to it by a cloister of round arches, and in the midst of the cloister was a lawn, and in the midst of that lawn, a fountain of marble, carved round about with flowers and strange beasts, and at the edge of the lawn, near the round arches, were a great many sun-flowers that were all in blossom on that autumn day, and up many of the pillars of the cloister crept passion-flowers and roses.  Then farther from the Church, and past the cloister and its buildings, were many detached buildings, and a great garden round them, all within the circle of the poplar trees; in the garden were trellises covered over with roses, and convolvolus, and the great-leaved fiery nasturium; and specially all along by the poplar trees were there trellises, but on these grew nothing but deep crimson roses; the hollyhocks too were all out in blossom at that time, great spires of pink, and orange, and red, and white, with their soft, downy leaves.  I said that nothing grew on the trellises by the poplars but crimson roses, but I was not quite right, for in many places the wild flowers had crept into the garden from without; lush green briony, with green-white blossoms, that grows so fast, one could almost think that we see it grow, and deadly nightshade, La bella donna, O! so beautiful; red berry, and purple, yellow-spiked flower, and deadly, cruel-looking, dark green leaf, all growing together in the glorious days of early autumn.  And in the midst of the great garden was a conduit, with its sides carved with histories from the Bible, and there was on it too, as on the fountain in the cloister, much carving of flowers and strange beasts.  Now the Church itself was surrounded on every side but the north by the cemetery, and there were many graves there, both of monks and of laymen, and often the friends of those, whose bodies lay there, had planted flowers about the graves of those they loved.  I remember one such particularly, for at the head of it was a cross of carved wood, and at the foot of it, facing the cross, three tall sun-flowers; then in the midst of the cemetery was a cross of stone, carved on one side with the Crucifixion of our Lord Jesus Christ, and on the other with our Lady holding the Divine Child.  So that day, that I specially remember, in autumn-tide, when the Church was nearly finished, I was carving in the central porch of the west front; (for I carved all those bas-reliefs in the west front with my own hand;) beneath me my sister Margaret was carving at the flower-work, and the little quatrefoils that carry the signs of the zodiac and emblems of the months: now my sister Margaret was rather more than twenty years old at that time, and she was very beautiful, with dark brown hair and deep calm violet eyes.  I had lived with her all my life, lived with her almost alone latterly, for our father and mother died when she was quite young, and I loved her very much, though I was not thinking of her just then, as she stood beneath me carving.  Now the central porch was carved with a bas-relief of the Last Judgment, and it was divided into three parts by horizontal bands of deep flower-work.  In the lowest division, just over the doors, was carved The Rising of the Dead; above were angels blowing long trumpets, and Michael the Archangel weighing the souls, and the blessed led into heaven by angels, and the lost into hell by the devil; and in the topmost division was the Judge of the world.

All the figures in the porch were finished except one, and I remember when I woke that morning my exultation at the thought of my Church being so nearly finished; I remember, too, how a kind of misgiving mingled with the exultation, which, try all I could, I was unable to shake off; I thought then it was a rebuke for my pride, well, perhaps it was.  The figure I had to carve was Abraham, sitting with a blossoming tree on each side of him, holding in his two hands the corners of his great robe, so that it made a mighty fold, wherein, with their hands crossed over their breasts, were the souls of the faithful, of whom he was called Father: I stood on the scaffolding for some time, while Margaret’s chisel worked on bravely down below.  I took mine in my hand, and stood so, listening to the noise of the masons inside, and two monks of the Abbey came and stood below me, and a knight, holding his little daughter by the hand, who every now and then looked up at him, and asked him strange questions.  I did not think of these long, but began to think of Abraham, yet I could not think of him sitting there, quiet and solemn, while the Judgment-Trumpet was being blown; I rather thought of him as he looked when he chased those kings so far; riding far ahead of any of his company, with his mail-hood off his head, and lying in grim folds down his back, with the strong west wind blowing his wild black hair far out behind him, with the wind rippling the long scarlet pennon of his lance; riding there amid the rocks and the sands alone; with the last gleam of the armour of the beaten kings disappearing behind the winding of the pass; with his company a long, long way behind, quite out of sight, though their trumpets sounded faintly among the clefts of the rocks; and so I thought I saw him, till in his fierce chase he lept, horse and man, into a deep river, quiet, swift, and smooth; and there was something in the moving of the water-lilies as the breast of the horse swept them aside, that suddenly took away the thought of Abraham and brought a strange dream of lands I had never seen; and the first was of a place where I was quite alone, standing by the side of a river, and there was the sound of singing a very long way off, but no living thing of any kind could be seen, and the land was quite flat, quite without hills, and quite without trees too, and the river wound very much, making all kinds of quaint curves, and on the side where I stood there grew nothing but long grass, but on the other side grew, quite on to the horizon, a great sea of red corn-poppies, only paths of white lilies wound all among them, with here and there a great golden sun-flower.  So I looked down at the river by my feet, and saw how blue it was, and how, as the stream went swiftly by, it swayed to and fro the long green weeds, and I stood and looked at the river for long, till at last I felt some one touch me on the shoulder, and, looking round, I saw standing by me my friend Amyot, whom I love better than any one else in the world, but I thought in my dream that I was frightened when I saw him, for his face had changed so, it was so bright and almost transparent, and his eyes gleamed and shone as I had never seen them do before.  Oh! he was so wondrously beautiful, so fearfully beautiful! and as I looked at him the distant music swelled, and seemed to come close up to me, and then swept by us, and fainted away, at last died off entirely; and then I felt sick at heart, and faint, and parched, and I stooped to drink of the water of the river, and as soon as the water touched my lips, lo! the river vanished, and the flat country with its poppies and lilies, and I dreamed that I was in a boat by myself again, floating in an almost land-locked bay of the northern sea, under a cliff of dark basalt.  I was lying on my back in the boat, looking up at the intensely blue sky, and a long low swell from the outer sea lifted the boat up and let it fall again and carried it gradually nearer and nearer towards the dark cliff; and as I moved on, I saw at last, on the top of the cliff, a castle, with many towers, and on the highest tower of the castle there was a great white banner floating, with a red chevron on it, and three golden stars on the chevron; presently I saw too on one of the towers, growing in a cranny of the worn stones, a great bunch of golden and blood-red wall-flowers, and I watched the wall-flowers and banner for long; when suddenly I heard a trumpet blow from the castle, and saw a rush of armed men on to the battlements, and there was a fierce fight, till at last it was ended, and one went to the banner and pulled it down, and cast it over the cliff in to the sea, and it came down in long sweeps, with the wind making little ripples in it; — slowly, slowly it came, till at last it fell over me and covered me from my feet till over my breast, and I let it stay there and looked again at the castle, and then I saw that there was an amber-coloured banner floating over the castle in place of the red chevron, and it was much larger than the other: also now, a man stood on the battlements, looking towards me; he had a tilting helmet on, with the visor down, and an amber-coloured surcoat over his armour: his right hand was ungauntletted, and he held it high above his head, and in his hand was the bunch of wallflowers that I had seen growing on the wall; and his hand was white and small like a woman’s, for in my dream I could see even very far-off things much clearer than we see real material things on the earth: presently he threw the wallflowers over the cliff, and they fell in the boat just behind my head, and then I saw, looking down from the battlements of the castle, Amyot.  He looked down towards me very sorrowfully, I thought, but, even as in the other dream, said nothing; so I thought in my dream that I wept for very pity, and for love of him, for he looked as a man just risen from a long illness, and who will carry till he dies a dull pain about with him.  He was very thin, and his long black hair drooped all about his face, as he leaned over the battlements looking at me: he was quite pale, and his cheeks were hollow, but his eyes large, and soft, and sad.  So I reached out my arms to him, and suddenly I was walking with him in a lovely garden, and we said nothing, for the music which I had heard at first was sounding close to us now, and there were many birds in the boughs of the trees: oh, such birds! gold and ruby, and emerald, but they sung not at all, but were quite silent, as though they too were listening to the music.  Now all this time Amyot and I had been looking at each other, but just then I turned my head away from him, and as soon as I did so, the music ended with a long wail, and when I turned again Amyot was gone; then I felt even more sad and sick at heart than I had before when I was by the river, and I leaned against a tree, and put my hands before my eyes.  When I looked again the garden was gone, and I knew not where I was, and presently all my dreams were gone.  The chips were flying bravely from the stone under my chisel at last, and all my thoughts now were in my carving, when I heard my name, “Walter,” called, and when I looked down I saw one standing below me, whom I had seen in my dreams just before — Amyot.  I had no hopes of seeing him for a long time, perhaps I might never see him again, I thought, for he was away (as I thought) fighting in the holy wars, and it made me almost beside myself to see him standing close by me in the flesh.  I got down from my scaffolding as soon as I could, and all thoughts else were soon drowned in the joy of having him by me; Margaret, too, how glad she must have been, for she had been betrothed to him for some time before he went to the wars, and he had been five years away; five years! and how we had thought of him through those many weary days! how often his face had come before me! his brave, honest face, the most beautiful among all the faces of men and women I have ever seen.  Yes, I remember how five years ago I held his hand as we came together out of the cathedral of that great, far-off city, whose name I forget now; and then I remember the stamping of the horses’ feet; I remember how his hand left mine at last, and then, some one looking back at me earnestly as they all rode on together — looking back, with his hand on the saddle behind him, while the trumpets sang in long solemn peals as they all rode on together, with the glimmer of arms and the fluttering of banners, and the clinking of the rings of the mail, that sounded like the falling of many drops of water into the deep, still waters of some pool that the rocks nearly meet over; and the gleam and flash of the swords, and the glimmer of the lance-heads and the flutter of the rippled banners that streamed out from them, swept past me, and were gone, and they seemed like a pageant in a dream, whose meaning we know not; and those sounds too, the trumpets, and the clink of the mail, and the thunder of the horse-hoofs, they seemed dream-like too — and it was all like a dream that he should leave me, for we had said that we should always be together; but he went away, and now he is come back again.

We were by his bed-side, Margaret and I; I stood and leaned over him, and my hair fell sideways over my face and touched his face; Margaret kneeled beside me, quivering in every limb, not with pain, I think, but rather shaken by a passion of earnest prayer.  After some time (I know not how long), I looked up from his face to the window underneath which he lay; I do not know what time of the day it was, but I know that it was a glorious autumn day, a day soft with melting, golden haze: a vine and a rose grew together, and trailed half across the window, so that I could not see much of the beautiful blue sky, and nothing of town or country beyond; the vine leaves were touched with red here and there, and three over-blown roses, light pink roses, hung amongst them.  I remember dwelling on the strange lines the autumn had made in red on one of the gold-green vine leaves, and watching one leaf of one of the over-blown roses, expecting it to fall every minute; but as I gazed, and felt disappointed that the rose leaf had not fallen yet, I felt my pain suddenly shoot through me, and I remembered what I had lost; and then came bitter, bitter dreams, — dreams which had once made me happy, — dreams of the things I had hoped would be, of the things that would never be now; they came between the fair vine leaves and rose blossoms, and that which lay before the window; they came as before, perfect in colour and form, sweet sounds and shapes.  But now in every one was something unutterably miserable; they would not go away, they put out the steady glow of the golden haze, the sweet light of the sun through the vine leaves, the soft leaning of the full blown roses.  I wandered in them for a long time; at last I felt a hand put me aside gently, for I was standing at the head of — of the bed; then some one kissed my forehead, and words were spoken — I know not what words.  The bitter dreams left me for the bitterer reality at last; for I had found him that morning lying dead, only the morning after I had seen him when he had come back from his long absence — I had found him lying dead, with his hands crossed downwards, with his eyes closed, as though the angels had done that for him; and now when I looked at him he still lay there, and Margaret knelt by him with her face touching his: she was not quivering now, her lips moved not at all as they had done just before; and so, suddenly those words came to my mind which she had spoken when she kissed me, and which at the time I had only heard with my outward hearing, for she had said, “Walter, farewell, and Christ keep you; but for me, I must be with him, for so I promised him last night that I would never leave him any more, and God will let me go.”  And verily Margaret and Amyot did go, and left me very lonely and sad.

It was just beneath the westernmost arch of the nave, there I carved their tomb: I was a long time carving it; I did not think I should be so long at first, and I said, “I shall die when I have finished carving it,” thinking that would be a very short time.  But so it happened after I had carved those two whom I loved, lying with clasped hands like husband and wife above their tomb, that I could not yet leave carving it; and so that I might be near them I became a monk, and used to sit in the choir and sing, thinking of the time when we should all be together again.  And as I had time I used to go to the westernmost arch of the nave and work at the tomb that was there under the great, sweeping arch; and in process of time I raised a marble canopy that reached quite up to the top of the arch, and I painted it too as fair as I could, and carved it all about with many flowers and histories, and in them I carved the faces of those I had known on earth (for I was not as one on earth now, but seemed quite away out of the world).  And as I carved, sometimes the monks and other people too would come and gaze, and watch how the flowers grew; and sometimes too as they gazed, they would weep for pity, knowing how all had been.  So my life passed, and I lived in that Abbey for twenty years after he died, till one morning, quite early, when they came into the church for matins, they found me lying dead, with my chisel in my hand, underneath the last lily of the tomb.






  








LINDENBORG POOL
 

I read once in lazy humour Thorpe’s Northern Mythology on a cold May night when the north wind was blowing; in lazy humour, but when I came to the tale that is here amplified there was something in it that fixed my attention and made me think of it; and whether I would or no, my thoughts ran in this way, as here follows.

So I felt obliged to write, and wrote accordingly, and by the time I had done the grey light filled all my room; so I put out my candles, and went to bed, not without fear and trembling, for the morning twilight is so strange and lonely.  This is what I wrote.

* * * * *
 

Yes, on that dark night, with that wild unsteady north wind howling, though it was May time, it was doubtless dismal enough in the forest, where the boughs clashed eerily, and where, as the wanderer in that place hurried along, strange forms half showed themselves to him, the more fearful because half seen in that way: dismal enough doubtless on wide moors where the great wind had it all its own way: dismal on the rivers creeping on and on between the marsh-lands, creeping through the willows, the water trickling through the locks, sounding faintly in the gusts of the wind.

Yet surely nowhere so dismal as by the side of that still pool.

I threw myself down on the ground there, utterly exhausted with my struggle against the wind, and with bearing the fathoms and fathoms of the heavily-leaded plumb-line that lay beside me.

Fierce as the rain was, it could not raise the leaden waters of that fearful pool, defended as they were by the steep banks of dripping yellow clay, striped horribly here and there with ghastly uncertain green and blue.

They said no man could fathom it; and yet all round the edges of it grew a rank crop of dreary reeds and segs, some round, some flat, but none ever flowering as other things flowered, never dying and being renewed, but always the same stiff array of unbroken reeds and segs, some round, some flat.  Hard by me were two trees leafless and ugly, made, it seemed, only for the wind to go through with a wild sough on such nights as these; and for a mile from that place were no other trees.

True, I could not see all this at that time, then, in the dark night, but I knew well that it was all there; for much had I studied this pool in the day-time, trying to learn the secret of it; many hours I had spent there, happy with a kind of happiness, because forgetful of the past.  And even now, could I not hear the wind going through those trees, as it never went through any trees before or since? could I not see gleams of the dismal moor? could I not hear those reeds just taken by the wind, knocking against each other, the flat ones scraping all along the round ones?  Could I not hear, moreover, the slow trickling of the land-springs through the clay banks?

The cold, chill horror of the place was too much for me; I had never been there by night before, nobody had for quite a long time, and now to come on such a night!  If there had been any moon, the place would have looked more as it did by day; besides, the moon shining on water is always so beautiful, on any water even: if it had been starlight, one could have looked at the stars and thought of the time when those fields were fertile and beautiful (for such a time was, I am sure), when the cowslips grew among the grass, and when there was promise of yellow-waving corn stained with poppies; that time which the stars had seen, but which we had never seen, which even they would never see again — past time!

Ah! what was that which touched my shoulder? — Yes, I see, only a dead leaf. — Yes, to be here on this eighth of May too of all nights in the year, the night of that awful day when ten years ago I slew him, not undeservedly, God knows, yet how dreadful it was! — Another leaf! and another! — Strange, those trees have been dead this hundred years, I should think.  How sharp the wind is too, just as if I were moving along and meeting it; — why, I am moving! what then, I am not there after all; where am I then? there are the trees; no, they are freshly-planted oak saplings, the very ones that those withered last-year’s leaves were blown on me from.

I have been dreaming then, and am on my road to the lake: but what a young wood!  I must have lost my way; I never saw all this before.  Well — I will walk on stoutly.

May the Lord help my senses!  I am riding! — on a mule; a bell tinkles somewhere on him; the wind blows something about with a flapping sound: something? in heaven’s name, what?  My long black robes. — Why — when I left my house I was clad in serviceable broadcloth of the nineteenth century.

I shall go mad — I am mad — I am gone to the devil — I have lost my identity; who knows in what place, in what age of the world I am living now?  Yet I will be calm; I have seen all these things before, in pictures surely, or something like them.  I am resigned, since it is no worse than that.  I am a priest then, in the dim, far-off thirteenth century, riding, about midnight I should say, to carry the blessed Sacrament to some dying man.

Soon I found that I was not alone; a man was riding close to me on a horse; he was fantastically dressed, more so than usual for that time, being striped all over in vertical stripes of yellow and green, with quaint birds like exaggerated storks in different attitudes counter-changed on the stripes; all this I saw by the lantern he carried, in the light of which his debauched black eyes quite flashed.  On he went, unsteadily rolling, very drunk, though it was the thirteenth century, but being plainly used to that, he sat his horse fairly well.

I watched him in my proper nineteenth-century character, with insatiable curiosity and intense amusement; but as a quiet priest of a long-past age, with contempt and disgust enough, not unmixed with fear and anxiety.

He roared out snatches of doggrel verse as he went along, drinking songs, hunting songs, robbing songs, lust songs, in a voice that sounded far and far above the roaring of the wind, though that was high, and rolled along the dark road that his lantern cast spikes of light along ever so far, making the devils grin: and meanwhile I, the priest, glanced from him wrathfully every now and then to That which I carried very reverently in my hand, and my blood curdled with shame and indignation; but being a shrewd priest, I knew well enough that a sermon would be utterly thrown away on a man who was drunk every day in the year, and, more especially, very drunk then.  So I held my peace, saying only under my breath:

“Dixit incipiens in corde suo, Non est Deus.  Corrupti sunt et abominables facti sunt in studiis suis; non est qui faciat bonum, non est usque ad unum: sepulchrum patens est guttur eorum; linguis suis dolose agebunt, venenum aspidum sub labiis eorum.  Dominum non invocaverunt; illic trepid-averunt timore, ubi non erat timor.  Quis dabit ex Sion salutare Israel?”

and so I went on, thinking too at times about the man who was dying and whom I was soon to see: he had been a bold bad plundering baron, but was said lately to have altered his way of life, having seen a miracle or some such thing; he had departed to keep a tournament near his castle lately, but had been brought back sore wounded, so this drunken servant, with some difficulty and much unseasonable merriment, had made me understand, and now lay at the point of death, brought about by unskilful tending and such like.  Then I thought of his face — a bad face, very bad, retreating forehead, small twinkling eyes, projecting lower jaw; and such a voice, too, he had! like the grunt of a bear mostly.

Now don’t you think it strange that this face should be the same, actually the same as the face of my enemy, slain that very day ten years ago?  I did not hate him, either that man or the baron, but I wanted to see as little of him as possible, and I hoped that the ceremony would soon be over, and that I should be at liberty again.

And so with these thoughts and many others, but all thought strangely double, we went along, the varlet being too drunk to take much notice of me, only once, as he was singing some doggrel, like this, I think, making allowances for change of language and so forth:

The Duke went to Treves

   On the first of November;
 His wife stay’d at Bonn — 

   Let me see, I remember;
 

When the Duke came back

   To look for his wife,
 We came from Cologne,

   And took the Duke’s life;
 

We hung him mid high

   Between spire and pavement,
 From their mouths dropp’d the cabbage

   Of the carles in amazement.
 

“Boo — hoo!  Church rat!  Church mouse!  Hilloa, Priest! have you brought the pyx, eh?”

From some cause or other he seemed to think this an excellent joke, for he almost shrieked with laughter as we went along; but by this time we had reached the castle.  Challenge, and counter-challenge, and we passed the outermost gate and began to go through some of the courts, in which stood lime trees here and there, growing green tenderly with that Maytime, though the north wind bit so keenly.

How strange again! as I went farther, there seemed no doubt of it; here in the aftertime came that pool, how I knew not; but in the few moments that we were riding from the outer gate to the castle-porch I thought so intensely over the probable cause for the existence of that pool, that (how strange!) I could almost have thought I was back again listening to the oozing of the land-springs through the high clay banks there.  I was wakened from that before it grew too strong, by the glare of many torches, and, dismounting, found myself in the midst of some twenty attendants, with flushed faces and wildly sparkling eyes, which they were vainly trying to soften to due solemnity; mock solemnity I had almost said, for they did not seem to think it necessary to appear really solemn, and had difficulty enough apparently in not prolonging indefinitely the shout of laughter with which they had at first greeted me.  “Take the holy Father to my Lord,” said one at last, “and we will go with him.”

So they led me up the stairs into the gorgeously-furnished chamber; the light from the heavy waxen candles was pleasant to my eyes after the glare and twisted red smoke of the pine-torches; but all the essences scattered about the chamber were not enough to conquer the fiery breath of those about me.

I put on the alb and stole they brought me, and, before I went up to the sick man, looked round on those that were in the rooms; for the rooms opened one into the other by many doors, across some of which hung gorgeous tapestry; all the rooms seemed to have many people, for some stood at these doors, and some passed to and fro, swinging aside the heavy hangings; once several people at once, seemingly quite by accident, drew aside almost all the veils from the doors, and showed an endless perspective of gorgeousness.

And at these things my heart fainted for horror.  “Had not the Jews of late,” thought I, the priest, “been very much in the habit of crucifying children in mockery of the Holiest, holding gorgeous feasts while they beheld the poor innocents die?  These men are Atheists, you are in a trap, yet quit yourself like a man.”

“Ah, sharp one,” thought I, the author, “where are you at last? try to pray as a test. — Well, well, these things are strangely like devils. — O man, you have talked about bravery often, now is your time to practise it: once for all trust in God, or I fear you are lost.”

Moreover it increased my horror that there was no appearance of a woman in all these rooms; and yet was there not? there, those things — I looked more intently; yes, no doubt they were women, but all dressed like men; — what a ghastly place!

“O man! do your duty,” my angel said; then in spite of the bloodshot eyes of man and woman there, in spite of their bold looks, they quailed before me.

I stepped up to the bed-side, where under the velvet coverlid lay the dying man, his small sparkling eyes only (but dulled now by coming death) showing above the swathings.  I was about to kneel down by the bed-side to confess him, when one of those — things — called out (now they had just been whispering and sniggering together, but the priest in his righteous, brave scorn would not look at them; the humbled author, half fearful, half trustful, dared not) so one called out:

“Sir Priest, for three days our master has spoken no articulate word; you must pass over all particulars; ask for a sign only.”

Such a strange ghastly suspicion flashed across me just then; but I choked it, and asked the dying man if he repented of his sins, and if he believed all that was necessary to salvation, and, if so, to make a sign, if he were able: the man moved a little and groaned; so I took it for a sign, as he was clearly incapable either of speaking or moving, and accordingly began the service for the administration of the sacraments; and as I began, those behind me and through all the rooms (I know it was through all of them) began to move about, in a bewildering dance-like motion, mazy and intricate; yes, and presently music struck up through all those rooms, music and singing, lively and gay; many of the tunes I had heard before (in the nineteenth century) I could have sworn to half a dozen of the polkas.

The rooms grew fuller and fuller of people; they passed thick and fast between the rooms, and the hangings were continually rustling; one fat old man with a big belly crept under the bed where I was, and wheezed and chuckled there, laughing and talking to one who stooped down and lifted up the hangings to look at him.

Still more and more people talking and singing and laughing and twirling about, till my brain went round and round, and I scarce knew what I did; yet, somehow, I could not leave off; I dared not even look over my shoulder, fearing lest I should see something so horrible as to make me die.

So I got on with the service, and at last took the pyx, and took thereout the sacred wafer, whereupon was a deep silence through all those rooms, which troubled me, I think, more than all which had gone before, for I knew well it did not mean reverence.

I held It up, that which I counted so holy, when lo! great laughter, echoing like thunder-claps through all the rooms, not dulled by the veiling hangings, for they were all raised up together, and, with a slow upheaval of the rich clothes among which he lay, with a sound that was half snarl, half grunt, with a helpless body swathed in bedclothes, a huge swine that I had been shriving tore from me the Holy Thing, deeply scoring my hand as he did so with tusk and tooth, so that the red blood ran quick on to the floor.

Therewithall he rolled down on to the floor, and lay there helplessly, only able to roll to and fro, because of the swathings.

Then right madly skirled the intolerable laughter, rising to shrieks that were fearfuller than any scream of agony I ever heard; the hundreds of people through all those grand rooms danced and wheeled about me, shrieking, hemming me in with interlaced arms, the women loosing their long hair and thrusting forward their horribly-grinning unsexed faces toward me till I felt their hot breath.

Oh! how I hated them all! almost hated all mankind for their sakes; how I longed to get right quit of all men; among whom, as it seemed, all sacredest things even were made a mock of.  I looked about me fiercely, I sprang forward, and clutched a sword from the gilded belt of one of those who stood near me; with savage blows that threw the blood about the gilded walls and their hangings right over the heads of those — things — I cleared myself from them, and tore down the great stairs madly, yet could not, as in a dream, go fast enough, because of my passion.

I was out in the courtyard, among the lime trees soon, the north wind blowing freshly on my heated forehead in that dawn.  The outer gate was locked and bolted; I stooped and raised a great stone and sent it at the lock with all my strength, and I was stronger than ten men then; iron and oak gave way before it, and through the ragged splinters I tore in reckless fury, like a wild horse through a hazel hedge.

And no one had pursued me.  I knelt down on the dear green turf outside, and thanked God with streaming eyes for my deliverance, praying him forgiveness for my unwilling share in that night’s mockery.

Then I arose and turned to go, but even as I did so I heard a roar as if the world were coming in two, and looking toward the castle, saw, not a castle, but a great cloud of white lime-dust swaying this way and that in the gusts of the wind.

Then while the east grew bright there arose a hissing, gurgling noise, that swelled into the roar and wash of many waters, and by then the sun had risen a deep black lake lay before my feet.

* * * * *
 

And this is how I tried to fathom the Lindenborg Pool.

* * * * *
 

No memory labours longer, from the deep

   Gold mines of thought to lift the hidden ore

That glimpses, moving up, than I from sleep

      To gather and tell o’er

      Each little sound and sight.
 






  








A DREAM
 

I dreamed once, that four men sat by the winter fire talking and telling tales, in a house that the wind howled round.

And one of them, the eldest, said: “When I was a boy, before you came to this land, that bar of red sand rock, which makes a fall in our river, had only just been formed; for it used to stand above the river in a great cliff, tunnelled by a cave about midway between the green-growing grass and the green-flowing river; and it fell one night, when you had not yet come to this land, no, nor your fathers.

“Now, concerning this cliff, or pike rather (for it was a tall slip of rock and not part of a range), many strange tales were told; and my father used to say, that in his time many would have explored that cave, either from covetousness (expecting to find gold therein ), or from that love of wonders which most young men have, but fear kept them back.  Within the memory of man, however, some had entered, and, so men said, were never seen on earth again; but my father said that the tales told concerning such, very far from deterring him (then quite a youth) from the quest of this cavern, made him all the more earnestly long to go; so that one day in his fear, my grandfather, to prevent him, stabbed him in the shoulder, so that he was obliged to keep his bed for long; and somehow he never went, and died at last without ever having seen the inside of the cavern.

“My father told me many wondrous tales about the place, whereof for a long time I have been able to remember nothing; yet, by some means or another, a certain story has grown up in my heart, which I will tell you something of; a story which no living creature ever told me, though I do not remember the time when I knew it not.  Yes, I will tell you some of it, not all perhaps, but as much as I am allowed to tell.”

The man stopped and pondered awhile, leaning over the fire where the flames slept under the caked coal: he was an old man, and his hair was quite white.  He spoke again presently.  “And I have fancied sometimes, that in some way, how I know not, I am mixed up with the strange story I am going to tell you.”  Again he ceased, and gazed at the fire, bending his head down till his beard touched his knees; then, rousing himself, said in a changed voice (for he had been speaking dreamily hitherto): “That strange-looking old house that you all know, with the limes and yew-trees before it, and the double line of very old yew-trees leading up from the gateway-tower to the porch — you know how no one will live there now because it is so eerie, and how even that bold bad lord that would come there, with his turbulent followers, was driven out in shame and disgrace by invisible agency.  Well, in times past there dwelt in that house an old grey man, who was lord of that estate, his only daughter, and a young man, a kind of distant cousin of the house, whom the lord had brought up from a boy, as he was the orphan of a kinsman who had fallen in combat in his quarrel.  Now, as the young knight and the young lady were both beautiful and brave, and loved beauty and good things ardently, it was natural enough that they should discover as they grew up that they were in love with one another; and afterwards, as they went on loving one another, it was, alas! not unnatural that they should sometimes have half-quarrels, very few and far between indeed, and slight to lookers-on, even while they lasted, but nevertheless intensely bitter and unhappy to the principal parties thereto.  I suppose their love then, whatever it has grown to since, was not so all-absorbing as to merge all differences of opinion and feeling, for again there were such differences then.  So, upon a time it happened, just when a great war had arisen, and Lawrence (for that was the knight’s name) was sitting, and thinking of war, and his departure from home; sitting there in a very grave, almost a stern mood, that Ella, his betrothed, came in, gay and sprightly, in a humour that Lawrence often enough could little understand, and this time liked less than ever, yet the bare sight of her made him yearn for her full heart, which he was not to have yet; so he caught her by the hand, and tried to draw her down to him, but she let her hand lie loose in his, and did not answer the pressure in which his heart flowed to hers; then he arose and stood before her, face to face, but she drew back a little, yet he kissed her on the mouth and said, though a rising in his throat almost choked his voice, ‘Ella, are you sorry I am going?’  ‘Yea,’ she said, ‘and nay, for you will shout my name among the sword flashes, and you will fight for me.’  ‘Yes,’ he said, ‘for love and duty, dearest.’  ‘For duty? ah! I think, Lawrence, if it were not for me, you would stay at home and watch the clouds, or sit under the linden trees singing dismal love ditties of your own making, dear knight: truly, if you turn out a great warrior, I too shall live in fame, for I am certainly the making of your desire to fight.’  He let drop his hands from her shoulders, where he had laid them, and said, with a faint flush over his face, ‘You wrong me, Ella, for, though I have never wished to fight for the mere love of fighting, and though,’ (and here again he flushed a little) ‘and though I am not, I well know, so free of the fear of death as a good man would be, yet for this duty’s sake, which is really a higher love, Ella, love of God, I trust I would risk life, nay honour, even if not willingly, yet cheerfully at least.’  ‘Still duty, duty,’ she said; ‘you lay, Lawrence, as many people do, most stress on the point where you are weakest; moreover, those knights who in time past have done wild, mad things merely at their ladies’ word, scarcely did so for duty; for they owed their lives to their country surely, to the cause of good, and should not have risked them for a whim, and yet you praised them the other day.’  ‘Did I?’ said Lawrence; ‘well, in a way they were much to be praised, for even blind love and obedience is well; but reasonable love, reasonable obedience is so far better as to be almost a different thing; yet, I think, if the knights did well partly, the ladies did altogether ill: for if they had faith in their lovers, and did this merely from a mad longing to see them do ‘noble’ deeds, then they had but little faith in God, Who can, and at His good pleasure does give time and opportunity to every man, if he will but watch for it, to serve Him with reasonable service, and gain love and all noble things in greater measure thereby: but if these ladies did as they did, that they might prove their knights, then surely did they lack faith both in God and man.  I do not think that two friends even could live together on such terms, but for lovers, — ah! Ella, Ella, why do you look so at me? on this day, almost the last, we shall be together for long; Ella, your face is changed, your eyes — O Christ! help her and me, help her, good Lord.’  ‘Lawrence,’ she said, speaking quickly and in jerks, ‘dare you, for my sake, sleep this night in the cavern of the red pike? for I say to you that, faithful or not, I doubt your courage.’  But she was startled when she saw him, and how the fiery blood rushed up to his forehead, then sank to his heart again, and his face became as pale as the face of a dead man; he looked at her and said, ‘Yes, Ella, I will go now; for what matter where I go?’  He turned and moved toward the door; he was almost gone, when that evil spirit left her, and she cried out aloud, passionately, eagerly: ‘Lawrence, Lawrence, come back once more, if only to strike me dead with your knightly sword.’  He hesitated, wavered, turned, and in another moment she was lying in his arms weeping into his hair.

“‘And yet, Ella, the spoken word, the thought of our hearts cannot be recalled, I must go, and go this night too, only promise one thing.’  ‘Dearest, what? you are always right!’  ‘Love, you must promise that if I come not again by to-morrow at moonrise, you will go to the red pike, and, having entered the cavern, go where God leads you, and seek me, and never leave that quest, even if it end not but with death.’  ‘Lawrence, how your heart beats! poor heart! are you afraid that I shall hesitate to promise to perform that which is the only thing I could do?  I know I am not worthy to be with you, yet I must be with you in body or soul, or body and soul will die.’  They sat silent, and the birds sang in the garden of lilies beyond; then said Ella again: ‘Moreover, let us pray God to give us longer life, so that if our natural lives are short for the accomplishment of this quest, we may have more, yea, even many more lives.’  ‘He will, my Ella,’ said Lawrence, ‘and I think, nay, am sure that our wish will be granted; and I, too, will add a prayer, but will ask it very humbly, namely, that he will give me another chance or more to fight in His cause, another life to live instead of this failure.’  ‘Let us pray too that we may meet, however long the time be before our meeting,’ she said; so they knelt down and prayed, hand fast locked in hand meantime; and afterwards they sat in that chamber facing the east, hard by the garden of lilies; and the sun fell from his noontide light gradually, lengthening the shadows, and when he sank below the sky-line all the sky was faint, tender, crimson on a ground of blue; the crimson faded too, and the moon began to rise, but when her golden rim first showed over the wooded hills, Lawrence arose; they kissed one long trembling kiss, and then he went and armed himself; and their lips did not meet again after that, for such a long, long time, so many weary years; for he had said: ‘Ella, watch me from the porch, but touch me not again at this time; only, when the moon shows level with the lily-heads, go into the porch and watch me from thence.’

“And he was gone; — you might have heard her heart beating while the moon very slowly rose, till it shone through the rose-covered trellises, level with the lily-heads; then she went to the porch and stood there, — 

“And she saw him walking down toward the gateway-tower, clad in his mail-coat, with a bright, crestless helmet on his head, and his trenchant sword newly grinded, girt to his side; and she watched him going between the yew-trees, which began to throw shadows from the shining of the harvest moon.  She stood there in the porch, and round by the corners of the eaves of it looked down towards her and the inside of the porch two serpent-dragons, carved in stone; and on their scales, and about their leering eyes, grew the yellow lichen; she shuddered as she saw them stare at her, and drew closer toward the half-open door; she, standing there, clothed in white from her throat till over her feet, altogether ungirdled; and her long yellow hair, without plait or band, fell down behind and lay along her shoulders, quietly, because the night was without wind, and she too was now standing scarcely moving a muscle.

“She gazed down the line of the yew-trees, and watched how, as he went for the most part with a firm step, he yet shrank somewhat from the shadows of the yews; his long brown hair flowing downward, swayed with him as he walked; and the golden threads interwoven with it, as the fashion was with the warriors in those days, sparkled out from among it now and then; and the faint, far-off moonlight lit up the waves of his mail-coat; he walked fast, and was disappearing in the shadows of the trees near the moat, but turned before he was quite lost in them, and waved his ungauntletted hand; then she heard the challenge of the warder, the falling of the drawbridge, the swing of the heavy wicket-gate on its hinges; and, into the brightening lights, and deepening shadows of the moonlight he went from her sight; and she left the porch and went to the chapel, all that night praying earnestly there.

“But he came not back again all the next day, and Ella wandered about that house pale, and fretting her heart away; so when night came and the moon, she arrayed herself in that same raiment that she had worn on the night before, and went toward the river and the red pike.

“The broad moon shone right over it by the time she came to the river; the pike rose up from the other side, and she thought at first that she would have to go back again, cross over the bridge, and so get to it; but, glancing down on the river just as she turned, she saw a little boat fairly gilt and painted, and with a long slender paddle in it, lying on the water, stretching out its silken painter as the stream drew it downwards, she entered it, and taking the paddle made for the other side; the moon meanwhile turning the eddies to silver over the dark green water: she landed beneath the shadow of that great pile of sandstone, where the grass grew green, and the flowers sprung fair right up to the foot of the bare barren rock; it was cut in many steps till it reached the cave, which was overhung by creepers and matted grass; the stream swept the boat downwards, and Ella, her heart beating so as almost to stop her breath, mounted the steps slowly, slowly.  She reached at last the platform below the cave, and turning, gave a long gaze at the moonlit country; ‘her last,’ she said; then she moved, and the cave hid her as the water of the warm seas close over the pearl-diver.

“Just so the night before had it hidden Lawrence.  And they never came back, they two: — never, the people say.  I wonder what their love has grown to now; ah! they love, I know, but cannot find each other yet, I wonder also if they ever will.”

So spoke Hugh the white-haired.  But he who sat over against him, a soldier as it seemed, black-bearded, with wild grey eyes that his great brows hung over far; he, while the others sat still, awed by some vague sense of spirits being very near them; this man, Giles, cried out— “Never? old Hugh, it is not so. — Speak!  I cannot tell you how it happened, but I know it was not so, not so: — speak quick, Hugh! tell us all, all!”

“Wait a little, my son, wait,” said Hugh; “the people indeed said they never came back again at all, but I, but I — Ah! the time is long past over.”  So he was silent, and sank his head on his breast, though his old thin lips moved, as if he talked softly to himself, and the light of past days flickered in his eyes.

Meanwhile Giles sat with his hands clasped finger over finger, tightly, “till the knuckles whitened;” his lips were pressed firmly together; his breast heaved as though it would burst, as though it must be rid of its secret.  Suddenly he sprang up, and in a voice that was a solemn chant, began: “In full daylight, long ago, on a slumberously-wrathful, thunderous afternoon of summer;” — then across his chant ran the old man’s shrill voice: “On an October day, packed close with heavy-lying mist, which was more than mere autumn-mist:” — the solemn stately chanting dropped, the shrill voice went on; Giles sank down again, and Hugh standing there, swaying to and fro to the measured ringing of his own shrill voice, his long beard moving with him, said: — 

“On such a day, warm, and stifling so that one could scarcely breathe even down by the sea-shore, I went from bed to bed in the hospital of the pest-laden city with my soothing draughts and medicines.  And there went with me a holy woman, her face pale with much watching; yet I think even without those same desolate lonely watchings her face would still have been pale.  She was not beautiful, her face being somewhat peevish-looking; apt, she seemed, to be made angry by trifles, and, even on her errand of mercy, she spoke roughly to those she tended: — no, she was not beautiful, yet I could not help gazing at her, for her eyes were very beautiful and looked out from her ugly face as a fair maiden might look from a grim prison between the window-bars of it.

“So, going through that hospital, I came to a bed at last, whereon lay one who had not been struck down by fever or plague, but had been smitten through the body with a sword by certain robbers, so that he had narrowly escaped death.  Huge of frame, with stern suffering face he lay there; and I came to him, and asked him of his hurt, and how he fared, while the day grew slowly toward even, in that pest-chamber looking toward the west; the sister came to him soon and knelt down by his bed-side to tend him.

“O Christ!  As the sun went down on that dim misty day, the clouds and the thickly-packed mist cleared off, to let him shine on us, on that chamber of woes and bitter unpurifying tears; and the sunlight wrapped those two, the sick man and the ministering woman, shone on them — changed, changed utterly.  Good Lord!  How was I struck dumb, nay, almost blinded by that change; for there — yes there, while no man but I wondered; there, instead of the unloving nurse, knelt a wonderfully beautiful maiden, clothed all in white, and with long golden hair down her back.  Tenderly she gazed at the wounded man, as her hands were put about his head, lifting it up from the pillow but a very little; and he no longer the grim, strong wounded man, but fair, and in the first bloom of youth; a bright polished helmet crowned his head, a mail-coat flowed over his breast, and his hair streamed down long from his head, while from among it here and there shone out threads of gold.

“So they spake thus in a quiet tone: ‘Body and soul together again, Ella, love; how long will it be now before the last time of all?’  ‘Long,’ she said, ‘but the years pass; talk no more, dearest, but let us think only, for the time is short, and our bodies call up memories, change love to better even than it was in the old time.’

“Silence so, while you might count a hundred, then with a great sigh: ‘Farewell, Ella, for long,’— ‘Farewell, Lawrence,’ and the sun sank, all was as before.

“But I stood at the foot of the bed pondering, till the sister coming to me, said: ‘Master Physician, this is no time for dreaming; act — the patients are waiting, the fell sickness grows worse in this hot close air; feel’ — (and she swung open the casement), ‘the outer air is no fresher than the air inside; the wind blows dead toward the west, coming from the stagnant marshes; the sea is like a stagnant pool too, you can scarce hear the sound of the long, low surge breaking.’  I turned from her and went up to the sick man, and said: ‘Sir Knight, in spite of all the sickness about you, you yourself better strangely, and another month will see you with your sword girt to your side again.’  ‘Thanks, kind master Hugh,’ he said, but impatiently, as if his mind were on other things, and he turned in his bed away from me restlessly.

“And till late that night I ministered to the sick in that hospital; but when I went away, I walked down to the sea, and paced there to and fro over the hard sand: and the moon showed bloody with the hot mist, which the sea would not take on its bosom, though the dull east wind blew it onward continually.  I walked there pondering till a noise from over the sea made me turn and look that way; what was that coming over the sea?  Laus Deo! the west wind: Hurrah!  I feel the joy I felt then over again now, in all its intensity.  How came it over the sea? first, far out to sea, so that it was only just visible under the red-gleaming moonlight, far out to sea, while the mists above grew troubled, and wavered, a long level bar of white; it grew nearer quickly, it gathered form, strange, misty, intricate form — the ravelled foam of the green sea; then oh! hurrah! I was wrapped in it, — the cold salt spray — drenched with it, blinded by it, and when I could see again, I saw the great green waves rising, nodding and breaking, all coming on together; and over them from wave to wave leaped the joyous west wind; and the mist and the plague clouds were sweeping back eastward in wild swirls; and right away were they swept at last, till they brooded over the face of the dismal stagnant meres, many miles away from our fair city, and there they pondered wrathfully on their defeat.

“But somehow my life changed from the time when I beheld the two lovers, and I grew old quickly.”  He ceased; then after a short silence said again: “And that was long ago, very long ago, I know not when it happened.”  So he sank back again, and for a while no one spoke; till Giles said at last:

“Once in full daylight I saw a vision, while I was waking, while the eyes of men were upon me; long ago on the afternoon of a thunderous summer day, I sat alone in my fair garden near the city; for on that day a mighty reward was to be given to the brave man who had saved us all, leading us so mightily in that battle a few days back; now the very queen, the lady of the land, whom all men reverenced almost as the Virgin Mother, so kind and good and beautiful she was, was to crown him with flowers and gird a sword about him; after the ‘Te Deum’ had been sung for the victory, and almost all the city were at that time either in the Church, or hard by it, or else were by the hill that was near the river where the crowning was to be: but I sat alone in the garden of my house as I said; sat grieving for the loss of my brave brother, who was slain by my side in that same fight.  I sat beneath an elm tree; and as I sat and pondered on that still, windless day, I heard suddenly a breath of air rustle through the boughs of the elm.  I looked up, and my heart almost stopped beating, I knew not why, as I watched the path of that breeze over the bowing lilies and the rushes by the fountain; but when I looked to the place whence the breeze had come, I became all at once aware of an appearance that told me why my heart stopped beating.  Ah! there they were, those two whom before I had but seen in dreams by night, now before my waking eyes in broad daylight.  One, a knight (for so he seemed), with long hair mingled with golden threads, flowing over his mail-coat, and a bright crestless helmet on his head, his face sad-looking, but calm; and by his side, but not touching him, walked a wondrously fair maiden, clad in white, her eyelids just shadowing her blue eyes: her arms and hands seeming to float along with her as she moved on quickly, yet very softly; great rest on them both, though sorrow gleamed through it.

“When they came opposite to where I stood, these two stopped for a while, being in nowise shadowy, as I have heard men say ghosts are, but clear and distinct.  They stopped close by me, as I stood motionless, unable to pray; they turned to each other, face to face, and the maiden said, ‘Love, for this our last true meeting before the end of all, we need a witness; let this man, softened by sorrow, even as we are, go with us.’

“I never heard such music as her words were; though I used to wonder when I was young whether the angels in heaven sung better than the choiresters sang in our church, and though, even then the sound of the triumphant hymn came up to me in a breath of wind, and floated round me, making dreams, in that moment of awe and great dread, of the old long-past days in that old church, of her who lay under the pavement of it; whose sweet voice once, once long ago, once only to me — yet I shall see her again.”  He became silent as he said this, and no man cared to break in upon his thoughts, seeing the choking movement in his throat, the fierce clenching of hand and foot, the stiffening of the muscles all over him; but soon, with an upward jerk of his head, he threw back the long elf locks that had fallen over his eyes while his head was bent down, and went on as before:

“The knight passed his hand across his brow, as if to clear away some mist that had gathered there, and said, in a deep murmurous voice, ‘Why the last time, dearest, why the last time?  Know you not how long a time remains yet? the old man came last night to the ivory house and told me it would be a hundred years, ay, more, before the happy end.’  ‘So long,’ she said; ‘so long: ah! love, what things words are; yet this is the last time; alas! alas! for the weary years! my words, my sin!’  ‘O love, it is very terrible,’ he said; ‘I could almost weep, old though I am, and grown cold with dwelling in the ivory house: O, Ella, if you only knew how cold it is there, in the starry nights when the north wind is stirring; and there is no fair colour there, nought but the white ivory, with one narrow line of gleaming gold over every window, and a fathom’s-breadth of burnished gold behind the throne.  Ella, it was scarce well done of you to send me to the ivory house.’  ‘Is it so cold, love?’ she said, ‘I knew it not; forgive me! but as to the matter of a witness, some one we must have, and why not this man?’  ‘Rather old Hugh,’ he said, ‘or Cuthbert, his father; they have both been witnesses before.’  ‘Cuthbert,’ said the maiden, solemnly, ‘has been dead twenty years; Hugh died last night.’”  (Now, as Giles said these words, carelessly, as though not heeding them particularly, a cold sickening shudder ran through the other two men, but he noted it not and went on.)  “‘This man then be it,’ said the knight, and therewith they turned again, and moved on side by side as before; nor said they any word to me, and yet I could not help following them, and we three moved on together, and soon I saw that my nature was changed, and that I was invisible for the time; for, though the sun was high, I cast no shadow, neither did any man that we past notice us, as we made toward the hill by the riverside.

“And by the time we came there the queen was sitting at the top of it, under a throne of purple and gold, with a great band of knights gloriously armed on either side of her; and their many banners floated over them.  Then I felt that those two had left me, and that my own right visible nature was returned; yet still did I feel strange, and as if I belonged not wholly to this earth.  And I heard one say, in a low voice to his fellow, ‘See, sir Giles is here after all; yet, how came he here, and why is he not in armour among the noble knights yonder, he who fought so well? how wild he looks too!’  ‘Poor knight,’ said the other, ‘he is distraught with the loss of his brother; let him be; and see, here comes the noble stranger knight, our deliverer.’  As he spoke, we heard a great sound of trumpets, and therewithall a long line of knights on foot wound up the hill towards the throne, and the queen rose up, and the people shouted; and, at the end of all the procession went slowly and majestically the stranger knight; a man of noble presence he was, calm, and graceful to look on; grandly he went amid the gleaming of their golden armour; himself clad in the rent mail and tattered surcoat he had worn on the battle-day; bareheaded, too; for, in that fierce fight, in the thickest of it, just where he rallied our men, one smote off his helmet, and another, coming from behind, would have slain him, but that my lance bit into his breast.

“So, when they had come within some twenty paces of the throne, the rest halted, and he went up by himself toward the queen; and she, taking the golden hilted sword in her left hand, with her right caught him by the wrist, when he would have knelt to her, and held him so, tremblingly, and cried out, ‘No, no, thou noblest of all knights, kneel not to me; have we not heard of thee even before thou camest hither? how many widows bless thee, how many orphans pray for thee, how many happy ones that would be widows and orphans but for thee, sing to their children, sing to their sisters, of thy flashing sword, and the heart that guides it!  And now, O noble one! thou hast done the very noblest deed of all, for thou hast kept grown men from weeping shameful tears!  O truly, the greatest I can do for thee is very little; yet, see this sword, golden-hilted, and the stones flash out from it,’ (then she hung it round him), ‘and see this wreath of lilies and roses for thy head; lilies no whiter than thy pure heart, roses no tenderer than thy true love; and here, before all these my subjects, I fold thee, noblest, in my arms, so, so.’  Ay, truly it was strange enough! those two were together again; not the queen and the stranger knight, but the young-seeming knight and the maiden I had seen in the garden.  To my eyes they clung together there; though they say, that to the eyes of all else, it was but for a moment that the queen held both his hands in hers; to me also, amid the shouting of the multitude, came an under current of happy song: ‘Oh! truly, very truly, my noblest, a hundred years will not be long after this.’  ‘Hush, Ella, dearest, for talking makes the time speed; think only.’

“Pressed close to each other, as I saw it, their bosoms heaved — but I looked away — alas! when I looked again, I saw nought but the stately stranger knight, descending, hand in hand, with the queen, flushed with joy and triumph, and the people scattering flowers before them.

“And that was long ago, very long ago.”  So he ceased; then Osric, one of the two younger men, who had been sitting in awe-struck silence all this time, said, with eyes that dared not meet Giles’s, in a terrified half whisper, as though he meant not to speak, “How long?”  Giles turned round and looked him full in the face, till he dragged his eyes up to his own, then said, “More than a hundred years ago.”

So they all sat silent, listening to the roar of the south-west wind; and it blew the windows so, that they rocked in their frames.

Then suddenly, as they sat thus, came a knock at the door of the house; so Hugh bowed his head to Osric, to signify that he should go and open the door; so he arose, trembling, and went.

And as he opened the door the wind blew hard against him, and blew something white against his face, then blew it away again, and his face was blanched, even to his lips; but he plucking up heart of grace, looked out, and there he saw, standing with her face upturned in speech to him, a wonderfully beautiful woman, clothed from her throat till over her feet in long white raiment, ungirt, unbroidered, and with a veil, that was thrown off from her face, and hung from her head, streaming out in the blast of the wind: which veil was what had struck against his face: beneath her veil her golden hair streamed out too, and with the veil, so that it touched his face now and then.  She was very fair, but she did not look young either, because of her statue-like features.  She spoke to him slowly and queenly; “I pray you give me shelter in your house for an hour, that I may rest, and so go on my journey again.”  He was too much terrified to answer in words, and so only bowed his head: and she swept past him in stately wise to the room where the others sat, and he followed her, trembling.

A cold shiver ran through the other men when she entered and bowed low to them, and they turned deadly pale, but dared not move; and there she sat while they gazed at her, sitting there and wondering at her beauty, which seemed to grow every minute; though she was plainly not young, oh no, but rather very, very old, who could say how old? there she sat, and her long, long hair swept down in one curve from her head and just touched the floor.  Her face had the tokens of a deep sorrow on it, ah! a mighty sorrow, yet not so mighty as that it might mar her ineffable loveliness; that sorrow-mark seemed to gather too, and at last the gloriously-slow music of her words flowed from her lips: “Friends, has one with the appearance of a youth come here lately; one with long brown hair, interwoven with threads of gold, flowing down from out his polished steel helmet; with dark blue eyes and high white forehead, and mail-coat over his breast, where the light and shadow lie in waves as he moves; have you seen such an one, very beautiful?”

Then withall as they shook their heads fearfully in answer, a great sigh rose up from her heart, and she said: “Then must I go away again presently, and yet I thought it was the last night of all.”

And so she sat awhile with her head resting on her hand; after, she arose as if about to go, and turned her glorious head round to thank the master of the house; and they, strangely enough, though they were terrified at her presence, were yet grieved when they saw that she was going.

Just then the wind rose higher than ever before, yet through the roar of it they could all hear plainly a knocking at the door again; so the lady stopped when she heard it, and, turning, looked full in the face of Herman the youngest, who thereupon, being constrained by that look, rose and went to the door; and as before with Osric, so now the wind blew strong against him; and it blew into his face, so as to blind him, tresses of soft brown hair mingled with glittering threads of gold; and blinded so, he heard some one ask him musically, solemnly, if a lady with golden hair and white raiment was in that house; so Herman, not answering in words, because of his awe and fear, merely bowed his head; then he was ‘ware of some one in bright armour passing him, for the gleam of it was all about him, for as yet he could not see clearly, being blinded by the hair that had floated about him.

But presently he followed him into the room, and there stood such an one as the lady had described; the wavering flame of the light gleamed from his polished helmet, touched the golden threads that mingled with his hair, ran along the rings of his mail.

They stood opposite to each other for a little, he and the lady, as if they were somewhat shy of each other after their parting of a hundred years, in spite of the love which they had for each other: at last he made one step, and took off his gleaming helmet, laid it down softly, then spread abroad his arms, and she came to him, and they were clasped together, her head lying over his shoulder; and the four men gazed, quite awe-struck.

And as they gazed, the bells of the church began to ring, for it was New-Year’s-eve; and still they clung together, and the bells rang on, and the old year died.

And there beneath the eyes of those four men the lovers slowly faded away into a heap of snow-white ashes.  Then the four men kneeled down and prayed, and the next day they went to the priest, and told him all that had happened.

So the people took those ashes and buried them in their church, in a marble tomb, and above it they caused to be carved their figures lying with clasped hands; and on the sides of it the history of the cave in the red pike.

And in my dream I saw the moon shining on the tomb, throwing fair colours on it from the painted glass; till a sound of music rose, deepened, and fainted; then I woke.






  








GERTHA’S LOVERS
 

CHAP. I — BY THE RIVER.
 

“All thoughts, all passions, all delights,
 Whatever stirs this mortal frame,
 All are but ministers of love,
 And feed his sacred flame.” — COLERIDGE
 

Long ago there was a land, never mind where or when, a fair country and good to live in, rich with wealth of golden corn, beautiful with many woods, watered by great rivers, and pleasant trickling streams; moreover, one extremity of it was bounded by the washing of the purple waves, and the other by the solemn watchfulness of the purple mountains.

In a fair lowland valley of this good land sat a maiden, one summer morning early, working with her needle, while she thought of other matters as women use. She was the daughter of a mere peasant, tiller of the kind soil, fisher in the silver waters of the river that flowed down past his cottage to the far-off city; he lived from day to day seeing few people, the one or two neighbours who lived in the cottages hard by, the priest of the little hamlet, now and then an artizan travelling in search of work; except, indeed, when he went to the wars; for he was a fighting man, as were all the people of that country, when need was. His wife was dead these five years, and his daughter alone lived with him; yet she, though of such lowly parentage, was very beautiful; nor merely so, but grand and queen-like also; such a woman as might inspire a whole people to any deed of wise daring for her love.

What thoughts were hers, as she sat working on that summer morning, the song of birds all about her, and the

lapping of the low, green river waves on the white sand sounding fresh and pleasantly as the west wind blew them toward her? What thoughts? Good thoughts, surely. For the land wherein she dwelt — so fair a land, so small a land, had never ceased to be desired by the tyrant kings who bore rule round about. Always had they made war against it; never had they conquered, though sometimes they were seemingly victorious in a scattered fight here and there, through sheer force of numbers; for the dwellers in that good land were of a different race to the lazy, slavish people who dwelt about them. Many a song Gertha could sing you of how, long, and long ago, they came from a land far over the sea, where the snow-laden pine-forests, weird halls of strange things, hang over the frozen waters for leagues, and leagues, and leagues along the coasts that were the cradles of mighty nations. Sailing over the sea then, long ago, with their ships all a-blaze with the steel that the heroes carried, they came to this land with their wives and children, and here made desperate war with the wild beasts, with savage swamps, dragon-inhabited, daring famine, and death in all ugly shapes.

And they grew and grew, for God favoured them; and those who dwelt nearest to the “Savage Land,” as it used to be called, grew more and more like the strangers, and their good rule spread; and they had a mighty faith withal that they should one day ring the world, going westward ever till they reached their old home in the east, left now so far behind.

Judge, therefore, whether the tyrant kings feared these free, brave men! Judge whether, growing more and more cruel as they grew more and more fearful, they strained the chain over the miserable millions of their subjects so that with many it grew intolerable, and was broken asunder; so that, both in well-doing and in wrong-doing, God’s kingdom spread.

Think what armies went up against the good land; what plains and valleys were sown with swords and spears and helmets, and the bones of valiant men; and from being nameless once, only thought of as the place where such and such a tree grew very plenteous, where such a river ran, became now to be remembered to all time, nor to be forgotten in eternity.

Think of the desperate fights, in treacherous slippery fords, where the round stones rolled and shifted beneath the hurried trampling of men, fighting for life, and more than life, amid the plash of the reddened waters in the raw, gusty twilight of the February mornings; or in close woods, little lighted up by the low sun just going to sink when the clouds looked thunderous in the summer evenings; or with shouts from crag to crag of the great slate-cliffs, with wrathful thundering of rocks down into the thronged pass below, with unavailing arrow-flights, because arrows cannot pierce the mountains, or leap about among the clefts of the rocks where the mountaineers stand, fiercely joyous.

Think too of the many heads, old and young, beautiful and mean, wept over, not joyously indeed; nay, who knows with what agony, yet at least with love unflecked by any wandering mote of the memory of shame or shrinking; think of the many who, though they fought not at all with spear or sword, yet did, indeed, bear the brunt of many a battle, in patiently waiting through heart-sickening watchings, yet never losing hope, in patiently bearing unutterable misery of separation, yet never losing faith.

Had not Gertha then enough to think of, as she sat working hard by where the water lapped the white sand? For this people were so drawn together that through the love they bore to one another sprung terrible deeds of heroism, any one of which would be enough for a life-time’s thought; almost every man of that nation was a hero and a fit companion for the angels; and the glory of their fathers, and how themselves might do deeds that would not shame them, were the things that the men thought of always; and the women, for their part, looked to become wives to brave men, mothers to brave sons.

So now Gertha was singing rough spirit-stirring songs of the deeds of old, and thinking of them too with all her heart as she sung. Why she, weak woman as she was, had not she seen the enemies’ ships hauled up on the island bank yonder, and burned there? Were not the charred logs, which once, painted red and black, used to carry terror to the peaceful, slothful people of the islands, mouldering there yet, grown over by the long clinging briony? Did not her eyes flash, her brow and cheeks flush with triumph, her heart swell and heave beneath her breast, when the war-music grew nearer and louder every moment; and when she saw at last the little band of her dear countrymen hemming in the dejected prisoners, the white red-crossed banner floating over all, blessing all alike, knight, and sailor, and husbandman; and when she saw, too, her own dear, dear father, brave among the bravest, marching there with bright eyes, and lips curled with joyous triumphant indignation, though the blood that he was marked withal did not come from his enemies’ veins only? Did she not then sing, joyously and loud-ringing, remembering these things and many others, while the west wind was joyous about her too, whispering to her softly many things concerning the land of promise?

She sung about a king who lived long ago, a man wise and brave beyond all others, slain treacherously in a hunting party by emissaries of the enemy, and slain at the height of his wisdom and good rule; and this was one of the songs that his people had embalmed his memory withal. So, as she sung, behold, the blowing of horns, and trampling as of horse, just as her voice rang clear with,

“The King rode out in the morning early,
 Went riding to hunting over the grass;
 Ere the dew fell again that was then bright and pearly,
 O me! — what a sorrow had come to pass!”
 

And a great company rode past going to hunt indeed, riding slowly, between her and the river, so that she saw them all clearly enough, the two noble knights especially, who rode at the head of them; one very grand and noble, young withal, yet looking as if he were made to burst asunder the thickest circles of the battle, to gather together from the most hopeless routs men enough to face the foe, and go back fighting, to roll back the line of fight when it wavered, to give strength to all warriors’ hearts: fancy such an one, so wise, yet so beautiful, that he moved like the moving of music; such tenderness looked from his eyes, so lovingly the morning sun and the sweet morning haze touched the waves of his golden hair, as they rode on happily. He that rode beside him was smaller and slenderer, smaller both in body and face, and it seemed in mind and heart also; there was a troubled restless look about his eyes; his thin lips were drawn inward tightly, as if he were striving to keep down words which he ought not to speak, or else sometimes very strangely, this look would change, the eyes would glance about no more, yet look more eager and strangely anxious than ever; the thin lips would part somewhat, as if he were striving to say something which would not leave his heart; but the great man’s eyes were large and serene, his lips full, his forehead clear, broad, and white; his companion was sallow, his forehead lower and rather narrow, his whole face drawn into wrinkles that came not by age, for he was no older than the other.

They past as they had come, and when the last note of their horns had died away, Gertha went about her household duties; yet all that day, whatever she might do, however much she tried to beat the phantom down, that stately man with the golden hair floated always before her eyes.

* * * * * *
 

Evening now, the sun was down, the hunt had swept away past the cottage again, though not within sight of it, and the two knights having lost their companions were riding on slowly, their tired horses hanging down their heads.

“Sire, where are we going to?” said the small dark man; “I mean to say where past that beech-tree? the low swinging boughs of which will hit you about the end of the nose, I should think: Ah! his head goes down, somewhat in good time; he has escaped the beech-bough.”

But the other answered no word, for he did not hear his friend speak, he was singing softly to himself:

“The King rode out in the morning early,
 Went riding to hunting over the grass;
 Ere the dew fell again that was then bright and pearly,
 O me! — what a sorrow had come to pass!”
 

He sung this twice or thrice with his head sunk down toward the saddlebow, while the other knight gazed at him with a sad half smile, half sneer on his lips and eyes; then with a sigh he turned him about and said, “Pardon, Leuchnar, you said something I did not hear; my mind was not in this wood, but somewhere else, I know not where. Leuchnar, we shall not find the hunt to-night; let us, let us seek rest at that cottage that we passed this morning; it seems to be the only house near.”

“Yea, my Lord Olaf,” said Leuchnar, smiling again in that bitter way, when he saw in spite of the twilight, both of the sunken sun and of the thick beech-wood, a great blush come over Olaf’s face.

“Yea, for why should we not?” and as he said this, he fairly burst out into strange explosive laughter, that did not sound merry, yet was not repulsive, but sad only; for Leuchnar was thinking of the ways of man, and found much to amuse him therein; yet his laughter sounded sad in spite of himself, for he was not one who was made to laugh, somehow; but what specially made him laugh now was this, that neither of them had forgotten that hour in the morning, and the maiden sitting alone near the river: each of them, as they burst through the greenest glades of the forest, with cry of hound and sound of horn, had, according to his faith, visions of a dark-haired maiden, sitting and singing, her eyes raised and fixed on one of them; also both wished to go there again, and accordingly had been sad laggards in the hunt, and had lost themselves, not very unwillingly, perhaps; yet now neither liked to confess his longing to the other; Leuchnar would not even do so to himself, and for these reasons he laughed, and his laugh sounded strange and sad.

But Olaf knew that he was in love, and all day long he had been nursing that love delightedly; he blushed yet more at Leuchnar’s laugh, for these two seldom needed to tell each other their thoughts in so many words, and certainly not this time. He bowed his head downwards in his confusion so low, that his gold curls, falling forward, mingled with the full black of his horse’s mane, and growled out therefrom:

“You are a strange fellow, Leuchnar, though a good one; but we will go.”

“Yea, to the peasant’s cottage, my lord,” said Leuchnar, with his head raised, his eyes set straight forward, and his lips curled into something much more like a sneer than a smile; thereat Olaf with a spring sat upright in his saddle, and glanced quickly on either side of him, as though something had stung him unawares; afterwards they both turned their horses’ heads aside, and rode slowly in the direction of the cottage, Leuchnar singing in a harsh voice, “The King rode out in the morning early,”— “though the dew has fallen again,” he muttered; whereat Olaf gave an uneasy side glance at him.

And soon they heard again the lapping of the river waves on the sand of the silver bay, only lower than before, because the wind had fallen. Then presently they drew rein before the cottage door, when the moon was already growing golden. Sigurd, Gertha’s father, came to the door, and courteously held the stirrups of the knights while they dismounted, and they entered, and sat down to such fare as the peasant had, and Gertha served them. But they prayed her so to sit down, that at last it seemed discourteous to refuse them, and she sat down timidly.

Then said Sigurd, when they had eaten enough, “I pray you tell me, fair knights, what news there is from the city, if you come from thence; for there is a rumour of war hereabout, only uncertain as yet.”

“Nay, at the city,” Leuchnar said, “there is certain news concerning one war, and even beside this, rumours of a great conspiracy between the surrounding rulers of slaves. The Emperor says that this valley always belonged to him; though, indeed, he was not very anxious for it when poisonous swamps spread out on both sides of the river here; or rather his ancestors laid no claim to it; but now, at all events, he is coming to take his own, if he can get it; coming by way (it is his only way, poor fellow!) of the mountain passes. Only, my lord Adolf is off to meet him with ten thousand men, and they are going to try the matter by arbitrement in this fashion; marry, that if the valley belongs to the Emperor, he must know the way to it, and accordingly shall have it if he gets through the mountains in any other way than as a prisoner or dead corpse.”

Sigurd and Olaf laughed grimly at Leuchnar’s conceit, and Gertha’s eyes flashed; while both the knights watched her without seeing how matters went with each other. “Then,” said Sigurd again, “Concerning the young king, fair knights, what is he?” Olaf’s eyes twinkled at the question, and Leuchnar seeing that he wanted to answer, let him do so, watching him the while with a quaint amused look on his face. “Why,” said Olaf, “he is counted brave and wise, and being young, will, I hope, live long; but he is very ugly.” Here he turned, and looked at his friend with a smile. Sigurd started and seemed disappointed, but Gertha turned very pale, and rose from her seat suddenly, nor would she sit down again all that evening.

Then Olaf saw that she knew he was the king, and somehow did not feel inclined to laugh any more, but grew stately and solemn, and rather silent too; but Leuchnar talked much with Gertha, and he seemed to her to be very wise; yet she remembered not what he said, scarcely heard it indeed, for was not the KING by her; the king of all that dear people; yet, above all, whether the other were so or not, her king?

Poor maid! she felt it was so hopeless; nay, she said to herself, “Even if he were to say he loved me, I should be obliged to deny my love; for what would all the people say, that the king of so great a nation should marry a peasant girl, without learning or wealth, or wisdom, with nothing but a pretty face? Ah! we must be apart always in this world.”

And Olaf, the king, said, “So Leuchnar loves her — and I love her. Well, it will change his life, I think; let him have her; poor fellow! he has not got many to love him. Besides, she is a peasant’s daughter; I am a great king. Yet is she nobler than I am, for all my kingship. Alas, I fear the people, not for myself, but for her; they will not understand her nobility; they will only see that which comes uppermost, her seeming wisdom, her seeming goodness, which, perchance, will not show to be so much greater than other women’s, as the queen’s ought to do. Then withal to her, if, perchance, at any time I am not quite sufficient to fill her heart, will come a weariness of our palace life, a longing for old places, old habits; then sorrow, then death, through years and years of tired pining, fought against, bravely indeed, but always a terrible weight to such an one as she is. Yet, if I knew she loved me, all this ought to be put aside; and yet, why should she love me? And, if she does not love me now, what hope is there; for how can we see each other any more, living such different far apart lives? But for Leuchnar this is otherwise; he may come and go often. Then he is wiser; ah! how much wiser than I am; can think and talk quite wonderfully, while I am but a mere fighting man; how it would change his life too, when he found any one to love him infinitely, to think his thoughts, be one with him, as people say. Yes, let Leuchnar have her.”

Those three so seeming-calm! what stormy passions, wild longings, passed through their hearts that evening! Leuchnar seeming-genial with his good friendly talk, his stories of brave deeds, told as if his heart were quite in them; speaking so much more like other men than his wont was; yet saying to himself, “She must see that I love her; when since I can remember have I talked so?” Poor fellow; how should she know that? his voice was to her as the voices of a dream, or perhaps rather like grand music when it wakes a man; for, verily the glory of his tales got quite separated from him, and in some dim way floated in a glory round about Olaf, as far as Gertha was concerned. She heard his name, the hero of every deed, which that far-distant knight, Leuchnar, less present than his own tales, was telling of; whenever danger clung about the brave in those tales, her heart beat for fear of her golden-haired, broad-foreheaded hero; she wondered often, as her heart wandered even from those tales, why she did not fall down before him and win his love or die. How then could she think of Leuchnar? Yet Olaf did think of him, saw well through all his talking what he was thinking of; and, for his own part, though he did not talk aloud, and though even what he said to himself had to do with that subject dearest to him, yet none the less even to himself choked down fiery longings, hardly, very hardly to be restrained.

He tried hard to throw himself into Leuchnar’s heart, to think of the loneliness of the man, and his wonderful power of concentrating every thought, every least spark of passion, on some one thing; he remembered how in the years past he had clutched so eagerly at knowledge; how that knowledge had overmastered him, made him more and more lonely year by year; made him despise others because they did not KNOW; he remembered, with a certain pang, how Leuchnar even despised him for one time; yes, he could bear just then to recal all the bitter memories of that time; how he saw it creeping over his friend; how he saw it struggled against, yet still gaining, gaining so surely; he called to mind that day, when Leuchnar spoke his scorn out openly, bitterly despising his own pride and himself the while; he remembered how Leuchnar came back to him afterwards, when knowledge failed him; and yet how it was never the same between them as it had been; he remembered then many a fight wherein they rode side by side together, Leuchnar as brave as he, yet ever with that weight of self-scorn upon him, that made him despise even his bravery; while Olaf rejoiced in his own, reverenced that of others; then he remembered how he was made king, how the love of his countrymen became from that time much more of a passion, true love, than it had been; and through all these things he tried to be Leuchnar, as it were; not such a hard thing for him; for, through his unselfishness, he had gained that mighty power of sympathy for others, which no fiercest passion can altogether put aside, even for the time. So he, too, had his thoughts, not easily to be read by others, not to be expressed by himself.

So the night passed; and they went to rest, or what seemed so, till they were wakened very early in the morning by the sound of a trumpet ringing all about the wooded river-shore; the knights and Sigurd rose and went forth from the cottage, knowing the trumpet to be a friendly one; and presently there met them a band of knights fully armed, who drew rein when they saw them.

“King Olaf,” said their leader, an old, white-haired knight, “thank God we have found you! When we reached the palace last night, after having lost you, there were waiting for us ambassadors, bringing with them declarations of war from the three Dukes and King Borrace; so now, I pray you, quick back again! I have sent all about for men, but the time presses, and there is a credible report that King Borrace has already begun his march toward the plain; as for the three Dukes, (whom may the Lord confound!) Lord Hugh’s army will account for them, at any rate to hold them in check till we have beaten King Borrace; but for him we must march presently, if we mean to catch him; only come King Olaf, and all will be well.”

Then knelt Sigurd before the King, as he stood with eyes flashing, and cheek flushing, thinking how God’s foes were hastening on to their destruction; yet for all his joy he longed to see Gertha, perhaps for the last time; for she was not there, neither did she come at Sigurd’s call.

So the King smiled sorrowfully when Sigurd made excuse for her, saying that she feared so great a man as the King; he could not help wishing she loved him, even though he meant to give her up: so he said; he could not

acknowledge to the full what a difference her love would make to him.

Then would he have given Sigurd presents of money and jewels, but Sigurd would not take them; only at the last, being constrained, he took the King’s dagger, hilted with curiously wrought steel.

Then they all rode away together; Barulf, the old man, by the King’s side, and talking eagerly with him concerning the coming wars; but Leuchnar fell into the rear, and said no word to any.

CHAP. II. — LEUCHNAR’S RIDE.
 

Then for some days each man wroug ht his best, that they might meet the invaders as they ought; yet through all the work Leuchnar seemed very restless and uneasy, falling into staring fits, and starting from them suddenly; but the king was calm and cheerful outwardly, whatever passion strove to fever him.

But one day when he was resting, leaning out of a window of the palace that was almost hidden by the heaped jasmine and clematis, he heard horse-hoofs, and presently saw Leuchnar, his sallow face drawn into one frown of eagerness, well mounted, lightly armed, just going to ride away, Olaf well knew whither.

A fierce pang shot through to Olaf’s heart; he felt dizzied and confused; through the clematis stems and curled tendrils, through the mist rising from his own heart, he dimly saw Leuchnar gather himself together, raise his bridle-hand, and bend forward as his horse sprung up to the gallop; he felt sick, his strong hands trembled; and through the whirling of his brain, and the buzzing in his ears, he heard himself shout out: “Good speed, Sir Leuchnar, with your wooing!”

That was enough; his heart sank, and his passion grew cool for the second, when he saw how fearfully Leuchnar’s face changed at the well-understood words: troubled before as it had been, what was it now, when suddenly all the conscience of the man showed in that small spot of clay, his face?

He turned his horse, and rode back swiftly; Olaf waited for him there, scarce knowing what he did at first; yet within a little, something, thoughts of approaching death perhaps, had steadied his brain, and kept his passion back: he heard soon the quick footsteps of some one striding far, and walked quietly toward the door, where he met Leuchnar, his teeth set, his lips a little open, that his hard-drawn breathings might not choke him, his black eyes fixed forward and shining grimly from under his heavy brows like pent-house roofs.

Olaf took him by the arm and gripped him hard; but he tore it away fiercely; he flung himself down before Olaf’s feet.

“King Olaf,” he said passionately, “I will not go, I will stay here then, if you look at me like that — with your broad white forehead and golden locks — you! — I will die here if I cannot live till I meet the enemy.”

Olaf stooped to raise him up, but he drew farther back from him; then said, still kneeling:

“No word — no word yet, king, from you — was it not enough, Olaf, that you should take care of me, and love me in the days before you were king — me, a lonely discontented man, a black spot in the clear whiteness of the most loving people of the earth? was it not enough that, on the day when all the people shouted for Olaf, calling him the wisest and the best, you, with the crown yet on your head, the holy oil not dry there, should take me by the hand, and say to all the knights and all the people, whom you loved so, whom I (God help me!) loved not; ‘behold Leuchnar, my friend, who has given me all the wisdom I ever had?’ Ah, king! had you looked on me at that moment and seen even then my curling lips saying to my false heart, ‘I am so much wiser than these simple ones!’ — but your clear eyes only looked straight forward, glancing over the heads of the people that was dear to you, despised by me. Was it not enough, King Olaf, that you, as the days passed, still keeping me the nearest to you, still asking me concerning everything, should be beginning to thaw my hard heart and to shake my faith in the faithlessness of Adam’s sons? were not these things enough, that you also, first of all finding pretences to mar the nobleness of your sacrifice even to your own heart, should give your love up to me, not as I do now to you, noisily, but quietly, without a word spoken; then afterwards, when you saw with what base eagerness I caught at that love given up by you, and fearing terrible things for my wretched soul if this went on, stopped me, like my guardian angel, just now when I was sneaking off like a thief in the night, and perhaps now — God help me! God help me! — have perhaps even made me do one thing in the whole course of my life which it is good to have done in His eyes?”

Then, as he knelt there, like a man before the presence of God, the king spoke slowly, with humble face indeed, and tearfully, but almost smiling, because all things seemed so clear to him in a moment of prophetic vision.

 

“Dear Knight, your words seem like a bitter satire to me; for I did not call you back just now for your salvation, but because my selfish passion (think of a selfish king, Leuchnar; what a misery!) my passion carried me away: O, forgive me! for indeed I wish you to have her; think now, how many cares, and joys too, I have in tending this people that God has given me; I am sure that I shall not be quite unhappy for long, whatever happens; sometimes, perhaps, when I am weary, sometimes in the dead night, sometimes in the dying autumn, I shall have thoughts of her; but they will never be unbearable, because no power in earth or heaven can keep me from loving her: it will be no shame to you either, Leuchnar; do you not remember, in past days, how, when we talked of this matter, you have often said, (wherein even then I scarce agreed with you,) that the love of man and woman should go before everything, before all friendship, all duty, all honour even? you thought so then; can you doubt now?” He ceased, and said no word for a little; then spoke doubtfully.

“And yet, and yet — are we not as men who reckon, as they say, without their host? What will Gertha say? ought we not to know before this great battle is fought, from which, perchance, neither of us will come alive? and we march to-morrow, and I may not leave the council and my work here: wherefore, dear Leuchnar, I pray you on your allegiance mount again and ride quickly away to that cottage, and ask her if she — loves you — and if — if — Leuchnar, we may be near to death; whatever happens we must be brothers — so God speed you on your wooing.”

Leuchnar had risen while the king was speaking, and stood before him till he ceased with head sunk down on his breast; then raised his face, radiant now with a certain joy, to Olaf’s; he spoke no word, as though that joy, or something else, confused and hurrying, that went with it, was too great for him; but, bending, kissed the king’s hand and departed.

Then Olaf again leaned from the window and watched him go by again swiftly, till the sound of the horse-hoofs had died away: then he turned toward the council chamber, thinking:

“His face was not like the face of a man who is going to do what he thinks wrong: I fear lest he go as my ambassador — nay, do I fear? Yet surely that will be the best way to speed his own wooing — O, Gertha! Gertha! — perhaps the sword will cut this knot so close wound up together now; yet I will not pray for that, only that Leuchnar may live.”

Then presently he was in the midst of his lords. Oh what a weary ride that was of Leuchnar’s! It was early morning when he started, high noon by the time he drew rein at the cottage door; and that joy which at first he had in his noble deed faded from off his face as the sun rose higher, even as the dew did from off the face of the meadows, and when he dismounted at that house of Sigurd’s, his face was woful and ghastly to look on.

He knocked at the door, then entered when no one answered: he said out aloud, though he saw no one there, as if he distrusted his power to repeat that lesson got by heart with such pain: “I bear a message to the Lady Gertha.”

Only the cool duskiness of the heavy-shadowed oak beams met his eye, only the echo of his own hollow voice, and the chirp of the sparrows, the scream of the swifts, — met his ear.

For Gertha was not within; but from the wood she had seen the glimmer of his arms in the hot noontide, and came down, stately and slow, unmoved to look on, but her heart of hearts wavering within her with hope and fear and ecstasy of love: perhaps (O poor heart, what wild hope!) it might be the king.

She met him just at the door from whence he had turned to seek her: he durst not meet her eyes, those grand fire-orbs that had pierced him through and through that other day; if he had looked up at her face he would have seen the disappointment, the sickness of hope deferred, showing somewhat there in spite of her efforts to keep the appearance of it back.

He, with his face turned away, said, in a hard voice as before, “I bear a message for the Lady Gertha.” No blush coloured her pale cheeks, no start or trembling went through her grand form; she still held that flower in her hand, holding it with queenly sway, for it fitted in her hand like a sceptre: she said gently, “If you want Lady Gertha, you must go elsewhere, my lord; I am Sigurd the husbandman’s daughter.”

“But you are Gertha that we heard sing that day,” he said fiercely, and turning his eager eyes suddenly on her.

“Yea,” she said, trembling a little now, and turning even paler; for she saw how matters went with him, and feared, not any violence from him, for she soon read him through and through, but rather that he should fall down dead before her, his passion rent his heart so.

“Gertha, Olaf the king says, Will you be queen?” he said, still looking hungrily at her.

The crimson blood rushed up over her face, then went to her heart again, leaving her very lips grey. She paused a moment, with her arms stretched straight down, and her hands clenched: she said, without looking up:

“Tell him, ‘No;’ I am too lowly, not wise enough, I should shame him; I will not be queen — But” — 

What wild passions rushed through poor Leuchnar’s heart! how he fought with that Devil which had looked him steadily in the face so long, ever since he was born till now.

She stood there still before him, with arms stretched downward, hands clenched; he seized her by the wrist, and almost shrieked out; “But what? — Gertha! Gertha! before God, do you love him?”

Her colour came again as she looked him in the face, put very close to her’s now, so close that she felt his breath upon it; she said calmly, almost proudly, “Yea, I love him; how could it be otherwise?”

“Some token then, for Christ’s sake; quick, Gertha! and where will you be in the war time?”

“My father goes with me to-morrow to the city. I shall dwell at St. Agnes’ convent of nuns till Borrace is defeated.”

“Then some token! — here!” (and he tore down from the cottage eaves a bunch of golden stone-crop) “if you love him (think of God, Gertha,) kiss this.”

She bowed her head, and touched the yellow flowers with her lips; as she did so, he bent and kissed her forehead; then, with the flowers yet in his hand, he sprung impetuously to his saddle and gallopped as if for his life. The Devil was conquered at last.

“Poor knight!” said Gertha, looking after him pityingly, “then he loves me too; it seems wrong to feel happy when such a noble knight is so miserable.”

Yet she did feel very happy, and soon forgot poor Leuchnar and his sorrows, who was riding meanwhile wildly through the forest; yet, as he drew further from her, the madness of his passion abated a little; he gave his horse rest at last, and, dismounting, lay down on the ferns by the side of the forest-path, and there, utterly worn out in mind and body, fell asleep; a dreamless sleep it was at first, as deep as death almost, yet, as it grew lighter, he fell to dreaming, and at last woke from a dream wherein Gertha had come to him, shrieked out that Olaf was slain, then thrown her arms about his neck; but, as he tried to kiss her, he awoke, and found himself under the beech-boughs, his horse standing over him, and the bridle, hanging loose from the bit, dangling about his face; for the horse doubted if he were dead.

He rose from that dream with a great wrench of his heart, and, mounting, rode on soberly. The moon shone down on him now, for he had slept far into the night. The stone-crop was fading fast, and as he looked at it, he doubted whether to curse it or bless it, but at last raised it to his mouth and kissed it, knowing whose lips had touched it before, looking half-fearfully over his shoulder as he did so; perhaps he thought a little also how Olaf’s face would flush into perfect beauty for joy, when he saw it; for joy mixed with a certain regret for himself.

So, when he reached the palace, quite late at night, when the moon was already setting, he found Olaf standing in the great hall alone, looking pale and wearied.

Leuchnar came quite close to him, and said, taking his hand and smiling a sick smile, “Olaf, she sent you this, kissing it.”

Olaf caught the faded flowers, kissed them a thousand times, knelt, and held them against his heart, against his forehead. He murmured — what words I know not, or, knowing, shall not say; while Leuchnar stood by with that old bitter smile on his lips. Poor fellow! he had expected sudden clasping of Olaf’s arms about him, praise for his nobleness, consolation for his failure. Ah! did he not know himself what a passion love was? Then why did he expect from so true a man as Olaf protestation that he was the first when truly he was but the second? O! you all know what it is to be second in such a race; it is to be nowhere. Why he, too, if he had been successful, would have forgotten Olaf, and the way his sword flashed in the battle. It was only now in his disappointment that a certain natural instinct made him catch at all the love that came across him of whatsoever kind. That was why he thought so much of Olaf now. Yes, and in a little time he did think of all this, and smiled no more. “Poor Leuchnar!” he said to himself, “you must be very far in the background now, know that for certain. Then, did you not know all this when you knelt here some twelve hours back? O! foolish Leuchnar! yet, poor Leuchnar, too!”

And he was now so far from smiling that, but for his manhood, he would have wept for self-pity. Moreover, Olaf came to him and said, laying his hands on his shoulders, and leaning forward towards his face:

“You are the noblest of all men, and will in nowise lose your reward.”

 

And Leuchnar knew that, or he might have gone mad; yet he prayed that his reward might be death presently, in the joyous battle.

So, on the morrow, they marched to meet King Borrace; and, on the evening of the third day, encamped but a little distance from his pirates.

And when, on the next morning, they stood in battle array, and the king rode up and down their line, Leuchnar saw in his helm the bunch of stone-crop, now quite withered.

Then that day, among the aspens, they joined battle.

CHAP. III. — THE LIGHT OF ISRAEL.
 

Then, in the midst of them, the old man rose up and spoke, while all the rest sat silent, some gazing fixedly on the ground, some on the fair dead king, that lay there before them.

For he had been slain with one wound that had gone right through his breast to the heart, and his body was not hacked or disfigured. They had taken his rent armour from off him, and washed his corpse, and spread out his long yellow hair to right and left of his face, along the samite cloth, purple, gold-starred, that he lay upon; and, behind him, at his head, they had laid his sword and armour, the helm yet having that stone-crop in it, the ends of the stalks at least; for all the rest had been shredded off in that fierce fight. Great waxen candles burned all about him; two priests sat at the head and two at the foot of the bier, clad in gorgeous robes of deep sorrowful purple, gold-embroidered; for these men reverenced man’s body so, even when the soul was not so near to it as it had been, that, in those hours of doubt and danger, they thought the time well spent in making the body of their king, of him the best and most beautiful of all men, look as beautiful as God would ever have dead bodies look.

So, while some gazed on the ground, some on the fair dead king, none weeping, but all stern with thought; for they had to think of him as being present with them in their council, not dead, — while they gazed earnestly, the old man, Barulf, arose and said,

“Sons of the men that go from east to west, and round again to the east! I advise you this day to do such a deed of valour as you have never done yet. Death in God’s behalf, on the side of your friends, is not hard to bear, brothers, even when it comes slow and lingering; but how glorious to die in a great battle, borne down by over-many foes, to lie, never dead, but a living terror for all time to God’s enemies and ours, a living hope to the sons of God. And to die altogether, beholding, between the sword-strokes, the faces of dear friends all a-light with intensest longing — is not that glorious!”

Their stern faces lighted up with flushing of cheek and flashing of eye as he spake; for in their hearts was fear of something far worse than dying on that field between the aspens with friends’ eyes upon them. But Barulf went on.

“Yet, brothers, not this I bid you do. I give, as my counsel, that we depart this night, taking with us nothing but our arms, some small provision, and this dear dead thing here: turn our backs upon the foe, and depart, that we may reach the mother city, where the women and children are; and I think I have good reasons for this.”

“And how then shall we face the women and children?” said a young man moodily.

“Brother,” said Barulf, “will you be a coward, indeed, from fear of being thought a coward? your heart does not counsel this, I know; and as for the women and children, are they mere beasts, so as not to understand this? will they not say rather? ‘These men are warriors, they cannot fear death; then are they the braver to be so faithful, to be without fear of reproach for fear, so faithful to us above all things; we will love them all the more.’”

“But why should we not die here, fighting, Sir Barulf?” said another; “are there not men left when we are all dead?”

“Yea, dear knight, men, but not men enough. Think awhile — Adolf with his ten thousand men, and God’s snow and storm that are tens and tens of thousands, guard the passes against the emperor. Good — they are enough as it is; but take away half for the defence of the cities, the mother-city above all, which is the weakest, the most beautiful, the fullest of women and children of all — and then would five thousand be enough to guard those passes? Even as it is, were not this summer a cold one and the snows deep, the emperor might drive his serf-soldiers, with whip and sword-point over our dead soldiers’ bodies: but suppose they were lessened, our heroes would indeed die in their places, and would doubtless slay many of the enemy; but suppose they killed and wounded twice their own number, yet two days afterwards some 200,000 men would be marching over our land within fifty miles of the beautiful city.

“Again, Edwin and his 300 ships, diligently sailing into every nook and strait of the pirate island, and every day and night solemnly passing to and fro, with the white red-crossed banner at their mast-heads, guard the coast well; but let him land half, nay a third only of his men for the defence of the city, and in a week the sea-port towns and villages, safe from all scath now, would be blazing very high toward the heavens, and King Borrace’s red and black ship-sides would gleam with the reflection of the Greek fire, as the dragons of it leapt toward the harbour-mouth.

“Moreover, the Lord Hugh, in his fortified camp, holds his own well enough now against the three Dukes; who prowl always like accursed cowardly wolves as they are, gnashing their teeth when they think that their provisions cannot last much longer, not more than another month; and, stamping on the ground, invoke the devil, their cousin german, when they remember that not a blade of grass or ear of corn is left in the country behind them, laid waste as it was with fire, by the cruel fools as they marched: they, howling too for very rage when they see the wains in long lines entering Hugh’s camp, and when they hear the merry sound of the trumpets, mingled often with the chaunting of the priests and the singing of men, singing about death that is no death. Ah! they howl, the wolves disappointed enough now; but suppose Hugh were to weaken his camp so as no longer to be able to send out his swarm of light-armed, who prevent the enemy from spoiling the yet un-wasted country; then, also, no longer fearing an attack, the Dukes march nearer to him, get themselves corn and wine, cut off his supplies, march past him at last with their 50,000 men, not easy to destroy then. For cowards as the Dukes are, and imbecile drivellers, knowing nothing of war, yet have they along with them crafty captains, who, when their highnesses’ passions master them not, give good advice which is listened to, and the commoner sort, though robbers by nature and nurture, have yet a certain kind of courage, and much strength in body and skill of arms.”

In all the warrior’s faces you might have seen a gloomy conviction that his counsel was good; but they sat silent, it seemed such a shame to turn and flee before this enemy they had just beaten.

Yet never for a moment did they doubt but that their people would in the end prevail over the enemies that hemmed them in, whatever became of those 20,000 left alive there on the plain; and Barulf spoke to the better part of all their hearts, when he said:

“Does it then seem so hard a thing to you, sons of the men that go westward, that we, having fought for three days such a battle as this, should have at last to turn and flee, carrying our dead king with us? Oh! it is hard, very bitter and cruel, brothers; yet is it God’s will, and in his sight, doubtless, is as glorious as if we all died here in our places. And I am well assured that this and all things else only hasten us westward; it cannot be in any of your hearts that this people should fail. Nay, rather our sons’ sons in the after-time will speak of these as glorious days in which the nations hedged us about, but in which we prevailed mightily against them. — 

“But for another matter” — and as he spoke, the memory came across him bitterly that the king they had chosen but two years since lay dead before them now: then his face changed, and so it was with all of them, now that they were free to think of that loss; for, but a little time back, he had been with them; even just now, as they talked in their old way of fresh battles, and thought of the swinging of the swords, he had almost seemed to be there alive; but now — 

One of the priests who sat by him had fallen asleep, wearied out with tending the wounded and dying, and his head had fallen on his breast; another sat quite upright with his hands laid on his knees, thinking dreadful things of what was coming on the land; the third, a spare young man, black-haired and sallow-faced, in his nervous anxiety twitched at the border of his cope as he glanced about the tent, looking uneasily on the face, first of one, then of another, of those that sat there; the fourth, as he sat, sad-faced and great-eyed, thinking of his mother and sisters whom he had left in a castle of the lowland country, had taken one long yellow tress of the dead man’s hair, and was absently twining it about his fingers.

Then arose Leuchnar with about as miserable a look on his face as a good man can ever have, and said:

“Sir Barulf, I know what you were about to say, concerning the king” (a shudder ran through them all), “I have a message from the king to all of you. I was by him when the spear pierced his true heart; I drew him a little out of the fight; he said: ‘I am wounded to death; but, alive or dead, I must not leave this field, bury me just about where the enemy makes his last stand before he turns.’ For you see, knights, our dead lord was sure of this, that the fair city would be saved. Then the blood rising from his heart choked him somewhat, yet he said gaspingly: ‘Quick, Leuchnar, bend to my mouth.’ So I bent, and he said, faintly and hurriedly: ‘Undo my mail, and take the paper there, and give it to the lords and knights in council.’ So I took a paper from his breast over his heart; the spear had pierced it through, and had carried some of it into the wound, and the trickling blood had stained it; I took it from off the broken truncheon of the lance which was yet in the wound. I showed it to him, he bowed his head in token that all was well, when he had looked at it eagerly; then he said: ‘I wish to go, draw out the truncheon, faithful and true! poor Leuchnar!’ I drew it out; there was a great rush of blood; he smiled on me, and died.”

Thereon Leuchnar stepped from his place, and, going up to Barulf, gave him the paper, very much stained and torn. Barulf read it.

“Good saints, how strange! do you know what is written in it, Sir Leuchnar?”

“Nay, I but guess, Sir Barulf; for I did not open it.”

“Listen, knights!” said Barulf, and he read: “Knights and lords, if I die in this battle, as I think I shall, then (if so be it seem good to you) let Gertha, the daughter of Sigurd the husbandman, be queen in my stead; she lodges in the mother-city, with the abbess of St. Agnes’ Abbey of nuns.”

“Yes, I thought so,” said Leuchnar, scarcely however speaking to them, for he was thinking to himself of himself; his sorrow seemed to have lessened much, even in the reading of that letter, for he thought: “Now she is queen, and has this sorrow on her, I can serve her much better, and my love will not trouble her now as it would have done, for it will seem only like the love of a good subject to his mistress; and I will lessen every grief of hers as it arises, loving her so, never vexing her in the least; O selfish Leuchnar, to be glad of her sorrow! yet I am glad, not of her sorrow, but of my service that will be.”

These thoughts, and how many more, he thought in a single instant of time; how many pictures came up to be gazed on as it were for a long time, in that instant! pictures of his life before he saw her, and of the things which in his mind belonged to her; the white sandy shore that the low waves broke on; the feathering beech trees, with their tender green leaves in the early summer; king Borrace’s burnt ships, great logs 
 clomb over by the briony and clematis; the high-roofed cottage, whereon the loving golden-glowing stone-crop grew; — they came up before his eyes to be gazed at; and the heavy waxen candles burnt lower, the sleeping priest breathed heavily, the others sat in painful silence, nursing their grief; which things Leuchnar saw not because of those sweet pictures, even as they say that the drowning man, when the first fierce pain and struggle is over, sees no more the green, red-stained, swaying water-weeds, that lap his eyes and mouth, sees rather his old home, and all the things that have been, for memory is cruel-kind to men.
 

Still the candles flared and flickered in the gusts that stirred the tent, for the wind was rising with the moon; and at last the one nearest the tent door was blown out by a long blast, and the priest who had been sleeping awoke, drew up his body with a start, trying to fix his blinded blinking eyes on Sir Barulf’s face, as waked men use to do.

Thereat suddenly Barulf sprung to his feet, as if he too was waking from sleep, and cried out aloud:

“Rouse ye, lords and knights, that we may march to our queen! for, for my part, our queen she shall be; all he said and did was right and true when he was alive; and he was, and is, the wisest of all men, and she too is a right noble woman; was it never told you, knights, how she saved her father when king Borrace’s men took him prisoner? What say you, shall she be our queen?”

And they all said “Yea.”

Then again said Barulf: “Unless lords Edwin, Hugh, and Adolf gainsay it (as I have no doubt they will not), God save queen Gertha!”

Then they all stood up and said: “God save queen Gertha!”

And Barulf said: “Send a herald round about the army to proclaim Gertha queen, and to bid all to be ready to march some two hours before the setting of the moon. Cause also the knight who carries the great banner to be present, that we may bury the king.”

So when all was ready, the noblest of the knights, Barulf and Leuchnar among them, lifted up the bier whereon the king lay, and they marched together towards the burial-place; and the standard-bearer bore the great banner to flap above him, and the priests went before and after, chaunting; and a great body of knights and soldiers went with them as they marched over the plain; and the great moon, risen now, struck on their arms, threw the shadows of them weirdly on the dead that lay so thick among the trees, looked down on by the summer moon, rustled over by the full-leaved aspens.

They went a full mile, till they came to a place ringed about with aspen trees, about which the enemy that past day had been finally broken.

Here they buried him, standing about in a ring, in as thick ranks as ever in the battle; tearlessly and sternly they watched the incense smoke rising white in the moonlight, they listened to the

chaunting, they lifted up their voices, and very musically their sorrow of heart was spoken.

“Listen!” said king Borrace’s men, when they heard the singing; “Hark to the psalm-singing dogs! but by about this time to-morrow they will be beginning to leave off singing for good and all, for clearly the fools will wait to be killed, and we shall kill them all, and then hurrah for plunder!”

But the next day about noontide, when they, (not hurrying themselves, for they thought they were quite safe,) when they reached the camp, behold it was empty, for they all marched the night before, and were now still marching along the dusty road leagues and leagues from that battle-field.

Whereon king Borrace, instead of pursuing them, returned to his camp, where he gnashed his teeth for some half-hour or so, and held a great feast, he and his, and stayed on that field for three days,— “To give his army rest,” he said.

CHAP. IV. — GERTHA THE QUEEN.
 

And meantime how did it fare with Gertha?

The time passed slowly between hope and fear, and all the time was weary with a sick longing that would have been no less had he but gone out on a hunting expedition. She had pity too for those who were sick with love and dread, and all those who looked on her loved her.

Then one evening about sunset-time, as the nuns were singing in their chapel and she with them, as the low sun struck through the western window, and smote upon the gold about the altar till it changed it to a wonderful crimson, upon which the pale painted angels that flecked the gold showed purer and paler than ever — there came, on that sunset evening, far off and faint at first, across, over the roofs of the houses up to the hill whereon the Abbey stood, a sound of shouting mingled with the wailing of women, and the still sadder and more awful wailing of the great trumpets, which seemed to be the gathered sorrow from the hearts of the men, who themselves could not wail because of their manhood.

Tremblingly the nuns heard it, and their hymns fainted and died, as that awful sound of the indignant sorrow of a whole people going up to heaven rose and deepened, and swept onward: and Gertha turned pale even to the lips, and trembled too, at first, like an aspen-leaf, her heart beating so the while that she could hear the throbbings of it; but with a mighty effort she put back the trembling fever; she said low to herself: “He is dead, and I must not die yet.” Then she left her seat and walked, pale in her face like a marble statue, up to the altar; she turned round and faced the door and the sun, none hindering her, for they said, “she waits for news about the battle.”

The sun was on her forehead at first as she stood still, but it sunk lower till it touched her lips, and they seemed to quiver (though she held them still) in that flood of light.

So she stood, when lo! the clash of arms in the vestibule, and there entered armed knights without bowing to the altar or crossing themselves, Leuchnar first, then Barulf and some twenty lords following him; the others gazed about confusedly at first, but Leuchnar going before them all, walked swiftly up to the place where Gertha stood, and fell before her feet, spreading his arms out towards her as he did so, and his iron armour rattled with strange echo about the vaulted roof; she did not look at him, her eyes beheld rather the far off battle-field, and Olaf lying there somewhere under the earth.

“Queen Gertha,” he began; but his voice failed him for thronging memories; Sir Barulf and the others drew reverently towards the two, and waited a little way off standing in a half circle: he heaved a great sigh, then bent lower yet, till his mail clinked against the step whereon she stood, then suddenly raised his passionate eyes to hers, and gazed till she was forced to look on him both with heart and eyes.

She beheld him pityingly: he said again: “Queen Gertha!” (thereat she started) “Queen Gertha, he is dead.”

“O Leuchnar, I heard the trumpets sing it so, therefore I stayed here for his message; what is it?”

“That you must be Queen over us yet awhile, Lady Gertha.”

“Ah! and must I be; may I not go to him at once? for do you know, Leuchnar,” (and she stooped down low towards him, and laid her hand on his head as he knelt) “do you know, I saw him just now lying pale and cold, waiting for me, his arms stretched out this way towards me, his changed eyes looking longingly.”

“O noblest,” he said, “know you not with how many perils we are beset? Whose spirit but his can help us through, and with whom does it dwell but with you?”

She wept: “Leuchnar, though He call for me so, yet perhaps that is because he is sick and weak and scarce knows what he says: and I know that in his heart he desires above all things the safety of this people that goes westward; so I will be Queen till the last foe is vanquished — tell them so.”

 

Then he took her hand; how strangely as he held it did the poor flesh of him quiver, how his heart melted in the midst of his body! he held her hand — and said, “I am Queen Gertha’s liegeman.” Then sprung to his feet and called out aloud: “Sir Barulf and Knights all, come and do homage to Gertha, our Queen!”

Then each man knelt before her, and took her hand, and said, “I am Queen Gertha’s liegeman.”

Afterwards all standing about her together, but lower than she, clashed their swords and axes across her that rang out joyfully, wildly, half madly in that quiet place; while the sun grew lower so that its light fell on her bosom, and her face above looked out sad and pale and calm from among the flashing steel.

So that day Gertha was made Queen. And then all throughout the city you might have heard the ringing of hammers on iron as the armourers did their work, and the clinking of the masons’ trowels as they wrought at the walls, strengthening them; for the walls had grown somewhat weak, as it was very many years since any enemy had threatened the city with a land army.

And on the sixth day came King Borrace, having wasted the land far and wide as he marched. Now when he had sent a herald to demand the surrender of that city, who had not even been suffered to enter it, but had been answered scornfully from the walls, he gnashed his teeth, and mounting a great black horse and armed with a mace rode about, ordering his battle.

Then also Gertha, leaving her hall of Council, went round about the walls with a band of knights: over her robes of purple and crimson her glorious hair flowed loose, and a gold crown marked her, circling her head; while in her hand she bore a slim white rod for a leader’s staff.

Very faithful and true were all those in the town, both soldiers and women, but when she drew near to any, their faith grew so, that they seemed transported out of themselves; the women wept for very love, and the men shouted “Gertha! Gertha!” till all the air rang; and King Borrace muttered stupidly from between his teeth, “They are praying to their gods, the fools.” Then, turning about, he said to one who was master of his artillery; “Gasgan, son of a dog, bring up the catapults and shoot me down that woman there — there she goes, poking her head over the battlements — quick, O wretch begotten by the Devil’s ram.”

So Gasgan fixed his catapult and aimed the rugged stone at Gertha as she leaned over the wall, thinking, forgetting the fight and all, for him, just for a single instant.

He looked along the engine once, twice, thrice; once, twice, thrice he started back without letting the catch slip. “Dog,” said Borrace, riding up, “why shootest not?”

The man looked up with drops of cold sweat hanging to his brow, then stammered out,

“O my Lord, it is nothing, — that is, there is nothing there now, nor was there when I fitted the levers; but when my hand went to the bolt, each time I saw standing before me that man, the King who was slain the other day, his sword drawn in his hand, and frowning on me terribly; I cannot shoot, my Lord — O Lord, save me!” he shrieked at last, for Borrace, hitching up his great iron mace by its thong into his hand, began to swing it, putting back his lips from his teeth and setting his head forward.

“Son of a rotten sheep, can a ghost stop a stone from a petraria? go and join King Olaf.” So he struck him on the uplifted face, between the eyes, and Gasgan fell dead without a groan, not to be known any more by his wife or mother even, for the mace had shattered his skull.

“Now then,” said Borrace, “I will try the ghost of this fellow whom I slew once, and whom I will slay again, God being my help.”

He leapt down from his horse, and let his hand fall to the bolt, but just as he did so, before him, calm, but frowning, stood Olaf with bright-gleaming sword and yellow hair blown by the wind: “Art thou not dead then?” shouted Borrace furiously, and with a great curse he drew the bolt.

The stone flew fiercely enough, but not towards Gertha; it went sideways, and struck down two of Borrace’s own lords, dashing the life out of the first and maiming the other for life. Borrace flung on to his horse, howling out like a mad dog, “Witch! Witch!” and like a man possessed galloped toward the city as though he would leap wall and ditch, screaming such mad blasphemy as cannot be written.

After him very swiftly galloped some fifty knights and men-at-arms for his protection, and but just in time; for one of the city gates swung open, the drawbridge fell with a heavy thump, and out rode a single knight armed with a northern axe instead of a spear, slim in figure, but seeming to be good at war. He dashed through the first few of Borrace’s horsemen, who came up in scattered fashion because they had been riding as in a race, unhorsing a man to right and left of him as he passed through them, then made right at the King; as they met, Borrace struck out blind with rage at the knight, who putting aside the heavy mace smote him on the side of the helm, that he tumbled clean out of the saddle.

“Gertha! Gertha!” shouted the knight, and he caught Borrace’s horse by the bridle, and dashed off towards the gate again, where in the flanking towers the archers stood ready to cover his retreat; for some twenty yards as they galloped furiously on, Borrace dragged in the stirrup, then the stirrup-leather broke, and his horsemen seeing him lie still there, gave up the pursuit of the victorious knight, which was the better advised, as the first flight of arrows from the bowmen had already slain three outright, and wounded five, and they were again getting their strings to their ears.

“Gertha! Leuchnar for Gertha!” rang from the knight again, as he turned just before he crossed the drawbridge; but the last of the enemies stood up in his stirrups and poised his lance in act to throw; but before it left his hand an arrow had leapt through his throat, and he fell dead. “Gertha!” shouted the archer. And then again the drawbridge swayed up, letting little stones fall into the moat from it, down rattled the portcullis, and the heavy gate swung to.

Then presently arose mightily the cry of “Gertha! Gertha, the Queen!”

But withal, when the pirates found that King Borrace was not slain, but only very much bruised, they advanced their engines, and the catapults and balistæ and rams shook the wall, and made many sore cracks in the older parts, and the arrows flew like hail, and the “cats,” great wooden towers covered with skins to protect them from fire, began to rise against the town.

Nevertheless, through all that weary day, though the defenders were so few for the great length of wall, they fought cheerfully and with good faith, like the men they were.

So that when they brought news to battered King Borrace, who lay tossing on his bed, concerning how little progress they had made, he gnashed his teeth, and cursed and was right mad.

And all the while through the thunder of the balistæ stones against the wall, through the howling of the catapult stones as they came among them into the city, through the gaunt uplifting of the misshapen rams, through the noise of the sledge-hammers clamping the iron bands of the cat-towers, through the whirr of arrows, through wounds and weariness, and death of friends, still rose the shout of “Gertha! Gertha the Queen! Gertha!”

Guess whether many people lay awake that night, or rather whether any slept at all, save those who were utterly wearied out by that day’s fighting or by their own restless excitement. Many did not even try to sleep, but sat round about the cold hearth telling stories; brave stories, mostly of the good old times that were fathers to the good times now; or else they would go about the walls in an eager fever to see what was going on; and some there were who stood all that night by the bed of some sorely wounded friend; and some, mother, lover, friend, stood also by bedsides holding the cold hands with bitter thoughts that were hard to bear.

That night was dark, with much gusty wind and a drizzle of rain, therefore, though it was August and the days long, yet it was quite dark by nine o’clock, and a little after twilight the enemies’ petrariæ left off playing, so that the besieged had rest: but before daybreak the drizzle had changed to steady rain, the wind having fallen.

Even before dawn the camp was a-stir, and two hours afterwards the cat-towers were again building, and the battering had begun again.

And so that day passed, through the rainy hours of it; and about two hours after noon the enemy tried to scale the lowest part of the wall near the harbour. Thereupon Gertha came to that part and looked on the fighters from a tower with a circle of knights round about. Therefore her people waxed so valiant, that though the pirates, fighting like madmen, fixed the ladders to the wall even through the storm of arrows and stones, (for the tide was out and there was no water now round about the wall,) they were nevertheless driven back with great slaughter.

Also, on the other side of the town, one of the cat-towers was fired, and many perished miserably therein.

That evening Gertha sat and took council with her lords and knights; whereon Leuchnar arose and said, “Noble lady, we must make a sortie, and collect every man, and every boy too, to guard the walls meanwhile, for we are very few to guard so great a city, and the enemy is very many; half our men are utterly worn out with these two days’ fighting, coming so close upon their long march; the walls, either old and crumbling, or new and still damp, are cracked in twenty places: they are making a great raft for the crossing of the moat; go to the open window, lady, and you will hear, though it is night, the sound of their hammers busy on it. When King Borrace can put on his armour again, (would that I had slain him outright!) we shall be attacked in twenty places at once, and then I fear it will go hard with the fair city; we must make a night attack, and do all the burning and slaying that we may.”

“Dear knight,” said Barulf, “you are young and wise, this thing must be done: let some one get together two thousand of our best men, and those that are least wearied; let them be divided into two bands, and march out, the one by Gate St. George, the other by the East Gate; you, Sir Leuchnar, shall lead the one out of Gate St. George, and I will lead the other.”

He said this last quite eagerly, and the colour sprang up to his face: Gertha looked at him half shyly, then spoke to him.

“Nay, Sir Barulf, are you not then too old for blushing? Except for the last word your speech was very wise, but that spoilt it rather, for you must stay behind with us, some one else must go.”

She smiled serenely as she spoke; indeed she seemed quite happy now, seeing prophetically perhaps that the end drew near.

“And I?” said Leuchnar, “may I not go?”

“Go, fair knight, and the Lord keep you from all harm.”

But Barulf said, smiling also; “As for me, Queen Gertha, you know best, so I will stay behind, and hope to get a good drive at the three Dukes; they will keep, doubtless; may the Lord make their hands light! but who shall go in my stead?”

She looked round the noble assembly, and her eyes fixed on a young knight who sat over against her; their eyes met, and he seemed to Gertha to resemble somewhat her king, who was waiting for her near the poplar-trees. So she said:

“Sir knight, I know not your name; you I mean, with the blue surcoat and the golden Chevron on it; but will you take this service upon you?”

He had been gazing at her all the time they had sat there, and when he heard her speaking to him it must have seemed to him as if they two were alone together, for he looked this way and that, just as though he feared that some one might hear what they said one to the other; he rose and fell before her feet, not knowing if he were in Heaven or not, for his yearning was so strong that it almost satisfied itself. He muttered something almost inaudible about his unworthiness.

She gazed at him as he lay there with that inexpressible pity and tenderness in her face, which made all men love her so, trust in her.

“Wait, fair knight, and rise I pray you; have you Father or Mother alive yet?”

“No, Lady,” he said, still kneeling, like a suppliant for dear life.

“Any sisters or brothers?”

“None, Lady Gertha, now.”

“Have you a Lover?”

“Yea — one whom I love.”

Oh how the look of pity deepened in her eyes! what wonder that every nerve trembled in his body?

“And would she give it to your charge to lead a desperate sortie, young as you are, with ‘life all before you,’ as men say?”

“Will she bid me go?” he said.

“Poor boy! — yet go — in the after-time we shall meet again, whatever happens, and you and Olaf will be friends, and you will see all his glory. What is your name?”

“Richard.”

“Farewell, Richard,” and she gave him her hand to kiss; then he departed, saying no word, and sat outside for a minute or two, quite bewildered with his happiness.

Then came Leuchnar, and they went together to see concerning the men they wanted, and as they went they told each other that which was nearest their hearts: then said Richard:

“This is about the happiest time of my life, since I was a child; shall we not fight well, Sir Leuchnar?”

“Yes,” he said, “we ought both to praise God, Sir Richard, that, things being so, he has shown us so clearly what to do; I remember now how often in the past days I used after my fashion to torment myself, with thinking how ever I should pass the time if it chanced that my love (when it came, for love of all kinds was long in coming to my dull heart) should fail me; and now God calls us merely to spend a few hours in glorious fight, and then doubtless he will give us forgetfulness till we see her again: and all this I have not at all deserved, for though men’s lips formed themselves to speak my name often, praising it for my many good deeds, yet the heart knoweth its own bitterness, and I know wherefore I did such things, not for God’s glory, but for my glory.”

“Does not God then accept a man’s deeds, even if he stumble up to do them through mixed motives, part bad and part good? is it not written, ‘by their fruits ye shall know them?’ — and your fruits — how often when I have heard men talking of you have I longed to be like you, so brave and wise and good!”

“Ah! the fruits, the fruits!” said Leuchnar, “when I think what the lawful fruits of my thoughts were, I shudder to see how near the Devil’s House I have passed. Pray for me in the battle, Richard.”

“You are very good and humble, Leuchnar,” he said, “and I know not what good the prayers of such an one as I am could do you, but I will pray. Yet I myself have been careless about deeds at all; I have loved beauty so much that I fear if any crime had at any time stood between me and beauty I should have committed that crime to reach it; yet has God been so kind to me, and kindest of all in this, that I who have done nothing all my life long yet, should do this and then die.”

“And it is good to do one thing, and then die,” said Leuchnar; “farewell.”

So they departed each to his own band; and by this time the rain had ceased, the wind had risen, and was now blowing strong from the sea; the clouds were clearing off somewhat, but it was not quite bright; moreover the moon, though it had risen, was pretty much behind the clouds.

The two thousand horsemen went, each thousand in its own direction, very quietly along the streets; they opened Gate St. George quite quietly also, and Leuchnar passed out at the head of his men. Now on each side of that gate was a cat-tower; so a hundred men were sent to each of these to burn them first; they were then to follow the main body, doing such damage as they could to the petrariæ along their way: now this side of the camp happened to be very carelessly guarded, scarcely guarded at all in fact; there was no one in the cats, and the guards about fifty in number, who ought to have been watching them, were asleep some twenty yards off; so both parties succeeded in firing the cats, taking care to put such store of tow and flax mingled with pitch into them that it should be impossible to drown the flames; moreover the guards awakened by the trampling of the horses and roar of the flames were put to the sword as they rose, sleepy, bewildered, unable to use their arms: then the two hundred men, burning as they went along the altogether unguarded petrariæ on their path, soon joined the main body, and they all rode on swiftly toward the camp, just beginning to stir because of the noise, and the flare of the burning cats. A few minutes’ gallop brought Leuchnar to the foremost tents, which were fired, and then through the smoke and flame Leuchnar dashed into King Borrace’s camp at the head of his thousand horsemen.

At first there was scarce any resistance, the men were cut down and speared as they ran half-armed from out of the burning tents, and the flames spread in the rising wind; but the alarm too spreading, and many bands coming up in good order, Leuchnar was surrounded almost before he knew it; so in a pause in the fight he looked about him to see how he and his could die most to the advantage of the People; he listened and looked toward the East Gate, there were no flames to be seen in that quarter where Richard was to have fired the great balistæ and the rams and the raft for the crossing of the moat; for, to leave Leuchnar about to do something desperate, some of King Borrace’s men on that side had heard a stir in the town, and the bravest of them had gone to tell him: for at this time he was well nigh mad with his foil, and raged like the Devil himself, to whom indeed he must have been nearly related, and the service of telling him anything like bad news was indeed a desperate one. However as I said, some brave men plucked up heart of grace to go and tell him that the townsmen seemed to be about to make a sally on that side of the camp.

He answered them first of all by throwing four javelins at them, one after another; for he had a sheaf of those weapons put by his bedside for that very purpose; one of them was wounded by this javelin-flight, the others by careful dodging managed to avoid him: then at last he listened to them, and being rather sobered ordered 5000 horsemen to fetch a compass and charge Richard’s party in the rear when he was well drawn out towards the balistæ, which, as they were larger on this side, (for it was on this side that the enemy hoped most to make a breach,) were farther from the walls that they might be out of the range of the townsmen’s engines.

So when Richard came out of the East Gate very softly, this band of 5000 men was quite close to him, and the balistæ were guarded by a great body of archers and slingers; and neither horsemen nor archers could be seen, because, the night being gusty, the moon was at that time behind the clouds: so then Rolf coming near to one of the great balistæ sent aside fifty men to fire it, who were straightway attacked in front and flank by arrow-flights, so that all those who were not armed in proof were either slain or too badly wounded to retreat; the rest rode back in haste to the main body, which had halted as soon as Richard saw how matters went: then indeed would Sir Richard and all his men have died without helping Gertha, or the People that went westward, much, as men count help: but the Captain of those 5000 thought he would not attack Richard from behind, lest he should ride down his own people in the darkness, who he saw had already had some contest with the townsmen; but thinking that he would turn at once toward the town meant to fall on him as he retreated without order.

But Richard, seeing well how things had really gone, turned round to his men, and called out, “Keep well together, and fight well for Gertha” — then, “Sound trumpets, and Richard for Gertha!” So they dashed right at the camp at the gallop, and entered it close to Borrace’s tent, where it was not deep but straggling.

Now Borrace, thinking that nothing else could happen but that the townsmen should all be slain close to the walls, was standing near his tent, talking to some of his Captains, and armed all save his helm; for he was now well, or nearly well of his bruises, and intended to lead an attack the next day. So there he stood, and four Captains with him, he twirling his mace about in his nervous excitement, and sometimes looking uneasily at those that stood by, as if he thought they were getting something out of him. Judge of his astonishment when he heard Richard’s shout of “Gertha,” and then the thunder of the horsehoofs.

“Curse that witch!” he ground out from between his teeth, “shall I never hear the last of her? only I think when I have seen her well burnt out of hand, after that” — 

“For your life, my lord! for your life! they are coming this way, they will be over us in a minute!” and he turned and ran, and ran well too; and Borrace also began to run, and got clear out of the way of the main body, and would have escaped but that a certain knight, espying him, and knowing well the villainous wolf’s face of the man, as he looked over his shoulder, under the clearing moon, turned off a little and rode at him while he ran like ten men, crying out with a great laugh as he knocked him over, “Twice, O King Borrace!”

And indeed King Borrace was not knocked over thrice, for this time the brains were fairly knocked out of his smashed head by the great horsehoofs, the knight having disdained to use his sword on a runaway, and besides, being a genial sort of man, he had a kind of contemptuous pity for so stupid a brute, and thought to give him a chance.

However when the horsemen had ridden past, the Captains came back to see first of all what had become of their Lord and Master, for they had seen him go over, and with very mixed feelings. They found him as I said with his brains knocked out, and quite dead, whereat the first, Lord Robert, lifted his eyebrows and gave a long

whistle in utter astonishment that so slight a matter as a horse should have slain him, for his head seemed to be solid and mostly of oak. But Sebald, the second of them, lifted his foot and dug his heel deep in the already fearfully lacerated face of the dead tyrant saying as he did so,

“Beast and devil, remember my sister! I told you then I would do this one time or other,” (and again he stamped,) “said so openly, yet you took me into your service instead of killing me as I hoped you would, madman that you were.”

For in his madness of half-satisfied vengeance it seemed to him that he had slain him with his own hands; but suddenly it came across him how it was, and he said:

“Yet, O God! to think that I am disappointed in my revenge: yet still it is pleasant to do this, though another man slew him;” and again his heel came down on the dead King’s wretched face: then he stooped down and put his hands to the warm blood that flowed from the wounds, and raised them to his lips and drank, and the draught seemed to please him.

Meanwhile Gherard, the third Captain, who had at first stood still without saying a word and apparently in deep thought, suddenly started, and catching hold of Sebald by the shoulder said savagely: “Fool! can’t you stop that play-acting? Keep it till you are by yourself, for it is thrown away upon us, I can tell you; and don’t you see all of you that this must not be known? quick! quick! help me to carry him into the tent; here Sebald, man, lift and quick — ah!” he said, turning round and glancing about uneasily, “where is Erwelt? but you carry him while I” — 

And he darted off after the fourth Captain (Erwelt), who had somehow disappeared, a man of mincing manners, very elaborately dressed.

So Sebald and Robert, as they lifted the body, saw Gherard as he ran in great bounds towards Erwelt; they saw his hand slide down to his dagger, but there was no weapon in the sheath; he ground his teeth with vexation, but still went on till he had overtaken his man; then he touched him on the shoulder and said: “Erwelt, I want to speak to you.” “Well,” said the other, “what is it?” But his heart sank and he felt as if Death stood before him, dart and all, as indeed he did, for Gherard was a very strong man, and, as he saw Erwelt’s hand go down towards the dagger-hilt, he felled him with a quick blow between the eyes, then before he could recover was kneeling on him; he dragged the broad double-edged dagger from its jewelled sheath, and buried it thrice in Erwelt’s breast, then drew it across his throat from ear to ear; then, thrusting the dagger back again into its sheath, after he had carefully wiped it on the white and blue velvet of the dead man’s dress, he sprang up and ran back towards the King’s tent, leaving the body to lie piteously under the moon which was shining out from dark purple hollows between the clouds.

The light of it flashed on the poor fop’s jewels, shone on his upturned face and gashed throat and feeble nerveless hands. How much more dreadful was that one corpse than all the many, lying now nearer to the walls; than those even who lay with ghastly breakings of the whole frame torn by great stones; or slain by wounds that struck them haphazard in strange unlikely places: or slain as they lay already wounded; or who lay with their bodies twisted into unimaginable writhings brought about by pain and fear. All these and many more, many, very many of each sort, they were altogether less horrible than this one corpse of a murdered man.

The murderer found the others already in the tent, for Robert had said: “Sebald, don’t let us see that; you and I know nothing about it for the present; for we must hold together; and for my part I vote that we let Gherard work for us, he is such a clever fellow.”

Sebald made no answer; his eyes were dry, his throat was dry, his heart was dry with intense thinking if by any means he could extend his vengeance beyond the present world. He thought of all the curses he had ever heard; how meaningless and uninventive they all seemed when set beside his hatred! he thought so that I know not into what uttermost hell he had dragged his own heart; he certainly did not feel as if he were on earth; his head grew dizzy, he could scarcely walk under his burden, but somehow between them they managed to get the body into the tent unperceived.

Then he thought: “I can bear this no longer, I must think of something else just now; but I will make it the work of my whole life hereafter.”

So then Gherard burst in, muttering from between his teeth, “so much for one marplot:” and Sebald woke up and was in the world again.

So they began to talk, Robert sitting down and with his elbow on the table, stroking his cheek with his open hand; Sebald standing still, with knit brows, and blood-stained hands crossed over his breast; while Gherard walked up and down, twisting his fingers together behind his back, his cheek all a-flush and his eyes glistening — and Erwelt lay stiffening in the moonlight. So those three fell a-plotting.

Meanwhile such a hubbub and confusion had been going on before the walls as if the fiends were loose; for the archers, when Richard had passed beyond hope of pursuit, having sent a few arrows into the darkness at nothing, turned and looked about them.

Now they knew nothing at all concerning those horsemen who had been sent to take Richard in the rear, so, seeing some helmets glittering in the somewhat doubtful moonlight, they advanced a little towards them, and, thinking as a matter of course that they were from the town, sent two or three flights of arrows among them as an experiment, getting ready to run away in case they should be too many for them, doing all this before the horsemen could shout out that they were from the camp; and when they did so, the townsmen, seeing clearly that Richard and his men were away, opened a heavy fire on everything that they saw, and Borrace’s archers believed that the horsemen lied, and still shot all they might.

Whereon the horsemen changed their minds, and settled that these were another band of men from the town whom they had not counted on, and so charged with a good will, especially as the long-bows and cross-bows and petrariæ were playing on them diligently from the city-walls.

Now the archers were more numerous than the horsemen, and, though not so well armed, fought stoutly, throwing away their bows and using their axes and swords, nor did they find out their mistake till many were slain both of horsemen and archers, and even then they were quite ready to go on with that work from sheer rage and vexation of heart; but restraining themselves, and being restrained by their leaders, they got separated somehow, and marched back to their own quarters, where one and all swore that they would stay, nor move again that night for man or Devil, whatever happened.

And so they fell to drinking all they might. But Sir Richard and all his, having won through the camp with but little opposition, (for the enemy were all drawn off other-where,) crossed the river that lay beyond, by a broad shallow ford that he knew well, (higher up it passed by that cottage,) then took mere bridle-ways and waggon-roads through the woods that lay beyond the river, after he had told his men that he intended making a circuit and falling from behind on that part of the camp where Leuchnar was. “For he is probably hard pressed by this time,” said he, “the sortie being from the first somewhat desperate and wild though necessary.” And he made this circuit lest he should be cut off before he could reach Leuchnar; had he known that there would be no pursuit, (there would have been but for Borrace’s death, and the happy clash between the horsemen and archers) — had he known all this he would certainly not have gone so far about, or gone through such intricate ways where the men could not help straggling.

So the rain-drops fell in showers on their armour as they past, from the low tree-boughs brushed by their crests and lowered spears; the moon flashed on the wet leaves that danced in the rushing sea-wind; with whirr of swift wings the wood-pigeon left the wood.

How often had Richard wandered here in the past days! what thoughts were his in those old times, of the glory of his coming manhood! what wonder at the stories of lovers that he read, and their deeds! what brave purposes never to be fulfilled! yet he meant them then honestly enough, yet he was to do one deed at the last if only one, that was something; and as he thought this he straightway drove thoughts of all other things from his mind, and thought of what he should do now.

He called a halt, and listened; then perceiving clearly that there was no pursuit at all, he led his men out of the woods, by a way he knew well, round toward Gate St. George, but cautiously and quietly for fear of an attack from the camp.

Then after awhile they halted again, and he heard the noise of the irregular mêlée I have told you about, and could scarce account for it; he heard the noise of the fight about where Leuchnar was; and he heard withal another sound that made his heart beat with hope: it was a far-off sound swelling and fainting in the rise and fall of the southwest wind that blew from over the sea, the sound of triumphant trumpets: he leaned forward from his saddle to listen better, and many a soldier’s eyes sparkled as he cried out suddenly, “Victory! it is Edwin — quick to Leuchnar!” So away they went toward Gate St. George at a smart pace.

They drew rein when they came within a few minutes’ gallop from the camp that their horses might not go blown into the battle, then advanced with as little noise as possible, till they drew near and saw the enormous masses of the enemy surging round something which they knew well to be Leuchnar in a desperate case.

Then shouted their leader, “Richard! Richard for Gertha!” and with one mighty charge, which scattered the enemy to right and left, they were buried in the enormous multitude that was in vain striving to break Leuchnar’s array.

For he, trying to win his way back to the city that he might sally out at the East Gate to the aid of Sir Richard, beset as he thought he was, as he was doing this he was first cut off from the city and driven back towards the camp, and then surrounded.

Whereupon the horsemen having dismounted formed a great square with closely planted shields, and long spears set out like the teeth of a great beast, and on this square King Borrace’s horsemen, that were King Borrace’s no more now, had wasted their strength for long: for howsoever many men of it were slain by the arrows and slings or by the hurling of the long lances, yet the living filled up the places of the dead, and the square, though lessening every moment, was not broken when Richard made that charge, and joined Leuchnar: having hewn his way through with most of his men to that square of serried spears, “Brother!” he shouted, “hold out yet awhile, for Edwin is coming in triumph over the sea, and we must live till then.”

So they joined their two bands, and made a thicker and larger square than before, having cleared a space by one or two desperate charges, and soon the fight was fiercer than ever.

But the men fell fast before the arrow-flights and they grew utterly wearied with standing there on foot; in pauses of the fight very anxiously did Richard and Leuchnar listen, and they heard a snatch now and then of the dear trumpet-music, and hoped, or tried to hope: yet it seemed that they must die before help came, the greater part at least.

Then an arrow whistled, and Leuchnar staggered and bowed forward; he was wounded, not mortally indeed, but it dizzied and confused him. Almost at the same time the crowd opened, and there rose a shout of “Gherard! Gherard!” Forthwith a fresh band of horsemen charged, all armed in proof and splendidly mounted, with Gherard himself at the head of them.

How it all happened Richard scarce knew, but so it was that they broke the terrible hedge of spears, and presently each man found himself fighting separately or with one or two friends about him; tired men too against fresh ones, men on foot against horsemen, and all things seemed desperate.

Yet even then between all the clash of the battle Richard heard the roar of the bells from all the belfries and the shouting of the people. Edwin had landed. Then as he thought of this he grew half mad to think that they should die before the very eyes of their friends, and shouted out “Gertha! fight on, brave lads, and gather together all you may!” He with some half dozen of his own men tried to gather others again, but, while he struggled desperately, his great sword flashing this way and that, but rising duller from every stroke because of the blood on it, he was suddenly borne away, and Leuchnar beheld him alone amidst a ring of foes, saw his sword still flashing for a little, then saw him fall with many wounds and lie dead, at peace at last.

He himself, though surrounded by a band of friends, was sorely wounded; and, sick with pain and loss of blood, he had nearly fainted; and the few around him were falling, falling fast under axe and sword and spear, when lo! the gates open, and the cry of “Edwin for Gertha!” rings all about, thousands pour out of the great gates, over the bridge, there is a sharp fight, and the bodies at least of Leuchnar and Richard are rescued.

For the pirates are driven back to their camp, not to stay quiet there for long; for even as they stand at bay about their tents the word goes that Borrace is slain; nor only so; the moon sinks, the east begins to redden, and within an hour after her setting many new spears fleck the clear light; the advanced guard of the Lord Hugh’s victorious army who have marched night-long to come to the help of the fair city.

Close them all about, brave sons of the men that go westward! Borrace is dead, Gherard is dead, Erwelt is dead, Sebald lies bleeding to death from four sore wounds, Robert fled soon, but was drowned in crossing the river.

The cats are on fire, the petrariæ are in ashes, all the camp is one blaze, everywhere the foe are throwing their arms away and crying for quarter, soon they are all slain, wounded, or prisoners.

Meanwhile a messenger, pale and worn out, is brought to Gertha, and kneels down before her feet; he says, “Lady, I have a message for you.” (O Gertha! words spoken before.)

“Quick, good man,” she says, “for these things draw to an end;” and a smile of quiet triumph passes across her pale face.

“Three days ago,” he says, “the Emperor strove to force the passes; he and three of his captains were slain, and my Lord Adolf will be here soon.”

“Thank God!” she says, “but you, poor man, what reward for you? ah! sleep has overmastered him:” for he has fallen forward before her so that his head rests on her feet; she touches him, takes his hand to raise him up; it is stonecold, he is dead.

But for these men of King Borrace — let the wounded go to our hospitals that they may learn there something of love which they have not even dreamed about as yet; let the slain be buried, and lie under the earth, under the grass among the roots of the land they came to conquer: let the prisoners depart unarmed, but with provisions for their journey, let them cross the frontier, and never trouble the good land more, lest a worse thing befall them.

CHAP. V. — WHAT EDITH THE HANDMAIDEN SAW FROM THE WAR-SADDLE.
 

And in the fresh morning sat Gertha the Queen in the body, while her spirit was a long way off, and round about her sat the Lords and Knights with flushed joyful faces, she alone pale though calm and serene, for she too was joyful.

Then into the midst of the great hall they bore Leuchnar dying from his many wounds, not in great pain, for his spirit was leaving his body gently, as if he were worn out merely.

And Gertha rose from her throne and went to meet them that bore him, and there was a flutter along the tapestry that the hall was hung with, as the wind rushed through the opened door, and therewithal Gertha woke, her spirit came again as if Olaf had sent it.

So she gazed at him as he had hoped she might, as a Queen on her faithful subject: before this, often a certain uneasy feeling, not pity exactly, used to come across her when she saw him; it used to seem such a hard thing to her that it should be thus; it was just such a feeling as might have turned to love with one less constant than Gertha: but now even this was gone, and Leuchnar felt that it was so, even by the look of her eyes upon him.

And he, raising himself, hardly said to her, “Queen Gertha, I am come to say farewell for a little.”

“Poor Leuchnar, who loved me so!”

“Nay,” he said, “happy Leuchnar, who loves you still! in the time to come it may be that lovers, when they have not all they wish for, will say, ‘Oh! that we might be as Leuchnar, who died for Queen Gertha in the old time!’”

“True,” she said, “farewell, Sir Leuchnar.”

Oh! how eagerly he took her hand! “Happy Leuchnar,” he said faintly, then, “Domine, in manus tuas,” and he fell asleep, his head falling back.

For a short time she stood, holding his dead hand; then gently disengaged it and laid it with the other one, crossing them downwards.

Then they carried him out again silently; and again ran that tremour through the gold wrought hangings, and her spirit had gone away again.

And within a while, as the great sun rose higher, came the sound of trumpets, and the roar of the bells from all the belfries: Adolf was come.

How near the end drew.

That noontide was windless, cloudless, and very bright, except that a soft haze had sprung up everywhere from the moist earth, into which all things far and fair melted.

She came from the midst of that knot of Lords that had clustered about her, and with her dark hair loose, stood in the balcony above the people, and through the hearts of all thrilled her clear speech.

“God has been very good to us, friends, and we have conquered, and now you must let me go as you promised. And you may grieve that I must go, and wish me back often, but still I must go: it is not only because I wish to go that I must leave you, but I cannot help it: I think, nay am sure, that this also is best both for you and me. If I were Queen much longer you would be disappointed with me, yet would not say so, because you love me.

“Think now! I am but Gertha, the peasant’s daughter, and I know it was only the spirit of your dead Lord working in me that made you love me so. But if I were Queen for long I should come to be only Gertha again; so I must go. And if you will, let Barulf, who is old, but very wise, be King.”

There was sad silence for a little when she had finished, then a confused sound of weeping, and sobs, and earnest wishes went up towards the balcony, where she stood with her arms lying down her side: already she looked as if she were a different kind of being from them: she said,

“Will you have Barulf for your King? if you will, say so to pleasure me; then farewell.”

They shouted, “Barulf! God save King Barulf!” and lo! even in that shout she had vanished, like an angel that comes from heaven when God lends him, and goes to heaven again when God calls him.

Gertha walked over the field of battle; no meadow of sweet waving grass and lovely flowers, but something very horrible to gaze at, to pass over.

Yet she did not seem to take note of any of its horrors: her handmaiden was with her; but when they came within fifty yards of the aspen circle where he lay, she charged her to stop, and watch all that came to pass there, that she might tell the people hereafter.

So the handmaiden sat down there on the mournful battle-field on some great war-saddle that had been thrown down there.

But Gertha, when she had kissed her, left her and walked toward those aspen-trees; she was clad in her old peasants’ raiment again, and was quite without ornament of gold or jewels; only, her black hair hung braided on either side of her face and round about her head was a garland of yellow flowering stone-crop, such as he wore in his helmet that battle-day: but now when she entered the circle of aspens there seemed to be silence over all the earth, except that when she first stepped among the shadows of the trees, a faint breeze rose out of the south, and the lightly-hung leaves shivered, the golden haze trembled.

Now although all the rest of the battle-field was trodden into bloody mud, dry now again, but loaded with all dreadful things, this spot yet kept the summer flowers, neither was there any mark of his grave.

So there lay down Gertha, and the blue speedwell kissed her white cheek; there her breath left her, and she lay very still, while the wind passed over her now and then, with hands laid across her breast.

Nevertheless this was what Edith, her handmaiden, said to Barulf the King, and his Lords and Knights:

“And so I sat on the war-saddle and watched, and as my Lady stepped forward to enter that circle of trees, I saw my Lord Olaf, the King, as clearly as before he died, step forward to meet her, and he caught her in his arms, and kissed her on the mouth and on both cheeks.

“And they two were together there for hours (talking it seemed), sometimes sitting on the flowers and grass;

(for that spot, my lords, is not trodden as the rest of the field is;) sometimes walking from tree to tree with fingers interlaced.

“But just about sunset time, I felt as if I must needs go and speak to my dear Lady once again, and hold her hand again: so I went up trembling; and lo! my Lord Olaf was not there any more, and I saw my Lady Gertha only, lying dead upon the flowers, with her hands crossed over her breast, and a soft wind that came from the place where the sun had set shook the aspen leaves. So I came away.”

Thereat the King and his Knights wondered.

And the People raised a mighty Church above the place where they lay, in memory of Olaf’s deeds and Gertha’s love: and soon about the Church there gathered a fair City, that was very famous in the after-time.

Yet it was strange that this Church, though the people wrought at it with such zeal and love, was never finished: something told them to stop by then they had reached the transepts of it: and to this day the mighty fragment, still unfinished, towering so high above the city roofs toward the sky, seems like a mountain cliff that went a wandering once, and by earnest longing of the lowlanders was stayed among the poplar trees for ever.






  








SVEND AND HIS BRETHREN
 

A king in the olden time ruled over a mighty nation: a proud man he must have been, any man who was king of that nation: hundreds of lords, each a prince over many people, sat about him in the council chamber, under the dim vault, that was blue like the vault of heaven, and shone with innumerable glistenings of golden stars.

North, south, east, and west spread that land of his, the sea did not stop it; his empire clomb the high mountains, and spread abroad its arms over the valleys of them; all along the sea-line shore cities set with their crowns of towers in the midst of broad bays, each fit, it seemed, to be a harbour for the navies of all the world.

Inland the pastures and cornlands lay, chequered much with climbing, over-tumbling grape vines, under the sun that crumbled their clods, and drew up the young wheat in the spring-time, under the rain that made the long grass soft and fine, under all fair fertilising influences: the streams leapt down from the mountain tops, or cleft their way through the ridged ravines; they grew great rivers, like seas each one.

The mountains were cloven, and gave forth from their scarred sides wealth of ore and splendour of marble; all things this people that King Valdemar ruled over could do; they levelled mountains, that over the smooth roads the wains might go, laden with silk and spices from the sea: they drained lakes, that the land might yield more and more, as year by year the serfs, driven like cattle, but worse fed, worse housed, died slowly, scarce knowing that they had souls; they builded them huge ships, and said that they were masters of the sea too; only, I trow the sea was an unruly subject, and often sent them back their ships cut into more pieces than the pines of them were, when the adze first fell upon them; they raised towers, and bridges, and marble palaces with endless corridors rose-scented, and cooled with welling fountains.

They sent great armies and fleets to all the points of heaven that the wind blows from, who took and burned many happy cities, wasted many fields and valleys, blotted out from the memory of men the names of nations, made their men’s lives a hopeless shame and misery to them, their women’s lives disgrace, and then came home to have flowers thrown on them in showers, to be feasted and called heroes.

Should not then their king be proud of them?  Moreover they could fashion stone and brass into the shapes of men; they could write books; they knew the names of the stars, and their number; they knew what moved the passions of men in the hearts of them, and could draw you up cunningly, catalogues of virtues and vices; their wise men could prove to you that any lie was true, that any truth was false, till your head grew dizzy, and your heart sick, and you almost doubted if there were a God.

Should not then their king be proud of them?  Their men were strong in body, and moved about gracefully — like dancers; and the purple-black, scented hair of their gold-clothed knights seemed to shoot out rays under the blaze of light that shone like many suns in the king’s halls.  Their women’s faces were very fair in red and white, their skins fair and half-transparent like the marble of their mountains, and their voices sounded like the rising of soft music from step to step of their own white palaces.

Should not then their king be proud of such a people, who seemed to help so in carrying on the world to its consummate perfection, which they even hoped their grandchildren would see?

Alas! alas! they were slaves — king and priest, noble and burgher, just as much as the meanest tasked serf, perhaps more even than he, for they were so willingly, but he unwillingly enough.

They could do everything but justice, and truth, and mercy; therefore God’s judgments hung over their heads, not fallen yet, but surely to fall one time or other.

For ages past they had warred against one people only, whom they could not utterly subdue; a feeble people in numbers, dwelling in the very midst of them, among the mountains; yet now they were pressing them close; acre after acre, with seas of blood to purchase each acre, had been wrested from the free people, and their end seemed drawing near; and this time the king, Valdemar, had marched to their land with a great army, to make war on them, he boasted to himself, almost for the last time.

A walled town in the free land; in that town, a house built of rough, splintery stones; and in a great low-browed room of that house, a grey-haired man pacing to and fro impatiently: ‘Will she never come?’ he says, ‘it is two hours since the sun set; news, too, of the enemy’s being in the land; how dreadful if she is taken!’  His great broad face is marked with many furrows made by the fierce restless energy of the man; but there is a wearied look on it, the look of a man who, having done his best, is yet beaten; he seemed to long to be gone and be at peace: he, the fighter in many battles, who often had seemed with his single arm to roll back the whole tide of fight, felt despairing enough now; this last invasion, he thought, must surely quite settle the matter; wave after wave, wave after wave, had broken on that dear land and been rolled back from it, and still the hungry sea pressed on; they must be finally drowned in that sea; how fearfully they had been tried for their sins.  Back again to his anxiety concerning Cissela, his daughter, go his thoughts, and he still paces up and down wearily, stopping now and then to gaze intently on things which he has seen a hundred times; and the night has altogether come on.

At last the blast of a horn from outside, challenge and counter-challenge, and the wicket to the court-yard is swung open; for this house, being in a part of the city where the walls are somewhat weak, is a little fortress in itself, and is very carefully guarded.  The old man’s face brightened at the sound of the new comers, and he went toward the entrance of the house where he was met by two young knights fully armed, and a maiden.  ‘Thank God you are come,’ he says; but stops when he sees her face, which is quite pale, almost wild with some sorrow.  ‘The saints!  Cissela, what is it?’ he says.  ‘Father, Eric will tell you.’  Then suddenly a clang, for Eric has thrown on the ground a richly-jewelled sword, sheathed, and sets his foot on it, crunching the pearls on the sheath; then says, flinging up his head,— ‘There, father, the enemy is in the land; may that happen to every one of them! but for my part I have accounted for two already.’  ‘Son Eric, son Eric, you talk for ever about yourself; quick, tell me about Cissela instead: if you go on boasting and talking always about yourself, you will come to no good end, son, after all.’  But as he says this, he smiles nevertheless, and his eye glistens.

‘Well, father, listen — such a strange thing she tells us, not to be believed, if she did not tell us herself; the enemy has suddenly got generous, one of them at least, which is something of a disappointment to me — ah! pardon, about my self again; and that is about myself too.  Well, father, what am I to do? — But Cissela, she wandered some way from her maidens, when — ah! but I never could tell a story properly, let her tell it herself; here, Cissela! — well, well, I see she is better employed, talking namely, how should I know what! with Siur in the window-seat yonder — but she told us that, as she wandered almost by herself, she presently heard shouts and saw many of the enemy’s knights riding quickly towards her; whereat she knelt only and prayed to God, who was very gracious to her; for when, as she thought, something dreadful was about to happen, the chief of the knights (a very noble-looking man, she said) rescued her, and, after he had gazed earnestly into her face, told her she might go back again to her own home, and her maids with her, if only she would tell him where she dwelt and her name; and withal he sent three knights to escort her some way toward the city; then he turned and rode away with all his knights but those three, who, when they knew that he had quite gone, she says, began to talk horribly, saying things whereof in her terror she understood the import only: then, before worse came to pass came I and slew two, as I said, and the other ran away ‘lustily with a good courage’; and that is the sword of one of the slain knights, or, as one might rather call them, rascally caitiffs.’

The old man’s thoughts seemed to have gone wandering after his son had finished; for he said nothing for some time, but at last spoke dejectedly:

‘Eric, brave son, when I was your age I too hoped, and my hopes are come to this at last; you are blind in your hopeful youth, Eric, and do not see that this king (for the king it certainly was) will crush us, and not the less surely because he is plainly not ungenerous, but rather a good, courteous knight.  Alas! poor old Gunnar, broken down now and ready to die, as your country is!  How often, in the olden time, thou used’st to say to thyself, as thou didst ride at the head of our glorious house, ‘this charge may finish this matter, this battle must.’  They passed away, those gallant fights, and still the foe pressed on, and hope, too, slowly ebbed away, as the boundaries of our land grew less and less: behold this is the last wave but one or two, and then for a sad farewell to name and freedom.  Yet, surely the end of the world must come when we are swept off the face of the earth.  God waits long, they say, before He avenges his own.’

As he was speaking, Siur and Cissela came nearer to him, and Cissela, all traces of her late terror gone from her face now, raising her lips to his bended forehead, kissed him fondly, and said, with glowing face,

‘Father, how can I help our people?  Do they want deaths?  I will die.  Do they want happiness?  I will live miserably through years and years, nor ever pray for death.’

Some hope or other seemed growing up in his heart, and showing through his face; and he spoke again, putting back the hair from off her face, and clasping it about with both his hands, while he stooped to kiss her.

‘God remember your mother, Cissela!  Then it was no dream after all, but true perhaps, as indeed it seemed at the time; but it must come quickly, that woman’s deliverance, or not at all.  When was it that I heard that old tale, that sounded even then true to my ears? for we have not been punished for nought, my son; that is not God’s way.  It comes across my memory somehow, mingled in a wonderful manner with the purple of the pines on the hillside, with the fragrance of them borne from far towards me; for know, my children, that in times past, long, long past now, we did an evil deed, for our forefathers, who have been dead now, and forgiven so long ago, once mad with rage at some defeat from their enemies, fired a church, and burned therein many women who had fled thither for refuge; and from that time a curse cleaves to us.  Only they say, that at the last we may be saved from utter destruction by a woman; I know not.  God grant it may be so.’

Then she said, ‘Father, brother, and you, Siur, come with me to the chapel; I wish you to witness me make an oath.’

Her face was pale, her lips were pale, her golden hair was pale; but not pale, it seemed, from any sinking of blood, but from gathering of intensest light from somewhere, her eyes perhaps, for they appeared to burn inwardly.

They followed the sweeping of her purple robe in silence through the low heavy-beamed passages: they entered the little chapel, dimly lighted by the moon that night, as it shone through one of the three arrow-slits of windows at the east end.  There was little wealth of marble there, I trow; little time had those fighting men for stone-smoothing.  Albeit, one noted many semblances of flowers even in the dim half-light, and here and there the faces of brave men, roughly cut enough, but grand, because the hand of the carver had followed his loving heart.  Neither was there gold wanting to the altar and its canopy; and above the low pillars of the nave hung banners, taken from the foe by the men of that house, gallant with gold and jewels.

She walked up to the altar and took the blessed book of the Gospels from the left side of it, then knelt in prayer for a moment or two, while the three men stood behind her reverently.  When she rose she made a sign to them, and from their scabbards gleamed three swords in the moonlight; then, while they held them aloft, and pointed toward the altar, she opened the book at the page whereon was painted Christ the Lord dying on the cross, pale against the gleaming gold: she said, in a firm voice, ‘Christ God, who diedst for all men, so help me, as I refuse not life, happiness, even honour, for this people whom I love.’

Then she kissed the face so pale against the gold, and knelt again.

But when she had risen, and before she could leave the space by the altar, Siur had stepped up to her, and seized her hurriedly, folding both his arms about her; she let herself be held there, her bosom against his; then he held her away from him a little space, holding her by the arms near the shoulder; then he took her hands and laid them across his shoulders, so that now she held him.

And they said nothing; what could they say?  Do you know any word for what they meant?

And the father and brother stood by, looking quite awe-struck, more so they seemed than by her solemn oath.  Till Siur, raising his head from where it lay, cried out aloud:

‘May God forgive me as I am true to her! hear you, father and brother?’

Then said Cissela: ‘May God help me in my need, as I am true to Siur.’

And the others went, and they two were left standing there alone, with no little awe over them, strange and shy as they had never yet been to each other.  Cissela shuddered, and said in a quick whisper: ‘Siur, on your knees! and pray that these oaths may never clash.’

‘Can they, Cissela?’ he said.

‘O love,’ she cried, ‘you have loosed my hand; take it again, or I shall die, Siur!’

He took both her hands, he held them fast to his lips, to his forehead; he said: ‘No, God does not allow such things: truth does not lie; you are truth; this need not be prayed for.’

She said: ‘Oh, forgive me! yet — yet this old chapel is damp and cold even in the burning summer weather.  O knight Siur, something strikes through me; I pray you kneel and pray.’

He looked steadily at her for a long time without answering, as if he were trying once for all to become indeed one with her; then said: ‘Yes, it is possible; in no other way could you give up everything.’

Then he took from off his finger a thin golden ring, and broke it in two, and gave her the one half, saying: ‘When will they come together?’

Then within a while they left the chapel, and walked as in a dream between the dazzling lights of the hall, where the knights sat now, and between those lights sat down together, dreaming still the same dream each of them; while all the knights shouted for Siur and Cissela.  Even if a man had spent all his life looking for sorrowful things, even if he sought for them with all his heart and soul, and even though he had grown grey in that quest, yet would he have found nothing in all the world, or perhaps in all the stars either, so sorrowful as Cissela.

They had accepted her sacrifice after long deliberation, they had arrayed her in purple and scarlet, they had crowned her with gold wrought about with jewels, they had spread abroad the veil of her golden hair; yet now, as they led her forth in the midst of the band of knights, her brother Eric holding fast her hand, each man felt like a murderer when he beheld her face, whereon was no tear, wherein was no writhing of muscle, twitching of nerve, wherein was no sorrow-mark of her own, but only the sorrow-mark which God sent her, and which she must perforce wear.

Yet they had not caught eagerly at her offer, they had said at first almost to a man: ‘Nay, this thing shall not be, let us die altogether rather than this.’  Yet as they sat, and said this, to each man of the council came floating dim memories of that curse of the burned women, and its remedy; to many it ran rhythmically, an old song better known by the music than the words, heard once and again, long ago, when the gusty wind overmastered the chesnut-boughs and strewed the smooth sward with their star-leaves.

Withal came thoughts to each man, partly selfish, partly wise and just, concerning his own wife and children, concerning children yet unborn; thoughts too of the glory of the old name; all that had been suffered and done that the glorious free land might yet be a nation.

And the spirit of hope, never dead but sleeping only, woke up within their hearts: ‘We may yet be a people,’ they said to themselves, ‘if we can but get breathing time.’

And as they thought these things, and doubted, Siur rose up in the midst of them and said: ‘You are right in what you think, countrymen, and she is right; she is altogether good and noble; send her forth.’

Then, with one look of utter despair at her as she stood statue-like, he left the council, lest he should fall down and die in the midst of them, he said; yet he died not then, but lived for many years afterwards.

But they rose from their seats, and when they were armed, and she royally arrayed, they went with her, leading her through the dear streets, whence you always saw the great pine-shadowed mountains; she went away from all that was dear to her, to go and sit a crowned queen in the dreary marble palace, whose outer walls rose right up from the weary-hearted sea.  She could not think, she durst not; she feared, if she did, that she would curse her beauty, almost curse the name of love, curse Siur, though she knew he was right, for not slaying her; she feared that she might curse God.

So she thought not at all, steeping her senses utterly in forgetfulness of the happy past, destroying all anticipation of the future: yet, as they left the city amid the tears of women, and fixed sorrowful gaze of men, she turned round once, and stretched her arms out involuntarily, like a dumb senseless thing, towards the place where she was born, and where her life grew happier day by day, and where his arms first crept round about her.

She turned away and thought, but in a cold speculative manner, how it was possible that she was bearing this sorrow; as she often before had wondered, when slight things vexed her overmuch, how people had such sorrows and lived, and almost doubted if the pain was so much greater in great sorrows than in small troubles, or whether the nobleness only was greater, the pain not sharper, but more lingering.

Halfway toward the camp the king’s people met her; and over the trampled ground, where they had fought so fiercely but a little time before, they spread breadth of golden cloth, that her feet might not touch the arms of her dead countrymen, or their brave bodies.

And so they came at last with many trumpet-blasts to the king’s tent, who stood at the door of it, to welcome his bride that was to be: a noble man truly to look on, kindly, and genial-eyed; the red blood sprang up over his face when she came near; and she looked back no more, but bowed before him almost to the ground, and would have knelt, but that he caught her in his arms and kissed her; she was pale no more now; and the king, as he gazed delightedly at her, did not notice that sorrow-mark, which was plain enough to her own people.

So the trumpets sounded again one long peal that seemed to make all the air reel and quiver, and the soldiers and lords shouted: ‘Hurrah for the Peace-Queen, Cissela.’

* * * * *
 

‘Come, Harald,’ said a beautiful golden-haired boy to one who was plainly his younger brother, ‘Come, and let us leave Robert here by the forge, and show our lady-mother this beautiful thing.  Sweet master armourer, farewell.’

‘Are you going to the queen then?’ said the armourer.

‘Yea,’ said the boy, looking wonderingly at the strong craftsman’s eager face.

‘But, nay; let me look at you awhile longer, you remind me so much of one I loved long ago in my own land.  Stay awhile till your other brother goes with you.’

‘Well, I will stay, and think of what you have been telling me; I do not feel as it I should ever think of anything else for long together, as long as I live.’

So he sat down again on an old battered anvil, and seemed with his bright eyes to be beholding something in the land of dreams.  A gallant dream it was he dreamed; for he saw himself with his brothers and friends about him, seated on a throne, the justest king in all the earth, his people the lovingest of all people: he saw the ambassadors of the restored nation, that had been unjustly dealt with long ago; everywhere love, and peace if possible, justice and truth at all events.

Alas! he knew not that vengeance, so long delayed, must fall at last in his life-time; he knew not that it takes longer to restore that whose growth has been through age and age, than the few years of a life-time; yet was the reality good, if not as good as the dream.

Presently his twin-brother Robert woke him from that dream, calling out: ‘Now, brother Svend, are we really ready; see here! but stop, kneel first; there, now am I the Bishop.’

And he pulled his brother down on to his knees, and put on his head, where it fitted loosely enough now, hanging down from left to right, an iron crown fantastically wrought, which he himself, having just finished it, had taken out of the water, cool and dripping.

Robert and Harald laughed loud when they saw the crown hanging all askew, and the great drops rolling from it into Svend’s eyes and down his cheeks, looking like tears: not so Svend; he rose, holding the crown level on his head, holding it back, so that it pressed against his brow hard, and, first dashing the drops to right and left, caught his brother by the hand, and said:

‘May I keep it, Robert?  I shall wear it some day.’

‘Yea,’ said the other; ‘but it is a poor thing; better let Siur put it in the furnace again and make it into sword hilts.’

Thereupon they began to go, Svend holding the crown in his hand: but as they were going, Siur called out: ‘Yet will I sell my dagger at a price, Prince Svend, even as you wished at first, rather than give it you for nothing.’

‘Well, for what?’ said Svend, somewhat shortly, for he thought Siur was going back from his promise, which was ugly to him.

‘Nay, be not angry, prince,’ said the armourer, ‘only I pray you to satisfy this whim of mine; it is the first favour I have asked of you: will you ask the fair, noble lady, your mother, from Siur the smith, if she is happy now?’

‘Willingly, sweet master Siur, if it pleases you; farewell.’

And with happy young faces they went away; and when they were gone, Siur from a secret place drew out various weapons and armour, and began to work at them, having first drawn bolt and bar of his workshop carefully.

Svend, with Harald and Robert his two brethren, went their ways to the queen, and found her sitting alone in a fair court of the palace full of flowers, with a marble cloister round about it; and when she saw them coming, she rose up to meet them, her three fair sons.

Truly as that right royal woman bent over them lovingly, there seemed little need of Siur’s question.

So Svend showed her his dagger, but not the crown; and she asked many questions concerning Siur the smith, about his way of talking and his face, the colour of his hair even, till the boys wondered, she questioned them so closely, with beaming eyes and glowing cheeks, so that Svend thought he had never before seen his mother look so beautiful.

Then Svend said: ‘And, mother, don’t be angry with Siur, will you? because he sent a message to you by me.’

‘Angry!’ and straightway her soul was wandering where her body could not come, and for a moment or two she was living as before, with him close by her, in the old mountain land.

‘Well, mother, he wanted me to ask you if you were happy now.’

‘Did he, Svend, this man with brown hair, grizzled as you say it is now?  Is his hair soft then, this Siur, going down on to his shoulders in waves? and his eyes, do they glow steadily, as if lighted up from his heart? and how does he speak?  Did you not tell me that his words led you, whether you would or no, into dreamland?  Ah well! tell him I am happy, but not so happy as we shall be, as we were.  And so you, son Robert, are getting to be quite a cunning smith; but do you think you will ever beat Siur?’

‘Ah, mother, no,’ he said, ‘there is something with him that makes him seem quite infinitely beyond all other workmen I ever heard of.’

Some memory coming from that dreamland smote upon her heart more than the others; she blushed like a young girl, and said hesitatingly:

‘Does he work with his left hand, son Robert; for I have heard that some men do so?’  But in her heart she remembered how once, long ago in the old mountain country, in her father’s house, some one had said that only men who were born so, could do cunningly with the left hand; and how Siur, then quite a boy, had said, ‘Well, I will try’: and how, in a month or two, he had come to her with an armlet of silver, very curiously wrought, which he had done with his own left hand.

So Robert said: ‘Yea, mother, he works with his left hand almost as much as with his right, and sometimes I have seen him change the hammer suddenly from his right hand to his left, with a kind of half smile, as one who would say, ‘Cannot I then?’ and this more when he does smith’s work in metal than when he works in marble; and once I heard him say when he did so, ‘I wonder where my first left hand work is; ah!  I bide my time.’  I wonder also, mother, what he meant by that.’

She answered no word, but shook her arm free from its broad sleeve, and something glittered on it, near her wrist, something wrought out of silver set with quaint and uncouthly-cut stones of little value.

* * * * *
 

In the council-chamber, among the lords, sat Svend with his six brethren; he chief of all in the wielding of sword or axe, in the government of people, in drawing the love of men and women to him; perfect in face and body, in wisdom and strength was Svend: next to him sat Robert, cunning in working of marble, or wood, or brass; all things could he make to look as if they lived, from the sweep of an angel’s wings down to the slipping of a little field-mouse from under the sheaves in the harvest-time.  Then there was Harald, who knew concerning all the stars of heaven and flowers of earth: Richard, who drew men’s hearts from their bodies, with the words that swung to and fro in his glorious rhymes: William, to whom the air of heaven seemed a servant when the harp-strings quivered underneath his fingers: there were the two sailor-brothers, who the year before, young though they were, had come back from a long, perilous voyage, with news of an island they had found long and long away to the west, larger than any that this people knew of, but very fair and good, though uninhabited.

But now over all this noble brotherhood, with its various gifts hung one cloud of sorrow; their mother, the Peace-Queen Cissela was dead, she who had taught them truth and nobleness so well; she was never to see the beginning of the end that they would work; truly it seemed sad.

There sat the seven brothers in the council chamber, waiting for the king, speaking no word, only thinking drearily; and under the pavement of the great church Cissela lay, and by the side of her tomb stood two men, old men both, Valdemar the king, and Siur.

So the king, after that he had gazed awhile on the carven face of her he had loved well, said at last:

‘And now, Sir Carver, must you carve me also to lie there.’  And he pointed to the vacant space by the side of the fair alabaster figure.

‘O king,’ said Siur, ‘except for a very few strokes on steel, I have done work now, having carved the queen there; I cannot do this thing for you.’

What was it sent a sharp pang of bitterest suspicion through the very heart of the poor old man? he looked steadfastly at him for a moment or two, as if he would know all secrets; he could not, he had not strength of life enough to get to the bottom of things; doubt vanished soon from his heart and his face under Siur’s pitying gaze; he said, ‘Then perhaps I shall be my own statue,’ and therewithal he sat down on the edge of the low marble tomb, and laid his right arm across her breast; he fixed his eyes on the eastern belt of windows, and sat quite motionless and silent; and he never knew that she loved him not.

But Siur, when he had gazed at him for awhile, stole away quietly, as we do when we fear to waken a sleeper; and the king never turned his head, but still sat there, never moving, scarce breathing, it seemed.

Siur stood in his own great hall (for his house was large), he stood before the dais, and saw a fair sight, the work of his own hands.

For, fronting him, against the wall were seven thrones, and behind them a cloth of samite of purple wrought with golden stars, and barred across from right to left with long bars of silver and crimson, and edged below with melancholy, fading green, like a September sunset; and opposite each throne was a glittering suit of armour wrought wonderfully in bright steel, except that on the breast of each suit was a face worked marvellously in enamel, the face of Cissela in a glory of golden hair; and the glory of that gold spread away from the breast on all sides, and ran cunningly along with the steel rings, in such a way as it is hard even to imagine: moreover, on the crest of each helm was wrought the phoenix, the never-dying bird, the only creature that knows the sun; and by each suit lay a gleaming sword terrible to look at, steel from pommel to point, but wrought along the blade in burnished gold that outflashed the gleam of the steel, was written in fantastic letters the word ‘Westward.’

So Siur gazed till he heard footsteps coming; then he turned to meet them.  And Svend and his brethren sat silent in the council chamber, till they heard a great noise and clamour of the people arise through all the streets; and then they rose to see what it might be.  Meanwhile on the low marble tomb, under the dim sweeping vault sat, or rather lay, the king; for, though his right arm still lay over her breast, his head had fallen forward, and rested now on the shoulder of the marble queen.  There he lay, with strange confusion of his scarlet, gold-wrought robes; silent, motionless, and dead.  The seven brethren stood together on a marble terrace of the royal palace, that was dotted about on the baluster of it with white statues: they were helmetted, and armed to the teeth, only over their armour great black cloaks were thrown.

Now the whole great terrace was a-sway with the crowd of nobles and princes, and others that were neither nobles or princes, but true men only; and these were helmetted and wrapped in black cloaks even as the princes were, only the crests of the princes’ helms were wrought wonderfully with that bird, the phoenix, all flaming with new power, dying because its old body is not strong enough for its new-found power: and those on that terrace who were unarmed had anxious faces, some fearful, some stormy with Devil’s rage at disappointment; but among the faces of those helmed ones, though here and there you might see a pale face, there was no fear or rage, scarcely even any anxiety, but calm, brave joy seemed to be on all.

Above the heads of all men on that terrace shone out Svend’s brave face, the golden hair flowing from out of his helmet: a smile of quiet confidence overflowing from his mighty heart, in the depths of which it was dwelling, just showed a very little on his eyes and lips.

While all the vast square, and all the windows and roofs even of the houses over against the palace, were alive with an innumerable sea of troubled raging faces, showing white, upturned from the under-sea of their many-coloured raiment; the murmur from them was like the sough of the first tempest-wind among the pines, and the gleam of spears here and there like the last few gleams of the sun through the woods when the black thunder-clouds come up over all, soon to be shone through, those woods, by the gleam of the deep lightning.

Also sometimes the murmur would swell, and from the heart of it would come a fierce, hoarse, tearing, shattering roar, strangely discordant, of ‘War!  War! give us war, O king!’

Then Svend stepping forward, his arms hidden under his long cloak as they hung down quietly, the smile on his face broadening somewhat, sent from his chest a mighty, effortless voice over all the raging:

‘Hear, O ye people!  War with all that is ugly and base; peace with all that is fair and good. — NO WAR with my brother’s people.’

Just then one of those unhelmetted, creeping round about stealthily to the place where Svend stood, lifted his arm and smote at him with a dagger; whereupon Svend clearing his right arm from his cloak with his left, lifted up his glittering right hand, and the traitor fell to the earth groaning with a broken jaw, for Svend had smitten him on the mouth a backward blow with his open hand.

One shouted from the crowd, ‘Ay, murderer Svend, slay our good nobles, as you poisoned the king your father, that you and your false brethren might oppress us with the memory of that Devil’s witch, your mother!’

The smile left Svend’s face and heart now, he looked very stern as he said:

‘Hear, O ye people!  In years past when I was a boy my dream of dreams was ever this, how I should make you good, and because good, happy, when I should become king over you; but as year by year passed I saw my dream flitting; the deep colours of it changed, faded, grew grey in the light of coming manhood; nevertheless, God be my witness, that I have ever striven to make you just and true, hoping against hope continually; and I had even determined to bear everything and stay with you, even though you should remain unjust and liars, for the sake of the few who really love me; but now, seeing that God has made you mad, and that his vengeance will speedily fall, take heed how you cast out from you all that is good and true-hearted!  Once more — which choose you — Peace or War?’

Between the good and the base, in the midst of the passionate faces and changing colours stood the great terrace, cold, and calm, and white, with its changeless statues; and for a while there was silence.

Broken through at last by a yell, and the sharp whirr of arrows, and the cling, clang, from the armour of the terrace as Prince Harald staggered through unhurt, struck by the broad point on the helmet.

‘What, War?’ shouted Svend wrathfully, and his voice sounded like a clap of thunder following the lightning flash when a tower is struck.  ‘What! war? swords for Svend! round about the king, good men and true!  Sons of the golden-haired, show these men WAR.’

As he spoke he let his black cloak fall, and up from their sheaths sprang seven swords, steel from pommel to point only; on the blades of them in fantastic letters of gold, shone the word WESTWARD.

Then all the terrace gleamed with steel, and amid the hurtling of stones and whizz of arrows they began to go westward.

* * * * *
 

The streets ran with blood, the air was filled with groans and curses, the low waves nearest the granite pier were edged with blood, because they first caught the drippings of the blood.

Then those of the people who durst stay on the pier saw the ships of Svend’s little fleet leaving one by one; for he had taken aboard those ten ships whosoever had prayed to go, even at the last moment, wounded, or dying even; better so, for in their last moments came thoughts of good things to many of them, and it was good to be among the true.

But those haughty ones left behind, sullen and untamed, but with a horrible indefinable dread on them that was worse than death, or mere pain, howsoever fierce — these saw all the ships go out of the harbour merrily with swelling sail and dashing oar, and with joyous singing of those aboard; and Svend’s was the last of all.

Whom they saw kneel down on the deck unhelmed, then all sheathed their swords that were about him; and the Prince Robert took from Svend’s hand an iron crown fantastically wrought, and placed it on his head as he knelt; then he continued kneeling still, till, as the ship drew further and further away from the harbour, all things aboard of her became indistinct.

And they never saw Svend and his brethren again.

* * * * *
 

Here ends what William the Englishman wrote; but afterwards (in the night-time) he found the book of a certain chronicler which saith:

‘In the spring-time, in May, the 550th year from the death of Svend the wonderful king, the good knights, sailing due eastward, came to a harbour of a land they knew not: wherein they saw many goodly ships, but of a strange fashion like the ships of the ancients, and destitute of any mariners: besides they saw no beacons for the guidance of seamen, nor was there any sound of bells or singing, though the city was vast, with many goodly towers and palaces.  So when they landed they found that which is hardly to be believed but which is nevertheless true: for about the quays and about the streets lay many people dead, or stood, but quite without motion, and they were all white or about the colour of new-hewn freestone, yet were they not statues but real men, for they had, some of them, ghastly wounds which showed their entrails, and the structure of their flesh, and veins, and bones.

‘Moreover the streets were red and wet with blood, and the harbour waves were red with it, because it dipped in great drops slowly from the quays.

‘Then when the good knights saw this, they doubted not but that it was a fearful punishment on this people for sins of theirs; thereupon they entered into a church of that city and prayed God to pardon them; afterwards, going back to their ships, sailed away marvelling.

‘And I John who wrote this history saw all this with mine own eyes.’






  








THE HOLLOW LAND
 

CHAPTER I. STRUGGLING IN THE WORLD.
 

“We find in ancient story wonders many told,
 Of heroes in great glory, with spirit free and bold;
 Of joyances and high-tides, of weeping and of woe,
 Of noble reckon striving, mote ye now wonders know.”
 

Niebelungen Lied (see Carlyle’s Miscellanies)

Do you know where it is — the Hollow Land?

I have been looking for it now so long, trying to find it again the Hollow Land for there I saw my love first.

I wish to tell you how I found it first of all; but I am old, my memory fails me: you must wait and let me think if I perchance can tell you how it happened.

Yea, in my ears is a confused noise of trumpet-blasts singing over desolate moors, in my ears and eyes a clashing and clanging of horse-hoofs, a ringing and glittering of steel; drawn-back lips, set teeth, shouts, shrieks, and curses.

How was it that no one of us ever found it till that day? for it is near our country: but what time have we to look for it, or any good thing; with such biting carking cares hemming us in on every side-cares about great things-mighty things: mighty things, 0 my brothers! or rather little things enough, if we only knew it. Lives passed in turmoil, in making one another unhappy; in bitterest misunderstanding of our brothers’ hearts, making those sad whom God has not made sad, alas, alas! What chance for any of us to find the Hollow Land? What time even to look for it?

Yet who has not dreamed of it? Who, half miserable yet the while, for that he knows it is but a dream, has not felt the cool waves round his feet, the roses crowning him, and through the leaves of beech and lime the many whispering winds of the Hollow Land?

Now, my name was Florian, and my house was the house of the Lilies; and of that house was my father lord, and after him my eldest brother Amald; and me they called Florian de Liliis.

Moreover, when my father was dead, there arose a feud between the Lilies’ house and Red Harald; and this that follows is the history of it.

Lady Swanhilda, Red Harald’s mother, was a widow, with one son. Red Harald; and when she had been in widowhood two years, being of princely blood, and besides comely and fierce. King Urrayne sent to demand her in marriage. And I remember seeing the procession leaving the town, when I was quite a child; and many young knights and squires attended the Lady Swanhilda as pages, and amongst them, Amald, my eldest brother.

And as I gazed out of the window, I saw him walking by the side of her horse, dressed in white and gold very delicately; but as he went it chanced that he stumbled. Now he was one of those that held a golden canopy over the lady’s head, so that it now sunk into wrinkles, and the lady had to bow her head full low, and even then the gold brocade caught in one of the long slim gold flowers that were wrought round about the crown she wore. She flushed up in her rage, and her smooth face went suddenly into the carven wrinkles of a wooden water-spout, and she caught at the brocade with her left hand, and pulled it away furiously, so that the warp and woof were twisted out of their place, and many gold threads were left dangling about the crown; but Swanhilda stared about  when she rose, then smote my brother across the mouth with her gilded sceptre, and the red blood flowed all about his garments; yet he only turned exceeding pale, and dared say no word, though he was heir to the house of the Lilies: but my small heart swelled with rage, and I vowed revenge, and, as it seems, he did too.

So when Swanhilda had been queen three years, she suborned many of King Urrayne’s knights and lords, and slew her husband as he slept, and reigned in his stead. And her son, Harald, grew up to manhood, and was counted a strong knight, and well spoken of, by then I first put on my armour.

Then, one night, as I lay dreaming, I felt a hand laid on my face, and starting up saw Arnald before me fully armed. He said, “Florian, rise and arm.” I did so, all but my helm, as he was.

He kissed me on the forehead; his lips felt hot and dry; and when they bought torches, and I could see his face plainly, I saw he was very pale. He said:

“Do you remember, Florian, this day sixteen years ago? It is a long time, but I shall never forget it unless this night blots out its memory.”

I knew what he meant, and because my heart was wicked, I rejoiced exceedingly at the thought of vengeance, so that I could not speak, but only laid my palm across his lips.

“Good; you have a good memory, Florian. See now, I waited long and long: I said at first, I forgive her; but when the news came concerning the death of the king, and how that she was shameless, I said I will take it as a sign, if God does not punish her within certain years, that he means me to do so; and I have been watching and watching now these two years for an opportunity, and behold it is come at last; and I think God has certainly given her into OUR hands, for she rests this night, this very Christmas eve, at a small walled town on the frontier, not two hours’ gallop from this; they keep little ward there, and the night is wild: moreover, the prior of a certain house of monks, just without the walls, is my fast friend in this matter, for she has done him some great injury. In the courtyard below a hundred and fifty knights and squires, all faithful and true, are waiting for us: one moment and we shall be gone.”

Then we both knelt down, and prayed God to give her into our hands: we put on our helms, and went down into the courtyard.

It was the first time I expected to use a sharp sword in anger, and I was full of joy as the muffled thunder of our horse-hoofs rolled through the bitter winter night.

In about an hour and a half we had crossed the frontier, and in half an hour more the greater part bad halted in a wood near the Abbey, while I and a few others went up to the Abbey gates, and knocked loudly four times with my sword-hilt, stamping on the ground meantime. A long, low whistle answered me from within, which I in my turn answered: then the wicket opened, and a monk came out, holding a lantern. He seemed yet in the prime of life, and was a tall, powerful man. He held the lantern to my face, then smiled, and said, “The banners hang low.” I gave the countersign, “The crest is lopped off.” “Good my son,” said he; “the ladders are within here. I dare not trust any of the brethren to carry them for you, though they love not the witch either, but are timorsome.”

“No matter,” I said, “I have men here.” So they entered and began to shoulder the tall ladders: the prior was very busy. “You will find them just the right length, my son, trust me for that.” He seemed quite a jolly, pleasant man, I could not understand his nursing furious revenge; but his face darkened strangely whenever he happened to mention her name.

As we were starting he came and stood outside the gate, and putting his lantern down that the light of it might not confuse his sight, looked earnestly  into the night, then said: “The wind has fallen, the snow flakes get thinner and smaller every moment, in an hour it will be freezing hard, and will be quite clear; everything depends’upon the surprise being complete; stop a few minutes yet, my son.” He went away chuckling, and returned presently with two more sturdy monks carrying something: they threw their burdens down before my feet, they consisted of all the white albs in the abbey: “There, trust an old man, who has seen more than one stricken fight in his carnal days; let the men who scale the walls put these over their arms, and they will not be seen in the least. God make your sword sharp, my son.”

So we departed, and when I met Amald again, he said that what the prior had done was well thought of; so we agreed that I should take thirty men, an old squire of our house, well skilled in war, along with them, scale the walls as quietly as possible, and open the gates to the rest.

I set off accordingly, after that with low laughing we had put the albs all over us, wrapping the ladders also in white. Then we crept very warily and slowly up to the wall; the moat was frozen over, and on the ice the snow lay quite thick; we all thought that the guards must be careless enough, when they did not even take the trouble to break the ice in the moat So we listened- there was no sound at all, the Christmas midnight mass had long ago been over, it was nearly three o’clock, and the moon began to clear, there was scarce any snow falling now, only a flake or two from some low hurrying cloud or other: the wind sighed gently about the round towers there, but it was bitter cold, for it had begun to freeze again; we listened for some minutes, about a quarter of an hour I think, then at a sign from me, they raised the ladders carefully, muffled as they were at the top with swathings of wool. I mounted first, old Squire Hugh followed last; noiselessly we ascended, and soon stood altogether on the walls; then we carefully lowered the ladders again with long ropes; we got our swords and axes from out of the folds of our priests’ raiments, and set forward, till we reached the first tower along the wall; the door was open, in the chamber at the top there was a fire slowly smouldering, nothing else; we passed through it, and began to go down the spiral staircase, I first, with my axe shortened in my hand.-”What if we were surprised there,” I thought, and I longed to be out in the air again;-”What if the door were fast at the bottom.”

As we passed the second chamber, we heard some one within snoring loudly: I looked in quietly, and saw a big man with long black hair, that fell off his pillow and swept the ground, lying snoring, with his nose turned up and his mouth open, but he seemed so sound asleep that we did not stop to slay him. Praise be! The door was open, without even a whispered word, without a pause, we went on along the streets, on the side that the drift had been on, because our garments were white, for the wind being very strong all that day, the houses on that side had caught in their cornices and carvings, and on the rough stone and wood of them, so much snow, that except here and there where the black walls grinned out, they were quite white; no man saw us as we stole along, noiselessly because of the snow, till we stood within 100 yards of the gates and their house of guard. And we stood because we heard the voice of some one singing:

“Queen Mary’s crown was gold,
 King Joseph’s crown was red,
 But Jesus’ crown was diamond
 That lit up all the bed
 Mariae Virginis”
 

So they had some guards after all; this was clearly the sentinel that sang to keep the ghosts off;-Now for a fight.-We drew nearer, a few yards nearer, then stopped to free ourselves from our monks’ clothes.

“Ships sail through the Heaven
 With red banners dress’d,
 Carrying the planets seven
 To see the white breast
 Mariae Virginis”
 

Thereat he must have seen the waving of some alb or other as it shivered down to the ground, for his spear fell with a thud, and he seemed to be standing open-mouthed, thinking something about ghosts; then, plucking up heart of grace, he roared out like ten bull-calves, and dashed into the guard-house.

We followed smartly, but without hurry, and came up to the door of it just as some dozen half-armed men came tumbling out under our axes: thereupon, while our men slew them, I blew a great blast upon my horn, and Hugh with some others drew bolt and bar and swung the gates wide open.

Then the men in the guard-house understood they were taken in a trap, and began to stir with great confusion; so lest they should get quite waked and armed, I left Hugh at the gates with ten men, and myself led the rest into that house. There while we slew all those that yielded not, came Arnald with the others, bringing our horses with them; then all the enemy threw their arms down. And we counted our prisoners and found them over fourscore; therefore, not knowing what to do with them (for they were too many to guard, and it seemed unknightly to slay them all), we sent up some bowmen to the walls, and turning our prisoners out of gates, bid them run for their lives, which they did fast enough, not knowing our numbers, and our men sent a few flights of arrows among them that they might not be undeceived.

Then the one or two prisoners that we had left, told us, when we had crossed our axes over their heads, that the people of the good town would not willingly fight us, in that they hated the queen; that she was guarded at the palace by some fifty knights, and that beside, there were no others to oppose us in the town; so we set out for the palace, spear in hand.

We had not gone far, before we heard some knights coming, and soon, in a turn of the long street, we saw them riding towards us; when they caught sight of us they seemed astonished, drew rein, and stood in some confusion.

We did not slacken our pace for an instant, but rode right at them with a yell, to which I lent myself with all my heart.

After all they did not run away, but waited for us with their spears held out; I missed the man I had marked, or hit him rather just on the top of the helm; he bent back, and the spear slipped over his head, but my horse still kept on, and I felt presently such a crash that I reeled in my saddle, and felt mad. He had lashed out at me with his sword as I came on, hitting me in the ribs (for my arm was raised), but only flatlings.

I was quite wild with rage, I turned, almost fell upon him, caught him by the neck with both hands, and threw him under the horse-hoofs, sighing with fury: I heard Arnald’s voice close to me, “Well fought, Florian”: and I saw his great stern face bare among the iron, for he had made a vow in remembrance of that blow always to fight unhelmed; I saw his great sword swinging, in wide gyres, and hissing as it started up, just as if it were alive and liked it.

So joy filled all my soul, and I fought with my heart, till the big axe I swung felt like nothing but a little hammer in my hand, except for its bitterness: and as for the enemy, they went down like grass, so that we destroyed them utterly, for those knights would neither yield nor fly, but died as they stood, so that some fifteen of our men also died there.

Then at last we came to the palace, where some grooms and such like kept the gates armed, but some ran, and some we took prisoners, one of whom died for sheer terror in our hands, be-ing stricken by no wound; for he thought we would eat him.

These prisoners we questioned concerning the queen, and so entered the great hall.

There Arnald sat down in the throne on the dais, and laid his naked sword before him on the table: and on each side of him sat such knights as there was room for, and the others stood round about, while I took ten men, and went to look for Swanhilda.

I found her soon, sitting by herself in a gorgeous chamber. I almost pitied her when I saw her looking so utterly desolate and despairing; her beauty too had faded, deep lines cut through her face. But when I entered she knew who I was, and her look of intense hatred was so fiend-like, that it changed my pity into horror of her.

“Knight”, she said “who are you, and what do you want, thus discourteously entering my chamber?”

“I am Florian de Liliis, and I am to conduct you to judgment.”

She sprang up, “Curse you and your whole house, you I hate worse than any — girl’s face — guards! guards!” and she stamped on the ground, her veins on the forehead swelled, her eyes grew round and flamed out, as she kept crying for her guards, stamping the while, for she seemed quite mad.

Then at last she remembered that she was in the power of her enemies, she sat down, and lay with her face between her hands, and wept passionately.

“Witch,” I said between my closed teeth, “will you come, or must we carry you down to the great hall?”

Neither would she come, but sat there, clutching at her dress and tearing her hair.

Then I said, “Bind her, and carry her down.” And they did so.

I watched Arnald as we came in, there was no triumph on his stern white face, but resolution enough, he had made up his mind.

They placed her on a seat in the midst of the hall over against the dais. He said, “Unbind her, Florian.” They did so, she raised her face, and glared defiance at us all, as though she would die queenly after all.

Then rose up Arnald and said, “Queen Swanhilda, we judge you guilty of death, and because you are a queen and of a noble house, you shall be slain by my knightly sword, and I will even take the reproach of slaying a woman, for no other hand than mine shall deal the blow.”

Then she said, “0 false knight, show your warrant from God, man, or devil.”

“This warrant from God, Swanhilda,” he said, holding up his sword, “listen! Fifteen years ago, when I was just winning my spurs, you struck me, disgracing me before all the people; you cursed me, and mean that curse well enough. Men of the house of the Lilies, what sentence for that?”

“Death!” they said.

“Listen! Afterwards you slew my cousin, your husband, treacherously, in the most cursed way, stabbing him in the throat, as the stars in the canopy above him looked down on the shut eyes of him. Men of the house of Lily, what sentence for that?”

“Death!” they said.

“Do you hear them. Queen? There is warrant from man; for the devil, I do not reverence him enough to take warrant from him, but, as I look at that face of yours, I think that even he has left you.”

And indeed just then all her pride seemed to leave her, she fell from the chair, and wallowed on the ground moaning, she wept like a child, so that the tears lay on the oak floor; she prayed for another month of life; she came to me and kneeled, and kissed my feet, and prayed piteously, so that water ran out of her mouth.

But I shuddered, and drew away; it was like having an adder about one; I cou’d have pitied her had she died bravely, but for one like her to whine and whine! Pah!

Then from the dais rang Amald’s voice terrible, much changed. “Let there be an end of all this.” And he took his sword and strode through the hall towards her; she rose from the ground and stood up, stooping a little, her head sunk between her shoulders, her black eyes turned up and gloaming, like a tigress about to spring. When he came within some six paces of her something in his eye daunted her, or perhaps the flashing of his terrible sword in the torch-light; she threw her arms up with a great shriek, and dashed screaming about the hall. Amald’s lip never once curled with any scorn, no line in his face changed: he said, “Bring her here and bind her.”

But when one came up to her to lay hold on her she first of all ran at him, hitting with her head in the belly. Then while he stood doubled up for want of breath, and staring with his head up, she caught his sword from the girdle, and cut him across the shoulders, and many others she wounded sorely before they took her.

Then Arnald stood by the chair to which she was bound, and poised his sword, and there was a great silence.

Then he said, “Men of the House of the Lilies, do you justify me in this, shall she die?” Straightway rang a great shout through the hall, but before it died away the sword had swept round, and therewithal was there no such thing as Swanhilda left upon the earth, for in no battle-field had Arnald struck truer blow.

Then he turned to the few servants of the palace and said, “Go now, bury this accursed woman, for she is a king’s daughter.” Then to us all, “Now knights, to horse and away, that we may reach the good town by about dawn.” So we mounted and rode off.

What a strange Christmas-day that was, for there, about nine o’clock in the morning, rode Red Harald into the good town to demand vengeance; he went at once to the king, and the king promised that before nightfall that very day the matter should be judged; albeit the king feared somewhat, because every third man you met in the streets had a blue cross on his shoulder, and some likeness of a lily, cut out or painted, stuck in his hat; and this blue cross and lily were the bearings of our house, called “De Liliis.” Now we had seen Red Harald pass through the streets, with a white banner borne before him, to show that he came peaceably as for this time; but I know he was thinking of other things than peace.

And he was called Red Harald first at this time, because over all his arms he wore a great scarlet cloth, that fell in heavy folds about his horse and all about him. Then, as he passed our house, some one pointed it out to him, rising there with its carving and its barred marble, but stronger than many a castle on the hill-tops, and its great overhanging battlement cast a mighty shadow down the wall and across the street; and above all rose the great tower, or banner floating proudly from the top, whereon was emblazoned on a white ground a blue cross, and on a blue ground four white lilies. And now faces were gazing from all the windows, and all the battlements were thronged; so Harald turned, and rising in his stirrups, shook his clenched fist at our house; natheless, as he did so, the east wind, coming down the street, caught up the corner of that scarlet cloth and drove it over his face, and therewithal disordering his long black hair, well nigh choked him, so that he bit both his hair and that cloth.

So from base to cope rose a mighty shout of triumph and defiance, and he passed on.

Then Arnald caused it to be cried, that all those who loved the good House of the Lilies should go to mass that morning in Saint Mary’s Church, hard by our house. Now this church belonged to us, and the abbey that served it, and always we appointed the abbot of  it on condition that our trumpets should sound all together when on high masses they sing the “Gloria in Excelsis.” It was the largest and most beautiful of all the churches in the town, and had two exceeding high towers, which you could see from far off, even when you saw not the town or any of its other towers: and in one of these towers were twelve great bells, named after the twelve Apostles, one name being written on each one of them; as Peter, Matthew, and so on; and in the other tower was one great bell only, much larger than any of the others, and which was called Mary. Now this bell was never rung but when our house was in great danger, and it had this legend on it, “When Mary rings the earth shakes;” and indeed from this we took our war cry, which was, “Mary rings;” somewhat justifiable indeed, for the last time that Mary rang, on that day before nightfall there were four thousand bodies to be buried, which bodies wore neither cross nor lily.

So Arnald gave me in charge to tell the abbot to cause Mary to be tolled for an hour before mass that day.

The abbot leaned on my shoulder as I stood within the tower and looked at the twelve monks laying their hands to the ropes. Far up in the dimness I saw the wheel before it began to swing round about; then it moved a little; the twelve men bent down to the earth and a roar rose that shook the tower from base to spirevane: backwards and forwards swept the wheel, as Mary now looked downwards towards earth, now looked up at the shadowy cone of the spire, shot across by bars of light from the dormers.

And the thunder of Mary was caught up by the wind and carried through all the country; and when the good man heard it, he said goodbye to wife and child, slung his shield behind his back, and set forward with his spear sloped over his shoulder, and many a time, as he walked toward the good town, he tightened the belt that went about his waist, that he might stride the faster, so long and furiously did Mary toll.

And before the great bell, Mary, had ceased ringing, all the ways were full of armed men.

But at each door of the church of Saint Mary stood a row of men armed with axes, and when any came, meaning to go into the church, the two first of these would hold their axes (whose helves were about four feet long) over his head, and would ask him, “Who went over the moon last night?” then if he answered nothing or at random they would bid him turn back, which he for the more part would be ready enough to do; but some, striving to get through that row of men, were slain outright; but if he were one of those that were friends to the House of the Lilies he would answer to that question, “Mary and John.”

By the time the mass began the whole church was full, and in the nave and transept thereof were three thousand men, all of our house and all armed. But Arnald and myself, and Squire Hugh, and some others sat under a gold-fringed canopy near the choir; and the abbot said mass, having his mitre on his head. Yet, as I watched him, it seemed to me that he must have something on beneath his priest’s vestments, for he looked much fatter than usual, being really a tall lithe man.

Now, as they sung the “Kyrie,” some one shouted from the other end of the church, “My lord Arnld, they are slaying our people without;” for, indeed, all the square about the church was full of our people, who for the press had not been able to enter, and were standing there in no small dread of what might come to pass.

Then the abbot turned round from the altar, and began to fidget with the fastenings of his rich robes.

And they made a lane for us up to  the west door; then I put on my helm and we began to go up the nave, then suddenly the singing of the monks and all stopped. I heard a clinking and a buzz of voices in the choir. I turned, and saw that the bright noon sun was shining on the gold of the priest’s vestments, as they lay on the floor, and on the mail that the priests carried.

So we stopped, the choir gates swung open, and the abbot marched out at the head of his men, all fully armed, and began to strike up the psalm “Exsurgat Deus.”

When we got to the west door, there was indeed a tumult, but as yet no slaying; the square was all a-flicker with steel, and we beheld a great body of knights, at the head of them Red Harald and the king, standing over against us; but our people, pressed against the houses, and into the comers of the square, were, some striving to enter the doors, some beside themselves with rage, shouting out to the others to charge; withal, some were pale and some were red with the blood that had gathered to the wrathful faces of them.

Then said Arnald to those about him, “Lift me up.” So they laid a great shield on two lances, and these four men carried, and thereon stood Arnald, and gazed about him.

Now the king was unhelmed, and his white hair (for he was an old man) flowed down behind him on to his saddle; but Amaid’s hair was cut short, and was red.

And all the bells rang.

Then the king said, “0 Arnald of the Lilies, will you settle this quarrel by the judgment of God?” And Amaid thrust up his chin, and said, “Yea.” “How then,” said the king, “and where?” “Will it please you try now?” said Arnald.

Then the king understood what he meant, and took in his hand from behind tresses of his long white hair, twisting them round his hand in his wrath, but yet said no word, till I suppose his hair put him in mind of something, and he raised it in both his hands above his head, and shouted out aloud, “0 knights, hearken to this traitor.” Whereat, indeed, the lances began to move ominously. But Arnald spoke.

“0 you king and lords, what have we to do with you? Were we not free in the old time, up among the hills there? Wherefore give way, and we will go to the hills again; and if any man try to stop us, his blood be on his own head; wherefore now,” (and he turned) “all you House of the Lily, both soldiers and monks, let us go forth together fearing nothing, for I think there is not bone enough or muscle enough in these fellows here that have a king that they should stop us withal, but only skin and fat.”

And truly, no man dared to stop us, and we went.

CHAPT. II. — FAILING IN THE WORLD
 

Now at that time we drove cattle in Red Harald’s land.

And we took no hoof but from the Lords and rich men, but of these we had a mighty drove, both oxen and sheep, and horses, and besides, even hawks and hounds, and huntsman or two to take care of them.

And, about noon, we drew away from the cornlands that lay beyond the pastures, and mingled with them, and reached a wide moor, which was called “Goliath’s Land.” I scarce know why, except that it belonged neither to Red Harald or us, but was debatable.

And the cattle began to go slowly, and our horses were tired, and the sun struck down very hot upon us, for there was no shadow, and the day was cloudless.

All about the edge of the moor, ex-cept on the sidefrom which we had come was a rim of hills, not very high, but very rocky and steep, otherwise the moor itself was flat; and through these hills was one pass, guarded by our men, which pass led to the Hill castle of the Lilies.

It was not wonderful, that of this moor many wild stories were told, being such a strange lonely place, some of them one knew, alas to be over true. In the old time, before we went to the good town, this moor had been the mustering place of our people, and our house had done deeds enough of blood and horror to turn our white lilies red, and our blue cross to a fiery one. But some of those wild tales I never believed; they had to do mostly with men losing their way without any apparent cause, (for there were plenty of landmarks,) finding some well-known spot, and then, just beyond it, a place they had never even dreamed of.

“Florian! FIorian!” said Arnald, “for God’s sake stop! as every one else is stopping to look at the hills yonder; I always thought there was a curse upon us. What does God mean by shutting us up here? Look at the cattle; 0 Christ, they have found it out too! See, some of them are turning to run back again towards Harald’s land. Oh! unhappy, unhappy, from that day forward!”

He leaned forward, rested his head on his horse’s neck, and wept like a child.

I felt so irritated with him, that I could almost have slain him then and there. Was he mad? had these wild doings of ours turned his strong wise head?

“Are you my brother Arnald, that I used to think such a grand man when I was a boy?” I said, “or are you changed too, like everybody, and everything else? What do you mean?”

“Look! look!” he said, grinding his teeth in agony.

I raised my eyes: where was the one pass between the rim of stern rocks? Nothing: the enemy behind us- that grim wall in front: what wonder that each man looked in his fellow’s face for help, and found it not. Yet I refused to believe that there was any troth either in the wild stories that I had heard when I was a boy, or in this story told me so clearly by my eyes now.

I called out cheerily, “Hugh, come here!” He came. “What do you think of this? Some mere dodge on Harald’s part? Are we cut off?”

“Think! Sir Florian? God forgive me for ever thinking at all; I have given up that long and long ago, because thirty years ago I thought this, that the House of Lilies would deserve anything in the way of bad fortune that God would send them: so I gave up thinking, and took to fighting. But if you think that Harald had anything to do with this, why-why-in God’s name, I wish I could think so!”

I felt a dull weight on my heart. Had our house been the devil’s servants all along? I thought we were God’s servants.

The day was very still, but what little wind there was, was at our backs. I watched Hugh’s face, not being able to answer him. He was the cleverest man at war that I have known, either before or since that day; sharper than any hound in ear and scent, clearer sighted than any eagle; he was listening now intently. I saw a slight smile cross his face; heard him mutter, “Yes! I think so: verily that is better, a great deal better.” Then he stood up in his stirrups, and shouted, “Hurrah for the Lilies! Mary rings!” “Mary rings!” I shouted, though I did not know the reason for his exultation: my brother lifted his head, and smiled too, grimly. Then as I listened I heard clearly the sound of a trumpet, and enemy’s trumpet too.

“After all, it was only mist, or some such thing,” I said, for the pass between the hills was clear enough now.

“Hurrah! only mist,” said Amald, quite elated; “Mary rings!” and we all began to think of fighting: for after all what joy is equal to that?

There were five hundred of us; two hundred spears, the rest archers; and both archers and men at arms were picked men.

“How many of them are we to expect?” said I.

“Not under a thousand, certainly, probably more, Sir Florian.” (My brother Arnald, by the way, had knighted me before we left the good town, and Hugh liked to give me the handle to my name. How was it, by the way, that no one had ever made him a knight?)

“Let every one look to his arms and horse, and come away from these silly cows’ sons!” shouted Arnald.

Hugh said, “They will be here in an hour, fair Sir.”

So we got clear of the cattle, and dismounted, and both ourselves took food and drink, and our horses; afterwards we tightened our saddle-girths, shook our great pots of helmets on, except Amald, whose rustyred hair had been his only head-piece in battle for years and years, and stood with our spears close by our horses, leaving room for the archers to retreat between our ranks; and they got their arrows ready, and planted their stakes before a little peat moss: and there we waited, and saw their pennons at last floating high above the corn of the fertile land, then heard their many horse-hoofs ring upon the hard-parched moor, and the archers began to shoot.

* * * *
 

It had been a strange battle; we had never fought better, and yet withal it had ended in a retreat; indeed all along every man but Arnald and myself, even Hugh, had been trying at least to get the enemy between him and the way toward the pass; and now we were all drifting that way, the enemy trying to cut us off, but never able to stop us, because he could only throw small bodies of men in our way, whom we scattered and put to flight in their turn.

I never cared less for my life than then; indeed, in spite of all my boasting and hardness of belief, I should have been happy to have died, such a strange weight of apprehension was on me; and yet I got no scratch even. I had soon put off my great helm, and was fighting in my mail-coif only: and here I swear that three knights together charged me, aiming at my bare face, yet never touched me. For, as for one, I put his lance aside with my sword, and the other two in some most wonderful manner got their spears locked in each other’s armour, and so had to submit to be knocked off their horses.

And we still neared the pass, and began to see distinctly the ferns that grew on the rocks, and the fair country between the rift in them, spreading out there, blue-shadowed.

Whereupon came a great rush of men of both sides, striking side blows at each other, spitting, cursing, and shrieking, as they tore away like a herd of wild hogs. So, being careless of lfe, as I said, I drew rein, and turning my horse, waited quietly for them. And I knotted the reins, and laid them on the horse’s neck, and stroked him, that he whinnied, then got both my hands to my sword.

Then, as they came on, I noted hurriedly that the first man was one of Arnald’s men, and one of our men behind him leaned forward to prod him with his spear, but could not reach so far, till he himself was run through the eye with a spear, and throwing his arms up fell dead with a shriek. Also I noted concerning this first man that the laces of his helmet were loose, and when he saw me he lifted his left hand to his head, took off his helm and cast it at me, and still tore on; the helmet flew over my head, and I sitting still there, swung out, hitting him on the neck; his head flew right off, for the  mail no more held than a piece of silk.

“Mary rings,” and my horse whinnied again, and we both of us went at it, and fairly stopped that rout, so that there was a knot of quite close and desperate fighting, wherein we had the best of that fight and slew most of them, albeit my horse was slain and my mail-coif cut through. Then I bade a squire fetch me another horse, and began meanwhile to upbraid those knights for running in such a strange disorderly race, instead of standing and fighting cleverly.

Moreover we had drifted even in this successful fight still nearer to the pass, so that the conies who dwelt there were beginning to consider whether they should not run into their holes.

But one of those knights said: “Be not angry with me. Sir Florian, but do you think you will go to Heaven?”

“The saints! I hope so,” I said, but one who stood near him whispered to him to hold his peace, so I cried out:

“O friend! I hold this world and all therein so cheap now, that I see not anything in it but shame which can any longer anger me; wherefore speak: out.”

“Then, Sir Florian, men say that at your christening some fiend took on him the likeness of a priest and strove to baptize you in the Devil’s name, but God had mercy on you so that the fiend could not choose but baptize you in the name of the most holy Trinity: and yet men say that you hardly believe any doctrine such as other men do, and will at the end only go to Heaven round about as it were, not at all by the intercession of our Lady; they say too that you can see no ghosts or other wonders, whatever happens to other Christian men.”

I smiled. “Well, friend, I scarcely call this a disadvantage, moreover what has it to do with the matter in hand?”

How was this in Heaven’s name? We had been quite still, resting while this talk was going on, but we could hear the hawks chattering from the rocks, we were so close now.

And my heart sunk within me, there was no reason why this should not be true; there was no reason why anything should not be true.

“This, Sir Florian,” said the knight again, “how would you feel inclined to fight if you thought that everything about you was mere glamour; this earth here, the rocks, the sun, the sky? I do not know where I am for certain, I do not know that it is not midnight instead of undem: I do not know if I have been fighting men or only simulacra but I think, we all think, that we have been led into some devil’s trap or other, and- and may God forgive me my sins! I wish I had never been born.”

There now! he was weeping - they all wept - how strange it was to see those rough, bearded men blubbering there, and snivelling till the tears ran over their armour and mingled with the blood, so that it dropped down to the earth in a dim, dull, red rain.

My eyes indeed were dry, but then so was my heart; I felt far worse than weeping came to, but nevertheless I spoke cheerily.

“Dear friends, where are your old men’s hearts gone to now? See now! This is a punishment for our sins, is it? Well, for our forefathers’ sins or our own? If the first, 0 brothers, be very sure that if we bear it manfully God will have something very good in store for us hereafter; but if for our sins, is it not certain that He cares for us yet, for note that He suffers the wicked to go their own ways pretty much; moreover brave men, brothers, ought to be the masters of simulacra come, is it so hard to die once for all?”

Still no answer came from them, they sighed heavily only. I heard the sound of more than one or two swords as they rattled back to the scabbards: nay, one knight, stripping himself of surcoat and hauberk, and drawing his  dagger, looked at me with a grim smile, and said, “Sir Florian, do so!” Then he drew the dagger across his throat and he fell back dead.

They shuddered, those brave men, and crossed themselves. And I had no heart to say a word more, but mounted the horse which had been brought to me and rode away slowly for a few yards; then I became aware that there was a great silence over the whole field.

So I lifted my eyes and looked, and behold no man struck at another.

Then from out of a band of horsemen came Harald, and he was covered all over with a great scarlet cloth as before, put on over the head, and flowing all about his horse, but rent with the fight. He put off his helm and drew back his mail-coif, then took a trumpet from the hand of a herald and blew strongly.

And in the midst of his blast I heard a voice call out: “O Florian! come and speak to me for the last time!”

So when I turned I beheld Arnald standing by himself, but near him stood Hugh and ten others with drawn swords.

Then I wept, and so went to him weeping; and he said, “Thou seest, brother, that we must die, and I think by some horrible and unheard-of death, and the House of the Lilies is just dying too; and now I repent me of Swanhilda’s death; now I know that it was a poor cowardly piece of revenge, instead of a brave act of justice; thus has God shown us the right.

“O Florian! curse me! So will it be straighter; truly thy mother when she bore thee did not think of this; rather saw thee in the tourney at this time, in her fond hopes, glittering with gold and doing knightly; or else mingling thy brown locks with the golden hair of some maiden weeping for the love of thee. God forgive me! God forgive me!”

“What harm, brother?” I said, “this is only failing in the world; what if we had not failed, in a little while it would have made no difference; truly just now I felt very miserable, but now it has passed away, and I am happy.”

“O brave heart!” he said, “yet we shall part just now, Florian, farewell.”

“The road is long,” I said, “farewell.”

Then we kissed each other, and Hugh and the others wept.

Now all this time the trumpets had been ringing, ringing, great doleful peals, then they ceased, and above all sounded Red Harald’s voice.

(So I looked round towards that pass, and when I looked I no longer doubted any of those wild tales of glamour concerning Goliath’s Land; and for though the rocks were the same, and though the conies still stood gazing at the doors of their dwellings, though the hawks still cried out shrilly, though the fern still shook in the wind, yet beyond, oh such a land! not to be described by any because of its great beauty, lying, a great hollow land, the rocks going down on this side in precipices, then reaches and reaches of loveliest country, trees and flowers, and corn, then the hills, green and blue, and purple, till their ledges reached the white snowy mountains at last. Then with all manner of strange feelings, “my heart in the midst of my body was even like melting wax.”)

“O you House of the Lily! you are conquered yet I will take vengeance only on a few, therefore let all those who wish to live come and pile their swords, and shields, and helms behind me in three great heaps, and swear fealty afterwards to me; yes, all but the false knights Arnald and Florian.”

We were holding each other’s hands and gazing, and we saw all our knights, yea, all but Squire Hugh and his ten heroes, pass over the field singly, or in groups of three or four, with their heads hanging down in shame, and they cast down their notched swords and dinted, lilied shields, and brave-crested helms into three great heaps, behind Red Herald, then stood behind, no man speaking to his fellow, or touching him.

Then dolefully the great trumpets sang over the dying House of the Lily, and Red Harald led his men forward, but slowly: on they came, spear and mail glittering in the sunlight; and I turned and looked at that good land, and a shuddering delight seized my soul.

But I felt my brother’s hand leave mine, and saw him turn his horse’s head and ride swiftly toward the pass; that was a strange pass now.

And at the edge he stopped, turned round and called out aloud, “I pray thee, Harald, forgive mel now farewell all!”

Then the horse gave one bound forward, and we heard the poor creature’s scream when he felt that he must die, and we heard afterwards (for we were near enough for that even) a clang and a crash.

So I turned me about to Hugh, and he understood me though I could not speak.

We shouted all together, “Mary rings,” then laid our bridles on the necks of our horses, spurred forward, and in five minutes they were all slain, and I was down among the horse-hoofs.

Not slain though, not wounded. Red Harald smiled grimly when he saw me rise and lash out again; he and some ten others dismounted, and holding their long spears out, I went back — back, back, I saw what it meant, and sheathed my sword, and their laughter rolled all about me, and I too smiled.

Presently they all stopped, and I felt the last foot of turf giving under my feet; I looked down and saw the crack there widening; then in a moment I fell, and a cloud of dust and earth rolled after me; then again their mirth rose into thunder-peals of laughter. But through it all I heard Red Harald shout, “Silence! Evil dogs!”

For as I fell I stretched out my arms, and caughl a tuft of yellow broom some three feet from the brow, and hung there by the hands, my feet being loose in the air.

Then Red Harald came and stood on the precipice above me, his great axe over his shoulder; and he looked down on me not ferociously, almost kindly, while the wind from the Hollow Land blew about his red raiment, tattered and dusty now.

And I felt happy, though it pained me to hold straining by the broom, yet I said, “I will hold out to the last”

It was not long, the plant itself gave way and I fell, and as I fell I fainted.

CHAPTER III. LEAVING THE WORLD.
 

Fytte the First.
 

I had thought when I fell that I should never wake again; but I woke at last: for a long time I was quite dizzied and could see nothing at all: horrible doubts came creeping over me; I half expected to see presently great half-formed shapes come rolling up to me to crush me; some thing fiery, not strange, too utterly horrible to be strange, but utterly vile and ugly, the sight of which would have killed me when I was upon the earth, come rolling up to torment me. In fact I doubted if I were in hell.

I knew I deserved to be, but I prayed, and then it came into my mind that I could not pray if I were in hell.

Also there seemed to be a cool green light all about me, which was sweet. Then presently I heard a glorious voice ring outclear, close to me

Christ keep the Hollow Land

   Through the sweet spring-tide,
 When the apple-blossoms bless

   The lowly bent hill side.”
 

Thereat my eyes were slowly unsealed, and I saw the blessedest sight I have ever seen before or since: for I saw my Love.

She sat about five yards from me on a great grey stone that had much moss on it, one of the many scattered along the side of the stream by which I lay; she was clad in loose white raiment close to her hands and throat; her feet were bare, her hair hung loose a long way down, but some of it lay on her knees: I said “white” raiment, but long spikes of light scarlet went down from the throat, lost here and there in the shadows of the folds, and growing smaller and smaller, died before they reached her feet.

I was lying with my head resting on soft moss that some one had gathered and placed under me. She, when she saw me moving and awake, came and stood over me with a gracious smile. She was so lovely and tender to look at, and so kind, yet withal no one, man or woman, had ever frightened me half so much.

She was not fair in white and red, like many beautiful women are, being rather pale, but like ivory for smoothness, and her hair was quite golden, not light yellow, but dusky golden.

I tried to get up on my feet, but was too weak, and sank back again. She said:

“No, not just yet, do not trouble yourself or try to remember anything just at present.”

There withal she kneeled down, and hung over me closer.

“To-morrow you may, perhaps, have something hard to do or bear, I know, but now you must be as happy as you can be, quietly happy. Why did you start and turn pale when I came to you? Do you not know who I am? Nay, but you do, I see; and I have been waiting here so long for you; so you must have expected to see me. You cannot be frightened of me, are you?”

But I could not answer a word, but  all the time strange knowledge, strange feelings were filling my brain and my heart, she said: “You are tired; rest, and dream happily.”

So she sat by me, and sang to lull me to sleep, while I turned on my elbow, and watched the waving of her throat: and the singing of all the poets I had ever heard, and of many others too, not born till years long after I was dead, floated all about me as she sang, and I did indeed dream happily.

When I awoke it was the time of the cold dawn, and the colours were gathering themselves together, whereat in fatherly approving fashion the sun sent all across the east long bars of scarlet and orange that after faded through yellow to green and blue.

And she sat by me still; I think she had been sitting there and singing all the time; all through hot yesterday, for I had been sleeping day-long and night-long, all through the falling evening under moonlight and starlight the night through.

And now it was dawn, and I think too that neither of us had moved at all; for the last thing I remembered before I went to sleep was the tips of her fingers brushing my cheek, as she knelt over me with downdrooping arm, and still now I felt them there. Moreover she was just finishing some fainting measure that died before it had time to get painful in its passion.

Dear Lord! how I loved her! Yet did I not dare to touch her, or even speak to her. She smiled with delight when she saw I was awake again, and slid down her hand on to mine, but some shuddering dread made me draw it away again hurriedly; then I saw the smile leave her face: what would I not have given for courage to hold her body quite tight to mine? But I was so weak. She said:

“Have you been very happy?”

“Yea,” I said.

It was the first word I had spoken there, and my voice sounded strange.

“Ah!” she said, “you will talk more when you get used to the air of the Hollow Land. Have you been thinking of your past life at all? If not, try to think of it. What thing in Heaven or Earth do you Wish for most?”

Still I said no word; but she said in a wearied way:

“Well now, I think you will be strong enough to get to your feet and walk; take my hand and try.”

Therewith she held it out: I strove hard to be brave enough to take it, but could not; I only turned away shuddering, sick, and grieved to the heart’s core of me; then struggling hard with hand and knee and elbow, I scarce rose, and stood up totteringly; while she watched me sadly, still holding out her hand.

But as I rose, in my swinging to and fro the steel sheath of my sword struck her on the hand so that the blood flowed from it, which she stood looking at for a while, then dropped it downwards, and turned to look at me, for I was going.

Then as I walked she followed me, so I stopped and turned and said almost fiercely:

“I am going alone to look for my brother.”

The vehemence with which I spoke, or something else, burst some blood-vessel within my throat, and we both stood there with the blood running from us on to the grass and summer flowers.

She said: “If you find him, wait with him till I come.”

“Yea,” and I turned and left her, following the course of the stream upwards, and as I went I heard her low singing that almost broke my heart for its sadness.

And I went painfully because of my weakness, and because also of the great stones; and sometimes I went along a spot of earth where the river had been used to flow in flood-time, and which was now bare of everything but stones; and the sun, now risen high, poured  down on everything a great flood of fierce light and scorching heat, and burnt me sorely, so that I almost fainted.

But about noontide I entered a wood close by the stream, a beech-wood, intending to rest myself; the herbage was thin and scattered there, sprouting up from amid the leaf-sheaths and nuts of the beeches, which had fallen year after year on that same spot; the outside boughs swept low down, the air itself seemed green when you entered within the shadow of the branches, they over-roofed the place so with tender green, only here and there showing spots of blue.

But what lay at the foot of a great beech tree but some dead knight in armour, only the helmet off? A wolf was prowling round about it, who ran away snarling when he saw me coming.

So I went up to that dead knight, and fell on my knees before him, laying my head on his breast, for it was Arnald.

He was quite cold, but had not been dead for very long; I would not believe him dead, but went down to the stream and brought him water, tried to make him drink-what would you? He was as dead as Swanhilda: neither came there any answer to my cries that afternoon but the moaning of the wood doves in the beeches.

So then I sat down and took his head on my knees, and closed the eyes, and wept quietly while the sun sank lower.

But a little after sunset I heard a rustle through the leaves, that was not the wind, and looking up my eyes met the pitying eyes of that maiden.

Something stirred rebelliously within me; I ceased weeping, and said:

“It is unjust, unfair: What right had Swanhilda to live? Did not God give her up to us? How much better was he than ten Swanhildas? And look you — See! He is DEAD.”

Now this I shrieked out, being mad; and though I trembled when I saw some stormy wrath that vexed her very heart and loving lips, gathering on her face, I yet sat there looking at her and screaming, screaming, till all the place rung.

But when growing hoarse and breathless I ceased; she said, with straitened brow and scornful mouth:

“So! Bravely done! Must I then, though I am a woman, call you a liar, for saying God is unjust? You to punish her, had not God then punished her already? How many times when she woke in the dead night do you suppose she missed seeing King Urrayne’s pale face and hacked head lying on the pillow by her side? Whether by night or day, what things but screams did she hear when the wind blew loud round about the Palace corners? And did not that face too, often come before her, pale and bleeding as it was long ago, and gaze at her from unhappy eyes! Poor eyesi With changed purpose in them- no more hope of converting the world when that blow was once struck, truly it was very wicked-no more dreams, but only fierce struggles with the Devil for very life, no more dreams but failure at last, and death, happier so in the Hollow Land.”

She grew so pitying as she gazed at his dead face that I began to weep again unreasonably, while she saw not that I was weeping, but looked only on Arnald’s face, but after turned on me frowning.

“Unjust! Yes, truly unjust enough to take away life and all hope from her; you have done a base cowardly act, you and your brother here, disguise it as you may; you deserve all God’s judgment — you—”

But I turned my eyes and wet face to her, and said:

“Do not curse me — there — do not look like Swanhilda: for see now, you said at first that you have been waiting long for me, give me your hand now, for I love you so.”

Then she came and knelt by where  I sat, and I caught her in my arms and she prayed to be forgiven.

“0, Florian! I have indeed waited long for you, and when I saw you my heart was filled with joy, but you would neither touch me nor speak to me, so that I became almost mad, forgive me, we will be so happy now. 0! do you know this is what I have been waiting for all these years; it made me glad, I know, when I was a little baby in my mother’s arms to think I was born for this; and afterwards, as I grew up, I used to watch every breath of wind through the beech-boughs, every turn of the silver poplar leaves, thinking it might be you or some news of you.”

Then I rose and drew her up with me; but she knelt again by my brother’s side, and kissed him, and said:

“O brother! The Hollow Land is only second best of the places God has made, for Heaven also is the work of His hand.”

Afterwards we dug a deep grave among the beechroots and there we buried Arnald de Liliis.

And I have never seen him since, scarcely even in dreams; surely God has had mercy on him, for he was very leal and true and brave; he loved many men, and was kind and gentle to his friends, neither did he hate any but Swanhilda.

But as for us two, Margaret and me, I cannot tell you concerning our happiness, such things cannot be told; only this I know, that we abode continually in the Hollow Land until I lost it.

Moreover this I can tell you. Margaret was walking with me, as she often walked near the place where I had first seen her; presently we came upon a woman sitting, dressed in scarlet and gold raiment, with her head laid down on her knees; likewise we heard her sobbing.

“Margaret, who is she?” I said: “I knew not that any dwelt in the Hollow Land but us two only.”

She said, “I know not who she is, only sometimes; these many years, I have seen her scarlet robe flaming from far away, amid the quiet green grass: but I was never so near her as this.

Florian, I am afraid: let us come away.”

Fytte the Second.
 

Such a horrible grey November day it was, the fog-smell all about, the fog creeping into our very bones.

And I sat there, trying to recollect, at any rate something, under those fir-trees that I ought to have known so well.

Just think now; I had lost my best years some- where; for I was past the prime of life, my hair and beard were scattered with white, my body was growing weaker, my memory of all things was very faint.

My raiment, purple and scarlet and blue once, was so stained that you could scarce call it any colour, was so tattered that it scarce covered my body, though it seemed once to have fallen in heavy folds to my feet, and still, when I rose to walk, though the miserable November mist lay in great drops upon my bare breast, yet was I obliged to wind my raiment over my arm, it dragged so (wretched, slimy, textureless thing! ) in the brown mud.

On my head was a light morion, which pressed on my brow and pained me; so I put my hand up to take it ofi; but when I touched it I stood still in my walk shuddering; I nearly fell to the earth with shame and sick horror; for I laid my hand on a lump of Slimy earth with worms coiled up in it I could scarce forbear from shrieking, but breathing such a prayer as I could think of, I raised my hand again and seized it firmly. Worse horror stilll The rust had eaten it into holes, and I gripped my own hair as well as the rotting steel, the sharp edge of which cut into my fingers; but setting my teeth, gave a great  wrench, for I knew that if I let go of it then, no power on the earth or under it could make me touch it again. God be praised! I tore it off and cast it far from me; I saw the earth, and the worms and green weeds and sun- begotten slime, whirling out from it radiatingly, as it spun round about.

I was girt with a sword too, the leathern belt of which had shrunk and squeezed my waist: dead leaves had gathered in knots about the buckles of it, the gilded handle was encrusted with clay in many parts, the velvet sheath miserably worn.

But, verily, when I took hold of the hilt, and pent in my hand; lo! then, I drew out my own true blade and shook it flawless from hilt to point, gleaming white in that mist.

Therefore it sent a thrill of joy to my heart, to know that there was one friend left me yet: I sheathed it again carefully, and undoing it from my waist, hung it about my neck.

Then catching up my rags in my arms, I drew them up till my legs and feet were altogether clear from them, afterwards folded my arms over my breast, gave a long leap and ran, looking downward, but not giving heed to my way.

Once or twice I fell over stumps of trees, and such- like, for it was a cut-down wood that I was in, but I rose always, though bleeding and confused, and went on still; sometimes tearing madly through briars and gorse bushes, so that my blood dropped on the dead leaves as I went.

I ran in this way for about an hour; then I heard a gurgling and splashing of waters; I gave a great shout and leapt strongly, with shut eyes, and the black water closed over me.

When I rose again, I saw near me a boat with a man in it; but the shore was far off; I struck out toward the boat, but my clothes which I had knotted and folded about me, weighed me down terribly.

The man looked at me, and began to paddle toward me with the oar he held in his left hand, having in his right a long, slender spear, barbed like a fish-hook; perhaps, I thought, it is some fishing spear; moreover his raiment was of scarlet, with upright stripes of yellow and black all over it.

When my eye caught his, a smile widened his mouth as if some one had made a joke; but I was beginning to sink, and indeed my head was almost under water just as he came and stood above me, but before it went quite under, I saw his spear gleam, then felt it in my shoulder, and for the present, felt nothing else.

When I woke I was on the bank of that river; the flooded waters went hurrying past me; no boat on them now; from the river the ground went up in gentle slopes till it grew a great hill, and there, on that hill-top, Yes, I might forget many things, almost everything, but not that, not the old castle of my fathers up among the hills, its towers blackened now and shattered, yet still no enemy’s banner waved from it.

So I said I would go and die there? and at this thought I drew my sword, which yet hung about my neck, and shook it in the air till the true steel quivered, then began to pace towards the castle. I was quite naked, no rag about me; I took no heed of that only thanking God that my sword was left, and so toiled up the hill. I entered the castle soon by the outer court; I knew the way so well, that I did not lift my eyes from the groimd, but walked on over the lowered drawbridge through the unguarded gates, and stood in the great hall at lastmy father’s hall as bare of everything but my sword as when I came into the world fifty years before: I had as little clothes, as little wealth, less memory and thought, I verily believe, than then.

So I lifted up my eyes and gazed; no glass in the windows, no hangings  on the walls; the vaulting yet held good throughout, but seemed to be going; the mortar had fallen out from between the stones, and grass and fern grew in the joints; the marble pavement was in some places gone, and water stood about in puddles, though one scarce knew how it had got there.

No hangings on the walls- no; yet, strange to say, instead of them, the walls blazed from end to end with scarlet paintings, only striped across with green damp-marks in many places, some falling bodily from the wall, the plaster hanging down with the fading colour on it.

In all of them, except for the shadows and the faces of the figures, there was scarce any colour but scarlet and yellow. Here and there it seemed the painter, whoever it was, had tried to make his trees or his grass green, but it would not do; some ghastly thoughts must have filled his head, for all the green went presently into yellow, out-sweeping through the picture dismally. But the faces were painted to the very life, or it seemed so; there were only five of them, however, that were very marked or came much in the foreground; and four of these I knew well, though I did not then remember the names of those that had borne them. They were Red Harald, Swanhilda, Arnald, and myself. The fifth I did not know; it was a woman’s and very beautiful.

Then I saw that in some parts a small penthouse roof had been built over the paintings, to keep them from the weather. Near one of these stood a man painting, clothed in red, with stripes of yellow and black: Then I knew that it was the same man who had saved me from drowning by spearing me through the shoulder; so I went up to him, and saw furthermore that he was girt with a heavy sword.

He turned round when he saw me coming, and asked me fiercely what I did there. I asked why he was painting in my castle.

Thereupon, with that same grim smile widening his mouth as heretofore, he said, “I paint God’s judgments.”

And as he spoke, he rattled the sword in his scabbard; but I said,

“Well, then, you paint them very badly. Listen; I know God’s judgments much better than you do. See now; I will teach you God’s judgments, and you shall teach me painting.”

While I spoke he still rattled his sword, and when I had done, shut his right eye tight, screwing his nose on one side; then said:

“You have got no clothes on, and may go to the devil! What do you know about God’s judgments?”

“Well, they are not all yellow and red, at all events; you ought to know better.”

He screamed out, “0 you fool! Yellow and red! Gold and blood, what do they make?”

“Well,” I said; “what?”

“HELL!” And, coming close up to me, he struck me with his open hand in the face, so that the colour with which his hand was smeared was dabbed about my face. The blow almost threw me down; and, while I staggered, he rushed at me furiously with his sword. Perhaps it was good for me that I had got no clothes on; for, being utterly unencumbered, I leapt this way and that, and avoided his fierce, eager strokes till I could collect myself somewhat; while he had a heavy scarlet cloak on that trailed on the ground, and which he often trod on, so that he stumbled.

He very nearly slew me during the first few minutes, for it was not strange that, together with other matters, I should have forgotten the art of fence: but yet, as I went on, and sometimes bounded about the hall under the whizzing of his sword, as he rested sometimes, leaning on it, as the point sometimes touched my bare flesh, nay, once as the whole sword fell flatlings on  my head and made my eyes start out, I remembered the old joy that I used to have, and the swy, swy, of the sharp edge, as one gazed between one’s horse’s ears; moreover, at last, one fierce swift stroke, just touching me below the throat, tore up the skin all down my body, and fell heavy on my thigh, so that I drew my breath in and turned white; then first, as I swung my sword round my head, our blades met, oh! to hear that tchink again! and I felt the notch my sword made in his, and swung out at him; but he guarded it and returned on me; I guarded right and left, and grew warm, and opened my mouth to shout, but knew not what to say; and our sword points fell on the floor together: then, when we had panted awhile, I wiped from my face the blood that had been dashed over it, shook my sword and cut at him, then we spun round and round in a mad waltz to the measured music of our meeting swords, and sometimes either wounded the other somewhat but not much, till I beat down his sword on to his head, that he fell grovelling, but not cut through. Verily, thereupon my lips opened mightily with “Mary rings.”

Then, when he had gotten to his feet, I went at him again, he staggering back, guarding wildly; I cut at his head; he put his sword up confusedly, so I fitted both hands to my hilt, and smote him mightily under the arm: then his shriek mingled with my shout, made a strange sound together; he rolled over and over, dead, as I thought.

I walked about the hall in great exultation at first, striking my sword point on the floor every now and then, till I grew faint with loss of blood; then I went to my enemy and stripped off some of his clothes to bind up my wounds withal; afterwards I found in a corner bread and wine, and I eat and drank thereof.

Then I went back to him, and looked, and a thought struck me, and I took some of his paints and brushes, and kneeling down, painted his face thus, with stripes of yellow and red, crossing each other at right angles; and in each of the squares so made I put a spot of black, after the manner of the painted letters in the prayer-books and romances when they are ornamented.

So I stood back as painters use, folded my arms, and admired my own handiwork. Yet there struck me as being something so utterly doleful in the man’s white face, and the blood running all about him, and washing off the stains of paint from his face and hands, and splashed clothes, that my heart mis- gave me, and I hoped that he was not dead; I took some water from a vessel he had been using for his painting, and, kneeling, washed his face.

Was it some resemblance to my father’s dead face, which I had seen when I was young, that made me pity him? I laid my hand upon his heart, and felt it beating feebly; so I lifted him up gently, and carried him towards a heap of straw that he seemed used to lie upon; there I stripped him and looked to his wounds, and used leech-craft, the memory of which God gave me for this purpose, I suppose, and within seven days I found that he would not die.

Afterwards, as I wandered about the castle, I came to a room in one of the upper storeys, that had still the roof on, and windows in it with painted glass, and there I found green raiment and swords and armour, and I clothed myself.

So when he got well I asked him what his name was, and he me, and we both of us said, “Truly I know not.” Then said I, “but we must call each other some name, even as men call days.”

“Call me Swerker,” he said, “some priest I knew once had that name.”

“And me Wulf,” said I, “though wherefore I know not.”

Then he said:

“Wulf, I will teach you painting now, come and learn.”

Then I tried to learn painting till I thought I should die, but at last learned it through very much pain and grief.

And, as the years went on and we grew old and grey, we painted purple pictures and green ones instead of the scarlet and yellow, so that the walls looked altered, and always we painted God’s judgments.

And we would sit in the sunset and watch them with the golden light changing them, as we yet hoped God would change both us and our works.

Often too we would sit outside the walls and look at the trees and sky, and the ways of the few men and women we saw; therefrom sometimes befell adventures.

Once there went past a great funeral of some king going to his own country, not as he had hoped to go, but stiff and colourless, spices filling up the place of his heart.

And first went by very many knights, with long bright hauberks on, that fell down before their knees as they rode, and they all had tilting-helms on with the same crest, so that their faces were quite hidden: and this crest was two hands clasped together tightly as though they were the hands of one praying forgiveness from the one he loves best; and the crest was wrought in gold.

Moreover, they had on over their hauberks surcoats which were half scarlet and half purple, strewn about with golden stars.

Also long lances, that had forked knights’-pennons, half purple and half scarlet, strewn with golden stars.

And these went by with no sound but the fall of their horse-hoofs.

And they went slowly, so slowly that we counted them all, five thousand five hundred and fifty-five.

Then went by many fair maidens whose hair was loose and yellow, and who were all clad in green raiment ungirded, and shod with golden shoes.

These also we counted, being five hundred; moreover some of the outermost of them, viz., one maiden to every twenty, had long silver trumpets, which they swung out to right and left, blowing them, and their sound was very sad.

Then many priests, and bishops, and abbots, who wore white albs and golden copes over them; and they all sang together mournfully, “Propter amnen Babylonis;” and these were three hundred.

After that came a great knot of the Lords, who were tilting helmets and surcoats emblazoned with each one his own device; only each had in his hand a small staff two feet long whereon was a pennon of scarlet and purple. These also were three hundred.

And in the midst of these was a great car hung down to the ground with purple, drawn by grey horses whose trappings were half scarlet, half purple.

And on this car lay the King, whose head and hands were bare; and he had on him a surcoat, half purple and half scarlet, strewn with golden stars.

And his head rested on a tilting helmet, whose crest was the hands of one praying passionately for forgiveness.

But his own hands lay by his side as if he had just fallen asleep.

And all about the car were little banners, half purple and half scarlet, strewn with golden stars.

Then the King, who counted but as one, went by also.

And after him came again many maidens clad in ungirt white raiment strewn with scarlet flowers, and their hair was loose and yellow and their feet bare: and, except for the falling of their feet and the rustle of the wind through their raiment, they went past quite silently. These also were five hundred.

Then lastly came many young knights with long bright hauberks falling over their knees as they rode,  and surcoats, half scarlet and half purple, strewn with golden stars; they bore long lances with forked pen- nons which were half purple, half scarlet, strewn with golden stars; their heads and their hands were bare, but they bore shields, each one of them, which were of bright steel wrought cunningly in the midst with that bearing of the two hands of one who prays for forgiveness; which was done in gold. These were but five hundred.

Then they all went by winding up and up the hill roads, and, when the last of them had departed out of our sight, we put down our heads and wept, and I said, “Sing us one of the songs of the Hollow Land.”

Then he whom I had called Swerker put his hand into his bosom, and slowly drew out a long, long tress of black hair, and laid it on his knee and smoothed it, weeping on it: So then I left him there and went and armed myself, and brought armour for him.

And then came back to him and threw the armour down so that it clanged, and said:

“O Harald, let us go!”

He did not seem surprised that I called him by the right name, but rose and armed himself, and then he looked a good knight; so we set forth.

And in a turn of the long road we came suddenly upon a most fair woman, clothed in scarlet, who sat and sobbed, holding her face between her bands, and her hair was very black.

And when Harald saw her, he stood and gazed at her for long through the bars of bis helmet, then suddenly turned, and said:

“Florian, I must stop here; do you go on to the Hollow Land. Farewell.”

“Farewell.” And then I went on, never turning back, and him I never saw more.

And so I went on, quite lonely, but happy, till I had reached the Hollow Land.

Into which I let myself down most carefully, by the jutting rocks and bushes and strange trailing flowers, and there lay down and fell asleep.

Fytte the Third.
 

And I was waked by some one singing; I felt very happy; I felt young again; I had fair delicate raiment on, my sword was gone, and my armour; I tried to think where I was, and could not for my happiness; I tried to listen to the words of the song. Nothing, only an old echo in my ears, only all manner of strange scenes from my wretched past life before my eyes in a dim, far-off manner: then at last, slowly, without effort, I heard what she sang.

“Christ keep the Hollow Land 

   All the summer-tide; 
 Still we cannot understand

   Where the waters glide;
 

Only dimly seeing them

   Coldly slipping through
 Many green-lipp’d cavern mouths.

   Where the hills are blue.”
 

“Then,” she said, “come now and look for it, love, a hollow city in the Hollow Land.”

I kissed Margaret, and we went.

* * * * *
 

Through the golden streets under the purple shadows of the houses we went, and the slow fanning backward and forward of the many-coloured banners cooled us: we two alone: there was no one with us. No soul will ever be able to tell what we said, how we looked.

At last we came to a fair palace, cloistered off in the old time, before the city grew golden from the din and hubbub of traffic; those who dwelt there in the old ungolden times had had their own joys, their own sorrows, apart from the joys and sorrows of the multitude: so, in like manner, was it now cloistered off from the eager leaning and brotherhood of the golden dwellings: so now it had its own gaiety, its own solemnity, apart from  theirs; unchanged, and changeable, were its marble walls, whatever else changed about it.

We stopped before the gates and trembled, and clasped each other closer; for there among the marble leafage and tendrils that were round and under and over the archway that held the golden valves were wrought two figures of a man and woman winged and garlanded, whose raiment flashed with stars; and their faces were like faces we had seen or half seen in some dream long and long and long ago so that we trembled with awe and delight; and turned, and seeing Margaret, saw that her face was that face seen or half seen long and long and long ago; and in the shining of her eyes I saw that other face, seen in that way and no other long and long and long ago — my face.

And then we walked together toward the golden gates, and opened them, and no man gainsaid us.

And before us lay a great space of flowers.






  








GOLDEN WINGS
 

Lyf lythes to nee,
 Twa wordes or three,
 Of one who was fair and free,

      And fele in his fight.
 

 — Sir Percival.

 

I suppose my birth was somewhat after the birth of Sir Percival of Galles, for I never saw my father, and my mother brought me up quaintly; not like a poor man’s son, though, indeed, we had little money, and lived in a lone place: it was on a bit of waste land near a river; moist, and without trees; on the drier parts of it folks had built cottages — see, I can count them on my fingers — six cottages, of which ours was one.

Likewise, there was a little chapel, with a yew tree and graves in the church-yard — graves — yes, a great many graves, more than in the yards of many Minsters I have seen, because people fought a battle once near us, and buried many bodies in deep pits, to the east of the chapel; but this was before I was born.

I have talked to old knights since who fought in that battle, and who told me that it was all about a lady that they fought; indeed, this lady, who was a queen, was afterwards, by her own wish, buried in the aforesaid chapel in a most fair tomb; her image was of latoun gilt, and with a colour on it; her hands and face were of silver, and her hair, gilded and most curiously wrought, flowed down from her head over the marble.

It was a strange sight to see that gold and brass and marble inside that rough chapel which stood on the marshy common, near the river.

Now, every St. Peter’s day, when the sun was at its hottest, in the mid-summer noontide, my mother (though at other times she only wore such clothes as the folk about us) would dress herself most richly, and shut the shutters against all the windows, and light great candles, and sit as though she were a queen, till the evening: sitting and working at a frame, and singing as she worked.

And what she worked at was two wings, wrought in gold, on a blue ground.

And as for what she sung, I could never understand it, though I know now it was not in Latin.

And she used to charge me straightly never to let any man into the house on St. Peter’s day; therefore, I and our dog, which was a great old bloodhound, always kept the door together.

But one St. Peter’s day, when I was nearly twenty, I sat in the house watching the door with the bloodhound, and I was sleepy, because of the shut-up heat and my mother’s singing, so I began to nod, and at last, though the dog often shook me by the hair to keep me awake, went fast asleep, and began to dream a foolish dream without hearing, as men sometimes do: for I thought that my mother and I were walking to mass through the snow on a Christmas day, but my mother carried a live goose in her hand, holding it by the neck, instead of her rosary, and that I went along by her side, not walking, but turning somersaults like a mountebank, my head never touching the ground; when we got to the chapel door, the old priest met us, and said to my mother, ‘Why dame alive, your head is turned green!  Ah! never mind, I will go and say mass, but don’t let little Mary there go,’ and he pointed to the goose, and went.

Then mass begun, but in the midst of it, the priest said out aloud, ‘Oh I forgot,’ and turning round to us began to wag his grey head and white beard, throwing his head right back, and sinking his chin on his breast alternately; and when we saw him do this, we presently began also to knock our heads against the wall, keeping time with him and with each other, till the priest said, ‘Peter! it’s dragon-time now,’ whereat the roof flew off, and a great yellow dragon came down on the chapel-floor with a flop, and danced about clumsily, wriggling his fat tail, and saying to a sort of tune, ‘O the Devil, the Devil, the Devil, O the Devil,’ so I went up to him, and put my hand on his breast, meaning to slay him, and so awoke, and found myself standing up with my hand on the breast of an armed knight; the door lay flat on the ground, and under it lay Hector, our dog, whining and dying.

For eight hours I had been asleep; on awaking, the blood rushed up into my face, I heard my mother’s low mysterious song behind me, and knew not what harm might happen to her and me, if that knight’s coming made her cease in it; so I struck him with my left hand, where his face was bare under his mail-coif, and getting my sword in my light hand, drove its point under his hawberk, so that it came out behind, and he fell, turned over on his face, and died.

Then, because my mother still went on working and singing, I said no word, but let him lie there, and put the door up again, and found Hector dead.

I then sat down again and polished my sword with a piece of leather after I had wiped the blood from it; and in an hour my mother arose from her work, and raising me from where I was sitting, kissed my brow, saying, ‘Well done, Lionel, you have slain our greatest foe, and now the people will know you for what you are before you die — Ah God! though not before I die.’

So I said, ‘Who is he, mother? he seems to be some Lord; am I a Lord then?’

‘A King, if the people will but know it,’ she said.

Then she knelt down by the dead body, turned it round again, so that it lay face uppermost, as before, then said:

‘And so it has all come to this, has it?  To think that you should run on my son’s sword-point at last, after all the wrong you have done me and mine; now must I work carefully, least when you are dead you should still do me harm, for that you are a King — Lionel!’

‘Yea, Mother.’

‘Come here and see; this is what I have wrought these many Peter’s days by day, and often other times by night.’

‘It is a surcoat, Mother; for me?’

‘Yea, but take a spade, and come into the wood.’

So we went, and my mother gazed about her for a while as if she were looking for something, but then suddenly went forward with her eyes on the ground, and she said to me:

‘Is it not strange, that I who know the very place I am going to take you to, as well as our own garden, should have a sudden fear come over me that I should not find it after all; though for these nineteen years I have watched the trees change and change all about it — ah! here, stop now.’

We stopped before a great oak; a beech tree was behind us — she said, ‘Dig, Lionel, hereabouts.’

So I dug and for an hour found nothing but beech roots, while my mother seemed as if she were going mad, sometimes running about muttering to herself, sometimes stooping into the hole and howling, sometimes throwing herself on the grass and twisting her hands together above her head; she went once down the hill to a pool that had filled an old gravel pit, and came back dripping and with wild eyes; ‘I am too hot,’ she said, ‘far too hot this St. Peter’s day.’

Clink just then from my spade against iron; my mother screamed, and I dug with all my might for another hour, and then beheld a chest of heavy wood bound with iron ready to be heaved out of the hole; ‘Now Lionel weigh it out — hard for your life!’

And with some trouble I got the chest out; she gave me a key, I unlocked the chest, and took out another wrapped in lead, which also I unlocked with a silver key that my mother gave me, and behold therein lay armour — mail for the whole body, made of very small rings wrought most wonderfully, for every ring was fashioned like a serpent, and though they were so small yet could you see their scales and their eyes, and of some even the forked tongue was on it, and lay on the rivet, and the rings were gilded here and there into patterns and flowers so that the gleam of it was most glorious. — And the mail coif was all gilded and had red and blue stones at the rivets; and the tilting helms (inside which the mail lay when I saw it first) was gilded also, and had flowers pricked out on it; and the chain of it was silver, and the crest was two gold wings.  And there was a shield of blue set with red stones, which had two gold wings for a cognizance; and the hilt of the sword was gold, with angels wrought in green and blue all up it, and the eyes in their wings were of pearls and red stones, and the sheath was of silver with green flowers on it.

Now when I saw this armour and understood that my mother would have me put it on, and ride out without fear, leaving her alone, I cast myself down on the grass so that I might not see its beauty (for it made me mad), and strove to think; but what thoughts soever came to me were only of the things that would be, glory in the midst of ladies, battle-joy among knights, honour from all kings and princes and people — these things.

But my mother wept softly above me, till I arose with a great shudder of delight and drew the edges of the hawberk over my cheek, I liked so to feel the rings slipping, slipping, till they fell off altogether; then I said:

‘O Lord God that made the world, if I might only die in this armour!’

Then my mother helped me to put it on, and I felt strange and new in it, and yet I had neither lance nor horse.

So when we reached the cottage again she said: ‘See now, Lionel, you must take this knight’s horse and his lance, and ride away, or else the people will come here to kill another king; and when you are gone, you will never see me any more in life.’

I wept thereat, but she said: ‘Nay, but see here.’

And taking the dead knight’s lance from among the garden lilies, she rent from it the pennon (which had a sword on a red ground for bearing), and cast it carelessly on the ground, then she bound about it a pennon with my bearing, gold wings on a blue ground; she bid me bear the Knight’s body, all armed as he was, to put on him his helm and lay him on the floor at her bed’s foot, also to break his sword and cast it on our hearth-stone; all which things I did.

Afterwards she put the surcoat on me, and then lying down in her gorgeous raiment on her bed, she spread her arms out in the form of a cross, shut her eyes, and said:

‘Kiss me, Lionel, for I am tired.’

And after I had kissed her she died.

And I mounted my dead foe’s horse and rode away; neither did I ever know what wrong that was which he had done me, not while I was in the body at least.

And do not blame me for not burying my mother; I left her there because, though she did not say so to me, yet I knew the thoughts of her heart, and that the thing she had wished so earnestly for these years, and years, and years, had been but to lie dead with him lying dead close to her.

So I rode all that night for I could not stop, because of the thoughts that were in me, and, stopping at this place and that, in three days came to the city.

And there the King held his court with great pomp.

And so I went to the palace, and asked to see the King; whereupon they brought me into the great hall where he was with all his knights, and my heart swelled within me to think that I too was a King.

So I prayed him to make me a knight, and he spake graciously and asked me my name; so when I had told it him, and said that I was a king’s son, he pondered, not knowing what to do, for I could not tell him whose son I was.

Whereupon one of the knights came near me and shaded his eyes with his hand as one does in a bright sun, meaning to mock at me for my shining armour, and he drew nearer and nearer till his long stiff beard just touched me, and then I smote him on the face, and he fell on the floor.

So the king being in a rage, roared out from the door, ‘Slay him!’ but I put my shield before me and drew my sword, and the women drew together aside and whispered fearfully, and while some of the knights took spears and stood about me, others got their armour on.

And as we stood thus we heard a horn blow, and then an armed knight came into the hall and drew near to the King; and one of the maidens behind me, came and laid her hand on my shoulder; so I turned and saw that she was very fair, and then I was glad, but she whispered to me: ‘Sir Squire for a love I have for your face and gold armour, I will give you good counsel; go presently to the King and say to him: “In the name of Alys des roses and Sir Guy le bon amant I pray you three boons,” — do this, and you will be alive, and a knight by to-morrow, otherwise I think hardly the one or the other.’

‘The Lord reward you damoyzel,’ I said.  Then I saw that the King had left talking with that knight and was just going to stand up and say something out loud, so I went quickly and called out with a loud voice:

‘O King Gilbert of the rose-land, I, Lionel of the golden wings, pray of you three boons in the name of Alys des roses and Sir Guy le bon amant.’

Then the King gnashed his teeth because he had promised if ever his daughter Alys des roses came back safe again, he would on that day grant any three boons to the first man who asked them, even if he were his greatest foe.  He said, ‘Well, then, take them, what are they?’

‘First, my life; then, that you should make me a knight; and thirdly, that you should take me into your service.’

He said, ‘I will do this, and moreover, I forgive you freely if you will be my true man.’  Then we heard shouting arise through all the city because they were bringing the Lady Alys from the ship up to the palace, and the people came to the windows, and the houses were hung with cloths and banners of silk and gold, that swung down right from the eaves to the ground; likewise the bells all rang: and within a while they entered the palace, and the trumpets rang and men shouted, so that my head whirled; and they entered the hall, and the King went down from the dais to meet them.

Now a band of knights and of damoyzels went before and behind, and in the midst Sir Guy led the Lady Alys by the hand, and he was a most stately knight, strong and fair.

And I indeed noted the first band of knights and damoyzels well, and wondered at the noble presence of the knights, and was filled with joy when I beheld the maids, because of their great beauty; the second band I did not see, for when they passed I was leaning back against the wall, wishing to die with my hands before my face.  But when I could see, she was hanging about her father’s neck, weeping, and she never left him all that night, but held his hand in feast and dance, and even when I was made knight, while the king with his right hand laid his sword over my shoulder, she held his left hand and was close to me.

And the next day they held a grand tourney, that I might be proven; and I had never fought with knights before, yet I did not doubt.  And Alys sat under a green canopy, that she might give the degree to the best knight, and by her sat the good knight Sir Guy, in a long robe, for he did not mean to joust that day; and indeed at first none but young knights jousted, for they thought that I should not do much.

But I, looking up to the green canopy, overthrew so many of them, that the elder knights began to arm, and I grew most joyful as I met them, and no man unhorsed me; and always I broke my spear fairly, or else overthrew my adversary.

Now that maiden who counselled me in the hall, told me afterwards that as I fought, the Lady Alys held fast to the rail before her, and leaned forward and was most pale, never answering any word that any one might say to her, till the Knight Guy said to her in anger: ‘Alys! what ails you? you would have been glad enough to speak to me when King Wadrayns carried you off shrieking, or that other time when the chain went round about you, and the faggots began to smoke in the Brown City: do you not love me any longer?  O Alys, Alys! just think a little, and do not break your faith with me; God hates nothing so much as this.  Sweet, try to love me, even for your own sake!  See, am I not kind to you?’

That maiden said that she turned round to him wonderingly, as if she had not caught his meaning, and that just for one second, then stretched out over the lists again.

Now till about this time I had made no cry as I jousted.  But there came against me a very tall knight, on a great horse, and when we met our spears both shivered, and he howled with vexation, for he wished to slay me, being the brother of that knight I had struck down in the hall the day before.

And they say that when Alys heard his howl sounding faintly through the bars of his great helm, she trembled; but I know not, for I was stronger than that knight, and when we fought with swords, I struck him right out of his saddle, and near slew him with that stroke.

Whereupon I shouted ‘Alys’ out loud, and she blushed red for pleasure, and Sir Guy took note of it, and rose up in a rage and ran down and armed.

Then presently I saw a great knight come riding in with three black chevrons on a gold shield: and so he began to ride at me, and at first we only broke both our spears, but then he drew his sword, and fought quite in another way to what the other knights had, so that I saw at once that I had no chance against him: nevertheless, for a long time he availed nothing, though he wounded me here and there, but at last drove his sword right through mine, through my shield and my helm, and I fell, and lay like one dead.

And thereat the King cried out to cease, and the degree was given to Sir Guy, because I had overthrown forty knights and he had overthrown me.

Then they told me, I was carried out of the lists and laid in a hostelry near the palace, and Guy went up to the pavilion where Alys was and she crowned him, both of them being very pale, for she doubted if I were slain, and he knew that she did not love him, thinking before that she did; for he was good and true, and had saved her life and honour, and she (poor maid!) wished to please her father, and strove to think that all was right.

But I was by no means slain, for the sword had only cleft my helm, and when I came to myself again I felt despair of all things, because I knew not that she loved me, for how should she, knowing nothing of me? likewise dust had been cast on my gold wings, and she saw it done.

Then I heard a great crying in the street, that sounded strangely in the quiet night, so I sent to ask what it might be: and there came presently into my chamber a man in gilded armour; he was an old man, and his hair and beard were gray, and behind him came six men armed, who carried a dead body of a young man between them, and I said, ‘What is it? who is he?’  Then the old man, whose head was heavy for grief, said: ‘Oh, sir! this is my son; for as we went yesterday with our merchandize some twenty miles from this fair town, we passed by a certain hold, and therefrom came a knight and men at arms, who when my son would have fought with them, overthrew him and bound him, and me and all our men they said they would slay if we did ought; so then they cut out my son’s eyes, and cut off his hands, and then said, “The Knight of High Gard takes these for tribute.”  Therewithal they departed, taking with them my son’s eyes and his hands on a platter; and when they were gone I would have followed them, and slain some of them at least, but my own people would not suffer me, and for grief and pain my son’s heart burst, and he died, and behold I am here.’

Then I thought I could win glory, and I was much rejoiced thereat, and said to the old man,

‘Would you love to be revenged?’

But he set his teeth, and pulled at the skirt of his surcoat, as hardly for his passion he said, ‘Yes.’

‘Then,’ I said, ‘I will go and try to slay this knight, if you will show me the way to La Haute Garde.’

And he, taking my hand, said, ‘O glorious knight, let us go now!’  And he did not ask who I was, or whether I was a good knight, but began to go down the stairs at once, so I put on my armour and followed him.

And we two set forth alone to La Haute Garde, for no man else dared follow us, and I rejoiced in thinking that while Guy was sitting at the King’s table feasting, I was riding out to slay the King’s enemies, for it never once seemed possible to me that I should be worsted.

It was getting light again by then we came in sight of High Gard; we wound up the hill on foot, for it was very steep; I blew at the gates a great blast which was even as though the stag should blow his own mort, or like the blast that Balen heard.

For in a very short while the gates opened and a great band of armed men, more than thirty I think, and a knight on horseback among them, who was armed in red, stood before us, and on one side of him was a serving man with a silver dish, on the other, one with a butcher’s cleaver, a knife, and pincers.

So when the knight saw us he said, ‘What, are you come to pay tribute in person, old man, and is this another fair son?  Good sir, how is your lady?’

So I said grimly, being in a rage, ‘I have a will to slay you.’

But I could scarce say so before the old merchant rushed at the red knight with a yell, who without moving slew his horse with an axe, and then the men at arms speared the old man, slaying him as one would an otter or a rat.

Afterwards they were going to set on me, but the red knight held them back, saying: ‘Nay, I am enough,’ and we spurred on our horses.

As we met, I felt just as if some one had thrown a dull brown cloth over my eyes, and I felt the wretched spear-point slip off his helm; then I felt a great pain somewhere, that did not seem to be in my body, but in the world, or the sky, or something of that sort.

And I know not how long that pain seemed to last now, but I think years, though really I grew well and sane again in a few weeks.

And when I woke, scarce knowing whether I was in the world or heaven or hell, I heard some one singing.

I tried to listen but could not, because I did not know where I was, and was thinking of that; I missed verse after verse of the song, this song, till at last I saw I must be in the King’s palace.

There was a window by my bed, I looked out at it, and saw that I was high up; down in the street the people were going to and fro, and there was a knot of folks gathered about a minstrel, who sat on the edge of a fountain, with his head laid sideways on his shoulder, and nursing one leg on the other; he was singing only, having no instrument, and he sang the song I had tried to listen to, I heard some of it now:

‘He was fair and free,
 At every tourney
 He wan the degree,

   Sir Guy the good knight.
 

‘He wan Alys the fair,
 The King’s own daughtere,
 With all her gold hair,

   That shone well bright.
 

‘He saved a good Knight,
 Who also was wight,
 And had wingès bright

   On a blue shield.
 

‘And he slew the Knight
 Of the High Gard in fight,
 In red weed that was dight

   In the open field.’
 

I fell back in my bed and wept, for I was weak with my illness; to think of this! truly this man was a perfect knight, and deserved to win Alys.  Ah! well! but was this the glory I was to have, and no one believed that I was a King’s son.

And so I passed days and nights, thinking of my dishonour and misery, and my utter loneliness; no one cared for me; verily, I think, if any one had spoken to me lovingly, I should have fallen on his neck and died, while I was so weak.

But I grew strong at last, and began to walk about, and in the Palace Pleasaunce, one day, I met Sir Guy walking by himself.

So I told him how that I thanked him with all my heart for my life, but he said it was only what a good knight ought to do; for that hearing the mad enterprise I had ridden on, he had followed me swiftly with a few knights, and so saved me.

He looked stately and grand as he spoke, yet I did not love him, nay, rather hated him, though I tried hard not to do so, for there was some air of pitiless triumph and coldness of heart in him that froze me; so scornfully, too, he said that about ‘my mad enterprise,’ as though I must be wrong in everything I did.  Yet afterwards, as I came to know more, I pitied him instead of hating; but at that time I thought his life was without a shadow, for I did not know that the Lady Alys loved him not.

And now I turned from him, and walked slowly up and down the garden-paths, not exactly thinking, but with some ghosts of former thoughts passing through my mind.  The day, too, was most lovely, as it grew towards evening, and I had all the joy of a man lately sick in the flowers and all things; if any bells at that time had begun to chime, I think I should have lain down on the grass and wept; but now there was but the noise of the bees in the yellow musk, and that had not music enough to bring me sorrow.

And as I walked I stooped and picked a great orange lily, and held it in my hand, and lo! down the garden walk, the same fair damozel that had before this given me good counsel in the hall.

Thereat I was very glad, and walked to meet her smiling, but she was very grave, and said:

‘Fair sir, the Lady Alys des roses wishes to see you in her chamber.’

I could not answer a word, but turned, and went with her while she walked slowly beside me, thinking deeply, and picking a rose to pieces as she went; and I, too, thought much, what could she want me for? surely, but for one thing; and yet — and yet.

But when we came to the lady’s chamber, behold! before the door, stood a tall knight, fair and strong, and in armour, save his head, who seemed to be guarding the door, though not so as to seem so to all men.

He kissed the damozel eagerly, and then she said to me, ‘This is Sir William de la Fosse, my true knight;’ so the knight took my hand and seemed to have such joy of me, that all the blood came up to my face for pure delight.

But then the damozel Blanche opened the door and bade me go in while she abode still without; so I entered, when I had put aside the heavy silken hangings that filled the doorway.

And there sat Alys; she arose when she saw me, and stood pale, and with her lips apart, and her hands hanging loose by her side.

And then all doubt and sorrow went quite away from me; I did not even feel drunk with joy, but rather felt that I could take it all in, lose no least fragment of it; then at once I felt that I was beautiful, and brave and true; I had no doubt as to what I should do now.

I went up to her, and first kissed her on the forehead, and then on the feet, and then drew her to me, and with my arms round about her, and her arms hanging loose, and her lips dropped, we held our lips together so long that my eyes failed me, and I could not see her, till I looked at her green raiment.

And she had never spoken to me yet; she seemed just then as if she were going to, for she lifted her eyes to mine, and opened her mouth; but she only said, ‘Dear Lionel,’ and fell forward as though she were faint; and again I held her, and kissed her all over; and then she loosed her hair that it fell to her feet, and when I clipped her next, she threw it over me, that it fell all over my scarlet robes like trickling of some golden well in Paradise.

Then, within a while, we called in the Lady Blanche and Sir William de la Fosse, and while they talked about what we should do, we sat together and kissed; and what they said, I know not.

But I remember, that that night, quite late, Alys and I rode out side by side from the good city in the midst of a great band of knights and men-at-arms, and other bands drew to us as we went, and in three days we reached Sir William’s castle which was called ‘La Garde des Chevaliers.’

And straightway he caused toll the great bell, and to hang out from the highest tower a great banner of red and gold, cut into so many points that it seemed as if it were tattered; for this was the custom of his house when they wanted their vassals together.

And Alys and I stood up in the tower by the great bell as they tolled it; I remember now that I had passed my hand underneath her hair, so that the fingers of it folded over and just lay on her cheek; she gazed down on the bell, and at every deafening stroke she drew in her breath and opened her eyes to a wide stare downwards.

But on the very day that we came, they arrayed her in gold and flowers (and there were angels and knights and ladies wrought on her gold raiment), and I waited for an hour in the chapel till she came, listening to the swallows outside, and gazing with parted lips at the pictures on the golden walls; but when she came, I knelt down before the altar, and she knelt down and kissed my lips; and then the priest came in, and the singers and the censer-boys; and that chapel was soon confusedly full of golden raiment, and incense, and ladies and singing; in the midst of which I wedded Alys.  And men came into Knights’ Gard till we had two thousand men in it, and great store of munitions of war and provisions.

But Alys and I lived happily together in the painted hall and in the fair water-meadows, and as yet no one came against us.

And still her talk was, of deeds of arms, and she was never tired of letting the serpent rings of my mail slip off her wrist and long hand, and she would kiss my shield and helm and the gold wings on my surcoat, my mother’s work, and would talk of the ineffable joy that would be when we had fought through all the evil that was coming on us.

Also she would take my sword and lay it on her knees and talk to it, telling it how much she loved me.

Yea in all things, O Lord God, Thou knowest that my love was a very child, like thy angels.  Oh! my wise soft-handed love! endless passion! endless longing always satisfied!

Think you that the shouting curses of the trumpet broke off our love, or in any ways lessened it? no, most certainly, but from the time the siege began, her cheeks grew thinner, and her passionate face seemed more and more a part of me; now too, whenever I happened to see her between the grim fighting she would do nothing but kiss me all the time, or wring my hands, or take my head on her breast, being so eagerly passionate that sometimes a pang shot through me that she might die.

Till one day they made a breach in the wall, and when I heard of it for the first time, I sickened, and could not call on God; but Alys cut me a tress of her yellow hair and tied it in my helm, and armed me, and saying no word, led me down to the breach by the hand, and then went back most ghastly pale.

So there on the one side of the breach were the spears of William de la Fosse and Lionel of the gold wings, and on the other the spears of King Gilbert and Sir Guy le bon amant, but the King himself was not there; Sir Guy was.

Well, — what would you have? in this world never yet could two thousand men stand against twenty thousand; we were almost pushed back with their spear-points, they were so close together: — slay six of them and the spears were as thick as ever; but if two of our men fell there was straightway a hole.

Yet just at the end of this we drove them back in one charge two yards beyond the breach, and behold in the front rank, Sir Guy, utterly fearless, cool, and collected; nevertheless, with one stroke I broke his helm, and he fell to the ground before the two armies, even as I fell that day in the lists; and we drove them twenty feet farther, yet they saved Sir Guy.

Well, again, — what would you have?  They drove us back again, and they drove us into our inner castle walls.  And I was the last to go in, and just as I was entering, the boldest and nearest of the enemy clutched at my love’s hair in my helm, shouting out quite loud, ‘Whore’s hair for John the goldsmith!’

At the hearing of which blasphemy the Lord gave me such strength, that I turned and caught him by the ribs with my left hand, and with my right, by sheer strength, I tore off his helm and part of his nose with it, and then swinging him round about, dashed his brains out against the castle-walls.

Yet thereby was I nearly slain, for they surrounded me, only Sir William and the others charged out and rescued me, but hardly.

May the Lord help all true men!  In an hour we were all fighting pell mell on the walls of the castle itself, and some were slain outright, and some were wounded, and some yielded themselves and received mercy; but I had scarce the heart to fight any more, because I thought of Alys lying with her face upon the floor and her agonised hands outspread, trying to clutch something, trying to hold to the cracks of the boarding.  So when I had seen William de la Fosse slain by many men, I cast my shield and helm over the battlements, and gazed about for a second, and lo! on one of the flanking towers, my gold wings still floated by the side of William’s white lion, and in the other one I knew my poor Love, whom they had left quite alone, was lying.

So then I turned into a dark passage and ran till I reached the tower stairs, up that too I sprang as though a ghost were after me, I did so long to kiss her again before I died, to soothe her too, so that she should not feel this day, when in the aftertimes she thought of it, as wholly miserable to her.  For I knew they would neither slay her nor treat her cruelly, for in sooth all loved her, only they would make her marry Sir Guy le bon amant.

In the topmost room I found her, alas! alas! lying on the floor, as I said; I came to her and kissed her head as she lay, then raised her up; and I took all my armour off and broke my sword over my knee.

And then I led her to the window away from the fighting, from whence we only saw the quiet country, and kissed her lips till she wept and looked no longer sad and wretched; then I said to her:

‘Now, O Love, we must part for a little, it is time for me to go and die.’

‘Why should you go away?’ she said, ‘they will come here quick enough, no doubt, and I shall have you longer with me if you stay; I do not turn sick at the sight of blood.’

‘O my poor Love!’  And I could not go because of her praying face; surely God would grant anything to such a face as that.

‘Oh!’ she said, ‘you will let me have you yet a little longer, I see; also let me kiss your feet.’

She threw herself down and kissed them, and then did not get up again at once, but lay there holding my feet.

And while she lay there, behold a sudden tramping that she did not hear, and over the green hangings the gleam of helmets that she did not see, and then one pushed aside the hangings with his spear, and there stood the armed men.

‘Will not somebody weep for my darling?’

She sprang up from my feet with a low, bitter moan, most terrible to hear, she kissed me once on the lips, and then stood aside, with her dear head thrown back, and holding her lovely loose hair strained over her outspread arms, as though she were wearied of all things that had been or that might be.

Then one thrust me through the breast with a spear, and another with his sword, which was three inches broad, gave me a stroke across the thighs that hit to the bone; and as I fell forward one cleft me to the teeth with his axe.

And then I heard my darling shriek.






  








FRANK’S SEALED LETTER
 

Ever since I can remember, even when I was quite a child, people have always told me that I had no perseverance, no strength of will; they have always kept on saying to me, directly and indirectly, “Unstable as water thou shalt not excel;” and they have always been quite wrong in this matter, for of all men I ever heard of, I have the strongest will for good and evil. I could soon find out whether a thing were possible or not to me; then if it were not, I threw it away for ever, never thought of it again, no regret, no longing for that, it was past, and over to me; but if it were possible, and I made up my mind to do it, then and there I began it, and in due time finished it, turning neither to the right hand nor the left, till it was done. So I did with all things that I set my hand to.

Love only, and the wild restless passions that went with it, were too strong for me, and they bent my strong will, so that people think me now a weak man, with no end to make for in the purposeless wanderings of my life.

Yes, my life is purposeless now. I have failed, I know, but I know that I have fought too; I know the weary struggle from day to day, in which, with my loins girded, and my muscles all a-strain, I have fought, while years and years have passed away. I know what they do not, how that Passion trembled in my grasp, shook, staggered: how I grew stronger and stronger; till when, as I stood at last quivering with collected force, the light of victory across my lips and brow, God’s hand struck me, and I fell at once, and without remedy; and am now a vanquished man; and really without any object in life, not desiring death any more than life, or life any more than death; a vanquished man, though no coward; forlorn, hopeless, unloved, living now altogether in the past.

I will tell you how I fell, and then I pray you all to pity me, and if you can, love me, and pray for me that I may be forgiven.

I said, when I left her that day, that I would forget her, look upon her as if she had never been; coming and going to and from that house, indeed, seeing her often, talking to her, as to any other friendly and accomplished lady; but seeing Mabel, my Mabel, that had been, no more. She was dead, and the twenty years that I had lived with her, man and boy, and little child, were gone — dead too, and forgotten. No shadow of them should rest upon my path, I said. Meantime the world wanted help; I was strong and willing, and would help it. I saw all about me men without a leader, looking and yearning for one to come and help them. I would be that leader, I said; there was no reason for me to be bitter and misanthropical, for I could forget the past utterly, could be another man in short. Why! I never loved that woman there, with her heavy, sweeping, black hair, and dreamily-passionate eyes; that was some one past away long ago. Who knows when he lived? but I am the man that knows, that feels all poetry and art, that can create, that can sympathize with every man and woman that ever lived — even with that cold, proud  woman there, without a heart, but with heavy, sweeping hair, and great dreamily-passionate eyes, which might cause a weak man to love her.

Yes, I said so when I left her — nay, even before I left her, for in my agonized pleading I had said words that made her cold, selfish blood run quick enough to speak scornful things to me. “Mabel!” I said, “Mabel! think awhile before you turn from me for ever! Am I not good enough for you? Yet tell me, I pray you, for God’s sake, what you would have me do? what you would have me make myself, and I will do that thing, make myself such, whatever it is. Think how long I have worshipped you, looked on all the world through your eyes. I loved you as soon as I saw you, even when I was a child, before I had reason almost; and my love and my reason have grown together, till now. Oh! Mabel, think of the things we have talked of together, thought of together! Will you ever find another man who thinks the same as you do in everything? Nay, but you must love me. Such letters you have written me too! Oh! Mabel, Mabel, I know God will never let love like mine go unrequited. You love me, I know. I am sure of it; you are trying me only; let it be enough now, my own Mabel, the only one that loves me. See, do not I love you enough?”

I fell there before her feet. I caught the hem of her garment. I buried my face in its folds; madly I strove to convince myself that she was but trying me, that she could not speak for her deep love, that it was a dream only. Oh! how I tried to wake, to find myself, with my heart beating wildly, and the black night round me, lying on my bed; as often, when a child, I used to wake from a dream of lions, and robbers, and ugly deaths, and the devil, to find myself in the dear room, though it was dark, my heart bounding with the fear of pursuit and joy of escape.

But no dream breaks now, desperate desperate, earnest. The dreams have closed round me, and become the dismallest reality, as I often used to fear those other dreams might; the walls of this fact are closed round about me now like the sides of an iron chest, hurrying on down some swift river, with the black water above, to the measureless, rolling sea. I shall never any more wake to anything but that.

For listen to what she said, you who are happy lovers. Can you believe it? I can scarce do so myself. I, not looking up from where I lay, felt her lips curl into a cruel smile, as she drew herself from my grasp, and said:

“Listen, Hugh. I call you ‘Hugh,’ by the way, not because I am fond of you, but because surnames never seemed to me to express anything; they are quite meaningless. Hugh, I never loved you, never shall, nay, something more. I am not quite sure that I do not hate you, for coming to claim me as a right in this way, and appealing to God against me. Who gave you any right to be lord over me, and question my heart? Why, for this long time I have seen that you would claim me at last, and your ‘love,’ which I now cast from me for ever, and trample upon, so — so, — your ‘love,’ I say, has been a bitterly heavy burden to me, dogging me up and down, everywhere. You think my thoughts? Yes, verily, you who think yourself the teacher of such an one as I am, have few thoughts of your own to think. What do I want better than you? Why, I want a man who is brave and beautiful. You are a coward and a cripple. Am I trying you? No, Hugh; there is no need for that. I think I know you well enough, weak and irresolute, you will never do anything great. I must marry a great man — 

‘White honour shall be like a plaything to him,
 Borne lightly, a pet falcon on his wrist;
 One who can feel the very pulse o’ the time,
 Instant to act, to plunge into the strife,
 And with a strong arm hold the rearing world.’”
 

But before she had begun to quote, my life had changed. While I lay there, in I know not what agony, that which I have just said came suddenly across me. I became calm all at once. I began to bend my passion beneath my strong will; the fight I fought so bravely had begun.

I rose up quietly before she began to quote, and when she saw me standing there, so calmly, ay, and looking so brave too, though I was a “cripple and a coward,” she quailed before me, her voice fell, even in the midst of her scornful speech; then I thought, “so cool, and can quote pretty verses at such a time. Oh! but my revenge is good, and sure too, it is almost as if I killed her, stabbed her to the heart, here in this room.” Then my heart grew quite obedient, and my purpose began to work, so that I could speak with no shadow of passion in my words, and with no forced unnatural calm either. I could seem, and for years and years did seem, to be no hard cold man of the world, no mere calculating machine for gauging God’s earth by modern science; but a kindly genial man; though so full of knowledge, yet having room for love too, and enthusiasm, and faith. Ah! they who saw me as such did not see the fight, did not see that bitter passage in the room of the old house at Riston, where the river widens.

I stood there silent for a very short time; then, raising my eyes to hers, said, “Well, Mabel, I shall go up to London, and see the publishers, and perhaps stay there a day or two, so that I shall probably be back again at Casley by Tuesday; and I daresay I shall find time to walk over to Riston on Wednesday or Thursday, to tell you what we have determined on — good bye.” She trembled, and turned pale, as I gave her my hand, and said,

“goodbye,” in a forced tone, that was in strong contrast to my natural-seeming calmness. She was frightened of me then, already. Good.

So I walked away from Riston to my own house at Casley (which was about two miles from Riston), and got ready to start for London; then, about an hour after I had parted from her, set out again across the fields to the railway, that was five miles from my house. It was on the afternoon of a lovely spring day; I took a book with me, a volume of poems just published, and my dead friend’s manuscript; for my purpose in going to London was to see to its publication.

Then, looking at that over which so many years of toil and agony of striving had been spent, I thought of him who wrote it; thought how admirable he was, how that glorious calm purpose of his shone through all his restless energy. I thought, too, as I had never done before, of the many, many ways he had helped me, and my eyes filled with tears, as I remembered remorsefully the slight return I had given him for his affection, my forgetfulness of him in the years when I was happy. I thought of his quiet, successful love, and that sweet wife of his, the poor widow that was now, who lived at Florence, watching the shadows come and go on her husband’s tomb, the rain that washed it, the sun and moon that shone on it; then how he had died at Florence, and of the short letter he had written to me, or rather that had been written, just before his death, by his wife, from his dictation, and stained with the many tears of the poor heart-broken lady. Those farewell words that threw but a slight shadow over the happy days when I loved Mabel, had more weight now, both for sorrow and consolation; for the thought that that dead man cared for me surely did me good, made me think more of the unseen world, less of the terrible earth-world that seemed all going wrong, and which the unseen was slowly righting.

I had the letter with me at that very time. I had taken it out with the manuscript, and together with that, another, a sealed letter that came with it, and which, according to the dying man’s wish, I had never yet opened. I took out both the letters, and turning aside from the path sat down under a willow by the side of the river, a willow just growing grey-green with the spring. And there, to the music of the west wind through the slim boughs, to the very faint music of the river’s flow, I read the two letters, and first the one I had read before.

“Dear friend, I am going the last journey, and I wish to say farewell before I go. My wife’s tears fall fast, as she writes, and I am sorry to go, though, I think, not afraid to die. Two things I want to say to you: the first and least has to do with my writings; I do not wish them to perish: you know I wrote, thinking I might do some one good; will you see about this for me? Do you know, Hugh, I never cared for any man so much as for you: there was something which drew me to you wonderfully; it used to trouble me sometimes to think that you scarcely cared for me so much; but only sometimes, for I saw that you knew this, and tried to love me more; it was not your fault that you could not; God bless you for the trying even! When you see my wife, be kind to her; we have had happy talk about you often, thinking what a great man you ought to be. Yet one thing more. I send you with this a sealed enclosure. On the day that you are married to Mabel, or on the day that she dies, still loving you, burn this unopened; but, oh friend, if such a misfortune happen to you, as I scarce dare hint at even, then open it, and read it for the sake of, Frank.”

Then I remembered, sadly, how when I read this, I was angry at first, even with the dead man, for his suspicion; only, when I thought of him dying, and how loving he was, my anger quickly sunk into regret for him; not deep anguish, but quiet regret. Ah! what a long time it was since I loved Mabel! how I had conquered my raging passion! Frank will surely applaud my resolution. Dear heart! how wise he was in his loving simplicity.

I looked at the sealed letter; it also was directed in his wife’s handwriting; I broke the seal, and saw Frank’s writing there; it was written, therefore, some time before his death.

How solemn the wind was through the willow boughs, how solemn the faint sound of the swirls of the lowland river! I read — 

“O Hugh, Hugh! poor wounded heart! I saw it all along, that she was not worthy of that heart stored up with so much love. I do not ask for that love, dear friend; I know you cannot give it me; I was never jealous of her; and I know, moreover, that your love for her will not be wasted. I think, for my part, that there is One Who gathers up all such wandering love, and keeps it for Himself; think, Hugh, of those many weary hours on the Cross; in that way did they requite His Love then, and how do we requite it now? Should He not then sympathize with all those whose love is not returned?

“And, Hugh, sweet friend, I pray you, for Christ’s love, never strive to forget the love you bore her in the days when you thought her noble, the noblest of all things, never cast away the gift of memory; never cast it away for your ease, never even for the better serving of God; He will help Himself, and does not want mere deeds; you are weak, and love cannot live without memory. Oh! Hugh! if you do as I pray you, this remembered love will be a very bright crown to you up in Heaven; meantime, may it not be that your love for others will grow, that you will love all men more, and me, perhaps, even much more? And I,  though I never see you again in the body till the Day of Doom, will nevertheless be near you in spirit, to comfort you somewhat through the days of your toiling on earth; and now, Frank prays God to bless poor wounded Hugh!”

I ceased reading; a dull pain came about my forehead and eyes. What! must I be all alone in my struggle with passion? not even Frank to help me? dear fellow! to think how fond he was of me! I am very very sorry he cannot be with me in this fight; for I must kill her utterly in my memory, and I think, if he knew all, how very noble I thought her, how altogether base she really is, he would be with me after all. Yet, Frank, though I do not do this that you pray me to do, you shall still be my friend, will you not? you shall help me to become more like you, if that is possible in any degree.

So, I determined to forget her; and was I not successful, at first; ah! and for long too? nevertheless, alas! alas! Frank’s memory faded with her memory, and I did not feel his spirit by me often, only sometimes, and those were my weakest times, when I was least fit to have him by me; for then my purpose would give in somewhat, and memory would come to me, not clear and distinct, but only as a dull pain about my eyes and forehead; but my strong will could banish that, for I had much work to do, trying to help my fellow-men, with all my heart I thought. I threw myself heart and soul into that work, and joy grew up in my soul; and I was proud to think that she had not exhausted the world for me.

Nor did I shrink once from the sight of her, but came often, and saw her at her father’s house at Riston, that the broadening river flows by always; nay, I sat at her wedding, and saw her go up to the altar with firm step, and heard her say her part in the unfaltering music of her rich voice, wherein was neither doubt nor love; and there I prayed that the brave noble-hearted soldier, her husband, might be happy with her, feeling no jealousy of him, pitying him rather; for I did not think that it was in her nature to love any one but herself thoroughly. Yet, what a Queen she looked on that marriage-day! her black hair crowning her so, her great deep eyes looking so full of all slumbering passion as of old, her full lips underneath, whence the music came; and, as she walked there between the grey walls of that Abbey where they were married, the light fell on her through the jewel-like windows, colouring strangely the white and gold of her gorgeous robes. She also seemed, or wished to seem, to have forgotten that spring-day at Riston; at least, she spoke to me when she went away quite kindly, and very calmly; “Good bye, Hugh, we hear of you already; you will be a great man soon, and a good man you always were, and always will be; and we shall think of you often, and always with pleasure.”

Yet I knew she hated me; oh! her hollow heart! The dull pain came about my forehead and eyes; somehow I could not keep up the farce just then. I spoke bitterly, a smile that I know now I should not have smiled, curling my lip. “Well done, Mabel! it is a nicely composed parting speech to an old friend; but you were always good at that kind of thing. Forget you? — no — you are too handsome for that; and, if I were a painter or sculptor, I would paint you or carve you from memory. As it is, I never forget beautiful faces — good bye:” and I turned away from her a little without giving my hand. She grew pale at first, then flushed bright crimson, like a stormy sky, and turned from me with a scornful devil’s glance.

She was gone, and a sharp pang of memory shot through me for a single instant, a warning of my fall which was to be. For a single instant I saw her sitting there, as of old, in the garden  hard by the river, under the gold-dropping laburnums, heard her for a single instant singing wildly in her magnificent voice, as of old:

“Wearily, drearily,
 Half the day long,
 Flap the great banners
 High over the stone;
 Strangely and eerily
 Sounds the wind’s song,
 Bending the banner-poles.
 

“While, all alone,
 Watching the loophole’s spark,

 Lie I, with life all dark, 
 Feet tether’d, hands fetter’d
 Fast to the stone,
 The grim walls, square letter’d,
 With prison’d men’s groan.
 

“Still strain the banner-poles
 Through the wind’s song,
 Westward the banner rolls 
 Over my wrong.”
 

But it was gone directly, that pang; everything, voice, face, and all: like the topmost twigs of some great tree-limb, that, as it rolls round and round, griding the gravel and mud at the bottom of a flooded river, shows doubtfully for a second, flashing wet in the February sunlight, then, sinking straightway, goes rolling on toward the sea, in the swift steady flow of the flooded river; yet it appears again often, till it is washed ashore at last, who knows where or when?

But for me, these pangs of memory did not come often; nay, they came less and less frequently for long, till at last, in full triumph, as I thought it, I fell.

That marriage-day was more than two years after the day in April that I have told you of, when I read the sealed letter; then, for three years after her marriage, I went on working, famous now, with many who almost worshipped me, for the words I had said, the many things I had taught them; and I in return, verily loved these earnestly; yet, round about me clung some shadow that was not the mere dulled memory of what had been, and it deepened sometimes in my drearier moods into fearful doubts that this last five years of my life had been, after all, a mistake, a miserable failure; yet, still I had too much to do to go on doubting for long; so these shadowy doubts had to hold back till, though I knew it not, a whole army of them was marching upon me in my fancied security.

Well, it was Spring-time, just about five years from that day; I was living in London, and for the last few months had been working very hard indeed, writing and reading all day long and every day, often all night long also, and in those nights the hours would pass so quickly that the time between night-fall and dawn scarcely seemed ten minutes long. So I worked, worked so hard, that one day, one morning early, when I saw through my window, on waking about six o’clock, how blue the sky was, even above the London roofs, and remembered how, in the fields all about, it was the cowslip time of the year, I said to myself, “No work to-day; I will make holiday for once in the sweet spring-time; I will take a book with some tale in it, go into the country, and read it there, not striving particularly to remember it, but enjoying myself only.” And, as I said this, my heart beat with joy, like a boy’s at thought of holiday. So I got up, and as I was dressing, I took up a volume of Shakespeare, and opened it at Troilus and Cressida, and read a line or two just at the place where the parting comes; it almost brought the tears to my eyes. “How soft-hearted I am this morning,” I said; “yet I will take this, and read it; it is quite a long time since I read any Shakespeare, and, I think, years and years since I have read Troilus and Cressida.” Yes, I was soft-hearted that morning, and when I looked in the glass and saw my puny deformed figure there, and my sallow thin face, eaten into many furrows by those five years, those furrows that gave a strange grotesque piteousness  to the ugly features, I smiled at first, then almost wept for self-pity; the tears were in my eyes again; but I thought, “I will not spoil my holiday,” and so forbore; then I went out into the streets, with a certain kind of light-heartedness, which I knew might turn any moment into very deep sadness. The bells of a church, that I passed in my way Essex-ward, were ringing, and their music struck upon my heart so, that I walked the faster to get beyond their sound.

I was in the country soon: people called it an ugly country, I knew, that spreading of the broad marsh lands round the river Lea; but I was so weary with my hard work that it seemed very lovely to me then; indeed, I think I should not have despised it at any time. I was always a lover of the sad lowland country. I walked on, my mind keeping up a strange balance between joy and sadness for some time, till gradually all the beauty of things seemed to be stealing into my heart, and making me very soft and womanish, so that, at last, when I was now quite a long way off from the river Lea, and walking close by the side of another little river, a mere brook, all my heart was filled with sadness, and joy had no place there at all; all the songs of birds ringing through the hedges, and about the willows; all the sweet colours of the sky, and the clouds that floated in the blue of it; of the tender fresh grass, and the sweet young shoots of flowering things, were very pensive to me, pleasantly so at first perhaps, but soon they were lying heavy on me, with all the rest of things created; for, within my heart rose memory, green and fresh as the young spring leaves. Ah! such thoughts of the old times came about me thronging, that they almost made me faint. I tried hard to shake them off; I noticed every turn of the banks of the little brook, every ripple of its waters over the brown stones, every line of the broad-leaved waterflowers; I went down towards the brook, and, stooping down, gathered a knot of lush marsh-marigolds; then, kneeling on both knees, bent over the water with my arm stretched down to it, till both my hand and the yellow flowers were making the swift-running little stream bubble about them; and, even as I did so, still stronger and stronger came the memories, till they came quite clear at last, those shapes and words of the past days. I rose from the water in haste, and, getting on to the road again, walked along tremblingly, my head bent toward the earth, my wet hand and flowers marking the dust of it as I went. Ah! what was it all, that picture of the old past days.

I see a little girl sitting on the grass, beneath the limes in the hot summer-tide, with eyes fixed on the far away blue hills, and seeing who knows what shapes there; for the boy by her side is reading to her wondrous stories of knight and lady, and fairy thing, that lived in the ancient days; his voice trembles as he reads — 

“And so Sir Isumbras, when he had slain the giant, cut off his head, and came to the town where the lady Alicia lived, bringing with him that grim thing, the giant’s head, and the people pressed all about him at the gate, and brought him to the king, and all the court was there, and the whole palace blazed with gold and jewels. So there, among the ladies, was the Lady Alicia, clothed in black, because she thought that through her evil pride she had caused the death of the good knight and true, who loved her: and when she saw Sir Isumbras with the head of the giant, even before the king, and all, she gave a great cry, and ran before all, and threw her arms round about him.” “Go on, Hugh,” says the little girl, still looking into the blue distance, “why do you stop?” “I was — I was looking at the picture, Mabel,” says the boy. “Oh! is there  a picture of that? let’s see it;” and her eyes turn towards him at last. What a very beautiful child she is! “Not exactly of that,” says Hugh, blushing as their eyes meet, and, when she looks away for a second, drawing his hand across his eyes, for he is softhearted, “not exactly of that, but afterwards, where she crowns him at the tournament; here it is.” “Oh! that is pretty though; Hugh, I say Hugh!” “Yes,” says Hugh. “Go and get me some of the forget-me-not down by the brook there, and some of the pretty white star-shaped flower; I’ll crown you too.” Off runs Hugh, directly, carrying the book with him. “Stop, don’t lose the place, Hugh; here, give me the book.” Back he goes, then starts again in a great hurry; the flowers are not easy to get, but they are got somehow; for, Hugh, though deformed, is yet tolerably active, and for her. So, when the flowers come, she weaves them into a crown, blue flowers golden-hearted, and white ones star-shaped, with the green leaves between them.

Then she makes him kneel down, and, looking at the picture in the fairy story-book, places him this way and that, with her smooth brows knit into a puzzled frown; at last she says, “It wont do somehow; I can’t make it out. I say, Hugh,” she blurts out at last, “I tell you what, it wont do; you are too ugly.” “Never mind, Mabel,” he says; “shall I go on reading again?” “Yes, you may go on.” Then she sits down; and again her eyes are fixed on the far-away blue hills, and Hugh is by her, reading again, only stumbling sometimes, seemingly not so much interested as he was before.

“Poor Hugh!” I said out loud, for strangely, the thing was so strong, that it had almost wrought its own cure; and I found myself looking at my old self, and at her, as at people in a story; yet I was stunned as it were, and knew well that I was incapable of resistance against that memory now. Yes, I knew well what was coming.

I had by this time left the brook, and gone through a little village on the hill above, and on the other side of it; then turned to my right into the forest, that was all about, the quaint hornbeam forest. There, sitting down, I took out the Troilus and Cressida I had brought with me, and began to read, saying to myself (though I did not believe it) that I would cast those memories quite away from me, be triumphantly victorious over them.

Yes, there under the hornbeams I read Troilus and Cressida, the play with the two disappointments in it, Hector dead, and Cressida unfaithful; Troy and Troilus undone. And when I had finished, I thought no more of Troilus and Cressida, or of any one else in the wide world but Mabel.

“O Mabel!” I said, burying my face in the grass as I had before, long ago, in her long robes; “O Mabel! could you not have loved me? I would have loved you more than any woman was ever loved. Or if you could not love me, why did you speak as you did on that day? I thought you so much above me, Mabel; and yet I could not have spoken so to any one. O Mabel! how will it be between us when we are dead? O Lord! help me, help me! Is it coming over again?”

For as I lay there, I saw again, as clearly as years ago, the room in the old house at Riston, at the noontide of the warm sunny spring weather. The black oak panelling, carved so quaintly, all round the room, whereon, in the space of sunlight that, pouring through the window, lit up the shadowed wall, danced the shadows of the young lime-leaves; the great bay window, with its shattered stone mullions, round which the creepers clung; the rustling of the hard magnolia leaves in the fresh blast of the west wind; the garden, with its clusters of joyous golden daffodils under the  acacia-trees, seen through the open window; and beyond that, rolling and flashing in the sun, between it long lines of willows and poplars, the mighty lowland river going to the sea.

And she sat there by the fire-place, where there was no fire burning now. She sat by the cold hearth, with her back to the window, her long hands laid on her knees, bending forward a little, as if she were striving to look through and through something that was far off — there she sat, with her heavy, rolling, purple hair, like a queen’s crown above her white temples, with her great slumbrously-passionate eyes, and her full lips underneath, whence the music came. Except that the wind moved a little some of the folds of her dress, she was as motionless and quiet as an old Egyptian statue, sitting out its many thousand years of utter rest, that it may the better ponder on its own greatness; more lifelessly far she looked than any one of the grey saints, that hang through rain, and wind, and sunshine, in the porches of the abbey which looks down on the low river waves.

And there was one watched her from near the door, a man with long arms, crooked shoulders, and pale, ugly-featured face, looking out from long, lank, black hair. Yes, his face is pale always; but now it is much paler than usual, as pale almost as the face of a dead man; you can almost hear his heart beat as he stands there; the cold sweat gathers on his brow. Presently he moves towards the lady; he stands before her with one hand raised, and resting on the mantel-shelf. You can see his arm trembling as he does this; he stands so while you might count twenty, she never looking up the while. Then, half choking, he says, “Mabel, I want to speak to you, if you please, for a moment;” and she looks round with a calm, unconcerned look at first; but presently a scornful smile begins to flicker about the corners of her mouth. Then that pale man says, “Ah! I have told you all the rest before;” for he knew the meaning of the flickering smile — and that was five years ago.

And I shall never forget it while I live — never forget those words of hers — never forget a single line of her beautiful, cruel face, as she stood there five years ago. All the world may go by me now; I care not. I cannot work any more. I think I must have had some purpose in coming here; but I forget what it was. I will go back to London, and see if I can remember when I get there — so that day under the hornbeam trees I fell from my steady purpose of five years. I was vanquished then, once and for ever; there was no more fighting for me any more.

And have I ever forgotten it — that day, and the words she spoke? No, not for one moment. I have lived three years since then of bitter anguish. Every moment of that time has been utter pain and woe to me; that is what my life has been these three years. And what death may be like I cannot tell; I dare not even think for fear.

And I have fled from the world; no one of all my worshippers knows what has become of me, and the people with whom I live now, call me a man without a purpose, without a will.

Yes, I wonder what death would be like. The Eure is deep at Louviers I know — deep, and runs very swiftly towards the Seine, past the cloth mills.

* * * *
 

Louviers! Louviers! What am I saying? Where am I? O Christ! I hold the sealed letter — Frank’s sealed letter, in my hand, the seal just broken. Five years! Eight years! It was but two hours ago that my head lay before her feet; yet I seem to have lived those eight years. Then I have not been famous; have not forgotten; never sat under the hornbeams by Chigwell; and she is sitting  there, still perhaps in that same oak room.

How strange it is, fearfully strange, yet true; for here is Frank’s letter; here is his manuscript, the ink on it, brown through the years of toil and longing. There close by my side the great river is going to the sea, and the wind goes softly through the willow-boughs this sunny spring afternoon.

And now what shall I do? I know my will is strong, though I failed so in that dream I have awoke from. I know too, “That a sorrow’s crown of sorrow is remembering happier things.” Shall I wear this crown then while I live on earth, or forget, and be brave and strong? Ah! it must be a grand thing to be crowned; and if it cannot be with gold and jewels, or better still, with the river flowers, then must it be with thorns. Shall I wear this or cast it from me? I hear the wind going through the willow-boughs; it seems to have a message for me.

Good and true, faithful and brave, loving always, and crowned with all wisdom in the days gone by. He was all this and more. Trust your friend Hugh — your friend who loved you so, though you hardly knew it; wear the crown of memory.” Yes, I will wear it; and, O friend! you who sent me this dream of good and evil, help me, I pray you, for I know how bitter it will be. Yes, I will wear it, and then, though never forgetting Mabel, and the things that have been, I may be happy at some time or another.

Yet I cannot see now how that can ever come to pass.

Oh, Mabel! if you could only have loved me.

“Lord, keep my memory green.”






  

THE FOLK OF THE MOUNTAIN DOOR
 

This story first appeared in volume 21 (1914) of The Collected Works of William Morris. The story itself was left untitled by Morris, and the title was given to it by his daughter, May Morris.

THE FOLK OF THE MOUNTAIN DOOR
 

Of old time, in the days of the kings, there was a king of folk, a mighty man in battle, a man deemed lucky by the wise, who ruled over a folk that begrudged not his kingship, whereas they knew of his valour and wisdom and saw how by his means they prevailed over other folks, so that their land was wealthy and at peace save about its uttermost borders. And this folk was called the Folk of the Mountain Door, or more shortly, of the Door.

Strong of body was this king, tall and goodly to look on, so that the hearts of women fluttered with desire when he passed them by. In the prime and flower of his age he wedded a wife, a seemly mate, a woman of the Earl-kin, tall and white-skinned, golden haired and grey-eyed; healthy, sweet-breathed, and soft-spoken, courteous of manners, wise of heart, kind to all folk, well-beloved of little children. In early spring-tide was the wedding, and a little after Yule she was brought to bed of a man-child of whom the midwives said they had never seen a fairer. He was sprinkled with water and was named Host-lord after the name of his kindred of old.

Great was the feast of his name-day, and much people came thereto, the barons of the land, and the lords of the neighbouring folk who would fain stand well with the king; and merchants and craftsmen and sages and bards; and the king took them with both hands and gave them gifts, and hearkened to their talk and their tales, as if he were their very earthly fellow; for as fierce as he was afield with the sword in his fist, even so meek and kind he was in the hall amongst his folk and the strangers that sought to him.

Now amongst the guests that ate and drank in the hall on the even of the Name-day, the king as he walked amidst the tables beheld an old man as tall as any champion of the king's host, but far taller had he been, but that he was bowed with age. He was so clad that he had on him a kirtle of lambswool undyed and snow-white, and a white cloak, lined with ermine and welted with gold; a golden fillet set with gems was on his head, and a gold-hilted sword by his side; and the king deemed as he looked on him that he had never seen any man more like to the Kings of the Ancient World than this man. By his side sat a woman old and very old, but great of stature, and noble of visage, clad, she also, in white wool raiment embroidered about with strange signs of worms and fire-drakes, and the sun and the moon and the host of heaven.

So the king stayed his feet by them, for already he had noted that at the table whereat they sat there had been this long time at whiles greater laughter and more joyous than anywhere else in the hall, and whiles the hush of folk that hearken to what delights the inmost of their hearts. So now he greeted those ancients and said to them: "Is it well with you, neighbours?" And the old carle hailed the king, and said, "There is little lack in this house today."

"What lack at all do ye find therein?" said the king. Then there came a word into the carle's mouth and he sang in a great voice:

Erst was the earth

Fulfilled of mirth:

Our swords were sheen

In the summer green;

And we rode and ran

Through winter wan,

And long and wide

Was the feast-hall's side.

And the sun that was sunken

Long under the wold

Hung ere we were drunken

High over the gold;

And as fowl in the bushes

Of summer-tide sing

So glad as the thrushes

Sang earl-folk and king.

Though the wild wind might splinter

The oak-tree of Thor,

The hand of mid-winter

But beat on the door.

 

"Yea," said the king, "and dost thou say that winter hath come into my hall on the Name-day of my first-born?"

"Not so," said the carle.

"What is amiss then?" said the king. Then the carle sang again:

 

Were many men

In the feast-hall then,

And the worst on bench

Ne'er thought to blench

When the storm arose

In the war-god's close;

And for Tyr's high-seat,

Were the best full meet:

And who but the singer

Was leader and lord,

I steel-god, I flinger

Of adder-watched hoard?

Aloft was I sitting

Amidst of the place

And watched men a-flitting

All under my face.

And hushed for mere wonder

Were great men and small

As my voice in rhyme-thunder

Went over the hall.

 

"Yea," said the king, "thou hast been a mighty lord in days gone past, I thought no less when first I set eyes on thee. And now I bid thee stand up and sit on the high-seat beside me, thou and thy mate. Is she not thy very speech-friend?"

Therewith a smile lit up the ancient man's face, and the woman turned to him and he sang:

 

Spring came of old

In the days of gold,

In the thousandth year

Of the thousands dear,

When we twain met

And the mead was wet

With the happy tears

Of the best of the years.

But no cloud hung over

The eyes of the sun

That looked down on the lover

Ere eve was begun.

Oft, oft came the greeting

Of spring and her bliss

To the mead of our meeting,

The field of our kiss.

Is spring growing older?

Is earth on the wane

As the bold and the bolder

That come not again?

 

"O king of a happy land," said [the ancient man], "I will take thy bidding, and sit beside thee this night that thy wisdom may wax and the days that are to come may be better for thee than the days that are."

So he spake and rose to his feet, and the ancient woman with him, and they went with the king up to the high-seat, and all men in the feast-hall rose up and stood to behold them, and they deemed them wonderful and their coming a great thing.

But now when they were set down on the right hand and the left hand of the king, he turned to the ancient man and said to him: "0 Lord of the days gone past, and of the battles that have been, wilt thou now tell me of thy name, and the name of thy mate, that I may call a health for thee first of all great healths that shall be drunk tonight."

 

But the old man said and sang:

King, hast thou thought

How nipped and nought

Is last year's rose

Of the snow-filled close?

Or dost thou find

Last winter's wind

Will yet avail

For thy hall-glee's tale?

E'en such and no other

If spoken tonight

Were the name of the brother

Of war-gods of might.

Yea the word that hath shaken

The walls of the house

When the warriors half waken

To battle would rouse

Ye should drowse if ye heard it

Nor turn in the chair.

O long long since they feared it

Those foemen of fear!

Unhelpful, unmeaning

Its letters are left;

For the man overweening

Of manhood is reft.

 

This word the king hearkened, and found no word in his mouth to answer: but he sat pondering heavy things, and sorrowful with the thought of the lapse of years, and the waning of the blossom of his youth. And all the many guests of the great feast-hall sat hushed, and the hall-glee died out amongst them.

But the old man raised his head and smiled, and he stood on his feet, and took the cup in his hand and cried out aloud: "What is this my masters, are ye drowsy with meat and drink in this first hour of the feast? Or have tidings of woe without words been borne amongst you, that ye sit like men given over to wan hope, awaiting the coming of the doom that none may gainsay, and the foe that none may overcome? Nay then, nay; but if ye be speechless I will speak; and if ye be joyless I will rejoice and bid the good wine welcome home. But first will I call a health over the cup:

 

"Pour, white-armed ones,

As the Rhine flood runs!

And O thanes in hall

I bid you all

Rise up, and stand

With the horn in hand,

And hearken and hear

The old name and the dear.

To HOST-LORD the health is

Who guarded of old

The House where the wealth is

The Home of the gold.

And again the Tree bloometh

Though winter it be

And no heart of man gloometh

From mountain to sea.

Come thou Lord, the rightwise,

Come Host-lord once more

To thy Hall-fellows, fightwise

The Folk of the Door!"

 

Huge then was the sudden clamour in the hall, and the shouts of men and clatter of horns and clashing of weapons as all folk old and young, great and little, carle and quean, stood up on the Night of the Name-day. And once again there was nought but joy in the hall of the Folk of the Door.

But amidst the clamour the inner doors of the hall were thrown open, and there came in women clad most meetly in coloured raiment, and amidst them a tall woman in scarlet, bearing in her arms the babe new born clad in fine linen and wrapped in a golden cloth, and she bore him up thus toward the high-seat, while all men shouted even more if it were possible, and set down cup and horn from their lips, and took up sword and shield and raised the 'shield-roar in the hall.

But the [king] rose up with a joyful countenance, and got him from out of his chair, and stood thereby: and the women stayed at the foot of the dais all but the nurse, who bore up the child to the king, and gave it into his arms; and he looked fondly on the youngling for a short space, and then raised him aloft so that all men in the hall might see him, and so laid him on the board before them and took his great spear from the wall behind him and drew the point thereof across and across the boy's face so that it well nigh grazed his flesh: at the first and at the last did verily graze it as little as might be, but so that the blood started; and while the babe wailed and cried, as was to be looked for, the king cried aloud with a great voice:

"Here mark I thee to Odin even as were all thy kin marked from of old from the time that the Gods were first upon the earth."

Then he took the child up in his arms and laid him in his own chair, and cried out: "This is Host-lord the son of Host-lord King and Duke of the Folk of the Door, who sitteth in his father's chair and shall do when I am gone to Odin, unless any of the Folk gainsay it."

When he had spoken there came a man in at the door of the hall clad in all his war-gear with a great spear in his hand, and girt with a sword, and he strode clashing through the hall up to the high-seat and stood by the chair of the king and lifted up his helm a little and cried out:

"Where are now the gainsayers, or where is the champion of the gainsayers? Here stand I Host-rock of the Falcons of the Folk of the Door, ready to meet the gainsayers?"

And he let his helm fall down again so that his face was hidden. And a man one-eyed and huge rose up from the lower benches and cried out in a loud voice: "O champion, hast thou hitherto foregone thy meat and drink to sing so idle a song over the hall-glee? Come down amongst us, man, and put off thine armour and eat and drink and be merry; for [of] thine hunger and thirst am I full certain. Here be no gainsayers, but brethren all, the sons of one Mother and one Father, though they be grown somewhat old by now."

Then was there a clamour again, joyous with laughter and many good words. And some men say, that when this man had spoken, the carle and quean ancient of days who sat beside the king's chair, were all changed and seemed to men's eyes as if they were in the flower of their days, mighty, and lovely and of merry countenance: and it is told that no man knew that big-voiced speaker, nor whence he came, and that presently when men looked for him he was gone from the hall, and they knew not how.

Be this as it may, the two ancient ones each stooped down over the chair whereas lay the little one and kissed him; and the old man took his cup and wetted the lips of the babe with red wine, and the old woman took a necklace from her neck of amber and silver and gold and did it on the youngling's neck and spake; and her voice was very sweet though she were old; and many heard the speech of her:

"O Host-lord of this even, Live long and hale! Many a woman shall look on thee and few that see thee shall forbear to love thee."

Then the nurse took up the babe again and bore him out to the bower where lay his mother, and the folk were as glad as glad might be, and no man hath told of mirth greater and better than the hall-glee of that even. And the old carle sat yet beside the king and was blithe with him and of many words, and told him tales that he had never known before; and all these were of the valiant deeds and the lives of his fathers before him, and strange stories of the Folk of the Door and what they had done, and the griefs which they had borne and the joys which they had won from the earth and the heavens and the girdling waters of the world. And the king waxed exceeding glad as he heard it all, and thought he would try to bear it in mind as long as he lived; for it seemed to him that when he had parted from those two ancient ones, that night, he should never see them again.

So wore the time and the night was so late, that had it been summer-tide, it had been no night but early day. And the king looked up from the board and those two old folk, and beheld the hall, that there were few folk therein, save those that lay along by the walls of the aisles, so swiftly had the night gone and all folk were departed or asleep. Then was he like a man newly wakened from a dream, and he turned about to the two ancients almost looking to see their places empty. But they abode there yet beside him on the right hand and on the left; so he said: "Guests, I give you all thanks for your company and the good words and noble tales wherewith ye have beguiled this night of winter, and surely tomorrow shall I rise up wiser than I was yesterday. And now me seemeth ye are old and doubtless weary with the travel and the noisy mirth of the feast-hall, nor may I ask you to abide bedless any longer, though it be great joy to me to hearken to your speech. Come then to the bower aloft and I will show you the best of beds and the soft and kind place to abide the uprising of tomorrow's sun; and late will he arise, for this is now the very midwinter, and the darkest of all days in the year."

Then answered the old man: "I thank thee, O son of the Kindred; but so it is that we have further to wend than thou mightest deem; yea, back to the land whence we came many a week of years ago and before the building of houses in the land, between the mountain and the sea. Wherefore if thou wouldest do aught to honour us, come thou a little way on the road and see us off in the open country without the walls of thy Burg: then shall we depart in such wise that we shall be dear friends as long as we live, thou and thine, and I and mine."

"This is not so great an asking," said the king, "but that I would do more for thee; yet let it be as thou wilt."

And he arose from table and they with him, and they went down the hall amidst the sleeping folk and the benches that had erst been so noisy and merry, and out a-doors they went all three and into the street of the Burg. Open were the Burg-gates and none watched there, for there was none to break the Yule-tide peace; so the king went forth clad in his feasting-raiment, and those twain went, one on either side of him. The mid-winter frost was hard upon the earth, so that few waters were running, and all the face of the world was laid under snow: high was the moon and great and round in a cloudless sky, so that the stars looked but little.

The king set his face toward the mountains and strode with great strides over the white highway betwixt the hidden fruitfulness of the acres, and he was as one wending on an errand which he may not forego; but at last he said: "Whither wend we and how far?" Then spake the old man: "Whither should we wend save to the Mountain Door, and the entrance to the land whence the folk came forth, when great were its warriors and little was the tale of them."

Then the king spake no more, but it seemed to him as if his feet sped on faster than their wont was, and as if those twain bore him up so that his feet were but light on the face of the earth.

Thuswise they passed the plain and the white-clad ridges at the mountain feet in no long while, and were come before the yawning gap and strait way into the heart of the mountains, and there was no other way thereinto save this; for otherwhere, the cliffs rose like a wall from the plain-country. Grim was that pass, and high were the sides of it beneath the snow, which lay heaped up high, so now there were smooth white slopes on either side of the narrow road of the pass; while the wind had whistled the said road in most places well nigh clear of snow, which even now went whirling and drifting about beneath the broad moon. For the wind yet blew though the night was old, and the sound of it in the clefts of the rocks and the windings of the pass was like the rolling of the summer thunder.

Up the pass they went till it widened, and there was a wide space before them, the going up whereto was as by stairs, and also the going up from it to the higher pass; and all around it the rocks were high and sheer, so that there was no way over them save for the fowl flying; and were it not winter there had been a trickling stream running round about the eastern side of the cliff wall which lost itself in the hollow places of the rocks at the lower end of that round hall of the mountain, unroofed and unpillared. Amid most the place the snow was piled up high; for there in summer was a grassy mound amidst of a little round meadow of sweet grass, treeless, bestrewn here and there with blocks that had been borne down thitherward by the waters from the upper mountain; and for ages beyond what the memory of men might tell of this had been the Holy place and Motestead of the Folk of the Door.

Now all three went up on to the snow-covered mound, and those two turned about and faced the king and he saw their faces clearly, so bright as the moon was, and now it was so that they were no more wrinkled and hollow-cheeked and sunken-eyed, though scarce might a man say that they looked young, but exceeding fair they were, and they looked on him with eyes of love, and the carle said: "Lord of the Folk of the Door, father of the son new born whom the Folk this night have taken for their father, and the image of those that have been, we have brought thee to the Holy Place that we might say a word to thee and give thee a warning of the days to come, so that if it may be thou mightest eschew the evil and ensue the good. For thou art our dear son, and thy son is yet dearer to us, since his days shall be longer if weird will so have it. Hearken to this by the token that under the grass, beneath this snow, lieth the first of the Folk of the Door of those that come on the earth and go thence; and this was my very son begotten on this woman that here standeth. For wot thou that I am Host-lord of the Ancient Days, and from me is all the blood of you come; and dear is the blood of my sons and my name even as that which I have seen spilt on field and in fold, on grass and in grange, without the walls of the watches and about the lone wells of the desert places. Hearken then, Host-lord the Father of Host-lord, for we have looked into the life of thy son; and this we say is the weird of him; childless shall he be unless he wed as his will is; for of all his kindred none is wilfuller than he. Who then shall he wed, and where is the House that is lawful to him that thou hast not heard of? For as to wedding with his will in the House whereof thou wottest, and the Line of the Sea-dwellers, look not for it. Where then is the House of his wedding, lest the Folk of the Door lose their Chieftain and become the servants of those that are worser than they? I may not tell thee; and if I did, it would help thee nought. But this I will tell thee, when thy fair son is of fifteen winters, until the time that he is twenty winters and two, evil waylayeth on him: evil of the sword, evil of the cord, evil of the shaft, evil of the draught, evil of the cave, evil of the wave. O Son and father of my son, heed my word and let him be so watched that while as none hath been watched and warded of all thy kindred who have gone before, lest when his time come and he depart from this land he wander about the further side of the bridge that goeth to the Hall of the Gods, for very fear of shaming amongst the bold warriors and begetters of kindred and fathers of the sons that I love, that shall one day sit and play at the golden tables in the Plains of Ida."

So he spake, but the king spake: "O Host-lord of the Ancients I had a deeming of what thou wert, and that thou hadst a word for me. Wilt thou now tell me one thing more? In what wise shall I ward our son from the evil till his soul is strengthened, and the Wise-wights and the Ancients are become his friends, and the life of the warrior is in his hands and the days of a chieftain of our folk?"

 

Then the carle smiled on him and sang:

Wide is the land

Where the houses stand,

There bale and bane

Ye scarce shall chain;

There the sword is ground

And wounds abound;

And women fair

Weave the love-nets there.

 

Merry hearts in the Mountain

Dales shepherd-men keep,

And about the Fair Fountain

Need more than their sheep.

Of the Dale of the Tower

Where springeth the well

In the sun-slaying hour

They talk and they tell;

 

And often they wonder

Whence cometh the name

And what tale lies thereunder

For honour or shame.

For beside the fount welling

No castle now is;

Yet seldom foretelling

Of weird wends amiss.

 

Quoth the king, "I have heard tell of the Fair Fountain and the Dale of the Tower; though I have never set eyes thereon, and I deem it will be hard to find. But dost thou mean that our son who is born the Father of the Folk shall dwell there during that while of peril?"

Again sang the carle:

Good men and true,

They deal and do

In the grassy dales

Of that land of the tales;

Where dale and down

Yet wears the crown

Of the flower and fruit

From our kinship's root.

There little man sweateth

In trouble and toil,

And in joy he forgetteth

The feud and the foil.

The weapon he wendeth

Achasing the deer,

And in peace the moon endeth

That endeth the year.

Yet there dwell our brothers,

And should they but know

They thy stem of all others

Were planted to grow

Beside the Fair Fountain,

How fain were those men

Of the God of the Mountain

So come back again.

 

Then the king said: "Shall I fulfill the weird and build a Tower in the Dale for our Son? And deemest thou he shall dwell there happily till the time of peril is overpast?"

But the carle cried out, "Look, look! Who is the shining one who cometh up the pass?"

And the king turned hastily and drew his sword, but beheld neither man nor mare in the mountain, and when he turned back again to those twain, lo! they were clean gone, and there was nought in the pass save the snow and the wind, and the long shadows cast by the sinking moon. So he turned about again and went down the pass; and by then he was come into the first of the plain-country once more, the moon was down and the stars shone bright and big; but even in the dead mid-winter there was a scent abroad of the coming of the dawn. So went the king as speedily as he might back to the Burg and his High House; and he was glad in his inmost heart that he had seen the God and Father of his Folk.

THE END
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PART I.
 

SCENE. — A Court of Justice.
 

Usher, Clerk of the Court, Mr. Hungary, Q.C., and others.  Mr. La-di-da, the prisoner, not in the dock, but seated in a chair before it.  [Enter Mr. Justice Nupkins.
 

Usher.  Silence! — silence!
 

Mr. Justice Nupkins.  Prisoner at the bar, you have been found guilty by a jury, after a very long and careful consideration of your remarkable and strange case, of a very serious offence; an offence which squeamish moralists are apt to call robbing the widow and orphan; a cant phrase also, with which I hesitate to soil my lips, designates this offence as swindling.  You will permit me to remark that the very fact that such nauseous and improper words can be used about the conduct of a gentleman shows how far you have been led astray from the path traced out for the feet of a respectable member of society.  Mr. La-di-da, if you were less self-restrained, less respectful, less refined, less of a gentleman, in short, I might point out to you with more or less severity the disastrous consequences of your conduct; but I cannot doubt, from the manner in which you have borne yourself during the whole of this trial, that you are fully impressed with the seriousness of the occasion.  I shall say no more then, but perform the painful duty which devolves on me of passing sentence on you.  I am compelled in doing so to award you a term of imprisonment; but I shall take care that you shall not be degraded by contamination with thieves and rioters, and other coarse persons, or share the diet and treatment which is no punishment to persons used to hard living: that would be to inflict a punishment on you not intended by the law, and would cast a stain on your character not easily wiped away.  I wish you to return to that society of which you have up to this untoward event formed an ornament without any such stain.  You will, therefore, be imprisoned as a first-class misdemeanant for the space of one calendar month; and I trust that during the retirement thus enforced upon you, which to a person of your resources should not be very irksome, you will reflect on the rashness, the incaution, the impropriety, in one word, of your conduct, and that you will never be discovered again appropriating to your personal use money which has been entrusted to your care by your friends and relatives.
 

Mr. La-di-da.  I thank you, my lord, for your kindness and consideration.  May I be allowed to ask you to add to your kindness by permitting me to return to my home and make some necessary arrangements before submitting myself to the well-merited chastisement which my imprudence has brought upon me?
 

Mr. J. N.  Certainly.  I repeat I do not wish to make your sentence any heavier by forcing a hard construction upon it.  I give you a week to make all arrangements necessary for your peace of mind and your bodily comfort.
 

Mr. L.  I thank your lordship.  [Exit.
 

[The case of Mary Pinch called.]
 

Mr. Hungary, Q.C.  I am for the prosecution, my lord, instructed by the Secretary of State for the Home Department.  (Judge bites his pen and nods.)  My lord, and gentlemen of the Jury, although this case may seem to some ill-judging persons a trivial one, I think you will be able to see before it is over that it is really important in its bearing on the welfare of society, the welfare of the public; that is, of the respectable public, — of the respectable public, gentlemen.  For in these days, when the spirit of discontent is so widespread, all illegal actions have, so to say, a political bearing, my lord, and all illegal actions are wicked, gentlemen of the Jury, since they tend towards the insecurity of society, or in other words, are definitely aimed at the very basis of all morality and religion.  Therefore, my lord, I have received instructions from the Home Secretary to prosecute this woman, who, as I shall be able to prove to you, gentlemen of the Jury, by the testimony of three witnesses occupying responsible official positions, has been guilty of a breach at once of the laws of the country and the dictates of morality, and has thereby seriously inconvenienced a very respectable tradesman, nay (looking at his brief) three respectable tradesmen.  I shall be able to show, gentlemen, that this woman has stolen three loaves of bread: (impressively) not one, gentlemen, but three.
 

A Voice.  She’s got three children, you palavering blackguard!
 

[Confusion.
 

Mr. Justice N. (who has made an elaborate show of composing himself to slumber since the counsel began, here wakes up and cries out) Arrest that man, officer; I will commit him, and give him the heaviest punishment that the law allows of.
 

[The Usher dives among the audience amidst great confusion, but comes back empty-handed.
 

J. N.  A most dangerous disturbance!  A most dangerous disturbance!
 

Mr. H.  Gentlemen of the Jury, in confirmation of my remarks on the spirit that is abroad, I call your attention to the riot which has just taken place, endangering, I doubt not, the life of his lordship, and your own lives, gentlemen, so valuable to — to — to — in short, to yourselves.  Need I point out to you at any length, then, the danger of allowing criminals, offenders against the sacred rights of property, to go at large?  This incident speaks for me, and I have now nothing to do but let the witnesses speak for themselves.  Gentlemen of the Jury, I do not ask you to convict on insufficient evidence; but I do ask you not to be swayed by any false sentiment bearing reference to the so-called smallness of the offence, or the poverty of the offender.  The law is made for the poor as well as for the rich, for the rich as well as for the poor.  The poor man has no more right to shelter himself behind his poverty, than the rich man behind his riches.  In short, gentlemen of the Jury, what I ask you in all confidence to do, is to do justice and fear not. — I call Sergeant Sticktoit.
 

[Sergeant Sticktoit sworn.
 

Mr. H.  Well, sergeant, you saw this woman steal the loaves?
 

Sticktoit.  Yes, sir.
 

Mr. H.  All of them?
 

St.  Yes, all.
 

Mr. H.  From different shops, or from one?
 

St.  From three different shops.
 

Mr. H.  Yes, just so.  (Aside: Then why the devil did he say from one shop when his evidence was taken before?)  (To St.)  You were an eye-witness of that?  You noticed her take all three loaves?
 

St. (Aside: He wants me to say from three different shops; I’m sure I don’t know why.  Anyhow, I’ll say it — and swear it.)  (To the Court) Yes, I was an eye-witness of the deed; (pompously) I followed her, and then I took her.
 

Mr. H.  Yes, then you took her.  Please tell the Court how.
 

St. (Aside: Let’s see, what did we agree was the likeliest way?)  (To Court) I saw her take the first loaf and hide it in her shawl; and then the second one; and the second one tumbled down into the mud; and she picked it up again and wiped it with her shawl; and then she took the third; and when she tried to put that with the two others they all three tumbled down; and as she stooped down to pick them up it seemed the best time to take her, as the two constables had come up; so I took her.
 

Mr. N.  Yes; you took her.
 

St.  And she cried.
 

Mr. H.  Ah, she cried.  Well, sergeant, that will do; you may go.  (Aside: The sooner he goes the better.  Wouldn’t I like to have the cross-examining of him if he was called on the other side!)  Constable Potlegoff.
 

[Potlegoff sworn.
 

Mr. H.  Well, constable, did you see the woman take the loaves?
 

Potlegoff.  Yes, sir.
 

Mr. H.  How did she take them?
 

Pot.  Off the counter, sir.
 

Mr. H.  Did she go into the shop to take them?
 

Pot.  Yes, sir.  (Aside: I thought I was to say into three shops.)
 

Mr. H.  One after another?
 

Pot.  Yes, out of one shop one after another.  (Aside: Now it’s right, I hope.)
 

Mr. H. (Aside: Confound him, he’s contradicting the other!)  (To Pot.)  Yes, just so; one after the other.  And did you see the second loaf tumble down?
 

Pot.  Yes, sir.
 

Mr. H.  When was that?
 

Pot.  As she took it off the counter.
 

Mr. H.  Yes, after she took it off the counter, in the street?
 

Pot.  No, sir.  (Catching the Sergeant’s eye.)  I mean yes, sir, and she wiped the mud off them; the sergeant saw her — and I saw her.
 

A Voice.  Off it, you liar! ’twas the second loaf, the single loaf, the other liar said!
 

[Confusion.  The judge wakes up and splutters, and tries to say something; the Usher goes through the audience, but finds no one; Hungary spreads out his hands to the Jury, appealingly.
 

Mr. H.  Yes, so it was in the street that you saw the loaves fall down?
 

Pot.  Yes, sir; it was in the street that I saw it tumble down.
 

A Voice.  You mean them, you fool!  You haven’t got the story right yet!
 

[Confusion again.  The Judge sits up and stares like a man awaked from a nightmare, then calls out Officer!  Officer! very loud.  The Usher goes his errand again, and comes back bootless.
 

Mr. H. (very blandly).  It was in the street that you saw the three loaves fall down?
 

Pot.  Yes, it was in the street that I saw the loaf fall down.
 

Mr. H.  Yes, in the street; just so, in the street.  You may go (Aside: for a damned fool!).  Constable Strongithoath.
 

[Constable Strongithoath sworn,
 

Mr. H.  Constable, did you see this robbery?
 

Strong.  I saw it.
 

Mr. H.  Tell us what you saw.
 

Strong, (very slowly and stolidly, and as if repeating a lesson).  I saw her steal them all — all — all from one shop — from three shops — I followed her — I took her.  When she took it up — she let it drop — in the shop — and wiped the street mud off it.  Then she dropped them all three in the shop — and came out — and I took her — with the help — of the two constables — and she cried.
 

Mr. H.  You may go (Aside: for a new-caught joskin and a fool!).  I won’t ask him any questions.
 

J. N. (waking up, and languid).  Do you call any other witnesses, Mr. Hungary?
 

Mr. H.  No, my lord.  (Aside: Not if I know it, considering the quality of the evidence.  Not that it much matters; the Judge is going to get a conviction; the Jury will do as he tells them — always do.)  (To the Court): My lord and gentlemen of the Jury, that’s my case.
 

J. N.  Well, my good woman, what have you to say to this?
 

Mary Pinch.  Say to it!  What’s the use of saying anything to it?  I’d do to it, if I could.
 

J. N.  Woman! what do you mean?  Violence will not do here.  Have you witnesses to call?
 

M. P.  Witnesses! how can I call witnesses to swear that I didn’t steal the loaves?
 

J. N.  Well, do you wish to question the witnesses?  You have a right to.
 

M. P.  Much good that would be!  Would you listen to me if I did?  I didn’t steal the loaves; but I wanted them, I can tell you that.  But it’s all one; you are going to have it so, and I might as well have stolen a diamond necklace for all the justice I shall get here.  What’s the odds?  It’s of a piece with the rest of my life for the last three years.  My husband was a handsome young countryman once, God help us!  He could live on ten shillings a-week before he married me; let alone that he could pick up things here and there.  Rabbits and hares some of them, as why should he not?  And I could earn a little too; it was not so bad there.  And then and for long the place was a pretty place, the little grey cottage among the trees, if the cupboard hadn’t been so bare; one can’t live on flowers and nightingale’s songs.  Then the children came brisk, and the wages came slack; and the farmer got the new reaping-machine, and my binding came to an end; and topping turnips for a few days in the foggy November mornings don’t bring you in much, even when you havn’t just had a baby.  And the skim milk was long ago gone, and the leasing, and the sack of tail-wheat, and the cheap cheeses almost for nothing, and the hedge-clippings, and it was just the bare ten shillings a-week.  So at last, when we had heard enough of eighteen shillings a-week up in London, and we scarce knew what London meant, though we knew well enough what ten shillings a-week in the country meant, we said we’d go to London and try it there; and it had been a good harvest, quickly saved, which made it bad for us poor folk, as there was the less for us to do; and winter was creeping in on us.  So up to London we came; for says Robert: “They’ll let us starve here, for aught I can see: they’ll do naught for us; let us do something for ourselves.”  So up we came; and when all’s said, we had better have lain down and died in the grey cottage clean and empty.  I dream of it yet at whiles: clean, but no longer empty; the crockery on the dresser, the flitch hanging from the rafters, the pot on the fire, the smell of new bread about; and the children fat and ruddy tumbling about in the sun; and my lad coming in at the door stooping his head a little; for our door is low, and he was a tall handsome chap in those days. — But what’s the use of talking?  I’ve said enough: I didn’t steal the loaves — and if I had a done, where was the harm?
 

J. N.  Enough, woman?  Yes, and far more than enough.  You are an undefended prisoner.  You have not the advantage of counsel, or I would not have allowed you to go on so long.  You would have done yourself more good by trying to refute the very serious accusation brought against you, than by rambling into a long statement of your wrongs against society.  We all have our troubles to bear, and you must bear your share of them without offending against the laws of your country — the equal laws that are made for rich and poor alike.
 

A Voice.  You can bear her troubles well enough, can’t you, old fat guts?
 

J. N. (scarcely articulate with rage).  Officer! officer! arrest that man, or I will arrest you!
 

[Usher again makes a vain attempt to get hold of some one.
 

J. N. (puffing and blowing with offended dignity).  Woman, woman, have you anything more to say?
 

M. P.  Not a word.  Do what you will with me.  I don’t care.
 

J. N. (impressively).  Gentlemen of Jury, simple as this case seems, it is a most important one under the present condition of discontent which afflicts this country, and of which we have had such grievous manifestations in this Court to-day.  This is not a common theft, gentlemen — if indeed a theft has been committed — it is a revolutionary theft, based on the claim on the part of those who happen unfortunately to be starving, to help themselves at the expense of their more fortunate, and probably — I may say certainly — more meritorious countrymen.  I do not indeed go so far as to say that this woman is in collusion with those ferocious ruffians who have made these sacred precincts of justice ring with their ribald and threatening scoff’s.  But the persistence of these riotous interruptions, and the ease with which their perpetrators have evaded arrest, have produced a strange impression in my mind.  (Very impressively.)  However, gentlemen, that impression I do not ask you to share; on the contrary, I warn you against it, just as I warn you against being moved by the false sentiment uttered by this woman, tinged as it was by the most revolutionary — nay, the most bloodthirsty feeling.  Dismiss all these non-essentials from your minds, gentlemen, and consider the evidence only; and show this mistaken woman the true majesty of English Law by acquitting her — if you are not satisfied with the abundant, clear, and obviously unbiassed evidence, put before you with that terseness and simplicity of diction which distinguishes our noble civil force.  The case is so free from intricacy, gentlemen, that I need not call your attention to any of the details of that evidence.  You must either accept it as a whole and bring in a verdict of guilty, or your verdict must be one which would be tantamount to accusing the sergeant and constables of wilful and corrupt perjury; and I may add, wanton perjury; as there could be no possible reason for these officers departing from the strict line of truth.  Gentlemen I leave you to your deliberations.
 

Foreman of Jury.  My lord, we have already made up our minds.  Your lordship need not leave the Court: we find the woman guilty.
 

J. N. (gravely nodding his head).  It now remains for me to give sentence.  Prisoner at the bar, you have been convicted by a jury of your countrymen — 
 

A Voice.  That’s a lie!  You convicted her: you were judge and jury both.
 

J. N. (in a fury).  Officer, you are a disgrace to your coat!  Arrest that man, I say.  I would have had the Court cleared long ago, but that I hoped that you would have arrested the ruffian if I gave him a chance of repeating his — his crime.
 

[The Usher makes his usual promenade.
 

J. N.  You have been convicted by a jury of your countrymen of stealing three loaves of bread; and I do not see how in the face of the evidence they could have come to any other verdict.  Convicted of such a serious offence, this is not the time and place to reproach you with other misconduct; and yet I could almost regret that it is not possible to put you once more in the dock, and try you for conspiracy and incitement to riot; as in my own mind I have no doubt that you are in collusion with the ruffianly revolutionists, who, judging from their accent, are foreigners of a low type, and who, while this case has been proceeding, have been stimulating their bloodstained souls to further horrors by the most indecent verbal violence.  And I must here take the opportunity of remarking that such occurrences could not now be occurring, but for the ill-judged leniency of even a Tory Government in permitting that pest of society the unrespectable foreigner to congregate in this metropolis.
 

A Voice.  What do they do with you, you blooming old idiot, when you goes abroad and waddles through the Loover?
 

J. N.  Another of them! another of those scarcely articulate foreigners!  This is a most dangerous plot!  Officer, arrest everybody present except the officials.  I will make an example of everybody: I will commit them all.
 

Mr. H. (leaning over to Judge).  I don’t see how it can be done, my lord.  Let it alone: there’s a Socialist prisoner coming next; you can make him pay for all.
 

J. N.  Oh! there is, is there?  All right — all right.  I’ll go and get a bit of lunch (offering to rise).
 

Clerk.  Beg pardon, my lord, but you haven’t sentenced the prisoner.
 

J. N.  Oh, ah!  Yes.  Oh, eighteen months’ hard labour.
 

M. P.  Six months for each loaf that I didn’t steal!  Well, God help the poor in a free country!  Won’t you save all further trouble by hanging me, my lord?  Or if you won’t hang me, at least hang my children: they’ll live to be a nuisance to you else.
 

J. N.  Remove the woman.  Call the next case.  (Aside: And look sharp: I want to get away.)
 

[Case of John or Jack Freeman called.]
 

Mr. H.  I am for the prosecution, my lord.
 

J. N.  Is the prisoner defended?
 

Jack Freeman.  Not I.
 

J. N.  Hold your tongue, sir!  I did not ask you.  Now, brother Hungary.
 

Mr. H.  Once more, my lord and gentlemen of the Jury, I rise to address you; and, gentlemen, I must congratulate you on having the honour of assisting on two State trials on one day; for again I am instructed by the Secretary of State for the Home Department to prosecute the prisoner.  He is charged with sedition and incitement to riot and murder, and also with obstructing the Queen’s Highway.  I shall bring forward overwhelming evidence to prove the latter offence — which is, indeed, the easiest of all offences to be proved, since the wisdom of the law has ordained that it can be committed without obstructing anything or anybody.  As for the other, and what we may excusably consider the more serious offence, the evidence will, I feel sure, leave no doubt in your minds concerning the guilt of the prisoner.  I must now give you a few facts in explanation of this case.  You may not know, gentlemen of the Jury, that in the midst of the profound peace which this glorious empire now enjoys; in spite of the liberty which is the proud possession of every Briton, whatever his rank or fortune; in spite of the eager competition and steadily and swiftly rising wages for the services of the workmen of all grades, so that such a thing as want of employment is unheard of amongst us; in spite of the fact that the sick, the infirm, the old, the unfortunate, are well clothed and generously fed and housed in noble buildings, miscalled, I am free to confess, workhouses, since the affectionate assiduity of our noble Poor Law takes every care that if the inmates are of no use to themselves they shall at least be of no use to any one else, — in spite of all these and many kindred blessings of civilisation, there are, as you may not know, a set of wicked persons in the country, mostly, it is true, belonging to that class of non-respectable foreigners of whom my lord spoke with such feeling, taste, and judgment, who are plotting, rather with insolent effrontery than crawling secrecy, to overturn the sacred edifice of property, the foundation of our hearths, our homes, and our altars.  Gentlemen of the Jury, it might be thought that such madmen might well be left to themselves, that no one would listen to their ravings, and that the glorious machinery of Justice need no more be used against them than a crusader’s glittering battle-axe need be brought forward to exterminate the nocturnal pest of our couches.  This indeed has been, I must say unfortunately, the view taken by our rulers till quite recently.  But times have changed, gentlemen; for need I tell you, who in your character of shrewd and successful men of business understand human nature so well, that in this imperfect world we must not reckon on the wisdom, the good sense of those around us.  Therefore you will scarcely be surprised to hear that these monstrous, wicked, and disreputable doctrines are becoming popular; that murder and rapine are eagerly looked forward to under such names as Socialism, revolution, co-operation, profit-sharing, and the like; and that the leaders of the sect are dangerous to the last degree.  Such a leader you now see before you.  Now I must tell you that these Socialist or Co-operationist incendiaries are banded together into three principal societies, and that the prisoner at the bar belongs to one if not two of these, and is striving, hitherto in vain, for admittance into the third and most dangerous.  The Federationist League and the International Federation, to one or both of which this man belongs, are dangerous and malevolent associations; but they do not apply so strict a test of membership as the third body, the Fabian Democratic Parliamentary League, which exacts from every applicant a proof of some special deed of ferocity before admission, the most guilty of their champions veiling their crimes under the specious pretexts of vegetarianism, the scientific investigation of supernatural phenomena, vulgarly called ghost-catching, political economy, and other occult and dull studies.  But though not yet admitted a neophyte of this body, the prisoner has taken one necessary step towards initiation, in learning the special language spoken at all the meetings of these incendiaries: for this body differs from the other two in using a sort of cant language or thieves’ Latin, so as to prevent their deliberations from becoming known outside their unholy brotherhood.  Examples of this will be given you by the witnesses, which I will ask you to note carefully as indications of the dangerous and widespread nature of the conspiracy.  I call Constable Potlegoff.
 

[Constable Potlegoff sworn.
 

Mr. H.  Have you seen the prisoner before?
 

Pot.  Yes.
 

Mr. H.  Where?
 

Pot.  At Beadon Road, Hammersmith.
 

Mr. H.  What was he doing there?
 

Pot.  He was standing on a stool surrounded by a dense crowd.
 

Mr. H.  What else?
 

Pot.  He was speaking to them in a loud tone of voice.
 

Mr. H.  You say it was a dense crowd: how dense?  Would it have been easy for any one to pass through the crowd?
 

Pot.  It would have been impossible.  I could not have got anywhere near him without using my truncheon — which I have a right to do.
 

Mr. H.  Is Beadon Road a frequented thoroughfare?
 

Pot.  Very much so, especially on a Sunday morning.
 

Mr. H.  Could you hear what he said?
 

Pot.  I could and I did.  I made notes of what he said.
 

Mr. H.  Can you repeat anything he said?
 

Pot.  I can.  He urged the crowd to disembowel all the inhabitants of London.  (Sensation.)
 

Mr. H.  Can you remember the exact words he used?
 

Pot.  I can.  He said, “Those of this capital should have no bowels.  You workers must see to having this done.”
 

J. N.  Stop a little; it is important that I should get an accurate note of this (writing).  Those who live in this metropolis must have their bowels drawn out — is that right?
 

Pot.  This capital, he said, my lord.
 

J. N. (writing).  This capital.  Well, well, well!  I cannot guess why the prisoner should be so infuriated against this metropolis.  Go on, Mr. Hungary.
 

Mr. H. (to witness).  Can you remember any other words he said?
 

Pot.  Yes; later on he said, “I hope to see the last Londoner hung in the guts of the last member of Parliament.”
 

J. N.  Londoner, eh?
 

Pot.  Yes, my lord; that is, he meant Londoner.
 

J. N.  You mustn’t say what he meant, you must say what you heard him say.
 

Pot.  Capital, my lord.
 

J. N.  I see; (writing).  The last dweller in the metropolis.
 

Pot.  Capital, my lord.
 

J. N.  Yes, exactly; that’s just what I’ve written — this metropolis.
 

Pot.  He said capital, my lord.
 

Mr. H.  Capital, the witness says, my lord.
 

J. N.  Well, doesn’t that mean the same thing?  I tell you I’ve got it down accurately.
 

J. F. (who has been looking from one to the other with an amused
smile, now says as if he were thinking aloud:) Well, I am damned! what a set of fools!
 

J. N.  What is that you said, sir?  Have you no sense of decency, sir?  Are you pleading, or are you not pleading?  I have a great mind to have you removed.
 

J. F. (laughing).  Oh, by all means remove me!  I didn’t ask to be here.  Only look here, I could set you right in three minutes if you only let me.
 

J. N.  Do you want to ask the witness anything?  If not, sir, hold your tongue, sir.  No, sir; don’t speak, sir.  I can see that you are meditating bullying me; let me advise you, sir, not to try it.
 

Mr. H. (to Pot.)  Was that the only occasion on which you heard him speaking?
 

Pot.  No; I have heard him speaking in Hyde Park and saying much the same thing, and calling Mr. Justice Nupkins a damned old fool!
 

J. N. (writing).  “A damned old fool!”  Anything else?
 

Pot.  A blasted old cheat!
 

J. N. (writing).  “A blasted old cheat!”  (Cheerfully) Go on.
 

Pot.  Another time he was talking in a public-house with two men whom I understood to be members of the Fabian League.  He was having words with them, and one of them said, “Ah, but you forget the rent of ability”; and he said, “Damn the rent of ability, I will smash their rents of abilities.”
 

Mr. H.  Did you know what that meant?
 

Pot.  No; not then.
 

Mr. H.  But you do now?
 

Pot.  Yes; for I got into conversation with one of them, who told me that it meant the brain, the skull.
 

J. N. (writing).  “The rent of ability is a cant phrase in use among these people signifying the head.”
 

Mr. H.  Well?
 

Pot.  Well, then they laughed and said, Well, as far as he is concerned, smash it when you can catch it.
 

Mr. H.  Did you gather whose head it was that they were speaking of?
 

Pot.  Yes; his lordship’s.
 

Mr. H. (impressively and plaintively).  And why?
 

Pot.  Because they said he had jugged their comrades like a damned old smoutch!
 

J. N.  Jugged?
 

Pot.  Put them in prison, my lord.
 

J. N. (Aside: That Norwich affair.)  Wait!  I must write my self down a smoutch — smoutch? no doubt a foreign word.
 

Mr. H.  What else have you heard the prisoner say.
 

Pot.  I have heard him threaten to make her Majesty the Queen take in washing.
 

J. N.  Plain washing?
 

Pot.  Yes, my lord.
 

J. N.  Not fancy work?
 

Pot.  No, my lord.
 

A Juryman.  Have you heard him suggest any means of doing all this?
 

Pot.  Yes, sir; for I have attended meetings of his association in disguise, when they were plotting means of exciting the populace.
 

Mr. H.  In which he took part?
 

Pot.  In which he took part.
 

Mr. H.  You heard him arranging with others for a rising of the lower orders?
 

Pot.  Yes, sir; and on the occasion, when I met him in the public house, I got into conversation with him, and he told me that his society numbered upwards of two millions.  (J. F. grins.)
 

The Juryman (anxiously).  Armed?
 

Pot.  He said there were arms in readiness for them.
 

Mr. H.  Did you find out where?
 

Pot.  Yes; at the premises of the Federationist League, 13 Farringdon Road.
 

Mr. H.  Did you search for them there?
 

Pot.  Yes.
 

Mr. H.  Did you find them?
 

Pot.  No; we found nothing but printing-stock and some very shabby furniture, and the office-boy, and three compositors.
 

Mr. H.  Did you arrest them?
 

Pot.  No; we thought it better not to do so.
 

Mr. H.  Did they oppose your search?
 

Pot.  No.
 

Mr. H.  What did they do?
 

Pot.  Well, they took grinders at me and said, “Sold!”
 

Mr. H.  Meaning, doubtless, that they had had an inkling of your search and had sold the arms?
 

Pot.  So we gathered.
 

J. N. (writing).  “They did not find the arms because they had been sold.”
 

Mr. H.  Well, Constable, that will do.
 

J. N.  Prisoner, do you wish to ask the Constable any questions?
 

J. F.  Well, I don’t know.  I strongly suspect that you have made up your mind which way the jury shall make up their minds, so it isn’t much use.  However, I will ask him three questions.  Constable Potlegoff, at how many do you estimate the dense crowd at Beadon Road, when I obstructed?
 

Pot.  Upwards of a thousand.
 

J. F.  H’m; a good meeting!  How many were present at that meeting of the Socialist League where we were plotting to make the Queen take in washing?
 

Pot.  Upwards of two hundred.
 

J. F.  Lastly, when I told you in the public-house that we were two millions strong, were you drunk or sober?
 

Pot.  Sober.
 

J. F.  H’m!  It’s a matter of opinion perhaps as to when a man is drunk.  Was I sober?
 

Pot.  No; drunk.
 

J. F.  H’m!  So I should think.  That’ll do, Mr. Potlegoff; I won’t muddle your “Rent-of-Ability” any more.  Good bye.
 

[Sergeant Sticktoit called.
 

Mr. H.  Have you heard the prisoner speaking?
 

St.  Yes.
 

Mr. H.  Where?
 

St.  At Beadon Road amongst other places: that’s where I took him.
 

Mr. H.  What was he doing?
 

St.  Standing on a stool, speaking
 

Mr. H.  Yes; speaking: to how many people?
 

St.  About a thousand.
 

Mr. H.  Could you get near him?
 

St.  Nowhere near.
 

Mr. H.  Well, can you tell me what he was saying?
 

St.  Well, he said that all the rich people and all the shopkeepers (glancing at the Jury) should be disemboweled and flayed alive, and that all arrangements had been made for doing it, if only the workingmen would combine.  He then went into details as to where various detachments were to meet in order to take the Bank of England and capture the Queen.  He also threatened to smash Mr. Justice Nupkins’ “Rent-of-Ability,” by which I understood him to mean his skull.
 

J. N.  His — my brains, you mean!
 

St.  No, my lord; for he said that you — that he — hadn’t any brains.
 

Mr. H.  Did you find any documents or papers on him when he was arrested?
 

St.  Yes; he had a bundle of papers with him.
 

Mr. H.  Like this? (showing a number of “Commonweal”)
 

St.  Yes.
 

J. F. (Aside: Two quires that I couldn’t sell, damn it!)
 

Mr. H.  We put this paper in, my lord.  Your lordship will notice the vileness of the incendiarism contained in it.  I specially draw your attention to this article by one Bax, who as you will see, is familiar with the use of dynamite to a fearful extent.  (J. N. reads, muttering “Curse of Civilisation.”)  Gentlemen of the Jury that is our case.
 

J. N. (looking up from “Commonweal”).  Prisoner at the bar, what have you to say?  Do you call witnesses?
 

J. F.  Yes, I call witnesses, but I haven’t much to say.  I am accused of obstruction, but I shan’t argue that point, as I know that I should do myself no good by proving that I had not obstructed.  I am accused of being a Socialist and a revolutionist.  Well, if you, my lord, and you, gentlemen of the Jury, and the classes to which you belong, knew what Socialism means — and I fear you take some pains not to — you would also know what the condition of things is now, and how necessary revolution is.  So if it is a crime to be a Socialist and a revolutionist, I have committed that crime; but the charge against me is that I am a criminal fool, which I am not.  And my witnesses will show you, gentlemen of the Jury, that the evidence brought against me is a mass of lies of the silliest concoction.  That is, they will show it you if you are sensible men and understand your position as jurymen, which I almost fear you do not.  Well, it will not be the first time that the judge has usurped the function of the jury, and I would go to prison cheerfully enough if I could hope it would be the last.
 

[He pauses as if to listen.  Confused noises and the sound of the “Marseillaise” a long way off.  (Aside: What is it, I wonder? — No; it’s nothing.)
 

J. N.  Prisoner, what is the matter with you?  You seem to be intoxicated; and indeed I hope you are, for nothing else could excuse the brutality of your language.
 

J. F.  Oh, don’t put yourself out, my lord.  You’ve got the whip-hand of me, you know.  I thought I heard an echo; that’s all.  Well, I will say no more, but call the Archbishop of Canterbury.
 

[Enter the Archbishop, who is received with much reverence and attention.  He is sworn.
 

J. F.  Your Grace, were you present at the meeting at Beadon Road where I was arrested?
 

Arch.  Yes — yes, I was there.  Strange to say, it was on a Sunday morning.  I needed some little refreshment from the toils of ecclesiastical office.  So I took a cab, I admit under the pretext of paying a visit to my brother of London; and having heard the fame of these Socialist meetings, I betook me to one of them for my instruction and profit: for I hold that in these days even those that are highest in the Church should interest themselves in social matters.
 

J. F.  Well, my lord, were you pleased with what you saw and heard?
 

Arch.  I confess, sir, that I was disappointed.
 

J. F.  Why, my lord?
 

Arch.  Because of the extreme paucity of the audience.
 

J. F.  Were there a thousand persons present?
 

Arch. (severely).  I must ask you not to jest with me in the sacredly respectable precincts of a Court of Justice.  To the best of my remembrance, there were present at the commencement of your discourse but three persons exclusive of yourself.  That fact is impressed on my mind from the rude and coarse words which you said when you mounted your stool or rostrum to the friend who accompanied you and had under his arm a bundle of a very reprehensible and ribald print called the Commonweal, one of which he, I may say, forced me to purchase.
 

J. F.  Well, what did I say?
 

Arch.  You said, “I say, Bill! damned hard lines to have to speak to a lamp-post, a kid, and an old buffer” — by the latter vulgarity indicating myself, as I understand.
 

J. F.  Yes, my lord, so it is.  Now let me ask you, if that matters, is Beadon Road a thronged thoroughfare?
 

Arch.  On the contrary; at least on the morning on which I was there, there was a kind of Sabbath rest about it, scarcely broken by the harangue of yourself, sir.
 

J. F.  You heard what I said, my lord?
 

Arch.  I did, and was much shocked at it.
 

J. F.  Well, did I say anything about bowels?
 

Arch.  I regret to say that you did.
 

J. F.  Do you remember the words I used?
 

Arch.  Only too well.  You said, but at great length, and with much embroidery of language more than questionable, that capital had no bowels for the worker, nor owners of capital either; and that since no one else would be kind to them, the workers must be kind to themselves and take the matter into their own hands.
 

J. N. (making notes).  Owners of the capital; workman must take the matter — take the matter — into their own hands.
 

J. F.  Well, I have no more questions to ask your Grace.
 

Mr. H.  With many excuses, your Grace, I will ask you a question.
 

Arch.  Certainly, Mr Hungary.
 

Mr. H.  You say that the audience was very small; that was at first; but did it not increase as time went on?
 

Arch.  Yes; an itinerant vendor of ices drew up his stall there, and two policemen — these gentlemen — strolled in, and some ten or more others stood round us before the orator had finished.
 

Mr. H. (Aside: H’m! old beggar will be so very specific.  Let’s try him as to the sedition.)  (To Arch.)  My lord, you said that you were shocked at what the prisoner said: what was the nature of his discourse?
 

Arch.  I regret to have to say that it was a mass of the most frightful incendiarism, delivered with an occasional air of jocularity and dry humour that made my flesh creep.  Amidst the persistent attacks on property he did not spare other sacred things.  He even made an attack on my position, stating (wrongly) the amount of my moderate stipend.  Indeed, I think he recognised me, although I was partially disguised.
 

J. F. (Aside: True for you, old Benson, or else how could I have subpœnaed you?)
 

Mr. H.  I thank your Grace: that will do.
 

J. F.  I now call Lord Tennyson.
 

[Lord Tennyson sworn.
 

J. F.  My lord, have you been present, in disguise, at a meeting of the Socialist League in 13 Farringdon Road?
 

Lord T.  What’s that to you?  What do you want to know for?  Yes, I have, if it comes to that.
 

J. F.  Who brought you there?
 

Lord T.  A policeman: one Potlegoff.  I thought he was a Russian by his name, but it seems he is an Englishman — and a liar.  He said it would be exciting: so I went.
 

J. F.  And was it exciting?
 

Lord T.  NO: it was dull.
 

J. F.  How many were present?
 

Lord T.  Seventeen: I counted them, because I hadn’t got anything else to do.
 

J. F.  Did they plot anything dreadful?
 

Lord T.  Not that I could hear.  They sat and smoked; and one fool was in the chair, and another fool read letters; and then they worried till I was sick of it as to where such and such fools should go to spout folly the next week; and now and then an old bald-headed fool and a stumpy little fool in blue made jokes, at which they laughed a good deal; but I couldn’t understand the jokes — and I came away.
 

J. F.  Thank you, my lord.
 

Mr. H.  My lord Tennyson, I wish to ask you a question.  You say that you couldn’t understand their jokes: but could you understand them when they were in earnest?
 

Lord T.  No, I couldn’t: I can’t say I tried.  I don’t want to understand Socialism: it doesn’t belong to my time.  [Exit.
 

J. F.  I call Professor Tyndall.
 

[Professor Tyndall sworn.
 

J. F.  Professor Tyndall, have you seen me before?
 

Pro. T.  Yes; I have seen you in a public-house, where I went to collect the opinions of the lower orders against Mr. Gladstone.
 

J. F.  Who was I with?
 

Pro. T.  You were with a man whom I was told was a policeman in plain clothes, and with some others that I assume to have been friends of yours, as you winked at them and you and they were laughing together as you talked to the policeman.
 

J. F.  Do you see the policeman in Court?
 

Pro. T.  Yes; there he is.
 

J. F.  Was he drunk or sober?
 

Pro. T.  What, now?
 

J. F.  No — then.
 

Pro. T. (with decision).  Drunk.
 

J. F.  Was I drunk?
 

Pro. T.  What, now?
 

J. F.  No — then; though you may tell me whether I’m drunk or not now, if you like, and define drunkenness scientifically.
 

Pro. T.  Well, you were so, so.
 

J. F.  Thank you, Professor.
 

Mr. H.  One question, Professor Tyndall.  Did you hear what the prisoner was saying to the policeman — who, by the way, was, I suspect, only shamming drunkenness?
 

J. F. (Aside: He could carry a good deal, then.)
 

Pro. T.  Yes, I heard him.  He was boasting of the extent and power of the Socialist organisation.
 

Mr. H.  And did you believe it? did it surprise you?
 

Pro. T.  It did not in the least surprise me: it seemed to me the natural consequences of Gladstone’s Home Rule Bill.  As to believing it, I knew he was jesting; but I thought that his jesting concealed very serious earnest.  He seemed to me a determined, cunning, and most dangerous person.
 

Mr. H.  I thank you, professor.  [Exit Pro. T.
 

J. N.  Prisoner, do you want to re-examine the witnesses?  What’s that noise outside?  They ought to be arrested.
 

[“Marseillaise” again without, and tumult nearer.  Freeman listens intently, without heeding the Judge.
 

J. N.  Prisoner, why don’t you answer?  Your insolence won’t serve you here, I can tell you.
 

J. F.  I was listening, Judge; I thought I heard that echo again.
 

J. N.  Echo again!  What does the fellow mean?  It’s my belief you’re drunk, sir: that you have stimulated your courage by liquor.
 

A Voice.  Look out for your courage, old cockywax; you may have something to try it presently!
 

J. N.  Officer, arrest that pernicious foreigner.
 

[Usher promenades once more.
 

J. N. (Aside: I don’t like it: I’m afraid there is something going to happen.)  (To Court) Mr. Hungary.
 

Mr. H.  My lord and gentlemen of the Jury, the prisoner’s mingled levity and bitterness leaves me little to answer to.  I can only say, gentlemen of the Jury, that I am convinced that you will do your duty.  As to the evidence, I need make no lengthened comments on it, because I am sure his lordship will save me the trouble.  (Aside: Trust him!)  It is his habit — his laudable habit — to lead juries through the intricacies which beset unprofessional minds in dealing with evidence.  For the rest, there is little need to point out the weight of the irrefragible testimony of the sergeant and constable, — men trained to bring forward those portions of the facts which come under their notice which are weighty.  I will not insult you, my lord, by pointing out to intelligent gentlemen in your presence how the evidence of the distinguished and illustrious personages so vexatiously called by the prisoner, so far from shaking the official evidence, really confirms it.  (Aside: I wonder what all that row is about?  I wish I were out of this and at home.)  Gentlemen of the Jury, I repeat that I expect you to do your duty and defend yourselves from the bloodthirsty designs of the dangerous revolutionist now before you.  (Aside: Well, now I’m off, and the sooner the better; there’s a row on somewhere.)  [Exit.
 

J. N.  Gentlemen of the Jury, I need not expatiate to you on the importance of the case before you.  There are two charges brought against the prisoner, but one so transcends the other in importance — nay, I may say swallows it up — that I imagine your attention will be almost wholly fixed on that — the charge of conspiring and inciting to riot.  Besides, on the lesser charge the evidence is so simple and crystal-clear that I need but allude to it.  I will only remark on the law of the case, that committing an obstruction is a peculiar offence, since it is committed by everyone who, being in a public thoroughfare, does not walk briskly through the streets from his starting-place to his goal.  There is no need to show that some other person is hindered by him in his loitering, since obviously that might be the case; and besides, his loitering might hinder another from forming in his mind a legitimate wish to be there, and so might do him a very special and peculiar injury.  In fact, gentlemen, it has been doubted whether this grave offence of obstruction is not always being committed by everybody, as a corollary to the well-known axiom in physics that two bodies cannot occupy the same space at one and the same time.  So much, gentlemen, for the lesser accusation.  As to the far more serious one, I scarcely know in what words to impress upon you the gravity of the accusation.  The crime is an attack on the public safety, gentlemen; if it has been committed, gentlemen — if it has been committed.  On that point you are bound by your oaths to decide according to the evidence; and I must tell you that the learned counsel was in error when he told you that I should direct your views as to that evidence.  It is for you to say whether you believe that the witnesses were speaking what was consonant with truth.  But I am bound to point out to you that whereas the evidence for the prosecution was clear, definite, and consecutive, that for the defence had no such pretensions.  Indeed, gentlemen, I am at a loss to discover why the prisoner put those illustrious and respectable personages to so much trouble and inconvenience merely to confirm in a remarkable way the evidence of the sergeant and the constable.  His Grace the Archbishop said that there were but three persons present when the prisoner began speaking; but he has told us very clearly that before the end of the discourse there were ten, or more.  You must look at those latter words, or more, as a key to reconcile the apparent discrepancy between his Grace’s evidence and that of constable Potlegoff.  This, however, is a matter of little importance, after what I have told you about the law in the case of obstruction.  His Grace’s clear remembrance of the horrible language of the prisoner, and the shuddering disgust that it produced on him, is a very different matter.  Although his remembrance of the ipsissima verba does not quite tally with that of the constable, it is clear that both the Archbishop and the policeman have noted the real significance of what was said: The owners of this capital, said the prisoner — 
 

J. F.  I said nothing of the kind.
 

J. N.  Yes you did, sir.  Those were the very words you said: I have got it down in my notes of his Grace’s evidence.  What is the use of your denying it, when your own witness gives evidence of it?  Hold your tongue, sir. — And the workingmen, says the prisoner, must take the matter into their own hands.  Take it into their own hands, gentlemen, and take the matter into their hands.  What matter are they to take into their hands?  Are we justified in thinking that the prisoner was speaking metaphorically?  Gentlemen, I must tell you that the maxim that in weighing evidence you need not go beyond the most direct explanation guides us here; forbids us to think that the prisoner was speaking metaphorically, and compels us to suppose that the matter which is to be in the hands of the workmen, their very hands, gentlemen, is — what?  Why, (in an awe-struck whisper) the bowels of the owners of the capital, that is of this metropolis — London!  Nor, gentlemen, are the means whereby those respectable persons, the owners of house property in London, to be disembowelled left doubtful: the raising of armed men by the million, concealed weapons, and an organisation capable of frustrating the search for them.  Nay, an article in the paper which impudently calls itself (reading the “Commonweal”) the official journal of the Socialist League, written by one Bax, who ought to be standing in the same dock with the prisoner — an article in which he attacks the sacredness of civilisation — is murky with the word dynamic or dynamite.  And you must not forget, gentlemen, that the prisoner accepts his responsibility for all these words and deeds.  With the utmost effrontery having pleaded “Not Guilty,” he says, “I am a Socialist and a Revolutionist”! — Thus much, gentlemen, my duty compels me to lay before you as to the legal character of the evidence.  But you must clearly understand that it rests with you and not with me to decide as to whether the evidence shows this man to be guilty.  It is you, gentlemen of the Jury, who are responsible for the verdict, whatever it may be; and I must be permitted to add that letting this man loose upon society will be a very heavy responsibility for you to accept.
 

[The Jury consult: the noise outside increases.
 

J. F. (Aside; Hilloa! what is going on?  I begin to think there’s a row up!)
 

Foreman of the Jury.  My lord, we are agreed upon our verdict.
 

J. N.  Do you find the prisoner at the bar “Guilty” or “Not Guilty”?
 

F. of J.  Guilty, my lord.
 

J. F.  Just so.
 

J. N.  Prisoner at the bar, you have been fairly tried and found guilty by a jury of your fellow-countrymen of two most serious offences — crimes, I should say.  If I had not to pronounce sentence upon one whose conscience is seared and case-hardened to an unexampled degree, I might have some words to say to you.  (Aside: And also if I didn’t want to get out of this as quick as I can; for I’m sure there is some row going on.)  As it is, I will add no words to my sentence.  (Aside: I wish I were off, but let’s give it him hot and heavy!)  I sentence you to six years’ penal servitude and to pay a fine of £100.
 

J. F.  Well, its pretty much what I expected of you.  As to the £100, don’t you wish you may get it; and as to the six years — 
 

[Great noise; “Marseillaise” sung quite close; hammering on the doors.
 

J. F.  Hark! what’s that?
 

J. N. (in a quavering voice).  Remove the prisoner!
 

[Enter a Socialist ensign with a red flag in his hand.
 

S. E.  Remove the prisoner!  Yes, that’s just what I’ve come to do, my lord.  The Tables are Turned now!
 

J. N. (rising and prepared to go).  Arrest that man!
 

S. E.  Yes, do — if you can.
 

J. F.  What does it all mean, Bill?
 

S. E.  The very beginning of it, Jack.  It seems we have not been sanguine enough.  The Revolution we were all looking forward to had been going on all along, and now the last act has begun.  The reactionists are fighting, and pretty badly too, for the soldiers are beginning to remember that they too belong to the “lower classes” — the lower classes — hurrah!  You must come along at once, Freeman; we shall want you in our quarter.  Don’t waste another minute with these fools.
 

J. N. (screaming).  Help, help!  Murder, murder!
 

S. E.  Murder! — murder a louse!  Who’s hurting you, old gentleman?  Don’t make such a noise.  We’ll try and make some use of you when we have time, but we must bustle now.  Come on, Jack.  Stop a bit, though; where’s the Clerk of the Court?  Oh, there!  Clerk, we shall want this Court-house almost directly to use for a free market for this district.  There have been too many people starving and half-starving this long time; and the first thing that we’ve got to see to is that every one has enough to eat, drink, and wear, and a proper roof over his head.
 

J. N.  Murder! thieves! fire!
 

S. E.  There, there!  Don’t make such a row, old fellow!  Get out of this, and bellow in the fields with the horned cattle, if you must bellow.  Perhaps they’ll want Courts of Justice now, as we don’t.  And as for you, good fellows, all give a cheer for the Social Revolution which has Turned the Tables; and so — to work — to work!
 

[Judge screams and faints, and Curtain falls.
 






  








PART II.
 

SCENE. — The Fields near a Country Village; a Copse close by.  Time — After the Revolution.
 

[Enter Citizen (late Justice) Nupkins.  He looks cautiously about to right and left, then sits down on the ground.]
 

C. N.  Now I think I may safely take a little rest: all is quiet here.  Yet there are houses in the distance, and wherever there are houses now, there are enemies of law and order.  Well, at least, here is a good thick copse for me to hide in in case anybody comes.  What am I to do?  I shall be hunted down at last.  It’s true that those last people gave me a good belly-full, and asked me no questions; but they looked at me very hard.  One of these times they will bring me before a magistrate, and then it will be all over with me.  I shall be charged as a rogue and a vagabond, and made to give an account of myself; and then they will find out who I am, and then I shall be hanged — I shall be hanged — I, Justice Nupkins!  Ah, the happy days when I used to sentence people to be hanged!  How easy life was then, and now how hard!  [Hides his face in his hands and weeps.
 

[Enter Mary Pinch, prettily dressed.]
 

M. P.  How pleasant it is this morning!  These hot late summer mornings, when the first pears are ripening, and the wheat is nearly ready for cutting, and the river is low and weedy, remind me most of the times when I was a little freckle-faced child, when I was happy in spite of everything, though it was hard lines enough sometimes.  Well, well, I can think of those times with pleasure now; it’s like living the best of the early days over again, now we are so happy, and the children like to grow up straight and comely, and not having their poor little faces all creased into anxious lines.  Yes, I am my old self come to life again; it’s all like a pretty picture of the past days.  They were brave men. and good fellows who helped to bring it about: I feel almost like saying my prayers to them.  And yet there were people — yes, and poor people too — who couldn’t bear the idea of it.  I wonder what they think of it now.  I wish, sometimes, I could make people understand how I felt when they came to me in prison, where all things were so miserable that, heaven be praised! I can’t remember its misery now, and they brought Robert to me, and he hugged me and kissed me, and said, when he stood away from me a little, “Come, Mary, we are going home, and we’re going to be happy; for the rich people are gone, and there’s no more starving or stealing.”  And I didn’t know what he meant, but I saw such a look in his eyes and in the eyes of those who were with him, that my feet seemed scarcely on the ground; as if I were going to fly.  And how tired out I was with happiness before the day was done!  Just to think that my last-born child will not know what to be poor meant; and nobody will ever be able to make him understand it.  [Nupkins groans.]  Hilloa!  What’s the matter?  Why, there’s a man ill or in trouble; an oldish man, too.  Poor old fellow!  Citizen, what’s the matter?  How can I help you?
 

C. N. (jumping up with a howl).  Ah, they are upon me!  That dreadful word “citizen”!  (Looks at M. P. and staggers back).  Oh, Lord! is it?  Yes, it is — the woman that I sentenced on that horrible morning, the last morning I adorned the judicial bench.
 

M. P.  What is the matter?  And how badly you’re dressed; and you seem afraid.  What can you be afraid of?  If I am not afraid of the cows, I am sure you needn’t be — with your great thick stick, too.  (She looks at him and laughs, and says aside, Why to be sure, if it isn’t that silly, spiteful old man that sentenced me on the last of the bad days before we all got so happy together!)  (To N.)  Why, Mr. Nupkins — citizen — I remember you; you are an old acquaintance: I’ll go and call my husband.
 

C. N.  Oh, no! no! don’t! please don’t! — (Aside: There, there, I’m done for — can I run away? — No use — perhaps I might soften her.  I used to be called eloquent — by the penny-a-liners.  I’ve made a jury cry — I think — let me try it.  Gentlemen of the Jury, remember the sad change in my client’s position! remember. — Oh, I’m going mad, I think — she remembers me)  (Kneels before her) Oh, woman, woman, spare me!  Let me crawl into the copse and die quietly there!
 

M. P.  Spare you, citizen?  Well, I could have spared you once, well enough, and so could many another poor devil have done.  But as to dying in the copse, no, I really can’t let you do that.  You must come home to our house, and we’ll see what can be done with you.  It’s our old house, but really nice enough, now; all that pretty picture of plenty that I told you about on that day when you were so hard upon me has come to pass, and more.
 

C. N.  Oh, no!  I can’t come!
 

M. P.  Oh, yes; you can get as far as that, and we’ll give you something to eat and drink, and then you’ll be stronger.  It will really please me, if you’ll come; I’m like a child with a new toy, these days, and want to show new-comers all that’s going on.  Come along, and I’ll show you the pretty new hall they are building for our parish; it’s such a pleasure to stand and watch the lads at work there, as merry as grigs.  Hark! you may hear their trowels clinking from here.  And, Mr. Nupkins, you mustn’t think I stole those loaves; I really didn’t.
 

C. N.  Oh, dear me!  Oh, dear me!  She wants to get me away and murder me!  I won’t go.
 

M. P.  How can you talk such nonsense?  Why, on earth, should I murder you?
 

C. N. (sobbing).  Judicially, judicially!
 

M. P.  How silly you are!  I really don’t know what you mean.  Well, if you won’t come with me, I’m off; but you know where to go when you want your dinner.  But if you still owe me a grudge, which would be very silly of you, any of the people in the houses yonder will give you your food.  [Exit.
 

C. N.  There!  She’s going to fetch some ferocious revolutionaries to make an end of me.  It’s no use trying to stop her now.  I will flee in another direction; perhaps I shan’t always meet people I’ve sentenced.
 

[As he is going he runs up against William Joyce, once Socialist Ensign, entering from the other side.
 

William Joyce.  Hilloa, citizen! look out! (looking at him)  But I say, what’s the matter with you?  You are queerly rigged.  Why, I haven’t seen a man in such a condition for many a long day.  You’re like an ancient ruin, a dream of past times.  No, really I don’t mean to hurt your feelings.  Can I do anything to help you?
 

[C. N. covers his face with his hands and moans.
 

W. J.  Hilloa!  Why, I’m blessed if it isn’t the old bird who was on the bench that morning, sentencing comrade Jack!  What’s he been doing, I wonder?  I say, don’t you remember me, citizen?  I’m the character who came in with the red flag that morning when you were playing the last of your queer games up yonder.  Cheer up, man! we’ll find something for you to do, though you have been so badly educated.
 

C. N.  Spare me, I entreat you!  Don’t let it be known who I am, pray don’t, or I shall certainly be hanged.  Don’t hang me; give me hard labour for life, but don’t hang me!  Yes, I confess I was Judge Nupkins; but don’t give me up!  I’ll be your servant, your slave all my life; only don’t bring me before a magistrate.  They are so unfair, and so hard!
 

W. J.  Well, what do you think of a judge, old fellow?
 

C. N.  That’s nearly as bad, but not quite; because sometimes there’s a cantankerous blackguard on the jury who won’t convict, and insists on letting a man off.  But, please, pray think better of it, and let it be a private matter, if you must needs punish me.  I won’t bring an action against you, whatever you do.  Don’t make it a judicial matter!  Look here, I’ll sign a bond to be your servant for ever without wages if you will but feed me.  I suffer so from not having my meals regularly.  If you only knew how bad it is to be hungry and not to be sure of getting a meal.
 

W. J.  Yes, Nupkins; but you see, I do know only too well — but that’s all gone by.  Yet, if you had only known that some time ago, or let’s say, guessed at it, it might have been the better for you now.
 

C. N. (aside; Oh, how jeering and hard he looks!)  Oh, spare me, and don’t send me to the workhouse!  You’ve no idea how they bully people there.  I didn’t mean to be a bad or hard man; I didn’t indeed.
 

W. J.  Well, I must say if you meant to be anything else, you botched the job!  But I suppose, in fact, you didn’t mean anything at all. — So much the worse for you.  (Aside: I must do a little cat and mouse with him).
 

C. N.  Oh, spare me, spare me!  I’ll work so hard for you.  Keep it dark as to who I am.  It will be such an advantage you’re having me all to yourself.
 

W. J.  Would it, indeed?  Well, I doubt that.
 

C. N.  Oh, I think so.  I really am a good lawyer.
 

W. J.  H’m, that would be rather less useful than a dead jackass — unless one came to the conclusion of making cat’s meat of you.
 

C. N. (aside, Oh, I’m sick at heart at his hinted threats).  Mr. Socialist, don’t you see I could put you up to all sorts of dodges by which you could get hold of odds and ends of property — as I suppose you have some sort of property still — and the titles of the land must be very shaky just after a revolution?  I tell you I could put you up to things which would make you a person of great importance; as good as what a lord used to be.
 

W. J. (aside, Oh, you old blackguard!  What’s bred in the bone won’t come out of the flesh.  I really must frighten the old coward a little; besides, the council has got to settle what’s to be done with him, or the old idiot will put us to shame by dying on our hands of fright and stupidity.)  (To N.)  Nupkins, I really don’t know what to do with you as a slave; I’m afraid that you would corrupt the morals of my children; that you would set them quarrelling and tell them lies.  There’s nothing for it but you must come before the Council of our Commune: they’ll meet presently under yonder tree this fine day.
 

C. N.  No, no, don’t!  Pray let me go and drag out the remainder of a miserable existence without being brought before a magistrate and sent to prison!  You don’t know what a dreadful thing it is.
 

W. J.  You’re wrong again, Nupkins.  I know all about it.  The stupid red tape that hinders the Court from getting at the truth; the impossibility of making your stupid judge understand the real state of the case, because he is not thinking of you and your life as a man, but of a set of rules drawn up to allow men to make money of other people’s misfortunes; and then to prison with you; and your miserable helplessness in the narrow cell, and the feeling as if you must be stifled; and not even a pencil to write with, or knife to whittle with, or even a pocket to put anything in.  I don’t say anything about the starvation diet, because other people besides prisoners were starved or half-starved.  Oh, Nupkins, Nupkins! it’s a pity you couldn’t have thought of all this before.
 

C. N. (aside: Oh, what terrible revenge is he devising for me?) (to W. J.)  Sir, sir, let me slip away before the Court meets.  (Aside: A pretty Court, out in the open-air!  Much they’ll know about law!)
 

W. J.  Citizen Nupkins, don’t you stir from here!  You’ll see another old acquaintance presently — Jack Freeman, whom you were sending off to six years of it when the red flag came in that day. — And in good time here he is.
 

[Enter Jack Freeman, sauntering in dressed in a blouse, smoking, a billycock on his head, and his hands in his pockets.
 

W. J.  There’s your judge, Citizen Nupkins!  No, Jack, you needn’t take your hands out of your pockets to shake hands with me; I know your ways and your manners.  But look here! (pointing to Nupkins).
 

J. F.  Why, what next?  There’s no mistaking him, it’s my old acquaintance Mr. Justice Nupkins.  Why you seem down on your luck, neighbour.  What can I do to help you?
 

[Nupkins moans.
 

W. J. (winking at Freeman).  You’ve got to try him, Jack.
 

J. F.  Why, what has he been doing?  (Aside, I say, old fellow, what game are you up to now?)
 

W. J.  Doing? why nothing.  That’s just it; something must be done with him.  He must come before the council: but I’m afraid he’s not of much use to anyone.  (Aside, I say, Jack, he is a mere jelly of fear: thinks that we are going to kill him and eat him, I believe.  I must carry it on a little longer; don’t spoil all my fun.)
 

J. F. (Aside, to W. J.)  Well, certainly he deserves it, but take care that he doesn’t die of fear on your hands, Bill.  (Aloud) Well, the council will meet in a minute or two, and then we will take his case.
 

C. N. (to J. F.)  Oh, sir, sir, spare me and don’t judge me!  I’ll be servant to you all my life!
 

W. J.  Why Nupkins, what’s this?  You promised to be a servant to me!
 

J. F.  Citizen Nupkins, I really must say thank-you for nothing.  What the deuce could I do with a servant?  Now don’t you trouble yourself; the council will see to your affairs.  And in good time here come the neighbours.
 

[Enter the Neighbours, Robert Pinch, Mart Pinch, and others.
 

W. J.  Now for it, Nupkins!  Bear your own troubles as well as you used to bear other peoples’, and then you’ll do very well.
 

Jack Freeman takes his seat on the ground under the tree, the others standing and sitting about him: William Joyce makes a show of guarding Nupkins, at which the neighbours look rather astonished; but he nods and winks to them, and they see there is some joke toward and say nothing.
 

J. F.  Well, neighbours, what’s the business to-day?
 

1st Neighbour.  I have to report that three loads of that oak for the hall-roof have come to hand; it’s well-seasoned good timber, so there need be no hitch in the building now.
 

2nd Neighbour.  Well, chairman, we sent off the wool to the north-country communes last week, and they are quite satisfied with it.  Their cloth has come to hand rather better than worse than the old sample.
 

3rd Neighbour.  I have to report that the new wheel at the silk mill is going now, and makes a very great improvement.  It gives us quite enough power even when the water is small; so we shan’t want a steam-engine after all.
 

J. F.  When do we begin wheat harvest?
 

3rd Neighbour.  Next Thursday in the ten-acre; the crop is heavy and the weather looks quite settled; so we shall have a jolly time of it.
 

J. F.  Well, I’m glad I know in good time; for I never like to miss seeing the first row of reapers going into the corn.  Is there anything else?
 

W. J.  Well, there’s one troublesome business, chairman (looks
at C. N., who trembles and moans).  There’s that dog we caught, that thief, that useless beast.  What is to be done with him?
 

C. N. (Aside, That’s me! that’s me!  To think that a justice should be spoken of in such language!  What am I to do?  What am I to do?)
 

2nd Neighbour.  Well, chairman, I think we must shoot him.  Once a thief always a thief, you see, with that kind of brute.  I’m sorry, because he has been so badly brought up; and though he is an ugly dog, he is big and burly; but I must say that I think it must be done, and as soon as possible.  He’ll be after the girls if we don’t do it at once!
 

C. N. (Aside: What! have they got hold of that story, then?)
 

J. F.  Well, neighbours, what’s to be said? anybody against it?  Is this unpleasant business agreed to?
 

All.  Agreed, agreed.
 

J. F.  Well, then, let the dog be shot.  Bill, it’s your turn for an ugly job this time: you must do it.
 

W. J.  Well, if it must be, it must.  I’ll go and get a gun in a minute.
 

C. N.  Oh, God! to think of their disposing of a fellow-man’s life with so little ceremony!  And probably they will go and eat their dinners afterwards and think nothing of it.  (Throwing himself on his knees before Jack Freeman.)  Oh, your Socialist worship!  Oh, citizen my lord! spare me, spare me!  Send me to prison, load me with chains, but spare my life!
 

J. F.  Why, what ails the man?  Chains! we don’t use chains for that sort of thing.  They’re good to fasten up boats with, and for carts, and such like; so why should we waste them by ornamenting you with them?  And as to prison, we can’t send you to prison, because we haven’t got one.  How could we have one? who would be the jailer?  No, no; we can’t be bothered with you in prison.  You must learn to behave decently.
 

C. N.  What! have you no punishment but death, then?  O! what am I to do? what am I to do?
 

1st Neighbour.  Do?  Why, behave decently.
 

C. N.  But how can I behave decently when I’m dead?  (Moans.)
 

2nd Neighbour.  But, neighbour, you must die some time or another, you know.  Make the most of your time while you are alive.
 

C. N.  Have you the heart to say such things to a man whom you are going to shoot in a few minutes?  How horrible!  Oh, look here! if you haven’t got a prison, build one for me! or make one out of a cellar, and lock me up in it; but don’t shoot me — don’t!
 

W. J.  Well, old acquaintance, to want a prison all to your own cheek!  This is individualism, with a vengeance!  It beats Auberon Herbert.  But who is going to shoot you?
 

C. N.  Why, you.  He said shoot the dog (weeping).
 

W. J.  Well, citizen, I must say that either your estimate of yourself is modest, or your conscience is bad, that you must take that title to yourself!  No; it is a bad business, but not so bad as that.  It’s not you that we’re going to shoot, but a poor devil of a dog — a real dog, with a tail, you know — who has taken to killing sheep.  And I’m sorry to say that social ethics have given me the job of shooting him.  But come, now, you shall do it for me: you used to be a great upholder of capital punishment.
 

C. N.  But what are you going to do with me, then?  How are you going to punish me?
 

J. F.  Punish you? how can we punish you? who do you think is going to do such work as that!  People punish others because they like to; and we don’t like to.  Once more, learn to live decently.
 

G. N.  But how am I to live?
 

J. F.  You must work a little.
 

C. N.  But what at, since you object to lawyers?
 

J. F.  Look round you, friend, at the fields all yellowing for harvest, — we will find you work to do.
 

C. N. (Aside: Ah, I see.  This means hard labour for life, after all.  Well, I must submit.  Unhappy Nupkins!  To Freeman)  But who is to employ me?  You will have to find me a master; and perhaps he won’t like to employ me.
 

J. F.  My friend, we no more have masters than we have prisons: the first make the second.  You must employ yourself: and you must also employ something else.
 

C. N.  What?  I don’t understand.
 

J. F.  Mother Earth, and the traditions and devices of all the generations of men whom she has nourished.  All that is for you, Nupkins, if you only knew it.
 

C. N.  I still do not comprehend your apologue.
 

J. F.  No?  Well, we must put aside abstractions and get to the concrete.  What’s this, citizen? (showing a spade.)
 

C. N.  That is an instrument for effodiation.
 

J. F.  Otherwise called a spade.  Well, to use your old jargon, citizen, the sentence of this court is that you do take this instrument of effodiation, commonly called a spade, and that you do effodiate your livelihood therewith; in other words, that you do dig potatoes and other roots and worts during the pleasure of this court.  And, to drop jargon, since you are so badly educated our friend Robert Pinch — Mary’s husband — will show you how to do it.  Is that agreed to, neighbours?
 

All.  Agreed, agreed.
 

W. J. (rather surlily).  I don’t think he will get on well.  Now he knows we are not going to serve him out, he is beginning to look sour on us for being happy.  You see, he will be trying some of his old lawyers’ tricks again.
 

J. F.  Well, Bill, it won’t much matter.  He can’t hurt us; so we will hope the best for him.
 

M. P.  Should we hurt his feelings by being a little merry in his presence now?
 

J. F.  Well, I think we may risk it.  Let those of you who are not too lazy to dance, as I am, do so to the tune that sprang up at the dawn of freedom in the days of our great-grandfathers.
 

[They dance round Citizen Nupkins, singing the following words to the tune of the “Carmagnole”:
 

What’s this that the days and the days have done?

Man’s lordship over man hath gone.
 

How fares it, then, with high and low?

Equal on earth, they thrive and grow.
 

        Bright is the sun for everyone;

         Dance we, dance we the Carmagnole.
 

How deal ye, then, with pleasure and pain?

Alike we share and bear the twain.
 

And what’s the craft whereby ye live?

Earth and man’s work to all men give.
 

How crown ye excellence of worth?

With leave to serve all men on earth.
 

What gain that lordship’s past and done?

World’s wealth for all and every one.
 

[Freeman and Nupkins come to the front.
 

* * * * *
 

J. F.  Well, Nupkins, you see you have got the better of us damned Socialists after all.  For in times past you used to bully us and send us to prison and hang us, and we had to put up with it; and now you and yours are no longer masters, there are no masters, and there is nobody to bully you.  How do you like it, old fellow? (clapping him on the shoulder.)
 

C. N. (bursting into tears).  A world without lawyers! — oh, dear! oh, dear!  To think that I should have to dig potatoes and see everybody happy!
 

J. F.  Well, Nupkins, you must bear it.  And for my part, I can’t be very sorry that you feel it so keenly.  When scoundrels lament that they can no longer be scoundrels for lack of opportunity, it is certain that the tables are turned.
 

THE END
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THE DEFENCE OF GUENEVERE
 

But, knowing now that they would have her speak,

She threw her wet hair backward from her brow,

Her hand close to her mouth touching her cheek,
 

As though she had had there a shameful blow,

And feeling it shameful to feel ought but shame

All through her heart, yet felt her cheek burned so,
 

She must a little touch it; like one lame

She walked away from Gauwaine, with her head

Still lifted up; and on her cheek of flame
 

The tears dried quick; she stopped at last and said:

O knights and lords, it seems but little skill

To talk of well-known things past now and dead.
 

God wot I ought to say, I have done ill,

And pray you all forgiveness heartily!

Because you must be right, such great lords; still
 

Listen, suppose your time were come to die,

And you were quite alone and very weak;

Yea, laid a dying while very mightily
 

The wind was ruffling up the narrow streak

Of river through your broad lands running well:

Suppose a hush should come, then some one speak:
 

‘One of these cloths is heaven, and one is hell,

Now choose one cloth for ever; which they be,

I will not tell you, you must somehow tell
 

Of your own strength and mightiness; here, see!’

Yea, yea, my lord, and you to ope your eyes,

At foot of your familiar bed to see
 

A great God’s angel standing, with such dyes,

Not known on earth, on his great wings, and hands,

Held out two ways, light from the inner skies
 

Showing him well, and making his commands

Seem to be God’s commands, moreover, too,

Holding within his hands the cloths on wands;
 

And one of these strange choosing cloths was blue,

Wavy and long, and one cut short and red;

No man could tell the better of the two.
 

After a shivering half-hour you said:

‘God help! heaven’s colour, the blue;’ and he said, ‘hell.’

Perhaps you then would roll upon your bed,
 

And cry to all good men that loved you well,

‘Ah Christ! if only I had known, known, known;’

Launcelot went away, then I could tell,
 

Like wisest man how all things would be, moan,

And roll and hurt myself, and long to die,

And yet fear much to die for what was sown.
 

Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,

Whatever may have happened through these years,

God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie.
 

Her voice was low at first, being full of tears,

But as it cleared, it grew full loud and shrill,

Growing a windy shriek in all men’s ears,
 

A ringing in their startled brains, until

She said that Gauwaine lied, then her voice sunk,

And her great eyes began again to fill,
 

Though still she stood right up, and never shrunk,

But spoke on bravely, glorious lady fair!

Whatever tears her full lips may have drunk,
 

She stood, and seemed to think, and wrung her hair,

Spoke out at last with no more trace of shame,

With passionate twisting of her body there:
 

It chanced upon a day that Launcelot came

To dwell at Arthur’s court: at Christmas-time

This happened; when the heralds sung his name,
 

Son of King Ban of Benwick, seemed to chime

Along with all the bells that rang that day,

O’er the white roofs, with little change of rhyme.
 

Christmas and whitened winter passed away,

And over me the April sunshine came,

Made very awful with black hail-clouds, yea
 

And in the Summer I grew white with flame,

And bowed my head down: Autumn, and the sick

Sure knowledge things would never be the same,
 

However often Spring might be most thick

Of blossoms and buds, smote on me, and I grew

Careless of most things, let the clock tick, tick,
 

To my unhappy pulse, that beat right through

My eager body; while I laughed out loud,

And let my lips curl up at false or true,
 

Seemed cold and shallow without any cloud.

Behold my judges, then the cloths were brought;

While I was dizzied thus, old thoughts would crowd,
 

Belonging to the time ere I was bought

By Arthur’s great name and his little love;

Must I give up for ever then, I thought,
 

That which I deemed would ever round me move

Glorifying all things; for a little word,

Scarce ever meant at all, must I now prove
 

Stone-cold for ever? Pray you, does the Lord

Will that all folks should be quite happy and good?

I love God now a little, if this cord
 

Were broken, once for all what striving could

Make me love anything in earth or heaven?

So day by day it grew, as if one should
 

Slip slowly down some path worn smooth and even,

Down to a cool sea on a summer day;

Yet still in slipping there was some small leaven
 

Of stretched hands catching small stones by the way,

Until one surely reached the sea at last,

And felt strange new joy as the worn head lay
 

Back, with the hair like sea-weed; yea all past

Sweat of the forehead, dryness of the lips,

Washed utterly out by the dear waves o’ercast,
 

In the lone sea, far off from any ships!

Do I not know now of a day in Spring?

No minute of that wild day ever slips
 

From out my memory; I hear thrushes sing,

And wheresoever I may be, straightway

Thoughts of it all come up with most fresh sting:
 

I was half mad with beauty on that day,

And went without my ladies all alone,

In a quiet garden walled round every way;
 

I was right joyful of that wall of stone,

That shut the flowers and trees up with the sky,

And trebled all the beauty: to the bone,
 

Yea right through to my heart, grown very shy

With weary thoughts, it pierced, and made me glad;

Exceedingly glad, and I knew verily,
 

A little thing just then had made me mad;

I dared not think, as I was wont to do,

Sometimes, upon my beauty; If I had
 

Held out my long hand up against the blue,

And, looking on the tenderly darken’d fingers,

Thought that by rights one ought to see quite through,
 

There, see you, where the soft still light yet lingers,

Round by the edges; what should I have done,

If this had joined with yellow spotted singers,
 

And startling green drawn upward by the sun?

But shouting, loosed out, see now! all my hair,

And trancedly stood watching the west wind run
 

With faintest half-heard breathing sound; why there

I lose my head e’en now in doing this;

But shortly listen: In that garden fair
 

Came Launcelot walking; this is true, the kiss

Wherewith we kissed in meeting that spring day,

I scarce dare talk of the remember’d bliss,
 

When both our mouths went wandering in one way,

And aching sorely, met among the leaves;

Our hands being left behind strained far away.
 

Never within a yard of my bright sleeves

Had Launcelot come before: and now, so nigh!

After that day why is it Guenevere grieves?
 

Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,

Whatever happened on through all those years,

God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie.
 

Being such a lady could I weep these tears

If this were true? A great queen such as I

Having sinn’d this way, straight her conscience sears;
 

And afterwards she liveth hatefully,

Slaying and poisoning, certes never weeps:

Gauwaine be friends now, speak me lovingly.
 

Do I not see how God’s dear pity creeps

All through your frame, and trembles in your mouth?

Remember in what grave your mother sleeps,
 

Buried in some place far down in the south,

Men are forgetting as I speak to you;

By her head sever’d in that awful drouth
 

Of pity that drew Agravaine’s fell blow,

I pray your pity! let me not scream out

For ever after, when the shrill winds blow
 

Through half your castle-locks! let me not shout

For ever after in the winter night

When you ride out alone! in battle-rout
 

Let not my rusting tears make your sword light!

Ah! God of mercy, how he turns away!

So, ever must I dress me to the fight,
 

So: let God’s justice work! Gauwaine, I say,

See me hew down your proofs: yea all men know

Even as you said how Mellyagraunce one day,
 

One bitter day in la Fausse Garde, for so

All good knights held it after, saw:

Yea, sirs, by cursed unknightly outrage; though
 

You, Gauwaine, held his word without a flaw,

This Mellyagraunce saw blood upon my bed:

Whose blood then pray you? is there any law
 

To make a queen say why some spots of red

Lie on her coverlet? or will you say:

Your hands are white, lady, as when you wed,
 

Where did you bleed? and must I stammer out, Nay,

I blush indeed, fair lord, only to rend

My sleeve up to my shoulder, where there lay
 

A knife-point last night: so must I defend

The honour of the Lady Guenevere?

Not so, fair lords, even if the world should end
 

This very day, and you were judges here

Instead of God. Did you see Mellyagraunce

When Launcelot stood by him? what white fear
 

Curdled his blood, and how his teeth did dance,

His side sink in? as my knight cried and said:

Slayer of unarm’d men, here is a chance!
 

Setter of traps, I pray you guard your head,

By God I am so glad to fight with you,

Stripper of ladies, that my hand feels lead
 

For driving weight; hurrah now! draw and do,

For all my wounds are moving in my breast,

And I am getting mad with waiting so.
 

He struck his hands together o’er the beast,

Who fell down flat, and grovell’d at his feet,

And groan’d at being slain so young: At least,
 

My knight said, rise you, sir, who are so fleet

At catching ladies, half-arm’d will I fight,

My left side all uncovered! then I weet,
 

Up sprang Sir Mellyagraunce with great delight

Upon his knave’s face; not until just then

Did I quite hate him, as I saw my knight
 

Along the lists look to my stake and pen

With such a joyous smile, it made me sigh

From agony beneath my waist-chain, when
 

The fight began, and to me they drew nigh;

Ever Sir Launcelot kept him on the right,

And traversed warily, and ever high
 

And fast leapt caitiff’s sword, until my knight

Sudden threw up his sword to his left hand,

Caught it, and swung it; that was all the fight,
 

Except a spout of blood on the hot land;

For it was hottest summer; and I know

I wonder’d how the fire, while I should stand,
 

And burn, against the heat, would quiver so,

Yards above my head; thus these matters went;

Which things were only warnings of the woe
 

That fell on me. Yet Mellyagraunce was shent,

For Mellyagraunce had fought against the Lord;

Therefore, my lords, take heed lest you be blent
 

With all this wickedness; say no rash word

Against me, being so beautiful; my eyes,

Wept all away to grey, may bring some sword
 

To drown you in your blood; see my breast rise,

Like waves of purple sea, as here I stand;

And how my arms are moved in wonderful wise,
 

Yea also at my full heart’s strong command,

See through my long throat how the words go up

In ripples to my mouth; how in my hand
 

The shadow lies like wine within a cup

Of marvellously colour’d gold; yea now

This little wind is rising, look you up,
 

And wonder how the light is falling so

Within my moving tresses: will you dare,

When you have looked a little on my brow,
 

To say this thing is vile? or will you care

For any plausible lies of cunning woof,

When you can see my face with no lie there
 

For ever? am I not a gracious proof:

But in your chamber Launcelot was found:

Is there a good knight then would stand aloof,
 

When a queen says with gentle queenly sound:

O true as steel come now and talk with me,

I love to see your step upon the ground
 

Unwavering, also well I love to see

That gracious smile light up your face, and hear

Your wonderful words, that all mean verily
 

The thing they seem to mean: good friend, so dear

To me in everything, come here to-night,

Or else the hours will pass most dull and drear;
 

If you come not, I fear this time I might

Get thinking over much of times gone by,

When I was young, and green hope was in sight:
 

For no man cares now to know why I sigh;

And no man comes to sing me pleasant songs,

Nor any brings me the sweet flowers that lie
 

So thick in the gardens; therefore one so longs

To see you, Launcelot; that we may be

Like children once again, free from all wrongs
 

Just for one night. Did he not come to me?

What thing could keep true Launcelot away

If I said, Come? there was one less than three
 

In my quiet room that night, and we were gay;

Till sudden I rose up, weak, pale, and sick,

Because a bawling broke our dream up, yea
 

I looked at Launcelot’s face and could not speak,

For he looked helpless too, for a little while;

Then I remember how I tried to shriek,
 

And could not, but fell down; from tile to tile

The stones they threw up rattled o’er my head

And made me dizzier; till within a while
 

My maids were all about me, and my head

On Launcelot’s breast was being soothed away

From its white chattering, until Launcelot said:
 

By God! I will not tell you more to-day,

Judge any way you will: what matters it?

You know quite well the story of that fray,
 

How Launcelot still’d their bawling, the mad fit

That caught up Gauwaine: all, all, verily,

But just that which would save me; these things flit.
 

Nevertheless you, O Sir Gauwaine, lie,

Whatever may have happen’d these long years,

God knows I speak truth, saying that you lie!
 

All I have said is truth, by Christ’s dear tears.

She would not speak another word, but stood

Turn’d sideways; listening, like a man who hears
 

His brother’s trumpet sounding through the wood

Of his foes’ lances. She lean’d eagerly,

And gave a slight spring sometimes, as she could
 

At last hear something really; joyfully

Her cheek grew crimson, as the headlong speed

Of the roan charger drew all men to see,

The knight who came was Launcelot at good need.
 






  








KING ARTHUR’S TOMB
 

Hot August noon: already on that day

  Since sunrise through the Wiltshire downs, most sad

Of mouth and eye, he had gone leagues of way;

  Ay and by night, till whether good or bad
 

He was, he knew not, though he knew perchance

  That he was Launcelot, the bravest knight

Of all who since the world was, have borne lance,

  Or swung their swords in wrong cause or in right.
 

Nay, he knew nothing now, except that where

  The Glastonbury gilded towers shine,

A lady dwelt, whose name was Guenevere;

  This he knew also; that some fingers twine,
 

Not only in a man’s hair, even his heart,

  (Making him good or bad I mean,) but in his life,

Skies, earth, men’s looks and deeds, all that has part,

  Not being ourselves, in that half-sleep, half-strife,
 

(Strange sleep, strange strife,) that men call living; so

  Was Launcelot most glad when the moon rose,

Because it brought new memories of her. “Lo,

  Between the trees a large moon, the wind lows
 

Not loud, but as a cow begins to low,

  Wishing for strength to make the herdsman hear:

The ripe corn gathereth dew; yea, long ago,

  In the old garden life, my Guenevere
 

Loved to sit still among the flowers, till night

  Had quite come on, hair loosen’d, for she said,

Smiling like heaven, that its fairness might

  Draw up the wind sooner to cool her head.
 

Now while I ride how quick the moon gets small,

  As it did then: I tell myself a tale

That will not last beyond the whitewashed wall,

  Thoughts of some joust must help me through the vale,
 

Keep this till after: How Sir Gareth ran

  A good course that day under my Queen’s eyes,

And how she sway’d laughing at Dinadan.

  No. Back again, the other thoughts will rise,
 

And yet I think so fast ‘twill end right soon:

  Verily then I think, that Guenevere,

Made sad by dew and wind, and tree-barred moon,

  Did love me more than ever, was more dear
 

To me than ever, she would let me lie

  And kiss her feet, or, if I sat behind,

Would drop her hand and arm most tenderly,

  And touch my mouth. And she would let me wind
 

Her hair around my neck, so that it fell

  Upon my red robe, strange in the twilight

With many unnamed colours, till the bell

  Of her mouth on my cheek sent a delight
 

Through all my ways of being; like the stroke

  Wherewith God threw all men upon the face

When he took Enoch, and when Enoch woke

  With a changed body in the happy place.
 

Once, I remember, as I sat beside,

  She turn’d a little, and laid back her head,

And slept upon my breast; I almost died

  In those night-watches with my love and dread.
 

There lily-like she bow’d her head and slept,

  And I breathed low, and did not dare to move,

But sat and quiver’d inwardly, thoughts crept,

  And frighten’d me with pulses of my Love.
 

The stars shone out above the doubtful green

  Of her bodice, in the green sky overhead;

Pale in the green sky were the stars I ween,

  Because the moon shone like a star she shed
 

When she dwelt up in heaven a while ago,

  And ruled all things but God: the night went on,

The wind grew cold, and the white moon grew low,

  One hand had fallen down, and now lay on
 

My cold stiff palm; there were no colours then

  For near an hour, and I fell asleep

In spite of all my striving, even when

  I held her whose name-letters make me leap.
 

I did not sleep long, feeling that in sleep

  I did some loved one wrong, so that the sun

Had only just arisen from the deep

  Still land of colours, when before me one
 

Stood whom I knew, but scarcely dared to touch,

  She seemed to have changed so in the night;

Moreover she held scarlet lilies, such

  As Maiden Margaret bears upon the light
 

Of the great church walls, natheless did I walk

  Through the fresh wet woods, and the wheat that morn,

Touching her hair and hand and mouth, and talk

  Of love we held, nigh hid among the corn.
 

Back to the palace, ere the sun grew high,

  We went, and in a cool green room all day

I gazed upon the arras giddily,

  Where the wind set the silken kings a-sway.
 

I could not hold her hand, or see her face;

  For which may God forgive me! but I think,

Howsoever, that she was not in that place.

  These memories Launcelot was quick to drink;
 

And when these fell, some paces past the wall,

  There rose yet others, but they wearied more,

And tasted not so sweet; they did not fall

  So soon, but vaguely wrenched his strained heart sore
 

In shadowy slipping from his grasp: these gone,

  A longing followed; if he might but touch

That Guenevere at once! Still night, the lone

  Grey horse’s head before him vex’d him much,
 

In steady nodding over the grey road:

  Still night, and night, and night, and emptied heart

Of any stories; what a dismal load

  Time grew at last, yea, when the night did part,
 

And let the sun flame over all, still there

  The horse’s grey ears turn’d this way and that,

And still he watch’d them twitching in the glare

  Of the morning sun, behind them still he sat,
 

Quite wearied out with all the wretched night,

  Until about the dustiest of the day,

On the last down’s brow he drew his rein in sight

  Of the Glastonbury roofs that choke the way.
 

And he was now quite giddy as before,

  When she slept by him, tired out, and her hair

Was mingled with the rushes on the floor,

  And he, being tired too, was scarce aware
 

Of her presence; yet as he sat and gazed,

  A shiver ran throughout him, and his breath

Came slower, he seem’d suddenly amazed,

  As though he had not heard of Arthur’s death.
 

This for a moment only, presently

  He rode on giddy still, until he reach’d

A place of apple-trees, by the thorn-tree

  Wherefrom St. Joseph in the days past preached.
 

Dazed there he laid his head upon a tomb,

  Not knowing it was Arthur’s, at which sight

One of her maidens told her, ‘He is come,’

  And she went forth to meet him; yet a blight
 

Had settled on her, all her robes were black,

  With a long white veil only; she went slow,

As one walks to be slain, her eyes did lack

  Half her old glory, yea, alas! the glow
 

Had left her face and hands; this was because

  As she lay last night on her purple bed,

Wishing for morning, grudging every pause

  Of the palace clocks, until that Launcelot’s head
 

Should lie on her breast, with all her golden hair

  Each side: when suddenly the thing grew drear,

In morning twilight, when the grey downs bare

  Grew into lumps of sin to Guenevere.
 

At first she said no word, but lay quite still,

  Only her mouth was open, and her eyes

Gazed wretchedly about from hill to hill;

  As though she asked, not with so much surprise
 

As tired disgust, what made them stand up there

  So cold and grey. After, a spasm took

Her face, and all her frame, she caught her hair,

  All her hair, in both hands, terribly she shook,
 

And rose till she was sitting in the bed,

  Set her teeth hard, and shut her eyes and seem’d

As though she would have torn it from her head,

  Natheless she dropp’d it, lay down, as she deem’d
 

It matter’d not whatever she might do:

  O Lord Christ! pity on her ghastly face!

Those dismal hours while the cloudless blue

  Drew the sun higher: He did give her grace;
 

Because at last she rose up from her bed,

  And put her raiment on, and knelt before

The blessed rood, and with her dry lips said,

  Muttering the words against the marble floor:
 

‘Unless you pardon, what shall I do, Lord,

  But go to hell? and there see day by day

Foul deed on deed, hear foulest word on word,

  For ever and ever, such as on the way
 

To Camelot I heard once from a churl,

  That curled me up upon my jennet’s neck

With bitter shame; how then, Lord, should I curl

  For ages and for ages? dost thou reck
 

That I am beautiful, Lord, even as you

  And your dear mother? why did I forget

You were so beautiful, and good, and true,

  That you loved me so, Guenevere? O yet
 

If even I go to hell, I cannot choose

  But love you, Christ, yea, though I cannot keep

From loving Launcelot; O Christ! must I lose

  My own heart’s love? see, though I cannot weep,
 

Yet am I very sorry for my sin;

  Moreover, Christ, I cannot bear that hell,

I am most fain to love you, and to win

  A place in heaven some time: I cannot tell:
 

Speak to me, Christ! I kiss, kiss, kiss your feet;

  Ah! now I weep!’ The maid said, ‘By the tomb

He waiteth for you, lady,’ coming fleet,

  Not knowing what woe filled up all the room.
 

So Guenevere rose and went to meet him there,

  He did not hear her coming, as he lay

On Arthur’s head, till some of her long hair

  Brush’d on the new-cut stone: ‘Well done! to pray
 

For Arthur, my dear Lord, the greatest king

  That ever lived.’ ‘Guenevere! Guenevere!

Do you not know me, are you gone mad? fling

  Your arms and hair about me, lest I fear
 

You are not Guenevere, but some other thing.’

  ‘Pray you forgive me, fair lord Launcelot!

I am not mad, but I am sick; they cling,

  God’s curses, unto such as I am; not
 

Ever again shall we twine arms and lips.’

  ‘Yea, she is mad: thy heavy law, O Lord,

Is very tight about her now, and grips

  Her poor heart, so that no right word
 

Can reach her mouth; so, Lord, forgive her now,

  That she not knowing what she does, being mad,

Kills me in this way; Guenevere, bend low

  And kiss me once! for God’s love kiss me! sad
 

Though your face is, you look much kinder now;

  Yea once, once for the last time kiss me, lest I die.’

‘Christ! my hot lips are very near his brow,

  Help me to save his soul! Yea, verily,
 

Across my husband’s head, fair Launcelot!

  Fair serpent mark’d with V upon the head!

This thing we did while yet he was alive,

  Why not, O twisting knight, now he is dead?
 

Yea, shake! shake now and shiver! if you can

  Remember anything for agony,

Pray you remember how when the wind ran

  One cool spring evening through fair aspen-tree,
 

And elm and oak about the palace there,

  The king came back from battle, and I stood

To meet him, with my ladies, on the stair,

  My face made beautiful with my young blood.’
 

‘Will she lie now, Lord God?’ ‘Remember too,

  Wrung heart, how first before the knights there came

A royal bier, hung round with green and blue,

  About it shone great tapers with sick flame.
 

And thereupon Lucius, the Emperor,

  Lay royal-robed, but stone-cold now and dead,

Not able to hold sword or sceptre more,

  But not quite grim; because his cloven head
 

Bore no marks now of Launcelot’s bitter sword,

  Being by embalmers deftly solder’d up;

So still it seem’d the face of a great lord,

  Being mended as a craftsman mends a cup.
 

Also the heralds sung rejoicingly

  To their long trumpets; Fallen under shield,

Here lieth Lucius, King of Italy,

  Slain by Lord Launcelot in open field.
 

Thereat the people shouted: Launcelot!

  And through the spears I saw you drawing nigh,

You and Lord Arthur: nay, I saw you not,

  But rather Arthur, God would not let die,
 

I hoped, these many years; he should grow great,

  And in his great arms still encircle me,

Kissing my face, half blinded with the heat

  Of king’s love for the queen I used to be.
 

Launcelot, Launcelot, why did he take your hand,

  When he had kissed me in his kingly way?

Saying: This is the knight whom all the land

  Calls Arthur’s banner, sword, and shield to-day;
 

Cherish him, love. Why did your long lips cleave

  In such strange way unto my fingers then?

So eagerly glad to kiss, so loath to leave

  When you rose up? Why among helmed men
 

Could I always tell you by your long strong arms,

  And sway like an angel’s in your saddle there?

Why sicken’d I so often with alarms

  Over the tilt-yard? Why were you more fair
 

Than aspens in the autumn at their best?

  Why did you fill all lands with your great fame,

So that Breuse even, as he rode, fear’d lest

  At turning of the way your shield should flame?
 

Was it nought then, my agony and strife?

  When as day passed by day, year after year,

I found I could not live a righteous life!

  Didst ever think queens held their truth for dear?
 

O, but your lips say: Yea, but she was cold

  Sometimes, always uncertain as the spring;

When I was sad she would be overbold,

  Longing for kisses. When war-bells did ring,
 

The back-toll’d bells of noisy Camelot.

  ‘Now, Lord God, listen! listen, Guenevere,

Though I am weak just now, I think there’s not

  A man who dares to say: You hated her,
 

And left her moaning while you fought your fill

  In the daisied meadows! lo you her thin hand,

That on the carven stone can not keep still,

  Because she loves me against God’s command,
 

Has often been quite wet with tear on tear,

  Tears Launcelot keeps somewhere, surely not

In his own heart, perhaps in Heaven, where

  He will not be these ages.’ ‘Launcelot!
 

Loud lips, wrung heart! I say when the bells rang,

  The noisy back-toll’d bells of Camelot,

There were two spots on earth, the thrushes sang

  In the lonely gardens where my love was not,
 

Where I was almost weeping; I dared not

  Weep quite in those days, lest one maid should say,

In tittering whispers: Where is Launcelot

  To wipe with some kerchief those tears away?
 

Another answer sharply with brows knit,

  And warning hand up, scarcely lower though:

You speak too loud, see you, she heareth it,

  This tigress fair has claws, as I well know,
 

As Launcelot knows too, the poor knight! well-a-day!

  Why met he not with Iseult from the West,

Or better still, Iseult of Brittany?

  Perchance indeed quite ladyless were best.
 

Alas, my maids, you loved not overmuch

  Queen Guenevere, uncertain as sunshine

In March; forgive me! for my sin being such,

  About my whole life, all my deeds did twine,
 

Made me quite wicked; as I found out then,

  I think; in the lonely palace where each morn

We went, my maids and I, to say prayers when

  They sang mass in the chapel on the lawn.
 

And every morn I scarce could pray at all,

  For Launcelot’s red-golden hair would play,

Instead of sunlight, on the painted wall,

  Mingled with dreams of what the priest did say;
 

Grim curses out of Peter and of Paul;

  Judging of strange sins in Leviticus;

Another sort of writing on the wall,

  Scored deep across the painted heads of us.
 

Christ sitting with the woman at the well,

  And Mary Magdalen repenting there,

Her dimmed eyes scorch’d and red at sight of hell

  So hardly ‘scaped, no gold light on her hair.
 

And if the priest said anything that seemed

  To touch upon the sin they said we did,

(This in their teeth) they looked as if they deem’d

  That I was spying what thoughts might be hid
 

Under green-cover’d bosoms, heaving quick

  Beneath quick thoughts; while they grew red with shame,

And gazed down at their feet: while I felt sick,

  And almost shriek’d if one should call my name.
 

The thrushes sang in the lone garden there:

  But where you were the birds were scared I trow:

Clanging of arms about pavilions fair,

  Mixed with the knights’ laughs; there, as I well know,
 

Rode Launcelot, the king of all the band,

  And scowling Gauwaine, like the night in day,

And handsome Gareth, with his great white hand

  Curl’d round the helm-crest, ere he join’d the fray;
 

And merry Dinadan with sharp dark face,

  All true knights loved to see; and in the fight

Great Tristram, and though helmed you could trace

  In all his bearing the frank noble knight;
 

And by him Palomydes, helmet off,

  He fought, his face brush’d by his hair,

Red heavy swinging hair; he fear’d a scoff

  So overmuch, though what true knight would dare
 

To mock that face, fretted with useless care,

  And bitter useless striving after love?

O Palomydes, with much honour bear

  Beast Glatysaunt upon your shield, above
 

Your helm that hides the swinging of your hair,

  And think of Iseult, as your sword drives through

Much mail and plate: O God, let me be there

  A little time, as I was long ago!
 

Because stout Gareth lets his spear fall low,

  Gauwaine and Launcelot, and Dinadan

Are helm’d and waiting; let the trumpets go!

  Bend over, ladies, to see all you can!
 

Clench teeth, dames, yea, clasp hands, for Gareth’s spear

  Throws Kay from out his saddle, like a stone

From a castle-window when the foe draws near:

  Iseult! Sir Dinadan rolleth overthrown.
 

Iseult! again: the pieces of each spear

  Fly fathoms up, and both the great steeds reel;

Tristram for Iseult! Iseult! and Guenevere!

  The ladies’ names bite verily like steel.
 

They bite: bite me, Lord God! I shall go mad,

  Or else die kissing him, he is so pale,

He thinks me mad already, O bad! bad!

  Let me lie down a little while and wail.’
 

‘No longer so, rise up, I pray you, love,

  And slay me really, then we shall be heal’d,

Perchance, in the aftertime by God above.’

  ‘Banner of Arthur, with black-bended shield
 

Sinister-wise across the fair gold ground!

  Here let me tell you what a knight you are,

O sword and shield of Arthur! you are found

  A crooked sword, I think, that leaves a scar
 

On the bearer’s arm, so be he thinks it straight,

  Twisted Malay’s crease beautiful blue-grey,

Poison’d with sweet fruit; as he found too late,

  My husband Arthur, on some bitter day!
 

O sickle cutting hemlock the day long!

  That the husbandman across his shoulder hangs,

And, going homeward about evensong,

  Dies the next morning, struck through by the fangs!
 

Banner, and sword, and shield, you dare not die,

  Lest you meet Arthur in the other world,

And, knowing who you are, he pass you by,

  Taking short turns that he may watch you curl’d,
 

Body and face and limbs in agony,

  Lest he weep presently and go away,

Saying: I loved him once, with a sad sigh,

  Now I have slain him, Lord, let me go too, I pray.

                                  [Launcelot falls.
 

Alas! alas! I know not what to do,

  If I run fast it is perchance that I

May fall and stun myself, much better so,

  Never, never again! not even when I die.’
 

          LAUNCELOT, on awaking.
 

‘I stretch’d my hands towards her and fell down,

  How long I lay in swoon I cannot tell:

My head and hands were bleeding from the stone,

  When I rose up, also I heard a bell.’
 






  








SIR GALAHAD, A CHRISTMAS MYSTERY
 

It is the longest night in all the year,

  Near on the day when the Lord Christ was born;

Six hours ago I came and sat down here,

  And ponder’d sadly, wearied and forlorn.
 

The winter wind that pass’d the chapel door,

  Sang out a moody tune, that went right well

With mine own thoughts: I look’d down on the floor,

  Between my feet, until I heard a bell
 

Sound a long way off through the forest deep,

  And toll on steadily; a drowsiness

Came on me, so that I fell half asleep,

  As I sat there not moving: less and less
 

I saw the melted snow that hung in beads

  Upon my steel-shoes; less and less I saw

Between the tiles the bunches of small weeds:

  Heartless and stupid, with no touch of awe
 

Upon me, half-shut eyes upon the ground,

  I thought: O Galahad! the days go by,

Stop and cast up now that which you have found,

  So sorely you have wrought and painfully.
 

Night after night your horse treads down alone

  The sere damp fern, night after night you sit

Holding the bridle like a man of stone,

  Dismal, unfriended: what thing comes of it?
 

And what if Palomydes also ride,

  And over many a mountain and bare heath

Follow the questing beast with none beside?

  Is he not able still to hold his breath
 

With thoughts of Iseult? doth he not grow pale

  With weary striving, to seem best of all

To her, ‘as she is best,’ he saith? to fail

  Is nothing to him, he can never fall.
 

For unto such a man love-sorrow is

  So dear a thing unto his constant heart,

That even if he never win one kiss,

  Or touch from Iseult, it will never part.
 

And he will never know her to be worse

  Than in his happiest dreams he thinks she is:

Good knight, and faithful, you have ‘scaped the curse

  In wonderful-wise; you have great store of bliss.
 

Yea, what if Father Launcelot ride out,

  Can he not think of Guenevere’s arms, round

Warm and lithe, about his neck, and shout

  Till all the place grows joyful with the sound?
 

And when he lists can often see her face,

  And think, ‘Next month I kiss you, or next week,

And still you think of me’: therefore the place

  Grows very pleasant, whatsoever he seek.
 

But me, who ride alone, some carle shall find

  Dead in my arms in the half-melted snow,

When all unkindly with the shifting wind,

  The thaw comes on at Candlemas: I know
 

Indeed that they will say: ‘This Galahad

  If he had lived had been a right good knight;

Ah! poor chaste body!’ but they will be glad,

  Not most alone, but all, when in their sight
 

That very evening in their scarlet sleeves

  The gay-dress’d minstrels sing; no maid will talk

Of sitting on my tomb, until the leaves,

  Grown big upon the bushes of the walk,
 

East of the Palace-pleasaunce, make it hard

  To see the minster therefrom: well-a-day!

Before the trees by autumn were well bared,

  I saw a damozel with gentle play,
 

Within that very walk say last farewell

  To her dear knight, just riding out to find

(Why should I choke to say it?) the Sangreal,

  And their last kisses sunk into my mind,
 

Yea, for she stood lean’d forward on his breast,

  Rather, scarce stood; the back of one dear hand,

That it might well be kiss’d, she held and press’d

  Against his lips; long time they stood there, fann’d
 

By gentle gusts of quiet frosty wind,

  Till Mador de la porte a-going by,

And my own horsehoofs roused them; they untwined,

  And parted like a dream. In this way I,
 

With sleepy face bent to the chapel floor,

  Kept musing half asleep, till suddenly

A sharp bell rang from close beside the door,

  And I leapt up when something pass’d me by,
 

Shrill ringing going with it, still half blind

  I stagger’d after, a great sense of awe

At every step kept gathering on my mind,

  Thereat I have no marvel, for I saw
 

One sitting on the altar as a throne,

  Whose face no man could say he did not know,

And though the bell still rang, he sat alone,

  With raiment half blood-red, half white as snow.
 

Right so I fell upon the floor and knelt,

  Not as one kneels in church when mass is said,

But in a heap, quite nerveless, for I felt

  The first time what a thing was perfect dread.
 

But mightily the gentle voice came down:

  ‘Rise up, and look and listen, Galahad,

Good knight of God, for you will see no frown

  Upon my face; I come to make you glad.
 

For that you say that you are all alone,

  I will be with you always, and fear not

You are uncared for, though no maiden moan

  Above your empty tomb; for Launcelot,
 

He in good time shall be my servant too,

  Meantime, take note whose sword first made him knight,

And who has loved him alway, yea, and who

  Still trusts him alway, though in all men’s sight,
 

He is just what you know, O Galahad,

  This love is happy even as you say,

But would you for a little time be glad,

  To make ME sorry long, day after day?
 

Her warm arms round his neck half throttle ME,

  The hot love-tears burn deep like spots of lead,

Yea, and the years pass quick: right dismally

  Will Launcelot at one time hang his head;
 

Yea, old and shrivell’d he shall win my love.

  Poor Palomydes fretting out his soul!

Not always is he able, son, to move

  His love, and do it honour: needs must roll
 

The proudest destrier sometimes in the dust,

  And then ’tis weary work; he strives beside

Seem better than he is, so that his trust

  Is always on what chances may betide;
 

And so he wears away, my servant, too,

  When all these things are gone, and wretchedly

He sits and longs to moan for Iseult, who

  Is no care now to Palomydes: see,
 

O good son Galahad, upon this day,

  Now even, all these things are on your side,

But these you fight not for; look up, I say,

  And see how I can love you, for no pride
 

Closes your eyes, no vain lust keeps them down.

  See now you have ME always; following

That holy vision, Galahad, go on,

  Until at last you come to ME to sing
 

In Heaven always, and to walk around

  The garden where I am.’ He ceased, my face

And wretched body fell upon the ground;

  And when I look’d again, the holy place
 

Was empty; but right so the bell again

  Came to the chapel-door, there entered

Two angels first, in white, without a stain,

  And scarlet wings, then, after them, a bed
 

Four ladies bore, and set it down beneath

  The very altar-step, and while for fear

I scarcely dared to move or draw my breath,

  Those holy ladies gently came a-near,
 

And quite unarm’d me, saying: ‘Galahad,

  Rest here awhile and sleep, and take no thought

Of any other thing than being glad;

  Hither the Sangreal will be shortly brought,
 

Yet must you sleep the while it stayeth here.’

  Right so they went away, and I, being weary,

Slept long and dream’d of Heaven: the bell comes near,

  I doubt it grows to morning. Miserere!
 

 Enter Two Angels in white, with scarlet wings; also, Four Ladies in

 gowns of red and green; also an Angel, bearing in his hands a

 surcoat of white, with a red cross.
 

          AN ANGEL.
 

O servant of the high God, Galahad!

  Rise and be arm’d: the Sangreal is gone forth

Through the great forest, and you must be had

  Unto the sea that lieth on the north:
 

There shall you find the wondrous ship wherein

  The spindles of King Solomon are laid,

And the sword that no man draweth without sin,

  But if he be most pure: and there is stay’d,
 

Hard by, Sir Launcelot, whom you will meet

  In some short space upon that ship: first, though,

Will come here presently that lady sweet,

  Sister of Percival, whom you well know,
 

And with her Bors and Percival: stand now,

  These ladies will to arm you.
 

          FIRST LADY, putting on the hauberk.
 

                                Galahad,

That I may stand so close beneath your brow,

  I, Margaret of Antioch, am glad.
 

          SECOND LADY, girding him with the sword.
 

That I may stand and touch you with my hand,

  O Galahad, I, Cecily, am glad.
 

          THIRD LADY, buckling on the spurs.
 

That I may kneel while up above you stand,

  And gaze at me, O holy Galahad,
 

I, Lucy, am most glad.
 

          FOURTH LADY, putting on the basnet.
 

                        O gentle knight,

  That you bow down to us in reverence,

We are most glad, I, Katherine, with delight

  Must needs fall trembling.
 

          ANGEL, putting on the crossed surcoat.
 

                            Galahad, we go hence,
 

For here, amid the straying of the snow,

  Come Percival’s sister, Bors, and Percival.

                  [The Four Ladies carry out the bed,

                        and all go but Galahad.
 

          GALAHAD.
 

How still and quiet everything seems now:

  They come, too, for I hear the horsehoofs fall.
 

          Enter Sir Bors, Sir Percival, and his Sister.
 

Fair friends and gentle lady, God you save!

  A many marvels have been here to-night;

Tell me what news of Launcelot you have,

  And has God’s body ever been in sight?
 

          SIR BORS.
 

Why, as for seeing that same holy thing,

  As we were riding slowly side by side,

An hour ago, we heard a sweet voice sing,

  And through the bare twigs saw a great light glide,
 

With many-colour’d raiment, but far off;

  And so pass’d quickly: from the court nought good;

Poor merry Dinadan, that with jape and scoff

  Kept us all merry, in a little wood
 

Was found all hack’d and dead: Sir Lionel

  And Gauwaine have come back from the great quest,

Just merely shamed; and Lauvaine, who loved well

  Your father Launcelot, at the king’s behest
 

Went out to seek him, but was almost slain,

  Perhaps is dead now; everywhere

The knights come foil’d from the great quest, in vain;

  In vain they struggle for the vision fair.
 






  








THE CHAPEL IN LYONESS
 

SIR OZANA LE CURE HARDY. SIR GALAHAD. SIR BORS DE GANYS.
 

          SIR OZANA.
 

All day long and every day,

From Christmas-Eve to Whit-Sunday,

Within that Chapel-aisle I lay,

  And no man came a-near.
 

Naked to the waist was I,

And deep within my breast did lie,

Though no man any blood could spy,

  The truncheon of a spear.
 

No meat did ever pass my lips

Those days. Alas! the sunlight slips

From off the gilded parclose, dips,

  And night comes on apace.
 

My arms lay back behind my head;

Over my raised-up knees was spread

A samite cloth of white and red;

  A rose lay on my face.
 

Many a time I tried to shout;

But as in dream of battle-rout,

My frozen speech would not well out;

  I could not even weep.
 

With inward sigh I see the sun

Fade off the pillars one by one,

My heart faints when the day is done,

  Because I cannot sleep.
 

Sometimes strange thoughts pass through my head;

Not like a tomb is this my bed,

Yet oft I think that I am dead;

  That round my tomb is writ,
 

‘Ozana of the hardy heart,

  Knight of the Table Round,

Pray for his soul, lords, of your part;

  A true knight he was found.’

Ah! me, I cannot fathom it.      [He sleeps.
 

          SIR GALAHAD.
 

All day long and every day,

Till his madness pass’d away,

I watch’d Ozana as he lay

  Within the gilded screen.
 

All my singing moved him not;

As I sung my heart grew hot,

With the thought of Launcelot

  Far away, I ween.
 

So I went a little space

From out the chapel, bathed my face

In the stream that runs apace

  By the churchyard wall.
 

There I pluck’d a faint wild rose,

Hard by where the linden grows,

Sighing over silver rows

  Of the lilies tall.
 

I laid the flower across his mouth;

The sparkling drops seem’d good for drouth;

He smiled, turn’d round towards the south.

  Held up a golden tress.
 

The light smote on it from the west;

He drew the covering from his breast,

Against his heart that hair he prest;

  Death him soon will bless.
 

          SIR BORS.
 

I enter’d by the western door;

  I saw a knight’s helm lying there:

I raised my eyes from off the floor,

  And caught the gleaming of his hair.
 

I stept full softly up to him;

  I laid my chin upon his head;

I felt him smile; my eyes did swim,

  I was so glad he was not dead.
 

I heard Ozana murmur low,

  ‘There comes no sleep nor any love.’

But Galahad stoop’d and kiss’d his brow:

  He shiver’d; I saw his pale lips move.
 

          SIR OZANA.
 

There comes no sleep nor any love;

  Ah me! I shiver with delight.

I am so weak I cannot move;

  God move me to thee, dear, to-night!

Christ help! I have but little wit:

My life went wrong; I see it writ,
 

‘Ozana of the hardy heart,

  Knight of the Table Round,

Pray for his soul, lords, on your part;

  A good knight he was found.’
 

Now I begin to fathom it.      [He dies.
 

          SIR BORS.
 

Galahad sits dreamily;

What strange things may his eyes see,

Great blue eyes fix’d full on me?

On his soul, Lord, have mercy.
 

          SIR GALAHAD.
 

Ozana, shall I pray for thee?

Her cheek is laid to thine;

No long time hence, also I see

  Thy wasted fingers twine
 

Within the tresses of her hair

  That shineth gloriously,

Thinly outspread in the clear air

  Against the jasper sea.
 






  








SIR PETER HARPDON’S END
 

In an English Castle in Poictou.
 

 Sir Peter Harpdon, a Gascon knight in the English service, and John

 Curzon, his lieutenant.
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

Of those three prisoners, that before you came

We took down at St. John’s hard by the mill,

Two are good masons; we have tools enough,

And you have skill to set them working.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                                        So:

What are their names?
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

                      Why, Jacques Aquadent,

And Peter Plombiere, but,
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                          What colour’d hair

Has Peter now? has Jacques got bow legs?
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

Why, sir, you jest: what matters Jacques’ hair,

Or Peter’s legs to us?
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                        O! John, John, John!

Throw all your mason’s tools down the deep well,

Hang Peter up and Jacques; They’re no good,

We shall not build, man.
 

          JOHN CURZON (going).
 

                          Shall I call the guard

To hang them, sir? and yet, sir, for the tools,

We’d better keep them still; sir, fare you well.

                                  [Muttering as he goes.

What have I done that he should jape at me?

And why not build? the walls are weak enough,

And we’ve two masons and a heap of tools.

                                  [Goes, still muttering.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

To think a man should have a lump like that

For his lieutenant! I must call him back,

Or else, as surely as St. George is dead,

He’ll hang our friends the masons: here, John! John!
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

At your good service, sir.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                            Come now, and talk

This weighty matter out; there, we’ve no stone

To mend our walls with, neither brick nor stone.
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

There is a quarry, sir, some ten miles off.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

We are not strong enough to send ten men

Ten miles to fetch us stone enough to build.

In three hours’ time they would be taken or slain,

The cursed Frenchmen ride abroad so thick.
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

But we can send some villaynes to get stone.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

Alas! John, that we cannot bring them back,

They would go off to Clisson or Sanxere,

And tell them we were weak in walls and men,

Then down go we; for, look you, times are changed,

And now no longer does the country shake

At sound of English names; our captains fade

From off our muster-rolls. At Lusac bridge

I daresay you may even yet see the hole

That Chandos beat in dying; far in Spain

Pembroke is prisoner; Phelton prisoner here;

Manny lies buried in the Charterhouse;

Oliver Clisson turn’d these years agone;

The Captal died in prison; and, over all,

Edward the prince lies underneath the ground,

Edward the king is dead, at Westminster

The carvers smooth the curls of his long beard.

Everything goes to rack — eh! and we too.

Now, Curzon, listen; if they come, these French,

Whom have I got to lean on here, but you?

A man can die but once, will you die then,

Your brave sword in your hand, thoughts in your heart

Of all the deeds we have done here in France — 

And yet may do? So God will have your soul,

Whoever has your body.
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

                        Why, sir, I

Will fight till the last moment, until then

Will do whate’er you tell me. Now I see

We must e’en leave the walls; well, well, perhaps

They’re stronger than I think for; pity, though!

For some few tons of stone, if Guesclin comes.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

Farewell, John, pray you watch the Gascons well,

I doubt them.
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

              Truly, sir, I will watch well.      [Goes.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

Farewell, good lump! and yet, when all is said,

’Tis a good lump. Why then, if Guesclin comes;

Some dozen stones from his petrariae,

And, under shelter of his crossbows, just

An hour’s steady work with pickaxes,

Then a great noise — some dozen swords and glaives

A-playing on my basnet all at once,

And little more cross purposes on earth

For me.

        Now this is hard: a month ago,

And a few minutes’ talk had set things right

‘Twixt me and Alice; if she had a doubt,

As, may Heaven bless her! I scarce think she had,

’Twas but their hammer, hammer in her ears,

Of how Sir Peter fail’d at Lusac Bridge:

And how he was grown moody of late days;

And how Sir Lambert, think now! his dear friend,

His sweet, dear cousin, could not but confess

That Peter’s talk tended towards the French,

Which he, for instance Lambert, was glad of,

Being, Lambert, you see, on the French side.

                                              Well,

If I could but have seen her on that day,

Then, when they sent me off!

                              I like to think,

Although it hurts me, makes my head twist, what,

If I had seen her, what I should have said,

What she, my darling, would have said and done.

As thus perchance.

                    To find her sitting there,

In the window-seat, not looking well at all,

Crying perhaps, and I say quietly:

Alice! she looks up, chokes a sob, looks grave,

Changes from pale to red, but, ere she speaks,

Straightway I kneel down there on both my knees,

And say: O lady, have I sinn’d, your knight?

That still you ever let me walk alone

In the rose garden, that you sing no songs

When I am by, that ever in the dance

You quietly walk away when I come near?

Now that I have you, will you go, think you?
 

  Ere she could answer I would speak again,

Still kneeling there.

                      What! they have frighted you,

By hanging burs, and clumsily carven puppets,

Round my good name; but afterwards, my love,

I will say what this means; this moment, see!

Do I kneel here, and can you doubt me? Yea:

For she would put her hands upon my face:

Yea, that is best, yea feel, love, am I changed?

And she would say: Good knight, come, kiss my lips!

And afterwards as I sat there would say:
 

Please a poor silly girl by telling me

What all those things they talk of really were,

For it is true you did not help Chandos,

And true, poor love! you could not come to me

When I was in such peril.

                          I should say:

I am like Balen, all things turn to blame.

I did not come to you? At Bergerath

The constable had held us close shut up,

If from the barriers I had made three steps,

I should have been but slain; at Lusac, too,

We struggled in a marish half the day,

And came too late at last: you know, my love,

How heavy men and horses are all arm’d.

All that Sir Lambert said was pure, unmix’d,

Quite groundless lies; as you can think, sweet love.
 

She, holding tight my hand as we sat there,

Started a little at Sir Lambert’s name,

But otherwise she listen’d scarce at all

To what I said. Then with moist, weeping eyes,

And quivering lips, that scarcely let her speak,

She said: I love you.

                      Other words were few,

The remnant of that hour; her hand smooth’d down

My foolish head; she kiss’d me all about

My face, and through the tangles of my beard

Her little fingers crept!
 

                          O God, my Alice,

Not this good way: my lord but sent and said

That Lambert’s sayings were taken at their worth,

Therefore that day I was to start, and keep

This hold against the French; and I am here:

                            [Looks out of the window.

A sprawling lonely garde with rotten walls,

And no one to bring aid if Guesclin comes,

Or any other.

              There’s a pennon now!

At last.

          But not the constable’s: whose arms,

I wonder, does it bear? Three golden rings

On a red ground; my cousin’s by the rood!

Well, I should like to kill him, certainly,

But to be kill’d by him:      [A trumpet sounds.

                          That’s for a herald;

I doubt this does not mean assaulting yet.
 

          Enter John Curzon.
 

What says the herald of our cousin, sir?
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

So please you, sir, concerning your estate,

He has good will to talk with you.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                                    Outside,

I’ll talk with him, close by the gate St. Ives.

Is he unarm’d?
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

                Yea, sir, in a long gown.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

Then bid them bring me hither my furr’d gown

With the long sleeves, and under it I’ll wear,

By Lambert’s leave, a secret coat of mail;

And will you lend me, John, your little axe?

I mean the one with Paul wrought on the blade?

And I will carry it inside my sleeve,

Good to be ready always; you, John, go

And bid them set up many suits of arms,

Bows, archgays, lances, in the base-court, and

Yourself, from the south postern setting out,

With twenty men, be ready to break through

Their unguarded rear when I cry out, St. George!
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

How, sir! will you attack him unawares,

And slay him unarm’d?
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                      Trust me, John, I know

The reason why he comes here with sleeved gown,

Fit to hide axes up. So, let us go.      [They go.
 

 Outside the castle by the great gate; Sir Lambert and Sir Peter

 seated; guards attending each, the rest of Sir Lambert’s men

 drawn up about a furlong off.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

And if I choose to take the losing side

Still, does it hurt you?
 

          SIR LAMBERT.
 

                          O! no hurt to me;

I see you sneering, Why take trouble then,

Seeing you love me not? Look you, our house

(Which, taken altogether, I love much)

Had better be upon the right side now,

If, once for all, it wishes to bear rule

As such a house should: cousin, you’re too wise

To feed your hope up fat, that this fair France

Will ever draw two ways again; this side

The French, wrong-headed, all a-jar

With envious longings; and the other side

The order’d English, orderly led on

By those two Edwards through all wrong and right,

And muddling right and wrong to a thick broth

With that long stick, their strength. This is all changed,

The true French win, on either side you have

Cool-headed men, good at a tilting match,

And good at setting battles in array,

And good at squeezing taxes at due time;

Therefore by nature we French being here

Upon our own big land:      [Sir Peter laughs aloud.

                        Well, Peter! well!

What makes you laugh?
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                      Hearing you sweat to prove

All this I know so well; but you have read

The siege of Troy?
 

          SIR LAMBERT.
 

                  O! yea, I know it well.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

There! they were wrong, as wrong as men could be

For, as I think, they found it such delight

To see fair Helen going through their town;

Yea, any little common thing she did

(As stooping to pick a flower) seem’d so strange,

So new in its great beauty, that they said:

Here we will keep her living in this town,

Till all burns up together. And so, fought,

In a mad whirl of knowing they were wrong;

Yea, they fought well, and ever, like a man

That hangs legs off the ground by both his hands,

Over some great height, did they struggle sore,

Quite sure to slip at last; wherefore, take note

How almost all men, reading that sad siege,

Hold for the Trojans; as I did at least,

Thought Hector the best knight a long way:

                                            Now

Why should I not do this thing that I think;

For even when I come to count the gains,

I have them my side: men will talk, you know

(We talk of Hector, dead so long agone,)

When I am dead, of how this Peter clung

To what he thought the right; of how he died,

Perchance, at last, doing some desperate deed

Few men would care do now, and this is gain

To me, as ease and money is to you.

Moreover, too, I like the straining game

Of striving well to hold up things that fall;

So one becomes great. See you! in good times

All men live well together, and you, too,

Live dull and happy: happy? not so quick,

Suppose sharp thoughts begin to burn you up?

Why then, but just to fight as I do now,

A halter round my neck, would be great bliss.

O! I am well off.                            [Aside.

                  Talk, and talk, and talk,

I know this man has come to murder me,

And yet I talk still.
 

          SIR LAMBERT.
 

                      If your side were right,

You might be, though you lost; but if I said,

‘You are a traitor, being, as you are,

Born Frenchman.’ What are Edwards unto you,

Or Richards?
 

          SIR PETER.
 

              Nay, hold there, my Lambert, hold!

For fear your zeal should bring you to some harm,

Don’t call me traitor.
 

          SIR LAMBERT.
 

                        Furthermore, my knight,

Men call you slippery on your losing side,

When at Bordeaux I was ambassador,

I heard them say so, and could scarce say: Nay.

                         [He takes hold of something in

                              his sleeve, and rises.
 

          SIR PETER, rising.
 

They lied: and you lie, not for the first time.

What have you got there, fumbling up your sleeve,

A stolen purse?
 

          SIR LAMBERT.
 

                Nay, liar in your teeth!

Dead liar too; St. Denis and St. Lambert!

                  [Strikes at Sir Peter with a dagger.
 

          SIR PETER, striking him flatlings with his axe.
 

How thief! thief! thief! so there, fair thief, so there,

St. George Guienne! glaives for the castellan!

You French, you are but dead, unless you lay

Your spears upon the earth. St. George Guienne!
 

Well done, John Curzon, how he has them now.
 

 In the Castle.
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

What shall we do with all these prisoners, sir?
 

          SIR PETER.
 

Why, put them all to ransom, those that can

Pay anything, but not too light though, John,

Seeing we have them on the hip: for those

That have no money, that being certified,

Why, turn them out of doors before they spy;

But bring Sir Lambert guarded unto me.
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

I will, fair sir.                           [He goes.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                  I do not wish to kill him,

Although I think I ought; he shall go mark’d,

By all the saints, though!

          Enter Lambert guarded.

                            Now, Sir Lambert, now!

What sort of death do you expect to get,

Being taken this way?
 

          SIR LAMBERT.
 

                      Cousin! cousin! think!

I am your own blood; may God pardon me!

I am not fit to die; if you knew all,

All I have done since I was young and good.

O! you would give me yet another chance,

As God would, that I might wash all clear out,

By serving you and Him. Let me go now!

And I will pay you down more golden crowns

Of ransom than the king would!
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                                Well, stand back,

And do not touch me! No, you shall not die,

Nor yet pay ransom. You, John Curzon, cause

Some carpenters to build a scaffold, high,

Outside the gate; when it is built, sound out

To all good folks, ‘Come, see a traitor punish’d!’

Take me my knight, and set him up thereon,

And let the hangman shave his head quite clean,

And cut his ears off close up to the head;

And cause the minstrels all the while to play

Soft music, and good singing; for this day

Is my high day of triumph; is it not,

Sir Lambert?
 

          SIR LAMBERT.
 

              Ah! on your own blood,

Own name, you heap this foul disgrace? you dare,

With hands and fame thus sullied, to go back

And take the lady Alice?
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                          Say her name

Again, and you are dead, slain here by me.

Why should I talk with you? I’m master here,

And do not want your schooling; is it not

My mercy that you are not dangling dead

There in the gateway with a broken neck?
 

          SIR LAMBERT.
 

Such mercy! why not kill me then outright?

To die is nothing; but to live that all

May point their fingers! yea, I’d rather die.
 

          JOHN CURZON.
 

Why, will it make you any uglier man

To lose your ears? they’re much too big for you,

You ugly Judas!
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                Hold, John!      [To Lambert.

                            That’s your choice,

To die, mind! Then you shall die: Lambert mine,

I thank you now for choosing this so well,

It saves me much perplexity and doubt;

Perchance an ill deed too, for half I count

This sparing traitors is an ill deed.

                                      Well,

Lambert, die bravely, and we’re almost friends.
 

          SIR LAMBERT, grovelling.
 

O God! this is a fiend and not a man;

Will some one save me from him? help, help, help!

I will not die.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                Why, what is this I see?

A man who is a knight, and bandied words

So well just now with me, is lying down,

Gone mad for fear like this! So, so, you thought

You knew the worst, and might say what you pleased.

I should have guess’d this from a man like you.

Eh! righteous Job would give up skin for skin,

Yea, all a man can have for simple life,

And we talk fine, yea, even a hound like this,

Who needs must know that when he dies, deep hell

Will hold him fast for ever, so fine we talk,

‘Would rather die,’ all that. Now sir, get up!

And choose again: shall it be head sans ears,

Or trunk sans head?

                    John Curzon, pull him up!

What, life then? go and build the scaffold, John.

  Lambert, I hope that never on this earth

We meet again; that you’ll turn out a monk,

And mend the life I give you, so farewell,

I’m sorry you’re a rascal. John, despatch.
 

 In the French camp before the Castle.
 

 Sir Peter prisoner, Guesclin, Clisson, Sir Lambert.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

So now is come the ending of my life;

If I could clear this sickening lump away

That sticks in my dry throat, and say a word,

Guesclin might listen.
 

          GUESCLIN.
 

                        Tell me, fair sir knight,

If you have been clean liver before God,

And then you need not fear much; as for me,

I cannot say I hate you, yet my oath,

And cousin Lambert’s ears here clench the thing.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

I knew you could not hate me, therefore I

Am bold to pray for life; ‘twill harm your cause

To hang knights of good name, harms here in France

I have small doubt, at any rate hereafter

Men will remember you another way

Than I should care to be remember’d, ah!

Although hot lead runs through me for my blood,

All this falls cold as though I said, Sweet lords,

Give back my falcon!

                      See how young I am,

Do you care altogether more for France,

Say rather one French faction, than for all

The state of Christendom? a gallant knight,

As (yea, by God!) I have been, is more worth

Than many castles; will you bring this death,

For a mere act of justice, on my head?
 

  Think how it ends all, death! all other things

Can somehow be retrieved, yea, send me forth

Naked and maimed, rather than slay me here;

Then somehow will I get me other clothes,

And somehow will I get me some poor horse,

And, somehow clad in poor old rusty arms,

Will ride and smite among the serried glaives,

Fear not death so; for I can tilt right well,

Let me not say I could; I know all tricks,

That sway the sharp sword cunningly; ah you,

You, my Lord Clisson, in the other days

Have seen me learning these, yea, call to mind,

How in the trodden corn by Chartres town,

When you were nearly swooning from the back

Of your black horse, those three blades slid at once

From off my sword’s edge; pray for me, my lord!
 

          CLISSON.
 

Nay, this is pitiful, to see him die.

My Lord the Constable, I pray you note

That you are losing some few thousand crowns

By slaying this man; also think: his lands

Along the Garonne river lie for leagues,

And are right rich, a many mills he has,

Three abbeys of grey monks do hold of him:

Though wishing well for Clement, as we do,

I know the next heir, his old uncle, well,

Who does not care two deniers for the knight

As things go now, but slay him, and then see,

How he will bristle up like any perch,

With curves of spears. What! do not doubt, my lord,

You’ll get the money, this man saved my life,

And I will buy him for two thousand crowns;

Well, five then: eh! what! No again? well then,

Ten thousand crowns?
 

          GUESCLIN.
 

                      My sweet lord, much I grieve

I cannot please you, yea, good sooth, I grieve

This knight must die, as verily he must;

For I have sworn it, so men take him out,

Use him not roughly.
 

          SIR LAMBERT, coming forward.
 

                      Music, do you know,

Music will suit you well, I think, because

You look so mild, like Laurence being grill’d;

Or perhaps music soft and slow, because

This is high day of triumph unto me,

Is it not, Peter?

                  You are frighten’d, though,

Eh! you are pale, because this hurts you much,

Whose life was pleasant to you, not like mine,

You ruin’d wretch! Men mock me in the streets,

Only in whispers loud, because I am

Friend of the constable; will this please you,

Unhappy Peter? once a-going home,

Without my servants, and a little drunk,

At midnight through the lone dim lamp-lit streets.

A whore came up and spat into my eyes,

Rather to blind me than to make me see,

But she was very drunk, and tottering back,

Even in the middle of her laughter fell

And cut her head against the pointed stones,

While I lean’d on my staff, and look’d at her,

And cried, being drunk.

                        Girls would not spit at you.

You are so handsome, I think verily

Most ladies would be glad to kiss your eyes,

And yet you will be hung like a cur dog

Five minutes hence, and grow black in the face,

And curl your toes up. Therefore I am glad.
 

  Guess why I stand and talk this nonsense now,

With Guesclin getting ready to play chess,

And Clisson doing something with his sword,

I can’t see what, talking to Guesclin though,

I don’t know what about, perhaps of you.

But, cousin Peter, while I stroke your beard,

Let me say this, I’d like to tell you now

That your life hung upon a game of chess,

That if, say, my squire Robert here should beat,

Why you should live, but hang if I beat him;

Then guess, clever Peter, what I should do then:

Well, give it up? why, Peter, I should let

My squire Robert beat me, then you would think

That you were safe, you know; Eh? not at all,

But I should keep you three days in some hold,

Giving you salt to eat, which would be kind,

Considering the tax there is on salt;

And afterwards should let you go, perhaps?

No I should not, but I should hang you, sir,

With a red rope in lieu of mere grey rope.
 

But I forgot, you have not told me yet

If you can guess why I talk nonsense thus,

Instead of drinking wine while you are hang’d?

You are not quick at guessing, give it up.

This is the reason; here I hold your hand,

And watch you growing paler, see you writhe

And this, my Peter, is a joy so dear,

I cannot by all striving tell you how

I love it, nor I think, good man, would you

Quite understand my great delight therein;

You, when you had me underneath you once,

Spat as it were, and said, ‘Go take him out,’

That they might do that thing to me whereat,

E’en now this long time off I could well shriek,

And then you tried forget I ever lived,

And sunk your hating into other things;

While I: St. Denis! though, I think you’ll faint,

Your lips are grey so; yes, you will, unless

You let it out and weep like a hurt child;

Hurrah! you do now. Do not go just yet,

For I am Alice, am right like her now,

Will you not kiss me on the lips, my love?
 

          CLISSON.
 

You filthy beast, stand back and let him go,

Or by God’s eyes I’ll choke you!

                          [Kneeling to Sir Peter.

                                  Fair sir knight

I kneel upon my knees and pray to you

That you would pardon me for this your death;

God knows how much I wish you still alive,

Also how heartily I strove to save

Your life at this time; yea, he knows quite well,

(I swear it, so forgive me!) how I would,

If it were possible, give up my life

Upon this grass for yours; fair knight, although,

He knowing all things knows this thing too, well,

Yet when you see his face some short time hence,

Tell him I tried to save you.
 

          SIR PETER.
 

                              O! my lord,

I cannot say this is as good as life,

But yet it makes me feel far happier now,

And if at all, after a thousand years,

I see God’s face, I will speak loud and bold,

And tell Him you were kind, and like Himself;

Sir, may God bless you!

                        Did you note how I

Fell weeping just now? pray you, do not think

That Lambert’s taunts did this, I hardly heard

The base things that he said, being deep in thought

Of all things that have happen’d since I was

A little child; and so at last I thought

Of my true lady: truly, sir, it seem’d

No longer gone than yesterday, that this

Was the sole reason God let me be born

Twenty-five years ago, that I might love

Her, my sweet lady, and be loved by her;

This seem’d so yesterday, to-day death comes,

And is so bitter strong, I cannot see

Why I was born.

                But as a last request,

I pray you, O kind Clisson, send some man,

Some good man, mind you, to say how I died,

And take my last love to her: fare-you-well,

And may God keep you; I must go now, lest

I grow too sick with thinking on these things;

Likewise my feet are wearied of the earth,

From whence I shall be lifted upright soon.

                                       [As he goes.

Ah me! shamed too, I wept at fear of death;

And yet not so, I only wept because

There was no beautiful lady to kiss me

Before I died, and sweetly wish good speed

From her dear lips. O for some lady, though

I saw her ne’er before; Alice, my love,

I do not ask for; Clisson was right kind,

If he had been a woman, I should die

Without this sickness: but I am all wrong,

So wrong, and hopelessly afraid to die.

There, I will go.

                  My God! how sick I am,

If only she could come and kiss me now.
 

 The Hotel de la Barde, Bordeaux.
 

 The Lady Alice de la Barde looking out of a window into the street.
 

No news yet! surely, still he holds his own:

That garde stands well; I mind me passing it

Some months ago; God grant the walls are strong!

I heard some knights say something yestereve,

I tried hard to forget: words far apart

Struck on my heart something like this; one said:

What eh! a Gascon with an English name,

Harpdon? then nought, but afterwards: Poictou.

As one who answers to a question ask’d,

Then carelessly regretful came: No, no.

Whereto in answer loud and eagerly,

One said: Impossible? Christ, what foul play!

And went off angrily; and while thenceforth

I hurried gaspingly afraid, I heard:

Guesclin; Five thousand men-at-arms; Clisson.

My heart misgives me it is all in vain

I send these succours; and in good time there

Their trumpet sounds: ah! here they are; good knights,

God up in Heaven keep you.

                            If they come

And find him prisoner, for I can’t believe

Guesclin will slay him, even though they storm.

The last horse turns the corner.

                                  God in Heaven!

What have I got to thinking of at last!

That thief I will not name is with Guesclin,

Who loves him for his lands. My love! my love!

O, if I lose you after all the past,

What shall I do?

                  I cannot bear the noise

And light street out there, with this thought alive,

Like any curling snake within my brain;

Let me just hide my head within these soft

Deep cushions, there to try and think it out.

                            [Lying in the window-seat.

I cannot hear much noise now, and I think

That I shall go to sleep: it all sounds dim

And faint, and I shall soon forget most things;

Yea, almost that I am alive and here;

It goes slow, comes slow, like a big mill-wheel

On some broad stream, with long green weeds a-sway,

And soft and slow it rises and it falls,

Still going onward.

                    Lying so, one kiss,

And I should be in Avalon asleep,

Among the poppies, and the yellow flowers;

And they should brush my cheek, my hair being spread

Far out among the stems; soft mice and small

Eating and creeping all about my feet,

Red shod and tired; and the flies should come

Creeping o’er my broad eyelids unafraid;

And there should be a noise of water going,

Clear blue fresh water breaking on the slates,

Likewise the flies should creep: God’s eyes! God help!

A trumpet? I will run fast, leap adown

The slippery sea-stairs, where the crabs fight.

                                                Ah!

I was half dreaming, but the trumpet’s true;

He stops here at our house. The Clisson arms?

Ah, now for news. But I must hold my heart,

And be quite gentle till he is gone out;

And afterwards: but he is still alive,

He must be still alive.
 

          Enter a Squire of Clisson’s.
 

                        Good day, fair sir,

I give you welcome, knowing whence you come.
 

          SQUIRE.
 

My Lady Alice de la Barde, I come

From Oliver Clisson, knight and mighty lord,

Bringing you tidings: I make bold to hope

You will not count me villain, even if

They wring your heart, nor hold me still in hate;

For I am but a mouthpiece after all,

A mouthpiece, too, of one who wishes well

To you and your’s.
 

          ALICE.
 

                    Can you talk faster, sir,

Get over all this quicker? fix your eyes

On mine, I pray you, and whate’er you see,

Still go on talking fast, unless I fall,

Or bid you stop.
 

          SQUIRE.
 

                  I pray your pardon then,

And, looking in your eyes, fair lady, say

I am unhappy that your knight is dead.

Take heart, and listen! let me tell you all.

We were five thousand goodly men-at-arms,

And scant five hundred had he in that hold:

His rotten sand-stone walls were wet with rain,

And fell in lumps wherever a stone hit;

Yet for three days about the barrier there

The deadly glaives were gather’d, laid across,

And push’d and pull’d; the fourth our engines came;

But still amid the crash of falling walls,

And roar of lombards, rattle of hard bolts,

The steady bow-strings flash’d, and still stream’d out

St. George’s banner, and the seven swords,

And still they cried: St. George Guienne! until

Their walls were flat as Jericho’s of old,

And our rush came, and cut them from the keep.
 

          ALICE.
 

Stop, sir, and tell me if you slew him then,

And where he died, if you can really mean

That Peter Harpdon, the good knight, is dead?
 

          SQUIRE.
 

Fair lady, in the base-court:
 

          ALICE.
 

                              What base-court?

What do you talk of? Nay, go on, go on;

’Twas only something gone within my head:

Do you not know, one turns one’s head round quick,

And something cracks there with sore pain? go on,

And still look at my eyes.
 

          SQUIRE.
 

                            Almost alone,

There in the base-court fought he with his sword,

Using his left hand much, more than the wont

Of most knights now-a-days; our men gave back,

For wheresoever he hit a downright blow,

Some one fell bleeding, for no plate could hold

Against the sway of body and great arm;

Till he grew tired, and some man (no! not I,

I swear not I, fair lady, as I live!)

Thrust at him with a glaive between the knees,

And threw him; down he fell, sword undermost;

Many fell on him, crying out their cries,

Tore his sword from him, tore his helm off, and:
 

          ALICE.
 

Yea, slew him: I am much too young to live,

Fair God, so let me die!

                          You have done well,

Done all your message gently, pray you go,

Our knights will make you cheer; moreover, take

This bag of franks for your expenses.

                                  [The Squire kneels.

                                      But

You do not go; still looking at my face,

You kneel! what, squire, do you mock me then?

You need not tell me who has set you on,

But tell me only, ’tis a made-up tale.

You are some lover may-be or his friend;

Sir, if you loved me once, or your friend loved,

Think, is it not enough that I kneel down

And kiss your feet? your jest will be right good

If you give in now; carry it too far,

And ‘twill be cruel: not yet? but you weep

Almost, as though you loved me; love me then,

And go to Heaven by telling all your sport,

And I will kiss you then with all my heart,

Upon the mouth: O! what can I do then

To move you?
 

          SQUIRE.
 

              Lady fair, forgive me still!

You know I am so sorry, but my tale

Is not yet finish’d:

                      So they bound his hands,

And brought him tall and pale to Guesclin’s tent,

Who, seeing him, leant his head upon his hand,

And ponder’d somewhile, afterwards, looking up:

Fair dame, what shall I say?
 

          ALICE.
 

                              Yea, I know now,

Good squire, you may go now with my thanks.
 

          SQUIRE.
 

Yet, lady, for your own sake I say this,

Yea, for my own sake, too, and Clisson’s sake.

When Guesclin told him he must be hanged soon,

Within a while he lifted up his head

And spoke for his own life; not crouching, though,

As abjectly afraid to die, nor yet

Sullenly brave as many a thief will die,

Nor yet as one that plays at japes with God:

Few words he spoke; not so much what he said

Moved us, I think, as, saying it, there played

Strange tenderness from that big soldier there

About his pleading; eagerness to live

Because folk loved him, and he loved them back,

And many gallant plans unfinish’d now

For ever. Clisson’s heart, which may God bless!

Was moved to pray for him, but all in vain;

Wherefore I bring this message:

                                That he waits,

Still loving you, within the little church

Whose windows, with the one eye of the light

Over the altar, every night behold

The great dim broken walls he strove to keep!
 

There my Lord Clisson did his burial well.

Now, lady, I will go: God give you rest!
 

          ALICE.
 

Thank Clisson from me, squire, and farewell!

And now to keep myself from going mad.

Christ! I have been a many times to church,

And, ever since my mother taught me prayers,

Have used them daily, but to-day I wish

To pray another way; come face to face,

O Christ, that I may clasp your knees and pray

I know not what; at any rate come now

From one of many places where you are,

Either in Heaven amid thick angel wings,

Or sitting on the altar strange with gems,

Or high up in the duskness of the apse;

Let us go, You and I, a long way off,

To the little damp, dark, Poitevin church.

While you sit on the coffin in the dark,

Will I lie down, my face on the bare stone

Between your feet, and chatter anything

I have heard long ago. What matters it

So I may keep you there, your solemn face

And long hair even-flowing on each side,

Until you love me well enough to speak,

And give me comfort? yea, till o’er your chin,

And cloven red beard the great tears roll down

In pity for my misery, and I die,

Kissed over by you.

                    Eh Guesclin! if I were

Like Countess Mountfort now, that kiss’d the knight,

Across the salt sea come to fight for her:

Ah! just to go about with many knights,

Wherever you went, and somehow on one day,

In a thick wood to catch you off your guard,

Let you find, you and your some fifty friends,

Nothing but arrows wheresoe’er you turn’d,

Yea, and red crosses, great spears over them;

And so, between a lane of my true men,

To walk up pale and stern and tall, and with

My arms on my surcoat, and his therewith,

And then to make you kneel, O knight Guesclin;

And then: alas! alas! when all is said,

What could I do but let you go again,

Being pitiful woman? I get no revenge,

Whatever happens; and I get no comfort:

I am but weak, and cannot move my feet,

But as men bid me.

                    Strange I do not die.

Suppose this has not happen’d after all?

I will lean out again and watch for news.
 

I wonder how long I can still feel thus,

As though I watch’d for news, feel as I did

Just half-an-hour ago, before this news.

How all the street is humming, some men sing,

And some men talk; some look up at the house,

Then lay their heads together and look grave:

Their laughter pains me sorely in the heart;

Their thoughtful talking makes my head turn round:

Yea, some men sing, what is it then they sing?

Eh? Launcelot, and love and fate and death:

They ought to sing of him who was as wight

As Launcelot or Wade, and yet avail’d

Just nothing, but to fail and fail and fail,

And so at last to die and leave me here,

Alone and wretched; yea, perhaps they will,

When many years are past, make songs of us:

God help me, though, truly I never thought

That I should make a story in this way,

A story that his eyes can never see.
 

      [One sings from outside.]
 

      Therefore be it believed

      Whatsoever he grieved,

      When his horse was relieved,

          This Launcelot,
 

      Beat down on his knee,

      Right valiant was he

      God’s body to see,

          Though he saw it not.
 

      Right valiant to move,

      But for his sad love

      The high God above

          Stinted his praise.
 

      Yet so he was glad

      That his son, Lord Galahad,

      That high joyaunce had

          All his life-days.
 

      Sing we therefore then

      Launcelot’s praise again,

      For he wan crownés ten,

          If he wan not twelve.
 

      To his death from his birth

      He was mickle of worth,

      Lay him in the cold earth,

          A long grave ye may delve.
 

      Omnes homines benedicite!

      This last fitte ye may see,

      All men pray for me

      Who made this history

      Cunning and fairly.
 






  








RAPUNZEL
 

THE PRINCE, being in the wood near the tower, in the evening.
 

I could not even think

  What made me weep that day,

When out of the council-hall

  The courtiers pass’d away, — 
 

          THE WITCH.
 

    Rapunzel, Rapunzel,

    Let down your hair!
 

          RAPUNZEL.
 

Is it not true that every day

She climbeth up the same strange way,

Her scarlet cloak spread broad and gay,

    Over my golden hair?
 

          THE PRINCE.
 

And left me there alone,

  To think on what they said:

‘Thou art a king’s own son,

  ’Tis fit that thou should’st wed.’
 

          THE WITCH.
 

    Rapunzel, Rapunzel,

    Let down your hair!
 

          RAPUNZEL.
 

When I undo the knotted mass,

Fathoms below the shadows pass

Over my hair along the grass.

    O my golden hair!
 

          THE PRINCE.
 

I put my armour on,

  Thinking on what they said:

‘Thou art a king’s own son,

  ’Tis fit that thou should’st wed.’
 

          THE WITCH.
 

    Rapunzel, Rapunzel,

    Let down your hair!
 

          RAPUNZEL.
 

See on the marble parapet,

I lean my brow, strive to forget

That fathoms below my hair grows wet

    With the dew, my golden hair.
 

          THE PRINCE.
 

I rode throughout the town,

  Men did not bow the head,

Though I was the king’s own son:

  He rides to dream, they said.
 

          THE WITCH.
 

    Rapunzel, Rapunzel,

    Wind up your hair!
 

          RAPUNZEL.
 

See on the marble parapet,

The faint red stains with tears are wet;

The long years pass, no help comes yet

    To free my golden hair.
 

          THE PRINCE.
 

For leagues and leagues I rode,

  Till hot my armour grew,

Till underneath the leaves

  I felt the evening dew.
 

          THE WITCH.
 

    Rapunzel, Rapunzel,

    Weep through your hair!
 

          RAPUNZEL.
 

And yet: but I am growing old,

For want of love my heart is cold;

Years pass, the while I loose and fold

    The fathoms of my hair.
 

          THE PRINCE, in the morning.
 

I have heard tales of men, who in the night

  Saw paths of stars let down to earth from heaven,

Who followed them until they reach’d the light

  Wherein they dwell, whose sins are all forgiven;
 

But who went backward when they saw the gate

  Of diamond, nor dared to enter in;

All their life long they were content to wait,

  Purging them patiently of every sin.
 

I must have had a dream of some such thing,

  And now am just awaking from that dream;

For even in grey dawn those strange words ring

  Through heart and brain, and still I see that gleam.
 

For in my dream at sunset-time I lay

  Beneath these beeches, mail and helmet off,

Right full of joy that I had come away

  From court; for I was patient of the scoff
 

That met me always there from day to day,

  From any knave or coward of them all:

I was content to live that wretched way;

  For truly till I left the council-hall,
 

And rode forth arm’d beneath the burning sun,

  My gleams of happiness were faint and few,

But then I saw my real life had begun,

  And that I should be strong quite well I knew.
 

For I was riding out to look for love,

  Therefore the birds within the thickets sung,

Even in hot noontide; as I pass’d, above

  The elms o’ersway’d with longing towards me hung.
 

Now some few fathoms from the place where I

  Lay in the beech-wood, was a tower fair,

The marble corners faint against the sky;

  And dreamily I wonder’d what lived there:
 

Because it seem’d a dwelling for a queen,

  No belfry for the swinging of great bells.

No bolt or stone had ever crush’d the green

  Shafts, amber and rose walls, no soot that tells
 

Of the Norse torches burning up the roofs,

  On the flower-carven marble could I see;

But rather on all sides I saw the proofs

  Of a great loneliness that sicken’d me;
 

Making me feel a doubt that was not fear,

  Whether my whole life long had been a dream,

And I should wake up soon in some place, where

  The piled-up arms of the fighting angels gleam;
 

Not born as yet, but going to be born,

  No naked baby as I was at first,

But an armed knight, whom fire, hate and scorn

  Could turn from nothing: my heart almost burst
 

Beneath the beeches, as I lay a-dreaming,

  I tried so hard to read this riddle through,

To catch some golden cord that I saw gleaming

  Like gossamer against the autumn blue.
 

But while I ponder’d these things, from the wood

  There came a black-hair’d woman, tall and bold,

Who strode straight up to where the tower stood,

  And cried out shrilly words, whereon behold — 
 

          THE WITCH, from the tower.
 

            Rapunzel, Rapunzel,

            Let down your hair!
 

          THE PRINCE.
 

Ah Christ! it was no dream then, but there stood

  (She comes again) a maiden passing fair,

Against the roof, with face turn’d to the wood,

  Bearing within her arms waves of her yellow hair.
 

I read my riddle when I saw her stand,

  Poor love! her face quite pale against her hair,

Praying to all the leagues of empty land

  To save her from the woe she suffer’d there.
 

To think! they trod upon her golden hair

  In the witches’ sabbaths; it was a delight

For these foul things, while she, with thin feet bare,

  Stood on the roof upon the winter night,
 

To plait her dear hair into many plaits,

  And then, while God’s eye look’d upon the thing,

In the very likenesses of Devil’s bats,

  Upon the ends of her long hair to swing.
 

And now she stood above the parapet,

  And, spreading out her arms, let her hair flow,

Beneath that veil her smooth white forehead set

  Upon the marble, more I do not know;
 

Because before my eyes a film of gold

  Floated, as now it floats. O unknown love,

Would that I could thy yellow stair behold,

  If still thou standest the lead roof above!
 

          THE WITCH, as she passes.
 

            Is there any who will dare

            To climb up the yellow stair,

            Glorious Rapunzel’s golden hair?
 

          THE PRINCE.
 

If it would please God make you sing again,

  I think that I might very sweetly die,

My soul somehow reach heaven in joyous pain,

  My heavy body on the beech-nuts lie.
 

Now I remember what a most strange year,

  Most strange and awful, in the beechen wood

I have pass’d now; I still have a faint fear

  It is a kind of dream not understood.
 

I have seen no one in this wood except

  The witch and her; have heard no human tones,

But when the witches’ revelry has crept

  Between the very jointing of my bones.
 

Ah! I know now; I could not go away,

  But needs must stop to hear her sing that song

She always sings at dawning of the day.

  I am not happy here, for I am strong,
 

And every morning do I whet my sword,

  Yet Rapunzel still weeps within the tower,

And still God ties me down to the green sward,

  Because I cannot see the gold stair floating lower.
 

          RAPUNZEL sings from the tower.
 

          My mother taught me prayers

          To say when I had need;

          I have so many cares,

          That I can take no heed

          Of many words in them;

          But I remember this:

          Christ, bring me to thy bliss.

          Mary, maid withouten wem,

          Keep me! I am lone, I wis,

          Yet besides I have made this

          By myself: Give me a kiss,

          Dear God dwelling up in heaven!

          Also: Send me a true knight,

          Lord Christ, with a steel sword, bright,

          Broad, and trenchant; yea, and seven

          Spans from hilt to point, O Lord!

          And let the handle of his sword

          Be gold on silver, Lord in heaven!

          Such a sword as I see gleam

          Sometimes, when they let me dream.
 

            Yea, besides, I have made this:

          Lord, give Mary a dear kiss,

          And let gold Michael, who looked down,

          When I was there, on Rouen town

          From the spire, bring me that kiss

          On a lily! Lord do this!
 

            These prayers on the dreadful nights,

          When the witches plait my hair,

          And the fearfullest of sights

          On the earth and in the air,

          Will not let me close my eyes,

          I murmur often, mix’d with sighs,

          That my weak heart will not hold

          At some things that I behold.

          Nay, not sighs, but quiet groans,

          That swell out the little bones

          Of my bosom; till a trance

          God sends in middle of that dance,

          And I behold the countenance

          Of Michael, and can feel no more

          The bitter east wind biting sore

          My naked feet; can see no more

          The crayfish on the leaden floor,

          That mock with feeler and grim claw.
 

            Yea, often in that happy trance,

          Beside the blessed countenance

          Of golden Michael, on the spire

          Glowing all crimson in the fire

          Of sunset, I behold a face,

          Which sometime, if God give me grace,

          May kiss me in this very place.
 

 Evening in the tower.
 

          RAPUNZEL.
 

It grows half way between the dark and light;

  Love, we have been six hours here alone:

I fear that she will come before the night,

  And if she finds us thus we are undone.
 

          THE PRINCE.
 

Nay, draw a little nearer, that your breath

  May touch my lips, let my cheek feel your arm;

Now tell me, did you ever see a death,

  Or ever see a man take mortal harm?
 

          RAPUNZEL.
 

Once came two knights and fought with swords below,

  And while they fought I scarce could look at all,

My head swam so; after, a moaning low

  Drew my eyes down; I saw against the wall
 

One knight lean dead, bleeding from head and breast,

  Yet seem’d it like a line of poppies red

In the golden twilight, as he took his rest,

  In the dusky time he scarcely seemed dead.
 

But the other, on his face, six paces off,

  Lay moaning, and the old familiar name

He mutter’d through the grass, seem’d like a scoff

  Of some lost soul remembering his past fame.
 

His helm all dinted lay beside him there,

  The visor-bars were twisted towards the face,

The crest, which was a lady very fair,

  Wrought wonderfully, was shifted from its place.
 

The shower’d mail-rings on the speedwell lay,

  Perhaps my eyes were dazzled with the light

That blazed in the west, yet surely on that day

  Some crimson thing had changed the grass from bright
 

Pure green I love so. But the knight who died

  Lay there for days after the other went;

Until one day I heard a voice that cried:

  Fair knight, I see Sir Robert we were sent
 

To carry dead or living to the king.

  So the knights came and bore him straight away

On their lance truncheons, such a batter’d thing,

  His mother had not known him on that day,
 

But for his helm-crest, a gold lady fair

  Wrought wonderfully.
 

          THE PRINCE.
 

                        Ah, they were brothers then,

And often rode together, doubtless where

  The swords were thickest, and were loyal men,
 

Until they fell in these same evil dreams.
 

          RAPUNZEL.
 

  Yea, love; but shall we not depart from hence?

The white moon groweth golden fast, and gleams

  Between the aspens stems; I fear, and yet a sense
 

Of fluttering victory comes over me,

  That will not let me fear aright; my heart,

Feel how it beats, love, strives to get to thee;

  I breathe so fast that my lips needs must part;
 

Your breath swims round my mouth, but let us go.
 

          THE PRINCE.
 

  I, Sebald, also, pluck from off the staff

The crimson banner; let it lie below,

  Above it in the wind let grasses laugh.
 

Now let us go, love, down the winding stair,

  With fingers intertwined: ay, feel my sword!

I wrought it long ago, with golden hair

  Flowing about the hilts, because a word,
 

Sung by a minstrel old, had set me dreaming

  Of a sweet bow’d down face with yellow hair;

Betwixt green leaves I used to see it gleaming,

  A half smile on the lips, though lines of care
 

Had sunk the cheeks, and made the great eyes hollow;

  What other work in all the world had I,

But through all turns of fate that face to follow?

  But wars and business kept me there to die.
 

O child, I should have slain my brother, too,

  My brother, Love, lain moaning in the grass,

Had I not ridden out to look for you,

  When I had watch’d the gilded courtiers pass
 

From the golden hall. But it is strange your name

  Is not the same the minstrel sung of yore;

You call’d it Rapunzel, ’tis not the name.

  See, love, the stems shine through the open door.
 

 Morning in the woods.
 

          RAPUNZEL.
 

O love! me and my unknown name you have well won;

  The witch’s name was Rapunzel: eh! not so sweet?

No! but is this real grass, love, that I tread upon?

  What call they these blue flowers that lean across my feet?
 

          THE PRINCE.
 

Dip down your dear face in the dewy grass, O love!

  And ever let the sweet slim harebells, tenderly hung,

Kiss both your parted lips; and I will hang above,

  And try to sing that song the dreamy harper sung.
 

          He sings.
 

      ‘Twixt the sunlight and the shade

      Float up memories of my maid:

            God, remember Guendolen!
 

      Gold or gems she did not wear,

      But her yellow rippled hair,

            Like a veil, hid Guendolen!
 

      ‘Twixt the sunlight and the shade,

      My rough hands so strangely made,

            Folded Golden Guendolen.
 

      Hands used to grip the sword-hilt hard,

      Framed her face, while on the sward

            Tears fell down from Guendolen.
 

      Guendolen now speaks no word,

      Hands fold round about the sword:

            Now no more of Guendolen.
 

      Only ‘twixt the light and shade

      Floating memories of my maid

            Make me pray for Guendolen.
 

          GUENDOLEN.
 

I kiss thee, new-found name! but I will never go:

  Your hands need never grip the hammer’d sword again,

But all my golden hair shall ever round you flow,

  Between the light and shade from Golden Guendolen.
 

 Afterwards, in the Palace.
 

          KING SEBALD.
 

I took my armour off,

  Put on king’s robes of gold;

Over the kirtle green

  The gold fell fold on fold.
 

          THE WITCH, out of hell.
 

      Guendolen! Guendolen!

      One lock of hair!
 

          GUENDOLEN.
 

I am so glad, for every day

He kisses me much the same way

As in the tower: under the sway

        Of all my golden hair.
 

          KING SEBALD.
 

We rode throughout the town,

  A gold crown on my head;

Through all the gold-hung streets,

  Praise God! the people said.
 

          THE WITCH.
 

      Gwendolen! Guendolen!

      Lend me your hair!
 

          GUENDOLEN.
 

Verily, I seem like one

Who, when day is almost done,

Through a thick wood meets the sun

        That blazes in her hair.
 

          KING SEBALD.
 

Yea, at the palace gates,

  Praise God! the great knights said,

For Sebald the high king,

  And the lady’s golden head.
 

          THE WITCH.
 

      Woe is me! Guendolen

      Sweeps back her hair.
 

          GUENDOLEN.
 

Nothing wretched now, no screams;

I was unhappy once in dreams,

And even now a harsh voice seems

            To hang about my hair.
 

          THE WITCH.
 

      WOE! THAT ANY MAN COULD DARE

      TO CLIMB UP THE YELLOW STAIR,

      GLORIOUS GUENDOLEN’S GOLDEN HAIR.
 






  








CONCERNING GEFFRAY TESTE NOIRE
 

And if you meet the Canon of Chimay,

  As going to Ortaise you well may do,

Greet him from John of Castel Neuf, and say

  All that I tell you, for all this is true.
 

This Geffray Teste Noire was a Gascon thief,

  Who, under shadow of the English name,

Pilled all such towns and countries as were lief

  To King Charles and St. Denis; thought it blame
 

If anything escaped him; so my lord,

  The Duke of Berry, sent Sir John Bonne Lance,

And other knights, good players with the sword,

  To check this thief, and give the land a chance.
 

Therefore we set our bastides round the tower

  That Geffray held, the strong thief! like a king,

High perch’d upon the rock of Ventadour,

  Hopelessly strong by Christ! It was mid spring,
 

When first I joined the little army there

  With ten good spears; Auvergne is hot, each day

We sweated armed before the barrier;

  Good feats of arms were done there often. Eh?
 

Your brother was slain there? I mind me now,

  A right good man-at-arms, God pardon him!

I think ’twas Geffray smote him on the brow

  With some spiked axe, and while he totter’d, dim
 

About the eyes, the spear of Alleyne Roux

  Slipped through his camaille and his throat; well, well!

Alleyne is paid now; your name Alleyne too?

  Mary! how strange! but this tale I would tell:
 

For spite of all our bastides, damned Blackhead

  Would ride abroad whene’er he chose to ride,

We could not stop him; many a burgher bled

  Dear gold all round his girdle; far and wide
 

The villaynes dwelt in utter misery

  ‘Twixt us and thief Sir Geffray; hauled this way

By Sir Bonne Lance at one time; he gone by,

  Down comes this Teste Noire on another day.
 

And therefore they dig up the stone, grind corn,

  Hew wood, draw water, yea, they lived, in short,

As I said just now, utterly forlorn,

  Till this our knave and blackhead was out-fought.
 

So Bonne Lance fretted, thinking of some trap

  Day after day, till on a time he said:

John of Newcastle, if we have good hap,

  We catch our thief in two days. How? I said.
 

Why, Sir, to-day he rideth out again,

  Hoping to take well certain sumpter mules

From Carcassonne, going with little train,

  Because, forsooth, he thinketh us mere fools;
 

But if we set an ambush in some wood,

  He is but dead: so, Sir, take thirty spears

To Verville forest, if it seem you good.

  Then felt I like the horse in Job, who hears
 

The dancing trumpet sound, and we went forth;

  And my red lion on the spear-head flapped,

As faster than the cool wind we rode north,

  Towards the wood of Verville; thus it happed.
 

We rode a soft pace on that day, while spies

  Got news about Sir Geffray: the red wine

Under the road-side bush was clear; the flies,

  The dragon-flies I mind me most, did shine
 

In brighter arms than ever I put on;

  So: Geffray, said our spies, would pass that way

Next day at sundown: then he must be won;

  And so we enter’d Verville wood next day,
 

In the afternoon; through it the highway runs,

  ‘Twixt copses of green hazel, very thick,

And underneath, with glimmering of suns,

  The primroses are happy; the dews lick
 

The soft green moss: ‘Put cloths about your arms,

  Lest they should glitter; surely they will go

In a long thin line, watchful for alarms,

  With all their carriages of booty; so,
 

Lay down my pennon in the grass: Lord God.

  What have we lying here? will they be cold,

I wonder, being so bare, above the sod,

  Instead of under? This was a knight too, fold
 

Lying on fold of ancient rusted mail;

  No plate at all, gold rowels to the spurs,

And see the quiet gleam of turquoise pale

  Along the ceinture; but the long time blurs
 

Even the tinder of his coat to nought,

  Except these scraps of leather; see how white

The skull is, loose within the coif! He fought

  A good fight, maybe, ere he was slain quite.
 

No armour on the legs too; strange in faith!

  A little skeleton for a knight, though: ah!

This one is bigger, truly without scathe

  His enemies escaped not! ribs driven out far;
 

That must have reach’d the heart, I doubt: how now,

  What say you, Aldovrand, a woman? why?’

Under the coif a gold wreath on the brow,

  Yea, see the hair not gone to powder, lie,
 

Golden, no doubt, once: yea, and very small,

  This for a knight; but for a dame, my lord,

These loose-hung bones seem shapely still, and tall.

  Didst ever see a woman’s bones, my Lord?
 

Often, God help me! I remember when

  I was a simple boy, fifteen years old,

The Jacquerie froze up the blood of men

  With their fell deeds, not fit now to be told.
 

God help again! we enter’d Beauvais town,

  Slaying them fast, whereto I help’d, mere boy

As I was then; we gentles cut them down,

  These burners and defilers, with great joy.
 

Reason for that, too, in the great church there

  These fiends had lit a fire, that soon went out,

The church at Beauvais being so great and fair:

  My father, who was by me, gave a shout
 

Between a beast’s howl and a woman’s scream,

  Then, panting, chuckled to me: ‘John, look! look!

Count the dames’ skeletons!’ From some bad dream

  Like a man just awaked, my father shook;
 

And I, being faint with smelling the burnt bones,

  And very hot with fighting down the street,

And sick of such a life, fell down, with groans

  My head went weakly nodding to my feet.
 

 — An arrow had gone through her tender throat,

  And her right wrist was broken; then I saw

The reason why she had on that war-coat,

  Their story came out clear without a flaw;
 

For when he knew that they were being waylaid,

  He threw it over her, yea, hood and all;

Whereby he was much hack’d, while they were stay’d

  By those their murderers; many an one did fall
 

Beneath his arm, no doubt, so that he clear’d

  Their circle, bore his death-wound out of it;

But as they rode, some archer least afear’d

  Drew a strong bow, and thereby she was hit.
 

Still as he rode he knew not she was dead,

  Thought her but fainted from her broken wrist,

He bound with his great leathern belt: she bled?

  Who knows! he bled too, neither was there miss’d
 

The beating of her heart, his heart beat well

  For both of them, till here, within this wood,

He died scarce sorry; easy this to tell;

  After these years the flowers forget their blood.
 

How could it be? never before that day,

  However much a soldier I might be,

Could I look on a skeleton and say

  I care not for it, shudder not: now see,
 

Over those bones I sat and pored for hours,

  And thought, and dream’d, and still I scarce could see

The small white bones that lay upon the flowers,

  But evermore I saw the lady; she
 

With her dear gentle walking leading in,

  By a chain of silver twined about her wrists,

Her loving knight, mounted and arm’d to win

  Great honour for her, fighting in the lists.
 

O most pale face, that brings such joy and sorrow

  Into men’s hearts (yea, too, so piercing sharp

That joy is, that it marcheth nigh to sorrow

  For ever, like an overwinded harp).
 

Your face must hurt me always: pray you now,

  Doth it not hurt you too? seemeth some pain

To hold you always, pain to hold your brow

  So smooth, unwrinkled ever; yea again,
 

Your long eyes where the lids seem like to drop,

  Would you not, lady, were they shut fast, feel

Far merrier? there so high they will not stop,

  They are most sly to glide forth and to steal
 

Into my heart; I kiss their soft lids there,

  And in green gardens scarce can stop my lips

From wandering on your face, but that your hair

  Falls down and tangles me, back my face slips.
 

Or say your mouth, I saw you drink red wine

  Once at a feast; how slowly it sank in,

As though you fear’d that some wild fate might twine

  Within that cup, and slay you for a sin.
 

And when you talk your lips do arch and move

  In such wise that a language new I know

Besides their sound; they quiver, too, with love

  When you are standing silent; know this, too,
 

I saw you kissing once, like a curved sword

  That bites with all its edge, did your lips lie,

Curled gently, slowly, long time could afford

  For caught-up breathings: like a dying sigh
 

They gather’d up their lines and went away,

  And still kept twitching with a sort of smile,

As likely to be weeping presently;

  Your hands too, how I watch’d them all the while!
 

Cry out St. Peter now, quoth Aldovrand;

  I cried, St. Peter! broke out from the wood

With all my spears; we met them hand to hand,

  And shortly slew them; natheless, by the rood,
 

We caught not Blackhead then, or any day;

  Months after that he died at last in bed,

From a wound pick’d up at a barrier-fray;

  That same year’s end a steel bolt in the head,
 

And much bad living killed Teste Noire at last;

  John Froissart knoweth he is dead by now,

No doubt, but knoweth not this tale just past;

  Perchance then you can tell him what I show.
 

In my new castle, down beside the Eure,

  There is a little chapel of squared stone,

Painted inside and out; in green nook pure

  There did I lay them, every wearied bone;
 

And over it they lay, with stone-white hands

  Clasped fast together, hair made bright with gold;

This Jaques Picard, known through many lands,

  Wrought cunningly; he’s dead now: I am old.
 






  








A GOOD KNIGHT IN PRISON
 

SIR GUY, being in the court of a Pagan castle.
 

      This castle where I dwell, it stands

    A long way off from Christian lands,

    A long way off my lady’s hands,

    A long way off the aspen trees,

    And murmur of the lime-tree bees.
 

      But down the Valley of the Rose

    My lady often hawking goes,

    Heavy of cheer; oft turns behind,

    Leaning towards the western wind,

    Because it bringeth to her mind

    Sad whisperings of happy times,

    The face of him who sings these rhymes.
 

      King Guilbert rides beside her there,

    Bends low and calls her very fair,

    And strives, by pulling down his hair,

    To hide from my dear lady’s ken

    The grisly gash I gave him, when

    I cut him down at Camelot;

    However he strives, he hides it not,

    That tourney will not be forgot,

    Besides, it is King Guilbert’s lot,

    Whatever he says she answers not.
 

      Now tell me, you that are in love,

    From the king’s son to the wood-dove,

    Which is the better, he or I?
 

      For this king means that I should die

    In this lone Pagan castle, where

    The flowers droop in the bad air

    On the September evening.
 

      Look, now I take mine ease and sing,

    Counting as but a little thing

    The foolish spite of a bad king.
 

      For these vile things that hem me in,

    These Pagan beasts who live in sin,

    The sickly flowers pale and wan,

    The grim blue-bearded castellan,

    The stanchions half worn-out with rust,

    Whereto their banner vile they trust:

    Why, all these things I hold them just

    As dragons in a missal book,

    Wherein, whenever we may look,

    We see no horror, yea delight

    We have, the colours are so bright;

    Likewise we note the specks of white,

    And the great plates of burnish’d gold.
 

      Just so this Pagan castle old,

    And everything I can see there,

    Sick-pining in the marshland air,

    I note: I will go over now,

    Like one who paints with knitted brow,

    The flowers and all things one by one,

From the snail on the wall to the setting sun.
 

      Four great walls, and a little one

    That leads down to the barbican,

    Which walls with many spears they man,

    When news comes to the castellan

    Of Launcelot being in the land.
 

      And as I sit here, close at hand

    Four spikes of sad sick sunflowers stand;

    The castellan with a long wand

    Cuts down their leaves as he goes by,

    Ponderingly, with screw’d-up eye,

    And fingers twisted in his beard.

    Nay, was it a knight’s shout I heard?

    I have a hope makes me afeard:

    It cannot be, but if some dream

    Just for a minute made me deem

    I saw among the flowers there

    My lady’s face with long red hair,

    Pale, ivory-colour’d dear face come,

    As I was wont to see her some

    Fading September afternoon,

    And kiss me, saying nothing, soon

    To leave me by myself again;

      Could I get this by longing? vain!
 

      The castellan is gone: I see

    On one broad yellow flower a bee

    Drunk with much honey.

                            Christ! again,

    Some distant knight’s voice brings me pain,

    I thought I had forgot to feel,

    I never heard the blissful steel

    These ten years past; year after year,

    Through all my hopeless sojourn here,

    No Christian pennon has been near.

    Laus Deo! the dragging wind draws on

    Over the marshes, battle won,

    Knights’ shouts, and axes hammering;

    Yea, quicker now the dint and ring

    Of flying hoofs; ah, castellan,

    When they come back count man for man,

    Say whom you miss.
 

          THE PAGANS, from the battlements.
 

                        Mahound to aid!

    Why flee ye so like men dismay’d?
 

          THE PAGANS, from without.
 

    Nay, haste! for here is Launcelot,

    Who follows quick upon us, hot

    And shouting with his men-at-arms.
 

          SIR GUY.
 

    Also the Pagans raise alarms,

    And ring the bells for fear; at last

    My prison walls will be well past.
 

          SIR LAUNCELOT, from outside.
 

    Ho! in the name of the Trinity,

    Let down the drawbridge quick to me,

    And open doors, that I may see

    Guy the good knight!
 

          THE PAGANS, from the battlements.
 

                          Nay, Launcelot,

    With mere big words ye win us not.
 

          SIR LAUNCELOT.
 

    Bid Miles bring up la perriere,

    And archers clear the vile walls there.

    Bring back the notches to the ear,

    Shoot well together! God to aid!

    These miscreants will be well paid.
 

    Hurrah! all goes together; Miles

    Is good to win my lady’s smiles

    For his good shooting: Launcelot!

    On knights apace! this game is hot!
 

          SIR GUY sayeth afterwards.
 

    I said, I go to meet her now,

    And saying so, I felt a blow

    From some clench’d hand across my brow,

    And fell down on the sunflowers

    Just as a hammering smote my ears;

    After which this I felt in sooth,

    My bare hands throttling without ruth

    The hairy-throated castellan;

    Then a grim fight with those that ran

    To slay me, while I shouted: God

    For the Lady Mary! deep I trod

    That evening in my own red blood;

    Nevertheless so stiff I stood,

    That when the knights burst the old wood

    Of the castle-doors, I was not dead.
 

      I kiss the Lady Mary’s head,

    Her lips, and her hair golden red,

    Because to-day we have been wed.
 






  








OLD LOVE
 

You must be very old, Sir Giles,

  I said; he said: Yea, very old!

Whereat the mournfullest of smiles

  Creased his dry skin with many a fold.
 

They hammer’d out my basnet point

  Into a round salade, he said,

The basnet being quite out of joint,

  Natheless the salade rasps my head.
 

He gazed at the great fire awhile:

  And you are getting old, Sir John;

(He said this with that cunning smile

  That was most sad) we both wear on;
 

Knights come to court and look at me,

  With eyebrows up; except my lord,

And my dear lady, none I see

  That know the ways of my old sword.
 

(My lady! at that word no pang

  Stopp’d all my blood). But tell me, John,

Is it quite true that Pagans hang

  So thick about the east, that on
 

The eastern sea no Venice flag

  Can fly unpaid for? True, I said,

And in such way the miscreants drag

  Christ’s cross upon the ground, I dread
 

That Constantine must fall this year.

  Within my heart, these things are small;

This is not small, that things outwear

  I thought were made for ever, yea, all,
 

All things go soon or late, I said.

  I saw the duke in court next day;

Just as before, his grand great head

  Above his gold robes dreaming lay,
 

Only his face was paler; there

  I saw his duchess sit by him;

And she, she was changed more; her hair

  Before my eyes that used to swim,
 

And make me dizzy with great bliss

  Once, when I used to watch her sit,

Her hair is bright still, yet it is

  As though some dust were thrown on it.
 

Her eyes are shallower, as though

  Some grey glass were behind; her brow

And cheeks the straining bones show through,

  Are not so good for kissing now.
 

Her lips are drier now she is

  A great duke’s wife these many years,

They will not shudder with a kiss

  As once they did, being moist with tears.
 

Also her hands have lost that way

  Of clinging that they used to have;

They look’d quite easy, as they lay

  Upon the silken cushions brave
 

With broidery of the apples green

  My Lord Duke bears upon his shield.

Her face, alas! that I have seen

  Look fresher than an April field,
 

This is all gone now; gone also

  Her tender walking; when she walks

She is most queenly I well know,

  And she is fair still. As the stalks
 

Of faded summer-lilies are,

  So is she grown now unto me

This spring-time, when the flowers star

  The meadows, birds sing wonderfully.
 

I warrant once she used to cling

  About his neck, and kiss’d him so,

And then his coming step would ring

  Joy-bells for her; some time ago.
 

Ah! sometimes like an idle dream

  That hinders true life overmuch,

Sometimes like a lost heaven, these seem.

  This love is not so hard to smutch.
 






  








THE GILLIFLOWER OF GOLD
 

A golden gilliflower to-day

I wore upon my helm alway,

And won the prize of this tourney.

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

However well Sir Giles might sit,

His sun was weak to wither it,

Lord Miles’s blood was dew on it:

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

Although my spear in splinters flew,

From John’s steel-coat, my eye was true;

I wheel’d about, and cried for you,

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

Yea, do not doubt my heart was good,

Though my sword flew like rotten wood,

To shout, although I scarcely stood,

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

My hand was steady too, to take

My axe from round my neck, and break

John’s steel-coat up for my love’s sake.

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

When I stood in my tent again,

Arming afresh, I felt a pain

Take hold of me, I was so fain,

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

To hear: Honneur aux fils des preux!

Right in my ears again, and shew

The gilliflower blossom’d new.

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

The Sieur Guillaume against me came,

His tabard bore three points of flame

From a red heart: with little blame,

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

Our tough spears crackled up like straw;

He was the first to turn and draw

His sword, that had nor speck nor flaw;

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

But I felt weaker than a maid,

And my brain, dizzied and afraid,

Within my helm a fierce tune play’d,

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

Until I thought of your dear head,

Bow’d to the gilliflower bed,

The yellow flowers stain’d with red;

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

Crash! how the swords met: giroflée!

The fierce tune in my helm would play,

La belle! la belle! jaune giroflée!

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

Once more the great swords met again:

“La belle! la belle!” but who fell then?

Le Sieur Guillaume, who struck down ten;

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

And as with mazed and unarm’d face,

Toward my own crown and the Queen’s place,

They led me at a gentle pace.

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 

I almost saw your quiet head

Bow’d o’er the gilliflower bed,

The yellow flowers stain’d with red.

  Hah! hah! la belle jaune giroflée.
 






  








SHAMEFUL DEATH
 

There were four of us about that bed;

  The mass-priest knelt at the side,

I and his mother stood at the head,

  Over his feet lay the bride;

We were quite sure that he was dead,

  Though his eyes were open wide.
 

He did not die in the night,

  He did not die in the day,

But in the morning twilight

  His spirit pass’d away,

When neither sun nor moon was bright,

  And the trees were merely grey.
 

He was not slain with the sword,

  Knight’s axe, or the knightly spear,

Yet spoke he never a word

  After he came in here;

I cut away the cord

  From the neck of my brother dear.
 

He did not strike one blow,

  For the recreants came behind,

In a place where the hornbeams grow,

  A path right hard to find,

For the hornbeam boughs swing so,

  That the twilight makes it blind.
 

They lighted a great torch then,

  When his arms were pinion’d fast,

Sir John the knight of the Fen,

  Sir Guy of the Dolorous Blast,

With knights threescore and ten,

  Hung brave Lord Hugh at last.
 

I am threescore and ten,

  And my hair is all turn’d grey,

But I met Sir John of the Fen

  Long ago on a summer day,

And am glad to think of the moment when

  I took his life away.
 

I am threescore and ten,

  And my strength is mostly pass’d,

But long ago I and my men,

  When the sky was overcast,

And the smoke roll’d over the reeds of the fen,

  Slew Guy of the Dolorous Blast.
 

And now, knights all of you,

  I pray you pray for Sir Hugh,

A good knight and a true,

  And for Alice, his wife, pray too.
 






  








THE EVE OF CRECY
 

Gold on her head, and gold on her feet,

And gold where the hems of her kirtle meet,

And a golden girdle round my sweet;

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 

Margaret’s maids are fair to see,

Freshly dress’d and pleasantly;

Margaret’s hair falls down to her knee;

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 

If I were rich I would kiss her feet;

I would kiss the place where the gold hems meet,

And the golden girdle round my sweet:

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 

Ah me! I have never touch’d her hand;

When the arriere-ban goes through the land,

Six basnets under my pennon stand;

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 

And many an one grins under his hood:

Sir Lambert du Bois, with all his men good,

Has neither food nor firewood;

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 

If I were rich I would kiss her feet,

And the golden girdle of my sweet,

And thereabouts where the gold hems meet;

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 

Yet even now it is good to think,

While my few poor varlets grumble and drink

In my desolate hall, where the fires sink,

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 

Of Margaret sitting glorious there,

In glory of gold and glory of hair,

And glory of glorious face most fair;

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 

Likewise to-night I make good cheer,

Because this battle draweth near:

For what have I to lose or fear?

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 

For, look you, my horse is good to prance

A right fair measure in this war-dance,

Before the eyes of Philip of France;

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 

And sometime it may hap, perdie,

While my new towers stand up three and three,

And my hall gets painted fair to see,

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 

That folks may say: Times change, by the rood,

For Lambert, banneret of the wood,

Has heaps of food and firewood;

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite;
 

And wonderful eyes, too, under the hood

Of a damsel of right noble blood.

St. Ives, for Lambert of the Wood!

    Ah! qu’elle est belle La Marguerite.
 






  








THE JUDGMENT OF GOD
 

Swerve to the left, son Roger, he said,

  When you catch his eyes through the helmet-slit,

Swerve to the left, then out at his head,

  And the Lord God give you joy of it!
 

The blue owls on my father’s hood

  Were a little dimm’d as I turn’d away;

This giving up of blood for blood

  Will finish here somehow to-day.
 

So, when I walk’d out from the tent,

  Their howling almost blinded me;

Yet for all that I was not bent

  By any shame. Hard by, the sea
 

Made a noise like the aspens where

  We did that wrong, but now the place

Is very pleasant, and the air

  Blows cool on any passer’s face.
 

And all the wrong is gather’d now

  Into the circle of these lists:

Yea, howl out, butchers! tell me how

  His hands were cut off at the wrists;
 

And how Lord Roger bore his face

  A league above his spear-point, high

Above the owls, to that strong place

  Among the waters; yea, yea, cry:
 

What a brave champion we have got!

  Sir Oliver, the flower of all

The Hainault knights! The day being hot,

  He sat beneath a broad white pall,
 

White linen over all his steel;

  What a good knight he look’d! his sword

Laid thwart his knees; he liked to feel

  Its steadfast edge clear as his word.
 

And he look’d solemn; how his love

  Smiled whitely on him, sick with fear!

How all the ladies up above

  Twisted their pretty hands! so near
 

The fighting was: Ellayne! Ellayne!

  They cannot love like you can, who

Would burn your hands off, if that pain

  Could win a kiss; am I not true
 

To you for ever? therefore I

  Do not fear death or anything;

If I should limp home wounded, why,

  While I lay sick you would but sing,
 

And soothe me into quiet sleep.

  If they spat on the recreant knight,

Threw stones at him, and cursed him deep,

  Why then: what then? your hand would light
 

So gently on his drawn-up face,

  And you would kiss him, and in soft

Cool scented clothes would lap him, pace

  The quiet room and weep oft, oft
 

Would turn and smile, and brush his cheek

  With your sweet chin and mouth; and in

The order’d garden you would seek

  The biggest roses: any sin.
 

And these say: No more now my knight,

  Or God’s knight any longer: you,

Being than they so much more white,

  So much more pure and good and true,
 

Will cling to me for ever; there,

  Is not that wrong turn’d right at last

Through all these years, and I wash’d clean?

  Say, yea, Ellayne; the time is past,
 

Since on that Christmas-day last year

  Up to your feet the fire crept,

And the smoke through the brown leaves sere

  Blinded your dear eyes that you wept;
 

Was it not I that caught you then,

  And kiss’d you on the saddle-bow?

Did not the blue owl mark the men

  Whose spears stood like the corn a-row?
 

This Oliver is a right good knight,

  And must needs beat me, as I fear,

Unless I catch him in the fight,

  My father’s crafty way: John, here!
 

Bring up the men from the south gate,

  To help me if I fall or win,

For even if I beat, their hate

  Will grow to more than this mere grin.
 






  








THE LITTLE TOWER
 

Up and away through the drifting rain!

Let us ride to the Little Tower again,
 

Up and away from the council board!

Do on the hauberk, gird on the sword.
 

The king is blind with gnashing his teeth,

Change gilded scabbard to leather sheath:
 

Though our arms are wet with the slanting rain,

This is joy to ride to my love again:
 

I laugh in his face when he bids me yield;

Who knows one field from the other field,
 

For the grey rain driveth all astray?

Which way through the floods, good carle, I pray
 

The left side yet! the left side yet!

Till your hand strikes on the bridge parapet.
 

Yea so: the causeway holdeth good

Under the water? Hard as wood,
 

Right away to the uplands; speed, good knight!

Seven hours yet before the light.
 

Shake the wet off on the upland road;

My tabard has grown a heavy load.
 

What matter? up and down hill after hill;

Dead grey night for five hours still.
 

The hill-road droppeth lower again,

Lower, down to the poplar plain.
 

No furlong farther for us to-night,

The Little Tower draweth in sight;
 

They are ringing the bells, and the torches glare,

Therefore the roofs of wet slate stare.
 

There she stands, and her yellow hair slantingly

Drifts the same way that the rain goes by.
 

Who will be faithful to us to-day,

With little but hard glaive-strokes for pay?
 

The grim king fumes at the council-board:

Three more days, and then the sword;
 

Three more days, and my sword through his head;

And above his white brows, pale and dead,
 

A paper crown on the top of the spire;

And for her the stake and the witches’ fire.
 

Therefore though it be long ere day,

Take axe and pick and spade, I pray.
 

Break the dams down all over the plain:

God send us three more days such rain!
 

Block all the upland roads with trees;

The Little Tower with no great ease
 

Is won, I warrant; bid them bring

Much sheep and oxen, everything
 

The spits are wont to turn with; wine

And wheaten bread, that we may dine
 

In plenty each day of the siege.

Good friends, ye know me no hard liege;
 

My lady is right fair, see ye!

Pray God to keep you frank and free.
 

Love Isabeau, keep goodly cheer;

The Little Tower will stand well here
 

Many a year when we are dead,

And over it our green and red,
 

Barred with the Lady’s golden head,

From mere old age when we are dead.
 






  








THE SAILING OF THE SWORD
 

Across the empty garden-beds,

  When the Sword went out to sea,

I scarcely saw my sisters’ heads

  Bowed each beside a tree.

I could not see the castle leads,

  When the Sword went out to sea,
 

Alicia wore a scarlet gown,

  When the Sword went out to sea,

But Ursula’s was russet brown:

  For the mist we could not see

The scarlet roofs of the good town,

  When the Sword went out to sea.
 

Green holly in Alicia’s hand,

  When the Sword went out to sea;

With sere oak-leaves did Ursula stand;

  O! yet alas for me!

I did but bear a peel’d white wand,

  When the Sword went out to sea.
 

O, russet brown and scarlet bright,

  When the Sword went out to sea,

My sisters wore; I wore but white:

  Red, brown, and white, are three;

Three damozels; each had a knight,

  When the Sword went out to sea.
 

Sir Robert shouted loud, and said:

  When the Sword went out to sea,

Alicia, while I see thy head,

  What shall I bring for thee?

O, my sweet Lord, a ruby red:

  The Sword went out to sea.
 

Sir Miles said, while the sails hung down,

  When the Sword went out to sea,

O, Ursula! while I see the town,

  What shall I bring for thee?

Dear knight, bring back a falcon brown:

  The Sword went out to sea.
 

But my Roland, no word he said

  When the Sword went out to sea,

But only turn’d away his head;

  A quick shriek came from me:

Come back, dear lord, to your white maid.

  The Sword went out to sea.
 

The hot sun bit the garden-beds

  When the Sword came back from sea;

Beneath an apple-tree our heads

  Stretched out toward the sea;

Grey gleam’d the thirsty castle-leads,

  When the Sword came back from sea.
 

Lord Robert brought a ruby red,

  When the Sword came back from sea;

He kissed Alicia on the head:

  I am come back to thee;

’Tis time, sweet love, that we were wed,

  Now the Sword is back from sea!
 

Sir Miles he bore a falcon brown,

  When the Sword came back from sea;

His arms went round tall Ursula’s gown:

  What joy, O love, but thee?

Let us be wed in the good town,

  Now the Sword is back from sea!
 

My heart grew sick, no more afraid,

  When the Sword came back from sea;

Upon the deck a tall white maid

  Sat on Lord Roland’s knee;

His chin was press’d upon her head,

  When the Sword came back from sea!
 






  








SPELL-BOUND
 

How weary is it none can tell,

  How dismally the days go by!

I hear the tinkling of the bell,

  I see the cross against the sky.
 

The year wears round to Autumn-tide,

  Yet comes no reaper to the corn;

The golden land is like a bride

  When first she knows herself forlorn;
 

She sits and weeps with all her hair

  Laid downward over tender hands;

For stainèd silk she hath no care,

  No care for broken ivory wands;
 

The silver cups beside her stand;

  The golden stars on the blue roof

Yet glitter, though against her hand

  His cold sword presses for a proof
 

He is not dead, but gone away.

  How many hours did she wait

For me, I wonder? Till the day

  Had faded wholly, and the gate
 

Clanged to behind returning knights?

  I wonder did she raise her head

And go away, fleeing the lights;

  And lay the samite on her bed,
 

The wedding samite strewn with pearls:

  Then sit with hands laid on her knees,

Shuddering at half-heard sound of girls

  That chatter outside in the breeze?
 

I wonder did her poor heart throb

  At distant tramp of coming knight?

How often did the choking sob

  Raise up her head and lips? The light,
 

Did it come on her unawares,

  And drag her sternly down before

People who loved her not? in prayers

  Did she say one name and no more?
 

And once, all songs they ever sung,

  All tales they ever told to me,

This only burden through them rung:

  O golden love that waitest me!
 

The days pass on, pass on apace,

  Sometimes I have a little rest

In fairest dreams, when on thy face

  My lips lie, or thy hands are prest
 

About my forehead, and thy lips

  Draw near and nearer to mine own;

But when the vision from me slips,

  In colourless dawn I lie and moan,
 

And wander forth with fever’d blood,

  That makes me start at little things,

The blackbird screaming from the wood,

  The sudden whirr of pheasants’ wings.
 

O dearest, scarcely seen by me!

  But when that wild time had gone by,

And in these arms I folded thee,

  Who ever thought those days could die?
 

Yet now I wait, and you wait too,

  For what perchance may never come;

You think I have forgotten you,

  That I grew tired and went home.
 

But what if some day as I stood

  Against the wall with strainèd hands,

And turn’d my face toward the wood,

  Away from all the golden lands;
 

And saw you come with tired feet,

  And pale face thin and wan with care,

And stainèd raiment no more neat,

  The white dust lying on your hair:
 

Then I should say, I could not come;

  This land was my wide prison, dear;

I could not choose but go; at home

  There is a wizard whom I fear:
 

He bound me round with silken chains

  I could not break; he set me here

Above the golden-waving plains,

  Where never reaper cometh near.
 

And you have brought me my good sword,

  Wherewith in happy days of old

I won you well from knight and lord;

  My heart upswells and I grow bold.
 

But I shall die unless you stand,

  Half lying now, you are so weak,

Within my arms, unless your hand

  Pass to and fro across my cheek.
 






  








THE WIND
 

Ah! no, no, it is nothing, surely nothing at all,

Only the wild-going wind round by the garden-wall,

For the dawn just now is breaking, the wind beginning to fall.
 

    Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?

    Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,

    Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
 

So I will sit, and think and think of the days gone by,

Never moving my chair for fear the dogs should cry,

Making no noise at all while the flambeau burns awry.
 

For my chair is heavy and carved, and with sweeping green behind

It is hung, and the dragons thereon grin out in the gusts of the wind;

On its folds an orange lies, with a deep gash cut in the rind.
 

    Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?

    Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,

    still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
 

If I move my chair it will scream, and the orange will roll out afar,

And the faint yellow juice ooze out like blood from a wizard’s jar;

And the dogs will howl for those who went last month to the war.
 

    Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?

    Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,

    Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
 

So I will sit and think of love that is over and past,

O, so long ago! Yes, I will be quiet at last:

Whether I like it or not, a grim half-slumber is cast
 

Over my worn old brains, that touches the roots of my heart,

And above my half-shut eyes, the blue roof ‘gins to part,

And show the blue spring sky, till I am ready to start
 

From out of the green-hung chair; but something keeps me still,

And I fall in a dream that I walk’d with her on the side of a hill,

Dotted, for was it not spring? with tufts of the daffodil.
 

    Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?

    Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,

    Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
 

And Margaret as she walk’d held a painted book in her hand;

Her finger kept the place; I caught her, we both did stand

Face to face, on the top of the highest hill in the land.
 

    Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?

    Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,

    Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
 

I held to her long bare arms, but she shudder’d away from me,

While the flush went out of her face as her head fell back on a tree,

And a spasm caught her mouth, fearful for me to see;
 

And still I held to her arms till her shoulder touched my mail,

Weeping she totter’d forward, so glad that I should prevail,

And her hair went over my robe, like a gold flag over a sail.
 

    Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?

    Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,

    Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
 

I kiss’d her hard by the ear, and she kiss’d me on the brow,

And then lay down on the grass, where the mark on the moss is now,

And spread her arms out wide while I went down below.
 

    Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?

    Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,

    Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
 

And then I walk’d for a space to and fro on the side of the hill,

Till I gather’d and held in my arms great sheaves of the daffodil,

And when I came again my Margaret lay there still.
 

I piled them high and high above her heaving breast,

How they were caught and held in her loose ungirded vest!

But one beneath her arm died, happy so to be prest!
 

    Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?

    Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,

    Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
 

Again I turn’d my back and went away for an hour;

She said no word when I came again, so, flower by flower,

I counted the daffodils over, and cast them languidly lower.
 

    Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?

    Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,

    Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
 

My dry hands shook and shook as the green gown show’d again,

Clear’d from the yellow flowers, and I grew hollow with pain,

And on to us both there fell from the sun-shower drops of rain.
 

    Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?

    Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,

    Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
 

Alas! alas! there was blood on the very quiet breast,

Blood lay in the many folds of the loose ungirded vest,

Blood lay upon her arm where the flower had been prest.
 

I shriek’d and leapt from my chair, and the orange roll’d out afar,

The faint yellow juice oozed out like blood from a wizard’s jar;

And then in march’d the ghosts of those that had gone to the war.
 

I knew them by the arms that I was used to paint

Upon their long thin shields; but the colours were all grown faint,

And faint upon their banner was Olaf, king and saint.
 

    Wind, wind! thou art sad, art thou kind?

    Wind, wind, unhappy! thou art blind,

    Yet still thou wanderest the lily-seed to find.
 






  








THE BLUE CLOSET
 

          THE DAMOZELS.
 

    Lady Alice, lady Louise,

    Between the wash of the tumbling seas

    We are ready to sing, if so ye please;

    So lay your long hands on the keys;

                  Sing, Laudate pueri.
 

  And ever the great bell overhead

  Boom’d in the wind a knell for the dead,

  Though no one toll’d it, a knell for the dead.
 

          LADY LOUISE.
 

  Sister, let the measure swell

  Not too loud; for you sing not well

  If you drown the faint boom of the bell;

                  He is weary, so am I.
 

  And ever the chevron overhead

  Flapped on the banner of the dead;

  (Was he asleep, or was he dead?)
 

          LADY ALICE.
 

  Alice the Queen, and Louise the Queen,

  Two damozels wearing purple and green,

  Four lone ladies dwelling here

  From day to day and year to year;

  And there is none to let us go;

  To break the locks of the doors below,

  Or shovel away the heaped-up snow;

  And when we die no man will know

  That we are dead; but they give us leave,

  Once every year on Christmas-eve,

  To sing in the Closet Blue one song;

  And we should be so long, so long,

  If we dared, in singing; for dream on dream,

  They float on in a happy stream;

  Float from the gold strings, float from the keys,

  Float from the open’d lips of Louise;

  But, alas! the sea-salt oozes through

  The chinks of the tiles of the Closet Blue;

  And ever the great bell overhead

  Booms in the wind a knell for the dead,

  The wind plays on it a knell for the dead.
 

          They sing all together.
 

How long ago was it, how long ago,

He came to this tower with hands full of snow?
 

Kneel down, O love Louise, kneel down! he said,

And sprinkled the dusty snow over my head.
 

He watch’d the snow melting, it ran through my hair,

Ran over my shoulders, white shoulders and bare.
 

I cannot weep for thee, poor love Louise,

For my tears are all hidden deep under the seas;
 

In a gold and blue casket she keeps all my tears,

But my eyes are no longer blue, as in old years;
 

Yea, they grow grey with time, grow small and dry,

I am so feeble now, would I might die.
 

  And in truth the great bell overhead

  Left off his pealing for the dead,

  Perchance, because the wind was dead.
 

Will he come back again, or is he dead?

O! is he sleeping, my scarf round his head?
 

Or did they strangle him as he lay there,

With the long scarlet scarf I used to wear?
 

Only I pray thee, Lord, let him come here!

Both his soul and his body to me are most dear.
 

Dear Lord, that loves me, I wait to receive

Either body or spirit this wild Christmas-eve.
 

  Through the floor shot up a lily red,

  With a patch of earth from the land of the dead,

  For he was strong in the land of the dead.
 

    What matter that his cheeks were pale,

      His kind kiss’d lips all grey?

    O, love Louise, have you waited long?

      O, my lord Arthur, yea.
 

    What if his hair that brush’d her cheek

      Was stiff with frozen rime?

    His eyes were grown quite blue again,

      As in the happy time.
 

    O, love Louise, this is the key

      Of the happy golden land!

    O, sisters, cross the bridge with me,

      My eyes are full of sand.

    What matter that I cannot see,

      If ye take me by the hand?
 

  And ever the great bell overhead,

  And the tumbling seas mourned for the dead;

  For their song ceased, and they were dead.
 






  








THE TUNE OF SEVEN TOWERS
 

  No one goes there now:

    For what is left to fetch away

  From the desolate battlements all arow,

    And the lead roof heavy and grey?

Therefore, said fair Yoland of the flowers,

This is the tune of Seven Towers.
 

  No one walks there now;

    Except in the white moonlight

  The white ghosts walk in a row;

    If one could see it, an awful sight,

Listen! said fair Yoland of the flowers,

This is the tune of Seven Towers.
 

  But none can see them now,

    Though they sit by the side of the moat,

  Feet half in the water, there in a row,

    Long hair in the wind afloat.

Therefore, said fair Yoland of the flowers,

This is the tune of Seven Towers.
 

  If any will go to it now,

    He must go to it all alone,

  Its gates will not open to any row

    Of glittering spears: will you go alone?

Listen! said fair Yoland of the flowers,

This is the tune of Seven Towers.
 

  By my love go there now,

    To fetch me my coif away,

  My coif and my kirtle, with pearls arow,

    Oliver, go to-day!

Therefore, said fair Yoland of the flowers,

This is the tune of Seven Towers.
 

  I am unhappy now,

    I cannot tell you why;

  If you go, the priests and I in a row

    Will pray that you may not die.

Listen! said fair Yoland of the flowers,

This is the tune of Seven Towers.
 

  If you will go for me now,

    I will kiss your mouth at last;

           [She sayeth inwardly.]

  (The graves stand grey in a row.)

    Oliver, hold me fast!

Therefore, said fair Yoland of the flowers,

This is the tune of Seven Towers.
 






  








GOLDEN WINGS
 

Midways of a wallèd garden,

  In the happy poplar land,

  Did an ancient castle stand,

With an old knight for a warden.
 

Many scarlet bricks there were

  In its walls, and old grey stone;

  Over which red apples shone

At the right time of the year.
 

On the bricks the green moss grew.

  Yellow lichen on the stone,

  Over which red apples shone;

Little war that castle knew.
 

Deep green water fill’d the moat,

  Each side had a red-brick lip,

  Green and mossy with the drip

Of dew and rain; there was a boat
 

Of carven wood, with hangings green

  About the stern; it was great bliss

  For lovers to sit there and kiss

In the hot summer noons, not seen.
 

Across the moat the fresh west wind

  In very little ripples went;

  The way the heavy aspens bent

Towards it, was a thing to mind.
 

The painted drawbridge over it

  Went up and down with gilded chains,

  ’Twas pleasant in the summer rains

Within the bridge-house there to sit.
 

There were five swans that ne’er did eat

  The water-weeds, for ladies came

  Each day, and young knights did the same,

And gave them cakes and bread for meat.
 

They had a house of painted wood,

  A red roof gold-spiked over it,

  Wherein upon their eggs to sit

Week after week; no drop of blood,
 

Drawn from men’s bodies by sword-blows,

  Came ever there, or any tear;

  Most certainly from year to year

’Twas pleasant as a Provence rose.
 

The banners seem’d quite full of ease,

  That over the turret-roofs hung down;

  The battlements could get no frown

From the flower-moulded cornices.
 

Who walked in that garden there?

  Miles and Giles and Isabeau,

  Tall Jehane du Castel beau,

Alice of the golden hair,
 

Big Sir Gervaise, the good knight,

  Fair Ellayne le Violet,

  Mary, Constance fille de fay,

Many dames with footfall light.
 

Whosoever wander’d there,

  Whether it be dame or knight,

  Half of scarlet, half of white

Their raiment was; of roses fair
 

Each wore a garland on the head,

  At Ladies’ Gard the way was so:

  Fair Jehane du Castel beau

Wore her wreath till it was dead.
 

Little joy she had of it,

  Of the raiment white and red,

  Or the garland on her head,

She had none with whom to sit
 

In the carven boat at noon;

  None the more did Jehane weep,

  She would only stand and keep

Saying: He will be here soon!
 

Many times in the long day

  Miles and Giles and Gervaise passed,

  Holding each some white hand fast,

Every time they heard her say:
 

Summer cometh to an end,

  Undern cometh after noon;

  Golden wings will be here soon,

What if I some token send?
 

Wherefore that night within the hall,

  With open mouth and open eyes,

  Like some one listening with surprise,

She sat before the sight of all.
 

Stoop’d down a little she sat there,

  With neck stretch’d out and chin thrown up,

  One hand around a golden cup;

And strangely with her fingers fair
 

She beat some tune upon the gold;

  The minstrels in the gallery

  Sung: Arthur, who will never die,

In Avallon he groweth old.
 

And when the song was ended, she

  Rose and caught up her gown and ran;

  None stopp’d her eager face and wan

Of all that pleasant company.
 

Right so within her own chamber

  Upon her bed she sat; and drew

  Her breath in quick gasps; till she knew

That no man follow’d after her.
 

She took the garland from her head,

  Loosed all her hair, and let it lie

  Upon the coverlet; thereby

She laid the gown of white and red;
 

And she took off her scarlet shoon,

  And bared her feet; still more and more

  Her sweet face redden’d; evermore

She murmur’d: He will be here soon;
 

Truly he cannot fail to know

  My tender body waits him here;

  And if he knows, I have no fear

For poor Jehane du Castel beau.
 

She took a sword within her hand,

  Whose hilts were silver, and she sung

  Somehow like this, wild words that rung

A long way over the moonlit land:
 

  Gold wings across the sea!

  Grey light from tree to tree,

  Gold hair beside my knee,

  I pray thee come to me,

  Gold wings!
 

              The water slips,

    The red-bill’d moorhen dips.

  Sweet kisses on red lips;

  Alas! the red rust grips,

  And the blood-red dagger rips,

  Yet, O knight, come to me!
 

  Are not my blue eyes sweet?

  The west wind from the wheat

  Blows cold across my feet;

  Is it not time to meet

  Gold wings across the sea?
 

  White swans on the green moat,

  Small feathers left afloat

  By the blue-painted boat;

  Swift running of the stoat,

  Sweet gurgling note by note

  Of sweet music.
 

                  O gold wings,

  Listen how gold hair sings,

  And the Ladies Castle rings,

  Gold wings across the sea.
 

  I sit on a purple bed,

  Outside, the wall is red,

  Thereby the apple hangs,

  And the wasp, caught by the fangs,
 

  Dies in the autumn night,

  And the bat flits till light,

  And the love-crazèd knight
 

  Kisses the long wet grass:

  The weary days pass,

  Gold wings across the sea.
 

  Gold wings across the sea!

  Moonlight from tree to tree,

  Sweet hair laid on my knee,

  O, sweet knight, come to me.
 

  Gold wings, the short night slips,

  The white swan’s long neck drips,

  I pray thee kiss my lips,

  Gold wings across the sea!
 

No answer through the moonlit night;

  No answer in the cold grey dawn;

  No answer when the shaven lawn

Grew green, and all the roses bright.
 

Her tired feet look’d cold and thin,

  Her lips were twitch’d, and wretched tears,

  Some, as she lay, roll’d past her ears,

Some fell from off her quivering chin.
 

Her long throat, stretched to its full length,

  Rose up and fell right brokenly;

  As though the unhappy heart was nigh

Striving to break with all its strength.
 

And when she slipp’d from off the bed,

  Her cramp’d feet would not hold her; she

  Sank down and crept on hand and knee,

On the window-sill she laid her head.
 

There, with crooked arm upon the sill,

  She look’d out, muttering dismally:

  There is no sail upon the sea,

No pennon on the empty hill.
 

I cannot stay here all alone,

  Or meet their happy faces here,

  And wretchedly I have no fear;

A little while, and I am gone.
 

Therewith she rose upon her feet,

  And totter’d; cold and misery

  Still made the deep sobs come, till she

At last stretch’d out her fingers sweet,
 

And caught the great sword in her hand;

  And, stealing down the silent stair,

  Barefooted in the morning air.

And only in her smock, did stand
 

Upright upon the green lawn grass;

  And hope grew in her as she said:

  I have thrown off the white and red,

And pray God it may come to pass
 

I meet him; if ten years go by

  Before I meet him; if, indeed,

  Meanwhile both soul and body bleed,

Yet there is end of misery,
 

And I have hope. He could not come,

  But I can go to him and show

  These new things I have got to know,

And make him speak, who has been dumb.
 

O Jehane! the red morning sun

  Changed her white feet to glowing gold,

  Upon her smock, on crease and fold,

Changed that to gold which had been dun.
 

O Miles, and Giles, and Isabeau,

  Fair Ellayne le Violet,

  Mary, Constance fille de fay!

Where is Jehane du Castel beau?
 

O big Gervaise ride apace!

  Down to the hard yellow sand,

  Where the water meets the land.

This is Jehane by her face.
 

Why has she a broken sword?

  Mary! she is slain outright;

  Verily a piteous sight;

Take her up without a word!
 

Giles and Miles and Gervaise there,

  Ladies’ Gard must meet the war;

  Whatsoever knights these are,

Man the walls withouten fear!
 

Axes to the apple-trees,

  Axes to the aspens tall!

  Barriers without the wall

May be lightly made of these.
 

O poor shivering Isabeau;

  Poor Ellayne le Violet,

  Bent with fear! we miss to-day

Brave Jehane du Castel beau.
 

O poor Mary, weeping so!

  Wretched Constance fille de fay!

  Verily we miss to-day

Fair Jehane du Castel beau.
 

The apples now grow green and sour

  Upon the mouldering castle-wall,

  Before they ripen there they fall:

There are no banners on the tower,
 

The draggled swans most eagerly eat

  The green weeds trailing in the moat;

  Inside the rotting leaky boat

You see a slain man’s stiffen’d feet.
 






  








THE HAYSTACK IN THE FLOODS
 

Had she come all the way for this,

To part at last without a kiss?

Yea, had she borne the dirt and rain

That her own eyes might see him slain

Beside the haystack in the floods?
 

Along the dripping leafless woods,

The stirrup touching either shoe,

She rode astride as troopers do;

With kirtle kilted to her knee,

To which the mud splash’d wretchedly;

And the wet dripp’d from every tree

Upon her head and heavy hair,

And on her eyelids broad and fair;

The tears and rain ran down her face.

By fits and starts they rode apace,

And very often was his place

Far off from her; he had to ride

Ahead, to see what might betide

When the roads cross’d; and sometimes, when

There rose a murmuring from his men,

Had to turn back with promises.

Ah me! she had but little ease;

And often for pure doubt and dread

She sobb’d, made giddy in the head

By the swift riding; while, for cold,

Her slender fingers scarce could hold

The wet reins; yea, and scarcely, too,

She felt the foot within her shoe

Against the stirrup: all for this,

To part at last without a kiss

Beside the haystack in the floods.
 

For when they near’d that old soak’d hay,

They saw across the only way

That Judas, Godmar, and the three

Red running lions dismally

Grinn’d from his pennon, under which

In one straight line along the ditch,

They counted thirty heads.
 

                            So then,

While Robert turn’d round to his men,

She saw at once the wretched end,

And, stooping down, tried hard to rend

Her coif the wrong way from her head,

And hid her eyes; while Robert said:

Nay, love, ’tis scarcely two to one,

At Poictiers where we made them run

So fast: why, sweet my love, good cheer,

The Gascon frontier is so near,

Nought after this.
 

                    But: O! she said,

My God! my God! I have to tread

The long way back without you; then

The court at Paris; those six men;

The gratings of the Chatelet;

The swift Seine on some rainy day

Like this, and people standing by,

And laughing, while my weak hands try

To recollect how strong men swim.

All this, or else a life with him,

For which I should be damned at last,

Would God that this next hour were past!
 

He answer’d not, but cried his cry,

St. George for Marny! cheerily;

And laid his hand upon her rein.

Alas! no man of all his train

Gave back that cheery cry again;

And, while for rage his thumb beat fast

Upon his sword-hilt, some one cast

About his neck a kerchief long,

And bound him.
 

                Then they went along

To Godmar; who said: Now, Jehane,

Your lover’s life is on the wane

So fast, that, if this very hour

You yield not as my paramour,

He will not see the rain leave off:

Nay, keep your tongue from gibe and scoff

Sir Robert, or I slay you now.
 

She laid her hand upon her brow,

Then gazed upon the palm, as though

She thought her forehead bled, and: No!

She said, and turn’d her head away,

As there were nothing else to say,

And everything were settled: red

Grew Godmar’s face from chin to head:

Jehane, on yonder hill there stands

My castle, guarding well my lands;

What hinders me from taking you,

And doing that I list to do

To your fair wilful body, while

Your knight lies dead?
 

                        A wicked smile

Wrinkled her face, her lips grew thin,

A long way out she thrust her chin:

You know that I should strangle you

While you were sleeping; or bite through

Your throat, by God’s help: ah! she said,

Lord Jesus, pity your poor maid!

For in such wise they hem me in,

I cannot choose but sin and sin,

Whatever happens: yet I think

They could not make me eat or drink,

And so should I just reach my rest.

Nay, if you do not my behest,

O Jehane! though I love you well,

Said Godmar, would I fail to tell

All that I know? Foul lies, she said.

Eh? lies, my Jehane? by God’s head,

At Paris folks would deem them true!

Do you know, Jehane, they cry for you:

Jehane the brown! Jehane the brown!

Give us Jehane to burn or drown!

Eh! gag me Robert! Sweet my friend,

This were indeed a piteous end

For those long fingers, and long feet,

And long neck, and smooth shoulders sweet;

An end that few men would forget

That saw it. So, an hour yet:

Consider, Jehane, which to take

Of life or death!
 

                  So, scarce awake,

Dismounting, did she leave that place,

And totter some yards: with her face

Turn’d upward to the sky she lay,

Her head on a wet heap of hay,

And fell asleep: and while she slept,

And did not dream, the minutes crept

Round to the twelve again; but she,

Being waked at last, sigh’d quietly,

And strangely childlike came, and said:

I will not. Straightway Godmar’s head,

As though it hung on strong wires, turn’d

Most sharply round, and his face burn’d.
 

For Robert, both his eyes were dry,

He could not weep, but gloomily

He seem’d to watch the rain; yea, too,

His lips were firm; he tried once more

To touch her lips; she reached out, sore

And vain desire so tortured them,

The poor grey lips, and now the hem

Of his sleeve brush’d them.
 

                            With a start

Up Godmar rose, thrust them apart;

From Robert’s throat he loosed the bands

Of silk and mail; with empty hands

Held out, she stood and gazed, and saw,

The long bright blade without a flaw

Glide out from Godmar’s sheath, his hand

In Robert’s hair; she saw him bend

Back Robert’s head; she saw him send

The thin steel down; the blow told well,

Right backward the knight Robert fell,

And moaned as dogs do, being half dead,

Unwitting, as I deem: so then

Godmar turn’d grinning to his men,

Who ran, some five or six, and beat

His head to pieces at their feet.
 

Then Godmar turn’d again and said:

So, Jehane, the first fitte is read!

Take note, my lady, that your way

Lies backward to the Chatelet!

She shook her head and gazed awhile

At her cold hands with a rueful smile,

As though this thing had made her mad.
 

This was the parting that they had

Beside the haystack in the floods.
 






  








TWO RED ROSES ACROSS THE MOON
 

There was a lady lived in a hall,

Large of her eyes, and slim and tall;

And ever she sung from noon to noon,

Two red roses across the moon.
 

There was a knight came riding by

In early spring, when the roads were dry;

And he heard that lady sing at the noon,

Two red roses across the moon.
 

Yet none the more he stopp’d at all,

But he rode a-gallop past the hall;

And left that lady singing at noon,

Two red roses across the moon.
 

Because, forsooth, the battle was set,

And the scarlet and blue had got to be met,

He rode on the spur till the next warm noon:

Two red roses across the moon.
 

But the battle was scatter’d from hill to hill,

From the windmill to the watermill;

And he said to himself, as it near’d the noon,

Two red roses across the moon.
 

You scarce could see for the scarlet and blue,

A golden helm or a golden shoe:

So he cried, as the fight grew thick at the noon,

Two red roses across the moon!
 

Verily then the gold bore through

The huddled spears of the scarlet and blue;

And they cried, as they cut them down at the noon,

Two red roses across the moon!
 

I trow he stopp’d when he rode again

By the hall, though draggled sore with the rain;

And his lips were pinch’d to kiss at the noon

Two red roses across the moon.
 

Under the may she stoop’d to the crown,

All was gold, there was nothing of brown;

And the horns blew up in the hall at noon,

Two red roses across the moon.
 






  








WELLAND RIVER
 

Fair Ellayne she walk’d by Welland river,

  Across the lily lee:

O, gentle Sir Robert, ye are not kind

  To stay so long at sea.
 

Over the marshland none can see

  Your scarlet pennon fair;

O, leave the Easterlings alone,

  Because of my golden hair.
 

The day when over Stamford bridge

  That dear pennon I see

Go up toward the goodly street,

  ‘Twill be a fair day for me.
 

O, let the bonny pennon bide

  At Stamford, the good town,

And let the Easterlings go free,

  And their ships go up and down.
 

For every day that passes by

  I wax both pale and green,

From gold to gold of my girdle

  There is an inch between.
 

I sew’d it up with scarlet silk

  Last night upon my knee,

And my heart grew sad and sore to think

  Thy face I’d never see.
 

I sew’d it up with scarlet silk,

  As I lay upon my bed:

Sorrow! the man I’ll never see

  That had my maidenhead.
 

But as Ellayne sat on her window-seat

  And comb’d her yellow hair,

She saw come over Stamford bridge

  The scarlet pennon fair.
 

As Ellayne lay and sicken’d sore,

  The gold shoes on her feet,

She saw Sir Robert and his men

  Ride up the Stamford street.
 

He had a coat of fine red gold,

  And a bascinet of steel;

Take note his goodly Collayne sword

  Smote the spur upon his heel.
 

And by his side, on a grey jennet,

  There rode a fair lady,

For every ruby Ellayne wore,

  I count she carried three.
 

Say, was not Ellayne’s gold hair fine,

  That fell to her middle free?

But that lady’s hair down in the street,

  Fell lower than her knee.
 

Fair Ellayne’s face, from sorrow and grief,

  Was waxen pale and green:

That lady’s face was goodly red,

  She had but little tene.
 

But as he pass’d by her window

  He grew a little wroth:

O, why does yon pale face look at me

  From out the golden cloth?
 

It is some burd, the fair dame said,

  That aye rode him beside,

Has come to see your bonny face

  This merry summer-tide.
 

But Ellayne let a lily-flower

  Light on his cap of steel:

O, I have gotten two hounds, fair knight,

  The one has served me well;
 

But the other, just an hour agone,

  Has come from over sea,

And all his fell is sleek and fine,

  But little he knows of me.
 

Now, which shall I let go, fair knight,

  And which shall bide with me?

O, lady, have no doubt to keep

  The one that best loveth thee.
 

O, Robert, see how sick I am!

  Ye do not so by me.

Lie still, fair love, have ye gotten harm

  While I was on the sea?
 

Of one gift, Robert, that ye gave,

  I sicken to the death,

I pray you nurse-tend me, my knight,

  Whiles that I have my breath.
 

Six fathoms from the Stamford bridge

  He left that dame to stand,

And whiles she wept, and whiles she cursed

  That she ever had taken land.
 

He has kiss’d sweet Ellayne on the mouth,

  And fair she fell asleep,

And long and long days after that

  Sir Robert’s house she did keep.
 






  








RIDING TOGETHER
 

For many, many days together

  The wind blew steady from the East;

For many days hot grew the weather,

  About the time of our Lady’s Feast.
 

For many days we rode together,

  Yet met we neither friend nor foe;

Hotter and clearer grew the weather,

  Steadily did the East wind blow.
 

We saw the trees in the hot, bright weather,

  Clear-cut, with shadows very black,

As freely we rode on together

  With helms unlaced and bridles slack.
 

And often as we rode together,

  We, looking down the green-bank’d stream,

Saw flowers in the sunny weather,

  And saw the bubble-making bream.
 

And in the night lay down together,

  And hung above our heads the rood,

Or watch’d night-long in the dewy weather,

  The while the moon did watch the wood.
 

Our spears stood bright and thick together,

  Straight out the banners stream’d behind,

As we gallop’d on in the sunny weather,

  With faces turn’d towards the wind.
 

Down sank our threescore spears together,

  As thick we saw the pagans ride;

His eager face in the clear fresh weather,

  Shone out that last time by my side.
 

Up the sweep of the bridge we dash’d together,

  It rock’d to the crash of the meeting spears,

Down rain’d the buds of the dear spring weather,

  The elm-tree flowers fell like tears.
 

There, as we roll’d and writhed together,

  I threw my arms above my head,

For close by my side, in the lovely weather,

  I saw him reel and fall back dead.
 

I and the slayer met together,

  He waited the death-stroke there in his place,

With thoughts of death, in the lovely weather,

  Gapingly mazed at my madden’d face.
 

Madly I fought as we fought together;

  In vain: the little Christian band

The pagans drown’d, as in stormy weather,

  The river drowns low-lying land.
 

They bound my blood-stain’d hands together,

  They bound his corpse to nod by my side:

Then on we rode, in the bright March weather,

  With clash of cymbals did we ride.
 

We ride no more, no more together;

  My prison-bars are thick and strong,

I take no heed of any weather,

  The sweet Saints grant I live not long.
 






  








FATHER JOHN’S WAR-SONG
 

          THE REAPERS.
 

So many reapers, Father John,

So many reapers and no little son,

To meet you when the day is done,

With little stiff legs to waddle and run?

Pray you beg, borrow, or steal one son.

Hurrah for the corn-sheaves of Father John!
 

          FATHER JOHN.
 

O maiden Mary, be wary, be wary!

And go not down to the river,

Lest the kingfisher, your evil wisher,

Lure you down to the river,

Lest your white feet grow muddy,

Your red hair too ruddy

With the river-mud so red;

But when you are wed

Go down to the river.

O maiden Mary, be very wary,

And dwell among the corn!

See, this dame Alice, maiden Mary,

Her hair is thin and white,

But she is a housewife good and wary,

And a great steel key hangs bright

From her gown, as red as the flowers in corn;

She is good and old like the autumn corn.
 

          MAIDEN MARY.
 

This is knight Roland, Father John,

Stark in his arms from a field half-won;

Ask him if he has seen your son:

Roland, lay your sword on the corn,

The piled-up sheaves of the golden corn.
 

          KNIGHT ROLAND.
 

Why does she kiss me, Father John?

She is my true love truly won!

Under my helm is room for one,

But the molten lead-streams trickle and run

From my roof-tree, burning under the sun;

No corn to burn, we had eaten the corn,

There was no waste of the golden corn.
 

          FATHER JOHN.
 

Ho, you reapers, away from the corn,

To march with the banner of Father John!
 

          THE REAPERS.
 

We will win a house for Roland his son,

And for maiden Mary with hair like corn,

As red as the reddest of golden corn.
 

          OMNES.
 

Father John, you have got a son,

Seven feet high when his helm is on

Pennon of Roland, banner of John,

Star of Mary, march well on.
 






  








SIR GILES’ WAR-SONG
 

  Ho! is there any will ride with me,

      Sir Giles, le bon des barrières?
 

The clink of arms is good to hear,

The flap of pennons fair to see;

  Ho! is there any will ride with me,

      Sir Giles, le bon des barrières?
 

The leopards and lilies are fair to see;

St. George Guienne! right good to hear:

  Ho! is there any will ride with me,

      Sir Giles, le bon des barrières?
 

I stood by the barrier,

My coat being blazon’d fair to see;

  Ho! is there any will ride with me,

      Sir Giles, le bon des barrières?
 

Clisson put out his head to see,

And lifted his basnet up to hear;

  I pull’d him through the bars to ME,

      Sir Giles; le bon des barrières.
 






  








NEAR AVALON
 

A ship with shields before the sun,

Six maidens round the mast,

A red-gold crown on every one,

A green gown on the last.
 

The fluttering green banners there

Are wrought with ladies’ heads most fair,

And a portraiture of Guenevere

The middle of each sail doth bear.
 

A ship which sails before the wind,

And round the helm six knights,

Their heaumes are on, whereby, half blind,

They pass by many sights.
 

The tatter’d scarlet banners there,

Right soon will leave the spear-heads bare.

Those six knights sorrowfully bear,

In all their heaumes some yellow hair.
 






  








PRAISE OF MY LADY
 

My lady seems of ivory

Forehead, straight nose, and cheeks that be

Hollow’d a little mournfully.

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Her forehead, overshadow’d much

By bows of hair, has a wave such

As God was good to make for me.

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Not greatly long my lady’s hair,

Nor yet with yellow colour fair,

But thick and crispèd wonderfully:

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Heavy to make the pale face sad,

And dark, but dead as though it had

Been forged by God most wonderfully

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Of some strange metal, thread by thread,

To stand out from my lady’s head,

Not moving much to tangle me.

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Beneath her brows the lids fall slow.

The lashes a clear shadow throw

Where I would wish my lips to be.

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Her great eyes, standing far apart,

Draw up some memory from her heart,

And gaze out very mournfully;

              Beata mea Domina!
 

So beautiful and kind they are,

But most times looking out afar,

Waiting for something, not for me.

              Beata mea Domina!
 

I wonder if the lashes long

Are those that do her bright eyes wrong,

For always half tears seem to be

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Lurking below the underlid,

Darkening the place where they lie hid:

If they should rise and flow for me!

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Her full lips being made to kiss,

Curl’d up and pensive each one is;

This makes me faint to stand and see.

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Her lips are not contented now,

Because the hours pass so slow

Towards a sweet time: (pray for me),

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Nay, hold thy peace! for who can tell?

But this at least I know full well,

Her lips are parted longingly,

              Beata mea Domina!
 

So passionate and swift to move,

To pluck at any flying love,

That I grow faint to stand and see.

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Yea! there beneath them is her chin,

So fine and round, it were a sin

To feel no weaker when I see

              Beata mea Domina!
 

God’s dealings; for with so much care

And troublous, faint lines wrought in there,

He finishes her face for me.

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Of her long neck what shall I say?

What things about her body’s sway,

Like a knight’s pennon or slim tree

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Set gently waving in the wind;

Or her long hands that I may find

On some day sweet to move o’er me?

              Beata mea Domina!
 

God pity me though, if I miss’d

The telling, how along her wrist

The veins creep, dying languidly

              Beata mea Domina!
 

Inside her tender palm and thin.

Now give me pardon, dear, wherein

My voice is weak and vexes thee.

              Beata mea Domina!
 

All men that see her any time,

I charge you straightly in this rhyme,

What, and wherever you may be,

              Beata mea Domina!
 

To kneel before her; as for me,

I choke and grow quite faint to see

My lady moving graciously.

              Beata mea Domina!
 






  








SUMMER DAWN
 

Pray but one prayer for me ‘twixt thy closed lips;

  Think but one thought of me up in the stars.

The summer night waneth, the morning light slips,

  Faint and grey ‘twixt the leaves of the aspen, betwixt the

            cloud-bars,

That are patiently waiting there for the dawn:

  Patient and colourless, though Heaven’s gold

Waits to float through them along with the sun.

Far out in the meadows, above the young corn,

  The heavy elms wait, and restless and cold

The uneasy wind rises; the roses are dun;

They pray the long gloom through for daylight new born,

Round the lone house in the midst of the corn.

  Speak but one word to me over the corn,

  Over the tender, bow’d locks of the corn.
 






  








IN PRISON
 

Wearily, drearily,

Half the day long,

Flap the great banners

High over the stone;

Strangely and eerily

Sounds the wind’s song,

Bending the banner-poles.
 

While, all alone,

Watching the loophole’s spark,

Lie I, with life all dark,

Feet tether’d, hands fetter’d

Fast to the stone,

The grim walls, square letter’d

With prison’d men’s groan.
 

Still strain the banner-poles

Through the wind’s song,

Westward the banner rolls

Over my wrong.
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LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON: BOOK I.
 

Jason having grown up to manhood in the woods, is warned of what his life shall be.
 

IN Thessaly, beside the tumbling sea,

Once dwelt a folk, men called the Minyæ;

For, coming from Orchomenus the old,

Bearing their wives and children, beasts and gold,

Through many a league of land they took their way,

And stopped at last, where in a sunny bay

The green Anaurus cleaves the white sea-sand,

And eastward inland doth Mount Pelion stand,

Where bears and wolves the centaurs’ arrows find;

And southward is a gentle sea and kind,

Nigh landlocked, peopled with all kinds of fish,

And the good land yields all that man can wish.

So there they built Iolchos great of girth,

That daily waxed till these had left the earth,

With many another, and Cretheus the king

Had died, and left his crown and everything

To Aeson, his own son by fair Tyro;

Whom, in unhappy days and long ago,

A God had loved, whose son was Pelias.

And so, within a while, it came to pass

This Pelias, being both covetous and strong

And full of wiles, and deeming nought was wrong

That wrought him good, thrust Aeson from his throne,

And over all the Minyæ reigned alone;

While Aeson, like a poor and feeble lord,

Dwelt in Iolchos still, nor was his word

Regarded much by any man therein,

Nor did men labour much his praise to win.

NOW ‘mid all this a fair young son he had;

Of whom he thought when good had fallen to bad;

Though Pelias doth to-day my life endure,

Yet may he crave to make his kingship sure

Some morrow yet by slaying sire and son:

Therefore will I send forth the little one,

Ere Pelias feels his high seat tottering,

And gets to know the terrors of a king,

That blood alone can deaden. Therewithal

A faithful slave unto him did he call,

And bade him from his nurses take the child

And bear him forth unto the forest wild

About the feet of Pelion: There should he

Blow loudly on a horn of ivory

That Aeson gave him; then would come to him

A Centaur, grave of face and large of limb,

Before whom he should fall upon his knees

And, holding forth the child, say words like these:

O my lord Chiron, Aeson sends me here

To say, if ever you have held him dear,

Take now this child, his son, and rear him up

Till we have fully drained the bitter cup

The fates have filled for us; and if times change

While through the peaceful oakwood here you range,

And the crown comes upon the youngling’s head,

Then, though a king right fair apparelled,

Yet unto you shall he be but a slave,

Since now from fear his tender years you save.

And then, quoth Aeson, all these words being said,

Hold out this ring, set with a ruby red,

Adorned with gold and man-like images,

And this same horn, whereon, ‘twixt carven trees,

Diana follows up the flying hart;

They shall be signs of truth upon your part.

Then leave the child with him; and fear no whit

But all the Centaur saith, give ear to it

And tell me all: now bring the child in haste;

Dusk grows the world, and day is weary-faced.

THEN went the man and came again to him

With Jason, who was strong and large of limb

As for his years, and now upon his feet

Went firmly, and began to feel life sweet,

And longed for this and that, and on his tongue,

Bewildered, half articulate, speech hung.

But Aeson, when he saw the sturdy boy,

His bright round limbs and face lit up with joy

Of very life, sighed deeply, and he spake:

O head beloved, I pray thou mayst not ache

With bearing of the crown; were it not good

That thou shouldst live and die within this wood

That clothes the feet of Pelion, knowing nought

Of all the things by foolish men so sought;

For there, no doubts is everything man needs,

The quiver, with the iron-pointed reeds,

The cornel bow, the wood-knife at the side,

The garments of the spotted panther’s hide,

The bed of bear-skin in the hollow hill,

The bath within the pool of some green rill;

There shall the quick-eyed centaurs be thy friends,

Unto whose hearts such wisdom great Jove sends

They know the past and future, and fear nought

That by the fates upon them may be brought.

And when the spring brings love, then mayst thou hap

On the kind wood-nymphs in the mountain’s lap,

And choose thy mate, and with her, hand in hand,

Go wandering through the blossoming sweet land

And nought of evil there shall come to thee,

But like the golden age shall all things be;

And when upon thee falls the fated day,

Fearless and painless shalt thou pass away.

SO spoke he foolishly, nor knew indeed

How many hearts his son should make to bleed,

How many griefs his head, whitened with care

Long ere its time, before his death should bear.

NOW, since the moonless night and dark was come,

Time was it that the child should leave his home

So men to Aeson’s door the war-horse led

That was to bear them from the gates of dread,

And by the godlike Aeson stood the slave,

With wallet on his back, and sharpened glaive

Girt to his side; to whom the horn and ring,

Fit for the belt and finger of a king,

Did Aeson give, and therewith kissed the boy,

Who with his black beard played, and laughed for joy

To see the war-horse in the red torch-light.

At last, being mounted, forth into the night

They rode, and thus hath Jason left his home.

ALL night they rode, and at the dawn, being come

Unto the outskirts of the forest wild,

They left the horse, and the still sleeping child

The slave bore in his arms, until they came

Unto the place where, living free from blame,

Chiron the old roamed through the oaken wood;

There by a flowering thorn-bush the slave stood,

And set the little Jason on the ground;

Who, waking from sweet sleep, looked all around

And ‘gan to prattle; but his guardian drew

The horn from off his neck, and thereon blew

A point of hunting known to two or three,

That sounded through the forest merrily,

Then waited listening. And meantime the sun,

Come from Eubœan cliffs, had just begun

To light the high tips of the forest grass,

And in the thorn the blackbird singing was;

But ‘mid his noise the listening man could hear

The sound of hoofs, whereat a little fear

He felt within his heart, and heeded nought

The struggling of the child, who ever sought

To gain the horn all glittering of bright gold,

Wrought by the cunning Dædalus of old.

But louder still the noise he hearkened grew,

Until at last in sight the Centaur drew,

A mighty grey horse, trotting down the glade,

Over whose back the long grey locks were laid,

That from his reverend head abroad did flow

For to the waist was man, but all below

A mighty horse, once roan, now well-nigh white

With lapse of years; with oak-wreaths was he dight

Where man joined unto horse, and on his head

He wore a gold crown, set with rubies red,

And in his hand he bare a mighty bow,

No man could bend of those that battle now.

So, when he saw him coming through the trees,

The trembling slave sunk down upon his knees

And put the child before him; but Chiron,

Who knew all things, cried: Man with Aeson’s son,

Thou needest not to tell me who thou art,

Nor will I fail to do to him my part:

A vain thing were it, truly, if I strove,

Such as I am, against the will of Jove.

Lo now, this youngling, set ‘twixt thee and me,

In days to come a mighty man shall be,

Well-nigh the mightiest of all those that dwell

Between Olympus and Malea; and well

Shall Juno love him till he come to die.

Now get thee to thy master presently,

But leave with me the red ring and the horn,

That folk may know of whom this boy was born

In days to come, when he shall leave this wild.

Lay now between my arms the noble child.

SO the slave joyful, but still half afraid,

Within the mighty arms young Jason laid,

And gave up both the horn and the red ring

Unto the Centaur, who the horn did sling

About him; on his finger, with a smile,

Setting the ring; and in a little while

The slave departing, reached the open plain,

And straight he mounted on his horse again,

And rode on toward Iolchos all the day,

And as the sunset darkened every way,

He reached the gates, and coming to his lord,

Bid him rejoice, and told him every word

That Chiron said. Right glad was Aeson then

That from his loins a great man among men

Should thus have sprung; and so he passed his days

Full quietly, remote from fear or praise.

BUT memory of the day still Pelias bore,

When from the altar’s very horns he tore

Sidero’s cruel hands, while Neleus smote

The golden-hilted sword into her throat,

And without fire, or barley-cake, or cup,

No pleasing victim, she was offered up

In Juno’s temple; so he feared indeed

That he, the king, the Earth-begider’s seed,

Should meet an evil fate at Juno’s hands:

Therefore he sent for men from many lands,

Marble and wood, and gold and brass enow,

And day by day, with many a sounding blow,

The masons wrought, until at last was reared

A temple to the Goddess that he feared;

A wonder among temples, for the stone

That made it, and the gold that therein shone.

And in the midst her image Pelias set,

Wrought cunningly of purest gold, which yet

Had served him better in his treasury,

So little store the Goddess set thereby.

Moreover to Dodona, where the doves

Amid the oak-trees murmur of their loves,

He sent a messenger to know his fate;

Who, up the temple steps, beneath the weight

Of precious things went bending; and being come

Back from the north to his Thessalian home,

Gave forth this answer to the doubtful king:

O Pelias, fearful of so many a thing,

Sit merry o’er thy wine, sleep safe and soft,

Within thy golden bed; for surely oft

The snows shall fall before the half-shod man

Can come upon thee through the water wan.

So at this word the king along the shore

Built many a tower, and ever more and more

Drew men unto him skilled in spear and bow;

And through the streets full often would he go

Beset with guards: a terror to hip folk

He grew to be, and grinding was his yoke.

AND yet indeed were all these things but vain,

For at the foot of Pelion waxed his bane,

And day by day fairer he was to sight,

And swiftly grew in manhood and in might:

Unto whom Chiron taught the worthy lore

Of elders who the wide world filled before;

And how to forge his iron arrow-heads;

And how to find within the marshy steads

The stoutest reeds, and from some slain bird’s wing

To feather them, and make a deadly thing;

And through the woods he took him, nor would spare

To show him how the just-awakened bear

Came hungry from his tree, or show him how

The spotted leopard’s lurking-place to know;

And many a time they brought the hart to bay,

Or smote the boar at hottest of the day.

Now was his dwelling-place a fair-hewn cave,

Facing the south; thereto the herdsmen drave

Full off to Chiron woolly sheep, and neat,

And brought him wine and garden-honey sweet,

And fruits that flourish well in the fat plain,

And cloth and linen, and would take again

Skins of slain beasts, and little lumps of gold,

Washed from the high crags: then would Chiron hold,

Upon the sunny lawns, high feast: with them,

And garland all about the ancient stem

Of some great tree, and there do sacrifice

Unto the Gods, and with grave words and wise

Tell them sweet tales of elders passed away:

But for some wished thing every man would pray

Or ever in their hands the steel did shine,

And or the sun lit up the bubbling wine;

Then would they fall to meat, nor would they leave

Their joyances, until the dewy eve

Had given good heart unto the nightingale

To tell the sleepy wood-nymphs all his tale.

MOREOVER, Chiron taught him how to cast

His hand across the lyre, until there passed

Such sweetness through the woods, that all about

The wood-folk gathered, and the merry rout

That called on Bacchus, hearkening, stayed awhile,

And in the chase the hunter, with a smile,

From his raised hand let fall the crooked horn,

When to his ears the sweet strange sound was borne.

BUT in the night-time once did Jason wake,

And seem to see the moonlit branches shake

With huge, unwonted clamour of the chase;

Then up he sprung, but ere he went one pace

Unto the cave’s mouth, Chiron raised his arm

And drew him back, and said; Surely, no charm

Thou hast, my son, against Diana’s sight,

Who over Pelion goes abroad this night;

Now let those go to her that she doth call,

Because no fenced town, brazen gate or wall,

No coat of mail, or seven-folded shield,

Can guard thee from the wound that ne’er is healed,

When she is angry. Sleep again, my son,

Nor wish to spoil great deeds not yet begun.

Then Jason lay and trembled, while the sound

Grew louder through the moonlit woods around,

And died off slowly, going toward the sea,

Leaving the fern-owl wailing mournfully.

Thereafter wandering lonely did he meet

A maid, with girt-up gown and sandalled feet,

Who joyously through flowering grass did go,

Holding within her hand an unstrung bow;

And, setting eyes on her, he thought, indeed,

This must be she that made Actæon bleed;

For, certes, ere that day he had not seen

Within that wild, one made so like a queen.

So, doubtful, he held back, nor dared to love

Her rosy feet, or ivory knees above,

And, with half-lifted eyes, could scarcely dare

To gaze upon her eyes or golden hair,

Or hidden bosom: but she called aloud:

Tell me, fair youth, if thou hast seen a crowd

Of such as I go through these woods to-day?

And when his stammering tongue no word could say,

She smiled upon him, and said, Who art thou,

Who seemest fitter from some galley’s prow

To lead the heroes on the merchant-town,

Than through the wilds to hunt the poor beasts down

Or underneath the canopy to sit,

Than by the beech to watch the cushat flit?

Speak out, and fear not. O, my queen ! said he,

Fair Goddess, as thou seemest well to be,

Give me good days and peace, and maiden’s love,

And let great kings send out their sons to rove;

But as for me, my name is little known,

I am but Jason, who dwell here alone

With Chiron in the hollow mountain-side,

Wishful for happy days, whate’er betide.

Jason, she said, all folk shall know thy name,

For verily the Gods shall give thee fame,

Whatever they keep back from thee: behold

Restless thou shalt be, as thou now art bold;

And cunning, as thou now art skilled to watch

The crafty bear, and in the toils to catch

The grey-maned yellow lion; and now see

Thou doest my commands, for certainly

I am no mortal; so to Chiron tell

No longer is it fitting thou shouldst dwell

Here in the wilds, but in a day or two,

Clad in Magnesian garments, shalt thou go

Unto Iolchos, and there claim thine own.

And unto thee shall Chiron first make known

The story of thy father and thy kin,

That thou mayst know what right thou hast herein.

And say to him, I bid him do this thing,

By this same token, that the silver ring

Upon mine altar, with Sidero’s blood

Is spotted still, and that the half-charred wood

My priests had lighted early on that day,

Yet lies thereon, by no flame burnt away.

THEN Jason fell a-trembling, and to him

The tall green stems grew wavering, faint, and dim;

And when a fresh gust of the morning breeze

Came murmuring along the forest trees,

And woke him as from dreaming, all alone

He stood, and with no farewell she was gone,

Leaving no traces of her dainty feet.

But through the leaves ambrosial odours sweet

Yet floated as he turned to leave the place,

And with slow steps, and thinking on his case,

Went back to Chiron, whom at rest he found,

Half sleeping on the sunny thyme-strewn ground,

To whom he told the things that he had heard,

With flushed and eager face, for they had stirred

New thoughts within him of the days to come;

So that he longed to leave his woodland home.

THEN Chiron said: O, fair son, thou shalt go,

Since now, at last, the Gods will have it so:

And know that till thou comest to the end

Of thy loved life, shall Juno be thy friend,

Because the lovely huntress thou didst see.

Late in the greenwood certainly was she

Who sits in heaven beside Almighty Jove,

And noble things they do that have her love.

Now son, to-day I rede thee not to go,

Nor yet to-morrow, for clouds great and slow

Are gathering round the hill-tops, and I think

The thirsty fields full many a draught will drink;

Therefore to-day our cups shall not be dry,

But we will sit together, thou and I,

And tales of thy forefathers shalt thou hear,

And many another, till the heavens are clear.

SO was it as the Centaur said; for soon

The woods grew dark, as though they knew no noon;

The thunder growled about the high brown hills,

And the thin, wasted, shining summer rills

Grew joyful with the coming of the rain,

And doubtfully was shifting every vane

On the town spires, with changing gusts of wind;

Till came the storm-blast, sudden, cold, and blind,

‘Twixt gorges of the mountains, and drove back

The light sea breeze; then waxed the heavens coal-black,

Until the lightning leapt from cloud to cloud,

With clattering thunder, and the piled-up crowd

Began to turn from steely blue to grey,

And toward the sea the thunder drew away,

Leaving the north-wind blowing steadily

The rain clouds from Olympus; while the sea

Seemed mingled with the low clouds and the rain;

And one might think that never now again

The sunny grass could make a pleasant bed

For the spent limbs, and dreamy, languid head

Of sandalled nymph, forewearied with the chase.

Meanwhile, within a pleasant lighted place,

Stretched upon warm skins, did the Centaur lie.

And nigh him Jason, listening eagerly

The tales he told him, asking, now and then,

Strange questions of the race of vanished men:

Nor were the wine-cups idle; till at last

Desire of sleep over their bodies passed,

And in their dreamless rest the wind in vain

Howled round about, with washing of the rain.
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SO there they lay until the second dawn

Broke fair and fresh o’er glittering glade and lawn;

Then Jason rose, and did on him a fair

Blue woollen tunic, such as folk do wear

On the Magnesian cliffs, and at his thigh

He hung a short-sword and a knife thereby;

His head was covered with a russet hood;

And in his hand two spears of cornel-wood

Well steeled and bound with brazen bands he shook.

Then from the Centaur’s hands at last he took

The tokens of his birth, the ring and horn,

And so stept forth into the sunny morn,

And bade farewell to Chiron, and set out

With eager heart, that held small care or doubt.

So lightly through the well-known woods he passed,

And out into the open plain at last,

And went till night came on him, and then slept

Within a homestead that a poor man kept;

And rose again at dawn, and slept that night

Nigh the Anaurus, and at morrow’s light

Rose up and went unto the river’s brim;

But fearful seemed the passage unto him,

For swift and yellow drave the stream adown

‘Twixt crumbling banks; and tree-trunks rough and brown

Whirled in the bubbling eddies here and there;

So swollen was the stream a maid might dare

To cross, in fair days, with unwetted knee.

Then Jason with his spear-shaft carefully

Sounded the depth, nor any bottom found;

And wistfully he cast his eyes around

To see if help was nigh, and heard a voice

Behind him, calling out, Fair youth, rejoice

That I am here to help, or else meseems

Long mightst thou dwell beside these summer streams.

Then Jason turned round quickly, and beheld

A woman, bent with burdens, and with eld,

Grey and broad shouldered; so he laughed, and said:

O mother, wilt thou help me? by my head,

More help than thine I need upon this day.

O son, she said, needs must thou on thy way;

And is there any of the giants here

To bear thee through this water without fear?

Take, then the help a God has sent to thee,

For in mine arms a small thing shalt thou be.

So Jason laughed no more, because a frown

Gathered upon her brow, as she cast down

Her burden to the earth, and came a-nigh,

And raised him in her arms, and bore him high,

And stept adown into the water cold.

There with one arm the hero did she hold,

And with the other thrust the whirling trees

Away from them; and laughing, and with ease

Went through the yellow foaming stream, and came

Unto the other bank; and little shame

Had Jason that a woman carried him,

For no man, howsoever strong of limb,

Had dared across that swollen flood to go,

But if he wished the Stygian stream to know;

Therefore he doubted not, that with some God

Or reverend Goddess that rough way he trod.

SO when she had clomb up the slippery bank

And let him go, well-nigh adown he sank,

For he was dizzy with the washing stream,

And with that passage mazed as with a dream.

But, turning round about unto the crone,

He saw not her, but a most glorious one,

A seeming woman, blue-clad, glistering

With something more than gold, crowned like the king

Of all the world, and holding in her hand

A jewelled rod. So when he saw her stand

With unsoiled feet scarce touching the wet way,

He trembled sore, but therewith heard her say:

O JASON, such as I have been to thee

Upon this day, such ever will I be;

And I am Juno; therefore doubt thou not

A mighty helper henceforth thou hast got

Against the swords and bitter tongues of men,

For surely mayst thou lean upon me, when

The turbulent and little-reasoning throng

Press hard upon thee, or a king with wrong

Would fain undo thee, as thou leanedst now

Within the yellow stream: so from no blow

Hold back thine hand, nor fear to set thine heart

On what thou deemest fits thy kingly part.

Now to the king’s throne this day draw anear,

Because of old time have I set a fear

Within his heart, ere yet thou hadst gained speech,

And whilst thou wanderedst beneath oak and beech

Unthinking. And, behold! so have I wrought,

That with thy coming shall a sign be brought

Unto him; for the latchet of thy shoe

Rushing Anaurus late I bade undo,

Which now is carried swiftly to the sea.

So Pelias, this day setting eyes on thee,

Shall not forget the shameful trickling blood

Adown my altar-steps, or in my wood

The screaming peacocks scared by other screams,

Nor yet to-night shall he dream happy dreams.

Farewell then, and be joyful, for I go,

Unto the people many a thing to show,

And set them longing for forgotten things,

Whose rash hands toss about the crowns of kings.

THEREWITH before his eyes a cloud there came,

Sweet-smelling, coloured like a rosy flame,

That wrapt the Goddess from him; who, indeed,

Went to Iolchos, and there sowed the seed

Of bitter change, that ruins kings of men;

For, like an elder of threescore and ten,

Throughout the town she went, and, as such do,

Ever she blessed the old, and banned the new,

Lamenting for the passed and happy reign

Of Cretheus, wishing there were come again

One like to him; till in the market-place

About the king was many a doubtful face.

NOW Jason, by Anaurus left alone,

Found that, indeed, his right-foot shoe was gone.

But, as the Goddess bade him, went his way

Half shod, and by an hour before mid-day

He reached the city gates, and entered there,

Whom the folk mocked, beholding his foot bare,

And iron-hiked sword, and uncouth weed;

But of no man did he take any heed,

But came into the market-place, where thronged

Much folk round him by whom his sire was wronged.

But when he stood within that busy stead,

Taller he showed than any by a head,

Great limbed, broad shouldered, mightier far than all,

But soft of speech, though unto him did fall

Full many a scorn upon that day to get.

So in a while he came where there was set

Pelias the king, judging the people there;

In scarlet was he clad, and o’er his hair;

Sprinkled with grey, he wore a royal crown,

And from an ivory throne he looked adown

Upon the suitors and the restless folk.

NOW, when the yellow head of Jason broke

From out the throng, with fearless eyes and grey,

A terror took the king, which ere that day

For many a peaceful year he had not felt,

And his hand fell upon his swordless belt;

But when the hero strode up to the throne,

And set his unshod foot upon the stone

Of the last step thereof, and as he stood,

Drew off the last fold of his russet hood,

And with a dang let fall his brass-bound spear,

The king shrunk back, grown pale with deadly fear;

Nor then the oak-trees’ speech did he forget,

Noting the one bare foot, and garments wet,

And something half remembered in his face.

And now nigh silent was the crowded place,

For through the folk remembrance Juno sent,

And soon from man to man a murmur went,

And frowning folk were whispering deeds of shame

And wrong the king had wrought, and Aeson’s name,

Forgotten long, was bandied all about,

And silent mouths seemed ready for a shout.

So, when the king raised up a hand, that shook

With fear, and turned a wrathful, timorous look

On his Aetolian guards, upon his ears

There fell the clashing of the people’s spears;

And on the house-tops round about the square

Could he behold folk gathered here and there,

And see the sunbeams strike on brass and steel.

But therewithal, though new fear did he feel,

He thought, Small use of arms in this distress,

Needs is it that I use my wiliness;

Then spoke aloud: O, young man, what wouldst thou,

Who hast not learned before a king to bow?

PELIAS, he said, I will not call thee king,

Because thy crown is but a stolen thing,

And with a stolen sceptre dost thou reign,

Which now I bid thee render up again,

And on his father’s throne my father set,

Whom for long years the Gods did well forget,

But now, in lapse of time, remembering,

Have raised me, Jason, up to do this thing,

His son, and son of fair Alcimide;

Yet now, since Tyro’s blood ‘twixt thee and me

Still runs, and thou my father’s brother art,

In no wise would I hurt thee, for my part,

If thou wilt render to us but our own,

And still shalt thou stand nigh my father’s throne.

THEN all the people, when aright they knew,

That this was Aeson’s son, about them drew,

And when he ended gave a mighty shout;

But Pelias cleared his face of fear and doubt,

And answered Jason, smiling cunningly:

YEA, in good time thou comest dunto me,

My nephew Jason; fain would I lay down

This heavy weight and burden of a crown,

And have instead my brother’s love again,

Which once I lost to win a trouble vain;

And yet, since now thou showest me such goodwill,

Fain would I be a king a short while still,

That I may set all things in order due,

Lest there be some who should my going rue:

Be thou beside me still, my brother’s son,

And count the day of fear and trouble done.

But for thy father Aeson will I send,

That I may see him as a much-loved friend,

Now that these years of bitterness are passed,

And peaceful days are come to me at last.

WITH that, from out the press grave Aeson came,

E’en as he spoke; for to his ears the fame

Of Jason’s coming thither had been brought;

Wherefore, with eager eyes his son he sought;

But, seeing the mighty hero great of limb,

Stopped short, with eyes set wistfully on him,

While a false honied speech the king began:

Hail, brother Aeson, hail, O happy man!

To-day thou winnest back a noble son,

Whose glorious deeds this fair hour sees begun,

And from my hands thou winnest back the crown

Of this revered and many-peopled town;

So let me win from thee again thy love,

Nor with long anger slight the Gods above.

THEN Jason, holding forth the horn and ring,

Said to his father, Doubtest thou this thing?

Behold the tokens Chiron gave to me

When first he said that I was sprung from thee.

Then little of those signs did Aeson reck,

But cast his arms about the hero’s neck,

And kissed him oft, remembering well the time

When as he sat beneath the flowering lime

Beside his house, the glad folk to him came

And said: O King, all honour to thy name,

That will not perish surely; for thy son

His royal life this day has just begun.

Wherefore unto him, like an empty dream,

The busy place, the king and folk did seem,

As on that sight at last he set his eyes,

Prayed for so oft with many a sacrifice;

And speechless for a while fain must he stand,

Holding within his hand the mighty hand

And as the wished-for son he thus beheld,

Half mournful thoughts of swiftly-gathering eld

Came thick upon him, till the salt tears ran

On to the raiment of the goodly man;

Until at last he said: All honour now

To Jove and all the Gods! Surely, I know,

Henceforth my name shall never perish; yet

But little joy of this man shall I get,

For through the wide world where will be the king

Who will not fear him; nor shall anything

Be strong against him; therefore certainly

Full seldom will he ride afield with me,

Nor will he long bear at his father’s board

To sit, well-known of all, but with his sword

Will rather burst asunder banded throngs

Of evil men, healing the people’s wrongs.

And as for thee, O Pelias, as I may,

Will I be friend to thee from this same day;

And since we both of us are growing old,

And both our lives will soon be as tales told,

I think perchance that thou wilt let me be,

To pass these few years in felicity

That this one brings me. Thereon Pelias said:

Yea, if I hurt thee ought, then on my head

Be every curse that thou canst ever think;

And dying, of an ill draught may I drink,

For in my mind is nought but wish for rest.

But on this day, I pray thee, be my guest,

While yet upon my head I wear the crown,

Which, ere this morn’s new flowers have dropped adown,

Thine head shall bear again; for in the hall,

Upon the floor the fresh-plucked rushes fall,

Even as we speak, and maids and men bear up

The kingly service; many a jewelled cup

And silver platter; and the red fires roar

About the stalled ox and the woodland boar;

And wine we have, that ere this youngling’s eyes

First saw the light, made tears and laughter rise

Up from men’s hearts, making the past seem dull,

The future hollow, but the present full

Of all delights, though quick they pass away;

And we, who have been foes for many a day,

Surely, ere evening sees the pitcher dry,

May yet be friends, and talking lovingly,

And with our laughter make the pillars ring,

While this one sits revolving many a thing,

Saddened by that, which makes us elders glad.

SUCH good words said he, but the thoughts were bad

Within his crafty breast; and still he thought

How best he might be rid of him just brought,

By sentence of the Gods, upon his head.

Then moved the kinsmen from the market-stead

Between a lane of men, who’ ever pressed

About the princes, and with loud words blessed

The hero and his race, and thought no shame

To kiss his skirts; and so at last they came

Unto the house that rustling limes did shade,

And thereabout was many a slender maid,

Who welcomed them with music and sweet song,

And cast red roses as they went along,

Before their feet; and therewith brought the three

Into the palace, where right royally

Was Jason clad, and seemed a prince indeed.

So while the harp-string and shrill-piping reed

Still sounded, trooped the folk unto the feast,

And all were set to meat, both most and least;

And when with dainties they were fully fed,

Then the tall jars and well-sewn goat-skins bled,

And men grew glad, forgetting every care.

But first a golden chain and mantle fair

Pelias did on him; and then, standing up,

Poured out red wine from a great golden cup,

Unto the Gods, and prayed to them, and cried,

LORDS of the World, fair let our bliss abide

This hour at least, nor let our dear delight

Be marred by aught, until the silent night

Has come, and turned to day again, and we

Wake up once more to joy or misery,

Or death itself, if so it pleaseth you:

Is this thing, then, so great a thing to do?

THEREON folk shouted, and the pipes again

Breathed through the hall a sweet heart-softening strain,

And up the hall came lovely damsels, dressed

In gowns of green, who unto every guest

Gave a rose garland, nor yet hasted they,

When this was done, to pass too quick away,

If here and there an eager hand still held

By gown or wrist, whom the young prince beheld

With longing eyes that roved about the hall.

NOW longer did the cool grey shadows fall,

And faster drew the sun unto the west,

And in the field the husbandman, opprest

With twelve hours’ labour, turned unto his home,

And to the fold the woolly sheep were come;

And in the hall the folk began to tell

Stories of men of old, who bore them well,

And piteous tales. And Jason in mean while

Sat listening, as his uncle with a smile,

Kept pouring many a thing into his ears,

Now worthy laughter, and now meet for tears.

Until at last, when twilight was nigh gone,

And dimly through the place the gold outshone,

He bade them bring in torches, and while folk

Blinked on the glare that through the pillars broke,

He said to Jason: Yet have I to show

One tale which I were fain that all should know,

All these about us. Therewith did he call

The herald, bidding him throughout the hall

Cry silence for the story of the king.

AND this being done, and all men listening,

He spake and said, O noble Minyæ,

Right prosperous and honoured may ye be;

When Athamas ruled over Thebes the great,

Upon his house there fell a heavy fate,

Making his name a mere byword; for he,

Being wedded to the noble Nephele,

Gat on her a bold youth and tender maid,

Phryxus and Helle; but, being nought afraid

Of what the righteous Gods’ might do to him,

And seeing Ino, fair of face and limb

Beyond all other, needs with her must wed,

And to that end drove from his royal bed

Unhappy Nephele, who now must be

A slave, where once she governed royally;

While white-foot Ino smiling, sat alone

By Athamas upon the ivory throne.

And now, as time went on, did Ino bear

To Athamas two children hale and fair;

And therewithal hate grew in her the more

Against the twain that Nephele once bore,

Who yet, in spite of all things, day by day

Grew lovelier as their sad lives wore away;

Till Ino thought, What help will it have been,

That through these years I have been called a queen,

And set gold raiment on my children dear,

If Athamas should die and leave me here

Betwixt the people and this Nephele,

With those she bore ? What then could hap to me

But death or shame ? for then, no doubt, would reign

Over this mighty town the children twain;

With her who once was queen still standing near,

And whispering fell words in her darlings’ ear.

And then what profit would it be that they

Have won through me full many an evil day;

That Phryxus base and servile deeds doth know,

Unmeet for lords; that many a shame and woe,

Helle has borne, and yet is wont to stand,

Shrinking with fear, before some dreaded hand;

If still the ending of it must be this,

That I must die while they live on in bliss,

And cherish her that first lay in my bed ?

Nor is there any help till they be dead.

Then did she fall on many an evil thought,

And going thence, with threats and money brought

The women of the land to do this thing:

In the mid-winter, yea, before the spring

Was in men’s minds, they took the good seed corn,

And while their husbands toiled in the dark morn,

And dreaded nought, they throughly seethed it all;

Whereby this seeming portent did befall,

That neither the sweet showers of April-tide,

Nor the May sunshine gleaming far and wide

Over the meadows, made their furrows green,

Nor yet in June was any young shoot seen.

Then drew the country folk unto the king,

Weeping and wailing, telling of the thing,

And praying him to satisfy the God,

Whoe’er he was, who with this cruel rod

So smote his wretched people: whereon he

Bade all his priests inquire solemnly

What thing had moved the Gods to slay them thus?

Who, hearing all this story piteous,

Because their hands had felt Queen Ino’s gold,

And itched for more, this thing in answer told:

That great Diana with Queen Nephele

Was wroth beyond all measure, for that she,

Being vowed unto the Goddess, none the less

Cast by the quiver and the girt-up dress,

To lie with Athamas, in kingly bed;

Therefore with grief must she redeem her head,

And though she still should keep her wretched life,

Yet must she give her children to the knife,

Or else this dearth should be but happiness

To what should come, for She would so oppress

The land of Thebes, that folk who saw its name

In old records, would turn the page, and blame

The chronicler for telling empty lies,

And mingling fables with his histories.

Therefore is Athamas a wretched man

To hear this tale, and doeth what he can

To save his flesh and blood, but all in vain;

Because the people, cruel in their pain,

With angry words were thronging the great hall,

And crafty Ino at his feet did fall,

Saying, O King, I pray for these, and me,

And for my children. Therefore, mournfully

He called the priests again, and bade them say,

In few words, how his children they would slay,

And when the dreadful Bearer of the bow

Would best be pleased to see their young blood flow.

Who said, that if the thing were quickly done,

Seeing the green things were not wholly gone,

The ruined fields might give a little food,

And that the morrow’s noon was meet and good,

Above all other hours, to do the thing;

And thereupon they prayed unto the king,

To take the younglings, lest they flee and live,

And many an evil day hereafter give

To Thebes which bore them on a hapless tide.

Then men were sent, who by the river side

Found Phryxus casting nets into the stream;

Who, seeing them coming, little harm did deem

They meant him, and with welcome bade them share

The glittering heap of fishes that lay there.

But they with laughter fell at once on him,

Who, struggling wrathfully, broke here a limb

And there a head, but lastly on the ground

Being felled by many men, was straightly bound,

And in an iron-bolted prison laid,

While to the house they turned to seek the maid.

Whom soon they found, within the weaving-room,

Bent earnestly above the rattling loom,

Working not like a king’s child, but a slave

Who strives her body from the scourge to save.

On her they seized, speechless for very fear,

And dragged her trembling to the prison drear,

Where lay her brother, and there cast her in,

Giddy and fainting, wondering for what sin

She suffered this; but, finding Phryxus laid

In the same dismal place, the wretched maid

Bewailed with him the sorrows of their life,

Praying the Gods to show the king’s new wife

What sorrow was, nor let her hair grow grey

Ere in some hopeless place her body lay.

NOW in that court a certain beast there was,

The gift of Neptune to King Athamas,

A mighty ram, greater than such beasts be

In any land about the Grecian sea;

And in all else a wonder to men’s eyes,

For from his shoulders did two wings arise,

That seemed as they were wrought of beaten gold,

And all his fleece was such as in no fold

The shepherd sees, for all was gold indeed.

And now this beast with dainty grass to feed,

The task of Nephele had late been made,

Who, nothing of the mighty ram afraid,

Would bring him flowering trefoil day by day,

And comb his fleece; and her the ram would pay

With gentle bleatings, and would lick her hand,

As in his well-built palace he did stand.

For all the place was made of polished wood,

Studded with gold; and, when he thought it good,

Within a little meadow could he go,

Throughout the midst whereof a stream did flow,

And at the corners stood great linden-trees,

Hummed over by innumerable bees.

So on the morning when these twain should die,

Stole Nephele to this place privily,

And loosed the ram, and led him straight away

Unto Diana’s temple, where that day

Her heart should break unless the Gods were good.

There with the ram, close in a little wood,

She hid herself a-nigh the gates, till noon

Should bring those to the Lady of the Moon

She longed to see; and as the time drew nigh,

She knelt, and with her trembling hands did tie

About the gold beast’s neck a mystic thing,

And in his ears, meanwhile, was murmuring

Words taught her by the ever-changing God,

Who on the sands at noon is wont to nod

Beside the flock of Neptune; till at last

Upon the breeze the sound of flutes went past;

Then sore she trembled, as she held the beast

By the two golden horns, but never ceased

Her mystic rhyme; and louder, and more loud

The music sounded, till the solemn crowd

Along the dusty road came full in sight.

First went the minstrels, clad in raiment white,

Both men and maids garlanded daintily;

And then ten damsels, naked from the knee,

Who in their hands bare bows done round with leaves,

And arrows at their backs in goodly sheaves,

Gay-feathered, ready for the flight in air;

Then came three priests; one bore the steel made bare,

One a great golden bowl to hold the blood,

And one a bundle of some sacred wood;

And then was left a little vacant space,

And then came gold, and therewithal the face

Of beauteous Ino, flushed and triumphing,

And by her, moody and downcast, the king.

And now her heart beat quick and fast indeed,

Because the two came, doomed that day to bleed

Over the grey bark of the hallowed wood,

Of whom went Phryxus in most manly mood,

Looking around, with mournful, steady eyes,

Upon the green fields and the braveries,

And all he never thought to see again.

But Helle, as she went, could not refrain

From bitter wailing for the days gone by,

When hope was mixed with certain misery,

And when the long day’s task and fear was done,

She might take pleasure sometimes in the sun,

Whose rays she saw now glittering on the knife

That in a little time should end her life.

Now she, who in coarse raiment had been clad

For many a year, upon her body had.

On this ill day, a golden pearl-wrought gown,

And on her drooping head a glittering crown,

And jewelled sandals on her hinting feet,

And on her neck and bosom jewels meet

For one who should be wedded to a king;

Thus to her death went moaning this sweet thing.

But when they drew a-nigh the temple gate

The trembling, weeping mother, laid in wait,

Let go the mighty beast upon the throng,

Like as a hunter holds the gazehound long,

Until the great buck stalks from out the herd,

And then, with well-remembered hunting word,

Slips the stout leash: so did she slip the beast,

Who dashed aside both singing-man and priest

And girded maiden, and the king amazed,

And Ino, who with wild eyes stood and gazed,

The horror rising in her evil heart.

And thereon Phryxus, seeing the dose crowd part,

And this deliverer nigh him, with wings spread

Ready for flight, and eager threatening head,

Without more words, upon his broad back sprung,

And drew his sister after him, who clung

With trembling arms about him; and straightway

They turned unto the rising of the day,

And over all rose up into the air

With sounding wings; nor yet did any dare,

As fast they flew, to bend on them a bow,

Thinking some God had surely willed it so.

THEN went the king unto his house again

And Ino with him, downcast that the twain

Had so escaped her, waiting for what Fate

Should bring upon her doomed head, soon or late.

Nor long she waited; for, one evil day,

Unto the king her glittering gold array

And rosy flesh, half seen through raiment thin,

Seemed like the many-spotted leopard’s skin;

And her fair hands and feet like armed paws,

Which the keen beast across the strained throat draws

Of some poor fawn; and when he saw her go

Across the hall, her footsteps soft and slow,

And the lithe motion of her body fair

But made him think of some beast from his lair

Stolen forth at the beginning of the night.

Therefore with fear and anger at the sight

He shook, being maddened by some dreadful God;

And stealthily about the place he trod,

Seeking his sword; and, getting it to hand,

With flaming eyes and foaming mouth did stand

Awhile, then rushed at Ino as she stood

Trembling and pale, in horror of his mood;

Straightway she caught her raiment up and fled

Adown the streets, where once she had been led

In triumph by the man whose well-known cheer

Close at her heels, now struck benumbing fear

Into her heart, the forge of many a woe.

So, full of anguish panting did she go

O’er rough and smooth, till field and wood were passed,

And on the border of the sea at last,

With raiment torn and unshod feet, she stood,

Reddening the flowering sea-pink with her blood.

But when she saw the tireless hunter nigh,

All wild and shouting, with a dreadful cry

She stretched her arms out seaward, and sprung down

Over the cliff among the seaweed brown

And washing surf, neither did any one

See aught of her again beneath the sun.

But Athamas, being come to where she stood,

Stared vacantly awhile upon the blood,

Then looking seaward, drew across his eyes

His fevered hand; and thronging memories

Came thick upon him, until dreamily

He turned his back upon the hungry sea,

And cast his sword down; and so, weaponless,

Went back, half-waking to his sore distress.

AS for the twain, perched on that dizzy height,

The white-walled city faded from their sight,

And many another place that well they knew;

And over woods and meadows still they flew;

And to the husbandmen seemed like a flame

Blown ‘twixt the earth and the sky; until they came

Unto the borders of the babbling sea.

Nor stayed they yet, but flew unceasingly,

Till, looking back, seemed Pelion like a cloud;

And they beheld the white-topped billows crowd

Unto the eastward, ‘neath the following wind.

And there a wretched end did Helle find

Unto her life; for when she did behold,

So far beneath, the deep green sea and cold,

She shut her eyes for horror of the sight,

Turning the sunny day to murk midnight,

Through which there floated many an awful thing,

Made vocal by the ceaseless murmuring

Beneath her feet; till a great gust of wind

Caught the beast’s wings and swayed him round; then, blind,

Dizzy, and fainting, did she grow too weak

To hold her place, though still her hands did seek

Some stay by catching at the locks of gold;

And as she fell her brother strove to hold

Her jewelled girdle, but the treacherous zone

Broke in his hand, and he was left alone

Upon the ram, that as a senseless thing,

Still flew on toward the east, no whit heeding

His shouts and cries; but Helle, as she fell

Down through the depths, the sea-folk guarded well,

And kept her body dead, from scar or wound,

And laid it, lapped in sea-wet gold around,

Upon the south side of the murmuring strait,

That still, in memory of her piteous fate,

Bears her sweet name; her, in a little while,

The country folk beheld, and raised a pile

Of beech and oak logs all with flowers bespread;

And, lifting up the piteous maiden dead,

Laid her thereon, and there did everything,

As for the daughter of a mighty king.

BUT through the straits passed Phryxus, sad enow,

And fearful of the wind that by his brow

Went shrieking, as without all stop or stay,

The golden wings still bore him on his way

Above the unlucky waves of that ill sea

That foamed beneath his feet unceasingly.

Nor knew he to what land he was being borne,

Whether he should be set, unarmed, forlorn,

In darksome lands, among unheard of things,

Or stepping off from ‘twixt the golden wings,

Should set foot in some happy summer isle,

Whereon the kind unburning sun doth smile

For ever, and that knows no frost or drought;

Or else it seemed to him, he might be brought

Unto green forests where the wood-nymphs play

With their wild mates, and fear no coming day.

And there might he forget both crown and sword,

And e’en the names of slave, and king, and lord,

And lead a merry life, till all was done,

And ‘mid the green boughs, marked by no carved stone,

His unremembered bones should change and blend

With all the change that endless summers send.

So, ‘mid these thoughts, afeard, and clinging fast

Unto his dizzy seat, the sea he passed,

And reached a river opening into it,

Across the which the white-winged fowl did flit

From cliff to cliff, and on the sandy bar,

The fresh waves and the salt waves were at war

At turning of the tide. Forth flew they then,

Till they drew nigh a strange abode of men,

Far up the river, white-walled, fair, and great,

And at each end of it a brazen gate,

Wide open through the daylight, guarded well;

And nothing of its name could Phryxus tell,

But hoped the beast would stop, for to his eyes

The place seemed fair; nor fell it otherwise.

There stayed the ram his course, and lighted down

Anigh the western gate of that fair town,

And on the hard way Phryxus joyfully

Set foot, full dizzy with the murmuring sea,

Numbed by the cold wind; and with little fear,

Unto the guarded gate he drew anear,

While the gold beast went ever after him.

But they, beholding him so strong of limb,

And fair of face, and seeing the beast that trod

Behind his back, deemed him some wandering God,

So let the two-edged sword hang by the side,

And by the wall the well-steeled spear abide.

But he called out to them, What place is this?

And who rules over you for woe or bliss?

And will he grant me peace to-day or war?

And may I here abide, or still afar

Must I to new abodes go wandering?

Now as he spake those words, that city’s king

Adown the street was drawing toward the gate,

Clad in gold raiment worthy his estate,

Therefore one said: Behold, our king is here,

Who of all us is held both lief and dear;

Aetes, leader of a mighty host,

Feared by all folk along the windy coast.

And since this city’s name thou fain wouldst know,

Men call it Aea, built long years ago,

Holpen of many Gods, who love it well.

Now come thou to the king, and straightway tell

Thy name and country, if thou be a man,

And how thou camest o’er the water wan,

And what the marvel is thou hast with thee:

But if thou be a God, theft here will we

Build thee a house, and, reverencing thy name,

Bring thee great gifts and much-desired fame.

Thus spake he, fearful; but the king drew nigh,

Wondering what wise they came by cloud and sky,

The marvellous beast, the fair man richly clad,

Who at his belt no sort of weapon had;

Then spoke he, Who art thou, in what strange wain

Hast thou crossed o’er the green and restless plain

Unharvested of any? And this thing,

That like an image stands with folded wing,

Is he a gift to thee from any God,

Or hast thou in some unknown country trod,

Where beasts are such-like ? Howsoe’er it be,

Here shalt thou dwell, if so thou wilt, with me,

Unless some God be chasing thee, and then,

What wouldst thou have us do, who are but men,

Against the might of Gods ? Then Phryxus spake:

O king, no God is angry for my sake,

But rather some one loves me well; for lo,

As the sharp knife drew nigh awhile ago

Unto my very throat, there came this ram

Who brought me to the place where now I am,

Safe from the sea and from the bitter knife.

And in this city would I spend my life

And do what service seemeth good to thee,

Since all the Gods it pleases I should be

Outcast from friends and country, though alive;

Nor with their will have I the heart to strive

More than thou hast; and now as in such wise

I have been saved, fain would I sacrifice

This beast to Jove, the helper of all such

As false friends fail, or foes oppress o’ermuch.

Yea, said Aetes, so the thing shall be

In whatsoever fashion pleaseth thee;

And long time mayst thou dwell with us in bliss,

Not doing any service worse than this,

To bear in war my royal banner forth

When fall the wild folk on us from the north.

Come now this eve, and hold high feast with us,

And tell us all of strange and piteous

Thy story hath. So went he with the king,

And gladly told unto him everything

That had befallen him, and in a grove,

Upon the altar of the Saving Jove,

They offered up the ram the morrow mordn

That thitherward the Theban prince had borne.

And thenceforth Phryxus dwelt in Colchis long

In wealth and honour, and being brave and strong,

Won great renown in many a bloody fray,

And still grew greater; and both night and day,

Within his pillared house, upon the wall

Hung the gold Fleece; until it did befall

That in Aetes’ heart a longing grew

To have that treasure, even if he slew

His guest to get it: so one evil night,

While the prince lay and dreamed about the fight,

With all-armed men was every entry filled,

And quickly were the few doorkeepers killed;

And Phryxus, roused with clamour from his bed,

Half-armed and dizzy, with few strokes was dead.

And thus the King Aetes had his will,

And thus the GOLDEN FLEECE he keepeth still

Somewhere within his royal house of gold.

And thus O Minyæ, is the story told

Of things that happened forty years agone;

Nor of the Greeks has there been any one

To set the Theban’s bones within a tomb,

Or to Aetes mete out his due doom;

And yet indeed, it seemeth unto me

That many a man would go right willingly,

And win great thanks of men, and godlike fame,

If there should spring up some great prince of name

To lead them; and I pray that such an one,

Before my head is laid beneath a stone,

Be sent unto us by the Gods above.

THEREWITH he ceased; but all the hall did move,

As moves a grove of rustling poplar-trees

Bowed all together by the shifting breeze,

And through the place the name of Jason ran,

Nor ‘mid the feasters, was there any man

But toward the hero’s high-seat turned his eyes.

Meanwhile in Jason’s heart did thoughts arise,

That brought the treacherous blood into his cheek,

And he forgot his father, old and weak,

Left ‘twixt the fickle people of the land

And wily Pelias, while he clenched his hand,

As though it held a sword, about his cup.

Then, ‘mid the murmuring, Pelias stood up

And said: O, leaders of the Minyæ,

I hear ye name a name right dear to me

My brother’s son, who in the oaken wood

Has grown up nurtured of the Centaur good,

And now this day has come again to us,

Fair faced and mighty limbed, and amorous

Of fame and glorious deed is nowise content

Betwixt the forest and the northern bent

To follow up the antlers of the deer,

Nor in his eyes can I see any fear

Of fire, or water, or the cleaving sword.

Now, therefore, if ye take him for your lord

To lead across the sea, all ye shall get

Both fame and wealth, nor shall men soon forget

To praise the noble city whence ye came,

Passing from age to age each hero’s name.

UPROSE the men; forth went a mighty shout,

And ere the sound of Jason’s name died out

The king reached forth to him a cup of gold,

And said: O Jason, wilt thou well behold

These leaders of the people who are fain

To go with thee and suffer many a pain

And deadly fear, if they may win at last

Undying fame when fleeting life is past?

And now, if thou art willing to be first

Of all these men, of whom indeed, the worst

Is like a God, pour out this gleaming wine

To him with whose light all the heavens shine,

Almighty Jove. Then Jason poured, and said:

O Jove, by thy hand may all these be led

To name and wealth! and yet indeed, for me

What happy ending shall I ask from thee?

What helpful friends? what length of quiet years?

What freedom from ill care and deadly fears?

Do what thou wilt, but none the less believe

That all these things and more thou shouldst receive,

If thou wert Jason, I were Jove to-day.

And ye who now are hot to play this play,

Seeking the Fleece across an unknown sea,

Bethink ye yet of death and misery,

And dull despair, before ye arm to go

Unto a savage king and folk none know,

Whence it may well hap none again shall come

To see his children, and his fathers’ home.

And do thou, Pelias, ere we get us forth,

Send heralds out, east, west, and south, and north,

And with them cunning men of golden speech,

Thy tale unto the Grecian folk to teach;

That we may lack for neither strength nor wit,

For many a brave man like a fool will sit

Beside the council board; and men there are

Wise-hearted who know little, feats of war:

Nor would I be without the strength of spears,

Or waste wise words on dull and foolish ears.

Also we need a wright, a master wise,

Taught by the Gods more wit than men devise,

To build us a good ship upon this shore.

Then, if but ten lay hold upon the oar,

And I, the eleventh, steer them toward the east,

To seek the hidden Fleece of that gold beast,

I swear to Jove that only in my hand

The fleece shall be, when I again take land

To see my father’s hall, or the green grass

O’er which the grey Thessalian horses pass.

But now O friends forget all, till the morn

With other thoughts and fears is duly born!

He ceased, and all men shouted; and again

They filled their cups, and many a draught did drain.

But Pelias gazed with heedful eyes at him,

Nor drank the wine that well-nigh touched the brim

Of his gold cup; and noting every word,

Thought well that he should be a mighty lord,

For now already like a king he spoke,

Gazing upon the wild tumultuous folk

As one who knows what troubles are to come,

And in this world looks for no peaceful home

So much he dreaded what the Gods might do.

But Aeson, when he first heard Pelias, knew

What wile was stirring, and he sat afeard,

With sinking heart, as all the tale he heard;

But after hearkening what his son did say,

He deemed a God spoke through him on that day,

And held his peace; yet to himself he said:

And if he wins all, still shall I be dead

Ere on the shore he stands beside the Fleece,

The greatest and most honoured man of Greece.

But Jason, much rejoicing in his life,

Drank and was merry, longing for the strife;

Though in his heart he did not fail to see

His uncle’s cunning wiles and treachery;

But thought, when sixty years are gone at most,

Then will all pleasure and all pain be lost;

Although my name, indeed, be east about

From hall to temple, amid song and shout:

So let me now be merry with the best.

MEANWHILE, all men spoke hotly of the quest,

And many a champion ‘mid the wine did hail,

Till waned the moon, and all the stars grew pale,

And from the east faint yellow light outshone

O’er the Greek sea, so many years agone.
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NOW the next morn, when risen was the sun,

Men ‘gan to busk them for the quest begun;

Nor long delay made Pelias, being in fear

Lest aught should stay them; so his folk did bear

News of these things throughout the towns of Greece,

Moving great men to seek the Golden Fleece.

Therefore, from many a lordship forth they rode,

Leaving both wife and child and loved abode,

And many a town must now be masterless,

And women’s voices rule both more and less,

And women’s hands be dreaded, far and wide,

This fair beginning of the summer-tide.

NOW, all the folk who went upon this quest

I cannot name, but fain would hope the best

In men’s remembrance ancient tales did keep

Unto our time, letting the others sleep

In nameless graves, though mayhap, one by one,

These grew to be forgotten ‘neath the sun,

Being neither poor of heart, or weak of wit,

More than those others whose crowned memories sit

Enthroned amid the echoing minstrelsy

Sung of old time beside the Grecian sea.

Howe’er it be, now clinging to the hem

Of those old singers, will I tell of them,

In weak and faltering voice, e’en as I can.

NOW was the well-skilled Argus the first man

Who through the gates into Iolchos passed,

Whose lot in fertile Egypt first was cast,

The nurse of Gods and wonder-working men;

His father’s name was Danaus, who till then

Had held the golden rod above the Nile,

Feared by all men for force and deadly wile.

So he, being brought to Jason, said: O King,

Me have the Gods sent here to do the thing

Ye need the most; for often have I seen,

‘Twixt sleep and waking, one clad like a queen,

With beams of light about her glorious head,

And ever hath she spoken words, and said,

Argus arise, when dawn is on the earth,

And go unto a city great of girth

Men call Iolchos, and there ask for one

Who now gets ready a great race to run

Upon a steed whose maker thou shalt be,

Whose course is but the bitter trackless sea,

Jason, the king’s son, now himself a king;

And bid him hearken by this tokening,

That I, who send thee to him, am the same

Who in the greenwood bade him look for fame

That he desired but little; and am she

Who, when the eddies rushed tumultuously

About us, bore him to the river side:

And unto thee ‘shall such-like things betide.

Therewith she gave me craft and wisdom great

About this keel for which your quest doth wait,

Bidding me take thee for nay king and lord,

And thee to heed my counsel as her word

In all this craft. So if ye would set forth

Before the winter takes us from the north,

I pray you let there be at my commands

Such men as are most skilful of their hands,

Nor spare to take lintel, rooftree, or post

Of ash or pine or oak that helpeth most,

From whoso in this city lacketh gold;

And chiefly take the post that doth uphold

The second rafter in the royal hall,

That I may make the good ship’s prow withal,

For soothly from Dodona doth it come,

Though men forget it, the grey pigeons’ home.

So look to see a marvel, and forthright

Set on the smiths the sounding-brass to smite,

For surely shall all ye your armour need

Before these blossom-buds have turned to seed.

Then Jason gave him thanks and gifts enow,

And through the town sought all who chanced to know

The woodwright’s craft, by whom was much begun,

Whilst he took gifts of wood-from many an one,

And getting timber with great gifts of gold,

Spared not to take the post that did uphold

The second rafter in the royal hall

To make the new ship’s goodly prow withal.

SO Argus laboured, and the work was sped

Moreover, by a man with hoary head

Whose dwelling and whose name no man could know,

Who many a secret of the craft did show,

And ‘mid their work, men gazed at him askance,

Half fearful of his reverend piercing glance,

But did his bidding; yet knew not indeed,

It was the Queen of Heaven, and Saturn’s seed.

MEANWHILE came many heroes to the town :

Asterion, dweller on the windy down

Below Philæus, far up in the north;

Slow-footed Polyphemus, late borne forth

In chariot from Larissa, that beholds

Green-girt Peneus cleaving fertile wolds.

Erginus, son of Neptune; nigh the sea

His father set him, where the laden bee

Flies low across Mæander, and falls down

Against the white walls of a merchant town

Men call Miletus. Behind him there came

The winner of a great and dreaded name,

Theseus, the slayer of the fearful beast

Who soon in winding hails should make his feast

On youths and maidens; and with him there rode

The king Pirithous; who his loved abode

Amid the shady trees, had left that tide,

Where fly the centaurs’ arrows far and wide.

Black-haired was Theseus, slim, and still his cheek

Lacked all but down, for yet he had to seek

The winding ways of Daedalus the old;

But long and twining locks of ruddy gold

Blew round the face of the huge forest king,

As carelessly he rode and feared no thing.

Great joy had Jason, gazing on the twain,

Young though they were, and thought that not in vain

His quest should be, if such as these had will

The hollow of his great black ship to fill.

Next, threading Argive ways and woody lanes,

Came Nauplius, son of Neptune, to those plains,

Crossing Anaurus dryshod, for his sire

With threats and blows drove up the land-stream higher,

And sucked the sea-waves back across the sands:

With him came Idmon, mighty of his hands,

But mightier yet that he was skilled to know

The counsel of the God who bears the bow,

His very father, who bore not to see

Unloved, Cyrene wandering carelessly

Beside Peneus; Iolaus came

From Argos, too, to win a deathless name;

And if thenceforth came any heroes more

I know not, and their names have died of yore.

BUT from Arcadian forests came forth one

Who like a goddess ‘mid the rowers shone,

Swift-running Atalanta, golden-haired,

Grey-eyed, and simple; with her white limbs bared,

And sandalled feet set firm upon the sand,

Amid the wondering heroes did she stand

A very maid, yet fearing not for aught;

For she, with many a vow, had dearly bought

Diana’s love, and in no flowery stead

Had borne to hear love-songs, or laid her head

On any trembling lover’s heaving breast;

Therefore of mortals was she loved the best

By Her, who through the forest goes a-nights,

And in return for never-tried delights,

Has won a name no woman else can have.

NEXT through the gates his car Oileus drave,

The Locrian king, red-haired, with fierce grey eyes

Wandering from right to left, as though some prize

He sought for in the rich Thessalian land:

Then Iphiclus beside the gates did stand,

His kine at all adventure left at home,

That on a doubtful voyage he might roam.

Admetus from the well-walled Pheræ came,

Longing to add new glory to the fame

Of him whose flocks Apollo once did keep;

And then Echion, who would nowise sleep

Amid Ephesian roses, or behold

Betwixt gold cups and lovely things of gold

The white limbs of the dancing-girl, her hair

Swung round her dainty loins and bosom bare;

But needs must try the hollow-sounding sea,

As herald of the heroes; nor was he

Left by his brother Eurytus the strong.

Neither did Cæneus, the Magnesian, long

Less than the others strange new lands to see,

Though wondrous things were told of him: that he,

Once woman, now was man by Neptune’s aid,

And thus had won a long-desired maid.

From nigh Larissa came Aetalides,

Leaving a plain well-watered, set with trees,

That feeds much woolly sheep and lowing neat

And knoweth well the dancing maiden’s feet.

Mopsus, like Idmon, knew of things to come,

And had in Lipara a rocky home.

Eurydamas, tired of the peaceful lake

Of Xynias, was come for Jason’s sake

To lay his well-skilled hands upon the oar,

Dealing with greater waves than heretofore.

Menœtius, son of Actor, from the land

Where swift Asopus runs through stones and sand,

Bridged by the street of Opus, next was seen,

Eribotes, who through the meadows green

Would wander oft to seek what helpeth man,

Yet cannot cure his lust, through waters wan

To seek for marvels, cometh after him.

Then a rich man, grown old, but strong of limb,

Eurytion, son of Iras, leaveth now

His husbandmen still following of the plough

In the fat Theban meadows, while he goes,

Driven by fate, to suffer biting woes.

From Oechalia, Clytius the king,

And Iphitus his brother, felt the sting

That drives great men through woes to seek renown,

And left their guarded city, looking down

From rocky heights on the well-watered plain.

Right wise they were, and men say, not in vain

Before Apollo’s court they claimed to be

The first who strung the fatal cornel tree,

And loosed the twanging bowstring from the ear.

Then to the gate a chariot drew a-near,

Wherein two brothers sat, whereof the one

Who held the reins was mighty Telamon;

And Peleus was the other’s dreaded name.

And from an island both the heroes came;

Sunny Aegina, where their father’s hand

Ruled o’er the people of a fruitful land;

But they now young, rejoicing in their birth,

Dreamed not, that ere they lay beneath the earth,

Still greater heroes from their loins should come,

The doomsmen of the Trojan’s godlike home.

Fair Athens, and the olive groves thereby,

Phalerus left, riding through deserts dry,

And rocky passes where no sweet birds sing;

And with him Butes, with the owlet’s wing

Well-painted on his shield; and he at least,

Came back no more to share the joyous feast,

And pour out wine for well-accomplished days;

Who, all besotted with the Siren’s lays,

Must leave his mates; nor happier man than he,

Tiphys the pilot came, although the sea

Dealt gently with the ship whose ashen helm

His hand touched; in the rich Bœotian realm

He left outlandish merceries stored up

With many a brazen bowl and silver cup,

His heirs should feast from in the days to come,

When men he knew not went about his home.

Next Phlias came, forgetful of the hill

That bears his name, where oft the maidens fill

Their baskets with the coal-black clustering grapes

Far on in autumn, when the parched earth gapes

For cool November rain and winter snow;

For there his house stood, on the shaded brow

Of that fair ridge that Bacchus loves so well.

THEN through the gates one with a lion’s fell

Hung o’er his shoulders, on a huge grey steed

Came riding, with his fair Phœnician weed

Glittering from underneath the tawny hair;

Who loosely in his dreadful hand did bear

A club of unknown wood bound round with brass,

And underneath his curled black hair did pass

A golden circlet o’erwrought cunningly

With running beasts; so folk knew this was he

That in Amphytrion’s palace first saw light,

And whose first hour began with deadly fight;

Alcmena’s son, the dreadful Hercules;

The man whose shout the close Nemæan trees

Had stifled, and the lion met in vain;

The ravisher of hell, the serpent’s bane,

Whom neither Gods nor fate could overwhelm.

Now was he come to this Thessalian realm

To serve with Jason on the wandering seas,

Half seeking fame, half wishing to appease

The wrath of her who grudged him ease and rest,

Yet needs must see him of all men the best.

Laughing he went, and with him on each hand

There rode a swain from out the Theban land;

Hylas was first, whose sire, Theodamas,

Had given him worthy gifts of gold and brass,

And gold-wrought arms, that he should see no more

Glittering along the green Ismenian shore.

With him Ephebus came, who many a year

Had backed the steed and cast the quivering spear

In Theban meadows, but whose fathers came

From Argos, and thereby had left their name.

So through the streets like Gods they rode, but he

Who rode the midmost of the glorious three

O’ertopped them by a head; and looking down

With smiling face, whereon it seemed no frown

Could ever come, showed like the king of all.

NOW coming to the palace, by the wall

Sat Jason, watching while an armourer wrought

A golden crest according to his thought;

And round about the heroes were at play,

Casting the quoit; but on the well-paved way,

With clanging arms, leapt down Alcmena’s son

Before the prince, and said: I who have won

Some small renown, O Jason, in this land,

Come now to put my hand within your hand

And be your man, if wide report says true,

That even now with cinnabar and blue

Men paint your long ship’s prow, and shave the oars

With sharpened planes; for soothly, other shores

I fain would see than this fair Grecian one,

Wherein great deeds already I have done:

And if thou willest now to hear my name,

A Theban queen my mother once became,

And had great honour; wherefore some men say

That in Amphytrion’s bed my mother lay

When I was gotten; and yet other some

Say that a God upon that night did come,

(Whose name I speak not), like unto the king,

With whom Alcmena played, but nought witting.

Nor I nor others know the certainty

Of all these things; but certes, royally

My brother rules at Thebes, whom all men call

Amphytrion’s son, in whose well-peopled hall,

Right little loved of him and his, I eat,

Nor does he grieve to see my empty seat,

Though, since my name is Hercules, the man

Who owes me hatred hides it if he can.

And now, O prince, I bid thee take my hand,

And hear me swear that till unto this land

Thou hast borne back the Fleece across the sea,

Thy liege-man and thy servant I will be.

Nor have I seen a man more like a king

Than thou art, of whom minstrel folk shall sing

In days to come, when men sit by the wine.

Then Jason said: A happy lot is mine!

Surely the Gods must love me, since that thou

Art come, with me the rough green plain to plough

That no man reaps; yet certes, thou alone

In after days shalt be the glorious one

Whom men shall sing of, when they name the Fleece,

That bore the son of Athamas from Greece,

When I and all these men have come to nought.

So spake he; but the great-eyed Juno brought

His words to nothing, stooping to behold

Jason’s fair head, whereon the locks of gold

Curled thick and close, and his grey eager eyes,

That seemed already to behold the prize

In far-off Colchis: like a God he stood,

No less than he that in the darksome wood

Slew the lake-haunting, many-headed beast.

BUT on that day the Minyæ held a feast,

Praising the Gods, and those that they had sent

Across the sea to work out their intent.

YEA, ere the night greater their joyance grew,

For to the throng of heroes came there two,

In nowise worse than any of the best:

Castor and Pollux, who thought not to rest

In woody Lacedæmon, where the doves

Make summer music in the beechen groves,

But rather chose to hear the sea-fowl sing.

Their mother wedded Tyndarus the king.

And yet a greater name their father had,

As men deem; for that Leda, all unclad,

In cold Eurotas, on a summer morn,

Bathed her fair body, unto whom was borne,

Fleeing from seeming death, a milk-white swan,

Whom straight the naked queen, not fearing man,

Took in her arms, nor knew she cherished Jove,

Who rules o’er mortal men and Gods above.

So in the hall of Pelias, in their place

The twain sat down; and joy lit every face,

When both their names the sweet-voiced herald cried.

BUT the next morn into the town did ride

Lynceus and Idas, leaving far away

Well-walled Messene where the kestrels play

About the temples and the treasure-house.

But of these twain, was Idas valorous

Beyond most men, and hasty of his blow;

And unto Lynceus would the darkness show

That which he lacked; and of all men was he

The luckiest to find the privity

Of gold or gems. And on the self-same day

Came Periclymenes, who folk did say

Had Proteus’ gift to change from shape to shape.

Next from Tegea, where the long green grape

Grows yellow in the dewy autumn night,

There came Ancæus, stubborn in the fight.

Amphidamus and Apheus left the trees

Where sing the wood-doves to their mistresses

In the Arcadian forests; and where oft,

If through the springing brake he treadeth soft,

The happy hunter may well chance to see

Beside a hidden stream some two or three

Of tired nymphs, stripping the silken weed

From off their limbs; nor shall Actæon’s meed

Betide him there among the oaken trees.

Next came there Augeas, who at Elis sees,

On his fat plains, the sheep, and kine, and beeves,

Unnumbered as the rustling aspen leaves

Beside the river. From the grassy plain

Anigh Pellene, where the harvest wain

Scatters the grazing sheep, Amphion came,

In nowise skilled like him who bore his name,

The deathless singer, but right wise in war.

Then through the town there passed a brazen car

Bearing Euphemus, who had power to go

Dryshod across the plain no man doth sow,

By Tenarus he dwelt, beside the sea,

Anigh the temple of the deity

Whose son he was, the Shaker of the earth.

Then came a fresh Ancaeus, who had birth

In woody Samos, of the self-same sire,

Whose heart white-looted Alta set on fire,

As on the yellow sands at dawn she went.

Then Calydon the great a hero sent,

The fair-haired Meleager, who became,

In after days, the glory of his name,

The greatest name of the Aetolian land;

While yet on him fate laid her heavy hand,

In midst of all his glory so raised up,

Who nowise now dreaded the proffered cup

Of life and death she held for him to drain,

Nor thought of death and wishes wished in vain.

With him his uncle rode, Laocoon,

No longer young, teaching his brother’s son

What ‘longed to ruling men and unto war.

From Lacedæmon, Iphiclus afar

Had travelled, till the garments richly wrought,

That from his father Thestius’ house he brought,

Were stained with sun and dust, but still he came

To try the sea and win undying fame.

Then came a man long-limbed, in savage weed,

Arcas the hunter, to whose unmatched speed

All beasts that wander through the woods are slow.

In his right hand he bare the fatal bow

Of horn, and wood, and brass, but now unstrung,

And at his back a well-closed quiver hung,

Done round with silver bands and leopard’s skin,

And fifty deaths were hidden well therein

Of men or beasts; for whoso stood before

His bended bow and angry eyes, no more

Should see the green trees and the fertile earth.

Then came two brothers of a wondrous birth,

Zetes and Calais, sons of Boreas;

For he beheld Erechtheus’ daughter pass

Along Ilissus, one bright windy day,

Whom from amidst her maids he bore away

Unto the hills of Thrace to be his bride.

Now unto them this marvel did betide;

Like men in all else, from anigh the head

Of each grew wings, wherewith at will they sped

From land to land, ‘midst of the pathless air.

Next from Magnesia did roan horses bear

Phocus and Priasus, well skilled to cast

The whistling dart then o’er the drawbridge passed

Aetolian Palæmonius, who not yet

Had seen men armed in anger, or steel wet

With blood of aught but beasts, but none the less

Was willing now to stand among the press

Of god-like men, who, with the Minyæ,

Were armed to bring the fleece across the sea.

Then came Asclepius, whom the far-darter

Saved living from the lifeless corpse of her

He once loved well, but slew for treason done,

Fair-haired Coronis, whose far-seeing son

He honoured much, and taught so many a thing,

That first he knew how man may ease the sting

Of sickening pain, because all herbs he knew,

And what the best and worst of them could do.

So many a bitter fight with death he had,

And made the heart of many a sick man glad,

And gave new life to many a man who seemed

But dead already, wherefore people deemed

When he was dead that he was God indeed,

And on his altars many a beast did bleed.

Acastus, Pelias’ son, from wandering

Was come that self-same day unto the king,

And needs must go with Jason on his quest,

Careless of princely ease and golden rest.

Next Neleus, growing grey, forgetting not

The double crime, had left the pleasant spot

Where wan Alpheus meets the green sea waves,

And twice a-day the walls of Pylos laves;

For he was fain to expiate the sin

Pelias shared with him long years past, within

Queen Juno’s temple, where the brothers slew

The old Sidero, crying out, who knew

Then first the bitterness of such a cry

As broke from Tyro in her agony

When helpless, bound, within the brazen hall,

She felt unthought-of torment on her fall,

With none to pity her, nor knew what end

The Gods unto such misery would send.

So might Sidero feel, when fell on her

Unlooked-for death, and deadly hopeless fear;

And in their turn must Neleus o’er the sea

Go wandering now, and Pelias still must be

A trembling liar till death seizes him.

But now with Neleus, young, but strong of limb,

His wise, far-seeing offspring, Nestor, went,

With eyes a little downward ever bent,

Thinking of this and that which he had seen;

Who, when his youth was flourishing and green

Saw many feats of arms and ways of men,

Yet lived so long to be well honoured, when

In Troy the old, the princes shared the spoil.

Next came Laertes to share grief and toil

With these upon the sea; yet had he not

An easy land in Ithaca the hot,

Though Bacchus loves the ledges of the land,

And weighs the peasant in his sunburnt hand

The heavy oozing bunches, in the time

When frosts draw nigh in the rough northern clime.

Next whom came Almenus, of nought afraid,

Well armed and hardy, whom a mortal maid

Bore unto Mars, for he, new-come from Thrace,

Beside Enipeus met her, and in chase

He held her long, who vainly fled from him,

Though light of foot she was, and strong of limb.

And last of all, Orpheus the singer came,

The son of King Oeager, great of fame,

Yet happier man by much in this, that he

Was loved by heavenly Calliope,

Who bore him Orpheus on a happy day.

And now, through many a rough and toilsome way,

Hither he came the Minyæ to please,

And make them masters of the threatening seas,

Cheering their hearts, and making their hands strong

With the unlooked-for sweetness of his song.

NOW was it eve by then that Orpheus came

Into the hall, and when they heard his name,

And toward the high-seat of the prince he drew,

All men beholding him, the singer knew,

And glad were all men there that he should be

Their mate upon the bitter tuneless sea.

And loud they shouted; but Prince Jason said :

Now, may the Gods bring good things on thy head,

Son of Oeager, but from me, indeed,

This gold Daedalian bowl shall be thy meed,

If thou wilt let us hear thy voice take wing

From out thine heart, and see the golden string

Quiver beneath thy fingers. But by me

First sit and feast, and happy mayst thou be.

Then, glad at heart, the hero took his place,

And ate and drank his fill, but when the space

Was cleared of flesh and bread, he took his lyre

And sung them of the building up of Tyre,

And of the fair things stored up over sea,

Till there was none of them but fain would be

Set in the ship, nor cared one man to stay

On the green earth for one more idle day.

But Jason, looking right and left on them,

Took his fair cloak, wrought with a golden hem,

And laid it upon Orpheus, and thereto

Added the promised bowl, that all men knew

No hand but that of Dædalus had wrought,

So rich it was, and fair beyond all thought.

Then did he say unto the Minyæ:

Fair friends and well-loved guests, no more shall ye

Feast in this hall until we come again

Back to this land, well-guerdoned for our pain,

Bearing the Fleece, and mayhap treasures more

Than ever Tyrians of erewhile did store,

Scarlet, and gold, and brass; but without fail

Bearing great fame, if that may aught avail

To men who die; and our names certainly

Shall never perish, wheresoe’er we lie.

And now behold within the haven rides

Our good ship, swinging in the changing tides,

Gleanring with gold, and blue, and cinnabar,

The long new oars beside the rowlocks are,

The sail hangs flapping in the light west wind,

Nor aught undone can any craftsman find

From stem to stern; so is our quest begun

To-morrow at the rising of the sun.

And may Jove bring us all safe back to see

Another sun shine on this fair city,

When elders and the flower-crowned maidens meet

With tears and singing our returning feet.

So spake he, and so mighty was the shout,

That the hall shook, and shepherd-folk without

The well-walled city heard it, as they went

Unto the fold across the thymy bent.
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BUT through the town few eyes were sealed by sleep

When the sun rose; yea, and the upland sheep

Must guard themselves, for that one morn at least,

Against the wolf; and wary doves may feast

Unscared that morning on the ripening corn.

Nor did the whetstone touch the scythe that morn;

And all unheeded did the mackerel shoal

Make green the blue waves, or the porpoise roll

Through changing hills and valleys of the sea.

For ‘twixt the thronging people solemnly

The heroes went afoot along the way

That led unto the haven of the bay,

And as they went the roses rained on them

From windows glorious with the well-wrought hem

Of many a purple cloth; and all their spears

Were twined with blossoms that the fair earth bears;

And round their ladies’ token-gifts were set

About their helmets, flowery wreaths, still wet

With beaded dew of the scarce vanished night.

So as they passed, the young men at the sight

Shouted for joy, and their hearts swelled with pride;

But scarce the elders could behold dry-eyed

The glorious show, remembering well the days

When they were able too to win them praise,

And in their hearts was hope of days to come.

Nor could the heroes leave their fathers’ home

Unwept of damsels, who henceforth must hold

The empty air unto their bosoms cold,

And make their sweet complainings to the night.

That heedeth not soft eyes and bosoms white.

And many such an one was there that morn,

Who, with lips parted and grey eyes forlorn,

Stood by the window and forgot to cast

Her gathered flowers as the heroes passed,

But held them still within her garment’s hem,

Though many a winged wish she sent to them.

But on they went, and as the way they trod,

His swelling heart nigh made each man a god;

While dashed their armour to the minstrelsy

That went before them to the doubtful sea.

THEY passed the streets, they reached the salt-sea bight,

Where lay long Argo by the quay-head white;

With all her gold sun-litten, and ablaze;

Loud cried the heroes, and began to raise

The song of bossy shield and brazen spear.

And as along the quays they drew a-near,

Faster they strode and faster, till a cry

Again burst from them, and right eagerly

Into swift running did they break at last,

Till all the wind-swept quay being overpast,

They pressed across the gangway, and filled up

The hollow ship as wine a golden cup.

But Jason, standing by the helmsman’s side

High on the poop, lift up his voice and cried:

Look landward, heroes, once, before ye slip

The tough well-twisted hawser from the ship,

And set your eager hands to rope or oar;

For now, behold, the king stands on the shore

Beside a new-built altar, while the priests

Lead up a hecatomb of spotless beasts,

White bulls and coal-black horses, and my sire

Lifts up the barley-cake above the fire;

And in his hand a cup of ruddy gold

King Pelias takes; and now may ye behold

The broad new-risen sun light up the God,

Who, holding in his hand the crystal rod

That rules the sea, stands by Dædalian art

Above his temple, set right far apart

From other houses, nigh the deep green sea.

And now, O fellows, from no man but me

These gifts come to the God, that, ere long years

Have drowned our laughter and dried up our tears,

We may behold that glimmering brazen God

Against the sun bear up his crystal rod

Once more, and once more cast upon this land

This cable, severed by my bloodless brand.

SO spake he, and raised up the glittering steel,

That fell, and seaward straight did Argo reel,

Set free, and smitten by the western breeze,

And raised herself against the ridgy seas,

With golden eyes turned toward the Colchian land,

Made heedful of wise Tiphys’ skilful hand.

But silent sat the heroes by the oar,

Hearkening the sounds borne from the lessening shore;

The lowing of the doomed and flower-crowned beasts,

The plaintive singing of the ancient priests,

Mingled with blare of trumpets, and the sound

Of all the many folk that stood around

Altar and temple and its brazen Lord.

So sat they pondering much and spake no word,

Till all the landward noises died away,

And, midmost now of the green sunny bay,

They heard no sound but washing of the seas

And piping of the following western breeze,

And heavy measured beating of the oars:

So left the Argo the Thessalian shores.

NOW Neptune, joyful of the sacrifice

Beside the seal and all the gifts of price

That Jason gave him, sent them wind at will,

And swiftly Argo climbed each changing hill,

And ran through rippling valleys of the sea;

Nor toiled the heroes unmelodiously,

For by the mast sat great Oeager’s son,

And through the harp-strings let his fingers run

Nigh soundless, and with closed lips for a while;

But soon across his face there came a smile,

And his glad voice brake into such a song

That swiftlier sped the eager ship along.

O BITTER sea, tumultuous sea,

Full many an ill is wrought by thee!

Unto the wasters of the land

Thou holdest out thy wrinkled hand;

And when they leave the conquered town,

Whose black smoke makes thy surges brown,

Driven betwixt thee and the sun,

As the long day of blood is done,

From many a league of glittering waves

Thou smilest on them and their slaves.

The thin bright-eyed Phœnician

Thou drawest to thy waters wan:

With ruddy eve and golden morn

Thou temptest him, until, forlorn,

Unburied, under alien skies,

Cast up ashore his body lies.

Yea, whoso sees thee from his door,

Must ever long for more and more;

Nor will the beechen bowl suffice,

Or homespun robe of little price,

Or hood well-woven of the fleece

Undyed, or unspiced wine of Greece;

So sore his heart is set upon

Purple, and gold, and cinnamon;

For as thou cravest, so he craves,

Until he rolls beneath thy waves.

Nor in some landlocked unknown bay

Can satiate thee for one day.

Now, therefore, O thou bitter sea,

With no long words we pray to thee,

But ask thee, hast thou felt before

Such strokes of the long ashen oar?

And hast thou yet seen such a prow

Thy rich and niggard waters plough?

Nor yet, O sea, shall thou be cursed,

If at thy hands we gain the worst,

And, wrapt in water, roll about

Blind-eyed, unheeding song or shout,

Within thine eddies far from shore,

Warmed by no sunlight any more.

Therefore, indeed, we joy in thee,

And praise thy greatness, and will we

Take at thy hands both good and ill,

Yea, what thou wilt, and praise thee still,

Enduring not to sit at home,

And wait until the last days come,

When we no more may care to hold

White bosoms under crowns of gold,

And our dulled hearts no longer are

Stirred by the clangorous noise of war,

And hope within our souls is dead,

And no joy is remembered.

So, if thou hast a mind to slay,

Fair prize thou hast of us to-day;

And if thou hast a mind to save,

Great praise and honour shalt thou have:

But whatso thou wilt do with us,

Our end shall not be piteous,

Because our memories shall live

When folk forget the way to drive

The black keel through the heaped-up sea,

And half dried up thy waters be.

THEN shouted all the heroes, and they drove

The good ship forth, so that the birds above,

With long white wings, scarce flew so fast as they.

And so they laboured well-nigh all the day,

And ever in their ears divine words rung,

For ‘midmost of them still the Thracian sung

Stories of Gods and men; the bitter life

Pandora brought to luckless men; the strife

‘Twixt Pallas and the Shaker of the Earth,

The theft of Bacchus, and the wondrous birth

Of golden Venus. Natheless, when the sun

To fall adown the heavens had now begun,

They trimmed the sails, and drew the long oars up,

And, having poured wine from a golden cup

Unto the Gods, gladdened their hearts with food;

Then, having feasted as they thought it good,

Set hands upon the oars again, and so

Toiled on, until the broad sun, growing low,

Reddened the green sea; then they held their hands

Till he should come again from unknown lands,

And fell to meat again, and sat so long

Over the wine-cups, cheered with tale and song,

That night fell on them, and the moon rose high,

And the fair western wind began to die,

Though to the eastward still they drifted on;

Then for all others waking-tide was done,

Save Tiphys and the leader of the rest,

Who watched till drew the round moon to the west,

And Jason could behold beneath her light,

Far off at first, a little speck of white,

Which, as the grey dawn stole across the sea,

And the wind freshened, grew at last to be

Grey rocks and great, and when they nigher drew,

The skilful helmsman past all doubting knew

The land of Lemnos; therefore from their sleep

They roused their fellows, bidding them to keep

The good ship from that evil rocky shore.

So each man set his hand unto the oar,

And, striking sail, along the coast they crept,

Till the sun rose, and birds no longer slept;

Then as they went they saw a sandy beach

Under the cliff, that no high wave could reach,

And in the rock a deep cave cut, whereby

A man was standing, gazing earnestly

Upon their ship, and shouting words that, tost

Hither and thither by the wind, were lost

Amid the tumbling of the ridgy sea:

Natheless, they deemed that sore he prayed to be

Their fellow, and to leave those rocky shores;

Therefore, with backing of the ashen oars,

They stayed the ship, and beckoned unto him

To try the sea, if so be he could swim;

Because, indeed, they doubted there might be

A-nigh the place some hidden enemy;

Nor cared they much to trust their oaken keel

Too near those rocks, as deadly as the steel,

That lay upon their lee; but with a shout

He sprang into the sea, and beat about

The waters bravely, till he reached the ship;

And clambering up, let the salt water drip

From off his naked limbs, nor spoke he aught

Until before the fair prince he was brought.

But Jason, when he set his eyes on him,

And saw him famished and so gaunt of limb,

Bade them to give him food and wine enow

Before he told his tale; and still to row

Along the high cliffs eastward, nor to stay

For town or tower, or haven or deep bay,

So then being clothed and fed, the island man

Came back to Jason, and his tale began:

O LORD, or Prince, or whatso name thou hast,

Great thanks I give thee; let the past be past,

Nor ask my name; for surely ere this day

Both name, and house, and friends have past away.

A Lemnian am I, who within the town

Had a fair house, and on the thymy down

Full many a head of sheep; and I had too

A daughter, old enough for men to woo,

A wife and three fair sons; of whom the first

For love and gold had now begun to thirst:

Full rich I was, and led a pleasant life,

Nor did I long for more, or doubt for strife.

Know that in Lemnos were the Gods well served,

And duly all their awful rites observed,

Save only that no temple Venus had,

And from no altars was her heart made glad;

Wherefore for us she wove a bitter fate,

For by her power she set an evil hate

Of man, like madness, in each woman’s heart,

And heavy sleep on us men, for our part,

From which few woke, or woke in time to feel

Against their throats the pitiless sharp steel.

But that there might be one to tell the thing,

Nigh dawn I woke, and turning, thought to cling

Unto the warm side of my well-loved wife,

But found nought there but a keen two-edged knife.

So, wondering much, I gat me from the bed,

And going thence, found all the floor be-bled

In my son’s sleeping place, and nigh the door

His body, hacked and hewn, upon the floor:

Naked he was, but in his clenched right hand

Held tufts of woman’s hair. Then did I stand

As in a dream a man stands, when draws nigh

The thing he fears with such wild agony,

Yet dares not flee from; but the golden sun

Came forth at last, and daylight was begun;

Then trembling I took heart to leave at last

The lonely house, but, as I slowly passed

Into the porch, a dreadful noise I heard,

Nor shall I be again by aught so feared,

How long soe’er I live, as I was then,

Because that shout was worse than cries of men

Drunken with blood; but yet as in a dream

I went to meet it, and heard many a scream

From dying men; but, as I gained the street,

Men flying for their dear lives did I meet,

And turned and fled with them, I knew not why,

But looking back in running, could espy,

With shrinking horror, what kept up the chase.

Because, indeed, the old familiar place,

From house-wall unto house-wall, was now filled

With frantic women, whose thin voices shrilled

With unknown war-cries; little did they heed,

If as they tore along, their flesh did bleed,

So that some man were slain, nor feared they now

If they each other smote with spear or bow,

For all were armed in some sort, and had set

On head or breast what armour they might get;

And some were naked else, and some were clad

In such-like raiment as the slain men had,

And some, their kirtles were looped up or rent.

So ever at us shafts and spears they sent,

And through the street came on like a huge wave,

Until at last against the gates they drave,

And we gained on them, till some two or three,

As still the others strove confusedly,

Burst from the press, and heading all the rest,

Ran mightily, and the last men, hard pressed,

Turned round upon them, and straightway were slain,

Unarmed and faint, and ‘gan the crowd to gain

Upon the fleeing men, till one by one

They fell, and looked their last upon the sun,

And I alone was held in chase, until

I reached the top of a high thymy hill

Above the sea, bleeding from arm and back,

Wherein two huntsmen’s arrows lightly stack,

Shot by no practised hands; but nigh my death

I was indeed, empty of hope and breath.

Yet, ere their changed hands could be laid on me,

I threw myself into the boiling sea,

And they turned back, nor doubted I was dead;

But I, though fearing much to show my head,

Got me by swimming to yon little beach,

And scarce the cavern’s mouth made shift to reach,

And lay there fainting till the sun was high.

Then I awoke, and rising fearfully,

Gat into the dark cave, and there have been,

How long I know not, and no man have seen;

And as for food and drink, within the cave

Good store of sweet clear water did I have,

And in the nights I went along the strand

And got me shell-fish whiles, and whiles laid hand

On seafowls’ eggs; but natheless, misery

Must soon have slain me, had not the kind sea

Sent you, O lords, to give me life again;

Therefore, I pray ye may not wish in vain

For aught, and that with goods and happiness

The Father of all folk your lives may bless.

THEN said the prince: And be thou strong of heart,

For after all thy woes, shalt thou have part

In this our quest, if so thou willest it;

But if so be that thou wouldst rather sit

In rest and peace within a fair homestead,

That shall some king give to thee by my head,

For love of me; or else for very fear

Shall some man give thee what thou countest dear.

And if thou askest of us, know that we

Are children of the conquering Minyæ,

And make for Colchis o’er the watery plain,

And think we shall not fail to bring again

The Fleece of Neptune’s ram to Thessaly.

Prince, said the Lemnian, I will go with thee

Whereso thou willest, neither have I will

To wait again for ruin, sitting still

Among such goods as grudging fate will give,

Even at the longest, only while I live.

Then Jason bade them bring him arms well wrought

And robes of price; and when all these were brought,

And he was armed, he seemed a goodly man.

MEANWHILE, along the high cliffs Argo ran

Until a fresh land-wind began to rise

Then did they set sail, and in goodly wise

Draw off from Lemnos, and at close of day

Again before them a new country lay,

Which when they neared, the helmsman Tiphys knew

To be the Mysian land; being come thereto,

They saw a grassy shore and trees enow,

And a sweet stream that from the land did flow:

Therefore they thought it good to land thereon

And get them water; but the day being gone,

They waited for the dawn anigh the beach,

Till the sea’s rim the golden sun did reach.

But when the day dawned, most men left the ship,

Some hasting the glazed water-jars to dip

In the fresh water; others among these

Who had good will beneath the murmuring trees

To sit awhile, forgetful of the sea.

And with the sea-farers there landed three

Amongst the best; Alcmena’s godlike son,

Hylas the fair, and that half-halting one,

Great Polyphemus. Now both Hercules

And all the others lay beneath the trees,

When all the jars were filled, nor wandered far;

But Hylas, governed by some wayward star,

Strayed from them, and up stream he set his face,

And came unto a tangled woody place,

From when the stream welled, and within that wood

Along its bank wandered in heedless mood,

Nor knew it haunted of the sea-nymphs fair;

Whom on that morn the heroes’ noise did scare

From their abiding-place anigh the bay;

But these now hidden in the water lay’

Within the wood, and thence could they behold

The fair-limbed Hylas, with his hair of gold,

And mighty arms down-swinging carelessly,

And fresh face, ruddy from the wind-swept sea;

Then straight they loved him, and being fain to have

His shapely body in the glassy wave,

And taking counsel there, they thought it good

That one should meet him in the darksome wood,

And by her wiles should draw him to some place

Where they his helpless body might embrace,

So from the water stole a fair nymph forth;

And by her art so wrought that from the north

You would have thought her come, from where a queen

Rules over lands summer alone sees green;

For she in goodly raiment, furred, was clad,

And on her head a golden fillet had,

Strange of its fashion, and about her shone

Many a fair jewel and outlandish stone.

There in the wood, anigh the river side,

The coming of the Theban did she bide,

Nor waited long, for slowly pushing through

The close-set saplings, o’er the flowers blue

He drew nigh, singing, free from any care;

But when he saw her glittering raiment fair

Betwixt the green tree-trunks, he stayed a space,

For she, with fair hands covering up her face,

Was wailing loud, as though she saw him not,

And to his mind came old tales half forgot,

Of women of the woods, the huntsman’s bane.

Yet with his fate indeed he strove in vain;

For going further forward warily,

From tree-trunk unto tree-trunk, he could see

Her ivory hands, with wrist set close to wrist,

Her cheek as fair as any God has kissed,

Her lovely neck and wealth of golden hair,

That from its fillet straggled here and there,

And all her body writhing in distress,

Wrapped in the bright folds of her golden dress.

Then forthwith he drew near her eagerly,

Nor did she seem to know that he was nigh,

Until almost his hand on her was laid;

Then, lifting up a pale wild face, she said,

Struggling with sobs and shrinking from his hand:

O, fair young warrior of a happy land,

Harm not a queen, I pray thee, for I come

From the far northland, where yet sits at home

The king, my father, who, since I was wooed

By a rich lord of Greece, had thought it good

To send me to him with a royal train,

But they, their hearts being changed by hope of gain,

Seized on my goods, and left me while I slept;

Nor do I know, indeed, what kind God kept

Their traitorous hands from slaying me outright;

And surely yet, the lion-haunted night

Shall make an end of me, who erewhile thought

That unto lovelier lands my soul was brought,

To live a happier life than heretofore.

But why think I of past times any more,

Who, a king’s daughter once, am now grown fain

Of poorest living, through all toil and pain,

If so I may but live: and thou, indeed,

Perchance art come, some God, unto my need;

For nothing less thou seemest, verily.

But if thou art a man, let me not die,

But take me as thy slave, that I may live.

For many a gem my raiment has to give,

And these weak fingers surely yet may learn

To turn the mill, and carry forth the urn

Unto the stream, nor shall nay feet unshod,

Shrink from the flinty road and thistly sod.

SHE ceased; but he stooped down, and stammering said:

Mayst thou be happy, O most lovely maid,

And thy sweet life yet know a better day:

And I will strive to bring thee on thy way,

Who am the well-loved son of a rich man

Who dwells in Thebes, beside Ismenus wan.

Therewith he reached his hand to her, and she

Let her slim palm fall in it daintily;

But with that touch he felt as through his blood

Strange fire ran, and saw not the close wood,

Nor tangled path, nor stream, nor aught but her

Crouching before him in her gold and fur,

With kind appealing eyes raised up to his,

And red lips trembling for the coming kiss.

But ere his lips met hers did she arise,

Reddening with shame, and from before his eyes

Drew her white hand, wherewith the robe of gold

She gathered up and from her feet did hold,

Then through the tangled wood began to go,

Not looking round; but he cared not to know

Whither they went, so only she were nigh.

So to her side he hurried fearfully,

She nought gainsaying, but with eyes downcast

Still by his side betwixt the low boughs past,

Following the stream, until a space of green

All bare of trees they reached, and there-between

The river ran, grown broad and like a pool,

Along whose bank a flickering shade and cool,

Grey willows made, and all about they heard

The warble of the small brown river-bird.

And from both stream and banks rose up a haze

Quivering and glassy; for of summer days

This was the chiefest day and crown of all.

There did the damsel let her long skirts fall

Over her feet, but as her hand dropped down,

She felt it stopped by Hylas’ fingers brown,

Whereat she trembled and began to go

Across the flowery grass with footsteps slow,

As though she grew aweary, and she said,

Turning about her fair and glorious head:

Soft is the air in your land certainly,

But under foot the way is rough and dry

Unto such feet as mine, more used to feel

The dainty stirrup wrought of gold and steel,

Or tread upon the white bear’s fell, or pass

In spring and summer o’er such flowery grass

As this, that soothly mindeth me too much

Of that my worshipped feet were wont to touch,

When I was called a queen; let us not haste

To leave this sweet place for the tangled waste,

I pray thee therefore prince, but let us lie

Beneath these willows while the wind goes by,

And set our hearts to think of happy things,

Before the morrow pain and trouble brings.

She faltered somewhat as she spoke, but he

Drew up before her and took lovingly

Her other hand, nor spoke she more to him,

Nor he to her awhile, till from the rim

Of his great shield broke off the leathern band

That crossed his breast, whether some demon’s hand

Snapped it unseen, or some sharp rugged bough

Within the wood had chafed it even now;

But clattering fell the buckler to the ground,

And, startled at the noise, he turned him round.

Then, grown all bold within that little space,

He set his cheek unto her blushing face,

And smiling, in a low voice said: O sweet,

Call it an omen that this, nowise meet

For deeds of love, has left me by its will,

And now by mine these toys that cumber still

My arms shall leave me. And therewith he threw

His brass-bound spear upon the grass, and drew

The Theban blade from out its ivory sheath,

And loosed his broad belt’s clasp, that like a wreath

His father’s Indian serving-man had wrought,

And cast his steel coat off, from Persia brought;

And so at last being freed of brass and steel,

Upon his breast he laid her hand to feel

The softness of the fine Phœenician stuff

That clad it still, nor yet could toy enough

With that fair hand; so played they for a space,

Till softly did she draw him to a place

Anigh the stream, and they being set, he said:

And what dost thou, O love? art thou afraid

To cast thine armour off, as I have done,

Within this covert where the fiery sun

Scarce strikes upon one jewel of thy gown?

Then she spake, reddening, with her eyes cast down

O prince, behold me as I am to-day,

But if o’er many a rough and weary way

It hap unto us both at last to come

Unto the happy place that is thine home,

Then let me be as women of thy land

When they before the sea-born goddess stand,

And not one flower hides them from her sight.

But with that word she set her fingers white

Upon her belt, and he said amorously:

Ah, God, whatso thou wilt must surely be,

But would that I might die or be asleep

Till we have gone across the barren deep,

And you and I together, hand in hand,

Some day ere sunrise lights the quiet land,

Behold once more the seven fair-gleaming gates.

O love, she said, and such a fair time waits

Both thee and me; but now to give thee rest

Here in the noontide, were it not the best

To soothe thee with some gentle murmuring song,

Sung to such notes as to our folk belong;

Such as my maids awhile ago would sing

When on my bed a-nights I lay waking?

Sing on, he said, but let me dream of bliss

If I should sleep, nor yet forget thy kiss.

She touched his lips with hers, and then began

A sweet song sung not yet to any man.

I KNOW a little garden-close

Set thick with lily and red rose,

Where I would wander if I might

From dewy dawn to dewy night,

And have one with me wandering.

And though within it no birds sing,

And though no pillared house is there,

And though the apple boughs are bare

Of fruit and blossom, would to God,

Her feet upon the green grass trod,

And I beheld them as before.

There comes a murmur from the shore,

And in the place two fair streams are,

Drawn from the purple hills afar,

Drawn down unto the restless sea;

The hills whose flowers ne’er fed the bee,

The shore no ship has ever seen,

Still beaten by the billows green,

Whose murmur comes unceasingly

Unto the place for which I cry.

For which I cry both day and night,

For which I let slip all delight,

That maketh me both deaf and blind,

Careless to win, unskilled to find,

And quick to lose what all men seek.

Yet tottering as I am, and weak,

Still have I left a little breath

To seek within the jaws of death

An entrance to that happy place

To seek the unforgotten face

Once seen, once kissed, once reft from me

Anigh the murmuring of the sea.

She ceased her song, that lower for a while

And slower too had grown, and a soft smile

Grew up within her eyes as still she sung.

Then she rose up, and over Hylas hung,

For now he slept; wherewith the God in her

Consumed the northern robe done round with fur

That hid her beauty, and the light west wind

Played with her hair no fillet now did bind,

And through her faint grey garment her limbs seemed

Like ivory in the sea, and the sun gleamed

In the strange gems about her middle sweet,

And in the jewelled sandals on her feet.

So stood she murmuring, till a rippling sound

She heard, that grew until she turned her round

And saw her other sisters of the deep

Her song had called while Hylas yet did sleep,

Come swimming in a long line up the stream,

And their white dripping arms and shoulders gleam

Above the dark grey water as they went,

And still before them a great ripple sent.

But when they saw her, toward the bank they drew,

And landing, felt the grass and flowers blue

Against their unused feet; then in a ring

Stood gazing with wide eyes, and wondering

At all his beauty they desired so much.

And then with gentle hands began to touch

His hair, his hands, his closed eyes; and at last

Their eager naked arms about him cast,

And bore him, sleeping still, as by some spell,

Unto the depths where they were wont to dwell;

Then softly down the reedy bank they slid,

And with small noise the gurgling river hid

The flushed nymphs and the heedless sleeping man.

But ere the water covered them, one ran

Across the mead and caught up from the ground

The brass-bound spear, and buckler bossed and round,

The ivory-hilted sword, and coat of mail,

Then took the stream; so what might tell the tale,

Unless the wind should tell it, or the bird

Who from the reed these things had seen and heard?

MEANWHILE, the ship being watered, and the day

Now growing late, the prince would fain away;

So from the ship was blown a horn to call

The stragglers back, who mustered one and all,

Save Theban Hylas; therefore, when they knew

That he was missing, Hercules withdrew

From out the throng, if yet perchance his voice

Hylas might hear, and all their hearts rejoice

With shout well-known in answer thereunto:

With him must Polyphemus likewise go,

To work out the wise counsel of the fates:

Unhappy! who no more would see the gates

Of white-wailed fair Larissa, or the plain

Burdened by many an overladen wain.

FOR while their cries and shouts rang through the wood,

The others reached the ship, and thought it good

To weigh the anchor, and anigh the shore,

With loosened sail, and run-out ready oar,

To trim the ship for leaving the fair bay;

And therefore, Juno, waiting for that day,

And for that hour, had gathered store of wind

Up in the hills to work out all her mind,

Which, from the Mysian mountains now let slip,

Tearing along the low shore, smote the ship

In blinding clouds of salt spray mixed with rain.

Then vainly they struck sail, and all in vain

The rowers strove to keep her head to wind,

And still they drifted seaward, drenched and blind.

BUT, ‘mid their struggling, suddenly there shone

A light from Argo’s high prow, and thereon

Could their astonished fearful eyes behold

A figure standing, with wide wings of gold,

Upright, amid the weltering of the sea,

Calm ‘midst the noise and cries, and presently

To all their ears a voice pierced, saying: No more,

O Jove-blessed heroes, strive to reach the shore,

Nor seek your lost companions; for of these

Jove gives you not the mighty Hercules

To help you forward on your happy way,

But wills him in the Greek land still to stay;

Where many a thing he has for him to do,

With whom awhile shall Polyphemus go,

Then build in Mysia a fair merchant-town,

And when long years have passed, there lay him down:

And as for Hylas, never think to see

His body more, who yet lies happily

Beneath the green stream where ye were this morn,

And there he praises Jove that he was born,

Forgetting the rough world, and every care;

Not ‘dead, nor living, among faces fair,

White limbs, and wonders of the watery world.

And now I bid ye spread the sail ye furled,

And make on towards the straits while Juno sends

Fair wind behind you, calling you her friends.

THEREWITH the voice ceased, and the storm was still,

And afterward they had good wind at will,

To help them toward the straits, but all the rest,

Rejoicing at the speeding of their quest,

Yet wondered much whence that strange figure came,

That on the prow burnt like a harmless flame;

Yea, some must go and touch the empty space

From whence those words flew from the godlike face;

But Jason and the builder, Argus, knew

Whereby the prow foretold things strange and new,

Nor wondered aught, but thanked the Gods therefore,

As far astern they left the Mysian shore.
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NOW, driven by the oar, and feeling well

The wind that made the fair white sail outswell,

Thessalian Argo flew on toward the place

Where first the rude folk saw dead Helle’s face:

There, fearful of the darkness of the night,

Without the rocks they anchored till the light,

And when the day broke, sped them through the straits

With oars alone, and through the narrow gates

Came out into Propontis, where with oar

And sail together, within sight of shore,

They went, until the sun was filling down,

And then they saw the white walls of a town,

And made thereto, and soon being come anigh,

They found that on an isle the place did lie,

And Tiphys called it Cyzicum, a place

Built by a goodly man of a great race,

Himself called Cyzicus, Euzorus’ son,

Who still in peace ruled over many an one,

Merchants and other, in that city fair.

Therefore, they thought it good to enter there,

And going softly, with sails struck, at last

Betwixt the two walls of a port they passed,

And on the quays beheld full many a man

Buying and selling, nigh the water wan.

So, as they touched the shore, a champion tall

Drew nigh, and bade them name themselves withal;

And when he heard, he cried: O heroes, land,

For here shall all things be at your command;

And here shall you have good rest from the sea.

Therewith he sent one to go speedily

And tell the king these folks were landed there.

Then passed the heroes forth upon the fair

Well-builded quays; and all the merchant-folk

Beholding them, from golden dreams awoke,

And of the sword and clattering shield grew fain,

And glory for awhile they counted gain.

BUT Jason and his fair folk passing these,

Came to a square shaded about by trees,

Where they beheld the crowned king glorious stand

To wait them, who took Jason by the hand

And led him through the rows of linden trees

Unto his house, the crown of palaces;

And there he honoured them with royal feast

In his fair hall, hung round with man and beast

Wrought in fair Indian cloths, and on soft beds,

When they grew weary, did they lay their heads.

BUT he, when on the morn they would away

Full many a rich gift in their keel did lay,

And while their oars were whitening the green sea,

Within his temple he prayed reverently

For their good hap to Jove the Saving God.

Hapless himself that these had ever trod

His quiet land; for, sailing all the day,

Becalmed at last at fall of night they lay;

And lying there, an hour before midnight

A black cloud rose that swallowed up the light

Of moon and stars, and therefrom leapt a wind

That drave the Argo, tottering, lame, and blind,

Back on her course, and, as it died, at last

They heard the breakers roaring, and so cast

Their anchors out within some shallow bay,

They knew not where, to wait until the day.

THERE, as they waited, they saw beacons flame

Along the coast, and in a while there came

A rout of armed men thereto, as might seem

By shouts and clash of arms that now ‘gan gleam

Beneath the light of torches that they bore.

Then could the heroes see that they from shore

Were distant scarce a bowshot, and the tide

Had ebbed so quick the sands were well-nigh dried

Betwixt them and the foremost of the foe,

Who, ere they could push off, began to go

Across the wet beach, and with many a cry

The biting arrows from their bows let fly.

Nor were the heroes slow to make return,

Aiming where’er they saw the torches burn.

SO passed the night with little death of men;

But when the sky at last grew grey, and when

Dimly the Argo’s crew could see their foes,

Then overboard they leapt, that they might close

With these scarce seen far-fighting enemies,

And so met man to man, crying their cries,

In deadly shock, but Jason, for his part,

Rushing before the rest, put by a dart

A tall man threw, and closing with him, drave

His spear through shield and breast-plate weak to save

His heart from such an arm; then straight he fell

Dead on the sands, and with a wailing yell

The others, when they saw it, fled away,

And gat them swiftly to the forest grey

Which hedged the yellow sands the sea-flood’s hem,

Nor gave the seafarers much chase to them,

But on the hard sand all together drew.

And now, day growing, they the country knew

And found it Cyzicum, and Jason said:

Fellows, what have we done? by likely-head

An evil deed and luckless, but come now,

Draw off the helmet from this dead man’s brow

And name him. So when they had done this thing

They saw the face of Cyzicus the king.

BUT Jason, when he saw him, wept, and said:

Ill hast thou fared, O friend, that I was led

To take thy gifts and slay thee; in such guise,

Blind and unwitting, do fools die, and wise;

And I myself may hap to come to die

By that I trusted, and like thee to lie

Dead ere my time, a wonder to the world.

But, O poor king, thy corpse shall not be hurled

Hither and thither by the heedless wave,

But in an urn thine ashes will I save,

And build a temple when I come to Greece

A rich man, with the fair-cuffed Golden Fleece,

And set them there, and call it by thy name,

That thou mayst yet win an undying fame.

Then hasted all the men, and in a while,

‘Twixt sea and woodland, raised a mighty pile,

And there they burned him; but for spices sweet

Could cast thereon but wrack from ‘neath their feet,

And wild wood flowers, and resin from the pine;

And when the pile grew low, with odorous wine

They quenched the ashes, and the king’s they set

Within a golden vessel, that with fret

Of twining boughs and gem-made flowers was wrought,

That they from Pelias’ treasure-house had brought.

Then, since the sun his high meridian

Had left, they pushed into the waters wan,

And so, with hoisted sail and stroke of oar,

Drew off from that unlucky fateful shore.

NOW eastward with a fair wind as they went,

And towards the opening of the ill sea bent

Their daring course, Tiphys arose and said:

Heroes, it seems to me that hardihead

Helps mortal men but little, if thereto

They join not wisdom; now needs must we go

Into the evil sea through blue rocks twain,

Which no keel yet hath passed; although in vain

Some rash men trying it of old, have been

Pounded therein, as poisonous herbs and green

Are pounded by a witch-wife on the shore

Of Pontus; for these two rocks evermore

Each against each are driven, and leave us not

Across the whole strait such a little spot

Safe from the grinding of their mighty blows,

As that through which a well-aimed arrow goes

When archers for a match shoot at the ring.

Now, heroes, do I mind me of a king

That dwelleth at a sea-side town of Thrace

That men call Salmydessa, from this place

A short day’s sail, who hidden things can tell

Beyond all men; wherefore, I think it well

That we for counsel should now turn thereto,

Nor headlong to our own destruction go.

THEN all men said that these his words were good,

And turning, towards the Thracian coast they stood,

Which yet they reached not till the moonlit night

Was come, and from the shore the wind blew light;

Then they lay to until the dawn, and then

Creeping along, found an abode of men

That Tiphys knew to be the place they sought.

Thereat they shouted, and right quickly brought

Fair Argo to the landing-place, and threw

Grapnels ashore, and landing forthwith drew

Unto the town, seeking Phineus the king.

But those they met and asked about this thing

Grew pale at naming him, and few words said;

Natheless, they being unto the palace led,

And their names told, soon were they bidden in

To where the king sat, a man blind and thin,

And haggard beyond measure, who straightway

Called out aloud: Now blessed be the way

That led thee to me, happiest man of all

Who from the poop see the prow rise and fall

And the sail bellying, and the glittering oars;

And blessed be the day whereon our shores

First felt thy footsteps, since across the sea

My hope and my revenge thou bring’st with thee.

Then Jason said: “Hail, Phineus, that men call

Wisest of men, and may all good befall

Both thee and thine, and happy mayst thou live!

Yet do we rather pray thee gifts to give,

Than bring thee any gifts, for, soothly, we

Sail, desperate men and poor, across the sea.

Then answered Phineus: Guest, I know indeed

What gift it is that on this day ye need,

Which I will not withhold; and yet, I pray,

That ye will eat and drink with me to-day,

Then shall ye see how wise a man am I,

And how well-skilled to ‘scape from misery.

Therewith he groaned, and bade his folk to bring

Such feast as ‘longed unto a mighty king

And spread the board therewith; who straight obeyed,

Trembling and pale, and on the tables laid

A royal feast most glorious in all show.

Then said the king: I give you now to know

That the Gods love me not, O guests; therefore,

Lest your expected feast be troubled sore,

Eat by yourselves alone, while I sit here

Looking for that which scarcely brings me fear

This day, since I so long have suffered it.

So, wondering at his words, they all did sit

At that rich board, and ate and drank their fill;

But yet with little mirth indeed; for still

Within their wondering ears the king’s words rang,

And his blind eyes, made restless by some pang,

They still felt on them, though no word he said.

AT last he called out: Though ye be full fed,

Sit still at table and behold me eat,

Then shall ye witness with what royal meat

The Gods are pleased to feed me, since I know

As much as they do both of things below

And things above. Then, hearkening to this word,

The most of them grew doubtful and afeard

Of what should come; but now unto the board

The king was led, and nigh his hand his sword,

Two-edged and ivory-hilted, did they lay,

And set the richest dish of all that day

Before him, and a wine-crowned golden cup,

And a pale, trembling servant lifted up

The cover from the dish; then did they hear

A wondrous rattling sound that drew anear,

Increasing quickly: then the gilded hall

Grew dark at noon, as though the night did fall,

And open were all doors and windows burst,

And such dim light gleamed out as lights the cursed,

Unto the torments behind Minos’ throne:

Dim, green, and doubtful through the hall it shone,

Lighting up shapes no man had seen, before

They fell, awhile ago, upon that shore.

FOR now, indeed, the trembling Minyæ

Beheld the daughters of the earth and sea,

The dreadful Snatchers, who like women were

Down to the breast, with scanty coarse black hair

About their heads, and dim eyes ringed with red,

And bestial mouths set round with lips of lead,

But from their gnarled necks there began to spring

Half hair, half feathers, and a sweeping wing

Grew out instead of arm on either side,

And thick plumes underneath the breast did hide

The place where joined the fearful natures twain.

Grey feathered were they else, with many a stain

Of blood thereon, and on birds’ claws they went.

These through the hall unheard-of shrieking sent,

And rushed at Phineus, just as to his mouth

He raised the golden cup to quench his drouth,

And scattered the red wine, and buffeted

The wretched king, and one, perched on his head,

Laughed as the furies laugh, when kings come down

To lead new lives within the fiery town,

And said: O Phineus, thou art lucky now

The hidden things of heaven and hell to know;

Eat, happy man, and drink. Then did she draw

From off the dish a gobbet with her claw,

And held it nigh his mouth, the while he strove

To free his arm, which one, hovering above,

Within her filthy vulture-claws clutched tight,

And cried out at him: Truly, in dark night

Thou seest, Phineus, as the leopard doth.

Then cried the third: Fool, who would fain have both,

Delight and knowledge! therefore, with blind eyes

Clothe thee in purple, wrought with braveries,

And set the pink-veined marble ‘neath thy throne;

Then on its golden cushions sit alone,

Hearkening thy chain-galled slaves without singing

For joy, that they behold so many a thing.

Then shrieked the first one in a dreadful voice:

And I, O Phineus, bid thee to rejoice,

That ‘midst thy knowledge still thou know’st not this

Whose flesh the lips, wherewith thy lips I kiss,

This morn have fed on Then she laughed again,

And fawning on him, with her sisters twain

Spread her wide wings, and hid him from the sight,

And mixed his groans with screams of shrill delight.

NOW trembling sat the seafarers, nor dared

To use the weapons from their sheaths half-bared,

Fearing the Gods, who there before their eyes,

Had shown them with what shame and miseries

They visit impious men: yet from the board

There started two with shield and ready sword,

The Northwind’s offspring; fearless they and wise,

Their father’s children: dight in such-like guise

As well availed them: so, when Phineus knew,

By his divine art, that the godlike two

Were armed to help him, then from ‘twixt the wings

He cried aloud: O, heroes, more than kings,

Strike, and fear not, but set me free to-day,

That ye within your brazen chests may lay

The best of all my treasure-house doth hold,

Fair linen, scarlet cloth, and well-wrought gold!

Then shrieked the Snatchers, knowing certainly

That now the time had come when they must fly

From pleasant Salmydessa, casting off

The joys they had in shameful mock and scoff.

So gat they from the blind king, leaving him

Pale and forewearied in his every limb;

And, flying through the roof, they set them down

Above the hall-doors, ‘mid the timbers brown,

Chattering with fury. Then the fair-dyed wings

Opened upon the shoulders of the kings,

And on their heels, and shouting they uprose,

And poised themselves in air to meet their foes.

Then here and there these loathly things did wheel

Before the brazen shields, and restless steel,

But as they flew, unlucky words they cried.

The first said: Hail, O folk who wander wide,

Seeking a foolish thing across the sea,

Not heeding in what case your houses be,

Where now perchance the rovers cast the brand

Up to the roof, and leading by the hand

The fair-limbed women with their fettered feet

Pass down the sands, their hollow ship to meet.

Fair hap to him who weds the sorceress,

The second cried, “and may the just Gods bless

The slayer of his kindred and his name.

Luck to the toilsome seeker after fame,

The third one from the open hall-door cried,

Fare ye well, Jason, still unsatisfied,

Still seeking for a better thing than best,

A fairer thing than fairest, without rest;

Good speed, O traitor, who shall think to wed

Soft limbs and white, and find thy royal bed

Dripping with blood and burning up with fire;

Good hap to him who henceforth ne’er shall tire

In seeking good that ever flies his hand

Till he lies buried in an alien land!

SO screamed the monstrous fowl, but now the twain

Sprung from the Northwind’s loins to be their bane,

Drew nigh unto them; then, with huddled wings,

Forth from the hall they gat, but evil things

In flying they gave forth with weakened voice,

Saying unto them O ye men, rejoice,

Whose bodies worms shall feed on soon or late,

Blind slaves, and foolish of unsparing fate,

Seeking for that which ye can never get,

Whilst life and death alike ye do forget

In needless strife, until on some sure day,

Death takes your scarcely tasted life away.

Quivering their voices ceased as on they flew

Before the swift wings of the godlike two

Far over land and sea, until they were

Anigh the isles called Strophades, and there,

With tired wings all voiceless did they light,

Trembling to see anigh the armour bright

The wind-born brothers bore; but as these drew

Their gleaming swords and towards the monsters flew,

From out the deep rose up a black-haired man,

Who, standing on the white-topped waves that ran

On towards the shore cried: Heroes, turn again,

For on this islet shall ye land in vain;

But without sorrow leave the chase of these

Who henceforth ‘mid the rocky Strophades

Shall dwell for ever, servants unto me,

Working my will; therefore rejoice that ye

Win gifts and honour for your deed to-day.

THEN, even as he spoke, they saw but grey

White-headed waves rolling where he had stood,

Whereat they sheathed their swords, and through their blood

A tremor ran, for now they knew that he

Was Neptune, shaker of the earth and sea;

Therefore they turned them back unto the hall

Where yet the others were, and ere nightfall

Came back to Salmydessa and the king,

And lighting down they told him of the thing.

Who, hearing them, straight lifted up his voice,

And ‘midst the shouts cried: Heroes, now rejoice

With me who am delivered on this day

From that which took all hope and joy away;

Therefore to feast again, until the sun

Another glad day for us has begun,

And then, indeed, if ye must try the sea,

With gifts and counsel shall ye go from me;

Such as the Gods have given to me to give,

And happy lives and glorious may ye live.

Then did they fall to banqueting again,

Forgetting all forebodings and all pain;

And when that they had ate and drank enow,

With songs and music, and a goodly show,

Their hearts were gladdened; for before their eyes

Played youths and damsels with strange fantasies,

Clad as in Saturn’s time folk used to be,

With green leaves gathered from the summer tree,

When all the year was summer everywhere,

And every man and woman blest and fair.

So, set ‘twixt pleasure and some soft regret,

All cares of mortal men did they forget,

Except the vague wish that they might not die,

The hopeless hope to flee from certainty,

Which sights and sounds we love will bring on us

In this sweet fleeting world and piteous.
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BUT on the morrow did they get them gone,

Gifted with gold and many a precious stone,

And many a bale of scarlet cloth and spice,

And arms well wrought, and goodly robes of price.

But chiefly to the wind-born brothers strong

Did gifts past telling on that morn belong.

Now as they stood upon the windy quay,

Ready their hands upon the ropes to lay,

Phineus, who ‘midst his mighty lords was there,

Set high above them in a royal chair,

Spake: Many a gift I now have given you

To lay amidst your treasures old and new,

If so it be, that through hard things and pain

Ye come to your horse-nurturing land again;

But one gift more ye needs must take of me;

For lacking that, beneath the greedy sea,

The mighty tomb of mariners and kings,

Doubt not to lay down these dear treasured things,

Nor think to come to Thessaly at all.

And therewith turning, he began to call

Unto his folk to bring what they had there.

Then one brought forward a cage great and fair,

Wherein they saw a grey pink-footed dove.

Then said the king: The very Gods above

Can scantly help you more than now I do:

As to the narrowing of the sea ye go,

And draw anigh the sound’s wind-beaten throat,

There deedless by the Clashers shall ye float,

And let the keenest-eyed among you stand

Upon the prow, and loosen from his hand

This dove, who from my mouth to-day has heard

So many a mystic and compelling word,

He cannot choose, being loosed, but fly down straight

Unto the opening of that dreadful gate;

So let the keen-eyed watch, and if so be

He come out safe into the Evil Sea,

Then bend unto the oars, nor fear at all

Of aught that from the Clashers may befall;

But if he perish, then turn back again,

And know the Gods have made your passage vain.

And if it so befall, then come ye back;

And though my house be nought, and though we lack

Good things and plenteous gifts, yet shall ye have

A king and a king’s son to be your slave;

And all things here still may ye bind and loose,

And from our women freely may ye choose,

Nor spare the fairest or most chaste to kiss,

And in fair houses shall ye live in bliss.

Said Jason: King, not first upon this day

Will I be forsworn, but by some wild way

Will reach the oak-grove and the Golden Fleece,

Or, failing, die at least far off from Greece,

Not unremembered; yet great thanks we give

For this thy gift and counsel, and will strive

To come to Colchis through the unknown land;

And whatso perils wait us, if Jove’s hand

Be heavy on us, and the great blue gates

Be shut against us by the unmoved fates,

Then farewell, king, and henceforth, free from ill,

Live happy as thou mayest, and honoured still.

Then turned he, shouting, to the Minyæ,

Who o’er the gangways rushed tumultuously,

And from the land great Argo straightway thrust,

And gat them to their work, hot with the lust

Of fame and noble deeds, and happy prize.

But the bird Lynceus took, the man whose eyes

Made night as day, and blinding fire as air.

Then back into his marble palace fair

The king turned, thinking well upon the way

Of what had happed since morn of yesterday.

Now from the port passed Argo, and the wind

Being fair for sailing, quickly left behind

Fair Salmydessa, the kind gainful place

And so, with sail and oar, in no long space

They reached the narrow ending of the sea,

Where the wind shifted, blowing gustily

From side to side, so that their flapping sail

But little in the turmoil could avail;

And now at last did they begin to hear

The pounding of the rocks; but nothing clear

They saw them; for the steaming clouds of spray,

Cast by the meeting hammers every way,

Quite hid the polished bases from their sight;

Unless perchance the eyes of Lynceus might

Just now and then behold the deep blue shine

Betwixt the scattering of the silver brine;

But sometimes ‘twixt the clouds the sun would pass

And show the high rocks glittering like to glass,

Quivering, as far beneath the churned-up waves

Were ground together the hard great-arched caves,

Wherein none dwelt, no not the giant’s brood,

Who fed the green sea with his lustful blood;

Nor were sea-devils even nurtured there;

Nor dared the sea-worm use them for its lair.

AND now the Minyæ, dazed with fear and doubt,

Had been at point to turn their keel about,

As each man looked on his pale fellow’s face,

Whose speech was silenced in that dreadful place

By the increasing clamour of the sea

And adamantine rocks; then verily

Was Juno good at need, who set strange fire

In Jason’s heart, and measureless desire

To be the first of men, and made his voice

Clear as that herald’s, whose sweet words rejoice

The Gods within the flowery fields of Heaven,

And gave his well-knot arm the strength of seven.

So then, above the crash and thundering,

The Minyæ heard his shrill calm voice, crying:

Shall this be then an ending to our quest?

And shall we find the worst, who sought the best?

Far better had ye sat beside your wives,

And ‘mid the wine-cups lingered out your lives,

Dreaming of noble deeds, though trying none,

Than as vain boasters with your deed undone,

Come back to Greece, that men may sing of you.

Are ye all shameless? are there not a few

Who have slain fear, knowing the unmoved fates

Have meted out already what awaits

The coward and the brave? Ho! Lynceus! stand

Upon the prow, and slip from out thine hand

The wise king’s bird; and all ye note, the wind

Is steady now, and blowing from behind,

Drives us on toward the Clashers, and I hold

The helm myself; therefore, lest we be rolled

Broadside against these horrors, take the oar,

And hang here, half a furlong from the shore,

Nor die of fear, until at least we know

If through these gates the Gods will let us go:

And if so be they will not, yet will we

Not empty-handed come to Thessaly.

But strike for Aea through this unknown land,

Whose arms reach out to us on either hand.

THEN they for shame began to cast off fear,

And, handling well the oars, kept Argo near

The changing little-lighted spray-washed space;

Whereunto Lynceus set his eager face,

And loosed the dove, who down the west wind flew;

Then all the others lost her dashing through

The clouds of spray, but Lynceus noted how

She reached the open space, just as a blow

Had spent itself, and still the hollow sound

Of the last clash was booming all around;

And eagerly he noted how the dove

Stopped ‘mazed, and hovered for a while above

The troubled sea, then stooping, darted through,

As the blue gleaming rocks together drew;

Then scarce he breathed, until a joyous shout

He gave, as he beheld her passing out

Unscathed, above the surface of the sea,

While back again the rocks drew sluggishly.

Then back their poised oars whirled, and straight they drave

Unto the opening of the spray-arched cave;

But Jason’s eyes alone of all the crew

Beheld the sunny sea and cloudless blue,

Still narrowing fast but bright from rock to rock.

Now as they neared, came the next thundering shock,

That deafened all, and with an icy cloud

Hid man from man; but Jason, shouting loud,

Still clutched the tiller; and the oars, grasped tight

By mighty hands, drave on the ship forthright

Unto the rocks, until with blinded eyes

They blinked one moment at those mysteries

Unseen before, the next they felt the sun

Full on their backs, and knew their deed was done.

THEN on their oars they lay, and Jason turned,

And o’er the rocks beheld how Iris burned

In fair and harmless many-coloured flame,

And he beheld the way from which they came

Wide open, changeless, of its spray-clouds cleared;

And though in his bewildered ears he heard

The tumult yet, that all was stilled he knew,

While in and out the unused sea-fowl flew

Betwixt them; and the now subsiding sea

Lapped round about their dark feet quietly.

So turning to the Minyæ, he cried:

See ye, O fellows, the gates opened wide,

And chained fast by the Gods, nor think to miss

The very end we seek, nor well-earned bliss

When once again we feel our country’s earth,

And ‘twixt the tears of elders, and the mirth

Of young men grown to manhood since we left,

And longing eyes of girls, the Fleece, once reft

From a king’s son of Greece, we hang again

In Neptune’s temple, nigh the murmuring main.

Then all men, with their eyes now cleared of brine,

Beheld the many-coloured foam-bow shine

Over the rocks, and saw it fade away,

And saw the opening cleared of sea and spray,

And saw the green sea lap about the feet

Of those blue hills, that never more should meet,

And saw the wondering sea-fowl fly about

Their much-changed tops; then, with a mighty shout,

They rose rejoicing, and poured many a cup

Of red wine to the Gods, and hoisting up

The weather-beaten sail, with mirth and song,

Having good wind at will, they sped along.

THREE days with good hap and fair wind they went,

That ever at their backs Queen Juno sent,

But on the fourth day, about noon, they drew

Unto a new-built city no man knew;

No, not the pilot; so they thought it good

To arm themselves, and thus in doubtful mood

Brought Argo to the port, and being come nigh,

A clear-voiced herald from the land did cry:

Whoso ye be, if that ye come in peace,

King Lycus bids you hail, but if from Greece

Ye come, and are the folk of whom we hear

Who make for Colchis free from any fear,

Then doubly welcome are ye; here take land,

For everything shall be at your command.

So without fear they landed at that word,

And told him who they were, which when he heard,

Through the fair streets he brought them to the king,

Who feasted them at night with everything

That man could wish; but when on the next day

They gathered at the port to go away,

The wind was foul and boisterous, so perforce

There must they bide, lest they should come to worse.

AND there for fourteen days did they abide,

And for their pastime oft would wander wide

About the woods, for slaying of the beasts

Whereby to furnish forth the royal feasts;

But on a day, a closely-hunted boar,

Turning to bay, smote Idmon very sore

So that he died; poor wretch, who could foresee

Full many an unknown thing that was to be,

And yet not this; whose corpse they burnt with fire

Upon a purple-covered spice-strewn pyre,

And set his ashes in a marble tomb.

Neither could Tiphys there escape his doom,

Who, after suffering many a bitter storm,

Died bitten of a hidden crawling worm,

As through the woods he wandered all alone.

Now he being burned, and laid beneath a stone,

The wind grew fair for sailing, and the rest

Bade farewell to the king, and on their quest

Once more were busied, and began to plough

The unsteady plain; for whom Erginus now,

Great Neptune’s son, the brass-bound tiller swayed.

NOW leaving that fair land, fair way they made,

But saw for seven bright days but sea and sky,

Till on the eighth, keen Lynceus could espy

A land far off, and higher as they drew

A low green shore, backed up by mountains blue,

Cleft here and there, all saw, ‘twixt hope and fear,

For now it seemed to them they should be near

The wished-for goal of Aea, and the place

Where in the great sea Phasis ends his race.

Then creeping carefully along the beach

The mouth of a green river did they reach,

Which cleft the sands, and on the yellow bar

The salt waves and the fresh waves were at war,

As Phryxus erst beheld them, but no man

Amongst them ere had sailed that water wan,

Now that wise Tiphys lay within his tomb.

Natheless they, wrapt in that resistless doom

The fates had woven, turned from off the sea

Argo’s fair head, and rowing mightily

Drave her across the bar, who with straight keel

The eddying stream against her bows did feel.

SO, with the wind behind them, and the oars

Still hard at work, they went betwixt the shores

Against the ebb, and now full oft espied

Trim homesteads here and there on either side,

And fair kine grazing, and much woolly sheep,

And skin-clad shepherds roused from mid-day sleep,

Gazing upon them with scared wondering eyes.

So now they deemed they might be near their prize,

And at the least knew that some town was nigh,

And thought to hear new tidings presently;

Which surely happed; for on the turn of tide,

At ending of a long reach, they espied

A city wondrous fair, which seemed indeed

To bar the river’s course; but, taking heed

And drawing nigher, they soon found out the case,

That on an island builded was the place

The more part of it; but four bridges fair

Set thick with goodly houses everywhere,

Crossed two and two on each side to the land,

Whereone was built, with walls on either hand,

A towered outwork, lest that war should fall

Upon the land, and midmost of each wall

A noble gate; moreover did they note

About the wharves full many a ship and boat.

And they beheld the sunlight glistering

On arms of men and many a warlike thing,

As nigher to the city they were borne,

And heard at last some huge deep booming horn

Sound from a tower across the watery road,

Whose voice, that care and peril did forebode,

Was caught and spread by others far and near.

NOW when they did therewith loud shouting hear,

Then Jason bade them arm for what might come,

For now, quoth he, I deem we reach the home

Of that great marvel we are sworn to seek,

Nor do I think to find these folk so weak

That they with few words and a gift or two

Will give us that for which they did forego

Fair fame, the love of Gods, and praise of men.

Be strong and play the man, I bid you then,

For certes in none other wise shall ye

Come back again to grassy Thessaly.

Then loud they shouted, clean forgetting fear,

And strong Erginus Argo straight did steer

On to the port; but through the crowded waist

Ran Jason to the high prow, making haste

To be the first to look upon that throng.

Shieldless he was, although his fingers strong

About a sharpened brass-bound spear did meet,

And as the ashen oars swept on, his feet

Moved lightly to their cadence under him;

So stood he like a God in face and limb.

NOW drawing quickly nigh the landing-place,

Little by little did they slack their pace,

Till half a bowshot from the shore they lay,

Then Jason shouted: What do ye to-day

All armed, O warriors? and what town is this

That here by seeming ye have little bliss

Of quiet life, but, smothered up in steel,

Ye needs must meet each harmless merchant keel

That nears your haven, though perchance it bring

Good news and great, and many a longed-for thing

That ye may get good cheap? and such are we,

But wayfarers upon the troublous sea,

Careful of that stored up within our hold,

Phœnician scarlet, spice, and Indian gold,

Deep-dyeing weeds, and woad and cinnabar,

Wrought arms and vessels, and all things that are

Desired so much by dwellers in all lands;

Nor doubt us friends, although indeed our hands

Lack not for weapons, for the unfenced head,

Where we have been, soon rests among the dead.

So spake he with a smiling face, nor lied;

For he, indeed, was purposed to have tried

To win the Fleece neither by war or stealth;

But by an open hand and heaps of wealth,

If so it might be, bear it back again

Nor with a handful fight an host in vain.

But being now silent, at the last he saw

A stir among those folk, who ‘gan to draw

Apart to right and left, leaving a man

Alone amidst them, unarmed, with a wan

And withered face, and black beard mixed with grey

That swept his girdle, who these words did say:

O seafarers, I give you now to know

That on this town oft falleth many a foe,

Therefore not lightly may folk take the land

With helm on head, and naked steel in hand;

But, since indeed ye folk are but a few,

We fear you not, yet fain would that we knew

Your names and countries, since within this town

Of Aea may a good man lay him down

And fear for nought, at least while I am king,

Aeetes, born to heed full many a thing.

Now Jason heard this long-desired name

He thought to hear, and hungrier yet for fame,

With eager heart, and fair face flushed for pride,

Said: King Aeetes, if not over wide

My name is known, that yet may come to be,

For I am Jason of the Minyæ,

And through great perils have I come from Greece,

And now, since this is Aea, and the Fleece

Thou slayedst once a guest to get, hangs up

Within thine house, take many a golden cup,

And arms, and dyestuffs, cloth, and spice, and gold,

Yea, all the goods that lie within our hold;

Which are not mean, for neither have we come

Leaving all things of price shut up at home,

Nor have we seen the faces of great kings

And left them giftless; therefore take these things

And be our friend; or, few folks as we are,

The Gods and we may bring thee bitter care.

Then spake Aeetes: Not for any word,

Or for the glitter of thy bloodless sword,

O youngling, will I give the Fleece to thee,

Nor yet for gifts; for what are such to me?

Behold, if all thy folk joined hand to hand

They should not, striving, be enough to stand

And girdle round my bursting treasure-house;

Yet, since of this thing thou art amorous,

And I love men, and hold the Gods in fear,

If thou and thine will land, then mayst thou hear

What great things thou must do to win the Fleece;

Then, if thou wilt not dare it, go in peace.

But come now, thou shalt hear it amidst wine

And lovely things, and songs well-nigh divine;

And all the feasts that thou hast shared erewhile

With other kings, to mine shall be but vile.

Lest home ye turn, and home ye come, and tell

That King Aeetes fearing guests doth dwell.

So spake he outwardly, but inly thought,

Within two days this lading shall be brought

To lie amongst my treasures with the best,

While ‘neath the earth these robbers lie at rest.

But Jason said: King, if these things be such

As man may do, I shall not fear them much,

And at thy board will I feast merrily

To-night, if on the morrow I must die;

And yet, beware of treason, since for nought

Such lives as ours by none are lightly brought.

Draw one, O heroes, to the shore, if ye

Are willing still this great king’s house to see.

Thereat was Argo brought up to the shore,

And straight all landed from her, less and more,

And the king spake to Jason honied words,

And idle were all spears, and sheathed all swords,

As toward the house of kings in peace they went.

Smiled Jason’s face; yet was his heart intent

On cares to come: All this is fair enow,

Yet do I think it but an empty show;

Natheless, until the end comes, will not I,

Like a bad player, spoil the bravery

By breaking out before they call my turn:

But then of me some mastery they may learn.

SO thought he pacing by Aeetes’ guilt,

And noted well how great and goodly built

Were all the houses; while the folk well clad,

And armed as though good store of wealth they had,

Peered forth upon them with a wondering gaze.

At last a temple, built in ancient days

Ere Aea was a town, they came unto;

Huge was it, but not fair unto the view

Of one beholding from without, but round

The ancient place they saw a green-garthed ground

Where laurels grew each side the temple door,

And two great images set up before

The brazen doors; whereof the one was She,

Who draws this way and that the fitful sea;

The other the great God, the Life of man,

Who makes the brown earth green, the green earth wan,

From spring to autumn, through quick following days,

The lovely archer with his crown of rays.

Now over against this temple, towering high

Above all houses, rose majestically

Aeetes’ marble house: silent it stood,

Brushed round by doves, though many a stream of blood

Had trickled o’er its stones since it was built,

But now, unconscious of all woe and guilt,

It drank the sunlight that fair afternoon.

THEN spake Aeetes: Stranger, thou shalt soon

Hear all thou wouldst hear in my house of gold;

Yet ere thou enterest this my door, behold

That ancient temple of the Far-Darter,

And know that thy desire now hangeth there,

Against the gold wall of the inmost shrine,

Guarded by sevenfold lock, whose keys are thine

When thou hast done what else thou hast to do,

And thou mayst well be bold to come thereto.

King, said the prince, fear not, but do thy part,

Nor look to see me turn back faint of heart,

Though I may die as my forefathers died,

Who, living long, their loved souls failed to hide

From death at last, however wise they were.

But verily, O King, thine house is fair,

And here I think to see full many a thing

Men love; so, whatso the next day may bring.

Right merrily shall pass these coming hours

Amidst fair things and wine-cups crowned with flowers.

Enter, O guests, the king said, and doubt not

Ye shall see things to make the heart grow hot

With joy and longing.

As he spoke, within

Blew up the horns, as when a king doth win

His throne at last, and they who went behind

Hedging the heroes, cried as when folk find

His throne is filled and he is hid no more.

Then those within threw open wide the door,

And straight the king took Jason by the hand,

And entered, and the Minyæ now did stand

In such a hall as there has never been

Before or afterwards, since Ops was queen.

THE pillars, made the mighty roof to hold,

The one was silver and the next was gold

All down the hall; the roof, of some strange wood

Brought over sea, was dyed as red as blood,

Set thick with silver flowers, and delight

Of intertwining figures wrought aright.

With richest webs the marble walls were hung,

Picturing sweet stories by the poets sung

From ancient days, so that no wall seemed there,

But rather forests black and meadows fair,

And streets of well-built towns, with tumbling seas

About their marble wharves and palaces;

And fearful crags and mountains; and all trod

By changing feet of giant, nymph, and God,

Spear-shaking warrior and slim-ankled maid.

The floor, moreover, of the place was laid

With coloured stones, wrought like fair flowery grass;

And, ready for what needs might come to pass,

Midmost the hall, two clear streams trickled down,

O’er wondrous gem-like pebbles, green and brown,

Betwixt smooth banks of marble, and therein

Bright-coloured fish shone through the water thin.

Now, ‘midst these wonders were there tables spread,

Whither the wondering seafarers were led,

And there with meat and drink full delicate

Were feasted, and strange dainty things they ate,

Of unused savour, and drank godlike wine;

While from the golden galleries, most divine

Heart-softening music breathed about the place;

And ‘twixt the pillars, at a gentle pace,

Passed lovely damsels, raising voices sweet

And shrill unto the music, while their feet

From thin dusk raiment now and then would gleam

Upon the polished edges of the stream.

LONG sat the Minyæ there, and for their parts

Few words they said, because, indeed, their hearts,

O’er-burdened with delight, still dreaded death;

Nor did they think that they might long draw breath

In such an earthly Paradise as this,

But looked to find sharp ending to their bliss.
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SO long they sat, until at last the sun

Sank in the sea, and noisy day was done.

Then bade Aeetes light the place, that men

From out the dark might bring the day again;

Whereon, the scented torches being brought,

As men with shaded eyes the shadows sought,

Turning to Jason, spake the king these words:

DOST thou now wonder, guest, that with sharp swords

And mailed breasts of men I fence myself,

Not as a pedler guarding his poor pelf,

But as a God shutting the door of heaven?

Behold! O Prince, for threescore years and seven

Have I dwelt here in bliss, nor dare I give

The Fleece to thee, lest I should cease to live;

Nor dare I quite this treasure to withhold,

Lest to the Gods I seem grown over-bold;

For many a cunning man I have, to tell

Divine foreshowings of the oracle,

And thus they warn me. Therefore shalt thou hear

What well may fill a hero’s heart with fear;

But not from my old lips; that thou mayst have,

Whether thy life thou here wilt spill or save,

At least one joy before thou comest to die:…

Ho ye, bid in my lady presently!

BUT Jason, wondering what should come of this,

With heart well steeled to suffer woe or bliss,

Sat waiting, while within the music ceased,

But from without a strain rose and increased,

Till shrill and clear it drew anigh the hall,

But silent at the entry did it fall;

And through the place there was no other sound

But falling of light footsteps on the ground,

For at the door a band of maids was seen,

Who went up towards the dais, a lovely queen

Being in their midst, who, coming nigh the place

Where the king sat, passed at a gentle pace

Alone before the others to the board,

And said: Aeetes, father, and good lord,

What is it thou wouldst have of me to-night?

O daughter, said Aeetes, tell aright

Unto this king’s son here, who is my guest,

What things he must accomplish, ere his quest

Is finished, who has come this day to seek

The golden fell brought hither by the Greek,

The son of Athamas, the hapless king,

That he may know at last for what a thing

He left the meadowy land and peaceful stead.

Then she to Jason turned her golden head,

And reaching out her arm, stooped and took up

From off the board a rich fair-jewelled cup,

And said: O prince, these hard things must ye do:

First, going to their stall, bring out the two

Great brazen bulls, that king Aeetes feeds

On grass of Pontus and strange-nurtured seeds;

Nor heed what they may do, but take the plough

That in their stall stands ever bright enow,

And on their gleaming necks cast thou the yoke,

And drive them as thou mayst, with cry and stroke,

Through the grey acre of the God of War.

THEN, when turned up the long straight furrows are,

Take thou the sack that holds the serpent’s teeth

Slain by our fathers on the sunless heath;

There sow those evil seeds, and bide thou there

Till they send forth a strange crop nothing fair,

Which garner thou, if thou canst master Death.

BUT if thereafter still thou drawest breath,

Then shalt thou have the seven keys of the shrine

Wherein the beast’s fair golden locks yet shine;

Yet sing thou not the song of triumph then,

Nor deem thyself the luckiest man of men;

For just within the brazen temple-gates

The guardian of the Fleece for ever waits,…

A fork-tongued dragon, charmed for evermore

To writhe and wallow on the precious floor,

Sleepless, upon whose skin no steel will bite.

IF then with such an one thou needs must fight,

Or knowest arts to tame him, do thy worst,

Nor, carrying off the prize, shalt thou be curst

By us or any God. But yet, think well

If these three things be not impossible

To any man; and make a bloodless end

Of this thy quest, and as my father’s friend

Well gifted, in few days return in peace,

Lacking for nought, forgetful of the Fleece.

THEREWITH she made an end; but while she spoke

Came Love unseen, and cast his golden yoke

About them both, and sweeter her voice grew,

And softer ever, as betwixt them flew,

With fluttering wings, the new-born strong desire;

And when her eyes met his grey eyes, on fire

With that which burned her, then with sweet new shame

Her fair face reddened, and there went and came

Delicious tremors through her. But he said:

A bitter song thou singest, royal maid,

Unto a sweet tune; yet doubt not that I

To-morrow this so certain death will try;

And dying, may perchance not pass unwept,

And with sweet memories may my name be kept,

That men call Jason of the Minyæ.

Then said she, trembling: Take, then, this of me,

And drink in token that thy life is passed,

And that thy reckless hand the die has cast.

Therewith she reached the cup to him, but he

Stretched out his hand, and took it joyfully,

As with the cup he touched her dainty hand,

Nor was she loth awhile with him to stand,

Forgetting all else in that honied pain.

At last she turned, and with head raised again

He drank, and swore for nought to leave that quest

Till he had reached the worst end or the best;

And down the hall the clustering Minyæ

Shouted for joy his godlike face to see.

But she, departing, made no further sign

Of her desires, but, while with song and wine

They feasted till the fevered night was late,

Within her bower she sat, made blind by fate.

BUT when all hushed and still the palace grew

She put her gold robes off, and on her drew

A dusky gown, and with a wallet small

And cutting wood-knife girt herself withal,

And from her dainty chamber softly passed

Through stairs and corridors, until at last

She came down to a gilded watergate,

Which with a golden key she opened straight,

And swiftly stept into a little boat,

And, pushing off from shore, began to float

Adown the stream, and with her tender hands

And half-bared arms, the wonder of all lands,

Rowed strongly through the starlit gusty night

As though she knew the watery way aright.

So, from the city streets being gone apace,

Turning the boat’s head, did she near a space

Where by the water’s edge a thick yew wood

Made a black blot on the dim gleaming flood:

But when she reached it, dropping either oar

Upon the grassy bank, she leapt ashore,

And to a yew-bough made the boat’s head fast.

Then here and there quick glances round she cast

And listened, lest some wanderer should be nigh.

Then by the river’s side she tremblingly

Undid the bands that bound her yellow hair

And let it float about her, and made bare

Her shoulder and right arm, and, kneeling down,

Drew off her shoes, and girded up her gown,

And in the river washed her silver feet

And trembling hands; then turned about to meet

The yew-wood’s darkness, gross and palpable,

As though she made for some place known full well.

BENEATH her feet the way was rough enow,

And often would she meet some trunk or bough,

And draw back shrinking, then press on again

With eager steps, not heeding fear or pain;

At last an open space she came unto,

Where the faint glimmering starlight, shining through,

Showed in the midst a circle of smooth grass,

Through which, from dark to dark, a stream did pass,

And all around was darkness like a wall.

So, kneeling there, she let the wallet fall,

And from it drew a bundle of strange wood

Wound all about with strings as red as blood;

Then breaking these, into a little pyre

The twigs she built, and swiftly kindling fire,

Set it alight, and with her head bent low

Sat patiently, and watched the red flames grow

Till it burned bright and lit the dreary place;

Then, leaving it, she went a little space

Into the shadow of the circling trees

With wood-knife drawn, and whiles upon her knees

She dropt, and sweeping the sharp knife around,

Took up some scarce-seen thing from off the ground

And thrust it in her bosom, and at last

Into the darkness of the trees she passed.

Meanwhile, the new fire burned with clear red flame,

Not wasting aught; but when again she came

Into its light, within her caught-up gown

Much herbs she had, and on her head a crown

Of dank night-flowering grasses, known to few.

But, casting down the mystic herbs, she drew

From out her wallet a bowl polished bright,

Brazen, and wrought with figures black and white,

Which from the stream she filled with water thin,

And, kneeling by the fire, she cast therein

Shreddings of many herbs, and setting it

Amidst the flames, she watched them curl and flit

About the edges of the blackening brass.

But when strange fumes began therefrom to pass,

And clouds of thick white smoke about her flew,

And dull and wan the smothered bale-fire grew,

Unto her fragrant breast her hand she set,

And drew therefrom a bag of silken fret,

And into her right palm she gently shook

Three grains of something small that had the look

Of millet seeds, then laid the bag once more

On that sweet hidden place it kissed before.

And, lifting up her right hand, murmured low:

O THREE-FORMED, Venerable, dost thou know

That I have left to-night my golden bed

On the sharp pavement of thy wood to shed

Blood from my naked feet, and from mine eyes

Intolerable tears; to pour forth sighs

In the thick darkness, as with footsteps weak

And trembling knees I prowl about to seek

That which I need forsooth, but fear to find?

What wouldest thou, my Lady? art thou blind,

Or sleepest thou, or dost thou, dread one, see

About me somewhat that misliketh thee?

What crown but thine is on mine unbound hair,

What jewel on my arms, or have I care

Against the flinty windings of thy wood

To guard my feet? or have I thought it good

To come before thee with unwashen hands?

And this my raiment: Goddess, from three lands

The fleeces it was woven of were brought

Where deeds of thine in ancient days were wrought,

Delos, and Argos, and the Carian mead;

Nor was it made, O Goddess, with small heed;

By unshod maidens was the yarn well spun,

And at the moonrise the close web begun,

And finished at the dawning of the light.

Nought hides me from the unseen eyes of night

But this alone, what dost thou then to me,

That at my need my flame sinks wretchedly,

And all is vain I do? Ah, is it so

That to some other helper I must go

Better at need; wilt thou then take my part

Once more, and pity my divided heart?

For never was I vowed to thee alone,

Nor didst thou bid me take the tight-drawn zone,

And follow through the twilight of the trees

The glancing limbs of trim-shod huntresses.

Therefore, look down upon me; and see now,

These grains of what thou knowest I will throw

Upon the flame, and then, if at my need

Thou still wilt help me, help; but if indeed

I am forsaken of thee utterly,

The naked knees of Venus will I try;

And I may hap ere long to please her well,

And one more story they may have to tell

Who in the flowery isle her praises sing.

SO speaking, on the dulled fire did she fling

The unknown grains; but when the Three-formed heard

From out her trembling lips that impious word,

She granted all her asking, though she knew

What evil road Medea hurried to

Which fainer had she barred from her that night.

So, now again their bale-fire flamed up bright,

The smoke grew thin, and in the brazen bowl

Boiling the mingled herbs did twine and roll,

And with new light Medea’s wearied eyes

Gleamed in the fireshine o’er those mysteries;

And taking a green twig from off the ground,

Therewith she stirred the mess, that cast around

A shower of hissing sparks and vapour white,

Sharp to the taste, and ‘wildering to the sight;

Which when she saw, the vessel off she drew,

As though the ending of her toil she knew,

And cooling for awhile she let it stand,

But at the last therein she laid her hand,

And when she drew it out she thrust the same

Amidst the fire, but neither coal nor flame

The tender rosy flesh could harm a whit,

Nor was there mark or blemish left on it.

Then did she pour what else the brass might hold

Into a fair gemmed phial wrought of gold,

Drawn from the mystic wallet, and straightway

She stopped the mouth, and in its place did lay

The well-wrought phial, girding to her side

The wallet which that precious thing did hide;

Then all the remnants of the herbs she cast

On to the fire, and straight therefrom there passed

A high white flame, and when that sunk, outright

Her bale-fire died into the voiceless night.

But toward the river did she turn again,

Not heeding the rough ways, nor any pain,

But running swiftly came unto her boat,

And in the mid-stream soon was she afloat,

Drawn onward toward the town by flood of tide.

NOR heeded she that by the river side

Still lay her golden shoes, a goodly prize

To some rough fisher in whose sleepy eyes

They first should shine, the while he drew his net

Against the yew wood of the Goddess set.

BUT she, swept onward by the hurrying stream,

Down in the east beheld a doubtful gleam

That told of dawn, so bent unto the oar

In terror lest her folk should wake before

Her will was wrought; nor failed she now to hear

From neighbouring homesteads shrilly notes and clear

Of waking cocks, and twittering from the sedge

Of restless birds about the river’s edge;

And when she drew between the city walls,

She heard the hollow sound of rare footfalls

From men who needs must wake for that or this

While upon sleepers gathered dreams of bliss,

Or great distress at ending of the night,

And grey things coloured with the gathering light.

So ‘gainst the water-gate soft slid her prow,

And though nigh breathless, scarcely dared she now

To wait to moor her shallop to the stone,

Which yet she dared not leave; so this being done,

Swiftly by passages and stairs she ran,

Trembling and pale, though not yet seen by man,

Until to Jason’s chamber door she came.

AND there awhile indeed she stayed, for shame

Rose up against her fear; but mighty love

And the sea-haunting rose-crowned seed of Jove

O’ermastered both; so, trembling, on the pin

She laid her hand, but ere she entered in

She covered up again her shoulder sweet,

And dropped her dusky raiment o’er her feet;

Then entering soft the dimly-lighted room,

Where with the lamp dawn struggled, through the gloom,

Seeking the prince she peered, who sleeping lay

Upon his gold bed, and abode the day

Smiling, still clad in arms, and round his sword

His fingers met; then she, with a soft word,

Came nigh him, and from out his slackened hand

With slender rosy fingers drew the brand,

Then kneeling, laid her hand upon his breast,

And said: O Jason, wake up from thy rest,

Perchance from thy last rest, and speak to me.

Then fell his light sleep from him suddenly,

And on one arm he rose, with hand clenched hard,

And raised aloft his wary head to ward,

And on this side and that began to stare.

But bringing close to him her visage fair,

She whispered: Smite not, for thou hast no sword,

Speak not above thy breath, for one loud word

May slay both thee and me. Day grows apace;

What day thou knowest! Canst thou see my face?

Last night thou didst behold it with such eyes,

That I, Medea, wise among the wise,

The safeguard of my father and his land,

Who have been used with steady eyes to stand

In awful groves alone with Hecate,

Henceforth must call myself the bond of thee,

The fool of love; speak not, but kiss me then,

Yea, kiss my lips, that not the best of men

Has touched ere thou. Alas, quick comes the day!

Draw back, but hearken what I have to say,

For every moment do I dread to hear

Thy wakened folk, or our folk drawing near;

Therefore I speak as if with my last breath,

Shameless, beneath the shadowing wings of death,

That still may let us twain once more to meet,

And snatch from bitter love the bitter sweet

Which some folk gather while they wait to die.

Alas, I loiter, and the day is nigh!

Soothly I came to bring thee more than this,

The memory of an unasked fruitless kiss

Upon thy death-day, which this day would be

If there were not some little help in me.

Therewith from out her wallet did she draw

The phial, and a crystal without flaw

Shaped like an apple, scored with words about,

Then said: But now I bid thee have no doubt.

With this now prisoned by these gems and gold

Anoint thine arms and body, and be bold,

Nor fear the fire-breathing bulls one whit,

Such mighty virtue have I drawn to it,

Whereof I give thee proof Therewith her hand

She thrust into the lamp-flame that did stand

Anigh the bed, and showed it him again

Unscarred by any wound or drawn with pain;

Then said: Now, when Mars’ plain is ploughed at last

And in the furrows those ill seeds are cast,

Take thou this ball in hand and watch the thing;

Then shalt thou see a horrid crop upspring

Of all-armed men therefrom to be thy bane,

Were I not here to make their fury vain.

Draw not thy sword against them as they rise,

But cast this ball amid them, and their eyes

Shall see no foe but midst the earthborn kin,

And each of other chilly death shall win.

Now will my father hide his rage at heart,

And praise thee much that thou hast played thy part,

And bid thee to a banquet on this night,

And pray thee wait until to-morrow’s light

Before thou triest the Temple of the Fleece.

Trust not to him, but see that unto Greece

The ship’s prow turn, and all be ready there.

And at the banquet let thy men forbear

The maddening wine, and bid them arm them all

For what upon this night may chance to fall.

But I will get by stealth the keys that hold

The sevenfold locks which guard the Fleece of Gold;

And while we try the Fleece, let thy men steal,

Howso they may, unto thy ready keel,

Thus art thou saved alive with thy desire.

But what thing will be left to me but fire?

The fire of fierce despair within my heart,

The while I reap my guerdon for my part,

Curses and torments, and in no long space

Real fire of pine-wood in some rocky place,

Wreathing around my body greedily,

A dreadful beacon o’er the leaden sea.

BUT Jason drew her to him, and he said:

Nay, by these tender hands and golden head,

That saving things for me have wrought to-night,

I know not what; by this unseen delight

Of thy fair body, may I rather burn,

Nor may the flame die ever, if I turn

Back to my hollow ship, and leave thee here,

Who in one minute art become so dear,

Thy limbs so longed for, that at last I know

Why men have been content to suffer woe

Past telling, if the Gods but granted this,

A little while such lips as thine to kiss,

A little while to drink thy longing kind.

Ah, wilt thou go? The Day is yet but blind

Amid blind sleepers: long it is meseems

That twilight lingers over fading dreams

‘Twixt dawn and day. O Prince, she said, I came

To save your life. I cast off fear and shame

A little while, but fear and shame are here.

The hand thou holdest trembles with my fear,

With shame my cheeks are burning, and the sound

Of mine own voice: but ere this hour comes round,

We twain will be betwixt the dashing oars,

The ship still making for the Grecian shores.

Farewell till then, though in the lists to-day

Thyself shalt see me watching out the play.

THEREWITH she drew off from him, and was gone,

And in the chamber Jason left alone,

Praising the heavenly one, the Queen of Jove,

Pondered upon this unasked gift of love,

And all the changing wonder of his life.

But soon he rose to fit him for the strife,

And ere the sun his orb began to lift

O’er the dark hills, with fair Medea’s gift

He chafed his body and his weed of war,

And round his neck he hung the spell that bore

Death to the earth-born, the fair crystal ball.

Ready and eager then from wall to wall,

Athwart and endlong clashing did he stride,

Waiting the king’s men and the fateful tide.

MEANWHILE, Medea coming to her room

Unseen, lit up the slowly parting gloom

With scented torches: then bound up her hair,

And stripped the dark gown from her body fair,

And laid it with the brass bowl in a chest,

Where many a day it had been wont to rest,

Brazen and bound with iron, and whose key

No eye but hers had ever happed to see.

Then wearied, on her bed she cast her down,

And strove to think; but soon the uneasy frown

Faded from off her brow, her lips closed tight

But now, just parted, and her fingers white

Slackened their hold upon the coverlet,

And o’er her face faint smiles began to flit,

As o’er the summer pool the faint soft air:

So instant and so kind the God was there.
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NOW when she woke again the bright sun glared

In at the window, and the trumpets blared,

Shattering the sluggish air of that hot day,

For fain the king would be upon his way.

Then straight she called her maidens, who forthright

Did due observance to her body white,

And clad her in the raiment of a queen,

And round her crown they set a wreath of green.

But she descending, came into the hall,

And found her father clad in royal pall,

Holding the king’s staff, and with red gold crowned,

And by him Jason and his folk around.

Now was AEetes saying: Minyæ,

And you, my people, who are here by me,

Take heed, that by his wilful act to-day

This man will perish, neither will I slay

One man among you. Nay, Prince, if ye will,

A safe return I give unto you still.

But Jason answered, smiling in his joy: — 

Once more AEetes, nay. Against this toy

My life is pledged, let all go to the end.

Then, lifting up his eyes, he saw his friend,

Made fresh and lovelier by her quiet rest,

And set his hand upon his mailed breast,

Where in its covering lay the crystal ball.

But the king said: Then let what will fall, fall!

Since time it is that we were on the way;

And thou, O daughter, shall be there to-day,

And see thy father’s glory once more shown

Before our folk and those the wind has blown

From many lands to see this play played out.

Then raised the Colchian folk a mighty shout,

And doubtful of the end the Minyæ grew,

Unwitting of their faithful friend and true.

But down the hall the king passed, who did hold

Medea’s hand, and on a car of gold

They mounted, drawn anigh the carven door,

And spearmen of the Colchians went before

And followed after, and the Minyæ

Set close together followed solemnly,

Headed by Jason, at the heels of these.

So passed they through the streets and palaces

Thronged with much folk, and o’er the bridges passed,

And to the open country came at last,

Nor there went far, but turning to the right,

Came to a close where round about were dight

Long galleries to hedge the fateful stead,

Built all of marble fair and roofed with lead,

And carven well with stories of old time,

Framed all about with golden lines of rhyme.

Moreover, midmost was an image made

Of mighty Mars who maketh kings afraid,

That looked down on an altar builded fair,

Wherefrom already did a bright fire glare

And made the hot air glassy with its heat.

So in the gallery did the king take seat

With fair Medea, and the Colchians stood

Hedging the twain in with a mighty wood

Of spears and axes, while the Minyæ

Stood off a space the fated things to see.

Ugly and rugged was that spot of ground,

And with an iron wall was closed around,

And at the further end a monstrous cage

Of iron bars, shut in the stupid rage

Of those two beasts, and therefrom ever came

The flashing and the scent of sulphurous flame,

As with their brazen clangorous bellowing

They hailed the coming of the Colchian king;

Nor was there one of the seafaring men

But trembled, gazing on the deadly pen,

But Jason only, who before the rest

Shone like a star, and bore upon his breast

A golden corslet from the treasury

Of wise King Phineus by the doubtful sea,

By an Egyptian wrought who would not stay

At Salmydessa more than for a day,

But on that day the wondrous breast-plate wrought,

Which with good will and strong help Jason bought;

And from that treasury his golden shoe

Came, and his thighs the king’s gift covered too;

But on his head his father’s helm was set

Wreathed round with bay leaves, and his sword lay yet

Within the scabbard, while his ungloved hand

Bore nought within it but an olive wand.

Now King AEetes well beholding him,

Fearless of mien and so unmatched of limb,

Trembled a little in his heart as now

He bade the horn-blowers the challenge blow,

But thought, What strength can help him, or what art,

Or which of all the Gods be on his part?

Impious, who knew not through what doubtful days,

E’en from his birth, and perilous rough ways

Juno had brought him safely, nor indeed

Of his own daughter’s quivering lips took heed,

And restless hands wherein the God so wrought,

The wise man seeing her had known her thought.

Now Jason, when he heard the challenge blow,

Across the evil fallow ‘gan to go

With face beyond its wont in nowise pale,

Nor footstep faltering, if that might avail

The doomed man aught; so to the cage he came,

Whose bars now glowed red hot with spouted flame,

In many a place; nor doubted any one

Who there beheld him that his days were done,

Except his love alone; and even she,

Sickening with doubt and terror, scarce could see

The hero draw the brazen bolt aside

And throw the glowing wicket open wide.

But he alone, apart from his desire,

Stood unarmed, facing those two founts of fire,

Yet feared not aught, for hope and fear were dead

Within his heart, and utter hardihead

Had Juno set there; but the awful beasts

Beholding now the best of all their feasts,

Roared in their joy and fury, till from sight

They and the prince were hidden by the white

Thick-rolling clouds of sulphurous pungent smoke,

Through which upon the blinded man they broke.

But when within a yard of him they came,

Baffled they stopped, still bellowing, and the flame

Still spouting out from nostril and from mouth;

As from some island mountain in the south

The trembling mariners behold it cast;

But still to right and left of him it passed,

Breaking upon him as cool water might,

Nor harming more, except that from his sight

All corners of the cage were hidden now,

Nor knew he where to seek the brazen plough;

As to and fro about the quivering cage

The monsters rushed in blind and helpless rage.

But as he doubted, to his eyes alone

Within the place a golden light outshone,

Scattering the clouds of smoke, and he beheld

Once more the Goddess who his head upheld

In rough Anaurus on that other tide;

She, smiling on him, beckoned and ‘gan glide

With rosy feet across the fearful floor,

Breathing cool odours round her, till a door

She opened to him in the iron wall,

Through which he passed, and found a grisly stall

Of iron still, and at one end of it,

By glimmering lamps with greenish flame half lit,

Beheld the yoke and shining plough he sought;

Which, seizing straight, by mighty strength he brought

Unto the door, nor found the Goddess there;

But she in likeness of a damsel fair,

Colchian Metharma, through the spearmen passed,

Bearing them wine, and causeless terror cast

Into their foolish hearts, nor spared to go

And ‘mid the dose seafaring ranks to sow

Good hope of joyful ending, and then stood

Behind the maid, unseen, and brought the blood

Back to her cheeks and trembling lips and wan,

With thoughts of things unknown to maid or man.

Meanwhile upon the foreheads of the twain

Had Jason cast the yoke with little pain,

And now loud shouting drove them through the door

Which in such guise ne’er had they passed before:

For never were they made the earth to till,

But rather, feeding fat, to work the will

Of some all-knowing man; but now they went

Like any peasant’s beasts, tamed by the scent

Of those new herbs Medea’s hand had plucked,

Whose roots from evil earth strange power had sucked.

Now in the open field did Jason stand

And to the plough-stilts set his unused hand,

And down betwixt them lustily he bent;

Then the bulls drew, and the bright ploughshare sent

The loathly fallow up on the right side,

Whilst o’er their bellowing shrilly Jason cried: — 

Draw nigh, O King, and thy new ploughman see,

Then mayst thou make me shepherd-lad to thee;

Nor doubt thou, doing so, from out thy flock

To lose but one, who ne’er shall bring thee stock,

Of ram or ewe; nor doubt the grey wolf, King,

Wood-haunting bear, dragon, or such like thing.

Ah the straight furrow! how it mindeth me

Of the smooth parting of the land-locked sea

Over against Euboea, and this fire

Of the fair altar where my joyful sire

Will pour out wine to Neptune when I come

Not empty-handed back unto my home.

Such mocks he said; but when the sunlight broke

Upon his armour through the sulphurous smoke,

And showed the lengthening furrow cutting through

The ugly farrow as anigh they drew,

The joyful Minyæ gave a mighty shout;

But pale the king sat frowning in his doubt,

Muttering: Whose counsel hast thou taken, then,

To do this thing, which not the best of men

Could do unholpen of some sorcery?

Whoso it is, wise were he now to die

Ere yet I know him, since for many a day

Vainly for death I hope to hear him pray.

Meanwhile, askance Medea eyed the king,

Thinking nought safe until that everything

Was finished in the Colchian land, and she

No more beheld its shores across the sea;

But he, beholding her pale visage, thought

Grief like to his such paleness on her brought,

And turning to her, said: How pale thou art !

Let not this first foil go unto thine heart

Too deeply, since thou knowest certainly,

One way or other this vain fool must die.

Father, she said, a doubt is on me still,

Some God this is come here our wealth to spill:

Nor is this first thing easier than the rest.

Then stammering, she said: Were it not best

To give him that which he at last must have,

Before he slay us? But AEetes gave

A sharp glance at her, and a pang shot through

His weary heart as half the truth he knew.

But for one moment, and he made reply

In passionate words: Then, daughter, let me die!

And, ere I die, beheld thee led along

A wretched slave to suffer grief and wrong

In far-off lands, and AEa at thy back

Nought but a huge flame hiding woe and wrack,

Before from out my willing open hand

This wonder, and the safeguard of my land

A God shall take; and such this man is not.

What! dost thou think because his eyes are hot

On tender maidens he must be a God?

Or that because firmly this field he trod

Well-fenced with magic? Were he like to me,

Grey-haired and lean, what Godhead wouldst thou see

In such an one? Hold, then, thy peace of this,

And thou shalt see thy God full widely miss

The mark he aims at, when from out the earth

Spring up those brothers of an evil birth.

And therewithal he gazed at her, and thought

To see the rosy flush by such words brought

Across her face; as in the autumn eve,

Just as the sun’s last half begins to leave

The shivering world, both east and west are red.

But calm and pale she turned about her head,

And spake: My father, neither were these words

My words, nor would I struggle with my lords;

Thou art full wise; whatso thine heart would have

That do, and heed me not, who fain would save

This glory of thy kingdom and of thee.

But now look up, and soothly thou shall see

Mars’ acre tilled: the field is ready then,

Bid them bring forth the seed that beareth men.

Again with her last words the shouts out-broke

From the seafarers, for, beside the yoke,

Before Mars’ altar did their Jason stand,

Holding the wand of olive in his hand,

And on the new-turned furrow shone the sun

Behind him, and his half-day’s work was done.

And now another marvel: for, behold,

As at the furrow’s end he slacked his hold

Upon the plough-stilts, all the bellowing

Wherewith the beasts had made the grim close ring,

Fell suddenly, and all the wild-fire died

That they were wont erewhile to scatter wide

From mouth and nostril; and their loins and knees

Stiffened, and they grew nought but images

Lifelike but lifeless, wonderful but dead;

Such as he makes, who many a day hath fed

His furnace with the beechwood, when the clay

Has grown beneath his deft hands day by day

And all is ready for the casting; then

Such things as these he makes for royal men.

But ‘mid the shouts turned Jason to the king,

And said: Fair sir, behold a wondrous thing,

And since these beasts have been content to stay

Before Mars’ altar, from this very day

His should they be if they were mine to give.

O Jason, said the king, well mayst thou live

For many a day, since thou this deed hast done,

But for the Gods, not unto any one

Will I give gifts; but let them take from me

What once they gave, if so the thing must be.

But do thou take this sack from out my hand

And cast its seed about the new-tilled land,

And watch the issue; and keep words till then,

I counsel thee, O luckiest man of men.

Then Jason took the sack, and with it went

About that field new turned, and broadcast sent

The white teeth scattering, but or ere he came

Back to the altar and the flickering flame,

He heard from ‘neath the earth a muttered sound

Ttat grew and grew, till all that piece of ground

Swelled into little hillocks, like as where

A stricken field was foughten, but that there

Quiet the heroes’ bones lie underneath

The quivering grasses and the dusky heath;

But now these heaps which labouring Earth upthrew

About Mars’ acre, ever greater grew,

And still increased the noise, till none could hear

His fellow speak, and paleness and great fear

Fell upon all; and Jason only stood

As stands the stout oak in the poplar wood

When winds are blowing.

Then he saw the mounds

Bursten asunder, and the muttered sounds

Changed into loud strange shouts and warlike clang,

As with freed feet at last the earth-born sprang

On to the tumbling earth, and day and light

Shone on bright arms dean ready for the fight.

But terribly they showed, for through the place

Not one there was but had his staring face,

With great wide eyes, and lips in a set smile,

Turned full on Jason, who, for a short while,

Forgot indeed Medea’s warning word

And from its golden sheath half drew his sword,

But then, remembering all, cried valiantly:

New born ye are — new slain too shall ye be,

Take this, and round about it read your doom,

And bid them make new dwellings in the tomb,

Wherefrom ye came, nor ever should have passed.

Therewith the ball among the host he cast,

Standing to watch what next that folk would do.

But he the ball had smitten turned unto

The one who stood by him and like a cup

Shattered his head; then the next lifted up

His axe and slew the slayer, and straightway

Among the rest began a deadly fray.

No man gave back a foot, no breathing space

One took or gave within that dreadful place,

But where the vanquished stood there was he slain,

And straight the conquering arm was raised again

To meet its match and in its turn to fall.

No tide was there of fainting and recall,

No quivering pennon o’er their heads to flit,

Nor name or eager shout called over it,

No groan of pain, and no despairing cry

From him who knows his time has come to die;

But passionless each bore him in that fight,

Scarce otherwise than as a smith might smite

On sounding iron or bright glittering brass.

So, little by little, did the clamour pass

As one by one each fell down in his place,

Until at last, midmost the bloody space,

One man was left, alive but wounded sore,

Who, staring round about and seeing no more

His brothers’ spears against him, fixed his eyes

Upon the queller of those mysteries.

Then dreadfully they gleamed, and with no word,

He tottered towards him with uplifted sword.

But scarce he made three paces down the field,

Ere chill death reached his heart, and on his shield

Clattering he fell. So satiate of fight

Quickly the earth-born were, and their delight

With what it fed on perished, and one hour

Ripened the deadly fruit of that fell flower.

Then, Jason, mocking, cried unto the king: — 

O wonderful, indeed, must be the thing

Thou guardest with such wondrous guards as these;

Make no delay therefore, but bring the keys

That I may see this dear delight of all.

But on AEetes’ face a change did fall,

As though a mask had been set over it,

And smiles of little meaning ‘gan to flit

O’er his thin lips, as he spake out at last: — 

No haste, dear guest, for surely now is passed

All enmity between us, since I know

How like a God thou art; and thou shalt go

To-morrow to thy ship, to make for Greece;

And with no trial more, bear back the Fleece

Along our streets, and like no conquered thing,

But with much scattered flowers and tabouring,

Bearing with it great gifts and all my love;

And in return, I pray thee, pray to Jove,

That I may have a few more years of life,

And end at last in honour, free from strife.

And now to-night be merry, and let time

Be clean forgotten, and bring Saturn’s clime

And golden days upon our flower-crowned brows,

For of the unseen future what man knows?

O King, said Jason, for these words I praise

Thy wisdom much, and wish thee happy days.

And I will give thee honour as I can,

Naming thee ever as a noble man

Through all the lands I come to: and will take

Thy gifts, indeed, and thou, for Jason’s sake,

Shalt have gifts too, whatso thy soul may wish,

From out our keel that has escaped the fish.

So spake those wary foes, fair friends in look,

And so in words great gifts they gave and took,

And had small profit, and small loss thereby.

Nor less Medea feigned, but angrily

Regarded Jason, and across her brow

Drew close her veil, nor doubted the king now

Her faith and loyalty.

So from the place

Back toward the town they turned at a soft pace,

In guise of folk that hold high festival,

Since straightly had AEetes bid that all

Should do the strangers pleasure on that day.

But warily went Jason on the way,

And through his folk spread words, to take good heed

Of what might come, and ready be at need,

Nor yet to take AEetes for their friend,

Since even then he plotted how to end

Their quest and lives: therefore he bade them spare

The wine that night, nor look on damsels fair;

But that, the feast done, all should stealthily

Get to the quay, and round about to sea

Turn Argo’s head, and wait like hounds in slip,

Holding the oars, within the hollow ship.

Nor doubt, said he, that good and glorious

The end shall be, since all the Gods for us

Are fighting certainly: but should death come

Upon me in this land, then turn back home,

Nor wait till they shall lay your bones with mine,

Since now I think to go unto the shrine,

The while ye wait, and take therefrom the Fleece,

Not all unholpen, and depart in peace,

While yet the barbarous king beholds us dead

In dreams alone, or through his waking head

The vile plots chase each other for our death.

These things he said, but scarce above his breath,

Unto wise Nestor, who beside him went,

Who unto Butes straight the message sent,

And he to Phlias, so the words at last

Throughout the wondering seafarers had passed,

And so were all made ready for the night.

But on that eve, with manifold delight,

AEetes feasted them in his fair hall;

And they, well knowing what might chance to fall,

Sat saying little, nor drank deep of wine;

Until at last the old king gave the sign

To break the feast up, and within a while

All seemed asleep throughout the mighty pile.

All seemed asleep, but now Medea went

With beating heart to work out her intent,

Scarce doubtful of the end, since only two

In all the world, she and AEetes, knew

Where dwelt the keys, far from the light of day,

Beneath the palace. So, in garments grey,

Like the soft creeping twilight did she go,

Until she reached a passage far below

The river, past whose oozing walls of stone

Nought living save the king and she had gone.

Now she, who thus far had come through the dark,

Stopped, and in haste striking a little spark

From something in her hand, lit up a lamp,

Whose light fell on an iron door, with damp

All rusted red, which with a key of brass

She opened, and there-through made haste to pass,

Shuddering a little, as her feet ‘gan tread

Upon a dank cold floor, though overhead

High-arched the place was, fairly built enow.

But she across the slippery floor did go

Unto the other wall, wherein was built

A little aumbrye, with a door o’ergilt,

That with the story of King Athamas,

And Phryxus, and the ram all carven was.

There did she draw forth from her balmy breast

A yellow flowering herb, that straight she pressed

Upon the lock, low muttering all the while;

But soon across her face there passed a smile,

As backward in the lock the bolts did turn,

And the door opened; then a golden urn

She saw within the aumbrye, whereon she

Drew out the thing she sought for eagerly,

The seven keys with sere-cloth done about.

Then through the dreary door did she pass out,

And made it fast, and went her way once more

Through the black darkness on from floor to floor.

And so, being come to Jason, him she found

All armed, and ready; therefore, with no sound,

She beckoned him to follow, and the twain

Passed through the brazen doors, locked all in vain,

Such virtue had the herb Medea bore,

And passing, did they leave ajar each door,

To give more ease unto the Minyæ.

So out into the fresh night silently

The lovers passed, the loveliest of the land;

But as they went, neither did hand touch hand,

Or face seek face; for, gladsome as they were,

Trembling with joy to be at last so near

The wished-for day, some God yet seemed to be

‘Twixt the hard past and their felicity.
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BUT when they reached the precinct of the God,

And off the hallowed turf their feet now trod,

Medea turned to Jason, and she said: — 

O love, turn round, and note the goodlihead

My father’s palace shows beneath the stars.

Bethink thee of the men grown old in wars,

Who do my bidding; what delights I have,

How many ladies lie in wait to save

My life from toil and carefulness, and think

How sweet a cup I have been used to drink,

And how I cast it to the ground for thee.

Upon the day thou weariest of me,

I wish that thou mayst somewhat think of this,

And ‘twixt thy new-found kisses, and the bliss

Of something sweeter than thine old delight,

Remember thee a little of this night

Of marvels, and this starlit, silent place,

And these two lovers standing face to face.

O love, he said, by what thing shall I swear

That while I live thou shalt not be less dear

Than thou art now? Nay, sweet, she said, let be;

Wert thou more fickle than the restless sea,

Still should I love thee, knowing thee for such;

Whom I know not, indeed, but fear the touch

Of Fortune’s hand when she beholds our bliss,

And knows that nought is good to me but this.

BUT now be ready, for I long full sore

To hear the merry dashing of the oar,

And feel the freshness of the following breeze

That sets me free, and sniff the rough salt seas.

Look! yonder thou mayst see armed shadows steal

Down to the quays, the guiders of thy keel;

Now follow me, though little shalt thou do

To gain this thing, if Hecate be true

Unto her servant. Nay, draw not thy sword,

And, for thy life, speak not a single word

Until I bid thee, else may all be lost,

And of this game our lives yet pay the cost.

THEN toward the brazen temple-door she went,

Wherefrom, half open, a faint gleam was sent;

For little need of lock it had forsooth,

Because its sleepless guardian knew no ruth,

And had no lust for precious things or gold;

Whom, drawing near, Jason could now behold,

As back Medea thrust the heavy door,

For prone he lay upon the gleaming floor,

Not moving, though his restless glittering eyes

Left them no hope of wile or of surprise.

Hideous he was, where all things else were fair;

Dull-skinned, foul-spotted, with lank rusty hair

About his neck; and hooked yellow claws

Just showed from ‘neath his belly and huge jaws,

Closed in the hideous semblance of a smile.

Then Jason shuddered, wondering with what guile

That fair king’s daughter such a beast could tame,

And of his sheathed sword had but little shame.

BUT being within the doors, both mantle grey

And heavy gown Medea cast away,

And in thin clinging silk alone was clad,

And round her neck a golden chain she had,

Whereto was hung a harp of silver white.

Then the great dragon, at that glittering sight,

Raised himself up upon his loathly feet,

As if to meet her, while her fingers sweet

Already moved amongst the golden strings,

Preluding nameless and delicious things;

But now she beckoned Jason to her side,

For slowly towards them ‘gan the beast to glide,

And when close to his love the hero came,

She whispered breathlessly: On me the blame

If here we perish; if I give the word,

Then know that all is lost, and draw thy sword,

And manlike die in battle with the beast;

So dying shalt thou fail to see at least

This body thou desiredst so to see,

In thy despite here mangled wretchedly.

Peace, for he cometh! O thou Goddess bright,

What help wilt thou be unto me this night?

So murmured she, while ceaselessly she drew

Her fingers through the strings, and fuller grew

The tinkling music, but the beast drawn nigh

Went slower still, and turning presently

Began to move around them in a ring.

And as he went, there fell a strange rattling

Of his dry scales; but as he turned, she turned,

Nor failed to meet the eyes that on her burned

With steadfast eyes, and, lastly, clear and strong

Her voice broke forth in sweet melodious song:

EVIL thing, what brought thee here

To be a wonder and a fear

Unto the river-haunting folk?

Was it the God of Day that broke

The shadow of thy windless trees,

Gleaming from golden palaces,

And shod with light, and armed with light,

Made thy slime stone, and day thy night,

And drove thee forth unwillingly

Within his golden house to lie?

OR was it the slim messenger,

Who, treading softly, free from fear,

Beguiled thee with his smiling face

From out thy dim abiding place,

To follow him and set thee down

Midst of this twice-washed royal town?

OR, was it rather the dread Lord

Who slayeth without spear or sword,

And with the flower-culling maid

Of Enna, dwelleth in the shade,

Who with stern voice compelling thee,

Hath set thee here, our bane to be?

OR was it Venus, seeking far

A sleepless guard ‘gainst grief and war,

Who, journeying through thy dismal land,

Beside the heavy lake did stand,

And with no word, but very sight

Of tender limbs and bosom white,

Drew forth thy scaly feet and hard,

To follow over rock and shard?

OR rather, thy dull, waveless lake

Didst thou not leave for her dread sake,

Who, passing swift from glade to glade,

The forest-dwellers makes afraid

With shimmering of her silver bow

And dreadful arrows? Even so

I bid thee now to yield to me,

Her maid, who overmastered thee,

The Three-formed dreadful one who reigns

In heaven and in the fiery plains,

But on the green earth best of all.

LO, now thine upraised crest let fall,

Relax thy limbs, let both thine eyes

Be closed, and bestial fantasies

Fill thy dull head till dawn of day

And we are far upon our way.

AS thus she sung the beast seemed not to hear

Her words at first, but ever drew anear,

Circling about them, and Medea’s face

Grew pale unto the lips, though still the place

Rung with the piercing sweetness of her song;

But slower soon he dragged his length along,

And on his limbs he tottered, till at last

All feebly by the wondering prince he passed,

And whining to Medea’s feet he crept,

With eyes half closed, as though well-nigh he slept,

And there before her laid his head adown;

Who, shuddering, on his wrinkled neck and brown

Set her white foot, and whispered: Haste, O love!

Behold the keys; haste! while the Gods above

Are friendly to us; there behold the shrine

Where thou canst see the lamp of silver shine.

Nay, draw not death upon both thee and me

With fearless kisses; fear, until the sea

Shall fold green arms about us lovingly,

And kindly Venus to thy keel be nigh.

Then lightly from her soft side Jason stept,

While still upon the beast her foot she kept,

Still murmuring gently many an unknown word,

As when through half-shut casements the brown bird

We hearken when the night is come in June,

And thick-leaved woods are ‘twixt us and his tune.

BUT Jason, going swiftly with good heart,

Came to the wished-for shrine built all apart

Midmost the temple, that on pillars stood

Of jasper green, and marble red as blood,

All white itself and carven cunningly

With Neptune bringing from the wavy sea

The golden shining ram of Athamas;

And the first door thereof of silver was,

Wrought over with a golden glittering sun

That seemed well-nigh alike the heavenly one.

Such art therein the cunningest of men

Had used; which little Jason heeded then,

But thrusting in the lock the smallest key

Of those he bore, it opened easily;

And then five others, neither wrought of gold,

Nor carved with tales, nor lovely to behold,

He opened; but before the last one stayed

His hand, wherein the heavy key he weighed,

And pondering, spake a low and muttered word:

The prize is reached, which yet I am afeard

To draw unto me; since I know indeed,

That henceforth war and toil shall be my meed.

Too late to fear! it was too late, the hour

I left the grey cliffs and the beechen bower,

So here I take hard life and deathless praise,

Who once was fain of nought but quiet days,

And painless life, not empty of delight;

I, who shall now be quickener of the fight,

Named by a great name…a far babbled name,

The ceaseless seeker after praise and fame.

May all be well, and on the noisy ways

Still may I find some wealth of happy days.

Therewith he threw the last door open wide,

Whose hammered iron did the marvel hide,

And shut his dazzled eyes, and stretched his hands

Out toward the sea-born wonder of all lands,

And plunged them deep within the locks of gold,

Grasping the Fleece within his mighty hold.

WHICH when Medea saw, her gown of grey

She caught up from the ground, and drew away

Her wearied foot from off the rugged beast,

And while from her soft strain she never ceased,

In the dull folds she hid her silk from sight,

And then, as bending ‘neath the burden bright,

Jason drew nigh, joyful, yet still afraid,

She met him, and her wide grey mantle laid

Over the fleece, whispering: Make no delay;

He sleeps, who never slept by night or day

Till now; nor will his charmed sleep be long.

Light-foot am I, and sure thine arms are strong;

Haste, then! No word! nor turn thine eyes aback,

As he who erst on Hermes’ shadowy track

Turned round to see once more the twice-lost face.

THEN swiftly did they leave the dreadful place,

Turning no look behind, and reached the street,

That with familiar look and kind did greet

Those wanderers, mazed with marvels and with fear.

And so, unchallenged, did they draw anear

The long white quays, and at the street’s end now

Beheld the ships’ masts standing row by row

Stark black against the stars: then cautiously

Peered Jason forth, ere they took heart to try

The open starlit place; but nought he saw

Except the night-wind twitching the loose straw

From half-unloaded keels, and nought he heard

But the strange twittering of a caged green bird

Within an Indian ship, and from the hill

A distant baying: dead night lay so still,

Somewhat they doubted; natheless forth they passed,

And Argo’s painted sides they reached at last.

On whom down-looking, scarce more noise they heard

Than from the other ships; some muttered word,

Some creaking of the timbers, as the tide

Ran gurgling seaward past her shielded side.

Then Jason knelt, and whispered: Wise be ye,

O fair companions on the pathless sea,

But come, Erginus, Nestor, and ye twain

Of Lacedæmon, to behold my gain;

Take me amongst you, neither be afraid

To take withal this gold, and this fair maid.

Yare!...for the ebb runs strongly towards the sea,

The east wind drives the rack to Thessaly.

And lightly do such kings as this one sleep

If now and then small watch their servants keep.

Then saw Medea men like shadows grey,

Rise from the darksome decks, who took straightway

With murmured joy, from Jason’s outstretched hands,

The conquered Fleece, the wonder of all lands,

While with strong arms he raised the royal maid,

And in their hold the precious burthen laid,

And scarce her dainty feet could touch the deck,

Ere down he leapt, and little now did reck

That loudly clanged his armour therewithal.

But, turning townward, did Medea call:

O noble Jason, and ye heroes strong,

To sea, to sea! Nor, pray ye loiter long;

For surely shall ye see the beacons flare

Ere in mid stream ye are, and running fair

On toward the sea with tide, and oar, and sail.

My father wakes, nor bides he to bewail

His loss and me; I see his turret gleam

As he goes towards the beacon, and down stream

Absyrtus lurks before the sandy bar

In mighty keel well manned and dight for war.

But as she spoke, rattling the cable slipped

From out the hawse-hole, and the long oars dipped

As from the quays the heroes pushed away,

And in the loosened sail the wind ‘gan play;

But e’en as they unto the stroke leaned back,

And Naulplius, catching at the main-sheet slack

Had drawn it taut, out flared the beacon wide,

Lighting the waves, and they heard folk who cried:

Awake, awake, awake, O Colchian folk!

And all about the blare of horns outbroke,

As watch-tower answered watch-tower down the stream,

Where far below they saw the bale-fires gleam;

And galloping of horses now they heard,

And clang of arms, and cries of men afeard;

For now the merchant mariners who lay

About the town, thought surely an ill day

Had dawned upon them while they slept at ease,

And, half awake, pushed madly from the quays

With crash of breaking oars and meeting ships,

And cries and curses from outlandish lips;

So fell the quiet night to turmoil sore,

While in the towers, high over din and roar,

Melodiously the bells began to ring.

BUT Argo, leaping forward to the swing

Of measured oars, and, leaning to the breeze,

Sped swiftly ‘twixt the dark and whispering trees;

Nor longer now the heroes silence kept,

So joyously their hearts within them leapt,

But loud they shouted, seeing the Golden Fell

Laid heaped before them, and longed sore to tell

Their fair adventure to the maids of Greece;

And as the mingled noises did decrease

With added distance, and behind them night

Grew pale with coming of the eastern light,

Across the strings his fingers Orpheus drew,

And through the woods-his winged music flew:

O SURELY, now the fisherman

Draws homeward through the water wan

Across the bay we know so well,

And in the sheltered chalky dell

The shepherd stirs; and now afield

They drive the team with white wand peeled,

Muttering across the barley-bread

At daily toil and dreary-head.

AND midst them all, perchance, my love

Is waking, and doth gently move

And stretch her soft arms out to me,

Forgetting thousand leagues of sea;

And now her body I behold,

Unhidden but by hair of gold,

And now the silver waters kiss,

The crown of all delight and bliss.

And now I see her bind her hair

And do upon her raiment fair;

And now before the altar stand,

With incense in her outstretched hand,

To supplicate the Gods for me;

AH, one day landing from the sea,

Amid the maidens shall I hear

Her voice in praise, and see her near,

Holding the gold-wrapt laurel crown,

‘Midst of the shouting, wondering town!

SO sung he joyously, nor knew that they

Must wander yet for many an evil day

Or ever the dread Gods should let them come

Back to the white walls of their long-left home.

BUT on the shouting heroes gazed adown

The foundress of their triumph and renown,

And to her lover’s side still drew anear,

With heart now swelled with joy, now sick with fear,

And cheeks now flushed with love, now pale and wan,

As now she thought upon that goodly man,

And now on the uncertain, dreadful Gods,

And now upon her father, and the odds

He well might raise against the reckless crew,

For all his mighty power full well she knew;

No wonder therefore if her heart grew cold,

And if her wretched self she did behold,

Led helpless through some old familiar place,

With none to turn on her a pitying face,

Unto the death in life, she still might win;

And yet, if she should ‘scapethe meed of sin

This once, the world was fair and bright enough,

And love there was to lead her o’er the rough

Of life, and love to crown her head with flowers,

And fill her days and nights with happy hours.

NOW swift beneath the oar-strokes Argo flew,

While the sun rose behind them, and they drew

Unto the river’s mouth, nor failed to see

Absyrtus’ galley waiting watchfully

Betwixt them and the white-topped turbid bar.

Therefore they gat them ready for the war,

With joyful hearts, for sharp they sniffed the sea,

And saw the great waves tumbling green and free

Outside the bar upon the way to Greece,

The rough green way to glory and sweet peace.

THEN to the prow gat Jason, and the maid

Must needs be with him, though right sore afraid,

As nearing now the Colchian ship, they hung

On balanced oars; but the wild Arcas strung

His deadly bow, and clomb into the top.

Then Jason cried: Absyrtus, will ye stop

Our peaceful keel, or let us take the main?

For of thy slaying nowise are we fain

If we may pass unfoughten, therefore say,

What is it thou wilt have this dawn of day?

Now on the other prow Absyrtus stood,

His visage red with eager wrathful blood,

And in his right hand shook a mighty spear,

And said: O seafarers, ye pass not here,

For gifts or prayers, but if it must be so,

Over our sunken bulwarks shall ye

Nor ask me why, for thus my father wills,

Yet, as I now behold you, my heart thrills

With wrath indeed; and hearken for what cause!

That ye against all friendship and good laws

Bear off my sister with you; wherefore now

Mars give you courage and a brazen brow!

That ye may try this dangerous pass in vain,

For soothly of your slaying am I fain.

Then Jason wrathfully threw up his head,

But ere the shout came, fair Medea said,

In trembling whisper thrilling through his ear:

Haste, quick upon them! if before is fear,

Behind is death! Then Jason turning, saw

A tall ship staggering with the gusty flaw,

Just entering the long reach where they were,

And heard her horns through the fresh morning air.

Then lifted he his hand, and with a cry

Back flew the balanced oars full orderly,

And toward the doomed ship mighty Argo passed;

Thereon Absyrtus shouted loud, and cast

His spear at Jason, that before his feet

Stuck in the deck; then out the arrows fleet

Burst from the Colchians; and scarce did they spare

Medea’s trembling side and bosom fair;

But Jason, roaring as the lioness

When round her helpless whelps the hunters press,

Whirled round his head his mighty brass-bound spear

That flying, smote the Prince beneath the ear,

As Arcas’ arrow sank into his side.

Then falling, scarce he met the rushing tide,

Ere Argo’s mighty prow had dashed apart

The huddled oars, and through the fair ship’s heart

Had thrust her iron beak, and the green wave

Rushed in as rush the waters through a cave

That tunnels half a sea-girt lonely rock.

Then drawing swiftly backward from the shock,

And heeding not the cries of fear and woe,

They left the waters dealing with their foe;

And at the following ship threw back a shout,

And seaward o’er the bar drave Argo out.

Then joyful felt all men as now at last

From hill to green hill of the sea they passed;

But chiefly joyed Medea, as now grew

The Colchian hills behind them faint and blue,

And like a white speck showed the following ship.

There ‘neath the canopy, lip pressed to lip,

They sat and told their love, till scarce he thought

What precious burden back to Greece he brought

Besides the maid, nor for his kingdom cared,

As on her beauty with wet eyes he stared,

And heard her sweet voice soft as in a dream,

When all seems gained, and trouble dead doth seem.

SO passed this day, and she no less forgot

That wreck upon the bar, the evil spot,

Red with a brother’s blood, where long was stayed

The wrathful king as from the stream he weighed

The bleeding body of his well-loved son.

LO in such wise their journey was begun,

And so began short love and long decay,

Sorrow that bides and joy that fleets away.
 






  








LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON: BOOK X.
 

Argo cut off from the straits. The entry of the river. The passage northward.
 

NIGHT came, but still on by the stars they sailed

Before the wind, till at the dawn it failed,

And faded soon the sunrise hue away,

Leaving the heavens all colour-less and grey,

And dull and lightless the decreasing swell

About the watery ways now rose and fell,

And Lynceus, looking back, no more beheld

The galley that so long the chase had held.

Then were all glad, and toiled on at the oar,

When now the drooping sails would help no more.

BUT soon before their way it seemed as though

A curtain hung they needs must journey through,

A low black mist so brooded o’er the sea.

Then did they hold their hands, but presently,

Moving to meet them, did it hide from sight

The dog-vane and the maintruck gilded bright,

Yea in heart-chilling waves it so enwound

The seafarers, that each man gazed around

And saw but shadows where his fellows were.

So with the windless swell did Argo fare

Two days with furled sails purposeless and blind,

And bearing heavy hearts; the third, the wind

Sprung up at daybreak, and straight drove away

That hideous mist, that after sunrise lay

A heavy purple bank down in the west.

THEN by the sun his way Erginus guessed,

For on no side could they see any land;

But as upon the helm he set his hand

Such mighty light blazed out upon the prow,

That faint and yellow did the sunlight show

Beside it, and amidst it they beheld

The figure that ere now their hands had held

Anigh the Mysian shore; and now it said:

O heroes, wherefore haste ye to be dead?

Behold, while through the heart of yonder fog

I, Argo, drifted as an unsteered log,

Aeetes passed us going towards the straits,

And now is lying ready by the gates;

Nor with one ship alone, but with ten keels,

Raised from his subject kings and commonweals,

Abides your coming, hoping soon to see

Your bodies on the shore lie wretchedly,

While to the Gods he offers bulls and sheep;

But your fair helper and your joy will keep,

That she in Aea unavenged may burn.

But now the Gods, taking your swift return

Away from you, yet will not let you die;

But bid you, taking heart, turn presently

Unto the northern shore of this ill sea;

There by a mighty river shall ye be,

Along whose sides dwell the Sarmatian folk,

Knowing no arts, untaught to bear the yoke

Of equal laws; into this river’s mouth

Straight must ye enter, and forget the south;

And many unknown lands and unknown seas,

And deadly forests, vocal with no breeze,

Shall ye go wandering through; but, long time past,

Unto the seas ye know shall come at last,

And sailing by the western garden fair

Toward the Italian shore, shall ye find there

Circe the wise, the wonder of all lands,

Thy father’s sister, lady, at whose hands

Of late-wrought guilt shall ye be purified.

And so, by many troubles being tried,

Unto Iolchos shall ye all come back

Except some few; nor there find any lack

Of much-desired wealth and babbling praise,

And so each man depart unto such days

As the fates grant him, be they good or ill,

With death at last according to their will.

With these last words she vanished quite away,

And these, left floating on that dawn of day,

Felt severed utterly from hoped-for things;

Like some caged eagle that, with fluttering wings,

Beats at his bars, beholding far away

His windy eyrie up the mountain grey.

A while ago, and every man nigh saw

The long white walls rise sunny without flaw

From out the curled white edges of the sea;

Yea, almost felt as if they well might be

In fair Iolchos that same afternoon.

And now how many and many a glittering moon

Must fill her horns up, while their lives are spent

In unknown lands mid helpless dreariment!

BUT as his fellows, speechless and amazed,

Upon the weary sea so stood and gazed,

Spake Jason to them: Heroes, tell me where

Your hearts are gone, since helpless thus ye stare

On that which helpeth not? in no such wise

A while ago, before Aeetes’ eyes

Ye smote the Colchian ship; with other heart

Ye drave the dark blue clashers far apart;

No eyes I saw like these upon the day,

When with the Colchian spears on every way,

Unto Mars’ acre on a doubtful quest

We passed, and dared the worst to get the best.

What will ye? Is it then so hard a thing

That we, through many countries wandering,

Shall see unheard-of things, nor fail to come

When yet our blood is warm, back to our home?

Be merry! think upon the lives of men,

And with what troubles threescore years and ten

Are crowded oft, yea, even unto him

Who sits at home, nor fears for life and limb,

But trembles the base slave unto a slave;

Or holding trifles he is fain to save,

Sits pleasureless, and wearing out his life,

Or with vain words wages disgraceful strife

That leads nowhither, till forgotten death

Seizes the babbler, choking out his breath.

But ye…forget all…get ye to the oar,

And steer rejoicing to the northern shore,

Since we shall win such glory and renown,

That, coming home again to our fair town,

Those left behind shall count us all for lords,

And tremble, gazing at our sheathed swords.

Fair is the wind, the sunny dawn is clear,

Nor are we bound for Pluto’s kingdom drear,

But for fair forests, plentiful of beasts,

Where, innocent of craft, with joyous feasts

The wise folk live as in the golden age,

Not reddening spears and swords in useless rage;

Nor need they houses, but in fair-wrought cave

Their bodies from the winter’s cold they save;

Nor labour they at all, nor weave, nor till,

For everything the kind land bears at will.

Doubt not at all that they will welcome us

As very Gods, with all things plenteous.

SO spake he, knowing nought of that same land;

Natheless, they, noting him as he did stand

Beside Erginus with unclouded face,

Took heart again, and to the oars apace

They gat and toiled, forgetting half the word

That from great Argo’s sprite ere now they heard,

Nor thinking of the ills that they might meet,

But of the day when their returning feet

Should bear them, full of knowledge, wealth, and fame,

Up to the royal hall wherefrom they came.

BUT Jason in his heart thought: Now, indeed,

Of home and fame full little is my need,

The days will change, and time will bring a day

When through my beard are sprinkled locks of grey,

And love no more shall be enough for me,

And no fair woman much delight shall be;

But little do we need when we are young,

The bended knee and flattering double tongue,

Which we, grown old, and drained of half our fire,

Knowing them false, do yet so much desire.

But for his love, she, set quite free from fear

Of frightful death, held life itself so dear,

That where she went she scarcely heeded yet,

For still she seemed to see the black pile set

For her undoing by the temple-gate;

And seemed to see the thronging people wait

For her, who never now should fill the place

Amid the bale-fire: then she saw his face

So close, and with her fingers felt him toy,

And therewithal trembled for very joy,

And for that hour she cast by every care,

So sweet was love, and life so blithe and fair.

NOW northward Argo steered for two days more,

Until at last they came in sight of shore,

And creeping on, they found a river-mouth,

That a long spit of land fenced from the south,

And turned due west; and now at ebb full strong,

Turbid and yellow, rolled its stream along,

That scarce could Argo stem it; wherefore they,

It being but early, anchored till mid-day,

And as they waited, saw an eddy rise

Where sea joined river, and before their eyes

The battle of the waters did begin.

So seeing the mighty ocean best therein

Weighing their anchor, they made haste to man

Both oars and sails, and therewith plying, ran

With the first wave of the great conquering flood

Far up the stream, on whose banks forests stood,

Darkening the swirling water on each side.

And so between them swiftly did they glide,

And now no more they smelt the fresh salt sea,

Or heard the steady wind pipe boisterously

Through the strained rigging, neither with their feet

Set wide the pitching of their ship to meet

Went to and fro; for all was quiet now

But gurgling of the stream beside the prow,

And flapping of the well-nigh useless sail,

And from the black woods some faint dismal wail,

Whether of man or beast they knew not well.

THEN o’er their hearts a melancholy fell,

And they began to think they might forget

The quest whereon their hearts had once been set,

Now half accomplished, and all wealth and fame,

All memory of the land wherefrom they came,

Their very names indeed, to wander on,

Unseen, unheard of till their lives were done.

In such-like thoughts they anchored for the night,

Nor slept they much, but wishing for daylight,

About the deck they paced, or sat them down

In longing thought of some fair merchant-town.

SO sadly passed the heavy night away,

That, dreary, yet was noisier than the day;

For all about them evil beasts ‘gan stir

At nightfall, and great soft-winged bats would whirr

About their raiment and their armour bright.

And when the moon rose, and her crescent white

Made the woods blacker, then from either shore

They heard the thundering of the lion’s roar,

Now coming nigher, dying now away;

And once or twice, as in the stream they lay

A spear-cast from the shore, could they behold

The yellow beast stalk forth, and, stark and bold,

Stand in the moonlight on the muddy beach.

Then, though they doubted not their shafts could reach

His kingly heart, they held their hands, for here

All seemed as in a dream, where deadly fear

Is mingled with the most familiar thing;

And in the cup we see the serpent’s sting,

And common speech we answer with a scream.

Moreover, sounds they heard they well might deem

To be men’s voices; but whatso they were,

Unto the river side they drew not near,

Nor yet of aught like man did they have sight.

SO dawned the day; but like another night

Unto their wearied eyes it seemed to be,

Amid that solitude, where tree joined tree

For ever, as it seemed; and natheless, they

Ran out the oars and gat them on their way

Against the ebb, and little help the flood

Gave them that day; but yet for bad or good

They laboured on; though still with less intent

More hopeless past the changeless woods they went.

But every day, more and more sluggishly

And shorter time, the water from the sea

Ran up, and failed ere eve of the third day,

Though slower took the downward stream its way,

Grown wide and dull, and here and there the wood

Would draw away and leave some dismal rood

Of quaggy land about the river’s edge,

Where ‘mid the oozes and decaying sedge

There wallowed ugly nameless dull-scaled things.

These now the weary company of kings,

As they passed by, could not endure to see

Unscathed of arrows, turning lazily

Blue-gleaming slimy sides up in the sun,

Whose death swift Atalanta first begun.

For as anigh the prow she chanced to stand,

Unto her bow did she set foot and hand,

And strung it, and therefrom an arrow sent

That through the belly of a monster went,

Legged like a lizard, maned with long lank hair.

He, screaming, straight arose from out his lair,

With many another of his kith and kin,

And swiftly getting to the water thin,

Made for the ship; and though upon the way

Some few amongst them lost the light of day,

Smit by Thessalian arrows, yet the most

The narrow strip of water fairly crossed,

And scaled the ship’s sides, and therewith began

A fearful battle betwixt worm and man.

Not long it dured; though Ceneus through the mail

Was bitten, and one monster’s iron tail

Smote down Asterion, whom Eribotes

Made shift to save; but chiefly amid these

She who had been the first to raise the strife

Was hard bested, and scarce escaped with life.

ONE worm ‘twixt ship and shore her arrow slew,

But ere her amazonian axe she drew,

Another monster had got slimy hold

Of her slim ankles, and cast fold on fold

About her legs, and binding thigh to thigh,

Wrapt round her sides, enfolding mightily

Her foiled right hand, then raised aloft his crest

Against her unembraced tender breast;

But she, with one unarmed hand yet left free,

Still strove to ward the blow, but giddily,

Because the deadly rings still tighter grew

About her heart; yet as she fell, there flew

A feathered javelin swiftly from the left,

By Arcas desperately cast, that cleft

The monster’s head, and dulled his glittering eyes.

Then the glad Minyæ with joyous cries,

Cleared Argo’s decks of all the monstrous things,

As from the maiden’s limbs the slimy rings

Slacked and fell off: but she, so saved from death,

Sat weary by the mast, and drew glad breath,

And vowed the grey and deadly thing should shine,

Wrought all of gold, within Diana’s shrine,

In woody fair Arcadia. But the rest,

When they with poured-out wine the Gods had blest,

And flayed the slain worms, gat them to the oar,

And ‘gainst the sluggish stream slid past the shore.

BUT swifter the next day the river ran

With higher banks, and now the woods began

To be of trees that in their land they knew,

And into clumps of close-set beeches grew,

And oak-trees thinly spread, and there-between

Fair upland hillocks well beset with green;

And ‘neath the trees great herds of deer and neat,

And sheep, and swine, fed on the herbage sweet,

Seeming all wild as though they knew not man,

For quite unherded, here and there they ran;

And while two great bucks raised the armed brow

Each against each (since time of fight was now)

About them would the swine squeal, and the sheep

In close-drawn flock their faint republic keep,

With none to watch: nor saw they fence nor fold,

Nor any husbandry did they behold,

But the last men their wearied eyes had seen

Were those strong swimmers in the Phasis green.

SO seeing now these beasts in such plenty,

It seemed but good unto the Minyæ

To make provision thereof for their need.

And drawing Argo up through sedge and reed,

They made her fast, while divers took the land.

Arcas the hunter, Idas strong of hand,

White Atalanta, wise Eurytion,

Far-seeing Lynceus, and the Sminthian’s son,

Keen Theseus, with Pirithous his mate;

Clitius, whose swift shaft smote as sure as fate;

Aetalides, the runner of the plain;

Phocus, whose sling was seldom whirled in vain;

Cæneus the cragsman, Periclimenes,

And Apheus, haunter of the close-set trees.

So forth these set, and none of them had lack

Of spear or bow, or quiver at the back,

As through the land they went with wary mirth,

For they rejoiced once more to feel the earth

Beneath their feet, while on their heads fell down

The uncupped acorn, and the long leaves brown,

For on that land the sad mid-autumn lay,

And earlier came the sunset day by day.

But now unto their hunting gave they heed,

And of the more part happy was the speed,

And soon to Argo did they turn. again,

Laden with that they had set forth to gain,

Of deer and beasts the slaughtered carcases

Upborne on interwoven boughs of trees.

WITH whom came Theseus not, nor Arcas came,

Nor yet Aetalides (who had the fame

Next Atalanta among all the rest

For swiftness, she being easily the best).

There waiting till the night, yet none the more

Came down those three unto the river’s shore,

Nor through the night: but swift Aetalides

At dawn they saw come running through the trees,

With Arcas far behind, and Theseus slim

The last of all, but straining every limb

To be their equal: empty-handed they

Came back to Argo on that dawn of day,

And on being asked, a short tale had to tell.

UNTO their part to chase a great buck fell,

That led them far, and he at last being lost,

They set them down with nought to pay the cost

Of all their travail; so being set they heard

A hubbub of strange voices, and afeard

Leapt to their feet, and presently they saw

Strange folk, both men and women, toward them draw,

Who spread about them as to stop their flight

On all hands more than they durst lightly fight.

So being thus trapped they fain had spoke them fair,

But knowing not their tongue, they yet had care

To speak with smiles as though they feared not aught,

Asking for food by signs, which soon was brought;

No flesh, but roots and nuts, whereof they ate,

And so by signs until the day grew late

They dealt together, making clear indeed

Each unto each but little of their need;

At last of their departure were they fain,

But, being stayed, they durst not strive in vain

For fear of worse; but now, the night being come,

The wild folk seemed to think that place their home

Just as another, and there gat to sleep,

Nor yet upon the Greeks a watch did keep

To stop their going So, said Arcas, we

An hour after midnight, warily

Stole from among them, neither gave they chase,

Being still asleep like beasts, in that same place;

And for their semblance, neither were they clad,

Nor in their hands a spear or sword they had,

Nor any brass or iron, but long slings,

And scrips of stones, and ugly stone-set things

Most like to knives, and clubs of heavy wood;

Soft-voiced they were, and gentle of their mood,

And goodly made as such wild folk may be,

But tanned with sun and wind; there did we see

Old men and young, and women old and young,

With many children scattered there among,

All naked, and with unshorn yellow hair

Blowing about; and sooth we deem they were

Houseless and lawless, without town or king,

Knowing no Gods, and lacking everything.

So said he, but Medea spoke, and said:

O heroes, surely by all likelihead

These are the folk of whom I erst heard tell

In Aea, where to me it oft befell

To speak with many men from many lands,

Long ere ye crossed the Phasis’ yellow sands.

Of these I learned more tongues of speaking men

Than ye might deem men spoke, who told me then

Of such as these, that ye have seen but now.

And yet indeed some Gods these folk do know,

The Sun, the Moon, the mother of the earth,

And more perchance, and days they have of mirth

When these they honour; yea, and unto these

Within their temples, groves of ancient trees,

Clad but in leaves, and crowned in solemn wise,

They offer strangers up in sacrifice,

Which was your doom had not the Gods been kind,

Who for your bodies other graves will find.

BUT when they heard her, glad they were indeed

That they from such a bondage had been freed.

And, day being fully come, they loosed from shore,

And ‘gainst the stream all bent unto the oar.

All day they toiled, and every mile of way

Still swifter grew the stream, so on that day

Few leagues they made; and still the banks were fair,

But rising into scarped cliffs here and there,

Where screamed the great ger-falcon as they passed,

And whence the sooty swifts about the mast

Went sweeping, with shrill cries at that new sight.

Nought happed that day worth record, but at night,

When they were moored, and sound of splashing oars

Had ceased, and stiller grew the upland shores,

Another sound they heard besides the stream

That gurgled past them, that to them did seem

Like sound of feet of men who pass to war,

Rising and falling as the wind from far

Would bear it on, or drop it in the dark.

So, while with strained ears, they stood to hark

The murmur, as folk use, scarce sure they heard

That which already inward fear had stirred,

Erginus spoke: O heroes, fear ye nought,

This is not death, though ye to toil are brought;

This noise is but the river as it falls

Over its mountainous and iron walls,

Which, being once passed, both calm and deep will be

The pent-up stream, and Argo easily

Will stem it; but or ere we come thereto,

Needs must we heave her up and make her go

Over the hard earth, till the falls are past.

Eat therefore now, and sleep, that ye may last

Through this and other toils, and so may come

Through many labours, back unto your home.

So, landing, many a pine-torch did they light,

And made the dusky evening strange and bright,

And there a mighty feast-fire did they pile,

And set the flesh thereto, and in a while,

When all was ready, did they offer up

That which the Gods claimed, pouring out a cup

Of red wine to them from a new-pierced skin.

Then in that lonely land did they begin

Their feast, and first the flesh to Jason gave,

And next to her who all their souls did save

Far up the Phasis on that other day,

And then unto the swift Arcadian May

The guarded treasure of the trim-shod queen.

Then to the godlike singer, set between

The twin Laconian stars, and then to these;

And then to Arcas, haunter of the trees,

Theseus, Pirithous, Erginus true,

The north-wind’s sons, the cleavers of the blue;

And all the kings being satisfied in turn,

With vain desires ‘gan their hearts to burn,

So stirred within them wine and changing speech.

But unto him his harp did Orpheus reach,

And smote the strings, and through the ancient trees

Rang the heart-piercing honied melodies:

ALAS! for Saturn’s days of gold,

Before the mountain men were bold

To dig up iron from the earth

Wherewith to slaughter health and mirth,

And bury hope far underground.

When all things needful did abound

In every land; nor must men toil,

Nor wear their lives in strife to foil

Each other’s hands, for all was good,

And no man knew the sight of blood.

WITH all the world man had no strife,

No element against his life

Was sworn and bitter; on the sea,

Dry-shod, could all walk easily;

No fire there was but what made day,

Or hidden in the mountains grey;

No pestilience, no lightning flash,

No over-mastering wind, to dash

The roof upon some trembling head.

THEN the year changed, but ne’er was dead,

Nor was the autumn-tide more sad

Than very spring; and all unclad

Folk went upon the harmless snow,

For not yet did midwinter know

The biting frost and icy wind,

The very east was soft and kind.

AND on the crown of July days,

All heedless of the mid-day blaze,

Unshaded by the rosy bowers,

Unscorched beside the tulip flowers,

The snow-white naked girl might stand;

Or fearless thrust her tender hand

Amidst the thornless rose-bushes.

THEN, ‘mid the twilight of the trees

None feared the yellow beast to meet;

Smiling to feel their languid feet

Licked by the serpent’s forked tongue.

For then no clattering horn had rung

Through those green glades, or made afraid

The timid dwellers in the shade.

No lust of strength, no fear of death

Had driven men, with shortened breath,

The stag’s wide-open eyes to watch;

No shafts to slay, no nets to catch,

Were yet; unyoked the neat might play

On untilled meads and mountains grey;

Unshorn the silly sheep might rove.

NOR knew that world consuming love,

Mother of hate, or envy cold,

Or rage for fame, or thirst for gold,

Or longing for the ways untried,

Which ravening and unsatisfied,

Draw shortened lives of men to Hell.

ALAS! what profit now to tell

The long unweary lives of men

Of past days…threescore years and ten,

Unbent, unwrinkled, beautiful,

Regarding not death’s flower-crowned skull,

But with some damsel intertwined

In such love as leaves hope behind.

Alas, the vanished days of bliss!

Will no God send some dream of this,

That we may know what it has been?

OH, thou, the chapleted with green,

Thou purple-stained, but not with blood,

Who on the edge of some cool wood

Forgettest the grim Indian plain,

And all the strife and all the pain,

While in thy sight the must foams out,

And maid and man, with cry and shout,

Toil while thou laughest, think of us,

And drive away these piteous,

Formless and wailing thoughts, that press

About our hour of happiness.

LYAEUS, King! by thee alone

To song may change our tuneless moan,

The murmur of the bitter sea

To ancient tales be changed by thee.

By thee the unnamed smouldering fire

Within our hearts turns to desire

Sweet, amorous, half satisfied;

Through thee the doubtful years untried

Seem fair to us and fortunate,

In spite of death, in spite of fate.

HE ceased, and bent his head above the wine:

Then, as he raised his eyes they saw them shine

In the red torchlight with unwilling tears,

And their hearts too, with thoughts of vanished years

Were pensive, as at ending of his song

They heard the bubbling river speed along,

Nor did they miss that doubtful noise to hear

The rising night-wind through the branches bear,

Till sleep fell on them, and the watch alone

Waked in that place, and heard the distant moan

Grow louder as the dead night stiller grew,

And fuller of all fear, till daylight drew

A faint wan streak between the thinner trees,

And in their yellowing leafage the young breeze

Made a new sound, that through their waking dream

Like to the surging sea well-nigh did seem.

BUT the full day being come, all men awake,

Fresh hold upon the oars began to take,

Stemming the stream, that now at every mile

Swifter and shallower ran, and in a while

Above all noises did they hear that roar,

And saw the floating foam borne past the shore;

So but ten leagues they made upon that day,

And on the morrow, going on their way,

They went not far, for underneath their keel

Some once or twice the hard rock did they feel,

And looking on ahead, the stream could see

White with the rapids: therefore warily

Some mile or two they went at a slow pace

And stayed their course where they beheld a place

Soft-sloping to the river; and there all,

Half deafened by the noises of the fall

And bickering rapids, left the ashen oar,

And spreading over the well-wooded shore

Cut rollers, laying on full many a stroke,

And made a capstan of a mighty oak,

And so drew Argo up, with hale and how,

On to the grass, turned half to mire by now.

Thence did they toil their best, in drawing her

Beyond the falls, whereto being come anear,

They trembled when they saw them; for from sight

The rocks were hidden by the spray-clouds white,

Cold, wretched, chilling, and the mighty sound

Their heavy-laden hearts did sore confound;

For parted from all men they seemed, and far

From all the world, shut out by that great bar.

Moreover, when with toil and pain, at last

Unto the torrent’s head they now had passed,

They sent forth swift Aetalides to see

What further up the river there might be.

Who going some twenty leagues, another fall

Found, with great cliffs on each side, like a wall,

But ‘twixt the two, another unbarred stream

Joined the main river; therefore did they deem,

When this they heard, that they perforce must try

This smoother branch; so somewhat heavily

Argo they launched again, and gat them forth

Still onward toward the winter and the north.
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The passage northward continued. Argo drawn over-land. The winter by the northern river.
 

NOW might the Minyæ hoist up to the breeze

Their well-wrought sail, for barren of all trees

The banks were now become, not rising high

Above the deep green stream that sluggishly

Strove with the strenuous Argo’s cleaving stem.

So after all their toil was rest to them

A little while, and on the deck they sat,

Not wholly sad, and talked of this and that,

Or watched the fish flit from the ship-side blind,

Or the slim kestrel hanging in the wind,

Or the wild cattle scouring here and there

About the plain; for in a plain they were,

Edged round with hills, with quaggy brooks cleft through,

That ‘mid their sedges toward the river drew,

And harboured noisome things, and death to man.

But looking up stream, the green river ran

Unto their eyes, from out the mountains high,

For ‘twixt no pass could they behold the sky,

Though at the mountain’s foot, far through the plain,

They saw the wandering water shine again,

Then vanish wholly, therefore through their ease,

With fear did they the jealous Gods appease.

NATHLESS, for two days did they speed along,

Not toiling aught, and cheered with tale and song;

But the third noonday, bringing them anear

The mountains, turned to certain grief their fear;

For now they saw the stream grown swift but deep

Come from a cavern in the mountain steep,

Nor would it help them aught upon that tide

To heave the swift ship out on either side,

For all that plain the mountain ridge bestrode,

And scarcely could a horseman find a road

Through any pass into the further land.

Then ‘mid the downcast men did Jason stand,

And lifting up his voice, said: Minyæ,

Why right and left upon this plain look ye,

Where dwell but beasts or beast-like men alone?

Look rather to that heap of rugged stone,

Pierced with the road that leadeth to the north.

Yea, if from very hell this stream run forth,

Let us go thither, bearing in our hands

This golden hard-won marvel of all lands.

Yet, since not death it bears, but living things,

Shall we not reach thereby the sea that rings

The whole world round, and so make shift to reach

Sunny Eubœa, and fair Argo beach

Before Iolchos, having lost no whit

Of all our gains? Or else here must we sit

Till hunger slays us on some evil day,

Or wander till our raiment falls away

From off our bodies, and we, too, become

Like those ye saw, not knowing any home,

Voiceless, desiring nought but daily food,

And seeking that like beasts within the wood,

Each for himself. And all our glory gone,

Our names but left upon some carven stone

In Greece, still growing fainter day by day.

And this work wrought within the sunny bay,

Nor yet without the help of Gods, shall lie

A wonder to the wild beasts passing by,

While on her fallen masts the sedge-birds sing,

Unseen of men, a clean forgotten thing.

So spake he, setting courage in their hearts

To try the unknown dark, and to their parts

All gat them swiftly, and they struck the mast,

And deftly steered from out the sunlight passed

Into the cold bat-haunted cavern low,

And thrusting out with poles, made shift to go

Against the stream, that with a hollow sound

Smote Argo’s stem. Then Jason, looking round.

Trembled himself, for now, indeed, he thought,

Though to the toiling heroes he said nought:

What do we, if this cavern narrows now,

Or over fails these burrowing waters flow,

And drive us back again into the sun,

Cursing the day this quest was first begun,

Or somewhat traps us here, as well it may,

And ends us all, far from the light of day?

THEREWITH he bade them light the torches up,

And to the mountain Gods to pour a cup,

And one unto the river Gods, and each

For the new daylight every God beseech,

And speedily to pierce the mountain through.

So from the torches trains of sparkles flew,

And strangely flashed their arms in that dark place,

And white and haggard showed each anxious face

Against those dripping walls of unknown stone.

But now in Jason’s hand the cup outshone,

Full of red wine, pressed by the Grecian sea,

And lifting high his hand, he cried: O ye,

Both Gods and nymphs who in this wild land dwell,

In hill or river, henceforth may ye tell

How through your midst have passed the Minyæ;

And if, ye helping, the cold northern sea

We safely reach, and our desired home,

Thither the fame and fear of you shall come,

And there a golden-pillared house shall stand,

Unto our helpers in this savage land.

Nor when we reach the other side of this

Grim cavern, due observance shall ye miss,

For whatso on the teeming plain we snare,

Slain with due rites shall smoke before you there.

So spake he, and twice poured the fragrant wine;

But they, well-pleased to have the gift divine,

And noting well his promises, took heed

Unto his prayers, and gave the heroes speed.

Then Jason straightway bade more torches light,

And Argo pushed along, flared through the night

Of the dank cavern, and the dull place rang

With Grecian names, as loud the heroes sang,

For hope had come into their hearts at last.

SO through the winding cave three days they passed.

But on the fourth day Lynceus gave a cry,

Smiting his palms together, who could spy,

Far off, a little white speck through the dark,

As when the lated traveller sees the spark

Of some fair-lighted homestead glitter bright.

But soon to all men’s eyes the joyous sight

Showed clear, and with redoubled force they pushed

Swift Argo forth; who through the water rushed

As though she longed for daylight too and air.

And so within an hour they brought her there,

And on the outer world the sun shone high,

For it was noon; so mooring presently,

On the green earth they clean forgot their pain,

For joy to feel the sweet soft grass again,

And see the fair things of the world, and feel

The joyous sunlight that the sick can heal,

And soft tormenting of the western wind.

AND there for joy about their heads they twined

The yellow autumn flowers of the field,

And of untimely sorrow were they healed

By godlike conquering wine; nor there forgot

Their promise to the Gods, but on that spot,

Of turf and stones they built up altars twain,

And sent the hunters forth, and not in vain;

For Atalanta, swifter than a man,

Arcas, and mighty Theseus, overran

A white high-crested bull, and tough cords threw

About his horns, and so by main force drew

The great beast to the altars, where the knife

Of wise Asclepius ended his hot life.

And there they feasted far into the night.

BUT when their toil the next returning light

Brought back to them, they gat unto the oar,

While Jason anxiously scanned either shore;

For now the stream was narrowing apace,

And little more than just enough of space

Was left the oars; but deep it ran and slow,

And through a like flat grassy plain did go

As that which ere its burrowing it had cleft;

But lower were the hills, and on the left

So low they grew, they melted quite away

To woody swells before the end of day.

Full many a league upon that day they made,

And the next day the long oars down they laid,

For at their back the steady south-west blew,

And low anigh their heads the rain-clouds flew;

Therefore they hoisted up their sail to it,

And idle by the useless oars did sit,

Watching the long wave from their swift sea-plough

Sweep up the low green bank, for soothly now,

A pebble ill-thrown by a stripling’s hand

From Argo’s deck, had lighted on the land;

And yet far inland still they seemed to be,

Nor noted aught to tell them of the sea.

SO on that night, for thought of many things,

Full little sleep fell on the troubled kings;

But Argus slept, and at the dawn he dreamed,

Not wholly sleeping, and to him it seemed

That one said to him: Where is now become

The cunning that thou learnedst in thine home,

O wise artificer? What dost thou here,

While in thy fellows’ hearts is gathering fear?

Now from the north thou seest this river flow,

Why doubtest thou to find another go

Into the cold green icy northern sea?

Lo! if thou willest well to trust in me,

About the noontide of this very day,

At the woods’ end I bid thee Argo stay,

And from her straightway let the Minyæ land

And take the adze and wood-axe in the hand,

And let them labour hard, with thee to guide,

Until on wheels thy well-built keel shall glide;

And this being done as pleases thy wise mind,

Doubt not a northern-flowing stream to find,

For certainly some God shall show it thee.

And if thou wishest now to ask of me,

No dream I am, but lovely and divine,

Whereof let this be unto thee a sign,

That when thou wak’st the many-coloured bow

Across the world the morning sun shall throw,

But me indeed thine eyes shall not behold.

Then he, awaking in the morning cold,

A sprinkle of fine rain felt on his face,

And leaping to his feet, in that wild place,

Looked round and saw the morning sunlight throwd

Across the world the many-coloured bow,

And trembling knew that the high Gods indeed

Had sent the Messenger unto their need.

And when the Minyæ, running out the oars

That windless morning, found them touch the shores

On either side, then ere one said a word,

He cried, and said: O Jason, chief and lord,

And ye, fair fellows, to no bitter end

Our quest is come; but this sharp keel shall send

A glittering foam-heap up in the wide sea,

If ye will hear my words and trust in me.

Therewith he told them of that dream divine,

And of the many-coloured high-arched sign,

And gladdened all their hearts, that knew at last

How a God helped them: so straightway they cast

Hawsers ashore, wherewith their keel to tow,

And swiftly through the water made her go,

Until they reached the ending of the wood,

Just at the noonday, and there thought it good

To rest till morning: but at dawn of day

Gat forth, and mighty blows began to lay

On many a tree, making the tall trunks reel,

That ne’er before had felt the woodman’s steel.

SO many days they laboured, cutting down

The smooth grey beeches, and the pine-trees brown,

And cleft them into planks and beams foursquare.

And so, with Argus guiding all things there,

A stage with broad wheels nigh the stream they made,

And then from out the water Argo weighed

Little by little, dealing cunningly,

Till on the stage the great black ship did lie,

And all things waited for the setting forth

Unto some river flowing toward the north.

BUT midst all this, as painfully they wrought,

Passed twenty days, and on their heads was brought

The first beginning of the winter cold;

For now the wind-beat twigs had lost their hold

Of the faint yellow leaves, and thin and light

The forest grew, and colder night by night,

Or soaked with rain, and swept with bitter wind,

Or with white creeping mist made deaf and blind.

Meanwhile for long there came no sign at all,

Nor yet did sight of man to them befall,

To guide them on their way, though through the trees,

Singly at times, at times in twos and threes,

Both for their daily flesh they hunted oft,

And also fain of fells to clad them soft,

And guard their bodies from the coming cold;

Yet never any man did they behold,

Though underneath the shaft and hunting-spear,

Fell many a stag, and shuffling crafty bear,

And strange the Minyæ showed in shaggy spoil.

But now, at ending of their woodwright’s toil,

It chanced to Argus all alone to go,

One bitter day, when the first dusty snow

Was driven through the bare boughs from the east:

He chased the bee-thief, and the shaggy beast

Led him aloof and turned at last to bay

Nigh to the dusk of that quick-darkening day,

Deep in the forest ‘mid a clump of yews:

There Argus, ere the red-eyed beast could choose

To fight or flee, ran in, and thrust his spear

Into his heart; then fell the shaggy bear,

As falls a landslip by the mining sea,

With grass and bracken, and wind-bitten tree,

And Argus, drawing out his two-edged knife,

Let out the last spark of his savage life;

But as he arose, he heard a voice that said:

Good luck, O huntsman, to thine hardihead,

Well met thou art to me, who wander far

On this first winter night that shows no star.

Then looking up, he saw a maid draw nigh,

Like those who by Thermodon live and die;

Her legs and arms with brazen scales were clad,

Well-plated shoes upon her feet she had,

And fur-lined gold-wrought raiment to the knee,

And on her head a helm wrought royally;

In her slim hand a mighty bow she bore,

And at her back well-feathered shafts good store,

And in her belt a two-edged cutting sword.

Then straightly answered Argus to her word:

Lady, not far hence are my fellows stayed,

But on hard earth this night will they be laid,

And eat the flesh of beasts their hands have slain.

For from the sea we come, to meet again

The ocean that the round world rings about,

Still wandering on, in trouble and in doubt.

Nay, said she, let us set on through the wood,

For food and fire alone to me are good,

And guarded sleep among such folk as thee,

For being alone, I fear the enemy,

The savage men our bands are wont to chase

Through these wild woods, from tangled place to place.

THEN Argus swiftly flayed off the bear’s hide,

And through the wood went with her side by side;

But long ere they could reach the skirts of it,

Across the world the wings of night ‘gan flit;

Then blindly had he stumbled through the place,

But still the damsel went before a pace,

Leading him on; and as she went, she shed

A faint light round, but no word Argus said,

Because he deemed she was a thing divine,

And in his heart still thought upon the sign.

SO went the twain till nigh the woods were past,

And now the new-risen moon slim shadows cast

Upon the thin snow, and the windless sky

Was cleared, and all the stars shone frostily.

Therewith she stopped, and turned about on him,

And with the sight his dazzled eyes did swim

So was she changed; for from her raiment light

Her rosy limbs showed ‘gainst the wintry white,

Not shrinking from the snow; her arms were bare,

Her head unarmed set round with yellow hair,

And starred with unnamed dainty glimmering things;

From her two shoulders many-coloured wings

Rose up, and fanning in the frosty night,

Shone as they moved with sparkles of strange light;

And on an ivory rod within her hand

A letter bound round by a golden band

He saw. Then to the wondering man she said:

Argus, be glad, and lifting up thine head,

Look through these few last trees upon the plain,

Smooth and unseamed, though never crossed by wain,

And thank the Gods that led you here at last,

For in no long time shall the leagues be passed

‘Twixt you and a swift river running north.

But now next morn at daybreak get ye forth,

And labour all ye may, for see the sky

How clear it is the few light clouds are high,

And from the east light blows the frosty wind;

Firm will the way be now, nor ill to find,

But surely in few days will come the snow,

And all the plain, so smooth and even now,

Shall wave, wind-drifted, all impassable.

And now I bid thee heed the great downs well

Which yonder bar the northern way to thee;

Left of the moon a wide pass mayst thou see;

Look, where the yew-trees o’er the whitened grass

Mix with the dark sky: make ye for that pass,

While yet endures the east wind and the frost,

And in your journey shall ten days be lost,

If that ye labour hard: but coming there,

Shall ye behold a dear green river fair,

Unfrozen yet, swift-running, that will hold

Great Argo well: now at my word be bold,

And set her therein, and the black ship tow

Adown the stream, though not far shall ye go,

But reach a great wild wood and tarry there,

The coming unknown winter-tide to bear.

The days shall darken, the north-wind shall blow,

And all about shall swirl the drifting snow,

And your astonished eyes shall soon behold

Firm earth and river one with binding cold,

And in mid-winter then shall ye be shut;

But ere that haps shall ye build many an hut,

And dwell there as ye may, until the spring

Unchains the streams, and quickens everything.

Then get ye down the river to the sea.

Nor doubt thou aught: since thou beholdest me,

For I indeed am Iris; but farewell,

For of my finished message must I tell

To her that sent me to this dreary place.

THUS spake she, and straightway before his face

She spread her fair wings wide, and from the earth

Rose upwards toward the place that gave her birth,

Still growing faint and fainter ‘neath the moon,

Till from his wondering eyes she vanished soon.

But she being gone, he gat him straight away

Unto his fellows, bidding them ‘gainst day

Be ready to set forth, and told his tale.

And they, not fearing that his word should fail,

Gat them to sleep, and ere the late dawn came,

By the faint starlight, and the flickering flame

Of their own watch-fires were upon the way.

SO at the cables toiled all men that day

In bands of twenty, and strong shoulders bore

The unused yoke, and laboured very sore,

And yet with all their toil few miles they made,

Though ‘gainst that bitter labour sweet hope weighed

Was found the heavier, and their hearts were cheered

With wine and food ere the high noon they neared;

Nor as they laboured did the Thracian spare

To cast his music on the frosty air,

That therewith ringing gladdened every heart.

So till the evening did each man his part,

When all that night they slept, and at daybreak

The twisted cables in strong hands did take

And laboured on, not earning warriors’ meed,

But like some carl’s unkempt and rugged steed,

That to the town drags his corn-laden wain.

BUT neither was the heavenly word in vain,

For as the yew-clad hill they drew anear

The grey-eyed keen Messenian could see clear,

From the bare top of a great ashen-tree,

The river running to the northern sea,

Showing all dull and heavy ‘gainst the snow;

And when the joyful tidings they did know,

Light grew their hearts indeed, and scarcely less

They joyed than he who, lying all helpless

In dreary prison, sees his door ope wide,

And half-forgotten friends stand by his side.

So on the tenth day through the pass they drew

Their strange ship-laden wain, and came unto

A deep dark river, their long promised road;

Then from the car they slipped its heavy load,

And when safe in the stream the keel had slid,

They with strong axes their own work undid,

And to the Goddess a great altar made

Of planks and beams foursquare, and thereon laid

A white wild bull, and barley cakes, and spice,

Not sparing gold and goodly things of price;

And fire being-set thereto, and all things done

That they should do, by a faint mid-day sun,

Seaward they turned, and some along the shore,

With lightened hearts, the hempen tow-ropes bore,

And some on Argo’s deck abode their turn.

BUT now did Jason’s heart within him burn

To show his deeds to other men than these,

Nor did he quite forget the palaces

Of golden Aea, long left, as a dream,

Or Aeson’s beauteous house, whose oaken beam

Cleft the dark wintry river, as they went

With longing eyes and hearts still northward bent;

And fain he was to see his dainty bride,

Who wrapt in muffling furs sat by his side,

Sit ‘neath some heavy rustling summer tree,

Thin clad, to drink the breezes from the sea.

NOW the next day the great oak-wood they reached,

And as the Goddess bade them, there they beached

Their sea-beat ship, on which from side to side

They built a roof against the snowy tide,

And round about her, huts wherein to dwell,

When on their heads the full midwinter fell,

And round the camp a wooden wall they made,

That by no men or beasts they might be frayed.

Meanwhile, the frost increased, and the thin snow

From off the iron ground the wind did blow,

And in the cold dark stream, from either bank

The ice stretched forth; at last, ere the sun sank,

One bitter day, low grew the clouds and dun

A little northward of the setting sun,

Wherefrom; at nightfall, sprung a furious blast,

That, ere the middle of the night was past,

Brought up the snow from some untrodden land,

Joyless and sunless, where in twilight stand,

Amid the fleecy drift with faces wan,

Giants inmmovable by God or man.

So ‘mid the many changes of the night,

The silent snow fell till the world was white,

And to those southland folk entrapped, forlorn

The waking was upon the morrow morn,

And few were light of foot enough to go

Henceforth about the woods their darts to throw

At bird or beast, though, as the wild-fowl passed

South o’er their camp, yet flew they not so fast

As Arcas’ arrows, and the elk at bay

Deep in the forest, seldom found a way

To ‘scape from Jason’s mighty well-steeled spear,

And Atalanta’s feet outran the deer

And slew him, tangled in the wreathed drift.

Nor for the rest, did they yet lack the gift

Of sunny Bacchus, but by night and day,

By firelight passed the snowy time away,

Forgetting not their fathers, or the time

When all the world still dwelt in equal clime.

But each to each amid the wine-cups told

Unwritten, half-forgotten tales of old.
 






  








LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON: BOOK XII.
 

The heroes reach the northern sea: and pass unknown lands, & seas without land, till they come at last to the Pillars of Hercules.
 

MOST pitiless and stark the winter grew

Meanwhile beneath a sky of cloudless blue,

And sun that warmed not, till they nigh forgot

The green lush spring, the summer rich and hot,

The autumn fragrant with slow-ripening fruit;

Till each grew listless, dull to the heart’s root;

For day passed day, and yet no change they saw

In the white sparkling plain without a flaw,

No cloud, no change within the sunny sky,

Or in the wind, that rose at noon, to die

Before the sunset, and no change at all

In the drear silence of the dead nightfall.

TEN weeks they bode there, longing for the spring,

And to the hearts of some the thought would cling

That thus they should be till their lives were past,

And into hopeless bonds that land was cast;

But on a day the wind, that rose at noon,

Died not at night, and the white, sharp-edged moon,

Just as the west had given it unto sight,

Was hidden from the watchers of the night

By fleecy clouds, and the next dawn of day

Broke o’er the Minyæ colourless and grey,

With gusts of fitful wind ‘twixt south and east,

That with the day grew steadier and increased,

Until a south-west gale blew o’er the snow,

And northward drove the steel-blue clouds and low.

And on that night the pattering of the rain

Roused them from sleep, and next they saw the plain

Made grey and ugly with quick-coming thaw,

And all the sky beset with fowl they saw,

Who sniffed the wind and hastened from the sea

Unto the floods now coming certainly.

For from their camp the Minyæ beheld

How the swift river from the high ground swelled,

And still tormented by the wind and rain,

Burst from the ice and covered all the plain

With breadth of turbid waters, while around

Their high-raised camp again they saw the ground

Freed from the swathing snow; nor was it long

Ere in the woods the birds began their song,

For March was come and life to everything,

Nor did the buds fear much the doubtful spring.

NOW in few days the sun shone out again,

The waters drew from off the flooded plain,

And all was bright and soft as it might be,

Though bank-high rolled the river to the sea,

Made perilous with trees and heavy drift;

Natheless on rollers Argo did they lift,

And drew her toward the stream in spite of all

The ills they saw, and chances that might fall;

And there they launched her, being now most fain

Once more to try the green and shifting plain,

And for the praise of other men they yearned

And all the goods of life so dearly earned,

Nor failed desire and longing love to come

That spring-tide to those rovers far from home.

Therefore with joy they shouted, when once more

They felt great Argo move, and saw the shore

Keep changing as they swept on toward the sea,

With cheerful hearts still rowing steadily;

For now the ashen oars could they thrust forth

Into the widened stream, that toward the north

Ran swiftly, and thenceforward day by day

Toiling, they made full many a league of way.

Nor did they see great hills on either hand,

When they had fairly passed the woody land

Where they abode the winter; neither heard

The sound of falls to make their hearts afeard,

But through great woods the gentle river ran,

And plains where fed the herds unowned of man;

Though sometimes in the night-time did they hear

Men’s voices calling out, far-off and near,

But in some tongue not one among them knew,

No, not the Queen: but Lynceus, passing through

The woods with Idas, following up a bear,

A sudden clamour of men’s tongues did hear,

And in a cleared space came upon a throng

Of naked men and women, fair and strong,

About a fire, and just at point to eat,

But at the flash of arms they to their feet

Rose suddenly, and through the thicket fled,

Nor durst the twain to follow where they led,

But coming to that fire, they laid their hands

On a brass cauldron, and three woolen bands,

That seemed like belts or fillets for their heads,

Set thick with silver knots and amber beads.

Now round the brazen cauldron, graven well,

Were uncouth letters, that some tale might tell,

If any them could read; so when the Fleece

Was offered up unto the Gods of Greece,

This thing in fair Messene Idas hung

In the white fane where deeds of war are sung.

BUT through all this the wearied Minyæ

Were drawing nigh unto the northern sea,

And marshier grew the plain as on they went,

And eastward the still-widening river bent,

Until one day at eve, with chilling rain,

The north-wind blew across the marshy plain

Most cold and bitter, but to them as sweet

As the rose-scented zephyr those do meet

Who near the happy islands of the blest;

For as upon their eager brows it pressed,

They sniffed withal the odour of the sea,

And going on a mile, they seemed to be

Within some eddy rippling languidly,

And when the stream they tasted that went by

Their shielded bulwark, better was the draught

Than any wine o’er which a king has laughed,

For still it savoured of the bitter sea.

So fell the night, and next day joyously

They met the full flood, whose first toppling wave

Against the sturdy prow of Argo drave,

And with good heart, as ‘midst the sweeping oars

It tossed and foamed, and swept the muddy shores,

They toiled, and felt no weariness that day.

But though right well they gat them on their way

They failed ere dark the open sea to reach;

But in the night the murmur of the beach,

Tormented by the changeful dashing seas,

Came to their ears upon the fitful breeze.

Then sore they longed for dawn, and when it broke

Again the waters foamed beneath their stroke,

Till they had gained that river’s utmost reach,

Which from the sea by a low sandy beach

Was guarded well, all but a little space,

Through which now rushed in headlong, foaming race,

The huddled waters of the flowing tide.

So there the Minyæ thought it good to bide

And wait the ebb, dreading some hidden bank;

And while they waited to Good-hap they drank,

And poured out wine unto the Deity

Who dwelt between the river and the sea,

Forgetting not the great Earth-shaking One,

Nor Her by whose help thus far they had run

Their happy course unto that river’s mouth.

And now the wind had changed, and from the south

Blew softly, and the hot sun shining forth,

Made lovely land of that once bitter north,

And filled their hearts with longing thoughts of love,

And worship of the sea-born seed of Jove.

BUT as they waited thus, with hearts that burned

To try the sea, the tide grew high and turned,

And seaward through the deepened channel ran

In gentle ripple ‘gainst the breakers wan.

Then thither gat the joyous Minyæ,

And shouting, drave out Argo to the sea.

BUT when the first green ridge swept up her bow,

Then Jason cried: And who shall stop us now?

And who shall drive us unto other end,

Than that we will? Let whoso be our friend,

Whoso our foe, henceforth until the earth

Forgets of changeful men the death and birth,

We shall not be forgotten anywhere,

But our deeds told shall free sad folk from care.

So spake he, and his love beholding him,

Trembled for joy and love in every limb,

And inwardly she saw an ivory throne,

And Jason sitting with her there alone,

High o’er wise men and warriors worshipping.

For they were young, nor yet had felt the sting

Of poisonous fear, nor thought of coming age

And bitter death, the turning of the page

By those who quite forget what they have read,

Taking no heed of living folk or dead.

NOW hoisting sail, and labouring with the oar,

They passed along the amber-bearing shore,

A low coast, backed by pine-woods: none the less

Some days they needs must pass in idleness,

And lie-to, ‘midst white rolling mist and blind,

Lest Argo on some shallow death should find;

Yet holpen by the steersman’s mighty sire,

Safely they sailed until the land rose higher,

And through a narrow strait at last they went,

Brushing the unknown coast, where, with bows bent,

They saw a skin-clad folk awaiting them,

Who stood to watch well-timbered Argo stem

The rushing tide upon the shingly beach,

And thence, as knowing that they could not reach

The heroes with their arrows, shook their spears,

And shouted unknown threats to careless ears.

But when against the midst of them they came,

Forth strode a huge man, with red hair like flame,

And his huge bow against them strongly drew,

Wherefrom a swift shaft straight to Argo flew,

And whistling over Jason’s head, stuck fast

Over the barb-points in the gleaming mast.

Then all men praised that archer; but the man

Who in Arcadian woods all beasts outran,

Straight drew his bow unto the arrow-head,

And no man doubted that wild king was dead:

Natheless, unmoved they saw the archer stand,

And toward the Arcadian arrow stretch his hand,

That midmost of his skin-clad body smote,

But bounded back as from an iron coat.

Then loud his people shouted, and all drew

Their feeble bows, but short their arrows flew,

And through the straits the wondering Minyæ

Passed out unscathed into the open sea,

While still of wizardry and charms they spoke.

BUT Jason from the mast the arrow broke,

That erewhile had so scantly missed his life,

And found it scored as by a sharp-edged knife,

From barb to notch, with what seemed written words,

In tongue unknown to aught but beasts and birds.

So when Medea saw it, straight she said:

Fair love, now praise some God thou art not dead,

For from the Cimbrian folk this arrow came,

And its sharp barbs within a wizard’s flame

Were forged with peril, and the shaft of it

Was carved by one who in great fear did sit

Within the haunted places of the wood,

And tears are on its feathers, and red blood:

Nor ask me now the name of her who taught

This wisdom to me: but two arrows brought

From this same folk to Aea have I seen,

By one whose wounds will evermore be green

While on the earth he dwells So spoke the maid,

But Jason, wondering at the words she said,

Gazed on her fair face, smiling lovingly,

Nor cared to think that he must one day die.

NOW rose a south-east gale, and Argo lost

All sight of land, and the vexed Minyæ, tost

From sea to sea, began to feel a fear

They yet might pass into some ocean drear,

Beyond the circling sea that rings the world,

And down a bottomless abyss be hurled,

To fall for ever: then the bright-winged twain,

That erst had been the loathly harpies’ bane,

Came forth, and on the prow with wings spread wide,

Half stood, half floated, while aloft they cried:

What dost thou, Father? art thou sleeping then,

And does it not suffice that trading men

Float up and down, dead corpses on the sea,

While all their wealth is lying wretchedly

On Nereus’ pavement; but must we too drive

Before this south wind, hopeless though alive,

Until the furthest gulfs shall suck us down,

And land our battered keel at Pluto’s town?

So spake they; but still blew the south the same

Until the starless night upon them came,

But then a little did its fury lull,

And when the rain-beat night was at its full,

Fell to a light breeze, though still many a sea

Swept Argo’s deck, and still the Minyæ

Had dread of some returning hideous blast.

But when the doubtful night from them had past,

Barefoot upon the prow Medea stood,

And burning in a censer hallowed wood,

With muttered words she swung it, nor took heed

Of how the wind was dealing with her weed.

Nor with firm-planted feet one whit did reck

Of washing of the brine about the deck,

But swung her censer till a bright red flame

From out the piercings of its cover came;

Then round she turned and said: O Minyæ,

Fear not to die within the northern sea,

For on my head hither the north wind comes,

And ye some day shall surely see your homes.

But since upon us yet lies heavily

My brother’s death, take heed that we must see

My father’s godlike sister; no one less

May wash our souls of that blood-guiltiness.

And now, behold the sun shines through the clouds,

And ye may hear across the well-strained shrouds

The longed-for wind, therefore make no delay,

For time it is that we were on our way,

So let Erginus to the south-west steer;

But sleep to me of all things now is dear,

For with two mighty ones but for your sake

Have I contended. He who still doth shake

The firm-set earth, and She who draws the sea

This way and that, the while in majesty

She sits, regarding little but her will;

The fear of these my heavy heart doth fill.

So said she, and with pale and languid face

And half-shut eyes, unto the guarded place,

Where was her golden bed, the maiden came.

And in her dreams at first saw blood and flame

O’er all the world, and nothing green or fair;

Then in a snowy land, with body bare,

Went wandering long, be-mocked of uncouth things:

Then stood before the judgment-seat of kings,

Knowing no crime that she was charged withal,

Until at last deep sleep on her did fall

Like death itself, wherein the troublous past

And fearsome future in one tomb are cast.

MEANWHILE the Minyæ, joyful at her tale,

Ran out the oars and hoisted up the sail,

And toward the south with good hearts ‘gan to go,

While still they felt the favouring north wind blow,

And the third day again they saw the land,

That in white cliffs rose up on the right hand;

Coasting whereby, they came into a strait,

Or so they deemed; for as the day grew late,

Beneath a frosty light-blue sky and cold

Another country could they now behold

Dim o’er the glittering sea; but in the night

They by the moon past the high cliff and white

Ceased not to sail, and lost the other shore

When the day broke, nor saw it any more,

As the first land they coasted, that changed oft

From those high cliffs to meadows green and soft,

And then to other cliffs, some red, some grey,

Till all the land at noon of the fourth day

They left astern, sailing where fate might lead,

Of sun or stars, scarce taking any heed:

Such courage in their hearts the White-armed set,

Since, clad in gold, was Pelias living yet.

BUT to the Gods now did they sacrifice

As seafarers may do, and things of price

Gave to the tumbling billows of the sea,

That for their lives still cried out hungrily;

And though for many days they saw no shore,

Yet fainted not their hearts as heretofore,

For as along the pathless plain they went,

The white-foot messenger the Goddess sent,

Who unseen whispered in the helmsman’s ear,

And taught him how the goodly ship to steer;

And on a time it chanced as the day broke,

And to their life the longing Minyæ woke,

Across the risen sun the west wind blew

A thin light rain, which He, just shining through,

Showed to them all the many-coloured sign;

Then to the Goddess did they pour out wine,

Right glad at heart; but she the live-long day

By Argo’s prow flew o’er the shifting way

Unseen of all, and turned them still to land;

And as they went the Thracian’s cunning hand

Stole o’er the harp-strings till Arion’s steeds

Gat them from ‘twixt the tangled water-weeds,

And lifted listening heads above the sea,

And sea-birds, pensive with the harmony,

About the mast, above the singer hung,

With quivering wings, as from full heart he sung:

O DEATH, that maketh life so sweet,

O fear, with mirth before thy feet,

What have ye yet in store for us,

The conquerors, the glorious?

Men say: For fear that thou shouldst die

To-morrow, let to-day pass by

Flower-crowned and singing; yet have we

Passed our to-day upon the sea,

Or in a poisonous unknown land,

With fear and death on either hand,

And listless when the day was done

Have scarcely hoped to see the sun

Dawn on the morrow of the earth,

Nor in our hearts have thought of mirth.

And while the world lasts, scarce again

Shall any sons of men bear pain

Like we have borne, yet be alive.

SO surely not in vain we strive

Like other men for our reward;

Sweet peace and deep, the chequered sward

Beneath the ancient mulberry-trees,

The smooth-paved gilded palaces,

Where the shy thin-clad damsels sweet

Make music with their gold-ringed feet.

The fountain court amidst of it,

Where the short-haired slave maidens sit,

While on the veined pavement lie

The honied things and spicery

Their arms have borne from out the town

THE dancers on the thymy down

In summer twilight, when the earth

Is still of all things but their mirth,

And echoes borne upon the wind

Of others in like way entwined.

THE merchant town’s fair market-place,

Where over many a changing face

The pigeons of the temple flit,

And still the outland merchants sit

Like kings above their merchandise,

Lying to foolish men and wise.

AH! if they heard that we were come

Into the bay, and bringing home

That which all men have talked about,

Some men with rage, and some with doubt,

Some with desire, and some with praise;

Then would the people throng the ways,

Nor heed the outland merchandise,

Nor any talk, from fools or wise,

But tales of our accomplished quest.

WHAT soul within the house shall rest

When we come home? The wily king

Shall leave his throne to see the thing;

No man shall keep the landward gate,

The hurried traveller shall wait

Until our bulwarks graze the quay,

Unslain the milk-white bull shall be

Beside the quivering altar-flame;

Scarce shall the maiden clasp for shame

Over her breast the raiment thin

The morn that Argo cometh in.

THEN cometh happy life again

That payeth well our toil and pain

In that sweet hour, when all our woe

But as a pensive tale we know,

Nor yet remember deadly fear;

For surely now if death be near,

Unthought-of is it, and unseen

When sweet is, that hath bitter been.

THUS sung the Thracian, and the rowing-folk

Sent Argo quivering with the well-timed stroke

Over the green hills, through great clouds of spray,

And as they went upon their happy way

About the deck the longing men would stand

With wistful eyes still gazing for the land;

Which yet they saw not, till the cool fresh night

Had come upon them, with no lack of light,

For moon and stars shone brightly overhead,

Nor through the night did Iris fail to lead

The wave-tossed Argo o’er the glittering sea.

So as the moon set, did there seem to be

Upon their larboard, banks of high-piled cloud,

Which from their sight the last dark hour did shroud.

Then came the twilight, and those watchers fain

Against the eastern light beheld again

The clouds unchanged, and as the daylight grew,

Lynceus cried out: Some land we draw unto!

Look forth, Erginus, on these mountains grey,

If thou, perchance, hast seen them ere to-day,

Therewith all turned about, and some men ran

To hear what words the God-begotten man

Would give them back, who answered thus, and said:

The man we left ere Aea’s wall we made,

Might tell us this, the godlike Hercules;

Yet I myself think that the landless seas

No more shall vex us now, but that we come

Unto the gates that look into our home:

So trim the sails, for thither will I steer,

Seeking what lies beyond with little fear,

Since surely now I see the Iberian land

That ‘gainst the shore of Africa doth stand,

To break these mighty billows, ever pressed

Each against each from out the landless west.

So with glad hearts all men his bidding did,

And swiftly through the water Argo slid,

Till as the sun rose were they near the strait,

At whose mouth but a little did they wait

Till they had eaten, pouring honied wine

Unto the Gods, then biding no new sign,

They cried aloud, and running out the oars,

They swept great Argo midmost ‘twixt the shores

Of either land, and as her gilded prow

Cleft the new waters, clean forgotten now

Grew all the wasteful washing of the main,

And clean forgotten the dull hopeless pain,

In the great swirling river left so long,

And in all hearts was memory fresh and strong

Of the bright Grecian headlands, and the bay

They left astern upon a glorious day.
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ALONG the shore next day their way they went,

And many a headland passed and many a bent

Known of Erginus: in that land there were

No towns, said he, but still from year to year

Well-nigh untilled the earth her produce gave,

And many a herd the houseless people drave,

And using neither roof nor sheltering wall,

Dwelt but in tents, and knew no need at all.

With that he bade them trim the bellying sail,

For from the land now blew a gentle gale,

Spice-laden, warm, that made their full hearts yearn

For unseen things; but soon they left astern

That fruitful place, the lion-haunted land,

Nor saw but tumbling seas on either hand.

Three days they sailed, and passed on the third day

A rock-bound coast upon their left that lay,

But on the morrow eve made land again,

Stretched right ahead across the watery plain,

Whereto ere nightfall did they draw anear,

And so lay-to till dawn with little fear;

For from the shore a light, soft land-wind blew.

BUT as the dead night round about them drew,

The ceaseless roar of savage beasts they heard,

Mingled with sounds like cries of men afeard,

And blare of horns, and clank of heavy chains,

And noise of bells, such as in moonlit lanes

Rings from the grey team on the market-night.

And with these noises did they see a light,

That seemed to light some crown of palaces,

Shining from out a grove of thick-set trees.

Then did the Minyæ doubt if they were come

Unto some great king’s well-adorned home,

Or if some temple of a God were there,

Or if, indeed, the spirits of the air

Haunted that place: so slowly passed away

The sleepless night, and at the dawn of day

Their longing eyes beheld a lovely land,

Green meadows rising o’er a yellow strand,

Well-set with fair fruit-bearing trees, and groves

Of thick-leaved elms all populous of doves;

And watered by a wandering clear green stream;

And through the trees they saw a palace gleam

Of polished marble, fair beyond man’s thought.

There as they lay, the sweetest scents were brought

By sighing winds across the bitter sea,

And languid music breathed melodiously,

Steeping their souls in such unmixed delight,

That all their hearts grew soft, and dim of sight

They grew, and scarce their hands could grip the oar,

And as they slowly neared the happy shore

The young men well-nigh wept, and e’en the wise

Thought they had reached the gate of Paradise.

BUT ‘midst them all Medea thoughtfully

Gazed landward o’er the ripple of the sea,

And said no word, till from her precious things

She drew a casket full of chains and rings,

And took therefrom a chaplet brown and sere,

And set it on her head: and now being near

The yellow strand, high on the poop she stood,

And said: O heroes, what has chilled your blood,

That in such wise ye gaze upon this land

With tearful eye, and nerveless, languid hand,

And heaving breast, and measureless desire?

Be wise, for here the never-dying fire,

The God-begotten wonder, Circe, lights,

The wise of women, framer of delights

That being of man once felt, he ne’er shall cease

To long for vainly, as the years increase

On his dulled soul, shut in some bestial form.

And good it had been that some bitter storm

Were tossing Argo’s planks from sea to sea,

Than ye had reached this fair land, but for me,

Who amid tears and prayers, and nameless pain,

Some little wisdom have made shift to gain:

Look forth upon the green shore, and behold

Those many beasts, all collared with fine gold,

Lions and pards, and small-eyed restless bears,

And tusked boars, who from uneasy lairs

Are just come forth; nor is there ‘mongst them one

But once walked upright underneath the sun,

And had the name of man: such shall ye be,

If from the ship ye wander heedlessly,

But safely I my kinswoman may meet,

And learn from her the bitter and the sweet

That waits us ere ye come to Greece again,

And see the wind-swept green Thesalian plain.

Meanwhile, let nothing tempt you to the land,

Nor unto anything stretch forth the hand

That comes from shore, for all that wander there

Are but lost men and their undoers fair.

BUT with that word they furrowed the wet sand,

And straight they ran the gangway out to land,

O’er which, with girded raiment, passed the queen;

But now another marvel was there seen,

For to the shore, from many a glade and lawn,

The golden-collared sad-eyed beasts were drawn

In close-set ranks above the sea-beat shore,

And open-mouthed, with varying moan and roar,

White-foot Medea did they seem to threat;

Whereat the Minyæ on their bow-strings set

The notches of their arrows, but the maid

Turned round about, with calm face unafraid,

And said: O Minyæ, lay your weapons down,

Nor fear for me; behold this chaplet brown,

Whose withered leaves rest lightly on my head,

This is the herb that Gods and mortals dread,

The Pontic Moly, the unchanging charm.

Then up the beach she passed, and her white arm

This way and that the leopards thrust aside,

And ‘mid the grisly swine her limbs did glide,

And on a lion’s mane her hand she laid;

But still with moans they thronged about the maid,

As she passed onward to the palace white,

Until the elm-groves hid her from the sight.

Then they with fearful hearts did sacrifice

Unto the Gods in their seafaring wise,

But of the lovely land were they so fain

That their return they scarcely counted gain,

Unto the green plain dotted o’er with folds

And that fair bay that Pelion beholds.

MEANWHILE Medea through the thick-leaved grove

Passed underneath the moaning of the dove,

Not left by those strange beasts; until at last

Her feet from off the thin long herbage passed

Unto a sunny space of daisied sward,

From which a strange-wrought silver grate did guard

A lovely pleasance, set with flowers, foursquare,

On three sides ending in a cloister fair

That hid the fair feet of a marble house,

Carved thick with flowers and stories amorous:

And midmost of the slender garden-trees

A gilded shrine stood set with images,

Wherefrom the never-dying fire rose up

Into the sky, and a great jewelled cup

Ran over ever from a runlet red

Of fragrant wine, that ‘mid the blossoms shed

Strange scent that grapes yield not to any man,

While round about the shrine four streamlets ran

From golden founts to freshen that green place.

So there Medea stayed a little space,

Gazing in wonder through the silver rail

That fenced that garden from the wooded vale;

For damsels wandered there in languid wise

As though they wearied of that Paradise,

Their jewelled raiment dragging from its stalk

The harmless daisy in their listless walk.

But though from rosy heel to golden head

Most fair they were and wrought with white and red,

Like to the casket-bearer who beguiled

The hapless one, and though their lips still smiled,

Yet to the Colchian heavy-eyed they seemed,

And each at other gazed as though she dreamed;

Not noting aught of all the glorious show

She joined herself, nor seeming more to know

What words she spoke nor what her fellows sung,

Nor feeling arms that haply round her clung.

For here and there the Colchian maid could see

Some browned seafarer kissing eagerly

White feet or half-bared bosom, and could hear

A rough voice stammering low ‘twixt love and fear

Amid the dreamy murmur of the place,

As on his knees, with eager upturned face,

Some man would pour forth many a fruitless word,

That did but sound like song of a wild bird

Unto his love; while she for all reply,

Still gazing on his flushed face wearily,

Would undo clasp and belt, and show to him

Undreamed-of loveliness of side or limb.

And in such guise of half-stripped jewelled weed,

The men entrapped, Medea saw them lead

Into the dark cool cloister, whence again

They came not forth, but four-foot, rough of mane,

Uncouth with spots, baneful of tooth and claw.

BUT when the sad-eyed beasts about her saw

These coming towards them and beheld the gate

Open and shut, and fellows to that state

New come, they whined, and brushing round her feet

Prayed for return unto that garden sweet,

Their own undoing once, that yet shall be

Death unto many a toiler of the sea;

Because all these outside the wicket white

Were men though speechless; and in all despite

Of what they seemed to be, none otherwise,

Did longing torture them, than when in guise

Of men they stood before that garden green,

And first their eyes the baneful place had seen.

But now the queen grew wrath, for in her way,

Before the gate a yellow lion lay,

A tiger-cat her raiment brushed aside,

And o’er her feet she felt a serpent glide,

The swine screamed loud about her, and a pard

Her shining shoulder of its raiment bared

With light swift clutch; then she from off her head

Took the sere moly wreath, and therewith said:

What do ye, wretches? know ye not this sign,

That whoso wears is as a thing divine?

Get from this place, for never more can ye

Become partakers of the majesty

That from man’s soul looks through his eager eyes.

Go; wail that ever ye were made so wise

As men are made; who chase through smooth and rough

Their own undoing, nor can have enough

Of bitter trouble and entangling woe.

Then slowly from her did those monsters go,

In varied voices mourning for their lot

And that sweet poison ne’er to be forgot.

BUT straight with serious face the Colchian maid

Her slender fingers on the latchet laid

That held the silver gate, and entered in;

Nor did those weary images of sin

Take any heed of her as she passed by,

But, if they met her eyes, stared listlessly,

Like those who walk in sleep, and as they dream

Turn empty faces to the lightning’s gleam,

And murmur softly while the thunder rolls.

SWIFTLY she passed those bodies void of souls,

And through the darkling corridor she passed,

And reached a huge adorned hall at last,

Where sat alone the undying sorceress,

Upon whose knees an open book did press,

Wherein strange things unknown of Gods she read;

A golden vine-bough wreathed her golden head,

And her fair body a thin robe did touch

With silken folds, but hid it not so much

As the cool ripple hides Diana’s feet,

When through the brook the roe-deer, slim and fleet,

She follows at the dawning of the day.

Smiling, she put the wondrous book away

As the light footsteps fell upon her ear,

She raised her head, and when the queen drew near,

She said: O wanderer from dark sea to sea,

I greet thee well, and dear thou art to me;

Though verily if I could wish for aught,

I could have wished thou hadst been hither brought

Ere that had happed to thee that haps to all,

Into the troublous sea of love to fall;

Then like unto the Gods shouldst thou have been,

Nor ever died, but sitting here have seen

The fashion of the foolish world go by,

And drunk the cup of power and majesty.

But now it may not be, and thou must come

With him thou boughtest, to a troublous home.

But since indeed the fates will have it so,

Take heed thou dost the things I bid thee do.

Whereas thou here wouldst cleanse thy soul of blood,

The kindred stream that reddened the wild flood

‘Twixt yellow Phasis and the green-ridged sea,

Behold, this is not possible to me,

Nor ever must another altar stand

In this green nook of the Italian land,

To aught but me, no, not unto my Sire;

But unto him shall ye light ruddy fire,

When drawing nigh to your desired home

Unto the headland of Malea ye come;

And then, indeed, I bid you not to spare

Spices and golden things and raiment fair,

But to the country folk give things of price,

And from them take wherewith to sacrifice,

A hundred milkwhite bulls, a hundred kine,

And many a jar of unmixed honied wine,

And, crowned with olive, round the altars sing

Unto the God who gladdens everything,

Thy father’s father, the all-seeing Sun.

And then the deed thy Jason’s spear has done

Mayst thou forget, it shall not visit thee.

Moreover, sailing hence across the sea,

A waste of yellow sand shall ye pass by

‘Neath the Trinacrian cliffs, whereon shall lie

Fair women, fairer than thine eyes have seen.

And if thou still wouldst be a Grecian queen,

When to that deadly place ye draw anear,

And sweetest music ye begin to hear,

Bid your bold love steer Argo from the land,

While Thracian Orpheus takes his harp in hand,

And sings thereto some God-delighting strain.

And surely else shall all your toil be vain,

For deadlier than my gardens are those sands;

And when the mariner’s toil-hardened hands

Reach out unto those bodies fair and white,

They clasp but death instead of their delight.

But, doing as I bid, Malea reach,

And after, nigh Iolchos Argo beach,

Yet at the city haste ye not to land,

For still the sceptre presses Pelias’ hand,

And Aeson is at rest for evermore;

Bid then thy folk lurk by some wooded shore,

And to the white-walled city straightly wend

Thyself alone, and safely there make end

Of the King’s life; nor need I teach thee how,

For deep unfailing wiles thy soul doth know.

What more? what more ? I see thy grey eyes ask,

What course, what ending to the tangled task

The Gods have set before me, ere I die?

O child, I know all things, indeed, but why

Shouldst thou know all, nor yet be wise therefor?

Me knowledge grieves not, thee should it grieve sore;

Nor knowing, shouldst thou cease to hope or fear.

What! do men think of death ere it draws near?

Not so, else surely would they stint their strife,

For lengthening out their little span of life,

But where each found himself there should he sit,

Not moving hand or foot for thought of it.

Wherefore the Gods, wishing the earth to teem

With living wills like theirs, nor as a dream

To hold but beauty and the lives of beasts,

That they may have fair stories for their feasts,

Have given them all forgetfulness of death,

Longings and hopes, and joy in drawing breath,

And they live happy, knowing nought at all,

Nor what death is, when that shall chance to fall.

For while he lives, few minutes certainly

Does any man believe that he shall die.

Ah, what? thou hang’st thine head, and on thy feet

Down rain the tears from thy grey eyes and sweet;

Weep not, nor pity thine own life too much:

Not painless shall it be, indeed, nor such

As the Gods live in their unchanged abode,

And yet not joyless; no unmeasured load

Of sorrows shall thy dull soul learn to bear,

With nought to keep thee back from death but fear,

Of what thou know’st not, knowing nought but pain.

But though full oft thou shall lift hands in vain,

Crying to what thou know’st not in thy need,

And blind with agony, yet oft, indeed,

Shalt thou go nigh to think thyself divine,

For love of what. thou deemest to be thine,

For joy of what thou dreamest cannot die.

Live then thy life, nor ask for misery,

Most certain if thou knewest what must be,

And then, at least, this shall not hap to thee,

To be like those who people my sad groves,

Beneath the moaning of the grey-winged doves.

And midst all pain and joy, and right and wrong,

Thy name shall be a solace and a song

While the world lasts, if this avail thee aught.

FAREWELL, O child, whose feet alone have brought

An earthly damsel to my house of gold,

For surely those thou didst erewhile behold

These hands have made, and can unmake again,

Nor know they aught of love, or fear, or pain.

Go, loiter not, this place befits thee nought,

Thou knowest many things full dearly bought,

And well I love thee, being so wise and fair,

But what is knowledge in this deadly air,

That floats about thee, poisoning hearts of man?

Behold I see thy cheeks, that erst were wan,

Flaming with new desire, and in thine eyes

Shine out new thoughts that from thine heart arise;

Gird up thy raiment, nor run slower now

Than from the amorous bearer of the bow

Once Daphne ran; nor yet forget the word

That thou from deadly lips this day hast heard.

SO said she, and thereat the Colchian maid

Turned from her fair face shuddering and afraid,

With beating heart, and flushed face like the rose

That in the garden of Damascus grows,

And catching up her raiment, hurried through

The mighty hall, where thick the pillars blue

Stood like a dream to hold the roof aloft;

But as she left it, musky odours soft

Were cast about her by the dallying breeze,

That through the heavy-fruited garden-trees

Blew o’er those golden heads and bodies white,

And limbs well made for manifold delight,

From ‘twixt whose fingers and the strings, did flow

Sweet music such as Helicon might know.

But dizzied, hurrying through the place she past,

Nor any look upon their beauty cast,

Nor any thought unto the music gave,

But set herself her own vext soul to save

From that dread place; beginning now to run

Like to a damsel of the lightfoot One,

Who oft from twilight unto twilight goes

Through still dark woods, where never rough wind blows.

So, the grove passed, she made good speed to reach

The edges of the sea, the wind-swept beach;

But as she ran, afar the heroes saw

Her raiment fluttering, and made haste to draw

Their two-edged swords, and their strong bows to string,

Doubting that she was chased of some dread thing;

And Jason leapt ashore, and toward her ran,

And with him went the arrow-loving man,

The wise Arcadian, and the Minyæ

Got ready shielded Argo for the sea.

But ere these met her, with uplifted hand,

She cried: Turn back, nor deeper in this land

Thrust ye your souls; nought chases me but fear,

And all is well if on the sea we were;

Yea, if we once were free from fear and spell,

Then, truly, better were all things than well.

Thereat they stayed, but onward still she ran

Until she reached them, and the godlike man

Took by the arm, and hurrying him along,

Stayed not until their feet were set among

The last faint ripples of the gentle sea,

Wherefrom they boarded Argo speedily,

And Jason bid all men unto the oar.

WITH that they left the fair death-bearing shore,

Not gladlier than some fair young man may leave

His love, upon the odorous summer eve,

When she turns sighing to her father’s house,

And leaves him there alone and amorous,

Heartsick with all that shame has let him see,

Grieved that no bolder he has dared to be.
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ACROSS the open sea they drew their wake

For three long days, and when the fourth ‘gan break

Their eyes beheld the fair Trinacrian shore,

And there-along they coasted two days more.

Then first Medea warned them to take heed,

Lest they should end all memory of their deed

Where dwell the Sirens on the yellow sand,

And folk should think some tangled poisonous land

Had buried them, or some tumultuous sea

O’er their white bones was tossing angrily;

Or that some muddy river, far from Greece,

Drove seaward o’er the ringlets of the Fleece.

But when the Minyæ hearkened to this word,

With many a thought their wearied hearts were stirred,

And longing for the near-gained Grecian land,

Where in a little while their feet should stand;

Yet none the less like to a happy dream,

Now, when they neared it, did their own home seem,

And like a dream the glory of their quest,

And therewithal some thought of present rest

Stole over them, and they were fain to sigh,

Hearkening the sighing restless wind go by.

But hard on even of the second day,

As o’er the gentle waves they took their way,

The orange-scented land-breeze seemed to bear

Some other sounds unto the listening ear

Than all day long they had been hearkening,

The land-born signs of many a well-known thing.

Thereat Medea trembled, for she knew

That nigh the dreadful sands at last they drew,

For certainly the Sirens’ song she heard,

Though yet her ear could shape it to no word,

And by their faces could the queen behold

How sweet it was, although no tale it told,

To those worn toilers o’er the bitter sea.

NOW, as they sped along, they presently,

Rounding a headland, reached a little bay

Wailed from the sea by splintered cliffs and grey,

Capped by the thymy hills’ green wind-beat head,

Where ‘mid the whin the burrowing rabbits fed.

And ‘neath the cliff they saw a belt of sand,

‘Twixt Nereus’ pasture and the high scarped land,

Whereon, yet far off, could their eyes behold

White bodies moving, crowned and girt with gold,

Wherefrom it seemed that lovely music welled.

So when all this the grey-eyed queen beheld,

She said: O Jason, I have made thee wise

In this and other things; turn then thine eyes

Seaward, and note the ripple of the sea,

Where there is hope as well as fear for thee.

Nor look upon the death that lurketh there

‘Neath the grey cliff, though sweet it seems and fair;

For thou art young upon this day to die.

Take then the helm, and gazing steadily

Upon the road to Greece, make strong thine hand,

And steer us toward the lion-haunted land:

And thou, O Thracian! if thou e’er hast moved

Men’s hearts with stories of the Gods who loved,

And men who suffered, move them on this day,

Taking the deadly love of death away,

That even now is stealing over them,

While still they gaze upon the ocean’s hem,

Where their undoing is if they but knew.

BUT while she spake, still nigher Argo drew

Unto the yellow edges of the shore,

And little help she had of ashen oar,

For as her shielded side rolled through the sea,

Silent with glittering eyes the Minyæ

Gazed o’er the surge, for they were nigh enow

To see the gusty wind of evening blow

Long locks of hair across those bodies white,

With golden spray hiding some dear delight;

Yea, nigh enow to see their red lips smile,

Wherefrom all song had ceased now for a while,

As though they deemed the prey was in the net,

And they no more had need a bait to set,

But their own bodies, fair beyond man’s thought,

Under the grey cliff, hidden not of aught

But of such mist of tears as in the eyes

Of those seafaring men might chance to rise.

A moment Jason gazed, then through the waist

Ran swiftly, and with trembling hands made haste

To trim the sail, then to the tiller ran,

And thrust aside the skilled Milesian man,

Who with half-open mouth, and dreamy eyes,

Stood steering Argo to that land of lies;

But as he staggered forward, Jason’s hand

Hard on the tiller steered away from land,

And as her head a little now fell off

Unto the wide sea, did he shout this scoff

To Thracian Orpheus: Minstrel, shall we die,

Because thou hast forgotten utterly

What things she taught thee whom men call divine?

Or will thy measures but lead folk to wine,

And scented beds, and not to noble deeds?

Or will they fail as fail the shepherd’s reeds

Before the trumpet, when these sea-witches

Pipe shrilly to the washing of the seas?

I am a man, and these but beasts, and thou

Giving these souls, that all were men ere now,

Shall be a very God and not a man!

So spake he; but his fingers Orpheus ran

Over the strings, and sighing turned away

From that fair ending of the sunny bay;

But as his well-skilled hands were preluding

What his heart swelled with, they began to sing

With pleading voices from the yellow sands,

Clustered together, with appealing hands

Reached out to Argo as the great sail drew,

While o’er their white limbs sharp the spray-shower flew,

Since they spared not to set white feet among

The cold waves heedless of their honied song.

Sweetly they sang, and still the answer came

Piercing and clear from him, as bursts the flame

From out the furnace in the moonless night;

Yet, as their words are no more known aright

Through lapse of many ages, and no man

Can any more across the waters wan

Behold those singing women of the sea,

Once more I pray you all to pardon me,

If with my feeble voice and harsh I sing

From what dim memories yet may chance to cling

About men’s hearts, of lovely things once sung

Beside the sea, while yet the world was young.

Sirens

   O HAPPY seafarers are ye,

   And surely all your ills are past,

   And toil upon the land and sea,

   Since ye are brought to us at last.

   To you the fashion of the world,

   Wide lands laid waste, fair cities burned,

   And plagues, and kings from kingdoms hurled,

   Are nought, since hither ye have turned.

   For as upon this beach we stand,

   And o’er our heads the sea-fowl flit,

   Our eyes behold a glorious land,

   And soon shall ye be kings of it.

Orpheus

   A LITTLE more, a little more,

   O carriers of the Golden Fleece,

   A little labour with the oar,

   Before we reach the land of Greece.

   E’en now perchance hint rumours reach

   Men’s ears of this our victory,

   And draw them down unto the beach

   To gaze across the empty sea.

   But since the longed-for day is nigh,

   And scarce a God could stay us now,

   Why do ye hang your heads and sigh,

   Hindering for nought our eager prow?

Sirens

   AH, had ye chanced to reach the home

   On which your fond desires were set,

   Into what troubles had ye come?

   Short love and joy and long regret.

   But now, but now, when ye have lain

   Asleep with us a little while

   Beneath the washing of the main,

   How calm shall be your waking smile!

   For ye shall smile to think of life

   That knows no troublous change or fear,

   No unavailing bitter strife,

   That ere its time brings trouble near.

Orpheus

   IS there some murmur in your ears,

   That all that we have done is nought,

   And nothing ends our cares and fears,

   Till the last fear on us is brought?

Sirens

   ALAS! and will ye stop your ears,

   In vain desire to do aught,

   And wish to live ‘mid cares and fears,

   Until the last fear makes you nought?

Orpheus

   IS not the May-time now on earth,

   When close against the city wall

   The folk are singing in their mirth,

   While on their heads the May-flowers fall?

Sirens

   YES, May is come, and its sweet breath

   Shall well-nigh make you weep to-day,

   Andpensive with swift-coming death,

   Shall ye be satiate of the May.

Orpheus

   SHALL not July bring fresh delight,

   As underneath green trees ye sit,

   And o’er some damsel’s body white

   The noontide shadows change and flit?

Sirens

   NO new delight July shall bring

   But ancient fear and fresh desire,

   And, spite of every lovely thing,

   Of July surely shall ye tire.

Orpheus

   AND now, when August comes on thee,

   And ‘mid the golden sea of corn

   The merry reapers thou mayst see,

   Wilt thou still think the earth forlorn?

Sirens

   SET flowers upon thy short-lived head,

   And in thine heart forgetfulness

   Of man’s hard toil, and scanty bread,

   And weary of those days no less.

Orpheus

   OR wilt thou climb the sunny hill,

   In the October afternoon,

   To watch the purple earth’s blood fill

   The grey vat to the maiden’s tune?

Sirens

   WHEN thou beginnest to grow old,

   Bring back remembrance of thy bliss

   With that the shining cup doth hold,

   And weary helplessly of this.

Orpheus

   Or pleasureless shall we pass by

   The long cold night and leaden day,

   That song, and tale, and minstrelsy

   Shall make as merry as the May?

Sirens

   List then, to-night, to some old tale

   Until the tears o’erflow thine eyes;

   But what shall all these things avail,

   When sad to-morrow comes and dies?

Orpheus

   And when the world is born again,

   And with some fair love, side by side,

   Thou wanderest ‘twixt the sun and rain,

   In that fresh love-begetting tide;

   Then, when the world is born again,

   And the sweet year before thee lies,

   Shall thy heart think of coming pain,

   Or vex itself with memories?

Sirens

   AH! then the world is born again

   With burning love unsatisfied,

   And new desires fond and vain,

   And weary days from tide to tide.

   AH! when the world is born again,

   A little day is soon gone by,

   When thou, unmoved by sun or rain,

   Within a cold straight house shall lie.

THEREWITH they ceased awhile, as languidly

The head of Argo fell off toward the sea,

And through the water she began to go,

For from the land a fitful wind did blow,

That, dallying with the many-coloured sail,

Would sometimes swell it out and sometimes fail,

As nigh the east side of the bay they drew;

Then o’er the waves again the music flew.

Sirens

   THINK not of pleasure, short and vain.

   Wherewith, ‘mid days of toil and pain,

   With sick and sinking hearts ye strive

   To cheat yourselves that ye may live

   With cold death ever close at hand;

   Think rather of a peaceful land,

   The changeless land where ye may be

   Roofed over by the changeful sea.

Orpheus

   AND is the fair town nothing then,

   The coming of the wandering men

   With that long talked-of thing and strange,

   And news of how the kingdoms change;

   The pointed hands, and wondering

   At doers of a desperate thing?

   Push on, for surely this shall be

   Across a narrow strip of sea.

Sirens

   ALAS! poor souls and timorous,

   Will ye draw nigh to gaze at us

   And see if we are fair indeed;

   For such as we shall be your meed,

   There, where our hearts would have you go.

   And where can the earth-dwellers show

   In any land such loveliness

   As that wherewith your eyes we bless,

   O wanderers of the Minyæ,

   Worn rollers over land and sea?

Orpheus

   FAIR as the lightning thwart the sky,

   As sun-dyed snow upon the high

   Untrodden heaps of threatening stone

   The eagle looks upon alone,

   O fair as the doomed victim’s wreath,

   O fair as deadly sleep and death,

   What will ye with them, earthly men,

   To mate your three-score years and ten?

   Toil rather, suffer and be free,

   Betwixt the green earth and the sea.

Sirens

   IF ye be bold with us to go,

   Things such as happy dreams may show

   Shall your once heavy eyes behold

   About our palaces of gold;

   Where waters ‘neath the waters run,

   And from o’erhead a harmless sun

   Gleams through the woods of chrysolite.

   There gardens fairer to the sight

   Than those of the Phæacian king

   Shall ye behold; and, wondering,

   Gaze on the sea-born fruit and flowers,

   And thornless and unchanging bowers,

   Whereof the May-time knoweth nought,

   SO to the pillared house being brought,

   Poor souls, ye shall not be alone,

   For o’er the floors of pale blue stone

   All day such feet as ours shall pass,

   And, ‘twixt the glimmering walls of glass,

   Such bodies garlanded with gold,

   So faint, so fair, shall ye behold,

   And clean forget the treachery

   Of changing earth and tumbling sea.

Orpheus

   O THE sweet valley of deep grass,

   Where-through the summer stream doth pass,

   In chain of shallow, and still pool,

   From misty morn to evening cool;

   Where the black ivy creeps and twines

   O’er the dark-arm’d, red-trunked pines,

   Whence clattering the pigeon flits,

   Or, brooding o’er her thin eggs, sits,

   And every hollow of the hills

   With echoing song the mavis fills.

   There by the stream, all unafraid,

   Shall stand the happy shepherd maid,

   Alone in first of sunlit hours;

   Behind her, on the dewy flowers,

   Her homespun woollen raiment lies,

   And her white limbs and sweet grey eyes

   Shine from the calm green pool and deep,

   While round about the swallows sweep,

   Not silent; and would God that we,

   Like them, were landed from the sea.

Sirens

   SHALL not rise with you at night,

   Up through the shimmering green twilight,

   That maketh there our changeless day,

   Then going through the moonlight grey,

   Shall we not sit upon these sands,

   To think upon the troublous lands

   Long left behind, where once ye were,

   When every day brought change and fear?

   There, with white arms about you twined,

   And shuddering somewhat at the wind

   That ye rejoiced erewhile to meet,

   Be happy, while old stories sweet,

   Half understood, float round your ears,

   And fill your eyes with happy tears.

   Ah! while we sing unto you there,

   As now we sing, with yellow hair

   Blown round about these pearly limbs,

   While underneath the grey sky swims

   The light shell-sailor of the waves,

   And to our song, from sea-filled caves

   Booms out an echoing harmony,

   Shall ye not love the peaceful sea?

Orpheus

   NIGH the vine-covered hillocks green,

   In days agone, have I not seen

   The brown-clad maidens amorous,

   Below the long rose-trellised house,

   Dance to the querulous pipe and shrill,

   When the grey shadow of the hill

   Was lengthening at the end of day?

   Not shadowy nor pale were they,

   But limbed like those who ‘twixt the trees,

   Follow the swift of Goddesses.

   Sunburnt they are somewhat, indeed,

   To where the rough brown woollen weed

   Is drawn across their bosoms sweet,

   Or cast from off their dancing feet;

   But yet the stars, the moonlight grey,

   The water wan, the dawn of day,

   Can see their bodies fair and white

   As Hers, who once, for man’s delight,

   Before the world grew hard and old,

   Came o’er the bitter sea and cold;

   And surely those that met me there,

   Her handmaidens and subjects were;

   And shame-faced, half-repressed desire

   Had lit their glorious eyes with fire,

   That maddens eager hearts of men.

   O would that I were with them when

   The new-risen moon is gathering light,

   And yellow from the homestead white

   The windows gleam; but verily

   This waits us o’er a little sea.

Sirens

   COME to the land where none grows old,

   And none is rash or over-bold,

   Nor any noise there is nor war,

   Nor rumour from wild lands afar,

   Nor plagues, nor birth and death of kings;

   No vain desire of unknown things.

   Shall vex you there, no hope or fear

   Of that which never draweth near;

   But in that lovely land and still

   Ye may remember what ye will,

   And what ye will, forget for aye.

   So while the kingdoms pass away,

   Ye sea-beat hardened toilers erst,

   Unresting, for vain fame athirst,

   Shall be at peace for evermore,

   With hearts fulfilled of Godlike lore,

   And calm, unwavering Godlike love,

   No lapse of time can turn or move.

   There, ages after your fair Fleece

   Is clean forgotten, yea, and Greece

   Is no more counted glorious,

   Alone with us, alone with us,

   Alone with us, dwell happily,

   Beneath our trembling roof of sea.

Orpheus

   AH! do ye weary of the strife

   And long to change this eager life

   For shadowy and dull hopelessness,

   Thinking indeed to gain no less

   Than far from this grey light to lie,

   And there to die and not to die

   To be as if ye ne’er had been,

   Yet keep your memory fresh and green,

   To have no thought of good or ill,

   Yet feed your fill of pleasure still?

   O idle dream! Ah, verily

   If it shall happen unto me

   That I have thought of anything,

   When o’er my bones the sea-fowl sing,

   And I lie dead, how shall I pine

   For those fresh joys that once were mine,

   On this green fount of joy and mirth,

   The ever young and glorious earth;

   Then, helpless, shall I call to mind

   Thoughts of the sweet flower-scented wind,

   The dew, the gentle rain at night,

   The wonder-working snow and white,

   The song of birds, the water’s fall,

   The sun that maketh bliss of all;

   Yea, this our toil and victory,

   The tyrannous and conquered sea.

Sirens

   AH, will ye go, and whither then

   Will ye go from us, soon to die,

   To fill your three-score years and ten,

   With many an unnamed misery?

   And this the wretchedest of all,

   That when upon your lonely eyes

   The last faint heaviness shall fall

   Ye shall bethink you of our cries.

   Come back, nor grown old, seek in vain

   To hear us sing across the sea.

   Come back, come back, come back again,

   Come back, O fearful Minyæ!

Orpheus

   Ah, once again, ah, once again,

   The black prow plunges through the sea,

   Nor yet shall all your toil be vain,

   Nor yet forgot, O Minyæ.

IN such wise sang the Thracian, in such wise

Out gushed the Sirens’ deadly melodies;

But long before the mingled song was done,

Back to the oars the Minyæ, one by one,

Slunk silently; though many an one sighed sore,

As his strong fingers met the wood once more,

And from his breast the toilsome breathing came.

But as they laboured, some for very shame

Hung down their heads, and yet amongst them some

Gazed at the place whence that sweet song had come,

But round the oars and Argo’s shielded side

The sea grew white, and she began to glide

Swift through the waters of that deadly bay;

But when a long wake now behind her lay,

And still the whistle of the wind increased,

Past shroud and mast, and all the song had ceased,

Butes rose up, the fair Athenian man,

And with wild eyes betwixt the rowers ran

Unto the poop and leapt into the sea;

Then all men rested on their oars, but he

Rose to the top, and towards the shore swam fast;

While all eyes watched him, who had well-nigh past

The place where sand and water ‘gan to meet

In wreaths and ripples round the ivory feet,

When sun-burnt swimmer, snow-white glancing limb,

And yellow sand unto their eyes grew dim.

Nor did they see their fellow any more.

But when they once again beheld the shore

The wind sung o’er the empty beach and bare,

And by the cliff uprose into the air

A delicate and glittering little cloud,

That seemed some many-coloured sun to shroud;

But as the rugged cliff it drew above

The wondering Minyæ beheld it move

Westward, toward Lilybaeum and the sun.

THEN once more was their seaward course begun,

And soon those deadly sands were far astern,

Nor ever after could the heroes learn

If Butes lived or died; but old tales tell

That while the tumbling waves he breasted well,

Venus beheld him, as unseen she drew

From sunny Cyprus to the headland blue

Of Lilybæum, where her temple is;

She, with a mind his sun-burnt brows to kiss,

E’en as his feet were dropping nigh the beach,

And ere his hand the deadly hands could reach,

Stooped, as the merlin stoops upon the dove,

And snatched him thence to be awhile her love,

Betwixt the golden pillars of her shrine,

That those who pass the Aegades see shine

From high-raised Lilybæum o’er the sea.

BUT far away the sea-beat Minyæ

Cast forth the foam, as through the growing night

They laboured ever, having small delight

In life all empty of that promised bliss;

In love that scarce can give a dying kiss;

In pleasure ending sweet songs with a wail;

In fame that little can dead men avail;

In vain toil struggling with the fateful stream,

In hope, the promise of a morning dream.

Yet as night died, and the cold sea and grey

Seemed running with them toward the dawn of day,

Needs must they once again forget their death,

Needs must they, being alive and drawing breath,

As men who of no other life can know

In their own minds again immortal grow.

BUT toward the south a little now they bent,

And for a while o’er landless sea they went,

But on the third day made another land

At dawn of day, and thitherward did stand;

And since the wind blew lightly from the shore,

Somewhat abeam, they feared not with the oar

To push across the shallowing sea and green,

That washed a land the fairest they had seen,

Whose shell-strewn beach at highest of the tide

‘Twixt sea and flowery shore was nowise wide,

And drawn a little backward from the sea

There stood a marble wall wrought cunningly,

Rosy and white, set thick with images,

And over-topped with heavy-fruited trees,

Which by the shore ran, as the bay did bend,

And to their eyes had neither gap nor end;

Nor any gate: and looking over this,

They saw a place not made for earthly bliss,

Or eyes of dying men, for growing there

The yellow apple and the painted pear,

And well-filled golden cups of oranges

Hung amid groves of pointed cypress trees;

On grassy slopes the twining vine-boughs grew,

And hoary olives ‘twixt far mountains blue,

And many-coloured flowers, like as a cloud

The rugged southern cliffs did softly shroud;

And many a green-necked bird sung to his mate

Within the slim-leaved, thorny pomegranate,

That flung its unstrung rubies on the grass,

And slowly o’er the place the wind did pass

Heavy with many odours that it bore

From thymy hills down to the sea-beat shore;

Because no flower there is, that all the year,

From spring to autumn, beareth otherwhere,

But there it flourished; nor the fruit alone

From ‘twixt the green leaves and the boughs outshone,

For there each tree was ever flowering.

Nor was there lacking many a living thing

Changed of its nature; for the roebuck there

Walked fearless with the tiger; and the bear

Rolled sleepily upon the fruit-strawn grass,

Letting the conies o’er his rough hide pass,

With blinking eyes, that meant no treachery.

Careless the partridge passed the red fox by;

Untouched the serpent left the thrushes brown,

And as a picture was the lion’s flown.

BUT in the midst there was a grassy space,

Raised somewhat over all the flowery place,

On marble terrace-walls wrought like a dream;

And round about it ran a clear blue stream,

Bridged o’er with marble steps, and midmost there

Grew a green tree, whose smooth grey boughs did bear

Such fruit as never man elsewhere had seen,

For ‘twixt the sunlight and the shadow green

Shone out fair apples of red gleaming gold.

Moreover round the tree, in many a fold,

Lay coiled a dragon, glittering little less

Than that which his eternal watchfulness

Was set to guard; nor yet was he alone,

For from the daisied grass about him shone

Gold raiment wrapping round two damsels fair,

Of whom one slept, one sat and combed her hair,

And with shut eyes sung low as in a dream;

But yet another stood in the blue stream,

While on the bank her golden raiment lay;

But on that noontide of the quivering day,

She only, hearing the seafarers’ shout,

Her lovely golden head had turned about,

And seen their white sail flapping o’er the wall,

And as she turned had let her tresses fall,

Which the thin water rippling round her knee

Bore outward from her toward the restless sea.

Not long she stood, but looking seaward yet,

From out the water made good haste to get,

And catching up her raiment hastily,

Ran up the marble stair, and ‘gan to cry:

Wake, O my sisters, wake, for now are come

The thieves of Aea to our peaceful home.

Then at her voice they gat them to their feet,

And when her raiment all her body sweet

Once more had hidden, joining hand to hand,

About the sacred apples did they stand,

While coiled the dragon closer to the tree,

And raised his head above them threateningly.

MEANWHILE, from Argo many a sea-beat face

Gazed longingly upon that lovely place,

And some their eager hands already laid

Upon the gangway. Then Medea said:

Get back unto the oars, O Minyæ,

Nor loiter here, for what have such as we

To do herein, where, ‘mid undying trees,

Undying watch the wise Hesperides,

And where the while they watch, scarce can a God

Set foot upon the fruit-besprinkled sod

That no snow ever covers? therefore haste,

Nor yet in wondering your fair lives waste;

For these are as the Gods, nor think of us,

Nor to their eyes can aught be glorious

That son of man can do; would God that I

Could see far off the misty headland lie,

Where we the guilt of blood shall wash away,

For I grow weary of the dashing spray,

And ceaseless roll of interwoven seas,

And fain were sitting ‘neath the whispering trees

In homely places, where the children play,

Who change like me, grow old, and die some day.

She ceased, and little soothly did they grieve,

For all its loveliness, that land to leave,

For now some God had chilled their hardihead,

And in their hearts had set a sacred dread,

They knew not why; but on their oars they hung,

A little longer as the sisters sung.

O YE, who to this place have strayed,

That never for man’s eyes was made,

Depart in haste, as ye have come,

And bear back to your sea-beat home

This memory of the age of gold,

And for your eyes, grown over-bold,

Your hearts shall pay in sorrowing,

For want of many a half-seen thing.

LO such as is this garden green,

In days past, all the world has been,

And what we know all people knew,

Save this, that unto worse all grew.

But since the golden age is gone,

This little place is left alone,

Unchanged, unchanging, watched of us,

The daughters of wise Hesperus.

Surely the heavenly Messenger

Full oft is fain to enter here,

And yet without must he abide;

Nor longeth less the dark king’s bride

To set red lips unto that fruit

That erst made nought her mother’s suit.

Here would Diana rest awhile,

Forgetful of her woodland guile,

Among these beasts that fear her nought.

Nor is it less in Pallas’ thought,

Beneath our trees to ponder o’er

The wide, unfathomed sea of lore;

And oft-kissed Citheræa, no less

Weary of love, full fain would press

These flowers with soft unsandalled feet.

BUT us our rest is sweet,

Neither shall any man or God

Or lovely Goddess touch the sod

Where-under old times buried lie,

Before the world knew misery.

Nor will we have a slave or king,

Nor yet will we learn anything

But that we know, that makes us glad;

While oft the very Gods are sad

With knowing what the Fates shall do.

NEITHER from us shall wisdom go

To fill the hungering hearts of men,

Lest to them threescore years and ten

Come but to seem a little day,

Once given, and taken soon away.

Nay, rather let them find their life

Bitter and sweet, fulfilled of strife,

Restless with hope, vain with regret,

Trembling with fear, most strangely set

‘Twixt memory and forgetfulness;

So more shall joy be, troubles less,

And surely when all this is past,

They shall not want their rest at last.

LET earth and heaven go on their way,

While still we watch from day to day,

In this green place left all alone,

A remnant of the days long gone.

THERE in the wind they hung, as word by word

The clear-voiced singers silently they heard;

But when the air was barren of their song,

Anigh the shore they durst not linger long;

So northward turned forewearied Argo’s head,

And dipping oars, from that fair country sped,

Fulfilled of new desires and pensive thought,

Which that day’s life unto their hearts had brought.

THEN hard they toiled upon the bitter sea,

And in two days they did not fail to be

In sight of land, a headland high and blue,

Which straight Milesian Erginus knew

To be the fateful place which now they sought,

Stormy Malea, so thitherward they brought

The groaning ship, and, casting anchor, lay

Beneath that headland’s lee, within a bay,

Wherefrom the more part landed, and their feet

Once more the happy soil of Greece did meet.

Therewith they failed not to bring ashore

Rich robes of price and of fair arms good store,

And gold and silver, that they there might buy

What yet they lacked for their solemnity;

Then, while upon the highest point of land

Some built an altar, Jason, with a band

Of all the chiefest of the Minyæ,

Turned inland from the murmur of the sea.

NOT far they went ere by a little stream

Down in a valley they could see the gleam

Of brazen pillars and fair-gilded vanes,

And, dropping down by dank dark-wooded lanes

From off the hill-side, reached a house at last

Where in and out men-slaves and women passed,

And guests were streaming fast into the hall,

Where now the oaken boards were laid for all.

With these the Minyæ went, and soon they were

Within a pillared hall both great and fair,

Where folk already sat beside the board,

And on the dais was an ancient lord.

But when these saw the fearless Minyæ

Glittering in arms, they sprang up hastily,

And each man turned about unto the wall

To seize his spear or staff: then through the hall

Jason cried out: Laconians, fear ye not,

Nor leave the flesh-meat while it reeketh hot

For dread of us, for we are men as ye,

And I am Jason of the Minyæ,

And come from Aea to the land of Greece,

And in my ship bear back the Golden Fleece,

And a fair Colchian queen to fill my bed.

And now we pray to share your wine and bread,

And other things we need, and at our hands

That ye will take fair things of many lands.

Sirs, said the ancient lord, be welcome here,

Come up and sit by me, and make such cheer

As here ye can: glad am I that to me

The first of Grecian men from off the sea

Ye now are come Therewith the great hall rang

With joyful shouts, and as, with clash and clang

Of well-wrought arms, up to the dais they went,

All eyes upon the Minyæ were bent,

Nor could they have enough of wondering

At this or that sea-tossed victorious king.

SO with the strangers there they held high feast,

And afterwards the slaves drove many a beast

Down to the shore, and carried back again

Great store of precious things in pack and wain;

Wrought gold and silver, gems, full many a bale

Of scarlet cloth, and fine silk, fit to veil

The perfect limbs of dreaded Goddesses;

Spices fresh-gathered from the outland trees,

And arms well-wrought, and precious scarce-known wine,

And carven images well-nigh divine.

So when all folk with these were satisfied,

Back went the Minyæ to the water-side,

And with them that old lord, fain to behold

Victorious Argo and the Fleece of Gold.

And so aboard amid the oars he lay

Throughout the night, and at the dawn of day

Did all men land, nor spared that day to wear

The best of all they had of gold-wrought gear,

And every one, being crowned with olive grey,

Up to the headland did they take their way,

Where now already stood the crowned priests

About the altars by the gilt-horned beasts.

There, as the fair sun rose, did Jason break

Over the altar the thin barley-cake,

And cast the salt abroad, and there were slain

The milk-white bulls, and there red wine did rain

On to the fire from out the ancient jar,

And high rose up the red flame, seen afar

From many another headland of that shore:

But over all its crackling and its roar

Uprose from time to time a joyous song,

That on the summer morning lay for long,

The mighty voices of the Minyæ

Exulting o’er the tossing conquered sea,

That far below thrust on by tide and wind

The crumbling bases of the headland mined.
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BUT on the morrow’s morn the Minyæ

Turned’Argo’s head once more to Thessaly.

And surely now the steersman knew his way,

As island after island every day

They coasted, with a soft land-wind abeam;

And now at last like to a troubled dream

Seemed all the strange things they had seen erewhile,

Now when they knew the very green sea’s smile

Beneath the rising and the setting sun,

And their return they surely now had won

To those familiar things long left behind,

When on their sails hard drave the western wind.

So past Eubœa did they run apace,

And swept with oars the perilous green race

Betwixt Cerinthus and the islands white;

But, when they now had doubled that’ dread height,

The shields that glittered upon Argo’s side

They drew inboard, and made a shift to hide

Her golden eye and gleaming braveries,

And heaped the deck with bales of merchandise,

And on their yards sails patched and brown they bent,

And crawling slowly, with six oars they went,

Till Argo seemed like some Phœnician

Grown old and leaky, on the water wan.

Now at the entering of their own green bay

There lies an island that men call to-day

Green Cicynethus, low, and covered o’er

With close-set trees, and distant from the shore

But some five furlongs, and a shallow sea

‘Twixt main and island ripples languidly,

And on the shore there dwells not any man

For many a mile; so there Erginus ran

Argo disguised, and steering skilfully,

Cast anchor with the island on his lee;

Hid from the straits, and there struck sail and mast;

Then to the island shore the heroes passed,

And with their wide war-axes ‘gan to lop

Full many a sapling with green-waving top

And full-leaved boughs of spreading maple-trees,

And covered Argo’s seaward side with these.

And then the shipmen did Medea bid

To hold a shallop ready, while she hid

Her lovely body in a rough grey gown

And heavy home-spun mantle coarse and brown,

And round about her a great wallet slung,

And to her neck an uncouth image hung

Of Tauric Artemis, the cruel maid.

THEN, all being ready, to the prince she said :

O well-beloved, amongst our foes I go

Alone and weak, nor do I surely know

If I shall live or die there; but do thou

Let one watch ever, who from off the prow

Shall look towards white Iolchos o’er the bay,

And watching, wait until the seventh day,

And if no sign thou hast from me by then,

Believe me slain at hands of wicked men,

Or shut in some dark prison at the least,

While o’er my head thy foe holds royal feast.

Then soothly if it lieth in thine heart

To leave this land untouched, do thou thy part;

Yet do I think thou wilt be man enow

Unto the white-walled town to turn thy prow,

And either die a man or live a king,

Honoured of all, nor lacking anything

But me thy love; whom thou wilt soon forget,

When with thy tears my lone tomb has been wet

A little space; so be it, do thy will.

And of all good things mayst thou have thy fill

Before thou comest to the shadowy land

Where thou wilt strive once more to touch mine hand,

And have no power e’en to meet these eyesd

That for thy love shall see such miseries.

She ceased, nigh weeping, but he wept indeed,

Such tears as come to men in utmost need,

When all words fail them, and the world seems gone,

And with their love they fill the earth alone,

Careless of shame, and not remembering death.

But she clung round about him, with her breath

Shortened with sobs, as she began to say:

Weep not, O love, for surely many a day

May we be merry and forget all ill,

Nor have I yet forgotten all my skill,

And ere the days are gone thou well mayst see

Thy deadly foe brought unto nought by me.

And if indeed the Gods give me the day,

Then shall thy wakeful watch see o’er the bay

Smoke in the day-time, red flame in the night,

Rise o’er Iolchos’ well-built walls and white;

Then linger not, but run out every oar,

And hasten toward the many-peopled shore

That is thine own thenceforth, as I am thine.

Therewith from him she turned her face divine,

And reached the shallop over Argo’s side,

That o’er the shallows soon began to glide,

Driven by arms of strong Eurydamas;

But when the keel dragged on the rank sea-grass,

She stepped ashore, and back the hero turned

Unto his fellows, who, with hearts that burned

Unto the quays to bring great Argo’s stem,

And gain the glory that was waiting them,

Watched ever for the sign across the bay,

Till nigh the dawning of the seventh day.

BUT from the shore unto a thick-leaved wood

Medea turned, drawing both cloak and hood

Right close about her, lest perchance some man,

Some hind, or fisher of the water wan,

Should wonder at her visage, that indeed

Seemed little worthy of that wretched weed.

In that thick wood a little stream there was,

That here was well-nigh hidden of the grass,

And there swelled into pools both clear and deep,

Wherein the images of trees did sleep,

For it was noontide of the summer day.

To such a pool Medea took her way,

And reaching it, upon the grass laid down

Her rough grey homespun cloak and wallet brown;

And when her eyes had swept the space around,

Undid her tunic, that upon the ground

Fell huddled round her feet; nor did she spare

To strip the linen from her body fair,

And shoes from off her feet; then she drew near

The flowery edges of the streamlet clear,

And gazing down upon her image, stood,

Hearkening the drowsy murmur of the wood;

And since the wind was hushed that noon of day,

And moveless down her back the long locks lay,

Her very self an image seemed to be,

Wrought in some wondrous faint-hued ivory,

Carved by a master among cunning men.

So still she stood, that the quickwater-hen

Noted her not, as through the blue mouse-ear

He made his way; the conies drew anear,

Nibbling the grass, and from an oak-twig nigh

A thrush poured forth his song unceasingly.

But in a while, sighing, she turned away,

And, going up to where the wallet lay,

She opened it, and thence a phial drew

That seemed to be well wrought of crystal blue,

Which when she had unstopped, therefrom she poured

Into the hollow of an Indian gourd

A pale green liquor, wherefrom there arose

Such scent as o’er some poisonous valley blows,

Where nought but dull-scaled twining serpents dwell,

Nor any more now could the Colchian smell

The water-mint, the pine-trees, or the flower

Of the heaped-up sweet odorous virgin’s bower.

BUT shuddering, and with lips grown pale and wan,

She took the gourd, and with shut eyes began

Therefrom her body to anoint all o’er;

And this being done, she turned not any more

Unto the woodland brook, but hurrying,

Drew on her raiment, and made haste to sling

Her wallet round about her, nor forgot

The Tauric image, ere the lovely spot

She left unto the rabbit and the roe.

AND now straight toward Iolchos did she go,

But as she went, a hideous, fearful change

Had come on her; from sunken eyes and strange

She gazed around; white grew her golden hair,

And seventy years her body seemed to bear;

As though the world that coppice had passed by

For half an age, and caught her presently,

When from its borders once her foot had passed.

Then she began to murmur, as she cast

From changed eyes glances on her wrinkled hands:

O Jason! surely not for many lands,

Rich and gold-bearing lands, would I do this;

But yet with thee to gain good peace and bliss

Far greater things would I have done to-day.

So saying, she made haste upon her way,

Until at last, when it was well-nigh night,

She reached the city walled and towered with white,

And passing by the brazen gates of it,

Forewearied, by the fountain did she sit;

Where, as she waited, came an ancient crone,

Who, groaning, set her pitcher on the stone,

And seeing the Colchian, asked her what she was.

Mother, Medea said, I strive to pass

Unto fair Athens, where dwelt long ago

My fathers, if perchance folk yet may know

Where they lie buried, that on that same stone

I may lie down and die; a hapless one,

Whom folk once called Aglaia, once called fair;

For years, long years agone, my golden hair

Went down the wind, as carelessly I strayed

Along the wet sea-beach, of nought afraid,

And there my joy was ended suddenly,

For on me fell the rovers of the sea,

And bore me bound into the land of Thrace,

And thence to some unnamed, far northern place,

Where I, a rich man’s daughter, learned to bear

Fetters and toil and scourging year by year;

Till it has happed unto me at the last,

Now that my strength for toil is overpast,

That I am free once more, if that be aught,

Whom in all wretched places death has sought,

And surely now will find. But wilt thou give

Some resting-place to me, that I may live

Until I come to Athens and my grave ?

And certainly, though nought of gold I have,

In the far northland did I gather lore

Of this and that amid my labour sore;

And chiefly of this Goddess rites I know,

Whose image round my neck thou seest now,

Well-shod Diana; and a whispered word

Within her inmost temple once I heard

Concerning this: how men may grow to be

E’en as the Gods, and gain eternity,

And how the work of years may be undone.

When she had finished, the Thessalian crone,

Filling her jar. with water, turned and said:

Surely Athenian, I am-sore afraid,

Ere thou hast learned thy lesson utterly,

And gained that new life, thou thyself wilt die;

Nor will it profit me, who am a slave

Wishing for death, a wretched life to save:

But hearken now, if thou art wise and bold,

Then will I show thee how thou mayst earn gold

And thanks enow, by telling this thy tale

Unto rich folk, for them will it avail

To know thy secret; rise, and come with me,

And the king’s daughters surely shalt thou see;

For on my road from nothing unto hell

His palace is the last lodge where I dwell,

And I am well aweary of it now,

And of my toil, thanked with hard word and blow.

I thank thee, mother, said the Colchian maid,

Nor of kings’ daughters shall I be afraid,

Whose ears Latona’s daughters erst have heard,

Nor trembled at the heavy dreadful word.

THEN on they passed, and as they went, the crone

Told her how Aeson unto death was done,

And of the news that thither had been brought

Of those that o’er the sea that glory sought.

Namely, that when Aeetes had been fain

To trap the Argo, all had been in vain,

Yet had he gone back well-nigh satisfied;

For in the night to him a voice had cried

Louder and clearer than a mortal can:

Go back to Aea, sun-begotten man,

And there forget thy daughter and thy FIeece;

But yet be merry, for the thieves of Greece

Shall live no longer than a poor wretch may

Who lies unholpen on a lonely’ way

Wounded, possessing nought but many woes,

Lo, thus it happeneth now unto thy foes !

This, said the crone, a Colchian man had told

To Pelias, dweller in the house of gold,

And had large gifts from him; who when he knew

The certainty of this, old Aeson slew

With all his house who at Iolchos were.

So, said she, if, for quieting his fear

Of the sea-rover, such things he did give,

What would his gifts be if thou mad’st him live

His life again, with none of all his name

Alive, to give him fear of death or shame ?

WITH that they came unto the royal house

Where Pelias dwelt, grown old and timorous,

Oppressed with blood of those that he had slain,

Desiring wealth and longer life in vain.

So there a court low-built the old crone sought,

And to her lodging the tired Colchian brought,

Where she might sleep, and gave her food and drink.

Then into sleep did wise Medea sink,

And dreamed that she herself, made ever young,

Gold-robed within some peaceful garden sung,

Like that where dwelt the wise Hesperides.

But as she walked between the smooth-stemmed trees

She saw the sea rise o’er the marble wall,

And rolling o’er, drown grass and flowers and all,

And draw on towards her, who no whit could move,

Though from the high land Jason, her own love,

Was shouting out to her, so then, at last,

She dreamed the waters over all had passed

And reached her feet, and o’er her coldly swept,

And still undrowned, beneath the waves she wept,

And still was Jason shouting to her there.

Therewith she woke, and felt the morning air

Cold on her face, because the ancient crone

Over her couch the casement had undone.

And as she oped her eyes, she heard her say:

Awake, O guest, for yet. another day

We twain must bear before we gain our rest.

But now indeed I think it to be best

That to my ladies I alone should show

That prayers, and rites, and wonders thou dost know,

Which thou wilt tell for gold; for sure I deem

That to us dying folk nought good doth seem,

But hoarding for the years we shall riot see.

So bide thou there, and I will come to thee

And bring thee word of what the queens may say.

Then with these words she went upon her way,

While in her place alone Medea sat,

With eager heart, thinking of this and that,

And wishing that the glorious day were come,

When she should set her love within his home,

A king once more. So ‘mid these thoughts, there came

Back to the place the wise Thessalian dame,

Who bade her rise and after her to go,

That she those marvels to the queens might show.

THEREWITH she brought her to a chamber where

Abode the royal maidens slim and fair,

All doing well-remembered works; of whom

White-armed Alcestis sat before the loom,

Casting the shuttle swift from hand to hand.

The while Eradne’s part it was to stand

Amongst the maids who carded out the wool

And filled the gleaming ivory shuttles full

Amphinome, meantime, her golden head

Bent o’er the spinners of the milk~white thread,

And by the growing web still set aside

The many-coloured bundles newly dyed,

Blood-red, and heavenly blue, and grassy green,

Yea, and more colours than man yet has seen

In flowery meadows midmost of the May.

Then to the royal maids the crone ‘gan say:

Behold the woman, O my mistresses,

Who ‘midst the close-set gloomy northern trees

Has late learned that I told you of; and ye

Who in this royal house live happily,

May well desire such life for evermore,

Which unto me were but a burden sore.

Therewith she left them, but folk say, indeed,

That she who spoke was nought but Saturn’s seed,

In very likeness of that woman old,

Whose body soon folk came on, dead and cold,

Within the place where she was wont to dwell.

Now how these things may be, I cannot tell,

But certainly Queen Juno’s will was good

To finish that which, in the oaken wood

Anigh the Centaur’s cave, she first began,

Giving good heart to the strange-nurtured man.

BUT, she being gone, fair-limbed Amphinome

Said: Reverend mother, welcome here ye be.

And in return for thy so hard-earned lore

That thou wilt teach us, surely never-more

Shall thou do labour whiles thou dwellest here,

But unto us shalt thou be lief and dear

As though thou wert the best of all our blood.

But, pondering awhile, Medea stood,

Then answered: Lady, I am now grown old,

And but small gift to me were heaps of gold,

Or rest itself, for that the tomb shall give;

I say all things are nought, unless I live

So long henceforward, that I need not think

When into nothing I at last must sink;

But take me now unto the mighty king

That rules this land, and there by everything

That he holds sacred, let him swear to me

That I shall live in peace and liberty

Till quiet death upon my head is brought;

But this great oath being made, things shall be wrought

By me, that never can be paid with gold;

For I will make that young which is grown old,

And that alive that ye have seen lie dead.

THEN much they wondered at the words she said,

And from th’e loom did fair Alcestis rise,

And tall Amphinome withdrew her eyes

From the fair spinners, and Eradne left

The carding of the fine wool for the weft.

Then said Eradne: Mother, fear not thou,

Surely our father is good man enow,

And will not harm thee: natheless, he will swear

By whatsoever thing he holdeth dear,

Nor needst thou have a doubt of him at all.

Come, for he sitteth now within the hall.

WITH that, she took her shoes from off the ground,

And round her feet the golden strings she bound,

As did her sisters, and fair cloaks they threw

About them, and their royal raiment drew

Through golden girdles, gemmed and richly wrought,

And forth with them the Colchian maid they brought.

But as unto the royal hall they turned,

Within their hearts such hot desire burned

For lengthening out the life they knew so sweet,

That scarce they felt the ground beneath their feet,

And through the marble court long seemed the way.

BUT when they reached the place, glittering and gay

With all the slain man’s goods, and saw the king

Wearing his royal crown and mystic ring,

And clad in purple, and his wearied face,

Anxious and cruel, gaze from Aeson’s place,

A little thing it seemed to slay him there,

As one might slay the lion in his lair,

Bestrewn with bones of beast, and man, and maid.

Then as he turned to them, Alcestis said:

O lord and father, here we bring to thee

A wise old woman, come from over sea,

Who ‘mid the gloomy, close-set northern trees

Has heard the words of reverend Goddesses

I dare not name aloud; therefore she knows

Why this thing perishes, and that thing grows,

And what to unborn creatures must befall,

And this, the very chiefest thing of all,

To make the old man live his life again,

And all the lapse of years but nought and vain:

But we, when these strange things of her we heard,

Trembled before her, and were sore afeard,

In midst of all our measureless desire

Within thy veins and ours to set new fire,

And with thee live for many a happy day,

Whilst all about us passes soon away.

NOW paler grew the king’s face as they spake,

And ‘mid strange hopes his heart began to quake,

As sighing, he fell on thought of other days

Now long gone by, when he was winning praise:

He thinketh: If indeed I might not die,

Then would I lay aside all treachery,

And here should all folk live without alarm,

For to no man would I do any harm,

Whatso might hap, but I would bring again

The golden age, free from all fear and pain.

But through his heart there shot a pang of fear,

As to the queen he said: Why art thou here,

Since thou hast mastered this all-saving art,

Keeping but vagant life for thine own part

Of what thou boastest with the Gods to share?

Thou, but a dying woman, nowise fair.

Pelias, she said, far from the north I come,

But in Erectheus’ city was my home,

Where being alone, upon a luckless day,

By the sea-rovers was I snatched away,

And in their long-ship, with bound, helpless hands,

Was brought to Thrace, and thence to northern lands,

Of one of which I scarcely know the name,

Nor could your tongue the uncouth letters frame.

There had I savage masters, and must learn

With aching back to bend above the quern;

There must I learn how the poor craftsman weaves,

Nor earn his wages; and the barley-sheaves

Must bind in August; and across the snow,

Unto the frozen river must I go,

When the white winter lay upon the land,

And therewithal must I dread many a hand,

And writhe beneath the whistle of the whip.

Mid toils like these my youth from me did slip,

Uncomforted, through lapse of wretched years,

Till I forgot the use of sobs and tears,

And like a corpse about my labour went,

Grown old before my time, and worn and bent.

And then at last this good to me betid,

That my wise mistress strove to know things hid

From mortal men, and doubted all the rest,

B’abblers and young, who in our fox’s nest

Dwelt through the hideous changes of the year:

Then me she used to help her, and so dear

I grew, that when upon her tasks she went,

Into all dangerous service was I sent;

And many a time, within the woods alone,

Have I sat watching o’er the heaps of stone

Where dwell the giants dead; and many a time

Have my pale lips uttered the impious rhyme

That calls the dead from their unchanged abode;

Till on my soul there .lay a heavy load

Of knowledge, not without reward, for I

No longer went in rags and misery,

But in such bravery as there they had

My toil-worn body now was fairly clad,

And feared by man and maid did I become,

And mistress of my mistress’ dreary home.

Moreover, whether that, being dead to fear,

All things I noted, or that somewhat dear

I now was grown to those dread Goddesses,

I know not; yet amidst the haunted trees

More things I learned than my old mistress did,

Yea, some things surely from all folk else hid,

Whose names once spoken would unroof this hall,

And lay Iolchos underneath a pall

Of quick destruction; and when these were learned,

At last my mistress all her wage had earned,

And to the world was dead for evermore.

But me indeed the whole house hated sore,

First for my knowledge, next that, sooth to say,

I, when I well had passed my evil day,

And came to rule, spared not my fellows aught;

Whereby this fate upon my head was brought,

That flee I must lest worst should hap to me;

So on my way unto the Grecian sea

With weary heart and manifold distress,

My feet at last thy royal pavement press.

My lips beseech thy help, O mighty King!

Help me, that I myself may do the thing

I most desire, and this great gift may give

To thee and thine, from this time forth to live

In youth and beauty while the world goes by

With all its vain desires and misery.

AND if thou doubtest still, then hear me say

The words thou spakest on a long-past day,

When thou wert fearful, and the half-shod man

Had come upon thee through the water wan.

SHE ceased awhile, and therewith Pelias,

With open mouth and eyes as fixed as glass,

Stared at her, wondering. Then again she said:

Awhile ago, when he thou knowest dead,

And he thou thinkest dead, were by thy side,

A crafty wile thou forgedst; at that tide

Telling the tale of Theban Athamas,

And how that Phryxus dead at Aea was.

Thinking (and not in vain) to light the fire

Of glorious deeds, and measureless desire

Of fame within the hearts of men o’erbold.

For thus thou saidst: So is the story told

Of things that happened forty years agone,

Nor of the Greeks has there been any one

To set the bones of Phryxus in a tomb,

Or mete out to the Colchian his due doom.

So saidst thou then, and by such words didst drive

Thy nephew in a hopeless game to strive,

Wherefore thou deemest wisely he is dead,

And all the words that he can say are said.

SHE ceased again, while pale and shuddering,

Across his eyes the crafty, fearful king

Drew trembling hands. But yet again she spoke:

What if the Gods by me the strong chain broke

Of thy past deeds, ill deeds wrought not in vain,

And thou with new desires lived yet again?

Durst I still trust thee with my new-gained life?

Who for the rest am not thy brother’s wife,

Thy nephew, or thy brother. Be it so.

Yet since the foolish hearts of men I know,

Swear on this image of great Artemis

That unto me thy purpose harmless is,

Nor wilt thou do me hurt, or more or less.

Then while thy lips the ivory image press,

Will I call down all terrors that I know

Upon thine head if thou shouldst break thy vow.

Yet for thyself dost thou trust what I say,

Or wilt thou still be dying day by day?

Yea, said the king; yea, whosoe’er thou art,

Needs must I trust thee, in such wise my heart

Desireth life again when this is done.

Give me the image, O thou fearful one,

Who knowest all my life, who in the breath

Wherein thou prayest help still threatenest death.

Then on the image did she swear the king,

But while he spoke was she still muttering,

With glittering eyes fixed on him; but at last,

When from from his lips the dreadful word had passed,

She said: O King, pray that thou mayst not die

Before the fifth day’s sun has risen on high;

Yet on to-morrow morn shall thou behold

This hair of mine all glittering bright as gold,

My tottering feet firm planted on the ground,

My grey and shrivelled arms grown white and round,

As once, when by Ilissus’ side I trod,

A snare of beauty to a very God,

To young men’s eyes a fierce consuming fire.

So saying, did she kindle fresh desire

In the king’s fainting heart, until he thought:

Nay, if new life hereby to me is brought,

Withal there may be brought a lovely mate

To share my happy days and scorn of fate.

Then did he bid his daughters straight to go

With that wise woman, nor spare aught to do

That she might bid them, and they wondering,

But in their hearts yet fearful of the thing,

Unto the women’s chamber led her back,

And bade her say what matters she might lack.

Then little did she ask unto her need,

But fair cold water, and some fitting weed,

And in a close-shut place to be alone,

Because no eye must see the wonder done.

And Oh, she said, fair women, haste ye now,

For surely weaker every hour I grow,

And fear to die ere I can live again.

Then through the house they hastened, and with pain

A brazen caldron their fair hands bore up,

As well wrought over as a king’s gold cup.

Which in a well-hung chamber did they set,

And filled with clear cold water, adding yet

New raiment wrought about with ruddy gold,

And snowy linen wrapped in many a fold.

Then did Medea turn unto the three,

And said: Farewell, for no more shall ye see

These limbs alive, or hear this feeble voice,

For either shall my changed lips rejoice

In my new beauty, or else stark and cold

This wretched body shall your eyes behold.

Wait now until six hours are over-passed,

And if ye still shall find the door shut fast,

Then let the men bring hammers, neither doubt

That thence my corpse alone shall bear out.

But if the door is open or ajar,

Draw nigh and see how great my helpers are,

And greet what there ye see with little fear,

For whatsoever may have touched me here,

By then, at least, shall no one be with me,

And nought but this old sorceress shall ye see

Grown young again; alas! grown young again!

Would God that I were past the fear and pain!

So said the Colchian; but their fearful eyes

Turned hastily from such hid mysteries

As there might lurk; and to their bower they gat,

And well-nigh silent o’er the weaving sat,

And did what things they needs must do that day,

Until that six hours’ space had passed away.

THEN had the sun set, and the whitening moon.

Shone o’er the gardens where the brown bird’s tune

Was quivering through the roses red and white,

And sweeter smelt the sweet flowers with the night;

But to the chamber where there lay alone

The wise Medea, up the faint grey stone

Two rose-trees climbed, along a trellis led,

And with their wealth of blossoms white and red

Another garden of the window made.

So now the royal sisters, sore afraid,

Each with a taper in her trembling hand,

Before the fateful chamber-door did stand

And heard no noise; whereon Amphinome

Pushed at the door that yielded, and the three

Passing with beating hearts the oaken door,

Pressed noiseless feet upon the polished floor,

Reddening the moonshine with their tapers’ light.

There they beheld the caldron gleaming bright,

And on the floor the heap of raiment rent

That erst had hid the body old and bent;

And there a crystal phial they beheld

Empty, that once some wondrous liquor held;

And by the window-side asleep they saw

The Colchian woman, white without a flaw

From head to heel; her round arms by her side,

Her fair face flushed with sweet thoughts, as a bride

Who waits the coming of some well-loved man.

Softly she breathed, the while the moonlight ran

In silver ripples o’er her hair of gold.

BUT when that loveliness they did behold,

They cried aloud for wonder, though not yet

Her happy dreaming thoughts would she forget.

But into spoken words her murmuring grew,

Though of their purport nought the sisters knew,

Since in the outland Colchian tongue she spoke;

Then, while they waited, slowly she awoke,

And looking round her, still with half-shut eyes,

She said: O damsels, fain would I arise,

I hear the morning murmur of the birds

And lowing of released and hungry herds

Across the meadows, sweet with vetch and bean,

And the faint ripple of the Phasis green.

But with that last word did she start upright,

Shading her grey eyes from the tapers’ light,

And said: O queens, and are ye come to me

This eve, my triumph over time to see?

And is my boast for nought? Behold me made

Like the fair casket-bearer who betrayed

The luckless man while yet the world was young.

So saying did she speak as one who sung,

So sweet her voice was; then she stepped adown

From off the silken couch, and rough and brown

They seemed beside her, fair maids though they were.

But silently they stood, and wondered there,

And from their hearts had flown all thoughts at last

But that of living while the world went past.

Then at her feet Alcestis knelt and prayed:

O, who can see thee, Goddess, unafraid?

Yet thou thyself hast promised life to us,

More than man’s feeble life, and perilous,

And if thy promise now thou makest vain,

How can we live our thoughtless life again?

Then, would thou ne’er hadst left thine heavenly home,

And o’er the green Thessalian meadows come!

THEN spoke Medea: But a few days yet

And all eld’s fears your father shall forget;

And when that he has gained his just reward,

Your lives from death and danger will I guard.

Natheless no Goddess am I, but no more

Than a poor wanderer on from shore to shore,

Though loved by her the swift of Goddesses,

Who now is glancing ‘twixt the dark grey trees,

E’en while we speak. Now leave me to my rest,

For this new-changed body is oppressed

By all the thoughts that round my heart will throng

Of ancient days, and hopes forgotten long:

Go therefore now, but come back with the sun

To do my bidding; then shall there be done

Another marvel ere the morn comes round,

If ye three be dwelling above ground.

THEN, trembling, they unto their chamber passed,

But, they being gone, she made the strong door fast,

And soon in deep sleep on the couch she lay

Until the golden sun brought back the day;

Nor could she fail, arising, to be glad

That once again her own fair form she had,

And as the fresh air met her pleasantly,

She smiled, her image in the bath to see

That had been lost since at the noon she stood

Beside the still pool in the lonely wood;

And she rejoiced her combed-out hair to bind,

And feel the linen in the morning wind

Fluttering about in kissing side and limb,

And it was sweet about her ankles slim

To make the gemmed thongs of the sandals meet,

With rosy fingers touching her soft feet.

BUT she being clad, there came the ladies three,

Who seemed by her but handmaidens to be;

And such indeed they were, as dumb with awe

In the fresh morn that loveliness they saw.

Then said Medea: Hail Thessalians, hail!

Surely to-day your prayer shall nowise fail,

For I am fain to do the whole world good.

But now take heed: is there some close dark wood

Anigh the town? thither will we to-night,

And in that place, hidden from all men’s sight,

Shall ye see wonders passing human thought.

But thither, by your hands there must be brought

Some ancient beast at very point to die,

That ye may see how loved an one am I

By dreadful Gods; there, too, before the eve

A mighty brazen caldron must ye leave,

And nigh the place there must not fail to be

Some running stream to help our mystery.

Moreover She, the helpful and the kind,

Whose name I name not, willeth not to find

The robes of kings and queens upon her slaves;

Therefore, if ye would please the one who saves,

This night must ye be clad in smocks of black,

And all adornment must your bodies lack,

Nor must there be a fillet on your hair,

And the hard road must feel your feet all bare.

Lady, Eradne said, all shall be done

Nor wilt thou yet have had beneath the sun

More faithful servants than we are to thee;

But wilt thou not the king my father see,

And gladden him, that he may give thee things.

Such as the heart desires, the spoil of kings?

Nay, said Medea, much have I to think

Ere the hot sun beneath the sea shall sink,

And much to call to mind, and for your sake

Unto my Helper many a prayer to make.

WITH that they went, and she, being left alone,

Took up the image of the Swift-foot One,

Which for a hidden casket served her well,

And wherein things were laid right strange to tell,

Divers whereof she handled, and the while

She muttered charms learned in the river-isle.

But at the noontide did they bring her food,

Saying that all was ready in the wood,

And that the night alone they waited now,

Ere unto them those marvels she might show.

Therefore Medea bade them come again

When all the house of peaceful sleep was fain,

And nought was stirring: so at dead of night

They came to her in black apparel dight,

Bearing like raiment for the Colchian,

Who did it on before their faces wan

And troubled eyes; then out of gates they stole,

Setting their faces to the wished-for goal.

NOW nigh Anaurus a blind pathway leads

Betwixt the yellow corn and whispering reeds,

The home of many a shy quick-diving bird;

Thereby they passed, and as they went they heard

Splashing of fish, and ripple of the stream;

And once they saw across the water’s gleam

The black boat of some fisher of the night,

And from the stream had drawn back in affright

But that the Colchian whispered: Wise be ye,

Thessalian sisters, yet with certainty

Make onward to the wood, for who indeed,

Beholding our pale faces and black weed,

Would come the nigher to us? Would not he

Think that some dread things we must surely be,

And tremble till we passed? Haste, for the night

Is young no more, and danger comes with light.

Then on they passed, and soon they reached the wood,

And straight made for the midst of it, where stood

An old horned ram bound fast unto a tree,

Which the torch-bearer, tall Amphinome,

Showed to Medea, and not far therefrom

Unto a brazen caldron did they come,

Hidden with green boughs; then Medea bade

That by their hands a high pile should be made

Of fallen wood, and all else fit to burn;

Which done, unto the caldron did they turn

And bore it to the river, and did strain

Their fair round arms to bear it back again

When it was filled, and raised it on the pile;

And then with hands unused to service vile

Lit up the fire, the while Medea took

Dried herbs from out her wallet, which she shook

Into the caldron; till at last a cloud

Rose up therefrom and the dark trees did shroud.

Then did she bid them the old ram to lead

Up to the caldron’s side, and with good heed

To quench his just departing feeble life;

So in his throat Eradne thrust the knife,

While in the white arms of Amphinome

And fair Alcestis, bleating piteously,

Feebly he struggled; so being slain at last,

Piecemeal his members did the sisters cast

Into the seething water; then drew back

And hid their faces in their raiment black,

The while Medea midst the flickering light

Still sprinkled herbs from out her fingers white,

And in a steady voice at last did say:

O THOU that turnest night into the day,

O thou the quencher of unhallowed fire,

The scourge of hot, inordinate desire,

That wrong may still be wrong, and right be right

In all men’s eyes? A little thing I ask

Before I put an ending to my task.

Scarce had she finished, ere a low black cloud

Seemed closing o’er the forest, and aloud

Medea cried: Oh strong and terrible!

I fear thee not, do what may please thee well.

THEN as the pale Thessalians with affright

Crouched on the earth, forth leapt the lightning white

Over their shrinking heads, and therewithal

The thunder crashed, and down the rain did fall,

As though some angry deity were fain

To make a pool of that Thessalian plain.

Till in a while it ceased, and all was stilled

Except the murmur of some brook new-filled,

And dripping of the thick-leafed forest trees

As they moved gently in the following breeze.

Yet still King Pelias’ daughters feared to rise,

And with wet raiment still they hid their eyes,

And trembled, and white-armed Amphinome

Had dropped the long torch of the resin-tree,

That lay half-charred among the tall wet grass.

But unto them did wise Medea pass,

And said: O, daughters of the sea-born man,

Rise up, for now the stars are growing wan,

And the grey dawn is drawing near apace;

Nor need ye fear to see another face

Than this of mine, and all our work is done

We came to do.

Then slowly, one by one,

The sisters rose, and, fearful, drew anigh

The place where they had seen the old ram die;

And there beheld, by glimmering twilight grey,

Where on its side the brazen caldron lay,

And on the grass and flowers that hid the ground,

Half-charred extinguished brands lay all around,

But yet no token of the beast was there;

But ‘mid the brands a lamb lay, white and fair,

That now would raise his new-born head and bleat,

And now would lick the Colchian’s naked feet,

As close he nestled to her: then the three

Drew nigh unto that marvel timidly,

And gazed at him with wide eyes wondering.

Thereat Medea raised the new-changed thing

In her white arms, and smiled as one who knew,

And said: Now see ye what the Gods will do

For earthly men! Take ye this new-born beast,

And hope to sit long ages at the feast,

And this your youth and loveliness to keep

When all that ye have known are laid asleep.

Yet steel your hearts to do a fearful thing,

Ere this can happen; for unto the king

Your hands must do what they have done to-night

To this same beast. And now, to work aright

What yet is needful to this mystery,

Will be four days’ full heavy toil for me.

Take heed that silence, too, on this ye keep,

Or else a bitter harvest shall ye reap.

So said she, willing well indeed to know,

Before the promised sign she dared to show,

What honour Pelias in Iolchos had,

And if his death should make his people sad.

BUT now they turned back on their homeward way,

Fleeing before the coming of the day;

Nor yet the flinty way their feet did feel,

Nor their wet limbs the wind, that ‘gan to steal

From out the north-west ere the sun did rise.

And swiftly though they went, yet did their eyes

Behold no more than eyes of those that dream

The crumbling edges of the swirling stream,

Or fallen tree-trunks, or the fallow rough.

But Juno sent them feeling just enough

By the lone ways to come unto the town

And fair-walled palace, and to lay them down

Upon their fragrant beds, that stood forlorn

Of their white bodies, waiting for the morn

In chambers close-shut from the dying night.

BUT since Medea fain would know aright

What the folk willed to Pelias in the town,

Early next day she did on her the brown

And ragged raiment, and the sisters told

That she must find the place where herbs were sold,

And there buy this and that; therewith she went

About the town, seeming crook-back’d and bent;

And, hidden in her mantle and great hood,

Within the crowded market-place she stood,

And marked the talk of all the busy folk,

And ever found that under Pelias’ yoke

All people groaned: and therefore with good heart

She set herself to work out all her part.

For, going back, till the fifth day was gone

She dwelt within her chamber all alone,

Except that now and then the sisters came

To bring her food; and whiles they saw a flame,

Strange-coloured, burning on the heath, while she

Was bending o’er it, muttering wearily,

And whiles they saw her bent o’er parchment strange,

And letters that they knew not; but no change

They ever saw upon her lovely face.

BUT at the last, she, mindful of the place

Where lay fair Argo’s glorious battered keel,

And that dread hidden forest of bright steel,

Said to Eradne, when her food she brought

Upon the sixth morn: Sister, I have thought

How best to carry out the mystery

That is so dear at heart to thee and me,

And find that this night must the thing be done;

So seek a place where we may be alone,

High up, and looking southward o’er the bay,

Thither ere midnight must ye steal away,

And under a huge caldron set dry brands.

And that being done, take sharp swords in your hands,

And while I watch the sea and earth and air,

Go ye to Pelias’ well-hung chamber fair;

Therein your deed ye may most surely do,

If ye will work the way I counsel you.

Therewith a phial in her hand she set,

And said: Who tasteth this will soon forget

Both life and death, and for no noise will wake

In two days’ space; therefore this phial take,

And with the king’s drink see ye mingle it,

As well ye may, and let his servants sit

O’er wine so honied at the feast to-night.

Then certes shall their sleep not be so light,

That bare feet pattering quick across the floor,

Or unused creaking of an open door,

Shall rouse them; though no deadly drug it is,

But bringer of kind sleep and dreamy bliss.

But now, what think’st thou? Are your hearts so good,

That ye will dare to shed your father’s blood

That he may live for ever? then is he

The luckiest of all men. Or else if ye

Draw back now after all my prayers and tears,

Then were it best that ye should end your fears

By burning me with quick fire ere to-night.

And yet not thus should ye lead lives aright,

And free from fear; because the sandaled queen

Doth ever keep a memory fresh and green

For all her faithful servants: ye did see

Late in the green-wood how she loveth me.

Therefore be wise, and when to-night ye draw

The sharp-edged steel, glittering without a flaw,

Cast fear and pity from you. Pity him

I bid you rather, who, with shrunken limb

And sunken eyes, remembers well the days

When in the ranks of war he garnered praise,

Which unarmed, feeble, as his last year ends,

Babbling amongst the elders now he spends.

Such shall not Pelias be, but rather now

The breath of new days past misdeeds shall blow

Adown the wind, and, taught by his old life,

Shall he live honoured, free from fear or strife.

Fear not, Eradne said, our will to-night,

For all thy bidding will we do outright,

Since still a Goddess thou dost seem to be

To us poor strugglers with mortality.

And for the secret spot this night we need,

Close to the sea a place. I know indeed,

Upon the outskirts of this palace fair;

And on this night of all nights, close by there

My father sleeps, as oft his custom is,

When he is fain a Mysian girl to kiss,

Sea-rovers sold to him three months agone.

There after midnight we shall be alone

Beyond all doubt; for this sea-watching wall

Was once the wind-swept and deep-hallowed hall

Of some strange God whose name is clean forgot,

And, as folk think, ill spirits haunt the spot:

So all men fear it sore; but fear indeed

Is dead within us since the way ye lead.

She ceased, and from the Colchian won much praise,

And promises of many happy days.

Then as upon the door she laid her hand,

Medea said: When midnight hides the land,

Come here to me, and bring me to that place;

Then look the last upon your father’s face

As ye have known it for these eighteen years,

Furrowed by eld and drawn by many fears;

But when ye come, in such gear be ye clad

As in the wood that other night ye had.

Then did Eradne leave her, and the day

Through sunshine and through shadow passed away.

BUT with the midnight came the sisters three,

To lead her to that temple by the sea,

And in black raiment had they hurried there,

With naked feet, and unadorned loose hair,

E’en as that other night they sped the work;

But in each bosom hidden now did lurk

The trenchant steel wherewith to do the deed.

Of these Alcestis trembled like the reed

Set midmost of some quickly running stream,

But with strange fire Eradne’s eyes did gleam,

And a bright flush was burning on her cheek,

As still her fingers the sharp steel did seek;

While tall Amphinome, grown pale and white

Beyond all measure, gazed into the night

With steady eyes, as with the queen they went

To that lone place to work out their intent.

SO when all courts and corridors were passed,

Unto the ancient fane they came at last,

And found it twofold; for below there stood

Square marble pillars, huge, and red as blood,

And wrought all o’er with fretting varying much;

Heavy they were, and nowise like to such

As men built in the lands Medea knew,

Or in the countries fate had led her through:

But they, set close and thick, aloft did hold

A well-wrought roof, where yet gleamed scraps of gold,

That once told tales of Gods none living praise;

And on this roof some king of later days

Had built another temple long before

The Minyae came adown unto that shore

From fair Orchomenus, of whose rites indeed

And to what Gods the victim then did bleed,

Men knew but little; but therein there rose

Fair slim white pillars set in goodly rows,

And garlanded with brazen fruit and flowers,

That gleaming once, through lapse of many hours,

Now with black spirals wrapt the pillars white.

But this fair fane was open to the night

On one side only, toward the restless sea;

And there a terrace, wrought full cunningly,

Clear of the pillars hung above the sand.

Now went those maids, groping with outstretched hand.

Betwixt the pillars of the undercroft,

Until they reached a stair that led aloft

Into the windy, long-deserted fane

Of younger days; but when their feet did gain.

The open space above the murmuring sea,

In whispers did the queens of Thessaly

Show to the Colchian where the great pile was,

Built ‘neath a vessel of bright polished brass,

And many water-jars there stood around;

And as they spoke, to them the faint low sound

Of their own whispered voices seemed as loud

As shouts that break from out the armed crowd

Of warriors ready for the fight. But she

Spoke with no lowered voice, and said: O ye!:

Be brave to-night, and thenceforth have no fear

Of God or man since ye to me are dear.

Light up the torches, for whoe’er may wake,

And note their stars the solid sea-night break.

Will think they light but ghosts of men long dead.

Then presently the pine-bough flared out red,

And lighted up the smile upon her face

And the tall pillars of the holy place,

And the three sisters gazing at her there,

Wild-looking, with the sea-wind in their hair,

And scant black raiment driven from their feet.

But when her eyes their fearful eyes did meet,

With wild appealing glances as for aid,

Some little pity touched the Colchian maid,

Some vague regret for their sad destiny.

But to herself she said: So must it be,

And to such misery shall such a king

Lead wife and child, and every living thing

That trusts him. Then she said, Leave me alone,

But ye, go do the deed that best were done

Ere any streak of dawn makes grey the sky.

And come to me when ye have seen him lie

Dead to his old life of misdeeds and woe.

THEN voiceless from the torchlight did they go

Into the darkness, and she, left alone,

Laid by the torches till the deed was done

Within the pillars, and turned back again

With eager eyes to gaze across the main,

But nothing she beheld by that starlight

But on the beach the line of breakers white,

And here and there, above the unlit grey,

Some white-topped billow dotting the dark bay.

Then, sighing, did she turn herself around

And looked down toward the plot of unused ground,

Whereby they passed into that fateful place,

And gazed thereon with steadfast wary face,

And there the pavement, whitened by the wind,

Betwixt the turf she saw, and nigh it, twined

About a marble image carelessly,

A white wild-rose, and the grey boundary

Of wind-beat stone, through whose unhinged door

Their stealthy feet had passed a while before.

Nought else she saw for a long dreary hour,

For all things lay asleep in bed or bower,

Or in the little-lighted mountain caves,

Or ‘neath the swirling streams and toppling waves.

SHE trembled then, for in the eastern sky

A change came, telling of the dawning nigh,

And with swift footsteps she began to pace

Betwixt the narrow limits of the place;

But as she turned round toward the close once more

Her eyes beheld the pavement by the door

Hid by some moving mass; then joyfully

She waved her white arms toward the murmuring sea,

And listened trembling, and although the sound

Of breakers that the sandy sea-beach ground

Was loud in the still night, yet could she hear

Sounds like the shuffling steps of those that bear

Some heavy thing, and as she gazed, could see

The thin black raiment of the sisters three

Blown out, and falling backward as they bent

Over some burden and right slowly went;

And ‘twixt their arms could she behold the gleam

Of gold or gems, or silver-broidered seam,

Till all was hidden by the undercroft.

And then she heard them struggling bear aloft

That dreadful burden, and then went to meet,

With beating heart, their slow ascending feet,

Taking a half-burnt torch within her hand.

There by its light did she behold them stand

Breathless upon the first stone of that fane,

And with no word she beckoned them again

To move on toward the terrace o’er the sea,

And, turning, went before them silently.

AND so at last the body down they laid

Close by the caldron, and Eradne said:

O thou, our life and saviour! linger not,

We pray thee now! Because our hearts are hot

To see our father look with other eyes

Upon the sea, the green earth, and the skies,

And praise us for this seeming impious deed.

Medea hearkened not; she saw the weed

Which erst she saw all glittering in the hall,

And that same mantle as a funeral pall

Which she had seen laid over either knee,

The wonder of King Aeson’s treasury,

Which wise Phoenicians for much fire-wrought gold

And many oxen, years agone had sold

To Aeson, when folk called him king and lord.

Then to the head she went, and with no word

The white embroidered linen cloth that lay

Over the dead man’s face she drew away,

As though she doubted yet what thing it was,

And saw indeed the face of Pelias.

THEN o’er her pale cheek a bright flush there came,

And, turning, did she set the torches’ flame

Unto the dry brands of the well-built pyre,

And, standing back, and waving from the fire

The shuddering girls, somewhat thereon she cast,

Like unto incense: then with furious blast

Shot up a smokeless flame into the air,

Quivering and red, nor then did she forbear

To cry aloud, in her old Colchian tongue,

Proud words, and passionate, that strangely rung

Within the poor bewildered sisters’ ears,

Filling their hearts with vague and horrid fears.

O love! she said, O love! O sweet delight!

Hast thou begun to weep for me this night,

Dost thou stretch out for me thy mighty hands…

The feared of all, the graspers of the lands?

Come then, O love! across the dark seas come,

And triumph as a king in thine own home!

While I, the doer of a happy deed,

Shall sit beside thee in this wretched weed;

That folk may know me by thine eyes alone

Still blessing me for all that I have done.

Come, king, and sit upon thy father’s seat,

Come, conquering king, thy conqueror love to meet!

BUT as she said these words the luckless three

Stared at her glowing face all helplessly,

Nor to their father’s corpse durst turn their eyes,

While in their hearts did fearful thoughts arise,

But now Medea, casting, fed the fire

With that same incense, and the flame rose higher,

A portent to the dwellers in the town,

Unto the shepherd waking on the down,

A terror telling of ill things to be.

But from the God-built tower of Thessaly,

Grey Pelion, did the centaur Chiron gaze,

And when he saw that ruddy flame outblaze

He smiled and said: So comes to pass the word

That in the forests of the north I heard,

And in such wise shall love be foiled, and hate,

And hope of gain, opposing steadfast fate.

So to the flowery eastern slopes he gat

Waiting the dawn, nor hoped for this or that.
 






  








LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON: BOOK XVI.
 

The landing of the heroes. Jason is made king in Iolchos, and the Argonauts go to their own homes.
 

BUT other watchers were there on that night,

Who saw the birth of that desired light

From nigh green Cicynethus’ woody shore.

For in mid-channel there, with every oar

Run out, and cable ready for the slip,

Did Jason hold his glorious storm-tossed ship,

While in the top did keen-eyed Lynceus stand,

And every man had ready to his hand

Sharp spear, and painted shield, and grinded sword.

Thus as they waited, suddenly the word

Rang out from Jason’s mouth, and in the sea

The cable splashed, and straight the Minyæ

Unto their breasts the shaven ash-trees brought,

And, as the quivering blades the water caught,

Shouted for joy, and quickly passed the edge

Of Cicynethus, green with reed and sedge,

And whitening the dark waters of the bay,

Unto Iolchos did they take their way.

MEANWHILE the Colchian woman nursed her gain,

And watched the grey dawn quicken o’er the main,

Still murmuring softly in the Colchian tongue,

While o’er her head the flickering fire yet hung,

And in the brazen caldron’s lips did gleam,

Wherefrom went up a great white cloud of steam,

To die above their heads in that flesh air.

But Pelias’ daughters, writhing in despair,

Silent for dread of her, she noted nought,

Nor of the dead man laid thereby she thought.

AT last came forward tall Amphinome,

And said: O Queen, look o’er the whitening sea,

And tell us now what thing it is we lack

To bring our father’s vanished breathing back

With that new life, whereof thou spak’st to us.

So in a broken voice and piteous

She spoke; but when no answer came at all,

Nor did Medea’s grey eyes on her fall,

She cried again: O, art thou pitiless?

Wilt thou not note our measureless distress?

Wilt thou not finish that thou hast begun?

Lo, in a little while the piercing sun

Shall find us slayers of our father here.

Then if thou hast no pity, hast thou fear?

We are king’s daughters still, and with us still

Are men whose hearts are set, to do our will;

And if thou fall’st into the hands of these,

Thou shalt lament the gloomy northern trees

And painless death of threescore years and ten,

And little shall thy beauty help thee then.

So cried she shrilly in her gathering ire;

But when Medea answered not, the fire

Burnt out within her heart, and on her knees

She fell, and cried: O crown of Goddesses,

Forgive these impious words, and answer me,

Else shall I try if the green heaving sea

Will hide from all these impious blood-stained hands,

Or bear them far away to savage lands,

That know no good nor evil; O speak, speak!

How can I pray thee when all words are weak?

What gifts, what worship, shall we give to thee?

E’EN as she spoke, Medea seemed to see

A twinkling light far off amidst the bay,

Then from the suppliant hand she drew away,

Nor turned to her; but looking seaward still,

She cried: O love! yet shalt thou have thy fill

Of wealth, and power, and much desired fame,

Nor shall the Grecian folk forget my name

Who dearly bought these for thee; therefore come,

And with the sun behold thy wished-for home.

So spoke she, and no less the wretched three

Beheld that light grow greater o’er the sea,

And therewithal the grey dawn coming fast,

And from them now well-nigh all hope had passed.

But fair Alcestis, grovelling on the ground,

And crying out, cast both her arms around

Medea’s knees, and panting and half-dead,

Poured forth wild words, nor knew the words she said.

While the two others, mad with their despair,

Ran wailing through the pillars here and there,

Nor knew indeed what thing had come on them,

FOR now, at last, fair Argo’s plunging stem

Medea saw in the still gathering light,

And round about her the sea beaten white

With steady oars; then she looked down, and said:

What! art thou praying for the newly dead,

For him who yesterday beheld the sun?

And dost thou think that I am such an one

That what the Gods have unmade I can make?

Lo! with the dead shall Pelias too awake,

And see such things as dead men’s eyes may see.

Then as Alcestis, moaning wretchedly,

Fell back upon the pavement, thus she said:

Take comfort yet, and lift again thine head,

O foolish woman! Dost thou think that fate

Has yet been stopped by any love or hate,

Or fear of death, or man’s far-shouted fame?

And still doubt not that I, who have to name

The wise Medea, in such ways as this

Have long been struggling for a life of bliss

I shall not gain; and thus shall all men do,

And win such wages as have happed to you.

Rise up and gaze at what the fates have wrought,

And all the counsels they have brought to nought

On this same morn. Hearken the dash of oars

That never more ye thought would brush these shores;

Behold the man stand on the high-raised prow

That this dead man so surely dead did know.

See how he raises in his conquering hand

The guarded marvel of the Colchian land,

Which this dead king deemed Jason’s death and woe;

See how his folk ashore the grapnels throw;

And see, and see! beneath the rising sun,

How fair a day for this land is begun.

And let king Pelias rise if now he can,

And stop the coming of the half-shod man.

E’EN as she spoke, the keel had touched the sand,

And catching up her raiment in her hand,

She ran with speed, and gained the temple-close,

Made fragrant with that many-flowered white rose,

And o’er its daisied grass sped toward the beach;

But when her feet the wrinkled sand did reach,

There, nigh the ship, stood Jason all alone,

With spear-point turned from off the field unsown

As right and left he peered forth warily,

As though he thought some looked-for thing to see.

But when he saw her hurrying him to meet,

With wild wind-tingled hair, and naked feet,

And outstretched hands, and scanty raiment black,

But for one moment did he start aback,

As if some guardian spirit of the land

Had come upon him; but the next, his hand

Had caught her slim wrist, and his mouth cried out:

Ashore, O heroes! and no more have doubt

That all is well done which we wished were done

By this my love, by this the glorious one,

The saviour of my life, the Queen of Love,

To whom alone of all who are above,

Or on the earth, will I pour wine, or give

The life of anything that once did live.

THEN all men leapt upon the green earth’s rim,

And clashed the shield and spear round her and him,

Rejoicing that their mighty task was done;

But as he saw the newly-risen sun

Shine on the town upon their left that lay,

Then smiling joyously, did Jason say:

O heroes, tell me, is the day not won?

Look how the sun’s rays now are stealing on,

And soon will touch that temple’s marble feet

Where stood the king our parting keel to greet.

But the great golden image of the God

Holds up, unlighted yet, his crystal rod,

And surely ere the noon shall gleam on it

Upon my father’s throne his son shall sit,

Hedged round with spears of loyal men and true,

And all be done that we went forth to do.

BUT, ‘midst their shouting, spoke the queen again:

Jason, behold hereby this ancient fane;

Amidst its pillars let the heroes go

Until a marble stair they come unto,

And thereby mount into a pillared place,

At end whereof, upon an open space

Hung o’er the beach, that beacon shall they see

That lighted you to finish gloriously

Your glorious journey; and beside the fire

There shall they find the slayer of thy sire,

Who, soothly, shall not flee from them to-day,

Nor curse the men who carry him away.

Then forth Menoetius and Nauphius stood,

Lynceus the keen, and Apheus of the wood,

To do the thing that she would have them do,

While unto Argo did Medea go,

And for the last time scaled the sea-beat side;

There ‘midst her silken curtains did she hide,

And clad her in the daintiest and the best

Of all she had stored up in fragrant chest,

And on her feet bound.golden sandals fair,

And set a golden garland on her hair.

But when again she reached the shell-strewn sand

She saw the shielded heroes wondering stand

About the new-slain body of the king,

Not knowing yet whose hands had wrought the thing.

For, scared amid their woe and misery,

By clash of arms, the wretched sisters three

Were lurking still within the undercroft,

Amongst the close-set pillars, thinking oft

That now the whole round world should be undone.

BUT while they trembled, Aeson’s glorious son

Bade men make onward toward the market-place,

That there he might the wondering townsfolk face

For war or peace whichever it might be;

But first upon a great oar carefully

They bound a spar crosswise, and hung thereon

That guarded marvel which their arms had won,

And as a banner bore it well aloft,

And fair Medea, upon cushions soft,

Laid upon spear-staves did they bear along,

Hedged round with glittering spears and bucklers strong,

And unarmed, fearless, mighty Jason led

Their joyous march, next whom, the man just dead,

The strong-armed heroes upon spear-shafts bore,

With dark blue sea-cloaks deftly covered o’er.

So, following up the poor unkingly bier

Of him who erst for love of gain and fear

Had sent them forth to what he deemed their end,

They through the palace courts began to wend,

Not stayed of any, since the guards indeed

Still slept, made heavy by the drowsy weed

Eradne in their wine erewhile did steep.

And other folk, just risen from out their sleep,

Looked from the windows ‘mazed; and like a dream

The queen, enthroned on golden cloths did seem,

And like a dream the high-raised, glittering Fleece,

And that new-slain, long-hated pest of Greece.

And some indeed there were who saw full well

What wondrous tale there would be now to tell;

These the glad setting forth did not forget,

But to their eyes more fair, more glorious yet

The heroes showed, than when the sunny bay

First felt their keel upon a happy day;

So now they shouted to behold the Fleece,

And that fair Helper who had saved for Greece

The godlike heroes, and amidst of these

Seemed not the least of heavenly Goddesses.

WITHAL they reached at last the brazen gate

Of Aeson’s house, outside of which did wait

Men armed and loud-voiced; for that dawn a man

Unknown, a fisher on the water wan,

From house to house among the folk had passed,

Who said, that all alone his nets he cast

Amid the bay a little time before

The dawn, and heard the sound of many an oar,

And looking round, beheld a glittering prow

That well he knew for Argo’s tyned sea-plough;

And as he gazed, her many-coloured side

Dashed past him like a dream with flood of tide,

As toward the far-off ancient fane she drave:

That then no more he drifted on the wave,

But made good haste the landing-place to gain.

For certes, said he, Pelias now is slain,

And we are free once more. So saying, he passed

From house to house, and reached the gates at last;

Nor any saw him more on land or sea,

And, certes, none but clear-voiced Mercury

Spoke in that man by helpful Juno made,

No body soothly, but a hollow shade.

NOW therefore when the gates were open wide

Shouting the folk drew back on either side,

All wild with joy; but when they did behold

The high-raised Fleece of curling ruddy gold,

And the glad heroes’ mighty heads beneath,

And throned Medea, with her golden wreath,

And folded hands, and chiefest thing of all,

The godlike man who went beside the pall,

Whereon the body of their tyrant lay,

Then did their voices fail them on that day,

And many a man of weeping there was fain.

AT last did Jason set his foot again

Upon the steps of that same ivory throne

Where once he fronted Pelias all alone,

And bare of friends: but now he turned about,

And, ‘mid the thunder of the people’s shout,

Scarce heard his fellows’ spears: and by his side

There stood his gold-adorned Colchian bride,

With glad tears glistening in her sweet grey eyes:

And dead at end of foiled treacheries,

There lay his foe, the slayer of his kin.

Then did he clasp the hand that lay within

His mighty and sword-hardened fingers brown,

And cried aloud above the shouting town:

Tell me, O people of my father’s land,

Before whose ivory well-wrought throne I stand,

And whose fair-towered house mine eyes behold,

Glittering with brazen pillars, rich with gold?

AWHILE ago we sailed across the sea,

To meet our deaths, if so the thing must be,

And there had died, had not the kind Gods been,

Who sent to us this lovely Colchian queen

To be our helper: many a land we saw

That knoweth neither tongue of man, nor law

Of God or man: oft most things did we lack

That most men have, as still we struggled back

Unto the soft wind and the Grecian sea;

Until this morn our keel triumphantly

Furrowed the green waves of the well-known bay.

There to yon palace did I take my way,

As one who thought to see his father’s face;

Yet landing wary of a doubtful place,

(Since times may change, and friendship come to nought)

To this dead man straightway my feet were brought,

Whose face I knew, the face of Pelias.

Then still more warily thence did we pass,

Till we met folk who told us everything,

Both of the slaying of the godlike king,

Aeson my father, and of other folk,

And how the whole land groaned beneath the yoke

Of this dead man; whom sure the Gods have slain

That all our labour might not be in vain,

Nor we, safe passing through the deadly land,

Lie slain in our own country at his hand.

So have the Gods wrought; therefore am I here,

No shield upon mine arm, no glittering spear

In my right hand, but by my unarmed side

This Colchian Queen, by many, sorrows tried.

Therefore, no fear of you is in my heart,

And if ye will, henceforth will I depart,

Nor take mine own: or if it please this town

To slay me, let them lay my dead corpse down,

As on his tomb my father’s image lies,

Like what he was before these miseries

Fell on his head. But in no wise will I

Take seat beneath this golden canopy,

Before ye tell me, people of this land,

Whose throne this is before the which I stand,

Whose towered house is this mine eyes behold,

Girt round with brazen pillars, bright with gold.

THEN, ere he ceased, the people’s shouts broke in

Upon his speech: Most glorious of thy kin!

Be thou our king be thou our king alone,

That we may think the age of iron gone,

And Saturn come with every peaceful thing:

Jason for king! the Conqueror for king!

Therewith the heroes clashed their spears and shields,

And as within the many-flowered fresh fields

This way and that the slim-stalked flowers do bend,

When sweeping gusts the soft west wind doth send

Among their hosts, so moved the people then,

When ceased the shouting of the armed men.

For each unto the other ‘gan to speak,

And o’er the tall men’s head a dame would seek

To raise her child to look upon the king.

And as with smiles and laughter many a thing

They chattered through the great square joyously,

Each careless what his neighbour’s words might be,

It sounded like some February mead,

Where thick the lustred starlings creep and feed,

And each his own song sings unto his mate,

Chiding the fickle spring so cold and late.

BUT through the happy clamour of the folk,

At Jason’s bidding, the great trumpet broke,

And great Echion’s voice rang clear and strong,

As he cried silence; then across the throng,

Did Jason cry: O people, thanked be ye,

That in such wise ye give yourselves to me.

And now, O friends, what more is there to say

But this? Be glad, and feast this happy day,

Nor spend one coin of all your store for this;

Nor shall the altars of the high Gods miss

Their due thankoffering: and She chief of all,

Who caused that this same happy time should fall,

Shall have a tithe of all that ‘longs to me.

And ye, O loved companions o’er the sea,

Come to my golden house, and let us feast,

Nor let time weary us this night at least;

O! be so glad that this our happy day

For all times past, all times to come may pay.

HE ceased, and one more shout the people sent

Up to the heavens, as he descending went

With the fair Colchian through the joyous folk,

From whose well-ordered lane at times there broke

Some little child, thrust forward well to see

The godlike leader of the Minyæ:

Or here and there forth would some young man lean

To gaze upon the beauty of the queen

A little nearer, as they passed him by.

THEN in such guise, they went triumphantly

To all the temples of that city fair,

And royal gifts they gave the great Gods there,

But chiefest from the Queen of Heaven’s own close

The clouds of incense in the air uprose,

And chiefly thither were the white lambs led,

And there the longest, Jason bowed the head

Well garlanded with lily blossoms white.

But She, when all these things were done aright,

And Jason now had turned to go away,

In midmost of that cloudless sunny day

Bade Iris build her many-coloured bow;

That She her favour to the king might show.

Then still more did the royal man rejoice,

And o’er the people, lifting up his voice,

Cried: See, Thessalians, who is on my side,

Nor fear ye now but plenty will abide

In your fair land, and all the folk speak of it,

From places whence the wavering swallows flit,

That they may live with us the sweet half year,

To earth where dwells the sluggish white-felled bear.

SO spake he, glad past words; and for the rest

Did Juno love him well since his great quest

Had brought home bitter death on Pelias,

And his love’s words had brought the thing to pass,

That o’er that head was hanging, since the day

When from Sidero dead he turned away,

And as with Neleus down the steps he trod,

Thought things that fitted some undying God.

THENCE to his father’s tomb did Jason go,

And found the old man’s body laid alow,

Within a lone, unkingly grave, and bade

That straightway should a royal tomb be made

To lay him in, anigh the murmuring sea,

Where, celebrating their great victory,

They might do honour to his head recrowned,

And ‘mid their shouts all mourning might be drowned,

Nor would they gladden Pelias’ lonely shade

By weeping o’er the slaughter he had made.

THEREFROM unto his own house Jason came,

Which had not seen him since his new-cried name

Rang ‘twixt the marble walls triumphantly,

And all folk set their hearts upon the sea.

So, now again, when shadows ‘gan to fall

Still longer from the west, within that hall

Once more the heroes sat above their wine,

Once more they hearkened music nigh divine,

Once more the maidens’ flower-scattering hands

Seemed better prizes than well-peopled lands.

GLORIOUS and royal, now the deed was done,

Seemed in that hall the face of every one,

Who, ‘twixt the thin plank and the bubbling sea,

Had pulled the smooth oar-handle past his knee.

Tuneful each voice seemed as the heroes told

The marvels that their eyes did erst behold,

Unto some merchant of the goodly town,

Or some rich man who on the thymy down

Fed store of sheep, and in whose deep-green mead

The heavy-uddered cows were wont to feed.

AND she who all this world of joy had made,

And dared so many things-all unafraid,

Now sat a Queen beside her crowned King.

And as his love increased with everything

She did or said, forgot her happy state

In Aea of old times, ere mighty fate

Brought Argo’s side from out the Clashers twain,

Betwixt the rainbow and the briny rain.

Yet in the midst of her felicity

She trembled lest another day should see

Another fate, and other deeds for these,

Who hailed her not the least of Goddesses.

Yet surely now, if never more again,

Had she and all these folk forgotten pain,

And idle words to them were Death and Fear

For in the gathering evening could they hear

The carols of the glad folk through the town,

The song of birds within the garden drown;

And when the golden sun had gone away,

Still little darker was the night than day

Without the windows of the goodly hall.

BUT many an hour after the night did fall,

Though outside silence fell on man and beast,

There still they sat, nor wearied of the feast

Yea, ere they parted glimmering light had come

From the far mountains near the Colchian’s home,

And in the twilight birds began to wake.

BUT the next morn, for slaughtered Aeson’s sake

The games began, with many a sacrifice,

And, these being all accomplished, gifts of price

The heroes took at Jason’s open hands,

And, going homewards, unto many lands

They bore the story of their wandering.

And now is Jason mighty lord and king,

And wedded to the fairest queen on earth,

And with no trouble now to break his mirth;

And, loved by all, lives happy free from blame,

Nor less has won the promised meed of fame.

So, having everything he once desired

Within the wild, ere yet his heart was fired

By Juno’s word, he lives an envied man,

Holding these things that scarce another can,

Ease, love, and fame, and youth that knows no dread

Of any horrors lurking far ahead

Across the sunny fair-flowered fields of life:

Youth seeing no end unto the joyous strife.

And thus in happy days, and rest, and peace,

Endeth the Winning of the Golden Fleece.
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SO ends the Winning of the Golden Fleece;

So ends the tale of that sweet rest and peace

That unto Jason and his love befell;

Another story now my tongue must tell,

And tremble in the telling. Would that I

Had but some portion of that mastery

That from the rose-hung lanes of woody Kent

Through these five hundred years such songs have sent

To us, who, meshed within this smoky net

Of unrejoicing labour, love them yet.

And thou, O Master!...Yea, my Master still,

Whatever feet have scaled Parnassus’ hill,

Since like thy measures, clear and sweet and strong,

Thames’ stream scarce fettered drave the dace along

Unto the bastioned bridge, his only chain…

O Master, pardon me, if yet in vain

Thou art my Master, and I fail to bring

Before men’s eyes the image of the thing

My heart is filled with: thou whose dreamy eyes

Beheld the flush to Cressid’s cheeks arise,

When Troilus rode up the praising street,

As clearly as they saw thy townsmen meet

Those who in vineyards of Poictou withstood

The glittering horror of the steel-topped wood.

TEN years have passed, since in the market-place

The hero stood with flushed and conquering face,

And life before him like one happy day;

But many an hour thereof has passed away

In mingled trouble and felicity.

And now at Corinth, kissed by either sea,

He dwells, not governed now nor governing,

Since there his kinsman Creon is a king.

And with him still abides the Colchian

But little changed, since o’er the waters wan

She gazed upon the mountains that she knew

Still lessening as the plunging Argo flew

Over the billows on the way to Greece.

But in these ten sweet years of rest and peace

Two fair man-children hath she borne to him,

Who, joyous fair of face and strong of limb,

Full oft shall hear the glorious story told

Of Argo and the well-won Fleece of Gold,

By some old mariner; and oft shall go

Where nigh the sea the wind-swept beech-trees grow,

And with a grey old woman tending them,

Shall make an Aea of some beech-tree’s stem,

About whose roots there stands the water black.

Nor of the fleece shall they have any lack,

For in the bushes hangs much tangled wool

From wandering sheep who seek the shadow cool;

And for the dragon shall there be thereby

A many-coloured snake with glazed dull eye,

Slain by the shepherd; so shall pass their days,

Whom folk look soon to gather wealth and praise.

AND ‘midst these living things has Argo found

A home here also; on the spot of ground

‘Twixt Neptune’s temple and the eastern sea,

She looks across the waves unceasingly;

And as their ridges draw on towards the land,

The winds tell stories of the kingly band.

There, with the fixed and unused oars spread out,

She lies amidst the ghosts of song and shout,

And merry laughter, that were wont to fill

Her well-built hollow, slowly dying still,

Like all that glorious company of kings

Who in her did such well-remembered things.

But as the day comes round when o’er the seas

She darted ‘twixt the blue Symplegades,

And when again she rushed across the bar,

With King Aeetes following her afar,

And when at length the heroes laid adown

The well-worn oars at old King Aeson’s town,

When, year by year, these glorious days come round,

Bright with gay garments is that spot of ground,

And the grey rocks that o’ertop Cenchreæ

Send echoes of sweet singing o’er the sea.

For then the keel the maidens go about

Singing the songs of Orpheus, and the shout

Of rough-voiced sea-folk endeth every song;

And then from stem to stern they hang along

Garlands of flowers, and all the oars they twine

With garlands too, and cups of royal wine

Cast o’er her bows; and at the stern a maid

Handles the tiller, she being all arrayed

In Juno’s fashion; while anigh the stem

Stands one with wings and many-coloured hem

About her raiment, like the messenger

Who bears the high Gods’ dreadful words with her,

And through the sea of old that stem did lead.

LO, in such wise they honoured that great deed,

But Jason did they reverence as a God;

And though his kinsman bore the ivory rod

And golden circlet, little could he do

Unless the great Thessalian willed it too.

Yet therefore Creon nowise bore him hate,

But reverencing the wise decrees of fate,

Still honoured him the more; and therewith thought,

Would that this man by some means might be brought

To wed my daughter; since when I am dead,

By none but him the people shall be led.

And on this thought he brooded more and more,

And ‘gan to hate the Colchian very sore,

And through the place, as lightly he might do,

He spread ill tales of false things and of true,

And unto Jason’s self such words did say

As well he thought might turn his heart away

From faith and truth; and as such words will come,

When wise men speak them, to a ready home,

So here they did; though soothly for his part,

He knew it not, nor yet his restless heart.

BUT on a day it fell that as they sat

In Creon’s porch, and talked of this or that,

The king spake: Yea no dread thy strong heart bears,

But is it that no whisper yet it hears

Of what the Gods may do for Pelias?

Nay, Jason said, let what will come to pass!

His day is past and mine is flourishing;

But doubtless is an end to everything,

And soon or late each man shall have his day.

Then said the king: Neither did thine hand slay

The man thyself, or bring his death about;

Each man shall bear his own sin without doubt.

Yet do I bid thee watch and take good heed

Of what the Colchian’s treacheries may breed.

Then quickly Jason turned his head around

And said: What is there dwelling above ground

That loveth me as this one loveth me?

O Creon! I am honoured here as thee;

All do my will as if a God I were;

Scarce can the young men see me without fear,

The elders without tears of vain regret.

And, certes, had this worshipped head been set

Upon some spike of King Aeetes’ house,

But for her tender love and piteous;

For me she gave up country kin and name,

For me she risked tormenting and the flame,

The anger of the Gods and curse of man;

For me she came across the waters wan

Through many woes, and for my sake did go

Alone, unarmed, to my most cruel foe,

Whom there she slew by his own daughters’ hands,

Making me king of all my father’s lands:

Note all these things, and tell me then to flee

From that which threateneth her who loveth me.

Yea, said the king, to make and to unmake

Is her delight; and certes for thy sake

She did all this thou sayest, yea, and yet more;

Seeing thee death-doomed on a foreign shore,

With hardy heart, but helpless; a king’s son,

But with thy thread of life well-nigh outrun;

Therefore, I say, she did all this for thee,

And ever on the way to Thessaly

She taught thee all things needful, since ye were

As void of helpful knowledge as of fear.

All this she did, and so was more than queen

Of thee and thine: but thou, thine age is green,

NOR will thou always dwell in this fair town,

Nor through the wild wood hunt the quarry down:

Bethink thee, of the world thou mayst be king,

Holding the life and death of everything,

Nor will she love thee more, upon that day

When all her part will be but to obey;

Nor will it then be fitting unto thee

To have a rival in thy sovereignty

Laid in thy bed, and sitting at thy board.

Now somewhat Jason reddened at that word,

But said: O Creon, let the thing be so!

She shall be high the while that I am low,

And as the Gods in heaven rule over me,

Since they are greater, in such wise shall she,

Who as they gave me life, has given me life,

And glorious end to seeming hopeless strife.

Then Creon said: Yea, somewhat good it were

If thou couldst lead that life, and have no fear.

Laughing he spoke; but quickly changed his face,

And with knit brows he rose up from his place,

And with his hand on Jason’s shoulder, said:

O careless man, too full of hardihead!

O thou ease-loving, little-thinking man,

Whate’er thou doest, dread the Colchian!

She will unmake thee yet, as she has made,

And in a bloody grave shalt thou be laid.

Then turning, to his palace went the king,

But Jason, left alone and pondering,

Felt in his heart a vague and gnawing fear,

Of unknown troubles slowly drawing near,

And, spite of words, the thing that Creon said

Touched in his heart that still increasing dread,

And he was moved by that grave elder’s face,

For love was dying in the ten years’ space.

BUT Creon, sitting in his chamber, thought,

Surely I deem my hero may be brought

To change his mate, for in his heart I see

He wearies of his great felicity;

Like fools, for whom fair heaven is not enough,

Who long to stumble over forests rough

With chance of death: yet no more will I say,

But let the bright sun bring about the day.

Now such an one for daughter Creon had

As maketh wise men fools, and young men mad,

Who yet in Corinth at this time was not,

But dwelt afar upon a woody spot

Anigh Cleonæ; whither oft before

Had Jason gone for chasing of the boar

With Creon and his folk; and on a day

With the old king again he took his way

To that dark wood, whereto, about the noon.

They came, well harbingered by thrushes’ tune.

And there straight fell to hunting of the boar;

But, either through default of woodland lore,

Or bidden by the king, huntsmen and all

The king’s stout servants from the chase did fall,

And Jason with him soon was left alone.

And both saw that the day should soon be done,

For ‘midst the thick trees was it nigh twilight,

Then Jason said: Surely our bed to-night

Will be beneath these creaking boughs and black.

Nay, said the king, surely we shall not lack

Soft golden beds such as old men desire,

Nor on the hearth the crackling of the fire,

For hereby is a little house of mine,

Where dwells my daughter Glauce, near the shrine

Of round-armed Juno; there, with two or three,

Matrons or maids, she guardeth reverently

The altar of the Goddess. With that word

Forward his jaded horse old Creon spurred,

And Jason followed him; and when the sun

His burning course that day had well-nigh done,

The king and Jason came anigh the place

Where stood the house upon a swarded space

Amidst thick trees, that hedged it like a wall,

Whose shadows now o’er half the lawn did fall,

While, ‘twixt their stems the low sun showed like fire,

And in the east the still white moon rose higher.

But midmost there a glittering roof of gold

Slim shafts of pale blue marble did uphold,

And under it, made by the art divine

Of some dead man, before a well-wrought shrine,

Watching her altar, kind and satisfied

The Golden Goddess stood all open-eyed:

And round her temple was a little close

Shut by a gilded trellis of red rose

From off the forest green-sward; and from thence

Carried by winds about the beechwood dense,

The scent of lilies rose up in the air,

And store of Juno’s fowl was roosting there,

Or moving lazily across the grass.

BUT from the temple did the two kings pass

Unto a marble house that was thereby,

Not great indeed, but builded cunningly,

And set about with carven images,

Built in a close of slim young apple-trees;

A marble fountain was there nigh the door,

Wherein the restless water trickled o’er

A smooth-hewn basin coloured like a shell,

And from the wet pink lip thereof it fell

By many a thin streak into a square pool,

From whence it ran again, the grass to cool,

In a small stream o’er sand and earth and flint,

Edged all about with fragrant blue-flowered mint,

Or hidden by the flat-leaved quivering sedge.

But from the pool’s smooth-wrought and outmost edge

There went a marble step the fount to meet,

Well worn by many a water-drawer’s feet.

And thereon now they saw a damsel stand,

Holding the basin’s lip with either hand,

While at her feet a brazen ewer stood;

But when she heard them coming from the wood,

She turned about, and, seeing men near by,

Caught up the brazen vessel hastily,

And swiftly ran back towards the marble house;

But Creon, in his voice imperious,

Cried: Hither, Glauce, am I grown so old,

That without fear thou canst no more behold

Thy father, Creon? Nay, come near, O child,

And bid us welcome to the forest wild.

Then straight she stopped, and setting down the urn,

Unto her father and his guest did turn,

While o’er his saddle-bow old Creon bent,

Rejoicing in her beauty as she went;

And for one moment every scheme forgat,

For raising this thing and abasing that;

As well he might, for as in poor array

She drew on towards them at that end of day,

With raiment fluttering in the evening breeze,

She seemed like Her, the crown of Goddesses,

Who, o’er the dark sea, at the sunset came

To be in heaven a joy, on earth a flame.

Blushing, she came to Creon’s saddle-bow,

And kissed him, who said, smiling: Fearest thou

Thy father, grown the oldest of old men?

How wilt thou look upon this stranger then,

Who is no God, though such he seems to be,

But.Jason, leader of the Minyæ?

Somewhat she started at the glorious name,

And o’er her face deeper the red flush came,

As she, with upraised face and shamefast eyes,

Said: Welcome, winner of the guarded prize!

Good hap it is indeed that thou art come

Unto my little-peopled woodland home.

Come then, my lords, to what awaits you here;

Not rich Mæonean wine, nor dainty cheer

Your lips shall taste, but of fair simple flowers,

Plucked at the edges of the beechen bowers,

Your drink shall savour, and your meat shall be

Red-coated squirrels from the beechen tree.

Then fain to hide her eyes and blushing face,

She turned from them, and at a gentle pace

Unto the pillared porch she led the twain.

There they, alighting the dark house did gain,

And there they ate and drank, making such cheer

As fasting men will do; and still anear

Was Glauce to them, telling every maid

How such and such a thing should be arrayed;

And ever the Thessalian’s eager eyes

Did follow her, and to his heart did rise

Vague feelings of a new-found happiness.

But now as the round moon was growing less,

And waxing brighter, and of fitting food

The kings had eaten as they thought it good,

Then Creon said: O daughter, rise and take

This full cup to the hero for my sake,

And bid him drink thereof, and tell thee all

That unto him at Aea did befall,

And what fate did as still he journeyed home.

Then unto Jason did the maiden come,

Bearing the cup, and when he saw her thus,

The lapse of time seemed strange and piteous;

For he bethought him of that other tide,

When certain-seeming death he did abide

In King Aetes’ hall; and when she drew

Anigh unto him, back the past years flew,

And he became that man entrapped again,

And newly felt, as then, that joyous pain,

And in his hand as then the cup he took,

With the warm fingers, and as then her look

Sent fire throughout his veins; yea, and as then

He had no heed of any Gods or men.

Therewith her musical sweet voice he heard,

Speaking again the king her father’s word:

O Jason, if it please thee, tell me all

That unto thee at Aea did befall,

And what thou sawest as thou journeydst home,

And how it happed thee to thy land to come.

But ever as she spake she gazed at him,

And with new thoughts her simple eyes did swim,

Thinking her happy that this man had wed;

And therewithal she turned from pale to red,

And red to pale. Then said he; Thou shall know,

O fair king’s daughter, all I have to show.

And so the story of the Fleece began,

And how fair Argo crossed the water wan;

While from his glittering eyes, deep sunk with eld,

The wily king those beauteous folk beheld,

As still from Jason’s lips poured forth the tale,

And she sat listening, whiles with cheeks grown pale

And parted lips, and whiles with downcast eyes,

And blushing for the thoughts that would arise

Uncalled for; and thus passed that eve away

Till time of rest came. Then until the day,

In his fair silken bed did Jason dream

Of Argo struggling with the unknown stream,

And all the wonders of their by-gone quest,

And well-known faces long time laid to rest.

BUT when the night was o’er, and the great sun

Another day for all things had begun,

The kings arising unto Corinth rode;

But ere they left the woodland fair abode,

Unto the Goddess did they sacrifice,

And on her altar in such woodland wise

As huntsmen use, their offerings did they lay.

With them was Glauce on that dawn of day,

Upon the left hand of the ancient king,

Unto the reverend Goddess ministring.

But when they turned once more unto the town,

The half-quenched censer did she lay adown,

And holding still the fresh-plucked flowery wreath,

Bade them farewell. Then by thick wood and heath

They rode, and on their journey Jason said

Few words and wandering; for still that maid

Did he behold before his waking eyes.

And with the oft-recurring memories

Of days and things a long time passed away

Her image mixed, and words that she did say.

But when upon the threshold of his house

He met Medea, who, with amorous

And humble words, spoke to him greetings kind,

He felt as he whose eyes the fire doth blind,

That presently about his limbs shall twine,

And in her face and calm grey eyes divine

He read his own destruction; none the less

In his false heart fair Glauce’s loveliness

Seemed that which he had loved his whole life long,

And little did he feel his old love’s wrong.

Alas for truth! each day, yea, hour by hour,

He longed once more to see the beechen bower,

And her who dwelt thereby. Alas, alas!

Oft from his lips the hated words would pass:

O wavering traitor, still unsatisfied!

O false betrayer of the love so tried!

Fool! to cast off the beauty that thou knowst,

Clear-seeing wisdom, better than a host

Against thy foes, and truth and constancy

Thou wilt not know again, whate’er shall be!

So oft he spoke words that were words indeed,

And had no sting, nor would his changed heart heed

The very bitterest of them all, as he

Thought of his woodland fair divinity,

And of her upturned face, so wondering

At this or that oft-told unheeded thing.

Yet whiles indeed old memories had some power

Over his heart; in such an awful hour

As that, when darksome night is well-nigh done,

And earth is waiting silent for the sun;

Then would he turn about his mate to see,

From lips half open breathing peacefully;

And open, listless, the fair fingers laid,

That unto him had brought such mighty aid.

Then groaning from her would he turn away,

And wish he might not see another day,

For certainly his wretched soul he knew,

And of the cruel God his heart that drew.

But when the bright day had come round again,

With noise of men, came foolish thoughts and vain,

And, feeding fond desire, needs must he burn

Unto Cleonae his swift steps to turn.

Nor to these matters was the Colchian blind,

And though as yet his speech to her was kind,

Good heed she took of all his moody ways,

And how he loved her not as in past days;

And how he shrunk from her, yet knew it not,

She noted, and the stammering words and hot,

Wherewith as she grew kinder still he strove

To hide from her the changing of his love.

Long time she tried to shut her eyes to this,

Striving to save that fair abode of bliss;

But so it might not be; and day by day

She saw the happy time fade fast away;

And as she fell from out that happiness,

Again she grew to be the sorceress,

Worker of fearful things, as once she was,

When what my tale has told she brought to pass.

SO, on a weary, hopeless day, she said:

Ah, poor Medea, art thou then betrayed

By that thou trustedst? Art thou brought to nought

By that which erst, with wonders strangely wrought,

Thou madest live through happy days and long?

Lo, now shall be avenged those poor maids’ wrong,

Who, in that temple o’er the murmuring sea,

Ran maddening here and there; and now shall be

That word accomplished that I uttered then,

Nor yet believed…that to all earthly men,

In spite of right and wrong, and love and hate,

One day shall come the turn of luckless fate.

Alas! then I believed it not, when I

Saw Argo’s painted prow triumphantly

Cleave the grey seas, and knew that I it was,

My very self, who brought those things to pass,

And lit those eyes unseen. How could I know

Unto what cruel folly men will grow?

She wept therewith; and once more on that night

She stole abroad about the mirk midnight,

Once more upon a wood’s edge from her feet

She stripped the shoes and bared her shoulder sweet.

Once more that night over the lingering fire

She hung with sick heart famished of desire.

Once more she turned back when her work was done:

Once more she fled the coming of the sun;

Once more she reached her dusky, glimmering room;

Once more she lighted up the dying gloom;

Once more she lay adown, and in sad sleep

Her weary body and sick heart did steep.

Alas! no more did tender Love come down

And smooth her troubled face of fear and frown;

No more with hope half-opened lips did smile.

Not long she slept, but in a little while,

Sighing, she rose, when now the sun was high,

And, going to her wallet wearily,

Took forth a phial thence, which she unstopped

And a small driblet therefrom slowly dropped

Upon a shred of linen, which straightway

In the sun’s gleaming pathway did she lay;

But when across it the first sunbeam came,

Therefrom there burst a colourless bright flame,

Which still burnt on when every shred was gone

Of that which seemed to feed the flame alone;

Nor burnt it less for water, that she threw

Across it and across. Thereon she drew

A linen tunic from a brazen chest,

Wherein lay hid the fairest and the best

Of all her raiment; this she held, and said:

Jason, thy love is fair by likelihead,

Pity it were to hide her over-much,

And when this garment her fair limbs shall touch,

So will it hide them as the water green

Hid Citheræa, when she first was seen.

Soothly she spoke, because the web was fair

And thin, and delicate beyond compare,

And had been woven in no common loom,

For she herself within her fair-hung room

Had set the warp and watched the fine web glide

Up from the roller, while from side to side,

Scarce seen, the shuttle flew from fingers thin

Of a dark Indian maid, whom gold did win

From some Phœnician, that loved nought but gold.

But sighing now the raiment to behold,

She poured into a well-wrought bowl of brass

The thing that in the phial hidden was,

And therein, fold by fold, the linen laid,

Then for a little while her hands she stayed,

Till it had drunk the moisture thoroughly;

Whereon she took it forth and laid it by,

Far from the sunlight, on her royal bed,

Saying: O thou who hast the hardihead,

Whoe’er thou art, to take from me mine own,

It had been better for thee that of stone

Thy limbs were wrought, nor made to suffer pain,

If this morn’s deed has not been quite in vain.

So saying, did she mutter moodily,

Watching the spread-out linen slowly dry;

At last she took it and within a bright

Fair silver casket hid it from the sight.

This done, about the noble house she went,

And bitterly full oft her eyes she bent

On man and maid, and things grown old and dear,

‘Midst hope of rest, no longer hoped for there.

AND, meantime Jason by the wily king

Still watched, had little joy in anything,

For while with fierce desire his heart still burned,

Yet now again for rest and peace he yearned,

Nor praise of other men yet counted nought,

And somewhat of the coming days he thought,

Arid helpless eld with many memories

Beset, and pictures of reproachful eyes;

Yet thinking of the chain of days and nights

Stretched out all barren of once-hoped delights,

A sorry thing life seemed to him to be,

And one path only from that misery

Seemed open to him…where the fair girl stood,

Within the shadow of the beechen wood.

But while he wavered thus ‘twixt love and fear,

And something of the old time grown too dear

To cast off lightly, Creon noted all;

Fair grew his hope that things should so befall

As he had willed, and in such wise he wrought

That all unto an ending soon he brought.

Therefore it happed that on a July morn,

Jason at last, by many troubles torn,

Mounted his horse, and toward Cleonæ turned.

But as with pale face, and a heart that burned

To end all things in sweet love at the last,

He by the palace of King Creon passed,

There Creon stood before the door, and said:

Where goest thou, O Jason? By my head,

Wilt thou not sit at our high feast to-day?

What do’st thou then, upon the stony way

That leads to Argolis? O King, said he,

I am not meet for your solemnity,

Because the Gods to-day have made me sad;

Nor knew I that high feast should here be had,

But thought to-day to see my arrows fly

Within the green glades of the wood hereby.

Meseems, the king said, Summer yet is young,

And on the wall thy quiver may be hung,

When unto Citheræa’s house of gold

Go thronging man and maid and young and old:

When elders like to me will hold this feast;

Who in their foolish hearts can mourn at least

For days and things that never come again.

Yet, for myself, I shall not feast in vain,

For on this day my daughter comes to me;

Her whom anigh Cleonæ thou didst see;

And she too goes with flower-bearing hands

To kiss the foot that on the tortoise stands.

So saying, did his ancient wily eyes

Behold the blood to Jason’s brow arise,

And inwardly he laughed; but Jason said:

Yea then, O King, to chase my drearihead,

This were a fair sight for mine eyes to see,

And since thou willest, I will go with thee.

Then ‘lighting from his horse, beside the king

He stood, and talked of this or that light thing,

And saw meanwhile full many a wain broad-wheeled,

Laden with blossoms plucked from close and field,

Go toward the temple of the Cyprian queen,

And youths and maidens, wreathed about with green,

Pass singing carols through the listening street.

At last the king said: Come, and let us meet

This joyous band within the very fane.

So forth they went, and soon the place did gain,

Where the fair temple of the Goddess rose

From ‘midst a grassy apple-planted close.

But each side of the door a maid there stood,

Clad in thin silken raiment red as blood,

Who had by her a gilded basket light,

Filled full of blossoms woven for delight,

Wherefrom unto the passing kings they gave

Wreaths bound with gold, that somewhat they might have

To offer to the dread divinity,

Whose image wrought of silver cunningly

Stood ‘neath a canopy of gleaming gold

Midmost the place, where damsels fair did hold

Baskets of flowers, or swung rich censers high;

Then to the precious shrine they drew anigh

And forth stood Creon, and the fragrant wreath

Laid on the altar, and beneath his breath

Some prayer he muttered; and next Jason laid

His gift by Creon’s, but of much afraid,

And hoping much, he made not any prayer

Unto the Goddess; then amid the fair

Slim pillars did he stand beside the king,

Confused as in a dream, and wondering

How all would end. But as they waited thus,

Within that fragrant place and amorous,

Languid grew Jason with the roses’ scent

And with the incense-cloud that ever went

Unto the half-seen golden roof above,

Amongst whose glimmering dusk the grey-winged dove

Hung crooning o’er his wrongs; moreover there

The temple-damsels passed them, shy and fair,

With white limbs shining through their thin attire,

And steadfast eyes, the hearts of men to fire,

Beneath their heavy crowns of roses red;

And veiled sweet voices through the place did shed

Strange fitful music, telling more than words,

Confused by twitter of the restless birds

Within the temple-eaves, and by the doves,

Who ‘mid the pillars murmured of their loves.

But when the pleasure of that temple fair

Had sunk into his soul, upon the air

Was borne the sound of flutes from folk outside,

And soon the greatest doors were opened wide,

And all the rout of worshippers poured in,

Clad in fair raiment, summer-like and thin,

And holding wreaths, part twined of fragrant flowers…

The children of the soft, sweet April showers…

And part of blossoms wrought in ruddy gold.

Now back the incense from the altar rolled

At their incoming, driven by the wind,

And round the pillars of the place it twined,

Enwrapping Jason, so that faint and dim

The fair show of the maidens was to him,

As each upon the altar laid adown

The blossoms mingled with the golden crown,

And prayed her prayer, then passed behind the shrine.

At last from ‘midst that cloud did Venus shine

Before the face of the Thessalian,

Who, with fixed eyes, and lips grown thin and wan,

Stared at the image, little though he saw,

But at her feet a sweet face, grave with awe,

Just bending over toward the silver feet,

Which Glauce with a timid kiss did greet,

And this being done, drew backward murmuring

Her prayer to Venus: Goddess, a small thing

Before this altar do I ask of thee,

That I my hero and my love may see,

That I but therewithal her face she raised,

And met his hungry eyes that on her gazed,

And stopped all trembling, letting fall adown

The hand that held the gold-enwoven crown.

Yet little anger Venus had therefore,

But rather smiled to see her learn her lore

Within her house upon her festal day.

But now upon the altar did she lay

Her mingled crown, and yet she finished not

Her prayer begun, though in her poor heart, hot

With thoughts of love, full many a prayer she prayed.

And now was all that pageant well arrayed

To pass about the temple, and her place

Did Glauce take with flushed and eager face;

But on her finger did she loose a ring,

Which that same day the wise Corinthian king

Had given unto her; thus she went along,

Murmuring faint words amidst her fellows’ song.

Then past the kings the long procession swept,

And somewhat from the pillars Jason stepped,

Seeking a sign from that desired face;

And when the damsels at a gentle pace

Went by him, and for fear of him and awe

Shrunk back, and with their slender hands did draw

Closer about them the thin fragrant weed;

Still nought of all their beauty did he heed,

But as the maiden army passed him by

Into sweet Glauce’s eyes appealingly

He gazed, who, trembling like some snow-trapped dove,

From her soft eyes sent forth one look of love

Then dropped the lids, as, blind with love and shame,

Unto the place where stood the kings she came.

And there her hand that down beside her hung

She raised a little, and her faltering tongue

Just framed the words: O love, for thee, for thee!

And with that word she trembled piteously,

In terror at the sound of her own voice.

And much did wily Creon then rejoice,

Looking askance, and feigning to see nought,

When he beheld those hands together brought.

But Jason, when those fingers touched his own,

Forgat all joys that he had ever known;

And when her hand left his hand with the ring,

Still in the palm, like some lost, stricken thing

He stood and stared, as from his eyes she passed.

And from that hour all fear away was cast,

All memory of the past time, all regret

For days that did those changed days beget,

And therewithal adown the wind he flung

The love whereon his yearning heart once hung.

AH! Let me turn the page, nor chronicle

In many words the death of faith, nor tell

Of meetings by the newly-risen moon,

Of passionate silence ‘midst the brown birds’ tune,

Of wild tears wept within the noontide shade,

Of wild vows spoken that of old were made,

For other ears, when, amidst other flowers,

He wandered through the love-begetting hours.

Suffice it that unhappy was each day

Which without speech from Glauce passed away,

And troublous dreams would visit him at night,

When day had passed all barren of her sight.

And at the last, that Creon, the old king,

Being prayed with gifts, and joyful of the thing,

Had given a day when these twain should be wed.

MEANWHILE, the once-loved sharer of his bed

Knew all at last, and fierce tormenting fire

Consumed her as the dreadful day drew nigher,

And much from other lips than his she heard:

Till, on a day, this dreadful, blighting word,

Her eyes beheld within a fair scroll writ,

And ‘twixt her closed teeth still she muttered it:

Depart in peace! And take great heaps of gold,

For nevermore thy body will I fold

Within these arms. Let Gods wed Goddesses

And sea-folk wed the women of the seas,

And men wed women; but thee, who can wed

And dwell with thee without consuming dread,

O wise kin of the dreadful sorceress!

And yet perchance thy beauty still may bless

Some man to whom the world seems small and poor,

And who already stands beside his door,

Armed for the conquest of all earthly things.

Lo, such an one, the vanquisher of kings,

And equal to the Gods should be thy mate.

But me, who for a peaceful end but wait,

Desiring nought but love…canst thou love me?

Or can I give my whole heart up to thee?

I hear thee talk of old days thou didst know…

Are they not gone?...wilt thou not let them go,

Nor to their shadows still cling desperately,

Longing for things that never more can be?

What! wilt thou blame me still that the times change?

Once through the oak-wood happy did I range,

And thought no ill; but then came over me

Madness, I know not why, and o’er the sea

I needs must go in strife to win me fame,

And certes won it, and my envied name

Was borne with shouts about the towns of Greece.

All that has vanished now, and my old peace,

Through lapse of changing years, has come to me.

Once more I seem the woodland paths to see,

Tunes of old songs are ringing in mine ears,

Heard long ago in that place free from fears,

Where no one wept above his fellow dead,

And looked at death himself with little dread.

The times are changed, with them is changed my heart,

Nor in my life canst thou have any part,

Nor can I live in joy and peace with thee,

Nor yet, for all thy words, canst thou love me.

Yet, is the world so narrow for us twain

That all our life henceforth must be but vain?

Nay, thou shalt go, and be a queen henceforth

Of fairer worlds than mine, of greater worth:

And wheresoe’er thou goest shalt thou fare

As one for whom the Gods have utmost care.

YEA, she knew all, yet when these words she read,

She felt as though upon her bowed-down head

Had fallen a misery not known before,

And all seemed light that erst her crushed heart bore.

For she was wrapped in uttermost despair,

And motionless within the chamber fair

She stood, as one struck dead and past all thought.

But as she stood, a sound to her was brought

Of children’s voices, and she ‘gan to wail

With tearless eyes, and from writhed lips and pale

Faint words of woe she muttered, meaningless,

But such as such lips utter-none the less.

Then all at once thoughts of some dreadful thing

Back to her mind some memory seemed to bring

As she beheld the casket gleaming fair,

Wherein was laid that she was wont to wear,

Which in the venom lay that other morn;

And therewithal unto her heart was borne

The image of two lovers, side by side.

Then with a groan the fingers that did hide

Her tortured face slowly she drew away,

And going up to where her tablets lay,

Fit for the white hands of the Goddesses,

Therein she wrote such piteous words as these:

WOULD God that Argo’s brazen-banded mast

‘Twixt the blue clashing rocks had never passed

Unto the Colchian land! Or would that I

Had had such happy fortune as to die

Then, when I saw thee standing by the Fleece,

Safe on the long-desired shore of Greece!

Alas O Jason! for thy cruel praise!

Alas, for all the kindness of past days!

That to thy heart seems but a story told

Which happed to other folk in times of old.

But unto me indeed, its memory

Was bliss in happy hours, and now shall be

Such misery as never tongue can tell.

Jason, I heed thy cruel message well,

Nor will I stay to vex thee, nor will stay

Until thy slaves thrust me thy love away.

Be happy! think that I have never been;

Forget these eyes, that none the less have seen

Thy hands take life at my hands, and thy heart

O’erflow in tears, when needs was we should part.

But for a little; though, upon the day

When I for evermore must go away,

I think indeed thou wilt not weep for this;

Yea, if thou weepest then, some honied kiss

From other lips shall make thy grey eyes wet,

Betwixt the words that bid thee to forget

That even thou hast loved but her alone.

Yet of all times mayst thou remember one,

The second time that ever thou and I

Had met alone together; mournfully

The soft wind murmured on that happy night,

The round moon, growing low, was large and bright,

As on my father’s marble house it gleamed,

While from the fane a baneful light outstreamed,

Lighting the horror of that prodigy,

The only fence betwixt whose wrath and thee

Was this poor body. Ah! thou knowest then

How thou beheldst the shadows of thy men

Steal silently towards Argo’s painted head.

Thou knowest yet the whispered words I said

Upon that night; thou never canst forget

That happy night of all nights. Ah! and yet

Why make I these long words, that thou the more

Mayst hate me, who already hat’st me sore,

Since ‘midst thy pleasure I am grown a pain.

Be happy! for thou shalt not hear again

My voice, and with one word this scroll is done;

Jason, I love thee, yea, love thee alone;

God help me, therefore! and would God that I

Such as thou sayst I am were verily,

Then what a sea of troubles shouldst thou feel

Rise up against thy life! how shouldst thou steel

Thy heart to bear all, failing at the last;

Then wouldst thou raise thine head o’erwhelmed downcast,

And round about once more shouldst look for me,

Who led thee o’er strange land and unknown sea.

And not in vain, O dearest! not in vain!

Would I not come and weep at all thy pain,

That I myself had wrought? would I not raise

Thy burdened head with hopes of happy days?

Would I not draw thee forth from all thy woe?

And fearless by thy side would I not go,

As once I went through many unknown lands,

When I had saved thee from my father’s hands?

All would I do, that I have done erewhile,

To have thy love once more, and feel thy smile;

As freed from snow about the first spring days

The meadows feel the young sun’s fickle rays.

But I am weak, and past all, nor will I

Pray any more for kindly memory;

Yet shall thou have one last gift more from me,

To give thy new love, since men say that she

Is fairer than all things man can behold.

Within this casket lies in many a fold

Raiment that my forgotten limbs did press.

When thou wert wont to praise their loveliness.

Fear not to take it from the sorceress’ hands,

Though certainly with balms from many lands

Is it made fragrant, wondrous with a charm

To guard the wearer’s body from all harm.

Upon the morn that she shall make thee glad,

With this fair tunic let her limbs be clad,

But see that no sun falls upon its folds

Until her hand the king, her father, holds,

To greet thine eyes: then, when in godlike light

She shines, with all her beauty grown so bright,

That eyes of men can scarcely gaze thereon…

Then, when thy new desire at last is won…

Then, wilt thou not a little think of me,

Who saved thy life for this felicity?

SHE ceased, and moaning to herself she said:

Ah! when will all be ended? If the dead

Have unto them some little memory left

Of things that while they lived Fate from them reft,

Ere life itself was reft from them at last,

Yet would to God these days at least were past,

And all be done that here must needs be done!

Ah! shall I, living underneath the sun,

I wonder, wish for anything again,

Or ever know what pleasure means, and pain?

And for these deeds I do; and thou the first,

O woman, whose young beauty has so cursed

My hapless life, at least I save thee this,

The slow descent to misery from bliss,

With bitter torment growing day by day,

And faint hope lessening till it fades away

Into dull waiting for the certain blow.

But thou, who nought of coming fate dost know,

One overwhelming fear, one agony,

And in a little minute shalt thou be

Where thou wouldst be in threescore years at most;

And surely but a poor gift thou hast lost.

The new-made slave, the toiler on the sea,

The once rich fallen into poverty,

In one hour knows more grief than thou canst know;

And many an one there is who fain would go

And try their fortune in the unknown life

If they could win some ending to this strife,

Unlooked-for, sudden, as thine end shall be.

Kindly I deal with thee, mine enemy;

Since swift forgetfulness to thee I send.

But thou shalt die — his eyes shall see thine end.

Ah! if thy death alone could end it all!

But ye, shall I behold you when leaves fall,

In some sad evening of the autumn-tide?

Or shall I have you sitting by my side

Amidst the feast, so that folk stare and say,

Sure the grey wolf has seen the queen to-day?

What! when I kneel in temples of the Gods,

Must I bethink me of the upturned sods,

And hear a voice say: Mother, wilt thou come

And see us resting in our new made home,

Since thou wert used to make us lie full soft,

Smoothing our pillows many a time and oft?

O mother, now no dainty food we need,

Whereof thou once wert wont to have such heed.

O mother, now we need no gown of gold,

Nor in the winter time do we grow cold;

Thy hands would bathe us when we were thine own,

Now doth the rain wash every shining bone.

No pedagogue we need, for surely heaven

Lies spread above us, with the planets seven,

To teach us all its lore. Ah! day by day

Would I have hearkened all the folk would say.

Ah! in the sweet beginning of your days

Would I have garnered every word of praise.

What fearless backers of the untamed steed!

What matchless spears, what loyal friends at need!

What noble hearts, how bountiful and free!

How like their father on the troublous sea!

O sons, with what sweet counsels and what tears

Would I have hearkened to the hopes and fears

Of your first loves: what rapture had it been

Your dear returning footsteps to have seen

Amidst the happy warriors of the land;

But now, but now, this is a little hand

Too often kissed since love did first begin

To win such curses as it yet shall win,

When after all bad deeds there comes a worse;

Praise to the Gods! ye know not how to curse.

But when in some dim land we meet again

Will ye remember all the loss and pain?

Will ye the form of children keep for aye

With thoughts of men? and Mother, will ye say,

Why didst thou slay us ere we came to know

That men die? hadst thou waited until now,

An easy thing it had been then to die;

For in the thought of immortality

Do children play about the flowery meads,

And win their heaven with a crown of weeds.

O children! that I would have died to save,

How fair a life of pleasure might ye have,

But for your mother: nay, for thee, for thee,

For thee who might’st have lived so happily;

For thee, O traitor! who didst bring them here

Into this cruel world, this lovely bier

Of youth and love, and joy and happiness,

That unforeseeing happy fools still bless.

AMID these wild words had the evening come

Of the last day in that once happy home;

So, rising, did she take the casket fair,

And gave it to a faithful slave to bear,

With all those wailing words that she had writ

To Jason, her love once; then did she sit

Within that chamber, with her heavy head

Laid on her arms, and scarce more than the dead

She moved, for many hours, until at last

A stupor over her some kind God cast,

So that she slept, and had forgetfulness

A little while from fury and distress.

But Jason, when he read that bitter word

Was sore ashamed, and in his ears he heard

Words that men durst not speak before his face;

Therewith, for very shame, that silver case

And what it held he sent unto his bride,

And therewithal this word: Whatso betide,

Let not the sun shine on it till the hour

When thou hast left for aye thy maiden bower,

And with the king thou standest in the hall,

Then unto thee shall all good things befall.

So to his rest he went, but, sooth to say,

He slept but little till the dawn of day,

So troubled was his mind with many a thing,

And in his ears long-spoken words did ring.

Good speed, O traitor! who shall think to wed

Soft limbs and white, and find thy royal bed

Dripping with blood and burning up with fire.

So there, ‘twixt fear and shame and strong desire,

Sleepless he lay until the day began,

The conqueror, the king, the envied man.

BUT on the chamber where sweet Glauce lay,

Fair broke the dawning of that dreadful day,

And fairer from her bed did she arise,

And looking down with shamefast timid eyes,

Beheld the bosom that no man had seen,

And round limbs worthy of the Sea-born Queen.

With that she murmured words of joy and love,

No louder than the grey pink-footed dove,

When at the dawn he first begins his tale,

Not knowing if he means a song or wail.

Then soon her maidens came, and every rite

That was the due of that slim body white,

They wrought with careful hands; and last they took

Medea’s gift, and all the folds outshook,

And in a cool room looking toward the north,

They clad the queen therewith, nor brought her forth

Till over all a gold cloak they had laid.

Then to King Creon did they bring the maid,

Rejoicing in the greatness of her love,

Which well she thought no lapse of time could move,

And on the daisof the royal hall

They waited till the minute should befall

When Jason and his friends would bear her thence

With gentle rape and tender violence,

As then the manner was, and the old king

Sat there beside her, glad at every thing.

Meanwhile the people thronged in every way,

Clad in gay weed, rejoicing for that day,

Since that their lords had bidden them rejoice;

And in the streets was many a jocund voice,

That carolled to the honour of the twain

Who on that day such blissful life should gain.

But Jason set out from his pillared house,

Clad in rich raiment, fair and ainorous,

Forgetful of the troubles of the night,

Nor thinking more of that impending blight,

Nor those ill words the harpies spoke of old,

As with his fellows, glittering gay with gold,

Towards Creon’s palace did he take his way,

To meet the bride that he should wed that day.

But in the hall the pillars one by one

Had barred the pathway of the travelling sun,

As toward the west he turned, and now at last

Upon the daïs were his hot rays cast,

As they within heard the glad minstrelsy

Of Jason to his loved one drawing nigh.

Then Creon took fair Glauce by the hand,

And round about her did her damsels stand,

Making a ring ‘gainst that sweet violence,

That soon should bear their lovely mistress thence.

While Glauce, trembling with her shamefast joy,

With the gold mantle’s clasp began to toy,

Eager to cast that covering off, and feel

The hero’s mighty arms about her steal.

MEANWHILE, her lover through the court had passed,

And at the open door he stood at last,

Amidst his friends, and looking thence, he saw

The white arms of the damsels round her draw

A wall soon to be broken; but her face

Over their flower-crowned heads made glad the place;

Giddy with joy one moment did he gaze

And saw his love her slender fingers raise

Unto the mantle’s clasp, the next the hall

Was filled with darting flames from wall to wall,

And bitter screams rang out, as here and there,

Scorched, and with outspread arms, the damsels fair

Rushed through the hall; but swiftly Jason ran,

Grown in one moment like an old worn man,

Up to the dais, whence one bitter cry

He heard, of one in utmost agony,

Calling upon his once so helpful name;

But when unto the fiery place he came,

Nought saw he but the flickering tongues of fire

That up the wall were climbing high and higher;

And on the floor a heap of ashes white,

The remnant of his once beloved delight,

For whom his ancient love he cast away,

And of her sire who brought about that day.

Then he began to know what he had done,

And madly through the palace did he run,

Calling on Glauce, mingling with her name

Hers that erewhile had brought him unto fame,

Colchian Medea, who, for her reward,

Had lonely life made terrible and hard,

By love cast back, within her heart to grow

To madness and the vengeance wrought out now;

But as about the burning place he ran,

Full many a maid he met and pale-faced man,

Wild with their terror, knowing not what end

That which their eyes had seen might yet portend:

But these shrunk backward from his brandished sword

And open shouting mouth, and frenzied word,

As still from chamber unto chamber fair

He rushed, scarce knowing what he sought for there,

Nor where he went, till his unresting feet

Had borne him out at last into the street,

Where armed and unarmed people stood to gaze

On Creon’s palace that began to blaze

From every window out into the air,

With strange light making pale that noontide fair.

But they, bewildered sore, and timorous,

Gazed helplessly upon the burning house,

And dreaded yet some hidden enemy,

Thinking indeed a dreadful God to see,

Bearing a fresh destruction in his hand.

But now, when Jason with his glittering brand

Broke in upon them from the growing fire,

With wild pale face, and half-burnt rich attire,

They fell back shuddering as his face they knew,

Changed though it was, and soon a murmur grew:

Death to the sorceress, slay the Colchian!

But he, unheeding still, from ‘midst them ran,

Until unto his own fair house he came,

Where gazed his folk upon the far-off flame,

And muttered low for fear and woefulness.

Then he knew not his own, but none the less,

Into the court he passed, and his bright sword

Cast down, and said: What feeble, timid lord

Hides here when all the world is on a blaze,

And laughing, from their heaven the high Gods gaze

At foolish men shut in the burning place?

With that he turned about his haggard face,

And stared upon his own fair-sculptured frieze,

Carved into likeness of the tumbling seas,

And Argo, and the heroes he had led,

And fair Medea. Then he cried, and said:

Lo, how the Gods are mocking me with this,

And show me pictures of my vanished bliss,

As though on earth I were, and not in hell;

And images of things I know full well

Have set about me. Can I die again,

And in some lower hell forget the pain

My life is passed in now? And with that word

He cast his eyes upon his glittering sword,

And caught it up and set it to his breast,

And in one moment had he been at rest

From all his troubles, when a woman old,

His nurse in past times, did the deed behold,

And ran and caught the hero’s mighty hand,

And hanging round about him did she stand,

And cried: Ah, Jason! ah, my lord, let be!

For who can give another life to thee?

And though to-day the very sun looks black,

And wholesome air the whole world seems to lack,

Yet shalt thou yet have wealth of happy days,

And well fulfilled desires, and all men’s praise;

Unless the Gods have quite forgotten thee.

O Jason! O my child! come now with me,

That I may give thee sweet forgetfulness

A little while of sorrow and distress.

Then with the crone did Jason go along,

And let her thin hand hold his fingers strong,

As though a child he were, in that old day,

Ere in the centaur’s woodland cave he lay.

But through the house unto a distant room,

Dark-hung, she brought him, where, amidst the gloom,

Speechless he lay, when she had made him drink

Some potion pressed from herbs plucked by the brink

Of scarce-known lakes of Pontus; then she said,

As she beheld at last his weary head

Sink on the pillow: Jason, rest thee now,

And may some kind God smooth thy wrinkled brow.

Behold to-morrow comes, and thou art young,

Nor on one string are all life’s jewels strung;

Thou shalt be great, and many a land shalt save,

And of thy coming life more joy shalt have

Than thou hast thought of yet. He heard her words,

But as the far-off murmur of the birds

The townsman hears ere yet the morn is late,

While streets are void and shut is every gate

But still they soothed him, and he fell asleep,

While at his feet good watch the crone did keep.

BUT what a waking that dull sleep abode!

Ah what a shame, and what a weary load

His life shall bear! His old love cast away,

His new love dead upon that fearful day,

Childless, dishonoured, must his days go by.

For in another chamber did there lie

Two little helpless bodies side by side,

Smiling as though in sweet sleep they had died,

And feared no ill. And she who thus had slain

Those fruits of love, the folk saw not again,

Nor knew where she was gone; yet she died not,

But fleeing, somehow, from that fatal spot,

She came to Athens, and there long did dwell,

Whose after life I list not here to tell.

BUT as for Jason; Creon now being slain,

And Corinth kingless, every man was fain,

Remembering Jason’s wisdom and sharp sword,

To have the hero for their king and lord.

So on his weary brows they set the crown,

And he began to rule that noble town.

And ‘midst all things, somewhat his misery

Was dulled unto him, as the days went by,

And he began again to cast his eyes

On lovely things, and hope began to rise

Once more within his heart. But on a day

From out the goodly town he took his way,

To where, beneath the cliffs of Cenchreæ,

Lay Argo, looking o’er the ridgy sea.

Being fain once more to ponder o’er past days,

Ere he should set his face to winning praise

Among the shouts of men and clash of steel.

But when he reached the well-remembered keel

The sun was far upon his downward way,

At afternoon of a bright summer day.

Hot was it, and still o’er the long rank grass,

Beneath the hull, a widening shade did pass;

And further off, the sunny daisied sward,

The raised oars with their creeping shadows barred;

And grey shade from the hills of Cenchreæ

Began to move on toward the heaving sea.

So Jason, lying in the shadow dark

Cast by the stem, the warble of the lark,

The chirrup of the cricket, well could hear;

And now and then the sound would come anear

Of peasants shouting o’er the laden wain.

But looking o’er the blue and heaving plain,

Sailless it was, and beaten by no oar,

And on the yellow edges of the shore

The ripple fell in murmur soft and low,

As with wide-sweeping wings the gulls did go

About the breakers crying plaintively.

But Jason, looking out across the sea,

Beheld the signs of wind a-drawing nigh,

Gathering about the clear cold eastern sky,

And many an evening then he thought upon

Ere yet the quays of Aea they had won,

And yearnings that had long been gathering

Stirred in his heart, and now he felt the sting

Of life within him, and at last he said:

Why should I move-about as move the dead,

And take no heed of what all men desire?

Once more I feel within my heart the fire

That drave me forth unto the white-wailed town,

Leaving the sunny slopes, and thick-leaved crown

Of grey old Pelion, that alone I knew,

Great deeds and wild, and desperate things to do.

Ah! the strange life of happiness and woe

That I have led, since my young feet did go

From that grey, peaceful, much-beloved abode,

But now, indeed, will I cast off the load

Of memory of vain hopes that came to nought,

Of rapturous joys with biting sorrows bought.

The past is past, though I cannot forget

Those days, with long life laid before me yet.

Ah, but one moment, ere I turn the page,

And leave regret to white hairs and to age.

Once did I win a noble victory,

I won a kingdom, and I cast it by

For rest and peace, and rest and peace are gone.

I had a fair love, that loved me alone,

And made me that I am in all men’s eyes;

And like my hard-earned kingdom, my fair prize,

I cast my tender heart, my Love away;

Yet failed I not to love, until a day,

A day I nigh forget, took all from me

That once I had…And she is gone, yea, she

Whose innocent sweet eyes and tender hands

Made me a mocking unto distant lands:

Alas, poor child! yet is that as a dream,

And still my life a happy life I deem,

But ah! so short, so short! for I am left

Of love, of honour, and of joy bereft,

And yet not dead; ah, if I could but see

But once again her who delivered me

From death and many troubles, then no more

Would I turn backward from the shadowy shore,

And all my life would seem but perfect gain.

Alas! what hope is this? is it in vain

I long to see her? Lo, am I not young?

In many a song my past deeds have been sung,

And these my hands that guided Argo through

The blue Symplegades, still deeds may do,

For now the world has swerved from truth and right,

Cumbered with monsters, empty of delight;

And, ‘midst all this, what honour I may win,

That she may know of and rejoice therein,

And come to seek me, and upon my throne

May find me sitting worshipped and alone?

Ah! if it should be, how should I rejoice

To hear once more that once beloved voice

Rise through the burden of dull words well-known:

How should I clasp again my love, mine own,

And set the crown upon her golden head,

And with the eyes of lovers newly wed,

How should we gaze each upon each again.

O hope not vain! O surely not quite vain!

For, with the next returning light will I

Cast off my moody sorrow utterly,

And once more live my life as in times past,

And ‘mid the chance of war the die will cast.

And surely, whatso great deeds have been done,

Since with my fellows the Gold Fleece I won,

Still here some wild bull clears the frightened fields;

There a great lion cleaves the sevenfold shields;

There dwells some giant robber of the land;

There whirls some woman-slayer’s red right hand.

Yea, what is this they speak of even now,

That Theseus, having brought his conquering prow

From lying Crete unto the fair-walled town,

Now gathers folk, since there are coming down

The shielded women of the Asian plain,

Myriads past counting, in the hope to gain

The mastery of this lovely land of Greece?

So be it, surely shall I snatch fair peace

From out the hand of war, and calm delight

From the tumultuous horror of the fight.

SO saying, gazing still across the main,

Heavy with days and nights of restless pain,

His eyes waxed dim, and calmer still he grew,

Still pondering over times and things he knew,

While now the sun had sunk behind the hill,

And from a white-thorn nigh a thrush did fill

The balmy air with echoing minstrelsy,

And cool the night-wind blew across the sea,

And round about the soft-winged bats did sweep.

SO ‘midst all this at last he fell asleep,

Nor did his eyes behold another day,

For Argo, slowly rotting all away,

Had dropped a timber here, and there an oar,

All through that year, but people of the shore

Set all again in order as if fell.

But now the stempost, that had carried well,

The second rafter in King Pelias’ hall,

Began at last to quiver towards its fall,

And whether it were loosed by God’s own hand,

Or that the rising sea-wind smote the land

And drave full on it, surely I know not…

But, when the day dawned, still on the same spot,

Beneath the ruined stem did Jason lie

Crushed, and all dead of him that here can die.

WHAT more?...Some shepherd of the lone grey slope,

Drawn to the sandy sea-beach by the hope

Of trapping quick-eared rabbits, found him there,

And running back, called from the vineyards fair,

Vine-dressers and their mates who through the town

Ere then had borne their well-filled baskets brown;

These looking on his dead face straight way knew

This was the king that all men kneeled unto,

Who dwelt between the seas; therefore they made

A bier of white-thorn boughs, and thereon laid

The dead man, straightening every drawn up-limb;

And, casting flowers and green leaves over him,

They bore him unto Corinth, where the folk,

When they knew all, into loud wailing broke,

Calling him mighty hero, crown of kings.

But him ere long to where the sea-wind sings

O’er the grey hill-side did they bear again.

And there, where he had hoped that hope in vain,

They laid him in a marble tomb carved fair

With histories of his mighty deeds; and there

Such games as once he loved yet being alive,

They held for ten days, and withal did give

Gifts to the Gods with many a sacrifice,

But chiefest, among all the things of price.

Argo they offered to the Diety

Who shakes the hard earth with the rolling sea.

And now is all that ancient story told

Of him who won the guarded Fleece of Gold.
 






  

THE EARTHLY PARADISE
 


 

Composed between 1865 and 1870, The Earthly Paradise is an epic poem, in conscious homage to the structures of well-known Mediaeval European narrative poetry. Designed in homage to Chaucer, it consists of twenty-four stories, adopted from an array of different cultures, each told by a different narrator. Set in the late fourteenth century, the framing narrative, revolving around a group of Norsemen who flee the Black Death by sailing away from Europe, on the way discovering an island where the inhabitants continue to venerate the ancient Greek gods, is also reminiscent of a fantastical version of Boccaccio’s Decameron. 

By this point, Morris had begun to make a name for himself as a poet, with the success of his retelling of the story of Jason and the Golden Fleece (The Life and Death of Jason, 1867). The Earthly Paradise consolidated this success. Published in four parts by F. S. Ellis, it soon gained a cult following and established Morris’ reputation as a major poet.
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AN APOLOGY
 

OF Heaven or Hell I have no power to sing,

I cannot ease the burden of your fears,

Or make quick-coming death a little thing,

Or bring again the pleasure of past years,

Nor for my words shall ye forget your tears,

Or hope again for aught that I can say,

The idle singer of an empty day.
 

But rather, when aweary of your mirth,

From full hearts still unsatisfied ye sigh,

And, feeling kindly unto all the earth,

Grudge every minute as it passes by,

Made the more mindful that the sweet days die — 

Remember me a little then I pray,

The idle singer of an empty day.
 

The heavy trouble, the bewildering care

That weighs us down who live and earn our bread,

These idle verses have no power to bear;

So let me sing of names remembered,

Because they, living not, can ne’er be dead,

Or long time take their memory quite away

From us poor singers of an empty day.
 

Dreamer of dreams, born out of my due time,

Why should I strive to set the crooked straight?

Let it suffice me that my murmuring rhyme

Beats with light wing against the ivory gate,

 Telling a tale not too importunate

To those who in the sleepy region stay,

Lulled by the singer of an empty day.
 

Folk say, a wizard to a northern king

At Christmas-tide such wondrous things did show,

That through one window men beheld the spring,

And through another saw the summer glow,

And through a third the fruited vines a-row,

While still, unheard, but in its wonted way,

Piped the drear wind of that December day.
 

So with this Earthly Paradise it is,

If ye will read aright, and pardon me,

Who strive to build a shadowy isle of bliss

Midmost the beating of the steely sea,

Where tossed about all hearts of men must be;

Whose ravening monsters mighty men shall slay,

Not the poor singer of an empty day.
 






  








PROLOGUE — THE WANDERERS.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

CERTAIN gentlemen and mariners of Norway, having considered all that they had heard of the Earthly Paradise, set sail to find it, and after many troubles and the lapse of many years came old men to some Western land, of which they had never before heard: there they died, when they had dwelt there certain years, much honoured of the strange people.
 

FORGET six counties overhung with smoke,
 Forget the snorting steam and piston stroke,
 Forget the spreading of the hideous town;
 Think rather of the pack-horse on the down,
 And dream of London, small, and white, and clean,
 The clear Thames bordered by its gardens green;
 Think, that below bridge the green lapping waves
 Smite some few keels that bear Levantine staves,

 Cut from the yew wood on the burnt-up hill,
 And pointed jars that Greek hands toiled to fill,
 And treasured scanty spice from some far sea,
 Florence gold cloth, and Ypres napery,
 And cloth of Bruges, and hogsheads of Guienne;
 While nigh the thronged wharf Geoffrey Chaucer’s pen
 Moves over bills of lading — mid such times
 Shall dwell the hollow puppets of my rhymes.
 A nameless city in a distant sea,
 White as the changing walls of faërie,
 Thronged with much people clad in ancient guise
 I now am fain to set before your eyes;
 There, leave the clear green water and the quays,
 And pass betwixt its marble palaces,
 Until ye come unto the chiefest square;
 A bubbling conduit is set midmost there,
 And round about it now the maidens throng,
 With jest and laughter, and sweet broken song,
 Making but light of labour new begun
 While in their vessels gleams the morning sun.
 On one side of the square a temple stands,
 Wherein the gods worshipped in ancient lands

 Still have their altars, a great market-place
 Upon two other sides fills all the space,
 And thence the busy hum of men comes forth;
 But on the cold side looking toward the north
 A pillared council-house may you behold,
 Within whose porch are images of gold,
 Gods of the nations who dwelt anciently
 About the borders of the Grecian sea.
 

 Pass now between them, push the brazen door,
 And standing on the polished marble floor
 Leave all the noises of the square behind;
 Most calm that reverent chamber shall ye find,
 Silent at first, but for the noise you made
 When on the brazen door your hand you laid
 To shut it after you — but now behold
 The city rulers on their thrones of gold,
 Clad in most fair attire, and in their hands
 Long carven silver-banded ebony wands;
 Then from the dais drop your eyes and see
 Soldiers and peasants standing reverently
 Before those elders, round a little band
 Who bear such arms as guard the English land,
 But battered, rent, and rusted sore, and they,
 The men themselves, are shrivelled, bent, and grey;
 And as they lean with pain upon their spears
 Their brows seem furrowed deep with more than years;
 For sorrow dulls their heavy sunken eyes,
 Bent are they less with time than miseries.
 

 Pondering on them the city grey-beards gaze
 Through kindly eyes, midst thoughts of other days,
 And pity for poor souls, and vague regret
 For all the things that might have happened yet,
 Until, their wonder gathering to a head,
 The wisest man, who long that land has led,
 Breaks the deep silence, unto whom again
 A wanderer answers. Slowly as in pain,

 And with a hollow voice as from a tomb
 At first he tells the story of his doom,
 But as it grows and once more hopes and fears,
 Both measureless, are ringing round his ears,
 His eyes grow bright, his seeming days decrease,
 For grief once told brings somewhat back of peace.
 

THE ELDER OF THE CITY.
 

From what unheard-of world, in what strange keel,
 Have ye come hither to our commonweal?
 No barbarous race, as these our peasants say,
 But learned in memories of a long-past day,
 Speaking, some few at least, the ancient tongue
 That through the lapse of ages still has clung
 To us, the seed of the Ionian race.
 Speak out and fear not; if ye need a place
 Wherein to pass the end of life away,
 That shall ye gain from us from this same day,
 Unless the enemies of God ye are;
 We fear not you and yours to bear us war,
 And scarce can think that ye will try again
 Across the perils of the shifting plain
 To seek your own land whereso that may be:
 For folk of ours bearing the memory
 Of our old land, in days past oft have striven
 To reach it, unto none of whom was given
 To come again and tell us of the tale,
 Therefore our ships are now content to sail,
 About these happy islands that we know.
 

THE WANDERER.
 

Masters, I have to tell a tale of woe,
 A tale of folly and of wasted life,
 Hope against hope, the bitter dregs of strife,
 Ending, where all things end, in death at last:
 So if I tell the story of the past,
 Let it be worth some little rest, I pray,
 A little slumber ere the end of day.
 

No wonder if the Grecian tongue I know,
 Since at Byzantium many a year ago
 My father bore the twibil valiantly;
 There did he marry, and get me, and die,
 And I went back to Norway to my kin,
 Long ere this beard ye see did first begin
 To shade my mouth, but nathless not before
 Among the Greeks I gathered some small lore,
 And standing midst the Væringers, still heard

 From this or that man many a wondrous word;
 For ye shall know that though we worshipped God,
 And heard mass duly, still of Swithiod
 The Greater, Odin and his house of gold,
 The noble stories ceased not to be told;
 These moved me more than words of mine can say
 E’en while at Micklegarth my folks did stay;
 But when I reached one dying autumn-tide
 My uncle’s dwelling near the forest side,
 And saw the land so scanty and so bare,
 And all the hard things men contend with there,
 A little and unworthy land it seemed,
 And yet the more of Asagard I dreamed,
 And worthier seemed the ancient faith of praise.
 

But now, but now — when one of all those days
 Like Lazarus’ finger on my heart should be

 Breaking the fiery fixed eternity,
 But for one moment — could I see once more
 The grey-roofed sea-port sloping towards the shore,
 Or note the brown boats standing in from sea,
 Or the great dromond swinging from the quay,
 Or in the beech-woods watch the screaming jay
 Shoot up betwixt the tall trunks, smooth and grey — 
 Yea, could I see the days before distress
 When very longing was but happiness.
 

 Within our house there was a Breton squire
 Well learned, who fail’d not to fan the fire
 That evermore unholpen burned in me
 Strange lands and things beyond belief to see;
 Much lore of many lands this Breton knew;
 And for one tale I told, he told me two.
 He, counting Asagard a new-told thing,
 Yet spoke of gardens ever blossoming
 Across the western sea where none grew old,
 E’en as the books at Micklegarth had told,
 And said moreover that an English knight
 Had had the Earthly Paradise in sight,
 And heard the songs of those that dwelt therein,

 But entered not, being hindered by his sin.
 Shortly, so much of this and that he said
 That in my heart the sharp barb entered,
 And like real life would empty stories seem,
 And life from day to day an empty dream.
 Another man there was, a Swabian priest,
 Who knew the maladies of man and beast,
 And what things helped them; he the stone still sought
 Whereby base metal into gold is brought,
 And strove to gain the precious draught, whereby
 Men live midst mortal men yet never die;
 Tales of the Kaiser Redbeard could he tell
 Who neither went to Heaven nor yet to Hell,
 When from that fight upon the Asian plain
 He vanished, but still lives to come again
 Men know not how or when; but I listening
 Unto this tale thought it a certain thing
 That in some hidden vale of Swithiod
 Across the golden pavement still he trod.
 

 But while our longing for such things so grew,
 And ever more and more we deemed them true,
 Upon the land a pestilence there fell
 Unheard-of yet in any chronicle,
 And, as the people died full fast of it,
 With these two men it chanced me once to sit,
 This learned squire whose name was Nicholas,
 And Swabian Laurence, as our manner was;
 For could we help it scarcely did we part
 From dawn to dusk: so heavy, sad at heart,

 We from the castle yard beheld the bay
 Upon that ne’er-to-be-forgotten day;
 Little we said amidst that dreary mood
 And certes nought that we could say was good.
 It was a bright September afternoon,
 The parched-up beech trees would be yellowing soon;
 The yellow flowers grown deeper with the sun
 Were letting fall their petals one by one;
 No wind there was, a haze was gathering o’er
 The furthest bound of the faint yellow shore;
 And in the oily waters of the bay
 Scarce moving aught some fisher-cobles lay,
 And all seemed peace; and had been peace indeed
 But that we young men of our life had need,
 And to our listening ears a sound was borne
 That made the sunlight wretched and forlorn — 

 — The heavy tolling of the minster bell — 
 And nigher yet a tinkling sound did tell
 That through the streets they bore our Saviour Christ
 By dying lips in anguish to be kissed.
 

 At last spoke Nicholas, “How long shall we
 Abide here, looking forth into the sea
 Expecting when our turn shall come to die?
 Fair fellows, will ye come with me and try
 Now at our worst that long desired quest,

 Now — when our worst is death, and life our best.”
 “Nay, but thou know’st,” I said, “that I but wait
 The coming of some man, the turn of fate,
 To make this voyage — but I die meanwhile
 For I am poor, though my blood be not vile,
 Nor yet for all his lore doth Laurence hold
 Within his crucibles aught like to gold;
 And what hast thou, whose father driven forth
 By Charles of Blois, found shelter in the North?
 But little riches as I needs must deem.”
 “Well,” said he, “things are better than they seem,
 For ‘neath my bed an iron chest I have
 That holdeth things I have made shift to save
 E’en for this end; moreover, hark to this,
 In the next firth a fair long ship there is
 Well victualled, ready even now for sea,
 And I may say it ‘longeth unto me;
 Since Marcus Erling, late its owner, lies
 Dead at the end of many miseries,
 And little Kirstin, as thou well mayst know,
 Would be content throughout the world to go
 If I but took her hand, and now still more
 Hath heart to leave this poor death-stricken shore.
 Therefore my gold shall buy us Bordeaux swords
 And Bordeaux wine as we go oceanwards.
 “What say ye, will ye go with me to-night,
 Setting your faces to undreamed delight,
 Turning your backs unto this troublous hell,
 Or is the time too short to say farewell?
 

 “Not so,” I said, “rather would I depart
 Now while thou speakest, never has my heart
 Been set on anything within this land.”

 Then said the Swabian, “Let us now take hand
 And swear to follow evermore this quest
 Till death or life have set our hearts at rest.”
 So with joined hands we swore, and Nicholas said,
 “To-night, fair friends, be ye apparelled
 To leave this land, bring all the arms ye can
 And such men as ye trust, my own good man
 Guards the small postern looking towards St. Bride,
 And good it were ye should not be espied,
 Since mayhap freely ye should not go hence,
 Thou Rolf in special, for this pestilence
 Makes all men hard and cruel, nor are they
 Willing that folk should ‘scape if they must stay:
 Be wise; I bid you for a while farewell,
 Leave ye this stronghold when St. Peter’s bell
 Strikes midnight, all will surely then be still,
 And I will bide you at King Tryggve’s hill
 Outside the city gates.”
 Each went his way
 Therewith, and I the remnant of that day
 Gained for the quest three men that I deemed true,
 And did such other things as I must do,
 And still was ever listening for the chime
 Half maddened by the lazy lapse of time,
 Yea, scarce I thought indeed that I should live
 Till the great tower the joyful sound should give
 That set us free: and so the hours went past,
 Till startled by the echoing clang at last
 That told of midnight, armed from head to heel
 Down to the open postern did I steal,
 Bearing small wealth — this sword that yet hangs here

 Worn thin and narrow with so many a year,
 My father’s axe that from Byzantium,
 With some few gems my pouch yet held, had come,
 Nought else that shone with silver or with gold.
 But by the postern gate could I behold
 Laurence the priest all armed as if for war,
 And my three men were standing not right far
 From off the town-wall, having some small store
 Of arms and furs and raiment: then once more
 I turned, and saw the autumn moonlight fall
 Upon the new-built bastions of the wall,
 Strange with black shadow and grey flood of light,
 And further off I saw the lead shine bright
 On tower and turret-roof against the sky,
 And looking down I saw the old town lie
 Black in the shade of the o’er-hanging hill,
 Stricken with death, and dreary, but all still
 Until it reached the water of the bay,
 That in the dead night smote against the quay
 Not all unheard, though there was little wind.
 But as I turned to leave the place behind,
 The wind’s light sound, the slowly falling swell,
 Were hushed at once by that shrill-tinkling bell,
 That in that stillness jarring on mine ears,
 With sudden jangle checked the rising tears,
 And now the freshness of the open sea
 Seemed ease and joy and very life to me.
 So greeting my new mates with little sound,
 We made good haste to reach King Tryggve’s mound,
 And there the Breton Nicholas beheld.
 Who by the hand fair Kirstin Erling held,
 And round about them twenty men there stood,
 Of whom the more part on the holy rood
 Were sworn till death to follow up the quest,
 And Kirstin was the mistress of the rest.
 Again betwixt us was there little speech,

 But swiftly did we set on toward the beach, .
 And coming there our keel, the Fighting Man,
 We boarded, and the long oars out we ran,
 And swept from out the firth, and sped so well
 That scarcely could we hear St. Peter’s bell
 Toll one, although the light wind blew from land;
 Then hoisting sail southward we ‘gan to stand,
 And much I joyed beneath the moon to see
 The lessening land that might have been to me
 A kindly giver of wife, child, and friend,
 And happy life, or at the worser end
 A quiet grave till doomsday rend the earth.
 

Night passed, day dawned, and we grew full of mirth
 As with the ever-rising morning wind
 Still further lay our threatened death behind,
 Or so we thought: some eighty men we were,
 Of whom but fifty knew the shipman’s gear,
 The rest were uplanders; midst such of these
 As knew not of our quest, with promises
 Went Nicholas dealing florins round about,
 With still a fresh tale for each new man’s doubt,
 Till all were fairly won or seemed to be
 To that strange desperate voyage o’er the sea.
 

Now if ye ask me from what land I come
 With all my folly, — Viken is my home
 Where Tryggve Olaf’s son and Olaf’s sire
 Lit to the ancient Gods the sacred fire,
 Unto whose line am I myself akin,
 Through him who Astrid in old time did win,

 King Olaf’s widow: let all that go by,
 Since I was born at least to misery.
 

 Now Nicholas came to Laurence and to me
 To talk of what he deemed our course should be,
 To whom agape I listened, since I knew
 Nought but old tales, nor aught of false and true
 Amid these, for but one kind seemed to be
 The Vineland voyage o’er the unknown sea
 And Swegder’s search for Godheim, when he found
 The entrance to a new world underground;
 But Nicholas o’er many books had pored
 And this and that thing in his mind had stored,
 And idle tales from true report he knew.

 — Would he were living now, to tell to you
 This story that my feeble lips must tell!
 Now he indeed of Vineland knew full well,
 Both from my tales where truth perchance touched lies,
 And from the ancient written histories;
 But now he said, “The land was good enow
 That Leif the son of Eric came unto,
 But this was not our world, nay scarce could be
 The door into a place so heavenly
 As that we seek, therefore my rede is this,
 That we to gain that sure abode of bliss
 Risk dying in an unknown landless sea;
 Although full certainly it seems to me

 All that we long for there we needs must find.
 “Therefore, O friends, if ye are of my mind,
 When we are passed the French and English strait
 Let us seek news of that desired gate
 To immortality and blessed rest
 Within the landless waters of the west,
 But still a little to the southward steer.
 Certes no Greenland winter waits us there,
 No year-long night, but rather we shall find
 Spice-trees set waving by the western wind,
 And gentle folk who know no guile at least,
 And many a bright-winged bird and soft-skinned beast,
 For gently must the year upon them fall.
 “Now since the Fighting Man is over small
 To hold the mighty stores that we shall need,
 To turn as now to Bremen is my rede,
 And there to buy a new keel with my gold,
 And fill her with such things as she may hold;
 And thou thenceforward, Rolf, her lord shalt be,
 Since thou art not unskilled upon the sea.”
 

But unto me most fair his saying seemed,
 For of a land unknown to all I dreamed,
 And certainly by some warm sea I thought
 That we the soonest thereto should be brought.
 Therefore with mirth enow passed every day
 Till in the Weser stream at last we lay
 Hearkening the bells of Bremen ring to mass,
 For on a Sunday morn our coming was.
 There in a while to chaffer did we fall,
 And of the merchants bought a dromond tall
 They called the Rose-Garland, and her we stored
 With such like victuals as we well might hoard,
 And arms and raiment; also there we gained
 Some few men more by stories true and feigned,

 And by that time, now needing nought at all,
 We weighed, well armed, with good hope not to fall
 Into the hands of rovers of the sea,
 Since at that time had we heard certainly
 Edward of England drew all men to him,
 And that his fleet held whatso keel could swim
 From Jutland to Land’s End; for all that, we
 Thought it but wise to keep the open sea
 And give to warring lands a full wide berth;
 Since unto all of us our lives seemed worth
 A better purchase than they erst had been.
 

 So it befell that we no sail had seen
 Till the sixth day at morn, when we drew near
 The land at last and saw the French coast clear, — 
 The high land over Guines our pilot said.
 There at the day-break, we, apparelled
 Like merchant ships in seeming, now perforce
 Must meet a navy drawing thwart our course,
 Whose sails and painted hulls not far away
 Rolled slowly o’er the leaden sea and grey,
 Beneath the night-clouds by no sun yet cleared;
 But we with anxious hearts this navy neared,
 For we sailed deep and heavy, and to fly
 Would nought avail since we were drawn so nigh,
 And fighting, must we meet but certain death.
 Soon with amazement did I hold my breath
 As from the wide bows of the Rose-Garland,
 I saw the sun, new risen o’er the land,
 Light up the shield-hung side of keel on keel,
 Their sails like knights’ coats, and the points of steel
 Glittering from waist and castle and high to

 And well indeed awhile my heart might stop
 As heading all the crowded van I saw,
 Huge, swelling out without a crease or flaw,
 A sail where, on the quartered blue and red,
 In silk and gold right well apparelled,
 The lilies gleamed, the thin gaunt leopards glared
 Out toward the land where even now there flared
 The dying beacons. Ah, with such an one
 Could I from town to town of France have run
 To end my life upon some glorious day
 Where stand the banners brighter than the May
 Above the deeds of men, as certainly
 This king himself has full oft wished to die.
 And who knows now beneath what field he lies,
 Amidst what mighty bones of enemies?
 Ah, surely it had been a glorious thing
 From such a field to lead forth such a king,
 That he might live again with happy days,
 And more than ever win the people’s praise.
 Nor had it been an evil lot to stand
 On the worse side, with people of the land
 ‘Gainst such a man, when even this might fall,
 That it might be my luck some day to call
 My battle-cry o’er his low lying head,
 And I be evermore remembered.
 Well as we neared and neared, such thoughts I had
 Whereby perchance I was the less a-drad
 Of what might come, and at the worst we deemed
 They would not scorn our swords; but as I dreamed
 Of fair towns won and desperate feats of war,
 And my old follies now were driven afar
 By that most glorious sight, a loud halloo
 Came down the wind, and one by me who knew

 The English tongue cried that they bade us run
 Close up and board, nor was there any one
 Who durst say nay to that, so presently
 Both keels were underneath the big ship’s lee;
 While Nicholas and I together passed
 Betwixt the crowd of archers by the mast
 Unto the poop, where ‘neath his canopy
 The king sat, eyeing us as we drew nigh.
 

 Broad-browed he was, hook-nosed, with wide grey eyes
 No longer eager for the coming prize,
 But keen and steadfast, many an ageing line,
 Half hidden by his sweeping beard and fine,
 Ploughed his thin cheeks, his hair was more than grey,
 And like to one he seemed whose better day
 Is over to himself, though foolish fame
 Shouts louder year by year his empty name.
 Unarmed he was, nor clad upon that morn
 Much like a king, an ivory hunting-horn
 Was slung about him, rich with gems and gold,
 And a great white ger-falcon did he hold
 Upon his fist; before his feet there sat
 A scrivener making notes of this or that
 As the king bade him, and behind his chair
 His captains stood in armour rich and fair;
 And by his side unhelmed, but armed, stood one
 I deemed none other than the prince his son;

 For in a coat of England was he clad,
 And on his head a coronel he had.
 Tall was he, slim, made apt for feats of war,
 A splendid lord, yea, he seemed prouder far
 Than was his sire, yet his eyes therewithal
 With languid careless glance seemed wont to fall
 On things about, as though he deemed that nought
 Could fail unbidden to do all his thought.
 But close by him stood a war-beaten knight,
 Whose coat of war bore on a field of white
 A sharp red pile, and he of all men there
 Methought would be the one that I should fear
 If I led men.
 But midst my thoughts I heard
 The king’s voice as the high seat now we neared,
 And knew his speech because in French it was,
 That erewhile I had learnt of Nicholas.
 “Fair sirs, what are ye? for on this one day,
 I rule the narrow seas mine ancient way.
 Me seemeth in the highest bark I know
 The Flemish handiwork, but yet ye show
 Unlike to merchants, though your ships are deep
 And slowly through the water do ye creep;
 And thou, fair sir, seem’st journeying from the north
 With peltries Bordeaux-ward? Nay then go forth
 Thou wilt not harm us: yet if ye be men
 Well-born and warlike, these are fair days, when

 The good heart wins more than the merchant keeps,
 And safest still in steel the young head sleeps;
 And here are banners thou mayest stand beneath
 And not be shamed either in life or death — 
 What, man, thou reddenest, wouldst thou say me no,
 If underneath my banner thou shouldst go?
 Nay, thou mayest speak, or let thy fellow say
 What he is stuffed with, be it yea or nay.”
 For as he spoke my fellow gazed on me
 With something like to fear, and hurriedly
 As I bent forward, thrust me on one side,
 And scarce the king’s last word would he abide
 But ‘gan to say, “Sire, from the north we come,
 Though as for me far nigher is my home.
 Thy foes, my Lord, drove out my kin and me,
 Ere yet thine armed hand was upon the sea;
 Chandos shall surely know my father’s name,
 Loys of Dinan, which ill-luck, sword, and flame,
 Lord Charles of Blois, the French king, and the pest
 In this and that land now have laid to rest,
 Except for me alone. And now, my Lord,
 If I shall seem to speak an idle word
 To such as thou art, pardon me therefore;
 But we, part taught by ancient books and lore,
 And part by what, nor yet so long ago,
 This man’s own countrymen have come to do,
 Have gathered hope to find across the sea
 A land where we shall gain felicity
 Past tongue of man to tell of; and our life
 Is not so sweet here, or so free from strife,
 Or glorious deeds so common, that, if we
 Should think a certain path at last to see
 To such a place, men then could think us wise
 To turn away therefrom, and shut our eyes,
 Because at many a turning here and there
 Swift death might lurk, or unaccustomed fear.

 O King, I pray thee in this young man’s face
 Flash not thy banner, nor with thy frank grace
 Tear him from life; but go thy way, let us
 Find hidden death, or life more glorious
 Than thou durst think of, knowing not the gate
 Whereby to flee from that all-shadowing fate.
 “O King, since I could walk a yard or twain,
 Or utter anything but cries of pain,
 Death was before me; yea, on the first morn
 That I remember aught, among the corn
 I wandered with my nurse, behind us lay
 The walls of Vannes, white in the summer day,
 The reapers whistled, the brown maidens sung,
 As on the wain the topmost sheaf they hung,
 The swallow wheeled above high up in air,
 And midst the labour all was sweet and fair;
 When on the winding road between the fields
 I saw a glittering line of spears and shields,
 And pleased therewith called out to some one by
 E’en as I could; he scarce for fear could cry
 ‘The French, the French!’ and turned and ran his best
 Toward the town gates, and we ran with the rest,
 I wailing loud who knew not why at all,
 But ere we reached the gates my nurse did fall,
 I with her, and I wondered much that she
 Just as she fell should still lie quietly;

 Nor did the coloured feathers that I found
 Stuck in her side, as frightened I crawled round,
 Tell me the tale, though I was sore afeard
 At all the cries and wailing that I heard.
 “I say, my Lord, that arrow-flight now seems
 The first thing rising clear from feeble dreams,
 And that was death; and the next thing was death,
 For through our house all spoke with bated breath
 And wore black clothes, withal they came to me
 A little child, and did off hastily
 My shoon and hosen, and with that I heard
 The sound of doleful singing, and afeard
 Forebore to question, when I saw the feet
 Of all were bare, like mine, as toward the street
 We passed, and joined a crowd in such-like guise
 Who through the town sang woeful litanies,
 Pressing the stones with feet unused and soft,
 And bearing images of saints aloft,
 In hope ‘gainst hope to save us from the rage
 Of that fell pest, that as an unseen cage
 Hemmed France about, and me and such as me
 They made partakers of their misery.
 “Lo death again, and if the time served now
 Full many another picture could I show
 Of death and death, and men who ever strive
 Through every misery at least to live.
 The priest within the minster preaches it,
 And brooding o’er it doth the wise man sit
 Letting life’s joys go by. Well, blame me then,
 If I who love this changing life of men,
 And every minute of whose life were bliss
 Too great to long for greater, but for this — 

 Mock me, who take this death-bound life in hand
 And risk the rag to find a happy land,
 Where at the worst death is so far away
 No man need think of him from day to day — 
 Mock me, but let us go, for I am fain
 Our restless road, the landless sea, to gain.”
 His words nigh made me weep, but while he spoke
 I noted how a mocking smile just broke
 The thin line of the Prince’s lips, and he
 Who carried the afore-named armoury
 Puffed out his wind-beat cheeks and whistled low:
 But the king smiled, and said, “Can it be so?
 I know not, and ye twain are such as find
 The things whereto old kings must needs be blind.
 For you the world is wide — but not for me,
 Who once had dreams of one great victory
 Wherein that world lay vanquished by my throne,
 And now, the victor in so many an one,
 Find that in Asia Alexander died
 And will not live again; the world is wide
 For you I say, — for me a narrow space
 Betwixt the four walls of a fighting place.
 “Poor man, why should I stay thee; live thy fill,
 Of that fair life, wherein thou seest no ill
 But fear of that fair rest I hope to win
 One day, when I have purged me of my sin.
 “Farewell, it yet may hap that I a king
 Shall be remembered but by this one thing,
 That on the morn before ye crossed the sea
 Ye gave and took in common talk with me;
 But with this ring keep memory of the morn,
 O Breton, and thou Northman, by this horn
 Remember me, who am of Odin’s blood,

 As heralds say: moreover it were good
 Ye had some lines of writing ‘neath my seal,
 Or ye might find it somewhat hard to deal
 With some of mine, who pass not for a word
 Whate’er they deem may hold a hostile sword.”
 

 So as we kneeled this royal man to thank,
 A clerk brought forth two passes sealed and blank,
 And when we had them, with the horn and ring,
 With few words did we leave the noble king,
 And as adown the gangway steps we passed,
 We saw the yards swing creaking round the mast,
 And heard the shipman’s ho, for one by one
 The van outsailed before, by him had run
 E’en as he stayed for us, and now indeed
 Of his main battle must he take good heed:
 But as from off the mighty side we pushed,
 And in between us the green water rushed,
 I heard his scalds strike up triumphantly
 Some song that told not of the weary sea,
 But rather of the mead and fair green-wood,
 And as we leaned o’er to the wind, I stood
 And saw the bright sails leave us, and soon lost
 The pensive music by the strong wind tossed
 From wave to wave, then turning I espied
 Glittering and white upon the weather side
 The land he came from, o’er the bright green sea,
 Scarce duller than the land upon our lee,
 For now the clouds had fled before the sun
 And the bright autumn day was well begun.
 Then I cried out for music too, and heard
 The minstrels sing some well-remembered word,
 And while they sung, before me still I gazed,
 Silent with thought of many things, and mazed
 With many longings; when I looked again

 To see those lands, nought but the restless plain
 With some far-off small fisher-boat was left;
 A little hour for evermore had reft
 The sight of Europe from my helpless eyes,
 And crowned my store of hapless memories.
 

THE ELDER OF THE CITY.
 

 Sit friends, and tell your tale which seems to us
 Shall be a strange tale and a piteous,
 Nor shall it lack our pity for its woe,
 Nor ye due thanks for all the things ye show
 Of kingdoms nigh forgot that once were great,
 And small lands come to glorious estate.
 But, sirs, ye faint, behold these maidens stand
 Bearing the blood of this our sunburnt land
 In well-wrought cups, — drink now of this, that while
 Ye poor folk wandered, had from fortune’s smile
 Abode your coming, hidden none the less
 Below the earth from summer’s happiness.
 

THE WANDERERS.
 

 Fair sirs, we thank you, hoping we have cone
 Through many wanderings to a quiet home
 Befitting dying men — Good health and peace
 To you and to this land, and fair increase
 Of everything that ye can wish to have!
 

 But to my tale: A fair south-east wind drave
 Our ships for ten days more, and ever we
 Sailed mile for mile together steadily,
 But the tenth day I saw the Fighting Man
 Brought up to wait me, and when nigh I ran
 Her captain hailed me, saying that he thought

 That we too far to northward had been brought,
 And we must do our southing while we could,
 So as his will to me was ever good
 In such like things, we changed our course straightway,
 And as we might till the eleventh day
 Stretched somewhat south, then baffling grew the wind,
 But as we still were ignorant and blind
 Nor knew our port, we sailed on helplessly
 O’er a smooth sea, beneath a lovely sky,
 And westward ever, but no signs of land
 All through these days we saw on either hand,
 Nor indeed hoped to see, because we knew
 Some watery desert we must journey through,
 That had been huge enough to keep all men
 From gaining that we sought for until then.
 

 Yet when I grew downcast, I did not fail
 To call to mind, how from our land set sail
 A certain man, and, after he had passed
 Through many unknown seas, did reach at last
 A rocky island’s shore one foggy day,
 And while a little off the land he lay
 As in a dream he heard the folk call out
 In his own tongue, but mazed and all in doubt
 He turned therefrom, and afterwards in strife
 With winds and waters, much of precious life
 He wasted utterly, for when again
 He reached his port after long months of pain,
 Unto Biarmeland he chanced to go,
 And there the isle he left so long ago
 He knew at once, where many Northmen were.
 And such a fate I could not choose but fear
 For us sometimes; and sometimes when at night
 Beneath the moon I watched the foam fly white

 From off our bows, and thought how weak and small
 Showed the Rose-Garland’s mast that looked so tall
 Beside the quays of Bremen; when I saw
 With measured steps the watch on toward me draw,
 And in the moon the helmsman’s peering face,
 And ‘twixt the cordage strained across my place
 Beheld the white sail of the Fighting Man
 Lead down the pathway of the moonlight wan — 
 Then when the ocean seemed so measureless
 The very sky itself might well be less,
 When midst the changeless piping of the wind,
 The intertwined slow waves pressed on behind
 Rolled o’er our wake and made it nought again,
 Then would it seem an ill thing and a vain
 To leave the hopeful world that we had known,
 When all was o’er, hopeless to die alone
 Within this changeless world of waters grey.
 But hope would come back to me with the day,
 The talk of men, the viol’s quivering strings,
 Would bring my heart to think of better things.
 Nor were our folk down-hearted through all this;
 For partly with the hope of that vague bliss
 Were they made happy, partly the soft air
 And idle days wherethrough we then did fare
 Were joy enow to rude sea-faring folk.
 

 But this our ease at last a tempest broke
 And we must scud before it helplessly,
 Fearing each moment lest some climbing sea
 Should topple o’er our poop and end us there,
 Nathless we ‘scaped, and still the wind blew fair
 For what we deemed was our right course; but when
 On the third eve, we, as delivered men,
 Took breath because the gale was now blown out,
 And from our rolling deck we looked about
 Over the ridges of the dark grey seas,
 And saw the sun, setting in golden ease,

 Smile out at last from out the just-cleared sky
 Over the ocean’s weltering misery,
 Still nothing of the Fighting Man we saw,
 Which last was seen when the first gusty flaw
 Smote them and us; but nothing would avail
 To mend the thing, so onward did we sail,
 But slowly, through the moonlit night and fair,
 With all sails set that we could hoist in air,
 And rolling heavily at first, for still
 Each wave came on a glittering rippled hill,
 And lifting us aloft, showed from its height
 The waste of waves, and then to lightless night
 Dropped us adown, and much ado had we
 To ride unspilt the wallow of the sea.
 But the sun rose up in a cloudless sky,
 And from the east the wind blew cheerily,
 And southwest still we steered; till on a day
 As nigh the mast deep in dull thoughts I lay,
 I heard a shout, and turning could I see
 One of the shipmen hurrying fast to me
 With something in his hand, who cast adown
 Close to my hand a mass of sea-weed brown
 Without more words, then knew I certainly
 The wrack, that oft before I had seen lie
 In sandy bights of Norway, and that eve
 Just as the sun the ridgy sea would leave,
 Shore birds we saw, that flew so nigh, we heard
 Their hoarse loud voice that seemed a heavenly word.
 Then all were glad, but I a fool and young
 Slept not that night, but walked the deck and sung
 Snatches of songs, and verily I think
 I thought next morn of some fresh stream to drink.
 What say I? next morn did I think to be
 Set in my godless fair eternity.
 

 Sirs, ye are old, and ye have seen perchance
 Some little child for very gladness dance
 Over a scarcely-noticed worthless thing,
 Worth more to him than ransom of a king,
 Did not a pang of more than pity take
 Your heart thereat, not for the youngling’s sake,
 But for your own, for man that passes by,
 So like to God, so like the beasts that die. — 
 Lo, sirs, my pity for myself is such,
 When like an image that my hand can touch
 My old self grows unto myself grown old.

 — Sirs, I forget my story is not told.
 

 Next morn more wrack we saw, more birds, but still
 No land as yet either for good or ill,
 But with the light increased the favouring breeze,
 And smoothly did we mount the ridgy seas.
 Then as a-nigh the good ship’s stern I stood
 Gazing adown, a piece of rough-hewn wood
 On a wave’s crest I saw, and loud I cried,
 “Drift-wood! drift-wood!” and one from by my side,
 Maddened with joy, made for the shrouds, and clomb
 Up to the top to look on his new home,
 For sure he thought the green earth soon to see;
 But gazing thence about him, presently
 He shouted out, “a sail astern, a sail!”
 Freshening the hope that now had ‘gun to fail
 Of seeing our fellows with the earth new found;
 Wherefore we shortened sail, and sweeping round
 The hazy edges of the sea and sky
 Soon from the deck could see that sail draw nigh,
 Half fearful lest she yet might chance to be
 The floating house of some strange enemy,
 Till on her sail we could at last behold

 The ruddy lion with the axe of gold,
 And Marcus Erling’s sign set corner-wise,
 The green, gold-fruited tree of Paradise.

 — Ah, what a meeting as she drew anigh,
 Greeted with ringing shouts and minstrelsy;
 Alas, the joyful fever of that day,
 When all we met still told of land that lay
 Not far ahead! Yet at our joyous feast
 A word of warning spoke the Swabian priest
 To me and Nicholas, for, “O friends,” he said,
 “Right welcome is the land that lies ahead
 To us who cannot turn, and in this air,
 Washed by this sea, it cannot but be fair,
 And good for us poor men I make no doubt;
 Yet, fellows, must I warn you not to shout
 Ere we have left the troublous wood behind
 Wherein we wander desperate and blind:
 Think what may dwell there! Call to mind the tale
 We heard last winter o’er the Yule-tide ale,
 When that small, withered, black-eyed Genoese
 Told of the island in the outer seas
 He and his fellows reached upon a tide,
 And how, as lying by a streamlet’s side,
 With ripe fruits ready unto every hand,
 They lacked not for fair women of the land,
 The devils came and slew them, all but him,
 Who, how he scarce knew, made a shift to swim
 Off to his ship: nor must ye, fellows, fear
 Such things alone, for mayhap men dwell here
 Who worship dreadful gods, and sacrifice
 Poor travellers to them in such horrid wise
 As I have heard of; or let this go by,
 Yet we may chance to come to slavery,

 Or all our strength and weapons be too poor
 To conquer such beasts as the unknown shore
 May breed; or set all these ill things aside,
 It yet may be our lot to wander wide
 Through many lands before at last we come
 Unto the gates of our enduring home.”
 

 But what availed such warning unto us
 Who by this change made nigh delirious
 Spake wisdom outward from the teeth, but thought
 That in a little hour we should be brought
 Unto that bliss our hearts were set upon,
 That more than very Heaven we now had won.
 

 Well, the next morn unto our land we came,
 And even now my cheeks grow red with shame,
 To think what words I said to Nicholas,
 (Since on that night in the great ship I was,)
 Asking him questions, as if he were God,
 Or at the least in that fair land had trod,
 And knew it well, and still he answered me
 As some great doctor in theology
 Might his poor scholar, asking him of heaven.
 But unto me next morn the grace was given
 To see land first, and when men certainly
 That blessed sight of all sights could descry,
 All hearts were melted, and with happy tears,
 Born of the death of all our doubts and fears,
 Yea, with loud weeping, each did each embrace
 For joy that we had gained the glorious place.
 Then must the minstrels sing, then must they play
 Some joyous strain to welcome in the day,
 But for hot tears could see nor bow nor string,
 Nor for the rising sobs make shift to sing;
 Yea, some of us in that first ecstasy
 For joy of ‘scaping death went near to die.
 Then might be seen how hard is this world’s lot
 When such a marvel was our grief forgot,

 And what a thing the world’s joy is to bear,
 When on our hearts the broken bonds of care
 Had left such scars, no man of us could say
 The burning words upon his lips that lay;
 Since, trained to hide the depths of misery,
 Amidst that joy no more our tongues were free.
 Ah, then it was indeed when first I knew,
 When all our wildest dreams seemed coming true,
 And we had reached the gates of Paradise
 And endless bliss, at what unmeasured price
 Man sets his life, and drawing happy breath,
 I shuddered at the once familiar death.
 Alas, the happy day! the foolish day!
 Alas, the sweet time, too soon passed away!
 

 Well, in a while I gained the Rose Garland,
 And as toward shore we steadily did stand
 With all sail set, the wind, which had been light,
 Since the beginning of the just past night,
 Failed utterly, and the sharp ripple slept,
 Then toiling hard forward our keels we swept,
 Making small way, until night fell again,
 And then, although of landing we were fain,
 Needs must we wait, but when the sun was set
 Then the cool night a light air did beget,
 And ‘neath the stars slowly we moved along,
 And found ourselves within a current strong
 At daybreak, and the land beneath our lee.
 There a long line of breakers could we see,
 That on a yellow sandy beach did fall,
 And then a belt of grass, and then a wall
 Of green trees, rising dark against the sky.
 Not long we looked, but anchored presently
 A furlong from the shore, and then, all armed,
 Into the boats the most part of us swarmed,
 And pulled with eager hands unto the beach,
 But when the seething surf our prow did reach
 From off the bows I leapt into the sea

 Waist deep, and, wading, was the first to be
 Upon that land; then to the flowers I ran,
 And cried aloud like to a drunken man
 Words without meaning, whereof none took heed,
 For all across the yellow beach made speed
 To roll among the fair flowers and the grass.
 But when our folly somewhat tempered was,
 And we could talk like men, we thought it good
 To try if we could pierce the thick black wood,
 And see what men might dwell in that new land;
 But when we entered it, on either hand
 Uprose the trunks, with underwood entwined
 Making one thicket, thorny, dense, and blind;
 Where with our axes, labouring half the day,
 We scarcely made some half a rod of way;
 Therefore, we left that place and tried again,
 Yea, many times, but yet was all in vain;
 So to the ships we went, when we had been
 A long way in our arms, nor yet had seen
 A sign of man, but as for living things,
 Gay birds with many-coloured crests and wings,
 Conies anigh the beach, and while we hacked
 Within the wood, grey serpents, yellow-backed,
 And monstrous lizards; yea, and one man said
 That ‘midst the thorns he saw a dragon’s head;
 And keeping still his eyes on it he felt

 For a stout shaft he had within his belt;
 But just as he had got it to the string
 And drawn his hand aback, the loathly thing
 Vanished away, and how he could not tell.
 

 Now spite of all, little our courage fell,
 For this day’s work, nay rather, all things seemed
 To show that we no foolish dream had dreamed — 
 The pathless, fearful sea, the land that lay
 So strange, so hard to find, so far away,
 The lovely summer air, the while we knew
 That unto winter now at home it grew,
 The flowery shore, the dragon-guarded wood,
 So hard to pierce — each one of these made good
 The foolish hope that led us from our home,
 That we to other misery might come.
 

 Now next morn when the tide began to flow
 We weighed, and somewhat northward did we go
 Coasting that land, and every now and then
 We went ashore to try the woods again,
 But little change we found in them, until
 Inland we saw a bare and scarped white hill
 Rise o’er their tops, and going further on
 Until a broad green river’s mouth we won,
 And entering there ran up it with the flood,
 For it was deep although ‘twixt walls of wood
 Darkly enough its shaded stream did flow,
 And high trees hid the hill we saw just now.
 So as we peered about from side to side
 A path upon the right bank we espied
 Through the thick wood, and mooring hastily
 Our ships unto the trunks of trees thereby,
 Laurence and I with sixty men took land
 With bow or cutting sword or bill in hand,
 And bearing food to last till the third day;
 But with the others there did Nicholas stay
 To guard the ships, with whom was Kirstin still,

 Who now seemed pining for old things and ill,
 Spite of the sea-breeze and the lovely air.
 But as for us, we followed up with care
 A winding path, looking from left to right
 Lest any deadly thing should come in sight;
 And certainly our path a dragon crossed
 That in the thicket presently we lost;
 And some men said a leopard they espied,.
 And further on we heard a beast that cried;
 Serpents we saw, like those we erst had seen,,
 And many-coloured birds, and lizards green,
 And apes that chattered from amidst the trees..
 So on we went until a dying breeze
 We felt upon our faces, and soon grew
 The forest thinner, till at last we knew .
 The great scarped hill, which if we now could scale
 The sight of much far country would avail;
 But coming there we climbed it easily,
 For though escarped and rough toward the sea,
 The beaten path we followed led us round
 To where a soft and grassy slope we found,
 And there it forked, one arm led up the hill
 Another through the forest wound on still;
 Which last we left, in good hope soon to see
 Some signs of man, which happened presently;
 For two-thirds up the hill we reached a space
 Levelled by man’s hand in the mountain’s face,
 And there a rude shrine stood, of unhewn stones
 Both walls and roof, with a great heap of bones
 Piled up outside it: there awhile we stood
 In doubt, for something there made cold our blood,
 Till brother Laurence, with a whispered word,
 Crossed himself thrice, and drawing forth his sword
 Entered alone, but therewith presently

 From the inside called out aloud to me
 To follow, so I trembling, yet went in
 To that abode of unknown monstrous sin,
 And others followed: therein could we see,
 Amidst the gloom by peering steadily,
 An altar of rough stones, and over it
 We saw a god of yellow metal sit,
 A cubit long, which Laurence with his tongue
 Had touched and found pure gold; withal there hung
 Against the wall men’s bodies brown and dry,
 Which gaudy rags of raiment wretchedly
 Did wrap about, and all their heads were wreathed
 With golden chaplets; and meanwhile we breathed
 A heavy, faint, and sweet spice-laden air,
 As though that incense late were scattered there.
 But from that house of devils soon we passed
 Trembling and pale, Laurence the priest, the last,
 And got away in haste, nor durst we take
 Those golden chaplets for their wearers’ sake,
 Or that grim golden devil whose they were;
 Yet for the rest, although they brought us fear
 They did but seem to show our heaven anigh
 Because we deemed these might have come to die
 In seeking it, being slain for fatal sin.
 And now we set ourselves in haste to win
 Up to that mountain’s top, and on the way
 Looked backward oft upon the land that lay
 Beneath the hill, and still on every hand
 The forest seemed to cover all the land,
 But that some four leagues off we saw a space
 Cleared of the trees, and in that open place
 Houses we seemed to see, and rising smoke

 That told where dwelt the unknown, unseen folk.
 But when at last the utmost top we won
 A dismal sight our eyes must look upon;
 The mountain’s summit, levelled by man’s art,
 Was hedged by high stones set some yard apart
 All round a smooth paved space, and midst of these
 We saw a group of well-wrought images,
 Or so they seemed at first, who stood around
 An old hoar man laid on the rocky ground
 Who seemed to live as yet; now drawing near
 We saw indeed what things these figures were;
 Dead corpses, by some deft embalmer dried,
 And on this mountain after they had died
 Set up like players on a yule-tide feast;
 Here stood a hunter, with a spotted beast
 Most like a leopard, writhing up his spear;
 Nigh the old man stood one as if drawn near
 To give him drink, and on each side his head
 Two damsels daintily apparelled;
 And then again, nigh him who bore the cup,
 Were two who ‘twixt them bore a litter up
 As though upon a journey he should go,
 And round about stood men with spear and bow,
 And painted targets as the guard to all,
 Headed by one beyond man’s stature tall,
 Who, half turned round, as though he gave the word;
 Seemed as he once had been a mighty lord.
 But the live man amid the corpses laid,
 Turning from side to side, some faint word said
 Now and again, but kept his eyes shut fast,
 And we when from the green slope we had passed
 On to this dreadful stage, awe-struck and scared,
 Awhile upon the ghastly puppets stared,
 Then trembling, with drawn swords, came close anigh
 To where the hapless ancient man did lie,
 Who at the noise we made now oped his eyes

 And fixing them upon us did uprise,
 And with a fearful scream stretched out his hand,
 While upright on his head his hair did stand
 For very terror, while we none the less
 Were rooted to the ground for fearfulness,
 And scarce our weapons could make shift to hold.
 But as we stood and gazed, over he rolled
 Like a death-stricken bull, and there he lay,
 With his long-hoarded life quite past away.
 Then in our hearts did wonder conquer fear,
 And to the dead men did we draw anear
 And found them such-like things as I have said,
 But he, their master, was apparelled
 Like to those others that we saw e’en now
 Hung up within the dreary house below.
 

 Right little courage had we there to stay,
 So down the hill again we took our way,
 When looking landward thence we had but seen,
 All round about, the forest dull and green,
 Pierced by the river where our ships we left,
 And bounded by far-off blue mountains, cleft
 By passes here and there; but we went by
 The chapel of the gold god silently,
 For doubts had risen in our hearts at last
 If yet the bitterness of death were past.
 But having come again into the wood,
 We there took council whether it were good
 To turn back to the ships, or push on still
 Till we had reached the place that from the hill
 We had beheld, and since the last seemed best
 Onward we marched, scarce staying to take rest
 And eat some food, for feverish did we grow
 For haste the best or worst of all to know.
 Along the path that, as I said before,
 Led from the hill, we went, and laboured sore
 To gain the open ere the night should fall,
 But yet in vain, for like a dreary pall

 Cast o’er the world, the darkness hemmed us in,
 And though we struggled desperately to win
 From out the forest through the very night,
 Yet did that labour so abate our might,
 We thought it good to rest among the trees,
 Nor come on those who might be enemies
 In the thick darkness, neither did we dare
 To light a fire lest folk should slay us there
 Mazed and defenceless; so the one half slept
 As they might do, the while the others kept
 Good guard in turn; and as we watched we heard
 Sounds that might well have made bold men afeard,
 And cowards die of fear, but we, alone,
 Apart from all, such desperate men were grown,
 If we should fail to win our Paradise,
 That common life we now might well despise.
 So by the day-break on our way we were
 When we had seen to all our fighting gear;
 And soon we came unto that open space,
 And here and there about a grassy place
 Saw houses scattered, neither great nor fair,
 For they were framed of trees as they grew there,
 And walled with wattle-work from tree to tree;
 And thereabout beasts unknown did we see,
 Four-footed, tame; and soon a man came out
 From the first house, and with a startled shout
 Took to his heels, and soon from far and near,
 The folk swarmed out, and still as in great fear
 Gave us no second look, but ran their best,
 And they being clad but lightly for the rest,
 To follow them seemed little mastery.
 So to their houses gat we speedily
 To see if we might take some loiterer;

 And some few feeble folk we did find there,
 Though most had fled, and unto these with pain
 We made some little of our meaning plain,
 And sent an old man forth into the wood
 To show his fellows that our will was good.
 Who going from us came back presently
 His message done, and with him two or three
 The boldest of his folk, and they in turn
 A little of us by our signs did learn,
 Then went their way: and so at last all fear
 Was laid aside, and thronging they drew near
 To look upon us; and at last came one
 Who had upon his breast a golden sun,
 And in strange glittering gay attire was clad;
 He let us know our coming made him glad,
 And bade us come with him; so thereon we,
 Thinking him some one in authority,
 Rose up and followed him, who with glad face
 Led us through closer streets of that strange place,
 And brought us lastly to a shapely hall
 Round and high-roofed, held up with tree trunks tall,
 And midst his lords the barbarous king sat there.
 Gold-crowned, in strange apparel rich and fair,
 Whereat we shuddered, for we saw that he
 Was clad like him that erewhile we did see
 Upon the hill, and like those other ones
 Hung in the dismal shrine of unhewn stones.
 Yet nought of evil did he seem to think,
 But bade us sit by him and eat and drink,
 So eating did we speak by signs meanwhile
 Each unto each, and they would laugh and smile
 As folk well-pleased; and with them all that day
 Well feasted, learning some things did we stay.
 And sure of all the folk I ever saw
 These were the gentlest: if they had a law
 We knew not then, but still they seemed to be

 Like the gold people of antiquity.
 Now when we tried to ask for that good land,
 Eastward and seaward did they point the hand;
 Yet if they knew what thing we meant thereby
 We knew not; but when we for our reply
 Said that we came thence, they made signs to say
 They knew it well, and kneeling down they lay
 Before our feet, as people worshipping.
 But we, though somewhat troubled at this thing,
 Failed not to hope, because it seemed to us
 That this so simple folk and virtuous,
 So happy midst their dreary forest bowers,
 Showed at the least a better land than ours,
 And some yet better thing far onward lay.
 Amidst all this we made a shift to pray
 That some of them would go with us, to be
 Our fellows on the perilous green sea,
 And much did they rejoice when this they knew,
 And straightway midst their young men lots they drew,
 And the next morn of these they gave us ten,
 And wept at our departing.
 Now these men,
 Though brown indeed through dint of that hot sun,
 Were comely and well-knit, as any one
 I saw in Greece, and fit for deeds of war,
 Though as I said of all men gentlest far;
 Their arms were axe and spear, and shield and bow,
 But nought of iron did they seem to know,
 For all their cutting tools were edged with flint,
 Or with soft copper, that soon turned and bent;
 With cloths of cotton were their bodies clad,
 But other raiment for delight they had
 Most fairly woven of some unknown thing;

 And all of them from little child to king
 Had many ornaments of beaten gold:
 Certes, we might have gathered wealth untold
 Amongst them, had that then been in our thought,
 But none the glittering evil valued aught.
 Now of these foresters, we learned, that they
 Hemmed by the woods, went seldom a long way
 From where we saw them, and no boat they had,
 Or much of other people good or bad
 They knew, and ever had they little war:
 But now and then a folk would come from far
 In ships unlike to ours, and for their gold
 Would give them goods; and some men over bold
 Who dwelt beyond the great hill we had seen,
 Had waged them war, but these all slain had been
 Among the tangled woods by men who knew
 What tracks of beasts the thicket might pierce through.
 Such things they told us whom we brought away,
 But after this, for certes on that day
 Not much we gathered of their way of life.
 So to the ships we came at last, and rife
 With many things new learned, we told them all,
 And though our courage might begin to fall
 A little now, yet each to other we
 Made countenance of great felicity,
 And spoke as if the prize were well-nigh won.
 

 Behold then, sirs, how fortune led us on,
 Little by little till we reached the worst,
 And still our lives grew more and more accurst.
 

THE ELDER OF THE CITY.
 

  Nay, friends, believe your worser life now past,
 And that a little bliss is reached at last;
 Take heart, therefore, for like a tale so told
 Is each man’s life: and ye, who have been bold
 To see and suffer such unheard-of things,
 Henceforth shall be more worshipped than the kings
 We hear you name; then since ye reach this day
 How are ye worse for what has passed away?
 

THE WANDERER.
 

 Kind folk, what words of ours can give you praise
 That fits your kindness; yet for those past days,
 If we bemoan our lot, think this at least:
 We are as men, who cast aside a feast
 Amidst their lowly fellows, that they may
 Eat with the king, and who at end of day, .
 Bearing sore stripes, with great humility
 Must pray the bedesmen of those men to be
 They scorned that day while yet the sun was high.
 

 Not long within the river did we lie,
 But put to sea intending as before
 To coast with watchful eyes the unknown shore,
 And strive to pierce the woods: three days we sailed,
 And little all our watchfulness availed,
 Though all that time the wind was fair enow;
 But on the fourth day it began to blow
 From off the land, and still increased on us
 Until the storm grown wild and furious,
 Although at anchor still we strove to ride,
 Had blown us out into the ocean wide,
 Far out of sight of land; and when at last,

 After three days, its fury was o’erpast,
 Of all our counsels this one was the best
 To beat back blindly to the longed-for west;
 Baffling the wind was, toilsome was the way,
 Nor did we make land till the thirtieth day,
 When both flesh-meat and water were nigh spent,
 But anchoring at last, ashore we went,
 And found the land far better than the first.
 For this with no thick forest was accurst, 
 Though here and there were scattered clumps of wood.
 The air was cooler, too, but soft and good,
 Fair streams we saw, and herds of goats and deer,
 But nothing noisome for a man to fear.
 So since at anchor safe our good ships lay
 Within the long horns of a sandy bay,
 We thought it good ashore to take our ease,
 And pitched our tents anigh some maple-trees
 Not far from shore, and there with little pain
 Enough of venison quickly did we gain
 To feast us all, and high feast did we hold
 Lighting great fires, for now the nights were cold,
 And we were fain a noble roast to eat;
 Nor did we lack for drink to better meat,
 For from the dark hold of the Rose Garland
 A well-hooped cask our shipmen brought aland,
 That knew some white-walled city of the Rhine.
 There crowned with flowers, and flushed with noble wine,
 Hearkening the distant murmur of the main,
 And safe upon our promised land again,
 What wonder if our vain hopes rose once more
 And Heaven seemed dull beside that twice-won shore.
 By midnight in our tents were we asleep,
 And little watch that night did any keep,
 For as our pleasance that fair land we deemed.

 But in my sleep of lovely things I dreamed,
 For I was back at Micklegarth once more,
 But not a court-man’s son there as of yore, 
 But the Greek king, or so I seemed to be,
 Set on the throne whose awe and majesty
 Gold lions guard; before whose moveless feet
 A damsel knelt, praying in words so sweet
 For what I know not now, that both mine eyes
 Grew full of tears, and I must bid her rise
 And sit beside me; step by step she came
 Up the gold stair, setting my heart a-flame
 With all her beauty, till she reached the throne
 And there sat down, but as with her alone
 In that vast hall, my hand her hand did seek,
 And on my face I felt her balmy cheek,
 Throughout my heart there shot a dreadful pang,
 And down below us, with a sudden clang
 The golden lions rose, and roared aloud,
 And in at every door did armed men crowd,
 Shouting out death and curses, and I fell
 Dreaming indeed that this at last was hell.
 

 But therewithal I woke, and through the night
 Heard shrieks and shouts and clamour as of fight,
 And snatching up my axe, unarmed beside
 Nor scarce awaked, my rallying cry I cried,
 And with good haste unto the hubbub went;
 But even in the entry of the tent
 Some dark mass hid the star-besprinkled sky,
 And whistling past my head a spear did fly,
 And striking out I saw a naked man

 Fall ‘neath my blow, nor heeded him, but ran 
 Unto the captain’s tent, for there indeed
 I saw my fellows stand at desperate need,
 Beset with foes, nor yet armed more than I,
 Though on the way I rallied hastily
 Some better armed, with whom I straightway fell
 Upon the foe, who with a hideous yell
 Turned round upon us; but we desperate
 And fresh, and dangerous for our axes’ weight,
 Fought so that they must needs give back a pace
 And yield our fellows some small breathing space;
 Then gathering all together, side by side
 We laid our weapons, and our cries we cried
 And rushed upon them, who abode no more
 Our levelled points, but scattering from the shore
 Ran here and there, but when some two or three
 We in the chase had slain right easily,
 We held our hands, nor followed more their flight,
 Fearing the many chances of the night.
 Then did we light our watch-fires up again
 And armed us all, and found three good men slain;
 Ten wounded, among whom was Nicholas,
 Though little heedful of these things he was,
 For in his tent he sat upon the ground,
 Holding fair Kirstin’s hand, whom he had found
 Dead, with a feathered javelin in her breast.
 But taking counsel now, we thought it best
 To gather up our goods and get away
 Unto the ships, and there to wait the day;
 Nor did we loiter, fearful lest the foe, 
 Who somewhat now our feebleness must know,
 Should come on us with force made manifold,
 And all our story quickly should be told.
 So to our boats in haste the others gat,
 But in his tent, not speaking, Nicholas sat,
 Nor moved when o’er his head we struck the tent..
 But when all things were ready, then I went

 And raised the body up, and silently
 Walked with it down the beach unto the sea;
 Then he arose and followed me, and when
 He reached at last the now embarking men,
 And in a boat my burden I had laid,
 He sat beside; but no word had he said
 Since first he knew her slain. Such ending had
 The night at whose beginning all were glad.
 

 One wounded man of theirs we brought with us
 Hoping for news, but he grew furious
 When he awoke aboard from out his swoon,
 And tore his wounds, and smote himself, and soon.
 Died outright, though his hurts were slight enow,
 So nought from him of that land could we know.
 But now as we that luckless country scanned,
 Just at the daybreak did we see a band
 Of these barbarians come with shout and yell
 Across the place where all these things befell,
 Down to the very edges of the sea;
 But though armed now, by day, we easily
 Had made a shift no few of them to slay, 
 It seemed to us the better course to weigh
 And try another entry to that land;
 So southward with a light wind did we stand,
 Not losing sight of shore, and now and then
 I led ashore the more part of our men
 Well armed, by daylight, and the barbarous folk
 Once and again from bushments on us broke,
 Whom without loss of men we brushed away.
 But in our turn it happed to us one day
 Upon a knot of them unwares to come,
 These we bore back with us, the most of whom
 Would neither eat nor drink, but sullenly
 Sat in a corner of the ship to die;
 But ‘mongst them was a woman, who at last,
 Won by the glitter of some toy we cast

 About her neck, by soft words and by wine,
 Began to answer us by sign to sign;
 Of whom we learned not much indeed, but when
 We set on shore those tameless savage men,
 And would have left her too, she seemed to pray,
 For terror of her folk, with us to stay:
 Therefore we took her back with us, and she,
 Though learning not our tongue too easily,
 Unto the forest-folk began to speak.
 

 Now midst all this passed many a weary week,
 And we no nigher all the time had come
 Unto the portal of our blissful home,
 And needs our bright hope somewhat must decay; 
 Yet none the less as dull day passed by day,
 Still onward by our folly were we led,
 And still with lies our wavering hearts we fed.
 Happy we were in this, that still the wind
 Blew as we wished, and still the air was kind;
 Nor failed we of fresh water as we went
 Along the coast, and oft our bows we bent
 On beast and fowl, and had no lack of food.
 Upon a day it chanced, that as we stood
 Somewhat off shore to fetch about a ness,
 Although the wind was blowing less and less,
 We were entrapped into a fearful sea,
 And carried by a current furiously
 Away from shore, and there were we so tost
 That for awhile we deemed ourselves but lost
 Amid those tumbling waves; but now at last,
 When out of sight of land we long had passed,
 The sea fell, and again toward land we stood,
 Which, reached upon the tenth day, seemed right good,
 But still untilled, and mountains rose up high

 Far inland, mingling with the cloudy sky.
 Once more we took the land, and since we found
 That, more than ever, beasts did there abound,
 We pitched our camp beside a little stream,
 But scarcely there of Paradise did dream
 As heretofore. Our camp we fortified
 With wall and dyke, and then the land we tried,
 And found the people most untaught and wild,
 Nigh void of arts, but harmless, good, and mild, 
 Nor fearing us: with some of these we went
 Back to our camp and people, with intent
 To question them, by her we last had got.
 But when she heard their tongue she knew it not,
 Nor did those others: but they seemed to say,
 That o’er the mountains other lands there lay
 Where folk dwelt, clothed and armed like unto us,
 But made withal as they were timorous
 And feared them much. Then we made signs that we,
 So little feared by all that tumbling sea,
 Would go to seek them; but they still would stay
 Our journey; nathless what they meant to say
 We scarce knew yet: howbeit, since these men
 Were friendly, and the weather, which till then
 Had been most fair, now grew to storm and rain,
 And the wind blew on land, and not in vain
 To us poor fools, that tale, half understood
 Those folk had told: midst all, we thought it good
 To haul our ships ashore, and build us there
 A place where we might dwell, till we could fare
 Along the coast, or inland it might be,
 That fertile realm, those goodly men to see.
 Right foul the weather was a dreary space
 While we abode with people of that place,
 And built them huts, as well we could, for we
 Who dwell in Norway have great mastery

 In woodwright’s craft; but they in turn would bring
 Wild fruits to us, and many a woodland thing,
 And catch us fish, and show us how to take 
 The smaller beasts, and meanwhile for our sake
 They learned our tongue, and we too somewhat learned
 Of words of theirs; but day by day we yearned
 To cross those mountains, and I woke no morn,
 To find myself lost, wretched, and forlorn,
 But those far-off white summits gave me heart;
 Now too those folk their story could impart
 Concerning them, and that in short was this — 

 — Beyond them lay a fair abode of bliss
 Where dwelt men like the Gods, and clad as we,
 Who doubtless lived on through eternity
 Unless the very world should come to nought;
 But never had they had the impious thought
 To scale those mountains, since most surely, none
 Could follow over them the fearful sun
 And live, of men they knew; but as for us
 They said, who were so wise and glorious
 It might not be so.
 Thus they spoke one eve
 When the black rain-clouds for a while did leave
 Upon the fresh and teeming earth to frown,
 And we they spoke to, had just set us down
 Midmost their village: from the resting earth
 Sweet odours rose, and in their noisy mirth
 The women played, as rising from the brook
 Off their long locks the glittering drops they shook;
 Betwixt the huts the children raced along;
 Some man was singing a wild barbarous song
 Anigh us, and these folk possessing nought, 
 And lacking nought, lived happy, free from thought,
 Or so it seemed — but we, what thing could pay
 For all that we had left so far away?
 Such thoughts as these I uttered murmuringly,
 But lifting up mine eyes, against the sky

 Beheld the snowy peaks brought near to us
 By a strange sunset, red and glorious,
 That seemed as through the much-praised land it lit,
 And would do, long hours after we must sit
 Beneath the twinkling stars with none to heed:
 And though I knew it was not so indeed,
 Yet did it seem to answer me, as though
 It called us once more on our quest to go.
 Then springing up I raised my voice and said, — 
 “What is it fellows, fear ye to be dead
 Upon those peaks, when, if ye loiter here
 Half dead, with very death still drawing near,
 Your lives are wasted all the more for this,
 That ye in this world thought to garner bliss;
 Unless indeed ye chance to think it well
 With this unclad and barbarous folk to dwell,
 Deedless and hopeless; ye, to whom the land,
 That o’er the world has sent so many a band
 Of conquering men, was not yet good enough.
 “Did ye then deem the way would not be rough
 Unto the lovely land ye so desire?
 Did ye not rather swear through blood and fire,
 And all ill things to follow up this quest
 Till life or death your longing laid to rest? 
 “Let us not linger here then, until fate
 Make longing unavailing, hope too late,
 And turn to lamentations all our prayers,
 But with to-morrow cast aside your cares,
 And stout of heart make ready for the strife
 ‘Twixt this short time of dreaming and real life.
 “Lo now, if but the half will come with me,
 The summit of those mountains will I see,
 Or, else die first, yea, if but twenty men

 Will follow me; nor will I stay if ten
 Will share my trouble or felicity
 What do I say? alone, O friends, will I
 Seek for my life, for no man can die twice,
 And death or life may give me Paradise!”
 

 Then Nicholas said, “Rolf, I will go with thee,
 For desperate do I think the quest to be,
 And I shall die, and that to me is well,
 Or else I may forget, I cannot tell
 Still I will go.”
 Then Laurence said, “I too
 Will go remembering what I said to you,
 When any land, the first to which we came
 Seemed that we sought, and set your hearts aflame,
 And all seemed won to you: but still I think,
 Perchance years hence, the fount of life to drink,
 Unless by some ill chance I first am slain,
 But boundless risk must pay for boundless gain.”
 So most men said, but yet a few there were 
 Who said, “Nay, soothly let us live on here,
 We have been fools and we must pay therefore
 With this dull life, and labour very sore
 Until we die; yet are we grown too wise
 Upon this earth to seek for Paradise;
 Leave us, but ye may yet come back again
 When ye have found your trouble nought and vain.”
 

 Well, in three days we left those men behind,
 To dwell among the simple folk and kind
 Who were our guides at first, until that we
 Reached the green hills clustered confusedly
 About the mountains, then they turned, right glad
 That till that time no horrors they had had;
 But we still hopeful, making nought of time,
 The rugged rocks now set ourselves to climb,
 And lonely there for days and days and days

 We stumbled through the blind and bitter ways,
 Now rising to the never-melting snow,
 Now beaten thence, and fain to try below
 Another kingdom of that world of stone.
 At last when all our means of life were gone
 And some of us had fallen in the fight
 With cold and weariness, we came in sight
 Of what we hungered for — what then — what then?

 — A savage land, a land untilled again,
 No lack of food while lasted shaft or bow,
 But folk the worst of all we came to know;
 Scarce like to men, yea, worse than most of beasts, 
 For of men slain they made their impious feasts;
 These, as I deem for our fresh blood athirst
 From out the thick wood often on us burst.
 Not heeding death, and in confused fight
 We spent full many a wretched day and night,
 That yet were happiest of the times we knew,
 For with our grief such fearful foes we grew,
 That Odin’s gods had hardly scared men more
 As fearless through the naked press we bore.
 At first indeed some prisoners did we take,
 Asking them questions for our fair land’s sake,
 Hoping ‘gainst hope; but when in vain had been
 Our questioning, and we one day had seen
 Their way of banqueting, then axe and spear
 Ended the wretched life and sullen fear
 Of any wild man wounded in the fight.
 So with the failing of our hoped delight
 We grew to be like devils — then I knew
 At my own cost, what each man cometh to
 When every pleasure from his life is gone,
 And hunger and desire of life alone,

 That still beget dull rage and bestial fears,
 Like gnawing serpents through the world he bears.
 What time we spent there? nay, I do not know:
 For happy folk no time can pass too slow
 Because they die; because at last they die
 And are at rest, no time too fast can fly
 For wretches; but eternity of woe
 Had hemmed us in, and neither fast or slow 
 Passed the dull time as we held reckoning.
 Yet midst so many a wretched, hopeless thing
 One hope there was, if it was still a hope,
 At last, at last, to turn, and scale the cope
 Of those dread mountains we had clambered o’er.
 And we did turn, and with what labour sore,
 What thirst, what hunger, and what wretchedness
 We struggled daily, how can words express?
 Yet amidst all, the kind God led us on
 Until at last a high raised pass we won
 And like grey clouds afar beheld the sea,
 And weakened with our toil and misery
 Wept at that sight, that like a friend did seem
 Forgotten long, beheld but in a dream
 When we know not if he be still alive.
 But thence descending, we with rocks did strive,
 Till dwindled, weary, did we reach the plain
 And came unto our untaught friends again,
 And those we left, who yet alive and well,
 Wedded to brown wives, fain would have us tell
 The story of our woes, which when they heard,
 The country people wondered at our word,
 But not our fellows; and so all being said
 A little there we gathered lustihead
 Still talking over what was best to do.
 And we the leaders yet were fain to go
 From sea to sea and take what God might send,

 Who at the worst our hopes and griefs would end
 With that same death we once had hoped to stay, 
 Or even yet might send us such a day,
 That our past troubles should but make us glad
 As men rejoice in pensive songs and sad.
 This was our counsel; those that we had left
 Said, that they once before had been bereft
 Of friends and country by a sick man’s dream,
 That this their life not evil did they deem
 Nor would they rashly cast it down the wind;
 But whoso went, that they would stay behind.
 Others there were who said, whate’er might come
 They would at least seek for the happy home
 They had forgotten once, and there at last
 In penitence for sins and follies past
 Wait for the death that they in vain had fled.
 

 Well, when all things by all sides had been said
 We drew the ships again unto the sea,
 Which those who went not with us, carefully
 Had tended for those years we were away
 (Which still they said was ten months and a day);
 And these we rigged, and in a little while
 The Fighting Man looked o’er the false sea’s smile
 Unto the land of Norway, and our band
 Across the bulwarks of the Rose Garland,
 Amidst of tears and doubt and misery
 Sent after them a feeble farewell cry,
 And they returned a tremulous faint cheer,
 While from the sandy shell-strewn beach anear
 The soft west wind across the waves bore out
 A strange confused noise of wail and shout,
 For there the dark line of the outland folk
 A few familiar grey-eyed faces broke,
 That minded us of Norway left astern,
 Ere we began our heavy task to learn.
 

THE ELDER OF THE CITY.
 

  Sirs, by my deeming had ye still gone on
 When ye had crossed the mountains, ye had won
 Unto another sea at last, and there
 Had found clad folk, and cities great and fair
 Though not the deathless country of your thought.
 

THE WANDERER.
 

 Yea, sirs, and short of that we had deemed nought,
 Ere yet our hope of life had fully died,
 And for those cities scarce should we have tried,
 E’en had we known of them, and certainly
 Nought but those bestial people did we see:
 But let me hasten now unto the end.
 

 Fair wind and lovely weather God did send
 To us deserted men, who but two score
 Now mustered, so we stood off from the shore
 Still stretching south till we lost land again,
 Because we deemed our labour would be vain
 Upon the land too near where we had been,
 Where nine of us as yet a sign had seen
 Of that which we desired. And now we few, 
 Thus left alone, each unto other grew
 The dearer friends, and less accursed we seemed
 As still the less of ‘scaping death we dreamed,
 And knew the lot of all men should be ours,
 A chequered day of sunshine and of showers
 Fading to twilight and dark night at last.
 Those forest folk with ours their lot had cast,
 And ever unto us were leal and true,
 And now when all our tongue at last they knew

 They told us tales, too long to tell as now;
 Yet this one thing I fain to you would show
 About the dying man our sight did kill
 Amidst the corpses on that dreary hill:
 Namely, that when their king drew nigh to death,
 But still had left in him some little breath,
 They bore him to that hill, when they had slain,
 By a wild root that killed with little pain,
 His servants and his wives like as we saw,
 Thinking that thence the gods his soul would draw
 To heaven; but the king being dead at last,
 The servants dead being taken down, they cast
 Into the river, but the king they hung
 I Embalmed within that chapel, where they sung
 Some office over him in solemn wise,
 Amidst the smoke of plenteous sacrifice.
 

 Well, though wild hope no longer in us burned,
 Unto the land within a while we turned,
 And found it much the same, and still untilled, 
 And still its people of all arts unskilled;
 And some were dangerous and some were kind;
 But midst them no more tidings did we find
 Of what we once had deemed well-won, but now
 Was like the dream of some past kingly show.
 What shall I say of all these savages,
 Of these wide plains beset with unsown trees,
 Through which untamed man-fearing beasts did range?
 To us at least there seemed but little change,
 For we were growing weary of the world.
 Whiles did we dwell ashore, whiles were we hurled
 Out to the landless ocean, whiles we lay
 Long time within some river or deep bay;
 And so the months went by, until at last,
 When now three years were fully overpast

 Since we had left our fellows, and grown old
 Our leaky ship along the water rolled,
 Upon a day unto a land we came
 Whose people spoke a tongue well-nigh the same
 As that our forest people used, and who
 A little of the arts of mankind knew,
 And tilled the kind earth, certes not in vain;
 For wealth of melons we saw there, and grain
 Strange unto us. Now battered as we were,
 Grown old before our time, in worn-out gear,
 These people, when we first set foot ashore,
 Garlands of flowers and fruits unto us bore,
 And worshipped us as gods, and for no words
 That we could say would cease to call us Lords, 
 And pray our help to give them bliss and peace,
 And fruitful seasons of the earth’s increase.
 Withal at last, they, when in talk they fell
 With our good forest-folk, to them did tell
 That they were subject to a mighty king,
 Who, as they said, ruled over everything,
 And, dwelling in a glorious city, had
 All things that men desire to make them glad.
 “He,” said they, “none the less shall be but slave
 Unto your lords, and all that he may have
 Will he but take as free gifts at their hands,
 If they will deign henceforth to bless his lands
 With their most godlike presence.”
 Ye can think
 How we poor wretched souls outworn might shrink
 From such strange worship, that like mocking seemed
 To us, who of a godlike state had dreamed,
 And missed it in such wise; yet none the less
 An earthly haven to our wretchedness
 This city seemed, therefore we ‘gan to pray
 That some of them would guide us on our way,
 Which words of ours they heard most joyously,

 And brought us to their houses nigh the sea,
 And feasted us with such things as they might.
 But almost ere the ending of the night
 We started on our journey, being up-borne
 In litters, like to kings, who so forlorn
 Had been erewhile; so in some ten days’ space
 They brought us nigh their king’s abiding place; 
 And as we went the land seemed fair enough,
 Though sometimes did we pass through forests rough,
 Deserts and fens, yet for the most, the way
 Through ordered villages and tilled land lay,
 Which after all the squalid miseries
 We had beheld, seemed heaven unto our eyes,
 Though strange to us it was.
 But now when we
 From a hill-side the city well could see,
 Our guides there prayed us to abide awhile,
 Wherefore we stayed, though eager to beguile
 Our downcast hearts from brooding o’er our woe
 By all the new things that abode might show;
 So while we bided on that flowery down
 The swiftest of them sped on toward the town
 To bear them news of this unhoped-for bliss;
 And we, who now some little happiness
 Could find in that fair place and pleasant air,
 Sat ‘neath strange trees, on new flowers growing there
 Of scent unlike to those we knew of old,
 While unfamiliar tales the strange birds told.
 But certes seemed that city fair enow

 That spread out o’er the well-tilled vale below,
 Though nowise built like such as we had seen;
 Walled with white walls it was, and gardens green
 Were set between the houses everywhere;
 And now and then rose up a tower foursquare
 Lessening in stage on stage: with many a hue
 The house walls glowed, of red and green and blue, 
 And some with gold were well adorned, and one
 From roofs of gold flashed back the noontide sun.
 Had we seen such a place not long ago
 We should have made great haste to get thereto,
 Deeming that it must be the heaven we sought.
 But now while quietly we sat, and thought
 Of many things, the gate wherein that road
 Had end, was opened wide, and thereout flowed
 A glittering throng of people, young and old,
 And men and women, much adorned with gold;
 Wherefore we rose to meet them, who stood still
 When they beheld us winding down the hill,
 And lined both sides of the grey road, but we
 Now drawing nigh them, first of all could see
 Old men in venerable raiment clad,
 White bearded, who sweet flowering branches had
 In their right hands, then young men armed right well
 After their way, which now were long to tell,
 Then damsels clad in radiant gold array,
 Who with sweet-smelling blossoms strewed the way
 Before our feet, then men with gleaming swords
 And glittering robes, and crowned like mighty lords,
 And last of all; within the very gate
 The king himself, round whom our guides did wait,
 Kneeling with humble faces downward bent.
 What wonder if, as ‘twixt these folk we went,
 Hearkening their singing and sweet minstrelsy,
 A little nigher seemed our heaven to be — 
 Alas, a fair folk, a sweet spot of earth, 

 A land where many a lovely thing has birth,
 But where all fair things come at last to die.
 Now when we three unto the king drew nigh
 Before our fellows, he, adored of all,
 Spared not before us on his knees to fall,
 And as we deemed who knew his speech but ill,
 Began to pray us to bide with him still,
 Speaking withal of some old prophecy
 Which seemed to say that there we should not die.
 What could we do amidst these splendid lords?
 No time it was to doubt or make long words,
 Nor with a short but happy life at hand
 Durst we to ask about the perfect land,
 Though well we felt the life whereof he spoke,
 Could never be among those mortal folk.
 Therefore we way-worn, disappointed men,
 So richly dowered with three-score years and ten,
 Vouchsafed to grant the king his whole request,
 Thinking within that town awhile to rest,
 And gather news about the hope that fled
 Still on before us, risen from the dead,
 From out its tomb of toil and misery,
 That held it while we saw but sea and sky,
 Or untilled lands and people void of bliss,
 And our own faces heavy with distress.
 

 But entering now that town, what huge delight
 We had therein, how lovely to our sight
 Was the well-ordered life of people there, 
 Who on that night within a palace fair
 Made us a feast with great solemnity,
 Till we forgot that we came there to die
 If we should leave our quest, for as great kings
 They treated us, and whatsoever things
 We asked for, or could think of, those were ours.
 Houses we had, noble with walls and towers,

 Lovely with gardens, cooled with running streams,
 And rich with gold beyond a miser’s dreams,
 And men and women slaves, whose very lives
 Were in our hands; and fair and princely wives
 If so we would; and all things for delight,
 Good to the taste or beautiful to sight
 The land might yield. They taught us of their law,
 The muster of their men-at-arms we saw,
 As men who owned them; in their judgment-place
 Our lightest word made glad the pleader’s face,
 And the judge trembled at our faintest frown.
 Think then, if we, late driven up and down
 Upon the uncertain sea, or struggling sore
 With barbarous men upon an untilled shore,
 Or at the best, midst people ignorant
 Of arts and letters, fighting against want
 Of very food — think if we now were glad
 From day to day, and as folk crazed and mad
 Deemed our old selves, the wanderers on the sea.
 And if at whiles midst our felicity
 We yet remembered us of that past day
 When in the long swell off the land we lay, 
 Weeping for joy at our accomplished dream,
 And each to each a very god did seem,
 For fear was dead — if we remembered this,
 Yet after all, was this our life of bliss,
 A little thing that we had gained at last?
 And must we sorrow for the idle past,
 Or think it ill that thither we were led?
 Thus seemed our old desire quite quenched and dead.
 You must remember though, that we were young,
 Five years had passed since the grey fieldfare sung
 To me a dreaming youth laid ‘neath the thorn,
 And though while we were wandering and forlorn

 I seemed grown old and withered suddenly,
 But twenty summers had I seen go by
 When I left Viken on that desperate cruise.
 But now again our wrinkles did we lose
 With memory of our ills, and like a dream
 Our fevered quest with its bad days did seem,
 And many things grew fresh again, forgot
 While in our hearts that wild desire was hot:
 Yea, though at thought of Norway we might sigh,
 Small was the pain which that sweet memory
 Brought with its images seen fresh and clear,
 And many an old familiar thing grown dear,
 We loved but little while we lived with it.
 

 So smoothly o’er our heads the days did flit,
 Yet not eventless either, for we taught
 Such lore as we from our own land had brought 
 Unto this folk, who when they wrote must draw
 Such draughts as erst at Micklegarth I saw,
 Writ for the evil Pharaoh-kings of old;
 Their arms were edged with copper or with gold,
 Whereof they had great plenty, or with flint;
 No armour had they fit to bear the dint
 Of tools like ours, and little could avail
 Their archer craft; their boats knew nought of sail,
 And many a feat of building could we show,
 Which midst their splendour still they did not know.
 And midst of all, war fell upon the land,
 And in forefront of battle must we stand,
 To do our best, though little mastery
 We thought it then to make such foemen flee
 As there we met; but when again we came
 Into the town, with something like to shame
 We took the worship of that simple folk

 Rejoicing for their freedom from the yoke
 That round about their necks had hung so long.
 For thus that war began: some monarch strong
 Conquered their land of old, and thereon laid
 A dreadful tribute, which they still had paid
 With tears and curses; for as each fifth year
 Came round, this heavy shame they needs must bear:
 Ten youths, ten maidens must they choose by lot
 Among the fairest that they then had got.
 Who a long journey o’er the hills must go
 Unto the tyrant, nor with signs of woe
 Enter his city, but in bright array, 
 And harbingered by songs and carols gay,
 Betake them to the temple of his god;
 But when the streets their weary feet had trod
 Their wails must crown the long festivity,
 For on the golden altar must they die.
 Such was the sentence till the year we came,
 And counselled them to put away this shame
 If they must die therefore, so on that year
 Barren of blood the devil’s altars were,
 Wherefore a herald clad in strange attire
 The tyrant sent them, and but blood and fire
 His best words were; him they sent back again
 Defied by us, who made his threats but vain,
 When face to face with those ill folk we stood
 Ready to seal our counsel with our blood.
 Past all belief they loved us for all this,
 And if it would have added to our bliss
 That they should die, this surely they had done;
 So smoothly slipped the years past one by one,
 And we had lived and died as happy there
 As any men the labouring earth may bear,
 But for the poison of that wickedness

 That led us on God’s edicts to redress.
 At first indeed death seemed so far away,
 So sweet in our new home was every day,
 That we forgot death like the most of men
 Who cannot count the threescore years and ten;
 Yet we grew fearful as the time drew on,
 And needs must think of all we might have won, 
 Yea, by so much the happier that we were
 By just so much increased on us our fear,
 And those old times of our past misery
 Seemed not so evil as the days went by
 Faster and faster with the year’s increase,
 For loss of youth to us was loss of peace.
 

 Two gates unto the road of life there are,
 And to the happy youth both seem afar,
 Both seem afar, so far the past one seems,
 The gate of birth, made dim with many dreams,
 Bright with remembered hopes, beset with flowers;
 So far it seems he cannot count the hours
 That to this midway path have led him on
 Where every joy of life now seemeth won — 
 So far, he thinks not of the other gate,
 Within whose shade the ghosts of dead hopes wait
 To call upon him as he draws anear,
 Despoiled, alone, and dull with many a fear,
 “Where is thy work? how little thou hast done,
 Where are my friends, why art thou so alone?”
 How shall he weigh his life? slow goes the time
 The while the fresh dew-sprinkled hill we climb,
 Thinking of what shall be the other side,
 Slow pass perchance the minutes we abide
 On the gained summit, blinking at the sun;

 But when the downward journey is begun
 No more our feet may loiter, past our ears
 Shrieks the harsh wind scarce noted midst our fears,
 And battling with the hostile things we meet
 Till, ere we know it, our weak shrinking feet
 Have brought us to the end and all is done.
 

 And so with us it was, when youth twice won
 Now for the second time had passed away,
 And we unwitting were grown old and grey,
 And one by one, the death of some dear friend,
 Some cherished hope, brought to a troublous end
 Our joyous life; as in a dawn of June
 The lover, dreaming of the brown bird’s tune
 And longing lips unto his own brought near,
 Wakes up the crashing thunder-peal to hear.
 So, sirs, when this world’s pleasures came to nought
 Not upon God we set our wayward thought,
 But on the folly our own hearts had made;
 Once more the stories of the past we weighed
 With what we hitherto had found, once more
 We longed to be by some unknown far shore,
 Once more our life seemed trivial, poor, and vain,
 Till we our lost fool’s paradise might gain,
 And we were like the felon doomed to die,
 Who when unto the sword he draws anigh
 Struggles and cries, though erewhile in his cell
 He heard the priest of heaven and pardon tell,
 Weeping and half-contented to be slain.
 

 Was I the first who thought of this again?
 Perchance I was, but howsoe’er that be
 Long time I thought of these things certainly
 Ere I durst stir my fellows to the quest,
 Though secretly myself, with little rest
 For tidings of our lovely land I sought.
 Should prisoners from another folk be brought
 Unto our town, I questioned them of this;

 I asked the wandering merchants of a bliss
 They dreamed not of, in chaffering for their goods;
 The hunter in the far-off lonely woods,
 The fisher in the rivers nigh the sea,
 Must tell their wild strange stories unto me.
 Within the temples books of records lay
 Such as I told of, thereon day by day
 I pored, and got long stories from the priests
 Of many-handed gods with heads of beasts,
 And such like dreariness; and still, midst all
 Sometimes a glimmering light would seem to fall
 Upon my ignorance, and less content
 As time went on I grew, and ever went
 About my daily life distractedly,
 Until at last I felt that I must die
 Or to my fellows tell what in me was.
 So on a day I came to Nicholas
 And trembling ‘gan to tell of this and that,
 And as I spoke with downcast eyes I sat
 Fearing to see some scorn within his eyes,
 Or horror at unhappy memories;
 But now, when mine eyes could no longer keep
 The tears from falling, he too, nigh to weep, 
 Spoke out, “O Rolf; why hast thou come to me,
 Who thinking I was happy, now must see
 That only with the ending of our breath,
 Or by that fair escape from fear and death
 Can we forget the hope that erewhile led
 Our little band to woe and drearihead?
 But now are we grown old, Rolf; and to-day
 Life is a little thing to cast away,
 Nor can we suffer many years of it
 If all goes wrong, so no more will I sit,
 Praying for all the things that cannot be:
 Tell thou our fellows what thou tellest me,
 Nor fear that I will leave you in your need.”
 Well, sirs, with all the rest I had such speed

 That men enough of us resolved to go
 The very bitterness of death to know
 Or else to conquer him; some idle tale
 With our kind hosts would plenteously avail,
 For of our quest we durst not tell them aught,
 Since something more than doubt was in our thought,
 Though unconfessed, that we should fail at last,
 Nor had we quite forgot our perils past.
 

 Alas! can weak men hide such thoughts as these?
 I think the summer wind that bows the trees
 Through which the dreamer wandereth muttering
 Will bear abroad some knowledge of the thing
 That so consumes him; howsoe’er that be,
 We, born to drink the dregs of misery, 
 Found in the end that some one knew our aim.
 For while we weighed the chances of the game
 That we must play, nor yet knew what to shun,
 Or what to do, there came a certain one,
 A young man strange within the place, to me,
 Who, swearing me at first to secrecy,
 Began to tell me of the hoped-for land.
 The trap I saw not, with a shaking hand
 And beating heart, unto the notes of years
 I turned, long parchments blotted with my tears,
 And tremulously read them out aloud;
 But still, because the hurrying thoughts would crowd
 My whirling brain, scarce heard the words I read.
 Yet in the end it seemed that what he said
 Tallied with that, heaped up so painfully.
 Now listen! this being done, he said to me,
 “O godlike Eastern man, believest thou
 That I who look so young and ruddy now
 Am very old? because in sooth I come
 To seek thee and to lead thee to our home
 With all thy fellows. But if thou dost not,
 Come now with me, for nigh unto this spot
 My brother, left behind, an ancient man

 Now dwelleth, but as grey-haired, weak and wan
 As I am fresh; of me he doth not know,
 So surely shall our speech together show,
 The truth of this my message.” “Yea,” said I,
 “I doubt thee not, yet would I certainly
 Hear the old man talk if he liveth yet. 
 That I a clearer tale of this may set
 Before my fellows; come then, lead me there.”
 Thus easily I fell into the snare;
 For as along the well-known streets we went,
 An old hoar man there met us, weak and bent,
 Who staying us, the while with age he shook,
 My lusty fellow by the shoulder took,
 And said, “Oh, stranger canst thou be the son,
 Or but the younger double of such an one,
 Who dwelt once in the weaver’s street hereby?”
 But the young man looked on him lovingly,
 And said, “O certes, thou art now grown old
 That thou thy younger brother canst behold
 And call him stranger.” “Yea, yea, old enow,”
 The other said, “what fables talkest thou?
 My brother has but three years less than I,
 Nor dealeth time with men so marvellously
 That he should seem like twenty, I fourscore:
 Thou art my nephew, let the jest pass o’er.”
 “Nay,” said he, “but it is not good to talk
 Here in the crowded street, so let us walk
 Unto thine habitation; dost thou mind,
 When we were boys, how once we chanced to find
 That crock of copper money hid away
 Up in the loft, and how on that same day
 We bought this toy and that, thou a short sword
 And I a brazen boat.”
 But at that word
 The old man wildly on him ‘gan to stare 
 And said no more, the while we three did fare
 Unto his house, but there we being alone,
 Many undoubted signs the younger one

 Gave to his brother, saying withal, that he
 Had gained the land of all felicity,
 Where, after trials then too long to tell,
 The slough of grisly eld from off him fell,
 And left him strong, and fair, and young again;
 Neither from that time had he suffered pain
 Greater or less, or feared at all to die:
 And though, he said, he knew not certainly
 If he should live for ever, this he knew
 His days should not be full of pain and few
 As most men’s lives were. Now when asked why he
 Had left his home, a deadly land to see,
 He said that people’s chiefs had sent him there
 Moved by report that tall men, white and fair,
 Like to the Gods, had come across the sea
 Of whom old seers had told that they should be
 Lords of that land, therefore his charge was this,
 To lead us forth to that abode of bliss,
 But secretly, since for the other folk
 They were as beasts to toil beneath the yoke,
 “But,” said he, “brother, thou shalt go with me,
 If now at last no doubt be left in thee
 Of who I am.”
 At that, to end it all
 The weak old man upon his neck did fall,
 Rejoicing for his lot with many tears: 
 But I, rejoicing too, yet felt vague fears
 Within my heart, for now almost too nigh
 We seemed to that long sought felicity.
 What should I do though? What could it avail
 Unto these men, to make a feigned tale?
 Besides in all no faltering could I find,
 Nor did they go beyond, or fall behind,
 What in such cases such-like men would do,
 Therefore I needs must think their story true.

 So now unto my fellows did I go
 And all things in due order straight did show,
 And had the man who told the tale at hand;
 Of whom some made great question of the land,
 And where it was, and how he found it first;
 And still he answered boldly to the worst
 Of all their questions: then from out the place
 He went, and we were left there face to face.
 And joy it was to see the dark cheeks, tanned
 By many a summer of that fervent land,
 Flush up with joy, and see the grey eyes gleam
 Through the dull film of years, as that sweet dream
 Flickered before them, now grown real and true.
 But when the certainty of all we knew,
 Dreaming for sure our quest would not be vain,
 We got us ready for the sea again.
 But to the city’s folk we told no more
 Than that we needs must make for some far shore,
 Whence we would come again to them, and bring
 For them and us, full many a wished-for thing 
 To make them glad.
 Then answered they indeed
 That our departing made their hearts to bleed,
 But with no long words prayed us still to stay,
 And I remembered me of that past day,
 And somewhat grieved I felt, that so it was:
 Not thinking how the deeds of men must pass,
 And their remembrance as their bodies die,
 Or, if their memories fade not utterly,
 Like curious pictures shall they be at best,
 For men to gaze at while they sit at rest,
 Talking of alien things and feasting well.
 

  Ah me! I loiter, being right loth to tell
 The things that happened to us in the end.
 Down to the noble river did we wend
 Where lay the ships we taught these folk to make,
 And there the fairest of them did we take
 And so began our voyage; thirty-three
 Were left of us, who erst had crossed the sea,
 Five of the forest people, and beside
 None but the fair young man, our new-found guide,
 And his old brother; setting sail with these
 We left astern our gilded palaces
 And all the good things God had given us there
 With small regret, however good they were.
 Well, in twelve days our vessel reached the sea,
 When turning round we ran on northerly
 In sight of land at whiles; what need to say 
 How the time past from hopeful day to day?
 Suffice it that the wind was fair and good,
 And we most joyful, as still north we stood;
 Until when we a month at sea had been,
 And for six days no land at all had seen,
 We sighted it once more, whereon our guide
 Shouted, “O fellows, lay all fear aside,
 This is the land whereof I spake to you.”
 But when the happy tidings all men knew,
 Trembling and pale we watched the land grow great,
 And when above the waves the noontide heat
 Had raised a vapour ‘twixt us and the land
 That afternoon, we saw a high ness stand
 Out in the sea, and nigher when we came,
 And all the sky with sunset was a-flame,
 ‘Neath the dark hill we saw a city lie,
 Washed by the waves, girt round with ramparts high.
 A little nigher yet, and then our guide
 Bade us to anchor, lowering from our side
 The sailless keel wherein he erst had come,

 Through many risks, to bring us to his home.
 But when our eager hands this thing had done,
 He and his brother gat therein alone.
 But first he said, “Abide here till the morn,
 And when ye hear the sound of harp and horn,
 And varied music, run out every oar,
 Up anchor, and make boldly for the shore.
 O happy men! well-nigh do I regret
 That I am not as you, to whom as yet 
 That moment past all moments is unknown,
 When first unending life to you is shown.
 But now I go, that all in readiness
 May be, your souls with this delight to bless.”
 He waved farewell to us and went, but we,
 As the night grew, beheld across the sea
 Lights moving on the quays, and now and then
 We heard the chanting of the outland men.
 How can I tell of that strange troublous night,
 Troublous and strange, though ‘neath the moonshine white,
 Peace seemed upon the sea, the glimmering town,
 The shadows of the tree-besprinkled down,
 The moveless dewy folds of our loose sail?
 But how could these for peace to us avail?
 Weary with longing, blind with great amaze,
 We struggled now with past and future days;
 And not in vain our former joy we thought,
 Since thirty years our wandering feet had brought
 To this at last — and yet, what will you have?
 Can man be made content? We wished to save
 The bygone years; our hope, our painted toy,
 We feared to miss, drowned in that sea of joy.
 Old faces still reproached us: “We are gone,
 And ye are entering into bliss alone;
 And can ye now forget? Year passes year,
 And still ye live on joyous, free from fear;
 But where are we? where is the memory
 Of us, to whom ye once were drawn so nigh? 

 Forgetting and alone ye enter in;
 Remembering all, alone we wail our sin,
 And cannot touch you.” — Ah, the blessed pain!
 When heaven just gained was scarcely all a gain.
 How could we weigh that boundless treasure then,
 Or count the sorrows of the sons of men?

 — Ah, woe is me to think upon that night!
 

 Day came, and with the dawning of the light
 We were astir, and from our deck espied
 The people clustering by the water-side,
 As if to meet us; then across the sea
 We heard great horns strike up triumphantly,
 And then scarce knowing what we did, we weighed
 And running out the oars for shore we made,
 With banners fluttering out from yard and mast.
 We reached the well-built marble quays at last,
 Crowded with folk, and in the front of these
 There stood our guide, decked out with braveries,
 Holding his feeble brother by the hand,
 Then speechless, trembling, did we now take land,
 Leaving all woes behind, but when our feet
 The happy soil of that blest land did meet,
 Fast fell our tears, as on a July day
 The thunder-shower falls pattering on the way,
 And certes some one we desired to bless,
 But scarce knew whom midst all our thankfulness.
 Now the crowd opened, and an ordered band
 Of youths and damsels, flowering boughs in hand 
 Came forth to meet us, just as long ago,
 When first we won some rest from pain and woe,
 Except that now eld chained not anyone,
 No man was wrinkled but ourselves alone,
 But smooth and beautiful, bright-eyed and glad,
 Were all we saw, in fair thin raiment clad
 Fit for the sunny place.
 But now our friend,
 Our guide, who brought us to this glorious end,
 Led us amidst that band, who ‘gan to sing

 Some hymn of welcome, midst whose carolling
 Faint-hearted men we must have been indeed
 To doubt that all was won; nor did we heed
 That, when we well were gotten from the quay,
 Armed men went past us, by the very way
 That we had come, nor thought of their intent,
 For armour unto us was ornament,
 And had been now, for many peaceful years,
 Since bow and axe had dried the people’s tears.
 Let all that pass — with song and minstrelsy
 Through many streets they led us, fair to see,
 For nowhere did we meet maimed, poor, or old,
 But all were young and clad in silk and gold.
 Like a king’s court the common ways did seem
 On that fair morn of our accomplished dream.
 Far did we go, through market-place and square,
 Past fane and palace, till a temple fair
 We came to, set aback midst towering trees,
 But raised above the tallest of all these. 
 So there we entered through a brazen gate,
 And all the thronging folk without did wait,
 Except the golden-clad melodious band.
 But when within the precinct we did stand,
 Another rampart girdled round the fane,
 And that being past another one again,
 And small space was betwixt them, all these three
 Of white stones laid in wondrous masonry
 Were builded, but the fourth we now passed through
 Was half of white and half of ruddy hue;
 Nor did we reach the temple through this one,
 For now a fifth wall came, of dark red stone
 With golden coping and wide doors of gold;
 And this being past, our eyes could then behold
 The marvellous temple, foursquare, rising high
 In stage on stage up toward the summer sky,
 Like the unfinished tower that Nimrod built

 Before the concord of the world was spilt.
 So now we came into the lowest hall,
 A mighty way across from wall to wall,
 Where carven pillars held a gold roof up,
 And silver walls fine as an Indian cup,
 With figures monstrous as a dream were wrought,
 And under foot the floor beyond all thought
 Was wonderful, for like the tumbling sea
 Beset with monsters did it seem to be;
 But in the midst a pool of ruddy gold
 Caught in its waves a glittering fountain cold,
 And through the bright shower of its silver spray 
 Dimly we saw the high raised dais, gay
 With wondrous hangings, for high up and small
 The windows were within the dreamlike hall;
 Betwixt the pillars wandered damsels fair
 Crooning low songs, or filling all the air
 With incense wafted to strange images
 That made us tremble, since we saw in these
 The devils unto whom we now must cry
 Ere we began our new felicity:
 Nathless no altars did we see but one
 Which dimly from before the dais shone
 Built of green stone, with horns of copper bright.
 Now when we entered from the outer light
 And all the scents of the fresh day were past,
 With its sweet breezes, a dull shade seemed cast
 Over our joy; what then? not if we would
 Could we turn back — and surely all was good,
 But now they brought us vestments rich and fair,
 And bade us our own raiment put off there,
 Which straight we did, and with a hollow sound
 Like mournful bells our armour smote the ground,
 And damsels took the weapons from our hands
 That might have gleamed with death in other lands,

 And won us praise; at last when all was done,
 And brighter than the Kaiser each man shone,
 Us unarmed helpless men the music led
 Up to the dais, and there our old guide said
 “Rest, happy men, the time will not be long
 Ere they will bring with incense, dance, and song 
 The sacred cup, your life and happiness,
 And many a time this fair hour shall ye bless.”
 

 Alas, sirs! words are weak to tell of it,
 I seemed to see a smile of mockery flit
 Across his face as from our thrones he turned,
 And in my heart a sudden fear there burned,
 The last, I said, for ever and a day;
 But even then with harsh and ominous bray
 A trumpet through the monstrous pillars rung,
 And to our feet with sudden fear we sprung
 Too late, too late! for through all doors did stream
 Armed men, that filled the place with clash and gleam,
 And when the dull sound of their moving feet
 Was still, a fearful sight our eyes did meet,
 A fearful sight to us — old men and grey
 Betwixt the bands of soldiers took their way,
 And at their head in wonderful attire,
 Holding within his hand a pot of fire,
 Moved the false brother of the traitrous guide,
 Who with bowed head walked ever by his side;
 But as anigh the elders ‘gan to draw,
 We, almost turned to stone by what we saw,
 Heard the old man say to the younger one,
 “Speak to them that thou knowest, O fair Son!”
 Then the wretch said, “O ye, who sought to find
 Unending life against the law of kind,
 Within this land, fear ye not now too much,
 For no man’s hand your bodies here shall touch,
 But rather with all reverence folk shall tend
 Your daily lives, until at last they end
 By slow decay: and ye shall pardon us
 The trap whereby beings made so glorious
 As ye are made, we drew unto this place.

 Rest ye content then! for although your race
 Comes from the gods, yet are ye conquered here,
 As we would conquer them, if we knew where
 They dwell from day to day, and with what arms
 We, overcoming them, might win such charms
 That we might make the world what ye desire.
 “Rest then at ease, and if ye ere shall tire
 Of this abode, remember at the worst
 Life flitteth, whether it be blessed or cursed.
 But will ye tire? ye are our gods on earth
 Whiles that ye live, nor shall your lives lack mirth,
 For song, fair women, and heart-cheering wine
 The chain of solemn days shall here entwine
 With odorous flowers; ah, surely ye are come,
 When all is said, unto an envied home.”
 

 Like an old dream, dreamed in another dream,
 I hear his voice now, see the hopeless gleam,
 Through the dark place of that thick wood of spears.
 That fountain’s splash rings yet within mine ears
 I thought the fountain of eternal youth — 
 Yet I can scarce remember in good truth
 What then I felt: I should have felt as he,
 Who, waking after some festivity 
 Sees a dim land, and things unspeakable,
 And comes to know at last that it is hell — 
 I cannot tell you, nor can tell you why
 Driven by what hope, I cried my battle cry
 And rushed upon him; this I know indeed
 My naked hands were good to me at need,
 That sent the traitor to his due reward,
 Ere I was dragged off by the hurrying guard,
 Who spite of all used neither sword nor spear,
 Nay as it seemed, touched us with awe and fear.
 Though at the last grown all to weak to strive
 They brought us to the dais scarce alive,
 And changed our tattered robes again, and there
 Bound did we sit, each in his golden chair,
 Beholding many mummeries that they wrought
 About the altar; till at last they brought,
 Crowned with fair flowers, and clad in robes of gold,

 The folk that from the wood we won of old — 
 Why make long words? before our very eyes
 Our friends they slew, a fitting sacrifice
 To us their new gained gods, who sought to find
 Within that land, a people just and kind
 Who could not die, or take away the breath
 From living men.
 What thing but that same death
 Had we left now to hope for? death must come
 And find us somewhere an enduring home.
 Will grief kill men, as some folk think it will?
 Then are we of all men most hard to kill. 
 The time went past, the dreary days went by
 In dull unvarying round of misery,
 Nor can I tell if it went fast or slow,
 What would it profit you the time to know
 That we spent there; all I can say to you
 Is, that no hope our prison wall shone through,
 That ever we were guarded carefully,
 While day and dark and dark and day went by
 Like such a dream, as in the early night
 The sleeper wakes from in such sore afright,
 Such panting horror, that to sleep again
 He will not turn, to meet such shameful pain.
 

 Lo such were we, but as we hoped before
 Where no hope was, so now, when all seemed o’er
 But sorrow for our lives so cast away,
 Again the bright sun brought about the day.

 At last the temple’s dull monotony
 Was broke by noise of armed men hurrying by
 Within the precinct, and we seemed to hear
 Shouts from without of anger and of fear,
 And noises as of battle; and red blaze
 The night sky showed; this lasted through two days.
 But on the third our guards were whispering
 Pale faced, as though they feared some coming thing,
 And when the din increased about noontide,
 No longer there with us would they abide,
 But left us free; judge then if our hearts beat,
 When any pain or death itself was sweet 
 To hideous life within that wicked place,
 Where every day brought on its own disgrace.
 Few words betwixt us passed, we knew indeed
 Where our old armour once so good at need
 Hung up as relics nigh the altar-stead,
 Thither we hurried, and from heel to head
 Soon were we armed, and our old spears and swords
 Clashing ‘gainst steel and stone, spoke hopeful words
 To us, the children of a warrior race.
 But round unto the hubbub did we face
 And through the precinct strove to make our way
 Set close together; in besmirked array
 Some met us, and some wounded very sore,
 And some who wounded men to harbour bore;
 But these too busy with their pain or woe
 To note us much, unchallenged let us go:
 Then here and there we passed some shrinking maid
 In a dark corner trembling and afraid,
 But eager for the news about the fight.
 Through trodden gardens then we came in sight
 Of the third rampart that begirt the fane,
 Which now the foemen seemed at point to gain,
 For o’er the wall the ladders ‘gan to show,
 And huge confusion was there down below
 ‘Twixt wall and wall; but as the gate we passed
 A man from out the crowd came hurrying fast,
 But, drawing nigh us, stopped short suddenly,

 And cried, “O, masters, help us or we die!
 This impious people ‘gainst their ancient lords 
 Have turned, and in their madness drawn their swords.
 Yea, and they now prevail, and fearing not
 The dreadful gods still grows their wrath more hot.
 Wherefore to bring you here was my intent,
 But the kind gods themselves your hands have sent
 To save us all, and this fair holy house
 With your strange arms, and hearts most valorous.”
 No word we said, for even as he spoke
 A frightful clamour from the wall outbroke,
 As the thin line of soldiers thereupon
 Crushed back, and broken, left the rampart won,
 And leapt and tumbled therefrom as they could,
 While in their place the conquering foemen stood:
 Then the weak, wavering, huddled crowd below
 Their weight upon the inner wall ‘gan throw,
 And at the narrow gates by hundreds died;
 For not long did the enemy abide
 On the gained rampart, but by every way
 Got to the ground and ‘gan all round to slay,
 Till great and grim the slaughter grew to be.
 But we well pleased our tyrants’ end to see
 Still firm against the inner wall did stand,
 While round us surged the press on either hand.
 Nor did we fear, for what was left of life
 For us to fear for? so at last the strife
 Drawn inward, in that place did much abate,
 And we began to move unto the gate
 Betwixt the dead and living, and these last
 Ever with fearful glances by us passed 
 Nor hindered aught; but mindful of the lore
 Our fathers gained on many a bloody shore,
 We, when unto the street we made our way,
 Moved as in fight nor broke our close array,
 Though no man harmed us of the troubled crowd

 That thronged the streets with shouts and curses loud,
 But rather when our clashing arms they heard
 Their hubbub lulled, and they as men afeard
 Drew back before us.
 Well, as nigh we drew
 Unto the sea, the men showed sparse and few,
 Though frightened women standing in the street
 Before their doors we did not fail to meet,
 And passed by folk who at their doors laid down
 Men wounded in the fight; so through the town
 We reached the unguarded water-gate at last,
 And there, nigh weeping, saw the green waves cast
 Against the quays, whereby five tall ships lay:
 For in that devil’s house, right many a day
 Had passed with all its dull obscenity
 We counted not, and while we longed to die,
 And by all men were now forgotten quite
 Except those priests, the people as they might
 Made ships like ours; in whose new handiwork
 Few mariners and fearful now did lurk,
 And these soon fled before us, therefore we
 Stayed not to think, but running hastily
 Down the lone quay, seized on the nighest ship,
 Nor yet till we had let the hawser slip
 Dared we be glad, and then indeed once more,
 Though we no longer hoped for our fair shore,
 Our past disgrace, worse than the very hell,
 Though hope was dead, made things seem more than well,
 For if we died that night, yet were we free.
 Ah! with what joy we sniffed the fresh salt sea
 After the musky odours of that place;
 With what delight each felt upon his face
 The careless wind, our master and our slave,
 As through the green seas fast from shore we drave,
 Scarce witting where we went.
 But now when we
 Beheld that city, far across the sea,
 A thing gone past, nor any more could hear
 The mingled shouts of victory and of fear,
 From out the midst thereof shot up a fire
 ‘In a long, wavering, murky, smoke-capped spire
 That still with every minute wider grew,

 So that the ending of the place we knew
 Where we had passed such days of misery,
 And still more glad turned round unto the sea.
 

 My tale grows near its ending, for we stood
 Southward to our kind folk e’en as we could,
 But made slow way, for ever heavily
 Our ship sailed, and she often needs must lie
 At anchor in some bay, the while with fear
 Ourselves, we followed up the fearful deer,
 Or filled our water-vessels, for indeed, 
 Of meat and drink were we in bitter need,
 As well might be, for scarcely could we choose
 What ships from off that harbour to cast loose.
 Midst this there died the captain, Nicholas,
 Whom, though he brought us even to this pass,
 I loved the most of all men; even now
 When that seems long past, I can scarce tell how
 I bear to live, since he could live no more.
 Certes he took our failure very sore,
 And often do I think he fain had died,
 But yet for very love must needs abide
 A little while, and yet awhile again,
 As though to share the utmost of our pain,
 And miss the ray of comfort and sweet rest
 Wherewith ye end our long disastrous quest — 

 — A drearier place than ever heretofore
 The world seemed, as from that far nameless shore
 We turned and left him ‘neath the trees to bide;
 For midst our rest worn out at last he died.
 And such seemed like to hap to us as well,
 If any harder thing to us befell
 Than was our common life; and still we talked
 How our old friends would meet men foiled, and balked
 Of all the things that were to make them glad;
 Ah, sirs! no sight of them henceforth we had;
 A wind arose, which blowing furiously
 Drove us out helpless to the open sea;
 Eight days it blew, and when it fell, we lay

 Leaky, dismasted, a most helpless prey
 To winds and waves, and with but little food;
 Then with hard toil a feeble sail and rude
 We rigged up somehow, and nigh hopelessly,
 Expecting death, we staggered o’er the sea
 For ten days more, but when all food and drink
 Were gone for three days, and we needs must think
 That in mid ocean we were doomed to die,
 One morn again did land before us lie:
 And we rejoiced, as much at least as he,
 Who tossing on his bed deliriously,
 Tortured with pain, hears the physician say
 That he shall have one quiet painless day
 Before he dies — What more? we soon did stand
 In this your peaceful and delicious land
 Amongst the simple kindly country folk,
 But when I heard the language that they spoke,
 From out my heart a joyous cry there burst,
 So sore for friendly words was I athirst,
 And I must fall a-weeping, to have come
 To such a place that seemed a blissful home,
 After the tossing from rough sea to sea;
 So weak at last, so beaten down were we.
 What shall I say in these kind people’s praise
 Who treated us like brothers for ten days,
 Till with their tending we grew strong again,
 And then withal in country cart and wain
 Brought us unto this city where we are;
 May God be good to them for all their care.
 And now, sirs, all our wanderings have ye heard,
 And all our story to the utmost word;
 And here hath ending all our foolish quest,
 Not at the worst if hardly at the best,
 Since ye are good — Sirs, we are old and grey
 Before our time; in what coin shall we pay
 For this your goodness; take it not amiss
 That we, poor souls, must pay you back for this
 As good men pay back God Who, raised above
 The heavens and earth, yet needeth earthly love.
 

THE ELDER OF THE CITY.
 

  Oh, friends, content you! this is much indeed,
 And we are paid, thus garnering for our need
 Your blessings only, bringing in their train
 God’s blessings as the south wind brings the rain.
 And for the rest, no little thing shall be
 (Since ye through all yet keep your memory)
 The gentle music of the bygone years,
 Long past to us with all their hopes and fears.
 Think, if the gods, who mayhap love us well,
 Sent to our gates some ancient chronicle
 Of that sweet unforgotten land long left,
 Of all the lands wherefrom we now are reft — 

 — Think, with what joyous hearts, what reverence,
 What songs, what sweet flowers we should bring it thence,
 What images would guard it, what a shrine
 Above its well-loved black and white should shine!
 How should it pay our labour day by day
 To look upon the fair place where it lay;
 With what rejoicings even should we take
 Each well-writ copy that the scribes might make,
 And bear them forth to hear the people’s shout,
 E’en as good rulers’ children are borne out
 To take the people’s blessing on their birth,
 When all the city falls to joy and mirth.
 

Such, sirs, are ye, our living chronicle,
 And scarce can we be grieved at what befell
 Your lives in that too hopeless quest of yours,
 Since it shall bring us wealth of happy hours
 Whiles that we live, and to our sons, delight,
 And their sons’ sons.
 But now, sirs, let us go,
 That we your new abodes with us may show,
 And tell you what your life henceforth may be,
 But poor, alas, to that ye hoped to see.
 






  








MARCH.
 

SLAYER of the winter, art thou here again?
 O welcome, thou that bring’st the summer nigh!
 The bitter wind makes not thy victory vain,
 Nor will we mock thee for thy faint blue sky.
 

Welcome, O March! whose kindly days and dry
 Make April ready for the throstle’s song,
 Thou first redresser of the winter’s wrong!
 

 Yea, welcome March! and though I die ere June,
 Yet for the hope of life I give thee praise,
 

Striving to swell the burden of the tune
 That even now I hear thy brown birds raise,
 Unmindful of the past or coming days;
 Who sing: ‘O joy! a new year is begun:
 What happiness to look upon the sun!’
 

Ah, what begetteth all this storm of bliss
 But Death himself, who crying solemnly,
 E’en from the heart of sweet Forgetfulness,
 Bids us ‘Rejoice, lest pleasureless ye die.
 Within a little time must ye go by.
 

Stretch forth your open hands, and while ye live
 Take all the gifts that Death and Life may give.’
 

BEHOLD once more within a quiet land
 The remnant of that once aspiring band,
 With all hopes fallen away, but such as light
 

The sons of men to that unfailing night,
 That death they needs must look on face to face.
 Time passed, and ever fell the days apace
 From off the new-strung chaplet of their life;
 Yet though the time with no bright deeds was rife,
 

Though no fulfilled desire now made them glad,
 They were not quite unhappy, rest they had,
 And with their hope their fear had passed away;
 New things and strange they saw from day to day;
 Honoured they were, and had no lack of things
 

For which men crouch before the feet of kings,
 And, stripped of honour, yet may fail to have.
 Therefore their latter journey to the grave
 Was like those days of later autumn-tide,
 When he who in some town may chance to bide
 

Opens the window for the balmy air,
 And seeing the golden hazy sky so fair,
 And from some city garden hearing still
 The wheeling rooks the air with music fill,
 Sweet hopeful music, thinketh, Is this spring,
 

Surely the year can scarce be perishing?
 But then he leaves the clamour of the town,
 And sees the withered scanty leaves fall down,
 The half-ploughed field, the flowerless garden-plot,
 The dark full stream by summer long forgot,
 

The tangled hedges where, relaxed and dead,
 The twining plants their withered berries shed,
 And feels therewith the treachery of the sun,
 And knows the pleasant time is well-nigh done.
 In such St. Luke’s short summer lived these men,
 

Nearing the goal of threescore years and ten;

 The elders of the town their comrades were,
 And they to them were waxen now as dear
 As ancient men to ancient men can be;
 Grave matters of belief and polity
 They spoke of oft, but not alone of these;
 For in their times of idleness and ease
 They told of poets’ vain imaginings,
 And memories vague of half-forgotten things,
 Not true or false, but sweet to think upon.
 

 For nigh the time when first that land they won,
 When new-born March made fresh the hopeful air,
 The wanderers sat within a chamber fair,
 Guests of that city’s rulers, when the day
 Far from the sunny noon had fallen away;
 The sky grew dark, and on the window-pane
 They heard the beating of the sudden rain.
 Then, all being satisfied with plenteous feast,
 There spoke an ancient man, the land’s chief priest,
 Who said, “Dear guests, the year begins to-day,
 And fain are we, before it pass away,
 To hear some tales of that now altered world,
 Wherefrom our fathers in old time were hurled
 By the hard hands of fate and destiny.
 Nor would ye hear perchance unwillingly
 How we have dealt with stories of the land
 Wherein the tombs of our forefathers stand:
 Wherefore henceforth two solemn feasts shall be
 In every month, at which some history
 Shall crown our joyance; and this day, indeed,
 I have a story ready for our need,
 If ye will hear it, though perchance it is
 That many things therein are writ amiss,
 This part forgotten, that part grown too great,
 For these things, too, are in the hands of fate.”

 They cried aloud for joy to hear him speak,
 And as again the sinking sun did break
 Through the dark clouds and blazed adown the hall,
 His clear thin voice upon their ears did fall,
 Telling a tale of times long passed away,
 When men might cross a kingdom in a day,
 And kings remembered they should one day die,
 And all folk dwelt in great simplicity.
 

ATALANTA’S RACE.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

ATALANTA, daughter of King Schœneus, not willing to lose her virgin’s estate, made it a law to all suitors that they should run a race with her in the public place, and if they failed to overcome her should die unrevenged; and thus many brave men perished. At last came Milanion, the son of Amphidamas, who, outrunning her with the help of Venus, gained the virgin and wedded her.
 

THROUGH thick Arcadian woods a hunter went,
 Following the beasts up, on a fresh spring day;
 But since his horn-tipped bow but seldom bent,
 Now at the noontide nought had happed to slay,
 Within a vale he called his hounds away,
 Hearkening the echoes of his lone voice cling
 About the cliffs and through the beech-trees ring.
 

 But when they ended, still awhile he stood,
 And but the sweet familiar thrush could hear,

 And all the day-long noises of the wood,
 And o’er the dry leaves of the vanished year
 His hounds’ feet pattering as they drew anear,
 And heavy breathing from their heads low hung,
 To see the mighty cornel bow unstrung.
 

 Then smiling did he turn to leave the place,
 But with his first step some new fleeting thought
 A shadow cast across his sun-burnt face;
 I think the golden net that April brought
 From some warm world his wavering soul had caught;
 For, sunk in vague sweet longing, did he go
 Betwixt the trees with doubtful steps and slow.
 

 Yet howsoever slow he went, at last
 The trees grew sparser, and the wood was done;
 Whereon one farewell, backward look he cast,
 Then, turning round to see what place was won,
 With shaded eyes looked underneath the sun,
 And o’er green meads and new-turned furrows brown
 Beheld the gleaming of King Schœneus’ town.
 

 So thitherward he turned, and on each side
 The folk were busy on the teeming land,
 And man and maid from the brown furrows cried,
 Or midst the newly-blossomed vines did stand,
 And as the rustic weapon pressed the hand
 Thought of the nodding of the well-filled ear,
 Or how the knife the heavy bunch should shear.
 

 Merry it was: about him sung the birds,
 The spring flowers bloomed along the firm dry road,
 The sleek-skinned mothers of the sharp-horned herds

 Now for the barefoot milking-maidens lowed;
 While from the freshness of his blue abode,
 Glad his death-bearing arrows to forget,
 The broad sun blazed, nor scattered plagues as yet.
 

 Through such fair things unto the gates he came,
 And found them open, as though peace were there;
 Wherethrough, unquestioned of his race or name,
 He entered, and along the streets ‘gan fare,
 Which at the first of folk were well-nigh bare;
 But pressing on, and going more hastily,
 Men hurrying too he ‘gan at last to see.
 

 Following the last of these, he still pressed on,
 Until an open space he came unto,
 Where wreaths of fame had oft been lost and won,
 For feats of strength folk there were wont to do.
 And now our hunter looked for something new,
 Because the whole wide space was bare, and stilled
 The high seats were, with eager people filled.
 

 There with the others to a seat he gat,
 Whence he beheld a broidered canopy,
 Neath which in fair array King Schœneus sat
 Upon his throne with councillors thereby;
 And underneath this well-wrought seat and high,
 He saw a golden image of the sun,
 A silver image of the Fleet-foot One.
 

 A brazen altar stood beneath their feet
 Whereon a thin flame flickered in the wind;
 Nigh this a herald clad in raiment meet
 Made ready even now his horn to wind,
 By whom a huge man held a sword, entwined
 With yellow flowers; these stood a little space
 From off the altar, nigh the starting place.
 

 And there two runners did the sign abide
 Foot set to foot, — a young man slim and fair,
 Crisp-haired, well knit, with firm limbs often tried
 In places where no man his strength may spare;
 Dainty his thin coat was, and on his hair
 A golden circlet of renown he wore,
 And in his hand an olive garland bore.
 

 But on this day with whom shall he contend?
 A maid stood by him like Diana clad
 When in the woods she lists her bow to bend,
 Too fair for one to look on and be glad,
 Who scarcely yet has thirty summers had,
 If he must still behold her from afar;
 Too fair to let the world live free from war.
 

 She seemed all earthly matters to forget;
 Of all tormenting lines her face was clear,
 Her wide grey eyes upon the goal were set

 Calm and unmoved as though no soul were near,
 But her foe trembled as a man in fear,
 Nor from her loveliness one moment turned
 His anxious face with fierce desire that burned.
 

Now through the hush there broke the trumpet’s clang
 Just as the setting sun made eventide.
 Then from light feet a spurt of dust there sprang,
 And swiftly were they running side by side;
 But silent did the thronging folk abide
 Until the turning-post was reached at last,
 And round about it still abreast they passed.
 

 But when the people saw how close they ran,
 When halfway to the starting-point they were,
 A cry of joy broke forth, whereat the man
 Headed the white-foot runner, and drew near
 Unto the very end of all his fear;
 And scarce his straining feet the ground could feel,
 And bliss unhoped for o’er his heart ‘gan steal.
 

 But midst the loud victorious shouts he heard
 Her footsteps drawing nearer, and the sound
 Of fluttering raiment, and thereat afeard
 His flushed and eager face he turned around,
 And even then he felt her past him bound
 Fleet as the wind, but scarcely saw her there
 Till on the goal she laid her fingers fair.
 

 There stood she breathing like a little child
 Amid some warlike clamour laid asleep,
 For no victorious joy her red lips smiled,
 Her cheek its wonted freshness did but keep;
 No glance lit up her clear grey eyes and deep,

 Though some divine thought softened all her face
 As once more rang the trumpet through the place.
 

 But her late foe stopped short amidst his course,
 One moment gazed upon her piteously,
 Then with a groan his lingering feet did force
 To leave the spot whence he her eyes could see;
 And, changed like one who knows his time must be
 But short and bitter, without any word
 He knelt before the bearer of the sword;
 

 Then high rose up the gleaming deadly blade,
 Bared of its flowers, and through the crowded place
 Was silence now, and midst of it the maid
 Went by the poor wretch at a gentle pace,
 And he to hers upturned his sad white face;
 Nor did his eyes behold another sight
 Ere on his soul there fell eternal night.
 

SO was the pageant ended, and all folk
 Talking of this and that familiar thing
 In little groups from that sad concourse broke,
 For now the shrill bats were upon the wing,
 And soon dark night would slay the evening,
 And in dark gardens sang the nightingale
 Her little-heeded, oft-repeated tale.
 

 And with the last of all the hunter went,
 Who, wondering at the strange sight he had seen,
 Prayed an old man to tell him what it meant,
 Both why the vanquished man so slain had been,
 And if the maiden were an earthly queen,
 Or rather what much more she seemed to be,
 No sharer in the world’s mortality.
 

 “Stranger,” said he, “I pray she soon may die
 Whose lovely youth has slain so many an one!
 King Schœneus’ daughter is she verily,
 Who when her eyes first looked upon the sun
 Was fain to end her life but new begun,
 For he had vowed to leave but men alone
 Sprung from his loins when he from earth was gone.
 

 “Therefore he bade one leave her in the wood,
 And let wild things deal with her as they might,
 But this being done, some cruel god thought good
 To save her beauty in the world’s despite:
 Folk say that her, so delicate and white
 As now she is, a rough root-grubbing bear
 Amidst her shapeless cubs at first did rear.
 

 “In course of time the woodfolk slew her nurse,
 And to their rude abode the youngling brought,
 And reared her up to be a kingdom’s curse,
 Who grown a woman, of no kingdom thought,
 But armed and swift, ‘mid beasts destruction wrought,
 Nor spared two shaggy centaur kings to slay
 To whom her body seemed an easy prey.
 

 “So to this city, led by fate, she came
 Whom known by signs, whereof I cannot tell,
 King Schœneus for his child at last did claim,
 Nor otherwhere since that day doth she dwell
 Sending too many a noble soul to hell — 
 What! thine eyes glisten! what then, thinkest thou
 Her shining head unto the yoke to bow?
 

 “Listen, my son, and love some other maid
 For she the saffron gown will never wear,
 And on no flower-strewn couch shall she be laid,
 Nor shall her voice make glad a lover’s ear:
 Yet if of Death thou hast not any fear,
 Yea, rather, if thou lovest him utterly,
 Thou still may’st woo her ere thou comest to die,
 

 “Like him that on this day thou sawest lie dead;
 For, fearing as I deem the sea-born one,
 The maid has vowed e’en such a man to wed
 As in the course her swift feet can outrun,
 But whoso fails herein, his days are done:
 He came the nighest that was slain to-day,
 Although with him I deem she did but play.
 

  “Behold, such mercy Atalanta gives
 To those that long to win her loveliness;
 Be wise! be sure that many a maid there lives
 Gentler than she, of beauty little less,
 Whose swimming eyes thy loving words shall bless,
 When in some garden, knee set close to knee,
 Thou sing’st the song that love may teach to thee.”
 

 So to the hunter spake that ancient man,
 And left him for his own home presently:
 But he turned round, and through the moonlight wan
 Reached the thick wood, and there ‘twixt tree and tree
 Distraught he passed the long night feverishly,
 ‘Twixt sleep and waking, and at dawn arose
 To wage hot war against his speechless foes.
 

 There to the hart’s flank seemed his shaft to grow,
 As panting down the broad green glades he flew,
 There by his horn the Dryads well might know
 His thrust against the bear’s heart had been true,
 And there Adonis’ bane his javelin slew,
 But still in vain through rough and smooth he went,.
 For none the more his restlessness was spent.
 

 So wandering, he to Argive cities came,
 And in the lists with valiant men he stood,
 And by great deeds he won him praise and fame,
 And heaps of wealth for little-valued blood;

 But none of all these things, or life, seemed good
 Unto his heart, where still unsatisfied
 A ravenous longing warred with fear and pride.
 

 Therefore it happed when but a month had gone
 Since he had left King Schœneus’ city old,
 In hunting-gear again, again alone
 The forest-bordered meads did he behold,
 Where still mid thoughts of August’s quivering gold
 Folk hoed the wheat, and clipped the vine in trust
 Of faint October’s purple-foaming must.
 

 And once again he passed the peaceful gate,
 While to his beating heart his lips did lie,
 That owning not victorious love and fate,
 Said, half aloud, “And here too must I try,
 To win of alien men the mastery,
 And gather for my head fresh meed of fame
 And cast new glory on my father’s name.”
 

 In spite of that, how beat his heart, when first
 Folk said to him, “And art thou come to see
 That which still makes our city’s name accurst
 Among all mothers for its cruelty?
 Then know indeed that fate is good to thee
 Because to-morrow a new luckless one
 Against the whitefoot maid is pledged to run.”
 

 So on the morrow with no curious eyes
 As once he did, that piteous sight he saw,
 Nor did that wonder in his heart arise
 As toward the goal the conquering maid ‘gan draw,
 Nor did he gaze upon her eyes with awe,
 Too full the pain of longing filled his heart
 For fear or wonder there to have a part.
 

 But O, how long the night was ere it went!
 How long it was before the dawn begun
 Showed to the wakening birds the sun’s intent
 That not in darkness should the world be done!
 And then, and then, how long before the sun
 Bade silently the toilers of the earth
 Get forth to fruitless cares or empty mirth!
 

 And long it seemed that in the market-place
 He stood and saw the chaffering folk go by,
 Ere from the ivory throne King Schœneus’ face
 Looked down upon the murmur royally,
 But then came trembling that the time was nigh
 When he midst pitying looks his love must claim,
 And jeering voices must salute his name.
 

 But as the throng he pierced to gain the throne,
 His alien face distraught and anxious told
 What hopeless errand he was bound upon,
 And, each to each, folk whispered to behold
 His godlike limbs; nay, and one woman old
 As he went by must pluck him by the sleeve
 And pray him yet that wretched love to leave.
 

 For sidling up she said, “Canst thou live twice,
 Fair son? canst thou have joyful youth again,
 That thus thou goest to the sacrifice
 Thyself the victim? nay then, all in vain
 Thy mother bore her longing and her pain,
 And one more maiden on the earth must dwell
 Hopeless of joy, nor fearing death and hell.
 

 “O, fool, thou knowest not the compact then
 That with the threeformed goddess she has made

 To keep her from the loving lips of men,
 And in no saffron gown to be arrayed,
 And therewithal with glory to be paid,
 And love of her the moonlit river sees
 White ‘gainst the shadow of the formless trees.
 

 “Come back, and I myself will pray for thee
 Unto the sea-born framer of delights,
 To give thee her who on the earth may be
 The fairest stirrer up to death and fights,
 To quench with hopeful days and joyous nights
 The flame that doth thy youthful heart consume:
 Come back, nor give thy beauty to the tomb.”
 

 How should he listen to her earnest speech?
 Words, such as he not once or twice had said
 Unto himself, whose meaning scarce could reach
 The firm abode of that sad hardihead — 
 He turned about, and through the marketstead
 Swiftly he passed, until before the throne
 In the cleared space he stood at last alone.
 

 Then said the King, “Stranger, what dost thou here?
 Have any of my folk done ill to thee?
 Or art thou of the forest men in fear?
 Or art thou of the sad fraternity
 Who still will strive my daughter’s mates to be,
 Staking their lives to win to earthly bliss
 The lonely maid, the friend of Artemis?”
 

 “O King,” he said, “thou sayest the word indeed;
 Nor will I quit the strife till I have won
 My sweet delight, or death to end my need.
 And know that I am called Milanion,
 Of King Amphidamas the well-loved son
 So fear not that to thy old name, O King,
 Much loss or shame my victory will bring.”
 

 “Nay, Prince,” said Schœneus, “welcome to this land
 Thou wert indeed, if thou wert here to try
 Thy strength ‘gainst some one mighty of his hand;
 Nor would we grudge thee well-won mastery.
 But now, why wilt thou come to me to die,
 And at my door lay down thy luckless head,
 Swelling the band of the unhappy dead,
 

 “Whose curses even now my heart doth fear?
 Lo, I am old, and know what life can be,
 And what a bitter thing is death anear.
 O Son! be wise, and hearken unto me,
 And if no other can be dear to thee,
 At least as now, yet is the world full wide,
 And bliss in seeming hopeless hearts may hide:
 

 “But if thou losest life, then all is lost.”
 “Nay, King,” Milanion said, “thy words are vain.
 Doubt not that I have counted well the cost.
 But say, on what day wilt thou that I gain
 Fulfilled delight, or death to end my pain?
 Right glad were I if it could be to-day,
 And all my doubts at rest for ever lay.”
 

 “Nay,” said King Schœneus, “thus it shall not be,
 But rather shalt thou let a month go by,
 And weary with thy prayers for victory
 What god thou know’st the kindest and most nigh.

 So doing, still perchance thou shalt not die:
 And with my goodwill wouldst thou have the maid,
 For of the equal gods I grow afraid.
 

 “And until then, O Prince, be thou my guest,
 And all these troublous things awhile forget.”
 “Nay,” said he, “couldst thou give my soul good rest,
 And on mine head a sleepy garland set,
 Then had I ‘scaped the meshes of the net,
 Nor shouldst thou hear from me another word;
 But now, make sharp thy fearful heading sword.
 

 “Yet will I do what son of man may do,
 And promise all the gods may most desire,
 That to myself I may at least be true;
 And on that day my heart and limbs so tire,
 With utmost strain and measureless desire,
 That, at the worst, I may but fall asleep
 When in the sunlight round that sword shall swee”
 

 He went with that, nor anywhere would bide,
 But unto Argos restlessly did wend;
 And there, as one who lays all hope aside,
 Because the leech has said his life must end,
 Silent farewell he bade to foe and friend,
 And took his way unto the restless sea,
 For there he deemed his rest and help might be.
 

UPON the shore of Argolis there stands
 A temple to the goddess that he sought,
 That, turned unto the lion-bearing lands,
 Fenced from the east, of cold winds hath no thought,
 Though to no homestead there the sheaves are brought,
 No groaning press torments the close-clipped murk,
 Lonely the fane stands, far from all men’s work.
 

 Pass through a close, set thick with myrtle trees,
 Through the brass doors that guard the holy place,
 And entering, hear the washing of the seas
 That twice a-day rise high above the base,
 And with the south-west urging them, embrace
 The marble feet of her that standeth there
 That shrink not, naked though they be and fair.
 

 Small is the fane through which the seawind sings
 About Queen Venus’ well-wrought image white,
 But hung around are many precious things,
 The gifts of those who, longing for delight,
 Have hung them there within the goddess’ sight,
 And in return have taken at her hands
 The living treasures of the Grecian lands.
 

 And thither now has come Milanion,
 And showed unto the priests’ wide open eyes
 Gifts fairer than all those that there have shone,
 Silk cloths, inwrought with Indian fantasies,

 And bowls inscribed with sayings of the wise
 Above the deeds of foolish living things,
 And mirrors fit to be the gifts of kings.
 

 And now before the Sea-born One he stands,
 By the sweet veiling smoke made dim and soft,
 And while the incense trickles from his hands,
 And while the odorous smoke-wreaths hang aloft,
 Thus Both he pray to her: “O Thou, who oft
 Hast holpen man and maid in their distress,
 Despise me not for this my wretchedness!
 

 “O goddess, among us who dwell below,
 Kings and great men, great for a little while,
 Have pity on the lowly heads that bow,
 Nor hate the hearts that love them without guile;
 Wilt thou be worse than these, and is thy smile
 A vain device of him who set thee here,
 An empty dream of some artificer?
 

 “O, great one, some men love, and are ashamed;
 Some men are weary of the bonds of love;
 Yea, and by some men lightly art thou blamed,
 That from thy toils their lives they cannot move,
 And ‘mid the ranks of men their manhood prove.
 Alas! O goddess, if thou slayest me
 What new immortal can I serve but thee?
 

 “Think then, will it bring honour to thy head
 If folk say, ‘Everything aside he cast
 And to all fame and honour was he dead,
 And to his one hope now is dead at last,
 Since all unholpen he is gone and past:
 Ah, the gods love not man, for certainly,
 He to his helper did not cease to cry.’
 

  “Nay, but thou wilt help; they who died before
 Not single-hearted as I deem came here,
 Therefore unthanked they laid their gifts before
 Thy stainless feet, still shivering with their fear,
 Lest in their eyes their true thought might appear,
 Who sought to be the lords of that fair town,
 Dreaded of men and winners of renown.
 

 “O Queen, thou knowest I pray not for this:
 O set us down together in some place
 Where not a voice can break our heaven of bliss,
 Where nought but rocks and I can see her face,
 Softening beneath the marvel of thy grace,
 Where not a foot our vanished steps can track — 
 The golden age, the golden age come back!
 

 “O fairest, hear me now who do thy will,
 Plead for thy rebel that he be not slain,
 But live and love and be thy servant still;
 Ah, give her joy and take away my pain,
 And thus two long enduring servants gain.
 An easy thing this is to do for me,
 What need of my vain words to weary thee!
 

 “But none the less, this place will I not leave
 Until I needs must go my death to meet,
 Or at thy hands some happy sign receive
 That in great joy we twain may one day greet
 Thy presence here and kiss thy silver feet,
 Such as we deem thee, fair beyond all words,
 Victorious o’er our servants and our lords.”
 

 Then from the altar back a space he drew,
 But from the Queen turned not his face away,

 But ‘gainst a pillar leaned, until the blue
 That arched the sky, at ending of the day,
 Was turned to ruddy gold and changing grey,
 And clear, but low, the nigh-ebbed windless sea
 In the still evening murmured ceaselessly.
 

 And there he stood when all the sun was down,
 Nor had he moved, when the dim golden light,
 Like the far lustre of a godlike town,
 Had left the world to seeming hopeless night,
 Nor would he move the more when wan moonlight
 Streamed through the pillars for a little while,
 And lighted up the white Queen’s changeless smile.
 

 Nought noted he the shallow flowing sea
 As step by step it set the wrack a-swim,
 The yellow torchlight nothing noted he
 Wherein with fluttering gown and half-bared limb
 The temple damsels sung their midnight hymn,
 And nought the doubled stillness of the fane
 When they were gone and all was hushed again.
 

 But when the waves had touched the marble base,
 And steps the fish swim over twice a-day,
 The dawn beheld him sunken in his place
 Upon the floor; and sleeping there he lay,
 Not heeding aught the little jets of spray
 The roughened sea brought nigh, across him cast,
 For as one dead all thought from him had passed.
 

 Yet long before the sun had showed his head,
 Long ere the varied hangings on the wall
 Had gained once more their blue and green and red,
 He rose as one some well-known sign doth call
 When war upon the city’s gates doth fall,
 And scarce like one fresh risen out of sleep,
 He ‘gan again his broken watch to kee
 

  Then he turned round; not for the sea-gull’s cry
 That wheeled above the temple in his flight,
 Not for the fresh south wind that lovingly
 Breathed on the new-born day and dying night,
 But some strange hope ‘twixt fear and great delight
 Drew round his face, now flushed, now pale and wan,
 And still constrained his eyes the sea to scan.
 

 Now a faint light lit up the southern sky,
 Not sun or moon, for all the world was grey,
 But this a bright cloud seemed, that drew anigh,
 Lighting the dull waves that beneath it lay
 As toward the temple still it took its way,
 And still grew greater, till Milanion
 Saw nought for dazzling light that round him shone.
 

 But as he staggered with his arms outspread,
 Delicious unnamed odours breathed around,
 For languid happiness he bowed his head,
 And with wet eyes sank down upon the ground,
 Nor wished for aught, nor any dream he found
 To give him reason for that happiness,
 Or make him ask more knowledge of his bliss.
 

 At last his eyes were cleared, and he could see
 Through happy tears the goddess face to face
 With that faint image of Divinity,
 Whose well-wrought smile and dainty changeless grace
 Until that morn so gladdened all the place;
 Then he, unwitting cried aloud her name
 And covered up his eyes for fear and shame.
 

 But through the stillness he her voice could hear
 Piercing his heart with joy scarce bearable,
 That said, “Milanion, wherefore dost thou fear,
 I am not hard to those who love me well;

 List to what I a second time will tell,
 And thou mayest hear perchance, and live to save
 The cruel maiden from a loveless grave.
 

 “See, by my feet three golden apples lie — 
 Such fruit among the heavy roses falls,
 Such fruit my watchful damsels carefully
 Store up within the best loved of my walls,
 Ancient Damascus, where the lover calls
 Above my unseen head, and faint and light
 The rose-leaves flutter round me in the night.
 

 “And note, that these are not alone most fair
 With heavenly gold, but longing strange they bring
 Unto the hearts of men, who will not care
 Beholding these, for any once-loved thing
 Till round the shining sides their fingers cling.
 And thou shalt see thy well-girt swiftfoot maid
 By sight of these amid her glory stayed.
 

 “For bearing these within a scrip with thee,
 When first she heads thee from the starting-place
 Cast down the first one for her eyes to see,
 And when she turns aside make on apace,
 And if again she heads thee in the race
 Spare not the other two to cast aside
 If she not long enough behind will bide.
 

 “Farewell, and when has come the happy time
 That she Diana’s raiment must unbind
 And all the world seems blessed with Saturn’s clime,
 And thou with eager arms about her twined

 Beholdest first her grey eyes growing kind,
 Surely, O trembler, thou shalt scarcely then
 Forget the Helper of unhappy men.”
 

 Milanion raised his head at this last word
 For now so soft and kind she seemed to be
 No longer of her Godhead was he feared;
 Too late he looked, for nothing could he see
 But the white image glimmering doubtfully
 In the departing twilight cold and grey,
 And those three apples on the steps that lay.
 

 These then he caught up quivering with delight,
 Yet fearful lest it all might be a dream,
 And though aweary with the watchful night,
 And sleepless nights of longing, still did deem
 He could not sleep; but yet the first sun-beam
 That smote the fane across the heaving deep
 Shone on him laid in calm untroubled slee
 

 But little ere the noontide did he rise,
 And why he felt so happy scarce could tell
 Until the gleaming apples met his eyes.
 Then leaving the fair place where this befell
 Oft he looked back as one who loved it well,
 Then homeward to the haunts of men ‘gan wend
 To bring all things unto a happy end.
 

NOW has the lingering month at last gone by,
 Again are all folk round the running place,
 Nor other seems the dismal pageantry
 Than heretofore, but that another face
 Looks o’er the smooth course ready for the race,
 For now, beheld of all, Milanion
 Stands on the spot he twice has looked upon.
 

  But yet — what change is this that holds the maid?
 Does she indeed see in his glittering eye
 More than disdain of the sharp shearing blade,
 Some happy hope of help and victory?
 The others seemed to say, “We come to die,
 Look down upon us for a little while,
 That dead, we may bethink us of thy smile.”
 

 But he — what look of mastery was this
 He cast on her? why were his lips so red?
 Why was his face so flushed with happiness?
 So looks not one who deems himself but dead,
 E’en if to death he bows a willing head;
 So rather looks a god well pleased to find
 Some earthly damsel fashioned to his mind.
 

 Why must she drop her lids before his gaze,
 And even as she casts adown her eyes
 Redden to note his eager glance of praise,
 And wish that she were clad in other guise?
 Why must the memory to her heart arise
 Of things unnoticed when they first were heard,
 Some lover’s song, some answering maiden’s word?
 

 What makes these longings, vague, without a name,
 And this vain pity never felt before,
 This sudden languor, this contempt of fame,
 This tender sorrow for the time past o’er,
 These doubts that grow each minute more and more?
 Why does she tremble as the time grows near,
 And weak defeat and woeful victory fear?
 

 But while she seemed to hear her beating heart,

 Above their heads the trumpet blast rang out
 And forth they sprang; and she must play her part;
 Then flew her white feet, knowing not a doubt,
 Though slackening once, she turned her head about,
 But then she cried aloud and faster fled
 Than e’er before, and all men deemed him dead.
 

 But with no sound he raised aloft his hand,
 And thence what seemed a ray of light there flew
 And past the maid rolled on along the sand;
 Then trembling she her feet together drew
 And in her heart a strong desire there grew
 To have the toy; some god she thought had given
 That gift to her, to make of earth a heaven.
 

 Then from the course with eager steps she ran,
 And in her odorous bosom laid the gold.
 But when she turned again, the great-limbed man,
 Now well ahead she failed not to behold,
 And mindful of her glory waxing cold,
 Sprang up and followed him in hot pursuit,
 Though with one hand she touched the golden fruit.
 

 Note too, the bow that she was wont to bear
 She laid aside to grasp the glittering prize,
 And o’er her shoulder from the quiver fair
 Three arrows fell and lay before her eyes
 Unnoticed, as amidst the people’s cries
 She sprang to head the strong Milanion,
 Who now the turning-post had well nigh won.
 

 But as he set his mighty hand on it
 White fingers underneath his own were laid,
 And white limbs from his dazzled eyes did flit,

 Then he the second fruit cast by the maid,
 But she ran on awhile, then as afraid
 Wavered and stopped, and turned and made no stay,
 Until the globe with its bright fellow lay.
 

 Then, as a troubled glance she cast around
 Now far ahead the Argive could she see,
 And in her garment’s hem one hand she wound
 To keep the double prize, and strenuously
 Sped o’er the course, and little doubt had she
 To win the day, though now but scanty space
 Was left betwixt him and the winning place.
 

 Short was the way unto such winged feet,
 Quickly she gained upon him till at last
 He turned about her eager eyes to meet
 And from his hand the third fair apple cast.
 She wavered not, but turned and ran so fast
 After the prize that should her bliss fulfil,
 That in her hand it lay ere it was still.
 

 Nor did she rest, but turned about to win
 Once more, an unblest woeful victory — 
 And yet — and yet — why does her breath begin
 To fail her, and her feet drag heavily?
 Why fails she now to see if far or nigh
 The goal is? why do her grey eyes grow dim?
 Why do these tremors run through every limb?
 

 She spreads her arms abroad some stay to find
 Else must she fall, indeed, and findeth this,
 A strong man’s arms about her body twined.
 Nor may she shudder now to feel his kiss,
 So wrapped she is in new unbroken bliss:
 Made happy that the foe the prize hath won.

 She weeps glad tears for all her glory done.
 

SHATTER the trumpet, hew adown the posts!
 Upon the brazen altar break the sword,
 And scatter incense to appease the ghosts
 Of those who died here by their own award.
 Bring forth the image of the mighty Lord,
 And her who unseen o’er the runners hung,
 And did a deed for ever to be sung.
 

 Here are the gathered folk, make no delay,
 Open King Schœneus’ well-filled treasury,
 Bring out the gifts long hid from light of day,
 The golden bowls o’erwrought with imagery, 
 Gold chains, and unguents brought from over sea,
 The saffron gown the old Phœnician brought,
 Within the temple of the Goddess wrought.
 

 O ye, O damsels, who shall never see
 Her, that Love’s servant bringeth now to you,
 Returning from another victory,
 In some cool bower do all that now is due!
 Since she in token of her service new
 Shall give to Venus offerings rich enow,
 Her maiden zone, her arrows, and her bow.
 

SO when his last word’s echo died away,
 The growing wind at end of that wild day
 Alone they heard, for silence bound them all;
 Yea, on their hearts a weight had seemed to fall,
 As unto the scarce-hoped felicity
 The tale drew round — the end of life so nigh,
 The aim so little, and the joy so vain — 
 For as a child’s unmeasured joy brings pain
 Unto a grown man holding grief at bay,
 So the old fervent story of that day
 Brought pain half-sweet, to these: till now the fire
 Upon the hearth sent up a flickering spire
 Of ruddy flame, as fell the burned-through logs,
 And, waked by sudden silence, grey old dogs,
 The friends of this or that man, rose and fawned
 On hands they knew; withal once more there dawned
 The light of common day on those old hearts,
 And all were ready now to play their parts,
 And take what feeble joy might yet remain
 In place of all they once had hoped to gain.
 

NOW on the second day that these did meet
 March was a-dying through soft days and sweet,
 Too hopeful for the wild days yet to be;
 But in the hall that ancient company,
 Not lacking younger folk that day at least,
 Softened by spring were gathered at the feast,
 And as the time drew on, throughout the hall
 A horn was sounded, giving note to all
 That they at last the looked-for tale should hear.
 

 Then spake a Wanderer, “O kind hosts and dear,
 Hearken a little unto such a tale
 As folk with us will tell in every vale
 About the yule-tide fire, when the snow
 Deep in the passes, letteth men to go
 From place to place: now there few great folk be,
 Although we upland men have memory
 Of ills kings did us; yet as now indeed
 Few have much wealth, few are in utter need.
 Like the wise ants a kingless, happy folk
 We long have been, not galled by any yoke,
 But the white leaguer of the winter tide
 Whereby all men at home are bound to bide.

 — Alas, my folly! how I talk of it,
 As though from this place where to-day we sit
 The way thereto was short — Ah, would to God
 Upon the snow-freed herbage now I trod!
 But pardon, sirs; the time goes swiftly by,
 Hearken a tale of conquering destiny.
 

THE MAN BORN TO BE KING.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

IT was foretold to a great king, that he who should reign after him should be low-born and poor; which thing came to pass in the end, for all that the king could do?
 

A KING there was in days of old
 Who ruled wide lands, nor lacked for gold,
 Nor honour, nor much longed-for praise,
 And his days were called happy days,
 So peaceable his kingdoms were,
 While others wrapt in war and fear
 Fell ever unto worse and worse.
 Therefore his city was the nurse
 Of all that men then had of lore,
 And none were driven from his door
 That seemed well-skilled in anything;
 So of the sages was he king;
 And from this learned man and that,
 Little by little, lore he gat,
 And many a lordless, troubled land
 Fell scarce loth to his dreaded hand. 
 Midst this it chanced that, on a day,
 Clad in his glittering gold array,
 He held a royal festival;
 And nigh him in his glorious hall
 Beheld his sages most and least,
 Sitting much honoured at the feast.
 But mid the faces so well-known,
 Of men he well might call his own,

 He saw a little wizened man
 With face grown rather grey than wan
 From lapse of years, beardless was he,
 And bald as is the winter tree;
 But his two deep-set, glittering eyes
 Gleamed at the sight of mysteries
 None knew but he; few words he said,
 And unto those small heed was paid;
 But the king, young, yet old in guile,
 Failed not to note a flickering smile
 Upon his face, as now and then
 He turned him from the learned men
 Toward the king’s seat, so thought to know
 What new thing he might have to show;
 And presently, the meat being done,
 He bade them bring him to his throne,
 And when before him he was come,
 He said, “Be welcome to my home;
 What is thine art, canst thou in rhyme
 Tell stories of the ancient time?
 Or dost thou chronicle old wars? 
 Or know’st thou of the change of stars?
 Or seek’st thou the transmuting stone?
 Or canst thou make the shattered bone
 Grow whole, and dying men live on
 Till years like thine at last are won?
 Or what thing bring’st thou to me here,
 Where nought but men of lore are dear
 To me and mine?”
 “O King,” said he,
 “But few things know I certainly,
 Though I have toiled for many a day
 Along the hard and doubtful way
 That bringeth wise men to the grave:
 And now for all the years I gave,

 To know all things that man can learn,
 A few months learned life I earn,
 Nor feel much liker to a god
 Than when beside my sheep I trod
 Upon the thymy, wind-swept down.
 Yet am I come unto thy town
 To tell thee somewhat that I learned
 As on the stars I gazed, and yearned
 To cast this weary body off,
 With all its chains of mock and scoff
 And creeping death — for as I read
 The sure decrees with joy and dread,
 Somewhat I saw writ down of thee,
 And who shall have the sovereignty
 When thou art gone.”
 “Nay,” said the King,
 “Speak quick and tell me of the thing.”
 “Sire,” said the sage, “thine ancient line
 Thou holdest as a thing divine,
 So long and undisturbed it is,
 But now shall there be end to this,
 For surely in my glittering text
 I read that he who shall sit next,
 On this thine ancient throne and high,
 Shall he no better born than I
 Whose grandsire none remembereth,
 Nor where my father first drew breath.”
 “Yea,” said the King, “and this may be;
 Yet, O Sage, ere I credit thee,
 Some token certes must thou show,
 Or tell me what I think to know,
 Alone, among all folk alive;

 Then surely great gifts will I give
 To thee, and make thee head of all
 Who watch the planets rise and fall.”
 “Bid these stand backward from thy throne,”
 The sage said, “then to thee alone
 Long hidden matters will I tell;
 And then, if thou believest, well — 
 And if thou dost not — well also;
 No gift I ask, but leave to go,
 For strange to me is this thy state,
 And for thyself, thou well may’st hate
 My crabbed age and misery.”
 “Well,” said the King, “let this thing be;
 And ye, my masters, stand aback!
 For of the fresh air have I lack,
 And in my pleasance would I walk
 To hearken this grave elder’s talk
 And gain new lore.”
 Therewith he rose
 And led the way unto a close,
 Shaded with grey-leaved olive-trees;
 And when they were amidst of these
 He turned about and said, “Speak, friend,
 And of thy folly make an end,
 And take this golden chain therefore.”
 “Rightly thou namest my weak lore,”
 The sage said, “therefore to the end
 Be wise, and what the fates may send
 Take thou, nor struggle in the net
 Wherein thine helpless feet are set!

 — Hearken! a year is well-nigh done
 Since, at the hottest of the sun,
 Stood Antony beneath this tree,
 And took a jewelled cup of thee,
 And drank swift death in guise of wine;

 Since he, most trusted of all thine,
 At last too full of knowledge grew,
 And chiefly, he of all men knew
 How the Earl Marshal Hugh had died,
 Since he had drawn him on to ride
 Into a bushment of his foes, 
 To meet death from unnumbered blows.”
 “Thou knowest that by me he died,”
 The King said, “How if now I cried
 Help! the magician slayeth me?”
 Swiftly should twenty sword-blades be
 Clashing within thy ribs, and thou
 Nearer to death than even now.”
 “Not thus, O King, I fear to die,”
 The Sage said; “Death shall pass me by
 Many a year yet, because perchance,
 I fear not aught his clattering dance,
 And have enough of weary days.

 — But thou — farewell, and win the praise
 Of sages, by thy hearkening
 With heed to this most certain thing.
 Fear not because this thing I know,
 For to my grey tower back I go
 High raised above the heathy hills
 Where the great erne the swift hare kills,
 Or stoops upon the new-yeaned lamb;
 There almost as a god I am
 Unto few folk, who hear thy name
 Indeed, but know nought of thy fame,

 Nay, scarce if thou be man or beast.”
 So saying, back unto the feast
 He turned, and went adown the hall,
 Not heeding any gibe or call;
 And left the palace and the town
 With face turned toward his windy down.
 Back to the hall, too, the King went,
 With eyes upon the pavement bent
 In pensive thought, delighting not
 In riches and his kingly lot;
 But thinking how his days began,
 And of the lonely souls of man.
 

 But time past, and midst this and that,
 The wise man’s message he forgat;
 And as a king he lived his life,
 And took to him a noble wife
 Of the kings’ daughters, rich and fair.
 And they being wed for nigh a year,
 And she now growing great with child,
 It happed unto the forest wild
 This king with many folk must ride
 At ending of the summer-tide;
 There boar and hart they brought to bay,
 And had right noble prize that day;
 But when the noon was now long past,,
 And the thick woods grew overcast,
 They roused the mightiest hart of all.
 Then loudly ‘gan the king to call
 Unto his huntsmen, not to leave
 That mighty beast for dusk nor eve
 Till they had won him; with which word
 His horn he blew, and forth he spurred,
 Taking no thought of most or least,
 But only of that royal beast. 
 And over rough and smooth he rode,

 Nor yet for anything abode,
 Till dark night swallowing up the day
 With blindness his swift course must stay.
 Nor was there with him any one,
 So far his fair steed had outrun
 The best of all his hunting-folk.
 So, glancing at the stars that broke
 ‘Twixt the thick branches here and there,
 Backward he turned, and peered with care
 Into the darkness, but saw nought,
 Nor heard his folk, and therewith thought
 His bed must be the brake leaves brown.
 Then in a while he lighted down,
 And felt about a little space,
 If he might find a softer place;
 But as he groped from tree to tree
 Some glimmering light he seemed to see
 ‘Twixt the dark stems, and thither turned,
 If yet perchance some wood-fire burned
 Within a peasant’s hut, where he
 Might find, amidst their misery,
 Rough food, or shelter at the least.
 So, leading on his wearied beast,
 Blindly he crept from tree to tree,
 Till slowly grew that light to be
 The thing he looked for, and he found
 A hut on a cleared space of ground,
 From whose half-opened door there streamed 
 The light that erst far off had gleamed.
 Then of that shelter was he fain,
 But just as he made shift to gain
 The open space in front of it,
 A shadow o’er the grass did flit,
 And on the wretched threshold stood
 A big man, with a bar of wood

 In his right hand, who seemed as though
 He got him ready for a blow;
 But ere he spoke the King cried, “Friend,
 May God good hap upon thee send,
 If thou wilt give me rest this night,
 And food according to thy might.”
 “Nay,” said the carle, “my wife lieth
 In labour, and is nigh her death:
 Nor canst thou enter here at all;
 But nearby is my asses’ stall,
 Who on this night bide in the town;
 There, if thou wilt, mayst thou lie down,
 And sleep until the dawn of day,
 And I will bring thee what I may
 Of food and drink.”
 Then said the King,
 “Thanked be thou; neither for nothing
 Shalt thou this good deed do to me.”
 “Nay,” said the carle, “let these things be,
 Surely I think before the morn,
 To be too weary and forlorn
 For gold much heart in me to put.”
 With that he turned, and from the hut
 Brought out a lantern, and rye-bread,
 And wine, and showed the king a shed,
 Strewed with a litter of dry brake:
 Withal he muttered, for his sake,
 Unto Our Lady some rude prayer,
 And turned about and left him there.
 So when the rye-bread, nowise fine,
 The king had munched, and with green wine
 Had quenched his thirst, his horse he tied
 Unto a post, and there beside
 He fell asleep upon the brake.
 

 But in an hour did he awake,
 Astonied with an unnamed fear,

 For words were ringing in his ear
 Like the last echo of a scream,
 “Take! take!” but of the vanished dream
 No image was there left to him.
 Then, trembling sore in every limb,
 Did he arise, and drew his sword,
 And passed forth on the forest sward,
 And cautiously about he crept;
 But he heard nought at all, except
 Some groaning of the woodman’s wife,
 And forest sounds well known, but rife
 With terror to the lonely soul.
 Then he lay down again, to roll
 His limbs within his huntsman’s cloak; 
 And slept again, and once more woke
 To tremble with that unknown fear,
 And other echoing words to hear — 
 “Give up! give up!” nor anything
 Showed more why these strange words should ring
 About him. Then he sat upright,
 Bewildered, gazing through the night,
 Until his weary eyes, grown dim,
 Showed not the starlit tree-trunks slim
 Against the black wood, grey and plain;
 And into sleep he sank again,
 And woke not soon: but sleeping dreamed
 That he awoke, nor other seemed
 The place he woke in but that shed,
 And there beside his bracken bed
 He seemed to see the ancient sage
 Shrivelled yet more with untold age,
 Who bending down his head to him

 Said, with a mocking smile and grim, — 
 “Take, or give up; what matters it?
 This child new-born shall surely sit
 Upon thy seat when thou art gone,
 And dwelling ‘twixt straight walls of stone.”
 Again the King woke at that word
 And sat up, panting and afeard,
 And staring out into the night,
 Where yet the woods thought not of light;
 And fain he was to cast off sleep,
 Such visions from his eyes to kee 
 Heavy his head grew none the less,
 ‘Twixt ‘wildering thoughts and weariness,
 And soon he fell asleep once more,
 Nor dreamed, nor woke again, before
 The sun shone through the forest trees;
 And, shivering in the morning breeze,
 He blinked with just-awakened eyes,
 And pondering on those mysteries,
 Unto the woodman’s hut he went.
 

 Him he found kneeling down, and bent
 In moody grief above a bed,
 Whereon his wife lay, stark and dead,
 Whose soul near morn had passed away;
 And ‘twixt the dead and living lay
 A new-born man-child, fair and great.
 So in the door the King did wait
 To watch the man, who had no heed
 Of this or that, so sore did bleed
 The new-made wound within his heart.
 But as the King gazed, for his part
 He did but see his threatened foe,
 And ever hard his heart did grow
 With deadly hate and wilfulness:
 And sight of that poor man’s distress

 Made it the harder, as of nought
 But that unbroken line he thought
 Of which he was the last: withal
 His scornful troubled eyes did fall 
 Upon that nest of poverty,
 Where nought of joy he seemed to see.
 On straw the poor dead woman lay;
 The door alone let in the day,
 Showing the trodden earthen floor,
 A board on trestles weak and poor,
 Three stumps of tree for stool or chair,
 A half-glazed pipkin, nothing fair,
 A bowl of porridge by the wife
 Untouched by lips that lacked for life,
 A platter and a bowl of wood;
 And in the further corner stood
 A bow cut from the wych-elm tree,
 A holly club, and arrows three
 Ill pointed, heavy, spliced with thread.
 

 Ah! soothly, well remembered
 Was that unblissful wretched home,
 Those four bare walls, in days to come;
 And often in the coming years
 He called to mind the pattering tears
 That, on the rent old sackcloth cast
 About the body, fell full fast,
 ‘Twixt half-meant prayers and curses wild,
 And that weak wailing of the child,
 His threatened dreaded enemy,
 The mighty king that was to be.
 But as he gazed unsoftened there,
 With hate begot of scorn and care, 
 Loudly he heard a great horn blow,
 And his own hunting call did know,

 And soon began the shouts to hear
 Of his own people drawing near.
 Then lifting up his horn, he blew
 A long shrill point, but as he threw
 His head aback, beheld his folk,
 Who from the close-set thicket broke
 And o’er the cleared space swiftly passed,
 With shouts that he was found at last.
 Then turned the carle his doleful face,
 And slowly rising in his place,
 Drew thwart his eyes his fingers strong,
 And on that gay-dressed glittering throng
 Gazed stupidly, as still he heard
 The name of King; but said no word.
 But his guest spoke, “Sirs, well be ye!
 This luckless woodman, whom ye see,
 Gave me good harbour through the night
 And such poor victual as he might;
 Therefore shall he have more than gold
 For his reward; since dead and cold
 His helpmate lies who last night died.
 See now the youngling by her side;
 Him will I take and rear him so
 That he shall no more lie alow
 In straw, or from the beech-tree dine.
 But rather use white linen fine
 And silver plate; and with the sword 
 Shall learn to serve some King or Lord.
 How say’st thou, good man?”
 “Sire,” he said,
 Weeping, but shamefaced,— “Since here dead
 She lies, that erst kept house for me,
 E’en as thou willest let it be;
 Though I had hoped to have a son

 To help me get the day’s work done.
 And now, indeed, forth must he go
 If unto manhood he should grow,
 And lonely I must wander forth,
 To whom east, west, and south, and north
 Are all alike: forgive it me
 If little thanks I give to thee
 Who scarce can thank great God in heaven
 For what is left of what was given.”
 Small heed unto him the King gave,
 But trembling in his haste to have
 The body of his enemy,
 Said to an old squire, “Bring to me
 The babe, and give the good man this
 Wherewith to gain a little bliss,
 In place of all his troubles gone,
 Nor need he now be long alone.”
 The carle’s rough face, at clink of gold,
 Lit up, though still did he behold
 The wasted body lying there;
 But stooping, a rough box, foursquare,
 Made of old wood and lined with hay, 
 Wherein the helpless infant lay,
 He raised, and gave it to the squire
 Who on the floor cast down his hire,
 Nor sooth dared murmur aught the while,
 But turning smiled a grim hard smile
 To see the carle his pieces count
 Still weeping: so did all men mount
 And turning round into the wood
 Forgat him and his drearihood,
 And soon were far off from the hut.
 

 Then coming out, the door he shut
 Behind him, and adown a glade,
 Towards a rude hermitage he made
 To fetch the priest unto his need,

 To bury her and say her bede — 
 So when all things that he might do
 Were done aright, heavy with woe,
 He left the woodland hut behind
 To take such chance as he might find
 In other lands, forgetting all
 That in that forest did befall.
 

 But through the wild wood rode the King,
 Moody and thinking on the thing,
 Nor free from that unreasoning fear;
 Till now, when they had drawn anear
 The open country, and could see
 The road run on from close to lea, 
 And lastly by a wooden bridge
 A long way from that heathy ridge
 Cross over a deep lowland stream — 
 Then in his eyes there came a gleam,
 And his hand fell upon his sword,
 And turning round to squire and lord
 He said, “Ride sirs, the way is clear,
 Nor of my people have I fear,
 Nor do my foes range over wide;
 And for myself fain would I ride
 Right slowly homewards through the fields
 Noting what this and that one yields;
 While by my squire who bears the child
 Lightly my way shall be beguiled.
 For some nurse now he needs must have
 This tender life of his to save;
 And doubtless by the stream there is
 Some house where he may dwell in bliss,
 Till he grow old enough to learn
 How gold and glory he may earn;
 And grow, perchance, to be a lord.”
 With downcast eyes he spoke that word;

 But forth they galloped speedily,
 And he drew rein and stood to see
 Their green coats lessening as they went.
 This man unto the other bent,
 Until mid dust and haze at last
 Into a wavering mass they passed;
 Then ‘twixt the hedgerows vanished quite 
 Just told of by the dust-cloud white
 Rolled upwards ‘twixt the elm-trunks slim.
 

 Then turned the king about to him,
 Who held the child, noting again
 The thing wherein he had been lain,
 And on one side of it could see
 A lion painted hastily
 In red upon a ground of white,
 As though of old it had been dight
 For some lord’s rough-wrought palisade;
 But naked ‘mid the hay was laid
 The child, and had no mark or sign.
 Then said the king, “My ancient line
 Thou and thy sires through good and ill
 Have served, and unto thee my will
 Is law enough from day to day;
 Ride nigh me hearkening what I say.”
 He shook his rein and side by side
 Down through the meadows did they ride,
 And opening all his heart, the king
 Told to the old man everything
 Both of the sage, and of his dream;
 Withal drawn nigh unto the stream,
 He said, “Yet this shall never be,

 For surely as thou lovest me,
 Adown this water shall he float
 With this rough box for ark and boat,
 Then if mine old line he must spill 
 There let God save him if he will,
 While I in no case shed his blood.”
 “Yea,” said the squire, “thy words are good,
 For the whole sin shall lie on me,
 Who greater things would do for thee
 If need there were; yet note, I pray,
 It may be he will ‘scape this day
 And live; and what wouldst thou do then
 If thou shouldst meet him among men?
 I counsel thee to let him go
 Since sure to nought thy will shall grow.”
 “Yea, yea,” the king said, “let all be
 That may be, if I once but see
 This ark whirl in the eddies swift
 Or tangled in the autumn drift
 And wrong side up:” but with that word
 Their horse-hoofs on the plank he heard,
 And swift across the bridge he rode,
 And nigh the end of it abode,
 Then turned to watch the old squire stop,
 And leaning o’er the bridge-rail drop
 The luckless child; he heard withal
 A muttered word and splashing fall
 And from the wakened child a cry,
 And saw the cradle hurrying by,
 Whirled round and sinking, but as yet
 Holding the child, nor overset.
 Now somewhat, soothly at the sight
 Did the king doubt if he outright 

 Had rid him of his feeble foe,
 But frowning did he turn to go
 Unto his home, nor knew indeed
 How better he might help his need;
 And as unto his house he rode
 Full little care for all he showed,
 Still bidding Samuel the squire
 Unto his bridle-hand ride nigher,
 To whom he talked of careless things,
 As unto such will talk great kings.
 But when unto his palace gate
 He came at last, thereby did wait
 The chamberlain with eager eyes
 Above his lips grown grave with lies,
 In haste to tell him that the queen,
 While in the wild-wood he had been,
 Had borne a daughter unto him
 Strong, fair of face, and straight of limb.
 So well at ease and glad thereat
 His troubled dream he nigh forgat,
 His troubled waking, and the ride
 Unto the fateful river-side;
 Or thought of all as little things
 Unmeet to trouble souls of kings.
 

So passed the days, so passed the years
 In such-like hopes, and such-like fears,
 And such-like deeds in field and hall
 As unto royal men befall, 
 And fourteen years have passed away
 Since on the huddled brake he lay
 And dreamed that dream, remembered now
 Once and again, when slow and slow
 The minutes of some sleepless night
 Crawl toward the dawning of the light.
 

  Remembered not on this sweet morn
 When to the ringing of the horn,
 Jingle of bits and mingled shout
 Toward that same stream he rideth out
 To see his grey-winged falcons fly.
 So long he rode he drew anigh
 A mill upon the river’s brim,
 That seemed a goodly place to him,
 For o’er the oily smooth millhead
 There hung the apples growing red,
 And many an ancient apple-tree
 Within the orchard could he see,
 While the smooth millwalls white and black
 Shook to the great wheel’s measured clack,
 And grumble of the gear within;
 While o’er the roof that dulled that din
 The doves sat crooning half the day,
 And round the half-cut stack of hay
 The sparrows fluttered twittering.
 There smiling stayed the joyous king,
 And since the autumn noon was hot
 Thought good anigh that pleasant spot 
 To dine that day, and therewith sent
 To tell the miller his intent:
 Who held the stirrup of the king,
 Bareheaded, joyful at the thing,
 While from his horse he lit adown,
 Then lead him o’er an elm-beam brown,
 New cut in February tide
 That crossed the stream from side to side,
 So underneath the apple trees
 The king sat careless, well at ease
 And ate and drank right merrily.
 To whom the miller drew anigh
 Among the courtiers, bringing there
 Such as he could of country fare,
 Green yellowing plums from off his wall,

 Wasp-bitten pears, the first to fall
 From off the wavering spire-like tree,
 Junkets, and cream and fresh honey.
 Smiling the king regarded him,
 For he was round-paunched, short of limb,
 Red-faced, with long, lank flaxen hair;
 But with him was a boy, right fair,
 Grey-eyed, and yellow-haired, most like
 Unto some Michael who doth strike
 The dragon on a minster wall,
 So sweet-eyed was he, and withal
 So fearless of all things he seemed.
 But when he saw him the king deemed
 He scarce could be the miller’s kin, 
 And laughing said, “Hast thou within
 Thy dusty mill the dame who bore
 This stripling in the days of yore,
 For fain were I to see her now,
 If she be liker him than thou?”
 “Sire,” said the miller, “that may be
 And thou my dame shall surely see;
 But for the stripling, neither I
 Begat him, nor my wife did lie
 In labour when the lad was born,
 But as an outcast and forlorn
 We found him fourteen years to-day,
 So quick the time has passed away.”
 

  Then the king, hearkening what he said,
 A vanished day remembered,
 And troubled grew his face thereat;
 But while he thought of this and that
 The man turned from him and was gone
 And by him stood the lad alone;
 At whom he gazed, and as their eyes
 Met, a great horror ‘gan arise
 Within his heart, and back he shrank
 And shuddering a deep draught he drank,
 Scarce knowing if his royal wine
 He touched, or juice of some hedge-vine.
 But as his eyes he lifted up
 From off his jewelled golden cup,
 Once more the miller drew anigh, 
 By whom his wife went timidly
 Bearing some burden in her hand;
 So when before him she did stand
 And he beheld her worn and old,
 And black-haired, then that hair of gold,
 Grey eyes, firm lips, and round cleft chin,
 Brought stronger memory of his sin.
 But the carle spake, “Dame, tell the King
 How this befell, a little thing
 The thoughts of such great folk to hold,
 Speak out, and fear not to be bold.”
 “My tale,” she said, “is short enow,
 For this day fourteen years ago
 Along this river-side I rode
 From market to our poor abode,
 Where we dwelt far from other men,
 Since thinner was the country then
 Than now it is; so as I went
 And wearied o’er my panniers bent,

 From out the stream a feeble cry
 I heard, and therewith presently,
 From off my mule’s back could I see
 This boy who standeth here by thee,
 A naked, new-born infant, laid
 In a rough ark that had been stayed
 By a thick tangled bed of weed;
 So pitying the youngling’s need,
 Dismounting, did I wade for him
 Waist deep, whose ark now scarce did swim; 
 And he, with cold, and misery,
 And hunger, was at point to die.
 “Withal, I bare him to the mill
 And cherished him, and had good will
 To bring the babe up as mine own;
 Since childless were we and alone,
 And no one came to father it.
 So oft have I rejoiced to sit
 Beside the fire and watch him play.
 And now, behold him! — but some day
 I look to lose him, for, indeed,
 I deem he comes of royal seed,
 Unmeet for us: and now, my lord,
 Have you heard every foolish word
 About my son — this boy — whose name
 Is Michael soothly, since he came
 To us this day nigh Michaelmas.

 — See, sire, the ark wherein he was!
 Which I have kept.”
 Therewith she drew
 A cloth away; but the King knew,
 Long ere she moved, what he should see,
 Nor looked, but seeming carelessly
 Leaned on the board and hid his eyes.
 But at the last did he arise

 And saw the painted lion red,
 Not faded, well remembered;
 Withal he thought, “And who of these
 Were with me then amongst the trees 
 To see this box;” but presently
 He thought again that none but he
 And the grey squire, old Samuel,
 That painting could have noted well.
 Since Samuel his cloak had cast
 About it, and therewith had past
 Throughout the forest on that day,
 And not till all were well away
 Had drawn it off before the King.
 But changed and downcast at the thing
 He left the lovely autumn place,
 Still haunted by the new-found face
 Of his old foe, and back he rode
 Unto his ancient rich abode,
 Forcing but dismal merriment
 As midst his smiling lords he went;
 Who yet failed not to note his mood,
 So changed: and some men of the wood
 Remembered them, but said not aught,
 Yea, trembled lest their hidden thought
 Some bird should learn, and carry it.
 

 The morrow come, the King did sit
 Alone, to talk with Samuel,
 Who yet lived, gathering wage for hell.
 He from the presence in a while
 Came forth, and with his ugly smile
 He muttered, “Well betide me, then,
 St. Peter! they are lucky men 
 Who serve no kings, since they indeed
 May damn themselves each for his need.

 And will not he outlive this day
 Whom the deep water could not slay,
 Ere yet his lips had tasted food?

 — With that a horse, both strong and good,
 He gat of the king’s equerry,
 And toward the mill rode speedily.
 

 There Michael by the mill-tail lay,
 Watching the swift stream snatch away
 His float from midst the careless dace;
 But thinking of the thin, dark face,
 That yesterday all men he saw
 Gaze at with seeming love and awe;
 Nor had he, wondering at the lords,
 Lost one word of the housewife’s words;
 And still he noted that the King
 Beheld him as a wondrous thing,
 Strange to find there: so in his heart
 He thought to play some royal part
 In this wild play of life, and made
 Stories, wherein great words he said,
 And did great deeds in desperate fight.
 But midst these thoughts there came in sight
 He who had carried him of yore,
 From out the woodman’s broken door,
 Dressed like a king’s man, with fine gold
 Touching his hard brown hands and old, 
 So was his sleeve embroidered;
 A plumed hat had he on his head,
 And by his side a cutting sword
 Fit for the girdle of a lord;
 And round his neck a knife he bore,
 Whose hilt was well enamelled o’er,
 With green leaves on a golden ground,
 Whose stem a silver scroll enwound;

 Charged with those letters, writ in black,

Strike! for no dead man cometh back!
 The boy gazed at him earnestly,
 With beating heart, as he drew nigh.
 And when at last he drew his rein
 Beside him, thought that not in vain
 His dream might be. But Samuel
 Below his breath said; “Surely well
 Shalt thou fulfil thy destiny;
 And, spite of all, thou wilt not die
 Till thou hast won the arched crown?
 But with that word he lighted down,
 And said aloud, “Lad, tell to me
 Where the good miller I may see,
 For from the King I come to-day,
 And have a word to him to say;
 I think, indeed, concerning thee;
 For surely thou his lad must be.”
 Then Michael leapt up, nor took heed
 Of how the nibbling dace might feed
 Upon the loose ends of his bait; 
 “Fair sir,” he said, “my sire doth wait
 Until men bring his mare from grass,
 For to the good town will he pass,
 Since he has need of household gear;
 Follow, my lord, the place is here.”
 Withal, the good steed being made fast,
 Unto the other side they passed,
 And by the door the miller found,
 Who bowed before him to the ground,
 And asked what he would have him do
 Then from his bosom Samuel drew
 A scroll, and said, “Good friend, read here,
 And do my bidding without fear
 Of doing ill.”
 “Sir,” said the man,
 “But little lettered skill I can;

 Let my dame come, for she can read
 Well written letters at good need.”
 “Nay, friend,” he said, “suffice it thee
 This seal at the scroll’s end to see,
 My Lord the King’s; and hear my word,
 That I come hither from my lord
 Thy foundling lad to have away
 To serve the King from this same day.”
 Downcast the miller looked thereat,
 And twisting round his dusty hat,
 Said, “Well, my lord, so must it be,
 Nor is he aught akin to me,
 Nor seems so: none the less would I 
 Have left him, when I came to die,
 All things I have, with this my mill,
 Wherein he hath no ‘prentice skill,
 Young as he is: and surely here
 Might he have lived, with little fear,
 A life of plenty and of bliss — 
 Near by, too, a fair maid there is,
 I looked should be good wife to him.”
 

 Meanwhile young Michael’s head ‘gan swim
 With thoughts of noble life and praise;
 And he forgat the happy days
 Wherein the happy dreams he dreamed
 That now so near fulfilment seemed;
 And, looking through the open mill,
 Stared at the grey and windy hill
 And saw it not, but some fair place
 Made strange with many a changing face.
 And all his life that was to be.
 But Samuel, laughing scornfully,
 Said, “O good soul, thou thinkest then
 This is a life for well-born men,

 As our lord deems this youngling is — 
 Tell me good lad, where lies thy bliss?
 But Michael turned shamefaced and red,
 Waked from his dream, and stammering said,
 “Fair sir, my life is sweet and good,
 And John, the ranger of the wood,
 Saith that I draw so good a bow, 
 That I shall have full skill enow
 Ere many months have passed me by
 To join the muster, and to try
 To win the bag of florins white,
 That folk, on Barnaby the bright,
 Shoot for within the market town.
 Sir, please you to look up and down
 The weedy reaches of our stream,
 And note the bubbles of the bream,
 And see the great chub take the fly,
 And watch the long pike basking lie
 Outside the shadow of the weed.
 Withal there come unto our need
 Woodcock and snipe when swallows go;
 And now the water-hen flies low
 With feet that well nigh touch the reeds,
 And plovers cry about the meads,
 And the stares chatter; certes, sir,
 It is a fair place all the year.”
 Eyeing him grimly, Samuel said,

 “Thou show’st churl’s breeding, by my head,
 In foul despite of thy fair face!
 Take heart, for to a better place
 Thou goest now. — Miller, farewell,
 Nor need’st thou to the neighbours tell
 The noble fortunes of the lad;
 For, certes, he shall not be glad
 To know them in a year or twain.
 Yet shall thy finding not be vain, 
 And thou mayst bless it; for behold
 This bag wherein is store of gold;
 Take it and let thy hinds go play,
 And grind no corn for many a day,
 For it would buy thy mill and thee.”
 He turned to go, but pensively
 Stood Michael, for his broken dream
 Doubtful and far away did seem
 Amid the squire’s rough mockeries;
 And tears were gathering in his eyes.
 But the kind miller’s rough farewell
 Rang in his ears; and Samuel
 Stamped with his foot and plucked his sleeve;
 So therewithal he turned to leave
 His old abode, the quiet place,
 Trembling, with wet and tearful face.
 But even as he turned there came
 From out the house the simple dame
 And cast rough arms about the lad,
 Saying, “For that I have been glad
 By means of thee this many a day,
 My mourning heart this hour doth pay.
 But fair son, may’st thou live in bliss,
 And die in peace; remembering this,
 When thou art come to high estate,
 That in our house, early and late,

 The happy house that shall be sad,
 Thou hadst the best of all we had
 And love unfeigned from us twain, 
 Whose hearts thou madest young again,
 Hearts that the quicker old shall grow
 Now thou art gone.”
 “Good dame, enow,”
 Quoth Samuel, “the day grows late,
 And sure the king for meat shall wait
 Until he see this new-found lord.”
 He strode away upon that word;
 And half ashamed, and half afeard,
 Yet eager as his dream he neared,
 Shyly the lad went after him.
 They crossed the stream and by its brim
 Both mounted the great warhorse grey,
 And without word they rode away.
 

 But as along the river’s edge
 They went, and brown birds in the sedge
 Twittered their sweet and formless tune
 In the fair autumn afternoon,
 And reach by reach the well-known stream
 They passed, again the hopeful dream
 Of one too young to think death near,
 Who scarce had learned the name of fear
 Remorseful memories put to flight;
 Lovely the whole world showed and bright.
 Nor did the harsh voice rouse again
 The thought of mockery or of pain,
 For other thoughts held Samuel.
 So, riding silently and well, 
 They reached at last the dusty road
 That led unto the King’s abode.
 But Samuel turned away his face
 Therefrom, and at a steady pace
 The great horse thundered o’er the bridge,
 And made on toward the heathy ridge,

 Wherefrom they rode that other day.
 But Michael, noting well the way,
 Why thus they went, fell wondering,
 And said aloud, “Dwells then the King,
 Fair sir, as now within the wood?”
 “Young fool, where that it seems him good
 He dwelleth,” quoth old Samuel,
 “And now it pleaseth him to dwell
 With the black monks across the wood.”
 Withal he muttered in his hood,
 “Curst be the King, and thee also,
 Who thrust me out such deeds to do;
 When I should bide at home to pray,
 Who draw so nigh my ending day.”
 So saying forth his horse he spurred
 And to himself said yet this word,
 “Yea, yea, and of all days forlorn
 God curse the day when I was born.”
 Therewith he groaned; yet saying thus
 His case seemed hard and piteous,
 When he remembered how of old
 Another tale he might have told.
 So as each thought his own thoughts still, 
 The horse began to breast the hill,
 And still they went on higher ground,
 Until as Michael turned him round
 He saw the sunny country-side
 Spread out before him far and wide,
 Golden amidst its waning green,
 Joyous with varied life unseen.
 Meanwhile from side to side of them
 The trees began their way to hem,
 As still he gazed from tree to tree,

 And when he turned back presently
 He saw before him like a wall
 Uncounted tree trunks dim and tall.
 Then with their melancholy sound
 The odorous spruce woods met around
 Those wayfarers, and when he turned
 Once more, far off the sunlight burned
 In star-like spots, while from o’erhead,
 Dim twilight through the boughs was shed.
 Not there as yet had Michael been,
 Nor had he left the meadows green
 Dotted about with spreading trees,
 And fresh with sun and rain and breeze,
 For those mirk woods, and still his eyes
 Gazed round about for mysteries.
 Since many an old wife’s tale he knew;
 Huge woodcutters in raiment blue,
 The remnant of a mighty race,
 The ancient masters of the place, 
 And hammering trolls he looked to see,
 And dancers of the faërie,
 Who, as the ancient stories told,
 In front were lovely to behold,
 But empty shells seen from behind.
 

 So on they rode until the wind
 Had died out, stifled by the trees,
 And Michael ‘mid those images
 Of strange things made alive by fear,
 Grew drowsy in the forest drear;
 Nor noted how the time went past

 Until they nigh had reached at last
 The borders of the spruce-tree wood;
 And with a tingling of the blood
 Samuel bethought him of the day
 When turned about the other way
 He carried him he rode with now.
 For the firs ended on the brow
 Of a rough gravelly hill, and there
 Lay a small valley nowise fair
 Beneath them, clear at first of all
 But brake, till amid rushes tall
 Down in the bottom alders grew
 Crabbed and rough; and winding through
 The clayey mounds a brook there was
 Oozy and foul, half choked with grass.
 There now the Squire awhile drew rein,
 And noted how the ground again 
 Rose up upon the other side,
 And saw a green glade opening wide
 ‘Twixt oaks and hollies, and he knew
 Full well what place it led unto;
 Withal he heard the bittern’s boom,
 And though without the fir-wood’s gloom
 They now were come, yet red and low
 The sun above the trees did show,
 And in despite of hardihead,
 The old squire had a mortal dread
 Of lying in the wood alone
 When that was done that should be done.
 Now Michael, wakened by the wind,
 Clutched tighter at the belt behind,
 And with wide eyes was staring round,
 When Samuel said, “Get to the ground,
 My horse shall e’en sink deep enow,

 Without thy body, in this slough;
 And haste thee, or we both shall lie
 Beneath the trees, and be as dry
 As autumn dew can make us. Haste!
 The time is short for thee to waste.”
 Then from the horse the boy did glide,
 And slowly down the valley side
 They went, and Michael, wakened now,
 Sang such rude songs as he might know,
 Grown fresh and joyous of his life;
 While Samuel, clutching at the knife
 About his neck that hung, again 
 Down in the bottom tightened rein,
 And turning, in a hoarse voice said,
 “My girths are loosening, by my head!
 Come nigh and draw them tighter, lad.”
 Then Michael stayed his carol glad,
 And noting little in his mirth
 The other’s voice, unto the girth
 Without a word straight set his hand:
 But as with bent head he did stand,
 Straining to tighten what was tight,
 In Samuel’s hand the steel flashed bright,
 And fell, deep smitten in his side,
 Then, leaping back, the poor lad cried,
 As if for help, and staggering fell,
 With wide eyes fixed on Samuel;
 Who none the less grown deadly pale,
 Lit down, lest that should not avail
 To slay him, and beside him knelt,
 And since his eyes were closed now, felt
 His heart that beat yet: therewithal
 His hand upon the knife did fall.
 But, ere his fingers clutched it well,

 Far off he seemed to hear a bell,
 And trembling knelt upright again,
 And listening, listened not in vain,
 For clear he heard a tinkling sound.
 Then to his horse from off the ground
 He leapt, nor reasoned with his dread,
 But thought the angel of the dead 
 Was drawing nigh the slayer to slay,
 Ere scarce the soul had passed away.
 One dreadful moment yet he heard
 That bell, then like a madman spurred
 His noble horse; that maddened too,
 The close-set fir-wood galloped through,
 Not stayed by any stock or stone,
 Until the furious race being done,
 Anigh the bridge he fell down dead;
 And Samuel, mazed with guilt and dread,
 Wandered afoot throughout the night,
 But came, at dawning of the light,
 Half-dead unto the palace gate.
 There till the opening did he wait;
 Then, by the King’s own signet-ring,
 He gained the chamber of the king,
 And painfully what he had done
 He told, and how the thing had gone.
 And said withal: “Yet is he dead,
 And surely that which made my dread
 Shall give thee joy: for doubt not aught
 That bell the angels to him brought,
 That he in Abraham’s breast might lie — 
 So ends, O King, the prophecy.”
 Nathless the King scowled, ill content,
 And said, “I deemed that I had sent
 A man of war to do my will,

 Who lacked for neither force nor skill,
 And thou com’st with a woman’s face, 
 Bewildered with thy desperate race,
 And made an idiot with thy fear,
 Nor bring’st me any token here!”
 Therewith he rose and gat away,
 But brooding on it through that day,
 Thought that all things went not so ill
 As first he deemed, and that he still
 Might leave his old line flourishing.
 Therewith both gold and many a thing
 Unto old Samuel he gave,
 But thereby failed his life to save;
 Who, not so old in years as sin,
 Died ere the winter, and within
 The minster choir was laid asleep,
 With carven saints his head to kee
 

 And so the days and years went by,
 And still in great felicity
 The King dwelt, wanting only this — 
 A son wherewith to share his bliss,
 And reign when he was dead and gone.
 Nor had he daughter, save that one
 Born on the night when Michael first,
 Forlorn, alone, and doubly cursed,
 Felt on him this world’s bitter air.
 This daughter, midst fair maids most fair,
 Was not yet wed, though at this time,
 Being come unto her maiden’s prime,
 She looked upon her eighteenth May. 
 Midst this her mother passed away,
 Not much lamented of the King,

 Who had the thought of marrying
 Some dame more fertile, and who sent
 A wily man with this intent
 To spy the countries out and find
 Some great king’s daughter, wise and kind,
 And fresh, and fair, in face and limb,
 In all things a fit mate for him.
 So in short time it came to pass
 Again the King well wedded was,
 And hoped once more to have a son.
 And when this fair dame he had won,
 A year in peace he dwelt with her,
 Until the time was drawing near
 When first his eyes beheld that foe
 He deemed was dead these years ago.
 Now at that time, as custom was,
 His daughter was about to pass
 Unto a distant house of his,
 Some king had built for worldly bliss
 In ancient days: there, far removed
 From courts or towns, the dame he loved
 The dead king had been wont to see
 Play mid the summer greenery,
 Or like Erigone of old
 Stand in the vineyards girt with gold,
 To queen it o’er the vintagers,
 Half worshipping that face of hers. 
 Long years agone these folk were passed,
 Their crimes forgotten, or else cast
 Into the glowing crucible
 Of time, that tempers all things well,
 That maketh pleasure out of pain,

 And out of ruin golden gain;
 Nathless, unshaken still, there stood
 The towers and ramparts red as blood;
 Wherein their lives had passed away;
 And still the lovely gardens lay
 About them, changed, but smiling still,
 As in past time, on good or ill.
 Thither the Princess Cecily
 Must go awhile in peace to be;
 For now, midst care, and doubt, and toil,
 Proud words drawn back, and half-healed broil,
 The King had found one meet to wed
 His daughter, of great godlihead,
 Wealth, and unbroken royalty.
 And now he said to her, when she
 Was setting out for that fair place,
 “O daughter, thou shalt see my face
 Before a month is fully gone,
 Nor wilt thou see me then alone;
 For that man shall be with me then,
 Whom I have chosen from all men
 To give my dearest treasure to.
 Most fain he is to look on you,
 Nor needst thou fear him for thy part, 
 Who holdeth many a woman’s heart
 As the net holds the silvery fish.
 Farewell — and all things thou mayst wish
 I pray God grant thee.”
 Therewithal
 He kissed her, and from out the hall
 She passed, not shamefaced, or afraid
 Of what might happen; though, indeed,
 Her heart of no man’s heart had need
 To make her happy as she thought.
 

  Ever the new sun daily brought
 Fresh joy of life to her bedside,
 The world before her open wide
 Was spread, a place for joy and bliss.
 Her lips had trembled with no kiss,
 Wherewith love slayeth fear and shame;
 Her grey eyes conscious of no blame,
 Beheld unmoved the eyes of men;
 Her hearing grew no dimmer when
 Some unused footstep she might hear;
 And unto no man was she dear,
 But as some goddess might have been
 When Greek men worshipped many a queen.
 

 Now with her armed folk forth she rode
 Unto that ancient fair abode,
 And while the lark sung o’er the corn,
 Love gilded not the waning morn; 
 And when the sun rose high above,
 High thoughts she thought, but not of love;
 And when that sun the world did leave,
 He left no love to light the eve.
 The moon no melancholy brought,
 The dawn no vain, remorseful thought.
 But all untroubled her sweet face
 Passed ‘neath the gate of that old place,
 And there her bridegroom she abode.
 

 But scarce was she upon the road
 Ere news unto the King was brought
 That Peter, the old abbot, sought
 To see him, having newly come
 From the wild place that was his home
 Across the forest; so the King
 Bade him to enter, well willing
 To hear what he might have to say;
 Who, entering the hall straightway,
 Had with him an old, reverend man,

 The Sub-prior, father Adrian,
 And five monks more, and therewithal
 Ten of his folk, stout men and tall,
 Who bore armed staves and coats of fence.
 So, when he came to audience,
 He prayed the King of this or that,
 Whereof my tale-teller forgat,
 And graciously the King heard all,
 And said at last, “Well, what may fall, 
 Thou go’st not hence, fair lord, to-day;
 Unless in vain a king must pray,
 Thou and thy monks shall eat with me;
 While feast thine axe-men merrily.”
 Withal, he eyed the abbot’s folk
 In careless mood, then once more spoke,
 “Tall men thou feedest, by the rood!
 Lord Abbot, come they from the wood?
 Dwell many more such thereabout?
 Fain were I such should swell the shout
 When I am armed, and rank meets rank.”
 But as he spoke his loud voice sank
 Wavering, nor heard he aught at all
 Of the faint noises of the hall,
 Or what the monk in answer said;
 For, looking from a steel-clad head,
 Those eyes again did he behold,
 That erst from ‘neath the locks of gold
 Kindly and bold, but soft with awe,
 Beneath the apple-boughs he saw.
 But when for sure this thing he knew
 Pale to the very lips he grew.
 Till gathering heart within a while
 With the faint semblance of a smile,
 He seemed to note the Abbot’s words

 That he heard not; then from the lords
 He turned, and facing Michael said,
 “Raise up the steel cap from thine head,
 That I may see if thou look’st bold; 
 Methinks, I know thy face of old,
 Whence com’st thou?
 Michael lifted straight
 From off his brow the steel cap’s weight,
 And showed the bright locks curling round
 His fresh and ruddy face, sun-browned,
 And in a voice clear as a bell,
 Told all his story, till he fell
 Sore wounded in that dismal vale;
 And said withal, “My lord, the tale
 Of what came after, none knoweth
 Better than he, who, from ill death
 Saved me that tide, and made me man,
 My lord, the sub-prior Adrian.”
 “Speak on then, father,” quoth the King,
 Making as he was still hearkening.
 “My lord,” said Adrian, “I, who then
 Was but a server of poor men,
 Outside our Abbey walls, one day
 Was called by one in poor array,
 A charcoal-burner’s lad, who said.
 That soon his father would be dead,
 And that of all things he would have
 His rights, that he his soul might save.
 I made no tarrying at that word,
 But took between mine hands the Lord,
 And bade the boy bear forth the bell
 For though few folk there were to tell.
 Who passed that way, nathless, I trow 
 The beasts were glad that news to know.
 “Well, by the pinewood’s skirts we went

 While through its twilight the bell sent
 A heavenly tinkling; but the lad
 ‘Gan telling me of fears he had
 Of elves who dwell within the wood.
 I chid him thereat, as was good,
 Bidding him note Whom in mine hands
 I held, The Ransom of all Lands.
 But as the firwood’s dim twilight
 Waxed into day, and fair and bright
 The evening sun showed through the trees,
 Our ears fanned by the evening breeze,
 The galloping of horse-hoofs heard,
 Wherewith my page hung back afeard
 Of elves and such-like; but I said,
 ‘Wilt thou thy father shouldst be dead
 Ere we can reach him? Oh my son,
 Fear not that aught can stay This One.’
 “Therewith I smote my mule, and he
 Ran forward with me hastily
 As fearing to be left behind.
 Well, as we went, what should we find
 Down by the stream, but this my son,
 Who seemed as though his days were done;
 For in his side a knife there stood
 Wherefrom ran out a stream of blood,
 Soaking the grass and water-mint;
 Then, I dismounting, we by dint 
 Of all our strength, the poor youth laid
 Upon my mule, and down a glade
 Of oaks and hollies then we passed,
 And reached the woodman’s home at last;
 A poor hut, built of wattled wood,
 And by its crooked gable stood
 A ruinous shed, unroofed and old
 That beasts of burden once did hold.

 — Thyself; my lord, mayst know it well,

 Since thereabout the wild swine dwell;
 And hart, and hind, and roe are there — 
 So the lad’s wounds I staunched with care
 Forthwith, and then the man I shrived,
 Who none the less got well and lived
 For many a day: then back I went
 And the next day our leech I sent
 With drugs to tend upon the lad.
 Who soon was as he ne’er had had
 A hurt at all: and he being well
 We took him in our house to dwell,
 And taught him letters, and, indeed,
 Before long, Latin could he read
 As well as I; but hath no will
 To turn unto religion still.
 Yet is he good and doth no wrong;
 And being thereto both hale and strong,
 My lord, the Abbot, sayeth of him,
 ‘He shall serve God with heart and limb,
 Not heart and voice.’ Therefore, my lord, 
 Thou seest him armed with spear and sword
 For their defence who feed him still,
 Teach him, and guard his soul from ill.
 Ho, Michael! hast thou there with thee
 The fair-wrought knife I first did see
 Deep in thy side? — there, show it now
 Unto the King, that he may know
 Our tale is not a fabled thing.”
 Withal the King, as one listening,
 With his thin, anxious face and pale,
 Sat leaning forward through this tale,
 Scarce noting here and there a word.
 But all being told, at last he heard
 His own voice changed, and harsh, and low,

 That said, “Fair lord, I fain would know,
 Since this your man at arms seems true,
 What thing will he be worth to you;
 For better had he wear my rose
 Than loiter in your Abbey-close,
 Poring o’er books no man can read.”
 “O sire!” the monk said, “if your need
 Be great of such men, let him go;
 My men-at-arms need make no show
 Of fairness, nor should ladies miss,
 E’en as thou say’st, such men as this.”
 Laughing he spoke; the King the while,
 His pale face puckering to a smile;
 Then, as in some confused dream,
 In Michael’s hand he saw the gleam 
 Of that same steel remembered well,
 The gift he gave to Samuel;
 Drawn from his father’s ancient chest
 To do that morn his own behest.
 And as he now beheld its sheen,
 The twining stem of gold and green,
 The white scroll with the letters black, — 

Strike! for no dead man cometh back!
 He hardened yet his heart once more,
 And grown unhappy as before,
 When last he had that face in sight,
 Brought now the third time to the light,
 Once more grew treacherous, fierce, and fell.
 Now was the Abbot feasted well
 With all his folk, then went away,
 But Michael clad in rich array
 Became the king’s man, and was thought.
 By all most happy to be brought
 Unto such hopeful fair estate.
 

  For ten days yet the King did wait,
 Which past, for Michael did he send,
 And he being come, said to him, “Friend,
 Take now this letter from my hand
 And go unto our southern land;
 My captain Hugh shall go with thee
 For one day’s journey, then shall he
 Tell thee which way thou hast to ride;
 The third day thence about noontide 
 If thou dost well, thou shouldst be close
 Unto my Castle of the Rose
 Where dwells my daughter; needs it is
 That no man living should see this
 Until that thou within my wall
 Hast given it to the seneschal;
 Be wise and wary then, that thou
 Mayst think of this that happeneth now
 As birthday to thine high estate.”
 So said he, knowing not that fate
 Was dealing otherwise than he.
 But Michael going, presently
 Met Hugh, a big man rough and black,
 And who of nought but words had lack,
 With him he mounted, and set forth
 And daylong rode on from the north.
 Now if the King had hope that Hugh
 Some deed like Samuel’s might do
 I know not, certes nought he said
 To that hard heart and narrow head,
 Who knew no wiles but wiles of war,
 And was as true as such men are;
 Yet had there been a tale to tell
 If Michael had not held him well,
 And backward still the wrath had turned
 Wherewith his heart not seldom burned
 At scornful words his fellow said.
 At last they reached cross ways that led

 One west, one southward still, whereat 
 Hugh, taking off his feathered hat,
 Bowed low in scorn, and said, “Fair sir,
 Unto the westward must I spur,
 While you go southward, soon to get
 I doubt not, an earl’s coronet;
 Farewell, my lord, and yet beware
 Thou dost not at my lady stare
 Too hard, lest thou shouldst plumb the moat,
 Or have a halter round thy throat.”
 But Michael to his scoff said nought,
 But upon high things set his thought
 As his departing hooves he heard.
 And still betwixt the hedgerows spurred,
 And when, the twilight was o’erpast
 At a small inn drew rein at last,
 And slept that night as such folk can;
 And while next morn the thrushes ran
 Their first course through the autumn dew
 The gossamers did he dash through,
 And on his way rode steadily
 The live-long day, nor yet was he
 Alone, as well might be that day
 Since a fair town was in his way,
 Stout hinds he passed, and yeomen good,
 Some friar in his heavy hood,
 And well-coifed housewives mounted high
 Above their maunds, while merrily
 The well-shod damsel trudged along
 Beside them, sending forth some song 
 As little taught as is a bird’s;
 And good men, good wives, priests, and herds,
 And merry maids failed not to send
 Good wishes for his journey’s end

 Unto him as still on he sped,
 Free from all evil thoughts or dread.
 

 Withal again the day went by,
 And in that city’s hostelry
 He slept, and by the dawn of day
 Next morn again was on his way,
 And leaving the scarce wakened street
 The newly risen sun did greet
 With cheerful heart. His way wound on
 Still up and up till he had won
 Up to a great hill’s chalky brow,
 Whence looking back he saw below
 The town spread out, church, square, and street,
 And baily, crawling up the feet
 Of the long yew-besprinkled hill;
 And in the fragrant air and still,
 Seeming to gain new life from it,
 The doves from roof to roof did flit:
 The early fires sent up their smoke
 That seemed to him to tell of folk
 New wakened unto great delight:
 For he upon that morning bright,
 So joyous felt, so free from pain,
 He seemed as he were born again 
 Into some new immortal state
 That knew no envy, fear, or hate.
 Now the road turned to his left hand
 And led him through a table-land,
 Windy and barren of all grain;
 But where a hollow specked the plain
 The yew-trees hugged the sides of it,
 And ‘mid them did the woodlark flit
 Or sang well-sheltered from the wind,
 And all about the sheep did find

 Sweet grass, the while the shepherd’s song
 Rang clear as Michael sped along.
 Long time he rode, till suddenly,
 When now the sun was broad and high,
 From out a hollow where the yew
 Still guarded patches of the dew,
 He found at last that he had won
 That highland’s edge, and gazed upon
 A valley that beneath the haze
 Of that most fair of autumn days,
 Showed glorious; fair with golden sheaves,
 Rich with the darkened autumn-leaves,
 Gay with the water-meadows green,
 The bright blue streams that lay between,
 The miles of beauty stretched away
 From that bleak hill-side bare and grey,
 Till white cliffs over slopes of vine,
 Drew ‘gainst the sky a broken line.
 And twixt the vineyards and the stream 
 Michael saw gilded spirelets gleam;
 For, hedged with many a flowery close,
 There lay the Castle of the Rose,
 His hurried journey’s aim and end.
 

 Then downward he began to wend,
 And ‘twixt the flowery hedges sweet
 He heard the hook smite down the wheat,
 And murmur of the unseen folk;
 But when he reached the stream that broke
 The golden plain, but leisurely
 He passed the bridge, for he could see
 The masters of that ripening realm,
 Cast down beneath an ancient elm
 Upon a little strip of grass,
 From hand to hand the pitcher pass,
 While on the turf beside them lay
 The ashen-handled sickles grey,
 The matters of their cheer between:

 Slices of white cheese, specked with green,
 And greenstriped onions and ryebread,
 And summer apples faintly red,
 Even beneath the crimson skin;
 And yellow grapes, well ripe and thin,
 Plucked from the cottage gable-end.
 

 And certes Michael felt their friend
 Hearing their voices, nor forgot
 His boyhood and the pleasant spot 
 Beside the well-remembered stream;
 And friendly did this water seem
 As through its white-flowered weeds it ran
 Bearing good things to beast and man.
 Yea, as the parapet he passed,
 And they a greeting toward him cast,
 Once more he felt a boy again;
 As though beneath the harvest wain
 He was asleep, by that old stream,
 And all these things were but a dream — 
 The King, the squire, the hurrying ride
 Unto the lonely quagmire side;
 The sudden pain, the deadly swoon,
 The feverish life from noon to noon;
 The tending of the kind old man,
 The black and white Dominican,
 The hour before the abbot’s throne,
 The poring o’er old books alone,
 In summer morn; the King again,
 The envious greetings of strange men,
 This mighty horse and rich array,
 This journey on an unknown way.
 Surely he thought to wake from it,
 And once more by the waggon sit,
 Blinking upon the sunny mill.
 But not for either good or ill
 Shall he see one of all those days;
 On through the quivering noontide haze

 He rode, and now on either hand 
 Heavy with fruit the trees did stand;
 Nor had he ridden long, ere he
 The red towers of the house could see
 Grey on the wind-beat southern side:
 And soon the gates thrown open wide
 He saw, the long-fixed drawbridge down,
 The moat, with lilies overgrown,
 Midst which the gold-scaled fishes lay:
 Such peace was there for many a day.
 And deep within the archway’s shade
 The warder on his cloak was laid,
 Dozing, one hand upon a har
 And nigh him a great golden carp
 Lay stiff with all his troubles done,
 Drawn from the moat ere yet the sun
 Was high, and nigh him was his bane,
 An angling rod of Indian cane.
 Now hearing Michael’s horse-hooves smite
 The causeway, shading from the light
 His eyes, as one scarce yet awake,
 He made a shift his spear to take,
 And, eyeing Michael’s badge the while,
 Rose up, and with a lazy smile,
 Said, “Ho! fair sir, abide, abide,
 And show why hitherward ye ride
 Unto my lady’s royal home.”
 Said Michael, “From the king I come,
 As by my badge ye well may see;
 And letters have I here with me 
 To give my lord the Seneschal.”
 “Yea,” said the man, “But in the hall
 He feasteth now; what haste is there,
 Certes full quickly cometh care;
 And sure I am he will not read
 Thy letters, or to aught give heed
 Till he has played out all the play,

 And every guest has gone away;
 So thou, O damoiseau, must wait;
 Tie up thine horse anigh the gate,
 And sit with me, and thou shalt hear

The Kaiser lieth on his bier.
 Thou laughest — hast thou never heard
 Of this same valorous Red Beard,
 And how he died? well, I can sing
 Of many another dainty thing,
 Thou wilt not a long while forget,
 The budget is not empty yet.

 — Peter! I think thou mockest me,
 But thou art young and fair perdie,
 I wish thee luck — well, thou mayest go
 And feel the afternoon wind blow
 Within Dame Bertha’s pleasance here;
 She who was held so lief and dear,
 All this was built but for her sake,
 Who made the hearts of men to ache;
 And dying full of years and shame
 Yet left an unforgotten name — 
 God rest her soul!”
 Michael the while
 Hearkened his talking with a smile,
 Then said, “O friend, I think to hear
 Both ‘The King lieth on his bier’
 And many another song of thee,
 Ere I depart; but now show me
 The pleasance of the ancient queen,
 For these red towers above the green

 Show like the gates of paradise,
 That surely somewhere through them lies.”
 Then said the warder, “That may be
 If thou knows’t what may come to thee — 
 When past the drawbridge thou hast gone,
 Upon the left three steps of stone
 Lead to a path beneath the wall
 Of the great court, that folk now call
 The falconer’s path, nor canst thou miss
 Going thereby, to find the bliss
 Thou look’st for, since the path ends there,
 And through a wicket gilded fair
 The garden lies where thou wouldst be
 Nor will I fail to come to thee
 Whene’er my Lord the Seneschal
 Shall pass well fed from out the hall.”
 Then Michael, thanking him, passed on,
 And soon the gilded wicket won,
 And entered that pleasance sweet,
 And wandered there with wary feet
 And open mouth, as though he deemed 
 That in some lovely dream he dreamed,
 And feared to wake to common day,
 So fair was all; and e’en decay
 Brought there but pensive loveliness,
 Where autumn those old walls did bless
 With wealth of fruit, and through the grass
 Unscared the spring-born thrush did pass,
 Who yet knew nought of winter-tide.
 So wandering, to a fountain’s side
 He came, and o’er the basin hung,
 Watching the fishes, as he sung
 Some song remembered from of old,
 Ere yet the miller won that gold.
 But soon made drowsy with his ride,
 And the warm hazy autumn-tide,

 And many a musical sweet sound,
 He cast him down upon the ground,
 And watched the glittering water leap,
 Still singing low, nor thought to slee
 But scarce three minutes had gone by
 Before, as if in mockery,
 The starling chattered o’er his head,
 And nothing he remembered,
 Nor dreamed of aught that he had seen.
 

 Meanwhile unto that garden green
 Had come the Princess, and with her
 A maiden that she held right dear,
 Who knew the inmost of her mind.
 Now those twain, as the scented wind
 Played with their raiment or their hair,
 Had late been running here and there,
 Chasing each other merrily,
 As maids do, thinking no one by;
 But now, well wearied therewithal,
 Had let their gathered garments fall
 About their feet, and slowly went:
 And through the leaves a murmur sent,
 As of two happy doves that sing
 The soft returning of the spring.
 Now of these twain the Princess spoke
 The less, but into laughter broke
 Not seldom, and would redden oft,
 As on her lips her fingers soft
 She laid, as still the other maid,
 Half grave, half smiling, follies said.
 So in their walk they drew anigh

 That fountain in the midst, whereby
 Lay Michael sleeping, dreaming nought
 Of such fair things so nigh him brought;
 They, when the fountain shaft was past,
 Beheld him on the ground down-cast,
 And stopped at first, until the maid
 Stepped lightly forward to the shade,
 And when she had gazed there awhile
 Came running back again, a smile
 Parting her lips, and her bright eyes
 Afire with many fantasies;
 And ere the Lady Cecily
 Could speak a word, “Hush! hush!” said she;
 “Did I not say that he would come
 To woo thee in thy peaceful home
 Before thy father brought him here?
 Come, and behold him, have no fear!
 The great bell would not wake him now,
 Right in his ears.”
 “Nay, what dost thou?”
 The Princess said; “Let us go hence;
 Thou know’st I give obedience
 To what my father bids; but I
 A maid full fain would live and die,
 Since I am born to be a queen.”
 “Yea, yea, for such as thou hast seen,
 That may be well,” the other said.
 “But come now, come; for by my head
 This one must be from Paradise;
 Come swiftly then, if thou art wise
 Ere aught can snatch him back again.”
 She caught her hand, and not in vain
 She prayed; for now some kindly thought
 To Cecily’s brow fair colour brought,
 And quickly ‘gan her heart to beat
 As love drew near those eyes to greet,
 Who knew him not till that sweet hour.
 

 So over the fair, pink-edged flower,
 Softly she stepped; but when she came
 Anigh the sleeper, lovely shame
 Cast a soft mist before her eyes
 Full filled of many fantasies.
 But when she saw him lying there
 She smiled to see her mate so fair;
 And in her heart did Love begin
 To tell his tale, nor thought she sin
 To gaze on him that was her own,
 Not doubting he was come alone
 To woo her, whom midst arms and gold
 She deemed she should at first behold;
 And with that thought love grew again
 Until departing was a pain,
 Though fear grew with that growing love;
 And with her lingering footsteps strove
 As from the place she turned to go,
 Sighing and murmuring words full low.
 But as her raiment’s hem she raised,
 And for her merry fellow gazed
 Shamefaced and changed, she met her eyes
 Turned grave and sad with ill surprise;
 Who while the princess mazed did stand
 Had drawn from Michael’s loosened band
 The king’s scroll, which she held out now
 To Cecily, and whispered low,
 “Read, and do quickly what thou wilt,
 Sad, sad! such fair life to be spilt:
 Come further first.”
 With that they stepped
 A pace or two from where he slept,
 And then she read,
 “Lord Seneschal,
 On thee and thine may all good fall;
 Greeting hereby the king sendeth,
 And biddeth thee to put to death
 His enemy who beareth this;
 And as thou lovest life and bliss,
 And all thy goods thou holdest dear,
 Set thou his head upon a spear

 A good half furlong from the gate,
 Our coming hitherward to wait — 
 So perish the King’s enemies!”
 She read, and scarcely had her eyes
 Seen clear her father’s name and seal,
 Ere all love’s power her heart did feel,
 That drew her back in spite of shame,
 To him who was not e’en a name
 Unto her a short hour agone.
 Panting she said, “Wait thou alone
 Beside him, watch him carefully
 And let him sleep if none draw nigh:
 If of himself he waketh, then
 Hide him until I come again,
 When thou hast told him of the snare — 
 If thou betrayest me beware!
 For death shall be the least of all
 The ills that on thine head shall fall — 
 What say I, thou art dear to me,
 And doubly dear now shalt thou be,
 Thou shalt have power and majesty,
 And be more queen in all than I — 
 Few words are best, be wise, be wise!”
 

 Withal she turned about her eyes
 Once more, and swiftly as a man
 Betwixt the garden trees she ran,
 Until, her own bower reached at last,
 She made good haste, and quickly passed
 Unto her secret treasury.
 There, hurrying since the time was nigh
 For folk to come from meat, she took
 From ‘twixt the leaves of a great book
 A royal scroll, signed, sealed, but blank,
 Then, with a hand that never shrank
 Or trembled, she the scroll did fill
 With these words, writ with clerkly skill, — 
 “Unto the Seneschal, Sir Rafe,

 Who holdeth our fair castle safe,
 Greeting and health! O well-beloved,
 Know that at this time we are moved
 To wed our daughter, so we send
 Him who bears this, our perfect friend,
 To be her bridegroom; so do thou
 Ask nought of him, since well we know
 His race and great nobility,
 And how he is most fit to be
 Our son; therefore snake no delay,
 But wed the twain upon the day
 Thou readest this: and see that all
 Take oath to him, whate’er shall fall
 To do his bidding as our heir;
 So doing still be lief and dear
 As I have held thee yet to be.”
 She cast the pen down hastily
 At that last letter, for she heard
 How even now the people stirred
 Within the hall: nor dared she think
 What bitter potion she must drink
 If now she failed, so falsely bold
 That life or death did she enfold
 Within its cover, making shift
 To seal it with her father’s gift,
 A signet of cornelian.
 

 Then swiftly down the stairs she ran
 And reached the garden; but her fears
 Brought shouts and thunder to her ears,
 That were but lazy words of men
 Full-fed, far off; nay, even when
 Her limbs caught up her flying gown
 The noise seemed loud enough to drown
 The twitter of the autumn birds,
 And her own muttered breathless words
 That to her heart seemed loud indeed.
 Yet therewithal she made good speed
 And reached the fountain seen of none
 Where yet abode her friend alone,

 Watching the sleeper, who just now
 Turned in his sleep and muttered low.
 Therewith fair Agnes saying nought
 From out her hand the letter caught;
 And while she leaned against the stone
 Stole up to Michael’s side alone,
 And with a cool, unshrinking hand
 Thrust the new scroll deep in his band,
 And turned about unto her friend;
 Who having come unto the end
 Of all her courage, trembled there
 With face upturned for fresher air,
 And parted lips grown grey and pale,
 And limbs that now began to fail,
 And hands wherefrom all strength had gone,
 Scarce fresher than the blue-veined stone
 That feeble still she strove to clutch.
 But when she felt her lady’s touch,
 Feebly she said, “Go! let me die
 And end this sudden misery
 That in such wise has wrapped my life,
 I am too weak for such a strife,
 So sick I am with shame and fear;
 Would thou hadst never brought me here!”
 But Agnes took her hand and said,
 “Nay, queen, and must we three be dead
 Because thou fearest; all is safe
 If boldly thou wilt face Sir Rafe.”
 So saying, did she draw her hence,
 Past tree and bower, and high pleached fence
 Unto the garden’s further end,
 And left her there and back did wend,
 And from the house made haste to get
 A gilded maund wherein she set
 A flask of ancient island wine,
 Ripe fruits and wheaten manchets fine,

 And many such a delicate
 As goddesses in old time ate,
 Ere Helen was a Trojan queen;
 So passing through the garden green
 She cast her eager eyes again
 Upon the spot where he had lain,
 But found it empty, so sped on
 Till she at last the place had won
 Where Cecily lay weak and white
 Within that fair bower of delight.
 Her straight she made to eat and drink,
 And said, “See now thou dost not shrink
 From this thy deed; let love slay fear
 Now, when thy life shall grow so dear,
 Each minute should seem loss to thee
 If thou for thy felicity
 Couldst stay to count them; for I say,
 This day shall be thy happy day.”
 Therewith she smiled to see the wine
 Embraced by her fingers fine;
 And her sweet face grow bright again
 With sudden pleasure after pain.
 Again she spoke, “What is this word
 That dreaming, I perchance, have heard,
 But certainly remember well;
 That some old soothsayer did tell
 Strange things unto my lord, the King,
 That on thy hand the spousal ring
 No Kaiser’s son, no King should set,
 But one a peasant did beget — 
 What sayst thou?”
 But the Queen flushed red;
 “Such fables I have heard,” she said;
 “And thou — is it such scathe to me,
 The bride of such a man to be?”
 “Nay,” said she, “God will have him King;
 How shall we do a better thing
 With this or that one than He can;
 God’s friend must be a goodly man.”
 But with that word she heard the sound

 Of folk who through the mazes wound
 Bearing the message; then she said,
 “Be strong, pluck up thine hardihead,
 Speak little, so shall all be well,
 For now our own tale will they tell.”
 

 And even as she spoke they came
 And all the green place was aflame
 With golden raiment of the lords;
 While Cecily, noting not their words,
 Rose up to go; and for her part
 By this had fate so steeled her heart,
 Scarce otherwise she seemed, than when
 She passed before the eyes of men
 At Tourney or high festival.
 But when they now had reached the hall,
 And up its very steps they went,
 Her head a little down she bent;
 Nor raised it till the dais was gained
 For fear that love some monster feigned
 To be a god, and she should be
 Smit by her own bolt wretchedly.
 But at the rustling, crowded dais
 She gathered heart her eyes to raise,
 And there beheld her love, indeed,
 Clad in her father’s serving weed,
 But proud, and flushed, and calm withal,
 Fearless of aught that might befal,
 Nor too astonied, for he thought, — 
 “From point to point my life is brought
 Through wonders till it comes to this;
 And trouble cometh after bliss,
 And I will bear all as I may,
 And ever as day passeth day,
 My life will hammer from the twain,
 Forging a long enduring chain.”
 But midst these thoughts their young eyes met,
 And every word did he forget

 Wherewith men name unhappiness,
 As read again those words did bless
 With double blessings his glad ears,
 And if she trembled with her fears,
 And if with doubt, and love, and shame,
 The rosy colour went and came
 In her sweet cheeks and smooth bright brow,
 Little did folk think of it now,
 But as of maiden modesty,
 Shamefaced to see the bridegroom nigh.
 And now when Rafe the Seneschal
 Had read the message down the Hall,
 And turned to her, quite calm again,
 Her face had grown, and with no pain
 She raised her serious eyes to his
 Grown soft and pensive with his bliss,
 And said,
 “Prince, thou art welcome here,
 Where all my father loves is dear,
 And full trust do I put in thee,
 For that so great nobility
 He knoweth in thee; be as kind
 As I would be to thee, and find
 A happy life from day to day,
 Till all our days are past away.”
 What more than found the bystanders
 He found within this speech of hers,
 I know not; some faint quivering
 In the last words; some little thing
 That checked the cold words’ even flow.
 But yet they set his heart aglow,
 And he in turn said eagerly: — 
 “Surely I count it nought to die
 For him who brought me unto this;
 For thee, who givest me this bliss;
 Yea, even dost me such a grace
 To look with kind eyes in my face,
 And send sweet music to my ears.”
 But at his words she, mazed with tears,
 Seemed faint, and failing quickly, when

 Above the low hum of the men
 Uprose the sweet bells’ sudden clang,
 As men unto the chapel rang;
 While just outside the singing folk
 Into most heavenly carols broke.
 And going softly up the hall
 Boys bore aloft the verges tall
 Before the bishop’s gold-clad head.
 Then forth his bride young Michael led,
 And nought to him seemed good or bad
 Except the lovely hand he had;
 But she the while was murmuring low,
 “If he could know, if he could know,
 What love, what love, his love should be!”
 

 But while mid mirth and minstrelsy
 The ancient Castle of the Rose
 Such pageant to the autumn shows
 The King sits ill at ease at home,
 For in these days the news is come
 That he who in his line should wed,
 Lies in his own town stark and dead,
 Slain in a tumult in the street.
 Brooding on this he deemed it meet,
 Since nigh the day was come, when she
 Her bridegroom’s visage looked to see,
 To hold the settled day with her.
 And bid her at the least to wear
 Dull mourning guise for gold and white.
 So on another morning bright,
 When the whole promised month was past,
 He drew anigh the place at last
 Where Michael’s dead head, looking down
 Upon the highway with a frown,
 He doubted not at last to see.
 So ‘twixt the fruitful greenery
 He rode, scarce touched by care the while,

 Humming a roundel with a smile.
 Withal, ere yet he drew anigh,
 He heard their watch-horn sound from high
 Nor wondered, for their wont was so,
 And well his banner they might know
 Amidst the stubble lands afar:
 But now a distant point of war
 He seemed to hear, and bade draw rein,
 But listening cried, “Push on again!
 They do but send forth minstrelsy
 Because my daughter thinks to see
 The man who lieth on his bier.”
 So on they passed, till sharp and clear
 They heard the pipe and shrill fife sound;
 And restlessly the King glanced round
 To see that he had striven for,
 The crushing of that sage’s lore,
 The last confusion of that fate.
 But drawn still nigher to the gate
 They turned a sharp bend of the road,
 And saw the pageant that abode
 The solemn coming of the King.
 

 For first on each side, maids did sing,
 Dressed in gold raiment; then there came
 The minstrels in their coats of flame;
 And then the many-coloured lords,
 The knights’ spears, and the swordmen’s swords,
 Backed by the glittering wood of bills.
 So now, presaging many ills,
 The King drew rein, yet none the less
 He shrank not from his hardiness,
 But thought, “Well, at the worst I die,
 And yet perchance long life may lie
 Before me — I will hold my peace;
 The dumb man’s borders still increase.”

 But as he strengthened thus his heart
 He saw the crowd before him part,
 And down the long melodious lane,
 Hand locked in hand there passed the twain,
 As fair as any earth has found,
 Clad as king’s children are, and crowned.
 Behind them went the chiefest lords,
 And two old knights with sheathed swords
 The banners of the kingdom bore.
 But now the King had pondered sore,
 By when they reached him, though, indeed,
 The time was short unto his need,
 Betwixt his heart’s first startled pang
 And those old banner-bearers’ clang
 Anigh his saddle-bow: but he
 Across their heads scowled heavily,
 Not saying aught awhile: at last,
 Ere any glance at them he cast,
 He said, “Whence come ye? what are ye?
 What play is this ye play to me?”
 None answered, — Cecily, faint and white,
 The rather Michael’s hand clutched tight,
 And seemed to speak, but not one word
 The nearest to her could have heard.
 Then the King spoke again,— “Sir Rafe,
 Meseems this youngling came here safe
 A week agone?”
 “Yea, sir,” he said;
 “Therefore the twain I straight did wed,
 E’en as thy letters bound me to.”
 “And thus thou diddest well to do,”
 The King said. “Tell me on what day
 Her old life she did put away.”
 “Sire, the eleventh day this is
 Since that they gained their earthly bliss;”
 Quoth old Sir Rafe. The King said nought,

 But with his head bowed down in thought,
 Stood a long while; but at the last
 Upward a smiling face he cast,
 And cried aloud above the folk,
 “Shout for the joining of the yoke
 Betwixt these twain; And thou, fair lord,
 Who dost so well my every word,
 Nor makest doubt of anything,
 Wear thou the collar of thy King;
 And a duke’s banner, cut foursquare,
 Henceforth shall men before thee bear
 In tourney and in stricken field.
 “But this mine heir shall bear my shield,
 Carry my banner, wear my crown,
 Ride equal with me through my town,
 Sit on the same step of the throne;
 In nothing will I reign alone;
 Nor be ye with him miscontent,
 For that with little ornament
 Of gold and folk to you he came;
 For he is of an ancient name
 That needeth not the clink of gold — 
 The ancientest the world doth hold;
 For in the fertile Asian land,
 Where great Damascus now doth stand,
 Ages agone his line was born,
 Ere yet men knew the gift of corn;
 And there, anigh to Paradise,
 His ancestors grew stout and wise;
 And certes he from Asia bore
 No little of their piercing lore.

 “Look then to have great happiness,
 For every wrong shall he redress.”
 

 Then did the people’s shouting drown
 His clatter as he leapt adown;
 And taking in each hand a hand
 Of the two lovers, now did stand
 Betwixt them on the flower-strewn way,
 And to himself meanwhile ‘gan say, — 
 

 “How many an hour might I have been
 Right merry in the gardens green;
 How many a glorious day had I
 Made happy with some victory;
 What noble deeds I might have done,
 What bright renown my deeds have won;
 What blessings would have made me glad;
 What little burdens had I had;
 What calmness in the hope of praise;
 What joy of well-accomplished days,
 If I had let these things alone;
 Nor sought to sit upon my throne
 Like God between the cherubim.
 But now — but now, my days wax dim,
 And all this fairness have I tost
 Unto the winds, and all have lost
 For nought, for nought! yet will I strive
 My little end of life to live;
 Nor will I look behind me more,
 Nor forward to the doubtful shore.”
 

 With that he made the sign to turn,
 And straight the autumn air did burn
 With many a point of steel and gold;
 And through the trees the carol rolled
 Once more, until the autumn thrush
 Far off ‘gan twittering on his bush,

 Made mindful of the long-lived spring.
 

 So mid sweet song and tabouring,
 And shouts amid the apple-grove,
 And soft caressing of his love,
 Began the new King Michael’s reign.
 Nor will the poor folk see again
 A king like him on any throne,
 Or such good deeds to all men done:
 For then, as saith the chronicle,
 It was the time, as all men tell,
 When scarce a man would stop to gaze
 At gold crowns hung above the ways.
 

HE ended; and midst those who heard were some
 Who, midst his tale, half dreamed they were at home,
 Round the great fire upon the winter night;
 And, with the memory of the fresh delight
 Wherewith they first had heard that story told,
 Forgetting not they were grown weak and old,
 Yet felt as if they had at least grown grey
 Within the land left for so many a day.
 He, with the gestures they were wont to see,
 So told his tale, so strange with eld was he,
 Just so he stammered, and in just such wise
 He sighed, beginning fresh, as their young eyes,
 Their ears, in happy days passed long ago,
 Had ever noted other old men do,
 When they, full filled with their quick-coming joys,
 Would gaze on old folk as on carven toys.
 

 But he being silent, silently awhile
 They mused on these things, masking with a smile
 The vain regrets that in their hearts arose,
 The while with eager talk the young folk chose
 The parts that pleased them; but their elder hosts

 Falling to talk, yet noted well the ghosts
 Of old desires within their wasted eyes,
 Till one by one the fresh-stirred memories,
 So bitter-sweet, flickered and died away;
 And as old men may do, whose hopes grew grey
 Before their beards, they made a little mirth
 Until the great moon rose upon the earth.
 






  








APRIL.
 

O FAIR midspring, besung so oft and oft,
 How can I praise thy loveliness enow?
 Thy sun that burns not, and thy breezes soft
 That o’er the blossoms of the orchard blow,
 The thousand things that ‘neath the young leaves grow,
 The hopes and chances of the growing year,
 Winter forgotten long, and summer near.
 

 When Summer brings the lily and the rose,
 She brings us fear; her very death she brings
 Hid in her anxious heart, the forge of woes;
 And, dull with fear, no more the mavis sings.
 But thou! thou diest not, but thy fresh life clings
 About the fainting autumn’s sweet decay,
 When in’ the earth the hopeful seed they lay.
 

 Ah! life of all the year, why yet do I
 Amid thy snowy blossoms’ fragrant drift,
 Still long for that which never draweth nigh,
 Striving my pleasure from my pain to sift,
 Some weight from off my fluttering mirth to lift?

 — Now, when far bells are ringing, “Come again,
 Come back, past years! why will ye pass in vain?”
 

AND now the watery April sun lit up
 Upon the fair board golden ewer and cup,
 And over the bright silken tapestry
 The fresh young boughs were gladdening every eye,
 And round the board old faces you might see
 Amidst the blossoms and their greenery.
 So when the flutes were silent, and the birds,
 Rejoicing in their flood of unknown words,
 Were heard again, a silken-fastened book
 A certain elder from his raiment took,
 And said, “O friends, few words are best to-day,
 And no new thing I bring you; yet ye may
 Be pleased to hear an ancient tale again,
 That, told so long ago, doth yet remain
 Fresh e’en ‘mongst us, far from the Argive land:
 Which tale this book, writ wholly by mine hand,
 Holds gathered up as I have heard it told.
 “Surely I fear me, midst the ancient gold
 Base metal ye will light on here and there,
 Though I have noted everything with care,
 And with good will have set down nothing new:
 Nor holds the land another book for you
 That has the tale in full with nought beside,
 So unto me let your good word betide;
 Though, take it as ye may, no small delight
 I had, herein this well-loved tale to write.”
 

THE DOOM OF KING ACRISIUS.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

ACRISIUS, king of Argos, being warned by an oracle that the son of his daughter Danaë should slay him, shut her up in a brazen tower built for that end beside the sea: there, though no man could come nigh her, she nevertheless bore a son to Jove, and she and her new-born son, set adrift on the sea, came to the island of Seriphos. Thence her son, grown to manhood, set out to win the Gorgon’s Head, and accomplished that end by the help of Minerva; and afterwards rescued Andromeda, daughter of Cepheus, from a terrible doom, and wedded her. Coming back to Seriphos he took his mother thence, and made for Argos, but by stress of weather came to Thessaly, and there, at Larissa, accomplished the prophecy, by unwittingly slaying Acrisius. In the end he founded the city of Mycenæ, and died there.
 

NOW of the King Acrisius shall ye hear,
 Who, thinking he could free his life from fear,
 Did that which brought but death on him at last.
 In Argos did he reign in days long past,
 And had one daughter, fair as man could see,
 Who in old tales is callèd Danaë;
 But as she grew up fairer day by day,
 A wandering oracle to him did say,

 That whatso else might happen, soon or late 
 He should be taken in the toils of fate,
 And by the fruit of his own daughter’s womb
 Be slain at last, and set within his tomb;
 And therefore heavy sorrow on him fell,
 That she he thought to love so passing well
 Must henceforth be his deadliest dread and woe.
 Long time he pondered what was best to do;
 And whiles he thought that he would send her forth
 To wed some king far in the snowy north,
 And whiles that by great gifts of goods and gold
 Some lying prophet might be bought and sold
 To swear his daughter he must sacrifice,
 If he would yet find favour in the eyes
 Of the dread gods who govern everything;
 And sometimes seemed it better to the King,
 That he might ‘scape the shedding of her blood
 By leaving her in some far lonely wood,
 Wherein the Dryads might the maiden find,
 Or beasts might slay her, following but their kind.
 So passed his anxious days, until at last,
 When many a plot through his vexed brain had passed,
 He lacked the heart his flesh and blood to slay,
 Yet neither would he she should go away
 From out his sight, or be at large at all;
 Therefore his wisest craftsmen did he call,
 And bade them make for him a tower foursquare,
 Such as no man had yet seen anywhere,
 For therein neither stone nor wood should be,
 But all be wrought of brass most cunningly.

 Now thither oft would maiden Danae stray,
 And watch its strange walls growing day by day,
 Because, poor soul! she knew not anything
 Of these forebodings of the fearful King,
 Nor how he meted out for her this doom,
 Therein to dwell as in a living tomb.
 But on a day, she, coming there alone,
 Found it all finished and the workmen gone,
 And no one nigh, so through the open door
 She entered, and went up from floor to floor,
 And through its chambers wandered without dread;
 And, entering one, she found therein a bed,
 Dight daintily, as though to serve a queen;
 And all the walls adorned with hangings green,
 Tables and benches in good order set,
 And all things new, by no one used as yet.
 With that she murmured, “When again I see
 My father, will I bid him tell to me
 Who shall live here and die here, for, no doubt,
 Whoever enters here shall ne’er go out:
 Therefore the walls are made so high and great,
 Therefore the bolts are measureless of weight,
 The windows small, barred, turned towards the sea,
 That none from land may tell who here may be.
 No doubt some man the King my father fears
 Above all other, here shall pass his years.
 Alas, poor soul! scarce shall he see the sun,
 Or care to know when the hot day is done,
 Or ever see sweet flowers again, or grass, 
 Or take much note of how the seasons pass.
 Truly we folk who dwell in rest and ease
 But lightly think of such abodes as these;
 And I, who live wrapped round about with bliss,

 Shall go from hence and soon forget all this:
 For in my garden many a sweet flower blooms,
 Wide open are the doors of all my rooms,
 And lightly folk come in and lightly go;
 And I have known as yet but childish woe.”
 Therewith she turned about to leave the place,
 But as unto the door she set her face
 A bitter wailing from outside she heard,
 And somewhat therewithal she waxed afeard,
 And stopped awhile; yet listening, she but thought,
 “This is the man who to his doom is brought
 By weeping friends, who come to see the last
 Of that dear face they know shall soon be past
 From them for ever.” Then she ‘gan to go
 Adown the brazen stairs with footsteps slow.
 But quick the shrieks and wailing drew anear,
 Till in her ears it sounded sharp and clear,
 And then she said, “Alas! and must I see
 These weeping faces drawn with agony?
 Would I had not come here to-day!” Withal
 She started, as upon her ear did fall
 The sound of shutting of the outer door,
 And people coming up from floor to floor;
 And paler then she grew, but moved to meet
 The woful sounds and slow-ascending feet, 
 Shrinking with pity for that wretched one
 Whose life of joy upon that day was done.
 Thus down the stairs with saddened heart she passed,
 And to a lower chamber came at last;
 But as she went beneath the archway wide
 The door was opened from the other side,
 And in poured many maidens, whom she knew
 For her own fair companions, leal and true;
 And after them two soldiers armed there came,
 With knitted brows and eyes downcast for shame.
 But when those damsels saw her standing there,
 Anew they wept, and tore their unbound hair;
 But midst their wailing, still no word they said,

 Until she spoke oppressed with sickening dread:
 “O tell me what has happened to me then!
 For is my father slain of outland men?
 Or have the gods sent death upon the land?
 Or is it mine own death that they command?
 Alas, alas! but slay me quick, I pray,
 Nor let me linger on from day to day,
 Maddened with fear like this, that sickens me,
 And makes me seem the half-dead thing ye see.”
 Then, like a man constrained, a soldier said
 These cruel words unto the wretched maid:
 “Lady, lose hope and fear now once for all;
 Here must thou dwell betwixt brass wall and wall
 Until the gods send gentle death to thee;
 And these as erst thine handmaidens shall be:
 And if thou askest why the thing is so,
 Thus the King wills it, for a while ago
 An oracle foretold that thou shouldst live
 To have a son, who bitter death should give
 Unto thy father; so, to save this shame
 From falling on the glorious Argive name,
 He deemed it well that thou shouldst live indeed,
 But yet apart from man thy life shouldst lead.
 So in this place thy days must pass away,
 And we who are thy guards, from day to day
 Will bring thee everything that thou mayst need.
 But pardon us, constrained to do this deed
 By the King’s will, and oaths that we have sworn
 Ere to this life of sorrow thou wert born.”
 Therewith they turned and went, and soon the sound
 Of shutting doors smote like a deadly wound
 Into her heart; and yet no word she spoke,
 But fell as one beneath a deadly stroke.
 

  Then they who there her fellows were to be
 Bore up her body, groaning heavily,
 Unto the upper chamber where that day
 She came before, and on the bed did lay
 The wretched maid, and then they sat around,
 With heavy heads and hair that swept the ground,
 To weep the passing of those happy days
 When many an one their happy lot would praise.
 But now and then, when bitterly would sting
 The loss of some nigh-reached desired thing,
 To a loud wail their weeping would arise. 
 Then in a while did Danae ope her eyes,
 And to her aching forehead raised her hand;
 But when she saw that wan, dishevelled band,
 She soon remembered this was no ill dream,
 But that all things were e’en as they did seem,
 Then she arose, but soon upon the bed
 Sank down again, and hid her troubled head,
 And moaned and moaned, and when a damsel came
 And touched her hand, and called her by her name,
 She knew her not, but turned her head away:
 Nor did she know when dark night followed day.
 

 So passed by many a day in mourning sore,
 And weariness oppressed her evermore
 In that unhappy prison-house of brass;
 And yet a little the first sting did pass
 That smote her, and she ate and drank and slept,
 And fair and bright her body Venus kept,
 Yea, such a grace the sea-born goddess fair
 Did to her, that the ripples of her hair
 Grew brighter, and the colour in her face
 And lovely lips waned not in that sad place;
 And rounder grew her limbs from day to day;
 Yea, as upon the golden bed she lay,
 You would have thought the Queen herself had come

 To meet some love far from her golden home.
 And once it happed at the first hour of day
 In golden morn upon her bed she lay,
 Newly awakened to her daily woe, 
 And heard the rough sea beat the rocks below,
 The wheeling sea-gull screaming on the wing,
 Sea-swallows swift, and many a happy thing,
 Till bitterly the tears ran down her cheek,
 And stretching forth her arms and fingers weak,
 ‘Twixt moans these piteous helpless words she said: — 
 “O Queen Diana, make me now thy maid,
 And take me from this place and set me down
 By the boar-haunted hills, that oak-woods crown,
 Amid thy crowd of trim-girt maidens fair.
 “And shall I not be safe from men-folk there,
 Thou cruel King, when she is guarding me,
 The mighty maid from whom the shepherds flee,
 When in the gathering dusk ‘twixt day and night,
 The dead leaves tell them of her footsteps light,
 Because they mind how dear Actæon bought
 The lovely sight for which he never sought,
 Diana naked in the water wan.
 “Yea, what fear should I have of any man
 When through the woods I, wandering merrily,

 With girt-up gown, sharp sword upon the thigh,
 Full quiver on the back, stout bow in hand,
 Should tread with firm feet many a grassy land,
 And grow strong-limbed in following up the deer,
 And meet the lions’ eyes with little fear.
 “Alas! no doubt she hears not; many a maid
 She has already, of no beast afraid,
 Crisp-haired, with arms made meet for archery,
 Whose limbs unclad no man shall ever see; 
 Though the birds see them, and the seeding grass
 Harsh and unloving over them may pass,
 When carelessly through rough and smooth they run,
 And bough and briar catches many a one.
 “Alas! why on these free maids is my thought,
 When to such misery my life is brought?
 I, who so long a happy maid have been,
 The daughter of a great King and a Queen;
 And why these fresh things do I think upon,
 Who now shall see but little of the sun?
 “Here every day shall have the same sad tale,
 My weary damsels with their faces pale,
 The dashing of the sea on this bleak rock,
 Pipe of the wind through cranny and through lock,
 The sea-bird’s cry, like mine grown hoarse and shrill,
 The far off sound of horn upon the hill,
 The merry pipe about the shepherd’s home,
 And all the things whereto I ne’er may come.
 “O ye who rule below, I pray this boon,
 I may not live here long, but perish soon,
 Forgotten, but at peace, since I feel nought;
 For even now it comes across my thought
 That here my wretched body dwells alone,
 And that my soul with all my hope is gone.
 

 “Father, thy blood upon thine own head be
 If any solace Venus send to me
 Within this wretched place which thou hast made,

 Of thine own flesh and blood too much afraid.”
 Truly Diana heard not, for that tide
 Upon the green grass by a river side,
 Wherein she had just bathed her body sweet,
 She stooped to tie the sandals to her feet,
 Her linen gown upon the herbage lay,
 And round her was there standing many a may
 Making her ready for the morning chase.
 But so it happed that Venus by the place
 Was passing, just arisen from the sea,
 And heard the maid complaining bitterly,
 So to the window-bars she drew anigh,
 And thence unseen, she saw the maiden lie,
 As on the grass herself she might have lain
 When in the thicket lay Adonis slain;
 For power and joy she smiled thereat, and thought
 “She shall not suffer all this pain for nought.”
 And slowly for Olympus sailed away,
 And thither came at hottest of the day.
 Then through the heavenly courts she went, and when
 She found the father both of gods and men,
 She smiled upon him, and said, “Knowest thou
 What deeds are wrought by men in Argos now?
 Wherein a brazen tower well builded is,
 That hides a maid away from all my bliss;
 Since thereby thinks Acrisius to forego,
 This doom that has been fated long ago,
 That by his daughter’s son he shall be slain;
 Wherefore he puts the damsel to this pain
 To see no man, and thinks to ‘scape his doom 
 If she but live and die with barren womb;
 And great dishonour is it unto me
 That such a maiden lives so wretchedly;
 And great dishonour is it to us all
 That ill upon a guiltless head should fall
 To save a King from what we have decreed.

 Now, therefore, tell me, shall his impious deed
 Save him alive, while she that might have borne
 Great kings and glorious heroes, lives forlorn
 Of love’s delight, in solitude and woe?”
 

 Then said the Thunderer, “Daughter, nowise so
 Shall this be in the end; heed what shall fall,
 And let none think that any brazen wall
 Can let the Gods from doing what shall be.”
 

 Now therewithal went Venus to the sea
 Glad of her father’s words, and, as she went,
 Unseen the gladness of the spring she sent
 Across the happy lands o’er which she moved,
 Until all men felt joyous and beloved.
 But while to Paphos carelessly she fared,
 All day upon the tower the hot sun glared,
 And Danaë within that narrow space
 Went to and fro, and sometimes hid her face
 Between her hands, moaning in her despair,
 Or sometimes tore the fillets from her hair,
 And sometimes would begin a piteous tale
 Unto her maids, and in the midst would fail 
 For sobs and tears; but mostly would she sit
 Over against the window, watching it,
 And feel the light wind blowing from the sea
 Against her face, with hands laid listlessly
 Together in her lap; so passed the day,
 And to their sleep her damsels went away,
 And through the dead of night she slept awhile,
 But when the dawn came, woke up with a smile,
 As though she had forgotten all her pain,
 But soon the heavy burden felt again,
 And on her bed lay tossing wretchedly,
 Until the sun had nigh looked o’er the sea.
 In that fresh morn was no one stirring yet,
 And many a man his troubles did forget
 Buried in sleep, but nothing she forgat,

 She raised herself and up in bed she sat,
 And towards the window turned round wearily
 To watch the changing colours of the sky;
 And many a time she sighed, and seemed as though
 She would have told the story of her woe
 To whatsoever god near by might be
 Betwixt the grey sky and the cold grey sea,
 But to her lips no sound at all would rise,
 Except those oft repeated heavy sighs.
 And yet, indeed, within a little while
 Her face grew calm, the shadow of a smile
 Stole o’er her parted lips and sweet grey eyes,
 And slowly from the bed did she arise,
 And towards the window drew, and yet did seem, 
 Although her eyes were open, still to dream.
 There on the sill she laid her slender hand,
 And looking seaward, pensive did she stand,
 And seemed as though she waited for the sun
 To bring her news her misery was done;
 At last he came and over the green sea
 His golden road shone out right gloriously,
 And into Danae’s face his glory came
 And lit her softly waving hair like flame.
 But in his light she held out both her hands,
 As though he brought her from some far-off lands
 Healing for all her great distress and woe.
 But yellower now the sunbeams seemed to grow
 Not whiter as their wont is, and she heard
 A tinkling sound that made her, half afeard,
 Draw back a little from the fresh green sea,
 Then to a clang the noise rose suddenly,
 And gently was she smitten on the breast,
 And some bright thing within her palm did rest,
 And trickled down her shoulder and her side,
 And on her limbs a little did abide,

 Or lay upon her feet a little while.
 Then in her face increased the doubtful smile,
 While o’er her eyes a drowsy film there came,
 And in her cheeks a flush as if of shame,
 And, looking round about, could she behold
 The chamber scattered o’er with shining gold,
 That grew, till ankle-deep she stood in it.
 Then through her limbs a tremor did there flit — 
 As through white water runs the summer wind,
 And many a wild hope came into her mind,
 But her knees bent and soft she sank down there,
 And on the gold was spread her golden hair,
 And like an ivory image still she lay,
 Until the night again had hidden day.
 

 But when again she lifted up her head,
 She found herself laid soft within her bed,
 While midmost of the room the taper shone,
 And all her damsels from the place were gone,
 And by her head a gold-robed man there stood,
 At sight of whom the damsel’s shamefast blood
 Made all her face red to the golden hair,
 And quick she covered up her bosom fair.
 

 Then in a great voice said he, “Danaë,
 Sweet child, be glad, and have no fear of me,
 And have no shame, nor hide from thy new love
 The breast that on this day has pillowed Jove.
 Come now, come from that balmy nest of thine,
 And stand with me beneath the taper’s shine
 That I may see thy beauty once again;
 Then never shalt thou be in any pain,
 But if thou liftest up thy face to Jove
 I shall be kind to my sweet simple love;
 I shall bethink me of thy body sweet,
 From golden head to rosy little feet.”
 Then, trembling sore, from out the bed she came 
 And hid away her face for dread and shame,
 But soon she trembled more for very love,
 To feel the loving hands of mighty Jove
 Draw down her hands, and kisses on the head

 And tender bosom, as again he said,
 “Now must I go; and sweet love, Danae,
 Fear nothing more that man can do to thee,
 For soon shall come an ending to thy woe,
 And thou shalt have a son whose name shall grow
 Still greater, till the mountains melt away
 And men no more can tell the night from day.”
 

 Then forth he sprang and o’er the sea did fly
 And loud it thundered from a cloudless sky.
 

SO when her damsels came to her next day,
 And thought to see her laid in her old way
 Upon the bed, and looking out to sea
 Moaning full oft, and sighing heavily,
 They found her singing o’er a web of silk
 Where through the even warp as white as milk
 Quick flew the shuttle from her arm of snow,
 And somewhat from her girded gown did show
 On the black treadles both her rosy feet,
 Moving a little as the tall green wheat 
 Moves in the June when Zephyr blows on it,
 So, like a goddess weaving did she sit.
 But when she saw her maidens wondering stand
 She ceased her song and stayed her busy hand,
 And said, “Girls, if ye see me glad to-day
 Be nought amazed, for all things pass away;
 The good days die, but also die the bad.
 “See now, in sleep last night a dream I had
 That in his claws an eagle lifted me
 And bore me to a land across the sea:
 Wherefore I think that here I shall not die
 But live to feel dew falling from the sky,
 And set my feet deep in the meadow grass
 And underneath the scented pine-trees pass,
 Or in the garden feel the western breeze,
 The herald of the rain, sweep through the trees,

 Or in the hottest of the summer day,.
 Betwixt green banks within the mill-stream play.
 “For either shall my father soon relent,
 Or for my sake some marvel shall be sent,
 And either way these doors shall open wide;
 And then doubt not to see me soon a bride
 With some king’s amorous son before my feet.
 “Ah! verily my life shall then be sweet;
 Before these days I knew not life or death,
 With little hope or fear I drew my breath,
 But now when all this sorrow is o’erpast,
 Then shall I feel how sweet life is at last,
 And know how dear peace is from all these fears. 
 “So no more will I waste my life in tears,
 But pass the time as swiftly as may be,
 Until ye step out on the turf with me.”
 

 Then glad they were, when such-like words they heard,
 And yet some doubted and were sore afeard
 That she had grown light-headed with her woe,
 Dreading the time might come when she would throw
 Her body on the ground and perish there,
 Slain by her own hand mighty with despair.
 Nathless the days more merrily went by
 And from that prison men heard minstrelsy,
 When nought but mourning, fisher-folk afeard
 Who passed that way, in other times had heard.
 

 Yet truly Danae said that all things pass
 And are forgotten; in that house of brass
 Forgotten was the stunning bitter pain
 Wherewith she entered it, and yet again
 In no long time, hope was forgotten too
 When wringing torments moaning from her drew,
 And to and fro the pale scared damsels went,
 And those her guards unto Acrisius sent.
 But ere the messenger returned again
 She had been eased of half her bitterest pain,

 And on her breast a fair man-child was laid;
 Then round the messenger her maids afraid
 Drew weeping; but he charged them earnestly, 
 Ever to watch her in that chamber high,
 Lest any man should steal the babe away,
 And so to bide until there came a day
 When on her feet she might arise and go,
 Whereof by messengers the King must know;
 So, threatening torments unendurable,
 If any harm through treachery befell,
 He left them, and no more to them he told,
 But in his face the sooth they might behold.
 Now, therefore when some wretched days were past,
 And trembling by the bed she stood at last,
 She heard the opening of the outer door,
 And footsteps came again from floor to floor,
 And soon with all-armed men her chamber shone,
 Who with few words now led her forth alone
 Adown the stairs from out the brazen place;
 And on her hot hands, and her tear-stained face
 Half-fainting, the pine-scented air she felt,
 And all about the salt sea savour smelt,
 And in her ears the dashing of the sea
 Rang ever; thus the God had set her free.
 But by the shore further they led her still
 To where the sea beat on a barren hill,
 And a long stage of timber met the sea,
 At end whereof was tossing fearfully
 A little boat that had no oars or sail,
 Or aught that could the mariner avail.
 Thither with her their steps the soldiers bent,
 And as along the narrow way they went 
 The salt waves leapt aloft to kiss her feet
 And in the wind streamed out her tresses sweet;
 But little heed she took of feet or head

 For nought she doubted she to death was led,
 But ever did she hold against her breast
 The little babe, and spoke not for the rest,
 No, not when in the boat they bade her go,
 And ‘twixt its bulwarks thin she lay alow,
 Nor when adrift they set her presently
 And all about was but the angry sea.
 

 No word she said until the sun was down,
 And she beheld the moon that on no town,
 On no fair homestead, no green pasture shone,
 But lit up the unwearied sea alone;
 No word she said till she was far from shore
 And on her breast the babe was wailing sore,
 And then she lifted up her face to Jove,
 And said, “O thou who once didst call me love,
 Hast thou forgotten those fair words of thine,
 When underneath the taper’s glimmering shine
 Thou bad’st me stand that thou mightst look on me,
 And love thou call’dst me, and sweet Danae?
 Now of thy promised help am I most fain
 For on what day can I have greater pain
 Than this wherein to-night my body is,
 And brought thereto by what, but thy sweet kiss?”
 But neither did she pray the God in vain;
 For straight he set himself to end her pain, 
 And while he cast on her a gentle sleep,
 The winds within their houses did he keep
 Except the west which soft on her did blow,
 That swiftly through the sea the boat might go.
 

 Far out to sea a certain isle doth lie
 Men call Seriphos, craggy, steep, and high:
 It rises up on every side but one,
 And mariners its ill-famed headlands shun;
 But toward the south the meads slope soft adown,
 Until they meet the yellow sands and brown,

 That slope themselves so gently to the sea,
 The nymphs are hidden only to the knee
 When half a mile of rippling water is
 Between the waves that their white limbs do kiss
 And the last wave that washes shells ashore.
 To this fair place the west wind onward bore
 The skiff that carried Danae and her son,
 And on the morn, when scarce the dusk was done,
 Upon the sands the shallop ran aground;
 And still they slept, and for awhile around
 Their wretched bed the waves sang lullaby,
 But sank at last and left the long strand dry.
 Then uprose Danaë, and nothing knew
 What land it was: about her sea-fowl flew;
 Behind her back the yet retreating sea
 Beat on the yellow sands unceasingly;
 Landward she saw the low green meadows lie,
 Dotted with homesteads, rich with elm-trees high; 
 And at her feet the little boat there lay
 That happily had brought her on the way.
 But as it happed, the brother of the King
 Had ridden forth to hear the sea-fowl sing,
 With hawk on fist, right early on that morn,
 Hard by the place whereunto she was borne.
 He, seeing far away a white thing stand,
 Deemed her at first some maiden of the sand,
 Such as to fishers sings a honied strain,
 And leaves them longing for her love in vain.
 So, wishful to behold the sea-folk’s bride,
 He set the spurs into his horse’s side.
 But drawing nigher, he but saw her there,
 Not moving much, her unbound yellow hair
 Heavy with dew and washing of the sea;
 And her wet raiment clinging amorously
 About her body, in the wind’s despite;
 And in her arms her woe and her delight,

 Spreading abroad the small hands helplessly
 That on some day should still the battle’s cry.
 And furthermore he saw where by her lay
 The boat that brought her o’er the watery way:
 Then, though he knew not whence she might have come,
 He doubted not the firm land was her home.
 

 But when he came anigh, beholding him,
 She fell a trembling in her every limb,
 And kneeling to him held the young babe out,
 And said: “O Sir, if, as I have no doubt,
 In this strange land thou art a king and lord,
 Speak unto me some comfortable word.
 “Born of a king who rules a lovely land,
 I in my house that by the sea doth stand,
 With all my girls, made merry on a day:
 Now some of them upon the sands did play,
 Dancing unto their fellows’ minstrelsy;
 And some it pleased upon sweet flowers to lie,
 Ripe fruits around, and thence to look on them;
 And some were fain to lift their kirtles’ hem,
 And through the shallows chase the fishes fleet;
 But in this shallop would I have my seat
 Alone, and holding this my little son,
 And knowing not that my good days were done.
 “Now how it chanced, in sooth I cannot say,
 But yet I think that one there was that day,
 Who for some hidden cause did hate me sore,
 Who cut the cord that bound me to the shore,
 And soon amidst my helpless shrieks the boat,
 Oarless and sailless, out to sea did float.
 “But now that many a danger has been passed,
 The gods have sent me to your land at last,
 Alive, indeed, but such-like as you see,
 Cold and drenched through with washing of the sea,
 Half-clad, and kneeling on an unknown land, .
 And for a morsel holding out my hand.”
 

  Then said he, “Lady, fear not any more, 
 For you are come unto no savage shore,
 But here shall be a queen as erst at home:
 And if thou askest whereto thou art come,
 This is the isle Seriphos; and for me,
 My name is Dictys, and right royally
 My brother lives, the king of all the isle.
 Him shalt thou see within a little while,
 And doubtless he will give thee everything
 That ‘longs unto the daughter of a king.
 “Meanwhile I bid thee in mine house to rest,
 And there thy wearied body shall be dressed
 In seemly raiment by my women slaves,
 And thou shalt wash thee from the bitter waves,
 And eat and drink, and sleep full easily;
 And on the morrow shalt thou come with me
 And take King Polydectes by the hand,
 Who in good peace rules o’er this quiet land.”
 Then on his horse he set the Queen, while he
 Walked by the side thereof right soberly,
 And half asleep, as slow they went along,
 She laid her hand upon the war-horse strong,
 While Dictys by her side Jove’s offspring bore,
 And thus they left the sea-beat yellow shore.
 And as one dreaming to the house she came,
 Where in the sun the brazen doors did flame;
 And there she ate and drank as in a dream;
 Dreamlike to her the scented bath did seem
 After the icy sprinkling of the waves,
 And like a dream the fair, slim women-slaves, 
 Who laid her in the fair bed, where she slept
 Dreamless, until the horned white moon had stept
 Over the fresh pine-scented hills again.
 But when the sun next day drave forth his wain,
 The damsel, clad in queen-like gold array,
 With Dictys to the palace took her way;
 And there by minstrels duly were they met,
 Who brought them to the great hall, where was set

 The King upon a royal throne of gold:
 Black-bearded was he, thirty summers old,
 Comely and strong, and seemed a king indeed;
 Who, when he saw the minstrels thither lead
 Fair Danaë, rose up to her, and said:
 “Oh, welcome, lady! be no more afraid
 That thou shalt lose thy state and dignity;
 Yea, since a gem the gods have sent to me,
 With plates of silver will I overlay
 The casket that has brought it on the way,
 And set it in King Neptune’s house to stand
 Until the sea shall wash away the land.
 “And for thyself a fair house shalt thou have
 With all things needful, and right many a slave,
 Both men and women; fair shall all things be
 That thou mayst dwell here in felicity,
 And that no care may wrinkle thy smooth brow.
 “And for the child, when he is old enow
 The priests of Pallas shall of him have care,
 And thou shalt dwell hard by her temple fair;
 But on this good day in mine hall abide, 
 And do me grace in sitting by my side.”
 Then mounted she the dais and sat, and then
 Was she beheld of all the island-men
 Who praised her much, and praised the sturdy child,
 Who at their shouting made as if he smiled.
 So passed the feast, and at the end of day
 Towards her own house did Danae go away,
 That stood amid Minerva’s olive-trees
 Hidden away from moaning of the seas.
 

  And there began fair Danae’s life again,
 And quite forgotten was her ancient pain,
 And peacefully did day succeed to clay,
 While fairer grew the well-loved child alway,
 And strong and wise beyond his scanty years,
 And in the island all his little peers
 Held him for lord whatso might be their worth,
 And Perseus is his name from this time forth.
 

LO, eighteen summers now have come and gone
 Since on the beach fair Danae stood alone
 Holding her little son, nor yet was she
 Less fair than when the hoarse unwilling sea
 Moaned loud that Neptune drew him from her feet,
 And the wind sighed upon her bosom sweet. 
 For in that long past half-forgotten time,
 While yet the world was young, and the sweet clime,
 Golden and mild, no bitter storm-clouds bred,
 Light lay the years upon the untroubled head,
 And longer men lived then by many a year
 Than in these days, when every week is dear.
 

 Now on a day was held a royal feast
 Whereon there should be slain full many a beast
 Unto Minerva; thereto the King came,
 And in his heart love lit a greedy flame
 At sight of Danae’s arms stretched out in prayer
 Unto the goddess, and her yellow hair,
 Wreathed round with olive wreaths, that hung adown
 Over the soft folds of her linen gown;
 And when at last he took her by the hand
 Speechless by her did Polydectes stand,
 So much with fond desire bewildered
 At sight of all that wondrous white and red,

 That peaceful face wherein all past distress
 Had melted into perfect loveliness.
 So when that night he lay upon his bed,
 Full many a thought he turned within his head
 Of how he best might unto that attain,
 Whose lack now filled him with such burning pain.
 And at the first it seemed a little thing
 For him who was a rich man and a king,
 Either by gifts to win her, or to send
 And fetch her thither, and perforce to end 
 Her widowhood; but then there came the thought,
 “By force or gifts hither she might be brought,
 And here might I get that for which I long,
 Yet has she here a son both brave and strong,
 Nor will he think it much to end my days
 If he may get thereby the people’s praise,
 E’en if therewith he shortly needs must die;
 Ah, verily, a purblind fool was I,
 That when I first beheld that matchless face
 I had no eyes to see her heavenly grace;
 Then with few words might I have held her here
 And kept her for mine own with little fear;
 But now I have no will the lad to slay,
 For he would be revenged some evil day,
 Who now Jove’s offspring do I think to be,
 So dowered he is with might and majesty.
 “Yet could I find perchance some fair pretence
 Whereby with honour I might send him hence,
 Nor have the youngling’s blood upon my head,
 Then might he be well nigh as good as dead.”
 So pondering on his bed long time he lay,
 Until the night began to mix with day,
 And then he smiled and so to sleep turned round,
 As though at last some sure way he had found.
 

  And now it chanced to come round to the day,
 When all the lords clad in their rich array
 Unto the King should come for royal feast;
 And there the way was, that both most and least 
 Should thither bear some present for the King,
 As horse or sword, gold chain, fair cup, or ring.
 Unto which feast was Perseus bidden now
 Who giftless came, bare as the winter bough,
 For little was his wealth in that strange land.
 So there ashamed it was his lot to stand,
 Before the guests were called to meat, and when
 He sat amidst those royally-clad men
 Little he spake for shame of his estate,
 Not knowing yet his god-like birth and great.
 So passed the feast, and when the full time came
 To show the gifts, he waxed all red for shame:
 For through the hall white horses were brought up,
 And well-clad slaves, and many a dainty cup,
 And many a gem well set in brooch or ring,
 And laid before the daïs of the King.
 But all alone of great folk of the land
 With eyes cast down for rage did Perseus stand,
 Yet for his manhood thence he would not go.
 Now some that secretly were bidden so,
 Beholding him began to gibe and jeer,
 Yet not too loud, held back perchance by fear,
 And thus a murmur spread about the hall
 As, each to each, men cast about the ball,
 Which the King heard, or seemed to hear at last,
 And round the noisy hall a look he cast,
 And then beholding Perseus with a smile
 He said, “Good friends, fair lords, be still awhile,
 And say no ill about this giftless guest, 
 For truly not the worst, if scarce the best,
 I hold him, and forsooth so rich I live
 Within this land, that I myself may give
 Somewhat to him, nor yet take from him aught,
 And when I bade him here this was my thought.”

 Then stretching out his arm did he take up
 From off the board, a jewelled golden cup
 And said, “O Perseus, come and sit by me,
 And from my hand take this, that thou dost see
 And be my friend.” Then Perseus drew anear,
 And took the cup and said, “This shall be dear
 Unto mine eyes while on the earth I live;
 And yet a gift I in my turn may give,
 When to this land comes bitter war, or when
 Some enemy thou hast among great men;
 Yea, sire, among these knights and lords I swear
 To do whatso thou bidd’st me without fear.”
 

 Then the King smiled and said, “Yea, verily,
 Then wilt thou give a great gift unto me,
 Nor yet, forsooth, too early by a day;
 To-morrow may’st thou be upon thy way.
 “Far in the western sea a land there is
 Desert and vast, and emptied of all bliss,
 Where dwell the Gorgons wretchedly enow;
 Two of them die not, one above her brow
 And wretched head bears serpents, for the shame
 That on an ill day fell upon her name,
 When in Minerva’s shrine great sin was wrought, 
 For thither by the Sea-god she was brought,
 And in the maiden’s house in love they mixed;
 Who wrathful, in her once fair tresses fixed
 ‘That snaky brood, and shut her evermore

 Within a land west of the Lybian shore.
 “Now if a king could gain this snaky head
 Full well for war were he apparelled,
 Because no man may look thereon and live.
 A great gift, therefore, Perseus, wouldst thou give
 If thou shouldst bring this wonder unto me;
 And for the place, far in the western sea
 It lies, I say, but nothing more I know,
 Therefore I bid thee, to some wise man go
 Who has been used this many a day to pore
 O’er ancient books of long-forgotten lore.”
 

 Thus spoke the King, knowing the while full well
 None but a god of that far land could tell.
 But Perseus answered, “O my Lord, the King,
 Thou settest me to win a dreadful thing,
 Yet for thy bounty this gift will I give
 Unto thine hands, if I should chance to live.”
 With that he turned, and silent, full of thought,
 From out the hall he passed not noting aught,
 And toward his home he went but soberly,
 And thence went forth an ancient man to see
 He hoped might tell him that he wished to know
 And to what land it were the best to go.
 But when he told the elder all the tale, 
 He shook his head, and said, “Nought will avail
 My lore for this, nor dwells the man on earth
 Whose wisdom for this thing will be of worth,
 Yea, to this dreadful land no man shall win
 Unless some god himself shall help therein;
 Therefore, my son, I rede thee stay at home,
 For thou shalt have full many a chance to roam
 Seeking for something that all men love well,

 Not for an unknown isle where monsters dwell.”
 

 Then forth again went Perseus soberly
 And walked along the border of the sea,
 Upon the yellow sands where first he came
 That time that he was deemed his mother’s shame.
 And now was it the first hour of the night,
 Therefore within the west a yellow light
 Yet shone, though risen was the horned moon,
 Whose lonely cold grey beams would quench it soon,
 Though now her light was shining doubtfully
 On the wet sands, for low down was the sea
 But rising, and the salt-sea wind blew strong
 And drave the hurrying breakers swift along.
 So there walked Perseus thinking many a thing
 About those last words of the wily king,
 And as he went at last he came upon
 An ancient woman, who said, “Fair, my son,
 What dost thou wandering here in the cold night?
 When in the King’s hall glance from shade to light
 The golden sandals of the dancing girls, 
 And in the gold cups set with gems and pearls
 The wine shines fair that glads the heart of man;
 What dost thou wandering ‘neath the moonlight wan?”
 

 “This have I done,” said he, “as one should swear
 To make the vine bear bunches twice a year,
 For I have sworn the Gorgon’s head to bring
 A worthy gift unto our island King,
 When neither I, nor any man can tell
 In what far land apart from men they dwell.
 Some god alone can help me in my need;
 And yet unless somehow I do the deed
 An exile I must be from this fair land,
 Nor with my peers shall I have heart to stand.”
 Grim in the moonlight smiled the aged crone,
 And said, “If living there thou com’st, alone
 Of all men yet, what thinkest thou to do?
 Then verily thy journey shalt thou rue,

 For whoso looks upon that face meets death,
 That in his sick heart freezes up his breath
 Until he has the semblance of a stone.”
 But Perseus answered straightly to the crone,
 “O Mother, if the gods but give me grace
 To come anigh that fair and dreadful face,
 Well may they give me grace enough also
 Their enemy and mine to lay alow.”
 Now as he spake, the white moon risen high
 Burst from a cloud, and shone out gloriously,
 And down the sands her path of silver shone, 
 And lighted full upon that ancient crone;
 And there a marvel Perseus saw indeed,
 Because in face, in figure, and in weed,
 She wholly changed before his wondering eyes.
 Now tall and straight her figure did arise,
 That erst seemed bent with weight of many a year,
 And on her head a helmet shone out clear
 For the rent clout that held the grizzled head:
 With a fair breastplate was she furnished,
 From whence a hauberk to her knees fell down;
 And underneath, a perfumed linen gown,
 O’erwrought with many-coloured Indian silk,
 Fell to her sandall’d feet, as white as milk.
 Grey-eyed she was, like amber shone her hair,
 Aloft she held her right arm round and bare,
 Whose long white fingers closed upon a spear.
 

 Then trembled Perseus with unwonted fear
 When he beheld before him Pallas stand,

 And with bowed head he stood and outstretched hand:
 But she smiled on him softly, and she said,
 “Hold up again, O Perseus, thy fair head,
 Because thou art indeed my father’s son,
 And in this quest that now thou goest upon
 Thou shalt not fail: I swear it by my head,
 And that black water all immortals dread.
 “Look now before my feet, and thou shalt see
 Four helpful things the high gods lend to thee,
 Not willing thou shouldst journey forth in vain: 
 Hermes himself, the many-eyed one’s bane,
 Gives these two-winged shoes, to carry thee
 Tireless high over every land and sea;
 This cap is his whose chariot caught away
 The maid of Enna from her gentle play;
 And if thou art hard-pressed of any one
 Set this on thee, and so be seen of none:
 The halting god was craftsman of this blade,
 No better shone, when, making heaven afraid,
 The giants round our golden houses cried,

 For neither brass nor steel its edge can bide,
 Or flinty rocks or gleaming adamant:
 With these, indeed, but one thing dost thou want,
 And that I give thee; little need’st thou reck
 Of those grey hopeless eyes, if round thy neck
 Thou hang’st this shield, that, hanging once on mine,
 In the grim giant’s hopeless eyes did shine.
 “And now be strong, and fly forth with good heart
 Far northward, till thou seest the ice-walls part
 The weary sea from snow-clad lands and wan:
 There dwell the Gorgons’ ancient sisters three
 Men call the Graiæ, who make shift to see
 With one eye, which they pass from hand to hand.
 Now make thyself unseen in this white land
 And snatch the eye, while crooning songs they sit,
 From hand to withered hand still passing it;
 And let them buy it back by telling thee
 How thou shalt find within the western sea
 The unknown country where their sisters dwell. 
 “Which thing unto thee I myself would tell,
 But when with many a curse I set them there,

 I in my wrath by a great oath did swear
 I would not name again the country grey
 Wherein they dwell, with little light of day.
 “Good speed, O Perseus; make no tarrying,
 But straightly set thyself to do this thing.”
 

 Now as his ears yet rung with words like these,
 And on the sand he sank upon his knees
 Before the goddess, there he knelt alone
 As in a dream; but still the white moon shone
 Upon the sword, the shield, and cap and shoes,
 Which half adrad he was at first to use,
 Until the goddess gave him heart at last,
 And his own gear in haste aside he cast,
 And armed himself in that wild, lonely place:
 Then turning round, northward he set his face,
 And rose aloft and o’er the lands ‘gan fly,
 Betwixt the green earth and the windy sky.
 Young was the night when first he left the sands
 Of small Seriphos, but right many lands
 Before the moon was down his winged feet
 Had borne him over, tireless, strong, and fleet.
 Then in the starlight black beneath him lay
 The German forests, where the wild swine play,
 Fearless of what Diana’s maids may do,
 Who ever have more will to wander through
 The warm and grassy woods of Thessaly, 
 Or in Sicilian orange-gardens lie.
 But ere the hot sun on his arms ‘gan shine
 He had passed o’er the Danube and the Rhine,
 And heard the faint sound of the northern sea;
 But ever northward flew untiringly,
 Till Thule lay beneath his feet at last.
 Then o’er its desert icy hills he passed,

 And on beneath a feeble sun he flew,
 Till, rising like a wall, the cliffs he knew
 That Pallas told him of: the sun was high,
 But on the pale ice shone but wretchedly;
 Pale blue the great mass was, and cold enow;
 Grey tattered moss hung from its jagged brow,
 No wind was there at all, though ever beat
 The leaden tideless sea against its feet.
 

 Then lighted Perseus on that dreary land,
 And when on the white plain his feet did stand
 He saw no sign of either beast or man,
 Except that near by rose a palace wan,
 Built of some metal that he could not name.
 Thither he went, and to a great door came
 That stood wide open, so without a word
 He entered in, and drew his deadly sword,
 Though neither sword or man could you behold
 More than folk see their death ere they grow old.
 So having entered, through a cloïster grey
 With cautious steps and slow he took his way,
 At end whereof he found a mighty hall; 
 Where, bare of hangings, a white marble wall
 And milk-white pillars held the roof aloft,
 And nothing was therein of fair or soft;
 And at one end, upon a dais high,
 There sat the crones that had the single eye,
 Clad in blue sweeping cloak and snow-white gown;
 While o’er their backs their straight white hair hung down
 In long thin locks; dreadful their faces were
 Carved all about with wrinkles of despair;
 And as they sat they crooned a dreary song,
 Complaining that their lives should last so long,
 In that sad place that no one came anear,
 In that wan place desert of hope and fear;
 And singing, still they rocked their bodies bent,
 And ever each to each the eye they sent.
 

  Awhile stood Perseus gazing on the three
 Then sheathed his sword, and toward them warily
 He went, and from the last one snatched the eye,
 Who, feeling it gone from her, with a cry
 Sprung up and said, “O sisters, he is here
 That we were warned so long ago to fear,
 And verily he has the eye of me.”
 Then those three, thinking they no more should see
 What feeble light the sun could show them there,
 And that of all joys now their life was bare,
 Began a wailing and lamenting sore
 That they were worse than ever heretofore. 
 Then Perseus cried, “Unseen am I indeed,
 But yet a mortal man, who have a need
 Your wisdom can make good, if so ye will;
 Now neither do I wish you any ill,
 Nor this your treasure will I keep from you
 If ye will tell me what I needs must do
 To gain, upon the earth or under it,
 The dreary country where your sisters sit:
 Of whom, as wise men say, the one is fair
 As any goddess, but with snaky hair
 And body that shall perish on some day,
 While the two others ancient are, and grey
 As ye be, but shall see the whole world die.”
 Then said they, “Rash man, give us back the eye
 Or rue this day, for wretched as we are,
 Beholding not fair peace or godlike war,
 Or any of the deeds of men at all,
 Yet are we strong, and on thy head shall fall

 Our heavy curses, and but dismally
 Thy life shall pass until thou com’st to die.”
 “Make no delay,” he said, “to do this thing,
 Or this your cherished sight I soon shall fling
 Into the sea, or burn it up with fire.”
 “What else, what else, but this wilt thou desire?”
 They said, “Wilt thou have long youth at our hands?
 Or wilt thou be the king of lovely lands?
 Or store up wealth to lead thy life in mirth?
 Or wilt thou have the beauty of the earth
 With all her kindness for thy very own? 
 Choose what thou wilt except this thing alone.”
 “Nay,” said he, “for nought else I left my home,
 For this sole knowledge hither am I come,
 Not all unholpen of the gods above;
 Nor yet shall words my stedfast purpose move.”
 Then with that last word did he hold his peace,
 And they no less from wailing words did cease,
 Hoping that in that silence he might think
 Of their dread words and from the evils shrink
 Wherewith they threatened him; but in his heart
 Most godlike courage fit for such a part
 The white-armed goddess of the loom had set,
 Nor in that land her help did he forget.
 

 Withal, when many an hour had now gone by,
 Together did the awesome sisters cry,
 “O man! O man! hear that which thou would’st know,
 And with thy knowledge let the dread curse go,
 We, least of all, have ‘scaped, of those who dwell

 Upon this wretched fire-concealing shell.
 Slave of the cruel gods! go, get ye hence,
 And storing deeds for fruitless penitence,
 Go east, as though in Scythia was your home,
 But when unto the wind-beat seas ye come
 Stop short, and turn round to the south again
 Until ye reach the western land of Spain;
 There take your way unto the narrow seas
 That wash the pillars of great Hercules,
 And thenceforth go thou westward as thou mayst 
 Until ye find a dark land long laid waste,
 Where green cliffs rise from out an inky sea,
 But no green leaf may grow on bush or tree.
 No sun makes day there, no moon lighteth night,
 The long years there must pass in grey twilight;
 There dwell our sisters, walking dismally,
 Between the dull-brown caverns and the sea.
 

 “Tool in the hands of gods! do there thy might!
 Nor fall like us, nor strive for peace and right;
 But give our own unto us and be gone,
 And leave us to our misery alone.”
 

 Then straight he put the eye into the hand
 Of her that spoke, and turned from that white land,
 Leaving them singing their grim song again.
 But flying forth he came at last to Spain,
 And so unto the southern end of it,
 And then with restless wings due west did flit.
 For many a day across the sea he flew,
 That lay beneath him clear enough and blue,
 Until at last rose such a thick grey mist,
 That of what lay beneath him nought he wist;
 But still through this he flew a night and day
 Hearkening the washing of the watery way,

 Unseen: but when, at ending of the night,
 The mist was gone and grey sea came in sight,
 He thought that he had reached another world;
 This way and that the leaden seas were hurled, 
 Moved by no wind, but by some unseen power;
 Twilight it was and still his feet dropped lower,
 As through the thickening, dim hot air he passed,
 Until he feared to reach the sea at last.
 But even as his feet dragged in the sea,
 He, praying to the goddess fervently,
 Felt her good help, for soon he rose again
 Three fathoms up, and flew with lessened pain;
 And looking through the dimness could behold
 The wretched land whereof the sisters told.
 And soon could see how down the green cliffs fell
 A yellow stream, that from some inland well
 Arose, and through the land ran sluggishly,
 Until it poured with dull plash in the sea
 Like molten lead; and nigher as he came
 He saw great birds, whose kind he could not name,
 That whirling noiselessly about did seem
 To seek a prey within that leaden stream;
 And drawing nigher yet, at last he saw
 That many of them held, with beak or claw,
 Great snakes they tore still flying through the air.
 Then making for the cliff and lighting there
 He saw, indeed, that tawny stream and dull
 Of intertwining writhen snakes was full,
 So, with a shudder, thence he turned away,
 And through the untrodden land he took his way.
 Now cave-pierced rocks there rose up everywhere,
 And gaunt old trees, of leaves and fruit all bare;
 And midst this wretchedness a mighty hall, 

 Whose great stones made a black and shining wall;
 The doors were open, and thence came a cry
 Of one in anguish wailing bitterly;
 Then o’er its threshold passed the son of Jove,
 Well shielded by the grey-eyed Maiden’s love.
 Now there he saw two women bent and old,
 Like to those three that erst he did behold
 Far northward, sitting well-nigh motionless,
 Their eyes grown stony with their long distress,
 Stared out at nought, and still no sound they made,
 And on their knees their wrinkled hands were laid.
 But a third woman paced about the hall,
 And ever turned her head from wall to wall
 And moaned aloud, and shrieked in her despair;
 Because the golden tresses of her hair
 Were moved by writhing snakes from side to side,
 That in their writhing oftentimes would glide
 On to her breast, or shuddering shoulders white;
 Or, falling down, the hideous things would light
 Upon her feet, and crawling thence would twine
 Their slimy folds about her ankles fine.
 But in a thin red garment was she clad,
 And round her waist a jewelled band she had,
 The gift of Neptune on the fatal day
 When fate her happiness first put away.
 So there awhile unseen did Perseus stand,
 With softening heart, and doubtful trembling hand
 Laid on his sword hilt, muttering, “Would that she
 Had never turned her woeful face to me.”
 But therewith Pallas smote him with this thought,
 “Does she desire to live, who has been brought
 Into such utter woe and misery,
 Wherefrom no god or man can set her free,

 Since Pallas’ dreadful vow shall bind her fast,
 Till earth and heaven are gone, and all is past?

 — And yet, would God the thing were at an end.”
 Then with that word, he saw her stop and rend
 The raiment from her tender breast and soft,
 And with a great cry lift her arms aloft;
 Then on her breast her head sank, as she said,
 “O ye, be merciful, and strike me dead!
 How many an one cries unto you to live,
 Which gift ye find no little thing to give,
 O give it now to such, and unto me
 That other gift from which all people flee!
 “O was it not enough to take away
 The flowery meadows and the light of day?
 Or not enough to take away from me
 The once-loved faces that I used to see;
 To take away sweet sounds and melodies,
 The song of birds, the rustle of the trees;
 To make the prattle of the children cease,
 And wrap my soul in shadowy hollow peace,
 Devoid of longing? Ah, no, not for me!
 For those who die your friends this rest shall be;
 For me no rest from shame and sore distress,
 For me no moment of forgetfulness;
 For me a soul that still might love and hate, 
 Shut in this fearful land and desolate,
 Changed by mine eyes to horror and to stone;
 For me perpetual anguish all alone,
 Midst many a tormenting misery,
 Because I know not if I e’er shall die.
 “And yet, and yet, thee will I pray unto,
 Thou dweller in the varying halls of blue,
 Fathoms beneath the treacherous bridge of lands.

 Call now to mind that day upon the sands,
 Hard by the house of Pallas white and cold,
 Where hidden in some wave thou didst behold
 This body, fearless of the cold grey sea,
 And dowered as yet with fresh virginity.
 “How many things thou promisedst me then!
 Who among all the daughters of great men
 Should be like me? what sweet and happy life!
 What peace, if all the world should be at strife,
 Thou promisedst me then! Lay all aside,
 And give unto the great Earth-Shaker’s bride
 That which the wretch shut up in prison drear,
 Deprived of all, yet ceases not to fear;
 That which all men fear more than all distress,
 Irrevocable dull forgetfulness.”
 

 Her constant woeful prayer was heard at last,
 For now behind her unseen Perseus passed,
 And silently whirled the great sword around;
 And when it fell, she fell upon the ground,
 And felt no more of all her bitter pain. 
 But from their seats rose up with curses vain
 The two immortals when they saw her fall
 Headless upon the floor, and loud ‘gan call
 On those that came not, because far away
 Their friends and kindred were upon that day.
 Then to and fro about the hall they ran

 To find the slayer, were he god or man,
 And when unseen from out the place he drew,
 Upon the unhappy corpse, with wails, they threw
 Their wretched and immortal bodies old:
 But when the one the other did behold,
 Alive and hideous there before her eyes,
 Such anguish for the past time would arise
 Within their hearts, that the lone hall would ring
 With dreadful shrieks of many an impious thing.
 Yet of their woe but little Perseus knew,
 As with a stout heart south-east still he flew.
 

NOW at his side a wallet Perseus bore,
 With threads of yellow gold embroidered o’er
 Shuddering, therein he laid the fearful head,
 Lest he unwitting yet might join the dead,
 Or those he loved by sight of it be slain.
 But strong fate led him to the Lybian plain,
 Where, at the ending of a sultry day, 
 A palace huge and fair beneath him lay,
 Whose roofs with silver plates were covered o’er;
 Then lighting down by its enormous door,
 He heard unmeasured sounds of revelry,
 And thought, ‘A fair place this will be for me,
 Who lack both food and drink, and rest this night.’
 So turning to the ruddy flood of light,
 Up the huge steps he toiled unto the hall;
 But even as his eager foot did fall
 Upon the threshold, such a mocking shout

 Rang in his ears as Etna sendeth out
 When, at the day’s end, round the stithy cold
 The Cyclops some unmeasured banquet hold.
 And monstrous men could he see sitting there,
 Burnt by the sun, with length of straight back hair,
 And taller far than men are wont to be;
 And at a gold-strewn daïs could he see
 A mighty King, a fearful man to face,
 Brown-skinned and black-haired, of the giants’ race,
 Who seeing him, with thundering voice ‘gan call,
 “O Stranger, come forthwith into the hall,
 Atlas would see thee!” Forth stood Perseus then,
 And going ‘twixt the rows of uncouth men
 Seemed but a pigmy; but his heart was great,
 And vain is might against the stroke of fate.
 Then the King cried, “Who art thou, little one?
 Surely in thy land weak must be the sun
 If there are bred such tender folk as thou:
 May the gods grant such men are few enow! 
 Art thou a king’s son?” Loud he laughed withal,
 And shouts of laughter rang throughout the hall,
 Like clattering thunder on a July night.
 But Perseus quailed not. “Little were my might,”
 He said, “if helpless on the earth I were;
 But to the equal gods my life is dear,
 And certes victory over Jove’s own son
 By earthly men shall not be lightly won.”
 So spake he, moving inward from the door,

 But louder laughed the black king than before,
 And all his people shouted at his beck;
 Therewith he cried, “Break now this Prince’s neck,
 And take him forth and hang him up straightway
 Before my door, that henceforth from this day
 Pigmies and jesters may take better heed,
 Lest at our hands they gain a liar’s meed.”
 Then started up two huge men from the board,
 And Perseus, seeing them come, half drew his sword,
 Looking this way and that; but in a while,
 Upon his wallet with a deadly smile
 He set his hand, and forth the head he drew,
 Dead, white midst golden hair, where serpents blue
 Yet dangled dead; and ere they stooped to take
 His outstretched arms, before them he did shake
 The dreadful thing: then stopped they suddenly,
 Stone dead, without a wound or any cry.
 Then toward the King he held aloft the head,
 And as he stiffened cried at him, and said,
 “O King! when such a gift I bring to thee, 
 Wilt thou be dumb and neither hear nor see?
 Listen how sing thy men, and in thy hall
 How swift the merry dancers’ feet do fall!”
 For now these, thinking him some god to be,
 Cried in their fear, and made great haste to flee,
 Crowding about the great doors of the hall,
 Until not one was left of great or small,
 But the dead king, and those that there had died. — 

 — Lo, in such way Medusa’s head was tried!
 But when the living giant-folk were gone,
 And with the dead men there he stood alone,
 He turned him to the food that thereby lay,
 And ate and drank with none to say him nay;
 And on the floor at last he laid him down,

 Midst heaps of unknown tawny skins and brown.
 There all the night in dreamless sleep he lay,
 But rose again at the first streak of day,
 And looking round about rejoiced to see
 The uncouth image of his enemy,
 Silent for ever, with wide mouth agape
 E’en as he died; and thought, ‘Who now shall ‘scape
 When I am angry, while this gift I have?
 How well my needy lovers I may save
 While this dread thing still hangeth by my side!’
 Then out he passed: a plain burnt up, and wide,
 He saw before him, bare of any trees,
 And much he longed for the green dashing seas,
 And merry winds of the sweet island shore,
 Fain of the gull’s cry, for the lion’s roar. 
 Yet, glad at heart, he lifted up his feet
 From the parched earth, and soon the air did beat,
 Going north-east, and flew forth all the day,
 And when the night fell still was on the way;
 And many a sandy plain did he pass o’er,
 And many a dry much-trodden river shore,
 Where thick the thirsty beasts stood in the night.
 The stealthy leopard saw him with afright,
 As whining from the thicket it crept out;
 The lion drew back at his sudden shout
 From off the carcass of some slaughtered beast;
 And the thin jackals waiting for the feast
 Stinted their hungry howls as he passed by;
 And black men sleeping, as he came anigh
 Dreamed ugly dreams, and reached their hands to seize
 The spear or sword that lay across their knees.
 

 So at the last the sea before him lay,
 And yet, therefore, he made not any stay,
 But flew on till the night began to wane,
 And the grey sea was blue and green again;
 Until the sunlight on his wings shone fair,
 And turned to red the gold locks of his hair.

 Then in a little while he saw no land,
 But all was heaving sea on every hand,
 Driven this way and that way by the wind.
 Still fast he flew, thinking some coast to find,
 And so, about the middle of the day,
 Far to the east a land before him lay, 
 And when unto it he was come anigh
 He saw the sea beat on black cliffs and high,
 With green grass growing on the tops of them,
 Binding them round as gold a garment’s hem.
 Then slowly alongside thereof he flew
 If haply by some sign the land he knew,
 Until a ness he reached, whereon there stood
 A tower new-built of mighty beams of wood;
 So nigh he came that, unseen, he could see
 Pale haggard faces peering anxiously
 From out its well-barred windows that looked forth
 Into a bay that lay upon the north;
 But inland over moveless waves of down
 Shone the white walls of some great royal town.
 Now underneath the scarped cliffs of the bay
 From horn to horn a belt of sand there lay
 Fast lessening as the flood-tide swallowed it,
 There all about did the sea-swallows flit,
 And from the black rocks yellow hawks flew down,
 And cormorants fished amidst the sea-weed brown,
 Or on the low rocks nigh unto the sea,
 While over all the fresh wind merrily
 Blew from the sea, and o’er the pale blue sky
 Thin clouds were stretched the way the wind went by,
 And forward did the mighty waters press
 As though they loved the green earth’s stedfastness.
 Nought slept, but everything was bright and fair

 Beneath the bright sun and the noon-day air. 
 Now hovering there, he seemed to hear a sound
 Unlike the sea-bird’s cry, and, looking round,
 He saw a figure standing motionless
 Beneath the cliff, midway ‘twixt ness and ness,
 And as the wind lull’d heard that cry again,
 That sounded like the wail of one in pain;
 Wondering thereat, and seeking marvels new
 He lighted down, and toward the place he drew,
 And made invisible by Pallas’ aid,
 He came within the scarped cliff’s purple shade,
 And found a woman standing lonely there,
 Naked, except for tresses of her hair
 That o’er her white limbs by the breeze were wound,
 And brazen chains her weary arms that bound
 Unto the sea-beat overhanging rock,
 As though her golden-crowned head to mock.
 But nigh her feet upon the sand there lay
 Rich raiment that had covered her that day,
 Worthy to be the ransom of a king,
 Unworthy round such loveliness to cling.
 

 Alas, alas! no bridal play this was,
 The tremors that throughout her limbs did pass,
 Her restless eyes, the catching of her breath,
 Were but the work of the cold hand of death,
 She waited for, midst untold miseries,
 As, now with head cast back, and close-shut eyes
 She wailed aloud, and now all spent with woe
 Stared out across the rising sea, as though 
 She deemed each minute brought the end anigh
 For which in her despair she needs must cry.
 

  Then unseen Perseus stole anigh the maid,
 And love upon his heart a soft hand laid,
 And tender pity rent it for her pain,
 Nor yet an eager cry could he refrain,
 As now, transformed by that piteous sight,
 Grown like unto a god for pride and might,
 Down on the sand the mystic cap he east
 And stood before her with flushed face at last,
 And grey eyes glittering with his great desire
 Beneath his hair, that like a harmless fire
 Blown by the wind shone in her hopeless eyes.
 But she, all rigid with her first surprise,
 Ceasing her wailing as she heard his cry,
 Stared at him, dumb with fear and misery,
 Shrunk closer yet unto the rocky place
 And writhed her bound hands as to hide her face;
 But sudden love his heart did so constrain,
 With open mouth he strove to speak in vain
 And from his heart the hot tears ‘gan to rise;
 But she midst fear beheld his kind grey eyes,
 And then, as hope came glimmering through her dread,
 In a weak voice he scarce could hear, she said,
 “O Death! if thou hast risen from the sea,
 Sent by the gods to end this misery,
 I thank them that thou comest in this form,
 Who rather thought to see a hideous worm 
 Come trailing up the sands from out the deep,
 Or suddenly swing over from the steep
 To lap me in his folds, and bone by bone
 Crush all my body: come then, with no moan,
 Will I make ready now to leave the light.
 “But yet — thy face is wonderful and bright;
 Art thou a god? Ah, then be kind to me!
 Is there no valley far off from the sea
 Where I may live alone, afar from strife
 Nor anger any god with my poor life?

 Or do the gods delight in misery
 And art thou come to mock me ere I die?
 Alas, must they be pitiless, when they
 Fear not the hopeless slayer of the day!
 Speak, speak! what meanest thou by that sad smile?
 “O, if the gods could be but men awhile
 And learn such fearful things unspeakable
 As I have learned this morn, what man can tell
 What golden age might wrap the world again — 
 Ah, dost thou love me, is my speech not vain?
 Did not my beauty perish on this morn
 Dost thou not kiss me now for very scorn?
 Alas, my shame, I cannot flee from thee!
 Alas, my sin! no green-stemmed laurel tree
 Shall mock thy grasp, no misty mountain stream
 Shall wake thee shuddering from a lovely dream,
 No helping god shall hear, but thou alone! — 
 Help me, I faint! I see not! art thou gone?
 Alas! thy lips were warm upon my brow, 
 What good deed will it be to leave me now!
 “Oh, yet I feel thy kind and tender hand
 On my chained wrist, and thou wilt find some land
 Where I may live a little, free from fear?
 “And yet, and yet, if thou hast sought me here
 Being but a man, no manly thing it is,
 Nor hope thou from henceforth to live in bliss,
 If here thou wrongest me, who am but dead.”
 Then as she might she hung adown her head,
 Her bosom heaved with sobs, and from her eyes
 Long dried amidst those hopeless miseries
 Unchecked the salt tears o’er her bosom ran

 As love and shame their varying strife began.
 But overwhelmed with pity, mad with love
 Stammering, nigh weeping spoke the son of Jove, — 
 “Alas, what land is this, where such as thou
 Are thus tormented? look upon me now,
 And cease thy fear! no evil man am I,
 No cruel god to mock thy misery;
 But the gods help me, and their unmoved will
 Has sent me here to save thee from some ill,
 I know not what; to give thee rest from this,
 And unto me unutterable bliss,
 If from a man thou takest not away
 The gift thou gavest to a god to-day;
 But I may be a very god to thee,
 Because the gods are helpful unto me,
 Nor would I fear them aught if thou wert nigh,
 Since unto each it happeneth once to die. 
 “Speak not, sweet maid, till I have loosed thine hands
 From out the grasp of these unworthy bands.”
 So straight, and ere her lips could frame a word,
 From out its sheath he drew the gleaming sword,
 And while she shut her dazzled eyes for fear
 To see the glittering marvel draw anear,
 Unto her side her weary arms feel freed;
 Then must she shrink away, for now indeed
 With rest and hope and growing love there came
 Remembrance of her helplessness and shame,
 Weeping she said, “My fate is but to die,
 Forget the wild words of my misery,
 Take a poor maiden’s thanks, and leave this place,
 Nor for thy pity die before my face,
 As verily thou wilt if thou stay’st here;
 Because, however free thou art from fear,
 What hopest thou against this beast to do,
 My death, and thine unconquerable foe?
 When all a kingdom’s strength has had no hope

 With this strange horror, God-endowed, to cope,
 But deemed it good to give up one poor maid
 Unto his wrath, who makes the world afraid.”
 “Nay,” said he, “but thy fate shall be my fate,
 And on these sands thy bane will I await,
 Though I know nought of all his mightiness:
 For scarcely yet a man, I none the less
 Such things have done as make me now a name,
 Nor can I live a loveless life of shame,
 Or leave thee now, this day’s most god-like gain, 
 To suffer some unknown and mortal pain.”
 

 She, hurrying as he spoke, with trembling hands
 Had lifted up her raiment from the sands,
 And yet therewith she was not well arrayed,
 Before she turned round, ghastly white, and said,
 “Look seaward and behold, my death draw nigh,
 Not thine — not thine — but kiss me ere I die;
 Alas! how many things I had to tell,
 For certainly I should have loved thee well.”
 He came to her and kissed her as she sank
 Into his arms, and from the horror shrank,
 Clinging to him, scarce knowing he was there;
 But through the drifting wonder of her hair,
 Amidst his pity, he beheld the sea,
 And saw a huge wave rising mightily
 Above the smaller breakers of the shore,
 Which in its green breast for a minute bore
 A nameless horror, that it cast aland,
 And left, a huge mass on the oozing sand,

 That scarcely seemed a living thing to be,
 Until at last those twain it seemed to see,
 And gathering up its strange limbs, towards them passed.
 And therewithal a dismal trumpet-blast
 Rang from the tower, and from the distant town
 The wind in answer brought loud wails adown.
 Then Perseus gently put the maid from him,
 Who sank down shivering in her every limb,
 Silent despite herself for fear and woe, 
 As down the beech he ran to meet the foe.
 But he, beholding Jove’s son drawing near,
 A great black fold against him did uprear,
 Maned with grey tufts of hair, as some old tree
 Hung round with moss, in lands where vapours be;
 From his bare skull his red eyes glowed like flame,
 And from his open mouth a sound there came,
 Strident and hideous, that still louder grew
 As that rare sight of one in arms he knew:
 But godlike, fearless, burning with desire,
 The adamant jaws and lidless eyes of fire
 Did Perseus mock, and lightly leapt aside
 As forward did the torture-chamber glide
 Of his huge head, and ere the beast could turn,
 One moment bright did blue-edged Herpe burn,
 The next was quenched in the black flow of blood;
 Then in confusèd folds the hero stood,
 His bright face shadowed by the jaws of death,
 His hair blown backward by the poisonous breath;
 But all that passed, like lightning-lighted street
 In the dark night, as the blue blade did meet
 The wrinkled neck, and with no faltering stroke,

 Like a god’s hand the fell enchantment broke,
 And then again in place of crash and roar,
 He heard the shallow breakers on the shore,
 And o’er his head the sea-gull’s plaintive cry,
 Careless as gods for who might live or die.
 

 Then Perseus from the slimy loathsome coil 
 Drew out his feet, and then with little toil
 Smote off the head, the terror of the lands,
 And, dragging it along, went up the sands,
 Shouting aloud for joy, “Arise, arise,
 O thou whose name I know not! Open to-day,
 Am hastening now before thy feet to lay!
 Look up, look up! What shall thy sweet face be,
 That I have seen amidst such misery,
 When thou at last beginnest to rejoice.”
 Slowly she rose, her burdened heart found voice
 In sobs and murmurs inarticulate,
 And clean forgetting all the sport of fate,
 She scarce could think that she should ever die,
 As locked in fearless, loving, strait embrace,
 They made a heaven of that lone sandy place.
 Then on a rock smoothed by the washing sea
 They sat, and eyed each other lovingly.
 And few words at the first the maiden said,
 So wrapped she was in all the goodlihead
 Of her new life made doubly happy now:
 For her alone the sea-breeze seemed to blow,
 For her in music did the white surf fall,
 For her alone the wheeling birds did call
 Over the shallows, and the sky for her
 Was set with white clouds, far away and clear;
 E’en as her love, this strong and lovely one
 Who held her hand, was but for her alone.
 But after loving silence for a while, 

 She, turning round to him her heavenly smile,
 Said, “Tell me, O my love, what name is thine,
 What mother brought thee forth so nigh divine,
 Whence art thou come to take away my shame?”
 Then said he, “Fair love, Perseus is my name,
 Not known of men, though that may come to be;
 And her that bore me men call Danaë,
 And tales of my begetting people tell
 And call my father, Jove: but it befell
 Unto my mother, when I first was born,
 That she, cast out upon the sea, forlorn
 Of help of men, unto Seriphos came;
 And there she dwells as now, not gathering shame,
 But called a Queen; and thence I come indeed,
 Sent by the gods to help thee in thy need.”
 Then he began and told her everything
 Down to the slaying of the monstrous king,
 She listening to him meanwhile, glad at heart
 That he had played so fair and great a part.
 But all being told, she said, “This salt pool nigh
 Left by the tide, now mirrors well the sky,
 So smooth it is, and now I stand anear
 Canst thou not see my foolish visage clear,
 Yea, e’en the little gems upon my hands?
 May I not see this marvel of the lands
 So mirrored, and yet live — make no delay
 The sea is pouring fast into the bay,
 And we must soon be gone.”
 “Look down,” he said, 
 “And take good heed thou turnest not thine head.”
 Then gazing down, with shuddering dread and awe,
 Over her imaged shoulder, soon she saw
 The head rise up, so beautiful and dread,
 That, white and ghastly, yet seemed scarcely dead
 Beside the image of her own fair face,
 As, daring not to move from off the place,
 But trembling sore, she cried, “Enough, O love!
 What man shall doubt thou art the son of Jove;
 I think thou wilt not die:” then with her hand
 She hid her eyes, and trembling did she stand

 Until she felt his lips upon her cheek;
 Then turning round, with anxious eyes and meek,
 She gazed upon him, and some doubtful thought
 Up to her brow the tender colour brought,
 And sinking somewhat down her golden head,
 Stammering a little now these words she said,
 “O godlike man, thou dost not ask my name,
 Or why folk gave me up to death and shame;
 Dost thou not dread I am some sorceress,
 Whose evil deeds well earned me that distress?”
 “Tell me thy name,” he said; “yet as for thee
 I deem that thou wert bound beside the sea,
 Because the gods would have the dearest thing
 Thy land possessed for its own ransoming.”
 She said, “O love, the sea is rising fast,
 And time it is that we henceforth were past;
 The only path that leadeth to the down
 Is far, and thence a good way is the town; 
 Come then, and on our journey will I tell
 How all these things, now come to nought, befell.”
 “Lead me,” he said, and lifted from the sand
 The monster’s head; and therewith, hand in hand,
 Together underneath the cliffs they went,
 The while she told her tale to this intent.
 

 “This is the Syrian land, this town anigh
 Is Joppa, and Andromeda am I,
 Daughter of him who holds the sceptre there,
 King Cepheus and Cassiope the fair.
 “She, smit by cruel madness, brought ill fate,
 Upon the land to make it desolate;
 For by the place whence thou deliveredst me,
 An altar to the daughters of the sea
 Erewhile there stood, and we in solemn wise,
 Unto the maids were wont to sacrifice,

 And give them gifts of honey, oil, and wine,
 That we might have the love of folk divine;
 And so it chanced that on a certain day,
 When from that place the sea was ebbed away,
 Upon the firm sands I and many a maid
 About that altar went, while the flutes played
 Such notes as sea-folk love; and as we went
 Upon the wind rich incense-clouds we sent
 About the hallowed stone, whereon there lay
 Fruits of the earth for them to bear away;
 Thus did we maids, as we were wont to do,
 And watching us, as was their wont also, 
 Our mothers stood, my own amidst the rest.
 “But ere the rites were done, as one possessed
 She cried aloud, ‘Alas, what do we now,
 Such honour unto unseen folk to show!
 To spend our goods, our labour, and our lives,
 In serving these the careless sea-wind drives
 Hither and thither through the booming seas;
 While thou Andromeda art queen of these,
 And in thy limbs such lovely godhead moves,
 That thou shalt be new Mother of the Loves;
 Thou shalt not die! Go child, and sit alone,
 And take our homage on thy golden throne;
 And I that bore thee will but be thy slave,
 Nor shall another any worship have.’
 “Trembling awhile we stood with heads downcast,
 To hear those words, then from the beach we passed.;
 And sick at heart each went unto her home
 Expecting when the fearful death should come,
 Like those of Thebes, who, smit by arrows, fell
 Before the feet of her who loved too well.
 “And yet stayed not my mother’s madness there;

 She caused men make a silver image fair
 Of me unhappy, round the base she writ
 ‘Fairest of all,’ and bade men carry it,
 With flowers and music, down unto the sea,
 Who on the altar fixed it solidly
 Against the beating of the winds and waves.
 “But we, expecting now no quiet graves,
 Trembled at every murmur of the night, 
 And if a cloud should hide the noon sun bright
 Grew faint with terror; yet the days went by
 Harmless above our great iniquity,
 Until one wretched morn I woke to hear,
 Down in the street loud wails and cries of fear,
 And my heart died within me, nor durst I
 Ask for the reason of that bitter cry,
 Though soon I knew it — nigh unto the sea
 Were gathered folk for some festivity;
 When, at the happiest moment of their feast,
 Forth from the deep there came a fearful beast
 No man could name, who quickly snatched away
 Their fairest maid, and with small pain did slay
 Such men as there in arms before him stood;
 For unto him was steel as rotten wood,
 And darts as straw — nor grew the story old,
 Day after day e’en such a tale was told.

 — Kiss me, my love! I grow afraid again;
 Kiss me amid the memory of my pain.
 Draw me to thee, that I thine arms may feel,
 A better help than triple brass or steel!
 “Alas, love! folk began to look on me
 With angry eyes, and mutter gloomily,
 As pale and trembling through the streets I passed;
 And from the heavy thunder-cloud, at last
 The dreadful lightning quivered through the air:
 For on a day the people filled the square
 With arms and tumult, and my name I heard,

 But heard no more; for, shuddering and afeard, 
 Unto my far-off quiet bower I fled,
 And from that moment deemed myself but dead.
 How the time passed I know not, what they did
 I know not now; for like a quail half hid,
 When the hawk’s pinions shade the sun from him,
 Crouching adown, I felt my life wax dim.
 “The gods have made us mighty certainly
 That we can bear such things and yet not die.
 This morn — Ah, love, and was it yet this year,
 Wherein thou camest to me, kind and dear? — 
 This morn they brought me forth, they did on me
 This mocking raiment bright with bravery;
 They mocked my head with gold, with gems my feet,
 My heart with lovely songs and music sweet.
 Thou wouldst have wept to see me led along
 Amidst that dreary pomp with flowers and song,
 But if folk wept, how could I note it then;
 Most vain to me were grown all ways of men.
 “They brought me to mine image on the sands,
 They took it down, they bore it in their hands
 To deck mine empty tomb, I think, and then — 
 O cruel is the fearfulness of men,
 Striving a little while to ‘scape death’s pain! — 
 My naked body they spared not to chain,
 Lest I should ‘scape the death from which they fled,
 Then left me there alone and shamed — and dead — 
 While to his home each went again, to live
 Such vain forgetful life as fate might give. 
 “O love, to think that love can pass away,
 That, soon or late, to us shall come a day
 When this shall be forgotten! e’en this kiss
 That makes us now forget the high God’s bliss,
 And sons of men with all their miseries.”
 “Turn round,” he said, “and let your well-loved eyes
 Behold the sea from this high grassy hill,
 And thou shalt see the risen waves now fill
 The bay from horn to horn of it: no more
 Thy footprints bless the shell-strewn sandy shore,

 The vale the monster scooped as ‘neath my sword
 He writhed, the black stream that from out him poured,
 The rock we sat on, and the pool wherein
 Thou sawest the gods’ revenge for heedless sin — 
 How the green ripples of the shallow sea
 Cover the strife and passion peacefully,
 Nor lack the hallowing of the low broad sun.
 “So has love stolen upon us, lovely one,
 And quenched our old lives in this new delight,
 And if thou needs must think of that dull night
 That creepeth on no otherwise than this,
 Yet for that thought hold closer to thy bliss,
 Come nigher, come! forget the more thy pain.”
 

 So there of all love’s feasting were they fain,
 Words fail to tell the joyance that they had,
 And with what words they made each other glad.
 

SO, as it drew to ending of the day,
 Unto the city did they take their way,
 And when they stood before its walls at last
 They found the heavy gate thereof shut fast,
 And no one on the walls for very shame;
 Then to the wicket straightway Perseus came,
 And down the monster’s grinning head he threw,
 While on the horn a mighty blast he blew,
 But no one answered; then he cried aloud,
 “Come forth, O warders, and no more shrink cowed
 Behind your battlements! one man alone
 Has dared to do what thousands have not done,
 And the great beast besides the sea lies dead:
 Come forth, come forth! and gaze upon this head!”
 Then opened was the door a little way,
 And one peered forth and saw him with the may,
 And turning round some joyous words he cried

 Unto the rest, who oped the great gates wide,
 And through them Perseus the saved maiden led.
 Then as the folk cast eyes upon the head,
 They stopped their shouts to gaze thereon with fear,
 And timidly the women drew anear;
 But soon, beholding Perseus’ godlike grace,
 His mighty limbs, and flushed and happy face,
 Cried out unto the maid, “O happy thou,
 Who art well paid for every trouble now,
 In winning such a godlike man as this.”
 And many there were fain his skirts to kiss;
 But he smiled down on them, and said, “Rejoice,
 O girls, indeed, but yet lift heart and voice
 Unto the gods to-day, and not to me!
 For they it was who sent me to this sea.
 And first of all fail not to bless the Maid
 Through whom it came that I was not afraid.”
 So through the streets they went, and quickly spread
 News that the terror of the land was dead.
 And folk thronged round to see the twain go by,
 Or went before with flowers and minstrelsy,
 Rejoicing for the slaying of their shame.
 

 Thus harbinger’d the happy lovers came
 Unto King Cepheus’ royal house of gold.
 To whom by this the joyful cries had told
 That all was changed and still his days were good,
 So, eager in his well-built porch he stood,
 No longer now in mournful raiment clad.
 But when they met, then were those two more glad
 Than words can say; there came her mother, too,
 And round about her neck fair arms she threw,
 Weeping for joy; and all about the King
 The great men stood and eyed the fearful thing
 That lay at Perseus’ feet: then the King said,
 “O thou, who on this day hast saved my maid,

 Wilt thou rule half my kingdom from to-day?
 Or wilt thou carry half my wealth away?
 Or in some temple shall we honour thee, 
 Setting thine image up beside the sea?
 Ask what thou wilt before these mighty lords,
 And straightway is it thine without more words.”
 Then in his heart laughed Perseus: and, “O King,”
 He said, “I ask indeed a mighty thing;
 Yet neither will I take thy wealth away,
 Or make thee less a King than on this day,
 And in no temple shall mine image stand
 To look upon the sea that beats this land,
 For fear the God who now is friend to me
 Thereby should come to be mine enemy;
 And yet on this day am I grown so bold,
 I ask a greater gift than power or gold;
 Give me thy maiden saved, to be my bride,
 And let me go, because the world is wide,
 And the gods hate me not, and I am fain
 Some fertile land with these my hands to gain.
 Nor think thereby that thou wilt get thee shame,
 For if thou askest of my race and name,
 Perseus I am, the son of Danaë,
 Born nigh to Argos, by the sounding sea,
 And those that know, call me the son of Jove,
 Who in past days my mother’s face did love.”
 Then, glad at heart, the King said, “Poor indeed
 Were such a gift, to give thee to thy meed
 This that thine own unconquered hands have won.
 O ye! bring now the head and cast thereon
 Jewels and gold from out my treasury,
 Till nothing of its grimness men can see; 
 And let folk bring round to the harbour’s mouth
 My ship that saileth yearly to the south;
 That to his own land since it is his will
 This Prince may go; nor yet without his fill

 Of that which all men long for everywhere,
 Honour, and gold, and women kind and fair.
 And ye, O lords, to-morrow ere midday,
 Come hither to my house in great array,
 For then this marriage will we solemnize,
 Appeasing all the gods with gifts of price.”
 Then loud all shouted, and the end of day
 Being come, Andromeda was led away
 Unto her bower, and there within a while
 She fell asleep, and in her sleep did smile,
 For on the calm of that forgetfulness
 Her bliss some happy longings did impress.
 But in the Syrian King’s adorned hall
 Sat Perseus till the shadows ‘gan to fall
 Shorter beneath the moon, and still he thought
 Amid the feast of what a day had brought
 Unto his heart, a foolish void before,
 And for the morrow must he long so sore
 That all those joyances and minstrelsy
 Seemed unto him but empty things to be.
 

 Early next morn the city was astir,
 And country folk came in from far and near
 Hearing the joyous tidings that the beast
 Was dead, and fain to see the marriage feast, 
 And joyous folk wandered from street to street
 Crowned with fair flowers and singing carols sweet.
 Then to the maiden’s chamber maidens came,
 And woke her up to love and joyous shame,
 And as the merry sun streamed through the room
 Spread out unequalled marvels of the loom,
 Stored up for such an end in days long done,
 Ere yet her grey eyes looked upon the sun,
 Fine webs like woven mist, wrought in the dawn,
 Long ere the dew had left the sunniest lawn,
 Gold cloth so wrought that nought of gold seemed there,
 But rather sunlight over blossoms fair;
 You would have said that gods had made them, bright,
 To hide her body from the common light

 Lest men should die from unfulfilled desire.
 Gems too they showed wrought by the hidden fire
 That eats the world, and from the unquiet sea
 Pearls worth the ransom of an argosy.
 Yet all too little all these riches seemed
 In worship of her, who as one who dreamed,
 By her fair maidens’ hands was there arrayed,
 Then, with loose hair, ungirded as a maid
 Unto the threshold of the house was brought,
 But when her hand familiar fingers caught — 
 And when that voice, that erst amidst her fear
 She deemed a god’s, now smote upon her ear
 Like one new-born to heaven she seemed to be.
 But dreamlike was the long solemnity,
 Unreal the joyous streets, where yesterday 
 She passed half dead upon her wretched way;
 And though before the flickering altar flame
 She trembled when she thought of that past shame,
 And midst the shouting knit her brows to think
 Of what a cup these men had bidden her drink,
 Unreal they seemed, forgotten as a tale
 We cannot tell, though it may still avail
 For pensive thoughts betwixt the day and night.
 All things unto the gods were done aright;
 Beside the sea the flame and smoke uprose
 Over rich gifts of many things to those
 A woman’s tongue had wounded; golden veils
 And images, and bowls wrought o’er with tales,
 By all the altars of the gods were laid;
 On this last day of maidenhood the maid
 Had stood before the shrines, and there had thrown
 Sweet incense on the flame, and through the town
 The praises of immortals had been sung,
 And sacred flowers about the houses hung;
 And now the last hours of the dreamlike day
 Amid great feasting slowly passed away.
 

  But in that land there was a mighty lord,
 To whom erewhile the King had pledged his word
 That he should wed Andromeda, and he
 Heard through sure friends of this festivity
 And raged thereat, and thought that eve to come
 Unbidden to the feast and bear her home;
 Phineus his name was, great amidst great men. 
 He setting out, came to the great hall when
 The sun was well-nigh down, all armed was he,
 And at his back came on tumultuously
 His armed men-slaves, and folk that loved him dear.
 Beholding him, the King rose up in fear,
 And all about the place scared folk uprose
 As men surprised at feast by deadly foes;
 But Perseus laughing said, “What feat do ye
 This eve in honour of my sweet and me?
 Or are ye but the servants of the King
 Returned from doing for him some great thing
 In a far land? then sit here and be glad,
 For on this day the king feeds good and bad.”
 Then inarticulate with rage and grief
 Phineus turned on him, snatching at a sheaf
 Of darts that hung against a pillar there,
 And hurled one at him, that sung through his hair
 And smote a serving man down by his side;
 Then finding voice, he faced the King and cried,
 “What dost thou drinking with this robber here,
 Who comes to steal that which I hold so dear
 That on my knees I prayed for her to thee?
 Speak, Cepheus! wilt thou give her yet to me
 And have good peace withal, or wilt thou die?
 Ho, friends, and ye that follow, cry my cry!”
 

 Then straight the hall rang with a mighty shout
 Of “Phineus,” and from sheath and belt leapt out
 The gleaming steel, and Cepheus stammering 
 Took heart to say, “Think well upon this thing;
 What should I do? the man did save her life,
 And her he might have made his slave, as wife

 He asks for now; take gifts and go thy way
 Nor quench in blood the joyance of this day.”
 Then forth stood Perseus with a frowning face
 Before them all, and cried out from his place,
 “Get ye behind my back, all friends to me!
 And ere the lamps are lighted ye shall see
 A stranger thing than ye have ever dreamed;”
 And as he spake in his left hand there gleamed
 The gold-wrought satchel; but amazed and cowed
 Did the King’s friends behind the hero crowd,
 Who, ere from out the bag he drew the head,
 Unto that band of fierce new-comers said;
 “Will ye have life or death? if life, then go
 And on the grass outside your armour throw,
 And then returning, drink to my delight
 Until the summer sun puts out the night.”
 But loud they shouted, swaying to and fro,
 And mocked at him, and cried aloud to know
 If in his hand Jove’s thunderbolt he had,
 Or Mars’ red sword that makes the eagles glad;
 But Phineus, raging, cried, “Take him alive,
 That we for many an hour the wretch may drive
 With thongs and clubs until he longs to die!”
 Then all set on him with a mighty cry,
 But, with a shout that thrilled high over theirs,
 He drew the head out by the snaky hairs 
 And turned on them the baleful glassy eyes;
 Then sank to silence all that storm of cries
 And clashing arms; the tossing points that shone
 In the last sunbeams, went out one by one
 As the sun left them, for each man there died,
 E’en as the shepherd on the bare hill-side,
 Smitten amid the grinding of the storm;
 When, while the hare lies flat in her wet form,
 E’en strong men quake for fear in houses strong,

 And nigh the ground the lightning runs along.
 But upright on their feet the dead men stood,
 In brow and cheek still flushed the angry blood;
 This smiled, the mouth of that was open wide,
 This other drew the great sword from his side,
 All were at point to do this thing or that.
 

 As silent in the hall the living sat
 As those dead men, till Perseus turned at last
 And over all a kingly look he cast,
 And said, “O friends, drink yet one cup to me,
 And then to-morrow will I try the sea
 With this my love; and, sweet Andromeda,
 Forgive me that I needs must play this play;
 Forget it, sweet! thou wilt not see again
 This land of thine, upland, or hill, or plain;
 There where we go shall all be new to thee
 Except the love that thou hast won from me.”
 Then to her frightened face there came a smile,
 And in her cheeks within a little while 
 Sweet colour came again; but right few words
 Upon that night were said of king or lords.
 

 But soon again the lovers were alone
 Of all the sons of men remembering none,
 Forgetting every god but him whose bow
 About the vexed and flowery earth doth go.
 

SO on the morn, when risen was the sun
 About the capstan did the shipmen run,
 Warping the great ship to the harbour mouth
 That yearly went for treasures to the south,
 And thither from the palace did men bear
 Bales of rich cloth, and golden vessels rare,
 And gold new coined, and silver bars of weight.
 And women-slaves with bodies slim and straight
 Stood on the snow-white deck, and strong men-slaves
 Brought from some conquered land beyond the waves
 Bore down rich burdens; so when all things due
 Were laid on ship-board, and to noon it grew
 Thither came Perseus with his new-wed wife,
 And she, as losing somewhat of her life
 Was pensive now, and silent, and regret
 Must move her that her heart must soon forget
 All folk and things where first her life began, 
 Yea, e’en the mother, whose worn face and wan,
 Tearless and haughty, yet looked o’er the sea,
 As though the life wherein no good could be
 She still would hear in every god’s despite — 

 — Ah, folk forget; the damsel’s heart grew light
 E’en while her country’s cliffs she yet could see.
 Should she remember, when so lovingly
 That cheek touched hers, and he was hers alone?
 

  Love while ye may; if twain grow into one
 ’Tis for a little while; the time goes by,
 No hatred ‘twixt the pair of friends doth lie,
 No troubles break their hearts — and yet, and yet — 
 How could it be? we strove not to forget;
 Rather in vain to that old time we clung,
 Its hopes and wishes round our hearts we hung,
 We played old parts, we used old names — in vain,
 We go our ways, and twain once more are twain;
 Let pass — at latest when we come to die
 Thus shall the fashion of the world go by.
 But these, while still at brightest love’s flame burned,
 Were glad indeed, as towards Seriphos turned
 Bright shone their gilded prow against the sun.
 

 Meanwhile the folk of Joppa, one by one,
 Took Phineus’ people and their master dead
 All turned to stone as they had seen the head,
 And in a lonely place they set them down,
 Upon a hill that overlooked the town, 
 And round about them built a wall, four-square,
 And at each corner raised a temple fair,
 And therein altars made they unto Jove,
 Pallas, and Neptune, and the God of Love;
 And in Jove’s temple carved that history,
 That those who came there after them might see,
 From first to last, how all these things were done,
 And how these men last looked upon the sun.
 

  But the two lovers going on their way
 Grew happier still, as bright day followed day;
 And, the wind favouring, in a little while
 They reached the low shore of the well-loved isle;
 And, having beached the well-built keel, took land
 Where Danae’s boat first touched the yellow sand.
 Then cityward alone did Perseus go
 His fatal gift unto the King to show;
 And, passing through the fair fields hastily,
 Reached the green precinct, where he thought to see
 His mother, he had left alive and well;
 But from inside upon his ears there fell
 A noise of shrieks and clashing arms and shouts;
 Thereto he ran beset with many doubts,
 Since Polydectes’ evil wiles he knew,
 And what a fate he erst had doomed him to;
 So, hurrying through, he reached the shrine at last,
 And there beheld his mother, her arms cast
 About Minerva’s image, and by her
 Good Dictys, who, with shield and glittering spear, 
 Abode the onslaught of an armed band,
 At head of whom did Polydectes stand.
 Then to her side sprang Perseus with a cry,
 And at that sight and sound she joyfully
 Said, “Com’st thou, long desired? nought fear I now,
 This kingly traitor soon shall lie alow.”
 Then the King tottered backward, and awhile
 Stood staring at him: but an evil smile
 Soon hid his fear, as, turning, he beheld
 The glittering weapons that his stout slaves held,
 And he cried out, “Yea, art thou back again?

 And was my story forged for thee in vain?
 Be merry then, but give me place or die!
 I am not one to meet thee fearfully.
 But thee, O brother, must I then slay thee,
 And in our house must one more story be?
 Give back! nor for a woman’s foolishness,
 Bring curses on the name thou shouldest bless.

 — Set on at once then! take the three of them!”
 Then once more clashed the spears, but on the hem
 Of that dread satchel Perseus set his hand,
 And put his friend aside, and took his stand
 Betwixt his mother and the island men;
 And terribly he cried, “Thus take thou then
 The gift thou badst me bring to thee! nor ask
 Of any man again another task,
 Except to cast on thee a little sand
 That thou may’st reach in peace the shadowy land.”
 His mocking speech he ended with a shout, 
 And from the bag the dreadful head drew out,
 And shook it in the King’s bewildered face;
 Who unto him yet strove to make one pace
 With feebly brandished spear and drooping shield,
 Then unto stony death his heart did yield,
 And without any cry upright he died,
 With fallen arms and fixed eyes staring wide.
 But of his men the bravest turned and fled,
 And on the ground some trembled, well-nigh dead
 For very fear, till Perseus cried, “Arise,
 Lay down your arms and go! Henceforth be wise;
 Nor at kings’ biddings ‘gainst the just gods strive.”
 But as they slunk away, too glad to live
 To need more words, and shivering with their dread,

 Once more did Perseus hide the fearful head,
 And toward his mother turned; who, with pale face,
 Stood trembling there, remembering that embrace
 Within the brazen house; but now he threw
 His arms about her as he used to do
 When her own arms his little body bore;
 And smiling, even as he smiled of yore,
 He said, “O mother, fear me not at all,
 But yet bethink thee of the brazen wall
 And golden Jove, nor doubt from him I came;
 And no more now shall I be called thy shame,
 But thy defence and glory everywhere.
 

 “But now to lovely Argos let us fare,
 Too small a land this is become for thee, 
 And I may hope a greater sovereignty,
 Who, by God’s help, have done such mighty things,
 Which I will tell thee of, while the wind sings
 Amongst the shrouds of my rich-laden keel,
 While by thy feet a god-given gift shall kneel,
 My bride new won; in such-like guise will we
 Come back to him who gave us to the sea,
 And make our peace and all ill blood forget,
 That through long happy years thou mayst live yet.”
 Then did he take good Dictys by the hand,
 And said, “O righteous man, we leave this land,
 Nor leave thee giftless for the welcoming
 Thou gav’st us erst, nor for this other thing
 That thou hast wrought for us this happy tide;
 Therefore do thou as King herein abide,
 And win Jove’s love by helping in such wise
 As thou didst us, folk sunk in miseries.”
 So gave he kingdoms, as he took away,
 For strong the God was in him on that day,
 And the gods smiled to hear him; yea, and she
 Who armed him erst, then dealt so lovingly,

 She caused the people’s hearts towards him to yearn,
 Who, thronging round, began somehow to learn
 The story of his deeds, and cried aloud,
 “Be thou our King!” Then showed he to the crowd
 Dictys his friend, and said, “Ito my kin
 Must go, mine heritage and goods to win,
 And a king, deal with kings; but yet see here
 This royal man, my helpful friend and dear; 
 Loved of the gods, surely he is of worth
 For greater things.” So saying he went forth
 And ‘mid their reverence, leading by the hand
 His happy mother, turned unto the strand;
 And still the wondering folk with them must go,
 And now such honour unto him would show,
 That rather they would make him God than King;
 But while fresh carols round him these did sing
 They came unto the low, sea-beaten sand;
 And Danae took the Syrian by the hand
 And kissed her, full of joy that such an one
 Should bear brave children to her godlike son:
 Then Perseus gave commands, and on the shore
 Great gifts they laid from out his plenteous store,
 To glad King Dictys’ eyes withal, and then
 Bade farewell to him and his island men;
 And all took ship, and hoisting sail straightway,
 Departed o’er the restless plain and grey.
 

 Now fair the wind was for a day and night,
 But on the second day as it grew light,
 And they were thinking that they soon should be
 At Argos, rose a tempest on the sea,
 And drave them from their course unto a land
 Far north thereof. So on the yellow sand

 They hauled their ship, and thereto presently
 The good folk of the country drew anigh,
 To make their market; and being asked, they said
 That this was Thessaly, that strait paths led 
 Through rugged mountains to a fertile plain
 Peneus watered, rich with many a fane:
 That following down the stream they soon should come
 Unto a mighty people’s glorious home,
 A god-loved ancient city, called of men
 Larissa, and the time was fitting then
 To go thereto, and there should they have rest,
 For now each corner was an honoured guest,
 Because Teutamias, the Thessalian king,
 His father dead with games was honouring.
 Then to that city Perseus fain would go,
 His might unto the gathered men to show;
 Desiring, too, to gather tidings there
 Of how the old Acrisius yet might fare,
 And if unto his scarce-seen Argive home
 He in good peace might venture now to come.
 So of the country folk he took fair steeds
 And gave them gold, and goods for all their needs,
 And with a trusty band with this intent
 Through the rough passes of the hills he went,
 Bearing his mother, and the Syrian may:
 As of a king’s men deemed of his array,
 When to the fertile peopled fields he came;
 But yet he bade that none should tell his name.
 So coming to Larissa, all men thought,
 That he who with him such great marvels brought
 Was some great king, though scanty was his band;
 So honour did he get on every hand.

 But when the games began, and none could win 
 A prize in any, if he played therein,
 A greater name they gave him, saying, “What worth
 In this poor age is left upon the earth
 To do such deeds? Surely no man this is,
 But some god weary of the heavenly bliss.”
 At last, when all the other games were done,
 Men fell to play at casting of the stone;
 And strong men cast it, mighty of their hands,
 Bearers of great names in the Grecian lands:
 But Perseus stood and watched the play alone,
 Nor did he move when every man had thrown.
 Then cried Teutamias, “Nameless one! see now
 How mightily these strong-armed heroes throw:
 Canst thou prevail in this as in the rest?”
 “O King!” said Perseus, “now I think it best
 To try the Fates no more; I must be gone:
 Therefore to-day thou seest me thus alone,
 For in the house my white-armed damsels stay
 To order matters for our homeward way.”
 “Nay, stranger,” said the King, “but rather take
 This golden garland for Teutamias’ sake,
 And try one cast: look, here I have with me
 A well-loved guest, who is most fain to see
 Thy godlike strength, yea we will draw anigh
 To watch the heavy stone like Jove’s bolt fly
 Forth from thine hand.” Then Perseus smiled and said,
 “Nay then, be wary, and guard well thine head.!
 For who of mortals knoweth where and when
 The bolts of Jove shall smite down foolish men?”
 So said he, and withal the King drew nigh,
 And with him an old man, who anxiously
 Peered round him as if looking for a foe;
 Then Perseus made him ready for the throw,
 But even as he stooped the stone to raise,

 The old man said, “That I the more may praise
 This hero’s cast, come to the other end
 And we shall see the hill of granite send
 The earth and stones up as its course is spent.”
 So then beyond the furthest cast they went
 By some three yards, and stood aside; but now
 Since it was evening and the sun was low
 Its beams were in their eyes, nor could they see
 If Perseus moved or not, then restlessly
 Looking this way or that, the ancient man,
 Gathering his garments up, in haste began
 To cross the place, but when a warning shout
 Rang in his ears, then wavering and in doubt
 He stopped, and scarcely had he time to hear
 A second cry of horror and of fear,
 Ere crushed, and beaten down upon the ground,
 The end of all his weary life he found.
 

 Then women shrieked, and strong men shouted out,
 And Perseus ran to those that drew about
 The slain old man, and asked them of his name,
 But the King, eyeing him as nigh he came,
 Said, “This we know, and thy hid name we know,
 For certainly thou art his fated foe, 
 His very daughter’s strange-begotten son,
 The child the sea cast up, the dreaded one.
 This was Acrisius, who for fear of thee
 Shut up thy mother by the sounding sea;
 This was the man, who, for the very dread
 Of meeting thee, from lovely Argos fled
 To be my guest. Nay, let thy sharp sword bide
 Within its sheath, the world is fair and wide,
 Nor have we aught to do to thee for this;

 Go then in peace, and live in woe or bliss
 E’en as thou may’st, but stay with us no more,
 Because we fear the gods may plague us sore
 For this thy deed, though they would have it so.”
 

 Then soberly thenceforth did Perseus go
 Unto his folk, and straightly told them all
 That on that luckless day had chanced to fall;
 Wondering thereat, there made they no delay
 But down unto the sea they took their way;
 And much did Danae ponder as they went
 How the high gods had wrought out their intent,
 And thinking on these things she needs must sigh
 For pity of her sweet life passing by.
 But when they reached the border of the sea,
 Then Perseus said, “Though all unwittingly
 I slew this man, and though perchance of right
 His throne is mine, yet never will I fight
 Against the just gods, and I fear the stain
 Of kindred blood, if slaying him I gain 
 His kingdom and the city of my birth:
 Now, therefore, since the gods have made the earth
 Most fair in many places, let us go
 Where’er the god-sent fated wind shall blow
 The ship, that carries one the high gods love.
 But first the armed lovely Maid of Jove
 Here let us worship, on this yellow beach,
 That her, my helper erst, we may beseech
 To grant us much, and first of all things, this,
 A land where we may dwell awhile in bliss.”
 They heard him gladly, for the most of those
 Were young, nor yet by mishaps and by foes
 Had learned to think the world a dreary thing;
 So round about the altar did they sing

 And feasted well, and when the day came round
 Once more, they went a-shipboard to the sound
 Of trumpets and heart-moving melody,
 And gave their rich keel to the restless sea.
 Then for four days before the wind they drove,
 Until at last in sight a new land hove
 Their pilot called the coast of Argolis,
 That rich in cattle and in horses is.
 But landing there had Perseus’ godlike fame
 Gone on before him, and the people came
 And cried upon him for their king and lord,
 The people’s saving shield and conquering sword;
 So in that land he failed not to abide,
 And there with many rites he purified
 His fated hands of that unlooked-for guilt: 
 And there a town within a while he built
 Men call Mycenæ. Peaceful grew the land
 The while the ivory rod was in his hand,
 For robbers fled, and good men still waxed strong,
 And in no house was any sound of wrong,
 Until the Golden Age seemed there to be,
 So steeped the land was in felicity.
 

 Time past, and there his wife and mother died,
 And he, no god, must lie down by their side,
 While Alceus his first son reigned after him,
 A conquering king, and fair, and strong of limb.
 

 But long ere this he did not fail to lay
 The sacred things that brought him on his way
 Within Minerva’s temple; there with awe
 ‘Twixt silver bars, all folk these marvels saw,
 But not for long, for on the twentieth day
 From the fair temple were they snatched away
 Though by the armed priests guarded faithfully.

 But still the empty wallet there did lie
 Wherein had Perseus borne the head with him,
 Which still when his great deeds were waxing dim,
 Hung in the Maiden’s temple near the shrine,
 And folk would pour before it oil and wine.
 

 And know besides, that from that very year
 Those who are wise say that the Maid doth bear
 Amidst her shield that awful snaky head
 Whereby so many heedless ones are dead.
 

BEFORE the last words of his tale were done
 The purple hills had hidden half the sun,
 But when the story’s death a silence made
 Within the hall, in freshness and in shade
 The trembling blossoms of the garden lay.
 Few words at first the elder men could say,
 For thinking how all stories end with this,
 Whatever was the midway gain and bliss:
 “He died, and in his place was set his son;
 He died, and in a few days every one
 Went on their way as though he had not been.”
 Yet with the pictures that their eyes had seen,
 As still from point to point that history past,
 And round their thoughts its painted veil was cast,
 Their hearts were softened, — far away they saw
 That other world, that ‘neath another law
 Had lived and died; when man might hope to see
 Some earthly image of Divinity,
 And yet not die, but, strengthened by the sight,
 Cast fear away, and go from might to might,
 Until to godlike life, though short, he came,
 Amidst all losses winning hope of fame,
 Nor losing joy the while his life should ‘dure,
 For that at least his valiant strife made sure,
 That still in place of dreamy, youthful hope,
 With slow decay and certain death could cope. 
 So mused the Wanderers, and awhile might deem
 That world might not be quite an empty dream,
 But dim foreshadowings of what yet might come
 When they perforce must leave that new-gained home;
 Foreshadowings mingled with the images
 Of man’s misdeeds in greater days than these.
 

  With no harsh words their musing was undone,
 The garden birds sang down the setting sun,
 A rainy wind from ‘twixt the trees arose,
 And sang a mournful counterpoint to those;
 And, ere the rain amidst the dark could fall,
 The minstrel’s song was ringing through the hall.
 

WHEN April-tide was melting into May,
 Within a hall that midst the gardens lay
 These elders met, and having feasted well,
 The time came round the wonted tale to tell.
 Then spake a Wanderer: “Sirs, it happed to me,
 Long years agone, to cross the narrow sea
 That ‘twixt us Drontheimers and England lies;
 Young was I then, and little thought these eyes
 Should see so many lands ere all was done.
 “But this land was a fair and fertile one,
 As at that time, for April-tide it was,
 Even as now; well, sirs, it came to pass
 That to this town or that we took our way,
 Or in some abbey’s guesten-chamber lay,
 And many tales we heard, some false, some true,
 Of the ill deeds our fathers used to do
 Within that land; and still the tale would end,
 ‘Yet did the Saint his Holy House defend;’

 Or, ‘Sirs, their fury all was nought and vain,
 And by our Earl the pirate-king was slain.’
 God wot, I laughed full often in my sleeve,
 And could have told them stories, by their leave,
 With other endings: but I held my tongue.
 Let each king’s deeds in his own land be sung,
 And then will lies stretch far. Besides, these men
 Were puffed up with their luck and glory then, 
 For at that tide, within the land of France,
 Unto their piping must all people dance. — 

 — But let that pass, for Captain Rolf has told
 How, on the way, their king he did behold.
 

 “For other tales they told, and one of these
 Not all the washing of the troublous seas,
 Not all the changeful days whereof ye know,
 Has swept from out my memory; even so
 Small things far off will be remembered clear
 When matters both more weighty, and more near,
 Are waxing dim to us. I, who have seen
 So many lands, and midst such marvels been,
 Clearer than these abodes of outland men,
 Can see above the green and unburnt fen
 The little houses of an English town,
 Cross-timbered, thatched with fen-reeds coarse and brown,
 And high o’er these, three gables, great and fair,
 That slender rods of columns do upbear
 Over the minster doors, and imagery

 Of kings, and flowers no summer field doth see,
 Wrought on those gables. — Yea, I heard withal,
 In the fresh morning air, the trowels fall
 Upon the stone, a thin noise far away;
 For high up wrought the masons on that day,
 Since to the monks that house seemed scarcely well
 Till they had set a spire or pinnacle
 Each side the great porch. In that burgh I heard 
 This tale, and late have set down every word
 That I remembered, when the thoughts would come,
 Of what we did in our deserted home,
 And of the days, long past, when we were young,
 Nor knew the cloudy woes that o’er us hung.
 And howsoever I am now grown old,
 Yet is it still the tale I then heard told
 Within the guest-house of that minster-close,
 Whose walls, like cliffs new-made, before us rose.”
 

THE PROUD KING.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

A CERTAIN King, blinded by pride, thought that he was something more than man, if not equal to God; but such a judgment fell on him that none knew him for king, and he suffered many things, till in the end, humbling himself, he regained his kingdom and honour.
 

IN a far country that I cannot name,
 And on a year long ages past away,
 A King there dwelt, in rest and ease and fame,
 And richer than the Emperor is to-day:
 The very thought of what this man might say,
 From dusk to dawn kept many a lord awake,
 For fear of him did many a great man quake.
 

 Young was he when he first sat on the throne,
 And he was wedded to a noble wife,
 But at the daïs must he sit alone,
 Nor durst a man speak to him for his life,
 Except with leave: nought knew he change or strife,
 But that the years passed silently away,
 And in his black beard gathered specks of grey
 

 Now so it chanced, upon a May morning,

 Wakeful he lay when yet low was the sun,
 Looking distraught at many a royal thing,
 And counting up his titles one by one,
 And thinking much of things that he had done;
 For full of life he felt, and hale and strong,
 And knew that none durst say-when he did wrong.
 

 For no man now could give him dread or doubt,
 The land was ‘neath his sceptre far and wide,
 And at his beck would well-armed myriads shout.
 Then swelled his vain, unthinking heart with pride,
 Until at last he raised him up and cried,
 “What need have I for temple or for priest,
 Am I not God, whiles that I live at least.”
 

 And yet withal that dead his fathers were,
 He needs must think, that quick the years pass by;
 But he, who seldom yet had seen death near
 Or heard his name, said, “Still I may not die
 Though underneath the earth my fathers lie;
 My sire indeed was called a mighty king,
 Yet in regard of mine, a little thing
 

 “His kingdom was; moreover his grandsire
 To him was but a prince of narrow lands,
 Whose father, though to things he did aspire
 Beyond most men, a great knight of his hands,
 Yet ruled some little town where now there stands 
 The kennel of my dogs; then may not I
 Rise higher yet, nor like poor wretches die?
 

 “Since up the ladder ever we have gone
 Step after step nor fallen back again;
 And there are tales of people who have won
 A life enduring, without care or pain,
 Or any man to make their wishes vain;

 Perchance this prize unwitting now I hold;
 For times change fast, the world is waxen old.”
 

 So ‘mid these thoughts once more he fell asleep,
 And when he woke again, high was the sun,
 Then quickly from his gold bed did he leap,
 And of his former thoughts remembered none,
 But said, “To-day through green woods will we run,
 Nor shall to-day be worse than yesterday,
 But better it may be, for game and play.”
 

 So for the hunt was he apparelled,
 And forth he rode with heart right well at ease;
 And many a strong, deep-chested hound they led,
 Over the dewy grass betwixt the trees,
 And fair white horses fit for the white knees
 Of Her the ancients fabled rides a-nights
 Betwixt the setting and the rising lights.
 

 Now following up a mighty hart and swift
 The King rode long upon that morning tide, 
 And since his horse was worth a kingdom’s gift,
 It chanced him all his servants to outride,
 Until unto a shaded river-side
 He came alone at hottest of the sun,
 When all the freshness of the day was done.
 

 Dismounting there, and seeing so far adown
 The red-finned fishes o’er the gravel play,
 It seemed that moment worth his royal crown
 To hide there from the burning of the day,
 Wherefore he did off all his rich array,
 And tied his horse unto a neighbouring tree,
 And in the water sported leisurely.
 

  But when he was fulfilled of this delight
 He gat him to the bank well satisfied,
 And thought to do on him his raiment bright
 And homeward to his royal house to ride;
 But ‘mazed and angry, looking far and wide
 Nought saw he of his horse and rich attire,
 And ‘gainst the thief ‘gan threaten vengeance dire.
 

 But little help his fury was to him,
 So lustily he ‘gan to shout and cry;
 None answered, still the lazy chub did swim
 By inches ‘gainst the stream; away did fly
 The small pied bird, but nathless stayed anigh,
 And o’er the stream still plied his fluttering trade,
 Of such a helpless man not much afraid.
 

 Weary of crying in that lonely place
 He ceased at last, and thinking what to do,
 E’en as he was, up stream he set his face,
 Since not far off a certain house he knew
 Where dwelt his ranger, a lord leal and true,
 Who many a bounty at his hands had had,
 And now to do him ease would be right glad.
 

 Thither he hastened on, and as he went
 The hot sun sorely burned his naked skin,
 The whiles he thought, “When he to me has lent
 Fine raiment, and at ease I sit within
 His coolest chamber clad in linen thin,
 And drinking wine, the best that he has got,
 I shall forget this troublous day and hot.”
 

 Now note, that while he thus was on his way,
 And still his people for their master sought,
 There met them one who in the King’s array

 Bestrode his very horse, and as they thought
 Was none but he in good time to them brought,
 Therefore they hailed him King, and so all rode
 From out the forest to his fair abode.
 

 And there in royal guise he sat at meat,
 Served, as his wont was, ‘neath the canopy,
 And there the hounds fawned round about his feet,
 And there that city’s elders did he see,
 And with his lords took counsel what should be; 
 And there at supper when the day waxed dim
 The Queen within his chamber greeted him.
 

LEAVE we him there; for to the ranger’s gate
 The other came, and on the horn he blew,
 Till peered the wary porter through the grate
 To see if he, perchance, the blower knew,
 Before he should the wicket-gate undo;
 But when he saw him standing there, he cried,
 “What dost thou friend, to show us all thine hide?
 

 “We list not buy to-day or flesh or fell;
 Go home and get thyself a shirt at least,
 If thou wouldst aught, for saith our vicar well,
 That God hath given clothes e’en to the beast.”
 Therewith he turned to go, but as he ceased
 The King cried out, “Open, O foolish man!
 I am thy lord and King, Jovinian;
 

 “Go now, and tell thy master I am here
 Desiring food and clothes, and in this plight,
 And then hereafter need’st thou have no fear,
 Because thou didst not know me at first sight.”

 “Yea, yea, I am but dreaming in the night,”
 The carle said, “and I bid thee, friend, to dream,
 Come through! here is no gate, it doth but seem.”
 

 With that his visage vanished from the grate;
 But when the King now found himself alone,
 He hurled himself against the mighty gate,
 And beat upon it madly with a stone,
 Half wondering midst his rage, how any one
 Could live, if longed-for things he chanced to lack;
 But midst all this, at last the gate flew back,
 

 And there the porter stood, brown-bill in hand,
 And said, “Ah, fool, thou makest this ado,
 Wishing before my lord’s high seat to stand;
 Thou shalt be gladder soon hereby to go,
 Or surely nought of handy blows I know.
 Come, willy nilly, thou shalt tell this tale
 Unto my lord, if aught it may avail.”
 

 With that his staff he handled, as if he
 Would smite the King, and said, “Get on before!
 St Mary! now thou goest full leisurely,
 Who, erewhile, fain wouldst batter down the door.
 See now, if ere this matter is passed o’er,
 I come to harm, yet thou shalt not escape,
 Thy back is broad enow to pay thy jape.”
 

 Half blind with rage the King before him passed,
 But nought of all he doomed him to durst say,
 Lest he from rest nigh won should yet be cast,
 So with a swelling heart he took his way,
 Thinking right soon his shame to cast away, 

 And the carie followed still, ill satisfied
 With such a wretched losel to abide.
 

 Fair was the ranger’s house and new and white,
 And by the King built scarce a year agone,
 And carved about for this same lord’s delight
 With woodland stories deftly wrought in stone;
 There oft the King was wont to come alone,
 For much he loved this lord, who erst had been
 A landless squire, a servant of the Queen.
 

 Now long a lord and clad in rich attire,
 In his fair hall he sat before the wine
 Watching the evening sun’s yet burning fire,
 Through the close branches of his pleasance shine,
 In that mood when man thinks himself divine,
 Remembering not whereto we all must come,
 Not thinking aught but of his happy home.
 

 From just outside loud mocking merriment
 He heard midst this; and therewithal a squire
 Came hurrying up, his laughter scarcely spent,
 Who said, “My lord, a man in such attire
 As Adam’s, ere he took the devil’s hire,
 Who saith that thou wilt know him for the King,
 Up from the gate John Porter needs must bring.
 

 “He to the King is nothing like in aught
 But that his beard he weareth in such guise 
 As doth my lord: wilt thou that he be brought?
 Perchance some treason ‘neath his madness lies.”
 “Yea,” saith the ranger, “that may well be wise,
 But haste, for this eve am I well at ease,
 Nor would be wearied with such folk as these.”
 

  Then went the squire, and coming back again,
 The porter and the naked King brought in,
 Who thinking now that this should end his pain,
 Forgat his fury and the porter’s sin,
 And said, “Thou wonderest how I came to win
 This raiment, that kings long have ceased to wear,
 Since Noah’s flood has altered all the air?
 

 “Well, thou shalt know, but first I pray thee, Hugh,
 Reach me that cloak that lieth on the board,
 For certes, though thy folk are leal and true,
 It seemeth that they deem a mighty lord
 Is made by crown, and silken robe, and sword;
 Lo, such are borel folk; but thou and I
 Fail not to know the signs of majesty.
 

 “Thou risest not! thou lookest strange on me!
 Ah, what is this? Who reigneth in my stead?
 How long hast thou been plotting secretly?
 Then slay me now, for if I be not dead
 Armies will rise up when I nod my head.
 Slay me! — or cast thy treachery away,
 And have anew my favour from this day.”
 

 “Why should I tell thee that thou ne’er wast king?
 The ranger said, “Thou knowest not what I say;
 Poor man, I pray God help thee in this thing,
 And, ere thou diest send thee some good day;
 Nor hence unholpen shalt thou go away.

 Good fellows, this poor creature is but mad,
 Take him, and in a coat let him be clad;
 

 “And give him meat and drink, and on this night
 Beneath some roof of ours let him abide,
 For some day God may set his folly right.”
 Then spread the King his arms abroad and cried,
 “Woe to thy food, thy house, and thee betide,
 Thou loathsome traitor! Get ye from the hall,
 Lest smitten by God’s hand this roof should fall;
 

 “Yea, if the world be but an idle dream,
 And God deals nought with it, yet shall ye see
 Red flame from out these careen windows stream.
 I, I, will burn this vile place utterly,
 And strewn with salt the poisonous earth shall be,
 That such a wretch of such a man has made,
 That so such Judases may grow afraid.”
 

 Thus raving, those who held him he shook off
 And rushed from out the hall, nigh mad indeed,
 And gained the gate, not heeding blow or scoff,
 Nor longer of his nakedness took heed, 
 But ran, he knew not where, at headlong speed.
 Till, when at last his strength was fully spent,
 Worn out, he fell beneath a woody bent.
 

 But for the ranger, left alone in peace,
 He bade his folk bring in the minstrelsy;
 And thinking of his life, and fair increase
 Of all his goods, a happy man was he,
 And towards his master felt right lovingly,
 And said, “This luckless madman will avail
 When next I see the King for one more tale.”
 

MEANWHILE the real King by the road-side lay,
 Panting, confused, scarce knowing if he dreamed,
 Until at last, when vanished was the day,
 Through the dark night far off a bright light gleamed;
 Which growing quickly, down the road there streamed
 The glare of torches, held by men who ran
 Before the litter of a mighty man.
 

 These mixed with soldiers soon the road did fill,
 And on their harness could the King behold
 The badge of one erst wont to do his will,
 A counsellor, a gatherer-up of gold,
 Who underneath his rule had now grown old: 
 Then wrath and bitterness so filled his heart,
 That from his wretched lair he needs must start;
 

 And o’er the clatter shrilly did he cry,
 “Well met, Duke Peter! ever art thou wise;
 Surely thou wilt not let a day go by
 Ere thou art good friends with mine enemies;
 O fit to rule within a land of lies,
 Go on thy journey, make thyself more meet
 To sit in hell beneath the devil’s feet!”
 

 But as he ceased a soldier drew anear,
 And smote him flatling with his sheathed sword,
 And said, “Speak louder, that my lord may hear,
 And give thee wages for thy ribald word!
 Come forth, for I must show thee to my lord,
 For he may think thee more than mad indeed,
 Who of men’s ways hast taken wondrous heed.”
 

 Now was the litter stayed midmost the road,
 And round about, the torches in a ring

 Were gathered, and their flickering light now glowed
 In gold and gems and many a lordly thing,
 And showed that face well known unto the King,
 That, smiling yesterday, right humble words
 Had spoken midst the concourse of the lords.
 

 But now he said, “Man, thou wert cursing me
 If these folk heard aright; what wilt thou then, 
 Deem’st thou that I have done some wrong to thee,
 Or hast thou scathe from any of my men?
 In any case tell all thy tale again
 When on the judgment-seat thou see’st me sit,
 And I will give no careless ear to it.”
 

 “The night is dark, and in the summer wind
 The torches flicker; canst thou see my face?
 Bid them draw nigher yet, and call to mind
 Who gave thee all thy riches and thy place — 

 — Well; — if thou canst, deny me, with such grace
 As by the fire-light Peter swore of old,
 When in that Maundy-week the night was cold — 
 

 “ — Alas! canst thou not see I am the King?”
 So spoke he, as their eyes met mid the blaze,
 And the King saw the dread foreshadowing
 Within the elder’s proud and stony gaze,
 Of what those lips, thin with the lapse of days,
 Should utter now; nor better it befell; — 
 “Friend, a strange story thou art pleased to tell;
 

  “Thy luck it is thou tellest it to me,
 Who deem thee mad and let thee go thy way:
 The King is not a man to pity thee,
 Or on thy folly thy fool’s tale to lay:
 Poor fool! take this, and with the light of day
 Buy food and raiment of some labouring clown,
 And by my counsel keep thee from the town,
 

 “For fear thy madness break out in some place
 Where folk thy body to the judge must hale,
 And then indeed wert thou in evil case — 
 Press on, sirs! or the time will not avail.”

 — There stood the King, with limbs that ‘gan to fail,
 Speechless, and holding in his trembling hand
 A coin new stamped for people of the land;
 

 Thereon, with sceptre, crown, and royal robe,
 The image of a King, himself, was wrought;
 His jewelled feet upon a quartered globe,
 As though by him all men were vain and nought.
 One moment the red glare the silver caught,
 As the lord ceased, the next his hurrying folk
 The flaring circle round the litter broke.
 

 The next, their shadows barred a patch of light,
 Fast vanishing, all else around was black;
 And the poor wretch, left lonely with the night,
 Muttered, “I wish the day would ne’er come back,
 If all that once I had I now must lack:
 Ah God! how long is it since I was King,
 Nor lacked enough to wish for anything?”
 

 Then down the lonely road he wandered yet,
 Following the vanished lights, he scarce knew why,
 Till he began his sorrows to forget,
 And, steeped in drowsiness, at last drew nigh
 A grassy bank, where, worn with misery, 
 He slept the dreamless sleep of weariness,
 That many a time such wretches’ eyes will bless.
 

BUT at the dawn he woke, nor knew at first
 What ugly chain of grief had brought him there,
 Nor why he felt so wretched and accursed;
 At last remembering, the fresh morning air,
 The rising sun, and all things fresh and fair,
 Yet caused some little hope in him to rise,
 That end might come to these new miseries.
 

 So looking round about, he saw that he
 To his own city gates was come anear;
 Then he arose and going warily,
 And hiding now and then for very fear
 Of folk who bore their goods and country cheer,
 Unto the city’s market, at the last
 Unto a stone’s-throw of the gate he passed.
 

 But when he drew unto the very gate,
 Into the throng of country-folk he came
 Who for the opening of the door did wait,
 Of whom some mocked, and some cried at him shame,
 And some would know his country and his name;
 But one into his waggon drew him up,
 And gave him milk from out a beechen cup,
 

 And asked him of his name and misery;

 Then in his throat a swelling passion rose,
 Which yet he swallowed down, and, “Friend,” said he,
 “Last night I had the hap to meet the foes
 Of God and man, who robbed me, and with blows
 Stripped off my weed and left me on the way:
 Thomas the Pilgrim am I called to-day.
 

 “A merchant am I of another town,
 And rich enow to pay thee for thy deed,
 If at the King’s door thou wilt set me down,
 For there a squire I know, who at my need
 Will give me food and drink, and fitting weed.
 What is thy name? in what place dost thou live?
 That I some day great gifts to thee may give.”
 

 “Fair Sir,” the carie said, “I am poor enow,
 Though certes food I lack not easily;
 My name is Christopher a-Green; I sow
 A little orchard set with bush and tree,
 And ever there the kind land keepeth me,
 For I, now fifty, from a little boy
 Have dwelt thereon, and known both grief and joy.
 

 “The house my grandsire built there has grown old,
 And certainly a bounteous gift it were
 If thou shouldst give me just enough of gold
 To build it new; nor shouldst thou lack my prayer
 For such a gift.” “Nay, friend, have thou no care,”
 The King said: “this is but a little thing
 To me, who oft am richer than the King.”
 

 Now as they talked the gate was opened wide,
 And toward the palace went they through the street,
 And Christopher walked ever by the side
 Of his rough wain, where midst the May-flowers sweet
 Jovinian lay, that folk whom they might meet

 Might see him not to mock at his bare skin:
 So shortly to the King’s door did they win.
 

 Then through the open gate Jovinian ran
 Of the first court, and no man stayed him there;
 But as he reached the second gate, a man
 Of the King’s household, seeing him all bare
 And bloody, cried out, “Whither dost thou fare?
 Sure thou art seventy times more mad than mad,
 Or else some magic potion thou hast had,
 

 “Whereby thou fear’st not steel or anything.”
 “But,” said the King, “good fellow, I know thee;
 And can it be thou knowest not thy King?
 Nay, thou shalt have a good reward of me,
 That thou wouldst rather have than ten years’ fee,
 If thou wilt clothe me in fair weed again,
 For now to see my council am I fain.”
 

 “Out, ribald!” quoth the fellow: “What say’st thou?
 Thou art my lord, whom God reward and bless? 
 Truly before long shalt thou find out how
 John Hangman cureth ill folk’s wilfulness;
 Yea, from his scourge the blood has run for less
 Than that which now thou sayest: nay, what say I?
 For lighter words have I seen tall men die.
 

 “Come now, the sergeants to this thing shall see!”
 So to the guard-room was Jovinian brought,
 Where his own soldiers mocked him bitterly,
 And all his desperate words they heeded nought;
 Until at last there came to him this thought,
 That never from this misery should he win,
 But, spite of all his struggles, die therein.
 

 And terrible it seemed, that everything
 So utterly was changed since yesterday,

 That these who were the soldiers of the King,
 Ready to lie down in the common way
 Before him, nor durst rest if he bade play,
 Now stood and mocked him, knowing not the face
 At whose command each man there had his place.
 

 “Ah, God!” said he, “is this another earth
 From that whereon I stood two days ago?
 Or else in sleep have I had second birth?
 Or among mocking shadows do I go,
 Unchanged myself of flesh and fell, although
 My fair weed I have lost and royal gear?
 And meanwhile all are changed that I meet here;
 

 “And yet in heart and nowise outwardly.”
 Amid his wretched thoughts two sergeants came,
 Who said, “Hold, sirs! because the King would see
 The man who thus so rashly brings him shame,
 By taking his high style and spotless name,
 That never has been questioned ere to-day.
 Come, fool! needs is it thou must go our way.”
 

 So at the sight of him all men turned round,
 As ‘twixt these two across the courts he went,
 With downcast head and hands together bound;
 While from the windows maid and varlet leant,
 And through the morning air fresh laughter sent;
 Until unto the threshold they were come
 Of the great hall within that kingly home.
 

 Therewith right fast Jovinian’s heart must beat,
 As now he thought, “Lo, here shall end the strife;
 For either shall I sit on mine own seat,
 Known unto all, soldier and lord and wife,
 Or else is this the ending of my life,
 And no man henceforth shall remember me,

 And a vain name in records shall I be.”
 

 Therewith he raised his head up, and beheld
 One clad in gold set on his royal throne,
 Gold-crowned, whose hand the ivory sceptre held;
 And underneath him sat the Queen alone,
 Ringed round with standing lords, of whom not one 
 Did aught but utmost reverence unto him;
 Then did Jovinian shake in every limb.
 

 Yet midst amaze and rage to him it seemed
 This man was nowise like him in the face;
 But with a marvellous glory his head gleamed,
 As though an angel sat in that high place,
 Where erst he sat like all his royal race, — 

 — But their eyes met, and with a stern, calm brow
 The shining one cried out, “And where art thou?
 

 “Where art thou, robber of my majesty?”
 “Was I not King,” he said, “but yesterday?
 And though to-day folk give my place to thee,
 I am Jovinian; yes, though none gainsay,
 If on these very stones thou shouldst me slay,
 And though no friend be left for me to moan,
 I am Jovinian still, and King alone.”
 

 Then said that other, “O thou foolish man,
 King was I yesterday, and long before,
 Nor is my name aught but Jovinian,
 Whom in this house the Queen my mother bore,
 Unto my longing father, for right sore
 Was I desired before I saw the light;
 Thou, fool, art first to speak against my right.
 

 “And surely well thou meritest to die;
 Yet ere that I bid lead thee unto death, 

 Hearken to these my lords that stand anigh,
 And what this faithful Queen beside me saith,
 Then may’st thou many a year hence draw thy breath,
 If these should stammer in their speech one whit:
 Behold this face, lords, look ye well on it!
 

 “Thou, O fair Queen, say now whose face is this!”
 Then cried they, “Hail O Lord Jovinian
 Long mayst thou live!” and the Queen knelt to kiss
 His gold-shod feet, and through her face there ran
 Sweet colour, as she said, “Thou art the man
 By whose side I have lain for many a year,
 Thou art my lord Jovinian lief and dear.”
 

 Then said he, “O thou wretch, hear now and see!
 What thing should hinder me to slay thee now?
 And yet indeed, such mercy is in me,
 If thou wilt kneel down humbly and avow
 Thou art no King, but base-born, as I know
 Thou art indeed, in mine house shalt thou live,
 And as thy service is, so shalt thou thrive.”
 

 But the unhappy King laughed bitterly,
 The red blood rose to flush his visage wan
 Where erst the grey of death began to be;
 “Thou liest, “he said, “I am Jovinian,
 Come of great Kings; nor am I such a man
 As still to live when all delight is gone,
 As thou might’st do, who sittest on my throne.”
 

 No answer made the other for a while,
 But sat and gazed upon him steadfastly,
 Until across his face there came a smile,

 Where scorn seemed mingled with some great pity.
 And then he said, “Nathless thou shalt not die,
 But live on as thou mayst, a lowly man
 Forgetting thou wast once Jovinian.”
 

 Then wildly round the hall Jovinian gazed,
 Turning about to many a well-known face,
 But none of all his folk seemed grieved or mazed,
 But stood unmoved, each in his wonted place;
 There were the Lords, the Marshal with his mace,
 The Chamberlain, the Captain of the Guard,
 Grey-headed, with his wrinkled face and hard,
 

 That had peered down so many a lane of war;
 There stood the grave ambassadors arow,
 Come from half-conquered lands; without the bar
 The foreign merchants gazed upon the show,
 Willing new things of that great land to know;
 Nor was there any doubt in any man
 That the gold throne still held Jovinian.
 

 Yea, as the sergeants laid their hands on him,
 The mighty hound that crouched before the throne,
 Flew at him fain to tear him limb from limb,
 Though in the woods, the brown bear’s dying groan,
 He and that beast had often heard alone. 
 “Ah!” muttered he, “take thou thy wages too
 Worship the risen sun as these men do.”
 

 They thrust him out, and as he passed the door,
 The murmur of the stately court he heard
 Behind him, and soft footfalls on the floor,
 And, though by this somewhat his skin was seared,

 Hung back at the rough eager wind afeard;
 But from the place they dragged him through the gate,
 Wherethrough he oft had rid in royal state.
 

 Then down the streets they led him, where of old,
 He, coming back from some well-finished war,
 Had seen the line of flashing steel and gold
 Wind upwards ‘twixt the houses from the bar,
 While clashed the bells from wreathed spires afar;
 Now moaning, as they haled him on, he said,
 “God and the world against one lonely head!”
 

BUT soon, the bar being past they loosed their hold,
 And said “Thus saith by us our Lord the King,
 Dwell now in peace, but yet be not so bold
 To come again, or to thy lies to cling,
 Lest unto thee there fall a worser thing;
 And for ourselves we bid thee ever pray
 For him who has been good to thee this day.”
 

 Therewith they turned away into the town,
 And still he wandered on and knew not where,
 Till, stumbling at the last, he fell adown,
 And looking round beheld a brook right fair,
 That ran in pools and shallows here and there,
 And on the further side of it a wood,
 Nigh which a lowly clay-built hovel stood.
 

 Gazing thereat, it came into his mind
 A priest dwelt there, a hermit wise and old,
 Whom he had ridden oftentimes to find,
 In days when first the sceptre he did hold,
 And unto whom his mind he oft had told,
 And had good counsel from him, though indeed

 A scanty crop had sprung from that good seed.
 

 Therefore he passed the brook with heavy cheer,
 And toward the little house went speedily,
 And at the door knocked, trembling with his fear,
 Because he thought, “Will he remember me?
 If not, within me must there surely be
 Some devil who turns everything to ill,
 And makes my wretched body do his will.”
 

 So, while such doleful things as this he thought,
 There came unto the door the holy man,
 Who said, “Good friend, what tidings hast thou brought?”
 “Father,” he said, “knowest thou Jovinian? 
 Knowst thou me not, made naked, poor, and wan?
 Alas, O father! am I not the King,
 The rightful lord of thee and everything?”
 

 “Nay, thou art mad to tell me such a tale!”
 The hermit said; “if thou seek’st soul’s health here,
 Right little will such words as this avail;
 It were a better deed to shrive thee clear,
 And take the pardon Christ has bought so dear,
 Than to an ancient man such mocks to say
 That would be fitter for a Christmas play.”
 

 So to his hut he got him back again,
 And fell the unhappy King upon his knees,
 And unto God at last he did complain,
 Saying, “Lord God, what bitter things are these?
 What hast thou done, that every man that sees
 This wretched body, of my death is fain?
 O Lord God, give me back myself again!
 

 “E’en if therewith I needs must die straightway.
 Indeed I know that since upon the earth
 I first did go, I ever day by day
 Have grown the worse, who was of little worth
 E’en at the best time since my helpless birth.
 And yet it pleased thee once to make me King,
 Why hast thou made me now this wretched thing?
 

 “Why am I hated so of every one? 
 Wilt thou not let me live my life again,
 Forgetting all the deeds that I have done,
 Forgetting my old name, and honours vain,
 That I may cast away this lonely pain?
 Yet if thou wilt not, help me in this strife,
 That I may pass my little span of life,
 

 “Not made a monster by unhappiness.
 What shall I say? thou mad’st me weak of will,
 Thou wrapped’st me in ease and carelessness,
 And yet, as some folk say, thou lovest me still;
 Look down, of folly I have had my fill,
 And am but now as first thou madest me,
 Weak, yielding clay to take impress of thee.”
 

 So said he weeping, and but scarce had done,
 When yet again came forth that hermit old,
 And said, “Alas! my master and my son,
 Is this a dream my wearied eyes behold?
 What doleful wonder now shall I be told,
 Of that ill world that I so long have left?
 What thing thy glory from thee has bereft?”
 

 A strange surprise of joy therewith there came
 To that worn heart; he said, “For some great sin
 The Lord my God has brought me unto shame;

 I am unknown of servants, wife, and kin,
 Unknown of all the lords that stand within
 My father’s house; nor didst thou know me more 
 When e’en just now I stood before thy door.
 

 “Now since thou know’st me, surely God is good,
 And will not slay me, and good hope I have
 Of help from Him that died upon the rood,
 And is a mighty lord to slay and save:
 So now again these blind men will I brave,
 If thou wilt give me of thy poorest weed,
 And some rough food, the which I sorely need;
 

 “Then of my sins thou straight shalt shrive me clean.”
 Then weeping said the holy man, “Dear lord,
 What heap of woes upon thine head has been;
 Enter, O King, take this rough gown and cord,
 And scanty food, my hovel can afford;
 And tell me everything thou hast to say;
 And then the High God speed thee on thy way.”
 

 So when in coarse serge raiment he was clad,
 He told him all his pride had made him think;
 And showed him of his life both good and bad;
 And then being houselled, did he eat and drink,
 While in the wise man’s heart his words did sink,
 For, “God be praised!” he thought, “I am no king,
 Who scarcely shall do right in anything!
 

 — Then he made ready for the King his ass,
 And bade again, God speed him on the way, 
 And down the road the King made haste to pass
 As it was growing toward the end of day,

 With sober joy for troubles passed away;
 But trembling still, as onward he did ride,
 Meeting few folk upon that even-tide.
 

SO to the city gate being come at last,
 He noted there two ancient warders stand,
 Whereof one looked askance as he went past,
 And whispered low behind his held-up hand
 Unto his mate, “The King, who gave command
 That if disguised he passed this gate to-day,
 No reverence we should do him on the way.”
 

 Thereat with joy, Jovinian smiled again,
 And so passed onward quickly down the street;
 And well nigh was he eased of all his pain
 When he beheld the folk that he might meet
 Gaze hard at him, as though they fain would greet
 His well-known face, but durst not, knowing well
 He would not any of his state should tell.
 

 Withal unto the palace being cone,
 He lighted down thereby and entered,
 And once again it seemed his royal home,
 For folk again before him bowed the head; 
 And to him came a Squire, who softly said,
 “The Queen awaits thee, O my lord the King,
 Within the little hall where minstrels sing,
 

 “Since there thou badst her meet thee on this night.”
 “Lead on then!” said the King, and in his heart
 He said, “perfay all goeth more than right
 And I am King again;” but with a start
 He thought of him who played the kingly part

 That morn, yet said, “if God will have it so
 This man like all the rest my face will know.”
 

 So in the Little Hall the Queen he found,
 Asleep, as one a spell binds suddenly;
 For her fair broidery lay upon the ground,
 And in her lap her open hand did lie,
 The silken-threaded needle close thereby;
 And by her stood that image of the King
 In rich apparel, crown and signet-ring.
 

 But when the King stepped forth with angry eye
 And would have spoken, came a sudden light,
 And changed was that other utterly;
 For he was clad in robe of shining white,
 Inwrought with flowers of unnamed colours bright,
 Girt with a marvellous girdle, and whose hem
 Fell to his naked feet and shone in them;
 

 And from his shoulders did two wings arise, 
 That with the swaying of his body, played
 This way and that; of strange and lovely dyes
 Their feathers were, and wonderfully made:
 And now he spoke, “O King, be not dismayed,
 Or think my coming here so strange to be,
 For oft ere this have I been close to thee.
 

 “And now thou knowest in how short a space
 The God that made the world can unmake thee,
 And though He alter in no whit thy face,
 Can make all folk forget thee utterly,
 That thou to-day a nameless wretch mayst be,
 Who yesterday woke up without a peer,
 The wide world’s marvel and the people’s fear.
 

 “Behold, thou oughtest to thank God for this,

 That on the hither side of thy dark grave
 Thou well hast learned how great a God He is,
 Who from the heavens countless rebels drave,
 Yet turns himself such folk as thee to save;
 For many a man thinks nought at all of it,
 Till in a darksome land he comes to sit,
 

 “Lamenting everything: so do not thou!
 For inasmuch as thou thoughtst not to die
 This thing may happen to thee even now,
 Because the day unspeakable draws nigh,
 When bathed in unknown flame all things shall lie;
 And if thou art upon God’s side that day,
 Unslain, thine earthly part shall pass away.
 

 “Or if thy body in the grave must rot,
 Well mayst thou see how small a thing is this,
 Whose pain of yesterday now hurts thee not,
 Now thou hast come again to earthly bliss,
 Though bitter-sweet thou knowest well this is,
 And thou no coming day canst ever see
 Ending of happiness where thou mayst be.
 

 “Now must I go, nor wilt thou see me more,
 Until the day, when, unto thee at least,
 This world is gone, and an unmeasured shore,
 Where all is wonderful and changed, thou seest:
 Therefore, farewell! at council and at feast
 Thy nobles shalt thou meet as thou hast done,
 Nor wilt thou more be strange to any one.”
 

 So scarce had he done speaking, ere his wings
 Within the doorway of the hall did gleam,
 And then he vanished quite; and all these things
 Unto Jovinian little more did seem
 Than some distinct and well-remembered dream,

 From which one wakes amidst a feverish night,
 Taking the moonshine for the morning light.
 

 Silent he stood, not moving for a while,
 Pondering o’er all these wondrous things, until
 The Queen arose from sleep, and with a smile,
 Said, “O fair lord, your great men by your will
 E’en as I speak the banquet-chamber fill, 
 To greet thee amidst joy and revelling,
 Wilt thou not therefore meet them as a King?”
 

 So from that place of marvels having gone,
 Half mazed, he soon was clad in rich array,
 And sat thereafter on his kingly throne,
 As though no other had sat there that day;
 Nor did a soul of all his household say
 A word about the man, who on that morn
 Had stood there, naked, helpless, and forlorn.
 

 But ever day by day the thought of it
 Within Jovinian’s heart the clearer grew,
 As o’er his head the ceaseless time did flit,
 And everything still towards its ending drew,
 New things becoming old, and old things new;
 Till, when a moment of eternity
 Had passed, grey-headed did Jovinian lie
 

 One sweet May morning, wakeful in his bed;
 And thought, “That day is thirty years a-gone
 Since useless folly came into my head,
 Whereby, before the steps of mine own throne,
 I stood in helpless agony alone,
 And of the wondrous things that there befell,
 When I am gone there will be none to tell:
 

 “No man is now alive who doubts that he,

 Who bade thrust out the madman on that tide, 
 Was other than the King they used to see:
 Long years have passed now, since the hermit died,
 So must I tell the tale, ere by his side
 I lie, lest it be unrecorded quite,
 Like a forgotten dream in morning light.
 

 “Yea, lest I die ere night come, this same day
 Unto some scribe will I tell everything,
 That it may lie when I am gone away,
 Stored up within the archives of the King;
 And may God grant the words thereof may ring
 Like His own voice in the next corner’s ears!
 Whereby his folk shall shed the fewer tears.”
 

 So it was done, and at the King’s command
 A clerk that day did note it every whit,
 And after by a man of skilful hand
 In golden letters fairly was it writ;
 Yet little heed the new King took of it
 That filled the throne when King Jovinian died,
 So much did all things feed his swelling pride.
 

 But whether God chastised him in his turn,
 And he grew wise thereafter, I know not;
 I think by eld alone he came to learn
 How lowly on some day must be his lot.
 But ye, O Kings, think all that ye have got
 To be but gawds cast out upon some heap,
 And stolen the while the Master was aslee
 

THE story done, for want of happier things,
 Some men must even fall to talk of kings;
 Some trouble of a far-off Grecian isle,
 Some hard Sicilian craftsman’s cruel guile
 Whereby he raised himself to be as God,
 Till good men slew him; the fell Persian rod
 As blighting as the deadly pestilence,
 The brazen net of armed men from whence
 Was no escape; The fir-built Norway hall
 Filled with the bonders waiting for the fall
 Of the great roof whereto the torch is set;
 The laughing mouth, beneath the eyes still wet
 With more than sea-spray, as the well-loved land
 The freeman still looks back on, while his hand
 Clutches the tiller, and the eastern breeze
 Grows fresh and fresher: many things like these
 They talked about, till they seemed young again,
 Remembering what a glory and a gain
 Their fathers deemed the death of kings to be.
 And yet amidst it, some smiled doubtfully
 For thinking how few men escape the yoke,
 From this or that man’s hand, and how most folk
 Must needs be kings and slaves the while they live,

 And take from this man, and to that man give
 Things hard enow. Yet as they mused, again
 The minstrels raised some high heroic strain
 That led men on to battle in old times;
 And midst the glory of its mingling rhymes,
 Their hard hearts softened, and strange thoughts arose
 Of some new end to all life’s cruel foes.
 






  








MAY.
 

O LOVE, this morn when the sweet nightingale
 Had so long finished all he had to say,
 That thou hadst slept, and sleep had told his tale;
 And midst a peaceful dream had stolen away
 In fragrant dawning of the first of May,
 Didst thou see aught? didst thou hear voices sing
 Ere to the risen sun the bells ‘gan ring?
 

 For then methought the Lord of Love went by
 To take possession of his flowery throne,
 Ringed round with maids, and youths, and minstrelsy;
 A little while I sighed to find him gone,
 A little while the dawning was alone,
 And the light gathered; then I held my breath,
 And shuddered at the sight of Eld and Death.
 

 Alas! Love passed me in the twilight dun,
 His music hushed the wakening ousel’s song;
 But on these twain shone out the golden sun,
 And o’er their heads the brown bird’s tune was strong,
 As shivering, twixt the trees they stole along;
 None noted aught their noiseless passing by,
 The world had quite forgotten it must die.
 

NOW must these men be glad a little while
 That they had lived to see May once more smile
 Upon the earth; wherefore, as men who know
 How fast the bad days and the good days go,
 They gathered at the feast: the fair abode
 Wherein they sat, o’erlooked, across the road
 Unhedged green meads, which willowy streams passed through,
 And on that morn, before the fresh May dew
 Had dried upon the sunniest spot of grass,
 From bush to bush did youths and maidens pass
 In raiment meet for May apparelled,
 Gathering the milk-white blossoms and the red;
 And now, with noon long past, and that bright day
 Growing aweary, on the sunny way
 They wandered, crowned with flowers, and loitering,
 And weary, yet were fresh enough to sing
 The carols of the morn, and pensive, still
 Had cast away their doubt of death and ill,
 And flushed with love, no more grew red with shame.
 

 So to the elders as they sat, there came,
 With scent of flowers, the murmur of that folk
 Wherethrough from time to time a song outbroke,
 Till scarce they thought about the story due; 
 Yet, when anigh to sunsetting it grew,
 A book upon the board an elder laid,
 And turning from the open window said,
 “Too fair a tale the lovely time doth ask,
 For this of mine to be an easy task,
 Yet in what words soever this is writ,
 As for the matter, I dare say of it
 That it is lovely as the lovely May;
 Pass then the manner, since the learned say
 No written record was there of the tale,
 Ere we from our fair land of Greece set sail;
 How this may be I know not, this I know
 That such-like tales the wind would seem to blow

 From place to place, e’en as the feathery seed
 Is borne across the sea to help the need
 Of barren isles; so, sirs, from seed thus sown,
 This flower, a gift from other lands has grown
 

THE STORY OF CUPID AND PSYCHE.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

PSYCHE, a king’s daughter, by her exceeding beauty caused the people to forget Venus; therefore the goddess would fain have destroyed her: nevertheless she became the bride of Love, yet in an unhappy moment lost him by her own fault, and wandering through the world suffered many evils at the hands of Venus, for whom she must accomplish fearful tasks. But the gods and all nature helped her, and in process of time she was reunited to Love, forgiven by Venus, and made immortal by the Father of gods and men.
 

IN the Greek land of old there was a King
 Happy in battle, rich in everything;
 Most rich in this, that he a daughter had
 Whose beauty made the longing city glad.
 She was so fair, that strangers from the sea
 Just landed, in the temples thought that she
 Was Venus visible to mortal eyes,
 New come from Cyprus for a world’s surprise.
 She was so beautiful that had she stood
 On windy Ida by the oaken wood,
 And bared her limbs to that bold shepherd’s gaze,
 Troy might have stood till now with happy days;
 And those three fairest, all have gone away
 And left her with the apple on that day.
 

  And Psyche is her name in stories old,
 As ever by our fathers we were told.
 

 All this beheld Queen Venus from her throne,
 And felt that she no longer was alone
 In beauty, but, if only for a while,
 This maiden matched her god-enticing smile;
 Therefore, she wrought in such a wise, that she,
 If honoured as a goddess, certainly
 Was dreaded as a goddess none the less,
 And midst her wealth, dwelt long in loneliness.
 Two sisters had she, and men deemed them fair,
 But as King’s daughters might be anywhere,
 And these to men of name and great estate
 Were wedded, while at home must Psyche wait.
 The sons of kings before her silver feet
 Still bowed, and sighed for her; in measures sweet
 The minstrels to the people sung her praise,
 Yet must she live a virgin all her days.
 

 So to Apollo’s fane her father sent,
 Seeking to know the dreadful Gods’ intent,
 And therewith sent he goodly gifts of price
 A silken veil, wrought with a paradise,
 Three golden bowls, set round with many a gem,
 Three silver robes, with gold in every hem,
 And a fair ivory image of the god
 That underfoot a golden serpent trod;
 And when three lords with these were gone away,
 Nor could return until the fortieth day,
 Ill was the King at ease, and neither took
 Joy in the chase, or in the pictured book
 The skilled Athenian limner had just wrought,
 Nor in the golden cloths from India brought.

 At last the day came for those lords’ return,
 And then twixt hope and fear the king did burn,
 As on his throne with great pomp he was set,
 And by him Psyche, knowing not as yet
 Why they had gone: thus waiting, at noontide
 They in the palace heard a voice outside,
 And soon the messengers came hurrying,
 And with pale faces knelt before the King,
 And rent their clothes, and each man on his head
 Cast dust, the while a trembling courtier read
 This scroll, wherein the fearful answer lay,
 Whereat from every face joy passed away.
 

THE ORACLE.
 

O FATHER of a most unhappy maid,
 O King, whom all the world henceforth shall know
 As wretched among wretches, be afraid
 To ask the gods thy misery to show,
 But if thou needs must hear it, to thy woe
 Take back thy gifts to feast thine eyes upon,
 When thine own flesh and blood some beast hath won.
 

 “For hear thy doom, a rugged rock there is
 Set back a league from thine own palace fair,
 There leave the maid, that she may wait the kiss
 Of the fell monster that Both harbour there:
 This is the mate for whom her yellow hair
 And tender limbs have been so fashioned,
 This is the pillow for her lovely head.
 

 “O what an evil from thy loins shall spring,
 For all the world this monster overturns,
 He is the bane of every mortal thing,
 And this world ruined, still for more he yearns;
 A fire there goeth from his mouth that burns

 Worse than the flame of Phlegethon the red — 
 To such a monster shall thy maid be wed.
 

 “And if thou sparest now to do this thing,
 I will destroy thee and thy land also,
 And of dead corpses shalt thou be the King,
 And stumbling through the dark land shalt thou go,
 Howling for second death to end thy woe;
 Live therefore as thou mayst and do my will,
 And be a King that men may envy still.”
 What man was there, whose face changed not for grief
 At hearing this? Psyche, shrunk like the leaf
 The autumn frost first touches on the tree,
 Stared round about with eyes that could not see,
 And muttered sounds from lips that said no word,
 And still within her ears the sentence heard
 When all was said and silence fell on all
 ‘Twixt marble columns and adorned wall.
 Then spoke the King, bowed down with misery.
 “What help is there! O daughter, let us die,
 Or else together fleeing from this land,
 From town to town go wandering hand in hand;
 Thou and I, daughter, till all men forget
 That ever on a throne I have been set,
 And then, when houseless and disconsolate,
 We ask an alms before some city gate,
 The gods perchance a little gift may give,
 And suffer thee and me like beasts to live.”
 Then answered Psyche, through her bitter tears,
 “Alas! my father, I have known these years
 That with some woe the gods have dowered me,
 And weighed ‘gainst riches infelicity;
 Ill is it then against the gods to strive;

 Live on, O father, those that are alive
 May still be happy; would it profit me
 To live awhile, and ere I died to see
 Thee perish, and all folk who love me well,
 And then at last be dragged myself to hell
 Cursed of all men? nay, since all must die,
 And I have dreamed not of eternity,
 Why weepest thou that I must die to-day?
 Why weepest thou? cast thought of shame away,
 The dead are not ashamed, they feel no pain;
 I have heard folk who spoke of death as gain — 
 And yet — ah, God, if I had been some maid,
 Toiling all day, and in the night-time laid
 Asleep on rushes — had I only died
 Before this sweet life I had fully tried,
 Upon that day when for my birth men sung,
 And o’er the feasting folk the sweet bells rung.”
 

 And therewith she arose and gat away,
 And in her chamber, mourning long she lay,
 Thinking of all the days that might have been,
 And how that she was born to be a queen,
 The prize of some great conqueror of renown,
 The joy of many a country and fair town,
 The high desire of every prince and lord,
 One who could fright with careless smile or word
 The hearts of heroes fearless in the war,
 The glory of the world, the leading-star
 Unto all honour and all earthly fame — 

 — Round goes the wheel, and death and deadly shame
 Shall be her lot, while yet of her men sing
 Unwitting that the gods have done this thing.
 Long time she lay there, while the sunbeams moved
 Over her body through the flowers she loved;
 And in the eaves the sparrows chirped outside,

 Until for weariness she grew dry-eyed,
 And into an unhappy sleep she fell.
 

 But of the luckless King now must we tell,
 Who sat devising means to ‘scape that shame,
 Until the frightened people thronging came
 About the palace, and drove back the guards,
 Making their way past all the gates and wards;
 And, putting chamberlains and marshals by,
 Surged round the very throne tumultuously.
 Then knew the wretched King all folk had heard
 The miserable sentence, and the word
 The gods had spoken; and from out his seat
 He rose, and spoke in humble words, unmeet
 For a great King, and prayed them give him grace,
 While twixt his words the tears ran down his face
 On to his raiment stiff with golden thread.
 But little heeded they the words he said,
 For very fear had made them pitiless;
 Nor cared they for the maid and her distress,
 But clashed their spears together and ‘gan cry:
 “For one man’s daughter shall the people die,
 And this fair land become an empty name,
 Because thou art afraid to meet the shame
 Wherewith the gods reward thy hidden sin?
 Nay, by their glory do us right herein!”
 “Ye are in haste to have a poor maid slain,”
 The King said; “but my will herein is vain,
 For ye are many, I one aged man:
 Let one man speak, if for his’ shame he can.”
 Then stepped a sturdy dyer forth, who said, — 
 “Fear of the gods brings no shame, by my head.
 Listen; thy daughter we would have thee leave
 Upon the fated mountain this same eve;
 And thither must she go right well arrayed
 In marriage raiment, loose hair as a maid,
 And saffron veil, and with her shall there go

 Fair maidens bearing torches, two and two;
 And minstrels, in such raiment as is meet
 The god-ordained fearful spouse to greet.
 So shalt thou save our wives and little ones,
 And something better than a heap of stones,
 Dwelt in by noisome things, this town shall be,
 And thou thyself shalt keep thy sovereignty;
 But if thou wilt not do the thing I say,
 Then shalt thou live in bonds from this same day,
 And we will bear thy maid unto the hill,
 And from the dread gods save the city still.”
 Then loud they shouted at the words he said,
 And round the head of the unhappy maid,
 Dreaming uneasily of long-past joys,
 Floated the echo of that dreadful noise,
 And changed her dreams to dreams of misery.
 But when the King knew that the thing must be,
 And that no help there was in this distress,
 He bade them have all things in readiness
 To take the maiden out at sun-setting,
 And wed her to the unknown dreadful thing.
 So through the palace passed with heavy cheer
 Her women gathering the sad wedding gear;
 Who lingering long, yet at the last must go,
 To waken Psyche to her bitter woe.
 So coming to her bower, they found her there,
 From head to foot rolled in her yellow hair,
 As in the saffron veil she should be soon
 Betwixt the setting sun and rising moon;
 But when above her a pale maiden bent
 And touched her, from her heart a sigh she sent,
 And waking, on their woeful faces stared,
 Sitting upright, with one white shoulder bared
 By writhing on the bed in wretchedness.
 Then suddenly remembering her distress,

 She bowed her head and ‘gan to weep and wail,
 But let them wrap her in the bridal veil,
 And bind the sandals to her silver feet,
 And set the rose-wreath on her tresses sweet;
 But spoke no word, yea, rather, wearily
 Turned from the yearning face and pitying eye
 Of any maid who seemed about to speak.
 Now through the garden trees the sun ‘gan break,
 And that inevitable time drew near;
 Then through the courts, grown cruel, strange, and drear,
 Since the bright morn, they led her to the gate,
 Where she beheld a golden litter wait.
 Whereby the King stood, aged and bent to earth,
 The flute-players with faces void of mirth,
 The down-cast bearers of the ivory wands,
 The maiden torch-bearers’ unhappy bands.
 

 So then was Psyche taken to the hill,
 And through the town the streets were void and still;
 For in their houses all the people stayed,
 Of that most mournful music sore afraid.
 But on the way a marvel did they see,
 For, passing by, where wrought of ivory,
 There stood the Goddess of the flowery isle,
 All folk could see the carven image smile.
 But when anigh the hill’s bare top they came,
 Where Psyche must be left to meet her shame,
 They set the litter down, and drew aside
 The golden curtains from the wretched bride,
 Who at their bidding rose and with them went
 Afoot amidst her maids with head down-bent,
 Until they came unto the drear rock’s brow;
 And there she stood apart, not weeping now,
 But pale as privet blossom is in June.

 There as the quivering flutes left off their tune,
 In trembling arms the weeping, haggard King
 Caught Psyche, who, like some half-lifeless thing,
 Took all his kisses, and no word could say,
 Until at last perforce he turned away;
 Because the longest agony has end,
 And homeward through the twilight did they wend.
 

 But Psyche, now faint and bewildered,
 Remembered little of her pain and dread;
 Her doom drawn nigh took all her fear away,
 And left her faint and weary; as they say
 It haps to one who ‘neath a lion lies,
 Who stunned and helpless feels not ere he dies
 The horror of the yellow fell, the red
 Hot mouth, and white teeth gleaming o’er his head;
 So Psyche felt, as sinking on the ground
 She cast one weary vacant look around,
 And at the ending of that wretched day
 Swooning beneath the risen moon she lay.
 

NOW backward must our story go awhile
 And unto Cyprus the fair flowery isle,
 Where hid away from every worshipper
 Was Venus sitting, and her son by her
 Standing to mark what words she had to say,
 While in his dreadful wings the wind did play:
 Frowning she spoke, in plucking from her thigh
 The fragrant flowers that clasped it lovingly.
 “In such a town, O son, a maid there is
 Whom any amorous man this day would kiss
 As gladly as a goddess like to me,
 And though I know an end to this must be,
 When white and red and gold are waxen grey

 Down on the earth, while unto me one day
 Is as another; yet behold, my son,
 And go through all my temples one by one
 And look what incense rises unto me;
 Hearken the talk of sailors from the sea
 Just landed, ever will it be the same,
 ‘Hast thou then seen her?’ — Yea, unto my shame
 Within the temple that is called mine,
 As through the veil I watched the altar shine
 This happed; a man with outstretched hand there stood,
 Glittering in arms, of smiling joyous mood,
 With crisp, black hair, and such a face one sees
 But seldom now, and limbs like Hercules;
 But as he stood there in my holy place,
 Across mine image came the maiden’s face,
 And when he saw her, straight the warrior said
 Turning about unto an earthly maid,
 ‘O, lady Venus, thou art kind to me
 After so much of wandering on the sea
 To show thy very body to me here,’
 But when this impious saying I did hear,
 I sent them a great portent, for straightway
 I quenched the fire, and no priest on that day
 Could light it any more for all his prayer.
 “So must she fall, so must her golden hair
 Flash no more through the city, or her feet
 Be seen like lilies moving down the street;
 No more must men watch her soft raiment cling
 About her limbs, no more must minstrels sing
 The praises of her arms and hidden breast.
 And thou it is, my son, must give me rest
 From all this worship wearisomely paid
 Unto a mortal who should be afraid
 To match the gods in beauty; take thy bow
 And dreadful arrows, and about her sow

 The seeds of folly, and with such an one
 I pray thee cause her mingle, fair my son,
 That not the poorest peasant girl in Greece
 Would look on for the gift of Jason’s fleece.
 Do this, and see thy mother glad again,
 And free from insult, in her temples reign
 Over the hearts of lovers in the spring.”
 

 “Mother,” he said, “thou askest no great thing,
 Some wretch too bad for death I soon shall find,
 Who round her perfect neck his arms shall. wind.
 She shall be driven from the palace gate
 Where once her crowd of worshippers would wait
 From earliest morning till the dew was dry
 On chance of seeing her gold gown glancing by;
 There through the storm of curses shall she go.
 In evil raiment midst the winter snow,
 Or in the summer in rough sheepskins clad.
 And thus, O mother, shall I make thee glad
 Remembering all the honour thou hast brought
 Unto mine altars; since as thine own thought
 My thought is grown, my mind as thy dear mind.”
 

 Then straight he rose from earth and down the wind
 Went glittering ‘twixt the blue sky and the sea,
 And so unto the place came presently
 Where Psyche dwelt, and through the gardens fair
 Passed seeking her, and as he wandered there
 Had still no thought but to do all her will,
 Nor cared to think if it were good or ill:
 So beautiful and pitiless he went,
 And toward him still the blossomed fruit-trees leant,
 And after him the wind crept murmuring,
 And on the boughs the birds forgot to sing.
 

 Withal at last amidst a fair green close,
 Hedged round about with woodbine and red rose,

 Within the flicker of a white-thorn shade
 In gentle sleep he found the maiden laid;
 One hand that held a book had fallen away
 Across her body, and the other lay
 Upon a marble fountain’s plashing rim,
 Among whose brokers waves the fish showed dim,,
 But yet its wide-flung spray now woke her not,
 Because the summer day at noon was hot,
 And all sweet sounds and scents were lulling her.
 So soon the rustle of his wings ‘gan stir
 Her looser folds of raiment, and the hair
 Spread wide upon the grass and daisies fair,
 As Love cast down his eyes with a half smile
 Godlike and cruel; that faded in a while,
 And long he stood above her hidden eyes
 With red lips parted in a god’s surprise.
 Then very Love knelt down beside the maid
 And on her breast a hand unfelt he laid,
 And drew the gown from off her little feet,
 And set his fair cheek to her shoulder sweet,
 And kissed her lips that knew of no love yet,
 And wondered if his heart would e’er forget
 The perfect arm that o’er her body lay.
 

 But now by chance a damsel came that way,
 One of her ladies, and saw not the god,
 Yet on his shafts cast down had well-nigh trod
 In wakening Psyche, who rose up in haste
 And girded up her gown about her waist,
 And with that maid went drowsily away.
 

 From place to place Love followed her that day
 And ever fairer to his eyes she grew,
 So that at last when from her bower he flew,
 And underneath his feet the moonlit sea

 Went shepherding his waves disorderly,
 He swore that of all gods and men, no one
 Should hold her in his arms but he alone;
 That she should dwell with him in glorious wise
 Like to a goddess in some paradise;
 Yea, he would get from Father Jove this grace
 That she should never die, but her sweet face
 And wonderful fair body should endure
 Till the foundations of the mountains sure
 Were molten in the sea; so utterly
 Did he forget his mother’s cruelty.
 

 And now that he might come to this fair end,
 He found Apollo, and besought him lend
 His throne of divination for a while,
 Whereby he did the priestess so beguile,
 She gave the cruel answer ye have heard
 Unto those lords, who wrote it word by word,
 And back unto the King its threatenings bore,
 Whereof there came that grief and mourning sore,
 Of which ye wot; thereby is Psyche laid
 Upon the mountain-top; thereby, afraid
 Of some ill yet, within the city fair
 Cower down the people that have sent her there.
 

 Withal did Love call unto him the Wind
 Called Zephyrus, who most was to his mind,
 And said, “O rainy wooer of the spring,
 I pray thee, do for me an easy thing;
 To such a hill-top go, O gentle wind,
 And there a sleeping maiden shalt thou find;
 Her perfect body in thy arms with care
 Take up, and unto the green valley bear
 That lies before my noble house of gold;
 There leave her lying on the daisies cold.”

 Then, smiling, toward the place the fair Wind went,
 And ‘neath his wing the sleeping lilies bent,
 And flying ‘twixt the green earth and the sea
 Made the huge anchored ships dance merrily,
 And swung round from the east the gilded vanes
 On many a palace, and from unhorsed wains
 Twitched off the wheat-straw in his hurried flight;
 And in no long time he came full in sight
 Of Psyche laid in swoon upon the hill,
 And smiling, set himself to do Love’s will;
 For in his arms he took her up with care,
 Wondering to see a mortal made so fair,
 And came into the vale in little space,
 And set her down in the most flowery place;
 And then unto the plains of Thessaly
 Went ruffling up the edges of the sea.
 

 Now underneath the world the sun was gone,
 But brighter shone the stars so left alone,
 Until a faint green light began to show
 Far in the east, whereby did all men know,
 Who lay awake either with joy or pain,
 That day was coming on their heads again;
 Then widening, soon it spread to grey twilight,
 And in a while with gold the east was bright;
 The birds burst out a-singing one by one,
 And o’er the hill-top rose the mighty sun.
 Therewith did Psyche open wide her eyes,
 And rising on her arm, with great surprise
 Gazed on the flowers wherein so deep she lay,
 And wondered why upon that dawn of day
 Out in the fields she had lift up her head
 Rather than in her balmy gold-hung bed.
 Then, suddenly remembering all her woes,

 She sprang upon her feet, and yet arose
 Within her heart a mingled hope and dread
 Of some new thing: and now she raised her head,
 And gazing round about her timidly,
 A lovely grassy valley could she see,
 That steep grey cliffs upon three sides did bound,
 And under these, a river sweeping round,
 With gleaming curves the valley did embrace,
 And seemed to make an island of that place;
 And all about were dotted leafy trees,
 The elm for shade, the linden for the bees,
 The noble oak, long ready for the steel
 That ill that place it had no fear to feel;
 The pomegranate, the apple, and the pear,
 That fruit and flowers at once made shift to bear,
 Nor yet decayed therefore, and in them hung
 Bright birds that elsewhere sing not, but here sung
 As sweetly as the small brown nightingales
 Within the wooded, deep Laconian vales.
 But right across the vale, from side to side,
 A high white wall all further view did hide,
 But that above it, vane and pinnacle
 Rose up, of some great house beyond to tell,
 And still betwixt these, mountains far away
 Against the sky rose shadowy, cold, and grey.
 

 She, standing in the yellow morning sun,
 Could scarcely think her happy life was done,
 Or that the place was made for misery;
 Yea, some lone heaven it rather seemed to be,
 Which for the coming band of gods did wait;
 Hope touched her heart; no longer desolate,
 Deserted of all creatures did she feel,
 And o’er her face sweet colour ‘gan to steal,

 That deepened to a flush, as wandering thought
 Desires before unknown unto her brought,
 So mighty was the God, though far away.
 But trembling midst her hope, she took her way
 Unto a little door midmost the wall,
 And still on odorous flowers her feet did fall,
 And round about her did the strange birds sing,
 Praising her beauty in their carolling.
 Thus coming to the door, when now her hand
 First touched the lock, in doubt she needs must stand,
 And to herself she said, “Lo, now the trap!
 And yet, alas! whatever now may hap,
 How can I ‘scape the ill which waiteth me?
 Let me die now!” and herewith, tremblingly,
 She raised the latch, and her sweet sinless eyes
 Beheld a garden like a Paradise,
 Void of mankind, fairer than words can say,
 Wherein did joyous harmless creatures play
 After their kind, and all amidst the trees
 Were strange-wrought founts and wondrous images;
 And glimmering ‘twixt the boughs could she behold
 A house made beautiful with beaten gold,
 Whose open doors in the bright sun did gleam;
 Lonely, but not deserted did it seem.
 Long time she stood debating what to do,
 But at the last she passed the wicket through,
 Which, shutting clamorously behind her, sent
 A pang of fear throughout her as she went;
 But when through all that green place she had passed,
 And by the palace porch she stood at last,
 And saw how wonderfully the wall was wrought,
 With curious stones from far-off countries brought,
 And many an image and fair history
 Of what the world has been, and yet shall be,
 And all set round with golden craftsmanship,

 Well-wrought as some renowned cup’s royal lip,
 She had a thought again to turn aside:
 And yet again, not knowing where to bide,
 She entered softly, and with trembling hands
 Holding her gown; the wonder of all lands
 Met there the wonders of the land and sea.
 

 Now went she through the chambers tremblingly,
 And oft in going would she pause and stand,
 And drop the gathered raiment from her hand,
 Stilling the beating of her heart for fear
 As voices whispering low she seemed to hear,
 But then again the wind it seemed to be
 Moving the golden hangings doubtfully,
 Or some bewildered swallow passing close
 Unto the pane, or some wind-beaten rose.
 Soon seeing that no evil thing came near,
 A little she began to lose her fear,
 And gaze upon the wonders of the place,
 And in the silver mirrors saw her face
 Grown strange to her amidst that loneliness,
 And stooped to feel the web her feet did press,
 Wrought by the brown slim-fingered Indian’s toil
 Amidst the years of war and vain turmoil;
 Or she the figures of the hangings felt,
 Or daintily the unknown blossoms smelt,
 Or stood and pondered what new thing might mean
 The images of knight and king and queen
 Wherewith the walls were pictured here and there,
 Or touched rich vessels with her fingers fair,
 And o’er her delicate smooth cheek would pass
 The fixed bubbles of strange works of glass:
 So wandered she amidst these marvels new
 Until anigh the noontide now it grew.
 At last she came unto a chamber cool
 Paved cunningly in manner of a pool,
 Where red fish seemed to swim through floating weed

 And at the first she thought it so indeed,
 And took the sandals quickly from her feet,
 But when the glassy floor these did but meet
 The shadow of a long-forgotten smile
 Her anxious face a moment did beguile;
 And crossing o’er, she found a table spread
 With dainty food, as delicate white bread
 And fruits piled up and covered savoury meat,
 As though a king were coming there to eat,
 For the worst vessel was of beaten gold.
 Now when these dainties Psyche did behold
 She fain had eaten, but did nowise dare,
 Thinking she saw a god’s feast lying there.
 But as she turned to go the way she came
 She heard a low soft voice call out her name,
 Then she stood still, and trembling gazed around,
 And seeing no man, nigh sank upon the ground,
 Then through the empty air she heard the voice.
 

 “O, lovely one, fear not! rather rejoice
 That thou art come unto thy sovereignty:
 Sit now and eat, this feast is but for thee,
 Yea, do whatso thou wilt with all things here,
 And in thine own house cast away thy fear,
 For all is thine, and little things are these
 So loved a heart as thine, awhile to please.
 “Be patient! thou art loved by such a one
 As will not leave thee mourning here alone,
 But rather cometh on this very night;
 And though he needs must hide him from thy sight
 Yet all his words of love thou well mayst hear,
 And pour thy woes into no careless ear.
 “Bethink thee then, with what solemnity
 Thy folk, thy father, did deliver thee
 To him who loves thee thus, and void of dread
 Remember, sweet, thou art a bride new-wed.”
 

 Now hearing this, did Psyche, trembling sore, 

 And yet with lighter heart than heretofore,
 Sit down and eat, till she grew scarce afeard;
 And nothing but the summer noise she heard
 Within the garden, then, her meal being done,
 Within the window-seat she watched the sun
 Changing the garden-shadows, till she grew
 Fearless and happy, since she deemed she knew
 The worst that could befall, while still the best
 Shone a fair star far off: and ‘mid the rest
 This brought her after all her grief and fear,
 She said, “How sweet it would be, could I hear,
 Soft music mate the drowsy afternoon,
 And drown awhile the bees’ sad murmuring tune
 Within these flowering limes.” E’en as she spoke,
 A sweet-voiced choir of unknown unseen folk
 Singing to words that match the sense of these
 Hushed the faint music of the linden trees.
 

SONG.
 

O PENSIVE, tender maid, downcast and shy,
 Who turnest pale e’en at the name of love,
 And with flushed face must pass the elm-tree by
 Ashamed to hear the passionate grey dove
 Moan to his mate, thee too the god shall move,
 Thee too the maidens shall ungird one day,
 And with thy girdle put thy shame away.
 

 What then, and shall white winter ne’er be done
 Because the glittering frosty morn is fair? 
 Because against the early-setting sun
 Bright show the gilded boughs though waste and bare?
 Because the robin singeth free from care?

 Ah! these are memories of a better day
 When on earth’s face the lips of summer lay.
 

 Come then, beloved one, for such as thee
 Love loveth, and their hearts he knoweth well,
 Who hoard their moments of felicity,
 As misers hoard the medals that they tell,
 Lest on the earth but paupers they should dwell:
 We hide our love to bless another day;
 The world is hard, youth passes quick,” they say.
 

 Ah, little ones, but if ye could forget
 Amidst your outpoured love that you must die,
 Then ye, my servants, were death’s conquerers yet,
 And love to you should be eternity
 How quick soever might the days go by:
 Yes, ye are made immortal on the day
 Ye cease the dusty grains of time to weigh.
 

 Thou hearkenest, love? O, make no semblance then
 Thou art beloved, but as thy wont is
 Turn thy grey eyes away from eyes of men,
 With hands down-dropped, that tremble with thy bliss,
 With hidden eyes, take thy first lover’s kiss;
 Call this eternity which is to-day,
 Nor dream that this our love can pass away.
 

 They ceased, and Psyche pondering o’er their song,
 Not fearing now that aught would do her wrong,
 About the chambers wandered at her will,
 And on the many marvels gazed her fill,
 Where’er she passed still noting everything,
 Then in the gardens heard the new birds sing
 And watched the red fish in the fountains play,
 And at the very faintest time of day
 Upon the grass lay sleeping for a while

 Midst heaven-sent dreams of bliss that made her smile;
 And when she woke the shades were lengthening,
 So to the place where she had heard them sing
 She came again, and through a little door
 Entered a chamber with a marble floor,
 Open a-top unto the outer air,
 Beneath which lay a bath of water fair,
 Paved with strange stones and figures of bright gold,
 And from the steps thereof could she behold
 The slim-leaved trees against the evening sky
 Golden and calm, still moving languidly.
 So for a time upon the brink she sat,
 Debating in her mind of this and that,
 And then arose and slowly from her cast
 Her raiment, and adown the steps she passed
 Into the water, and therein she played,
 Till of herself at last she grew afraid,
 And of the broken image of her face,
 And the loud splashing in that lonely place.
 So from the bath she gat her quietly, 
 And clad herself in whatso haste might be;
 And when at last she was apparelled
 Unto a chamber came, where was a bed
 Of gold and ivory, and precious wood
 Some island bears where never man has stood;
 And round about hung curtains of delight,
 Wherein were interwoven Day and Night
 Joined by the hands of Love, and round their wings
 Knots of fair flowers no earthly May-time brings.
 Strange for its beauty was the coverlet,
 With birds and beasts and flowers wrought over it;
 And every cloth was made in daintier wise
 Than any man on earth could well devise:
 Yea, there such beauty was in everything,
 That she, the daughter of a mighty king,
 Felt strange therein, and trembled lest that she,

 Deceived by dreams, had wandered heedlessly
 Into a bower for some fair goddess made.
 Yet if perchance some man had thither strayed,
 It had been long ere he had noted aught
 But her sweet face, made pensive by the thought
 Of all the wonders that she moved in there.
 But looking round, upon a table fair
 She saw a book wherein old tales were writ,
 And by the window sat, to read in it
 Until the dusk had melted into night,
 When waxen tapers did her servants light
 With unseen hands, until it grew like day.
 And so at last upon the bed she lay, 
 And slept a dreamless sleep for weariness,
 Forgetting all the wonder and distress.
 

 But at the dead of night she woke, and heard
 A rustling noise, and grew right sore afeard,
 Yea, could not move a finger for afright;
 And all was darker now than darkest night.
 

 Withal a voice close by her did she hear.
 “Alas, my love! why tremblest thou with fear,
 While I am trembling with new happiness?
 Forgive me, sweet, thy terror and distress:
 Not otherwise could this our meeting be.
 O loveliest! such bliss awaiteth thee,
 For all thy trouble and thy shameful tears,
 Such nameless honour, and such happy years,
 As fall not unto women of the earth.

 Loved as thou art, thy short-lived pains are worth
 The glory and the joy unspeakable
 Wherein the Treasure of the World shall dwell:
 A little hope, a little patience yet,
 Ere everything thou wilt, thou may’st forget,
 Or else remember as a well-told tale,
 That for some pensive pleasure may avail.
 Canst thou not love me, then, who wrought thy woe,
 That thou the height and depth of joy mightst know?”
 

 He spoke, and as upon the bed she lay,
 Trembling amidst new thoughts, he sent a ray
 Of finest love unto her inmost heart,
 Till, murmuring low, she strove the night to part,
 And like a bride who meets her love at last,
 When the long days of yearning are o’erpast,
 She reached to him her perfect arms unseen,
 And said, “O Love, how wretched I have been!
 What hast thou done?” And by her side he lay,
 Till just before the dawning of the day.
 

THE sun was high when Psyche woke again,
 And turning to the place where he had lain
 And seeing no one, doubted of the thing
 That she had dreamed it, till a fair gold ring,
 Unseen before, upon her hand she found,
 And touching her bright head she felt it crowned
 With a bright circlet; then withal she sighed,
 And wondered how the oracle had lied,
 And wished her father knew it, and straightway
 Rose up and clad herself. Slow went the day,
 Though helped with many a solace, till came night;
 And therewithal the new, unseen delight,
 She learned to call her Love.
 So passed away
 The days and nights, until upon a day
 As in the shade, at noon she lay asleep,
 She dreamed that she beheld her sisters weep, 

 And her old father clad in sorry guise,
 Grown foolish with the weight of miseries,
 Her friends black-clad and moving mournfully,
 And folk in wonder landed from the sea,
 At such a fall of such a matchless maid,
 And in some press apart her raiment laid
 Like precious relics, and an empty tomb
 Set in the palace telling of her doom.
 Therefore she wept in sleep, and woke with tears
 Still on her face, and wet hair round her ears,
 And went about unhappily that day,
 Framing a gentle speech wherewith to pray
 For leave to see her sisters once again,
 That they might know her happy, and her pain
 Turned all to joy, and honour come from shame.
 And so at last night and her lover came,
 And midst their fondling, suddenly she said,
 “O Love, a little time we have been wed,
 And yet I ask a boon of thee this night.”
 “Psyche,” he said, “if my heart tells me right,
 This thy desire may bring us bitter woe,
 For who the shifting chance of fate can know?
 Yet, forasmuch as mortal hearts are weak,
 To-morrow shall my folk thy sisters seek,
 And bear them hither; but before the day
 Is fully ended must they go away.
 And thou — beware — for, fresh and good and true,
 Thou knowest not what worldly hearts may do,
 Or what a curse gold is unto the earth. 
 Beware lest from thy full heart, in thy mirth,
 Thou tell’st the story of thy love unseen:
 Thy loving, simple heart, fits not a queen.”
 Then by her kisses did she know he frowned,
 But close about him her fair arms she wound,

 Until for happiness he ‘gan to smile,
 And in those arms forgat all else awhile.
 

 So the next day, for joy that they should come,
 Would Psyche further deck her strange new home,
 And even as she ‘gan to think the thought,
 Quickly her will by unseen hands was wrought,
 Who came and went like thoughts. Yea, how should I
 Tell of the works of gold and ivory,
 The gems and images, those hands brought there;
 The prisoned things of earth, and sea, and air,
 They brought to please their mistress? Many a beast,
 Such as King Bacchus in his reckless feast
 Makes merry with — huge elephants, snow-white
 With gilded tusks, or dusky-grey with bright
 And shining chains about their wrinkled necks;
 The mailed rhinoceros, that of nothing recks;
 Dusky-maned lions; spotted leopards fair
 That through the cane-brake move, unseen as air;
 The deep-mouthed tiger, dread of the brown man;
 The eagle, and the peacock, and the swan — 

 — These be the nobles of the birds and beasts.
 But therewithal, for laughter at their feasts,
 They brought them the gods’ jesters, such as be 
 Quick-chattering apes, that yet in mockery
 Of anxious men wrinkle their ugly brows;
 Strange birds with pouches, birds with beaks like prows
 Of merchant-ships, with tufted crests like threads,
 With unimaginable monstrous heads.
 Lo, such as these, in many a gilded cage
 They brought, or chained for fear of sudden rage.

 Then strewed they scented branches on the floor,
 And hung rose-garlands up by the great door,
 And wafted incense through the bowers and halls,
 And hung up fairer hangings on the walls,
 And filled the baths with water fresh and clear,
 And in the chambers laid apparel fair,
 And spread a table for a royal feast.
 Then when from all these labours they had ceased,
 Psyche they sung to sleep with lullabies;
 Who slept not long, but opening soon her eyes,
 Beheld her sisters on the threshold stand:
 Then did she run to take them by the hand,
 And laid her cheek to theirs, and murmured words
 Of little meaning, like the moan of birds,
 While they bewildered stood and gazed around,
 Like people who in some strange land have found,
 One that they thought not of; but she at last
 Stood back, and from her face the strayed locks cast,
 And, smiling through her tears, said, “Ah, that ye
 Should have to weep such useless tears for me!
 Alas, the burden that the city bears
 For nought! O me, my father’s burning tears, 
 That into all this honour I am come!
 Nay, does he live yet? Is the ancient home
 Still standing? do the galleys throng the quays?
 Do the brown Indians glitter down the ways
 With rubies as of old? Yes, yes, ye smile,
 For ye are thinking, but a little while
 Apart from these has she been dwelling here;
 Truly, yet long enough, loved ones and dear,
 To make me other than I was of old,
 Though now when your dear faces I behold
 Am I myself again. But by what road
 Have ye been brought to this my new abode?”

 “Sister,” said one, “I rose up from my bed
 It seems this morn, and being apparelled,
 And walking in my garden, in a swoon
 Helpless and unattended I sank down,
 Wherefrom I scarce am waked, for as a dream
 Dost thou with all this royal glory seem,
 But for thy kisses and thy words, O love.”
 “Yea, Psyche,” said the other, “as I drove
 The ivory shuttle through the shuttle-race,
 All was changed suddenly, and in this place
 I found myself, and standing on my feet,
 Where me with sleepy words this one did greet.
 Now, sister, tell us whence these wonders come
 With all the godlike splendour of your home.”
 

 “Sisters,” she said, “more marvels shall ye see
 When ye have been a little while with me, 
 Whereof I cannot tell you more than this
 That ‘midst them all I dwell in ease and bliss,
 Well-loved and wedded to a mighty lord,
 Fair beyond measure, from whose loving word
 I know that happier days await me yet.
 But come, my sisters, let us now forget
 To seek for empty knowledge; ye shall take
 Some little gifts for your lost sister’s sake;
 And whatso wonders ye may see or hear
 Of nothing frightful have ye any fear.”
 Wondering they went with her, and looking round,
 Each in the other’s eyes a strange look found,
 For these, her mother’s daughters, had no part
 In her divine fresh singleness of heart,
 But longing to be great, remembered not
 How short a time one heart on earth has got.
 But keener still that guarded look now grew
 As more of that strange lovely place they knew,
 And as with growing hate, but still afeard,
 The unseen choirs’ heart-softening strains they heard,

 Which did but harden these; and when at noon
 They sought the shaded waters’ freshening boon,
 And all unhidden once again they saw
 That peerless beauty, free from any flaw,
 Which now at last had won its precious meed,
 Her kindness then but fed the fire of greed
 Within their hearts — her gifts, the rich attire
 Wherewith she clad them, where like sparks of fire
 The many-coloured gems shone midst the pearls, 
 The soft silks’ winding lines, the work of girls
 By the Five Rivers; their fair marvellous crowns,
 Their sandals’ fastenings worth the rent of towns,
 Zones and carved rings, and nameless wonders fair,
 All things her faithful slaves had brought them there,
 Given amid kisses, made them not more glad;
 Since in their hearts the ravening worm they had
 That love slays not, nor yet is satisfied
 While aught but he has aught; yet still they tried
 To look as they deemed loving folk should look,
 And still with words of love her bounty took.
 

 So at the last all being apparelled,
 Her sisters to the banquet Psyche led,
 Fair were they, and each seemed a glorious queen
 With all that wondrous daintiness beseen,
 But Psyche clad in gown of dusky blue
 Little adorned, with deep grey eyes that knew
 The hidden marvels of Love’s holy fire,
 Seemed like the soul of innocent desire,
 Shut from the mocking world, wherefrom those twain
 Seemed come to lure her thence with labour vain.
 

 Now having reached the place where they should eat,
 Ere ‘neath the canopy the three took seat,

 The eldest sister unto Psyche said,
 “And he, dear love, the man that thou hast wed,
 Will he not wish to-day thy kin to see?
 Then could we tell of thy felicity 
 The better, to our folk and father dear.”
 Then Psyche reddened, “Nay, he is not here,”
 She stammered, “neither will be here to-day,
 For mighty matters keep him far away.”
 “Alas!” the younger sister said, “Say then,
 What is the likeness of this first of men;
 What sayest thou about his loving eyne,
 Are his locks black, or golden-red as thine?”
 “Black-haired like me,” said Psyche stammering,
 And looking round, “what say I? like the king
 Who rules the world, he seems to me at least — 
 Come, sisters, sit, and let us make good feast!
 My darling and my love ye shall behold
 I doubt not soon, his crispy hair of gold,
 His eyes unseen; and ye shall hear his voice,
 That in my joy ye also may rejoice.”
 

 Then did they hold their peace, although indeed
 Her stammering haste they did not fail to heed.
 But at their wondrous royal feast they sat
 Thinking their thoughts, and spoke of this or that
 Between the bursts of music, until when
 The sun was leaving the abodes of men;
 And then must Psyche to her sisters say
 That she was bid, her husband being away,
 To suffer none at night to harbour there,
 No, not the mother that her body bare
 Or father that begat her, therefore they
 Must leave her now, till some still happier day. 
 And therewithal more precious gifts she brought
 Whereof not e’en in dreams they could have thought,

 Things whereof noble stories might be told;
 And said; “These matters that you here behold
 Shall be the worst of gifts that you shall have;
 Farewell, farewell! and may the high gods save
 Your lives and fame; and tell our father dear
 Of all the honour that I live in here,
 And how that greater happiness shall come
 When I shall reach a long-enduring home.”
 Then these, though burning through the night to stay,
 Spake loving words, and went upon their way,
 When weeping she had kissed them; but they wept
 Such tears as traitors do, for as they stepped
 Over the threshold, in each other’s eyes
 They looked, for each was eager to surprise
 The envy that their hearts were filled withal,
 That to their lips came welling up like gall.
 

 “So,” said the first, “this palace without folk,
 These wonders done with none to strike a stroke,
 This singing in the air, and no one seen,
 These gifts too wonderful for any queen,
 The trance wherein we both were wrapt away,
 And set down by her golden house to-day — 

 — These are the deeds of gods, and not of men;
 And fortunate the day was to her, when
 Weeping she left the house where we were born,
 And all men deemed her shamed and most forlorn,”
 Then said the other, reddening in her rage,
 “She is the luckiest one of all this age;
 And yet she might have told us of her case,
 What god it is that dwelleth in the place,
 Nor sent us forth like beggars from her gate.
 And beggarly, O sister, is our fate,
 Whose husbands wring from miserable hinds
 What the first battle scatters to the winds;

 While she to us whom from her door she drives
 And makes of no account or honour, gives
 Such wonderful and priceless gifts as these,
 Fit to bedeck the limbs of goddesses!
 And yet who knows but she may get a fall?
 The strongest tower has not the highest wall,
 Think well of this, when you sit safe at home.”
 By this unto the river were they come,
 Where waited Zephyrus unseen, who cast
 A languor over them that quickly passed
 Into deep sleep, and on the grass they sank;
 Then straightway did he lift them from the bank,
 And quickly each in her fair house set down,
 Then flew aloft above the sleeping town.
 Long in their homes they brooded over this,
 And how that Psyche nigh a goddess is;
 While all folk deemed that she quite lost had been,
 For nought they said of all that they had seen.
 

 But now that night when she, with many a kiss,
 Had told their coming, and of that and this 
 That happed, he said, “These things, O Love, are well;
 Glad am I that no evil thing befell.
 And yet, between thy father’s house and me
 Must thou choose now; then either royally
 Shalt thou go home, and wed some King at last,
 And have no harm for all that here has passed;
 Or else, my love, bear as thy brave heart may,
 This loneliness in hope of that fair day,
 Which, by my head, shall come to thee; and then
 Shalt thou be glorious to the sons of men,
 And by my side shalt sit in such estate
 That in all time all men shall sing thy fate.”
 But with that word such love through her he breathed,
 That round about him her fair arms she wreathed;

 And so with loving passed the night away,
 And with fresh hope came on the fresh May-day.
 And so passed many a day and many a night.
 And weariness was balanced with delight,
 And into such a mind was Psyche brought,
 That little of her father’s house she thought,
 But ever of the happy day to come
 When she should go unto her promised home.
 

 Till she that threw the golden apple down
 Upon the board, and lighted up Troy town,
 On dusky wings came flying o’er the place,
 And seeing Psyche with her happy face
 Asleep beneath some fair tree blossoming,
 Into her sleep straight cast an evil thing; 
 Whereby she dreamed she saw her father laid
 Panting for breath beneath the golden shade
 Of his great bed’s embroidered canopy,
 And with his last breath moaning heavily
 Her name and fancied woes; thereat she woke,
 And this ill dream through all her quiet broke,
 And when next morn her love from her would go,
 And going, as it was his wont to do,
 Would kiss her sleeping, he must find the tears
 Filling the hollows of her rosy ears

 — And wetting half the golden hair that lay
 ‘Twixt him and her: then did he speak and say,
 “O Love, why dost thou lie awake and weep,
 Who for content shouldst have good heart to sleep
 This cold hour ere the dawning?” Nought she said,
 But wept aloud. Then cried he, “By my head!
 Whate’er thou wishest I will do for thee;
 Yea, if it make an end of thee and me.”
 “O Love,” she said, “I scarce dare ask again,

 Yet is there in mine heart an aching pain
 To know what of my father is become:
 So would I send my sisters to my home,
 Because I doubt indeed they never told
 Of all my honour in this house of gold;
 So now of them a great oath would I take.”
 He said, “Alas! and hast thou been awake
 For them indeed? who in my arms asleep
 Mightst well have been; for their sakes didst thou weep, 
 Who mightst have smiled to feel my kiss on thee?
 Yet as thou wishest once more shall it be,
 Because my oath constrains me, and thy tears.
 And yet again beware, and make these fears
 Of none avail; nor waver any more,
 I pray thee: for already to the shore
 Of all delights and joys thou drawest nigh.”
 

 He spoke, and from the chamber straight did fly
 To highest heaven, and going softly then,
 Wearied the father of all gods and men
 With prayers for Psyche’s immortality.
 

 Meantime went Zephyrus across the sea,
 To bring her sisters to her arms again,
 Though of that message little was he fain,
 Knowing their malice and their cankered hearts.
 For now these two had thought upon their parts,
 And made up a false tale for Psyche’s ear;
 For when awaked, to her they drew anear,
 Sobbing, their faces in their hands they hid,
 Nor when she asked them why this thing they did
 Would answer aught, till trembling Psyche said,
 “Nay, nay, what is it? is our father dead?
 Or do ye weep these tears for shame that ye
 Have told him not of my felicity,
 To make me weep amidst my new-found bliss?
 Be comforted, for short the highway is
 To my forgiveness: this day shall ye go 

 And take him gifts, and tell him all ye know
 Of this my unexpected happy lot.”
 Amidst fresh sobs one said, “We told him not;
 But by good counsel did we hide the thing,
 Deeming it well that he should feel the sting
 For once, than for awhile be glad again,
 And after come to suffer double pain.”
 “Alas! what mean you, sister?” Psyche said,
 For terror waxing pale as are the dead.
 “O sister, speak!” “Child, by this loving kiss,”
 Spake one of them, “and that remembered bliss
 We dwelt in when our mother was alive,
 Or ever we began with ills to strive,
 By all the hope thou hast to see again
 Our aged father and to soothe his pain,
 I charge thee tell me, — Hast thou seen the thing
 Thou callest Husband?”
 Breathless, quivering,
 Psyche cried out, “Alas! what sayest thou?
 What riddles wilt thou speak unto me now?”
 “Alas!” she said; “then is it as I thought.
 Sister, in dreadful places have we sought
 To learn about thy case, and thus we found
 A wise man, dwelling underneath the ground
 In a dark awful cave: he told to us
 A horrid tale thereof, and piteous,
 That thou wert wedded to an evil thing,
 A serpent-bodied fiend of poisonous sting,
 Bestial of form, yet therewith lacking not 
 E’en such a soul as wicked men have got,
 Thus ages long agone the gods made him,
 And set him in a lake hereby to swim;
 But every hundred years he hath this grace,
 That he may change within this golden place
 Into a fair young man by night alone.
 Alas, my sister, thou hast cause to groan!

 What sayest thou? — His words are fair and soft;

He raineth loving kisses on me oft,

Weeping for love; he tells me of a day

When from this place we both shall go away,

And he shall kiss me then no more unseen,

The while I sit by him a glorious queen — 

 — Alas, poor child! it pleaseth thee, his kiss?
 Then must I show thee why he doeth this:
 Because he willeth for a time to save
 Thy body, wretched one! that he may have
 Both child and mother for his watery hell — 
 Ah, what a tale this is for me to tell!
 “Thou prayest us to save thee, and we can;
 Since for nought else we sought that wise old man,
 Who for great gifts and seeing that of kings
 We both were come, has told us all these things,
 And given us a fair lamp of hallowed oil
 That he has wrought with danger and much toil;
 And thereto has he added a sharp knife,
 In forging which he well-nigh lost his life,
 About him so the devils of the pit
 Came swarming — O, my sister, hast thou it?”
 Straight from her gown the other one drew out
 The lamp and knife, which Psyche, dumb with doubt
 And misery at once, took in her hand.
 Then said her sister, “From this doubtful land
 Thou gav’st us royal gifts a while ago,
 But these we give thee, though they lack for show,
 Shall be to thee a better gift, — thy life.
 Put now in some sure place this lamp and knife,
 And when he sleeps rise silently from bed
 And hold the hallowed lamp above his head,
 And swiftly draw the charmed knife across
 His cursed neck, thou well may’st bear the loss,
 Nor shall he keep his man’s shape more, when he

 First feels the iron wrought so mysticly:
 But thou, flee unto us, we have a tale,
 Of what has been thy lot within this vale,
 When we have ‘scaped therefrom, which we shall do
 By virtue of strange spells the old man knew.
 Farewell, sweet sister! here we may not stay,
 Lest in returning he should pass this way;
 But in the vale we will not fail to wait
 Till thou art loosened from thine evil fate.”
 Thus went they, and for long they said not aught,
 Fearful lest any should surprise their thought,
 But in such wise had envy conquered fear,
 That they were fain that eve to bide anear
 Their sister’s ruined home; but when they came
 Unto the river, on them fell the same
 Resistless languor they had felt before, 
 And from the blossoms of that flowery shore
 Their sleeping bodies soon did Zephyr bear,
 For other folk to hatch new ills and care.
 

 But on the ground sat Psyche all alone,
 The lamp and knife beside her, and no moan
 She made, but silent let the long hours go,
 Till dark night closed around her and her woe.
 Then trembling she arose, for now drew near
 The time of utter loneliness and fear,
 And she must think of death, who until now
 Had thought of ruined life, and love brought low;
 And with that thought, tormenting doubt there came,
 And images of some unheard-of shame,
 Until forlorn, entrapped of gods she felt,
 As though in some strange hell her spirit dwelt.
 Yet driven by her sisters’ words at last,
 And by remembrance of the time now past,
 When she stood trembling, as the oracle
 With all its fearful doom upon her fell,
 She to her hapless wedding chamber turned,

 And while the waxen tapers freshly burned
 She laid those dread gifts ready to her hand,
 Then quenched the lights, and by the bed did stand,
 Turning these matters in her troubled mind;
 And sometimes hoped some glorious man to find
 Beneath the lamp, fit bridegroom for a bride
 Like her; ah, then! with what joy to his side
 Would she creep back in the dark silent night; 
 But whiles she quaked at thought of what a sight
 The lamp might show her; the hot rush of blood
 The knife might shed upon her as she stood,
 The dread of some pursuit, the hurrying out,
 Through rooms where every sound would seem a shout
 Into the windy night among the trees,
 Where many a changing monstrous sight one sees,
 When nought at all has happed to chill the blood.
 

 But as among these evil thoughts she stood,
 She heard him coming, and straight crept to bed,
 And felt him touch her with a new-born dread,
 And durst not answer to his words of love.
 But when he slept, she rose that tale to prove,
 And sliding down as softly as might be,
 And moving through the chamber quietly,
 She gat the lamp within her trembling hand,
 And long, debating still these things, did stand
 In that thick darkness, till she seemed to be
 A dweller in some black eternity,
 And what she once had called the world did seem
 A hollow void, a colourless mad dream;
 For she felt so alone — three times in vain
 She moved her heavy hand, three times again
 It fell adown; at last throughout the place
 Its flame glared, lighting up her woeful face,
 Whose eyes the silken carpet did but meet,
 Grown strange and awful, and her own wan feet
 As toward the bed she stole; but come thereto 
 Back with closed eyes and quivering lips, she threw

 Her lovely head, and strove to think of it,
 While images of fearful things did flit
 Before her eyes; thus, raising up the hand
 That bore the lamp, one moment did she stand
 As man’s time tells it, and then suddenly
 Opened her eyes, but scarce kept back a cry
 At what she saw; for there before her lay
 The very Love brighter than dawn of day;
 And as he lay there smiling, her own name
 His gentle lips in sleep began to frame,
 And as to touch her face his hand did move;
 O then, indeed, her faint heart swelled for love,
 And she began to sob, and tears fell fast
 Upon the bed. — But as she turned at last
 To quench the lamp, there happed a little thing
 That quenched her new delight, for flickering
 The treacherous flame cast on his shoulder fair
 A burning drop; he woke, and seeing her there
 The meaning of that sad sight knew full well,
 Nor was there need the piteous tale to tell.
 

 Then on her knees she fell with a great cry,
 For in his face she saw the thunder nigh,
 And she began to know what she had done,
 And saw herself henceforth, unloved, alone,
 Pass onward to the grave; and once again
 She heard the voice she now must love in vain. 
 “Ah, has it come to pass? and hast thou lost
 A life of love, and must thou still be tossed
 One moment in the sun ‘twixt night and night?
 And must I lose what would have been delight,
 Untasted yet amidst immortal bliss,
 To wed a soul made worthy of my kiss,
 Set in a frame so wonderfully made.

 “O wavering heart, farewell! be not afraid
 That I with fire will burn thy body fair,
 Or cast thy sweet limbs piecemeal through the air;
 The fates shall work thy punishment alone,
 And thine own memory of our kindness done.
 “Alas! what wilt thou do? how shalt thou bear
 The cruel world, the sickening still despair,
 The mocking, curious faces bent on thee,
 When thou hast known what love there is in me?
 O happy only, if thou couldst forget,
 And live unholpen, lonely, loveless yet,
 But untormented through the little span
 That on the earth ye call the life of man.
 Alas! that thou, too fair a thing to die,
 Shouldst so be born to double misery!
 “Farewell! though I, a god, can never know
 How thou canst lose thy pain, yet time will go
 Over thine head, and thou mayst mingle yet
 The bitter and the sweet, nor quite forget,
 Nor quite remember, till these things shall seem
 The wavering memory of a lovely dream.”
 Therewith he caught his shafts up and his bow,
 And striding through the chambers did he go,
 Light all around him; and she, wailing sore,
 Still followed after; but he turned no more,
 And when into the moonlit night he came
 From out her sight he vanished like a flame,
 And on the threshold till the dawn of day
 Through all the changes of the night she lay.
 

AT daybreak when she lifted up her eyes,
 She looked around with heavy dull surprise,
 And rose to enter the fair golden place;
 But then remembering all her piteous case
 She turned away, lamenting very sore,
 And wandered down unto the river shore;
 There, at the head of a green pool and deep,
 She stood so long that she forgot to weep,

 And the wild things about the water-side
 From such a silent thing cared not to hide;
 The dace pushed ‘gainst the stream, the dragon-fly,
 With its green-painted wing went flickering by;
 The water-hen, the lustred kingfisher,
 Went on their ways and took no heed of her;
 The little reed birds never ceased to sing,
 And still the eddy, like a living thing,
 Broke into sudden gurgles at her feet. 
 But ‘midst these fair things, on that morning sweet,
 How could she, weary creature, find a place?
 She moved at last, and lifting up her face,
 Gathered her raiment up and cried, “Farewell,
 O fairest lord! and since I cannot dwell
 With thee in heaven, let me now hide my head
 In whatsoever dark place dwell the dead!”
 And with that word she leapt into the stream,
 But the kind river even yet did deem
 That she should live, and, with all gentle care,
 Cast her ashore within a meadow fair.
 Upon the other side, where Shepherd Pan
 Sat looking down upon the water wan,
 Goat-legged and merry, who called out, “Fair maid,
 Why goest thou hurrying to the feeble shade
 Whence none return? Well do I know thy pain,
 For I am old, and have not lived in vain;
 Thou wilt forget all that within a while,
 And on some other happy youth wilt smile;
 And sure he must be dull indeed if he
 Forget not all things in his ecstasy
 At sight of such a wonder made for him,
 That in that clinging gown makes mine eyes swim,
 Old as I am: but to the god of Love
 Pray now, sweet child, for all things can he move.”
 Weeping she passed him, but full reverently,

 And well she saw that she was not to die
 Till she had filled the measure of her woe. 
 So through the meads she passed, half blind and slow,
 And on her sisters somewhat now she thought;
 And, pondering on the evil they had wrought,
 The veil fell from her, and she saw their guile.
 “Alas!” she said, “can death make folk so vile?
 What wonder that the gods are glorious then,
 Who cannot feel the hates and fears of men?
 Sisters, alas, for what ye used to be!
 Once did I think, whatso might hap to me,
 Still at the worst, within your arms to find
 A haven of pure love; then were ye kind,
 Then was my joy e’en as my very own — 
 And now, and now, if I can be alone
 That is my best: but that can never be,
 For your unkindness still shall stay with me
 When ye are dead — But thou, my love! my dear!
 Wert thou not kind? — I should have lost my fear
 Within a little — Yea, and e’en just now
 With angry godhead on thy lovely brow,
 Still thou wert kind — And art thou gone away
 For ever? I know not, but day by day
 Still will I seek thee till I come to die,
 And nurse remembrance of felicity
 Within my heart, although it wound me sore;
 For what am I but thine for evermore!”
 

 Thenceforth her back upon the world she turned
 As she had known it; in her heart there burned
 Such deathless love, that still untired she went: 
 The huntsman dropping down the woody bent,
 In the still evening, saw her passing by,
 And for her beauty fain would draw anigh,
 But yet durst not; the shepherd on the down
 Wondering, would shade his eyes with fingers brown,

 As on the hill’s brow, looking o’er the lands,
 She stood with straining eyes and clasped hands,
 While the wind blew the raiment from her feet;
 The wandering soldier her grey eyes would meet,
 That took no heed of him, and drop his own;
 Like a thin dream she passed the clattering town;
 On the thronged quays she watched the ships come in
 Patient, amid the strange outlandish din;
 Unscared she saw the sacked towns’ miseries,
 And marching armies passed before her eyes.
 And still of her the god had such a care
 None did her wrong, although alone and fair.
 Through rough and smooth she wandered many a day,
 Till all her hope had well-nigh passed away.
 

 Meanwhile the sisters, each in her own home,
 Waited the day when outcast she should come
 And ask their pity; when perchance, indeed,
 They looked to give her shelter in her need,
 And with soft words such faint reproaches take
 As she durst make them for her ruin’s sake;
 But day passed day, and still no Psyche came,
 And while they wondered whether, to their shame,
 Their plot had failed, or gained its end too well, 
 And Psyche slain, no tale thereof could tell. — 
 Amidst these things, the eldest sister lay
 Asleep one evening of a summer day,
 Dreaming she saw the god of love anigh,
 Who seemed to say unto her lovingly,
 “Hail unto thee, fair sister of my love;
 Nor fear me for that thou her faith didst prove,
 And found it wanting, for thou, too, art fair,
 Her place unfilled; rise then, and have no care
 For father or for friends, but go straightway
 Unto the rock where she was borne that day;
 There, if thou hast a will to be my bride,
 Put thou all fear of horrid death aside,

 And leap from off the cliff, and there will come
 My slaves, to bear thee up and take thee home.
 Haste then, before the summer night grows late,
 For in my house thy beauty I await!”
 

 So spake the dream; and through the night did sail,
 And to the other sister bore the tale,
 While this one rose, nor doubted of the thing,
 Such deadly pride unto her heart did cling;
 But by the tapers’ light triumphantly,
 Smiling, her mirrored body did she eye,
 Then hastily rich raiment on her cast
 And through the sleeping serving-people passed,
 And looked with changed eyes on the moonlit street,
 Nor scarce could feel the ground beneath her feet.
 But long the time seemed to her, till she came 
 There where her sister once was borne to shame;
 And when she reached the bare cliff’s rugged brow
 She cried aloud, “O Love receive me now,
 Who am not all unworthy to be thine!”
 And with that word, her jewelled arms did shine
 Outstretched beneath the moon, and with one breath
 She sprung to meet the outstretched arms of Death,
 The only god that waited for her there,
 And in a gathered moment of despair
 A hideous thing her traitrous life did seem.
 

 But with the passing of that hollow dream
 The other sister rose, and as she might,
 Arrayed herself alone in that still night,
 And so stole forth, and making no delay
 Came to the rock anigh the dawn of day;
 No warning there her sister’s spirit gave,

 No doubt came nigh her the doomed soul to save,
 But with a fever burning in her blood,
 With glittering eyes and crimson cheeks she stood
 One moment on the brow, the while she cried,
 “Receive me, Love, chosen to be thy bride
 From all the million women of the world!”
 Then o’er the cliff her wicked limbs were hurled,
 Nor has the language of the earth a name
 For that surprise of terror and of shame.
 

NOW, midst her wanderings, on a hot noontide,
 Psyche passed down a road, where, on each side
 The yellow cornfields lay, although as yet
 Unto the stalks no sickle had been set;
 The lark sung over them, the butterfly
 Flickered from ear to ear distractedly,
 The kestrel hung above, the weasel peered
 From out the wheat stalks on her unafeard,
 Along the road the trembling poppies shed
 On the burnt grass their crumpled leaves and red;
 Most lonely was it, nothing Psyche knew
 Unto what land of all the world she drew;
 Aweary was she, faint and sick at heart,
 Bowed to the earth by thoughts of that sad part
 She needs must play: some blue flower from the corn
 That in her fingers erewhile she had borne,
 Now dropped from them, still clung unto her gown;
 Over the hard way hung her head adown
 Despairingly, but still her weary feet
 Moved on half conscious, her lost love to meet.
 So going, at the last she raised her eyes,
 And saw a grassy mound before her rise

 Over the yellow plain, and thereon was
 A marble fane with doors of burnished brass,
 That ‘twixt the pillars set about it burned;
 So thitherward from off the road she turned,
 And soon she heard a rippling water sound,
 And reached a stream that girt the hill around, 
 Whose green waves wooed her body lovingly;
 So looking round, and seeing no soul anigh,
 Unclad, she crossed the shallows, and there laid
 Her dusty raiment in the alder-shade,
 And slipped adown into the shaded pool,
 And with the pleasure of the water cool
 Soothed her tired limbs awhile, then with a sigh
 Came forth, and clad her body hastily,
 And up the hill made for the little fane.
 But when its threshold now her feet did gain,
 She, looking through the pillars of the shrine,
 Beheld therein a golden image shine
 Of golden Ceres; then she passed the door,
 And with bowed head she stood awhile before
 The smiling image, striving for some word
 That did not name her lover and her lord,
 Until midst rising tears at last she prayed:
 “O kind one, if while yet I was a maid
 I ever did thee pleasure, on this day
 Be kind to me, poor wanderer on the way,
 Who strive my love upon the earth to meet!
 Then let me rest my weary, doubtful feet
 Within thy quiet house a little while,
 And on my rest if thou wouldst please to smile,
 And send me news of my own love and lord,
 It would not cost thee, lady, many a word.”
 But straight from out the shrine a sweet voice came,
 “O Psyche, though of me thou hast no blame,
 And though indeed thou sparedst not to give 
 What my soul loved, while happy thou didst live,

 Yet little can I give now unto thee,
 Since thou art rebel, slave, and enemy
 Unto the love-inspiring Queen; this grace
 Thou hast alone of me, to leave this place
 Free as thou camest, though the lovely one
 Seeks for the sorceress who entrapped her son
 In every land, and has small joy in aught,
 Until before her presence thou art brought.”
 Then Psyche, trembling at the words she spake,
 Durst answer nought, nor for that counsel’s sake
 Could other offerings leave except her tears,
 As now, tormented by the new-born fears
 The words divine had raised in her, she passed
 The brazen threshold once again, and cast
 A dreary hopeless look across the plain,
 Whose golden beauty now seemed nought and vain
 Unto her aching heart; then down the hill
 She went, and crossed the shallows of the rill,
 And wearily she went upon her way,
 Nor any homestead passed upon that day,
 Nor any hamlet, and at night lay down
 Within a wood, far off from any town.
 

 There, waking at the dawn, did she behold,
 Through the green leaves, a glimmer as of gold,
 And, passing on, amidst an oak grove found
 A gold-adorned pillared temple round,
 Whose walls were hung with rich and precious things, 
 Worthy to be the ransom of great kings;
 And in the midst of gold and ivory
 An image of Queen Juno did she see;
 Then her heart swelled within her, and she thought,
 “Surely the gods hereto my steps have brought,
 And they will yet be merciful and give
 Some little joy to me, that I may live

 Till my love finds me.” Then upon her knees
 She fell, and prayed, “O Crown of goddesses,
 I pray thee, give me shelter in this place,
 Nor turn away from me thy much-loved face,
 If ever I gave golden gifts to thee
 In happier times when my right hand was free.”
 Then from the inmost shrine there came a voice
 That said, “It is so, well mayst thou rejoice
 That of thy gifts I yet have memory,
 Wherefore mayst thou depart forewarned and free;
 Since she that won the golden apple lives,
 And to her servants mighty gifts now gives
 To find thee out, in whatso land thou art,
 For thine undoing: loiter not, depart!
 For what immortal yet shall shelter thee
 From her that rose from out the unquiet sea?”
 Then Psyche moaned out in her grief and fear,
 “Alas! and is there shelter anywhere
 Upon the green flame-hiding earth?” said she,
 “Or yet beneath it is there peace for me?
 O Love, since in thine arms I cannot rest,
 Or lay my weary head upon thy breast, 
 Have pity yet upon thy love forlorn,
 Make me as though I never had been born!”
 

 Then wearily she went upon her way,
 And so, about the middle of the day,
 She came before a green and flowery place,
 Walled round about in manner of a chase,
 Whereof the gates as now were open wide;
 Fair grassy glades and long she saw inside
 Betwixt great trees, down which the unscared deer
 Were playing; yet a pang of deadly fear,
 She knew not why, shot coldly through her heart,

 And thrice she turned as though she would depart,
 And thrice returned, and in the gateway stood
 With wavering feet: small flowers as red as blood
 Were growing up amid the soft green grass,
 And here and there a fallen rose there was,
 And on the trodden grass a silken lace,
 As though crowned revellers had passed by the place;
 The restless sparrows chirped upon the wall
 And faint far music on her ears did fall,
 And from the trees within, the pink-foot doves
 Still told their weary tale unto their loves,
 And all seemed peaceful more than words could say.
 Then she, whose heart still whispered, “Keep away,”
 Was drawn by strong desire unto the place,
 So toward the greenest glade she set her face,
 Murmuring, “Alas! and what a wretch am I,
 That I should fear the summer’s greenery! 
 Yea, and is death now any more an ill,
 When lonely through the world I wander still.”
 But when she was amidst those ancient groves,
 Whose close green leaves and choirs of moaning doves
 Shut out the world, then so alone she seemed,
 So strange, her former life was but as dreamed;
 Beside the hopes and fears that drew her on,
 Till so far through that green place she had won,
 That she a rose-hedged garden could behold
 Before a house made beautiful with gold;
 Which, to her mind beset with that past dream,
 And dim foreshadowings of ill fate, did seem
 That very house, her joy and misery,
 Where that fair sight her longing eyes did see
 They should not see again; but now the sound
 Of pensive music ringing all around,
 Made all things like a picture, and from thence
 Bewildering odours floating, dulled her sense,
 And killed her fear, and, urged by strong desire

 To see how all should end, she drew yet nigher,
 And o’er the hedge beheld the heads of girls
 Embraced by garlands fresh and orient pearls,
 And heard sweet voices murmuring; then a thrill
 Of utmost joy all memory seemed to kill
 Of good or evil, and her eager hand
 Was on the wicket, then her feet did stand
 Upon new flowers, the while her dizzied eyes
 Gazed wildly round on half-seen mysteries,
 And wandered from unnoting face to face. 
 For round a fountain midst the flowery place
 Did she behold full many a minstrel girl;
 While nigh them, on the grass in giddy whirl,
 Bright raiment and white limbs and sandalled feet
 Flew round in time unto the music sweet,
 Whose strains no more were pensive now or sad,
 But rather a fresh sound of triumph had;
 And round the dance were gathered damsels fair,
 Clad in rich robes adorned with jewels rare;
 Or little hidden by some woven mist,
 That, hanging round them, here a bosom kissed
 And there a knee, or driven by the wind
 About some lily’s bowing stem was twined.
 

 But when a little Psyche’s eyes grew clear,
 A sight they saw that brought back all her fear
 A hundred fold, though neither heaven nor earth
 To such a fair sight elsewhere could give birth;
 Because apart, upon a golden throne
 Of marvellous work, a woman sat alone,
 Watching the dancers with a smiling face,
 Whose beauty sole had lighted up the place.
 A crown there was upon her glorious head,
 A garland round about her girdlestead,
 Where matchless wonders of the hidden sea
 Were brought together and set wonderfully;
 Naked she was of all else, but her hair
 About her body rippled here and there,

 And lay in heaps upon the golden seat, 
 And even touched the gold cloth where her feet
 Lay amid roses — ah, how kind she seemed!
 What depths of love from out her grey eyes beamed;
 

 Well might the birds leave singing on the trees
 To watch in peace that crown of goddesses,
 Yet well might Psyche sicken at the sight,
 And feel her feet wax heavy, her head light;
 For now at last her evil day was come,
 Since she had wandered to the very home
 Of her most cruel and bitter enemy.
 Half-dead, yet must she turn about to flee,
 But as her eyes back o’er her shoulder gazed,
 And with weak hands her clinging gown she raised,
 And from her lips unwitting came a moan,
 She felt strong arms about her body thrown,
 And, blind with fear, was haled along till she
 Saw floating by her faint eyes dizzily
 That vision of the pearls and roses fresh,
 The golden carpet and the rosy flesh.
 Then, as in vain she strove to make some sound,
 A sweet voice seemed to pierce the air around
 With bitter words; her doom rang in her ears,
 She felt the misery that lacketh tears.
 “Come hither, damsels, and the pearl behold
 That hath no price? See now the thrice tried gold,
 That all men worshipped, that a god would have
 To be his bride! how like a wretched slave
 She cowers down, and lacketh even voice 
 To plead her cause! Come, damsels, and rejoice,
 That now once more the waiting world will move,
 Since she is found, the well-loved soul of love!
 “And thou poor wretch, what god hath led thee here?
 Art thou so lost in this abyss of fear,
 Thou canst not weep thy misery and shame?

 Canst thou not even speak thy shameful name?”
 

 But even then the flame of fervent love
 In Psyche’s tortured heart began to move,
 And gave her utterance, and she said, “Alas!
 Surely the end of life has come to pass
 For me, who have been bride of very Love,
 Yet love still bides in me, O Seed of Jove,
 For such I know thee; slay me, nought is lost!
 For had I had the will to count the cost
 And buy my love with all this misery,
 Thus and no otherwise the thing should be.
 Would I were dead, my wretched beauty gone,
 No trouble now to thee or any one!”
 And with that last word did she hang her head,
 As one who hears not, whatsoe’er is said;
 But Venus rising with a dreadful cry
 Said, “O thou fool, I will not let thee die!
 But thou shalt reap the harvest thou hast sown
 And many a day thy wretched lot bemoan.
 Thou art my slave, and not a day shall be
 But I will find some fitting task for thee,
 Nor will I slay thee till thou hop’st again. 
 What, thinkest thou that utterly in vain
 Jove is my sire, and in despite my will
 That thou canst mock me with thy beauty still?
 Come forth, O strong-armed, punish this new slave,
 That she henceforth a humble heart may have.”
 All round about the damsels in a ring
 Were drawn to see the ending of the thing,
 And now as Psyche’s eyes stared wildly round
 No help in any face of them she found
 As from the fair and dreadful face she turned
 In whose grey eyes such steadfast anger burned;
 Yet midst her agony she scarcely knew
 What thing it was the goddess bade them do,
 And all the pageant, like a dreadful dream

 Hopeless and long-enduring grew to seem;
 Yea, when the strong-armed through the crowd did break,
 Girls like to those, whose close-locked squadrons shake
 The echoing surface of the Asian plain,
 And when she saw their threatening hands, in vain
 She strove to speak, so like a dream it was;
 So like a dream that this should come to pass,
 And ‘neath her feet the green earth opened not.
 But when her breaking heart again waxed hot
 With dreadful thoughts and prayers unspeakable
 As all their bitter torment on her fell,
 When she her own voice heard, nor knew its sound,
 And like red flame she saw the trees and ground,
 Then first she seemed to know what misery 
 To helpless folk upon the earth can be.
 

 But while beneath the many moving feet
 The small crushed flowers sent up their odour sweet,
 Above sat Venus, calm, and very fair,
 Her white limbs bared of all her golden hair,
 Into her heart all wrath cast back again,
 As on the terror and the helpless pain
 She gazed with gentle eyes, and unmoved smile;
 Such as in Cyprus, the fair blossomed isle,
 When on the altar in the summer night
 They pile the roses up for her delight,
 Men see within their hearts, and long that they
 Unto her very body there might pray.
 At last to them some dainty sign she made
 To hold their cruel hands, and therewith bade
 To bear her slave new gained from out her sight
 And keep her safely till the morrow’s light:
 So her across the sunny sward they led
 With fainting limbs, and heavy downcast head,
 And into some nigh lightless prison cast
 To brood alone o’er happy days long past
 And all the dreadful times that yet should be.
 But she being gone, one moment pensively

 The goddess did the distant hills behold,
 Then bade her girls bind up her hair of gold,
 And veil her breast, the very forge of love,
 With raiment that no earthly shuttle wove,
 And ‘gainst the hard earth arm her lovely feet: 
 Then she went forth, some shepherd king to meet
 Deep in the hollow of a shaded vale,
 To make his woes a long-enduring tale.
 

BUT over Psyche, hapless and forlorn,
 Unseen the sun rose on the morrow morn,
 Nor knew she aught about the death of night
 Until her gaoler’s torches filled with light
 The dreary place, blinding her unused eyes,
 And she their voices heard that bade her rise;
 She did their bidding, yet grown faint and pale
 She shrank away and strove her arms to veil
 In her gown’s bosom, and to hide from them
 Her little feet within her garment’s hem;
 But mocking her, they brought her thence away,
 And led her forth into the light of day,
 And brought her to a marble cloister fair
 Where sat the queen on her adorned chair,
 But she, as down the sun-streaked place they came,
 Cried out, “Haste! ye, who lead my grief and shame.”
 And when she stood before her trembling, said,
 “Although within a palace thou wast bred
 Yet dost thou carry but a slavish heart,
 And fitting is it thou shouldst learn thy part,
 And know the state whereunto thou art brought;
 Now, heed what yesterday thy folly taught, 
 And set thyself to-day my will to do;
 Ho ye, bring that which I commanded you.”
 

 Then forth came two, and each upon her back
 Bore up with pain a huge half-bursten sack,
 Which, setting down, they opened on the floor,
 And from their hempen mouths a stream did pour
 Of mingled seeds, and grain, peas, pulse, and wheat,

 Poppies and millet, and coriander sweet,
 And many another brought from far-off lands,
 Which mingling more with swift and ready hands
 They piled into a heap confused and great.
 And then said Venus, rising from her seat,
 “Slave, here I leave thee, but before the night
 These mingled seeds thy hands shall set aright,
 All laid in heaps, each after its own kind,
 And if in any heap I chance to find
 An alien seed; thou knowest since yesterday
 How disobedient slaves the forfeit pay.”
 Therewith she turned and left the palace fair
 And from its outskirts rose into the air,
 And flew until beneath her lay the sea,
 Then, looking on its green waves lovingly,
 Somewhat she dropped, and low adown she flew
 Until she reached the temple that she knew
 Within a sunny bay of her fair isle.
 

 But Psyche sadly labouring all the while
 With hopeless heart felt the swift hours go by, 
 And knowing well what bitter mockery
 Lay in that task, yet did she what she might
 That something should be finished ere the night,
 And she a little mercy yet might ask;
 But the first hours of that long feverish task
 Passed amid mocks; for oft the damsels came
 About her, and made merry with her shame,
 And laughed to see her trembling eagerness,
 And how, with some small lappet of her dress,
 She winnowed out the wheat, and how she bent
 Over the millet, hopelessly intent;
 And how she guarded well some tiny heap
 But just begun, from their long raiments’ sweep;
 And how herself, with girt gown, carefully
 She went betwixt the heaps that ‘gan to lie
 Along the floor; though they were small enow,
 When shadows lengthened and the sun was low;

 But at the last these left her labouring,
 Not daring now to weep, lest some small thing
 Should ‘scape her blinded eyes, and soon far off
 She heard the echoes of their careless scoff.
 Longer the shades grew, quicker sank the sun,
 Until at last the day was well-nigh done,
 And every minute did she think to hear
 The fair Queen’s dreaded footsteps drawing near;
 But Love, that moves the earth, and skies, and sea,
 Beheld his old love in her misery,
 And wrapped her heart in sudden gentle sleep;
 And meanwhile caused unnumbered ants to creep 
 About her, and they wrought so busily
 That all, ere sundown, was as it should be,
 And homeward went again the kingless folk.
 Bewildered with her joy again she woke,
 But scarce had time the unseen hands to bless,
 That thus had helped her utter feebleness,
 Ere Venus came, fresh from the watery way,
 Panting with all the pleasure of the day;
 But when she saw the ordered heaps, her smile
 Faded away, she cried out, “Base and vile
 Thou art indeed, this labour fitteth thee;
 But now I know thy feigned simplicity,
 Thine inward cunning, therefore hope no more,
 Since thou art furnished well with hidden lore,
 To ‘scape thy due reward, if any day
 Without some task accomplished, pass away!”
 So with a frown she passed on, muttering,
 “Nought have I done, to-morrow a new thing.”
 

 So the next morning Psyche did they lead
 Unto a terrace o’er a flowery mead,
 Where Venus sat, hid from the young sun’s rays,
 Upon the fairest of all summer days;
 She pointed o’er the meads. as they drew nigh,
 And said, “See how that stream goes glittering by,
 And on its banks my golden sheep now pass,

 Cropping sweet mouthfuls of the flowery grass;
 If thou, O cunning slave, to-day art fain
 To save thyself from well-remembered pain, 
 Put forth a little of thy hidden skill,
 And with their golden fleece thy bosom fill;
 Yet make no haste, but ere the sun is down
 Cast it before my feet from out thy gown;
 Surely thy labour is but light to-day.”
 Then sadly went poor Psyche on her way,
 Wondering wherein the snare lay, for she knew
 No easy thing it was she had to do;
 Nor had she failed indeed to note the smile
 Wherewith the goddess praised her for the guile
 That she, unhappy, lacked so utterly.
 Amidst these thoughts she crossed the flowery lea,
 And came unto the glittering river’s side;
 And, seeing it was neither deep nor wide,
 She drew her sandals off, and to the knee
 Girt up her gown, and by a willow-tree
 Went down into the water, and but sank
 Up to mid-leg therein; but from the bank
 She scarce had gone three steps, before a voice
 Called out to her, “Stay, Psyche, and rejoice
 That I am here to help thee, a poor reed,
 The soother of the loving hearts that bleed,
 The pourer forth of notes, that oft have made
 The weak man strong, and the rash man afraid.
 “Sweet child, when by me now thy dear foot trod,
 I knew thee for the loved one of our god;
 Then prithee take my counsel in good part;
 Go to the shore again, and rest thine heart
 In sleep awhile, until the sun get low, 
 And then across the river shalt thou go
 And find these evil creatures sleeping fast,
 And on the bushes whereby they have passed
 Much golden wool; take what seems good to thee,
 And ere the sun sets go back easily.

 But if within that mead thou sett’st thy feet
 While yet they wake, an ill death shalt thou meet,
 For they are of a cursed man-hating race,
 Bred by a giant in a lightless place.”
 But at these words soft tears filled Psyche’s eyes
 As hope of love within her heart did rise;
 And when she saw she was not helpless yet
 Her old desire she would not quite forget;
 But turning back, upon the bank she lay
 In happy dreams till nigh the end of day;
 Then did she cross and gather of the wool,
 And with her bosom and her gown-skirt full
 Came back to Venus at the sun-setting;
 But she afar off saw it glistering
 And cried aloud, “Go, take the slave away,
 And keep her safe for yet another day,
 And on the morning will I think again
 Of some fresh task, since with so little pain
 She doeth what the gods find hard enow;
 For since the winds were pleased this waif to blow
 Unto my door, a fool I were indeed,
 If I should fail to use her for my need.”
 So her they led away from that bright sun,
 Now scarce more hopeful that the task was done, 
 Since by those bitter words she knew full well
 Another tale the coming day would tell.
 

 But the next morn upon a turret high,
 Where the wind kissed her raiment lovingly,
 Stood Venus waiting her; and when she came
 She said, “O slave, thy city’s very shame,
 Lift up thy cunning eyes, and looking hence
 Shalt thou behold betwixt these battlements,
 A black and barren mountain set aloof
 From the green hills, shaped like a palace roof.
 Ten leagues from hence it lieth, toward the north,
 And from its rocks a fountain welleth forth,
 Black like itself, and floweth down its side,

 And in a while part into Styx doth glide,
 And part into Cocytus runs away;
 Now coming thither by the end of day,
 Fill me this ewer from the awful stream;
 Such task a sorceress like thee will deem
 A little matter; bring it not to pass,
 And if thou be not made of steel or brass,
 To-morrow shalt thou find the bitterest day
 Thou yet hast known, and all be sport and play
 To what thy heart in that hour shall endure — 
 Behold, I swear it, and my word is sure!”
 She turned therewith to go down toward the sea,
 To meet her lover, who from Thessaly
 Was come from some well-foughten field of war. 
 But Psyche, wandering wearily afar,
 Reached the bare foot of that black rock at last,
 And sat there grieving for the happy past,
 For surely now, she thought, no help could be,
 She had but reached the final misery,
 Nor had she any counsel but to wee
 For not alone the place was very steep,
 And craggy beyond measure, but she knew
 What well it was that she was driven to,
 The dreadful water that the gods swear by,
 For there on either hand, as one draws nigh,
 Are long-necked dragons ready for the spring,
 And many another monstrous nameless thing,
 The very sight of which is well-nigh death;
 Then the black water as it goes crieth,
 “Fly, wretched one, before you come to die!
 Die, wretched man! I will not let you fly!
 How have you heart to come before me here?
 You have no heart, your life is turned to fear!”
 Till the wretch falls adown with whirling brain,
 And far below the sharp rocks end his pain.
 Well then might Psyche wail her wretched fate,
 And strive no more, but sitting weep and wait

 Alone in that black land for kindly death,
 With weary sobbing, wasting life and breath;
 But o’er her head there flew the bird of Jove,
 The bearer of his servant, friend of Love,
 Who, when he saw her, straightway towards her flew,
 And asked her why she wept, and when he knew, 
 And who she was, he said, “Cease all thy fear,
 For to the black waves I thy ewer will bear,
 And fill it for thee; but, remember me,
 When thou art come unto thy majesty.”
 Then straight he flew, and through the dragon’s wings
 Went carelessly, nor feared their clatterings,
 But set the ewer, filled, in her right hand,
 And on that day saw many another land.
 

 Then Psyche through the night toiled back again,
 And as she went, she thought, “Ah! all is vain,
 For though once more I just escape indeed,
 Yet hath she many another will at need;
 And to these days when I my life first learn,
 With unavailing longing shall I turn,
 When this that seemeth now so horrible
 Shall then seem but the threshold of her hell.
 Alas! what shall I do? for even now
 In sleep I see her pitiless white brow,
 And hear the dreadful sound of her commands,
 While with my helpless body and bound hands
 I tremble underneath the cruel whips;
 And oft for dread of her, with quivering lips
 I wake, and waking know the time draws nigh
 When nought shall wake me from that misery — 
 Behold, O Love, because of thee I live,
 Because of thee, with these things still I strive.”
 

NOW with the risen sun her weary feet
 The fresh-strewn roses of the floor did meet
 Upon the marble threshold of the place;
 But she being brought before the matchless face,
 Fresh with the new life of another day,
 Beheld her wondering, for the goddess lay
 With half-shut eyes upon her golden bed,
 And when she entered scarcely turned her head,
 But smiling spake, “The gods are good to thee,
 Nor shalt thou always be mine enemy;
 But one more task I charge thee with to-day,
 For unto Proserpine take thou thy way,
 And give this golden casket to her hands,
 And pray the fair Queen of the gloomy lands
 To fill the void shell with that beauty rare
 That long ago as queen did set her there;
 Nor needest thou to fail in this new thing,
 Who hast to-day the heart and wit to bring
 This dreadful water, and return alive;
 And, that thou may’st the more in this thing strive,
 If thou returnest I will show at last
 My kindness unto thee, and all the past
 Shalt thou remember as an ugly dream.”
 And now at first to Psyche did it seem
 Her heart was softening to her, and the thought
 Swelled her full heart to sobbing, and it brought
 Into her yearning eyes half-happy tears: 
 But on her way cold thoughts and dreadful fears
 Rose in her heart, for who indeed could teach
 A living soul that dread abode to reach
 And yet return? and then once more it seemed
 The hope of mercy was but lightly dreamed,
 And she remembered that triumphant smile,
 And needs must think, “This is the final wile,
 Alas! what trouble must a goddess take
 So weak a thing as this poor heart to break.

 “See now this tower! from off its top will I
 Go quick to Proserpine — ah, good to die!
 Rather than hear those shameful words again,
 And bear that unimaginable pain
 She has been treasuring up against this day!
 O Love, farewell, thou seest all hope is dead,
 Thou seest what torments on my wretched head
 Thy bitter mother doth not cease to heap;
 Farewell, O Love, for thee and life I wee
 Alas, my foolish heart! alas, my sin!
 Alas, for all the love I could not win!”
 

 Now was this tower both old enough and grey,
 Built by some king forgotten many a day,
 And no man dwelt there, now that bitter war
 From that bright land had long been driven afar;
 There now she entered, trembling and afraid;
 But ‘neath her doubtful steps the dust long laid
 In utter rest, rose up into the air,
 And wavered in the wind that down the stair 
 Rushed to the door; then she drew back a pace,
 Moved by the coldness of the lonely place
 That for so long had seen no ray of sun.
 Then shuddering did she hear these words begun,
 Like a wind’s moaning voice, “Have thou no fear
 The hollow words of one long slain to hear!
 Thou livest, and thy hope is not yet dead,
 And if thou heedest me, thou well may’st tread
 The road to hell, and yet return again.
 “For thou must go o’er many a hill and plain
 Until to Sparta thou art come at last,
 And when the ancient city thou hast passed
 A mountain shalt thou reach, that men now call
 Great Tænarus, that riseth like a wall
 ‘Twixt plain and upland, therein shalt thou find

 The wide mouth of a cavern huge and blind,
 Wherein there cometh never any sun,
 Whose dreadful darkness all things living shun;
 This shun thou not, but yet take care to have
 Three honey-cakes thy soul alive to save,
 And in thy mouth a piece of money set,
 Then through the dark go boldly, and forget
 The stories thou hast heard of death and hell,
 And heed my words, and then shall all be well.
 “For when thou hast passed through that cavern blind,
 A place of dim grey meadows shalt thou find,
 Wherethrough to inmost hell a path doth lead,
 Which follow thou, with diligence and heed; 
 For as thou goest there, thou soon shalt see
 Two men like peasants loading painfully
 A fallen ass; these unto thee will call
 To help them, but give thou no heed at all,
 But pass them swiftly; and then soon again
 Within a shed three crones shalt thou see plain
 Busily weaving, who shall bid thee leave
 The road and fill their shuttles while they weave;
 But slacken not thy steps for all their prayers,
 For these are shadows only, and set snares.
 “At last thou comest to a water wan,
 And at the bank shall be the ferryman
 Surly and grey; and when he asketh thee
 Of money for thy passage, hastily
 Show him thy mouth, and straight from off thy lip
 The money he will take, and in his snip
 Embark thee and set forward; but beware.
 For on thy passage is another snare
 From out the waves a grisly head shall come,
 Most like thy father thou hast left at home,

 And pray for passage long and piteously,
 But on thy life of him have no pity,
 Else art thou lost; also thy father lives,
 And in the temples of the high gods gives
 Great daily gifts for thy returning home.
 “When thou unto the other side art come,
 A palace shalt thou see of fiery gold,
 And by the door thereof shalt thou behold
 An ugly triple monster, that shall yell 
 For thine undoing; now behold him well,
 And into each mouth of him cast a cake,
 And no more heed of thee then shall he take,
 And thou mayst pass into a glorious hall
 Where many a wonder hangs upon the wall;
 But far more wonderful than anything
 The fair slim consort of the gloomy King,
 Arrayed all royally shalt thou behold,
 Who sitting on a carven throne of gold,
 Whene’er thou enterest shall rise up to thee,
 And bid thee welcome there most lovingly,
 And pray thee on a royal bed to sit,
 And share her feast; yet eat thou not of it,
 But sitting on the ground eat bread alone,
 Then do thy message kneeling by her throne;
 And when thou hast the gift, return with speed;
 The sleepy dog of thee shall take no heed,
 The ferryman shall bear thee on thy way
 Without more words, and thou shalt see the day
 Unharmed if that dread box thou openest not;
 But if thou dost, then death shall be thy lot.
 

 “O beautiful, when safe thou com’st again,
 Remember me, who lie here in such pain
 Unburied; set me in some tomb of stone.
 When thou hast gathered every little bone;
 But never shalt thou set thereon a name,
 Because my ending was with grief and shame,

 Who was a Queen like thee long years agone, 
 And in this tower, so long have lain alone.”
 

 Then, pale and full of trouble, Psyche went
 Bearing the casket, and her footsteps bent
 To Lacedæmon, and thence found her way
 To Tænarus, and there the golden day
 For that dark cavern did she leave behind;
 Then, going boldly through it, did she find
 The shadowy meads which that wide way ran through,
 Under a seeming sky ‘twixt grey and blue;
 No wind blew there, there was no bird or tree,
 Or beast, and dim grey flowers she did but see
 That never faded in that changeless place,
 And if she had but seen a living face
 Most strange and bright she would have thought it there,
 Or if her own face, troubled yet so fair,
 The still pools by the road-side could have shown
 The dimness of that place she might have known;
 But their dull surface cast no image back,
 For all but dreams of light that land did lack.
 So on she passed, still noting every thing,
 Nor yet had she forgotten there to bring
 The honey-cakes and money: in a while
 She saw those shadows striving hard to pile
 The bales upon the ass, and heard them call,
 “O woman, help us! for our skill is small
 And we are feeble in this place indeed;”
 But swiftly did she pass, nor gave them heed,
 Though after her from far their cries they sent. 
 Then a long way adown that road she went,
 Not seeing aught, till, as the Shade had said,
 She came upon three women in a shed
 Busily weaving, who cried, “Daughter, leave
 The beaten road a while, and as we weave
 Fill thou our shuttles with these endless threads,
 For here our eyes are sleepy, and our heads
 Are feeble in this miserable place.”

 But for their words she did but mend her pace,
 Although her heart beat quick as she passed by.
 

 Then on she went, until she could espy
 The wan, grey river lap the leaden bank
 Wherefrom there sprouted sparsely sedges rank,
 And there the road had end in that sad boat
 Wherein the dead men unto Minos float;
 There stood the ferryman, who now, seeing her, said,
 “O living soul, that thus among the dead
 Hast come, on whatso errand, without fear,
 Know thou that penniless none passes here;
 Of all the coins that rich men have on earth
 To buy the dreadful folly they call mirth,
 But one they keep when they have passed the grave
 That o’er this stream a passage they may have;
 And thou, though living, art but dead to me,
 Who here, immortal, see mortality
 Pass, stripped of this last thing that men desire
 Unto the changeless meads or changeless fire.”
 Speechless she shewed the money on her lip 
 Which straight he took, and set her in the ship,
 And then the wretched, heavy oars he threw
 Into the rowlocks and the flood they drew;
 Silent, with eyes that looked beyond her face,
 He laboured, and they left the dreary place.
 But midmost of that water did arise
 A dead man, pale, with ghastly staring eyes
 That somewhat like her father still did seem,
 But in such wise as figures in a dream;
 Then with a lamentable voice it cried,
 “O daughter, I am dead, and in this tide
 For ever shall I drift, an unnamed thing,
 Who was thy father once, a mighty king,
 Unless thou takest pity on me now,
 And bidd’st the ferryman turn here his prow,
 That I with thee to some abode may cross;
 And little unto thee will be the loss,

 And unto me the gain will be to come
 To such a place as I may call a home,
 Being now but dead and empty of delight,
 And set in this sad place ‘twixt dark and light.”
 Now at these words the tears ran down apace
 For memory of the once familiar face,
 And those old days, wherein, a little child
 ‘Twixt awe and love beneath those eyes she smiled;
 False pity moved her very heart, although
 The guile of Venus she failed not to know,
 But tighter round the casket clasped her hands,
 And shut her eyes, remembering the commands 
 Of that dead queen: so safe to land she came.
 

 And there in that grey country, like a flame
 Before her eyes rose up the house of gold,
 And at the gate she met the beast threefold,
 Who ran to meet her open-mouthed, but she
 Unto his jaws the cakes cast cunningly,
 But trembling much; then on the ground he lay
 Lolling his Leads, and let her go her way;
 And so she came into the mighty hall,
 And saw those wonders hanging on the wall,
 That all with pomegranates was covered o’er
 In memory of the meal on this sad shore,
 Whereby fair Enna was bewept in vain,
 And this became a kingdom and a chain.
 But on a throne, the Queen of all the dead
 She saw therein with gold-embraced head,
 In royal raiment, beautiful and pale;
 Then with slim hands her face did Psyche veil
 In worship of her, who said, “Welcome here,
 O messenger of Venus! thou art dear
 To me thyself indeed, for of thy grace
 And loveliness we know e’en in this place;
 Rest thee then, fair one, on this royal bed
 And with some dainty food shalt thou be fed;
 Ho, ye who wait, bring in the tables now!”

 Therewith were brought things glorious of show
 On cloths and tables royally beseen,
 By damsels each one fairer than a queen, 
 The very latchets of whose shoes were worth
 The royal crown of any queen on earth;
 But when upon them Psyche looked, she saw
 That all these dainty matters without flaw
 Were strange of shape and of strange-blended hues,
 So every cup and plate did she refuse
 Those lovely hands brought to her, and she said,
 “O Queen, to me amidst my awe and dread
 These things are nought, my message is not done,
 So let me rest upon this cold grey stone,
 And while my eyes no higher than thy feet
 Are lifted, eat the food that mortals eat.”
 Therewith upon the floor she sat her down
 And from the folded bosom of her gown
 Drew forth her bread and ate, while with cold eyes
 Regarding her ‘twixt anger and surprise,
 The queen sat silent for awhile, then spoke,
 “Why art thou here, wisest of living folk?
 Depart in haste, lest thou shouldst come to be
 Thyself a helpless thing and shadowy!
 Give me the casket then, thou need’st not say
 Wherefore thou thus hast passed the awful way;
 Bide there, and for thy mistress shalt thou have
 The charm that beauty from all change can save.”
 Then Psyche rose, and from her trembling hand
 Gave her the casket, and awhile did stand
 Alone within the hall, that changing light
 From burning streams, and shadowy waves of night
 Made strange and dread, till to her, standing there 
 The world began to seem no longer fair,
 Life no more to be hoped for, but that place
 The peaceful goal of all the hurrying race,
 The house she must return to on some day.
 Then sighing scarcely could she turn away

 When with the casket came the queen once more,
 And said, “Haste now to leave this shadowy shore
 Before thou changest; even now I see
 Thine eyes are growing strange, thou look’st on me
 E’en as the linnet looks upon the snake.
 Behold, thy wisely-guarded treasure take,
 And let thy breath of life no longer move
 The shadows with the memories of past love.”
 

 But Psyche at that name, with quickened heart
 Turned eagerly, and hastened to depart
 Bearing that burden, hoping for the day;
 Harmless, asleep, the triple monster lay,
 The ferryman did set her in his boat
 Unquestioned, and together did they float
 Over the leaden water back again:
 Nor saw she more those women bent with pain
 Over their weaving, or the fallen ass,
 But swiftly up the grey road did she pass
 And well-nigh now was come into the day
 By hollow Tænarus, but o’er the way
 The wings of Envy brooded all unseen;
 Because indeed the cruel and fair Queen
 Knew well how she had sped; so in her breast, 
 Against the which the dreadful box was pressed,
 Grew up at last this foolish, harmful thought.
 “Behold how far this beauty I have brought
 To give unto my bitter enemy;
 Might I not still a very goddess be
 If this were mine which goddesses desire;
 Yea, what if this hold swift consuming fire,
 Why do I think it good for me to live,
 That I my body once again may give
 Into her cruel hands — come death! come life!
 And give me end to all the bitter strife!”
 Therewith down by the wayside did she sit
 And turned the box round, long regarding it;
 But at the last, with trembling hands, undid

 The clasp, and fearfully raised up the lid;
 But what was there she saw not, for her head
 Fell back, and nothing she remembered
 Of all her life, yet nought of rest she had,
 The hope of which makes hapless mortals glad;
 For while her limbs were sunk in deadly sleep
 Most like to death, over her heart ‘gan creep
 Ill dreams; so that for fear and great distress
 She would have cried, but in her helplessness
 Could open not her mouth, or frame a word;
 Although the threats of mocking things she heard,
 And seemed, amidst new forms of horror bound,
 To watch strange endless armies moving round,
 With all their sleepless eyes still fixed on her,
 Who from that changeless place should never stir. 
 Moveless she lay, and in that dreadful sleep
 Scarce had the strength some few slow tears to wee
 

 And there she would have lain for evermore,
 A marble image on the shadowy shore
 In outward seeming, but within oppressed
 With torments, knowing neither hope nor rest
 But as she lay the Phoenix flew along
 Going to Egypt, and knew all her wrong,
 And pitied her, beholding her sweet face,
 And flew to Love and told him of her case;
 And Love in guerdon of the tale he told,
 Changed all the feathers of his neck to gold,
 And he flew on to Egypt glad at heart.
 But Love himself gat swiftly for his part
 To rocky Tænarus, and found her there
 Laid half a furlong from the outer air.
 

 But at that sight out burst the smothered flame
 Of love, when he remembered all her shame,
 The stripes, the labour, and the wretched fear,
 And kneeling down he whispered in her ear,

 “Rise, Psyche, and be mine for evermore,
 For evil is long tarrying on this shore.”
 Then when she heard him, straightway she arose,
 And from her fell the burden of her woes;
 And yet her heart within her well-nigh broke,
 When she from grief to happiness awoke;
 And loud her sobbing was in that grey place, 
 And with sweet shame she covered up her face.
 But her dear hands, all wet with tears, he kissed,
 And taking them about each little wrist
 Drew them away, and in a sweet voice said,
 “Raise up again, O Psyche, that dear head,
 And of thy simpleness have no more shame;
 Thou hast been tried, and cast away all blame
 Into the sea of woes that thou didst bear,
 The bitter pain, the hopelessness, the fear — 
 Holpen a little, loved with boundless love
 Amidst them all — but now the shadows move
 Fast toward the west, earth’s day is well-nigh done,
 One toil thou hast yet; by to-morrow’s sun
 Kneel the last time before my mother’s feet,
 Thy task accomplished; and my heart, O sweet,
 Shall go with thee to ease thy toilsome way:
 Farewell awhile! but that so glorious day
 I promised thee of old, now cometh fast,
 When even hope thy soul aside shall cast,
 Amidst the joy that thou shalt surely win.”
 So saying, all that sleep he shut within
 The dreadful casket, and aloft he flew,
 But slowly she unto the cavern drew
 Scarce knowing if she dreamed, and so she came
 Unto the earth where yet the sun did flame
 Low down between the pine-trunks, tall and red,
 And with its last beams kissed her golden head.
 

WITH what words Love unto the Father prayed
 I know not, nor what deeds the balance weighed;
 But this I know, that he prayed not in vain,
 And Psyche’s life the heavenly crown shall gain;
 So round about the messenger was sent
 To tell immortals of their King’s intent,
 And bid them gather to the Father’s hall.
 But while they got them ready at his call,
 On through the night was Psyche toiling still,
 To whom no pain nor weariness seemed ill
 Since now once more she knew herself belovéd;
 But when the unresting world again had moved
 Round into golden day, she came again
 To that fair place where she had borne such pain,
 And flushed and joyful in despite her fear,
 Unto the goddess did she draw anear,
 And knelt adown before her golden seat,
 Laying the fatal casket at her feet;
 Then at the first no word, the Sea-born said,
 But looked afar over her golden head,
 Pondering upon the mighty deeds of fate;
 While Psyche still, as one who well may wait,
 Knelt, calm and motionless, nor said a word,
 But ever thought of her sweet lovesome lord.
 At last the Queen said, “Girl, I bid thee rise,
 For now hast thou found favour in mine eyes; 
 And I repent me of the misery
 That in this place thou hast endured of me,
 Although because of it, thy joy indeed
 Shall now be more, that pleasure is thy meed.”
 Then bending, on the forehead did she kiss
 Fair Psyche, who turned red for shame and bliss;
 But Venus smiled again on her, and said,
 “Go now, and bathe, and be as well arrayed
 As thou shouldst be, to sit beside my son;

 I think thy life on earth is well-nigh done.”
 

 So thence once more was Psyche led away,
 And cast into no prison on that day,
 But brought unto a bath beset with flowers,
 Made dainty with a fount’s sweet-smelling showers,
 And there being bathed, e’en in such fair attire
 As veils the glorious Mother of Desire
 Her limbs were veiled, then in the wavering shade,
 Amidst the sweetest garden was she laid,
 And while the damsels round her watch did keep,
 At last she closed her weary eyes in sleep,
 And woke no more to earth, for ere the day
 Had yet grown late, once more asleep she lay
 Within the West Wind’s mighty arms, nor woke
 Until the light of heaven upon her broke,
 And on her trembling lips she felt the kiss
 Of very Love, and mortal yet, for bliss
 Must fall a-weeping still. Ah, me! that I,
 Who late have told her woe and misery, 
 Must leave untold the joy unspeakable
 That on her tender wounded spirit fell!
 Alas! I try to think of it in vain,
 My lyre is but attuned to tears and pain,
 How shall I sing the never-ending day?
 

 Led by the hand of Love she took her way
 Unto a vale beset with heavenly trees,
 Where all the gathered gods and goddesses
 Abode her coming; but when Psyche saw
 The Father’s face, she fainting with her awe
 Had fallen, but that Love’s arm held her u
 Then brought the cup-bearer a golden cup,
 And gently set it in her slender hand,
 And while in dread and wonder she did stand,
 The Father’s awful voice smote on her ear,
 “Drink now, O beautiful, and have no fear!
 For with this draught shalt thou be born again,
 And live for ever free from care and pain.”
 

  Then, pale as privet, took she heart to drink,
 And therewithal most strange new thoughts did think,
 And unknown feelings seized her, and there came
 Sudden remembrance, vivid as a flame,
 Of everything that she had done on earth,
 Although it all seemed changed in weight and worth,
 Small things becoming great, and great things small;
 And godlike pity touched her therewithal
 For her old self, for sons of men that die; 
 And that sweet new-born immortality
 Now with full love her rested spirit fed.
 

 Then in that concourse did she lift her head,
 And stood at last a very goddess there,
 And all cried out at seeing her grown so fair.
 

 So while in heaven quick passed the time away,
 About the ending of that lovely day,
 Bright shone the low sun over all the earth
 For joy of such a wonderful new birth.
 

OR e’er his tale was done, night held the earth;
 Yea, the brown bird grown bold, as sounds of mirth
 Grew faint and scanty, now his tale had done,
 And by his mate abode the next day’s sun;
 And in those old hearts did the story move
 Remembrance of the mighty deeds of love,
 And with these thoughts did hopes of life arise,
 Till tears unseen were in their ancient eyes,
 And in their yearning hearts unspoken prayers,
 And idle seemed the world with all its cares.
 

 Few words they said; the balmy odorous wind
 Wandered about, some resting-place to find;
 The young leaves rustled ‘neath its gentle breath,
 And here and there some blossom burst his sheath,
 Adding unnoticed fragrance to the night;
 But, as they pondered, a new golden light
 Streamed over the green garden, and they heard
 Sweet voices sing some ancient poet’s word
 In praise of May, and then in sight there came
 The minstrels’ figures underneath the flame
 Of scented torches passing ‘twixt the trees,
 And soon the dusky hall grew bright with these,
 And therewithal they put all thought away,
 And midst the tinkling harps drank deep to May.
 

THROUGH many changes had the May-tide passed,
 The hope of summer oft had been o’ercast,
 Ere midst the gardens they once more were met;
 But now the full-leaved trees might well forget
 The changeful agony of doubtful spring,
 For summer pregnant with so many a thing
 Was at the door; right hot had been the day
 Which they amid the trees had passed away,
 And now. betwixt the tulip beds they went
 Unto the hall, and thoughts of days long spent
 Gathered about them, as some blossom’s smell
 Unto their hearts familiar tales did tell.
 But when they well were settled in the hall,
 And now behind the trees the sun ‘gan fall,
 And they as yet no history had heard,
 Laurence, the Swabian priest, took up the word,
 And said, “Ye know from what has gone before,
 That in my youth I followed mystic lore,
 And many books I read in seeking it,
 And through my memory this same eve doth flit
 A certain tale I found in one of these,
 Long ere mine eyes had looked upon the seas;
 It made me shudder in the times gone by,
 When I believed in many a mystery
 I thought divine, that now I think, forsooth,
 Men’s own fears made, to fill the place of truth
 Within their foolish hearts; short is the tale,
 And therefore will the better now avail
 To fill the space before the night comes on,
 And unto rest once more the world is won.
 

THE WRITING ON THE IMAGE.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

How on an Image that stood anciently in Rome were written certain words, which none understood, until a Scholar, coming there, knew their meaning, and thereby discovered great marvels, but withal died miserably.
 

IN half-forgotten days of old,
 As by our fathers we were told,
 Within the town of Rome there stood
 An image cut of cornel wood,
 And on the upraised hand of it
 Men might behold these letters writ — 
 “PERCUTE HIC:” which is to say,
 In that tongue that we speak to-day,
 “Strike here!” nor yet did any know
 The cause why this was written so.
 

 Thus in the middle of the square,
 In the hot sun and summer air,
 The snow-drift and the driving rain,
 That image stood, with little pain,
 For twice a hundred years and ten; 
 While many a band of striving men
 Were driven betwixt woe and mirth
 Swiftly across the weary earth,
 From nothing unto dark nothing:
 And many an Emperor and King,
 Passing with glory or with shame,
 Left little record of his name,
 And no remembrance of the face
 Once watched with awe for gifts or grace.

 Fear little, then, I counsel you,
 What any son of man can do;
 Because a log of wood will last
 While many a life of man goes past,
 And all is over in short space.
 

 Now so it chanced that to this place
 There came a man of Sicily,
 Who when the image he did see,
 Knew full well who, in days of yore,
 Had set it there; for much strange lore,
 In Egypt and in Babylon,
 This man with painful toil had won;
 And many secret things could do;
 So verily full well he knew
 That master of all sorcery
 Who wrought the thing in days gone by,
 And doubted not that some great spell
 It guarded, but could nowise tell
 What it might be. So, day by day, 
 Still would he loiter on the way,
 And watch the image carefully,
 Well mocked of many a passer-by.
 And on a day he stood and gazed
 Upon the slender finger, raised
 Against a doubtful cloudy sky,
 Nigh noontide; and thought, “Certainly
 The master who made thee so fair

 By wondrous art, had not stopped there,
 But made thee speak, had he not thought
 That thereby evil might be brought
 Upon his spell.” But as he spoke,
 From out a cloud the noon sun broke
 With watery light, and shadows cold
 Then did the Scholar well behold
 How, from that finger carved to tell
 Those words, a short black shadow fell
 Upon a certain spot of ground,
 And thereon, looking all around
 And seeing none heeding, went straightway
 Whereas the finger’s shadow lay,
 And with his knife about the place
 A little circle did he trace;
 Then home he turned with throbbing head,
 And forthright gat him to his bed,
 And slept until the night was late
 And few men stirred from gate to gate.
 So when at midnight he did wake,
 Pickaxe and shovel did he take, 
 And, going to that now silent square,
 He found the mark his knife made there,
 And quietly with many a stroke
 The pavement of the place he broke:
 And so, the stones being set apart,
 He ‘gan to dig with beating heart,
 And from the hole in haste he cast
 The marl and gravel; till at last,
 Full shoulder high, his arms were jarred,
 For suddenly his spade struck hard
 With clang against some metal thing:
 And soon he found a brazen ring,

 All green with rust, twisted, and great
 As a man’s wrist, set in a plate
 Of copper, wrought all curiously
 With words unknown though plain to see,
 Spite of the rust; and flowering trees,
 And beasts, and wicked images,
 Whereat he shuddered: for he knew
 What ill things he might come to do,
 If he should still take part with these
 And that Great Master strive to please.
 But small time had he then to stand
 And think, so straight he set his hand
 Unto the ring, but where he thought
 That by main strength it must be brought
 From out its place, to! easily
 It came away, and let him see
 A winding staircase wrought of stone,
 Wherethrough the new-come wind did moan.
 Then thought he, “If I come alive
 From out this place well shall I thrive,
 For I may look here certainly
 The treasures of a king to see,
 A mightier man than men are now.
 So in few days what man shall know
 The needy Scholar, seeing me
 Great in the place where great men be,
 The richest man in all the land?
 Beside the best then shall I stand,
 And some unheard-of palace have;
 And if my soul I may not save
 In heaven, yet here in all men’s eyes
 Will I make some sweet paradise,
 With marble cloisters, and with trees

 And bubbling wells, and fantasies,
 And things all men deem strange and rare,
 And crowds of women kind and fair,
 That I may see, if so I please,
 Laid on the flowers, or mid the trees
 With half-clad bodies wandering.
 There, dwelling happier than the king.
 What lovely days may yet be mine!
 How shall I live with love and wine,
 And music, till I come to die!
 And then —— Who knoweth certainly
 What haps to us when we are dead?
 Truly I think by likelihead 
 Nought haps to us of good or bad;
 Therefore on earth will I be glad
 A short space, free from hope or fear;
 And fearless will I enter here
 And meet my fate, whatso it be.”
 

 Now on his back a bag had he,
 To bear what treasure he might win,
 And therewith now did he begin
 To go adown the winding stair;
 And found the walls all painted fair
 With images of many a thing,
 Warrior and priest, and queen and king,
 But nothing knew what they might be.
 Which things full clearly could he see,
 For lamps were hung up here and there
 Of strange device, but wrought right fair,
 And pleasant savour came from them.
 At last a curtain, on whose hem
 Unknown words in red gold were writ,
 He reached, and softly raising it
 Stepped back, for now did he behold
 A goodly hall hung round with gold,

 And at the upper end could see
 Sitting, a glorious company:
 Therefore he trembled, thinking well
 They were no men, but fiends of hell.
 But while he waited, trembling sore,
 And doubtful of his late-learned lore, 
 A cold blast of the outer air
 Blew out the lamps upon the stair
 And all was dark behind him; then
 Did he fear less to face those men
 Than, turning round, to leave them there
 While he went groping up the stair.
 Yea, since he heard no cry or call
 Or any speech from them at all,
 He doubted they were images
 Set there some dying king to please
 By that Great Master of the art;
 Therefore at last with stouter heart
 He raised the cloth and entered in
 In hope that happy life to win,
 And drawing nigher did behold
 That these were bodies dead and cold
 Attired in full royal guise,
 And wrought by art in such a wise
 That living they all seemed to be,
 Whose very eyes he well could see,
 That now beheld not foul or fair,
 Shining as though alive they were.
 And midmost of that company
 An ancient king that man could see,
 A mighty man, whose beard of grey
 A foot over his gold gown lay;
 And next beside him sat his queen

 Who in a flowery gown of green
 And golden mantle well was clad, 
 And on her neck a collar had
 Too heavy for her dainty breast;
 Her loins by such a belt were prest
 That whoso in his treasury
 Held that alone, a king might be.
 On either side of these, a lord
 Stood heedfully before the board,
 And in their hands held bread and wine
 For service; behind these did shine
 The armour of the guards, and then
 The well-attired serving-men,
 The minstrels clad in raiment meet;
 And over against the royal seat
 Was hung a lamp, although no flame
 Was burning there, but there was set
 Within its open golden fret
 A huge carbuncle, red and bright;
 Wherefrom there shone forth such a light
 That great hall was as clear by it,
 As though by wax it had been lit,
 As some great church at Easter-tide.
 Now set a little way aside,
 Six paces from the dais stood
 An image made of brass and wood,
 In likeness of a full armed knight
 Who pointed ‘gainst the ruddy light
 A huge shaft ready in a bow.

 Pondering how he could come to know
 What all these marvellous matters meant, 
 About the hall the scholar went,
 Trembling, though nothing moved as yet;
 And for awhile did he forget
 The longings that had brought him there
 In wondering at these marvels fair;
 And still for fear he doubted much
 One jewel of their robes to touch.
 

 But as about the hall he passed
 He grew more used to them at last,
 And thought, “Swiftly the time goes by,
 And now no doubt the day draws nigh
 Folk will be stirring: by my head
 A fool I am to fear the dead,
 Who have seen living things enow,
 Whose very names no man can know,
 Whose shapes brave men might well affright
 More than the lion in the night
 Wandering for food;” therewith he drew
 Unto those royal corpses two,
 That on dead brows still wore the crown;
 And midst the golden cups set down
 The rugged wallet from his back,
 Patched of strong leather, brown and black.
 Then, opening wide its mouth, took up
 From off the board, a golden cup
 The King’s dead hand was laid upon,
 Whose unmoved eyes upon him shone
 And recked no more of that last shame 
 Than if he were the beggar lame,
 Who in old days was wont to wait
 For a dog’s meal beside the gate.
 Of which shame nought our man did reck,
 But laid his hand upon the neck
 Of the slim Queen, and thence undid

 The jewelled collar, that straight slid
 Down her smooth bosom to the board.
 And when these matters he had stored
 Safe in his sack, with both their crowns,
 The jewelled parts of their rich gowns,
 Their shoes and belts, brooches and rings,
 And cleared the board of all rich things,
 He staggered with them down the hall..
 But as he went his eyes did fall
 Upon a wonderful green stone,
 Upon the hall-floor laid alone;
 He said, “Though thou art not so great
 To add by much unto the weight
 Of this my sack indeed, yet thou,
 Certes, would make me rich enow,
 That verily with thee I might
 Wage one-half of the world to fight
 The other half of it, and I
 The lord of all the world might die; — 
 I will not leave thee;” therewithal
 He knelt down midmost of the hall,
 Thinking it would come easily
 Into his hand; but when that he 
 Gat hold of it, full fast it stack,
 So fuming, down he laid his sack,
 And with both hands pulled lustily,
 But as he strained, he cast his eye
 Unto the daïs, and saw there
 The image who the great bow bare
 Moving the bowstring to his ear,
 So, shrieking out aloud for fear,

 Of that rich stone he loosed his hold
 And catching up his bag of gold,
 Gat to his feet: but ere he stood
 The evil thing of brass and wood
 Up to his ear the notches drew;
 And clanging forth the arrow flew,
 And midmost of the carbuncle
 Clanging again, the forked barbs fell,
 And all was dark as pitch straightway.
 

 So there until the judgment day
 Shall come and find his bones laid low,
 And raise them up for weal or woe,
 This man must bide; cast down he lay
 While all his past life day by day
 In one short moment he could see
 Laid out before him, while that he
 In terror by that fatal stone
 Was laid, and scarcely dared to moan.
 But in a while his hope returned,
 And then, though nothing he discerned, 
 He gat him up upon his feet,
 And all about the walls he beat
 To find some token of the door,
 But never could he find it more,
 For by some dreadful sorcery
 All was sealed close as it might be,
 And midst the marvels of that hall
 This scholar found the end of all.
 

 But in the town on that same night,
 An hour before the dawn of light,
 Such storm upon the place there fell,
 That not the oldest man could tell
 Of such another: and thereby

 The image was burnt utterly,
 Being stricken from the clouds above;
 And folk deemed that same bolt did move
 The pavement where that wretched one
 Unto his foredoomed fate had gone,
 Because the plate was set again
 Into its place, and the great rain
 Washed the earth down, and sorcery
 Had hid the place where it did lie.
 So soon the stones were set all straight,
 But yet the folk, afraid of fate,
 Where once the man of cornel wood
 Through many a year of bad and good
 Had kept his place, set up alone
 Great Jove himself, cut in white stone, 
 But thickly overlaid with gold.
 “Which,” saith my tale, “you may behold
 Unto this day, although indeed
 Some Lord or other, being in need,
 Took every ounce of gold away.”
 But now, this tale in some past day
 Being writ, I warrant all is gone,
 Both gold and weather-beaten stone.
 

 Be merry, masters, while ye may,
 For men much quicker pass away.
 

THEY praised the tale, and for awhile they talked
 Of other tales of treasure-seekers balked,
 And shame and loss for men insatiate stored,
 Nitocris’ tomb, the Niflungs’ fatal hoard,
 The serpent-guarded treasures of the dead;
 Then of how men would be remembered
 When they are gone; and more than one could tell
 Of what unhappy things therefrom befel;
 Or how by folly men have gained a name;
 A name indeed, not hallowed by the fame
 Of any deeds remembered: and some thought, — 
 ‘Strange hopes and fears for what shall be but nought
 To dead men! better it would be to give
 What things they may, while on the earth they live
 Unto the earth, and from the bounteous earth
 To take their pay of sorrow or of mirth,
 Hatred or love, and get them on their way;
 And let the teeming earth fresh troubles make
 For other men, and ever for their sake
 Use what they left, when they are gone from it.’
 

 But while amid such musings they did sit,
 Dark night being come, men lighted up the hall,
 And the chief man for minstrelsy did call,
 And other talk their dull thoughts chased away,
 Nor did they part till night was mixed with day.
 






  








JUNE.
 

JUNE, O June, that we desired so,
 Wilt thou not make us happy on this day?
 Across the river thy soft breezes blow
 Sweet with the scent of beanfields far away,
 Above our heads rustle the aspens grey,
 Calm is the sky with harmless clouds beset,
 No thought of storm the morning vexes yet.
 

 See, we have left our hopes and fears behind
 To give our very hearts up unto thee;
 What better place than this then could we find
 By this sweet stream that knows not of the sea,
 That guesses not the city’s misery,
 This little stream whose hamlets scarce have names,
 This far-off, lonely mother of the Thames?
 

 Here then, O June, thy kindness will we take;
 And if indeed but pensive men we seem,
 What should we do? thou wouldst not have us wake
 From out the arms of this rare happy dream,
 And wish to leave the murmur of the stream,
 The rustling boughs, the twitter of the birds,
 And all thy thousand peaceful happy words.
 

NOW in the early June they deemed it good
 That they should go unto a house that stood
 On their chief river, so upon a day
 With favouring wind and tide they took their way
 Up the fair stream; most lovely was the time
 Even amidst the days of that fair clime,
 And still the wanderers thought about their lives,
 And that desire that rippling water gives
 To youthful hearts to wander anywhere.
 So midst sweet sights and sounds a house most fair
 They came to, set upon the river side
 Where kindly folk their coming did abide;
 There they took land, and in the lime-trees’ shade
 Beneath the trees they found the fair feast laid,
 And sat, well pleased; but when the water-hen
 Had got at last to think them harmless men,
 And they with rest, and pleasure, and old wine,
 Began to feel immortal and divine,
 An elder spoke, “O gentle friends, the day
 Amid such calm delight now slips away,
 And ye yourselves are grown so bright and glad
 I care not if I tell you something sad;
 Sad, though the life I tell you of passed by,
 Unstained by sordid strife or misery;
 Sad, because though a glorious end it tells
 Yet on the end of glorious life it dwells,
 And striving through all things to reach the best
 Upon no midway happiness will rest.”
 

THE LOVE OF ALCESTIS,
 

ARGUMENT.
 

ADMETUS, king of Pheræ in Thessaly, received unwittingly Apollo as his servant, by the help of whom he won to wife Alcestis, daughter of Pelias: afterwards too, as in other things, so principally in this, Apollo gave him help, that when he came to die, he obtained of the Fates for him, that if another would die willingly in his stead, then he should live still; and when to every one else this seemed impossible, Alcestis gave her life for her husband’s.
 

MIDST sunny grass-clad meads that slope adown
 To lake Bœbeis stands an ancient town,
 Where dwelt of old a lord of Thessaly,
 The son of Pheres and fair Clymene,
 Who had to name Admetus: long ago
 The dwellers by the lake have ceased to know
 His name, because the world grows old, but then
 He was accounted great among great men;
 Young, strong, and godlike, lacking nought at all
 Of gifts that unto royal men might fall
 In those old simple days, before men went
 To gather unseen harm and discontent, 
 Along with all the alien merchandize

 That rich folk need, too restless to be wise.
 

 Now on the fairest of all autumn eves,
 When midst the dusty, crumpled, dying leaves
 The black grapes showed, and every press and vat
 Was newly scoured, this King Admetus sat
 Among his people, wearied in such wise
 By hopeful toil as makes a paradise
 Of the rich earth; for light and far away
 Seemed all the labour of the coming day,
 And no man wished for more than then he had,
 Nor with another’s mourning was made glad.
 There in the pillared porch, their supper done,
 They watched the fair departing of the sun;
 The while the soft-eyed well-girt maidens poured
 The joy of life from out the jars long stored
 Deep in the earth, while little like a king,
 As we call kings, but glad with everything,
 The wise Thessalian sat and blessed his life,
 So free from sickening fear and foolish strife.
 But midst the joy of this festivity,
 Turning aside he saw a man draw nigh,
 Along the dusty grey vine-bordered road
 That had its ending at his fair abode;
 He seemed e’en from afar to set his face
 Unto the King’s adorned reverend place,
 And like a traveller went he wearily,
 And yet as one who seems his rest to see. 
 A staff he bore, but nowise was he bent
 With scrip or wallet; so withal he went
 Straight to the King’s high seat, and standing near,
 Seemed a stout youth and noble, free from fear,
 But peaceful and unarmed; and though ill clad,
 And though the dust of that hot land he had
 Upon his limbs and face, as fair was he
 As any king’s son you might lightly see,

 Grey-eyed and crisp-haired, beautiful of limb,
 And no ill eye the women cast on him.
 But kneeling now, and stretching forth his hand,
 He said, “O thou, the King of this fair land,
 Unto a banished man some shelter give,
 And help me with thy goods that I may live:
 Thou hast good store, Admetus, yet may I,
 Who kneel before thee now in misery,
 Give thee more gifts before the end shall come
 Than all thou hast laid safely in thine house.”
 “Rise up, and be my guest,” Admetus said,
 “I need no gifts for this poor gift of bread,
 The land is wide, and bountiful enow.
 What thou canst do, to-morrow thou shalt show,
 And be my man, perchance; but this night rest
 Not questioned more than any passing guest.
 Yea, even if a great King thou hast spilt,
 Thou shall not answer aught but as thou wilt.”
 Then the man rose and said, “O King, indeed
 Of thine awarded silence have I need,
 Nameless I am, nameless what I have done 
 Must be through many circles of the sun.
 But for to-morrow — let me rather tell
 On this same eve what things I can do well,
 And let me put mine hand in thine and swear
 To serve thee faithfully a changing year;
 Nor think the woods of Ossa hold one beast
 That of thy tenderest yearling shall make feast,
 Whiles that I guard thy flocks, and thou shalt bear
 Thy troubles easier when thou com’st to hear
 The music I can make. Let these thy men
 Witness against me if I fail thee, when
 War falls upon thy lovely land and thee.”
 Then the King smiled, and said, “So let it be,
 Well shalt thou serve me, doing far less than this,

 Nor for thy service due gifts shalt thou miss:
 Behold I take thy faith with thy right hand,
 Be thou true man unto this guarded land.
 Ho ye! take this my guest, find raiment meet
 To clad him with, and bathe his wearied feet,
 Then bring him back beside my throne to feast.”
 But to himself he said, “I am the least
 Of all Thessalians if this man was born
 In any earthly dwelling more forlorn
 Than a king’s palace.”
 Then a damsel slim
 Let him inside, nought loth to go with him,
 And when the cloud of steam had curled to meet
 Within the brass his wearied dusty feet,
 She from a carved press brought him linen fair, 
 And a new-woven coat a king might wear,
 And so being clad he came unto the feast,
 But as he came again, all people ceased
 What talk they held soever, for they thought
 A very god among them had been brought;
 And doubly glad the king Admetus was
 At what that dying eve had brought to pass,
 And bade him sit by him and feast his fill.
 So there they sat till all the world was still,
 And ‘twixt the pillars their red torches’ shine
 Held forth unto the night a joyous sign.
 

SO henceforth did this man at Pheræ dwell,
 And what he set his hand to wrought right well,
 And won much praise and love in everything,
 And came to rule all herdsmen of the King;
 But for two things in chief his fame did grow;
 And first that he was better with the bow
 Than any ‘twixt Olympus and the sea,
 And then that sweet, heart-piercing melody

 He drew out from the rigid-seeming lyre,
 And made the circle round the winter fire
 More like to heaven than gardens of the May.
 So many a heavy thought he chased away
 From the King’s heart, and softened many a hate,
 And choked the spring of many a harsh debate; 
 And, taught by wounds, the snatchers of the wolds
 Lurked round the gates of less well-guarded folds.
 Therefore Admetus loved him, yet withal,
 “Strange doubts and fears upon his heart did fall;
 For morns there were when he the man would meet,
 His hair wreathed round with bay and blossoms sweet,
 Gazing distraught into the brightening east,
 Nor taking heed of either man or beast,
 Or anything that was upon the earth.
 Or sometimes midst the hottest of the mirth,
 Within the King’s hall, would he seem to wake
 As from a dream, and his stringed tortoise take
 And strike the chords unbidden, till the hall
 Filled with the glorious sound from wall to wall,
 Trembled and seemed as it would melt away,
 And sunken, down the faces weeping lay
 That erewhile laughed the loudest; only he
 Stood upright, looking forward steadily
 With sparkling eyes as one who cannot weep,
 Until the storm of music sank to slee
 

 But this thing seemed the doubtfullest of all
 Unto the King, that should there chance to fall
 A festal day, and folk did sacrifice
 Unto the gods, ever by some device

 The man would be away: yet with all this
 His presence doubled all Admetus’ bliss,
 And happy in all things he seemed to live,
 And great gifts to his herdsman did he give. 
 But now the year came round again to spring,
 And southward to Iolchos went the King;
 For there did Pelias hold a sacrifice
 Unto the gods, and put forth things of price
 For men to strive for in the people’s sight;
 So on a morn of April, fresh and bright,
 Admetus shook the golden-studded reins,
 And soon from windings of the sweet-banked lanes
 The south wind blew the sound of hoof and wheel,
 Clatter of brazen shields and clink of steel
 Unto the herdsman’s ears, who stood awhile
 Hearkening the echoes with a godlike smile,
 Then slowly gat him foldwards, murmuring,
 “Fair music for the wooing of a King.”
 But in six days again Admetus came,
 With no lost labour or dishonoured name;
 A scarlet cloak upon his back he bare
 A gold crown on his head, a falchion fair
 Girt to his side; behind him four white steeds,
 Whose dams had fed full in Nisæan meads;
 All prizes that his valiant hands had won
 Within the guarded lists of Tyro’s son.
 Yet midst the sound of joyous minstrelsy
 No joyous man in truth he seemed to be;
 So that folk looking on him said, “Behold,
 The wise King will not show himself too bold

 Amidst his greatness: the gods too are great,
 And who can tell the dreadful ways of fate.”
 Howe’er it was, he gat him through the town, 
 And midst their shouts at last he lighted down
 At his own house, and held high feast that night;
 And yet by seeming had but small delight
 In aught that any man could do or say:
 And on the morrow, just at dawn of day,
 Rose up and clad himself, and took his spear,
 And in the fresh and blossom-scented air
 Went wandering till he reach Bœbeis’ shore;
 Yet by his troubled face set little store
 By all the songs of birds and scent of flowers;
 Yea, rather unto him the fragrant hours
 Were grown but dull and empty of delight.
 So going, at the last he came in sight
 Of his new herdsman, who that morning lay
 Close by the white sand of a little bay
 The teeming ripple of Bœbeis lapped;
 There he in cloak of white-woolled sheepskin wrapped
 Against the cold dew, free from trouble sang,
 The while the heifers’ bells about him rang
 And mingled with the sweet soft-throated birds
 And bright fresh ripple: listen, then, these words
 Will tell the tale of his felicity,
 Halting and void of music though they be.
 

SONG.
 

O DWELLERS on the lovely earth,
 Why will ye break your rest and mirth
 To weary us with fruitless prayer;
 Why will ye toil and take such care 
 For children’s children yet unborn,
 And garner store of strife and scorn
 To gain a scarce-remembered name,
 Cumbered with lies and soiled with shame?

 And if the gods care not for you,
 What is this folly ye must do
 To win some mortal’s feeble heart?
 O fools! when each man plays his part,
 And heeds his fellow little more
 Than these blue waves that kiss the shore
 Take heed of how the daisies grow.
 O fools! and if ye could but know
 How fair a world to you is given.
 

 O brooder on the hills of heaven,
 When for my sin thou drav’st me forth,
 Hadst thou forgot what this was worth,
 Thine own hand made? The tears of men,
 The death of threescore years and ten,
 The trembling of the timorous race — 
 Had these things so bedimmed the place
 Thine own hand made, thou couldst not know
 To what a heaven the earth might grow
 If fear beneath the earth were laid,
 If hope failed not, nor love decayed.
 

 He stopped, for he beheld his wandering lord,
 Who, drawing near, heard little of his word,
 And noted less; for in that haggard mood 
 Nought could he do but o’er his sorrows brood,
 Whate’er they were, but now being come anigh,
 He lifted up his drawn face suddenly,
 And as the singer gat him to his feet,
 His eyes Admetus’ troubled eyes, did meet,
 As with some speech he now seemed labouring,
 Which from his heart his lips refused to bring.

 Then spoke the herdsman, “Master, what is this,
 That thou, returned with honour to the bliss,
 The gods have given thee here, still makest show
 To be some wretch bent with the weight of woe?
 What wilt thou have? What help there is in me
 Is wholly thine, for in felicity
 Within thine house thou still hast let me live,
 Nor grudged most noble gifts to me to give.”
 

 “Yea,” said Admetus, “thou canst help indeed,
 But as the spring shower helps the unsown mead.
 Yet listen: at Iolchos the first day
 Unto Diana’s house I took my way,
 Where all men gathered ere the games began,
 There, at the right side of the royal man,
 Who rules Iolchos, did his daughter stand,
 Who with a suppliant bough in her right hand
 Headed the band of maidens; but to me
 More than a goddess did she seem to be,
 Nor fit to die; and therewithal I thought
 That we had all been thither called for nought
 But that her bridegroom Pelias might choose, 
 And with that thought desire did I let loose,
 And striving not with Love, I gazed my fill,
 As one who will not fear the coming ill:
 Ah, foolish were mine eyes, foolish my heart,
 To strive in such a marvel to have part!
 What god shall wed her rather? no more fear
 Than vexes Pallas vexed her forehead clear,
 Faith shone from out her eyes, and on her lips
 Unknown love trembled; the Phœnician ships

 Within their dark holds nought so precious bring
 As her soft golden hair, no daintiest thing
 I ever saw was half so wisely wrought
 As was her rosy ear; beyond all thought,
 All words to tell of; her veiled body showed,
 As, by the image of the Three-formed bowed,
 She laid her offering down; then I drawn near
 The murmuring of her gentle voice could hear,
 As waking one hears music in the morn,
 Ere yet the fair June sun is fully born;
 And sweeter than the roses fresh with dew
 Sweet odours floated round me, as she drew
 Some golden thing from out her balmy breast
 With her right hand, the while her left hand pressed
 The hidden wonders of her girdlestead;
 And when abashed I sank adown my head,
 Dreading the god of Love, my eyes must meet
 The happy bands about her perfect feet.
 “What more? thou knowst perchance what thing love is? 
 Kindness, and hot desire, and rage, and bliss,
 None first a moment; but before that day
 No love I knew but what might pass away
 When hot desire was changed to certainty,
 Or not abide much longer; e’en such stings
 Had smitten me, as the first warm day brings
 When March is dying; but now half a god
 The crowded way unto the lists I trod,
 Yet hopeless as a vanquished god at whiles,
 And hideous seemed the laughter and the smiles,
 And idle talk about me on the way.
 “But none could stand before me on that day,

 I was as god-possessed, not knowing how
 The King had brought her forth but for a show,
 To make his glory greater through the land:
 Therefore at last victorious I did stand
 Among my peers, nor yet one well-known name
 Had gathered any honour from my shame.
 For there indeed both men of Thessaly,
 Œtolians, Thebans, dwellers by the sea,
 And folk of Attica and Argolis,
 Arcadian woodmen, islanders, whose bliss
 Is to be tossed about from wave to wave,
 All these at last to me the honour gave,
 Nor did they grudge it: yea, and one man said,
 A wise Thessalian with a snowy head,
 And voice grown thin with age, ‘O Pelias,
 Surely to thee no evil thing it was
 That to thy house this rich Thessalian 
 Should come, to prove himself a valiant man
 Amongst these heroes; for if I be wise
 By dint of many years, with wistful eyes
 Doth he behold thy daughter, this fair maid;
 And surely, if the matter were well weighed,
 Good were it both for thee and for the land
 That he should take the damsel by the hand
 And lead her thence, for ye near neighbours dwell;
 What sayest thou, King, have I said ill or well?’
 “With that must I, a fool, stand forth and ask
 If yet there lay before me some great task

 That I must do ere I the maid should wed,
 But Pelias, looking on us, smiled and said,
 ‘O neighbour of Larissa, and thou too,
 O King Admetus, this may seem to you
 A little matter; yea, and for my part
 E’en such a marriage would make glad my heart;
 But we the blood of Salmoneus who share
 With godlike gifts great burdens also bear,
 Nor is this maid without them, for the day
 On which her maiden zone she puts away
 Shall be her death-day, if she wed with one
 By whom this marvellous thing may not be done,
 For in the traces neither must steeds paw
 Before my threshold, or white oxen draw
 The wain that comes my maid to take from me,
 Far other beasts that day her slaves must be:
 The yellow lion ‘neath the lash must roar,
 And by his side unscared, the forest boar 
 Toil at the draught: what sayest thou then hereto,
 O lord of Pheræ, wilt thou come to woo
 In such a chariot, and win endless fame,
 Or turn thine eyes elsewhere with little shame?’
 “What answered I? O herdsman, I was mad
 With sweet love and the triumph I had had.
 I took my father’s ring from off my hand,
 And said, ‘O heroes of the Grecian land
 Be witnesses that on my father’s name
 For this man’s promise, do I take the shame
 Of this deed undone, if I fail herein;
 Fear not, O Pelias, but that I shall win

 This ring from thee, when that I come again
 Through fair Iolchos, driving that strange wain.
 Else by this token, thou, O King, shalt have
 Pheræ my home, while on the tumbling wave
 A hollow ship my sad abode shall be.’
 “So driven by some hostile deity,
 Such words I said, and with my gifts hard won,
 But little valued now, set out upon
 My homeward way: but nearer as I drew
 To mine abode, and ever fainter grew
 In my weak heart the image of my love,
 In vain with fear my boastful folly strove;
 For I remembered that no god I was
 Though I had chanced my fellows to surpass;
 And I began to mind me in a while
 What murmur rose, with what a mocking smile
 Pelias stretched out his hand to take the ring, 
 Made by my drunkard’s gift now twice a king:
 And when unto my palace-door I came
 I had awakened fully to my shame;
 For certainly no help is left to me,
 But I must get me down unto the sea
 And build a keel, and whatso things I may
 Set in her hold, and cross the watery by
 Whither Jove bids, and the rough winds may blow
 Unto a land where none my folly know,
 And there begin a weary life anew.”
 

 Eager and bright the herdsman’s visage grew
 The while this tale was told, and at the end
 He said, “Admetus, I thy life may mend,
 And thou at lovely Pheræ still may dwell;
 Wait for ten days, and then may all be well,
 And thou to fetch thy maiden home may go,
 And to the King thy team unheard-of show.
 And if not, then make ready for the sea
 Nor will I fail indeed to go with thee,

 And ‘twixt the halyards and the ashen oar
 Finish the service well begun ashore;
 But meanwhile do I bid thee hope the best;
 And take another herdsman for the rest,
 For unto Ossa must I go alone
 To do a deed not easy to be done.”
 

 Then springing up he took his spear and bow
 And northward by the lake-shore ‘gan to go; 
 But the King gazed upon him as he went,
 Then, sighing, turned about, and homeward bent
 His lingering steps, and hope began to spring
 Within his heart, for some betokening
 He seemed about the herdsman now to see
 Of one from mortal cares and troubles free.
 And so midst hopes and fears day followed day,
 Until at last upon his bed he lay
 When the grey, creeping dawn had now begun
 To make the wide world ready for the sun
 On the tenth day: sleepless had been the night
 And now in that first hour of gathering light
 For weariness he slept, and dreamed that he
 Stood by the border of a fair, calm sea
 At point to go a-shipboard, and to leave
 Whatever from his sire he did receive
 Of land or kingship; and withal he dreamed
 That through the cordage a bright light there gleamed
 Far off within the east; and nowise sad
 He felt at leaving all he might have had,
 But rather as a man who goes to see
 Some heritage expected patiently.
 But when he moved to leave the firm fixed shore,
 The windless sea rose high and ‘gan to roar,
 And from the gangway thrust the ship aside,
 Until he hung over a chasm wide

 Vocal with furious waves, yet had no fear
 For all the varied tumult he might hear,
 But slowly woke up to the morning light 
 That to his eyes seemed past all memory bright,
 And then strange sounds he heard, whereat his heart
 Woke up to joyous life with one glad start,
 And nigh his bed he saw the herdsman stand,
 Holding a long white staff in his right hand,
 Carved with strange figures; and withal he said,
 “Awake, Admetus! loiter not a-bed,
 But haste thee to bring home thy promised bride,
 For now an ivory chariot waits outside,
 Yoked to such beasts as Pelias bade thee bring;
 Whose guidance thou shalt find an easy thing,
 If in thine hands thou holdest still this rod,
 Whereon are carved the names of every god
 That rules the fertile earth; but having come
 Unto King Pelias’ well adorned home,
 Abide not long, but take the royal maid,
 And let her dowry in thy wain be laid,
 Of silver and fine cloth and unmixed gold,
 For this indeed will Pelias not withhold
 When he shall see thee like a very god.
 Then let thy beasts, ruled by this carven rod,
 Turn round to Pheræ; yet must thou abide
 Before thou comest to the streamlet’s side
 That feed its dykes; there, by the little wood
 Wherein unto Diana men shed blood,
 Will I await thee, and thou shalt descend
 And hand-in-hand afoot through Pheræ wend;
 And yet I bid thee, this night let thy bride
 Apart among the womenfolk abide; 
 That on the morrow thou with sacrifice
 For these strange deeds may pay a fitting price.”
 

  But as he spoke with something like to awe,
 His eyes and much changed face Admetus saw,
 And voiceless like a slave his words obeyed;
 For rising up no more delay he made,
 But took the staff and gained the palace-door
 Where stood the beasts, whose mingled whine and roar
 Had wrought his dream; there two and two they stood,
 Thinking, it might be, of the tangled wood,
 And all the joys of the food-hiding trees,
 But harmless as their painted images
 ‘Neath some dread spell; then, leaping up, he took
 The reins in hand and the bossed leather shook,
 And no delay the conquered beasts durst make
 But drew, not silent; and folk just awake
 When he went by, as though a god they saw,
 Fell on their knees, and maidens come to draw
 Fresh water from the fount sank trembling down,
 And silence held the babbling wakened town.
 So ‘twixt the dewy hedges did he wend,
 And still their noise afar the beasts did send,
 His strange victorious advent to proclaim,
 Till to Iolchos at the last he came,
 And drew anigh the gates, whence in afright
 The guards fled, helpless at the wondrous sight;
 And through the town news of the coming spread
 Of some great god so that the scared priests led 
 Pale suppliants forth; who, in unmeet attire
 And hastily-caught boughs and smouldering fire
 Within their censers, in the market-place
 Awaited him with many an upturned face,
 Trembling with fear of that unnamed new god;
 But through the midst of them his lions trod

 With noiseless feet, nor noted aught their prey,
 And the boars’ hooves went pattering on the way,
 While from their churning tusks the white foam flew
 As raging, helpless, in the trace they drew.
 But Pelias, knowing all the work of fate,
 Sat in his brazen-pillared porch to wait
 The coming of the King; the while the maid
 In her fair marriage garments was arrayed,
 And from strong places of his treasury
 Men brought fine scarlet from the Syrian sea,
 And works of brass, and ivory, and gold;
 But when the strange yoked beasts he did behold
 Come through the press of people terrified,
 Then he arose and o’er the clamour cried,
 “Hail, thou, who like a very god art come
 To bring great honour to my damsel’s home;”
 And when Admetus tightened rein before
 The gleaming, brazen-wrought, half-open door,
 He cried to Pelias, “Hail, to thee, O King;
 Let me behold once more my father’s ring,
 Let me behold the prize that I have won,
 Mine eyes are wearying now to look upon.”
 “Fear not,” he said, the fates are satisfied; 
 Yet wilt thou not descend and here abide,
 Doing me honour till the next bright morn
 Has dried the dew upon the new-sprung corn,
 That we in turn may give the honour due
 To such a man that such a thing can do,
 And unto all the gods may sacrifice?”
 “Nay,” said Admetus, “if thou call’st me wise,
 And like a very god thou dost me deem,
 Shall I abide the ending of the dream
 And so gain nothing? nay, let me be glad
 That I at least one godlike hour have had

 At whatsoever time I come to die,
 That I may mock the world that passes by,
 And yet forgets it.” Saying this, indeed,
 Of Pelias did he seem to take small heed,
 But spoke as one unto himself may speak,
 And still the half-shut door his eyes did seek,
 Wherethrough from distant rooms sweet music came,
 Setting his over-strained heart a-flame,
 Because amidst the Lydian flutes he thought
 From place to place his love the maidens brought.
 Then Pelias said, “What can I give to thee
 Who fail’st so little of divinity?
 Yet let my slaves lay these poor gifts within
 Thy chariot, while my daughter strives to win
 The favour of the spirits of this place,
 Since from their altars she must turn her face
 For ever now; hearken, her flutes I hear,
 From the last chapel doth she draw anear.”
 Then by Admetus’ feet the folk ‘gan pile
 The precious things, but he no less the while
 Stared at the door ajar, and thought it long
 Ere with the flutes mingled the maidens’ song,
 And both grew louder, and the scarce seen floor
 Was fluttering with white raiment, and the door
 By slender fingers was set open wide;
 And midst her damsels he beheld the bride
 Ungirt, with hair unbound and garlanded:
 Then Pelias took her slender hand and said,
 “Daughter, this is the man that takes from thee
 Thy curse midst women, think no more to be
 Childless, unloved, and knowing little bliss;
 But now behold how like a god he is,

 And yet with what prayers for the love of thee
 He must have wearied some divinity,
 And therefore in thine inmost heart be glad
 That thou ‘mongst women such a man hast had.”
 Then she with wondering eyes that strange team saw
 A moment, then as one with gathering awe
 Might turn from Jove’s bird unto very Jove,
 So did she raise her grey eyes to her love,
 But to her brow the blood rose therewithal,
 And she must tremble, such a look did fall
 Upon her faithful eyes, that none the less
 Would falter aught, for all her shamefastness,
 But rather to her lover’s hungry eyes
 Gave back a tender look of glad surprise,
 Wherein love’s flame began to flicker now.
 Withal, her father kissed her on the brow,
 And said, “O daughter, take this royal ring,
 And set it on the finger of the King,
 And come not back; and thou Admetus, pour
 This wine to Jove before my open door,
 And glad at heart take back thine own with thee.”
 Then with that word Alcestis silently,
 And with no look cast back, and ring in hand,
 Went forth, and soon beside her love did stand,
 Nor on his finger failed to set the ring;
 And then a golden cup the city’s King
 Gave to him, and he poured and said, “O thou,
 From whatsoever place thou lookest now,
 What prayers, what gifts unto thee shall I give
 That we a little time with love may live?
 A little time of love, then fall asleep
 Together, while the crown of love we kee”
 So spake he, and his strange beasts turned about,
 And heeded not the people’s wavering shout

 That from their old fear and new pleasure sprang,
 Nor noted aught of what the damsels sung,
 Or of the flowers that after them they cast,
 But like a dream the guarded city passed,
 And ‘twixt the song of birds and blossoms’ scent
 It seemed for many hundred years they went,
 Though short the way was unto Pheræ’s gates;
 Time they forgat, and gods, and men, and fates,
 However nigh unto their hearts they were;
 The woodland boars, the yellow lords of fear, 
 No more seemed strange to them, but all the earth
 With all its changing sorrow and wild mirth
 In that fair hour seemed new-born to the twain,
 Grief seemed a play forgot, a pageant vain,
 A picture painted, who knows where or when,
 With soulless images of restless men;
 For every thought but love was past away,
 And they forgot that they should ever die.
 

 But when they came anigh the sacred wood,
 There, biding them, Admetus’ herdsman stood,
 At sight of whom those yoke fellows unchecked
 Stopped dead and little of Admetus recked
 Who now, as one from dreams not yet awoke,
 Drew back his love and that strange wain forsook,
 And gave the carven rod and guiding bands
 Into the waiting herdsman’s outstretched hands,
 But when he fain had thanked him for the thing
 That he had done, his speechless tongue would cling
 Unto his mouth, and why he could not tell.
 But the man said, “No words! thou hast done well
 To me, as I to thee; the day may come
 When thou shalt ask me for a fitting home,
 Nor shalt thou ask in vain; but hasten now,
 And to thine house this royal maiden show,

 Then give her to thy women for this night.
 But when thou wakest up to thy delight
 To-morrow, do all things that should be done,
 Nor of the gods, forget thou any one 
 And on the next day will I come again
 To tend thy flocks upon the grassy plain.
 “But now depart, and from thine home send here
 Chariot and horse, these gifts of thine to bear
 Unto thine house, and going, look not back
 Lest many a wished-for thing thou com’st to lack.”
 Then hand-in-hand together, up the road
 The lovers passed unto the King’s abode,
 And as they went, the whining snort and roar
 From the yoked beasts they heard break out once more
 And then die off, as they were led away,
 But whether to some place lit up by day,
 Or, neath the earth, they knew not, for the twain
 Went hastening on, nor once looked back again.
 But soon the minstrels met them, and a band
 Of white-robed damsels flowery boughs in hand,
 To bid them welcome to that pleasant place.
 Then they, rejoicing much, in no long space
 Came to the brazen-pillared porch, whereon
 From ‘twixt the passes of the hills yet shone
 The dying sun; and there she stood awhile
 Without the threshold, a faint tender smile
 Trembling upon her lips ‘twixt love and shame,
 Until each side of her a maiden came
 And raised her in their arms, that her fair feet
 The polished brazen threshold might not meet,
 And in Admetus’ house she stood at last.
 But to the women’s chamber straight she passed
 Bepraised of all, — and so the wakeful night 
 Lonely the lovers passed e’en as they might.

 But the next day, with many a sacrifice,
 Admetus wrought, for such a well-won prize,
 A life so blest, the gods to satisfy,
 And many a matchless beast that day did die
 Upon the altars; nought unlucky seemed
 To be amid the joyous crowd that gleamed
 With gold and precious things, and only this
 Seemed wanting to the King of Pheræ’s bliss,
 That all these pageants should be soon past by,
 And hid by night the fair spring blossoms lie.
 

YET on the morrow-morn Admetus came,
 A haggard man oppressed with grief and shame
 Unto the spot beside Bœbeis’ shore
 Whereby he met his herdsman once before,
 And there again he found him flushed and glad,
 And from the babbling water newly clad,
 Then he with downcast eyes these words began,
 “O thou, whatso thy name is, god or man,
 Hearken to me; meseemeth of thy deed
 Some dread immortal taketh angry heed.
 “Last night the height of my desire seemed won,
 All day my weary eyes had watched the sun 
 Rise up and sink, and now was come the night
 When I should be alone with my delight;
 Silent the house was now from floor to roof,
 And in the well-hung chambers, far aloof,
 The feasters lay; the moon was in the sky,
 The soft spring wind was wafting lovingly
 Across the gardens fresh scents to my sweet,
 As, troubled with the sound of my own feet,
 I passed betwixt the pillars, whose long shade
 Black on the white red-veined floor was laid:
 So happy was I that the briar-rose,
 Rustling outside within the flowery close,

 Seemed but Love’s odorous wing — too real all seemed
 For such a joy as I had never dreamed.
 “Why do I linger, as I lingered not
 In that fair hour, now ne’er to be forgot,
 While my life lasts? — Upon the gilded door
 I laid my hand; I stood upon the floor
 Of the bride-chamber, and I saw the bride,
 Lovelier than any dream, stand by the side
 Of the gold bed, with hands that hid her face:
 One cry of joy I gave, and then the place
 Seemed changed to hell as in a hideous dream.
 “Still did the painted silver pillars gleam
 Betwixt the scented torches and the moon;
 Still did the garden shed its odorous boon
 Upon the night; still did the nightingale
 Unto his brooding mate tell all his tale:
 But, risen ‘twixt my waiting love and me, 
 As soundless as the dread eternity,
 Sprung up from nothing, could mine eyes behold
 A huge dull-gleaming dreadful coil that rolled
 In changing circles on the pavement fair.
 Then for the sword that was no longer there
 My hand sank to my side; around I gazed,
 And ‘twixt the coils I met her grey eyes, glazed
 With sudden horror most unspeakable;
 And when mine own upon no weapon fell,
 For what should weapons do in such a place,
 Unto the dragon’s head I set my face,
 And raised bare hands against him, but a cry
 Burst on mine ears of utmost agony
 That nailed me there, and she cried out to me,
 ‘O get thee hence; alas, I cannot flee!

 They coil about me now, my lips to kiss.
 O love, why hast thou brought me unto this?’
 “Alas, my shame! trembling, away I slunk,
 Yet turning saw the fearful coil had sunk
 To whence it came, my love’s limbs freed I saw,
 And a long breath at first I heard her draw
 As one redeemed, then heard the hard sobs come,
 And wailings for her new accursed home.
 But there outside across the door I lay,
 Like a scourged hound, until the dawn of day;
 And as her gentle breathing then I heard
 As though she slept, before the earliest bird
 Began his song, I wandered forth to seek
 Thee, O strange man, e’en as thou seest me, weak 
 With all the torment of the night, and shamed
 With such a shame as never shall be named
 To aught but thee — Yea, yea, and why to thee
 Perchance this ends all thou wilt do for me? — 
 What then, and have I not a cure for that?
 Lo, yonder is a rock where I have sat
 Full many an hour while yet my life was life,
 With hopes of all the coming wonder rife.
 No sword hangs by my side, no god will turn
 This cloudless hazy blue to black, and burn
 My useless body with his lightning flash;
 But the white waves above my bones may wash,
 And when old chronicles our house shall name
 They may leave out the letters and the shame,
 That make Admetus, once a king of men — 
 And how could I be worse or better then?”
 

 As one who notes a curious instrument
 Working against the maker’s own intent,
 The herdsman eyed his wan face silently,
 And smiling for a while, and then said he, — 
 “Admetus, thou, in spite of all I said,
 Hast drawn this evil thing upon thine head,

 Forgetting her who erewhile laid the curse
 Upon the maiden, so for fear of worse
 Go back again; for fair-limbed Artemis
 Now bars the sweet attainment of thy bliss;
 So taking heart, yet make no more delay
 But worship her upon this very day, 
 Nor spare for aught, and of thy trouble make
 No semblance unto any for her sake;
 And thick upon the fair bride-chamber floor
 Strew dittany, and on each side the door
 Hang up such poppy-leaves as spring may yield;
 And for the rest, myself may be a shield
 Against her wrath — nay, be thou not too bold
 To ask me that which may not now be told.
 Yea, even what thou deemest, hide it deep
 Within thine heart, and let thy wonder sleep,
 For surely thou shalt one day know my name,
 When the time comes again that autumn’s flame
 Is dying off the vine boughs, overturned,
 Stripped of their wealth. But now let gifts be burned
 To her I told thee of, and in three days
 Shall I by many hard and rugged ways
 Have come to thee again to bring thee peace.
 Go, the sun rises and the shades decrease.”
 Then, thoughtfully, Admetus gat him back,
 Nor did the altars of the Huntress lack
 The fattest of the flocks upon that day.
 But when night came, in arms Admetus lay
 Across the threshold of the bride-chamber,
 And nought amiss that night he noted there,
 But durst not enter, though about the door
 Young poppy leaves were twined, and on the floor,
 Not flowered as yet with downy leaves and grey,
 Fresh dittany beloved of wild goats lay.

 But when the whole three days and nights were done, 
 The herdsman came with rising of the sun,
 And said, “Admetus, now rejoice again,
 Thy prayers and offerings have not been in vain,
 And thou at last mayst come unto thy bliss;
 And if thou askest for a sign of this,
 Take thou this token; make good haste to rise,
 And get unto the garden-close that lies
 Below these windows sweet with greenery,
 And in the midst a marvel shalt thou see,
 Three white, black-hearted poppies blossoming,
 Though this is but the middle of the spring.”
 Nor was it otherwise than he had said,
 And on that day with joy the twain were wed,
 And gan to lead a life of great delight;
 But the strange woeful history of that night,
 The monstrous car, the promise to the King,
 All these through weary hours of chiselling
 Were wrought in stone, and in Diana’s wall
 Set up, a joy and witness unto all.
 But neither so would winged time abide,
 The changing year came round to autumn-tide,
 Until at last the day was fully come
 When the strange guest first reached Admetus’ home,
 Then, when the sun was reddening to its end,
 He to Admetus’ brazen porch did wend,
 Whom there he found feathering a poplar dart,
 Then said he, “King, the time has come to part,
 Come forth, for I have that to give thine ear
 No man upon the earth but thou must hear.”
 Then rose the King, and with a troubled look
 His well-steeled spear within his hand he took,

 And by his herdsman silently he went
 As to a peaked hill his steps he bent,
 Nor did the parting servant speak one word,
 As up they climbed, unto his silent lord,
 Till from the top he turned about his head
 From all the glory of the gold light, shed
 Upon the hill-top by the setting sun,
 For now indeed the day was well-nigh done,
 And all the eastern vale was grey and cold;
 But when Admetus he did now behold,
 Panting beside him from the steep ascent,
 One godlike, changed look on him he bent,
 And said, “O mortal, listen, for I see
 Thou deemest somewhat of what is in me;
 Fear not! I love thee, even as I can
 Who cannot feel the woes and ways of man
 In spite of this my seeming, for indeed
 Now thou beholdest Jove’s immortal seed;
 And what my name is I would tell thee now,
 If men who dwell upon the earth as thou
 Could hear the name and live; but on the earth,
 With strange melodious stories of my birth,
 Phœbus men call me, and Latona’s son.
 “And now my servitude with thee is done,
 And I shall leave thee toiling on thine earth,
 This handful, that within its little girth
 Holds that which moves you so, O men that die; 
 Behold, to-day thou hast felicity,
 But the times change, and I can see a day
 When all thine happiness shall fade away;
 And yet be merry, strive not with the end,
 Thou canst not change it; for the rest, a friend
 This year has won thee who shall never fail:
 But now indeed, for nought will it avail

 To say what I may have in store for thee,
 Of gifts that men desire; let these things be,
 And live thy life, till death itself shall come,
 And turn to nought the storehouse of thine home,
 Then think of me; these feathered shafts behold,
 That here have been the terror of the wold,
 Take these, and count them still the best of all
 Thy envied wealth, and when on thee shall fall
 By any way the worst extremity,
 Call upon me before thou com’st to die,
 And lay these shafts with incense on a fire,
 That thou mayst gain thine uttermost desire.”
 

 He ceased, but ere the golden tongue was still
 An odorous mist had stolen up the hill,
 And to Admetus first the god grew dim,
 And then was but a lovely voice to him,
 And then at last the sun had sunk to rest,
 And a fresh wind blew lightly from the west
 Over the hill-top, and no soul was there;
 But the sad dying autumn field-flowers fair,
 Rustled dry leaves about the windy place, 
 Where even now had been the godlike face,
 And in their midst the brass-bound quiver lay.
 Then, going further westward, far away,
 He saw the gleaming of Peneus wan
 ‘Neath the white sky, but never any man,
 Except a grey-haired shepherd driving down
 From off the long slopes to his fold-yard brown
 His woolly sheep, with whom a maiden went,
 Singing for labour done and sweet content
 Of coming rest; with that he turned again,
 And took the shafts up, never sped in vain

 And came unto his house most deep in thought
 Of all the things the varied year had brought.
 

THENCEFORTH in bliss and honour day by day
 His measured span of sweet life wore away.
 A happy man he was; no vain desire
 Of foolish fame had set his heart a-fire;
 No care he had the ancient bounds to change,
 Nor yet for him must idle soldiers range
 From place to place about the burdened land,
 Or thick upon the ruined cornfields stand;
 For him no trumpets blessed the bitter war,
 Wherein the right and wrong so mingled are,
 That hardly can the man of single heart
 Amid the sickening turmoil choose his part; 
 For him sufficed the changes of the year,
 The god-sent terror was enough of fear
 For him; enough the battle with the earth,
 The autumn triumph over drought and dearth.
 Better to him than wolf-moved battered shields,
 O’er poor dead corpses, seemed the stubble fields
 Danced down beneath the moon, until the night
 Grew dreamy with a shadowy sweet delight,
 And with the high-risen moon came pensive thought,
 And men in love’s despite must grow distraught
 And loiter in the dance, and maidens drop
 Their gathered raiment, and the fifer stop
 His dancing notes the pensive drone that chid,
 And as they wander to their dwellings, hid
 By the black shadowed trees, faint melody,
 Mournful and sweet, their soft goodnight must be.
 Far better spoil the gathering vat bore in
 Unto the pressing shed, than midst the din
 Of falling houses in war’s waggon lies
 Besmeared with redder stains than Tyrian dyes;

 Or when the temple of the sea-born one
 With glittering crowns and gay attire shone,
 Fairer the maidens seemed by no chain bound,
 But such as amorous arms might cast around
 Their lovely bodies, than the wretched band
 Who midst the shipmen by the gangway stand;
 Each lonely in her speechless misery,
 And thinking of the worse time that shall be,
 When midst of folk who scarce can speak her name, 
 She bears the uttermost of toil and shame.
 Better to him seemed that victorious crown,
 That midst the reverent silence of the town
 He oft would set upon some singer’s brow
 Than was the conqueror’s diadem, blest now
 By lying priests, soon, bent and bloody, hung
 Within the thorn by linnets well besung,
 Who think but little of the corpse beneath,
 Though ancient lands have trembled at his breath.
 But to this King — fair Ceres’ gifts, the days
 Whereon men sung in flushed Lyæus’ praise
 Tales of old time, the bloodless sacrifice
 Unto the goddess of the downcast eyes
 And soft persuading lips, the ringing lyre
 Unto the bearer of the holy fire
 Who once had been amongst them — things like these
 Seemed meet to him men’s yearning to appease,
 These were the triumphs of the peaceful king.
 

 And so, betwixt seed-time and harvesting,
 With little fear his life must pass away;
 And for the rest, he, from the self-same day
 That the god left him, seemed to have some share
 In that same godhead he had harboured there:
 In all things grew his wisdom and his wealth,
 And folk beholding the fair state and health

 Wherein his land was, said, that now at last
 A fragment of the Golden Age was cast
 Over the place, for there was no debate, 
 And men forgot the very name of hate.
 Nor failed the love of her he erst had won
 To hold his heart as still the years wore on,
 And she, no whit less fair than on the day
 When from Iolchos first she passed away,
 Did all his will as though he were a god,
 And loving still, the downward way she trod.
 Honour and love, plenty and peace, he had;
 Nor lacked for aught that makes a wise man glad,
 That makes him like a rich well-honoured guest
 Scarce sorry when the time comes, for the rest,
 That at the last perforce must bow his head.
 And yet — was death not much remembered,
 As still with happy men the manner is?
 Or, was he not so pleased with this world’s bliss,
 As to be sorry when the time should come
 When but his name should hold his ancient home
 While he dwelt nowhere? either way indeed,
 Will be enough for most men’s daily need,
 And with calm faces they may watch the world,
 And note men’s lives hither and thither hurled,
 As folk may watch the unfolding of a play — 
 Nor this, nor that was King Admetus’ way,
 For neither midst the sweetness of his life
 Did he forget the ending of the strife,
 Nor yet for heavy thoughts of passing pain
 Did all his life seem lost to him or vain,
 A wasteful jest of Jove, an empty dream;
 Rather before him did a vague hope gleam, 
 That made him a great-hearted man and wise,
 Who saw the deeds of men with far-seeing eyes,
 And dealt them pitying justice still, as though
 The inmost heart of each man he did know;

 This hope it was, and not his kingly place
 That made men’s hearts rejoice to see his face
 Rise in the council hall; through this, men felt
 That in their midst a son of man there dwelt
 Like and unlike them, and their friend through all;
 And still as time went on, the more would fall
 This glory on the King’s beloved head,
 And round his life fresh hope and fear were shed.
 

 Yet at the last his good days passed away,
 And sick upon his bed Admetus lay,
 ‘Twixt him and death nought but a lessening veil
 Of hasty minutes, yet did hope not fail,
 Nor did bewildering fear torment him then,
 But still as ever, all the ways of men
 Seemed clear to him: but he, while yet his breath
 Still held the gateway ‘gainst the arms of death,
 Turned to his wife, who, bowed beside the bed,
 Wept for his love, and dying goodlihead,
 And bade her put all folk from out the room,
 Then going to the treasury’s rich gloom
 To bear the arrows forth, the Lycian’s gift.
 So she, amidst her blinding tears, made shift
 To find laid in the inmost treasury
 Those shafts, and brought them unto him, but he, 
 Beholding them, beheld therewith his life,
 Both that now past, with many marvels rife,
 And that which he had hoped he yet should see.
 Then spoke he faintly, “Love, ‘twixt thee and me
 A film has come, and I am fainting fast:
 And now our ancient happy life is past;
 For either this is death’s dividing hand,
 And all is done, or if the shadowy land
 I yet escape, full surely if I live
 The god with life some other gift will give,

 And change me to thee: even at this tide
 Like a dead man among you all I bide,
 Until I once again behold my guest,
 And he has given me either life or rest:
 Alas, my love! that thy too loving heart
 Nor with my life or death can have a part.
 O cruel words! yet death is cruel too:
 Stoop down and kiss me, for I yearn for you
 E’en as the autumn yearneth for the sun.”
 “O love, a little time we have been one,
 And if we now are twain weep not therefore;
 For many a man on earth desireth sore
 To have some mate upon the toilsome road,
 Some sharer of his still increasing load,
 And yet for all his longing and his pain
 His troubled heart must seek for love in vain,
 And till he dies still must he be alone — 
 But now, although our love indeed is gone,
 Yet to this land as thou art leal and true 
 Set now thine hand to what I bid thee do,
 Because I may not die; rake up the brands
 Upon the hearth, and from these trembling hands
 Cast incense thereon, and upon them lay
 These shafts, the relics of a happier day,
 Then watch with me; perchance I may not die,
 Though the supremest hour now draws anigh
 Of life or death — O thou who madest me,
 The only thing on earth alike to thee,
 Why must I be unlike to thee in this?
 Consider, if thou dost not do amiss
 To slay the only thing that feareth death
 Or knows its name, of all things drawing breath
 Upon the earth: see now for no short hour,
 For no half-halting death, to reach me slower
 Than other men, I pray thee — what avail
 To add some trickling grains unto the tale

 Soon told, of minutes thou dost snatch away
 From out the midst of that unending day
 Wherein thou dwellest? rather grant me this
 To right me wherein thou hast done amiss,
 And give me life like thine for evermore.”
 

 So murmured he, contending very sore
 Against the coming death; but she meanwhile,
 Faint with consuming love, made haste to pile
 The brands upon the hearth, and thereon cast
 Sweet incense, and the feathered shafts at last;
 Then, trembling, back unto the bed she crept, 
 And lay down by his side, and no more wept,
 Nay scarce could think of death for very love
 That in her faithful heart for ever strove
 ‘Gainst fear and grief: but now the incense-cloud
 The old familiar chamber did enshroud,
 And on the very verge of death drawn close
 Wrapt both their weary souls in strange repose,
 That through sweet sleep sent kindly images
 Of simple things; and in the midst of these,
 Whether it was but parcel of their dream,
 Or that they woke to it as some might deem,
 I know not, but the door was opened wide,
 And the King’s name a voice long silent cried,
 And Phœbus on the very threshold trod,
 And yet in nothing liker to a god
 Than when he ruled Admetus’ herds, for he
 Still wore the homespun coat men used to see
 Among the heifers in the summer morn,
 And round about him hung the herdsman’s horn,
 And in his hand he bore the herdsman’s spear
 And cornel bow, the prowling dog-wolf’s fear,

 Though empty of its shafts the quiver was.
 He to the middle of the room did pass,
 And said, “Admetus, neither all for nought
 My coming to thee is, nor have I brought
 Good tidings to thee; poor man, thou shalt live
 If any soul for thee sweet life will give
 Enforced by none: for such a sacrifice
 Alone the fates can deem a fitting price 
 For thy redemption; in no battle-field,
 Maddened by hope of glory life to yield,
 To give it up to heal no city’s shame
 In hope of gaining long-enduring fame;
 For whoso dieth for thee must believe
 That thou with shame that last gift wilt receive,
 And strive henceforward with forgetfulness
 The honied draught of thy new life to bless.
 Nay, and moreover such a glorious heart
 Who loves thee well enough with life to part
 But for thy love, with life must lose love too,
 Which e’en when wrapped about in weeds of woe
 Is godlike life indeed to such an one.
 “And now behold, three days ere life is done
 Do the fates give thee, and I, even I,
 Upon thy life have shed felicity
 And given thee love of men, that they in turn
 With fervent love of thy dear love might burn.
 The people love thee and thy silk-clad breast,
 Thine open doors have given thee better rest
 Than woods of spears or hills of walls might do,
 And even now in wakefulness and woe
 The city lies, calling to mind thy love
 Wearying with ceaseless prayers the gods above.
 But thou — thine heart is wise enough to know
 That they no whit from their decrees will go.”
 

  So saying, swiftly from the room he passed;
 But on the world no look Admetus cast, 
 But peacefully turned round unto the wall
 As one who knows that quick death must befall:
 For in his heart he thought, “Indeed too well
 I know what men are, this strange tale to tell
 To those that live with me: yea, they will weep,
 And o’er my tomb most solemn days will keep,
 And in great chronicles will write my name,
 Telling to many an age my deeds and fame.
 For living men such things as this desire,
 And by such ways will they appease the fire
 Of love and grief: but when death comes to stare
 Full in men’s faces, and the truth lays bare,
 How can we then have wish for anything,
 But unto life that gives us all to cling?”
 So said he, and with closed eyes did await,
 Sleeping or waking, the decrees of fate.
 

 But now Alcestis rose, and by the bed
 She stood, with wild thoughts passing through her head.
 Dried were her tears, her troubled heart and sore
 Throbbed with the anguish of her love no more.
 A strange look on the dying man she cast,
 Then covered up her face and said, “O past!
 Past the sweet times that I remember well!
 Alas, that such a tale my heart can tell!
 Ah, how I trusted him! what love was mine!
 How sweet to feel his arms about me twine,
 And my heart beat with his! what wealth of bliss
 To hear his praises! all to come to this, 
 That now I durst not look upon his face,
 Lest in my heart that other thing have place,
 That which I knew not, that which men call hate.
 “O me, the bitterness of God and fate!

 A little time ago we two were one;
 I had not lost him though his life was done,
 For still was he in me — but now alone
 Through the thick darkness must my soul make moan,
 For I must die: how can I live to bear
 An empty heart about, the nurse of fear?
 How can I live to die some other tide,
 And, dying, bear my loveless name outcried
 About the portals of that weary land
 Whereby my shadowy feet should come to stand.
 “Alcestis! O Alcestis, hadst thou known
 That thou one day shouldst thus be left alone,
 How hadst thou borne a living soul to love!
 Hadst thou not rather lifted hands to Jove,
 To turn thine heart to stone, thy front to brass,
 That through this wondrous world thy soul might pass,
 Well-pleased and careless, as Diana goes
 Through the thick woods, all pitiless of those
 Her shafts smite down? Alas! how could it be?
 Can a god give a god’s delights to thee?
 Nay rather, Jove, but give me once again,
 If for one moment only, that sweet pain
 Of love I had while still I thought to live!
 Ah! wilt thou not, since unto thee I give
 My life, my hope? — But thou — I come to thee. 
 Thou sleepest: O wake not, nor speak to me!
 In silence let my last hour pass away,
 And men forget my bitter feeble day.”
 

 With that she laid her down upon the bed,
 And nestling to him, kissed his weary head,
 And laid his wasted hand upon her breast,
 Yet woke him not; and silence and deep rest
 Fell on that chamber. The night wore away
 Mid gusts of wailing wind, the twilight grey
 Stole o’er the sea, and wrought his wondrous change
 On things unseen by night, by day not strange,

 But now half-seen and strange; then came the sun,
 And therewithal the silent world and dun
 Waking, waxed many-coloured, full of sound,
 As men again their heap of troubles found,
 And woke up to their joy or misery.
 But there, unmoved by aught, those twain did lie,
 Until Admetus’ ancient nurse drew near
 Unto the open door, and full of fear
 Beheld them moving not, and as folk dead;
 Then, trembling with her eagerness and dread,
 She cried, “Admetus! art thou dead indeed?
 Alcestis! livest thou my words to heed?
 Alas, alas, for this Thessalian folk!”
 But with her piercing cry the King awoke,
 And round about him wildly ‘gan to stare,
 As a bewildered man who knows not where
 He has awakened: but not thin or wan 
 His face was now, as of a dying man,
 But fresh and ruddy; and his eyes shone clear,
 As of a man who much of life may bear.
 And at the first, but joy and great surprise
 Shone out from those awakened, new-healed eyes;
 But as for something more at last he yearned,
 Unto his love with troubled brow he turned,
 For still she seemed to sleep: alas, alas!
 Her lonely shadow even now did pass
 Along the changeless fields, oft looking back,
 As though it yet had thought of some great lack.
 And here, the hand just fallen from off his breast
 Was cold; and cold the bosom his hand pressed.
 And even as the colour lit the day
 The colour from her lips had waned away;
 Yet still, as though that longed-for happiness
 Had come again her faithful heart to bless,
 Those white lips smiled, unwrinkled was her brow,
 But of her eyes no secrets might he know,
 For, hidden by the lids of ivory,

 Had they beheld that death a-drawing nigh.
 

 Then o’er her dead corpse King Admetus hung,
 Such sorrow in his heart as his faint tongue
 Refused to utter; yet the just-past night
 But dimly he remembered, and the sight
 Of the Far-darter, and the dreadful word
 That seemed to cut all hope as with a sword:
 Yet stronger in his heart a knowledge grew, 
 That nought it was but her fond heart and true
 That all the marvel for his love had wrought,
 Whereby from death to life he had been brought;
 That dead, his life she was, as she had been
 His life’s delight while still she lived a queen.
 And he fell wondering if his life were gain,
 So wrapt as then in loneliness and pain;
 Yet therewithal no tears would fill his eyes,
 For as a god he was.
 Then did he rise
 And gat him down unto the Council-place,
 And when the people saw his well-loved face
 They cried aloud for joy to see him there,
 And earth again to them seemed blest and fair.
 And though indeed they did lament in turn,
 When of Alcestis’ end they came to learn,
 Scarce was it more than seeming, or, at least,
 The silence in the middle of a feast,
 When men have memory of their heroes slain.
 So passed the order of the world again,
 Victorious Summer crowning lusty Spring,
 Autumn with cleared fields from the harvesting,
 And Winter the earth’s sleep; and then again
 Spring, Summer, Autumn, and the Winter’s pain;
 And still and still the same the years went by.
 

 But Time, who slays so many a memory,

 Brought hers to light, the short-lived loving Queen;
 And her fair soul, as scent of flowers unseen, 
 Sweetened the turmoil of long centuries.
 For soon, indeed, Death laid his hand on these,
 The shouters round the throne upon that day.
 And for Admetus, he, too, went his way,
 Though if he died at all I cannot tell;
 But either on the earth he ceased to dwell,
 Or else, oft born again, had many a name.
 But through all lands of Greece Alcestis’ fame
 Grew greater, and about her husband’s twined
 Lived, in the hearts of far-off men enshrined.
 See I have told her tale, though I know not
 What men are dwelling now on that green spot
 Anigh Bœbeis, or if Pheræ still,
 With name oft changed perchance, adown the hill
 Still shows its white walls to the rising sun.

 — The gods at least remember what is done.
 

STRANGE felt the wanderers at his tale, for now
 Their old desires it seemed once more to show
 Unto their altered hearts, when now the rest,
 Most surely coming, of all things seemed best, — 

 — Unless, by death perchance they yet might gain
 Some space to try such deeds as now in vain
 They heard of amidst stories of the past;
 Such deeds as they for that wild hope had cast
 From out their hands — they sighed to think of it,
 And how as deedless men they there must sit.
 

 Yet, with the measured falling of that rhyme
 Mingled the lovely sights and glorious time,
 Whereby, in spite of hope long past away,
 In spite of knowledge growing day by day
 Of lives so wasted, in despite of death,
 With sweet content that eve they drew their breath,
 And scarce their own lives seemed to touch them more
 Than that dead Queen’s beside Bœbeis’ shore;
 Bitter and sweet so mingled in them both,
 Their lives and that old tale, they had been loth,
 Perchance, to have them told another way. — 
 So passed the sun from that fair summer day.
 

JUNE drew unto its end, the hot bright days
 Now gat from men as much of blame as praise,
 As rainless still they passed, without a cloud,
 And growing grey at last, the barley bowed
 Before the south-east wind. On such a day
 These folk amid the trellised roses lay,
 And careless for a little while at least,
 Crowned with the mingled blossoms held their feast:
 Nor did the garden lack for younger folk,
 Who cared no more for burning summer’s yoke
 Than the sweet breezes of the April-tide;
 But through the thick trees wandered far and wide
 From sun to shade, and shade to sun again,
 Until they deemed the elders would be fain
 To hear the tale, and shadows longer grew:
 Then round about the grave old men they drew,
 Both youths and maidens; and beneath their feet
 The grass seemed greener, and the flowers more sweet
 Unto the elders, as they stood around.
 

 So through the calm air soon arose the sound
 Of one old voice as now a Wanderer spoke.
 “O friends, and ye, fair loving gentle folk, 
 Would I could better tell a tale to-day;
 But hark to this, which while our good ship lay
 Within the Weser such a while agone,
 A Fleming told me, as we sat alone
 One Sunday evening in the Rose-garland,
 And all the other folk were gone a-land
 After their pleasure, like sea-faring men.
 Surely I deem it no great wonder then
 That I remember everything he said,
 Since from that Sunday eve strange fortune led
 That keel and me on such a weary way — 
 Well, at the least it serveth you to-day.”
 

THE LADY OF THE LAND.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

A CERTAIN Man having landed on an Island in the Greek Sea, found there a beautiful damsel, whom he would fain have delivered from a strange and dreadful doom, but failing herein, he died soon afterwards.
 

IT happened once, some men of Italy
 Midst the Greek islands went a sea-roving,
 And much good fortune had they on the sea:
 Of many a man they had the ransoming,
 And many a chain they gat, and goodly thing;
 And midst their voyage to an isle they came,
 Whereof my story keepeth not the name.
 

 Now though but little was there left to gain,
 Because the richer folk had gone away,
 Yet since by this of water they were fain
 They came to anchor in a land-locked bay,
 Whence in a while some went ashore to play,
 Going but lightly armed in twos or threes,
 For midst that folk they feared no enemies.
 

 And of these fellows that thus went ashore,
 One was there who left all his friends behind;
 Who going inland ever more and more,
 And being left quite alone, at last did find
 A lonely valley sheltered from the wind,
 Wherein, amidst an ancient cypress wood,
 A long-deserted ruined castle stood.
 

 The wood, once ordered in fair grove and glade,

 With gardens overlooked by terraces,
 And marble-paved pools for pleasure made,
 Was tangled now, and choked with fallen trees;
 And he who went there, with but little ease
 Must stumble by the stream’s side, once made meet
 For tender women’s dainty wandering feet.
 

 The raven’s croak, the low wind choked and drear,
 The baffled stream, the grey wolf’s doleful cry,
 Were all the sounds that mariner could hear,
 As through the wood he wandered painfully;
 But as unto the house he drew anigh,
 The pillars of a ruined shrine he saw,
 The once fair temple of a fallen law.
 

 No image was there left behind to tell
 Before whose face the knees of men had bowed;
 An altar of black stone, of old wrought well,
 Alone beneath a ruined roof now showed
 The goal whereto the folk were wont to crowd, 
 Seeking for things forgotten long ago,
 Praying for heads long ages laid a-low.
 

 Close to the temple was the castle-gate,
 Doorless and crumbling; there our fellow turned,
 Trembling indeed at what might chance to wait
 The prey entrapped, yet with a heart that burned
 To know the most of what might there be learned,
 And hoping somewhat too, amid his fear,
 To light on such things as all men hold dear.
 

 Noble the house was, nor seemed built for war,
 But rather like the work of other days,
 When men, in better peace than now they are,
 Had leisure on the world around to gaze,
 And noted well the past times’ changing ways;
 And fair with sculptured stories it was wrought,
 By lapse of time unto dim ruin brought.
 

  Now as he looked about on all these things,
 And strove to read the mouldering histories,
 Above the door an image with wide wings,
 Whose unclad limbs a serpent seemed to seize,
 He dimly saw, although the western breeze,
 And years of biting frost and biting rain,
 Had made the carver’s labour well-nigh vain.
 

 But this, though perished sore, and worn away,
 He noted well, because it seemed to be, 
 After the fashion of another day,
 Some great man’s badge of war, or armoury,
 And round it a carved wreath he seemed to see:
 But taking note of these things, at the last
 The mariner beneath the gateway passed.
 

 And there a lovely cloistered court he found,
 A fountain in the midst o’erthrown and dry,
 And in the cloister briers twining round
 The slender shafts; the wondrous imagery
 Outworn by more than many years gone by,
 Because the country people, in their fear
 Of wizardry, had wrought destruction here;
 

 And piteously these fair things had been maimed;
 There stood great Jove, lacking his head of might;
 Here was the archer, swift Apollo, lamed;
 The shapely limbs of Venus hid from sight
 By weeds and shards; Diana’s ankles light
 Bound with the cable of some coasting ship;
 And rusty nails through Helen’s maddening li
 

  Therefrom unto the chambers did he pass,
 And found them fair still, midst of their decay,
 Though in them now no sign of man there was,
 And everything but stone had passed away
 That made them lovely in that vanished day;
 Nay, the mere walls themselves would soon be gone
 And nought be left but heaps of mouldering stone.
 

 But he, when all the place he had gone o’er,
 And with much trouble clomb the broken stair,
 And from the topmost turret seen the shore
 And his good ship drawn up at anchor there,
 Came down again, and found a crypt most fair
 Built wonderfully beneath the greatest hall,
 And there he saw a door within the wall,
 

 Well-hinged, close shut; nor was there in that place
 Another on its hinges, therefore he
 Stood there and pondered for a little space,
 And thought, “Perchance some marvel I shall see,
 For surely here some dweller there must be,
 Because this door seems whole, and new, and sound,
 While nought but ruin I can see around.”
 

 So with that word, moved by a strong desire,
 He tried the hasp, that yielded to his hand,
 And in a strange place, lit as by a fire
 Unseen but near, he presently did stand;
 And by an odorous breeze his face was fanned,
 As though in some Arabian plain he stood,
 Anigh the border of a spice-tree wood.
 

  He moved not for awhile, but looking round,
 He wondered much to see the place so fair,
 Because, unlike the castle above ground,
 No pillager or wrecker had been there;
 It seemed that time had passed on otherwhere, 
 Nor laid a finger on this hidden place,
 Rich with the wealth of some forgotten race.
 

 With hangings, fresh as when they left the loom,
 The walls were hung a space above the head,
 Slim ivory chairs were set about the room,
 And in one corner was a dainty bed,
 That seemed for some fair queen apparelled;
 And marble was the worst stone of the floor,
 That with rich Indian webs was covered o’er.
 

 The wanderer trembled when he saw all this,
 Because he deemed by magic it was wrought;
 Yet in his heart a longing for some bliss,
 Whereof the hard and changing world knows nought,
 Arose and urged him on, and dimmed the thought
 That there perchance some devil lurked to slay
 The heedless wanderer from the light of day.
 

 Over against him was another door
 Set in the wall, so, casting fear aside,
 With hurried steps he crossed the varied floor,
 And there again the silver latch he tried
 And with no pain the door he opened wide,
 And entering the new chamber cautiously
 The glory of great heaps of gold could see.
 

 Upon the floor uncounted medals lay,
 Like things of little value; here and there 
 Stood golden caldrons, that might well outweigh
 The biggest midst an emperor’s copper ware,
 And golden cups were set on tables fair,

 Themselves of gold; and in all hollow things
 Were stored great gems, worthy the crowns of kings.
 

 The walls and roof with gold were overlaid,
 And precious raiment from the wall hung down;
 The fall of kings that treasure might have stayed,
 Or gained some longing conqueror great renown,
 Or built again some god-destroyed old town;
 What wonder, if this plunderer of the sea
 Stood gazing at it long and dizzily?
 

 But at the last his troubled eyes and dazed
 He lifted from the glory of that gold,
 And then the image, that well-nigh erased
 Over the castle-gate he did behold,
 Above a door well wrought in coloured gold
 Again he saw; a naked girl with wings
 Enfolded in a serpent’s scaly rings.
 

 And even as his eyes were fixed on it
 A woman’s voice came from the other side,
 And through his heart strange hopes began to flit
 That in some wondrous land he might abide
 Not dying, master of a deathless bride,
 So o’er the gold he scarcely now could see
 He went, and passed this last door eagerly.
 

 Then in a room he stood wherein there was
 A marble bath, whose brimming water yet
 Was scarcely still; a vessel of green glass
 Half-full of odorous ointment was there set
 Upon the topmost step that still was wet,

 And jewelled shoes and women’s dainty gear,
 Lay cast upon the varied pavement near.
 

 In one quick glance these things his eyes did see,
 But speedily they turned round to behold
 Another sight, for throned on ivory
 There sat a girl, whose dripping tresses rolled
 On to the floor in waves of gleaming gold,
 Cast back from such a form as, erewhile shown
 To one poor shepherd, lighted up Troy town.
 

 Naked she was, the kisses of her feet
 Upon the floor a dying path had made
 From the full bath unto her ivory seat;
 In her right hand, upon her bosom laid,
 She held a golden comb, a mirror weighed
 Her left hand down, aback her fair head lay
 Dreaming awake of some long vanished day.
 

 Her eyes were shut, but she seemed not to sleep,
 Her lips were murmuring things unheard and low,
 Or sometimes twitched as though she needs must weep
 Though from her eyes the tears refused to flow,
 And oft with heavenly red her cheek did glow, 
 As if remembrance of some half-sweet shame
 Across the web of many memories came.
 

 There stood the man, scarce daring to draw breath
 For fear the lovely sight should fade away;
 Forgetting heaven, forgetting life and death,
 Trembling for fear lest something he should say
 Unwitting, lest some sob should yet betray

 His presence there, for to his eager eyes
 Already did the tears begin to rise.
 

 But as he gazed she moved, and with a sigh
 Bent forward, dropping down her golden head;
 “Alas, alas! another day gone by,
 Another day and no soul come,” she said;
 “Another year, and still I am not dead!”
 And with that word once more her head she raised,
 And on the trembling man with great eyes gazed.
 

 Then he imploring hands to her did reach,
 And toward her very slowly ‘gan to move
 And with wet eyes her pity did beseech,
 And seeing her about to speak he strove
 From trembling lips to utter words of love;
 But with a look she stayed his doubtful feet,
 And made sweet music as their eyes did meet.
 

 For now she spoke in gentle voice and clear,
 Using the Greek tongue that he knew full well; 
 “What man art thou, that thus hast wandered here,
 And found this lonely chamber where I dwell?
 Beware, beware! for I have many a spell;
 If greed of power and gold have led thee on,
 Not lightly shall this untold wealth be won.
 

 “But if thou com’st here, knowing of my tale,
 In hope to bear away my body fair,
 Stout must thine heart be, nor shall that avail
 If thou a wicked heart in thee dost bear;
 So once again I bid thee to beware,
 Because no base man things like this may see,
 And live thereafter long and happily.”
 

  “Lady,” he said, “in Florence is my home,
 And in my city noble is my name;
 Neither on peddling voyage am I come,
 But, like my fathers, bent to gather fame;
 And though thy face has set my heart a-flame
 Yet of thy story nothing do I know,
 But here have wandered heedlessly enow.
 

 “But since the sight of thee mine eyes did bless,
 What can I be but thine? what wouldst thou have?
 From those thy words, I deem from some distress
 By deeds of mine thy dear life I might save;
 O then, delay not! if one ever gave
 His life to any, mine I give to thee;
 Come, tell me what the price of love must be?
 

 “Swift death, to be with thee a day and night
 And with the earliest dawning to be slain?
 Or better, a long year of great delight,
 And many years of misery and pain?
 Or worse, and this poor hour for all my gain?
 A sorry merchant am I on this day,
 E’en as thou wiliest so must I obey.”
 

 She said, “What brave words! nought divine am I,
 But an unhappy and unheard-of maid
 Compelled by evil fate and destiny
 To live, who long ago should have been laid
 Under the earth within the cypress shade.
 Hearken awhile, and quickly shalt thou know
 What deed I pray thee to accomplish now.
 

  “God grant indeed thy words are not for nought!
 Then shalt thou save me, since for many a day
 To such a dreadful life I have been brought:
 Nor will I spare with all my heart to pay
 What man soever takes my grief away;
 Ah! I will love thee, if thou lovest me
 But well enough my saviour now to be.
 

 “My father lived a many years agone
 Lord of this land, master of all cunning,
 Who ruddy gold could draw from out grey stone,
 And gather wealth from many an uncouth thing,
 He made the wilderness rejoice and sing, 
 And such a leech he was that none could say
 Without his word what soul should pass away.
 

 Unto Diana such a gift he gave,
 Goddess above, below, and on the earth,
 That I should be her virgin and her slave
 From the first hour of my most wretched birth;
 Therefore my life had known but little mirth
 When I had come unto my twentieth year
 And the last time of hallowing drew anear.
 

 “So in her temple had I lived and died
 And all would long ago have passed away,
 But ere that time came, did strange things betide,
 Whereby I am alive unto this day;

 Alas, the bitter words that I must say!
 Ah! can I bring my wretched tongue to tell
 How I was brought unto this fearful hell.
 

 “A queen I was, what gods I knew I loved,
 And nothing evil was there in my thought,
 And yet by love my wretched heart was moved
 Until to utter ruin I was brought!
 Alas! thou sayest our gods were vain and nought,
 Wait, wait, till thou hast heard this tale of mine,
 Then shalt thou think them devilish or divine.
 

 “Hearken! in spite of father and of vow
 I loved a man; but for that sin I think 
 Men had forgiven me — yea, yea, even thou;
 But from the gods the full cup must I drink,
 And into misery unheard-of sink,
 Tormented when their own names are forgot,
 And men must doubt if they e’er lived or not.
 

 “Glorious my lover was unto my sight,
 Most beautiful, — of love we grew so fain
 That we at last agreed, that on a night
 We should be happy, but that he were slain
 Or shut in hold, and neither joy nor pain
 Should else forbid that hoped-for time to be;
 So came the night that made a wretch of me.
 

 “Ah! well do I remember all that night,
 When through the window shone the orb of June,
 And by the bed flickered the taper’s light,
 Whereby I trembled, gazing at the moon:
 Ah me! the meeting that we had, when soon
 Into his strong, well-trusted anus I fell,
 And many a sorrow we began to tell.
 

 “Ah me! what parting on that night we had!
 I think the story of my great despair

 A little while might merry folk make sad;
 For, as he swept away my yellow hair — 
 To make my shoulder and my bosom bare,
 I raised mine eyes, and shuddering could behold
 A shadow cast upon the bed of gold:
 

 “Then suddenly was quenched my hot desire
 And he untwined his arms; the moon so pale
 A while ago, seemed changed to blood and fire,
 And yet my limbs beneath me did not fail,
 And neither had I strength to cry or wail,
 But stood there helpless, bare, and shivering,
 With staring eyes still fixed upon the thing.
 

 “Because the shade that on the bed of gold
 The changed and dreadful moon was throwing down
 Was of Diana, whom I did behold,
 With knotted hair, and shining girt-up gown,
 And on the high white brow, a deadly frown
 Bent upon us, who stood scarce drawing breath,
 Striving to meet the horrible sure death,
 

 “No word at all the dreadful goddess said,
 But soon across my feet my lover lay,
 And well indeed I knew that he was dead;
 And would that I had died on that same day!
 For in a while the image turned away,
 And without words my doom I understood,
 And felt a horror change my natural blood.
 

 “And there I fell, and on the floor I lay
 By the dead man, till daylight came on me,
 And not a word thenceforward could I say
 For three years, till of grief and misery,
 The lingering pest, the cruel enemy, 
 My father and his folk were dead and gone,
 And in this castle I was left alone:
 

  “And then the doom foreseen upon me fell
 For Queen Diana did my body change
 Into a fork-tongued dragon flesh and fell,
 And through the island nightly do I range,
 Or in the green sea mate with monsters strange,
 When in the middle of the moonlit night
 The sleepy mariner I do afright.
 

 “But all day long upon this gold I lie
 Within this place, where never mason’s hand
 Smote trowel on the marble noisily;
 Drowsy I lie, no folk at my command,
 Who once was called the Lady of the Land;
 Who might have bought a kingdom with a kiss,
 Yea, half the world with such a sight as this.”
 

 And therewithal, with rosy fingers light,
 Backward her heavy-hanging hair she threw,
 To give her naked beauty more to sight;
 But when, forgetting all the things he knew,
 Maddened with love unto the prize he drew,
 She cried, “Nay, wait! for wherefore wilt thou die,
 Why should we not be happy, thou and I?
 

 “Wilt thou not save me? once in every year
 This rightful form of mine that thou dost see 
 By favour of the goddess have I here
 From sunrise unto sunset given me,
 That some brave man may end my misery.
 And thou — art thou not brave? can thy heart fail,
 Whose eyes e’en now are weeping at my tale?
 

 “Then listen! when this day is overpast,
 A fearful monster shall I be again,

 And thou mayst be my saviour at the last,
 Unless, once more, thy words are nought and vain;
 If thou of love and sovereignty art fain,
 Come thou next morn, and when thou seest here
 A hideous dragon, have thereof no fear,
 

 “But take the loathsome head up in thine hands,
 And kiss it, and be master presently
 Of twice the wealth that is in all the lands,
 From Cathay to the head of Italy;
 And master also, if it pleaseth thee,
 Of all thou praisest as so fresh and bright,
 Of what thou callest crown of all delight.
 

 “Ah! with what joy then shall I see again
 The sunlight on the green grass and the trees,
 And hear the clatter of the summer rain,
 And see the joyous folk beyond the seas.
 Ah, me! to hold my child upon my knees,
 After the weeping of unkindly tears,
 And all the wrongs of these four hundred years.
 

 “Go now, go quick! leave this grey heap of stone;
 And from thy glad heart think upon thy way,
 How I shall love thee — yea, love thee alone,
 That bringest me from dark death unto day;
 For this shall be thy wages and thy pay;
 Unheard-of wealth, unheard-of love is near,
 If thou hast heart a little dread to bear.”
 

  Therewith she turned to go; but he cried out,
 “Ah! wilt thou leave me then without one kiss,
 To slay the very seeds of doubt and fear,
 That glad to-morrow may bring certain bliss?
 Hast thou forgotten how love lives by this,
 The memory of some hopeful close embrace,
 Low whispered words within some lonely place?”
 

 But she, when his bright glittering eyes she saw,
 And burning cheeks, cried out, “Alas, alas!
 Must I be quite undone, and wilt thou draw
 A worse fate on me than the first one was?
 O haste thee from this fatal place to pass!
 Yet, ere thou goest, take this, lest thou shouldst deem
 Thou hast been fooled by some strange midday dream.
 

 So saying, blushing like a new-kissed maid,
 From off her neck a little gem she drew,
 That, ‘twixt those snowy rose-tinged hillocks laid,
 The secrets of her glorious beauty knew;
 And ere he well perceived what she would do, 
 She touched his hand, the gem within it lay,
 And, turning, from his sight she fled away.
 

 Then at the doorway where her rosy heel
 Had glanced and vanished, he awhile did stare,
 And still upon his hand he seemed to feel
 The varying kisses of her fingers fair;
 Then turned he toward the dreary crypt and bare,
 And dizzily throughout the castle passed,
 Till by the ruined fane he stood at last.
 

  Then weighing still the gem within his hand,
 He stumbled backward though the cypress wood,
 Thinking the while of some strange lovely land,
 Where all his life should be most fair and good;
 Till on the valley’s wall of hills he stood,
 And slowly thence passed down unto the bay
 Red with the death of that bewildering day.
 

THE next day came, and he, who all the night
 Had ceaselessly been turning in his bed,
 Arose and clad himself in armour bright,
 And many a danger he remembered;
 Storming of towns, lone sieges full of dread,
 That with renown his heart had borne him through,
 And this thing seemed a little thing to do.
 

 So on he went, and on the way he thought
 Of all the glorious things of yesterday,
 Nought of the price whereat they must be bought,
 But ever to himself did softly say,
 “No roaming now, my wars are passed away,
 No long dull days devoid of happiness,
 When such a love my yearning heart shall bless.”
 

 Thus to the castle did he come at last,
 But when unto the gateway he drew near,
 And underneath its ruined archway passed
 Into the court, a strange noise did he hear,
 And through his heart there shot a pang of fear,
 Trembling, he gat his sword into his hand,
 And midmost of the cloisters took his stand.
 

 But for a while that unknown noise increased
 A rattling, that with strident roars did blend,
 And whining moans; but suddenly it ceased,
 A fearful thing stood at the cloister’s end,
 And eyed him for a while, then gan to wend

 Adown the cloisters, and began again
 That rattling, and the moan like fiends in pain.
 

 And as it came on towards him, with its teeth
 The body of a slain goat did it tear,
 The blood whereof in its hot jaws did seethe,
 And on its tongue he saw the smoking hair;
 Then his heart sank, and standing trembling there, 
 Throughout his mind wild thoughts and fearful ran,
 “Some fiend she was,” he said, “the bane of man.”
 

 Yet he abode her still, although his blood
 Curdled within him: the thing dropped the goat,
 And creeping on, came close to where he stood,
 And raised its head to him, and wrinkled throat,
 Then he cried out and wildly at her smote,
 Shutting his eyes, and turned and from the place
 Ran swiftly, with a white and ghastly face.
 

 But little things rough stones and tree-trunks seemed,
 And if he fell, he rose and ran on still;
 No more he felt his hurts than if he dreamed,
 He made no stay for valley or steep hill,
 Heedless he dashed through many a foaming rill,
 Until he came unto the ship at last
 And with no word into the deep hold passed.
 

 Meanwhile the dragon, seeing him clean gone,
 Followed him not, but crying horribly,
 Caught up within her jaws a block of stone
 And ground it into powder, then turned she,
 With cries that folk could hear far out at sea,
 And reached the treasure set apart of old,
 To brood above the hidden heaps of gold.
 

  Yet was she seen again on many a day
 By some half-waking mariner, or herd, 
 Playing amid the ripples of the bay,
 Or on the hills making all things afeard,
 Or in the wood, that did that castle gird,
 But never any man again durst go
 To seek her woman’s form, and end her woe.
 

 As for the man, who knows what things he bore?
 What mournful faces peopled the sad night,
 What wailings vexed him with reproaches sore,
 What images of that nigh-gained delight!
 What dreamed caresses from soft hands and white,
 Turning to horrors ere they reached the best,
 What struggles vain, what shame, what huge unrest?
 

 No man he knew, three days he lay and raved,
 And cried for death, until a lethargy
 Fell on him, and his fellows thought him saved;
 But on the third day he awoke to die;
 And at Byzantium doth his body lie
 Between two blossoming pomegranate trees,
 Within the churchyard of the Genoese.
 

A MOMENT’S silence as his tale had end,
 And then the wind of that June night did blend
 Their varied voices, as of that and this
 They fell to talk: of those fair islands’ bliss
 They knew in other days, of hope they had
 To live there long an easy life and glad,
 With nought to vex them; and the younger men
 Began to nourish strange dreams even then
 Of sailing east, as these had once sailed west;
 Because the story of that luckless quest
 With hope, not fear, had filled their joyous hearts
 And made them dream of new and noble parts
 That they might act; of raising up the name
 Their fathers bore, and winning boundless fame.
 These too with little patience seemed to hear,
 That story end with shame and grief and fear;
 A little thing the man had had to do,
 They said, if longing burned within him so.
 But at their words the older men must bow
 Their heads, and, smiling, somewhat thoughtful grow,
 Remembering well how fear in days gone by
 Had dealt with them, and poisoned wretchedly
 Good days, good deeds, and longings for all good:
 Yet on the evil times they would not brood,
 But sighing, strove to raise the weight of years,
 And no more memory of their hopes and fears
 They nourished, but such gentle thoughts as fed
 The pensiveness the lovely season bred.
 






  








JULY.
 

FAIR was the morn to-day, the blossom’s scent
 Floated across the fresh grass, and the bees
 With low vexed song from rose to lily went,
 A gentle wind was in the heavy trees,
 And thine eyes shone with joyous memories;
 Fair was the early morn, and fair wert thou,
 And I was happy — Ah, be happy now!
 

 Peace and content without us, love within
 That hour there was, now thunder and wild rain,
 Have wrapped the cowering world, and foolish sin,
 And nameless pride, have made us wise in vain;
 Ah, love! although the morn shall come again,
 And on new rose-buds the new sun shall smile,
 Can we regain what we have lost meanwhile?
 

 E’en now the west grows clear of storm and threat,
 But midst the lightning did the fair sun die — 

 — Ah he shall rise again for ages yet,
 He cannot waste his life — but thou and I — 
 Who knows if next morn this felicity
 My lips may feel, or if thou still shalt live
 This seal of love renewed once more to give?
 

WITHIN a lovely valley, watered well
 With flowery streams, the July feast befell,
 And there within the Chief-priest’s fair abode
 They cast aside their trouble’s heavy load,
 Scarce made aweary by the sultry day.
 The earth no longer laboured; shaded lay
 The sweet-breathed kine, across the sunny vale,
 From hill to hill the wandering rook did sail,
 Lazily croaking, midst his dreams of spring,
 Nor more awake the pink-foot dove did cling
 Unto the beech-bough, murmuring now and then;
 All rested but the restless sons of men
 And the great sun that wrought this happiness,
 And all the vale with fruitful hopes did bless.
 So in a marble chamber bright with flowers,
 The old men feasted through the fresher hours,
 And at the hottest time of all the day
 When now the sun was on his downward way,
 Sat listening to a tale an elder told,
 New to his fathers while they yet did hold
 The cities of some far-off Grecian isle,
 Though in the heavens the cloud of force and guile
 Was gathering dark that sent them o’er the sea
 To win new lands for their posterity.
 

THE SON OF CRŒSUS.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

CRŒSUS, king of Lydia, dreamed that he saw his Son slain by an iron weapon, and though by every means he strove to avert this doom from him, yet thus it happened, for his Son was slain by the hand of the man who seemed least of all likely to do the deed.
 

OF Crœsus tells my tale, a king of old
 In Lydia, ere the Mede fell on the land,
 A man made mighty by great heaps of gold,
 Feared for the myriads strong of heart and hand
 That ‘neath his banners wrought out his command,
 And though his latter ending fell to ill,
 Yet first of every joy he had his fill.
 

 Two sons he had, and one was dumb from birth;
 The other one, that Atys had to name,
 Grew up a fair youth, and of might and worth,
 And well it seemed the race wherefrom he came
 From him should never get reproach or shame:
 But yet no stroke he struck before his death,
 In no war-shout he spent his latest breath.
 

 Now Crœsus, lying on his bed a-night,
 Dreamed that he saw this dear son lying low,
 And folk lamenting he was slain outright,

 And that some iron thing had dealt the blow;
 By whose hand guided he could nowise know,
 Or if in peace by traitors it were done,
 Or in some open war not yet begun.
 

 Three times one night this vision broke his sleep,
 So that at last he rose up from his bed,
 That he might ponder how he best might keep
 The threatened danger from so dear a head;
 And, since he now was old enough to wed,
 The King sent men to search the lands around,
 Until some matchless maiden should be found;
 

 That in her arms this Atys might forget
 The praise of men, and fame of history,
 Whereby full many a field has been made wet
 With blood of men, and many a deep green sea
 Been reddened therewithal, and yet shall be;
 That her sweet voice might drown the people’s praise,
 Her eyes make bright the uneventful days.
 

 So when at last a wonder they had brought,
 From some sweet land down by the ocean’s rim,
 Than whom no fairer could by man be thought,
 And ancient dames, scanning her limb by limb,
 Had said that she was fair enough for him, 
 To her was Atys married with much show,
 And looked to dwell with her in bliss enow.
 

 And in meantime afield he never went,
 Either to hunting or the frontier war,
 No dart was cast, nor any engine bent

 Anigh him, and the Lydian men afar
 Must rein their steeds, and the bright blossoms mar
 If they have any lust of tourney now,
 And in far meadows must they bend the bow.
 

 And also though the palace everywhere
 The swords and spears were taken from the wall
 That long with honour had been hanging there,
 And from the golden pillars of the hall;
 Lest by mischance some sacred blade should fall,
 And in its falling bring revenge at last
 For many a fatal battle overpast.
 

 And every day King Crœsus wrought with care
 To save his dear son from that threatened end,
 And many a beast he offered up with prayer
 Unto the gods, and much of wealth did spend,
 That they so prayed might yet perchance defend
 That life, until at least that he were dead,
 With earth laid heavy on his unseeing head.
 

 But in the midst even of the wedding feast
 There came a man, who by the golden hall 
 Sat down upon the steps, and man or beast
 He heeded not, but there against the wall
 He leaned his head, speaking no word at all,
 Till, with his son and son’s wife, came the King,
 And then unto his gown the man did cling.
 

 “What man art thou?” the King said to him then,
 “That in such guise thou prayest on thy knee;
 Hast thou some fell foe here among my men?
 Or hast thou done an ill deed unto me?

 Or hast thy wife been carried over sea?
 Or hast thou on this day great need of gold?
 Or say, why else thou now art grown so bold.”
 

 “O King,” he said, “I ask no gold to-day,
 And though indeed thy greatness drew me here,
 No wrong have I that thou could’st wipe away;
 And nought of mine the pirate folk did bear
 Across the sea; none of thy folk I fear:
 But all the gods are now mine enemies,
 Therefore I kneel before thee on my knees.
 

 “For as with mine own brother on a day
 Within the running place at home I played,
 Unwittingly I smote him in such way
 That dead upon the green grass he was laid;
 Half-dead myself I fled away dismayed,
 Wherefore I pray thee help me in my need,
 And purify my soul of this sad deed.
 

 “If of my name and country thou wouldst know,
 In Phrygia yet my father is a king,
 Gordius, the son of Midas, rich enow
 In corn and cattle, golden cup and ring;
 And mine own name before I did this thing
 Was called Adrastus, whom, in street and hall,
 The slayer of his brother men now call.”
 

 “Friend,” said the King, “have thou no fear of me;
 For though, indeed, I am right happy now,
 Yet well I know this may not always be,

 And I may chance some day to kneel full low,
 And to some happy man mine head to bow
 With prayers to do a greater thing than this,
 Dwell thou with us, and win again thy bliss.
 

 “For in this city men in sport and play
 Forget the trouble that the gods have sent;
 Who therewithal send wine, and many a may
 As fair as she for whom the Trojan went,
 And many a dear delight besides have lent,
 Which, whoso is well-loved of them shall keep
 Till in forgetful death he falls asleep.
 

 “Therefore to-morrow shall those rites be done
 That kindred blood demands that thou hast shed,
 That if the mouth of thine own mother’s son
 Did hap to curse thee ere he was quite dead,
 The curse may lie the lighter on thy head, 
 Because the flower-crowned head of many a beast
 Has fallen voiceless in our glorious feast.”
 

 Then did Adrastus rise and thank the King,
 And the next day when yet low was the sun,
 The sacrifice and every other thing
 That unto these dread rites belonged, was done;
 And there Adrastus dwelt, hated of none,
 And loved of many, and the King loved him
 For brave and wise he was and strong of limb.
 

 But chiefly amongst all did Atys love
 The luckless stranger, whose fair tales of war
 The Lydian’s heart abundantly did move,
 And much they talked of wandering afar
 Some day, to lands where many marvels are,

 With still the Phrygian through all things to be
 The leader unto all felicity.
 

 Now at this time folk came unto the King
 Who on a forest’s borders dwelling were,
 Wherein there roamed full many a dangerous thing,
 As wolf and wild bull, lion and brown bear;
 But chiefly in that forest was the lair
 Of a great boar that no man could withstand,
 And many a woe he wrought upon the land.
 

 Since long ago that men in Calydon
 Held chase, no beast like him had once been seen, 
 He ruined vineyards lying in the sun,
 After his harvesting the men must glean
 What he had left; right glad they had not been
 Among the tall stalks of the ripening wheat,
 The fell destroyer’s fatal tusks to meet.
 

 For often would the lonely man entrapped
 In vain from his dire fury strive to hide
 In some thick hedge, and other whiles it happed
 Some careless stranger by his place would ride,
 And the tusks smote his fallen horse’s side,
 And what help then to such a wretch could come
 With sword he could not draw, and far from home?
 

 Or else girls, sent their water jars to fill,
 Would come back pale, too terrified to cry,
 Because they had but seen him from the hill;
 Or else again with side rent wretchedly,
 Some hapless damsel midst the brake would lie.

 Shortly to say, there neither man nor maid
 Was safe afield whether they wrought or played.
 

 Therefore were come these dwellers by the wood
 To pray the king brave men to them to send,
 That they might live; and if he deemed it good,
 That Atys with the other knights should wend,
 They thought their grief the easier should have end;
 For both by gods and men they knew him loved,
 And easily by hope of glory moved.
 

 “O Sire,” they said, “thou know’st how Hercules
 Was not content to wait till folk asked aid,
 But sought the pests among their guarded trees;
 Thou know’st what name the Theban Cadmus made,
 And how the bull of Marathon was laid
 Dead on the fallows of the Athenian land,
 And how folk worshipped Atalanta’s hand.
 

 “Fair would thy son’s name look upon the roll
 Wherein such noble deeds as this are told;
 And great delight shall surely fill thy soul,
 Thinking upon his deeds when thou art old,
 And thy brave heart is waxen faint and cold:

 Dost thou not know, O King, how men will strive
 That they, when dead, still in their sons may live?”
 

 He shuddered as they spoke, because he thought,
 Most certainly a winning tale is this
 To draw him from the net where he is caught,
 For hearts of men grow weary of all bliss;
 Nor is he one to be content with his,
 If he should hear the trumpet-blast of fame
 And far-off people calling on his name.
 

 “Good friends,” he said, “go, get ye back again,
 And doubt not I will send you men to slay
 This pest ye fear: yet shall your prayer be vain
 If ye with any other speak to-day;
 And for my son, with me he needs must stay, 
 For mighty cares oppress the Lydian land.
 Fear not, for ye shall have a noble band.”
 

 And with that promise must. they be content,
 And so departed, having feasted well.
 And yet some god or other ere they went,
 If they were silent, this their tale must tell
 To more than one man; therefore it befell,
 That at the last Prince Atys knew the thing,
 And came with angry eyes unto the King.
 

 “Father,” he said, “since when am I grown vile?
 Since when am I grown helpless of my hands?
 Or else what folk, with words enwrought with guile,
 Thine ears have poisoned; that when far-off lands
 My fame might fill, by thy most strange commands
 I needs must stay within this slothful home,
 Whereto would God that I had never come?
 

 “What! wilt thou take mine honour quite away?
 Wouldst thou, that, as with her I just have wed

 I sit among thy folk at end of day,
 She should be ever turning round her head
 To watch some man for war apparelled,
 Because he wears a sword that he may use,
 Which grace to me thou ever wilt refuse?
 

 “Or dost thou think, when thou hast run thy race
 And thou art gone, and in thy stead I reign, 
 The people will do honour to my place,
 Or that the lords leal men will still remain,
 If yet my father’s sword be sharp in vain?
 If on the wall his armour still hang up,
 While for a spear I hold a drinking-cup?”
 

 “O Son!” quoth Crœsus, “well I know thee brave,
 And worthy of high deeds of chivalry;
 Therefore the more thy dear life would I save,
 Which now is threatened by the gods on high;
 Three times one night I dreamed I saw thee die,
 Slain by some deadly iron-pointed thing,
 While weeping lords stood round thee in a ring.”
 

 Then loud laughed Atys, and he said again,
 “Father, and did this ugly dream tell thee
 What day it was on which I should be slain?
 As may the gods grant I may one day be,
 And not from sickness die right wretchedly,
 Groaning with pain, my lords about my bed,
 Wishing to God that I were fairly dead;
 

 “But slain in battle, as the Lydian kings
 Have died ere now, in some great victory,
 While all about the Lydian shouting rings
 Death to the beaten foemen as they fly.
 What death but this, O father! should I die?
 But if my life by iron shall be done,
 What steel to-day shall glitter in the sun?
 

  “Yea, father, if to thee it seemeth good
 To keep me from the bright steel-bearing throng,
 Let me be brave at least within the wood;
 For surely, if thy dream be true, no wrong
 Can hap to me from this beast’s tushes strong:
 Unless perchance the beast is grown so wise,
 He haunts the forest clad in Lydian guise.”
 

 Then Crœsus said: “O Son, I love thee so,
 That thou shalt do thy will upon this tide:
 But since unto this hunting thou must go,
 A trusty friend along with thee shall ride,
 Who not for anything shall leave thy side.
 I think, indeed, he loves thee well enow
 To thrust his heart ‘twixt thee and any blow.
 

 “Go then, O Son, and if by some short span
 Thy life be measured, how shall it harm thee,
 If while life last thou art a happy man?
 And thou art happy; only unto me
 Is trembling left, and infelicity:
 The trembling of the man who loves on earth,
 But unto thee is hope and present mirth.
 

 “Nay, be thou not ashamed, for on this day
 I fear not much: thou read’st my dream aright,
 No teeth or claws shall take thy life away.
 And it may chance, ere thy last glorious fight,
 I shall be blinded by the endless night; 
 And brave Adrastus on this day shall be
 Thy safeguard, and shall give good heart to me.
 

  “Go then, and send him hither, and depart;
 And as the heroes did mayst thou too do,
 Winning such fame as well may please thine heart.”
 With that word from the King did Atys go,
 Who, left behind, sighed, saying “May it be so,
 Even as I hope; and yet I would to God
 These men upon my threshold ne’er had trod.”
 

 So when Adrastus to the King was come
 He said unto him, “O my Phrygian friend,
 We in this land have given you a fair home,
 And ‘gainst all foes your life will we defend:
 Wherefore for us that life thou shouldest spend,
 If any day there should be need therefore;
 And now a trusty friend I need right sore.
 

 “Doubtless ere now thou hast heard many say
 There is a doom that threatens my son’s life;
 Therefore this place is stript of arms to-day,
 And therefore still bides Atys with his wife,
 And tempts not any god by raising strife;
 Yet none the less by no desire of his,
 To whom would war be most abundant bliss.
 

 “And since to-day some glory he may gain
 Against a monstrous bestial enemy 
 And that the meaning of my dream is plain;
 That saith that he by steel alone shall die,
 His burning wish I may not well deny,
 Therefore afield to-morrow doth he wend
 And herein mayst thou show thyself my friend — 
 

 “For thou as captain of his band shalt ride,
 And keep a watchful eye of everything,

 Nor leave him whatsoever may betide:
 Lo, thou art brave, the son of a great king,
 And with thy praises doth this city ring,
 Why should I tell thee what a name those gain,
 Who dying for their friends, die not in vain.”
 

 Then said Adrastus, “Now were I grown base
 Beyond all words, if I should spare for aught
 In guarding him, so sit with smiling face,
 And of this matter take no further thought,
 Because with my life shall his life be bought,
 If ill should hap; and no ill fate it were,
 If I should die for what I hold so dear.”
 

 Then went Adrastus, and next morn all things,
 That ‘longed unto the hunting were well dight,
 And forth they went clad as the sons of kings,
 Fair was the morn, as through the sunshine bright
 They rode, the prince half-wild with great delight
 The Phrygian smiling on him soberly,
 And ever looking round with watchful eye.
 

 So through the city all the rout rode fast,
 With many a great black-muzzled yellow hound
 And then the teeming country-side they passed,
 Until they came to sour and rugged ground,
 And there rode up a little heathy mound,
 That overlooked the scrubby woods and low,
 That of the beast’s lair somewhat they might know.
 

 And there a good man of the country-side
 Showed them the places where he mostly lay;
 And they, descending, through the wood did ride,
 And followed on his tracks for half the day.
 And at the last they brought him well to bay,
 Within an oozy space amidst the wood,

 About the which a ring of alders stood.
 

 So when the hounds’ changed voices clear they heard,
 With hearts aflame on towards him straight they drew;
 Atys the first of all, of nought afeard,
 Except that folk should say some other slew
 The beast; and lustily his horn he blew,
 Going afoot; then, mighty spear in hand,
 Adrastus headed all the following band.
 

 Now when they came unto the plot of ground
 Where stood the boar, hounds dead about him lay
 Or sprawled about, bleeding from many a wound,
 But still the others held him well at bay,
 Nor had he been bestead thus ere that day. 
 But yet, seeing Atys, straight he rushed at him,
 Speckled with foam, bleeding in flank and limb.
 

 Then Atys stood and cast his well-steeled spear
 With a great shout, and straight and well it flew;
 For now the broad blade cutting through the ear,
 A stream of blood from out the shoulder drew.
 And therewithal another, no less true,
 Adrastus cast, whereby the boar had died:
 But Atys drew the bright sword from his side,
 

 And to the tottering beast he drew anigh:
 But as the sun’s rays ran adown the blade
 Adrastus threw a javelin hastily,
 For of the mighty beast was he afraid,
 Lest by his wounds he should not yet be stayed,
 But with a last rush cast his life away,
 And dying there, the son of Crœsus slay.
 

 But even as the feathered dart he hurled,
 His strained, despairing eyes, beheld the end,
 And changed seemed all the fashion of the world,

 And past and future into one did blend,
 As he beheld the fixed eyes of his friend,
 That no reproach had in them, and no fear,
 For Death had seized him ere he thought him near.
 

 Adrastus shrieked, and running up he caught
 The falling man, and from his bleeding side 
 Drew out the dart, and seeing that death had brought
 Deliverance to him, he thereby had died;
 But ere his hand the luckless steel could guide,
 And he the refuge of poor souls could win,
 The horror-stricken huntsmen had rushed in.
 

 And these, with blows and cries he heeded nought,
 His unresisting hands made haste to bind;
 Then of the alder-boughs a bier they wrought,
 And laid the corpse thereon, and ‘gan to wind
 Homeward amidst the tangled wood and blind,
 And going slowly, at the eventide,
 Some leagues from Sardis did that day abide.
 

 Onward next morn the slaughtered man they bore,
 With him that slew him, and at end of day
 They reached the city, and with mourning sore
 Toward the king’s palace did they take their way.
 He in an open western chamber lay
 Feasting, though inwardly his heart did burn
 Until that Atys should to him return.
 

 And when those wails first smote upon his ear
 He set the wine-cup down, and to his feet
 He rose, and bitter all-consuming fear
 Swallowed his joy, and nigh he went to meet
 That which was coming through the weeping street:
 But in the end he thought it good to wait,
 And stood there doubting all the ills of fate.
 

  But when at last up to that royal place
 Folk brought the thing he once had held so dear,
 Still stood the King, staring with ghastly face
 As they brought forth Adrastus and the bier,
 But spoke at last, slowly without a tear,
 “O Phrygian man, that I did purify,
 Is it through thee that Atys came to die?”
 

 “O King,” Adrastus said, “take now my life,
 With whatso torment seemeth good to thee,
 As my word went, for I would end this strife,
 And underneath the earth lie quietly;
 Nor is it my will here alive to be:
 For as my brother, so Prince Atys died,
 And this unlucky hand some god did guide.”
 

 Then as a man constrained, the tale he told
 From end to end, nor spared himself one whit:
 And as he spoke, the wood did still behold,
 The trodden grass, and Atys dead on it;
 And many a change o’er the King’s face did flit
 Of kingly rage, and hatred and despair,
 As on the slayer’s face he still did stare.
 

 At last he said, “Thy death avails me nought,
 The gods themselves have done this bitter deed,
 That I was all too happy was their thought,
 Therefore thy heart is dead and mine doth bleed,
 And I am helpless as a trodden weed: 
 Thou art but as the handle of the spear,
 The caster sits far off from any fear.
 

  “Yet, if thy hurt they meant, I can do this, — 

 — Loose him and let him go in peace from me — 
 I will not slay the slayer of all my bliss;
 Yet go, poor man, for when thy face I see
 I curse the gods for their felicity.
 Surely some other slayer they would have found,
 If thou hadst long ago been under ground.
 

 “Alas, Adrastus! in my inmost heart
 I knew the gods would one day do this thing,
 But deemed indeed that it would be thy part
 To comfort me amidst my sorrowing;
 Make haste to go, for I am still a King!
 Madness may take me, I have many hands
 Who will not spare to do my worst commands.”
 

 With that Adrastus’ bonds were done away,
 And forthwith to the city gates he ran,
 And on the road where they had been that day
 Rushed through the gathering night; and some lone man
 Beheld next day his visage wild and wan,
 Peering from out a thicket of the wood
 Where he had spilt that well-beloved blood.
 

 And now the day of burial pomp must be,
 And to those rites all lords of Lydia came 
 About the King, and that day, they and he
 Cast royal gifts of rich things on the flame;
 But while they stood and wept, and called by name
 Upon the dead, amidst them came a man
 With raiment rent, and haggard face and wan:
 

 Who when the marshals would have thrust him out

 And men looked strange on him, began to say,
 “Surely the world is changed since ye have doubt
 Of who I am; nay, turn me not away,
 For ye have called me princely ere to-day — 
 Adrastus, son of Gordius a great King,
 Where unto Pallas Phrygian maidens sing.
 

 “O Lydians, many a rich thing have ye cast
 Into this flame, but I myself will give
 A greater gift, since now I see at last
 The gods are wearied for that still I live,
 And with their will, why should I longer strive?
 Atys, O Atys, thus I give to thee
 A life that lived for thy felicity.”
 

 And therewith from his side a knife he drew,
 And, crying out, upon the pile he leapt,
 And with one mighty stroke himself he slew.
 So there these princes both together slept,
 And their light ashes, gathered up, were kept
 Within a golden vessel wrought all o’er
 With histories of this hunting of the boar.
 

A GENTLE wind had risen midst his tale,
 That bore the sweet scents of the fertile vale
 In at the open windows; and these men
 The burden of their years scarce noted then,
 Soothed by the sweet luxurious summer time,
 And by the cadence of that ancient rhyme,
 Spite of its saddening import; nay, indeed,
 Of some such thoughts the Wanderers had need
 As that tale gave them — Yea, a man shall be
 A wonder for his glorious chivalry,
 First in all wisdom, of a prudent mind.
 Yet none the less him too his fate shall find
 Unfenced by these, a man ‘mongst other men.
 Yea, and will Fortune pick out, now and then,
 The noblest for the anvil of her blows;
 Great names are few, and yet, indeed, who knows
 What greater souls have fallen ‘neath the stroke
 Of careless fate? Purblind are most of folk,
 The happy are the masters of the earth
 Which ever give small heed to hapless worth;
 So goes the world, and this we needs must bear
 Like eld and death: yet there were some men there
 Who drank in silence to the memory
 Of those who failed on earth great men to be,
 Though better than the men who won the crown. 
 But when the sun was fairly going down
 They left the house, and, following up the stream,
 In the low sun saw the kingfisher gleam
 Twixt bank and alder, and the grebe steal out
 From the high sedge, and, in his restless doubt,
 Dive down, and rise to see what men were there;
 They saw the swallow chase high up in air
 The circling gnats; the shaded dusky pool
 Broke by the splashing chub; the ripple cool,

 Rising and falling, of some distant weir
 They heard, till it oppressed the listening ear,
 As twilight grew: so back they turned again
 Glad of their rest, and pleasure after pain.
 

WITHIN the gardens once again they met,
 That now the roses did well nigh-forget,
 For hot July was drawing to an end,
 And August came the fainting year to mend
 With fruit and grain; so ‘neath the trellises,
 Nigh blossomless, did they lie well at ease,
 And watched the poppies burn across the grass,
 And o’er the bindweed’s bells the brown bee pass
 Still murmuring of his gains: windless and bright
 The morn had been, to help their dear delight;
 But heavy clouds ere noon grew round the sun,
 And, halfway to the zenith, wild and dun
 The sky grew, and the thunder growled afar;
 But, ere the steely clouds began their war,
 A change there came, and, as by some great hand,
 The clouds that hung in threatening o’er the land
 Were drawn away; then a light wind arose
 That shook the light stems of that flowery close,
 And made men sigh for pleasure; therewithal
 Did mirth upon the feasting elders fall,
 And they no longer watched the lowering sky,
 But called aloud for some new history.
 Then spoke the Suabian, “Sirs, this tale is told
 Among our searchers for fine stones and gold,
 And though I tell it wrong be good to me;
 For I the written book did never see,
 Made by some Fleming, as I think, wherein
 Is told this tale of wilfulness and sin.”
 

THE
 

WATCHING OF THE FALCON.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

THE case of this Falcon was such, that whoso watched it without sleeping for seven days and seven nights, had his first wish granted him by a fay lady, that appeared to him thereon; and some wished one thing, and some another. But a certain King, who watched the Falcon daily, would wish for nought but the love of that fay; which wish being accomplished, was afterwards his ruin.
 

ACROSS the sea a land there is,
 Where, if fate will, may men have bliss,
 For it is fair as any land:
 There hath the reaper a full hand,
 While in the orchard hangs aloft
 The purple fig, a-growing soft;
 And fair the trellised vine-bunches
 Are swung across the high elm-trees;
 And in the rivers great fish play,
 While over them pass day by day
 The laden barges to their place.
 There maids are straight, and fair of face, 
 And men are stout for husbandry,
 And all is well as it can be
 Upon this earth where all has end.
 For on them God is pleased to send
 The gift of Death down from above,
 That envy, hatred, and hot love,
 Knowledge with hunger by his side,

 And avarice and deadly pride,
 There may have end like everything
 Both to the shepherd and the king:
 Lest this green earth become but hell
 If folk thereon should ever dwell.
 Full little most men think of this,
 But half in woe and half in bliss
 They pass their lives, and die at last
 Unwilling, though their lot be cast
 In wretched places of the earth,
 Where men have little joy from birth
 Until they die; in no such case
 Were those who tilled this pleasant place.
 There soothly men were loth to die,
 Though sometimes in his misery
 A man would say “Would I were dead!”
 Alas! full little likelyhead
 That he should live for ever there.
 So folk within that country fair
 Lived on unable to forget
 The longed-for things they could not get,
 And without need tormenting still 
 Each other with some bitter ill;
 Yea, and themselves too, growing grey
 With dread of some long-lingering day,
 That never came ere they were dead
 With green sods growing on the head;
 Nowise content with what they had,
 But falling still from good to bad
 While hard they sought the hopeless best;
 And seldom happy or at rest
 Until at last with lessening blood
 One foot within the grave they stood.
 

  Now so it chanced that in this land
 There did a certain castle stand,
 Set all alone deep in the hills,
 Amid the sound of falling rills
 Within a valley of sweet grass,
 To which there went one narrow pass
 Through the dark hills, but seldom trod.
 Rarely did horse-hoof press the sod
 About the quiet weedy moat,
 When unscared did the great fish float;
 Because men dreaded there to see
 The uncouth things of faërie;
 Nathless by some few fathers old
 These tales about the place were told
 That neither squire nor seneschal
 Or varlet came in bower or hall,
 Yet all things were in order due, 
 Hangings of gold and red and blue,
 And tables with fair service set;
 Cups that had paid the Cæsar’s debt
 Could he have laid his hands on them;
 Dorsars, with pearls in every hem,
 And fair embroidered gold-wrought things,
 Fit for a company of kings;
 And in the chambers dainty beds,
 With pillows dight for fair young heads;
 And horses in the stables were,
 And in the cellars wine full clear
 And strong, and casks of ale and mead;
 Yea, all things a great lord could need.
 For whom these things were ready there
 None knew; but if one chanced to fare

 Into that place at Easter-tide,
 There would he find a falcon tied
 Unto a pillar of the Hall;
 And such a fate to him would fall,
 That if unto the seventh night,
 He watched the bird from dark to light,
 And light to dark unceasingly,
 On the last evening he should see
 A lady beautiful past words;
 Then, were he come of clowns or lords,
 Son of a swineherd or a king,
 There must she grant him anything
 Perforce, that he might dare to ask,
 And do his very hardest task. 
 But if he slumbered, ne’er again
 The wretch would wake for he was slain
 Helpless, by hands he could not see,
 And his corpse mangled wretchedly.
 

 Now said these elders — Ere this tide
 Full many folk this thing have tried,
 But few have got much good thereby;
 For first, a many came to die
 By slumbering ere their watch was done;
 Or else they saw that lovely one,
 And mazed, they knew not what to say;
 Or asked for some small thing that day
 That easily they might have won,
 Nor staked their lives and souls thereon;
 Or asking, asked for some great thing

 That was their bane; as to be king
 One asked, and died the morrow morn
 That he was crowned, of all forlorn.
 Yet thither came a certain man,
 Who from being poor great riches wan
 Past telling, whose grandsons now are
 Great lords thereby in peace and war.
 And in their coat-of-arms they bear,
 Upon a field of azure fair,
 A castle and a falcon, set
 Below a chief of golden fret.
 And in our day a certain knight
 Prayed to be worsted in no fight, 
 And so it happed to him: yet he
 Died none the less most wretchedly,
 And all his prowess was in vain,
 For by a losel was he slain,
 As on the highway side he slept
 One summer night, of no man kept.
 

  Such tales as these the fathers old
 About that lonely castle told;
 And in their day the king must try
 Himself to prove that mystery,
 Although, unless the fay could give
 For ever on the earth to live,
 Nought could he ask that he had not:
 For boundless riches had he got,
 Fair children, and a faithful wife;
 And happily had passed his life,
 And all fulfilled of victory,
 Yet was he fain this thing to see.
 So towards the mountains he set out
 One noontide, with a gallant rout
 Of knights and lords, and as the day
 Began to fail came to the way
 Where he must enter all alone,
 Between the dreary walls of stone.
 Thereon to that fair company
 He bade farewell, who wistfully
 Looked backward oft as home they rode.
 But in the entry he abode 
 Of that rough unknown narrowing pass,
 Where twilight at the high noon was.
 Then onward he began to ride:
 Smooth rose the rocks on every side,
 And seemed as they were cut by man;
 Adown them ever water ran,
 But they of living things were bare,
 Yea, not a blade of grass grew there;
 And underfoot rough was the way,
 For scattered all about there lay

 Great jagged pieces of black stone.
 Throughout the pass the wind did moan,
 With such wild noises, that the King
 Could almost think he heard something
 Spoken of men; as one might hear
 The voices of folk standing near
 One’s chamber wall: yet saw he nought
 Except those high walls strangely wrought,
 And overhead the strip of sky.
 So, going onward painfully,
 He met therein no evil thing,
 But came about the sunsetting
 Unto the opening of the pass,
 And thence beheld a vale of grass
 Bright with the yellow daffodil;
 And all the vale the sun did fill
 With his last glory. Midmost there
 Rose up a stronghold, built four-square,
 Upon a flowery grassy mound, 
 That moat and high wall ran around.
 Thereby he saw a walled pleasance,
 With walks and sward fit for the dance
 Of Arthur’s court in its best time,
 That seemed to feel some magic clime;
 For though through all the vale outside
 Things were as in the April-tide,
 And daffodils and cowslips grew
 And hidden the March violets blew,
 Within the bounds of that sweet close
 Was trellised the bewildering rose;
 There was the lily over-sweet,
 And starry pinks for garlands meet;

 And apricots hung on the wall
 And midst the flowers did peaches fall,
 And nought had blemish there or spot,
 For in that place decay was not.
 

 Silent awhile the King abode
 Beholding all, then on he rode
 And to the castle-gate drew nigh,
 Till fell the drawbridge silently,
 And when across it he did ride
 He found the great gates open wide,
 And entered there, but as he passed
 The gates were shut behind him fast,
 But not before that he could see
 The drawbridge rise up silently.
 Then round he gazed oppressed with awe,
 And there no living thing he saw
 Except the sparrows in the eaves,
 As restless as light autumn leaves
 Blown by the fitful rainy wind.
 Thereon his final goal to find,
 He lighted off his war-horse good
 And let him wander as he would,
 When he had eased him of his gear;
 Then gathering heart against his fear.
 Just at the silent end of day
 Through the fair porch he took his way,
 And found at last a goodly hall
 With glorious hangings on the wall,
 Inwrought with trees of every clime,
 And stories of the ancient time,
 But all of sorcery they were.
 For o’er the dais Venus fair,
 Fluttered about by many a dove,
 Made hopeless men for hopeless love,

 Both sick and sorry; there they stood
 Wrought wonderfully in various mood,
 But wasted all by that hid fire
 Of measureless o’er-sweet desire,
 And let the hurrying world go by
 Forgetting all felicity.
 But down the hall the tale was wrought
 How Argo in old time was brought
 To Colchis for the fleece of gold.
 And on the other side was told 
 How mariners for long years came
 To Circe, winning grief and shame.
 Until at last by hardihead
 And craft, Ulysses won her bed.
 Long upon these the King did look
 And of them all good heed he took;
 To see if they would tell him aught
 About the matter that he sought,
 But all were of the times long past;
 So going all about, at last
 When grown nigh weary of his search
 A falcon on a silver perch,
 Anigh the daïs did he see,
 And wondered, because certainly
 At his first coming ’twas not there;
 But ‘neath the bird a scroll most fair,
 With golden letters on the white

 He saw, and in the dim twilight
 By diligence could he read this: — 
 

 “Ye who have not enow of bliss,

And in this hard world labour sore,

By manhood here may get you more,

And be fulfilled of everything,

Till ye be masters of the King.

  And yet, since I who promise this

Am nowise God lo give man bliss

Past ending, now in time beware,

And if you live in little care

At this time get you back again,

Lest unknown woe you chance to gain

In wishing for a thing untried.”
 

 A little while did he abide,
 When he had read this, deep in thought,
 Wondering indeed if there were aught
 He had not got, that a wise man
 Would wish; yet in his mind it ran
 That he might win a boundless realm,
 Yea, come to wear upon his helm
 The crown of the whole conquered earth;
 That all who lived thereon, from birth
 To death should call him King and Lord,
 And great kings tremble at his word,
 Until in turn he came to die.
 Therewith a little did he sigh,
 But thought, “Of Alexander yet

 Men talk, nor would they e’er forget
 My name, if this should come to be,
 Whoever should come after me:
 But while I lay wrapped round with gold
 Should tales and histories manifold
 Be written of me, false and true;
 And as the time still onward drew
 Almost a god would folk count me,
 Saying, ‘In our time none such be.’
 But therewith did he sigh again,
 And said, “Ah, vain, and worse than vain! 
 For though the world forget me nought,
 Yet by that time should I be brought
 Where all the world I should forget,
 And bitterly should I regret
 That I, from godlike great renown,
 To helpless death must fall adown:
 How could I bear to leave it all?”
 Then straight upon his mind did fall
 Thoughts of old longings half forgot,
 Matters for which his heart was hot
 A while ago: whereof no more
 He cared for some, and some right sore
 Had vexed him, being fulfilled at last.
 And when the thought of these had passed
 Still something was there left behind,
 That by no torturing of his mind,
 Could he in any language name,
 Or into form of wishing frame.
 

 At last he thought, “What matters it,
 Before these seven days shall flit
 Some great thing surely shall I find,
 That gained will not leave grief behind,

 Nor turn to deadly injury.
 So now will I let these things be
 And think of some unknown delight.”
 

 Now, therewithal, was come the night,
 And thus his watch was well begun; 
 And till the rising of the sun,
 Waking, he paced about the hall,
 And saw the hangings on the wall
 Fade into nought, and then grow white
 In patches by the pale moonlight,
 And then again fade utterly
 As still the moonbeams passed them by;
 Then in a while, with hope of day,
 Begin a little to grow grey,
 Until familiar things they grew,
 As up at last the great sun drew,
 And lit them with his yellow light
 At ending of another night.
 Then right glad was he of the day,
 That passed with him in such like way;
 For neither man nor beast came near,
 Nor any voices did he hear.
 And when again it drew to night
 Silent it passed, till first twilight
 Of morning came, and then he heard
 The feeble twittering of some bird,
 That, in that utter silence drear,
 Smote harsh and startling on his ear.
 Therewith came on that lonely day
 That passed him in no other way;
 And thus six days and nights went by
 And nothing strange had come anigh.
 And on that day he well-nigh deemed
 That all that story had been dreamed. 

 Daylight and dark, and night and day,
 Passed ever in their wonted way;
 The wind played in the trees outside,
 The rooks from out the high trees cried;
 And all seemed natural and fair,
 With little signs of magic there.
 Yet neither could he quite forget
 That close with summer blossoms set,
 And fruit hung on trees blossoming,
 When all about was early spring.
 Yea, if all this by man were made,
 Strange was it that still undecayed
 The food lay on the tables still
 Unchanged by man, that wine did fill
 The golden cups, still bright and red.
 And all was so apparelled
 For guests that came not, yet was all
 As though that servants filled the hall.
 So waxed and waned his hopes, and still
 He formed no wish for good or ill.
 And while he thought of this and that
 Upon his perch the falcon sat
 Unfed, unhooded, his bright eyes
 Beholders of the hard-earned prize,
 Glancing around him restlessly,
 As though he knew the time drew nigh
 When this long watching should be done.
 

 So little by little fell the sun, 
 From high noon unto sun-setting;
 And in that lapse of time the King,
 Though still he woke, yet none the less
 Was dreaming in his sleeplessness
 Of this and that which he had done
 Before this watch he had begun;
 Till, with a start, he looked at last

 About him, and all dreams were past;
 For now, though it was past twilight
 Without, within all grew as bright
 As when the noon-sun smote the wall,
 Though no lamp shone within the hall.
 Then rose the King upon his feet,
 And well-nigh heard his own heart beat,
 And grew all pale for hope and fear,
 As sound of footsteps caught his ear
 But soft, and as some fair lady,
 Going as gently as might be,
 Stopped now and then awhile, distraught
 By pleasant wanderings of sweet thought.
 Nigher the sound came, and more nigh,
 Until the King unwittingly
 Trembled, and felt his hair arise,
 But on the door still kept his eyes.
 That opened soon, and in the light
 There stepped alone a lady bright,
 And made straight toward him up the hall.
 In golden garments was she clad
 And round her waist a belt she had 
 Of emeralds fair, and from her feet
 She held the raiment daintily,
 And on her golden head had she
 A rose-wreath round a pearl-wrought crown,
 Softly she walked with eyes cast down,
 Nor looked she any other than
 An earthly lady, though no man
 Has seen so fair a thing as she.,
 So when her face the King could see
 Still more he trembled, and he thought
 “Surely my wish is hither brought,

 And this will be a goodly day
 If for mine own I win this may.”
 And therewithal she drew anear
 Until the trembling King could hear
 Her very breathing, and she raised
 Her head and on the King’s face gazed
 With serious eyes, and stopping there,
 Swept from her shoulders her long hair,
 And let her gown fall on her feet,
 Then spoke in a clear voice and sweet.
 

 “Well hast thou watched, so now O King,
 Be bold, and wish for some good thing;
 And yet, I counsel thee, be wise.
 Behold, spite of these lips and eyes,
 Hundreds of years old now am I
 And have seen joy and misery.
 And thou, who yet hast lived in bliss, 
 I bid thee well consider this;
 Better it were that men should live
 As beasts, and take what earth can give,
 The air, the warm sun and the grass
 Until unto the earth they pass,
 And gain perchance nought worse than rest,
 Than that not knowing what is best
 For sons of men, they needs must thirst
 For what shall make their lives accurst.
 “Therefore I bid thee now beware,
 Lest getting something seeming fair,
 Thou com’st in vain to long for more;
 Or lest the thing thou wishest for
 Make thee unhappy till thou diest,
 Or lest with speedy death thou buyest
 A little hour of happiness
 Or lazy joy with sharp distress.

 “Alas, why say I this to thee,
 For now I see full certainly,
 That thou wilt ask for such a thing,
 It had been best for thee to fling
 Thy body from a mountain top,
 Or in a white hot fire to drop,
 Or ever thou hadst seen me here,
 Nay then be speedy and speak clear.”
 Then the king cried out eagerly,
 Grown fearless, “Ah, be kind to me!
 Thou knowest what I long for then!
 Thou know’st that I, a king of men, 
 Will ask for nothing else than thee!
 Thou didst not say this could not be,
 And I have had enow of bliss,
 If I may end my life with this.”
 “Hearken,” she said, “what men will say
 When they are mad; before to-day
 I knew that words such things could mean,
 And wondered that it could have been.
 “Think well, because this wished-for joy,
 That surely will thy bliss destroy,
 Will let thee live, until thy life
 Is wrapped in such bewildering strife
 That all thy days will seem but ill — 
 Now wilt thou wish for this thing still?”
 “Wilt thou then grant it?” cried the King;
 “Surely thou art an earthly thing,
 And all this is but mockery,
 And thou canst tell no more than I
 What ending to my life shall be.”
 “Nay, then,” she said, “I grant it thee

 Perforce; come nigh, for I am thine
 Until the morning sun doth shine,
 And only coming time can prove
 What thing I am.”
 Dizzy with love,
 And with surprise struck motionless
 That this divine thing, with far less
 Of striving than a village maid,
 Had yielded, there he stood afraid, 
 Spite of hot words and passionate,
 And strove to think upon his fate.
 

 But as he stood there, presently
 With smiling face she drew anigh,
 And on his face he felt her breath.
 “O love,” she said, “dost thou fear death?
 Not till next morning shalt thou die,
 Or fall into thy misery.”
 Then on his hand her hand did fall,
 And forth she led him down the hall,
 Going full softly by his side.
 “O love,” she said, “now well betide
 The day whereon thou cam’st to me.
 I would this night a year might be,
 Yea, life-long; such life as we have,
 A thousand years from womb to grave.”
 

 And then that clinging hand seemed worth
 Whatever joy was left on earth,
 And every trouble he forgot,
 And time and death remembered not:
 Kinder she grew, she clung to him
 With loving arms, her eyes did swim
 With love and pity, as he strove

 To show the wisdom of his love;
 With trembling lips she praised his choice,
 And said, “Ah, well may’st thou rejoice, 
 Well may’st thou think this one short night
 Worth years of other men’s delight,
 If thy own heart as my heart is,
 Sunk in a boundless sea of bliss;
 O love, rejoice with me! rejoice!”
 But as she spoke, her honied voice
 Trembled, and midst of sobs she said,
 “O love, and art thou still afraid?
 Return, then, to thine happiness,
 Nor will I love thee any less;
 But watch thee as a mother might
 Her child at play.”
 With strange delight
 He stammered out, “Nay, keep thy tears
 For me, and for my ruined years
 Weep love, that I may love thee more,
 My little hour will soon be o’er.”
 “Ah, love,” she said, “and thou art wise
 As men are, with long miseries
 Buying these idle words and vain,
 My foolish love, with lasting pain;
 And yet, thou wouldst have died at last
 If in all wisdom thou hadst passed
 Thy weary life: forgive me then,
 In pitying the sad life of men.”
 Then in such bliss his soul did swim,
 But tender music unto him
 Her words were; death and misery
 But empty names were grown to be, 
 As from that place his steps she drew,
 And dark the hall behind them grew.
 

BUT end comes to all earthly bliss,
 And by his choice full short was his;
 And in the morning, grey and cold,
 Beside the dais did she hold
 His trembling hand, and wistfully
 He, doubting what his fate should be,
 Gazed at her solemn eyes, that now,
 Beneath her calm, untroubled brow,
 Were fixed on his wild face and wan;
 At last she said, “Oh, hapless man,
 Depart! your full wish you have had;
 A little time you have been glad,
 You shall be sorry till you die.
 “And though, indeed, full fain am I
 This might not be; nathless, as day
 Night follows, colourless and grey,
 So this shall follow your delight,
 Your joy hath ending with last night — 
 Nay, peace, and hearken to your fate.
 “Strife without peace, early and late,
 Lasting long after you are dead,
 And laid with earth upon your head;
 War without victory shall you have 
 Defeat, nor honour shall you save;
 Your fair land shall be rent and torn,
 Your people be of all forlorn,
 And all men curse you for this thing.”
 She loosed his hand, but yet the King
 Said, “Yea, and I may go with thee?
 Why should we part? then let things be
 E’en as they will!” “Poor man,” she said,
 “Thou ravest; our hot love is dead,
 If ever it had any life:
 Go, make thee ready for the strife

 Wherein thy life shall soon be wrapped;
 And of the things that here have happed
 Make thou such joy as thou may’st do;
 But I from this place needs must go,
 Nor shalt thou ever see me more
 Until thy troubled life is o’er:
 Alas! to say ‘farewell’ to thee
 Were nought but bitter mockery.
 Fare as thou may’st, and with good heart
 Play to the end thy wretched part.”
 

 Therewith she turned and went from him,
 And with such pain his eyes did swim
 He scarce could see her leave the place.
 And then, with troubled and pale face,
 He gat him thence: and soon he found
 His good horse in the base-court bound;
 So, loosing him, forth did he ride, 
 For the great gates were open wide,
 And flat the heavy draw-bridge lay.
 

 So by the middle of the day,
 That murky pass had he gone through,
 And come to country that he knew;
 And homeward turned his horse’s head,
 And passing village and homestead
 Nigh to his palace came at last;
 And still the further that he passed
 From that strange castle of the fays,
 More dreamlike seemed those seven days,
 And dreamlike the delicious night;

 And like a dream the shoulders white,
 And clinging arms and yellow hair,
 And dreamlike the sad morning there.
 Until at last he ‘gan to deem
 That all might well have been a dream — 
 Yet why was life a weariness?
 What meant this sting of sharp distress?
 This longing for a hopeless love,
 No sighing from his heart could move?
 

 Or else, ‘she did not come and go
 As fays might do, but soft and slow
 Her lovely feet fell on the floor;
 She set her fair hand to the door
 As any dainty maid might do;
 And though, indeed, there are but few 
 Beneath the sun as fair as she,
 She seemed a fleshly thing to be.
 Perchance a merry mock this is,
 And I may some day have the bliss
 To see her lovely face again,
 As smiling she makes all things plain.
 And then as I am still a king,
 With me may she make tarrying
 Full long, yea, till I come to die.’
 Therewith at last being come anigh
 Unto his very palace gate,
 He saw his knights and squires wait
 His coming, therefore on the ground
 He lighted, and they flocked around
 Till he should tell them of his fare.
 Then mocking said he, “Ye may dare,
 The worst man of you all, to go
 And watch as I was bold to do;
 For nought I heard except the wind;
 And nought I saw to call to mind.”
 So said he, but they noted well
 That something more he had to tell

 If it had pleased him; one old man,
 Beholding his changed face and wan,
 Muttered, “Would God it might be so!
 Alas! I fear what fate may do;
 Too much good fortune hast thou had
 By anything to be more glad
 Than thou hast been, I fear thee then 
 Lest thou becom’st a curse to men.”
 But to his place the doomed King passed,
 And all remembrance strove to cast
 From out his mind of that past day,
 And spent his life in sport and play.
 

GREAT among other kings, I said
 He was before he first was led
 Unto that castle of the fays,
 But soon he lost his happy days
 And all his goodly life was done.
 And first indeed his best-loved son,
 The very apple of his eye,
 Waged war against him bitterly;
 And when this son was overcome
 And taken, and folk led him home,
 And him the King had gone to meet,
 Meaning with gentle words and sweet
 To win him to his love again,
 By his own hand he found him slain.
 I know not if the doomed King yet
 Remembered the fay lady’s threat,
 But troubles upon troubles came:
 His daughter next was brought to shame,
 Who unto all eyes seemed to be
 The image of all purity, 
 And fleeing from the royal place
 The King no more beheld her face.
 Then next a folk that came from far

 Sent to the King great threats of war,
 But he, full-fed of victory,
 Deemed this a little thing to be,
 And thought the troubles of his home
 Thereby he well might overcome
 Amid the hurry of the fight.
 His foemen seemed of little might,
 Although they thronged like summer bees
 About the outlying villages,
 And on the land great ruin brought.
 Well, he this barbarous people sought
 With such an army as seemed meet
 To put the world beneath his feet;
 The day of battle came, and he,
 Flushed with the hope of victory,
 Grew happy, as he had not been
 Since he those glorious eyes had seen.
 They met, — his solid ranks of steel
 There scarcely more the darts could feel
 Of those new foemen, than if they
 Had been a hundred miles away: — 
 They met, — a storied folk were his
 To whom sharp war had long been bliss,
 A thousand years of memories
 Were flashing in their shielded eyes;
 And grave philosophers they had 
 To bid them ever to be glad
 To meet their death and get life done
 Midst glorious deeds from sire to son.
 And those they met were beasts, or worse,
 To whom life seemed a jest, a curse;
 Of fame and name they had not heard;
 Honour to them was but a word,
 A word spoke in another tongue;
 No memories round their banners clung,
 No walls they knew, no art of war,

 By hunger were they driven afar
 Unto the place whereon they stood,
 Hungry for bestial joys and blood.
 

 No wonder if these barbarous men
 Were slain by hundreds to each ten
 Of the King’s brave well-armoured folk,
 No wonder if their charges broke
 To nothing, on the walls of steel,
 And back the baffled hordes must reel.
 So stood throughout a summer day
 Scarce touched the King’s most fair array,
 Yet as it drew to even-tide
 The foe still surged on every side,
 As hopeless hunger-bitten men,
 About his folk grown wearied then.
 Therewith the King beheld that crowd
 Howling and dusk, and cried aloud,
 “What do ye, soldiers? and how long 
 Shall weak folk hold in check the strong.
 Nay, forward banners! end the day
 And show these folk how brave men play.”
 The young knights shouted at his word,
 But the old folk in terror heard
 The shouting run adown the line,
 And saw men flush as if with wine — 
 “O Sire” they said “the day is sure,
 Nor will these folk the night endure
 Beset with misery and fears.”
 Alas! they spoke to heedless ears;
 For scarce one look on them he cast
 But forward through the ranks he passed,
 And cried out, “Who will follow me
 To win a fruitful victory?”
 And toward the foe in haste he spurred,
 And at his back their shouts he heard,
 Such shouts as he ne’er heard again.
 

  They met — ere moonrise all the plain
 Was filled by men in hurrying flight
 The relics of that shameful fight;
 The close array, the full-armed men,
 The ancient fame availed not then,
 The dark night only was a friend
 To bring that slaughter to an end;
 And surely there the King had died,
 But driven by that back-rushing tide
 Against his will he needs must flee; 
 And as he pondered bitterly
 On all that wreck that he had wrought,
 From time to time indeed he thought
 Of the fay woman’s dreadful threat.
 

 “But everything was not lost yet;”
 Next day he said, great was the rout
 And shameful beyond any doubt,
 But since indeed at eventide
 The rout began, not many died,
 And gathering all the stragglers now
 His troops still made a gallant show — 
 Alas! it was a show indeed;
 Himself desponding, did he lead
 His beaten men against the foe,
 Thinking at least to lie alow
 Before the final rout should be;
 But scarce upon the enemy
 Could these, whose shaken banners shook
 The frightened world, now dare to look;
 Nor yet could the doomed King die there
 A death he once had held most fair;
 Amid unwounded men he came
 Back to his city, bent with shame,
 Unkingly, midst his great distress,
 Yea, weeping at the bitterness

 Of women’s curses that did greet
 His passage down the troubled street.
 But sight of all the things they loved, 
 The memory of their manhood moved
 Within the troops, and aged men
 And boys must think of battle then,
 And men that had not seen the foe
 Must clamour to the war to go.
 So a great army poured once more
 From out the city, and before
 The very gates they fought again,.
 But their late valour was in vain;
 They died indeed, and that was good,
 But nought they gained for all the blood
 Poured out like water; for the foe,
 Men might have stayed a while ago,
 A match for very gods were grown,
 So like the field in June-tide mown
 The king’s men fell, and but in vain
 The remnant strove the town to gain;
 Whose battlements were nought to stay
 An untaught foe upon that day,
 Though many a tale the annals told
 Of sieges in the days of old,
 When all the world then knew of war
 From that fair place was driven afar.
 

 As for the King, a charmed life
 He seemed to bear; from out that strife
 He came unhurt, and he could see,
 As down the valley he did flee
 With his most wretched company, 
 His palace flaming to the sky.
 Then in the very midst of woe
 His yearning thoughts would backward go
 Unto the castle of the fay;
 He muttered, “Shall I curse that day,

 The last delight that I have had,
 For certainly I then was glad?
 And who knows if what men call bliss
 Had been much better now than this
 When I am hastening to the end.”
 That fearful rest, that dreaded friend,
 That Death, he did not gain as yet;
 A band of men he soon did get,
 A ruined rout of bad and good,
 With whom within the tangled wood,
 The rugged mountain, he abode,
 And thenceforth oftentimes they rode
 Into the fair land once called his,
 And yet but little came of this,
 Except some added misery
 Unto that miserable realm:
 The barbarous foe did overwhelm
 The cities and the fertile plain,
 And many a peaceful man was slain,
 And many a maiden brought to shame,
 And yielded towns were set aflame;
 For all the land was masterless.
 

 Long dwelt the King in great distress 
 From wood to mountain ever tost,
 Mourning for all that he had lost,
 Until it chanced upon a day,
 Asleep in early morn he lay,
 And in a vision there did see
 Clad all in black, that fay lady
 Whereby all this had come to pass,
 But dim as in a misty glass:
 She said “I come thy death to tell
 Yet now to thee may say ‘farewell,’

 For in a short space wilt thou be
 Within an endless dim country
 Where thou mayest well win woe or bliss.”
 Therewith she stooped his lips to kiss
 And vanished straightway from his sight,
 So waking there he sat upright
 And looked around, but nought could see
 And heard but song-birds’ melody,
 For it was the first hour of day.
 

 Then with a sigh adown he lay
 And slept, nor ever woke again,
 For that same hour was he slain
 By stealthy traitors as he slept.
 He of a few was much bewept,
 But of most men was well forgot
 While that town’s ashes still were hot
 The foeman on that day did burn. 
 As for the land, great Time did turn
 The bloody fields to deep green grass,
 And from the minds of men did pass
 The memory of that time of woe,
 And at this day all things are so
 As first I said; a land it is
 Where men may dwell in rest and bliss
 If so they will — Who yet will not,
 Because their hasty hearts are hot
 With foolish hate, and longing vain
 The sire and dam of grief and pain.
 

NEATH the bright sky cool grew the weary earth,
 And many a bud in that fair hour had birth
 Upon the garden bushes; in the west
 The sky got ready for the great sun’s rest,
 And all was fresh and lovely; none the less
 Although those old men shared the happiness
 Of the bright eve, ’twas mixed with memories
 Of how they might in old times have been wise,
 Not casting by for very wilfulness
 What wealth might come their changing life to bless;
 Lulling their hearts to sleep, amid the cold
 Of bitter times, that so they might behold
 Some joy at last, e’en if it lingered long.
 That, wearing not their souls with grief and wrong,
 They still might watch the changing world go by,
 Content to live, content at last to die.
 Alas! if they had reached content at last,
 It was perforce when all their strength was past;
 And after loss of many days once bright,
 With foolish hopes of unattained delight.
 






  








AUGUST.
 

ACROSS the gap made by our English hinds,
 Amidst the Roman’s handiwork, behold
 Far off the long-roofed church; the shepherd binds
 The withy round the hurdles of his fold;
 Down in the foss the river fed of old,
 That through long lapse of time has grown to be
 The little grassy valley that you see.
 

 Rest here awhile, not yet the eve is still,
 The bees are wandering yet, and you may hear
 The barley mowers on the trenched hill,
 The sheep-bells, and the restless changing weir,
 All little sounds made musical and clear
 Beneath the sky that burning August gives,
 While yet the thought of glorious Summer lives.
 

 Ah, love! such happy days, such days as these,
 Must we still waste them, craving for the best,
 Like lovers o’er the painted images
 Of those who once their yearning hearts have blessed?
 Have we been happy on our day of rest?
 Thine eyes say “yes,” — but if it came again,
 Perchance its ending would not seem so vain.
 

NOW came fulfillment of the year’s desire,
 The tall wheat, coloured by the August fire
 Grew heavy-headed, dreading its decay,
 And blacker grew the elm-trees day by day.
 About the edges of the yellow corn,
 And o’er the gardens grown somewhat outworn
 The bees went hurrying to fill up their store;
 The apple-boughs bent over more and more;
 With peach and apricot the garden wall,
 Was odorous, and the pears began to fall
 From off the high tree with each freshening breeze.
 So in a house bordered about with trees,
 A little raised above the waving gold
 The Wanderers heard this marvellous story told,
 While ‘twixt the gleaming flasks of ancient wine,
 They watched the reapers’ slow advancing line.
 

PYGMALION AND THE IMAGE.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

A MAN of Cyprus, a Sculptor named Pygmalion, made an Image of a Woman, fairer than any that had yet been seen, and in the end came to love his own handiwork as though it had been alive: wherefore, praying to Venus for help, he obtained his end, for she made the Image alive indeed, and a Woman, and Pygmalion wedded her.
 

AT Amathus, that from the southern side
 Of Cyprus, looks across the Syrian sea,
 There did in ancient time a man abide
 Known to the island-dwellers, for that he
 Had wrought most godlike works in imagery,
 And day by day still greater honour won,
 Which man our old books call Pygmalion.
 

 Yet in the praise of men small joy he had,
 But walked abroad with downcast brooding face,
 Nor yet by any damsel was made glad;
 For, sooth to say, the women of that place
 Must seem to all men an accursed race,

 Who with the turner of all hearts once strove
 So in their hearts must carry lust for love.
 

 Now on a day it chanced that he had been
 About the streets, and on the crowded quays,
 Rich with unopened wealth of bales, had seen
 The dark-eyed merchants of the southern seas
 In chaffer with the base Propœtides,
 And heavy-hearted gat him home again,
 His once-loved life grown idle, poor, and vain.
 

 And there upon his images he cast
 His weary eyes, yet little noted them,
 As still from name to name his swift thought passed.
 For what to him was Juno’s well-wrought hem,
 Diana’s shaft, or Pallas’ olive-stem?
 What help could Hermes’ rod unto him give,
 Until with shadowy things he came to live?
 

 Yet note, that though, while looking on the sun,
 The craftsman o’er his work some morn of spring
 May chide his useless labour never done,

 For all his murmurs, with no other thing
 He soothes his heart, and dulls thoughts’ poisonous sting,
 And thus in thought’s despite the world goes on;
 And so it was with this Pygmalion.
 

 Unto the chisel must he set his hand,
 And slowly, still in troubled thought must pace,
 About a work begun, that there doth stand,
 And still returning to the self-same place,
 Unto the image now must set his face, 
 And with a sigh his wonted toil begin,
 Half-loathed, half-loved, a little rest to win.
 

 The lessening marble that he worked upon,
 A woman’s form now imaged doubtfully,
 And in such guise the work had he begun,
 Because when he the untouched block did see
 In wandering veins that form there seemed to be,
 Whereon he cried out in a careless mood,
 “O lady Venus, make this presage good!
 

 “And then this block of stone shall be thy maid,
 And, not without rich golden ornament,
 Shall bide within thy quivering myrtle-shade.”
 So spoke he, but the goddess, well content,
 Unto his hand such godlike mastery sent,
 That like the first artificer he wrought,
 Who made the gift that woe to all men brought.
 

  And yet, but such as he was wont to do,
 At first indeed that work divine he deemed,
 And as the white chips from the chisel flew
 Of other matters languidly he dreamed,
 For easy to his hand that labour seemed,
 And he was stirred with many a troubling thought,
 And many a doubt perplexed him as he wrought.
 

 And yet, again, at last there came a day
 When smoother and more shapely grew the stone, 
 And he, grown eager, put all thought away
 But that which touched his craftsmanship alone,
 And he would gaze at what his hands had done,
 Until his heart with boundless joy would swell
 That all was wrought so wonderfully well.
 

 Yet long it was ere he was satisfied,
 And with his pride that by his mastery
 This thing was done, whose equal far and wide
 In no town of the world a man could see,
 Came burning longing that the work should be
 E’en better still, and to his heart there came
 A strange and strong desire he could not name.
 

 The night seemed long, and long the twilight seemed,
 A vain thing seemed his flowery garden fair;
 Though through the night still of his work he dreamed,
 And though his smooth-stemmed trees so nigh it were,
 That thence he could behold the marble hair;
 Nought was enough, until with steel in hand
 He came before the wondrous stone to stand.
 

 No song could charm him, and no histories
 Of men’s misdoings could avail him now,
 Nay, scarcely seaward had he turned his eyes,
 If men had said, “the fierce Tyrrhenians row

 Up through the bay, rise up and strike a blow
 For life and goods;” for nought to him seemed dear
 But to his well-loved work to be anear.
 

 Then vexed he grew, and knowing not his heart,
 Unto himself he said, “Ah, what is this,
 That I who oft was happy to depart,
 And wander where the boughs each other kiss
 ‘Neath the west wind, now have no other bliss
 But in vain smoothing of this marble maid,
 Whose chips this month a drachma had outweighed.
 

 “Lo I will get me to the woods and try
 If I my woodcraft have forgotten quite,
 And then, returning, lay this folly by,
 And eat my fill, and sleep my sleep a-night,
 And ‘gin to carve a Hercules aright
 Upon the morrow, and perchance indeed
 The Theban will be good to me at need.”
 

 With that he took his quiver and his bow,
 And through the gates of Amathus he went,
 And toward the mountain slopes began to go,
 Within the woods to work out his intent.
 Fair was the day, the honied beanfield’s scent
 The west wind bore unto him; o’er the way
 The glittering noisy poplar leaves did play.
 

  All things were moving; as his hurried feet
 Passed by, within the flowery swathe he heard
 The sweeping of the scythe, the swallow fleet
 Rose over him, the sitting partridge stirred
 On the field’s edge; the brown bee by him whirred, 
 Or murmured in the clover flowers below.
 But he with bowed-down head failed not to go.
 

 At last he stopped, and, looking round, he said,
 “Like one whose thirtieth year is well gone by,
 The day is getting ready to be dead;
 No rest, and on the border of the sky
 Already the great banks of dark haze lie;
 No rest — what do I midst this stir and noise?
 What part have I in these unthinking joys?”
 

 With that he turned, and toward the city-gate
 Through the sweet fields went swifter than he came,
 And cast his heart into the hands of fate;
 Nor strove with it, when higher ‘gan to flame
 That strange and strong desire without a name;
 Till panting, thinking of nought else, once more
 His hand was on the latch of his own door.
 

 One moment there he lingered, as he said,

 “Alas! what should I do if she were gone.”
 But even with that word his brow waxed red
 To hear his own lips name a thing of stone,
 As though the gods some marvel there had done,
 And made his work alive; and therewithal
 In turn great pallor on his face did fall.
 

 But with a sigh he passed into the house,
 Yet even then his chamber-door must hold,
 And listen there, half-blind and timorous,
 Until his heart should wax a little bold;
 Then entering, motionless and white and cold
 He saw the image stand amidst the floor
 That whitened was by labour done before.
 

 Blinded with tears, his chisel up he caught,
 And, drawing near, and sighing, tenderly
 Upon the marvel of the face he wrought,
 E’en as he used to pass the long days by;
 But his sighs changed to sobbing presently,
 And on the floor the useless steel he flung,
 And, weeping loud, about the image clung.
 

 “Alas!” he cried, “why have I made thee then,
 That thus thou mockest me? I know indeed
 That many such as thou are loved of men,
 Whose passionate eyes poor wretches still will lead
 Into their net, and smile to see them bleed;
 But these the Gods made, and this hand made thee
 Who wilt not speak one little word to me.”
 

 Then from the image did he draw aback
 To gaze on it through tears: and you had said,
 Regarding it, that little did it lack
 To be a living and most lovely maid;
 Naked it was, its unbound locks were laid

 Over the lovely shoulders; with one hand
 Reached out, as to a lover, did it stand,
 

 The other held a fair rose over-blown;
 No smile was on the parted lips, the eyes
 Seemed as if even now great love had shown
 Unto them, something of its sweet surprise,
 Yet saddened them with half-seen mysteries,
 And still midst passion maiden-like she seemed,
 As though of love unchanged for aye she dreamed.
 

 Reproachfully beholding all her grace,
 Pygmalion stood, until he grew dry-eyed,
 And then at last he turned away his face
 As if from her cold eyes his grief to hide;
 And thus a weary while did he abide,
 With nothing in his heart but vain desire,
 The ever-burning, unconsuming fire.
 

 But when again he turned his visage round
 His eyes were brighter and no more he wept,
 As if some little solace he had found,
 Although his folly none the more had slept,
 Rather some new-born god-sent madness kept
 His other madness from destroying him,
 And made the hope of death wax faint and dim:
 

 For, trembling and ashamed, from out the street
 Strong men he called, and faint with jealousy
 He caused them bear the ponderous, moveless feet
 Unto the chamber where he used to lie,
 So in a fair niche to his bed a-nigh, 

 Unwitting of his woe, they set it down,
 Then went their ways beneath his troubled frown.
 

 Then to his treasury he went, and sought
 For gems for its adornment, but all there
 Seemed to his eager eyes but poor and nought,
 Not worthy e’en to touch her rippled hair,
 So he, departing, through the streets ‘gan fare,
 And from the merchants at a mighty cost
 Bought gems that kings for no good deed had lost.
 

 These then he hung her senseless neck around,
 Set on her fingers, and fair arms of stone,
 Then cast himself before her on the ground,
 Praying for grace for all that he had done
 In leaving her untended and alone;
 And still with every hour his madness grew
 Though all his folly in his heart he knew.
 

 At last asleep before her feet he lay,
 Worn out with passion, yet this burning pain
 Returned on him, when with the light of day
 He woke and wept before her feet again;
 Then of the fresh and new-born morning fain,
 Into his garden passed, and therefrom bore
 Fresh spoil of flowers his love to lay before.
 

 A little altar, with fine gold o’erlaid,
 Was in his house, that he a while ago 

 At some great man’s command had deftly made,
 And this he now must take and set below
 Her well-wrought feet, and there must red flame glow
 About sweet wood, and he must send her thence
 The odour of Arabian frankincense.
 

 Then as the smoke went up, he prayed and said,
 “Thou, image, hear’st me not, nor wilt thou speak,
 But I perchance shall know when I am dead,
 If this has been some goddess’ sport, to seek
 A wretch, and in his heart infirm and weak
 To set her glorious image, so that he,
 Loving the form of immortality,
 

 “May make much laughter for the gods above:
 Hear me, and if my love misliketh thee
 Then take my life away, for I will love
 Till death unfeared at last shall come to me,
 And give me rest, if he of might may be
 To slay the love of that which cannot die,
 The heavenly beauty that can ne’er pass by.”
 

 No word indeed the moveless image said,
 But with the sweet grave eyes his hands had wrought
 Still gazed down on his bowed imploring head,
 Yet his own words some solace to him brought,
 Gilding the net wherein his soul was caught
 With something like to hope, and all that day
 Some tender words he ever found to say;
 

 And still he felt as something heard him speak;
 Sometimes he praised her beauty, and sometimes
 Reproached her in a feeble voice and weak,
 And at the last drew forth a book of rhymes,

 Wherein were writ the tales of many climes,
 And read aloud the sweetness hid therein
 Of lovers’ sorrows and their tangled sin.
 

 And when the sun went down, the frankincense
 Again upon the altar-flame he cast
 That through the open window floating thence
 O’er the fresh odours of the garden passed;
 And so another day was gone at last,
 And he no more his love-lorn watch could keep,
 But now for utter weariness must sleep.
 

 But in the night he dreamed that she was gone,
 And knowing that he dreamed, tried hard to wake
 And could not, but forsaken and alone
 He seemed to weep as though his heart would break,
 And when the night her sleepy veil did take
 From off the world, waking, his tears he found
 Still wet upon the pillow all around.
 

 Then at the first, bewildered by those tears,
 He fell a-wondering wherefore he had wept,
 But suddenly remembering all his fears,
 Panting with terror, from the bed he leapt,
 But still its wonted place the image kept, 
 Nor moved for all the joyful ecstasy
 Wherewith he blessed the day that showed it nigh.
 

 Then came the morning offering and the day,
 Midst flowers and words of love and kisses sweet
 From morn, through noon, to evening passed away,
 And scarce unhappy, crouching at her feet,
 He saw the sun descend the sea to meet;
 And scarce unhappy through the darkness crept

 Unto his bed, and midst soft dreaming slept.
 

BUT the next morn, e’en while the incense-smoke
 At sun-rising curled round about her head,
 Sweet sound of songs the wonted quiet broke
 Down in the street, and he by something led,
 He knew not what, must leave his prayer unsaid,
 And through the freshness of the morn must see
 The folk who went with that sweet minstrelsy;
 

 Damsels and youths in wonderful attire,
 And in their midst upon a car of gold
 An image of the Mother of Desire,
 Wrought by his hands in days that seemed grown old,
 Though those sweet limbs a garment did enfold,
 Coloured like flame, enwrought with precious things,
 Most fit to be the prize of striving kings.
 

 Then he remembered that the manner was
 That fair-clad priests the lovely Queen should take
 Thrice in the year, and through the city pass,
 And with sweet songs the dreaming folk awake;
 And through the clouds a light there seemed to break
 When he remembered all the tales well told
 About her glorious kindly deeds of old.
 

 So his unfinished prayer he finished not,
 But, kneeling, once more kissed the marble feet,
 And, while his heart with many thoughts waxed hot,
 He clad himself with fresh attire and meet
 For that bright service, and with blossoms sweet
 Entwined with tender leaves he crowned his head,

 And followed after as the goddess led.
 

 But long and vain unto him seemed the way
 Until they came unto her house again;
 Long years, the while they went about to lay
 The honey-hiding dwellers on the plain,
 The sweet companions of the yellowing grain
 Upon her golden altar; long and long
 Before, at end of their delicious song,
 

 With reverend hands they stripped her of her weed,
 And showed the ivory limbs his hand had wrought;
 Yea, and too long e’en then ere those fair bands,
 Dispersing here and there, the shadow sought
 Beside the stream, or in some marble court 
 Lay toward the splashing of the fountain turned,
 For now past noon high up the hot sun burned.
 

 But when the crowd of worshippers was gone,
 And through the golden dimness of the place
 The goddess’ very servants paced alone,
 Or some lone damsel murmured of her case
 Apart from prying eyes, he turned his face
 Unto that image made with toil and care,
 In days when unto him it seemed most fair.
 

 Dusky and dim, though rich with gems and gold,
 The house of Venus was; high in the dome
 The burning sun-light you might now behold,

 From nowhere else the light of day Might come,
 To curse the Shame-faced Mother’s lovely home;
 A long way off the shrine, the fresh sea-breeze,
 Now just arising, brushed the myrtle-trees.
 

 The torches of the flower-crowned, singing band
 Erewhile, indeed, made more than daylight there,
 Lighting the painted tales of many a land,
 And carven heroes, with their unused glare;
 But now a few soft, glimmering lamps there were,
 And on the altar a thin, flickering flame
 Just showed the golden letters of her name.
 

 Blue in the dome yet hung the incense-cloud,
 And still its perfume lingered all around; 
 And, trodden by the light-foot, fervent crowd,
 Thick lay the summer flowers upon the ground,
 And now from far-off halls uprose the sound
 Of Lydian music, and the dancer’s cry,
 As though some door were opened suddenly.
 

 So there he stood, that help from her to gain,
 Bewildered by that twilight midst of day;
 Downcast with listening to the joyous strain
 He had no part in, hopeless with delay
 Of all the fair things he had meant to say;
 Yet, as the incense on the flame he cast,
 From stammering lips and pale these words there passed, — 
 

 “O thou forgotten help, dost thou yet know

 What thing it is I need, when even I,
 Bent down before thee in this shame and woe,
 Can frame no set of words to tell thee why
 I needs must pray, O help me or I die!
 Or slay me, and in slaying take from me
 Even a dead man’s feeble memory.
 

 “Say not thine help I have been slow to seek;
 Here have I been from the first hour of morn,
 Who stand before thy presence faint and weak,
 Of my one poor delight left all forlorn;
 Trembling with many fears, the hope outworn
 I had when first I left my love, my shame,
 To call upon thine oft-sung glorious name.”
 

 He stopped to catch his breath, for as a sob
 Did each word leave his mouth; but suddenly,
 Like a live thing, the thin flame ‘gan to throb
 And gather force, and then shot up on high
 A steady spike of light, that drew anigh
 The sunbeam in the dome, then sank once more
 Into a feeble flicker as before.
 

 But at that sight the nameless hope he had
 That kept him living midst unhappiness,
 Stirred his breast, and with changed face and glad
 Unto the image forward must he press
 With words of praise his first word to redress,

 But then it was as though a thick black cloud
 Altar, and fire, and ivory limbs did shroud.
 

 He staggered back, amazed and full of awe;
 But when, with anxious eyes, he gazed around,
 About him still the worshippers he saw
 Sunk in their wonted works, with no surprise
 At what to him seemed awful mysteries;
 Therewith he sighed and said, “This, too, I dream,
 No better day upon my life shall beam.”
 

 And yet for long upon the place he gazed
 Where other folk beheld the lovely queen;
 And while he looked the dusky veil seemed raised,
 And every thing was as it erst had been;
 And then he said, “Such marvels I have seen 
 As some sick man may see from off his bed:
 Ah, I am sick, and would that I were dead!”
 

 Therewith, not questioning his heart at all,
 He turned away and left the holy place,
 When now the wide sun reddened towards his fall,
 And a fresh west wind held the clouds in chase;
 But coming out, at first he hid his face
 Dazed with the light, and in the porch he stood,
 Nor wished to move, or change his dreary mood.
 

 Yet in a while the freshness of the eve
 Pierced to his weary heart, and with a sigh
 He raised his head, and slowly ‘gan to leave
 The high carved pillars; and so presently
 Had passed the grove of whispering myrtles by,
 And, mid the many noises of the street,
 Made himself brave the eyes of men to meet.
 

  Thronged were the ways with folk in gay attire,
 Nursing the end of that festivity;
 Girls fit to move the moody man’s desire
 Brushed past him, and soft dainty minstrelsy
 He heard amid the laughter, and might see,
 Through open doors, the garden’s green delight,
 Where pensive lovers waited for the night;
 

 Or resting dancers round the fountain drawn,
 With faces flushed unto the breeze turned round, 
 Or wandering o’er the fragrant trodden lawn,
 Took up their fallen garlands from the ground,
 Or languidly their scattered tresses bound,
 Or let their gathered raiment fall adown,
 With eyes downcast beneath their lovers’ frown.
 

 What hope Pygmalion yet might have, when he
 First left the pillars of the dreamy place,
 Amid such sights had vanished utterly.
 He turned his weary eyes from face to face,
 Nor noted them, as at a lagging pace
 He ‘gat towards home, and still was murmuring,
 “Ah life, sweet life! the only godlike thing!”
 

 And as he went, though longing to be there
 Whereas his sole desire awaited him,
 Yet did he loath to see the image fair,
 White and unchanged of face, unmoved of limb,
 And to his heart came dreamy thoughts and dim
 That unto some strange region he might come,
 Nor ever reach again his loveless home.
 

 Yet soon, indeed, before his door he stood,

 And, as a man awaking from a dream,
 Seemed waked from his old folly; nought seemed good
 In all the things that he before had deemed
 At least worth life, and on his heart there streamed
 Cold light of day — he found himself alone,
 Reft of desire, all love and madness gone.
 

 And yet for that past folly must he weep,
 As one might mourn the parted happiness
 That, mixed with madness, made him smile in sleep;
 And still some lingering sweetness seemed to bless
 The hard life left of toil and loneliness,
 Like a past song too sweet, and over short
 Within the meshes of the memory caught.
 

 Weeping he entered, murmuring, “O fair Queen,
 I thank thee that my prayer was not for nought,
 Truly a present helper hast thou been
 To those who faithfully thy throne have sought!
 Yet, since with pain deliverance I have bought,
 Hast thou not yet some gift in store for me,
 That I thine happy slave henceforth may be?”
 

THUS to his chamber at the last he came,
 And, pushing through the still half-opened door,
 He stood within; but there, for very shame
 Of all the things that he had done before,
 Still kept his eyes bent down upon the floor,
 Thinking of all that he had done and said
 Since he had wrought that luckless marble maid.
 

 Yet soft his thoughts were, and the very place
 Seemed perfumed with some nameless heavenly air 
 So gaining courage, did he raise his face

 Unto the work his hands had made so fair,
 And cried aloud to see the niche all bare
 Of that sweet form, while through his heart again
 There shot a pang of his old yearning pain.
 

 Yet while he stood, and knew not what to do
 With yearning, a strange thrill of hope there came,
 A shaft of new desire now pierced him through,
 And therewithal a soft voice called his name,
 And when he turned, with eager eyes aflame,
 He saw betwixt him and the setting sun
 The lively image of his loved one.
 

 He trembled at the sight, for though her eyes,
 Her very lips, were such as he had made,
 And though her tresses fell but in such guise
 As he had wrought them, now was she arrayed
 In that fair garment that the priests had laid
 Upon the goddess on that very morn,
 Dyed like the setting sun upon the corn.
 

 Speechless he stood, but she now drew anear,
 Simple and sweet as she was wont to be,
 And once again her silver voice rang clear,
 Filling his soul with great felicity,
 And thus she spoke, “Wilt thou not come to me,
 O dear companion of my new-found life,
 For I am called thy lover and thy wife?
 

  “Listen, these words the Dread One bade me say
 That was with me e’ennow, Pygmalion,

My new-made soul I give to thee to-day,

Come, feel the sweet breath that thy prayer has won,

And lay thine hand this heaving breast upon!

Come love, and walk with me between the trees,

And feel the freshness of the evening breeze.
 

 “Sweep mine hair round thy neck; behold my feet,

The oft-kissed feet thou thoughtst should never move

Press down the daisies! draw me to thee, sweet,

And feel the warm heart of thy living love

Beat against thine, and bless the Seed of Jove

Whose loving tender heart hath wrought all this,

And wrapped us both in such a cloud of bliss.
 

 “Ah, thou art wise to know what this may mean!
 Sweet seem the words to me, and needs must I
 Speak all the lesson of the lovely queen:
 But this I know, I would we were more nigh,
 I have not heard thy voice but in the cry
 Thou utteredst then, when thou believedst me gone
 The marvel of thine hands, the maid of stone.”
 

 She reached her hand to him, and with kind eyes
 Gazed into his; but he the fingers caught
 And drew her to him, and midst ecstasies
 Passing all words, yea, well-nigh passing thought,
 Felt that sweet breath that he so long had sought, 
 Felt the warm life within her heaving breast
 As in his arms his living love he pressed.
 

 But as his cheek touched hers he heard her say,
 “Wilt thou not speak, O love? why dost thou weep?
 Art thou then sorry for this long-wished day,
 Or dost thou think perchance thou wilt not keep

 This that thou holdest, but in dreamy sleep?
 Nay, let us do the bidding of the Queen,
 And hand in hand walk through thy garden green;
 

 “Then shalt thou tell me, still beholding me,
 Full many things whereof I wish to know,
 And as we walk from whispering tree to tree
 Still more familiar to thee shall I grow,
 And such things shalt thou say unto me now
 As when thou deemedst thou wast quite alone,
 A madman, kneeling to a thing of stone.”
 

 But at that word a smile lit up his eyes
 And therewithal he spake some loving word,
 And she at first looked up in grave surprise
 When his deep voice and musical she heard,
 And clung to him as somewhat grown afeard;
 Then cried aloud and said, “O mighty one!
 What joy with thee to look upon the sun.”
 

 Then into that fair garden did they pass
 And all the story of his love he told, 
 And as the twain went o’er the dewy grass,
 Beneath the risen moon could he behold
 The bright tears trickling down, then, waxen bold,
 He stopped and said, “Ah, love, what meaneth this?
 Seest thou how tears still follow earthly bliss?”
 

  Then both her white arms round his neck she threw,
 And sobbing said, “O love, what hurteth me?
 When first the sweetness of my life I knew,
 Not this I felt, but when I first saw thee
 A little pain and great felicity
 Rose up within me, and thy talk e’en now
 Made pain and pleasure ever greater grow?”
 

 “O sweet,” he said, “this thing is even love,
 Whereof I told thee; that all wise men fear,
 But yet escape not; nay, to gods above,
 Unless the old tales lie, it draweth near.
 But let my happy ears I pray thee hear
 Thy story too, and how thy blessed birth
 Has made a heaven of this once lonely earth.”
 

 “My sweet,” she said, “as yet I am not wise,
 Or stored with words, aright the tale to tell,
 But listen: when I opened first mine eyes
 I stood within the niche thou knowest well,
 And from mine hand a heavy thing there fell
 Carved like these flowers, nor could I see things clear,
 And but a strange confused noise could hear.
 

 “At last mine eyes could see a woman fair,
 But awful as this round white moon o’erhead,
 So that I trembled when I saw her there,
 For with my life was born some touch of dread,
 And therewithal I heard her voice that said,
 ‘Come down, and learn to love and be alive,
 For thee, a well-prized gift, to-day I give.’
 

 “Then on the floor I stepped, rejoicing much,
 Not knowing why, not knowing aught at all,

 Till she reached out her hand my breast to touch,
 And when her fingers thereupon did fall,
 Thought came unto my life, and therewithal
 I knew her for a goddess, and began
 To murmur in some tongue unknown to man.
 

 “And then indeed not in this guise was I,
 No sandals had I, and no saffron gown,
 But naked as thou knowest utterly,
 E’en as my limbs beneath thine hand had grown,
 And this fair perfumed robe then fell adown
 Over the goddess’ feet and swept the ground,
 And round her loins a glittering belt was bound.
 

 “But when the stammering of my tongue she heard
 Upon my trembling lips her hand she laid,
 And spoke again, ‘Nay, say not any word,
 All that thine heart would say I know unsaid,
 Who even now thine heart and voice have made; 
 But listen rather, for thou knowest now
 What these words mean, and still wilt wiser grow.
 

 “‘Thy body, lifeless till I gave it life,
 A certain man, my servant, well hath wrought,
 I give thee to him as his love and wife,
 With all thy dowry of desire and thought,
 Since this his yearning heart hath ever sought;
 Now from my temple is he on the way,
 Deeming to find thee e’en as yesterday;
 

 “‘ Bide thou his coming by the bed-head there,
 And when thou seest him set his eyes upon
 Thine empty niche, and hear’st him cry for care,

 Then call him by his name, Pygmalion,
 And certainly thy lover hast thou won;
 But when he stands before thee silently,
 Say all these words that I shall teach to thee.’
 

 “With that she said what first I told thee, love,
 And then went on, ‘Moreover thou shalt say
 That I, the daughter of almighty Jove,
 Have wrought for him this long-desired day;
 In sign whereof, these things that pass away,
 Wherein mine image men have well arrayed,
 I give thee for thy wedding gear, O maid.’
 

 “Therewith her raiment she put off from her,
 And laid bare all her perfect loveliness, 
 And, smiling on me, came yet more anear,
 And on my mortal lips her lips did press,
 And said, ‘Now herewith shalt thou love no less
 Than Psyche loved my son in days of old;
 Farewell, of thee shall many a tale be told.’
 

 “And even with that last word was she gone,
 How, I know not, and I my limbs arrayed
 In her fair gifts, and waited thee alone — 
 Ah, love, indeed the word is true she said,
 For now I love thee so, I grow afraid
 Of what the gods upon our heads may send — 
 I love thee so, I think upon the end.”
 

 What words he said? How can I tell again
 What words they said beneath the glimmering light,
 Some tongue they used unknown to loveless men
 As each to each they told their great delight,
 Until for stillness of the growing night
 Their soft sweet murmuring words seemed growing loud,
 And dim the moon grew, hid by fleecy cloud.
 

SUCH was the ending of his ancient rhyme,
 That seemed to fit that soft and golden time,
 When men were happy, they could scarce tell why,
 Although they felt the rich year slipping by.
 The sun went down, the harvest-moon arose,
 And ‘twixt the slim trees of that fruitful close
 They saw the corn still falling ‘neath its light,
 While through the soft air of the windless night
 The voices of the reapers’ mates rang clear
 In measured song, as of the fruitful year
 They told, and its delights, and now and then
 The rougher voices of the toiling men
 Joined in the song, as one by one released
 From that hard toil, they sauntered towards the feast
 That waited them upon the strip of grass
 That through the golden glimmering sea did pass.
 But those old men, glad to have lived so long,
 Sat listening through the twilight to the song,
 And when the night grew and all things were still
 Throughout the wide vale from green hill to hill
 Unto a happy harvesting they drank
 Till once more o’er the hills the white moon sank.
 

AUGUST had not gone by, though now was stored
 In the sweet-smelling granaries all the hoard
 Of golden corn; the land had made her gain,
 And winter should howl round her doors in vain.
 But o’er the same fields grey now and forlorn
 The old men sat and heard the swineherd’s horn,
 Far off across the stubble, when the day
 At end of harvest-tide was sad and grey;
 And rain was in the wind’s voice as it swept
 Along the hedges where the lone quail crept,
 Beneath the chattering of the restless pie.
 The fruit-hung branches moved, and suddenly
 The trembling apples smote the dewless grass,
 And all the year to autumn-tide did pass.
 E’en such a day it was as young men love
 When swiftly through the veins the blood Both move,
 And they, whose eyes can see not death at all,
 To thoughts of stirring deeds and pleasure fall,
 Because it seems to them to tell of life
 After the dreamy days devoid of strife,
 When every day with sunshine is begun,
 And cloudless skies receive the setting sun. 
 On such a day the older folk were fain
 Of something new somewhat to dull the pain
 Of sad, importunate old memories
 That to their weary hearts must needs arise.
 Alas! what new things on that day could come
 From hearts that now so long had been the home
 Of such dull thoughts, nay, rather let them tell
 Some tale that fits their ancient longings well.
 Rolf was the speaker, who said, “Friends, behold
 This is e’en such a tale as those once told
 Unto my greedy ears by Nicholas,
 Before our quest for nothing came to pass.”
 

OGIER THE DANE.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

WHEN Ogier was born, six fay ladies came to the cradle where he lay, and gave him various gifts, as to be brave and happy and the like; but the sixth gave him to he her love when he should have lived long in the world: so Ogier grew up and became the greatest of knights, and at last, after many years, fell into the hands of that fay, and with her, as the story tells, he lives now, though he returned once to the world, as is shown in the process of this tale.
 

WITHIN some Danish city by the sea,
 Whose name, changed now, is all unknown to me,
 Great mourning was there one fair summer eve,
 Because the angels, bidden to receive
 The fair Queen’s lovely soul in Paradise,
 Had done their bidding, and in royal guise
 Her helpless body, once the prize of love,
 Unable now for fear or hope to move,
 Lay underneath the golden canopy;
 And bowed down by unkingly misery
 The King sat by it, and not far away, 
 Within the chamber a fair man-child lay,
 His mother’s bane, the king that was to be,
 Not witting yet of any royalty,

 Harmless and loved, although so new to life.
 

 Calm the June evening was, no sign of strife
 The clear sky showed, no storm grew round the sun,
 Unhappy that his day of bliss was done;
 Dumb was the sea, and if the beech-wood stirred,
 ’Twas with the nestling of the grey-winged bird
 Midst its thick leaves; and though the nightingale
 Her ancient, hapless sorrow must bewail,
 No more of woe there seemed in her song
 Than such as doth to lovers’ words belong,
 Because their love is still unsatisfied.
 But to the King, on that sweet eventide,
 No earth there seemed, no heaven when earth was gone;
 No help, no God! but lonely pain alone;
 And he, midst unreal shadows, seemed to sit
 Himself the very heart and soul of it.
 But round the cradle of the new-born child
 The nurses now the weary time beguiled
 With stories of the just departed Queen;
 And how, amid the heathen folk first seen,
 She had been won to love and godliness;
 And as they spoke, e’en midst his dull distress,
 An eager whisper now and then would smite
 Upon the King’s ear, of some past delight,
 Some once familiar name, and he would raise 
 His weary head, and on the speaker gaze
 Like one about to speak, but soon again
 Would drop his head and be alone with pain,
 Nor think of these; who, silent in their turn,
 Would sit and watch the waxen tapers burn

 Amidst the dusk of the quick-gathering night,
 Until beneath the high stars’ glimmering light,
 The fresh earth lay in colourless repose.
 So past the night, and now and then one rose
 From out her place to do what might avail
 To still the new-born infant’s fretful wail;
 Or through the softly-opened door there came
 Some nurse new waked, who, whispering low the name
 Of her whose turn was come, would take her place;
 Then toward the King would turn about her face
 And to her fellows whisper of the day,
 And tell again of her just past away.
 

 So passed the night, the moon arose and grew,
 From off the sea a little west-wind blew,
 Rustling the garden-leaves like sudden rain;
 And ere the moon had ‘gun to fall again
 The wind grew cold, a change was in the sky,
 And in deep silence did the dawn draw nigh:
 Then from her place a nurse arose to light
 Fresh hallowed lights, for, dying with the night,
 The tapers round about the dead Queen were;
 But the King raised his head and ‘gan to stare
 Upon her, as her sweeping gown did glide 
 About the floor, that in the stillness cried
 Beneath her careful feet; and now as she
 Had lit the second candle carefully,
 And on its silver spike a second one
 Was setting, through her body did there run
 A sudden tremor, and the hand was stayed
 That on the dainty painted wax was laid;
 Her eyelids fell down and she seemed to sleep,
 And o’er the staring King began to creep
 Sweet slumber too; the bitter lines of woe
 That drew his weary face did softer grow,
 His eyelids dropped, his arms fell to his side;
 And moveless in their places did abide

 The nursing women, held by some strong spell,
 E’en as they were, and utter silence fell
 Upon the mournful, glimmering chamber fair.
 But now light footsteps coming up the stair,
 Smote on the deadly stillness, and the sound
 Of silken dresses trailing o’er the ground;
 And heavenly odours through the chamber passed,
 Unlike the scents that rose and lily cast
 Upon the freshness of the dying night;
 Then nigher drew the sound of footsteps light
 Until the door swung open noiselessly — 
 A mass of sunlit flowers there seemed to be
 Within the doorway, and but pale and wan
 The flame showed now that serveth mortal man,
 As one by one six seeming ladies passed
 Into the room, and o’er its sorrow cast 
 That thoughtless sense of joy bewildering,
 That kisses youthful hearts amidst of spring;
 Crowned were they, in such glorious raiment clad,
 As yet no merchant of the world has had
 Within his coffers; yet those crowns seemed fair
 Only because they kissed their odorous hair,
 And all that flowery raiment was but blessed
 By those fair bodies that its splendour pressed.
 Now to the cradle from that glorious band,
 A woman passed, and laid a tender hand
 Upon the babe, and gently drew aside
 The swathings soft that did his body hide;
 And, seeing him so fair and great, she smiled,
 And stooped, and kissed him, saying, “O noble child,
 Have thou a gift from Gloriande this day;
 For to the time when life shall pass away
 From this dear heart, no fear of death or shame,

 No weariness of good shall foul thy name.”
 So saying, to her sisters she returned;
 And one came forth, upon whose brow there burned
 A crown of rubies, and whose heaving breast
 With happy rings a golden hauberk pressed;
 She took the babe, and somewhat frowning said,
 “This gift I give, that till thy limbs are laid
 At rest for ever, to thine honoured life
 There never shall be lacking war and strife,
 That thou a long-enduring name mayst win,
 And by thy deeds, good pardon for thy sin.”
 With that another, who, unseen, meanwhile 
 Had drawn anigh, said with a joyous smile,
 “And this forgotten gift to thee I give,
 That while amidst the turmoil thou dost live,
 Still shalt thou win the game, and unto thee
 Defeat and shame but idle words shall be.”
 Then back they turned, and therewithal, the fourth
 Said, “Take this gift for what it may be worth,
 For that is mine to give; lo, thou shalt be
 Gentle of speech, and in all courtesy
 The first of men: a little gift this is,
 After these promises of fame and bliss.”
 Then toward the babe the fifth fair woman went;
 Grey-eyed she was, and simple, with eyes bent
 Down on the floor, parted her red lips were,
 And o’er her sweet face marvellously fair
 Oft would the colour spread full suddenly;
 Clad in a dainty gown and thin was she,
 For some green summer of the fay-land dight,
 Tripping she went, and laid her fingers light
 Upon the child, and said, “O little one,
 As long as thou shalt look upon the sun
 Shall women long for thee; take heed to this
 And give them what thou canst of love and bliss.”
 Then, blushing for her words, therefrom she past,

 And by the cradle stood the sixth and last,
 The fairest of them all; awhile she gazed
 Down on the child, and then her hand she raised,
 And made the one side of her bosom bare;
 “Ogier,” she said, “if this be foul or fair 
 Thou know’st not now, but when thine earthly life
 Is drunk out to the dregs, and war and strife
 Have yielded thee whatever joy they may,
 Thine head upon this bosom shalt thou lay;
 And then, despite of knowledge or of God,
 Will we be glad upon the flowery sod
 Within the happy country where I dwell:
 Ogier, my love that is to be, farewell!”
 

 She turned, and even as they came they passed
 From out the place, and reached the gate at last
 That oped before their feet, and speedily
 They gained the edges of the murmuring sea,
 And as they stood in silence, gazing there
 Out to the west, they vanished into air,
 I know not how, nor whereto they returned.
 

 But mixed with twilight in the chamber burned
 The flickering candles, and those dreary folk,
 Unlike to sleepers, from their trance awoke,
 But nought of what had happed meanwhile they knew;
 Through the half-opened casements now there blew
 A sweet fresh air, that of the flowers and sea
 Mingled together, smelt deliciously,
 And from the unseen sun the spreading light
 Began to make the fair June blossoms bright,
 And midst their weary woe uprose the sun,
 And thus has Ogier’s noble life begun.
 

HOPE is our life, when first our life grows clear;
 Hope and delight, scarce crossed by lines of fear,
 Yet the day comes when fain we would not hope,
 But forasmuch as we with life must cope,
 Struggling with this and that, and who knows why
 Hope will not give us up to certainty,
 But still must bide with us: and with this man,
 Whose life amid such promises began
 Great things she wrought; but now the time has come
 When he no more on earth may have his home.
 Great things he suffered, great delights he had,
 Unto great kings he gave good deeds for bad;
 He ruled o’er kingdoms where his name no more
 Is had in memory, and on many a shore
 He left his sweat and blood to win a name
 Passing the bounds of earthly creatures’ fame.
 A love he won and lost, a well-loved son
 Whose little day of promise soon was done:
 A tender wife he had, that he must leave
 Before his heart her love could well receive;
 Those promised gifts, that on his careless head
 In those first hours of his fair life were shed
 He took unwitting, and unwitting spent,
 Nor gave himself to grief and discontent
 Because he saw the end a-drawing nigh. 
 Where is he now? in what land must he die,
 To leave an empty name to us on earth?
 A tale half true, to cast across our mirth
 Some pensive thoughts of life that might have been,
 Where is he now, that all this life has seen?
 

 Behold, another eve I bid you see
 Than that calm eve of his nativity;

 The sun is setting in the west, the sky
 Is clear and hard, and no clouds come anigh
 The golden orb, but further off they lie,
 Steel-grey and black with edges red as blood,
 And underneath them is the weltering flood
 Of some huge sea, whose tumbling hills, as they
 Turn restless sides about, are black or grey,
 Or green, or glittering with the golden flame;
 The wind has fallen now, but still the same
 The mighty army moves, as if to drown
 This lone, bare rock, whose shear scarped sides of brown
 Cast off the weight of waves in clouds of spray.
 Alas! what ships upon an evil day
 Bent over to the wind in this ill sea?
 What navy, whose rent bones lie wretchedly
 Beneath these cliffs? a mighty one it was,
 A fearful storm to bring such things to pass.
 

 This is the loadstone rock; no armament
 Of warring nations, in their madness bent
 Their course this way; no merchant wittingly 
 Has steered his keel unto this luckless sea;
 Upon no shipman’s card its name is writ,
 Though worn-out mariners will speak of it
 Within the ingle on the winter’s night,
 When all within is warm and safe and bright,
 And the wind howls without: but ‘gainst their will
 Are some folk driven here, and then all skill
 Against this evil rock is vain and nought,
 And unto death the shipmen soon are brought;
 For then the keel, as by a giant’s hand,
 Is drawn unto that mockery of a land,

 And presently unto its sides doth cleave;
 When if they ‘scape swift death, yet none may leave
 The narrow limits of that barren isle,
 And thus are slain by famine in a while
 Mocked, as they say, by night with images
 Of noble castles among gloves of trees,
 By day with sounds of merry minstrelsy.
 

 The sun sinks now below this hopeless sea,
 The clouds are gone, and all the sky is bright;
 The moon is rising o’er the growing night,
 And by its light may ye behold the bones
 Of generations of these luckless ones
 Scattered about the rock; but nigh the sea
 Sits one alive, who uncomplainingly
 Awaits his death. White-haired is he and old,
 Arrayed in royal raiment, bright with gold,
 But tarnished with the waves and rough salt air; 
 Huge is he, of a noble face and fair,
 As for an ancient man, though toil and eld
 Furrow the cheeks that ladies once beheld
 With melting hearts — Nay, listen, for he speaks!
 “God, thou hast made me strong! nigh seven weeks
 Have passed since from the wreck we haled our store,
 And five long days well told, have now passed o’er
 Since my last fellow died, with my last bread
 Between his teeth, and yet I am not dead.
 Yea, but for this I had been strong enow
 In some last bloody field my sword to show.
 What matter? soon will all be past and done,
 Where’er I died I must have died alone:
 Yet, Caraheu, a good death had it been
 Dying, thy face above me to have seen,
 And heard my banner flapping in the wind,
 Then, though my memory had not left thy mind,

 Yet hope and fear would not have vexed thee more
 When thou hadst known that everything was o’er;
 But now thou waitest, still expecting me,
 Whose sail shall never speck thy bright blue sea.
 “And thou, Clarice, the merchants thou mayst call,
 To tell thee tales within thy pictured hall,
 But never shall they tell true tales of me:
 Whatever sails the Kentish hills may see
 Swept by the flood-tide toward thy well-walled town,
 No more on my sails shall they look adown.
 “Get thee another leader, Charlemaine,
 For thou shalt look to see my shield in vain, 
 When in the fair fields of the Frankish land,
 Thick as the corn they tread, the heathen stand.
 “What matter? ye shall learn to live your lives;
 Husbands and children, other friends and wives,
 Shall wipe the tablets of your memory clean,
 And all shall be as I had never been.
 

 “And now, O God, am I alone with Thee;
 A little thing indeed it seems to be
 To give this life up, since it needs must go
 Some time or other; now at last I know
 How foolishly men play upon the earth,
 When unto them a year of life seems worth
 Honour and friends, and these vague hopes and sweet
 That like real things my dying heart do greet,
 Unreal while living on the earth I trod,
 And but myself I knew no other god.
 Behold, I thank Thee that Thou sweet’nest thus,

 This end, that I had thought most piteous,
 If of another I had heard it told.”
 

 What man is this, who weak and worn and old,
 Gives up his life within that dreadful isle,
 And on the fearful coming death can smile?
 Alas! this man so battered and outworn,
 Is none but he, who, on that summer morn,
 Received such promises of glorious life:
 Ogier the Dane this is, to whom all strife
 Was but as wine to stir awhile the blood, 
 To whom all life, however hard, was good
 This is the man, unmatched of heart and limb,
 Ogier the Dane, whose sight has waxed not dim
 For all the years that he on earth has dwelt;
 Ogier the Dane, that never fear has felt,
 Since he knew good from ill; Ogier the Dane,
 The heathen’s dread, the evil-doer’s bane.
 

BRIGHT had the moon grown as his words were done,
 And no more was there memory of the sun
 Within the west, and he grew drowsy now,
 And somewhat smoother was his wrinkled brow
 As thought died out beneath the hand of sleep,
 And o’er his soul forgetfulness did creep,
 Hiding the image of swift-coming death;
 Until as peacefully he drew his breath
 As on that day, past for a hundred years,
 When, midst the nurse’s quickly-falling tears,
 He fell asleep to his first lullaby.
 The night changed as he slept, white clouds and high
 Began about the lonely moon to close;
 And from the dark west a new wind arose,
 And with the sound of heavy-falling waves
 Mingled its pipe about the loadstone caves; 
 But when the twinkling stars were hid away,
 And a faint light and broad, like dawn of day,
 The moon upon that dreary country shed,

 Ogier awoke, and lifting up his head
 And smiling, muttered, “Nay, no more again;
 Rather some pleasure new, some other pain,
 Unthought of both, some other form of strife;”
 For he had waked from dreams of his old life,
 And through St. Omer’s archer-guarded gate
 Once more had seemed to pass, and saw the state
 Of that triumphant king; and still, though all
 Seemed changed, and folk by other names did call
 Faces he knew of old, yet none the less
 He seemed the same, and, midst that mightiness,
 Felt his own power, and grew the more athirst
 For coming glory, as of old, when first
 He stood before the face of Charlemaine,
 A helpless hostage with all life to gain.
 But now, awake, his worn face once more sank
 Between his hands, and, murmuring not, he drank
 The draught of death that must that thirst allay.
 

 But while he sat and waited for the day
 A sudden light across the bare rock streamed,
 Which at the first he noted not, but deemed
 The moon her fleecy veil had broken through;
 But ruddier indeed this new light grew
 Than were the moon’s grey beams, and, therewithal,
 Soft far-off music on his ears did fall; 
 Yet moved he not, but murmured, “This is death,
 An easy thing like this to yield my breath,
 Awake, yet dreaming, with no sounds of fear,
 No dreadful sights to tell me it is near;

 Yea, God, I thank thee!” but with that last word
 It seemed to him that he his own name heard
 Whispered, as though the wind had borne it past;
 With that he gat unto his feet at last,
 But still awhile he stood, with sunken head,
 And in a low and trembling voice he said,
 “Lord, I am ready, whither shall I go?
 I pray thee unto me some token show.”
 And, as he said this, round about he turned,
 And in the east beheld a light that burned
 As bright as day; then, though his flesh might fear
 The coming change that he believed so near,
 Yet did his soul rejoice, for now he thought
 Unto the very heaven to be brought:
 And though he felt alive, deemed it might be
 That he in sleep had died full easily.
 Then toward that light did he begin to go,
 And still those strains he heard, far off and low,
 That grew no louder; still that bright light streamed
 Over the rocks, yet nothing brighter seemed,
 But like the light of some unseen bright flame
 Shone round about, until at last he came
 Unto the dreary islet’s other shore,
 And then the minstrelsy he heard no more,
 And softer seemed the strange light unto him; 
 But yet or ever it had grown quite dim,
 Beneath its waning light could he behold
 A mighty palace set about with gold,
 Above green meads and groves of summer trees
 Far-off across the welter of the seas;
 But, as he gazed, it faded from his sight,
 And the grey hidden moon’s diffused soft light,
 Which soothly was but darkness to him now,
 His sea-girt island prison did but show.
 But o’er the sea he still gazed wistfully,
 And said, “Alas! and when will this go by

 And leave my soul in peace? must I still dream
 Of life that once so dear a thing did seem,
 That, when I wake, death may the bitterer be?
 Here will I sit until he come to me,
 And hide mine eyes and think upon my sin,
 That so a little calm I yet may win
 Before I stand within the awful place.”
 Then down he sat and covered up his face,
 Yet therewithal his trouble could not hide,
 Nor waiting thus for death could he abide,
 For, though he knew it not, the yearning pain
 Of hope of life had touched his soul again — 
 If he could live awhile, if he could live!
 The mighty being, who once was wont to give
 The gift of life to many a trembling man;
 Who did his own will since his life began;
 Who feared not aught, but strong and great and free
 Still cast aside the thought of what might be; 
 Must all this then be lost, and with no will,
 Powerless and blind, must he some fate fulfil,
 Nor know what he is doing any more?
 

 Soon he arose and paced along the shore,
 And gazed out seaward for the blessed light;
 But nought he saw except the old sad sight,
 The ceaseless tumbling of the billows grey,
 The white upspringing of the spurts of spray
 Amidst that mass of timbers, the rent bones
 Of the sea-houses of the hapless ones
 Once cast like him upon this deadly isle.
 He stopped his pacing in a little while,
 And clenched his mighty hands, and set his teeth,
 And gazing at the ruin underneath,
 He swung from off the bare cliff’s jagged brow,
 And on some slippery ledge he wavered now,
 Without a hand-hold, and now stoutly clung
 With hands alone, and o’er the welter hung,
 Not caring aught if thus his life should end;

 But safely midst all this did he descend
 The dreadful cliff, and since no beach was there,
 But from the depths the rock rose stark and bare,
 Nor crumbled aught beneath the hammering sea,
 Upon the wrecks he stood unsteadily.
 

 But now, amid the clamour of the waves,
 And washing to-and-fro of beams and staves,
 Dizzy with hunger, dreamy with distress, 
 And all those days of fear and loneliness,
 The ocean’s tumult seemed the battle’s roar,
 His heart grew hot, as when in days of yore
 He heard the cymbals clash amid the crowd
 Of dusky faces; now he shouted loud,
 And from crushed beam to beam began to leap,
 And yet his footing somehow did he keep
 Amidst their tossing, and indeed the sea
 Was somewhat sunk upon the island’s lee.
 So quickly on from wreck to wreck he passed,
 And reached the outer line of wrecks at last,
 And there a moment stood unsteadily,
 Amid the drift of spray that hurried by,
 And drew Courtain his sword from out its sheath,
 And poised himself to meet the coming death,
 Still looking out to sea; but as he gazed,
 And once or twice his doubtful feet he raised
 To take the final plunge, that heavenly strain
 Over the washing waves he heard again,
 And from the dimness something bright he saw
 Across the waste of waters towards him draw;
 And hidden now, now raised aloft, at last
 Unto his very feet a boat was cast,
 Gilded inside and out, and well arrayed
 With cushions soft; far fitter to have weighed
 From some sweet garden on the shallow Seine,

 Or in a reach of green Thames to have lain,
 Than struggle with that huge confusèd sea;
 But Ogier gazed upon it doubtfully 
 One moment, and then, sheathing Courtain, said,
 “What tales are these about the newly dead
 The heathen told? what matter, let all pass;
 This moment as one dead indeed I was,
 And this must be what I have got to do,
 I yet perchance may light on something new
 Before I die; though yet perchance this keel
 Unto the wondrous mass of charmed steel
 Is drawn as others.” With that word he leapt
 Into the boat, and o’er the cushions crept
 From stem to stern, but found no rudder there,
 Nor any oars, nor were the cushions fair
 Made wet by any dashing of the sea.
 Now while he pondered how these things could be,
 The boat began to move therefrom at last,
 But over him a drowsiness was cast,
 And as o’er tumbling hills the skiff did pass,
 He clean forgot his death and where he was.
 

 At last he woke up to a sunny day,
 And, looking round, saw that his shallop lay
 Moored at the edge of some fair tideless sea
 Unto an overhanging thick-leaved tree,
 Where in the green waves did the low bank dip
 Its fresh and green grass-covered daisied lip;
 But Ogier looking thence no more could see
 That sad abode of death and misery,
 Nor aught but wide and empty ocean, grey
 With gathering haze, for now it neared midday; 
 Then from the golden cushions did he rise,
 And wondering still if this were Paradise
 He stepped ashore, but drew Courtain his sword

 And muttered therewithal a holy word.
 Fair was the place, as though amidst of May,
 Nor did the brown birds fear the sunny day,
 For with their quivering song the air was sweet;
 Thick grew the field-flowers underneath his feet,
 And on his head the blossoms down did rain,
 Yet mid these fair things slowly and with pain
 He ‘gan to go, yea, even when his foot
 First touched the flowery sod, to his heart’s root
 A coldness seemed to strike, and now each limb
 Was growing stiff, his eyes waxed bleared and dim,
 And all his stored-up memory ‘gan to fail,
 Nor yet would his once mighty heart avail
 For lamentations o’er his changed lot;
 Yet urged by some desire, he knew not what,
 Along a little path ‘twixt hedges sweet,
 Drawn sword in hand, he dragged his faltering feet,
 For what then seemed to him a weary way,
 Whereon his steps he needs must often stay
 And lean upon the mighty well-worn sword
 That in those hands, grown old, for king or lord
 Had small respect in glorious days long past.
 

 But still he crept along, and at the last
 Came to a gilded wicket, and through this
 Entered a garden fit for utmost bliss, 
 If that might last which needs must soon go by:
 There ‘gainst a tree he leaned, and with a sigh
 He said, “O God, a sinner I have been,
 And good it is that I these things have seen
 Before I meet what thou hast set apart
 To cleanse the earthly folly from my heart;
 But who within this garden now can dwell
 Wherein guilt first upon the world befell?”
 A little further yet he staggered on,

 Till to a fountain-side at last he won,
 O’er which two white-thorns their sweet blossoms shed,
 There he sank down, and laid his weary head
 Beside the mossy roots, and in a while
 He slept, and dreamed himself within the isle;
 That splashing fount the weary sea did seem,
 And in his dream the fair place but a dream;
 But when again to feebleness he woke
 Upon his ears that heavenly music broke,
 Not faint or far as in the isle it was,
 But e’en as though the minstrels now did pass
 Anigh his resting-place; then fallen in doubt,
 E’en as he might, he rose and gazed about,
 Leaning against the hawthorn stem with pain;
 And yet his straining gaze was but in vain,
 Death stole so fast upon him, and no more
 Could he behold the blossoms as before,
 No more the trees seemed rooted to the ground,
 A heavy mist seemed gathering all around,
 And in its heart some bright thing seemed to be, 
 And round his head there breathed deliciously
 Sweet odours, and that music never ceased.
 But as the weight of Death’s strong hand increased
 Again he sank adown, and Courtain’s noise
 Within the scabbard seemed a farewell voice
 Sent from the world he loved so well of old,
 And all his life was as a story told,
 And as he thought thereof he ‘gan to smile
 E’en as a child asleep, but in a while
 It was as though he slept, and sleeping dreamed,
 For in his half-closed eyes a glory gleamed,
 As though from some sweet face and golden hair,
 And on his breast were laid soft hands and fair,
 And a sweet voice was ringing in his ears,
 Broken as if with flow of joyous tears;
 “Ogier, sweet friend, hast thou not tarried long?

 Alas! thine hundred years of strife and wrong!”
 Then he found voice to say, “Alas! dear Lord,
 Too long, too long; and yet one little word
 Right many a year agone had brought me here.”
 Then to his face that face was drawn anear,
 He felt his head raised up and gently laid
 On some kind knee, again the sweet voice said,
 “Nay, Ogier, nay, not yet, not yet, dear friend!
 Who knoweth when our linked life shall end,
 Since thou art come unto mine arms at last,
 And all the turmoil of the world is past?
 Why do I linger ere I see thy face
 As I desired it in that mourning place 
 So many years ago — so many years,
 Thou knewest not thy love and all her fears?”
 “Alas!” he said, “what mockery is this
 That thou wilt speak to me of earthly bliss?
 No longer can I think upon the earth,
 Have I not done with all its grief and mirth?
 Yes, I was Ogier once, but if my love
 Should come once more my dying heart to move,
 Then must she come from ‘neath the milk-white walls
 Whereon to-day the hawthorn blossom falls
 Outside St. Omer’s — art thou she? her name
 I could remember once ‘mid death and fame
 GIs clean forgotten now; but yesterday,
 Meseems, our son, upon her bosom lay:
 Baldwin the fair — what hast thou done with him
 Since Charlot slew him? Ah, mine eyes wax dim;
 Woman, forbear! wilt thou not let me die?
 Did I forget thee in the days gone by?
 Then let me die, that we may meet again!”
 

 He tried to move from her, but all in vain,
 For life had well-nigh left him, but withal

 He felt a kiss upon his forehead fall,
 And could not speak; he felt slim fingers fair
 Move to his mighty sword-worn hand, and there,
 Set on some ring, and still he could not speak,
 And once more sleep weighed down his eyelids weak.
 

BUT, ah! what land was this he woke unto?
 What joy was this that filled his heart anew?
 Had he then gained the very Paradise?
 Trembling, he durst not at the first arise,
 Although no more he felt the pain of eld,
 Nor durst he raise his eyes that now beheld
 Beside him the white flowers and blades of grass;
 He durst not speak, lest he some monster was.
 But while he lay and hoped, that gentle voice
 Once more he heard; “Yea, thou mayst well rejoice!
 Thou livest still, my sweet, thou livest still,
 Apart from every earthly fear and ill;
 Wilt thou not love me, who have wrought thee this,
 That I like thee may live in double bliss?”
 Then Ogier rose up, nowise like to one
 Whose span of earthly life is nigh outrun,
 But as he might have risen in old days
 To see the spears cleave the fresh morning haze;
 But, looking round, he saw no change there was
 In the fair place wherethrough he first did pass,
 Though all, grown clear and joyous to his eyes,
 Now looked no worse than very Paradise;
 Behind him were the thorns, the fountain fair
 Still sent its glittering stream forth into air,
 And by its basin a fair woman stood,
 And as their eyes met his renewèd blood
 Rushed to his face; with unused thoughts and sweet 
 And hurrying hopes, his heart began to beat.
 The fairest of all creatures did she seem;
 So fresh and delicate you well might deem
 That scarce for eighteen summers had she blessed
 The happy, longing world; yet, for the rest,

 Within her glorious eyes such wisdom dwelt
 A child before her had the wise man felt,
 And with the pleasure of a thousand years
 Her lips were fashioned to move joy or tears
 Among the longing folk where she might dwell,
 To give at last the kiss unspeakable.
 In such wise was she clad as folk may be,
 Who, for no shame of their humanity,
 For no sad changes of the imperfect year,
 Rather for added beauty, raiment wear;
 For, as the heat-foretelling grey-blue haze
 Veils the green flowery morn of late May-days,
 Her raiment veiled her; where the bands did meet
 That bound the sandals to her dainty feet,
 Gems gleamed; a fresh rose-wreath embraced her head,
 And on her breast there lay a ruby red.
 So with a supplicating look she turned
 To meet the flame that in his own eyes burned,
 And held out both her white arms lovingly,
 As though to greet him as he drew anigh.
 Stammering he said, “Who art thou? how am I
 So cured of all my evils suddenly,
 That certainly I felt no mightier, when,
 Amid the backward rush of beaten men, 
 About me drooped the axe-torn Oriflamme?
 Alas! I fear that in some dream I am.”
 “Ogier,” she said, “draw near, perchance it is
 That such a name God gives unto our bliss;
 I know not, but if thou art such an one
 As I must deem, all days beneath the sun
 That thou hast had, shall be but dreams indeed
 To those that I have given thee at thy need.
 For many years ago beside the sea
 When thou wert born, I plighted troth with thee:

 Come near then, and make mirrors of mine eyes,
 That thou mayst see what these my mysteries
 Have wrought in thee; surely but thirty years,
 Passed amidst joy, thy new-born body bears,
 Nor while thou art with me, and on this shore
 Art still full-fed of love, shalt thou seem more.
 Nay, love, come nigher, and let me take thine hand,
 The hope and fear of many a warring land,
 And I will show thee wherein lies the spell,
 Whereby this happy change upon thee fell.”
 

 Like a shy youth before some royal love,
 Close up to that fair woman did he move,
 And their hands met; yet to his changed voice
 He dared not trust; nay, scarcely could rejoice
 E’en when her balmy breath he ‘gan to feel,
 And felt strange sweetness o’er his spirit steal
 As her light raiment, driven by the wind,
 Swept round him, and, bewildered and half-blind, 
 His lips the treasure of her lips did press,
 And round him clung her perfect loveliness.
 For one sweet moment thus they stood, and then
 She drew herself from out his arms again,
 And panting, lovelier for her love, did stand
 Apart awhile, then took her lover’s hand,
 And, in a trembling voice, made haste to say, — 
 “O Ogier, when thou camest here to-day,
 I feared indeed, that in my sport with fate,
 I might have seen thee e’en one day too late,
 Before this ring thy finger should embrace;
 Behold it, love, and thy keen eyes may trace
 Faint figures wrought upon the ruddy gold;
 My father dying gave it me, nor told
 The manner of its making, but I know
 That it can make thee e’en as thou art now
 Despite the laws of God — shrink not from me
 Because I give an impious gift to thee — 

 Has not God made me also, who do this?
 But I, who longed to share with thee my bliss,
 Am of the fays, and live their changeless life,
 And, like the gods of old, I see the strife
 That moves the world, unmoved if so I will;
 For we the fruit, that teaches good and ill,
 Have never touched like you of Adam’s race;
 And while thou dwellest with me in this place
 Thus shalt thou be — ah, and thou deem’st, indeed,
 That thou shalt gain thereby no happy meed
 Reft of the world’s joys? nor canst understand 
 How thou art come into a happy land? — 
 Love, in thy world the priests of heaven still sing,
 And tell thee of it many a joyous thing;
 But thinkst thou, bearing the world’s joy and pain,
 Thou couldst live there? nay, nay, but born again
 Thou wouldst be happy with the angels’ bliss;
 And so with us no otherwise it is,
 Nor hast thou cast thine old life quite away
 Even as yet, though that shall be to-day.
 “But for the love and country thou hast won,
 Know thou, that thou art come to Avallon,
 That is both thine and mine; and as for me,
 Morgan le Fay men call me commonly
 Within the world, but fairer names than this
 I have for thee and me, ‘twixt kiss and kiss.”
 

 Ah, what was this? and was it all in vain,
 That she had brought him here this life to gain?
 For, ere her speech was done, like one turned blind

 He watched the kisses of the wandering wind
 Within her raiment, or as some one sees
 The very best of well-wrought images
 When he is blind with grief, did he behold
 The wandering tresses of her locks of gold
 Upon her shoulders; and no more he pressed
 The hand that in his own hand lay at rest:
 His eyes, grown dull with changing memories,
 Could make no answer to her glorious eyes:
 Cold waxed his heart, and weary and distraught, 
 With many a cast-by, hateful, dreary thought,
 Unfinished in the old days; and withal
 He needs must think of what might chance to fall
 In this life new-begun; and good and bad
 Tormented him, because as yet he had
 A worldly heart within his frame made new,
 And to the deeds that he was wont to do
 Did his desires still turn. But she a while
 Stood gazing at him with a doubtful smile,
 And let his hand fall down; but suddenly
 Sounded sweet music from some close nearby,
 And then she spoke again: “Come, love, with me,
 That thou thy new life and delights mayst see.”
 And gently with that word she led him thence,
 And though upon him now there fell a sense
 Of dreamy and unreal bewilderment,
 As hand in hand through that green place they went,
 Yet therewithal a strain of tender love
 A little yet his restless heart did move.
 

 So through the whispering trees they came at last
 To where a wondrous house a shadow cast
 Across the flowers, and o’er the daisied grass
 Before it, crowds of lovely folk did pass,
 Playing about in carelessness and mirth,
 Unshadowed by the doubtful deeds of earth;
 And from the midst a band of fair girls came,

 With flowers and music, greeting him by name,.
 And praising him; but ever like a dream 
 He could not break, did all to Ogier seem,
 And he his old world did the more desire,
 For in his heart still burned unquenched the fire,
 That through the world of old so bright did burn:
 Yet was he fain that kindness to return,
 And from the depth of his full heart he sighed.
 Then toward the house the lovely Queen did guide
 His listless steps, and seemed to take no thought
 Of knitted brow or wandering eyes distraught,
 But still with kind love lighting up her face
 She led him through the door of that fair place,
 While round about them did the damsels press;
 And he was moved by all that loveliness
 As one might be, who, lying half asleep
 In the May morning, notes the light wind sweep
 Over the tulip-beds: no more to him
 Were gleaming eyes, red lips, and bodies slim,
 Amidst that dream, although the first surprise
 Of hurried love wherewith the Queen’s sweet eyes
 Had smitten him, still in his heart did stir.
 

 And so at last he came, led on by her
 Into a hall wherein a fair throne was,
 And hand in hand thereto the twain did pass;
 And there she bade him sit, and when alone
 He took his place upon the double throne,
 She cast herself before him on her knees,
 Embracing his, and greatly did increase
 The shame and love that vexed his troubled heart: 
 But now a line of girls the crowd did part,
 Lovelier than all, and Ogier could behold
 One in their midst who bore a crown of gold
 Within her slender hands and delicate;
 She, drawing nigh, beside the throne did wait
 Until the Queen arose and took the crown,
 Who then to Ogier’s lips did stoop adown

 And kissed him, and said, “Ogier, what were worth
 Thy miserable days of strife on earth,
 That on their ashes still thine eyes are turned?”
 Then, as she spoke these words, his changed heart burned
 With sudden memories, and thereto had he
 Made answer, but she raised up suddenly
 The crown she held and set it on his head,
 “Ogier,” she cried, “those troublous days are dead;
 Thou wert dead with them also, but for me;
 Turn unto her who wrought these things for thee!”
 Then, as he felt her touch, a mighty wave
 Of love swept o’er his soul, as though the grave
 Did really hold his body; from his seat
 He rose to cast himself before her feet;
 But she clung round him, and in close embrace
 The twain were locked amidst that thronging place.
 

 Thenceforth new life indeed has Ogier won,
 And in the happy land of Avallon
 Quick glide the years o’er his unchanging head;
 There saw he many men the world thought dead,
 Living like him in sweet forgetfulness
 Of all the troubles that did once oppress
 Their vainly-struggling lives — ah, how can I
 Tell of their joy as though I had been nigh?
 Suffice it that no fear of death they knew,
 That there no talk there was of false or true,
 Of right or wrong, for traitors came not there;
 That everything was bright and soft and fair,
 And yet they wearied not for any change,
 Nor unto them did constancy seem strange.
 Love knew they, but its pain they never had,
 But with each other’s joy were they made glad;

 Nor were their lives wasted by hidden fire,
 Nor knew they of the unfulfilled desire
 That turns to ashes all the joys of earth,
 Nor knew they yearning love amidst the dearth
 Of kind and loving hearts to spend it on,
 Nor dreamed of discontent when all was won;
 Nor need they struggle after wealth and fame;
 Still was the calm flow of their lives the same,
 And yet, I say, they wearied not of it — 
 So did the promised days by Ogier flit.
 

THINK that a hundred years have now passed by,
 Since ye beheld Ogier lie down to die
 Beside the fountain; think that now ye are
 In France, made dangerous with wasting war; 
 In Paris, where about each guarded gate,
 Gathered in knots, the anxious people wait,
 And press around each new-come man to learn
 If Harfleur now the pagan wasters burn,
 Or if the Rouen folk can keep their chain,
 Or Pont de l’Arche unburnt still guards the Seine?
 Or if ’tis true that Andelys succour wants?
 That Vernon’s folk are fleeing east to Mantes?
 When will they come? or rather is it true
 That a great band the Constable o’erthrew
 Upon the marshes of the lower Seine,
 And that their long ships, turning back again,
 Caught by the high-raised waters of the bore
 Were driven here and there and cast ashore?
 Such questions did they ask, and, as fresh men
 Came hurrying in, they asked them o’er again,
 And from scared folk, or fools, or ignorant,
 Still got new lies, or tidings very scant.
 

  But now amidst these men at last came one,
 A little ere the setting of the sun,
 With two stout men behind him, armed right well,
 Who ever as they rode on, sooth to tell,
 With doubtful eyes upon their master stared,
 Or looked about like troubled men and scared.
 And he they served was noteworthy indeed;
 Of ancient fashion were his arms and weed,
 Rich past the wont of men in those sad times;
 His face was bronzed, as though by burning climes, 
 But lovely as the image of a god
 Carved in the days before on earth Christ trod;
 But solemn were his eyes, and grey as glass,
 And like to ruddy gold his fine hair was;
 A mighty man he was, and taller far
 Than those who on that day must bear the war
 The pagans waged: he by the warders stayed
 Scarce looked on them, but straight their words obeyed
 And showed his pass; then, asked about his name
 And from what city of the world he came,
 Said, that men called him now the Ancient Knight,
 That he was come midst the king’s men to fight
 From St. Omer’s; and as he spoke, he gazed
 Down on the thronging street as one amazed,
 And answered no more to the questioning
 Of frightened folk of this or that sad thing;
 But, ere he passed on, turned about at last
 And on the wondering guard a strange look cast,
 And said, “St. Mary! do such men as ye
 Fight with the wasters from across the sea?
 Then, certes, are ye lost, however good
 Your hearts may be; not such were those who stood
 Beside the Hammer-bearer years agone.”

 So said he, and as his fair armour shone
 With beauty of a time long passed away,
 So with the music of another day
 His deep voice thrilled the awe-struck, listening folk.
 

 Yet from the crowd a mocking voice outbroke, 
 That cried, “Be merry, masters, fear ye nought,
 Surely good succour to our side is brought;
 For here is Charlemaine come off his tomb
 To save his faithful city from its doom.”
 “Yea,” said another, “this is certain news,
 Surely ye know how all the carvers use
 To carve the dead man’s image at the best,
 That guards the place where he may lie at rest;
 Wherefore this living image looks indeed,
 Spite of his ancient tongue and marvellous weed,
 To have but thirty summers.”
 At the name
 Of Charlemaine, he turned to whence there came
 The mocking voice, and somewhat knit his brow,
 And seemed as he would speak, but scarce knew how;
 So with a half-sigh soon sank back again
 Into his dream, and shook his well-wrought rein,
 And silently went on upon his way.
 

 And this was Ogier: on what evil day
 Has he then stumbled, that he needs must come,
 Midst war and ravage, to the ancient home
 Of his desires? did he grow weary then,
 And wish to strive once more with foolish men
 For worthless things? or is fair Avallon
 Sunk in the sea, and all that glory gone?
 Nay, thus it happed — One day she came to him
 And said, “Ogier, thy name is waxen dim
 Upon the world that thou rememberest not; 
 The heathen men are thick on many a spot
 Thine eyes have seen, and which I love therefore;
 And God will give His wonted help no more.
 Wilt thou, then, help? canst thou have any mind

 To give thy banner once more to the wind?
 Since greater glory thou shalt win for this
 Than erst thou gatheredst ere thou cam’st to bliss:
 For men are dwindled both in heart and frame,
 Nor holds the fair land any such a name
 As thine, when thou wert living midst thy peers;
 The world is worser for these hundred years.”
 From his calm eyes there gleamed a little fire,
 And in his voice was something of desire,
 To see the land where he was used to be,
 As now he answered: “Nay, choose thou for me,
 Thou art the wisest; it is more than well
 Within this peaceful place with thee to dwell:
 Nor ill perchance in that old land to die,
 If, dying, I keep not the memory
 Of this fair life of ours.” “Nay, nay,” said she,
 “As to thy dying, that shall never be,
 Whiles that thou keepst my ring — and now, behold,
 I take from thee thy charmed crown of gold,
 And thou wilt be the Ogier that thou wast
 Ere on the loadstone rock thy ship was cast
 Yet thou shalt have thy youthful body still,
 And I will guard thy life from every ill.”
 

 So was it done, and Ogier, armed right well, 
 Sleeping, was borne away by some strong spell,
 And set upon the Flemish coast; and thence
 Turned to St. Omer’s, with a doubtful sense
 Of being in some wild dream, the while he knew
 That great delight forgotten was his due,
 That all which there might hap was of small worth.
 So on he went, and sometimes unto mirth
 Did his attire move the country-folk,
 But oftener when strange speeches from him broke
 Concerning men and things for long years dead,
 He filled the listeners with great awe and dread;
 For in such wild times as these people were
 Are men soon moved to wonder and to fear.
 

 Now through the streets of Paris did he ride,
 And at a certain hostel did abide
 Throughout that night, and ere he went next day
 He saw a book that on a table lay,
 And opening it ‘gan read in lazy mood:
 But long before it in that place he stood,
 Noting nought else; for it did chronicle
 The deeds of men of old he knew right well,
 When they were living in the flesh with him:
 Yea, his own deeds he saw, grown strange and dim
 Already, and true stories mixed with lies,
 Until, with many thronging memories
 Of those old days, his heart was so oppressed,
 He ‘gan to wish that he might lie at rest,
 Forgetting all things: for indeed by this 
 Little remembrance had he of the bliss
 That wrapped his soul in peaceful Avallon.
 

 But his changed life he needs must carry on;
 For ye shall know the Queen was gathering men
 To send unto the good King, who as then
 In Rouen lay, beset by many a band
 Of those who carried terror through the land,
 And still by messengers for help he prayed:
 Therefore a mighty muster was being made,
 Of weak and strong, and brave and timorous,
 Before the Queen anigh her royal house.
 So thither on this morn did Ogier turn,
 Some certain news about the war to learn;
 And when he came at last into the square,
 And saw the ancient palace great and fair
 Rise up before him as in other days,
 And in the merry morn the bright sun’s rays
 Glittering on gathering helms and moving spears,
 He ‘gan to feel as in the long-past years,

 And his heart stirred within him. Now the Queen
 Came from within, right royally beseen,
 And took her seat beneath a canopy,
 With lords and captains of the war anigh;
 And as she came a mighty shout arose,
 And round about began the knights to close,
 Their oath of fealty there to swear anew,
 And learn what service they had got to do.
 But so it was, that some their shouts must stay 
 To gaze at Ogier as he took his way
 Through the thronged place; and quickly too he gat
 Unto the place whereas the Lady sat,
 For men gave place unto him, fearing him:
 For not alone was he most huge of limb,
 And dangerous, but something in his face,
 As his calm eyes looked o’er the crowded place,
 Struck men with awe; and in the ancient days,
 When men might hope alive on gods to gaze,
 They would have thought, ‘the Gods yet love our town,
 And from the heavens have sent a great one down.’
 Withal unto the throne he came so near,
 That he the Queen’s sweet measured voice could hear;
 And swiftly now within him wrought the change
 That first he felt amid those faces strange;
 And his heart burned to taste the hurrying life
 With such desires, such changing sweetness rife.
 Ana yet, indeed, how should he live alone,
 Who in the old past days such friends had known?
 Then he began to think of Caraheu,
 Of Bellicent the fair, and once more knew
 The bitter pain of rent and ended love.
 But while with hope and vain regret he strove,
 He found none ‘twixt him and the Queen’s high-seat,
 And, stepping forth, he knelt before her feet
 And took her hand to swear, as was the way
 Of doing fealty in that ancient day,

 And raised his eyes to hers; as fair was she
 As any woman of the world might be, 
 Full-limbed and tall, dark-haired, from her deep eyes,
 The snare of fools, the ruin of the wise,
 Love looked unchecked; and now her dainty hand,
 The well-knit holder of the golden wand,
 Trembled in his, she cast her eyes adown,
 And her sweet brow was knitted to a frown,
 As he, the taker of such oaths of yore,
 Now unto her all due obedience swore,
 Yet gave himself no name; and now the Queen,
 Awed by his voice as other folk had been,
 Yet felt a trembling hope within her rise
 Too sweet to think of, and with love’s surprise
 Her cheek grew pale; she said, “Thy style and name
 Thou tellest not, nor what land of thy fame
 Is glad; for, certes, some land must be glad,
 That in its bounds her house thy mother had.”
 “Lady,” he said, “from what far land I come
 I well might tell thee, but another home.
 Have I long dwelt in, and its name have I
 Forgotten now, forgotten utterly
 Who were my fellows, and what deeds they did;
 Therefore, indeed, shall my first name be hid
 And my first country; call me on this day
 The Ancient Knight, and let me go my way.”
 He rose withal, for she her fingers fair
 Had drawn aback, and on him ‘gan to stare
 As one afeard; for something terrible
 Was in his speech, and that she knew right well,
 Who ‘gan to love him, and to fear that she, 
 Shut out by some strange deadly mystery,
 Should never gain from him an equal love;
 Yet, as from her high-seat he ‘gan to move,
 She said, “O Ancient Knight, come presently,
 When we have done this muster, unto me,
 And thou shalt have thy charge and due command

 For freeing from our foes this wretched land!”
 Then Ogier made his reverence and went,
 And somewhat could perceive of her intent;
 For in his heart life grew, and love with life
 Grew, and therewith, twixt love and fame, was strife.
 But, as he slowly gat him from the square,
 Gazing at all the people gathered there,
 A squire of the Queen’s behind him came,
 And breathless, called him by his new-coined name,
 And bade him turn because the Queen now bade,
 Since by the muster long she might be stayed,
 That to the palace he should bring him straight,
 Midst sport and play her coming back to wait;
 Then Ogier turned, nought loath, and with him went,
 And to a postern-gate his steps he bent,
 That Ogier knew right well in days of old;
 Worn was it now, and the bright hues and gold
 Upon the shields above, with lapse of days,
 Were faded much: but now did Ogier gaze
 Upon the garden where he walked of yore,
 Holding the hands that he should see no more;
 For all was changed except the palace fair,
 That Charlemaine’s own eyes had seen built there 
 Ere Ogier knew him; there the squire did lead
 The Ancient Knight, who still took little heed
 Of all the things that by the way he said,
 For all his thoughts were on the days long dead.
 There in the painted hall he sat again,
 And ‘neath the pictured eyes of Charlemaine
 He ate and drank, and felt it like a dream;
 And midst his growing longings yet might deem
 That he from sleep should wake up presently
 In some fair city on the Syrian sea,
 Or on the brown rocks of the loadstone isle.
 But fain to be alone, within a while

 He gat him to the garden, and there passed
 By wondering squires and damsels, till at last,
 Far from the merry folk who needs must play,
 If on the world were coming its last day,
 He sat him down, and through his mind there ran
 Faint thoughts of that day, when, outworn and wan,
 He lay down by the fountain-side to die.
 But when he strove to gain clear memory
 Of what had happed since on the isle he lay
 Waiting for death, a hopeless castaway,
 Thought, failing him, would rather bring again
 His life among the peers of Charlemaine,
 And vex his soul with hapless memories;
 Until at last, worn out by thought of these,
 And hopeless striving to find what was true,
 And pondering on the deeds he had to do
 Ere he returned, whereto he could not tell, 
 Sweet sleep upon his wearied spirit fell.
 And on the afternoon of that fair day,
 Forgetting all, beneath the trees he lay.
 

 Meanwhile the Queen, affairs of state being done,
 Went through the gardens with one dame alone
 Seeking for Ogier, whom at last she found
 Laid sleeping on the daisy-sprinkled ground,
 Dreaming, I know not what, of other days.
 Then on him for a while the Queen did gaze,
 Drawing sweet poison from the lovely sight,
 Then to her fellow turned, “The Ancient Knight — 
 What means he by this word of his?” she said;
 “He were well mated with some lovely maid
 just pondering on the late-heard name of love.”
 “Softly, my lady, he begins to move,”
 Her fellow said, a woman old and grey;
 “Look now, his arms are of another day;
 None know him or his deeds; thy squire just said
 He asked about the state of men long dead;

 I fear what he may be; look, seest thou not
 That ring that on one finger he has got,
 Where figures strange upon the gold are wrought:
 God grant that he from hell has not been brought
 For our confusion, in this doleful war,
 Who surely in enough of trouble are
 Without such help;” then the Queen turned aside
 Awhile, her drawn and troubled face to hide,
 For lurking dread this speech within her stirred; 
 But yet she said, “Thou sayest a foolish word,
 This man is come against our enemies
 To fight for us.” Then down upon her knees
 Fell the old woman by the sleeping knight,
 And from his hand she drew with fingers light
 The wondrous ring, and scarce again could rise
 Ere ‘neath the trembling Queen’s bewildered eyes
 The change began; his golden hair turned white,
 His smooth cheek wrinkled, and his breathing light
 Was turned to troublous struggling for his breath,
 And on his shrunk lips lay the hand of death;
 And, scarce less pale than he, the trembling Queen
 Stood thinking on the beauty she had seen
 And longed for but a little while ago,
 Yet with her terror still her love did grow,
 And she began to weep as though she saw
 Her beauty e’en to such an ending draw.
 And ‘neath her tears waking he oped his eyes,
 And strove to speak, but nought but gasping sighs
 His lips could utter; then he tried to reach
 His hand to them, as though he would beseech
 The gift of what was his: but all the while
 The crone gazed on them with an evil smile,
 Then holding toward the Queen that wondrous ring,
 She said, “Why weep’st thou? having this fair thing,
 Thou, losing nought the beauty that thou hast,
 May’st watch the vainly struggling world go past,
 Thyself unchanged.” The Queen put forth her hand

 And took the ring, and there awhile did stand 
 And strove to think of it, but still in her
 Such all-absorbing longings love did stir,
 So young she was, of death she could not think,
 Or what a cup eld gives to man to drink;
 Yet on her finger had she set the ring
 When now the life that hitherto did cling
 To Ogier’s heart seemed fading quite away,
 And scarcely breathing with shut eyes he lay.
 Then, kneeling down, she murmured piteously,
 “Ah, wilt thou love me if I give it thee,
 And thou grow’st young again? what should I do
 If with the eyes thou thus shalt gain anew
 Thou shouldst look scorn on me?” But with that word
 The hedge behind her, by the west wind stirred
 Cast fear into her heart of some one nigh,
 And therewith on his finger hastily
 She set the ring, then rose and stood apart
 A little way, and in her doubtful heart
 With love and fear was mixed desire of life.
 But standing so, a look with great scorn rife
 The elder woman, turning, cast on her,
 Pointing to Ogier, who began to stir;
 She looked, and all she erst saw now did seem
 To have been nothing but a hideous dream,
 As fair and young he rose from off the ground
 And cast a dazed and puzzled look around,
 Like one just waked from sleep in some strange place;
 But soon his grave eyes rested on her face,
 And turned yet graver seeing her so pale, 
 And that her eyes were pregnant with some tale
 Of love and fear; she ‘neath his eyes the while
 Forced her pale lips to semblance of a smile,
 And said, “O Ancient Knight, thou sleepest then?
 While through this poor land range the heathen men,
 Unmet of any but my King and Lord:
 Nay, let us see the deeds of thine old sword.”

 “Queen,” said he, “bid me then unto this work,
 And certes I behind no wall would lurk,
 Nor send for succour, while a scanty folk
 Still followed after me to break the yoke:
 I pray thee grace for sleeping, and were fain
 That I might rather never sleep again
 Then have such wretched dreams as I e’en now
 Have waked from.”
 Lovelier she seemed to grow
 Unto him as he spoke; fresh colour came
 Into her face, as though for some sweet shame,
 While she with tearful eyes beheld him so,
 That somewhat even must his burnt cheek glow,
 His heart beat faster. But again she said,
 “Nay, will dreams burden such a mighty head?
 Then may I too have pardon for a dream;
 Last night in sleep I saw thee, who didst seem
 To be the King of France; and thou and I
 Were sitting at some great festivity
 Within the many-peopled gold-hung place.”
 The blush of shame was gone as on his face
 She gazed, and saw him read her meaning clear 
 And knew that no cold words she had to fear,
 But rather that for softer speech he yearned.
 Therefore, with love alone her smooth cheek burned;
 Her parted lips were hungry for his kiss,
 She trembled at the near approaching bliss;
 Nathless, she checked her love a little while,
 Because she felt the old dame’s curious smile
 Upon her, and she said, “O Ancient Knight,
 If I then read my last night’s dream aright,
 Thou art come here our very help to be,
 Perchance to give my husband back to me;
 Come then, if thou this land art fain to save,
 And show the wisdom thou must surely have

 Unto my council; I will give thee then
 What charge I may among my valiant men;
 And certes thou wilt do so well herein,
 That, ere long, something greater shalt thou win:
 Come, then, deliverer of my throne and land,
 And let me touch for once thy mighty hand
 With these weak fingers.”
 As she spoke, she met
 His eager hand, and all things did forget
 But for one moment, for too wise were they
 To cast the coming years of joy away;
 Then with her other hand her gown she raised
 And led him thence, and o’er her shoulder gazed
 At her old follower with a doubtful smile,
 As though to say, “Be wise, I know thy guile!”
 But slowly she behind the lovers walked, 
 Muttering, “So be it! thou shalt not be balked
 Of thy desire; be merry! I am wise,
 Nor will I rob thee of thy Paradise
 For any other than myself; and thou
 May’st even happen to have had enow
 Of this new love, before I get the ring,
 And I may work for thee no evil thing.”
 

 Now ye shall know that the old chronicle,
 Wherein I read all this, doth duly tell
 Of all the gallant deeds that Ogier did,
 There may ye read them; nor let me be chid
 If I therefore say little of these things,
 Because the thought of Avallon still clings
 Unto my heart, and scarcely can I bear
 To think of that long, dragging, useless year,
 Through which, with dulled and glimmering memory,
 Ogier was grown content to live and die
 Like other men; but this I have to say,
 That in the council chamber on that day

 The Old Knight showed his wisdom well enow,
 While fainter still with love the Queen did grow
 Hearing his words, beholding his grey eyes
 Flashing with fire of warlike memories;
 Yea, at the last he seemed so wise indeed
 That she could give him now the charge, to lead
 One wing of the great army that set out
 From Paris’ gates, midst many a wavering shout,
 Midst trembling prayers, and unchecked wails and tears, 
 And slender hopes and unresisted fears.
 

 Now ere he went, upon his bed he lay,
 Newly awakened at the dawn of day,
 Gathering perplexed thoughts of many a thing,
 When, midst the carol that the birds did sing
 Unto the coming of the hopeful sun,
 He heard a sudden lovesome song begun
 ‘Twixt two young voices in the garden green,
 That seemed indeed the farewell of the Queen.
 

SONG.
 

HÆC.
 

 In the white-flowered hawthorn brake,

Love, be merry for my sake;

Twine the blossoms in my. hair,

Kiss me where I am most fair — 

Kiss me, love! for who knoweth

What thing cometh after death?
 

ILLE.
 

 Nay, the garlanded gold hair

Hides thee where thou art most fair;

Hides the rose-tinged hills of snow — 

Ah, sweet love, I have thee now!

Kiss me, love! for who knoweth

What thing cometh after death?
 

HÆC.
 

  Shall we weep for a dead day,

Or set Sorrow in our way?

Hidden by my golden hair,

Wilt thou weep that sweet days wear?

Kiss me, love! for who knoweth

What thing cometh after death?
 

ILLE.
 

Weep, O Love, the days that flit,

  Now, while I can feel thy breath;

Then may I remember it

  Sad and old, and near my death.

Kiss me, love! for who knoweth

What thing cometh after death?
 

Soothed by the pleasure that the music brought
 And sweet desire, and vague and dreamy thought
 Of happiness it seemed to promise him,
 He lay and listened till his eyes grew dim,
 And o’er him ‘gan forgetfulness to creep
 Till in the growing light he lay asleep,
 Nor woke until the clanging trumpet-blast
 Had summoned him all thought away to cast:
 Yet one more joy of love indeed he had
 Ere with the battle’s noise he was made glad;
 For, as on that May morning forth they rode
 And passed before the Queen’s most fair abode, 
 There at a window was she waiting them
 In fair attire with gold in every hem,
 And as the Ancient Knight beneath her passed
 A wreath of flowering white-thorn down she cast,
 And looked farewell to him, and forth he set
 Thinking of all the pleasure he should get
 From love and war, forgetting Avallon
 And all that lovely life so lightly won;
 Yea, now indeed the earthly life o’erpast
 Ere on the loadstone rock his ship was cast

 Was waxing dim, nor yet at all he learned
 To ‘scape the fire that erst his heart had burned.
 And he forgat his deeds, forgat his fame,
 Forgat the letters of his ancient name
 As one waked fully shall forget a dream,
 That once to him a wondrous tale did seem.
 

 Now I, though writing here no chronicle
 E’en as I said, must nathless shortly tell
 That, ere the army Rouen’s gates could gain
 By a broad arrow had the King been slain,
 And helpless now the wretched country lay
 Beneath the yoke, until the glorious day
 When Ogier fell at last upon the foe,
 And scattered them as helplessly as though
 They had been beaten men without a name:
 So when to Paris town once more he came
 Few folk the memory of the King did keep
 Within their hearts, and if the folk did weep 
 At his returning, ’twas for joy indeed
 That such a man had risen at their need
 To work for them so great deliverance,
 And loud they called on him for King of France.
 

 But if the Queen’s heart were the more a-flame
 For all that she had heard of his great fame,
 I know not; rather with some hidden dread
 Of coming fate, she heard her lord was dead,
 And her false dream seemed coming true at last,
 For the clear sky of love seemed overcast
 With clouds of God’s great judgments, and the fear
 Of hate and final parting drawing near.
 So now when he before her throne did stand
 Amidst the throng as saviour of the land,

 And she her eyes to his kind eyes did raise,
 And there before all her own love must praise;
 Then did she fall a-weeping, and folk said,
 “See, how she sorrows for the newly dead!
 Amidst our joy she needs must think of him;
 Let be, full surely shall her grief wax dim
 And she shall wed again.”
 So passed the year,
 While Ogier set himself the land to clear
 Of broken remnants of the heathen men,
 And at the last, when May-time came again,
 Must he be crowned King of the twice-saved land,
 And at the altar take the fair Queen’s hand
 And wed her for his own. And now by this 
 Had he forgotten clean the woe and bliss
 Of his old life, and still was he made glad
 As other men; and hopes and fears he had
 As others, and bethought him not at all
 Of what strange days upon him yet should fall
 When he should live and these again be dead.
 

 Now drew the time round when he should be wed,
 And in his palace on his bed he lay
 Upon the dawning of the very day:
 ‘Twixt, sleep and waking was he, and could hear
 E’en at that hour, through the bright morn and clear,
 The hammering of the folk who toiled to make
 Some well-wrought stages for the pageant’s sake,
 Though hardly yet the sparrows had begun
 To twitter o’er the coming of the sun,
 Nor through the palace did a creature move.
 There in the sweet entanglement of love
 Midst languid thoughts of greater bliss he lay,
 Remembering no more of that other day
 Than the hot noon remembereth of the night,
 Than summer thinketh of the winter white.
 In that sweet hour he heard a voice that cried,
 “Ogier, Ogier!” then, opening his eyes wide,

 And rising on his elbow, gazed around,
 And strange to him and empty was the sound
 Of his own name; “Whom callest thou?” he said,
 For I, the man who lies upon this bed,
 Am Charles of France, and shall be King to-day, 
 But in a year that now is past away
 The Ancient Knight they called me: who is this,
 Thou tallest Ogier, then, what deeds are his?
 And who art thou?” But at that word a sigh,
 As of one grieved, came from some place anigh
 His bed-side, and a soft voice spake again,
 “This Ogier once was great amongst great men;
 To Italy a helpless hostage led;
 He saved the King when the false Lombard fled,
 Bore forth the Oriflamme and gained the day;
 Charlot he brought back, whom men led away,
 And fought a day-long fight with Caraheu.
 The ravager of Rome his right hand slew;
 Nor did he fear the might of Charlemaine,
 Who for a dreary year beset in vain

 — His lonely castle; yet at last caught then,
 And shut in hold, needs must he come again
 To give an unhoped great deliverance
 Unto the burdened helpless land of France:
 Denmark he gained thereafter, and he wore
 The crown of England drawn from trouble sore;
 At Tyre then he reigned, and Babylon
 With mighty deeds he from the foemen won;

 And when scarce aught could give him greater fame,
 He left the world still thinking on his name.
 “These things did Ogier, and these things didst thou,
 Nor will I call thee by a new name now
 Since I have spoken words of love to thee — 
 Ogier, Ogier, dost thou remember me, 
 E’en if thou hast no thought of that past time
 Before thou camest to our happy clime?”
 

 As this was said, his mazed eyes saw indeed
 A lovely woman clad in dainty weed
 Beside his bed, and many a thought was stirred
 Within his heart by that last plaintive word,
 Though nought he said, but waited what should come.
 “Love,” said she, “I am here to bring thee home;
 Well hast thou done all that thou cam’st to do,
 And if thou bidest here, for something new
 Will folk begin to cry, and all thy fame
 Shall then avail thee but for greater blame;
 Thy love shall cease to love thee, and the earth
 Thou lovest now shall be of little worth
 While still thou keepest life, abhorring it.
 Behold, in men’s lives that so quickly flit
 Thus is it, how then shall it be with thee,
 Who some faint image of eternity
 Hast gained through me? — alas, thou heedest not!
 On all these changing things thine heart is hot — 
 Take then this gift that I have brought from far,
 And then may’st thou remember what we are;
 The lover and the loved from long ago.”
 He trembled, and more memory seemed to grow
 Within his heart as he beheld her stand,
 Holding a glittering crown in her right hand:
 “Ogier,” she said, “arise and do on thee

 The emblems of thy worldly sovereignty, 
 For we must pass o’er many a sea this morn.”
 He rose, and in the glittering tunic worn
 By Charlemaine he clad himself, and took
 The ivory hand, that Charlemaine once shook
 Over the people’s head in days of old;
 Then on his feet he set the shoes of gold,
 And o’er his shoulders threw the mantle fair,
 And set the gold crown on his golden hair:
 Then on the royal chair he sat him down,
 As though he deemed the elders of the town
 Should come to audience; and in all he seemed
 To do these things e’en as a man who dreamed.
 

 And now adown the Seine the golden sun
 Shone out, as toward him drew that lovely one
 And took from off his head the royal crown,
 And, smiling, on the pillow laid it down
 And said, “Lie there, O crown of Charlemaine,
 Worn by a mighty man, and worn in vain,
 Because he died, and all the things he did
 Were changed before his face by earth was hid;
 A better crown I have for my love’s head,
 Whereby he yet shall live, when all are dead
 His hand has helped.” Then on his head she set
 The wondrous crown, and said, “Forget, forget!
 Forget these weary things, for thou hast much
 Of happiness to think of.”
 At that touch
 He rose, a happy light gleamed in his eyes; 
 And smitten by the rush of memories,
 He stammered out, “O love! how came we here?
 What do we in this land of Death and Fear?
 Have I not been from thee a weary while?
 Let us return — I dreamed about the isle;
 I dreamed of other years of strife and pain,

 Of new years full of struggles long and vain.”
 She took him by the hand and said, “Come, love,
 I am not changed;” and therewith did they move
 Unto the door, and through the sleeping place
 Swiftly they went, and still was Ogier’s face
 Turned on her beauty, and no thought was his
 Except the dear returning of his bliss.
 But at the threshold of the palace-gate
 That opened to them, she awhile did wait,
 And turned her eyes unto the rippling Seine
 And said, “O love, behold it once again!”
 He turned, and gazed upon the city grey
 Smit by the gold of that sweet morn of May;
 He heard faint noises as of wakening folk
 As on their heads his day of glory broke;
 He heard the changing rush of the swift stream
 Against the bridge-piers. All was grown a dream,
 His work was over, his reward was come,
 Why should he loiter longer from his home?
 

 A little while she watched him silently,
 Then beckoned him to follow with a sigh,
 And, raising up the raiment from her feet, 
 Across the threshold stepped into the street;
 One moment on the twain the low sun shone,
 And then the place was void, and they were gone
 How I know not; but this I know indeed,
 That in whatso great trouble or sore need
 The land of France since that fair day has been,
 No more the sword of Ogier has she seen.
 

SUCH was the tale he told of Avallon,
 E’en such an one as in days past had won
 His youthful heart to think upon the quest;
 But to those old hearts nigh in reach of rest,
 Not much to be desired now it seemed — 
 Perchance the heart that of such things had dreamed
 Had found no words in this death-laden tongue
 We speak on earth, wherewith they might be sung;
 Perchance the changing years that changed his heart
 E’en in the words of that old tale had part,
 Changing its sweet to bitter, to despair
 The foolish hope that once had glittered there — 
 Or think, that in some bay of that far home
 They then had sat, and watched the green waves come
 Up to their feet with many promises;
 Or the light wind midst blossom-laden trees,
 In the sweet Spring had weighted many a word
 Of no worth now, and many a hope had stirred
 Long dead for ever.
 Howsoe’er that be
 Among strange folk they now sat quietly,
 As though that tale with them had nought to do,
 As though its hopes and fears were something new. 
 But though, indeed, the outworn, dwindled band
 Hail no tears left for that once longed-for land,
 The very wind must moan for their decay,
 And from the sky, grown dull, and low, and grey,
 Cold tears must fall upon the lonely field,
 That such fair golden hopes erewhile did yield;
 And on the blackening woods, wherein the doves
 Sat silent now, forgetful of their loves.
 Yet, since a little life at least was left,
 They were not yet of every joy bereft,
 For long ago was past the agony,
 Midst which they found that they indeed must die;
 And now well nigh as much their pain was past
 As though death’s veil already had been cast

 Over their heads — so, midst some little mirth,
 They watched the dark night hide the gloomy earth.
 






  








SEPTEMBER.
 

O COME at last, to whom the spring-tide’s hope
 Looked for through blossoms, what hast thou for me?
 Green grows the grass upon the dewy slope
 Beneath thy gold-hung, grey-leaved apple-tree
 Moveless, e’en as the autumn fain would be
 That shades its sad eyes from the rising sun
 And weeps at eve because the day is done.
 

 What vision wilt thou give me, autumn morn,
 To make thy pensive sweetness more complete?
 What tale, ne’er to be told, of folk unborn?
 What images of grey-clad damsels sweet
 Shall cross thy sward with dainty noiseless feet?
 What nameless shamefast longings made alive
 Soft-eyed September will thy sad heart give?
 

 Look long, O longing eyes, and look in vain!
 Strain idly, aching heart, and yet be wise,
 And hope no more for things to come again
 That thou beheldest once with careless eyes!
 Like a new-wakened man thou art, who tries
 To dream again the dream that made him glad
 When in his arms his loving love he had.
 

MID young September’s fruit-trees next they met,
 With calm hearts, willing such things to forget
 As men had best forget; and certainly
 E’en such a day it was when this might be
 If e’er it might be; fair, without a cloud,
 Yet windless, so that a grey haze did shroud
 The bright blue; neither burning overmuch,
 Nor chill, the blood of those old folk to touch
 With fretful, restless memory of despair.
 Withal no promise of the fruitful year
 Seemed unfulfilled in that fair autumn-tide;
 The level ground along the river-side
 Was merry through the day with sounds of those
 Who gathered apples; o’er the stream arose
 The northward-looking slopes where the swine ranged
 Over the fields that hook and scythe had changed
 Since the last month; but ‘twixt the tree-boles grey
 Above them did they see the terraced way,
 And over that the vine-stocks, row on row,
 Whose dusty leaves, well thinned and yellowing now,
 But little hid the bright-bloomed vine-bunches.
 

 There day-long ‘neath the shadows of the trees
 Those elders sat; chary of speech they were,
 For good it seemed to watch the young folk there,
 Not so much busied with their harvesting, 
 But o’er their baskets they might stop to sing;
 Nor for the end of labour all so fain
 But eyes of men from eyes of maids might gain
 Some look desired.
 So at the midday those
 Who played with labour in the deep green close
 Stinted their gathering for a while to eat;
 Then to the elders did it seem most meet
 Amidst of these to set forth what they might
 Of lore remembered, and to let the night
 Bury its own dead thoughts with wine and sleep;

 So while the loitering autumn sun did creep
 O’er flower-crowned heads, and past sweet eyes of grey,
 And eager lips, and fresh round limbs that lay
 Amid the golden fruit — fruit sweet and fair
 Themselves, that happy days and love did bear
 And life unburdened — while the failing sun
 Drew up the light clouds, was this tale begun,
 Sad, but not sad enow to load the yoke,
 E’en by a feather’s weight, of those old folk.
 Sad, and believed but for its sweetness’ sake
 By the young folk, desiring not to break
 The spell that sorrow’s image cast on them,
 As dreamlike she went past with fluttering hem.
 

THE DEATH OF PARIS.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

PARIS the son of Priam was wounded by one of the poisoned arrows of Hercules that Philoctetes bore to the siege of Troy; wherefore he had himself borne up into Ida that he might see the nymph Œnone, whom he once had loved, because she, who knew many secret things, alone could heal him: but when he had seen her and spoken with her, she would deal with the matter in no wise, wherefore Paris died of that hurt.
 

IN the last month of Troy’s beleaguerment,
 When both sides, waiting for some God’s great hand,
 But seldom o’er the meads the war-shout sent,
 Yet idle rage would sometimes drive a band
 From town or tent about Troy-gate to stand
 All armed, and there to bicker aimlessly;
 And so at least the weary time wore by.
 

 In such a fight, when wide the arrows flew,
 And little glory fell to any there,
 And nought there seemed for a stout man to do,
 Rose Philoctetes from the ill-roofed lair

 That hid his rage, and crept out into air, 
 And strung his bow, and slunk down to the fight,
 ‘Twixt rusty helms, and, shields that once were bright.
 

 And even as he reached the foremost rank,
 A glimmer as of polished steel and gold
 Amid the war-worn Trojan folk, that shrank
 To right and left, his fierce eyes could behold;
 He heard a shout, as if one man were bold
 About the streams of Simoeis that day — 
 One heart still ready to play out the play.
 

 Therewith he heard a mighty bowstring twang,
 And a shaft screamed ‘twixt hostile band and band,
 And close beside him fell, with clash and clang,
 A well-tried warrior from the Cretan land,
 And rolled in dust, clutching with desperate hand
 At the gay feathers of the shaft that lay
 Deep in his heart, well silenced from that day.
 

 Then of the Greeks did man look upon man,
 While Philoctetes from his quiver drew
 A dreadful shaft, and through his fingers ran
 The dull-red feathers; of strange steel and blue
 The barbs were, such as archer never knew,
 But black as death the thin-forged bitter point,
 That with the worm’s blood fate did erst anoint.
 

 He shook the shaft, and notched it, and therewith
 Forth from the Trojans rang that shout again, 
 Whistled the arrow, and a Greek did writhe

 Once more upon the earth in his last pain;
 While the grey clouds, big with the threat of rain,
 Parted a space, and on the Trojans shone,
 And struck a glory from that shining one.
 

 Then Philoctetes scowled, and cried, “O Fate,
 I give thee this, thy strong man gave to me.
 Do with it as thou wilt! — let small or great
 E’en as thou wilt before its black point be!
 Late grows the year, and stormy is the sea,
 The oars lie rotten by the gunwales now
 That nevermore a Grecian surf shall know.”
 

 He spake and drew the string with careless eyes,
 And, as the shaft flew forth, he turned about
 And tramped back slowly, noting in no wise
 How from the Greeks uprose a joyous shout,
 And from the Trojan host therewith brake out
 Confused clamour, and folk cried the name
 Of him wherethrough the weary struggle came,
 

 Paris the son of Priam! then once more
 O’erhead of leaguer and beleaguered town
 Grey grew the sky, a cold sea-wind swept o’er
 The ruined plain, and the small rain drove down,
 While slowly underneath that chilling frown
 Parted the hosts; sad Troy into its gates,
 Greece to its tents, and waiting on the fates.
 

NEXT day the seaward-looking gates none swung
 Back on their hinges, whatso Greek might fare,
 With seeming-careless mien, and bow unstrung,
 Anigh them; whatso rough-voiced horn might dare
 With well-known notes, the war-worn warders there;
 Troy slept amid its nightmares through the day,
 And dull with waking dreams the leaguer lay.
 

 Yet in the streets did man say unto man,
 “Hector is dead, and Troilus is dead;
 Æneas turneth toward the waters wan;
 In his fair house Antenor hides his head;
 Fast from the tree of Troy the boughs are shred;
 And now this Paris, now this joyous one,
 Is the cry cried that biddeth him begone?”
 

 But on the morrow’s dawn, ere yet the sun
 Had shone athwart the mists of last night’s rain,
 And shown the image of the Spotless One
 Unto the tents and hovels of the plain
 Whose girth of war she long had made all vain,
 From out a postern looking towards the north
 A little band of silent men went forth.
 

 And in their midst a litter did they bear
 Whereon lay one with linen wrapped around,
 Whose wan face turned unto the fresher air
 As though a little pleasure he had found
 Amidst of pain; some dreadful, torturing wound
 The man endured belike, and as a balm
 Was the fresh morn, with all its rest and calm,
 

  After the weary tossing of the night
 And close dim-litten chamber, whose dusk seemed
 Labouring with whispers fearful of the light,
 Confused with images of dreams long dreamed,
 Come back again, now that the lone torch gleamed
 Dim before eyes that saw nought real as true
 To vex the heart that nought of purpose knew.
 

 Upon the late-passed night in e’en such wise
 Had Paris lain. What time, like years of life,
 Had passed before his weary heart and eyes!
 What hopeless, nameless longings! what wild strife
 ‘Gainst nought for nought, with wearying changes rife,
 Had he gone through, till in the twilight grey
 They bore him through the cold deserted way.
 

 Mocking and strange the streets looked now, most meet
 For a dream’s ending, for a vain life’s end;
 While sounded his strong litter-bearers’ feet,
 Like feet of men who through Death’s country wend
 Silent, for fear lest they should yet offend
 The grim King satisfied to let them go,
 Hope bids them hurry, fear’s chain makes them slow.
 

 In feverish doze he thought of bygone days,
 When love was soft, life strong, and a sweet name,
 The first sweet name that led him down love’s ways,
 Unbidden ever to his fresh lips came;
 Half witting would he speak it, and for shame
 Flush red, and think what folk would deem thereof
 If they might know Œnone was his love.
 

 And now, Œnone no more love of his,
 He worn with war and passion — must he pray,
 “O thou, I loved and love not, life and bliss
 Lie in thine hands to give or take away;
 O heal me, hate me not! think of the day

 When as thou thinkest still, e’en so I thought,
 That all the world without thy love was nought.”
 

 Yea, he was borne forth such a prayer to make,
 For she alone of all the world, they said,
 The thirst of that dread poison now might slake,
 For midst the ancient wise ones nurtured
 On peaceful Ida, in the lore long dead,
 Lost to the hurrying world, right wise she was,
 Mighty to bring most wondrous things to pass.
 

 Was the world worth the minute of that prayer
 If yet her love, despised and cast aside,
 Should so shine forth that she should heal him there?
 He knew not and he recked not; fear and pride
 ‘Neath Helen’s kiss and Helen’s tears had died, 
 And life was love, and love too strong that he
 Should catch at Death to save him misery.
 

 So, with soul drifting down the stream of love,
 He let them bear him through the fresh fair morn,
 From out Troy-gates; and no more now he strove
 To battle with the wild dreams, newly born
 From that past night of toil and pain forlorn;
 No farewell did he mutter ‘neath his breath
 To failing Troy, no eyes he turned toward death.
 

 Troy dwindled now behind them, and the way
 That round about the feet of Ida wound,
 They left; and up a narrow vale, that lay,
 Grassy and soft betwixt the pine-woods bound,
 ‘They went, and ever gained the higher ground,
 For as a trench the little valley was
 To catch the runnels that made green its grass.
 

 Now ere that green vale narrowed to an end,
 Blocked by a shaly slip thrust bleak and bare

 From the dark pine-wood’s edge, as men who wend
 Upon a well-known way, they turned them there;
 And through the pine-wood’s dusk began to fare
 By blind ways, till all noise of bird and wind
 Amid that odorous night was left behind.
 

 And in meanwhile deepened the languid doze
 That lay on Paris into slumber deep, 
 O’er his unconscious heart, and eyes shut close,
 The image of that very place ‘gan creep,
 And twelve years younger in his dreamful sleep,
 Light-footed, through the awful wood he went,
 With beating heart, on lovesome thoughts intent.
 

 Dreaming, he went, till thinner and more thin,
 And bright with growing day, the pine-wood grew,
 Then to an open, rugged space did win;
 Whence a close beech-wood was he passing through,
 Whose every tall white stem full well he knew;
 Then seemed to stay awhile for loving shame,
 When to the brow of the steep bank he came,
 

 Where still the beech-trunks o’er the mast-strewn ground
 Stood close, and slim and tall, but hid not quite
 A level grassy space they did surround
 On every side save one, that to the light
 Of the clear western sky, cold now, but bright,
 Was open, and the thought of the far sea,
 Toward which a small brook tinkled merrily.
 

 Him seemed he lingered there, then stepped adown
 With troubled heart into the soft green place,
 And up the eastmost of the beech-slopes brown
 He turned about a lonesome, anxious face,
 And stood to listen for a little space
 If any came, but nought he seemed to hear 
 Save the brook’s babble, and the beech-leaves’ stir.
 

  And then he dreamed great longing o’er him came;
 Too great, too bitter of those days to be
 Long past, when love was born amidst of shame;
 He dreamed that, as he gazed full eagerly
 Into the green dusk between tree and tree,
 His trembling hand slid down the horn to take
 Wherewith he erst was wont his herd to wake.
 

 Trembling, he set it to his lips, and first
 Breathed gently through it; then strained hard to blow,
 For dumb, dumb was it grown, and no note burst
 From its smooth throat; and ill thoughts poisoned now
 The sweetness of his dream; he murmured low,
 “Ah! dead and gone, and ne’er to come again;
 Ah, past away! ah, longed for long in vain!
 

 “Lost love, sweet Helen, come again to me!”
 Therewith he dreamed he fell upon the ground
 And hid his face, and wept out bitterly,
 But woke with fall and torturing tears, and found
 He lay upon his litter, and the sound
 Of feet departing from him did he hear,
 And rustling of the last year’s leaves anear.
 

 But in the self-same place he lay indeed,
 Weeping and sobbing, and scarce knowing why; 
 His hand clutched hard the horn that erst did lead
 The dew-lapped neat round Ida merrily;
 He strove to raise himself, he strove to cry
 That name of Helen once, but then withal
 Upon him did the load of memory fall.
 

 Quiet he lay a space, while o’er him drew
 The dull, chill cloud of doubt and sordid fear,
 As now he thought of what he came to do,
 And what a dreadful minute drew anear;
 He shut his eyes, and now no more could hear

 His litter-bearers’ feet; as lone he felt
 As though amid the outer wastes he dwelt.
 

 Amid that fear most feeble, nought and vain
 His life and love seemed; with a dreadful sigh
 He raised his arm, and soul’s and body’s pain
 Tore at his heart with new-born agony
 As a thin quavering note; a ghost-like cry
 Rang from the long unused lips of the horn,
 Spoiling the sweetness of the happy morn.
 

 He let the horn fall down upon his breast
 And lie there, and his hand fell to his side;
 And there indeed his body seemed to rest,
 But restless was his soul, and wandered wide
 Through a dim maze of lusts unsatisfied;
 Thoughts half thought out, and words half said, and deeds 
 Half done, unfruitful, like o’er-shadowed weeds.
 

 His eyes were shut now, and his dream’s hot tears
 Were dry upon his cheek; the sun grown high
 Had slain the wind, when smote upon his ears
 A sudden rustling in the beech-leaves dry;
 Then came a pause; then footsteps drew anigh
 O’er the deep grass; he shuddered, and in vain
 He strove to turn, despite his burning pain.
 

 Then through his half-shut eyes he seemed to see
 A woman drawing near, and held his breath,
 And clutched at the white linen eagerly,
 And felt a greater fear than fear of death,
 A greater pain than that love threateneth,
 As soft low breathing o’er his head he heard,
 And thin fine linen raiment gently stirred.
 

 Then spoke a sweet voice close, ah, close to him!
 “Thou sleepest, Paris? would that I could sleep!
 On the hill-side do I lay limb to limb,
 And lie day-long watching the shadows creep
 And change, till day is gone, and night is deep,

 Yet sleep not ever, wearied with the thought
 Of all a little lapse of time has brought.
 

 “Sleep, though thou calledst me! yet ‘mid thy dream
 Hearken, the while I tell about my life,
 The life I led, while ‘mid the steely gleam 
 Thou wert made happy with the joyous strife;
 Or in the soft arms of the Greek king’s wife
 Wouldst still moan out that day had come too soon,
 Calling the dawn the glimmer of the moon.
 

 “Wake not, wake not, before the tale is told!
 Not long to tell, the tale of those ten years!
 A gnawing pain that never groweth old,
 A pain that shall not be washed out by tears;
 A dreary road the weary foot-sole wears,
 Knowing no rest, but going to and fro,
 Treading it harder ‘neath the weight of woe.
 

 “No middle, no beginning, and no end;
 No staying place, no thought of anything,
 Bitter or sweet, with that one thought to blend;
 No least joy left that I away might fling
 And deem myself grown great; no hope to cling
 About me, nought but dull, unresting pain,
 That made all memory sick, all striving vain.
 

 “Thou — hast thou thought thereof, perchance anights

 — In early dawn, and shuddered, and then said,
 ‘Alas, poor soul! yet bath she had delights,
 For none are wholly hapless but the dead.’
 Liar! O liar! my woe upon thine head,
 My agony that nought can take away!
 Awake, arise, O traitor, unto day!”
 

  Her voice rose as she spoke, till loud and shrill
 It rang about the place; but when at last
 She ended, and the echoes from the hill,
 Woeful and wild, back o’er the place were cast
 From her lost love a little way she passed
 Trembling, and looking round as if afeared
 At those ill sounds that through the morn she heard.
 

 Then still she stood, her clenched hands slim and white
 Relaxed, her drawn brow smoothed; with a great sigh
 Her breast heaved, and she muttered: “Ere the light
 Of yesterday had faded from the sky
 I knew that he would seek me certainly;
 And, knowing it, yet feigned I knew it not,
 Or with what hope, what hope my heart was hot.
 

 “That tumult in my breast I might not name — 
 Love should I call it? — nay, my life was love
 And pain these ten years — should I call it shame?
 What shame my weary waiting might reprove
 After ten years? — or pride? — what pride could move
 After ten years this heart within my breast?
 Alas! I lied — I lied, and called it rest.
 

 “I called it rest, and wandered through the night;
 Upon my river’s flowery bank I stood,
 And thought its hurrying changing black and white
 Stood still beneath the moon, that hill and wood 
 Were moving round me, and I deemed it good
 The world should change so, deemed it good, that day
 For ever into night had passed away.
 

 “And still I wandered through the night, and still
 Things changed, and changed not round me, and the day — 
 This day wherein I am, had little will
 With dreadful truth to drive the night away — 
 God knows if for its coming I did pray!
 God knows if at the last in twilight-tide
 My hope — my hope undone I more might hide.”
 

  Then looked she toward the litter as she spake,
 And slowly drew anigh it once again,
 And from her worn tried heart there did outbreak
 Wild sobs and weeping, shameless of its pain,
 Till as the storm of passion ‘gan to wane
 She looked and saw the shuddering misery
 Wherein her love of the old days did lie.
 

 Still she wept on, but gentler now withal,
 And passed on till above the bier she stood,
 Watching the well-wrought linen rise and fall
 Beneath his faltering breath, and still her blood
 Ran fiery hot with thoughts of ill and good,
 Pity and scorn, and love and hate, as she,
 Half dead herself, gazed on his misery.
 

 At last she spake: “This tale I told e’en now, 
 Know’st thou ‘mid dreams what woman suffered this?
 Canst thou not dream of the old days, and how
 Full oft thy lips would say ‘twixt kiss and kiss
 That all of bliss was not enough of bliss
 My loveliness and kindness to reward,
 That for thy Love the sweetest life was hard?
 

 “Yea, Paris, have I not been kind to thee?
 Did I not live thy wishes to fulfil?
 Wert thou not happy when thou lovedst me,
 What dream then did we have of change or ill?
 Why must thou needs change? I am unchanged still;
 I need no more than thee — what needest thou
 But that we might be happy, yea e’en now?”
 

 He opened hollow eyes and looked on her,
 And stretched a trembling hand out; ah, who knows
 With what strange mingled look of hope and fear,
 Of hate and love, their eyes met! Come so close
 Once more, that everything they now might lose
 Amid the flashing out of that old fire,
 The short-lived uttermost of all desire.
 

  He spake not, shame and other love there lay
 Too heavy on him; but she spake again:
 “E’en now at the beginning of the day,
 Weary with hope and fear and restless pain,
 I said — Alas, I said, if all be vain
 And he will have no pity, yet will I 
 Have pity — how shall kindness e’er pass by?”
 

 He drew his hand aback, and laid it now
 Upon the swathings of his wound, but she
 Set her slim hand upon her knitted brow
 And gazed on him with bright eyes eagerly;
 Nor cruel looked her lips that once would be
 So kind, so longed for: neither spake awhile,
 Till in her face there shone a sweet strange smile.
 

 She touched him not, but yet so near she came
 That on his very face he felt her breath;
 She whispered, “Speak! thou wilt not speak for shame,
 I will not grant for love, and grey-winged Death
 Meanwhile above our folly hovereth;
 Speak! was it not all false? is it not done?
 Is not the dream dreamed out, the dull night gone?
 

 “Hearkenest thou, Paris? O look kind on me!
 I hope no more indeed, but couldst thou turn
 Kind eyes to me, then much for me and thee
 Might love do yet. Doth not the old fire burn?
 Doth not thine heart for words of old days yearn?
 Canst thou not say — Alas, what wilt thou say,
 Since I have put by hope for many a day?
 

 “Paris, I hope no more, yet while ago — 
 Take it not ill if I must needs say this — 
 A while ago I cried; Ah! no, no, no!
 It is no love at all, this love of his,
 He loves her not, I it was had the bliss
 Of being the well-beloved — dead is his love,
 For surely none but I his heart may move.”
 

  She wept still; but his eyes grew wild and strange
 With that last word, and harder his face grew
 Though her tear-blinded eyes saw not the change.
 Long beat about his heart false words and true,
 A veil of strange thought he might not pierce through,
 Of hope he might not name, clung round about
 His wavering heart, perplexed with death and doubt.
 

 Then trembling did he speak: “I love thee still,
 Surely I love thee.” But a dreadful pain
 Shot through his heart, and strange presage of ill,
 As like the ceasing of the summer rain
 Her tears stopped, and she drew aback again,
 Silent a moment, till a bitter cry
 Burst from her lips grown white with agony.
 

 A look of pity came across his face
 Despite his pain and horror, and her eyes
 Saw it, and changed, and for a little space
 Panting she stood, as one checked by surprise
 Amidst of passion; then in tender wise,
 Kneeling, she ‘gan the bandages undo
 That hid the place the bitter shaft tore through.
 

 Then when the wound and his still face and white 
 Lay there before her, she ‘gan tremble sore,
 For images of hope and past delight,
 Not to be named once, ‘gan her heart flit o’er;
 Blossomed the longing in her heart, and bore
 A dreadful thought of uttermost despair,
 That all if gained would be no longer fair.
 

 In dull low words she spake: “Yea, so it is,
 That thou art near thy death, and this thy wound
 I yet may heal, and give thee back what bliss
 The ending of thy life may yet surround:
 Mock not thyself with hope! the Trojan ground
 Holds tombs, not houses now, all Gods are gone
 From out your temples but cold Death alone.
 

  “Lo, if I heal thee, and thou goest again
 Back unto Troy, and she, thy new love, sees
 Thy lovesome body freed from all its pain,
 And yet awhile amid the miseries
 Of Troy ye twain lie loving, well at ease,
 Yet ‘midst of this while she is asking thee
 What kind soul made thee whole and well to be,
 

 “And thou art holding back my name with lies,
 And thinking, maybe, Paris, of this face
 E’en then the Greekish flame shall sear your eyes,
 The clatter of the Greeks fill all the place,
 While she, my woe, the ruin of thy race,
 Looking toward changed days, a new crown, shall stand, 
 Her fingers trembling in her husband’s hand.
 

 Thou I called love once, wilt thou die e’en thus,
 Ruined ‘midst ruin, ruining, bereft
 Of name and honour? O love, piteous
 That but for this were all the hard things cleft
 That lay ‘twixt us and love; till nought was left
 ‘Twixt thy lips and my lips! O hard that we
 Were once so full of all felicity!
 

 “O love, O Paris, know’st thou this of me
 That in these hills e’en such a name I have
 As being akin to a divinity;
 And lightly may I slay and lightly save;
 Nor know I surely if the peaceful grave
 Shall ever hide my body dead — behold,
 Have ten long years of misery made me old?”
 

 Sadly she laughed; and rising wearily
 Stood by him in the fresh and sunny morn;
 The image of his youth and faith gone by
 She seemed to be, for one short minute born
 To make his shamed lost life seem more forlorn;
 He shut his eyes and moaned, but once again
 She knelt beside him, and the weary pain
 

  Deepened upon her face. “Hearken!” she said,
 “Death is anear thee; is then death so ill
 With me anigh thee — since Troy is as dead, 
 Ere many tides the Xanthus’ mouth shall fill,
 And thou art reft of her that harmed me still,
 Whatso may change — shall I heal thee for this,
 That thou may’st die more mad for her last kiss?”
 

 She gazed at him with straining eyes; and he — 
 Despite himself love touched his dying heart,
 And from his eyes desire flashed suddenly,
 And o’er his wan face the last blood did start
 As with soft love his close-shut lips ‘gan part.
 She laughed out bitterly, and said, “Why then
 Must I needs call thee falsest of all men,
 

 “Seeing thou liest not to save thy life? — 
 Yee listen once again — fair is this place
 That knew not the beginning of the strife
 And recks not of its end — and this my face,
 This body thou wouldst day-long once embrace
 And deem thyself right happy — thine it is,
 Thine only, Paris, shouldst thou deem it bliss.”
 

 He looked into her eyes, and deemed he saw
 A strange and awful look a-gathering there,
 And sick scorn at her quivering fine lip draw;
 Yet trembling he stretched out his hand to her,
 Although self-loathing and strange hate did tear
 His heart that Death made cold, e’en as he said,
 “Whatso thou wilt shall be remembered;
 

 “Whatso thou wilt, O love, shall be forgot, — 
 It may be I shall love thee as of old.”

 As thunder laughs she laughed— “Nay, touch me not!
 Touch me not, fool!” she cried, “Thou grow’st a-cold,
 And I am Death, Death, Death! — the tale is told
 Of all thy days! of all those joyous days
 When thinking nought of me thou garneredst praise.
 

 “Turn back again, and think no more of me!
 I am thy Death! woe for thy happy days!
 For I must slay thee; ah, my misery!
 Woe for the God-like wisdom thou wouldst praise!
 Else I my love to life again might raise
 A minute, ah, a minute! and be glad
 While on my lips thy blessing lips I had!
 

 “Would God that it were yesterday again;
 Would God the red sun had died yester-eve,
 And I were no more hapless now than then!
 Would God that I could say, and not believe,
 As yesterday, that years past hope did leave
 My cold heart — that I lived a death in life — 
 Ah! then within my heart was yet a strife!
 

 “But now, but now, is all come to an end — 
 Nay, speak not; think not of me! think of her
 Who made me this; and back unto her wend,
 Lest her lot, too, should be yet heavier!
 I will depart for fear thou diest here,
 Lest I should see thy woeful ghost forlorn 
 Here wandering ever ‘twixt the night and morn.
 

 “ — O heart grown wise, wilt thou not let me go?
 Will ye be never satisfied, O eyes,
 With gazing on my misery and my woe?
 O foolish, quivering heart, now grown so wise,
 What folly is it that from out thee cries
 To be all close to him once more, once more
 Ere yet the dark stream cleaveth shore from shore?”
 

 Her voice was a wail now, with quivering hand
 At her white raiment did she clutch and tear

 Unwitting, as she rose up and did stand
 Bent over his wide eyes and pale face, where
 No torturing hope was left, no pain, or fear;
 For Death’s cold rest was gathering fast on him,
 And toward his heart crept over foot and limb.
 

 A little while she stood, and spake no word,
 But hung above him, with white heaving breast,
 And moaning still as moans the grey-winged bird
 In autumn-tide o’er his forgotten nest;
 And then her hands about her throat she pressed,
 As though to keep a cry back, then stooped down
 And set her face to his, while spake her moan:
 

 “O love, O cherished more than I can tell,
 Through years of woe, O love, my life and bane,
 My joy and grief, farewell, farewell, farewell! 
 Forgetfulness of grief I yet may gain;
 In some wise may come ending to my pain;
 It may be yet the Gods will have me glad!
 Yet, love, I would that thee and pain I had!
 

 “Alas! it may not be, it may not be,
 The falling blossom of the late spring-tide
 Shall hang a golden globe upon the tree
 When through the vale the mists of autumn glide:
 Yet would, O Love, with thee I might abide.
 Now, now that restful death is drawing nigh — 
 Farewell, farewell, how good it is to die!”
 

 O strange, O strange, when on his lips once more
 Her lips were laid! O strange that he must die
 Now, when so clear a vision had come o’er
 His failing heart, and keenest memory
 Had shown him all his changing life passed by;
 And what he was, and what he might have been,

 Yea, and should be, perchance, so clear were seen!
 

 Yea, then were all things laid within the scale,
 Pleasure and lust, love and desire of fame,
 Kindness, and hope, and folly — all the tale
 Told in a moment, as across him came
 That sudden flash, bright as the lightning-flame,
 Showing the wanderer on the waste how he
 Has gone astray ‘mid dark and misery.
 

 Ah, and her face upon his dying face 
 That the sun warmed no more! that agony
 Of dying love, wild with the tale of days
 Long past, and strange with hope that might not be — 
 All was gone now, and what least part had he
 In Love at all, and why was life all gone?
 Why must he meet the eyes of death alone?
 

 Alone, for she and ruth had left him there;
 Alone, because the ending of the strife
 He knew, well taught by death, drew surely near;
 Alone, for all those years with pleasure rife
 Should be a tale ‘mid Helen’s coming life,
 And she and all the world should go its ways,
 ‘Midst other troubles, other happy days.
 

 And yet how was it with him? As if death
 Strove yet with struggling life and love in vain,
 With eyes grown deadly bright and rattling breathy
 He raised himself; while wide his blood did stain
 The linen fair, and seized the horn again,
 And blew thereon a wild and shattering blast
 Ere from his hand afar the thing he cast.
 

 Then, as a man who in a failing fight
 For a last onset gathers suddenly
 All soul and strength, he faced the summer light,
 And from his lips broke forth a mighty cry

 Of “Helen, Helen, Helen!” — yet the sky
 Changed not above his cast-back golden head,
 And merry was the world though he was dead.
 

BUT now when every echo was as still
 As were the lips of Paris, once more came
 The litter-bearers down the beech-clad hill
 And stood about him crying out his name,
 Lamenting for his beauty and his fame,
 His love, his kindness, and his merry heart,
 That still would thrust ill days and thoughts apart.
 

 Homeward they bore him through the dark woods’ gloom
 With heavy hearts presaging nothing good;
 And when they entered Troy again, a tomb
 For them and theirs it seemed. — Long has it stood,
 But now indeed the labour and the blood,
 The love, the patience, and good-heart are vain — 
 The Greeks may have what yet is left to gain.
 

I CANNOT tell what crop may clothe the hills,
 The merry hills Troy whitened long ago — 
 Belike the sheaves, wherewith the reaper fills
 His yellow wain, no whit the weaker grow
 For that past harvest-tide of wrong and woe;
 Belike the tale, wept over otherwhere,
 Of those old days is clean forgotten there.
 

ALAS too short seemed to those ancient men
 The little span of threescore years and ten,
 Too hard, too bitter, the dull years of life
 Beset at best with many a care and strife
 To bear withal Love’s torment, and the toils
 Wherewith the days of youth and joy he spoils;
 Since e’en so God makes equal Eld and Youth
 Tormenting Youth with lies and Eld with truth;
 Well-nigh they blamed the singer too, that he
 Must needs draw pleasure from men’s misery;
 Nathless a little even they must feel
 How time and tale a long-past woe will heal,
 And make a melody of grief, and give
 Joy to the world that whoso dies shall live.
 Moreover, good it was for them to note
 The slim hand set unto the changing throat,
 The lids down drooped to hide the passionate eyes
 Whereto the sweet thoughts all unbid would rise;
 The bright-cheeked shame, the conscious mouth as love
 Within the half-hid gentle breast ‘gan move,
 Like a swift-opening flower beneath the sun;
 The sigh and half frown as the tale was done,
 And thoughts uncertain, hard to grasp, did flit
 ‘Twixt the beginning and the end of it — 
 And to their ancient eyes it well might seem. 
 Lay tale in tale, as dream within a dream,
 Untold now the beginning, and the end
 Not to be heard by those whose feet should wend
 Long ere that tide through the dim ways of death.
 

 But now the sun grew dull, the south wind’s breath
 Ruffled the stream, and spake within the trees
 Of rain beyond the hills; the images
 The tale wrought changed with the changed deadening day,
 Till dim they grew and vanished quite away.
 

NOW when September drew unto its end,
 Unto the self-same place those men did wend
 Where last they feasted; and the autumn day
 Was so alike to that one passed away,
 That, but for silence of the close stripped bare,
 And absence of the merry folk and fair,
 Whose feet the deep grass, making haste to grow
 Before the winter, minded nothing now
 But for the thinned and straightened boughs, well freed
 Of golden fruit; the vine-stocks that did need
 No pruning more, ere eager man and maid
 Brown fingers on the dusty bunches laid — 
 But for these matters, they might even deem
 That they had slept awhile and dreamed a dream,
 And woke up weary in the self-same place.
 

 And now as each man saw his fellow’s face
 They ‘gan to smile, beholding this same thought
 Each in the other’s eyes:
 “Or all is nought
 Whereof I think,” at last a wanderer said,
 “Or of my tale shall ye be well apaid;
 Meet is it for this silent company
 Sitting here musing, well content to see
 The shadows changing, as the sun goes by:
 A dream it is, friends, and no history 
 Of men who ever lived; so blame me nought
 If wondrous things together there are brought,
 Strange to our waking world — yet as in dreams
 Of known things still we dream, whatever gleams
 Of unknown light may make them strange, so here
 Our dreamland story holdeth such things dear
 And such things loathed, as we do; else, indeed,
 Were all its marvels nought to help our need.
 

THE LAND EAST OF THE SUN AND WEST OF THE MOON.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

THIS tale, which is set forth as a dream, tells of a churl’s son who won a fair Queen to his love, and afterwards lost her, and yet in the end was not deprived of her.
 

IN Norway, in King Magnus’ days,

A man there dwelt, my story says,

Who Gregory had got to name;

Folk said from outland parts he came,

Though none knew whence; he served withal

The Marshal Biorn in field and hall,

And little, yet was deft of hand

And stout of heart, when men did stand

Spear against spear; and his black eyes

Folk deemed were somewhat overwise.

For of the stars full well he knew,

And whither lives of men they drew.

So Gregory the Star gazer

Men called him, and somewhat in fear

They held him, though his daily mood

Was ever mild enow and good.

It chanced upon a summer day,

When in the south King Magnus lay,

With all his men, the Marshal sent

A well-manned cutter, with intent

To get him fish for house-keeping,

 And Gregory, skilful in this thing,

The skipper over them to be;

So merrily they put to sea,

And of a little island lay,

Amidst the firth, and fished all day,

But when night fell, ashore they went

Upon the isle, and pitched their tent,

And ate and drank, and slept at last.

But while sleep held the others fast

Did Gregory waken, turning oft

Upon his rough bed nothing soft,

Till stealthily at last he rose

And crept from the tent thronged and close

Into the fresh and cloudless night,

And ‘neath the high-set moon’s cold light

Went softly down unto the sea;

And sleep, that erst had seemed to be

A thing his life must hope in vain,

Now ‘gan to fall on him again,

E’en as he reached the sandy bay

Where on the beach their cutter lay.

Calm was the sea ‘twixt wall and wall

Of the green bight; the surf did fall

With little noise upon the sand,

Where ‘neath the moon the smooth curved strand

Shone white ‘twixt dark sea, rocks, and turf.
 

 There, hearkening to the lazy surf,

Musing he scarcely knew of what,

Upon a grey rock Gregory sat,

Till sleep had all its will of him,

And now at last, with slackened limb

And nodding head, he fell to dream;

And far away now did he seem,

Waked up within the great hall, where

King Magnus held right merry cheer

In honour of the Christmas-tide,

 At Ladir; and on every side

His courtmen and good bonders sat.

There as folk talked of this and that,

And drank, and all were blithe enow,

Amid the drifting of the snow

And howling of the wind without,

Within the porch folk heard a shout,

And opening of the outer door;

Then one came in, who to the floor

Cast down the weight of snow, and stood

Undoing of his fur-lined hood,

And muttering in his beard the while.

The King gazed on him with a smile,

Then said at last— “What is it then?

Art thou called one of my good men, 

And art thou of the country-side,

Or hast thou mayhap wandered wide?

Come sit thee down and eat and drink — 

 — And yet hast thou some news, I think?”
 

 The man said, “News from over sea

Of Mary and the Trinity,

And goodman Joseph, do I bring;

Nowell, Nowell, Nowell, O King!”
 

 Inward he stalked on, therewithal,

But stopped amidmost of the hall,

And cast to earth his cloak and hood,

And there in glittering raiment stood,

While the maids went about the board

And deftly the cup’s river poured,

And ‘mid great clank of ewer and horn

Men drank the day when Christ was born.
 

  Then by the King the gold-clad man

Sat, Gregory dreamed, and soon began

Great marvels of far lands to tell,

And said at last:

“Ye serve me well,

And strange things therefore will I show,

Wonders that none save ye may know;

That ye this stormy night may call

A joyful tide in kingly hall

A night to be remembered.”

Then Gregory dreamed he turned his head

Unto the stranger, and their eyes

Met therewith, and a great surprise

Shot through his heart, because indeed

That strange man in the royal weed

Seemed as his other self to be

As he began this history.
 

IN this your land there once did dwell
 A certain carle who lived full well,
 And lacked few things to make him glad;
 And three fair sons this goodman had,
 Whereof were two stout men enow
 Betwixt the handles of the plough,
 Ready to drive the waggons forth,
 Or pen the sheep up from the north,
 Or help the corn to garner in,
 Or from the rain the hay to win;
 To dyke after the harvesting,
 And many another needful thing.
 But slothful was the youngest one,
 A loiterer in the spring-tide sun,

 A do-nought by the fire-side
 From end to end of winter-tide,
 And wont in summer heats to go 
 About the garden to and fro,
 Plucking the flowers from bough and stalk;
 And muttering oft amid his walk
 Old rhymes that few men understood.
 

 “Now is he neither harm nor good,”
 His father said; “there, let him go
 And do what he has lust to do.”
 

 Now so it chanced the goodman had
 A meadow meet to make him glad
 Full oft because of its sweet grass,
 Whereto an ill thing came to pass,
 When else the days were drawing nigh
 To hay-harvest, and certainly
 Our goodman thought all would be won
 Before the morrow of St. John.
 For as he walked thereto one day
 He fell to thinking on the way,
 “A fair east wind, and cloudless sky
 In scythes before two days go by.”
 But yet befell a grievous slip
 Betwixt that fair cup and the lip,
 For when he reached the wattled fence,
 And looked across his meadow thence,
 His broad face drew into a frown,
 For there he saw all trodden down
 A full third of the ripening grass,
 So that no scythe might through it pass; 
 Then in a rage he turned away
 And was a moody man that day.
 

 But when that eve he sat at home
 And his two eldest sons had come
 Back from the field, he spake and said: — 
 

 “Ill-doers, sons, by likelihood
 Be here about, or envious men;

 I thought the last had left us, when
 Skeggi’s two sons put off to sea,
 Yet is there left some enemy
 Not bold enough on field or way
 To draw the sword his debt to pay;
 Therefore, son Thorolf, shalt thou go
 And bear with thee the great cross-bow,
 And hide within the white-thorn brake
 And lie there all this night awake
 Watching the great south meadow well;
 Because last night it so befell
 This gangrel thief thought fit to tread
 The grass to mammocks by my head!”
 

 So Thorolf rose unwillingly,
 And round about his waist did tie
 The case of bolts, and took adown
 The mighty cross-bow tough and brown,
 And in his strong belt set a knife
 Lest he should come to closer strife, 
 And thereon, having drunk full well,
 Went on his way, and thought to tell,
 A goodly tale at break of day.
 Thus to the mead he gat, and lay
 Close hidden in the hawthorn brake,
 And kept but little time awake,
 But on the sorrel slept as soft
 As on his truckle in the loft,
 Nor woke until the sun was high,
 When looking thence full sleepily
 He saw yet more of that fair field,
 So dealt with, that it scarce would yield
 Much fodder to his father’s neat
 That summer-tide, of sour or sweet.
 Then home he turned with hanging head,
 And right few words that tide he said,

 In answer to his father’s scoff,
 But toward the middenstead went off.
 

 So that same night the vexed carle sent
 His next son Thord with like intent;
 But ere the yellow moon was down
 Asleep and snoring lay our clown,
 And waking at the dawn could see
 The meadow trodden grievously.
 

 Now when unto the house he came,
 Speaking no word for very shame,
 The good man ‘gan to gibe and jeer,
 Saying, that many a groat too dear
 Such sleepy-headed fools he bought,
 That tide when he their mother sought
 With Flemish cloth and silver rings
 And chains, and far-fetched, dear-bought things
 The mariners had sold to him,
 For which had many a man to swim
 Head downward to the porpoises — 
 All to get gluttons like to these!
 

 The third son John, who on the floor
 Was lying kicking at the door,
 Turned round and yawned, and stretched, and said,
 “Alas, then, all my rest is sped,
 For now thou wilt be sending me,
 O father, the third watch to be.
 Well, keep thy heart up, I shall know
 To-morrow, what thing grieves thee so.”
 

 “Yea, yea,” his father said, “truly
 A noble son thou art to me!
 Thou fool, thou thinkest then to win
 The game when these have failed therein!
 Truly a mighty mind I have
 Thy bread and beer henceforth to save,

 And send thee with some skipper forth,
 Who brings back stockfish from the north;
 Then no more dreaming wouldst thou spend
 Thy days, but learn to know rope’s-end, 
 And stumble on the icy decks
 To no sweet music of rebecks.

 — Yet since indeed a fool may do
 What no wise man may come unto,
 Go thou, if thou hast any will,
 Because thou canst not do me ill;
 And lo, thou! if thou dost me good
 Then will I fill thy biggest hood
 With silver pennies for thine own,
 To squander in the market-town.”
 

 Nought answered John, but turned away,
 And underneath the trees all day
 He slept, but with the moon arose;
 Nor did he arm himself like those,
 His brethren, for he thought, ‘Indeed
 Of bolt and bow have I no need,
 For if ill-doers there should be,
 Then will they slay me certainly,
 If I should draw on them a bolt;
 And, though my brethren call me dolt,
 Yet have I no such foolish thought
 For a shaft’s whistle to be brought
 To death — withal I shall not see
 Men-folk belike, but faërie,
 And all the arms within the seas
 Should help me nought to deal with these;
 Rather of such lore were I fain
 As fell to Sigurd Fafnir’s-bane 

 When of the dragon’s heart he ate.

 — Well whatso hap I gain of fate,
 I know I will not sleep this night,
 But wake to see a marvellous sight.’
 

 Therewith he came unto the mead,
 And looked around with utmost heed
 About the remnant of the hay;
 Then in the hawthorn brake he lay
 And watched night-long ‘midst many a thought
 Of what might be, and yet saw nought
 As slowly the short night went by,
 ‘Midst bittern’s boom and fern-owl’s cry;
 Then the moon sank, the stars grew pale,
 And the first dawn ‘gan show the veil
 The night had drawn from tree to tree,
 A light wind rose, and suddenly
 A thrush drew head from under wing,
 And through the cold dawn ‘gan to sing,
 And one by one about him woke
 The minstrels of the feathered folk,
 Long ere the first gleam of the sun.
 Then, though his watch was but begun,
 E’en at that tide, as well he knew,
 O’er John a drowsiness there drew,
 And nothing seemed so good as sleep,
 And sweet dreams o’er his eyes ‘gan creep
 That made him smile, then wake again
 In terror that his watch was vain;
 But in the midst of one of these
 He started up, for through the trees
 A mighty rushing sound he heard,
 As of the wings of many a bird;
 And, stark awake, with beating heart,
 He put the hawthorn twigs apart,
 And yet saw no more wondrous thing
 Than seven white swans, who on wide wing

 Went circling round, till one by one
 They dropped the dewy grass upon.
 He smiled thereat, and thought to shout
 And scare them off; but yet a doubt
 Clung to him, as he gazed on those,
 And in the brake he held him close,
 And watched them bridle there, and preen
 Their snowy feathers well beseen;
 So near they were, that he a stone
 Might have cast o’er the furthest one
 With his left hand, as there he lay.
 

 Apace came on the summer day,
 Though the sun lingered, and more near
 The swans drew, and began to peer
 About in strange wise, and John deemed,
 In after days, he must have dreamed
 Again, if for the shortest space;
 For a cloud seemed to dull the place
 And silence of the birds there was;
 And when he next looked o’er the grass, 
 Six swan-skins lay anigh his hand,
 And nearby on the grass did stand
 Seven white-skinned damsels, wrought so fair
 That John must sit and tremble there,
 And flush blood-red, and cast his eyes
 Down on the ground in shamefast wise,
 Then look again with longings sweet
 Piercing his heart; because their feet
 Moved through the long grey-seeded grass
 But some two yards from where he was.
 

 A while in gentle wise they went,
 Among the ripe long grass that bent
 Before their beauty; then there ran
 A thrill through him as they began,
 In musical sweet speech and low,
 To talk a tongue he did not know;
 But when at last one spake alone,
 It was to him as he had known

 That heavenly voice for many years,
 His heart swelled, till through rising tears
 He saw them now, nor would that voice
 Suffer his hot heart to rejoice,
 In all that erst his eyes did bless
 With unimagined loveliness:
 Because her face, that yet had been
 Alone among those girls unseen,
 He longed for with such strong desire,
 That his heart sickened, and quick-fire 
 Within his parched throat seemed to burn.
 

 A while she stood and did not turn,
 While still the music of her voice
 Made the birds’ song seem tuneless noise;
 And she alone of all did stand,
 Holding within her down-drooped hand
 The swan-skin — like a pink-tinged rose
 Plucked from amidst a July close,
 And laid on January snow,
 Her fingers on the plumes did show:
 A rosy flame of inner love
 Seemed glowing through her; she did move
 Lightly at whiles, or the soft wind
 Played in her hair no coif did bind.
 Then did he fear to draw his breath
 Lest he should find the hand of Death
 Was showing him vain images;
 Then did he deem the morning breeze
 Blew from the flowery fields of heaven,
 Such fragrance to the morn was given.
 

 And now across the long dawn’s grey
 The climbing sun’s first level ray,
 Long hoped, yet sudden when it came,
 Over the trembling grass did flame
 And made the world alive once more;
 And therewithal a pause came o’er
 The earth and heaven, because she turned, 
 And with such longing his heart burned

 That there he thought he needs must die,
 And, breathless, opened mouth to cry.
 And yet how soft and kind she seemed;
 What a sweet helpful smile there gleamed
 Over the perfect loveliness
 That now his feeble eyes did bless!
 

 Now fell the swan-skin from her hand,
 And silent all a space did stand,
 And then again she turned away,
 And seemed some whispered word to say
 Unto her fellows; and therewith
 Their delicate round limbs and lithe
 Began to sway in measured time
 Unto a sweet-voiced outland rhyme
 As they cleft through the morning air
 Hither and thither: fresh and fair
 Beyond all words indeed were these,
 Yet unto him but images
 Well wrought, fair coloured: while she moved
 Amid them all, a thing beloved
 By earth and heaven: could she be
 Made for his sole felicity? — 
 Yet if she were not, earth and heaven
 Belike for nought to men were given
 But to torment his weary heart.
 He put the thorny twigs apart
 A little more to gaze his fill; 
 And as he gazed a thought of ill
 Shot through him: close unto his hand,
 Nigher than where she erst did stand,
 Nigher than where her unkissed feet
 Had kissed the clover-blossoms sweet,
 The snowy swan-skin lay cast down.
 His heart thought, ‘She will get her gon
 E’en as she came, unless I take
 This snow-white thing for her sweet sake;
 Then whether death or life shall be,
 She needs must speak one word to me
 Before I die.’
 And therewithal
 His hand upon the skin did fall

 Almost without his will, while yet
 His eyes upon her form were set.
 He drew it to him, and there lay
 Until the first dance died away,
 And from amid the rest thereof
 Another sprang, whose rhythm did move
 Light foot, long hair, and supple limb,
 As the wind moves the poplars slim;
 Then as the wind dies out again,
 Like to the end of summer rain
 Amid their leaves, and quivering now
 No more their June-clad heads they bow,
 So sank the rippling song and sweet,
 And gently upon level feet
 They swayed, and circle-wise did stand 
 Each scarcely touching each with hand,
 Until at last all motion ceased.
 

 Still as the dewy shade decreased,
 Panting John lay, and did not move,
 Sunk in the wonder of his love,
 Though fear weighed on him; for he knew
 That short his time of pleasance grew
 Though none had told him.
 Now the one
 His heart was set on spake alone,
 And therewith hand and arm down-dropped,
 Their scarce-heard murmuring wholly stopped,
 And softly in long line they passed
 Unto the thorn-brake, she the last.
 Then unto agony arose
 John’s fear, as once again all close
 She was to him. The wind ran by
 The notched green leaves, the sun was high,
 Dappling the grass whereon he lay:
 Fresh, fair, and cheery was the day,
 And nought like guile or wizardry
 Could one have thought there was anigh,
 Till, suddenly, did all things change,
 E’en as his heart, and dim and strange
 The old familiar world had grown,
 That blithe and rough he erst had known,

 And racked and mined time did seem.
 

 A sudden, sharp cry pierced his dream,
 And then his cleared eyes could behold
 His love, half-hid with hair of gold,
 Her slim hands covering up her face,
 Standing amid the grassy place,
 Shaken with sobs, and round her woe,
 With long caressing necks of snow
 And ruffling plumes, the others stood’
 Bird-like again. Chilled to the blood,
 Yet close he lay and did not move,
 Strengthening his heart with thoughts of love,
 Wild as a morning dream. Withal
 Some murmured word from her did fall,
 Closer awhile the swans did press
 Around her woeful loveliness,
 As though a loth farewell they bade;
 And she one fair hand softly laid
 Upon their heads in wandering wise,
 Nor drew the other from her eyes,
 As one by one her body fair
 They left, and rose into the air
 With clangorous cries, and circled wide
 Above her, till the blue did hide
 Their soaring wings, and all were gone.
 

 As scarce she knew that she was lone,
 She stood there for a little space,
 One hand still covering up her face,
 The other drooped down, half stretched out, 
 As if her lone heart yet did doubt
 Somewhat was left her to caress.
 Yet soon all sound of her distress
 Was silent, though thought held her fast
 And nought she moved; the field-mouse passed
 Close to her feet, the dragon-fly,
 A thin blue needle flickered by,
 The bee whirled past her as the morn
 Grew later, and strange thoughts were born
 Within her.
 So she raised her head
 At last, and, gazing round, she said:

 “Is pitying love all dead on earth?
 Is no heart left that holds of worth
 Love that hands touch not, and that eyes
 Behold not? Is none left so wise
 As not to know the smart of bliss
 That dieth out ‘twixt kiss and kiss?”
 

 She stopped and trembled, for she heard
 The hawthorn brake beside her stirred,
 Then turned round, half unwittingly,
 Across the meadow-grass to flee,
 And knew not whither, as, half blind,
 She heard the rustling twigs behind,
 And therewithal a breathless cry
 And eager footsteps drawing nigh.
 With streaming hair, a little way
 She fled across the trodden hay, 
 Then failed her feet, and turning round,
 She cowered low upon the ground,
 With wild eyes turned to meet her fate,
 E’en as the partridge doth await,
 With half-dead breast and broken wing,
 The winged death the hawk doth bring.
 

 Dim with the horror of that race,
 Wild eyes her eyes met, and pale face,
 And trembling outstretched hands that moved
 No nigher to her body loved,
 Whereto they had been brought so near.
 For very fear of her wild fear.
 

 So each of other sore afraid,
 There fleer and pursuer stayed,
 Each gathering breath and heart to speak — 
 And he too hopeless, she too weak,
 For a long space to say a word.
 

 Yet first her own faint voice she heard,
 For in his hand she saw the skin,
 And deemed she knew what he would win,
 And how that morning’s deed had gone:
 

 “What have I done? what have I done?
 Did I work ever harm to thee,
 That thou this day my bane shouldst be?

 Why is there such hate in thine eyes
 Against me?”
 From his breast did rise 
 A dumb sound, but no word came forth;
 She shrank aback yet more:
 “What worth,
 What worth in all that thou hast done?
 For say my body thou hast won,
 Art thou God, then, to keep alive,
 Unless my will therewith I give?”
 E’en as she spake, a look of pain
 Twitched at his face; she spoke again:
 

“For now I see thou hat’st me not,
 But thinkest thou a prize hast got
 Thou wilt not lightly cast away:
 O hearken, hearken! — a poor prey
 Thy toils shall take, a thing of stone
 Amid your folk to dwell alone
 And hide a heart that hateth thee.”
 

 He shrank back from her wretchedly,
 And dropped his hand and hung his head;
 “Nay, now I hate thee not,” she said — 
 “And who knows what may come to be
 If thou but give mine own to me,
 And free this trembling body here?
 Wouldst thou rejoice if thou wert dear,
 Dear unto me though far away,
 And hope still fed thee day by day?”
 

 She deemed he wept now, as he turned 
 Away from her, and her heart yearned
 Somewhat toward him as she spake:
 

 “And if thou dost this for my sake,
 Wilt thou, for all that, deem this morn
 Has made thee utterly forlorn?
 Hast thou not cast thine arms round Love
 At least, thy weary heart to move,
 To make thy wakening strange and new,
 And dull life false and old tales true;
 Yea, and a tale to make thy life
 To speed the others in the strife,
 To quicken thee with wondrous fire,
 And make thee fairer with desire?

 Wilt thou, then, think it all in vain,
 ‘The restless longing and the pain,
 Lightened by hope that shall not die?
 For thou shalt hope still certainly,
 And well mayst deem that thou hast part,
 Somewhat, at least, in this my heart,
 Whatever else therein may be.”
 

 He turned about most eagerly
 And gazed upon her for a while .
 Wild fear had left her, and a smile
 Had lit up now her softened face,
 Sweet pleading kindness gave new grace
 To all her beauty; fresh again
 Her cheeks grew, haggard erst with pain 
 She saw the deep love in his eyes,
 And slowly therewithal ‘gan rise,
 While something in her heart there moved,
 Some pleasure to be well beloved,
 Some pain because of doubt and fear,
 Of once-loved things grown scarce so dear;
 Less clear all things she seemed to see,
 Her wisdom in life’s mystery
 Seemed fleeting, and for very shame
 A tingling flush across her came.
 

 But close unto him did she stand,
 And, reaching out her little hand,
 Took his, and in strange searching wise
 Gazed on him with imploring eyes;
 And with the sweetness of that touch
 And look, wrought fear and hope o’ermuch
 Within him, and his eyes waxed dim,
 And trembling sore in every limb,
 He slid adown, and knelt, and said:
 

 “O sweetly certes hast thou prayed,
 Nor used vain words, but smitten me
 With all the greater agony
 For all thy sweetness: so, indeed,
 If thou art holpen well at need
 By this thy prayer, yet meet it is
 Ere this one moment of great bliss

 Has turned to nought all life to come, 
 That thou shouldst hear me ere my doom,

 — And yet indeed what prayer to make
 Thy heart amid its calm to shake,
 When thou art gone — when thou art gone,
 And I and woe are left alone!

 — What fiercest word shall yet avail
 If this my first and last one fail — 
 Wherewith shall the hard heart be moved
 If this move not, that it is loved?”
 

 His eager hand her hand did press,
 His eyes devoured her loveliness.
 But silent she a short while stood,
 Her face now pale, now red as blood,
 While her lip trembled, and her eyes
 Grew wet to see his miseries,
 At last she spake with down-cast head;
 

 “Alas, what shall I do?” she said,
 “Thy prayer shall make me sorrow more
 Whenas I go to that far shore
 I needs must go to; for I know,
 Poor soul! that thou wilt let me go,
 Since thou art grown too wise and kind
 My helpless soul with force to bind — 

 — Would thou might’st have some part in me!”
 


  

 She shrank aback afraid, for he
 Now sprang up with a bitter cry: 
 “Thou knowest not my agony!
 Thou knowest not the words thou say’st,
 Or what a wretched, empty waste
 This remnant of my life is grown,
 Or how I need thee all alone
 To heal the wound this morn has made!

 — Why tremblest thou? — be not afraid;
 I will not leave thee any more:
 Come near to me! My mother bore
 No dreadful thing when I was born.
 Fear not, thou art not yet forlorn,
 As I, as I, as I shall be
 If ever thou shouldst go from me.”
 

  She shrank no more, but looked adown
 And said, “Alas! why dost thou frown?
 Wilt thou be ever angry thus?”
 Her voice was weak and piteous
 As thus she spake, and in her breast
 A sob there moved, yet hard she pressed
 The hand she held: too sweet was love
 For any word his lips to move;
 Too sweet was hope that lips might dare
 To touch her sweet cheek smooth and fair.
 Yet with her downcast eyes she knew
 That nigher ever his face drew
 To hers, and new-born love did flame
 Out from her heart, as now there came 
 A sound half sigh, half moan from him;
 She trembled sore, all things ‘gan swim
 Before her eyes, nor felt her feet
 The firm earth — for all over-sweet
 For sight or hearing life ‘gan grow,
 As panting, and with changed eyes now,
 She raised her parted lips to his.
 

 But ere their fair young mouths might kiss,
 While hand stole unto hand, and breath
 Met breath, the image of cold death,
 With his estranging agonies,
 Smote on her heart that once was wise;
 As touched by some sharp sudden sting,
 Back from her love’s arms did she spring,
 And stood there trembling; and her cry
 Rang through the morn:
 “Why shouldst thou die
 Amidst thy just-won joy?” she said,
 “And must I see thee stark and dead
 Who have beheld thy gathering bliss?
 Touch me no more yet — so it is
 That thy fierce heart hath conquered me,
 That I no more may look on thee
 Without desire — for such an end
 I hitherward, belike, did wend,
 Led on by fate, and knew it not — 
 But if thy love is e’en as hot

 As thine eyes say, what wilt thou do? 
 Loved or loved not, still is it so,
 That in thy land I may not live.
 Too strong thou art that I should strive
 With thee and love — Yet what say’st thou?
 Art thou content thy love to throw
 Unto the waste of time, and dwell
 Here in thy land, and fare right well,
 Feared, hated maybe, yet through all
 A conquering man, whate’er shall fall — 

 — Or, in mine own land be mine own,
 Live long, perchance, yet all unknown,
 Love for thy master and thy law,
 Nor hope another lot to draw
 From out life’s urn? — Think of it, then!
 Be great among the sons of men
 Because I love thee, and forget
 That here amid the hay we met — 
 Or else be loved and love, the while
 Life’s vision doth thine eyes beguile.”
 

 He fell upon his knees, and cried:
 “Ah, wilt thou go? — the world is wide
 And waste; we were together here
 A while ago, and I grew dear
 To thee, I deemed — what hast thou said?
 Behold, behold, the world is dead,
 And I must die, or ere I deal
 With its dead follies more, or feel
 The dead men’s dreams that move men there, 

 — Alas, how shall I make my prayer
 To thee, who lovedest me time agone,
 No more to leave my heart alone?”
 

 Musing, his passionate speech she heard,
 And with a strange look, half afeard,
 Half pitying, did she gaze on him,
 Until through tears that sight waxed dim;
 At last she spake:
 “No need to pray

 Lest I thy love, O love, betray;
 But many a thought there is in me
 If I through love might clearly see;

 — But the morn wanes fast, dear, arise
 And let me hence, lest eviler eyes
 Than thine behold my body here,
 And thou shouldst buy thy bliss too dear;
 So bring me to some place anigh
 Amid thick trees, where thou and I
 May be alone a little space,
 To make us ready for the place
 Where love may still be happiness
 Unmixed with change and ill distress.”
 

 He gazed on her, but durst not speak,
 Nor noted how a sigh did break
 The sweetness of her speech, but took
 Her white hand with a hand that shook
 For very love, and o’er the grass, 
 Scarce knowing where his feet did pass,
 He led her, till they came at last
 Unto a beech-wood, where the mast
 And dry leaves, made a carpet meet,
 Sun-speckled, underneath their feet.
 She stopped him, grown all grave and calm,
 And laid lips like a healing balm
 Upon his brow and spake:
 “Ah, would
 That I who know of ill and good,
 And thou who may’st learn e’en as much
 By misery, might deem this touch
 Of calm lips, joy enough to last
 Till life with all its whirl were past — 
 This kiss, and memory of the morn
 Whereon the sweet desire was born.”
 

 He trembled, and beseechingly
 Gazed on her: “Ah, no, no,” said she,
 “No more with thee this day I strive,
 E’en as thou prayedst will I give;

 Belike because I may not choose,
 Nay nor may let my own soul loose.
 Is it enow?”
 Once more he strove,
 With some sweet word to bless his love
 And might not; but she smiled and said:
 “The lovers of old time are dead,
 And so too shall it be with thee. 
 Yea, hast thou heard no history
 Of lovers who outlived the love
 That once they deemed the world would move?
 And so too may it be with thee.

 — Nay stretch thy right hand out to me,
 Poor soul, and all shall soon be done.”
 

 A gold ring with a dark green stone
 Upon his finger then she set,
 And said: “Thou may’st repent thee yet
 The giving of this gift to-day;
 Be wise then! Cast the ring away,
 Give me my own and get thee gone;
 For all the past, not so alone
 Shall thou and I then be, as erst;
 Sad, longing, loving, not accurst.”
 

 She trembled as she spake, and turned
 Unto his eyes a face that yearned
 With great desire, although her eyes
 Seemed wonderful and overwise.
 But pain of anger changed his face,
 He said; “I have compelled thy grace,
 But not thy love then; do to me
 E’en as thou willest, and go free.”
 

 She murmured; “Nay, what wilt thou have?
 Thou prayedst and the gift I gave,
 Giving what I might not withhold, 
 In spite of wisdom clear and cold.

 — Alas, poor heart unsatisfied,
 Why wilt thou love? the world is wide
 And holdeth many a joyous thing:
 Why wilt thou for thy misery cling
 To that desire that resteth not
 What part soever thou hast got

 Of that whose whole thou ne’er shalt gain?
 Alas for thee and me, most vain,
 Most vain to wrangle more of this!
 Come then, where wait us woe and bliss,
 Give me the swan-skin, lay thee down,
 Nought doubting, on the beech-leaves brown!”
 

 What spell weighed on his heart but love
 I know not, but nought might he move
 Except to do her whole command;
 He lay adown, and on his hand
 Rested his cheek; his eyes grew dim,
 Yet saw he the white beech-trunks slim
 At first; and his fair-footed love
 He saw ‘twixt sun and shadow move
 Close unto him, and languidly
 Her rosy fingers did he see
 About the ruffled swan-skin white,
 Even as when that strange delight
 First maddened him; then dimmer grew
 His sight, and yet withal he knew
 That over him she hung, and blessed 
 His face with her sweet eyes, till rest,
 As deep as death as soft as sleep,
 Across his troubled heart did creep;
 And then a long time seemed gone by
 And ‘mid soft herbage did he lie
 With shut eyes, half awake, and seemed
 Some dream forgotten to have dreamed,
 So sweet, he fain would dream again;
 Then came back memory with a pain,
 Like death first heard of; with a cry
 And fear swift born of memory
 He oped his eyes, that dazed with light
 Long kept from them, saw nought aright;
 But something kind, and something fair,
 Seemed yet to be anigh him there,
 Whereto he stretched his arms, that met
 Soft hands, and his own hands were set
 On a smooth cheek, he seemed to know
 From days agone;
 “Sweet, sweet doth blow

 The gentle wind,” he said, “whereas
 Surely o’er blossoms it doth pass
 If any there be made so sweet.”
 

 And as he spake, his lips did meet
 In one unhoped, undreamed-of kiss,
 The very heart of all his bliss.
 

 Like waking from an ecstasy, 
 Too sweet for truth it seemed to be,
 Waking to life full satisfied
 When he arose, and side by side,
 Cheek touching cheek, hand laid in hand,
 They stood within a marvellous land,
 Fruitful, and summer-like, and fair.
 The light wind sported with her hair,
 Crowned with a leaf-like crown of gold,
 Or round her limbs drave lap and fold
 Of her light raiment strange of hue
 That earthly shuttle never knew;
 From overhead the blossoms sweet
 Fell soft, pink-edged upon her feet,
 That moved the grass now, as her voice
 Made the soft scented air rejoice
 And made him tremble; murmuring;
 “Come,
 These are the meadows of my home,
 My home and thine; much have I now
 To tell thee of, and much to show.
 Is it with thee, love, as with me
 That too much of felicity
 Maketh thee sad? yet sweet it is
 That little sadness born of bliss
 And thought of death, and memory
 That even this perchance goes by.”
 

 Too glad his eyes now made his heart
 To let his tongue take any part
 In all his joy: afraid he felt,
 As though but for a while he dwelt
 Upon the outer ledge of heaven,
 And scarce he knew how much was given
 Of all his heart had asked, as she
 Led softly on from tree to tree.

 He shut his eyes that he might gain
 Some image of the world of pain,
 Some roughness of the world cast by,
 The more his heart to satisfy,
 The more to sound the depths of bliss
 That now belike was ever his.
 

BUT therewithal the dream did break,

And Gregory sat up, stark awake,

And gazing at the surf-line white,

Sore yearning for some lost delight,

Some pleasure gone, he knew not what;

For all that dream was clean forgot.

So rising with a smile and sigh,

He gat him backward pensively

Unto the tent, and past between

The sturdy sleepers, all unseen

Of sleep-bound eyes, sore troubled yet

That he must needs his dream forget.

So on his rough bed down he lay, 

And thought to wake until the day,

But scarce had time to turn him round

Ere the lost wonder was well found

By sleep; again he dreamed that he

Sat at the King’s festivity,

Again did that sweet tale go on,

But now the stranger guest was gone

As though he had not been, and he

Himself, Star gazing Gregory,

Sat by King Magnus, clad in gold,

And in such wise the sequel told.
 

MIDST all that bliss, and part thereof,
 Full-fed with choicest gifts of love,
 The happy lover lived right long
 Till e’en the names of woe and wrong
 Had he forgotten. — Of his bliss
 Nought may we tell, for so it is
 That verse for battle-song is meet,
 And sings of sorrow piercing-sweet,

 And weaves the tale of heavy years
 And hopeless grief that knows no tears
 Into a smooth song sweet enow,
 For fear the winter pass too slow;
 Yet hath no voice to tell of Heaven
 Or heavenly joys for long years given, 
 Themselves an unmatched melody,
 Where fear is slain of victory
 And hope, held fast in arms of love,
 No more the happy heart may move.
 Sweet souls, grudge not our drearihead,
 But let the dying mourn their dead
 With what melodious wail they will!
 Even as we through good and ill
 Grudge not your soundless happiness,
 Through hope whereof alone, we bless
 Our woe with music and with tears.
 

 Now deems the tale that three long years
 John in that marvellous land abode,
 Till something like a growing load
 Of unacknowledged longing came
 Upon him, mingled with a shame,
 Which happiness slew not, that he
 Apart from his own kind must be,
 Nor share their hopes and fears: withal
 A gloom upon his face did fall,
 His love failed not to note, and knew
 Whither his heart, unwitting, drew.
 

 And so it fell that, on a day,
 As musing by her side he lay,
 She spake out suddenly, and said:
 “What burden on thy soul is laid,
 What veil through which thou canst not see, 
 Thinkst thou that I hide aught from thee?”
 

 He caught her in his arms, and cried,
 “What is it that from love can hide?

 Thou knowest this, thou knowest this!”
 

 “Alas,” she said, “yet so it is
 That never have I told to thee
 What danger crept toward thee and me!
 How could I spoil the lovesome years
 With telling thee of slow-foot fears,
 Or shade the sweetness of our home
 With what perchance might never come?
 But now we may not turn aside
 From the sharp thorn the rose did hide.”
 

 He turned on her a troubled face,
 And said, “What is it, from what place
 Comes trouble on us?”
 She flushed red
 As one who lies, and stammering said;
 “In thine own land, where while ago
 Thou dwelledst, doth the danger grow.
 How thinkst thou? hast thou such a heart,
 That thou and I a while may part
 To make joy greater in a while?”
 

 She smiled, but something in her smile
 Was like the heralding of tears, 
 When lonely pain the grieved heart bears.
 But he sprang up unto his feet,
 Glad ‘gainst his will, and cried; “O sweet,
 Fear nought at all, for certainly
 Thy fated fellow still am I;
 Tell me the tale, and let me go
 The nighest way to meet the foe.”
 

 Something there was, that for a while
 Made her keep silence; with a smile
 His bright flushed visage did she note,
 And put her hand unto her throat
 As though she found it hard to breathe;
 At last she spake:
 “The long years seethe
 With many things, until at last

 From out their caldron is there cast
 Somewhat like poison mixed with food;
 To leave the ill, and take the good
 Were sweet indeed, but nowise. life,
 Where all things ever are at strife.
 Thou, knowing not belike, and I,
 Wide-eyed indeed and wilfully,
 Through these three years have ever striven
 To take the sweet of what was given
 And cast the bitter half aside;
 But fate his own time well can bide,
 And so it fares with us to-day.
 Bear this too, that I may not say 
 What danger threatens; thou must go
 Unto thy land and nothing know
 Of what shall be — a hard, hard part
 For such as thee, with patient heart
 To sit alone, and hope and wait,
 Nor strive in anywise with fate,
 Whatever doubt on thee may fall,
 Unless by certain sign I call
 On thee to help me: to this end
 Each day at nightfall shalt thou wend
 Unto that place, where thou and I
 First met; there let an hour go by,
 And if thereby nought hap to thee
 Of strange, then deem thou certainly
 All goeth, or too well or ill
 For thee to help, and bide thou still.”
 

 She had arisen, side by side
 They stood now, and all red had died
 From out his face, most wan he grew,
 He faltered forth:
 “Would that I knew,
 If thou hadst ever loved me, sweet!
 Then surely all things would I meet
 With good heart.”
 Such a trouble came
 Across his face, that she, for shame
 Of something hidden, blushed blood-red,
 Then turned all pale again, and said:
 

 “Thou knowest that I love thee well!

 What shall I do then? can I tell
 In one short moment all the love
 That through these years my heart did move?
 Come nigher, love, and look at me,
 That thou in these mine eyes mayst see
 If long enow this troubled dream,
 That men call life, mine heart may deem
 To love thee in.”
 His arms he cast
 About her and his tears fell fast,
 Nor was she dry-eyed; slowly there
 Did their lips part, her fingers fair
 Sought for his hand:
 “Come, love,” she said,
 “Time wears;” withal the way she led
 Unto the place where first he woke
 Betwixt a hawthorn and an oak,
 And said: “Lie down, and dream a dream,
 That nought real, wasted then may seem
 When next we meet! yet hear a word
 Ere sleep comes: thou mayst well be stirred
 By idle talk, or longings vain,
 To wish me in thine arms again;
 Long then, but let no least word slip
 Of such a longing past thy lip;
 For if thou dost, so strangely now
 Are we twain wedded, I and thou,
 And that same golden green-stoned ring 
 Is token of so great a thing
 That at thy word I needs must come
 Whereso I be unto thine home;
 And so were both of us undone:
 Because the great-eyed glaring sun
 That lights your world, too mighty is
 To look upon our secret bliss.

 — What more to say or e’er thou sleep?
 I would I yet had time to weep
 All that I would, then many a day
 Would pass, or thou shouldst go away.
 But time wears, and the hand of fate,
 For all our weeping, will not wait.

 — Yet speak, before sleep wrap thee round,

 That I once more may hear the sound
 Of thy sweet voice, if never more.”
 

 For all her words she wept right sore.
 “What wouldest thou?” he said in turn,
 “Thou know’st for thee and peace I yearn
 Past words — but now thy lips have sealed,
 My lips with mysteries unrevealed;
 How shall I pray, this bitter morn
 That joy and me atwain hath torn?
 While yet as in a dream it is
 Both bliss and this strange end of bliss.
 Ah what more can I say thereof?
 That never any end of love
 I know, though all my bliss hath end; 
 That where thou willest I will wend,
 Abide where thou wouldst have me stay,
 Pass bitter day on bitter day
 Silent of thee, and make no sign
 Of all the love and life divine,
 That is my life and knowledge now.”
 

 And with that word he lay a-low
 And by his side she knelt, and took
 His last kiss with a lovely look,
 Mingled of utmost love and ruth
 And knowledge of the hidden truth.
 And then he heard her sing again
 Unknown words to a soft low strain,
 Till dim his senses waxed, nor knew
 What things were false, and what were true,
 Mid all the things he saw and heard,
 But still among strange-plumaged bird,
 Strange-fruited tree, and strange-clad maid,
 And horrors making not afraid
 Of changing man, and dim-eyed beast,

 — Through all he deemed he knew at least
 That over him his true-love hung
 And ‘twixt her sobs in sweet voice sung
 That mystic song, until at last

 Into the dreamless land he passed
 Of deep, dark sleep without a flaw
 Where nought he heard and nought he saw.
 

 Amidst unreasoning huge surprise,
 Remembering nought, he oped his eyes
 And leapt up swiftly, and there stood
 Blinking upon a close beech-wood
 As one who knew not aught of it;
 Yet in a while ‘gan memory flit
 Across him, and he muttered low
 Unwitting words said long ago
 When he was yet a child; then turned
 To where the autumn noon-sun burned
 Bright on a cleared space of the wood,
 Where midst rank grass a spruce-tree stood,
 Tall, grey-trunked, leafless a long way,
 And memory of another day,
 Like to a dream within a dream
 Therewith across his heart ‘gan gleam,
 And gazing up into the tree,
 He raised his right arm suddenly,
 E’en as he fain would climb the same;
 Then, as his vision clearer came,
 He muttered, ‘O Nay, gone is the nest,
 Nor is it spring-tide; it were best
 Unto the stead to hurry back,
 Or else my dinner may I lack,
 For father’s grip is close enow.”
 And therewithal, with head hung low,
 Even as one who needs not sight,
 And looking nor to left nor right,
 Through blind ways of the wood he went, 
 Seeming as he were right intent
 On heavy thoughts, as well might be,
 But scarcely waked yet verily,
 Or knowing in what place he was.
 In such wise swiftly did he pass
 Without a check straight through the wood,
 Until on the slope-side he stood,
 Where all its tangles were clean done;

 There staying, while the unclouded sun
 Gleamed on the golden braveries
 That clad him, did he raise his eyes,
 And ‘neath his shading hand looked thence,
 And saw o’er well-tilled close and fence
 A little knot of roofs between
 Dark leaves, their ridges bright and green
 With spiky house-leek; and withal
 Man unto man did he hear call
 Afar amid the fields below;
 And then a hoarse loud horn ‘gan blow
 No point of war, but peasant-call
 To hurry toward the steaming hall.
 Then as a red spark lights a flame
 Among light straw, all memory came
 Back-rushing on his heart, and he
 ‘Gan think of joy and misery,
 Trouble and hope, in tangled wise,
 Till longing in his heart ‘gan rise
 Fretting with troublous ecstasy
 All else to nought. 
 So pensively
 Down the hill-side he slipped, and saw
 All folk unto the homestead draw,
 And noted how a homeman there
 Turned round unto the hillside bare
 Whereas amid the sun he went,
 Then side-long to his fellow bent
 And pointed, and all turned about
 And stood a while, as if in doubt
 Whether for him they should not stay,
 Yet went at last upon their way.
 Now thereat somewhat did he smile
 And walked the slower for a while,
 As though with something of a care
 To meet outside no loiterer,

 Then went on at a swifter pace:
 And all things with familiar face
 Gazed on him; till again the shame
 Of not being of them o’er him came.
 

 Most fair to peaceful heart was all,
 Windless the ripe fruit down did fall,
 The shadows of the large grey leaves
 Lay grey upon the oaten sheaves
 By the garth-wall as he past by;
 The startled ousel-cock did cry
 As from the yew-tree by the gate
 He flew; the speckled hen did wait
 With outstretched neck his coming in, 
 The March-hatched cockerel gaunt and thin
 Crowed shrilly, while his elder thrust
 His stiff wing-weathers in the dust
 That grew aweary of the sun:
 The old and one-eyed cart-horse dun
 The middenstead went hobbling round
 Blowing the light straw from the ground.
 With curious eyes the drake peered in
 O’er the barn’s dusk, where dust and din
 Were silent now a little space.
 

There for a while with anxious face,
 Yet smiling therewithal, John stood,
 Then toward the porch of carven wood
 He turned, and hearkened to the hum
 Of mingled speech that thence did come
 Through the dumb clatter of the hall,
 Lest any word perchance might fall
 Upon his ears to tell of aught
 That change or death thereto had brought,
 And, listening so, deemed he could hear
 His father’s voice, but nothing clear,
 And then a pause, and then again

 The mingled speech of maids and men.
 Again some word remembered
 From old days half aloud he said,
 And pulled his hood about his brow,
 And went with doubtful steps and slow
 Unto the door, and took the horn, 
 His own hand time past did adorn,
 And blew a loud, clear blast thereon,
 And pushed the door, then like a sun
 New come to a dull world he stood,
 Gleaming with gold from shoes to hood,
 In the dusk doorway of the place
 Whence toward him now turned every face.
 From ‘neath his hood he gazed around,
 And soothly there few gaps he found;
 Amidmost of the upper board
 His brethren sat, Thorolf and Thord;
 He saw his sire, half risen up
 From the high-seat, a silver cup
 In his brown hand; and by his side
 His mother o’er her barm-cloth wide
 Gazed forward somewhat timidly
 The new-corner’s bright weed to see.
 Small change in these indeed, John thought,
 By lapse of days had yet been wrought
 And for the rest, but one or two
 There were, he deemed, of faces new.
 There open-eyed, beer-can in hand,
 And staring did the damsels stand
 As he had known them; there he saw
 Haldor the Icelander half draw
 His heavy short-sword forth, as he
 The gleam of gold and steel did see
 Flash suddenly across the door — 
 An old man skilled in ancient lore, 
 And John’s own foster-sire withal.
 

 But on one face did John’s eyes fall

 He needs must note — a woman leaned
 O’er Thord, and though her face was screened
 By his wide bush of light red hair
 Yet might he see that she was fair,
 And deemed his brother newly wed.
 

 And now, as thoughts ran through his head
 About the tale that he should tell,
 His sire, as one who knew right well
 What manners unto men were meet,
 Rose up and cried from out his seat:
 

 “Knight, or fair lord, whatso thou be’st,
 If thou mayst share a bonder’s feast,
 Sit by me, eat and drink thy fill;
 For this my hall is open still
 To peaceful men of all degree.”
 

 Strange seemed his own voice there to be
 To John, as he in feigned speech said:
 “Thanks have thou for thy goodlihead
 And welcome, goodman; certainly
 Hungry and weary-foot am I,
 And fain of rest, and strange withal
 To this your land, for it did fall,
 That e’en now as I chanced to ride 
 I lighted by a waterside
 To slake my thirst; and just as I
 Was drinking therefrom eagerly,
 A blue-winged jay, new-hatched in spring,
 Must needs start forth and fall to sing
 His villain plain-song o’er my head;
 And like a ghost come from the dead
 Was that unto my horse, I trow,
 Who swerved and went off quick enow,
 To leave me as a gangrel churl.”
 

 “Thou seemest liker to an Earl,”
 His father said; “but come to meat,
 To hungry men are bannocks sweet.”
 

 So by his father’s side he sat
 And of that homely cheer he ate,

 Remembered well; and oft he sighed
 To think how far away and wide
 The years had set him from all this,
 And how that all-devouring bliss
 Had made the simple life of old
 As a dull tale too often told.
 But as he sat thereby, full oft
 The goodwife’s eyes waxed sad and soft,
 Beholding him; she muttered low:
 

 “Alas! fair lips, I ought to know,
 Like unto lips that once hung here; 
 Eyes like to eyes that once were dear
 When all that body I could hold,
 And flaxen-white was hair of gold.”
 

 So muttered she, but said not aught
 Aloud. Now the fair damsel brought
 Mead to the gay-clad man, and he
 Beheld her beauty thoughtfully,
 As she shook back her cloud of hair,
 And swung aside her figure fair,
 And clasped the cup with fingers slim,
 And poured and reached it forth to him;
 Then his heart changed again with shame
 As cold cup and warm fingers came
 Into his hand, the while his eyes
 A look in hers must needs surprise
 That made him flush, and she — the red
 O’er face and neck and bosom spread
 And her hand trembled; Thord the while
 Gazed on her with a foolish smile
 Across his wide face. So went by
 The hour of that festivity,
 And then the boards were set aside;
 But the host prayed his guest to bide
 As long as he had will thereto,
 And therewith to the field did go
 With sons and homemen, leaving John

 Among the women-folk alone.
 

 So these being set to rock and wool,
 John sat him down upon a stool
 And ‘gan to ponder dreamily,
 ‘Mid longings, on the days gone by,
 And many a glance did Thord’s wife steal
 Upon him as she plied the reel
 Not noted much, though once or twice
 His pensive eyes did meet her eyes,
 And troubled and abashed thereat
 He reddened. But the good wife sat
 Meanwhile, and ever span and span
 With steady fingers, and yet wan
 Her face was grown; her mouth and eyes
 Seemed troubled with deep memories.
 At last to Thord’s wife did she turn
 And said:
 “If honey we would earn
 Against Yule-tide, the weaving-room
 Must hear the clatter of the loom;
 Ere the long web is fully done;
 So, Thorgerd, thither get thee gone;
 Thou, Asa, to the cloth-room go
 And wait me there; and for you two,
 Mary and Kirstin, best were ye
 Sitting in Thorgerd’s company,
 To give her help with reel and thread
 And shuttle.”
 Therewith, as she said,
 So did they, and went, one and all; 
 But in the doorway of the hall
 Did Thorgerd for a moment stand,
 Holding her gownskirt in her hand,
 Her body swaying daintily,
 Nor cared to hold aback a sigh.
 Nor son, nor mother noted her,
 A little time the twain sat there
 Nor spake, though twice the goodwife strove,
 But fear forbade her tongue to move;
 Nor had he noted much forsooth

 Midst his own longing and self-ruth,
 Her looks of loving and of doubt.
 So from the hall did she pass out,
 And left him there alone, and soon
 So longing dealt that afternoon
 That, fallen to musing pensively,
 In the lone hall, now scarce might he
 Know if his heart were glad or sad;
 And tunes within his head he had
 Of ancient songs learnt long ago,
 Remembered well through bliss and woe,
 And now withal a lovesome stave
 He murmured to a measure grave,
 Scarce thinking of its sense the while.
 But as he sat there, with a smile
 Came handmaid Asa back, who bare
 Heaped in her arms embroidered gear,
 Which by his feet did she let fall,
 Then gat her gone from out the hall; 
 John, startled, ceased a while his drone
 To gaze upon the gear cast down,
 And saw a dark blue cloak and hood
 Wrought with strange needlework and rude
 That showed the sun and stars and moon;
 Then, gazing, John remembered soon
 How for Yule sport four years agone
 That selfsame raiment he did on,
 And thinking on that bygone mirth
 His own rich cloak he cast to earth,
 And did on him half wittingly
 That long-forgotten bravery;
 And though the sun was warm that day
 He hugged himself in his old way
 Within the warmth of fold on fold
 As though he came from out the cold,
 And ‘gan the hall to pace about;
 And at the last must needs break out

 Into a song remembered well,
 That of the Christmas joy did tell.
 

Outlanders, whence come ye last?

The snow in the street and the wind on the door.
 Through what green seas and great have ye past?

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

From far away, O masters mine,

  The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
 We come to bear you goodly wine,

  Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

From far away we come to you,

  The snow in the street and the wind on the door.
 To tell of great tidings strange and true.

  Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

News, news of the Trinity,

  The snow in the street and the wind on the door.
 And Mary and Joseph from over the sea!

  Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

For as we wandered far and wide,

  The snow in the street and the wind on the door.
 What hap do ye deem there should us betide!

  Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

Under a bent when the night was deep,

  The snow in the street and the wind on the door.
 There lay three shepherds tending their sheep.

  Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

“O ye shepherds, what have ye seen,

  The snow in the street and the wind on the door.
 To slay your sorrow, and heal your teen?”

  Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

“In an ox-stall this night we saw,

  The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
 A babe and a maid without a flaw.

  Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

“There was an old man there beside,

  The snow in the street and the wind on the door.
 His hair was white and his hood was wide.

  Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

“And as we gazed this thing upon,

  The snow in the street and the wind on the door.
 Those twain knelt down to the Little One.

  Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

“And a marvellous song we straight did hear,

  The snow in the street and the wind on the door.
 That slew our sorrow and healed our care.”

  Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

News of a fair and a marvellous thing,

  The snow in the street and the wind on the door,
 Nowell, nowell, nowell, we sing!

  Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor.
 

 So sang he, and in pensive wise
 He sighed, but lifting up his eyes
 Beheld his mother standing nigh,
 Looking upon him pitifully.
 He ran to her, for now he knew 
 Her yearning love, round her he threw

 Strong arms, and cried out:
 “So it is,
 O mother, that some days of bliss
 I still may give thee; yet since I
 To thee at least will never lie
 Of what I am, and what I hope,
 And what with ill things I must cope,
 Sit thou aside, and look not strange
 When of my glory and great change
 I shall tell even such a tale
 As best for all things may avail.
 And if thou wouldst know verily
 Meanwhile, how matters fare with me,
 This thing of all things may I tell;
 I have been happy and fared well,
 But now with blind eyes must await
 Some unseen, half-guessed turn of fate,
 Before the dropping of the scale
 Shall make an ending to the tale,
 Or blithe or sad: think not meanwhile
 That fear my heart shall now beguile
 Of all the joy I have in thee.”
 

 She wept about him tenderly
 A long while, ere she might say aught;
 Then she drew back, and some strange thought
 Stirred in her heart belike, for she
 Gazed at his splendour timidly, 
 For the rude cloak to earth was cast,
 And whispered trembling at the last.
 

 “Fair art thou come again, sweet son,
 And sure a long way hast thou gone,
 I durst not ask thee where: but this
 I ask thee by the first sweet kiss,
 Wherewith I kissed thy new-born face
 Long since within the groaning place — 
 If thou hast been so far, that thou
 Canst tell to me — grown old, son, now,
 Through weary life, unsatisfied
 Desires, and lingering hope untried — 

 If thou canst tell me of thy ruth,
 What thing there is of lies or truth,
 In what the new faith saith of those
 Great glories of the heavenly close,
 And how that poor folk twinned on earth
 Shall meet therein in joy and mirth.”
 

 Smiling with pity and surprise,
 He looked into her wistful eyes,
 And kissed her brow therewith, and said:
 

 “Nought know I, mother, of the dead,
 More than thou dost — let be — we live
 This day at least, great joy to give
 Each unto other: but the tale
 Must come from thee about the dale, 
 And what has happed therein, since I
 That summer eve went off to try
 What thing by folly might be wrought
 When strength and wisdom came to nought.”
 

 She smiled amid her tears, and there
 She told him all he fain would hear,
 And happily they talked till eve,
 When the men-folk the field did leave
 And gat them to the hall, and then
 Was great rejoicing of all men
 Within a while, for, cloak and hood
 Thrown off, in glittering gear John stood
 And named himself; yet scarcely now
 His father durst his arms to throw
 Round his son’s neck, remembering
 How he had thought him such a thing
 As scarce was meet his bread to win.
 Small thought had John of that old sin,
 Yea, scarce had heart to think of aught,
 But when again he should be brought
 Face to face with his love; and slow
 The leaden minutes lingered now;
 Nor could he fail to hope that he
 That very hour her face would see;

 Needs must he hope that his strong love,
 So sore the heart in her must move,
 That she no more might bear his pain.
 

 That very hour, he thought again — 
 That very hour; woe worth the while,
 Why should his heart not feel her smile
 Now, now? — O weary time, O life,
 Consumed in endless, useless strife,
 To wash from out the hopeless clay
 Of heavy day and heavy day
 Some specks of golden love, to keep
 Our hearts from madness ere we sleep!
 

 Good welcome if of clownish kind
 Did John from both his brethren find,
 And from the homemen; Thorgerd seemed
 As somewhat less of him she deemed
 Than heretofore, and smiled, as she
 Put up her fair cheek daintily
 To take his kiss. So went the night
 Midst mirth and manifold delight,
 Till John at last was left alone
 To think upon the strange day gone,
 Scarce knowing yet, if nearer drew
 His bliss because it was gone through.
 

 Now in such wise, day passed by day,
 Till heavier on him longing lay,
 As still less strange it was to wake
 And no kind kiss of welcome take,
 And welcome with no loving kiss,
 Kind eyes to a new day of bliss; 
 And as the days passed o’er his head
 Sometimes he needs must wake in dread,
 That all the welfare, that did seem
 To be his life, was but a dream,
 Or all at least slipped swiftly by
 Into a wretched memory.
 Yet would hope leave him not, yea, whiles
 Wrapped round about by her strange guiles
 All seemed to go right well, and oft
 Would memory grow so sweet and soft,

 That scarce the thing it imaged had
 More might in it to make him glad.
 

 Well may ye deem that mid all this
 His brooding face would cloud the bliss
 Of many a boisterous night; his sire
 Would mutter, “He has clomb up higher.
 But still is moonstruck as before;”
 His brethren ill his silence bore,
 Yet feared him; such a tale he told
 That in that mead he did behold
 Strange outland people come that morn,
 ‘By whom afar he had been borne
 Into a fair land, where, he said,
 Thriving, the king’s child did he wed
 Within a while; “Now, when once more
 Their keels shall leave their noble shore,
 At Norway will they touch, and then
 Back go I with those goodly men, 
 Now I have seen my land and kin.”
 

 Fair Thorgerd ever sought to win
 Kind looks of him, and many a day
 She from the hall would go away
 To rage within some secret place,
 That all the sweetness of her face,
 Her lingering fingers, her soft word,
 ‘Twixt red half-opened lips scarce heard,
 Had bought for her so little ruth;
 Although there seemed some times, in sooth,
 When John, grown weary of the strife
 Within him between dreams and life,
 Must think it not so over ill
 To watch her hand the shuttle fill,
 While on her cheek the red and white
 Flickered and changed with new delight,
 And hope of being a thing to move
 That dreamy man to earthly love.
 

 So autumn fell to winter-tide,
 And ever there did John abide,
 ‘Mid hope deferred and longing fierce,
 That strove the heavy veil to pierce;

 And howso strong his love might be,
 Yet were there tides of misery,
 When, in his helpless, hopeless rage,
 He felt himself as in a cage
 Shown to the gaping world; again 
 Would heavy languor dull his pain,
 And make it possible to live,
 And wait to see if fate would give
 Some pleasure yet ere all was done.
 

 Meantime, with every setting sun,
 Unto the meadow as she bade
 He went, and often, half afraid
 Half hopeful, did he watch the night
 Suck slowly in the lingering light;
 But of the homefolk, though all knew
 Whither his feet at evening drew,
 Yet now so great a man he was,
 None asked him why he needs must pass
 Each eve along the self-same way,
 Save Thorgerd, who would oft waylay
 His feet returning, and would watch
 Some gesture or some word to catch
 From his unwariness; and whiles
 Her tender looks and words and smiles
 Would seem to move him now, and she
 Laughed to herself delightedly;
 And as the days grew heavier
 To John, he oft would gaze on her,
 At such times as she tripped along,
 And wonder where would be the wrong
 If he should tell her of his tale;
 Withal he deemed her cheek grew pale,
 As unto Yule-tide drew the days, 
 And oft into her eyes would gaze
 In such kind wise, that she awhile
 Forgot her foolishness and guile
 Surprised by sparks of inner love.
 

 Yet nothing a long while did move
 His mouth to fatal speech, until
 When the snow lay on moor and hill

 And it was Yule-day, he did go
 ‘Twixt the high drift o’er beaten snow
 Unto the meadow, as the day
 Short, wind-bewildered, died away.
 And so, being come unto the thorn
 Where first that bitter love was born,
 He gazed around, but nothing saw
 But endless waste of grey clouds draw
 O’er the white waste, while cold and blind
 The earth looked; e’en the north-west wind
 Found there no long abiding place,
 But ever the low clouds did chase
 Nor let them weep their frozen tears.
 

 Strange is it how the grieved heart bears
 Long hours and days and months of woe,
 As dull and leaden as they go,
 And makes no sign, yea, and knows not
 How great a burden it bath got
 Upon it, till all suddenly
 Some thought scarce heeded shall flit by, 
 That tears the veil as by it goes
 With seeming careless hand, and shows
 The shrinking soul that deep abyss
 Of days to come all bare of bliss.
 And now with John e’en so it fared.
 He saw his woe and longing bared
 Before his eyes, as slow and slow
 The twilight crept across the snow,
 Like to the dying out of hope;
 And suddenly he needs must cope
 With that in-rushing of despair
 Long held aback, till all things there
 Seemed grown his foes, his prison-wall;
 And, whatso good things might befall
 To others of the wide world, he
 Was left alone with misery.
 Why should he hold his peace or strive
 Amid these men as man to live
 Who recked not of him? Then he cried:
 

 “Would God, would God, that I had died
 Before the accursed name of Love
 My miserable heart did move!
 Why did I leave thee in such wise,
 False heart, with lovesome, patient eyes,
 And soul intent to do thy will?
 And why, why must I love thee still, .
 And long for thee, and cast on thee
 Blessings wrung out of misery, 
 That will not bless thee, if in sooth
 On my wrecked heart thou hast no ruth?
 O come, come, come to me, my love,
 If aught my heart thy heart may move,
 For I am wretched and alone,
 With head grown wild, heart turned to stone,
 Come, if there yet be truth in thee!”
 

 He gazed about him timorously
 While thus he spake, as though he thought
 To see some sudden marvel wrought
 In earth and heaven; some dreadful death,
 Some sight, as when God threateneth
 The world with speedy end; but still
 Unchanged, o’er mead and wold and hill
 Drave on the dull low twilight rack,
 Till all light seemed the sky to lack,
 And the snow-shrouded earth to gain
 What it had lost.
 “In vain, in vain!”
 He cried, “and I was well bewrayed;
 She wept o’er me when I was laid
 Upon the grass beside her feet,
 Because a pleasure somewhat sweet
 She needs must lay aside, while I — 

 — What tears shall help my misery?”
 

 Then back he turned in e’en such mood
 As when one thing seems no more good 
 Than is another, and will seems
 To move the body but by dreams

 Of ancient life and energy.
 But as he wandered listlessly
 Midst the wind’s howling, and the drift
 Of light snow that its force did lift,
 And gained at last the garth’s great gate,
 He started back, for there did wait
 A grey form in the dull grey night,
 Yea, and a woman’s; strange affright,
 Strange hope possessed him, and he strove
 To cry aloud some word of love,
 But his voice failed him; she came nigh
 And drew up to him quietly,
 Not speaking; when she reached his side
 Her hand unto his hand did glide
 And thrilled him with its soft warm touch,
 He stammered:
 “Have I loved too much,
 Have I done wrong? I called thee, dear;
 Speak, love, and take away my fear!”
 

 A soft voice answered, “O speak not!
 I cannot bear my joy, o’er hot
 Waxeth my heart, when in such wise
 Thou art changed to me — O thine eyes,
 I see them through the darksome night
 Gazing upon me! sweet delight,
 How shall I deal with all my bliss 
 So that the world know nought of this,
 When scarce now I may breathe or stand
 Holding thy lovesome clinging hand.”
 

 Now therewith Thorgerd’s voice he knew,
 And from her hand his hand he drew,
 While o’er his heart there swept again
 The bitter blast of doubting pain,
 And scarce he knew who by his side
 Was going, as aloud he cried:
 

 “In vain I call; thou comest not
 And all our love is quite forgot;
 What new world hast thou got to rule?
 What mockeries mak’st thou of the fool
 Who trusted thee? Alas, alas!
 Whatever ill may come to pass

 Still must I love thee.”
 Now by him
 Went Thorgerd silent, every limb
 Tingling with madness and desire;
 Love lit within her such a fire
 As e’en that eve in nowise cooled,
 As of her sweet, fresh hope befooled
 She strove to speak, and found no word
 To tell wherewith her heart was stirred.
 So on they went, she knowing nought
 The bitterness of his ill thought,
 He heeding not in any wise 
 The wretchedness of her surprise,
 Until, thus far estranged, they carne
 To where the hall’s bright light did flame
 Over a space of trodden snow.
 Faster a space then did she go,
 But, as they drew anigh the door,
 Stopped suddenly, and stood before
 The musing, downcast man, and laid
 A hand upon his breast, and said,
 In a low smothered voice:
 “Wait now,
 And tell me straightly what didst thou
 To call me love, and then to cry
 Thy love came not? I am anigh,
 What wouldst thou have, did I not move
 Thy cold heart? am I not thy love?”
 

 Then, trembling as those words she spoke,
 She cast to earth her heavy cloak;
 From head to foot clad daintily,
 Meet for that merry tide was she;
 A silver girdle clasped around
 Her well-wrought loins, her fair hair crowned
 With silver, and her gown enwrought
 With flowers whereof that tide knows nought;
 Nor needed she that rich attire
 To set a young man’s heart afire,
 For she was delicately made
 As is the lily; there she swayed, 

 Leaned forward to the strenuous wind
 That her gay raiment intertwined
 About her light limbs. Gazing there,
 Bewildered with a strange despair,
 John saw her beauty, yet in sooth
 Something within him slew all ruth
 If for a moment:
 “Ah, what love,
 What love,” he cried, “my heart should move,
 But mine own love, my worshipped sweet?
 Would God that her beloved feet
 Would bless our threshold this same night!”
 

 Then, even as a sudden light
 Shows to some wretch the murderer’s knife
 Drawing anear his outworn life,
 Knowledge rushed o’er him, and too late
 Did he bethink him of the fate
 That threatened, and, grown wild and blind,
 He turned to meet the western wind
 That hurried past him, thinking, “Now
 At least the formless sky will show
 Some sign of my undoing swift;
 Surely the sightless rack will lift
 To show some dreadful misery,
 Some image of the summer sky
 Defaced by the red lightning’s sword.”
 So spake he, and the fierce wind roared
 Amid the firs in sullen wise,
 But nothing met his fearful eyes
 Save the grey waste of night. Withal
 He turned round slowly to the hall,
 Trembling, yet doubtful of his heart,
 Doubtful of love. But for her part
 Thorgerd, half mad with love, had turned
 And fled from him; a red spot burned
 Amidst each smooth cheek, and her eyes
 Afire with furious jealousies,
 Followed him down the hall, as he
 Went toward the dais listlessly,
 And the loud horns blew up to meat,
 And restless were her fevered feet

 Throughout the feast that now befell.
 

 Now thereat men were served right well,
 And most were merry, and the horn
 Full oft from board to beard was borne;
 But no mead brewed of mortal man
 Could make John’s face less wild and wan;
 For a long while he trembled sore
 Whene’er the west-wind shook the door
 More than its wont; nor heeded he
 The curse of Thorgerd’s misery
 Wild-gleaming from her eyes; and when
 She fell to talk with the young men
 With hapless, haggard merriment,
 No pang throughout his heart there went:
 For clear across it were there borne 
 Pictures of all the life forlorn
 That should be, yea, his life he saw,
 Unhelped and heavy-burdened, draw
 Through the dull joyless years, until
 The bitter measure they should fill,
 And he, unloved, unsatisfied,
 Unkissed, from foolish hope should hide
 In some dark corner of death’s house.
 

 Yet, as the feast grew clamorous
 About him, and the night went past,
 The respite wrought on him at last,
 And from its midst did he begin
 A little rest from fear to win,
 And in the feast he joined and seemed
 No more as in their midst he dreamed.
 

 So passed a space, till presently
 As with a beaker raised on high
 He stood, and called on some great name
 Writ in the book of northern fame,
 Across the wind there came a sound

 As though afar a horn were wound,
 A dreadful sound to him; the men
 Sat hearkening, till it came again
 Nigher and sharper now, and John,
 Grown white, laid his left hand upon
 His beating heart; and then once more
 Loud rang the horn close by the door, 
 And men began in haste to take
 Their weapons for their safety’s sake;
 But John, the cup in his right hand,
 His left upon his heart, did stand,
 And might not either move nor speak.
 

 Then cried the goodman, “Not so weak
 Are we, but these may well come in
 Unmet with weapons; they shall win
 All good things on this stormy night;
 Go welcome them to our delight;
 For on this merry tide of Yule
 Shall Christ the Lord all matters rule.”
 

 Then opened they the door, and strong
 The wild wind swept the hall along,
 Driving the hangings here and there,
 Making the torches ruddier,
 Darkening the fires. But therewithal
 An utter hush came o’er the hall,
 And no man spake of bad or good;
 For in the midst of them there stood
 A white-clad woman, white as though
 A piece of fair moonlitten snow
 Had entered the red smoky hall.
 Then sweet speech on their ears did fall
 Thrilling all hearts through:
 “Joy and peace
 Be on this house, and all increase 
 Of all good things! and thou, my love,
 I knew how sore desire must move
 Thy longing heart, and I am come
 To look upon thee in thy home:
 Come to me, give me welcome here!”
 

 He stepped adown, and shame and fear
 Mixed with the joyful agony

 Of love and longing, as anigh
 He drew unto her loveliness.
 A moment, and his arms did press
 His own love to his heaving breast,
 And for an instant of sweet rest
 Midst clinging hands and trembling kiss
 Did he forget all things but bliss;
 And still she murmured:
 “Now rejoice
 That far away I heard thy voice
 And came! rejoice this night at least,
 And make good ending to the feast!”
 

 Therewith from out his arms she drew,
 Yet held his hand still; scarce he knew
 Of where he was, and who were round,
 And strange and flat his voice did sound
 Unto himself, as now he spake:
 

 “Kinsmen, see her, who for my sake
 Has left her mighty state and home, 
 Fair beyond words, that she might come
 With you a little to abide!
 How say ye, are ye satisfied
 Her sweet face in your midst to see?”
 

 Therewith, though somewhat timidly,
 Folk shouted; sooth, they deemed her such
 As mortal man might scarcely touch
 Or dare to love; with fear fulfilled,
 With shame of their rough joyance chilled,
 They sat, scarce moving: but to John
 Some sweet familiar thing seemed won
 Despite his fear, as down the hall
 He led her: if his eyes did fall
 On Thorgerd’s face, how might he heed
 The anguish of unholpen need,
 That filled her heart with all despair,
 As on the twain her eyes did glare?
 

 Now softly to the fair high-seat
 With trembling hand he led his sweet,
 Who kissed the goodman and goodwife,
 And wished them fair and happy life,
 Then like the earth’s and heaven’s queen,

 She sat there beauteous and serene,
 Till, as men gazed upon her there,
 Joy of her beauty slew their fear;
 Hot grew their hearts now, as they turned
 Eyes on her that with strange light burned: 
 And wild and eager grew the speech
 Wherewith they praised her each to each,
 As ‘neath her eyes they sat.
 If he
 Who knew the full felicity
 Of all they longed for, hushed at whiles,
 Might answer not her healing smiles
 With aught but sad imploring eyes,
 When he bethought him in what wise
 She there was come — yet none the less
 Amid bewildered happiness
 The time went by; until at last
 Night waned, and slowly all folk passed
 From out the hall, and the soft sleep
 O’er all the marvelling house did creep,
 Bearing to folk that night such dreams,
 As showed, through wild things, very gleams
 Of heaven and perfect love, to last
 Till grey light o’er the world was cast.
 

 But, midst the other folk, she too
 His mazed and doubtful footsteps drew
 Unto the chamber; when alone
 They were, and his warm heart seemed one
 With her and bliss, without a word
 She gazed on him, and like a sword,
 Cleaving the very heart atwain
 That look was, laden with all pain,
 All love and ruth that she might feel.
 

 So through the dark the hours did steal
 Slow toward the rising of the sun;
 But long or ere the night was done
 He slept within her arms, nor heard
 The sobs wherewith her breast was stirred,
 Nor felt the tears and kisses sweet
 That round his set calm face did beat,
 As round its dead mate beats a bird

 With useless flutter no more heard:
 Nor did he move when she unwound
 The arms that clasped her breast around,
 And, weeping sore, the gold ring drew
 From off his hand: and nought he knew
 When from the bed at last she slid,
 And, with her body all unhid,
 Stood gazing on him till a sigh
 Burst from her heart; and wearily
 From her sad tear-stained troubled face
 She swept her hair back:
 “O the days,
 Thy weary days, love! Dream not then
 Of named lands, and abodes of men!
 Alas, alas, the loneliest
 Of all such were a land of rest
 When set against the land where I
 Unhelped must note the hours go by!
 Ah, that my hope thy dream might pierce!
 That mid the dreadful grief and tears,
 Which presently shall rend thine heart, 
 This word the cloud might draw apart — 
 My feet, lost Love, shall wander soon

East of the Sun, West of the Moon!
 Tell not old tales of love, so strong,
 That all the world with all its wrong
 And heedlessness was weak to part
 The loving heart from loving heart?”
 

 Therewith she turned about, and now
 She wept no more; her cheeks ‘gan glow,
 And her eyes glittered, and no more
 Sorrow her kind mouth brooded o’er,
 And strange, unearthly beauty shone
 O’er all her face, whence ruth was gone,
 Till the dim-litten place was glad
 That in the midst thereof it had
 Her loveliness grown dangerous;
 Softly she gat her through the house
 Where here and there a dying light
 Shone on her wondrous limbs and white
 As through the rough place dreamily

 She moved: yet was the night wind high
 And its rude hand, as it did shake
 Window and door, served but to make
 The inner stillness yet more still.
 The clouds were riven; o’er the hill
 The white moon shone out, yet its light
 Made the deep night so much more night,
 That now it seemed as ne’er again 
 The sun would bless the eyes of men;
 That all the world had fallen to death.
 

 So on she passed, her odorous breath
 Seen now amidst the moonlit hall,
 Her unshod foot’s light steady fall,
 The waving of her gust-moved hair,
 Well-nigh the lonely place might hear
 Despite the rush and stir without,
 As, slowly, yet all void of doubt
 She raised the latchet of the door,
 And let the wind and moonlight pour
 Wild clamour and strange light therethrough.
 She paused not; the wild west wind blew
 Her hair straight out from her; her feet
 The bitter, beaten snow did meet
 And shrank not; slowly forth she passed
 Nor backward any look she cast,
 Nor gazed to right or left, but went
 With eyes on the far sky intent
 Into the howling, doubtful night,
 Until at last her body white
 And its black shadow on the snow,
 No more the drift-edged way did know.
 

AGAIN the thread snapped; Gregory lay

Awake; nor what had passed away

Of the short night could tell, till he

Through the tent’s opening seemed to see

A change creep o’er the moonlit sky;

So there a short while did he lie

Striving to think what he had dreamed,

Till utterly awake he seemed;

And then, since no more on that night

He thought to sleep, and lost delight

Of the past dream grown more than dim,

With causeless longing wearied him,

He rose and left the tent once more,

And passed down slowly toward the shore

Until the boat he came unto:

And there he set himself to do

What things were needed to the gear,

Until he saw the dawn draw near

Across the sea: then, e’en as one

Who through a marvellous land hath gone

In sleep, and knowing nought thereof

To tell, yet knows strange things did move

About his sightless journeying,

So felt he; and yet seemed to bring,

Now and again, some things anigh

Unto the wavering boundary

‘Twixt sight and blindness that awhile

Our troubled waking will beguile

When happy dreams have just gone by,

And left us without remedy

Within the unpitying hands of life.
 

 At last, amid perplexing strife

With things half seen, drowsy he grew

Once more, and ever slower drew

The tough brown lines from hand to hand,

 Until he sank upon the sand

Beside the boat, and, staring out

O’er the grey sea, lost hope and doubt

In little while, nor noted now

The dawn’s line wide and wider grow,

Nor waning of the shadow deep

The moon cast from the boat; till sleep

Had closed his eyes, and in the cold

Of the first dawn the ending told

that sweet tale. Yet so it was,

That the King’s hall and feast did pass

Clean from his mind; and now it seemed

That of no tale-telling he dreamed,

But of his own life grown to be

A new and marvellous history.
 

 Midst hope and fear and wretchedness,

And Love, that all things doth redress,

Adown the stream of fate he moved

As the carle’s son, the well-beloved,

The fool of longing; in such wise

He dealt with his own miseries.
 

THE winter night was on the wane
 When the poor wretch woke up again;
 The lone strange sound of cock-crow moved
 His heart to dream of his beloved
 ‘Twixt sleep and waking, and he turned
 A face with utmost love that yearned
 And sighed, as his hot hand stole forth

 To touch a body of more worth
 To him than Heaven’s unmeasured years;
 Upon his face were undried tears
 Left by some dream, and yet he smiled
 To think of deep joy so beguiled
 By sadness dreamed; his lips began
 To speak a name unknown to man.
 A little while in bliss he lay
 And gathered thoughts of day on day
 More joyful each than each, until
 Sweet thankful love his soul did fill
 With utter ecstasy of bliss,
 And low he murmured:
 “Kind she is
 Beyond all kindness ever told!
 Thou wilt not leave me more, a-cold
 In the rough world; thou knowest how
 My weak and clinging heart will grow
 Unto the strength of thy great heart.
 O surely no more shall we part, 
 And never canst thou hurt me more
 Till all the world and time is o’er!”
 

 The moonlight waned, on drew the morn,
 The lessened west wind moaned forlorn
 In the garth nooks; the eaves dripped now
 Beneath the thaw, the faint cock-crow
 Through the dull dawn, and no sound more
 He heard. Awake, and yearning sore,
 He turned about and cried:
 “Wake, wake!
 Day cometh, and my heart doth ache
 To think how sleep still takes from me
 Some minutes of felicity,
 From me and thee, my love, my sweet!
 O think of Death’s forgotten feet,
 That somewhere surely drawn anigh,
 And let no minute more pass by
 With our lips parted each from each!”
 

 Wildly the ending of his speech
 Rang from his lips, all strange, as though
 The thought once thought needs thence must go
 In words, though all the world were changed.

 Wildly his opened eyes now ranged
 The twilight chamber void of her,
 And through his heart shot such a fear
 As words may tell not — nay indeed
 No fear — for now he knew the meed 
 Of his fool’s word, and for a while
 No hope was left that might beguile
 His misery and his loneliness,
 No eager sight, born of distress,
 Might pierce the cloud that o’er him spread.
 Such wild thoughts filled his ‘wildered head,
 As once or twice may men endure
 Yet live; for the earth seemed not sure,
 Or the air fleeting; fire burned not,
 Nor water moyed; the snow was hot,
 The dark hid nought; the coming day
 No longer sober seemed and grey,
 But full of flashing light and blue.
 Yet all things round him well he knew,
 More real they seemed than e’er before,
 They would not change, nor would pass o’er
 One instant of his agony.
 It was as he had seen time die,
 And good turn evil ‘neath his eyes,
 And God live to forge miseries
 For him alone, for him alone,
 For all the world beside seemed gone.
 

 A short while, risen in his bed,
 He hung his wretched brooding head
 Above the place her limbs had warmed,
 And shrieked not, though strange curses swarmed
 About his heart, and wild and fierce
 Strove hard his dead despair to pierce, 
 And might not: nought his heart might ease
 Or for a moment gain him peace.
 Yet in that time of utter ill,
 Some reflex of the guiding will
 That moved his limbs in happier days

 Still wrought in him; round did he gaze
 With set eyes, and arose withal;
 And e’en therewith a thought did fall
 Upon him that some succour brought,
 “How can I meet their eyes?” he thought,
 “How can I bear to hear again
 The voices of the sons of men?”
 

And, nigh unwitting, at that word,
 Hearkening the while if any stirred,
 He clad himself and gazed around
 The place once more, and on the ground
 There lay her raiment: then he turned
 His head away, for wild-fire burned
 Within it, and he strove to speak;
 But, lest his wretched heart should break
 And torment end on that first day
 A new pain did his pain allay,
 And bitter tears and wailing came
 To dull the fierceness of the flame
 That so consumed him; and withal
 Desire of wandering forth ‘gan fall
 Upon him, though he knew not where
 In all the world to seek for her.
 

 So, ere his burning tears were spent,
 Through the unwakened hall he went,
 And kissed the threshold of the door
 Her well-loved feet had touched before,
 Yet saw no signs upon the snow
 Of those departing feet to show.
 Cold blew the wind upon his face,
 As now he left behind the place
 Where he was born, nor turned again
 To look farewell; for nought and vain
 Seemed all things but his misery,
 That now had grown his life to be,
 Not to be given away for aught
 That earth might hold; nor had he thought
 That anything his lot could change,
 That anything could more be strange,
 Lovesome or fearful to his heart,

 Or in his life have any part.
 

 So he went on from that abode,
 Along a well-known, oft-trod road,
 He knew not why or where, until
 Clean hidden by a bare waste hill,
 Were the snow-covered roofs wherein
 His outward life did first begin.
 Then as he wandered on forlorn,
 From out his unrest was there born
 Some faint half-memory, that did seem
 To be the remnant of a dream; 
 Some image to his mind there clung,
 Some speech upon his lips yet hung
 He might not utter.
 And now he
 Had gone so long that the wide sea
 He saw afar, when the dull day
 Toward eve again had passed away,
 Amidst the utter solitude
 Of his time-slaying weary mood.
 But weak and way-worn was he now,
 Though greater did his longing grow
 To wander ever on and on,
 Until the unknown rest were won.
 And when he gazed from the hill-side,
 And saw the great sea spreading wide,
 All black and empty from the shore,
 So sharp a longing then came o’er
 His dull despair, such wild desire,
 That stung, as when a coal of fire
 Is laid upon an aching wound,
 He cast himself upon the ground,
 And in the cold snow writhed and wailed,
 While over him the sea-mew sailed,
 Not silent, and the wind wailed too,
 As though his bitter grief they knew,
 And mocked him.
 Yet or fell the night
 He rose, and on the waste of white
 Stood a black speck, then went until 

 The black night mingled sea and hill
 And hurrying rack in nothingness.
 Yet, kept alive by his distress,
 He fainted not, nor went astray,
 For as in dreams he knew the way
 At last, and whitherward he went,
 Since round the heart of strong intent
 His woe was wrapped.
 So o’er the down
 He went, until a haven-town
 Shone like a patch of stars on earth,
 And something like a hope had birth
 Within him, and somewhat he knew
 His will, now that his body grew
 Well-nigh too weak to bear him on.
 Yet to the town at last he won,
 So heartened now unto the task
 That he for food and rest might ask;
 And, since no lack of wealth he had,
 Soon did he make a goodman glad
 With gift of gold, and, all outworn,
 Forgot his grief, and life forlorn
 In long deep sleep most like to death.
 

 Now at that town, my story saith,
 Long must he bide, for so it was
 That then no good ship well might pass
 From land to land, for winter-tide
 Still made the narrow seas full wide. 
 Each morn did John wake there, to gaze
 With dead eyes on the waste of days,
 Each eve he laid him down to sleep,
 Much marvelling what his life did keep
 From passing: still the memory
 Of some faint, dreamlike thing gone by
 Perplexed his heart, and still he strove,
 Amid the anguish of his love,
 To speak that half-remembered word,
 Amidst a dream, belike, once heard.
 

 This helped him through his dull-eyed woe,
 That the time passed, and he should go
 To other lands ere many days,

 Seeming to seek for that lost face.
 

 At last the day desired came
 When o’er the land the Spring did flame
 With love and flowers; and on an eve
 John’s good ship did the haven leave,
 And pale he stood upon the prow,
 And to the weary place, left now
 Behind with all its patience dead,
 No more had will to turn his head,
 But thinking of the future still,
 Amid the shipman’s tangled skill,
 Stood looking toward the flaming West,
 With eyes made strange by love’s unrest.
 

 Upon the deck that night he lay, 
 And nought he slept until the day
 Began to dawn, and woke again
 In short space, feeling little pain,
 And with his pale lips murmuring
 Some word half-dreamed, some fleeting thing.
 Then on his arm he rose, and saw
 The waste of waters seem to draw
 Unto him as the black prow clave
 With steady heart green wave on wave;
 None save the watch were on the deck,
 Who, sleepy-eyed, no whit did reck
 Of him and all his woe and love,
 But ‘twixt the bulwarks slow did move,
 With little purpose, as it seemed;
 The helmsman steered as though he dreamed,
 Of seafolk’s marvels vaguely told
 By firesides in the days of old;
 The light wind waxed and waned; the ship
 Still through the babbling waves did slip
 As though their talk she hearkened to:
 And ‘midst it all John scarcely knew
 Whether he lived still, or was dead:
 Well-nigh it came into his head,
 That he by ghosts of men was borne
 From out his wasted life forlorn
 O’er a strange sea to some strange place

 Of unknown punishment or grace.
 Skyward he looked, and o’er the mast
 He saw the moon with all light passed 
 From out of her, and as he gazed
 The great sun o’er the green sea blazed,
 And smote his head with sudden light.
 

 Then in his heart the flame burned bright
 That long had smouldered there, he cried;
 “Ah, woe betide, ah, woe betide,

East of the Sun, West of the Moon!
 A land that no man findeth soon,
 The grave of greedy love that cries
 To all folk of its agonies:
 The prison of untrustful love,
 That thinketh a light word can move
 The heart of kindness, deep and wise.

 — O love, love, would thy once-kissed eyes
 Were glad to-day, that thy sweet smile
 Forgat a wretch so base and vile,
 That he but lived to make thee sad,
 To weep the days that once were glad!”
 

 But now the dreamlike sight that wrapped
 His soul all suddenly was snapped.
 He heard the watch cry out their cry,
 The helmsman answer cheerily,
 And mid the homely noise of these
 Freshened awhile the morning breeze,
 The ship leaned o’er the highway green,
 That led to England’s meads unseen.
 

 At Dunwich, in the east country, 
 John landed from the weary sea,
 Not recking where on earth he was;
 But quickly therefrom did he pass,
 Driven by growing hope; that word
 In some old dream belike half heard,

East of the Sun, West of the Moon,
 Seemed unto him a heaven-sent boon,

 Yet made the merry world around
 A dreary cage, a narrow round
 Of dreamlike pain, a hollow place,
 Filled with a blind and dying race.
 

 That town and country-side, indeed,
 Seemed all the less to help his need,
 Whereas for common homely things
 That well he knew, with Easterlings
 And his own country-folk they dealt,
 And scarce knew aught of what folk dwelt
 Southward beyond the narrow seas;
 So giving few farewells to these,
 Towards London did he take his way,
 And, journeying on, at hostels lay
 Benights, or whiles at abbeys fair;
 And as his hope grew, would he dare,
 In manner of a tale, to tell
 In what wise woe upon him fell;
 And most men praised the tale enow,
 And said no minstrel-wight might show
 A merrier tale to feasting hall. 
 And so at last it did befall
 That at a holy house he lay,
 A noble house, forsooth, to-day,
 Men call St. Alban’s; there he told
 Once more, as a thing known of old,
 The story of his hapless love:
 Such passion there his tongue did move,
 That in that Abbey’s guest-chamber
 It was a better thing to hear
 Than many a history nobly writ,

 And much were all folk moved by it.
 But when his speech was fully done,
 From the board’s end there rose up one,
 A little dry old monk, right wise
 Of semblance, with small glittering eyes,
 Who came to John, and said:
 “Thy tale,
 Fair son, shall much my need avail,
 For I have many such-like things
 Writ out for sport of lords and kings;
 Bide thou with us to-morn, I pray,
 And hearken some for half a day;
 For certes shall their memory
 Help thee to pass the dull days by,
 When thou growest old.”
 Wide-eyed John stared,
 For scarce the old man’s speech he heard,
 Or any speech of men, for still
 One thought his whole sad heart did fill. 
 Howbeit constrained, he knew not why,
 He heard full many a history
 Like to his own next morn, and went
 Yet more upon his love intent;
 Yet more the world seemed nought but this,
 Longing for bliss and losing bliss.
 And yet, of those fresh tales withal
 Some endings on his heart did fall
 As scarcely new; he ‘gan to make
 Tales to himself, how for his sake
 She wept and waited; how some way
 To Love fulfilled yet open lay;
 The grey morn often would beguile
 With dreams his sad lips to a smile,
 While still his shut eyes did behold
 Once more her sweetness manifold;
 And if the waking from delight
 Unto the real day void and white,
 Were well-nigh more than man could bear,
 Yet his own sad voice would he hear
 Muttering as o’erword to the tune,

 East of the Sun, West of the Moon.
 

 Now come to London at the last,
 Among the chapmen there he passed,
 And many a tale of them he had
 Concerning outlands good and bad
 That they had journeyed through, but still
 He heard none speak for good or ill 
 Of any way unto the place
 Whereto for him still led all ways.
 But his hope lived, nor might his heart
 In any life of man have part,
 And forth he wandered once again
 As merchant among chaffering men,
 And strange he seemed among them all;
 His face changed not, whate’er might fall
 Of good or ill; he won, he lost,
 He gave, as counting not the cost;
 Fell sick, grew well, and heeded nought
 What the days took or what they brought;
 Nowhere he strove great deeds to do,
 Scarce spoke he save when spoken to;
 Hither and thither still he went
 As the winds blow, never content,
 Never complaining; resting nought,
 And yet scarce asking what he sought.
 A strange waif in the tide of life,
 With nought he seemed to be at strife,
 To nothing earthly to belong.
 Still burned his longing bright and strong,
 As when upon that bitter morn
 He hung with his white face forlorn,
 Over the bed yet scarcely cold,
 That erst her loveliness did hold.
 

 So chasing dreams, so dreamlike chased,
 Through lapse of years his life did waste;
 His body changed, and old he grew
 Before his time: his face none knew,

 When, on a time, from journeyings vain
 In southlands, wandering back again,
 He heard his father welcome call
 Across the smoke-wreaths of his hall.
 O lonely heart! the yearning shame
 That erst, when back thereto he came,
 He felt at being so all alone
 Among his own folk, was clean gone;
 No lingering kindness of old days
 Clung now to the familiar place;
 With unmoved mouth he wandered there,
 And saw his mother’s empty chair,
 For she was dead: with unchanged eyes
 Thorgerd he saw from spinning rise,
 Fair still and young, though he was old.
 His father’s face he did behold
 With no faint smile of memory,
 No pang for wasted youth gone by;
 Betwixt his brethren twain he sat,
 And heard them talk of this and that
 Mid stories of a bygone day,
 Scarce thinking how they used to play
 Fair children once, and innocent,
 With the next minute well content.
 

 No goodwill from his kith and kin,
 And things kind once, he now might win 
 From out the well-loved wasting fire
 Of unfulfilled scarce-touched desire.
 One place was as another place,
 Haunted by memories of one face,
 Vocal with one remembered voice,
 Sad with one time’s swift fleeting joys.
 Yet as he passed the time-worn door
 The last time, said farewell once more,
 Scarce mid his outward calm could he
 Stay quivering lip and trembling knee,
 That on the threshold longed to lie,
 Where surely had her feet gone by.
 

 Through what wild lands he wandered wide,
 Among what folk he did abide

 Thereafter, nought my story saith.
 Suffice it, that no outbraved death
 Might end him; no chain of delay
 His feet from his wild wanderings stay;
 That every help he strove to gain
 From wise or fools was still but vain;
 Until, my story saith, at last
 The second time in ship he passed
 The wild waves of the Indian Sea,
 And with a chaffering company
 Long time abode, and ever heard
 And saw great marvels, but no word,
 No sight of what alone might give
 A heart unto the dead-alive. 
 At last from the strange city there
 He set sail in a dromond fair,
 With chapmen for his fellows, bound
 To such a land, that there the ground
 Bears gems and gold, but nourisheth
 Little besides save fear and death.
 So long they sailed, that at the last
 The skipper’s face grew overcast,
 And the stout chapmen ‘gan to fear,
 Because no signs of land drew near,
 And all the days were fully done
 When with fair wind they should have won
 Unto the shore for which they made;
 But of no death was John afraid
 While o’er some space as yet untried
 He bore his love unsatisfied;
 With hate they eyed his calm face now,
 For greater still their fear did grow.
 

 Anigh the prow one eve he stood,
 And something new so stirred his blood
 With hope, that he at last might say,
 A thing unsaid for many a day,
 That he was happy; round about
 The shipmen stood, and gazed in doubt

 ‘ Upon a long grey bank of cloud
 The eastern sky-line that did shroud.
 He saw it not, grown soft with rest
 His face was turned unto the west; 
 The low sun lit his golden hair
 Changed now with years of toil and care,
 The light wind stirred it as the prow
 The babbling ripple soft did throw
 From its black shining side; the sail
 Flapped o’erhead as the wind did fail
 Fitful that eve; the western sky
 Was bright and clear as night drew nigh
 Beyond all words to tell; at last
 He shivered; to the tall white mast
 He raised his eyes just as the sun
 Blazed at his lowest: day was done,
 But yet night lingered, as o’erhead,
 With a new-kindled hope and dread,
 The thin-curved moon, all white and cold,
 ‘Twixt day and night did he behold.
 

 No need now of that word to think,
 Or where he heard it; he did shrink
 Back mid his fellows, for he strove
 This first time to forget his love
 Lest hope should slay him; therewith now
 He heard the shipmen speaking low
 With anxious puckered brows, and saw
 The merchants each to other draw
 As men who feared to be alone;
 And knew that a fresh fear had grown
 Beside their old fear, nathless nought
 To such things might he turn his thought. 
 All watched that night but he, who slept
 While lovesome visions o’er him crept,
 Making night happy with the sight
 Of kind hands, and soft eyes and bright.
 At last within a flowery mead
 He seemed to be, clad in such weed
 As fellows of the angels wear:
 Alone a while he wandered there

 Right glad at heart, until at last
 By a fair-blossomed brake he passed,
 And o’er his shoulder gazed as he
 Went by it; and lo, suddenly,
 The odorous boughs were thrust apart,
 And with all heaven within his heart
 He turned, and saw his love, his sweet,
 Clad in green raiment to the feet,
 Her feet upon the blossoms bare,
 A rose-wreath round her golden hair;
 Her arms reached out to him, her mouth
 Trembling to quench his life-long drouth,
 Yet smiling ‘neath her deep kind eyes
 Upon his trembling glad surprise.
 But when he would have gone to her
 Him seemed a cry of deadly fear
 Rang through the fair and lonely close,
 A cold thick mist betwixt them rose,
 And then all sight from him did pass,
 And darkness a long while there was.
 

 Then all at once he woke up, cast
 With mighty force against the mast,
 Whereto with desperate hands he clung
 Unwitting, while the storm-wind sung
 Its song of death about his ears.
 But he, though grief had long slain fears,
 Shouted midst clash of wind and sea,
 Unheard shrieks, unseen misery
 Of the black night:
 “All come to nought!
 Yestreen I deemed that rest was brought
 Anigh me, and I thought I knew
 That toward my Love at last I drew.
 The loveless rest comes, all deceit
 Death treads to nothing with his feet!
 O idle Maker of the world,
 Art thou content to see me hurled
 To nought, from longing and from tears,

 When thou through all these weary years
 With love my helpless soul hast bound,
 And fed me in that narrow round
 With no delight thy fair world knows?
 Come close, my love, come close, come close,
 Why wilt thou let me die alone?”
 

 Howso he deemed his days were done,
 Yet there still clung he desperately,
 Mid wash of the in-rushing sea,
 Mid the storm’s night, for no least whit 
 Might he see through the rage of it,
 Nor know which unseen hill of wave
 The rash frail wooden toy would stave,
 Or if another man did cling
 Unto the hopeless shivering thing;
 Yea, or if day had dawned, and light
 High up serene now mocked the night
 Of waves and winds. How long he drave
 From windless trough to wind-sheared wave,
 No whit he knew, although it seemed
 So long, that all before was dreamed,
 That there was neither heaven nor earth
 Before that turmoil had its birth.
 

 And yet at last, as on and on
 He swept, and still death was not won;
 A pleasure in his heart ‘gan rise;
 Love blossomed fresh mid fantasies,
 Mid dreams born of the overthrow
 Of sense and sight; he did not know
 If yet he lived, yet wrong and pain
 Were words, that hindered not the gain,
 Of sweet peace, whatso wild unrest
 Were round about; and all the best
 Seemed won, nor was one day of bliss
 Forgotten; all was once more his,
 That while agone he deemed so lost.
 How long in sooth the ship was tost
 From hill to hill of unseen sea 
 The tale tells not; but suddenly,
 Amid the sweetest dream of all,

 A long way down John seemed to fall,
 Losing all sense of sight and sound;
 Then brake a sudden light around,
 Wherethrough he none the less saw nought,
 And as it waned, waned sense and thought,
 The peace of dull unconsciousness
 His wild torn heart at last did bless.
 

 He woke again upon the sand
 Of a wide bay’s curved shell-strewn strand,
 And long belike had he lain there;
 For morn it was, and fresh and fair,
 And no least sign was on the sea
 Of storm or wrack, but peacefully
 On the low strand its last wave broke.
 

 Scarce might John dream when thus he woke
 Of what had happed or where he was;
 Soft thoughts of bygone days did pass
 Across his mind at first, and when
 His later memory came again,
 It was but with great toil that he
 Could think about his misery
 And all his latter wretched years;
 And if the thought to unused tears
 Did move him now, yet none the less
 A strange content and happiness
 Wrapped him around. 
 So to his feet
 He rose now, and most fresh and sweet
 The air was round him, and the sun
 As of the time when morn begun
 In early summer of the north,
 Maketh the world seem wondrous worth,
 And death and pain awhile doth hide.
 He gazed across the ocean wide
 With puzzled look; then up and down
 Sought curiously the sea-sand brown
 And at the last ‘gan marvel how
 No sign the smooth sea-strand might show
 Of his lost ship and company;
 Then closer to that summer sea
 He went, and surely now it seemed

 That he of India had but dreamed,
 Because the sand beneath his feet
 Washed smooth and flat by the sea’s beat,
 Or wrinkled by the ripple low,
 Such shells and creeping things did show
 As in the northland well he knew,
 And round about o’erhead there flew
 Such sea-fowl as in days of old;
 Their unknown tales unto him told.
 He gave a deep sigh, yet his heart
 From that new bliss would nowise part,
 Or battle with its strange content;
 And no more midst his wonderment,
 Rather for more of pain, he yearned, 
 Than any rest save one: he turned
 From the green sea his dreamy eyes,
 And saw soft slopes and lowly, rise
 Green and unburnt from the smooth strand,
 And further in, the rising land,
 Besprent with trees of no such clime
 As he had known for weary time;
 From slope and thicket then there grew
 High grassy, treeless hillsides, blue
 With the light haze of that fair tide.
 

 A little while did he abide
 Gazing upon that pleasant place,
 Then o’er his shoulder turned his face
 Seaward, yet once more ‘gan to go
 Unto the hills, and felt as though
 He bade unto the weltering flood
 A last farewell; and sweet and good
 His life seemed grown, e’en when he said,
 “It may be that my love is dead;
 Or living, still more like that I
 Shall see her not before I die;
 Fool am I then to feel my feet
 Drawn on some happiness to meet!”
 

  So went his words, but e’en as erst
 When most he felt forlorn and cursed,
 The words of hope seemed words and air,
 So now seemed all his words of care 
 Empty of meaning. Forth he went
 Light-hearted, till his firm feet bent
 The daisies of the flowery grass,
 And swiftly onward did he pass
 From slope to slope: the land was fair,
 Yet saw he no house anywhere,
 No hedge or garden-close or corn;
 Nor heard he halloo there or horn,
 To make the dappled deer afraid,
 That here and there about him strayed
 Scarce heeding him: no arms he bare,
 His raiment that had once been fair,
 Was sorely stained, and worn, and rent,
 And thirst and hunger as he went
 Pressed on him; till he came at last
 To where a spreading fruit-tree cast
 Its shadows round deliciously;
 John stayed there, for that friendly tree
 Had load of apples; so he ate
 And found them sweet and delicate,
 As ever monk in garden grew,
 Though little care belike they knew.
 But now, when he had had his fill
 Thereof, there marvelling stood he still,
 Because to one bough blossoms clung
 As it were May, but ripe fruit hung
 Upon the other: then he smiled,
 As one by a strange dream beguiled,
 Then slowly on the grass sank down, 
 For sorely sweet had longing grown
 With gathering languor of the day.
 But looking round, as there he lay,
 Upon the flowers besprent about,
 Still more was love confused with doubt
 If still he lived:
 “Red roses fair
 To wreathe my love that wanders here,

 Gold-hearted lilies for her hand!
 And yet withal that she may stand
 On something other folk think sweet,
 March violets for her rosy feet;
 The black-heart amorous poppy, fain
 Death from her passing knee to gain,
 Bows to the gilliflower there:
 The fiery tulip stands to stare
 Upon her perfect loveliness,
 That ‘gainst the corn-cockle will press
 Its fainting leaves: further afield
 The untended vine black fruit doth yield,
 That bore long torment of the heat,
 At last in bliss her lips to meet; — 
 The wind-flowers wotting of the thing
 Must gather round there in the Spring,
 And live and die and live again,
 That they might feel the joyous pain
 At last, of lying crushed and rent
 Beneath her feet, while well content
 Above their soft leaves she doth sing. 
 What marvel, love, that everything
 That far apart the troubled year,
 Midst toil and doubt, gives otherwhere,
 Must gather in this land round thee,
 Living and dying, still to see
 A wonder God shall not make twice.
 Come swiftly, love, because mine eyes
 Grow dim with love; a little while
 Shall hope my fainting heart beguile
 To think me strong; yet well I know
 That nought of strength is in me now,
 Save wasting fire of love alone — 
 Come to me then, ere all is gone!

 And let it not be all for nought
 That ever one heart have I sought
 Of all the world, and cast aside
 All thought that any bliss might hide
 In aught save in thy love; thy love
 That even yet perchance might move
 The Great God not all utterly
 To slay me, casting my soul by
 As void henceforth for evermore,
 What love soever once it bore,
 That nothing mortal satisfied!”
 

 He sprang up, o’er the countryside
 He gazed long, and down ran the tears,
 At thought of all the pain of years,
 When he beheld its emptiness; 
 Yet presently on did he press,
 With longing grown not all a pain.
 

 The higher slopes now did he gain,
 Through flowers and blooming trees, until
 He ‘gan to breast a steeper hill,
 And coming out of a close wood,
 High up above the lowlands stood,
 And far away beheld the sea
 Guarding the sweet land patiently,
 Then turning, clomb on, till the sun
 Sank low adown and day was done,
 Before the hill’s top he might gain;
 Then e’en his restlessness was fain
 There to abide the next day’s light.
 So down he lay, aid the short night
 Went by in dreams of that past day
 When in the hawthorn-brake he lay;
 How many lifetimes now agone
 That day seemed, when once more alone
 In the dawn’s shiver he awoke!
 Nathless with sturdy heart he broke
 Through the morn’s hopelessness, and still
 Pressed up the last steep of the hill,
 Until together with the sun
 Its grey and rugged brow he won.
 

  Then down into the vale he gazed,
 And held his breath, as if amazed 
 By all its wondrous loveliness;
 For as the sun its depths did bless,
 It lighted up from side to side,
 A close-shut valley, nothing wide,
 But ever full of all things fair.
 A little way the hill was bare,
 Then clung to it a deep green wood
 That guarded many a fertile rood
 Of terraced vine and slopes of wheat;
 A white way wound about its feet,
 Beset with heavy-fruited trees
 And cleaving orchards through; midst these,
 Each hemmed round with its flowery close,
 The cottages and homesteads rose;
 But the hill-side sprang suddenly
 From level meadows that did lie
 On either side a noble stream,
 O’er which the morning haze did steam,
 Made golden now; then rose again
 The further hill-sides, bright with grain,
 And fair with orchard and close wood,
 From whence at last the scarped cliffs stood,
 And clear now, golden in the morn,
 Against the western sky upborne,
 Seemed like a guarded wall, lest care
 Or unrest yet should creep in there.
 

 At John’s back now bright the sun shone
 Once more, once more with all light gone, 
 Above the further hills hung high,
 The pale thin moon was in the sky;
 Then he cried out:
 “Ah, end the strife
 Twin lights of God; give death or life!
 Surely shall I be lying soon

East of the Sun, West of the Moon;
 What matter if alive or dead,
 If so once more our lips are wed!”
 

  And now he ‘gan to look around,
 To see how he the lower ground
 Might gain, for there the hill had end
 In shear rocks, so he needs must wend
 Along its rugged brow; at last,
 When he a little way had passed,
 The hill’s crest lowered, and ‘gan draw
 Back from the vale, and then he saw
 How it grew wide, and ‘neath his eyes
 The river wound now circle-wise,
 And at the furthest curve thereof
 There lay, half hid by close and grove,
 A marvellous house, that jewel-like
 Gleamed, where the sun its roofs did strike,
 Or strange-wrought walls; down-gazing now
 With fluttering heart, he wondered how
 Its white walls, and its roofs that burned,
 Should seem e’en like a dream returned
 From the forgotten land; then down 
 The hill-side, soft and easy grown,
 He slipped, and when he reached the way
 Folk stirred about the morn of day
 In field and house: fair folk were all
 He saw, and yet a chill did fall
 Upon him when he noted them;
 White linen, well-embroidered hem,
 Round clean-made limbs he saw, above
 Were faces sweet, well wrought for love;
 Yet man and maid, young folk and old,
 With sad eyes, lonely, strange, and cold,
 Still seemed to go upon their ways.
 Moreover, none on him did gaze;
 And if their eyes met his, as though
 They saw him not, past did they go;
 Nor heard he any spoken word

 Amongst them, nor saw any stirred
 To laugh or smile by anything.
 But fearful, yet his hope did cling
 Unto his heart, nay more, he thought
 Once more that surely not for nought
 Among such marvels he was come.
 

 So forth he passed by house and home
 E’en like a ghost; the open door
 Of one fair house he stood before,
 Where folk got ready for their meal,
 With little sign of woe or weal;
 And as he stood before their eyes, 
 They looked his way with no surprise,
 Nor seemed to see him: nought they spake,
 Neither durst he the silence break,
 But went his ways.
 A tall man stood
 By the wayside a-hewing wood,
 And close by was a fair-haired child,
 Who watched him, but spake not nor smiled,
 Nor looked up at the wayfarer;
 John strove to make this goodman hear,
 Crying out to him cheerily
 What land of all lands this might be;
 But nowise did he turn him round,
 Nor did the youngling heed the sound.
 Next, as he turned therefrom, there came
 Along the road an ancient dame,
 High-perched upon a mule, a lad
 Of fifteen springs his left hand had
 Upon the bell-hung bridle-rein — 

 — And still with these were all words vain.
 So on he went, and no more speech
 Had heart to try till he did reach
 The delicate house; and in the square
 Before it was a conduit fair,
 Where to and fro the girls did pass,
 Bearing their jars of earth or brass;
 Shrill sounded there the grey doves’ wings,

 The steep roof knew their murmurings,
 The sparrows chirped, the brass did clash, 
 The water on the stones did plash,
 The damsels’ wind-blown raiment fair
 And tinkling gold toys sounded there,
 But not their voices: unto one
 Who stood and watched the water run
 Over her jar’s lip pensively
 John turned, for kind she seemed to be:
 But when with soft beseeching eyes
 He spake, still in no other wise
 She dealt with him than had the rest;
 So when with growing fear oppressed
 He spake more earnestly, and she
 Still answered nought, then timidly
 Upon her hand his hand he laid;
 Warm was it, but no heed she paid
 Unto the touch, and he fell back,
 Wondering what thing those folk did lack
 That yet they died not: but still burned
 Hope amid great fear, and he turned
 Unto the palace door, wherethrough
 Passed fair-clad people to and fro.
 

 When he essayed to enter in
 None stayed or heeded; he did win
 Into a fair porch, set around
 With images of maidens crowned
 And kings all-armed; through this he gained
 A pillared court, where waxed and waned
 A babbling fountain, maidens fair 
 And slim youths saw he loitering there
 As lovers loiter; but their eyes,
 Listless and sad, changed in nowise
 As past he brushed with hurrying feet
 And glittering eyes: then did he meet
 The all-armed clashing guard, and then
 The long line of the serving-men
 Bearing up victuals to the hall,
 And, without bell or trumpet-call,
 Thither folk streamed. He went with them,

 And many a wrought cloak and rich hem
 Brushed past him, many a jewelled sword
 Clinked at the side of knight or lord,
 And no word spoken yet — at last
 Into the mighty hall he passed,
 And thought no greatest king on earth,
 E’en were it he of Micklegarth,
 Or the great lord of Babylon,
 So fair a place as that had won.
 

 Now there he stood, till every place
 Was filled, save midmost of the dais
 The high-seat lacked a man; so then
 He laughed loud mid those silent men,
 Grown reckless in that kingdom cold,
 And clad in rags mid silk and gold,
 Barefooted in that dainty hall,
 He strode up to the ivory stall,
 And sat him down, and laughed once more 
 Unheeded, while the servers bore
 Unto the guests rich meats and drink;
 Nor from the victuals did he shrink,
 But well his hunger satisfied
 Though not long there might he abide,
 For still his lovesome restlessness
 Midst all upon his heart did press.
 

 So rising ere the feast was done,
 He paced the echoing hall alone,
 And passed the door, and wandered now,
 Unchecked by any, high and low,
 And saw strange things and fair; at last
 A silent maid his side brushed past,

 And to a carven door did wend,
 At a long cloister’s nether end,
 Passed in and shut it to again.
 Then John stood still and strove in vain,
 With a new hope and gathering fear,
 And weakly drew the door anear,
 And laid his hand upon the latch,
 And with a sob his breath must catch
 Because of thronging memories.
 He opened the door now, with eyes
 Cast down for fear, and therewith heard,
 As heretofore, no spoken word;
 But rustling as of women’s gear
 And gentle breathing did he hear
 And the dull noise upon the ground 
 Of restless spindles; all around
 Floated a delicate sweet scent,
 As though the wind o’er blossoms went.
 

 His breath came fast, his fevered blood
 Tingled and changed, as there he stood,
 And each ‘gainst each now smote his knees;
 E’en as a world of images
 The past was grown to him; he knew
 What in those days he used to do,
 But knew not what it meant; and yet
 Would she the past days quite forget,
 And was she like these dead-alive?
 

 None came, sore trembling did he strive
 To search the strange place through, but still
 His hope, fear-tangled, and the ill
 That might be, bound his eyes full fast
 A long while — crying out at last
 E’en ere his eyes had left the ground,
 As one who some lost thing has found,
 He stepped forth, and with all surprise
 Made nought by love, his mortal eyes,
 His weary eyes, beheld indeed,
 His heart’s desire, his life, his need,
 Still on the earth, still there for him;
 And as he gazed, most weak and dim,

 Seemed all the visions wherewith he
 Was wont to feed his misery, 
 To dull the pain unsatisfied,
 That still for death or presence cried.
 

 Round the World’s Love, the glorious one,
 My tale says, many maidens spun,
 Howso John’s eyes beheld them not,
 And she upon her knees had got
 Some broidery fair, and whiles her hand
 Moved by her half-dead will’s command
 Would raise it up, and whiles again,
 As too much all in all grew pain,
 Would let it fall adown: her face
 Was altered nothing from the grace
 That he remembered, save that erst
 A sad smile even at the worst
 Would gleam across her pity, but now
 Betwixt her round chin and smooth brow
 Lay bound the sorrow of the years,
 Too sharp for smiles, too hard for tears:
 Sometimes as some sweet memory
 Pierced the dull present, wearily
 She writhed her neck, and raised her head;
 Sometimes her hands, as feebly led
 By ghosts of her old longings, moved
 As though toward some one long time loved,
 And long time lost; then from her seat
 Whiles she half rose as if to meet
 Loved footfalls half-remembered; then
 The dull pain swallowed all again, 
 Its child, dull patience, death-in-life,
 Choked down the rising rest of strife.
 

 Scarcely his feet might bear him o’er
 The smoothness of the marble floor
 Unto her feet; scarce might he raise
 His wild eyes to her weary face,
 Scarcely his hand had strength to touch

 The open hand he loved so much;
 And yet his thirsting lips love drew
 Unto dear eyes that nothing knew
 What closed their lids, to lips still warm,
 But all forgetful of the harm
 Their fruitful sweetness erst had wrought,
 To feet desired, that erewhile brought
 Love’s grief on the sad moaning man,
 Who fawned on them with lips grown wan,
 And cheeks grown thin for lack of love.
 

 How might he tell if aught could move
 Her grief-chilled heart; yet love slew fear,
 Lulled speech to sleep — sweet to be near;
 Yea, even if all were changed, if all
 Into this dumb, strange life must fall,
 And all the longing and the pain
 For signs of love were spent in vain;
 If, in strange wise together brought,
 They were apart still, and still nought
 Might tell of better hope! O sweet 
 Beyond all words, there at her feet
 To lie and watch her! By what word
 Might his deep love be better heard
 Than by that silence.
 Nought he said
 A long while, and her weary head
 Hung low, and still she saw him not.
 At last the heart in him waxed hot,
 And he cried out:
 “Time long ago,
 How long, how long, I know not now,
 I sinned and lost thee: scarce a hope
 Was left with the dull years to cope;
 Yet this my hand now touches thee,
 My cheek is laid upon thy knee;
 I am thy love, beloved, come,
 I know not how, to thy new home!”
 

 She moved not, but a rush of tears
 Blinded his eyes, as all the years
 With all their pain rose up to him;
 Her head moved then, through foot and limb
 A tremor ran, as the tears fell.

 Upon her hands:
 “O Love, scarce well,”
 He sobbed, “that we should be apart,
 My sorrow laid upon thy heart,
 And my heart worn with thine, my love — 
 No word ‘twixt lips and lips, to move 
 The double burden — found at last,
 What chain is it that binds thee fast?
 Was my great grief so hard to bear
 That thou art grown cold? Sweet and dear
 I bore thy grief yet love and live!”
 

 He trembled, for she seemed to strive
 To grasp strange thoughts that flitted round,
 She clenched her delicate hands, and frowned,
 And her feet moved uncertainly,
 The while the maidens sitting by
 Spun and spun on, nor changed at all.
 

 Then a strange thought on him did fall,
 To choke his tears back and tell o’er
 The story of his longing sore,
 E’en from that well-remembered day
 When in the hawthorn-brake he lay.
 God wot, if his hand trembled oft
 As he recalled words sweet and soft,
 And tender touches, all the bliss
 Of clinging hand and lingering kiss!
 God wot if he stayed tremblingly
 As from her breast brake forth a sigh
 And she fell trembling! And at last,
 Amid his tale of how she passed
 Away from him, and left him bare
 In the rough world of hate and care,
 Her fingers tightened round his own, 
 And a sound like a tender moan
 Parted her lips; he stayed awhile,
 And on his face a quivering smile
 Masked the unshed tears, as he told
 How in that morning drear and cold
 He found her gone: and therewith she
 Raised up her head, and eagerly
 Gazed round, and yet looked not on him:
 

  “No hope,” he said, “however dim,
 At first, sweet love, abode with me;
 I know not how I lived; the sea,
 The earth, and sky, that day had grown
 A heavy burden all mine own;
 As if mine hand all things had wrought
 To find their strength come all to nought,
 Their beauty perished, all made vain,
 Unnoticed parts of the huge pain
 That filled the world and crushed my heart.
 Then first, the heavy veil to part,
 Came memory of thy mouth divine,
 Some image of a word of thine — 

 — Is it not so that thou saidst this,
 That morn that parted me and bliss,
 ‘Ah, couldst thou know, I go too soon

East of the Sun, West of the Moon?’”
 

 With a great sigh, as one who throws
 A burden off, that sweet arose, 
 And stood before him, trembling sore
 With love and joy; ah, me! once more
 Fulfilled of love their kind eyes met,
 Although apart they stood as yet,
 Helpless with pain of ecstasy;
 Till from her lips a joyful cry,
 Ringing and sweet, burst forth, and he,
 Strong no more with love’s misery,
 Faint, changed with this new joyful love,
 His wandering hands toward her did move
 E’en but a little way. But round
 His fluttering heart her arms she wound,
 And kissed his pale cheeks red again,
 And hung above his lovesome pain,
 Desiring him as the spring yearns
 For the young summer sun, that burns
 His soft heart into fruitful death.
 His parched mouth felt her odorous breath,
 His weary burning head did rest
 Upon the heaven of her sweet breast,
 His mazed ears heard her tender speech;

 His eyes, his silence did beseech
 For more and more and more of love.
 

 How this their joy fulfilled might move
 The world around I know not well;
 But yet this idle dream doth tell
 That no more silent was the place,
 That new joy lit up every face, 
 That joyous lovers kissed and clung,
 E’en as these twain, that songs were sung
 From mouth to mouth in rose-bowers,
 Where, hand in hand and crowned with flowers,
 Folk praised the Lover and Beloved
 That such long years, such pain had proved.
 But soft, they say, their joyance was
 When midst them soon the twain did pass,
 Hand locked in hand, heart kissing heart,
 No more this side of death to part — 

 — No more, no more — Full soft I say
 Their greetings were that happy day,
 As though in pensive semblance clad;
 For fear their faces over-glad
 This certain thing should seem to hide,
 That love can ne’er be satisfied.
 

O’ER Gregory’s eyes the pain of morn

Flashed suddenly, and all forlorn

Of late-gained clean forgot delight,

He sat up, scowling on the bright

Broad day that lit the hurrying crowd

Of white-head waves, while shrill and loud

About him cried the gulls; but he

Lay still with eyes turned toward the sea,

And yet beholding nought at all, 

Till into ill thoughts did he fall,

Of what a rude and friendless place

The world was, through what empty days

 Men were pushed slowly down to death.

Then o’er the fresh morn’s breezy breath

Was borne his fellows’ cheery cry;

He rose up, sighing heavily,

And turned round to the steep grey bent,

Whereunder had been pitched their tent

Upon the odorous thymy grass.

And down the slope he saw them pass,

And heard their voices blithe enough:

But loathsome unto him, and rough

Must all men seem urn that morn,

Their speech a hard thing to be borne.
 

 He stood by as they launched the boat,

And little did their labour note.

And set no hand thereto at all;

Until an awe on these did fall;

They muttered, “Ah, the Stargazer

Beholdeth strange things drawing near!”

So somewhat silently they sailed

In up the firth, till the wind failed,

Betwixt the high cliffs, and with oars

They swept midmost the rocky shores

And spake few words.

But smoother now

Was grown the worn Stargazer’s brow, 

And his thin lips were less close-set,

For well-nigh now did he forget

Fellows and boat and land and sea,

And, waking, seemed no less to be
 East of the Sun, West of the Moon,

And when they landed at high-noon,

From all men would he go apart

In woods and meads, and deal by art

With his returning memory;

And, some things gained, and some slipped by,

His weary heart a while to soothe,

He wove all into verses smooth,

As tells the tale: that wotteth not

 Hoer much within it it hath got

That his hand writ: for soothly he

Was deemed a craftsmaster to be

In those most noble days of old,

Whose words were e’en as kingly gold

To our thin brass, or drossy lead:

 — Well, e’en so all the tale is said

How twain grew one and came to bliss — 

Woe’s me an idle dream it is!
 

THE autumn day, the strange and dreamy tale
 Were soft as far-off bells adown a vale,
 Borne to the hill-top on the fitful wind;
 And like their music past, they left behind
 Sad thoughts of old desires unsatisfied,
 And pain and joy that long ago had died,
 Yea, long been buried ‘neath the strife of days,
 Too hard and hapless any woe to raise
 And crown it with the flowery, fleeting crown
 Of that strange rest, whose seed is all unknown,
 That withereth while reproachfully we say;
 “Why grow’st thou unsought ‘neath my hand to-day,
 Whose longed-for scent through many an ill day sought,
 Swift healing to my sickening soul had brought
 And kept me young. Fair rest, what dost thou here?”
 

 The wind dealt with the autumn haze, and clear
 The afternoon was, though the great clouds drew
 In piled-up hills across the faint-streaked blue,
 And ‘gainst them showed the wind-hover’s dark spot,
 Nor yet midst trembling peace was change forgot.
 






  








OCTOBER.
 

O LOVE, turn from the unchanging sea, and gaze
 Down these grey slopes upon the year grown old,
 A-dying mid the autumn-scented haze,
 That hangeth o’er the hollow in the wold,
 Where the wind-bitten ancient elms infold
 Grey church, long barn, orchard, and red-roofed stead,
 Wrought in dead days for men a long while dead.
 

 Come down, O love; may not our hands still meet,
 Since still we live to-day, forgetting June,
 Forgetting May, deeming October sweet — 

 — O hearken, hearken! through the afternoon,
 The grey tower sings a strange old tinkling tune!
 Sweet, sweet, and sad, the toiling year’s last breath,
 Too satiate of life to strive with death.
 

 And we too — will it not be soft and kind,
 That rest from life, from patience and from pain,
 That rest from bliss we know not when we find,
 That rest from Love which ne’er the end can gain? — 

 — Hark, how the tune swells, that erewhile did wane!
 Look up, love! — ah, cling close and never move!
 How can I have enough of life and love?
 

OCTOBER drew our elders to a house,
 That mid the tangled vines, and clamorous
 Glad vintagers, stood calm, slim-pillared, white,
 As though it fain would hide away from sight
 The joy that through the sad lost autumn rung.
 As hot the day was, as when summer hung,
 With worn feet, on the last step of July,
 Ashamed to cast its flowery raiment by:
 Round the old men the white porch-pillars stood,
 Gold-stained, as with the sun, streaked as with blood,
 Blood of the earth, at least, and to and fro
 Before them did the high-girt maidens go,
 Eager, bright-eyed, and careless of tomorn;
 And young men with them, nowise made forlorn
 By love and autumn tide; and in nowise
 Content to pray for love with hopeless eyes,
 Close lips, and timid hands; rather, indeed,
 Lest youth and life should fail them at their need,
 At what light joyous semblance of him ran
 Amidst the vines, ‘twixt eyes of maid and man,
 Wilfully blind they caught.
 But now at last,
 As in the apple-gathering tide late past,
 So would the elders do now; in a while,
 He who should tell the tale, with a grave smile,
 And eyes fixed on the fairest damsel there, 
 Began to say: “Ye blithe folk well might bear
 To hearken to a sad tale, yet to-day
 No heart I have to cast all hope away
 From out my history: so be warned hereby,
 Nor wait unto the end, deliciously
 To nurse your pity; for the end is good
 And peaceful, howso buffeting and rude
 Winds, waves, and men were, ere the end was done.”
 

 The sweet eyes that his eyes were set upon
 Were hid by shamefast lids as he did speak,

 And redder colour burned on her fresh cheek,
 And her lips smiled, as, with a half-sad sigh,
 He ‘gan to tell this lovesome history.
 

THE STORY OF ACCONTIUS AND CYDIPPE.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

A CERTAIN man coming to Delos beheld a noble damsel there, and was smitten with the love of her, and made all things of no account but the winning of her, which at last he brought about in strange wise.
 

A CERTAIN island-man of old,
 Well fashioned, young, and wise and bold,
 Voyaged awhile in Greekish seas,
 Till Delos of the Cyclades
 His keel made, and ashore he went;
 And, wandering with no fixed intent,
 With others of the shipmen there,
 They came into a garden fair,
 Too sweet for sea-tossed men, I deem,
 If they would scape the lovesome dream
 That youth and May cast o’er the earth,
 If they would keep their careless mirth
 For hands of eld to deal withal.
 

So in that close did it befall 
 That ‘neath the trees well wrought of May
 These sat amidmost of the day
 Not dry-lipped, and belike a-strain,
 All gifts of that sweet time to gain,

 And yet not finding all enow
 That at their feet the May did throw,
 But longing, half-expecting still
 Some new delight their cup to fill — 
 Yea, overfill, to make all strange
 Their lazy joy with piercing change.
 Therewith their youngest, even he
 I told of first, all suddenly
 ‘Gan sing a song that fitted well
 The thoughts that each man’s heart did tell
 Unto itself, and as his throat
 Moved with the music, did he note
 Through half-shut eyes a company
 Of white-armed maidens drawing nigh,
 Well marshalled, as if there they went
 Upon some serious work intent.
 

SONG.
 

FAIR is the night and fair the day,

Now April is forgot of May,

Now into June May falls away;

Fair day, fair night, O give me back

The tide that all fair things did lack

Except my love, except my sweet!
 

 Blow back, O wind! thou art not kind,

Though thou art sweet; thou hast no mind

Her hair about my sweet to wind;

O flowery sward, though thou art bright,

I praise thee not for thy delight,

Thou hast not kissed her silver feet.
 

 Thou know’st her not, O rustling tree,

What dost thou then to shadow me,

Whose shade her breast did never see?

O flowers, in vain ye bow adown!

Ye have not felt her odorous gown

Brush past your heads my lips to meet.
 

  Flow on, great river — thou mayst deem

That far away, a summer stream,

Thou sawest her limbs amidst thee gleam,

And kissed her foot, and kissed her knee,

Yet get thee swift unto the sea!

With nought of true thou wilt me greet.
 

 And thou that men call by my name,

O helpless one, hast thou no shame

That thou must even look the same,

As while agone, as while agone,

When thou and she were left alone,

And hands, and lips, and tears did meet?
 

 Grow weak and pine, lie down to die,

O body in thy misery,,

Because short time and sweet goes by;

O foolish heart, how weak thou art!

Break, break, because thou needs must part

From thine own love, from thine own sweet!
 

 What was it that through half-shut eyes
 Pierced to his heart, and made him rise
 As one the July storm awakes
 When through the dawn the thunder breaks?
 What was it that the languor clove,
 Wherewith unhurt he sang of love?
 How was it that his eyes had caught
 Her eyes alone of all; that nought
 The others were but images,
 While she, while she amidst of these
 Not first or last — when she was gone,
 Why must he feel so left alone?
 An image in his heart there was
 Of how amidst them one did pass
 Kind-eyed and soft, and looked at him;
 And now the world was waxen dim
 About him, and of little worth,
 Seemed all the wondrous things of earth,

 And fain would he be all alone,
 To wonder why his mirth was gone;
 To wonder why it seemed so strange
 That in nought else was any change,
 When his old life seemed passed away,
 And joy in narrow compass lay, 
 He scarce knew where. With laugh and song
 His fellows mocked the dim world’s wrong,
 Nor noted him as changed o’ermuch;
 Or if their jests his mood did touch,
 To his great wonder lightly they
 By stammering word were turned away.
 

 Well, from the close they went at last,
 And through the noble town they passed,
 And saw the wonders wrought of old
 Therein, and heard famed stories told
 Of many a thing; and as a dream
 Did all things to Accontius seem.
 But when night’s wings came o’er that place,
 And men slept, piteous seemed his case
 And wonderful, that therewithal
 Night helped him not. From wall to wall
 Night-long his weary eyes he turned,
 Till in the east the daylight burned.
 And then the pang he would not name,
 Stung by the world’s change, fiercer came
 Across him, and in haste he rose,
 Driven unto that flowery close
 By restless longing, knowing not
 What part therein his heart had got,
 Nor why he thitherward must wend.
 

  And now had night’s last hope an end,
 When to the garden-gate he came. 
 In grey light did the tulip flame
 Over the sward made grey with dew,
 And as unto the place he drew
 Where yesterday he sang that song
 The ousel-cock sang sweet and strong,
 Though almost ere the sky grew grey
 Had he begun to greet the day.
 There now, as by some strong spell bound,
 Accontius paced that spot of ground,
 Restless, with wild thoughts in his head;
 While round about the white-thorn shed
 Sweet fragrance, and the lovely place,
 Lonely of mankind, lacked no grace
 That love for his own home would have.
 Well sang the birds, the light wind drave
 Through the fresh leaves, untouched as yet
 By summer and its vain regret;
 Well piped the wind, and as it swept
 The garden through, no sweet thing slept,
 Nor might the scent of blossoms hide
 The fresh smell of the country side
 It bore with it; and the green bay,
 Whose breast it kissed so far away,
 Spake sometimes yet amid the noise
 Of rustling leaves and song-birds’ voice.
 

 So there awhile our man did pace,
 Still wondering at his piteous case
 That, certes, not to anyone 
 Had happed before — awhile agone
 So pleased to watch the world pass by
 With all its changing imagery;
 So hot to play his part therein,
 From each day’s death good life to win;
 And now, with a great sigh, he saw
 The yellow level sunbeams draw
 Across the wet grass, as the sun
 First smote the trees, and day begun
 Smiled on the world, whose summer bliss

 In nowise seemed to better his.
 Then, as he thought thereof, he said:
 “Surely all wisdom is clean dead
 Within me. Nought I lack that I,
 By striving, may not come anigh
 Among the things that men desire;
 And why, then, like a burnt-out fire,
 Is my life grown?”
 E’en as he spoke
 A throstle-cock beside him broke
 Into the sweetest of his song,
 Yet with his sweet note seemed to wrong
 The unknown trouble of that morn,
 And made him feel yet more forlorn.
 Then he cried out, “O fool, go forth!
 The world is grown of no less worth
 Than yester-morn it was; go then
 And play thy part among brave men
 As thou hadst will to do before 
 Thy feet first touched this charmed shore
 Where all is changed.”
 But now the bird
 Flew from beside him, and he heard
 A rustling nigh, although the breeze
 Had died out mid the thick-leaved trees.
 Therewith he raised his eyes and turned,
 And a great fire within him burned,
 And his heart stopped awhile, for there,
 Against a flowering thorn-bush fair,
 Hidden by tulips to the knee,
 His heart’s desire his eyes did see.
 Clad was she e’en as is the dove,
 Who makes the summer sad with love;
 High-girded as one hastening
 In swift search for some longed-for thing;
 Her hair drawn by a silken band
 From her white neck, and in her hand
 A myrtle-spray. Panting she was

 As from the daisies of the grass
 She raised her eyes, and looked around
 Till the astonished eyes she found
 That saw not aught but even her.
 

 There in a silence hard to bear,
 Impossible to break, they stood,
 With faces changed by love, and blood
 So stirred, that many a year of life
 Had been made eager with that strife 
 Of minutes; and so nigh she was
 He saw the little blue veins pass
 Over her heaving breast; and she
 The trembling of his lips might see,
 The rising tears within his eyes.
 

 Then standing there in mazed wise
 He saw the black-heart tulips bow
 Before her knees, as wavering now
 A half-step unto him she made.
 With a glad cry, though half afraid,
 He stretched his arms out, and the twain,
 E’en at the birth of love’s great pain,
 Each unto each-so nigh were grown,
 That little lacked to make them one — 
 That little lacked but they should be
 Wedded that hour; knee touching knee,
 Cheek laid to cheek. So seldom fare
 Love’s tales, that men are wise to dare;
 Rather, dull hours must pass away,
 And heavy day succeed to day,
 And much be changed by misery,
 Ere two that love may draw anigh-
 And so with these. What fear or shame
 ‘Twixt longing heart and body came
 ‘T were hard to tell — they lingered yet.
 Well-nigh they deemed that they had met,
 And that the worst was o’er; e’en then
 There drew anigh the sound of men — 
 Loud laugh, harsh talk. With ill surprise ,
 He saw fear change her lovesome eyes;
 He knew her heart bethought it now

 Of other folk, and ills that grow
 From overmuch of love; but he
 Cried out amidst his agony,
 Yet stood there helpless, and withal
 A mist across his eyes did fall,
 And all seemed lost indeed, as now
 Slim tulip-stem and hawthorn-bough
 Slipped rustling back into their place,
 And all the glory of her face
 Had left the world, at least awhile,
 And once more all was base and vile.
 

 And yet, indeed, when that sharp pain
 Was something dulled, and once again
 Thought helped him, then to him it seemed
 That she had dreamed as he had dreamed,
 And, hoping not for any sight
 Of love, had come made soft by night,
 Made kind by longings unconfessed,
 To give him good hope of the best.
 Then pity came to help his love,
 For now, indeed, he knew whereof
 He sickened; pity came, and then
 The fear of the rough sons of men,
 Sore hate of things that needs must part
 The loving heart from loving heart;
 And at each turn it seemed as though
 Fate some huge net round both did throw
 To stay their feet and dim their sight
 Till they were clutched by endless night;
 And then he fain had torn his hair,
 And cried aloud in his despair,
 But stayed himself as still he thought
 How even that should help him nought,
 That helpless patience needs must be
 His loathed fellow. Wearily
 He got him then from out the place,
 Made lovely by her scarce-seen face,
 And knew that day what longing meant.
 

 But when the restless daylight went
 From earth’s face, through the weary night

 He lay again in just such plight
 As on the last night he had lain;
 But deemed that he would go again
 At daylight to that place of flowers.
 So passed the night through all its hours,
 But ere the dawn came, weak and worn
 He fell asleep, nor woke that morn
 Till all the city was astir;
 And waking must he think of her
 Stolen to that place to find, to find him not — 
 Her parted lips, her face flushed hot,
 Her panting breast and girt-up gown,
 Her sleeve ill-fastened, fallen adown 
 From one white shoulder, her grey eyes
 Fixed in their misery of surprise,
 As nought they saw but birds and trees;
 Her woeful lingering, as the breeze
 Died ‘neath the growing sun, and folk
 Fresh silence of the morning broke;
 And then, the death of hope confessed,
 The quivering lip and heaving breast,
 The burst of tears, the homeward way
 Made hateful by joy past away,
 The dreary day made dull and long
 By hope deferred and gathering wrong.
 All this for him! — and thinking thus
 Their twinlife seemed so piteous
 That all his manhood from him fled,
 And cast adown upon the bed
 He sobbed and wept full sore, until
 When he of grief had had his fill
 He ‘gan to think that he might see
 His love, and cure her misery
 If she should be in that same place
 At that same hour when first her face
 Shone on him.
 So time wore away
 Till on the world the high noon lay,
 And then at the due place he stood,
 Wondering amid his love-sick mood
 Which blades of grass her foot had bent;

 And there, as to and fro he went, 
 A certain man who seemed to be
 A fisher on the troubled sea,
 An old man and a poor, came nigh
 And greeted him and said:
 “Hereby
 Thou doest well to stand, my son,
 Since thy stay here will soon be done,
 If of that ship of Crete thou be,
 As well I deem. Here shalt thou see
 Each day at noon a company
 Of all our fairest maids draw nigh;
 To such an one each day they go
 As best can tell them how to do
 In serving of the dreadful queen,
 Whose servant long years bath she been,
 And dwelleth by her chapel fair
 Within this close; they shall be here,
 E’en while I speak. Wot well, fair son,
 Good need it is this should be done,
 For whatso hasty word is said
 That day unto the moon-crowned maid,
 For such an oath is held, as though
 The whole heart into it did go — 
 Behold, they come! A goodly sight
 Shalt thou have seen, e’en if to-night
 Thou diest!”
 Grew Accontius wan
 As the sea-cliffs, for the old man
 Now pointed to the gate, wherethrough 
 The company of maidens drew
 Toward where they stood; Accontius,
 With trembling lips, and piteous
 Drawn brow, turned toward them, and afar

 Beheld her like the morning-star
 Amid the weary stars of night.
 Midmost the band went his delight,
 Clad in a gown of blue, whereon
 Were wrought fresh flowers, as newly won
 From the May fields; with one hand she
 Touched a fair fellow lovingly,
 The other, hung adown, did hold
 An ivory harp well strung with gold;
 Gaily she went, nor seemed as though
 One troublous thought her heart did know.
 Accontius sickened as she came
 Anigh him, and with heart aflame
 For very rage of jealousy,
 He heard her talking merrily
 Unto her fellow — the first word
 From those sweet lips he yet had heard,
 Nor might he know what thing she said;
 Yet presently she turned her head
 And saw him, and her talk she stopped
 E’en therewith, and her lips down dropped,
 And trembling amid love and shame
 Over her face a bright flush came;
 Nathless without another look
 She passed him by, whose whole frame shook 
 With passion as an aspen leaf.
 But she being gone, all blind with grief,
 He stood there long, and muttered:
 “Why
 Would she not note my misery?
 Had it been then so hard to turn
 And show me that her heart did yearn
 For something nigher like mine own?
 O well content to leave me lone,
 O well content to stand apart,
 And nurse a pleasure in thine heart,
 The joy of being so well beloved,
 Still taking care thou art not moved
 By aught like trouble! — yet beware,
 For thou mayst fall for all thy care!”
 

 So from the place he turned away;

 Some secret spell he deemed there lay,
 Some bar unseen athwart that grass,
 O’er which his feet might never pass
 Whatso his heart bade. Hour by hour
 Passed of the day, and ever slower
 They seemed to pass, and ever he
 Thought of her last look wearily — 
 Now meant it that, now meant it this;
 Now bliss, and now the death of bliss.
 ‘But O, if once again,’ he thought,
 ‘Face unto face we might be brought, 
 Then doubt I not but I should read
 What at her hands would be my meed,
 And in such wise my life would guide;
 Either the weary end to bide
 E’en as I might, or strengthen me
 To take the sweet felicity,
 Casting by thought of fear or death — 
 But now when I must hold my breath,
 Who knows how long, while scale mocks scale
 With trembling joy, and trembling bale
 O hard to bear! O hard to bear!’
 

 So spake he, knowing bitter fear
 And hopeful longing’s sharp distress,
 But not the weight of hopelessness.
 

 And now there passed by three days more,
 And to the flowery place that bore
 The sharp and sweet of his desire
 Each day he went, his heart afire
 With foolish hope. Each day he saw
 The band of damsels toward him draw,
 And trembling said, “Now, now at last
 Surely her white arms will be cast
 About my neck before them all;
 Or at the worst her eyes will call
 My feet to follow. Can it be
 That she can bear my misery,
 When of my heart she surely knows?”
 And every day midmost the close
 They met, and on the first day she

 Did look upon him furtively
 In loving wise; and through his heart
 Love sent a pleasure-pointed dart — 
 A minute, and away she went,
 And left him nowise more content
 Than erst he had been.
 The next day
 Needs must she flush and turn away
 Before their eyes met, and he stood
 When she was gone in wretched mood,
 Faint with desire.
 The third hope came,
 And then his hungry eyes, aflame
 With longing wild, beheld her pass
 As though amidst a dream she was;
 Then e’en ere she had left the place
 With his clenched hand he smote his face,
 And void of everything but pain,
 Through the thronged streets the sea did gain,
 Not recking aught, and there at last
 His body on the sand he cast,
 Nigh the green waves, till in the end
 Some thought the crushing cloud did rend,
 And down the tears ‘rushed from his eyes
 For ruth of his own miseries;
 And with the tears came thought again
 To mingle with his formless pain 
 And hope withal — but yet more fear,
 For he bethought him now that near
 The time drew for his ship to sail.
 Yet was the thought of some avail
 To heal the unreason of his ‘heart,
 For now he needs must play a part
 Wherein was something to be done,
 If he would not be left alone
 Life-long, with love unsatisfied.
 

 So now he rose, and looking wide
 Along the edges of the bay,
 Saw where his fellows’ tall ship lay
 Anigh the haven, and a boat
 ‘Twixt shore and ship-side did there float
 With balanced oars; but on the shroud

 A shipman stood, and shouted loud
 Unto the boat — words lost, in sooth,
 But which no less the trembling youth
 Deemed certainly of him must be
 And where he was; then suddenly
 He turned, though none pursued, and fled
 Along the sands, nor turned his head
 Till round a headland he did reach
 A long cove with a sandy beach;
 Then looking landward he saw where
 A streamlet cleft the sea-cliffs bare,
 Making a little valley green,
 Beset with thorn-trees; and between 
 The yellow strand and cliff’s grey brow
 Was built a cottage white and low
 Within a little close, upon
 The green slope that the stream had won
 From rock and sea; and thereby stood
 A fisher, whose grey homespun hood
 Covered white locks: so presently
 Accontius to that man drew nigh,
 Because he seemed the man to be
 Who told of that fair company,
 Deeming that more might there be learned
 About the flame wherewith he burned.
 

 Withal he found it even so,
 And that the old man him did know,
 And greeted him, and fell to talk,
 As such folk will of things that balk
 The poor man’s fortune, waves and winds,
 And changing days and great men’s minds;
 And at the last it so befell
 That this Accontius came to tell
 A tale unto the man — how he
 Was fain to ‘scape the uneasy sea,
 And those his fellows, and would give
 Gold unto him, that he might live
 In hiding there, till they had sailed.
 Not strange it was if he prevailed
 In few words, though the elder smiled

 As not all utterly beguiled, 
 Nor curious therewithal to know
 Such things as he cared not to show.
 

 So there alone a while he dwelt,
 And lonely there, all torment felt,
 As still his longing grew and grew;
 And ever as hot noontide drew
 From dewy dawn and sunny morn,
 He felt himself the most forlorn;
 For then the best he pictured her:
 

 “Now the noon wind, the scent-bearer
 Is busy midst her gown,” he said,
 “The fresh-plucked flowers about her head
 Are drooping now with their desire;
 The grass with unconsuming fire
 Faints ‘neath the pressure of her feet;
 The honey-bees her lips would meet,
 But fail for fear; the swift’s bright eyes
 Are eager round the mysteries
 Of the fair hidden fragrant breast,
 Where now alone may I know rest — 

 — Ah pity me, thou pityless!
 Bless me who know’st not how to bless;
 Fall from thy height, thou highest of all,
 On me a very wretch to call!
 Thou, to whom all things fate doth give,
 Find without me thou canst not live!
 Desire me, O thou world’s desire, 
 Light thy pure heart at this base fire!
 Save me, save me, thou knowest nought,
 Of whom thou never hadst a thought!
 O queen of all the world, stoop down,
 Before my feet cast thou thy crown!
 Speak to me, as I speak to thee!”
 

 He walked beside the summer sea
 As thus he spake, at eventide;

 Across the waste of waters wide;
 The dead sun’s light a wonder cast,
 That into grey night faded fast;
 And ever as the shadows fell,
 More formless grew the unbreaking swell
 Far out to sea; more strange and white,
 More vocal through the hushing night,
 The narrow line of changing foam,
 That ‘twixt the sand and fishes’ home
 Writhed, driven onward by the tide — 

 — So slowly by the ocean’s side
 He paced, till dreamy passion grew;
 The soft wind o’er the sea that blew,
 Dried the cold tears upon his face,
 Kindly if sad seemed that lone place,
 Yea, in a while it scarce seemed lone,
 When now at last the white moon shone
 Upon the sea, and showed that still
 It quivered, though a moveless hill
 A little while ago it seemed.
 

 So, turning homeward now, he dreamed
 Of many a help and miracle,
 That in the olden time befell
 Unto love’s servants; e’en when he
 Had clomb the hill anigh the sea,
 And reached the hut now litten bright,
 Not utterly with food and light
 And common talk his dream passed by.
 Yea, and with all this, presently
 ‘Gan tell the old man when it was
 That the great feast should come to pass
 Unto Diana: Yea, and then
 He, among all the sons of men,
 E’en of that very love must speak;
 Then grew Accontius faint and weak,
 And his mouth twitched, and tears began

 To pain his eyes; for the old man,
 As one possessed, went on to tell
 Of all the loveliness that well
 Accontius wotted of, and now
 For the first time he came to know
 What name among her folk she had,
 And, half in cruel pain, half glad,
 He heard the old man say:
 “Indeed
 This sweet Cydippe bath great need
 Of one to save her life from woe,
 Because or ere the brook shall flow
 Narrow with August ‘twixt its banks, 
 Her folk, to win Diana’s thanks,
 Shall make her hers, and she shall be
 Honoured of all folk certainly,
 But unwed, shrunk as time goes on
 Into a sour-hearted crone.”
 

 Accontius ‘gan the room to pace
 Ere he had done; with curious face
 The old man gazed, but uttered nought;
 Then in his heart Accontius thought,
 “Ah when her image passeth by
 Like a sweet breath, the blinded eye
 Gains sight, the deaf man heareth well,
 The dumb man lovesome tales can tell,
 Hopes dead for long rise from their tombs,
 The barren like a garden blooms;
 And I alone — I sit and wait,
 With deedless hands, on black-winged fate.”
 

 And so, when men had done with day,
 Sleepless upon his bed he lay,

 Striving to think if aught might move
 Hard fate to give him his own love;
 And thought of what would do belike,
 And said, “Tomorrow will I strike
 Before the iron groweth dull.”
 And so, with mind of strange things full,
 Just at the dawn he fell asleep,
 Yet as the shadows ‘gan to creep 
 Up the long slope before the sun,
 His blinking, troubled sleep was done;
 And with a start he sat upright,
 Now deeming that the glowing light
 Was autumn’s very sun, that all
 Of ill had happed that could befall;
 Yet fully waked up at the last,
 From out the cottage-door he passed,
 And saw how the old fisherman
 His coble through the low surf ran
 And shouted greeting from the sea;
 Then ‘neath an ancient apple-tree,
 That on the little grassy slope
 Stood speckled with the autumn’s hope
 He cast him down, and slept again;
 And sleeping dreamed about his pain,
 Yet in the same place seemed to be,
 Beneath the ancient apple-tree.
 So in his dream he heard a sound
 Of singing fill the air around,
 And yet saw nought; till in a while
 The twinkling sea’s uncounted smile
 Was hidden by a rosy cloud,
 That seemed some wondrous thing to shroud,
 For in its midst a bright spot grew
 Brighter and brighter, and still drew
 Unto Accontius, till at last
 A woman from amidst it passed,
 And, wonderful in nakedness, 
 With rosy feet the grass did press,

 And drew anigh; he durst not move
 Or speak, because the Queen of Love
 He deemed he knew; she smiled on him,
 And, even as his dream waxed dim,
 Upon the tree-trunk gnarled and grey
 A slim hand for a while did lay;
 Then all waxed dark, and then once more
 He lay there as he lay before,
 But all burnt up the green-sward was,
 And songless did the throstle pass
 ‘Twixt dark green leaf and golden fruit,
 And at the old tree’s knotted root
 The basket of the gatherer
 Lay, as though autumn-tide were there.
 Then in his dream he thought he strove
 To speak that sweet name of his love
 Late learned, but could not; for away
 Sleep passed, and now in sooth he lay
 Awake within the shadow sweet,
 The sunlight creeping o’er his feet.
 

 Then he arose to think upon
 The plans that he from night had won,
 And still in each day found a flaw
 That night’s half-dreaming eyes ne’er saw,
 And far away all good hope seemed,
 And the strange dream he late had dreamed
 Of no account he made, but thought 
 That it had come and gone for nought.
 

 And now the time went by till he
 Knew that his keel had put to sea,
 Yet after that a day or two
 He waited, ere he dared to do
 The thing he longed for most, and meet
 His love within the garden sweet.
 He saw her there, he saw a smile
 The paleness of her face beguile

 Before she saw him; then his heart
 With pity and remorse ‘gan smart;
 But when at last she turned her head,
 And he beheld the bright flush spread
 Over her face, and once again
 The pallor come, ‘twixt joy and pain
 His heart was torn; he turned away,
 Thinking: “Long time ere that worst day
 That unto her a misery
 Will be, yea even as unto me,
 And many a thing ere then may fall,
 Or peaceful death may end it all.”
 

 The host that night his heart did bless
 With praises of her loveliness
 Once more, and said: “Fools men are
 Who work themselves such bitter care
 That they may live when they are dead;
 Her mother’s stern cold hardihead 
 Shall make this sweet but dead-alive;
 For who in all the world shall strive
 With such an oath as she shall make?”
 

 Accontius, for self-pity’s sake,
 Must steal forth to the night to cry
 Some wordless prayer of agony;
 And yet, when he was come again,
 Of more of such-like speech was fain,
 And needs must stammer forth some word,
 That once more the old fisher stirred
 To speech; who now began to tell
 Tales of that oath as things known well,
 To wise men from the days of old,
 Of how a mere chance-word would hold
 Some poor wretch as a life-long slave;
 Nay, or the very wind that drave
 Some garment’s hem, some lock of hair
 Against the dreadful altar there,
 Had turned a whole sweet life to ill;
 So heedfully must all fulfil
 Their vows unto the dreadful maid.
 Accontius heard the words he said

 As through a thin sleep fraught with dreams,
 Yet afterward would fleeting gleams
 Of what the old man said confuse
 His weary heart, that ne’er was loose
 A minute from the bonds of love,
 And still of all, strange dreams he wove.
 

 So the time passed; a brooding life
 That with his love might hold no strife
 Accontius led; he did not spare
 With torment vain his soul to tear
 By meeting her in that same place:
 No fickle hope now changed her face,
 No hot desire therein did burn,
 Rather it seemed her heart did yearn
 With constant sorrow, and such love
 As surely might the hard world move.

 — Ah! shall it? Love shall go its ways,
 And sometimes gather useless praise
 From joyful hearts, when now at rest
 The lover lies, but oftenest
 To hate thereby the world is moved,
 But oftenest the well-beloved
 Shall pay the kiss back with a blow,
 Shall smile to see the hot tears flow,
 Shall answer with scarce-hidden scorn
 The bitter words by anguish torn
 From such a heart, as fain would rest
 Silent until death brings the best.
 

 So drew the time on to the day
 When all hope must be cast away;
 Late summer now was come, and still
 As heeding neither good or ill
 Of living men, the stream ran down
 The green slope to the sea-side brown, 
 Singing its changeless song; still there
 Accontius dwelt ‘twixt slope-side fair
 And changing murmur of the sea.
 

 The night before all misery
 Should be accomplished, red-eyed, wan,
 He gave unto the ancient man

 What wealth he had, and bade farewell
 In such a voice as tale doth tell
 Unto the wise; then to his bed
 He crept, and still his weary head
 Tossed on the pillow, till the dawn
 The fruitful mist from earth had drawn.
 Once more with coming light he slept,
 Once more from out his bed he leapt,
 Thinking that he had slept too fast,
 And that all hope was over-past;
 And with that thought he knew indeed
 How good is hope to man at need,
 Yea, even the least ray thereof.
 Then dizzy with the pain of love
 He went from out the door, and stood
 Silent within the fruitful rood.
 Still was the sunny morn and fair,
 A scented haze was in the air;
 So soft it was, it seemed as spring
 Had come once more her arms to fling
 About the dying year, and kiss
 The lost world into dreams of bliss.
 

 Now ‘neath the tree he sank adown,
 Parched was the sward thereby and brown,
 Save where about the knotted root
 A green place spread. The golden fruit
 Hung on the boughs, lay on the ground;
 The spring-born thrushes lurked around,
 But sang not, yet the stream sang well,
 And gentle tales the sea could tell.
 Ere sunrise was the fisher gone,
 And now his brown-sailed boat alone,
 Some league or so from off the shore,
 Moved slowly ‘neath the sweeping oar.
 So soothed by sights and sounds that day,
 Sore weary, soon Accontius lay
 In deep sleep as he erst had done,
 And dreamed once more, nor yet had gone
 E’en this time from that spot of ground;
 And once more dreaming heard the sound

 Of unseen singers, and once more
 A pink-tinged cloud spread thwart the shore,
 And a vague memory touched him now
 Amid his sleep; his knitted brow
 ‘Gan to unfold, a happy smile
 His long love-languor did beguile
 As from the cloud the naked one
 Came smiling forth — but not alone;
 For now the image of his love,
 Clad like the murmuring summer dove,
 She held by the slim trembling hand, 
 And soon he deemed the twain did stand
 Anigh his head. Round Venus’ feet
 Outbroke the changing spring-flowers sweet
 From the parched earth of autumn-tide;
 The long locks round her naked side
 The sea-wind drave; lily and rose,
 Plucked from the heart of her own close,
 Were girdle to her, and did cling,
 Mixed with some marvellous golden thing,
 About her neck and bosom white,
 Sweeter than they; with eyes that bliss
 Changed not, her doves brushed past to kiss
 The marvel of her limbs; yet bright,
 Fair beyond words as she might be,
 So fell it by love’s mystery
 That open-mouthed Accontius lay
 In that sweet dream, nor drew away
 His eyes from his love’s pitying eyes;
 And at the last he strove to rise,

 And dreamed that touch of hand in hand
 Made his heart faint; alas! the band
 Of soft sleep, overstrained therewith,
 Snapped short, and left him there to writhe
 In helpless woe.
 Yet in a while
 Strange thoughts anew did him beguile;
 Well-nigh he dreamed again, and saw
 The naked goddess toward him draw,
 Until the sunshine touched his face 
 And stark awake in that same place
 He sighed, and rose unto his knee,
 And saw beneath the ancient tree,
 Close by his hand, an apple lie,
 Great, smooth, and golden. Dreamily
 He turned it o’er, and in like mood
 A long sharp thorn, as red as blood,
 He took into his hand, and then,
 In language of the Grecian men,
 Slowly upon its side he wrote,
 As one who thereof took no note,

Accontius will I wed to-day;
 Then stealthily across the bay
 He glanced, and trembling gat him down
 With hurried steps unto the town,
 Where for the high-tide folk were dight,
 And all looked joyous there and bright,
 As toward the fane their steps they bent.
 And thither, too, Accontius went,
 Scarce knowing if on earth or air
 His feet were set; he coming there,
 Gat nigh the altar standing-place,
 And there with haggard eyes ‘gan gaze
 Upon the image of the maid
 Whose wrath makes man and beast afraid.
 

 So in a while the rites began,
 And many a warrior and great man
 Served the hard-hearted one, until 
 Of everything she had her fill
 That Gods desire; and, trembling now,
 Accontius heard the curved horns blow

 That heralded the damsels’ band;
 And scarce for faintness might he stand,
 When now, the minstrels’ gowns of gold
 Being past, he could withal behold
 White raiment fluttering, and he saw
 The fellows of his own love draw
 Unto the altar; here and there
 The mothers of those maidens fair
 Went by them, proud belike, and fain
 To note the honour they should gain.
 

 Now scarce with hungry eyes might he
 Gaze on those fair folk steadily,
 As one by one they passed by him;
 His limbs shook, and his eyes did swim,
 And if he heard the words they said,
 As outstretched hand and humble head
 Strengthened the trembling maiden’s vow,
 Nought of their meaning did he know — 

 — And still she came not — what was this?
 Had the dull death of hope of bliss
 Been her death too — ah, was she dead?
 Or did she lie upon her bed,
 With panting mouth and fixed bright eyes,
 Waiting the new life’s great surprise,
 All longings past, amid the hush 
 Of life departing?
 A great rush
 Of fearful pain stopped all his blood
 As thus he thought; a while he stood
 Blinded and tottering, then the air
 A great change on it seemed to bear,
 A heavenly scent; and fear was gone,
 Hope but a name; as if alone
 Mid images of men he was, — 
 Alone with her who now did pass
 With fluttering hem and light footfall
 The corner of the precinct wall.
 Time passed, she drew nigh to the place,
 Where he was standing, and her face
 Turned to him, and her steadfast eyes
 Met his, with no more of surprise

 Than if in words she had been told
 That each the other should behold
 E’en in such wise — Pale was she grown;
 Her sweet breath, that an unheard moan
 Seemed to her lover, scarce might win
 Through her half-opened lips; most thin
 The veil seemed ‘twixt her mournful eyes,
 And death’s long-looked-for mysteries;
 Frail were her blue-veined hands; her feet
 The pink-tinged marble steps did meet
 As though all will were gone from her.
 There went a matron, tall and fair,
 Noble to look on, by her side,
 Like unto her, but for cold pride
 And passing by of twenty years,
 And all their putting back of tears;
 Her mother, certes, and a glow
 Of pleasure lit her stern face now
 At what that day should see well done.
 

 But now, as the long train swept on,
 There on the last step of the fane
 She stood, so loved, so loved in vain;
 Her mother fallen aback from her,
 Yet eager the first word to hear
 Of that her dreadful oath — so nigh
 Were misery to misery,
 That each might hear the other’s breath;
 That they this side of fair hope’s death
 Might yet have clung breast unto breast,
 And snatched from life a little rest,
 And snatched a little joy from pain.
 

 O weary hearts, shall all be vain,
 Shall all be nought, this strife and love?

 — Once more with slow foot did she move
 Unto the last step, with no sound
 Unto Accontius turning round,
 Who spake not, but, as moved at last
 By some kind God, the apple cast
 Into her bosom’s folds — once more
 She stayed, while a great flush came o’er 

 Her sweet face erst half-dead and wan;
 Then went a sound from man to man
 So fair she seemed, and some withal
 Failed not to note the apple fall
 Into her breast.
 Now while with fear
 And hope Accontius trembled there
 And to her side her mother came,
 She cast aside both fear and shame
 From out her noble heart, and laid
 Upon the altar of the maid
 Her fair right hand, clasped firm around
 The golden fruit, and with no sound
 Her lips moved, and her eyes upraised
 Upon the marble image gazed,
 With such a fervour as if she
 Would give the thing humanity
 And love and pity — then a space
 Unto her love she turned her face
 All full of love, as if to say,
 “So ends our trouble from to-day,
 Either with happy life or death.”
 

 Yet anxious still, with held-back breath,
 He saw her mother come to her
 With troubled eyes. “What hast thou there?”
 He heard her say. “Is the vow made?
 I heard no word that thou hast said?”
 

 Then through him did her sweet voice thrill:
 “No word I spake for good or ill;
 But this spake for me; so say ye
 What oath in written words may be;
 Although, indeed, I wrote them nought;
 And in my heart had got no thought,
 When first I came hereto this morn,
 But here to swear myself forlorn
 Of love and hope — because the days
 Of life seemed but a weary maze,
 Begun without leave asked of me,
 Whose ending I might never see,
 Or what came after them — but now
 Backward my life I will not throw

 Into your deep-dug, spice-strewn grave,
 But either all things will I save
 This day, or make an end of all.”
 

 Then silence on the place did fall;
 With frowning face, yet hand that shook,
 The fated fruit her mother took
 From out her hand, and pale she grew,
 When the few written words she knew,
 And what they meant; but speedily
 She brushed the holy altar by,
 Unto the wondering priests to tell
 What things there in their midst befell.
 

 There, in low words, they spoke awhile, 
 How they must deal with such a guile,
 Cast by the goddess of desire
 Into the holy maiden’s fire.
 And to the priests it seemed withal,
 That a full oath they needs must call
 That writing on the altar laid:
 Then, wroth and fearful, some there bade
 To seek a death for these to die,
 If even so they might put by
 The maid’s dread anger; crueller
 They grew as still they gathered fear,
 And shameful things the dusk fane heard,
 As grey beard wagged against grey beard,
 And fiercer grew the ancient eyes.
 

 But from the crowd, meanwhile, did rise
 Great murmuring, for from man to man
 The rumour of the story ran,
 I know not how; and therewithal
 Some god-sent lovesome joy did fall
 On all hearts there, until it seemed
 That each one of his own soul dreamed,
 Beloved, and loving well; and when
 Some cried out that the ancient men

 Had mind too slay the lovers there,
 A fierce shout rent the autumn air:
 “Nay, wed the twain; love willeth it!”
 But silent did the elders sit,
 With death and fear on either hand, 
 Till one said, “Fear not, the whole land,
 Not we, take back what they did give;
 With many scarce can one man strive;
 Let be, themselves shall make amends.”
 

 “Yea, let be,” said the next; “all ends,
 Despite the talk of mortal men,
 Who deem themselves undying, when,
 Urged by some unknown God’s commands,
 They snatch at love with eager hands,
 And gather death that grows thereby,
 Yet swear that love shall never die — 
 Let be — in their own hearts they bear
 The seeds of pangs to pierce and tear.
 What need, White-armed, to follow them,
 With well-strung bow and fluttering hem,
 Adown the tangle of life’s wood?
 Thou knowest what the fates deem good
 For wretches that love overmuch — 
 One mad desire for sight and touch;
 One spot alone of all the earth
 That seems to them of any worth;
 One sound alone that they may bear
 Amidst earth’s joyful sounds to hear;
 And sight, and sound, and dwelling-place,
 And soft caressing of one face,
 Forbidden, and forbidden still,
 Or granted e’en for greater ill,
 But for a while, that they may be 
 Sunk deeper into misery — 

 — Great things are granted unto those
 That love not — far-off things brought close,
 Things of great seeming brought to nought,
 And miracles for them are wrought;
 All earth and heaven lie underneath
 The hand of him who wastes not breath

 In striving for another’s love,
 In hoping one more heart to move.

 — A light thing and a little thing,
 Ye deem it, that two hearts should cling
 Each unto each, till two are one,
 And neither now can be alone?
 O fools, who know not all has sworn
 That those shall ever be forlorn
 Who strive to bring this thing to pass — 
 So is it now, as so it was,
 And so it shall be evermore,
 Till the world’s fashion is passed o’er.”
 

 White-bearded was the ancient man
 Who spoke, with wrinkled face and wan;
 But as unto the porch he turned
 A red spot in his cheek there burned,
 And his eyes glittered, for, behold! .
 Close by the altar’s horns of gold,
 There stood the weary ones at last,
 Their arms about each other cast,
 Twain no more now, they said — no more 
 What things soe’er fate had in store.
 Careless of life, careless of death;
 Now, when each felt the other’s breath
 On lip and cheek, and many a word
 By all the world beside unheard,
 Or heard and little understood,
 Each spake to each, and all seemed good;
 Yea, though amid the world’s great wrong,
 Their space of life should not be long;
 O bitter sweet if they must die!
 O sweet, too sweet, if time passed by;
 If time made nought for them, should find
 Their arms in such wise intertwined
 Years hence, with no change drawing near!
 

 Nor says the tale, nor might I hear,
 That aught of evil on them fell.
 Few folk there were but thought it well,
 When saffron-robed, fair-wreathed, loose-haired
 Cydippe through the city fared

 Well won at last; when lingering shame
 Somewhat upon the lovers came,
 Now that all fear was quite bygone,
 And yet they were not all alone,
 Because, from men the sun was fain
 A little more of toil to gain
 Awhile in prison of his light,
 To hold aback the close-lipped night.
 

SILENCE a little when the tale was told,
 Soon broken by the merry-voiced and bold
 Among the youths, though some belike were fain
 For more of silence yet, that their sweet pain
 Might be made sweeter still by hope and thought
 Amid the words of the old story caught — 
 Might be made keener by the pensive eyes
 That half-confessed love made so kind and wise;
 Yet these too, mid the others, went their way,
 To get them through the short October day
 ‘Twixt toil and toilsome love, e’en as they might;
 If so, perchance, the kind and silent night
 Might yet reward their reverent love with dreams
 Less full of care.
 But round the must’s red streams,
 ‘Twixt the stripped vines the elders wandered slow,
 And unto them, e’en as a soothing show
 Was the hid longing, wild desire, blithe hope,
 That seethed there on the tangled sun-worn slope
 ‘Twixt noon and moonrise. Resolute were they
 To let no pang of memory mar their day,
 And long had fear, before the coming rest,
 Been set aside. And so the changed west,
 Forgotten of the sun, was grey with haze;
 The moon was high and bright, when through the maze 
 Of draggled tendrils back at last they turned,
 And red the lights within the fair house burned
 Through the grey night; strained string, and measured voice
 Of minstrels, mingled with the varying noise
 Of those who through the deep-cut misty roads
 Went slowly homeward now to their abodes.
 A short space more of that short space was gone,
 Wherein each deemed himself not quite alone.
 

IN late October, when the failing year
 But little pleasure more for men might bear,
 They sat within the city’s great guest-hall,
 Nigh enow to the sea to hear the fall
 Of the low haven-waves when night was still.
 But on that day wild wind and rain did fill
 The earth and sea with clamour, and the street
 Held few who cared the driving scud to meet.
 But inside, as a little world it was,
 Peaceful amid the hubbub that did pass
 Its strong walls in untiring waves of rage,
 With the earth’s intercourse wild war to wage.
 Bright glowed the fires, and cheerier their light
 Fell on the gold that made the fair place bright
 Of roof and wall, for all the outside din.
 Yet of the world’s woe somewhat was within
 The noble compass of its walls, for there
 Were histories of great striving painted fair,
 Striving with love and hate, with life and death,
 With hope that lies, and fear that threateneth.
 And so mid varied talk the day went by,
 As such days will, not quite unhappily,
 Not quite a burden, till the evening came
 With lulling of the storm: and little blame
 The dark had for the dull day’s death, when now 
 The good things of the hall were set aglow
 By the great tapers. Midmost of the board
 Sat Rolf, the captain, who took up the word,
 And said:
 “Fair fellows, a strange tale is this,
 Heard and forgotten midst my childish bliss,
 Little remembered midst the change and strife,
 Come back again this latter end of life,
 I know not why; yet as a picture done
 For my delight, I see my father’s son,

 My father with the white cloth on his knees,
 Beaker in hand, amid the orange-trees
 At Micklegarth, and the high-hatted man
 Over against him, with his visage wan,
 Black beard, bright eyes, and thin composed hands,
 Telling this story of the fiery lands.”
 

THE MAN WHO NEVER LAUGHED AGAIN.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

A CERTAIN man, who from rich had become poor, having been taken by one of his former friends to a fair house, was shown strange things there, and dwelt there awhile among a company of doleful men; but these in the end dying, and he desiring above all things to know their story, so it happened that he at last learned it to his own cost.
 

A CITY was there nigh the Indian Sea,
 As tells my tale, where folk for many an age
 Had lived, perforce, such life as needs must be
 Beneath the rule of priestly king and mage,
 Bearing with patient hearts the summer’s rage,
 Yea, even bowing foolish heads in vain
 Before the mighty sun, their life and bane.
 

 Now ere the hottest of the summer came,
 While yet the rose shed perfume on the earth,
 And still the grass was green despite the flame
 Of that land’s sun — while folk gave up to mirth
 A little of their life, so little worth, 
 And the rich man forgot his fears awhile
 Beneath the soft eve’s still recurring smile — 
 

 Mid those sweet days, when e’en the burning land
 Knew somewhat of the green north’s summer rest,

 A stately house within the town did stand,
 When the fresh morn was failing from its best,
 Though the street’s pavement still the shadow blessed
 From whispering trees, that rose, thick-leaved and tall,
 Above the well-built marble bounding-wall.
 

 Each side the door therein rose-garlands hung,
 And through the doorway you might see within
 The glittering robes of minstrel-men that sung,
 And resting dancing-girls in raiment thin,
 Because the master there did now begin
 Another day of ease and revelry,
 To make it harder yet for him to die.
 

 And toward the door, perfumed and garlanded,
 The guests passed, clad in wonderful attire,
 And this and that one through the archway led
 Some girl, made languid by the rosy fire
 Of that fair time; with love and sweet desire
 The air seemed filled, and how could such folk see
 In any eyes unspoken misery?
 

 Yet ‘gainst the marble wall, anigh the door,
 A man leaned, gazing at the passers-by, 
 Who, young, was clad in wretched clothes and poor,
 And whose pale face, grown thin with misery,
 Told truthful stories of his end anigh,
 For such a one was he as rich men fear,
 Friendless and poor, nor taught hard toil to bear;
 

 And some in passing by that woeful man
 A little time indeed their loud talk stayed
 To gaze upon his haggard face and wan,
 Some even, their hands upon their pouches laid,
 But all passed on again, as if afraid

 That, e’en in giving thanks for unasked gift,
 His dolorous voice their veil of joy would lift.
 

 He asked for nought, nor did his weary eyes
 Meet theirs at all, until there came at last,
 On a white mule, and clad in noble guise,
 A lonely man, who by the poor wretch passed,
 And, passing, on his face a side-glance cast,
 Then o’er his shoulder eyed him, then drew rein
 And turned about, and came to him again;
 

 And said, “Thou hast the face of one I knew,
 Men called the Golden One, in such a town,
 Because they deemed his wealth for ever grew,
 E’en in such times as beats the richest down;
 What stroke of hapless fate, then, hast thou known
 That thou hast come to such a state as this,
 To which the poorest peasant’s would be bliss?”
 

 The other raised his eyes, and stared awhile
 Into the speaker’s face, as one who draws
 His soul from dreams, then with a bitter smile
 He said, “Firuz, thou askest of the cause
 Of this my death? I knew not the world’s laws,
 But ‘give today, and take tomorrow-morn,’
 I needs must say, holding the wise in scorn.
 

 “For even as with gifts contempt I bought,
 So knowledge buys disease, power loneliness,
 And honour fear, and pleasure pains unsought,
 And friendship anxious days of great distress,
 And love the hate of what we used to bless — 
 Ah, I am wise, and wiser soon shall grow,
 And know the most that wise dead men can know.
 

  “What shall I say? thou knowest the old tale;
 I gave, I spent, and then I asked in vain,
 And when I fell, my hands could scarce avail
 For any work; at last, worse woe to gain,
 I fled from folk who knew my present pain
 And ancient pleasure— ‘midst strange men I wait,
 In this strange town, the last new jest of fate.
 

 “But since we talk of such-like merchandize,
 What gift has bought for thee an equal curse?
 Because, indeed, I deem by this thy guise
 Thou hast not reached the bottom of thy purse;
 Therefore, perchance, thy face seems something worse 
 Than mine, for I shall die, but thou must live,
 More laughter yet unto the Gods to give?”
 

 Nor did he speak these words unwarranted,
 For in the other’s face those signs there were
 That mark the soul wherein all hope is dead;
 While, with the new-born image of despair
 The first man played, and found life even there,
 Changeless his old friend’s face was grown, and he
 Had no more eyes things new or strange to see.
 

 He said, “Then hast thou still a wish on earth;
 Come now with me, if thou wouldst know my fate:
 Thou yet mayst win again that time of mirth
 When every day was as a flowery gate
 Through which we passed to joy, importunate
 To win us from the thought of yesterday,
 In whatso pleasures it had passed away!”
 

 “Great things thou promisest,” the other said,
 “And yet indeed since I have feared to die,
 Though well I know that I were better dead,
 The life thou givest me I yet will try;
 It will not be so long in passing by,
 If it must be such life as thou hast shared — 
 Yet thanks to thee who thus for me hast cared.”
 

  “Friend,” said he, “in thine hand thy life thou hast,
 If thou hast told me all that grieveth thee, 
 And unto thee the past may well be past,
 And days not wholly bad thou yet mayst see;
 And if indeed thy first felicity
 Thou winnest not, yet something shalt thou have
 Thy soul from death, or loathed life, to save.
 

 “And for thy thanks, something I deem I owe
 To our old friendship, could I mind it aught,
 And well it is that I should pay it now
 While yet I have a little wavering thought
 Of things without me: neither have I brought
 A poisoned life to give to thee today,
 Or such a life as I have cast away.”
 

 “Nay,” said he, “let all be since I must live,
 I will not think of how to play my part:
 And now some food to me thou needs must give,
 For wretched hunger gnaweth at my heart.
 Take heed withal that old desires will start
 Up to the light since first I heard thee speak,
 Wretched as now I am, and pined and weak.”
 

 Firuz thenceforward scarcely seemed to heed
 What words he said, but as a man well taught
 To do some dull task, set himself to lead
 That man unto an hostel, where they brought
 Food unto him, and raiment richly wrought;
 Then he being mounted on a mule, the twain
 Set out therefrom some new abode to gain.
 

NOW cheered by food, and hope at least of ease,
 Perchance of something more, as on they went
 Betwixt the thronged streets and the palaces,
 No more did Bharam keep his head down bent,
 Rather from right to left quick glances sent,

 And though his old complaints he murmured still,
 He scarcely thought his life so lost and ill.
 

 But for his fellow, worse he seemed to be
 Than e’en before, his thin face pinched and grey,
 Seemed sunk yet deeper into misery,
 Nor did he lift his eyes from off the way,
 Nor heed what things his friend to him might say,
 But plodded on till they were past the town,
 When now the fiery sun was falling down.
 

 Then by the farms and fields they went, until
 All tillage and smooth ways were left behind,
 And half-way up a bare and rugged hill
 They entered a rude forest close and blind,
 And many a tale perforce seized Bharam’s mind
 Of lonely men by fiends bewildered,
 So like his fellow looked to one long dead.
 

 But now, as careless what might hap to him,
 He ‘gan to sing of roses and delight 
 Some snatch, until the wood that had been dim,
 E’en in broad day, grew black with coming night;
 Then lower sank his song, and dropped outright,
 When on his rein he felt his guide’s hand fall,
 And still they pierced that blackness like a wall.
 

 Thus on the little-beaten forest-soil
 They went, with nought to see, and nought to hear
 Except their mules’ unceasing, patient toil:
 But full the darkness seemed of forms of fear,
 And like long histories passed the minutes drear
 To Bharam’s o’erwrought mind expecting death,
 And like a challenge seemed his lowest breath.
 

  How long they went he knew not, but at last
 Upon his face he felt a doubtful breeze,
 Quickening his soul, and onward as they passed
 A feeble glimmer showed betwixt the trees,
 And his eyes, used to darkness, by degrees
 Could dimly see his fellow, and the way
 Whereon they rode to some unearthly day.
 

 Then as the boughs grew thinner overhead,
 That glimmer widened into moonlit night,
 And ‘twixt the trees grown sparse their pathway led
 Unto a wide bare plain, that ‘neath that light
 Against the black trunks showed all stark and white;
 Then Bharam, more at ease thereat, began
 His fellow’s visage in that light to scan.
 

 No change was in his face, and if he knew
 Who rode beside him, ’twas but as some hook
 Within an engine knows what it must do,
 His hand indeed from his friend’s rein he took,
 But never cast on him one slightest look;
 Then, shuddering, Bharam ‘gan to sing again
 To make him turn, but spent his breath in vain.
 

 But when the trees were wholly past, afar
 Across the plain they saw a watch-tower high,
 That ‘neath the moonlight, like an angry star,
 Shone over a white palace, and thereby
 Within white walls did black-treed gardens lie:
 And Firuz smote his mule and hastened on
 To where that distant sign of trouble shone.
 

 And as they went, thereon did Bharam stare,
 Nor turned his eyes at all unto the plain,
 Nor heeded when from out her form the hare
 Started beneath the mule’s feet, and in vain
 The owl called from the wood, for he drew rein
 Within a little while before the gate,
 Casting his soul into the hands of fate.
 

  Then Firuz blew the horn, nor waited long
 Ere the gate, opened by a man scarce seen,
 Gave entry to a garden, where the song
 Of May’s brown bird had hardly left the green
 Sweet-blossomed tree-tops lonely, and between 
 The whispering glades the fountain leaped on high,
 And the rose waited till morn came, to die.
 

 But when the first wave of that soft delight
 Swept o’er the spendthrift’s sense, he smiled and turned
 Unto his guide throughout the wondrous night,
 And while his heart with hope and wonder burned,
 He said, “Indeed a fair thing have I learned
 With thee for master; yet is this the end?
 Will they not now bring forth the bride, O friend?”
 

 Drunk with the sweetness of that place he spoke,
 And hoped to see the mask fall suddenly
 From his friend’s face, from whose thin lips there broke
 A dreadful cry of helpless misery,
 Scaring the birds from flowery bush and tree;
 “O fool!” he said; “say such things in the day,
 When noise and light take memory more away!”
 

 Bharam shrank back abashed, nor had a word
 To say thereto, and ‘twixt the trees they rode,
 Noted of nothing but some wakeful bird,
 Until they reached a fair and great abode
 Whereon the red gold e’en in moonlight glowed.
 There silently they lighted down before
 Smooth marble stairs, and through the open door
 

 They entered a great, dimly-lighted hall;
 Yet through the dimness well our man could see
 How fair the hangings were that clad the wall,
 And what a wealth of beast and flower and tree
 Was spent wherever carving there might be,
 And what a floor was ‘neath his wearied feet,
 Not made for men who call death rest and sweet.
 

  Now he, though fain to linger and to ask
 What was the manner of their living there,
 And what thenceforth should be his proper task,
 And who his fellows were, did nowise dare
 To meet that cry again that seemed to bare
 A wretched life of every softening veil — 
 A dreadful prelude to a dreadful tale.
 

 So silently whereas the other led
 He followed, and through corridors they passed,
 Dim lit, but worthy of a king new wed,
 Till to a chamber did they come at last,
 O’er which a little light a taper cast,
 And showed a fair bed by the window-side;
 Therewith at last turned round the dreary guide,
 

 And said, “O thou to whom night still is night
 And day is day, bide here until the morn,
 And take some little of that dear delight,
 That we for many a long day have outworn.
 Sleep, and forget awhile that thou wast born, 
 And on the morrow will I come to thee
 To show thee what thy life with us must be.”
 

 And with that word he went, and though at first
 The other thought that he should never sleep
 For wondering what had made that house accursed,
 And sunk that seeming bliss in woe so deep,
 Yet o’er his soul forgetfulness did creep,
 And in a dreamless slumber long he lay,
 Not knowing when the sun brought back the day.
 

 But in broad daylight of the following morn
 He woke, and o’er him saw his fellow stand,
 Who seemed, if it could be, yet more forlorn
 Than when he last reached out to him his hand.
 But now he said, “Come thou and see the band
 Of folk that thou shalt dwell with, and the home
 Whereto, fate leading thee, thou now hast come.”
 

  He rose without a word, and went with him
 Who led the way through pillared passages,
 Dainty with marble walls, made cool and dim
 By the o’erhanging boughs of thick-leaved trees
 That brushed against their windows in the breeze,
 And still the work of one all seemed to be
 Who had a mind to mock eternity.
 

 Too lovely seemed that place for any one
 But youths and damsels, who, not growing old, 
 Should dwell there, knowing not the scorching sun,
 Without a name for misery or cold,
 Without a use for glittering steel or gold
 Except adornment, and content withal,
 Though change or passion there should ne’er befall.
 

 And still despite his fellow’s woeful face,
 And that sad cry that smote him yesternight,
 The strange luxurious perfume of that place,
 Where everything seemed wrought for mere delight,
 Still made his heart beat, and his eyes wax bright
 With delicate desires new-born again,
 In that sweet rest from poverty and pain.
 

 And, looking through the windows there askance,
 He yet had something like a hope to see
 The garden blossom into feast and dance,
 Or, turning round a corner suddenly,
 Mid voices sweet, and perfumed gowns to be,
 Bewildered by white limbs and glittering eyes,
 Striving to learn love’s inmost mysteries.
 

 But as they went, unto a door they came
 That Firuz opened, showing a great hall
 Whose walls with wealth of strange-wrought gold did flame
 Through a cool twilight, for the light did fall
 From windows in the dome high up and small,
 And Bharam’s lustful hope was quenched in fear,
 As he, low moaning and faint sobs could hear.
 

  He stopped and shut his eyes, oppressed with awe,
 Thinking the rites of some sad god to see — 
 The secrets of some blood-stained hidden law — 
 But Firuz grasped his arm impatiently,
 And drew him in. “O friend, look up!” said he,
 “Nought dwelleth here but man’s accursed race,
 And thou art far the mightiest in this place.”
 

 Then he, though trembling still, looked up, and there
 Beheld six men clad even as his guide,
 Who sat upon a bench of marble fair
 Against the wall, and some their eyes must hide
 When they met his, and some rose up and cried
 Words inarticulate, then sank again
 Into their places, as out-worn with pain.
 

 But one against the wall, with head back thrown,
 Was leaning, and his eyes wide open stared,
 And by his side his nerveless hands hung down,
 Nor showed his face a glimmer of surprise,
 Deaf was he to the wisest of the wise,
 Speechless though open-mouthed; for there sat he,
 Dead midst the living slaves of misery.
 

 Bharam stared at him, wondering, still in dread;
 But no heed took his fellows of his case,
 Till Firuz, with a side-glance at him, said,
 “Why mourn ye more that yet another face
 Must see our shame and sorrow in this place?
 Do ye not know this worldly man is come
 To lay the last one of us in his home?
 

 “And now in turn another soul is gone,
 Get ready then to bear him forth straightway.
 Be patient, for the heavy days crawl on!
 But thou, O friend, I pray thee from this day
 Help thou us helpless men, who cannot pray
 Even to die; no long time will it be
 Ere we shall leave this countless wealth to thee.
 

  “Behold, a master, not a slave, we need,
 For we, I say, have neither will to die
 Nor yet to live, yet will we pay good heed
 To thy commands, still doing patiently
 Our daily tasks, as the dull time goes by;
 Drive us like beasts, yea, slay us if thou wilt,
 Nor will our souls impute to thee the guilt.
 

 “Yet ask us not to tell thee of our tale,
 Why we are brought unto this sad estate,
 Nor for the rest will any words avail
 To make us flee from this lone house, where fate
 With all its cruel sport will we await;
 Lo, now thy task, O fellow, in return
 A mighty kingdom’s wealth thou soon shalt earn.”
 

 Now as he spoke, a hard forgetfulness
 Of his own lot, the rich man’s cruel pride, 
 Smote Bharam’s heart, he thought, “What dire distress
 Could make me cast all hope of life aside?
 Could aught but death my life and will divide:
 Surely this mood of theirs will pass away
 And these walls yet may see a merry day.”
 

 So thought he, yet, beholding them again,
 And seeing them so swallowed up with woe
 That they scarce heeded him, a pang of pain
 Like pleasure’s death throughout his heart did go;
 And therewithal a strong desire to know
 The utmost of their tale possessed his mind
 And made him scorn an easy life and blind.
 

 So midst his silence neither spoke they aught,
 Firuz himself, as one, who having laid
 His charge upon another, may take thought
 Of l is own miseries, sat with head downweighed,
 With tears that would not flow; then Bharam said,

 “Masters, I bid you rise and do your best
 To give your fellow’s body its due rest!”
 

 They rose up at his words and straight began,
 As men who oft had had such things to do,
 To dress the body of the just-dead man
 For his last resting-place, then two and two
 They bore it forth, passing the chambers through,
 Where Bharam on that morn had hoped to see
 Fair folk that had no name for misery.
 

 Then through the sunny pleasance slow they passed,
 That sweet with flowers behind the palace lay,
 Until they reached a thick, black wood at last,
 Bounding the garden as the night bounds day,
 And through a narrow path they took their way,
 Less like to men than shadows in a dream,
 Till the wood ended at a swift broad stream,
 

 Beneath the boughs dark green it ran, and deep,
 Well-nigh awash with the wood’s tangled grass,
 But on the other side wall-like and steep,
 Straight from the gurgling eddies, rose a mass
 Of dark grey cliff; no man unhelped could pass;
 But a low door e’en in the very base
 Was set, above the water’s hurrying race.
 

 Of iron seemed that door to Bharam’s eyes,
 Heavily wrought, and closely locked it seemed;
 But as he stared thereon strange thoughts would rise
 Within his heart, until he well-nigh deemed
 That he in morning sleep of such things dreamed,
 And dreamed that he had seen all this before,
 Wood and deep river, cliff, and close-shut door.
 

 But in the stream, and close unto his feet,
 A boat there lay, as though for wafting o’er
 Whoso had will such doubtful things to meet
 As that strange door might hide; and on the shore,
 About the path, a rod of ground or more 

 Was cleared of wood, in which space here and there
 Low changing mounds told of dead men anear.
 

 So there that doleful company made stay,
 And ‘twixt the trees and swift stream hurrying by,
 Their brother’s body in the earth did lay.
 Nor ever to the cliff would raise an eye,
 But trembling, as with added agony,
 Did their dull task as swiftly as they could,
 Then went their way again amidst the wood.
 

NOW with these dreary folk must Bharam live
 Henceforward, doing even as he would;
 And many a joy the palace had to give
 To such a man as e’en could find life good
 So prisoned, and with nought to stir the blood,
 And seeing still from weary day to day
 These wretched mourners cast their lives away.
 

 Yet came deliverance; one by one they died,
 E’en as new-come he saw that man die first,
 And so were buried by the river-side.
 And ever as he saw these men accurst
 Vanish from life, he grew the more athirst
 To know what evil deed had been their bane,
 But still were all his prayers therefor in vain.
 

 His utmost will in all things else they did,
 Serving as slaves if he demanded aught,
 But in grim silence still their story hid;
 Nor did he fare the better when he sought
 In the fair parchments that scribes’ hands had wrought
 Within that house. Of many a tale they told;
 But none the tale of that sad life did hold.
 

 Therefore in silence he consumed his days
 Until a weary year had clean gone by

 Since first upon that palace he did gaze,
 And all that doleful band had he seen die,
 Except Firuz; and ever eagerly
 Did Bharam watch him, lest he too should go,
 And make an end of all he longed to know.
 

 At last a day came when the mourner said,
 “Beneath the ground my woe thou soon shalt lay,
 And all our foolish sorrow shall be dead;
 Come then, I fain would show thee the straight way
 Through which we came the night of that passed day
 When first I brought thee here. This knowledge thine,
 Guard thou this house, and use it as a mine;
 

 “While safe thou dwellest in some city fair, — 
 Hasten, for little strength is in me now!”
 But Bharam thought, “Yet will he not lay bare
 His story to me utterly, and show
 What-thing it was that brought these men so low.”
 Yet said he nought, but from the house they went,
 While painfully the mourner on him leant.
 

 So, the wood gained, by many glades they passed
 That Firuz heeded not, though they were wide,
 Until they reached a certain one at last,
 Whereon he said, “Here did we come that tide;
 I counsel thee no longer to abide
 When I am dead, but mount my mule and go,
 Nor doubt the beast the doubtful way shall know.
 

 “She too shall serve thee when thou com’st again,
 With many men, and sumpter mules enow
 To gather up the wealth we held in vain, — 
 Turn me, I would depart! fainter I grow!
 And thou the road to happy life dost know.
 Alas, my feet are heavy! nor can I
 Go any further. Lay me down to die!”
 

  Then ‘gainst a tree-root Bharam laid his head,
 Saying, “Fear not, thou hast been good to me,
 And by the river-side, when thou art dead,
 I will not fail to lay thee certainly!”
 “Nay, nay,” he said, “what matter — let it be!
 I bring the dismal rite unto an end.
 Hide my bones here, and toward thy city wend!
 

 “Better perchance that thou beholdest not
 That place once more, our misery and bane!”
 Then at that word did Bharam’s heart wax hot;
 He seemed at point his whole desire to gain.
 He cried aloud, “Nay, surely all in vain
 Thy secret hast thou hidden till this day,
 Since to the mystic road thou showest the way!”
 

 “My will is weak,” his friend said, “thine is strong;
 Draw near, and I will tell thee all the tale,
 If this my feeble voice will last so long.
 Perchance my dying words may yet avail
 To make thee wise. This pouch of golden scale,
 Open thou it. The gold key hid therein
 Opens the story of our foolish sin.
 

 “How thy face flushes, holding it! Just so,
 As by that door I stood, did my face burn
 That summer morning past so long ago.
 Draw nigher still if thou the tale wouldst learn.
 I scarce can speak now, and withal I yearn
 To die at last, and leave the thing unsaid.
 Raise thou me up, or I shall soon be dead!”
 

 His fellow raised him trembling, nor durst speak
 Lest he should scare his feeble life away,
 Then from his mouth came wailing words, and weak:
 “Where art thou then, O loveliest one, to-day?
 Beneath the odorous boughs that gladden May,
 Laid in the thymy hollow of some hill,
 Dost thou remember me a little still?
 

  “Can kindness such as thine was, vanish quite
 And be forgotten? Ah, if I forget,
 Canst thou forget the love and fresh delight
 That held thee then — my love that even yet
 Midst other love must make thy sweet eyes wet,
 At least sometimes, at least when heaven and earth
 In some fair eve are grown too fair for mirth?
 

 “O joy departed, know’st thou how at first
 I prayed in vain, and strove with hope to dull
 My ravening hunger, mock my quenchless thirst?
 And know’st thou not how when my life was full
 Of nought but pain, I strove asleep to lull
 My longing for the eyeless, hopeless rest,
 Lest even yet strange chance should bring the best?
 

 “Farewell, farewell, beloved! I depart,
 But hope, once dead, now liveth though I die,
 Whispering of marvels to my fainting heart — 
 Perchance the memory of some written lie,
 Perchance the music of the rest anigh;
 I know not — but farewell, be no more sad!
 For life and love that has been, I am glad.”
 

 He ceased, and his friend, trembling, faintly said — 
 “Wilt thou not speak to me, what hast thou done?’
 But even as he spoke, the mourner’s head
 Fell backward, and his troubled soul was gone;
 And Bharam, in the forest left alone, 
 Durst scarcely move at first for very fear,
 And longing for the tale he was to hear.
 

  But in a while the body down he laid,
 And swiftly gat him o’er the hot dry plain,
 And through the garden, as a man afraid,
 Went softly, and the golden porch did gain,
 And from the wealth those men had held in vain,
 Most precious things he did not spare to take
 For his new life and joyous freedom’s sake.
 

 So doing he came round unto the door
 That led out to the passage through the wood,
 Wherethrough the mourners erst their dead ones bore
 Down to the river; but as there he stood
 He felt a new fire kindling in his blood;
 His sack he laid aside, and touched the key
 That could unlock that dreadful history;
 

 And his friend’s words, that loving tender voice
 He sent forth ere he died, smote on his heart:
 How could he leave those dead men and rejoice
 With folk who in their story had no part?
 Yea, as he lingered did the hot tears start
 Into his eyes, he wept, and knew not why;
 Some pleasure seemed within his grasp to lie,
 

 He could not grasp or name, and none the less
 He muttered to himself, “I must be gone 
 Or I shall die in this fair wilderness,
 That every minute seems to grow more lone;
 Why do I stand here like a man of stone?”
 And with that very word he moved indeed,
 But took the path that toward the stream did lead.
 

 Quickly he walked with pale face downward bent,
 As ‘twixt the trembling tulip-beds he passed,
 Until a horror seized him as he went,
 And, turning toward the house, he ran full fast,

 Nor, till he reached it, one look backward cast;
 And by the gathered treasure, left behind
 Awhile ago, he stood confused, half blind.
 

 Then slowly did he lift the precious weight,
 Yet lingered still. “Ah, must I go?” he said,
 “Have I no heart to meet that unknown fate?
 And must I lead the life that once I led,
 Midst folk who will rejoice when I am dead;
 Even as if they had not shared with me
 The fear and longing of felicity?”
 

 “And yet indeed if I must live alone,
 If fellowship is but an empty dream,
 Is there not left a world that is mine own?
 Am I not real, if all else doth but seem?
 Yea, rather, with what wealth the world doth teem,
 When we are once content from us to cast
 The dreadful future and remorseful past.”
 

 A little while he lingered yet, and then
 As fearful what he might be tempted to,
 He hurried on until he reached again
 The outer door, and, sighing, passed therethrough,
 But still made haste to do what he must do,
 And found the mule and cast on her the sack,
 And took his way to that lone forest-track.
 

 Mattock and spade with him too did he bear,
 And dug a grave beneath the spreading tree
 Whereby Firuz had died, and laid him there,
 Thinking the while of all his misery,
 And muttering still, “How could it hap to me?
 Unless I died within a day or two
 Surely some deed I soon should find to do.”
 

  But when the earth on him he ‘gan to throw,
 He said, “And shall I cast the key herein?
 What need have I this woeful tale to know,
 To vex me midst the fair life I shall win;
 Why do I seek to probe my fellow’s sin,
 Who, living, saved my life from misery,
 And dying, gave this fresh life unto me?”
 

 He kept the key, his words he answered not,
 But smoothed the earth above the mourner’s head,
 Then mounting, turned away from that sad spot,
 Feverish with hope and change, bewildered,
 And ever more oppressed with growing dread, 
 As through the dark and silent wood he rode,
 And drew the nigher unto man’s abode.
 

 But when at last he met the broad sweet light
 Upon the hill’s brow where that wood had end,
 And saw the open upland fresh and bright,
 A thrill of joy that sight through him must send,
 And with good heart he ‘twixt the fields did wend,
 And not so much of that sad house he thought
 As of the wealthy life he thence had brought;
 

 So amidst thoughts of pleasant life and ease,
 Seemed all things fair that eve; the peasant’s door,
 The mother with the child upon her knees
 Sitting within upon the shaded floor;
 While ‘neath the trellised gourd some maid sung o’er
 Her lover to the rude lute’s trembling strings,
 Her brown breast heaving ‘neath the silver rings;
 

 The slender damsel coming from the well,
 Smiling beneath the flashing brazen jar,
 Her fellows left behind thereat, to tell
 How weary of her smiles her lovers are;
 While the small children round wage watery war

 Till the thin linen more transparent grows,
 And ruddy brown the flesh beneath it glows;
 

 The trooper drinking at the homestead gate,
 Telling wild lies about the sword and spear, 
 Unto the farmer striving to abate
 The pedler’s price; the village drawing near,
 The smoke, that scenting the fresh eve, and clear,
 Tells of the feast; the stithy’s dying spark,
 The barn’s wealth dimly showing through the dark.
 

 How sweet was all! how easy it should be
 Amid such life one’s self-made woes to bear!
 He felt as one who, waked up suddenly
 To life’s delight, knows not of grief or care.
 How kind, how lovesome, all the people were!
 Why should he think of aught but love and bliss
 With many years of such-like life as this?
 

 Night came at last, and darker and more still
 The world was, and the stars hung in the sky,
 And as the road o’ertopped a sunburnt hill
 He saw before him the great city lie,
 The glimmering lights about grey towers and high,
 Rising from gardens dark; the guarded wall,
 The gleaming dykes, the great sea, bounding all.
 

 As one who at the trumpet’s sound casts by
 The tender thought of rest, of wife and child,
 And fear of death for hope of victory,
 So at that sight those sweet vague hopes and wild
 Did he cast by, and in the darkness smiled
 For pleasure of the beauty of the earth,
 For foretaste of the coming days of mirth.
 

SURELY if any man was blithe and glad
 Within that city, when the morrow’s sun
 Beheld it, he at least the first place had,
 And midst of glad folk was the happiest one — 
 So much to do, that was not e’en begun,
 So much to hope for, that he could not see,
 So much to win, so many things to be!
 

 Yea, so much, he could turn himself to nought
 For many days, but wandering aimlessly
 Wherever men together might be brought,
 That he once more their daily life might see,
 That to his new-born life new seemed to be,
 And staving thought off, he awhile must shrink
 From touching that sweet cup he had to drink.
 

 Yet when this mood was past by, what was this,
 That in the draught he was about to drain,
 That new victorious life, all seemed amiss?
 If, thinking of the pleasure and the pain,
 Men find in struggling life, he turned to gain
 The godlike joy he hoped to find therein,
 All turned to cloud, and nought seemed left to win.
 

 Love moved him not, yea, something in his heart
 There was that made him shudder at its name; 
 He could not rouse himself to take his part
 In ruling worlds and winning praise and blame;
 And if vague hope of glory o’er him came,
 Why should he cast himself against the spears
 To make vain stories for the unpitying years?
 

 The thing that men call knowledge moved him not,
 And if he thought of the world’s varying face,
 And changing manners, then his heart waxed hot
 For thinking of his journey to that place,
 And how ‘twixt him and it was little space,
 Then back to listlessness once more he turned,
 Quenching the flame that in his sick heart burned.
 

  What thing was left him now, but only this,
 A life of aimless ease and luxury,
 That he must strive to think the promised bliss,
 Where hoping not for aught that was not nigh,
 Midst vain pretence he should but have to die,
 But every minute longing to confess
 That this was nought but utter weariness.
 

 So to the foolish image of delight
 That rich men worship, now he needs must cling
 Despite himself, and pass by day and night
 As friendless and unloved as any king;
 Till he began to doubt of everything
 Amidst that world of lies; till he began
 To think of pain as very friend of man.
 

 So passed the time, and though he felt the chain
 That round about his wasting life, was cast,
 He still must think the labour all in vain
 To strive to free himself while life should last,
 And so, midst all, two weary years went past,
 Nought done, save death a little brought anear,
 The hard deliverance that he needs must fear.
 

 At last one dawn, when all the place was still,
 He took that key, and e’en as one might gaze
 Upon the record of some little ill
 That happed in past days, now grown happy days,
 He eyed it, sighing, ‘neath the young sun’s rays;
 And silently he passed his palace through,
 Nor told himself what deed he had to do.
 

 He reached the stable where his steeds were kept,
 And ‘midst the delicate-limbed beasts he found
 The mule that o’er the forest grass had stepped,
 Then, having on her back the saddle bound,

 Entered the house again, and, looking round
 The darkened banquet-chamber, caught away
 What simple food the nighest to him lay.
 

 Then, with the hand that rich men fawned upon,
 The wicket he unlocked, and forth he led
 His beast, and mounted when the street was won,
 Wherein already folk for daily bread
 Began to labour, who now turned the head 
 To whisper as the rich man passed them by
 Betwixt the frails of fresh-plucked greenery.
 

 He passed the wall where Firuz first he saw,
 The hostel where the dead man gave him food;
 He passed the gate and ‘gan at last to draw
 Unto the country bordering on the wood,
 And still he took no thought of bad or good,
 Or named his journey, nay, if he had met
 A face he knew, he might have turned back yet.
 

 But all the folk he saw were strange to him,
 And, for all heed that unto them he gave,
 Might have been nought; the reaper’s bare brown limb,
 The rich man’s train with litter and armed slave,
 The girl bare-footed in the stream’s white wave — 
 Like empty shadows by his eyes they passed,
 The world was narrowed to his heart at last.
 

 He reached the hill, which e’en in that strange mood
 Seemed grown familiar to him, with no pain
 He found the path that pierced the tangled wood,
 And midst its dusk he gave his mule the reins
 And in no long time reached the little plain,
 And then indeed the world seemed left behind,
 And no more now he felt confused and blind.
 

 He cried aloud to see the white house rise
 O’er the green garden and the long white wall, 

 Which erst the pale moon showed his wondering eyes,
 But on the stillness strange his voice did fall,
 For in the noon now woodland creatures all
 Were resting ‘neath the shadow of the trees,
 Patient, unvexed by any memories.
 

 How should he rest, who might have come too late?
 O’er the burnt plain he hurried, and laid hand
 Upon the rusted handle of the gate,
 Not touched since he himself thereby did stand,
 The warm and scented air his visage fanned,
 And on his head down rained the blossoms’ dust,
 As back the heavy grass-choked door he thrust.
 

 But ere upon the path grown green with weed
 ‘He set his foot, he paused a little while,
 And of her gear his patient beast he freed,
 And muttered, as he smiled a doubtful smile,
 “Behold now if my troubles make me vile,
 And I once more have will to herd with man,
 Let me get back, then, even as I can.”
 

 There ‘neath the tangled boughs he went apace,
 Remembering him awhile of that sad cry,
 That erst had been his welcome to that place,
 That showed him first it might be good to die,
 When he but thought of new delights anigh;
 Thereat he shuddered now, bethinking him
 In what a sea he cast himself to swim.
 

 But his fate lay before him, on he went,
 And through the gilded doors, now open wide,
 He passed, and found the flowery hangings rent,
 And past his feet did hissing serpents glide,
 While from the hall wherein the mourners died
 A grey wolf glared, and o’er his head the bat
 Hung, and the paddock on the hearth-stone sat.
 

  He loitered not amid those loathsome things,
 That in the place which erst had been so fair,
 Brought second death to fond imaginings
 Of that sweet life, he once had hoped for there;
 So with a troubled heart and full of care,
 Though still with wild hopes stirring his hot blood,
 He turned his face unto the dreary wood.
 

 No less the pleasance felt its evil day;
 The trellis, that had shut the forest trees
 From the fair flowers, all torn and broken lay,
 Though still the lily’s scent was on the breeze,
 And the rose clasped the broken images
 Of kings and priests, and those they once had loved,
 And in the scented bush the brown bird moved.
 

 But with the choking weeds the tulip fought,
 Paler and smaller than he had been erst
 The wind-flowers round the well, fair feet once sought,
 Were trodden down by feet of beasts athirst;
 The well-trained apricot its bonds had burst; 
 The wild-cat in the cherry-tree anear
 Eyed the brown lynx that waited for the deer.
 

 A little while upon the black wood’s edge
 Did Bharam eye the ruin mournfully,
 Then turned and said, “I take it as a pledge
 That I shall not come back again to die;
 The mocking image of felicity
 Awaited those poor souls that failed herein,
 But I most surely death or life shall win.”
 

 Thus saying, through the wood he ‘gan to go,
 And kindlier its black loneliness did seem
 Than all the fairness ruin brought so low;
 So with good heart he reached the swift full stream,
 And there, as in an old unfinished dream,
 He stood among the mourners’ graves and saw
 Past the small boat the eddies seaward draw.
 

  Slowly, as one who thinks not of his deed,
 He gat into the boat, and loosed from shore,
 And ‘gan to row the ready shallop freed
 Unto the landing cut beneath the door,
 And in a little minute stood before
 Its rusty leaves with beating heart, and hand
 His wavering troubled will could scarce command.
 

 But almost ere he willed it, was the key
 Within the lock, and the great bolt sprang back, 
 The iron door swung open heavily,
 And cold the wind rushed from a cavern black:
 Then with one look upon the woodland track,
 He stepped from out the fair light of the day,
 Casting all hope of common life away.
 

 For at his back the heavy door swung to,
 Before him was thick darkness palpable;
 And as he struggled further on to go,
 With dizzied head upon the ground he fell,
 And if he lived on yet, he scarce could tell,
 Amid the phantoms new born in that place
 That past his eyes ‘gan flit in endless race.
 

 Fair women changing into shapeless things,
 His own sad face mirrored, he knew not how,
 And heavy wingless birds, and beasts with wings,
 Strange stars, huge swirling seas, whose ebb and flow
 Now seemed too swift for thought, now dull and slow:
 Such things emmeshed his dying troubled thought,
 Until his soul to sightless sleep was brought.
 

 But when he woke to languid consciousness
 Too well content he was therewith at first,
 To ope his eyes, or seek what things might bless
 His soul with rest from thought of good and worst,

 And still his faint incurious ease he nursed,
 Till nigh him rang a bird’s note sweet and clear,
 And stirred in him the seeds of hope and fear.
 

 Withal the murmur of a quiet sea
 He heard, and mingled sounds far off and sweet,
 And o’er his head some rustling summer tree;
 Slowly thereon he gat unto his feet,
 And therewithal his sleep-dazed eyes did meet
 The westering golden splendour of the sun,
 For on that fair shore day was well-nigh done.
 

 Then from the flashing sea and gleaming sky
 Unto the green earth did he turn him round,
 And saw a fair land sloping lazily
 Up to a ridge of green with grey rocks crowned,
 And on those slopes did fruitful trees abound,
 And, cleaving them, came downward from the hill
 In many a tinkling fall a little rill.
 

 Now with his wakening senses, hunger too
 Must needs awake, parched did his dry throat feel,
 And hurrying, toward the little stream he drew,
 And by a clear and sandy pool did kneel
 And quenched his thirst, the while his hand did steal
 Unto his wallet, where he thought to find
 The bread he snatched from vain wealth left behind.
 

 But when within his hand he held that bread,
 Mouldy and perished as with many days,
 He wondered much that he had not been dead,
 And fell to think with measureless amaze
 By what unheard-of, unimagined ways 
 Unto that lonely land he had been brought;
 Until, bewildered in the maze of thought
 

 That needs could lead nowhither, he arose
 And from the fairest of those fruit-hung trees
 The ripest and most luscious seeds he chose,
 And staved his hunger off awhile with these;

 Then ‘twixt their trunks got back to where the breeze
 Blew cool from off the calm sea, thinking still
 That thence his fate must come for good or ill.
 

 Thus, looking unto right and left, he passed
 Over the green-sward, till he reached the strand,
 And nought was ‘twixt the sea and him at last,
 Except a lessening belt of yellow sand.
 There, looking seaward, he awhile did stand,
 Until at last the great sun’s nether rim,
 Red with the sea-mist, in the sea ‘gan swim.
 

 But ‘gainst it now a spot did he behold,
 Nor knew if he were dazzled with the light,
 Till as the orb sank and the sea grew cold,
 Greater that grew beneath the gathering night,
 And when all red was gone, and clear and bright
 The high moon was, beneath its light he saw
 A ship unto him o’er the waters draw.
 

 Quickly his heart ‘gan beat at sight of it,
 But what that he could do could change his fate? 
 So calmly on the turf’s edge did he sit
 The coming of that unknown keel to wait,
 That o’er the moonlit sea kept growing great,
 Until at last the dashing oars he heard,
 The creaking yard, the master’s shouted word.
 

 Then as the black hull ‘neath the moonlight lay,
 In the long swell, bright against side and oar,
 A little shallop therefrom took its way
 Unto the low line of the breakers hoar,
 And when its keel was firm upon the shore
 Two women stepped out thence, and ‘gan to go
 To Bharam’s place with gentle steps and slow.
 

  Then he arose, and wondering what should be
 The end hereof, stood gazing at them there,
 And even in that doubtful light could see
 That they were lovesome damsels young and fair;
 And as he watched their garlanded loose hair
 And dainty flutter of their rich array,
 Full many a hope about his heart ‘gan play. — 
 

 Now they drew nigh, and one of them began
 In a sweet voice these hopeful words to say,
 “Fear not, but come with us, O happy man,
 Nor with thy doubts or questions make delay;
 For this soft night gets ready such a day,
 As shall thy heart for feeble pining blame,
 And call thy hot desire a languid shame.”
 

 Therewith she turned again unto the sea,
 As though she doubted not what he would do,
 And Bharam followed after silently,
 And went aboard the shallop with the two,
 As one who dreams; and as the prow cleft through
 The grey waves, sat beside them, pondering o’er
 The days grown dim that led to that strange shore.
 

 None spake to him, the mariners toiled on,
 Silent the damsels sat, hand joined to hand,
 Until the black sides of the ship were won;
 Then folk hauled up the boat, his feet did stand
 On the wide deck, the master gave command,
 Back went the oars, and o’er the waters wan,
 Unto the west ‘neath sail and oar she ran.
 

 All night they sailed, and when the dawn was nigh
 And far astern the eastern sky grew bright,
 A dark line seemed to cross the western sky
 Afar and faint, and with the growing light
 Another land began to heave in sight,
 And when the lingering twilight was all done,
 Grey cliffs they saw, made ruddy with the sun.
 

  But when the shadow of their well-shaved mast
 Had shortened that it no more touched the sea,
 And well-nigh all the windy waste was past
 That kept them from the land where they would be,
 They turned about a ness, and ‘neath their lee 
 A sandy-beached and green-banked haven lay,
 For there a river cleft the mountains grey.
 

 Thither they steered with no delay, and then
 Upon the green slopes Bharam could behold
 The white tents and the spears of many men,
 And on the o’erhanging height a castle old,
 And up the bay a ship o’erlaid with gold,
 With golden sails and fluttering banners bright,
 And silken awnings ‘gainst the hot sun dight.
 

 But underneath the tents, anigh that ship,
 A space there was amidst of shadowing trees,
 Well clad with turf down to the haven’s lip;
 And there, amongst the pasture of the bees,
 Fanned by the long-drawn sweet-breathed ocean-breeze,
 Well canopied, was set a wondrous throne,
 Amidst whose cushions sat a maid alone.
 

 Crowned as a queen was she, and round her seat
 Were damsels gathered, clad just in such guise
 As those who on the sands did Bharam meet,
 And stood beside him now, with lovesome eyes.
 All this saw Bharam in no other wise
 Than one might see a dream becoming true,
 Nor had he thought of what he next should do.
 

 Only those longings, vague and aimless erst,
 Now quickened tenfold, found a cause and aim, 
 And on his soul a flood of light outburst,
 That swallowed up in brightness of its flame
 Strange thoughts of death, and hopes without a name,
 For now he knew that love had led him on,
 Until — until, perchance, the end was won.
 

  Unto that presence straight the shipmen steered,
 And as the white foam from the oars did fly,
 And the black prow the daisied green-sward neared,
 Uprose a song from that fair company,
 Which those two damsels echoed murmuringly,
 Bearing love-laden words unto his ears
 On tender music, mother of sweet tears.
 

SONG.
 

 O thou who drawest nigh across the sea,

O heart that seekest Love perpetually,

Nor know’st his name, come now at last to me!
 

 Come, thirst of love thy lips too long have borne,

Hunger of love thy heart hath long outworn,

Speech hadst thou but to call thyself forlorn.
 

 The seeker finds now, the parched lips are led

To sweet full streams, the hungry heart is fed,

And song springs up from moans of sorrow dead.
 

 Draw nigh, draw nigh, and tell me all thy tale;

In words grown sweet since all the woe doth fail,

Show me wherewith thou didst thy woe bewail.
 

 Draw nigh, draw nigh, beloved! think of these

That stand around as well-wrought images,

Earless and eyeless as these trembling trees.
 

 I think the sky calls living none but three:

The God that looketh thence and thee and me;

And He made us, but we made Love to be.
 

 Think not of time, then, for thou shalt not die,

How soon soever shall the world go by,

And nought be left but God and thou and I.
 

 And yet, O love, why makes! thou delay,

Life comes not till thou comes, and the day

That knows no end may yet be cast away?
 

  Such words the summer air swept past his ears,
 Such words the lovesome maidens murmured,
 With unabashed soft eyes made wet with tears,
 As though for them the world were really dead,
 As though indeed those tender words they said
 Each to her love, and each her fingers moved,
 As though she thought to meet the hands she loved.
 

 But Bharam heeded not their lonesomeness,
 As through his heart there shot one bitter thought
 Of those dead mourners and their dead distress
 That his own feet to such a land had brought,
 But even ere the fear had come to nought,
 The thought that made it, yea, all memory
 Of what had been, had utterly passed by.
 

 But when the song was done, and on the strand
 The bark’s prow grated, and the maidens twain
 In low words bade him follow them aland,
 Still, mid the certain hope of boundless gain,
 About him clung the seeming-causeless pain
 Of that past thought, that love had driven away,
 The dreary teaching of a hopeless day.
 

 And as unto the throne he drew anigh
 He tried to say unto himself; “Alas!
 Why am I full of such felicity?
 How know I that for me the music was?
 How know I yet what thing will come to pass?
 How know I that my heart can bear the best,
 Vain foolish heart that knew but little rest?”
 

 A moment more and toward that golden ship
 His face was turned, a hand was holding his;
 His eyes with happy tears were wet, his lip
 Still thrilled with memory of a loving kiss,
 His eager ears drank in melodious bliss 

 Past words to tell of; joy was born at last,
 Surely the bitterness of death was past.
 

 How can I give her image unto you,
 Clad in that raiment wonderful and fair?
 What need? Be sure that love’s eye pierceth through
 What web soever hides the beauty there — 
 To tell her fairness? Measure forth the air,
 And weigh the wind, and portion out the sun!
 This still is left, less easy to be done.
 

 Into the golden ship now passed the twain,
 he maidens followed, and the soldiers moved
 Their ordered ranks, the shoreward road to gain;
 The minstrels played what tunes the best behoved,
 While in the stern the lover and beloved
 Had nought to do but each on each to gaze,
 Without a thought of past or coming days.
 

 Up stream the gold prow pointed, the long oars
 Broke into curves of white the swirling green,
 On each side opened out the changing shores;
 So lovely there were all things to be seen,
 That in the golden age they might have been;
 But rather had he gaze upon those eyes
 Than see the whole world freed from miseries.
 

 Sometimes she said, “And this, O love, is thine
 As thou art mine. Look forth thy land to see!”
 But he looked not, but rather would entwine
 His fingers in her fingers amorously,
 And answer, “Yea, and that one day shall be
 When thou shalt go upon the blossoms sweet,
 And I must look thereon to see thy feet!”
 

 Now the stream narrowed, and the country girls
 Thronged on the banks to see the Queen go by,
 And cast fresh flowers upon the weedy swirls.
 “Look forth! they sing to our felicity!”
 The Queen said, “And the city draweth nigh.”

 “Nay, nay,” said Bharam, “I will look on them
 When they shall kneel to kiss thy garment’s hem.”
 

 Now far ahead, above dark banks of trees
 Could they behold the city’s high white wall,
 And, as they neared it, on the summer breeze
 Was borne the tumult of the festival;
 And when that sound on Bharam’s ears did fall,
 He cried, “Ah, will they lengthen out the day,
 E’en when kind night has drawn the sun away?”
 

 She sighed and said, “Nay now, be glad, O king,
 That thou art coming to thy very own;
 Nor one day shalt thou think it a small thing
 That thou therein mayst wear the royal crown
 When somewhat weary thou at last art grown,
 Through lapse of days, of this and this and this — 
 That something more is left thee than a kiss.”
 

 He stared at her wide eyes as one who heard
 Yet knew not what the words might signify,
 Then said, “And think’st thou I shall be afeard
 To slay myself before our love goes by,
 That changed by death, if we indeed can die,
 Unwearied by this anxious, earthy frame,
 I still may think of thee, and know no shame?”
 

 She gazed upon his flushed face tenderly,
 Reddening herself for love, but said not aught,
 Only her bosom heaved with one soft sigh,
 And some unravelled maze of troublous thought
 Unbidden tears unto her sweet eyes brought;
 And he forgot that shade of bitterness
 When such a look his yearning heart did bless.
 

 Thereat the silver trumpet’s tuneful blare
 Made music strange unto his lovesome dream,
 For now before them lay the city fair,
 With high white bridges spanning the swift stream,
 And bridge and shore with wealth of gold did gleam.

 From a great multitude shout followed shout,
 And high in air the sound of bells leapt out.
 

 And then the shipmen furled the golden sail — 
 Slowly the red oars o’er the stream did skim,
 As ‘twixt the houses the light wind ‘gan fail,
 Till by a palace on the river’s brim,
 Whose towering height made half the bells grow dim, 
 The golden ship was stayed, for they had come
 Unto the happy seeker’s wondrous home.
 

 “Look up and wonder, well-beloved,” she said,
 As now they rose to go unto the shore,
 “At what the men did for us who are dead,
 And praise them for the depth of their past lore,
 And thank them though their life is long past o’er.
 If they had known that all these things should be
 How better had they wrought for thee and me?”
 

 Gravely she looked into his eager eyes,
 That turned unto the house a little while,
 But took small heed of all the phantasies
 Wherewith those men their trouble did beguile,
 Though calmly did the vast front seem to smile,
 From all its breadth of beauty looking down
 Upon the tumult of the joyous town.
 

 Again she sighed, but passed on silently,
 And o’er the golden gangway went the twain
 Unto the gold shade of the doorway high,
 Treading on golden cloths, betwixt a lane
 Of girls who each had been a kingdom’s bane
 In toiling, troubled lands, where loveliness
 In scanty measure longing men doth bless.
 

 One moment, and the threshold Bharam passed,
 And that desire his heart was set upon 

 Yet would not name, his heart hath won at last.
 Ah, if the end of all thereby were won!
 For though, indeed, the noon-tide sun hath shone,
 And all the clouds are scattered, who can say
 What clouds shall curse the latter end of day?
 

THE days passed — growing sweeter as the year
 Declined through autumn into winter-tide;
 Perchance, for though no day could be so dear
 As that whereon he first had seen his bride,
 Yet still no less did love with him abide,
 Tempered with quiet days and restfulness;
 Desire fulfilled, renewed, his life did bless.
 

 And thereto now were added other joys,
 Her gifts indeed, unmeet for him to scorn:
 The judgment-seat, the tourney’s glorious noise,
 The council wherein were the wise laws born;
 Sweet tales of lovers vanquished and forlorn,
 To make bliss greater when these lovers met,
 Silent, alone, all troubles to forget — 
 

 All troubles to forget — the winter went,
 Spring came, and love seemed worthier therewith weighed, 
 The summer came, and brought no discontent,
 Nor yet with autumn’s fading did love fade,
 And the cold winter love the warmer made.

 — So Bharam said, when round his love he clung,
 And lonely, still such words were on his tongue.
 

 At last from this and that (it boots not now
 To tell the why and wherefore of the thing),
 Great war and strife with other lands did grow,
 And weeping she around his neck must cling,
 Bidding him look for such a welcoming

 When he came back again, as should outdo
 The day that made one heart and life of two.
 

 Nor did this fail: tried at all points was he,
 He met the foe, and, beaten back with shame,
 Snatched from victorious hands the victory,
 And, winner of a great and godlike name,
 Sighing with love, back to his love he came,
 Worthy of love and changed by love indeed,
 And with most glorious love to be his meed.
 

 — Ah, changed by love — the fickle careless earth,
 The deeds of men, the troubles that they had,
 That in first love he held of little worth,
 Now like a well-told tale would make him glad,
 And nought therein to him seemed lost or bad;
 “And love,” he said, “my joyous life doth bound,
 E’en as the sea some fair isle flows around.”
 

— “Love flows around” — alas, as time went on
 Some strong career of striving would he stay,
 And falter e’en at point of victory won,
 And well-nigh cast the longed-for thing away:
 “Nay, let me think of love,” then would he say,
 “Ah, I have swerved from singleness of heart,
 Let me return, nor in these things have part.”
 

 “Let me return” — but, ah, what thing was this?
 That in his love’s arms he would feel the sting
 Of vain desire, and ne’er-accomplished bliss.

 — At whiles, indeed — for he had strength to fling
 All thought away, and to his love to cling.

 — At least as yet, and still he seemed to be
 O’ Dowered with the depth of all felicity.
 

 So passed the time, till he two years had been
 Living that joyous life in that fair land,
 When on a day there came to him the Queen,
 And said: “Fair love, all folk bow ‘neath the hand
 Of this or that, and I, at the command

 Of one whose will I dare not disobey,
 Must leave thee lonely till the hundredth day.
 

 “Nay, now, forbear to ask me why I go!
 Thou know’st all things are thine that I have got,
 Nathless this one thing never shalt thou know,
 Unless the love grow cold that once was hot,
 And thou art grown aweary of thy lot. 
 Ah, love, forgive me! for thy kiss is sweet,
 As cool fresh streams to bruised and weary feet.
 

 “Yet one more word; the room where thou and
 Were left alone that day of all sweet days;
 Enter it not, till that time is passed by
 I told thee of, and many weary ways
 My feet have worn, to meet thy loving gaze;
 For surely as thy foot therein shall tread,
 Thou unto me, as I to thee, art dead.
 

 “And yet, for fear of base and prying folk,
 Needs must thou bear about that chamber’s key.
 Ah, love, farewell! no hard or troublous yoke
 Thou hast to bear, nor have I doubt of thee.
 For all the stream of tears that thou dost see,
 They are love’s offspring only, for my heart
 Yet more than heretofore in thine has part.”
 

 Thus did she go, and he so left behind,
 Mourned for her and desired her very sore,
 Yet, with a pang, he felt that he was blind,
 Despite of words, that yet there was a store
 Of some undreamed-of and victorious lore
 He might not touch — frowning he turned away,
 And seemed a troubled, gloomy man that day.
 

 Yet loyally for many days he dwelt
 Within that house, or from his golden throne 
 Good justice to the thronging people dealt;
 But when night came, and he was left alone,
 Then all that splendour scarcely seemed his own;

 And when he fell to thinking of his love,
 He ‘gan to wish that he his heart might prove.
 

 In agony he strove to cast from him
 Fresh doubts of what she was, and all his tale
 Rose up once more, now vague indeed and dim,
 Yet worse therefore perchance — if he should fail,
 And in some half-remembered hell go wail
 His happy lot, the days that might have been!
 Was she his bane? — his life, his love, his queen.
 

 Then would he image forth her body fair,
 And limb by limb would set before his eyes
 Her loveliness as he had seen it there;
 Then cry, “Why think of these vain mysteries
 When still ahead such happy life there lies?
 And yet and yet, this that doth so outshine
 All other beauty, is it wholly mine?
 

 “How can it change, that throne of loveliness?
 How can it change — but I grow old and die.
 Perchance some other heart those eyes shall bless,
 Some other head upon that bosom lie,
 When all that once I was is long gone by:
 And now what memory through my mind has passed
 Of men from some strange heaven of love outcast?
 

 “Who knows but in that chamber I may find
 The clue unto this tangled, weary maze,
 And vision clear, whereas I now am blind,
 And endless love instead of anxious days — 
 A glorious end to all these dark strange ways?
 Perchance those words she did but say to me,
 To try my heart — did she not give the key?”
 

 So passed the days, and sometimes would he strive
 To think of nothing but her dear return,
 And midst of kingly deeds would think to live,
 But then again full oft his heart would burn
 The uttermost of all the thing to learn;

 Love failed him not, but baneful jealousy
 Had scaled his golden throne and sat thereby.
 

 Now he began to wander nigh the door,
 And draw from out its place the golden key,
 And curse the gift, and wish the days passed o’er,
 Till in his arms his love once more should be;
 Yet still he dreaded what his eyes should see
 In those familiar and beloved eyes,
 Changed now perchance in some unlooked-for wise.
 

 At last a day came, on the morn of it
 Did he arise from haggard dreamful sleep,
 And on the throne of justice did he sit,
 In troublous outward things his soul to steep;
 Then, armed, upon his war-horse did he leap, 
 And in the lists right eagerly did play,
 As one who every care hath cast away.
 

 Then came the evening banquet, and he sat
 To watch the dancers’ gold-adorned feet,
 And with his great men talked of this and that,
 Then rose, with gold a minstrel-man to greet,
 Then listened to his pensive song and sweet
 With serious eyes, and still in everything
 He seemed an unrebuked and glorious king.
 

 But at the dead of night was he alone
 Once more, once more within his wavering heart
 Strange thought against confused thought was thrown,
 Nor knew he how real life from dreams to part,
 All seemed to him a picture made by art,
 Except the overwhelming strong desire
 To know the end, that set his heart afire.
 

 Dawn found him thus; then he arose from bed,
 He kissed her picture hanging on the wall,
 The linen things that veiled her goodlihead
 From all but him, and still, like bitterest gall,
 A thought rose up within him therewithal,

 And strangely was his heart confused with fears
 That checked the rise of tender, loving tears.
 

 He gat the golden key into his hand,
 And once more had a glimmering memory 
 Of how just so he once before did stand,
 Ready another golden key to try;
 Then murmured he, “Gat I not bliss thereby?
 Unless all this is such a gleam of thought,
 That to a man’s mind sometimes will be brought.
 

 “Of how he lived before, he knows not where.”
 So saying from the chamber did he pass,
 And went a long way down a cloister fair,
 And o’er a little pleasance of green grass,
 Until anigh the very door he was
 That hid that mystery from him; there he stayed,
 And in his hand the golden key he weighed.
 

 There stood he, trying hard to think thereof,
 The better and the worse, how all would be
 If he should do the deed, but thought would move
 From this thing unto that confusedly,
 And neither past nor future could he see,
 Nay scarce could say of what thing then he thought,
 Such fever now the fierce desire had wrought.
 

 Not long he lingered, in the lock he set
 The golden key, as one constrained thereto,
 And thrust the door back, and with scared eyes met
 The lovely chamber that so well he knew,
 And therein still was all in order due,
 No deathlike image seared his wondering eyes,
 No strange sound smote his ears with ill surprise.
 

 He sighed, and smiled, as one would say, “Ah, why
 Have I feared this, wherein was nought to fear,
 Wrapping familiar things in mystery?”
 And even therewithal did he draw near
 I To well-remembered things his soul held dear,

 Gazing at all those matters one by one,
 That told of sweet things there in past days done.
 

 There in the grey light were the hangings fair,
 No figure in them changed now any whit,
 The marble floor half hid with carpets rare
 E’en as when first he saw her feet on it,
 A grey moth’s whirring wings indeed did flit
 Across the fair bed’s gleaming canopy,
 But yet no other change had passed thereby.
 

 And by the bed upon the floor there lay
 Soft raiment of his love, as though that she
 Had there unclad her, ere she went away.
 He stopped and touched the fair things tenderly,
 And love swept over him as some grey sea
 Sweeps o’er the dry shells of a sandy bank,
 And with dry lips his own salt tears he drank.
 

 He rose within a while, and turned about
 Unto the door, and said, “Three days it is
 Before she comes to take away all doubt
 And wrap my soul again in utter bliss;
 I will depart, that she may smile at this, 
 Giving the pity and forgiveness due
 Unto a heart whose feebleness she knew.
 

 Therewith he turned to go, but even then,
 Upon a little table nigh his hand,
 Beheld a cup the work of cunning men
 For many a long year vanished from the land,
 And up against it did a tablet stand;
 Whereon were gleaming letters writ in gold;
 Then breathlessly these things did he behold;
 

 For never had his eyes beheld them erst,
 And well he deemed the secret lay therein;
 Trembling, he said, “This cup may quench my thirst,
 Fair rest from this strange tablet may I win,
 And if I sin she will forgive my sin;

 Nay, rather since her word I disobey
 In entering here, no heavier this will weigh.”
 

 Withal he took the tablet, and he read;

“O thou who, venturing much, hast gained so much,

Drink of this cup, and be remembered

When all are gone whose feet the green earth touch:

Dull is the labouring world, nor holdeth such

As think and yet are happy; then be bold,

And things unthought of shall thine eyes behold!
 

 “Yea, thou must drink, for if thou drinkest not

Nor soundest all the depths of this hid thing, 

Think’st thou that these my words can be forgot,

How close soever thou to love mayst cling,

How much soever thou art still a king:

Drink then, and take what thou hast fairly won,

For make no doubt that thine old life is done.”
 

 He took the cup and round about the bowl
 Beheld strange figures carved, strange letters writ,
 But mid the hurrying tumult of his soul,
 He of their meaning then could make no whit,
 Though afterwards their smallest lines would flit
 Before his eyes, in times that came to him
 When many a greater matter had grown dim.
 

 So with closed eyes he drank, and once again,
 While on his quivering lip the sweet draught hung,
 Did he think dimly of those mourning men
 And saw them winding the dark trees among,
 And in his ears their doleful wailing rung;
 His love and all the glories of his home
 E’en in that minute shadows had become.
 

 E’en in that minute, though at first indeed
 In one quick flash of pain unbearable,
 His love, his queen, made bare of any weed,

 Seemed standing there, as though some tale to tell
 From opened lips; and then a dark veil fell
 O’er all things there, a chill and restless breeze
 Seemed moaning through innumerable trees.
 

 Yet still he staggered onwards to the door
 With arms outspread, as one who in dark night
 Wanders through places he has known before;
 Wide open were his eyes that had no sight,
 And with a feverish flush his cheeks were bright,
 His lips moved, some unspoken words to say,
 As, sinking down, across the door he lay.
 

WHAT strange confused dreams swept through his sleep!
 What fights he fought, nor knew with whom or why;
 How piteously for nothing he must weep,
 For what inane rewards he still must try
 To pierce the inner earth or scale the sky!
 What faces long forgot rose up to him!
 On what a sea of unrest did he swim!
 

 He woke, the wind blew cold upon his face,
 The sound of swirling waters smote his ear,
 Through the deep quiet of some lonely place;
 Shuddering with horror at what might be near,
 He closed his dazzled eyes again for fear,
 Ere they had seen aught but the light of day
 And formless things against it, black and grey.
 

 Trembling awhile he lay, and scarcely knew
 Why he was sick with fear, but when at last
 His wretched soul unto his body drew,
 And somewhat he could think about the past,
 As one might wake to hell, around he cast
 A haggard glance, and saw before him there
 A grey cliff rising high into the air
 

 Across a deep swift river, and the door

 Shut fast against him, did he see therein,
 Wherethrough with trembling steps he passed before
 That happy life above all lives to win,
 And round about him the sharp grass and thin,
 Covered low mounds that here and there arose,
 For to his head his forerunners were close.
 

 Then with changed voice he moaned and to his feet
 Slowly he gat, and ‘twixt the tree-boles grey
 He ‘gan to go, and tender words and sweet
 Were in his ears, the promise of a day
 When he should cast all troublous thoughts away.
 He stopped, and turned his face unto the trees
 To hearken to the moaning of the breeze;
 

 Because it seemed well-nigh articulate;
 He cried aloud, “Come back, come back to me!”
 If yet the echo of the fearful gate
 Had any sound to help his misery;
 He shut his eyes, lest he perchance might be
 Caught by some fearful dream within a dream,
 That he might wake up to his gold bed’s gleam.
 

 Voiceless the wind was, the grey cliff was dumb,
 His eyes could show him nought but that same place
 Whereto in days of hope his feet had come;
 He cast himself adown, and hid his face
 Within the grass, and heeding no disgrace,
 Howled beastlike, till his voice grew hoarse and dim.
 And little life indeed seemed left in him.
 

 Then in a while he rose and tottered on
 Adown that path, scarce knowing what had been
 Or why his woe was such, until he won
 To where had been of old the pleasance green,
 Whose beauty, whose decay he erst had seen
 That now indeed a tangled waste had grown,
 Whose first estate scarce any man had known.
 

  Roofless above it then he saw the house,
 Whose vanished loveliness his heart had filled
 With fresh luxurious longings amorous,
 And thitherward, though thus he scarcely willed,
 His feet must stray to see the wild bird build
 Her nest within the chambers, once made bright,
 To house the delicate givers of delight.
 

 And now the first rage of his grief being o’er,
 Madness was past, though pain was greater still,
 And he remembered well the days of yore,
 And how his great desire made all things ill,
 And aye with restlessness his life did fill;
 Too hard to bear that he must cast away
 Honour and wealth, to reach e’en such a day.
 

 Now in the hall upon that bench of stone,
 Where erst the mourners used to sit, he sat,
 Striving to think of all that he had done
 Before his heart’s unnamed desire he gat,
 Striving to hope that still in this or that
 He might take pleasure yet before he died,
 That the hard days a little joy might hide.
 

 He moaned to think that he had cast away
 All hope of quiet life then when his hand
 Was on the key ‘neath that high cliff and grey,
 And looking backward he awhile did stand-
 Needs must he deem him worse than that sad band
 Who therein erst their wretched lives outwore,
 However great the burden that they bore.
 

 For they, he said, had somewhat left of rest,
 Since in that place indeed they could abide,
 But on his heart the weight of woe so pressed
 That he his wretched head could never hide,

 But needs must wander forth until he died — 
 Ah God, more full of horror seemed that place,
 Than the world’s curious eyes upon his face.
 

 For there he seemed to sleep that he might dream
 The worst of dreams, — he seemed to be awake, 
 That through them all might pierce no hopeful gleam,
 That he the fearful chain might never break;
 And shameful images his eyes must make
 That shuddering he must call by his love’s name,
 And on his lips must gather words of shame.
 

 Midst this, I say, what will was left to him,
 Still urged him unto men’s abodes again,
 So that he rose, and though his eyes were dim
 With misery, he crossed the sunburnt plain,
 And as one walks in sleep, with little pain
 He pierced the forest through, and came once more
 Unto the hill that looked the uplands o’er.
 

 Fierce was the summer sun of that bright day,
 When on the upland road he set his feet,
 And man and beast within the shadow lay
 And rested, but no rest to him was sweet
 That he could gain, and when the hot sun beat
 Upon his head as from the wood he passed,
 Nought noted he that flame upon him cast.
 

 At end of day he reached the city gate,
 And now no more he moaned, his eyes were dry;
 Shut in his body’s bonds, his soul would wait,
 The utmost term of all its misery,
 Nor hope for any ease, nor pray to die.
 Some poor abode within that city fair
 He gat himself and passed the long days there. 
 But now and then men saw him on the quays,
 Gazing on busy scenes he heeded nought,
 Or passing through the crowd on festal days,
 Or in some net of merry children caught,

 And when they saw his dreamy eyes distraught,
 His changeless face drawn with that hidden pain,
 They said, “THE MAN WHO NE’ER SHALL LAUGH AGAIN.”
 

AH, these, with life so done with now, might deem
 That better is it resting in a dream,
 Yea, e’en a dull dream, than with outstretched hand,
 And wild eyes, face to face with life to stand,
 No more the master now of anything,
 Through striving of all things to be the king — 
 Than waking in a hard taskmaster’s grasp
 Because we strove the unsullied joy to clasp — 
 Than just to find our hearts the world, as we
 Still thought we were and ever longed to be,
 To find nought real except ourselves, and find
 All care for all things scattered to the wind,
 Scarce in our hearts the very pain alive.
 Compelled to breathe indeed, compelled to strive,
 Compelled to fear, yet not allowed to hope — 
 For e’en as men laid on a flowery slope
 ‘Twixt inaccessible cliffs and unsailed sea,
 Painless, and waiting for eternity
 That will not harm, were these old men now grown.
 The seed of unrest, that their hearts had sown,
 Sprung up, and garnered, and consumed, had left
 Nought that from out their treasure might be reft;
 All .was a picture in these latter days,
 That had been once, and they might sit and praise
 The calm, wise heart that knoweth how to rest, 
 The man too kind to snatch out at the best,
 Since he is part of all, each thing a part,
 Beloved alike of his wide-loving heart.
 

  Ah, how the night-wind raved, and wind and sea
 Clashed wildly in their useless agony,
 But dulled not or made weak the minstrel’s song
 That through the hall bemocked the lost year’s wrong.
 






  








NOVEMBER.
 

ARE thine eyes weary? is thy heart too sick
 To struggle any more with doubt and thought,
 Whose formless veil draws darkening now and thick
 Across thee, e’en as smoke-tinged mist-wreaths brought
 Down a fair dale to make it blind and nought?
 Art thou so weary that no world there seems
 Beyond these four walls, hung with pain and dreams?
 

 Look out upon the real world, where the moon,
 Half-way ‘twixt root and crown of these high trees,
 Turns the dead midnight into dreamy noon,,
 Silent and full of wonders, for the breeze
 Died at the sunset, and no images,
 No hopes of day, are left in sky or earth — 
 Is it not fair, and of most wondrous worth?
 

 Yea, I have looked and seen November there;
 The changeless seal of change it seemed to be,
 Fair death of things that, living once, were fair;
 Bright sign of loneliness too great for me,
 Strange image of the dread eternity,
 In whose void patience how can these have part,
 These outstretched feverish hands, this restless heart?
 

ON a clear eve, when the November sky
 Grew red with promise of the hoar-frost nigh,
 These ancient men turned from the outside cold,
 With something like content that they, grown old,
 Needed but little now to help the ease
 Of those last days before the final peace.
 The empty month for them left no regret
 For sweet things gained and lost, and longed for yet,
 ‘Twixt spring-tide and this dying of the year.
 Few things of small account the whole did bear,
 Nor like a long lifetime of misery
 Those few days seemed, as oft to such may be
 As, seeing the patience of the world, whereby
 Midst all its strife it falls not utterly
 Into a wild, confused mass of pain,
 Yet note it not, and have no will to gain,
 Since they are young, a little time of rest,
 Midst their vain raging for the hopeless best.
 

 Such thought, perchance, was in his heart, who broke
 The silence of the fireside now, and spoke;
 “This eve my tale tells of a fair maid born
 Within a peaceful land, that peace to scorn,
 In turn to scorn the deeds of mighty kings,
 The council of the wise, and far-famed things,
 And envied lives; so, born for discontent, 
 She through the eager world of base folk went,
 Still gaining nought but heavier weariness.
 God grant that somewhere now content may bless
 Her yearning heart; that she may look and smile
 On the strange earth that wearied her awhile,
 And now forgets her! Yet so do not we,
 Though some of us have lived full happily!”
 

THE STORY OF RHODOPE.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

THERE was in a poor land a certain maid, lowly but exceeding beautiful, who, by a strange hap, was drawn from her low estate, and became a queen and the world’s wonder.
 

A GRECIAN-SPEAKING folk there dwelt of yore,
 Whose name my tale remembers not, between
 The snow-topped mountains and the sea-beat shore,
 Upon a strip of plain, and upland green,
 Where seldom was the worst of summer seen,
 And seldom the last bond of winter’s cold;
 Easy was life ‘twixt garden, field, and fold.
 

 My tale says these dealt little with the sea,
 But for the mullet’s flushed vermilion,
 And weight o’ the tunny, and what things might be
 Behind the snowy tops but moon and sun
 They knew not, nor as yet had anyone
 Sunk shaft in hill-side there, or dried the stream
 To see if ‘neath its sand gold specks might gleam.
 

 Yet rich enow they were; deep-uddered kine
 Went lowing towards the pails at eventide;
 The sheep cropped close unto the well-fenced vine,
 Whose clusters hung upon the southering side
 Of the fair hill; the brown plain far and wide
 Changed year by year through green to hoary gold,
 And the unherded, moaning bees untold
 

  Blind-eyed to aught but blossoms, ranged the land,
 Working for others; and the clacking loom
 Not long within the homestead still did stand;
 The spindles twirled within the women’s room,
 And oft amidst the depth of winter’s gloom,
 From off the poplar-block white chips would fly
 ‘Neath some deft hand, watched of the standers-by.
 

 Sometimes too would the foreign chapmen come,
 And beach their dromond in the sandy bay,
 And then the women-folk from many a home,
 With heavy-laden beasts would take their way,
 And round the black-keeled ship expend the day,
 And by the moon would come back, light enow,
 With things soon told, for that rough wealth to show.
 

 Therefore of delicate array, full oft
 Small lack there was in coffers of that land,
 And gold would shine on shoulders smooth and soft,
 And sparklike gems glitter from many a hand,
 And by the altar would the goodman stand 
 Upon the solemn days of sacrifice,
 Clad in attire of no such wretched price.
 

 But the next morn the yellow headed girls
 Would be afield, or ‘twixt the vine-rows green,
 And on the goodman’s forehead would no pearls,
 But rather sundrawn beaded drops be seen,
 As the bright share carved out the furrow clean,
 Or the thick swath fell ‘neath the sturdy stroke:
 For all must labour midst that simple folk.
 

 Now, in a land where few were poor, if none
 Were lordly rich, a certain man abode,
 Who poorer was perchance than anyone
 That ruled a house; yea, somewhat of a load
 Of fears he bare adown life’s latter road,

 For, touching now upon his sixtieth year,
 His wealth still waned, and still his house grew bare.
 

 Why this should be none knew, for he was deft
 In all the simple craft of that fair land,
 Plough-stilt, and spade, and sickle, and axe-heft,
 As much as need be pressed his hardened hand,
 And creeping wanhope still did he withstand;
 Wedded he was, and his grey helpmate too
 Was skilled in all, and ever wrought her due.
 

 Yet did his goods decrease: at end of dry
 He cut his hay, to lie long in the rain; 
 And timorous must he let the time go by
 For vintaging; and August came in vain
 To his thin wheat; his sheep of wolves were slain;
 Lame went his horses, barren were his kine,
 His slaughtering-stock before the knife would pine.
 

 All this befell him more than most I say,
 And yet he lived on; gifts were plenty there,
 The rich man’s wealth but seldom hoarded lay;
 And at a close-fist would the people stare,
 And point the finger as at something rare — 
 Yet ever giving is a burden still,
 And fast our goodman trundled down the hill.
 

 Not always though had fortune served him thus,
 In earlier days rich had he been and great,
 But had no chick or child to bless his house,
 And much did it mislike him of his fate,
 And early to the Gods he prayed and late,
 To give him that if all they took besides,
 As to fate’s feet will blind men still be guides.
 

 So on a day when more than twenty years
 Of childless wedlock had oppressed his wife,
 She spake to him with smiles and happy tears;
 And said, “Be glad, for ended is the strife
 Betwixt us and the Gods, and our old life

 Shall be renewed to us; the blossom clings
 Unto the bough long barren, the waste sings.”
 

 Joyful he was at those glad words, and went
 A changed man through his homestead on that morn,
 And on fair things stored up he stared intent,
 And hugged himself on things he erst did scorn,
 When life seemed quickly ended and forlorn.
 And so the days passed, till the time was come
 When a new voice should wail on its cold home.
 

 March was it, but a foretaste of the June
 The earth had, and the budding linden-grove
 About the homestead, with the brown bird’s tune
 Was happy, and the faint blue sky above
 The black-thorn blossoms made meet roof for love,
 For though the south wind breathed a thought of rain,
 No cloud as yet its golden breadth did stain.
 

 That afternoon within his well-hung hall,
 Amidst of many thoughts the goodman lay
 Until a gentle sleep on him ‘gan fall,
 And he began to dream, but the sweet day
 The dream forgat not, nor could wipe away
 The pictures of his home that seemed so good,
 For midst his garden in his dream he stood;
 

 Hand in hand with his wife he seemed to be,
 And both their eyes were lovingly intent
 Upon a little blossom fair to see
 Before their feet, that through the fresh air sent
 Sweet odours; but as over it they bent, 
 The day seemed changed to cloudiness and rain,
 And the sweet flower, whereof they were so fain,
 

 Was grown a goodly sapling, and they gazed
 Wondering thereat, but loved it nothing less.
 But as they looked a bright flame round it blazed,
 And hid it for a space, and weariness
 The souls of both the good folk did oppress,

 And on the earth they lay down side by side,
 And unto them it was as they had died.
 

 Yet did they know that o’er them hung the tree
 Grown mighty, thick-leaved, on each bough did hang
 Crown, sword, or ship, or temple fair to see;
 And therewithal a great wind through it sang,
 And trumpet blast there was; and armour rang
 Amid that leafy world, and now and then
 Strange songs were sung in tongues of outland men.
 

 Amid these sounds the goodman heard at last
 A song in his own tongue, and sat upright
 And blinking at the broad bright sun that cast
 A straight beam through the window, making bright
 The dusky hangings; till his gathering sight
 Showed him outside two damsels, pail on head,
 Who went by, singing, to the milking shed.
 

 And meeting them with jingling bit and trace 
 Came the grey team from field; a merry lad
 Sat sideways on the foremost, broad of face,
 Freckled and flaxen-haired, whose red lips had
 A primrose ‘twixt them, yet still blithe and glad,
 With muffled whistle, swinging, did he mock
 The maidens’ song and the brown throstle-cock.
 

 Then rose the goodman, happy, for his dream
 Seemed nowise ill to think on; rather he
 Some echo of his hopes the thing did deem
 If hardly any certain prophecy
 Of happy things in time to come to be;
 And into the March sun he wandered forth,
 With life and wealth all grown of double worth.
 

 From barn to well-stocked field he went that eve,
 Smiling on all, and wondering how it was
 That any one in such a world might grieve,
 At least for long, at what might come to pass;
 The soft south-wind, the flowers amid the grass,

 The fragrant earth, the sweet sounds everywhere,
 Seemed gifts too great almost for man to bear.
 

 Long wandered he, the happiest of all men
 Till day was gone, and the white moon and high
 Cast a long shadow on the white stones, when
 He came once more his homestead door anigh;
 And there a girl stood watching, and a cry 
 Burst from her lips when she beheld him come;
 She said, “O welcome to thy twice-blessed home!
 

 “Thy wife hath borne to thee a maiden fair,
 Come and behold it, and give thanks withal
 Unto the Gods, who thus have heard thy prayer.”
 Sweetly that voice upon his ears did fall,
 ‘Twixt him and utter bliss no bounding wall
 Seemed raised now, nor did end of life-seem nigh;
 Once more he had forgot that he must die.
 

 So on the morrow high feast did he hold,
 And all the guests with gifts were satisfied,
 And gladdened were the Gods of field and fold,
 With many a beast that at their altars died.
 How should the spring of all that wealth be dried?
 Nought did he deal with untried things or strange,
 ‘Twixt year and year how might the seasons change?
 

 Well, by next year, grown had the child and thriven
 Unto his heart’s desire, and in his hall
 Again was high feast held, and good gifts given
 To the departing guests; yet did it fall
 That somewhat his goods minished therewithal,
 But little grief it gave him; “Ah, let be
 This year will raise the scale once more,” said he.
 

 But as the time passed, with the child’s increase
 Did ill luck grow apace, till field by field 
 Fell his lands from him; nought he knew of ease,
 Yet little good hap did his trouble yield;
 The Gods belike a new bag had unsealed

 Of hopeless longing for him, and his day
 Mid restless yearning still must pass away.
 

SO things went on, till June of that same year
 Whereof I tell, when nineteen May-tides green
 The maid had looked on, and was grown so fair
 That never yet the like of her had been
 Within that land; and her divine soft mien,
 Her eyes and her soft speech, now blessed alone
 A house wherefrom all fair things else were gone.
 

 Yet whoso gloomed thereat, not she it was
 Who with her grave set face and heart unmoved,
 Watched, wearied not nor pleased, each new day pass;
 Nor thought of change, she said. As well behoved,
 By many men ere now was she beloved;
 Wild words she oft had heard, and harder grown
 At bitter tears about her fair feet strown.
 

 For far apart from these she seemed to be,
 Their joys and sorrows moved her not, and they
 Looked upon her as some divinity,
 And cursed her not, though whiles she seemed to lay
 A curse on them unwitting, and the day 
 Seemed grown unhappy, useless, as she came
 With eyes fulfilled of thoughts of life and shame
 

 Across their simple merriment. Meanwhile
 She laboured as need was, nor heeded aught
 What thing she did, nor yet did aught seem vile
 More than another that the long day brought
 Unto her hands; and as her father fought
 Against his bitter foe, she watched it all
 As though in some strange play the thing did fall.
 

 And he, who loved her yet amidst of fear,
 Would look upon her, wondering, even as though
 He, daring not her soul to draw anear,
 Yet of her hopes and fears was fain to know,

 Was fain to hope that she one day would show
 In what wise he within her heart was borne;
 Yea, if that day he found in her but scorn.
 

 It fell then in the June-tide, mid these things,
 That on an eve within the bare great hall,
 When nigh the window the bat’s flickering wings
 Were brushing, and the soft dew fast did fall,
 And o’er the ferry far away did call
 The homeward-hastening traveller? that the three
 Sat resting in that soft obscurity.
 

 Some tale belike unto the other two
 The goodman had been telling, for he said, 
 “Well, in the end no more the thieves might do,
 For when enough of them were hurt or dead
 Needs must they cry for quarter; by Jove’s head,
 That parley as sweet music did I hear,
 Who for three hours had seen grim death anear.
 

 “So then their tall ship did we take in tow,
 And beached her in the bay with no small pain.
 The painted dragon-head, that ye note now
 Grin at Jove’s temple-door with gapings vain,
 And her steel beaks the merchant-galleys’ bane,
 We smote away; with every second oar
 We roofed that house of refuge nigh the shore.
 

 “Then fell we unto ransacking her hold,
 And left them store of meal, but took away
 Armour, fair cloths, and silver things and gold,
 Rich raiment, wine and honey; then we lay
 Upon the beach that latter end of day,
 And shared the spoil by drawing short and long — 
 That was before my fate ‘gan do me wrong,
 

  “And good things gat I; two such casks of wine,
 And such a jar of honey, as would make
 The very Gods smile, had they come to dine
 E’en in this bare hall; ah! my heart doth ache,
 O daughter Rhodope, for thy sweet sake
 When of the gold-sewn purple robe I tell
 That certes now had matched thy beauty well.
 

 “What else? a crested helm all golden wrought,
 A bow and sheaf of arrows — there they hang
 Since they with one thing else came not to nought
 Of all the things o’er which the goodwife sang,
 When on the threshold first my spear-butt rang,
 And o’er the bay the terror of the sea
 With clipped wings laboured slow and painfully.
 

 “Take down the bow, goodwife; a thing of price
 Though unadorned, therefore it yet bides here;
 For trusty is it in the wood, and wise
 The long shafts are to find the dappled deer
 And mend our four days’ fast with better cheer.
 But for the other thing — the twilight fails
 Amid these half-remembered woeful tales;
 

 “So light the taper for a little while
 To see a marvel.” Therewith speedily
 The goodwife turned and lighted up her smile,
 And deep-set eyes turned full on Rhodope
 As hoping there some eagerness to see;
 But on the brightening stars her wide eyes stared
 E’en when the taper through the darkness glared.
 

 Then to the great chest did the goodman go,
 And turning o’er the coarser household gear
 That lay therein, much stuff aside did throw
 Ere from the lowest depths his hand did bear
 A silken cloth of red, embroidered fair, 
 Wrapped about something; this upon the board
 He laid, and ‘gan unfold the precious hoard.
 

  With languid eyes that hoped for little joy
 Did Rhodope, now turning, gaze thereon,
 And wait the showing forth of the fair toy,
 In days long past from fear and battle won;
 But yet a strange light in her bright eyes shone
 When now the goodman did the cloth unfold,
 And showed the gleam of precious gems and gold.
 

 And there upon the silken cloth now lay
 Twin shoes first made for some fair woman’s feet,
 Wrought like the meadows of an April day,
 With gems amidst the sun of gold; most meet
 To show in kings’ halls, when the music sweet
 Is at its softest, and the dance grown slow,
 Midst of white folds the feet of maids may show.
 

 Now unto these fair things went Rhodope,
 And, blushing faintly, ‘gan the latchets touch,
 And drew her hand across them daintily,
 Then let it fall, smiling, that overmuch
 She thought of them, then turned away to such
 Rude work as then the season asked of her,
 With face firm set that weary life to bear.
 

 Then said the goodman, with a rueful smile 
 Upon her, “Chick or child I had not then,
 But riches, wherewith fortune did beguile
 My heart to ask for more; and now again
 That thou grow’st fairer than the seed of men,
 All goes from me — and let these go withal,
 Since I am thrust so rudely to the wall!
 

 “Long have I kept them; first, for this indeed,
 That few men of our land have will therefor
 To pay me duly; and the coming need
 Still did I fear would make the past less sore;
 And then withal a man well skilled in lore

 Grew dreamy o’er them once, and said that they
 Bore with them promise of a changing day.
 

 “Yet bread is life, and while we live we yet
 May turn a corner of this barren lane,
 And Jove’s high-priest hath ever prayed to get
 These fair things, and prayed hitherto in vain:
 Belike a yoke of oxen might I gain
 To turn the home-field deeper, when the corn,
 Such as it is, to barn and stack is borne.
 

 “The meal-ark groweth empty too, and thou,
 O fairest daughter, worthy to be clad
 In weed like this, shalt feel November blow
 No blessing to thee; cask-staves must be had
 Against the vintage, seeing that men wax glad 
 Already o’er the bunches, and the year
 Folk deem great wealth to all men’s sons will bear.
 

 “So, daughter, unto thee this charge I give
 To take these things tomorrow morn with thee
 Unto Jove’s priest, and say, we needs must live;
 Therefore these fair shoes do I let him see,
 That he may say what he will give to me,
 That they may shine upon his daughter’s feet,
 When she goes forth the sacrifice to meet.”
 

 Now as he spake again a light flush came
 Into her cheek, and died away again;
 Then cried the goodwife; “Ah, thou bearest shame,
 That we are fallen ‘neath the feet of men,
 That thou goest like a slave! what didst thou then
 So coldly e’en on this man’s son to look,
 That he thy scornful eyes no more might brook?”
 

 But still sat Rhodope, as though of stone
 Her face was, and the goodman spake and said;
 “Nay, mother, nay, she is not such an one

 As lightly to our highest to be wed
 Before the crown of love has touched her head:
 Be patient; hast thou ne’er heard stories tell
 What things to such as her of old befell?”
 

 Kindly he smiled at her, as half he meant
 The words he said; but now her changeless eye 
 Cast on him one hard glance, and then she bent
 Over her work, and with a half-choked sigh
 The goodman rose, and from a corner nigh
 Took up some willow-withes, and so began
 To shape the handle of a winnowing fan.
 

BUT with the new day’s sun might you behold
 The maiden’s feet firm planted on the way
 Which led unto the vale, where field and fold
 About the temple of the Thunderer lay,
 And the priest wrought, a sturdy carle today
 Within the hay-field or behind the plough,
 Tomorrow dealing with high things enow.
 

 First betwixt sunny meads the highway ran
 With homesteads set therein, and vineyards green,
 Now merry with the voice of maid and man,
 Who shouted greetings the tall rows between,
 Whereto she answered softly, as a queen
 Who feels herself of other make to be
 Than those who worship her divinity.
 

 The dark-eyed shepherd slowly by her passed,
 And from his face faded the merry smile,
 And down upon the road his eyes he cast,
 And strove with other names his heart to wile
 From thought of her; so coarse he seemed and vile 
 Before her smileless face, o’er which there shone
 Some glory, as of a bright secret sun,
 

  That was for her alone. The mother stood
 Within her door, and as the gown of grey
 Fluttered about her, and the coarse white hood
 Flashed from the oak-shade o’er the sunlit way,
 She muttered after her; “Ah, have thy day,
 If thou wert set high up as thou art low,
 On many a neck those feet of thine should go!”
 

 But heeding little of the hearts of these
 She went upon her way, and walking fast
 Soon left the tilled fields and the cottages,
 For toward the mountain-slopes the highway passed,
 And turned unto the south, and ‘gan at last
 To mount aloft ‘twixt heathery slopes set o’er
 With red-trunked pines, and mossy rocks and hoar.
 

 Still fast she went, though high the sun was grown,
 For on strange thoughts and wild her heart was set;
 Those things held in the bosom of her gown
 Seemed teaching hopes she might not soon forget;
 She clenched her hands harder and harder yet,
 And cried aloud; “So small, so quickly done,
 O idle, timorous life beneath the sun!
 

 “And here amid these fields and mountains grey,
 Drop after drop slowly it ebbs from me, 
 And leaves no new thing gained; day like to day,
 Face like to face, as waves in some calm sea!
 With memory of our sad mortality
 Pipes the dull tune of earth, nought comes anigh
 To give us some bright dream before we die.
 

 “What say’st thou— ‘Beautiful thou art and livest,
 And men there are, strong, young and fair enow,
 To take with thankful heart e’en what thou givest;
 Love and be loved then!’ — Nay, heart, dost thou know
 How through thin flame of love thou still wilt show
 The long years set with mocking images,
 Ready to trap me if I think of these?
 

  “Ah, love they say, and love! Shall not love fade
 And turn a prison, barred with vain regret
 And vain remorse that we so lightly weighed,
 The woes wherein our stumbling feet were set,
 Stifling with thoughts we never may forget;
 Because life waneth, while we strive to turn
 And seek another thing for which to yearn.
 

 “So deem I of the life that holds me here,
 As though I were the shade of one long dead,
 Come back a while from Pluto’s region drear
 To mine own land where unremembered
 My fathers are — Lo, now, these words just said,
 This heathery slope my feet are passing o’er,
 Yon grey-winged dove — has it not been before?
 

 “Would then that I were gone, and lived again
 Another life; — if it must still be so,
 That life on life passes, forgotten, vain
 To still our longings, that no soul can know
 By what has been how this and this shall go — 
 Because methinks I yet have heard men tell
 How lives there were wherein great things befell.
 

 “How mid such life had I forgot the past,
 Nor thought about the future! but been glad
 While round my head a dreamy veil I cast,
 And seemed to strive with seeming good or bad;
 Till at the last some dream I might have had
 That nigh a god I was become to be,
 And, dying, yet should keep all memory;
 

 “Know what I was, nor change my hope and fear
 All utterly, but learn why I was born,
 Nor come to loathe what once to me was dear,
 Nor dwell amidst a world of ghosts forlorn,
 Nor see kind eyes, and hear kind words, with scorn.

 — But ye, O fields, and hills, and steads of men,
 Why are ye fair to mock my longings then?”
 

  And therewithal panting she turned, and stood
 High up the hillside; a light fitful wind
 Sung mournful ditties through the pine-tree wood
 That edged the borders of the pass behind,
 And made most fitting music to her mind, 
 But clear and hot the day of June did grow,
 And a fair picture spread out down below.
 

 The green hill-slopes, besprinkled o’er with kine,
 And a grey neat-herd wandering here and there,
 And then the greener squares of well-propped vine,
 The changing cornfields, and the homesteads fair,
 The white road winding on, that yet did bear
 Specks as of men and horses; the grey sea
 Meeting the dim horizon dreamily.
 

 A little while she gazed, then, with a sigh,
 She turned again, and went on toward the pass,
 But slowly now, and somewhat wearily,
 And murmuring as she met the coarser grass
 Within the shade: “What, something moved I was,
 By hope, and pity of myself! Well then,
 I shall not have that joy so oft again.”
 

 Then with bent head, ‘twixt rocky wall and wall,
 Slowly she went, and scarce knew what she thought,
 So many a picture on her heart did fall,
 Nor would she let one wish to her be brought
 Of good or better. Going so, distraught,
 The long rough road was nothing to her feet,
 Nor took she heed of what her eyes might meet.
 

 But so far through the pass at last she came,
 That the road fell unto the temple-vale, 
 And there she stopped and started, for her name
 She heard called out. She thought of many a tale
 Of gods who brought to mortals joy or bale,

 For so, despite herself, her thoughts would run,
 That all the joy of life was not yet done.
 

 But from the hillside came a dappled hound
 That fawned upon her e’en as one he knew,
 And when she raised her eyes, and looked around,
 She saw the man indeed he ‘longed unto,
 A huntsman armed, and clad in gown of blue,
 Come clattering down the stones of the pass-side;
 So, standing still, his coming did she bide.
 

 She smiled a smile that was not all of bliss,
 For this was he of whom her mother spake,
 The high-priest’s son, who fain had made her his;
 And at the sight of him her heart did ache
 With hapless thoughts, and scorn and shame ‘gan wake
 Within her mind, that still she strove to lull,
 Calling herself both cursed and beautiful.
 

 So, while she gathered heart of grace to meet
 The few words they might speak together there,
 He was beside her; slim he was and fleet,
 Well knit, with dark-brown eyes and crisp black hair,
 Eager of aspect, round-chinned, fresh, and fair,
 And well attired as for that simple folk
 Who in those days might bear no great man’s yoke.
 

 Now his lip trembled, and he blushed blood-red,
 Then turned all pale again. “O Rhodope,
 Right fair thou go’st afoot this morn,” he said;
 “Hast thou some errand with my sire or me?”
 And therewithal, as if unwittingly,
 Unto her hand did he stretch out his hand;
 But moveless as an image did she stand,
 

 But that her gown was fluttering in the wind
 That came up from the pass. She spake as one
 That hath no care at heart: “I thought to find
 Thy father, and to give to him alone
 A message from my father. Is he gone?”

 He seemed to swallow something in his throat:
 “These two nights, maiden, hath he been afloat,
 

 “Watching the tunnies; if thou turn’st again
 Thou well mayst meet him coming from the sea.”
 “Nay,” said she, “neither wholly shall be vain
 My coming so far, since I have with me
 Poor offerings meet for the divinity
 From poor folk, which my mother bade me bear
 To bless this midmost month of the glad year.”
 

 “In a good hour,” he said, “for I have done
 Little against the roes whereof to tell,
 So I will fare with thee; and till the sun
 Is getting low, in our house shalt thou dwell,
 And in the evening, if it like thee well, 
 With helmet on the head, and well-strung bow,
 Beside thee to thine own home will I go.”
 

 Nought spake she for a while, and his heart beat
 Quicker with hope of some small happiness;
 But at the last her eyes his eyes did meet.
 She spake: “Few hearts this heart of mine will bless,
 And yet for thee will I do nothing less
 Than save thee from the anguish of the strife,
 Wherewith thou fain wouldst make my life thy life.
 

 “Thou art unhappy now, but we may part,
 And to us both is left long lapse of time
 To gain new bliss. What wouldst thou? To my heart
 Cold now and alien are this folk and clime,
 And while I dwell with them no woe or crime,
 If so I may, shall stain my garments’ hem;
 Thou art an image like the rest of them:
 

 “Yea, but an image unto me alone,
 For unto thee this world is wide enow,
 Full of warm hearts enow — so get thee gone
 Upon thy way. I am not fallen so low
 As unto thee dreams of false love to show,

 Or for my very heart’s own weariness
 To give thee clinging life-long sharp distress.
 

 “Now fain I would unto the temple-stead;
 And, if thou mayst, do thou go otherwhere, 
 For good it were that all thy hopes were dead,
 Since nought but bitter fruit they now can bear.”
 He gazed at her as one who doth not hear,
 Or hears an outland tongue ill understood;
 Wild love and hate made wild-fire of his blood.
 

 Yea, she belike was nigher unto death
 Than she might know; yet did he turn at last
 And, clutching tight his short-sword’s gold-wrought sheath,
 Slowly along the seaward way he passed,
 Nor backward at her any look he cast,
 For fate would not that his blind eyes should see
 How on the way her tears fell plenteously.
 

 Yet not long there she stayed, but set her face
 Unto the downward road, but had not fared
 A many yards from that their meeting-place,
 Before upon the wind a sound she heard,
 As though some poor wretch a great sorrow bared
 Unto the eyes of heaven, and then her feet
 With quicker steps the stony way did meet.
 

 And soon she said: “O fate, all left behind,
 I follow thee adown the bitter road
 With weary feet, and heavy eyes and blind,
 That leadeth to thy far unknown abode;
 No need, then, with thy stings my flesh to goad,
 Keep them for those that strive with thee in vain,
 And leave me to my constant weary pain.”
 

 Now the pass, widening, to her eyes did show
 The little vale hemmed in by hills around,
 Wherein was Jove’s house fair and great enow,
 Some three miles thence, but on a rising ground,
 And with fair fields as a green girdle bound,

 And guarded well by long low houses white,
 Orchards for fruit, and gardens for delight.
 

 Far off, like little spots of white, she saw
 The long-winged circling pigeons glittering
 Above the roofs, the noise of rook and daw
 Came sweet upon the wind from the dark ring
 Of elms that edged the cornfields; with wide wing
 The fork-tailed restless kite sailed over her,
 Hushing the twitter of the linnets near.
 

 She stayed now, gazing downward; at her feet
 A dark wood clad the hollow of the hill,
 And its black shade a little lake did meet,
 Whose waters smooth a babbling stream did still,
 Then toward the temple-stead stretched on, until
 Green meads with oaks beset ‘gan hem it in,
 And from its nether end the stream did win.
 

 She gazed and saw not, heard and did not hear,
 But said: “Once more have I been vehement,
 Have spoken out, as if I knew from where
 Come good and ill, and whither they are sent,
 As though I knew whereon I was intent; 
 So, knowing that I know not, e’en as these
 Who think themselves as gods and goddesses
 

 “To know both good and evil must I do.
 Now ne’er again in this wise shall it be
 While here I dwell, nor shall false hope shine through
 My prison bars, false passion jeer at me
 With what might hap if I were changed and free;
 The end shall come at last, and find me here,
 Desiring nought, and free from hope or fear.”
 

  So saying, but with face cleared not at all,
 Rather with trembling lips, upon her way
 Once more she went; short now did shadows fall,
 It grew unto the hottest of the day,
 And round the mountain-tops the sky waxed grey
 For very heat; June’s sceptre o’er the earth,
 If rest it gave, kept back some little mirth.
 

 At last upon the bridge the stream that crossed
 Just ere it met the lake she set her feet,
 And walked on swiftly, e’en as one clean lost
 In thought, till at its end her skirt did meet
 A bough of briar-rose, whose pale blossoms sweet
 Were draggled in the dust; she stooped thereto
 And from her hem its hooked green thorns she drew.
 

 Then drawing a deep breath, she cast aside
 The broken bough; and from the dusty road 
 She turned, and o’er the parapet she eyed
 The broad blue lake, the basking pike’s abode,
 And the dark oakwood where the pigeons cooed;
 And as she gazed, some little touch of bliss
 Came over her amidst her loneliness.
 

 Drowsy she felt, and weary with the way,
 And mid such listlessness that brought no pain,
 She drew her arms from off the coping grey,
 And o’er the bridge went slowly back again,
 As though no whit of purpose did remain
 Within her mind; but when the other end
 She passed, along the stream she ‘gan to wend.
 

 She watched its eddies till it widened out
 Into the breezy lake, and even there
 Began the wood; so then she turned about,
 And shading her grave eyes with fingers fair,
 Beneath the sun beheld temple glare

 O’er the far tree-tops; then down
 Within the shade on last year’s oak-leaves brown.
 

 There as she lay, at last her fingers stole
 Unto the things that on her bosom lay,
 She drew them forth and slowly ‘gan unroll
 The silken cloth, until a wandering ray
 Upon the shoes’ bright ‘broideries ‘gan to play
 Through the thick leaves; and with a flickering smile
 She ‘gan her mind with stories to beguile.
 

 Pondering for whom those dainty things were wrought,
 And in what land; and in what wondrous wise
 She missed the gift of them; and what things brought
 The sea-thieves to her land — until her eyes
 Fell on her own gear wrought in homely guise,
 And with a half smile she let fall the gold
 And glistening gems her listless hand did hold.
 

 Then long she lay there, gazing at the sky
 Between the thick leaves, growing drowsier,
 While slowly the grey rabbit hobbled by,
 And the slim squirrel twisted over her
 As one to heed not; as if none were near
 The woodpecker slipped up the smooth-barked tree,
 The water-hen clucked nigh her fearlessly.
 

 But in a little while she woke, and still
 Felt as if dreaming, all seemed far away
 Save present rest, both hope and fear and ill;
 The sun was past the middle of the day,
 But bathed in flood of light the world still lay,
 And all was quiet, but for faint sounds made
 By the wood creatures wild and unafraid.
 

 From out her wallet now coarse food she drew,
 And ate with dainty mouth, then o’er the strip

 Of dazzling sunlight where the daisies grew
 Unto the babbling streamlet’s rushy lip
 She went, and kneeling down thereby did dip 
 Her hollow hand into the water grey
 And drank, then back again she went her way.
 

 There ‘neath the tree-bole lay the glittering shoes,
 And over them she stood awhile and gazed,
 Then stooped adown as though one might not choose;
 And from the grass one by the latchet raised,
 And with the eyes of one by slumber dazed
 Did off her own foot-gear, and one by one
 Set the bright things her shapely feet upon.
 

 Then to the thick wood slowly did she turn,
 And through its cool shade wandered till once more
 Thinner it grew, and spots of light did burn
 Upon her jewelled feet, till lay before
 Her upraised eyes a bay with sandy shore;
 And ‘twixt the waves and birds’ abiding place
 Was stretched a treeless, sunlit, grassy space.
 

 Friendly the sun, the bright flowers, and the grass
 Seemed after the dark wood; with upraised gown
 Slowly unto the water did she pass,
 And on the grassy edge she sat her down;
 And since right swift these latter hours had flown
 Less did the sun burn; there awhile she lay
 Watching a little breeze sweep up the bay.
 

 Shallow it was, a shore of hard white sand
 Met the green herbage, and as clear as glass 
 The water ran in ripples o’er that strand,
 Until it well-nigh touched the flowery grass;
 A dainty bath for weary limbs it was,
 And so our maiden thought belike, for she
 ‘Gan put her raiment from her languidly.
 

  Until at last from out her poor array,
 Pure did she rise e’en as that other One
 Rose up from out the ragged billows grey,
 For earth’s dull days and heavy to atone;
 How like another sun her gold hair shone;
 In the green place, as down she knelt, and raised
 The glittering shoes, and long time on them gazed,
 

 As on strange guides that thus had brought her there,
 Then cast them by, so that apart they fell,
 And in the sunlight glittering lay and fair,
 Like the elves’ blossoms, hard and lacking smell;
 Then to the sward she stooped, and bud and bell
 Of the June’s children gat into her hand,
 And left the grass for the scarce-covered sand.
 

 She stood to watch the thin waves mount her feet
 Before she tried the deep, then toward the wide,
 Sun-litten space she turned, and ‘gan to meet
 The freshness of the water cool, and sighed
 For pleasure as the little rippling tide
 Lapped her about, and slow she wandered on
 Till many a yard from shore she now had won.
 

 There, as she played, she heard a bird’s harsh cry,
 And looking to the steep hill-side could see
 A broad-winged eagle hovering anigh,
 And stood to watch his sweeping flight and free
 Dark ‘gainst the sky, then turned round leisurely
 Unto the bank, and saw a bright red ray
 Shoot from a great gem on the sea-thieves’ prey.
 

 Then slowly through the water did she move,
 Down on the changing ripple gazing still,
 As loth to leave it, and once more above
 Her golden head rang out the erne’s note shrill,
 Grown nigher now; she turned unto the hill,

 And saw him not, and once again her eyes
 Fell on the strange shoes’ jewelled ‘broideries.
 

 And even therewithal a noise of wings
 Flapping, and close at hand — again the cry,
 And then the glitter of those dainty things
 Was gone, as a great mass fell suddenly,
 And rose again, ere Rhodope could try
 To raise her voice, for now might she behold
 Within his claws the gleam of gems and gold.
 

 Awhile she gazed at him as, circling wide,
 He soared aloft, and for a space could see
 The gold shoe glitter, till the rock-crowned side
 Of the great mountain hid him presently,
 And she ‘gan laugh that such a thing should be 
 So wrought of fate, for little did she fear
 The lack of their poor wealth, or pinching cheer.
 

 But when she was aland again and clad,
 And turned back through the wood, a sudden thought
 Shot through her heart, and made her somewhat glad;
 “Small things,” she said, “her feet had thither brought:
 Perchance this strange hap should not be for nought.”
 And therewithal stories she ‘gan to tell
 Unto her heart how such things once befell,
 

 How as it had been it might be again.
 Then from her odorous breast she took the shoe
 Yet left, and turned it o’er and o’er in vain,
 If yet she might therein find aught of new
 To tell her what all meant; and thus she drew
 Unto the wood’s edge, and once more sat down
 Upon the fresh grass and the oak-leaves brown.
 

 And there beneath the quickly sinking sun
 She took again her foot-gear cast aside,
 And, scarce beholding them now, did them on;

 And while the pie from out the oak-boughs cried
 Over her head, arose and slowly hied
 Unto the road again, and backward turned
 Up through the pass. Blood-red behind her burned
 

 The sunless sky, and scarce awake she seemed,
 As ‘gainst the hill she toiled, and when at last 
 Beneath the moon far off the grey sea gleamed,
 And all the rugged mountain road was passed,
 Back from her eyes the wandering locks she cast,
 And o’er her cheeks warm ran the tears, as she
 Told herself tales of what she yet might be.
 

BUT cold awakening had she when she came
 Unto the half-deserted homestead gate,
 And she must think hoed she would take the blame
 That from her mother did her deed await,
 Without a slave-like frightened frown at fate;
 Must harden yet her heart once more to face
 Her father’s wondering sigh at his hard case.
 

 So when within the dimly-lighted hall
 Her mother’s wrath brake out, as she did hear
 Her cold words, and her father’s knife did fall
 Clattering adown; then seemed all life so drear,
 Hapless and loveless, and so hard to bear,
 So little worth the bearing, that a pang
 Of very hate from out her heart up-sprang.
 

 With cold eyes, but a smile on her red lips,
 She watched them; how her father stooped again
 And took his knife, and how once more the chips
 Flew from the bowl half finished, but in vain,

 Because he saw it not; she watched the rain 
 Of tears wherewith her mother did bewail
 That all her joy in her one child should fail.
 

 But when her mother’s tears to sobs were turned
 The goodman rose and took her hand in his,
 And then, with sunken eyes for love that yearned,
 Gazed hard at her, and said, “Nay, child, some bliss
 Awaits thee surely yet; enough it is;
 Trouble and hunger shall not chase me long,
 The walls of one abiding-place are strong;
 

 “And thither now I go apace, my child.”
 Askance she looked at him with steady eyes,
 But when she saw that midst his words he smiled
 With trembling lips, then in her heart ‘gan rise
 Strange thoughts that troubled her like memories
 And changed her face; she drew her hands from him,
 And yet before her eyes his face waxed dim.
 

 Then down the old man sat, and now began
 To talk of how their life went, and their needs,
 In cheerful strain; and, even as a man,
 Unbeaten yet by fortune’s spiteful deeds,
 Spoke of the troublous twisted way that leads
 To peace and happiness, till to a smile
 The goodwife’s tearful face he did beguile.
 

 So slipped the night away, and the June sun
 Rose the next morn as though no woe there were 
 Upon the earth, and never anyone
 Was blind with love or bent by hopeless care;
 But small content was in the homestead there,
 Despite the bright-eyed June, for unto two
 That dwelt there life still held too much to do.
 

 While to the third, empty of deeds it seemed,
 A dragging dulness changed by here a pain
 And there a hope, waking or sleeping dreamed,
 But, waking still or sleeping, dreamed in vain;

 For how could anything be loss or gain
 When still the order of the world went round,
 And still the wall of death all hopes did bound?
 

 So said she oft, and fell to hating men;
 Nevertheless with hope still beat her heart,
 And changing thoughts that rose and fell again
 Would stir within her as she sat apart,
 And to her brow the unbidden blood would start,
 And she would rise, nor know whereon she trod,
 And forth she walked as one who walks with God.
 

 Oftener indeed that dull and heavy mood
 Oppressed her, and when any were anigh,
 Little she spake, either of bad or good,
 Nor would she heed the folk that were thereby
 So much as thereon to look scornfully;
 Unless perchance her father stood anear,
 And then her set hard face she strove to clear.
 

 And if he, fearful, answered with no smile
 Unto the softening eyes, yet when he went
 About his labour, would he so beguile
 His heart with thought of her, that right content
 He ‘gan to feel with what the Gods had sent;
 The little flame of love that in him burned,
 Hard things and ill to part of pleasure turned.
 

 Withal his worldly things went not so ill
 As for a luckless man; the bounteous year
 More than before his barn and vats did fill
 With the earth’s fruit, and bettered was his cheer,
 So that he watched the winter draw anear
 Calmly this tide, and deemed he yet might live,
 Some joy unto his daughter’s heart to give.
 

 But for the one shoe that the erne had left,
 The goodwife’s word was, “Take the cursed thing,
 And when the gems from out it are all reft,
 Into the fire the weaver’s rag go fling;

 Would in like wise the fond desires, that cling
 To Rhodope’s proud heart, we thus might burn,
 That she to some good life at last might turn!
 

 “I think some poison with a double curse
 Hath smitten her, and double wilfulness,
 For surely now she groweth worse and worse,
 Since the bright rag her wayworn foot did press — 
 Well then — and surely thou wilt do no less 
 Than as I bid — a many things we need,
 More than this waif of cast-off-royal weed.”
 

 With querulous voice she spake, because she saw
 Her husband look at Rhodope, as she
 Still through her fingers did the grey thread draw
 From out the rock, and sitting quietly
 Seemed not to heed what all the talk might be;
 But for the goodman’s self he answered not
 Until at last the goodwife waxed o’er hot;
 

 And laid hard word on word, till she began
 To say, “Alas, and wherefore was I wed
 To such an one as is a foredoomed man?
 Lo, all this grief hast thou brought on my head,
 So wander forth, and dream as do the dead
 When to the shadowy land they first are brought!
 Surely thou knowest that we lack for nought!”
 

 Then blind with rage from out the place she went,
 But still the goodman stood awhile, and gazed
 At Rhodope, who sat as if intent
 Upon her work, nor aught her fair head raised.
 At last he spake: “Well, never was I praised
 For wisdom overmuch before this day,
 And can I now be certain of the way?
 

 “True is it that our needs are many and sore, 
 And that those gems would help us plenteously,
 Yet do I grudge now more than heretofore
 The very last of that strange gift to see.

 What sayest thou, how dost thou counsel me,
 O daughter? didst thou ever hear folk tell
 Of the strange dream that at thy birth befell?”
 

 Blood-red her face grew as she looked on him,
 And with her foot the twirling spindle stayed.
 “Yea,” said she, “something have I heard, but dim
 My memory is, and little have I weighed
 The worth thereof.” The goodman smiled and said,
 “Nay, child, as little wise as I may be,
 Yet know I that thou liest certainly.
 

 “And so no need there is to tell the tale,
 Or ask thee more what thou wouldst have me do;
 Have thou thy will, for fate will still prevail,
 Though oft we deem we lead her thereunto
 Where lies our good — Daughter, keep thou the shoe,
 And let the wise men with their wisdom play,
 While we go dream about a happier day.”
 

 While he was speaking had she laid adown
 The rock, and risen unto her feet, and now
 Upon her bosom lay his visage brown,
 As round him both her fair arms did she throw;
 Softly she said, “Somewhat thy need I know, 
 Remember this whatever happeneth,
 Let it make sweet the space ‘twixt this and death!
 

 “Hard is the world; I, loved ere I was born,
 This once alone perchance thy heart shall feel,
 And thou shalt go about, of love forlorn,
 And little move my heart of stone and steel:
 Ah, if another life our life might heal,
 And love become no more the sport of time,
 Chained upon either hand to pain and crime!”
 

 A little time she hung about him thus,
 And then her arms from round his neck unwound,
 And went her ways; his mouth grew piteous
 When he had lost her fluttering gown’s light sound,

 And fast his tears ‘gan fall upon the ground.
 At last he turned: “So is it now,” he said,
 “With me as with a man soon to be dead.
 

 “Wise is he all at once, and knows not why,
 And brave who erst was timorous; fair of speech,
 Whose tongue once stammered with uncertainty,
 Because his soul to the dark land doth reach.
 And is it so that love to me doth teach
 New things, because he needs must get him gone,
 And leave me with his memories all alone?”
 

SO the year passed, as has been writ afore,
 With better hopes; the pinching winter-tide
 Went by, and spring his tender longings bore
 Into all hearts, and scattered troubles wide,
 Nor yet to see the fruit of them would bide,
 But left the burning summer next to deal
 With hearts of men, and hope from them to steal.
 

 Now came the time round even to the day
 When Rhodope had made her journey vain
 Unto the valley where the temple lay,
 And now, too, when the morn was on the wane,
 Before the homestead door she stood again,
 For to the town she needs must go to bring,
 For their poor household work, some needful thing.
 

 So with slow feet she crossed the threshold o’er
 With brow a little knitted, as if she
 Dealt with some troublous thought, that oft before
 Had mazed her mind: then no less, steadily
 Through the fair day she went on toward the sea,
 For by the port, and lying low adown,
 Stretched out their unwalled simple market-town.
 

 Some mile of highway had she got to pace,
 Ere she might reach the first house of the street
 That led unto the lowly market-place;
 So on she went, and still her eyes did meet

 The elm-tree shade that flickered o’er her feet. 
 Though thronged beyond its wont the white way was,
 With folk well clad, who toward the town did pass,
 

 Swiftly she went, till come half-way belike,
 Then stayed her feet and looked up suddenly;
 There by the way-side the hot sun did strike
 Upon a patch of grass, whereon did lie
 A grey old hound, and ‘gainst an elm thereby
 His master leaned, a shepherd older yet,
 Whose deep-sunk eyes her eyes unwitting met.
 

 Therewith a knot of folk she had just passed
 Passed her in turn, maidens and youths they were,
 Blithe with their life and youth; on her they cast
 Such looks as if they had a mind to jeer,
 Yet held back, some by wonder, some by fear,
 Went on a space until they deemed them free,
 Then through the summer day outburst their glee.
 

 Her deep eyes followed them, and yet, indeed,
 As images she saw them; there a space
 Musing she stood, then turned, and at slow speed
 Went back again to her abiding-place,
 Just as the old man moved his puckered face
 To speak some word to her; and so at last,
 O’er her own threshold inward her feet passed.
 

 Then to her sleeping-room she went, and knelt
 Beside a chest, and raised the lid, and drew 
 From out the dark where year-long it had dwelt,
 Remembered yet the while, the precious shoe,
 And dreamy over it awhile she grew,
 Then set it in her bosom, and went forth,
 Pondering o’er what her fond desires were worth.
 

 Still folk thronged on the highway; as she went
 Some fragment of their talk would reach her ear
 Howso upon her dreams she was intent;
 Of new-come men they spake, their ways and gear,

 How glorious of array, how great they were,
 How huge and fair their galley, that last eve
 The little black-quayed haven did receive.
 

 That talk of strange and great things raised at last
 New and wild hopes in her, but none the less
 Straightway unto her journey’s end she passed,
 And did what she must do, nor cared to guess
 Why in the market-place all folk did press
 Around a glitter as of steel and gold
 That in the midst thereof she did behold.
 

 Yet, her work done, she gat her back again
 Unto the market-place, and curiously
 ‘Gan eye the concourse, yea, at last, was fain
 Unto the heart thereof to come anigh;
 Her heart beat; strange she felt and knew not why,
 As on she went, and still the wondering folk
 To right and left before her beauty broke.
 

 A temple midmost of the market-place,
 Raised to the Mother of the Gods there stood,
 An ancient house in guise of other days,
 And e’en amid that simple folk deemed rude;
 Such as it was the country-folk thought good
 To meet and talk there, o’er such things as they
 Found hard to deal with as day passed by day.
 

 So when she drew anigh its steps, thereon
 She saw indeed a goodly company,
 For there sat strange men, young and old, who shone
 In such attire as scarce she thought could be,
 And by these glittering folk from over sea
 Were the land’s fathers, and the chief-priest dight
 To do a solemn sacrifice aright.
 

  E’en as she came into the foremost rank,
 Bright gleamed the slayer’s falchion in the sun,
 And silently the rose-crowned heifer sank
 Upon the time-worn pavement; yet not one
 Of all the sea-farers might gaze upon
 Victim or priest, for forth stood Rhodope
 Lone on the steps, a glorious thing to see.
 

 For on a tripod by the altar’s side,
 Gleaming, as that day year agone it gleamed,
 The shoe her foot had pressed she now espied,
 And o’er her soul a sudden light there streamed,
 While from her eager eyes such glory beamed, 
 That all folk stared astonished, all must wait
 For her first word as for the stroke of fate.
 

 Yea, there she stood, that all fair things did lack,
 Clad in a gown of dark grey woollen stuff,
 The wares she had just dealt for at her back,
 And all about her homely, coarse, and rough,
 Yet, since her beauty blessed them, good enough:
 For, as a goddess wandering on the earth,
 How might she deem earth’s richest gauds of worth?
 

 Gently, yet with no flush on her smooth cheek,
 She mounted up the steps, and spake out clear:
 “Perchance a match for yon fair thing ye seek
 Ye seem to prize so much; it lieth here,
 And both of them on this day was-a-year
 Were on my feet. My father will be glad
 Because great joy in them the old man had.”
 

 Then rose a great shout up into the sky,
 And in despite herself the blood would rise
 Unto her cheek and brow, as quietly
 From her white fragrant bosom, a world’s prize,
 She drew the mass of blazing ‘broideries,

 And laid it by its fellow, and her hand
 Trembled, as there sun-litten she did stand.
 

 Then cried a grey-beard, clad in gems and gold:
 “Praise to the Gods who do all things aright, 
 And thus have given my weak eyes to behold
 Now, at the end of life, so fair a sight,
 Have given withal unto the worth and might
 Of the great king so fair a mate as thee — 
 How good, how good it is thine eyes to see!”
 

 She was pale now, though never a word she spake,
 And held her head, as though a crown it wore
 And ‘gan ‘neath gold, and golden hair to ache
 With new-born longings, fears unknown before,
 And calmly her deep eyes the men passed o’er
 Who sat there marvelling; till the old man said:
 “Wonder not overmuch, O glorious maid,
 

 “At all these things! The Gods who wrought thee thus,
 And kept thee here apart from ill men’s eyes
 To show thee forth so much more marvellous,
 Have led our hearts unto thee in this wise;
 For the great king did solemn sacrifice
 Unto the Gods well-nigh a year agone,
 And in the bright sun bright the altar shone.
 

 “But e’en as to its highest shot the flame,
 And to the awful Gods our hearts did turn,
 A cry from out the far blue sky there came,
 And a bright thing ‘twixt flame and sun did burn,
 And some there were who said they could discern
 An eagle, like a faint speck, far above
 The altar, whereon lay this gift of love.
 

 “How this may be I know not, but the king
 Trembled, and toward the altar stretched his hand,
 And drew to him the strange-sent, fair-wrought thing,
 And, thereon staring, a long while did stand,
 And left the place, not giving such command

 As he was wont, and still from that day forth
 Took little heed of things once held of worth.
 

 “Silent and pale, and strange-eyed still he grew,
 And yet said nought hereon for many days,
 Until at last he bade us take this shoe
 And diligently search in every place
 That we might come to, till we saw the face
 Of her whose foot had touched it. ‘Certainly,
 Whereso she is, she hath been wrought for me.
 

 “‘Whereso she is, and by what name men name
 Her loveliness and love unknown: to now,
 Young am I, and have heretofore had shame
 To bend to love, e’en as my folk bend low
 Before my throne, but now my pride doth grow
 As a quenched candle in a golden house,
 And through the dark I wander timorous.’
 

 “We marvelled at his word, but deemed some God
 Possessed his heart; but thenceforth constantly
 Have we gone over the wide world, and trod
 Rough ways enow, been tossed o’er many a sea,
 And dealt with many a lie, until to thee 
 The Gods have brought us, O thou wondrous one!
 That we might see thee ere our days are done.”
 

 “Ah me!” she said, “what thing do ye demand?
 Is it a little thing that I should go,
 Leaving my people and my father’s land, .
 To wed some proud great man I do not know?
 I look for no glad life; yea, it is so
 That if a grain of love were left in me
 In vain your keel had cleft our girdling sea.
 

 “No need to speak; I know what ye would say — 

 — That where I go, still I and love shall rule,
 That where I go I bear about the day
 Made golden by my beauty — base and dull,
 Mid hollow shows to strive with knave and fool,

 With death, and nothing done, to end it all!

 — Yet fear ye not! for surely I shall fall
 

 “Where the Gods cast me, nor turn round about
 To gaze on bygone time — so it shall be
 E’en as ye will.” They stared at her, in doubt
 If her sweet lips had spoken; yea, and she
 Flushed ‘neath their eyes fixed on her wonderingly,
 Wondering herself at the new fear, new scorn
 That with beginning of new days was born.
 

 But they, abased before the rough-clad maid,
 Now led her to an empty ivory chair, 
 And each man knee unto the pavement laid,
 And, unashamed, did reverence to her there;
 And ever did she seem to grow more fair
 Before their eyes, till fear arose in them
 As they bent down to her rude garment’s hem.
 

 And then the rites unto the Gods went on,
 While she sat musing on the wondrous tale;
 And when all these at last were duly done,
 They prayed her give command when they should sail;
 She raised her face, grown quiet now and pale,
 And said in a low voice: “Today were best,
 For here at least may I have nought of rest.
 

 “The old is gone, the new is not yet come,
 Familiar things with strange eyes I behold,
 And nowhere now I seem to have a home.
 But when I go from homespun unto gold,
 My father and mother, poor folk bent and old,
 Beaten by fortune, needs must go with me,
 And share my new proud life beyond the sea.
 

 “And since the old man loveth me too well,
 And hitherto small joy from me hath gained,
 Meet is it that my lips alone should tell
 How all is changed, and weal that long hath waned
 Is waxen now, and the cold rain that rained

 Upon his life’s grey day hath met the sun,
 And blossoms spring from the dull earth and dun.
 

 “And, O ye folk, midst whom my feet have dwelt,
 And whom I leave now, if so be, that I
 Hard anger in my heart at whiles have felt
 ‘Gainst things that pressed upon me wearily,
 Yet now the kindness of time past draws nigh,
 And ye will be my folk still, when I go
 Unto a land where e’en your name none know.”
 

Then, midst their marvelling silence, she arose,
 And took her cast-down fardel up again,
 And went her ways; and they, by whom all close
 Her body passed, must tremble, and be fain
 To think of common things to dull the pain
 Of longing, as her lovely majesty,
 Too sweet and strange for earth, brushed swiftly by.
 

 And yet of earth she was, and as she went
 Through the shrunk shadow to her old abode,
 Fresh hope a new joy through her body sent,
 The clear cold vision of her soul to cloud;
 And less the striving world seemed like a load
 To weary her, than a strange curious toy,
 To solace life with foolish grief and joy.
 

 Still grew that hope in her, and when she carne
 Unto the homestead, and her father met
 Anigh the byre, then doubt, and fear, and shame,
 Amid the joy of change did she forget,
 As firm feet mid the loitering kine she set, 
 And cried aloud, “O father, turn and gaze
 On Fortune’s friend, the Queen of glorious days!”
 

 He turned and stared upon her glittering eyes
 And godlike mien, and ‘gan to speak, but she
 Cried out, “The very Gods may call us wise,

 For great days have they given to thee and me,
 Things stranger than these meadows shall we see,
 And thou shalt wonder that thou ere didst keep
 These kine, as Phœbus erst Admetus’ sheep!”
 

 Then did she pour the whole tale out on him
 Eager at first, but faltered to behold
 How he fell trembling in his every limb;
 Through the new fever that her heart did fold,
 Again shame thrust its steely point and cold:
 “Alas,” she thought, “when all the tale is done,
 Why go we thus alone beneath the sun?”
 

 He tried to speak, and the words came at last;
 “If thou art glad, then surely I am glad — 

 — And yet, we thought our evil time had passed;
 Surely the days grew not so wholly bad!
 Ah me, a growing hope of late I had
 Of quiet days and sweet — yet shame of me,
 That I should dull the joy that gladdeth thee!
 

 “Daughter, thy bidding I will surely do,
 And go with thee; nathless bethink thee yet, 
 How yesterday shall seem full long ago,
 When with to-morrow’s dew the grass is wet.
 Child, I will pray thee never to forget
 This face of mine, this heart that loves thee well;
 Let distance though, and time that sweet tale tell!”
 

 She cried: “Ah, wilt thou have me lonelier
 Than the Gods made me? As day passes day
 The life of fear and hope that happened here,
 Most oft no doubt shall seem full far away;
 Yet be thou nigh, to be a scarce-felt stay

 To my mazed steps, a green close fresh and sweet,
 On life’s hard way, to cool my weary feet.
 

 “I will not take my bidding back; go thou,
 And get thee ready swiftly to be gone.
 The sails are flapping in the haven now,
 And we depart before the clay is done.
 O be thou glad, thou shalt not be alone!
 Canst thou not see e’en now how this my face
 I softened to thee by the happy days?”
 

 He said no more, but eyed her lovingly,
 Upon his worn old face a trembling smile;
 Then turned him toward the house with one great sigh,
 And she was left alone a little while,
 Her restlessness with strange dreams to beguile,
 And though bright things those dreams did nowise lack,
 Yet oft oft-conquered cold fear would come back.
 

 But midst her thoughts from out the house there came
 Her father and her mother, and she gazed
 Upon the twain with something more than shame,
 As she beheld what timid eyes and mazed
 The goodwife to her queenly beauty raised,
 And how with patient mien her father went,
 On all her motions lovingly intent.
 

 Then to the market-place passed on the three,
 And though her grey gown only covered her,
 Her mother bore some shreds of bravery
 And clad her father was in scarlet gear,
 Worn now and wretched, that he once did bear
 When long ago at his rich board he sat,
 And all that land’s best cheer the glad guests gat.
 

 And as they stood there now, the simple folk,
 Grown used unto the wonder of the tale,
 Warmed with new joy, and into shouts outbroke;
 The goodwife flushed, but the old man turned pale,
 And gazed round helpless, his limbs seemed to fail

 As though age pressed him sore; while Rhodope
 Grew softer-eyed and spake majestically;
 

 “Fain am I, lords, that we depart straightway;
 For if a dream this is, I long full sore
 E’en in my dream to feel the wind-blown spray,
 And hear the well-timed rolling of the oar,
 And ere dark night behold the lessening shore 
 From your dreamed dromond’s deck — so pass we on,
 If e’en so far as this my dream hath won.”
 

 Then said they: “All is ready in due wise,
 E’en as thou bad’st, the ship has been warped round
 And rideth toward the sea, and sacrifice
 Has there been done, and goodly gifts been found
 For this land’s folk: but wilt thou not be crowned
 And clad in fair array of gold, that we
 May show thy beauty meetly to the sea?”
 

 “Nay,” said she, “in this lowly guise of mine
 Let the king first behold me standing there
 The Gods’ gift, that his heart may more incline
 Towards mine, if thus he note me strange and fair,
 Grown up a queen, yet with no wondrous care
 For what I should be. Make no more delay,
 Low looks the sun upon the watery way.”
 

 So seaward now with these all people moved
 Rejoicing, though belike they scarce knew why,
 And Rhodope ‘gan feel herself beloved;
 And as the south wind breathed deliciously
 O’er flowers and sweet things, and the sun did die
 Amid soft golden haze, her loveliness
 She ‘gan to feel, and all the world to bless.
 

 In her slim hand her father’s hand she took,
 Her red lips trembled, and her eyes were wet 
 With tears that fell not; but the old man shook
 As one who sees death; then a hand she set
 Upon his shoulder, and said, “Long years yet,

 With loving eyes these eyes shalt thou behold
 Among the glimmer of fair things and gold.”
 

 But nought he answered, and they came full soon
 To where the gangway ran from out the ship
 On to the black pier; white yet was the moon,
 And the sun’s rim nigh in the sea did dip,
 And from the place where sky met ocean’s lip,
 Ran a great road of gold across the sea,
 Where played the unquiet waves impatiently.
 

 Now was her foot upon the gangway plank;
 Now over the green depths and oars blood-red
 Fluttered her gown, and from the low green bank
 Above the sea a cry came, as her head
 Gleamed golden in the way that westward led,
 And on the deck her feet were, but no more
 She looked back then unto the peopled shore.
 

 But with one hand held back as if to take
 Her father’s hand, she went on toward the prow;
 And there she stood, and watched the billows break,
 Nor noted when men back the ropes did throw,
 And scarce knew when the sea fell from the bow
 And the ship moved, nor turned, till, cold and grey,
 And darkling fast, the waste before her lay.
 

 But at the last she turned on well-poised feet,
 And gazed adown the twilight decks, and heard
 The freshening wind about the cordage beat,
 The master’s and rough helmsman’s answering word,
 And all alone she felt now, and afeard,
 In spite of all the folk who stood around,
 Unto her lightest service straightly bound.
 

 A terror seized her; down the deck she passed,
 Her gown driven close against her, and her hair
 Loosed by the driving wind; till at the mast
 She stayed, and muttered: “Ah, he is not there!
 And I, where am I? the dream seemed so fair

 When it began; but now am I alone,
 Waiting, I know not what, till life be done.”
 

 Trembling she drew her hand across her brow
 As one who wakes; and then, grown calm once more,
 She went with steady feet unto the prow,
 And ran the line of reverent faces o’er
 With anxious eyes, and stayed at last before
 The ancient grey-haired man, the chief of these,
 And spoke amid the washing of the seas:
 

 “Where is my father? I am fain to speak
 Of many things with him, we two alone;
 For mid these winds and waves my heart grows weak
 With memory of the days for ever gone.”
 The moon was bright, the swaying lanterns shone 
 On her pale face, and fluttering garment’s hem — 

 — Each stared on each, and silence was on them.
 

 And midst that silence a new lonely pain,
 Like sundering death, smote on her, till he spoke:
 “O queen, what sayst thou? the old man was fain,
 He told us, still to dwell among his folk;
 He said, thou knew’st he might not bear the yoke
 Of strange eyes watching him — what say I more,
 Surely thou know’st he never left the shore?
 

 “I deemed him wise and true: but give command
 If so thou willest; certes no great thing
 It is, in two hours space to make the land,
 Though much the land-wind now is freshening.”
 One slender hand to the rough shroud did cling,
 As her limbs failed; she raised the other one,
 And moved her lips to bid the thing be done:
 

 Yet no words came, she stood upright again,
 And dropped her hand and said, “I strive with change,
 I strive with death the Gods’ toy, but in vain:
 No otherwise than thus might all be strange.”
 Therewith she turned, her unseeing eyes did range

 Wide o’er the tumbling waste of waters grey,
 As swift the black ship went upon her way.
 

DARK night upon the cold still eve did fall
 Amidst the tale, and now the fair guest-hall
 Was lit with nought but firelight, as they sat,
 Silent, soft-hearted, and compassionate
 Midst their own flickering shadows; yet too old
 They were, to talk about the story told,
 Too old, and knew too well what each man thought,
 And feared in any pleasure to be caught,
 That hid a snare of sadness at its end.
 So slowly did the tale’s sweet sorrow blend
 With their own quenched desires, and past regret,
 And dear-loved follies they might scarce forget;
 That in these latter days indeed, were grown
 Nought but a tale, for others to bemoan,
 Who had not learned with sorrow’s self to deal;
 Who had no need an hour of bliss to steal,
 With trembling hands, from the dark treasury
 Of time long unregarded, long gone by,
 Where cobwebbed o’er amid the dust it lay.
 But these stole not, nor strove, from day to day
 Enough of pleasure to their lot did fall
 To stay them, that on death they should not call
 With change or rest to end the weary tide;
 Though careless now, his coming did they bide.
 

SCARCE aught was left of autumn-tide to die
 When next they met; the north-east wind rushed by
 The house anigh the woods, wherein they were,
 And in the oaks and hollies might they hear
 Its roar grow greater with the dying morn:
 A hard grey day it was, yet scarce forlorn,
 Since scarcely aught of tender or of sweet
 Was left the year, its ruggedness to meet.
 Bare was the country-side of work and folk:
 There from the hill-side stead straight out the smoke,
 Over the climbing row of corn-ricks, sailed;
 And few folk stirred; a blue-clad horseman hailed
 A shepherd from the white way, little heard
 ‘Twixt ridge and hollow by November seared;
 The ferryman stared long adown the road
 That led unto his tottering thatched abode,
 Ere the dark speck into a goodwife turned;
 The smouldering weed-heap by the garden burned;
 Side-long the plough beside the field-gate lay,
 With no one nigh to. scare the birds away,
 That twittered mid the scanty wisps of straw.
 So round the fire the ancient folk did draw,
 And, mid the day-dreams, that hung round about,
 Rather beheld the wild-wood dim with doubt,
 And twilight of the cloudy leafless tide, 
 Than the scant-peopled fallow country-side,
 Whose fields the woods hemmed in: the world grew old
 Unto their eyes, and lacked house, field, and fold.
 

 Then spake a wanderer; “Long the tale I tell
 Though in few years the deeds thereof befell,
 In a strange land and barren, far removed
 From southlands and their bliss; yet folk beloved,
 Yearning for love, striving ‘gainst change and hate,
 Strong, uncomplaining, yet compassionate,
 Have dwelt therein — a strange and awful land
 Where folk, as in the hollow of God’s hand,
 Beset with fearful things yet fearing nought,
 Have lived their lives and wondrous deeds have wrought — 
 Wild deeds, as other men. Yet these at least,

 If death from but a rough and homely feast
 Drew them away, lived not so full of care, .
 They and their sons, but that their lives did bear
 The fruit of deeds recorded. Bear with me
 If I shall seem to hold this history
 Of a few freemen of the farthest north,
 A handful, as a thing of too much worth;
 Because this Iceland was my fathers’ home,
 Nay, somewhat of the selfsame stock they come
 As these I tell of: know withal that we
 Have ever deemed this tale as true to be,
 As though those very Dwellers in Laxdale, 
 Risen from the dead had told us their own tale;
 Who for the rest while yet they dwelt on earth
 Wearied no God with prayers for more of mirth
 Than dying men have; nor were ill-content
 Because no God beside their sorrow went
 Turning to flowery sward the rock-strewn way,
 Weakness to strength, or darkness into day.
 Therefore, no marvels hath my tale to tell,
 But deals with such things as men know too well;
 All that I have herein your hearts to move,
 Is but the seed and fruit of bitter love.”
 

THE LOVERS OF GUDRUN.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

This story shows how two friends loved a fair woman, and how he who loved her best had her to wife, though she loved him little or not at all; and how one of these two friends gave shame to and received death of the other, who in his turn came to his end by reason of that deed.
 

Of Herdholt and Bathstead.
 

HERDHOLT my tale names for the stead, where erst
 Olaf the Peacock dwelt; nowise the worst
 Among the great men of a noble day:
 Upon a knoll amidst a vale it lay,
 Nigh where Laxriver meets the western sea,
 And in that day it nourished plenteously
 Great wealth of sheep and cattle.
 Ye shall know
 That Olaf to a mighty house did go

 To take to him a wife: Thorgerd he gat,
 The daughter of the man, at Burg who sat,
 After a great life, with eyes waxing dim,
 Egil, the mighty son of Skallagrim. 
 Now of the sons the twain had, first we name
 Kiartan alone, for eld’s sake and for fame,
 Then Steinthor, Haldor, Helgi, and Hauskuld,
 All of good promise, strong and lithe and bold,
 Yet little against Kiartan’s glory weighed;
 Besides these props the Peacock’s house that stayed,
 Two maidens, Thurid, Thorbiorg there were;
 And furthermore a youth was fostered there,
 Whom Thorleik, Olaf’s brother, called his son:
 Bodli his name was. Thus the tale is done
 Of those who dwelt at Herdholt in those days.
 

 Midst the grey slopes, Bathstead its roof did raise
 Seven miles from Herdholt; Oswif, wise of men,
 Who Thordis had to wife, abode there then
 With his five sons, of whom let names go past

 That are but names; but these were first and last,
 Ospak and Thorolf: never, says my tale,
 That Oswif’s wisdom was of much avail
 In making these, though they were stout enow;
 But in his house a daughter did there grow
 To perfect womanhood, Gudrun by name,
 Whose birth the wondering world no more might blame
 Than her’s who erst called Tyndarus her sire,
 What hearts soe’er, what roof-trees she might fire,
 What hearts soe’er, what hearths she might leave cold,
 Before the ending of the tale be told.
 But where we take the story up, fifteen
 The maiden’s years were; Kiartan now had seen 
 His eighteenth spring, and younger by a year
 Was Bodli, son of Thorleik.
 Now most fair
 Seemed Olaf’s lot in life, and scarcely worse
 Was Oswif’s, and what shadow of a curse
 Might hang o’er either house, was thought of now
 As men think of a cloud the mountain’s brow
 Hides from their eyes an hour before the rain;
 For so much love there was betwixt the twain,
 Herdholt and Bathstead, that it well might last
 Until the folk aforenamed were all passed
 From out the world; but herein shall be shown
 How the sky blackened, and the storm swept down.
 

The Prophecy of Guest the Wise.
 

UPON a day, amid the maids that spun
 Within the bower at Bathstead, sat Gudrun,
 Her father in the firth a-fishing was,
 The while her mother through the meads did pass
 About some homely work. So there she sat,
 Nor set her hand to this work or to that,
 And a half-frown was on her pensive face,
 Nor did she heed the chatter of the place
 As girl spake unto girl. Then did she hear

 The sound of horse-hoofs swiftly drawing near,
 And started up, and cried, “That shall be Guest,
 Riding, as still his wont is, from the west 
 Unto the Thing, and this is just the day
 When he is wont at Bathstead to make stay.”
 Then to the door she went, and with slim hand
 Put it aback, and ‘twixt the posts did stand,
 And saw therewith a goodly company
 Ride up the grey slopes leading from the sea.
 

 That spring was she just come to her full height;
 Low-bosomed yet she was, and slim and light,
 Yet scarce might she grow fairer from that day;
 Gold were the locks wherewith the wind did play,
 Finer than silk, waved softly like the sea
 After a three days’ calm, and to her knee
 Well-nigh they reached; fair were the white hands laid
 Upon the door-posts where the dragons played;
 Her brow was smooth now, and a smile began
 To cross her delicate mouth, the snare of man;
 For some thought rose within the heart of her
 That made her eyes bright, her cheeks ruddier
 Than was their wont, yet were they delicate
 As are the changing steps of high heaven’s gate;
 Bluer than grey her eyes were; somewhat thin
 Her marvellous red lips; round was her chin,
 Cloven, and clear-wrought; like an ivory tower
 Rose up her neck from love’s white-veiled bower.
 But in such lordly raiment was she clad,
 As midst its threads the scent of southlands had,
 And on its hem the work of such-like hands 
 As deal with silk and gold in sunny lands.
 Too dainty seemed her feet to come anear

 The guest-worn threshold-stone. So stood she there,
 And rough the world about her seemed to be,
 A rude heap cast up from the weary sea.
 

 But now the new-come folk, some twelve in all,
 Drew rein before the doorway of the hall,
 And she a step or two across the grass
 Unto the leader of the men did pass,
 A white-haired elder clad in kirtle red:
 “Be welcome here, O Guest the Wise!” she said,
 “My father honours me so much that I
 Am bid to pray thee not to pass us by,
 But bide here for a while; he says withal
 That thou and he together in the hall
 Are two wise men together, two who can
 Talk cunningly about the ways of man.”
 

 Guest laughed, and leapt from off his horse, and said:
 “Fair words from fair lips, and a goodly stead,
 But unto Thickwood must I go to-night
 To give my kinsman Armod some delight;
 Nevertheless here will we rest a while,
 And thou and I with talk an hour beguile,
 For so it is that all men say of thee,
 ‘Not far off falls the apple from the tree,’
 That ‘neath thy coif some day shall lie again 
 When he is dead, ‘the wise old Oswif’s brain.”
 With that he took her hand, and to the hall
 She led him, and his fellows one and all
 Leapt to the ground, and followed clattering
 In through the porch, and many a goodly thing
 There had they plenteously; but mid the noise
 And rattling horns and laughter, with clear voice
 Spake Gudrun unto Guest, and ever he
 Smiled at her goodly sayings joyfully,
 And yet at whiles grew grave; yea, and she too,
 Though her eyes glistened, seemed as scarce she knew

 The things she said. At last, amid their speech,
 The old man stayed his hand as it did reach
 Out to the beaker, and his grey eyes stared
 As though unseen things to his soul were bared;
 Then Gudrun waited trembling, till he said:
 

 “Liest thou awake at midnight in thy bed,
 Thinking of dreams dreamed in the winter-tide,
 When the north-east, turned off the mountain-side,
 Shook the stout timbers of the hall, as when
 They shook in Norway ere the upland men
 Bore axe against them?”
 She spake low to him:
 “So is it, but of these the most wax dim
 When daylight comes again; but four there are — 
 Four dreams in one — that bring me yet great care,
 Nor may I soon forget them, yea, they sink
 Still deeper in my soul — but do thou drink, 
 And tell me merry tales; of what avail
 To speak of things that make a maiden pale
 And a man laugh?”
 “Speak quick,” he said, “before
 This glimmer of a sight I have is o’er.”
 

 Then she delayed not, but in quick words said:
 “Methought that with a coif upon my head
 I stood upon a stream-side, and withal
 Upon my heart the sudden thought did fall
 How foul that coif was, and how ill it sat,
 And though the folk beside me spoke ‘gainst that,
 Nevertheless, from off mine head I tore
 The cursed thing, and cast it from the shore;
 And glad at heart was I when it was gone,
 And woke up laughing.”
 “Well, the second one,”
 Said Guest; “Make good speed now, and tell me all!”
 

“This was the dream,” she said, “that next did fall:
 By a great water was I; on mine arm
 A silver ring, that more my heart did charm
 Than one might deem that such a small thing might;
 My very own indeed seemed that delight,
 And long I looked to have it; but as I

 Stood and caressed the dear thing, suddenly
 It slipped from off my arm, and straightway fell
 Into the water: nor is more to tell 
 But that I wept thereat, and sorrowed sore
 As for a friend that I should see no more.”
 

 “As great,” said Guest, “is this thing as the last,
 What follows after?”
 “O’er the road I passed
 Nigh Bathstead,” said she, “in fair raiment clad,
 And on mine arm a golden ring I had;
 And seemly did I deem it, yet the love
 I had therefor was not so much above
 That wherewithal I loved the silver ring,
 As gold is held by all a dearer thing
 Than silver is; now, whatso worth it bore,
 Methought that needs for longer than before
 This ring should give me what it might of bliss;
 But even as with foolish dreams it is
 So was it now; falling I seemed to be,
 And spread my arms abroad to steady me;
 Upon a stone the ring smote, and atwain
 It broke; and when I stooped the halves to gain,
 Lo, blood ran out from either broken place;
 Then as I gazed thereon I seemed to trace
 A flaw within the craftsman’s work, whereby
 The fair thing brake; yea, withal presently
 Yet other flaws therein could I discern;
 And as I stood and looked, and sore did yearn,
 Midst blind regrets, rather than raging pain,
 For that fair thing I should not see again,
 My eyes seemed opened, to my heart it came, 
 Spite of those flaws, that on me lay the blame
 Why thus was spoiled that noble gift and rare,
 Because therewith I dealt not with due care:
 So with a sigh I woke.”
 “Ill fare,” said Guest,
 “Three of thy dreams, tell now about the rest.”
 

 “This is the last of the four dreams,” she said;
 “Methought I had a helm upon my head,
 Wrought all of gold, with precious gems beset,
 And pride and joy I had therein, and yet,
 So heavy was it, that I scarce might hold

 My head upright for that great weight of gold;
 Yet for all that I laid no blame or wrong
 Upon it, and I fain had kept it long;
 But amid this, while least I looked therefor,
 Something, I knew not what, the fair helm tore
 From off mine head, and then I saw it swept
 Into the firth, and when I would have wept
 Then my voice failed me, and mine eyes were dry
 Despite my heart; and therewith presently
 I woke, and heard withal the neat-herd’s song
 As o’er the hard white snow he went along
 Unto the byre, shouldering his load of hay;
 Then knew I the beginning of the day,
 And to the window went and saw afar
 The wide firth, black beneath the morning-star,
 And all the waste of snow, and saw the man
 Dark on the slope; ‘twixt the dead earth and wan,
 And the dark vault of star-besprinkled sky,
 Croaking, a raven toward the sea did fly — 

 — With that I fell a yearning for the spring,
 And all the pleasant things that it should bring,
 And lay back in my bed and shut my eyes,
 To see what pictures to my heart would rise,
 And slept, but dreamed no more; now spring is here — 
 Thou knowst perchance, made wise with many a year,
 What thing it is I long for; but to me
 All grows as misty as the autumn sea
 ‘Neath the first hoar-frost, and I name it not,
 The thing wherewith my wondering heart is hot”
 

 Then Guest turned round upon her, with a smile
 Beholding her fair face a little while,
 And as he looked on her she hid her eyes
 With slim hands, but he saw the bright flush rise,
 Despite of them, up to her forehead fair;
 Therewith he sighed as one who needs must bear
 A heavy burden.
 “Since thou thus hast told
 Thy dreams,” he said, “scarce may I now withhold
 The tale of what mine eyes have seen therein;

 Yet little from my foresight shalt thou win,
 Since both the blind, and they who see full well,
 Go the same road, and leave a tale to tell
 Of interwoven miseries, lest they,
 Who after them a while on earth must stay,
 Should have no pleasure in the winter night, 
 When this man’s pain is made that man’s delight.”
 

 He smiled an old man’s smile, as thus he spake,
 Then said, “But I must hasten ere it break
 The thin sharp thread of light that yet I see — 

 — Methinks a stirring life shall hap to thee.
 Thou shalt be loved and love; wrongs shalt thou give,
 Wrongs shalt thou take, and therewithal outlive
 Both wrongs, and love, and joy, and dwell alone
 When all the fellows of thy life are gone.
 Nay, think not I can tell thee much of this,
 How it shall hap, the sorrow or the bliss
 Only foreshadowing of outward things,
 Great, and yet not the greatest, dream-lore brings.
 

 “For whereas of the ill coif thou didst dream,
 That such a husband unto me doth seem
 As thou shalt think mates thee but ill enow,
 Nor shall love-longings bind thee; so shalt thou
 By thine own deed shake off this man from thee.
 

 “But next the ring of silver seems to me,
 Another husband, loved and loving well;
 But even as the ring from off thee fell
 Into the water, so it is with him,
 The sea shall make his love and promise dim.
 

 “But for the gold ring; thou shalt wed again, 
 A worthier man belike — yet well-nigh vain
 My strivings are to see what means the gold
 Thou lovedst not more than silver: I am old
 And thou art very young; hadst thou my sight,
 Perchance herein thou wouldst have more of might.
 But my heart says, that on the land there comes
 A faith that telleth of more lovesome homes
 For dead men, than we deemed of heretofore,

 And that this man full well shall know that lore.
 But whereas blood from out the ring did run,
 By the sword’s edge his life shall be foredone:
 Then for the flaws — see thou thyself to these!
 Thou knowest how a thing full well may please,
 When first thou hast it in thine hold, until
 Up to the surface float the seeds of ill,
 And vain regret o’er all thy life is spread.
 

 “But for the heavy helm that bowed thine head — 
 This, thy last husband, a great chief shall be
 And hold a helm of terror over thee
 Though thou shalt love him: at the end of life
 His few last minutes shall he spend in strife
 With the wild waves of Hwammfirth, and in vain,
 For him too shall the white sea-goddess gain.
 

 “So is thy dream areded; but these things
 Shall hang above thee, as on unheard wings
 The kestrel hangs above the mouse; nor more
 As erst I said shalt thou gain by my lore 
 Than at the end of life, perchance, a smile
 That fate with sight and blindness did beguile
 Thine eyes in such sort — that thou knewst the end,
 But not the way whereon thy feet did wend
 On any day amid the many years,
 Wherethrough thou waitedst for the flood of tears,
 The dreariness that at some halting-place,
 Waited in turn to change thy smiling face.
 Be merry yet! these things shall not be all
 That unto thee in this thy life shall fall.”
 

 Amid these latter words of his, the may
 From her fair face had drawn her hands away,
 And sat there with fixed eyes, and face grown pale,.

 As one who sees the corner of the veil,
 That hideth strange things, lifted for a while;
 But when he ceased, she said with a faint smile
 And trembling lips:
 “Thanked be thou; well it is!
 From thee I get no promise of vain bliss,
 And constant joy; a tale I might have had
 From flattering lips to make my young heart glad — 
 Yea, have my thanks! — yet wise as thou mayst be,
 Mayst thou not dimly through these tangles see?”
 

 He answered nought, but sat awhile with eyes
 Distraught and sad, and face made over wise
 With many a hard vain struggle; but at last
 As one who from him a great weight doth cast,
 He rose and snake to her: 
 “Wild words, fair may,
 Now time it is that we were on our way.”
 Then unto him her visage did she turn,
 In either cheek a bright red spot did burn,
 Her teeth were set hard, and her brow was knit
 As though she saw her life and strove with it.
 Yet presently but common words she spake,
 And bid him bide yet for her father’s sake,
 To make him joyful when the boards were laid;
 But certainly, whatever words she said,
 She heeded little, only from her tongue
 By use and wont clear in his ears they rung.
 Guest answered as before, that he would ride,
 Because that night at Thickwood must he bide;
 So silent now with wandering weary eyes
 She watched his men do on their riding guise,
 Then led him from the hall but listlessly,
 As though she heeded nought where she might be.
 So forth he rode, but turned and backward gazed
 Before his folk the garth-gate latch had raised,
 And saw her standing yet anigh the hall,
 With her long shadow cast upon its wall,
 As with her eyes turned down upon the ground
 A long lock of her hair she wound and wound
 About her hand. Then turning once again,
 He passed the gate and shook his bridle-rein.
 

 Now but a short way had he gone ere he

 Beheld a man draw nigh their company, 
 Who, when they met, with fair words Guest did greet,
 And said that Olaf Peacock bade him meet
 Him and his men, and bid them to his stead:
 “And well ye wot, O Goodman Guest,” he said,
 “That all day long it snoweth meat and drink
 At Herdholt, and the gurgle and the clink
 Of mead and horns, the harp alone doth still.”
 Guest laughed, and said, “Well, be that as it will,
 Get swiftly back, and say that I will come
 To look upon the marvels of his home
 And hear his goodly voice; but may not bide
 The night through, for to Thickwood must I ride.”
 Then the man turned and smote his horse; but they
 Rode slowly by the borders of the bay
 Upon that fresh and sunny afternoon,
 Noting the sea-birds’ cry and surf’s soft tune,
 Until at last into the dale they came,
 And saw the gilt roof-ridge of Herdholt flame
 In the bright sunlight over the fresh grass,
 O’er which the restless white-woolled lambs did pass
 And querulous grey ewes; and wide around,
 Near and far up the dale, they heard the sound
 Of lowing kine, and the blithe neat-herd’s voice,
 For in those days did all things there rejoice.
 Now presently from out the garth they saw
 A goodly company unto them draw,
 And thitherward came Olaf and his men;
 So joyous greeting was betwixt them when 
 They met, and side by side the two chiefs rode,
 Right glad at heart unto the fair abode.
 

 Great-limbed was Olaf Hauskuldson, well knit,
 And like a chief upon his horse did sit;
 Clear-browed and wide-eyed was he, smooth of skin
 Through fifty rough years; of his mother’s kin,
 The Erse king’s daughter, did his short lip tell,

 And dark-lashed grey-blue eyes; like a clear bell
 His voice was yet, despite of waves and wind,
 And such a goodly man you scarce might find,
 As for his years, in all the northern land.
 He held a gold-wrought spear in his right hand,
 A chief’s gold ring his left arm did upbear,
 And as a mighty king’s was all his gear,
 Well shaped of Flanders’ cloth, and silk and gold.
 Thus they their way up to the garth did hold,
 And Thord the Short, Guest’s son, was next thereby,
 A brisk man and a brave; so presently
 They passed the garth-wall, and drew rein before
 The new-built hall’s well-carven, fair porch-door,
 And Guest laughed out with pleasure, to behold
 Its goodly fashion, as the Peacock told
 With what huge heed and care the place was wrought,
 And of the Norway earl’s great wood, he brought
 Over the sea; then in they went and Guest
 Gazed through the cool dusk, till his eyes did rest
 Upon the noble stories, painted fair
 On the high panelling and roof-boards there; 
 For over the high-seat, in his ship there lay
 The gold-haired Baldur, god of the dead day,
 The spring-flowers round his high pile, waiting there
 Until the Gods thereto the torch should bear;

 And they were wrought on this side and on that,
 Drawing on towards him. There was Frey, and sat
 On the gold-bristled boar, who first they say
 Ploughed the brown earth, and made it green for Frey.
 Then came dark-bearded Niörd; and after him
 Freyia, thin-robed, about her ankles slim
 The grey cats playing. In another place
 Thor’s hammer gleamed o’er Thor’s red-bearded face;
 And Heimdall, with the gold horn slung behind,
 That in the God’s-dusk he shall surely wind,
 Sickening all hearts with fear; and last of all
 Was Odin’s sorrow wrought upon the wall,
 As slow-paced, weary-faced, he went along,
 Anxious with all the tales of woe and wrong
 His ravens, Thought and Memory, bring to him.
 

 Guest looked on these until his eyes grew dim,
 Then turned about, and had no word to praise,
 So wrought in him the thought of those strange days
 Done with so long ago. But furthermore
 Upon the other side, the deeds of Thor
 Were duly done; the fight in the far sea
 With him who rings the world’s iniquity,
 The Midgard Worm; strife in the giants’ land,
 With snares and mockeries thick on either hand, 
 And dealings with the Evil One who brought

 Death even amid the Gods — all these well wrought
 Did Guest behold, as in a dream, while still
 His joyous men the echoing hall did fill
 With many-voiced strange clamour, as of these
 They talked, and stared on all the braveries.
 Then to the presses in the cloth-room there
 Did Olaf take him, and showed hangings fair
 Brought from the southlands far across the sea,
 And English linen and fair napery,
 And Flemish cloth; then back into the hall
 He led him, and took arms from off the wall,
 And let the mail-coat rings run o’er his hands,
 And strung strange bows brought from the fiery lands.
 Then through the butteries he made him pass,
 And, smiling, showed what winter stock yet was;
 Fish, meal, and casks of wine, and goodly store
 Of honey, that the bees had grumbled o’er
 In clover fields of Kent. Out went they then
 And saw in what wise Olaf’s serving-men
 Dealt with the beasts, and what fair stock he had,
 And how the maids were working blithe and glad
 Within the women’s chamber. Then at last,
 Guest smiled, and said;
 “Right fair is all thou hast,
 A noble life thou livest certainly,
 And in such wise as now, still may it be,
 Nor mayst thou know beginning of ill days!
 Now let it please thee that we go our ways, 
 E’en as I said, for the sun falleth low.”
 

 “So be it then,” said he. “Nor shalt thou go
 Giftless henceforth; and I will go with thee
 Some little way, for we my sons may see;
 And fain I am to know how to thine eyes
 They seem, because I know thee for most wise,
 And that the cloud of time from thee hides less
 Than from most men, of woe or happiness.”
 

 With that he gave command, and men brought forth

 Two precious things; a hat of goodly worth,
 Of fur of Russia, with a gold chain wound
 Thrice round it, and a coin of gold that bound
 The chain’s end in the front, and on the same
 A Greek king’s head was wrought, of mighty fame
 In olden time; this unto Guest he gave,
 And smiled to see his deep-set eyes and grave
 Gleam out with joy thereover: but to Thord,
 Guest’s son, he gave a well-adorned sword
 And English-’broidered belt; and then once more
 They mounted by the goodly carven door,
 And to their horses gat all Guest’s good men,
 And forth they rode toward Laxriver: but when
 They had just overtopped a low knoll’s brow,
 Olaf cried out, “There play hot hearts enow
 In the cold waves!” Then Guest looked, and afar
 Beheld the tide play on the sandy bar
 About the stream’s mouth, as the sea waves rushed 
 In over it and back the land-stream pushed;
 But in the dark wide pool mid foam-flecks white,
 Beneath the slanting afternoon sunlight,
 He saw white bodies sporting, and the air
 Light from the south-west up the slopes did bear
 Sound of their joyous cries as there they played.
 

 Then said he, “Goodman, thou art well apaid
 Of thy fair sons, if they shall deal as well
 With earth as water.”
 “Nought there is tell
 Of great deeds at their hands as yet,” said he;
 “But look you, how they note our company!”
 

 For waist-high from the waves one rose withal,
 And sent a shrill voice like a sea-mew’s call
 Across the river, then all turned toward land,
 And beat the waves to foam with foot and hand,
 And certes kept no silence; up the side
 They scrambled, and about the shore spread wide
 Seeking their raiment, and the yellowing sun
 Upon the line of moving bodies shone,

 As running here and there with laugh and shout
 They flung the linen and grey cloth about,
 Yet spite of all their clamour clad them fast.
 So Guest and Olaf o’er the green slopes passed
 At sober pace, the while the other men
 Raced down to meet the swimmers. 
 “Many then
 There are, who have no part or lot in thee
 Among these lads,” said Guest.
 “Yea, such there be,”
 Said Olaf, “sons of dale-dwellers hereby;
 But Kiartan rules the swimming.”
 Earnestly
 Guest gazed upon the lads as they drew near,
 And scarcely now he seemed the words to hear
 That Olaf spake, who talked about his race
 And how they first had dwelling in that place;
 But at the last Guest turned his horse about
 Up stream, and drew rein, yet, as one in doubt,
 Looked o’er his shoulder at the youths withal;
 But nought said Olaf, doubting what should fall
 From those wise lips.
 Then Guest spake, “Who are these?
 Tell me their names; yon lad upon his knees,
 Turning the blue cloak over with his hands,
 While over him a sturdy fellow stands,
 Talking belike?”
 “Hauskuld, my youngest son,”
 Said Olaf, “kneels there, but the standing one
 Is An the Black, my house-carle, a stout man.”
 

 “Good,” Guest said; “name the one who e’en now ran
 Through upraised hands a glittering silver chain,
 And, as we look now, gives it back again
 Unto a red-haired youth, tall, fair, and slim.”
 

 “Haldor it was who gave the chain to him,
 And Helgi took it,” Olaf said.
 Then Guest:
 “There kneeleth one in front of all the rest,
 Less clad than any there, and hides from me
 Twain who are sitting nigher to the sea?”
 

Then Olaf looked with shaded eyes and said:
 “Steinthor, the sluggard, is it, by my head
 He hideth better men! nay, look now, look!”
 

  Then toward the stream his spear-butt Olaf shook,
 As Steinthor rose, and gat somewhat aside,
 And showed the other twain he first did hide.
 On a grey stone anigh unto the stream
 Sat a tall youth whose golden head did gleam
 In the low sun; half covered was his breast,
 His right arm bare as yet, a sword did rest
 Upon his knees, and some half-foot of it
 He from the sheath had drawn; a man did sit
 Upon the grass before him; slim was he,
 Black-haired and tall, and looked up smilingly
 Into the other’s face, with one hand laid
 Upon the sword-sheath nigh the broad grey blade,
 And seemed as though he listened. 
 Then spake Guest:
 “No need, O friend, to ask about the rest,
 Since I have seen these; for without a word
 Kiartan I name the man who draws the sword
 From out the sheath, and low down in the shade
 Before him Bodli Thorleikson is laid.
 But tell me of that sword, who bore it erst?”
 

 Then Olaf laughed, “Some call that sword accursed;
 Bodli now bears it, which the Eastlander
 Geirmund, my daughter’s husband, once did wear,
 Hast thou not heard the tale? he won the maid
 By my wife’s word, wherefor with gold he paid,
 Or so I deemed; but whereas of good kin
 The man was, and the women hot herein,
 I stood not in the way; well, but his love,
 Whate’er it was, quenched not his will to rove;
 He left her, but would nowise leave the sword,
 And so she helped herself, and for reward
 Got that, and a curse with it, babblers say.

 — Let see if it prevail ‘gainst my good day!”
 

 Guest answered nought at all, his head was turned
 Eastward, away from where the low sun burned
 Above the swimmers. Olaf spake once more:
 “Wise friend, thou thus hast heard their names told o’er,
 How thinkest thou? hast thou the heart to tell

 Which in the years to come shall do right well?”
 

 Guest spake nought for a while, and then he said,
 But yet not turning any more his head:
 “Surely of this at least thou wouldst be glad,
 If Kiartan while he lived more glory had
 Than any man now waxing in the land.”
 

 Then even as he spoke he raised his hand
 And smote his horse, and rode upon his way
 With no word more; neither durst Olaf stay
 His swift departing, doubting of his mood;
 For though indeed the word he spake was good,
 Yet some vague fear he seemed to leave behind,
 And Olaf scarce durst seek, lest he should find
 Some ill thing lurking by his glory’s side.
 But after Guest his son and men did ride,
 And forth to Thickwood with no stay they went.
 But now, the journey and the day nigh spent,
 Unto his father as they rode turned Thord,
 With mind to say to him some common word,
 But stared astonished, for the great tears ran
 Over the wrinkled cheeks of the old man,
 Yea, and adown his beard, nor shame had he
 That Thord in such a plight his face should see,
 At last he spake:
 “Thou wonderest, O my son,
 To see the tears fall down from such an one
 As I am — folly is it in good sooth
 Bewraying inward grief; but pain and ruth
 Work in me so, I may not hold my peace 
 About the woes, that as thy years increase
 Thou shalt behold fall on the country-side — 

 — But me the grey cairn ere that day shall hide — 
 Fair men and women have I seen to-day,
 Yet I weep not because these pass away,
 Sad though that is, but rather weep for this,
 That they know not upon their day of bliss
 How their worn hearts shall fail them ere they die,
 How sore the weight of woe on them shall lie,
 No sighing eases, wherewithal no hope,

 No pride, no rage, shall make them fit to cope.
 Remember what folk thou this day hast seen,
 And in what joyous steads thy feet have been,
 Then think of this! — that men may look to see
 Love slaying love, and ruinous victory,
 And truth called lies, and kindness turned to hate,
 And prudence sowing seeds of all debate!
 Son, thou shalt live to hear when I am dead
 Of Bodli standing over Kiartan’s head,
 His friend, his foster-brother, and his bane,
 That he in turn e’en such an end may gain.
 Woe worth the while! forget it, and be blind!
 Look not before thee! the road left behind,
 Let that be to thee as a tale well told
 To make thee merry when thou growest old!”
 

 So spake he; but by this time had they come
 Unto the wood that lay round Armod’s home,
 So on the tree-beset and narrow way 
 They entered now, and left behind the day;
 And whatso things thenceforth to Guest befell,
 No more of him the story hath to tell.
 

Gudrun twice Wedded, Widowed, and Wooed of Kiartan.
 

SO wore the time away, nor long it was
 Ere somewhat of Guest’s forecast came to pass.
 Drawn by her beauty, Thorvald wooed Gudrun;
 Saying withal that he was such an one
 As fainer was to wed a wife than lands,
 Readier by far to give forth from his hands

 That which he had, than take aught of her kin.
 And in such wise he did not fail to win
 His fond desire, and, therewith, wretched life.
 For she who deemed nought worth so much of strife
 As to say ‘no’ for ever, being wed, found
 How the chain galled whereto she now was bound,
 And more and more began to look on him
 With hate that would be scorn, with eyes grown dim
 With hope of change that came not, and lips set
 For ever with the stifling of regret.
 Coarse Thorvald was, and rough and passionate,
 And little used on change of days to wait;
 And as she ever Bloomed before his eyes,
 Rage took the place of the first grieved surprise,
 Wherewith he found that he who needs must love 
 Could get no love in turn, nay, nor e’en move
 Her heart to kindness: then as nothing strange
 Still with sad loathing looks she took the change
 She noted in him, as if all were done
 Between them, and no deed beneath the sun
 That he could do would now be worse to her.
 Judge if the hot heart of the man could bear
 Such days as these! Upon a time it fell
 That he, most fain indeed to love her well,
 Would she but turn to him, had striven sore
 To gain her love, and yet gat nothing more
 Than a faint smile of scorn, ‘neath eyes whose gaze
 Seemed fixed for ever on the hoped-for days,
 Wherein he no more should have part or lot;
 Then mingled hate with love in him, and hot
 His heart grew past all bearing; round about
 He stared, as one who hears the eager shout
 Of closing foes, when he to death is brought;
 In his fierce heart thought crowded upon thought,
 Till he saw not and heard not, but rose up
 And cast upon the floor his half-filled cup,
 And crying out, smote her upon the face;
 Then strode adown the hushed and crowded place,
 For meal-time was it, till he reached the door;
 Then gat his horse, and over hill and moor,

 Scarce knowing where he went, rode furiously.
 

 But in the hall, folk turned them round to see
 What thing Gudrun would do, who for a while 
 Sat pale and silent, with a deadly smile
 Upon her lips; then called to where she sat
 Folk from the hall, and talked of this and that
 Gaily, as one who hath no care or pain:
 Yea, when the goodman gat him back again
 She met him changed, so that he well-nigh thought
 That better days his hasty blow had brought.
 And still as time wore on, day after day
 Wondering, he saw her seeming blithe and gay;
 So he, though sore misdoubting him of this,
 Took what he might of pleasure and of bliss,
 And put thought back. So time wore till the spring,
 And then the goodman rode unto the Thing,
 Not over light of heart, or free from fear,
 Though his wife’s face at parting was all clear
 Of frown or sullenness; but he being gone,
 Next morn Gudrun rode with one man alone
 Forth unto Bathstead; there her tale she told,
 And as in those days law strained not to hold
 Folk whom love held not, or some common tie,
 So her divorce was set forth speedily,
 For mighty were her kin.
 And now once more
 At Bathstead did she dwell, free as before,
 And, smiling, heard of how her husband fared
 When by the Hill of Laws he stood and heard
 The words, that he belike half thought to hear,
 Which took from him a thing once held so dear,
 That all was nought thereby. 
 Now wise ones tell
 That there was one who used to note her well
 Within her husband’s hall, and many say
 That talk of love they had before the day
 That she went back to Bathstead; how that was
 I know not surely; but it came to pass

 That scarcely had abated the first rage
 Of her old mate, and scarce less like a cage
 Of red-hot iron ‘gan to feel his life,
 Ere this man, Thord, had won Gudrun to wife;
 So, since the man was brisk and brave and fair,
 And she had known him when her days were drear,
 And turned with hope and longing to his eyes,
 Kind amid hard things, in most joyous wise
 Their-life went, and she deemed she loved him well;
 And the strange things that Guest did once foretell,
 Which morn and noon and eve she used to set
 Before her eyes, she now would fain forget;
 Alas! forgotten or remembered, still
 Midst joy or sorrow fate shall work its will;
 Three months they lived in joy and peace enow,
 Till on a June night did the south-west blow
 The rainy rack o’er Gudrun’s sleeping head,
 While in the firth was rolled her husband dead
 Toward the black cliffs; drowned was he, says my tale,
 By wizard’s spells amidst a summer gale.
 

 Then back to Bathstead Gudrun came again,
 To sit with fierce heart brooding o’er her pain, 
 While life and time seemed made to torture her,
 That she the utmost of all pain might bear,
 To please she knew not whom; and yet mid this,
 And all her raging for the vanished bliss,
 Would Guest’s words float up to her memory,
 And quicken cold life; then would she cast by
 As something vile the comfort that they brought,
 Yet, none the less, still stronger grew that thought,
 Unheeded, and unchidden therefore, round
 The weary wall of woe, her life that bound.
 

 So wore the months; spring with its longings came,
 And now in every mouth was Kiartan’s name,
 And daily now must Gudrun’s dull ears bear

 Tales of the prowess of his youth to hear,
 While in his cairn forgotten lay her love.
 For this man, said they, all men’s hearts did move,
 Nor yet might envy cling to such an one,
 So far beyond all dwellers ‘neath the sun;
 Great was he, yet so fair of face and limb
 That all folk wondered much, beholding him,
 How such a man could be; no fear he knew,
 And all in manly deeds he could outdo;
 Fleet-foot, a swimmer strong, an archer good,
 Keen-eyed to know the dark waves’ changing mood;
 Sure on the crag, and with the sword so skilled,
 That when he played therewith the air seemed filled
 With light of gleaming blades; therewith was he
 Of noble speech, though says not certainly 
 My tale, that aught of his be left behind
 With rhyme and measure deftly intertwined;
 Well skilled was he, too, in the craftsman’s lore
 To deal with iron mid the stithy’s roar,
 And many a sword-blade knew his heavy hand.
 Shortly, if he amid ten kings should stand,
 All men would think him worthier man than they;
 And yet withal it was his daily way
 To be most gentle both of word and deed,
 And ever folk would seek him in their need,
 Nor was there any child but loved him well.
 


  

 Such things about him ever would men tell,
 Until their hearts swelled in them as they thought
 How great a glory to their land was brought,
 Seeing that this man was theirs. Such love and praise
 Kiartan’s beginning had in those fair days,
 While Gudrun sat sick-eyed, and hearkened this,
 Still brooding on the late-passed days of bliss,
 And thinking still how worthless such things were.
 

 But now when midsummer was drawing near,
 As on an eve folk sat within the hall,

 Man unto man far off did they hear call,
 And then the sound of horse-hoofs; Oswif rose,
 And went into the porch to look for those
 Who might be coming, and at last folk heard,
 Close to the porch, the new-come travellers’ word,
 And turned to meet them; Gudrun sat alone 
 High on the dais when all folk were gone,
 And playing with her golden finger-rings,
 Set all her heart to think of bygone things,
 Till hateful seemed all hopes, all thoughts of men.
 

 Yet did she turn unto their voices, when
 Folk back again into the hall did crowd,
 Torch-litten now, laughing and talking loud,
 Then as the guests adown the long hall drew,
 Olaf the Peacock presently she knew,
 Hand in hand with her father; but behind
 Came two young men; then rose up to her mind,
 Against her will, the tales of Kiartan told,
 Because she deemed the one, whose hair of gold
 In the new torch-light gleamed, was even he,
 And that the black-haired high-browed one must be
 Bodli, the son of Thorleik; but with that
 Up to the place where listlessly she sat,
 They came, and on her feet she now must stand
 To welcome them; then Olaf took her hand,
 And looked on her with eyes compassionate,
 And said:
 “O Gudrun, ill has been thy fate,
 But surely better days shall soon be thine,
 For not for nought do eyes like thine eyes shine
 Upon the hard world; thou shalt bless us yet
 In many a wise and all thy woes forget.”
 

She answered nought, but drew her hand away, 
 And heavier yet the weight upon her lay
 That thus men spake of her. But, turning round,
 Kiartan upon the other hand she found,
 Gazing upon her with wide hungry eyes
 And parted lips; then did strange joy surprise
 Her listless heart, and changed her old world was;
 Ere she had time to think, all woe did pass
 Away from her, and all her life grew sweet,

 And scarce she felt the ground beneath her feet,
 Or knew who stood around, or in what place
 Of heaven or earth she was; soft grew her face;
 In tears that fell not yet, her eyes did swim,
 As, trembling, she reached forth her hand to him,
 And with the shame of love her smooth cheeks burned,
 And her lips quivered, as if sore they yearned
 For words they had not learned, and might not know
 Till night and loneliness their form should show.
 

 But Kiartan’s face a happy smile did light,
 Kind, loving, confident; good hap and might
 Seemed in his voice as now he spake, and said:
 “They say the dead for thee will ne’er be dead,
 And on this eve I thought in sooth to have
 Labour enow to draw thee from the grave
 Of the old days; but thou rememberest,
 Belike, days earlier yet, that men call best
 Of all days, when as younglings erst we met.
 Thou thinkest now thou never didst forget 
 This face of mine, since now most certainly
 The eyes are kind wherewith thou lookst on me.”
 

A shade came o’er her face, but quickly passed,
 “Yea,” said she, “if such pleasant days might last,
 As when we wandered laughing hand in hand
 Along the borders of the shell-strewn strand.”
 

 She wondered at the sound of her own voice,
 She chid her heart that it must needs rejoice,
 She marvelled why her soul with fear was filled;
 But quickly every questioning was stilled
 As he sat down by her.
 Old Oswif smiled
 To see her sorrow in such wise beguiled,
 And Olaf laughed for joy, and many a thought
 Of happy loves to Bodli’s heart was brought
 As by his friend he sat, and saw his face
 So bright with bliss; and all the merry place
 Ran over with goodwill that sight to see,
 And the hours passed in great festivity.

 At last beneath the glimmer of the moon,
 Fanned by the soft sea-wind that tempers June,
 Homeward they rode, sire, son and foster-son,
 Kiartan half joyful that the eve was done,
 And he had leisure for himself to weave
 Tales of the joyful way that from that eve
 Should lead to perfect bliss; Bodli no less
 Rejoicing in his fellow’s happiness, 
 Dreaming of such-like joy to come to him,
 And Olaf, thinking how that nowise dim
 The glory of his line through these should grow.
 

 But while in peace these through the night did go,
 Vexed by new thoughts and old thoughts, Gudrun lay
 Upon her bed: she watched him go away,
 And her heart sank within her, and there came,
 With pain of that departing, pity and shame,
 That struggling with her love yet made it strong,
 That called her longing blind, yet made her long
 Yet more for more desire, what seeds soe’er
 Of sorrow hate and ill were hidden there.
 So with her strong heart wrestled love, till she
 Sank ‘neath the hand of sleep, and quietly
 Beneath the new-risen sun she lay at rest,
 The bed-gear fallen away from her white breast,
 “One arm deep buried in her hair, one spread
 Abroad, across the ‘broideries of the bed,
 A smile upon her lips, and yet a tear,
 Scarce dry, but stayed anigh her dainty ear — 
 How fair, how soft, how kind she seemed that morn,
 Ere she anew to love and life was born.
 

 A little space to part these twain indeed
 Was seven short miles of hill and moor and mead,
 And soon the threshold of the Bathstead hall
 Knew nigh as much of Kiartan’s firm footfall
 As of the sweep of Gudrun’s kirtle-hem, 
 And sweet past words to tell life grew to them;
 Sweet the awaking in the morn, when lay
 Below the hall the narrow winding way,

 The friend that led, the foe that kept apart;
 And sweet the joyful flutter of the heart
 Anigh the door, ere clinging memory
 Gave place to rapturous sight, and eye met eye;
 Sweet the long hours of converse when each word
 Like fairest music still seemed doubly heard,
 Caught by the ear and clung to by the heart;
 Yea, even most sweet the minute they must part,
 Because the veil, that so oft time must draw
 Before them, fell, and clear without a flaw,
 Their hearts saw love, that moment they did stand
 Ere lip left lip, or hand fell down from hand;
 Yea, that passed o’er, still sweet and bitter sweet
 The yearning pain that stayed the lingering feet
 Upon the threshold, and the homeward way;
 And silent chamber covered up from day
 For thoughts of words unsaid — ah, sweet the night
 Amidst its dreams of manifold delight!
 

 And yet sometimes pangs of perplexed pain
 Would torture Gudrun, as she thought again
 On Guest and his forecasting of her dream;
 And through the dark of days to come would gleam
 .Fear, like a flame of hell shot suddenly
 Up through spring meadows ‘twixt fair tree and tree,
 Though little might she see the flaws, whereof 
 That past dream warned her, midst her dream of love;
 And whatso things her eyes refused to see,
 Made wise by fear, none others certainly
 Might see in love so seeming smooth as this,
 That looked to all men like the door of bliss
 Unto the twain, and to the country-side
 Good hope and joy, that thus so fast were tied
 The bonds ‘twixt two such houses as were these,
 And folk before them saw long years of peace.
 

 Of Bodli Thorleikson the story says,
 That he, o’ershadowed still by Kiartan’s praise,
 Was second but to him; although, indeed,
 He, who perchance the love of men did need
 More than his fellow, less their hearts might move;
 Yet fair to all men seemed the trust and love

 Between the friends, and fairer unto none
 Than unto Olaf, who scarce loved his son
 More than his brother’s son; now seemed it too,
 That this new love closer the kinsmen drew
 Than e’en before, and whatso either did
 The other knew, and scarce their thoughts seemed hid,
 One from the other.
 So as day by day
 Went Kiartan unto Bathstead, still the way
 Seemed shorter if his friend beside him rode;
 Then might he ease his soul of that great load
 Of love unsatisfied, by words, and take
 Mockeries in turn, grown sweet for that name’s sake 
 They wrapped about, or glow with joy to hear
 The praises of the heart he held so dear,
 And laugh with joy and pleasure of his life,
 To note how Bodli’s heart withal, seemed rife
 With love that his love kindled, though as yet
 It wandered, on no heart of woman set.
 So Bodli, nothing loth, went many a day,
 Whenso they would, to make the lovers gay,
 Whenso they would, to get him gone, that these
 E’en with such yearning words their souls might please
 As must be spoken, but sound folly still
 To aught but twain, because no tongue hath skill
 To tell their meaning: kinder, Kiartan deemed,
 Grew Bodli day by day, and ever seemed
 Well-nigh as happy as the loving twain,
 And unto Bodli life seemed nought but gain,
 And fair the days were.
 On a day it fell
 As the three talked, they ‘gan in sport to tell
 The names o’er of such women good and fair,
 As in the land that tide unwedded were,
 Naming a mate for Bodli, and still he
 Must laugh and shake his head;
 “Then over sea,”
 Quoth Kiartan, “mayhap such an one there is
 That thou mayst deem the getting of her bliss;
 Go forth and win her with the rover’s sword!”
 

 Then Bodli laughed, and cast upon the board 
 The great grey blade and ponderous iron hilt,
 All unadorned, the yoke-fellow of guilt,

 And said, “Go, sword, and fetch me home a bride!
 But here in Iceland have I will to bide
 With those that love me, till the fair days change.”
 

 Then Gudrun said, “Things have there been more strange,
 Than that we three should sit above the oars,
 The while on even keel ‘twixt the low shores
 Our long-ship breasts the Thames flood, or the Seine.
 Methinks in biding here is little gain,
 Cooped up in this cold corner of the world.”
 

 Then up sprang Kiartan, seized the sword, and hurled
 Its weight aloft, and caught it by the hilt
 As down it fell, and cried, “Would that the tilt
 Were even now being rigged above the ship!
 Would that we stood to see the oars first dip
 In the green waves! nay, rather would that we
 Above the bulwarks now saw Italy,
 With all its beacons flaring! Sheathe thy sword,
 Fair foster-brother, till I say the word
 That draws it forth; and, Gudrun, never fear
 That thou a word or twain of me shalt hear,
 E’en if the birds must bear them o’er the sea.”
 

 Her eyes were fixed upon him lovingly
 As thus he spake, and Bodli smiling saw 
 Her hand to Kiartan’s ever nigher draw;
 Then he rose up and sheathed the sword, and said,
 “Nay, rather if I be so hard to wed,
 I yet must think of roving, so I go
 To talk to Oswif, all the truth to know
 About the news the chapmen carried here,
 That Olaf Tryggvison his sword doth rear
 ‘Gainst Hacon and his fortune.”
 Therewithal

 He laughed, and gat him swiftly from the hall,
 And found the old man, nor came back again
 Until through sun and shadow had the twain
 Sat long together, and the hall ‘gan fill.
 Then did he deem his friend sat somewhat still,
 And something strange he saw in Gudrun’s eyes
 As she gazed on him; nor did fail to rise
 In his own heart the shadow of a shade,
 That made him deem the world less nobly made,
 And yet was like to pleasure. On the way
 Back home again, not much did Kiartan say,
 And what he spake was well-nigh mockery
 Of speech, wherewith he had been wont to free
 His heart from longings grown too sweet to bear.
 But time went on, and still the days did wear
 With little seeming change; if love grew cold
 In Kiartan’s heart one day, the next o’er bold,
 O’er frank, he noted not who might be by,
 When he unto his love was drawing nigh;
 Gudrun gloomed not; as merry as before 
 Did Bodli come and go ‘twixt dais and door.
 Only perchance a little oftener they
 Fell upon talk of the fair lands that lay
 Across the seas, and sometimes would a look
 Cross Gudrun’s face that seemed a half rebuke
 To Kiartan, as all over-eagerly
 He talked about the life beyond the sea,
 As thereof he had heard the stories tell.
 Then Bodli sometimes into musings fell,
 So dreamlike, that he might not tell his thought
 When he again to common life was brought.
 

 So passed the seasons, but in autumn-tide
 The foster-brothers did to Burgfirth ride,
 Unto a ship new come to White-river;
 Talk with the outland chapmen had they there,
 And Kiartan bade the captain in the end

 Back unto Herdholt as his guest to wend, — 
 And nothing loth he went with him; and now
 Great tidings thereupon began to show
 Of Hacon slain, his son thrust from the land,
 And Norway in fair peace beneath the hand
 Of Olaf Tryggvison; nor did he fail
 To tell about the king full many a tale,
 And praise him for the noblest man, that e’er
 Had held the tiller, or cast forth the spear:
 And Kiartan listened eagerly, yet seemed
 As if amid the tale he well-nigh dreamed;
 And now withal, when he to Bathstead went, 
 Less than before would talk of his intent
 To see the outlands, to his listening love;
 And when at whiles she spake to him thereof
 Lightly he answered her, and smile or kiss
 Would change their talk to idle words of bliss:
 Less of her too to Bodli now he spake,
 Although this other, (for her beauty’s sake
 He told himself) to hear of her was fain;
 And he, for his part, sometimes felt a pain,
 As though the times were changing over fast,
 When Kiartan let the word of his go past
 Unnoted, that in other days belike
 Had nowise failed from out his heart to strike
 The sparks of lovesome praise.
 But now Yule-tide
 Was come at last, and folk from far and wide
 Went to their neighbours’ feasts, and as wont was
 All Bathstead unto Herdholt hall did pass,
 And the feast lasted long, and all folk gat
 Things that their souls desired, and Gudrun sat
 In the high-seat beside the goodwife there.
 

 But ever now her wary ears did hear
 The new king’s name bandied from mouth to mouth,
 And talk of those new-corners from the south;
 And through her anxious heart a sharp pain smote
 As Kiartan’s face she eagerly ‘gan note
 And sighed; because, leaned forward on the board,
 He sat, with eager face hearkening each word, 
 Nor speaking aught; then long with hungry eyes

 She sat regarding him, nor yet would rise
 A word unto her lips: and all the while
 Bodli gazed on them with a fading smile
 About his lips, and eyes that ever grew
 More troubled still, until he hardly knew
 What folk were round about.
 So passed away
 Yule-tide at Herdholt, cold day following day,
 Till spring was gone, and Gudrun had not failed
 To win both many days where joy prevailed,
 And many a pang of fear; till so it fell
 That in the summer, whereof now we tell,
 Upon a day in blithe mood Kiartan came
 To Bathstead, not as one who looks for blame,
 And Bodli with him, sad-eyed, silent, dull,
 Noted of Gudrun, who no less was full
 Of merry talk, yea, more than her wont was.
 But as the hours toward eventide did pass,
 Said Kiartan:
 “Love, make we the most of bliss,
 For though, indeed, not the last day this is
 Whereon we twain shall meet in such a wise,
 Yet shalt thou see me soon in fighting guise,
 And hear the horns blow up our Loth to go,
 For in White-River—”
 “Is it even so,”
 She broke in, “that these feet abide behind?
 Men call me hard, but thou hast known me kind; 
 Men call me fair, my body give I thee;
 Men call me dainty, let the rough salt sea
 Deal with me as it will, so thou be near!
 Let me share glory with thee, and take fear
 That thy heart throws aside!”
 Hand joined to hand,
 As one who prays, and trembling, did she stand
 With parted lips, and pale and weary-faced.
 But up and down the hall-floor Bodli paced
 With clanking sword, and brows set in a frown,
 And scarce less pale than she. The sun low down
 Shone through the narrow windows of the hall,
 And on the gold upon her breast did fall,
 And gilt her slim clasped hands.
 There Kiartan stood

 Gazing upon her in strange wavering mood,
 Now longing sore to clasp her to his heart,
 And pray her, too, that they might ne’er depart,
 Now well-nigh ready to say such a word
 As cutteth love across as with a sword;
 So fought love in him with the craving vain
 The love of all the wondering world to gain,
 Though such he named it not. And so at last
 His eyes upon the pavement did he cast,
 And knit his brow as though some word to say;
 Then fell her outstretched hands, she cried:
 “Nay, nay!
 Thou need’st not speak, I will not ask thee twice
 To take a gift, a good gift, and be wise; 
 I know my heart, thou know’st it not; farewell,
 Maybe that other tales the Skalds shall tell
 Than of thy great deeds.”
 Still her face was pale,
 As with a sound betwixt a sigh and wail,
 She brushed by Bodli, who, aghast, did stand
 With open mouth, and vainly stretched-out hand;
 But Kiartan followed her a step or two,
 Then stayed, bewildered by his sudden woe;
 But even therewith, as nigh the door she was,
 She turned back suddenly, and straight did pass,
 Trembling all over, to his side, and said,
 With streaming eyes:
 “Let not my words be weighed
 As a man’s words are! O, fair love, go forth
 And come thou back again, made no more worth
 Unto this heart; but worthier it may be
 To the dull world thy worth that cannot see.

 Go forth, and let the rumour of thee run
 Through every land that is beneath the sun;
 For know I not, indeed, that everything
 Thou winnest at the hands of lord or king,
 Is surely mine, as thou art mine at last?”
 

 Then round about his neck her arms she cast,
 And wept right sore, and touched with love and shame,
 Must Kiartan offer to leave hope of fame,
 And noble life; but midst her tears she smiled, 
 “Go forth, my love, and be thou not beguiled
 By woman’s tears, I spake but as a fool,
 We of the north wrap not our men in wool,
 Lest they should die at last; nay, be not moved,
 To think that thou a faint-heart fool hast loved!”
 

 For now his tears fell too, he said: “My sweet,
 Ere the ship sails we yet again shall meet
 To say farewell, a little while, and then,
 When I come back to hold my place mid men,
 With honour won for thee — how fair it is
 To think on now, the sweetness and the bliss!”
 

 Some little words she said no pen could write,
 Upon his face she laid her fingers white,
 And, midst of kisses, with his hair did play;
 Then, smiling through her tears, she went away.
 Nor heeded Bodli aught — 

 — Men say the twain,
 Kiartan and Gudrun, never met again
 In loving wise; that each to each no more
 Their eyes looked kind on this side death’s dark shore,
 That midst their tangled life they must forget,
 Till they were dead, that ere their lips had met.
 

 For ere the day that Kiartan meant to come
 And kiss his love once more within her home,
 The south-east wind, that had stayed hitherto
 Their sailing, changed, and northwest now it blew; 
 And Kálf, the captain, urged them to set forth,
 Because that tide the wind loved not the north,
 And now the year grew late for long delay.
 Night was it when he spake; at dawn next day,
 Before the door at Herdholt might men see,
 Armed, and in saddle, a goodly company.
 Kiartan, bright-eyed and flushed, restless withal,
 As on familiar things his eyes did fall,
 Yet eager to be gone, and smiling still,
 For pride and hope and love his soul did fill,

 As of his coming life he thought, and saw
 In all the days that were to be, no flaw.
 About him were his fellows, ten such men
 As in the land had got no equals then;
 By him his foster-brother sat, as true
 As was the steel the rover’s hand erst drew;
 There stood his father, flushed with joy and pride,
 By the fair-carven door that did abide,
 Till he fulfilled of glory came again
 To take his bride before the eyes of men.
 

 Now skipper Kálf, clad in the Peacock’s gift,
 Unto the south his gold-wrought spear did lift,
 And Kiartan stooped and kissed his sire. A shout
 Rose from the home-men, as they turned about,
 And trotted jingling down the grassy knoll.
 Silent awhile rode Kiartan, till his soul,
 Filled with a many thoughts, in speech o’erflowed,
 And unto Bodli, who beside him rode, 
 He fell to talk of all that they should do
 In the fair countries that they journeyed to.
 Not Norway only, or the western lands,
 In time to come, he said, might know their hands,
 But fairer places, folk of greater fame,
 Where ‘neath the shadow of the Roman name
 Sat the Greek king, gold-clad, with bloodless sword.
 But as he spoke Bodli said here a word
 And there a word, and knew not what he said,
 Nay, scarcely knew what wild thoughts filled his head,
 What longings burned, like a still quickening flame,
 Within his sad heart.
 So that night they came
 To Burg-firth and the place upon the strand
 Where by the ready ship the tents did stand,
 And there they made good cheer, and slept that night,
 But on the morrow, with the earliest light,

 They gat a ship-board, and, all things being done,
 Upon a day when low clouds hid the sun,
 And ‘neath the harsh north-west down drave the rain,
 They drew the gangway to the ship again,
 And ran the oars out. There did Kiartan stand
 By Kálf, who took the tiller in his hand
 And conned the rising bows; but when at last
 Toward the grey sky the wet oar-blades were cast,
 And space ‘twixt stern and land ‘gan widen now,
 Kiartan cried out and ran forth to the prow,
 While rope and block yet beat confusedly,
 And shook his drawn sword o’er the dark grey sea; 
 And step for step behind him Bodli went,
 And on his sword-hilt, with a like intent,
 He laid his hand, and half drew from its sheath
 The rover’s sword; then with a deep-drawn breath,
 Most like a sigh, he thrust it back again,
 His face seemed sharpened with a sudden pain.
 He turned him round the driving scud to face,
 His breast heaved, and he staggered in his place,
 And stretched his strong arms forth with a low moan
 Unto the hidden hills, ‘neath which alone
 Sat Gudrun — sat his love — and therewithal
 Down did the bows into the black trough fall,
 Up rose the oar-song, through the waters grey,
 Unto the south the good ship took her way.
 

The Dealings of King Olaf Tryggvison with the Icelanders.
 

NOW tells the tale that safe to Drontheim came
 Kiartan with all his folk, and the great fame
 Of Olaf Tryggvison then first they knew,
 When thereof spake the townsmen to the crew,

 But therewithal yet other news they heard,
 Which seemed to one and all a heavy word;
 How that the king, from the old customs turned,
 Now with such zeal toward his new faith burned,
 That thereby nothing else to him was good
 But that all folk should bow before the Rood. 
 When Kiartan’s coming thitherward betid
 Three ships of Iceland lay there in the Nid,
 Manned by stout men enow; downcast were these
 Who had been glad enow the king to please;
 And save their goods, and lives, perchance, withal,
 But knew not how their forefathers to call
 Souls damned for ever and ever; yet they said
 That matters drew so swiftly to a head,
 That when they met the king he passed them by
 With head turned round, or else with threatening eye
 Scowled on them; “And when Yule-tide comes,” said they,
 “We look to have from him a settled day
 When we must change our faith or bide the worst.”
 

 “Well,” Kiartan said, “this king is not the first
 To think the world is made for him alone;
 Who knows how things will go ere all is done?
 God wot, I wish my will done even as he;
 I hate him not.”
 And therewith merrily
 From out the ship the men of Herdholt went;
 A bright eve was it, and the good town sent
 Thin smoke and blue straight upward through the air,
 For it had rained of late, and here and there
 Sauntered the townsfolk, man and maid and child;
 Where street met quay a fiddle’s sound beguiled
 A knot of listening folk, who no less turned

 And stared hard as the westering sunbeams burned 
 Upon the steel and scarlet of that band,
 Whom, as ye well may wot, no niggard hand
 Had furnished forth; so up the long street then,
 Gazing about, well gazed at, went the men,
 A goodly sight. But e’en as they would wend
 About the corner where that street had end,
 High up in air nearby ‘gan ring a chime
 Whose sweetness seemed to bless e’en that sweet time
 With double blessing. Kiartan stayed his folk
 When first above his head that sound outbroke,
 And listened smiling, till he heard a sigh
 Close by him, and met Bodli’s wandering eye
 That fell before his.
 Softly Kiartan spake:
 “Now would Gudrun were here e’en for the sake
 Of this sweet sound! nought have I heard so sweet.”
 

 So on they passed, and turned about the street,
 And saw the great church cast its shadow down
 Upon the low roofs of the goodly town,
 And yet awhile they stayed there marvelling;
 But therewith heard behind them armour ring,
 And turning, saw a gallant company
 Going afoot, and yet most brave to see,
 Come toward the church, and nigher as they drew
 It was to Kiartan even as if he knew
 One man among them, taller by the head
 Than any there, and clad in kirtle red,
 Girt with a sword, with whose gold hilt he played 
 With his left hand, the while his right did shade
 His eyes from the bright sun that ‘gainst him blazed,
 As on the band of Icelanders he gazed;
 Broad-shouldered was he, grand to look upon,
 And in his red beard tangled was the sun
 That lit his bright face up in wrathful wise,
 That fiercer showed his light-grey eager eyes.

 Now ere he came quite close, sidelong he bent
 Unto a man who close beside him went,
 Then turned, and gazed at Kiartan harder yet,
 As he passed by, and therewith their eyes met,
 And Kiartan’s heart beat, and his face grew bright,
 His eyes intent as if amidst a fight,
 Yet on his lips a smile was, confident,
 Devoid of hate, as by him the man went.
 But Bodli said, “Let us begone ere day
 Is fully passed, if even yet we may;
 This is the king, and what then may we do
 ‘Gainst such a man, a feeble folk and few?”
 

 But Kiartan turned upon him loftily,
 And said, “Abide! I do not look to die
 Ere we get back to Iceland; one there is,
 Thou knowst, therein, to hold through woe and bliss
 My soul from its departing; go we then
 And note the way of worship of these men.”
 

 So on that eve about the church they hung,
 And through the open door heard fair things sung, 
 And sniffed the incense; then to ship they went.
 

 But the next morn the king to Kiartan sent
 To bid him come unto the royal hall,
 Where nought but good to him and his should fall;
 Close by the ship upon the sunny quay
 Was Kiartan, when the man these words did say,
 Amid a ring of Icelanders, who sat
 Upon the bales of unshipped goods: with that
 Kiartan stood up and said unto the man:
 

 “Undo thy kirtle if thy worn hands can!
 Show us thy neck where the king’s chain has galled;
 But tell us not whereby thy sire was called

 Lest some of these should blush — go tell the king
 That I left Iceland for another thing
 Than to curse all the dead men of my race,
 To make him merry — lengthen not thy face,
 For thou shalt tell him therewithal, that I
 Will do him service well and faithfully
 As a free man may do; else let him take
 What he can get of me for his God’s sake.”
 

 Silence there was about him at this word,
 Except that Bodli muttered in his beard:
 “Now certainly a good reward we have,
 In that we cast away what fortune gave,
 Yet doubtless shall our names be bruited far 
 When we are dead — then, too, no longings are
 For what we may not have.”
 So as he came
 The man went, and e’en Kiartan now had blame
 For his rash word. “What will ye, friends?” he said,
 “The king is wise; his wrath will well be weighed;
 He knoweth that we shall not fall for nought.
 Should I speak soft? — why then should we be brought,
 Unarmed belike, and helpless, one by one
 Up to the bishop when the feast was done — 
 What, Kálf! thou say’st, aboard, and let us weigh?
 Yes, and be overhauled ere end of day
 By the king’s longships — nay, friends, all is well;
 And at the worst shall be a tale to tell
 Ere all is o’er.”
 They hearkened, and cast fear
 Aside awhile; for death had need be near
 Unto such men for them to heed him aught.
 So the time passed, and the king harmed them nought
 And sent no message more to them, and they
 Were lodged within the town, and day by day
 Went here and there in peace, till Yule drew nigh.
 And now folk said the feast would not pass by
 Without some troubling of the ancient faith
 At the king’s hands, and war and ugly death
 Drew round the season of the peace on earth

 The angels sang of at that blessed birth.
 Put whoso gloomed at tidings men might show, 
 It was not Kiartan; wary was he though,
 And weighed men’s speech well; and upon a day
 He, casting up what this and that might say,
 All Iceland folk into one place did call,
 And when they were assembled in the hall,
 Spake on this wise:
 “Fair fellows, well ye know,
 The saw that says, the wise saves blow by blow;
 This king who lies so heavy on us here
 Is a great man; his own folk hold him dear,
 For he spares nought to them. Yet ye know well
 That when his might on Hacon’s fortune fell,
 Great foes he left alive, and still they live.
 Noble the man is; but yet who can give
 Good fortune to his foe? and he must be,
 Despite our goodwill, still our enemy.
 I grudge it not, for noble seems the chance
 The fortunes of a fair name to advance.
 And so it may be, friends, that we shall free
 The land this tide of the long tyranny
 That Harald Fair-hair laid on it, and give
 Unto all folk beneath just laws to live,
 As in the old days — shortly let us go,
 When time shall serve, and to king Olaf show
 That death breeds death; I say not this same night,
 But hold ye ever ready for the fight,
 And shun the mead-horn: Yule is close anigh
 And the king’s folk will drink abundantly;
 Then light the torch and draw the whetted sword! — 

 — A great man certes — yet I marked this word

 Said by his bishop — many words he made
 About a matter small if rightly weighed — 

To die is gain — this king and I, and ye
 Are young for that, yet so it well may be:
 Some of us here are deemed to have done well;
 How shall it be when folk our story tell
 If we die grey-haired? honour fallen away,
 Good faith lost, kindness perished — for a day
 Of little pleasure mingled with great pain — 
 So will we not unto the Gods complain
 Or draw our mouths awry with foolish hate,
 This king and I, if ‘neath the hand of fate
 Sword to sword yet we meet: hearken once more — 
 It seems the master of this new-found lore
 Said to his men once, Think ye that I bring

Peace upon earth? nay but a sword — O king,
 Behold the sword ready to meet thy sword!”
 

 Out sprang his bright steel at that latest word,
 And bright the weapons glittered round about,
 And the roof shook again beneath their shout;
 But only Bodli, silent, pensive, stood,
 As though he heeded nought of bad or good
 In word or deed. But Kiartan, flushed and glad,
 Noted him not, for whatso thought he had,
 He deemed him ever ready in the end
 To follow after as himself should wend.
 Howso that was, now were these men at one, 
 That e’en as Kiartan bade it should be done,
 And the king set on, ere on them he fell;
 So then to meat they gat and feasted well;
 But the next morn espial should be made
 How best to do the thing that Kiartan bade.
 

 The next morn came, and other news withal,
 For by a messenger the king did call
 The Icelanders to council in his house,
 Bidding them note, that howso valorous
 They might be, still but little doubt there was
 That lightly he might bring their end to pass
 If need should drive him thereto. “Yet,” said he,
 “Fain would I give you peace, though certainly

 This tide but one of two things must ye choose,
 Either nought else but life itself to lose,
 Or else to come and hearken to my words
 In the great hall whereas I see my lords.”
 

 Kiartan gazed round about when this was said,
 Smiling beneath a frown, his face flushed red
 With wrath and shame. “Well,” said he, “we are caught — 
 The sluggards’ counsel morning brings to nought.
 What say ye, shall we hold the feast at home?
 Hearken, the guests get ready! shall they come?”
 

 For as he spake upon the wind was borne
 Unto their ears the blast of a great horn, 
 And smiled the messenger, and therewithal
 Down from the minster roar of bells did fall,
 Rung back and clashing; thereon Bodli spake:
 

 “Thou and I, cousin, for our honour’s sake,
 May be content to die; but what of these?
 Thy part it is to bring us unto peace
 If it may be; then, if the worst befall,
 There can we die too, as in Atli’s Hall
 The Niblungs fell; nor worser will it sound
 That thus it was, when we are underground,
 And over there our Gudrun hears the tale.”
 

 Silent sat Kiartan, gazing on the pale
 Set face of Bodli for a while, then turned
 Unto his silent folk, and saw they yearned
 For one chance more of life.
 “Go, man,” he said,
 And tell thy king his will shall be obeyed
 So far as this, that we will come to him;
 But bid him guard with steel, head, breast, and limb,
 Since as we come, belike, we shall not go,
 And who the end of words begun can know.
 Ho, friends! do on your war-gear! Fear ye not,
 Since two good things to choose from have ye got:

 Peace, or a famed death!”
 Then with both his ears
 Ringing with clink of mail and clash of spears 
 The messenger went forth upon his way;
 And the king knew by spies, the wise ones say,
 What counsel Kiartan gave his folk that eve,
 And had no will in such great hands to leave
 His chance of life or death. Now, armed at last,
 The men of Iceland up the long street passed,
 And saw few men there; wives and children stood
 Before the doors to gaze, or in his hood
 An elder muttered, as they passed him by,
 Or sad-eyed maids looked on them longingly.
 So came they to the great hall of the king,
 And round about the door there stood a ring
 Of tall men armed, and each a dreaded name;
 These opened to them as anigh they came,
 And then again drew close, and hemmed them in,
 Nor spared they speech or laughter, and the din
 Was great among them as all silently
 The men of Herdholt passed the door-posts by.
 Then through the hall’s dusk Kiartan gazed, and saw
 Small space whereby his company might draw
 Nigh to the king, for there so thick men stood
 That their tall spears were like a wizard’s wood.
 Now some way from the daïs must they stand
 Where sat the king, and close to his right hand
 The German bishop, but no heed at all
 The king gave to our folk, as down the hall
 His marshal cried for silence, and the din
 Being quite appeased, in a clear voice and thin
 The holy man ‘gan to set forth the faith; 
 But for these men brought nigh the gate of Death,
 Hard was it now to weigh the right and wrong
 Of what he said, that seemed both dull and long.

 So when at last he came unto an end,
 Uprose the king, and o’er the place did send
 A mighty voice: “Now have ye heard the faith,
 And what the High God through his servant saith;
 This is my faith: what say ye to it, then?”
 

 Uprose a great shout from King Olaf’s men,
 And clash of tossing spears, and Bodli set
 His hand upon his sword, while Kiartan yet
 Stood still, and, smiling, eyed the king: and he
 Turned on him as the din fell:
 “What say ye,
 What say ye, Icelanders? thou specially?
 I call thee yet a year too young to die,
 Son of my namesake; neither seem’st thou such
 As who would trust in Odin overmuch,
 Or pray long prayers to Thor, while yet thy sword
 Hangs by thy side.”
 Now at the king’s first word
 Down Kiartan stooped, and ‘gan his shoe to lace,
 And a dumb growl went through the crowded place
 Like the far thunder while the sky is bright;
 But when he rose again and stood upright
 The king cried out:
 “Which man of these is he 
 Who counselled you to slay no man but me
 Amid my guards?”
 Kiartan stood forth a space;
 And said: “E’en so, O king, thou biddst him face
 Of his own will, the thing that all men fear,
 Swift death and certain — king, the man is here,
 And in his own land, Kiartan Olafson
 Men called him — pity that his days are done,
 For fair maids loved him.”
 As he said the word
 From out its sheath flamed forth the rover’s sword,
 And Bodli was beside him, and the hall
 Was filled with fury now from wall to wall,
 And back to back now stood the Herdholt band,
 Each with his weapon gleaming in his hand.
 

 Then o’er the clamour was the king’s voice heard;
 “Peace, men of mine, too quickly are ye stirred!
 Do ye not see how that this man and I
 Alone of men still let our sharp swords lie
 Within their sheaths? Wise is the man to know
 How troublous things among great men will go.

 Speak, Kiartan Olafson! I offer thee
 That in my court here thou abide with me,
 Keeping what faith thou wilt; but let me deal
 To these thy fellows either bane or weal,
 As they shall do my bidding.”
 “Kinglike then,”
 Said Kiartan, “dost thou speak about these men; 
 Yea, like a fool, who knowest not the earth,
 And what things thereon bring us woe or mirth;
 No man there is of these but calls me friend;
 Yea, and if all truth but this truth should end,
 And sire, and love, and all were false to me,
 Still should I look on my right hand to see
 Bodli the son of Thorleik — Come, then, death,’
 Thy yokefellow am I.”
 Then from his sheath
 Outsprang his sword, and even therewithal
 Clear rang the Iceland shout amidst the hall,
 And in a short space had the tale been o’er,
 But therewith Olaf stilled the noise once more,
 And smiling said;
 “Thou growest angry, man!
 Content thee, thou it was the strife began,
 And now thou hast the best of it; come, then,
 And sit beside me; thou and thy good men
 Shall go in peace — only, bethink thee how
 In idle poet’s lies thou needst must trow — 
 Make no delay to take me by the hand,
 Not meet it is that ‘neath me thou shouldst stand.”
 

 To Kiartan’s face, pale erst with death, there rose
 A sudden flush, and then his lips, set close,
 And knitted brow, grew soft, and in his eyes
 There came at first a look of great surprise,
 Then kind they grew, and with shamefaced smile
 He looked upon the king a little while,
 Then slowly sank his sword, and, taking it
 By the sharp point, to where the king did sit
 He made his way, and said:
 “Nay, thou hast won;
 Do thou for me what no man yet has done,
 And take my sword, and leave me weaponless:
 And if thy Christ is one who e’en can bless
 An earthly man, or heed him aught at all,
 On me too let his love and blessing fall;

 But if nor Christ, nor Odin help, why, then
 Still at the worst are we the sons of men,
 And will we, will we not, yet must we hope,
 And after unknown happiness must grope,
 Since the known fails us, as the elders say;
 Though sooth, for me, who know no evil day,
 Are all these things but words.”
 “Put back thy blade,”
 The king said, “thereof may I be apaid,
 With thee to wield it for me; and now, come,
 Deem of my land and house e’en as thy home,
 For surely now I know that this thy smile
 The heart from man or maid can well beguile.”
 

 As the king spake, drew Bodli nigh the place,
 And a strange look withal there crossed his face;
 It seemed he waited as a man in dread
 What next should come; but little Kiartan said
 Save thanks unto the king, and gayer now
 Than men had seen him yet, he ‘gan to grow. 
 Then gave the king command, and presently
 All strife was swallowed of festivity,
 And in all joyance the time slipped away,
 And a fair ending crowned a troublous day.
 

 Great love there grew ‘twixt Kiartan and the king
 From that time forth, and many a noble thing
 Was planned betwixt them; and ere Yule was o’er
 White raiment in the Minster, Kiartan bore,
 And he and his were hallowed at the font.
 

 Now so I deem it is, that use and wont,
 The lords of men, the masks of many a face,
 Raising the base perchance, somewhat abase
 Those that are wise and noble; even so
 O’er Kiartan’s head as day by day did go,
 Worthier the king’s court, and its ways ‘gan seem
 Than many a thing whereof he erst did dream,
 And gay he grew beyond the wont of men.
 Now with the king dwelt Ingibiorg as then,

 His sister; unwed was she, fair of face,
 Beloved and wise, not lacking any grace
 Of mind or body: Often it befell
 That she and Kiartan met, and more than well
 She ‘gan to love him; and he let her love,
 Saying withal, that nought at all might move
 His heart from Gudrun; and for very sooth
 He might have held that word; but yet for ruth.
 And a soft pleasure that he would not name 
 All unrebuked he let her soft eyes claim
 Kindness from his; and surely to the king
 This love of theirs seemed a most happy thing,
 And to himself he promised merry days,
 And had in heart so Kiartan’s state to raise
 That he should be a king too.
 But meanwhile,
 Silent would Bodli go, without a smile
 Upon his sad changed face from morn to eve;
 And often now the thronged hall would he leave
 To wander by the borders of the sea,
 Waiting, half dreading, till some news should free
 The band of Icelanders; most wearily
 Month after month to him the days dragged by.
 

 For ye shall know that the king looked for news
 Whether the folk of Iceland would refuse,
 At the priest Thangbrand’s word, to change their faith.
 A man of violence, the story saith,
 A lecher, and a manslayer — tidings came
 While yet the summer at its height did flame,
 And Thangbrand brought it; little could he do,
 Although indeed two swordsmen stout he slew,
 Unto the holy faith folk’s hearts to turn.

 Hall of the Side, as in the tale we learn,
 Gizur the White, and Hialti Skeggison,
 With some few others, to the faith were won,
 The most of men little these things would heed,
 And some were furious heathens; so, indeed, 
 To save his life he had to flee away.
 Wroth was the king hereat, and now would stay
 The Iceland ships from sailing; little fain
 Was Kiartan yet to get him back again,
 Since he, forgetting not the former days — 
 It might be — passed his life fulfilled of praise,
 And love, and glory. So the time went on,
 Gizur the White and Hialti Skeggison,
 Fleeing from Iceland, in the autumn-tide
 Came out to Norway with the king to bide
 Until the summer came, when they should go
 Once more the truth of Christ’s fair lore to show.
 Long ago now of Gudrun and her ways,
 And of the coming of those happy days
 That were to be, had Kiartan ceased to speak
 Unto his friend; who sullen now and weak,
 Weary with waiting, faint with holding back
 He scarcely knew from what, did surely lack
 Some change of days if yet he was to live.
 Tidings the new comers to him did give
 From Laxdale, speaking lightly of the thing
 That like a red-hot iron hand did wring
 His weary heart; Gudrun was fair and well,
 And still at Bathstead in good hope did dwell
 Of Kiartan’s swift return. That word or two,
 That name, wrought in him, that at last he knew
 His longing, and intent; and desolate
 The passing of the days did he await,

 Torn by remorse, tortured by fear, lest yet 
 Kiartan the lapse of strange days should forget,
 And take to heart the old familiar days,
 And once more turn him to the bygone ways
 Where they were happy — but his fear was vain,
 For if his friend of Iceland had been fain
 Scarce had he gone; the king would keep him there
 A pledge with other three, till he should hear
 What thing the Icelanders this time would do,
 Nor, as we said, had he good will to go
 Whatso his power was: for so far things went
 With Ingibiorg, that folk with one consent
 Named her his bride that was to be, and said,
 That sure a nobler pair were never wed.
 

 And so the time passed, till the day came round
 When at the quay the ships lay Iceland-bound,
 And Bodli went to bid his friend farewell,
 Flushed and bright-eyed, for wild hope, sooth to tell,
 Had striven with shame, and cast its light on love,
 Until a fairer sky there seemed above,
 A fairer earth about, and still most fair
 The fresh green sea that was to bring him there,
 Whereon his heart was set.
 “O gay! O gay!”
 Said Kiartan, “thou art glad to go away;
 This is the best face I have seen on thee
 Since first our black oars smote the Burgfirth sea.”
 

 But as he spake a dark flush and a frown 
 Swallowed up Bodli’s smile; he cast adown
 His eager eyes: “Thou art as glad to stay,
 Belike,” he said, “as I to go away.
 What thinkest thou I plot against thee then?”
 

 “Thou art the strangest of the sons of men,”
 Said Kiartan, with a puzzled look. “Come now,
 Leave off thy riddles, clear thy troubled brow,
 And let me think of thee as in time past,
 When ever a most merry lad thou wast!

 Why talkest thou of plotting? True and leal
 I deem thee ever as the well-tried steel
 That hangs beside thee; neither cross at all
 Our fond desires. Though whatso thing may fall
 Still shall I trust thee.”
 His own face grew grave
 As o’er his heart there swept a sudden wave
 Of the old thoughts. But Bodli said, “O friend,
 Forgive my face fair looks and foul; I wend
 Back to our kin and land, that gladdens me.
 I leave thee here behind across the sea,
 That makes me sad and sour.”
 He did not raise
 His eyes up midst his words, or meet the gaze
 Kiartan bent on him, till again he said:
 “Olaf shall hear of all the goodlihead
 Thou gainest here. Thy brethren shall be glad
 That thou such honour from all men hast had. 
 Oswif the Wise no doubt I soon shall see — 
 What shall I say to him?”
 Then steadily
 Gazed Kiartan on him. “Tell Gudrun all this
 Thou knowest of, my honour and my bliss;
 Say we shall meet again!”
 No more they spake,
 But kissed and parted; either’s heart did ache
 A little while with thought of the old days;
 Then Bodli to the future turned his gaze,
 Unhappy and remorseful, knowing well
 How ill his life should go whate’er befell.
 But Kiartan, left behind, being such a man
 As through all turns of fortune never can
 Hold truce with fear or sorrow, lived his life
 Not ill content with all the change and strife.
 

 Fair goes the ship that beareth out Christ’s truth,
 Mingled of hope, of sorrow, and of ruth,
 And on the prow Bodli the Christian stands,

 Sunk deep in thought of all the many lands
 The world holds, and the folk that dwell therein,
 And wondering why that grief and rage and sin
 Was ever wrought; but wondering most of all
 Why such wild passion on his heart should fall.
 

Bodli brings Tidings to Bathstead.
 

NOW so it chanced, on a late summer day,
 Unto the west would Oswif take his way
 With all his sons, and Gudrun listlessly
 Stood by the door their going forth to see,
 Until the hill’s brow hid them; then she turned,
 And long she gazed, the while her full heart yearned
 Toward Herdholt and the south.
 “Late grows the year,”
 She said, “and winter cometh with its fear
 And dreams of dying hopes. Ah me, I change,
 And my heart hardens! Will he think me strange
 When he beholds this face of mine at last,
 Or shall our love make nought of long days past,
 Burn up the sights that we apart have seen,
 And make them all as though they had not been?
 Ah, the hard world! I, who in hope so sure
 Have waited, scarcely may the days endure.
 How has it been with those who needs must wait
 With dying hope and lingering love, till hate,
 The seed of ill lies, told and hearkened to,
 The knot of loving memories shall undo,
 Break the last bonds of love, and cast them forth
 With nothing left to them of joy or worth?
 “O love, come back, come back, delay no more
 To ease thine aching heart that yearneth sore
 For me, as mine for thee! Leave wealth and praise 
 For those to win who know no happy days.
 Come, though so true thou art, thou fearest not
 Yet to delay! Come, my heart waxes hot
 For all thy lonely days to comfort thee.”
 

 So spake she, and awhile stood quietly,

 Still looking toward the south, her wide grey eyes
 Made tenderer with those thronging memories,
 Until upon the wind she seemed to hear
 The sound of horse-hoofs, and ‘twixt hope and fear
 She trembled, as more clear the far sounds grew,
 And thitherward it seemed from Herdholt drew;
 So now at last to meet that sound she went,
 Until her eyes, on the hill’s brow intent,
 Beheld a spear rising against the sky
 O’er the grey road, and therewith presently
 A gilded helm rose up beneath the spear,
 And then her trembling limbs no more might bear
 Her body forward; scarce alive she stood,
 And saw a man in raiment red as blood
 Rise o’er the hill’s brow, who when he did gain
 The highest part of the grey road, drew rein
 To gaze on Bathstead spreading ‘neath him there,
 Its bright vanes glittering in the morning air.,
 She stared upon him panting, and belike
 He saw her now, for he his spurs did strike
 Into his horse, and, while her quivering face
 Grew hard and stern, rode swiftly to the place
 Whereas she stood, and clattering leapt adown 
 Unto the earth, and met her troubled frown
 And pale face, with the sad imploring eyes
 Of Bodli Thorleikson.
 Then did there rise
 A dreadful fear within her heart, for she
 No look like that in him was wont to see;
 Scarce had she strength to say:
 “How goes it then,
 With him — thy kinsman, mid the Eastland men?”
 

 Then, writhen as with some great sudden sting
 Of pain, he spake; “Fear not, Gudrun, I bring
 Fair news of his well-doing — he is well.”
 

 “Speak out,” she said, “what more there is to tell!
 Is he at Herdholt? will he come to-day?”
 

 And with that word she turned her face away,
 Shamed with the bitter-sweet of yearning pain,
 And to her lips the red blood came again;

 But he a moment made as he would reach
 His hand to hers, his sad eyes did beseech
 Some look from hers, so blind to him, so blind!
 And scarce his story might he call to mind,
 Until he deemed he saw her shoulders heave
 As with a sob.
 Then said he, “We did leave
 Kiartan in Norway, praised of all men there;
 He bade me tell thee that his life was fair
 And full of hope — and that he looked to see 
 Thy face again. — So God be good to me,
 These were the words he spake!”
 For now she turned
 Tearless upon him, and great anger burned
 Within her eyes: “O trusty messenger,
 No doubt through thee his very voice I hear!
 Sure but light thought and stammering voice he had
 To waste on one, who used to make him glad!
 Thou art a true friend! Ah, I know thee, then,
 A follower on the footsteps of great men,
 To reap where they have sowed. Alive and well!
 And doing deeds whereof the skalds shall tell!
 Ah, what fair days he heapeth up for me!
 Come now, unless thine envy stayeth thee,
 Speak more of him, and make me glad at heart!”
 

 Then Bodli said, “Nay, I have done my part,
 Let others tell the rest “ — and turned to go,
 Yet lingered, and she cried aloud:
 “No, no,
 Friend of my lover! if ill words I spake
 Yet pardon me! for sore my heart doth ache
 With pent-up love.”
 She reached her hand to him,
 He turned and took it, and his eyes did swim
 With tears for him and her; a while it seemed,
 As though the dream so many a sweet night dreamed,
 Waked from with anguish on so many a morn,
 Were come to pass, that he afresh was born 
 To happy life, with heavens and earth made new;
 But slowly from his grasp her hand she drew,
 And stepped aback, and said:
 “Speak, I fear not,
 Because so true a heart my love hath got
 That nought can change it; speak, when cometh he?
 Tell me the sweet words that he spake of me,

 Did he not tell me in the days agone,
 That oft he spake of me to thee alone?
 Nay, tell me of his doings, for indeed
 Of words ‘twixt him and me is little need.”
 

 Then Bodli ‘gan in troubled voice to tell
 True tidings of the things that there befell,
 Saving of Ingibiorg, and Gudrun stood
 And hearkened, trembling:
 “Good, yea, very good,”
 She said, when he had done, “and yet I deem
 All this thou say’st as if we dreamed a dream
 Nor cam’st thou here to say but this to me — 
 Why tarrieth Kiartan yet beyond the sea?”
 

 Bodli flushed red, and, trembling sorely, spake:
 “O Gudrun, must thou die for one man’s sake,
 So heavenly as thou art? What shall I say?
 Thou mayst live long, yet never see the day
 That bringeth Kiartan back unto this land.”
 

 He looked at her, but moveless did she stand,
 Nor spake a word, nor yet did any pain 
 Writhe her fair face, grown deadly pale again.
 Then Bodli stretched his hand forth;
 “Yet they lie,
 Who say I did the thing, who say that I,
 E’en in my inmost heart, have wished for it.
 But thou — O, hearken, Gudrun — he doth sit
 By Ingibiorg’s side ever; day by day,
 Sadder his eyes grow when she goes away — 
 What! know I not the eyes of lovers then? — 
 Why should I tell thee of the talk of men,
 Babbling of how he weds her, is made king,
 How he and Olaf shall have might to bring
 Denmark and England both beneath their rule.

 — Ah, woe, woe, woe, that I, a bitter fool,
 Upon one heart all happy life should stake;
 Woe is me, Gudrun, for thy beauty’s sake!
 Ah, for my fool’s eyes and my greedy heart
 Must all rest henceforth from my soul depart?”
 

 He reached his hand to her, she put it by,
 And gathered up her gown-skirts hurriedly,
 And in a voice, like a low wailing wind,
 Unto the wind she cried:
 “Still may he find

 A woman worthy of his loveliness;
 Still may it be that she his days will bless,
 As I had done, had we been wed at last!”
 

 Therewith by Bodli’s trembling hands she passed, 
 Nor gave one look on him; but he gazed still,
 E’en when her gown fluttered far down the hill,
 With staring eyes upon the empty place
 Where last he saw the horror of her face
 Changed by consuming anguish; when he turned,
 Blind with the fire that in his worn heart burned,
 Empty the hill-side was of anyone,
 And as a man who some great crime hath done
 He gat into his saddle, and scarce knew
 Whither he went, until his rein he drew
 By Herdholt porch, as in the other days,
 When Kiartan by his side his love would praise.
 

 Three days at Herdholt in most black despair
 Did Bodli sit, till folk ‘gan whisper there
 That the faith-changer on the earth was dead,
 Although he seemed to live; with mighty dread
 They watched his going out and coming in;
 On the fourth day somewhat did hope begin
 To deal, as its wont is, with agony;
 And he, who truly at the first could see
 What dreadful things his coming days did wait,
 Now, blinded by the hand of mocking fate,
 Deeming that good from evil yet might rise,
 Once more to pleasure lifted up his eyes.
 And now, to nurse his hope, there came that day
 A messenger from Gudrun, who did pray
 That he would straightly come and see her there.
 At whose mazed face a long while did he stare 
 As one who heard not, and the man must speak
 His message thrice, before a smile ‘gan break
 Over his wan face; neither did he say
 A word in answer, but straight took his way

 O’er rough and smooth to Bathstead, knowing not
 What ground his horse beneath his hoofs had got.
 

 Ah, did he look for pleasure, when he saw
 Her long slim figure down the dusk hall draw
 Unto his beating heart, as nobly clad
 As in the days when all the three were glad?
 Did he perchance deem that he might forget
 The man across the sea? His eyes were wet
 For pity of that heart so made forlorn,
 But on his lips a smile, of pleasure born,
 Played, that I deem perchance he knew not of,
 As he reached out his hand to touch his love
 Long ere she drew anigh. But now, when she
 Was close to him, and therewith eagerly,
 Trembling and wild-eyed, he beheld the face
 He deemed e’en then would gladden all the place,
 Blank grew his heart, and all hope failed in him,
 And e’en the anguish of his love grew dim,
 And poor it seemed, a thing of little price,
 Before the gathered sorrow of her eyes.
 

 But while, still trembling there, the poor wretch stood,
 She spoke in a low voice that chilled his blood,
 So worn and far away it seemed; “See now, 
 I sent for thee, who of all men dost know
 The heart of him who once swore troth to me:
 Kiartan, I mean, the son of Olaf, he
 Who o’er the sea wins great fame as thou say’st — 
 That thou mayst tell again, why he doth waste
 The tale of happy days that we shall have;
 For death comes quickly on us, and the grave
 Is a dim land whereof I know not aught.”
 

 As a grey dove, within the meshes caught,
 Flutters a little, then lies still again
 Ere wildly beat its wings with its last pain,
 So once or twice her passion, as she spake,
 Rose to her throat, and yet might not outbreak
 Till that last word was spoken; then as stung
 By pain on pain, her arms abroad she flung,
 And wailed aloud; but dry-eyed Bodli stood
 Pale as a corpse, and in such haggard mood,

 Such helpless, hopeless misery, as one
 Who first in hell meets her he hath undone.
 Yet sank her wailing in a little while,
 Through dreadful sobs to silence, and a smile,
 A feeble memory of the courteous ways,
 For which in days agone she won such praise,
 Rose to her pale lips, and she spake once more
 As if the passionate words, cast forth before,
 Were clean forgotten, with that bitter wail:
 

 “O, Bodli Thorleikson, of good avail 
 Thou ever art to me, and now hast come
 Swiftly indeed unto a troubled home:
 For ill at ease I am, and fain would hear
 From thee who knowst him, why this looked-for year
 Lacks Kiartan still.”
 He knew not what to say,
 But she reached out her hand in the old way
 And coldly palm met palm: then him she led
 Unto a seat, and sat by him, and said:
 

 “Yea, fain am I to hear the tale once more,
 The shame and grief, although it hurt me sore;
 Yea, from thee, Bodli; though it well may be
 That he I trusted, too much trusted thee.”
 

 So great a burden on his spirit lay
 He heeded not the last words she did say,
 But in low measured speech began again
 The story of the honour and the gain
 That Kiartan had, and how his days went now;
 She sat beside him, with her head bent low,
 Hearkening, or hearkening not; but now when all
 Was done, and he sat staring at the wall
 Silent, and full of misery, then she said:
 

 “How know I yet but thou the tale hast made,
 Since many a moment do I think of now
 In the old time before ye went, when thou
 Wouldst look on me, as on him I should gaze 
 If he were here, false to the happy days?”
 

 “A small thing,” said he, “shall I strive with fate
 In vain, or vainly pray against thy hate?

 Would God I were a liar! that his keel
 E’en now the sands of White-river did feel.
 O Gudrun, Gudrun, thou shalt find it true!
 Ah, God, what thing is left for me to do?”
 

 Therewith he rose, and towards the hall-door went,
 Nor heard her voice behind him, as she bent
 O’er the tear-wetted rushes of the floor.
 Sick-hearted was he when he passed the door,
 Weary of all things, weary of his love,
 And muttering to himself hard things thereof;
 But when he reached the Herdholt porch again,
 A heaven long left seemed that morn’s bitter pain,
 And one desire alone he had, that he
 Once more anigh unto his love might be;
 Honour and shame, truth, lies, and weal and woe,
 Seemed idle words whose meaning none might know;
 What was the world to him with all its ways,
 If he once more into her eyes might gaze?
 Again he saw her, not alone this tide,
 But in the hall, her father by her side,
 And many folk around: if like a dream
 All things except her loveliness did seem,
 Yet doubt ye not that evil shades they were;
 A dream most horrible for him to bear, 
 That all his strength was fallen to weakness now,
 That he the sweet repose might never know
 Of being with her from all the world apart,
 Eyes watching eyes, heart beating unto heart.
 Cold was her face, not pensive as before,
 And like a very queen herself she bore
 Among the guests, and courteous was to all,
 But no kind look on Bodli’s face did fall,
 Though he had died to gain it.
 So time wore,
 And still he went to Bathstead more and more,
 And whiles alone, and whiles in company,

 With raging heart her sad face did he see,
 And still the time he spent in hall and bower
 Beside her did he call the evillest hour
 Of all the day, the while it dured; but when
 He was away, came hope’s ghost back again
 And fanned his miserable longing, till
 He said within himself that nought was ill
 Save that most hideous load of loneliness.
 Howso the time went, never rest did bless
 His heart a moment; nought seemed good to him,
 Not e’en the rest of death, unknown and dim.
 

 And Kiartan came not, and what news came out
 From Norway was a gravestone on such doubt
 As yet might linger in the hearts of men,
 That he perchance might see that land again.
 And no more now spake Gudrun any word 
 Of Kiartan, until folk with one accord
 Began to say, how that no little thing
 It was, those two great strains of men to bring
 Into alliance: “Pity though!” they said,
 “That she to such a strange man should be wed
 As Bodli Thorleikson of late hath grown!”
 

 So sprung the evil crop by evil sown.
 

Kiartan’s Farewell to Norway.
 

MEANWHILE to Kiartan far across the sea,
 Unto all seeming, life went merrily;
 Yet none the less the lapse of days would bring
 Unto his frank heart something of a sting,
 And Bodli’s sad departing face and word,
 Not wholly thrust out from his memory, stirred
 Doubts of the changing days in Kiartan’s mind,
 And scarce amid his joyance might he find
 The happy days he ever looked to have,
 Till he were lying silent in his grave.
 And somewhat more distraught now would he take
 The gentle words that the king’s sister spake,
 And look into her eyes less fervently,
 And less forget the world when she drew nigh,

 And start and look around as her soft hand
 Fell upon his, as though a ghost did stand
 Anigh him, and he feared to hear it speak.
 And Ingibiorg for her part, grown too weak 
 Against the love she had for him to strive,
 Yet knew no less whither the days did drive
 Her wasted life; and, seeing him as oft
 As she might do, and speaking sweet and soft,
 When they twain were together: smiling, too,
 Though fast away the lovesome time did go,
 Wept long through lonely hours, nor cast away
 From out her heart thought of the coming day,
 When all should be as it had never been,
 And the wild sea should roll its waves between
 His grey eyes and her weary useless tears.
 

 But while she brooded o’er the coming years
 Empty of love, and snatched what joy there was
 Yet left to her, great tidings came to pass;
 For late the summer after Bodli sailed,
 News came, that now at last had Christ prevailed
 In Iceland; that the Hill of Laws had heard
 Sung through the clear air many a threatening word,
 And seen the weapons gather for the fight;
 Till Snorri’s wiles, Hall’s wisdom, Gizur’s might,
 And fears of many men, and wavering doubt
 On the worse side, had brought it so about
 That now Christ’s faith was law to everyone:
 The learned say, a thousand years agone
 Since the cold shepherds in the winter night
 Beheld and heard the angels’ fresh delight.
 King Olaf’s heart swelled at such news as these,
 Straightway he sent for the four hostages, 
 And bade them with good gifts to go their ways
 If so they would; or stay and gather praise
 And plenteous honour there; and as he spake

 He glanced at Kiartan, and a smile did break
 Across his kingly face, as who would say,
 “Thou at the least wilt scarcely go away.”
 But Kiartan answered not the smile, but stood
 Grave with deep thought, and troubled in his mood,
 Until he saw his fellows looked that he
 Should speak for all; then said he presently:
 

 “Thanks have thou, King, for all that thou hast done
 To us, and the great honour I have won
 At thine hands here; yet be not angry, King,
 If still we thank thee most for this one thing,
 That here thou stay’st us not against our will;
 Thicker is blood than water, say I still;
 This is the third year since I left my kin
 And land — and other things that dwell therein.”
 

 The king’s face fell, and in sharp words and few
 He answered: “Well, a gift I gave to you;
 And will not take it back — Go, Kiartan, then,
 And, if thou canst, find kinder, truer men,
 And lovelier maids in thy land than in this!”
 

 But Kiartan said, “King, take it not amiss!
 Thou knowest I have ever said to thee,
 That I must one day go across the sea;
 Belike I shall come back upon a tide, 
 And show thee such a wonder of a bride
 As earth holds not, nay nor the heavens, I deem.”
 

 “God send thee a good ending to thy dream;
 Yet my heart cries that if thou goest from me,
 Thy pleasant face I never more shall see;
 Be merry then, while fate will have it so!”
 

 So therewith unto high feast did they go,
 And by the king sat Kiartan, and the day
 ‘Twixt merry words and sad thoughts wore away.
 

 Now were the ships got ready, and the wares
 Drawn for long months past from the upland fairs
 Were laid ashipboard. Kálf was skipper still

 Of Kiartan’s ship, for never had he will
 To leave his side. Now restless Kiartan was,
 And longed full sore for these last days to pass,
 For in his heart there lurked a spark of fear,
 Nor any word of Gudrun might he hear
 From those who brought the news of change of faith,
 Since nigh the fleet they dwelt, my story saith,
 In the south country, and knew nought at all
 Of what in Laxdale late had chanced to fall.
 

 Now by their bridges lay the laden ships,
 And he now at the last must see the lips
 Of Ingibiorg grow pale with their farewell;
 And sick at heart he grew, for, sooth to tell,
 He feared her sorrow much, and furthermore 
 He loved her with a strange love very sore,
 Despite the past and future. So he went
 Sad-eyed amid the hall’s loud merriment
 Unto her bower on that last morn of all.
 Alone she was, her head against the wall
 Had fallen; her heavy eyes were shut when he
 Stood on the threshold; she rose quietly,
 Hearing the clash of arms, and took his hand,
 And thus with quivering lips awhile did stand
 Regarding him: but he made little show
 Of manliness, but let the hot tears flow
 Fast o’er his cheeks. At last she spake:
 “Weep then!
 If thou who art the kindest of all men
 Must sorrow for me, yet more glad were I
 To see thee leave my bower joyfully
 This last time; that when o’er thee sorrow came,
 And thought of me therewith, thou mightst not blame
 My little love for ever saddening thee.
 Love! — let me say love once — great shalt thou be,
 Beloved of all, and dying ne’er forgot.
 Farewell! farewell! farewell! and think thou not
 That in my heart there lingers any hate
 Of her who through these years for thee did wait,
 A weary waiting — three long, long, long years,
 Well over now; nay when of me she hears,
 Fain were I she should hate me not. Behold,

 Here is a coif, well wrought of silk and gold 
 By folk of Micklegarth, who had no thought
 Of thee or me, and thence by merchants brought
 Who perchance loved not. Is Gudrun too fair
 To take this thing, a queen might long to wear?
 Upon the day when on the bench ye sit,
 Hand held in hand, crown her fair head with it,
 And tell her whence thou hadst it. Ah, farewell,
 Lest of mine eyes thou shouldst have worse to tell
 Than now thou hast!”
 Therewith she turned from him
 And took the coif, wherein the gold was dim
 With changing silken threads, the linen white
 Scarce seen amid the silk and gold delight.
 With hands that trembled little did she fold
 The precious thing, and set its weight of gold
 Within a silken bag; and then to his
 She reached her hands, and in one bitter kiss
 Tasted his tears, while a great wave of thought
 Of what sweet things the changed years might have brought
 Swept over her — and then she knew him gone,
 And yet for all that scarcely felt more lone
 Than for a many days past she had felt.
 So with fixed eyes she drew into her belt
 Her kirtle, and to this and that thing turned
 With heart that ever for the long rest yearned.
 

 Bearing that gift, but heeding not what thing
 He had with him, came Kiartan to the king, 
 Who in the porch abode him, his great men
 Standing around; then said he:
 “Welcome then
 This last day that I see thee; go we forth,
 Fair lords, and see his ship’s head greet the north,
 For seldom from the north shall any come
 Like unto him to greet us in our home.”
 

 So forth they went, and all the Iceland men
 Gat them aboard, and skipper Kálf by then

 Stood midway on the last bridge, while the king
 ‘Gan say to Kiartan:
 “Many a treasured thing
 Had I laid down, O friend, to keep thee here,
 But since the old thing still must be more dear
 Than the new thing, to such men as thou art,
 Now, with my goodwill, to thy love depart,
 And leave me here the coming woes to meet
 Without thee. May thy life be fair and sweet,
 Nor yet drag on till present days are nought,
 And all the past days a tormenting thought!
 Take this last gift of me; a noble sword,
 Which if thou dost according to my word,
 Shall never leave thy side; for who can know
 Ere all is o’er, how madly things may go?”
 

 So Kiartan took the sword, and thanked the king,
 With no light heart, for that and everything
 That at his hands he had, and therewith crossed 
 The gangway; shoreward were the hawsers tossed,
 The long sweeps smote the water, and the crew
 Shouted their last farewell; the white sail drew,
 ‘Twixt Norway and the stern, swept in the sea.
 

 There stood the king, and long time earnestly
 Looked on the lessening ship; then said at last,
 As o’er his knitted brow his hand he passed:
 “Go thy ways, Kiartan; great thou art indeed,
 And great thy kin are, nathless shalt thou need
 Stout heart enough to meet what waiteth thee
 If aught mine eyes of things to come may see.”
 

Kiartan back in Iceland; Refna comes into the Tale.
 

KIARTAN and Kálf in Burgfirth came aland
 And raised their tents anigh unto the strand,
 As in the summer-tide the fashion was
 Of mariners, the while the news did pass
 That they were come out, through the country-side,
 And there awhile that summer would abide.
 Now when to Herdholt did that tidings come,
 Olaf and all his sons were gone from home:
 So Kiartan saw them not at first, among
 The folk that to the newcomers did throng;
 Amidst the first of whom, he, none the less, 
 Noted his friend Gudmund of Asbiornsness,
 Who to his sister Thurid now was wed,
 And brought her with him; with all goodlihead
 He greeted them, yet Kiartan deemed that they
 Looked on him strangely; on the self-same day
 Kálf’s father, Asgeir, came, and brought with him
 Refna, his daughter, fair of face and limb,
 Dark-haired, great-eyed, and gentle: timidly
 She gazed at Kiartan as he drew anigh
 And gave her welcome.
 Now as he began
 To ask them news of this and that good man,
 And how he fared, Thurid with anxious face
 Came up to him, and drew him from the place,
 Saying, “Come, talk with me apart awhile!”
 He followed after with a puzzled smile,
 Yet his heart felt as something ill drew near.
 So, when they came where none their speech might hear,
 Thurid turned round about on him, and said,
 “Brother, amidst thy speech, I shook with dread
 Lest .Gudrun’s name from out thy lips should burst;
 How was it then thou spak’st not of her first?”
 

  Then Kiartan, trembling, said, “Indeed, I thought
 That news of ill unasked would soon be brought — 
 Sister, what ails thee then — is my love dead?”
 

 “Nay,” Thurid stammered, “she is well — and wed.”
 

 “What!” cried out Kiartan, “and the Peacock’s house?
 I used to deem my brothers valorous,
 My father a great man — and Bodli’s sword,
 Where was it midst this shame?”
 Scarce was the word
 Out of his lips, ere, looking on her face,
 He turned and staggered wildly from the place,
 Crying aloud, “O blind, O blind, O blind!
 Where is the world I used to deem so kind,
 So loving to me? O Gudrun, Gudrun,
 Here I come back with all the honour won
 We talked of, that thou saidst thou knewest well
 Was but for thee — to whom then shall I tell
 The tale of that well-doing? And thou, friend,
 How might I deem that aught but death should end
 Our love together? yea, and even now,
 How shall I learn to hate thee, friend, though thou
 Art changed into a shadow and a lie?
 O ill day of my birth, ill earth and sky,
 Why was I then bemocked with days of bliss
 If still the ending of them must be this?
 O wretch, that once wast happy, days a-gone,
 Before thou wert so wretched and alone,
 How on unhappy faces wouldst thou look
 And scarce with scorn and ruth their sorrow brook!
 Now then at last thou knowest of the earth,
 And why the elders look askance on mirth.”
 

 Some paces had he gone from where she stood,
 Gazing in terror on his hapless mood,
 And now she called his name; he turned about,
 And far away he heard the shipmen’s shout
 And beat of the sea, and from the down there came
 The bleat of ewes; and all these, and his name,
 And the sights too, the green down ‘neath the sun,

 The white strand and the far-off hill-sides dun,
 And white birds wheeling, well-known things did seem,
 But pictures now or figures in a dream,
 With all their meaning lost. Yet therewithal
 On his vexed spirit did the new thought fall
 How weak and helpless and alone he was.
 Then gently to his sister did he pass,
 And spake:
 “Now is the world clean changed for me
 In this last minute, yet indeed I see
 That still will it go on for all my pain;
 Come then, my sister, let us back again;
 I must meet folk, and face the life beyond,
 And, as I may, walk ‘neath the dreadful bond
 Of ugly pain — such men our fathers were,
 Not lightly bowed by any weight of care.”
 

 She smiled upon him kindly, and they went
 And found folk gathered in the biggest tent,
 And busied o’er the wares, and gay enow
 In outward seeming; though ye well may know
 Folk dreaded much for all the country’s sake 
 In what wise Kiartan this ill news would take.
 Now Kálf had brought the gayest things to show
 The women-folk, and by a bale knelt now
 That Kiartan knew right well, and close by him
 Sat Refna, with her dainty hand and slim
 Laid on a broidered bag, her fair head crowned
 With that rich coif thereafter so renowned
 In Northland story. As he entered there
 She raised to him her deep grey eyes, and fair
 Half-opened mouth, and blushed blood-red therewith;
 And inwardly indeed did Kiartan writhe
 With bitter anguish as his eyes did meet
 Her bright-flushed gentle face so pure and sweet;
 And he thenceforth to have no lot or part
 In such fair things; yet struggling with his heart
 He smiled upon her kindly. Pale she grew
 When the flush passed, as though in sooth she knew

 What sickness ailed him.
 “Be not wroth,” she said,
 “That I have got this queen’s gift on my head,
 I bade them do it not.”
 Then wearily
 He answered: “Surely it beseemeth thee
 Right well, and they who set it there did right.
 Rich were the man who owned the maiden bright,
 And the bright coif together!”
 As he spake
 Wandered his eyes; so sore his heart did ache
 That not for long those matters might he note; 
 Yet a glad flush again dyed face and throat
 Of Refna, and she said, “So great and famed,
 So fair and kind! where shall the maid be named
 To say no to thine asking?”
 Once again
 All pale she grew, for stung by sudden pain
 Kiartan turned round upon the shrinking maid,
 And, laughing wildly, with a scowl he said:
 “All women are alike to me — all good — 
 All blessings on this fair earth by the rood!”
 

 Then silence fell on all, yet he began
 Within awhile to talk to maid and man
 Mildly as he was wont, and through the days
 That they abode together in that place
 Seemed little changed; and so his father thought
 When he to him at last his greeting brought,
 And bade him home to Herdholt. So they rode,
 Talking of many things, to his abode,
 Nor naming Gudrun aught. Thus Kiartan came
 Back to his father’s house, grown great of fame,
 And tidingless a while day passed by day
 What hearts soe’er ‘neath sorrow’s millstone lay.
 

Tidings brought to Bathstead of Kiartan’s coming back.
 

Yes, there the hills stood, there Lax-river ran
 Down to the sea; still thrall and serving-man
 Came home from fold and hayfield to the hall,
 And still did Olaf’s cheery deep voice call
 Over the mead horns; danced the fiddle-bow,

 And twanged the harp-strings, and still sweet enow
 Were measured words, as someone skilled in song
 Told olden tales of war, and love, and wrong.

 — And Bodli’s face from hall and board was gone,
 And Gudrun’s arms were round him, as alone
 They lay, all unrebuked that hour, unless
 The dawn, that glimmered on the wretchedness
 Of Kiartan’s lone and sleepless night, should creep
 Cold-footed o’er their well-contented sleep,
 And whisper, ‘Sleep on, lapse of time is here
 Death’s brother, and the very Death is near!’
 

 Such thoughts might haunt the poor deserted man,
 When through the sky dawn’s hopeless shiver ran,
 And bitterness grew in him, as the day,
 Cleared of fantastic half-dreams, cold and grey,
 Was bared before him. Yet I deem, indeed,
 That they no less of pity had good need.
 Yea, had his eyes beheld that past high-tide
 At Bathstead, where sat Gudrun as a bride 
 By Bodli Thorleikson! Her face of yore,
 So swift to change, as changing thoughts passed o’er
 Her eager heart, set now into a smile
 That scarce the fools of mankind might beguile
 To deeming her as happy: his, once calm
 With dreamy happiness, that would embalm
 Into sweet memory things of yesterday,
 And show him pictures of things far away,
 Now drawn, and fierce, and anxious, still prepared
 It seemed, to meet the worst his worn heart feared.
 A dismal wedding! every ear at strain
 Some sign of things that were to be to gain;
 A guard on every tongue lest some old name
 Should set the poisoned smouldering pile aflame.
 Silent the fierce dull sons of Oswif drank,
 And Olaf back into his high seat shrank,
 And seemed aged wearily, the while his sons
 Glanced doubtfully at Bodli; more than once
 Did one of them begin some word to speak,
 And catch his father’s eye, and then must break
 His speech off with a smile not good or kind;

 And in meanwhile the wise would fain be blind
 To all these things, or cover boisterously
 The seeds of ill they could not fail to see.
 

 But if ‘neath all folk’s eyes things went e’en so,
 How would it be then with the hapless two
 The morrow of that feast? This know I well,
 That upon Bodli the last gate of hell 
 Seemed shut at last, and no more like a star
 Far off perchance, yet bright however far,
 Shone hope of better days; yet he lived on,
 And soon indeed, the worst of all being won,
 And gleams of frantic pleasure therewithal,
 A certain quiet on his soul did fall,
 As though he saw the end and waited it.
 But over Gudrun changes wild would flit,
 And sometimes stony would she seem to be;
 And sometimes would she give short ecstasy
 To Bodli with a fit of seeming love;
 And sometimes, as repenting sore thereof,
 Silent the live-long day would sit and stare,
 As though she knew some ghost were drawing near,
 And ere it carne with all the world must break,
 That she might lose no word it chanced to speak.
 

 So slowly led the changed and weary days
 Unto the gateway of the silent place,
 Where either rest or utter change shall be;
 But on an eve, when summer peacefully
 Yielded to autumn, as men sat in hall
 Two wandering churles old Oswif forth did call
 Into the porch, and asked for shelter there.
 And since unheeded none might make such prayer,
 Soon ‘mid the boisterous house-carles were they set,
 The ugly turns of fortune to forget
 In mirth and ease, and still with coarse rude jest
 They pleased the folk, and laughed out with the best. 
 But while the lower hall of mirth was full
 More than their wont the great folk there were dull;
 Oswif was sunk in thought of other days,
 And Gudrun’s tongue idly some tale did praise
 Her brother Ospak told, the while her heart

 Midst vain recurring hopes was set apart;
 And Bodli looked as though he still did bide
 The coming fate it skilled no more to hide
 From his sore wearied heart: no more there were
 Upon the dais that eve; but when the cheer
 Was over now, old Oswif went his ways,
 But Ospak sat awhile within his place
 Staring at Bodli with a look of scorn;
 For much he grew to hate that face forlorn,
 Bowed down with cares he might not understand.
 

 At last midst Gudrun’s talk, with either hand
 Stretched out did Ospak yawn, and cried aloud
 Unto the lower table’s merry crowd:
 “Well fare ye, fellows! ye are glad to-night;
 What thing is it that brings you such delight?
 We be not merry here.”
 Then one stepped forth,
 And said: “Sooth, Ospak, but of little worth
 Our talk was; yet these wandering churles are full
 Of meat and drink, and need no rope to pull
 Wild words and gleesome from them.”
 “Bring them here,”
 Said Ospak, “they may mend our doleful cheer.”
 

 So from the lower end they came, ill clad,
 Houseless, unwashen, yet with faces glad,
 If for a while; yet somewhat timorous, too,
 With such great men as these to have to do,
 Although to fear was drink a noble shield.
 

 “Well, fellows, what fair tidings are afield?”
 Said Ospak, “and whence come ye?”
 The first man
 Turned leering eyes on Bodli’s visage wan,
 And o’er his face there spread a cunning grin.
 But just as he his first word would begin,
 The other, drunker, and a thought more wise
 Maybe for that, said, screwing up his eyes,
 “Say-all-you-know shall go with clouted head.”
 

 “Say-nought-at-all is beaten,” Ospak said,
 “If, with his belly full of great men’s meat
 He has no care to make his speeches sweet.”
 

 “Be not wrath, son of Oswif,” said the first;
 “Now I am full I care not for the worst
 That haps to-night; yet Mistress Gudrun there—”
 

  “Tush!” said the second, “thou art full of care
 For a man full of drink. Come, let her say
 That as we came so shall we go away,
 And all is soon told.”
 Ospak laughed thereat, 
 As sprawling o’er the laden board he sat,
 His cheek close to his cup; but Gudrun turned
 Unto him, pale, although her vexed heart burned
 With fresh desire, and a great agony
 Of hope strove in her.
 “Tell thy tale to me
 And have a gift therefor,” she said: “behold!
 My finger is no better for this gold!
 Draw it off swiftly!”
 Then she reached her hand
 Out to the man, who wondering there did stand
 Beholding it, half sobered by her face;
 Nor durst he touch the ring.
 “Unto this place
 From Burgfirth did we come,” he said, “and there,
 Around a new-beached ship folk held a fair — 
 Kálf Asgeirson, men said, the skipper was — 
 But others to and fro did I see pass.”
 

 Still Ospak chuckled, lolling o’er his drink,
 Nor any whit hereat did Gudrun shrink,
 But Bodli rose up, and the hall ‘gan pace,
 As on the last time when in that same place
 Kiartan and he and she together were;
 And on this day of anguish and of fear,
 Well-nigh his weary heart began to deem
 That that past day did but begin a dream
 From which he needs must wake up presently,
 Those lovers in each other’s arms to see, 
 To feel himself heart-whole and innocent;
 “Yea, yea, a many people came and went
 About the ship,” he heard the first guest say;
 “Gudmund and Thurid did I see that day,
 And Asgeir and his daughter, and they stood
 About a man, whose kirtle, red as blood,
 Was fine as a king’s raiment.”
 Ospak here

 Put up his left hand slowly to his ear,
 As one who hearkens, smiling therewithal,
 And now there fell a silence on the hall,
 As the man said:
 “I had not seen before
 This fair tall man, who in his sword-belt bore
 A wondrous weapon, gemmed, and wrought with gold;
 Too mean a man I was to be so bold
 As in that place to ask about his name.

 — Yet certes, mistress, to my mind it came,
 That, if tales lied not, this was even he
 Men said should wed a bride across the sea
 And be a king — e’en Kiartan Olafson.”
 

 He looked about him when his speech was done
 As one who feareth somewhat, but the word
 He last had said, nought new belike had stirred
 In those three hearts; Bodli still paced the floor
 With downcast eyes, that sometimes to the door
 Were lifted; Ospak beat upon the board
 A swift tune with his hand; without a word 
 The gold ring from her finger Gudrun drew
 And gave it to the man; and Ospak knew
 A gift of Bodli Thorleikson therein,
 Given when first her promise he did win.
 Yet little wisdom seemed it to those men
 About the dais to abide as then,
 Though one turned o’er his shoulder as he went,
 And saw how Ospak unto Gudrun leant
 And nodded head at Bodli, and meanwhile
 Thrust his forefinger with a mocking smile
 At his own breast; but Gudrun saw him not,
 Though their eyes met, nay, rather scarce had got
 A thought of Bodli in her heart, for still
 ‘Kiartan come back again,’ her soul did fill,
 ‘And I shall see him soon, with what changed eyes!’
 

 And now did night o’er the world’s miseries
 Draw her dark veil, yet men with stolen light
 Must win from restless day a restless night;
 Then Gudrun ‘gan bestir her, with a smile
 Talking of common things a little while,
 For Bodli to his seat had come again

 And sat him down, though labour spent in vain
 It was to speak to him; dull the night went,
 And there the most of men were well content
 When bed-time came at last. Then one by one
 They left the hall till Bodli sat alone
 Within the high-seat. No thought then he had
 Clear to himself, except that all was bad
 That henceforth was to come to him; the night
 Went through its changes, light waned after light,
 Until but one was left far down the hall
 Casting a feeble circle on the wall,
 Making the well-known things as strange as death;
 Then through the windows came the night’s last breath,
 And ‘gainst the yellow glimmer they showed blue
 As the late summer dawn o’er Iceland drew;
 And still he sat there, noting nought at all
 Till at his back he heard a light footfall,
 And fell a-trembling, yet he knew not why;
 Nor durst he turn to look, till presently
 He knew a figure was beside him, white
 In the half dusk of the departing night,
 For the last light had died; therewith he strove
 To cry aloud, and might not, his tongue clove
 Unto his mouth, no power he had to stand
 Upon his feet, he might not bring his hand,
 How much soe’er he tried, to his sword’s hilt;
 It seemed to him his sorrow and his guilt
 Stood there in bodily form before his eyes,
 Yet, when a dreadful voice did now arise
 He knew that Gudrun spake:
 “I came again
 Because I lay awake, and thought how men
 Have told of traitors, and I needs must see
 How such an one to-night would look to me.
 Night hides thee not, O Bodli Thorleikson,
 Nor shall death hide from thee what thou hast done. 

 — What! — thou art grown afraid, thou tremblest then
 Because I name death, seed of fearless men?
 Fear not, I bear no sword, Kiartan is kind,
 He will not slay thee because he was blind
 And took thee for a true man time a-gone.

 — My curse upon thee! Knowst thou how alone
 Thy deed hath made me? Dreamest thou what pain
 Burns in me now when he has come again?
 Now, when the longed-for sun has risen at last
 To light an empty world whence all has passed
 Of joy and hope — great is thy gain herein I
 A bitter broken thing to seem to win,
 A soul the fruit of lies shall yet make vile;
 A body for thy base lust to defile,
 If thou durst come anigh me any more,
 Now I have curst thee, that thy mother bore
 So base a wretch among good men to dwell,
 That thou mightst build me up this hot-walled hell.

 — I curse thee now, while good and evil strive
 Within me, but if longer I shall live
 What shall my curse be then? myself so curst,
 That nought shall then be left me but the worst,
 That God shall mock himself for making me.”
 

 Breathless she stopped, but Bodli helplessly
 Put forth his hands till he gained speech, and said
 In a low voice, “Would God that I were dead!
 And yet a word from him I hope to have
 Kinder than this before I reach the grave!”
 

 “Yea, he is kind, yea, he is kind!” she cried,
 “He loveth all, and casts his kindness wide
 Even as God; nor loves me more than God
 Loves one among us crawlers o’er earth’s sod.
 And who knows how I love him? how I hate
 Each face on which he looks compassionate!

 — God help me! I am talking of my love
 To thee! and such a traitor I may prove
 As thou hast, ere the tale is fully done.”
 

 She turned from him therewith to get her gone,
 But lingered yet, as waiting till he spake.
 Day dawned apace, the sparrows ‘gan to wake

 Within the eaves; the trumpet of the swan
 Sounded from far; the morn’s cold wind, that ran
 O’er the hall’s hangings, reached her unbound hair,
 And drave the night-gear round her body fair,
 And stirred the rushes by her naked feet:
 Most fair she was — their eyes a while did meet,
 In a strange look, he rose with haggard face
 And trembling lips, that body to embrace,
 For which all peace for ever he had lost,
 But wildly o’er her head her arms she tossed,
 And with one dreadful look she fled away
 And left him ‘twixt the dark night and the day,
 ‘Twixt good and ill, ‘twixt love and struggling hate,
 The coming hours of restless pain to wait.
 

The Yule feast at Bathstead.
 

NOW the days wore, and nowise Kiartan stirred,
 Or seemed as he would stir, and no man heard
 Speech from him of the twain, for good or ill;
 Yet was his father Olaf anxious still,
 And doubted that the smouldering fire might blaze,
 For drearily did Kiartan pass his days
 After a while, and ever silently
 Would sit and watch the weary sun go by,
 Feeling as though the heart in him were dead.
 

 Kálf Asgeirson came to the Peacock’s stead
 With Refna, more than once that autumn-tide;
 And at the last folk ‘gan to whisper wide
 That she was meet for him, if anyone
 Might now mate Kiartan, since Gudrun was gone.
 If Kiartan heard this rumour I know not,
 But Refna heard it and her heart waxed hot
 With foolish hopes; for one of those she was
 Who seem across the weary earth to pass,
 That they may show what burden folk may bear
 Of unrequited love, nor drawing near
 The goal they aim at, die amidst the noise

 Of clashing lusts with scarce-complaining voice.
 God wot that Kiartan in his bitter need
 To her kind eyes could pay but little heed;
 Yet did he note that she looked kind on him, 
 Nor yet had all his kindness grown so dim
 That he might pass her by all utterly,
 And thereof came full many a biting lie.
 Now as the time drew on toward Yule once more,
 Did Oswif send, as his wont was of yore,
 To bid the men of Herdholt to the feast;
 And howso things had changed, both most and least
 ‘Gan make them ready, all but Kiartan, who
 That morn went wandering aimless to and fro
 Amid the bustling groups, and spake no word.
 To whom came Olaf when thereof he heard,
 And spake with anxious face: “O noble son,
 Wilt thou still harbour wrath for what is done?
 Nay, let the past be past; young art thou yet,
 And many another honour mayst thou get,
 And many another love.”
 Kiartan turned round,
 And said, “Yea, good sooth, love doth much abound
 In this kind world! Lo! one more loved my love
 Than I had deemed of — thus it oft shall prove!”
 

 So spake he sneering and high-voiced, then said,
 As he beheld his father’s grizzled head
 And puckered brow: “What wouldst thou, father? see
 Here in thy house do I sit quietly,
 And let all folk live even suchlike life
 As they love best; and wilt thou wake up strife?”
 

 “Nay, nay, son; but thou knowest that thy mood, 
 So lonely here, shall bring thee little good;
 Thy grief grows greater as thou nursest it,
 Nor ‘neath thy burden ever shalt thou sit
 As it increases on thee; then shall come
 A dreadful tale on this once happy home.
 Come rather, show all men thou wilt have peace

 By meeting them, and it shall bring thee ease,
 That sight once over, to think how thou art
 A brave man still, not sitting with crushed heart
 Amid the stirring world.”
 Then Kiartan gazed
 Long on his father, as a man amazed,
 But said at last: “Ah, thou must have thy will!
 God wot I looked that the long days would kill
 This bitter longing, if unfed it were
 By sights and sounds. Now let the long days bear
 Their fated burden! I will go with thee.”
 

 So like a dreaming man did Kiartan see
 That place which once seemed holy in his eyes;
 No cry of fury to his lips did rise
 When o’er the threshold first he went, and saw
 Bodli the son of Thorleik towards him draw,
 Blood-red for shame at first, then pale for shame,
 As from his lips the old kind speeches came,
 And hand met hand. Coldly he spake, and said:
 

 “Be merry, Bodli; thou art nobly wed! 
 Thou hadst the toil, and now the due reward
 Is fallen to thee.”
 Then, like a cutting sword,
 A sharp pain pierced him, as he saw far off
 Gudrun’s grey eyes turn, with a spoken scoff,
 To meet his own; and there the two men stood,
 Each knowing somewhat of the other’s mood,
 Yet scarce the master-key thereto; still stared
 Kiartan at Gudrun; and his heart grew hard
 With his despair: but toward him Bodli yearned,
 As one who well that bitter task had learned;
 And now he reached once more to him his hand,
 But moveless for a while did Kiartan stand,
 And had in heart to get him back again:
 Yet with strong will he put aback his pain,
 And passed by Bodli, noting him no whit,
 And coldly at the feast that day did sit,
 In outward seeming; and Gudrun no less
 Sat in her place in perfect loveliness,

 Untouched by passion: Bodli in meanwhile
 From Kiartan’s grave brow unto Gudrun’s smile
 Kept glancing, and in feverish eager wise
 Strove to pierce through the mask of bitter lies
 That hid the bitter truth; and still must fear,
 Lest from the feast’s noise he a shriek should hear,
 When the thin dream-veil, torn across, should show
 That in the very hell he lay alow.
 

 Men say that when the guests must leave the place, 
 Bodli with good gifts many a man did grace,
 And at the last bade bring up to the door
 Three goodly horses such as ne’er before
 Had Iceland seen, and turned his mournful eyes
 To Kiartan’s face, stern with the memories
 Of many a past departing, bitter-sweet,
 And said:
 “O cousin, O my friend, unmeet
 Is aught that here I have, for thy great fame,
 Yet if it please thee still to be the same
 As thou hast been to us, take these of me.”
 

 But as men crowded round about to see
 The goodly steeds, spake Kiartan in low voice:
 “Strive not with fate, for thou hast made thy choice;
 Thy gifts, thy love, may scarce now heal my heart — 

 — Look not so kind — God keep us well apart!”
 

 No more they spake as then, but straightway rode
 The Herdholt men unto their fair abode;
 And so it fell that on the homeward way
 ‘Gan Olaf to his well-loved son to say:
 

 “Kiartan, howe’er the heart in thee did burn,
 Unto no evil did this meeting turn;
 Yet would that thou hadst taken gifts from him!
 Now thou wilt go again?”
 “My eyes are dim,
 Belike, O father, with my bitter pain;
 Yet doubt thou not but I shall go again, 
 E’en as I doubt not that fresh misery
 I there shall gather as the days pass by.
 Would I could tell thee all I think, and how
 I deem thy wise hand dreadful seed doth sow!”
 

Kiartan weds Refna.
 

I THINK that Gudrun on the morrow morn
 Deemed herself yet more wretched and forlorn
 Than e’er before; I deem that Kiartan woke
 And found it harder yet to bear the yoke
 Than in past days — their eyes had met at last,
 No look of anger from them had been cast
 Sweet words might take away; no look of woe
 A touch might turn to pleasure, none can know
 But those who know the torturer Love, the bliss
 That heals the stripes those bear who still are his.
 Who knows what tale had been to tell, if she
 Had met his first proud look all tearfully,
 With weak imploring looks? Ah, sore she yearned
 To cry aloud the things that in her burned,
 To cast aside all fear and shame, and kneel
 Before his feet, so she his lips might feel
 Once more as in the old days; but, alas!
 A wall of shame and wrong betwixt them was,
 Nor could the past deeds ever be undone.
 Sometimes it might be when they were alone
 In quiet times — in evening twilight, when 
 Far off and softened came the voice of men;
 Or, better yet, the murmur of the sea
 Smote on the hearts of either peacefully,
 Each to each kind would seem; until there came
 The backward rush of pain and bitter blame
 Unanswerable, cold, blighting, as the sea,
 Let in o’er flowers— ‘Why didst thou so to me,
 To me of all the world? while others strove
 We looked to hold the sweetness of our love.
 Yea, if earth failed beneath our feet — and now
 How is the sweet turned bitter! — yea, and thou
 Art just so nigh to me, that still thou art
 A restless anguish to my craving heart.’
 

  Take note too midst all this, that Gudrun heard
 Rumoured about this added bitter word,
 That Refna, Asgeir’s daughter, looked to wear
 The coif the Norway queen had meant for her,
 When Kiartan left that broken heart behind;
 For that tale too her hungry ears must find.
 Then would she clean forget all other woe,
 In thinking how she dreamed the days would go,
 That while she waited doubting nought of him;
 Then would the past and future wax all dim
 In brooding o’er that unaccomplished bliss,
 In moaning to herself, ‘twixt kiss and kiss
 The things she would have said, in picturing,
 As in the hopeful time, how arms would cling
 About her, and sweet eyes, unsatisfied 
 E’en with the fullness of all bliss, would hide
 No love from her — and she forgot those eyes
 What they were now, all dulled with miseries;
 And she forgot the sorrow of the heart
 That fate and time from hers had thrust apart.
 Still wrong bred wrong within her, day by day
 Some little speck of kindness fell away,
 Till in her heart naked desire alone
 Was left, the one thing not to be undone.
 Then would the jealous flame in such wise burn
 Within her, that to Bodli would she turn,
 And madden him with fond caressing touch
 And tender word; and he, worn overmuch
 With useless striving, still his heart would blind,
 Unto the dread awaking he should find.
 

 Doubt not, that of this too had Kiartan heard,
 If nought but idle babbling men had stirred,
 But more there was; for the fierce-hearted fools,
 The sons of Oswif, made these twain their tools
 To satisfy their envious hate; for they
 Waxed eviller-hearted as day followed day,
 Grudging the Peacock’s house its luck and fame;
 And when into their household Bodli came,
 In such wise as ye know, with hate and scorn,
 Which still they had, of his grave face and worn,

 A joy began to mingle presently,
 A thought that they through him might get to see
 Herdholt beneath their feet in grief and shame;
 So cunningly they turned them to the game
 As such men will, and scattered wide the seeds,
 Lies, and words half-true, of the bitterest deeds.
 For doubt not, kindly-natured though he were,
 That Kiartan too was changing: who would hear
 Such things as once he heard, from one who went
 ‘Twixt the two houses, with no ill intent,
 But blabbing and a fool, well stuffed with lies,
 At Ospak’s hands — for in most loving wise
 The new-wed folk lived now, he said; soon too
 He deemed would Bodli draw to him a crew,
 And take ship for the southlands: “Nought at all
 Was talked of last night in the Bathstead hall,
 But about England and King Ethelred.”
 

 “Well, and was Gudrun merry?” Haldor said,
 Yet stammered saying it, ‘neath Kiartan’s frown,
 Who cleared his brow though, nor e’en looked adown
 As the man answered, smiling, pleased to show
 That he somewhat of great folk’s minds did know:
 

 “Yea, many, was she merry. Good cause why,
 For she will go with Bodli certainly,
 And win such fame as women love to do;
 Ye well may wot he saith no nay thereto,
 If she but ask him; they sat hand in hand

 As if no folk were left in all the land
 Except themselves.”
 He stayed his talk hereat, 
 For men looked strangely on him as he sat
 Smiling and careless, casting words that bit
 Like poisoned darts: no less did Kiartan sit
 With unchanged face, nor rose to go away,
 Yea, even strove within himself to say:
 ‘Good luck go with them! mine she cannot be,
 May she be happy, here, or over sea!
 Why should I wish aught ill on them to fall.’
 

 And yet, indeed, a flood of bitterest gall
 Swept o’er his heart; despite himself he thought:
 ‘So now, to lonely ways behold me brought,
 She will not miss me more — so change the days,
 And Bodli’s loving looks and Bodli’s praise
 Shall be enough for her. I am alone,
 And ne’er shall be aught else — would I were gone
 From where none need me now — belike my fame
 Shall be forgotten, wrapped in Bodli’s name,
 E’en as my kisses on the lips, that once
 Trembled with longing through the change of suns — 
 Those years in Norway shall be blotted out
 From song and story — yea, or men shall doubt
 If I or Bodli there that praise did win — 
 What say I, for I deem that men begin
 To doubt if e’er I loved my love at all!’
 

 So thought he, mid the clamour of the hall,
 Where few men knew his heart, but rather thought
 That he began now somewhat to be brought 
 From out his gloom; withal, time wore away,
 And certainly as day comes after day,
 So change comes after change in minds of men;
 So otherwise he ‘gan to be, than when
 In early days his pain, nigh cherished, clung
 Unto his wounded heart; belike it stung
 Bitterer at whiles, now that he knew his life,
 And hardened him to meet the lingering strife
 ‘Gainst the cold world that would not think of him
 Too much. The kindness of old days waxed dim
 Within his heart; he hearkened when men spake

 Hard things about his love, for whose dear sake
 Had fame once seemed so light a thing to win.
 A blacker deed now seemed his fellow’s sin
 When lesser seemed the prize that it did gain;
 Little by little from his bitter pain
 Fell off the softening veil of tenderness;
 Moody and brooding was he none the less,
 And all the world, with all its good and ill,
 Seemed nothing meet to move his sluggish will.
 And now a whole long year had passed, since he
 Stood wildered by the borders of the sea
 ‘Neath his first sorrow. Herdholt late had seen
 A noble feast, and thereat had there been
 Among the guests Refna, the tender maid;
 Gentle of mood, and pale, with head down-weighed
 She sat amidst the feast; and Kiartan saw
 That much she changed as he anigh did draw,
 That her eyes brightened, and a sprightlier grace 
 Came o’er her lips, and colour lit her face.
 And so when all the guests therefrom were gone,
 Thurid, his sister, sat with him alone
 Close upon sunset; thoughtful now was she,
 He gayer than it was his wont to be,
 And many things he spake to her; at last
 The absent look from off her face she cast,
 For she had listened little; and she said;
 “Yea, brother, is she not a lovesome maid?”
 


  

 He started, “Who?” he said, “I noted not.”
 

 She smiled, “Nay, then is beauty soon forgot;
 Yet if I were a man, not old or wise,
 Methinks I should remember wide grey eyes,
 Lips like a scarlet thread, skin lily-white,
 Round chin, smooth brow ‘neath the dark hair’s delight,
 Fair neck, slim hands, and dainty limbs, well hid,
 Since unto most of men doth fate forbid
 To hold them as their own.”
 A dark cloud spread
 O’er Kiartan’s face: “Sister, forbear,” he said;
 “I am no lover, unto me but nought
 Are these things grown.”
 Nigher her face she brought
 To his, and said: “And yet were I a man,

 And noted how the love of me began
 To move within the heart of such a maid
 As Refna is, not soon her face would fade
 From out my memory.”
 “Nay, nay, thou sayst
 Fools’ words,” he said, “and every word dost waste;
 Who shall love broken men like unto me?”
 

 And therewithal he sprang up angrily
 And would be gone: she stayed him: “Were it so
 That over well she loved; what wouldst thou do?”
 

 “What should I do?” he said; “I have no heart
 To give away, let her e’en act my part
 And find the days right dreary, yet live on.”
 

 “Methinks,” she said, “the end will soon be won
 For her, poor maid! surely she waneth fast.”
 

 And Thurid sighed withal; but Kiartan passed
 Swiftly away from her: and yet he went
 Unto his bed that night less ill content,
 And ere he slept, of Ingibiorg he thought,
 And all the pleasure her sweet love had brought
 While he was with her; and this maid did seem
 Like her come back amidst a happy dream.
 The next morn came, and through his dreariness
 A sweet thought somewhat did his heart caress;
 Howe’er he put it from him, back it came
 Until it gathered shape, and took the name
 Of pity, and seemed worthy to be nursed.
 So wore the days, and life seemed not so cursed 
 With this to think of — this so set apart
 From all the misery that wrung his heart;
 Until the sweet ruth grew, until he deemed
 That yet perchance her love was only dreamed,
 That she was heart-whole, yea, or loved indeed
 But for another man was in such need:
 And at that thought blank grew the world again,
 And his old pain was shot across with pain
 As woof hides warp. Ah, well! what will you have?
 This was a man some shreds of joy to save
 From out the wreck, if so he might, to win
 Some garden from the waste, and dwell therein.
 And yet he lingered long, or e’er he told

 His heart that it another name might hold
 With that of the lost Gudrun. Time and sight
 Made Refna’s love clear as the noonday light;
 Yea, nowise hard it was for him to think
 That she without this joy would quickly sink
 Into death’s arms — and she, she to fade thus
 God’s latest marvel! eyes so piteous
 With such sweet longing, midst her beauty rare,
 As though they said, ‘Nought worthy thee is here,
 Yet help me if thou canst: yet, if I die,
 Like sweet embalmment round my heart shall lie
 This love, this love, this love I have for thee;
 Look once again before thou leavest me!’
 

 She died not wholly joyless; they were wed,
 When twenty changing moons their light had shed 
 On the dark waves of Burgfirth, since in trust
 Of Gudrun’s love, over the bridge new thrust
 From out the ship, the much-praised Kiartan ran.
 So strangely shift men’s lives in little span.
 

The Sword comes back without the Scabbard.
 

WHEN of this wedding first came tidings true
 To Bathstead, then it was that Gudrun knew
 How much of hope had been before that day
 Within her heart; now, when a cast-away
 Upon the lonely rocks of life, she was
 With nought to help whate’er might come to pass;
 Deaf, dumb, and blind, long hours she went about
 Her father’s house, till folk began to doubt
 If she would ever speak a word again;
 Nay, scarce yet could she think about her pain,
 Or e’en know what it was, but seemed to face
 Some huge blank wall within a lonely place.
 And Bodli watched her with a burning heart

 Baffled and beaten back, yet for his part
 Something like hope ‘gan flit before his eyes,
 Hope of some change e’en if new miseries
 Wrapped it about.
 As on a day she went
 Slow-footed through the hall without intent,
 Taking no heed of aught, of Kiartan’s name
 She heard one speak, and to her stunned heart came 
 A flash of hope and pain, against her will
 Her foot must stay her, and she stood there still,
 And turning round she saw where Ospak stood,
 And slowly talking in a sullen mood
 Unto his brother Thorolf; but they made
 As though they saw her not, and Ospak said:
 

 “Thou art young, Thorolf, and thy words are vain,
 So it has been, so it shall be again,
 One man shall deem all others made for him,
 And ‘neath his greatness shall all fame grow dim;
 Till on a day men try if he is man
 Eh! what then falleth — let him, if he can
 Play Thor among the mannikins, and cast
 The swords aback when he is caught at last.”
 

 “Hist!” Thorolf said; “there sister Gudrun goes!
 Kiartan has froze her heart up: stand we close!”
 

 Then Ospak laughed: “She will not hear us yet,
 She hath a hope she cannot quite forget,
 That he who twice has flung her love aside,
 Will come some day to claim her as his bride,
 When he has slain our long-faced champion there!
 Good sooth, the house of Hauskuld waxeth fair,
 We shall have kings in Iceland ere our day
 Is quite gone by.”
 Slowly she gat away
 Stung to the heart by those coarse words of hate, 
 Wondering withal what new thought lay in wait
 To change her life; she sat her down alone
 And covered up her face, and one by one
 Strove to recall the happy days past by,
 And wondering why they past so happily
 While yet none strove for happiness; at last
 She raised her head up and a glance she cast
 Unto the open door and down the hall

 A streak of sun on Bodli’s head did fall
 As he turned round and saw her; then she said
 Unto herself: ‘Nay, then, love is not dead
 Since Bodli lives: why should I hate him then
 Because he heeded not the shame of men
 Amidst his love? but thou, I once called love,
 On whom I flung my heart, with whom I strove
 For ever, thy weak measured love to make
 Equal to mine, what didst thou for my sake?
 Thy soul is saved, thy fame is won, and thou
 Hast a fair damsel’s arms about thee now — 
 Not mine — and thou art happy. Who can tell,
 O Bodli Thorleikson, but down in hell
 We twain shall love, and love, and love again,
 When the first wave of the eternal pain
 Has washed our folly from us, and I know
 Why upon earth I loved a weak heart so
 That loved me not, while I was ice to thee,
 O loving lovesome traitor.”
 Wearily
 She hung her head with parted lips awhile, 
 Silent she sat, until a bitter smile
 Bemocked her face: “Yet if I call thee love,
 And kiss thee with sweet kisses, such as move
 Great men to great deeds, trust me not too much,
 But think of honied words and tremulous touch
 As things that slay. If Kiartan lay there dead,
 How I should love him!”
 Once more sank her head,
 And long she sat in silence, till at last
 She heard how Bodli toward her bower passed,
 And rose and met him coldly, with no sign
 That anywise her vexed heart did incline
 To ease the bitter burden that he bore.
 

 Unheeding all, the year moved as before,
 And autumn came again. What hearts soe’er
 The younger folk each unto each might bear
 Olaf and Oswif chose to shut their eyes,
 And close their ears, as peaceful men and wise,
 And make believe that nought amiss there was
 ‘Twixt the two houses; so it came to pass
 That Bathstead to the Herdholt feast did go

 At autumn-tide once more at least; and though
 Kiartan was loth enow those folk to face,
 Yet so hard Olaf prayed that he would grace
 His father’s house with his great fame, and sit,
 Yet once again while he might look at it,
 A glory to the feast, that he put by
 His doubts once more, and there with troubled eye 
 Noted the twain among the Bathstead crowd,
 And Oswif’s ill sons, insolent and loud,
 And turned pale when the words of greeting came
 From out his lips. Meanwhile, with shrinking shame
 And anxious heart, did Refna gaze upon
 Gudrun’s great beauty, deeming she had won
 A troublous lot; and Kiartan, noting that,
 And how scarce like the mistress there she sat,
 Yet to his eyes seemed fairer, because love
 Had forged the fear that so her heart did move,
 Grew wroth that still so many memories
 Must vex his heart, and turn aside his eyes
 To Gudrun, the world’s wonder there, whose face,
 Now coldly watchful, scanned the busy place.
 

 Men say that at this feast three things betid,
 Whereby the flame the elders deemed well hid,
 Showed through the heap of smouldering love and hate.
 First, when the new-come guests did stand and wait
 Till they were marshalled to their seats, the maid
 Who did this for the women turned and said
 To Kiartan, “Who the high-seat fills to-day
 Beside the goodwife?”
 In most bright array
 Stood Gudrun, gazing ever at the bride,
 As though she saw not anything beside;
 And Kiartan noted her, and therewith deemed
 That in her eyes a look of hate there gleamed,
 And saw withal Refna’s soft eyes fall down 
 Before hers; then he spake out, with a frown:
 

 “Nay, thou art foolish, damsel: who shall sit
 In the best place, if I may deal with it,
 Saving my wife?” But as he said the word,
 The struggling devil so his vexed heart stirred,
 That he must look at Gudrun; their eyes met,

 Paler she grew than he had seen her yet,
 Then red as blood; but he waxed wroth and said:
 

 “Ah, wert thou e’en so foolish, then, O maid?
 For such a guest belike we have got here
 As thinketh everything of great or dear,
 Honour, and hearts of men, and women’s tears
 Are but for her.” Then tingling took the ears
 Of those that stood thereby; as he strode off,
 Gudrun’s cold smile was bitterer than a scoff
 Spoken aloud: but Ospak laughed, and said
 In a loud whisper, close to Bodli’s head:
 

 “Nay, thou shalt have to fight for Gudrun yet,
 Even though Refna did the bride-bed get.
 He deems our sister may not quench the thought
 Of all the joy she erst to Herdholt brought.
 Ah, we shall yet see Refna lie a-cold,
 Brother-in-law, unless thou waxest bold.”
 

 Such a beginning to the feast there was.
 

 Moreover, the next day it came to pass, 
 As folk ere supper sported in the hall,
 That unto her did goodwife Thorgerd call
 The gentle Refna, bidding her as one
 Who well might bid, to do the rich coif on,
 The wonder of the Greeks, the fair queen’s gift:
 Then Refna reddened, and her eyes did lift
 To Kiartan, e’en as asking him thereof;
 But he spake nought, her soft look might not move
 His heart from deep thought; so she went her ways,
 Scarce happy ‘neath his far-off moody gaze,
 And came back glittering like a new-born star,
 And sat upon the dais seen afar
 Down the dusk hall. Then Ospak noted how
 Gudrun turned pale, and he his teeth did show
 Like a crossed hound, and muttered:
 “Past belief,
 As men may deem it, sister, yet a thief
 Asgeir begat; for longeth not that gold
 To Bathstead, if the tale be rightly told?”
 

 Now Kiartan seemed to wake as from a dream,
 When in the torches’ flare that gold did gleam,
 And went across to Refna’s side, and said,

 Smiling and whispering: “More I love thy head
 Uncovered, O my love; yea, and withal,
 Sharp swords thy helm from out their sheaths may call:
 Look down there, how the sons of Oswif scowl
 Around poor Bodli’s face; the storm doth growl
 Afar already — nay, nay, fear thee nought! — 
 But good I deemed it thou shouldst know my thought.”
 

 Sour and sick-hearted Gudrun turned away,
 Noting how Kiartan’s hand on Refna’s lay,
 And how their cheeks were close each unto each.
 And Refna’s eyes that love did so beseech,
 Her soft mouth, tremulous with longing sore
 For yet more kisses, long time hung before
 Her weary eyes upon that weary night,
 Yea, and till mirth of men was slain by light.
 

 Hearken once more: the morn the guests should go,
 About the stead Kiartan went to and fro,
 Busied in such things, as his father’s son,
 For honour’s very sake, must see well done;
 And as he ordered how the folk should ride,
 His sword, ‘The King’s Gift’ named, which by his side
 Was ever wont to hang, upon his bed
 He left awhile, and, when the guests were sped,
 Came back to seek the same, and found it gone.
 Then questioning there was of everyone,
 And mighty trouble; An the Black meanwhile,
 A sturdy house-carle, slipped out with a smile,
 Just as old Olaf to his son ‘gan talk
 In such wise:
 “Son, hate far abroad will walk
 E’en when new-born, although we nurse it not:
 Now my heart tells me much must be forgot,
 Many words hidden, many sights be seen 
 By thine eyes only, son, if I, between
 Death and the end of life shall see thee last;
 And hold thy living hands as life goes past,
 Mine eyes a-waxing dim: wait then, and hope:

 Thou shalt grow stronger with the world to cope,
 If thou sitst down with patience, casting not
 Long days and sweet on drawing of a lot.”
 Such things and more he spake, and Kiartan heard
 With kind eyes, if his heart were little stirred.
 But, as they sat and talked thereof, came back,
 Smiling, but panting sorely, An the Black,
 And in his cloak he carried something wrapped.
 

 “Well,” Olaf said, “and what new thing hath happed?”
 

 “Soon told,” said An; “I followed them afar,
 Knowing what thieves those Bathstead skinkers are,
 And at the peat moss where the road doth wind
 About the dale, young Thorolf lagged behind;
 I saw him take a something from his cloak,
 And thrust it down just were the stream doth soak
 The softest through the peat; then swift again
 Ride on: so when they might not see me plain,
 O ho, says I, and comes up to the place,
 And here and there I peer with careful face
 Until at last I draw this fair thing forth;

 — A pity though, the scabbard is of worth!
 Clean gone it is.”
 Then from his cloak he drew
 ‘The King’s Gift’ bright and naked. Olaf grew
 Joyous thereover, praising An right well.
 But Kiartan ‘gan to gloom: “Ah, who can tell,”
 He muttered, as he took the sword to him,
 “But this shall end the troublous tale and dim? — 
 Well, I at least cast not the sheath away;
 Bewail not ye too much, who have to pay
 For pleasure gained; his may the worst hap be,
 Who best can bear the pain and misery.”
 

The Stealing of the Coif
 

NOW howso Olaf bade An hold his peace,
 And Kiartan promised he would nowise cease
 To show a good face to the world on all
 That ‘twixt the houses yet might chance to fall,
 Certain it is, that ere long, far and wide
 The tale was known, throughout the country-side;
 Nay, more than this, to Kiartan’s ears it came
 That Oswif’s sons deemed they had cast a shame
 On Herdholt, and must mock him openly
 And call him ‘Mire-blade,’ e’en when those were by
 Who held him of the most account; no less
 Kiartan was moved not from his quietness,
 Nor did aught hap ‘twixt autumn and Yule-tide;
 Then men at Herdholt busied them to ride
 To Bathstead once again, and Olaf said:
 

 “Wilt thou once more be guided by my head,
 Son Kiartan, and with brave heart go to face
 The troublous things that wait thee in that place?”
 

 “Well,” Kiartan said, “if so I deemed, that fate
 Might be turned back of men, or foolish hate
 Die out for lack of fuel, no more would I
 Unto the Bathstead hall-door draw anigh;
 But forasmuch as now I know full well,
 That the same story there shall be to tell
 Whether I go, or whether I refrain,
 Let all be as thou wilt; and yet we twain
 Not oft again, O father, side by side
 Unto this merry-making place shall ride.”
 

 Then Olaf sighed, as though indeed he knew
 To what an end his latter days now drew.
 

 So now all folk were ready there, but when
 The women came their ways to meet the men,
 Said Thorgerd unto Refna: “Well, this tide
 Thou hast the coif, no doubt, and like a bride
 Hast heart to look midst those whose hearts are cold
 To thee and thine.”
 Then Refna did behold
 Thorgerd’s stern face in trembling wise, and said:

 “Nay, goodwife, what fair cloth may coif my head
 Shall matter little mid the many things
 Men have to talk of: rise and fall of kings 
 And changes of the world: within my chest
 The coif lies.”
 “There,” said Kiartan, “might it rest
 For thee and me, sweet; yet I mind indeed
 When I, a froward child, deemed I had need
 Of some sharp glittering thing, as axe or knife,
 But little would my mother raise up strife
 With me therefor, and even as I would
 I cut myself: so if she think this good
 Let fetch the Queen’s Gift.”
 Refna looked adown
 Shamefaced and puzzled, Thorgerd with a frown
 Turned upon Kiartan, but he smiled in turn,
 And said: “Yea, mother, let the red gold burn
 Among the lights at Bathstead; great am I
 E’en as thou deemst; and men must let pass by
 Their hatred to me, whatso say their hearts;
 Come, open-handed let us play our parts.”
 

 So was the coif brought, and once more they rode
 Unto the door of Oswif’s fair abode;
 And there they feasted merrily enow — 

 — Such of them as were fools, or cared not how
 The next week went — and at the highest tide
 Of all the feast, sat Refna as a bride
 Coifed with the Queen’s Gift; Gudrun stern and cold
 Scarce would the tender face of her behold,
 Or cast a look at Kiartan; rather she
 Did press the hand of Bodli lovingly, 
 Softening her face for him alone of all:
 Then would strange tumult on his spirit fall,
 Mingled of pain and uttermost delight
 To think the whole world had so swerved from right
 To give him pleasure for a little while,
 Nor durst he look upon his old friend’s smile,
 Who, glad with his own manhood seemed to be
 Once more, once more the brave heart frank and free;
 As though at last the trouble and the coil
 That wrapped him round, and made him sadly toil
 Through weary days, had fallen all clean away,

 And smiling he might meet the bitterest day.
 

 So passed the high-tide forth unto its end
 But when at last folk from the place would wend,
 And Refna fain would have the coif of her
 Whose office was to tend the women’s gear — 

 — Lo, it was gone — then Refna trembled sore,
 And passing through the crowd about the door
 Whispered to Kiartan: Ospak stood anigh
 And bit his lips, and watched her eagerly,
 And Kiartan with a side-long glance could see
 His colour come and go, and cried:
 “Let be,
 Light won, light gone! if still it is ‘bove ground,
 Doubt thou not, Refna, it shall yet be found.”
 Folk looked on one another; Thorgerd said,
 Turning on Gudrun: “Small account is made 
 Of great folk’s gifts, then; I have seen the day
 When Egil’s kin a man or two would slay
 For things less worth than this.”
 Her angry frown
 Gudrun met calmly: “Was the thing his own?
 Then let him do e’en as he will with it;
 Small loss it is methinks for her to sit
 Without his old love’s gift upon her head!”
 Ere Thorgerd answered, Kiartan cried, and said:
 “Come swift to saddle! Cousin, ride with me,
 Until we turn the hill anigh the sea;
 I fain would speak with thee a word or twain
 That I have striven to think about in vain
 These last days that we met.”
 Bodli flushed red
 And looked adown: “So be it then,” he said.
 Then stammered and turned pale, and said, “Enow
 Shall one sword be to-day betwixt us two;
 Take thou the rover’s weapon, O fair wife.”
 

 She looked on him, her lovely face was rife
 With many thoughts, but Kiartan’s kindly gaze
 Seemed to bring back the thoughts of happier days
 To both of them, and swift away she passed
 Unto her bower; and men were horsed at last,
 And sharp the hoofs upon the hard way rung.

 So as into the saddle Kiartan swung,
 He leant toward Ospak, and said mockingly: 
 “I love thee — I would not that thou shouldst die;
 So see me not too oft, because I have
 A plague sometimes, that bringeth to the grave,
 Those that come nigh me; live on well and whole!”
 

 Then to his face rushed Ospak’s envious soul,
 His hand fell on his sword-hilt as le shrank
 Back to the doorway, while the fresh air drank
 Kiartan’s clear laughter, as their company
 Rode jingling down unto the hoary sea.
 

 But the last smile from off his face was gone,
 When silent, in a while he rode alone
 With Bodli silent: then he said to him:
 “Thou seest, Bodli, how we twain must swim
 Adown a strange stream — thou art weaponless
 To-day, and certes bides my sword no less
 Within its scabbard — how long shall it last?”
 

 Then Bodli cried, “Until my life is past — 
 Shall I take life from thee as well as love?”
 

 “Nay,” Kiartan said, “be not too sure thereof,
 Bethink thee where by thine own deed thou art
 Betwixt a passionate woman’s hungry heart,
 And the vile envy of a dangerous fool;
 Doubt not but thou art helpless, and the tool
 Of thy mad love, and that ill comes from ill,
 And as a thing begins, so ends it still — 

 — Nay, not to preach to thee I brought thee here,
 Rather to say that the old days are dear,
 Despite of all, unto my weary heart.
 And now methinks from them and thee I part
 This day; not unforgiven, whatsoe’er
 Thou at my hands, or I of thine may bear.
 For I too — shall I guide myself indeed,
 Or rather be so driven by hard need
 That still my hand as in a dream shall be,
 While clearly sees the heart that is in me
 Desires I may not try to bring to pass?
 So since no more it may be as it was
 In the past days, when fair and orderly

 The world before our footsteps seemed to lie,
 Now in this welter wherein we are set,
 Lonely and bare of all, deem we not yet
 That each for each these ill days we have made;
 Rather the more let those good words be weighed
 We spake, when truth and love within us burned,
 Before the lesson of our life was learned.
 What say’s thou? are the days to come forgiven,
 Shall folk remember less that we have striven,
 Than that we loved, when all the tale is told?”
 

 Then long did Bodli Kiartan’s face behold,
 Striving for speech: then said, “Why speak’st thou so?
 Twice over now I seem my deed to do,
 Twice over strive to wake as from a dream,
 That I, once happy, never real may deem, 
 So vile and bitter is it; may thy sword
 If e’er we meet be sharper than thy word,
 And make a speedy end of doubt and strife;
 Fear not to take much from me, taking life!”
 

 Still seemed the air filled with his words when he
 Turned back to Bathstead, and the murmuring sea
 Seemed from afar to speak of rest from pain.
 Then on a little knoll he shortened rein,
 And turned about, and looking toward the hill
 Beheld the spear of Kiartan glittering still,
 When all the rest of him behind the brow
 Was sunken; but the spear sank quickly now,
 And slowly home withal did Bodli ride,
 E’en as he might the coming end to bide.
 

Refna hears Women talking.
 

SO the days wore with nothing new to tell,
 Till spring-tide once more on the country fell,
 Then on a night as Kiartan to his bed
 Would go, still Refna sat with bowed-down head
 And stirred not, nor a while would speak, when he
 Spake to her in kind words and lovingly;
 At last she lifted up a face, wherein
 Somewhat did trouble upon sorrow win,
 And said: 
 “Indeed of all thy grief I knew,
 But deemed if still thou saw’st me kind and true,
 Not asking too much, yet not failing aught
 To show that not far off need love be sought,
 If thou shouldst need love — if thou sawest all this,
 Thou wouldst not grudge to show me what a bliss
 Thy whole love was, by giving unto me
 As unto one who loved thee silently,
 Now and again the broken crumbs thereof:
 Alas! I, having then no part in love,
 Knew not how nought, nought can allay the soul
 Of that sad thirst, but love untouched and whole!
 Kinder than e’er I durst have hoped thou art,
 Forgive me then, that yet my craving heart
 Is so unsatisfied; I know that thou
 Art fain to dream that I am happy now,
 And for that seeming ever do I strive;
 Thy half-love, dearest, keeps me still alive
 To love thee; and I bless it — but at whiles—”
 

 So far she spake till her weak quivering smiles
 Faded before the bitterness of love.
 Her face changed, and her passion ‘gan to move
 Within her breast until the sobs came fast,
 And down upon her hands her face she cast,
 And by the pain of tears her heart did gain
 A little respite; nor might she refrain
 From weeping yet, when Kiartan’s arms she felt
 About her, and for long her fair lips dwelt 
 With hungry longing on his lips, and he

 Spake to her:
 “O poor lover, long may we
 Live upon earth, till lover and beloved
 Each is to each, by one desire moved;
 And whereas thou dost say to me, Forgive,
 Forgive me rather! A short while to live
 Once seemed the longest life of man to me,
 Wherein my love of the old years to see;
 But could I die now, and be born again
 To give my whole heart up to ease thy pain,
 A short while would I choose to live indeed.
 But is it not so, sweet, that thou hast need
 To tell me of a thing late seen or heard?
 Surely by some hap thy dear heart is stirred
 From out its wonted quiet; ease thine heart
 And ‘twixt us twain thy fear and grief depart!”
 

 She looked up: “Yea, kind love, I thought to tell
 Of no great thing that yesterday befell.
 Why should I vex thee with it? Yet thy fame,
 If I must say the word, in question came
 Therein. Yet prithee, mark it not too much!”
 

 He smiled and said: “Nay, be the tidings such
 As mean my death, speak out and hide not aught!”
 

 She sat a little while, as though she thought
 How best to speak, then said: “The day being good, 
 About noon yesterday in peaceful mood
 I wandered by the brook-side, and at last
 Behind a great grey stone myself I cast,
 And slept, as fate would have it; when I woke
 At first I did but note the murmuring brook,
 But as my hearing and my sight did clear
 The sound of women’s voices did I hear,
 And in the stream two maidens did I see,
 Our housefolk, and belike they saw not me,
 Since I lay low adown, and up the stream
 Their faces turned; I from a half-sweet dream,
 I know not what, awaked, no sooner heard
 Their first word, than sick-hearted and afeard
 I grew, the cold and evil world to feel
 So hard it seemed, love, my life to deal:
 Bitterly clear I saw; as if alone

 And dead, I saw the world; by a grey stone
 Within the shallows, washing linen gear
 They stood; their voices sounded sharp and clear;
 Half smiles of pleasure and of goodlihead,
 Shone on their faces, as their rough work sped;
 O God, how bright the world was!”
 A flush came
 Across her face; as stricken by some shame
 She stammered, when she went on: “Thus their speech,
 Broken amid their work mine ear did reach
 As I woke up to care, for the one said,
 ‘Yea, certes, now has Kiartan good end made
 Of all his troubles, things go well enow.’ 
 ‘Over well,’ said the other, ‘didst thou know?’
 ‘Know what?’ the first one said, ‘What knowst thou then?’
 ‘Nay, nought except the certain talk of men.’
 ‘Well, hear I not men too, what wilt thou say?’
 She said, ‘Men talk that this is latter May,
 And Kiartan sitteth still and nought is done
 For the two thefts of Bathstead to atone.’
 ‘Fool!’ saith the first one, ‘shall all fall to strife
 For what in no wise maketh worse their life?’
 ‘Well, well, and what will Refna say thereto?
 Things had been otherwise a while ago;
 Scarce Kiartan’s brother had stripped Gudrun’s head
 Of what she loved, and yet ‘scaped lying dead
 By this time. Ospak, sure, is safe enow.’
 ‘Ah!’ said the other, ‘great things sayest thou!’
 ‘True words I speak, when this I say to thee,
 That glad would Gudrun and our Kiartan be
 If Bodli Thorleikson and Refna lay
 Dead on the earth upon the selfsame day;
 And this from all men’s daily talk I draw;

Old friends are last to sever, saith the saw.’
 

 “This was the last word that I heard, O love,
 For from the place softly I ‘gan to move
 Ere they might see me, and my feet, well taught
 To know the homeward way, my body brought
 Unto my bower; yet scarce I saw the way,
 Rather some place beneath the sod, where lay 
 A few white bones, unnamed, unheeded, while

 Hard by within this bower ‘twixt word and smile
 Was breast strained unto breast of twain I knew — 

 — And needs must part awhile, that I might rue
 My life, my death, my bitter useless birth.
 O Kiartan, over-weary seemed the earth
 Yesterday and to-day; too hard to bear
 Within thine home to be, and see thee. near,
 And think that but for very kindness thou
 Must wish me dead — thou didst not note me, how
 My face was worn with woe throughout that tide,
 Though most men looked on me — for thou must bide
 A weary waiting, and thy woe untold
 Must make thy face at whiles seem hard and cold.

 — Ah me! forgive me that I talk of this!
 Think how my heart ached!”
 For now kiss on kiss
 Did Kiartan shower upon her quivering face,
 Yet, even as their arms did interlace,
 Despite his love and pity, of past years
 He needs must think, of wasted sighs and tears
 And hopes all fallen to nought, and vows undone,
 And many a pleasure from his life seemed gone;
 And sorely his heart smote him for her faith
 So pure and changeless; her love strong as death,
 As kind as God, that nought should satisfy
 Till all the shows of earth had passed her by.
 

Kiartan fetches the price of the Coif from Bathstead.
 

AND now a day or two with brooding face
 Did Kiartan go about from place to place
 And speak few words to any, till one day
 He bade his men see to their war-array,
 For two hours after midnight all and some
 Into the hall to wait his word should come,
 And whoso blabbed, he said, the deed should rue.
 So thitherward in arms that night they drew;
 And Refna trembling lay, while Kiartan clad

 His body in the best war-gear he had,
 And through the hangings did she watch the spears,
 And dreadful seemed the laughter to her ears,
 And red the lamps burned, as with twilight grey
 They mingled: then he turned to go away,
 And kissed her as he spake:
 “Refna, this eve,
 Most like, a noble gift shalt thou receive;
 Do thou thy part to meet it with good grace,
 And gather what thou canst into this place
 Of fiddlers and of glee-men, and with song
 Meet that good gift that comes to heal thy wrong.”
 

 Now Refna durst not ask, What wilt thou then,
 And whither go to-night these all-armed men?
 Because she deemed she knew what word it was 
 That all this clash of arms had brought to pass,
 And sick at heart she grew to think thereof,
 And with her fair white arms made strong by love
 She clung to Kiartan, but he drew her hold
 With gentle hands from off the mail rings cold.
 And kissed her sweet mouth opened now to speak,
 And gat him gone; and she fell back all weak
 Upon her bed, and lying there alone,
 Saw how his war-gear in the bright light shone,
 And heard his cheery voice as he cried loud,
 “To Bathstead, ho!” and then the noisy crowd
 Passed clashing from the hall, and nothing there
 Within a little while might Refna hear,
 But the dawn’s noises, and the loitering tread
 Of some maid getting slowly back to bed;
 So there she lay alone in grief and fear,
 But hope’s fresh voice shuddering she needs must hear
 Whispering wild words, yet sweet, of chance and crime,
 Telling the wondrous ways of slowfoot time.
 

 But now at Bathstead ere they rose that morn,
 Men deemed they heard the winding of a horn,
 And, running straightway to the door, could see
 About the stead a goodly company,
 And there were Olaf’s sons with sixty men
 Besetting every gate and door; but when
 The men of Bathstead were all armed and went

 Unto the door, they saw a gay-striped tent
 Just raised upon the slope-side ‘gainst the hall 
 And armed men round about it; one man, tall
 Beyond his fellows, stood some yards more near
 The hall-door, leaning on a pennoned spear,
 Clad in a glittering mail-coat, with a shield
 About his neck, where, on a golden field
 The holy Rood of God was painted fair;
 From ‘neath his gilded helm his golden hair
 Fell waving down, but hidden were his eyes
 By the wide brim: then did great fear arise
 Within their hearts, despite their fiery hate,
 Because they knew that now at last, if late,
 Was Kiartan’s might aroused and in the field.
 But none the less little would Ospak yield
 To any fear; before the rest he strode,
 And cried aloud:
 “Within this fair abode
 Has been thy place, O Kiartan Olafson,
 And not without; what ill deed hast thou done
 That father Oswif has forbidden thee
 Thy honoured seat where it was wont to be?”
 

 The tall man moved not, but a deep voice came
 From ‘neath his helm: “Thou art right wise to name
 A hidden head; grow wiser! sick am I,
 And somewhat deadly now to come anigh;
 My sword has lost its scabbard ‘gainst my will,
 Beware then, for its naked edge may kill!”
 

 Then Ospak raised the spear in his right hand 
 And shook it, but the tall man forth did stand
 And pushed his helm aback and showed the face
 Of Kiartan, and across the grassy space
 Cried mightily: “Be wise, and get ye back!
 Of fighting one day shall ye have small lack;
 But now beware, because my father’s sons
 Have sworn to spare no man of you, if once
 A drop of blood is spilt! Come ye not forth
 Until I bid you, if of any worth
 Ye hold your lives; and meantime for the sake
 Of what I had and have not, I will take
 My due from mead and byre.”
 And therewithal

 He let his helm down o’er his visage fall,
 And turned back toward the tent. Back shrank again,
 Cowed into sullen rage, the Bathstead men,
 And armed but helpless there within the hall
 Silent they sat, hearkening the raiders call
 The cattle o’er the meads: in high-seat there
 Sat Bodli, but his visage worn with care
 Of the past days, was sad, but calm and soft,
 As if he thought of gentle things, though oft
 Fierce eyes would scowl upon his dreamy face
 Unnoted of him; in that dreary place
 He seemed like some dead king, condemned in hell
 For his one sin among such men to dwell
 As for their wickedness he hated most
 Ere righteous ways and life and all were lost.
 

 And in meantime, ‘twixt silent trembling bower
 And silent cursing hall, hour after hour
 Did Gudrun pace with restless feet, and heart
 Betwixt two nameless miseries torn apart,
 Whence cold despair was being well fashioned now.
 And Oswif sat apart with wrinkled brow,
 Unnoted in that house of grief and wrong.
 But midst their shame, from outside, laugh and song
 Came loud and louder, mingled with the clank
 Of mead-horns; the feast’s clamour never sank
 Till mid-day was well passed; then quieter
 It grew without, and yet they still might hear
 Lowing of neat and men’s shouts. Then a voice
 Cried from the slope-side:
 “Bathstead men, rejoice
 That ye no autumn-feast need hold this year,
 For certes else should ye find victuals dear
 And hard to come by! Oswif’s sons, come out,
 Unarmed and peaceable, and have no doubt
 Of hurt from us!”
 They stirred not for a space;
 Then cried the voice: “Lives none within the place?
 Are ye all dead of fear? Come out, I say,
 Else o’er your roof the red cock crows to-day!”
 

 Then Ospak, cursing, on the pavement cast
 His shield and spear, and toward the doorway passed,
 And in likewise the others one by one,

 Till Bodli and Gudrun were left alone: 
 And then she said, “And thou — wilt thou not go?
 Knowst thou the name of him who shames us so?”
 

 “Yea, yea, I know it!” Bodli cried; “farewell!
 Of me, too, shall there be a tale to tell:
 I will go forth, but not without my sword.”
 

 He drew the thing he named with that last word,
 And ran unto the door; against the wall
 There stood the sons of Oswif, stout and tall,
 Foaming, but helpless: in his saddle now
 Sat Kiartan, unhelmed, his bright hair a-glow
 With the May sun. His brethren stood around
 Beside their horses, and a mighty sound
 Came from the herd of neat that thronged the way
 Beneath the hill-side; spears with pennons gay
 Glittered about them in the sunlight fair,
 For Kiartan’s company was gathered there
 Ready to set forth.
 So there Bodli stood
 One moment, thinking that the world was good,
 Though not for him; then he cried out: “O thou,
 Thou son of Olaf, come and meet me now,
 For long have I been weary of the earth;
 And now to me but one thing seems of worth
 That I should win death of such hands as thine.”
 

 Then in the sunlight did the bright steel shine,
 And Kiartan’s brethren soon had ended all,
 For Bodli ran forth; yet heard Kiartan call 
 Across the clash of arms: “Nay, point nor edge
 His blood shall redden not; make ye a hedge
 Of your strong shields and thrust him back again
 Since he knows not that all his might is vain,
 E’en to win death; live, foster-brother, yet,
 And get despite of all, what thou mayst get
 Of joy and honour.”
 Midway, Bodli stayed,
 And in his hand he poised the heavy blade
 As he would cast it from him, slowly then
 Did he give back face foremost from the men,
 Till in the doorway once again he stood.
 

 Then Kiartan said: “Yea, cousin, it is good,
 If thou must die by me, that thou shouldst bide

 Some noble fight, some glorious reaping-tide,
 Where each of each fair fame at least may gain — 
 God grant a little bliss ere that last pain! — 
 But hearken, thievish sons of a wise man!
 Be taught, ye blustering fools, if yet ye can!
 From Yule till now I gave you, a long day,
 To pay the debt that needs was ye must pay;
 Twice told I take it now, and leave behind
 What shall seem shame indeed to most men’s mind.

 — This is my bridal gift, think well of it;
 In your own fields it waxed, while ye did sit
 Plotting across the meadhorns. Now take heed
 That oft henceforth your manhood shall ye need
 If ye would live in peace. Blow loud and clear,”
 O horns, for Refna waiteth for us there,
 And merry shall we be to-night in hall
 What things soever afterwards may fall!”
 

 Still Bodli stood with drawn sword in the door
 While midst the clang of arms and horn’s loud roar,
 He saw the herd move up the dusty road;
 He saw how Kiartan for a while abode
 Behind the rest, and stared at the grey stead
 Whose roof so often had been o’er his head;
 He saw him turn, and well might deem he sighed,
 Then muttered he, “Ah, would God I had died
 By thee to-day!” and sheathed his sword, and then
 Was hustled by the sullen baffled men
 Who shouldered past him back into the hall,
 Who heeded him just as they did the wall
 Past which they rubbed; but with the last of these
 He went in, casting by all hope of peace.
 

 But Refna looking from the Herdholt knoll
 That evening, saw a dust-cloud upward roll
 And move toward Herdholt, and her heart beat fast
 When from the midst thereof bright spear-heads passed,
 And then men’s helms, and then the guarded herd;
 And she bethought her of her mate’s last word,
 And bade the women in their best array,
 And minstrels, stand on either side the way
 To greet the new-comers, whose horns blew loud

 Close by the garth now, while the beasts ‘gan crowd 
 About the garth-gate; so, the gate past through,
 Over the homefield toward the wall they drew,
 Tended by gay-clad men-at-arms, who wore
 About their helms fair flowers that Bathstead bore,
 While of the beasts, sharp horn and curl-browed head,
 And dewlapped neck were well begarlanded.
 Then from the close loud joyful cries arose,
 Tinkle of harps, sharp noise of fiddle-bows,
 And all along the line there ran a shout:
 Therewith old Olaf to the door came out,
 And saw his sons swift from the cattle ride,
 Till Kiartan leapt adown by Refna’s side
 And cast his arms about her, and ‘gan cry:
 

 “Now is the Queen’s-Gift paid for fittingly;
 For these are thine, e’en as my hand and sword,
 To put from thee all care, and every word
 That grieves thee, sweet. O love, but I am gay!
 Sure a fair life beginneth from to-day!”
 

 She gazed at him, and knew not why her heart
 Scarce in that joyous scene might play its part — 
 Why it was not enough — these words of love,
 His bright fair face her longing eyes above?
 Yet with a loving cry she hid her face
 Upon his breast.
 Thereat did Olaf gaze
 And muttered low: “A goodly price in sooth
 For a girl’s coif! but yet, for Kiartan’s youth, 
 For his fair hope and glory, and increase
 Of good deeds, and mine own old age of peace,
 Not too much, not too much! Ah, woe is me
 That I should live these latter days to see!”
 

Thorhalla tells of Kiartan’s Comings and Goings.
 

WHAT should the next move in the strange game be?
 Kiartan rode through the country carelessly
 With few behind him, but nought hitherto
 The sons of Oswif durst against him do,

 While he his hand withheld not utterly
 From them; so doubtful did the days go by.
 

 And Gudrun? Ah, the black spot in her heart
 That rose when first she knew that one had part
 In Kiartan’s life, and ever greater grew,
 When of his love toward this new love she knew,
 Now at he last, when over sure she felt
 That she no longer in his memory dwelt,
 O’erspread her life, till from the foiled desire
 Cast back upon her heart, there sprang a fire
 Of very hate: true was it, that at first
 Bodli, herself, and all around she cursed
 Rather than Kiartan — Well, what will you have
 That was ere hope had sunk into his grave, 
 While yet some pleasure clung round Kiartan’s name.
 Then came the feast at Herdholt; then the shame
 About the coif, and fear of shame again,
 And many a tale told to make over plain
 His love for Refna; then the evil hour,
 When she within the darksome hall must cower
 Among her trembling brethren: then, when she
 Had looked at least a noble death to see,
 Of one who loved her, Kiartan sent him back
 A baffled man, as who all might did lack,
 Yea, even the might to die; still, at each turn
 Afresh this weary lesson must she learn;
 With the wrong-doers hast thou taken part,
 Live then, and die with them, for thy love’s heart
 Is now no more for thee! still everywhere
 Did Kiartan’s image meet her; the warm air
 Of summer seemed but sent her from his hand,
 The sea that beat the borders of the land
 Still seemed to bear his fame unto her feet;
 All summer sights and sounds, and odours sweet,
 Were heavy with his memory: no least way
 To ‘scape from thought of him from day to day.
 Withal, the sight of faces dull with hate

 Of that same man, on every step did wait.
 Familiar grew the muttering sullen voice
 Of those who in no goodhap could rejoice,
 Until the very thought and hope of strife,
 The use of hate, must grow to be her life.
 And shaped therefrom a dreadful longing rose, 
 That some fell end the weary way would close,
 Unto herself she scarce durst whisper what.
 

 Now on a day three of her brothers sat
 Within the hall, and talked, and she stood by
 Hearkening their eager speech most wearily.
 “The gabbling crone Thorhalla has just been,”
 Said Ospak, “And whom think you she has seen?”
 

 “Nay, by thy scowl I know well,” Thorolf said,
 “’Twas Kiartan Olafson, upon my head.”
 

 “Well, Thorolf, thou grow’st wise — now, said the crone,
 That in her life she ne’er saw such an one
 As Kiartan looked, a loving maiden’s dream
 Of a great king, she said, the man did seem.
 ‘Well,’ said I, ‘and how long then will it last?’
 ‘Ah,’ said the crone, ‘till after ye are passed;
 Why, the whole country-side is ringing now
 With this, that ye had best be wise and bow
 Before him humbly, since most kind is he;
 Kind,’ says the crone, ‘certes he was to me.’
 ‘Well, well,’ says I, ‘but these are fools’ words here.’
 ‘Nay, let me speak,’ she says, ‘for he will fare
 Unto the west to Knoll; this know I well,
 Because to him therewith I needs must tell
 Of one who owed me half a mark thereby. 
 Well, goody, says he, I shall pass anigh,
 And I will fetch it for thee — lo, how kind.’”
 

 “Now may God strike the gabbling idiot blind!”
 Said Thorolf. “Nay,” said Ospak, “not so wise

 Thou growest now; rather, God keep her eyes!
 Tidings she told me, saying he would bide
 For just three days at Knoll, and thence will ride
 Through Swinedale home, close here, nor like that he
 Will ride by us with a great company,
 Say two at most — good luck go with his pride,
 Whereby so fair a chance doth us betide! — 
 Bodli shall lead or die.”
 Then Gudrun turned
 Sick-hearted from them; how her longing burned
 Within her heart! ah, if he died not now,
 How might she tell whereto his hate would grow?
 Yet a strange hope that longing shot across,
 As she got thinking what would be the loss
 If Bodli fell ‘neath Kiartan’s hand. That day,
 Like years long told, past Gudrun wore away,
 She knew not how; but when the next day came
 She cried aloud, “The same, ah, still the same,
 Shall every day be, now that he is dead!”
 She started as she heard her voice, her head
 Seemed filled with flame: she crawled unto her bower
 And at her mirrored face hour after hour
 She stared, and wondered what she really was,
 The once-loved thing o’er which his lips would pass. 
 Her feet grew heavy at the end of day,
 Her heart grew faint, upon her bed she lay
 Moveless for many an hour, until the sun
 Told her that now the last day was begun;
 Then she arose as one might in a dream
 To clothe herself, till a great cloud did seem
 To draw away from her; as in bright hell,
 Sunless but shadowless she saw full well
 Her life that was and would be, now she knew

 The deed unmasked that summer day should do.
 And then she gnashed her teeth and tore her hair,
 And beat her breast, nor lightened thus despair,
 As over and over the sweet names she told
 Whereby he called her in the days of old;
 And then she thought of Refna’s longing eyes,
 And to her face a dreadful smile did rise
 That died amidst its birth, as back again
 Her thoughts went to the tender longing pain
 She once had deemed a sweet fair day would end;
 And therewith such an agony did rend
 Her body and soul, that all things she forgat
 Amidst of it; upon the bed she sat
 Rigid and stark, and deemed she shrieked, yet made
 No sound indeed; but slowly now did fade
 All will away from her, until the sun
 Risen higher, on her moveless body shone,
 And as a smitten thing beneath its stroke
 She shrank and started, and awhile awoke
 To hear the tramp of men about the hall. 
 Then did a hand upon the panel fall;
 And in her very soul she heard the ring
 Of weapons pulled adown, and every thing,
 Yea, even pain, was dead a little space.
 

 At last she woke to see the haggard face
 Of Bodli o’er her own: “I go,” he said,
 “Would God that thou mayst hear of me as dead
 Ere the sun sets to-day.”
 She passed her hand
 Across her eyes, as he in arms did stand
 Before her there, and stared but answered not,
 As though indeed his face were clean forgot;
 Yet her face quickened as his eyes she saw
 So full of ruth yet nigher to her draw:
 She shrank aback, but therewith suddenly
 A thought smote through her, with an angry cry
 She sprang up from the bed, naked and white
 Her gold hair glittering in the sunshine bright
 That flooded all the place; his arm she caught
 And stared into his eyes:
 “What is thy thought?”
 She said, “why goest thou with these murderous men?

 Ah! dost thou think thou yet mayst save him then?
 Ah! dost thou think that thou mayst still be kind
 To every one, fool as thou art and blind,
 Yet work thy wicked will to pleasure thee?”
 

 Across her passion he began to see 
 That now she doubted him; he muttered low:
 “The work of these my hands what man can know?
 And yet at least the end shall be to-day.”
 

 She fell aback nor noted more, but lay
 All huddled up upon the bed, her hair
 O’er her white body scattered here and there,
 And as he gazed on her he saw she wept,
 And a wild passion o’er his heart there swept,
 And twice he stretched his arms out, to embrace
 His curse and his delight, twice turned his face
 Unto the door that led unto the hall,
 Then with a cry upon her did he fall
 And, sobbing, strained her to his mail-clad breast,
 And to her writhen lips his lips he pressed,
 And moaned o’er her wet cheeks, and kissed her eyes
 That knew him not; till in his heart ‘gan rise,
 Now at the last, a glory in his shame,
 A pride to take the whole world’s bitter blame;
 And like a god he felt, though well he deemed
 That to an end at last his dream was dreamed.
 And she, she knew him not, her arms fell down
 Away from him, her drawn mouth and set frown
 Were not for him, she did not shrink from him,
 She turned not round to curse or bless, when dim
 She lay before his burning eyes once more,
 Her long hair gilding the white bed-clothes o’er,
 As midst low restless moaning there she tossed.
 Wildly he cried: “Oh, Gudrun, thou hast lost, 
 But look on me for I have never won!”
 Then from the place he rushed, and with the sun
 Burst into the dusk hall, a stream of light,
 Neath his dark hair, his face so strange and white
 That a dead man dragged up into the day
 By wizard’s arts he seemed to be, and they
 Who waited armed there, and the last cup drank

 Looked each at each, and from his presence shrank.
 

 For there were gathered now the murderous band,
 Long to be cursed thereafter through the land,
 Gudrun’s five brethren, and three stout men more.
 Then Ospak cried, “Soon shall our shame be o’er,
 And thou and we shall be great men and famed,
 And Bathstead free; come now, since thou art named
 Our leader, husband of Gudrun, lead forth!
 For this day shall be called a day of worth,
 By those that tell the story of our house.”
 

 Flushed were the men, and fierce and boisterous,
 And Bodli trembled in his helpless rage
 To be among them, but his sin’s strong cage
 Was strait and strong about him: with no word
 He girt to him the rover’s deadly sword,
 And did his helm on: and so forth they wend
 Through the bright morn to bring about the end.
 

The Slaying of Kiartan Olafson.
 

NOW Kiartan rode from Knoll betimes that day,
 And goodman Thorkel brought him on the way
 With twelve men more, and therewithal they ride
 Fast from the west, but where the pass grew wide
 And opened into Swinedale, Kiartan stayed
 His company, and unto Thorkel said,
 “Thanks have thou, goodman, for thy following;
 Now get thee back, I fear not anything
 ‘Twixt this and Herdholt.”
 “Well,” the goodman said,
 “Time enow is there yet to be waylaid
 Ere thou art safe at home; let us ride on.”
 “Nay,” Kiartan said, “the thing shall not be done,
 All men of heart will say that heart I lack,
 If I must have an army at my back
 Where’er I go, for fear of Oswif’s sons.
 Fare thee well, goodman, get thee back at once!
 And therewithal take this to comfort thee,
 That Bodli yet is scarce mine enemy,

 And holds aback those brethren; wot ye well,
 Too strange a story would it be to tell,
 If these should overcome my father’s son,
 Besides, without thee I ride not alone.”
 

 So back the goodman turned, misdoubting though,
 In spite of all how yet the day would go,
 And up the dale rode Kiartan: An the Black,
 The man who erst the stolen sword brought back,
 Was with him these, and one named Thorarin,
 As slowly now the midway dale they win.
 

 Now, as I find it written in my tale,
 There went that morn a goodman of the dale,
 About those bents his mares and foals to see,
 His herdsman with him; these saw presently
 Up from the east the men of Bathstead ride,
 And take their stand along a streamlet’s side
 Deep sunken in a hollow, where the mouth
 Of the strait pass turns somewhat to the south,
 From out the dale; now, since the men they knew,
 Much they misdoubted what these came to do;
 But when they turned them from the sunken stream,
 And saw the sun on other weapons gleam,
 And three men armed come riding from the west;
 And when they knew the tallest and the best
 For Kiartan Olafson, therewith no more
 They doubted aught.
 Then said the herdsman: “Sore
 The troubles are that on the country-side
 Shall fall, if this same meeting shall betide;
 He is a great chief; let us warn him then!”
 

 “Yea, yea!” his master said, “and all such men 
 As fate leads unto death, that we may be
 ‘Twixt the two millstones ground right merrily,
 And cursed as we cry out! thou art a fool,
 Who needs must be the beaker and the stool

 For great men’s use; emptied of joys of life
 For other’s joy, then kicked by in the strife
 When they are drunken; come, beside the way,
 Let us lie close to see the merry play!
 For such a swordsman as is Kiartan, we
 Shall scarce behold on this side of the sea;
 And heavy odds he hath against him too.
 These are great men — good, let them hack and hew
 Their noble bodies for our poor delight!”
 

 So down the bent they slipped, and as they might
 Lurked by the road, and thus they tell their tale:
 

 Ere Kiartan reached the strait place of the dale,
 High up upon the brook-bank Bodli lay,
 So that his helm was just seen from the way;
 Then Ospak went to him, and clear they heard
 Across the road his rough and threatening word:
 “What dost thou here? thou hast bethought thee then
 To warn thy friend that here lurk all-armed men.
 Thou knowest Gudrun’s mind — or knowst it not,
 But knowst that we within a trap have got
 Thee and the cursed wretch, the proud Mire-blade,
 The Thief, the King’s-pimp, the white Herdholt maid. 
 Come, sister’s husband, get thee lower down!”
 

 The foam flew from the lips of the fierce clown
 As thus he spake, but Bodli rose and said:
 “Thinkst thou I armed because I was afraid
 Of thee and thine this morn? If thou knewst well
 Of love or honour, somewhat might I tell
 Why I am here with thee — If will I have,
 Kiartan, who was my friend, this day to save,
 Bethink thee I might do it otherwise
 Than e’en by showing what in ambush lies!

 — How if I stood beside him?”.
 “Down with thee
 And hold thy peace! or he will hear and see.”
 

 For so it was that Kiartan drew so near
 That now the herd their clinking bits might hear,
 Borne down upon the light wind: on he came,
 Singing an old song made in Odin’s fame,
 Merry and careless on that sunny morn;
 When suddenly out rang the Bathstead horn,

 And sharply he drew rein, and looked around;
 Then did the lurkers from the gully bound
 And made on toward them, and down leapt all three,
 And Kiartan glanced around, and speedily
 Led toward a rock that was beside the way,
 And there they shifted them to stand at bay.
 

 Most noble then looked Kiartan, said the herd, 
 Nor ever saw I any less afeard;
 Yet, when his watchful eye on Bodli fell,
 A change came o’er him, that were hard to tell,
 But that he dropped his hands at first, as one
 Who thinks that all is over now and done;
 Yet, says the neatherd, soon his brows did clear,
 And from his strong hand whistled forth his spear,
 And down fell Thorolf clattering on the road.
 He cried, ‘Down goes the thief beneath his load,
 One man struck off the tale! I have heard tell
 Of such as dealt with more and came off well.’
 

 Silence a space but for the mail rings; then
 Over the dusty road on rushed those men;
 And, says the herd, there saw I for a space
 Confused gleam of swords about that place,
 And from their clatter now and then did come
 Sharp cry, or groan, or panting shout, as home
 Went point or edge: but pale as death one stood,
 With sheathed sword, looking on the clashing wood,
 And that was Bodli Thorleikson. Then came
 A lull a little space in that wild game.
 The Bathstead men drew off, and still the three
 Stood there scarce hurt as far as I could see;
 But of the Bathstead men I deem some bled,
 Though all stood firm; then Ospak cried and said;
 

 “O Bodli, what thing wilt thou prophesy
 For us, since like a seer thou standest by 
 And see’st thine house beat back? well then for thee
 Will I be wise, foretelling what shall be
 A cold bed, and a shamed board, shalt thou have,
 Yea, and ere many days a chased dog’s grave,

 If thou bringst home to-day a bloodless sword!”
 

 But yet for all that answered he no word,
 But stood as made of iron, though the breeze
 Blew his long black hair round his cheek-pieces
 And fanned his scarlet kirtle.
 “Time we lose,”
 Another cried, “if Bodli so shall choose,
 Let him deal with us when this man is slain.”
 Then stoutly to the game they gat again
 And played awhile, and now withal I saw
 That rather did the sons of Oswif draw
 Toward Thorarin and An, until the first,
 From midst the knot of those onsetters burst,
 And ran off west, followed by two stout men,
 Not Oswif’s sons; and An the Black fell then
 Wounded to death, I deemed, but over him
 Fell Gudlaug, Oswif’s nephew, with a limb
 Shorn off by Kiartan’s sword: then once again
 There came a short lull in the iron rain;
 And then the four fell on him furiously
 Awhile, then gave aback, and I could see
 The noble Kiartan, with his mail-coat rent,
 His shield hung low adown, his sword-blade bent,
 Panting for breath, but still without a wound.
 

 While as a man by some strong spell fast bound,
 Without a will for aught, did Bodli stand,
 Nor once cast eyes on the waylayers’ band,
 Nor once glanced round at Kiartan, but stared still
 Upon the green side of the grassy hill
 Over against him, e’en as he did deem
 It yet might yawn as in a dreadful dream,
 And from its bowels give some marvel birth,
 That in a ghostly wise should change the earth,
 And make that day nought. But as there he stood
 Ospak raised up his hand, all red with blood,
 And smote him on the face, and cried;
 “Go home,
 Half-hearted traitor, e’en as thou hast come,

 And bear my blood to Gudrun!”
 Still no word
 Came from his pale lips, and the rover’s sword
 Abode within the scabbard. Ospak said,
 “O lover, art thou grown too full of dread
 To look him in the face whom thou fearedst not
 To cozen of the fair thing he had got?
 O faint-heart thief of love, why drawest thou back,
 When all the love thou erst so sore didst lack
 With one stroke thou mayst win?”
 He did not hear,
 Or seemed to hear not; but now loud and clear
 Kiartan cried out his name from that high place,
 And at the first sound Bodli turned his face
 This way and that, in puzzled hapless wise, 
 Till ‘twixt the spears his eyes met Kiartan’s eyes;
 Then his mouth quivered, and he writhed aside,
 And with his mail-clad hands his face did hide,
 And trembled like one palsy-struck, while high
 Over the doubtful field did Kiartan cry:
 

 “Yea, they are right! be not so hardly moved,
 O kinsman, foster-brother, friend beloved
 Of the old days, friend well forgiven now!
 Come nigher, come, that thou my face mayst know,
 Then draw thy sword and thrust from off the earth
 The fool that so hath spoilt thy days of mirth,
 Win long lone days of love by Gudrun’s side!
 My life is spoilt, why longer do I bide
 To vex thee, friend — strike then for happy life!
 I said thou mightst not gaze upon the strife
 Far off; bethink thee then, who sits at home
 And waits thee, Gudrun, my own love, and come,
 Come, for the midday sun is over bright,
 And I am wearying for the restful night!”
 

 And now had Bodli dropped his hands adown,

 And shown his face all drawn into a frown
 Of doubt and shame; his hand was on his sword,
 Even ere Kiartan spake that latest word;
 Still trembling, now he drew it from its sheath,
 And the bright sun ran down the fated death,
 And e’en the sons of Oswif shuddered now,
 As with wild eyes and heavy steps and slow 
 He turned toward Kiartan; beat the heart in me
 Till I might scarce breathe, for I looked to see
 A dreadful game; the wind of that midday
 Beat ‘gainst the hill-sides; a hound far away
 Barked by some homestead’s door; the grey ewe’s bleat
 Sounded nearby; but that dull sound of feet,
 And the thin tinkling of the mail-coat rings
 Drowned in my ears the sound of other things,
 As less and less the space betwixt them grew;
 I shut my eyes as one the end who knew,
 But straight, perforce, I opened them again
 Woe worth the while!
 As one who looks in vain
 For help, looked Kiartan round; then raised his shield,
 And poised his sword as though he ne’er would yield
 E’en when the earth was sinking; yet a while,
 And o’er his face there came a quivering smile,
 As into Bodli’s dreadful face he gazed;
 Then my heart sank within me, as all dazed,
 I saw the flash of swords that never met,
 And heard how Kiartan cried;
 “Ah, better yet
 For me to die than live on even so!
 Alas! friend, do the deed that thou must do!
 Oh, lonely death! — farewell, farewell, farewell!”
 

 And clattering on the road his weapons fell, 
 And almost ere they touched the bloody dust,
 Into his shieldless side the sword was thrust,
 And I, who could not turn my eyes away,
 Beheld him fall, and shrieked as there I lay,
 And yet none noted me; but Bodli flung

 Himself upon the earth, and o’er him hung,
 Then raised his head, and laid it on his knee,
 And cried:
 “Alas! what have I done to thee?
 Was it for this deed, then, that I was born?
 Was this the end I looked for on this morn?
 I said, To-day I die, to-day I die,
 And folk will say, an ill deed, certainly,
 He did, but living had small joy of it,
 And quickly from him did his weak life flit — 
 Where was thy noble sword I looked to take
 Here in my breast, and die for Gudrun’s sake,
 And for thy sake — O friend, am I forgot?
 Speak yet a word!”
 But Kiartan answered not,
 And Bodli said, “Wilt thou not then forgive?
 Think of the days I yet may have to live
 Of hard life!”
 Therewith Kiartan oped his eyes,
 And strove to turn about as if to rise,
 And could not, but gazed hard on Bodli’s face,
 And gasped out, as his eyes began to glaze:
 “Farewell, thou joyous life beneath the sun, 
 Thou foolish wasted gift — farewell, Gudrun!”
 And then on Bodli’s breast back fell his head,
 He strove to take his hand, and he was dead.
 

 Then was there silence a long while, well-nigh
 We heard each other breathe, till quietly
 At last the slayer from the slain arose,
 And took his sword, and sheathed it, and to those
 Four sons of Oswif, e’en as one he spake
 Who had good right the rule o’er them to take:
 

 “Here have we laid to earth a mighty one,
 And therein no great deed, forsooth, have done,
 Since his great heart o’ercame him, not my sword;
 And what hereafter may be our reward
 For this, I know not: he that lieth here
 By many a man in life was held right dear,
 As well as by the man who was his friend,
 And brought his life and love to bitter end;
 And since I am the leader of this band
 Of man-slayers, do after my command.
 Go ye to Bathstead, name me everywhere

 The slayer of Kiartan Olafson, send here
 Folk who shall bear the body to our stead;
 And then let each man of you hide his head,
 For ye shall find it hard from this ill day
 To keep your lives: here, meanwhile will I stay,
 Nor think myself yet utterly alone.”
 

 Then home turned Oswif’s sons, and they being gone,
 We slunk away, and looking from the hill
 We saw how Bodli Thorleikson stood still
 In that same place, nor yet had faced the slain.
 And so we gat unto our place again.
 

 So told the herd, time long agone, the tale
 Of that sad fight within the grey-sloped vale.
 

Kiartan brought dead to Bathstead.
 

MEN say that those who went the corpse to bring
 To Bathstead thence, found Bodli muttering
 Over the white face turned up to the sky,
 Nor did he heed them as they drew anigh,
 Therefore they stood by him, and heard him say:
 

 “Perchance it is that thou art far away
 From us already; caring nought at all
 For what in after days to us may fall — 

 — O piteous, piteous! — yet perchance it is
 That thou, though entering on thy life of bliss,
 The meed of thy great heart, yet art anear,
 And somewhat of my feeble voice can hear;
 Then scarce for pardon will I pray thee, friend,
 Since thus our love is brought unto no end,
 But rather now, indeed, begins anew;
 Yet since a long time past nought good or true 
 My lips might utter, let me speak to thee,
 If so it really is that thou art free,
 At peace and happy past the golden gate;

 That time is dead for thee, and thou mayst wait
 A thousand years for her and deem it nought.
 O dead friend, in my heart there springs a thought
 That, since with thy last breath thou spakst her name,
 And since thou knowest now how longing came
 Into my soul, thou wilt forgive me yet
 That time of times, when in my heart first met
 Anger against thee, with the sweet sweet love
 Wherewith my old dull life of habit strove
 So weakly and so vainly — didst thou quite
 Know all the value of that dear delight
 As I did? Kiartan, she is changed to thee;
 Yea, and since hope is dead changed too to me,
 What shall we do, if, each of each forgiven,
 We three shall meet at last in that fair heaven
 The new faith tells of? Thee and God I pray
 Impute it not for sin to me to-day,
 If no thought I can shape thereof but this:
 O friend, O friend, when thee I meet in bliss,
 Wilt thou not give my love Gudrun to me,
 Since now indeed thine eyes made clear can see
 That I of all the world must love her most?”
 

 Then his voice sank so that his words were lost
 A little while; then once again he spake,
 As one who from a lovesome dream doth wake:
 

 “Alas! I speak of heaven who am in hell!
 I speak of change of days, who know full well
 How hopeless now is change from misery:
 I speak of time destroyed, when unto me
 Shall the world’s minutes be as lapse of years;
 I speak of love who know how my life bears
 The bitter hate which I must face to-day — 
 I speak of thee, and know thee passed away,
 Ne’er to come back to help or pity me.”
 

 Therewith he looked up, and those folk did see,
 And rose up to his feet, and with strange eyes
 That seemed to see nought, slunk in shamefast wise,
 Silent, behind them, as the corpse they laid
 Upon the bier; then, all things being arrayed,
 Back unto Bathstead did they wend once more,

 As mournful as though dead with them they bore
 The heart of Iceland; and yet folk must gaze
 With awe and pity upon Bodli’s face,
 And deem they never might such eyes forget.
 But when they reached the stead, anigh sunset,
 There in the porch a tall black figure stood,
 Whose stern pale face, ‘neath its o’erhanging hood,
 In the porch shadow was all cold and grey,
 Though on her feet the dying sunlight lay.
 They trembled then at what might come to pass,
 For that grey face the face of Gudrun was,
 And they had heard her raving through the day
 As through the hall they passed; then made they stay 
 A few yards from the threshold, and in dread
 Waited what next should follow; but she said,
 In a low voice and hoarse:
 “Nay, enter here,
 Without, this eve is too much change and stir,
 And rest is good, — is good, if one might win
 A moment’s rest; and now none is within
 The hall but Oswif: not much will he speak,
 And as for me — behold, I am grown weak!
 I cannot vex him much.”
 She stepped aside,
 And the dark shade her raiment black did hide
 As they passed through into the dusky hall,
 Afraid to see her face, and last of all
 Went Bodli, clashing through the porch, but he
 Stayed in the midst, and turned round silently,
 And sought her face and said:
 “Thy will is done.
 Is it enough? Art thou enough alone
 As I am?”
 Never any word she spake.
 No hate was in her face now: “For thy sake
 I did it, Gudrun. Speak one word to me
 Before my bitter shame and misery
 Crushes my heart to death.”
 She reached a hand
 Out toward the place where trembling he did stand,
 But touched him not, and never did he know 
 If she had mind some pity then to show
 Unto him, or if rather more apart
 She fain had thrust him from her raging heart,
 For now those men came tramping from the hall,

 And Bodli shrank aback unto the wall
 To let them pass, and when the last was gone,
 In the dim twilight there he stood alone,
 Nor durst he follow her, but listened there,
 Half dead, and but his breathing might he hear,
 And the faint noises of the gathering night.
 He stood so long that the moon cast her light
 In through the porch, and still no sound he heard
 But the faint clink of mail-rings as he stirred.
 “Ah, she is dead of grief, or else would she
 Have come to say some little word to me,
 Since I so love her, love her!”
 With a wail
 He cried these words, and in the moonlight pale,
 Clashing he turned: but e’en therewith a shriek
 From out the dead hush of the hall did break,
 And then came footsteps hurrying to the porch,
 And the red flare of a new-litten torch,
 And smit by nameless horror and affright
 He fled away into the moonlit night.
 

What Folk did at Herdholt after the Slaying.
 

NOW in the hall next morn did Oswif bide
 The while his messengers went far and wide
 Asking for help; and all in hiding lay
 Whose hapless hands had brought about that day,
 Save Bodli; but for him, when back he came
 That morn, affrighted, Oswif called his name,
 Beholding him so worn and changed, and said:
 

 “Stout art thou, kinsman, not to hide thine head!
 Yet think that Olaf is a mighty man,
 And though thy coming life look ill and wan — 
 Good reason why — Yet will I ask of thee
 The staff of mine old age at least to be,
 And save thy life therefor.”
 Then Bodli smiled
 A ghastly smile: “Nay, I am not beguiled
 To hope for speedy death; is it not told
 How that Cain lived till he was very old?”
 

  Therewith he sank adown into a seat
 And hid his face. But sound of hurrying feet
 Was in the porch withal; and presently
 Came one who said:
 “Oswif, all hail to thee!
 From Holyfell I come with tidings true,
 That little will the wily Snorri do 
 To help us herein; for he saith the deed
 Is most ill done, and that thy sons shall need
 More help than they shall get within the land;
 Yet saith withal, he will not hold his hand
 From buying peace, if that may serve thy turn.”
 

 “Well, well,” said Oswif, “scarce now first I learn
 That Snorri bides his time, and will not run
 His neck into a noose for any one.
 Go, get thee food, good fellow. Whence com’st thou
 Who followest, thy face is long enow?”
 

 “The bearer of a message back I am
 From Whiteriver, where Audun Festargram
 Has well-nigh done his lading, and, saith he,
 That so it is he feareth the deep sea
 But little, and the devil nought at all;
 But he is liefer at hell’s gate to call
 With better men than are thy sons, he saith.”
 

 “Good,” Oswif said, “that little he fears death!
 My sight clears, and I see his black bows strike
 The hidden skerry. But thou next; belike
 Thou hast ill tidings too: what saith my friend,
 The son of Hauskuld? what shall be the end?”
 

 “Oswif,” the man said, “be not wroth with me
 If unto Herdholt nowise openly
 I went last night; I fared with hidden head 
 E’en as a man who drifts from stead to stead
 When things go ill: so shelter there I gat,
 And mid the house-caries long enow I sat
 To note men’s bearing. Olaf — an old man

 He looks now truly — sat all worn and wan
 Within the high-seat, and I deemed of him
 That he had wept, from his red eyes and dim,
 That scarce looked dry as yet; but down the board
 Sat Thorgerd, and I saw a naked sword
 Gleam from her mantle; round her sat her sons,
 And unto Haldor did she whisper once
 And looked toward Olaf; Haldor from its sheath
 Half drew his sword, and then below his breath
 Spake somewhat. Now looked Olaf round the hall,
 But when his eyes on Kiartan’s place did fall
 His mouth twitched, though his eyes gazed steadily;
 He set his hand unto a beaker nigh
 And drank and cried out:
 “Drink now all of you
 Unto the best man Iceland ever knew!
 Son, I am weary that thou hast not come
 With gleesome tales this eve unto my home;
 Yet well thou farest surely amid those
 Who are the noblest there, and not so close
 They sit, but there is room for thee beside;
 Sure, too, with them this eve is merry tide
 That thou art come amongst them — would that I
 O son, O son, were of that company!’
 

 “With outstretched hand and fixed eyes did he stare,
 As though none other in the hall there were
 But him he named; the while mid shout and clank
 All folk unto the man departed drank,
 And midst the noise, withal, I saw no few,
 Who from their sheaths the glittering weapons drew,
 And through the talk of Kiartan’s deeds I heard,
 Not lowly spoken, many a threatening word;
 While with the tumult of the clattering place
 So gathered white-hot rage in Thorgerd’s face,
 That long it held her silent: then I saw
 A black form from the women’s chamber draw
 White-faced, white-handed; ever did she gaze
 Upon the hall-door with an anxious face,
 And once or twice as the stout door-planks shook
 Beneath the wind’s stroke, a half-hopeful look
 Came o’er her face, that faded presently

 In anguish, as she looked some face to see
 Come from the night, and then remembered all;
 And therewith did great ruth upon me fall,
 For this was Refna; and most quietly
 She passed to Olaf’s side, and with a sigh
 Sat down beside him there; now and again
 An eager look lit up her patient pain
 As from the home-men Kiartan’s name came loud,
 And then once more her heavy head she bowed,
 And strove to weep and might not. In a while
 She raised her eyes, and met grey Thorgerd’s smile 
 Scornful and fierce, who therewithal rose up
 And laid her hand upon a silver cup,
 And drew from out her cloak a jewelled sword,
 And cast it ringing on the oaken board,
 And o’er the hall’s noise high her clear voice shrilled;
 

 “If the old gods by Christ and mass are killed,
 Or driven away, yet am I left behind,
 Daughter of Egil, and with such a mind
 As Egil had; wherefore if Asa Thor
 Has never lived, and there are men no more
 Within the land, yet by this king’s gift here,
 And by this cup Thor owned once, do I swear
 That the false foster-brother shall be slain
 Before three summers have come round again,
 If but my hand must bring him to his end.’
 

 “Therewith a stern shout did her tall sons send
 Across the hall, and mighty din arose
 Among the home-men. Refna shrank all close
 To Olaf’s side; but he at first said nought,
 Until the cries and clash of weapons brought
 Across his dream some image of past days;
 And, turning, upon Refna did he gaze,
 And on her soft hair laid his hand, and then
 Faced round upon the drink-flushed clamorous men,
 And in a mighty voice cried out and said:

 ‘Forbear, ye brawlers! now is Kiartan dead,
 Nor shall I live long. Will it bring him back 
 To let loose on the country war and wrack,
 And slay the man I love next after him?
 Leave me in peace at least! mine eyes wax dim,
 And little pleasure henceforth shall I have,
 Until my head hath rest within the grave.’
 

 “Then did he rise and stretch across the board,
 And took into his hand the noble sword,
 And said, ‘In good will wert thou given, O blade,
 But not to save my son’s heart wert thou made.
 Help no man henceforth! harm no man henceforth!
 Thou foolish glittering toy of little worth!’
 

 “Therewith he brake the sword across his knee,
 And cast it down; and then I minded me
 How the dead man there bore not that fair blade
 When unto grass of Swinedale he was laid.
 But Olaf looked so great a man, that none
 Durst say a word against him. Gone is gone,’
 He said, ‘nor yet on Bodli shall ye fall.
 When all is ready Kiartan’s voice shall call
 For him he loved; but if it must be so,
 Then unto Oswif’s base sons shall ye show
 That him they did to death left friends behind’;
 For this thing ever shall ye bear in mind,
 That through their vile plots did all come to. pass,
 And Bodli but the sword they fought with was.’
 “And therewithal he sat down wearily,
 And once again belike saw nought anigh.
 

 “Well, Oswif, little more there happed that eve,
 And I at dawn to-day their stead did leave,
 To tell thee how things went.”
 Now Bodli heard
 The man speak, and some heart in him was stirred
 When of the woman’s oath was told, but when
 The tale was ended, his head sank again
 With a low moan; but Oswif said:
 “Yea, true
 Did my heart tell me, when I thought I knew
 The nobleness of Olaf Hauskuldson.
 What shall be done now?”
 As he spake came one
 Panting and flushed into the hall, and cried:

 Get to your arms in haste; Herdholt doth ride
 Unto our stead in goodly company!”
 Then was there tumult as was like to be,
 And round the silent face of the dead man,
 Hither and thither, half-armed tremblers ran
 With poor hearts; but old Oswif to the door
 Went forth unarmed, and Bodli scarce moved more
 Than his dead foster-brother. Soon withal
 Did quiet on the troubled homestead fall,
 For there was nought come but a peaceful train
 To bring back Kiartan to his home again;
 And there upon the green slope did they bide,
 Whence Kiartan on that other morn had cried
 His scorn aloud; wherefrom were six men sent,
 Who, entering now the thronged hall, slowly went, 
 Looking around them, toward the bier; but as
 They drew anear it, from the bower did pass
 A black-clad figure, and they stood aghast,
 For it was Gudrun, and wild eyes she cast
 On this and that man, as if questioning
 Mutely the meaning of some dreadful thing
 She knew was doing there: her black gown’s hem
 She caught up wildly as she gazed at them,
 Then shuddering cast it down, and seemed to seek
 The face of Oswif; then as if to shriek
 She raised her head, and clenched her hands, but nought
 Of sound from out her parched lips was there brought,
 Till at her breast she clutched, and rent adown
 With trembling hands the bosom of her gown,
 And cried out, panting as for lack of air;
 

 “Alas, what do ye? have ye come to bear
 My love a second time from me, O men?
 Do ye not know he is come back again
 After a long time? Ah, but evil heart
 Must be in you such love as ours to part!”
 

 Then, crying out, upon the corpse she fell,
 And men’s hearts failed them for pure ruth, and well
 They deemed it, might she never rise again;
 But strong are many hearts to bear all pain
 And live, and hers was even such an one.

 Softly they bore her back amidst her swoon; 
 And then, while even men must weep, once more
 Did Kiartan pass the threshold of the door,
 That once had been the gate of Paradise
 Unto his longing heart. But in nowise
 Did Bodli move amidst all this, until
 Slow wound the Herdholt men around the hill;
 Then stealthily his white face did he raise,
 And turned about unto the empty place
 Where erst the bier had stood; then he arose,
 And looked into the faces of all those
 Who stood around, as asking what betid,
 What dreadful thing the quivering silence hid;
 And then he staggered back unto the wall,
 And such a storm of grief on him did fall,
 With sobs, and tears, and inarticulate cries,
 That men for shame must turn away their eyes,
 Nor seem to see a great man fallen so low.
 

 With such wild songs home to the stead came now
 The last load of that bitter harvesting,
 That from the seed of lust and lies did spring.
 

Gudrun’s deeming of the Men who loved her.
 

THUS have I striven to show the troublous life
 Of these dead folk, e’en as if mid their strife
 I dwelt myself; but now is Kiartan slain;
 Bodli’s blank yearning, Gudrun’s wearying pain, 
 Shall change but little now unto the end;
 And midst a many thoughts home must I wend,
 And in the ancient days abide no more.
 Yet, when the shipman draweth nigh the shore,
 And slacks the sheet and lets adown the sail,
 Scarce suddenly therewith all way doth fail
 The sea-clasped keel. So with this history
 It fareth now; have patience then with me
 A moment yet, ere all the tale is told.
 

 While Olaf Peacock lived, his sons did hold

 Their hands from Bodli; Oswif’s sons must pay
 With gold and outlawry for that ill day,
 And nothing else there happened to them worse
 Than o’er the sea to bear all people’s curse,
 Nor know men aught more of their history.
 Three winters afterward did Olaf die,
 Full both of years and honour; then was not
 Thorgerd’s fierce oath amidst her sons forgot;
 The golden ring, whose end old Guest foresaw,
 Worn through the weary years with many a flaw,
 Now smitten, fell asunder: Bodli died
 Manlike amidst his foes, with none beside
 To sorrow o’er him, scarcely loth maybe
 The end of his warped life at last to see.
 

 Turn back a while; of her I have to tell,
 Whose sorrow on my heart the more doth dwell,
 That nought she did to earn it, as I deem — 

 — Unto the Ridge, where on the willowy stream
 Her father’s stead looks down, did Refna go,
 That, if it might be, she some rest might know
 Within the fair vale where she wandered, when
 The bearded faces of the weaponed men
 Were wonders to her child’s eyes, far away
 The wild thoughts of their hearts; her little day
 Of hope and joy gone by, there yet awhile
 She wandered once again; nor her faint smile
 Would she withhold, when pitying eyes did gaze
 On the deep sorrow of her lovely face;
 For she belike felt strong, and still might deem
 That life, all turned into a longing dream,
 Would long abide with her — happier she was,
 But little time over her head did pass,
 Before all smiles from off her face did fade,
 And in the grave her yearning heart was laid,
 No more now to be rent ‘twixt hope and fear,
 No more to sicken with the dull despair.
 

 Yet is she left to tell of, some might call,

 The very cause the very curse of all;
 And yet not I — for after Bodli’s death
 Too dreadful grew the dale, my story saith,
 For Gudrun longer at her house to dwell,
 Wherefore with Snorri, lord of Holyfell,
 Did she change steads. There dwelt she a long space,
 And true it is, that in her noble face
 Men deemed but little signs of woe they saw; 
 And still she lived on long, and in great awe
 And honour was she held, nor unfulfilled
 Was the last thing that Guest deemed fate had willed
 Should fall on her: when Bodli’s sons were men
 And many things had happed, she wed again,
 And though her days of keen joys might be bare
 Yet little did they bring of added care
 As on and on they wore from that old time
 When she was set amidst mad love and crime.
 

 Yet went this husband’s end no otherwise
 Than Guest foresaw: at last with dreamy eyes
 And weary heart from his grave too she turned.
 Across the waste of life on one hand burned
 The unforgotten sore regretted days
 Long left behind; and o’er the stony ways
 Her feet must pass yet, the grey cloud of death
 Rolled doubtful, drawing nigher. The tale saith
 That she lived long years afterwards, and strove,
 E’en as she might, to win a little love
 From God now, and with bitter yearning prayer
 Through these slow-footed lonely days to wear.
 And men say, as to all the ways of earth
 Her soul grew blind, and other hopes had birth
 Within her, that her bodily sight failed too,
 And now no more the dark from day she knew.
 

 This one more picture gives the ancient book
 On which I pray you for a while to look, 
 If for your tears ye may. For it doth tell

 That on a day she sat at Holyfell
 Within the bower, another Bodli there
 Beside her, son of him who wrought her care;
 A travelled man and mighty, gay of weed,
 Doer belike of many a desperate deed
 Within the huge wall of the Grecian king.
 A summer eve it was, and everything
 Was calm and fair, the tinkling bells did sound
 From the fair chapel on the higher ground
 Of the holy hill, the murmur of the sea
 Came on the fitful south-west soothingly;
 The house-caries sang as homeward now they went
 From out the home-field, and the hay’s sweet scent
 Floated around: and when the sun had died
 An hour agone now, Bodli stirred and sighed;
 Perchance too clearly felt he life slip by
 Amid those pensive things, and certainly
 He too was passed his youth.
 “Mother,” he said,
 “Awhile agone it came into my head
 To ask thee somewhat; thou hast loved me well,
 And this perchance is no great thing to tell
 To one who loves thee.”
 With her sightless eyes
 Turned on him did she smile in loving wise,
 But answered nought; then he went on, and said:
 “Which of the men thou knewest — who are dead
 Long ago, mother, — didst thou love the best?”
 Then her thin hands each upon each she pressed,
 And her face quivered, as some memory
 Were hard upon her:
 “Ah, son! years go by.
 When we are young this year we call the worst
 That we can know; this bitter day is cursed,
 And no more such our hearts can bear we say.
 But yet as time from us falls fast away
 There comes a day, son, when all this is fair

 And sweet, to what, still living, we must bear — 

Bettered is bale by bale that follows it,
 The saw saith.”
 Silent both awhile did sit
 Until she spake again: “Easy to tell
 About them, son, my memory serves me well:
 A great chief Thorkel was, bounteous and wise, -
 And ill hap seemed his death in all men’s eyes.
 Bodli thy sire was mighty of his hands,
 Scarce better dwelt in all the northern lands;
 Thou wouldst have loved him well. My husband Thord
 Was a great man; wise at the council-board,
 Well learned in law — for Thorwald, he indeed,
 A rash weak heart, like to a stinging weed
 Must be pulled up — ah, that was long ago!”
 Then Bodli smiled, “Thou wouldst not have me know
 Thy thought, O mother — these things know I well;
 Old folk about these men e’en such tales tell.”
 

She said, “Alas, O son, thou askst of love! 
 Long folly lasteth; still that word doth move
 My old worn heart — hearken one little word,
 Then ask no more; ill is it to be stirred
 To vain repining for the vanished days.”
 

 She turned, until her sightless eyes did gaze
 As though the wall, the hills, must melt away,
 And show her Herdholt in the twilight grey;
 She cried, with tremulous voice; and eyes grown wet
 For the last time, whate’er should happen yet,
 With hands stretched out for all that she had lost:
 

 “I did the worst to him I loved the most.”
 

THEY too, those old men, well might sit and gaze
 Upon the images of bygone days,
 And wonder mid their soft self-pity, why
 Mid such wild struggles had their lives gone by,
 Since neither love nor joy, nor even pain,
 Should last for ever; yet their strife so vain
 While still they strove, so sore regretted now,
 The heavy grief that once their heads did bow,
 Had wrought so much for them, that they might sit
 Amid some pleasure at the thought of it;
 At least not quite consumed by sordid fear,
 That now at last the end was come anear;
 At least not hardened quite so much, but they
 Might hear of love and longing worn away
 ‘Twixt birth and death of others, wondering
 Belike, amid their pity what strange thing
 Made the mere truth of what poor souls did bear

 — In vain or not in vain — so sweet to hear,
 So healing to the tangled woes of earth,
 At least for a short while.
 But little mirth
 The grey eve and the strong unfailing wind
 Might ask of them that tide; and yet behind
 That mask of pensive eyes, so unbeguiled
 By ancient folly any more, what wild
 Strange flickering hopes ineffable might lie,
 As swift that latter end of eve slipped by!
 






  








DECEMBER.
 

DEAD lonely night and all streets quiet now,
 Thin o’er the moon the hindmost cloud swims past
 Of that great rack that brought us up the snow;
 On earth strange shadows o’er the snow are cast;
 Pale stars, bright moon, swift cloud make heaven so vast
 That earth left silent by the wind of night
 Seems shrunken ‘neath the grey unmeasured height.
 

 Ah! through the hush the looked-for midnight clangs!
 And then, e’en while its last stroke’s solemn drone
 In the cold air by unlit windows hangs,
 Out break the bells above the year foredone,
 Change, kindness lost, love left unloved alone;
 Till their despairing sweetness makes thee deem
 Thou once wert loved, if but amidst a dream.
 

 O thou who clingest still to life and love,
 Though nought of good, no God thou mayst discern,
 Though nought that is, thine utmost woe can move,
 Though no soul knows wherewith thine heart doth yearn,
 Yet, since thy weary lips no curse can learn,
 Cast no least thing thou lovedst once away,
 Since yet perchance thine eyes shall see the day.
 

DECEMBER came, with mirth men needs must make
 E’en for the empty days and leisures’ sake
 That earth’s cold leaden sleep doth bring; so there
 Our elders sat within the guest-hall fair,
 Not looking older for the snow without;
 Cheery enough; remembering not old doubt,
 A gnawing pain once, grown too hard to bear,
 And so cast by; not thinking of old fear,
 That conquering once, e’en with its victory
 Must fade away, and, like all things else, die.
 Not thinking of much else than that they had
 Enough of life to make them somewhat glad
 When all went well with them.
 Now so it fell
 That mariners were there, who ‘gan to tell
 Mishaps betid upon the winter seas,
 Which set some younger men amidst of these
 To ask the Wanderers of their voyage vain,
 As knowing scarce the tale thereof. Small pain
 It gave them now to answer: yet belike
 On the old men, their hosts, the thing did strike
 In jarring wise, this turning o’er and o’er
 Of memories once so bitter sharp and sore:
 Wherefore at last an elder said, “Let be,
 My masters! if about the troublous sea 
 Ye needs must hear, hearken a tale once told
 By kin of ours in the dim days of old,
 Whose thoughts when turning to a peaceful home
 Unto this very west of ours must come — 

 — Scarce causelessly meseems when all is said,
 And I remember that years bow my head,
 And not the trouble of those days of war,
 Of loss and wrong that in old stories are.”
 

THE GOLDEN APPLES.
 

THIS tale tells of the voyage of a ship of Tyre, that, against the will of the shipmen, bore Hercules to an unknown land of the West, that he might accomplish a task laid on him by the Fates.
 

AS many as the leaves fall from the tree,
 From the world’s life the years are fallen away
 Since King Eurystheus sat in majesty
 In fair Mycenæ; midmost of whose day
 It once befell that in a quiet bay
 A ship of Tyre was swinging nigh the shore,
 Her folk for sailing handling rope and oar.
 

 Fresh was the summer morn, a soft wind stole
 Down from the sheep-browsed slopes the cliffs that crowned,
 And ruffled lightly the long gleaming roll
 Of the peaceful sea, and bore along the sound
 Of shepherd-folk and sheep and questing hound;
 For in the first dip of the hillside there
 Lay bosomed ‘mid its trees a homestead fair.
 

  Amid regrets for last night, when the moon,
 Risen on the soft dusk, shone on maidens’ feet 
 Brushing the gold-heart lilies to the tune
 Of pipes complaining, o’er the grass down-beat
 That mixed with dewy flowers its odour sweet,
 The shipmen laboured, till the sail unfurled
 Swung round the prow to meet another world.
 

 But ere the anchor had come home, a shout
 Rang from the strand, as though the ship were hailed.
 Whereat the master bade them stay, in doubt
 That they without some needful thing had sailed;
 When, to! from where the cliffs’ steep grey sides failed
 Into a ragged stony slip, came twain
 Who seemed in haste the ready keel to gain.
 

 Soon they drew nigh, and he who first came down
 Unto the surf was a man huge of limb,
 Grey-eyed, with crisp-curled hair ‘twixt black and brown,
 Who had a lion’s skin cast over him,
 So wrought with gold that the fell showed but dim
 Betwixt the threads, and in his hand he bore
 A mighty club with bands of steel done o’er.
 

 Panting there followed him a grey old man,
 Bearing a long staff; clad in gown of blue,
 Feeble of aspect, hollow-cheeked and wan,
 Who when unto his fellow’s side he drew,
 Said faintly: “Now, do that which thou shouldst do;

 This is the ship.” Then in the other’s eye
 A smile gleamed, and he spake out merrily:
 

 “Masters, folk tell me that ye make for Tyre,
 And after that still nearer to the sun;
 And since Fate bids me look to die by fire,
 Fain am I, ere my worldly day be done,
 To know what from earth’s hottest can be won;
 And this old man, my kinsman, would with me.
 How say ye, will ye bear us o’er the sea?”
 

 “What is thy name?” the master said: “And know
 That we are merchants, and for nought give nought;
 What wilt thou pay? — thou seem’st full rich, I trow.”
 The old man muttered, stooped adown and caught
 At something in the sand: “E’en so I thought,”
 The younger said, “when I set out from home — 
 As to my name, perchance in days to come
 

 “Thou shalt know that — but have heed, take this toy,
 And call me the Strong Man.” And as he spake
 The master’s deep-brown eyes ‘gan gleam with joy,
 For from his arm a huge ring did he take,
 And cast it on the deck, where it did break
 A water-jar, and in the wet shards lay
 Golden, and gleaming like the end of day.
 

 But the old man held out a withered hand,
 Wherein there shone two pearls most great and fair,
 And said, “If any nigher I might stand,
 Then might’st thou see the things I give thee here — 
 And for name — a many names I bear,

 But call me Shepherd of the Shore this tide,
 And for more knowledge with a good will bide.”
 

 From one to the other turned the master’s eyes;
 The Strong Man laughed as at some hidden jest,
 And wild doubts in the shipman’s heart did rise;
 But thinking on the thing, he deemed it best
 To bid them come aboard, and take such rest
 As they might have of the untrusty sea,
 ‘Mid men who trusty fellows still should be.
 

 Then no more words the Strong Man made, but straight
 Caught up the elder in his arms, and so,
 Making no whit of all that added weight,
 Strode to the ship, right through the breakers low,
 And catching at the rope that they did throw
 Out toward his hand, swung up into the ship:
 Then did the master let the hawser slip.
 

 The shapely prow cleft the wet mead and green,
 And wondering drew the shipmen round to gaze
 Upon those limbs, the mightiest ever seen;
 And many deemed it no light thing to face
 The splendour of his eyen, though they did blaze
 With no wrath now, no hate for them to dread,
 As seaward ‘twixt the summer isles they sped.
 

 Freshened the wind, but ever fair it blew
 Unto the south-east; but as failed the land,
 Unto the plunging prow the Strong Man drew,
 And silent, gazing with wide eyes did stand,
 As though his heart found rest; but ‘mid the band
 Of shipmen in the stern the old man sat,
 Telling them tales that no man there forgat.
 

  As one who had beheld, he told them there
 Of the sweet singer, who, for his song’s sake,
 The dolphins back from choking death did bear;
 How in the mid sea did the vine outbreak
 O’er that ill bark when Bacchus ‘gan to wake;
 How anigh Cyprus, ruddy with the rose
 The cold sea grew as any June-loved close;
 

 While on the flowery shore all things alive
 Grew faint with sense of birth of some delight,
 And the nymphs waited trembling there, to give
 Glad welcome to the glory of that sight:
 He paused then, ere he told how, wild and white,
 Rose ocean, breaking o’er a race accurst,
 A world once good, now come unto its worst.
 

 And then he smiled, and said, “And yet ye won,
 Ye men, and tremble not on days like these,
 Nor think with what a mind Prometheus’ son
 Beheld the last of the torn reeling trees 
 From high Parnassus: slipping through the seas
 Ye never think, ye men-folk, how ye seem
 From down below through the green waters’ gleam.”
 

  Dusk was it now when these last words he said,
 And little of his visage might they see,
 But o’er their hearts stole vague and troublous dread,
 They knew not why; yet ever quietly
 They sailed that night; nor might a morning be
 Fairer than was the next morn; and they went
 Along their due course after their intent.
 

 The fourth day, about sunrise, from the mast
 The watch cried out he saw Phœnician land;
 Whereat the Strong Man on the elder cast
 A look askance, and he straight took his stand
 Anigh the prow, and gazed beneath his hand
 Upon the low sun and the scarce-seen shore,
 Till cloud-flecks rose, and gathered and drew o’er.
 

 The morn grown cold; then small rain ‘gan to fall,
 And all the wind dropped dead, and hearts of men
 Sank, and their bark seemed helpless now and small;
 Then suddenly the wind ‘gan moan again;
 Sails flapped, and ropes beat wild about; and then
 Down came the great east wind; and the ship ran
 Straining, heeled o’er, through seas all changed and
 wan.
 

 Westward, scarce knowing night from day, they drave
 Through sea and sky grown one; the Strong Man wrought
 With mighty hands, and seemed a god to save;
 But on the prow, heeding all weather nought,
 The elder stood, nor any prop he sought,
 But swayed to the ship’s wallowing, as on wings
 He there were set above the wrack of things.
 

 And westward still they drave; and if they saw
 Land upon either side, as on they sped,
 ’Twas but as faces in a dream may draw
 Anigh, and fade, and leave nought in their stead;
 And in the shipmen’s hearts grew heavy dread

 To sick despair; they deemed they should drive on
 Till the world’s edge and empty space were won.
 

 But ‘neath the Strong Man’s eyes e’en as they might
 They toiled on still; and he sang to the wind,
 And spread his arms to meet the waters white,
 As o’er the deck they tumbled, making blind
 The brine-drenched shipmen; nor with eye unkind
 He gazed up at the lightning; nor would frown
 When o’er the wet waste Jove’s bolt rattled down.
 

 And they, who at the last had come to think
 Their guests were very gods, with all their fear
 Feared nought belike that their good ship would sink
 Amid the storm; but rather looked to hear
 The last moan of the wind that them should bear
 Into the windless stream of ocean grey,
 Where they should float till dead was every day.
 

 Yet their fear mocked them; for the storm ‘gan die
 About the tenth day, though unto the west
 They drave on still; soon fair and quietly
 The morn would break; and though amid their rest
 Nought but long evil wandering seemed the best
 That they might hope for; still, despite their dread,
 Sweet was the quiet sea and goodlihead
 

 Of the bright sun at last come back again;
 And as the days passed, less and less fear grew,
 If without cause, till faded all their pain;
 And they ‘gan turn unto their guests anew,
 Yet durst ask nought of what that evil drew
 Upon their heads; or of returning speak.
 Happy they felt, but listless, spent, and weak.
 

 And now as at the first the elder was,
 And sat and told them tales of yore agone;
 But ever the Strong Man up and down would pass

 About the deck, or on the prow alone
 Would stand and stare out westward; and still on
 Through a fair summer sea they went, nor thought
 Of what would come when these days turned to nought.
 

 And now when twenty days were well passed o’er
 They made a new land; cloudy mountains high
 Rose from the sea at first; then a green shore
 Spread fair below them: as they drew anigh
 No sloping, stony strand could they espy,
 And no surf breaking; the green sea and wide
 Wherethrough they slipped was driven by no tide.
 

 Dark fell ere they might set their eager feet
 Upon the shore; but night-long their ship lay
 As in a deep stream, by the blossoms sweet
 That flecked the grass whence flowers ne’er passed away.
 But when the cloud-barred east brought back the day,
 And turned the western mountain-tops to gold,
 Fresh fear the shipmen in their bark did hold.
 

 For as a dream seemed all; too fair for those
 Who needs must die; moreover they could see,
 A furlong off, ‘twixt apple-tree and rose,
 A brazen wall that gleamed out wondrously
 In the young sun, and seemed right long to be;
 And memory of all marvels lay upon
 Their shrinking hearts now this sweet place was won.
 

 But when unto the nameless guests they turned,
 Who stood together nigh the plank shot out
 Shoreward, within the Strong Man’s eyes there burned
 A wild light, as the other one in doubt 
 He eyed a moment; then with a great shout
 Leaped into the blossomed grass; the echoes rolled
 Back from the hills, harsh still and over-bold.
 

  Slowly the old man followed him, and still
 The crew held back: they knew now they were brought
 Over the sea the purpose to fulfil
 Of these strange men; and in their hearts they thought,
 “Perchance we yet shall live, if, meddling nought
 With dreams, we bide here till these twain come back;
 But prying eyes the fire-blast seldom lack.”
 

 Yet ‘mongst them were two fellows bold and young,
 Who, looking each upon the other’s face,
 Their hearts to meet the unknown danger strung,
 And went ashore, and at a gentle pace
 Followed the strangers, who unto the place
 Where the wall gleamed had turned; peace and desire
 Mingled together in their hearts, as nigher
 

 They drew unto that wall, and dulled their fear:
 Fair wrought it was, as though with bricks of brass;
 And images upon its face there were,
 Stories of things a long while come to pass:
 Nor that alone — as looking in a glass
 Its maker knew the tales of what should be,
 And wrought them there for bird and beast to see.
 

 So on they went; the many birds sang sweet
 Through all that blossomed thicket from above,
 And unknown flowers bent down before their feet;
 The very air, cleft by the grey-winged dove,
 Throbbed with sweet scent, and smote their souls with love.
 Slowly they went till those twain stayed before
 A strangely-wrought and iron-covered door.
 

 They stayed, too, till o’er noise of wind, and bird,
 And falling flower, there rang a mighty shout
 As the Strong Man his steel-bound club upreared,
 And drave it ‘gainst the hammered iron stout,
 Where ‘neath his blows flew bolt and rivet out,
 Till shattered on the ground the great door lay,
 And into the guarded place bright poured the day.
 

  The Strong Man entered, but his fellow stayed,
 Leaning against a tree-trunk as they deemed.
 They faltered now, and yet all things being weighed
 Went on again; and thought they must have dreamed
 Of the old man, for now the sunlight streamed
 Full on the tree he had been leaning on,
 And him they saw not go, yet was he gone:
 

 Only a slim green lizard flitted there
 Amidst the dry leaves; him they noted nought,
 But trembling, through the doorway ‘gan to peer,
 And still of strange and dreadful saw not aught, 
 Only a garden fair beyond all thought.
 And there, ‘twixt sun and shade, the Strong Man went
 On some long-sought-for end belike intent.
 

 They ‘gan to follow down a narrow way
 Of green-sward that the lilies trembled o’er,
 And whereon thick the scattered rose-leaves lay;
 But a great wonder weighed upon them sore,
 And well they thought they should return no more,
 Yet scarce a pain that seemed; they looked to meet
 Before they died things strange and fair and sweet.
 

 So still to right and left the Strong Man thrust
 The blossomed boughs, and passed on steadily,
 As though his hardy heart he well did trust,
 Till in a while he gave a joyous cry,
 And hastened on, as though the end drew nigh;
 And women’s voices then they deemed they heard,
 Mixed with a noise that made desire afeard.
 

 Yet through sweet scents and sounds on did they bear
 Their panting hearts, till the path ended now
 In a wide space of green, a streamlet clear
 From out a marble basin there did flow,
 And close by that a slim-trunked tree did grow,
 And on a bough low o’er the water cold
 There hung three apples of red-gleaming gold.
 

  About the tree, new risen e’en now to meet
 The shining presence of that mighty one,
 Three damsels stood, naked from head to feet
 Save for the glory of their hair, where sun
 And shadow flickered, while the wind did run
 Through the grey leaves o’erhead, and shook the grass
 Where nigh their feet the wandering bee did pass.
 

 But ‘midst their delicate limbs and all around
 The tree-roots, gleaming blue black could they see
 The spires of a great serpent, that, enwound
 About the smooth bole, looked-forth threateningly,
 With glittering eyes and raised crest, o’er the three
 Fair heads fresh crowned, and hissed above the speech
 Wherewith they murmured softly each to each.
 

 Now the Strong Man amid the green space stayed,
 And, leaning on his club, with eager eyes
 But brow yet smooth, in voice yet friendly said:
 “O daughters of old Hesperus the Wise,
 Well have ye held your guard here; but time tries
 The very will of gods, and to my hand
 Must give this day the gold fruit of your land.”
 

 Then spake the first maid — sweet as the west wind
 Amidst of summer noon her sweet voice was:
 “Ah, me! what knows this place of changing mind
 Of men or gods; here shall long ages pass,
 And clean forget thy feet upon the grass, 
 Thy hapless bones amid the fruitful mould;
 Look at thy death envenomed swift and cold!”
 

 Hiding new flowers, the dull coils, as she spake,
 Moved near her limbs: but then the second one,
 In such a voice as when the morn doth wake
 To song of birds, said, “When the world foredone

 Has moaned its last, still shall we dwell alone
 Beneath this bough, and have no tales to tell
 Of things deemed great that on the earth befell.”
 

 Then spake the third, in voice as of the flute
 That wakes the maiden to her wedding morn:
 “If any god should gain our golden fruit,
 Its curse would make his deathless life forlorn.
 Lament thou, then, that ever thou wert born;
 Yet all things, changed by joy or loss or pain,
 To what they were shall change and change again.”
 

 “So be it,” he said, “the Fates that drive me on
 Shall slay me or shall save; blessing or curse
 That followeth after when the thing is won
 Shall make my work no better now nor worse;
 And if it be that the world’s heart must nurse
 Hatred against me, how then shall I choose
 To leave or take? — let your dread servant loose!”
 

E’en therewith, like a pillar of black smoke,
 Swift, shifting ever, drave the worm at him; 
 In deadly silence now that nothing broke,
 Its folds were writhing round him trunk and limb,
 Until his glittering gear was nought but dim
 E’en in that sunshine, while his head and side
 And breast the fork-tongued, pointed muzzle tried.
 

 Closer the coils drew, quicker all about
 The forked tongue darted, and yet stiff he stood,
 E’en as an oak that sees the straw flare out
 And lick its ancient bole for little good:
 Until the godlike fury of his mood
 Burst from his heart in one great shattering cry,
 And rattling down the loosened coils did lie;
 

 And from the torn throat and crushed dreadful head
 Forth flowed a stream of blood along the grass;
 Bright in the sun he stood above the dead,
 Panting with fury; yet as ever was

 The wont of him, soon did his anger pass,
 And with a happy smile at last he turned
 To where the apples o’er the water burned.
 

 Silent and moveless ever stood the three;
 No change came o’er their faces, as his hand
 Was stretched aloft unto the sacred tree;
 Nor shrank they aught aback, though he did stand
 So close that tresses of their bright hair, fanned
 By the sweet garden breeze, lay light on him,
 And his gold fell brushed by them breast and limb.
 

 He drew adown the wind-stirred bough, and took
 The apples thence; then let it spring away,
 And from his brow the dark hair backward shook,
 And said: “O sweet, O fair, and shall this day
 A curse upon my life henceforward lay — 
 This day alone? Methinks of coming life
 Somewhat I know, with all its loss and strife.
 

 “But this I know, at least: the world shall wend
 Upon its way, and, gathering joy and grief
 And deeds done, bear them with it to the end;
 So shall it, though I lie as last year’s leaf
 Lies ‘neath a summer tree, at least receive
 My life gone by, and store it, with the gain
 That men alive call striving, wrong, and pain.
 

 “So for my part I rather bless than curse,
 And bless this fateful land; good be with it;
 Nor for this deadly thing’s death is it worse,
 Nor for the lack of gold; still shall ye sit
 Watching the swallow o’er the daisies flit;
 Still shall your wandering limbs ere day is done
 Make dawn desired by the sinking sun.
 

  “And now, behold! in memory of all this
 Take ye this girdle that shall waste and fade
 As fadeth not your fairness and your bliss,
 That when hereafter ‘mid the blossoms laid
 Ye talk of days and men now nothing made, 
 Ye may remember how the Theban man,
 The son of Jove, came o’er the waters wan.”
 

 Their faces changed not aught for all they heard;
 As though all things now fully told out were,
 They gazed upon him without any word:
 Ah! craving kindness, hope, or loving care,
 Their fairness scarcely could have made more fair,
 As with the apples folded in his fell
 He went, to do more deeds for folk to tell.
 

 Now as the girdle on the ground was cast
 Those fellows turned and hurried toward the door,
 And as across its broken leaves they passed
 The old man saw they not, e’en as before;
 But an unearthed blind mole bewildered sore
 Was wandering there in fruitless, aimless wise,
 That got small heed from their full-sated eyes.
 

 Swift gat they to their anxious folk; nor had
 More time than just to say, “Be of good cheer,
 For in our own land may we yet be glad,”
 When they beheld the guests a-drawing near;
 And much bewildered the two fellows were
 To see the old man, and must even deem
 That they should see things stranger than a dream.
 

 But when they were aboard the elder cried,
 “Up sails, my masters, fair now is the wind; 
 Nor good it is too long here to abide,
 Lest what ye may not loose your souls should bind.”
 And as he spake, the tall trees left behind
 Stirred with the rising land-wind, and the crew,
 Joyous thereat, the hawsers shipward drew.
 

  Swift sped the ship, and glad at heart were all,
 And the Strong Man was merry with the rest,
 And from the elder’s lips no word did fall
 That did not seem to promise all the best;
 Yet with a certain awe were men oppressed,
 And felt as if their inmost hearts were bare,
 And each man’s secret babbled through the air.
 

 Still oft the old man sat with them and told
 Tales of past time, as on the outward way;
 And now would they the face of him behold
 And deem it changed; the years that on him lay
 Seemed to grow nought, and no more wan and grey
 He looked, but ever glorious, wise and strong,
 As though no lapse of time for him were long.
 

 At last, when six days through the kindly sea
 Their keel had slipped, he said: “Come hearken now,
 For so it is that things fare wondrously
 E’en in these days; and I a tale can show
 That, told by you unto your sons shall grow
 A marvel of the days that are to come:
 Take heed and tell it when ye reach your home.
 

 “Yet living in the world a man there is
 Men call the Theban King Amphitryon’s son,
 Although perchance a greater sire was his;
 But certainly his lips have hung upon
 Alcmena’s breasts: great deeds this man hath won
 Already, for his name is Hercules,
 And e’en ye Asian folk have heard of these.
 

 “Now ere the moon, this eve in his last wane,
 Was born, this Hercules, the fated thrall
 Of King Eurystheus, was straight bid to gain .
 Gifts from a land whereon no foot doth fall

 Of mortal man, beyond the misty wall
 Of unknown waters; pensively he went
 Along the sea on his hard life intent.
 

 “And at the dawn he came into a bay
 Where the sea, ebbed far down, left wastes of sand,
 Walled from the green earth by great cliffs and grey;
 Then he looked up, and wondering there did stand,
 For strange things lay in slumber on the strand;
 Strange counterparts of what the firm earth hath
 Lay scattered all about his weary path:
 

 “Sea-lions and sea-horses and sea-kine,
 Sea-boars, sea-men strange-skinned, of wondrous hair;
 And in their midst a man who seemed divine
 For changeless eld, and round him women fair,
 Clad in the sea-webs glassy green and clear, 
 With gems on head and girdle, limb and breast,
 Such as earth knoweth not among her best.
 

 “A moment at the fair and wondrous sight
 He stared, then, since the heart in him was good,
 He went about with careful steps and light
 Till o’er the sleeping sea-god now he stood;
 And if the white-foot maids had stirred his blood
 As he passed by, now other thoughts had place
 Within his heart when he beheld that face.
 

 “For Nereus now he knew, who knows all things;
 And to himself he said, ‘If I prevail,
 Better than by some god-wrought eagle-wings
 Shall I be holpen;’ then he cried out: ‘Hail,
 O Nereus! lord of shifting hill and dale!
 Arise and wrestle; I am Hercules!
 Not soon now shalt thou meet the ridgy seas.’
 

 “And mightily he cast himself on him;
 And Nereus cried out shrilly; and straightway

 That sleeping crowd, fair maid with half-hid limb,
 Strange man and green-haired beast, made no delay,
 But glided down into the billows grey,
 .And, by the lovely sea embraced, were gone,
 While they two wrestled on the sea strand lone.
 

 “Soon found the sea-god that his bodily might
 Was nought in dealing with Jove’s dear one there; 
 And soon he ‘gan to use his magic sleight:
 Into a lithe leopard, and a hugging bear
 He turned him; then the smallest fowl of air
 The straining arms of Hercules must hold,
 And then a mud-born wriggling eel and cold.
 

 “Then as the firm hands mastered this, forth brake
 A sudden rush of waters all around,
 Blinding and choking: then a thin green snake
 With golden eyes; then o’er the shell-strewn ground
 Forth stole a fly the least that may be found;
 Then earth and heaven seemed wrapped in one huge flame,
 But from the midst thereof a voice there came:
 

 “‘Kinsman and stout-heart, thou hast won the day,
 Nor to my grief: what wouldst thou have of me?’
 And therewith to an old man small and grey
 Faded the roaring flame, who wearily
 Sat down upon the sand and said, ‘Let be!
 I know thy tale; worthy of help thou art;
 Come now, a short way hence will there depart
 

 “‘A ship of Tyre for the warm southern seas,
 Come we a-board; according to my will
 Her way shall be.’ Then up rose Hercules,
 Merry of face, though hot and panting still;
 But the fair summer day his heart did fill 
 With all delight; and so forth went the twain,
 And found those men desirous of all gain.
 

 “Ah, for these gainful men — somewhat indeed
 Their sails are rent, their bark beat; kin and friend

 Are wearying for them; yet a friend in need
 They yet shall gain, if at their journey’s end,
 Upon the last ness where the wild goats wend
 To lick the salt-washed stones, a house they raise
 Bedight with gold in kindly Nereus’ praise.”
 

 Breathless they waited for these latest words,
 That like the soft wind of the gathering night
 Were grown to be: about the mast flew birds
 Making their moan, hovering long-winged and white;
 And now before their straining anxious sight
 The old man faded out into the air,
 And from his place flew forth a sea-mew fair.
 

 Then to the Mighty Man, Alcmena’s son,
 With yearning hearts they turned till he should speak,
 And he spake softly: “Nought ill have ye done
 In helping me to find what I did seek:
 The world made better by me knows if weak
 My hand and heart are: but now, light the fire
 Upon the prow and worship the grey sire.”
 

 So did they; and such gifts as there they had
 Gave unto Nereus; yea, and sooth to say, 
 Amid the tumult of their hearts made glad,
 Had honoured Hercules in e’en such way;
 But he laughed out amid them, and said, “Nay,
 Not yet the end is come; nor have I yet
 Bowed down before vain longing and regret.
 

 “It may be — who shall tell, when I go back
 There whence I came, and looking down behold
 The place that my once eager heart shall lack,
 And all my dead desires a-lying cold,
 But I may have the might then to enfold
 The hopes of brave men in my heart? — but long
 Life lies before first with its change and wrong.”
 

  So fair along the watery ways they sped
 In happy wise, nor failed of their return;
 Nor failed in ancient Tyre the ways to tread,
 Teaching their tale to whomsoe’er would learn,
 Nor failed at last the flesh of beasts to burn
 In Nereus’ house, turned toward the bright day’s end
 On the last ness, round which the wild goats wend.
 

HE made an end, and gazed about the place,
 With rest enow upon his ancient face,
 And smiling; but to some the tale did seem
 Like to the middle of some pleasant dream,
 Which, waked from, leaves upon the troubled mind
 A sense of something ill that lurked behind,
 If morn had given due time to dream it out.
 

 Yet as the women stirred, and went about
 The board with flask and beaker, and the scent
 Of their soft raiment ‘mid the feasters went,
 The hill-side sun of autumn-tide at least
 Seemed to come back unto their winter feast;
 Rest, half remembering time past, did they win,
 And somewhat surely wrought the tale therein.
 

IN late December shone the westering sun
 Through frosty haze of the day nearly done,
 Without the hall wherein our elders were:
 Within, the firelight gleamed on raiment fair,
 And heads far fairer; because youth and maid
 Midwinter words of hope that day had said
 Before the altars; and were come at last,
 No worse for snowy footways over-past,
 Or for the east wind upon cheek and brow,
 Their fairness to the ancient folk to show;
 And, dance and song being done, at end of day,
 With ears pricked up, amid the furs they lay,
 To have reward of tale for sound and sight
 So given erewhile.
 The flickering firelight,
 And the late sun still streaming through the haze,
 Made the hall meet enow for tale of days
 So long past over: nigh the cheery flame
 A wanderer sat, and a long sunbeam came
 On to his knees, then to the hearth fell down.
 There in the silence, with thin hands and brown
 Folded together, and a dying smile
 Upon his face, he sat a little while,
 Then somewhat raised his bright eyes, and began
 To name his people’s best beloved man.
 

THE FOSTERING OF ASLAUG.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

ASLAUG, the daughter of Sigurd who slew the Dragon, and of Brynhild whom he loved, lost all her friends and kin, and was nourished amid great misery; yet in the end her fortune, her glory, and her beauty prevailed, and she came to mighty estate.
 

A FAIR tale might I tell to you
 Of Sigurd, who the dragon slew
 Upon the murder-wasted heath,
 And how love led him unto death,
 Through strange wild ways of joy and pain;
 Then such a story should ye gain,
 If I could tell it all aright,
 As well might win you some delight
 From out the woefullest of days;
 But now have I no heart to raise
 That mighty sorrow laid asleep,
 That love so sweet, so strong and deep,
 That as ye hear the wonder told
 In those few strenuous words of old,
 The whole world seems to rend apart
 When heart is torn away from heart.
 But the world lives still, and to-day
 The green Rhine wendeth on its way 
 Over the unseen golden curse
 That drew its lords to worse and worse,
 Till that last dawn in Atli’s hall,
 When the red flame flared over all,
 Lighting the leaden, sunless sea.
 

  Yet so much told of this must be,
 That Sigurd, while his youth was bright
 And unstained, ‘midst the first delight
 Of Brynhild’s love — that him did gain
 All joy, all woe, and very bane — 
 Begat on her a woman-child.
 In hope she bore the maid, and smiled
 When of its father’s face she thought;
 But when sad time the change had brought,
 And she to Gunnar’s house must go,
 She, thinking how she might bestow
 The memory of that lovely eve,
 That morn o’er-sweet, the child did leave
 With Heimir, her old foster-sire,
 A mighty lord; then, with the fire
 Of her old love still smouldering,
 And brooding over many a thing,
 She went unto her life and death.
 Nought, as I said, the story saith
 Of all the wrong and love that led
 Her feet astray: together dead
 They lie now on their funeral pile,
 And now the little one doth smile 
 Upon the glittering war-array
 Of the men come the sooth to say
 To Heimir of that bitter end.
 

 Silent he stared till these did wend
 Into the hall to fire and board,
 Then by the porch without a word
 Long time he sat: then he arose
 And drew his sword, and hard and close

 Gazed on the thin-worn edge, and said:
 “Smooth cheeks, sweet hands, and art thou dead?
 O me thy glory! Woe is me!
 I thought once more thine eyes to see — 
 Had I been young three years agone,
 When thou a maiden burd-alone,
 Hadst eighteen summers!”
 As he spake,
 He gat him swiftly to the brake
 Of thorn-trees nigh his house: and some,
 When calm once more he sat at home,
 Deemed he had wept: but no word more
 He spake thereof.
 A few days wore,
 And now alone he oft would be
 Within his smithy; heedfully
 He guarded it, that none came in;
 Nor marvelled men; “For he doth win
 Some work of craftsmanship,” said they,
 “And such before on many a day 
 Hath been his wont.”
 So it went on
 That a long while he wrought alone;
 But on the tenth day bore in there
 Aslaug, the little maiden fair,
 Three winters old; and then the thing
 A little set folk marvelling;
 Yet none the less in nought durst they
 To watch him. So to end of day
 Time drew, and still unto the hall
 He came not, and a dread ‘gan fall
 Upon his household, lest some ill
 The quiet of their lives should kill;
 And so it fell that the next morn
 They found them of their lord forlorn,
 And Aslaug might they see no more;
 Wide open was the smithy door,
 The forge a-cold, and hammering tools
 Lay on the floor, with woodwright’s rules,
 And chips and shavings of hard wood.
 Moreover, when they deemed it good
 To seek for him, nought might they do,
 The tale says, for so dark it grew

 Over all ways, that no man might
 Know the green meads from water white.
 So back they wended sorrowfully,
 And still most like it seemed to be,
 That Odin had called Heimir home;
 And nothing strange it seemed to some
 That with him the sweet youngling was,
 Since Brynhild’s love might bring to pass
 E’en mightier things than this, they said,
 And sure the little gold-curled head,
 The pledge of all her earthly weal,
 In Freyia’s house she longed to feel.
 

 Further the way was than they deemed
 Unto that rest whereof they dreamed
 Both to the greybeard and the child;
 For now by trodden way and wild
 Goes Heimir long: wide-faced is he,
 Thin-cheeked, hooked-nosed, e’en as might be
 An ancient erne; his hair falls down
 From ‘neath a wide slouched hat of brown,
 And mingles white with his white beard;
 A broad brown brand, most men have feared,
 Hangs by his side, and at his back
 Is slung a huge harp, that doth lack
 All fairness certes, and so great
 It is, that few might bear its weight;
 Yea, Heimir even, somewhat slow
 Beneath its burden walketh now,
 And looketh round, and stayeth soon.
 

 On a calm sunny afternoon,
 Within a cleared space of a wood,
 At last the huge old warrior stood
 And peered about him doubtfully;
 Who, when nought living he might see, 
 But mid the beech-boughs high aloft
 A blue-winged jay, and squirrel soft,
 And in the grass a watchful hare,

 Unslung his harp and knelt down there
 Beside it, and a little while
 Handled the hollow with a smile
 Of cunning, and behold, the thing
 Opened, as by some secret spring,
 And there within the hollow lay,
 Clad in gold-fringed well-wrought array,
 Aslaug, the golden-headed child,
 Asleep and rosy; but she smiled
 As Heimir’s brown hand drew a-near,
 And woke up free from any fear,
 And stretched her hands out towards his face.
 He sat him down in the green place,
 With kind arms round the little one,
 Till, fully waked now, to the sun
 She turned, and babbling, ‘gainst his breast
 Her dimpled struggling hands she pressed:
 His old lips touched those eyes of hers,
 That Sigurd’s hope and Brynhild’s tears
 Made sad e’en in her life’s first spring;
 Then sweet her chuckling laugh did ring,
 As down amid the flowery grass
 He set her, and beheld her pass
 From flower to flower in utter glee;
 Therewith he reached out thoughtfully,
 And cast his arms around the harp, 
 That at the first most strange and sharp
 Rang through the still day, and the child
 Stopped, startled by that music wild:
 But then a change carne o’er the strings,
 As, tinkling sweet, of merry things
 They seemed to tell, and to and fro
 Danced Aslaug, till the tune did grow
 Fuller and stronger, sweeter still,
 And all the woodland place did fill
 With sound, not merry now nor sad,
 But sweet, heart-raising, as it had
 The gathered voice of that fair day
 Amidst its measured strains; her play
 Amid the flowers grew slower now,

 And sadder did the music grow,
 And yet still sweeter: and with that,
 Nigher to where the old man sat
 Aslaug ‘gan move, until at last
 All sound from the strained strings there passed
 As into each other’s eyes they gazed;
 Then, sighing, the young thing he raised,
 And set her softly on his knee,
 And laid her round cheek pitifully
 Unto his own, and said:
 “Indeed,
 Of such as I shalt thou have need,
 As swift the troubled days wear by,
 And yet I know full certainly
 My life on earth shall not be long: 
 And those who think to better wrong
 By working wrong shall seek thee wide
 To slay thee; yea, belike they ride
 E’en now unto my once-loved home.
 Well, to a void place shall they come,
 And I for thee thus much have wrought — 
 For thee and Brynhild — yea, and nought
 I deem it still to turn my face
 Each morn unto some unknown place
 Like a poor churl — for, ah! who knows
 Upon what wandering wind that blows
 Drives Brynhild’s spirit through the air;
 And now by such road may I fare
 That we may meet ere many days.”
 

 Again the youngling did he raise
 Unto his face, for to the earth
 Had she slipped down; her babbling mirth
 Had mingled with his low deep speech;
 But now, as she her hand did reach
 Unto his beard, nor stinted more
 Her babble, did a change come o’er
 His face; for through the windless day
 Afar a mighty horn did bray;
 Then from beneath his cloak he drew
 A golden phial, and set it to
 Her ruddy lips in haste, and she

 Gazed at him awhile fearfully,
 As though she knew he was afraid; 
 But silently the child he laid
 In the harp’s hollow place, for now
 Drowsy and drooping did she grow
 ‘Neath the strong potion; hastily
 He shut the harp, and raised it high
 Upon his shoulder, set his sword
 Ready to hand, and with no word
 Stalked off along the forest glade;
 But muttered presently:
 “Afraid
 Is a strange word for me to say;
 But all is changed in a short day,
 And full of death the world seems grown.
 Mayhap I shall be left alone
 When all are dead beside, to dream
 Of happy life that once did seem
 So stirring ‘midst the folk I loved.
 Ah! is there nought that may be moved
 By strong desire? yea, nought that rules
 The very Gods who thrust earth’s fools,
 This way and that as foolishly,
 For aught I know thereof, as I
 Deal with the chess when I am drunk?”
 

 His head upon his breast was sunk
 For a long space, and then again
 He spake: “My life is on the wane;
 Somewhat of this I yet may learn
 Ere long; yet I am fain to earn 
 My rest by reaching Atli’s land;
 For surely ‘neath his mighty hand
 Safe from the Niblungs shall she be,
 Safe from the forge of misery,
 Grimhild the Wise-wife.”
 As a goad

 That name was to him; on he strode
 Still swifter, silent. But day wore
 As fast between the tree-stems hoar
 He went his ways; belike it was
 That he scarce knew if he did pass
 O’er rough or smooth, by dark or light,
 Until at last the very night
 Had closed round him as thinner grew
 The wood that he was hurrying through;
 And as he gained a grey hill’s brow
 He felt the sea-breeze meet him now,
 And heard the low surf’s measured beat
 Upon the beach. He stayed his feet,
 And through the dusky gathering dark
 Peered round and saw what seemed a spark
 Along the hill’s ridge; thitherward
 He turned, still warily on guard,
 Until he came unto the door
 Of some stead, lone belike and poor:
 There knocking, was he bidden in,
 And heedfully he raised the pin,
 And entering stood with blinking gaze
 Before a fire’s unsteady blaze.
 

 There sat a woman all alone
 Whom some ten years would make a crone,
 Yet would they little worsen her;
 Her face was sorely pinched with care,
 Sour and thin-lipped she was; of hue
 E’en like a duck’s foot; whitish blue
 Her eyes were, seeming as they kept
 Wide open even when she slept.
 She rose up, and was no less great
 Than a tall man, a thing of weight
 Was the gaunt hand that held a torch
 As Heimir, midmost of the porch,
 Fixed his deep grey and solemn eyes
 Upon that wretched wife’s surprise.
 

 “Well,” said she, “what may be your will?
 Little we have your sack to fill,
 If on thieves’ errand ye are come;

 But since the goodman is from home
 I know of none shall say you nay
 If ye have will to bear away
 The goodwife.”
 As on a burned house
 Grown cold, the moon shines dolorous
 From out the rainy lift, so now
 A laugh must crease her lip and brow.
 “I am no thief, goodwife,” he said,
 “But ask wherein to lay my head
 To-night.”
 “Well, goodman, sit,” said she:
 “Thine ugly box of minstrelsy
 With thine attire befits not ill;
 And both belike may match thy skill.”
 

 So by the fire he sat him down,
 And she too sat, and coarse and brown
 The thread was that her rock gave forth
 As there she spun; of little worth
 Was all the gear that hall did hold.
 Now Heimir new-come from the cold
 Had set his harp down by his side,
 And, turning his grey eyes and wide
 Away from hers, slouched down his hat
 Yet farther o’er his brows, and sat
 With hands outstretched unto the flame.
 But had he noted how there came
 A twinkle into her dead eyes,
 He had been minded to arise,
 Methinks; for better company
 The wild-wood wolf had been than she.
 Because, from out the hodden grey
 That was the great man’s poor array,
 Once and again could she behold
 How that the gleam of ruddy gold
 Came forth: so therewith she arose,
 And, wandering round the hall, drew close
 Unto the great harp, and could see
 Some fringe of golden bravery 
 Hanging therefrom. — And the man too,
 In spite of patch and clouted shoe,

 And unadorned sword, seemed indeed
 Scarce less than a great king in need,
 So wholly noble was his mien.
 So, with these things thus thought and seen,
 Within her mind grew fell intent
 As to and fro the hall she went,
 And from the ark at last did take
 Meal forth for porridge and for cake,
 And to the fire she turned, and ‘gan
 To look still closer on the man
 As with the girdle and the pot
 She busied her, and doubted not
 That on his arm a gold ring was;
 For presently, as she did pass,
 Somewhat she brushed the cloak from him,
 And saw the gold gleam nowise dim.
 Then sure, if man might shape his fate,
 Her greed impatient and dull hate
 Within her eyes he might have seen,
 And so this tale have never been.
 But nought he heeded; far away
 His thoughts were.
 Therewith did she lay
 The meal upon the board, and said,
 “Meseems ye would be well apaid
 Of meat and drink, and it is here,
 Fair lord — though somewhat sorry cheer; 
 Fall to now.”
 Whining, with a grin
 She watched, as one who sets a gin,
 If at the name of lord at all
 He started, but no speech did fall
 From his old lips, and wearily
 He gat to meat, and she stood by,
 And poured the drink to him, and said:
 

 “To such a husband am I wed
 That ill is speech with him, when he
 Comes home foredone with drudgery;
 And though indeed I deem thee one
 Who deeds of fame full oft hath done
 And would not fear him, yet most ill
 ’Twould be the bliss of us to spill

 In brawl with him, as might betide
 If thou his coming shouldst abide.
 Our barley barn is close hereby,
 Wherein a weary man might lie
 And be no worse at dawn of day.”
 

 “Well, goodwife,” said he, “lead the way!
 Worse lodging have I had than that,
 Where the wolf howled unto the bat,
 And red the woodland stream did run.”
 

 She started back, he seemed as one
 Who might have come back from the dead,
 To wreak upon her evil head 
 Her sour ill life, but nought the more
 He heeded her; “Go on before,”
 He said, “for I am in no case
 To-night to meet an angry face
 And hold my hand from my good sword.”
 

 So out she passed without a word,
 Though when he took in careful wise
 The heavy harp, with greedy eyes
 And an ill scowl she gazed thereon,
 Yet durst say nought. But soon they won
 Unto the barn’s door — he turned round,
 And, gazing down the rugged ground,
 Beheld the sea wide reaching, white
 Beneath the new-risen moon, and bright
 His face waxed for a little while,
 And on the still night did he smile,
 As into the dark place he went, — 
 And saw no more of the grey bent,
 Or sea, or sky, or morrow’s sun.
 Unless perchance when all is done,
 And all the wrongs the Gods have wrought
 Come utterly with them to nought,
 New heavens and earth he shall behold,
 And peaceful folk, and days of gold,
 When Baldur is come back again

 O’er an undying world to reign.
 

 For when the carl came home that night,
 In every ill wise that she might, 
 She egged him on their guest to slay
 As sleeping in the barn he lay;
 And, since the man was no ill mate
 For her, and heedless evil fate
 Had made him big and strong enow,
 He plucked up heart to strike the blow,
 Though but a coward thief he was.
 So at the grey dawn did he pass
 Unto the barn, and entered there;
 But through its dusk therewith did hear
 The sound of harp-strings tinkling: then,
 As is the wont of such-like men,
 Great fear of ghosts fell on his heart;
 Yet, trembling sore, he thrust apart
 The long stems of the barley-straw,
 And, peering round about, he saw
 Heimir asleep, his naked brand
 Laid o’er his knees, but his right hand
 Amid the harp-strings, whence there came
 A mournful tinkling; and some name
 His lips seemed muttering, and withal
 A strange sound on his ears did fall
 As of a young child murmuring low
 The muffled sounds of passing woe.
 Nought dreadful saw he; yet the hair
 ‘Gan bristle on his head with fear,
 And twice was he at point to turn
 His bread by other craft to earn;
 But in the end prevailed in him 
 His raging greed ‘gainst glimmerings dim
 Of awe and pity; which but wrought
 In such wise in him that he thought
 How good it were if all were done,
 And day, and noise, and the bright sun
 Were come again: he crept along,
 Poising a spear, thick shafted, strong,
 In his right hand; and ever fast

 His heart beat as the floor he passed,
 And o’er his shoulder gazed for fear
 Once and again; he raised the spear,
 As Heimir’s hand the string still pressed,
 And thrust it through his noble breast,
 Then turned and fled, and heard behind
 A sound as of a wildered wind,
 Half moan, half sigh; then all was still.
 But yet such fear his soul did fill
 That he stayed not until he came
 Into the hall, and cried the name
 Of his wife, Grima, in high voice.
 

 “Ah well,” she said, “what needs this noise,
 Can ye not see me here? — Well then?”
 

 “Wife,” said he, “of the sons of men
 I deem him not, rather belike
 Odin it was that I did strike.”
 

 She laughed an ill laugh. “Well,” she said,
 “What then, if only he be dead?”
 

 “What if he only seemed to die?”
 He said, “and when night draweth nigh
 Shall come again grown twice as great,
 And eat where yesternight he ate?
 For certes, wife, that harp of his,
 No earthly minstrelsy it is,
 Since as in sleep the man was laid
 Of its own self a tune it played;
 Yea, yea, and in a man’s voice cried;
 Belike a troll therein doth bide.”
 

 “An ugly, ill-made minstrel’s tool,”
 She said; “thou blundering, faint-heart fool!
 Some wind moaned through the barn belike,
 And the man’s hand the strings did strike.”
 

 And yet she shivered as she spake,
 As though some fear her heart did take,
 And neither durst to draw anigh
 The barn until the sun was high,
 Then in they went together, and saw
 The old man lying in the straw,
 Scarce otherwise than if asleep,

 Though in his heart the spear lay deep,
 And round about the floor was red.
 Then Grima went, and from the dead
 Stripped off the gold ring, while the man
 Stood still apart; then she began
 To touch the harp, but in no wise 
 Might open it to reach the prize.
 Wherefore she bade her husband bring
 Edge-tools to split the cursed thing.
 He brought them trembling, and the twain
 Fell to, and soon their end did gain;
 But shrank back trembling to see there
 The youngling, her grey eyes and clear
 Wide open, fearless; but the wife
 Knew too much of her own sour life
 To fear the other world o’ermuch,
 And soon began to pull and touch
 The golden raiment of the may;
 And at the last took heart to say:
 

 “Be comforted! we shall not die;
 For no work is this certainly
 Wrought in the country never seen.
 But raiment of a Hunnish queen — 
 Gold seest thou, goodman! gems seest thou! — 
 No ill work hast thou wrought I trow.
 But, for the maiden, we must give
 Victuals to her that she may live;
 For though to-day she is indeed
 But one more mouth for us to feed,
 Yet as she waxeth shall she do
 Right many a thing to help us two;
 Yea, whatso hardest work there is,
 That shall be hers — no life of bliss
 Like sewing gold mid bower-mays; 
 She shall be strong, too, as the days
 Increase on her.”
 Then said the man:
 “Get speech from her, for sure she can
 Tell somewhat of her life and state.”
 But whatso he or his vile mate
 Might do, no word at all she spake

 Either for threat or promise sake;
 Until at last they deemed that she
 Was tongue-tied: so now presently
 Unto the homestead was she brought,
 And her array all golden-wrought
 Stripped from her, and in rags of grey
 Clad was she. But from light of day
 The carl hid Heimir dead, and all
 Into dull sodden life did fall.
 

SO with the twain abode the may,
 Waxing in beauty day by day,
 But ever as one tongue-tied was,
 What thing soever came to pass;
 And needs the hag must call her Crow:
 “A name,” she said, “full good enow
 For thee — my mother bore it erst.”
 So lived the child that she was nursed 
 On little meat and plenteous blows;
 Yet nowise would she weep, but close
 Would set her teeth thereat, and go
 About what work she had to do,
 And ever wrought most sturdily;
 Until at last she grew to be
 More than a child. And now the place
 That once had borne so dull a face
 Grew well-nigh bright to look upon,
 And whatso thing might shine there shone;
 Yea, all but her who brought about
 That change therein — for, past all doubt,
 Years bettered in nowise our hag,
 And ever she said that any rag
 Was good enough to clothe the Crow.
 And still her hate did grow and grow
 As Aslaug grew to womanhood;
 Oft would she sit in murderous mood
 Long hours, with hand anigh a knife,
 As Aslaug slept, all hate at strife
 With greed within her; yet withal
 Something like fear of her did fall
 Upon her heart, and heavy weighed

 That awful beauty, that oft stayed
 Her hand from closing on the hilt,
 E’en more than thought of good things spilt.
 Hard words and blows this scarce might stay,
 For like the minutes of the day,
 Not looked for, noted not when gone, 
 Were all such things unto the crone,
 And, smitten or unsmitten, still
 The Crow was swift to work her will.
 

 In spring-tide of her seventeenth year,
 On the hill-side the house anear
 Went Aslaug, following up her goats:
 On such a day as when Love floats
 Through the soft air unseen, to touch
 Our hearts with longings overmuch
 Unshapen into hopes, to make
 All things seem fairer for the sake
 Of that which cometh, who doth bear
 Who knows how much of grief and fear
 In his fair arms. So Aslaug went,
 On vague and unnamed thoughts intent,
 That seemed to her full sweet enow,
 And ever greater hope did grow,
 And sweet seemed life to her and good,
 Small reason why: into the wood
 She turned, and wandered slim and fair
 ‘Twixt the dark tree-boles: strange and rare
 The sight was of her golden head,
 So good, uncoifed, unchapleted,
 Above her sordid dark array,
 That over her fair body lay
 As dark clouds on a lilied hill.
 The wild things well might gaze their fill,
 As through the wind-flowers brushed her feet, 
 As her lips smiled when those did meet
 The lush-cold blue-bells, or were set
 Light on the pale dog-violet
 Late April bears: the red-throat jay

 Screamed not for nought, as on her way
 She went, light-laughing at some thought;
 If the dove moaned ’twas not for nought,
 Since she was gone too soon from him,
 And e’en the sight he had was dim
 For the thick budding twigs. At last
 Into an open space she passed,
 Nigh filled with a wide, shallow lake,
 Amidmost which the fowl did take
 Their pastime; o’er the firmer grass,
 ‘Twixt rushy ooze, swift did she pass,
 Until upon a bank of sand
 Close to the water did she stand,
 And gazed down in that windless place
 Upon the image of her face,
 And as she gazed laughed musically
 Once and again; nor heeded she
 Her straying flock: her voice, that none
 Had heard since Heimir was undone
 Within that wretched stead, began
 Such speech as well had made a man
 Forget his land and kin to make
 Those sweet lips tremble for his sake:
 

 “Spring bringeth love,” she said, “to all.”
 She sighed as those sweet sounds did fall
 From her unkissed lips: “Ah,” said she,
 “How came that sweet word unto me,
 Among such wretched folk who dwell,
 Folk who still seem to carry hell
 About with them? — That ancient man
 They slew, with whom my life began,
 I deem he must have taught me that,
 And how the steel-clad maiden sat
 Asleep within the ring of flame,
 Asleep, and waiting till Love came,
 Who was my father: many a dream
 I dream thereof, till it doth seem
 That they will fetch me hence one day.
 Somewhere I deem life must be gay,
 The flowers are wrought not for the sake

 Of those two murderers.”
 While she spake
 Her hands were busy with her gown,
 And at the end it slipped adown
 And left her naked there and white
 In the unshadowed noontide light.
 Like Freyia in her house of gold,
 A while her limbs did she behold
 Clear mirrored in the lake beneath;
 Then slowly, with a shuddering breath,
 Stepped in the water cold, and played
 Amid the ripple that she made,
 And spoke again aloud, as though 
 The lone place of her heart might know:
 “Soothly,” she said, “if I knew fear,
 Scarcely should I be sporting here,
 But blinder surely has the crone
 In those last months of winter grown,
 Nor knows if I be foul or sweet,
 Or sharp stripes might I chance to meet,
 As heretofore it hath been seen
 When I have dared to make me clean
 Amid their foulness: loathes her heart
 That one she hates should have a part
 In the world’s joy. — Well, time wears by,
 I was not made for misery.
 Surely if dimly do mine eyes
 Behold no sordid tale arise,
 No ill life drawing near — who knows
 But I am kept for greater woes,
 Godlike despair that makes not base,
 Though like a stone may grow the face
 Because of it, yea, and the heart
 A hard-wrought treasure set apart
 For the world’s glory?”
 Therewith she
 Made for the smooth bank leisurely,
 And, naked as she was, did pass
 Unto the warm and flowery grass

 All unashamed, and fearing not
 For aught that should draw nigh the spot:
 And soothly had some hunter been 
 Near by and all her beauty seen,
 He would have deemed he saw a fay
 And hastened trembling on his way.
 But when full joyance she had had
 Of sun and flowers, her limbs she clad
 In no long time, forsooth, and then
 Called back her wandering flock again
 With one strange dumb cry, e’en as though
 Their hearts and minds she needs must know,
 For hurrying back with many a bleat
 They huddled round about her feet.
 And back she went unto the stead,
 Strange visions pressing round her head,
 So light of heart and limb, that though
 She went with measured steps and slow,
 Each yard seemed but a dance to her.
 

 So now the thick wood did she clear,
 And o’er the bent beheld the sea,
 And stood amazed there suddenly,
 For a long ship, with shield-hung rail,
 And fair-stained flapping raven-sail,
 And golden dragon-stem, there lay
 On balanced oars amidst the bay,
 Slow heaving with the unrippled swell.
 With a strange hope she might not tell
 Her eyes ran down the strand, and there
 Lay beached a ship’s boat painted fair,
 And on the shingle by her side 
 Three blue-clad axemen did abide
 Their fellows, sent belike ashore
 To gather victuals for their store.
 

 She looked not long; with heart that beat

 More quickly and with hurrying feet
 Unto the homestead did she pass,
 And when anigh the door she was
 She heard men’s voices deep and rough;
 Then the shrill crone, who said, “Enough
 Of work I once had done for you,
 But now my days left are but few
 And I am weak; I prithee wait,
 Already now the noon is late,
 My daughter, Crow, shall soon be here.”
 “Nay,” said a shipman, “have no fear,
 Goodwife, a speedy death to get,
 Thou art a sturdy carline yet:
 Howbeit we well may wait a while.”
 

 Thereat Aslaug, with a strange smile,
 Fresh from that water in the wood,
 Pushed back the crazy door, and stood
 Upon the threshold silently;
 Bareheaded and barefoot was she,
 And scarce her rags held each to each,
 Yet did the shipmen stay their speech
 And open-mouthed upon her stare,
 As with bright eyes and face flushed fair 
 She stood; one gleaming lock of gold,
 Strayed from her fair head’s plaited fold,
 Fell far below her girdlestead,
 And round about her shapely head
 A garland of dog-violet
 And wind-flowers meetly had she set:
 They deemed it little scathe indeed
 That her coarse homespun ragged weed
 Fell off from her round arms and lithe
 Laid on the door-post, that a withe
 Of willows was her only belt;
 And each as he gazed at her felt
 As some gift had been given him.
 

 At last one grumbled, “Nowise dim
 It is to see, goodwife, that this
 No branch of thy great kinship is.”
 

 Grima was glaring on the may,

 And scarce for rage found words to say;
 “Yea, soothly is she of our kin:
 Sixty-five winters changeth skin.
 And whatsoever she may be,
 Though she is dumb as a dead tree,
 She worketh ever double-tide.
 So, masters, ope your mealsacks wide
 And fall to work; enow of wood
 There is, I trow.”
 And there she stood,
 Shaking all o’er, and when the may
 Brushed past her going on her way,
 From off the board a knife she caught,
 And well-nigh had it in her thought
 To end it all. Small heed the men
 Would take of her, forsooth; and when
 They turned their baking-work to speed,
 And Aslaug fell the meal to knead,
 He was the happiest of them all
 Unto whose portion it did fall
 To take the loaves from out her hand;
 And gaping often would he stand,
 And ever he deemed that he could feel
 A trembling all along the peel
 Whenas she touched it — sooth to say,
 Such bread as there was baked that day
 Was never seen: such as it was
 The work was done, and they did pass
 Down toward the ship, and as they went
 A dull place seemed the thymy bent,
 Gilded by sunset; the fair ship,
 That soft in the long swell did dip
 Her golden dragon, seemed nought worth,
 And they themselves, all void of mirth,
 Stammering and blundering in their speech,
 Still looking back, seemed each to each
 Ill-shapen, ugly, rough and base
 As might be found in any place.
 

 Well, saith the tale, and when the bread
 Was broken, just as light as lead
 Men found the same, as sweet as gall,

 Half baked and sodden; one and all
 Men gave it to the devil; at last
 Unto their lord the story passed,
 Who called for them, and bade them say
 Why they had wrought in such a way;
 They grinned and stammered, till said one:
 “We did just e’en as must be done
 When men are caught; had it been thou
 A-cold had been the oven now.”
 

 “Ye deal in riddles,” said the lord,
 “Enough brine is there overboard
 To fill you full if even so
 Ye needs must have it.”
 “We did go,”
 The man said, “to a house, and found
 That lack of all things did abound;
 A yellow-faced and blear-eyed crone
 Was in the sooty hall alone;
 But as we talked with her, and she
 Spake to us ill and craftily,
 A wondrous scent was wafted o’er
 The space about the open door,
 And all the birds drew near to sing,
 And summer pushed on into spring,
 Until there stood before our eyes 
 A damsel clad in wretched guise,
 Yet surely of the gods I deem,
 So fair she was; — well then this dream
 Of Freyia on midsummer night,
 This breathing love, this once-seen sight,
 Flitted amidst us kneading meal,
 And from us all the wits did steal; — 
 Hadst thou been wise?”
 

                  “Well,” said the lord,
 “This seemeth but an idle word;
 Yet since ye all are in one tale
 Somewhat to you it may avail — 
 Speak out! my lady that is dead — 
 Thora, the chief of goodlihead — 

 Came this one nigh to her at all?”
 

 One answer from their mouths did fall,
 That she was fairest ever seen.
 “If two such marvellous things have been
 Wrought by the gods, then have they wrought
 Exceeding well,” the lord said; “nought
 Will serve me now but to have sight
 Of her, and hear the fresh delight
 Of her sweet voice.”
 “Nay, nay,” one cried,
 “The carline called the maid tongue-tied
 E’en from her birth.”
 But thoughtfully 
 The lord spake: “Then belike shall be
 Some wonder in the thing. Lo now,
 Since I, by reason of my vow
 Made on the cup at Yule, no more
 May set foot upon any shore
 Till I in Micklegarth have been,
 And somewhat there of arms have seen,
 Go ye at earliest morn and say
 That I would see her ere the day
 Is quite gone by; here shall she come
 And go as if her father’s home
 The good ship were, and I indeed
 Her very brother. Odin speed
 The matter in some better wise,
 Unless your words be nought but lies!”
 

 So the next morn she had the word
 To come unto their king and lord;
 She answered not, but made as though
 Their meaning she did fully know,
 And gave assent: the crone was there,
 And still askance at her did glare,
 And mid her hatred grew afeard
 Of what might come, but spoke no word;
 And ye may well believe indeed

 That those men gave her little heed,
 But stared at Aslaug as she stood
 Beside the greasy, blackened wood
 Of the hall’s uprights, fairer grown 
 Than yesterday, soft ‘neath her gown
 Her fair breast heaving, her wide eyes
 Mid dreams of far-off things grown wise,
 The rock dropped down in her left hand; — 
 There mazed awhile the men did stand,
 Then gat them back. And so the sun
 Waxed hot and waned, and, day nigh done,
 Gleamed on the ship’s side as she lay
 Close in at deepest of the bay,
 Her bridge gold-hung on either hand
 Cast out upon the hard white sand;
 While o’er the bulwarks many a man
 Gazed forth; and the great lord began
 To fret and fume, till on the brow
 Of the low cliff they saw her now,
 Who stood a moment to behold
 The ship’s sun-litten flashing gold;
 Then slowly ‘gan to get her down
 A steep path in the sea-cliff brown,
 Till on a sudden did she meet
 The slant sun cast about its feet,
 And flashed as in a golden cloud;
 Since scarcely her poor raiment showed
 Beneath the glory of her hair,
 Whose last lock touched her ankles bare.
 

 For so it was that as she went
 Unto this meeting, all intent
 Upon the time that was to be,
 While yet just hidden from the sea,
 She stayed her feet a little while,
 And, gazing on her raiment vile,
 Flushed red, and muttered, — 
 “Who can tell
 But I may love this great lord well?
 An evil thing then should it be
 If he cast loathing eyes on me
 This first time for my vile attire.”
 

  Then, while her cheek still burned like fire,
 She set hand to her hair of gold
 Until its many ripples rolled
 All over her, and no great queen
 Was e’er more gloriously beseen;
 And thus she went upon her way.
 

 Now when the crew beheld the may
 Set foot upon the sand there rose
 A mighty shout from midst of those
 Rough seafarers; only the lord
 Stood silent gazing overboard
 With great eyes, till the bridge she gained,
 And still the colour waxed and waned
 Within his face; but when her foot
 First pressed the plank, to his heart’s root
 Sweet pain there pierced, for her great eyes
 Were fixed on his in earnest wise,
 E’en as her thoughts were all of him; 
 And somewhat now all things waxed dim,
 As unto her he stretched his hand,
 And felt hers; and the twain did stand
 Hearkening each other’s eager breath.
 But she was changed, for pale as death
 She was now as she heard his voice.
 

 “Full well may we this eve rejoice,
 Fair maid, that thou hast come to us;
 That this grey shore and dolorous
 Holds greater beauty than the earth
 Mid fairer days may bring to birth,
 And that I hold it now. But come
 Unto the wind-blown woven home,
 Where I have dwelt alone awhile,
 And with thy speech the hours beguile.”
 

 For nothing he remembered
 Of what his men unto him said,
 That she was dumb. Not once she turned
 Her eyes from his; the low sun burned
 Within her waving hair, as she
 Unto the poop went silently
 Beside him, and with faltering feet,

 Because this hour seemed over sweet,
 And still his right hand held her hand.
 

 But when at last the twain did stand
 Beneath the gold-hung tilt alone, 
 He said, “Thou seemest such an one
 As who could love; thou lookst on me
 As though thou hopedst love might be
 Betwixt us — thou art pale, my sweet,
 Good were it if our lips should meet.”
 

 Then mouth to mouth long time they stood,
 And when they sundered the red blood
 Burnt in her cheek, and tenderly
 Trembled her lips, and drew anigh
 His lips again: but speech did break
 Swiftly from out them, and she spake:
 “May it be so, fair man, that thou
 Art even no less happy now
 Than I am.”
 With a joyous cry
 He caught her to him hastily;
 And mid that kiss the sun went down,
 And colder was the dark world grown.
 Once more they parted; “Ah, my love,”
 He said, “I knew not aught could move
 My heart to such joy as thy speech.”
 

 She made as if she fain would reach
 Her lips to his once more; but ere
 They touched, as smitten by new fear,
 She drew aback and said: “Alas!
 It darkens, and I needs must pass
 Back to the land, to be more sad 
 Than if this joy I ne’er had had.
 And thou — thou shalt be sorry too,
 And pity me that it is so.”
 

 “To-morrow morn comes back the day,”
 He said, “If we should part, sweet may:
 Yet why should I be left forlorn
 Betwixt this even and the morn?”
 

 His hand had swept aback her hair,
 And on her shoulder, gleaming bare
 From midst her rags, was trembling now;

 But she drew back, and o’er her brow
 Gathered a troubled thoughtful frown,
 And on the bench she sat her down
 And spake: “Nay, it were wise to bide
 Awhile. Behold, the world is wide,
 Yet have we found each other here,
 And each to other seems more dear
 Than all the world else. — Yet a king
 Thou art, and I am such a thing,
 By some half-dreamed-of chance cast forth
 To live a life of little worth,
 A lonely life — and it may be
 That thou shouldst weary soon of me
 If I abode here now — and I,
 How know I? All unhappily
 My life has gone; scarce a kind word
 Except in dreams my ears have heard 
 But those thy lovely lips have said:
 It might be when all things were weighed
 That I too light of soul should prove
 To hold for ever this great love.”
 

 Down at her feet therewith he knelt,
 And round her his strong arms she felt
 Drawing her to him, as he said:
 “These are strange words for thee, O maid;
 Are those sweet loving lips grown cold
 So soon? Yet art thou in my hold,
 And certainly my heart is hot.
 What help against me hast thou got?”
 

 Each unto each their cheeks were laid,
 As in a trembling voice she said:
 “No help, because so dear to me
 Thou art, and mighty as may be;
 Thou hast seen much, art wiser far
 Than I am; yet strange thoughts there are
 In my mind now — some half-told tale
 Stirs in me, if I might avail
 To tell it.”
 Suddenly she rose,
 And thrust him from her; “Ah, too close!
 Too close now, and too far apart

 To-morrow! — and a barren heart,
 And days that ever fall to worse, 
 And blind lives struggling with a curse
 They cannot grasp! Look on my face,
 Because I deem me of a race
 That knoweth such a tale too well.
 Yet if there be such tale to tell
 Of us twain, let it e’en be so,
 Rather than we should fail to know
 This love — ah me, my love forbear!
 No pain for thee and me I fear;
 Yet strive we e’en for more than this!
 Thou who hast given me my first bliss
 To-day, forgive me, that in turn
 I see the pain within thee burn,
 And may not help — because mine eyes
 The Gods make clear. I am grown wise
 With gain of love, and hope of days
 That many a coming age shall praise.”
 

 Awhile he gazed on her, and shook
 With passion, and his cloak’s hem took
 With both hands as to rend it down;
 Yet from his brow soon cleared the frown:
 He said: “Yea, such an one thou art,
 As needs alone must fill my heart
 If I be like my father’s kin,
 And have a hope great deeds to win;
 And surely nought shall hinder me
 From living a great life with thee — 
 Say now what thou wouldst have me do.”
 

 “Some deed of fame thou goest to,”
 She said, “for surely thou art great;
 Go on thy way then, and if fate
 So shapen is, that thou mayst come
 Once more unto this lonely home,

 There shalt thou find me, who will live
 Through whatso days that fate may give,
 Till on some happy coming day
 Thine oars again make white the bay.”
 

 “If that might be remembered now,”
 He said, “last Yule I made a vow
 In some far land to win me fame.
 Come nigher, sweet, and hear my name
 Before thou goest; that if so be
 Death take me and my love from thee,
 Thou mayst then think of who I was,
 Nor let all memory of me pass
 When thou to some great king art wed:
 Then shalt thou say, ‘Ragnar is dead,
 Who was the son of Sigurd Ring,
 Among the Danes a mighty king.
 He might have had me by his side,’
 Then shalt thou say, ‘that hour he died;
 But my heart failed and not his heart.’”
 

 “Nay, make it not too hard to part,”
 She said, when once again their lips
 Had sundered; “as gold-bearing ships 
 Foundered amidmost of the sea,
 So shall the loves of most men be,
 And leave no trace behind. God wot
 This heart of mine shall hate thee not
 Whatso befall; but rather bless
 Thee and this hour of happiness;
 And if this tide shall come again
 After hard longing and great pain,
 How sweet, how sweet! O love, farewell,
 Lest other tale there be to tell:
 Yet heed this now lest afterward
 It seem to thee a thing too hard
 To keep thy faith to such as me;

 I am belike what thou dost see,
 A goatherd girl, a peasant maid,
 Of a poor wretched crone afraid
 From dawn to dusk; despite of dreams
 In morning tides, and misty gleams
 Of wondrous stories, deem me such
 As I have said, nor overmuch
 Cast thou thy love upon my heart
 If even such a man thou art
 As needs must wed a great man’s child.”
 

 He stepped aback from her and smiled,
 And, stooping ‘neath the lamp, drew forth
 From a great chest a thing of worth — 
 A silken sark wrought wondrously
 In some far land across the sea. 
 “One thing this is of many such
 That I were fain thy skin should touch,”
 He said, “If thou wouldst have it so.”
 But his voice faltered and sank low,
 As though her great heart he ‘gan fear.
 She reached her fine strong hand anear
 The farfetched thing; then smiling said:
 “Strange that such fair things can be made
 By men who die; and like it is
 Thou think’st me worthy of all bliss;
 But our rough hills and smoky house
 Befit not aught so glorious,
 E’en if thou come again to me;
 And if not, greater grief to see
 The gifts of dead love! — what say I,
 Our crone should wear these certainly
 If I but brought them unto land.”
 

 He flushed red, and his strong right hand
 Fell to his sword-hilt. “Nay,” she said,
 “All that is nought if rightly weighed;
 Hope and desire shall pass the days
 If thou come back.”
 Grave was her face
 And tremulous: he sighed; “Then take
 This last gift only for my sake.”
 And once again their lips did touch

 And cling together. “O many such,”
 She said, “if the time did not fail, 
 And my heart too: of what avail
 Against the hand of fate to strive?
 Let me begin my life to live,
 As it must be a weary space.”
 

 The moon smote full upon her face,
 As on a trembling sea, as now
 From the lamp-litten gold tilt low
 She stepped into the fresher air,
 He with her. Slow the twain did fare
 Amidst the wondering men, till they
 Had reached the bridge; then swift away
 She turned, and passed the gold-hung rail,
 And o’er the sands the moon made pale
 Went gleaming, all alone: and he
 Watched till her light feet steadily
 Stepped up upon the dark cliff’s brow:
 But no one time she turned her now,
 But vanished from him into night.
 So there he watched till changing light
 Brought the beginning of the tide
 Of longing that he needs must bide;
 Then he cried out for oars and sail,
 And ere the morning star did fail
 No more those cliffs his bird beheld,
 As ‘neath the wind the broad sail swelled.
 

BUT for the maiden, back she went
 Unto the stead, and her intent
 She changed in nought: no word she spake
 What wrath soe’er on her might break
 From the fell crone, on whom withal
 Still heavier did that strange awe fall;
 As well might be, for from the may
 Had girlish lightness passed away
 Into a sweet grave majesty,
 That scarce elsewhere the world might see.
 

 So wore the spring, and summer came,
 And went, and all the woods did flame
 With autumn, as in that old tide

 When slowly by the mirk hill-side
 Went Heimir to his unseen death:
 Then came the first frost’s windless breath,
 The steaming sea, the world all white,
 And glittering morn and silent night,
 As when the little one first felt
 The world a-cold; and still she dwelt
 Unchanged since that first spark of love
 Wrought the great change, that so did move
 Her heart to perfect loveliness.
 Nor overmuch did the days press
 Upon her with the weary waste
 Of short life, that too quick doth haste 
 When joy is gained: if any thought
 Thereof unto her heart was brought,
 Rather it was, “Ah, overlong
 For brooding over change and wrong
 When that shall come! Good gain to me
 My love’s eyes one more time to see,
 To feel once more his lips’ delight,
 And die with the short summer night,
 Not shamed nor sorry! But if I
 Must bear the weight of misery
 In the after days, yet even then
 May I not leave to unborn men
 A savour of sweet things, a tale
 That midst all woes shall yet prevail
 To make the world seem something worth?”
 

 So passed the winter of the North,
 And once again was come the spring;
 Then whiles would she go loitering
 Slow-footed, and with hanging head,
 Through budding brake, o’er flowery mead,
 With blood that throbbed full quickly now
 If o’er the flowers her feet were slow,
 And bonds about her seemed to be.
 Yet wore the spring past lingeringly
 Till on a morn of latter May,
 When her soft sleep had passed away,
 Nought but the bright-billed sweet-throat bird

 Within the thorn at first she heard; 
 But, even as her heart did meet
 The first wave of desire o’ersweet,
 The winding of a mighty horn
 Adown the breeze of May was borne,
 And throbbing hope on her did fall:
 Yet from her bed she leapt withal,
 And clad herself, and went about
 Her work, as though with ne’er a doubt
 That this day e’en such like should be
 As was the last; and so while she
 Quickened the fire and laid the board,
 Mid the crone’s angry, querulous word
 Of surly wonder, the goodman,
 With axe on shoulder, swiftly ran
 Adown the slope; but presently
 Came breathless back:
 “Ah, here they be!
 Come back again for something worse,”
 Said he. “This dumb maid is some curse
 Laid on us.”
 “Well,” the goodwife said,
 “Who be they?” “They who baked their bread
 Within this house last spring,” said he.
 “Oft did I marvel then why she,
 This witch-maid, went unto the strand
 That eve.”
 “Nay, maybe comes to hand
 Some luck,” the crone said. “Hold thy peace,”
 He said. “What goodhap or increase 
 From that ill night shall ever come?
 Rather I deem that now come home
 Those fifteen years of murder: lo,
 The worst of all we soon shall know,
 I hear their voices.”
 Silently,
 If somewhat pale, Aslaug passed by
 From fire to board, as though she heard
 And noted nothing of that word,
 Whate’er it was: yet now, indeed,
 The clink of sword on iron weed,
 And voices of the seafarers,
 Came clear enow unto her ears;
 Nor was it long or e’er the door

 Was darkened, as one stood before
 The light and cried:
 “Hail to this house,
 If here still dwells the glorious
 Fair maiden, that across the seas
 We come for!”
 Aslaug on her knees
 Knelt by the brightening fire and dropped
 The meal into the pot, nor stopped
 For all their words, but with her hand
 Screened her fair face. Then up did stand
 The goodman, quaking:
 “Well,” he said,
 “Good be my meed! for we have fed
 This dumb maid all for kindness’ sake.”
 

 “No need,” he said, “long words to make,
 And little heed we thy lies now,
 But if she doom thee to the bough.

 — All hail, our Lady and our Queen!”
 

 For she, arisen, with glorious mien
 Was drawing near the board, and bare
 The porridge-bowl and such-like gear
 Past where the men stood; tremblingly
 The leader of them drew anigh,
 And would have taken them, but she
 Swerved from his strong hand daintily,
 Smiled on him and passed by, and when
 They were set down turned back again
 And spoke, and well then might rejoice
 That dusky place to hear her voice
 For the first time:
 “I doubt me not,
 O seafarers, but ye have got
 A message from that goodly lord
 Who spake last year a pleasant word,
 Hard to believe for a poor maid.”
 

 Trembled the twain at what she said
 Less than the unexpected sound,
 For death seemed in the air around.
 But the man spake: “E’en thus he saith,
 That he, who heretofore feared death
 In no-wise, feared this morn to come 

 And seek thee out in thy poor home,
 Lest he should find thee dead or gone;
 For scarce he deemed so sweet a one
 Could be for him: ‘But if she live,’
 He said, ‘and still her love can give
 To me, let her make no delay,
 For fear we see no other day
 Wherein to love.’”
 She said: “Come, then!
 It shames me not that of all men
 I love him best. But have ye there
 Somewhat these twain might reckon dear?
 Their life is ill enow to live
 But that withal they needs must strive
 With griping want when I am gone.”
 

 He answered, “O thou goodly one,
 Here have we many a dear-bought thing,
 Because our master bade us bring
 All queenly gear for thee, and deems
 That thou, so clad as well beseems
 That lovely body, wouldst aboard;
 But all we have is at thy word
 To keep or spend.”
 “Nay, friends,” she said,
 “If thy lord loves my goodlihead,
 Fain would I bear alone to him
 What wealth I have of face or limb,
 For him to deck when all is his, 
 So full enow shall even this
 That I am dight with be for me;
 But since indeed of his bounty
 He giveth unto me to give — 
 Take ye this gold, ye twain, and live
 E’en as ye may — small need to bless
 Or curse your sordid churlishness,
 Because methinks, without fresh curse,
 Each day that comes shall still be worse
 Than the past day, and worst of all
 Your ending day on you shall fall.
 Yet, if it may be, fare ye well,
 Since in your house I came to dwell
 A certain time of my life-days.”
 

  E’en as she spake, her glorious face
 Shone the last time on that abode,
 And her light feet the daisies trod
 Outside the threshold. But the twain
 Stood ‘mazed above the bounteous gain
 Of rings and gems and money bright,
 And a long while, for mere affright
 And wonder, durst not handle it.
 

 But while the butterfly did flit
 White round about the feet of her,
 Above the little May-flowers fair,
 She went adown the hill with these,
 Until the low wash of the seas 
 They heard, and murmuring of the men
 Who manned the long-ships; quickly then
 They showed above the grey bent’s brow,
 And all the folk beheld them now
 ‘Twixt oar and gunwale that abode,
 And to the sky their shout rose loud.
 But when upon the beach she came,
 A bright thing in the sun did flame
 ‘Twixt sun and ship-side, and the sea
 Foamed, as one waded eagerly
 Unto the smooth and sea-beat sand,
 And for one moment did she stand
 Breathless, with beating heart, and then
 To right and left drew back the men;
 She heard a voice she deemed well known,
 Long waited through dull hours bygone,
 And round her mighty arms were cast:
 But when her trembling red lips passed
 From out the heaven of that dear kiss,
 And eyes met eyes, she saw in his
 Fresh pride, fresh hope, fresh love, and saw
 The long sweet days still onward draw,
 Themselves still going hand in hand,
 As now they went adown the strand.
 

NEXT morn, when they awoke to see
 Each other’s hands draw lovingly
 Each unto each, awhile they lay
 Silent, as though night passed away
 They grudged full sore: till the King said
 Unto the happy golden head
 That lay upon his breast, “What thought
 By those few hours of dark was brought
 Unto thy heart, my love? Did dreams
 Make strange thy loving sleep with gleams
 Of changing days that yet may be?”
 

 She answered, but still dreamily:
 “In sleep a little while ago
 O’er a star-litten world of snow
 I fared, till suddenly nearby
 A swirling fire blazed up on high;
 Thereto I went, and without scathe
 Passed through the flame, as one doth bathe
 Within a summer stream, and there
 I saw a golden palace fair
 Ringed round about with roaring flame.
 Unto an open door I came,
 And entered a great hall thereby,
 And saw where ‘neath a canopy
 A King and Queen there sat, more fair
 Than the world knoweth otherwhere: 
 And much methought my heart smiled then
 Upon that goodliest of all men,
 That sweetest of all womankind.
 Then one methought a horn did wind
 Without, and the King turned and spake:
 

 “‘Wherewith do the hall pillars shake,
 O Queen, O love?’
 She moved her head,
 And in a voice like music said:
 ‘This is the fame of Ragnar’s life,
 The breath of all the glorious strife

 Wherewith his days shall wear.’
 Then he:
 ‘What is the shadow that I see
 Adown the hall?’
 Then said the Queen:
 ‘Our daughter surely hadst thou seen
 If thine eyes saw as clear as mine:
 Well worth she is our love divine,
 And unto Ragnar is she wed,
 The best man since that thou wert dead,
 My King, my love, mine own, mine own!’
 

 “Then the twain kissed upon the throne,
 And the dream passed and sleep passed too.”
 

 Therewith the King her body drew
 Nearer to him, if it might be, 
 And spake: “A strange dream came to me.
 Upon a waste at dawn I went
 And wandered over vale and bent,
 And ever was it dawn of day,
 And still upon all sides there lay
 The bones of men, and war-gear turned
 To shards and rust; then far off burned
 A fire, and thither quick I passed.
 And when I came to it at last
 Dreadful it seemed, impassable;
 But I, fain of that land to tell
 What things soever might be known,
 Went round about, and up and down,
 And gat no passing by the same;
 Until, methought, just where the flame
 Burned highest, through the midst I saw
 A man and woman toward me draw,
 Even as through a flowery wood:
 So came they unto where I stood,
 And glad at heart therewith I grew,
 For such fair folk as were the two
 Ne’er had I seen; then the man cried:
 

 “‘Hail to thee, Ragnar! well betide
 This dawn of day. Stretch forth thine hand.’
 

 “E’en as he bade me did I stand,
 Abiding what should hap, but he
 Turned to the woman lovingly, 

 And from her bosom’s fresh delight
 Drew forth a blooming lily white,
 And set it in mine hand, and then
 Both through the flame went back again.
 

 “Then afterwards in earth I set
 This lily, and with soft regret
 Watched for its fading; but withal
 Great light upon the world did fall,
 And fair the sun rose o’er the earth,
 And blithe I grew and full of mirth:
 And no more on a waste I was,
 But in a green world, where the grass
 White lily-blooms well-nigh did hide;
 O’er hill and valley far and wide
 They waved in the warm wind; the sun
 Seemed shining upon everyone,
 As though it loved it: and with that
 I woke, and up in bed I sat
 And saw thee waking, O my sweet!”
 

 With that last word their lips did meet,
 And even the fresh May morning bright
 Was noted not in their delight.
 

 Let be — as ancient stories tell
 Full knowledge upon Ragnar fell
 In lapse of time, that this was she
 Begot in the felicity 
 Swift-fleeting of the wondrous twain,
 Who afterwards through change and pain
 Must live apart to meet in death.
 

 But, would ye know what the tale saith,
 In the old Danish tongue is writ
 Full many a word concerning it, — 
 The days through which these lovers passed,
 Till death made end of all at last.
 But so great Ragnar’s glory seemed
 To Northern folk, that many deemed
 That for his death, when song arose

 From that Northumbrian adder-close,
 England no due atonement paid
 Till Harald Godwinson was laid
 Beside his fallen banner, cold
 Upon the blood-soaked Sussex mould,
 And o’er the wrack of Senlac field
 Full-fed the grey-nebbed raven wheeled.
 

IN the dim place that the sun knew no more
 He rose up when his tale was fully o’er,
 And ‘gan to pace the long hall to and fro
 With old eyes looking downward, e’en as though
 None else were there: at last with upraised face
 He walked back swiftly to his fire-lit place,
 And sat him down, and turned to the young folk
 Smiling perforce; then from their lips outbroke
 The murmuring speech his moody looks had stilled,
 And with a sweet sound was the hall fulfilled;
 E’en like the noise that from the thin wood’s side
 Swims through the dawning day at April-tide
 Across the speckled eggs, when from the brown
 Soft feathers glittering eyes are looking down
 Over the dewy meads, too fresh and fair
 For aught but lovely feet to wander there.
 

 Drag on, long night of winter, in whose heart,
 Nurse of regret, the dead spring yet has part!
 Drag on, O night of dreams! O night of fears!
 Fed by the summers of the bygone years!
 






  








JANUARY.
 

FROM this dull rainy undersky and low,
 This murky ending of a leaden day,
 That never knew the sun, this half-thawed snow,
 These tossing black boughs faint against the grey
 Of gathering night, thou turnest, dear, away
 Silent, but with thy scarce-seen kindly smile
 Sent through the dusk my longing to beguile.
 

 There, the lights gleam, and all is dark without!
 And in the sudden change our eyes meet dazed — 
 O look, love, look again! the veil of doubt
 Just for one flash, past counting, then was raised!
 O eyes of heaven, as clear thy sweet soul blazed
 On mine a moment! O come back again
 Strange rest and dear amid the long dull pain!
 

 Nay, nay, gone by! though there she sitteth still,
 With wide grey eyes so frank and fathomless — 
 Be patient, heart, thy days they yet shall fill
 With utter rest — Yea, now thy pain they bless,
 And feed thy last hope of the world’s redress — 
 O unseen hurrying rack! O wailing wind!
 What rest and where go ye this night to find?
 

THE year has changed its name since that last tale;
 Yet nought the prisoned spring doth that avail.
 Deep buried under snow the country lies;
 Made dim by whirling flakes the rook still flies
 South-west before the wind; noon is as still
 As midnight on the southward-looking hill,
 Whose slopes have heard so many words and loud
 Since on the vine the woolly buds first showed.
 The raven hanging o’er the farmstead gate,
 While for another death his eye doth wait,
 Hears but the muffled sound of crowded byre
 And winds’ moan round the wall. Up in the spire
 The watcher set high o’er the half-hid town
 Hearkens the sound of chiming bells fall down
 Below him; and so dull and dead they seem
 That he might well-nigh be amidst a dream
 Wherein folk hear and hear not.
 Such a tide,
 With all work gone from the hushed world outside,
 Still finds our old folk living, and they sit
 Watching the snow-flakes by the window flit
 Midmost the time ‘twixt noon and dusk; till now
 One of the elders clears his knitted brow,
 And says:
 “Well, hearken of a man who first
 In every place seemed doomed to be accursed; 
 To tell about his ill hap lies on me;
 Before the winter is quite o’er, maybe
 Some other mouth of his good hap may tell;
 But no third tale there is, of what befell
 His fated life, when he had won his place;
 And that perchance is not so ill a case
 For him and us; for we may rise up, glad

 At all the rest and triumph that he had
 Before he died; while he, forgetting clean
 The sorrow and the joy his eyes had seen,
 Lies quiet and well famed — and serves to-day
 To wear a space of winter-tide away.”
 

BELLEROPHON AT ARGOS.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

HIPPONOÜS, son of Glaucus King of Corinth, unwittingly slew his brother Beller, and, fleeing from his country, came to Prœtus King of Argos, who purified him of his guilt; and thereafter was he called Bellerophon. He dwelt long with Prœtus, well loved by him, and receiving many good things at his hands; but at last he lost the King’s favour by the guile of the Queen Sthenobœa, and was sent to Jobates King of Lycia, her father, with a covert message of evil.
 

PRŒTUS, the King of Argos, on a day
 In tangled forests drave the boar to bay,
 And had good hap, for ere the noon was o’er
 He set his foot upon the third huge boar
 His steel that day had reached; then, fain of rest,
 The greensward ‘neath the spreading oak-trees pressed,
 And, king-like, feasted with his folk around.
 Nor lacked he for sweet music’s measured sound,
 For when somewhat were men’s desires appeased
 Of meat and drink, their weary limbs well eased,
 There ‘gan an ancient hunter and his son
 To tell of glorious deeds in old days done
 Within the wood; but as Lyæus’ gift,

 And measured words from common life did lift 
 The thoughts of men, and noble each man seemed
 Unto his fellow, from afar there gleamed
 Sun-litten arms, and ‘twixt the singer’s word
 The slow tramp of a great horse soon they heard,
 And from a glade that pierced the thicket through
 In sight at last a mounted man there drew.
 Then the dogs growled, and midst their weapons’ clang
 Unto their feet the outmost hunters sprang,
 Handling their spears; but still King Prœtus lay,
 Till nigh the circle that lone man made stay,
 And with wild eyes gazed down upon the throng.
 Wearied he seemed, and his black war-horse strong
 On many a mile had left both sweat and blood,
 And panting now with drooping head he stood,
 Forgetting all the eager joys of speed;
 And tattered was his rider’s lordly weed,
 His broken sheath now held a sword no more,
 With rust his armour bright was spotted o’er,
 Unkempt and matted was the yellow hair
 That crowned his head, nor was there helmet there;
 His face, that should have been as fair and bright
 And ruddy as a maid’s, was deadly white,
 And drawn and haggard; and his grey eyes stared,
 As though of something he were sore afeard
 That other folk saw not at all. But now
 A hunter cried out, “Nay, and who art thou?
 What God or man pursues thee? bide and speak;
 Nor yet shalt thou for nought the King’s rest break.”
 A scared look did the man behind him fling, 
 Then said, “Stand close around me: to your King,
 When I may see him, will I tell the tale;
 Unless indeed, meanwhile, my life should fail.”
 

 With that, as one who hath but little might,
 From off his wearied steed did he alight.
 They led him to the King, who ‘gainst a tree
 Stood upright now, the new-come man to see;

 Who brought unto him would not meet his eyes,
 But stood and stared distraught in dreamy wise;
 Till cheerily the King of Argos said,
 “Cast somewhat off; O friend, thy drearyhead;
 Sit thee and eat and drink, and be my guest;
 I will not harm thee though thou be unblest;
 Let Gods or men take vengeance as they can,
 Nor ask my help, who dwell a peaceful man
 ‘Twixt white-walled Argos and the rustling trees.”
 The man turned round, as asking what were these,
 The words he said; then, casting here and there
 A troubled look, as if not safe he were
 From some dread thing that followed even yet,
 He sat him down, and like a starved man ate:
 Yet did he tremble as he took the food,
 And in the cup he gazed, as though the blood
 Of man it held, and not the blood of earth,
 The stirrer up to kindly words and mirth.
 But when his hunger now was satisfied,
 Casting his hair aback the King he eyed,
 And in a choked and husky voice he said: 
 “Now can ye see, O folk, I am not dead;
 But tell me, King, how shall I name thee here,
 Since he in whose heart lieth any prayer,
 To nameless Gods will let no warm words flow?”
 “To Prœtus pray for what thou wouldest now,”
 The King said; “by the soil of Argos pray:
 To no light matter will I say thee nay,
 For my heart giveth to thee: name thy name,
 And say whereby these evils on thee came.”
 

 With changing eyes now gazed the outcast man
 On Prœtus’ cheery face, and colour ran
 O’er his wan visage. “Thou art kind,” he said;
 “But kinder eyes I knew, that on the dead
 Must look for ever now; and joy is gone:
 Best hadst thou cast forth such a luckless one;

 For what I love I slay, and what I hate
 I strive to save from out the hands of Fate.
 Listen and let me babble: I have seen
 Since that hour was, nought but the long leaves green,
 The tree-trunks, and the scared things of the wood.”
 Then silently awhile he seemed to brood
 O’er what had been, but even as the King
 Opened his lips to mind him of the thing
 That he should tell, from his bent head there came
 Slow words, as if from one confessing shame,
 While nigher to his mouth King Prœtus drew.
 

 “Hipponoüs men have called me, ere I knew
 The hate of Gods and fear of men; my life 
 Went past at Corinth free from baneful strife,
 For there my father ruled from sea to sea,
 Glaucus the Great: and fair Eurymede,
 My mother, bare another son to him,
 Like unto me in mind and face and limb,
 Whom men called Beller; and most true it is
 That I with him dwelt long in love and bliss,
 However long ago that seems to be.
 What plans we laid for joyous victory!
 What lovely lands untilled we thought to win,
 And be together even as Gods therein,
 Bringing the monsters of the world to nought!
 How eagerly from elders news we sought
 Of lands that lay anigh the ocean-stream!
 And yet withal what folly then did seem
 Their cold words and their weary hopeless eyes,
 When this alone of all things then seemed wise,
 To know how sweet life was, how dear the earth,
 And only fluttering hope stayed present mirth — 
 Ah, how I babble! What a thing man is,
 Who, falling unto misery out of bliss,
 Thinks that new wisdom but the sole thing then

 That binds the many ways of toiling men!
 

 “In one fair chamber did we sleep a-night,
 I and my brother — there, ‘twixt light and light,
 Three nights together did I dream a dream,
 Where lying on my bed I still did seem
 E’en as I was indeed, when a cold hand 
 Was laid upon me, and a shape did stand
 By my bed-head, a woman clad in grey,
 Like to the lingering time ‘twixt night and day,
 And veiled her face was, and her tall gaunt form.
 She drew me from my peaceful bed and warm,
 And led me, shuddering, bare-foot, o’er the floor,
 Until, with beating heart, I stood before
 My brother’s bed, and knew what I should do;
 For from beneath her shadowy robe she drew
 A well-steeled feathered dart, and that must I,
 Casting all will aside, clutch mightily,
 And, still unable with her will to strive,
 E’en as her veiled hand pointed, madly drive
 Into the heart of mine own mother’s son,
 Striving to scream as that ill deed was done.
 

 “No cry came forth, but even with the stroke,
 With sick and fainting heart, I nigh awoke.
 And when the dream again o’er me was cast,
 Chamber, and all I knew, away had passed,
 Nor saw I more the ghost: alone I stood
 In a strange land, anigh an oaken wood
 High on a hill; and far below my feet
 The white walls of a glorious town did meet
 A yellow strand and ship-beset green sea;
 And all methought was as a toy for me,
 For I was king thereof and great enow.
 

 “But as I stood upon that hill’s green brow, 
 Rejoicing much, yet yearning much indeed
 For something past that still my heart must need,
 Once more was all changed; by the windy sea
 Did men hold games with great solemnity
 In honour of some hero past away,
 Whose body dead upon a huge pile lay
 Waiting the torch, and people far and wide

 About the strand a name I knew not cried,
 Lamenting him who once had been their king;
 But when I saw the face of the dead thing
 Over whose head so many a cry was thrown
 On to the wind, I knew it for mine own.
 

 “Cold pangs shot through me then, sleep’s bonds I broke;
 Shuddering with terror in my bed I woke,
 And when thought came again, a weight of fear
 Lay on my heart and still grew heavier
 But when the next night and the third night came,
 And still in sleep my visions were the same,
 No longer in mine own heart could I hold
 The story of that marvel quite untold,
 For fear possessed me: good at first it seemed
 That I should tell the dream so strangely dreamed
 Unto my brother; then I feared that he
 Might for that tale look with changed eyes on me
 As deeming that some secret hope had wrought
 Within my false heart, and that pageant brought
 Before mine eyes; or he might flee the land 
 To save our house from some accursed hand;
 And either way that dream seemed hard to tell
 That yet, untold, made for my soul a hell.
 

 “But of a certain elder now I thought,
 Who much of lore to both of us had taught
 And loved us well; Diana’s priest was he,
 And in the wild woods served her faithfully,
 Dwelling with few folk in her woodland shrine.
 That from the hillside such a man sees shine
 As goes from Corinth unto Sicyon.
 “And now amid these thoughts was night nigh done,
 And the dawn glimmered; I grew hot to go
 To that old priest these troublous things to show;
 So from my bed I rose up silently,
 And with all haste I did my weed on me,
 And went unto the door; but as I passed

 The fair porch through, I saw how ‘gainst the last
 Brass-adorned pillar lay a feathered dart;
 And therewith came new fear into my heart,
 For as the dart that I in dreams had seen
 So was it fashioned, and with feathers green
 And scarlet was the hinder end bedight,
 And round the shaft were bands of silver white.
 Then scarcely did I know if still I dreamed,
 Yet, looking at the shaft, withal it seemed
 Good unto me to take it in my hand,
 That the old man the more might understand
 How real my dream had been in very deed, 
 And give me counsel better to my need.
 “With that I caught it up, and went my way,
 And almost ere the sun had made it day
 Was I within the woods, and hastening on,
 Afire until the old man’s house was won,
 And like a man who walks in sleep I went,
 Nor noted aught amid my strong intent.
 “But when I reached the little forest fane
 I found my labour had but been in vain;
 For there the priest’s folk told me he had gone
 The eve before to Corinth, all alone,
 And on some weighty matter, as they deemed;
 For measurelessly troubled still he seemed.
 His trouble troubled me, because I thought
 That unto him sure knowledge had been brought
 Of some great danger hanging over me,
 And that he thither went my face to see,
 While I was seeking him; and therewithal
 Great fear and heaviness on me did fall;
 And all the life I once had thought so sweet
 Now seemed a troublous thing and hard to meet.
 “So cityward again I set my face,
 And through the woodland glades I rode apace,
 And halfway betwixt dawn and noon had I
 Unto the wood’s edge once more come anigh;
 And now upon the wind I seemed to hear
 The sound of mingled voices drawing near;
 Whereon I stayed to hearken and cried out,

 But feeble was the sound from my parched throat; 
 And listening afterward I heard not now
 Those sounds, and timorous did my faint heart grow,
 And tales of woodfolk my vexed mind did take.
 But just as I the well-wrought reins would shake,
 Grown nigher did I hear those sounds again,
 And drew aback the hand that held the rein,
 And even therewith stalked forth into the way
 From out the thicket a huge wolf and grey,
 And stood with yellow eyes that glared on me;
 And I stared too; my folly made me see
 No wolf, but some dread deity, in him;
 But trembling as I was in every limb,
 E’en as his growling smote upon my heart,
 Tighter my fingers clutched the dreadful dart,
 I made a shift in stirrups up to stand,
 And hurled the quivering shaft from out my hand;
 Then fire seemed all around me, and a pang
 Crushed down my heart as from the thicket rang
 A dreadful cry: clear saw I, even as he
 Who meets the Father’s visage suddenly;
 No wolf was there; but o’er the herbage ran
 With staggering steps a pale and bleeding man:
 His left hand on the shaft, whose banded wood
 Over the barbs within his bosom stood,
 His right hand raised against me, as he fell
 Close to my horse-hoofs; and I knew full well
 That this my brother’s last farewell should be,
 And thus his face henceforward should I see.
 

    “What else? it matters not; the priest I saw,
 And armed men from the thicket toward me draw,
 With scared eyes fixed on mine; I drew my sword,
 And sat there, waiting for a dreadful word,
 Bidding the rush of many men on me;
 But they began to draw round silently,
 And ere the circle yet was fully made,
 I, who at first might even thus have stayed
 For death and curses, felt the love of life
 Stir up my heart again to hope and strife;
 Yea, even withal I saw in one bright gleam

 The latter ending of my dreaded dream.
 So, crying out, strongly my horse I spurred,
 And as he, rearing up, dashed forth, I heard
 Clatter of arms and cries, a spear flew o’er
 My bended head, a well-aimed arrow tore
 My helm therefrom; yet then a cry there came:
 ‘Take him alive, nor bring a double shame
 Upon the great house!’ Even therewith I drave
 Against a mighty man as wave meets wave;
 Back flew my right arm, and my sword was gone,
 Whirled off as from a sling the wave-worn stone,
 And my horse reeled, but he before me lay
 Rolled over, horse and man, and in my way
 Was no one now, as I spurred madly on:
 And so in no long time the race I won,
 For nobly was I mounted; and I deem
 That to the most of those men did it seem
 No evil thing that I should ‘scape away.
 

 “O King, I think this happed but yesterday,
 And now already do I deem that I
 Did no good deed in seeking not to die,
 For I am weary, and the Gods made me
 A luckless man among all folk to be — 
 I care not if their purpose I undo,
 Since now I doubt not that the thing is so — 

 — And yet am I so made, that, having life,
 Must I, though ever worsted in the strife,
 Cling to it still too much to gain the rest
 Which yet I know of all things is the best.
 Then slay me, King! to now, I pray for this,
 And no least portion of thy hoarded bliss;
 Slay me, and let the oak-boughs say their say
 Over my bones through the wild winter day!
 Slay me, for I am fain thereto to go,
 Where no talk is of either bliss or woe.”
 

 “Nay,” said the King, “didst thou not eat and drink
 When hunger drave thee e’ennow? yea, and shrink
 When my men’s spears were pointed at thy breast?
 Be patient; thou indeed shalt gain thy rest,
 But many a thing has got to come ere then:

 For all things die, and thou midst other men
 Shalt scarce remember thou hast had a friend.
 At worst before thou comest to the end
 Joy shalt thou have, and sorrow: wherefore come;
 With me thou well mayst have no hapless home.
 Dread not the Gods; ere long time has gone by 
 Thy soul from all guilt will we purify,
 And sure no heavy curse shall lie on thee.
 Nay, did their anger cause this thing to be?
 Perchance in heaven they smile upon thy gain — 

 — Lo, for a little while a burning pain,
 Then yearning unfulfilled a little space,
 Then tender memories of a well-loved face
 In quiet hours, and then — forgetfulness — 
 How hadst thou rather borne, still less and less
 To love what thou hadst loved, till it became
 A thing to be forgotten, a great shame
 To think thou shouldst have wasted life thereon?
 Come then — thou spakest of a kingdom won
 Thy dream foretold, and shall not this be too,
 E’en as the dreadful deed thou cam’st to do?
 To horse! and unto Argos let us wend,
 Begin thy life afresh with me for friend.
 Wide is the world, nor yet for many a day
 Will every evil thing be cleared away
 That bringeth scathe to men within its girth;
 Surely a man like thee can win the mirth
 That cometh of the conquering of such things;
 For not in vain art thou the seed of kings
 Unless thy face belie thee — nay, no more:
 Why speak I vain words to a heart still sore
 With sudden death of happiness? yet come
 And ride with us unto our lovely home.”
 

 Hipponoüs to the King’s word answered nought, 
 But sat there brooding o’er his dreary thought,
 Nor seemed to hear; and when the Argive men
 Brought up to him his battle-steed again,
 Scarce witting of the company or place,
 He mounted, and with set and weary face
 Rode as they bade him at the King’s left hand:

 Nor did the sight of the fair well-tilled land,
 When that they gained from out the tangled wood,
 Do aught in dealing with his mournful mood;
 Nor Argos’ walls as from the fields they rose,
 Such good things with their mightiness to close
 From chance of hurt; scarce saw he the fair gate,
 Dainty to look on, yet so huge of weight;
 Nor did the streets’ well-ordered houses draw
 His eyes to look at them; unmoved he saw
 The south-land merchants’ dusky glittering train;
 About the fountain the slim maids in vain
 Drew sleek arms from the water, or turned round
 With shaded eyes at the great horn’s hoarse sound.
 The sight of the King’s house, deemed of all men
 A wonder mid the houses kings had then,
 Drew from him but a troubled frown, as though
 Men’s toilsome folly he began to know;
 The carven Gods within the banquet-hall,
 The storied hangings that bedight the wall,
 Made his heart sick to think of labour vain,
 Telling once more the oft-told tale of pain.
 Cold in the damsel’s hand his strong hand lay,
 When to the steaming bath she led the way; 
 And when another damsel brought for him
 Raiment wherein the Tyrian dye showed dim
 Amid the gold lines of the broideries,
 Her face downcast because she might not please,
 He heeded not. When to the hall he passed,
 And by the high seat he was set at last,
 Then Prœtus, smiling from his mild eyes, laid
 A hand upon his combed-out hair and said:
 

 “Surely for no good luck this golden hair
 Has come to Argos, and this visage fair,
 To make us, who were well enow before,
 Seem to our maids like churls at the hall-door,
 Prying about when men to war are gone
 And girls and children sit therein alone.”
 

 But nought Hipponoüs heeded the King’s say,

 But, turning, roughly put his hand away,
 And frowning muttered, and still further drew,
 As a man touched amid his dream might do.
 

 In sooth he dreamed, and dreary was his dream;
 A bitter thing the world to him did seem;
 The void of life to come he peopled now
 With folk of scornful eyes and brazen brow;
 And one by one he told the tale of days
 Wherein an envious mock was the world’s praise;
 Where good deeds brought ill fame, and truth was not,
 Hate was remembered, love was soon forgot;
 No face was good for long to look upon, 
 And nought was worthy when it once was won;
 And narrow, helpless, friendless was the way,
 That led unto the last most hopeless day
 Of hopeless days, in tangled, troubled wise.
 So thought he, till the tears were in his eyes
 Since he was young yet, for hope lying dead.
 

 But on his fixed eyes and his weary head
 The happy King of Argos gazed awhile,
 Till from his eye faded the scornful smile
 That lingered on his lips; and now he turned,
 As one who long ago that task had learned,
 And unto the great men about him spoke,
 And was a merry king of merry folk.
 

 So passed the feast and all men drew to sleep,
 And e’en Hipponoüs his soul might steep
 In sweet forgetfulness a little while;
 And somewhat did the fresh young day beguile
 His treasured sorrow when he woke next morn,
 And somewhat less he felt himself forlorn:
 Nor did the King forget him, but straight sent
 Unto the priests, and told them his intent
 That this his guest should there be purified,
 Since he with honour in his house should bide.
 

 So was Jove’s house made ready for that thing,
 And thither amid songs and harp-playing,
 White-robed and barefoot, was Hipponoüs brought;
 Who, bough in hand, for peace the God besought. 
 Noiseless the white bulls fell beneath the stroke

 Of the gold-girdled, well-taught temple folk:
 Up to the roof arose the incense-cloud;
 The chanted prayer of men, now low now loud,
 Thrilled through the brazen leaves of the great door;
 Thick lay the scattered herbs upon the floor,
 And in the midst at last the hero stood,
 Freed of the guilt of shedding kindred blood.
 And then the chief priest cried, “Bellerophon,
 With this new hapless name that thou hast won,
 Go forth, go free, be happy once again,
 But no more called Hipponoüs of men.”
 

 Then forth Bellerophon passed wearily,
 Although so many prayers had set him free;
 Yet somewhat was he ready to forget,
 And turn unto the days that might be yet.
 

 But when before King Prœtus’ throne he came,
 The King called out on him by his new name;
 “O fair Bellerophon, like me, be wise,
 And set things good to win before thine eyes,
 Lands, and renown, and riches, and a life
 That knows from day to day so much of strife
 As makes men happy, since the age of gold
 Is past, if e’er it was, as a tale told.”
 

 “O King,” he said, “thou sittest in full day,
 Thou strivest to put thoughts of night away; 
 My life has not yet left the morning-tide,
 And I, who find the world that seemed so wide,
 Now narrowed to a little troublous space
 Where help is not, astonied turn my face
 Unto the coming hours, nor know at all
 What thing of joy or hope to me will fall.
 Be patient, King; perchance within a while
 No marfeast I may be, but learn to smile
 Even as thou, who lovest life so much.
 Who knows but grief may vanish at a touch,

 As joy does? and a long way off is death:
 Some folk seem glad even to draw their breath.”
 

 “Yea,” said the King, “thou hast it, for indeed
 I fain would live, like most men — but what need
 Unto a fevered man to talk of wine?
 Thy heart shall love life when it grows like mine.
 But come thou hence, and I will show to thee
 What things of price the Gods have given to me.
 Not good it is to harp on the frayed string;
 And thou, so seeing many a lovely thing,
 Mayst hide thy weary pain a little space.”
 

 And therewith did King Prœtus from that place
 Draw forth Bellerophon, and so when he
 In his attire was now clad royally,
 From out the precinct to his palace fair
 Did the King bring him; and he showed him there
 His stables, where the war-steeds stood arow 
 Over the dusty grain: then did they go
 To armouries, where sword and spear and shield
 Hung bloodless, ready for the fated field:
 The treasury showed he, where things richly wrought
 Together into such a place were brought,
 That he who stole the oxen of a God,
 For all his godlike cunning scarce had trod
 Untaken on its floor — withal he showed
 The chamber where the broidered raiment glowed,
 Where the spice lay, and scented unguents fit
 To touch Queen Venus’ skin and brighten it;
 The ivory chairs and beds of ivory
 He showed him, and he bid his tired eyes see
 The stories wrought on brazen doors, the flowers
 And things uncouth carved on the wood of bowers;
 The painted walls that told things old and new.

 Things come to pass, and things that onward drew.
 

 But all the while Bellerophon’s grave face
 And soon-passed smile seemed unmeet for that place,
 And ever Prœtus felt a pang of fear,
 As if it told of times a-drawing near,
 When all the wealth and beauty that was his
 Should not avail to buy one hour of bliss.
 And sometimes when he watched his wandering eyes
 And heard his stammering speech, would there arise
 Within his heart a feeling like to hate,
 Mingled with scorn of one so crushed by fate:
 For ever must the rich man hate the poor. 
 Now at the last they stood before a door
 Adorned with silver, wrought of precious wood;
 Then Prœtus laughed, and said, “O guest, thy mood
 Is hard to deal with; never any leech
 Has striven as I thy sickness’ heart to reach;
 And I grow weary and must get me aid.”
 Therewith upon the lock his hand he laid
 And pushed the door aback, and then the twain
 The daintiest of all passages did gain,
 And as betwixt its walls they passed along
 Nearer they drew unto the measured song
 Of sweet-voiced women; and the King spake then:
 “Drive fire out with fire, say all wise men;
 Here mayst thou set thine eyes on such an one,
 That thou no more wilt think of days agone,
 But days to come; for here indeed my spouse
 Watches the damsels in the weaving-house,
 Or in the pleasance sits above their play;
 And certes here upon no long-passed day,
 Unless my eyes were bleared with coming eld,
 Fair sights for such as thou have I beheld.”
 Across the exile’s brow a frown there came,
 As though his sorrow of such things thought shame,
 Yet mayhap his eye brightened as he heard
 The song grow louder and the hall they neared;
 But the King smiled, and swiftlier led him on,

 Until unto the door thereof they won.
 

NOW noble was that hall and fair enow,
 Betwixt whose slim veined pillars set arow,
 And marble lattice wrought like flowering trees,
 Showed the green freshness of the summer seas,
 Made cheery by the sun and many a ship,
 Whose black bows smoothly through the waves did slip.
 In bowls whereon old stories pictured were
 The bright rose-laurels trembled in the air,
 That from the sea stole through the lattices,
 And round them hummed a few bewildered bees.
 Midmost the pavement wrought by toil of years,
 A tree was set, gold-leaved like that which bears
 Unto the maids of Hesperus strange fruit;
 A many-coloured serpent from the root
 Curled upward round the stem, and, reaching o’er
 A four-square silver laver, did outpour
 Bright glittering water from his throat of brass;
 And at each corner of the basin was
 A brazen hart who seemed at point to drink;
 And these the craftsman had not made to shrink
 Though in the midst Diana’s feet pressed down
 The forest greensward, and her girded gown
 Cleared from the brambles fell about her thigh,
 And eager showed her terrible bright eye.
 But ‘twixt the pillars and that marvellous thing
 Were scattered those they had e’en now heard sing; 
 Their song had sunk now, and a murmuring voice,
 But mingled with the clicking loom’s sharp noise
 And splashing of the fountain, where a maid
 With one hand lightly on a brass deer laid,
 One clasped about her own foot, knelt to watch
 Her brazen jar the tinkling water catch;
 Withal the wool-comb’s sound within the fleece
 Began and grew, and slowly did decrease,
 And then began as still it gat new food;
 And by the loom an ancient woman stood
 And grumbled o’er the web; and on the floor
 Ten spindles twisted ever; from the store
 Raised on high pillars at the gable end.

 Adown a steep stair did a maiden wend,
 Who in the wide folds of her gathered gown
 Fresh yarn bright-dyed unto the loom bare down.
 

 But on the downy cushions of a throne,
 Above all this sat the fair Queen alone,
 Who heeded not the work, nor noted aught;
 Nor showed indeed that there was any thought
 Within her heaving breast; but though she moved
 No whit the limbs a God might well have loved,
 Although her mouth was as of one who lies
 In peaceful sleep; though over her deep eyes
 No shadow came to trouble her white brow,
 Yet might you deem no rest was on her now;
 Rather too weary seemed she e’en to sigh
 For foolish life that joyless passed her by. 
 So thus the King Bellerophon led in
 Just as the old song did again begin
 From the slim maids, that by the loom’s side spun;
 But ere it had full sway, the nighest one
 Unto the door stopped singing suddenly,
 And pressed her neighbour’s arm, that she might see
 What new folk were come in; and therewithal
 An angry glance from the Queen’s eyes did fall
 Upon the maid; so that Bellerophon
 A cruel visage had to look upon,
 When first he saw the Queen raised high above
 The ordered tresses of that close of love.
 But when the women knew the King indeed
 They did him reverence, and with lowly heed
 Made way for him, while a girl here and there
 Made haste to hide what labour had made bare
 Of limb or breast; and the King smiled through all,
 And now and then a wandering glance let fall
 Upon some fairest face; and so at last
 Through the sweet band unto the Queen they passed,
 Who rose and waited them by her fair throne
 With eyes wherefrom all care once more had gone
 Of life and what it brought: then the King said — 
 “O Sthenobœa, hither have I led
 A man, who, from a happy life down-hurled,

 Looks with sick eyes upon this happy world;
 Not knowing how to stay here or depart:
 Thou know’st and I know how the wounded heart
 Forgetteth pain and groweth whole again, 
 Yet is the pain that passes no less pain.
 “But since this man is noble even as we,
 And help begets help, and withal to me
 Worthy he seems to be a great king’s friend,
 Now help me to begin to make an end
 Of his so heavy mood; for though indeed
 This daintiness may nowise help his need,
 Yet may kind words avail to make him kind
 Unto himself; kind eyes may make him blind
 Unto the ugly, tangled whirl of life;
 Or in some measured image of real strife
 He may forget the things that he has lost,
 Nor think of how he needs must yet be tost
 Like other men from wave to wave of fate.”
 

 Gravely she set herself the end to wait
 Of the King’s speech; and what of scorn might be
 Within her heart changed nowise outwardly
 Her eyes that looked with scorn on everything;
 And yet withal while still the cheery King
 Let his tale flow, unto the exile’s place
 She glanced with scornful wonder at his face
 At first, because she deemed it soft and kind;
 Yet was he fair, and she — she needs must find
 Something that drew her to his wide grey eyes;
 And presently as with some great surprise
 Her heart ‘gan beat, and she must strive in vain
 To crush within it a sweet rising pain,
 She deemed to be that pity that she knew 
 As the last folly wise folk turn unto.
 For pain was wont to rouse her rage, and she
 Was like those beasts that slaughter cruelly
 Their wounded fellows — truth she knew not of,
 And fain had killed folk babbling over love;
 Justice she thought of as a thing that might
 Balk some desire of hers, before the night
 Of death should end it all: nor hope she knew,

 Nor what fear was, how ill soe’er life grew.
 This wisdom had she more than most of folk,
 That through the painted cloud of lies she broke
 To gain what brought her pleasure for awhile,
 However men might call it nought and vile;
 Nor was she one to make a piteous groan
 O’er bitter pain amid her pleasure grown.
 

 But she was one of those wrought by the gods
 To be to foolish men as sharpest rods
 To scourge their folly; wrought so daintily
 That scarcely could a man her body see
 Without awaking strife ‘twixt good and ill
 Within him; and her sweet, soft voice would fill
 Men’s hearts with strange desires, and her great eyes,
 Truthful to show her to the cold and wise
 E’en as she was, would make some cast aside
 Whatever wisdom in their breasts might hide,
 And still despite what long ill days might prove,
 They called her languid hate the soul of love.
 

 But now that fire that to her eyes arose 
 She cast aback awhile to lie all close
 About her heart; her full lips trembled not,
 And from her cheek faded the crimson spot
 That erst increased thereon.
 “O Prince,” she said,
 “Strive to get back again thy goodlihead;
 Life flitteth fast, and while it still abides,
 Our folly many a good thing from us hides,
 That else would pierce our hearts with its delight
 Unto the quick, in all the Gods’ despite.”
 

 He gazed upon her wondering, for again
 That new-born hope, that sweet and bitter pain,
 Flushed her smooth cheek, and glittered in her eyes,
 And wrought within her lips; yet was she wise,
 And gazing on his pale and wondering face,
 In his frank eyes she did not fail to trace
 A trouble like unto a growing hate,
 That, yet unknown to him, her love did wait;
 Then once more did she smother up that flame,
 Calm grew she, from her lips a false voice came.
 

 “Yea, and bethink thee, mayst thou not be born

 To raise the crushed and succour the forlorn,
 And in the place of sorrow to set mirth,
 Gaining a great name through the wondering earth?
 Now surely has my lord the King done well
 To bring thee here thy tale to me to tell;
 Come, then, for nearby such a bower there is 
 As most men deem to be a place of bliss;
 There, when thy tale is o’er that I am fain
 To hearken, may sweet music ease thy pain
 Amidst our feast; or of these maids shall one
 Read of some piteous thing the Gods have done
 To us poor folk upon the earth that dwell.
 Yea, and the reader will I choose so well,
 That such an one herself shall seem to be
 As she of whom the tale tells piteously.
 And thou shalt hear when all is past and o’er,
 And with its sorrow still thine heart is sore,
 The Lydian flutes come nigher and more nigh,
 Till glittering raiment cometh presently,
 And thou behold’st the dance of the slim girls,
 Wavering and strange as the leaf-wreath that whirls
 Down in the marble court we walk in here
 Mid sad October, when the rain draws near:
 So delicate therewith, that when all sound
 Of sobbing flute has left the air around,
 And, panting, lean the dancers against wall
 And well-wrought pillar, you hear nought at all
 But their deep breathing, so are all men stilled,
 So full their hearts with all that beauty filled.”
 

 Coldly and falsely was her speech begun,
 But she waxed warm ere all the tale was done;
 Nay, something soft was in her voice at last,
 As round his soul her net she strove to cast
 Almost despite herself. 
 Unmoved he stood,
 But that some thought did cross his weary mood
 That made him knit his brow, and therewith came
 A flush across his face as if of shame

 Because of that new thought; but when an end
 Her speech had, then he spake:
 “What love or friend
 Can do me good? God-hated shall I be,
 And bring to no man aught but misery;
 And thou, O royal man, and thou, O Queen,
 Who heretofore in bliss and mirth have been,
 Hearken my words, and on your heads be all
 The trouble that from me shall surely fall
 If I abide with you.: yet doubt it not
 That this your love shall never be forgot
 Wherewith ye strive to win a helpless man,
 And ever will I labour as I can
 To make my ill forebodings come to nought.”
 

 But midst these things, pleased by some hidden thought,
 The King smiled, turning curious eyes on them,
 And smoothing down his raiment’s golden hem
 As one who hearkens music; then said he,
 “Wilt thou give word for our festivity,
 O Sthenobœa? But come thou, O guest,
 And by the great sea we will take our rest,
 Speaking few words.”
 So from her golden throne 
 She passed to do what things must needs be done,
 And with firm feet amid her maids she went
 On this new tyrannous sweetness all intent;
 So did it work in her, that scarcely she
 Might bear the world now, as she turned to see
 The stranger and the King a-going down
 By marble stairs unto the foreshores brown.
 So slipped the morn away, and when the sun
 His downward course some three hours had begun,
 Summoned by sound of horns they took their way
 Unto a bower that looking westward lay,
 Yet was by trellised roses shaded so
 That little of the hot sun did it know
 But what the lime-trees’ honey-sweet scent told,
 And their wide wind-stirred leaves, turned into gold
 Against the bright rays of the afternoon.
 

 So to that chamber came the fair Queen soon,
 Well harbingered by flutes; nor had she spared
 To veil her limbs in raiment that had fared

 O’er many a sea, before it had the hap
 The Lycian’s smooth skin in its folds to lap.
 But as she entered there in queenly guise,
 With firm and haughty step, and careless eyes
 Over the half-hid beauty of her breast,
 One moment on the exile did they rest,
 And softened to a meek, imploring gaze — 
 One moment only; as with great amaze
 His eyes beheld her, doubtful what was there, 
 All had gone thence, but the proud empty stare
 That she was wont to turn on everything.
 Withal she sat her down beside the King,
 And the feast passed with much of such delight
 As makes to happy men the world seem bright,
 But from the hapless draws but hate and scorn,
 Because the Gods both happy and forlorn
 Have set in one world, each to each to be
 A vain rebuke, a bitter memory.
 Yet the Queen held her word, and when that they
 Had heard the music sing adown the day,
 After the dancing women had but left
 Sweet honeyed scents behind, or roses, reft
 By their own hands from head or middle small,
 Then came with hurried steps into the hall
 The reader and her scroll; sweet-eyed was she,
 And timid as some loving memory
 Midst the world’s clamour: clad in gown of wool
 She sat herself adown upon a stool
 Anigh the proud feet of the Lycian Queen,
 And straight, as if no soul she there had seen,
 With slender hand put back her golden hair,
 And ‘gan to read from off the parchment fair.
 In a low voice, and trembling at the first,
 She read a tale of lovers’ lives accurst
 By cruel Gods and careless foolish men:
 Like dainty music was her voice, and when

 From out her heart she sighed, as she must read
 Of folk unholpen in their utmost need, 
 Still must the stranger turn kind eyes on her.
 At last awhile she paused, as she drew near
 The bitter end of spilt and wasted bliss,
 And death unblessed at last by any kiss;
 Her voice failed, and adown her book did sink,
 And midst them all awhile she seemed to think
 Of the past days herself; but still so much
 Her beauty and the tale their hearts did touch,
 Folk held their breath till she began again,
 And something ‘twixt a pleasure and a pain
 It was when all the sweet tale was read o’er
 And her voice quivered through the air no more.
 Then round the maiden’s neck King Prœtus cast
 A golden chain, and from the hall she passed,
 And yet confused and shamefaced; for the Queen,
 Who at the first the Prince’s eyes had seen
 Upon the maid, and then would look no more,
 But kept her eyes fixed on the marble floor
 As listening to the tale; her head now raised,
 And with cold scorn upon the maiden gazed
 As she bent down the golden gift to take;
 And meanwhile, for her tender beauty’s sake,
 Over the exile’s face a pleased smile came.
 

 But she departed to the bliss or shame
 Life had for her, and all folk left the bower;
 For now was come the summer night’s mid-hour:
 The great high moon that lit the rippling sea
 ‘Twixt the thin linden-trees shone doubtfully 
 Upon the dim grey garden; the sea-breeze
 Stooped down on the pleached alleys; the tall trees
 Over the long roofs moved their whispering leaves,
 Nor woke the dusky swifts beneath the eaves.
 

NOW from that fair night wore the time away,
 Until with lapse of many a quiet day,
 And stirring times withal, Bellerophon
 To love of life and hope of joy was won.
 Still grave and wise he was beyond his years,
 No eager man among his joyous peers
 To snatch at pleasure; careful not to cheat
 His soul with vain desires all over sweet;
 A wary walker on the road of life;
 E’en as a man who in a garden, rife
 With flowers, has gone unarmed, and found that there
 Are evil things amid the blossoms fair,
 And paid with wounds for folly: yet when he
 Is whole once more, since there he needs must be,
 And has no will its sweets to cast aside,
 Well armed he walks there ware of beasts that hide
 Beneath the shade of those vine-trellises,
 Amid the grey stems of the apple-trees.
 

 Yet at his heart, about the root of it 
 Strange thoughts there lay, which at sweet times would flit
 Before his eyes, as things grown palpable;
 Strange hopes that made the weltering world seem well
 While he abode there: therefore was he kind
 To man and maid, and all men’s hearts did bind
 With bonds of love, for mid the struggling folk,
 The forgers and the bearers of the yoke,
 Weary with wronging and with wrongs, he seemed
 As one on whom a light from heaven had beamed,
 That changed him to a god yet being alive.
 But midst all folk there did King Prœtus give
 Great gifts to him; great trust in him he had,
 And ever by his sight was he made glad:
 For well did all things prosper in his hand,
 Nor was there such another in the land
 For strength or goodliness.
 Now so it was,
 That he on matters of the King would pass
 About the country here and there, nor dwell
 At Argos much, and that thing pleased him well;
 For while all else grew better, ye shall know
 That greater in his heart the fear did grow

 That sprung up therein on that summer eve;
 And though sometimes the Queen would make believe
 To heed him nought — yea, or depart maybe
 At whiles, when he the King would come to see — 
 Yet was this but at whiles; the next day came,
 And scarce would she hold parley with her shame. 
 One noon of the late autumn, when the sun
 Brightened the parting year, so nearly done,
 With rays as hot as early June might shed,
 Dawn past an hour, upon the tulip-bed,
 In the great pleasance, ‘neath a wall of yew,
 Walked the Corinthian, pondering what to do
 In some great matter late given unto him.
 So clad he was, that both on breast and limb
 Steel glittered, though his head as yet was bare;
 But in his face was just so much of care
 As seemed to show he had got that to do
 He feared but little well to carry through,
 But which must have his heed a little while:
 And still in going would he stop and smile,
 And seem to cast the shreds of thought away
 In honour of the bright fresh autumn day
 And all the pleasure of the lovely place.
 But at the last, turning about his face
 Unto the sunny garden’s other side,
 He saw where, down a grassy path and wide,
 The Queen came, with her head bent down to earth,
 As though mid thoughts she were that slew her mirth;
 Slowly she went, with two maids following her,
 Who in their delicate slim hands did bear,
 The one a cithern and some verse-book old,
 The other a white osier maund, to hold
 Some of such flowers as still in fear and doubt
 Against the sickness of the year held out.
 But as they went, nigh to the Prince they drew, 
 And soon the maidens’ eyes his beauty knew,
 And one at other glanced, smiling and glad,

 For soft love of him in their hearts they had;
 Yet nought they said, nor did the Queen turn round,
 But kept her eyes still bent upon the ground.
 So in their walk they came to where there stood
 A thin-leaved apple-tree, where, red as blood,
 Yellow as gold, a little fruit hung yet,
 The last rays of the fainting sun to get;
 And a tall clump of autumn flowers, cold-grey,
 Beneath it, mocked the promise of the day,
 And to them clung a hapless bee or twain,
 A butterfly spread languid wings in vain
 Unto the sun, that scarce could heat her now.
 There the Queen stayed awhile her footsteps slow,
 And to the flowers wandered her slender hand;
 But with her eyes cast down she still did stand,
 And pondered.
 Full of melody and peace
 About her was the lingering year’s decease;
 Strange spicy scents there were that yet were sweet,
 Green was the grass about her gold-shod feet,
 And had no memory of the dawn’s white rime;
 Loud was the birds’ song in that windless time,
 Strange the sharp crying of the missel-thrush
 Within the close heart of the hawthorn-bush,
 Strange the far-off rooks’ sweet tumultuous voice
 That in the high elms e’en now must rejoice
 And know not why — peace e’en if end of peace. 
 The while her burning heart did never cease
 To give words to such longings, as she knew
 To swift destruction all her glory drew.
 “Ah! mine, mine, mine!” she thought, “ah! mine a while!
 Ah! mine a little day, if all be vile
 The coming years can bring unto my heart!
 Ah! mine this eve, if we to-morn must part!
 Mine, that a sweet hour I may know at last
 How soon soever all delight is passed!
 Ah! mine, mine, mine, if for a little while!”
 

 So stood she, that her parted lips did smile
 As if of one that memories make half sad,

 Her breast heaved, as no stronger wish she had
 Than for some careless lover, lightly won,
 And soon forgot, to lay his lips thereon;
 The flower-stem that her finger-tips did hold
 Was crushed not, and within her shoe of gold
 Lightly her foot was laid upon the grass;
 No tremors through her dainty limbs did pass,
 And healthy life alone did paint her cheek:
 For if indeed at first she had felt weak,
 Ere well she knew what she was bent upon,
 Now at the last, when every doubt was gone,
 She would not show the net unto the prey
 Until she deemed that in her toils he lay.
 

 She raised her eyes at last with a light sigh, 
 Despite herself, a flush passed suddenly
 Over her face, and then all pale she grew;
 For now withal Bellerophon she knew,
 Though at that very point of time the sun
 Along his upraised steel-clad arm had run,
 And made an earthly sun that dazzled her.
 Yet cast she back her trembling hope and fear
 Into her heart, and as before she went
 Slowly, with head a little downward bent,
 But when she had gone on a few yards space,
 Once more unto the Prince she raised her face;
 Then stopped again, and turning round, she said,
 From lips wherein all passion now seemed dead:
 “Damsels, go home again; thou, Mysian, go
 Unto the little treasury thou dost know
 Anigh my bower, and taking this gold key,
 Draw forth that ancient prophet’s book for me
 Which shows the stars: for that I fain would show
 To Prince Bellerophon, who bides me now
 Ere he goes forth to bring the island folk
 Once more beneath King Prœtus’ equal yoke.
 And thou, Leucippe, bide our coming there,
 And bid our folk set forth a feast as fair

 As may be done; for we within a while
 May need thy cithern dull thoughts to beguile.”
 

 E’en as they turned she passed on carelessly
 Toward the Prince, nor looked aback to see
 That they were gone; but he indeed had heard 
 Through the calm air her clearly-spoken word,
 And saw the maidens go, and felt as one
 Who bideth, when the herald’s speech is done,
 The word that bids the grinded spears fall down.
 But she, with slim hand folded in her gown,
 Went o’er the dewy grass to where he stood,
 And in despite the fire within her blood
 Was calm, and smiled on him, till nigh he thought
 That surely all his fear was vain and nought.
 He bowed before her as she drew anear,
 But she held out her right hand, and in clear
 Sweet tones she cried, “O fair Bellerophon,
 Would that the victory were already won,
 And thou wert back again at this thy home
 We have made glad for thee: behold! I come
 To say farewell — yet come a little way — 
 For something else indeed I had to say.”
 

 And still she held his hand, but yet durst not
 Clasp as she would the treasure she had got.
 Then to a place together did they pass,
 Where yew-trees hemmed around a plot of grass,
 And kept it scarce touched by the faint sun’s rays — 
 A place well made for burning summer days,
 But cheerless now. There on a marble seat
 She bade him sit; while she with restless feet
 Paced to and fro, while from the yew-twigs close,
 With his scared cry the creeping blackbird rose.
 But he, with eyes cast down upon the ground, 
 Deemed that his battle easier would be found
 Than this.
 And so at last she stayed by him
 And cried: “The cup is full unto the brim;
 For now thou goest where thou mayst be slain:
 I speak then — and, alas! I speak in vain — 
 Thy cold eyes tell me so — How shall I move
 Thy flinty heart my curse has made me love?

 For what have other women done, when they
 Were fair as I, and love before them lay?
 Was not a look enough for them, a word
 Low murmured, midst the hum of men scarce heard?
 What have I left undone that they have done?
 What askest thou of me, O heart of stone?”
 

 Choked by her passion here awhile she stayed,
 And he from off the bench sprang up dismayed,
 And turned on her to speak; but she withal
 Before him on her knees made haste to fall,
 And cried out loud and shrilly: “Nay, nay, nay — 
 Say not the word thou art about to say;
 Let me depart, and things be still as now;
 So that my dreams sweet images may show,
 As they have done — that waking I may think,
 ‘If he, my love, from looks of love did shrink,
 That was because I had not prayed him then
 To be my love alone of living men;
 Because he did not know that I, a Queen,
 Who hitherto but loveless life have seen, 
 Could kneel to him, and pray upon my knees
 To give me my first pleasure, my first peace’
 Thou knewest not — nay, nay, thou know’st not now — 
 Thou with the angry eyes and bended brow! — 
 Surely I talk my mother-tongue no more,
 Therefore thou knowest not that I implore
 Thy pity, that I give myself to thee,
 Thy love, thy slave, thy castaway to be-
 Hear’st thou? thy castaway! when in a while
 Thou growest weary of my loving smile!
 Oh, take me, madman! In a year or twain
 I will not thwart thee if thou lov’st again,
 Nor eye thee sourly when thou growest cold;

 — Or art thou not the man that men call bold,
 And fear’st thou? Then what better time than this
 For we twain to begin our life of bliss?
 Thy keel awaits thee, and to thee alone,
 Not to the wretched dastard on the throne,
 Thy men will hearken — Nay, thou shalt not speak,
 My feeble reed of hope thou shalt not break! — 

 Let me be gone, thou knowest not of love,
 Thou semblance of a man that nought can move!
 It O wise, wise man, I give thee good farewell:
 Gather fresh wisdom, thinking of my hell.”
 

 She sprang up to her feet and turned away
 Trembling, and no word to her could he say
 For grief and pity; and the Queen did go
 A little way with doubtful steps and slow, 
 Then turned about, and once again did stand
 Before his troubled face, hand laid in hand,
 And sobbing now as if her heart would break;
 But when from his grieved soul he fain would speak,
 Again from midst her tears she cried, “No, no — 
 Do I not know what thou wouldst bid me do?
 And yet forgive me! — thou art wise and good.
 Surely some evil thing has turned my blood,
 That even now I wished that thing to slay
 That I of all things only till this day
 Have loved. Ah, surely thou wilt not be slain!
 Come back, and I will tell thee once again
 How much I love thee, and will not forget
 To say such things as might have moved thee yet,
 Could I have told thee now, couldst thou have seen
 These lips that love thee as they might have been.

 — Farewell, I durst not pray thee for one kiss!”
 

 Nearer she drew to him as she spake this,
 Yet, when she ended, turned about again,
 And still, as hoping all was not in vain,
 Lingered a little while, and then at last,
 With raging heart, swiftly therefrom she passed.
 

 But, she clean vanished now, Bellerophon
 Went slowly toward the palace, all alone,
 And pondering on these things: and shamed he felt,
 E’en as a just man who in sleep has dealt
 Unjustly; nor had all her prayers and tears 
 Moved love in him, but rather stirred his fears,
 For ever was he wise among wise men;
 And though he doubted not her longing, when
 She turned and spake soft words, he knew that she
 So spake midst hope of what things yet might be,

 And yet had left another kind of word,
 Whereby a friendless man might well be feared;
 Lonely he felt thereat, as one accurst,
 With whom all best things still must turn to worst,
 And e’en sweet love curdle to bitter hate.
 Yet was he one not lightly crushed by fate,
 And when at last he had his helmet on,
 And heard the folk cry out ‘Bellerophon,’
 As toward the ship he passed, kind the world seemed,
 Nor love so far away indeed he deemed
 When he some gentle maiden’s kind grey eyes
 Fixed on his own he did at whiles surprise,
 Or when his godlike eyes, on some maid turned
 More fair than most, set fire to thoughts that burned
 On breast and brow of her. So forth he passed,
 And reached the border of the sea at last,
 And there took ship, and hence is gone a space.
 

 But for the Queen, when she had left that place,
 About the pleasance paths did she go still,
 So ‘wildered in her mind because her will
 Might not be done, that at the first she knew
 No more what place she might be passing through
 Than one who walks in sleep. Yet hope and sham 
 Twain help, at last unto her spirit came;
 Yea, her bright gown, soiled with the autumn grass,
 Told her the tale of what had come to pass,
 And to her heart came hatred of the spot
 Where she had kneeled to one who loved her not,
 And even therewith his image did she see
 As he had been; then cried she furiously:
 “Ah, fool! ah, traitor! must I love thee then,
 When in the world there are so many men
 My smile would drive to madness? — for I know
 What things they are that men desire so,
 And which of all these bear I not with me?
 Hast thou not heart and eyes to feel and see?
 Then shalt thou die, then shalt thou die, at least,
 Nor sit without me at life’s glorious feast,
 While I fall ever unto worse and worse — 
 Ah me! I rave! — what folly now to curse

 That which I love, because its loveliness
 Alone has brought me unto this distress!
 I know not right nor wrong, but yet through all
 Know that the Gods a just man him would call;
 Nay, and I knew it, when I saw him first,
 And in my heart sprang up that glorious thirst — 
 And should he, not being base, yield suddenly,
 And as the basest man, not loving me,
 Take all I gave him, and cast all his life
 Into a tangled and dishonoured strife?
 Nay, it could never be — but now, indeed,
 Somewhat with pity of me his heart may bleed, 
 Since he is good; and he shall think of me,
 And day by day and night by night shall see
 The image of that woman on her knees,
 Whom men here liken to the goddesses.
 And certainly shall he come back again:
 Nor shall my next speech to him be so vain.”
 

 She smiled, and toward the house made swiftly on
 In triumph, even as though the game were won:
 For, now his face was gone, she, blind with love,
 Deemed but his honour she had got to move
 From its high place, before his heart should fall
 A prey unto her; e’en as when the wall
 By many a stroke of stones is battered down,
 And all may work their will upon the town.
 

NOW of Bellerophon must it be said
 That, what by wisdom, what by hardihead,
 His task was done, and great praise gained thereby;
 So he at last, midst shouts and minstrelsy,
 In the first days of spring, passed up once more
 Unto the palace from the thronging shore.
 Him Prœtus met half-way, and, in the face
 Of all the people, in a straight embrace
 Held him awhile, and called him his dear son,
 Praising the Gods for all that he had done;
 Then hand in hand did they go up the street, 
 And on their heads folk cast the spring-flowers sweet,
 And bands of maids met them with joyous song

 And gracious pageants as they went along:
 And all this for the brave Corinthian’s sake — 
 Such joy did his return in all hearts make.
 

 But though the man, once from his home driven forth,
 Was so much loved and held of so much worth,
 And though he throve thereby, and seemed to be
 Scarcely a man but some divinity
 To people’s eyes, yet in his soul no less
 There lingered still a little heaviness,
 And therefrom hardly could he cast away
 The memory of that sunny autumn day
 And of the fear it brought; and one more fear
 He had besides, and as they drew anear
 The palace, therewith somewhat faltering,
 He needs must turn a while, and of the King
 Ask how the Lycian fared: the King laughed low,
 And said:
 “Nay, surely she is well enow,
 As her wont is to be, for, sooth to say,
 She for herself is ever wont to pray,
 And heedeth nothing other grief and wrong:
 And be thou sure, my son, that such live long
 And lead sweet lives; but those who ever think
 How he and she may fare, and still must shrink
 From sweeping any foe from out the way, 
 These — living other people’s lives, I say,
 Besides their own, and most of them forlorn — 
 May hap to find their lives of comfort shorn
 And short enow — let pass, for as to me,
 I weep for others’ troubles certainly,
 But for mine own would weep a little more,
 And so I jog on somehow to the shore
 Whence I shall not return — Thou laughest — well,
 I deem I was not made for heaven or hell,
 But simply for the earth; but thou, O son,
 I deem of heaven, and all hearts hast thou won — 
 Yea, and this morn the Queen is merrier,
 Because she knoweth that thou art anear.”
 

 The Prince smiled at his words and gladder felt,
 Yet somewhat of his old fear by him dwelt
 And shamed him midst his honour. But withal,

 With shouts and music, entered they the hall,
 And there great feast was made; but ere the night
 Had ‘gun to put an end to men’s delight,
 A maid came up the hall with hurrying feet,
 And there in lowly wise the King did greet,
 And bid him know that Sthenobœa had will
 The joyance of that high-tide to fulfil,
 And Prince Bellerophon to welcome home;
 And even as she spoke the Queen was come
 Unto the door, and through the hall she passed,
 And round about her ever looks she cast,
 As though her maidens, howsoever fair 
 And lovesome unto common eyes they were,
 Were fashioned in another wise than she,
 They made for time, she for eternity;
 So ‘twixt the awed and wondering folk she moved,
 Hapless and proud, glorious and unbeloved,
 And hating all folk but her love alone:
 And he a shadow seemed, one moment shown
 Unto her longing eyes, then snatched away
 Ere yet her heart could win one glorious day.
 Cruel and happy was she deemed of men — 
 Cruel she was, but though tormented then
 By love, still happier than she ere had been.
 Now when she saw the Prince, with such-like mien
 She greeted him but as a Queen might greet
 Her husband’s friend fresh from a glorious feat;
 Frank-seeming were her words, and in her face
 No sign of all that storm the Prince could trace
 That had swept over her — and yet therefore
 Amidst his joy he did but fear her more.
 

 So time slipped by, and still was she the same,
 Till he ‘gan deem she had forgot the shame
 Of having shameful gifts cast back to her,
 That scorned love was a burden light to bear.
 Yea, and the moody ways that once she had
 Seemed changing into life all frank and glad;
 She saw him oft now, and alone at whiles;
 But still, despite her kind words and her smiles,
 No word of love fell from her any more. 

 But when the lush green spring was now passed o’er,
 And the green lily-buds were growing white,
 A feast they held for pastime and delight
 Within the odorous pleasance on a tide,
 And down the hours the feast in joy did glide.
 Venus they worshipped there, her image shone
 Above the folk from thoughts of hard life won;
 About her went the girls in ordered bands,
 And scattered flowers from out their slender hands,
 And with their eager voices, sweet but shrill,
 Betwixt the o’erladen trees the air did fill;
 Or, careless what their dainty limbs might meet,
 Ungirded and unshod, with hurrying feet,
 Mocked cold Diana’s race betwixt the trees,
 Where the long grass and sorrel kissed their knees,
 About the borders of the neighbouring field;
 Or in the garden were content to yield
 Unto the sun, and by the fountain-side,
 Panting, love’s growing languor would abide.
 Surely the Goddess in the warm wind breathed,
 Surely her fingers wrought the flowers that wreathed
 The painted trellises — some added grace
 Her spirit gave to every limb and face,
 Some added scent to raiment long laid hid
 Beneath the stained chest’s carven cypress lid;
 Fairer the girdle round the warm side clung,
 Fairer the dainty folds beneath it hung,
 Fairer the gold upon the bosom lay
 Than was their wont ere that bewildering day, 
 When fear and shame, twin rulers of the earth,
 Sat hoodwinked in the maze of short-lived mirth.
 Songs cleft the air, and little words therein
 Were clean changed now, and told of honeyed sin,
 And passionate words seemed fire, and words, that had.
 Grave meaning once, were changed, and only bade
 The listeners’ hearts to thoughts they could not name.
 Shame changed to strong desire, desire seemed shame,

 And trembled; and such words the lover heard
 As in the middle of the night afeard
 He once was wont alone to whisper low
 Unto himself, for fear the day should know
 What his love really was; the longing eyes
 That unabashed were wont to make arise
 The blush of shame to bosom and grave brow,
 Beholding all their fill, were downcast now;
 The eager heart shrank back, the cold was moved,
 Wooed was the wooer, the lover was beloved.
 

 But yet indeed from wise Bellerophon
 Right little by Queen Venus’ wiles was won:
 Joyous he was, but nowise would forget
 That long and changing might his life be yet,
 Nor deemed he had to do with such things now,
 So let all pass, e’en as a painted show.
 But the Queen hoped belike, and many a prayer
 That morn had made to Venus’ image fair;
 And as the day wore, hushed she grew at whiles
 And pale; and sick and scornful were her smiles, 
 Nor knew her heart what words her lips might say.
 

 So through its changing hours went by the day,
 And when at last they sang the sun a-down,
 And, singing, watched the moon rise, and the town
 Was babbling through the clear eve, saddened now,
 And faint and weary went, with footsteps slow,
 The lover and beloved, to e’en such rest
 As they might win; and soon the daisies, pressed
 By oft-kissed dainty feet and panting side,
 Now with the dew were growing satisfied,
 And sick blind passion now no more might spoil
 The place made beautiful by patient toil
 Of many a man. And now Bellerophon
 Slept light and sweetly as the night wore on,
 Nor dreamed about the morrow; but the Queen
 Rose from her bed, and, like a sin unseen,
 Stole from the house, and, barefoot as she was,
 Through the dark belt of whispering trees did pass
 That girt the fair feast’s pleasant place around:
 And when she came unto that spot of ground

 Whereas she deemed Bellerophon had lain,
 Then low adown she lay, and as for pain
 She moaned, and on the dew she laid her cheek,
 Then raised her head, and cried:
 “Now may I speak,
 Now may I speak, since none can hear me now
 But thou, O Love, thou of the bitter bow.
 Didst thou not see, O Citheræa’s son, 
 Thine image, that men call Bellerophon?
 Thine image, with the heart of stone, the eyes
 Of fire, those forgers of all miseries?
 And shall I bear thy burden all alone,
 In silent places making my low moan?
 Nay, but once more I try it — help thou me,
 Or on the earth a strange deed shalt thou see.
 Lo, now! thou knowest what my will has been:
 Day after day his fair face have I seen
 And made no sign — thus had I won him soon.
 But thou, the dreadful sun, the cruel moon,
 The scents, the flowers, the half-veiled nakedness
 Of wanton girls, my heart did so oppress,
 That now the chain is broken — Didst thou see
 How when he turned his cruel face on me
 He laughed? — he laughed, nor would behold my heart — 
 He laughed, to think at last he had a part
 In joyous life without me: here, e’en here,
 He drank, rejoicing much, still drawing near,
 As the fool thought, to riches and renown.
 And such an one wilt thou not cast adown
 When thou rememberest how he came to me
 With wan worn cheek? — Ah, sweet he was to see!
 I loved him then — how can I love him now,
 So changed, so changed?
 “But thou — what doest thou?
 Hast thou forgotten how thy temples stand,
 Made rich with gifts, in many a luckless land? 
 Hast thou forgotten what strange rites are done
 To gain thy goodwill underneath the sun?
 Thou art asleep, then! Wake! — the world will end
 Because thou sleepest — e’en now doth it wend

 Unto the sickening end of all delights;
 Black, black the days are, dull grey are the nights,
 No more the night hides shame, no more the day
 Unto the rose-strewn chamber lights the way;
 And folk begin to curse thee, ‘Love is gone,

Grey shall the earth be, filled with rocks alone,

Because the generations shall die out;

Grey shall the earth be, lonely, wrapped about

With cloudy memories of the moans of men.’
 Thus, thus they curse. Shall I not curse thee then,
 Thou who tormentest me and leav’st me lone,
 Nor thinkest once of all that thou hast done? — 
 Spare me! What cruel God taught men to speak,
 To cast forth words that for all good are weak
 And strong for all undoing? — thou know’st this,
 O lovely one! take not all hope of bliss
 Away from me, because my eager prayer
 Grows like unto a curse. O great and fair,
 Hearken a little, for to-morn must I
 Speak once again of love to him, or die;
 Hast thou no dream to send him, such as thou
 Hast shown to me so many a time or now?
 Wilt thou not make him weep without a cause,
 As I have done, as sleep her dark veil draws
 From off his head? or his awaking meet 
 With lovely images, so soft and sweet
 That they, forgotten quite, yet leave behind
 Great yearning for bright eyes and touches kind.
 Alas, alas! wilt thou not change mine eyes,
 Or else blind his, the cold, the over-wise?
 O Love, he knows my heart, and what it is — 
 No fool he is to cast away his bliss
 On such as me: nay, rather he will take
 Some grey-eyed girl to love him for his sake,
 Not for her own — he knows me, and therefore
 I, grovelling here where he has lain, the more
 Must burn for him — he knows me; and thou, too,
 Better than I, knowest what I shall do.
 O Love, thou knowest all, yet since I live
 A little joyance hope to me doth give;
 Wilt thou not grant me now some sign, O Love;

 Wilt thou not redden this dark sky, or move
 Those stark hard walls, or make the spotted thrush
 Cry as in morn through this dark scented hush?”
 

 She ceased, and leaned back, kneeling, and all spent
 And panting, with her trembling fingers rent
 The linen from her breast, and, with shut eyes,
 Waited awhile as for some great surprise,
 But yet heard nothing stranger or more loud
 Than the leaves’ rustle; a long bank of cloud
 Lay in the south, low down, and scarcely seen
 ‘Gainst the grey sky, and when at last the Queen
 Opened her eyes, she started eagerly, 
 Although the strangest thing her eyes could see
 Was but the summer lightning playing there;
 Then she put back her over-hanging hair,
 And in a hard and grating voice she said:
 “O Sthenobœa, art thou then afraid
 Of a god’s presence? — did a god e’er come
 To help a good and just man when his home
 Was turned to hell? I was but praying here
 Unto myself, who to myself am dear
 Alone of all things, mine own self to aid.
 And therewithal I needs must grow afraid
 E’en of myself — O wretch, unholpen still,
 To-morrow early thou shalt surely fill
 The measure of thy woe — and then — and then — 
 Alas for me! What cruellest man of men
 Had made me this, and left me even thus?”
 

 Unto the sky wild eyes and piteous
 She turned, and gat unto her feet once more,
 And, led by use, came back unto the door
 Whence she went out, and with no stealthy tread,
 Careless of all things, gat her to her bed,
 And there at last, in grief and care’s despite,
 Slept till the world had long forgotten night.
 

 Bellerophon arose the morrow morn
 Unlike the man that once had been forlorn;
 Bright-eyed and merry was he, and such fear
 As yet clung round him did but make joy dear, 

 And more in hope he was, and knew not why,
 Than any day that yet had passed him by.
 Now ere the freshness of the morn had died,
 Restless with happiness, he thought to ride
 Unto a ship, that in a little bay
 Anigh to Phlius, bound for outlands, lay,
 Unto whose Phrygian master had the King
 Given commands to buy him many a thing,
 And soon he sailed, since fair was grown the wind.
 But as Bellerophon in such a mind
 Passed slow along the marble cloister-wall,
 He heard a voice his name behind him call,
 And turning, saw the Thracian maiden fair,
 Leucippe, coming swiftly toward him there,
 Who when she reached him stayed, and drawing breath
 As one who rests, said, “Sir, my mistress saith
 That she awhile is fain to speak with thee
 Before thou goest down unto the sea;
 And in her bower for thee doth she abide.”
 He gave her some light word, and side by side
 The twain passed toward the bower, he all the while
 Noting the Thracian with a well-pleased smile;
 For his fear slept, or he felt strong enow
 Things good and ill unto his will to bow.
 Yet was the gentle Thracian pale that day,
 And still she seemed as she some word would say
 Unto him, that her lips durst not to frame;
 And when unto the Queen’s bower-door they came, 
 And he passed there, and it was shut on him,
 She lingered still, and through her body slim

 A tremor ran, her pale face waxed all red,
 And her lips moved as though some word they said
 She durst not utter loud; then she looked down
 Upon her bare feet and her slave’s wool gown,
 And to her daily task straight took her way.
 

 Now on his throne King Prœtus judged that day,
 And heard things dull, things strange, but when at last
 The summer noon now by an hour had passed,
 He went to meat, and thought to see thereat
 Bellerophon’s frank face, who ever sat
 At his right hand; but empty was his place.
 And when the King, who fain had seen his face,
 Asked whither he was gone, a certain man
 Said: “King, I saw the brave Corinthian,
 Two hours agone, pass through the outer door,
 And in his face there seemed a trouble sore,
 So that I needs must ask him what was wrong;
 But staring at me as he went along,
 Silent he passed, as if he heard me not;
 Afoot he was, nor weapon had he got.”
 The King’s face clouded, but the meal being done
 In his fair chariot did he get him gone
 Unto the haven, where the Phrygian ship
 Was waiting his last word her ropes to slip;
 Restless he was, and wished that night were come.
 But ere he left the fair porch of his home, 
 Unto the Queen a messenger he sent,
 And bade her know whereunto now he went,
 And prayed her go with him; but presently
 Back came the messenger, and said that she
 Was ill at ease and in her bower would bide,
 For scarcely she upon that day might ride.
 So at that word of hers the Argive King
 Went on his way, but somewhat muttering,
 For heavy thoughts were gathering round his heart;
 But when he came where, ready to depart,
 The ship lay, with the bright-eyed master there
 Some talk he had, who said the wind was fair
 And all things ready; then the King said, “Friend,
 To-morrow’s noon I deem will make an end

 Of this thy lingering; I will send to thee
 A messenger to tell the certainty
 Of my last wishes, who shall bring thee gold
 And this same ring that now thou dost behold
 Upon my finger, for a token sure
 Farewell, and may thy good days long endure.”
 

 He turned, but backward sent his eyes awhile,
 Sighing, though on his lips there was a smile;
 The half-raised sail that clung unto the mast,
 The tinkling ripple ‘gainst the black side cast,
 The thin blue smoke that from the poop arose,
 The northland dog that midst of ropes did doze,
 The barefoot shipmen’s eyes upon him bent,
 Curious and half-defiant, as they went 
 About their work — all these things raised in him
 Desire for roving — stirred up thoughts that, dim
 At this time, clear at that, still oft he had,
 That there his life was not so overglad;
 And as toward Argos now he rode along
 By the grey sea, the shipmen’s broken song
 Smote on his ear and with the low surf’s fall
 Mingled, and seemed to him perchance to call
 To freedom and a life not lived in vain.
 

 But even so his palace did he gain,
 And the dull listless day slipped into night,
 And smothering troublous thoughts e’en as he might,
 Did he betake himself to bed, and there
 Lay half-asleep beneath the tester fair,
 Waiting until the low-voiced flutes gave sign
 That thither drew the Lycian’s feet divine — 
 For so the wont was, that she still was led
 Unto her chamber as a bride new-wed.
 

 Of that sweet sound nought heard the King at all,
 But straightway into a short sleep did fall,
 Then woke as one who knoweth certainly
 That all the hours he now shall hear pass by,
 Nor sleep until the sun is up again.
 So, waking, did he hear a cry of pain

 Within the chamber, and thereat adrad
 He turned him round, and saw the Queen, so clad
 That on her was her raiment richly wrought, 
 Yet in such case as though hard fate had brought
 Some bane of Kings into the royal place,
 And with that far-removed and dainty grace
 The rough hands of some outland foe had dealt;
 For dragged athwart her was the jewelled belt,
 Rent and disordered the Phœnician gown,
 The linen from her shoulders dragged adown,
 Her arms and glorious bosom made half-bare,
 And furthermore such shameful signs were there,
 As though not long past hands had there been laid
 Heavier than touches of the tiring-maid.
 

 So swiftly through the place from end to end
 She paced, but yet stopped now and then to send
 Low bitter moans forth on the scented air;
 And through the King’s heart shot a bitter fear,
 Nor could he move — he had believed her cold,
 And wise to draw herself from pleasure’s hold
 When it began to sting the heart — but now
 What shameful thing would these last minutes show?
 

 Now as she went a look askance she cast
 Upon the King, and turning at the last,
 With strange eyes drew anigh the royal bed,
 And, with clasped hands, before him stood, and said:
 “Thou wakest, then? thou wonderest at this sight?
 I have a tale to tell to thee this night
 I cannot utter, unless words are taught
 Unto my lips to draw forth all my thought — 
 Thou wonderest at my words? Then ask, then ask!
 The sooner will be done my heavy task.”
 

 Upright in bed the King sat, pale with doubt
 And gathering fear; his right hand he stretched out
 To take the Queen’s hand, but aback she drew,
 Shuddering; and half he deemed the truth he knew,
 As o’er her pale face and her bosom came
 Beneath his gaze a flush as if of shame:
 “Wilt thou not speak, and make an end?” she cried.
 Then he spake slowly, “Why dost thou abide

 Without my bed to-night? why dost thou groan,
 Whom I ere now no love-sick girl have known?”
 

 She covered up her face at that last word;
 The thick folds of her linen gown were stirred
 As her limbs writhed beneath them — nought she said,
 As though the word was not remembered
 She had to say; and, loth the worst to hear,
 The King awhile was tongue-tied by his fear.
 

 At last the words came: “Thou bad’st ask of thee
 Why thou to-night my playmate wouldst not be — 
 What hast thou done? Speak quickly of the thing!”
 

 She drew her hands away, and cried, “O King,
 Art thou awake yet, that this shameful guise
 Seems nothing strange unto thy drowsy eyes,
 Wilt thou not ask why this and this is torn? 
 Why this is bruised? Lo, since the long-passed morn
 Thus have I sat, that thou e’en this might see,
 And ask what madness there has been in me.
 Thus have I sat, and cursed the God who made
 The day so long, the night so long delayed.
 “Ask! thou art happy that the Lycian sod
 Unwearied oft my virgin feet have trod
 From dawn to dusk; that in the Lycian wood
 Before wild things untrembling I have stood;
 That this right arm so oft the javelin threw — 
 These fingers rather the grey bowstring knew
 Than the gold needle: even so, indeed,
 Of more than woman’s strength had I had need
 If with a real man I had striven to-day;
 But he who would have shamed thee went his way
 Like a scourged woman — thou wilt spare him, then — 
 Lay down thy sword! — that is for manly men.”
 

 For while she spake, and in her eyes did burn
 The fires of hate, the King’s face had waxed stern,
 And ere her bitter speech was fully o’er,
 He had arisen, and from off the floor
 Had gat his proven sword into his hand,
 And eager by the trembling Queen did stand,
 And cried, “Nay, hold! for surely I know well
 What tale it is thy lips to-night would tell;

 Therefore my sword befits me, the tried friend
 That many a troublous thing has brought to end.
 Yet fear not, for another friend have I 
 To help me deal with this new villany,
 Even the godlike man Bellerophon;
 So with one word thy heavy task is done.

 — O Sthenobœa, speak the name of him
 Who wrought this deed, then let that name wax dim
 Within thy mind till it is dead and past;
 For, certes, yesterday he saw the last
 Of setting suns his doomed eyes shall behold.”
 

 Pale as a corpse she waxed, and stony cold
 Amidst these words; silent awhile she was
 After the last word from the King did pass,
 But in a low voice at the last she said:
 “Yea, for this deed of his must he be dead?
 And must he be at peace, because he strove
 To take from me honour, and peace, and love?
 Must a great King do thus? or hast thou not
 Some lightless place in mighty Argos got
 Where nought can hap to break the memory
 Of what he hoped in other days might be;
 For great he has been, and of noble birth
 As any man who dwelleth on the earth.

 — Thou hast forgotten that the dead shall rest,
 Whate’er they wrought on earth of worst or best.”
 

 But the King gazed upon her gloomily,
 And said, “Nay, nay; — the man shall surely die — 
 His hope die with him, is it not enow?
 But no such mind I bear in me as thou, 
 Who speakest not as a great Queen should speak,
 But rather as a girl made mad and weak
 By hope delayed and love cast back again,
 Who knoweth not her words are words and vain.
 Content thee, thou art loved and honoured still — 
 Speak forth the name of him who wrought the ill,
 For I am fain to meet Bellerophon,
 So that we twain may do what must be done.”
 

 He spake, but mid the tumult of her mind
 She heard him not, and deaf she was and blind

 To all without, nor knew she if her feet
 The marble cold or red-hot iron did meet.
 She moved not and she felt not, but a sound
 Came from her lips, and smote the air around
 With slow hard words:
 “Ah! thou hast named him then
 Twice in this hour alone of earthly men;
 That same Bellerophon, that all folk love,
 In manly wise this morn against me strove!”
 

 Ah, how the world was changed, as she went by
 The King, bewildered with new misery — 
 Ah, and how little time it was agone
 When all that deed of hers was not yet done,
 When yet she might have died for him, and made
 A little love her lonely tomb to shade
 Spring up within his heart — when hope there was
 Of many a thing that yet might come to pass — 
 And now, and now — those spoken words must be 
 A part of her, an unwrought misery
 That would not let her rest till all was o’er, — 
 Nay, nay, no rest upon the shadowy shore.
 

 Slowly she left the chamber, none the less
 With measured steps her feet the floor did press
 As a Queen’s should, nor fainted she at all,
 But straight unto the door ‘twixt wall and wall
 She went, and still perchance had forced a smile
 Had she met any one; and all the while
 Set in such torment as men cannot name,
 If she did think, wondered that still the same
 Were all things round her as they had been erst — 
 That the house fell not — that the feet accurst
 To carry her yet left no sign in blood
 Of where the wretchedest on earth had stood — 
 That round about her still her raiment clung — 
 That no great sudden pain her body stung,
 No inward flame her false white limbs would burn,
 Or into horror all her beauty turn — 
 That still the gentle sounds of night were there
 As she had known them: the light summer air
 Within the thick-leaved trees, as she passed by
 Some open window, and the nightbird’s cry

 From far; the gnat’s thin pipe about her head,
 The wheeling moth delaying to be dead
 Within the taper’s flame — yea, certainly
 Shall things about her as they have been be,
 And even that a torment now has grown. 
 Yet must she reap the grain that she has sown;
 No thought of turning back was in her heart,
 No more in those past days can she have part;
 Nay, when her glimmering bower she came unto,
 She muttered through the dusk, “As I would do
 So have I done — so would I do again.”
 

 Lo, thus in unimaginable pain
 Leave we her now, and to the King turn back;
 Who stood there overwhelmed by sudden lack
 Of what he leaned on — with his life left bare
 Of a great pleasure that was growing there.
 A storm of rage swept through his heart, to think
 That he of such a cup as this must drink;
 For if he doubted aught, this was his doubt,
 That all the tale was not told fully out — 
 That for Bellerophon the Queen’s great scorn
 And loathing was a thing but newly born — 
 That bitter hate was but a lover’s hate,
 Which even yet beneath the hand of fate
 Might turn to hottest love. He groaned thereat,
 And staggering back, upon the bed he sat;
 His bright sword from his hand had fallen down
 When that last dreadful word at him was thrown,
 And now, with head sunk ‘twixt his hands, he sought
 Some outlet from the weary girth of thought
 That hemmed him in.
 “And must I slay him then,
 Him whom I loved above all earthly men? 
 Behold, if now I slept here, and next morn,
 Ere the day’s memory should be fully born
 From out of sleep, men came and said to me,
 ‘Sire, the Corinthian draweth nigh to thee,’
 My first thought would be joy that he had come.
 And yet I am a King, nor shall my home
 Become a brothel before all men’s eyes.
 He who drinks deadly poison surely dies,

 And he hath drunk, and must abide the end.
 Yet hath the image of him been my friend — 
 What shall I do? Not lightly can I bear
 The voice of men about these things to hear;
 ‘He trusted him, he thought himself right wise
 To look into men’s souls through lips and eyes — 

 — Behold the end!—’ Yea, and most certainly
 I will not bear once more his face to see;
 Nor in the land where he was purified
 Shall grass or marble by his blood be dyed,
 Since he must go — green grew a bough of spring
 Amidst the barren death of many a thing;
 Not barren it, since poison fruits it bore — 
 Behold now, I, who loved my life of yore,
 Begin to weary that I e’er was born;
 But let it pass — rather let good men mourn;
 Great men, the earth’s salt, wear their lives away
 In weeping for the ne’er-returning day:
 For surely all is good enough for me.
 “And yet alas! what truth there seemed in thee — 

 — What can I do? Might he not die in war? 
 Nay, but at peace through him my borders are.
 He shall not die here — the deep sea were good
 To hide the story of his untamed blood — 
 Or, further — O thou fool, that so must make
 My life so dull, e’en for a woman’s sake!
 There in that land, then, shall thy bones have rest
 Beneath the sod her worshipped feet have pressed.
 In Lycia shalt thou die; her father’s hand
 Shall draw the sword, or his lips give command
 To make an end of thee — So shall it be,
 And that swift Phrygian ready now for sea
 Shall bear thee hence — Would I had known thee not;
 A new pain hast thou been — a heavy lot
 My life in early morn to me shall seem,
 When I have dreamed that all was but a dream,
 And waked to truth again and lonely life.
 “Let be; now must I forge the hidden knife
 Against thee, and I would the thing were done.
 Thou mayst not die so; thou art such an one

 As the Gods love, whatever thou mayst do,
 Perchance they pay small heed to false or true
 In such as we are. But the lamps burn low,
 The night wears, grey the eastern sky doth grow;
 I must forget thee; fellow, fare thee well,
 Who might have turned my feet from lonely hell!”
 

 So saying, slowly, as a man who needs
 Must do a deed that woe and evil breeds,
 He rose, and took his writing tools to him. 
 And ere the day had made the tapers dim,
 Two letters with his own hand had he made,
 And open was the first one, and it said
 ‘These words:

Unto the wise Bellerophon — 

To Lycia the Gods call thee, O my son;

So when thou hast this letter in thine hand,

Abide no longer in the Argive land

Than if thou fleddest some avenging man,

But make good speed to that swift Phrygian

Who for the southlands saileth this same day.

Take thou this gold for furtherance and stay,

And this for his reward who rules the heel,

And for a token show him this my seal.

This casket to the Lycian king bear forth,

That hath in it a thing of greatest worth;

And let no hand be laid on it but thine

Till in Jobates’ hands its gold doth shine.

Then bid him mind how that he had of me

When last I saw his face the fellow key

To that which in mine hands doth open it — 
 

 Awhile the King had stayed when this was writ,
 And on the gathering greyness of the morn
 Long fixed his eyes, unseeing and forlorn,
 Then o’er the tablets moved his hand again.
 

 Mayst thou do well among these outland men.

Perchance my face thou never more shalt see, 

Perchance but little more remains to thee

Of thy loved life — thou wert not one to cry

Curses on all because life passeth by.

If woe befalls thee there, think none the less

That I erewhile have wrought thee happiness;

 Farewell! and ask thou not to see me first:

Life worsens here, and ere it reach the worst,

Unto the Jove that may be would I speak

To help my people, wandering blind and weak.
 

 Another letter by the King’s side lay,
 But closed and sealed; so in the twilight grey
 Now did he rise, and summoned presently
 A slumbering chamberlain that was thereby,
 And bade him toward the treasury lead, and take
 Two leathern bags for that same errand’s sake;
 So forth the twain went to that golden place;
 But when they were therein, a mournful face
 Still the King seemed to see, e’en as it was
 When he from room to room with him did pass
 Who now had wronged him; then the gold waxed dim,
 For bitter pain his vexed heart wrought for him,
 And filled with unused tears his hard wise eyes.
 But choking back the thronging memories,
 He laid the letter that he erst did hold
 Within a casket wrought of steel and gold,
 Which straight he locked; then bade his fellow fill
 The bags he bore from a great golden hill,
 Then to his room, made cold with morn, returned; 
 And since for change and some swift deed he yearned,
 He bade his chamberlain bring hunter’s weed,
 And saddle him straightway his fleetest steed:
 “And see,” said he, “before the Prince arise
 Ye show this letter to his waking eyes,
 And give into his hands these things ye see;
 And make good speed, the time grows short for me.”
 So spake he, and there grew on him a thought
 That thither might Bellerophon be brought
 Ere he could get him gone; and therewithal
 At last the low sun topped the garden-wall,
 And o’er the dewy turf long shadows threw;
 Then, being new clad, the porch he hurried to,
 And paced betwixt its pillars feverishly,
 Until he heard the horse-boys’ cheery cry
 And the sharp clatter of the well-shod feet;
 Then he ran out, the joyous steed to meet,

 And mounted, and rode forth, he scarce knew where,
 Until the town was passed, and ‘twixt the fair
 Green corn-fields of the June-tide he drew rein,
 To ponder on his life, so spoiled and vain.
 

 But when Bellerophon awoke that morn,
 Weary he felt, as though he long had borne
 Some heavy load, and his perplexed heart
 Must chide the life wherein he had a part.
 But ere he gat him down to meet the day
 With its new troubles, ‘thwart his weary way
 Was come that chamberlain, who bade him read, 
 And say what other thing he yet might need.
 He read, and knit his anxious brows in thought,
 For in his mind great doubt that letter brought
 If yet he were in friendship with the King;
 And therewith came a dark imagining
 Of unseen dangers, and great anger grew
 Within his soul, as if the worst were true
 Of all he thought might be; and in his mind
 It was, that going, he might leave behind
 A bitter word to pay for broken troth:
 And still the King’s man saw that he was wroth,
 And watched him curiously, till he had read
 The letter thrice, but nought to him he said.
 At last he spake, “Sir, even as the King
 Now bids me, will I make no tarrying;
 And as I carne to Argos, even so,
 Unfriended, bearing nothing, will I go;
 And few farewells are best to-day, I deem,
 For like a banished man I would not seem
 Among these folk that love me: get we gone,
 And tell the King his full will shall be done.”
 

 So forth they ride, and ever as the way
 Lengthened behind them, and the summer day
 Grew hotter on the lovely teeming earth,
 The fresh soft air and sounds and sights of mirth
 Wrought on Bellerophon, until it seemed
 That things might not be e’en as he had deemed
 At first. “What thoughts are mine; have I not had 
 Gifts from his hands — hath he not made me glad

 When I was sorry? Therefore will I take
 What chance there lies herein for honour’s sake.
 Nay, more, and may not friendship lie herein? — 
 May he not drive me forth from shame and sin
 And evil fate? Well, howsoe’er it is,
 But little evil do I see in this:
 Yea, I may see his face again once more,
 And crowned with honour come back to this shore,
 For now I fear nought — if he thinks to see
 Some evil thing that nowise is in me,
 Another day the truth of all will show.
 Let pass, again from out the place I go
 Wherein the sport of fortune I have tried;
 If it has failed me, yet the world is wide
 And I am young. Now go I forth alone
 To do what in my life must needs be done,
 And in my own hands lies my fate, I think,
 And I shall mix the cup that I must drink:
 So be it; thus the world is merrier,
 And I shall be a better man than here.”
 

 Amid these thoughts, unto the ship he came,
 And higher yet sprang up the new-stirred flame
 Of great desires when first he saw the sea
 Leap up against her black sides lovingly,
 And heard the sails flap, and the voice of folk,
 Who at the sight of him in shouts outbroke,
 Since they withal were eager to be gone. 
 And now were all things done that should be done;
 The money rendered up, the King’s seal shown,
 Unto the master all his will made known,
 And on the deck stood the Corinthian.
 As up the mast clattering the great rings ran,
 And back the hawser to the ship was cast,
 The helmsman took the tiller, and at last
 The head swung round, trimly the great sail drew,
 The broad bows pierced the land of fishes through,
 Unheard the red wine fell from out the cup
 Into the noisy sea; and then rose up
 The cloud of incense-smoke a little way,
 But driven from the prow, with the white spray

 It mingled, and a little dimmed the crowd
 Of white-head braves; then rose the sea-song loud,
 While on the stern still stood Bellerophon,
 Bidding farewell to what of life was gone,
 Pensive, but smiling somewhat to behold
 The lengthening wake, and field, and hill, and wold,
 And white-walled Argos growing small astern,
 That he the pleasure of the gods might learn.
 

BUT when the King’s man, with a doubtful smile,
 Had watched the parting sails a little while,
 He turned about, revolving many things
 Within his mind, of the weak hearts of kings,
 Because the Prince’s glory seemed grown dim,
 And nowise grand this parting seemed to him;
 “For day-long leave-taking there should have been,”
 He grumbled, “and fair tables well beseen
 Should have been spread the gilded ship anigh,
 And many a perfect beast been slain thereby
 Unto the gods — Had this Bellerophon
 Too great fame for the King of Argos won?
 I will be lowly, for no little bliss
 I have in Argos, a good place it is — 
 Or else what thing has happed?”
 Howe’er it was,
 Slowly again to Argos did he pass,
 And here and there he spake upon that day
 Of how Bellerophon had gone away,
 Perchance as one who would no more return;
 And sore hearts were there, who thereat must yearn
 To see the face that let a weak hope live;
 And folk still doomed with many things to strive,
 Who found him helpful — few indeed were there
 Who did not pray that well he still might fare
 Whereso he was, and few forgot him quite
 For many a day and many a changing night.
 But Sthenobœa, when she knew that morn
 That she was not alone of love forlorn,
 But of the thing too that fed love in her,

 Yet coldly at the first her lot did bear
 In outward seeming: in no other wise
 She sat among her maids than when his eyes
 Had first met hers. “No babble shall there be
 In this fool’s land concerning him and me.
 Gone is he, — let him die and be forgot:
 Cold is my heart that yesterday was hot,
 Quenched is the fervent flame of yesterday;
 Past is the time when I had cast away,
 If he had bidden me, name, and fame, and all:
 Now in this dulls world e’en let things befall
 As they are fated; I am stirred no more
 By any hap — hope, hate, and love are o’er.”
 So spake she in the morn, when, still a Queen,
 She sat among her folk as she had been,
 Dreaded, unloved; yet as the day wore on
 She felt as though it never would be done.
 And now she took to wandering restlessly,
 And set her face to go unto the sea,
 But soon turned back, and through the palace ranged,
 And thought she thought not of him, and yet changed
 Her face began to grow; and if she spoke,
 As one untroubled, aught unto her folk,
 Her speech grew wild and broken ere its end;
 And as about the place she still did wend,
 More than its wonted chill her presence threw 
 On those who of her coming footsteps knew — 
 Yea, as she passed by some, she even thought
 A look like pity to their eyes was brought,
 And then, amidst her craving agony,
 Must she grow red with wrath that such could be.
 

 Now came the night, and she must cast aside
 All semblance of her coldness and her pride,
 And find the weary night was longer yet
 Than was the day, and harder to forget
 The thoughts that came therewith. How can I tell
 In any words the torment of that hell,
 That she for her own soul had fashioned so,
 That from it never any path did go
 To lands of rest, no window was therein,

 Through which there shone a hope of happier sin;
 But close the fiery walls about her glared,
 And on one dreadful picture still she stared,
 Intent on that desire, that dreadful love,
 The dullness of her savage heart that clove
 With wasting fire, a bane to her, and all
 Who in the net of her vain life might fall.
 

 The next day wore, and thereto followed night,
 And changed through dark and dusk and dawn to light;
 And when at last high-risen was the sun,
 The women came to do what should be done
 In the Queen’s chamber: water for the bath
 They brought, and dainties such as Venus hath; 
 Gold combs, embroidered cloths, pearl-threaded strings,
 Such unguents as the hidden river brings
 Through strange-wrought caverns down into a sea
 Where seldom any keel of man may be;
 Fine Indian webs, the work of many a year,
 And incense that the bleeding tree doth bear
 Lone in the desert; — yea, and fear withal
 Of what new thing upon that day might fall
 From her they served, for on the day now dead
 Wild words, strange threatenings had her writhed lips said.
 But when within the chamber door they were,
 A new hope grew within them, a new fear,
 For empty ‘neath the golden canopy
 The bed lay, and when one maid drew anigh,
 She saw that all untouched the linen was
 As for that night; so when it came to pass
 That in no chamber of that house of gold
 Might any one the Lycian’s face behold,
 Nor any sign of her, then therewithal
 To others of the household did they call,
 And asked if they had tidings of the Queen;
 And when they found that she had not been seen
 Since at the end of day to bed she passed,

 Within their troubled minds the thing they cast,
 And thus remembered that at whiles of late
 She had been wont the rising sun to wait
 Within the close below her bower; so then
 They called together others, maids and men, 
 And passed with troubled eyes adown the stair;
 And coming to the postern-door that there
 Led out into the pleasance, that they found
 Still open, and thereby upon the ground,
 And on a jagged bough of creeping vine,
 Gold threads they saw, and silken broidery fine,
 That well they knew torn from the Lycian’s gown;
 Therewith with hasty feet were trodden down
 The beds of summer flowers that lay between
 The outer wicket of that garden green
 And the bower-door — feet that had heeded nought
 By what wild ways they to their end were brought;
 Then by the gate where the faint sweetbriar-rose
 Grew thick about the edges of the close,
 Had one pushed through their boughs in such a way
 That fragments of a dainty thin array
 Yet fluttered on the thorns in the light breeze,
 Nor might they doubt who once had carried these.
 But when the pleasance-gate they had passed through,
 At first within the lingering strip of dew
 Beneath the wall, footprints they well could see;
 But as the shadow failed them presently,
 And little could the close-cropped summer grass
 Tell them of feet that might have chanced to pass
 Thereby before the dawn, their steps they stayed,
 And this and that thing there betwixt them weighed
 With many words; then splitting up their band,
 Some took the way unto the well-tilled land,
 Some seaward went, and some must turn their feet 
 Unto the wood: yet did not any meet
 A further sign; and though some turned again
 To tell the tale at once, yet all in vain
 Did horsemen scour the country far and wide,
 And vainly was the sleuth-hounds’ mettle tried — 

 — Gone was the Lycian, and in such a guise

 That silence seemed the best word for the wise.
 But many a babbling tongue in Argos was,
 Who for no gold had let such matters pass;
 And some there were who, mindful of her face
 As down the street she passed in queenly grace,
 Said that some god had seen her even as they,
 And with no will that longer she should stay
 Midst dying men, had taken her to his home — 
 “And we are left behind,” they said; but some,
 Who had been nigher to her, said that she,
 Smitten by some benign divinity
 Who loved the world and lovely Argos well,
 Had fled with changed heart far from man to dwell — 
 Yea, and might be a goddess even yet.
 But other folk, well ready to forget
 Her bitter soul, and well content to bear
 The changed life that she erst had filled with care,
 Smiled, and said yea to better and to worse,
 But inly thought that many a heart-felt curse
 Her careless ears had heard upon the earth
 Had not returned to where it had its birth.
 

 The Gods are kind, and hope to men they give 
 That they their little span on earth may live,
 Nor yet faint utterly; the Gods are kind,
 And will not suffer men all things to find
 They search for, nor the depth of all to know
 They fain would learn: and it was even so
 With Sthenobœa; for a fisher old
 That day a tale unto his carline told,
 E’en such as this:
 “When I last night had laid
 The boat up ‘neath the high cliff, and had made
 All things about it trim, and left thee here,
 Even as thou knowest, I set out to bear
 Those mullets unto Argos. Nought befell
 At first whereof is any need to tell,
 But when the night had now grown very old,

 And, as my wont is, I was waxing bold,
 And thinking of the bright returning day,
 That drives the sprites of wood and wave away,
 As the path leads, I entered the beech-wood
 Which, close to where the ancient palace stood,
 Clothes the cliff’s edge; I entered warily,
 Yet thought no evil thing therein to see.
 Scarce lighter than dark night it was therein,
 Though swift without the day on night did win.
 So I went on, I say, and had no fear,
 So nigh to day; but getting midmost, where
 Thinner it grows and lighter, toward the sea,
 I stayed my whistling, for it seemed to me
 The wind moaned louder than it should have done,
 Because of wind without was well-nigh none.
 When I stood still it ended, and again,
 E’en as I moved, I seemed to hear it plain.
 Trembling, I stopped once more, and heard indeed
 A sound as though one moaned in bitter need,
 Clearer than was the moaning of the surf,
 Now muffled by a rising bank of turf
 On the cliff’s edge; fear-stricken, yet in doubt,
 Through the grey glimmer now I peered about,
 And turned unto the sea: then my heart sank,
 For by the tree the nighest to that bank
 A white thing stood, like, as I now could see,
 The daughters of us sons of misery,
 Though such I deemed her not — and yet had I
 No will or power to turn about and fly;
 And now it moaned and moaned, and seemed to writhe
 Against the tree its body long and lithe.
 Long gazed I, while still colourless and grey,
 But swift enow, drew on the dawn of day;
 But as I trembled there, at last I heard
 How in a low voice it gave forth this word:
 

 “What say’st thou?— ‘Live on still — I loved thee not

The while I lived; my bane from thee I got:

And canst thou think that I shall love thee, then,

Where no will is, or power to sons of men?’

I know not, thou mayst hate me, yet I come

 That I may look on thee in that new home

My hands built for thee: if the priests speak truth,

What heart thou hast may yet be stirred by ruth,

When thy changed eyes behold the traitorous Queen

Tormented for the vile thing she has been — 

If, as the books say, e’en such ways they have

As we on this explored side of the grave.

Yea, thou mayst pity then mine agony,

When no more evil I can do to thee.

Here on the earth I could not weep enow,

Or show thee all my misery here, and thou

Must ever look upon me as a Queen,

Thy mistress and thy fear. Couldst thou have seen

My weary ways upon this long, long night — 

Couldst thou behold the coming day’s new sight,

When round this tree the folk come gathering

To see the wife and daughter of a King,

Slain by her own hand, and in such a wise — 

O thou I hoped for once, might not thine eyes

Have softened had they seen me shivering here,

Alone, unholpen, sick with my first fear,

Beat down by coming shame, and mocked by these

Gay fluttering rags of dainty braveries

That decked my state; by gold, and pearl, and gem,

Over my wretched breast, set in the hem

This night has torn, and o’er my bleeding feet;

Mocked by this glittering girdle, nowise meet

To do the hangman’s office? — Couldst thou see

That even so I needs must think of thee — 

Whom I have slain, whose eyes I have made blind, 

Whose feet I stayed that me they might not find,

That I might not be helped of any one?
 

 “The day was dawning when her words were done,
 And to her waist I saw her set her hand,
 And take the girdle thence, and therewith stand
 With arms that moved above her head a space
 Within the tree; and still she had her face
 Turned from me, and I stirred not, minding me
 Of tales of treacherous women of the sea,
 The bane of men; but now her arms down fell,

 And low she spake, yet could I hear her well:
 

 “Thou bitter noose, that thus shalt end my days,

Rather than blame, shalt thou have thanks and praise

From all men: I have loved one man alone,

And unto him the worst deed have I done

Of all the ill deeds I have done on earth.

 — I curse men not, although midst mocks and mirth,

They say, Rejoice, for Sthenobœa is dead.’
 

 “I started forward as that word she said,
 And she beheld me — face to face we met
 In the grey light, nor shall I e’er forget
 Those dreadful eyes, for such indeed I deem
 A goddess high up in the heavens might seem
 If she should learn that all was changed, to bring
 Death on her head as on an earthly thing. 
 Alas! I have beheld men die ere now,
 But eld or sickness sore their hearts did bow
 With feebleness to bear what might betide,
 Or else mid hope of name and fame they died,
 And the world left them unawares; but she,
 Full of hot blood and life yet, I could see
 Was red-lipped as an image, and still had
 Such smooth, soft cheeks as made beholders glad:
 In many a feast and solemn sacrifice;
 But yet such dreadful hate was in her eyes,
 Such loathing of the ways of Gods and men,
 Such gathered-up despair, that truly then
 I shook so that my hands might hold no more
 The staff and half-filled basket that I bore.
 

 “But in a moment slowly she turned round,
 And toward the rising swarded space of ground
 Betwixt the beech-trees and the sea she went;
 And I, although I knew well her intent,
 Yet could not stir. There on the brink she stood;
 A cool sea-wind now swept into the wood,
 And drave her raiment round her; I could see,
 E’en in the dawn, that jewelled broidery
 Gleam in the torn folds of the glittering hem;
 And now she raised her arms, I saw on them
 Jewels again — Then sightless did I stand,

 For such a cry I heard, as though a hand
 Of fire upon her wasted heart was laid,
 And to and fro, I deem, a space she swayed 
 Her slender body; then I moved at last,
 And hurried toward the sheer cliff’s edge full fast,
 But ere I reached the green brink, was she gone;
 And, hanging o’er the rugged edge alone,
 With trembling hands, far down did I behold
 A white thing meet the dark grey waves and cold;
 For overhanging is that foreland high,
 And little sand beneath its feet doth lie
 At lowest of the tide, and on that morn
 Against the scarped rock was the white surf borne.
 

 “Ah, long I looked before I turned away.
 No friend, indeed, was lost to me that day — 
 I knew her not but by the people’s voice,
 And they ’twas like hereat would e’en rejoice;
 Yet o’er my heart a yearning passion swept,
 And there where she had stood I lay and wept,
 Worn as I am by care and toil and eld.
 

 “But when I rose again, then I beheld
 The girdle to the rough bough hanging yet,
 And this I loosed and in my hand did get,
 And lingered for a while; then went my way,
 Nor thought at first if it were night or day,
 So much I pondered on the tale so wrought,
 What God to nothing such a life had brought.
 “But when unto the city gate I came,
 I found the thronging people all aflame
 With many rumours, and this one they knew 
 Among all other guesses to be true,
 That of the Queen nought knew her wonted place;
 But unto me who still beheld that face
 There in the beech-wood, idle and base enow
 Seemed all that clamour carried to and fro — 
 Curses and mocks, and foolish laughter loud,
 And gaping wonder of the empty crowd;
 So in great haste I got my errand done,
 And sold my wares e’en unto such an one
 As first remembered he must eat to-day,

 What king or queen soe’er had passed away.
 Thus I returned, bringing the belt with me — 
 Behold it! — And what way seems best to thee
 To take herein? — Poor are we: these bright stones
 Would make us happier than the highest ones;
 Yet danger hangs thereby, nor have I yet
 My living from dead corpses had to get;
 Nay, scarcely can I deem this Queen will be
 At rest for long beneath the unquiet sea.

 — How say’st thou, shall I go unto the King,
 And tell him every word about the thing
 E’en as I know it?”
 “Nay, nay, nay,” she said,
 “Certes but little do I fear the dead,
 Yet think thou not to call the girdle thine;
 With a man’s death doth every gem here shine — 
 Our deaths the first: but do thou bide at home,
 And let the King hear what may even come
 To a King’s ears; meddle thou not, nor make 
 With any such; still shall the brass pot break
 The earthen pot — a lord is thanked for what
 A poor man often has in prison sat.
 But down the beach run thou thy shallop straight,
 And from the net take off the heaviest weight,
 And do this belt about it; and then go
 And in the deepest of the green bay sow
 This seed and fruit of love and wrath and crime,
 And let this tale be dealt with by great time;
 But ‘twixt the sea and the green southering hill
 We will abide, peaceful if toilsome still.”
 

 So was it done, and e’en as in her heart
 Was hidden from all eyes her traitrous part,
 So the sea hid her heart from all but those,
 Who, having passed through all eld’s dreamy doze,
 Died with their tale untold.
 Time passed away,
 And dimmer grew her name day after day;
 And the fair place, where erst her eyes had chilled
 Sweet laughter into silence, now was filled
 By folk who, midst of fair life slipping by,
 No longer had her deeds in memory;
 There where she once had dwelt mid hate and praise,
 No smile, no shudder now her name could raise.
 

THE night had fallen or ere the tale was done,
 And on the hall-floor now the pale moon shone
 In fitful gleams, for the snow fell no more,
 But ragged clouds still streamed the pale sky o’er:
 A while they sat, and seemed to hear the sea
 Beat ‘gainst the ice-glazed cliffs unceasingly,
 Though nought belike that noise was but the wind
 Caught in some corner, half blocked-up and blind
 With the white drift: — just so the mournfulness
 Of the tale told out did their hearts oppress
 With seeming sorrow, for a glorious life
 Twisted awry and crushed dead in the strife
 Long ages past; while yet more like it was
 That with the old tale o’er their souls did pass
 Shades of their own dead hopes, and buried pain
 By measured words drawn from its grave again,
 Though no more deemed a strange unheard-of thing
 Made but for them; as when their hearts did cling
 To those dead hopes of things impossible,
 While their tale’s ending yet was left to tell.
 

STILL the hard frost griped all things bitterly,
 And who of folk might now say when or why
 The earth should change and spring come back again.

 — Spring clean forgotten, as amidst his pain
 Some hapless lover’s chance unmeaning kiss
 Given unto lips that never shall be his
 In time long passed, ere bitter knowledge came,
 And cherished love was grown a wrong and shame.

 — Yet mid the dead swoon of the earth, the days
 ‘Gan lengthen now, and on the hard-beat ways
 No more the snow drave down; and, spite of all,
 The goodman’s thoughts must needs begin to fall
 Upon the seed hid in the dying year,
 And he must busy him about his gear;
 And in the city, at the high noon, when
 The faint sun glimmered, sat the ancient men,
 With young folk gathered round about once more,
 Who heeded not the east wind’s smothered roar,
 Since unto most of them for mere delight
 Were most things made, the dull days and the bright;
 And change was life to them, and death a tale
 Little believed, that chiefly did avail
 To quicken love and make a story sweet.
 

 Now the old Swabian’s glittering eyes did meet
 A maiden’s glance, who reddened at his gaze,
 Whereon a pleasant smile came o’er his face,
 As from his pouch a yellow book he drew
 And spake:
 “Of many things the wise man knew,
 The man who wrote this; many words he made
 Of haps that still perchance for great are weighed
 There in the East: how kings were born and died,

 And how men lied to them, and how they lied,
 And how they joyed in doing good and ill:
 Now mid the great things that his book do fill,
 Here is a tale, told, saith he, by a crone
 At some grand feast forgotten long agone,
 Which may perchance scarce be of much less worth
 Than tales of deeds that reddened the green earth — 
 Fools’ deeds of men, who well may be to you
 As good as nameless, since ye never knew
 The ways of those midst whom they lived erewhile,
 And what their hearts deemed good, or nought, and vile.”
 

THE RING GIVEN TO VENUS.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

THERE was a man in a certain great city who on his wedding- day unwittingly gave his spousal-ring to the Goddess Venus, and for this cause trouble came upon him, till in the end he got his ring back again.
 

THE story of this chronicle
 Doth of an ancient city tell,
 Well built upon a goodly shore;
 The wide lands stretched behind it bore
 Great wealth of oil and wine and wheat;
 The great sea carried to its feet
 The dainty things of many lands;
 There the hid miners’ toiling hands
 Dragged up to light the dull blue lead,
 And silver white, and copper red,
 And dreadful iron; many a time
 The sieves swung to the women’s rhyme
 O’er gravelly streams that carried down
 The golden sand from caves unknown;
 Dark basalt o’er the sea’s beat stood,
 And porphyry cliffs as red as blood;
 From the white marble quarries’ edge
 Down to the sweeping river’s sedge, 
 Sheep bore the web that was to be;
 The purple lay beneath the sea,

 The madder waved in the light wind,
 The woad-stalks did the peasant bind
 That were to better his worn hood;
 And ever, amid all things good,
 Least of all things this lucky land
 Lacked for the craftsman’s cunning hand.
 

 So richer grew that city still
 Through many a year of good and ill,
 And when the white beasts drew the car
 That bore their banner to the war,
 From out the brazen gates enwrought
 With many a dreamer’s steadfast thought,
 An hundred thousand men poured out
 To shake the scared earth with their shout.
 

 Now little will your wonder be
 That mid so great prosperity
 Enough there was of ill and sin;
 That many folk who dwelt therein
 Lived evil lives from day to day,
 Nor put their worst desires away.
 But as in otherwise indeed
 Of God’s good pardon had they need,
 And were herein as other folk,
 So must they bear this added yoke,
 That rife was wicked sorcery there; 
 And why I know not; if it were
 Wrought by a lingering memory
 Of how that land was wont to be
 A dwelling-place, a great stronghold
 Unto the cozening gods of old.
 It might be so; but add thereto
 That of all men life’s sweets they knew,
 That death to them was wholly bad,

 So that perchance a hope they had
 That yet another power there was
 Than His who brought that death to pass.
 

 Howe’er that may be, this I know,
 That in that land men’s lives were so
 That they in trouble still must turn
 Unholy things and strange to learn:
 Had this man mid the infidel
 A lost son, folk might buy and sell;
 Did that one fear to pass his life
 With unrewarded love at strife;
 Or had he a long-missing keel;
 Or was he with the commonweal
 In deadly strife; or perchance laid
 Abed, by fever long downweighed;
 Or were his riches well-nigh done; — 
 Love, strife, or sickness, all was one,
 This seemed the last resource to them,
 To catch out at the strange-wrought hem
 Of the dark gown that hid away 
 The highest ill from light of day.
 Yea, though the word unspoken was,
 And though each day the holy mass
 At many an altar gold-arrayed
 From out the painted book was said,
 And though they doubted nought at all
 Of how the day of days must fall
 At last upon the earth, and range
 All things aright that once seemed strange;
 Yet Evil seemed so great a thing
 That ‘neath its dusk o’ershadowing wing
 They needs must cower down; now at least
 While half a god and half a beast
 Man seemed; some parley must they hold
 With God’s foe, nor be overbold
 Before the threatening of a hand
 Whose might they did not understand,
 Though oftentimes they felt it sore:
 And through this faithlessness, the more
 Ill things had power there, as I deem,

 Till some men’s lives were like a dream,
 Where nought in order can be set,
 And nought worth thence the soul may get,
 Or weigh one thing for what it is;
 Yea, at the best mid woe and bliss,
 Some dreamlike day would come to most.
 

 Now this great city still made boast
 That, mid her merchant’s, men there were 
 Who e’en from kings the bell might bear
 For wealth and honour: and I think
 That no men richer wines might drink,
 Were better housed, or braver clad,
 Or more of all the world’s joy had
 Than their rich men; that no king’s door
 Could show forth greater crowds of poor,
 Who lacked for bread and all things good,
 Than in that land a merchant’s could — 
 Yea, rich indeed ‘mongst all were they.
 

 Now on a certain summer day
 One of their fairest palaces,
 A paradise midst whispering trees,
 Beyond its wont was bright and fair;
 Great feast did men get ready there,
 Because its young lord, lately come
 Back from the eastlands to his home,
 That day should wed a lovely maid;
 He, for that tide too long delayed,
 A lading of great rarities
 Had brought to dazzle those sweet eyes;
 So had you wandered through the house
 From hall to chamber amorous,
 While in the minster church hard by,
 Mid incense smoke and psalmody,
 The gold-clad priest made one of twain,
 So wandering had you tried in vain
 To light on an uncomely thing; 
 Such dyes as stain the parrot’s wing,
 The May-flowers or the evening sky,

 Made bright the silken tapestry;
 And threaded pearls therein were wrought,
 And emeralds from far eastlands brought
 To deck the shapes of knight and king; — 
 His maybe who of old did sing
 God’s praises ‘twixt the shield and spear,
 Or his the Trojan folk did fear.
 Or from the silken mimicry
 Of fair Cassandra might you see
 Oileus the red ruby tear,
 As he her snowy breast made bare;
 Since woe itself must there be sweet
 For such a place to be made meet.
 

 If such things hid the marble walls,
 What wonder that the swift footfalls
 Were dulled upon the marble floor
 By silken webs from some far shore,
 Whereon were pictured images
 Of other beasts and other trees
 And other birds than these men knew;
 That from the vaulted ceilings’ blue
 Stars shone like Danaë’s coming shower,
 Or that some deftly painted bower
 Thence mocked the roses of that day?
 Full many a life had passed away,
 And many a once young hand grown old, 

 Dealing with silk and gems and gold,
 Through weary days and anxious nights,
 That went to fashion those delights,
 Which added now small bliss indeed
 To those who pleasure had to meed
 Upon a day when all were glad:
 Yet when the Church all dues had had,
 And the street, filled with minstrelsy,
 Gave token of the twain anigh;
 When through the hall-doors, open wide,
 Streamed in the damsels of the bride;
 When the tall brown-cheeked bridegroom came
 Flushed with hot love and pride and shame,
 And by the hand his love led on,
 Who midst that glorious company shone
 Like some piece of the pale moonlight
 Cut off from quietness and night, — 
 Then all these dainty things in sooth
 Seemed meet for such an hour of youth;
 And vain were words such joy to stay;
 And deathless seemed that little day,
 And as a fitful hapless dream
 The past and future well might seem.
 

 What need to tell how sea and earth
 Had been run through to make more mirth,
 For folk already overglad — 
 What cunning pageants there they had;
 What old tales acted o’er again, 
 Where grief and death glad folk did feign,
 Who deemed their own joy still would bide;
 What old songs sung wherein did hide
 Meet meanings for that lovesome day;
 What singing of the bridal lay
 By a fair, soft-voiced trembling maid,
 Like to the Goddess well arrayed,
 Who, dreaded once, was grown to be
 A pageant-maker’s imagery?
 Why make long words of that sweet band

 Who scattered flowers from slender hand,
 And brought the garlands forth? How tell
 What music on the feasters fell,
 So sweet and solemn, that from mirth
 O’erstrained well-nigh must tears have birth? — 
 Nay, let all pass, and deem indeed
 That every joyance was their meed
 Wherewith men cheat themselves to think
 That they of endless joy may drink;
 That every sense in turn must bear
 Of o’er-sweet pleasure its full share,
 Till for awhile the very best
 They next might gain seemed utter rest,
 And of some freshness were they fain.
 So then the garden did they gain,
 And wandered there by twos and threes
 Amidst the flowers, or ‘neath the trees,
 Sat, keeping troublous thoughts at bay. 
 So fared they through the earlier day;
 But when the sun did now decline,
 And men grew graver for the wine
 That erst such noble tales had told;
 And maids no more were free and bold,
 But reddened at the words half-said,
 While round about the rebecks played;
 Then needs must the feastmasters strive
 Too pensive thoughts away to drive,
 And make the sun go down with mirth
 At least upon that spot of earth;
 So did the minstrel men come in,
 And tale-tellers the lay begin,
 And men by fabled woes were stirred,
 Or smiling their own follies heard
 Told of some other; and withal
 Here did the dice on table fall,
 Here stout in arms the chess-king stood;
 There young men stirred their sluggish blood

 With clattering sword and buckler play,
 There others on the daisies lay
 Above the moat, and watched their quill
 Make circles in the water still,
 Or laughed to see the damsel hold
 Her dainty skirt enwrought with gold
 Back from the flapping tench’s tail,
 Or to his close-set dusky mail
 With gentle force brought laughingly
 The shrinking finger-tip anigh.
 

 Midst these abode a little knot
 Of youths and maidens, on a spot
 Fenced by a cloister of delight,
 Well wrought of marble green and white;
 Wherein upon a wall of gold
 Of Tristram was the story told,
 Well done by cunning hands that knew
 What form to man and beast was due;
 Midmost, upon a space of green,
 Half shaded from the summer sheen,
 Half with the afternoon sun thrown
 Upon its daisies glittering strewn,
 Was gathered that fair company
 Wherewith the bridegroom chanced to be,
 Who through the cloister door must gaze
 From time to time ‘thwart the sun’s blaze
 On to a shaded space of grass
 Whereon his new-wed maiden was,
 Hearkening in seeming to a song
 That told of some past love and wrong;
 But as he strained his ear to catch
 Across the wind some louder snatch
 Of the sweet tune, new-coming folk
 The sweet sight hid, the music broke;
 Of these one maiden trimly girt
 Bore in her gleaming upheld skirt

 Fair silken balls sewed round with gold;
 Which when the others did behold
 Men cast their mantles unto earth, 
 And maids within their raiments’ girth
 Drew up their gown-skirts, loosening here
 Some button on their bosoms clear
 Or slender wrists, there making tight
 The laces round their ankles light;
 For folk were wont within that land
 To cast the ball from hand to hand,
 Dancing meanwhile full orderly;
 So now the bridegroom with a sigh,
 Struggling with love’s quick-gathering yoke,
 Turned round unto that joyous folk,
 And gat him ready for the play.
 

 Lovely to look on was the sway
 Of the slim maidens ‘neath the ball
 As they swung back to note its fall
 With dainty balanced feet; and fair
 The bright outflowing golden hair,
 As swiftly, yet in measured wise
 One maid ran forth to gain the prize;
 Eyes glittered and young cheeks glowed bright,
 And gold-shod foot, round limb and light,
 Gleamed from beneath the girded gown
 That, unrebuked, untouched, was thrown
 Hither and thither by the breeze;
 Shrill, laughter smote the thick-leaved trees,
 Familiar names clear voices cried,
 Sweet sound rose up as sweet sound died,
 And still the circle spread and spread, 
 As folk to all that goodlihead
 Kept thronging in, till they must stay
 A little while the eager play,
 And now, for very breathlessness,
 With rest the trodden daisies bless.
 So now against the wall some leaned,
 Some from amidst the daisies gleaned
 The yellow trefoil, and the blue

 Faint speedwell in the shade that grew;
 Some panting sat and clasped their knees
 With faces turned unto the breeze,
 And midst them the new-corners stood,
 With hair smooth yet and unstirred blood.
 

 Laurence, the bridegroom, as the game
 Unto this tide of resting came,
 Turned idle eyes about, and met
 An image in the grey wall set,
 A thing he knew from early days:
 There in a gilded carven place
 Queen Venus’ semblance stood, more fair
 Than women whom that day did bear,
 And yet a marvel for the life
 Wherewith its brazen limbs were rife.
 Not in that country was she wrought,
 Or in those days; she had been brought
 From a fair city far away,
 Ruined e’en then for many a day;
 Full many a tale had there been told 
 Of him who once that Queen did mould,
 And all of these were strange to hear,
 And dreadful some, and full of fear.
 And now as Laurence gazed upon
 That beauty, in the old days won
 He knew not from what pain and toil,
 Vague fear new-risen-up seemed to spoil
 The summer joy; her loveliness
 That hearts, long dead now, once did bless,
 Grown dangerous, ‘gan to lead his mind
 On through a troublous maze and blind
 Of unnamed thoughts, and silently,
 With knitted brow, he drew anigh,
 And midst the babbling close did gaze
 Into the marvel of her face:
 Till, with a sudden start, at last
 His straying thoughts he seemed to cast

 Aside, and laughed aloud, and said:
 

 “O cold and brazen goodlihead,
 How lookest thou on those that live?
 Thou who, tales say, wert wont to strive
 On earth, in heaven, and ‘neath the earth,
 To wrap all in thy net of mirth,
 And drag them down to misery
 Past telling — and didst thou know why? — 
 And what has God done with thee then,
 That thou art perished from midst men
 E’en as the things thou didst destroy, 
 Thy Paris and thy town of Troy,
 And many a man and maid and town?
 How is thy glory fallen adown,
 That I, even I, must sigh for thee!”
 

 So spake he, as the minstrelsy
 Struck up once more a joyous strain,
 And called them to the play again;
 And therewithal he looked about,
 In answer to the merry shout
 That called on him by name to turn.
 But even therewith the sun did burn
 Upon his new-gained spousal-ring — 
 A wondrous work, a priceless thing,
 Whereon, ‘neath mulberries white and red,
 And green leaves, lay fair Thisbe dead
 By her dead love; the low sun’s blaze
 It caught now, and he fell to gaze
 Thereon, and said at last:
 “Perchance
 The ball might break it in the dance,
 And that an ugly omen were;
 Nay, one to ward it well is here.
 Thou, Goddess, that heardst Thisbe’s vow,

 From blind eyes gaze upon her now
 Till I return mine own to claim;
 And as thou mayst, bear thou the shame
 Of being the handmaid to my love;
 Full sure I am thou wilt not move.”
 

 Know that this image there did stand
 With arm put forth and open hand,
 As erst on Ida triumphing;
 And now did Laurence set the ring
 On the fourth finger fair and straight,
 And laughing, “Thou mayst bear the weight,”
 Turned back again unto the play.
 

 To him slow passed the time away;
 But when at last in purple shade
 ‘Twixt wall and wall the grass was laid,
 And he grew gladder therewithal,
 Then weariness on folk ‘gan fall;
 The fifes left off their dancing tune,
 And sang of lovers fain of June,
 And thence that company ‘gan go
 By twos and threes with footsteps slow,
 Pensive at end of mirthful day;
 But from them Laurence turned away
 Unto the carven dame, to take
 The ring he wore for true-love’s sake; — 
 Daylight it was, though broad and red
 The sun was grown, and shadows led
 Eastward with long lines o’er the grass — 

 — Daylight, but what had come to pass?
 

 Nearby those voices still he heard
 In laugh and talk and careless word;
 Upon his cheek the wind blew cold;
 His own fair house he did behold
 Changed nowise; from the little close
 The scent of trodden grass arose — 
 How could it be a dream? — Yet there

 She stood, the moveless image fair,
 The little-noticed, oft-seen thing,
 With hand fast closed upon his ring.
 

 At first, in agony and haste,
 A frantic minute did he waste
 In pulling at the brazen hand,
 That was as firm as rocks that stand
 The day-long beating of the sea;
 Then did he reel back dizzily,
 And gaze at sky and earth and trees
 Once more, as asking words from these
 To ravel out his tale for him.
 But now as they were waxing dim
 Before his eyes, he heard his name
 Called out, and therewith fear of shame
 Brought back his heart and made him man.
 Unto his fellows, pale and wan,
 He turned, who, when they saw him so,
 What thing might ail him fain would know,
 For wild and strange he looked indeed;
 Then stammered he, “Nay, nought I need
 But wine, in sooth: John, mind’st thou not
 How on the steaming shore and hot
 Of Serendib a sting I gat
 From some unseen worm, as we sat 
 Feasting one eve? Well, the black folk
 E’en saved my life from that ill stroke,
 By leech-craft; yet they told me then
 I oft should feel that wound again,
 Till I had fifty years or more:
 This is a memory of that shore;
 A thing to be right soon forgot.”
 And to himself, “If this is not
 An empty dream, a cutting file
 My ring therefrom shall soon beguile,
 When, at the ending of the day,
 These wearying guests have gone away.”
 

 Now unto supper all folk turned,

 And ‘neath the torches red gold burned,
 And the best pageants of the day
 Swept through the hall and said their say,
 Departing e’en as men’s lives go:
 But though to Laurence slow and slow
 Those hours must needs seem, none the less
 He gave himself to mirthfulness,
 At least in seeming; till at last
 All guests from out the palace passed.
 And now the short soft summer night
 Was left at peace for their delight;
 But Laurence, muffled up and hid,
 Shrinking, betwixt his servants slid,
 For now he had a little space
 To come unto that mystic place, 
 Where still his ring he thought to see.
 A file and chisel now had he,
 And weighty hammer; yet withal
 As he drew toward the cloister-wall,
 Well-nigh he called himself a fool,
 To go with cloak and blacksmith’s tool,
 And lay hard blows upon a dream;
 For now in sooth he nigh must deem
 His eyes had mocked him; reaching soon
 That cloister by the broad high moon
 He hurried through the door, and heard
 All round the sound of June’s brown bird
 Above the voices of the night;
 Trembling, he sprang into the light
 Through the black arches of the place,
 And stealing on stood face to face
 With the old smiling image there,
 And lowered to her fingers fair
 His troubled, wild, and shrinking eyes,
 And stretched his hand out to the prize: — 
 His eyes, his hand, were there in vain.
 

 Once more, as sure of coming gain,
 As erst in Ida she did stand,

 So stood she now; her open hand,
 That late he saw closed round the ring,
 Empty and bare of anything:
 Gaping awhile he stood, for fear
 Now made him think a voice to hear, 
 And see her change soon, and depart
 From out her midst; but gathering heart,
 He muttered, “Yet, what have I seen?
 Should it not even thus have been,
 If the closed hand was but a dream?
 Of some guest worser must I deem;
 Go, fool; thine own love waiteth thee.”
 Therewith he went, yet fearfully
 Looked o’er his shoulder on the way,
 And terror on his heart still lay.
 

 Yet to his chamber at the last
 He came, and to the floor he cast
 His wrapping mantle, and alone
 He strove to think of all things done,
 And strove once more to bring again
 The longing sweet, the joy and pain
 That on that morn he called desire;
 For wretched fear had dulled that fire:
 And, whereas erewhile he had deemed
 That life was joy, and it had seemed
 A never-ending game to be,
 A fair and rich eternity
 Before him, now was it indeed
 A troublous fight, where he should need
 Help on the left hand and the right,
 Nor yet so ‘scape the certain night.
 

 But mid these thoughts he heard withal
 The chamberlain to pages call, 
 To bear the bridal wine to him;
 And as he might he strove to dim
 His anxious thought, and with a smile
 The coming curious eyes beguile.
 They entered now, and whiles that he
 Drank from the gold cup feverishly,
 The minstrels, ere his draught was done,

 Struck up The King of England’s Son,
 And soon amid that ordered word
 The lessening sound of feet he heard,
 And then the song itself must die.
 But from the bridechamber nearby
 Now for a space rose clear and sweet
 The damsels’ song, Fair Marguerite;
 And when that ended all was still,
 And he with strained, divided will,
 Trembling with love, yet pale with fear,
 To the bridechamber door drew near,
 Muttering some well-remembered charm
 That erst had kept his soul from harm.
 Yet misty seemed the place; the wall — 
 Its woven waters seemed to fall,
 Its trees, its beasts, its loom-wrought folk,
 Now seemed indeed as though they woke,
 And moved unto him as he went.
 The room seemed full of some strange scent;
 And strains of wicked songs he heard,
 And half-said God-denying word:
 He reeled, and cried aloud, and strove 
 To gain the door that hid his love;
 It seemed to him that, were he there,
 All would again be calm and fair.
 But in the way before his eyes
 A cloudy column seemed to rise,
 Cold, odorous, impalpable,
 And a voice cried, “I love thee well,

And thou hast loved me ere to-night,

And longed for this o’ergreat delight,

And had no words therefor to pray.

Come, have thy will, and cast away

Thy foolish fear, thy foolish love,

Since me at least thou canst not move,

Now thou with ring hast wedded me:

Come, cast the hope away from thee

Wherewith unhappy brooding men

Must mock their threescore years and ten;

Come, thou that mockest me, I live!

 How with my beauty canst thou strive?

Unhappy if thou couldst! for see

What depth of joy there is in me!”
 

 Then round about him closed the mist;
 It was as though his lips were kissed,
 His body by soft arms embraced,
 His fingers lovingly enlaced
 By other fingers; until he
 Midst darkness his own ring did see.
 

 Nought else awhile; then back there came 
 New vision: as amidst white flame,
 The flower-girt goddess wavered there,
 Nor knew he now where they twain were,
 Midst wild desire that nigh did rend
 His changed heart; then there came an end
 Of all that light and ecstasy;
 His soul grew blind, his eyes could see;
 And, moaning from an empty heart,
 He saw the hangings blown apart
 By the night wind, the lights flare red
 In the white light the high moon shed
 O’er all the place he knew so well,
 And senseless on the floor he fell.
 

AH, what a night to what a morn!
 Ah, what a morrow black with scorn,
 And hapless end of happy love!
 What shame his helpless shame to prove!
 For who, indeed, alone could bear
 The dreadful shame, the shameful fear,
 Of such a bridal? Think withal,
 More trusted such a tale would fall
 Upon those folks’ ears than on most,
 Who, as I said erst, saw a host
 Of wild things lurking in the night;
 To whom was magic much as right
 As prayers or holy psalmody.
 

 So nothing else it seemed might be,
 When Laurence for three nights had striven
 To gain the fair maid to him given,
 But that her sire should know the thing

 And help him with his counselling.
 So, weary, wasted with his shame,
 Unto his house the bridegroom came,
 And when the twain were left alone
 He told him how the thing had gone.
 The old man doubted not the sooth
 Of what he said, but, touched with ruth,
 Yet spent no time in mourning vain.
 

 “Son,” said he, “idle were the pain
 To seek if thou some deed hast wrought
 Which on thine head this grief hath brought — 
 Some curse for which this doth atone,
 Some laugh whereby is honour gone
 From the dread powers unnameable:
 Rather, who now can help thee well?”
 

 “Small heed, my father,” Laurence said,
 “Gave I to such things, and small dread
 To anything I could not see,
 But it were God who fashioned me:
 From witch-wives have I bought ere now
 Wind-bags indeed, but yet did trow
 Nothing therein, but dealt with these
 My shipmen’s clamour to appease.”
 

 “Well,” said he, “that perchance is worse
 For thee, yea, may have gained this curse.
 But come, I know a certain man
 Who in these things great marvels can,
 And something of an age are we,
 Yoke-fellows in astronomy — 
 A many years agone, alas!”
 

 So therewithal the twain did pass
 Toward the great church, and entered there,
 And, going ‘twixt the pillars fair,
 Came to a chapel, where a priest
 Made ready now the Holy Feast:
 “Hist,” said the old man, “there he is;
 May he find healing for all this!
 Kneel down, and note him not too much,
 No easy man he is to touch.”
 

 So down upon the floor of stone

 They knelt, until the mass was done,
 Midst peasant folk, and sailors’ wives,
 Sore careful for their husbands’ lives;
 But when the mass was fully o’er
 They made good haste unto the door
 That led unto the sacristy:
 And there a ring right fair to see
 The old man to a verger gave
 In token, praying much to have
 With Dan Palumbus speech awhile:
 The verger took it with a smile, 
 As one who says, ‘Ye ask in vain;’
 But presently he came again,
 And said, “Fair sir, come hither then,
 The priest will see you of all men!”
 

 With eyes made grave by their intent
 From out the lordly church they went
 Into the precinct, and withal
 They passed along the minster wall,
 And heard amid the buttresses
 The grey hawks chatter to the breeze,
 The sanctus bell run down the wind;
 Until the priest’s house did they find,
 Built ‘neath the belfry huge and high,
 Fluttered about perpetually
 By chattering daws, and shaken well
 From roof to pavement, when the bell
 Flung out its sound o’er night or day.
 

 “Sirs, Dan Palumbus takes his way
 E’en now from out the sacristy,”
 The verger said, “sirs, well be ye!
 For time it is that I were gone.”
 Therewith he left the twain alone
 Beside the door, and, sooth to say,

 In haste he seemed to get away
 As one afeard; but they bode there,
 And round about the house did peer,
 But found nought dreadful: small it was,
 Set on a tiny plot of grass, 
 And on each side the door a bay
 Brushed ‘gainst the oak porch rent and grey;
 A yard-wide garden ran along
 The wall, by ancient box fenced strong;
 And in the corner, where it met
 The belfry, was a great yew set,
 Where sat the blackbird-hen in spring,
 Hearkening her bright-billed husband sing.
 A peaceful place it should have been
 For one who of the world had seen
 O’er much, and quiet watch would keep
 Over his soul awaiting sleep.
 

 But now they heard the priest draw nigh,
 And saw him and his shadow high
 Wind round the wind-worn buttresses;
 So coming by the last of these
 He met them face to face: right tall
 He was; his straight black hair did fall
 About his shoulders; strong he seemed,
 His eyes look far off, as he dreamed
 Of other things than what they saw;
 Strange lines his thin pale face did draw
 Into a set wild look of pain
 And terror. As he met the twain
 He greeted well his ancient friend,
 And prayed them within doors to wend.
 Small was his chamber; books were there
 Right many, and in seeming fair.
 But who knows what therein might be
 ‘Twixt board and board of oaken tree?
 

 Palumbus bade them sit, and sat,
 And talked apace of this and that,
 Nor heeded that the youth spake wild,
 Nor that his old friend coughed and smiled,
 As ill at ease, while the priest spake,

 Then from his cloak a purse did take,
 And at the last pushed in his word
 Edgewise, as ‘twere. Palumbus heard
 As one who fain had been born deaf,
 Then rose and cried, “Thou fill’st the sheaf,
 Thou fill’st the sheaf! this is my doom,
 Well may the sexton make my tomb!”
 And up and down he walked, muttering,
 ‘Twixt closed teeth, many a nameless thing.
 

 At last he stopped and said, “O ye,
 I knew that ye would come to me,
 And offer me great store of gold:
 Full often good help have I sold,
 And thus this tide should I have done;
 But on this mountain of grey stone
 I stood last night, and in my art
 I dealt; and terror filled my heart,
 And hope, and great uncertainty;
 Therefore I deem that I shall die;
 For cool and bold erst have I been, 
 Whatever I have heard and seen;
 But the old Master of my fear
 Seems afar now, and God grown near;
 And soon I look to see his face.
 Therefore, if but for a short space,
 Would I be on his side, and do
 A good deed; all the more for you;
 Since thou art part of sweet days, friend,
 That once we deemed would never end;
 And in thine eyes meseems, O youth,
 Kindness I see and hope and truth;
 And thou and he may speak a word
 For me unto my master’s Lord: — 
 Well, I must reap that I did sow — 
 But take your gold again and go:
 And thou for six days fast and pray,
 And come here on the seventh day
 About nightfall; then shalt thou learn
 In what way doth the matter turn,
 And fully know of time and place,

 And be well armed thy foe to face.”
 

 So homeward doubtful went the twain,
 And Laurence spent in fear and pain
 The six long days; and so at last,
 When the seventh sun was well-nigh past,
 Came to that dark man’s fair abode;
 The grey tower with the sunset glowed,
 The daws wheeled black against the sky 
 About the belfry windows high,
 Or here and there one sank adown
 The dizzy shaft of panelled stone;
 And sound of children nigh the close
 Was mingled with the cries of those;
 And e’en as Laurence laid his hand
 Upon the latch, and there did stand
 Lingering a space, most startling clear
 The sweet chime filled the evening air.
 He entered mid the great bell’s drone,
 And found Palumbus all alone
 Mid books laid open:
 “Rest,” said he;
 “Time presses not for thee or me:
 Surely shall I die soon enow.”
 Silent, with hands laid to his brow,
 He sat then, nor did Laurence speak,
 Fearing perchance some spell to break:
 At last the priest caught up a book,
 And from its leaves a letter took,
 And unknown words there were on it
 For superscription duly writ,
 And sealed it was in solemn wise.
 He said:
 “Thou knowest where there lies
 Five leagues hence, or a little less,
 North of the town, a sandy ness
 That shipmen call St. Clement’s Head;
 South of it dreary land and dead 
 Lies stretched now, and the sea bears o’er
 Ruin of shingle evermore,
 And saps the headland year by year,

 And long have husbandmen had fear
 Of its short-lived and treacherous soil,
 And left it free from any toil.
 There, with thy face turned toward the rand,
 At the hill’s foot take thou thy stand,
 Just where the turf the shingle meets,
 Wherewith the sea the marshland eats;
 But seaward if thy face thou turn,
 What I have learned then shalt thou learn
 With like reward — watch carefully
 And well, and a strange company
 Shall pass thee as thou standest there,
 And heed thee not — some foul some fair,
 Some glad some sorry; rule thy heart,
 And heed them nothing for thy part,
 Till at the end of all thou seest
 A great lord on a marvellous beast
 Unnameable; on him cry out,
 And he thereon shall turn about
 And ask thy need; have thou no fear,
 But give him what I give thee here,
 And let him read, and thou shalt win
 Thine happiness, and have no sin.
 But as for me, be witness thou
 That in the scroll I give thee now,
 My death lies, and I know it well, 
 And cry to God against his hell.”
 

 In languid voice he spake as one,
 Who knows the task that must be done,
 And how each word from him should fall,
 And gives no heed to it at all;
 But here he stopped a little space,
 And once more covered up his face;
 But soon began his speech again
 In a soft voice, and freed from pain:
 

  “And for the folk that thou shalt see,
 Whence cometh all that company, — 
 Marvel thou not thereat, for know
 That this is sure; long years ago,
 Leagues seaward of that barren place,
 The temple of a glorious race,
 Built with far mightier walls than these,
 Stood fair midst groves of whispering trees.
 Thence come these folk remembering
 Their glory once so great a thing — 
 I have said: ‘Could they be once more
 As they have been, — but all is o’er,
 What matters what is, what has been,
 And what shall be, when I have seen
 The last few hours of my last day?-
 Depart. — Ah me, to cast away
 Such power as I on earth have had!
 I who could make the lover glad
 Above his love’s dead face, — at least 
 A little while — now has all ceased
 With that small scrap of black and white:
 Think of me, God, midst thy delight,
 And save me! yea, or do thy will!
 For thou too hast beheld my skill.”
 

 The scroll did Laurence hold in hand,
 And silent he a space did stand,
 Gazing upon Palumbus, who
 Sat open-eyed, as though he knew
 Nought of what things were round about;
 So, stealthily, and in great doubt
 Of strange things yet to come to pass,
 Did Laurence gain the darkening grass,
 And through the precinct and the town
 He passed, and reached the foreshores brown,
 And gathered heart, and as he might
 Went boldly forward through the night.
 At first on his left hand uprose
 Great cliffs and sheer, and, rent from those,
 Boulders strewn thick across the strand,
 Made weary work for foot and hand;

 But well he knew the path indeed,
 And scarce of such light had he need
 As still the summer eve might shed
 From the high stars or sunset dead.
 Soft was the lovely time and fair,
 A little sea-wind raised his hair,
 That seemed as though from heaven it blew.
 All sordid thoughts the sweet time slew,
 And gave good hope such welcoming,
 That presently he ‘gan to sing,
 Though still amid the quiet night
 He could not hear his song aright
 For the grave thunder of the sea
 That smote the beach so musically,
 And in the dim light seemed so soft
 As each great wave was raised aloft
 To fall in foam, you might have deemed
 That waste of ocean was but dreamed,
 And that the surf’s strong music was
 By some unknown thing brought to pass;
 And Laurence, singing as he went,
 As in some lower firmament,
 Beneath the line that marked where met
 The world’s roof and the highway wet,
 Could see a ship’s light gleam afar
 Scarce otherwise than as a star,
 While o’erhead fields of thin white cloud
 The more part of the stars did shroud.
 

 So on he went, and here and there
 A few rough fisher-caries there were,
 Launching their ordered keels to sea
 Eager to gain, if it might be,
 The harbour-mouth with morning-light,
 Or else some bird that flies by night
 Wheeled round about with his harsh cry; 
 Or as the cliffs sank he could spy
 Afar some homestead glittering
 With high feast or some other thing.
 Such gleams of fellowship had he
 At first along the unquiet sea,

 But when a long way off the town
 The cliffs were wholly sunken down,
 And on the marshland’s edge he went,
 For all sounds then the night-jar sent
 Its melancholy laugh across
 The sea-wind moaning for the loss
 Of long-drowned lands, that in old time
 Were known for great in many a clime.
 

 But the moon rose, and ‘neath its light,
 Cloud-barred, the wide wastes came in sight,
 With gleaming, sand-choked, reed-clad pools,
 And marsh-lights for the mock of fools;
 And o’er the waste beneath the moon
 The sea-wind piped a dreary tune,
 And louder grew, and the world then
 No more seemed made for sons of men,
 And summer seemed an empty name,
 And harvest-time a mock and shame:
 Such hopeless ruin seemed settled there,
 On acres sunny once and fair.
 

 But Laurence now could well behold
 The sandy headland bare and bold 
 Against the sea, and stayed his feet
 Awhile, to think how he should meet
 These nameless things, his enemies,
 The lords of terror and disease;
 Then trembling, hastened on, for thought
 Full many an image to him brought,
 Once seen, with loathing cast aside,
 But ready e’en for such a tide,
 Come back with longing’s added sting,
 And whatso horrors time could bring.
 Now thrusting all these thoughts apart
 He hastened on with hardy heart,
 Till on the doubtful place he stood
 Where the sea sucked the pasture’s blood,
 And with back turned unto the sea
 He strove to think right strenuously
 Of this and that well-liking place;
 The merry clamour of the chase,

 Pageant of soldier or of priest,
 Or market-place or crowded feast,
 Or splintered spears for ladies’ sake,
 Until he ‘gan to dream awake:
 Then, midst of all his striving, still
 His happiest thoughts must turn to ill,
 As in a fevered, restless dream.
 He thought about some flowery stream,
 Himself in gilded boat thereon — 
 A livid cloud came o’er the sun,
 A great wave swept from bank to bank; 
 Or flower-crowned amid friends he drank,
 And as he raised the red wine up
 Fell poison shrieked from out the cup;
 The garland when his heart was full
 He set upon a fleshless skull;
 The lute turned to a funeral bell,
 The golden door led down to hell.
 Then back from dreams his soul he brought,
 And of his own ill matters thought,
 And found his fear the lesser grew
 When all his heart therein he threw.
 

 Yet awful was the time indeed,
 And of good heart sore had he need:
 The wind’s moan louder than before,
 Some wave cast higher up the shore,
 The night-bird’s brushing past his head, — 
 All little things grew full of dread;
 Yet did he waver nought at all,
 Or turn, for whatso thing might fall.
 

 The moon was growing higher now,
 The east wind had been strong to blow
 The night sky clear from vexing cloud,
 And in the west his flock did crowd;
 Sharper things grew beneath the light,
 As with a false dawn; thin and bright
 The horned poppies’ blossoms shone
 Upon a shingle-bank, thrust on 
 By the high tide to choke the grass;

 And nigh it the sea-holly was,
 Whose cold grey leaves and stiff stark shade
 On earth a double moonlight made:
 Above him, specked with thorn and whin,
 And clad with short grey grass and thin,
 The hill ran up, and Laurence knew
 That down the other slope there grew
 A dark pine-wood, whose added sound
 Scarce noted, yet did more confound,
 With changing note, his wearied mind.
 

 But now with drowsiness grown blind,
 Once more he tottered on his place,
 And let fall down his weary face;
 But then remembering all his part,
 Once and again woke with a start,
 And dozed again; and then at last,
 Shuddering, all slumber from him cast,
 Yet scarce knew if he lived or no:
 For by his scared wild eyes did go
 A wondrous pageant, noiselessly,
 Although so close it passed him by;
 The fluttering raiment by him brushed,
 As through its folds the sea-wind rushed.
 

 By then his eyes were opened wide.
 Already up the grey hill-side
 The backs of two were turned to him: 
 One like a young man tall and slim,
 Whose heels with rosy wings were dight;
 One like a woman clad in white,
 With glittering wings of many a hue,
 Still changing, and whose shape none knew.
 In aftertime would Laurence say,

 That though the moonshine, cold and grey,
 Flooded the lonely earth that night,
 These creatures in the moon’s despite
 Were coloured clear, as though the sun
 Shone through the earth to light each one,
 And terrible was that to see.
 

 But while he stood, and shudderingly
 Still gazed on those departing twain,
 Yet ‘gan to gather heart again,
 A noise like echoes of a shout
 Seemed in the cold air all about,
 And therewithal came faint and thin
 What seemed a far-off battle’s din,
 And on a sight most terrible
 His eyes in that same minute fell, — 
 The images of slaughtered men,
 With set eyes and wide wounds, as when
 Upon the field they first lay slain;
 And those who there had been their bane
 With open mouths as if to shout,
 And frightful eyes of rage and doubt,
 And hate that never more should die. 
 Then went the shivering fleers by,
 With death’s fear ever in their eyes;
 And then the heaped-up fatal prize,
 The blood-stained coin, the unset gem,
 The gold robe torn from hem to hem,
 The headless, shattered golden God,
 The dead priest’s crushed divining-rod;
 The captives, weak from blow and wound,
 Toiling along; the maiden, bound
 And helpless, in her raiment torn;
 The ancient man’s last day forlorn:
 Onward they pressed, and though no sound
 Their footfalls made upon the ground,
 Most real indeed they seemed to be.
 The spilt blood savoured horribly,
 Heart-breaking the dumb writhings were,
 Unuttered curses filled the air;
 Yea, as the wretched band went past,

 A dreadful look one woman cast
 On Laurence, and upon his breast
 A wounded blood-stained hand she pressed.
 

 But on the heels of these there came
 A King, that through the night did flame,
 For something more than steel or brass
 The matter of his armour was;
 Its fashion strange past words to say;
 Who knows where first it saw the day?
 On a red horse he rode; his face 
 Gave no more hope of any grace
 Than through the blackness of the night
 The swift-descending lightning might;
 And yet therein great joy indeed
 The brightness of his eyes did feed;; — 
 A joy as of the leaping fire
 Over the house-roof rising higher
 To greet the noon-sun, when the glaive
 Forbids all folk to help or save.
 

 Yet harmless this one passed him by,
 And through the air deliciously
 Faint pensive music breathed, and then
 There came a throng of maids and men — 
 A young and fair and gentle band;
 Whereof some passed him hand in hand,
 Some side by side not touching walked,
 As though of happy things they talked;
 Noiseless they were like all the rest
 As past him up the hill they pressed;
 Yet she who brushed by him most close
 Cast to his feet a fresh red rose.
 

 Then somewhat of a space there was
 Before the next band ‘gan to pass,
 So faint they moved for very woe;
 And these were men and maids also,
 And young were most, and most were fair;
 And hand in hand some few went there,
 And still were fain with love to see 

 Each other’s bitter misery;
 But most, just sundered, went along,
 With faces drawn by hidden wrong,
 Clenched hands and muttering lips that cursed
 From brooding hearts their sin that nursed.
 And she that went the last of all,
 Black-robed, in passing by let fall
 At Laurence’s feet a black-bound wreath
 Of bitter herbs long come to death.
 

 Alone, afoot, when these were gone,
 A bright one came, whose garments shone
 In wondrous wise; a bow he bore,
 And deadly feathered shafts’ good store;
 Winged was he and most Godlike fair;
 Slowly he went, and oft would stare
 With eyes distraught down on the grass,
 As waiting what might come to pass;
 Then whiles would he look up again,
 And set his teeth as if with pain;
 And whiles for very joy of heart
 His eyes would gleam, his lips would part
 With such a smile as though the earth
 Were newly made to give him mirth;
 Back o’er his shoulder would he gaze
 Seaward, or through the marshland haze
 That lay before, strain long and hard,
 Till fast the tears fell on the sward: — 
 So towards the hill’s brow wandered he.
 

 Then through the moaning of the sea
 There came a faint and thrilling strain,
 Till Laurence strove with tears in vain,
 I And his flesh trembled, part with fear,
 Part as with some great pleasure near,
 And then his dazzled eyes could see
 Once more a noiseless company;
 And his heart failed him at the sight,
 And he forgot both wrong and right,
 And nothing thought of his intent;

 For close before him now there went
 Fair women clad in ancient guise
 That hid but little from his eyes
 More loveliness than earth doth hold
 Now, when her bones are growing old;
 But all too swift they went by him,
 And fluttering gown and ivory limb
 Went twinkling up the bare hill-side,
 And lonely there must he abide.
 

 Then seaward had he nigh turned round,
 And thus the end of life had found,
 When even before his wildered sight
 There glided forth a figure white,
 And passed him by afoot, alone;
 No raiment on her sweet limbs shone,
 Only the tresses of her hair
 The wind drove round her body fair;
 No sandals were there on her feet, 
 But still before them blossoms sweet
 Unnamed, unknown within that land,
 Sprang up; she held aloft her hand
 As to the trembling man she turned
 Her glorious eyes, and on it burned
 The dreadful pledge, the looked-for thing,
 The well-wrought, lovely spousal ring.
 

 Then Laurence trembled more and more;
 Huge longing his faint heart swept o’er,
 As one who would a boon beseech.
 His fevered hand forth did he reach,
 And then she stayed and gazed at him,
 Just moving lightly each fair limb
 As one who loiters, but must go;
 But even as the twain stood so,
 She saying nought, he saying nought,
 And who knows what wild wave of thought
 Beating betwixt them, from his girth
 The dread scroll loosened fell to earth,
 And to his ears where sounds waxed dim
 Louder its rustle seemed to him
 Than loudest thunder; down he bent,

 Remembering now his good intent,
 And got the scroll within his hand;
 And when mid prayers he came to stand
 Upright again, then was she gone,
 And he once more was left alone.
 

 Foredone, bewildered, downcast now,
 Confused clamour heard he grow,
 And then swept onward through the night
 A babbling crowd in raiment bright,
 Wherein none listened aught at all
 To what from other lips might fall,
 And none might meet his fellow’s gaze;
 And still o’er every restless face
 Passed restless shades of rage and pain,
 And sickening fear and longing vain.
 On wound that manifold agony
 Unholpen, vile, till earth and sea
 Grew silent, till the moonlight died
 Before a false light blaring wide,
 And from amidst that fearful folk
 The Lord of all the pageant broke.
 

 Most like a mighty king was he,
 And crowned and sceptered royally;
 As a white flame his visage shone,
 Sharp, clear-cut as a face of stone;
 But flickering flame, not flesh, it was;
 And over it such looks did pass
 Of wild desire, and pain, and fear,
 As in his people’s faces were,
 But tenfold fiercer: furthermore,
 A wondrous steed the Master bore,
 Unnameable of kind or make,
 Not horse, nor hippogriff, nor drake. 
 Like and unlike to all of these,
 And flickering like the semblances
 Of an ill dream, wrought as in scorn
 Of sunny noon, fresh eve, and morn,

 That feed the fair things of the earth.
 And now brake out a mock of mirth
 From all that host, and all their eyes
 Were turned on Laurence in strange wise,
 Who met the maddening fear that burned
 Round his unholpen heart, and turned
 Unto the dreadful king and cried:
 “What errand go ye on? Abide,
 Abide! for I have tarried long;
 Turn thou to me, and right my wrong!
 One of thy servants keeps from me
 That which I gave her not; nay, see
 What thing thy Master bids thee do!”
 

 Then wearily, as though he knew
 How all should be, the Master turned,
 And his red eyes on Laurence burned,
 As without word the scroll he took;
 But as he touched the skin he shook
 As though for fear, and presently
 In a great voice he ‘gan to cry:
 “Shall this endure for ever, Lord?
 Hast thou no care to keep thy word?
 And must such double men abide?
 Not mine, not mine, nor on thy side? 
 For as thou cursest them I curse: — 
 Make thy souls better, Lord, or worse!”
 

 Then spake he to the trembling man,
 “What I am bidden, that I can;
 Bide here, and thou shalt see thine own
 Unto thy very feet cast down;
 Then go and dwell in peace awhile.”
 Then round he turned with sneering smile,
 And once more lonely was the night,
 And colourless with grey moonlight.
 

 But soon indeed the dawn drew near,
 As Laurence stood ‘twixt hope and fear,
 Still doubting, now that all was gone,
 If his own heart the thing had done,
 Though on his coat the blood-mark was,
 Though rose and wreath lay on the grass;

 So long he waited wearily,
 Until, when dawn ‘gan stripe the sky,
 If he were waking scarce he knew,
 When, as he deemed, a white cloud drew
 Anigh him from the marshland grey,
 Over the empty ghost-trod way,
 And from its midst a voice there’ came:
 “Thou who hast wrought me added shame,

Take back thine own and go thy ways;

And think, perchance, in coming days, 

When all grows old about thee, how

From foolish hands thou needs must throw

A gift of unhoped great delight.”
 It vanished as the east grew bright,
 And in the shadowless still morn
 A sense of rest to him was born,
 And looking down unto his feet,
 His eyes the spousal-ring did meet.
 He caught it up with a glad cry,
 And kissed it over longingly,
 And set it on his hand again;
 And dreamlike now, and vague and vain,
 Seemed all those images of fear,
 The wicked sights that held him there;
 And rather now his eyes could see
 Her that was his now verily.
 

 Then from that drear unhallowed place
 With merry heart he set his face.
 A light wind o’er the ocean blew,
 And fresh and fair the young day grew;
 The sun rose o’er the green sea’s rim,
 And gave new life and joy to him;
 The white birds crying o’er his head
 Seemed praising all his hardihead,
 And laughing at the worsted foe;
 So, joyous, onward did he go,
 And in a little sheltered bay
 His weariness he washed away,
 And made afresh on toward the town:
 He met the fish-wife coming down

 From her red cottage to the strand,
 The fisher-children hand in hand
 Over some wonder washed ashore;
 The old man muttering words of lore
 About the wind that was to be;
 And soon the white sails specked the sea,
 And fisher-keel on fisher-keel
 The furrowed sand again did feel,
 And round them many a barefoot maid
 The burden on her shoulders laid,
 While unto rest the fishers went,
 And grumbling songs from rough throats sent.
 

 Now all is done, and he at last,
 Weary, but full of joy, has passed
 Over his threshold once again,
 And scarce believed is all the pain
 And all the fear that he has had,
 Now night and day shall make him glad.
 

 As for Palumbus, tossed about
 His soul might be in dread and doubt,
 In rest at least his body lay
 Ere the great bell struck noon that day.
 And soon a carver did his best
 To make an image of that rest, 
 Nor aught of gold did Laurence spare
 To make his tomb both rich and fair;
 And o’er his clasped hands and his head
 Thereafter many a mass was said.
 

SO when the tale was clean done, with a smile
 The old priest looked around a little while,
 That grew, as young and old ‘gan say their say
 On that strange dream of time long past away;
 So listening, with his pleased and thoughtful look
 He ‘gan turn o’er the worn leaves of his book,
 Half noting at the first the flowers therein,
 Drawn on the margin of the yellowing skin
 Where chapters ended; or fair images
 Of kings and lords amidst of war and peace
 At books’ beginnings; till within a space
 His eyes grew fixed upon a certain place,
 And he seemed reading. Was it then the name
 Of some old town before his eyes that came,
 And drew his thoughts there? Did he see it now?
 The bridge across the river choked with snow;
 The pillared market-place, not thronged this eve;
 The muffled goodwives making haste to leave
 The gusty minster porch, whose windows shone
 With the firs t-litten candles; while the drone
 Of the great organ shook the leaded panes,
 And the wind moaned about the turret vanes?

 — Nought changed there, and himself so changed mid change,
 That the next land — Death’s land — would seem nought strange 
 To his awakening eyes!
 Ah! good and ill,
 When will your strife the fated measure fill?
 When will the tangled veil be drawn away,
 And show us all that unimagined day?
 






  








FEBRUARY.
 

NOON — and the north-west sweeps the empty road,
 The rain-washed fields from hedge to hedge are bare;
 Beneath the leafless elms some hind’s abode
 Looks small and void, and no smoke meets the air
 From its poor hearth: one lonely rook doth dare
 The gale, and beats above the unseen corn,
 Then turns, and whirling down the wind is borne.
 

 Shall it not hap that on some dawn of May
 Thou shalt awake, and, thinking of days dead,
 See nothing clear but this same dreary day,
 Of all the days that have passed o’er thine head?
 Shalt thou not wonder, looking from thy bed,
 Through green leaves on the windless east a-fire,
 That this day too thine heart doth still desire?
 

 Shalt thou not wonder that it liveth yet,
 The useless hope, the useless craving pain,
 That made thy face, that lonely noontide, wet
 With more than beating of the chilly rain?
 Shalt thou not hope for joy new born again,
 Since no grief ever born can ever die
 Through changeless change of seasons passing by?
 

THE change has come at last, and from the west
 Drives on the wind, and gives the clouds no rest,
 And ruffles up the water thin that lies
 Over the surface of the thawing ice;
 Sunrise and sunset with no glorious show
 Are seen, as late they were across the snow;
 The wet-lipped west wind chilleth to the bone
 More than the light and flickering east hath done.
 Full soberly the earth’s fresh hope begins,
 Nor stays to think of what each new day wins:
 And still it seems to bid us turn away
 From this chill thaw to dream of blossomed May:
 E’en as some hapless lover’s dull shame sinks
 Away sometimes in day-dreams, and he thinks
 No more of yesterday’s disgrace and foil,
 No more he thinks of all the sickening toil
 Of piling straw on straw to reach the sky;
 But rather now a pitying face draws nigh,
 Mid tears and prayers for pardon; and a tale
 To make love tenderer now is all the bale
 Love brought him erst.
 But on this chill dank tide
 Still are the old men by the fireside,
 And all things cheerful round the day just done
 Shut out the memory of the cloud-drowned sun, 
 And dripping bough and blotched and snow-soaked earth;
 And little as the tide seemed made for mirth,
 Scarcely they lacked it less than months agone,
 When on their wrinkles bright the great sun shone;
 Rather, perchance, less pensive now they were,
 And meeter for that cause old tales to hear
 Of stirring deeds long dead:
 So, as it fell,
 Preluding nought, an elder ‘gan to tell
 The story promised in mid-winter days
 Of all that latter end of bliss and praise
 That erst befell Bellerophon the bright,
 Ere all except his name sank into night.
 

BELLEROPHON IN LYCIA.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

BELLEROPHON bore unawares to Jobates King of Lycia the deadly message of King Prœtus: wherefore the Lycian King threw him often in the way of death, but the Fates willed him not to perish so, but gave him rather great honour and a happy life.
 

LO ye have erst heard how Bellerophon
 Left Argos with his fortune all undone,
 Well deeming why, and with a certain scorn,
 Rather than anger, in his heart new-born,
 To mingle with old courage, and the hope
 That yet with life’s wild tangle he might cope,
 Nor be so wholly beaten in the end:
 Whatever pain he gat from failing friend,
 And earth made lonely for his feet again,
 The brightness of his youth might nowise wane
 Before it, or his hardihood grow dim.
 

 So now the evening sun shines fair on him
 In Lycia, as he goes up from the quays,
 Well pleased beneath the new folk’s curious gaze 
 With all the fair things that his eyes behold:
 As goodly as the tale was that men told
 Of King Jobates’ city, goodlier
 Than all they told it seemeth to him here,
 And mid things new and strange and fairly wrought
 Small care he hath for any anxious thought.

 And so amid the shipmen’s company
 He came unto the King’s hall, builded high
 Above the market-place, and no delay
 In getting speech of the great King had they,
 For ever King Jobates’ wont it was
 To learn of new-corners things brought to pass
 In outlands, and he served in noble wise
 Such guests as might seem trusty to his eyes.
 So in the midmost of his company
 He passed in through the hall, and seemed to be
 A very god chance-come among them there,
 Though little splendid soothly was his gear;
 A bright steel helm upon his brows he had,
 And in a dark blue kirtle was he clad,
 And a grey cloak thereover; bright enow
 With gold and gems his great sword’s hilt did glow,
 But no such thing was in aught else he wore;
 A spear great-shafted his strong right hand bore,
 And in his left King Prœtus’ casket shone:
 Grave was his face now, though there played thereon
 A flickering smile, that erst you might have seen
 In such wise play, when small space was between
 The spears he led and fierce eyes of the foe.
 

 Thus through the Lycian court-folk did they go
 Till to the King they came: e’en such a man
 As sixty summers made not pinched or wan,
 Though beard and hair alike were white as snow.
 Down on the sea-farers did he gaze now
 With curious peering eyes, and now and then
 He smiled and nodded, as he saw such men
 Amidst them as he knew in other days;
 But when he met Bellerophon’s frank gaze,
 There his eyes rested, and he said: “O guest,
 Though among these thy gear is not the best,
 Yet know I no man more if thou art not
 E’en that Bellerophon, who late hast got
 Such praise mid men of Argos, that thy name
 Two months agone to this our country came,

 Adorned with many tales of deeds of thine;
 And certainly as of a man divine
 Thy mien is and thy face: how sayest thou?”
 

 “So am I called,” he said, “mid all men now,
 Since that unhappy day that drave me forth,
 Lacking that half that was of greatest worth,
 And made me worthy — for my deeds, O King,
 What I have done is but a little thing;
 I wrought that I might live from day to day,
 That something I might give for hire and pay
 Unto my lord; from whom I bring to thee
 A message written by him privily,
 Hid in this casket; take it from my hand, 
 And do thou worthily to this my band,
 And let us soon depart, for I am fain
 The good report of other men to gain,
 Wide through the world; — nor do thou keep me here
 As one unto King Prœtus’ heart right dear,
 Because I deem that I have done amiss
 Unto him, though I wot not how it is
 That I have sinned: certes he bade me flee,
 And ere he went my face he would not see;
 Therefore I bid thee, King, to have a care
 Lest on a troublous voyage thou shouldst fare.”
 

 “Sweet is thy voice,” the King said; “many a maid
 Among our fairest would be well a-paid
 In listening to thy words a summer day.
 Nor will our honour let thee go away
 Whatso thy deed is, though I deem full well
 But little ill there is of thee to tell.
 Give forth the casket; in good time will we
 This message of the King of Argos see,
 And do withal what seemeth good therein.
 Sit ye, O guests, for supper doth begin! — 
 Ho! marshals, give them room; but thou sit here,
 And gather heart the deeds of Kings to bear
 While yet thou mayst, and here with me rejoice,
 Forgetting much; for certes in thy voice
 Was wrath e’en now, and unmeet anger is
 To mingle with our short-lived spell of bliss.”
 

  Then sat Bellerophon adown and thought 
 How fate his wandering footsteps erst had brought
 To such another place, and of the end,
 Whate’er it was, that fate to him did send.
 Yet since the time was fair, and day by day
 Ever some rag of fear he cast away,
 And ever less doubt of himself he had,
 In that bright concourse was he blithe and glad,
 And the King blessed the fair and merry tide
 That set so blithe a fellow by his side.
 

BUT the next day, in honour of the guest,
 The King bade deck all chambers with his best,
 And bid all folk to joyous festival,
 And let the heralds all the fair youth call
 To play within the lists at many a game;
 “Since here last eve the great Corinthian came
 That ye have heard of: and though ye indeed
 Of more than manly strength may well have need
 To match him, do your best, lest word he bear
 Too soft that now the Lycian folk live here,
 Forgetting whence their fathers came of yore
 And whom their granddames to their grandsires bore.”
 

 So came the young men thronging, and withal 
 Before the altars did the oxen fall
 To many a god, the well-washed fleeces fair
 In their own bearers’ blood were dyed, and there
 The Persian merchants stood and snuffed the scent
 Of frankincense, for which of old they went
 Through plain and desert waterless, and faced
 The lion-haunted woods that edged the waste.
 Then in the lists were couched the pointless spears,
 The oiled sleek wrestler struggled with his peers,
 The panting runner scarce could see the crown
 Held by white hands before his visage brown;
 The horses, with no hope of gold or gain,
 With fluttering hearts remembered not the rein
 Nor thought of earth. And still all things fared so,
 That all who with the hero had to do
 Deemed him too strong for mankind; or if one

 Gained seeming victory on Bellerophon,
 He knew it for a courteous mockery
 Granted to him. So did the day go by,
 And others like it, and the talk still was
 How even now such things could come to pass
 That such a man upon the earth was left.
 

 But when the ninth sun from the earth had reft
 Silence, and rest from care, then the King sent
 To see Bellerophon, who straightly went,
 And found Jobates with a troubled face,
 Pacing a chamber of the royal place
 From end to end, who turned as he drew near, 
 And said in a low voice, “What dost thou here?
 This is a land with many dangers rife;
 Hast thou no heed to save thy joyous life?
 The wide sea is before thee, get thee gone,
 All lands are good for thee but this alone!”
 

 And as the hero strove to catch his eye
 And ‘gan to speak, he passed him hurriedly,
 And gat him from the chamber: with a smile
 Bellerophon turned too within a while,
 When he could gather breath from such a speech,
 And said, “Far then King Prœtus’ arm can reach:
 So was it as I doubted; yet withal
 Not everything to every king will fall
 As he desires it, and the Gods are good;
 Nor shall the Lycian herbage drink my blood: — 
 The Gods are good, though far they drive me forth;
 But the four quarters, south, west, east, and north,
 All are alike to me, who therein have
 None left me now to weep above my grave
 Whereso I fall: and fair things shall I see,
 Nor may great deeds be lacking unto me: — 
 Would I were gone then!”
 But with that last word
 Light footsteps drawing swiftly nigh he heard,
 And made a shift therewith his eyes to raise,
 Then staggering back, bewildered with amaze,
 Caught at the wall and wondered if he dreamed,
 For there before his very eyes he seemed 
 To see the Lycian Sthenobœa draw nigh;

 But as he strove with his perplexity
 A soft voice reached his ears, and then he knew
 That in one mould the Gods had fashioned two,
 But given them hearts unlike; yea, and her eyes
 Looked on his troubled face in no such wise
 As had the other’s; wistful these and shy,
 And seemed to pray, Use me not cruelly,
 I have not harmed thee. — Thus her soft speech ran:
 

 “Far have I sought thee, O Corinthian man,
 And now that I have found thee my words fail,
 Though erst my heart had taught me well my tale.”
 

 She paused, her half-closed lips were e’en as sweet
 As the sweet sounds that thence the air did meet,
 And such a sense swept o’er Bellerophon
 As whiles in spring had come, and lightly gone
 Ere he could name it; like a wish it was,
 A wish for something that full swift did pass,
 To be forgotten.
 Some three paces were
 Betwixt them when she first had spoken there,
 But now, as though it were unwittingly,
 He slowly moved a little more anigh;
 But she flushed red now ere she spake once more,
 And faltered and looked down upon the floor.
 

 “O Prince Bellerophon,” at last she said, 
 “I dreamed last night that I beheld thee dead;
 I knew thee thus, for twice had I seen thee,
 Unseen myself, in this festivity;
 And since I know how loved a man thou art,
 Here have I come, to bid thee to depart,
 Since that thou mayst do yet.”
 Nigher he came
 And said, “O fair one, I am but a name
 To thee, as men are to the Gods above;
 And what thing, then, thy heart to this did move?”
 

 So spake he, knowing scarce what words he said,
 Strange his own voice seemed to him; and the maid
 Spake not at first, but grew pale, and there passed
 A quivering o’er her lips; but at the last,
 With eyes fixed full upon him, thus she spake:
 

 “Why should I lie? this did I for thy sake,
 Because thou art the worthiest of all men,

 The loveliest to look on. Hear me, then;
 But ere my tale is finished, speak thou not,
 Because this moment has my heart waxed hot,
 And I can speak before I go my way — 
 Before thou leav’st me. — On my bed I lay,
 And dreamed I fared within the Lycian land,
 And still about me there on either hand
 Were nought but poisonous serpents, yet no dread
 I had of them, for soothly in my head 
 The thought was, that my kith and kin they were;
 But as I went methought I saw thee there
 Coming on toward me, and thou mad’st as though
 No whit about those fell worms thou didst know;
 And then in vain I strove to speak to thee,
 And bid thee get thee down unto the sea,
 Where bode thy men ready at bench and mast;
 But in my dream thou cam’st unto me fast,
 And unto speech we fell of e’en such things
 As please the sons and daughters of great kings;
 And I must smile and talk, and talk and smile,
 Though I beheld a serpent all the while
 Draw nigh to strike thee: then — then thy lips came
 Close unto mine; and while with joy and shame
 I trembled, in my ears a dreadful cry
 Rang, and thou fellest from me suddenly
 And layst dead at my feet: and then I spake
 Unto myself, ‘Would God that I could wake,’
 But woke not, though my dream changed utterly,
 Except that thou wert laid stark dead anigh.
 Then in this palace were we, and the noise
 Of many folk I heard, and a great voice
 Rang o’er it ever and again, and said,

Bellerophon who would not love is dead.
 But I — I moved not from thee, but I saw
 Through the fair windows many people draw
 Unto the lists, until withal it seemed
 As though I never yet had slept or dreamed,
 That all the games went on, where yesterday 
 Thou like a god amidst of men didst play:
 But yet through all, the great voice cried and said,

 Bellerophon who would not love is dead.
 This is the dream — ah, hast thou heard me, then?
 Abide no more, I say, among these men:
 Think’st thou the world without thy life can thrive,
 More than my heart without thy heart can live?”
 

 Almost before her lips the words could say,
 She turned her eager glittering eyes away,
 And hurried past, and as her feet did bear
 Her loveliness away, he seemed to hear
 A sob come from her; but for him, he felt
 As in some fair heaven all his own he dwelt,
 As though he ne’er of any woe had known,
 So happy and triumphant had he grown.
 But when he thus a little while had stood
 With this new pleasure stirring all his blood,
 He ‘gan to think how that she was not there,
 And ‘thwart the glory of delight came care,
 As uttermost desire so wrought in him,
 That now in strange new tears his eyes did swim,
 He scarce knew if for pleasure or for pain.
 Of other things he strove to think in vain — 
 Nought seemed they; — the strange threatening of the King,
 Nay the maid’s dream — it seemed a little thing
 That he should read their meaning more than this:
 ‘Here in the land of Lycia dwells thy bliss; 
 So much she loved thee that she wished thee gone,
 That thou mightst live, though she were left alone;
 Or else she had not left thee; failing not
 To see how all the heart in thee waxed hot
 To cast thine arms about her and to press
 Her heart to thine and heal its loneliness.’
 Pity grew in him as he thought thereof,
 And with its sweet content fed burning love,
 Till all his life was swallowed by its flame,
 And dead and past away were fear and shame,
 Nor might he think that he could ever die.
 

 But now at last he with a passionate sigh
 Turned from the place where he had seen her feet,
 And murmured as he went, “O sweet, O sweet,
 O sweet the fair morn that thou breathest in,

 When thou, awakening lone, dost first begin
 For one more day the dull blind world to bless
 With sight of thine unmeasured loveliness.”
 

 So speaking, through a low door did he gain
 A little garden; the fair morn did wane,
 The day grew to its hottest, the warm air
 Was little stirred, the o’er-sweet lily there
 With unbowed stem let fall upon the ground
 Its fainting leaves; full was the air of sound
 Of restless bees; from high elms far away
 Came the doves’ moan about the lost spring day,
 And Venus’ sparrows twittered in the eaves 
 Above his head. There ‘twixt the languid leaves
 And o’er-blown blossoms he awhile did go,
 Nursing his love till faint he ‘gan to grow
 For very longing, and love, bloomed an hour,
 Began to show the thorn about the flower,
 Yet sweet and sweet it was, until the thought
 Of that departing to his mind was brought,
 And though he laughed aloud with scorn of it,
 Yet images of pain and death would flit
 Across his love, until at last anew
 He ‘gan to think that deeds there were to do
 In his old way, if there he still would bide.
 Deeds must have birth from hope; grief must he hide,
 And into hard resolve his longing chill,
 If he would be god-loved and conquering still:
 So back he turned into the house, in mind,
 Whatso might hap, the King once more to find,
 And crave for leave to serve him; for he deemed,
 Whate’er the King had warned or his love dreamed,
 That he and youth ‘gainst death were fellows twain
 For years yet, whoso in the end should gain.
 

 Deep buried in his thoughts he went, but when
 He drew anigh the hall a crowd of men
 Were round about it; armed they were, indeed,
 But rent and battered was their warlike weed,
 And some lacked wounding weapons; some men leant
 Weakly ‘gainst pillars; some were so much spent
 They wept for weariness and pain; no few 

 Bore bandages the red blood struggled through;
 E’en such they seemed, the hero thought, as folk
 That erst before his Argive spears had broke,
 And at his feet their vain arms down had cast:
 So, wondering thereat, through these folk he passed
 Into the hall, where on the ivory throne
 Jobates sat, with flushed face, gazing down
 Upon the shrinking captains; therewithal
 E’en as he entered did the King’s eyes fall
 Upon him, and the King somewhat did start
 At first, but then, as minding not the part
 That he had played that morn, a gracious smile
 Came o’er his face; then spake he in a while:
 “Look upon these, O wise Bellerophon,
 And ask of them what glory they have won — 
 Or ask them not, but listen unto me:
 Over the mountain-passes that men see
 Herefrom, a town there is, and therein dwell
 Folk baser and more vile than men can tell;
 A godless folk, without a law or priest;
 A thankless folk, who at high-tide and feast
 Remember not the Gods; no image there
 Makes glad men’s eyes, no painted story fair
 Tells of past days; alone, unhelped they live,
 And nought but curses unto any give:
 A rude folk, nothing worth, without a head
 To lead them forth, — and this morn had I said
 A feeble folk and bondsmen of mine own.
 But now behold from this same borel town 
 Are these men empty-handed now come back,
 And midst these Solymi is little lack
 This morn of well-wrought swords and silk attire
 And gold that seven times o’er has felt the fire.
 “Lo now, thou spak’st of wandering forth again — 
 Rather be thou my man, and ‘gainst these men
 Lead thou mine army; nay, nor think to win

 But little praise if thou dost well herein,
 For these by yesterday are grown so great
 That if thou winnest them, midst this red heat
 Of victory, a great deed shalt thou do,
 And great will thy reward be; wilt thou go?
 Methought thou hadst a mind to serve me here.”
 

 So, as Bellerophon drew more anear,
 He thought within his heart, “Ah, then, I know
 From all these things why he would have me go;
 Yet since indeed I may not quite depart
 From Lycia now, because my new-smitten heart
 Is bound with bonds of love unto the land,
 Safer am I in armour, sword in hand,
 Than midst these silken hangings and fair things,
 That well I wot hide many poison-stings:
 The Gods are great, nor midst of men am I
 Of such as, once being threatened, quickly die.”
 

 Then he spake out: “O King, wilt thou then pray
 To all the Gods to give me a good day?
 For when I was a youth and dwelt at home 
 Men deemed I knew somewhat of things to come,
 And now methinks more dangers I foresee
 Than any that have yet been forged for me.”
 

 The King frowned at that word, and flushed blood-red,
 As if against his will; but quickly said,
 In a mild voice: “Be of good cheer, O son;
 For if the Gods help not Bellerophon
 They will not have to say, that in this land
 I prayed their good-will for thee with close hand.
 No god there is that hath an altar here
 That shall not smoke with something he holds dear
 While thou art absent from us — but these men,
 Worn as they are, are fain to try again,
 As swiftly as may be, what from the Fates
 In bloody fields the Lycian name awaits;
 Mine armoury is not empty, yet there are
 Unwounded men to furnish forth the war
 Yea, and mine household-folk shall go with thee,
 And none but women in mine house shall be,
 Until the Lycian shield once more is clean

 Through thee, as though no stain had ever been.
 Canst thou be ready by the second day
 Unto the Solymi to take thy way?”
 

 “So be it,” said the wise Corinthian;
 “And here, O King, I make myself thy man — 
 May the Gods make us faithful; but if worse 
 Must happen, on his head fall all the curse
 Who does the wrong! — Now for thy part see thou
 That we who go have everything enow;
 Nor think to hear too soon of victory,
 For though a spliced staff e’en as strong may be
 As one ne’er broken, lean thou not thereon
 Till o’er the narrow way thy feet have won
 And thou may’st try it on the level grass.
 Now give me leave,. for I am fain to pass
 Thy men in order by me, and to find
 How best thy wounded honour I may bind.”
 

 When first the hero’s hand the King’s hand took,
 But ill belike Jobates that did brook,
 And well-nigh drew it back; yet still it lay
 And moved not, and the King made haste to say:
 

 “May the Gods bless us both, as I bless thee,
 Who at this tide givest good help to me!
 Depart, brave man; and, doing but thy best,
 Howe’er fate goes, by me shalt thou be blest.”
 

 Then went Bellerophon, and laboured sore
 To give the Lycian folk good heart once more,
 Till day passed into night, and in fair dream
 And hopeful waking, happy love did gleam,
 E’en like the young sun, on the hero’s head.
 But when the next bright day was well-nigh dead,
 Within the brazen porch Bellerophon
 Stood thinking o’er all things that had been done.
 Alone he was, and yearning for his love,
 And longing for some deed the truth to prove
 Of what seemed dreamlike now, midst all the stir
 Of men and clash of arms; and wearier
 He felt than need was, as the evening breeze
 Raised up his hair. But while sweet images
 His heart made now of what he once had seen,

 There in the dusk, across the garden green,
 A white thing fluttered; nor was steadier
 His heart within him, as he thought of her,
 And that perchance she came; and soon anigh
 A woman drew, but stopping presently
 Over against him, he could see her now
 To be a handmaid, and, with knitted brow,
 Was going thence, but through the dusk she cried:
 “O fair my lord Bellerophon, abide
 And hearken — here my lady sendeth me,
 And saith these words withal:

Philonoë,

Born of the Lycian King, Both give thee this

Fair blade, and prayeth for thee health and bliss;

Saying, moreover; as for this same sword,

Draw it not forth before base man or lord,

But be alone when first it leaves the sheath .

Yet since upon it lieth life and death,

Surely thou wilt not long delay to see

The face of that bright friend I give to thee.”
 

 He felt the cold hilt meet his outstretched hand,
 And she was gone, nor longer did he stand
 Than but to look if any stood thereby,
 Then gat him gone therefrom, and presently
 Was lone within his chamber; there awhile
 He stood regarding with a lovesome smile
 The well-wrought sword, and fairly was it dight
 With gold and gems; then by the taper’s light
 He drew it from the sheath, and, sooth to tell,
 E’en that he hoped for therewithal befel,
 Because a letter lay ‘twixt blade and sheath,
 Which straight he opened, and nigh held his breath
 For very eagerness, the while he read:
 

 Short is the time, and yet enow, it said,

Nightfall it will be when thou readest this.

If thou wouldst live yet, for the weal and bliss

Of many, gird this sword to thee, and go

Down to the quay, and there walk to and fro,

Until a seafarer thou meetest there,

With two behind him who shall torches bear;

He shall behold the sword, and say to thee,

 ‘Is it drawn forth?’ and say ‘Yea, verily,

And the wound healed.’ Then shall he bring thee straight

Unto his keel, which with loose sails doth wait

Thy coming, and shall give thee gold good store,

Nor bide the morn to leave the Lycian shore. — 

Farewell; I would have seen thee, but I feared — 

 — I feared two things; first, that we might be heard

By green trees and by walls, and thus should I

Have brought the death on thee I bid thee fly;

The first — but for the second, since I speak

Now for the last time — Love has made me weak;

I feared my heart made base by sudden bliss

I feared — wilt thou be wroth who readest this? — 

Mine eyes I saw in thine that other tide;

I thought perchance that here thou mightst abide,

Constrained by Love.

Now if I have said ill,

Shall not my soul of sorrow have its fill?

I sin, but bitter death shall pay therefor.
 

 He read the piteous letter o’er and o’er,
 Till fell the tears thereon like sudden rain,
 For he was young, and might not love again
 With so much pleasure, such sweet bitterness,
 Such hope amid that new-born sharp distress
 Of longing; half-content to love and yearn,
 Until perchance the fickle wheel might turn.
 

 The well-kissed sword within his belt he set,
 But ye may well deem was more minded yet
 To bide his fortune in the Lycian land,
 What fear soe’er before his path might stand;
 And great his soul grew, thinking of the tide
 When every hindrance should be thrust aside,
 And love should greet him; calm, as though the death,
 He knew so nigh him, on some distant heath
 Were sitting, flame-bound, waiting for the word 
 Himself should give; with hand upon his sword,
 Unto the hall he took his way: therein
 Was growing great and greater joyful din,
 For there they drank unto the coming day;
 And as through all that crowd he made his way,
 The shouts rose higher round him, and his name

 Beat hard about the stony ears of Fame.
 

 So then beside the Lycian King he sat
 A little while, and spake of this and that,
 E’en as a man grown mighty; and at last
 Some few words o’er that feasting folk he cast,
 Proud, mingling sharp rebuke with confidence.
 And bade them feast no more, but going thence
 Make ready straight to live or die like men.
 And therewithal did he depart again
 Amidst them, and for half the night he went
 Hither and thither, on such things intent
 As fit the snatcher-forth of victory;
 And then, much wondering how such things could be,
 That aught but love could move a man at all,
 Into a dreamless slumber did he fall,
 Wherefrom the trumpet roused him in the morn,
 Almost before the summer sun was born;
 And midst the new-born longings of his heart,
 From that fair place now must he needs depart
 Unguarded and unholpen to his fate.
 

 Nought happed to him ‘twixt palace-court and gate 
 Of the fair city; thronged it was e’en then
 With anxious, weeping women and pale men,
 But unto him all faces empty were
 But one, that nowise might he now see there:
 Or ere he passed the great gate back he gazed’
 To where the palace its huge pile upraised
 Unto the fresh and windy morning sky,
 As seeking if he might e’en now espy
 That which he durst not raise his eyes unto
 When ‘neath its walls he went a while ago.
 

 So through the gate the last man strode, and they
 Who in the city seemed so great a stay
 Unto that people, as the country-side
 About their moving ranks spread bleak and wide,
 Showed like a handful, and the town no less
 Seemed given up to utter helplessness.
 

SEVEN days of fear wore by; Philonoë
 Must vex her heart with all that yet might be,
 And oft would curse herself that she it was
 Through whom such death as his should come to pass,
 And weep to think of all her life made lone.
 But on the eighth day, at the stroke of noon,
 A little band of stained and battered men 
 Passed through the gate into the town again,
 And left glad hearts as well as anxious ones
 Behind them, as they clattered o’er the stones
 Unto the palace: there the King they found
 Set on his throne, with ancient lords around,
 And cried to him, “O King, rejoice! at last
 Raised is thy banner, that ill men had cast
 Unto the ground; as safely mayst thou lie
 Within the city of the Solymi
 As in this house thou buildedst for thy bliss,
 For all things there are thine now, e’en as this.”
 

 Then the King rose, and filled a cup with wine,
 And said, “All praise be unto things divine!
 Yet ere I pour, how goes it with our folk?
 Did many die before they laid the yoke
 On these proud necks? when will they come again?”
 

 “O King,” they said, “though they fell not in vain,
 Yet many fell; but now upon the way
 Our fellows are: I think on the third day
 They will be here, and needs must they be slow,
 Because they have with them a goodly show;
 Wains full of spoil, arms, and most fair attire,
 Wrought gold that seven times o’er has felt the fire;
 And men and women of thy stubborn foes
 E’en as thou wilt their lives to keep or lose.”
 

 “What sayst thou next about Bellerophon,”
 The King said, “that this day for me hath won?
 Is he alive yet?”
 Then the man waxed pale,
 And said, “He liveth, and of small avail
 Man’s weapons are against him; on the wall
 He stood alone, for backward did we fall
 Before the fury of the Solymi,

 Because we deemed ourselves brought there to die,,
 And might not bear it: then it was as though
 A clear bright light about his head did glow
 Amidst the darts and clamour, and he turned
 A face to us that with such glory burned
 That those behind us drave us back again,
 And cried aloud to die there in the pain
 Rather than leave him, and with such a wave
 Of desperate war swept up, they scarce could save
 Their inmost citadel from us that tide,
 Who at the first with mocks had bidden us bide
 A little longer in a freeman’s land,
 Until their slaves had got their whips in hand
 To drive us thence.”
 Now as he spake, at first
 The King like one, who heareth of the worst,
 And must not heed it, hearkened, but when he
 Had heard his servant’s tale out, suddenly
 The wine he poured, and cried, “Jove, take thou this
 In token of the greatness of our bliss,
 In earnest of the gifts that thou shalt have,
 Who thus our name, our noble friends didst save.”
 So spake he, looking downward, and his heart
 In what his lips said, had perchance, some part,
 However, driven on by long-sworn oath,
 He dealt in things that sore he needs must loathe:
 And he who erst had told him of the thing
 Seemed fain to linger, as if yet the King
 Had something more to say; but no fresh word
 He had for him, but with great man and lord
 Made merry, praising wind and wave
 That brought Bellerophon their fame to save.
 

 But joyous was the town to hear of this,
 For in that place, midst all that men call bliss,
 Cold fear was mingled; such a little band
 They seemed, but clinging to a barbarous land,
 With strange things round about them; if the earth
 Should open not to swallow up their mirth
 And them together, they must deem it good;
 Or if the kennels ran not with their blood,
 While a poor remnant, driven forth with whips,

 Must sit beneath the hatchways of strange ships,
 Of such account as beasts. So there dwelt they,
 Trembling amidst their wealth from day to day,
 Afraid of god and man, and earth and sky.
 Judge, therefore, if they thought not joyously
 Of this one fallen amongst them, who could make
 The rich man risk his life for honour’s sake,
 The trembling slave remember what he was,
 The poor man hope for what might come to pass.
 

 So when the day carne when the gates were flung
 Back on their hinges, and the people hung
 About the pageant of their folk returned,
 And many an eager face about him burned
 With new and high desires they scarce could name,
 He wondered how such glory on him came,
 And why folk gazed upon him as a god,
 And would have kissed the ground whereon he trod.
 A little thing it seemed to him to fight
 Against hard things, that he might see the light
 A little longer and rejoice therein,
 A little thing that he should strive to win
 More time for love; and even therewithal
 Into a dreamy musing did he fall
 Amidst the shouts and glitter, and scarce knew
 What things they were that he that day did do,
 Only the time seemed long and long and long,
 The noise and many men still seemed to wrong
 The daintiness of his heart-piercing love, — 
 As through a world of shadows did he move.
 

 Think then how fared his love Philonoë
 Amid the din of that festivity!
 For if while joy hung betwixt hope and fear
 Life seemed a hateful thing to her and drear,
 And all men hateful; if herself she cursed,
 The hatefullest of all things and the worst;
 If rest had grown a name for something gone
 And not remembered; if herself alone 
 Seemed no more one, but made of many things
 All wretched and at strife; if sudden stings
 Of fresh pain made her start up from her place,

 And set to some strange unknown goal her face,
 And she must stifle wails with bitterest pain — 
 If all this was, ought she not now to gain
 A little rest? now, when she heard the voice
 Of triumph and the people’s maddening noise
 Round her returning love; still did she bear
 Her grinding dread if with a wearier,
 Yet with a calmer face, than now she bore
 Desire so quickened by that fear past o’er.
 She in her garden wandered through the day,
 And heavy seemed the hours to pass away.
 Her colour came and went, she trembled when
 She heard some louder shout of joyous men;
 She could not hear the things her maidens spake,
 Nor aught could she seem gracious for their sake;
 The sweetest snatch of some familiar song
 She might not hearken; she abode not long
 Within the shadow; weary of the sun
 She grew full soon; the glassy brook did run
 In vain across her feet; the ice-cold well
 Quenched not her thirst; the half-blown roses’ smell
 Was not yet sweet enough: the sun sank low,
 And then she murmured that the day must go
 That should have been so happy: wearily
 She laid her down that night, but nought slept she;
 Yet in the morn the new sun seemed to bring 
 A joy to her, and some unnamed dear thing
 Better than rest or peace; for in her heart
 She knew that he in all her thoughts had part;
 Yea, and she thought how dreamlike he would ride
 Amidst his glory, and how ill abide
 The clamour of the feast; yea, and would not
 That night to him belike be dull and hot,
 And that dawn hopeful?
 ‘Neath the wall there was
 A place where dewy was the daisied grass
 E’en nigh the noon; a high tower great and round
 Cast a long shadow o’er that spot of ground,
 And blind it was of window or of door,
 For, wrought by long-dead men of ancient lore,
 No part it was of that stone panoply

 That girt the town; so lilies grew thereby,
 And woodbine, and the odorous virgin’s-bower
 Hung in great heaps about that undyked tower,
 And lone and silent was the pleasance there.
 Thither Love led Philonoë the fair,
 And well she knew of him, and still her heart
 At every little sound and sight would start,
 And still her palms were tingling for the touch
 Of other hands, and ever over-much
 Her feet seemed light.
 But when the bushes gleamed
 With something more than the low sun that streamed
 Athwart their blossoms, and a clear voice rung
 Above the ousel’s; then with terror stung, 
 She leaned her slim and perfect daintiness
 ‘Gainst the grey tower, and even like distress
 Her great joy seemed. Green clad he was that morn,
 And to his side there hung a glittering horn,
 A mighty unbent bow was in his hand,
 And o’er his shoulders did the feathers stand
 Of his long arrows; in his gleaming eyes
 Such joy there was as he beheld the prize,
 That in that shadow now he seemed to be
 A piece of sunlight fallen down suddenly.
 

 So face to yearning face they stood awhile,
 And every word at first seemed poor and vile,
 None better than another; nor durst they
 Lips upon lips or palm to fingers lay,
 More than if many people stood around,
 With such strange fear and shame doth love abound.
 

 At last she spake: “Thou comest, then, to say
 How thou wilt now be wise and go away,
 E’en as I bade; the prey has ‘scaped the net;
 Be wise, the fowler other wiles hath yet!”
 

 “Yea,” said he, “then thy word it was indeed
 That needs must think about me in my need:
 Strange, then, that now thou biddest me begone!

 Belike thou know’st not of folk left alone,
 And what life grows to them: yet art thou kind — 
 Thou deemest other friends I yet may find. 
 Alas, life goeth fast; not every day
 Do we behold folk standing in the way
 With outstretched hands to meet us.”
 “Ah,” she said,
 “How sweet thou art! Wand yet the dead are dead,
 The absent are but dead a little while.
 Then get thee gone from midst of wrong and guile,
 And we shall meet once more in happier days,
 When death lurks not amidst of rosy ways — 

 — Ah, wilt thou slay me, then? — I knew not erst
 How poor a life I had, and how accurst,
 Before I felt thy lips — what thing is this
 That makes me faint amidst of new-born bliss?”
 

 “Rest in mine arms, O well-beloved,” said he;
 “I faint not, neither shall death come on me
 While thus thou art: nay, nay, I think if I,
 Hacked with an hundred swords, should come to lie,
 Yet without thee I should not then depart.”
 

 “O love, alas! the sorer is my heart
 The more I love,” she said, “we are alone;
 Our loving life is not for any one
 But for our own selves — ah, deem all I said
 Before those lips of thine on mine were laid
 As said again and yet again! Some hate
 Is round thee here, some undeserved strange fate
 Awaits thee here in Lycia — yea, full sure
 The hungry swords here may we twain endure; 
 But what then? — Of the dead what hast thou heard
 That maketh thee so rash and unafeared?
 Can the dead love, or is there any space
 In their long sleep when they lay face to face
 Soft as we do now? can their pale lips plead
 The pleas of love? or can their fixed eyes lead
 Heart unto heart? or hast thou heard that they
 Can wait from weary day to weary day,
 And hope, as I will, while thou gatherest fame?
 Can they have pleasure there e’en in a name,
 A memory? is their pain a pleasure there,

 Are tears sweet, and the longing sobs that wear
 The hours away, where life and hope are gone?
 “How can I any longer be alone?
 Can I forget thee now? the while I live?
 O my beloved, must I strive and strive,
 And move thee not? How sweet thou art to me!
 How dull the coming day that knows not thee!”
 

 “Fear not,” he said; “not yet my days are done!
 When on the deadly wall I stood alone,
 And back the traitors fell from me, I felt
 As though within me such a life there dwelt
 As scarce could end — Lo now, if I depart
 I lack the safeguard of thy faithful heart,
 And meet new dangers that thou know’st not of.
 Yea, listen, nor rebuke me — This our love;
 Hast thou not heard how love may grow a-cold
 Before the lips that called thereon wax old? 
 Ah, listen! seas betwixt us, and great pain,
 And death of days that shall not be again;
 And yearning life within us, and desire
 That changes hearts as fire will quench the fire.
 These are the engines of the Gods, lest we,
 Through constant love, Gods too should come to be.
 A little pain, a little fond regret,
 A little shame, and we are living yet,
 While love that should out-live us lieth dead — 
 

 “Ah, my beloved, lift that glorious head
 And look upon me! put away the thought
 Of time and death, and let all things be nought
 But this love of to-day! and think of me
 As if for ever I should seem to thee
 As I am now — I will not go away,
 Nor sow my love, to reap some coming day
 I know not what: be merry, we shall live
 To see our love high o’er all danger thrive.”
 

 For now she wept, but, starting midst her tears,
 She stopped and listened like a bird that hears
 A danger on the wind: the round tower’s shade
 A lesser patch upon the daisies made,
 And all about the place ‘gan folk to stir:

 She turned and girt her loosened gown to her,
 And with one sob, and a long faithful look,
 The gathering tears from out her eyes she shook,
 Nor bade farewell, but swiftly gat her gone.
 

 But he beneath the tower so left alone
 Stooped down and kissed her foot-prints in the grass,
 And then with swift steps through the place did pass,
 Thinking high things; nor knew he till that hour
 How sweet life was, or love its fruit and flower.
 

 So passed the days, nor often might it be
 That such sweet hours as this the twain might see;
 And they must watch that folk might not surprise
 Their hearts’ love through the windows of their eyes
 When midst of folk they met: but glorious days
 Were for Bellerophon, and love and praise
 From all folk, though the great end lingered yet
 When he sweet life, or glorious death, should get.
 

 NOW on a day was held of most and least
 Unto Diana sacrifice and feast,
 And on that tide the market empty was,
 And through the haven might no dromund pass;
 And then the wont was they should bear about
 The goddess wrought in gold, with song and shout
 And winding of great horns, amidst a band
 Of bare-kneed maidens, bended bow in hand
 And quiver at the back; and these should take,
 As if by force, and for the city’s sake, 
 Three damsels chosen by lot for that same end,
 And bind their hands, and with them straightly wend
 Unto the temple of Diana; there
 The priest should lead them to the altar fair

 And midst old songs should raise aloft the knife
 As if to take from each her well-loved life;
 Therewith the King, with a great company,
 Through the great door would come and respite cry,
 And offer ransom: a great golden horn,
 A silver image of a flowering thorn,
 Three white harts with their antlers gilt with gold,
 A silk gown for a huntress, every fold
 Thick wrought with gold and gems; then to and fro
 An ancient song was sung, to bid men know
 That of such things the goddess had no need;
 Yet in the end the maidens all were freed,
 The harts slain in their place, the dainty things
 Hung o’er the altar from fair silver rings,
 And then, midst semblance of festivity
 And joyful songs, the solemn day went by.
 

 All this they told Bellerophon, and said
 Moreover, that the white-foot well-girt Maid
 These gifts must have, because a merry rout
 Of feasters, knowing neither fear nor doubt,
 With love and riot did her grove defile
 In the old days; and therefore nought more vile
 Than three fair maids’ lives would she have at first,
 And with that burden was the city cursed 
 For many years; “But in these latter days,
 She to whom we to-morrow give great praise,
 Will take these signs of our humility,
 And let the folk in other wise go free.”
 

 So on the morn joyful the city was,
 Nor did men look for aught to come to pass
 More than in other years; but lo, a change!
 For there betid great portents dire and strange.
 For first, when in the car of cedar-wood,
 Decked with green boughs, the golden goddess stood,
 And the white oxen strained at yoke and trace,
 In no wise might they move her from the place,
 Though they had drawn well twenty times that weight.
 So when the priests had come in all their state
 To pray her, and no lighter she would grow,
 They said she did it for that folk might know

 She fain would have a shrine built o’er the way,
 And that all rites should there be wrought that day.
 So was it done, and now all things seemed well
 A little space, and nought there was to tell
 Until the King had brought the ransom due,
 And the loosed bonds men from the maidens drew;
 Then fell the third maid down before the King,
 And cried from foaming mouth a shameful thing
 Unmeet for maids; then from the frightened folk
 That filled the street a clamour there outbroke,
 And some cried out to slay the woman there,
 And some to burn her wanton body fair, 
 And some to cast her forth into the sea
 And purge the town of that iniquity.
 But when the King had bidden lead her forth,
 And try if she indeed were one of worth,
 Or if her maidenhood were nought and vain,
 The tossing street grew somewhat stilled again,
 And o’er the sinking tumult called a priest:
 “Abide, let see if she will take the beast
 E’en as her wont is! but if so it be
 That of our old crime she has memory
 And threatens us with something strange and new,
 Yet mid your fear do all in order due,
 Nor make two faults of one, that ye may bear
 A double punishment from year to year.”
 

 Then were the harts brought forth; the first one stood
 Fearless as he were lonely in the wood,
 While to his throat drew nigh the sharp-edged knife,
 Nor did the second strive to keep his life;
 But when the third and biggest drew anigh,
 He tossed his gilded antlers angrily
 And smote his foot against the marble floor,
 While from his throat came forth a low hoarse roar;
 And as the girl whose office was to smite
 His drawn-back throat came forth confused and white,
 And raised a wavering hand aloft, then he
 His branching horns from the priests’ hands shook free,
 And as the affrighted girl fell back, turned round, 
 And gathered up his limbs for one last bound;

 But even therewith a soldier from the band
 That stood about the King raised up his hand,
 And in the beast’s heart thrust his well-steeled spear,
 And as he smote, like one who knew no fear,
 He cried aloud:
 “O foolish Artemis,
 Men’s ways thou knowest not, putting from thee this,
 The gift once offered! think no more of us
 That we will pray with eyes all piteous
 Before thee, or give gifts from trembling hands;
 But get thee gone straightway to other lands,
 Where folk will yet abide thee — for we know
 How long a way it is for thee to go
 From heaven to earth, how far thine arms will reach,
 And no more now thy good-will do beseech!”
 

 He stooped, and from the beast his weapon drew,
 Then turned and passed his fear-struck fellows through,
 Or ere the swords from out the scabbards came;
 And so folk say, that no man knew his name
 Or whence he was.
 But from the concourse broke
 In pale and murmuring knots the frightened folk;
 And if the priests had heart yet for a word
 Of comfort, neither so had they been heard;
 But they slunk off too, more perchance afraid
 Because they were the nigher to the Maid.
 

 Now had the morn begun with cloud and sun;
 But, little heeded there of any one
 Mid that beginning of fear’s agony,
 Slowly the clouds were swallowing up the sky;
 So ere the sun had wholly sunk in them,
 Great drops fell slowly from a black cloud’s hem
 Amid that troubled folk, who felt as though
 They from that place of terror needs must go,
 Yet, going, scarce could feel their unnerved feet;
 Then gleamed a lightning-flash adown the street,
 The clattering thunder, made ten times more loud,
 Because of dread, hushed all the murmuring crowd,
 And brought a many trembling to their knees,
 And some set off a-running toward the quays,

 That they might go they knew not where or why;
 But therewithal such rain fell from the sky,
 As though some river of the upper world
 Had burst his banks, the furious south-wind hurled
 The folk’s wet raiment upward as it tore
 Along the ground, and the white rain-spray bore
 Seaward along: yet so it came to pass
 That no more terror from the sky there was;
 The wind grew steady, but from roof of grey
 Fast fell the rain upon the ruined day,
 Till trembling still, and shivering with the cold,
 Home went all folk, and soon the Maid of gold
 Stood lonely in the rain-beat way and drear,
 Amid drenched cloths and garlands, once made fair
 To make the day more joyous. — You had thought 
 That now already had the Maiden brought
 Upon the city all the dreaded ill,
 So lifeless was it grown and lone and still.
 

 But now to tell of Prince Bellerophon;
 Upon that day so chanced it he had gone
 Unto the hills, in chase the hours to spend
 Until the tide of feasting should have end;
 For since he was an alien in that place,
 Beside the King he might not show his face
 Unto the goddess; so that morn he stood
 Upon a hill’s top that from out a wood
 Rose bare; thence looking east, he saw the sky
 Grow black and blacker as the rain drew nigh,
 And deemed it good to go, but, as he turned,
 Afar a jagged streak of lightning burned,
 Paling the sunshine that the dark woods lit,
 And rocks about him; through his mind did flit
 Something like fear thereat; and still he gazed
 Out to the east, but not again there blazed
 That fire from out the sky. Now was he come
 To such a place, that thence fair field, and home
 Of toiling men, and wood, and broad bright stream
 Lay down below, and many a thing did gleam
 Beneath the zenith’s brightness, brighter yet
 For horror of the far clouds’ stormful threat,

 And clear the air was with the coming rain — 
 So then as he would turn his head again,
 Out in the far horizon like a spark 
 Some flame broke out against the storm-clouds dark,
 And seemed to grow beneath his eyes; he stood,
 And, gazing, saw across the day’s dark mood
 Another and another, nigh the first;
 Then, as the distant thunder’s threatening cursed
 The country-side, and trembling beast and man,
 The spark-like three flames into one thread ran,
 That shot aloft amidst, yet further spread
 At either end; and to himself he said:
 “Ah, is it so? what tidings then draw near?
 In warlike lands soon should I look to hear
 Of armies marching on through war and wrack;
 Good will it be in haste to get me back
 Unto the foolish folk that trust in me.”
 

 Then did he mount and ride off hastily
 Adown the slopes; but not so fast withal
 But that upon him did the full storm fall
 In no long time; and so through pelting rain
 And howling wind he reached the gate again;
 And so unto the palace went, to hear
 From pale lips tales of all that day of fear;
 And when about those bale-fires seen afar
 He spake, and bade make ready for some war,
 Folk listened coldly; for they thought to see
 Some strange, portentous sign of misery
 Set in the heavens upon the morrow morn,
 And the old tale of war seemed well outworn.
 

 Yet ere the night beyond its midst was worn,
 Another tale unto their ears was borne
 That cast into their hearts the ancient fear,
 And the Gods’ threatening easier seemed to bear
 Than this that fell on them.
 At dead of night
 The grey clouds drew apart, the moon shone bright
 Over a dripping world; and some folk slept

 Wearied by fear, if some their tired limbs kept
 Ready for flight; then clattering horse-hooves came
 To the east gate, and one called out the name
 Of him who had the guard; so said the man
 That forth he went into the moonlight wan,
 And saw nought but the tall black-shadowed trees
 Waving their dripping boughs in the light breeze,
 So went back scared. But in a while again
 The galloping of horse did he hear plain,
 But he and his sat fast and spake no word,
 And scarce fhr fear might they hold spear or sword.
 Nigher the sound came, till it reached the gate;
 Then as the warders did abide their fate,
 Thinking to see the gates burst open wide,
 And death in some strange shape betwixt them ride,
 The gates were smitten on with hasty blows,
 And breathless cries of wild entreaty rose
 Up through the night:
 “Open, O open, ye
 Who sit in peace, and let in misery!
 Do ye not see the red sky at our backs? 
 And how the earth all quiet places lacks,
 And shakes beneath the myriad hooves of steel?
 Open, ah open, as ye hope for weal!
 For ships lie at your quays with sails all bent
 And oars made ready — Open, we are spent!
 Do ye not hear them? Open, Lycian men!”
 

 With staring eyes still sat the warders when
 That cry they heard, and knew not what should be;
 And the great gates of oak, clenched mightily
 With iron end-long and athwart, seemed fair
 Unto their eyes; but as they cowered there
 A clash of steel again their dull ears heard
 That came from out the town, and more afeard
 They grew, if it might be; then torches came
 Into the place of guard, and mid their flame
 A shining one in arms, with wrathful eyes
 ‘Neath his bright helm, who cried:
 “Why in this guise
 Sit ye, O Lycians? Get each to his home!
 For know that yesterday three keels did come

 Laden with spindles and all women’s gear,
 And none need lack e’en such a garment here
 As well befits him — lutes the Gods have sent,
 And combs and golden pins, to that intent
 That ye may all be merry — what say I?
 Ye may be turned to women verily,
 Because the Gods are wise, and thriftless deed
 Mislikes them, and forsooth is little need 
 That thews and muscles go with suchlike hearts
 As ye have, while all wise and manly parts
 Are played by girls, weak-handed, soft, and white.
 

 “Get to the tower-top, look ye through the night,
 And ye shall see the cleared sky made all red
 And murky ‘neath the moon with signs of dread;
 Come forth and meet them! What! the Gods ye fear,
 And what they threaten? Life to you is dear?
 Ah, fools, that think not how to all on earth
 The very death is born along with birth;
 That some men are but dying twenty years,
 That some men on this sick-bed of all tears
 Must lie for forty years, for eighty some,
 Or ever they may reach their peaceful home!
 Ah, give to birth the name of death, and wait
 With brave hearts rather for the stroke of fate,
 And hope, since ye gained death when ye were born,
 That ye from death by dying may be torn — 

 — Unless ye deem that if this day ye live,
 The next a deathless life to you will give.
 

 “Come, then! these few behind me may ye see
 Who think it worse to live on wretchedly
 Than cast the die amidst of noble strife
 For honoured death or fearless glorious life — 

 — Yea, yea! and is the foe upon us then?”
 

 For even as he spake they heard again 
 The smiting on the door, and as the sword
 Leapt from the exile’s sheath with his last word,

 Again the cry, made dim by the thick door,
 Smote on their ears:
 “Lycians, are ye no more
 Within your guarded town? A voice we heard
 As if of one who bade us not be feared — 
 He was a god belike, and no more men
 Dwell in your town: ah, will ye open then?
 Do ye not hear that noise upon the wind,
 And do ye think that ye fair days shall find
 If our red blood shall stain your ancient gate?”
 

 Then, as if these were maddened by some fate,
 Down rained the blows upon the unyielding oak,
 And the scared guards shrank back behind the folk
 Bellerophon brought with him; therewith he
 Sheathed his bright blade, and shot back mightily
 The weight of iron bolt, and therewithal
 Stepped aside swiftly; back the gates did fall
 Upon their hinges, and a wretched throng
 Stood, horse and foot, the glimmering spears among,
 Cowering and breathless, and with eyes that turned
 Over their shoulders, as though still they yearned
 To see no more the quiet moonlit way
 Beyond the open gates. But now, when they
 Were ordered somewhat, and the gates again
 Shut fast, Bellerophon cried out:
 “O men, 
 Full fast ye fled, meseems! and who were these,
 That made you tremble at the wet-leaved trees
 And quivering acres of the bearded rye?”
 

 Then spake an old man: “Fair sir, manfully
 Thou speakest, and thy words are full of hope;
 And yet with these no power thou hast to cope,
 Who for each rye-head raise a spear aloft
 Who know as much of fear, or pity soft,
 As do the elm-trees; whom the Gods drive on
 Until the world once happy they have won
 And made it desert, peopled by the ghosts
 Of those who happy died before their hosts;
 Or else lived on in fear and misery
 A little while before God let them die — 
 Devils are these; but what scorn shall we get
 When thou hast heard that these are women! — yet

 Keep thou thy scorn till thou art face to face
 With these a minute ere the fearful chase.”
 

 Loud laughed Bellerophon, and said, “See ye,
 O tremblers, what foreknowledge was in me,
 When I said e’en now ye should change your parts
 With women! Throw the gates wide, fearful hearts,
 And let us out, that with a word or two
 All that is needed herein we may do!”
 

 The old man said, “Laugh, then, while yet your eyes
 Are still unblasted with the miseries 
 These days have brought on us! — Lo, if I tell
 Half of the dreadful things that there befell,
 Ye will not listen, — if I tell the shape
 Of these fell monsters, for whom hell doth gape,
 Still will ye say that but my fear it is,
 That speaketh in me, — yea, but hearken this;
 For certainly such foes are on you now
 As, bound together by a dreadful vow,
 Will slay yourselves, and wives, and little ones,
 And build them temples with the blanched bones,
 Unto the nameless One who gives them force.”
 

 Then cried Bellerophon, in wrath: “To horse!
 To horse, O Lycians! Ere the moon is down
 The dawn shall come to light us; in the town
 Bide thou, O captain, and guard gate and wall;
 And leave us to what hap from Fate may fall!
 We are enow — and for these cowards-here,
 Let them have yet another death to fear
 Unless they rule their tongues. Tell thou the King
 That, when I come again, full many a thing
 These lips will have to tell him; and meanwhile,
 Since often will the Gods make strong the vile,
 And bring adown the great, let him have care
 That this his city is left nowise bare
 Of men, and food, and arms. More might I say,
 But now methinks the night’s face looks towards day.
 The moon sinks fast; so get we speedily

 Unto that redness in the eastern sky, 
 That at the dawn with smoke shall dim the sun.’
 

 A shout rose when his last clear word was done,
 And at his back went rolling down the way
 Mingled with clash of arms, for, sooth to say,
 Hard had he laboured ere the dark night fell,
 And thus had gathered men who loved him well,
 Stout hearts to whom more fair it seemed to be
 The face of death in stricken field to see
 Than in that place to bide, till Artemis
 Had utterly consumed all hope of bliss
 With some unknown, unheard-of shape of fear.
 

 So now his well-shod steed they brought him there;
 Once more from out its sheath he drew his sword,
 The gates swung backward at his shouted word,
 And forth with eager eyes into the waves
 Of darkness did he ride; the spears and glaives
 Moved like a tossing winter grove behind
 As on he led them, fame or death to find;
 And grey night made the world seem over wide,
 And over empty, in the darkling tide,
 Betwixt the moonset and the dawn of day.
 

 Then rose the sun; the fear that last night lay
 Upon that people changed to certain fear
 Well understood, of death that drew anear;
 And now no more the timorous kept their eyes
 Turned unto earth, lest in the sky should rise 
 The dreadful tokens of a changing world;
 No more they thought to see strange things down-hurled
 By Gods as unlike their vain images
 As unto men are hell’s flame-branched trees.
 Last night for any war or pestilence,
 Glad had they been to change that crushing sense
 Of helplessness and lies; but now this morn,
 Tormented by the rumour newly born,
 The vague fear seemed the lightest; the Gods’ hands
 Less cruel than the deeds of those fell bands. — 
 Uprooted vines, fields trampled into mire,

 The ring of spears around the stead afire,
 Steel or the flame for choice; the torture hour
 When time is gone, and the flesh hath no power
 But to give agony on agony
 Unto the soul that will not let it die,
 So strong it is — the lone despair; the shame
 Of a lost country and dishonoured name;
 These last but little things to bear indeed,
 When e’en the greatest helps not in our need,
 And o’er the earth is risen furious hell.
 

 Now, when this terror on the city fell,
 At first went thronging to the clamorous quays
 Rich men, with whatso things their palaces
 Could give, that strong-backed slaves of theirs might bear.
 And to and fro the great lords wandered there,
 Making hard bargains ‘neath the shipmen’s grin, 
 Who had good will a life of ease to win
 With one last voyage; here and there indeed,
 Among the heaps of silver and rich weed
 Piled on the deck, the hard-hand mariners
 Thrust rudely ‘gainst the wondering infant heirs,
 And delicate white slaves, and proud-eyed wives,
 And grumbled as they wrought to save their lives.
 And here and there a ship was moving out
 With white sails spreading amid oath and shout,
 While her sweeps smote the water heavily,
 And on the prow stood, yearning for the sea
 And other lands beyond, some trembling lord.
 But presently thereof the King had word;
 And when he knew that thus the matter went,
 A trusty captain to the quays he sent,
 And stout men armed, who lined the water-side.
 So there perforce must every man abide,
 For shut and guarded now was every gate.
 

 But if, amid the fear of coming fate,
 You ask how fared the sweet Philonoë,
 With mind a shrinking tortured thing to see,
 How shall you wonder! Tales of dread she heard

 With scornful eyes, and chid with eager word
 Her timorous women; and with bright flushed face
 And glittering eyes, she went from place to place,
 As though foreknowledge of the joy to come
 Pierced through all grief. Of those that saw her, some
 Would say, “Alas! this ill day makes her mad.”
 And some, “A message certes hath she had
 From the other world, and is foredoomed to die.”
 But some would gaze upon her wrathfully,
 While sitting with bent head on woe intent,
 They watched her fluttering raiment as she went
 Her daily ways as in fair time of peace.
 

 So did the longest of all days decrease
 Through hours of straining fear; full were the ways
 With homeless country folk, with ‘wildered gaze
 Fixed on the eager townsmen questioning;
 And carts with this or that poor homely thing,
 And cumbered women worn and desolate,
 Blocked up the road anigh the eastern gate.
 Thronged with pale faces were the walls that day
 Of folk so scared they could not go away,
 But still must watch until the horror came,
 Or watch at least that smoke above the flame
 Till sundown lit the sky with dreadful light;
 And still the tales of horror and affright
 Grew greater, and the cumbered city still
 Weighed down with wealth could summon up no will
 To fight or flee, or with closed lips to wait
 Amidst her gold the evil day of fate.
 Night came at last, a night of all unrest:
 Upon the armed men now the people pressed
 At gate and quay, until they needs must yield,
 And many a bark o’erladen slowly reeled
 Beneath the moonlight o’er the harbour green; 
 While as the breathing of the night wind keen
 Sang down the creek, great sounds of fear it bore,
 And redder was the sky than heretofore.
 

 A fearful night, when some at last must think
 That they of no more horror now might drink
 Than they had drank; wherefore, with stress of fear

 Made brave, some men must catch up shield and spear,
 And leaderless go forth unto the flame
 All eyes were turned to; but when daylight came,
 With its grey light came naked death again,
 And honourless did all things seem and vain
 That man might do; the gates were left ajar,
 And through the streets helpless in weed of war
 The warders went: nought worth the King was made,
 When by each man the truth of all was weighed,
 And all seemed wanting: help there was in none.
 

 Yet when ‘mid these things nigh the day was done,
 And the foe came not, once more hope was born
 Within men’s hearts too wearied and outworn
 To gather fresh fear; then the walls seemed good,
 The great gates more than iron and oaken wood,
 And with returning hope there came back shame;
 And they, bethinking them of their old name,
 ‘Gan deem that spear to spear was no ill play,
 What wrath of goddesses soever lay
 Upon the city; and withal indeed,
 There came fresh rumours to their honour’s need, 
 And they bethought them of the godlike one
 Who in their midst so great a deed had done,
 And who erewhile rode forth so carelessly
 Their very terror with his eyes to see.
 So at the sunset into ordered bands
 Once more the men were gathered; women’s hands
 Bore stones up to the ramparts that no more
 That crowd of pale and anxious faces bore,
 But helms and spear-heads; and the King came forth
 Amidst his lords, and now of greater worth
 Than common folk he seemed once more to be.
 And in some order, if still timorously
 The Lycians waited through the night; the sky
 Showed lesser tokens of the foe anigh,
 So still hope grew.
 At dawn of day the King
 Bade folk unto Diana’s image bring
 Things precious and burnt-offerings; and the smoke
 Curled o’er the bowed heads of the praying folk
 There in the streets, and though nought came to pass

 To tell that well appeased the goddess was,
 And though they durst not strive to move her thence,
 Yet did there fall on men a growing sense
 That now the worst was over: and at noon,
 Just as the King amid the trumpets’ tune
 Went to his house, a messenger pierced through
 The wondering crowd, and toward Jobates drew,
 Nor did him reverence, nor spake aught before
 He gave unto the King the scroll he bore. 
 Then from his saddle heavily down-leapt,
 Stiffened, as one who not for long has slept,
 While the King read the scroll; then those anigh
 Amid the expectant silence heard him cry,
 “Praise to the Gods, who are not angry long!
 Hearken, all ye, how they have quenched our wrong.
 

 Good health and good-hap to the Lycian King

And all his folk, and every wished-for thing

Wisheth hereby Bellerophon, and saith:

From out the valley of the shade of death

Late am I come again to make you glad,

Because no evil journey have we had.

And now the land is cleansed of such a pest

As has not been before; be glad and rest,

And look to see us back in seven days’ space,

For yet awhile must we abide to chase

The remnant of the women that ye feared.
 

 Silence a moment followed that last word,
 Then such a joyous shout, as good it is
 That those can know not who still dwell in bliss;
 Then turning here and there, with varied noise
 The people through all places did rejoice,
 Till pleasure failed for weariness; but still
 Did old and young, and men and women fill
 The temples with their praises; till, when earth
 Had fallen into twilight mid their mirth, 
 With prayers and hymns they brought the great-eyed, white,
 Slow-going oxen through the gathering night,

 And yoked them to Diana’s car again;
 Nor this time were they yoked thereto in vain,
 Down went the horned heads, beam and axle-tree
 Creaked as they drew, and folk cried out to see
 The wheels go round; heart opened unto heart
 With unhoped joy, and hate was set apart,
 Envy and malice waited for some day
 More common, as the goddess took her way
 Amid the torch-lit, flower-strewn, joyous street,
 Unto the house made ready for her feet.
 

 But mid the noise of great festivity
 That filled the night, slept on Philonoë,
 Amid that sea of love past hope and fear,
 And woke at sunrise no more sound to hear
 Than singing of the birds in thick-leaved trees
 Ere yet the sun might silence them; like these
 Did she rejoice, nor strange to her it was
 That all these things her love should bring to pass.
 Rising, she said, “To-day thou workest this,
 And unto many givest life and bliss;
 To-morrow comes: therewith perchance for me
 A time when thou my faithful heart mayst see.”
 Then she alone her fair attire did on,
 And mid the sleepers went her way alone
 Into the garden, and from flower to flower 
 Passed, making sweeter even that sweet hour;
 And as by soft folds of her fluttering gown
 Her body’s fairness was both hid and shown,
 E’en so in simpleness her soul indeed
 Lay, not drawn back, but veiled beneath the weed
 Of earthly beauty that the Gods had lent
 Till they through years should work out their intent.
 

 O’er the freed city passed the time away,
 Until it drew unto the promised day
 Of their return who all that peace had won.
 And now the loved name of Bellerophon
 Rang ever in the maiden’s ears; and she,
 As in the middle of a dream, did see
 The city made all ready for that hour,
 When in a fair-hung townward-looking bower,

 Pale now, amid her maidens she was set,
 New pain of longing for her heart to get.
 

 Some dream there was of hurrying messengers
 Bright with a glory that was nowise theirs,
 And strains of music bearing back again
 The heart to vague years long since lived in vain;
 Then still a moving dream — of robes of gold,
 Armour unsullied by the bloody mold
 That bought this peace; a dream of noble maid
 And longing youth in snowy robes arrayed;
 Of tinkling harps and twinkling jewelled hands,
 And gold-shod feet to meet the war-worn bands, 
 That few and weary, flower-crowned, made the dream
 Less real amid the dainty people seem — 
 A wild dream of strange weapons heaped on wains,
 And rude wrought raiment vile with rents and stains,
 And dream-like figures by the axle-trees — 

 — Women or beasts? and in the hands of these
 Trumpets of wood, and conch-shells, and withal
 Clamour of blast and horrid rallying call,
 And such a storm of strange discordant cries,
 As stilled the townsfolk mid their braveries,
 For therewith came the prisoners of the fight.
 

 A dreadful dream! — with blood-stained hair and white,
 Clad in most strange habiliment of war,
 Sat an old woman on a brazen car;
 White stared her eyes from a brown puckered face
 Upon the longed-for dainties of that place,
 But wrath and fear no more in them were left,
 For death seemed creeping on her; an axe-heft
 Her chained hands held yet; and a monstrous crown,
 Of heavy gold, ‘twixt her thin feet and brown
 Was laid as she had cast it off in fight,
 When she was fain amidst her hurried flight
 To hide all signs of her fell royalty.
 An unreal dream — about her seemed to be,
 Figures of women, clad in warlike guise,

 In scales of brass, beasts’ skins, and cloths of dyes,
 Uncouth and coarse, made vile with earth and blood. 
 A dream of horror! nought that men deem good
 Was seen in them, were they or young or old:
 Great-limbed were some and mighty to behold,
 With long black hair and beast-like brows, and low;
 Bald-headed, old, and wizened did some go,
 Yet all adorned with gold; this, in rich gown
 Of some slain woman, went with eyes cast down;
 That yelling walked, with armour scantly clad,
 And at her belt a Lycian’s head yet had
 Hung by the flaxen hair; this old and bent
 From bushy eyebrows grey, strange glances sent,
 Grinning as from their limbs the people shrank;
 But most the cup of pain and terror drank,
 That they had given to drink so oft ere now
 If any sign thereof their eyes might show,
 And whatso mercy they of men might have,
 No hope for them their gross hearts now did save.
 

 A dreadful dream! Philonoë’s slim hands
 Shut from her eyes the sight of those strange bands;
 Yet dreamlike must her heart behold them still,
 Amid new thoughts of God, and good and ill,
 And her eyes filled with tears. But what was this
 That smote her yearning heart with sudden bliss,
 Yet left it yearning? her fair head she raised,
 And with wide eyes down on the street she gazed,
 Yet cried not out; though all cry had been drowned
 Amid those joyous shouts, as, laurel-crowned,
 And sword in hand, and in his battered gear 
 On his black horse he came, and raised to her
 Eyes that her heart knew. Nay, she moved not aught,
 Nor reached her arms abroad, as he was brought
 Beneath her place, too soon to go away;
 And open still her hands before her lay
 As down the street passed on the joyous cries,
 Nor were there any tears in her soft eyes;
 Only her lips moved softly, as she cast
 One look upon the people going past,
 Struggling and slow behind the last bright spears,

 Whose steady points had so thrust back their fears.
 

 But amid silence ‘neath the eyes of men,
 Another time that day they met again;
 And that was at the feast in the great hall,
 For thither must the King’s folk, one and all,
 Women as men, give welcome unto him
 Through whom they throve. Belike all things grew dim
 Before the hero’s eyes but her alone,
 Belike a strange light in the maid’s eyes shone,
 Made bright with pain; but yet hand met not hand,
 Though each to each so close the twain must stand,
 And though the hall was hushed to hear her say
 Words that she heeded not of that fair day.
 But when her clear and tender speech had end,
 And mouths of men a mighty shout did send
 Betwixt the pillars, still her lips did move,
 As though they two were lone, with words of love 
 Unheard, but felt by him.
 So passed the day,
 And other days and nights fell fast away;
 But now when this great trouble had gone by,
 And things again seemed no more now to lie
 Within his mighty hands, she ‘gan to fear
 Her father’s wiles again; the days grew drear,
 The nights too long, nor might she see his face,
 Nor might they speak in any lonely place;
 And hope at whiles waxed dim, and whiles she saw
 The fate her heart so dreaded on them draw,
 While she must sit aside with folded hands,
 While for her sake he shunned the peaceful lands.
 

 And all the while there must at last be borne
 That darkest hour that brings about the morn.
 

NOW as the days passed, to his treasury
 Would the King go, King Prœtus’ gift to see,
 And stand with knitted brows to gaze on it,
 While many thoughts about his heart would flit.
 And on a day he said, “Time yet there is
 To slay the man who saved our life and bliss.
 Once did I cast him unto death, and he
 Must win nought thence but utter victory;
 And when the Gods helped me with ruin and fear 

 Another time, yet that brought nowise near
 The end this binds me to; yet once again
 Shall it be tried before I call it vain,
 And strive no more, but bear the punishment
 That on oath-breakers and weak fools is sent.”
 

 Then gat he to the doom-hall of the town,
 And midst his lords and wise men sat him down
 And judged the people; if at whiles to him
 The clamour of the jarring folk waxed dim
 Amid the thoughts of his own life that rose
 Within him and about his heart did close,
 Yet none the less a great King there he seemed;
 As of a god’s his heart the people deemed.
 

 Now in good peace and joy the summer wore,
 Nor did folk mind how it was told of yore
 That in the days to come great dangers three,
 Within the bounds of Lycia should there be;
 For fear of ill was grown an empty name.
 Into fair autumn slipped the summer’s flame
 More fruitful than its wont, and barn and garth
 Ran over with the good things of the earth.
 Crowded the quays were, but no merchandise,
 No bale of fair-wrought cloth or odorous spice,
 Bore pestilence within it at that tide;
 In peace and health the folk dwelt far and wide.
 

 But when the way’s dust easier now was seen 
 Upon the bordering grape-bunches, whose green
 Was passing slow through red to heavy black,
 And the ploughed land all standing crop did lack,
 Though yet the share the fallow troubled not;
 Now, when the nights were cool, and noons still hot,
 And in the windless woods the acorn fell,
 More tidings were there of that land to tell.
 

 For on a day as in the doom-hall sat
 Jobates, and gave word on this and that,
 A clamour by the outer door he heard
 Of new-come folk, mixed with the answering word
 Of those his guards, who at the door did stand;

 So when his say was said, he gave command
 To bring in one of those about the door;
 Then was a country carle brought forth before
 The ivory seat, and scared he seemed to be;
 And sodden was his face for misery,
 As on the King he stared with open eyes.
 

 “What wilt thou?” said Jobates. “What thing lies
 Upon thee that my power can take away?
 For in mine house the Gods are good to-day.”
 

 Twice did the man’s lips open as to speak,
 But no sound came; the third time did outbreak
 A husky, trembling sound from them, but nought
 To tell the wondering folk what thing he sought. 
 Then said the King, “The man is mazed with fear;
 Go ye and bring him wine; we needs must hear
 What new thing now has happed beneath the sun.
 Take heart! for thou art safe!”
 So was it done:
 The man raised up the bowl with trembling hand,
 And drank, and then a while he yet did stand
 Silent amid the silence; then began
 In a weak voice:
 “A poor and toiling man
 I am indeed; therefore a little thing,
 My woe may seem to thee; yet note, O King,
 That the world changes; unimagined ill
 Is born therein, and shall grow greater still.
 “In early summer I was well enow
 Among such men as still have need to sow
 Before they reap, to reap before they eat,
 Nor did I think too much of any threat
 Time had for me; but therewith came the tide
 When those fell women harried far and wide;
 I saved myself, my wife, and little ones,
 And with nought else lay on this city’s stones
 Until peace came; then went I to the west
 Where dwelt my brother in good peace and rest,
 And there the four of us must eat our bread
 From hands that grudged not mayhap, with small dread
 And plenteous toil. A vineyard hath he there,
 Whose blossoming in March was full and fair,
 And May’s frost touched it not, and July’s hail 

 Against its bunches green might not prevail;
 Up a fair hill it stretched; exceeding good
 Its sunny south-turned slopes are; a thin wood
 Of oak-trees crowns the hill indeed, wherein
 Do harbour beasts most fain a feast to win
 At hands of us and Bacchus; but a wall
 Well built of stones guardeth the garth from all
 On three sides, and at bottom of the hill
 A full stream runs, that dealeth with a mill,
 My brother’s too, whose floury duskiness
 Our hungry souls with many a hope did bless;
 Within the mill-head there the perch feed fat,
 And on the other side are meadows flat,
 And fruitful; shorn now, and the rooting swine
 Beneath the hedge-row oak-trees grunt and whine,
 And close within the long grass lies the quail,
 While circling overhead the kite doth sail,
 And long the partridge hath forgot the mowers.
 A close of pot-herbs and of garland flowers
 Goes up the hill-side from the green-banked stream,
 And a house built of clay and oaken beam
 Stands at its upper end, whose hillward side
 Is midst the vines, that half its beams do hide. — 

 — Nay, King, I wander not, I mind me well
 The tale from end to end I have to tell,
 Have patience!
 “Fair that house was yesterday,
 When lusty youth and slim light-handed may
 Were gathered from the hamlets thereabout; 
 From the stream-side came laughing scream and shout,
 As up the bank the nets our maidens drew,
 And o’er their bare feet washed with morning dew
 Floundered the cold fish; for grape-gathering tide
 It was that morn, and folk from far and wide
 Came to our help, and we must feast them there,
 And give them all we had of good and fair.
 “King, do I babble? thou for all thy crown

 And robes of gold hadst gladly sat thee down
 At the long table ‘neath the apple-trees-
 And now — go find the bones of one of these,
 And be called wise henceforth!
 “The last guest came,
 The last shout died away that hailed his name,
 The ring of men about the homestead door
 Began to move; the damsels hung no more
 Over the fish-tubs, but their arms shook dry
 And shod their feet, and came up daintily
 To mingle with the girls new-come thereto,
 And take their baskets and the edge-tools due;
 The good wife from the white well-scalded press
 Brushed off the last wasp; while her mate did bless
 The Gods, and Bacchus chiefly, as he poured
 Upon the threshold ancient wine long stored
 Under the earth; and then broke forth the song
 As to the vineyard gate we moved along.
 “Hearken, O King! call me not mad, or say
 Some evil god-sent dream upon me lay;
 Else could I tell thee thus how all things fell? — 
 Nay, speak not, or the end I may not tell.
 “Yea, am I safe here? will he hear of it
 And come to fetch me, even if I sit
 Deep underground, deep underneath the sea,
 In places thou hast built for misery
 Of those that hate thee; yet for safeguard now
 Of me perchance? O King, abide not thou
 Until my tale is done, but bid them go
 Strengthen thy strong gates — deem thy high walls low
 While yet the sun they hide not!”
 At that word
 He turned and listened as a man who heard
 A doubtful noise afar, but still the King
 Sat quiet midst his fear of some great thing,
 And spake not, lest he yet should lose the tale.
 

 Then said the man: “How much may now avail
 Thy power and walls I know not, for I thought
 Upon the wind a certain noise was brought — 
 But now I hear it not, and I will speak
 What said I? — From all mouths there did outbreak
 A plaintive song made in the olden time,

 Long sung by men of the wine-bearing clime;
 Not long it was, and ere the end was o’er
 In midst the laden vine-rows did we pour,
 And fell to work as glad as if we played;
 And merrier grew the laugh of man and maid
 As the thin baskets filled upon that morn; 
 And how should fear or thought of death be born
 In such a concourse! Now mid all this, I
 Unto the upper end had drawn anigh,
 And somewhat lonely was I, when I heard
 A noise that seemed the cry of such a bird
 As is a corncrake; well, I listened not,
 But worked away whereas was set my lot,
 Midst many thoughts; yet louder ‘gan to grow
 That noise, and not so like a bird seemed now
 As a great spring of steel loosed suddenly.
 I put my basket down, and turned to see
 The other folk, nor did they heed the noise,
 And still amid their labour did rejoice;
 But louder still it seemed, as there I stood
 Trembling a while, then turned, and saw the wood
 Like and unlike what I had known it erst;
 And as I gazed the whole sky grew accurst
 As with a greenish vapour, and I turned
 Wild eyes adown the hill to see what burned;
 There did my fellows ‘twixt the vine-rows pass
 Still singing; smitten then I thought I was
 By sudden sickness or strange coming death;
 But even therewith in drawing of a breath
 A dreadful shriek rose from them, find mine eyes
 Saw such a shape above the wall arise
 As drove all manhood from me, and I fell
 Grovelling adown; nor have I words to tell
 What thing it was I saw; only I know 
 That from my feet the firm earth seemed to go,
 And like a dream showed that fair country-side,
 And, grown a mockery, needs must still abide,
 An unchanged picture ‘gainst the life of fear

 So fallen upon me. The sweet autumn air
 With a faint sickening vapour now was filled,
 And all sounds else but that sound were clean stilled,
 Yea, even the voice of folk by death afeard,
 That in the void that horror might be heard,
 And nought be heeded else.
 “Hearken, O King,
 The while I try to tell thee of the thing
 What like it was — well, lionlike, say I?
 Yea, as to one who sees the teeth draw nigh
 His own neck — like a horror of the wood,
 Goatlike, as unto him who in drear mood
 Sees monsters of the night bemock his love,
 And cannot hide his eyes or turn to move — 
 Or serpent-like, e’en as to such an one
 A serpent is, who floating all alone
 In some untroubled sea all void and dim
 Beholds the hoary-headed sea-worm swim,
 Circling about him, ere he rise to strike — 
 Nay, rather, say the world hath not its like — 
 A changer of man’s life, a swallowing dread,
 A curse made manifest in devil-head.
 

 “Long lay I there, meseems; no thought I had
 Either of death, or yet of being made glad 
 In time to come, for all had turned to pain,
 Nor might I think of aught to call a gain — 
 Right wondrous is the life of man, O King!
 So strong to bear so many a fearful thing,
 So weak of will — See now, I live, who lay
 How long I know not, on that wretched day,
 As helpless as a dead man, but for this,
 That pain still grew with memory of what bliss
 Passed life had been to me; until, God wot,
 So was I helped, that memory now was not,
 And all was blank.
 “Well, once more did I wake,
 Empty at first, till stirred the sickening ache
 Of that great fear; then softly did I rise,
 And gazed about the garth with half-dead eyes,
 A heart whence everything but fear was gone.”
 

 He stopped a while and hung his head adown,
 As if remembering somewhat; then he drew

 Nigher the King, and said: “This thing is true,
 Though thou believe it not — that I was glad
 Within the hour that yet my life I had,
 Though this I saw — the garth made waste and bare,
 Burnt as with fire, and for the homestead fair
 The last flames dying o’er an ash-heap grey — 
 Gone was the mill, the freed stream took its way
 In unchecked shallows o’er a sandy bed.
 “I knew not if my kin were slain or fled,
 Yet was I glad awhile that nought was there 
 But me alone, till sense and dread ‘gan stir
 Within my heart; then slowly I began
 To move about, and saw no child of man — 
 Unless maybe those ash-heaps here and there
 I durst not go anigh, my fellows were.
 Could I but flee away now! down I gat
 Unto the stream, yet on the bank I sat
 A long while yet, bewildered; till at last
 I gathered heart, and through the stream ran fast,
 And on and on, and cried, ‘Are all men gone?

Is there none left on earth but I alone,

And have I nought to tell my tale unto?’
 

 “So did I run, until at last I knew
 That among men I was, who, full of fear,
 Were striving somewhat of the words to hear
 My heart spake, but my lips would utter not;
 And food and drink from them perchance I got,
 Perchance at last I told the story there;
 I know not, but I know I felt the air
 And seemed to move — they must have brought me then
 To thee, O King — but these are not the men,
 These round about — there is no more to say.
 Meseems I cannot sleep or go away,
 Yet am I weary.”
 Slowly came from him
 The last words, and his eyes, all glazed and dim,
 Began to close; he tottered, and at last 
 Sank on the ground, and into deep sleep passed,
 Nor might men rouse him; so they bore him thence,
 Till death should reach him or returning sense.
 

 So next of those who brought him thereunto

 Was question made what of those things they knew;
 Who answered e’en as for their fear they might;
 For some had seen a fire the late-past night,
 And some the morn before a yellow smoke;
 And one had heard the cries of burning folk;
 And one had seen a man stark naked fly
 Adown the stream-side, and as he went by
 Saw that he bled, and thought that on his flesh
 Were dreadful marks, that were as done afresh
 By branding irons. One, too, said he saw
 A dreadful serpent by the moonlight draw
 His dry folds o’er the summer-parched way
 Unto a pool that ‘neath the hill-side lay.
 And men there were who said that they had heard
 The sound of lions roaring, and, afeard,
 Had watched all-armed, with barred doors, through the night.
 Then as men’s faces paled with sore affright,
 Unto the doom-hall came more folk, and more,
 And tales of such-like things they still told o’er,
 Of fresh deaths and of burnings, and still nought
 They had to tell of what this fear had wrought.
 

 Now ye shall know that Prince Bellerophon 
 In a swift ship had sailed a while agone
 ‘Gainst a Tyrrhenian water-thief, who then
 Wrought great scathe on the peaceful merchantmen
 That sought those waters; so the King sent forth
 Another captain that he held of worth,
 And eighty men with him in company,
 Well armed, the truth of all these things to see.
 

 At sunset from the town did they depart,
 And none among them seemed to lack good heart,
 And wise they were in war; but ere the sun
 Through all the hours of the next day had run,
 One ancient brave man only of the band
 Came back again, no weapon in his hand,
 No shield upon his neck — but carrying now

 His son’s dead body on his saddle-bow,
 A lad of eighteen winters, fair and strong;
 But when men asked what thing had wrought that wrong,
 Nought might he answer, but with bowed-down head
 Still sat beside the armed body dead,
 As one who had no memory; but when folk
 Searched the youth’s body for the deadly stroke,
 No wound at all might they find anywhere;
 So still the old man sat with hopeless stare,
 And though he seemed right hale and sound of limb,
 And ate and drank what things were brought to him,
 Yet speechless did he live for three more days,
 Then to the silent land he went his ways.
 

 Now a great terror on the city fell,
 Even as that whereof we had to tell
 In the past summer; day by day there came
 Folk fleeing to the gates, who thought no shame
 To tell how dreams had scared them, or some sign
 In earth, or sky, or milk, or bread, or wine,
 Or in some beast late given unto a god;
 And on the beaten ways once more there trod
 The feet of homeless folk; the country-side
 Grew waste and bare of men-folk far and wide;
 And whatso armèd men the King did send,
 But little space upon their way did wend
 Ere they turned back in terror; nigher drew
 The belt of desolation, yet none knew
 What thing of ill it was that wrought this woe,
 More than the man who first the tale did show.
 

 Meanwhile men’s eyes unto the sea were turned
 Watching, until the Sea-hawk’s image burned
 Upon the prow Bellerophon that bore,
 And his folk cast the hawser to the shore,
 And long it seemed to them did he delay.
 Yet since all things have end, upon a day
 The Sea-hawk’s great sweeps beat the water green,
 And her long pennon down the wind was seen,
 As nigh the noontide toward the quays she passed,
 With sound of horns and singing; on the mast

 Hung the sea-robbers’ fair shields, lip to lip,
 And high above the clamour of the ship, 
 Out from the topmast, a great pennoned spear
 The terror of the seas aloft did bear,
 The head of him who made the chapmen quake.
 


  

 New hope did that triumphant music wake
 Within men’s hearts, as now with joyous shout
 The bay-crowned shipmen shot the gangway out
 Unto the shore, and once more as a god
 The wise Bellerophon among them trod,
 As to the Father’s house he took his way,
 The tenth of all the spoil therein to lay.
 But when he came into the greatest square
 Where was the temple, a great throng was there,
 And on the high steps of the doom-hall’s door,
 A clear-voiced, gold-clad herald stood, before
 A row of spears; and now he cried aloud,
 Over the raised heads of the listening crowd:
 

 “Hearken, O Lycians! King Jobates saith;

Upon us lies the shadow of a death

I may not deal with; old now am I grown,

And at the best am but one man alone;

But since such men there are, as yet may hope

With this vague unseen death of man to cope,

He whereby such a happy end is wrought

Shall nowise labour utterly for nought

As at my hands; lest to the gods we seem

To hold too fast to wealth, lest all men deem

We are base-born and vile: so know hereby, 

That to the man who ends this woe will I

Give my fair daughter named Philonoë,

And this land’s rule and wealth to share with me.

And if it be so that he may not take

The maiden, let him give her for my sake

To whom he will; or if that may not be,

A noble ransom shall he have of me

And be content. — May the gods save us yet,

And in fair peace these fears may we forget!”
 

 He ended, and the folk about the place,
 Seeing the shipmen come, on these did gaze,

 And in their eyes were mingled hope and doubt;
 But at the last the shadow of a shout
 They raised for Prince Bellerophon; and he
 Stood at the door one moment silently,
 And wondered; for he knew nought of the things
 That there had fallen while the robber-kings
 He chased o’er ridge and furrow of the sea;
 Because folk deemed ill-omened it would be
 To tell thereof ere all things due were paid
 Unto the Father, and the fair tenth laid
 Before his altar. Yet he could not fail
 To see that in some wise the folk must ail;
 Such haggard eyes, such feverish faces were
 About him; yea, the clamour and the cheer
 That greeted him were eager with the pain
 Of men who needs must hope yet once again
 Before they fall into the jaws of death.
 

 So as the herald spake, he held his breath,
 His heart beat fast, and in his eyes there burned
 The light of coming triumph, as he turned
 Unto a street that led from out the place,
 And up the steep way saw the changeless grace
 Of the King’s palace, and the sun thereon,
 That calmly o’er its walls of marble shone,
 For all the feverish fears of men who die:
 One moment thus he stood, and smiled, then high
 Lifted his sword, and led the spear-wood through
 The temple-door and toward the altar drew.
 

BUT when all rites to Jove were duly done,
 Unto the King went up Bellerophon,
 To tell him of his fare upon the sea;
 So in the chamber named of porphyry
 He found Jobates pacing to and fro,
 As on the day when first he bade him go
 And win the Solymi.
 “O King,” he said,
 “All hail to thee! the water-thief is dead,
 His keel makes sport for children of the sea.”
 

 “And I, Bellerophon, have news for thee,

 And see thou to it! The gods love so well 
 The fair wide world, that fear and death and hell
 In this small land will they shut up for aye.
 And thou — when thou hadst luck to get away,
 Why must thou needs come back here, to abide
 In very hell? I say the world is wide,
 And thou art young; far better had it been,
 When o’er the sea-thief’s bulwarks first were seen
 Men’s wrathful eyes, the war-shout to have stayed;
 Then might ye twain, strong in each other’s aid,
 Have won some fair town and good peace therein:
 For here with us stout heart but death shall win.”
 

 Now on a table nigh the King’s right hand
 Bellerophon beheld a casket stand
 That well he knew; thereby a letter lay,
 Whose face he had not seen before that day,
 And as he noted it a half-smile came
 Across his face, for a look like to shame
 Was in the King’s eyes as they met his own.
 

 Cheerly he spake: “O King, I have been thrown
 Into thine hands, and with this city fair
 Both weal and woe have I good will to share.
 Young am I certes, yet have ever heard
 That whether men live careless or afeard
 Death reaches them; of endless heaven and hell
 Strange stories oft have I heard people tell;
 Yet knew I no man yet that knows the road
 Which leadeth either to the blest abode 
 Or to the land of pain. Not overmuch
 I fear or hope the gates of these to touch — 
 Unless we twain be such men verily
 As on the earth make heaven and hell to be;
 And if these countries are upon the earth,
 Then death shall end the land of heaven and mirth,
 And death shall end the land of hell and pain.
 Yea, and say all these tales be not in vain,
 Within mine hand do I hold hope — within
 This gold-wrought scabbard — such a life to win
 As will not let hope fall off utterly,
 Until such time is come that I must die

 And no more need it. But the time goes fast;
 Into mine ears a tale the townsmen cast
 With eager words, almost before my feet
 The common earth without Jove’s fane could meet;
 I heard thy herald too say mighty things — 
 How sayest thou about the oaths of kings?”
 

 The King’s eyes glistened: “O Corinthian,”
 He said, “if there be such a twice-cursed man
 As rules the foolish folk and punisheth,
 And yet must breathe out lies with every breath,
 Let him be thrice cursed, let the Gods make nought
 Of all his prayers when he in need is caught!”
 “What sayest thou,” then said Bellerophon,
 “If a man sweareth first to such an one,
 And then to such another, and the twain 
 Cannot be kept, but one still maketh vain
 The other?”
 Then the King cast down his eyes:
 “What sayest thou, my son? What mysteries
 Lie in these words of thine? Go forth and break
 This chain of ours, and then return to take
 Thy due reward — oft meseems so it is
 That these our woes are forged to make thy bliss.”
 

 Then laughed Bellerophon aloud, and said,
 “The Gods are kind to mortals, by my head!
 But so much do they love me certainly
 That more than once I shall not have to die;
 And I myself do love myself so well
 That each night still a pleasant tale shall tell
 Of the bright morn to come to me. But thou,
 Think of thy first vow and thy second vow!
 For so it is that I may come again
 Despite of all: and what wilt thou do then?
 Ponder meanwhile if from ill deeds can come
 Good hap to bless thee and thy kingly home!”
 

 And even with that last word was he gone,
 And the King, left bewildered and alone,
 Sat down, and strove to think, and said at last:
 “Good were it if the next three months were passed;

 I should be merrier, nigher though I were
 Unto that end of all that all men fear.”
 

 Then sent he for his captain of the guard,
 And said to him, “Now must thou e’en keep ward
 Closer than heretofore upon the gates,
 Because we know not now what thing awaits
 The city, and Bellerophon will go
 The truth of all these wondrous things to know:
 So let none pass unquestioned; nay, bring here
 Whatever man bears tales of woe or fear
 Into the city; fain would I know all — 
 Nay, speak, what thinkest thou is like to fall?”
 

 “Belike,” the man said, “he will come again,
 And with my ancient master o’er us reign;
 E’en as I came in did he pass me by,
 And nowise seemed he one about to die.”
 

 “Nay,” said the King, “thou speak’st but of a man;
 Shall he prevail o’er what made corpses wan
 Of many a stout war-hardened company?”
 

 “Methinks, O King, that such might even be,”
 The captain said; “he is not of our blood;
 He goes to meet the beast in other mood
 Than has been seen among us, nor know I
 Whether to name him mere man that shall die,
 Or half a god; for death he feareth not,
 Yet in his heart desire of life is hot;
 Life he scorns not, yet will his laughter rise 
 At hearkening to our timorous miseries,
 And all the self-wrought woes of restless men.”
 

 “Ah,” said the King, “belike thou lov’st him then?”
 

 “Nay, for I fear him, King,” the captain said,
 “And easier should I live if he were dead;
 Besides, it seems to me our woes began
 When down our streets first passed this godlike man,
 And all our fears are puppets unto him;
 That he may brighter show by our being dim,
 The Gods have wrought them as it seems to me.”
 

 “What wouldst thou do then that the man might be
 A glorious memory to the Lycian folk,
 A god who from their shoulders raised a yoke

 Dreadful to bear; then, as he came, so went,
 When he had fully wrought out his intent?”
 

 “Nay, King, what say’st thou? Hast thou then forgot
 Whereto he goes this eve? Nay, hear’st thou not
 His horse-hooves’ ring e’en now upon the street?
 Look out! look out! thine eyes his eyes shall meet,
 And see the sun upon his armour bright!
 Yet the gold sunset brings about the night,
 And the red dawn is quenched in dull grey rain.”
 

 Then swiftly did the King a window gain,
 And down below beheld Bellerophon, 
 And certes round about his head there shone
 A glory from the west. Then the King cried:
 “O great Corinthian, happy mayst thou ride,
 And bring us back our peace!”
 The hero turned,
 And through his gold hair still the sunset burned,
 But half his shaded face was grey. He stayed
 His eager horse, and round his mouth there played
 A strange smile as he gazed up at the King,
 And his bright hauberk tinkled ring by ring.
 But as the King shrank back before his gaze,
 With his left hand his great sword did he raise
 A little way, then back into the sheath
 He dropped it clattering, and cried:
 “Life or death,
 But never death in life for me, O King!”
 Therewith he turned once more; with sooty wing
 The shrill swifts down the street before him swept,
 And from a doorway a tired wanderer leapt
 Up to his feet, with wondering look to gaze
 Upon that golden hope of better days.
 

 Then back the King turned; silent for awhile
 He sat beneath his captain’s curious smile,
 Thinking o’er all the years gone by in vain.
 At last he said:
 “Yea, certes, I were fain
 If I my life and honour so might save
 That he not half alone, but all should have.”
 

 “Yea,” said the captain, “good the game were then,
 For thou shouldst be the least of outcast men;
 So talk no more of honour; what say I, — 
 Thou shouldst be slain in short time certainly,

 Who hast been nigh a god before to-day!
 Be merry, for much lieth in the way
 ‘Twixt him and life: and, to unsay the word
 I said before, be not too much afeard
 That he will come again. The Gods belike
 Have no great will such things as us to strike,
 But will grow weary of afflicting us;
 Because with bowed heads, and eyes piteous,
 We take their strokes. When thou sitt’st down to hear
 A minstrel’s tale, with nothing great or dear
 Wouldst thou reward him, if he thought it well
 Of wretched folk and mean a tale to tell;
 But when the godlike man is midst the swords
 He cannot ‘scape; or when the bitter words,
 That chide the Gods who made the world and life,
 Fall from the wise man worsted in the strife;
 Or when some fairest one whose fervent love
 Seems strong the world from out its curse to move,
 Sits with cold breast and empty hands before
 The hollow dreams that play about death’s door — 
 When these things pierce thine ears, how art thou moved!
 Though in such wise thou lov’st not nor art loved,
 Though with weak heart thou lettest day wear day
 As bough rubs bough; though on thy feeble way 
 Thou hast no eye to see what things are great,
 What things are small, that by the hand of fate
 Are laid before thee. Shall we marvel then,
 If the Gods, like in other things to men,
 (For so we deem them) think no scorn to sit
 To see the play, and weep and laugh at it,
 And will not have poor hearts and bodies vile
 With unmelodious sorrow to beguile
 The long long days of heaven — but these, in peace,
 Trouble or joy, or waxing, or decrease,
 Shall have no heed from them — ah, well am I
 To be amongst them! never will I cry
 Unto the Gods to set me high aloft;
 For earth beneath my feet is sweet and soft,
 And, falling, scarce I fall.
 “Behold, O King,
 Beasts weep not ever, and a short-lived thing

 Their fear is, and their generations go
 Untold-of past; and I who dwell alow,
 Somewhat with them I feel, and deem nought ill
 That my few days with more of joy may fill;
 Therefore swift rede I take with all things here,
 And short, if sharp, is all my woe and fear.
 “Now happier were I if Bellerophon,
 This god on earth, from out our land were gone,
 And well I hope he will not soon return
 Who knows? but if for some cause thou dost yearn
 For quiet life without him, such am I
 As, risking great things for great things, would try 
 To deal with him, if back again he comes
 To make a new world of our peaceful homes.
 Yet, King, it might well be that I should ask
 Some earthly joy to pay me for the task;
 And if Bellerophon returns again
 And lives, with thee he presently will reign,
 And soon alone in thy place will he sit;
 Yea, even, and if he hath no will for it.
 His share I ask then, yet am not so bold
 As yet to hope within mine arms to fold
 Philonoë thy daughter, any more
 Than her, who on the green Sicilian shore
 Plucked flowers, and dreamed no whit of such a mate
 As holds the keys of life, and death, and fate — 

 — Though that indeed I may ask, as in time,
 The royal bed’s air seem no outland clime
 To me, whose sire, a rugged mountaineer,
 Knew what the winter meant, and pinching cheer.”
 

 Into the twinkling crafty eyes of him
 The King looked long, until his own waxed dim
 For thinking, and unto himself he said:
 “To such as fear is trouble ever dead,
 How oft soe’er the troublous man we slay?”
 

 At last he spake aloud: “Quick fails the day;
 These things are ill to speak of in the night;

 Now let me rest, but with to-morrow’s light
 Come thou to me, and take my word for all.”
 

 The mask of reverence he had erst let fall
 The Captain brought again across his face,
 And smiling left the lone King in his place.
 Who when all day had gone, sat hearkening how
 Without, his gathering serving-men spake low,
 And through the door-chinks saw the tapers gleam.
 

 But now while thus they talked, and yet the stream
 Of golden sunsetting lit up the world,
 Ere yet the swift her long dusk wings had furled
 In the grey cranny, fair Philonoë went
 Amid her maids with face to earth down-bent
 Across the palace-yard, oppressed with thought
 Of what those latter days to her had brought;
 Daring, unlike a maid’s sweet tranquil mind,
 And hushed surprise, so strange a world to find
 Within her and around her: life once dear,
 Despised yet clung to; fear and scorn of fear;
 A pain she might not strive to cast away,
 Lest in the heart of it all life’s joy lay;
 Joy now and ever. Toward the door she came
 Of the great hall; the sunset burned like flame
 Behind her back, and going ponderingly
 She noted her grey shadow slim to see
 Rise up and darken the bright marble wall;
 Then slower on the grass her feet did fall
 Till scarce she moved; then from within she heard
 A voice well loved cry out some hurried word.
 She raised her face, and in the door she seemed 
 To see a star new fallen, therefrom there gleamed
 Such splendour, but although her dazzled eyes
 Saw nought, her heart, fulfilled of glad surprise,
 Knew that his face was nigh ere she beheld
 The noble brow as wise as grief-taught eld,
 As fair as a god’s early unstained youth.
 

 A little while they stood thus, with new ruth
 Gathering in either’s heart for the other’s pain,
 And fear of days yet to be passed in vain,
 And wonder at the death they knew so nigh

 And disbelief in parting, should they die,
 And joy that still they stood together thus.
 Then, in a voice that love made piteous
 Through common words and few, she spake and said:
 

 “What dost thou, Prince, with helmet on thine head
 And sword girt to thee, this fair autumn eve?
 Is it not yet a day too soon to leave
 The place thou tamest to this very noon?”
 He said, “No Lycian man can have too soon
 His armour on his back in this our need,
 Yea, steel perchance shall come to be meet weed
 For such as thou art, lady. Who knows whence
 We next may hear tales of this pestilence?
 Fair is this house: yet maybe, or today
 The autumn evening wind has borne away
 From its smooth chambers sound of woe and tears, 
 And shall do yet again. Death slayeth fears,
 Now I go seek if Death too slayeth love.”
 

 A little toward him did one slim hand move,
 Then fell again mid folds of her fair gown;
 She spake:
 “Farewell, a great man art thou grown;
 Thou know’st not fear or lies; so fare thou forth:
 If the Gods keep not what is most of worth
 Here in the world, its memory bides behind;
 And we perchance in other days may find
 The end of hollow dreams we once have dreamed,
 Waking from which such hopeless anguish seemed.”
 

 Pale was her face when these words were begun,
 But she flushed red or ere the end was done
 With more than sunset. But he spake and said:
 “Farewell, farewell, God grant thee hardihead,
 And growing pleasure on from day to day!”
 

 Then toward the open gate he took his way,
 Nor looked aback, nor yet long did she turn
 Her eyes on him, though sore her heart did yearn
 To have some little earthly bliss of love

 Before the end.
 But right and left did move
 Her damsels as he passed them, e’en as trees
 Move one by one when the light fickle breeze 
 Touches their tops in going toward the sea;
 And their eyes turned upon him wonderingly
 That such a man could live, such deeds be done;
 But now his steed’s hooves smote upon the stone,
 He swung into his saddle, and once more
 Cast round a swift glance at the great hall door
 And saw her not; alone she stood within,
 Striving to think what hope of things to win
 Had left her life; her maidens’ prattling speech
 Within the porch her wildered ears did reach,
 But not the hard hooves’ clatter as he rode
 Along the white wall of that fair abode,
 Nor yet the shout that he cast back again
 Unto the King; dark grew each window-pane,
 She seemed to think her maids were talking there,
 She doubted that some answer came from her;
 She knew she moved thence, that a glare of light
 Smote on her eyes, that old things came in sight
 She knew full well; that on her bed she lay,
 And through long hours was waiting for the day;
 But knew not what she thought of; life seemed gone,
 And she had fought with Gods, and they had won.
 

NEXT morn, the captain, as it was to be,
 Held speech with King Jobates privily.
 And when he came from out the royal place
 A smile of triumph was there on his face,
 As though the game were won; but as he went
 Unto the great gate on his luck intent,
 A woeful sound there smote upon his ear,
 And crossed his happy mood with sudden fear;
 For now five women went adown the street,
 That e’en the curious townsmen durst not meet,
 Though they turned round to look with wild scared eyes,
 And listened trembling to those doleful cries;
 Because for Pallas’ sacred maids they knew

 Those wild-eyed wailing ones that closer drew
 Scant rags about them, as with feet that bled
 And failing limbs they tottered blind with dread,
 Past house and hall. Now such-like had been these,
 And guarded as the precious images
 That hold a city’s safety in their hands,
 And dainty things from many distant lands
 Were gathered round them in the house that stood,
 Fair above all, within the hallowed wood,
 Ten leagues from out the city; wondrous lore,
 Folk deemed, within that house they pondered o’er,
 And had been goddesses, but that they too
 The hope of death if not its terror knew.
 

 White grew the captain’s face these folk to see,
 Yet midst his fear he muttered: “Well be ye,
 O Gods, who have no care to guard your own!
 Perchance ye too weary of good are grown;
 Look then on me, I shall not weary you — 
 I who once longed great things and high to do
 If ye would have it so; — come, bless me then,
 Since ye are grown aweary of good men!”
 So to his folk he turned, and bade them take
 The holy women for the goddess’ sake,
 And give them into some kind matron’s care.
 So did they, and when bathed and clad they were,
 He strove in vain to know their tale; for they
 Had clean forgot all things before that day,
 And only knew that they by some great curse
 Had late been smitten, and mid fear of worse
 Were leaving life behind. So when he knew
 That with these woful women he might do
 Nought else, because their hearts were dead before
 Their bodies, midst the fear and tumult sore
 He went unto the gate, and waited there
 If he perchance some other news might hear;
 But nought befell that day to tell about,
 And tidingless night came, and dark died out.
 

 But just before the rising of the sun
 The gate was smitten on, and there sat one
 On a grey horse, and in bright armour clad.

 Young was he, and strong built; his face seemed glad 
 Amidst of weariness, and though he seemed
 Even as one who of past marvels dreamed.
 Now turned the captain to him hastily,
 And said: “Fair fellow, needs thou must with me,
 Nor speak thou good or bad before the King
 Has heard thee;” therewith, scarcely wondering,
 He rode beside the captain, and the twain
 In no long time the palace gate did gain,
 Which opened at a word the captain spake,
 And past the warders standing half awake
 They came unto the King: sleeping he lay,
 While o’er his gold bed crept the daylight grey;
 But softly thereunto the captain went,
 And to his sleeping head his own down bent
 And whispered; then as one who has just heard
 Right in his ears the whisper of death’s word,
 He started up with eyes that, open wide,
 Still saw not what the strange new light might hide;
 Upright he sat, and panting for a while,
 Till heeding at the last the captain’s smile,
 And low and humble words, he smiled and said:
 “Well be ye! for I dreamed that I was dead
 Before ye came, and waking thought that I
 Was dead indeed, and that such things were nigh
 As willingly men name not. What wouldst thou?
 What new thing must the Lycians suffer now?”
 

 “King,” said the captain, “here I have with me
 A man-at-arms who joyful seems to be; 
 Therefore I deem somewhat has come to pass,
 Since for these many days no face here has
 Made e’en a show of gladness, or of more
 Than thinking good it were if all were o’er, — 
 The slow tormenting hope — the heavy fear.
 Speak thou, good friend! the King is fain to hear
 The tale thou hast to tell.”
 Then spake the man:
 “Good hap to me, indeed, that thus I can
 Make glad the Lycian folk, and thee, O King!
 But nowise have I wrought the happy thing,
 But some immortal as meseems
 “Now I

 With other two made up my mind to try
 The chance of death or glorious life herein,
 In good hope either rest from fear to win
 Or many days of pleasure; so I armed
 In this my father’s gear, that had been charmed
 Years long agone by spells, well worn I doubt
 To nothing now, if one might clean tell out
 The truth of all; then in Diana’s fane
 Anigh our house I met the other twain,
 And forth we went at dawn, two days ago.
 Not hard it was our rightful road to know,
 For hour by hour of dreadful deaths we heard,
 And still met fleeing folk, so sore afeard
 That they must scowl upon us questioning.
 And so at last we deemed the dreadful thing,
 What death soever he dealt otherwhere 
 From time to time, must have his chiefest lair
 Within Minerva’s consecrated lands,
 That stretch from where her mighty temple stands
 Midst its wild olive-groves, until they meet
 The rugged mountain’s bare unwooded feet.
 Thither we turned, and at the end of day
 We reached the temple, and with no delay
 Sought out the priests and told them of our rede.
 “They answered us that heavy was their need,
 That day by day they dreaded death would come
 And take them from the midst of that fair home,
 And shortly, that when midnight was passed o’er,
 Their lives in that house they would risk no more,
 But get them gone. ‘All things are done,’ said they,
 ‘The sacred maids, who have not seen the day,
 But in these precincts, count the minutes now
 Until the midnight moon the way shall show;
 Ten horse-loads of the precious things we have,
 That somewhat of our past lives we may save
 To bring us o’er the sea. So sorry cheer,
 Fair sons, of meat or lodging get ye here,
 For all is bare and blank as some hill-side;
 Nor, if ye love your lives, will ye abide
 Another minute here: for us, indeed,

 One answer more from Pallas do we need;
 And, that being got at, nothing stays us then.’
 

 “Worn were the faces of these holy men,
 And their eyes wandered even as they spake, 
 And scarcely did they move as men awake
 About that place, whose mighty walls of stone
 Seemed waiting for the time when all was gone,
 Except the presence of the Dreadful Maid,
 Careless of who was glad and who afraid.
 

 “Shortly we answered; we would bide and see
 What thing within the precinct there might be
 Until the morn, and if we lived till then,
 Further afield would seek this death of men.
 They heard us wondering, or with scorn, but gave
 Such cheer to us as yet they chanced to have;
 And we, being weary, fell asleep withal
 Within a chamber nigh the northern wall
 Of the great temple. Such a dream I had,
 As that I thought fair folk, in order glad,
 Sang songs throughout a place I knew to be
 A town whereof had tales been told to me
 When I was but a youngling: years agone
 Had I forgot it all, and now alone
 The nameless place had come to me. — O King,
 I dreamed, I say, I heard much people sing
 In happy wise; but even therewithal
 Amidst my dream a great voice did there call,
 But in a tongue I knew not; and each face
 Was changed to utter horror in that place;
 And yet the song rose higher, until all tune
 Was strangled in it, and to shrill shrieks soon
 It changed, and I sat upright in my bed, 
 Waked in an instant, open-mouthed with dread.
 I know not why — though all about I heard
 Shrill screams indeed, as though of folk afeard,
 Mixed with a roar like white flame that doth break
 From out a furnace-mouth: the earth did shake
 Beneath my bed, and when my eyes I turned
 Without the window, such a light there burned
 As would have made the noon-tide sunshine grey.

 There on the floor one of my fellows lay,
 Half-armed and groaning like a wounded man;
 And circling round about the other ran,
 With foaming lips as one driven mad with fear.
 “Then I, who knew not what thing drew anear,
 And scarce could think amid my dread, sat still
 Trembling a little space of time, until
 To me from out the jaws of death was born,
 Without a hope it seemed, a sudden scorn
 Of death and fear; for all the worst I knew,
 And many a thing seemed false that had been true,
 And many a thing now seemed of little worth
 That once had made the mean and sordid earth
 All glorious.
 “So with fixed and steady face
 I armed myself; and turned to leave the place,
 And passed from out it into the great hall
 Of the very temple, where from wall to wall
 There rolled a cloud of white and sulphurous smoke;
 And there the remnant of the temple folk,
 That had not heart enow to flee away, 
 Like dying folk upon the pavement lay,
 And some seemed dead indeed. High o’er that gear
 Stood golden Pallas, with her burnished spear
 Glittering from out the smoke-cloud in that light,
 That made strange day and ghastly of the night;
 And her unmoved calm face that knew no smile
 Cast no look down, as though she deemed too vile
 The writhing tortured limbs, the sickening sound
 Of dying groans of those that lay around,
 Or to the pillars clung in agonies
 Past telling of; but now I turned mine eyes,
 Grown used to death within a little space,
 Unto the other end of that fair place,
 Where black the wood of polished pillars showed
 Against the dreadful light, that throbbed and glowed,
 Changing, and changing back to what it was.
 So, through their rows did I begin to pass,
 And heavier grew the smoke-cloud as I went;
 But I, upon the face of death intent,
 And what should come thereafter, made no stay

 Until two fathom of white pavement lay
 Betwixt me and the grass: the lit-up trees
 Sparkled like quick-fire in the light night breeze,
 And turned the sky black, and their stems between
 The black depths of the inner wood were seen;
 Like liquid flame a brook leapt out from them,
 And, turning, ran along the forest hem:
 ‘Twixt that and me — How shall I tell thereof,
 And hope to ‘scape hard word and bitter scoff?
 

 “Let me say first that, changing horribly
 That noise went on and seemed a part of me,
 E’en as the light; unless by death I won
 Quiet again; earth’s peace seemed long years gone,
 And all its hopes poor toys of little worth.
 Therefore I turned not, nor fell down to earth,
 And still within my hand I held my sword,
 And saw it all as I see thee, fair lord.
 

 “And this I saw: a mass, from whence there came
 That fearful light, as from a heart of flame;
 But black amid its radiance was that mass,
 And black and claw-like things therefrom did pass,
 Lengthening and shortening, and grey flocks of hair
 Seemed moving on it with some inward air
 The light bore with it; but in front of me
 An upreared changing dark bulk did I see,
 That my heart told me was the monster’s head,
 The seat of all the will that wrought our dread;
 And midst thereof two orbs of red flame shone
 When first I came, and then again were gone,
 Then came again, like lights on a dark sea
 As the thing turned. And now it seemed to me,
 Moreover, that, despite the dreadful sound
 That filled my very heart and shook the ground,
 Mute was the horror’s head, as the great shade
 That sometimes, as in deep sleep we are laid
 Seems ready to roll over us, and crush
 Our souls to nought amidst its shadowy hush: 
 Nor might I know how that dread noise was wrought.
 

 “But, when unto the place I first was brought
 Where now I stayed, and stared, I knew not well

 If the thing moved; but deemed that I might tell
 Ten fathoms o’er betwixt us, and midway
 ‘Twixt me and it a temple-priest there lay,
 Face foremost, armed, and in his hand a spear;
 And as with fixed eyes I stood moveless there,
 Striving to think how I should meet the thing,
 Amidst that noise I heard his armour ring
 As smitten by some stroke; and then I saw
 Unto that hideous bulk the body draw,
 And yet saw not what drew it; till at last
 Into the huge dark mass it slowly passed.
 Nor did the monster change; unless, methought
 A little nigher thereto I was brought
 And still my eyes were fixed on it; with hand
 Upon my drawn-back sword I still did stand,
 Mid thoughts of folk who meet dread things alone
 In dreadful lands, and slowly turn to stone.
 So stood I: quicker grew my fevered breath,
 Long, long, the time seemed betwixt life and death,
 And I began to waver therewithal,
 And at the last I opened lips to call
 Aloud, and made no sound; then fell my brand
 Clanging adown from out my feeble hand,
 And rest seemed sweet again; one step I made
 Aback, to gain a huge pier’s deep black shade, 
 Then at my fallen sword in vain I stared,
 And could not stoop to it — 
 “And then there blared
 A new sound forth, I deemed a trumpet-blast,
 And o’er mine eyes a dull thick veil seemed cast,
 And my knees bent beneath me, and I fell
 A dead heap to the earth, with death and hell
 Once more a pain, and terrible once more,
 Teaching me dreadful things of hidden lore,
 Showing strange pictures to my soul forlorn
 That cursed the wretched day when I was born.
 

 “There lay I, as it seemed, a weary tide,
 Nor knew I if I lived yet, or had died,
 E’en as the other folk, of utter fear,

 When in mine ears a new voice did I hear,
 Nor knew at first what words it said to me;
 Till my eyes opened, and I seemed to see,
 Grown grey and soft, the marble pillars there,
 And ‘twixt their shafts afar the woodland fair,
 As if through clear green water; then I heard
 Close by my very head a kindly word:
 ‘Be of good cheer! the earth is earth again,
 And thou hadst heart enow to face the bane
 Of Lycia, though the Gods would not that thou
 Shouldst slay him utterly: but rise up now
 If so thou mayst, and help me, for I bleed,
 And of some leech-craft have I speedy need,
 Though no life-blood it is that flows from me.’
 

 “Then clearer grew mine eyes, and I could see
 An armed man standing over me, and I
 Rose up therewith and stood unsteadily,
 And gazed around, and saw that the fell light
 Had vanished utterly; fast waned the night
 And a cold wind blew, as the young dawn strove
 With the low moon and the faint stars above,
 And all was quiet. But that new-come man,
 Standing beside me in the twilight wan,
 Seemed like a god, come down to make again
 Another earth all free from death and pain.
 Tall was he, fair he seemed unto me then
 Beyond the beauty of the sons of men:
 But as our eyes met, and mine, shamed and weak,
 Dropped before his, once more he ‘gan to speak:
 

 “‘Be not ashamed,’ he said, ‘but look around,
 And thou shalt see thy fear lie on the ground,
 No more divine or dreadful.’
 “Then I saw
 A tangled mass of hair, and scale, and claw,
 Lie wallowing on the grey down-trodden grass;
 Huge was it certes, but nought like the mass
 Of horror mid the light my fear still told
 My shuddering heart of, nor could I behold
 Clearly the monster’s shape in that dim light;
 Yet gladly did I turn me from the sight
 Unto my fellow, and I said:
 “‘Hast thou 

 Some other shape unto mine eyes to show?
 And is this part of the grim mockery
 Whereto the Gods have driven me forth to die?
 Or art thou such a dream as meets the dead
 When first they die?’
 “I am a man,’ he said,
 ‘E’en as thou art; thou livest, if I live;
 And some god unto me such strength did give,
 That this my father’s father’s sword hath wrought
 Deliverance for the Lycians, and made nought
 This divine dread — but let us come again
 When day is grown; and I have eased the pain
 Of burning thirst that chokes me, and thine hands
 Have swathed my hurts here with fair linen bands,
 For somewhat faint I grow.’
 “So then we passed
 Betwixt the pillars till we reached at last
 The chamber where I erst had slept, and there
 We drank, and then his hurts with water fair
 I bathed, and swathed them; and by then the day
 Showed how my fellows on the pavement lay
 Dead, yet without a wound it seemed; and when
 Into the pillared hall we came again,
 From one unto the other did we go
 That lay about the place, and even so
 It was with them; then the new-corner sighed
 And said: ‘Belike it was of fear they died,
 Yet wish them not alive again, for they
 Had found death fearful on another day; 
 But gladly had I never seen this sight,
 For I shall think thereof at whiles by night,
 And wonder if all life is worth such woe — 
 But now unto the quarry let us go.’
 

 “So forth we went, but when we came whereas
 The beast lay, slantwise o’er the wind-swept grass
 Shone the low sun on what was left of him,
 For all about the trodden earth did swim
 In horrible corruption of black blood,
 And in the midst thereof his carcase stood,
 E’en like a keel beat down and castaway
 At dead ebb high up in a sandy bay.
 But when I gathered heart close up to go

 And touch that master of all horror, lo,
 How had he changed! for nothing now was there
 But skin, beset with scale and dreadful hair
 Drawn tight about the bones: flesh, muscle strong,
 And all that helped the life of that great wrong,
 Had ebbed away with life; his head, deep cleft
 By the fair hero’s sword-edge, yet had left
 Three teeth like spears within it; on the ground
 The rest had fallen, and now lay around
 Half hidden in the marsh his blood had made;
 Hollow his sides did sound when, still afraid
 Of what he had been, with my clenched hand
 I smote him. So a minute did we stand
 Wondering, until my fellow said to me:
 

 “In the past night didst thou do valiantly, 
 So smite the head from off him, and then go
 This finished work unto the King to show,
 And tell him by that token that I come,
 Who heretofore have had no quiet home
 Either in Corinth or the Argive land.
 Here till to-morrow bide I, to withstand
 What new thing yet may come; for strange to me
 Are all these things, nor know I if I be
 Waking or sleeping yet, although methinks
 My soul some foretaste of a great bliss drinks.
 So get thee to the work, and then go forth;
 These coming days in sooth will show the worth
 Of what my hand hath wrought!’
 “Weary he seemed
 And spake, indeed, well-nigh as one who dreamed;
 But yet his word I durst not disobey;
 With no great pain I smote the head away
 From off the trunk, and humbly bade farewell
 Unto my godlike saviour from deep hell;
 I gat my horse, and to the saddle bound
 The monster’s head, whose long mane swept the ground,
 Whose weight e’en now was no light pack-horse load,
 And so with merry heart went on my road,
 And made on toward the city, where I thought
 A little after nightfall to be brought;
 But so it was, that ere I had gone through

 The wasted country and now well-nigh drew
 Unto the lands where people yet did dwell, 
 So dull a humour on my spirit fell,
 That at the last I might not go nor stand;
 So, holding still the reins in my right hand,
 I laid me down upon the sunburnt grass
 Of the road-side, and just high noon it was.
 “But moonrise was it when I woke again;
 My horse grazed close beside with dangling rein;
 But when I called him, and he turned to me,
 No burden on his back I now might see,
 And wondered; for right firmly had I bound
 The thing unto him; then I searched around
 Lest he perchance had rolled, and in such wise
 Had rid him of that weight; and as mine eyes
 Grew used to the grey moonlight, I could trace
 A line of greyish ashes, as from place
 To greener place, the wandering beast had fed;
 But nothing more I saw of that grim head.
 Then much I wondered, and my fear waxed great,
 And I ‘gan doubt if there I should not wait
 The coming of that glorious mighty one,
 Who for the world so great a deed had done.
 But at the last I thought it good to go
 Unto the town e’en as he bade me do,
 Because his words constrained me. Nought befell
 Upon the road whereof is need to tell,
 And so my tale is done; and though it be
 That I no token have to show to thee,
 Yet doubt not, King Jobates, that no more
 The Gods will vex the land as heretofore 
 With this fell torment. Furthermore, if he
 Who wrought this deed is no divinity
 He will be here soon; so must thou devise,
 O Lycian King, in whatso greatest wise
 Thou wilt reward him — but for me, I pray
 That thou wilt give me to him from to-day,
 That serving him, and in his company,
 Not wholly base I too become to be.”
 

 The King and captain for a little while

 Gazed each at each; an ugly covert smile
 Lurked round the captain’s mouth, but the King stared
 Blankly upon him, e’en as though he heard
 A doom go forth against him; and again
 The man who brought the news stared at the twain
 With knitted brows, as greatly marvelling
 Why they spake nought, until at last the King
 Turned eyes upon him, and the captain spake:
 

 “Certes, O King, brightly the day doth break
 If this man sayeth sooth; nor know I one
 To do this deed except Bellerophon;
 And so much certes hast thou honoured him
 That nothing now thy glory can wax dim
 Because of his; and though indeed the earth
 Hold nought within it of such wondrous worth
 As that which thou wilt give him in reward,
 Not overmuch it is for such a sword,
 And such a heart, the people’s very friend.”
 

 So spake he, and before his speech had end
 His wonted face at last the King had got,
 And spake unto the man:
 “We doubt thee not;
 Thy tale seems true, nor dost thou glorify
 Thyself herein — certes thou wouldst abye
 A heavy fate if thou shouldst lie herein — 
 So here shalt thou abide till sight we win
 Of him who wrought this deed; then shalt thou have
 A good reward, as one both true and brave
 As for a son of man, for he, meseems,
 Who made an end of our so fearful dreams
 Is scarcely man, though friend to me a man — 
 But now this tale of thine, that well began
 And went on clearly, clearly has not told
 The very shape of what thou didst behold.”
 

 “No,” said the man, “when I stood therebeside
 Methought its likeness ever would abide
 Within my mind! but now, what shall I say — 
 Hast thou not heard, O King, before to-day,
 That it was three-formed? So men said to me,

 Before its very body I did see
 That, lion-like, the beast’s shape was before,
 And that its goat-like hairy middle bore
 A dragon’s scaly folds across the waste
 Itself had made. But I, who oft have faced
 The yellow beast, and driven goats afield,
 And shaken the black viper from my shield, 
 Can liken it to these things in no whit.
 Nay, as I try e’en now to think of it,
 Meseems that when I woke in the past night,
 E’en like a dream dissolved by morning light,
 Its memory had gone from me; though, indeed,
 Nought I forgot of all my dreadful need.
 Content thee, King, with what I erst have told;
 For when I try his image to behold
 Faint grows my heart again, mine eyes wax dim,
 Nor can I set forth what I deemed of him
 When he lay dead. — Hearken, — what thing draws nigh?”
 For from outside there rang a joyous cry,
 That grew, still coming nearer, till they heard
 From out the midst thereof a well-known word,
 The name Bellerophon: then from his bed
 The King arose, and clad himself, and said:
 

 “Go, captain, set the King Bellerophon
 Without delay upon the royal throne,
 And tell him that I come to make my prayer,
 That, since for a long time I have sat there,
 And know no other trade than this of King,
 He of his bounty yet will add a thing
 To all that he hath given, and let me reign
 Along with him. Send here my chamberlain,
 That I may clothe me in right fitting guise
 To do him honour in all goodly wise.”
 

 So spake his lips, but his eyes seemed to say;
 ‘Long is it to the ending of the day,
 And many a thing may hap ere eventide;
 And well is he who longest may abide.’
 

 So from the presence did the captain pass,
 When now the autumn morn in glory was,
 And when he reached the palace court, he found

 The eager people flocking all around
 The door of the great hall, and variously
 Men showed their joyance at that victory.
 But in the hall there stood Bellerophon
 Anigh the daïs, and the young sun shone
 On his bright arms, and round from man to man
 In eager notes the hurried question ran,
 And, smiling still, he answered each; but yet
 Small share that circle of his tale did get,
 Because distraught he was, and seemed to be
 As he who looks the face of one to see
 Who long delays; but when the captain’s staff
 Cleft through the people’s eager word and laugh,
 And, after that, his fellow of the night
 Bellerophon beheld, his face grew bright
 As one who sees the end. Withal he said
 As they drew nigh:
 “Has the King seen the head,
 Knows he what it betokens? For, behold!
 Before the sun of that day grew acold
 Whereon thou left’st me, all that heap was gone
 Thou sawest there, both hair and flesh and bone;
 So when this dawn I mounted my good steed,
 I looked to thee to show forth that my deed,
 Lest all should seem a feigned tale or a dream.”
 

 “Master,” the other said, “thou well mayst deem,
 That what thy will loosed, my will might not hold;
 E’en as thy tale, so must my tale be told,
 And nought is left to show of that dread thing.”
 

 E’en as he spake did folk cry on the King,
 And now to right and left fell back the crowd,
 And down the lane of folk gold raiment glowed,
 And blare of silver trumpets smote the roof.
 Then said the captain:
 “Certes, no more proof
 The King will ask, to show that thou hast done
 The glorious deed that was for thee alone;
 Be glad, thy day is come, and all is well!”
 

 But on his sword the hero’s left hand fell,
 And he looked down and muttered ‘neath his breath,
 “Trust slayeth many a man, the wise man saith;
 Yet must I trust perforce.” He stood and heard

 The joyful people’s many-voicèd word
 Change into a glad shout; the feet of those
 Who drew anear came closer and more close,
 Till their sound ceased, and silence filled the hall; 
 And then a soft voice on his ears did fall,
 That seemed the echo to his yearning thought:
 

 “Look up, look up! the change of days hath brought
 Sweet end to our desires, and made thee mine!”
 

 He raised his eyes, and saw gold raiment shine
 Before him in the low sun; but a face
 Above it made the murmuring crowded place
 Silent and lone; for there she stood, indeed,
 His troublous scarce-kept life’s last crown and meed
 Her sweet lips trembled, her dear eyes ‘gan swim
 In tears that fell not, as she reached to him
 One hand in greeting, while a little raised
 And restless was the other, as she gazed
 Into his eyes, and lowly was her mien;
 But yet a little forward did she lean,
 As though she looked for sudden close embrace,
 Yet feared it ‘neath the strange eyes of that place.
 

 But though his heart was melted utterly
 Within him, he but drew a little nigh,
 And took her hand, and said:
 “What hour is this
 That brings so fair a thing to crown my bliss?
 What land far off from that which first I knew?
 How shall I know that such a thing is true, 
 Unless some pain yet falls on thee and me?
 Rather this hour is called eternity,
 This land the land of heaven, and we have died
 That thus at last we might go side by side
 For ever, in the flower-strewn happy place.”
 

 Then closer to her drew his bright flushed face;
 Well-nigh their lips met, when Jobates cried:
 “Good hap, Corinthian! for thou hast not died;
 The pale land holds no joy like thou wilt have
 If yet awhile the Gods thy dear life save.
 Yet mayst thou fear, indeed, for such thou art,
 That yet the Gods will have thee play thy part
 In heaven and not on earth — But come on now,

 And see if this my throne be all too low
 For thy great heart; sit here with me to-day,
 And in the shrines of the Immortals pray,
 With many offerings, lest they envy thee,
 And on the morrow wed Philonoë,
 And live thy life thereafter.”
 So he spake,
 Smiling, and yet a troubled look did break
 Across the would-be frankness of his smile.
 But still the hero stood a little while
 And watched Philonoë, as she turned and went
 Adown the hall, and then a sigh he sent
 From out his heart, and turned unto the King
 As one who had no thought that anything
 Of guile clung round him, and said: 
 “Deem thou not,
 O King, that ruin from me thou hast got,
 Although I take from thee my due reward;
 For still for thee my hand shall hold the sword,
 Nor will I claim more than thou givest me,
 And great is that, though a king’s son I be.”
 

 So on the throne was set Bellerophon,
 And on his head was laid the royal crown
 Instead of helm; and just as safe he felt
 As though mid half-fed savage beasts he dwelt.
 Yet when he went out through the crowded street,
 Shouting because of him, when blossoms sweet
 Faint with the autumn fell upon his head,
 When his feet touched the silken carpet spread
 Over the temple-steps; when the priests’ hymn
 Rang round him in the inner temple dim,
 He smiled for pleasure once or twice, and said:
 “So many dangers, yet I am not dead;
 So many fears, yet sweet is longing grown,
 Because to-morrow morn I gain my own!
 So much desire, and but a night there is
 Betwixt me and the perfecting of bliss!”
 

SO fell the noisy day to feastful night,
 For sleep was slow to hush the new delight
 Of the freed folk; and in the royal house
 Loud did the revellers grow, and clamorous,
 And yet that too must have an end at last,
 And to their sleeping-places all folk passed
 Not long before the shepherds’ sleep grew thin.
 But listening to the changing of the din,
 Philonoë lay long upon her bed,
 Nor would sweet sleep come down to bless her head,
 No, not when all was still again; for she,
 Oppressed with her new-found felicity,
 Had fallen to thoughts of life and death and change,
 And through strange lands her wearied heart did range,
 And knew no peace; therefore at last she rose
 When all was utter stillness and stood close
 Unto the window. Such a night it was
 That a thin wind swept o’er the garden-grass
 And loosened the sick leaves upon the trees;
 Promise of rain there was within the breeze,
 Yet was the sky not wholly overcast,
 But o’er the moon yet high the grey drift passed,
 And with a watery gleam at whiles she shone,
 And cast strange wavering shadows down upon
 The trembling beds of autumn blossoms tall,
 And made the dusk of the white garden wall
 Gleam like another land against the sky.
 

 She turned her from the window presently,
 And went unto her dainty bed once more;
 But as she touched its silk a change came o’er
 Her anxious heart, and listening there she stood,
 Counting the eager throbbing of her blood;
 But nought she heard except the night’s dim noise;
 Then did she whisper (and her faint, soft voice
 Seemed hoarse and loud to her)— “Yet will I go
 To Pallas’ shrine, for fain I am to know
 If all things even yet may go aright,
 For my heart fails me.”
 To the blind dusk night
 She showed her loveliness awhile half-veiled,
 When she had spoke, as though her purpose failed;

 Then softly did she turn and take to her
 A dusky cloak, and hid her beauty rare
 In its dark folds, and turned unto the door;
 But ere she passed its marble threshold o’er
 Stayed pondering, and she said:
 “Alas, alas!
 To-morrow must I say that all this was
 And is not — this sweet longing? — what say men — 
 It cometh once and cometh not again,
 This first love for another? holds the earth
 Within its circle aught that is of worth
 When it is dead? — and this is part of it,
 This measureless sweet longing that doth flit,
 Never to come again, when all is won.
 And is our first desire so soon foredone, 
 Like to the rose-bud, that through day and night
 In early summer strives to meet the light,
 And in some noon-tide of the June, bursts sheath,
 And ere the eve is past away in death?
 Belike love dies then like the rest of life?

 — Or fails asleep until it mix with strife
 And fear and grief? — and then we call it pain,
 And curse it for its labour lost in vain.
 “Sweet pain! be kind to me and leave me not!
 Leave me not cold, with all my grief forgot,
 And all the joy consumed I thought should fill
 My changing troubled days of life, until
 Death turned all measuring of the days to nought!
 “And thou, O death, when thou my life hast caught
 Within thy net, what wilt thou with my love,
 That now I deem no lapse of time can move?
 O death, maybe that though I seem to pass
 And come to nought, with all that once I was,
 Yet love shall live I called a part of me,
 And hold me in his heart despite of thee,
 And call me part of him, when I am dead
 As the world talks of dying.”
 So she said,
 But scarcely heard her voice, and through the door
 Of her own chamber passed; light on the floor
 Her white feet fell, her soft clothes rustled nought,
 As slowly, wrapped in many a changing thought,

 Unto the Maiden’s shrine she took her way
 That midmost of the palace precincts lay; 
 But in a chamber that was hard thereby,
 Although she knew it not, that night did lie
 Her love that was, her lord that was to be.
 

 Through the dark pillared precinct, silently
 She went now, pausing every now and then
 To listen, but heard little sound of men;
 Though far off in the hill-side homesteads crowed
 The waking fowl, or restless milch-kine lowed
 In the fair pastures that her love had saved;
 And from the haven, as the shipmen heaved
 Their sail aloft, a mingled strange voice came.
 

 So as she went, across her flitted shame
 Of her own loneliness, and eager love
 That shut the world out so, and she ‘gan move
 With quicker steps unto the temple-stead,
 Scarce knowing what her soft feet thither led.
 

 Within an open space the temple was,
 And dark-stemmed olives rose up from the grass
 About it, but a marble path passed o’er
 The space betwixt the cloister and its door
 Of some ten yards; there on its brink she stayed,
 And from the cloister watched the black trees swayed
 In the night breeze. E’en as a bather might
 Shrink from the water, from the naked night
 She shrank a little — the wind wailed within 
 The cloister walls, the clouds were gotten thin
 About the moon, and the night ‘gan to wane — 
 Then, even as she raised her skirts again
 And put her foot forth, did she hear arms clash,
 And fear and shame her heart did so abash,
 She shrank behind a pillar; then the sound
 Of footsteps smote upon the hardened ground,
 And ‘gainst the white steps of the shrine she saw
 From out the trees a tall dark figure draw
 Unto the holy place: the moon withal
 Ran from a cloud now, and her light did fall
 Upon a bright steel helm: she trembled then,
 But her first thought was not of sons of men;

 Of the armed goddess, rather, did she think,
 And closer in her hiding-place did shrink.
 

 Then though the moon grew dull again, yet she
 Ten shapes of armed men at the last could see
 Steal up the steps and vanish from the night,
 And a sharp pang shot through her; but affright
 She felt not now of gods: she murmured low;
 “What do these men-at-arms in such guise now
 Amidst the feast? God help me, we are caught
 Within a brazen net!”
 And with that thought
 No more delay she made but girt her gown
 Unto her, and with swift feet went adown
 The marble steps, and so from tree to tree,
 Through all the darkest shadow, silently 
 Gained the dark side of the brass temple door;
 And through its chink she saw the marble floor
 Just feebly lit by some small spark of light
 She saw not, and the gleam of armour white,
 And knew that she unto the men was close.
 

 E’en as some sound that loud and louder grows
 Within our dreams and yet is nought at all
 She heard her heart, as clinging to the wall
 She strove to listen vainly; but at last
 All feebleness from out her did she cast
 With thought of love — and death that drew anear-
 And therewithal a low voice did she hear,
 She thought she knew.
 “Milo the Colchian?”
 It said as asking, and another man
 Said “Here” in a hoarse voice and low; once more
 The first voice said; “The Clearer of the Shore,
 Known by no other name the people say,
 Art thou here too?” a new voice muttered “Yea.”
 And then again the first:
 “My tale told o’er
 And none found wanting — since ye know wherefore
 We here are met, few words are best to-night:
 Within the ivory chamber, called the White,
 Lies the ill monster’s bane, asleep belike,

 Or, at the worst without a sword to strike,
 Or shield to ward withal; his wont it is
 To have few by him; on this night of bliss 
 Those few of night-cropped herbs enow have drunk,
 And deep in slumber like short death are sunk:
 So light our work is; yet let those who lack
 Heart thereunto e’en at this hour go back;
 Though — let these take good heed that whatsoe’er
 We risk hereafter they in likewise share,
 Except the risk of dying by his sword.”
 

 He ceased awhile, and a low muttered word
 Seemed to say, “We are ready:” then he said:
 

 “When he is slain, then shall ye bear his bed
 Into this shrine, and burn what burned may be
 In little space; but into the deep sea
 Thou Clearer of the Shore, with thy two men
 Shalt bear him forth. — Fellows, what say we then,
 When on the morn the city wakes to find
 Its saviour gone? This:— ‘Men are fools and blind,
 And the Gods all-wise; this man born on earth
 By some strange chance, yet was of too great worth
 To live, and go as common men may go;
 Therefore the Gods, who set him work to do,
 When that was done, had no more will to see
 His head grow white; or with man’s frailty
 Burn out his heart; they might not hear him curse
 His latter days, as unto worse and worse
 He fell at last; therefore they took him hence
 To make him sharer in omnipotence,
 And crown him with their immortality, 
 Nor may ye hope his body more to see.
 These ashes of the web wherein last lay
 His godlike limbs that took your fear away,
 (Limbs now a very god’s), this fire-stained gold
 That, unharmed, very god might nowise hold,
 Are left for certain signs — so shall ye rear
 A temple to him nigh the gate; and bear
 Gifts of good things unto the one who wrought

 Deliverance for you, when ye e’en were brought
 Unto the very gate of death and hell.’
 “Fellows, spread vaguely this tale that I tell!
 But thou, O Chremes, when the work is done
 Get straight unto the forest all alone,
 And with some slaughtered beast come back again
 Ere noon, as though of hearers thou wert fain;
 Folk know thee for a wanderer through the wood,
 So make thy tale up as thou deemest good
 Of voices heard by thee at dead of night;
 So shall our words live and all things be right.
 “Come, then; the night is changing; good it were
 That dawn’s first glimmer did not find us here!”
 

 So spake he, and then opened wide the door,
 And all seemed lonely there as heretofore;
 So one by one adown the steps they stole,
 Setting their anxious faces to the goal
 Of the White Chamber.
 But Philonoë,
 Fair-footed, tender-limbed, and where was she? 
 Her sick heart did but note the name and place
 They spoke of, ere she moved her woe-worn face
 From the cold brass, and stayed to hear no more,
 But stole away as silent as before,
 Keeping love back till all were lost or won;
 Nor knew she what she set her feet upon
 Till, panting, through his chamber-door she passed;
 There through the dusk a quick glance round she cast
 And saw his men asleep, nor knew if they
 Were dead, or if in sleep indeed they lay;
 Then with such haste as a spent man, borne down
 A swift stream, catches at some bare bough brown,
 From off the wall she took sword, shield, and spear,
 Hauberk and helm, and drew his bed anear,
 And stayed not now, nor thought, but on his breast,
 Laid bare before her, a light hand she pressed,
 And as he started upright in the bed
 Beneath her touch, bowed down to him and said:
 

 “Speak not, but listen to Philonoë,
 Thy love, and save thy life for thee and me!
 Thy foes are on thee! make no more delay

 As thou art wise! — needs must I go away;
 I do my part — one minute more shall show,
 If love in death or life we are to know.”
 

 His lips yet trembled, yet his heart did ache
 With longing, ere he felt he was awake
 And knew that she was gone, and knew not where: 
 So driving back desire he armed him there
 Over his nakedness, and hastily
 Caught up his weapons, and turned round to see
 What help was nigh: and when he saw his men
 Lie on the floor as dead, well deemed he then
 His hour was come; and yet he felt as though
 He scarce might tell if it were hard to go,
 So short all life seemed that must end at last;
 But therewith nowise hope from him he cast,
 But on the golden bed he took his stand,
 And poised the well-steeled spear in his right hand,
 And waited listening.
 Mid the fallen leaves’ sound,
 Driven by the autumn wind along the ground,
 Footfalls of stealthy men he seemed to hear;
 Yet nowise might that minute teach him fear,
 Who life-long had not learned to speak the name;
 Calm to his lips his steady breath still came,
 Well-nigh he smiled; wide open were his eyes,
 As though they looked to see life’s mysteries
 Unfolded soon before them; as he gazed
 Through the dusk room, he heard the light latch raised
 And saw the door move.
 Even therewithal
 A gleam of bright light from the sky did fall,
 As from a fleecy cloud the white moon ran,
 And smiling, stern, unlike the face of man,
 His helmed head high o’er the black-shadowed floor 
 Showed strange and dreadful, as the ivory door
 Swung back on well-oiled hinges silently.
 

 Silence a little space yet, — then a cry
 Burst from his lips, and through the chamber rang
 A shriek of fear therewith, and a great clang
 Of falling arms, and the bright glittering brand
 Instead of the long spear was in his hand.
 But for his foes, across the threshold lay

 Their leader slain, and those his fellows, they
 Hung wavering by the door, and feared the night,
 And feared the godlike man, who in his might
 Seemed changed indeed according to the tale
 They were to tell: but as with faces pale
 And huddled spears they hung there, in their doubt
 If he were God or man, a mighty shout
 Came from his lips again, and there was cast
 Across the windy night a huge horn’s blast,
 Hoarse, loud, and long-enduring; and they fled
 This way and that, pursued by nought but dread.
 

 But strange tales of that night of fear they told
 In after days. Some said they did behold,
 As through the mighty outer door they ran,
 A woman greater than a child of man,
 All armed and helmed: some told of a bright flame
 Glowing about the hero, when they came
 Unto the door, and said that his one word
 Had slain their leader swifter than a sword.
 

 But for Bellerophon, awhile he stood
 Nigh to the door until his wrathful mood
 Changed into scorn; and then the moonlight wan
 With kindled light he helped, and then the man
 His spear had reached in strong arms he upraised;
 But when he saw the eyes that on him gazed
 With dead stare, then he knew the captain’s face.
 “Fool,” said he, “fear hath brought thee to this case,
 Long hadst thou lived for me — but is this all?
 Will not the voice of Sthenobœa call
 O’er the green waves to ghosts of lovers dead,
 Ere yet the bridal wreath is on my head?”
 

 E’en as he spake he heard the horn once more,
 And then a sound as if on a low shore
 The sea were breaking, then a swelling shout
 That louder grew, till his own name leapt out
 From midst of it, and then he smiled and cried:
 

 “Prœtus, thy casket held a goodly bride,
 A noble realm for me! O love, I come;
 Surely thine heart has won me a fair home,
 Instead of that straight house I should have had

 If these eyes had not made thy dear heart glad.”
 

 Therewith he sheathed his sword, and stepping o’er
 His cumbered threshold, made for the great door,
 Whither the wakened house now thronging ran: 
 Men armed and unarmed, child and ancient man;
 For death it was to wind that mighty horn,
 But when in dangerous battle it was borne
 By the king’s, hand. Now nigher as he drew
 Unto the door he ‘gan to see therethrough
 The points of steel tossing amid the light
 Of torches, and the wind of waning night
 Bore sound of many men on it; but dim
 The pillared hall was yet. Then close to him
 A slim close-mantled woman came and said:
 

 “Go forth and speak — we twain are not yet dead.
 I think we shall not die at all, dear heart;
 Farewell!”
 His soul and body seemed to part,
 As swiftly, shadow-like, she passed him by,
 And toward her chamber went: unwittingly
 He gained the great door’s platform, and looked down
 Upon the tumult of the gathering town.
 While at his back a dark mass clustered now,
 With helmet on the head, and spear and how;
 So, gathering earthly thoughts, he stood and cried:
 

 “What will ye, good men, that ye make this tide
 More noisy than the day? What will ye do?
 Speak out, that we may rest, some one of you!”
 

 Then stood a man forth, clad in armour bright, 
 And cried aloud: “O, well betide the night
 That hides thee not from us, Bellerophon!
 Surely we deemed some horror had been done,
 And deemed the Gods had ta’en thee from our hands;
 Because the horn, the terror of far lands,
 The gift of Neptune, did we seem to hear.”
 

 Then said the hero: “Ah, then all the fear
 The beast divine brought with it is not gone
 Masters, ye dreamed belike — nor dreamed alone
 Strange dreams; for I dreamed too, — that all-armed men
 Beset my door to take my life; and when
 I went therefrom e’en now, why yet I dreamed

 E’en as I went upright — because meseemed
 Over my threshold lay a man new slain.
 Be merry, O my masters; go again
 Unto your well-hung beds; to-morrow comes,
 Whereon ye praise the Gods for your saved homes
 With great rejoicings, and raise hands for me
 And my beloved midst your festivity.”
 

 He ceased, and a great shout the twilight rent,
 And one by one unto their homes they went.
 Then turned the Prince unto the palace band,
 And saw a certain one on his right hand,
 Making as he would speak, and knew him straight
 To be the man who had the heart to wait
 The beast now slain. Smiling on him, he said: 
 “What, hast thou dreamed the monster was not dead?
 Good is it that the grain is gathered in,
 Else should men dream that they the crop did win
 Last week, and let it stand afield to rot!”
 

 “Nay,” said the man, “O master, I dreamed not;
 But from yon flanking tower, waking, I saw
 A shadowy figure toward the great horn draw,
 And blow a blast thereon, then vanish quite,
 Not like a mortal thing, into the night.”
 

 Then spake a grey old man: “Yea, think thereon
 As of a portent, O Bellerophon,
 Of wondrous things to come, that thou shalt see,
 As showing forth how great thy days shall be;
 For doubt not this was Pallas, who would show
 How great a gift she gives the city now.”
 

 Again from these there rang a joyous shout;
 But the Prince hung his head, as if in doubt
 Of the new time with hidden lies begun.
 At last he said:
 “Go, friends, ere yet the sun
 Has slain the stars outright; what things soe’er
 May hap, the Gods will have of me good care,
 This night at least!”
 So through the house they went
 Each to his place, when nigh the night was spent. 

 But when to his own door Bellerophon
 Was come, the captain’s body was clean gone,
 And the drugged men were waking. Then he thought,
 “Was it a dream, indeed, that these things brought
 Before mine eyes? Nay, my lips tremble yet
 With that sweet touch. My breast may more forget
 This hauberk’s weight, than that sweet clinging hand.
 I dreamed not, and this haunted Lycian land
 Holds for me good and evil infinite.
 So be it, and the new returning light
 Shall bring new rede to guard my troubled ways.
 May the Gods give beginning of good days!”
 

 Then on the bed he sat to think of her,
 But ere the end of the grey time was there
 His head had fallen aside; sleeping he lay,
 And let the bright sun bring about the day.
 

HE woke at last, and fresh and joyous felt,
 As forth he went; no sword within his belt
 He set that morn; he bore no biting spear;
 But clad he was in gold and royal gear,
 Such as a King might bear in Saturn’s reign;
 And in such wise the great hall did he gain,
 And on the ivory throne he sat him down, 
 And felt the golden circle of the crown,
 But light as yet, upon his unused head.
 Then to his presence were strange people led;
 Hunters from far-off corners of the realm,
 Shipmen with hands well hardened by the helm,
 Merchants who in strange tongues must bid him thrive,
 And dainty cherished things unto him give
 And still he wearied, and their words forgot,
 And wondered why the other King came not.
 

 But yet, before the ending of the morn,
 The casket that his own hands once had borne,
 Was brought unto him by a man, who spake
 In this wise:
 “King Jobates bids thee take,
 O King Bellerophon, what lies herein,
 And saith that since thine office doth begin
 This day, right good it were to judge of this — 
 If the man did so utterly amiss

 To strive to keep his oath. He bids thee say
 Withal if thou wilt have what yesterday
 He gave unto thine hands — and, taking it,
 Forget wild dreams that o’er the year did flit.”
 

 Then King Bellerophon looked down, and drew
 A letter from that casket that he knew,
 And opened it and read; and in such wise
 It gave the key to half-deemed mysteries.
 

 King Prœtus to Jobates, King of men,

Sends goodly greeting. — Dost thou mind thee when

I saved thee from the lions? then I had

One gift from thee which has not made me glad,

Thy daughter; though a goddess, all men said,

Had scarce been fairer at my board and bed. — 

Another thing thou gav’st me then, — an oath

To do my bidding once, if lieve or loath

It were to thee. Now bring all to an end,

And slay the man who bears this — once my friend,

And still too close unto my memory,

That on my skirts his treacherous blood should lie.

Take heed, though, that I say, myself, at whiles,

“The Gods are full of lies and luring smiles,

And know no faith.” And this Bellerophon

May be a god; being even such an one

As seemeth kind beyond the wont of men,

Just and far-seeing, brave in those times when

Men’s hearts grow sick with fear. Lo, such is he,

And yet a monster! He shall dwell with thee

Life-long, perchance; and once or twice Desire

Shall burn up all these things, as with a fire;

And he shall tread his kindness under foot,

And turn a liar e’en from his heart’s root,

And turn a wretched fool. Yea, what say I?

Turn a mere trembling coward, loth to die,

Rather than be all this. So take him, then,

While yet thou deem’st him first of mortal men,

And in forefront of battle let him fall;

Or, lonely, on some foeman’s spear-swept wall,

 If it may be; — that he may leave behind

A savour, sweet in some men’s mouths, nor find

That he has fallen to hell while yet he lives.
 

 Such counsel to thee, friend, King Prœtus gives — 

A hapless man. But happy mayst thou dwell,

As thou shalt keep thy faith. Live hale and well!
 

 Not clear he saw these latter words of it,
 For many a memory through his heart did flit,
 Blinding his eyes belike: at last his head
 He raised, and to the messenger he said:
 

 “Say to Jobates that I deem the man
 Did even with his oath as such men can,
 Who fear the Gods so much they may not tell
 What gifts men give them. Say that all is well,
 That I will take the gift he gave to me,
 And long right sore that World’s Desire to see.”
 

 So the man went, and left Bellerophon
 Pensive, and pondering on the days long gone
 That brought him unto this: his happy love
 The heart within him did to pity move;
 He thought, “Alas! and can it ever be
 That one can say, ‘Thou art enough for me — 
 And I, and I — wilt thou not suffer it,
 That I, at least, before thy feet may sit 
 Until perchance I grow enough for thee?’
 Alas, alas! and can it ever be
 That thus a heart shall plead and plead, in vain?”
 

 So did he murmur; but withal a strain
 Of merry music made him lift his head
 Slaying all thought of suffering folk or dead;
 And even as a man new made a god,
 When first he sets his foot upon the sod
 Of Paradise, and like a living flame
 Joy wraps him round, he felt, as now she came,
 Clear won at last, the thing of all the earth
 That made his fleeting life a little worth.
 

 My heart faints now, my lips that tell the tale

 Falter to think that such a life should fail;
 That use, and long days dropping one by one,
 As the wan water frets away the stone,
 Should change desires of men, and what they bring,
 E’er while their hearts with sickening longing cling
 Unto the thought that they are still the same,
 When all they were is grown an empty name.
 

 O Death-in-life, O sure pursuer, Change,
 Be kind, be kind, and touch me not, till strange,
 Changed too, thy face shows, when thy fellow Death
 Delays no more to freeze my faltering breath!
 

THE dull day long had faded into night
 Ere all was done; taper and fire-light
 Cast on the wall’s fair painted images
 Shadows confused of some, amidst of these,
 The old men on the dais; down below
 Amid the youths was stir and murmur now;
 Some said they fain had known a little more
 Of that Bellerophon ere all was o’er;
 Some said, that if the man lived, sure it was
 That happiness of his would soon o’erpass,
 Because he kept back something of the stake:
 Some said the story back their thoughts did take
 To Argos, and the deeds there, and the end
 Whereto the feet of Sthenobœa did wend
 So surely from the first, not without praise
 Of some, they said: some wondered of the days
 That Prœtus had, and if the godlike man
 And he, who clung to joy as cowards can,
 E’er met again, and what things they forgat
 And what remembered, if it came to that.
 

 But one youth who had sat alone and sad,
 While others friends and loves beside them had,
 Rose up amid their talk, and slowly turned
 To where the many lights that thereby burned
 Scarce reached, and in that dimness walked awhile; 

 And when he came back, with a quivering smile
 On his sad face, gazed at the elders there,
 As though he deemed his place among them were,
 Who had nigh done with life; and one or two
 Among the youths looked up, as if they knew
 The pain that ailed him.
 Many-peopled earth!
 In foolish anger and in foolish mirth,
 In causeless wars that never had an aim,
 In worshipping the kings that bring thee shame,
 In spreading lies that hide wrath in their breast,
 In breaking up the short-lived days of rest, — 

 — In all thy folk care nought for, how they cling
 Each unto each, fostering the foolish thing,
 Nought worth, grown out of nought, that lightly lies
 ‘Twixt throat and lips, and yet works miseries!
 While in this love that touches every one,
 Still wilt thou let each man abide alone,
 Unholpen, with his pain unnameable!
 Is it, perchance, lest men should come to tell
 Each unto other what a pain it is,
 How little balanced by the sullied bliss
 They win for some few minutes of their life, — 
 Lest they die out and leave thee void of strife,
 Empty of all their yearning and their fear,
 ‘Twixt storm and sunshine of thy changing year?
 

LATE February days; and now, at last,
 Might you have thought that winter’s woe was past;
 So fair the sky was, and so soft the air.
 The happy birds were hurrying here and there,
 As something soon would happen. Reddened now
 The hedges, and in gardens many a bough
 Was overbold of buds. Sweet days, indeed,
 Although past road and bridge, through wood and mead,
 Swift ran the brown stream, swirling by the grass,
 And in the hill-side hollows snow yet was.
 

 Within sound of the city, yet amid
 Patches of woodland that its white walls hid,
 The house was, where the elders sat this tide,
 The young folk with them; by the highway-side
 The first starred yellow blossoms of the spring
 Some held in hand; some came in, hurrying
 From deeper in the woods, and now in fold
 Of skirt and gown its treasures did they hold;
 And soon to garland-making youth and maid
 Were sat down: then the Swabian smiled, and said:
 

 “However it be that I, so old and grey,
 A priest too, yet again must have to say 
 More words of Venus, judge ye, maids: in sooth,
 I, wandering once in long-past days of youth,
 Came to the place my tale shall tell of now.
 Vague tales, wherein I was well fain to trow,
 Being dreamy and a youth, I oft had heard
 Thereof, yet somewhat I did grow afeard
 Before that cavern, although not alone
 I was there, and the morn was such an one
 As this fair morn has been: my fellow there

 Was an old forester with thin white hair — 
 Lo you, like mine now! — but his deep-set eyes,
 Bright mid his wrinkles, made him seem right wise — 

 — As I would fain seem, maidens. — Ye may wot
 That many a tale of that place had he got,
 Because nearby, child boy and man, had he
 Dwelt ever: so on a felled oaken tree
 We sat beside the cave’s mouth there of old,
 While he this story, that I looked for, told.
 

THE HILL OF VENUS.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

THIS story tells of a certain man who by strange adventure fell into the power of Venus, and who, repenting of his life with her, was fain to return to the world and amend all, but might not; for his repentance was rejected of men, by whomsoever it was accepted.
 

A CERTAIN summer afternoon day hung
 Doubtful ‘twixt storm and sunshine, and the earth
 Seemed waiting for the clouds to spread, that clung
 About the south-east, ere its morning mirth,
 Ere all the freshness of its hopeful birth,
 Should end in dreadful darkness, and the clash
 Of rain-beat boughs and wildering lightning-flash.
 

 Such a tide brooded o’er the ancient wood,
 Wild with sour waste and rough untended tree,
 Which, long before the coming of the Rood,
 Men held a holy place in Germany;
 Yea, and still looked therein strange things to see,
 Still deemed that dark therein was uglier
 Than in all other wilds, more full of fear.
 

 Grim on that day it was, when the sun shone
 Clear through the thinner boughs, and yet its light
 Seemed threatening; such great stillness lay upon
 The wide-head oaks, such terror as of night

 Waylaying day, made the sward yet more bright,
 As, blotting out the far-away blue sky,
 The hard and close-packed clouds spread silently.
 

 Now ‘twixt the trees slowly a knight there rode,
 Musing belike; a seemly man and fair,
 No more a youth, but bearing not the load
 Of many years; he might have seen the wear
 Of thirty summers: why he journeyed there
 Nought tells the tale, but Walter doth him name,
 And saith that from the Kaiser’s court he came.
 


  

 Dull enow seemed his thoughts, as on he went
 From tree to tree, with heavy knitted brow,
 And eyes upon the forest grass intent;
 And oft beneath his breath he muttered low,
 And once looked up and said: “The earth doth grow
 Day after day a wearier place belike;
 No word for me to speak, no blow to strike:
 

 “Once I looked not for this and it has come;
 What shall the end be now I look for worse?
 Woe worth the dull walls of mine ancient home,
 The ragged fields laid ‘neath the ancient curse!
 Woe worth false hope that dead despair doth nurse 
 Woe worth the world’s false love and babbling hate — 
 O life, vain, grasping, uncompassionate!”
 

 He looked around as thus he spake, and saw
 That he amidst his thoughts had ridden to where
 The close wood backward for a space did draw,
 Leaving a plain of sweet-grown sward all clear,
 Till at the end thereof a cliff rose sheer
 From the green grass, o’er which again arose
 A hill-side clad with fir-trees dark and close.
 

  Now nigh the cliff a little river ran,
 And bright with sun were hill and mead, although
 Already, far away, the storm began
 To rumble, and the storm lift moving slow,
 Over a full third of the sky to grow,
 Though still within its heart the tumult stayed,
 Content as yet to keep the world afraid.
 

 There had he drawn rein, and his eyes were set
 Upon a dark place in the sheer rock’s side,
 A cavern’s mouth; and some new thought did get
 Place in his heart therewith, and he must bide
 To nurse the thing; for certes far and wide
 That place was known, and by an evil fame;
 The Hill of Venus had it got to name.
 

 And many a tale yet unforgot there was
 Of what a devilish world, dream-like, but true, 
 Would snare the o’er-rash man whose feet should pass
 That cavern’s mouth: old folk would say they knew
 Of men who risked it; nor came back to rue
 The losing of their souls; and others told
 Of how they watched, when they were young and bold,
 

 Midsummer night through: yea, and not in vain;
 For on the stream’s banks, and the flowery mead,
 Sights had they seen they might not tell again;
 And in their hearts that night had sown the seed
 Of many a wild desire and desperate need;
 So that, with longings nought could satisfy,
 Their lives were saddened till they came to die.
 

 For all the stories were at one in this,
 That still they told of a trap baited well
 With some first minutes of unheard-of bliss;
 Then, these grasped greedily, the poor fool fell
 To earthly misery, or no doubtful hell.
 Yet, as these stories flitted by all dim,
 The knight’s face softened, sweet they seemed to him. — 
 

  He muttered: “Yea, the end is hell and death,
 The midmost hid, yet the beginning Love.
 Ah me! despite the worst Love threateneth,
 Still would I cling on to the skirts thereof,
 If I could hope his sadness still could move
 My heart for evermore.  A little taste
 Of the king’s banquet, then all bare and waste
 

 “My table is; fresh guests are hurrying in
 With eager eyes, there to abide their turn,
 That they more hunger therewithal may win!
 Ah me! what skill for dying love to yearn?
 Yet, O my yearning! though my heart should burn
 Into light feathery ash, blown here and there,
 After one minute of that odorous flare.”
 

 With that once more he hung his head adown;
 The name of Love such thoughts in him had stirred,
 That somewhat sweet his life to him was grown,
 And like soft sighs his breathing now he heard;
 His heart beat like a lover’s heart afeard;
 Of such fair women as he erst had seen,
 The names he named, and thought what each had been.
 

 Yet, as he told them over one by one,
 But dimly might he see their forms, and still
 Some lack, some coldness, cursed them all, and none
 The void within his straining heart might fill;
 For evermore, as if against his will,
 Words of old stories, turned to images
 Of lovelier things, would blur the sight of these.
 

 Long dwelt he in such musings, though his beast
 From out his hand had plucked the bridle-rein,
 And, wandering slowly onward, now did feast
 Upon the short sweet herbage of the plain;
 So when the knight raised up his eyes again, 
 Behind his back the dark of the oakwood lay,
 And nigh unto its end was grown the day.
 

  He gazed round toward the west first, and the stream,
 Where all was bright and sunny, nor would he
 Have deemed himself deep fallen into a dream
 If he had seen the grass swept daintily
 By raiment that in old days used to be;
 When white ‘neath Pallas’ smile and Juno’s frown
 Gleamed Venus from the gold slow slipping down.
 

 But void was all the meadow’s beauty now,
 And to the east he turned round with a sigh,
 And saw the hard lift blacker and blacker grow
 ‘Neath the world’s silence, as the storm drew nigh;
 And to his heart there went home suddenly
 A sting of bitter hatred and despair,
 That these things, his own heart had made so fair,
 

 He might not have; and even as he gazed,
 And the air grew more stifling yet and still,
 Down in the east a crooked red line blazed,
 And soon the thunder the eve’s hush did fill,
 Low yet, but strong, persistent as God’s will.
 He cried aloud: “A world made to be lost, — 
 A bitter life ‘twixt pain and nothing tossed!”
 

 And therewithal he stooped and caught the rein,
 And turned his horse about till he did face 
 The cavern in the hill, and said: “Ah, vain
 My yearning for enduring bliss of days
 Amidst the dull world’s hopeless, hurrying race,
 Where the past gain each new gain makes a loss,
 And yesterday’s gold love to-day makes dross!”
 

 And as he spake, slowly his horse ‘gan move
 Unto the hill: “To-morrow and to-day,
 Why should I name you, so I once hold Love
 Close to my heart? If others fell away,
 That was because within their souls yet lay

 Some hope, some thought of making peace at last
 With the false world, when all their love was passed.”
 

 But strangely light therewith his heart did grow,
 He knew not why; and yet again he said:
 “A wondrous thing that I this day must trow
 In tales that poets and old wives have made!
 Time was when duly all these things I weighed.
 Yet, O my heart — what sweetens the dull air?
 What is this growing hope, so fresh and fair?”
 

 Then therewithal louder the thunder rolled,
 And the world darkened, for the sun was down;
 A fitful wind ‘gan flicker o’er the wold,
 And in scared wise the woods began to moan,
 And fast the black clouds all the sky did drown;
 But his eyes glittered, — a strange smile did gleam
 Across his face, as in a happy dream.
 

 Again he cried: “Thou callest me; I come;
 I come, O lovely one! Oh, thou art nigh;
 Like a sweet scent, the nearness of thine home
 Is shed around; it lighteth up God’s sky — 
 O me, thy glory!” Therewith suddenly
 The lightning streamed across the gathering night,
 And his horse swerved aside in wild affright.
 

 He heeded not except to spur him on;
 He drew his sword as if he saw a foe,
 And rode on madly till the stream he won,
 And, even as the storm-wind loud ‘gan blow,
 And the great drops fell pattering, no more slow,
 Dashed through the stream and up the other bank,
 And leaped to earth amid his armour’s clank,
 

 And faced the wild white rain, and the wind’s roar,
 The swift wide-dazzling lightning strange of hue,
 The griding thunder, saying: “No more, no more,

 Helpless and cruel, do I deal with you,
 Or heed the things the false world calleth true.
 Surely mine eyes in spite of you behold
 The perfect peace Love’s loving arms enfold.”
 

 Then, whirling o’er his head his glittering sword,
 Into the night he cast it far away;
 And turning round, without another word
 Left the wild tumult of the ruined day,
 And into the darkness that before him lay 
 Rushed blindly, while the cold rain-bearing wind
 Wailed after him, and the storm clashed behind.
 

 A few steps through black darkness did he go,
 Then turned and stayed, and with his arms outspread
 Stood tottering there a little while, as though
 He fain would yet turn back; some words he said
 If the storm heard, then fell, and as one dead
 Lay long, not moving, noting not how soon
 Above the dripping boughs outshone the moon.
 

HE woke up with the tears upon his cheek,
 As though awakened from some dream of love,
 And as his senses cleared felt strange and weak,
 And would not open eyes or try to move,
 Since he felt happy and yet feared to prove
 His new-born bliss, lest it should fade from him
 E’en as in waking grows the love-dream dim.
 

 A half hush was there round about, as though
 Beast, bird, and creeping thing went each their ways,
 Yet needs must keep their voices hushed and low,
 For worship of the sweet love-laden days.
 Most heavenly odours floated through the place, 
 Whate’er it was, wherein his body lay,
 And soft the air was as of deathless May.
 

 At last he rose with eyes fixed on the ground,
 And therewithal his armour’s clinking seemed

 An overloud and clean unlooked-for sound:
 He trembled; even yet perchance he dreamed,
 Though strange hope o’er his wondering heart there streamed;
 He looked up; in the thickest of a wood
 Of trees fair-blossomed, heavy-leaved, he stood.
 

 He turned about and looked; some memory
 Of time late past, of dull and craving pain,
 Made him yet look the cavern’s mouth to see
 Anigh behind him: but he gazed in vain,
 For there he stood, as a man born again,
 ‘Mid a close break of eglantine and rose,
 With no deed now to cast aside or choose.
 

 Yet, as a man new born at first may hear
 A murmur in his ears of life gone by,
 Then in a flash may see his past days clear,
 The pain, the pleasure, and the strife, all nigh,
 And stripped of every softening veil and lie, — 
 So did he hear, and see, and vainly strive
 In one short minute all that life to live.
 

 But even while he strove, as strong as sleep, 
 As swift as death, came deep forgetfulness,
 Came fresh desire unnamed; his heart did leap
 With a fresh hope, a fresh fear did oppress
 The new delight, that else cried out to bless
 The unchanging softness of that unknown air,
 And the sweet tangle round about him there.
 

 Trembling, and thinking strange things to behold,
 The interwoven boughs aside he drew,
 And softly, as though sleep the world did hold,
 And he should not awake it, passed them through
 Into a freer space; yet nought he knew
 Why he was thither come, or where to turn,
 Or why the heart within him so did burn.
 

  Then through the wood he went on, and for long
 Heard but the murmur of the prisoned breeze,
 Or overhead the wandering wood-dove’s song;
 But whiles amid the dusk of far-off trees
 He deemed he saw swift-flitting images,
 That made him strive in vain to call to mind
 Old stories of the days now left behind.
 

 Slowly he went, and ever looking round
 With doubtful eyes, until he heard at last
 Across the fitful murmur of dumb sound,
 Far off and faint the sound of singing cast
 Upon the lonely air; the sound went past, 
 And on the moaning wind died soft away,
 But, as far thunder startles new-born day,
 

 So was his dream astonied therewithal,
 And his lips strove with some forgotten name,
 And on his heart strange discontent did fall,
 And wild desire o’ersweet therefrom did flame;
 And then again adown the wind there came
 That sound grown louder; then his feet he stayed
 And listened eager, joyous and afraid.
 

 Again it died away, and rose again,
 And sank and swelled, and sweeter and stronger grew,
 Wrapping his heart in waves of joy and pain,
 Until at last so near his ears it drew
 That very words amid its notes he knew,
 And stretched his arms abroad to meet the bliss,
 Unnamed indeed as yet, but surely his.
 

SONG.
 

 Before our lady came on earth

Little there was of joy or mirth;

About the borders of the sea

The sea folk wandered heavily;

About the wintry river side

The weary fishers would abide.
 

 Alone within the weaving-room

 The girls would sit before the loom,

And sing no song, and play no play;

Alone from dawn to hot mid-day,

From mid-day unto evening,

The men afield would work, nor sing,

‘Mid weary thoughts of man and God,

Before thy feet the wet ways trod.
 

 Unkissed the merchant bore his care,

Unkissed the knights went out to war,

Unkissed the mariner came home,

Unkissed the minstrel men did roam.
 

 Or in the stream the maids would stare,

Nor know why they were made so fair;

Their yellow locks, their bosoms white,

Their limbs well wrought for all delight,

Seemed foolish things that waited death,

As hopeless as the flowers beneath

The weariness of unkissed feet:

No life was bitter then, or sweet.
 

 Therefore, O Venus, well may we

Praise the green ridges of the sea

O’er which, upon a happy day,

Thou cam’st to take our shame away.

Well may we praise the curdling foam

Amidst the which thy feet did bloom, 

Flowers of the gods; the yellow sand

They kissed atwixt the sea and land;

The bee-beset ripe-seeded grass,

Through which thy fine limbs first did pass;

The purple-dusted butterfly,

First blown against thy quivering thigh;

The first red rose that touched thy side,

And over-blown and fainting died;

The flickering of the orange shade,

Where first in sleep thy limbs were laid;

The happy day’s sweet life and death,

Whose air first caught thy balmy breath — 

 Yea, all these things well praised may be,

But with what words shall we praise thee — 

O Venus, O thou love alive,

Born to give peace to souls that strive?
 

 Louder the song had grown to its last word,
 And with its growth grew odours strange and sweet,
 And therewithal a rustling noise he heard,
 As though soft raiment the soft air did meet,
 And through the wood the sound of many feet,
 Until its dusk was peopled with a throng
 Of fair folk fallen silent after song.
 

 Softly they flowed across his glimmering way,
 Young men and girls thin-clad and garlanded, 
 Too full of love a word of speech to say
 Except in song; head leaning unto head,
 As in a field the poppies white and red;
 Hand warm with hand, as faint wild rose with rose,
 Mid still abundance of a summer close.
 

 Softly they passed, and if not swiftly, still
 So many, and in such a gliding wise,
 That, though their beauty all his heart did fill
 With hope and eagerness, scarce might his eyes,
 Caught in the tangle of their first surprise,
 Note mid the throng fair face, or form, or limb,
 Ere all amid the far dusk had grown dim.
 

 A while, indeed, the wood might seem more sweet,
 That there had been the passionate eyes of them
 Wandering from tree to tree loved eyes to meet;
 That o’er-blown flower, or heavy-laden stem
 Lay scattered, languid ‘neath the delicate hem
 That kissed the feet moving with love’s unrest,
 Though love was nigh them, to some dreamed-of best.
 

 A little while, then on his way he went,
 With all that company now quite forgot,
 But unforgot the name their lips had sent

 Adown the wave of song; his heart waxed hot
 With a new thought of life, remembered not,
 Save as a waste passed through with loathing sore
 Unto a life, which, if he gained no more
 

 Than this desire, lonely, unsatisfied,
 This name of one unknown, unseen, was bliss;
 And if this strange world were not all too wide,
 But he some day might touch her hand with his,
 And turn away from that ungranted kiss
 Not all unpitied, nor unhappy quite,
 What better knew the lost world of delight?
 

 Now, while he thought these things, and had small heed
 Of what was round him, changed the place was grown
 Like to a tree-set garden, that no weed,
 Nor winter, or decay had ever known;
 No longer now complained the dove alone
 Over his head, but with unwearying voice
 ‘Twixt leaf and blossom did the birds rejoice.
 

 No longer strove the sun and wind in vain
 To reach the earth, but bright and fresh they played
 About the flowers of a wide-stretching plain,
 Where ‘twixt the soft sun and the flickering shade
 There went a many wild things, unafraid
 Each of the other or of the wanderer,
 Yea, even when his bright arms drew anear.
 

 And through the plain a little stream there wound,
 And far o’er all there rose up mountains grey,
 That never so much did the place surround,
 But ever through their midmost seemed a way
 To whatsoe’er of lovely through them lay. 
 But still no folk saw Walter; nay, nor knew
 If those were dreams who passed the wild wood through.
 

 But on he passed, and now his dream to prove
 Plucked down an odorous fruit from overhead,

 Opened its purple heart and ate thereof;
 Then, where a path of wondrous blossoms led,
 Beset with lilies and with roses red,
 Went to the stream, and felt its ripples cold,
 As through a shallow, strewn with very gold
 

 For pebbles, slow he waded: still no stay
 He made, but wandered toward the hills; no fear
 And scarce a pain upon his heart did weigh;
 Only a longing made his life more dear,
 A longing for a joy that drew an ear;
 And well-nigh now his heart seemed satisfied,
 So only in one place he should not bide.
 

 And so he ever wandered on and on,
 Till clearer grew the pass ‘twixt hill and hill;
 Lengthened the shadows, sank adown the sun,
 As though in that dull world he journeyed still
 Where all day long men labour, night to fill
 With dreams of toil and trouble, and arise
 To find the daylight cold to hopeless eyes.
 

 Some vague thought of that world was in his heart,
 As, meeting sunset and grey moonrise there. 
 He came unto the strait vale that did part
 Hill-side from hill-side; through the golden air,
 Far off, there lay another valley fair;
 Red with the sunset ran the little stream — 
 Ah me! in such a place, amid a dream,
 

 Two sundered lovers, each of each forgiven,
 All things known, all things past away, might meet.
 Such place, such time, as the one dream of heaven,
 Midst a vain life of nought. — With faltering feet
 He stayed a while, for all grew over sweet;
 He hid his eyes, lest day should come again
 As in such dream, and make all blank and vain.
 

  He trembled as the wind came up the pass, — 
 Was it long time ‘twixt breath and breath thereof?
 Did the shade creep slow o’er the flower-strewn grass?
 Was it a long time that he might not move,
 Lest morn should bring the world and slay his love?
 Surely the sun had set, the stream was still,
 The wind had sunk adown behind the hill. — 
 

 Nay, through his fingers the red sun did gleam,
 In cadence with his heart’s swift beating now
 Beat the fresh wind, and fell adown the stream.
 Then from his eyes his hands fell, and e’en so
 The blissful knowledge on his soul did grow
 That she was there, her speech as his speech, stilled
 By very love, with love of him fulfilled.
 

 O close, O close there, in the hill’s grey shade,
 She stood before him, with her wondrous eyes
 Fixed full on his! All thought in him did fade
 Into the bliss that knoweth not surprise,
 Into the life that hath no memories,
 No hope and fear; the life of all desire,
 Whose fear is death, whose hope consuming fire.
 

 Naked, alone, unsmiling, there she stood,
 No cloud to raise her from the earth; her feet
 Touching the grass that his touched, and her blood
 Throbbing as his throbbed through her bosom sweet;
 Both hands held out a little, as to meet
 His outstretched hands; her lips each touching each;
 Praying for love of him, but without speech.
 

 He fell not and he knelt not; life was strong
 Within him at that moment; well he thought
 That he should never die; all shame and wrong,
 Time past and time to come, were all made nought;
 As, springing forward, both her hands he caught;
 And, even as the King of Love might kiss,
 Felt her smooth cheek and pressed her lips with his.
 

  What matter by what name of heaven or earth
 Men called his love? Breathing and loving there
 She stood, and clung to him; one love had birth
 In their two hearts — he said — all things were fair,
 Although no sunlight warmed the fresh grey air 
 As their lips sundered. Hand in hand they turned
 From where no more the yellow blossoms burned.
 

 Louder the stream was, fallen dead was the wind,
 As up the vale they went into the night,
 No rest but rest of utter love to find
 Amid the marvel of new-born delight,
 And as her feet brushed through the dew, made white
 By the high moon, he cried: “For this, for this
 God made the world, that I might feel thy kiss!”
 

WHAT, is the tale not ended then? Woe’s me!
 How many tales on earth have such an end:
 I longed, I found, I lived long happily,
 And fearless in death’s fellowship did wend?’

 — On earth, — where hope is that two souls may blend
 That God has made but she — who made her then
 To be a curse unto the sons of men?
 

 And yet a flawless life indeed that seemed
 For a long while: as flowers, not made to die
 Or sin, they were: no dream was ever dreamed,
 How short soe’er, wherein more utterly
 Was fear forgot or weariness worn by;
 Wherein less thought of the world’s woe and shame,
 Of men’s vain struggles, o’er the sweet rest came.
 

  Men say he grew exceeding wise in love,
 That all the beauty that the earth had known,
 At least in seeming, would come back, and move
 Betwixt the buds and blossoms overblown;
 Till, turning round to that which was his own,
 Blind would he grow with ecstasy of bliss,
 And find unhoped-for joy in each new kiss.
 

 Men say that every dear voice love has made
 Throughout that love-filled loneliness would float,
 And make the roses tremble in the shade
 With unexpected sweetness of its note;
 Till he would turn unto her quivering throat,
 And, deaf belike, would feel the wave of sound
 From out her lips change all the air around.
 

 Men say he saw the lovers of old time;
 That ORPHEUS led in his EURYDICE,
 Crooning o’er snatches of forgotten rhyme,
 That once had striven against eternity,
 And only failed, as all love fails, to see
 Desire grow into perfect joy, to make
 A lonely heaven for one beloved’s sake.
 

 THISBE he saw, her wide white bosom bare;
 Thereon instead of blood the mulberries’ stain;
 And single-hearted PYRAMUS anear
 Held in his hand tufts of the lion’s mane,
 And the grey blade that stilled their longings vain 
 Smote down the daisies. — Changeless earth and old,
 Surely thy heart amid thy flowers is cold!
 

 HELEN he saw move slow across the sward,
 Until before the feet of her she stood
 Who gave her, a bright bane and sad reward,
 Unto the PARIS that her hand yet wooed:
 Trembled her lips now, and the shame-stirred blood
 Flushed her smooth cheek; but hard he gazed, and yearned
 Unto the torch that Troy and him had burned.
 

  Then ARIADNE came, her raiment wet
 From out the sea; to her a prison wall,
 A highway to the love she could not get.
 Then upon PHYLLIS’ ivory cheeks did fall
 The almond-blossoms. Then, black-haired and tall,
 Came DIDO, with her slender fingers laid
 On the thin edge of that so bitter blade.
 

 Then, what had happed? was the sun darker now?
 Had the flowers shrunk, the warm breeze grown achill?
 It might be; but his love therewith did grow,
 And all his aching heart it seemed to fill
 With such desire as knows no chain nor will:
 Shoulder to shoulder quivering there they lay,
 In a changed world that had not night nor day.
 

 A loveless waste of ages seemed to part,
 And through the cloven dullness BRYNHILD came,
 Her left hand on the fire that was her heart,
 That paled her cheeks and through her eyes did flame,
 Her right hand holding SIGURD’S; for no shame
 Was in his simple eyes, that saw the worth
 So clearly now of all the perished earth.
 

 Then suddenly outbroke the thrushes’ sound,
 The air grew fresh as after mid-spring showers,
 And on the waves of soft wind flowing round
 Came scent of apple-bloom and gilliflowers,

 And all the world seemed in its morning hours,
 And soft and dear were kisses, and the sight
 Of eyes, and hands, and lips, and bosom white.
 

 Yea, the earth seemed a-babbling of these twain,
 TRISTRAM and YSEULT, as they lingered there,
 All their life days now nothing but a gain;
 While death itself, wrapped in love’s arms, must bear
 Some blossom grown from depths of all despair,
 Some clinging, sweetest, bitterest kiss of all,
 Before the dark upon their heads should fall.
 

 Others he saw, whose names could tell him nought
 Of any tale they might have sorrowed through;
 But their lips spake, when of their lives he sought,
 And many a story from their hearts he drew,
 Some sweet as any that old poets knew, 
 Some terrible as death, some strange and wild
 As any dream that hath sad night beguiled.
 

 But all with one accord, what else they said,
 Would praise with eager words the Queen of Love;
 Yet sometimes, while they spake, as if with dread,
 Would look askance adown the blossomed grove;
 Till a strange pain within his heart would move,
 And he would cling to her enfolding arm,
 Trembling with joy to find her breast yet warm.
 

 Then a great longing would there stir in him,
 That all those kisses might not satisfy;
 Dreams never dreamed before would gather dim
 About his eyes, and trembling would he cry
 To tell him how it was he should not die;
 To tell him how it was that he alone
 Should have a love all perfect and his own.
 

  Ah me! with softest words her lips could make,
 With touches worth a lifetime of delight,
 Then would she soothe him, and his hand would take,
 And lead him through all places fresh and bright,
 And show him greater marvels of her might,
 Till midst of smiles and joy he clean forgot
 That she his passionate cry had answered not.
 

 Forgot to-day, and many days maybe:
 Yet many days such questions came again, 
 And he would ask: “How do I better thee,
 Who never knewst a sorrow or a pain?
 Folk on the earth fear they may love in vain,
 Ere first they see the love in answering eyes,
 And still from day to day fresh fear doth rise.”
 

 Unanswered and forgot! — forgot to-day,
 Because too close they clung for sight or sound;
 But yet to-morrow:— “Changeless love, O say
 Why, since love’s grief on earth doth so abound,
 No heart my heart that loveth so ere found
 That needed me? — for wilt thou say indeed
 That thou, O perfect one, of me hast need?”
 

 — Unanswered and forgot a little while; — 
 Asked and unanswered many a time and oft;
 Till something gleamed from out that marvellous smile,
 And something moved within that bosom soft,
 As though the God of Love had turned and scoffed
 His worshipper, before his feet cast down,
 To tell of all things for his sake o’erthrown.
 

 How many questions asked, nor answered aught?
 How many longings met still by that same
 Sweet face, by anguish never yet distraught,
 Those limbs ne’er marred by any fear or shame;
 How many times that dear rest o’er him came — 
 And faded mid the fear that nought she knew
 What bitter seed within his bosom grew?
 

  ‘Twixt lessening joy and gathering fear, grew thin
 That lovely dream, and glimmered now through it
 Gleams of the world cleft from him by his sin;
 Hell’s flames withal, heavens glory, ‘gan to flit
 Athwart his eyes sometimes, as he did sit
 Beside the Queen, in sleep’s soft image laid;
 And yet awhile the dreadful dawn was stayed.
 

 And in that while two thoughts there stirred in him,
 And this the first: “Am I the only one
 Whose eyes thy glorious kisses have made dim?
 And what then with the others hast thou done?
 Where is the sweetness of their sick love gone?”

 — Ah me! her lips upon his lips were laid,
 And yet awhile the dreadful dawn was stayed.
 

 And in that while the second thought was this:
 “And if, wrapped in her love, I linger here
 Till God’s last justice endeth all our bliss,
 Shall my eyes then, by hopeless pain made clear,
 See that a vile dream my vain life held dear,
 And I am lone? “ — Ah, cheek to his cheek laid!
 And yet awhile the dreadful dawn was stayed.
 

 How long who knoweth? — and be sure meanwhile,
 That could man’s heart imagine, man’s tongue say,
 The strange delights that did his heart beguile
 Within that marvellous place from day to day,
 Whoso might hearken should cast clean away 
 All thought of sin and shame, and laugh to scorn
 The fear and hope of that delaying morn.
 

 But the third thought at last, unnamed for long,
 Bloomed, a weak flower of hope within his heart;
 And by its side unrest grew bitter strong,
 And, though his lips said not the word, “Depart;”
 Yet would he murmur: “Hopeless fair thou art!
 Is there no love amid earth’s sorrowing folk?”
 So glared the dreadful dawn — and thus it broke. — 
 

  For on a night, amid the lily and rose,
 Peaceful he woke from dreams of days bygone;
 Peaceful at first; and, seeing her lying close
 Beside him, had no memory of deeds done
 Since long before that eve he rode alone
 Amidst the wild wood; still awhile himseemed
 That of that fair close, those white limbs he dreamed.
 

 So there for long he lay in happy rest,
 As one too full of peace to wish to wake
 From dreams he knows are dreams. Upon her breast
 The soft wind did the dewy rose-leaves shake;
 From out a gleaming cloud the moon did break;
 Till, mid her balmy sleep, toward him she turned,
 And into his soul her touch his baseness burned.
 

 Then fled all peace, as in a blaze of flame,
 Rushed dreadful memory back; and therewithal,
 Amid the thoughts that crowding o’er him came,
 Rose up against him a great fiery wall,
 Built of vain longing and regret and fear,
 Dull empty loneliness, and blank despair.
 

 A little space in stony dread he lay,
 Till something of a wretched hope at last
 Amidst his tangled misery drave its way.
 Slowly he rose, and, cold with terror, passed
 Through blossomed boughs, whose leaves, upon him cast
 As he brushed by, seemed full of life and sound,
 Though noiselessly they fell upon the ground.
 

 But soon he fled fast: and his goal he knew;
 For each day’s life once burdened with delight
 Rose clear before him, as he hurried through
 That lonely hell the grey moon yet made bright;
 And midst them he remembered such a night
 Of his first days there, when, hand locked in hand,
 Sleepless with love, they wandered through the land;
 

  And how, as thus they went, and as he thought
 If he might still remember all her speech,
 Whatso fresh pleasure to him might be brought,
 A grove of windless myrtles they did reach,
 So dark, that closer they clung each to each,
 As children might; and how, the grove nigh done,
 They came upon a cliff of smooth grey stone;
 

 And how, because the moon shone thereabout
 Betwixt the boughs grown thinner, he could see,
 Gazing along her smooth white arm stretched out,
 A cavern mid the cliff gape gloomily;
 And how she said: “Hither I guided thee,
 To show thee the dark danger and the death,
 But if thou have heed, of thy love and faith.”
 

 Ah me! the memory of the sunrise sweet
 After that warning little understood,
 When stole the golden sun unto her feet,
 As she lay sleeping by the myrtle-wood,
 Watched by his sleepless longing!— “O how good
 Those days were! fool, go back, go back again,
 Shalt thou have lived and wilt thou die in vain?”
 

 So cried he, knowing well now what it meant,
 That long-passed warning; that there gaped the gate
 Whereby lost souls back to the cold earth went:
 Then through his soul there swept a rush of hate
 ‘Gainst hope, that came so cruel and so late
 To drive him forth from all the joys he knew,
 Yet scarcely whispering why or whereunto.
 

 Therewith he stayed: midst a bright mead he was,
 Whose flowers across her feet full oft had met
 While he beheld; a babbling stream did pass
 Unto the flowery close that held her yet.

 — O bliss grown woe that he might ne’er forget! 
 But how shall he go back, just, e’en as now,
 Oft, o’er again that bliss from him to throw?
 

  He cried aloud with rage and misery,
 But once again gat onward through the night;
 Nought met him but the wind as he drew nigh
 That myrtle-grove, black ‘gainst the meadow bright;
 Nought followed but the ghost of dead delight;
 The boughs closed round him as still on he sped,
 Half deeming that the world and he were dead.
 

 But when he came unto the open space,
 Grey with the glimmer of the moon, he stayed
 Breathless, and turned his white and quivering face
 Back toward the spot where he had left her, laid
 Beneath the rose-boughs by their flowers down-weighed,
 As if he looked e’en yet to see her come,
 And lead him back unto her changeless home.
 

 Nought saw he but the black boughs, and he cried:
 “No sign, no sign for all thy kisses past!
 For all thy soft speech that hath lied and lied!
 No help, no cry to come back! — Ah, at last
 I know that no real love from me I cast;
 Nought but a dream; and that God knoweth too;
 And no great gift He deems this deed I do.
 

 “O me! if thou across the night wouldst cry,
 If through this dusky twilight of the moon
 Thou wouldst glide past and sob a-going by, 
 Then would I turn and ask no greater boon
 Of God, than here with thee to dwell alone,
 And wait His day! — but now, behold, I flee,
 Lest thy kissed lips should speak but mocks to me!
 

 “But now I flee, lest God should leave us twain
 Forgotten here when earth has passed away,
 Nor think us worthy of more hell or pain
 Than such a never-ending, hopeless day! — 
 No sign yet breaketh through the glimmering grey!
 Nought have I, God, for thee to take or leave,
 Unless this last faint hope thou wilt receive!”
 

  And with that word he rushed into the cave.
 But when the depths of its chill dark he gained,
 Turning he saw without the black boughs wave; — 

 — And oh, amidst them swayed her form unstained! ‘
 But as he moved to meet her, all things waned;
 A void unfathomed caught him as he fell
 Into a night whereof no tongue can tell.
 

INTO bright sun he woke up suddenly,
 And sprang up like a man with foes beset
 Amidst of sleep; and crying an old cry
 Learned in the tilt-yard, blind and tottering yet,
 He stretched his hand out, that a tree-trunk met, 
 Dank with the dew of morn, and through his blood
 A shiver ran, as hapless there he stood.
 

 Until, though scarce remembering aught at all,
 Clearly he saw the world and where he was;
 For as he gazed around, his eyes did fall
 Upon a tree-encompassed plain of grass,
 Through which anigh him did a fair stream pass.
 He stood and looked, nor a long while did dare
 To turn and see what lay behind him there.
 

 At last he did turn, and the cave’s mouth, black,
 Threatening, and dreadful, close to him did see,
 And thither now his first thought drove him back;
 A blind hope mingled with the misery
 That ‘gan to close about him; and yet he
 Had no will left to move his feet thereto.
 Yea, vague that passed joy seemed — yea, hardly true.
 

 Again he looked about: the sun was bright,
 And leafless were the trees of that lone place,
 Last seen by him amid the storm’s wild light;
 He passed his hand across his haggard face,
 And touched his brow; and therefrom did he raise,
 Unwittingly, a strange-wrought golden crown,
 Mingled with roses, faded now and brown.
 

 The cold March wind across his raiment ran
 As his hand dropped, and the crown fell to earth; 
 An icy shiver caught the wretched man
 As he beheld his raiment of such worth
 For gems, that in strange places had their birth,
 But frail as is the dragon-fly’s fair wing
 That down the July stream goes flickering.
 

 Cold to the very bone, in that array
 He hugged himself against the biting wind,
 And toward the stream went slow upon his way;
 Nor yet amidst the mazes of his mind
 The whole tale of his misery might he find,
 Though well he knew he was come back again
 Unto a lost world fresh fulfilled of pain.
 

 But ere he reached the rippling stony ford,
 His right foot smote on something in the grass,
 And, looking down, he saw a goodly sword,
 Though rusted, tangled in the weeds it was;
 Then to his heart did better memory pass,
 And in one flash he saw that bygone night,
 Big with its sudden hopes of strange delight.
 

 For, to you, now his blanched and unused hand
 Clutched the spoiled grip of his once trusty blade!
 There, holding it point downward, did he stand,
 Until he heard a cry, and from a glade
 He saw a man come toward him; sore afraid
 Of that new face he was, as a lone child
 Of footsteps on a midnight road and wild.
 

 There he stood still, and watched the man draw near;
 A forester, who, gazing on him now,
 Seemed for his part stayed by some sudden fear
 That made him fit a shaft unto his bow,
 As his scared heart wild tales to him did show
 About that haunted hill-side and the cave,
 And scarce he thought by flight his soul to save.
 

  Now when he saw that, out into the stream
 The knight strode, with a great and evil cry,
 Since all men suddenly his foes did seem:
 Then quailed the man, yet withal timidly
 His bowstring drew, and close the shaft did fly
 To Walter’s ear, but the carle turned and fled,
 E’en as he drew the bowstring to his head.
 

 But the knight reached the other side, and stood
 Staring with hopeless eyes through that cold day;
 And nothing that he now might do seemed good:
 Then muttered he: “Why did I flee away?
 My tears are frozen, and I cannot pray;
 Nought have I, God, for thee to take or leave,
 Unless that last faint hope thou didst receive.”
 

 But as he spake these words unwittingly,
 He moaned; for once again the moonlit place
 Where last he said them did he seem to see,
 And in his heart such longing did that raise,
 That a bright flush carne o’er his haggard face, 
 And round he turned unto the cliff once more,
 And moved as if the stream he would cross o’er.
 

 Who shall tell what thought stayed him? who shall tell
 Why pale he grew? of what was he afraid,
 As, turning, fast his hurried footsteps fell
 On the wind-bitten blooms of spring delayed?
 What hope his dull heart tore, as brown birds made
 Clear song about the thicket’s edge, when he
 Rushed by their thorny haunts of melody?
 

 Heavily now his feet, so well wont, trod
 The blind ways of the wood, till it grew thin,
 And through the beech-trunks the green sunlit sod
 He saw again; and presently did win
 Into another cleared space, hemmed within
 A long loop of the stream, and midmost there
 Stood the abode of some stout wood-dweller.
 

  Now as he came anigher to the sun,
 Upon his glittering, gauzy, strange array
 The bough-flecked, dazzling light of mid-day shone,
 And at the wood’s edge made he sudden stay,
 And, writhing, seemed as he would tear away
 The bright curse from him, till he raised his face,
 And knew the cottage midmost of the place:
 

 Knew it, as one a-dying might behold
 His cup made joyous once with wine and glee, 
 Now brought unto him with its ruddy gold,
 Stained with the last sad potion scantily;
 For he, a youth, in joyous company,
 Maying or hunting, oft had wandered there,
 When maiden’s love first known was fresh and fair.
 

 He moaned, and slowly made unto the door,
 Where sat a woman spinning in the sun,
 Who oft belike had seen him there before,
 Among those bright folk not the dullest one;
 But now when she had set her eyes upon
 The wild thing hastening to her, for a space
 She sat regarding him with scared white face;
 

 But as he neared her, fell her rock adown.
 She rose, and fled with mouth that would have cried
 But for her terror. Then did Walter groan:
 “O wretched life! how well might I have died
 Here, where I stand, on many a happy tide,
 When folk fled not from me, nor knew me cursed,
 And yet who knoweth that I know the worst?”
 

 Scarce formed upon his lips, the word “Return”
 Rang in his heart once more; but a cold cloud
 Of all despair, however he might yearn,
 All pleasure of that bygone dream did shroud,
 And hopes and fears, long smothered, now ‘gan crowd
 About his heart: nor might he rest in pain,
 But needs must struggle on, howe’er in vain.
 

  Into the empty house he passed withal;
 As in a dream the motes did dance and grow
 Amidst the sun, that through the door did fall
 Across its gloom, and on the board did show
 A bag of silver pieces, many enow,
 The goodman’s market-silver; and a spear
 New-shafted, bright, that lay athwart it there.
 

 Brooding he stood, till in him purpose grew;
 Unto the peasants’ coffer, known of old,
 He turned, and raised the lid, and from it drew
 Raiment well worn by miles of wind-beat wold.
 And, casting to the floor his gauzy gold,
 Did on these things, scarce thinking in meanwhile
 How he should deal with his life’s new-born toil.
 

 But now, being clad, he took the spear and purse,
 And on the board his clothes begemmed he laid,
 Half wondering would their wealth turn to a curse,
 As in the tales he once deemed vainly made
 Of elves and such-like — once again he weighed
 The bright web in his hand, and a great flood
 Of evil memories fevered all his blood,
 

 Blinded his eyes, and wrung his heart full sore;
 Yet grew his purpose among men to dwell,
 He scarce knew why, nor said he any more
 That word “Return:” perchance the threatened hell,
 Disbelieved once, seemed all too possible
 Amid this anguish, wherefrom if the grain
 Of hope should fall, then hell would be a gain.
 

 He went his ways, and once more crossed the stream,
 And hastened through the wood, that scantier grew
 Till from a low hill he could see the gleam
 Of the great river that of old he knew,
 Which drank the woodland stream: ‘neath the light blue
 Of the March sky, swirling and bright it ran,
 A wonder and a tale to many a man.
 

  He went on wondering not; all tales were nought
 Except his tale; with min of his own life,
 To ruin the world’s life, hopeful once, seemed brought;
 The changing year seemed weary of the strife
 Ever recurring, with all vain hope rife;
 Earth, sky, and water seemed too weak and old
 To gain a little rest from waste and cold.
 

 He wondered not, and no pain smote on him,
 Though from a green hill on the further side,
 Above the green meads set with poplars slim,
 A white wall, buttressed well, made girdle wide
 To towers and roofs where yet his kin did bide: — 

 — His father’s ancient house; yea, now he saw
 His very pennon toward the river draw.
 

 No pain these gave him, and no scorn withal
 Of his old self; no rage that men were glad 
 And went their ways, whatso on him might fall;
 For all seemed shadows to him, good or bad;
 At most the raiment that his yearning clad,
 Yearning made blind with misery, for more life,
 If it might be, love yet should lead the strife.
 

 He stood a space and watched the ferry-boat
 Take in its load of bright and glittering things;
 He watched its head adown the river float,
 As o’er the water came the murmurings
 Of broken talk: and as all memory clings
 To such dumb sounds, so dreamlike came back now
 The tale of how his life and love did grow.
 

 He turned away and strode on, knowing not
 What purpose moved him; as the river flowed
 He hastened, where the sun of March blazed hot
 Upon the bounding wall and hard white road,
 The terraced blossoming vines, the brown abode
 Where wife and child and dog of vine-dressers
 With mingled careless clamour cursed his ears.
 

 — How can words measure misery, when the sun
 Shines at its brightest over plague and ill?
 How can I tell the woe of any one,
 When the soft showers with fair-hued sweetness fill,
 Before the feet of those grief may not kill,
 The tender meads of hopeful spring, that comes
 With eager hours to mock all hopeless homes?
 

 So let it pass, and ask me not to weigh
 Grief against grief: — ye who have ever woke
 To wondering, ere came memory back, why day,
 Bare, blank, immovable, upon you broke — 

 — Untold shall ye know all — to happy folk
 All heaviest words no more of meaning bear
 Than far-off bells saddening the summer air.
 

 But tells my tale, that all that day he went
 Along the highway by the river side,
 Urged on by restlessness without intent;
 Until when he was caught by evening-tide,
 Worn out withal, at last must he abide
 At a small homestead, where he gat him food
 And bed of straw, among tired folk and rude.
 

 A weary ghost within the poor hall there,
 He sat amid their weariness, who knew
 No whit of all his case, yet half with fear
 And half with scorn gazed on him, as, with few
 And heavy words, about the fire they drew,
 The goodman and goodwife, both old and grey,
 Three stout sons, and one rough uncared-for may.
 

 A ghost he sat, and as a ghost he heard
 What things they spoke of; but sleep-laden night
 Seemed to have crushed all memory of their word,
 When on the morrow, in the young sun’s light,
 He plodded o’er the highway hard and white; 
 Unto what end he knew not: though swift thought
 Memory of things long spoken to him brought.
 

  That day he needs must leave the streamside road,
 Whereon he met of wayfarers no few;
 For sight of wondering eyes now ‘gan to goad
 His misery more, as still more used he grew
 To that dull world he had returned unto;
 So into a deep-banked lane he turned aside,
 A little more his face from men to hide.
 

 Slowly he went, for afternoon it was,
 And with the long way was he much foreworn;
 Nor far between the deep banks did he pass,
 Ere on the wind unto his ears was borne
 A stranger sound than he had heard that morn,
 Sweet sound of mournful singing; then he stayed
 His feet, and gazed about as one afraid:
 

 He shuddered, feeling as in time long past,
 When mid the utter joy of his young days
 The sudden sound of music would be cast
 Upon the bright world with the sun ablaze,
 And he would look to see a strange hand raise
 The far-off blue, and God in might come down
 To judge the earth, and make all hid things known.
 

 And therewithal came memory of that speech
 Of yesternight, and how those folk had said, 
 That now so far did wrong and misery reach,
 That soon belike earth would be visited
 At last with that supreme day of all dread;
 When right and wrong, and weal and woe of earth,
 Should change amid its fiery second birth.
 

 He hastened toward the road as one who thought
 God’s visible glory would be passing by,
 But, when he looked forth tremblingly, saw nought
 Of glorious dread to quench his misery;
 There was the sky, and, like a second sky,
 The broad stream, the white road, the whispering trees
 Swaying about in the sound-laden breeze.
 

  For nigher and nigher ever came the song,
 And presently at turning of the way
 A company of pilgrims came along,
 Mostly afoot, in garments brown and grey:
 Slowly they passed on through the windy day,
 Led on by priests who bore aloft the rood,
 Singing with knitted brows as on they strode.
 

 Then sank his heart adown, however sweet,
 Pensive and strange, their swinging song might be,
 For nought like this he had in heart to meet;
 But rather something was he fain to see,
 That should change all the old tale utterly; — 

 — The old tale of the world, and love and death,
 And all the wild things that man’s yearning saith.
 

 Nathless did he abide their coming there,
 And noted of them as they drew anigh,
 That in that fellowship were women fair,
 And young men meet for joyous company,
 Besides such elders, as might look to die
 In few years now, or monks who long had striven
 With life desired and feared, life for death given.
 

 Way-worn they seemed, yet many there strode on,
 With flashing eyes and flushed cheeks, as though all
 Within a little space should be well won:
 Still as he gazed on them, despair did fall
 Upon his wasted heart; a fiery wall
 Of scorn and hate seemed ‘twixt their hearts and his;
 While delicate images of bygone bliss
 

 Grew clear before his eyes, as rood and saint
 Gleamed in the sun o’er raiment coarse and foul,
 O’er dusty limbs, and figures worn and faint:
 Well-nigh he shrieked; yet in his inmost soul
 He felt that he must ask them of their goal,
 And knew not why: so at a man he clutched,
 Who, as he passed, his shoulder well-nigh touched.
 

  “Where goest thou then, O pilgrim, with all these?”
 “Stay me not!” cried he; “unto life I go,
 To life at last, and hope of rest and peace;
 I whom my dreadful crime hath hunted so
 For years, though I am young — O long and slow 
 The way to where the change awaiteth me — 
 To Rome, where God nigh visible shall be!
 

 “Where He who knoweth all, shall know this too,
 That I am man — e’en that which He hath made,
 Nor be confounded at aught man can do. — 

 — And thou, who seemest too with ill down-weighed,
 Come on with us, nor be too much afraid,
 Though some men deem there is but left small space,
 Or ere the world shall see the Judge’s face.”
 

 He answered not, nor moved; the man’s words seemed
 An echo of his thoughts, and, as he passed,
 Word and touch both might well be only dreamed.
 Yea, when the vine-clad terraced hill at last
 Had hid them all, and the slim poplars cast
 Blue shadows on the road, that scarce did show
 A trace of their passed feet, he did not know
 

 But all had been a dream; all save the pain,
 That, mingling with the palpable things around,
 Showed them to be not wholly vague and vain,
 And him not dead, in whatso hard bonds bound,
 Of wandering fate, whose source shall ne’er be found.
 He shivered, turned away, and down the same
 Deep lane he wandered, whence e’en now he came.
 

 He toward the night through hapless day-dreams passed, 
 That knew no God to come, no love: he stood
 Before a little town’s grey gate at last,
 And in the midst of his lost languid mood,
 Turned toward the western sky, as red as blood,
 As bright as sudden dawn across the dark,
 And through his soul fear shot a kindling spark.
 

  But as he gazed, the rough-faced gate-warder,
 Who leaned anigh upon his spear, must turn
 Eyes on him, with an answering anxious fear,
 That silent, questioning, dared not to learn,
 If he too deemed more than the sun did burn
 Behind the crimson clouds that made earth grey — 
 If yet perchance God’s host were on its way.
 

 So too, being come unto his hostelry,
 His pain was so much dulled by weariness,
 That he might hearken to men’s words, whereby
 It seemed full sure that great fear did oppress
 Men’s hearts that tide, that the world’s life, grown less
 Through time’s unnoted lapse, this thousandth year
 Since Christ was born, unto its end drew near.
 

 Time and again, he, listening to such word,
 Felt his heart kindle; time and again did seem
 As though a cold and hopeless tune he heard,
 Sung by grey mouths amidst a dull-eyed dream;
 Time and again across his heart would stream 
 The pain of fierce desire whose aim was gone,
 Of baffled yearning loveless and alone.
 

 Other words heard he too, that served to show
 The meaning of that earnest pilgrim train;
 For the folk said that many a man would go
 To Rome that Easter, there more sure to gain
 Full pardon for all sins, since frail and vain,
 Cloudlike the very earth grew ‘neath men’s feet:
 Yea, many thought, that there at Rome would meet
 

 The half-forgotten Bridegroom with the Bride,
 Stained with the flushed feast of the world; that He,
 Through wrack and flame, would draw unto His side
 In the new earth where there is no more sea.
 So spake men got together timorously;
 Though pride slew fear in some men’s souls, that they
 Had lived to see the firm earth melt away.
 

  Next morn were folk about the market cross
 Gathered in throngs, and as through these he went
 He saw above them a monk’s brown arms toss
 About his strained and eager mouth, that sent
 Strong speech around, whose burden was ‘Repent;’
 He passed by toward the gate that Romeward lay,
 Yet on its other side his feet did stay.
 

 Upon a daisied patch of road-side grass
 He cast himself, and down the road he gazed; 
 And therewithal the thought through him did pass,
 How long and wretched was the way he faced.
 Therewith the smouldering fire again outblazed
 Within him, and he moaned: “O empty earth,
 What shall I do, then, mid thy loveless dearth?”
 

 But as he spake, there came adown the wind
 From out the town the sound of pilgrims’ song,
 And other thoughts were borne across his mind,
 And hope strove with desire so hopeless strong,
 Till in his heart, wounded with pain and wrong,
 Something like will was born; until he knew
 Now, ere they came, what thing he meant to do.
 

 So through the gate at last the pilgrims came,
 Led by an old priest, fiery-eyed and grey;
 Then Walter held no parley with his shame,
 But stood before him midmost of the way.
 “Will one man’s sin so heavy on you weigh,”
 He cried, “that ye shall never reach your end?
 Unto God’s pardon with you would I wend.”
 

 The old man turned to him: “My son,” he said,
 “Come with us, and be of us! turn not back
 When once thine hand upon the plough is laid;
 The telling of thy sin we well may lack,
 Because the Avenger is upon our track,
 And who can say the while we tarry here,
 Amid this seeming peace, but God draws near?”
 

  The. crowd had stayed their song to hear the priest,
 But now, when Walter joined their company,
 Like a great shout it rose up and increased,
 And on their way they went so fervently
 That swept away from earth he seemed to be;
 And many a thought o’er which his heart had yearned
 Amid their fire to white ash now seemed burned.
 

 For many days they journeyed on, and still
 Whate’er he deemed that he therein should do,
 The hope of Rome his whole soul seemed to fill;
 And though the priest heard not his story through,
 Yet from him at the last so much he knew,
 That he had promised when they reached the place,
 To bring him straight before the Pope’s own face.
 

 Through many a town they passed; till on a night
 Long through the darkness they toiled on and on
 Down a straight road, until a blaze of light
 On the grey carving of an old gate shone;
 And fast the tears fell down from many an one,
 And rose a quavering song, for they were come
 Unto the threshold of that mighty Rome.
 

 They entered: like a town of ghosts it seemed
 To Walter, a beleaguered town of ghosts;
 And he felt of them, little if he dreamed
 Amid his pain of all the marshalled hosts
 That lay there buried mid forgotten boasts; 
 But dead he seemed as those his pleasures were,
 Dead in a prison vast and void and drear.
 

 Unto a convent that eve were they brought,
 Where with the abbot spake the priest for long,
 Then bade the hapless man to fear him nought,
 But that the Pope next day would right his wrong;
 “And let thy heart,” quoth he, “O son, be strong,
 For no great space thou hast to sin anew:
 The days of this ill world are grown but few.”
 

  Night passed, day dawned, and at the noon thereof
 The priest came unto Walter: “Fair my son,
 Now shalt thou know,” he said, “of God’s great love;
 Moreover thou shalt talk with such an one
 As hath heard told the worst deeds man hath done,
 And will not start at thine or mock at thee:
 Be of good heart, and come thy ways with me.”
 

 Amid the tumult of his heart, they went
 Through the calm day, by wonders wrought of old;
 And fresh young folk they met, and men intent
 On eager life; the wind and the sun’s gold
 Were fresh on bands of monks that did uphold
 The carven anguish of the rood above
 The wayfarers, who trusted in God’s love.
 

 But no more dead the grey old temples seemed
 To him than fresh-cheeked girl or keen-eyed man; 
 And like a dream for some dim purpose dreamed,
 And half forgotten, was the image wan
 Nailed on the cross: no tremor through him ran,
 No hope possessed him, though his lips might say,
 “O love of God, be nigh to me to-day!”
 

 For surely all things seemed but part of him;
 Therefore what help in them? Still on he passed
 Through all, and still saw nothing blurred or dim,
 Though with a dread air was the world o’ercast,
 As of a great fire somewhere; till at last,
 At a fair convent door the old priest stayed,
 And touched his fellow’s shoulder, as he said:
 

 “Thou tremblest not; thou look’st as other men:
 Come then, for surely all will soon be well,
 And like a dream shall be that ill day, when
 Thou hangedst on the last smooth step of hell!”
 But from his shoulder therewith his hand fell,
 And long he stared astonished in his place,
 At a new horror fallen o’er Walter’s face.
 

  Then silently he led him on again
 Through daintily wrought cloisters, to a door,
 Whereby there stood a gold-clad chamberlain:
 Then, while the monk his errand to him bore,
 Walter turned round and cast a wild look o’er
 Fair roof, and painted walls, and sunlit green,
 That showed the slim and twisted shafts between.
 

 He shut his eyes and moaned sore, for as clear
 As he beheld these, did he now behold
 A woman white and lovely drawing near,
 Whose face amidst her flower-wreathed hair of gold,
 Mocked the faint images of saints of old;
 Mocked with sweet smile the pictured mother of God,
 As o’er the knee-worn floor her fair feet trod.
 

 Through his shut eyes he saw her still, as he
 Heard voices, and stepped onward, as he heard
 The door behind him shut to noisily,
 And echo down the cloisters, and a word
 Spoke by a thin low voice: “Be not afeard!
 Look up! for though most surely God is nigh,
 Yet nowise is he with us visibly.”
 

 He looked up, and beside him still she stood,
 With eyes that seemed to question; What dost thou,

What wilt thou say? The fever of his blood
 Abated not, because before him now
 There sat an old man with high puckered brow,
 Thin lips, long chin, and wide brown eyes and mild,
 That o’er the sternness of his mouth still smiled.
 

 “Wilt thou kneel down, my son?” he heard him say,
 “God is anigh, though not to give thee fear;
 Folk tell me thou hast journeyed a long way,
 That I the inmost of thine heart might hear;
 It glads me that thou holdest me so dear. 
 But more of this thy love I yet would win,
 By telling thee that God forgives thy sin.”
 

  He knelt down, but all silent did abide
 While the Pope waited silent; on the ground
 His eyes were fixed, but still anigh his side
 He knew she stood; and all the air around
 Was odorous with her, yea, the very sound
 Of her sweet breath, moving of hair and limb,
 Mixed with his own breath in the ears of him.
 

 Outside the sparrows twittered; a great tree
 Stirred near the window, and the city’s noise
 Still murmured: long the Pope sat patiently
 Amid that silence, till the thin weak voice
 Spake out and said: “O son, have the world’s joys
 Made thee a coward? what is thy degree?
 Despite thy garb no churl thou seem’st to me.”
 

 Fearfully Walter raised his eyes, and turned,
 As though to ask that vision what to say,
 And with a bitter pain his vexed heart burned,
 When now he found all vanished clean away:
 Great wrath stirred in him; shame most grievous lay
 Upon his heart, and spreading suddenly
 His hands abroad, he ‘gan at last to cry:
 

 “Look at me, father! I have been a knight,
 And held my own mid men: such as I kneel 
 Before thee now, amidst a hopeless fight
 Have I stood firm against the hedge of steel,
 Casting aside all hope of life and weal
 For nought — because folk deemed I would do so,
 Though nought there was to gain or win unto.
 

 “Yet before thee an old man small and weak
 I quail indeed: not because thou art great,
 Not because God through thy thin pipe doth speak,
 As all folk trow: but, rather, that man’s hate,
 Man’s fear, God’s scorn shall fall in all their weight
 Upon my love when I have spoken out — 

 — Yea, let me bide a minute more in doubt!
 

  “Man hates it and God scorns, and I, e’en I — 

 — How shall I hate my love and scorn my love?
 Weak, weak are words — but, O my misery!
 More hate than man’s hate in my soul doth move;
 Greater my scorn than scorn of God above — 
 And yet I love on. — Is the pain enow
 That thou some hope unto my heart mayst show? — 
 

 “Some hope of peace at last that is not death?
 Because with all these things I know for sure
 I cannot die, else had I stopped my breath
 Long time agone — thereto hath many a lure
 Drawn on my hand; but now God doth endure,
 And this my love, that never more shall bring
 Delight to me or help me anything.”
 

 Calm sat the Pope, and said: “Hope, rather, now;
 For many a sinner erewhile have I shriven
 As utterly o’erwhelmed in soul as thou,
 Who, when awhile with words his mouth had striven,
 Went forth from me at peace and well forgiven.
 Fall we to talk; and let me tell thee first,
 That there are such as fain would be the worst
 

 “Among all men, since best they cannot be,
 So strong is that wild lie that men call pride;
 And so to-day it is, perchance, with thee — 
 Cast it aside, son; cast it clean aside,
 Nor from my sight thy utmost vileness hide;
 Nought worse it makes thy sin, when all is done,
 That every day men do the same, my son!”
 

 The strained lines of the kneeling wretch’s face
 Were softened; as to something far away
 He seemed a-listening: silent for a space
 The two men were — who knows what ‘twixt them lay,
 What world of wondrous visions, of a day
 Passed or to come? — to one lost love so clear,
 God’s glory to the other present there.
 

  At last the Pope spake; well-nigh musical
 His voice was grown, and in his thin dry cheek
 There rose a little flush: “Tell of thy fall,
 And how thy weak heart its vain lust must seek,
 Cursing the kind and treading down the weak! 
 Tell all the blindness of thy cruelties,
 Thy treason, thine unkindness and thy lies! — 
 

 “And be forgiven — these things are of earth:
 The fire of God shall burn them up apace,
 And leave thee calm in thy pure second birth;
 No sin, no lust forgotten, in the place
 Where, litten by the glory of God’s face,
 The souls that He hath made for ever move
 Mid never-dying, never-craving love.
 

 “How fair shall be the dawning of that day
 When thy cleared eyes behold the thing thou wast,
 Wherefore, and all the tale: hate cast away,
 And all the yearning of thy love at last
 Full satisfied, and held for ever fast!
 O never-dying souls, how sweet to hear
 Your laughter in the land that knows no fear!
 

 “All this thou gainest if to God thou turn,
 Since nought but with thy fellows hast thou dealt,
 And well He wotteth how vexed hearts may yearn,
 Who in the very midst of them hath dwelt,
 Whose own soul, too, the world’s hard wrong hath felt,
 The serpent’s burning clutch upon his heel — 
 Speak, then, and pray, and earn unending weal!”
 

 A strange look crossed the knight’s face as he said:
 “Surely all these shall love their God full well; 
 Good to be one of these; yet have I read
 That other things God made, and that they dwell
 In that abode He made, too, men call hell.
 If every man that will become God’s friend
 Shall have great joy that nevermore shall end, — 
 

  “Yet is it so that evil dureth still,
 Unslain of God — what if a man’s love cling,
 In sore despite of reason, hope, and will,
 Unto the false heart of an evil thing? — 

 — O me!” he cried, “that scarce heard murmuring
 Beside me, and that faint sound of thy feet!
 Must thou be wordless this last time we meet?”
 

 Then the Pope trembled, for, half-risen now,
 Walter glared round him through the empty air;
 “O man,” he said, “speak out: what seest thou?
 What ill thing ‘twixt thy God and thee stands there?”
 “Ah, me!” cried Walter, “kind thou wert and fair
 In the past days, and now wilt thou be gone,
 And leave me with this cruel God alone?
 

 “Is it then so as I have deemed erewhile,
 That thou fear’st God too, even as I fear?
 That I shall see the death of thy kind smile,
 When, hand in hand, amid the unshadowed air,
 Unto God’s face forgot we draw anear?
 O mocking lie, that told me while ago,
 One minute’s bliss was worth unending woe!”
 

 The Pope caught at the staff across his knees,
 And, rising, stood, leaned heavily thereon,
 And said: “Why kneelest thou mid words like these;
 Rise up, and tell me swift what thou hast done,
 E’en as one man speaks to another one;
 Or let me go, lest I begin to deem
 That I myself spake thus in some ill dream!”
 

 But, cowering down again, cried out the knight:
 “Nay, leave me not! wait, father; thou shalt hear!
 Lo, she is gone now! — surely thou said’st right;
 For the whole world is trembling with my fear
 And tainted with my sin — I will speak clear
 And in few words, and know the end at last.
 Yea, though e’en now I know myself outcast.
 

  “Hast thou not heard about the gods, who erst
 Held rule here where thou dwellest? dost thou think
 That people ‘neath their rule were so accurst
 That they forgot in joy to eat and drink,
 That they slept not, and loved not, and must shrink
 From the world’s glory? — how if they loved these
 Thou tallest devils and their images?
 

 “And did God hate the world, then, for their sake,
 When fair the sun rose up on every day,
 And blade and bloom through the brown earth did break,
 And children were as glad as now? — nay, nay, 
 Time for thy wrath yet — what if these held sway
 Even now in some wise, father? — Nay, say then,
 Hast thou not heard, from certain Northern men,
 

 “Of lonely haunters of the wild-woods there,
 Not men, nor angels, soulless as men deem,
 But of their bodily shape most wondrous fair?
 What — thinkest thou I tell thee of some dream,
 Some wandering glimmer of the moon’s grey beam,
 Seen when men’s hearts sink mid black-shadowed trees,
 And unknown words are in the tangled breeze?
 

 “Belike I dreamed then! O belike some shade
 Of nought that is I saw with these mine eyes! — 

 — I saw her feet upon the blossoms laid,
 The flowers o’er which no God-made sun shall rise!-
 Belike I am a mad fool mid the wise,
 But nothing therefor of God’s wrath need fear,
 Because my body and soul I gave her there.
 

 “What! — must I name her, then, ere thou mayst know
 What thing I mean? or say where she doth dwell — 
 A land that new life unto me did show
 Which thou wilt deem a corner cut from Hell,
 Set in the world lest all go there too well?

 — Lo, from THE HILL OF VENUS do I come,
 That now henceforth I know shall be my home!”
 

  He sprang up as he spoke, and faced the Pope,
 Who through his words had stood there trembling sore,
 With doubtful anxious eyes, whence every hope
 Failed with that last word; a stern look came o’er
 His kind vexed face: “Yea, dwell there evermore!”
 He cried: “just so much hope I have of thee
 As on this dry staff fruit and flowers to see!”
 

 Walter laughed loud, and knew not who was there,
 And who was gone, nor how long he abode
 Within that place, or why his feet must fare
 Round about Rome that night — or why that load
 Was on his heart; or why next morn the road
 Beneath his hurrying feet was white and dry,
 And no cloud flecked the sunny April sky.
 

 He knew not — though he wondered at all these,
 And where he went — but nought seemed strange to him,
 And nought unknown, when the great forest-trees
 Around a cleared space of the wood were dim
 In windless dawn, with white mist that did swim
 About a pine-clad cliff, above a stream
 Dark, scarcely seen, and voiceless as a dream.
 

 No ignorance, no wonder, and no hope
 Was in his heart, as his firm feet passed o’er
 The shallow’s pebbles, and the flowery slope, 
 And reached the black-mouthed cavern, the dark door,
 Unto the fate now his for evermore,
 As now at last its echoing stony dearth,
 And dull dark closed betwixt him and the earth.
 

AND what more would ye hear of him? Meseems
 It passes mind of man to picture well
 His second sojourn in that land; yet gleams
 There might be thence, if one had heart to tell,
 In sleepless nights, of horrors passing hell,

 Of joys by which our joys are misery;
 But hopeless both, if such a thing may be.
 

 Let us be silent then, but hear at least
 What the old tale tells: that the morrow morn
 The Pope was busy at the Holy Feast;
 Then through the ancient solemn streets was borne,
 Where stood the folk as thick as summer corn;
 Then o’er their bowed heads and their weeping stilled,
 With his small blessing voice the hushed air thrilled:
 

 And, many other things being said and done,
 Unto his own house came back at the last,
 And in his quiet garden walked alone
 Pondering, his mind perplexed and overcast,
 Not with the hurry of the day late past; 
 Rather that haggard face, those hopeless eyes,
 Despite himself would still before him rise.
 

 The shadows fell their longest; a great flood
 Of golden light glowed through the peaceful place;
 The Pope sat down; the staff of olive-wood
 Cursed, as it were, at ending of that case,
 Fell from him as he turned his weary face
 Unto the western glory: close beside
 A babbling conduit, from its stone did glide.
 

 Well sang the birds; all was so sweet and fair,
 It melted those dull troublous thoughts within
 The old man’s heart, transmuted all his care
 Into a loving peace right hard to win:
 He murmured in his faded voice and thin,
 Mid the full sweetness of the spring; “Would God
 That man and I this peace together trod!
 

 “For he mayhap had things to say to me
 He could not say then, knowing not what I was;
 And I — God wot that there are things I see,
 To tell of; if the words my lips would pass:
 Things dimly seen, indeed, as in a glass — 

 Woe’s me! for who shall help me if I erred!
 Yet God, I deemed, had given me that last word.
 

 “O God, if I have done thee deadly wrong,
 And lost a soul thou wouldst have saved and blessed, 
 Yet other words thou knowest were on my tongue,
 When ‘twixt that soul and mine thine image pressed:
 Thou wilt remember this and give him rest!
 And as for me, thou knowest I fear thee nought,
 Since this my body and soul thine own hand wrought.”
 

 The sun was sunken now, the west was red,
 And still the birds poured forth their melody,
 A marvellous scent about him seemed to spread,
 Mid strange new bliss the tears his eyes drew nigh;
 He smiled and said; “Too old to weep am I;
 Unless the very end be drawing near,
 And unimagined sounds I soon shall hear.
 

 “And yet, before I die, I needs must go
 Back to my house, and try if I may write,
 For there are some things left for me to do,
 Ere my face glow with that ineffable light.”
 He moved and stooped down for his staff; still bright
 The sky was, as he cast his eyes adown,
 And his hand sought the well-worn wood and brown.
 

 With a great cry he sprang up; in his hand
 He held against the sky a wondrous thing,
 That might have been the bright archangel’s wand,
 Who brought to Mary that fair summoning;
 For lo, in God’s unfaltering timeless spring,
 Summer, and autumn, had that dry rod been,
 And from its barrenness the leaves sprang green,
 

 And on its barrenness grew wondrous flowers,
 That earth knew not; and on its barrenness
 Hung the ripe fruit of heaven’s unmeasured hours;
 And with strange scent the soft dusk did it bless,
 And glowed with fair light as earth’s light grew less, — 

 Yea, and its gleam the old man’s face did reach,
 Too glad for smiles, or tears, or any speech.
 

 Who seeth such things and liveth? That high-tide
 The Pope was missed from throne and chapel-stall,
 And when his frightened people sought him wide,
 They found him lying by the garden wall,
 Set out on that last pilgrimage of all,
 Grasping his staff— “and surely,” all folk said,
 “None ever saw such joy on visage dead.”
 

SAD eyes there were the while the tale was told,
 And few among the young folk were so bold
 As to speak out their thoughts concerning it,
 While still amidst that concourse they did sit.
 But some when to the fresh bright day they turned,
 And smooth cheeks even in that freshness burned,
 ‘Neath burning glances might find words to speak,
 Wondering that any tale should make love weak
 To rule the earth, all hearts to satisfy;
 Yet as they spake, perchance, some doubt went by
 Upon the breeze, till out of sight and sound
 Of other folk, their longing lips had found,
 If but a little while, some resting-place,
 On hand, on bosom, on bright eager face.
 But the old men learned in earth’s bitter lore,
 Were glad to leave untouched the too rich store
 Of hapless memories, if it might be done;
 And wandered forth into the noonday sun,
 To watch the blossoms budding on the wall,
 And hear the rooks among the elm-trees call,
 And note the happy voices on the breeze,
 And see the lithe forms; making out of these
 No tangled story, but regarding them
 As hidden elves upon the forest’s hem
 Gaze on the dancers through the May-night green,
 Not knowing aught what troubled looks may mean.
 






  








EPILOGUE.
 

SO is a year passed of the quiet life,
 That these old men from such mishap and strife,
 Such springing up, and dying out of dreams
 Had won at last. What further then? Meseems
 Whate’er the tale may know of what befell
 Their lives henceforth I would not have it tell;
 Since each tale’s ending needs must be the same:
 And we men call it Death. Howe’er it came
 To those, whose bitter hope hath made this book,
 With other eyes, I think, they needs must look
 On its real face, than when so long agone
 They thought that every good thing would be won,
 If they might win a refuge from it.
 Lo,
 A long life gone, and nothing more they know,
 Why they should live to have desire and foil,
 And toil, that overcome, brings yet more toil,
 Than that day of their vanished youth, when first
 They saw Death clear, and deemed all life accurst
 By that cold overshadowing threat, — the End.
 

 That night, when first they ‘gan their way to wend, 
 And each dash in the moonlight of the sweep,
 That broke the green bay’s little-resting sleep,
 Drew their stern further from the plague-cursed shore,
 Did no cold doubt their gathering hope cross o’er
 Of sweet rest fled from? Or that day of days,
 When first the sun the veil of mist did raise,
 And showed the new land real before them there,
 Did no shame blot the victory over fear,
 (Ah, short-lived victory!) that, whate’er might grow
 And change, there changeless were they fettered now,
 And with blind eyes must gaze upon the earth,
 Forgetting every word that tells of birth,
 And still be dead-alive, while all things else
 Beat with the pulse that mid the struggle dwells?
 

  Ah, doubt and shame they well might have indeed.
 Cry out upon them, ye who have no need
 Of life to right the blindness and the wrong!
 Think scorn of these, ye, who are made so strong,
 That with no good-night ye can loose the hand
 That led you erst through love’s sweet flowery land!
 Laugh, ye whose eyes are piercing to behold
 What makes the silver seas and skies of gold!
 Pass by in hate, ye folk, who day by day
 Win all desires that lie upon your way!
 

 Yet mid your joyous wisdom and content,
 Methinks ye know not what those moments meant,
 When ye, yet children, mid great pleasure stayed, 
 Wondering for why your hearts were so downweighed;
 Or if ye ever loved, then, when her eyes
 In happiest moments changed in sudden wise,
 And nought ye knew what she was thinking of;
 Yet, O belike, ye know not much of love,
 Who know not that this meant the fearful threat,
 The End, forgotten much, remembered yet
 Now and again, that all perfection mocks.
 

 “And yet the door of many a tale unlocks,
 Makes love itself,” saith one, “with all its bliss.”

 — Ah, could I speak the word that in me is! — 
 I dare not, lest to cursing it should turn.
 But hearken — if Death verily makes Love burn,
 It is because we evermore should cry,
 If we had words, that we might never die:
 Words fail us: therefore, “O thou Death,” we say,
 “Thus do we work that thou mayst take away!
 Look at this beauty of young children’s mirth,
 Soon to be swallowed by thy noiseless dearth!
 Look at this faithful love that knows no end
 Unless thy cold thrill through it thou shouldst send!
 Look at this hand ripening to perfect skill
 Unless the fated measure thou didst fill;
 This eager knowledge that would stop for nought,
 Unless thy net both chase and hunter caught!

 — O Death! with deeds like these ‘gainst thee we pray,
 That thou, like those thou slewest, mayst pass away!”
 

  And these folk — these poor tale-tellers, who strove
 In their wild way the heart of Death to move,
 E’en as we singers, and failed, e’en as we, — 
 Surely on their side I at least will be,
 And deem that when at last, their fear worn out,
 They fell asleep, all that old shame and doubt,
 Shamed them not now, nor did they doubt it good,
 That they in arms against that Death had stood.
 

 Ah me! all praise and blame, they heed it not
 Cold are the yearning hearts that once were hot;
 And all those images of love and pain,
 Wrought as the year did wax, perfect, and wane,
 If they were verily loving there alive,
 No pleasure to their tale-tellers could give.
 And thou, O tale of what these sleepers were,
 Wish one good-night to them thou holdest dear,
 Then die thyself, and let us go our ways,
 And live awhile amid these latter days!
 

L’ENVOI.
 

HERE are we for the last time face to face,

Thou and I, Book, before I bid thee speed

Upon thy perilous journey to that place

For which I have done on thee pilgrim’s weed,

Striving to get thee all things for thy need — 

 — I love thee, whatso time or men may say

Of the poor singer of an empty day.
 

 Good reason why I love thee, e’en if thou

Be mocked or clean forgot as time wears on;

For ever as thy fashioning did grow,

Kind word and praise because of thee I won

From those without whom were my world all gone,

My hope fallen dead, my singing cast away,

And I set soothly in an empty day.
 

 I love thee; yet this last time must it be

That thou must hold thy peace and I must speak,

Lest if thou babble I begin to see

Thy gear too thin, thy limbs and heart too weak,

To find the land thou goest forth to seek — 

 — Though what harm if thou die upon the way,

Thou idle singer of an empty day?
 

 But though this land desired thou never reach,

Yet folk who know it mayst thou meet or death;

Therefore a word unto thee would I teach

To answer these, who, noting thy weak breath,

Thy wandering eyes, thy heart of little faith,

May make thy fond desire a sport and play,

Mocking the singer of an empty day.
 

 That land’s name, say’st thou? and the road thereto?

Nay, Book, thou mockest, saying thou know’st it not;

Surely no book of verse I ever knew

But ever was the heart within him hot

To gain the Land of Matters Unforgot — 

 — There, now we both laugh — as the whole world may,

At us poor singers of an empty day.
 

  Nay, let it pass, and hearken! Hast thou heard

That therein I believe I have a friend,

Of whom for love I may not be afeard?

It is to him indeed I bid thee wend;

Yea, he perchance may meet thee ere thou end,

Dying so far off from the hedge of bay,

Thou idle singer of an empty day!
 

 Well, think of him, I bid thee, on the road,

And if it hap that midst of thy defeat,

Fainting beneath thy follies’ heavy load,

My Master, GEOFFRY CHAUCER, thou do meet,

Then shalt thou win a space of rest full sweet;

Then be thou bold, and speak the words I say,

The idle singer of an empty day!
 

 “O Master, O thou great of heart and tongue,

Thou well mayst ask me why I wander here,

In raiment rent of stories oft besung!

But of thy gentleness draw thou anear,

And then the heart of one who held thee dear

Mayst thou behold! So near as that I lay

Unto the singer of an empty day.
 

 “For this he ever said, who sent me forth

To seek a place amid thy company;

That howsoever little was my worth,

Yet was he worth e’en just so much as I;

He said that rhyme hath little skill to lie;

Nor feigned to cast his worser part away

In idle singing for an empty day.
 

 “I have beheld him tremble oft enough

At things he could not choose but trust to me,

Although he knew the world was wise and rough:

And never did he fail to let me see

His love, his folly and faithlessness, maybe;

 And still in turn I gave him voice to pray

Such prayers as cling about an empty day.
 

 “Thou, keen-eyed, reading me, mayst read him through,

For surely little is there left behind;

No power great deeds unnameable to do;

No knowledge for which words he may not find;

No love of things as vague as autumn wind — 

 — Earth of the earth lies hidden by my clay,

The idle singer of an empty day!
 

 “Children we twain are, saith he, late made wise

In love, but in all else most childish still,

And seeking still the pleasure of our eyes,

And what our ears with sweetest sounds may fill;

Not fearing Love, lest these things he should kill;

Howe’er his pain by pleasure doth he lay,

Making a strange tale of an empty day.
 

 “Death have we hated, knowing not what it meant;

Life have we loved, through green leaf and through sere,

Though still the less we knew of its intent:

The Earth and Heaven through countless year on year,

Slow changing, were to us but curtains fair,

Hung round about a little room, where play

Weeping and laughter of man’s empty day.
 

 “O Master, if thine heart could love us yet,

Spite of things left undone, and wrongly done,

Some place in loving hearts then should we get,

For thou, sweet-souled, didst never stand alone,

But knew’st the joy and woe of many an one — 

 — By lovers dead, who live through thee, we pray,

Help thou us singers of an empty day!”
 

 Fearest thou, Book, what answer thou mayst gain

Lest he should scorn thee, and thereof thou die?

Nay, it shall not be. — Thou mayst toil in vain,

And never draw the House of Fame anigh;

Yet he and his shall know whereof we cry,

 Shall call it not ill done to strive to lay

The ghosts that crowd about life’s empty day.
 

 Then let the others go! and if indeed

In some old garden thou and I have wrought,

And made fresh flowers spring up from hoarded seed,

And fragrance of old days and deeds have brought

Back to folk weary; all was not for nought.

 — No little part it was for me to play — 

The idle singer of an empty day.
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LOVE IS ENOUGH
 

ARGUMENT

This story, which is told by way of a morality set before an Emperor and Empress newly wedded, showeth of a King whom nothing but Love might satisfy, who left all to seek Love, and, having found it, found this also, that he had enough, though he lacked all else.

 

In the streets of a great town where the people are gathered together thronging to see the Emperor and Empress pass.

 

GILES
 Look long, Joan, while I hold you so,
 For the silver trumpets come arow.

 

JOAN
 O the sweet sound! the glorious sight!
 O Giles, Giles, see this glittering Knight!

 

GILES
 Nay ’tis the Marshalls’-sergeant, sweet — 

 — Hold, neighbour, let me keep my feet! — 
 There, now your head is up again;
 Thus held up have you aught of pain?

 

JOAN
 Nay, clear I see, and well at ease!
 God’s body! what fair Kings be these?

 

GILES
 The Emperor’s chamberlains, behold
 Their silver shoes and staves of gold.
 Look, look! how like some heaven come down
 The maidens go with girded gown!

 

JOAN
 Yea, yea, and this last row of them
 Draw up their kirtles by the hem,
 And scatter roses e’en like those
 About my father’s garden-close.

 

GILES
 Ah! have I hurt you? See the girls
 Whose slim hands scatter very pearls.

 

JOAN
 Hold me fast, Giles! here comes one
 Whose raiment flashes down the sun.

 

GILES
 O sweet mouth! O fair lids cast down!
 O white brow! O the crown, the crown!

 

JOAN
 How near! if nigher I might stand
 By one ell, I could touch his hand.

 

GILES
 Look, Joan! if on this side she were
 Almost my hand might touch her hair.

 

JOAN
 Ah me! what is she thinking on?

 

GILES
 Is he content now all is won?

 

JOAN
 And does she think as I thought, when
 Betwixt the dancing maids and men,
 Twixt the porch rose-boughs blossomed red
 I saw the roses on my bed?

 

GILES
 Hath he such fear within his heart
 As I had, when the wind did part
 The jasmine-leaves, and there within
 The new-lit taper glimmered thin?

 

THE MUSIC

(As the EMPEROR and EMPRESS enter.)

LOVE IS ENOUGH; though the World be a-waning

And the woods have no voice but the voice of complaining,

Though the sky be too dark for dim eyes to discover

The gold-cups and daisies fair blooming thereunder;

Though the hills be held shadows, and the sea a dark wonder,

And this day draw a veil over all deeds passed over,

Yet their hands shall not tremble, their feet shall not falter,

The void shall not weary, the fear shall not alter

These lips and these eyes of the loved and the lover.

 

THE EMPEROR
 The spears flashed by me, and the swords swept round,
 And in war’s hopeless tangle was I bound,
 But straw and stubble were the cold points found,
 For still thy hands led down the weary way.

 

THE EMPRESS
 Through hall and street they led me as a queen,
 They looked to see me proud and cold of mien,
 I heeded not though all my tears were seen,
 For still I dreamed of thee throughout the day.

 

THE EMPEROR
 Wild over bow and bulwark swept the sea
 Unto the iron coast upon our lee,
 Like painted cloth its fury was to me,
 For still thy hands led down the weary way.

 

THE EMPRESS
 They spoke to me of war within the land,
 They bade me sign defiance and command;
 I heeded not though thy name left my hand,
 For still I dreamed of thee throughout the day.

 

THE EMPEROR
 But now that I am come, and side by side
 We go, and men cry gladly on the bride
 And tremble at the image of my pride,
 Where is thy hand to lead me down the way?

 

THE EMPRESS
 But now that thou art come, and heaven and earth
 Are laughing in the fulness of their mirth,
 A shame I knew not in my heart has birth — 

 — Draw me through dreams unto the end of day!

 

THE EMPEROR
 Behold, behold, how weak my heart is grown
 Now all the heat of its desire is known!
 Pearl beyond price I fear to call mine own,
 Where is thy hand to lead me down the way?

 

THE EMPRESS
 Behold, behold, how little I may move!
 Think in thy heart how terrible is Love,
 O thou who know’st my soul as God above — 

 — Draw me through dreams unto the end of day!

 

The stage for the play in another part of the street, and the people thronging all about.

 

GILES
 Here, Joan, this is so good a place
 ’Tis worth the scramble and the race!
 There is the Empress just sat down,
 Her white hands on her golden gown,
 While yet the Emperor stands to hear
 The welcome of the bald-head Mayor
 Unto the show; and you shall see
 The player-folk come in presently.
 The king of whom is e’en that one,
 Who wandering but a while agone
 Stumbled upon our harvest-home
 That August when you might not come.
 Betwixt the stubble and the grass
 Great mirth indeed he brought to pass.
 But liefer were I to have seen
 Your nimble feet tread down the green
 In threesome dance to pipe and fife.

 

JOAN
 Thou art a dear thing to my life,
 And nought good have I far to seek — 
 But hearken! for the Mayor will speak.

 

THE MAYOR
 Since your grace bids me speak without stint or sparing
 A thing little splendid I pray you to see:
 Early is the day yet, for we near the dawning
 Drew on chains dear-bought, and gowns done with gold;
 So may ye high ones hearken an hour
 A tale that our hearts hold worthy and good,
 Of Pharamond the Freed, who, a king feared and honoured,
 Fled away to find love from his crown and his folk.
 E’en as I tell of it somewhat I tremble
 Lest we, fearful of treason to the love that fulfils you,
 Should seem to make little of the love that ye give us,
 Of your lives full of glory, of the deeds that your lifetime
 Shall gleam with for ever when we are forgotten.
 Forgive it for the greatness of that Love who compels us. — 
 Hark! in the minster-tower minish the joy-bells,
 And all men are hushed now these marvels to hear.

 

THE EMPEROR (to the MAYOR)

We thank your love, that sees our love indeed
 Toward you, toward Love, toward life of toil and need:
 We shall not falter though your poet sings
 Of all defeat, strewing the crowns of kings
 About the thorny ways where Love doth wend,
 Because we know us faithful to the end
 Toward you, toward Love, toward life of war and deed,
 And well we deem your tale shall help our need.

 

(To the EMPRESS)

So many hours to pass before the sun
 Shall blush ere sleeping, and the day be done!
 How thinkest thou, my sweet, shall such a tale
 For lengthening or for shortening them avail?

 

THE EMPRESS
 Nay, dreamland has no clocks the wise ones say,
 And while our hands move at the break of day
 We dream of years: and I am dreaming still
 And need no change my cup of joy to fill:
 Let them say on, and I shall hear thy voice
 Telling the tale, and in its love rejoice.

 

THE MUSIC

(As the singers enter and stand before the curtain, the player-king and player-maiden in the midst.)

LOVE IS ENOUGH: have no thought for to-morrow

If ye lie down this even in rest from your pain,

Ye who have paid for your bliss with great sorrow:

For as it was once so it shall be again.

Ye shall cry out for death as ye stretch forth in vain.

 

Feeble hands to the hands that would help but they may not,

Cry out to deaf ears that would hear if they could;

Till again shall the change come, and words your lips say not

Your hearts make all plain in the best wise they would

And the world ye thought waning is glorious and good:

 

And no morning now mocks you and no nightfall is weary,

The plains are not empty of song and of deed:

The sea strayeth not, nor the mountains are dreary;

The wind is not helpless for any man’s need,

Nor falleth the rain but for thistle and weed.

 

O surely this morning all sorrow is hidden,

All battle is hushed for this even at least;

And no one this noontide may hunger, unbidden

To the flowers and the singing and the joy of your feast

Where silent ye sit midst the world’s tale increased.

 

Lo, the lovers unloved that draw nigh for your blessing!

For your tale makes the dreaming whereby yet they live

The dreams of the day with their hopes of redressing,

The dreams of the night with the kisses they give,

The dreams of the dawn wherein death and hope strive.

 

Ah, what shall we say then, but that earth threatened often

Shall live on for ever that such things may be,

That the dry seed shall quicken, the hard earth shall soften,

And the spring-bearing birds flutter north o’er the sea,

That earth’s garden may bloom round my love’s feet and me?

 

THE EMPEROR
 Lo you, my sweet, fair folk are one and all
 And with good grace their broidered robes do fall,
 And sweet they sing indeed: but he, the King,
 Look but a little how his fingers cling
 To her’s, his love that shall be in the play — 
 His love that hath been surely ere to-day:
 And see, her wide soft eyes cast down at whiles
 Are opened not to note the people’s smiles
 But her love’s lips, and dreamily they stare
 As though they sought the happy country, where
 They two shall be alone, and the world dead.

 

THE EMPRESS
 Most faithful eyes indeed look from the head
 The sun has burnt, and wind and rain has beat,
 Well may he find her slim brown fingers sweet.
 And he — methinks he trembles, lest he find
 That song of his not wholly to her mind.
 Note how his grey eyes look askance to see
 Her bosom heaving with the melody
 His heart loves well: rough with the wind and rain
 His cheek is, hollow with some ancient pain;
 The sun has burned and blanched his crispy hair,
 And over him hath swept a world of care
 And left him careless, rugged, and her own;
 Still fresh desired, still strange and new, though known.

 

THE EMPEROR
 His eyes seem dreaming of the mysteries
 Deep in the depths of her familiar eyes,
 Tormenting and alluring; does he dream,
 As I ofttime this morn, how they would seem
 Loved but unloving? — Nay the world’s too sweet
 That we the ghost of such a pain should meet — 
 Behold, she goes, and he too, turning round,
 Remembers that his love must yet be found,
 That he is King and loveless in this story
 Wrought long ago for some dead poet’s glory.

[Exeunt players behind the curtain.

 

Enter before the curtain LOVE crowned as a King.

 

LOVE
 All hail, my servants! tremble ye, my foes!
 A hope for these I have, a fear for those
 Hid in this tale of Pharamond the Freed.
 To-day, my Faithful, nought shall be your need
 Of tears compassionate: — although full oft
 The crown of love laid on my bosom soft
 Be woven of bitter death and deathless fame,
 Bethorned with woe, and fruited thick with shame.

 — This for the mighty of my courts I keep,
 Lest through the world there should be none to weep
 Except for sordid loss; and not to gain
 But satiate pleasure making mock of pain.

 — Yea, in the heaven from whence my dreams go forth
 Are stored the signs that make the world of worth:
 There is the wavering wall of mighty Troy
 About my Helen’s hope and Paris’ joy:
 There lying neath the fresh dyed mulberry-tree
 The sword and cloth of Pyramus I see:
 There is the number of the joyless days
 Wherein Medea won no love nor praise:
 There is the sand my Ariadne pressed;
 The footprints of the feet that knew no rest
 While o’er the sea forth went the fatal sign:
 The asp of Egypt, the Numidian wine,
 My Sigurd’s sword, my Brynhild’s fiery bed,
 The tale of years of Gudrun’s drearihead,
 And Tristram’s glaive, and Iseult’s shriek are here,
 And cloister-gown of joyless Guenevere.

 

Save you, my Faithful! how your loving eyes
 Grow soft and gleam with all these memories!
 But on this day my crown is not of death:
 My fire-tipped arrows, and my kindling breath
 Are all the weapons I shall need to-day.
 Nor shall my tale in measured cadence play
 About the golden lyre of Gods long gone,
 Nor dim and doubtful ‘twixt the ocean’s moan
 Wail out about the Northern fiddle-bow,
 Stammering with pride or quivering shrill with woe.
 Rather caught up at hazard is the pipe
 That mixed with scent of roses over ripe,
 And murmur of the summer afternoon,
 May charm you somewhat with its wavering tune
 ‘Twixt joy and sadness: whatsoe’er it saith,
 I know at least there breathes through it my breath

 

OF PHARAMOND THE FREED
 

Scene: In the Kings Chamber of Audience.

MASTER OLIVER and many LORDS and COUNCILLORS.

 

A COUNCILLOR
 Fair Master Oliver, thou who at all times
 Mayst open thy heart to our lord and master,
 Tell us what tidings thou hast to deliver;
 For our hearts are grown heavy, and where shall we turn to
 If thus the king’s glory, our gain and salvation,
 Must go down the wind amid gloom and despairing?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Little may be looked for, fair lords, in my story,
 To lighten your hearts of the load lying on them.
 For nine days the king hath slept not an hour,
 And taketh no heed of soft words or beseeching.
 Yea, look you, my lords, if a body late dead
 In the lips and the cheeks should gain some little colour,
 And arise and wend forth with no change in the eyes,
 And wander about as if seeking its soul — 
 Lo, e’en so sad is my lord and my master;
 Yea, e’en so far hath his soul drifted from us.

 

A COUNCILLOR
 What say the leeches? Is all their skill left them?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Nay, they bade lead him to hunt and to tilting,
 To set him on high in the throne of his honour
 To judge heavy deeds: bade him handle the tiller,
 And drive through the sea with the wind at its wildest;
 All things he was wont to hold kingly and good.
 So we led out his steed and he straight leapt upon him
 With no word, and no looking to right nor to left,
 And into the forest we fared as aforetime:
 Fast on the king followed, and cheered without stinting
 The hounds to the strife till the bear stood at bay;
 Then there he alone by the beech-trees alighted;
 Barehanded, unarmoured, he handled the spear-shaft,
 And blew up the death on the horn of his father;
 Yet still in his eyes was no look of rejoicing,
 And no life in his lips; but I likened him rather
 To King Nimrod carved fair on the back of the high-seat
 When the candles are dying, and the high moon is streaming
 Through window and luffer white on the lone pavement
 Whence the guests are departed in the hall of the palace. — 

 — Rode we home heavily, he with his rein loose,
 Feet hanging free from the stirrups, and staring
 At a clot of the bear’s blood that stained his green kirtle; — 
 Unkingly, unhappy, he rode his ways homeward.

 

A COUNCILLOR
 Was this all ye tried, or have ye more tidings?
 For the wall tottereth not at first stroke of the ram.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Nay, we brought him a-board the Great Dragon one dawning,
 When the cold bay was flecked with the crests of white billows
 And the clouds lay alow on the earth and the sea;
 He looked not aloft as they hoisted the sail,
 But with hand on the tiller hallooed to the shipmen
 In a voice grown so strange, that it scarce had seemed stranger
 If from the ship Argo, in seemly wise woven
 On the guard-chamber hangings, some early grey dawning
 Great Jason had cried, and his golden locks wavered.
 Then e’en as the oars ran outboard, and dashed
 In the wind-scattered foam and the sails bellied out,
 His hand dropped from the tiller, and with feet all uncertain
 And dull eye he wended him down to the midship,
 And gazing about for the place of the gangway
 Made for the gate of the bulwark half open,
 And stood there and stared at the swallowing sea,
 Then turned, and uncertain went wandering back sternward,
 And sat down on the deck by the side of the helmsman,
 Wrapt in dreams of despair; so I bade them turn shoreward,
 And slowly he rose as the side grated stoutly
 ‘Gainst the stones of the quay and they cast forth the hawser. — 
 Unkingly, unhappy, he went his ways homeward.

 

A COUNCILLOR
 But by other ways yet had thy wisdom to travel;
 How else did ye work for the winning him peace?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 We bade gather the knights for the goodliest tilting,
 There the ladies went lightly in glorious array;
 In the old arms we armed him whose dints well he knew
 That the night dew had dulled and the sea salt had sullied:
 On the old roan yet sturdy we set him astride;
 So he stretched forth his hand to lay hold of the spear
 Neither laughing nor frowning, as lightly his wont was
 When the knights are awaiting the voice of the trumpet.
 It awoke, and back beaten from barrier to barrier
 Was caught up by knights’ cries, by the cry of the king. — 

 — Such a cry as red Mars in the Council-room window
 May awake with some noon when the last horn is winded,
 And the bones of the world are dashed grinding together.
 So it seemed to my heart, and a horror came o’er me,
 As the spears met, and splinters flew high o’er the field,
 And I saw the king stay when his course was at swiftest,
 His horse straining hard on the bit, and he standing
 Stiff and stark in his stirrups, his spear held by the midmost,
 His helm cast a-back, his teeth set hard together;
 E’en as one might, who, riding to heaven, feels round him
 The devils unseen: then he raised up the spear
 As to cast it away, but therewith failed his fury,
 He dropped it, and faintly sank back in the saddle,
 And, turning his horse from the press and the turmoil,
 Came sighing to me, and sore grieving I took him
 And led him away, while the lists were fallen silent
 As a fight in a dream that the light breaketh through. — 
 To the tune of the clinking of his fight-honoured armour
 Unkingly, unhappy, he went his ways homeward.

 

A COUNCILLOR
 What thing worse than the worst in the budget yet lieth?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 To the high court we brought him, and bade him to hearken
 The pleading of his people, and pass sentence on evil.
 His face changed with great pain, and his brow grew all furrowed,
 As a grim tale was told there of the griefs of the lowly;
 Till he took up the word, mid the trembling of tyrants,
 As his calm voice and cold wrought death on ill doers — 

 — E’en so might King Minos in marble there carven
 Mid old dreaming of Crete give doom on the dead,
 When the world and its deeds are dead too and buried. — 
 But lo, as I looked, his clenched hands were loosened,
 His lips grew all soft, and his eyes were beholding
 Strange things we beheld not about and above him.
 So he sat for a while, and then swept his robe round him
 And arose and departed, not heeding his people,
 The strange looks, the peering, the rustle and whisper;
 But or ever he gained the gate that gave streetward,
 Dull were his eyes grown, his feet were grown heavy,
 His lips crooned complaining, as onward he stumbled; — 
 Unhappy, unkingly, he went his ways homeward.

 

A COUNCILLOR
 Is all striving over then, fair Master Oliver?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 All mine, lords, for ever! help who may help henceforth
 I am but helpless: too surely meseemeth
 He seeth me not, and knoweth no more
 Me that have loved him. Woe worth the while, Pharamond,
 That men should love aught, love always as I loved!
 Mother and sister and the sweetling that scorned me,
 The wind of the autumn-tide over them sweepeth,
 All are departed, but this one, the dear one — 
 I should die or he died and be no more alone,
 But God’s hatred hangs round me, and the life and the glory
 That grew with my waning life fade now before it,
 And leaving no pity depart through the void.

 

A COUNCILLOR
 This is a sight full sorry to see
 These tears of an elder! But soft now, one cometh.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 The feet of the king: will ye speak or begone?

 

A NORTHERN LORD
 I will speak at the least, whoever keeps silence,
 For well it may be that the voice of a stranger
 Shall break through his dreaming better than thine;
 And lo now a word in my mouth is a-coming,
 That the king well may hearken: how sayst thou, fair master,
 Whose name now I mind not, wilt thou have me essay it?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Try whatso thou wilt, things may not be worser. [Enter KING.
 Behold, how he cometh weighed down by his woe!

(To the KING)

All hail, lord and master! wilt thou hearken a little
 These lords high in honour whose hearts are full heavy
 Because thy heart sickeneth and knoweth no joy? — 

(To the COUNCILLORS)

Ah, see you! all silent, his eyes set and dreary,
 His lips moving a little — how may I behold it?

 

THE NORTHERN LORD
 May I speak, king? dost hearken? many matters I have
 To deal with or death. I have honoured thee duly
 Down in the north there; a great name I have held thee;
 Rough hand in the field, ready righter of wrong,
 Reckless of danger, but recking of pity.
 But now — is it false what the chapmen have told us,
 And are thy fair robes all thou hast of a king?
 Is it bragging and lies, that thou beardless and tender
 Weptst not when they brought thy slain father before thee,
 Trembledst not when the leaguer that lay round thy city
 Made a light for these windows, a noise for thy pillow?
 Is it lies what men told us of thy singing and laughter
 As thou layst in thy lair fled away from lost battle?
 Is it lies how ye met in the depths of the mountains,
 And a handful rushed down and made nought of an army?
 Those tales of your luck, like the tide at its turning,
 Trusty and sure howso slowly it cometh,
 Are they lies? Is it lies of wide lands in the world,
 How they sent thee great men to lie low at thy footstool
 In five years thenceforward, and thou still a youth?
 Are they lies, these fair tidings, or what see thy lords here — 
 Some love-sick girl’s brother caught up by that sickness,
 As one street beggar catches the pest from his neighbour?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 What words are these of lies and love-sickness?
 Why am I lonely among all this brawling?
 O foster-father, is all faith departed
 That this hateful face should be staring upon me?

 

THE NORTHERN LORD
 Lo, now thou awakest; so tell me in what wise
 I shall wend back again: set a word in my mouth
 To meet the folks’ murmur, and give heart to the heavy;
 For there man speaks to man that thy measure is full,
 And thy five-years-old kingdom is falling asunder.

[KING draws his sword.

Yea, yea, a fair token thy sword were to send them;
 Thou dost well to draw it; (KING brandishes his sword over the
 lord’s head, as if to strike him): soft sound is its whistle;
 Strike then, O king, for my wars are well over,
 And dull is the way my feet tread to the grave!

 

KING PHARAMOND (sheathing his sword)

Man, if ye have waked me, I bid you be wary
 Lest my sword yet should reach you; ye wot in your northland
 What hatred he winneth who waketh the shipman
 From the sweet rest of death mid the welter of waves;
 So with us may it fare; though I know thee full faithful,
 Bold in field and in council, most fit for a king.

 — Bear with me. I pray you that to none may be meted
 Such a measure of pain as my soul is oppressed with.
 Depart all for a little, till my spirit grows lighter,
 Then come ye with tidings, and hold we fair council,
 That my countries may know they have yet got a king.

[Exeunt all but OLIVER and KING.

Come, my foster-father, ere thy visage fade from me,
 Come with me mid the flowers some opening to find
 In the clouds that cling round me; if thou canst remember
 Thine old lovingkindness when I was a king.

 

THE MUSIC

LOVE IS ENOUGH; it grew up without heeding

In the days when ye knew not its name nor its measure

And its leaflets untrodden by the light feet of pleasure

Had no boast of the blossom, no sign of the seeding,

As the morning and evening passed over its treasure.

 

And what do ye say then? — that Spring long departed

Has brought forth no child to the softness and showers;

 — That we slept and we dreamed through the Summer of flowers;

We dreamed of the Winter, and waking dead-hearted

Found Winter upon us and waste of dull hours.

 

Nay, Spring was o’er happy and knew not the reason,

And Summer dreamed sadly, for she thought all was ended

In her fulness of wealth that might not be amended;

But this is the harvest and the garnering season,

And the leaf and the blossom in the ripe fruit are blended.

 

It sprang without sowing, it grew without heeding,

Ye knew not its name and ye knew not its measure,

Ye noted it not mid your hope and your pleasure;

There was pain in its blossom, despair in its seeding,

But daylong your bosom now nurseth its treasure.

 

Enter before the curtain LOVE clad as an image-maker.

 

LOVE
 How mighty and how fierce a king is here
 The stayer of falling folks, the bane of fear!
 Fair life he liveth, ruling passing well,
 Disdaining praise of Heaven and hate of Hell;
 And yet how goodly to us Great in Heaven
 Are such as he, the waning world that leaven!
 How well it were that such should never die!
 How well it were at least that memory
 Of such should live, as live their glorious deeds!

 — But which of all the Gods think ye it needs
 To shape the mist of Rumour’s wavering breath
 Into a golden dream that fears no death?
 Red Mars belike? — since through his field is thrust
 The polished plough-share o’er the helmets’ rust! — 
 Apollo’s beauty? — surely eld shall spare
 Smooth skin, and flashing eyes, and crispy hair! — 
 Nay, Jove himself? — the pride that holds the low
 Apart, despised, to mighty tales must grow! — 
 Or Pallas? — for the world that knoweth nought,
 By that great wisdom to the wicket brought,
 Clear through the tangle evermore shall see!

 — O Faithful, O Beloved, turn to ME!
 I am the Ancient of the Days that were
 I am the Newborn that To-day brings here,
 I am the Life of all that dieth not;
 Through me alone is sorrow unforgot.

 

My Faithful, knowing that this man should live,
 I from the cradle gifts to him did give
 Unmeet belike for rulers of the earth;
 As sorrowful yearning in the midst of mirth,
 Pity midst anger, hope midst scorn and hate.
 Languor midst labour, lest the day wax late,
 And all be wrong, and all be to begin.
 Through these indeed the eager life did win
 That was the very body to my soul;
 Yet, as the tide of battle back did roll
 Before his patience: as he toiled and grieved
 O’er fools and folly, was he not deceived,
 But ever knew the change was drawing nigh,
 And in my mirror gazed with steadfast eye.
 Still, O my Faithful, seemed his life so fair
 That all Olympus might have left him there
 Until to bitter strength that life was grown,
 And then have smiled to see him die alone,
 Had I not been. —— Ye know me; I have sent
 A pain to pierce his last coat of content:
 Now must he tear the armour from his breast
 And cast aside all things that men deem best,
 And single-hearted for his longing strive
 That he at last may save his soul alive.

How say ye then, Beloved? Ye have known
 The blossom of the seed these hands have sown;
 Shall this man starve in sorrow’s thorny brake?
 Shall Love the faithful of his heart forsake?

 

In the King’s Garden.

KING PHARAMOND, MASTER OLIVER.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 In this quiet place canst thou speak, O my King,
 Where nought but the lilies may hearken our counsel?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 What wouldst thou have of me? why came we hither?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Dear lord, thou wouldst speak of the woe that weighs on thee.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Wouldst thou bear me aback to the strife and the battle?
 Nay, hang up my banner: ’tis all passed and over!

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Speak but a little, lord! have I not loved thee?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Yea, — thou art Oliver: I saw thee a-lying
 A long time ago with the blood on thy face,
 When my father wept o’er thee for thy faith and thy valour.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Years have passed over, but my faith hath not failed me;
 Spent is my might, but my love not departed.
 Shall not love help — yea, look long in my eyes!
 There is no more to see if thou sawest my heart.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Yea, thou art Oliver, full of all kindness!
 Have patience, for now is the cloud passing over — 
 Have patience and hearken — yet shalt thou be shamed.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Thou shalt shine through thy shame as the sun through the haze
 When the world waiteth gladly the warm day a-coming:
 As great as thou seem’st now, I know thee for greater
 Than thy deeds done and told of: one day I shall know thee:
 Lying dead in my tomb I shall hear the world praising.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Stay thy praise — let me speak, lest all speech depart from me.

 — There is a place in the world, a great valley
 That seems a green plain from the brow of the mountains,
 But hath knolls and fair dales when adown there thou goest:
 There are homesteads therein with gardens about them,
 And fair herds of kine and grey sheep a-feeding,
 And willow-hung streams wend through deep grassy meadows,
 And a highway winds through them from the outer world coming:
 Girthed about is the vale by a grey wall of mountains,
 Rent apart in three places and tumbled together
 In old times of the world when the earth-fires flowed forth:
 And as you wend up these away from the valley
 You think of the sea and the great world it washes;
 But through two you may pass not, the shattered rocks shut them.
 And up through the third there windeth a highway,
 And its gorge is fulfilled by a black wood of yew-trees.
 And I know that beyond, though mine eyes have not seen it,
 A city of merchants beside the sea lieth. —— 
 I adjure thee, my fosterer, by the hand of my father,
 By thy faith without stain, by the days unforgotten,
 When I dwelt in thy house ere the troubles’ beginning,
 By thy fair wife long dead and thy sword-smitten children,
 By thy life without blame and thy love without blemish,
 Tell me how, tell me when, that fair land I may come to!
 Hide it not for my help, for my honour, but tell me,
 Lest my time and thy time be lost days and confusion!

 

MASTER OLIVER
 O many such lands! — O my master, what ails thee?
 Tell me again, for I may not remember.

 — I prayed God give thee speech, and lo God hath given it — 
 May God give me death! if I dream not this evil.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Said I not when thou knew’st it, all courage should fail thee?
 But me — my heart fails not, I am Pharamond as ever.
 I shall seek and shall find — come help me, my fosterer!

 — Yet if thou shouldst ask for a sign from that country
 What have I to show thee — I plucked a blue milk-wort
 From amidst of the field where she wandered fair-footed — 
 It was gone when I wakened — and once in my wallet
 I set some grey stones from the way through the forest — 
 These were gone when I wakened — and once as I wandered
 A lock of white wool from a thorn-bush I gathered;
 It was gone when I wakened — the name of that country — 
 Nay, how should I know it? — but ever meseemeth
 ’Twas not in the southlands, for sharp in the sunset
 And sunrise the air is, and whiles I have seen it
 Amid white drift of snow — ah, look up, foster-father!

 

MASTER OLIVER
 O woe, woe is me that I may not awaken!
 Or else, art thou verily Pharamond my fosterling,
 The Freed and the Freer, the Wise, the World’s Wonder?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Why fainteth thy great heart? nay, Oliver, hearken,
 E’en such as I am now these five years I have been.
 Through five years of striving this dreamer and dotard
 Has reaped glory from ruin, drawn peace from destruction.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Woe’s me! wit hath failed me, and all the wise counsel
 I was treasuring up down the wind is a-drifting — 
 Yet what wouldst thou have there if ever thou find it?
 Are the gates of heaven there? is Death bound there and helpless?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Nay, thou askest me this not as one without knowledge,
 For thou know’st that my love in that land is abiding.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Yea — woe worth the while — and all wisdom hath failed me:
 Yet if thou wouldst tell me of her, I will hearken
 Without mocking or mourning, if that may avail thee.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Lo, thy face is grown kind — Thou rememberest the even
 When I first wore the crown after sore strife and mourning?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Who shall ever forget it? the dead face of thy father,
 And thou in thy fight-battered armour above it,
 Mid the passion of tears long held back by the battle;
 And thy rent banner o’er thee and the ring of men mail-clad,
 Victorious to-day, since their ruin but a spear-length
 Was thrust away from them. — Son, think of thy glory
 And e’en in such wise break the throng of these devils!

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Five years are passed over since in the fresh dawning
 On the field of that fight I lay wearied and sleepless
 Till slumber came o’er me in the first of the sunrise;
 Then as there lay my body rapt away was my spirit,
 And a cold and thick mist for a while was about me,
 And when that cleared away, lo, the mountain-walled country
 ‘Neath the first of the sunrise in e’en such a spring-tide
 As the spring-tide our horse-hoofs that yestereve trampled:
 By the withy-wrought gate of a garden I found me
 ‘Neath the goodly green boughs of the apple full-blossomed;
 And fulfilled of great pleasure I was as I entered
 The fair place of flowers, and wherefore I knew not.
 Then lo, mid the birds’ song a woman’s voice singing.
 Five years passed away, in the first of the sunrise.

[He is silent, brooding.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 God help us if God is! — for this man, I deemed him
 More a glory of God made man for our helping
 Than a man that should die: all the deeds he did surely,
 Too great for a man’s life, have undone the doer.

 

KING PHARAMOND (rousing himself)

Thou art waiting, my fosterer, till I tell of her singing
 And the words that she sang there: time was when I knew them;
 But too much of strife is about us this morning,
 And whiles I forget and whiles I remember.

[Falls a-musing again.

 

MASTER OLIVER

But a night’s dream undid him, and he died, and his kingdom

By unheard-of deeds fashioned, was tumbled together,

By false men and fools to be fought for and ruined.
 Such words shall my ghost see the chronicler writing
 In the days that shall be: — ah — what wouldst thou, my fosterling?
 Knowest thou not how words fail us awaking
 That we seemed to hear plain amid sleep and its sweetness?
 Nay, strive not, my son, rest awhile and be silent;
 Or sleep while I watch thee: full fair is the garden,
 Perchance mid the flowers thy sweet dream may find thee,
 And thou shalt have pleasure and peace for a little. — 
 (Aside) And my soul shall depart ere thou wak’st peradventure.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Yea, thou deemest me mad: a dream thou mayst call it,
 But not such a dream as thou know’st of: nay, hearken!
 For what manner of dream then is this that remembers
 The words that she sang on that morning of glory; — 

O love, set a word in my mouth for our meeting;
 Cast thy sweet arms about me to stay my hearts beating!
 Ah, thy silence, thy silence! nought shines on the darkness!

 — O close-serried throng of the days that I see not!

[Falls a-musing again.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Thus the worse that shall be, the bad that is, bettereth.

 — Once more he is speechless mid evil dreams sunken.

 

KING PHARAMOND (speaking very low).

Hold silence, love, speak not of the sweet day departed;

Cling close to me, love, lest I waken sad-hearted!

[Louder to OLIVER.

Thou starest, my fosterer: what strange thing beholdst thou?
 A great king, a strong man, that thou knewest a child once:
 Pharamond the fair babe: Pharamond the warrior;
 Pharamond the king, and which hast thou feared yet?
 And why wilt thou fear then this Pharamond the lover?
 Shall I fail of my love who failed not of my fame?
 Nay, nay, I shall live for the last gain and greatest.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 I know not — all counsel and wit is departed,
 I wait for thy will; I will do it, my master.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Through the boughs of the garden I followed the singing
 To a smooth space of sward: there the unknown desire
 Of my soul I beheld, — wrought in shape of a woman.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 O ye warders of Troy-walls, join hands through the darkness,
 Tell us tales of the Downfall, for we too are with you!

 

KING PHARAMOND
 As my twin sister, young of years was she and slender,
 Yellow blossoms of spring-tide her hands had been gathering,
 But the gown-lap that held them had fallen adown
 And had lain round her feet with the first of the singing;
 Now her singing had ceased, though yet heaved her bosom
 As with lips lightly parted and eyes of one seeking
 She stood face to face with the Love that she knew not,
 The love that she longed for and waited unwitting;
 She moved not, I breathed not — till lo, a horn winded,
 And she started, and o’er her came trouble and wonder,
 Came pallor and trembling; came a strain at my heartstrings
 As bodiless there I stretched hands toward her beauty,
 And voiceless cried out, as the cold mist swept o’er me.
 Then again clash of arms, and the morning watch calling,
 And the long leaves and great twisted trunks of the chesnuts,
 As I sprang to my feet and turned round to the trumpets
 And gathering of spears and unfolding of banners
 That first morn of my reign and my glory’s beginning.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 O well were we that tide though the world was against us.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Hearken yet! — through that whirlwind of danger and battle,
 Beaten back, struggling forward, we fought without blemish
 On my banner spear-rent in the days of my father,
 On my love of the land and the longing I cherished
 For a tale to be told when I, laid in the minster,
 Might hear it no more; was it easy of winning,
 Our bread of those days? Yet as wild as the work was,
 Unforgotten and sweet in my heart was that vision,
 And her eyes and her lips and her fair body’s fashion
 Blest all times of rest, rent the battle asunder,
 Turned ruin to laughter and death unto dreaming;
 And again and thrice over again did I go there
 Ere spring was grown winter: in the meadows I met her,
 By the sheaves of the corn, by the down-falling apples,
 Kind and calm, yea and glad, yet with eyes of one seeking.

 — Ah the mouth of one waiting, ere all shall be over! — 
 But at last in the winter-tide mid the dark forest
 Side by side did we wend down the pass: the wind tangled
 Mid the trunks and black boughs made wild music about us,
 But her feet on the scant snow and the sound of her breathing
 Made music much better: the wood thinned, and I saw her,
 As we came to the brow of the pass; for the moon gleamed
 Bitter cold in the cloudless black sky of the winter.
 Then the world drew me back from my love, and departing
 I saw her sweet serious look pass into terror
 And her arms cast abroad — and lo, clashing of armour,
 And a sword in my hand, and my mouth crying loud,
 And the moon and cold steel in the doorway burst open
 And thy doughty spear thrust through the throat of the foeman
 My dazed eyes scarce saw — thou rememberest, my fosterer?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Yea, Theobald the Constable had watched but unduly;
 We were taken unwares, and wild fleeing there was
 O’er black rock and white snow — shall such times come again, son?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Yea, full surely they shall; have thou courage, my fosterer! — 
 Day came thronging on day, month thrust month aside,
 Amid battle and strife and the murder of glory,
 And still oft and oft to that land was I led
 And still through all longing I young in Love’s dealings,
 Never called it a pain: though, the battle passed over,
 The council determined, back again came my craving:
 I knew not the pain, but I knew all the pleasure,
 When now, as the clouds o’er my fortune were parting,
 I felt myself waxing in might and in wisdom;
 And no city welcomed the Freed and the Freer,
 And no mighty army fell back before rumour
 Of Pharamond’s coming, but her heart bid me thither,
 And the blithest and kindest of kingfolk ye knew me.
 Then came the high tide of deliverance upon us,
 When surely if we in the red field had fallen
 The stocks and the stones would have risen to avenge us.

 — Then waned my sweet vision midst glory’s fulfilment,
 And still with its waning, hot waxed my desire:
 And did ye not note then that the glad-hearted Pharamond
 Was grown a stern man, a fierce king, it may be?
 Did ye deem it the growth of my manhood, the hardening
 Of battle and murder and treason about me?
 Nay, nay, it was love’s pain, first named and first noted
 When a long time went past, and I might not behold her.

 — Thou rememberest a year agone now, when the legate
 Of the Lord of the Waters brought here a broad letter
 Full of prayers for good peace and our friendship thenceforward — 

 — He who erst set a price on the lost head of Pharamond — 
 How I bade him stand up on his feet and be merry,
 Eat his meat by my side and drink out of my beaker,
 In memory of days when my meat was but little
 And my drink drunk in haste between saddle and straw.
 But lo! midst of my triumph, as I noted the feigning
 Of the last foeman humbled, and the hall fell a murmuring,
 And blithely the horns blew, Be glad, spring prevaileth,

 — As I sat there and changed not, my soul saw a vision:
 All folk faded away, and my love that I long for
 Came with raiment a-rustling along the hall pavement,
 Drawing near to the high-seat, with hands held out a little,
 Till her hallowed eyes drew me a space into heaven,
 And her lips moved to whisper, ‘Come, love, for I weary!’
 Then she turned and went from me, and I heard her feet falling
 On the floor of the hall, e’en as though it were empty
 Of all folk but us twain in the hush of the dawning.
 Then again, all was gone, and I sat there a smiling
 On the faint-smiling legate, as the hall windows quivered
 With the rain of the early night sweeping across them.
 Nought slept I that night, yet I saw her without sleeping: — 
 Betwixt midnight and morn of that summer-tide was I
 Amidst of the lilies by her house-door to hearken
 If perchance in her chamber she turned amid sleeping:
 When lo, as the East ‘gan to change, and stars faded
 Were her feet on the stairs, and the door opened softly,
 And she stood on the threshold with the eyes of one seeking,
 And there, gathering the folds of her gown to her girdle,
 Went forth through the garden and followed the highway,
 All along the green valley, and I ever beside her,
 Till the light of the low sun just risen was falling
 On her feet in the first of the pass — and all faded.
 Yet from her unto me had gone forth her intent,
 And I saw her face set to the heart of that city,
 And the quays where the ships of the outlanders come to,
 And I said: She is seeking, and shall I not seek?
 The sea is her prison wall; where is my prison?

 — Yet I said: Here men praise me, perchance men may love me
 If I live long enough for my justice and mercy
 To make them just and merciful — one who is master
 Of many poor folk, a man pity moveth
 Love hath dealt with in this wise, no minstrel nor dreamer.
 The deeds that my hand might find for the doing
 Did desire undo them these four years of fight?
 And now time and fair peace in my heart have begotten
 More desire and more pain, is the day of deeds done with?
 Lo here for my part my bonds and my prison! — 
 Then with hands holding praise, yet with fierce heart belike
 Did I turn to the people that I had delivered — 
 And the deeds of this year passed shall live peradventure!
 But now came no solace of dreams in the night-tide
 From that day thenceforward; yet oft in the council,
 Mid the hearkening folk craving for justice or mercy,
 Mid the righting of wrongs and the staying of ruin,
 Mid the ruling a dull folk, who deemed all my kingship
 A thing due and easy as the dawning and sunset
 To the day that God made once to deal with no further — 

 — Mid all these a fair face, a sad face, could I fashion,
 And I said, She is seeking, and shall I not seek?

 — Tell over the days of the year of hope’s waning;
 Tell over the hours of the weary days wearing:
 Tell over the minutes of the hours of thy waking,
 Then wonder he liveth who fails of his longing!

 

MASTER OLIVER
 What wouldst thou have, son, wherein I might help thee?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Hearken yet: — for a long time no more I beheld her
 Till a month agone now at the ending of Maytide;
 And then in the first of the morning I found me
 Fulfilled of all joy at the edge of the yew-wood;
 Then lo, her gown’s flutter in the fresh breeze of morning,
 And slower and statelier than her wont was aforetime
 And fairer of form toward the yew-wood she wended.
 But woe’s me! as she came and at last was beside me
 With sobbing scarce ended her bosom was heaving,
 Stained with tears was her face, and her mouth was yet quivering
 With torment of weeping held back for a season.
 Then swiftly my spirit to the King’s bed was wafted
 While still toward the sea were her weary feet wending.

 — Ah surely that day of all wrongs that I hearkened
 Mine own wrongs seemed heaviest and hardest to bear — 
 Mine own wrongs and hers — till that past year of ruling
 Seemed a crime and a folly. Night came, and I saw her
 Stealing barefoot, bareheaded amidst of the tulips
 Made grey by the moonlight: and a long time Love gave me
 To gaze on her weeping — morn came, and I wakened — 
 I wakened and said: Through the World will I wander,
 Till either I find her, or find the World empty.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Yea, son, wilt thou go? Ah thou knowest from of old time
 My words might not stay thee from aught thou wert willing;
 And e’en so it must be now. And yet hast thou asked me
 To go with thee, son, if aught I might help thee? — 
 Ah me, if thy face might gladden a little
 I should meet the world better and mock at its mocking:
 If thou goest to find her, why then hath there fallen
 This heaviness on thee? is thy heart waxen feeble?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 O friend, I have seen her no more, and her mourning
 Is alone and unhelped — yet to-night or to-morrow
 Somewhat nigher will I be to her love and her longing.
 Lo, to thee, friend, alone of all folk on the earth
 These things have I told: for a true man I deem thee
 Beyond all men call true; yea, a wise man moreover
 And hardy and helpful; and I know thy heart surely
 That thou holdest the world nought without me thy fosterling.
 Come, leave all awhile! it may be as time weareth
 With new life in our hands we shall wend us back hither.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Yea; triumph turns trouble, and all the world changeth,
 Yet a good world it is since we twain are together.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Lo, have I not said it? — thou art kinder than all men.
 Cast about then, I pray thee, to find us a keel
 Sailing who recketh whither, since the world is so wide.
 Sure the northlands shall know of the blessings she bringeth,
 And the southlands be singing of the tales that foretold her.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Well I wot of all chapmen — and to-night weighs a dromond
 Sailing west away first, and then to the southlands.
 Since in such things I deal oft they know me, but know not
 King Pharamond the Freed, since now first they sail hither.
 So make me thy messenger in a fair-writ broad letter
 And thyself make my scrivener, and this very night sail we. — 
 O surely thy face now is brightening and blesseth me!
 Peer through these boughs toward the bay and the haven,
 And high masts thou shalt see, and white sails hanging ready.

[Exit OLIVER.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Dost thou weep now, my darling, and are thy feet wandering
 On the ways ever empty of what thou desirest?
 Nay, nay, for thou know’st me, and many a night-tide
 Hath Love led thee forth to a city unknown:
 Thou hast paced through this palace from chamber to chamber
 Till in dawn and stars’ paling I have passed forth before thee:
 Thou hast seen thine own dwelling nor known how to name it:
 Thine own dwelling that shall be when love is victorious.
 Thou hast seen my sword glimmer amidst of the moonlight,
 As we rode with hoofs muffled through waylaying murder.
 Through the field of the dead hast thou fared to behold me,
 Seen me waking and longing by the watch-fires’ flicker;
 Thou hast followed my banner amidst of the battle
 And seen my face change to the man that they fear,
 Yet found me not fearful nor turned from beholding:
 Thou hast been at my triumphs, and heard the tale’s ending
 Of my wars, and my winning through days evil and weary:
 For this eve hast thou waited, and wilt be peradventure
 By the sea-strand to-night, for thou wottest full surely
 That the word is gone forth, and the world is a-moving.

 — Abide me, beloved! to-day and to-morrow
 Shall be little words in the tale of our loving,
 When the last morn ariseth, and thou and I meeting
 From lips laid together tell tales of these marvels.

 

THE MUSIC

LOVE IS ENOUGH: draw near and behold me

Ye who pass by the way to your rest and your laughter,

And are full of the hope of the dawn coming after;

For the strong of the world have bought me and sold me

And my house is all wasted from threshold to rafter.

 — Pass by me, and hearken, and think of me not!

 

Cry out and come near; for my ears may not hearken,

And my eyes are grown dim as the eyes of the dying.

Is this the grey rack o’er the sun’s face a-flying?

Or is it your faces his brightness that darken?

Comes a wind from the sea, or is it your sighing?

 — Pass by me, and hearken, and pity me not!

 

Ye know not how void is your hope and your living:

Depart with your helping lest yet ye undo me!

Ye know not that at nightfall she draweth near to me,

There is soft speech between us and words of forgiving

Till in dead of the midnight her kisses thrill through me.

 — Pass by me, and hearken, and waken me not!

 

Wherewith will ye buy it, ye rich who behold me?

Draw out from your coffers your rest and your laughter,

And the fair gilded hope of the dawn coming after!

Nay this I sell not, — though ye bought me and sold me, — 

For your house stored with such things from threshold to rafter.

 — Pass by me, I hearken, and think of you not!

 

Enter before the curtain LOVE clad as a maker of Pictured Cloths.

 

LOVE
 That double life my faithful king has led
 My hand has untwined, and old days are dead
 As in the moon the sails run up the mast.
 Yea, let this present mingle with the past,
 And when ye see him next think a long tide
 Of days are gone by; for the world is wide,
 And if at last these hands, these lips shall meet,
 What matter thorny ways and weary feet?

A faithful king, and now grown wise in love:
 Yet from of old in many ways I move
 The hearts that shall be mine: him by the hand
 Have I led forth, and shown his eyes the land
 Where dwells his love, and shown him what she is:
 He has beheld the lips that he shall kiss,
 The eyes his eyes shall soften, and the cheek
 His voice shall change, the limbs he maketh weak:

 — All this he hath as in a picture wrought — 
 But lo you, ’tis the seeker and the sought:
 For her no marvels of the night I make,
 Nor keep my dream-smiths’ drowsy heads awake;
 Only about her have I shed a glory
 Whereby she waiteth trembling for a story
 That she shall play in, — and ’tis not begun:
 Therefore from rising sun to setting sun
 There flit before her half-formed images
 Of what I am, and in all things she sees
 Something of mine: so single is her heart
 Filled with the worship of one set apart
 To be my priestess through all joy and sorrow;
 So sad and sweet she waits the certain morrow.

 — And yet sometimes, although her heart be strong,
 You may well think I tarry over-long:
 The lonely sweetness of desire grows pain,
 The reverent life of longing void and vain:
 Then are my dream-smiths mindful of my lore:
 They weave a web of sighs and weeping sore,
 Of languor, and of very helplessness,
 Of restless wandering, lonely dumb distress,
 Till like a live thing there she stands and goes,
 Gazing at Pharamond through all her woes.
 Then forth they fly, and spread the picture out
 Before his eyes, and how then may he doubt
 She knows his life, his deeds, and his desire?
 How shall he tremble lest her heart should tire?

 — It is not so; his danger and his war,
 His days of triumph, and his years of care,
 She knows them not — yet shall she know some day
 The love that in his lonely longing lay.

What, Faithful — do I lie, that overshot
 My dream-web is with that which happeneth not?
 Nay, nay, believe it not! — love lies alone
 In loving hearts like fire within the stone:
 Then strikes my hand, and lo, the flax ablaze!

 — Those tales of empty striving, and lost days
 Folk tell of sometimes — never lit my fire
 Such ruin as this; but Pride and Vain-desire,
 My counterfeits and foes, have done the deed.
 Beware, beloved! for they sow the weed
 Where I the wheat: they meddle where I leave,
 Take what I scorn, cast by what I receive,
 Sunder my yoke, yoke that I would dissever,
 Pull down the house my hands would build for ever.

 

Scene: In a Forest among the Hills of a Foreign Land.

KING PHARAMOND, MASTER OLIVER.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Stretch forth thine hand, foster-father, I know thee,
 And fain would be sure I am yet in the world:
 Where am I now, and what things have befallen?
 Why am I so weary, and yet have wrought nothing?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Thou hast been sick, lord, but thy sickness abateth.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Thou art sad unto weeping: sorry rags are thy raiment,
 For I see thee a little now: where am I lying?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 On the sere leaves thou liest, lord, deep in the wild wood

 

KING PHARAMOND
 What meaneth all this? was I not Pharamond,
 A worker of great deeds after my father,
 Freer of my land from murder and wrong,
 Fain of folks’ love, and no blencher in battle?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Yea, thou wert king and the kindest under heaven.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Was there not coming a Queen long desired,
 From a land over sea, my life to fulfil?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Belike it was so — but thou leftst it untold of.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Why weepest thou more yet? O me, which are dreams,
 Which are deeds of my life mid the things I remember?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Dost thou remember the great council chamber,
 O my king, and the lords there gathered together
 With drawn anxious faces one fair morning of summer,
 And myself in their midst, who would move thee to speech?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 A brawl I remember, some wordy debating,
 Whether my love should be brought to behold me.
 Sick was I at heart, little patience I had.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Hast thou memory yet left thee, how an hour thereafter
 We twain lay together in the midst of the pleasance
 ‘Neath the lime-trees, nigh the pear-tree, beholding the conduit?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Fair things I remember of a long time thereafter — 
 Of thy love and thy faith and our gladness together

 

MASTER OLIVER
 And the thing that we talked of, wilt thou tell me about it?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 We twain were to wend through the wide world together
 Seeking my love — O my heart! is she living?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 God wot that she liveth as she hath lived ever.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Then soon was it midnight, and moonset, as we wended
 Down to the ship, and the merchant-folks’ babble.
 The oily green waves in the harbour mouth glistened,
 Windless midnight it was, but the great sweeps were run out,
 As the cable came rattling mid rich bales on the deck,
 And slow moved the black side that the ripple was lapping,
 And I looked and beheld a great city behind us
 By the last of the moon as the stars were a-brightening,
 And Pharamond the Freed grew a tale of a singer,
 With the land of his fathers and the fame he had toiled for.
 Yet sweet was the scent of the sea-breeze arising;
 And I felt a chain broken, a sickness put from me
 As the sails drew, and merchant-folk, gathered together
 On the poop or the prow, ‘gan to move and begone,
 Till at last ‘neath the far-gazing eyes of the steersman
 By the loitering watch thou and I were left lonely,
 And we saw by the moon the white horses arising
 Where beyond the last headland the ocean abode us,
 Then came the fresh breeze and the sweep of the spray,
 And the beating of ropes, and the empty sails’ thunder,
 As we shifted our course toward the west in the dawning;
 Then I slept and I dreamed in the dark I was lying,
 And I heard her sweet breath and her feet falling near me,
 And the rustle of her raiment as she sought through the darkness,
 Sought, I knew not for what, till her arms clung about me
 With a cry that was hers, that was mine as I wakened.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Yea, a sweet dream it was, as thy dreams were aforetime.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Nay not so, my fosterer: thy hope yet shall fail thee
 If thou lookest to see me turned back from my folly,
 Lamenting and mocking the life of my longing.
 Many such have I had, dear dreams and deceitful,
 When the soul slept a little from all but its search,
 And lied to the body of bliss beyond telling;
 Yea, waking had lied still but for life and its torment.
 Not so were those dreams of the days of my kingship,
 Slept my body — or died — but my soul was not sleeping,
 It knew that she touched not this body that trembled
 At the thought of her body sore trembling to see me;
 It lied of no bliss as desire swept it onward,
 Who knows through what sundering space of its prison;
 It saw, and it heard, and it hoped, and was lonely,
 Had no doubt and no joy, but the hope that endureth.

 — Woe’s me I am weary: wend we forward to-morrow?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Yea, well it may be if thou wilt but be patient,
 And rest thee a little, while time creepeth onward.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 But tell me, has the fourth year gone far mid my sickness?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Nay, for seven days only didst thou lie here a-dying,
 As full often I deemed: God be thanked it is over!
 But rest thee a little, lord; gather strength for the striving.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Yea, for once again sleep meseems cometh to struggle
 With the memory of times past: come tell thou, my fosterer,
 Of the days we have fared through, that dimly before me
 Are floating, as I look on thy face and its trouble.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Rememberest thou aught of the lands where we wended?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Yea, many a thing — as the moonlit warm evening
 When we stayed by the trees in the Gold-bearing Land,
 Nigh the gate of the city, where a minstrel was singing
 That tale of the King and his fate, o’er the cradle
 Foretold by the wise of the world; that a woman
 Should win him to love and to woe, and despairing
 In the last of his youth, the first days of his manhood.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 I remember the evening; but clean gone is the story:
 Amid deeds great and dreadful, should songs abide by me?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 They shut the young king in a castle, the tale saith,
 Where never came woman, and never should come,
 And sadly he grew up and stored with all wisdom,
 Not wishing for aught in his heart that he had not,
 Till the time was come round to his twentieth birthday.
 Then many fair gifts brought his people unto him,
 Gold and gems, and rich cloths, and rare things and dear-bought,
 And a book fairly written brought a wise man among them,
 Called the Praising of Prudence; wherein there was painted
 The image of Prudence: — and that, what but a woman,
 E’en she forsooth that the painter found fairest; — 
 Now surely thou mindest what needs must come after?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Yea, somewhat indeed I remember the misery
 Told in that tale, but all mingled it is
 With the manifold trouble that met us full often,
 E’en we ourselves. Of nought else hast thou memory?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Of many such tales that the Southland folk told us,
 Of many a dream by the sunlight and moonlight;
 Of music that moved me, of hopes that my heart had;
 The high days when my love and I held feast together.

 — But what land is this, and how came we hither?

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Nay, hast thou no memory of our troubles that were many?
 How thou criedst out for Death and how near Death came to thee?
 How thou needs must dread war, thou the dreadful in battle?
 Of the pest in the place where that tale was told to us;
 And how we fled thence o’er the desert of horror?
 How weary we wandered when we came to the mountains,
 All dead but one man of those who went with us?
 How we came to the sea of the west, and the city,
 Whose Queen would have kept thee her slave and her lover,
 And how we escaped by the fair woman’s kindness,
 Who loved thee, and cast her life by for thy welfare?
 Of the waste of thy life when we sailed from the Southlands,
 And the sea-thieves fell on us and sold us for servants
 To that land of hard gems, where thy life’s purchase seemed
 Little better than mine, and we found to our sorrow
 Whence came the crown’s glitter, thy sign once of glory:
 Then naked a king toiled in sharp rocky crannies,
 And thy world’s fear was grown but the task-master’s whip,
 And thy world’s hope the dream in the short dead of night?
 And hast thou forgotten how again we fled from it,
 And that fight of despair in the boat on the river,
 And the sea-strand again and white bellying sails;
 And the sore drought and famine that on ship-board fell on us,
 Ere the sea was o’erpast, and we came scarcely living
 To those keepers of sheep, the poor folk and the kind?
 Dost thou mind not the merchants who brought us thence northward,
 And this land that we made in the twilight of dawning?
 And the city herein where all kindness forsook us,
 And our bitter bread sought we from house-door to house-door.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 As the shadow of clouds o’er the summer sea sailing
 Is the memory of all now, and whiles I remember
 And whiles I forget; and nought it availeth
 Remembering, forgetting; for a sleep is upon me
 That shall last a long while: — there thou liest, my fosterer,
 As thou lay’st a while since ere that twilight of dawning;
 And I woke and looked forth, and the dark sea, long changeless,
 Was now at last barred by a dim wall that swallowed
 The red shapeless moon, and the whole sea was rolling,
 Unresting, unvaried, as grey as the void is,
 Toward that wall ‘gainst the heavens as though rest were behind it.
 Still onward we fared and the moon was forgotten,
 And colder the sea grew and colder the heavens,
 And blacker the wall grew, and grey, green-besprinkled,
 And the sky seemed to breach it; and lo at the last
 Many islands of mountains, and a city amongst them.
 White clouds of the dawn, not moving yet waning,
 Wreathed the high peaks about; and the sea beat for ever
 ‘Gainst the green sloping hills and the black rocks and beachless.

 — Is this the same land that I saw in that dawning?
 For sure if it is thou at least shalt hear tidings,
 Though I die ere the dark: but for thee, O my fosterer,
 Lying there by my side, I had deemed the old vision
 Had drawn forth the soul from my body to see her.
 And with joy and fear blended leapt the heart in my bosom,
 And I cried, “The last land, love; O hast thou abided?”
 But since then hath been turmoil, and sickness, and slumber,
 And my soul hath been troubled with dreams that I knew not.
 And such tangle is round me life fails me to rend it,
 And the cold cloud of death rolleth onward to hide me. — 

 — O well am I hidden, who might not be happy!
 I see not, I hear not, my head groweth heavy.

[Falls back as if sleeping.

 

MASTER OLIVER

 — O Son, is it sleep that upon thee is fallen?
 Not death, O my dear one! — speak yet but a little!

 

KING PHARAMOND (raising himself again)

O be glad, foster-father! and those troubles past over, — 
 Be thou thereby when once more I remember
 And sit with my maiden and tell her the story,
 And we pity our past selves as a poet may pity
 The poor folk he tells of amid plentiful weeping.
 Hush now! as faint noise of bells over water
 A sweet sound floats towards me, and blesses my slumber:
 If I wake never more I shall dream and shall see her. [Sleeps.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Is it swooning or sleeping? in what wise shall he waken?

 — Nay, no sound I hear save the forest wind wailing.
 Who shall help us to-day save our yoke-fellow Death?
 Yet fain would I die mid the sun and the flowers;
 For a tomb seems this yew-wood ere yet we are dead.
 And its wailing wind chilleth my yearning for time past,
 And my love groweth cold in this dusk of the daytime.
 What will be? is worse than death drawing anear us?
 Flit past, dreary day! come, night-tide and resting!
 Come, to-morrow’s uprising with light and new tidings!

 — Lo, Lord, I have borne all with no bright love before me;
 Wilt thou break all I had and then give me no blessing?

 

THE MUSIC

LOVE IS ENOUGH: through the trouble and tangle

From yesterdays dawning to yesterday’s night

I sought through the vales where the prisoned winds wrangle,

Till, wearied and bleeding, at end of the light

I met him, and we wrestled, and great was my might.

 

O great was my joy, though no rest was around me,

Though mid wastes of the world were we twain all alone,

For methought that I conquered and he knelt and he crowned me,

And the driving rain ceased, and the wind ceased to moan,

And through clefts of the clouds her planet outshone.

 

O through clefts of the clouds ‘gan the world to awaken,

And the bitter wind piped, and down drifted the rain,

And I was alone — and yet not forsaken,

For the grass was untrodden except by my pain:

With a Shadow of the Night had I wrestled in vain.

 

And the Shadow of the Night and not Love was departed;

I was sore, I was weary, yet Love lived to seek;

So I scaled the dark mountains, and wandered sad-hearted

Over wearier wastes, where e’en sunlight was bleak,

With no rest of the night for my soul waxen weak.

 

With no rest of the night; for I waked mid a story

Of a land wherein Love is the light and the lord,

Where my tale shall be heard, and my wounds gain a glory,

And my tears be a treasure to add to the hoard

Of pleasure laid up for his people’s reward.

 

Ah, pleasure laid up! haste thou onward and listen,

For the wind of the waste has no music like this,

And not thus do the rocks of the wilderness glisten:

With the host of his faithful through sorrow and bliss

My Lord goeth forth now, and knows me for his.

 

Enter before the curtain LOVE, with a cup of bitter drink and his hands bloody.

 

LOVE
 O Pharamond, I knew thee brave and strong,
 And yet how might’st thou live to bear this wrong?

 — A wandering-tide of three long bitter years,
 Solaced at whiles by languor of soft tears,
 By dreams self-wrought of night and sleep and sorrow,
 Holpen by hope of tears to be to-morrow:
 Yet all, alas, but wavering memories;
 No vision of her hands, her lips, her eyes,
 Has blessed him since he seemed to see her weep,
 No wandering feet of hers beset his sleep.

Woe’s me then! am I cruel, or am I grown
 The scourge of Fate, lest men forget to moan?
 What! — is there blood upon these hands of mine?
 Is venomed anguish mingled with my wine?

 — Blood there may be, and venom in the cup;
 But see, Beloved, how the tears well up
 From my grieved heart my blinded eyes to grieve,
 And in the kindness of old days believe!
 So after all then we must weep to-day — 

 — We, who behold at ending of the way,
 These lovers tread a bower they may not miss
 Whose door my servant keepeth, Earthly Bliss:
 There in a little while shall they abide,
 Nor each from each their wounds of wandering hide,
 But kiss them, each on each, and find it sweet,
 That wounded so the world they may not meet.

 — Ah, truly mine! since this your tears may move,
 The very sweetness of rewarded love!
 Ah, truly mine, that tremble as ye hear
 The speech of loving lips grown close and dear;

 — Lest other sounds from other doors ye hearken,
 Doors that the wings of Earthly Anguish darken.

 

Scene: On a Highway in a Valley near the last, with a Mist over all things.

KING PHARAMOND, MASTER OLIVER.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Hold a while, Oliver! my limbs are grown weaker
 Than when in the wood I first rose to my feet.
 There was hope in my heart then, and now nought but sickness;
 There was sight in my eyes then, and now nought but blindness.
 Good art thou, hope, while the life yet tormenteth,
 But a better help now have I gained than thy goading.
 Farewell, O life, wherein once I was merry!
 O dream of the world, I depart now, and leave thee
 A little tale added to thy long-drawn-out story.
 Cruel wert thou, O Love, yet have thou and I conquered.

 — Come nearer, O fosterer, come nearer and kiss me,
 Bid farewell to thy fosterling while the life yet is in me,
 For this farewell to thee is my last word meseemeth.

[He lies down and sleeps.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 O my king, O my son! Ah, woe’s me for my kindness,
 For the day when thou drew’st me and I let thee be drawn
 Into toils I knew deadly, into death thou desiredst!
 And woe’s me that I die not! for my body made hardy
 By the battles of old days to bear every anguish!

 — Speak a word and forgive me, for who knows how long yet
 Are the days of my life, and the hours of my loathing!
 He speaks not, he moves not; yet he draweth breath softly:
 I have seen men a-dying, and not thus did the end come.
 Surely God who made all forgets not love’s rewarding,
 Forgets not the faithful, the guileless who fear not.
 Oh, might there be help yet, and some new life’s beginning!

 — Lo, lighter the mist grows: there come sounds through its dulness,
 The lowing of kine, or the whoop of a shepherd,
 The bell-wether’s tinkle, or clatter of horse-hoofs.
 A homestead is nigh us: I will fare down the highway
 And seek for some helping: folk said simple people
 Abode in this valley, and these may avail us — 
 If aught it avail us to live for a little.

 — Yea, give it us, God! — all the fame and the glory
 We fought for and gained once; the life of well-doing,
 Fair deed thrusting on deed, and no day forgotten;
 And due worship of folk that his great heart had holpen; — 
 All I prayed for him once now no longer I pray for.
 Let it all pass away as my warm breath now passeth
 In the chill of the morning mist wherewith thou hidest
 Fair vale and grey mountain of the land we are come to!
 Let it all pass away! but some peace and some pleasure
 I pray for him yet, and that I may behold it.
 A prayer little and lowly, — and we in the old time
 When the world lay before us, were we hard to the lowly?
 Thou know’st we were kind, howso hard to be beaten;
 Wilt thou help us this last time? or what hast thou hidden
 We know not, we name not, some crown for our striving?

 — O body and soul of my son, may God keep thee!
 For, as lone as thou liest in a land that we see not
 When the world loseth thee, what is left for its losing?

[Exit OLIVER.

 

THE MUSIC

LOVE IS ENOUGH: cherish life that abideth,

Lest ye die ere ye know him, and curse and misname him;

For who knows in what ruin of all hope he hideth,

On what wings of the terror of darkness he rideth?

And what is the joy of man’s life that ye blame him

For his bliss grown a sword, and his rest grown a fire?

 

Ye who tremble for death, or the death of desire,

Pass about the cold winter-tide garden and ponder

On the rose in his glory amidst of June’s fire,

On the languor of noontide that gathered the thunder,

On the morn and its freshness, the eve and its wonder;

Ye may wake it no more — shall Spring come to awaken?

 

Live on, for Love liveth, and earth shall be shaken

By the wind of his wings on the triumphing morning,

When the dead, and their deeds that die not shall awaken,

And the world’s tale shall sound in your trumpet of warning,

And the sun smite the banner called Scorn of the Scorning,

And dead pain ye shall trample, dead fruitless desire,

As ye wend to pluck out the new world from the fire.

 

Enter before the curtain, LOVE clad as a Pilgrim.

 

LOVE
 Alone, afar from home doth Pharamond lie,
 Drawn near to death, ye deem — or what draws nigh?
 Afar from home — and have ye any deeming
 How far may be that country of his dreaming?
 Is it not time, is it not time, say ye,
 That we the day-star in the sky should see?

Patience, Beloved; these may come to live
 A life fulfilled of all I have to give,
 But bare of strife and story; and ye know well
 How wild a tale of him might be to tell
 Had I not snatched away the sword and crown;
 Yea, and she too was made for world’s renown,
 And should have won it, had my bow not been;
 These that I love were very king and queen;
 I have discrowned them, shall I not crown too?
 Ye know, Beloved, what sharp bitter dew,
 What parching torment of unresting day
 Falls on the garden of my deathless bay:
 Hands that have gathered it and feet that came
 Beneath its shadow have known flint and flame;
 Therefore I love them; and they love no less
 Each furlong of the road of past distress.

 — Ah, Faithful, tell me for what rest and peace,
 What length of happy days and world’s increase,
 What hate of wailing, and what love of laughter,
 What hope and fear of worlds to be hereafter,
 Would ye cast by that crown of bitter leaves?

And yet, ye say, our very heart it grieves
 To see him lying there: how may he save
 His life and love if he more pain must have?
 And she — how fares it with her? is not earth
 From winter’s sorrow unto summer’s mirth
 Grown all too narrow for her yearning heart?
 We pray thee, Love, keep these no more apart.

Ye say but sooth: not long may he endure:
 And her heart sickeneth past all help or cure
 Unless I hasten to the helping — see,
 Am I not girt for going speedily?

 — The journey lies before me long? — nay, nay,
 Upon my feet the dust is lying grey,
 The staff is heavy in my hand. — Ye too,
 Have ye not slept? or what is this ye do,
 Wearying to find the country ye are in?

[The curtain draws up and

shows the same scene

as the last, with the mist clearing, and

PHARAMOND lying there as before.

Look, look! how sun and morn at last do win
 Upon the shifting waves of mist! behold
 That mountain-wall the earth-fires rent of old,
 Grey toward the valley, sun-gilt at the side!
 See the black yew-wood that the pass doth hide!
 Search through the mist for knoll, and fruited tree,
 And winding stream, and highway white — and see,
 See, at my feet lies Pharamond the Freed!
 A happy journey have we gone indeed!

Hearken, Beloved, over-long, ye deem,
 I let these lovers deal with hope and dream
 Alone unholpen. — Somewhat sooth ye say:
 But now her feet are on this very way
 That leadeth from the city: and she saith
 One beckoneth her back hitherward — even Death — 
 And who was that, Beloved, but even I?
 Yet though her feet and sunlight are drawn nigh
 The cold grass where he lieth like the dead,
 To ease your hearts a little of their dread
 I will abide her coming, and in speech
 He knoweth, somewhat of his welfare teach.

 

LOVE goes on to the Stage and stands at PHARAMOND’s head.

 

LOVE
 HEARKEN, O Pharamond, why camest thou hither?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 I came seeking Death; I have found him belike.

 

LOVE
 In what land of the world art thou lying, O Pharamond?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 In a land ‘twixt two worlds: nor long shall I dwell there.

 

LOVE
 Who am I, Pharamond, that stand here beside thee?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 The Death I have sought — thou art welcome; I greet thee.

 

LOVE
 Such a name have I had, but another name have I.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Art thou God then that helps not until the last season?

 

LOVE
 Yea, God am I surely: yet another name have I.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Methinks as I hearken, thy voice I should wot of.

 

LOVE
 I called thee, and thou cam’st from thy glory and kingship.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 I was King Pharamond, and love overcame me.

 

LOVE
 Pharamond, thou say’st it. — I am Love and thy master.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Sooth didst thou say when thou call’dst thyself Death.

 

LOVE
 Though thou diest, yet thy love and thy deeds shall I quicken.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Be thou God, be thou Death, yet I love thee and dread not.

 

LOVE
 Pharamond, while thou livedst what thing wert thou loving?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 A dream and a lie — and my death — and I love it.

 

LOVE
 Pharamond, do my bidding, as thy wont was aforetime.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 What wilt thou have of me, for I wend away swiftly?

 

LOVE
 Open thine eyes, and behold where thou liest!

 

KING PHARAMOND
 It is little — the old dream, the old lie is about me.

 

LOVE
 Why faintest thou, Pharamond? is love then unworthy?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Then hath God made no world now, nor shall make hereafter.

 

LOVE
 Wouldst thou live if thou mightst in this fair world, O Pharamond?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Yea, if she and truth were; nay, if she and truth were not.

 

LOVE
 O long shalt thou live: thou art here in the body,
 Where nought but thy spirit I brought in days bygone.
 Ah, thou hearkenest! — and where then of old hast thou heard it?

[Music outside, far off.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 O mock me not, Death; or, Life, hold me no longer!
 For that sweet strain I hear that I heard once a-dreaming:
 Is it death coming nigher, or life come back that brings it?
 Or rather my dream come again as aforetime?

 

LOVE
 Look up, O Pharamond! canst thou see aught about thee?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Yea, surely: all things as aforetime I saw them:
 The mist fading out with the first of the sunlight,
 And the mountains a-changing as oft in my dreaming,
 And the thornbrake anigh blossomed thick with the May-tide.

[Music again.

O my heart! — I am hearkening thee whereso thou wanderest!

 

LOVE
 Put forth thine hand, feel the dew on the daisies!

 

KING PHARAMOND
 So their freshness I felt in the days ere hope perished.

 — O me, me, my darling! how fair the world groweth!
 Ah, shall I not find thee, if death yet should linger,
 Else why grow I so glad now when life seems departing?
 What pleasure thus pierceth my heart unto fainting?

 — O me, into words now thy melody passeth.

 

MUSIC with singing (from without)

Dawn talks to-day

Over dew-gleaming flowers,

Night flies away

Till the resting of hours:

Fresh are thy feet

And with dreams thine eyes glistening.

Thy still lips are sweet

Though the world is a-listening.

O Love, set a word in my mouth for our meeting,

Cast thine arms round about me to stay my heart’s beating!

O fresh day, O fair day, O long day made ours!

 

LOVE
 What wilt thou say now of the gifts Love hath given?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Stay thy whispering, O wind of the morning — she speaketh.

 

THE MUSIC (coming nearer)

Morn shall meet noon

While the flower-stems yet move,

Though the wind dieth soon

And the clouds fade above.

Loved lips are thine

As I tremble and hearken;

Bright thine eyes shine,

Though the leaves thy brow darken.

O Love, kiss me into silence, lest no word avail me,

Stay my head with thy bosom lest breath and life fail me!

O sweet day, O rich day, made long for our love!

 

LOVE
 Was Love then a liar who fashioned thy dreaming?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 O fair-blossomed tree, stay thy rustling — I hearken.

 

THE MUSIC (coming nearer)

Late day shall greet eve,

And the full blossoms shake,

For the wind will not leave

The tall trees while they wake.

Eyes soft with bliss,

Come nigher and nigher!

Sweet mouth I kiss,

Tell me all thy desire!

Let us speak, love, together some words of our story,

That our lips as they part may remember the glory!

O soft day, O calm day, made clear for our sake!

 

LOVE
 What wouldst thou, Pharamond? why art thou fainting?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 And thou diest, fair daylight, now she draweth near me!

THE MUSIC (close outside)

Eve shall kiss night,

And the leaves stir like rain

As the wind stealeth light

O’er the grass of the plain.

Unseen are thine eyes

Mid the dreamy night’s sleeping,

And on my mouth there lies

The dear rain of thy weeping.

Hold, silence, love, speak not of the sweet day departed,

Cling close to me, love, lest I waken sad-hearted!

O kind day, O dear day, short day, come again!

 

LOVE
 Sleep then, O Pharamond, till her kiss shall awake thee,
 For, lo, here comes the sun o’er the tops of the mountains,
 And she with his light in her hair comes before him,
 As solemn and fair as the dawn of the May-tide
 On some isle of mid-ocean when all winds are sleeping.
 O worthy is she of this hour that awaits her,
 And the death of all doubt, and beginning of gladness
 Her great heart shall embrace without fear or amazement.

 — He sleeps, yet his heart’s beating measures her footfalls;
 And her heart beateth too, as her feet bear her onward:
 Breathe gently between them, O breeze of the morning!
 Wind round them unthought of, sweet scent of the blossoms!
 Treasure up every minute of this tide of their meeting,
 O flower-bedecked Earth! with such tales of my triumph
 Is your life still renewed, and spring comes back for ever
 From that forge of all glory that brought forth my blessing.
 O welcome, Love’s darling: Shall this day ever darken,
 Whose dawn I have dight for thy longing triumphant?

[Exit LOVE. Enter AZALAIS.

 

AZALAIS
 A song in my mouth, then? my heart full of gladness?
 My feet firm on the earth, as when youth was beginning?
 And the rest of my early days come back to bless me? — 
 Who hath brought me these gifts in the midst of the May-tide?
 What! — three days agone to the city I wandered,
 And watched the ships warped to the Quay of the Merchants;
 And wondered why folk should be busy and anxious;
 For bitter my heart was, and life seemed a-waning,
 With no story told, with sweet longing turned torment,
 Love turned to abasement, and rest gone for ever.
 And last night I awoke with a pain piercing through me,
 And a cry in my ears, and Death passed on before,
 As one pointing the way, and I rose up sore trembling,
 And by cloud and by night went before the sun’s coming,
 As one goeth to death, — and lo here the dawning!
 And a dawning therewith of a dear joy I know not.
 I have given back the day the glad greeting it gave me;
 And the gladness it gave me, that too would I give
 Were hands held out to crave it —— Fair valley, I greet thee,
 And the new-wakened voices of all things familiar.

 — Behold, how the mist-bow lies bright on the mountain,
 Bidding hope as of old since no prison endureth.
 Full busy has May been these days I have missed her,
 And the milkwort is blooming, and blue falls the speedwell.

 — Lo, here have been footsteps in the first of the morning,
 Since the moon sank all red in the mist now departed.

 — Ah! what lieth there by the side of the highway?
 Is it death stains the sunlight, or sorrow or sickness?

[Going up to PHARAMOND.

 — Not death, for he sleepeth; but beauty sore blemished
 By sorrow and sickness, and for all that the sweeter.
 I will wait till he wakens and gaze on his beauty,
 Lest I never again in the world should behold him.

 — Maybe I may help him; he is sick and needs tending,
 He is poor, and shall scorn not our simpleness surely.
 Whence came he to us-ward — what like has his life been — 
 Who spoke to him last — for what is he longing?

 — As one hearkening a story I wonder what cometh,
 And in what wise my voice to our homestead shall bid him.
 O heart, how thou faintest with hope of the gladness
 I may have for a little if there he abide.
 Soft there shalt thou sleep, love, and sweet shall thy dreams be,
 And sweet thy awaking amidst of the wonder
 Where thou art, who is nigh thee — and then, when thou seest
 How the rose-boughs hang in o’er the little loft window,
 And the blue bowl with roses is close to thine hand,
 And over thy bed is the quilt sewn with lilies,
 And the loft is hung round with the green Southland hangings,
 And all smelleth sweet as the low door is opened,
 And thou turnest to see me there standing, and holding
 Such dainties as may be, thy new hunger to stay — 
 Then well may I hope that thou wilt not remember
 Thine old woes for a moment in the freshness and pleasure,
 And that I shall be part of thy rest for a little.
 And then — who shall say — wilt thou tell me thy story,
 And what thou hast loved, and for what thou hast striven?

 — Thou shalt see me, and my love and my pity, as thou speakest,
 And it may be thy pity shall mingle with mine.

 — And meanwhile — Ah, love, what hope may my heart hold?
 For I see that thou lovest, who ne’er hast beheld me.
 And how should thy love change, howe’er the world changeth?
 Yet meanwhile, had I dreamed of the bliss of this minute,
 How might I have borne to live weary and waiting!

Woe’s me! do I fear thee? else should I not wake thee,
 For tending thou needest — If my hand touched thy hand

[Touching him.

I should fear thee the less. — O sweet friend, forgive it,
 My hand and my tears, for faintly they touched thee!
 He trembleth, and waketh not: O me, my darling!
 Hope whispers that thou hear’st me through sleep, and wouldst waken,
 But for dread that thou dreamest and I should be gone.
 Doth it please thee in dreaming that I tremble and dread thee,
 That these tears are the tears of one praying vainly,
 Who shall pray with no word when thou hast awakened?

 — Yet how shall I deal with my life if he love not,
 As how should he love me, a stranger, unheard of?

 — O bear witness, thou day that hast brought my love hither!
 Thou sun that burst out through the mist o’er the mountains,
 In that moment mine eyes met the field of his sorrow — 
 Bear witness, ye fields that have fed me and clothed me,
 And air I have breathed, and earth that hast borne me — 
 Though I find you but shadows, and wrought but for fading,
 Though all ye and God fail me, — my love shall not fail!
 Yea, even if this love, that seemeth such pleasure
 As earth is unworthy of, turneth to pain;
 If he wake without memory of me and my weeping,
 With a name on his lips not mine — that I know not:
 If thus my hand leave his hand for the last time,
 And no word from his lips be kind for my comfort — 
 If all speech fail between us, all sight fail me henceforth,
 If all hope and God fail me — my love shall not fail.

 — Friend, I may not forbear: we have been here together:
 My hand on thy hand has been laid, and thou trembledst.
 Think now if this May sky should darken above us,
 And the death of the world in this minute should part us — 
 Think, my love, of the loss if my lips had not kissed thee.
 And forgive me my hunger of no hope begotten! [She kisses him.

 

KING PHARAMOND (awaking)

Who art thou? who art thou, that my dream I might tell thee?
 How with words full of love she drew near me, and kissed me.
 O thou kissest me yet, and thou clingest about me!
 Ah, kiss me and wake me into death and deliverance!

 

AZALAIS (drawing away from him)

Speak no rough word, I pray thee, for a little, thou loveliest!
 But forgive me, for the years of my life have been lonely,
 And thou art come hither with the eyes of one seeking.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Sweet dream of old days, and her very lips speaking
 The words of my lips and the night season’s longing.
 How might I have lived had I known what I longed for!

 

AZALAIS
 I knew thou wouldst love, I knew all thy desire — 
 Am I she whom thou seekest? may I draw nigh again?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Ah, lengthen no more the years of my seeking,
 For thou knowest my love as thy love lies before me.

 

AZALAIS (coming near to him again)

O Love, there was fear in thine eyes as thou wakenedst;
 Thy first words were of dreaming and death — but we die not.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 In thine eyes was a terror as thy lips’ touches faded,
 Sore trembled thine arms as they fell away from me;
 And thy voice was grown piteous with words of beseeching,
 So that still for a little my search seemed unended.

 — Ah, enending, unchanging desire fulfils me!
 I cry out for thy comfort as thou clingest about me.
 O joy hard to bear, but for memory of sorrow,
 But for pity of past days whose bitter is sweet now!

Let us speak, love, together some word of our story,
 That our lips as they part may remember the glory.

 

AZALAIS

O Love, kiss me into silence lest no word avail me;
 Stay my head with thy bosom lest breath and life fail me.

 

THE MUSIC

LOVE IS ENOUGH: while ye deemed him a-sleeping,

There were signs of his coming and sounds of his feet;

His touch it was that would bring you to weeping,

When the summer was deepest and music most sweet:

In his footsteps ye followed the day to its dying,

Ye went forth by his gown-skirts the morning to meet:

In his place on the beaten-down orchard-grass lying,

Of the sweet ways ye pondered yet left for life’s trying.

 

Ah, what was all dreaming of pleasure anear you,

To the time when his eyes on your wistful eyes turned,

And ye saw his lips move, and his head bend to hear you,

As new-born and glad to his kindness ye yearned?

Ah, what was all dreaming of anguish and sorrow,

To the time when the world in his torment was burned,

And no god your heart from its prison might borrow,

And no rest was left, no to-day, no to-morrow?

 

All wonder of pleasure, all doubt of desire,

All blindness, are ended, and no more ye feel

If your feet tread his flowers or the flames of his fire,

If your breast meet his balms or the edge of his steel.

Change is come, and past over, no more strife, no more learning:

Now your lips and your forehead are sealed with his seal,

Look backward and smile at the thorns and the burning.

 — Sweet rest, O my soul, and no fear of returning!

 

Enter before the curtain LOVE, clad still as a Pilgrim.

 

LOVE
 How is it with the Fosterer then, when he
 Comes back again that rest and peace to see,
 And God his latest prayer has granted now? — 
 Why, as the winds whereso they list shall blow,
 So drifts the thought of man, and who shall say
 To-morrow shall my thought be as to-day?

 — My fosterling is happy, and I too;
 Yet did we leave behind things good to do,
 Deeds good to tell about when we are dead.
 Here is no pain, but rest, and easy bread;
 Yet therewith something hard to understand
 Dulls the crowned work to which I set my hand.
 Ah, patience yet! his longing is well won,
 And I shall die at last and all be done. — 
 Such words unspoken the best man on earth
 Still bears about betwixt the lover’s mirth;
 And now he hath what he went forth to find,
 This Pharamond is neither dull nor blind,
 And looking upon Oliver, he saith: — 
 My friend recked nothing of his life or death,
 Knew not my anguish then, nor now my pleasure,
 And by my crowned joy sets his lessened treasure.
 Is risk of twenty days of wind and sea,
 Of new-born feeble headless enmity,
 I should have scorned once, too great gift to give
 To this most faithful man that he may live?

 — Yea, was that all? my faithful, you and I,
 Still craving, scorn the world too utterly,
 The world we want not — yet, our one desire
 Fulfilled at last, what next shall feed the fire?

 — I say not this to make my altar cold;
 Rather that ye, my happy ones, should hold
 Enough of memory and enough of fear
 Within your hearts to keep its flame full clear;
 Rather that ye, still dearer to my heart,
 Whom words call hapless, yet should praise your part,
 Wherein the morning and the evening sun
 Are bright about a story never done;
 That those for chastening, these for joy should cling
 About the marvels that my minstrels sing.

Well, Pharamond fulfilled of love must turn
 Unto the folk that still he deemed would yearn
 To see his face, and hear his voice once more;
 And he was mindful of the days passed o’er,
 And fain had linked them to these days of love;
 And he perchance was fain the world to move
 While love looked on; and he perchance was fain
 Some pleasure of the strife of old to gain.
 Easy withal it seemed to him to land,
 And by his empty throne awhile to stand
 Amid the wonder, and then sit him down
 While folk went forth to seek the hidden crown.

Or else his name upon the same wind borne
 As smote the world with winding of his horn,
 His hood pulled back, his banner flung abroad,
 A gleam of sunshine on his half-drawn sword.

 — Well, he and you and I have little skill
 To know the secret of Fate’s worldly will;
 Yet can I guess, and you belike may guess,
 Yea, and e’en he mid all his lordliness,
 That much may be forgot in three years’ space
 Outside my kingdom. — Gone his godlike face,
 His calm voice, and his kindness, half akin
 Amid a blind folk to rebuke of sin,
 Men ‘gin to think that he was great and good,
 But hindered them from doing as they would,
 And ere they have much time to think on it
 Between their teeth another has the bit,
 And forth they run with Force and Fate behind.

 — Indeed his sword might somewhat heal the blind,
 Were I not, and the softness I have given;
 With me for him have hope and glory striven
 In other days when my tale was beginning;
 But sweet life lay beyond then for the winning,
 And now what sweetness? — blood of men to spill
 Who once believed him God to heal their ill:
 To break the gate and storm adown the street
 Where once his coming flower-crowned girls did greet:
 To deem the cry come from amidst his folk
 When his own country tongue should curse his stroke — 
 Nay, he shall leave to better men or worse
 His people’s conquered homage and their curse.

So forth they go, his Oliver and he,
 One thing at least to learn across the sea,
 That whatso needless shadows life may borrow
 Love is enough amidst of joy or sorrow.

Love is enough — My Faithful, in your eyes
 I see the thought, Our Lord is overwise
 Some minutes past in what concerns him not,
 And us no more: is all his tale forgot?

 — Ah, Well-beloved, I fell asleep e’en now,
 And in my sleep some enemy did show
 Sad ghosts of bitter things, and names unknown
 For things I know — a maze with shame bestrown
 And ruin and death; till e’en myself did seem
 A wandering curse amidst a hopeless dream.

 — Yet see! I live, no older than of old,
 What tales soe’er of changing Time has told.
 And ye who cling to all my hand shall give,
 Sorrow or joy, no less than I shall live.

 

Scene: Before KING PHARAMOND’S Palace.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 A long time it seems since this morn when I met them,
 The men of my household and the great man they honour:
 Better counsel in king-choosing might I have given
 Had ye bided my coming back hither, my people:
 And yet who shall say or foretell what Fate meaneth?
 For that man there, the stranger, Honorius men called him,
 I account him the soul to King Theobald’s body,
 And the twain are one king; and a goodly king may be
 For this people, who grasping at peace and good days,
 Careth little who giveth them that which they long for.
 Yet what gifts have I given them; I who this even
 Turn away with grim face from the fight that should try me?
 It is just then, I have lost: lie down, thou supplanter,
 In thy tomb in the minster when thy life is well over,
 And the well-carven image of latten laid o’er thee
 Shall live on as thou livedst, and be worthy the praising
 Whereby folk shall remember the days of thy plenty.
 Praising Theobald the Good and the peace that he brought them,
 But I — I shall live too, though no graven image
 On the grass of the hillside shall brave the storms’ beating;
 Though through days of thy plenty the people remember
 As a dim time of war the past days of King Pharamond;
 Yet belike as time weareth, and folk turn back a little
 To the darkness where dreams lie and live on for ever,
 Even there shall be Pharamond who failed not in battle,
 But feared to overcome his folk who forgot him,
 And turned back and left them a tale for the telling,
 A song for the singing, that yet in some battle
 May grow to remembrance and rend through the ruin
 As my sword rent it through in the days gone for ever.
 So, like Enoch of old, I was not, for God took me.

 — But lo, here is Oliver, all draws to an ending — 

[Enter OLIVER.

Well met, my Oliver! the clocks strike the due minute,
 What news hast thou got? — thou art moody of visage.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 In one word, ’tis battle; the days we begun with
 Must begin once again with the world waxen baser.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Ah! battle it may be: but surely no river
 Runneth back to its springing: so the world has grown wiser
 And Theobald the Constable is king in our stead,
 And contenteth the folk who cried, “Save us, King Pharamond!”

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Hast thou heard of his councillor men call Honorius?
 Folk hold him in fear, and in love the tale hath it.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Much of him have I heard: nay, more, I have seen him
 With the men of my household, and the great man they honour.
 They were faring afield to some hunt or disporting,
 Few faces were missing, and many I saw there
 I was fain of in days past at fray or at feasting;
 My heart yearned towards them — but what — days have changed them,
 They must wend as they must down the way they are driven.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Yet e’en in these days there remaineth a remnant
 That is faithful and fears not the flap of thy banner.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 And a fair crown is faith, as thou knowest, my father;
 Fails the world, yet that faileth not; love hath begot it,
 Sweet life and contentment at last springeth from it;
 No helping these need whose hearts still are with me,
 Nay, rather they handle the gold rod of my kingdom.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Yet if thou leadest forth once more as aforetime
 In faith of great deeds will I follow thee, Pharamond,
 And thy latter end yet shall be counted more glorious
 Than thy glorious beginning; and great shall my gain be
 If e’en I must die ere the day of thy triumph.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Dear is thy heart mid the best and the brightest,
 Yet not against these my famed blade will I bare.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Nay, what hast thou heard of their babble and baseness?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Full enough, friend — content thee, my lips shall not speak it,
 The same hour wherein they have said that I love thee.
 Suffice it, folk need me no more: the deliverance,
 Dear bought in the days past, their hearts have forgotten,
 But faintly their dim eyes a feared face remember,
 Their dull ears remember a stern voice they hated.
 What then, shall I waken their fear and their hatred,
 And then wait till fresh terror their memory awaketh,
 With the semblance of love that they have not to give me?
 Nay, nay, they are safe from my help and my justice,
 And I — I am freed, and fresh waxeth my manhood.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 It may not be otherwise since thou wilt have it,
 Yet I say it again, if thou shake out thy banner,
 Some brave men will be borne unto earth peradventure,
 Many dastards go trembling to meet their due doom,
 And then shall come fair days and glory upon me
 And on all men on earth for thy fame, O King Pharamond.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Yea, I was king once; the songs sung o’er my cradle,
 Were ballads of battle and deeds of my fathers:
 Yea, I was King Pharamond; in no carpeted court-room
 Bore they the corpse of my father before me;
 But on grass trodden grey by the hoofs of the war-steeds
 Did I kneel to his white lips and sword-cloven bosom,
 As from clutch of dead fingers his notched sword I caught;
 For a furlong before us the spear-wood was glistening.
 I was king of this city when here where we stand now
 Amidst a grim silence I mustered all men folk
 Who might yet bear a weapon; and no brawl of kings was it
 That brought war on the city, and silenced the markets
 And cumbered the haven with crowd of masts sailless,
 But great countries arisen for our ruin and downfall.
 I was king of the land, when on all roads were riding
 The legates of proud princes to pray help and give service — 
 Yea, I was a great king at last as I sat there,
 Peace spread far about me, and the love of all people
 To my palace gates wafted by each wind of the heavens.

 — And where sought I all this? with what price did I buy it?
 Nay, for thou knowest that this fair fame and fortune
 Came stealing soft-footed to give their gifts to me:
 And shall I, who was king once, grow griping and weary
 In unclosing the clenched fists of niggards who hold them,
 These gifts that I had once, and, having, scarce heeded?
 Nay, one thing I have sought, I have sought and have found it,
 And thou, friend, hast helped me and seest me made happy.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Farewell then the last time, O land of my fathers!
 Farewell, feeble hopes that I once held so mighty.
 Yet no more have I need of but this word that thou sayest,
 And nought have I to do but to serve thee, my master.
 In what land of the world shall we dwell now henceforward?

 

KING PHARAMOND
 In the land where my love our returning abideth,
 The poor land and kingless of the shepherding people,
 There is peace there, and all things this land are unlike to.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Before the light waneth will I seek for a passage,
 Since for thee and for me the land groweth perilous:
 Yea, o’er sweet smell the flowers, too familiar the folk seem,
 Fain I grow of the salt seas, since all things are over here.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 I am fain of one hour’s farewell in the twilight,
 To the times I lament not: times worser than these times,
 To the times that I blame not, that brought on times better — 
 Let us meet in our hostel — be brave mid thy kindness,
 Let thy heart say, as mine saith, that fair life awaits us.

 

MASTER OLIVER
 Yea, no look in thy face is of ruin, O my master;
 Thou art king yet, unchanged yet, nor is my heart changing;
 The world hath no chances to conquer thy glory.

[Exit OLIVER

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Full fair were the world if such faith were remembered.
 If such love as thy love had its due, O my fosterer.
 Forgive me that giftless from me thou departest,
 With thy gifts in my hands left. I might not but take them;
 Thou wilt not begrudge me, I will not forget thee. — 

 — Long fall the shadows and night draws on apace now,
 Day sighs as she sinketh back on to her pillow,
 And her last waking breath is full sweet with the rose.

 — In such wise depart thou, O daylight of life,
 Loved once for the shadows that told of the dreamtide;
 Loved still for the longing whereby I remember
 That I was lone once in the world of thy making;
 Lone wandering about on thy blind way’s confusion,
 The maze of thy paths that yet led me to love.
 All is passed now, and passionless, faint are ye waxen,
 Ye hours of blind seeking full of pain clean forgotten.
 If it were not that e’en now her eyes I behold not.
 That the way lieth long to her feet that would find me,
 That the green seas delay yet her fair arms enfolding,
 That the long leagues of air will not bear the cry hither
 Wherewith she is crying. Come, love, for I love thee.

[A trumpet sounds.

Hark! O days grown a dream of the dream ye have won me,
 Do ye draw forth the ghosts of old deeds that were nothing,
 That the sound of my trumpet floats down on the even?
 What shows will ye give me to grace my departure?
 Hark! — the beat of the horse-hoofs, the murmur of men folk!
 Am I riding from battle amidst of my faithful,
 Wild hopes in my heart of the days that are coming;
 Wild longing unsatisfied clinging about me;
 Full of faith that the summer sun elsewhere is ripening
 The fruit grown a pain for my parched lips to think of?

 — Come back, thou poor Pharamond! come back for my pity!
 Far afield must thou fare before the rest cometh;
 In far lands are they raising the walls of thy prison,
 Forging wiles for waylaying, and fair lies for lulling,
 The faith and the fire of the heart the world hateth.
 In thy way wax streams fordless, and choked passes pathless,
 Fever lurks in the valley, and plague passeth over
 The sand of the plain, and with venom and fury
 Fulfilled are the woods that thou needs must wend through:
 In the hollow of the mountains the wind is a-storing
 Till the keel that shall carry thee hoisteth her sail;
 War is crouching unseen round the lands thou shalt come to,
 With thy sword cast away and thy cunning forgotten.
 Yea, and e’en the great lord, the great Love of thy fealty,
 He who goadeth thee on, weaveth nets to cast o’er thee.

 — And thou knowest it all, as thou ridest there lonely,
 With the tangles and toils of to-morrow’s uprising
 Making ready meanwhile for more days of thy kingship.
 Faithful heart hadst thou, Pharamond, to hold fast thy treasure!
 I am fain of thee: surely no shame hath destained thee;
 Come hither, for thy face all unkissed would I look on!

 — Stand we close, for here cometh King Theobald from the hunting.

Enter KING THEOBALD, HONORIUS, and the people.

 

KING THEOBALD
 A fair day, my folk, have I had in your fellowship,
 And as fair a day cometh to-morrow to greet us,
 When the lord of the Golden Land bringeth us tribute:
 Grace the gifts of my good-hap with your presence, I pray you.

 

THE PEOPLE
 God save Theobald the Good, the king of his people!

 

HONORIUS (aside)

Yea, save him! and send the Gold lords away satisfied,
 That the old sword of Pharamond, lying asleep there
 In the new golden scabbard, will yet bite as aforetime!

[They pass away into the palace court.

 

KING PHARAMOND
 Troop past in the twilight, O pageant that served me,
 Pour through the dark archway to the light that awaits you
 In the chamber of daïs where I once sat among you!
 Like the shadows ye are to the shadowless glory
 Of the banquet-hall blazing with gold and light go ye:
 There blink for a little at your king in his bravery,
 Then bear forth your faith to the blackness of night-tide,
 And fall asleep fearless of memories of Pharamond,
 And in dim dreams dream haply that ye too are kings

 — For your dull morrow cometh that is as to-day is.

Pass on in contentment, O king, I discerned not
 Through the cloak of your blindness that saw nought beside thee,
 That feared for no pain and craved for no pleasure!
 Pass on, dead-alive, to thy place! thou art worthy:
 Nor shalt thou grow wearier than well-worshipped idol
 That the incense winds round in the land of the heathen,
 While the early and latter rains fall as God listeth,
 And on earth that God loveth the sun riseth daily.

 — Well art thou: for wert thou the crown of all rulers,
 No field shouldst thou ripen, free no frost-bounden river,
 Loose no heart from its love, turn no soul to salvation,
 Thrust no tempest aside, stay no plague in mid ocean,
 Yet grow unto thinking that thou wert God’s brother,
 Till loveless death gripped thee unloved, unlamented.

 — Pass forth, weary King, bear thy crown high to-night!
 Then fall asleep, fearing no cry from times bygone,
 But in dim dreams dream haply that thou art desired, — 

 — For thy dull morrow cometh, and is as to-day is.

Ah, hold! now there flashes a link in the archway,
 And its light falleth full on thy face, O Honorius,
 And I know thee the land’s lord, and far away fadeth
 My old life of a king at the sight, O thou stranger!
 For I know thee full surely the foe the heart hateth
 For that barren fulfilment of all that it lacketh.
 I may turn away praising that those days long departed
 Departed without thee — how long had I piped then
 Or e’er thou hadst danced, how long were my weeping
 Ere thou hadst lamented! — What dear thing desired
 Would thy heart e’er have come to know why I craved for!
 To what crime I could think of couldst thou be consenting?
 Yet thou — well I know thee most meet for a ruler — 

 — Thou lovest not mercy, yet shalt thou be merciful;
 Thou joy’st not in justice, yet just shall thy dooms be;
 No deep hell thou dreadest, nor dream’st of high heaven;
 No gleam of love leads thee: no gift men may give thee;
 For no kiss, for no comfort the lone way thou wearest,
 A blind will without life, lest thou faint ere the end come.

 — Yea, folly it was when I called thee my foeman;
 From thee may I turn now with sword in the scabbard
 Without shame or misgiving, because God hath made thee
 A ruler for manfolk: pass on then unpitied!
 There is darkness between us till the measure’s fulfilment.
 Amidst singing thou hear’st not, fair sights that thou seest not,
 Think this eve on the deeds thou shalt set in men’s hands
 To bring fair days about for which thou hast no blessing.
 Then fall asleep fearless of dead days that return not;
 Yet dream if thou may’st that thou yet hast a hope!

 — For thy dull morrow cometh and is as to-day is.

O sweet wind of the night, wherewith now ariseth
 The red moon through the garden boughs frail, overladen,
 O faint murmuring tongue of the dream-tide triumphant,
 That wouldst tell me sad tales in the times long passed over,
 If somewhat I sicken and turn to your freshness,
 From no shame it is of earth’s tangle and trouble,
 And deeds done for nought, and change that forgetteth;
 But for hope of the lips that I kissed on the sea-strand,
 But for hope of the hands that clung trembling about me, — 
 And the breast that was heaving with words driven backward,
 By longing I longed for, by pain of departing,
 By my eyes that knew her pain, my pain that might speak not — 
 Yea, for hope of the morn when the sea is passed over,
 And for hope of the next moon the elm-boughs shall tangle;
 And fresh dawn, and fresh noon, and fresh night of desire
 Still following and changing, with nothing forgotten;
 For hope of new wonder each morn, when I, waking
 Behold her awaking eyes turning to seek me;
 For hope of fresh marvels each time the world changing
 Shall show her feet moving in noontide to meet me;
 For hope of fresh bliss, past all words, half forgotten,
 When her voice shall break through the hushed blackness of night.

 — O sweet wind of the summer-tide, broad moon a-whitening,
 Bear me witness to Love, and the world he has fashioned!
 It shall change, we shall change, as through rain and through sunshine
 The green rod of the rose-bough to blossoming changeth:
 Still lieth in wait with his sweet tale untold of
 Each long year of Love, and the first scarce beginneth,
 Wherein I have hearkened to the word God hath whispered,
 Why the fair world was fashioned mid wonders uncounted.
 Breathe soft, O sweet wind, for surely she speaketh:

Weary I wax, and my life is a-waning;
 Life lapseth fast, and I faint for thee, Pharamond,

What are thou lacking if Love no more sufficeth?

 — Weary not, sweet, as I weary to meet thee;
 Look not on the long way but my eyes that were weeping
 Faint not in love as thy Pharamond fainteth! — 

 — Yea, Love were enough if thy lips were not lacking.

 

THE MUSIC

LOVE IS ENOUGH: ho ye who seek saving,

Go no further; come hither; there have been who have found it,

And these know the House of Fulfilment of Craving;

These know the Cup with the roses around it;

These know the World’s Wound and the balm that hath bound it:

Cry out, the World heedeth not, “Love, lead us home!”

 

He leadeth, He hearkeneth, He cometh to you-ward;

Set your faces as steel to the fears that assemble

Round his goad for the faint, and his scourge for the froward:

Lo his lips, how with tales of last kisses they tremble!

Lo his eyes of all sorrow that may not dissemble!

Cry out, for he heedeth, “O Love, lead us home!”

 

O hearken the words of his voice of compassion:

“Come cling round about me, ye faithful who sicken

Of the weary unrest and the world’s passing fashion!

As the rain in mid-morning your troubles shall thicken,

But surely within you some Godhead doth quicken,

As ye cry to me heeding, and leading you home.

 

“Come — pain ye shall have, and be blind to the ending!

Come — fear ye shall have, mid the sky’s overcasting!

Come — change ye shall have, for far are ye wending!

Come — no crown ye shall have for your thirst and your fasting,

But the kissed lips of Love and fair life everlasting!

Cry out, for one heedeth, who leadeth you home!”

 

Is he gone? was he with us? — ho ye who seek savings

Go no further; come hither; for have we not found it?

Here is the House of Fulfilment of Craving;

Here is the Cup with the roses around it;

The World’s Wound well healed, and the balm that hath bound it:

Cry out! for he heedeth, fair Love that led home.

 

Enter before the curtain, LOVE, holding a crown and palm-branch.

 

LOVE
 If love be real, if I whom ye behold
 Be aught but glittering wings and gown of gold,
 Be aught but singing of an ancient song
 Made sweet by record of dead stingless wrong,
 How shall we part at that sad garden’s end
 Through which the ghosts of mighty lovers wend?
 How shall ye faint and fade with giftless hands
 Who once held fast the life of all the lands?

 — Beloved, if so much as this I say,
 I know full well ye need it not to-day,
 As with full hearts and glorious hope ablaze
 Through the thick veil of what shall be ye gaze,
 And lacking words to name the things ye see
 Turn back with yearning speechless mouths to me. — 

 — Ah, not to-day — and yet the time has been
 When by the bed my wings have waved unseen
 Wherein my servant lay who deemed me dead;
 My tears have dropped anigh the hapless head
 Deep buried in the grass and crying out
 For heaven to fall, and end despair or doubt:
 Lo, for such days I speak and say, believe
 That from these hands reward ye shall receive.

 — Reward of what? — Life springing fresh again. — 
 Life of delight? — I say it not — Of pain?
 It may be — Pain eternal? — Who may tell?
 Yet pain of Heaven, beloved, and not of Hell.

 — What sign, what sign, ye cry, that so it is?
 The sign of Earth, its sorrow and its bliss,
 Waxing and waning, steadfastness and change;
 Too full of life that I should think it strange
 Though death hang over it; too sure to die
 But I must deem its resurrection nigh.

 — In what wise, ah, in what wise shall it be?
 How shall the bark that girds the winter tree
 Babble about the sap that sleeps beneath,
 And tell the fashion of its life and death?
 How shall my tongue in speech man’s longing wrought
 Tell of the things whereof he knoweth nought?
 Should I essay it might ye understand
 How those I love shall share my promised land!
 Then must I speak of little things as great,
 Then must I tell of love and call it hate,
 Then must I bid you seek what all men shun,
 Reward defeat, praise deeds that were not done.

Have faith, and crave and suffer, and all ye
 The many mansions of my house shall see
 In all content: cast shame and pride away,
 Let honour gild the world’s eventless day,
 Shrink not from change, and shudder not at crime,
 Leave lies to rattle in the sieve of Time!
 Then, whatsoe’er your workday gear shall stain,
 Of me a wedding-garment shall ye gain
 No God shall dare cry out at, when at last
 Your time of ignorance is overpast;
 A wedding garment, and a glorious seat
 Within my household, e’en as yet be meet.

Fear not, I say again; believe it true
 That not as men mete shall I measure you:
 This calm strong soul, whose hidden tale found out
 Has grown a spell to conquer fear and doubt,
 Is he not mine? yea, surely — mine no less
 This well mocked clamourer out of bitterness:
 The strong one’s strength, from me he had it not;
 Let the world keep it that his love forgot;
 The weak one’s weakness was enough to save,
 Let the world hide it in his honour’s grave!
 For whatso folly is, or wisdom was
 Across my threshold naked all must pass.

Fear not; no vessel to dishonour born
 Is in my house; there all shall well adorn
 The walls whose stones the lapse of Time has laid.
 Behold again; this life great stories made;
 All cast aside for love, and then and then
 Love filched away; the world an adder-den,
 And all folk foes: and one, the one desire — 

 — How shall we name it? — grown a poisoned fire,
 God once, God still, but God of wrong and shame
 A lying God, a curse without a name.
 So turneth love to hate, the wise world saith.

 — Folly — I say ‘twixt love and hate lies death,
 They shall not mingle: neither died this love,
 But through a dreadful world all changed must move
 With earthly death and wrong, and earthly woe
 The only deeds its hand might find to do.
 Surely ye deem that this one shall abide
 Within the murmuring palace of my pride.

But lo another, how shall he have praise?
 Through flame and thorns I led him many days
 And nought he shrank, but smiled and followed close,
 Till in his path the shade of hate arose
 ‘Twixt him and his desire: with heart that burned
 For very love back through the thorns he turned,
 His wounds, his tears, his prayers without avail
 Forgotten now, nor e’en for him a tale;
 Because for love’s sake love he cast aside.

 — Lo, saith the World, a heart well satisfied
 With what I give, a barren love forgot — 

 — Draw near me, O my child, and heed them not!
 The world thou lovest, e’en my world it is,
 Thy faithful hands yet reach out for my bliss,
 Thou seest me in the night and in the day
 Thou canst not deem that I can go astray.

No further, saith the world ‘twixt Heaven and Hell
 Than ‘twixt these twain. — My faithful, heed it well!
 For on the great day when the hosts are met
 On Armageddon’s plain by spears beset,
 This is my banner with my sign thereon,
 That is my sword wherewith my deeds are done.
 But how shall tongue of man tell all the tale
 Of faithful hearts who overcome or fail,
 But at the last fail nowise to be mine.
 In diverse ways they drink the fateful wine
 Those twain drank mid the lulling of the storm
 Upon the Irish Sea, when love grown warm
 Kindled and blazed, and lit the days to come,
 The hope and joy and death that led them home.

 — In diverse ways; yet having drunk, be sure
 The flame thus lighted ever shall endure,
 So my feet trod the grapes whereby it glowed.

Lo, Faithful, lo, the door of my abode
 Wide open now, and many pressing in
 That they the lordship of the World may win!
 Hark to the murmuring round my bannered car,
 And gird your weapons to you for the war!
 For who shall say how soon the day shall be
 Of that last fight that swalloweth up the sea?
 Fear not, be ready! forth the banners go,
 And will not turn again till every foe
 Is overcome as though they had not been.
 Then, with your memories ever fresh and green,
 Come back within the House of Love to dwell;
 For ye — the sorrow that no words might tell,
 Your tears unheeded, and your prayers made nought
 Thus and no otherwise through all have wrought,
 That if, the while ye toiled and sorrowed most
 The sound of your lamenting seemed all lost,
 And from my land no answer came again,
 It was because of that your care and pain
 A house was building, and your bitter sighs
 Came hither as toil-helping melodies,
 And in the mortar of our gem-built wall
 Your tears were mingled mid the rise and fall
 Of golden trowels tinkling in the hands
 Of builders gathered wide from all the lands. — 

 — Is the house finished? Nay, come help to build
 Walls that the sun of sorrow once did gild
 Through many a bitter morn and hopeless eve,
 That so at last in bliss ye may believe;
 Then rest with me, and turn no more to tears,
 For then no more by days and months and years,
 By hours of pain come back, and joy passed o’er
 We measure time that was — and is no more.

 

JOAN
 The afternoon is waxen grey
 Now these fair shapes have passed away;
 And I, who should be merry now
 A-thinking of the glorious show,
 Feel somewhat sad, and wish it were
 To-morrow’s mid-morn fresh and fair
 About the babble of our stead.

 

GILES
 Content thee, sweet, for nowise dead
 Within our hearts the story is;
 It shall come back to better bliss
 On many an eve of happy spring,
 Or midst of summer’s flourishing.
 Or think — some noon of autumn-tide
 Thou wandering on the turf beside
 The chestnut-wood may’st find thy song
 Fade out, as slow thou goest along,
 Until at last thy feet stay there
 As though thou bidedst something fair,
 And hearkenedst for a coming foot;
 While down the hole unto the root
 The long leaves flutter loud to thee
 The fall of spiky nuts shall be,
 And creeping wood-wale’s noise above;
 For thou wouldst see the wings of Love.

 

JOAN
 Or some November eve belike
 Thou wandering back with bow and tyke
 From wolf-chase on the wind-swept hill
 Shall find that narrow vale and still,
 And Pharamond and Azalais
 Amidmost of that grassy place
 Where we twain met last year, whereby
 Red-shafted pine-trunks rise on high,
 And changeless now from year to year,
 What change soever brought them there,
 Great rocks are scattered all around:

 — Wouldst thou be frightened at the sound
 Of their soft speech? So long ago
 It was since first their love did grow.

 

GILES
 Maybe: for e’en now when he turned,
 His heart’s scorn and his hate outburned,
 And love the more for that ablaze,
 I shuddered, e’en as in the place
 High up the mountains, where men say
 Gods dwelt in time long worn away.

 

JOAN
 At Love’s voice did I tremble too,
 And his bright wings, for all I knew
 He was a comely minstrel-lad,
 In dainty golden raiment clad.

 

GILES
 Yea, yea; for though to-day he spake
 Words measured for our pleasure’s sake,
 From well-taught mouth not overwise,
 Yet did that fount of speech arise
 In days that ancient folk called old.
 O long ago the tale was told
 To mighty men of thought and deed,
 Who kindled hearkening their own need,
 Set forth by long-forgotten men,
 E’en as we kindle: praise we then
 Tales of old time, whereby alone
 The fairness of the world is shown.

 

JOAN
 A longing yet about me clings,
 As I had hearkened half-told things;
 And better than the words make plain
 I seem to know these lovers twain.
 Let us go hence, lest there should fall
 Something that yet should mar it all.

 

GILES
 Hist — Master Mayor is drawn anigh;
 The Empress speaketh presently.

 

THE MAYOR
 May it please you, your Graces, that I be forgiven,
 Over-bold, over-eager to bear forth my speech,
 In which yet there speaketh the Good Town, beseeching
 That ye tell us of your kindness if ye be contented
 With this breath of old tales, and shadowy seemings
 Of old times departed. — Overwise for our pleasure
 May the rhyme be perchance; but rightly we knew not
 How to change it and fashion it fresh into fairness.
 And once more, your Graces, we pray your forgiveness
 For the boldness Love gave us to set forth this story;
 And again, that I say, all that Pharamond sought for,
 Through sick dreams and weariness, now have ye found,
 Mid health and in wealth, and in might to uphold us;
 Midst our love who shall deem you our hope and our treasure.
 Well all is done now; so forget ye King Pharamond,
 And Azalais his love, if we set it forth foully,
 That fairly set forth were a sweet thing to think of
 In the season of summer betwixt labour and sleeping.

 

THE EMPEROR
 Fair Master Mayor, and City well beloved,
 Think of us twain as folk no little moved
 By this your kindness; and believe it not
 That Pharamond the Freed shall be forgot,
 By us at least: yea, more than ye may think,
 This summer dream into our hearts shall sink.
 Lo, Pharamond longed and toiled, nor toiled in vain,
 But fame he won: he longed and toiled again,
 And Love he won: ’twas a long time ago,
 And men did swiftly what we now do slow,
 And he, a great man full of gifts and grace,
 Wrought out a twofold life in ten years’ space.
 Ah, fair sir, if for me reward come first,
 Yet will I hope that ye have seen the worst
 Of that my kingcraft, that I yet shall earn
 Some part of that which is so long to learn.
 Now of your gentleness I pray you bring
 This knife and girdle, deemed a well-wrought thing;
 And a king’s thanks, whatso they be of worth,
 To him who Pharamond this day set forth
 In worthiest wise, and made a great man live,
 Giving me greater gifts than I may give.

 

THE EMPRESS
 And therewithal I pray you, Master Mayor,
 Unto the seeming Azalais to bear
 This chain, that she may wear it for my sake,
 The memory of my pleasure to awake. [Exit MAYOR.

 

THE EMPEROR
 Gifts such as kings give, sweet! Fain had I been
 To see him face to face and his fair Queen,
 And thank him friendly; asking him maybe
 How the world looks to one with love left free:
 It may not be, for as thine eyes say, sweet,
 Few folk as friends shall unfreed Pharamond meet.
 So is it: we are lonelier than those twain,
 Though from their vale they ne’er depart again.

 

THE EMPRESS
 Shall I lament it, love, since thou and I
 By all the seeming pride are drawn more nigh?
 Lo, love, our toil-girthed garden of desire,
 How of its changeless sweetness may we tire,
 While round about the storm is in the boughs
 And careless change amid the turmoil ploughs
 The rugged fields we needs must stumble o’er,
 Till the grain ripens that shall change no more.

 

THE EMPEROR
 Yea, and an omen fair we well may deem
 This dreamy shadowing of ancient dream,
 Of what our own hearts long for on the day
 When the first furrow cleaves the fallow grey.

 

THE EMPRESS
 O fair it is! let us go forth, my sweet,
 And be alone amid the babbling street;
 Yea, so alone that scarce the hush of night
 May add one joy unto our proved delight.

 

GILES
 Fair lovers were they: I am fain
 To see them both ere long again;
 Yea, nigher too, if it might be.

 

JOAN
 Too wide and dim, love, lies the sea,
 That we should look on face to face
 This Pharamond and Azalais.
 Those only from the dead come back
 Who left behind them what they lack.

 

GILES
 Nay, I was asking nought so strange,
 Since long ago their life did change:
 The seeming King and Queen I meant.
 And e’en now ’twas my full intent
 To bid them home to us straightway,
 And crown the joyance of to-day.
 He may be glad to see my face,
 He first saw mid that waggon race
 When the last barley-sheaf came home.

 

JOAN
 A great joy were it, should they come.
 They are dear lovers, sure enough.
 He deems the summer air too rough
 To touch her kissed cheek, howsoe’er
 Through winter mountains they must fare,
 He would bid spring new flowers to make
 Before her feet, that oft must ache
 With flinty driftings of the waste.
 And sure is she no more abased
 Before the face of king and lord,
 Than if the very Pharamond’s sword
 Her love amid the hosts did wield
 Above the dinted lilied shield:
 O bid them home with us, and we
 Their scholars for a while will be
 In many a lesson of sweet lore
 To learn love’s meaning more and more.

 

GILES
 And yet this night of all the year
 Happier alone perchance they were,
 And better so belike would seem
 The glorious lovers of the dream:
 So let them dream on lip to lip:
 Yet will I gain his fellowship
 Ere many days be o’er my head,
 And they shall rest them in our stead;
 And there we four awhile shall dwell
 As though the world were nought but well,
 And that old time come back again
 When nought in all the earth had pain.
 The sun through lime-boughs where we dine
 Upon my father’s cup shall shine;
 The vintage of the river-bank,
 That ten years since the sunbeams drank,
 Shall fill the mazer bowl carved o’er
 With naked shepherd-folk of yore.
 Dainty should seem worse fare than ours
 As o’er the close-thronged garden flowers
 The wind comes to us, and the bees
 Complain overhead mid honey-trees.

 

JOAN
 Wherewith shall we be garlanded?

 

GILES
 For thee the buds of roses red.

 

JOAN
 For her white roses widest blown.

 

GILES
 The jasmine boughs for Pharamond’s crown.

 

JOAN
 And sops-in-wine for thee, fair love.

 

GILES
 Surely our feast shall deeper move
 The kind heart of the summer-tide
 Than many a day of pomp and pride;
 And as by moon and stars well lit
 Our kissing lips shall finish it,
 Full satisfied our hearts shall be
 With that well-won felicity.

 

JOAN
 Ah, sweetheart, be not all so sure:
 Love, who beyond all worlds shall dure,
 Mid pleading sweetness still doth keep
 A goad to stay his own from sleep;
 And I shall long as thou shalt long
 For unknown cure of unnamed wrong
 As from our happy feast we pass
 Along the rose-strewn midnight grass — 

 — Praise Love who will not be forgot!

 

GILES
 Yea, praise we Love who sleepeth not!

 — Come, o’er much gold mine eyes have seen,
 And long now for the pathway green,
 And rose-hung ancient walls of grey
 Yet warm with sunshine gone away.

 

JOAN
 Yea, full fain would I rest thereby,
 And watch the flickering martins fly
 About the long eave-bottles red
 And the clouds lessening overhead:
 E’en now meseems the cows are come
 Unto the grey gates of our home,
 And low to hear the milking-pail:
 The peacock spreads abroad his tail
 Against the sun, as down the lane
 The milkmaids pass the moveless wain,
 And stable door, where the roan team
 An hour agone began to dream
 Over the dusty oats. — Come, love,
 Noises of river and of grove
 And moving things in field and stall
 And night-birds’ whistle shall be all
 Of the world’s speech that we shall hear
 By then we come the garth anear:
 For then the moon that hangs aloft
 These thronged streets, lightless now and soft,
 Unnoted, yea, e’en like a shred
 Of yon wide white cloud overhead,
 Sharp in the dark star-sprinkled sky
 Low o’er the willow boughs shall lie;
 And when our chamber we shall gain
 Eastward our drowsy eyes shall strain
 If yet perchance the dawn may show.

 — O Love, go with us as we go,
 And from the might of thy fair hand
 Cast wide about the blooming land
 The seed of such-like tales as this!

 — O Day, change round about our bliss,
 Come, restful night, when day is done!
 Come, dawn, and bring a fairer one!
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STORY OF SIGURD: BOOK I.
 

SIGMUND.
 

Of the dwelling of King Volsung, and the wedding of Signy his daughter.
 

  There was a dwelling of Kings ere the world was waxen old;

  Dukes were the door-wards there, and the roofs were thatched with gold:

  Earls were the wrights that wrought it, and silver nailed its doors;

  Earls’ wives were the weaving-women, queens’ daughters strewed its floors,

  And the masters of its song-craft were the mightiest men that cast

  The sails of the storm of battle adown the bickering blast.

  There dwelt men merry-hearted, and in hope exceeding great

  Met the good days and the evil as they went the way of fate:

  There the Gods were unforgotten, yea whiles they walked with men,

  Though e’en in that world’s beginning rose a murmur now and again

  Of the midward time and the fading and the last of the latter days,

  And the entering in of the terror, and the death of the People’s Praise.
 

  Thus was the dwelling of Volsung, the King of the Midworld’s Mark,

  As a rose in the winter season, a candle in the dark;

  And as in all other matters ’twas all earthly houses’ crown,

  And the least of its wall-hung shields was a battle-world’s renown,

  So therein withal was a marvel and a glorious thing to see,

  For amidst of its midmost hall-floor sprang up a mighty tree,

  That reared its blessings roofward, and wreathed the roof-tree dear

  With the glory of the summer and the garland of the year.

  I know not how they called it ere Volsung changed his life,

  But his dawning of fair promise, and his noontide of the strife,

  His eve of the battle-reaping and the garnering of his fame,

  Have bred us many a story and named us many a name;

  And when men tell of Volsung, they call that war-duke’s tree,

  That crowned stem, the Branstock; and so was it told unto me.
 

  So there was the throne of Volsung beneath its blossoming bower,

  But high o’er the roof-crest red it rose ‘twixt tower and tower,

  And therein were the wild hawks dwelling, abiding the dole of their lord;

  And they wailed high over the wine, and laughed to the waking sword.
 

  Still were its boughs but for them, when lo, on an even of May

  Comes a man from Siggeir the King with a word for his mouth to say:

  “All hail to thee King Volsung, from the King of the Goths I come:

  He hath heard of thy sword victorious and thine abundant home;

  He hath heard of thy sons in the battle, the fillers of Odin’s Hall;

  And a word hath the west-wind blown him, (full fruitful be its fall!)

  A word of thy daughter Signy the crown of womanhood:

  Now he deems thy friendship goodly, and thine help in the battle good,

  And for these will he give his friendship and his battle-aid again:

  But if thou wouldst grant his asking, and make his heart full fain,

  Then shalt thou give him a matter, saith he, without a price,

 — Signy the fairer than fair, Signy the wiser than wise.”
 

Now the message gladdened Volsung and his sons, but no word spake

Signy, till the king asked her what her mind might be. Then said

Signy, “I will wed the Goth king, and yet shall I rue my lot in his

hall.” And Volsung urged her with kind words to do nought against her

will, but her mind was fixed, and she said she wrought but what the

gods had fore-ordained. So the earl of Siggeir went his way with

gifts and fair words, bidding the Goth king come ere a month was over

to wed the white-handed Signy and bear her home.
 

  So on Mid-Summer Even ere the undark night began

  Siggeir the King of the Goth-folk went up from the bath of the swan

  Unto the Volsung dwelling with many an Earl about;

  There through the glimmering thicket the linked mail rang out,

  And sang as mid the woodways sings the summer-hidden ford:

  There were gold-rings God-fashioned, and many a Dwarf-wrought sword,

  And many a Queen-wrought kirtle and many a written spear;

  So came they to the acres, and drew the threshold near,

  And amidst of the garden blossoms, on the grassy, fruit-grown land,

  Was Volsung the King of the Wood-world with his sons on either hand;

  Therewith down lighted Siggeir the lord of a mighty folk,

  Yet showed he by King Volsung as the bramble by the oak,

  Nor reached his helm to the shoulder of the least of Volsung’s sons.

  And so into the hall they wended, the Kings and their mighty ones;

  And they dight the feast full glorious, and drank through the death of the

   day,

  Till the shadowless moon rose upward, till it wended white away;

  Then they went to the gold-hung beds, and at last for an hour or twain

  Were all things still and silent, save a flaw of the summer rain.
 

  But on the morrow noontide when the sun was high and bare,

  More glorious was the banquet, and now was Signy there,

  And she sat beside King Siggeir, a glorious bride forsooth;

  Ruddy and white was she wrought as the fair-stained sea-beast’s tooth,

  But she neither laughed nor spake, and her eyes were hard and cold,

  And with wandering side-long looks her lord would she behold.

  That saw Sigmund her brother, the eldest Volsung son,

  And oft he looked upon her, and their eyes met now and anon,

  And ruth arose in his heart, and hate of Siggeir the Goth,

  And there had he broken the wedding, but for plighted promise and troth.

  But those twain were beheld of Siggeir, and he deemed of the Volsung kin,

  That amid their might and their malice small honour should he win;

  Yet thereof made he no semblance, but abided times to be,

  And laughed out with the loudest, amid the hope and the glee.

  And nought of all saw Volsung, as he dreamed of the coming glory,

  And how the Kings of his kindred should fashion the round world’s story.
 

  So round about the Branstock they feast in the gleam of the gold;

  And though the deeds of man-folk were not yet waxen old,

  Yet had they tales for songcraft, and the blossomed garth of rhyme;

  Tales of the framing of all things and the entering in of time

  From the halls of the outer heaven; so near they knew the door.

  Wherefore uprose a sea-king, and his hands that loved the oar

  Now dealt with the rippling harp-gold, and he sang of the shaping of earth,

  And how the stars were lighted, and where the winds had birth,

  And the gleam of the first of summers on the yet untrodden grass.

  But e’en as men’s hearts were hearkening some heard the thunder pass

  O’er the cloudless noontide heaven; and some men turned about

  And deemed that in the doorway they heard a man laugh out.

  Then into the Volsung dwelling a mighty man there strode,

  One-eyed and seeming ancient, yet bright his visage glowed:

  Cloud-blue was the hood upon him, and his kirtle gleaming-grey

  As the latter morning sundog when the storm is on the way:

  A bill he bore on his shoulder, whose mighty ashen beam

  Burnt bright with the flame of the sea and the blended silver’s gleam.

  And such was the guise of his raiment as the Volsung elders had told

  Was borne by their fathers’ fathers, and the first that warred in the wold.
 

  So strode he to the Branstock nor greeted any lord,

  But forth from his cloudy raiment he drew a gleaming sword,

  And smote it deep in the tree-hole, and the wild hawks overhead

  Laughed ‘neath the naked heaven as at last he spake and said:
 

  “Earls of the Goths, and Volsungs, abiders on the earth,

  Lo there amid the Branstock a blade of plenteous worth!

  The folk of the war-wand’s forgers wrought never better steel

  Since first the burg of heaven uprose for man-folk’s weal.

  Now let the man among you whose heart and hand may shift

  To pluck it from the oakwood e’en take it for my gift.

  Then ne’er, but his own heart falter, its point and edge shall fail

  Until the night’s beginning and the ending of the tale.

  Be merry Earls of the Goth-folk, O Volsung Sons be wise

  And reap the battle-acre that ripening for you lies:

  For they told me in the wild wood, I heard on the mountain side,

  That the shining house of heaven is wrought exceeding wide,

  And that there the Early-comers shall have abundant rest

  While Earth grows scant of great ones, and fadeth from its best,

  And fadeth from its midward and groweth poor and vile: — 

  All hail to thee King Volsung! farewell for a little while!”
 

  So sweet his speaking sounded, so wise his words did seem,

  That moveless all men sat there, as in a happy dream

  We stir not lest we waken; but there his speech had end,

  And slowly down the hall-floor, and outward did he wend;

  And none would cast him a question or follow on his ways,

  For they knew that the gift was Odin’s, a sword for the world to praise.
 

  But now spake Volsung the King: “Why sit ye silent and still?

  Is the Battle-Father’s visage a token of terror and ill?

  Arise O Volsung Children, Earls of the Goths arise,

  And set your hands to the hilts as mighty men and wise!

  Yet deem it not too easy; for belike a fateful blade

  Lies there in the heart of the Branstock for a fated warrior made.”
 

  Now therewith spake King Siggeir: “King Volsung give me a grace

  To try it the first of all men, lest another win my place

  And mere chance-hap steal my glory and the gain that I might win.”
 

  Then somewhat laughed King Volsung, and he said: “O Guest, begin;

  Though herein is the first as the last, for the Gods have long to live,

  Nor hath Odin yet forgotten unto whom the gift he would give.”
 

  Then forth to the tree went Siggeir, the Goth-folk’s mighty lord,

  And laid his hand on the gemstones, and strained at the glorious sword

  Till his heart grew black with anger; and never a word he said

  As he wended back to the high-seat: but Signy waxed blood-red

  When he sat him adown beside her; and her heart was nigh to break

  For the shame and the fateful boding: and therewith King Volsung spake:
 

  “Thus comes back empty-handed the mightiest King of Earth,

  And how shall the feeble venture? yet each man knows his worth;

  And today may a great beginning from a little seed upspring

  To o’erpass many a great one that hath the name of King:

  So stand forth free and unfree; stand forth both most and least:

  But first ye Earls of the Goth-folk, ye lovely lords we feast.”
 

  Upstood the Earls of Siggeir, and each man drew anigh

  And deemed his time was coming for a glorious gain and high;

  But for all their mighty shaping and their deeds in the battle-wood,

  No looser in the Branstock that gift of Odin stood.

  Then uprose Volsung’s homemen, and the fell-abiding folk;

  And the yellow-headed shepherds came gathering round the Oak,

  And the searchers of the thicket and the dealers with the oar:

  And the least and the worst of them all was a mighty man of war.

  But for all their mighty shaping, and the struggle and the strain

  Of their hands, the deft in labour, they tugged thereat in vain;

  And still as the shouting and jeers, and the names of men and the laughter

  Beat backward from gable to gable, and rattled o’er roof-tree and rafter,

  Moody and still sat Siggeir; for he said: “They have trained me here

  As a mock for their woodland bondsmen; and yet shall they buy it dear.”
 

  Now the tumult sank a little, and men cried on Volsung the King

  And his sons, the hedge of battle, to try the fateful thing.

  So Volsung laughed, and answered: “I will set me to the toil,

  Lest these my guests of the Goth-folk should deem I fear the foil.

  Yet nought am I ill-sworded, and the oldest friend is best;

  And this, my hand’s first fellow, will I bear to the grave-mound’s rest,

  Nor wield meanwhile another: Yea, this shall I have in hand

  When mid the host of Odin in the Day of Doom I stand.”
 

  Therewith from his belt of battle he raised the golden sheath,

  And showed the peace-strings glittering about the hidden death:

  Then he laid his hand on the Branstock, and cried: “O tree beloved,

  I thank thee of thy good-heart that so little thou art moved:

  Abide thou thus, green bower, when I am dead and gone

  And the best of all my kindred a better day hath won!”
 

  Then as a young man laughed he, and on the hilts of gold

  His hand, the battle-breaker, took fast and certain hold,

  And long he drew and strained him, but mended not the tale,

  Yet none the more thereover his mirth of heart did fail;

  But he wended to the high-seat and thence began to cry:
 

  “Sons I have gotten and cherished, now stand ye forth to try;

  Lest Odin tell in God-home how from the way he strayed,

  And how to the man he would not he gave away his blade.”

  So therewithal rose Rerir, and wasted might and main;

  Then Gunthiof, and then Hunthiof, they wearied them in vain;

  Nought was the might of Agnar; nought Helgi could avail;

  Sigi the tall and Solar no further brought the tale,

  Nor Geirmund the priest of the temple, nor Gylfi of the wood.
 

  At last by the side of the Branstock Sigmund the Volsung stood,

  And with right hand wise in battle the precious sword-hilt caught,

  Yet in a careless fashion, as he deemed it all for nought:

  When lo, from floor to rafter went up a shattering shout,

  For aloft in the hand of Sigmund the naked blade shone out

  As high o’er his head he shook it: for the sword had come away

  From the grip of the heart of the Branstock, as though all loose it lay.

  A little while he stood there mid the glory of the hall,

  Like the best of the trees of the garden, when the April sunbeams fall

  On its blossomed boughs in the morning, and tell of the days to be;

  Then back unto the high-seat he wended soberly;

  For this was the thought within him; Belike the day shall come

  When I shall bide here lonely amid the Volsung home,

  Its glory and sole avenger, its after-summer seed.

  Yea, I am the hired of Odin, his workday will to speed,

  And the harvest-tide shall be heavy. — What then, were it come and past

  And I laid by the last of the sheaves with my wages earned at the last?
 

  He lifted his eyes as he thought it, for now was he come to his place,

  And there he stood by his father and met Siggeir face to face,

  And he saw him blithe and smiling, and heard him how he spake:

  “O best of the sons of Volsung, I am merry for thy sake

  And the glory that thou hast gained us; but whereas thine hand and heart

  Are e’en now the lords of the battle, how lack’st thou for thy part

  A matter to better the best? Wilt thou overgild fine gold

  Or dye the red rose redder? So I prithee let me hold

  This sword that comes to thine hand on the day I wed thy kin.

  For at home have I a store-house; there is mountain-gold therein

  The weight of a war-king’s harness; there is silver plenteous store;

  There is iron, and huge-wrought amber, that the southern men love sore,

  When they sell me the woven wonder, the purple born of the sea;

  And it hangeth up in that bower, and all this is a gift for thee:

  But the sword that came to my wedding, methinketh it meet and right,

  That it lie on my knees in the council and stead me in the fight.”
 

  But Sigmund laughed and answered, and he spake a scornful word:

  “And if I take twice that treasure, will it buy me Odin’s sword,

  And the gift that the Gods have given? will it buy me again to stand

  Betwixt two mightiest world-kings with a longed-for thing in mine hand

  That all their might hath missed of? when the purple-selling men

  Come buying thine iron and amber, dost thou sell thine honour then?

  Do they wrap it in bast of the linden, or run it in moulds of earth?

  And shalt thou account mine honour as a matter of lesser worth?

  Came the sword to thy wedding, Goth-king, to thine hand it never came,

  And thence is thine envy whetted to deal me this word of shame.”
 

  Black then was the heart of Siggeir, but his face grew pale and red,

  Till he drew a smile thereover, and spake the word and said:

  “Nay, pardon me, Signy’s kinsman! when the heart desires o’ermuch

  It teacheth the tongue ill speaking, and my word belike was such.

  But the honour of thee and thy kindred, I hold it even as mine,

  And I love you as my heart-blood, and take ye this for a sign.

  I bid thee now King Volsung, and these thy glorious sons,

  And thine earls and thy dukes of battle and all thy mighty ones,

  To come to the house of the Goth-kings as honoured guests and dear

  And abide the winter over; that the dusky days and drear

  May be glorious with thy presence, that all folk may praise my life,

  And the friends that my fame hath gotten; and that this my new-wed wife

  Thine eyes may make the merrier till she bear my eldest born.”
 

  Then speedily answered Volsung: “No king of the earth might scorn

  Such noble bidding, Siggeir; and surely will I come

  To look upon thy glory and the Goths’ abundant home.

  But let two months wear over, for I have many a thing

  To shape and shear in the Woodland, as befits a people’s king:

  And thou meanwhile here abiding of all my goods shalt be free,

  And then shall we twain together roof over the glass-green sea

  With the sides of our golden dragons; and our war-hosts’ blended shields

  Shall fright the sea-abiders and the folk of the fishy fields.”
 

  Answered the smooth-speeched Siggeir: “I thank thee well for this,

  And thy bidding is most kingly; yet take it not amiss

  That I wend my ways in the morning; for we Goth-folk know indeed

  That the sea is a foe full deadly, and a friend that fails at need.”
 

* * * * *
 

  And for all the words of Volsung e’en so must the matter be,

  And Siggeir the Goth and Signy on the morn shall sail the sea.
 

Then the feast sped on the fairer, far into the night, but amidst the

mirth Sigmund and Signy were sad at heart. And before the sun was

risen next day Signy came to her father in secret and begged him to

stay in his own country rather than trust the guileful heart and

murder-loving hand of Siggeir. But Volsung answered that he must go

to be Siggeir’s guest, for he could not break his pledged word

through fear of peril. So on the morrow the smooth-speeched Siggeir

departed with Signy, and when two months were passed Volsung made

ready to visit them.
 

How the Volsungs fared to the Land of the Goths, and of the

fall of King Volsung.
 

* * * * *
 

  So now, when all things were ready, in the first of the autumn tide

  Adown unto the swan-bath the Volsung Children ride;

  And lightly go a shipboard, a goodly company,

  Though the tale thereof be scanty and their ships no more than three:

  But kings’ sons dealt with the sail-sheets and earls and dukes of war

  Were the halers of the hawsers and the tuggers at the oar.
 

* * * * *
 

  But when the sun on the morrow shone over earth and sea

  Ashore went the Volsung Children a goodly company,

  And toward King Siggeir’s dwelling o’er heath and holt they went.

  But when they came to the topmost of a certain grassy bent,

  Lo there lay the land before them as thick with shield and spear

  As the rich man’s wealthiest acre with the harvest of the year.

  There bade King Volsung tarry and dight the wedge-array;

  “For duly,” he said, “doeth Siggeir to meet his guests by the way.”

  So shield by shield they serried, nor ever hath been told

  Of any host of battle more glorious with the gold;

  And there stood the high King Volsung in the very front of war;

  And lovelier was his visage than ever heretofore,

  As he rent apart the peace-strings that his brand of battle bound

  And the bright blade gleamed to the heavens, and he cast the sheath to the

   ground.

  Then up the steep came the Goth-folk, and the spear-wood drew anigh,

  And earth’s face shook beneath them, yet cried they never a cry;

  And the Volsungs stood all silent, although forsooth at whiles

  O’er the faces grown earth-weary would play the flickering smiles,

  And swords would clink and rattle: not long had they to bide,

  For soon that flood of murder flowed round the hillock-side;

  Then at last the edges mingled, and if men forbore the shout,

  Yet the din of steel and iron in the grey clouds rang about;

  But how to tell of King Volsung, and the valour of his folk!

  Three times the wood of battle before their edges broke;

  And the shield-wall, sorely dwindled and reft of the ruddy gold,

  Against the drift of the war-blast for the fourth time yet did hold.

  But men’s shields were waxen heavy with the weight of shafts they bore,

  And the fifth time many a champion cast earthward Odin’s door

  And gripped the sword two-handed; and in sheaves the spears came on.

  And at last the host of the Goth-folk within the shield-wall won,

  And wild was the work within it, and oft and o’er again

  Forth brake the sons of Volsung, and drave the foe in vain;

  For the driven throng still thickened, till it might not give aback.

  But fast abode King Volsung amid the shifting wrack

  In the place where once was the forefront: for he said: “My feet are old,

  And if I wend on further there is nought more to behold

  Than this that I see about me.” — Whiles drew his foes away

  And stared across the corpses that before his sword-edge lay.

  But nought he followed after: then needs must they in front

  Thrust on by the thickening spear-throng come up to bear the brunt,

  Till all his limbs were weary and his body rent and torn:

  Then he cried: “Lo now, Allfather, is not the swathe well shorn?

  Wouldst thou have me toil for ever, nor win the wages due?”
 

  And mid the hedge of foemen his blunted sword he threw,

  And, laid like the oars of a longship the level war-shafts pressed

  On ‘gainst the unshielded elder, and clashed amidst his breast;

  And dead he fell, thrust backward, and rang on the dead men’s gear:

  But still for a certain season durst no man draw anear,

  For ’twas e’en as a great God’s slaying, and they feared the wrath of

   the sky;

  And they deemed their hearts might harden if awhile they should let him lie.
 

Of the ending of all Volsung’s Sons save Sigmund only, and of how

he abideth in the wild wood.
 

They joined battle again, but the fight grew feeble after Volsung

fell, and his earls were struck down one by one. Last of all, his sons

were borne to earth and carried captive to the hall, where Siggeir

awaited them, for he himself had feared to face the Volsung swords.
 

Then he would have slain them at once without torture, but Signy

besought him that they might breathe the earthly air a day or two

before their death, and he listened to her, for he saw how he might

thus give them greater pain. He bade his men lead them to a glade in

the forest and fetter them to the mightiest tree that grew there. So

the ten Volsungs were fettered with iron to a great oak, and on the

morrow Siggeir’s woodmen told him sweet tidings, for beasts of the

wood had devoured two and left their bones in the fetters. So it

befell every night till the woodmen brought word that nothing

remained of the king’s foemen save their bones in the fetters that

had bound them.
 

Now a watch had been set on Signy lest she should send help to her

brethren, but henceforth no man hindered her from going out to the

wood. So that night she came to the glade in the forest, and saw in

the midst of it a mighty man who was toiling to dig a grave in the

greensward.
 

  And behold, it was Sigmund the Volsung: but she cried and had no fear:
 

  “If thou art living, Sigmund, what day’s work dost thou here

  In the midnight and the forest? but if thou art nought but a ghost

  Then where are those Volsung brethren, of whom thou wert best and most?”
 

  Then he turned about unto her, and his raiment was fouled and torn,

  And his eyen were great and hollow, as a famished man forlorn;
 

  But he cried: “Hail, Sister Signy! I looked for thee before,

  Though what should a woman compass, she one alone and no more,

  When all we shielded Volsungs did nought in Siggeir’s land?

  O yea, I am living indeed, and this labour of mine hand

  Is to bury the bones of the Volsungs; and lo, it is well-nigh done.

  So draw near, Volsung’s daughter, and pile we many a stone

  Where lie the grey wolf’s gleanings of what was once so good.”
 

  So she set her hand to the labour, and they toiled, they twain in the wood,

  And when the work was over, dead night was beginning to fall:

  Then spake the white-hand Signy: “Now shall thou tell the tale

  Of the death of the Volsung brethren ere the wood thy wrath shall hide,

  Ere I wend me back sick-hearted in the dwelling of kings to abide.”
 

Then said Sigmund:
 

“We lay fettered to the tree and at midnight there came from the

thicket two mighty wood-wolves, and falling on my brethren Gylfi and

Geirmund, they devoured them in their bonds, and turned again to the

forest. Night after night, my sister, this befell, till I was left

alone with our brother Sigi to await the wood-beasts. Then came

midnight, and one of the wolves fell upon Sigi and the other turned

on me. But I met it with snarling like its own, and my teeth gripped

its throat, and my hands strove with the fetters till they burst. So

I slew the beast with my irons, but when I looked, Sigi lay dead, and

the other wolf had fled again to the thicket. Then I lay hid till

Siggeir’s woodmen had looked on the place and departed with their

tidings, and as I beheld them I knew that pity was killed in my

heart, and that henceforward I should live but to avenge me on him

who hath so set the gods at nought.” Then Signy spake noble words of

comfort, saying: “I wot well that Siggeir shall pay the due price of

his deeds, though the vengeance may tarry long, and I wot also that

thy life shall yet know gladness. Bear a stout heart, therefore, to

meet the waiting time, and make thee a lair in the woods whence thou

mayest fall on men of the Goth-folk, and win what thy life needeth.

As for me, I will see thy face once again ere many days are past to

wot where thou dwellest and then must we meet no more.”
 

And so saying, she kissed him and departed, but Sigmund turned in the

dawn-light, and sought a wood-lair as she had bidden him.
 

Of the fostering of Sinfiotli, Signy’s son, and of the slaying of

Siggeir the Goth-king.
 

  So wrought is the will of King Siggeir, and he weareth Odin’s sword

  And it lies on his knees in the council and hath no other lord:

  And he sendeth earls o’er the sea-flood to take King Volsung’s land,

  And those scattered and shepherdless sheep must come beneath his hand.

  And he holdeth the milk-white Signy as his handmaid and his wife,

  And nought but his will she doeth, nor raiseth a word of strife;

  So his heart is praising his wisdom, and he deems him of most avail

  Of all the lords of the cunning that teacheth how to prevail.
 

Now Sigmund dwelt long in the wild-wood, abiding in a strong cave deep

hidden in a thicket by the river-side.
 

And now and again he fell upon the folk of Siggeir as they journeyed,

and slew them, and thus he had war-gear and gold as much as he would.

Also he became a master of masters in the smithying craft, and the

folk who beheld the gleam of his forge by night, deemed that a king

of the Giants was awakened from death to dwell there, and they durst

not wander near the cavern.
 

So passed the years till on a springtide morning Signy sent forth to

Sigmund a damsel leading her eldest son, a child of ten summers, and

bearing a word of her mouth to bid him foster the child for his

helper, if he should prove worthy and bold-hearted. And Sigmund

heeded her words and fostered the child for the space of three months

even though he could give no love to a son of Siggeir.
 

At last he was minded to try the boy’s courage, to which end he set a

deadly ash-grey adder in the meal-sack, and bade the child bake bread.

But he feared when he found something that moved in the meal and had

not courage to do the task. Then would Sigmund foster him no longer,

but thrust him out from the woods to return to his father’s hall.
 

So ten years won over again, and Signy sent another son to the

wild-wood, and the lad was called Sinfiotli. Sigmund thrust him into

many dangers, and burdened him with heavy loads, and he bore all

passing well.
 

Now after a year Sigmund deemed that the time for his testing was

come, and once again he set an adder in the meal-sack and bade the

lad bake bread. And the boy feared not the worm, but kneaded it with

the dough and baked all together. So Sigmund cherished him as his own

son, and he grew strong and valiant and loved Sigmund as his father.
 

Now Sigmund began to ponder how he might at last take vengeance on

Siggeir, and gladly did Sinfiotli hear him, for all his love was

given to Sigmund, so that he no longer deemed himself the Goth-king’s

son.
 

At last when the long mirk nights of winter were come, Sigmund and his

foster-son went their way to the home of Siggeir and sought to lurk

therein. Then Sinfiotli led the way to a storehouse where lay great

wine-casks, and whence they could see the lighted feast-hall, and

hear the clamour of Siggeir’s folk. There they had to abide the time

when the feasters should be hushed in sleep. Long seemed the hours to

Sinfiotli, but Sigmund was calm and clear-eyed.
 

Then it befell that two of Queen Signy’s youngest-born children threw

a golden toy hither and thither in the feast-hall, and at last it

rolled away among the wine-casks till it lay at Sigmund’s feet. So the

children followed it, and coming face to face with those lurkers, they

fled back to the feast-hall. And Sigmund and his foster-son saw all

hope was ended, for they heard the rising tumult as men ran to their

weapons; so they made ready to go forth and die in the hall. Then on

came the battle around the twain, and but short is the tale to tell,

for Sinfiotli slipped on the blood-stained floor and the shield wall

encompassed Sigmund, and so they were both hoppled strait and fast.
 

The Goth-folk washed their hall of blood and got them to slumber, but

Siggeir lay long pondering what dire death he might bring on his foes.
 

Now at the first grey dawning Siggeir’s folk dight a pit and it had

two chambers with a sundering stone in the midst. Then they brought

the Volsung kindred and set them therein, one in each chamber, that

they might abide death alone, and yet in hearing of one another’s woe.

And over the top the thralls laid roofing turfs, but so lingering were

their hands that eve drew on ere the task was finished. Then stole

Signy forth in the dusk, and spake the thralls fair, and gave them

gold that they might hold their peace of what she did. And when they

gainsaid her nought she drew out something wrapped in wheat straw, and

cast it down swiftly into the pit where Sinfiotli lay, and departed.
 

Sinfiotli at first deemed it food, but after a space Sigmund heard him

laugh aloud for joy, for within the wrappings lay the sword of the

Branstock. And Sinfiotli cried out the joyous tidings to his

foster-father, and tarried not to set the point to the stone that

sundered them, and lo, the blade pierced through, and Sigmund grasped

the point. Then sawed Sigmund and Sinfiotli together till they cleft

the stone, and they hewed full hard at the roofing, till they cast the

turfs aside, and their hearts were gladdened with the sight of the

starry heaven.
 

Forth they leapt, and no words were needed of whither they should

wend, but they fell on King Siggeir’s night-watch and slew them

sleeping, and made haste to find the store of winter faggots,

wherewith they built a mighty bale about the hall of Siggeir. They

set a torch to the bale, and Sigmund gat him to one hall door and

Sinfiotli to the other, and now the Goth-folk awoke to their last

of days.
 

Then cried Siggeir to his thralls and offered them joyous life-days

and plenteous wealth if they would give him life, deeming that they

had fired the hall in hatred. But there came a great voice crying

from the door, “Nay, no toilers are we; wealth is ours when we list,

but now our hearts are set to avenge our kin; now hath the murder

seed sprung and borne its fruit; now the death-doomed and buried work

this deed; now doom draweth nigh thee at the hand of Sigmund the

Volsung, and Sinfiotli, Signy’s son.”
 

Then the voice cried again, “Come ye forth, women of the Goths, and

thou, O Signy, my sister, come forth to seek the boughs of the

Branstock.” So fled the white-faced women from the fire, and passed

scatheless by Sinfiotli’s blade, but Signy came not at all. Then the

earls of Siggeir strove to burst from the hall, but ever the two

glaives at the doorways drove them back to the fire.
 

And, lo, now came Signy in queenly raiment, and stood before Sinfiotli

and said, “O mightiest son, this is the hour of our parting, and fain

am I of slumber and the end of my toil now I have seen this day. And

the blither do I leave thee because thy days on earth shall be but

few; I charge thee make thy life glorious, and leave a goodly tale.”
 

She kissed him and turned to Sigmund, and her face in the dawn-light

seemed to him fair and ruddy as in the days when they twain dwelt by

the Branstock. And she said, “My youth was happy, yet this hour is

the crown of my life-days which draw nigh their ending. And now I

charge thee, Sigmund, when thou sittest once more a mighty king

beneath the boughs of the Branstock, that thou remember how I loved

the Volsung name, and spared not to spend all that was mine for its

blossoming.” Then she kissed him and turned again, and the dawn

brightened at her back, and the fire shone red before her, and so for

the last time was Signy beheld by the eyes of men. Thereafter King

Siggeir’s roof-tree bowed earthward, and the mighty walls crashed

down, and so that dark murder-hall lay wasted, and its glory was

swept away.
 

How Sigmund cometh to the Land of the Volsungs again, and of the

death of Sinfiotli his Son.
 

  Now Sigmund the king bestirs him, and Sinfiotli, Sigmund’s son,

  And they gather a host together, and many a mighty one;

  Then they set the ships in the sea-flood and sail from the stranger’s shore,

  And the beaks of the golden dragons see the Volsungs’ land once more;

  And men’s hearts are fulfilled of joyance; and they cry, The sun shines now

  With never a curse to hide it, and they shall reap that sow!

  Then for many a day sits Sigmund ‘neath the boughs of the Branstock green,

  With his earls and lords about him as the Volsung wont hath been.

  And oft he thinketh on Signy and oft he nameth her name,

  And tells how she spent her joyance and her life-days and her fame

  That the Volsung kin might blossom and bear the fruit of worth

  For the hope of unborn people and the harvest of the earth.

  And again he thinks of the word that he spake that other day,

  How he should abide there lonely when his kin was passed away,

  Their glory and sole avenger, their after-summer seed.
 

But far and wide went Sinfiotli through the earth, mowing the war

swathe and wasting the land, and passing but little time in song and

laughter in his father’s hall. So went his days in warfare and valour,

and yet his end was not glorious, for he drank of the poisoned cup

given him by the sister of a warrior he had rightly slain.
 

None might come nigh Sigmund in his anguish as he lifted the head of

his fallen foster-child, and then swiftly bare him from the hall. On

he went through dark thicket and over wind-swept heath, past the

foot-hills and the homes of the deer, till he came to a great rushing

water, whereon was a white-sailed boat, manned by a mighty man,

“one-eyed and seeming ancient.” This mighty one told Sigmund he had

been bidden to waft a great king over the water, and bade him lay his

burden on board, but when Sigmund would have followed he could see

neither ship nor man.
 

But Sigmund went back to his throne, and behaved himself as a king,

listening to his people’s plaints, and dealing out justice.
 

Of the last battle of King Sigmund, and the death of him.
 

  Now there was a king of the Islands, whom the tale doth Eylimi call,

  And saith he was wise and valiant, though his kingdom were but small:

  He had one only daughter that Hiordis had to name,

  A woman wise and shapely beyond the praise of fame.

  And now saith the son of King Volsung that his time is short enow

  To labour the Volsung garden, and the hand must be set to the plough:

  So he sendeth an earl of the people to King Eylimi’s high-built hall,

  Bearing the gifts and the tokens, and this word in his mouth withal:
 

  “King Sigmund the son of Volsung hath sent me here with a word

  That plenteous good of thy daughter among all folk he hath heard,

  And he wooeth that wisest of women that she may sit on his throne.
 

* * * * *
 

  “Now hereof would he have an answer within a half-month’s space,

  And these gifts meanwhile he giveth for the increase of thy grace.”
 

  So King Eylimi hearkened the message, and hath no word to say,

  For an earl of King Lyngi the mighty is come that very day,

  He too for the wooing of Hiordis: and Lyngi’s realm is at hand,

  But afar King Sigmund abideth o’er many a sea and land:

  And the man is young and eager, and grim and guileful of mood.
 

  At last he sayeth: “Abide here such space as thou deemest good,

  But tomorn shalt thou have thine answer that thine heart may the lighter be,

  For the hearkening of harp and songcraft, and the dealing with game and

   glee.”

  Then he went to Queen Hiordis’ bower, where she worked in the silk and the

   gold

  The deeds of the world that should be, and the deeds that were of old.

  And he stood before her and said:
 

“Often have I told thee that thou shouldst wed only the man thou

wouldst. Now it hath come to pass that two kings desire thee.”
 

And she swiftly rose to her feet as she said, “And which be they?”
 

  He spake: “The first is Lyngi, a valiant man and a fair,

  A neighbour ill for thy father, if a foe’s name he must bear:

  And the next is King Sigmund the Volsung of a land far over sea,

  And well thou knowest his kindred, and his might and his valiancy,

  And the tales of his heart of a God; and though old he be waxen now,

  Yet men deem that the wide world’s blossom from Sigmund’s loins shall grow.”
 

  Said Hiordis: “I wot, my father, that hereof may strife arise;

  Yet soon spoken is mine answer; for I, who am called the wise,

  Shall I thrust by the praise of the people, and the tale that no ending

   hath,

  And the love and the heart of the godlike, and the heavenward-leading path,

  For the rose and the stem of the lily, and the smooth-lipped youngling’s

   kiss,

  And the eyes’ desire that passeth, and the frail unstable bliss?

  Now shalt thou tell King Sigmund, that I deem it the crown of my life

  To dwell in the house of his fathers amidst all peace and strife.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Now the king’s heart sore misgave him, but herewith must he be content,

  And great gifts to the earl of Lyngi and a word withal he sent,

  That the woman’s troth was plighted to another people’s king.

  But King Sigmund’s earl on the morrow hath joyful yea-saying,

  And ere two moons be perished he shall fetch his bride away.

  “And bid him,” King Eylimi sayeth, “to come with no small array,

  But with sword and shield and war-shaft, lest aught of ill betide.”
 

  So forth goes the earl of Sigmund across the sea-flood wide,

  And comes to the land of the Volsungs, and meeteth Sigmund the king,

  And tells how he sped on his errand, and the joyful yea-saying.

  So King Sigmund maketh him ready, and they ride adown to the sea

  All glorious of gear and raiment, and a goodly company.

  Yet hath Sigmund thought of his father, and the deed he wrought before,

  And hath scorn to gather his people and all his hosts of war

  To wend to the feast and the wedding: yet are their long-ships ten,

  And the shielded folk aboard them are the mightiest men of men.

  So Sigmund goeth a shipboard, and they hoist their sails to the wind,

  And the beaks of the golden dragons leave the Volsungs’ land behind.

  Then come they to Eylimi’s kingdom, and good welcome have they there,

  And when Sigmund looked on Hiordis, he deemed her wise and fair.

  But her heart was exceeding fain when she saw the glorious king,

  And it told her of times that should be full many a noble thing.
 

  So there is Sigmund wedded at a great and goodly feast,

  And day by day on Hiordis the joy of her heart increased;

  And her father joyed in Sigmund and his might and majesty,

  And dead in the heart of the Isle-king his ancient fear did lie.
 

  Yet, forsooth, had men looked seaward, they had seen the gathering cloud,

  And the little wind arising, that should one day pipe so loud.

  For well may ye wot indeed that King Lyngi the Mighty is wroth,

  When he getteth the gifts and the answer, and that tale of the woman’s

   troth:

  And he saith he will have the gifts and the woman herself withal,

  Either for loving or hating, and that both those heads shall fall.

  So now when Sigmund and Hiordis are wedded a month or more,

  And the Volsung bids men dight them to cross the sea-flood o’er,

  Lo, how there cometh the tidings of measureless mighty hosts

  Who are gotten ashore from their long-ships on the skirts of King Eylimi’s

   coasts.
 

  Sore boded the heart of the Isle-king of what the end should be.

  But Sigmund long beheld him, and he said: “Thou deem’st of me

  That my coming hath brought thee evil; but put aside such things;

  For long have I lived, and I know it, that the lives of mighty kings

  Are not cast away, nor drifted like the down before the wind;

  And surely I know, who say it, that never would Hiordis’ mind

  Have been turned to wed King Lyngi or aught but the Volsung seed.

  Come, go we forth to the battle, that shall be the latest deed

  Of thee and me meseemeth: yea, whether thou live or die,

  No more shall the brand of Odin at peace in his scabbard lie.”
 

  And therewith he brake the peace-strings and drew the blade of bale,

  And Death on the point abided, Fear sat on the edges pale.
 

  So men ride adown to the sea-strand, and the kings their hosts array

  When the high noon flooded heaven; and the men of the Volsungs lay,

  With King Eylimi’s shielded champions mid Lyngi’s hosts of war,

  As the brown pips lie in the apple when ye cut it through the core.
 

  But now when the kings were departed, from the King’s house Hiordis went,

  And before men joined the battle she came to a woody bent,

  Where she lay with one of her maidens the death and the deeds to behold.
 

  In the noon sun shone King Sigmund as an image all of gold,

  And he stood before the foremost and the banner of his fame,

  And many a thing he remembered, and he called on each earl by his name

  To do well for the house of the Volsungs, and the ages yet unborn.

  Then he tossed up the sword of the Branstock, and blew on his father’s horn,

  Dread of so many a battle, doom-song of so many a man.

  Then all the earth seemed moving as the hosts of Lyngi ran

  On the Volsung men and the Isle-folk like wolves upon the prey;

  But sore was their labour and toil ere the end of their harvesting day.
 

  On went the Volsung banners, and on went Sigmund before,

  And his sword was the flail of the tiller on the wheat of the

   wheat-thrashing floor,

  And his shield was rent from his arm, and his helm was sheared from his

   head:

  But who may draw nigh him to smite for the heap and the rampart of dead?

  White went his hair on the wind like the ragged drift of the cloud,

  And his dust-driven, blood-beaten harness was the death-storm’s angry

   shroud,

  When the summer sun is departing in the first of the night of wrack;

  And his sword was the cleaving lightning, that smites and is hurried aback

  Ere the hand may rise against it; and his voice was the following thunder.
 

  Then cold grew the battle before him, dead-chilled with the fear and the

   wonder:

  For again in his ancient eyes the light of victory gleamed;

  From his mouth grown tuneful and sweet the song of his kindred streamed;

  And no more was he worn and weary, and no more his life seemed spent:

  And with all the hope of his childhood was his wrath of battle blent;

  And he thought: A little further, and the river of strife is passed,

  And I shall sit triumphant the king of the world at last.
 

  But lo, through the hedge of the war-shafts a mighty man there came,

  One-eyed and seeming ancient, but his visage shone like flame:

  Gleaming-grey was his kirtle, and his hood was cloudy blue;

  And he bore a mighty twi-bill, as he waded the fight-sheaves through,

  And stood face to face with Sigmund, and upheaved the bill to smite.

  Once more round the head of the Volsung fierce glittered the Branstock’s

   light,

  The sword that came from Odin; and Sigmund’s cry once more

  Rang out to the very heavens above the din of war.

  Then clashed the meeting edges with Sigmund’s latest stroke,

  And in shivering shards fell earthward that fear of worldly folk.

  But changed were the eyes of Sigmund, and the war-wrath left his face;

  For that grey-clad mighty helper was gone, and in his place

  Drave on the unbroken spear-wood ‘gainst the Volsung’s empty hands:

  And there they smote down Sigmund, the wonder of all lands,

  On the foemen, on the death-heap his deeds had piled that day.
 

  Ill hour for Sigmund’s fellows! they fall like the seeded hay

  Before the brown scythes’ sweeping, and there the Isle-king fell

  In the fore-front of his battle, wherein he wrought right well,

  And soon they were nought but foemen who stand upon their feet

  On the isle-strand by the ocean where the grass and the sea-sand meet.
 

  And now hath the conquering War-king another deed to do,

  And he saith: “Who now gainsayeth King Lyngi come to woo,

  The lord and the overcomer and the bane of the Volsung kin?”

  So he fares to the Isle-king’s dwelling a wife of the kings to win;

  And the host is gathered together, and they leave the field of the dead;

  And round as a targe of the Goth-folk the moon ariseth red.
 

  And so when the last is departed, and she deems they will come not aback,

  Fares Hiordis forth from the thicket to the field of the fateful wrack,

  And half-dead was her heart for sorrow as she waded the swathes of the

   sword.

  Not far did she search the death-field ere she found her king and lord

  On the heap that his glaive had fashioned: not yet was his spirit past,

  Though his hurts were many and grievous, and his life-blood ebbing fast;

  And glad were his eyes and open as her wan face over him hung,

  And he spake:

           “Thou art sick with sorrow, and I would thou wert not so young;

  Yet as my days passed shall thine pass; and a short while now it seems

  Since my hand first gripped the sword-hilt, and my glory was but in dreams.”
 

  She said: “Thou livest, thou livest! the leeches shall heal thee still.”
 

  “Nay,” said he, “my heart hath hearkened to Odin’s bidding and will;

  For today have mine eyes beheld him: nay, he needed not to speak:

  Forsooth I knew of his message and the thing he came to seek.

  And now do I live but to tell thee of the days that are yet to come:

  And perchance to solace thy sorrow; and then will I get me home

  To my kin that are gone before me. Lo, yonder where I stood

  The shards of a glaive of battle that was once the best of the good:

  Take them and keep them surely. I have lived no empty days;

  The Norns were my nursing mothers; I have won the people’s praise.

  When the Gods for one deed asked me I ever gave them twain;

  Spendthrift of glory I was, and great was my life-days’ gain;

  Now these shards have been my fellow in the work the Gods would have,

  But today hath Odin taken the gift that once he gave.

  I have wrought for the Volsungs truly, and yet have I known full well

  That a better one than I am shall bear the tale to tell:

  And for him shall these shards be smithied; and he shall be my son

  To remember what I have forgotten and to do what I left undone.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Then failed the voice of Sigmund; but so mighty was the man,

  That a long while yet he lingered till the dusky night grew wan,

  And she sat and sorrowed o’er him, but no more a word he spake.

  Then a long way over the sea-flood the day began to break;

  And when the sun was arisen a little he turned his head

  Till the low beams bathed his eyen, and there lay Sigmund dead.

  And the sun rose up on the earth; but where was the Volsung kin

  And the folk that the Gods had begotten the praise of all people to win?
 

How King Sigmund the Volsung was laid in mound on the sea-side

of the Isle-realm.
 

  Now Hiordis looked from the dead, and her eyes strayed down to the sea,

  And a shielded ship she saw, and a war-dight company,

  Who beached the ship for the landing: so swift she fled away,

  And once more to the depth of the thicket, wherein her handmaid lay:

  And she said: “I have left my lord, and my lord is dead and gone,

  And he gave me a charge full heavy, and here are we twain alone,

  And earls from the sea are landing: give me thy blue attire,

  And take my purple and gold and my crown of the sea-flood’s fire,

  And be thou the wife of King Volsung when men of our names shall ask,

  And I will be the handmaid: now I bid thee to this task,

  And I pray thee not to fail me, because of thy faith and truth,

  And because I have ever loved thee, and thy mother fostered my youth.”
 

* * * * *
 

  So the other nought gainsaith it and they shift their raiment there:

  But well-spoken was the maiden, and a woman tall and fair.
 

  Now the lord of those new-coming men was a king and the son of a king,

  King Elf the son of the Helper, and he sailed from warfaring

  And drew anigh to the Isle-realm and sailed along the strand;

  For the shipmen needed water and fain would go a-land;

  And King Elf stood hard by the tiller while the world was yet a-cold:

  Then the red sun lit the dawning, and they looked, and lo, behold!

  The wrack of a mighty battle, and heaps of the shielded dead,

  And a woman alive amidst them, a queen with crowned head,

  And her eyes strayed down to the sea-strand, and she saw that weaponed folk,

  And turned and fled to the thicket: then the lord of the shipmen spoke:

  “Lo, here shall we lack for water, for the brooks with blood shall run,

  Yet wend we ashore to behold it and to wot of the deeds late done.”
 

  So they turned their faces to Sigmund, and waded the swathes of the sword.

  “O, look ye long,” said the Sea-king, “for here lieth a mighty lord:

  And all these are the deeds of his war-flame, yet hardy hearts, be sure,

  That they once durst look in his face or the wrath of his eyen endure;

  Though his lips be glad and smiling as a God that dreameth of mirth.

  Would God I were one of his kindred, for none such are left upon earth.

  Now fare we into the thicket, for thereto is the woman fled,

  And belike she shall tell us the story of this field of the mighty dead.”
 

  So they wend and find the women, and bespeak them kind and fair:

  Then spake the gold-crowned handmaid: “Of the Isle-king’s house we were,

  And I am the Queen called Hiordis; and the man that lies on the field

  Was mine own lord Sigmund the Volsung, the mightiest under shield.”
 

  Then all amazed were the sea-folk when they hearkened to that word,

  And great and heavy tidings they deem their ears have heard:

  But again spake out the Sea-king: “And this blue-clad one beside,

  So pale, and as tall as a Goddess, and white and lovely eyed?”
 

  “In sooth and in troth,” said the woman, “my serving-maid is this;

  She hath wept long over the battle, and sore afraid she is.”
 

  Now the king looks hard upon her, but he saith no word thereto,

  And down again to the death-field with the women-folk they go.

  There they set their hands to the labour, and amidst the deadly mead

  They raise a mound for Sigmund, a mighty house indeed;

  And therein they set that folk-king, and goodly was his throne,

  And dight with gold and scarlet: and the walls of the house were done

  With the cloven shields of the foemen, and banners borne to field;

  But none might find his war-helm or the splinters of his shield,

  And clenched and fast was his right hand, but no sword therein he had:

  For Hiordis spake to the shipmen:

                               “Our lord and master bade

  That the shards of his glaive of battle should go with our lady the Queen:

  And by them that lie a-dying a many things are seen.”
 

How Queen Hiordis is known; and how she abideth in the house of

Elf the son of the Helper.
 

Then Elf asked of the two women where they would go, and they prayed

that he would take them to his land, where they dwelt for long in all

honour.
 

But the old queen, the mother of Elf, was indeed a woman wise above

many, and fain would she know why the less noble of the two was

dressed the more richly and why the handmaid gave always wiser

counsel than her mistress. So she bade her son to speak suddenly and

to take them unawares.
 

Then he asked the gold-clad one how she knew in the dark winter night

that the dawn was near. She answered that ever in her youth she awoke

at the dawn to follow her daily work, and always was she wont to

drink of whey, and now, though the times were changed, she still woke

athirst near the dawning.
 

To Elf it seemed strange that a fair queen in her youth had need to

arise to follow the plough in the dark of the winter morning, and

turning to the handmaid he asked of her the same question. She

replied that in her youth her father had given her the gold ring she

still wore, and which had the magic power of growing cold as the

hours neared daybreak, and such was her dawning sign.
 

Then did Elf know of their exchange, and he told Hiordis that long

had he loved her and felt pity for her sorrow, and that he would make

her his wife. So that night she sat on the high-seat with the crown

on her head, and dreamt of what had been and what was to be.
 

  So passeth the summer season, and the harvest of the year,

  And the latter days of the winter on toward the springtide wear.
 






  








STORY OF SIGURD: BOOK II.
 

REGIN.
 

Of the birth of Sigurd the son of Sigmund.
 

  Peace lay on the land of the Helper and the house of Elf his son;

  There merry men went bedward when their tide of toil was done,

  And glad was the dawn’s awakening, and the noontide fair and glad:

  There no great store had the franklin, and enough the hireling had;

  And a child might go unguarded the length and breadth of the land

  With a purse of gold at his girdle and gold rings on his hand.

  ’Twas a country of cunning craftsmen, and many a thing they wrought,

  That the lands of storm desired, and the homes of warfare sought.

  But men deemed it o’er-well warded by more than its stems of fight,

  And told how its earth-born watchers yet lived of plenteous might.

  So hidden was that country, and few men sailed its sea,

  And none came o’er its mountains of men-folk’s company.

  But fair-fruited, many-peopled, it lies a goodly strip,

  ‘Twixt the mountains cloudy-headed and the sea-flood’s surging lip,

  And a perilous flood is its ocean, and its mountains, who shall tell

  What things, in their dales deserted and their wind-swept heaths may dwell.
 

* * * * *
 

  Again, in the house of the Helper there dwelt a certain man

  Beardless and low of stature, of visage pinched and wan:

  So exceeding old was Regin, that no son of man could tell

  In what year of the days passed over he came to that land to dwell:

  But the youth of King Elf had he fostered, and the Helper’s youth thereto,

  Yea and his father’s father’s: the lore of all men he knew,

  And was deft in every cunning, save the dealings of the sword:

  So sweet was his tongue-speech fashioned, that men trowed his every word;

  His hand with the harp-strings blended was the mingler of delight

  With the latter days of sorrow; all tales he told aright;

  The Master of the Masters in the smithying craft was he;

  And he dealt with the wind and the weather and the stilling of the sea;

  Nor might any learn him leech-craft, for before that race was made,

  And that man-folk’s generation, all their life-days had he weighed.
 

In this land of the Helper and Elf, his son, dwelt Hiordis, and here

her son, the last of the Volsungs, was born. The babe had eyes of

such wondrous brightness that the folk shrank from him, while they

rejoiced over his birth, but his mother spake to the babe as to one

who might understand, and she told him of Sigmund and Volsung, of

their wars and their troubles and their joys. Then she gave him to

her maids to bear him to the kings of the land that they might

rejoice with her.
 

  But there sat the Helper of Men with King Elf and his Earls in the hall,

  And they spake of the deeds that had been, and told of the times to befall,

  And they hearkened and heard sweet voices and the sound of harps draw nigh,

  Till their hearts were exceeding merry and they knew not wherefore or why:

  Then, lo, in the hall white raiment, as thither the damsels came,

  And amid the hands of the foremost was the woven gold aflame.
 

  “O daughters of earls,” said the Helper, “what tidings then do ye bear?

  Is it grief in the merry morning, or joy or wonder or fear?”
 

  Quoth the first: “It is grief for the foemen that the Masters of God-home

   would grieve.”
 

  Said the next: “’Tis a wonder of wonders, that the hearkening world shall

   believe.”
 

  “A fear of all fears,” said the third, “for the sword is uplifted on men.”
 

  “A joy of all joys,” said the fourth, “once come, and it comes not again!”
 

* * * * *
 

  “What then hath betid,” said King Elf, “do the high Gods stand in our gate?”
 

  “Nay,” said they, “else were we silent, and they should be telling of fate.”
 

  “Is the bidding come,” said the Helper, “that we wend the Gods to see?”
 

  “Many summers and winters,” they said, “ye shall live on the earth, it may

 be.”
 

* * * * *
 

  “Speak then,” said the ancient Helper, “let the worst and the best be said.”
 

* * * * *
 

  They said: “The earth is weary: but the tender blade hath sprung,

  That shall wax till beneath its branches fair bloom the meadows green;

  For the Gods and they that were mighty were glad erewhile with the Queen.”
 

  Said King Elf: “How say ye, women? Of a King new-born do ye tell,

  By a God of the Heavens begotten in our fathers’ house to dwell?”
 

  “By a God of the Earth,” they answered; “but greater yet is the son,

  Though long were the days of Sigmund, and great are the deeds he hath done.”
 

  Then she with the golden burden to the kingly high-seat stepped

  And away from the new-born baby the purple cloths she swept,

  And cried: “O King of the people, long mayst thou live in bliss,

  As our hearts today are happy! Queen Hiordis sends thee this,

  And she saith that the world shall call it by the name that thou shalt name;

  Now the gift to thee is given, and to thee is brought the fame.”
 

  Then e’en as a man astonied King Elf the Volsung took,

  While his feast-hall’s ancient timbers with the cry of the earl-folk shook;
 

* * * * *
 

  With the love of many peoples was the wise king smitten through,

  As he hung o’er the new-born Volsung: but at last he raised his head,

  And looked forth kind o’er his people, and spake aloud and said:
 

  “O Sigmund King of Battle; O man of many days,

  Whom I saw mid the shields of the fallen and the dead men’s silent praise,

  Lo, how hath the dark tide perished and the dawn of day begun!

  And now, O mighty Sigmund, wherewith shall we name thy son?”
 

  But there rose up a man most ancient, and he cried: “Hail Dawn of the Day!

  How many things shalt thou quicken, how many shalt thou slay!

  How many things shalt thou waken, how many lull to sleep!

  How many things shalt thou scatter, how many gather and keep!

  O me, how thy love shall cherish, how thine hate shall wither and burn!

  How the hope shall be sped from thy right hand, nor the fear to thy left

   return!

  O thy deeds that men shall sing of! O thy deeds that the Gods shall see!

  O SIGURD, Son of the Volsungs, O Victory yet to be!”
 

  Men heard the name and they knew it, and they caught it up in the air,

  And it went abroad by the windows and the doors of the feast-hall fair,

  It went through street and market; o’er meadow and acre it went,

  And over the wind-stirred forest and the dearth of the sea-beat bent,

  And over the sea-flood’s welter, till the folk of the fishers heard,

  And the hearts of the isle-abiders on the sun-scorched rocks were stirred.
 

* * * * *
 

Sigurd getteth to him the horse that is called Greyfell.
 

  Now waxeth the son of Sigmund in might and goodliness,

  And soft the days win over, and all men his beauty bless.

  But amidst the summer season was the Isle-queen Hiordis wed

  To King Elf the son of the Helper, and fair their life-days sped.

  Peace lay on the land for ever, and the fields gave good increase,

  And there was Sigurd waxing mid the plenty and the peace.

  Now hath the child grown greater, and is keen and eager of wit

  And full of understanding, and oft hath he joy to sit

  Amid talk of weighty matters when the wise men meet for speech;

  And joyous he is moreover and blithe and kind with each.

  But Regin the wise craftsmaster heedeth the youngling well,

  And before the Kings he cometh, and saith such words to tell.
 

  “I have fostered thy youth, King Elf, and thine O Helper of men,

  And ye wot that such a master no king shall see again;

  And now would I foster Sigurd; for, though he be none of thy blood,

  Mine heart of his days that shall be speaketh abundant good.”
 

  Then spake the Helper of men-folk: “Yea, do herein thy will:

  For thou art the Master of Masters, and hast learned me all my skill:

  But think how bright is this youngling, and thy guile from him withhold;

  For this craft of thine hath shown me that thy heart is grim and cold,

  Though three men’s lives thrice over thy wisdom might not learn;

  And I love this son of Sigmund, and mine heart to him doth yearn.”
 

  Then Regin laughed, and answered: “I doled out cunning to thee;

  But nought with him will I measure: yet no cold-heart shall he be,

  Nor grim, nor evil-natured: for whate’er my will might frame,

  Gone forth is the word of the Norns, that abideth ever the same.

  And now, despite my cunning, how deem ye I shall die?”
 

  And they said he would live as he listed, and at last in peace should lie

  When he listed to live no longer; so mighty and wise he was.
 

  But again he laughed and answered: “One day it shall come to pass,

  That a beardless youth shall slay me: I know the fateful doom;

  But nought may I withstand it, as it heaves up dim through the gloom.”
 

  So is Sigurd now with Regin, and he learns him many things;

  Yea, all save the craft of battle, that men learned the sons of kings:

  The smithying sword and war-coat; the carving runes aright;

  The tongues of many countries, and soft speech for men’s delight;

  The dealing with the harp-strings, and the winding ways of song.

  So wise of heart waxed Sigurd, and of body wondrous strong:

  And he chased the deer of the forest, and many a wood-wolf slew,

  And many a bull of the mountains: and the desert dales he knew,

  And the heaths that the wind sweeps over; and seaward would he fare,

  Far out from the outer skerries, and alone the sea-wights dare.
 

One day did Regin tell Sigurd of deeds done in the past by kings both

bold and wise, and the lad longed, too, to do the like, and his

bright eyes glowed with desire. And Regin told him that he should

follow his Volsung fathers and roam far and wide, leaving the

peace-lovers and home-abiders who had cherished his youth.
 

This roused Sigurd’s wrath, for he would have nought said against

those who had reared him, but Regin bade him ask for one of the

horses of Gripir, and banished his anger by a song of the deeds of

the Choosers of the Slain. Before the song was finished Sigurd went

to King Elf and asked that he might have authority to seek a horse

from King Gripir.
 

  Then smiled King Elf, and answered: “A long way wilt thou ride,

  To where unpeace and troubles and the griefs of the soul abide,

  Yea unto the death at the last: yet surely shall thou win

  The praise of many a people: so have thy way herein.

  Forsooth no more may we hold thee than the hazel copse may hold

  The sun of the early dawning, that turneth it all unto gold.”
 

  Then sweetly Sigurd thanked them; and through the night he lay

  Mid dreams of many a matter till the dawn was on the way;

  Then he shook the sleep from off him, and that dwelling of Kings he left

  And wended his ways unto Gripir. On a crag from the mountain reft

  Was the house of the old King builded; and a mighty house it was,

  Though few were the sons of men that over its threshold would pass:

  But the wild ernes cried about it, and the vultures toward it flew,

  And the winds from the heart of the mountains searched every chamber

   through,

  And about were meads wide-spreading; and many a beast thereon,

  Yea some that are men-folk’s terror, their sport and pasture won.
 

  So into the hall went Sigurd; and amidst was Gripir set

  In a chair of the sea-beast’s tooth; and his sweeping beard nigh met

  The floor that was green as the ocean, and his gown was of mountain-gold,

  And the kingly staff in his hand was knobbed with the crystal cold.
 

  Now the first of the twain spake Gripir: “Hail King with the eyen bright!

  Nought needest thou show the token, for I know of thy life and thy light.

  And no need to tell of thy message; it was wafted here on the wind,

  That thou wouldst be coming today a horse in my meadow to find:

  And strong must he be for the bearing of those deeds of thine that shall be.

  Now choose thou of all the way-wearers that are running loose in my lea.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Then again gat Sigurd outward, and adown the steep he ran

  And unto the horse-fed meadow: but lo, a grey-clad man,

  One-eyed and seeming ancient, there met him by the way:

  And he spake: “Thou hastest, Sigurd; yet tarry till I say

  A word that shall well bestead thee: for I know of these mountains well

  And all the lea of Gripir, and the beasts that thereon dwell.”
 

  “Wouldst thou have red gold for thy tidings? art thou Gripir’s horse-herd

   then?

  Nay sure, for thy face is shining like the battle-eager men

  My master Regin tells of: and I love thy cloud-grey gown,

  And thy visage gleams above it like a thing my dreams have known.”
 

  “Nay whiles have I heeded the horse-kind,” then spake that elder of days,

  “And sooth do the sages say, when the beasts of my breeding they praise.

  There is one thereof in the meadow, and, wouldst thou cull him out,

  Thou shalt follow an elder’s counsel, who hath brought strange things about,

  Who hath known thy father aforetime, and other kings of thy kin.”
 

  So Sigurd said, “I am ready; and what is the deed to win?”

  He said: “We shall drive the horses adown to the water-side,

  That cometh forth from the mountains, and note what next shall betide.”
 

  Then the twain sped on together, and they drave the horses on

  Till they came to a rushing river, a water wide and wan;

  And the white mews hovered o’er it; but none might hear their cry

  For the rush and the rattle of waters, as the downlong flood swept by.

  So the whole herd took the river and strove the stream to stem,

  And many a brave steed was there; but the flood o’ermastered them:

  And some, it swept them down-ward, and some won back to bank,

  Some, caught by the net of the eddies, in the swirling hubbub sank;

  But one of all swam over, and they saw his mane of grey

  Toss over the flowery meadows, a bright thing far away:

  Wide then he wheeled about them, then took the stream again

  And with the waves’ white horses mingled his cloudy mane.
 

  Then spake the elder of days: “Hearken now, Sigurd, and hear;

  Time was when I gave thy father a gift thou shalt yet deem dear,

  And this horse is a gift of my giving: — heed nought where thou mayst ride:

  For I have seen thy fathers in a shining house abide,

  And on earth they thought of its threshold, and the gifts I had to give;

  Nor prayed for a little longer, and a little longer to live.”
 

  Then forth he strode to the mountains, and fain was Sigurd now.

  To ask him many a matter: but dim did his bright shape grow,

  As a man from the litten doorway fades into the dusk of night;

  And the sun in the high-noon shone, and the world was exceeding bright.
 

  So Sigurd turned to the river and stood by the wave-wet strand,

  And the grey horse swims to his feet and lightly leaps aland,

  And the youngling looks upon him, and deems none beside him good.

  And indeed, as tells the story, he was come of Sleipnir’s blood,

  The tireless horse of Odin: cloud-grey he was of hue,

  And it seemed as Sigurd backed him that Sigmund’s son he knew,

  So glad he went beneath him. Then the youngling’s song arose

  As he brushed through the noontide blossoms of Gripir’s mighty close,

  Then he singeth the song of Greyfell, the horse that Odin gave,

  Who swam through the sweeping river, and back through the toppling wave.
 

Regin telleth Sigurd of his kindred, and of the Gold that was

accursed from ancient days.
 

  Now yet the days pass over, and more than words may tell

  Grows Sigurd strong and lovely, and all children love him well.

  But oft he looks on the mountains and many a time is fain

  To know of what lies beyond them, and learn of the wide world’s gain.
 

* * * * *
 

  Now again it happed on a day that he sat in Regin’s hall

  And hearkened many tidings of what had chanced to fall,

  And of kings that sought their kingdoms o’er many a waste and wild,

  And at last saith the crafty master:

                                 “Thou art King Sigmund’s child:

  Wilt thou wait till these kings of the carles shall die in a little land,

  Or wilt thou serve their sons and carry the cup to their hand;

  Or abide in vain for the day that never shall come about,

  When their banners shall dance in the wind and shake to the war-gods’

   shout?”
 

  Then Sigurd answered and said: “Nought such do I look to be.

  But thou, a deedless man, too much thou eggest me:

  And these folk are good and trusty, and the land is lovely and sweet,

  And in rest and in peace it lieth as the floor of Odin’s feet:

  Yet I know that the world is wide, and filled with deeds unwrought;

  And for e’en such work was I fashioned, lest the songcraft come to nought.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Then answered Regin the guileful: “The deed is ready to hand,

  Yet holding my peace is the best, for well thou lovest the land;

  And thou lovest thy life moreover, and the peace of thy youthful days,

  And why should the full-fed feaster his hand to the rye-bread raise?

  Yet they say that Sigmund begat thee and he looked to fashion a man.

  Fear nought; he lieth quiet in his mound by the sea-waves wan.”
 

  So shone the eyes of Sigurd, that the shield against him hung

  Cast back their light as the sunbeams; but his voice to the roof-tree rung:

  “Tell me, thou Master of Masters, what deed is the deed I shall do?

  Nor mock thou the son of Sigmund lest the day of his birth thou rue.”
 

  Then answered the Master of Sleight: “The deed is the righting of wrong,

  And the quelling a bale and a sorrow that the world hath endured o’erlong,

  And the winning a treasure untold, that shall make thee more than the kings;

  Thereof is the Helm of Aweing, the wonder of earthly things,

  And thereof is its very fellow, the War-Coat all of gold,

  That has not its like in the heavens, nor has earth of its fellow told.”
 

  Then answered Sigurd the Volsung: “How long hereof hast thou known?

  And what unto thee is this treasure, that thou seemest to give as thine

   own?”
 

  “Alas!” quoth the smithying master, “it is mine, yet none of mine,

  Since my heart herein avails not, and my hand is frail and fine — 

  It is long since I first came hither to seek a man for my need;

  For I saw by a glimmering light that hence would spring the deed,

  And many a deed of the world: but the generations passed,

  And the first of the days was as near to the end that I sought as the last;

  Till I looked on thine eyes in the cradle: and now I deem through thee,

  That the end of my days of waiting, and the end of my woes shall be.”
 

  Then Sigurd awhile was silent; but at last he answered and said:

  “Thou shalt have thy will and the treasure, and shalt take the curse on

   thine head

  If a curse the gold enwrappeth: but the deed will I surely do,

  For today the dreams of my childhood hath bloomed in my heart anew:

  And I long to look on the world and the glory of the earth

  And to deal in the dealings of men, and garner the harvest of worth.

  But tell me, thou Master of Masters, where lieth this measureless wealth;

  Is it guarded by swords of the earl-folk, or kept by cunning and stealth?

  Is it over the main sea’s darkness, or beyond the mountain wall?

  Or e’en in these peaceful acres anigh to the hands of all?”
 

  Then Regin answered sweetly: “Hereof must a tale be told:

  Bide sitting, thou son of Sigmund, on the heap of unwrought gold,

  And hearken of wondrous matters, and of things unheard, unsaid,

  And deeds of my beholding ere the first of Kings was made.
 

  “And first ye shall know of a sooth, that I never was born of the race

  Which the masters of God-home have made to cover the fair earth’s face;

  But I come of the Dwarfs departed; and fair was the earth whileome

  Ere the short-lived thralls of the Gods amidst its dales were come.
 

* * * * *
 

  “It was Reidmar the Ancient begat me; and now was he waxen old,

  And a covetous man and a king; and he bade, and I built him a hall,

  And a golden glorious house; and thereto his sons did he call,

  And he bade them be evil and wise, that his will through them might be

   wrought.

  Then he gave unto Fafnir my brother the soul that feareth nought,

  And the brow of the hardened iron, and the hand that may never fail,

  And the greedy heart of a king, and the ear that hears no wail.
 

  “But next unto Otter my brother he gave the snare and the net,

  And the longing to wend through the wild-wood, and wade the highways wet:

  And the foot that never resteth, while aught be left alive

  That hath cunning to match man’s cunning or might with his might to strive.
 

  “And to me, the least and the youngest, what gift for the slaying of ease?

  Save the grief that remembers the past, and the fear that the future sees;

  And the hammer and fashioning-iron, and the living coal of fire;

  And the craft that createth a semblance, and fails of the heart’s desire;

  And the toil that each dawning quickens and the task that is never done;

  And the heart that longeth ever, nor will look to the deed that is won.
 

  “Thus gave my father the gifts that might never be taken again;

  Far worse were we now than the Gods, and but little better than men.

  But yet of our ancient might one thing had we left us still:

  We had craft to change our semblance, and could shift us at our will

  Into bodies of the beast-kind, or fowl, or fishes cold;
 

* * * * *
 

  “So dwelt we, brethren and father; and Fafnir my brother fared

  As the scourge and compeller of all things, and left no wrong undared;

  But for me, I toiled and I toiled; and fair grew my father’s house;

  But writhen and foul were the hands that had made it glorious;
 

* * * * *
 

  “And myself a little fragment amidst it all I saw,

  Grim, cold-hearted, and unmighty as the tempest-driven straw.

 — Let be. — For Otter my brother saw seldom field or fold,

  And he oftenest used that custom, whereof e’en now I told,

  And would shift his shape with the wood-beasts and the things of land and

   sea;

  And he knew what joy their hearts had, and what they longed to be,

  And their dim-eyed understanding, and his wood-craft waxed so great,

  That he seemed the king of the creatures and their very mortal fate.
 

  “Now as the years won over three folk of the heavenly halls

  Grew aweary of sleepless sloth, and the day that nought befalls;

  And they fain would look on the earth, and their latest handiwork,

  And turn the fine gold over, lest a flaw therein should lurk.

  And the three were the heart-wise Odin, the Father of the Slain,

  And Loki, the World’s Begrudger, who maketh all labour vain,

  And Hoenir, the Utter-Blameless, who wrought the hope of man,

  And his heart and inmost yearnings, when first the work began;—”
 

The three wandered over the earth till they came to a mighty river,

haunted for long by Otter, by reason of its great wealth of fish.

There he lay on the bank, and as he watched the fish in the water his

shape was changed to that of a true otter, and he began to devour a

golden trout. Two of the gods would have passed without stay, but in

the otter Loki saw an enemy, and straightway killed him, rejoicing

over his dead body.
 

As night fell the three gods came to a great hall, wondrously wrought

and carved, with golden hangings and forests of pillars. In the midst

of the hall sat a king on an ivory throne, and his garments were made

of purple from the sea. Kind welcome he gave to the wanderers, and

there they feasted and delighted in music and song; but even as they

drank and made merry they knew they were caught in the snare.
 

The king’s welcome changed to scornful laughter, and thus he spoke:

“Truly are ye gods, but ye are come to people who want you not. Before

ye were known to us, still was the winter cold, and the summer warm,

and still could we find meat and drink. I am Reidmar, and ye come

straight from the slaying of Reidmar’s son. Shall I not then take the

vengeance I will? Unless, indeed, ye give me the treasure I covet, and

then shall ye go your way. This is my sentence. Choose ye which ye

will.”
 

Then spake the wise Allfather and prayed Reidmar to unsay his word,

and cease to desire the gold. But Reidmar the Wise, and Fafnir the

Lord, and Regin the Worker cried aloud in their wrath: — 
 

  “‘O hearken Gods of the Goths! ye shall die, and we shall be Gods,

  And rule your men beloved with bitter-heavy rods,

  And make them beasts beneath us, save today ye do our will,

  And pay us the ransom of blood, and our hearts with the gold fulfill.’
 

  “But Odin spake in answer, and his voice was awful and cold:

  ‘Give righteous doom, O Reidmar! say what ye will of the Gold!’
 

  “Then Reidmar laughed in his heart, and his wrath and his wisdom fled,

  And nought but his greed abided; and he spake from his throne and said:
 

  “‘Now hearken the doom I shall speak! Ye stranger-folk shall be free

  When ye give me the Flame of the Waters, the gathered Gold of the Sea,

  That Andvari hideth rejoicing in the wan realm pale as the grave;

  And the Master of Sleight shall fetch it, and the hand that never gave,

  And the heart that begrudgeth for ever shall gather and give and rue.

 — Lo this is the doom of the wise, and no doom shall be spoken anew.’
 

  “Then Odin spake: ‘It is well; the Curser shall seek for the curse;

  And the Greedy shall cherish the evil — and the seed of the Great they shall

   nurse.’
 

  “No word spake Reidmar the great, for the eyes of his heart were turned

  To the edge of the outer desert, so sore for the gold he yearned.

  But Loki I loosed from the toils, and he goeth his way abroad;

  And the heart of Odin he knoweth, and where he shall seek the Hoard.
 

  “There is a desert of dread in the uttermost part of the world,

  Where over a wall of mountains is a mighty water hurled,

  Whose hidden head none knoweth, nor where it meeteth the sea;

  And that force is the Force of Andvari, and an Elf of the Dark is he.

  In the cloud and the desert he dwelleth amid that land alone;

  And his work is the storing of treasure within his house of stone.

  Time was when he knew of wisdom, and had many a tale to tell

  Of the days before the Dwarf-age, and of what in that world befell:

  And he knew of the stars and the sun, and the worlds that come and go

  On the nether rim of heaven, and whence the wind doth blow,

  And how the sea hangs balanced betwixt the curving lands,

  And how all drew together for the first Gods’ fashioning hands.

  But now is all gone from him, save the craft of gathering gold,

  And he heedeth nought of the summer, nor knoweth the winter cold,

  Nor looks to the sun nor the snowfall, nor ever dreams of the sea,

  Nor hath heard of the making of men-folk, nor of where the high Gods be;

  But ever he gripeth and gathereth, and he toileth hour by hour,

  Nor knoweth the noon from the midnight as he looks on his stony bower,

  And saith: ‘It is short, it is narrow for all I shall gather and get;

  For the world is but newly fashioned, and long shall its years be yet.’
 

  “There Loki fareth, and seeth in a land of nothing good,

  Far off o’er the empty desert, the reek of the falling flood

  Go up to the floor of heaven, and thither turn his feet

  As he weaveth the unseen meshes and the snare of strong deceit;

  So he cometh his ways to the water, where the glittering foam-bow glows,

  And the huge flood leaps the rock-wall and a green arch over it throws.

  There under the roof of water he treads the quivering floor,

  And the hush of the desert is felt amid the water’s roar,

  And the bleak sun lighteth the wave-vault, and tells of the fruitless plain,

  And the showers that nourish nothing, and the summer come in vain.
 

  “There did the great Guile-master his toils and his tangles set,

  And as wide as was the water, so wide was woven the net;

  And as dim as the Elf’s remembrance did the meshes of it show;

  And he had no thought of sorrow, nor spared to come and go

  On his errands of griping and getting till he felt himself tangled and

   caught:

  Then back to his blinded soul was his ancient wisdom brought,

  And he saw his fall and his ruin, as a man by the lightning’s flame

  Sees the garth all flooded by foemen; and again he remembered his name;

  And e’en as a book well written the tale of the Gods he knew,

  And the tale of the making of men, and much of the deeds they should do.
 

* * * * *
 

  “Then Andvari groaned and answered: ‘I know what thou wouldst have,

  The wealth mine own hands gathered, the gold that no man gave.’
 

  “‘Come forth,’ said Loki, ‘and give it, and dwell in peace henceforth — 

  Or die in the toils if thou listeth, if thy life be nothing worth.’
 

  “Full sore the Elf lamented, but he came before the God,

  And the twain went into the rock-house and on fine gold they trod,

  And the walls shone bright, and brighter than the sun of the upper air.

  How great was that treasure of treasures: and the Helm of Dread was there;

  The world but in dreams had seen it; and there was the hauberk of gold;

  None other is in the heavens, nor has earth of its fellow told.
 

  “Then Loki bade the Elf-king bring all to the upper day,

  And he dight himself with his Godhead to bear the treasure away:

  So there in the dim grey desert before the God of Guile,

  Great heaps of the hid-world’s treasure the weary Elf must pile,

  And Loki looked on laughing: but, when it all was done,

  And the Elf was hurrying homeward, his finger gleamed in the sun:

  Then Loki cried: ‘Thou art guileful: thou hast not learned the tale

  Of the wisdom that Gods hath gotten and their might of all avail.
 

* * * * *
 

  “‘Come hither again to thy master, and give the ring to me;

  For meseems it is Loki’s portion, and the Bale of Men shall it be.’
 

  “Then the Elf drew off the gold-ring and stood with empty hand

  E’en where the flood fell over ‘twixt the water and the land,

  And he gazed on the great Guile-master, and huge and grim he grew;

  And his anguish swelled within him, and the word of the Norns he knew;

  How that gold was the seed of gold to the wise and the shapers of things,

  The hoarders of hidden treasure, and the unseen glory of rings;

  But the seed of woe to the world and the foolish wasters of men,

  And grief to the generations that die and spring again:

  Then he cried:

           ‘There farest thou Loki, and might I load thee worse

  Than with what thine ill heart beareth, then shouldst thou bear my curse:

  But for men a curse thou bearest: entangled in my gold,

  Amid my woe abideth another woe untold.

  Two brethren and a father, eight kings my grief shall slay;

  And the hearts of queens shall be broken, and their eyes shall loathe the

   day.’
 

* * * * *
 

  “But Loki laughed in silence, and swift in Godhead went,

  To the golden hall of Reidmar and the house of our content.

  But when that world of treasure was laid within our hall

  ’Twas as if the sun were minded to live ‘twixt wall and wall,

  And all we stood by and panted. Then Odin spake and said:
 

  “‘O Kings, O folk of the Dwarf-kind, lo, the ransom duly paid!

  Will ye have this sun of the ocean, and reap the fruitful field,

  And garner up the harvest that earth therefrom shall yield.’
 

  “So he spake; but a little season nought answered Reidmar the wise,

  But turned his face from the Treasure, and peered with eager eyes

  Endlong the hall and athwart it, as a man may chase about

  A ray of the sun of the morning that a naked sword throws out;

  And lo from Loki’s right-hand came the flash of the fruitful ring,

  And at last spake Reidmar scowling:

                                ‘Ye wait for my yea-saying

  That your feet may go free on the earth, and the fear of my toils may be

   done;

  That then ye may say in your laughter: The fools of the time agone!

  The purblind eyes of the Dwarf-kind! they have gotten the garnered sheaf

  And have let their Masters depart with the Seed of Gold and of Grief:

  O Loki, friend of Allfather, cast down Andvari’s ring,

  Or the world shall yet turn backward and the high heavens lack a king.’
 

  “Then Loki drew off the Elf-ring and cast it down on the heap,

  And forth as the gold met gold did the light of its glory leap:

  But he spake: ‘It rejoiceth my heart that no whit of all ye shall lack.

  Lest the curse of the Elf-king cleave not, and ye ‘scape the utter wrack.’
 

Then Regin loosed the shackles of the gods and they departed into the

night, but Odin stayed in the doorway and thus he spake: “Why do ye

thus desire treasure and take sorrow to yourselves? Know ye not that

I was before your fathers’ fathers, and that I can foresee your fate,

and the end of the gold ye covet? I am the Wise One who ordereth all.”
 

Then they went, but Regin afterwards often recalled Odin’s words and

the evening filled with the gleam of the gold, but little cared he

then, so well he loved the gold. And he prayed his father to keep the

treasure, but give a little unto him and Fafnir for the help they had

given him that day.
 

His father in no wise heeded his words, but sat ever on his ivory

throne, staring moodily at the gold. But Fafnir grew fierce and grim

as he watched him.
 

  “The night waned into the morning, and still above the Hoard

  Sat Reidmar clad in purple; but Fafnir took his sword,

  And I took my smithying-hammer, and apart in the world we went;

  But I came aback in the even, and my heart was heavy and spent;

  And I longed, but fear was upon me and I durst not go to the Gold;

  So I lay in the house of my toil mid the things I had fashioned of old;

  And methought as I lay in my bed ‘twixt waking and slumber of night

  That I heard the tinkling metal and beheld the hall alight,

  But I slept and dreamed of the Gods, and the things that never have slept,

  Till I woke to a cry and a clashing and forth from the bed I leapt,

  And there by the heaped-up Elf-gold my brother Fafnir stood,

  And there at his feet lay Reidmar and reddened the Treasure with blood;

  And e’en as I looked on his eyen they glazed and whitened with death,

  And forth on the torch-litten hall he shed his latest breath.
 

  “But I looked on Fafnir and trembled for he wore the Helm of Dread,

  And his sword was bare in his hand, and the sword and the hand were red

  With the blood of our father Reidmar, and his body was wrapped in gold,

  With the ruddy-gleaming mailcoat of whose fellow hath nought been told,

  And it seemed as I looked upon him that he grew beneath mine eyes:

  And then in the mid-hall’s silence did his dreadful voice arise:
 

  “‘I have slain my father Reidmar, that I alone might keep

  The Gold of the darksome places, the Candle of the Deep.

  I am such as the Gods have made me, lest the Dwarf-kind people the earth,

  Or mingle their ancient wisdom with its short-lived latest birth.

  I shall dwell alone henceforward, and the Gold and its waxing curse,

  I shall brood on them both together, let my life grow better or worse.

  And I am a King henceforward and long shall be my life,

  And the Gold shall grow with my longing, for I shall hide it from strife,’

  And hoard up the Ring of Andvari in the house thine hand hath built.

  O thou, wilt thou tarry and tarry, till I cast thy blood on the guilt?

  Lo, I am a King for ever, and alone on the Gold shall I dwell

  And do no deed to repent of and leave no tale to tell.’
 

  “More awful grew his visage as he spake the word of dread,

  And no more durst I behold him, but with heart a-cold I fled;

  I fled from the glorious house my hands had made so fair,

  As poor as the new-born baby with nought of raiment or gear:

  I fled from the heaps of gold, and my goods were the eager will,

  And the heart that remembereth all, and the hand that may never be still.
 

  “Then unto this land I came, and that was long ago.

  As men-folk count the years; and I taught them to reap and to sow,
 

* * * * *
 

  “And I grew the master of masters — Think thou how strange it is

  That the sword in the hands of a stripling shall one day end all this!
 

  “Yet oft mid all my wisdom did I long for my brother’s part,

  And Fafnir’s mighty kingship weighed heavy on my heart

  When the Kings of the earthly kingdoms would give me golden gifts

  From out of their scanty treasures, due pay for my cunning shifts.

  And once — didst thou number the years thou wouldst think it long ago — 

  I wandered away to the country from whence our stem did grow.
 

* * * * *
 

  “Then I went to the pillared hall-stead, and lo, huge heaps of gold,

  And to and fro amidst them a mighty Serpent rolled:

  Then my heart grew chill with terror, for I thought on the wont of our race,

  And I, who had lost their cunning, was a man in a deadly place,

  A feeble man and a swordless in the lone destroyer’s fold;

  For I knew that the Worm was Fafnir, the Wallower on the Gold.
 

  “So I gathered my strength and fled, and hid my shame again

  Mid the foolish sons of men-folk; and the more my hope was vain,

  The more I longed for the Treasure, and deliv’rance from the yoke:

  And yet passed the generations, and I dwelt with the short-lived folk.
 

  “Long years, and long years after, the tale of men-folk told

  How up on the Glittering Heath was the house and the dwelling of gold,

  And within that house was the Serpent, and the Lord of the Fearful Face:

  Then I wondered sore of the desert; for I thought of the golden place

  My hands of old had builded; for I knew by many a sign

  That the Fearful Face was my brother, that the blood of the Worm was mine.

  This was ages long ago, and yet in that desert he dwells,

  Betwixt him and men death lieth, and no man of his semblance tells;

  But the tale of the great Gold-wallower is never the more outworn.

  Then came thy kin, O Sigurd, and thy father’s father was born,

  And I fell to the dreaming of dreams, and I saw thine eyes therein,

  And I looked and beheld thy glory and all that thy sword should win;

  And I thought that thou shouldst be he, who should bring my heart its rest,

  That of all the gifts of the Kings thy sword should give me the best.
 

  “Ah, I fell to the dreaming of dreams; and oft the gold I saw,

  And the golden-fashioned Hauberk, clean-wrought without a flaw,

  And the Helm that aweth the world; and I knew of Fafnir’s heart

  That his wisdom was greater than mine, because he had held him apart,

  Nor spilt on the sons of men-folk our knowledge of ancient days,

  Nor bartered one whit for their love, nor craved for the people’s praise.
 

  “And some day I shall have it all, his gold and his craft and his heart

  And the gathered and garnered wisdom he guards in the mountains apart.”
 

* * * * *
 

  And he spake: “Hast thou hearkened, Sigurd, wilt thou help a man that is old

  To avenge him for his father? Wilt thou win that Treasure of Gold

  And be more than the Kings of the earth? Wilt thou rid the earth of a wrong

  And heal the woe and the sorrow my heart hath endured o’erlong?”
 

  Then Sigurd looked upon him with steadfast eyes and clear,

  And Regin drooped and trembled as he stood the doom to hear:

  But the bright child spake as aforetime, and answered the Master and said:

  “Thou shalt have thy will, and the Treasure, and take the curse on thine

   head.”
 

Of the forging of the Sword that is called The Wrath of Sigurd.
 

* * * * *
 

  But when the morrow was come he went to his mother and spake:

  “The shards, the shards of the sword, that thou gleanedst for my sake

  In the night on the field of slaughter, in the tide when my father fell,

  Hast thou kept them through sorrow and joyance? hast thou warded them trusty

   and well?

  Where hast thou laid them, my mother?”

                                Then she looked upon him and said:

  “Art thou wroth, O Sigurd my son, that such eyes are in thine head?

  And wilt thou be wroth with thy mother? do I withstand thee at all?”
 

  “Nay,” said he, “nought am I wrathful, but the days rise up like a wall

  Betwixt my soul and the deeds, and I strive to rend them through.
 

* * * * *
 

  “Now give me the sword, my mother, that Sigmund gave thee to keep.”
 

  She said: “I shall give it thee gladly, for fain shall I be of thy praise

  When thou knowest my careful keeping of that hope of the earlier days.”
 

  So she took his hand in her hand, and they went their ways, they twain;

  Till they came to the treasure of queen-folk, the guarded chamber of gain:

  They were all alone with its riches, and she turned the key in the gold,

  And lifted the sea-born purple, and the silken web unrolled,

  And lo, ‘twixt her hands and her bosom the shards of Sigmund’s sword;

  No rust-fleck stained its edges, and the gems of the ocean’s hoard

  Were as bright in the hilts and glorious, as when in the Volsungs’ hall

  It shone in the eyes of the earl-folk and flashed from the shielded wall.
 

  But Sigurd smiled upon it, and he said: “O Mother of Kings,

  Well hast thou warded the war-glaive for a mirror of many things,

  And a hope of much fulfilment: well hast thou given to me

  The message of my fathers, and the word of thing to be:

  Trusty hath been thy warding, but its hour is over now:

  These shards shall be knit together, and shall hear the war-wind blow.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Then she felt his hands about her as he took the fateful sword,

  And he kissed her soft and sweetly; but she answered never a word:
 

* * * * *
 

  But swift on his ways went Sigurd, and to Regin’s house he came,

  Where the Master stood in the doorway and behind him leapt the flame,

  And dark he looked and little: no more his speech was sweet,

  No words on his lip were gathered the Volsung child to greet,

  Till he took the sword from Sigurd and the shards of the days of old;

  Then he spake:

           “Will nothing serve thee save this blue steel and cold,

  The bane of thy father’s father, the fate of all his kin,

  The baleful blade I fashioned, the Wrath that the Gods would win?”
 

  Then answered the eye-bright Sigurd: “If thou thy craft wilt do,

  Nought save these battle-gleanings shall be my helper true:”
 

So Regin welded together the shards of Sigmund’s sword, and wrought

the Wrath of Sigurd, whose hilts were great and along whose edge ran a

living flame so that men thought it like sunlight and lightning

mingled. Then on Greyfell, with the Wrath girt by his side, Sigurd

rode to the hall of Gripir, who told him of deeds to be and of the

fate that would befall him. In no wise was Sigurd troubled, but smiled

as a happy child, and together they talked of the deeds of the kings

of the Earth, of the wonders of Heaven, and of the Queen of the Sea.
 

And Sigurd told Gripir that he indeed was wise above all men, but for

himself had the Wrath been fashioned, and he was ready to ride to the

Glittering Heath. So they took leave of one another, and as the sky grew

blood-red in the West, and the birds were flying homeward, Sigurd drew

near to Regin’s dwelling.
 

Sigurd rideth to the Glittering Heath.
 

  Again on the morrow morning doth Sigurd the Volsung ride,

  And Regin, the Master of Masters, is faring by his side,

  And they leave the dwelling of kings and ride the summer land,

  Until at the eve of the day the hills are on either hand;

  Then they wend up higher and higher, and over the heaths they fare

  Till the moon shines broad on the midnight, and they sleep ‘neath the

   heavens bare;

  And they waken and look behind them, and lo, the dawning of day

  And the little land of the Helper and its valleys far away;

  But the mountains rise before them, a wall exceeding great.
 

  Then spake the Master of Masters: “We have come to the garth and the gate;

  There is youth and rest behind thee and many a thing to do,

  There is many a fond desire, and each day born anew;

  And the land of the Volsungs to conquer, and many a people’s praise:

  And for me there is rest it may be, and the peaceful end of days.

  We have come to the garth and the gate; to the hall-door now shall we win,

  Shall we go to look on the high-seat and see what sitteth therein?”
 

  “Yea, and what else?” said Sigurd, “was thy tale but mockeries,

  And have I been drifted hither on a wind of empty lies?”
 

  “It was sooth, it was sooth,” said Regin, “and more might I have told

  Had I heart and space to remember the deeds of the days of old.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Day-long they fared through the mountains, and that highway’s fashioner,

  Forsooth, was a fearful craftsman, and his hands the waters were,

  And the heaped-up ice was his mattock, and the fire-blast was his man,

  And never a whit he heeded though his walls were waste and wan,

  And the guest-halls of that wayside great heaps of the ashes spent.

  But, each as a man alone, through the sun-bright day they went,

  And they rode till the moon rose upward, and the stars were small and fair,

  Then they slept on the long-slaked ashes beneath the heavens bare;

  And the cold dawn came and they wakened, and the King of the Dwarf-kind

   seemed

  As a thing of that wan land fashioned; but Sigurd glowed and gleamed

  Amid a shadowless twilight by Greyfell’s cloudy flank,

  As a little space they abided while the latest star-world shrank;

  On the backward road looked Regin and heard how Sigurd drew

  The girths of Greyfell’s saddle, and the voice of his sword he knew,
 

* * * * *
 

  And his war-gear clanged and tinkled as he leapt to the saddle-stead:

  And the sun rose up at their backs and the grey world changed to red,

  And away to the west went Sigurd by the glory wreathed about,

  But little and black was Regin as a fire that dieth out.

  Day-long they rode the mountains by the crags exceeding old,

  And the ash that the first of the Dwarf-kind found dull and quenched and

   cold.

  Then the moon in the mid-sky swam, and the stars were fair and pale,

  And beneath the naked heaven they slept in an ash-grey dale;

  And again at the dawn-dusk’s ending they stood upon their feet,

  And Sigurd donned his war-gear nor his eyes would Regin meet.
 

  A clear streak widened in heaven low down above the earth;

  And above it lay the cloud-flecks, and the sun, anigh its birth,

  Unseen, their hosts was staining with the very hue of blood,

  And ruddy by Greyfell’s shoulder the Son of Sigmund stood.
 

  Then spake the Master of Masters: “What is thine hope this morn

  That thou dightest thee, O Sigurd, to ride this world forlorn?”
 

  “What needeth hope,” said Sigurd, “when the heart of the Volsungs turns

  To the light of the Glittering Heath, and the house where the Waster burns?

  I shall slay the Foe of the Gods, as thou badst me a while agone,

  And then with the Gold and its wisdom shalt thou be left alone.”
 

  “O Child,” said the King of the Dwarf-kind, “when the day at last comes

   round

  For the dread and the Dusk of the Gods, and the kin of the Wolf is unbound,

  When thy sword shall hew the fire, and the wildfire beateth thy shield,

  Shalt thou praise the wages of hope and the Gods that pitched the field?”
 

  “O Foe of the Gods,” said Sigurd, “wouldst thou hide the evil thing,

  And the curse that is greater than thou, lest death end thy labouring,

  Lest the night should come upon thee amidst thy toil for nought?

  It is me, it is me that thou fearest, if indeed I know thy thought;

  Yea me, who would utterly light the face of all good and ill,

  If not with the fruitful beams that the summer shall fulfill,

  Then at least with the world a-blazing, and the glare of the grinded sword.
 

* * * * *
 

  “I have hearkened not nor heeded the words of thy fear and thy ruth:

  Thou hast told thy tale and thy longing, and thereto I hearkened well: — 

  Let it lead thee up to heaven, let it lead thee down to hell,

  The deed shall be done tomorrow: thou shalt have that measureless Gold,

  And devour the garnered wisdom that blessed thy realm of old,

  That hath lain unspent and begrudged in the very heart of hate:

  With the blood and the might of thy brother thine hunger shalt thou sate;

  And this deed shall be mine and thine; but take heed for what followeth

   then!

  Let each do after his kind! I shall do the deeds of men;

  I shall harvest the field of their sowing, in the bed of their strewing

   shall sleep;

  To them shall I give my life-days, to the Gods my glory to keep.

  But them with the wealth and the wisdom that the best of the Gods might

   praise,

  If thou shall indeed excel them and become the hope of the days,

  Then me in turn hast thou conquered, and I shall be in turn

  Thy fashioned brand of the battle through good and evil to burn,

  Or the flame that sleeps in thy stithy for the gathered winds to blow,

  When thou listest to do and undo and thine uttermost cunning to show.

  But indeed I wot full surely that thou shalt follow thy kind;

  And for all that cometh after, the Norns shall loose and bind.”
 

  Then his bridle-reins rang sweetly, and the warding-walls of death,

  And Regin drew up to him, and the Wrath sang loud in the sheath,

  And forth from that trench in the mountains by the westward way they ride;

  And little and black goes Regin by the golden Volsung’s side;
 

* * * * *
 

  So ever they wended upward, and the midnight hour was o’er,

  And the stars grew pale and paler, and failed from the heaven’s floor,

  And the moon was a long while dead, but where was the promise of day?

  No change came over the darkness, no streak of the dawning grey;

  No sound of the wind’s uprising adown the night there ran:

  It was blind as the Gaping Gulf ere the first of the worlds began.
 

  Then athwart and athwart rode Sigurd and sought the walls of the pass,

  But found no wall before him; and the road rang hard as brass

  Beneath the hoofs of Greyfell, as up and up he trod:

 — Was it the daylight of Hell, or the night of the doorway of God?

  But lo, at the last a glimmer, and a light from the west there came,

  And another and another, like points of far-off flame;

  And they grew and brightened and gathered; and whiles together they ran

  Like the moonwake over the waters; and whiles they were scant and wan,

  Some greater and some lesser, like the boats of fishers laid

  About the sea of midnight; and a dusky dawn they made,

  A faint and glimmering twilight: So Sigurd strains his eyes,

  And he sees how a land deserted all round about him lies

  More changeless than mid-ocean, as fruitless as its floor:

  Then the heart leaps up within him, for he knows that his journey is o’er,

  And there he draweth bridle on the first of the Glittering Heath:

  And the Wrath is waxen merry and sings in the golden sheath

  As he leaps adown from Greyfell, and stands upon his feet,

  And wends his ways through the twilight the Foe of the Gods to meet.
 

Sigurd slayeth Fafnir the Serpent.
 

  Nought Sigurd seeth of Regin, and nought he heeds of him,

  As in watchful might and glory he strides the desert dim,

  And behind him paceth Greyfell; but he deems the time o’erlong

  Till he meet the great gold-warden, the over-lord of wrong.
 

  So he wendeth midst the silence through the measureless desert place,

  And beholds the countless glitter with wise and steadfast face,

  Till him-seems in a little season that the flames grown somewhat wan,

  And a grey thing glimmers before him, and becomes a mighty man,

  One-eyed and ancient-seeming, in cloud-grey raiment clad;

  A friendly man and glorious, and of visage smiling-glad:

  Then content in Sigurd groweth because of his majesty,

  And he heareth him speak in the desert as the wind of the winter sea:
 

  “Hail Sigurd! Give me thy greeting ere thy ways alone thou wend!”
 

  Said Sigurd: “Hail! I greet thee, my friend and my fathers’ friend.”
 

  “Now whither away,” said the elder, “with the Steed and the ancient Sword?”
 

  “To the greedy house,” said Sigurd, “and the King of the Heavy Hoard.”
 

  “Wilt thou smite, O Sigurd, Sigurd?” said the ancient mighty-one.
 

  “Yea, yea, I shall smite,” said the Volsung, “save the Gods have slain the

   sun.”
 

  “What wise wilt thou smite,” said the elder, “lest the dark devour thy day?”
 

  “Thou hast praised the sword,” said the child, “and the sword shall find a

   way.”
 

  “Be learned of me,” said the Wise-one, “for I was the first of thy folk.”
 

  Said the child: “I shall do thy bidding, and for thee shall I strike the

   stroke.”
 

  Spake the Wise-one: “Thus shalt thou do when thou wendest hence alone:

  Thou shalt find a path in the desert, and a road in the world of stone;

  It is smooth and deep and hollow, but the rain hath riven it not,

  And the wild wind hath not worn it, for it is but Fafnir’s slot,

  Whereby he wends to the water and the fathomless pool of old,

  When his heart in the dawn is weary, and he loathes the ancient Gold:

  There think of the great and the fathers, and bare the whetted Wrath,

  And dig a pit in the highway, and a grave in the Serpent’s path:

  Lie thou therein, O Sigurd, and thine hope from the glooming hide,

  And be as the dead for a season, and the living light abide!

  And so shall thine heart avail thee, and thy mighty fateful hand,

  And the Light that lay in the Branstock, the well-beloved brand.”
 

  Said the child: “I shall do thy bidding, and for thee shall I strike the

   stroke;

  For I love thee, friend of my fathers, Wise Heart of the holy folk.”
 

  So spake the Son of Sigmund, and beheld no man anear,

  And again was the night the midnight, and the twinkling flame shone clear

  In the hush of the Glittering Heath; and alone went Sigmund’s son

  Till he came to the road of Fafnir, and the highway worn by one,

  By the drift of the rain unfurrowed, by the windy years unrent,

  And forth from the dark it came, and into the dark it went.
 

  Great then was the heart of Sigurd, for there in the midmost he stayed,

  And thought of the ancient fathers, and bared the bright blue blade,

  That shone as a fleck of the day-light, and the night was all around.

  Fair then was the Son of Sigmund as he toiled and laboured the ground;

  Great, mighty he was in his working, and the Glittering Heath he clave,

  And the sword shone blue before him as he dug the pit and the grave:

  There he hid his hope from the night-tide and lay like one of the dead,

  And wise and wary he bided; and the heavens hung over his head.
 

  Now the night wanes over Sigurd, and the ruddy rings he sees,

  And his war-gear’s fair adornment, and the God-folk’s images;

  But a voice in the desert ariseth, a sound in the waste has birth,

  A changing tinkle and clatter, as of gold dragged over the earth:

  O’er Sigurd widens the day-light, and the sound is drawing close,

  And speedier than the trample of speedy feet it goes;

  But ever deemeth Sigurd that the sun brings back the day,

  For the grave grows lighter and lighter and heaven o’erhead is grey.
 

  But now, how the rattling waxeth till he may not heed nor hark!

  And the day and the heavens are hidden, and o’er Sigurd rolls the dark,

  As the flood of a pitchy river, and heavy-thick is the air

  With the venom of hate long hoarded, and lies once fashioned fair:

  Then a wan face comes from the darkness, and is wrought in man-like wise,

  And the lips are writhed with laughter and bleared are the blinded eyes;

  And it wandereth hither and thither, and searcheth through the grave

  And departeth, leaving nothing, save the dark, rolled wave on wave

  O’er the golden head of Sigurd and the edges of the sword,

  And the world weighs heavy on Sigurd, and the weary curse of the Hoard;

  Him-seemed the grave grew straiter, and his hope of life grew chill,

  And his heart by the Worm was enfolded, and the bonds of the Ancient Ill.
 

  Then was Sigurd stirred by his glory, and he strove with the swaddling of

   Death;

  He turned in the pit on the highway, and the grave of the Glittering Heath;

  He laughed and smote with the laughter and thrust up over his head.

  And smote the venom asunder and clave the heart of Dread;

  Then he leapt from the pit and the grave, and the rushing river of blood,

  And fulfilled with the joy of the War-God on the face of earth he stood

  With red sword high uplifted, with wrathful glittering eyes;

  And he laughed at the heavens above him for he saw the sun arise,

  And Sigurd gleamed on the desert, and shone in the new-born light,

  And the wind in his raiment wavered, and all the world was bright.
 

  But there was the ancient Fafnir, and the Face of Terror lay

  On the huddled folds of the Serpent, that were black and ashen-grey

  In the desert lit by the sun; and those twain looked each on each,

  And forth from the Face of Terror went a sound of dreadful speech:
 

  “Child, child, who art thou that hast smitten? bright child, of whence is

   thy birth?”
 

  “I am called the Wild-thing Glorious, and alone I wend on the earth.”
 

* * * * *
 

  “What master hath taught thee of murder? — Thou hast wasted Fafnir’s day.”
 

  “I, Sigurd, knew and desired, and the bright sword learned the way.”
 

* * * * *
 

  “I am blind, O Strong Compeller, in the bonds of Death and Hell.

  But thee shall the rattling Gold and the red rings bring unto bane.”
 

  “Yet the rings mine hand shall scatter, and the earth shall gather again.”
 

  “Woe, woe! in the days passed over I bore the Helm of Dread,

  I reared the Face of Terror, and the hoarded hate of the Dead:

  I overcame and was mighty; I was wise and cherished my heart

  In the waste where no man wandered, and the high house builded apart:

  Till I met thine hand, O Sigurd, and thy might ordained from of old;

  And I fought and fell in the morning, and I die far off from the Gold.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Then all sank into silence, and the Son of Sigmund stood

  On the torn and furrowed desert by the pool of Fafnir’s blood,

  And the Serpent lay before him, dead, chilly, dull, and grey;

  And over the Glittering Heath fair shone the sun and the day,

  And a light wind followed the sun and breathed o’er the fateful place,

  As fresh as it furrows the sea-plain or bows the acres’ face.
 

Sigurd slayeth Regin the Master of Masters on the Glittering Heath.
 

  There standeth Sigurd the Volsung, and leaneth on his sword,

  And beside him now is Greyfell and looks on his golden lord,

  And the world is awake and living; and whither now shall they wend,

  Who have come to the Glittering Heath, and wrought that deed to its end?

  For hither comes Regin the Master from the skirts of the field of death.
 

* * * * *
 

  Afoot he went o’er the desert, and he came unto Sigurd and stared

  At the golden gear of the man, and the Wrath yet bloody and bared,

  And the light locks raised by the wind, and the eyes beginning to smile,

  And the lovely lips of the Volsung, and the brow that knew no guile;

  And he murmured under his breath while his eyes grew white with wrath:
 

  “O who art thou, and wherefore, and why art thou in the path?”
 

  Then he turned to the ash-grey Serpent, and grovelled low on the ground,

  And he drank of that pool of the blood where the stones of the wild were

   drowned,

  And long he lapped as a dog; but when he arose again,

  Lo, a flock of the mountain-eagles that drew to the feastful plain;

  And he turned and looked on Sigurd, as bright in the sun he stood,

  A stripling fair and slender, and wiped the Wrath of the blood.
 

* * * * *
 

  Then he scowled and crouched and darkened, and came to Sigurd and spake:

  “O child, thou hast slain my brother, and the Wrath is alive and awake.”
 

  “Thou sayest sooth,” said Sigurd, “thy deed and mine is done:

  But now our ways shall sunder, for here, meseemeth, the sun

  Hath but little of deeds to do, and no love to win aback.”
 

* * * * *
 

  But Regin darkened before him, and exceeding grim was he grown,

  And he spake: “Thou hast slain my brother, and wherewith wilt thou atone?”
 

  “Stand up, O Master,” said Sigurd, “O Singer of ancient days,

  And take the wealth I have won thee, ere we wend on the sundering ways.

  I have toiled and thou hast desired, and the Treasure is surely anear,

  And thou hast wisdom to find it, and I have slain thy fear.”
 

  But Regin crouched and darkened: “Thou hast slain my brother,” he said.
 

  “Take thou the Gold,” quoth Sigurd, “for the ransom of my head!”
 

  Then Regin crouched and darkened, and over the earth he hung;

  And he said: “Thou hast slain my brother, and the Gods are yet but young.”
 

* * * * *
 

  And he spake: “Thou hast slain my brother, and today shall thou be my

   thrall:

  Yea, a King shall be my cook-boy and this heath my cooking-hall.”
 

  Then he crept to the ash-grey coils where the life of his brother had lain,

  And he drew a glaive from his side and smote the smitten and slain,

  And tore the heart from Fafnir, while the eagles cried o’erhead,

  And sharp and shrill was their voice o’er the entrails of the dead.
 

  Then Regin spake to Sigurd: “Of this slaying wilt thou be free?

  Then gather thou fire together and roast the heart for me,

  That I may eat it and live, and be thy master and more;

  For therein was might and wisdom, and the grudged and hoarded lore: — 

 — Or else, depart on thy ways afraid from the Glittering Heath.”
 

  Then he fell abackward and slept, nor set his sword in the sheath.
 

* * * * *
 

  But Sigurd took the Heart, and wood on the waste he found,

  The wood that grew and died, as it crept on the niggard ground,

  And grew and died again, and lay like whitened bones;

  And the ernes cried over his head, as he builded his hearth of stones,

  And kindled the fire for cooking, and sat and sang o’er the roast

  The song of his fathers of old, and the Wolflings’ gathering host:

  So there on the Glittering Heath rose up the little flame,

  And the dry sticks crackled amidst it, and alow the eagles came,

  And seven they were by tale, and they pitched all round about

  The cooking-fire of Sigurd, and sent their song-speech out:

  But nought he knoweth its wisdom, or the word that they would speak:

  And hot grew the Heart of Fafnir and sang amid the reek.
 

  Then Sigurd looketh on Regin, and he deemeth it overlong

  That he dighteth the dear-bought morsel, and the might for the Master of

   wrong,

  So he reacheth his hand to the roast to see if the cooking be o’er;

  But the blood and the fat seethed from it and scalded his finger sore,

  And he set his hand to his mouth to quench the fleshly smart,

  And he tasted the flesh of the Serpent and the blood of Fafnir’s Heart:

  Then there came a change upon him, for the speech of fowl he knew,

  And wise in the ways of the beast-kind as the Dwarfs of old he grew;

  And he knitted his brows and hearkened, and wrath in his heart arose

  For he felt beset of evil in a world of many foes.

  But the hilts of the Wrath he handled, and Regin’s heart he saw,

  And how that the Foe of the Gods the net of death would draw;

  And his bright eyes flashed and sparkled, and his mouth grew set and stern

  As he hearkened the voice of the eagles, and their song began to learn.
 

And six of the eagles cried to Sigurd not to tarry before the feast, and

they urged him to kill Regin, who had planned Fafnir’s death that he

alone might live and fashion the world after his evil will.
 

  And the seventh: “Arise, O Sigurd, lest the hour be overlate!

  For the sun in the mid-noon shineth, and swift is the hand of Fate:

  Arise! lest the world run backward and the blind heart have its will,

  And once again be tangled the sundered good and ill;

  Lest love and hatred perish, lest the world forget its tale,

  And the Gods sit deedless, dreaming, in the high-walled heavenly vale.”
 

  Then swift ariseth Sigurd, and the Wrath in his hand is bare,

  And he looketh, and Regin sleepeth, and his eyes wide-open glare;

  But his lips smile false in his dreaming, and his hand is on the sword;

  For he dreams himself the Master and the new world’s fashioning-lord,

  And his dream hath forgotten Sigurd, and the King’s life lies in the pit;

  He is nought; Death gnaweth upon him, while the Dwarfs in mastery sit.
 

  But lo, how the eyes of Sigurd the heart of the guileful behold,

  And great is Allfather Odin, and upriseth the Curse of the Gold,

  And the Branstock bloometh to heaven from the ancient wondrous root;

  The summer hath shone on its blossoms, and Sigurd’s Wrath is the fruit.
 

* * * * *
 

  Then his second stroke struck Sigurd, for the Wrath flashed thin and white,

  And ‘twixt head and trunk of Regin fierce ran the fateful light;

  And there lay brother by brother a faded thing and wan.

  But Sigurd cried in the desert: “So far have I wended on!

  Dead are the foes of God-home that would blend the good and the ill;

  And the World shall yet be famous, and the Gods shall have their will.

  Nor shall I be dead and forgotten, while the earth grows worse and worse,

  With the blind heart king o’er the people, and binding curse with curse.”
 

How Sigurd took to him the Treasure of the Elf Andvari.
 

So Sigurd ate of the heart of Fafnir, and as he ate the longing to be

gone to mighty deeds grew great, and he leapt on Greyfell and sought the

home of the Dweller amid the Gold on the edge of the heath. He strode

through the doorway, and before him lay golden armour, golden coins,

and golden sands from rivers that none but the Dwarfs could mine. But

more wonderful than all other treasures were the Helm of Aweing, and the

Hauberk all of gold, while on top of the midmost heap, gleaming like

the brightest star in the sky, lay the ring of Andvari.
 

Sigurd put on the helm and the hauberk, and dragged out gold wherewith he

loaded Greyfell till the cloud-grey horse shone, while the eagles ever

bade him bring forth the treasure, and let the gold shine in the open.

And as the stars paled and the dawn grew clearer, Sigurd and Greyfell

passed swiftly and lightly towards the west.
 

How Sigurd awoke Brynhild upon Hindfell.
 

  By long roads rideth Sigurd amidst that world of stone,

  And somewhat south he turneth; for he would not be alone,

  But longs for the dwellings of man-folk, and the kingly people’s speech,

  And the days of the glee and the joyance, where men laugh each to each.

  But still the desert endureth, and afar must Greyfell fare

  From the wrack of the Glittering Heath, and Fafnir’s golden lair.

  Long Sigurd rideth the waste, when, lo, on a morning of day

  From out of the tangled crag-walls, amidst the cloud-land grey

  Comes up a mighty mountain, and it is as though there burns

  A torch amidst of its cloud-wreath; so thither Sigurd turns,

  For he deems indeed from its topmost to look on the best of the earth;

  And Greyfell neigheth beneath him, and his heart is full of mirth.
 

* * * * *
 

  Night falls, but yet rides Sigurd, and hath no thought of rest,

  For he longs to climb that rock-world and behold the earth at its best;

  But now mid the maze of the foot-hills he seeth the light no more,

  And the stars are lovely and gleaming on the lightless heavenly floor.

  So up and up he wendeth till the night is wearing thin;

  And he rideth a rift of the mountain, and all is dark therein,

  Till the stars are dimmed by dawning and the wakening world is cold;

  Then afar in the upper rock-wall a breach doth he behold,

  And a flood of light poured inward the doubtful dawning blinds:

  So swift he rideth thither and the mouth of the breach he finds,

  And sitteth awhile on Greyfell on the marvellous thing to gaze:

  For lo, the side of Hindfell enwrapped by the fervent blaze,

  And nought ‘twixt earth and heaven save a world of flickering flame,

  And a hurrying shifting tangle, where the dark rents went and came.
 

  Great groweth the heart of Sigurd with uttermost desire,

  And he crieth kind to Greyfell, and they hasten up, and nigher,

  Till he draweth rein in the dawning on the face of Hindfell’s steep:

  But who shall heed the dawning where the tongues of that wildfire leap?

  For they weave a wavering wall, that driveth over the heaven

  The wind that is born within it; nor ever aside is it driven

  By the mightiest wind of the waste, and the rain-flood amidst it is nought;

  And no wayfarer’s door and no window the hand of its builder hath wrought.

  But thereon is the Volsung smiling as its breath uplifteth his hair,

  And his eyes shine bright with its image, and his mail gleams white and

   fair,

  And his war-helm pictures the heavens and the waning stars behind:

  But his neck is Greyfell stretching to snuff at the flame-wall blind,

  And his cloudy flank upheaveth, and tinkleth the knitted mail,

  And the gold of the uttermost waters is waxen wan and pale.
 

  Now Sigurd turns in his saddle, and the hilt of the Wrath he shifts,

  And draws a girth the tighter; then the gathered reins he lifts,

  And crieth aloud to Greyfell, and rides at the wildfire’s heart;

  But the white wall wavers before him and the flame-flood rusheth apart,

  And high o’er his head it riseth, and wide and wild is its roar

  As it beareth the mighty tidings to the very heavenly floor:

  But he rideth through its roaring as the warrior rides the rye,

  When it bows with the wind of the summer and the hid spears draw anigh.

  The white flame licks his raiment and sweeps through Greyfell’s mane,

  And bathes both hands of Sigurd and the hilts of Fafnir’s bane,

  And winds about his war-helm and mingles with his hair,

  But nought his raiment dusketh or dims his glittering gear;

  Then it fails and fades and darkens till all seems left behind,

  And dawn and the blaze is swallowed in mid-mirk stark and blind.
 

  But forth a little further and a little further on

  And all is calm about him, and he sees the scorched earth wan

  Beneath a glimmering twilight, and he turns his conquering eyes,

  And a ring of pale slaked ashes on the side of Hindfell lies;

  And the world of the waste is beyond it; and all is hushed and grey,

  And the new-risen moon is a-paleing, and the stars grow faint with day.
 

  Then Sigurd looked before him and a Shield-burg there he saw,

  A wall of the tiles of Odin wrought clear without a flaw,

  The gold by the silver gleaming, and the ruddy by the white;

  And the blazonings of their glory were done upon them bright.

  As of dear things wrought for the war-lords new come to Odin’s hall.

  Piled high aloft to the heavens uprose that battle-wall,

  And far o’er the topmost shield-rim for a banner of fame there hung

  A glorious golden buckler; and against the staff it rung

  As the earliest wind of dawning uprose on Hindfell’s face

  And the light from the yellow east beamed soft on the shielded place.
 

  But the Wrath cried out in answer as Sigurd leapt adown

  To the wasted soil of the desert by that rampart of renown;

  He looked but little beneath it, and the dwelling of God it seemed,

  As against its gleaming silence the eager Sigurd gleamed:

  He draweth not sword from scabbard, as the wall he wendeth around,

  And it is but the wind and Sigurd that wakeneth any sound:

  But, lo, to the gate he cometh, and the doors are open wide,

  And no warder the way withstandeth, and no earls by the threshold abide.

  So he stands awhile and marvels; then the baleful light of the Wrath

  Gleams bare in his ready hand as he wendeth the inward path:

  For he doubteth some guile of the Gods, or perchance some Dwarf-king’s

   snare,

  Or a mock of the Giant people that shall fade in the morning air:

  But he getteth him in and gazeth; and a wall doth he behold,

  And the ruddy set by the white, and the silver by the gold;

  But within the garth that it girdeth no work of man is set,

  But the utmost head of Hindfell ariseth higher yet;

  And below in the very midmost is a Giant-fashioned mound,

  Piled high as the rims of the Shield-burg above the level ground;

  And there, on that mound of the Giants, o’er the wilderness forlorn,

  A pale grey image lieth, and gleameth in the morn.
 

  So there was Sigurd alone; and he went from the shielded door,

  And aloft in the desert of wonder the Light of the Branstock he bore;

  And he set his face to the earth-mound, and beheld the image wan,

  And the dawn was growing about it; and, lo, the shape of a man

  Set forth to the eyeless desert on the tower-top of the world,

  High over the cloud-wrought castle whence the windy bolts are hurled.
 

* * * * *
 

  Now over the body he standeth, and seeth it shapen fair,

  And clad from head to foot-sole in pale grey-glittering gear,

  In a hauberk wrought as straitly as though to the flesh it were grown:

  But a great helm hideth the head and is girt with a glittering crown.
 

  So thereby he stoopeth and kneeleth, for he deems it were good indeed

  If the breath of life abide there and the speech to help at need;

  And as sweet as the summer wind from a garden under the sun

  Cometh forth on the topmost Hindfell the breath of that sleeping-one.

  Then he saith he will look on the face, if it bear him love or hate,

  Or the bonds for his life’s constraining, or the sundering doom of fate.

  So he draweth the helm from the head, and, lo, the brow snow-white,

  And the smooth unfurrowed cheeks, and the wise lips breathing light;

  And the face of a woman it is, and the fairest that ever was born,

  Shown forth to the empty heavens and the desert world forlorn:

  But he looketh, and loveth her sore, and he longeth her spirit to move,

  And awaken her heart to the world, that she may behold him and love.

  And he toucheth her breast and her hands, and he loveth her passing sore.

  And he saith: “Awake! I am Sigurd;” but she moveth never the more.

  Then he looked on his bare bright blade, and he said: “Thou — what wilt thou

   do?

  For indeed as I came by the war-garth thy voice of desire I knew.”

  Bright burnt the pale blue edges for the sunrise drew anear,

  And the rims of the Shield-burg glittered, and the east was exceeding clear:

  So the eager edges he setteth to the Dwarf-wrought battle-coat

  Where the hammered ring-knit collar constraineth the woman’s throat;

  But the sharp Wrath biteth and rendeth, and before it fail the rings,

  And, lo, the gleam of the linen, and the light of golden things:

  Then he driveth the blue steel onward, and through the skirt, and out,

  Till nought but the rippling linen is wrapping her about;

  Then he deems her breath comes quicker and her breast begins to heave,

  So he turns about the War-Flame and rends down either sleeve,

  Till her arms lie white in her raiment, and a river of sun-bright hair

  Flows free o’er bosom and shoulder and floods the desert bare.
 

  Then a flush cometh over her visage and a sigh up-heaveth her breast,

  And her eyelids quiver and open, and she wakeneth into rest;

  Wide-eyed on the dawning she gazeth, too glad to change or smile,

  And but little moveth her body, nor speaketh she yet for a while;

  And yet kneels Sigurd moveless her wakening speech to heed,

  While soft the waves of the daylight o’er the starless heavens speed,

  And the gleaming rims of the Shield-burg yet bright and brighter grow,

  And the thin moon hangeth her horns dead-white in the golden glow.
 

  Then she turned and gazed on Sigurd, and her eyes met the Volsung’s eyes.

  And mighty and measureless now did the tide of his love arise,

  For their longing had met and mingled, and he knew of her heart that she

   loved,

  As she spake unto nothing but him and her lips with the speech-flood moved:
 

  “O, what is the thing so mighty that my weary sleep hath torn,

  And rent the fallow bondage, and the wan woe over-worn?”
 

  He said: “The hand of Sigurd and the Sword of Sigmund’s son,

  And the heart that the Volsungs fashioned this deed for thee have done.”

  But she said: “Where then is Odin that laid me here alow?

  Long lasteth the grief of the world, and manfolk’s tangled woe!”
 

  “He dwelleth above,” said Sigurd, “but I on the earth abide,

  And I came from the Glittering Heath the waves of thy fire to ride.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Then Sigurd looketh upon her, and the words from his heart arise:

  “Thou art the fairest of earth, and the wisest of the wise;

  O who art thou that lovest? I am Sigurd, e’en as I told;

  I have slain the Foe of the Gods, and gotten the Ancient Gold;

  And great were the gain of thy love, and the gift of mine earthly days,

  If we twain should never sunder as we wend on the changing ways.

  O who art thou that lovest, thou fairest of all things born?

  And what meaneth thy sleep and thy slumber in the wilderness forlorn?”
 

Then the maiden told him that she had been the handmaid of the

All-father, but that she grew too proud, and Odin had sent her to

Hindfell, where the sleep thorn pierced her that she might sleep till

she found the fearless heart she would wed. Such a one had she found

now, and many were the words of prophetic wisdom and warning that

fell from her lips on the ears of Sigurd.
 

But many though they were they were not enough for him, who prayed

her to speak with him more of Wisdom.
 

So together they sat on the side of Hindfell and talked of all that is

and can be, and then together they climbed the mountain, till beneath

them they saw the kingdoms of the earth stretching far away, and

Brynhild bade him look down on her home, saying:
 

  “Yet I bid thee look on the land ‘twixt the wood and the silver sea

  In the bight of the swirling river, and the house that cherished me!

  There dwelleth mine earthly sister and the king that she hath wed;

  There morn by morn aforetime I woke on the golden bed;

  There eve by eve I tarried mid the speech and the lays of kings;

  There noon by noon I wandered and plucked the blossoming things;

  The little land of Lymdale by the swirling river’s side,

  Where Brynhild once was I called in the days ere my father died;

  The little land of Lymdale ‘twixt the woodland and the sea,

  Where on thee mine eyes shall brighten and thine eyes shall beam on me.”
 

  “I shall seek thee there,” said Sigurd, “when the day-spring is begun,

  Ere we wend the world together in the season of the sun.”
 

  “I shall bide thee there,” said Brynhild, “till the fulness of the days,

  And the time for the glory appointed, and the springing-tide of praise.”
 

  From his hand then draweth Sigurd Andvari’s ancient Gold;

  There is nought but the sky above them as the ring together they hold,

  The shapen ancient token, that hath no change nor end,

  No change, and no beginning, no flaw for God to mend:

  Then Sigurd cries: “O Brynhild, now hearken while I swear,

  That the sun shall die in the heavens and the day no more be fair,

  If I seek not love in Lymdale and the house that fostered thee,

  And the land where thou awakedst ‘twixt the woodland and the sea!”
 

  And she cried: “O Sigurd, Sigurd, now hearken while I swear

  That the day shall die for ever and the sun to blackness wear,

  Ere I forget thee, Sigurd, as I lie ‘twixt wood and sea

  In the little land of Lymdale and the house that fostered me!”
 

  Then he set the ring on her finger and once, if ne’er again,

  They kissed and clung together, and their hearts were full and fain.
 

* * * * *
 






  








STORY OF SIGURD: BOOK III.
 

BRYNHILD.
 

Of Sigurd’s riding to the Niblungs.
 

Now Brynhild and Sigurd left Hindfell, and Brynhild went to dwell in

her sister’s house, but Sigurd abode not long in the land of Lymdale,

for his love urged him to great adventures wherein he might win glory

befitting the man who should wed so noble a woman as Brynhild.
 

So it befell one day in summer that he dight himself in the Helm of

Aweing and the Mail-coat all of gold, and girded the Wrath to his side

to ride forth again. And on his saddle he bound the red rings of

Fafnir’s Treasure.
 

Then he kissed the ancient King Heimir, and hailed the folk of the

land who came to give him god-speed.
 

  And he gathered the reins together, and set his face to the road,

  And the glad steed neighed beneath him as they fared from the King’s abode.

  And out past the dewy closes; but the shouts went up to the sky,

  Though some for very sorrow forbore the farewell cry,

  Nor was any man but heavy that the godlike guest should go;

  And they craved for that glad heart guileless, and that face without a foe.
 

* * * * *
 

  But forth by dale and lealand doth the Son of Sigmund wend,

  Till far away lies Lymdale and the folk of the forest’s end;

  And he rides a heath unpeopled and holds the westward way,

  Till a long way off before him come up the mountains grey;

  Grey, huge beyond all telling, and the host of the heaped clouds,

  The black and the white together, on that rock-wall’s coping crowds.
 

* * * * *
 

  So up and down he rideth, till at even of the day

  A hill’s brow he o’ertoppeth that had hid the mountains grey;

  Huge, blacker they showed than aforetime, white hung the cloud-flecks there,

  But red was the cloudy crown, for the sun was sinking fair:

  A wide plain lay beneath him, and a river through it wound

  Betwixt the lea and the acres, and the misty orchard ground;

  But forth from the feet of the mountains a ridged hill there ran

  That upreared at its hithermost ending a builded burg of man;

  And Sigurd deemed in his heart as he looked on the burg from afar,

  That the high Gods scarce might win it, if thereon they fell with war;

  So many and great were the walls, so bore the towers on high

  The threat of guarded battle, and the tale of victory.
 

* * * * *
 

  For as waves on the iron river of the days whereof nothing is told

  Stood up the many towers, so stark and sharp and cold;

  But dark-red and worn and ancient as the midmost mountain-sides

  Is the wall that goeth about them; and its mighty compass hides

  Full many a dwelling of man whence the reek now goeth aloft,

  And the voice of the house-abiders, the sharp sounds blent with the soft:

  But one house in the midst is unhidden and high up o’er the wall it goes;

  Aloft in the wind of the mountains its golden roof-ridge glows,

  And down mid its buttressed feet is the wind’s voice never still;

  And the day and the night pass o’er it and it changes to their will,

  And whiles is it glassy and dark, and whiles is it white and dead,

  And whiles is it grey as the sea-mead, and whiles is it angry red;

  And it shimmers under the sunshine and grows black to the threat of the

   storm,

  And dusk its gold roof glimmers when the rain-clouds over it swarm,

  And bright in the first of the morning its flame doth it uplift,

  When the light clouds rend before it and along its furrows drift.
 

Then Sigurd’s heart was glad as he beheld the city, and after a while

he came to a gate-way set in the northern wall, and the gate was long

and dark as a sea-cave. But no man stayed him as he rode through the

dusk to the inner court-yard, and saw the lofty roof of the hall

before him, cold now and grey like a very cloud, for the sun was

fully set. But in the towers watch-men were calling one to another.

To them he cried, saying: — 
 

  “Ho, men of this mighty burg, to what folk of the world am I come?

  And who is the King of battles who dwells in this lordly home?

  Or perchance are ye of the Elf-kin? are ye guest-fain, kind at the board,

  Or murder-churls and destroyers to gain and die by the sword?”

  Then the spears in the forecourt glittered and the swords shone over the

   wall,

  But the song of smitten harp-strings came faint from the cloudy hall.

  And he hearkened a voice and a crying: “The house of Giuki the King,

  And the Burg of the Niblung people and the heart of their warfaring.”

  There were many men about him, and the wind in the wall-nook sang,

  And the spears of the Niblungs glittered, and the swords in the forecourt

   rang.

  But they looked on his face in the even, and they hushed their voices and

   gazed,

  For fear and great desire the hearts of men amazed.
 

  Now cometh an earl to King Giuki as he sits in godlike wise

  With his sons, the Kings of battle, and his wife of the glittering eyes,

  And the King cries out at his coming to tell why the watch-horns blew;

  But the earl saith: “Lord of the people, choose now what thou wilt do;

  For here is a strange new-comer, and he saith, to thee alone

  Will he tell of his name and his kindred, and the deeds that his hand hath

   done.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Then uprose the King of the Niblungs, and was clad in purple and pall,

  And his sheathed sword lay in his hand, as he gat him adown the hall,

  And abroad through the Niblung doorway; and a mighty man he was,

  And wise and ancient of days: so there by the earls doth he pass,

  And beholdeth the King on the war-steed and looketh up in his face:

  But Sigurd smileth upon him in the Niblungs’ fenced place,

  As the King saith: “Gold-bestrider, who into our garth wouldst ride,

  Wilt thou tell thy name to a King, who biddeth thee here abide

  And have all good at our hands? for unto the Niblungs’ home

  And the heart of a war-fain people from the weary road are ye come;

  And I am Giuki the King: so now if thou nam’st thee a God,

  Look not to see me tremble; for I know of such that have trod

  Unfeared in the Burg of the Niblungs; nor worser, nor better at all

  May fare the folk of the Gods than the Kings in Giuki’s hall;

  So I bid thee abide in my house, and when many days are o’er,

  Thou shalt tell us at last of thine errand, if thou bear us peace or war.”
 

  Then all rejoiced at his word till the swords on the bucklers rang,

  And adown from the red-gold Treasure the Son of Sigmund sprang,

  And he took the hand of Giuki, and kissed him soft and sweet,

  And spake: “Hail, ancient of days! for thou biddest me things most meet,

  And thou knowest the good from the evil: few days are over and gone

  Since my father was old in the world ere the deed of my making was won;

  But Sigmund the Volsung he was, full ripe of years and of fame;

  And I, who have never beheld him, am Sigurd called of name;

  Too young in the world am I waxen that a tale thereof should be told,

  And yet have I slain the Serpent, and gotten the Ancient Gold,

  And broken the bonds of the weary, and ridden the Wavering Fire.

  But short is mine errand to tell, and the end of my desire:

  For peace I bear unto thee, and to all the kings of the earth,

  Who bear the sword aright, and are crowned with the crown of worth;

  But unpeace to the lords of evil, and the battle and the death;

  And the edge of the sword to the traitor, and the flame to the slanderous

   breath:

  And I would that the loving were loved, and I would that the weary should

   sleep,

  And that man should hearken to man, and that he that soweth should reap.

  Now wide in the world would I fare, to seek the dwellings of Kings,

  For with them would I do and undo, and be heart of their warfarings;

  So I thank thee, lord, for thy bidding, and here in thine house will I bide,

  And learn of thine ancient wisdom till forth to the field we ride.”
 

  Glad then was the murmur of folk, for the tidings had gone forth,

  And its breath had been borne to the Niblungs, and the tale of Sigurd’s

   worth.
 

  But the King said: “Welcome, Sigurd, full fair of deed and of word!

  And here mayst thou win thee fellows for the days of the peace and the

   sword;

  For not lone in the world have I lived, but sons from my loins have sprung,

  Whose deeds with the rhyme are mingled, and their names with the people’s

   tongue.”
 

  Then he took his hand in his hand, and into the hall they passed,

  And great shouts of salutation to the cloudy roof were cast;

  And they rang from the glassy pillars, and the Gods on the hangings stirred,

  And afar the clustering eagles on the golden roof-ridge heard,

  And cried out on the Sword of the Branstock as they cried in the other days:

  Then the harps rang out in the hall, and men sang in Sigurd’s praise
 

* * * * *
 

  But now on the dais he meeteth the kin of Giuki the wise:

  Lo, here is the crowned Grimhild, the queen of the glittering eyes;

  Lo, here is the goodly Gunnar with the face of a king’s desire;

  Lo, here is Hogni that holdeth the wisdom tried in the fire;

  Lo, here is Guttorm the youngest, who longs for the meeting swords;

  Lo, here, as a rose in the oak-boughs, amid the Niblung lords

  Is the Maid of the Niblungs standing, the white-armed Giuki’s child;

  And all these looked long on Sigurd and their hearts upon him smiled.
 

Then all gave him greeting as one who should be their fellow in mighty

deeds, and the fair-armed Gudrun, Giuki’s daughter, brought him a cup

of welcome, and that night the Niblungs feasted in gladness of heart.
 

Of Sigurd’s warfaring in the company of the Niblungs, and of his great

fame and glory.
 

So Sigurd abode with the Niblungs all through summer and harvest time

till with the stark midwinter came tidings of war. Then the earls of

Giuki donned dusky hauberks and led forth their bands from the

fortress, and the fair face and golden gear of Sigurd shone among

those swart-haired warriors.
 

They fell on the cities of the plains, but none might resist the

valour of Sigurd, and the Niblungs turned in triumph from the war,

bringing rich spoil. So all that winter Sigurd fared to war with them

and grew greater in glory and more beloved of all men, but ever the

thoughts of his heart turned to Lymdale and to Brynhild who awaited

him there.
 

  Now sheathed is the Wrath of Sigurd; for as wax withstands the flame,

  So the Kings of the land withstood him and the glory of his fame.

  And before the grass is growing, or the kine have fared from the stall,

  The song of the fair-speech-masters goes up in the Niblung hall,

  And they sing of the golden Sigurd and the face without a foe,

  And the lowly man exalted and the mighty brought alow:

  And they say, when the sun of summer shall come aback to the land,

  It shall shine on the fields of the tiller that fears no heavy hand;

  That the sheaf shall be for the plougher, and the loaf for him that sowed,

  Through every furrowed acre where the son of Sigmund rode.
 

  Full dear was Sigurd the Volsung to all men most and least,

  And now, as the spring drew onward, ’twas deemed a goodly feast

  For the acre-biders’ children by the Niblung Burg to wait,

  If perchance the Son of Sigmund should ride abroad by the gate:

  For whosoever feared him, no little-one, forsooth,

  Would shrink from the shining eyes and the hand that clave out truth

  From the heart of the wrack and the battle: it was then, as his gold gear

   burned

  O’er the balks of the bridge and the river, that oft the mother turned,

  And spake to the laughing baby: “O little son, and dear,

  When I from the world am departed, and whiles a-nights ye hear

  The best of man-folk longing for the least of Sigurd’s days,

  Thou shalt hearken to their story, till they tell forth all his praise,

  And become beloved and a wonder, as thou sayest when all is sung,

  ‘And I too once beheld him in the days when I was young.’”
 

* * * * *
 

  Yea, they sing the song of Sigurd and the face without a foe,

  And they sing of the prison’s rending and the tyrant laid alow,

  And the golden thieves’ abasement, and the stilling of the churl,

  And the mocking of the dastard where the chasing edges whirl;

  And they sing of the outland maidens that thronged round Sigurd’s hand,

  And sung in the streets of the foemen of the war-delivered land;

  And they tell how the ships of the merchants come free and go at their will,

  And how wives in peace and safety may crop the vine-clad hill;

  How the maiden sits in her bower, and the weaver sings at his loom,

  And forget the kings of grasping and the greedy days of gloom;

  For by sea and hill and township hath the Son of Sigmund been,

  And looked on the folk unheeded, and the lowly people seen.
 

* * * * *
 

  But he stood in the sight of the people, and sweet he was to see,

  And no foe and no betrayer, and no envier now hath he:

  But Gunnar the bright in the battle deems him his earthly friend,

  And Hogni is fain of his fellow, howso the day’s work end,

  And Guttorm the young is joyous of the help and gifts he hath;

  And all these would shine beside him in the glory of his path;

  There is none to hate or hinder, or mar the golden day,

  And the light of love flows plenteous, as the sun-beams hide the way.
 

Of the Cup of evil drink that Grimhild the Wise-wife gave to Sigurd.
 

Now Gudrun the daughter of Giuki beheld Sigurd’s glory and knew the

kindness of his heart, and set her love on him, not knowing that all

his thoughts were given to Brynhild. So Sigurd, seeing her sad and in

no wise guessing the cause of her grief, strove to comfort her with

kindly words, but her mood was still unchanged.
 

Then Grimhild the Queen, who was a witch-wife and a woman of crafty

mind, marked the love of Gudrun for Sigurd, and marked moreover how

his power and honour in the land would soon be greater than that of

her own sons. Therefore she cast about for some shift that might bind

Sigurd to serve with the Niblungs all his life-days.
 

Now it befell one night that Sigurd had returned from warring and sat

on the high-seat to sup with the Niblung kings. His heart was merry

with victory and ever he thought of Hindfell and of Lymdale and the

love of Brynhild. The people waxed joyful, and the hangings whereon

glowed figures of the gods were stirred with their song and shouting

till Giuki called on Sigurd to take the harp and sing of deeds agone.

Then all men hearkened, hushed and happy, while Sigurd struck the

strings and sang of his mighty kin, of Volsung, of Signy, and of

Sigmund, their deeds and noble deaths. At last the tale was ended and

he fell silent thinking still of Brynhild.
 

Now came Grimhild bearing him a cup of wine and speaking fair words

of praise, but in the wine she had mingled a fatal witch-drink. So

she stood by Sigurd and said: — 
 

  “There is none of the kings of kingdoms that may match thy goodlihead:

  Lo now, thou hast sung of thy fathers; but men shall sing of thee,

  And therewith shall our house be remembered, and great shall our glory be.

  I beseech thee hearken a little to a faithful word of mine,

  When thou of this cup hast drunken; for my love is blent with the wine.”
 

  He laughed and took the cup: But therein with the blood of the earth

  Earth’s hidden might was mingled, and deeds of the cold sea’s birth,

  And things that the high Gods turn from, and a tangle of strange love,

  Deep guile and strong compelling, that whoso drank thereof

  Should remember not his longing, should cast his love away,

  Remembering dead desire but as night remembereth day.
 

  So Sigurd looked on the horn, and he saw how fair it was scored

  With the cunning of the Dwarf-kind and the masters of the sword;

  And he drank and smiled on Grimhild above the beaker’s rim,

  And she looked and laughed at his laughter; and the soul was changed in him.

  Men gazed and their hearts sank in them, and they knew not why it was,

  Why the fair-lit hall was darkling, nor what had come to pass:

  For they saw the sorrow of Sigurd, who had seen but his deeds erewhile,

  And the face of the mighty darkened, who had known but the light of its

   smile.
 

  But Grimhild looked and was merry: and she deemed her life was great,

  And her hand a wonder of wonders to withstand the deeds of Fate:

  For she saw by the face of Sigurd and the token of his eyes

  That her will had abased the valiant, and filled the faithful with lies.
 

* * * * *
 

  But the heart was changed in Sigurd; as though it ne’er had been

  His love of Brynhild perished as he gazed on the Niblung Queen:

  Brynhild’s beloved body was e’en as a wasted hearth,

  No more for bale or blessing, for plenty or for dearth.

 — O ye that shall look hereafter, when the day of Sigurd is done,

  And the last of his deeds is accomplished, and his eyes are shut in the sun,

  When ye look and long for Sigurd, and the image of Sigurd behold,

  And his white sword still as the moon, and his strong hand heavy and cold,

  Then perchance shall ye think of this even, then perchance shall ye wonder

   and cry,

  “Twice over, King, are we smitten, and twice have we seen thee die.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Men say that a little after the evil of that night

  All waste is the burg of Brynhild, and there springeth a marvellous light

  On the desert hard by Lymdale, and few men know for why;

  But there are, who say that a wildfire thence roareth up to the sky

  Round a glorious golden dwelling, wherein there sitteth a Queen

  In remembrance of the wakening, and the slumber that hath been;

  Wherein a Maid there sitteth, who knows not hope nor rest

  For remembrance of the Mighty, and the Best come forth from the Best.
 

Now after Sigurd took the witch-drink came a great hush upon the

feast-hall for a space. But Grimhild was fain of that hour and cried

to the scalds for music, and they hastened to strike the harp, but no

joy mingled with the sounds and no man was moved to singing.
 

No word spake Sigurd till the feast was over; then he strode out

alone from the hall and the folk fell back before him. So he took a

steed and all that night he rode alone in the deedless dark, and all

the morrow, very heavy at heart yet knowing no cause for grief, and

remembering all things save Brynhild.
 

At last he came again at sunset to the Niblung gates, and there came

forth Giuki and Grimhild and the Niblung brethren with fair words of

greeting, but in the doorway Gudrun stood and wept. So Sigurd entered

with them, yet he knew that a flood of sorrow had come on his

life-days and that no more might he feel the joy he had known

aforetime in the Niblung hall. Howbeit, when he looked on the people

and saw them in fear at his trouble, the kindness of his heart was

kindled, and thrusting the heavy sorrow aside, he lifted his head and

spake wise words of good cheer so that the folk looking on him were

comforted.
 

Of the Wedding of Sigurd the Volsung.
 

But Gudrun knew Sigurd’s heart and was sorrowful because of his grief

and her great love for him, and when Grimhild bade her carry him wine,

she arose and took the cup but could find no word to speak for

anguish. And Sigurd looking on her face saw there a kindness and a

sorrow like his own, and seeing it he knew that she loved him. Then

pity and love for her rose in his heart and comforted him, and he

took the cup from her and spake, saying: — 
 

  “Here are glad men about us, and a joyous folk of war,

  And they that have loved thee for long, and they that have cherished mine

   heart;

  But we twain alone are woeful, as sad folk sitting apart.

  Ah, if I thy soul might gladden! if thy lips might give me peace!

  Then belike were we gladdest of all; for I love thee more than these.

  The cup of goodwill that thou bearest, and the greeting thou wouldst say,

  Turn these to the cup of thy love, and the words of the troth-plighting day;

  The love that endureth for ever, and the never-dying troth,

  To face the Norns’ undoing, and the Gods amid their wrath.”
 

* * * * *
 

  And his clear voice saith:

                       “O Gudrun, now hearken while I swear

  That the sun shall die for ever and the day no more be fair,

  Ere I forget thy pity and thine inmost heart of love!

  Yea, though the Kings be mighty, and the Gods be great above,

  I will wade the flood and the fire, and the waste of war forlorn,

  To look on the Niblung dwelling, and the house where thou wert born.”
 

  Strange seemed the words to Sigurd that his gathering love compelled,

  And sweet and strange desire o’er his tangled trouble welled.
 

  But bright flashed the eyes of Gudrun, and she said: “King, as for me,

  If thou sawest the heart in my bosom, what oath might better thee?

  Yet my words thy words shall cherish, as thy lips my lips have done.

 — Herewith I swear, O Sigurd, that the earth shall hate the sun,

  And the year desire but darkness, and the blossoms shrink from day,

  Ere my love shall fail, beloved, or my longing pass away!”
 

So they twain went hand in hand to stand before Giuki and Grimhild

and the swart-haired Niblung brethren, and all these were

glad-hearted when they marked their joy and goodlihead. Then Sigurd

spake noble words of thanks to Giuki for all past kindness, and bade

Giuki call him son because he had that day bidden Gudrun to wife, and

he sware also to toil for her exalting and for the weal of all the

Niblung kin. Thereto Giuki answered glad-hearted, “Hail, Sigurd, son

of mine eld!” and called upon Grimhild the Queen to bless him.
 

Thus was Sigurd troth-plight to the white-armed Gudrun, and all men

were fain of their love and spake nought but praise of him.
 

  Hark now, on the morrow morning how the blast of the mighty horn

  From the builded Burg of the Niblungs goes over the acres shorn,

  And the roads are gay with the riders, and the bull in the stall is left,

  And the plough is alone in the furrow, and the wedge in the hole half-cleft;

  And late shall the ewes be folded, and the kine come home to the pail,

  And late shall the fires be litten in the outmost treeless dale:

  For men fare to the gate of Giuki and the ancient cloudy hall,

  And therein are the earls assembled and the kings wear purple and pall,

  And the flowers are spread beneath them, and the bench-cloths beaten with

   gold;

  And the walls are strange and wondrous with the noble stories told:

  For new-hung is the ancient dwelling with the golden spoils of the south,

  And men seem merry for ever, and the praise is in each man’s mouth,

  And the name of Sigurd the Volsung, the King and the Serpent’s Bane,

  Who exalteth the high this morning and blesseth the masters of gain:

  For men drink the bridal of Sigurd and the white-armed Niblung maid,

  And the best with the best shall be mingled, and the gold with the gold

   o’erlaid.
 

  So, fair in the hall is the feasting and men’s hearts are uplifted on high,

  And they deem that the best of their life-days are surely drawing anigh,

  As now, one after other, uprise the scalds renowned,

  And their well-beloved voices awake the hoped-for sound,

  In the midmost of the high-tide, and the joy of feasting lords.

  Then cometh a hush and a waiting, and the light of many swords

  Flows into the hall of Giuki by the doorway of the King,

  And amid those flames of battle the war-clad warriors bring

  The Cup of daring Promise and the hallowed Boar of Son,

  And men’s hearts grow big with longing and great is the hope-tide grown;

  For bright the Son of Sigmund ariseth by the board

  And unwinds the knitted peace-strings that hamper Regin’s Sword:

  Then fierce is the light on the high-seat as men set down the Cup

  Anigh the hand of Sigurd, and the edges blue rise up,

  And fall on the hallowed Wood-beast: as a trump of the woeful war

  Rings the voice of the mighty Volsung as he speaks the words of yore:
 

  “By the Earth that groweth and giveth, and by all the Earth’s increase

  That is spent for Gods and man-folk; by the sun that shines on these;

  By the Salt-Sea-Flood that beareth the life and death of men;

  By the Heavens and Stars that change not, though earth die out again;

  By the wild things of the mountain, and the houseless waste and lone;

  By the prey of the Goths in the thicket and the holy Beast of Son,

  I hallow me to Odin for a leader of his host,

  To do the deeds of the Highest, and never count the cost:

  And I swear, that whatso great-one shall show the day and the deed,

  I shall ask not why nor wherefore, but the sword’s desire shall speed:

  And I swear to seek no quarrel, nor to swerve aside for aught,

  Though the right and the left be blooming, and the straight way wend to

   nought:

  And I swear to abide and hearken the prayer of any thrall,

  Though the war-torch be on the threshold and the foemen’s feet in the hall:

  And I swear to sit on my throne in the guise of the kings of the earth,

  Though the anguish past amending, and the unheard woe have birth:

  And I swear to wend in my sorrow that none shall curse mine eyes

  For the scowl that quelleth beseeching, and the hate that scorneth the wise.

  So help me Earth and Heavens, and the Under-sky and Seas,

  And the Stars in their ordered houses, and the Norns that order these!”
 

  And he drank of the Cup of the Promise, and fair as a star he shone,

  And all men rejoiced and wondered, and deemed Earth’s glory won.
 

  Then came the girded maidens, and the slim earls’ daughters poured,

  And uprose the dark-haired Gunnar and bare was the Niblung sword;

  Blue it gleamed in the hand of the folk-king as he laid it low on the Beast,

  And took oath as the Goths of aforetime in the hush of the people’s feast:

  “I will work for the craving of Kings, and accomplish the will of the great,

  Nor ask what God withstandeth, nor hearken the tales of fate;

  When a King my life hath exalted, and wrought for my hope and my gain,

  For every deed he hath done me, thereto shall I fashion twain.

  I shall bear forth the fame of the Niblungs through all that hindereth;

  In my life shall I win great glory, and be merry in my death.”
 

  So sweareth the lovely war-king and drinketh of the Cup,

  And the joy of the people waxeth and their glad cry goeth up.

  But again came the girded maidens: earls’ daughters pour the wine,

  And bare is the blade of Hogni in the feast-hall over the Swine;

  Then he cries o’er the hallowed Wood-beast: “Earth, hearken, how I swear,

  To beseech no man for his helping, and to vex no God with prayer;

  And to seek out the will of the Norns, and look in the eyes of the curse;

  And to laugh while the love aboundeth, lest the glad world grow into worse;

  Then if in the murder I laugh not, O Earth, remember my name,

  And oft tell it aloud to the people for the Niblungs’ fated shame!”
 

  Then he drank of the Cup of the Promise, and all men hearkened and deemed

  That his speech was great and valiant, and as one of the wise he seemed.
 

  Then the linen-folded maidens of the earl-folk lift the gold,

  But the earls look each on the other, and Guttorm’s place behold,

  And empty it lieth before them; for the child hath wearied of peace,

  And he sits by the oars in the East-seas, and winneth fame’s increase.

  Nor then, nor ever after, o’er the Holy Beast he spake,

  When mighty hearts were exalted for the golden Sigurd’s sake.
 

Sigurd rideth with the Niblungs, and wooeth Brynhild for King Gunnar.
 

  Now it fell on a day of the spring-tide that followed on these things,

  That Sigurd fares to the meadows with Gunnar and Hogni the Kings;

  For afar is Guttorm the youngest, and he sails the Eastern Seas,

  And fares with war-shield hoisted to win him fame’s increase.
 

* * * * *
 

  There stay those Kings of the people alone in weed of war,

  And they cut a strip of the greensward on the meadow’s daisied floor,

  And loosen it clean in the midst, while its ends in the earth abide;

  Then they heave its midmost aloft, and set on either side

  An ancient spear of battle writ round with words of worth;

  And these are the posts of the door, whose threshold is of the earth,

  And the skin of the earth is its lintel: but with war-glaives gleaming bare

  The Niblung Kings and Sigurd beneath the earth-yoke fare;

  Then each an arm-vein openeth, and their blended blood falls down

  On Earth the fruitful Mother where they rent her turfy gown:

  And then, when the blood of the Volsungs hath run with the Niblung blood,

  They kneel with their hands upon it and swear the brotherhood:

  Each man at his brother’s bidding to come with the blade in his hand,

  Though the fire and the flood should sunder, and the very Gods withstand:

  Each man to love and cherish his brother’s hope and will;

  Each man to avenge his brother when the Norns his fate fulfill:

  And now are they foster-brethren, and in such wise have they sworn

  As the God-born Goths of aforetime, when the world was newly born.

  But among the folk of the Niblungs goes forth the tale of the same,

  And men deem the tidings a glory and the garland of their fame.
 

  So is Sigurd yet with the Niblungs, and he loveth Gudrun his wife,

  And wendeth afield with the brethren to the days of the dooming of life;

  And nought his glory waneth, nor falleth the flood of praise:

  To every man he hearkeneth, nor gainsayeth any grace,

  And glad is the poor in the Doom-ring when he seeth his face mid the Kings,

  For the tangle straighteneth before him, and the maze of crooked things.

  But the smile is departed from him, and the laugh of Sigurd the young,

  And of few words now is he waxen, and his songs are seldom sung.

  Howbeit of all the sad-faced was Sigurd loved the best;

  And men say: Is the king’s heart mighty beyond all hope of rest?

  Lo, how he beareth the people! how heavy their woes are grown!

  So oft were a God mid the Goth-folk, if he dwelt in the world alone.
 

Now Giuki the king was long grown old, and he died and was buried

beneath a great earth-mound high on the mountains.
 

  So there lieth Giuki the King, mid steel and the glimmer of gold,

  As the sound of the feastful Niblungs round his misty house is rolled:

  But Gunnar is King of the people, and the chief of the Niblung land;

  A man beloved for his mercy, and his might and his open hand;

  A glorious king in the battle, a hearkener at the doom,

  A singer to sing the sun up from the heart of the midnight gloom.
 

  On a day sit the Kings in the high-seat when Grimhild saith to her son:

  “O Gunnar, King beloved, a fair life hast thou won;

  On the flood, in the field hast thou wrought, and hung the chambers with

   gold;

  Far abroad mid many a people are the tidings of thee told:

  Now do a deed for thy mother and the hallowed Niblung hearth,

  Lest the house of the mighty perish, and our tale grow wan with dearth.

  If thou do the deed that I bid thee, and wed a wife of the Kings,

  No less shalt thou cleave the war-helms and scatter the ruddy rings.”
 

  He said: “Meseemeth, mother, thou speakest not in haste,

  But hast sought and found beforehand, lest thy fair words fall to waste.”
 

  She said: “Thou sayest the sooth; I have found the thing I sought:

  A Maid for thee is shapen, and a Queen for thee is wrought:

  In the waste land hard by Lymdale a marvellous hall is built,

  With its roof of the red gold beaten, and its wall-stones over-gilt:

  Afar o’er the heath men see it, but no man draweth nigher,

  For the garth that goeth about it is nought but the roaring fire,

  A white wall waving aloft; and no window nor wicket is there,

  Whereby the shielded earl-folk or the sons of the merchants may fare:

  But few things from me are hidden, and I know in that hall of gold

  Sits Brynhild, white as a wild-swan where the foamless seas are rolled;

  And the daughter of Kings of the world, and the sister of Queens is she,

  And wise, and Odin’s Chooser, and the Breath of Victory:

  But for this cause sitteth she thus in the ring of the Wavering Flame,

  That no son of the Kings will she wed save the mightiest master of fame,

  And the man who knoweth not fear, and the man foredoomed of fate

  To ride through her Wavering Fire to the door of her golden gate:

  And for him she sitteth and waiteth, and him shall she cherish and love,

  Though the Kings of the world should withstand it, and the Gods that sit

   above.

  Speak thou, O mighty Gunnar! — nay rather, Sigurd my son,

  Say who but the lord of the Niblungs should wed with this glorious one?”
 

  Long Sigurd gazeth upon her, and slow he sayeth again:

  “I know thy will, my mother; of all the sons of men,

  Of all the Kings unwedded, and the kindred of the great,

  It is meet that my brother Gunnar should ride to her golden gate.”
 

* * * * *
 

  In the May-morn riseth Gunnar with fair face and gleaming eyes,

  And he calleth on Sigurd his brother, and he calleth on Hogni the wise:

  “Today shall we fare to the wooing, for so doth our mother bid;

  We shall go to gaze on marvels, and things from the King-folk hid.”
 

  So they do on the best of their war-gear, and their steeds are dight for the

   road,

  And forth to the sun neigheth Greyfell as he neighed ‘neath the Golden Load:

  But or ever they leap to the saddle, while yet in the door they stand,

  Thereto cometh Grimhild the wise-wife, and on each head layeth her hand,

  As she saith: “Be mighty and wise, as the kings that came before!

  For they knew of the ways of the Gods, and the craft of the Gods they bore:

  And they knew how the shapes of man-folk are the very images

  Of the hearts that abide within them, and they knew of the shaping of these.

  Be wise and mighty, O Kings, and look in mine heart and behold

  The craft that prevaileth o’er semblance, and the treasured wisdom of old!

  I hallow you thus for the day, and I hallow you thus for the night,

  And I hallow you thus for the dawning with my fathers’ hidden might.

  Go now, for ye bear my will while I sit in the hall and spin;

  And tonight shall be the weaving, and tomorn the web shall ye win.”
 

  So they leap to the saddles aloft, and they ride and speak no word,

  But the hills and the dales are awakened by the clink of the sheathed sword:

  None looks in the face of the other, but the earth and the heavens gaze,

  And behold those kings of battle ride down the dusty ways.
 

  So they come to the Waste of Lymdale when the afternoon is begun,

  And afar they see the flame-blink on the grey sky under the sun:

  And they spur and speak no word, and no man to his fellow will turn;

  But they see the hills draw upward and the earth beginning to burn:

  And they ride, and the eve is coming, and the sun hangs low o’er the earth,

  And the red flame roars up to it from the midst of the desert’s dearth.

  None turns or speaks to his brother, but the Wrath gleams bare and red,

  And blood-red is the Helm of Aweing on the golden Sigurd’s head,

  And bare is the blade of Gunnar, and the first of the three he rides,

  And the wavering wall is before him and the golden sun it hides.
 

  Then the heart of a king’s son failed not, but he tossed his sword on high

  And laughed as he spurred for the fire, and cried the Niblung cry;

  But the mare’s son saw and imagined, and the battle-eager steed,

  That so oft had pierced the spear-hedge and never failed at need,

  Shrank back, and shrieked in his terror, and spite of spur and rein

  Fled fast as the foals unbitted on Odin’s pasturing plain;

  Wide then he wheeled with Gunnar, but with hand and knee he dealt,

  And the voice of a lord beloved, till the steed his master felt,

  And bore him back to the brethren; by Greyfell Sigurd stood,

  And stared at the heart of the fire, and his helm was red as blood;

  But Hogni sat in his saddle, and watched the flames up-roll;

  And he said: “Thy steed has failed thee that was once the noblest foal

  In the pastures of King Giuki; but since thine heart fails not,

  And thou wouldst not get thee backward and say, The fire was hot,

  And the voices pent within it were singing nought but death,

  Let Sigurd lend thee his steed that wore the Glittering Heath,

  And carried the Bed of the Serpent, and the ancient ruddy rings.

  So perchance may the mocks be lesser when men tell of the Niblung Kings.”
 

  Then Sigurd looked on the twain, and he saw their swart hair wave

  In the wind of the waste and the flame-blast, and no answer awhile he gave.

  But at last he spake: “O brother, on Greyfell shalt thou ride,

  And do on the Helm of Aweing and gird the Wrath to thy side,

  And cover thy breast with the war-coat that is throughly woven of gold,

  That hath not its like in the heavens nor has earth of its fellow told:

  For this is the raiment of Kings when they ride the Flickering Fire,

  And so sink the flames before them and the might of their desire.”
 

  Then Hogni laughed in his heart, and he said: “This changing were well

  If so might the deed be accomplished; but perchance there is more to tell:

  Thou shalt take the war-steed, Gunnar, and enough or nought it shall be:

  But the coal-blue gear of the Niblungs the golden hall shall see.”

  Then Sigurd looked on the speaker, as one who would answer again,

  But his words died out on the waste and the fire-blast made them vain.

  Then he casteth the reins to his brother, and Gunnar praiseth his gift,

  And springeth aloft to the saddle as the fair sun fails from the lift;

  And Sigurd looks on the burden that Greyfell doth uprear,

  The huge king towering upward in the dusky Niblung gear:

  There sits the eager Gunnar, and his heart desires the deed,

  And of nought he recketh and thinketh, but a fame-stirred warrior’s need;

  But Greyfell trembleth nothing and nought of the fire doth reck:

  Then the spurs in his flank are smitten, and the reins lie loose on his

   neck,

  And the sharp cry springeth from Gunnar — no handbreadth stirred the beast;

  The dusk drew on and over and the light of the fire increased,

  And still as a shard on the mountain in the sandy dale alone

  Was the shape of the cloudy Greyfell, nor moved he more than the stone;

  But right through the heart of the fire for ever Sigurd stared,

  As he stood in the gold red-litten with the Wrath’s thin edges bared.
 

  No word for a while spake any, till Gunnar leaped to the earth,

  And the anger wrought within him, and the fierce words came to birth:

  “Who mocketh the King of the Niblungs in the desert land forlorn?

  Is it thou, O Sigurd the Stranger? is it thou, O younger-born?

  Dost thou laugh in the hall, O Mother? dost thou spin, and laugh at the tale

  That has drawn thy son and thine eldest to the sword and the blaze of the

   bale?

  Or thou, O God of the Goths, wilt thou hide and laugh thy fill,

  While the hands of the foster-brethren the blood of brothers spill?”
 

  But the awful voice of Sigurd across the wild went forth:

  “How changed are the words of Gunnar! where wend his ways of worth?

  I mock thee not in the desert, as I mocked thee not in the mead,

  When I swore beneath the turf-yoke to help thy fondest need:

  Nay, strengthen thine heart for the work, for the gift that thy manhood

   awaits;

  For I give thee a gift, O Niblung, that shall overload the Fates,

  And how may a King sustain it? but forbear with the dark to strive;

  For thy mother spinneth and worketh, and her craft is awake and alive.”
 

  Then Hogni spake from the saddle: “The time, and the time is come

  To gather the might of our mother, and of her that spinneth at home.

  Forbear all words, O Gunnar, and anigh to Sigurd stand,

  And face to face behold him, and take his hand in thine hand:

  Then be thy will as his will, that his heart may mingle with thine,

  And the love that he sware ‘neath the earth-yoke with thine hope may

   intertwine.”
 

  Then the wrath from the Niblung slippeth and the shame that anger hath bred,

  And the heavy wings of the dreamtide flit over Gunnar’s head:

  But he doth by his brother’s bidding, and Sigurd’s hand he takes,

  And he looks in the eyes of the Volsung, though scarce in the desert he

   wakes.

  There Hogni sits in the saddle aloof from the King’s desire,

  And little his lips are moving, as he stares on the rolling fire,

  And mutters the spells of his mother, and the words she bade him say:

  But the craft of the kings of aforetime on those Kings of the battle lay;

  Dark night was spread behind them, and the fire flared up before,

  And unheard was the wind of the wasteland mid the white flame’s wavering

   roar.
 

  Long Sigurd gazeth on Gunnar, till he sees, as through a cloud,

  The long black locks of the Niblung, and the King’s face set and proud:

  Then the face is alone on the dark, and the dusky Niblung mail

  Is nought but the night before him: then whiles will the visage fail,

  And grow again as he gazeth, black hair and gleaming eyes,

  And fade again into nothing, as for more of vision he tries:

  Then all is nought but the night, yea the waste of an emptier thing,

  And the fire-wall Sigurd forgetteth, nor feeleth the hand of the King:

  Nay, what is it now he remembereth? it is nought that aforetime he knew,

  And no world is there left him to live in, and no deed to rejoice in or rue;

  But frail and alone he fareth, and as one in the sphere-stream’s drift,

  By the starless empty places that lie beyond the lift:

  Then at last is he stayed in his drifting, and he saith, It is blind and

   dark;

  Yet he feeleth the earth at his feet, and there cometh a change and a spark,

  And away in an instant of time is the mirk of the dreamland rolled,

  And there is the fire-lit midnight, and before him an image of gold,

  A man in the raiment of Gods, nor fashioned worser than they:

  Full sad he gazeth on Sigurd from the great wide eyes and grey;

  And the Helm that Aweth the people is set on the golden hair,

  And the Mail of Gold enwraps him, and the Wrath in his hand is bare.
 

  Then Sigurd looks on his arm and his hand in his brother’s hand,

  And thereon is the dark grey mail-gear well forged in the southern land;

  Then he looks on the sword that he beareth, and, lo, the eager blade

  That leaps in the hand of Gunnar when the kings are waxen afraid;

  And he turns his face o’er his shoulder, and the raven-locks hang down

  From the dark-blue helm of the Dwarf-folk, and the rings of the Niblung

   crown.
 

  Then a red flush riseth against him in the face ne’er seen before,

  Save dimly in the mirror or the burnished targe of war,

  And the foster-brethren sunder, and the clasped hands fall apart;

  But a change cometh over Sigurd, and the fierce pride leaps in his heart;

  He knoweth the soul of Gunnar, and the shaping of his mind;

  He seeketh the words of Sigurd, and Gunnar’s voice doth he find,

  As he cries: “I know thy bidding; let the world be lief or loth,

  The child is unborn that shall hearken how Sigurd rued his oath!

  Well fare thou brother Gunnar! what deed shall I do this eve

  That I shall never repent of, that thine heart shall never grieve?

  What deed shall I do this even that none else may bring to the birth,

  Nay, not the King of the Niblungs, and the lord of the best of the earth?”
 

  The flames rolled up to the heavens, and the stars behind were bright,

  Dark Hogni sat on his war-steed, and stared out into the night,

  And there stood Gunnar the King in Sigurd’s semblance wrapped,

 — As Sigurd walking in slumber, for in Grimhild’s guile was he lapped,

  That his heart forgat his glory, and the ways of Odin’s lords,

  And the thought was frozen within him, and the might of spoken words.
 

  But Sigurd leapeth on Greyfell, and the sword in his hand is bare,

  And the gold spurs flame on his heels, and the fire-blast lifteth his hair;

  Forth Greyfell bounds rejoicing, and they see the grey wax red,

  As unheard the war-gear clasheth, and the flames meet over his head,

  Yet a while they see him riding, as through the rye men ride,

  When the word goes forth in the summer of the kings by the ocean-side;

  But the fires were slaked before him and the wild-fire burned no more

  Than the ford of the summer waters when the rainy time is o’er.
 

  Not once turned Sigurd aback, nor looked o’er the ashy ring,

  To the midnight wilderness drear and the spell-drenched Niblung King:

  But he stayed and looked before him, and lo, a house high-built

  With its roof of the red gold beaten, and its wall-stones over-gilt:

  So he leapt adown from Greyfell, and came to that fair abode,

  And dark in the gear of the Niblungs through the gleaming door he strode:

  All light within was that dwelling, and a marvellous hall it was,

  But of gold were its hangings woven, and its pillars gleaming as glass,

  And Sigurd said in his heart, it was wrought erewhile for a God:

  But he looked athwart and endlong as alone its floor he trod,

  And lo, on the height of the dais is upreared a graven throne,

  And thereon a woman sitting in the golden place alone;

  Her face is fair and awful, and a gold crown girdeth her head;

  And a sword of the kings she beareth, and her sun-bright hair is shed

  O’er the laps of the snow-white linen that ripples adown to her feet:

  As a swan on the billow unbroken ere the firth and the ocean meet,

  On the dark-blue cloths she sitteth, in the height of the golden place,

  Nor breaketh the hush of the hall, though her eyes be set on his face.
 

  Now he sees this is even the woman of whom the tale hath been told,

  E’en she that was wrought for the Niblungs, the bride ordained from of old,

  And hushed in the hall he standeth, and a long while looks in her eyes,

  And the word he hath shapen for Gunnar to his lips may never arise.
 

  The man in Gunnar’s semblance looked long and knew no deed;

  And she looked, and her eyes were dreadful, and none would help her need.

  Then the image of Gunnar trembled, and the flesh of the War-King shrank;

  For he heard her voice on the silence, and his heart of her anguish drank:
 

  “King, King, who art thou that comest, thou lord of the cloudy gear?

  What deed for the weary-hearted shall thy strange hands fashion here?”
 

  The speech of her lips pierced through him like the point of the bitter

   sword,

  And he deemed that death were better than another spoken word;

  But he clencheth his hand on the war-blade, and setteth his face as the

   brass,

  And the voice of his brother Gunnar from out his lips doth pass:

  “When thou lookest on me, O Goddess, thou seest Gunnar the King,

  The King and the lord of the Niblungs, and the chief of their warfaring.

  But art thou indeed that Brynhild of whom is the rumour and fame,

  That she bideth the coming of kings to ride her Wavering Flame,

  Lest she wed the little-hearted, and the world grow evil and vile?

  For if thou be none other I will speak again in a while.”
 

  She said: “Art thou Gunnar the Stranger! O art thou the man that I see?

  Yea, verily I am Brynhild; what other is like unto me?

  O men of the Earth behold me! hast thou seen, O labouring Earth,

  Such sorrow as my sorrow, or such evil as my birth?”
 

  Then spake the Wildfire’s Trampler that Gunnar’s image bore:

  “O Brynhild, mighty of women, be thou glorious evermore!

  Thou seest Gunnar the Niblung, as he sits mid the Niblung lords,

  And rides with the gods of battle in the fore-front of the swords.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Hard rang his voice in the hall, and a while she spake no word,

  And there stood the Image of Gunnar, and leaned on his bright blue sword:

  But at last she cried from the high-seat: “If I yet am alive and awake,

  I know no words for the speaking, nor what answer I may make.”

  She ceased and he answered nothing; and a hush on the hall there lay

  And the moon slipped over the windows as he clomb the heavenly way;

  And no whit stirred the raiment of Brynhild: till she hearkened the Wooer’s

   voice,

  As he said: “Thou art none of the women that swear and forswear and rejoice,

  Forgetting the sorrow of kings and the Gods and the labouring earth.

  Thou shall wed with King Gunnar the Niblung and increase his worth with thy

   worth.”
 

* * * * *
 

  So spake he in semblance of Gunnar, and from off his hand he drew

  A ring of the spoils of the Southland, a marvel seen but of few,

  And he set the ring on her finger, and she turned to her lord and spake:

  “I thank thee, King, for thy goodwill, and thy pledge of love I take.

  Depart with my troth to thy people: but ere full ten days are o’er

  I shall come to the Sons of the Niblungs, and then shall we part no more

  Till the day of the change of our life-days, when Odin and Freyia shall

   call.

  Lo, here, my gift of the morning! ’twas my dearest treasure of all;

  But thou art become its master, and for thee was it fore-ordained,

  Since thou art the man of mine oath and the best that the earth hath

   gained.”
 

  And lo, ’twas the Grief of Andvari, and the lack that made him loth,

  The last of the God-folk’s ransom, the Ring of Hindfell’s oath;

  Now on Sigurd’s hand it shineth, and long he looketh thereon,

  But it gave him back no memories of the days that were bygone.
 

* * * * *
 

  So forth from the hall goes the Wooer, and slow and slow he goes,

  As a conquered king from his city fares forth to meet his foes;

  And he taketh the reins of Greyfell, nor yet will back him there,

  But afoot through the cold slaked ashes of yester-eve doth fare,

  With his eyes cast down to the earth; till he heareth the wind, and a cry,

  And raiseth a face brow-knitted and beholdeth men anigh,

  And beholdeth Hogni the King set grey on his coal-black steed,

  And beholdeth the image of Sigurd, the King in the golden weed:

  Then he stayeth and stareth astonished and setteth his hand to his sword;

  Till Hogni cries from his saddle, and his word is a kindly word:
 

  “Hail, brother, the King of the people! hail, helper of my kin!

  Again from the death and the trouble great gifts hast thou set thee to win

  For thy friends and the Niblung children, and hast crowned thine earthly

   fame,

  And increased thine exceeding glory and the sound of thy loved name.”
 

  Nought Sigurd spake in answer but looked straight forth with a frown,

  And stretched out his hand to Gunnar, as one that claimeth his own.

  Then no word speaketh Gunnar, but taketh his hand in his hand,

  And they look in the eyes of each other, and a while in the desert they

   stand

  Till the might of Grimhild prevaileth, and the twain are as yester-morn;

  But sad was the golden Sigurd, though his eyes knew nought of scorn;

  And he spake:

          “It is finished, O Gunnar! and I will that our brotherhood

  May endure through the good and the evil as it sprang in the days of the

   good:

  But I bid thee look to the ending, that the deed I did yest’reve

  Bear nought for me to repent of, for thine heart of hearts to grieve.

  Thou art troth-plight, O King of the Niblungs, to Brynhild Queen of the

   earth,

  She hath sworn thine heart to cherish and increase thy worth with her worth:

  She shall come to the house of Gunnar ere ten days are past and o’er;

  And thenceforth the life of Brynhild shall part from thy life no more,

  Till the doom of our kind shall speed you, and Odin and Freyia shall call,

  And ye bide the Day of the Battle, and the uttermost changing of all.”
 

  The praise and thanks they gave him! the words of love they spake!

  The tale that the world should hear of, deeds done for Sigurd’s sake!

  They were lovely might you hear them: but they lack; for in very deed

  Their sound was clean forgotten in the day of Sigurd’s need.
 

* * * * *
 

  So that night in the hall of the ancient they hold high-tide again,

  And the Gods on the Southland hangings smile out full fair and fain,

  And the song goes up of Sigurd, and the praise of his fame fulfilled,

  But his speech in the dead sleep lieth, and the words of his wisdom are

   chilled:

  And men say, the King is careful, for he thinks of the people’s weal,

  And his heart is afraid for our trouble, lest the Gods our joyance steal.
 

  But that night, when the feast was over, to Gudrun Sigurd came,

  And she noted the ring on his finger, and she knew it was nowise the same

  As the ring he was wont to carry; so she bade him tell thereof:

  Then he turned unto her kindly, and his words were words of love;

  Nor his life nor his death he heeded, but told her last night’s tale:

  Yea, he drew forth the sword for his slaying, and whetted the edges of bale;

  For he took that Gold of Andvari, that Curse of the uttermost land,

  And he spake as a king that loveth, and set it on her hand;

  But her heart was exceeding joyous, as he kissed her sweet and soft,

  And bade her bear it for ever, that she might remember him oft

  When his hand from the world was departed and he sat in Odin’s home.
 

How Brynhild was wedded to Gunnar the Niblung.
 

So ten days wore over, and on the morrow-morn the folk were all astir

in the Niblung house, till the watchers on the towers cried to them

tidings of a goodly company drawing nigh upon the road. Then the

Niblungs got them to horse in glittering-gay raiment and went forth to

meet the people of Brynhild.
 

First rode bands of maidens arrayed in fine linen and blue-broidered

cloaks, and after them came a golden wain with horses of snowy white and

bench-cloths of blue, and therein sat Brynhild alone, clad in swan-white

raiment and crowned with gold. Then they hailed her sweet and goodly, and

so she entered the darksome gate-way and came within the Niblung Burg.
 

  So fair in the sun of the forecourt doth Brynhild’s wain shine bright,

  And the huge hall riseth before her, and the ernes cry out from its height,

  And there by the door of the Niblungs she sees huge warriors stand,

  Dark-clad, by the shoulders greater than the best of any land,

  And she knoweth the chiefs of the Niblungs, the dreaded dukes of war:

  But one in cloudy raiment stands a very midst the door,

  And ruddy and bright is his visage, and his black locks wave in the wind,

  And she knoweth the King of the Niblungs and the man she came to find:

  Then nought she lingered nor loitered, but stepped to the earth adown

  With right-hand reached to the War-God, the wearer of the crown;

  And she said:

          “I behold thee, Gunnar, the King of War that rode

  Through the waves of the Flickering Fire to the door of mine abode,
 

* * * * *
 

  “And for this I needs must deem thee the best of all men born,

  The highest-hearted, the greatest, the staunchest of thy love:

  And that such the world yet holdeth, my heart is fain thereof:

  And for thee I deem was I fashioned, and for thee the oath I swore

  In the days of my glory and wisdom, ere the days of youth were o’er.
 

* * * * *
 

  “May the fire ne’er stay thy glory, nor the ocean-flood thy fame!

  Through ages of all ages may the wide world praise thy name!

  Yea, oft may the word be spoken when low we lie at rest;

  ‘It befell in the days of Gunnar, the happiest and the best!’

  All this may the high Gods give thee, and thereto a gift I give,

  The body of Queen Brynhild so long as both we live.”
 

  With unmoved face, unfaltering, the blessing-words she said,

  But the joy sprang up in Gunnar and increased his goodlihead,

  And he cast his arms about her and kissed her on the mouth,

  And he said:

         “The gift is greater than all treasure of the south;

  As glad as my heart this moment, so glad may be thy life,

  And the world be never weary of the joy of Gunnar’s wife!”
 

  She spake no word, and smiled not, but she held his hand henceforth.

  And he said; “Now take the greetings of my men, the most of worth.”
 

  Then she turned her face to the war-dukes, and hearkened to their praise,

  And she spake in few words sweetly, and blessed their coming days.

  Then again spake Gunnar and said: “Lo, Hogni my brother is this;

  But Guttorm is far on the East-seas, and seeketh the warrior’s bliss;

  A third there is of my brethren, and my house holds none so great;

  In the hall by the side of my sister thy face doth he await.”
 

Then Brynhild gave fair greeting to Hogni, but anon she turned and

questioned Gunnar of his words concerning that brother who awaited her

in the hall. “I deemed the sons of Giuki had been but three,” said

Brynhild. “This fourth, this hall-abider the mighty, — is he akin to

thee?”
 

  And Gunnar answered:

                 “He is nought of our blood,

  But the Gods have sent him to usward to work us measureless good:

  It is even Sigurd the Volsung, the best man ever born,

  The man that the Gods withstand not, my friend, and my brother sworn.”
 

  She heard the name, and she changed not, but her feet went forth as he led,

  And under the cloudy roof-tree Queen Brynhild bowed her head.

  Then, were there a man so ancient as had lived beyond his peers

  On the earth, that beareth all things, a twice-told tale of years,

  He had heard no sound so mighty as the shout that shook the wall

  When Brynhild’s feet unhearkened first trod the Niblung hall.

  No whit the clamour stirred her; but her godlike eyes she raised

  And betwixt the hedge of the earl-folk on the golden high-seat gazed,

  And the man that sat by Gudrun: but e’en as the rainless cloud

  Ere the first of the tempest ariseth the latter sun doth shroud,

  And men look round and shudder, so Grimhild came between

  The silent golden Sigurd and the eyes of the mighty Queen,

  And again heard Brynhild greeting, and again she spake and said:
 

  “O Mother of the Niblungs, such hap be on thine head,

  As thy love for me, the stranger, was past the pain of words!

  Mayst thou see thy son’s sons glorious in the meeting of the swords!

  Mayst thou sleep and doubt thee nothing of the fortunes of thy race!

  Mayst thou hear folk call yon high-seat the earth’s most happy place!”
 

  Then the Wise-wife hushed before her, and a little fell aside,

  And nought from the eyes of Brynhild the high-seat now did hide;

  And the face so long desired, unchanged from time agone,

  In the house of the Cloudy People from the Niblung high-seat shone:

  She stood with her hand in Gunnar’s, and all about and around

  Were the unfamiliar faces, and the folk that day had found;

  But her heart ran back through the years, and yet her lips did move

  With the words she spake on Hindfell, when they plighted troth of love.
 

  Lo, Sigurd fair on the high-seat by the white-armed Gudrun’s side,

  In the midst of the Cloudy People, in the dwelling of their pride!

  His face is exceeding glorious and awful to behold;

  For of all his sorrow he knoweth and his hope smit dead and cold:

  The will of the Norns is accomplished, and, lo, they wend on their ways,

  And leave the mighty Sigurd to deal with the latter days:

  The Gods look down from heaven, and the lonely King they see,

  And sorrow over his sorrow, and rejoice in his majesty.

  For the will of the Norns is accomplished, and outworn is Grimhild’s spell,

  And nought now shall blind or help him, and the tale shall be to tell:

  He hath seen the face of Brynhild, and he knows why she hath come,

  And that his is the hand that hath drawn her to the Cloudy People’s home:

  He knows of the net of the days, and the deeds that the Gods have bid,

  And no whit of the sorrow that shall be from his wakened soul is hid:

  And his glory his heart restraineth, and restraineth the hand of the strong

  From the hope of the fools of desire and the wrong that amendeth wrong.
 

* * * * *
 

  And Brynhild’s face drew near him with eyes grown stern and strange.
 

* * * * *
 

  Now she stands on the floor of the high-seat, and for e’en so little a space

  As men may note delaying, she looketh on Sigurd’s face,

  Ere she saith:

           “I have greeted many in the Niblungs’ house today,

  And for thee is the last of my greetings ere the feast shall wear away:

  Hail, Sigurd, son of the Volsungs! hail, lord of Odin’s storm!

  Hail, rider of the wasteland and slayer of the Worm!

  If aught thy soul shall desire while yet thou livest on earth,

  I pray that thou mayst win it, nor forget its might and worth.”
 

  All grief, sharp scorn, sore longing, stark death in her voice he knew,

  But gone forth is the doom of the Norns, and what shall he answer thereto,

  While the death that amendeth lingers? and they twain shall dwell for awhile

  In the Niblung house together by the hearth that forged the guile.
 

* * * * *
 

  So he spake as a King of the people in whom all fear is dead,

  And his anguish no man noted, as the greeting-words he said:

  “Hail, fairest of all things fashioned! hail, thou desire of eyes!

  Hail, chooser of the mightiest, and teacher of the wise!

  Hail, wife of my brother Gunnar! in might may thy days endure,

  And in peace without a trouble that the world’s weal may be sure!”
 

* * * * *
 

  But the song sprang up in the hall, and the eagles cried from above

  And forth to the freshness of May went the joyance of the feast:

  And Sigurd sat with the Niblungs, and gave ear to most and to least.

  And showed no sign to the people of the grief that on him lay;

  Nor seemeth he worser to any than he was on the yesterday.
 

Of the Contention betwixt the Queens.
 

So now must Sigurd and Brynhild abide together in the Burg of the

Niblungs, yet each must bear the burden of sorrow alone. Brynhild held

close converse with Gudrun, and behaved humbly towards her lest strife

should arise between them. But Gudrun, filled with pride that she was

the wife of so great a man as Sigurd, deemed it a little matter that

all others should give her honour, and knowing how Sigurd had ridden

the fire, she cherished great scorn of Gunnar and Brynhild in her

heart, and her pride waxed daily greater.
 

Of the heart-wise Hogni men tell how he grew wiser day by day and more

learned in the craft of his mother Grimhild.
 

As for Gunnar, he lived with Brynhild in great honour and praise from

all men, but the thought of how Sigurd had ridden the fire in his

semblance lay heavy upon him. He brooded thereon in bitterness and

envy, and the lie shadowed his life-days so that he had but small joy

in his wife.
 

And Grimhild, marking his heavy mood, wrought upon him with cunning

words and he gave ear to her. For ever she spake of kings’ supplanters

who bear away the praise from their lords after great deeds are done,

and often her talk was of the mighty power that he holdeth who knoweth

the shame of a king. So Gunnar hearkened and ill thoughts grew within

him.
 

  But fair-faced, calm as a God who hath none to call his foes,

  Betwixt the Kings and the people the golden Sigurd goes;

  No knowledge of man he lacketh, and the lore he gained of old

  From the ancient heart of the Serpent and the Wallower on the Gold

  Springs fresh in the soul of Sigurd; the heart of Hogni he sees,

  And the heart of his brother Gunnar, and he grieveth sore for these.
 

* * * * *
 

  It was most in these latter days that his fame went far abroad,

  The helper, the overcomer, the righteous sundering sword;

  The loveliest King of the King-folk, the man of sweetest speech,

  Whose ear is dull to no man that his helping shall beseech;

  The eye-bright seer of all things, that wasteth every wrong,

  The straightener of the crooked, the hammer of the strong:

  Lo, such was the Son of Sigmund in the days whereof I tell,

  The dread of the doom and the battle; and all children loved him well.
 

Now Gudrun’s scorn of Brynhild waxed greater as she thought on the

knowledge that she held, and it needed but a little that she should

speak out the whole tale.
 

Such was her mind when it befell her to go with Brynhild to bathe in

the Niblung river. There it chanced that they fell to talk of their

husbands, and Gudrun named Sigurd the best of the world. Thereat

Brynhild, stung by her love for Sigurd and the memory of his broken

troth, — for so she deemed it, — cried out, saying: “Thy lord is but

Gunnar’s serving man to do his bidding, but my mate is the King of

King-folk, who rode the Wavering Fire and hath dared very death to

win me.”
 

Then Gudrun held out her hand and a golden gleam shone on her finger,

at the sight whereof Brynhild waxed wan as a dead woman. “Lo,” said

Gudrun, “I had Andvari’s ring of Sigurd, and indeed thou sayest truly,

that he did Gunnar’s bidding, for he took the King’s semblance and hid

his own shape in Gunnar’s. Thus he wooed the bride for Gunnar and for

Gunnar rode the fire, and now by this token mayest thou know whether

thy husband is truly the best of Kings.” And Brynhild spake no word in

answer, but clad herself in haste and fled from the river, and Gudrun

followed her in triumph of heart.
 

Yet as the day wore on she repented of her words and feared the deeds

that Brynhild might do, and at even she sought her alone and craved

pardon. Then spake Brynhild the Queen: “I repent me of my bitter words

this day, yet one thing I beseech thee, — do thou say that thou hadst

the ring of Gunnar and not of Sigurd, lest I be shamed before all

men.” “What?” said Gudrun; “hast thou heard that the wives of the

Niblungs lie? Nay, Sigurd it was who set this ring on my finger and

therewith he told me the shame of my brother Gunnar, — how his glory

was turned to a scoff.”
 

And Brynhild seeing that the tale of the deceiving wrought against her

might not be hidden, lifted her voice and cursed the house of the

Niblungs wherein she had suffered such woe. So the queens parted in

great wrath and bitterness.
 

Of the exceeding great grief and mourning of Brynhild.
 

Now on the morrow it was known that Brynhild was sick, nor would she

reveal the cause to any. Then Gunnar besought her to be comforted and

to show what ailed her, but for a long while he might win no word in

answer. Thereat the evil thoughts that Grimhild had sown in his heart

grew strong, and he cried in bitter anger: “Lo, Brynhild, I deem thou

art sick for love of my foe, the supplanter of Kings, he who hath

shone like a serpent this long while past amidst the honour of our

kin.”
 

Then at last was Brynhild moved to look on him, and she besought him,

saying: “Swear to me, Gunnar, that I may live, and say that thou

gavest Andvari’s ring to Gudrun — thou, and not thy captain of war.”

Thereby Gunnar understood that all his falsehood was known to her, so

that never again might they two have any joy together. He had no

answering word, but turned from her and departed, for bitter shame was

come on him and hatred of Sigurd burnt in his soul like fire.
 

Then as evening drew on, boding of evil fell on Gudrun, and she

sought her brothers that they might plead with Brynhild to pardon her

and forget her bitter taunts.
 

But Gunnar she found seated alone arrayed in his war-gear and on his

knees lay his sword, neither would he hear any word of further

pleading with Brynhild.
 

Then sought she Hogni, and behold, he was in the like guise, and sat

as one that waits for a foe. So she sped to Sigurd, but chill fear

fell on her beholding him, for he was dight in the Helm of Aweing and

his golden hauberk, and the Wrath lay on his knees, neither would he

then speak to Brynhild.
 

So that heavy night passed away and there was but little sleep in the

abode of the Niblungs. And with the dawn Sigurd arose and sought

Brynhild’s chamber where she lay as one dead. Like a pillar of light

he stood in the sunshine and the Wrath rattled by his side. And

Brynhild looked on him and said: “Art thou come to behold me?

Thou — the mightiest and the worst of my betrayers.” Then for very

grief the breast of Sigurd heaved so that the rings of his byrny burst

asunder and he cried: “O live, Brynhild beloved! For hereafter shalt

thou know of the snare and the lie that entrapped us and the

measureless grief of my soul.” “It is o’erlate,” said Brynhild, “for I

may live no longer and the gods have forgotten the earth.” And in such

despair must he leave her.
 

Of the slaying of Sigurd the Volsung.
 

Then at high noon Brynhild sent for Gunnar and sought to whet him to

the slaying of Sigurd, for to such hatred was her love turned.
 

  “I look upon thee,” said Brynhild, “I know thy race and thy name,

  Yet meseems the deed thou sparest, to amend thine evil and shame.”
 

  “Nought, nought,” he said, “may amend it, save the hungry eyeless sword,

  And the war without hope or honour, and the strife without reward.”
 

  “Thou hast spoken the word,” said Brynhild, “if the word is enough, it is

   well.

  Let us eat and drink and be merry, that all men of our words may tell!”
 

  “O all-wise woman,” said Gunnar, “what deed lieth under the tongue?

  What day for the dearth of the people, when the seed of thy sowing hath

   sprung?”
 

  She said: “Our garment is Shame, and nought the web shall rend,

  Save the day without repentance, and the deed that nought may amend.”
 

  “Speak, mighty of women,” said Gunnar, “and cry out the name and the deed

  That the ends of the Earth may hearken, and the Niblungs’ grievous Need.”

  “To slay,” she said, “is the deed, to slay a King ere the morn,

  And the name is Sigurd the Volsung, my love and thy brother sworn.”
 

  She turned and departed from him, and he knew not whither she went;

  But he took his sword from the girdle and the peace-strings round it rent,

  And into the house he gat him, and the sunlit fair abode,

  But his heart in the mid-mirk waded, as through the halls he strode,

  Till he came to a chamber apart; and Grimhild his mother was there,

  And there was his brother Hogni in the cloudy Niblung gear:

  Him-seemed there was silence between them as of them that have spoken, and

   wait

  Till the words of their mouths be accomplished by slow unholpen Fate:

  But they turned to the door, and beheld him, and he took his sheathed sword

  And cast it adown betwixt them, and it clashed half bare on the board,

  And Grimhild spake as it clattered: “For whom are the peace-strings rent?

  For whom is the blood-point whetted and the edge of thine intent?”

  He said: “For the heart of Sigurd; and thus all is rent away

  Betwixt this word and his slaying, save a little hour of day.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Again spake Grimhild the wise-wife: “Where then is Guttorm the brave?

  For he blent not his blood with the Volsung’s, nor his oath to Sigurd gave,

  Nor called on Earth to witness, nor went beneath the yoke;

  And now is he Sigurd’s foeman; and who may curse his stroke?”
 

  Then Hogni laughed and answered: “His feet on the threshold stand:

  Forged is thy sword, O Mother, and its hilts are come to hand.
 

* * * * *
 

  “Ho, Guttorm, enter, and hearken to the counsel of the wise!”

  Then in through the door strode Guttorm fair-clad in hunter’s guise,

  With no steel save his wood-knife girded; but his war-fain eyes stared wild,

  As he spake: “What words are ye hiding from the youngest Niblung child?

  What work is to win, my brethren, that ye sit in warrior’s weed,

  And tell me nought of the glory, and cover up the deed?”
 

  Then uprose Grimhild the wise-wife, and took the cup again;

  Night-long had she brewed that witch-drink and laboured not in vain.

  For therein was the creeping venom, and hearts of things that prey

  On the hidden lives of ocean, and never look on day;

  And the heart of the ravening wood-wolf and the hunger-blinded beast

  And the spent slaked heart of the wild-fire the guileful cup increased:

  But huge words of ancient evil about its rim were scored,

  The curse and the eyeless craving of the first that fashioned sword.
 

  So the cup in her hand was gleaming, as she turned unto Guttorm and spake:

  “Be merry, King of the War-fain! we hold counsel for thy sake:

  The work is a God’s son’s slaying, and thine is the hand that shall smite,

  That thy name may be set in, glory and thy deeds live on in light.”
 

  Forth flashed the flame from his eyen, and he cried: “Where then is the foe,

  This dread of mine house and my brethren, that my hand may lay him alow?”
 

  “Drink, son,” she said, “and be merry! and I shall tell his name,

  Whose death shall crown thy life-days, and increase thy fame with his fame.”
 

  He drinketh and craveth for battle, and his hand for a sword doth seek,

  And he looketh about on his brethren, but his lips no word may speak;

  They speak the name, and he hears not, and again he drinks of the cup

  And knows not friend nor kindred, and the wrath in his heart wells up,

  That no God may bear unmingled, and he cries a wordless cry,

  As the last of the day is departing and the dusk time drawing anigh.
 

  Then Grimhild goes from the chamber, and bringeth his harness of war,

  And therewith they array his body, and he drinketh the cup once more,

  And his heart is set on the murder, and now may he understand

  What soul is dight for the slaying, and what quarry is for his hand.

  For again they tell him of Sigurd, and the man he remembereth,

  And praiseth his mighty name and his deeds that laughed on death.
 

  Now dusk and dark draw over, and through the glimmering house

  They go to the place of the Niblungs, the high hall and glorious;

  For hard by is the chamber of Sigurd: there dight in their harness of war

  In their thrones sit Gunnar and Hogni, but Guttorm stands on the floor

  With his blue blade naked before them: the torches flare from the wall

  And the woven God-folk waver, but the hush is deep in the hall,

  And those Niblung faces change not, though the slow moon slips from her

   height

  And earth is acold ere dawning, and new winds shake the night.
 

  Now it was in the earliest dawn-dusk that Guttorm stirred in his place,

  And the mail-rings tinkled upon him, as he turned his helm-hid face,

  And went forth from the hall and the high-seat; but the Kings sat still in

   their pride

  And hearkened the clash of his going and heeded how it died.
 

  Slow, all alone goeth Guttorm to Sigurd’s chamber door,

  And all is open before him, and the white moon lies on the floor

  And the bed where Sigurd lieth with Gudrun on his breast,

  And light comes her breath from her bosom in the joy of infinite rest.

  Then Guttorm stands on the threshold, and his heart of the murder is fain,

  And he thinks of the deeds of Sigurd, and praiseth his greatness and gain;

  Bright blue is his blade in the moonlight — but lo, how Sigurd lies,

  As the carven dead that die not, with fair wide-open eyes;

  And their glory gleameth on Guttorm, and the hate in his heart is chilled,

  And he shrinketh aback from the threshold and knoweth not what he willed.
 

Thereon he turned him again to the hall, and the Kings beheld his

unstained sword in the torch-light, but they cast him never a word.

Then shame and wrath urged him and he wended the second time to

Sigurd’s chamber, but yet again the dread eyes of the Volsung were

open and he fled from their light to his biding brethren.
 

  Now dieth moon and candle, and though the day be nigh

  The roof of the hall fair-builded seems far aloof as the sky,

  But a glimmer grows on the pavement and the ernes on the roof-ridge stir:

  Then the brethren hist and hearken, for a sound of feet they hear,

  And into the hall of the Niblungs a white thing cometh apace:

  But the sword of Guttorm upriseth, and he wendeth from his place,

  And the clash of steel goes with him; yet loud as it may sound

  Still more they hear those footsteps light-falling on the ground,

  And the hearts of the Niblungs waver, and their pride is smitten acold,

  For they look on that latest comer, and Brynhild they behold:

  But she sits by their side in silence, and heeds them nothing more

  Than the grey soft-footed morning heeds yester-even’s war.
 

  But Guttorm clashed in the cloisters and through the silence strode

  And scarce on the threshold of Sigurd a little while abode;

  There the moon from the floor hath departed and heaven without is grey,

  And afar in the eastern quarter faint glimmer streaks of day.

  Close over the head of Sigurd the Wrath gleams wan and bare,

  And the Niblung woman stirreth, and her brow is knit with fear;

  But the King’s closed eyes are hidden, loose lie his empty hands,

  There is nought ‘twixt the sword of the slayer and the Wonder of all Lands.

  Then Guttorm laughed in his war-rage, and his sword leapt up on high,

  As he sprang to the bed from the threshold and cried a wordless cry,

  And with all the might of the Niblungs through Sigurd’s body thrust,

  And turned and fled from the chamber, and fell amid the dust,

  Within the door and without it, the slayer slain by the slain;

  For the cast of the sword of Sigurd had smitten his body atwain

  While yet his cry of onset through the echoing chambers went.
 

  Woe’s me! how the house of the Niblungs by another cry was rent,

  The wakening wail of Gudrun, as she shrank in the river of blood

  From the breast of the mighty Sigurd: he heard it and understood,

  And rose up on the sword of Guttorm, and turned from the country of death,

  And spake words of loving-kindness as he strove for life and breath:
 

  “Wail not, O child of the Niblungs! I am smitten, but thou shall live,

  In remembrance of our glory, mid the gifts the Gods shall give!”
 

  She stayed her cry to hearken, and her heart well nigh stood still:

  But he spake: “Mourn not, O Gudrun, this stroke is the last of ill;

  Fear leaveth the House of the Niblungs on this breaking of the morn;

  Mayst thou live, O woman beloved, unforsaken, unforlorn!”
 

  Then he sank aback on the sword, and down to his lips she bent

  If some sound therefrom she might hearken; for his breath was well-nigh

   spent:

  “It is Brynhild’s deed,” he murmured, “and the woman that loves me well;

  Nought now is left to repent of, and the tale abides to tell.

  I have done many deeds in my life-days, and all these, and my love, they lie

  In the hollow hand of Odin till the day of the world go by.

  I have done and I may not undo, I have given and I take not again:

  Art thou other than I, Allfather, wilt thou gather my glory in vain?”
 

  There was silence then in the chamber, as the dawn spread wide and grey,

  And hushed was the hall of the Niblungs at the entering-in of day.

  Long Gudrun hung o’er the Volsung and waited the coming word;

  Then she stretched out her hand to Sigurd and touched her love and her lord,

  And the broad day fell on his visage, and she knew she was there alone,

  And her heart was wrung with anguish and she uttered a weary moan:

  Then Brynhild laughed in the hall, and the first of men’s voices was that

  Since when on yester-even the kings in the high-seat had sat.
 

* * * * *
 

  In the house rose rumour and stir, and men stood up in the morn,

  And their hearts with doubt were shaken, as if with the Uttermost Horn:

  The cry and the calling spread, and shields clashed down from the wall,

  And swords in the chamber glittered, and men ran apace to the hall.

  Nor knew what man to question, nor who had tidings to give,

  Nor what were the days thenceforward wherein the folk should live.

  But ever the word is amongst them that Sigurd the Volsung is slain,

  And the spears in the hall were tossing as the rye in the windy plain.

  But they look aloft to the high-seat and they see the gleam of the gold:

  And Gunnar the King of battle, and Hogni wise and cold,

  And Brynhild the wonder of women; and her face is deadly pale,

  And the Kings are clad in their war-gear, and bared are the edges of bale.

  Then cold fear falleth upon them, but the noise and the clamour abate,

  And they look on the war-wise Gunnar and awhile for his word they wait;

  But e’en as he riseth above them, doth a shriek through the tumult ring;
 

  “Awake, O House of the Niblungs, for slain is Sigurd the King!”
 

  Then nothing faltered Gunnar, but he stood o’er the Niblung folk,

  And over the hall woe-stricken the words of pride he spoke:
 

  “Mourn now, O Niblung people, for gone is Sigurd our guest,

  And Guttorm the King is departed, and this is our day of unrest;

  But all this of the Norns was fore-ordered, and herein is Odin’s hand;

  Cast down are the mighty of men-folk, but the Niblung house shall stand:

  Mourn then today and tomorrow, but the third day waken and live,

  For the Gods died not this morning, and great gifts they have to give.”
 

  He spake and awhile was silence, and then did the cry outbreak,

  And many there were of the Earl-folk that wept for Sigurd’s sake;

  And they wept for their little children, and they wept for those unborn,

  Who should know the earth without him and the world of his worth forlorn.
 

* * * * *
 

  So rent is the joy of the Niblungs; and their simple days and fain

  From that ancient house are departed, and who shall buy them again?

  For he, the redeemer, the helper, the crown of all their worth,

  They looked upon him and wondered, they loved, and they thrust him forth.
 

Of the mighty Grief of Gudrun over Sigurd dead.
 

But as for the grief of Gudrun over Sigurd no man may tell it. Long

she lay on his body and spent herself in weeping, but at last she

arose and cursed Brynhild and Gunnar and all the Niblung house,

saying:
 

  “O hearken, hearken Gunnar! May the dear Gold drag thee adown,

  And Greyfell’s ruddy Burden, and the Treasure of renown,

  And the rings that ye swore the oath on! yea, if all avengers die,

  May Earth, that ye bade remember, on the blood of Sigurd cry!

  Be this land as waste as the troth-plight that the lips of fools have sworn!

  May it rain through this broken hall-roof, and snow on the hearth forlorn!

  And may no man draw anigh it to tell of the ruin and the wrack!

  Yea, may I be a mock for the idle if my feet come ever aback,

  If my heart think kind of the chambers, if mine eyes shall yearn to behold

  The fair-built house of my fathers, the house beloved of old!”
 

And therewith Gudrun fled forever from the Burg of the Niblungs, and

none dared hinder or follow her, and none knew whither she turned for

refuge.
 

Of the passing away of Brynhild.
 

  Once more on the morrow-morning fair shineth the glorious sun,

  And the Niblung children labour on a deed that shall be done.

  For out in the people’s meadows they raise a bale on high,

  The oak and the ash together, and thereon shall the Mighty lie;

  Nor gold nor steel shall be lacking, nor savour of sweet spice,

  Nor cloths in the Southlands woven, nor webs of untold price;

  The work grows, toil is as nothing; long blasts of the mighty horn

  From the topmost tower out-wailing o’er the woeful world are borne.
 

* * * * *
 

  But Brynhild cried to her maidens: “Now open ark and chest,

  And draw forth queenly raiment of the loveliest and the best,

  Red rings that the Dwarf-lords fashioned, fair cloths that queens have

   sewed,

  To array the bride for the mighty, and the traveller for the road.”
 

  They wept as they wrought her bidding and did on her goodliest gear;

  But she laughed mid the dainty linen, and the gold-rings fashioned fair:

  She arose from the bed of the Niblungs, and her face no more was wan;

  As a star in the dawn-tide heavens, mid the dusky house she shone:

  And they that stood about her, their hearts were raised aloft

  Amid their fear and wonder: then she spake them kind and soft:
 

  “Now give me the sword, O maidens, wherewith I sheared the wind

  When the Kings of Earth were gathered to know the Chooser’s mind.”
 

  All sheathed the maidens brought it, and feared the hidden blade,

  But the naked blue-white edges across her knees she laid,

  And spake: “The heaped-up riches, the gear my fathers left,

  All dear-bought woven wonders, all rings from battle reft,

  All goods of men desired, now strew them on the floor,

  And so share among you, maidens, the gifts of Brynhild’s store.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Then upright by the bed of the Niblungs for a moment doth she stand,

  And the blade flasheth bright in the chamber, but no more they hinder her

   hand

  Than if a God were smiting to rend the world in two:

  Then dulled are the glittering edges, and the bitter point cleaves through

  The breast of the all-wise Brynhild, and her feet from the pavement fail,

  And the sigh of her heart is hearkened mid the hush of the maidens’ wail.

  Chill, deep is the fear upon them, but they bring her aback to the bed,

  And her hand is yet on the hilts, and sidelong droopeth her head.
 

  Then there cometh a cry from withoutward, and Gunnar’s hurrying feet

  Are swift on the kingly threshold, and Brynhild’s blood they meet.

  Low down o’er the bed he hangeth and hearkeneth for her word,

  And her heavy lids are opened to look on the Niblung lord,

  And she saith:

           “I pray thee a prayer, the last word in the world I speak,

  That ye bear me forth to Sigurd, and the hand my hand would seek;

  The bale for the dead is builded, it is wrought full wide on the plain,

  It is raised for Earth’s best Helper, and thereon is room for twain:

  Ye have hung the shields about it, and the Southland hangings spread,

  There lay me adown by Sigurd and my head beside his head.”
 

* * * * *
 

  Then they took the body of Brynhild in the raiment that she wore,

  And out through the gate of the Niblungs the holy corpse they bore,

  And thence forth to the mead of the people, and the high-built shielded

   bale;

  Then afresh in the open meadows breaks forth the women’s wail

  When they see the bed of Sigurd and the glittering of his gear;

  And fresh is the wail of the people as Brynhild draweth anear,

  And the tidings go before her that for twain the bale is built,

  That for twain is the oak-wood shielded and the pleasant odours spilt.
 

  There is peace on the bale of Sigurd, and the Gods look down from on high,

  And they see the lids of the Volsung close shut against the sky,

  As he lies with his shield beside him in the Hauberk all of gold,

  That has not its like in the heavens, nor has earth of its fellow told;

  And forth from the Helm of Aweing are the sunbeams flashing wide,

  And the sheathed Wrath of Sigurd lies still by his mighty side.

  Then cometh an elder of days, a man of the ancient times,

  Who is long past sorrow and joy, and the steep of the bale he climbs;

  And he kneeleth down by Sigurd, and bareth the Wrath to the sun

  That the beams are gathered about it, and from hilt to blood-point run,

  And wide o’er the plain of the Niblungs doth the Light of the Branstock

   glare,

  Till the wondering mountain-shepherds on that star of noontide stare,

  And fear for many an evil; but the ancient man stands still

  With the war-flame on his shoulder, nor thinks of good or of ill,

  Till the feet of Brynhild’s bearers on the topmost bale are laid,

  And her bed is dight by Sigurd’s; then he sinks the pale white blade

  And lays it ‘twixt the sleepers, and leaves them there alone — 

  He, the last that shall ever behold them, — and his days are well nigh done.
 

  Then is silence over the plain; in the noon shine the torches pale

  As the best of the Niblung Earl-folk bear fire to the builded bale:

  Then a wind in the west ariseth, and the white flames leap on high,

  And with one voice crieth the people a great and mighty cry,

  And men cast up hands to the Heavens, and pray without a word,

  As they that have seen God’s visage, and the voice of the Father have heard.
 

  They are gone — the lovely, the mighty, the hope of the ancient Earth:

  It shall labour and bear the burden as before that day of their birth.
 

* * * * *
 

  Ye have heard of Sigurd aforetime, how the foes of God he slew;

  How forth from the darksome desert the Gold of the Waters he drew;

  How he wakened Love on the Mountain, and wakened Brynhild the Bright,

  And dwelt upon Earth for a season and shone in all men’s sight.

  Ye have heard of the Cloudy People, and the dimming of the day,

  And the latter world’s confusion, and Sigurd gone away.
 

THE END
 






  








GLOSSARY
 

ABBREVIATIONS: — n., noun; n., verb; cf., compare; e.g., for

example; p.t., past tense; p.p. past participle.
 

Abasement, casting down, defeat.
 

Acre-biders, peaceful workers in the fields as distinguished from

warriors who left their homes to go to war.
 

Amber, a yellow substance found on the shores of the Baltic Sea and

used from very early days as an ornament. The “southern men,” or

traders from the shores of the Mediterranean, came north to buy it.
 

Ark, a box for treasures.
 

Atwain, in two pieces, e.g. “The sword ... had smitten his body

atwain.”
 

Avail, n. power; n. to have power, to succeed.
 

Bale, disaster, destruction, death; a great pile of wood for

burning.
 

Balks, pieces of timber used to make a bridge.
 

Bane, destruction or a cause of destruction; often used to mean an

enemy or slayer, e.g. Sigurd’s sword is called “Fafnir’s bane,” and

in the old saga Sigurd himself had the title Fafnir’s-Bane.
 

Barter, to give in exchange for something else.
 

Bast, wrappings made of the soft inner bark of trees.
 

Bath of the swan, the sea.
 

Battle-acre, field of battle.
 

Beaker, a drinking cup.
 

Befall, happen.
 

Begrudge, to feel unwillingness in giving, to be displeased at

another’s success. Loki is called the World’s Begrudger, because he

liked to cause failure and unhappiness, and hated success in others.
 

Bench-cloths, coverings for seats.
 

Bent, a piece of high ground.
 

Betide, p.t. betided; p.p. betid; to happen, come to pass,

e.g. “What hath betid?”
 

Bickering, stormy, struggling.
 

Bide or abide, p.t. abode; p.p. abode; to remain, dwell
 

Bight, a bend or curve in a coast or river bank.
 

Bill, an axe with a long handle.
 

Blazoning, painting, especially the painting of coats of arms or of

records of valiant deeds.
 

Boar of Son. It was customary when making any solemn vows to lay the

hand or sword on a sacred boar called the Boar of Son or the Boar of

Atonement. The ceremony seems to have been also accompanied by

drinking a draught, called in this poem the Cup of Daring Promise, in

honour of one of the gods.
 

Boding, a misgiving, a feeling that evil is to come.
 

Bole, a tree-trunk.
 

Bows the acre’s face, bends the growing grain in a harvest-field.
 

Brand, a sword.
 

Bucklers, shields.
 

Burg, a town, a fortress.
 

Byrny, a coat of armour for back and breast, made of linked iron

rings.
 

Carles, peasants; a contemptuous word used for a man who is not a

warrior.
 

Change his life, die and pass from the life on earth to that in

Valhalla or Niflheim.
 

Chooser. One of the titles of Brynhild, as she was one of the

Valkyries or maidens whom Odin sent into battles to single out for

death the men he had chosen to be slain. Victory-Wafter is another

title of Brynhild, since she brought victory to those for whom it was

appointed and death to others.
 

Churl, a grudging, ungracious man.
 

Clave, p.p. of cleave, to pierce, hew, cut through.
 

Cloisters, a roofed passage running round a court-yard and open on

the side towards the court-yard.
 

Close, a field.
 

Cloud-wreath, the cloud that often gathers about the top of a high

mountain.
 

Compass, to contrive, accomplish.
 

Constrain, to force, to control and guide.
 

Coping, the topmost row of bricks in a wall, the top of a wall.
 

Craft, skill, knowledge of some particular art, a trade or

occupation, e.g. song-craft.
 

Cull, to choose, pick out.
 

Cup of Daring Promise, see Boar of Son.
 

Dais, a raised part of the floor at one end of a banquet hall, where

the principal persons sat.
 

Dastard, a coward.
 

Dawn-dusk, the twilight at dawn before the sun is fully risen.
 

Day of the Battle, Ragnarok, when the spirits of dead warriors

should join in the battle of the gods. “Day of Doom” has the same

meaning.
 

Dearth, want, famine, scarcity.
 

Deft, skilful, e.g. deft in every cunning.
 

Dight, made ready, prepared, e.g. war-dight, prepared for war.
 

Dole, n. a gift dealt out as charity; n. to measure out in small

portions, e.g. I doled out wisdom to thee.
 

Doom, n. a sentence, verdict, e.g. give righteous doom; n. to

condemn, to sentence. Doom-ring, a circle of stones or hazel poles

where kings heard complaints from their people and gave judgment.
 

Do on, put on; often shortened into “don”; cf. doff, which is

shortened from do off.
 

Door-wards, porters, door-keepers.
 

Dragons, the war-ships of the northern nations, which often had

their prows carved into a dragon’s head.
 

Dwindle, to grow less.
 

Edges of bale, the sword edges, which bring bale or destruction.
 

Egg, to urge on, to persuade to some deed, e.g. “Too much thou

eggest me.”
 

Eld, old age.
 

Endlong, length-ways, along. Endlong and athwart, along and

across.
 

Erewhile, some time ago, formerly.
 

Erne, an eagle.
 

Eyen, eyes; old plural of eye.
 

Fain, glad, willing, full of desire. Sometimes used as an adverb

meaning “willingly,” e.g. “They fain would go aland.”
 

Fair-speech-masters, men skilled in poetry. There were professional

singers and poets called skalds among the northern people, and the

power to make verses and to sing was cultivated among the mass of the

people and was fairly common.
 

Fallow, lying quiet, inactive, not bearing crops. The expression,

“fallow bondage,” means a bondage of sleep and idleness.
 

Fare, to travel. Sometimes when joined to adverbs it means to

prosper, e.g. to fare ill, to fare well, how does he fare?
 

Fashion, to make, to arrange. Regin hoped to be the world’s

“fashioning lord,” that is, the supreme king and orderer of all

things.
 

Fell-abiding folk, men who worked at home instead of going out to

battle.
 

Flame-blink, the flash of light from the fire round Brynhild’s home.
 

Flaw, defect, fault, e.g. “the hauberk ... clean wrought without a

flaw;” “the ring ... that hath ... no flaw for God to mend.” If used

of rain, it means a slight shower, e.g. “a flaw of summer rain,”
 

Fleck, spot, mark.
 

Foam-bow, the small rainbow seen in the spray from a waterfall.
 

Foil, n. defeat, failure; n. to defeat, to baffle.
 

Fold, a place for shutting up sheep. It is often used meaning any

dwelling-place, e.g. Fafnir’s abode is called “the lone destroyer’s

fold.”
 

Folk, people. It is often joined with other words, e.g. man-folk,

Goth-folk. Folk of the-war-wands forgers, are the race of dwarfs who

had great skill in the making of weapons.
 

Fond, used in Old English to mean “foolish,” or sometimes only to

give emphasis, as in the expression “thy fondest need,” meaning “thy

greatest need.”
 

Foot-hills, the lower hills round the base of a very high mountain.
 

Fore-ordained, settled by the will of the gods in early times.
 

Foster, to rear, to bring up a child, to care for, to shelter,

e.g. “Now would I foster Sigurd;” “the house that fostered me.”
 

Franklin, a well-to-do farmer, one who is not merely a hired

servant.
 

Freyia, the wife of Odin and chief of the goddesses.
 

Gainsay, to resist, to refuse a request.
 

Gaping Gap, a name given to the state of things that existed before

the world was made. There was supposed to have been an empty space

till Odin created the world of gods and men.
 

Garner, to gather up, to store up; sometimes, to reap.
 

Garth, an enclosure, a place from which things may be garnered,

e.g. “within the garth that it (the wall) girdeth.”
 

Gear, a word used with many meanings, as, dress, arms, possessions,

anything that a person has or uses, e.g. war-gear, all a man’s

armour and weapons; mail-gear, a man’s armour.
 

Gird, to tie round, to be all round, e.g. “The Wrath to his side

is girded;” “a wall doth he behold ... but within the garth that it

girdeth no work of man is set.”
 

Glaive, a sword.
 

God-home, Asgard.
 

Gold-bestrider, the name given to Sigurd by Giuki because he rode

with the treasure of gold upon his saddle. To bestride is to stand

over anything with one foot on each side.
 

Good-heart, kindly strength.
 

Goodlihead, a word of praise which is generally used to mean bodily

beauty, but sometimes to mean beauty of character.
 

Grovel, to crouch low on the ground.
 

Guest-fain, hospitable, ready to welcome guests.
 

Guile, cunning, cleverness used for an evil purpose.
 

Guise, appearance, kind, dress, e.g. “such was the guise of his

raiment;” “fair-clad in hunter’s guise.”
 

Halers of the hawsers, pullers of the ropes, i.e. seamen.
 

Hallow, to set apart for a solemn purpose, to make holy, e.g. I

hallow me to Odin for a leader of his host.
 

Hangings, tapestry, woven stuff on which pictures or figures of gods

and heroes were embroidered, used to decorate the walls of houses,

e.g. “The walls were strange and wondrous with noble stories told;”

“the gods on the hangings stirred.”
 

Harness, armour.
 

Hauberk, a breast-plate.
 

Heave, to rise and fall, sometimes merely to rise, e.g. “The doom ...

heaves up dim through the gloom.”
 

High-seat, the dais or chief seat where the master of a house and

his principal guests sat.
 

High-tide, time of festival.
 

Hindfell, the word means “deer-mountain,” since “fell” means any

hill, and “hind” is the word we still use for a deer.
 

Hireling, a servant.
 

Hist, to give attention, to listen.
 

Hithermost, nearest.
 

Hoard, a store. Generally used of a treasure which the owner keeps

selfishly, e.g. Fafnir’s wisdom is called “grudged and hoarded

wisdom,” and his gold the “heavy hoard.”
 

Hoenir, one of Odin’s sons; a wise and blameless god who, the others

believed, would return to reign over a new heaven and a new earth when

Ragnarok was past.
 

Holt, a woodland.
 

Hoppled, fettered.
 

Horse-fed, cropped by horses.
 

Horse-herd, keeper of horses. “Herd” means any keeper of animals,

and is generally joined with other words, e.g. shepherd, swine-herd.
 

Huddled, twisted together in a small space.
 

Intent, intention, purpose. In the passage, “For whom is the

blood-point whetted and the edge of thine intent?” the meaning is,

“Against whom is thy sword sharpened, and against whom is thy purpose

so keen?”
 

Kin, family, relations. Kin of the Wolf, Loki and his children,

one of whom was a monstrous wolf which was to fight against the gods

at Ragnarok.
 

Kine, cattle.
 

Kirtle, a long cloak.
 

Lack, loss, e.g. “He knew there was ruin and lack.” “The lack that

made him loth” is used to describe the ring of Andvari which he was

unwilling to give up with the rest of his treasure to Loki. n. “To

be without,” or, “to be found wanting.”
 

Lay, a song.
 

Lea, a meadow.
 

Leeches, doctors.
 

Lief, willing.
 

Lift, the arch of the sky overhead, the highest part of the sky.
 

Linden, the lime-tree.
 

Linked mail, armour made of rings linked together.
 

Lintel, the top of a doorway.
 

List, to wish, to choose.
 

Litten, lighted up; cf. red-litten, torch-litten.
 

Long-ships, ships of war.
 

Lore, learning, knowledge.
 

Loth, unwilling, grieved.
 

Mar, to spoil, disfigure.
 

Mark, boundary, borderland.
 

Masters of God-home, the gods of Asgard against whom the giants and

all foul monsters were constantly at war.
 

Mattock, a pick-axe.
 

Mead, a meadow.
 

Mew, a sea-gull.
 

Mid-mirk, thick darkness. Mirk, darkness.
 

Midward, prime, best days.
 

Midworld, the earth; the home of men as distinguished from Asgard,

the home of the gods, and Niflheim, the home of the dead.
 

Minish, to grow less.
 

Moon-wake, the long straight path of light made by the moon on

water.
 

Murder-churls, fierce and suspicious men ready to slay a guest.
 

Mute, dumb, silent.
 

Nether, lower.
 

Niggard, grudging, miserly, unproductive, e.g. the Glittering

Heath is called “niggard ground.”
 

Norns, the three maidens who decided the fates of gods and men.

Their names were Urd, Verdandi and Skuld, or Past, Present, and

Future, and they were more powerful than the gods themselves, e.g.

“Gone, forth is the will of the Norns, that abideth ever the same.”
 

Odin’s door, a warrior’s shield.
 

Odin’s Hall, Valhalla, to which went the souls of warriors slain in

battle.
 

Pall, a cloak of state; most commonly used in the expression “purple

and pall.”
 

Passing, very; used to give emphasis, e.g. “He loveth her passing

sore,” where both words are simply emphatic.
 

Peace-strings, the strings which tied a sword into its sheath when

it was not in use.
 

Peers, equals in age and rank.
 

People’s Praise. Odin, chief of the gods. “The death of the People’s

Praise” is Ragnarok, the time when Odin and all his fellow gods were

to be destroyed.
 

Purblind, dim-sighted. The syllable “pur” is a form of the word

pure, and gives emphasis to blind.
 

Purple, cloth dyed with a purple dye made from the murex, a

shell-fish found in the Mediterranean. The secret of making it was

known only to the “southern men” or Phoenician traders of Tyre and

Sidon.
 

Quarry, game, prey, the animal chased by a hunter.
 

Quell, to stop, make to cease.
 

Quicken, to rouse, bring to life.
 

Ravening, devouring, eager for prey; often used of wild animals.
 

Reck, to notice, care about.
 

Reek, smoke rising from a fire, or spray and mist from a waterfall,

e.g. “the reek of the falling flood;” “the heart of Fafnir ... sang

among the reek.”
 

Renown, fame, honour.
 

Rock-wall, mountain cliff.
 

Roof-tree, the topmost beam which forms the ridge of a roof.
 

Rue, to regret, to find a cause of woe.
 

Rumour, report, gossiping tale.
 

Rune, letter. The letters used in old Icelandic and similar

languages are called runic characters. When written letters were first

known in the north of Europe they were supposed to have magic powers,

and gradually the word “rune” came to mean any spell, or even any

wisdom which was beyond the ordinary knowledge of men.
 

Ruth, pity, regret, e.g. “Ruth arose in his heart;” “I have

hearkened not nor heeded the words of thy fear and thy ruth.”
 

Salutation, greeting.
 

Sate, satisfy to the full.
 

Scalds, the poets who recited poems or stories at feasts.
 

Scoff, an object of mockery.
 

Scored, carved, marked by lines cut deeply into a surface.
 

Sea-beast’s tooth, the tusks of the walrus.
 

Sea-mead, the wide surface of the sea. The word means sea-meadow.
 

Seethe, to bubble and move like boiling water.
 

Semblance, an appearance, outward show where there is no reality.
 

Serry, to crowd closely together.
 

Shards, broken fragments, e.g. “the shards of a glaive of battle.”
 

Shield-burg, a fortress built of shields. Burg means either a town,

a castle, or a fortress.
 

Shield-wall, the defence made by fighting men holding their shields

close together as they stand at bay.
 

Shift, n. a trick, cunning plan, e.g. “my cunning shifts;” n.

to contrive, be able, e.g. “the man whose heart and hand may shift,

To pluck it from the oak-wood.”
 

Shimmer, to gleam and change colour as the light alters.
 

Skerry, a rocky island near the coast.
 

Slaked, cooled, put out; used of anything that has been burning and

is now grown cold.
 

Sleight, cunning, trickery. Loki is called “the Master of Sleight”

because of his skill in deceit.
 

Sleipnir, Odin’s horse. It was grey, had eight feet, and could carry

him over sea and land, and could also fly through the air.
 

Slot, the track left by a wild animal.
 

Sloth, idleness.
 

Smithy, to do the work of a smith, forge weapons.
 

Sooth, truth.
 

Sore, very much. It is generally used about things which are evil or

painful, but sometimes only to give emphasis, e.g. “amber that the

southern men love sore.”
 

Spear-hedge, the bristling spears of an army in battle; cf.

battle-wood, spear-wood.
 

Spell-drenched, stupefied or overwhelmed by magic.
 

Sphere-stream, the space beyond the air of this world, in which the

planets or spheres move on their courses.
 

Stark, stiff, hard, severe.
 

Staunch, steadfast, unchanging.
 

Stead, n. a place; it is often joined to other words, e.g.

hall-stead, a hall or the place where a hall has been, as in the

sentence, “I went to the pillared hall-stead;” n. stead or

bestead, to serve, to aid, e.g. “to stead me in the fight.”
 

Steadfast, unchanging, faithful, unmoved.
 

Stithy, a blacksmith’s forge.
 

Strait, narrow, cramped.
 

Stripling, a young man just grown up; cf. youngling.
 

Sunder, to separate, e.g. “We wend on the sundering ways.”
 

Sun-dog, a bright spot like a faint image of the sun, seen near it

in cloudy weather.
 

Swaddling, anything that wraps or enfolds, e.g. the coils of

Fafnir passing over Sigurd in the pit are called “the swaddling of

death.”
 

Swart-haired, dark-haired.
 

Swathe, the long line of mown corn behind a reaper; cf. “swathes

of the sword,” i.e. heaps of dead in battle.
 

Targe, a shield.
 

Tarry, to wait, to linger, e.g. “Tarry till I say a word.”
 

Thrall, a slave, “short-lived thralls of the gods,” mortal men,

not dwarfs or giants.
 

Tide, time, e.g. “the tide when my father fell;” “the night-tide.”
 

Tiles of Odin, war shields, so called because Odin was god of war.
 

Tiller, the handle of the rudder which steers a ship.
 

Toils, snares, fetters.
 

To-morn, tomorrow morning.
 

Train, to entice, bring by trickery.
 

Tree-hole, tree-trunk.
 

Troth, a promise, generally a promise of marriage.
 

Troth-plight, promised in marriage.
 

Trow, to believe.
 

Twi-bill, an axe with a double-edged blade. It was the weapon which

Odin carried when he appeared to men.
 

Unbitted, never taught to obey the bit, not broken in.
 

Unholpen, unhelped. Holpen is the old form of the p.p. helped.
 

Unstable, changeable, not lasting.
 

Uttermost horn, the signal for Ragnarok. It was believed that

Heimdall, one of the gods who guarded a bridge called Bifrost between

Asgard and the earth, would blow a blast on his horn which would be

the sign for the beginning of the great battle between the gods and

the powers of evil.
 

Venom, poison.
 

Wall-nook, an opening or bend in a wall.
 

Wallow, to roll about upon the ground, e.g. “Fafnir, the wallower

on the gold.”
 

Wan, pale, pinched with suffering.
 

Wane, to fade away, grow dim.
 

Warding-walls, guarding-walls. “Warding walls of death,” man’s

armour that keeps death from him.
 

Wards, keepers, e.g. door-wards; cf. warden. Fafnir is called

“the gold-warden.”
 

War-wand, a sword.
 

Wary, careful, ever on the watch.
 

Waste, to destroy, to sweep away, e.g. Sigurd is said to “waste

every wrong.”
 

Waxen, grown, become.
 

Weal, happiness, good-fortune.
 

Wedge-array, an arrangement of fighting men in which they stood

close together in the form of a triangle.
 

Weed, dress.
 

Well up, to rise as a spring bubbles out of the ground; used of

feelings with the meaning “to arise and grow strong,” e.g. “Wrath in

his heart wells up.”
 

Welter, the toss and ripple of the sea-waves.
 

Wend, to go.
 

Whetted, stirred up, made sharp or eager, e.g. “the whetted

Wrath.”
 

Whileome, in the past, once upon a time.
 

Whiles, from time to time.
 

Whit, a very small particle, a trifle, e.g. never a whit, no whit.
 

Wight, a man, a creature, e.g. sea-wights, great sea-monsters.
 

Wise, way, manner, after the fashion of.
 

Witch-wife, witch. Wife here means woman.
 

Wold, a hill; often used to mean open country.
 

Wood-craft, knowledge of the woods and of all creatures in them,

e.g. “His wood-craft waxed so great, that he seemed the king of the

creatures.”
 

Wot, to know.
 

Wrack, strife, destruction, ruins. Wrack of a mighty battle, the

dead left on the field.
 

Wrights, workmen, makers.
 

Writhen, bent, twisted out of shape, e.g. “Writhen and foul were

the hands that made it glorious.”
 

Written spear, a spear carved with letters or words.
 

Yearn, to long, to feel tenderness towards, e.g. “My heart to him

doth yearn.”
 

Yore, long ago; generally used in the expression “of yore,”
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THE MESSAGE OF THE MARCH WIND
 

Fair now is the springtide, now earth lies beholding

   With the eyes of a lover the face of the sun;
 Long lasteth the daylight, and hope is enfolding

   The green-growing acres with increase begun.
 

Now sweet, sweet it is through the land to be straying

   Mid the birds and the blossoms and the beasts of the field;
 Love mingles with love, and no evil is weighing

   On thy heart or mine, where all sorrow is healed.
 

From township to township, o’er down and by tillage

   Far, far have we wandered and long was the day,
 But now cometh eve at the end of the village,

   Where over the grey wall the church riseth grey.
 

There is wind in the twilight; in the white road before us

   The straw from the ox-yard is blowing about;
 The moon’s rim is rising, a star glitters o’er us,

   And the vane on the spire-top is swinging in doubt.
 

Down there dips the highway, toward the bridge crossing over

   The brook that runs on to the Thames and the sea.
 Draw closer, my sweet, we are lover and lover;

   This eve art thou given to gladness and me.
 

Shall we be glad always?  Come closer and hearken:

   Three fields further on, as they told me down there,
 When the young moon has set, if the March sky should darken,

   We might see from the hill-top the great city’s glare.
 

Hark, the wind in the elm-boughs!  From London it bloweth,

   And telling of gold, and of hope and unrest;
 Of power that helps not; of wisdom that knoweth,

   But teacheth not aught of the worst and the best.
 

Of the rich men it telleth, and strange is the story

   How they have, and they hanker, and grip far and wide;
 And they live and they die, and the earth and its glory

   Has been but a burden they scarce might abide.
 

Hark! the March wind again of a people is telling;

   Of the life that they live there, so haggard and grim,
 That if we and our love amidst them had been dwelling

   My fondness had faltered, thy beauty grown dim.
 

This land we have loved in our love and our leisure

   For them hangs in heaven, high out of their reach;
 The wide hills o’er the sea-plain for them have no pleasure,

   The grey homes of their fathers no story to teach.
 

The singers have sung and the builders have builded,

   The painters have fashioned their tales of delight;
 For what and for whom hath the world’s book been gilded,

   When all is for these but the blackness of night?
 

How long and for what is their patience abiding?

   How oft and how oft shall their story be told,
 While the hope that none seeketh in darkness is hiding

   And in grief and in sorrow the world groweth old?
 

 

Come back to the inn, love, and the lights and the fire,

   And the fiddler’s old tune and the shuffling of feet;
 For there in a while shall be rest and desire,

   And there shall the morrow’s uprising be sweet.
 

Yet, love, as we wend the wind bloweth behind us

   And beareth the last tale it telleth to-night,
 How here in the spring-tide the message shall find us;

   For the hope that none seeketh is coming to light.
 

Like the seed of midwinter, unheeded, unperished,

   Like the autumn-sown wheat ‘neath the snow lying green,
 Like the love that o’ertook us, unawares and uncherished,

   Like the babe ‘neath thy girdle that groweth unseen,
 

So the hope of the people now buddeth and groweth — 

   Rest fadeth before it, and blindness and fear;
 It biddeth us learn all the wisdom it knoweth;

   It hath found us and held us, and biddeth us hear:
 

For it beareth the message: “Rise up on the morrow

   And go on your ways toward the doubt and the strife;
 Join hope to our hope and blend sorrow with sorrow,

   And seek for men’s love in the short days of life.”
 

But lo, the old inn, and the lights and the fire,

   And the fiddler’s old tune and the shuffling of feet;
 Soon for us shall be quiet and rest and desire,

   And to-morrow’s uprising to deeds shall be sweet.
 






  








THE BRIDGE AND THE STREET
 

In the midst of the bridge there we stopped and we wondered

   In London at last, and the moon going down,
 All sullied and red where the mast-wood was sundered

   By the void of the night-mist, the breath of the town.
 

On each side lay the City, and Thames ran between it

   Dark, struggling, unheard ‘neath the wheels and the feet.
 A strange dream it was that we ever had seen it,

   And strange was the hope we had wandered to meet.
 

Was all nought but confusion?  What man and what master

   Had each of these people that hastened along?
 Like a flood flowed the faces, and faster and faster

   Went the drift of the feet of the hurrying throng.
 

Till all these seemed but one thing, and we twain another,

   A thing frail and feeble and young and unknown;
 What sign mid all these to tell foeman from brother?

   What sign of the hope in our hearts that had grown?
 

 

We went to our lodging afar from the river,

   And slept and forgot — and remembered in dreams;
 And friends that I knew not I strove to deliver

   From a crowd that swept o’er us in measureless streams,
 

Wending whither I knew not: till meseemed I was waking

   To the first night in London, and lay by my love,
 And she worn and changed, and my very heart aching

   With a terror of soul that forbade me to move.
 

Till I woke, in good sooth, and she lay there beside me,

   Fresh, lovely in sleep; but awhile yet I lay,
 For the fear of the dream-tide yet seemed to abide me

   In the cold and sad time ere the dawn of the day.
 

Then I went to the window, and saw down below me

   The market-wains wending adown the dim street,
 And the scent of the hay and the herbs seemed to know me,

   And seek out my heart the dawn’s sorrow to meet.
 

They passed, and day grew, and with pitiless faces

   The dull houses stared on the prey they had trapped;
 ’Twas as though they had slain all the fair morning places

   Where in love and in leisure our joyance had happed.
 

My heart sank; I murmured, “What’s this we are doing

   In this grim net of London, this prison built stark
 With the greed of the ages, our young lives pursuing

   A phantom that leads but to death in the dark?”
 

Day grew, and no longer was dusk with it striving,

   And now here and there a few people went by.
 As an image of what was once eager and living

   Seemed the hope that had led us to live or to die.
 

Yet nought else seemed happy; the past and its pleasure

   Was light, and unworthy, had been and was gone;
 If hope had deceived us, if hid were its treasure,

   Nought now would be left us of all life had won.
 

 

O love, stand beside me; the sun is uprisen

   On the first day of London; and shame hath been here.
 For I saw our new life like the bars of a prison,

   And hope grew a-cold, and I parleyed with fear.
 

Ah!  I sadden thy face, and thy grey eyes are chiding!

   Yea, but life is no longer as stories of yore;
 From us from henceforth no fair words shall be hiding

   The nights of the wretched, the days of the poor.
 

Time was we have grieved, we have feared, we have faltered,

   For ourselves, for each other, while yet we were twain;
 And no whit of the world by our sorrow was altered,

   Our faintness grieved nothing, our fear was in vain.
 

Now our fear and our faintness, our sorrow, our passion,

   We shall feel all henceforth as we felt it erewhile;
 But now from all this the due deeds we shall fashion

   Of the eyes without blindness, the heart without guile.
 

Let us grieve then — and help every soul in our sorrow;

   Let us fear — and press forward where few dare to go;
 Let us falter in hope — and plan deeds for the morrow,

   The world crowned with freedom, the fall of the foe.
 

As the soldier who goes from his homestead a-weeping,

   And whose mouth yet remembers his sweetheart’s embrace,
 While all round about him the bullets are sweeping,

   But stern and stout-hearted dies there in his place;
 

Yea, so let our lives be! e’en such that hereafter,

   When the battle is won and the story is told,
 Our pain shall be hid, and remembered our laughter,

   And our names shall be those of the bright and the bold.
 

Note. — This section had the following note in The Commonweal.  It is the intention of the author to follow the fortunes of the lovers who in the “Message of the March Wind” were already touched by sympathy with the cause of the people.






  








SENDING TO THE WAR
 

It was down in our far-off village that we heard of the war begun,
 But none of the neighbours were in it save the squire’s thick-lipped son,
 A youth and a fool and a captain, who came and went away,
 And left me glad of his going.  There was little for us to say
 Of the war and its why and wherefore — and we said it often enough;
 The papers gave us our wisdom, and we used it up in the rough.
 But I held my peace and wondered; for I thought of the folly of men,
 The fair lives ruined and broken that ne’er could be mended again;
 And the tale by lies bewildered, and no cause for a man to choose;
 Nothing to curse or to bless — just a game to win or to lose.
 

But here were the streets of London — strife stalking wide in the world;
 And the flag of an ancient people to the battle-breeze unfurled.
 And who was helping or heeding?  The gaudy shops displayed
 The toys of rich men’s folly, by blinded labour made;
 And still from naught to nothing the bright-skinned horses drew
 Dull men and sleek-faced women with never a deed to do;
 While all about and around them the street-flood ebbed and flowed,
 Worn feet, grey anxious faces, grey backs bowed ‘neath the load.
 Lo the sons of an ancient people!  And for this they fought and fell
 In the days by fame made glorious, in the tale that singers tell.
 

We two we stood in the street in the midst of a mighty crowd,
 The sound of its mingled murmur in the heavens above was loud,
 And earth was foul with its squalor — that stream of every day,
 The hurrying feet of labour, the faces worn and grey,
 Were a sore and grievous sight, and enough and to spare had I seen
 Of hard and pinching want midst our quiet fields and green;
 But all was nothing to this, the London holiday throng.
 Dull and with hang-dog gait they stood or shuffled along,
 While the stench from the lairs they had lain in last night went up in the wind,
 And poisoned the sun-lit spring: no story men can find
 Is fit for the tale of their lives; no word that man hath made
 Can tell the hue of their faces, or their rags by filth o’er-laid:
 For this hath our age invented — these are the sons of the free,
 Who shall bear our name triumphant o’er every land and sea.
 Read ye their souls in their faces, and what shall help you there?
 Joyless, hopeless, shameless, angerless, set is their stare:
 This is the thing we have made, and what shall help us now,
 For the field hath been laboured and tilled and the teeth of the dragon shall grow.
 

But why are they gathered together? what is this crowd in the street?
 This is a holiday morning, though here and there we meet
 The hurrying tradesman’s broadcloth, or the workman’s basket of tools.
 Men say that at last we are rending the snares of knaves and fools;
 That a cry from the heart of the nation against the foe is hurled,
 And the flag of an ancient people to the battle-breeze unfurled.
 The soldiers are off to the war, we are here to see the sight,
 And all our griefs shall be hidden by the thought of our country’s might.
 ’Tis the ordered anger of England and her hope for the good of the Earth
 That we to-day are speeding, and many a gift of worth
 Shall follow the brand and the bullet, and our wrath shall be no curse,
 But a blessing of life to the helpless — unless we are liars and worse — 
 And these that we see are the senders; these are they that speed
 The dread and the blessing of England to help the world at its need.
 

Sick unto death was my hope, and I turned and looked on my dear,
 And beheld her frightened wonder, and her grief without a tear,
 And knew how her thought was mine — when, hark! o’er the hubbub and noise,
 Faint and a long way off, the music’s measured voice,
 And the crowd was swaying and swaying, and somehow, I knew not why,
 A dream came into my heart of deliverance drawing anigh.
 Then with roll and thunder of drums grew the music louder and loud,
 And the whole street tumbled and surged, and cleft was the holiday crowd,
 Till two walls of faces and rags lined either side of the way.
 Then clamour of shouts rose upward, as bright and glittering gay
 Came the voiceful brass of the band, and my heart beat fast and fast,
 For the river of steel came on, and the wrath of England passed
 Through the want and the woe of the town, and strange and wild was my thought,
 And my clenched hands wandered about as though a weapon they sought.
 

Hubbub and din was behind them, and the shuffling haggard throng,
 Wandering aimless about, tangled the street for long;
 But the shouts and the rhythmic noise we still heard far away,
 And my dream was become a picture of the deeds of another day.
 Far and far was I borne, away o’er the years to come,
 And again was the ordered march, and the thunder of the drum,
 And the bickering points of steel, and the horses shifting about
 ‘Neath the flashing swords of the captains — then the silence after the shout — 
 Sun and wind in the street, familiar things made clear,
 Made strange by the breathless waiting for the deeds that are drawing anear.
 For woe had grown into will, and wrath was bared of its sheath,
 And stark in the streets of London stood the crop of the dragon’s teeth.
 Where then in my dream were the poor and the wall of faces wan?
 Here and here by my side, shoulder to shoulder of man,
 Hope in the simple folk, hope in the hearts of the wise,
 For the happy life to follow, or death and the ending of lies,
 Hope is awake in the faces angerless now no more,
 Till the new peace dawn on the world, the fruit of the people’s war.
 

War in the world abroad a thousand leagues away,
 While custom’s wheel goes round and day devoureth day.
 Peace at home! — what peace, while the rich man’s mill is strife,
 And the poor is the grist that he grindeth, and life devoureth life?
 






  








MOTHER AND SON
 

Now sleeps the land of houses, and dead night holds the street,
 And there thou liest, my baby, and sleepest soft and sweet;
 My man is away for awhile, but safe and alone we lie;
 And none heareth thy breath but thy mother, and the moon looking down from the sky
 On the weary waste of the town, as it looked on the grass-edged road
 Still warm with yesterday’s sun, when I left my old abode,
 Hand in hand with my love, that night of all nights in the year;
 When the river of love o’erflowed and drowned all doubt and fear,
 And we two were alone in the world, and once, if never again,
 We knew of the secret of earth and the tale of its labour and pain.
 

Lo amidst London I lift thee, and how little and light thou art,
 And thou without hope or fear, thou fear and hope of my heart!
 Lo here thy body beginning, O son, and thy soul and thy life;
 But how will it be if thou livest, and enterest into the strife,
 And in love we dwell together when the man is grown in thee,
 When thy sweet speech I shall hearken, and yet ‘twixt thee and me
 Shall rise that wall of distance, that round each one doth grow,
 And maketh it hard and bitter each other’s thought to know?
 Now, therefore, while yet thou art little and hast no thought of thine own,
 I will tell thee a word of the world, of the hope whence thou hast grown,
 

Of the love that once begat thee, of the sorrow that hath made
 Thy little heart of hunger, and thy hands on my bosom laid.
 Then mayst thou remember hereafter, as whiles when people say
 All this hath happened before in the life of another day;
 So mayst thou dimly remember this tale of thy mother’s voice,
 As oft in the calm of dawning I have heard the birds rejoice,
 As oft I have heard the storm-wind go moaning through the wood,
 And I knew that earth was speaking, and the mother’s voice was good.
 

Now, to thee alone will I tell it that thy mother’s body is fair,
 In the guise of the country maidens who play with the sun and the air,
 Who have stood in the row of the reapers in the August afternoon,
 Who have sat by the frozen water in the highday of the moon,
 When the lights of the Christmas feasting were dead in the house on the hill,
 And the wild geese gone to the salt marsh had left the winter still.
 Yea, I am fair, my firstling; if thou couldst but remember me!
 The hair that thy small hand clutcheth is a goodly sight to see;
 I am true, but my face is a snare; soft and deep are my eyes,
 And they seem for men’s beguiling fulfilled with the dreams of the wise.
 Kind are my lips, and they look as though my soul had learned
 Deep things I have never heard of.  My face and my hands are burned
 By the lovely sun of the acres; three months of London-town
 And thy birth-bed have bleached them indeed— “But lo, where the edge of the gown”
 (So said thy father one day) “parteth the wrist white as curd
 From the brown of the hands that I love, bright as the wing of a bird.”
 

Such is thy mother, O firstling, yet strong as the maidens of old,
 Whose spears and whose swords were the warders of homestead, of field and of fold.
 Oft were my feet on the highway, often they wearied the grass;
 From dusk unto dusk of the summer three times in a week would I pass
 To the downs from the house on the river through the waves of the blossoming corn.
 Fair then I lay down in the even, and fresh I arose on the morn,
 And scarce in the noon was I weary.  Ah, son, in the days of thy strife,
 If thy soul could harbour a dream of the blossom of my life!
 It would be as sunlit meadows beheld from a tossing sea,
 And thy soul should look on a vision of the peace that is to be.
 

Yet, yet the tears on my cheek!  And what is this doth move
 My heart to thy heart, beloved, save the flood of yearning love?
 For fair and fierce is thy father, and soft and strange are his eyes
 That look on the days that shall be with the hope of the brave and the wise.
 It was many a day that we laughed as over the meadows we walked,
 And many a day I hearkened and the pictures came as he talked;
 It was many a day that we longed, and we lingered late at eve
 Ere speech from speech was sundered, and my hand his hand could leave.
 Then I wept when I was alone, and I longed till the daylight came;
 And down the stairs I stole, and there was our housekeeping dame
 (No mother of me, the foundling) kindling the fire betimes
 Ere the haymaking folk went forth to the meadows down by the limes;
 All things I saw at a glance; the quickening fire-tongues leapt
 Through the crackling heap of sticks, and the sweet smoke up from it crept,
 And close to the very hearth the low sun flooded the floor,
 And the cat and her kittens played in the sun by the open door.
 The garden was fair in the morning, and there in the road he stood
 Beyond the crimson daisies and the bush of southernwood.
 Then side by side together through the grey-walled place we went,
 And O the fear departed, and the rest and sweet content!
 

Son, sorrow and wisdom he taught me, and sore I grieved and learned
 As we twain grew into one; and the heart within me burned
 With the very hopes of his heart.  Ah, son, it is piteous,
 But never again in my life shall I dare to speak to thee thus;
 So may these lonely words about thee creep and cling,
 These words of the lonely night in the days of our wayfaring.
 Many a child of woman to-night is born in the town,
 The desert of folly and wrong; and of what and whence are they grown?
 Many and many an one of wont and use is born;
 For a husband is taken to bed as a hat or a ribbon is worn.
 Prudence begets her thousands: “Good is a housekeeper’s life,
 So shall I sell my body that I may be matron and wife.”
 “And I shall endure foul wedlock and bear the children of need.”
 Some are there born of hate — many the children of greed.
 “I, I too can be wedded, though thou my love hast got.”
 “I am fair and hard of heart, and riches shall be my lot.”
 And all these are the good and the happy, on whom the world dawns fair.
 O son, when wilt thou learn of those that are born of despair,
 As the fabled mud of the Nile that quickens under the sun
 With a growth of creeping things, half dead when just begun?
 E’en such is the care of Nature that man should never die,
 Though she breed of the fools of the earth, and the dregs of the city sty.
 But thou, O son, O son, of very love wert born,
 When our hope fulfilled bred hope, and fear was a folly outworn;
 On the eve of the toil and the battle all sorrow and grief we weighed,
 We hoped and we were not ashamed, we knew and we were not afraid.
 

Now waneth the night and the moon — ah, son, it is piteous
 That never again in my life shall I dare to speak to thee thus.
 But sure from the wise and the simple shall the mighty come to birth;
 And fair were my fate, beloved, if I be yet on the earth
 When the world is awaken at last, and from mouth to mouth they tell
 Of thy love and thy deeds and thy valour, and thy hope that nought can quell.
 






  








NEW BIRTH
 

It was twenty-five years ago that I lay in my mother’s lap
 New born to life, nor knowing one whit of all that should hap:
 That day was I won from nothing to the world of struggle and pain,
 Twenty-five years ago — and to-night am I born again.
 

I look and behold the days of the years that are passed away,
 And my soul is full of their wealth, for oft were they blithe and gay
 As the hours of bird and of beast: they have made me calm and strong
 To wade the stream of confusion, the river of grief and wrong.
 

A rich man was my father, but he skulked ere I was born,
 And gave my mother money, but left her life to scorn;
 And we dwelt alone in our village: I knew not my mother’s “shame,”
 But her love and her wisdom I knew till death and the parting came.
 Then a lawyer paid me money, and I lived awhile at a school,
 And learned the lore of the ancients, and how the knave and the fool
 Have been mostly the masters of earth: yet the earth seemed fair and good
 With the wealth of field and homestead, and garden and river and wood;
 And I was glad amidst it, and little of evil I knew
 As I did in sport and pastime such deeds as a youth might do,
 Who deems he shall live for ever.  Till at last it befel on a day
 That I came across our Frenchman at the edge of the new-mown hay,
 A-fishing as he was wont, alone as he always was;
 So I helped the dark old man to bring a chub to grass,
 And somehow he knew of my birth, and somehow we came to be friends,
 Till he got to telling me chapters of the tale that never ends;
 The battle of grief and hope with riches and folly and wrong.
 He told how the weak conspire, he told of the fear of the strong;
 He told of dreams grown deeds, deeds done ere time was ripe,
 Of hope that melted in air like the smoke of his evening pipe;
 Of the fight long after hope in the teeth of all despair;
 Of battle and prison and death, of life stripped naked and bare.
 But to me it all seemed happy, for I gilded all with the gold
 Of youth that believes not in death, nor knoweth of hope grown cold.
 I hearkened and learned, and longed with a longing that had no name,
 Till I went my ways to our village and again departure came.
 

Wide now the world was grown, and I saw things clear and grim,
 That awhile agone smiled on me from the dream-mist doubtful and dim.
 I knew that the poor were poor, and had no heart or hope;
 And I knew that I was nothing with the least of evils to cope;
 So I thought the thoughts of a man, and I fell into bitter mood,
 Wherein, except as a picture, there was nought on the earth that was good;
 Till I met the woman I love, and she asked, as folk ask of the wise,
 Of the root and meaning of things that she saw in the world of lies.
 I told her all I knew, and the tale told lifted the load
 That made me less than a man; and she set my feet on the road.
 

So we left our pleasure behind to seek for hope and for life,
 And to London we came, if perchance there smouldered the embers of strife
 Such as our Frenchman had told of; and I wrote to him to ask
 If he would be our master, and set the learners their task.
 But “dead” was the word on the letter when it came back to me,
 And all that we saw henceforward with our own eyes must we see.
 So we looked and wondered and sickened; not for ourselves indeed:
 My father by now had died, but he left enough for my need;
 And besides, away in our village the joiner’s craft had I learned,
 And I worked as other men work, and money and wisdom I earned.
 Yet little from day to day in street or workshop I met
 To nourish the plant of hope that deep in my heart had been set.
 The life of the poor we learned, and to me there was nothing new
 In their day of little deeds that ever deathward drew.
 But new was the horror of London that went on all the while
 That rich men played at their ease for name and fame to beguile
 The days of their empty lives, and praised the deeds they did,
 As though they had fashioned the earth and found out the sun long hid;
 Though some of them busied themselves from hopeless day to day
 With the lives of the slaves of the rich and the hell wherein they lay.
 They wrought meseems as those who should make a bargain with hell,
 That it grow a little cooler, and thus for ever to dwell.
 

So passed the world on its ways, and weary with waiting we were.
 Men ate and drank and married; no wild cry smote the air,
 No great crowd ran together to greet the day of doom;
 And ever more and more seemed the town like a monstrous tomb
 To us, the Pilgrims of Hope, until to-night it came,
 And Hope on the stones of the street is written in letters of flame.
 

This is how it befel: a workmate of mine had heard
 Some bitter speech in my mouth, and he took me up at the word,
 And said: “Come over to-morrow to our Radical spouting-place;
 For there, if we hear nothing new, at least we shall see a new face;
 He is one of those Communist chaps, and ’tis like that you two may agree.”
 So we went, and the street was as dull and as common as aught you could see;
 Dull and dirty the room.  Just over the chairman’s chair
 Was a bust, a Quaker’s face with nose cocked up in the air;
 There were common prints on the wall of the heads of the party fray,
 And Mazzini dark and lean amidst them gone astray.
 Some thirty men we were of the kind that I knew full well,
 Listless, rubbed down to the type of our easy-going hell.
 My heart sank down as I entered, and wearily there I sat
 While the chairman strove to end his maunder of this and of that.
 And partly shy he seemed, and partly indeed ashamed
 Of the grizzled man beside him as his name to us he named.
 He rose, thickset and short, and dressed in shabby blue,
 And even as he began it seemed as though I knew
 The thing he was going to say, though I never heard it before.
 He spoke, were it well, were it ill, as though a message he bore,
 A word that he could not refrain from many a million of men.
 Nor aught seemed the sordid room and the few that were listening then
 Save the hall of the labouring earth and the world which was to be.
 Bitter to many the message, but sweet indeed unto me,
 Of man without a master, and earth without a strife,
 And every soul rejoicing in the sweet and bitter of life:
 Of peace and good-will he told, and I knew that in faith he spake,
 But his words were my very thoughts, and I saw the battle awake,
 And I followed from end to end; and triumph grew in my heart
 As he called on each that heard him to arise and play his part
 In the tale of the new-told gospel, lest as slaves they should live and die.
 

He ceased, and I thought the hearers would rise up with one cry,
 And bid him straight enrol them; but they, they applauded indeed,
 For the man was grown full eager, and had made them hearken and heed:
 But they sat and made no sign, and two of the glibber kind
 Stood up to jeer and to carp his fiery words to blind.
 I did not listen to them, but failed not his voice to hear
 When he rose to answer the carpers, striving to make more clear
 That which was clear already; not overwell, I knew,
 He answered the sneers and the silence, so hot and eager he grew;
 But my hope full well he answered, and when he called again
 On men to band together lest they live and die in vain,
 In fear lest he should escape me, I rose ere the meeting was done,
 And gave him my name and my faith — and I was the only one.
 He smiled as he heard the jeers, and there was a shake of the hand,
 He spoke like a friend long known; and lo! I was one of the band.
 

And now the streets seem gay and the high stars glittering bright;
 And for me, I sing amongst them, for my heart is full and light.
 I see the deeds to be done and the day to come on the earth,
 And riches vanished away and sorrow turned to mirth;
 I see the city squalor and the country stupor gone.
 And we a part of it all — we twain no longer alone
 In the days to come of the pleasure, in the days that are of the fight — 
 I was born once long ago: I am born again to-night.
 






  








THE NEW PROLETARIAN
 

How near to the goal are we now, and what shall we live to behold?
 Will it come a day of surprise to the best of the hopeful and bold?
 Shall the sun arise some morning and see men falling to work,
 Smiling and loving their lives, not fearing the ill that may lurk
 In every house on their road, in the very ground that they tread?
 Shall the sun see famine slain, and the fear of children dead?
 Shall he look adown on men set free from the burden of care,
 And the earth grown like to himself, so comely, clean and fair?
 Or else will it linger and loiter, till hope deferred hath spoiled
 All bloom of the life of man — yea, the day for which we have toiled?
 Till our hearts be turned to stone by the griefs that we have borne,
 And our loving kindness seared by love from our anguish torn.
 Till our hope grow a wrathful fire, and the light of the second birth
 Be a flame to burn up the weeds from the lean impoverished earth.
 

What’s this?  Meseems it was but a little while ago
 When the merest sparkle of hope set all my heart aglow!
 The hope of the day was enough; but now ’tis the very day
 That wearies my hope with longing.  What’s changed or gone away?
 Or what is it drags at my heart-strings? — is it aught save the coward’s fear?
 In this little room where I sit is all that I hold most dear — 
 My love, and the love we have fashioned, my wife and the little lad.
 Yet the four walls look upon us with other eyes than they had,
 For indeed a thing hath happened.  Last week at my craft I worked,
 Lest oft in the grey of the morning my heart should tell me I shirked;
 But to-day I work for us three, lest he and she and I
 In the mud of the street should draggle till we come to the workhouse or die.
 

Not long to tell is the story, for, as I told you before,
 A lawyer paid me the money which came from my father’s store.
 Well, now the lawyer is dead, and a curious tangle of theft,
 It seems, is what he has lived by, and none of my money is left.
 So I who have worked for my pleasure now work for utter need:
 In “the noble army of labour” I now am a soldier indeed.
 

“You are young, you belong to the class that you love,” saith the rich man’s sneer;
 “Work on with your class and be thankful.”  All that I hearken to hear,
 Nor heed the laughter much; have patience a little while,
 I will tell you what’s in my heart, nor hide a jot by guile.
 When I worked pretty much for my pleasure I really worked with a will,
 It was well and workmanlike done, and my fellows knew my skill,
 And deemed me one of themselves though they called me gentleman Dick,
 Since they knew I had some money; but now that to work I must stick,
 Or fall into utter ruin, there’s something gone, I find;
 The work goes, cleared is the job, but there’s something left behind;
 I take up fear with my chisel, fear lies ‘twixt me and my plane,
 And I wake in the merry morning to a new unwonted pain.
 That’s fear: I shall live it down — and many a thing besides
 Till I win the poor dulled heart which the workman’s jacket hides.
 Were it not for the Hope of Hopes I know my journey’s end,
 And would wish I had ne’er been born the weary way to wend.
 

Now further, well you may think we have lived no gentleman’s life,
 My wife is my servant, and I am the servant of my wife,
 And we make no work for each other; but country folk we were,
 And she sickened sore for the grass and the breath of the fragrant air
 That had made her lovely and strong; and so up here we came
 To the northern slopes of the town to live with a country dame,
 Who can talk of the field-folks’ ways: not one of the newest the house,
 The woodwork worn to the bone, its panels the land of the mouse,
 Its windows rattling and loose, its floors all up and down;
 But this at least it was, just a cottage left in the town.
 There might you sit in our parlour in the Sunday afternoon
 And watch the sun through the vine-leaves and fall to dreaming that soon
 You would see the grey team passing, their fetlocks wet with the brook,
 Or the shining mountainous straw-load: there the summer moon would look
 Through the leaves on the lampless room, wherein we sat we twain,
 All London vanished away; and the morn of the summer rain
 Would waft us the scent of the hay; or the first faint yellow leaves
 Would flutter adown before us and tell of the acres of sheaves.
 

All this hath our lawyer eaten, and to-morrow must we go
 To a room near my master’s shop, in the purlieus of Soho.
 No words of its shabby meanness!  But that is our prison-cell
 In the jail of weary London.  Therein for us must dwell
 The hope of the world that shall be, that rose a glimmering spark
 As the last thin flame of our pleasure sank quavering in the dark.
 

Again the rich man jeereth: “The man is a coward, or worse — 
 He bewails his feeble pleasure; he quails before the curse
 Which many a man endureth with calm and smiling face.”
 Nay, the man is a man, by your leave!  Or put yourself in his place,
 And see if the tale reads better.  The haven of rest destroyed,
 And nothing left of the life that was once so well enjoyed
 But leave to live and labour, and the glimmer of hope deferred.
 Now know I the cry of the poor no more as a story heard,
 But rather a wordless wail forced forth from the weary heart.
 Now, now when hope ariseth I shall surely know my part.
 

 

There’s a little more to tell.  When those last words were said,
 At least I was yet a-working, and earning daily bread.
 But now all that is changed, and meseems adown the stair
 That leads to the nethermost pit, man, wife and child must fare.
 

When I joined the Communist folk, I did what in me lay
 To learn the grounds of their faith.  I read day after day
 Whatever books I could handle, and heard about and about
 What talk was going amongst them; and I burned up doubt after doubt,
 Until it befel at last that to others I needs must speak
 (Indeed, they pressed me to that while yet I was weaker than weak).
 So I began the business, and in street-corners I spake
 To knots of men.  Indeed, that made my very heart ache,
 So hopeless it seemed; for some stood by like men of wood;
 And some, though fain to listen, but a few words understood;
 And some but hooted and jeered: but whiles across some I came
 Who were keen and eager to hear; as in dry flax the flame
 So the quick thought flickered amongst them: and that indeed was a feast.
 So about the streets I went, and the work on my hands increased;
 And to say the very truth betwixt the smooth and the rough
 It was work and hope went with it, and I liked it well enough:
 Nor made I any secret of all that I was at
 But daily talked in our shop and spoke of this and of that.
 

Then vanished my money away, and like a fool I told
 Some one or two of the loss.  Did that make the master bold?
 Before I was one of his lot, and as queer as my head might be
 I might do pretty much as I liked.  Well now he sent for me
 And spoke out in very words my thought of the rich man’s jeer:
 “Well, sir, you have got your wish, as far as I can hear,
 And are now no thief of labour, but an honest working man:
 Now I’ll give you a word of warning: stay in it as long as you can,
 This working lot that you like so: you’re pretty well off as you are.
 So take another warning: I have thought you went too far,
 And now I am quite sure of it; so make an end of your talk
 At once and for ever henceforth, or out of my shop you walk;
 There are plenty of men to be had who are quite as good as you.
 And mind you, anywhere else you’ll scarce get work to do,
 Unless you rule your tongue; — good morning; stick to your work.”
 

The hot blood rose to my eyes, somewhere a thought did lurk
 To finish both him and the job: but I knew now what I was,
 And out of the little office in helpless rage did I pass
 And went to my work, a slave, for the sake of my child and my sweet.
 Did men look for the brand on my forehead that eve as I went through the street?
 And what was the end after all?  Why, one of my shopmates heard
 My next night’s speech in the street, and passed on some bitter word,
 And that week came a word with my money: “You needn’t come again.”
 And the shame of my four days’ silence had been but grief in vain.
 

Well I see the days before me: this time we shall not die
 Nor go to the workhouse at once: I shall get work by-and-by,
 And shall work in fear at first, and at last forget my fear,
 And drudge on from day to day, since it seems that I hold life dear.
 ’Tis the lot of many millions!  Yet if half of those millions knew
 The hope that my heart hath learned, we should find a deed to do,
 And who or what should withstand us?  And I, e’en I might live
 To know the love of my fellows and the gifts that earth can give.
 






  








IN PRISON — AND AT HOME
 

The first of the nights is this, and I cannot go to bed;
 I long for the dawning sorely, although when the night shall be dead,
 Scarce to me shall the day be alive.  Twice twenty-eight nights more,
 Twice twenty-eight long days till the evil dream be o’er!
 And he, does he count the hours as he lies in his prison-cell?
 Does he nurse and cherish his pain?  Nay, I know his strong heart well,
 Swift shall his soul fare forth; he is here, and bears me away,
 Till hand in hand we depart toward the hope of the earlier day.
 Yea, here or there he sees it: in the street, in the cell, he sees
 The vision he made me behold mid the stems of the blossoming trees,
 When spring lay light on the earth, and first and at last I knew
 How sweet was his clinging hand, how fair were the deeds he would do.
 

Nay, how wilt thou weep and be soft and cherish a pleasure in pain,
 When the days and their task are before thee and awhile thou must work for twain?
 O face, thou shalt lose yet more of thy fairness, be thinner no doubt,
 And be waxen white and worn by the day that he cometh out!
 Hand, how pale thou shalt be! how changed from the sunburnt hand
 That he kissed as it handled the rake in the noon of the summer land!
 

Let me think then it is but a trifle: the neighbours have told me so;
 “Two months! why that is nothing and the time will speedily go.”
 ’Tis nothing — O empty bed, let me work then for his sake!
 I will copy out the paper which he thought the News might take,
 If my eyes may see the letters; ’tis a picture of our life
 And the little deeds of our days ere we thought of prison and strife.
 

Yes, neighbour, yes I am early — and I was late last night;
 Bedless I wore through the hours and made a shift to write.
 It was kind of you to come, nor will it grieve me at all
 To tell you why he’s in prison and how the thing did befal;
 For I know you are with us at heart, and belike will join us soon.
 It was thus: we went to a meeting on Saturday afternoon,
 At a new place down in the West, a wretched quarter enough,
 Where the rich men’s houses are elbowed by ragged streets and rough,
 Which are worse than they seem to be.  (Poor thing! you know too well
 How pass the days and the nights within that bricken hell!)
 There, then, on a bit of waste we stood ‘twixt the rich and the poor;
 And Jack was the first to speak; that was he that you met at the door
 Last week.  It was quiet at first; and dull they most of them stood
 As though they heeded nothing, nor thought of bad or of good,
 Not even that they were poor, and haggard and dirty and dull:
 Nay, some were so rich indeed that they with liquor were full,
 And dull wrath rose in their souls as the hot words went by their ears,
 For they deemed they were mocked and rated by men that were more than their peers.
 But for some, they seemed to think that a prelude was all this
 To the preachment of saving of souls, and hell, and endless bliss;
 While some (O the hearts of slaves!) although they might understand,
 When they heard their masters and feeders called thieves of wealth and of land,
 Were as angry as though they were cursed.  Withal there were some that heard,
 And stood and pondered it all, and garnered a hope and a word.
 Ah! heavy my heart was grown as I gazed on the terrible throng.
 Lo! these that should have been the glad and the deft and the strong,
 How were they dull and abased as the very filth of the road!
 And who should waken their souls or clear their hearts of the load?
 

The crowd was growing and growing, and therewith the jeering grew;
 And now that the time was come for an ugly brawl I knew,
 When I saw how midst of the workmen some well-dressed men there came,
 Of the scum of the well-to-do, brutes void of pity or shame;
 The thief is a saint beside them.  These raised a jeering noise,
 And our speaker quailed before it, and the hubbub drowned his voice.
 Then Richard put him aside and rose at once in his place,
 And over the rags and the squalor beamed out his beautiful face,
 And his sweet voice rang through the tumult, and I think the crowd would have hushed
 And hearkened his manly words; but a well-dressed reptile pushed
 Right into the ring about us and screeched out infamies
 That sickened the soul to hearken; till he caught my angry eyes
 And my voice that cried out at him, and straight on me he turned,
 A foul word smote my heart and his cane on my shoulders burned.
 But e’en as a kestrel stoops down Richard leapt from his stool
 And drave his strong right hand amidst the mouth of the fool.
 Then all was mingled together, and away from him was I torn,
 And, hustled hither and thither, on the surging crowd was borne;
 But at last I felt my feet, for the crowd began to thin,
 And I looked about for Richard that away from thence we might win;
 When lo, the police amidst us, and Richard hustled along
 Betwixt a pair of blue-coats as the doer of all the wrong!
 

Little longer, friend, is the story; I scarce have seen him again;
 I could not get him bail despite my trouble and pain;
 And this morning he stood in the dock: for all that that might avail,
 They might just as well have dragged him at once to the destined jail.
 The police had got their man and they meant to keep him there,
 And whatever tale was needful they had no trouble to swear.
 

Well, the white-haired fool on the bench was busy it seems that day,
 And so with the words “Two months,” he swept the case away;
 Yet he lectured my man ere he went, but not for the riot indeed
 For which he was sent to prison, but for holding a dangerous creed.
 “What have you got to do to preach such perilous stuff?
 To take some care of yourself should find you work enough.
 If you needs must preach or lecture, then hire a chapel or hall;
 Though indeed if you take my advice you’ll just preach nothing at all,
 But stick to your work: you seem clever; who knows but you might rise,
 And become a little builder should you condescend to be wise?
 For in spite of your silly sedition, the land that we live in is free,
 And opens a pathway to merit for you as well as for me.”
 

Ah, friend, am I grown light-headed with the lonely grief of the night,
 That I babble of this babble?  Woe’s me, how little and light
 Is this beginning of trouble to all that yet shall be borne — 
 At worst but as the shower that lays but a yard of the corn
 Before the hailstorm cometh and flattens the field to the earth.
 

O for a word from my love of the hope of the second birth!
 Could he clear my vision to see the sword creeping out of the sheath
 Inch by inch as we writhe in the toils of our living death!
 Could he but strengthen my heart to know that we cannot fail;
 For alas, I am lonely here — helpless and feeble and frail;
 I am e’en as the poor of the earth, e’en they that are now alive;
 And where is their might and their cunning with the mighty of men to strive?
 Though they that come after be strong to win the day and the crown,
 Ah, ever must we the deedless to the deedless dark go down,
 Still crying, “To-morrow, to-morrow, to-morrow yet shall be
 The new-born sun’s arising o’er happy earth and sea” — 
 And we not there to greet it — for to-day and its life we yearn,
 And where is the end of toiling and whitherward now shall we turn
 But to patience, ever patience, and yet and yet to bear;
 And yet, forlorn, unanswered as oft before to hear,
 Through the tales of the ancient fathers and the dreams that mock our wrong,
 That cry to the naked heavens, “How long, O Lord! how long?”
 






  








THE HALF OF LIFE GONE
 

The days have slain the days, and the seasons have gone by
 And brought me the summer again; and here on the grass I lie
 As erst I lay and was glad ere I meddled with right and with wrong.
 Wide lies the mead as of old, and the river is creeping along
 By the side of the elm-clad bank that turns its weedy stream,
 And grey o’er its hither lip the quivering rushes gleam.
 There is work in the mead as of old; they are eager at winning the hay,
 While every sun sets bright and begets a fairer day.
 The forks shine white in the sun round the yellow red-wheeled wain,
 Where the mountain of hay grows fast; and now from out of the lane
 Comes the ox-team drawing another, comes the bailiff and the beer,
 And thump, thump, goes the farmer’s nag o’er the narrow bridge of the weir.
 High up and light are the clouds, and though the swallows flit
 So high o’er the sunlit earth, they are well a part of it,
 And so, though high over them, are the wings of the wandering herne;
 In measureless depths above him doth the fair sky quiver and burn;
 The dear sun floods the land as the morning falls toward noon,
 And a little wind is awake in the best of the latter June.
 

They are busy winning the hay, and the life and the picture they make,
 If I were as once I was, I should deem it made for my sake;
 For here if one need not work is a place for happy rest,
 While one’s thought wends over the world, north, south, and east and west.
 There are the men and the maids, and the wives and the gaffers grey
 Of the fields I know so well, and but little changed are they
 Since I was a lad amongst them; and yet how great is the change!
 Strange are they grown unto me; yea, I to myself am strange.
 Their talk and their laughter mingling with the music of the meads
 Has now no meaning to me to help or to hinder my needs,
 So far from them have I drifted.  And yet amidst them goes
 A part of myself, my boy, and of pleasure and pain he knows,
 And deems it something strange when he is other than glad.
 Lo now! the woman that stoops and kisses the face of the lad,
 And puts a rake in his hand and laughs in his laughing face — 
 Whose is the voice that laughs in the old familiar place?
 Whose should it be but my love’s, if my love were yet on the earth?
 Could she refrain from the fields where my joy and her joy had birth,
 When I was there and her child, on the grass that knew her feet
 Mid the flowers that led her on when the summer eve was sweet?
 

No, no, it is she no longer; never again can she come
 And behold the hay-wains creeping o’er the meadows of her home;
 No more can she kiss her son or put the rake in his hand
 That she handled a while agone in the midst of the haymaking band.
 Her laughter is gone and her life; there is no such thing on the earth,
 No share for me then in the stir, no share in the hurry and mirth.
 

Nay, let me look and believe that all these will vanish away,
 At least when the night has fallen, and that she will be there mid the hay,
 Happy and weary with work, waiting and longing for love.
 There will she be, as of old, when the great moon hung above,
 And lightless and dead was the village, and nought but the weir was awake;
 There will she rise to meet me, and my hands will she hasten to take,
 And thence shall we wander away, and over the ancient bridge
 By many a rose-hung hedgerow, till we reach the sun-burnt ridge
 And the great trench digged by the Romans: there then awhile shall we stand,
 To watch the dawn come creeping o’er the fragrant lovely land,
 Till all the world awaketh, and draws us down, we twain,
 To the deeds of the field and the fold and the merry summer’s gain.
 

Ah thus, only thus shall I see her, in dreams of the day or the night,
 When my soul is beguiled of its sorrow to remember past delight.
 She is gone.  She was and she is not; there is no such thing on the earth
 But e’en as a picture painted; and for me there is void and dearth
 That I cannot name or measure.

                  Yet for me and all these she died,
 E’en as she lived for awhile, that the better day might betide.
 Therefore I live, and I shall live till the last day’s work shall fail.
 Have patience now but a little and I will tell you the tale
 Of how and why she died, and why I am weak and worn,
 And have wandered away to the meadows and the place where I was born:
 But here and to-day I cannot; for ever my thought will stray
 To that hope fulfilled for a little and the bliss of the earlier day.
 Of the great world’s hope and anguish to-day I scarce can think:
 Like a ghost from the lives of the living and their earthly deeds I shrink.
 I will go adown by the water and over the ancient bridge,
 And wend in our footsteps of old till I come to the sun-burnt ridge,
 And the great trench digged by the Romans; and thence awhile will I gaze,
 And see three teeming counties stretch out till they fade in the haze;
 And in all the dwellings of man that thence mine eyes shall see,
 What man as hapless as I am beneath the sun shall be?
 

O fool, what words are these?  Thou hast a sorrow to nurse,
 And thou hast been bold and happy; but these, if they utter a curse,
 No sting it has and no meaning — it is empty sound on the air.
 Thy life is full of mourning, and theirs so empty and bare
 That they have no words of complaining; nor so happy have they been
 That they may measure sorrow or tell what grief may mean.
 And thou, thou hast deeds to do, and toil to meet thee soon;
 Depart and ponder on these through the sun-worn afternoon.
 






  








A NEW FRIEND
 

I have promised to tell you the story of how I was left alone
 Sick and wounded and sore, and why the woman is gone
 That I deemed a part of my life.  Tell me when all is told,
 If you deem it fit that the earth, that the world of men should hold
 My work and my weariness still; yet think of that other life,
 The child of me and of her, and the years and the coming strife.
 

After I came out of prison our living was hard to earn
 By the work of my hands, and of hers; to shifts we had to turn,
 Such as the poor know well, and the rich cannot understand,
 And just out of the gutter we stood, still loving and hand in hand.
 

Do you ask me if still amidst all I held the hunt in view,
 And the hope of the morning of life, all the things I should do and undo?
 Be easy, I am not a coward: nay little prudence I learned,
 I spoke and I suffered for speaking, and my meat by my manhood was burned.
 When the poor man thinks — and rebels, the whip lies ready anear;
 But he who is rebel and rich may live safe for many a year,
 While he warms his heart with pictures of all the glory to come.
 There’s the storm of the press and the critics maybe, but sweet is his home,
 There is meat in the morn and the even, and rest when the day is done,
 All is fair and orderly there as the rising and setting sun — 
 And I know both the rich and the poor.

         Well, I grew bitter they said;
 ’Tis not unlike that I did, for bitter indeed was my bread,
 And surely the nursling plant shall smack of its nourishing soil.
 And here was our life in short, pinching and worry and toil,
 One petty fear thrust out by another come in its place,
 Each scrap of life but a fear, and the sum of it wretched and base.
 E’en so fare millions of men, where men for money are made,
 Where the poor are dumb and deedless, where the rich are not afraid.
 Ah, am I bitter again?  Well, these are our breeding-stock,
 The very base of order, and the state’s foundation rock;
 Is it so good and so safe that their manhood should be outworn
 By the struggle for anxious life, the dull pain dismally borne,
 Till all that was man within them is dead and vanished away?
 Were it not even better that all these should think on a day
 As they look on each other’s sad faces, and see how many they are:
 “What are these tales of old time of men who were mighty in war?
 They fought for some city’s dominion, for the name of a forest or field;
 They fell that no alien’s token should be blazoned on their shield;
 And for this is their valour praised and dear is their renown,
 And their names are beloved for ever and they wear the patriot’s crown;
 And shall we then wait in the streets and this heap of misery,
 Till their stones rise up to help us or the far heavens set us free?
 For we, we shall fight for no name, no blazon on banner or shield;
 But that man to man may hearken and the earth her increase yield;
 That never again in the world may be sights like we have seen;
 That never again in the world may be men like we have been,
 That never again like ours may be manhood spoilt and blurred.”
 

Yea even so was I bitter, and this was my evilest word:
 “Spend and be spent for our hope, and you at least shall be free,
 Though you be rugged and coarse, as wasted and worn as you be.”
 Well, “bitter” I was, and denounced, and scarcely at last might we stand
 From out of the very gutter, as we wended hand in hand.
 I had written before for the papers, but so “bitter” was I grown,
 That none of them now would have me that could pay me half-a-crown,
 And the worst seemed closing around us; when as it needs must chance,
 I spoke at some Radical Club of the Great Revolution in France.
 Indeed I said nothing new to those who had learned it all,
 And yet as something strange on some of the folk did it fall.
 It was late in the terrible war, and France to the end drew nigh,
 And some of us stood agape to see how the war would die,
 And what would spring from its ashes.  So when the talk was o’er
 And after the stir and excitement I felt the burden I bore
 Heavier yet for it all, there came to speak to me
 A serious well-dressed man, a “gentleman,” young I could see;
 And we fell to talk together, and he shyly gave me praise,
 And asked, though scarcely in words, of my past and my “better days.”
 Well, there, — I let it all out, and I flushed as I strode along,
 (For we were walking by now) and bitterly spoke of the wrong.
 Maybe I taught him something, but ready he was to learn,
 And had come to our workmen meetings some knowledge of men to learn.
 He kindled afresh at my words, although to try him I spake
 More roughly than I was wont; but every word did he take
 For what it was really worth, nor even laughter he spared,
 As though he would look on life of its rags of habit bared.
 

Well, why should I be ashamed that he helped me at my need?
 My wife and my child, must I kill them?  And the man was a friend indeed,
 And the work that he got me I did (it was writing, you understand)
 As well as another might do it.  To be short, he joined our band
 Before many days were over, and we saw him everywhere
 That we workmen met together, though I brought him not to my lair.
 Eager he grew for the Cause, and we twain grew friend and friend:
 He was dainty of mind and of body; most brave, as he showed in the end;
 Merry despite of his sadness, quick-witted and speedy to see:
 Like a perfect knight of old time as the poets would have them to be.
 That was the friend that I won by my bitter speech at last.
 He loved me; he grieved my soul: now the love and the grief are past;
 He is gone with his eager learning, his sadness and his mirth,
 His hope and his fond desire.  There is no such thing on the earth.
 He died not unbefriended — nor unbeloved maybe.
 Betwixt my life and his longing there rolls a boundless sea.
 And what are those memories now to all that I have to do,
 The deeds to be done so many, the days of my life so few?
 






  








READY TO DEPART
 

I said of my friend new-found that at first he saw not my lair;
 Yet he and I and my wife were together here and there;
 And at last as my work increased and my den to a dwelling grew,
 He came there often enough, and yet more together we drew.
 Then came a change in the man; for a month he kept away,
 Then came again and was with us for a fortnight every day,
 But often he sat there silent, which was little his wont with us.
 And at first I had no inkling of what constrained him thus;
 I might have thought that he faltered, but now and again there came,
 When we spoke of the Cause and its doings, a flash of his eager flame,
 And he seemed himself for a while; then the brightness would fade away,
 And he gloomed and shrank from my eyes.

         Thus passed day after day,
 And grieved I grew, and I pondered: till at last one eve we sat
 In the fire-lit room together, and talked of this and that,
 But chiefly indeed of the war and what would come of it;
 For Paris drew near to its fall, and wild hopes ‘gan to flit
 Amidst us Communist folk; and we talked of what might be done
 When the Germans had gone their ways and the two were left alone,
 Betrayers and betrayed in war-worn wasted France.
 

As I spoke the word “betrayed,” my eyes met his in a glance,
 And swiftly he turned away; then back with a steady gaze
 He turned on me; and it seemed as when a sword-point plays
 Round the sword in a battle’s beginning and the coming on of strife.
 For I knew though he looked on me, he saw not me, but my wife:
 And he reddened up to the brow, and the tumult of the blood
 Nigh blinded my eyes for a while, that I scarce saw bad or good,
 Till I knew that he was arisen and had gone without a word.
 Then I turned about unto her, and a quivering voice I heard
 Like music without a meaning, and twice I heard my name.
 “O Richard, Richard!” she said, and her arms about me came,
 And her tears and the lips that I loved were on my face once more.
 A while I clung to her body, and longing sweet and sore
 Beguiled my heart of its sorrow; then we sundered and sore she wept,
 While fair pictures of days departed about my sad heart crept,
 And mazed I felt and weary.  But we sat apart again,
 Not speaking, while between us was the sharp and bitter pain
 As the sword ‘twixt the lovers bewildered in the fruitless marriage bed.
 Yet a while, and we spoke together, and I scarce knew what I said,
 But it was not wrath or reproaching, or the chill of love-born hate;
 For belike around and about us, we felt the brooding fate.
 We were gentle and kind together, and if any had seen us so,
 They had said, “These two are one in the face of all trouble and woe.”
 But indeed as a wedded couple we shrank from the eyes of men,
 As we dwelt together and pondered on the days that come not again.
 

Days passed and we dwelt together; nor Arthur came for awhile;
 Gravely it was and sadly, and with no greeting smile,
 That we twain met at our meetings: but no growth of hate was yet,
 Though my heart at first would be sinking as our thoughts and our eyes they met:
 And when he spake amidst us and as one we two agreed,
 And I knew of his faith and his wisdom, then sore was my heart indeed.
 We shrank from meeting alone: for the words we had to say
 Our thoughts would nowise fashion — not yet for many a day.
 

Unhappy days of all days!  Yet O might they come again!
 So sore as my longing returneth to their trouble and sorrow and pain!
 

But time passed, and once we were sitting, my wife and I in our room,
 And it was in the London twilight and the February gloom,
 When there came a knock, and he entered all pale, though bright were his eyes,
 And I knew that something had happened, and my heart to my mouth did arise.
 “It is over,” he said “ — and beginning; for Paris has fallen at last,
 And who knows what next shall happen after all that has happened and passed?
 There now may we all be wanted.”

         I took up the word: “Well then
 Let us go, we three together, and there to die like men.”
 

“Nay,” he said, “to live and be happy like men.”  Then he flushed up red,
 And she no less as she hearkened, as one thought through their bodies had sped.
 Then I reached out my hand unto him, and I kissed her once on the brow,
 But no word craving forgiveness, and no word of pardon e’en now,
 Our minds for our mouths might fashion.

         In the February gloom
 And into the dark we sat planning, and there was I in the room,
 And in speech I gave and I took; but yet alone and apart
 In the fields where I once was a youngling whiles wandered the thoughts of my heart,
 And whiles in the unseen Paris, and the streets made ready for war.
 Night grew and we lit the candles, and we drew together more,
 And whiles we differed a little as we settled what to do,
 And my soul was cleared of confusion as nigher the deed-time drew.
 

Well, I took my child into the country, as we had settled there,
 And gave him o’er to be cherished by a kindly woman’s care,
 A friend of my mother’s, but younger: and for Arthur, I let him give
 His money, as mine was but little, that the boy might flourish and live,
 Lest we three, or I and Arthur, should perish in tumult and war,
 And at least the face of his father he should look on never more.
 You cry out shame on my honour?  But yet remember again
 That a man in my boy was growing; must my passing pride and pain
 Undo the manhood within him and his days and their doings blight?
 So I thrust my pride away, and I did what I deemed was right,
 And left him down in our country.

         And well may you think indeed
 How my sad heart swelled at departing from the peace of river and mead,
 But I held all sternly aback and again to the town did I pass.
 And as alone I journeyed, this was ever in my heart:
 “They may die; they may live and be happy; but for me I know my part,
 In Paris to do my utmost, and there in Paris to die!”
 And I said, “The day of the deeds and the day of deliverance is nigh.”
 






  








A GLIMPSE OF THE COMING DAY
 

It was strange indeed, that journey!  Never yet had I crossed the sea
 Or looked on another people than the folk that had fostered me,
 And my heart rose up and fluttered as in the misty night
 We came on the fleet of the fishers slow rolling in the light
 Of the hidden moon, as the sea dim under the false dawn lay;
 And so like shadows of ships through the night they faded away,
 And Calais pier was upon us.  Dreamlike it was indeed
 As we sat in the train together, and toward the end made speed.
 But a dull sleep came upon me, and through the sleep a dream
 Of the Frenchman who once was my master by the side of the willowy stream;
 And he talked and told me tales of the war unwaged as yet,
 And the victory never won, and bade me never forget,
 While I walked on, still unhappy, by the home of the dark-striped perch.
 Till at last, with a flash of light and a rattle and side-long lurch,
 I woke up dazed and witless, till my sorrow awoke again,
 And the grey of the morn was upon us as we sped through the poplar plain,
 By the brimming streams and the houses with their grey roofs warped and bent,
 And the horseless plough in the furrow, and things fair and innocent.
 And there sat my wife before me, and she, too, dreamed as she slept;
 For the slow tears fell from her eyelids as in her sleep she wept.
 But Arthur sat by my side and waked; and flushed was his face,
 And his eyes were quick to behold the picture of each fair place
 That we flashed by as on we hurried; and I knew that the joy of life
 Was strongly stirred within him by the thought of the coming strife.
 Then I too thought for a little, It is good in grief’s despite,
 It is good to see earth’s pictures, and so live in the day and the light.
 Yea, we deemed that to death we were hastening, and it made our vision clear,
 And we knew the delight of our life-days, and held their sorrow dear.
 

But now when we came unto Paris and were out in the sun and the street,
 It was strange to see the faces that our wondering eyes did meet;
 Such joy and peace and pleasure!  That folk were glad we knew,
 But knew not the why and the wherefore; and we who had just come through
 The vanquished land and down-cast, and there at St. Denis e’en now
 Had seen the German soldiers, and heard their bugles blow,
 And the drum and fife go rattling through the freshness of the morn — 
 Yet here we beheld all joyous the folk they had made forlorn!
 So at last from a grey stone building we saw a great flag fly,
 One colour, red and solemn ‘gainst the blue of the spring-tide sky,
 And we stopped and turned to each other, and as each at each did we gaze,
 The city’s hope enwrapped us with joy and great amaze.
 

As folk in a dream we washed and we ate, and in all detail,
 Oft told and in many a fashion, did we have all yesterday’s tale:
 How while we were threading our tangle of trouble in London there,
 And I for my part, let me say it, within but a step of despair,
 In Paris the day of days had betid; for the vile dwarf’s stroke,
 To madden Paris and crush her, had been struck and the dull sword broke;
 There was now no foe and no fool in the city, and Paris was free;
 And e’en as she is this morning, to-morrow all France will be.
 We heard, and our hearts were saying, “In a little while all the earth—”
 And that day at last of all days I knew what life was worth;
 For I saw what few have beheld, a folk with all hearts gay.
 Then at last I knew indeed that our word of the coming day,
 That so oft in grief and in sorrow I had preached, and scarcely knew
 If it was but despair of the present or the hope of the day that was due — 
 I say that I saw it now, real, solid and at hand.
 

And strange how my heart went back to our little nook of the land,
 And how plain and clear I saw it, as though I longed indeed
 To give it a share of the joy and the satisfaction of need
 That here in the folk I beheld.  For this in our country spring
 Did the starlings bechatter the gables, and the thrush in the thorn-bush sing,
 And the green cloud spread o’er the willows, and the little children rejoice
 And shout midst a nameless longing to the morning’s mingled voice;
 For this was the promise of spring-tide, and the new leaves longing to burst,
 And the white roads threading the acres, and the sun-warmed meadows athirst.
 Once all was the work of sorrow and the life without reward,
 And the toil that fear hath bidden, and the folly of master and lord;
 But now are all things changing, and hope without a fear
 Shall speed us on through the story of the changes of the year.
 Now spring shall pluck the garland that summer weaves for all,
 And autumn spread the banquet and winter fill the hall.
 O earth, thou kind bestower, thou ancient fruitful place,
 How lovely and beloved now gleams thy happy face!
 

And O mother, mother, I said, hadst thou known as I lay in thy lap,
 And for me thou hopedst and fearedst, on what days my life should hap,
 Hadst thou known of the death that I look for, and the deeds wherein I should deal,
 How calm had been thy gladness!  How sweet hadst thou smiled on my weal!
 As some woman of old hadst thou wondered, who hath brought forth a god of the earth,
 And in joy that knoweth no speech she dreams of the happy birth.
 

Yea, fair were those hours indeed, whatever hereafter might come,
 And they swept over all my sorrow, and all thought of my wildered home.
 But not for dreams of rejoicing had we come across the sea:
 That day we delivered the letters that our friends had given to me,
 And we craved for some work for the cause.  And what work was there indeed,
 But to learn the business of battle and the manner of dying at need?
 We three could think of none other, and we wrought our best therein;
 And both of us made a shift the sergeant’s stripes to win,
 For diligent were we indeed: and he, as in all he did,
 Showed a cheerful ready talent that nowise might be hid,
 And yet hurt the pride of no man that he needs must step before.
 But as for my wife, the brancard of the ambulance-women she wore,
 And gently and bravely would serve us; and to all as a sister to be — 
 A sister amidst of the strangers — and, alas! a sister to me.
 






  








MEETING THE WAR-MACHINE
 

So we dwelt in the war-girdled city as a very part of its life.
 Looking back at it all from England, I an atom of the strife,
 I can see that I might have seen what the end would be from the first,
 The hope of man devoured in the day when the Gods are athirst.
 But those days we lived, as I tell you, a life that was not our own;
 And we saw but the hope of the world, and the seed that the ages had sown,
 Spring up now a fair-blossomed tree from the earth lying over the dead;
 Earth quickened, earth kindled to spring-tide with the blood that her lovers have shed,
 With the happy days cast off for the sake of her happy day,
 With the love of women foregone, and the bright youth worn away,
 With the gentleness stripped from the lives thrust into the jostle of war,
 With the hope of the hardy heart forever dwindling afar.
 

O Earth, Earth, look on thy lovers, who knew all thy gifts and thy gain,
 But cast them aside for thy sake, and caught up barren pain!
 Indeed of some art thou mindful, and ne’er shalt forget their tale,
 Till shrunk are the floods of thine ocean and thy sun is waxen pale.
 But rather I bid thee remember e’en these of the latter days,
 Who were fed by no fair promise and made drunken by no praise.
 For them no opening heaven reached out the martyr’s crown;
 No folk delivered wept them, and no harvest of renown
 They reaped with the scythe of battle; nor round their dying bed
 Did kindly friendly farewell the dew of blessing shed;
 In the sordid streets of the city mid a folk that knew them not,
 In the living death of the prison didst thou deal them out their lot,
 Yet foundest them deeds to be doing; and no feeble folk were they
 To scowl on their own undoing and wail their lives away;
 But oft were they blithe and merry and deft from the strife to wring
 Some joy that others gained not midst their peaceful wayfaring.
 So fared they, giftless ever, and no help of fortune sought.
 Their life was thy deliverance, O Earth, and for thee they fought;
 Mid the jeers of the happy and deedless, mid failing friends they went
 To their foredoomed fruitful ending on the love of thee intent.
 

Yea and we were a part of it all, the beginning of the end,
 That first fight of the uttermost battle whither all the nations wend;
 And yet could I tell you its story, you might think it little and mean.
 For few of you now will be thinking of the day that might have been,
 And fewer still meseemeth of the day that yet shall be,
 That shall light up that first beginning and its tangled misery.
 For indeed a very machine is the war that now men wage;
 Nor have we hold of its handle, we gulled of our heritage,
 We workmen slaves of machines.  Well, it ground us small enough
 This machine of the beaten Bourgeois; though oft the work was rough
 That it turned out for its money.  Like other young soldiers at first
 I scarcely knew the wherefore why our side had had the worst;
 For man to man and in knots we faced the matter well;
 And I thought, well to-morrow or next day a new tale will be to tell.
 I was fierce and not afraid; yet O were the wood-sides fair,
 And the crofts and the sunny gardens, though death they harboured there!
 And few but fools are fain of leaving the world outright,
 And the story over and done, and an end of the life and the light.
 No hatred of life, thou knowest, O Earth, mid the bullets I bore,
 Though pain and grief oppressed me that I never may suffer more.
 But in those days past over did life and death seem one;
 Yea the life had we attained to which could never be undone.
 

You would have me tell of the fighting?  Well, you know it was new to me,
 Yet it soon seemed as if it had been for ever, and ever would be.
 The morn when we made that sally, some thought (and yet not I)
 That a few days and all would be over: just a few had got to die,
 And the rest would be happy thenceforward.  But my stubborn country blood
 Was bidding me hold my halloo till we were out of the wood.
 And that was the reason perhaps why little disheartened I was,
 As we stood all huddled together that night in a helpless mass,
 As beaten men are wont: and I knew enough of war
 To know midst its unskilled labour what slips full often are.
 

There was Arthur unhurt beside me, and my wife come back again,
 And surely that eve between us there was love though no lack of pain
 As we talked all the matter over, and our hearts spake more than our lips;
 And we said, “We shall learn, we shall learn — yea, e’en from disasters and slips.”
 

Well, many a thing we learned, but we learned not how to prevail
 O’er the brutal war-machine, the ruthless grinder of bale;
 By the bourgeois world it was made, for the bourgeois world; and we,
 We were e’en as the village weaver ‘gainst the power-loom, maybe.
 It drew on nearer and nearer, and we ‘gan to look to the end — 
 We three, at least — and our lives began with death to blend;
 Though we were long a-dying — though I dwell on yet as a ghost
 In the land where we once were happy, to look on the loved and the lost.
 






  








THE STORY’S ENDING
 

How can I tell you the story of the Hope and its defence?
 We wrought in a narrow circle; it was hither and thither and thence;
 To the walls, and back for a little; to the fort and there to abide,
 Grey-beards and boys and women; they lived there — and they died;
 Nor counted much in the story.  I have heard it told since then,
 And mere lies our deeds have turned to in the mouths of happy men,
 And e’en those will be soon forgotten as the world wends on its way,
 Too busy for truth or kindness.  Yet my soul is seeing the day
 When those who are now but children the new generation shall be,
 And e’en in our land of commerce and the workshop over the sea,
 Amid them shall spring up the story; yea the very breath of the air
 To the yearning hearts of the workers true tale of it all shall bear.
 Year after year shall men meet with the red flag over head,
 And shall call on the help of the vanquished and the kindness of the dead.
 And time that weareth most things, and the years that overgrow
 The tale of the fools triumphant, yet clearer and clearer shall show
 The deeds of the helpers of menfolk to every age and clime,
 The deeds of the cursed and the conquered that were wise before their time.
 

Of these were my wife and my friend; there they ended their wayfaring
 Like the generations before them thick thronging as leaves of the spring,
 Fast falling as leaves of the autumn as the ancient singer hath said,
 And each one with a love and a story.  Ah the grief of the early dead!
 “What is all this talk?” you are saying; “why all this long delay?”
 Yes, indeed, it is hard in the telling.  Of things too grievous to say
 I would be, but cannot be, silent.  Well, I hurry on to the end — 
 For it drew to the latter ending of the hope that we helped to defend.
 The forts were gone and the foemen drew near to the thin-manned wall,
 And it wanted not many hours to the last hour and the fall,
 And we lived amid the bullets and seldom went away
 To what as yet were the streets by night-tide or by day.
 We three, we fought together, and I did the best I could,
 Too busy to think of the ending; but Arthur was better than good;
 Resourceful, keen and eager, from post to post he ran,
 To thrust out aught that was moving and bring up the uttermost man,
 He was gone on some such errand, and was absent a little space,
 When I turned about for a moment and saw my wife’s fair face,
 And her foot set firm on the rampart, as she hastened here and there,
 To some of our wounded comrades such help as she could to bear.
 Then straight she looked upon me with such lovely, friendly eyes
 Of the days gone by and remembered, that up from my heart ‘gan rise
 The choking sobbing passion; but I kept it aback, and smiled,
 And waved my hand aloft — But therewith her face turned wild
 In a moment of time, and she stared along the length of the wall,
 And I saw a man who was running and crouching, stagger and fall,
 And knew it for Arthur at once; but voiceless toward him she ran,
 I with her, crying aloud.  But or ever we reached the man,
 Lo! a roar and a crash around us and my sick brain whirling around,
 And a white light turning to black, and no sky and no air and no ground,
 And then what I needs must tell of as a great blank; but indeed
 No words to tell of its horror hath language for my need:
 As a map is to a picture, so is all that my words can say.
 

But when I came to myself, in a friend’s house sick I lay
 Amid strange blended noises, and my own mind wandering there;
 Delirium in me indeed and around me everywhere.
 That passed, and all things grew calmer, I with them: all the stress
 That the last three months had been on me now sank to helplessness.
 I bettered, and then they told me the tale of what had betid;
 And first, that under the name of a friend of theirs I was hid,
 Who was slain by mere misadventure, and was English as was I,
 And no rebel, and had due papers wherewith I might well slip by
 When I was somewhat better.  Then I knew, though they had not told,
 How all was fallen together, and my heart grew sick and cold.
 And yet indeed thenceforward I strove my life to live,
 That e’en as I was and so hapless I yet might live to strive.
 It was but few words they told me of that murder great and grim,
 And how with the blood of the guiltless the city’s streets did swim,
 And of other horrors they told not, except in a word or two,
 When they told of their scheme to save me from the hands of the villainous crew,
 Whereby I guessed what was happening in the main without detail.
 And so at last it came to their telling the other tale
 Of my wife and my friend; though that also methought I knew too well.
 Well, they said that I had been wounded by the fragment of a shell,
 Another of which had slain her outright, as forth she ran
 Toward Arthur struck by a bullet.  She never touched the man
 Alive and she also alive; but thereafter as they lay
 Both dead on one litter together, then folk who knew not us,
 But were moved by seeing the twain so fair and so piteous,
 Took them for husband and wife who were fated there to die,
 Or, it may be lover and lover indeed — but what know I?
 

Well, you know that I ‘scaped from Paris, and crossed the narrow sea,
 And made my way to the country where we twain were wont to be,
 And that is the last and the latest of the tale I have to tell.
 I came not here to be bidding my happiness farewell,
 And to nurse my grief and to win me the gain of a wounded life,
 That because of the bygone sorrow may hide away from the strife.
 I came to look to my son, and myself to get stout and strong,
 That two men there might be hereafter to battle against the wrong;
 And I cling to the love of the past and the love of the day to be,
 And the present, it is but the building of the man to be strong in me.
 






  

CHANTS FOR SOCIALISTS
 


 

CONTENTS
 

THE DAY IS COMING

THE VOICE OF TOIL

NO MASTER

ALL FOR THE CAUSE

THE MARCH OF THE WORKERS

DOWN AMONG THE DEAD MEN

A DEATH SONG

MAY DAY

MAY DAY, 1894

 






  








THE DAY IS COMING
 

Come hither, lads, and hearken, for a tale there is to tell,
 Of the wonderful days a-coming, when all shall be better than well.
 

And the tale shall be told of a country, a land in the midst of the sea,
 And folk shall call it England in the days that are going to be.
 

There more than one in a thousand in the days that are yet to come
 Shall have some hope of the morrow, some joy of the ancient home.
 

For then — laugh not, but listen to this strange tale of mine — 
 All folk that are in England shall be better lodged than swine.
 

Then a man shall work and bethink him, and rejoice in the deeds of his hand,
 Nor yet come home in the even too faint and weary to stand.
 

Men in that time a-coming shall work and have no fear
 For to-morrow’s lack of earning and the hunger-wolf anear.
 

I tell you this for a wonder, that no man then shall be glad
 Of his fellow’s fall and mishap to snatch at the work he had.
 

For that which the worker winneth shall then be his indeed,
 Nor shall half be reaped for nothing by him that sowed no seed.
 

O strange new wonderful justice!  But for whom shall we gather the gain?
 For ourselves and for each of our fellows, and no hand shall labour in vain.
 

Then all Mine and all Thine shall be Ours, and no more shall any man crave
 For riches that serve for nothing but to fetter a friend for a slave.
 

And what wealth then shall be left us when none shall gather gold
 To buy his friend in the market, and pinch and pine the sold?
 

Nay, what save the lovely city, and the little house on the hill,
 And the wastes and the woodland beauty, and the happy fields we till;
 

And the homes of ancient stories, the tombs of the mighty dead;
 And the wise men seeking out marvels, and the poet’s teeming head;
 

And the painter’s hand of wonder; and the marvellous fiddle-bow,
 And the banded choirs of music: all those that do and know.
 

For all these shall be ours and all men’s, nor shall any lack a share
 Of the toil and the gain of living in the days when the world grows fair.
 

 
 

Ah! such are the days that shall be!  But what are the deeds of to-day,
 In the days of the years we dwell in, that wear our lives away?
 

Why, then, and for what are we waiting?  There are three words to speak:
 We will it, and what is the foeman but the dream-strong wakened and weak?
 

O why and for what are we waiting?  While our brothers droop and die,
 And on every wind of the heavens a wasted life goes by.
 

How long shall they reproach us where crowd on crowd they dwell,
 Poor ghosts of the wicked city, the gold-crushed hungry hell?
 

Through squalid life they laboured, in sordid grief they died,
 Those sons of a mighty mother, those props of England’s pride.
 

They are gone; there is none can undo it, nor save our souls from the curse;
 But many a million cometh, and shall they be better or worse?
 

It is we must answer and hasten, and open wide the door
 For the rich man’s hurrying terror, and the slow-foot hope of the poor.
 

Yea, the voiceless wrath of the wretched, and their unlearned discontent,
 We must give it voice and wisdom till the waiting-tide be spent.
 

 
 

Come, then, since all things call us, the living and the dead,
 And o’er the weltering tangle a glimmering light is shed.
 

Come, then, let us cast off fooling, and put by ease and rest,
 For the CAUSE alone is worthy till the good days bring the best.
 

Come, join in the only battle wherein no man can fail,
 Where whoso fadeth and dieth, yet his deed shall still prevail.
 

Ah! come, cast off all fooling, for this, at least, we know:
 That the Dawn and the Day is coming, and forth the Banners go.
 






  








THE VOICE OF TOIL
 

I heard men saying, Leave hope and praying,

   All days shall be as all have been;
 To-day and to-morrow bring fear and sorrow,

   The never-ending toil between.
 

When Earth was younger mid toil and hunger,

   In hope we strove, and our hands were strong;
 Then great men led us, with words they fed us,

   And bade us right the earthly wrong.
 

Go read in story their deeds and glory,

   Their names amidst the nameless dead;
 Turn then from lying to us slow-dying

   In that good world to which they led;
 

Where fast and faster our iron master,

   The thing we made, for ever drives,
 Bids us grind treasure and fashion pleasure

   For other hopes and other lives.
 

Where home is a hovel and dull we grovel,

   Forgetting that the world is fair;
 Where no babe we cherish, lest its very soul perish;

   Where our mirth is crime, our love a snare.
 

Who now shall lead us, what god shall heed us

   As we lie in the hell our hands have won?
 For us are no rulers but fools and befoolers,

   The great are fallen, the wise men gone.
 

 
 

I heard men saying, Leave tears and praying,

   The sharp knife heedeth not the sheep;
 Are we not stronger than the rich and the wronger,

   When day breaks over dreams and sleep?
 

Come, shoulder to shoulder ere the world grows older!

   Help lies in nought but thee and me;
 Hope is before us, the long years that bore us

   Bore leaders more than men may be.
 

Let dead hearts tarry and trade and marry,

   And trembling nurse their dreams of mirth,
 While we the living our lives are giving

   To bring the bright new world to birth.
 

Come, shoulder to shoulder ere earth grows older

   The Cause spreads over land and sea;
 Now the world shaketh, and fear awaketh

   And joy at last for thee and me.
 






  








NO MASTER
 

Saith man to man, We’ve heard and known

   That we no master need
 To live upon this earth, our own,

   In fair and manly deed.
 The grief of slaves long passed away

   For us hath forged the chain,
 Till now each worker’s patient day

   Builds up the House of Pain.
 

And we, shall we too, crouch and quail,

   Ashamed, afraid of strife,
 And lest our lives untimely fail

   Embrace the Death in Life?
 Nay, cry aloud, and have no fear,

   We few against the world;
 Awake, arise! the hope we bear

   Against the curse is hurled.
 

It grows and grows — are we the same,

   The feeble band, the few?
 Or what are these with eyes aflame,

   And hands to deal and do?
 This is the host that bears the word,

   No Master high or low — 
 A lightning flame, a shearing sword,

   A storm to overthrow.
 






  








ALL FOR THE CAUSE
 

Hear a word, a word in season, for the day is drawing nigh,
 When the Cause shall call upon us, some to live, and some to die!
 

He that dies shall not die lonely, many an one hath gone before;
 He that lives shall bear no burden heavier than the life they bore.
 

Nothing ancient is their story, e’en but yesterday they bled,
 Youngest they of earth’s beloved, last of all the valiant dead.
 

E’en the tidings we are telling was the tale they had to tell,
 E’en the hope that our hearts cherish, was the hope for which they fell.
 

In the grave where tyrants thrust them, lies their labour and their pain,
 But undying from their sorrow springeth up the hope again.
 

Mourn not therefore, nor lament it, that the world outlives their life;
 Voice and vision yet they give us, making strong our hands for strife.
 

Some had name, and fame, and honour, learn’d they were, and wise and strong;
 Some were nameless, poor, unlettered, weak in all but grief and wrong.
 

Named and nameless all live in us; one and all they lead us yet
 Every pain to count for nothing, every sorrow to forget.
 

Hearken how they cry, “O happy, happy ye that ye were born
 In the sad slow night’s departing, in the rising of the morn.
 

“Fair the crown the Cause hath for you, well to die or well to live
 Through the battle, through the tangle, peace to gain or peace to give.”
 

Ah, it may be!  Oft meseemeth, in the days that yet shall be,
 When no slave of gold abideth ‘twixt the breadth of sea to sea,
 

Oft, when men and maids are merry, ere the sunlight leaves the earth,
 And they bless the day beloved, all too short for all their mirth,
 

Some shall pause awhile and ponder on the bitter days of old,
 Ere the toil of strife and battle overthrew the curse of gold;
 

Then ‘twixt lips of loved and lover solemn thoughts of us shall rise;
 We who once were fools and dreamers, then shall be the brave and wise.
 

There amidst the world new-builded shall our earthly deeds abide,
 Though our names be all forgotten, and the tale of how we died.
 

Life or death then, who shall heed it, what we gain or what we lose?
 Fair flies life amid the struggle, and the Cause for each shall choose.
 

Hear a word, a word in season, for the day is drawing nigh,
 When the Cause shall call upon us, some to live, and some to die!
 






  








THE MARCH OF THE WORKERS
 

What is this, the sound and rumour?  What is this that all men hear,
 Like the wind in hollow valleys when the storm is drawing near,
 Like the rolling on of ocean in the eventide of fear?

         ’Tis the people marching on.
 

Whither go they, and whence come they?  What are these of whom ye tell?
 In what country are they dwelling ‘twixt the gates of heaven and hell?
 Are they mine or thine for money?  Will they serve a master well?

         Still the rumour’s marching on.
 

     Hark the rolling of the thunder!

      Lo the sun! and lo thereunder

      Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder,

         And the host comes marching on.
 

Forth they come from grief and torment; on they wend toward health and mirth,
 All the wide world is their dwelling, every corner of the earth.
 Buy them, sell them for thy service!  Try the bargain what ’tis worth,

         For the days are marching on.
 

These are they who build thy houses, weave thy raiment, win thy wheat,
 Smooth the rugged, fill the barren, turn the bitter into sweet,
 All for thee this day — and ever.  What reward for them is meet

         Till the host comes marching on?
 

     Hark the rolling of the thunder!

      Lo the sun! and lo thereunder

      Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder,

         And the host comes marching on.
 

Many a hundred years passed over have they laboured deaf and blind;
 Never tidings reached their sorrow, never hope their toil might find.
 Now at last they’ve heard and hear it, and the cry comes down the wind,

         And their feet are marching on.
 

O ye rich men hear and tremble! for with words the sound is rife:
 “Once for you and death we laboured; changed henceforward is the strife.
 We are men, and we shall battle for the world of men and life;

         And our host is marching on.”
 

     Hark the rolling of the thunder!

      Lo the sun! and lo thereunder

      Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder,

         And the host comes marching on.
 

“Is it war, then?  Will ye perish as the dry wood in the fire?
 Is it peace?  Then be ye of us, let your hope be our desire.
 Come and live! for life awaketh, and the world shall never tire;

         And hope is marching on.
 

“On we march then, we the workers, and the rumour that ye hear
 Is the blended sound of battle and deliv’rance drawing near;
 For the hope of every creature is the banner that we bear,

         And the world is marching on.”
 

     Hark the rolling of the thunder!

      Lo the sun! and lo thereunder

      Riseth wrath, and hope, and wonder,

         And the host comes marching on.
 






  








DOWN AMONG THE DEAD MEN
 

Come, comrades, come, your glasses clink;
 Up with your hands a health to drink,
 The health of all that workers be,
 In every land, on every sea.

   And he that will this health deny,

   Down among the dead men, down among the dead men,

   Down, down, down, down,

   Down among the dead men let him lie!
 

Well done! now drink another toast,
 And pledge the gath’ring of the host,
 The people armed in brain and hand,
 To claim their rights in every land.

   And he that will, etc.
 

There’s liquor left; come, let’s be kind,
 And drink the rich a better mind,
 That when we knock upon the door,
 They may be off and say no more.

   And he that will, etc.
 

Now, comrades, let the glass blush red,
 Drink we the unforgotten dead
 That did their deeds and went away,
 Before the bright sun brought the day.

   And he that will, etc.
 

The Day?  Ah, friends, late grows the night;
 Drink to the glimmering spark of light,
 The herald of the joy to be,
 The battle-torch of thee and me!

   And he that will, etc.
 

Take yet another cup in hand
 And drink in hope our little band;
 Drink strife in hope while lasteth breath,
 And brotherhood in life and death;

   And he that will this health deny,

   Down among the dead men, down among the dead men,

   Down, down, down, down,

   Down among the dead men let him lie!
 






  








A DEATH SONG
 

What cometh here from west to east awending?
 And who are these, the marchers stern and slow?
 We bear the message that the rich are sending
 Aback to those who bade them wake and know.

Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

But one and all if they would dusk the day.
 

We asked them for a life of toilsome earning,
 They bade us bide their leisure for our bread;
 We craved to speak to tell our woeful learning:
 We come back speechless, bearing back our dead.

Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

But one and all if they would dusk the day.
 

They will not learn; they have no ears to hearken.
 They turn their faces from the eyes of fate;
 Their gay-lit halls shut out the skies that darken.
 But, lo! this dead man knocking at the gate.

Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

But one and all if they would dusk the day.
 

Here lies the sign that we shall break our prison;
 Amidst the storm he won a prisoner’s rest;
 But in the cloudy dawn the sun arisen
 Brings us our day of work to win the best.

Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

But one and all if they would dusk the day.
 






  








MAY DAY

 

THE WORKERS.
 

O Earth, once again cometh Spring to deliver

   Thy winter-worn heart, O thou friend of the Sun;
 Fair blossom the meadows from river to river

   And the birds sing their triumph o’er winter undone.
 

O Earth, how a-toiling thou singest thy labour

   And upholdest the flower-crowned cup of thy bliss,
 As when in the feast-tide drinks neighbour to neighbour

   And all words are gleeful, and nought is amiss.
 

But we, we, O Mother, through long generations,

   We have toiled and been fruitful, but never with thee
 Might we raise up our bowed heads and cry to the nations

   To look on our beauty, and hearken our glee.
 

Unlovely of aspect, heart-sick and a-weary

   On the season’s fair pageant all dim-eyed we gaze;
 Of thy fairness we fashion a prison-house dreary

   And in sorrow wear over each day of our days.
 

THE EARTH.
 

O children!  O toilers, what foemen beleaguer

   The House I have built you, the Home I have won?
 Full great are my gifts, and my hands are all eager

   To fill every heart with the deeds I have done.
 

THE WORKERS.
 

The foemen are born of thy body, O Mother,

   In our shape are they shapen, their voice is the same;
 And the thought of their hearts is as ours and no other;

   It is they of our own house that bring us to shame.
 

THE EARTH.
 

Are ye few?  Are they many?  What words have ye spoken

   To bid your own brethren remember the Earth?
 What deeds have ye done that the bonds should be broken,

   And men dwell together in good-will and mirth?
 

THE WORKERS.
 

They are few, we are many: and yet, O our Mother,

   Many years were we wordless and nought was our deed,
 But now the word flitteth from brother to brother:

   We have furrowed the acres and scattered the seed.
 

THE EARTH.
 

Win on then unyielding, through fair and foul weather,

   And pass not a day that your deed shall avail.
 And in hope every spring-tide come gather together

   That unto the Earth ye may tell all your tale.
 

Then this shall I promise, that I am abiding

   The day of your triumph, the ending of gloom,
 And no wealth that ye will then my hand shall be hiding

   And the tears of the spring into roses shall bloom.
 






  








MAY DAY, 1894
 

Clad is the year in all her best,

   The land is sweet and sheen;
 Now Spring with Summer at her breast,

   Goes down the meadows green.
 

Here are we met to welcome in

   The young abounding year,
 To praise what she would have us win

   Ere winter draweth near.
 

For surely all is not in vain,

   This gallant show she brings;
 But seal of hope and sign of gain,

   Beareth this Spring of springs.
 

No longer now the seasons wear

   Dull, without any tale
 Of how the chain the toilers bear

   Is growing thin and frail.
 

But hope of plenty and goodwill

   Flies forth from land to land,
 Nor any now the voice can still

   That crieth on the hand.
 

A little while shall Spring come back

   And find the Ancient Home
 Yet marred by foolish waste and lack,

   And most enthralled by some.
 

A little while, and then at last

   Shall the greetings of the year
 Be blent with wonder of the past

   And all the griefs that were.
 

A little while, and they that meet

   The living year to praise,
 Shall be to them as music sweet

   That grief of bye-gone days.
 

So be we merry to our best,

   Now the land is sweet and sheen,
 And Spring with Summer at her breast

   Goes down the meadows green.
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ALFRED LINNELL, KILLED IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE. A DEATH SONG
 

WHAT cometh here from west to east a-wending?

And who are these, the marchers stern and slow?

We bear the message that the rich are sending

Aback to those who bade them wake and know.

  Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,   5

  But one and all if they would dusk the day.
 

We ask’d them for a life of toilsome earning,

They bade us bide their leisure for our bread;

We crav’d to speak to tell our woeful learning:

We come back speechless, bearing back our dead.   10
 

They will not learn; they have no ears to hearken;

They turn their faces from the eyes of fate;

Their gay-lit halls shut out the skies that darken.

But, lo! this dead man knocking at the gate.
 

Here lies the sign that we shall break our prison;   15

Amidst the storm he won a prisoner’s rest;

But in the cloudy dawn the sun arisen

Brings us our day of work to win the best.

  Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

  But one and all if they would dusk the day.   20
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HERE BEGIN POEMS BY THE WAY.
 

WRITTEN BY WILLIAM MORRIS.
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FROM THE UPLAND TO THE SEA.
 

Shall we wake one morn of spring,
 Glad at heart of everything,
 Yet pensive with the thought of eve?
 Then the white house shall we leave,
 Pass the wind-flowers and the bays,
 Through the garth, and go our ways,
 Wandering down among the meads
 Till our very joyance needs
 Rest at last; till we shall come
 To that Sun-god’s lonely home,
 Lonely on the hill-side grey,
 Whence the sheep have gone away;
 Lonely till the feast-time is,
 When with prayer and praise of bliss,
 Thither comes the country side.
 There awhile shall we abide,
 Sitting low down in the porch
 By that image with the torch:
 Thy one white hand laid upon
 The black pillar that was won
 From the far-off Indian mine;
 And my hand nigh touching thine,
 But not touching; and thy gown
 Fair with spring-flowers cast adown
 From thy bosom and thy brow.
 There the south-west wind shall blow
 Through thine hair to reach my cheek,
 As thou sittest, nor mayst speak,
 Nor mayst move the hand I kiss
 For the very depth of bliss;
 Nay, nor turn thine eyes to me.
 Then desire of the great sea
 Nigh enow, but all unheard,
 In the hearts of us is stirred,
 And we rise, we twain at last,
 And the daffodils downcast,
 Feel thy feet and we are gone
 From the lonely Sun-Crowned one.
 Then the meads fade at our back,
 And the spring day ‘gins to lack
 That fresh hope that once it had;
 But we twain grow yet more glad,
 And apart no more may go
 When the grassy slope and low
 Dieth in the shingly sand:
 Then we wander hand in hand
 By the edges of the sea,
 And I weary more for thee
 Than if far apart we were,
 With a space of desert drear
 ‘Twixt thy lips and mine, O love!
 Ah, my joy, my joy thereof!
 






  








OF THE WOOING OF HALLBIORN THE STRONG.  A STORY FROM THE LAND- SETTLING BOOK OF ICELAND, CHAPTER XXX.
 

At Deildar-Tongue in the autumn-tide,

So many times over comes summer again,
 Stood Odd of Tongue his door beside.

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 Dim and dusk the day was grown,
 As he heard his folded wethers moan.
 Then through the garth a man drew near,
 With painted shield and gold-wrought spear.
 Good was his horse and grand his gear,
 And his girths were wet with Whitewater.
 “Hail, Master Odd, live blithe and long!
 How fare the folk at Deildar-Tongue?”
 “All hail, thou Hallbiorn the Strong!
 How fare the folk by the Brothers’-Tongue?”
 “Meat have we there, and drink and fire,
 Nor lack all things that we desire.
 But by the other Whitewater
 Of Hallgerd many a tale we hear.”
 “Tales enow may my daughter make
 If too many words be said for her sake.”
 “What saith thine heart to a word of mine,
 That I deem thy daughter fair and fine?
 Fair and fine for a bride is she,
 And I fain would have her home with me.”
 “Full many a word that at noon goes forth
 Comes home at even little worth.
 Now winter treadeth on autumn-tide,
 So here till the spring shalt thou abide.
 Then if thy mind be changed no whit,
 And ye still will wed, see ye to it!
 And on the first of summer days,
 A wedded man, ye may go your ways.
 Yet look, howso the thing will fall,
 My hand shall meddle nought at all.
 Lo, now the night and rain draweth up,
 And within doors glimmer stoop and cup.
 And hark, a little sound I know,
 The laugh of Snæbiorn’s fiddle-bow,
 My sister’s son, and a craftsman good,
 When the red rain drives through the iron wood.”
 Hallbiorn laughed, and followed in,
 And a merry feast there did begin.
 Hallgerd’s hands undid his weed,
 Hallgerd’s hands poured out the mead.
 Her fingers at his breast he felt,
 As her hair fell down about his belt.
 Her fingers with the cup he took,
 And o’er its rim at her did look.
 Cold cup, warm hand, and fingers slim,
 Before his eyes were waxen dim.
 And if the feast were foul or fair,
 He knew not, save that she was there.
 He knew not if men laughed or wept,
 While still ‘twixt wall and dais she stept.
 Whether she went or stood that eve,
 Not once his eyes her face did leave.
 But Snæbiorn laughed and Snæbiorn sang,
 And sweet his smitten fiddle rang.
 And Hallgerd stood beside him there,

So many times over comes summer again,
 Nor ever once he turned to her,

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 

Master Odd on the morrow spake,

So many times over comes summer again.
 “Hearken, O guest, if ye be awake,”

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 “Sure ye champions of the south
 Speak many things from a silent mouth.
 And thine, meseems, last night did pray
 That ye might well be wed to-day.
 The year’s ingathering feast it is,
 A goodly day to give thee bliss.
 Come hither, daughter, fine and fair,
 Here is a Wooer from Whitewater.
 East away hath he gotten fame,
 And his father’s name is e’en my names.
 Will ye lay hand within his hand,
 That blossoming fair our house may stand?”
 She laid her hand within his hand;
 White she was as the lily wand.
 Low sang Snæbiorn’s brand in its sheath,
 And his lips were waxen grey as death.
 “Snæbiorn, sing us a song of worth,
 If your song must be silent from now henceforth.”
 Clear and loud his voice outrang,
 And a song of worth at the wedding he sang.
 “Sharp sword,” he sang, “and death is sure.”

So many times over comes summer again,
 “But love doth over all endure.”

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 

Now winter cometh and weareth away,

So many times over comes summer again,
 And glad is Hallbiorn many a day.

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 Full soft he lay his love beside;
 But dark are the days of wintertide.
 Dark are the days, and the nights are long,
 And sweet and fair was Snæbiorn’s song.
 Many a time he talked with her,
 Till they deemed the summer-tide was there.
 And they forgat the wind-swept ways
 And angry fords of the flitting-days.
 While the north wind swept the hillside there
 They forgat the other Whitewater.
 While nights at Deildar-Tongue were long,
 They clean forgat the Brothers’-Tongue.
 But whatso falleth ‘twixt Hell and Home,

So many times over comes summer again,
 Full surely again shall summer come.

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 

To Odd spake Hallbiorn on a day

So many times over comes summer again,
 “Gone is the snow from everyway.”

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 Now green is grown Whitewater-side,
 And I to Whitewater will ride.”
 Quoth Odd, “Well fare thou winter-guest,
 May thine own Whitewater be best.
 Well is a man’s purse better at home
 Than open where folk go and come.”
 “Come ye carles of the south country,
 Now shall we go our kin to see!
 For the lambs are bleating in the south,
 And the salmon swims towards Olfus mouth.
 Girth and graithe and gather your gear!
 And ho for the other Whitewater!”
 Bright was the moon as bright might be,
 And Snæbiorn rode to the north country.
 And Odd to Reykholt is gone forth,
 To see if his mares be ought of worth.
 But Hallbiorn into the bower is gone
 And there sat Hallgerd all alone.
 She was not dight to go nor ride
 She had no joy of the summer-tide.
 Silent she sat and combed her hair,
 That fell all round about her there.
 The slant beam lay upon her head,
 And gilt her golden locks to red.
 He gazed at her with hungry eyes
 And fluttering did his heart arise.
 “Full hot,” he said, “is the sun to-day,
 And the snow is gone from the mountain-way.
 The king-cup grows above the grass,
 And through the wood do the thrushes pass.”
 Of all his words she hearkened none,
 But combed her hair amidst the sun.
 “The laden beasts stand in the garth
 And their heads are turned to Helliskarth.”
 The sun was falling on her knee,
 And she combed her gold hair silently.
 “To-morrow great will be the cheer
 At the Brothers’-Tongue by Whitewater.”
 From her folded lap the sunbeam slid;
 She combed her hair, and the word she hid.
 “Come, love; is the way so long and drear
 From Whitewater to Whitewater?”
 The sunbeam lay upon the floor;
 She combed her hair and spake no more.
 He drew her by the lily hand:
 “I love thee better than all the land.”
 He drew her by the shoulders sweet:
 “My threshold is but for thy feet.”
 He drew her by the yellow hair:
 “O why wert thou so deadly fair?
 “O am I wedded to death?” he cried
 “Is the Dead-strand come to Whitewater side?”
 And the sun was fading from the room,
 But her eyes were bright in the change and the gloom.
 “Sharp sword,” she sang, “and death is sure,
 But over all doth love endure.”
 She stood up shining in her place
 And laughed beneath his deadly face.
 Instead of the sunbeam gleamed a brand,
 The hilts were hard in Hallbiorn’s hand:
 The bitter point was in Hallgerd’s breast
 That Snæbiorn’s lips of love had pressed.
 Morn and noon, and nones passed o’er,
 And the sun is far from the bower door.
 To-morrow morn shall the sun come back,

So many times over comes summer again,
 But Hallgerd’s feet the floor shall lack.

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 

Now Hallbiorn’s house-carles ride full fast,

So many times over comes summer again,
 Till many a mile of way is past.

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 But when they came over Oxridges,
 ’Twas, “Where shall we give our horses ease?”
 When Shieldbroad-side was well in sight,
 ’Twas, “Where shall we lay our heads to-night?”
 Hallbiorn turned and raised his head;
 “Under the stones of the waste,” he said.
 Quoth one, “The clatter of hoofs anigh.”
 Quoth the other, “Spears against the sky!”
 “Hither ride men from the Wells apace;
 Spur we fast to a kindlier place.”
 Down from his horse leapt Hallbiorn straight:
 “Why should the supper of Odin wait?
 Weary and chased I will not come
 To the table of my fathers’ home.”
 With that came Snæbiorn, who but he,
 And twelve in all was his company.
 Snæbiorn’s folk were on their feet;
 He spake no word as they did meet.
 They fought upon the northern hill:
 Five are the howes men see there still.
 Three men of Snæbiorn’s fell to earth
 And Hallbiorn’s twain that were of worth.
 And never a word did Snæbiorn say,
 Till Hallbiorn’s foot he smote away.
 Then Hallbiorn cried: “Come, fellow of mine,
 To the southern bent where the sun doth shine.”
 Tottering into the sun he went,
 And slew two more upon the bent.
 And on the bent where dead he lay
 Three howes do men behold to-day.
 And never a word spake Snæbiorn yet,
 Till in his saddle he was set.
 Nor was there any heard his voice,

So many times over comes summer again,
 Till he came to his ship in Grimsar-oyce.

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 

On so fair a day they hoisted sail,

So many times over comes summer again,
 And for Norway well did the wind avail.

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 But Snæbiorn looked aloft and said:
 “I see in the sail a stripe of red:
 Murder, meseems, is the name of it
 And ugly things about it flit.
 A stripe of blue in the sail I see:
 Cold death of men it seems to me.
 And next I see a stripe of black,
 For a life fulfilled of bitter lack.”
 Quoth one, “So fair a wind doth blow
 That we shall see Norway soon enow.”
 “Be blithe, O shipmate,” Snæbiorn said,
 “Tell Hacon the Earl that I be dead.”
 About the midst of the Iceland main
 Round veered the wind to the east again.
 And west they drave, and long they ran
 Till they saw a land was white and wan.
 “Yea,” Snæbiorn said, “my home it is,
 Ye bear a man shall have no bliss.
 Far off beside the Greekish sea
 The maidens pluck the grapes in glee.
 Green groweth the wheat in the English land
 And the honey-bee flieth on every hand.
 In Norway by the cheaping town
 The laden beasts go up and down.
 In Iceland many a mead they mow
 And Hallgerd’s grave grows green enow.
 But these are Gunnbiorn’s skerries wan
 Meet harbour for a hapless man.
 In all lands else is love alive,
 But here is nought with grief to strive.
 Fail not for a while, O eastern wind,
 For nought but grief is left behind.
 And before me here a rest I know,”

So many times over comes summer again,
 “A grave beneath the Greenland snow,”

What healing in summer if winter be vain?
 






  








ECHOES OF LOVE’S HOUSE.
 

Love gives every gift whereby we long to live
 “Love takes every gift, and nothing back doth give.”
 

Love unlocks the lips that else were ever dumb:
 “Love locks up the lips whence all things good might come.”
 

Love makes clear the eyes that else would never see:
 “Love makes blind the eyes to all but me and thee.”
 

Love turns life to joy till nought is left to gain:
 “Love turns life to woe till hope is nought and vain.”
 

Love, who changest all, change me nevermore!
 “Love, who changest all, change my sorrow sore!”
 

Love burns up the world to changeless heaven and blest,
 “Love burns up the world to a void of all unrest.”
 

And there we twain are left, and no more work we need:
 “And I am left alone, and who my work shall heed?”
 

Ah!  I praise thee, Love, for utter joyance won!
 “And is my praise nought worth for all my life undone?”
 






  








THE BURGHERS’ BATTLE.
 

Thick rise the spear-shafts o’er the land
 That erst the harvest bore;
 The sword is heavy in the hand,

And we return no more.
 The light wind waves the Ruddy Fox,
 Our banner of the war,
 And ripples in the Running Ox,

And we return no more.
 Across our stubble acres now
 The teams go four and four;
 But out-worn elders guide the plough,

And we return no more.
 And now the women heavy-eyed
 Turn through the open door
 From gazing down the highway wide,

Where we return no more.
 The shadows of the fruited close
 Dapple the feast-hall floor;
 There lie our dogs and dream and doze,

And we return no more.
 Down from the minster tower to-day
 Fall the soft chimes of yore
 Amidst the chattering jackdaws’ play:

And we return no more.
 But underneath the streets are still;
 Noon, and the market’s o’er!
 Back go the goodwives o’er the hill;

For we return no more.
 What merchant to our gates shall come?
 What wise man bring us lore?
 What abbot ride away to Rome,

Now we return no more?
 What mayor shall rule the hall we built?
 Whose scarlet sweep the floor?
 What judge shall doom the robber’s guilt,

Now we return no more?
 New houses in the streets shall rise
 Where builded we before,
 Of other stone wrought otherwise;

For we return no more.
 And crops shall cover field and hill
 Unlike what once they bore,
 And all be done without our will,

Now we return no more.
 Look up! the arrows streak the sky,
 The horns of battle roar;
 The long spears lower and draw nigh,

And we return no more.
 Remember how beside the wain,
 We spoke the word of war,
 And sowed this harvest of the plain,

And we return no more.
 Lay spears about the Ruddy Fox!
 The days of old are o’er;
 Heave sword about the Running Ox!

For we return no more.
 






  








HOPE DIETH: LOVE LIVETH.
 

Strong are thine arms, O love, & strong
 Thine heart to live, and love, and long;
 But thou art wed to grief and wrong:
 Live, then, and long, though hope be dead!
 Live on, & labour thro’ the years!
 Make pictures through the mist of tears,
 Of unforgotten happy fears,
 That crossed the time ere hope was dead.
 Draw near the place where once we stood
 Amid delight’s swift-rushing flood,
 And we and all the world seemed good
 Nor needed hope now cold and dead.
 Dream in the dawn I come to thee
 Weeping for things that may not be!
 Dream that thou layest lips on me!
 Wake, wake to clasp hope’s body dead!
 Count o’er and o’er, and one by one
 The minutes of the happy sun
 That while agone on kissed lips shone,
 Count on, rest not, for hope is dead.
 Weep, though no hair’s breadth thou shalt move
 The living Earth, the heaven above
 By all the bitterness of love!
 Weep and cease not, now hope is dead!
 Sighs rest thee not, tears bring no ease,
 Life hath no joy, and Death no peace:
 The years change not, though they decrease,
 For hope is dead, for hope is dead.
 Speak, love, I listen: far away
 I bless the tremulous lips, that say,
 “Mock not the afternoon of day,
 Mock not the tide when hope is dead!”
 I bless thee, O my love, who say’st:
 “Mock not the thistle-cumbered waste;
 I hold Love’s hand, and make no haste
 Down the long way, now hope is dead.
 With other names do we name pain,
 The long years wear our hearts in vain.
 Mock not our loss grown into gain,
 Mock not our lost hope lying dead.
 Our eyes gaze for no morning-star,
 No glimmer of the dawn afar;
 Full silent wayfarers we are
 Since ere the noon-tide hope lay dead.
 Behold with lack of happiness
 The master, Love, our hearts did bless
 Lest we should think of him the less:
 Love dieth not, though hope is dead!”
 






  








ERROR AND LOSS.
 

Upon an eve I sat me down and wept,
 Because the world to me seemed nowise good;
 Still autumn was it, & the meadows slept,
 The misty hills dreamed, and the silent wood
 Seemed listening to the sorrow of my mood:
 I knew not if the earth with me did grieve,
 Or if it mocked my grief that bitter eve.
 

Then ‘twixt my tears a maiden did I see,
 Who drew anigh me on the leaf-strewn grass,
 Then stood and gazed upon me pitifully
 With grief-worn eyes, until my woe did pass
 From me to her, and tearless now I was,
 And she mid tears was asking me of one
 She long had sought unaided and alone.
 

I knew not of him, and she turned away
 Into the dark wood, and my own great pain
 Still held me there, till dark had slain the day,
 And perished at the grey dawn’s hand again;
 Then from the wood a voice cried: “Ah, in vain,
 In vain I seek thee, O thou bitter-sweet!
 In what lone land are set thy longed-for feet?”
 

Then I looked up, and lo, a man there came
 From midst the trees, and stood regarding me
 Until my tears were dried for very shame;
 Then he cried out: “O mourner, where is she
 Whom I have sought o’er every land and sea?
 I love her and she loveth me, and still
 We meet no more than green hill meeteth hill.”
 

With that he passed on sadly, and I knew
 That these had met and missed in the dark night,
 Blinded by blindness of the world untrue,
 That hideth love and maketh wrong of right.
 Then midst my pity for their lost delight,
 Yet more with barren longing I grew weak,
 Yet more I mourned that I had none to seek.
 






  








THE HALL AND THE WOOD.
 

’Twas in the water-dwindling tide
 When July days were done,
 Sir Rafe of Greenhowes, ‘gan to ride
 In the earliest of the sun.
 

He left the white-walled burg behind,
 He rode amidst the wheat.
 The westland-gotten wind blew kind
 Across the acres sweet.
 

Then rose his heart and cleared his brow,
 And slow he rode the way:
 “As then it was, so is it now,
 Not all hath worn away.”
 

So came he to the long green lane
 That leadeth to the ford,
 And saw the sickle by the wain
 Shine bright as any sword.
 

The brown carles stayed ‘twixt draught and draught,
 And murmuring, stood aloof,
 But one spake out when he had laughed:
 “God bless the Green-wood Roof!”
 

Then o’er the ford and up he fared:
 And lo the happy hills!
 And the mountain-dale by summer cleared,
 That oft the winter fills.
 

Then forth he rode by Peter’s gate,
 And smiled and said aloud:
 “No more a day doth the Prior wait,
 White stands the tower and proud.”
 

There leaned a knight on the gateway side
 In armour white and wan,
 And after the heels of the horse he cried,
 “God keep the hunted man!”
 

Then quoth Sir Rafe, “Amen, amen!”
 For he deemed the word was good;
 But never a while he lingered then
 Till he reached the Nether Wood.
 

* * * * *
 

He rode by ash, he rode by oak,
 He rode the thicket round,
 And heard no woodman strike a stroke,
 No wandering wife he found.
 

He rode the wet, he rode the dry,
 He rode the grassy glade:
 At Wood-end yet the sun was high,
 And his heart was unafraid.
 

There on the bent his rein he drew,
 And looked o’er field and fold,
 O’er all the merry meads he knew
 Beneath the mountains old.
 

He gazed across to the good Green Howe
 As he smelt the sun-warmed sward;
 Then his face grew pale from chin to brow,
 And he cried, “God save the sword!”
 

For there beyond the winding way,
 Above the orchards green,
 Stood up the ancient gables gray
 With ne’er a roof between.
 

His naked blade in hand he had,
 O’er rough and smooth he rode,
 Till he stood where once his heart was glad
 Amidst his old abode.
 

* * * * *
 

Across the hearth a tie-beam lay
 Unmoved a weary while.
 The flame that clomb the ashlar gray
 Had burned it red as tile.
 

The sparrows bickering on the floor
 Fled at his entering in;
 The swift flew past the empty door
 His winged meat to win.
 

Red apples from the tall old tree
 O’er the wall’s rent were shed.
 Thence oft, a little lad, would he
 Look down upon the lead.
 

There turned the cheeping chaffinch now
 And feared no birding child;
 Through the shot-window thrust a bough
 Of garden-rose run wild.
 

He looked to right, he looked to left,
 And down to the cold gray hearth,
 Where lay an axe with half burned heft
 Amidst the ashen dearth.
 

He caught it up and cast it wide
 Against the gable wall;
 Then to the dais did he stride,
 O’er beam and bench and all.
 

Amidst there yet the high-seat stood,
 Where erst his sires had sat;
 And the mighty board of oaken wood,
 The fire had stayed thereat.
 

Then through the red wrath of his eyne
 He saw a sheathed sword,
 Laid thwart that wasted field of wine,
 Amidmost of the board.
 

And by the hilts a slug-horn lay,
 And therebeside a scroll,
 He caught it up and turned away
 From the lea-land of the bowl.
 

Then with the sobbing grief he strove,
 For he saw his name thereon;
 And the heart within his breast uphove
 As the pen’s tale now he won.
 

“O Rafe, my love of long ago!
 Draw forth thy father’s blade,
 And blow the horn for friend and foe,
 And the good green-wood to aid!”
 

He turned and took the slug-horn up,
 And set it to his mouth,
 And o’er that meadow of the cup
 Blew east and west and south.
 

He drew the sword from out the sheath
 And shook the fallow brand;
 And there a while with bated breath,
 And hearkening ear did stand.
 

Him-seemed the horn’s voice he might hear — 
 Or the wind that blew o’er all.
 Him-seemed that footsteps drew anear — 
 Or the boughs shook round the hall.
 

Him-seemed he heard a voice he knew — 
 Or a dream of while agone.
 Him-seemed bright raiment towards him drew — 
 Or bright the sun-set shone.
 

* * * * *
 

She stood before him face to face,
 With the sun-beam thwart her hand,
 As on the gold of the Holy Place
 The painted angels stand.
 

With many a kiss she closed his eyes;
 She kissed him cheek and chin:
 E’en so in the painted Paradise
 Are Earth’s folk welcomed in.
 

There in the door the green-coats stood,
 O’er the bows went up the cry,
 “O welcome, Rafe, to the free green-wood,
 With us to live and die.”
 

It was bill and bow by the high-seat stood,
 And they cried above the bows,
 “Now welcome, Rafe, to the good green-wood,
 And welcome Kate the Rose!”
 

* * * * *
 

White, white in the moon is the woodland plash,
 White is the woodland glade,
 Forth wend those twain, from oak to ash,
 With light hearts unafraid.
 

The summer moon high o’er the hill,
 All silver-white is she,
 And Sir Rafe’s good men with bow and bill,
 They go by two and three.
 

In the fair green-wood where lurks no fear,
 Where the King’s writ runneth not,
 There dwell they, friends and fellows dear,
 While summer days are hot,
 

And when the leaf from the oak-tree falls,
 And winds blow rough and strong,
 With the carles of the woodland thorps and halls
 They dwell, and fear no wrong.
 

And there the merry yule they make,
 And see the winter wane,
 And fain are they for true-love’s sake,
 And the folk thereby are fain.
 

For the ploughing carle and the straying herd
 Flee never for Sir Rafe:
 No barefoot maiden wends afeard,
 And she deems the thicket safe.
 

But sore adread do the chapmen ride;
 Wide round the wood they go;
 And the judge and the sergeants wander wide,
 Lest they plead before the bow.
 

Well learned and wise is Sir Rafe’s good sword,
 And straight the arrows fly,
 And they find the coat of many a lord,
 And the crest that rideth high.
 






  








THE DAY OF DAYS.
 

Each eve earth falleth down the dark,
 As though its hope were o’er;
 Yet lurks the sun when day is done
 Behind to-morrow’s door.
 

Grey grows the dawn while men-folk sleep,
 Unseen spreads on the light,
 Till the thrush sings to the coloured things,
 And earth forgets the night.
 

No otherwise wends on our Hope:
 E’en as a tale that’s told
 Are fair lives lost, and all the cost
 Of wise and true and bold.
 

We’ve toiled and failed; we spake the word;
 None hearkened; dumb we lie;
 Our Hope is dead, the seed we spread
 Fell o’er the earth to die.
 

What’s this?  For joy our hearts stand still,
 And life is loved and dear,
 The lost and found the Cause hath crowned,
 The Day of Days is here.
 






  








TO THE MUSE OF THE NORTH.
 

O muse that swayest the sad Northern Song,
 Thy right hand full of smiting & of wrong,
 Thy left hand holding pity; & thy breast
 Heaving with hope of that so certain rest:
 Thou, with the grey eyes kind and unafraid,
 The soft lips trembling not, though they have said
 The doom of the World and those that dwell therein.
 The lips that smile not though thy children win
 The fated Love that draws the fated Death.
 O, borne adown the fresh stream of thy breath,
 Let some word reach my ears and touch my heart,
 That, if it may be, I may have a part
 In that great sorrow of thy children dead
 That vexed the brow, and bowed adown the head,
 Whitened the hair, made life a wondrous dream,
 And death the murmur of a restful stream,
 But left no stain upon those souls of thine
 Whose greatness through the tangled world doth shine.
 O Mother, and Love and Sister all in one,
 Come thou; for sure I am enough alone
 That thou thine arms about my heart shouldst throw,
 And wrap me in the grief of long ago.
 






  








OF THE THREE SEEKERS.
 

There met three knights on the woodland way,
 And the first was clad in silk array:
 The second was dight in iron and steel,
 But the third was rags from head to heel.
 “Lo, now is the year and the day come round
 When we must tell what we have found.”
 The first said: “I have found a king
 Who grudgeth no gift of anything.”
 The second said: “I have found a knight
 Who hath never turned his back in fight.”
 But the third said: “I have found a love
 That Time and the World shall never move.”
 

Whither away to win good cheer?
 “With me,” said the first, “for my king is near.”
 So to the King they went their ways;
 But there was a change of times and days.
 “What men are ye,” the great King said,
 “That ye should eat my children’s bread?
 My waste has fed full many a store,
 And mocking and grudge have I gained therefore.
 Whatever waneth as days wax old,
 Full worthy to win are goods and gold.”
 

Whither away to win good cheer?
 “With me,” said the second, “my knight is near.”
 So to the knight they went their ways,
 But there was a change of times and days.
 He dwelt in castle sure and strong,
 For fear lest aught should do him wrong.
 Guards by gate and hall there were,
 And folk went in and out in fear.
 When he heard the mouse run in the wall,
 “Hist!” he said, “what next shall befal?
 Draw not near, speak under your breath,
 For all new-corners tell of death.
 Bring me no song nor minstrelsy,
 Round death it babbleth still,” said he.
 “And what is fame and the praise of men,
 When lost life cometh not again?”
 

Whither away to seek good cheer?
 “Ah me!” said the third, “that my love were anear!
 Were the world as little as it is wide,
 In a happy house should ye abide.
 Were the world as kind as it is hard,
 Ye should behold a fair reward.”
 

So far by high and low have they gone,
 They have come to a waste was rock and stone.
 But lo, from the waste, a company
 Full well bedight came riding by;
 And in the midst, a queen, so fair,
 That God wrought well in making her.
 The first and second knights abode
 To gaze upon her as she rode,
 Forth passed the third with head down bent,
 And stumbling ever as he went.
 His shoulder brushed her saddle-bow;
 He trembled with his head hung low.
 His hand brushed o’er her golden gown,
 As on the waste he fell adown.
 So swift to earth her feet she set,
 It seemed that there her arms he met.
 His lips that looked the stone to meet
 Were on her trembling lips and sweet.
 Softly she kissed him cheek and chin,
 His mouth her many tears drank in.
 “Where would’st thou wander, love,” she said,
 “Now I have drawn thee from the dead?”
 “I go my ways,” he said, “and thine
 Have nought to do with grief and pine.”
 “All ways are one way now,” she said,
 “Since I have drawn thee from the dead.”
 Said he, “But I must seek again
 Where first I met thee in thy pain:
 I am not clad so fair,” said he,
 “But yet the old hurts thou may’st see.
 And thou, but for thy gown of gold,
 A piteous tale of thee were told.”
 “There is no pain on earth,” she said,
 “Since I have drawn thee from the dead.”
 “And parting waiteth for us there,”
 Said he, “As it was yester-year.”
 “Yet first a space of love,” she said,
 “Since I have drawn thee from the dead.”
 He laughed; said he, “Hast thou a home
 Where I and these my friends may come?”
 Laughing, “The world’s my home,” she said,
 “Now I have drawn thee from the dead.
 Yet somewhere is a space thereof
 Where I may dwell beside my love.
 There clear the river grows for him
 Till o’er its stones his keel shall swim.
 There faint the thrushes in their song,
 And deem he tarrieth overlong.
 There summer-tide is waiting now
 Until he bids the roses blow.
 Come, tell my flowery fields,” she said,
 “How I have drawn thee from the dead.”
 

Whither away to win good cheer?
 “With me,” he said, “for my love is here.
 The wealth of my house it waneth not;
 No gift it giveth is forgot.
 No fear my house may enter in,
 For nought is there that death may win.
 Now life is little, and death is nought,
 Since all is found that erst I sought.”
 






  








LOVE’S GLEANING-TIDE.
 

Draw not away thy hands, my love,
 With wind alone the branches move,
 And though the leaves be scant above
 The Autumn shall not shame us.
 

Say; Let the world wax cold and drear,
 What is the worst of all the year
 But life, and what can hurt us, dear,
 Or death, and who shall blame us?
 

Ah, when the summer comes again
 How shall we say, we sowed in vain?
 The root was joy, the stem was pain,
 The ear a nameless blending.
 

The root is dead and gone, my love,
 The stem’s a rod our truth to prove;
 The ear is stored for nought to move
 Till heaven and earth have ending.
 






  








THE MESSAGE OF THE MARCH WIND.
 

Fair now is the springtide, now earth lies beholding
 With the eyes of a lover, the face of the sun;
 Long lasteth the daylight, and hope is enfolding
 The green-growing acres with increase begun.
 

Now sweet, sweet it is through the land to be straying
 ‘Mid the birds and the blossoms and the beasts of the field;
 Love mingles with love, and no evil is weighing
 On thy heart or mine, where all sorrow is healed.
 

From township to township, o’er down and by tillage
 Fair, far have we wandered and long was the day;
 But now cometh eve at the end of the village,
 Where over the grey wall the church riseth grey.
 

There is wind in the twilight; in the white road before us
 The straw from the ox-yard is blowing about;
 The moon’s rim is rising, a star glitters o’er us,
 And the vane on the spire-top is swinging in doubt.
 

Down there dips the highway, toward the bridge crossing over
 The brook that runs on to the Thames and the sea.
 Draw closer, my sweet, we are lover and lover;
 This eve art thou given to gladness and me.
 

Shall we be glad always?  Come closer and hearken:
 Three fields further on, as they told me down there,
 When the young moon has set, if the March sky should darken
 We might see from the hill-top the great city’s glare.
 

Hark, the wind in the elm-boughs! from London it bloweth,
 And telleth of gold, and of hope and unrest;
 Of power that helps not; of wisdom that knoweth,
 But teacheth not aught of the worst and the best.
 

Of the rich men it telleth, and strange is the story
 How they have, and they hanker, and grip far and wide;
 And they live and they die, and the earth and its glory
 Has been but a burden they scarce might abide.
 

Hark! the March wind again of a people is telling;
 Of the life that they live there, so haggard and grim,
 That if we and our love amidst them had been dwelling
 My fondness had faltered, thy beauty grown dim.
 

This land we have loved in our love and our leisure
 For them hangs in heaven, high out of their reach;
 The wide hills o’er the sea-plain for them have no pleasure,
 The grey homes of their fathers no story to teach.
 

The singers have sung and the builders have builded,
 The painters have fashioned their tales of delight;
 For what and for whom hath the world’s book been gilded,
 When all is for these but the blackness of night?
 

How long, and for what is their patience abiding?
 How oft and how oft shall their story be told,
 While the hope that none seeketh in darkness is hiding,
 And in grief and in sorrow the world groweth old?
 

* * * * *
 

Come back to the inn, love, and the lights and the fire,
 And the fiddler’s old tune and the shuffling of feet;
 For there in a while shall be rest and desire,
 And there shall the morrow’s uprising be sweet.
 

Yet, love, as we wend, the wind bloweth behind us,
 And beareth the last tale it telleth to-night,
 How here in the spring-tide the message shall find us;
 For the hope that none seeketh is coming to light.
 

Like the seed of midwinter, unheeded, unperished,
 Like the autumn-sown wheat ‘neath the snow lying green,
 Like the love that o’ertook us, unawares and uncherished,
 Like the babe ‘neath thy girdle that groweth unseen;
 

So the hope of the people now buddeth and groweth,
 Rest fadeth before it, and blindness and fear;
 It biddeth us learn all the wisdom it knoweth;
 It hath found us and held us, and biddeth us hear:
 

For it beareth the message: “Rise up on the morrow
 And go on your ways toward the doubt and the strife;
 Join hope to our hope and blend sorrow with sorrow,
 And seek for men’s love in the short days of life.”
 

But lo, the old inn, and the lights, and the fire,
 And the fiddler’s old tune and the shuffling of feet;
 Soon for us shall be quiet and rest and desire,
 And to-morrow’s uprising to deeds shall be sweet.
 






  








A DEATH SONG.
 

What cometh here from west to east awending?
 And who are these, the marchers stern and slow?
 We bear the message that the rich are sending
 Aback to those who bade them wake and know.

Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

But one and all if they would dusk the day.
 

We asked them for a life of toilsome earning,
 They bade us bide their leisure for our bread;
 We craved to speak to tell our woeful learning:
 We come back speechless, bearing back our dead.

Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

But one and all if they would dusk the day.
 

They will not learn; they have no ears to hearken.
 They turn their faces from the eyes of fate;
 Their gay-lit halls shut out the skies that darken.
 But, lo! this dead man knocking at the gate.

Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

But one and all if they would dusk the day.
 

Here lies the sign that we shall break our prison;
 Amidst the storm he won a prisoner’s rest;
 But in the cloudy dawn the sun arisen
 Brings us our day of work to win the best.

Not one, not one, nor thousands must they slay,

But one and all if they would dusk the day.
 






  








ICELAND FIRST SEEN
 

Lo from our loitering ship
 a new land at last to be seen;
 Toothed rocks down the side of the firth
 on the east guard a weary wide lea,
 And black slope the hill-sides above,
 striped adown with their desolate green:
 And a peak rises up on the west
 from the meeting of cloud and of sea,
 Foursquare from base unto point
 like the building of Gods that have been,
 The last of that waste of the mountains
 all cloud-wreathed and snow-flecked and grey,
 And bright with the dawn that began
 just now at the ending of day.
 

Ah! what came we forth for to see
 that our hearts are so hot with desire?
 Is it enough for our rest,
 the sight of this desolate strand,
 And the mountain-waste voiceless as death
 but for winds that may sleep not nor tire?
 Why do we long to wend forth
 through the length and breadth of a land,
 Dreadful with grinding of ice,
 and record of scarce hidden fire,
 But that there ‘mid the grey grassy dales
 sore scarred by the ruining streams
 Lives the tale of the Northland of old
 and the undying glory of dreams?
 

* * * * *
 

O land, as some cave by the sea
 where the treasures of old have been laid,
 The sword it may be of a king
 whose name was the turning of fight:
 Or the staff of some wise of the world
 that many things made and unmade.
 Or the ring of a woman maybe
 whose woe is grown wealth and delight.
 No wheat and no wine grows above it,
 no orchard for blossom and shade;
 The few ships that sail by its blackness
 but deem it the mouth of a grave;
 Yet sure when the world shall awaken,
 this too shall be mighty to save.
 

Or rather, O land, if a marvel
 it seemeth that men ever sought
 Thy wastes for a field and a garden
 fulfilled of all wonder and doubt,
 And feasted amidst of the winter
 when the light of the year had been fought,
 Whose plunder all gathered together
 was little to babble about;
 Cry aloud from thy wastes, O thou land,
 “Not for this nor for that was I wrought.
 Amid waning of realms and of riches
 and death of things worshipped and sure,
 I abide here the spouse of a God,
 and I made and I make and endure.”
 

O Queen of the grief without knowledge,
 of the courage that may not avail,
 Of the longing that may not attain,
 of the love that shall never forget,
 More joy than the gladness of laughter
 thy voice hath amidst of its wail:
 More hope than of pleasure fulfilled
 amidst of thy blindness is set;
 More glorious than gaining of all
 thine unfaltering hand that shall fail:
 For what is the mark on thy brow
 but the brand that thy Brynhild doth bear?
 Lone once, and loved and undone
 by a love that no ages outwear.
 

Ah! when thy Balder comes back,
 and bears from the heart of the Sun
 Peace and the healing of pain,
 and the wisdom that waiteth no more;
 And the lilies are laid on thy brow
 ‘mid the crown of the deeds thou hast done;
 And the roses spring up by thy feet
 that the rocks of the wilderness wore.
 Ah! when thy Balder comes back
 and we gather the gains he hath won,
 Shall we not linger a little
 to talk of thy sweetness of old,
 Yea, turn back awhile to thy travail
 whence the Gods stood aloof to behold?
 






  








THE RAVEN AND THE KING’S DAUGHTER.
 

King’s daughter sitting in tower so high,

Fair summer is on many a shield.
 Why weepest thou as the clouds go by?

Fair sing the swans ‘twixt firth and field.
 Why weepest thou in the window-seat
 Till the tears run through thy fingers sweet?
 

The King’s Daughter.

I weep because I sit alone
 Betwixt these walls of lime and stone.
 Fair folk are in my father’s hall,
 But for me he built this guarded wall.
 And here the gold on the green I sew
 Nor tidings of my true-love know.
 

The Raven.

King’s daughter, sitting above the sea,
 I shall tell thee a tale shall gladden thee.
 Yestreen I saw a ship go forth
 When the wind blew merry from the north.
 And by the tiller Steingrim sat,
 And O, but my heart was glad thereat!
 For ‘twixt ashen plank and dark blue sea
 His sword sang sweet of deeds to be.
 

The King’s Daughter.

O barren sea, thou bitter bird,
 And a barren tale my ears have heard.
 

The Raven.

Thy father’s men were hard thereby
 In byrny bright and helmet high.
 

The King’s Daughter.

O worser waxeth thy story far,
 For these drew upon me bolt and bar.
 Fly south, O fowl, to the field of death
 For nothing sweet thy grey neb saith.
 

The Raven.

O, there was Olaf the lily-rose,
 As fair as any oak that grows.
 

The King’s Daughter.

O sweet bird, what did he then
 Among the spears of my father’s men?
 

The Raven.

‘Twixt ashen plank and dark blue sea,
 He sang: My true love waiteth me.
 

The King’s Daughter.

As well as this dull floor knows my feet,
 I am not weary yet, my sweet.
 

The Raven.

He sang: As once her hand I had,
 Her lips at last shall make me glad.
 

The King’s Daughter.

As once our fingers met, O love,
 So shall our lips be fain thereof.
 

The Raven.

He sang: Come wrack and iron and flame,
 For what shall breach the wall but fame?
 

The King’s Daughter.

Be swift to rise and set, O Sun,
 Lest life ‘twixt hope and death be done.
 

The Raven.

King’s daughter sitting in tower so high,
 A gift for my tale ere forth I fly,
 The gold from thy finger fair and fine,
 Thou hadst it from no love of thine.
 

The King’s Daughter.

By my father’s ring another there is,
 I had it with my mother’s kiss.
 Fly forth, O fowl, across the sea
 To win another gift of me.
 Fly south to bring me tidings true,

Fair summer is on many a shield.
 Of the eve grown red with the battle-dew,

Fair sing the swans ‘twixt firth and field.
 

The Raven.

King’s daughter sitting in tower so high,

Fair summer is on many a shield.
 Tidings to hearken ere thou die,

Fair sing the swans ‘twixt firth and field.
 In the Frankish land the spear points met,
 And wide about the field was wet.
 And high ere the cold moon quenched the sun,
 Blew Steingrim’s horn for battle won.
 

The King’s Daughter.

Fair fall thee fowl!  Tell tidings true
 Of deeds that men that day did do.
 

The Raven.

Steingrim before his banner went,
 And helms were broke and byrnies rent.
 

The King’s Daughter.

A doughty man and good at need;
 Tell men of any other’s deed?
 

The Raven.

Where Steingrim through the battle bore
 Still Olaf went a foot before.
 

The King’s Daughter.

O fair with deeds the world doth grow!
 Where is my true-love gotten now?
 

The Raven.

Upon the deck beside the mast
 He lieth now, and sleepeth fast.
 

The King’s Daughter.

Heard’st thou before his sleep began
 That he spake word of any man?
 

The Raven.

Methought of thee he sang a song,
 But nothing now he saith for long.
 

The King’s Daughter.

And wottest thou where he will wend
 With the world before him from end to end?
 

The Raven.

Before the battle joined that day
 Steingrim a word to him did say:
 “If we bring the banner back in peace,
 In the King’s house much shall my fame increase;
 Till there no guarded door shall be
 But it shall open straight to me.
 Then to the bower we twain shall go
 Where thy love the golden seam doth sew.
 I shall bring thee in and lay thine hand
 About the neck of that lily-wand.
 And let the King be lief or loth
 One bed that night shall hold you both.”
 Now north belike runs Steingrim’s prow,
 And the rain and the wind from the south do blow.
 

The King’s Daughter.

Lo, fowl of death, my mother’s ring,
 But the bridal song I must learn to sing.
 And fain were I for a space alone,
 For O the wind, and the wind doth moan.
 And I must array the bridal bed,

Fair summer is on many a shield.
 For O the rain, and the rain drifts red!

Fair sing the swans ‘twixt firth and field.
 

Before the day from the night was born,
 Fair summer is on many a shield.
 She heard the blast of Steingrim’s horn,
 Fair sing the swans ‘twixt firth and field.
 Before the day was waxen fair
 Were Steingrim’s feet upon the stair.
 “O bolt and bar they fall away,
 But heavy are Steingrim’s feet to-day.”
 “O heavy the feet of one who bears
 The longing of days and the grief of years!
 Lie down, lie down, thou lily-wand
 That on thy neck I may lay his hand.
 Whether the King be lief or loth
 To-day one bed shall hold you both.
 O thou art still as he is still,
 So sore as ye longed to talk your fill.
 And good it were that I depart,
 Now heart is laid so close to heart.
 For sure ye shall talk so left alone

Fair summer is on many a shield.
 Of days to be below the stone.”

Fair sing the swans ‘twixt firth and field.
 






  








SPRING’S BEDFELLOW.
 

Spring went about the woods to-day,
 The soft-foot winter-thief,
 And found where idle sorrow lay
 ‘Twixt flower and faded leaf.
 She looked on him, and found him fair
 For all she had been told;
 She knelt adown beside him there,
 And sang of days of old.
 

His open eyes beheld her nought,
 Yet ‘gan his lips to move;
 But life and deeds were in her thought,
 And he would sing of love.
 

So sang they till their eyes did meet,
 And faded fear and shame;
 More bold he grew, and she more sweet,
 Until they sang the same.
 

Until, say they who know the thing,
 Their very lips did kiss,
 And Sorrow laid abed with Spring
 Begat an earthly bliss.
 






  








MEETING IN WINTER.
 

Winter in the world it is,
 Round about the unhoped kiss
 Whose dream I long have sorrowed o’er;
 Round about the longing sore,
 That the touch of thee shall turn
 Into joy too deep to burn.
 

Round thine eyes and round thy mouth
 Passeth no murmur of the south,
 When my lips a little while
 Leave thy quivering tender smile,
 As we twain, hand holding hand,
 Once again together stand.
 

Sweet is that, as all is sweet;
 For the white drift shalt thou meet,
 Kind and cold-cheeked and mine own,
 Wrapped about with deep-furred gown
 In the broad-wheeled chariot:
 Then the north shall spare us not;
 The wide-reaching waste of snow
 Wilder, lonelier yet shall grow
 As the reddened sun falls down.
 

But the warders of the town,
 When they flash the torches out
 O’er the snow amid their doubt,
 And their eyes at last behold
 Thy red-litten hair of gold;
 Shall they open, or in fear
 Cry, “Alas!  What cometh here?
 Whence hath come this Heavenly
 To tell of all the world undone?”
 

They shall open, and we shall see
 The long street litten scantily
 By the long stream of light before
 The guest-hall’s half-open door;
 And our horses’ bells shall cease
 As we reach the place of peace;
 Thou shalt tremble, as at last
 The worn threshold is o’er-past,
 And the fire-light blindeth thee:
 Trembling shalt thou cling to me
 As the sleepy merchants stare
 At thy cold hands slim and fair,
 Thy soft eyes and happy lips
 Worth all lading of their ships.
 

O my love, how sweet and sweet
 That first kissing of thy feet,
 When the fire is sunk alow,
 And the hall made empty now
 Groweth solemn, dim and vast!
 O my love, the night shall last
 Longer than men tell thereof
 Laden with our lonely love!
 






  








THE TWO SIDES OF THE RIVER
 

The Youths.

O Winter, O white winter, wert thou gone
 No more within the wilds were I alone
 Leaping with bent bow over stock and stone!
 

No more alone my love the lamp should burn,
 Watching the weary spindle twist and turn,
 Or o’er the web hold back her tears and yearn:
 O winter, O white winter, wert thou gone!
 

The Maidens.

Sweet thoughts fly swiftlier than the drifting snow,
 And with the twisting threads sweet longings grow,
 And o’er the web sweet pictures come and go,
 For no white winter are we long alone.
 

The Youths.

O stream so changed, what hast thou done to me,
 That I thy glittering ford no more can see
 Wreathing with white her fair feet lovingly?
 

See, in the rain she stands, and, looking down
 With frightened eyes upon thy whirlpools brown,
 Drops to her feet again her girded gown.
 O hurrying turbid stream, what hast thou done?
 

The Maidens.

The clouds lift, telling of a happier day
 When through the thin stream I shall take my way,
 Girt round with gold, and garlanded with may,
 What rushing stream can keep us long alone?
 

The Youths.

O burning Sun, O master of unrest,
 Why must we, toiling, cast away the best,
 Now, when the bird sleeps by her empty nest?
 

See, with my garland lying at her feet,
 In lonely labour stands mine own, my sweet,
 Above the quern half-filled with half-ground wheat.
 O red taskmaster, that thy flames were done!
 

The Maidens.

O love, to-night across the half-shorn plain
 Shall I not go to meet the yellow wain,
 A look of love at end of toil to gain?
 What flaming sun can keep us long alone?
 

The Youths.

To-morrow, said I, is grape gathering o’er;
 To-morrow, and our loves are twinned no more
 To-morrow came, to bring us woe and war.
 

What have I done, that I should stand with these
 Hearkening the dread shouts borne upon the breeze,
 While she, far off, sits weeping ‘neath her trees?
 Alas, O kings, what is it ye have done?
 

The Maidens.

Come, love, delay not; come, and slay my dread!
 Already is the banquet table spread;
 In the cool chamber flower-strewn is my bed:
 Come, love, what king shall keep us long alone?
 

The Youths.

O city, city, open thou thy gate!
 See, with life snatched from out the hand of fate!
 How on thy glittering triumph I must wait!
 

Are not her hands stretched out to me?  Her eyes,
 Grow they not weary as each new hope dies,
 And lone before her still the long road lies?
 O golden city, fain would I be gone!
 

The Maidens.

And thou art happy, amid shouts and songs,
 And all that unto conquering men belongs.
 Night hath no fear for me, and day no wrongs.
 What brazen city gates can keep us, lone?
 

The Youths.

O long, long road, how bare thou art, and grey!
 Hill after hill thou climbest, and the day
 Is ended now, O moonlit endless way!
 

And she is standing where the rushes grow,
 And still with white hand shades her anxious brow,
 Though ‘neath the world the sun is fallen now,
 O dreary road, when will thy leagues be done?
 

The Maidens.

O tremblest thou, grey road, or do my feet
 Tremble with joy, thy flinty face to meet?
 Because my love’s eyes soon mine eyes shall greet?
 No heart thou hast to keep us long alone.
 

The Youths.

O wilt thou ne’er depart, thou heavy night?
 When will thy slaying bring on the morning bright,
 That leads my weary feet to my delight?
 

Why lingerest thou, filling with wandering fears
 My lone love’s tired heart; her eyes with tears
 For thoughts like sorrow for the vanished years?
 Weaver of ill thoughts, when wilt thou be gone?
 

The Maidens.

Love, to the east are thine eyes turned as mine,
 In patient watching for the night’s decline?
 And hast thou noted this grey widening line?
 Can any darkness keep us long alone?
 

The Youth.

O day, O day, is it a little thing
 That thou so long unto thy life must cling,
 Because I gave thee such a welcoming?
 

I called thee king of all felicity,
 I praised thee that thou broughtest joy so nigh;
 Thine hours are turned to years, thou wilt not die;
 O day so longed for, would that thou wert gone!
 

The Maidens.

The light fails, love; the long day soon shall be
 Nought but a pensive happy memory
 Blessed for the tales it told to thee and me.
 How hard it was, O love, to be alone.
 






  








LOVE FULFILLED.
 

Hast thou longed through weary days
 For the sight of one loved face?
 Mast thou cried aloud for rest,
 Mid the pain of sundering hours;
 Cried aloud for sleep and death,
 Since the sweet unhoped for best
 Was a shadow and a breath?
 O, long now, for no fear lowers
 O’er these faint feet-kissing flowers.
 O, rest now; and yet in sleep
 All thy longing shalt thou keep.
 

Thou shalt rest and have no fear
 Of a dull awaking near,
 Of a life for ever blind,
 Uncontent and waste and wide.
 Thou shalt wake and think it sweet
 That thy love is near and kind.
 Sweeter still for lips to meet;
 Sweetest that thine heart doth hide
 Longing all unsatisfied
 With all longing’s answering
 Howsoever close ye cling.
 

Thou rememberest how of old
 E’en thy very pain grew cold,
 How thou might’st not measure bliss
 E’en when eyes and hands drew nigh.
 Thou rememberest all regret
 For the scarce remembered kiss,
 The lost dream of how they met,
 Mouths once parched with misery.
 Then seemed Love born but to die,
 Now unrest, pain, bliss are one,
 Love, unhidden and alone.
 






  








THE KING OF DENMARK’S SONS.
 

In Denmark gone is many a year,

So fair upriseth the rim of the sun,
 Two sons of Gorm the King there were,

So grey is the sea when day is done.
 

Both these were gotten in lawful bed
 Of Thyrre Denmark’s Surety-head.
 

Fair was Knut of face and limb
 As the breast of the Queen that suckled him.
 

But Harald was hot of hand and heart
 As lips of lovers ere they part.
 

Knut sat at home in all men’s love,
 But over the seas must Harald rove.
 

And for every deed by Harald won,
 Gorm laid more love on Knut alone.
 

On a high-tide spake the King in hall,
 “Old I grow as the leaves that fall.
 

“Knut shall reign when I am dead,
 So shall the land have peace and aid.
 

“But many a ship shall Harald have,
 For I deem the sea well wrought for his grave.”
 

Then none spake save the King again,
 “If Knut die all my days be vain.
 

“And whoso the tale of his death shall tell,
 Hath spoken a word to gain him hell.
 

“Lo here a doom I will not break,”

So fair upriseth the rim of the sun.
 “For life or death or any man’s sake,”

So grey is the sea when the day is done.
 

* * * * *
 

O merry days in the summer-tide!

So fair upriseth the rim of the sun.
 

When the ships sail fair and the young men ride.

So grey is the sea when day is done.
 

Now Harald has got him east away,
 And each morrow of fight was a gainful day.
 

But Knut is to his fosterer gone
 To deal in deeds of peace alone.
 

So wear the days, and well it is
 Such lovely lords should dwell in bliss.
 

O merry in the winter-tide
 When men to Yule-feast wend them wide.
 

And here lieth Knut in the Lima-firth
 When the lift is low o’er the Danish earth.
 

“Tell me now, Shipmaster mine,
 What are yon torches there that shine?”
 

“Lord, no torches may these be
 But golden prows across the sea.
 

“For over there the sun shines now
 And the gold worms gape from every prow.”
 

The sun and the wind came down o’er the sea,
 “Tell them over how many they be!”
 

“Ten I tell with shield-hung sides.
 Nought but a fool his death abides.”
 

“Ten thou tellest, and we be three,
 Good need that we do manfully.
 

“Good fellows, grip the shield and spear,
 For Harald my brother draweth near.
 

“Well breakfast we when night is done,
 And Valhall’s cock crows up the sun.”
 

Up spoke Harald in wrathful case:
 “I would have word with this waxen face!
 

“What wilt thou pay, thou hucksterer,
 That I let thee live another year?
 

“For oath that thou wilt never reign
 Will I let thee live a year or twain.”
 

“Kisses and love shalt thou have of me
 If yet my liegeman thou wilt be.
 

“But stroke of sword, and dint of axe,
 Or ere thou makest my face as wax.”
 

As thick the arrows fell around
 As fall sere leaves on autumn ground.
 

In many a cheek the red did wane
 No maid might ever kiss again.
 

“Lay me aboard,” Lord Harald said,
 “The winter day will soon be dead!
 

“Lay me aboard the bastard’s ship,
 And see to it lest your grapnels slip!”
 

Then some they knelt and some they drowned,
 And some lay dead Lord Knut around.
 

“Look here at the wax-white corpse of him,
 As fair as the Queen in face and limb!
 

“Make now for the shore, for the moon is bright,
 And I would be home ere the end of night.
 

“Two sons last night had Thyrre the Queen,

So fair upriseth the rim of the sun.
 And both she may lack ere the woods wax green,”

So grey is the sea when day is done.
 

* * * * *
 

A little before the morning tide,

So fair upriseth the rim of the sun,
 Queen Thyrre looked out of her window-side,

So grey is the sea when day is done.
 

“O men-at-arms, what men be ye?”
 “Harald thy son come over the sea.”
 

“Why is thy face so pale, my son?”
 “It may be red or day is done.”
 

“O evil words of an evil hour!
 Come, sweet son, to thy mother’s bower!”
 

None from the Queen’s bower went that day
 Till dark night over the meadows lay.
 

None thenceforth heard wail or cry
 Till the King’s feast was waxen high.
 

Then into the hall Lord Harald came
 When the great wax lights were all aflame.
 

“What tidings, son, dost thou bear to me?
 Speak out before I drink with thee.”
 

“Tidings small for a seafarer.
 Two falcons in the sea-cliff’s were;
 

“And one was white and one was grey
 And they fell to battle on a day;
 

“They fought in the sun, they fought in the wind,
 No boot the white fowl’s wounds to bind.
 

“They fought in the wind, they fought in the sun,
 And the white fowl died when the play was done.”
 

“Small tidings these to bear o’er the sea!
 Good hap that nothing worser they be!
 

“Small tidings for a travelled man!
 Drink with me, son, whiles yet ye can!
 

“Drink with me ere thy day and mine,

So fair upriseth the rim of the sun,
 Be nought but a tale told over the wine.”

So grey is the sea when day is done.
 

Now fareth the King with his men to sleep,

So fair upriseth the rim of the sun,
 And dim the maids from the Queen’s bower creep,

So grey is the sea when day is done.
 

And in the hall is little light,
 And there standeth the Queen with cheeks full white.
 

And soft the feet of women fall
 From end to end of the King’s great hall.
 

These bear the gold-wrought cloths away,
 And in other wise the hall array;
 

Till all is black that hath been gold
 So heavy a tale there must be told.
 

The morrow men looked on King Gorm and said
 “Hath he dreamed a dream or beheld the dead?
 

“Why is he sad who should be gay?
 Why are the old man’s lips so grey?”
 

Slow paced the King adown the hall,
 Nor looked aside to either wall,
 

Till in high-seat there he sat him down,
 And deadly old men deemed him grown.
 

“O Queen, what thrall’s hands durst do this,
 To strip my hall of mirth and bliss?”
 

“No thrall’s hands in the hangings were,
 No thrall’s hands made the tenters bare.
 

“King’s daughters’ hands have done the deed,
 The hands of Denmark’s Surety-head.”
 

“Nought betters the deed thy word unsaid.
 Tell me that Knut my son is dead!”
 

She said: “The doom on thee, O King!
 For thine own lips have said the thing.”
 

Men looked to see the King arise,
 The death of men within his eyes.
 

Men looked to see his bitter sword
 That once cleared ships from board to board.
 

But in the hall no sword gleamed wide,
 His hand fell down along his side.
 

No red there came into his cheek,
 He fell aback as one made weak.
 

His wan cheek brushed the high-seat’s side,
 And in the noon of day he died.
 

So lieth King Gorm beneath the grass,
 But from mouth to mouth this tale did pass.
 

And Harald reigned and went his way,

So fair upriseth the rim of the sun.
 And still is the story told to-day,

So grey is the sea when day is done.
 






  








ON THE EDGE OF THE WILDERNESS.
 

Puellæ.

Whence comest thou, and whither goest thou?
 Abide! abide! longer the shadows grow;
 What hopest thou the dark to thee will show?
 

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

Amans.

Why should I name the land across the sea
 Wherein I first took hold on misery?
 Why should I name the land that flees from me?
 

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

Puellæ.

What wilt thou do within the desert place
 Whereto thou turnest now thy careful face?
 Stay but a while to tell us of thy case.
 

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

Amans.

What, nigh the journey’s end shall I abide,
 When in the waste mine own love wanders wide,
 When from all men for me she still doth hide?
 

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

Puellæ.

Nay, nay; but rather she forgetteth thee,
 To sit upon the shore of some warm sea,
 Or in green gardens where sweet fountains be.
 

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

Amans.

Will ye then keep me from the wilderness,
 Where I at least, alone with my distress,
 The quiet land of changing dreams may bless?
 

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

Puellæ.

Forget the false forgetter and be wise,
 And ‘mid these clinging hands and loving eyes,
 Dream, not in vain, thou knowest paradise.
 

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

Amans.

Ah! with your sweet eyes shorten not the day,
 Nor let your gentle hands my journey stay!
 Perchance love is not wholly cast away.
 

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

Puellæ.

Pluck love away as thou wouldst pluck a thorn
 From out thy flesh; for why shouldst thou be born
 To bear a life so wasted and forlorn?
 

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

Amans.

Yea, why then was I born, since hope is pain,
 And life a lingering death, and faith but vain,
 And love the loss of all I seemed to gain?
 

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

Puellæ.

Dost thou believe that this shall ever be,
 That in our land no face thou e’er shalt see,
 No voice thou e’er shalt hear to gladden thee?
 

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

Amans.

No longer do I know of good or bad,
 I have forgotten that I once was glad;
 I do but chase a dream that I have had.
 

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

Puellæ.

Stay! take one image for thy dreamful night;
 Come, look at her, who in the world’s despite
 Weeps for delaying love and lost delight.
 

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

Amans.

Mock me not till to-morrow.  Mock the dead,
 They will not heed it, or turn round the head,
 To note who faithless are, and who are wed.
 

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

Puellæ.

We mock thee not.  Hast thou not heard of those
 Whose faithful love the loved heart holds so close,
 That death must wait till one word lets it loose?
 

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

Amans.

I hear you not: the wind from off the waste
 Sighs like a song that bids me make good haste
 The wave of sweet forgetfulness to taste.
 

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

Puellæ.

Come back! like such a singer is the wind,
 As to a sad tune sings fair words and kind,
 That he with happy tears all eyes may blind!
 

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.

Amans.

Did I not hear her sweet voice cry from far,
 That o’er the lonely waste fair fields there are,
 Fair days that know not any change or care?
 

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.

Puellæ.

Oh, no! not far thou heardest her, but nigh;
 Nigh, ‘twixt the waste’s edge and the darkling sky.
 Turn back again, too soon it is to die.
 

Abide! a little while be happy here.

Amans.

How with the lapse of lone years could I strive,
 And can I die now that thou biddest live?
 What joy this space ‘twixt birth and death can give.
 

Can we depart, who are so happy here?






  








A GARDEN BY THE SEA.
 

I know a little garden-close,
 Set thick with lily and red rose,
 Where I would wander if I might
 From dewy morn to dewy night,
 And have one with me wandering.
 

And though within it no birds sing,
 And though no pillared house is there,
 And though the apple-boughs are bare
 Of fruit and blossom, would to God
 Her feet upon the green grass trod,
 And I beheld them as before.
 

There comes a murmur from the shore,
 And in the close two fair-streams are,
 Drawn from the purple hills afar,
 Drawn down unto the restless sea:
 Dark hills whose heath-bloom feeds no bee,
 Dark shore no ship has ever seen,
 Tormented by the billows green
 Whose murmur comes unceasingly
 Unto the place for which I cry.
 

For which I cry both day and night,
 For which I let slip all delight,
 Whereby I grow both deaf and blind,
 Careless to win, unskilled to find,
 And quick to lose what all men seek.
 

Yet tottering as I am and weak,
 Still have I left a little breath
 To seek within the jaws of death
 An entrance to that happy place,
 To seek the unforgotten face,
 Once seen, once kissed, once reft from me
 Anigh the murmuring of the sea.
 






  








MOTHER AND SON.
 

Now sleeps the land of houses,
 and dead night holds the street,
 And there thou liest, my baby,
 and sleepest soft and sweet;
 My man is away for awhile,
 but safe and alone we lie,
 And none heareth thy breath but thy mother,
 and the moon looking down from the sky
 On the weary waste of the town,
 as it looked on the grass-edged road
 Still warm with yesterday’s sun,
 when I left my old abode;
 Hand in hand with my love,
 that night of all nights in the year;
 When the river of love o’erflowed
 and drowned all doubt and fear,
 And we two were alone in the world,
 and once if never again,
 We knew of the secret of earth
 and the tale of its labour and pain.
 

Lo amidst London I lift thee,
 and how little and light thou art,
 And thou without hope or fear
 thou fear and hope of my heart!
 Lo here thy body beginning,
 O son, and thy soul and thy life;
 But how will it be if thou livest,
 and enterest into the strife,
 And in love we dwell together
 when the man is grown in thee,
 When thy sweet speech I shall hearken,
 and yet ‘twixt thee and me
 Shall rise that wall of distance,
 that round each one doth grow,
 And maketh it hard and bitter
 each other’s thought to know.
 

Now, therefore, while yet thou art little
 and hast no thought of thine own,
 I will tell thee a word of the world;
 of the hope whence thou hast grown;
 Of the love that once begat thee,
 of the sorrow that hath made
 Thy little heart of hunger,
 and thy hands on my bosom laid.
 Then mayst thou remember hereafter,
 as whiles when people say
 All this hath happened before
 in the life of another day;
 So mayst thou dimly remember
 this tale of thy mother’s voice,
 As oft in the calm of dawning
 I have heard the birds rejoice,
 As oft I have heard the storm-wind
 go moaning through the wood;
 And I knew that earth was speaking,
 and the mother’s voice was good.
 

Now, to thee alone will I tell it
 that thy mother’s body is fair,
 In the guise of the country maidens
 Who play with the sun and the air;
 Who have stood in the row of the reapers
 in the August afternoon,
 Who have sat by the frozen water
 in the high day of the moon,
 When the lights of the Christmas feasting
 were dead in the house on the hill,
 And the wild geese gone to the salt-marsh
 had left the winter still.
 Yea, I am fair, my firstling;
 if thou couldst but remember me!
 The hair that thy small hand clutcheth
 is a goodly sight to see;
 I am true, but my face is a snare;
 soft and deep are my eyes,
 And they seem for men’s beguiling
 fulfilled with the dreams of the wise.
 Kind are my lips, and they look
 as though my soul had learned
 Deep things I have never heard of,
 my face and my hands are burned
 By the lovely sun of the acres;
 three months of London town
 And thy birth-bed have bleached them indeed,
 “But lo, where the edge of the gown”
 (So said thy father) “is parting
 the wrist that is white as the curd
 From the brown of the hand that I love,
 bright as the wing of a bird.”
 

Such is thy mother, O firstling,
 yet strong as the maidens of old,
 Whose spears and whose swords were the warders
 of homestead, of field and of fold.
 Oft were my feet on the highway,
 often they wearied the grass;
 From dusk unto dusk of the summer
 three times in a week would I pass
 To the downs from the house on the river
 through the waves of the blossoming corn.
 Fair then I lay down in the even,
 and fresh I arose on the morn,
 And scarce in the noon was I weary.
 Ah, son, in the days of thy strife,
 If thy soul could but harbour a dream
 of the blossom of my life!
 It would be as the sunlit meadows
 beheld from a tossing sea,
 And thy soul should look on a vision
 of the peace that is to be.
 

Yet, yet the tears on my cheek!
 and what is this doth move
 My heart to thy heart, beloved,
 save the flood of yearning love?
 For fair and fierce is thy father,
 and soft and strange are his eyes
 That look on the days that shall be
 with the hope of the brave and the wise.
 It was many a day that we laughed,
 as over the meadows we walked,
 And many a day I hearkened
 and the pictures came as he talked;
 It was many a day that we longed,
 and we lingered late at eve
 Ere speech from speech was sundered,
 and my hand his hand could leave.
 Then I wept when I was alone,
 and I longed till the daylight came;
 And down the stairs I stole,
 and there was our housekeeping dame
 (No mother of me, the foundling)
 kindling the fire betimes
 Ere the haymaking folk went forth
 to the meadows down by the limes;
 All things I saw at a glance;
 the quickening fire-tongues leapt
 Through the crackling heap of sticks,
 and the sweet smoke up from it crept,
 And close to the very hearth
 the low sun flooded the floor,
 And the cat and her kittens played
 in the sun by the open door.
 The garden was fair in the morning,
 and there in the road he stood
 Beyond the crimson daisies
 and the bush of southernwood.
 Then side by side together
 through the grey-walled place we went,
 And O the fear departed,
 and the rest and sweet content!
 

Son, sorrow and wisdom he taught me,
 and sore I grieved and learned
 As we twain grew into one;
 and the heart within me burned
 With the very hopes of his heart.
 Ah, son, it is piteous,
 But never again in my life
 shall I dare to speak to thee thus;
 So may these lonely words
 about thee creep and cling,
 These words of the lonely night
 in the days of our wayfaring.
 Many a child of woman
 to-night is born in the town,
 The desert of folly and wrong;
 and of what and whence are they grown?
 Many and many an one
 of wont and use is born;
 For a husband is taken to bed
 as a hat or a ribbon is worn.
 Prudence begets her thousands;
 “good is a housekeeper’s life,
 So shall I sell my body
 that I may be matron and wife.”
 “And I shall endure foul wedlock
 and bear the children of need.”
 Some are there born of hate,
 many the children of greed.
 “I, I too can be wedded,
 though thou my love hast got.”
 “I am fair and hard of heart,
 and riches shall be my lot.”
 And all these are the good and the happy,
 on whom the world dawns fair.
 O son, when wilt thou learn
 of those that are born of despair,
 As the fabled mud of the Nile
 that quickens under the sun
 With a growth of creeping things,
 half dead when just begun?
 E’en such is the care of Nature
 that man should never die,
 Though she breed of the fools of the earth,
 and the dregs of the city sty.
 But thou, O son, O son,
 of very love wert born,
 When our hope fulfilled bred hope,
 and fear was a folly outworn.
 On the eve of the toil and the battle
 all sorrow and grief we weighed,
 We hoped and we were not ashamed,
 we knew and we were not afraid.
 

Now waneth the night and the moon;
 ah, son, it is piteous
 That never again in my life
 shall I dare to speak to thee thus.
 But sure from the wise and the simple
 shall the mighty come to birth;
 And fair were my fate, beloved,
 if I be yet on the earth
 When the world is awaken at last,
 and from mouth to mouth they tell
 Of thy love and thy deeds and thy valour,
 and thy hope that nought can quell.
 






  








THUNDER IN THE GARDEN.
 

When the boughs of the garden hang heavy with rain
 And the blackbird reneweth his song,
 And the thunder departing yet rolleth again,
 I remember the ending of wrong.
 

When the day that was dusk while his death was aloof
 Is ending wide-gleaming and strange
 For the clearness of all things beneath the world’s roof,
 I call back the wild chance and the change.
 

For once we twain sat through the hot afternoon
 While the rain held aloof for a while,
 Till she, the soft-clad, for the glory of June
 Changed all with the change of her smile.
 

For her smile was of longing, no longer of glee,
 And her fingers, entwined with mine own,
 With caresses unquiet sought kindness of me
 For the gift that I never had known.
 

Then down rushed the rain, and the voice of the thunder
 Smote dumb all the sound of the street,
 And I to myself was grown nought but a wonder,
 As she leaned down my kisses to meet.
 

That she craved for my lips that had craved her so often,
 And the hand that had trembled to touch,
 That the tears filled her eyes I had hoped not to soften
 In this world was a marvel too much.
 

It was dusk ‘mid the thunder, dusk e’en as the night,
 When first brake out our love like the storm,
 But no night-hour was it, and back came the light
 While our hands with each other were warm.
 

And her smile killed with kisses, came back as at first
 As she rose up and led me along,
 And out to the garden, where nought was athirst,
 And the blackbird renewing his song.
 

Earth’s fragrance went with her, as in the wet grass,
 Her feet little hidden were set;
 She bent down her head, ‘neath the roses to pass,
 And her arm with the lily was wet.
 

In the garden we wandered while day waned apace
 And the thunder was dying aloof;
 Till the moon o’er the minster-wall lifted his face,
 And grey gleamed out the lead of the roof.
 

Then we turned from the blossoms, and cold were they grown:
 In the trees the wind westering moved;
 Till over the threshold back fluttered her gown,
 And in the dark house was I loved.
 






  








THE GOD OF THE POOR.
 

There was a lord that hight Maltete,
 Among great lords he was right great,
 On poor folk trod he like the dirt,
 None but God might do him hurt.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

With a grace of prayers sung loud and late
 Many a widow’s house he ate;
 Many a poor knight at his hands
 Lost his house and narrow lands.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

He burnt the harvests many a time,
 He made fair houses heaps of lime;
 Whatso man loved wife or maid
 Of Evil-head was sore afraid.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

He slew good men and spared the bad;
 Too long a day the foul dog had,
 E’en as all dogs will have their day;
 But God is as strong as man, I say.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

For a valiant knight, men called Boncoeur,
 Had hope he should not long endure,
 And gathered to him much good folk,
 Hardy hearts to break the yoke.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

But Boncoeur deemed it would be vain
 To strive his guarded house to gain;
 Therefore, within a little while,
 He set himself to work by guile.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

He knew that Maltete loved right well
 Red gold and heavy.  If from hell
 The Devil had cried, “Take this gold cup,”
 Down had he gone to fetch it up.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

Twenty poor men’s lives were nought
 To him, beside a ring well wrought.
 The pommel of his hunting-knife
 Was worth ten times a poor man’s life.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

A squire new-come from over-sea
 Boncoeur called to him privily,
 And when he knew his lord’s intent,
 Clad like a churl therefrom he went.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

* * * * *
 

But when he came where dwelt Maltete,
 With few words did he pass the gate,
 For Maltete built him walls anew,
 And, wageless, folk from field he drew.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

Now passed the squire through this and that,
 Till he came to where Sir Maltete sat,
 And over red wine wagged his beard:
 Then spoke the squire as one afeard.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“Lord, give me grace, for privily
 I have a little word for thee.”
 “Speak out,” said Maltete, “have no fear,
 For how can thy life to thee be dear?”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“Such an one I know,” he said,
 “Who hideth store of money red.”
 Maltete grinned at him cruelly:
 “Thou florin-maker, come anigh.”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“E’en such as thou once preached of gold,
 And showed me lies in books full old,
 Nought gat I but evil brass,
 Therefore came he to the worser pass.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“Hast thou will to see his skin?
 I keep my heaviest marks therein,
 For since nought else of wealth had he,
 I deemed full well he owed it me.”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“Nought know I of philosophy,”
 The other said, “nor do I lie.
 Before the moon begins to shine,
 May all this heap of gold be thine.”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“Ten leagues from this a man there is,
 Who seemeth to know but little bliss,
 And yet full many a pound of gold
 A dry well nigh his house doth hold.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“John-a-Wood is he called, fair lord,
 Nor know I whence he hath this hoard.”
 Then Maltete said, “As God made me,
 A wizard over-bold is he!”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“It were a good deed, as I am a knight,
 To burn him in a fire bright;
 This John-a-Wood shall surely die,
 And his gold in my strong chest shall lie.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“This very night, I make mine avow,
 The truth of this mine eyes shall know.”
 Then spoke an old knight in the hall,
 “Who knoweth what things may befall?”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“I rede thee go with a great rout,
 For thy foes they ride thick about.”
 “Thou and the devil may keep my foes,
 Thou redest me this gold to lose.

Deus est Deus pauperum.”
 

“I shall go with but some four or five,
 So shall I take my thief alive.
 For if a great rout he shall see,
 Will he not hide his wealth from me?”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

The old knight muttered under his breath,
 “Then mayhap ye shall but ride to death.”
 But Maltete turned him quickly round,
 “Bind me this gray-beard under ground!

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“Because ye are old, ye think to jape.
 Take heed, ye shall not long escape.
 When I come back safe, old carle, perdie,
 Thine head shall brush the linden-tree.”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

Therewith he rode with his five men,
 And Boncoeur’s spy, for good leagues ten,
 Until they left the beaten way,
 And dusk it grew at end of day.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

There, in a clearing of the wood,
 Was John’s house, neither fair nor good.
 In a ragged plot his house anigh,
 Thin coleworts grew but wretchedly.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

* * * * *
 

John-a-Wood in his doorway sat,
 Turning over this and that,
 And chiefly how he best might thrive,
 For he had will enough to live.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

Green coleworts from a wooden bowl
 He ate; but careful was his soul,
 For if he saw another day,
 Thenceforth was he in Boncoeur’s pay.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

So when he saw how Maltete came,
 He said, “Beginneth now the game!”
 And in the doorway did he stand
 Trembling, with hand joined fast to hand.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

When Maltete did this carle behold
 Somewhat he doubted of his gold,
 But cried out, “Where is now thy store
 Thou hast through books of wicked lore?”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

Then said the poor man, right humbly,
 “Fair lord, this was not made by me,
 I found it in mine own dry well,
 And had a mind thy grace to tell.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“Therefrom, my lord, a cup I took
 This day, that thou thereon mightst look,
 And know me to be leal and true,”
 And from his coat the cup he drew.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

Then Maltete took it in his hand,
 Nor knew he ought that it used to stand
 On Boncoeur’s cupboard many a day.
 “Go on,” he said, “and show the way.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“Give me thy gold, and thou shalt live,
 Yea, in my house thou well mayst thrive.”
 John turned about and ‘gan to go
 Unto the wood with footsteps slow.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

But as they passed by John’s woodstack,
 Growled Maltete, “Nothing now doth lack
 Wherewith to light a merry fire,
 And give my wizard all his hire.”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

* * * * *
 

The western sky was red as blood,
 Darker grew the oaken-wood;
 “Thief and carle, where are ye gone?
 Why are we in the wood alone?

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“What is the sound of this mighty horn?
 Ah, God! that ever I was born!
 The basnets flash from tree to tree;
 Show me, thou Christ, the way to flee!”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

Boncoeur it was with fifty men;
 Maltete was but one to ten,
 And his own folk prayed for grace,
 With empty hands in that lone place.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“Grace shall ye have,” Boncoeur said,
 “All of you but Evil-head.”
 Lowly could that great lord be,
 Who could pray so well as he?

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

Then could Maltete howl and cry,
 Little will he had to die.
 Soft was his speech, now it was late,
 But who had will to save Maltete?

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

They brought him to the house again,
 And toward the road he looked in vain.
 Lonely and bare was the great highway,
 Under the gathering moonlight grey.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

They took off his gilt basnet,
 That he should die there was no let;
 They took off his coat of steel,
 A damned man he well might feel.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“Will ye all be rich as kings,
 Lacking naught of all good things?”
 “Nothing do we lack this eve;
 When thou art dead, how can we grieve?”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

“Let me drink water ere I die,
 None henceforth comes my lips anigh.”
 They brought it him in that bowl of wood.
 He said, “This is but poor men’s blood!”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

They brought it him in the cup of gold.
 He said, “The women I have sold
 Have wept it full of salt for me;
 I shall die gaping thirstily.”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

On the threshold of that poor homestead
 They smote off his evil head;
 They set it high on a great spear,
 And rode away with merry cheer.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

At the dawn, in lordly state,
 They rode to Maltete’s castle-gate.
 “Whoso willeth laud to win,
 Make haste to let your masters in!”

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

Forthwith opened they the gate,
 No man was sorry for Maltete.
 Boncoeur conquered all his lands,
 A good knight was he of his hands.

Dens est Deus pauperum.
 

Good men he loved, and hated bad;
 Joyful days and sweet he had;
 Good deeds did he plenteously;
 Beneath him folk lived frank and free.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

He lived long, with merry days;
 None said aught of him but praise.
 God on him have full mercy;
 A good knight merciful was he.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

* * * * *
 

The great lord, called Maltete, is dead;
 Grass grows above his feet and head,
 And a holly-bush grows up between
 His rib-bones gotten white and clean.

Deus est Deus pauperum.
 

A carle’s sheep-dog certainly
 Is a mightier thing than he.
 Till London-bridge shall cross the Nen,
 Take we heed of such-like men.

Dens est Deus pauperum.
 






  








LOVE’S REWARD.
 

It was a knight of the southern land
 Rode forth upon the way
 When the birds sang sweet on either hand
 About the middle of the May.
 

But when he came to the lily-close,
 Thereby so fair a maiden stood,
 That neither the lily nor the rose
 Seemed any longer fair nor good.
 

“All hail, thou rose and lily-bough!
 What dost thou weeping here,
 For the days of May are sweet enow,
 And the nights of May are dear?”
 

“Well may I weep and make my moan,
 Who am bond and captive here;
 Well may I weep who lie alone,
 Though May be waxen dear.”
 

“And is there none shall ransom thee;
 Mayst thou no borrow find?”
 “Nay, what man may my borrow be,
 When all my wealth is left behind?
 

“Perchance some ring is left with thee,
 Some belt that did thy body bind?”
 “Nay, no man may my borrow be,
 My rings and belt are left behind.”
 

“The shoes that the May-blooms kissed on thee
 Might yet be things to some men’s mind.”
 “Nay, no man may my borrow be,
 My golden shoes are left behind.”
 

“The milk-white sark that covered thee
 A dear-bought token some should find.”
 “Nay, no man may my borrow be,
 My silken sark is left behind.”
 

“The kiss of thy mouth and the love of thee
 Better than world’s wealth should I find.”
 “Nay, thou mayst not my borrow be,
 For all my love is left behind.
 

“A year agone come Midsummer-night
 I woke by the Northern sea;
 I lay and dreamed of my delight
 Till love no more would let me be.
 

“Seaward I went by night and cloud
 To hear the white swans sing;
 But though they sang both clear and loud,
 I hearkened a sweeter thing.
 

“O sweet and sweet as none may tell
 Was the speech so close ‘twixt lip and lip:
 But fast, unseen, the black oars fell
 That drave to shore the rover’s ship.
 

“My love lay bloody on the strand
 Ere stars were waxen wan:
 Naught lacketh graves the Northern land
 If to-day it lack a lovelier man.
 

“I sat and wept beside the mast
 When the stars were gone away.
 Naught lacketh the Northland joy gone past
 If it lack the night and day.”
 

“Is there no place in any land
 Where thou wouldst rather be than here?”
 “Yea, a lone grave on a cold sea-strand
 My heart for a little holdeth dear.”
 

“Of all the deeds that women do
 Is there none shall bring thee some delight?”
 “To lie down and die where lay we two
 Upon Midsummer night.”
 

“I will bring thee there where thou wouldst be,
 A borrow shalt thou find.”
 “Wherewith shall I reward it thee
 For wealth and good-hap left behind?”
 

“A kiss from lips that love not me,
 A good-night somewhat kind;
 A narrow house to share with thee
 When we leave the world behind.”
 

They have taken ship and sailed away
 Across the Southland main;
 They have sailed by hills were green and gay,
 A land of goods and gain.
 

They have sailed by sea-cliffs stark and white
 And hillsides fair enow;
 They have sailed by lands of little night
 Where great the groves did grow.
 

They have sailed by islands in the sea
 That the clouds lay thick about;
 And into a main where few ships be
 Amidst of dread, and doubt.
 

With broken mast and battered side
 They drave amidst the tempest’s heart;
 But why should death to these betide
 Whom love did hold so well apart?
 

The flood it drave them toward the strand,
 The ebb it drew them fro;
 The swallowing seas that tore the land
 Cast them ashore and let them go.
 

* * * * *
 

“Is this the land? is this the land,
 Where life and I must part a-twain?”
 “Yea, this is e’en the sea-washed strand
 That made me yoke-fellow of pain.
 

“The strand is this, the sea is this,
 The grey bent and the mountains grey;
 But no mound here his grave-mound is;
 Where have they borne my love away?”
 

“What man is this with shield and spear
 Comes riding down the bent to us?
 A goodly man forsooth he were
 But for his visage piteous.”
 

“Ghost of my love, so kind of yore,
 Art thou not somewhat gladder grown
 To feel my feet upon this shore?
 O love, thou shalt not long be lone.”
 

“Ghost of my love, each day I come
 To see where God first wrought us wrong:
 Now kind thou com’st to call me home,
 Be sure I shall not tarry long.”
 

* * * * *
 

“Come here, my love; come here for rest,
 So sore as my body longs for thee!
 My heart shall beat against thy breast
 As arms of thine shall comfort me.”
 

“Love, let thy lips depart no more
 From those same eyes they once did kiss,
 The very bosom wounded sore
 When sorrow clave the heart of bliss!”
 

O was it day, or was it night,
 As there they told their love again?
 The high-tide of the sun’s delight,
 Or whirl of wind and drift of rain?
 

“Speak sweet, my love, of how it fell,
 And how thou cam’st across the sea,
 And what kind heart hath served thee well,
 And who thy borrow there might be?”
 

Naught but the wind and sea made moan
 As hastily she turned her round;
 From light clouds wept the morn alone,
 Not the dead corpse upon the ground.
 

“O look, my love, for here is he
 Who once of all the world was kind,
 And led my sad heart o’er the sea!
 And now must he be left behind.”
 

She kissed his lips that yet did smile,
 She kissed his eyes that were not sad:
 “O thou who sorrow didst beguile,
 And now wouldst have me wholly glad!
 

“A little gift is this,” she said,
 “Thou once hadst deemed great gift enow;
 Yet surely shalt thou rest thine head
 Where I one day shall lie alow.
 

“There shalt thou wake to think of me,
 And by thy face my face shall find;
 And I shall then thy borrow be
 When all the world is left behind.”
 






  








THE FOLK-MOTE BY THE RIVER.
 

It was up in the morn we rose betimes
 From the hall-floor hard by the row of limes.
 

It was but John the Red and I,
 And we were the brethren of Gregory;
 

And Gregory the Wright was one
 Of the valiant men beneath the sun,
 

And what he bade us that we did
 For ne’er he kept his counsel hid.
 

So out we went, and the clattering latch
 Woke up the swallows under the thatch.
 

It was dark in the porch, but our scythes we felt,
 And thrust the whetstone under the belt.
 

Through the cold garden boughs we went
 Where the tumbling roses shed their scent.
 

Then out a-gates and away we strode
 O’er the dewy straws on the dusty road,
 

And there was the mead by the town-reeve’s close
 Where the hedge was sweet with the wilding rose.
 

Then into the mowing grass we went
 Ere the very last of the night was spent.
 

Young was the moon, and he was gone,
 So we whet our scythes by the stars alone:
 

But or ever the long blades felt the hay
 Afar in the East the dawn was grey.
 

Or ever we struck our earliest stroke
 The thrush in the hawthorn-bush awoke.
 

While yet the bloom of the swathe was dim
 The black-bird’s bill had answered him.
 

Ere half of the road to the river was shorn
 The sunbeam smote the twisted thorn.
 

* * * * *
 

Now wide was the way ‘twixt the standing grass
 For the townsfolk unto the mote to pass,
 

And so when all our work was done
 We sat to breakfast in the sun,
 

While down in the stream the dragon-fly
 ‘Twixt the quivering rushes flickered by;
 

And though our knives shone sharp and white
 The swift bleak heeded not the sight.
 

* * * * *
 

So when the bread was done away
 We looked along the new-shorn hay,
 

And heard the voice of the gathering-horn
 Come over the garden and the corn;
 

For the wind was in the blossoming wheat
 And drave the bees in the lime-boughs sweet.
 

Then loud was the horn’s voice drawing near,
 And it hid the talk of the prattling weir.
 

And now was the horn on the pathway wide
 That we had shorn to the river-side.
 

So up we stood, and wide around
 We sheared a space by the Elders’ Mound;
 

And at the feet thereof it was
 That highest grew the June-tide grass;
 

And over all the mound it grew
 With clover blent, and dark of hue.
 

But never aught of the Elders’ Hay
 To rick or barn was borne away.
 

But it was bound and burned to ash
 In the barren close by the reedy plash.
 

For ‘neath that mound the valiant dead
 Lay hearkening words of valiance said
 

When wise men stood on the Elders’ Mound,
 And the swords were shining bright around.
 

* * * * *
 

And now we saw the banners borne
 On the first of the way that we had shorn;
 So we laid the scythe upon the sward
 And girt us to the battle-sword.
 

For after the banners well we knew
 Were the Freemen wending two and two.
 

There then that high-way of the scythe
 With many a hue was brave and blythe.
 

And first below the Silver Chief
 Upon the green was the golden sheaf.
 

And on the next that went by it
 The White Hart in the Park did sit.
 

Then on the red the White Wings flew,
 And on the White was the Cloud-fleck blue.
 

Last went the Anchor of the Wrights
 Beside the Ship of the Faring-Knights.
 

Then thronged the folk the June-tide field
 With naked sword and painted shield,
 

Till they came adown to the river-side,
 And there by the mound did they abide.
 

* * * * *
 

Now when the swords stood thick and white
 As the mace reeds stand in the streamless bight,
 

There rose a man on the mound alone
 And over his head was the grey mail done.
 

When over the new-shorn place of the field
 Was nought but the steel hood and the shield.
 

The face on the mound shone ruddy and hale,
 But the hoar hair showed from the hoary mail.
 

And there rose a hand by the ruddy face
 And shook a sword o’er the peopled place.
 

And there came a voice from the mound and said:
 “O sons, the days of my youth are dead,
 

And gone are the faces I have known
 In the street and the booths of the goodly town.
 

O sons, full many a flock have I seen
 Feed down this water-girdled green.
 

Full many a herd of long-horned neat
 Have I seen ‘twixt water-side and wheat.
 

Here by this water-side full oft
 Have I heaved the flowery hay aloft.
 

And oft this water-side anigh
 Have I bowed adown the wheat-stalks high.
 

And yet meseems I live and learn
 And lore of younglings yet must earn.
 

For tell me, children, whose are these
 Fair meadows of the June’s increase.
 

Whose are these flocks and whose the neat,
 And whose the acres of the wheat?”
 

* * * * *
 

Scarce did we hear his latest word,
 On the wide shield so rang the sword.
 

So rang the sword upon the shield
 That the lark was hushed above the field.
 

Then sank the shouts and again we heard
 The old voice come from the hoary beard:
 

* * * * *
 

“Yea, whose are yonder gables then,
 And whose the holy hearths of men?
 Whose are the prattling children there,
 And whose the sunburnt maids and fair?
 

Whose thralls are ye, hereby that stand,
 Bearing the freeman’s sword in hand?”
 

As glitters the sun in the rain-washed grass,
 So in the tossing swords it was;
 

As the thunder rattles along and adown
 E’en so was the voice of the weaponed town.
 

And there was the steel of the old man’s sword,
 And there was his hollow voice, and his word:
 

“Many men many minds, the old saw saith,
 Though hereof ye be sure as death.
 

For what spake the herald yestermorn
 But this, that ye were thrall-folk born;
 

That the lord that owneth all and some
 Would send his men to fetch us home
 

Betwixt the haysel, and the tide
 When they shear the corn in the country-side?
 

O children, Who was the lord? ye say,
 What prayer to him did our fathers pray.
 

Did they hold out hands his gyves to bear?
 Did their knees his high hall’s pavement wear?
 

Is his house built up in heaven aloft?
 Doth he make the sun rise oft and oft?
 

Doth he hold the rain in his hollow hand?
 Hath he cleft this water through the land?
 

Or doth he stay the summer-tide,
 And make the winter days abide?
 

O children, Who is the lord? ye say,
 Have we heard his name before to-day?
 

O children, if his name I know,
 He hight Earl Hugh of the Shivering Low:
 

For that herald bore on back and breast
 The Black Burg under the Eagle’s Nest.”
 

* * * * *
 

As the voice of the winter wind that tears
 At the eaves of the thatch and its emptied ears,
 

E’en so was the voice of laughter and scorn
 By the water-side in the mead new-shorn;
 

And over the garden and the wheat
 Went the voice of women shrilly-sweet.
 

* * * * *
 

But now by the hoary elder stood
 A carle in raiment red as blood.
 

Red was his weed and his glaive was white,
 And there stood Gregory the Wright.
 

So he spake in a voice was loud and strong:
 “Young is the day though the road is long;
 

There is time if we tarry nought at all
 For the kiss in the porch and the meat in the hall.
 

And safe shall our maidens sit at home
 For the foe by the way we wend must come.
 

Through the three Lavers shall we go
 And raise them all against the foe.
 

Then shall we wend the Downland ways,
 And all the shepherd spearmen raise.
 

To Cheaping Raynes shall we come adown
 And gather the bowmen of the town;
 

And Greenstead next we come unto
 Wherein are all folk good and true.
 

When we come our ways to the Outer Wood
 We shall be an host both great and good;
 

Yea when we come to the open field
 There shall be a many under shield.
 

And maybe Earl Hugh shall lie alow
 And yet to the house of Heaven shall go.
 

But we shall dwell in the land we love
 And grudge no hallow Heaven above.
 

Come ye, who think the time o’er long
 Till we have slain the word of wrong!
 

Come ye who deem the life of fear
 On this last day hath drawn o’er near!
 

Come after me upon the road
 That leadeth to the Erne’s abode.”
 

* * * * *
 

Down then he leapt from off the mound
 And back drew they that were around
 

Till he was foremost of all those
 Betwixt the river and the close.
 

And uprose shouts both glad and strong
 As followed after all the throng;
 

And overhead the banners flapped,
 As we went on our ways to all that happed.
 

* * * * *
 

The fields before the Shivering Low
 Of many a grief of manfolk know;
 

There may the autumn acres tell
 Of how men met, and what befell.
 

The Black Burg under the Eagle’s nest
 Shall tell the tale as it liketh best.
 

And sooth it is that the River-land
 Lacks many an autumn-gathering hand.
 

And there are troth-plight maids unwed
 Shall deem awhile that love is dead;
 

And babes there are to men shall grow
 Nor ever the face of their fathers know.
 

And yet in the Land by the River-side
 Doth never a thrall or an earl’s man bide;
 

For Hugh the Earl of might and mirth
 Hath left the merry days of Earth;
 

And we live on in the land we love,
 And grudge no hallow Heaven above.
 






  








THE VOICE OF TOIL.
 

I heard men saying, Leave hope and praying,
 All days shall be as all have been;
 To-day and to-morrow bring fear and sorrow,
 The never-ending toil between.
 

When Earth was younger mid toil and hunger,
 In hope we strove, and our hands were strong;
 Then great men led us, with words they fed us,
 And bade us right the earthly wrong.
 

Go read in story their deeds and glory,
 Their names amidst the nameless dead;
 Turn then from lying to us slow-dying
 In that good world to which they led;
 

Where fast and faster our iron master,
 The thing we made, for ever drives,
 Bids us grind treasure and fashion pleasure
 For other hopes and other lives.
 

Where home is a hovel and dull we grovel,
 Forgetting that the world is fair;
 Where no babe we cherish, lest its very soul perish;
 Where mirth is crime, and love a snare.
 

Who now shall lead us, what god shall heed us
 As we lie in the hell our hands have won?
 For us are no rulers but fools and befoolers,
 The great are fallen, the wise men gone.
 

* * * * *
 

I heard men saying, Leave tears and praying,
 The sharp knife heedeth not the sheep;
 Are we not stronger than the rich and the wronger,
 When day breaks over dreams and sleep?
 

Come, shoulder to shoulder ere the world grows older!
 Help lies in nought but thee and me;
 Hope is before us, the long years that bore us
 Bore leaders more than men may be.
 

Let dead hearts tarry and trade and marry,
 And trembling nurse their dreams of mirth,
 While we the living our lives are giving
 To bring the bright new world to birth.
 

Come, shoulder to shoulder ere earth grows older!
 The Cause spreads over land and sea;
 Now the world shaketh, and fear awaketh,
 And joy at last for thee and me.
 






  








GUNNAR’S HOWE ABOVE THE HOUSE AT LITHEND.
 

Ye who have come o’er the sea
 to behold this grey minster of lands,
 Whose floor is the tomb of time past,
 and whose walls by the toil of dead hands
 Show pictures amidst of the ruin
 of deeds that have overpast death,
 Stay by this tomb in a tomb
 to ask of who lieth beneath.
 Ah! the world changeth too soon,
 that ye stand there with unbated breath,
 As I name him that Gunnar of old,
 who erst in the haymaking tide
 Felt all the land fragrant and fresh,
 as amidst of the edges he died.
 Too swiftly fame fadeth away,
 if ye tremble not lest once again
 The grey mound should open and show him
 glad-eyed without grudging or pain.
 Little labour methinks to behold him
 but the tale-teller laboured in vain.
 

Little labour for ears that may hearken
 to hear his death-conquering song,
 Till the heart swells to think of the gladness
 undying that overcame wrong.
 O young is the world yet meseemeth
 and the hope of it flourishing green,
 When the words of a man unremembered
 so bridge all the days that have been,
 As we look round about on the land
 that these nine hundred years he hath seen.
 

Dusk is abroad on the grass
 of this valley amidst of the hill:
 Dusk that shall never be dark
 till the dawn hard on midnight shall fill
 The trench under Eyiafell’s snow,
 and the grey plain the sea meeteth grey.
 White, high aloft hangs the moon
 that no dark night shall brighten ere day,
 For here day and night toileth the summer
 lest deedless his time pass away.
 






  








THE DAY IS COMING.
 

Come hither lads and hearken,
 for a tale there is to tell,
 Of the wonderful days a-coming, when all
 shall be better than well.
 

And the tale shall be told of a country,
 a land in the midst of the sea,
 And folk shall call it England
 in the days that are going to be.
 

There more than one in a thousand
 in the days that are yet to come,
 Shall have some hope of the morrow,
 some joy of the ancient home.
 

* * * * *
 

For then, laugh not, but listen,
 to this strange tale of mine,
 All folk that are in England
 shall be better lodged than swine.
 

Then a man shall work and bethink him,
 and rejoice in the deeds of his hand,
 Nor yet come home in the even
 too faint and weary to stand.
 

Men in that time a-coming
 shall work and have no fear
 For to-morrow’s lack of earning
 and the hunger-wolf anear.
 

I tell you this for a wonder,
 that no man then shall be glad
 Of his fellow’s fall and mishap
 to snatch at the work he had.
 

For that which the worker winneth
 shall then be his indeed,
 Nor shall half be reaped for nothing
 by him that sowed no seed.
 

O strange new wonderful justice!
 But for whom shall we gather the gain?
 For ourselves and for each of our fellows,
 and no hand shall labour in vain.
 

Then all Mine and all Thine shall be Ours,
 and no more shall any man crave
 For riches that serve for nothing
 but to fetter a friend for a slave.
 

* * * * *
 

And what wealth then shall be left us
 when none shall gather gold
 To buy his friend in the market,
 and pinch and pine the sold?
 

Nay, what save the lovely city,
 and the little house on the hill,
 And the wastes and the woodland beauty,
 and the happy fields we till;
 

And the homes of ancient stories,
 the tombs of the mighty dead;
 And the wise men seeking out marvels,
 and the poet’s teeming head;
 

And the painter’s hand of wonder;
 and the marvellous fiddle-bow,
 And the banded choirs of music:
 all those that do and know.
 

For all these shall be ours and all men’s
 nor shall any lack a share
 Of the toil and the gain of living
 in the days when the world grows fair.
 

* * * * *
 

Ah! such are the days that shall be!
 But what are the deeds of to-day,
 

In the days of the years we dwell in,
 that wear our lives away?
 Why, then, and for what are we waiting?
 There are three words to speak;
 WE WILL IT, and what is the foeman
 but the dream-strong wakened and weak?
 

O why and for what are we waiting?
 while our brothers droop and die,
 And on every wind of the heavens
 a wasted life goes by.
 

How long shall they reproach us
 where crowd on crowd they dwell,
 Poor ghosts of the wicked city,
 the gold-crushed hungry hell?
 

Through squalid life they laboured,
 in sordid grief they died,
 Those sons of a mighty mother,
 those props of England’s pride.
 

They are gone; there is none can undo it,
 nor save our souls from the curse;
 But many a million cometh,
 and shall they be better or worse?
 

It is we must answer and hasten,
 and open wide the door
 For the rich man’s hurrying terror,
 and the slow-foot hope of the poor.
 

Yea, the voiceless wrath of the wretched,
 and their unlearned discontent,
 We must give it voice and wisdom
 till the waiting-tide be spent.
 

* * * * *
 

Come, then, since all things call us,
 the living and the dead,
 And o’er the weltering tangle
 a glimmering light is shed.
 

Come, then, let us cast off fooling,
 and put by ease and rest,
 For the Cause alone is worthy
 till the good days bring the best.
 

Come, join in the only battle
 wherein no man can fail,
 Where whoso fadeth and dieth,
 yet his deed shall still prevail.
 

Ah! come, cast off all fooling,
 for this, at least, we know:
 That the Dawn and the Day is coming,
 and forth the Banners go.
 






  








EARTH THE HEALER, EARTH THE KEEPER.
 

So swift the hours are moving
 Unto the time un-proved:
 Farewell my love unloving,
 Farewell my love beloved!
 

What! are we not glad-hearted?
 Is there no deed to do?
 Is not all fear departed
 And Spring-tide blossomed new?
 

The sails swell out above us,
 The sea-ridge lifts the keel;
 For They have called who love us,
 Who bear the gifts that heal:
 

A crown for him that winneth,
 A bed for him that fails,
 A glory that beginneth
 In never-dying tales.
 

Yet now the pain is ended
 And the glad hand grips the sword,
 Look on thy life amended
 And deal out due award.
 

Think of the thankless morning,
 The gifts of noon unused;
 Think of the eve of scorning,
 The night of prayer refused.
 

And yet.  The life before it,
 Dost thou remember aught,
 What terrors shivered o’er it
 Born from the hell of thought?
 

And this that cometh after:
 How dost thou live, and dare
 To meet its empty laughter,
 To face its friendless care?
 

In fear didst thou desire,
 At peace dost thou regret,
 The wasting of the fire,
 The tangling of the net.
 

Love came and gat fair greeting;
 Love went; and left no shame.
 Shall both the twilights meeting
 The summer sunlight blame?
 

What! cometh love and goeth
 Like the dark night’s empty wind,
 Because thy folly soweth
 The harvest of the blind?
 

Hast thou slain love with sorrow?
 Have thy tears quenched the sun?
 Nay even yet to-morrow
 Shall many a deed be done.
 

This twilight sea thou sailest,
 Has it grown dim and black
 For that wherein thou failest,
 And the story of thy lack?
 

Peace then! for thine old grieving
 Was born of Earth the kind,
 And the sad tale thou art leaving
 Earth shall not leave behind.
 

Peace! for that joy abiding
 Whereon thou layest hold
 Earth keepeth for a tiding
 For the day when this is old.
 

Thy soul and life shall perish,
 And thy name as last night’s wind;
 But Earth the deed shall cherish
 That thou to-day shalt find.
 

And all thy joy and sorrow
 So great but yesterday,
 So light a thing to-morrow,
 Shall never pass away.
 

Lo! lo! the dawn-blink yonder,
 The sunrise draweth nigh,
 And men forget to wonder
 That they were born to die.
 

Then praise the deed that wendeth
 Through the daylight and the mirth!
 The tale that never endeth
 Whoso may dwell on earth.
 






  








ALL FOR THE CAUSE.
 

Hear a word, a word in season,
 for the day is drawing nigh,
 When the Cause shall call upon us,
 some to live, and some to die!
 

He that dies shall not die lonely,
 many an one hath gone before;
 He that lives shall bear no burden
 heavier than the life they bore.
 

Nothing ancient is their story,
 e’en but yesterday they bled,
 Youngest they of earth’s beloved,
 last of all the valiant dead.
 

E’en the tidings we are telling,
 was the tale they had to tell,
 E’en the hope that our hearts cherish,
 was the hope for which they fell.
 

In the grave where tyrants thrust them,
 lies their labour and their pain,
 But undying from their sorrow
 springeth up the hope again.
 

Mourn not therefore, nor lament it,
 that the world outlives their life;
 Voice and vision yet they give us,
 making strong our hands for strife.
 

Some had name, and fame, and honour,
 learn’d they were, and wise and strong;
 Some were nameless, poor, unlettered,
 weak in all but grief and wrong.
 

Named and nameless all live in us;
 one and all they lead us yet
 Every pain to count for nothing,
 every sorrow to forget.
 

Hearken how they cry, “O happy,
 happy ye that ye were born
 In the sad slow night’s departing,
 in the rising of the morn.
 

“Fair the crown the Cause hath for you,
 well to die or well to live
 Through the battle, through the tangle,
 peace to gain or peace to give.”
 

Ah, it may be!  Oft meseemeth,
 in the days that yet shall be,
 When no slave of gold abideth
 ‘twixt the breadth of sea to sea,
 

Oft, when men and maids are merry,
 ere the sunlight leaves the earth,
 And they bless the day beloved,
 all too short for all their mirth,
 

Some shall pause awhile and ponder
 on the bitter days of old,
 Ere the toil of strife and battle
 overthrew the curse of gold;
 

Then ‘twixt lips of loved and lover
 solemn thoughts of us shall rise;
 We who once were fools defeated,
 then shall be the brave and wise.
 

There amidst the world new-builded
 shall our earthly deeds abide,
 Though our names be all forgotten,
 and the tale of how we died.
 

Life or death then, who shall heed it,
 what we gain or what we lose?
 Fair flies life amid the struggle,
 and the Cause for each shall choose.
 

Hear a word, a word in season,
 for the day is drawing nigh,
 When the Cause shall call upon us,
 some to live, and some to die!
 






  








PAIN AND TIME STRIVE NOT.
 

What part of the dread eternity
 Are those strange minutes that I gain,
 Mazed with the doubt of love and pain,
 When I thy delicate face may see,
 A little while before farewell?
 

What share of the world’s yearning-tide
 That flash, when new day bare and white
 Blots out my half-dream’s faint delight,
 And there is nothing by my side,
 And well remembered is farewell?
 

What drop in the grey flood of tears
 That time, when the long day toiled through,
 Worn out, shows nought for me to do,
 And nothing worth my labour bears
 The longing of that last farewell?
 

What pity from the heavens above,
 What heed from out eternity,
 What word from the swift world for me?
 Speak, heed, and pity, O tender love,
 Who knew’st the days before farewell!
 






  








DRAWING NEAR THE LIGHT.
 

Lo, when we wade the tangled wood,
 In haste and hurry to be there,
 Nought seem its leaves and blossoms good,
 For all that they be fashioned fair.
 

But looking up, at last we see
 The glimmer of the open light,
 From o’er the place where we would be:
 Then grow the very brambles bright.
 

So now, amidst our day of strife,
 With many a matter glad we play,
 When once we see the light of life
 Gleam through the tangle of to-day.
 






  








VERSES FOR PICTURES.
 

Day.

I am Day; I bring again
 Life and glory, Love and pain:
 Awake, arise! from death to death
 Through me the World’s tale quickeneth.
 

Spring.

Spring am I, too soft of heart
 Much to speak ere I depart:
 Ask the Summer-tide to prove
 The abundance of my love.
 

Summer.

Summer looked for long am I;
 Much shall change or e’er I die.
 Prithee take it not amiss
 Though I weary thee with bliss.
 

Autumn.

Laden Autumn here I stand
 Worn of heart, and weak of hand:
 Nought but rest seems good to me,
 Speak the word that sets me free.
 

Winter.

I am Winter, that do keep
 Longing safe amidst of sleep:
 Who shall say if I were dead
 What should be remembered?
 

Night.

I am Night: I bring again
 Hope of pleasure, rest from pain:
 Thoughts unsaid ‘twixt Life and Death
 My fruitful silence quickeneth.
 






  








FOR THE BRIAR ROSE.
 

The Briarwood.

The fateful slumber floats and flows
 About the tangle of the rose;
 But lo! the fated hand and heart
 To rend the slumberous curse apart!
 

The Council Room.

The threat of war, the hope of peace,
 The Kingdom’s peril and increase
 Sleep on, and bide the latter day,
 When fate shall take her chain away.
 

The Garden Court.

The maiden pleasance of the land
 Knoweth no stir of voice or hand,
 No cup the sleeping waters fill,
 The restless shuttle lieth still.
 

The Rosebower.

Here lies the hoarded love, the key
 To all the treasure that shall be;
 Come fated hand the gift to take,
 And smite this sleeping world awake.
 






  








ANOTHER FOR THE BRIAR-ROSE.
 

O treacherous scent, O thorny sight,
 O tangle of world’s wrong and right,
 What art thou ‘gainst my armour’s gleam
 But dusky cobwebs of a dream?
 

Beat down, deep sunk from every gleam
 Of hope, they lie and dully dream;
 Men once, but men no more, that Love
 Their waste defeated hearts should move.
 

Here sleeps the world that would not love!
 Let it sleep on, but if He move
 Their hearts in humble wise to wait
 On his new-wakened fair estate.
 

O won at last is never late!
 Thy silence was the voice of fate;
 Thy still hands conquered in the strife;
 Thine eyes were light; thy lips were life.
 






  








THE WOODPECKER.
 

I once a King and chief
 Now am the tree-bark’s thief,
 Ever ‘twixt trunk and leaf
 Chasing the prey.
 






  








THE LION.
 

The Beasts that be
 In wood and waste,
 Now sit and see,
 Nor ride nor haste.
 






  








THE FOREST.
 

Pear-tree.

By woodman’s edge I faint and fail;
 By craftsman’s edge I tell the tale.
 

Chestnut-tree.

High in the wood, high o’er the hall,
 Aloft I rise when low I fall.
 

Oak-tree.

Unmoved I stand what wind may blow.
 Swift, swift before the wind I go.
 






  








POMONA.
 

I am the ancient Apple-Queen,
 As once I was so am I now.
 For evermore a hope unseen,
 Betwixt the blossom and the bough.
 

Ah, where’s the river’s hidden Gold!
 And where the windy grave of Troy?
 Yet come I as I came of old,
 From out the heart of Summer’s joy.
 






  








FLORA.
 

I am the handmaid of the earth,
 I broider fair her glorious gown,
 And deck her on her days of mirth
 With many a garland of renown.
 

And while Earth’s little ones are fain
 And play about the Mother’s hem
 I scatter every gift I gain
 From sun and wind to gladden them.
 






  








THE ORCHARD.
 

Midst bitten mead and acre shorn,
 The world without is waste and worn,
 

But here within our orchard-close,
 The guerdon of its labour shows.
 

O valiant Earth, O happy year
 That mocks the threat of winter near,
 

And hangs aloft from tree to tree
 The banners of the Spring to be.
 






  








TAPESTRY TREES.
 

Oak.

I am the Roof-tree and the Keel;
 I bridge the seas for woe and weal.
 

Fir.

High o’er the lordly oak I stand,
 And drive him on from land to land.
 

Ash.

I heft my brother’s iron bane;
 I shaft the spear, and build the wain.
 

Yew.

Dark down the windy dale I grow,
 The father of the fateful Bow.
 

Poplar.

The war-shaft and the milking-bowl
 I make, and keep the hay-wain whole.
 

Olive.

The King I bless; the lamps I trim;
 In my warm wave do fishes swim.
 

Apple-tree.

I bowed my head to Adam’s will;
 The cups of toiling men I fill.
 

Vine.

I draw the blood from out the earth;
 I store the sun for winter mirth.
 

Orange-tree.

Amidst the greenness of my night,
 My odorous lamps hang round and bright.
 

Fig-tree.

I who am little among trees
 In honey-making mate the bees.
 

Mulberry-tree.

Love’s lack hath dyed my berries red:
 For Love’s attire my leaves are shed.
 

Pear-tree.

High o’er the mead-flowers’ hidden feet
 I bear aloft my burden sweet.
 

Bay.

Look on my leafy boughs, the Crown
 Of living song and dead renown!
 






  








THE FLOWERING ORCHARD.
 

Silk Embroidery.

Lo silken my garden,
 and silken my sky,
 And silken my apple-boughs
 hanging on high;
 All wrought by the Worm
 in the peasant carle’s cot
 On the Mulberry leafage
 when summer was hot!
 






  








THE END OF MAY.
 

How the wind howls this morn
 About the end of May,
 And drives June on apace
 To mock the world forlorn
 And the world’s joy passed away
 And my unlonged-for face!
 The world’s joy passed away;
 For no more may I deem
 That any folk are glad
 To see the dawn of day
 Sunder the tangled dream
 Wherein no grief they had.
 Ah, through the tangled dream
 Where others have no grief
 Ever it fares with me
 That fears and treasons stream
 And dumb sleep slays belief
 Whatso therein may be.
 Sleep slayeth all belief
 Until the hopeless light
 Wakes at the birth of June
 More lying tales to weave,
 More love in woe’s despite,
 More hope to perish soon.
 






  








THE HALF OF LIFE GONE.
 

The days have slain the days,
 and the seasons have gone by
 And brought me the summer again;
 and here on the grass I lie
 As erst I lay and was glad
 ere I meddled with right and with wrong.
 Wide lies the mead as of old,
 and the river is creeping along
 By the side of the elm-clad bank
 that turns its weedy stream;
 And grey o’er its hither lip
 the quivering rushes gleam.
 There is work in the mead as of old;
 they are eager at winning the hay,
 While every sun sets bright
 and begets a fairer day.
 The forks shine white in the sun
 round the yellow red-wheeled wain,
 Where the mountain of hay grows fast;
 and now from out of the lane
 Comes the ox-team drawing another,
 comes the bailiff and the beer,
 And thump, thump, goes the farmer’s nag
 o’er the narrow bridge of the weir.
 High up and light are the clouds,
 and though the swallows flit
 So high o’er the sunlit earth,
 they are well a part of it,
 And so, though high over them,
 are the wings of the wandering herne;
 In measureless depths above him
 doth the fair sky quiver and burn;
 The dear sun, floods the land
 as the morning falls toward noon,
 And a little wind is awake
 in the best of the latter June.
 They are busy winning the hay,
 and the life and the picture they make,
 If I were as once I was,
 I should deem it made for my sake;
 For here if one need not work
 is a place for happy rest,
 While one’s thought wends over the world
 north, south, and east and west.
 

* * * * *
 

There are the men and the maids,
 and the wives and the gaffers grey
 Of the fields I know so well,
 and but little changed are they
 Since I was a lad amongst them;
 and yet how great is the change!
 Strange are they grown unto me;
 yea I to myself am strange.
 Their talk and their laughter mingling
 with the music of the meads
 Has now no meaning to me
 to help or to hinder my needs,
 So far from them have I drifted.
 And yet amidst of them goes
 A part of myself, my boy,
 and of pleasure and pain he knows,
 And deems it something strange,
 when he is other than glad.
 

Lo now! the woman that stoops
 and kisses the face of the lad,
 And puts a rake in his hand
 and laughs in his laughing face.
 Whose is the voice that laughs
 in the old familiar place?
 Whose should it be but my love’s,
 if my love were yet on the earth?
 Could she refrain from the fields
 where my joy and her joy had birth,
 When I was there and her child,
 on the grass that knew her feet
 ‘Mid the flowers that led her on
 when the summer eve was sweet?
 

* * * * *
 

No, no, it is she no longer;
 never again can she come
 And behold the hay-wains creeping
 o’er the meadows of her home;
 No more can she kiss her son
 or put the rake in his hand
 That she handled a while agone
 in the midst of the haymaking band.
 Her laughter is gone and her life;
 there is no such thing on the earth,
 No share for me then in the stir,
 no share in the hurry and mirth.
 

Nay, let me look and believe
 that all these will vanish away,
 At least when the night has fallen,
 and that she will be there ‘mid the hay,
 Happy and weary with work,
 waiting and longing for love.
 There will she be, as of old,
 when the great moon hung above,
 And lightless and dead was the village,
 and nought but the weir was awake;
 There will she rise to meet me,
 and my hands will she hasten to take,
 And thence shall we wander away,
 and over the ancient bridge
 By many a rose-hung hedgerow,
 till we reach the sun-burnt ridge
 And the great trench digged by the Romans:
 there then awhile shall we stand,
 To watch the dawn come creeping
 o’er the fragrant lovely land,
 Till all the world awaketh,
 and draws us down, we twain,
 To the deeds of the field and the fold
 and the merry summer’s gain.
 

Ah thus, only thus shall I see her,
 in dreams of the day or the night,
 When my soul is beguiled of its sorrow
 to remember past delight.
 She is gone.  She was and she is not;
 there is no such thing on the earth
 But e’en as a picture painted;
 and for me there is void and dearth
 That I cannot name or measure.
 Yet for me and all these she died,
 E’en as she lived for awhile,
 that the better day might betide.
 Therefore I live, and I shall live
 till the last day’s work shall fail.
 Have patience now but a little
 and I will tell you the tale
 Of how and why she died,
 and why I am weak and worn,
 And have wandered away to the meadows
 and the place where I was born;
 But here and to-day I cannot;
 for ever my thought will stray
 To that hope fulfilled for a little
 and the bliss of the earlier day.
 Of the great world’s hope and anguish
 to-day I scarce can think;
 Like a ghost, from the lives of the living
 and their earthly deeds I shrink.
 I will go adown by the water
 and over the ancient bridge,
 And wend in our footsteps of old
 till I come to the sun-burnt ridge,
 And the great trench digged by the Romans;
 and thence awhile will I gaze,
 And see three teeming counties
 stretch out till they fade in the haze;
 And in all the dwellings of man
 that thence mine eyes shall see,
 What man as hapless as I am
 beneath the sun shall be?
 

O fool, what words are these?
 Thou hast a sorrow to nurse,
 And thou hast been bold and happy;
 but these, if they utter a curse,
 No sting it has and no meaning,
 it is empty sound on the air.
 Thy life is full of mourning,
 and theirs so empty and bare,
 That they have no words of complaining;
 nor so happy have they been
 That they may measure sorrow
 or tell what grief may mean.
 And thou, thou hast deeds to do,
 and toil to meet thee soon;
 Depart and ponder on these
 through the sun-worn afternoon.
 






  








MINE AND THINE. FROM A FLEMISH POEM OF THE FOURTEENTH CENTURY.
 

Two words about the world we see,
 And nought but Mine and Thine they be.
 Ah! might we drive them forth and wide
 With us should rest and peace abide;
 All free, nought owned of goods and gear,
 By men and women though it were.
 Common to all all wheat and wine
 Over the seas and up the Rhine.
 No manslayer then the wide world o’er
 When Mine and Thine are known no more.
 Yea, God, well counselled for our health,
 Gave all this fleeting earthly wealth
 A common heritage to all,
 That men might feed them therewithal,
 And clothe their limbs and shoe their feet
 And live a simple life and sweet.
 But now so rageth greediness
 That each desireth nothing less
 Than all the world, and all his own;
 And all for him and him alone.
 






  








THE LAY OF CHRISTINE. TRANSLATED FROM THE ICELANDIC.
 

Of silk my gear was shapen,
 Scarlet they did on me,
 Then to the sea-strand was I borne
 And laid in a bark of the sea.

O well were I from the World away.
 

Befell it there I might not drown,
 For God to me was good;
 The billows bare me up a-land
 Where grew the fair green-wood.

O well were I from the World away.
 

There came a Knight a-riding
 With three swains along the way
 And he took me up, the little-one,
 On the sea-sand as I lay.

O well were I from the World away.
 

He took me up, and bare me home
 To the house that was his own,
 And there bode I so long with him
 That I was his love alone.

O well were I from the World away.
 

But the very first night we lay abed
 Befell his sorrow and harm,
 That thither came the King’s ill men,
 And slew him on mine arm.

O well were I from the World away.
 

There slew they Adalbright the King,
 Two of his swains slew they,
 But the third sailed swiftly from the land
 Sithence I saw him never a day.

O well were I from the World away.
 

O wavering hope of this world’s bliss,
 How shall men trow in thee?
 My Grove of Gems is gone away
 For mine eyes no more to see!

O well were I from the World away.
 

Each hour the while my life shall last
 Remembereth him alone,
 Such heavy sorrow have I got
 From our meeting long agone.

O well were I from the World away.
 

O, early in the morning-tide
 Men cry: “Christine the fair,
 Art thou well content with that true love
 Thou sittest loving there?”

O well were I from the World away.
 

Ah, yea, so well I love him,
 And so dear my love shall be,
 That the very God of Heaven aloft
 Worshippeth him and me.

O well were I from the World away.
 

“Ah, all the red gold I have got
 Well would I give to-day,
 Only for this and nothing else
 From the world to win away.”

O well were I from the World away.
 

“Nay, midst all folk upon the earth
 Keep thou thy ruddy gold,
 And love withal the mighty lord
 That wedded thee of old.”

O well were I from the World away.
 






  








HILDEBRAND AND HELLELIL. TRANSLATED FROM THE DANISH.
 

Hellelil sitteth in bower there,

None knows my grief but God alone,
 And seweth at the seam so fair,

I never wail my sorrow to any other one.
 

But there whereas the gold should be
 With silk upon the cloth sewed she.
 

Where she should sew with silken thread
 The gold upon the cloth she laid.
 

So to the Queen the word came in
 That Hellelil wild work doth win.
 

Then did the Queen do furs on her
 And went to Hellelil the fair.
 

“O swiftly sewest thou, Hellelil,
 Yet nought but mad is thy sewing still!”
 

“Well may my sewing be but mad
 Such evil hap as I have had.
 

My father was good king and lord,
 Knights fifteen served before his board.
 

He taught me sewing royally,
 Twelve knights had watch and ward of me.
 

Well served eleven day by day,
 To folly the twelfth did me bewray.
 

And this same was hight Hildebrand,
 The King’s son of the English Land.
 

But in bower were we no sooner laid
 Than the truth thereof to my father was said.
 

Then loud he cried o’er garth and hall:
 ‘Stand up, my men, and arm ye all!
 

‘Yea draw on mail and dally not,
 Hard neck lord Hildebrand hath got!’
 

They stood by the door with glaive and spear;
 ‘Hildebrand rise and hasten here!’
 

Lord Hildebrand stroked my white white cheek:
 ‘O love, forbear my name to speak.
 

‘Yea even if my blood thou see,
 Name me not, lest my death thou be.’
 

Out from the door lord Hildebrand leapt,
 And round about his good sword swept.
 

The first of all that he slew there
 Were my seven brethren with golden hair.
 

Then before him stood the youngest one,
 And dear he was in the days agone.
 

Then I cried out: ‘O Hildebrand,
 In the name of God now stay thine hand.
 

‘O let my youngest brother live
 Tidings hereof to my mother to give!’
 

No sooner was the word gone forth
 Than with eight wounds fell my love to earth.
 

My brother took me by the golden hair,
 And bound me to the saddle there.
 

There met me then no littlest root,
 But it tore off somewhat of my foot.
 

No littlest brake the wild-wood bore,
 But somewhat from my legs it tore.
 

No deepest dam we came unto
 But my brother’s horse he swam it through.
 

But when to the castle gate we came,
 There stood my mother in sorrow and shame.
 

My brother let raise a tower high,
 Bestrewn with sharp thorns inwardly.
 

He took me in my silk shirt bare
 And cast me into that tower there.
 

And wheresoe’er my legs I laid
 Torment of the thorns I had.
 

Wheresoe’er on feet I stood
 The prickles sharp drew forth my blood.
 

My youngest brother me would slay
 But my mother would have me sold away.
 

A great new bell my price did buy
 In Mary’s Church to hang on high.
 

But the first stroke that ever it strake
 My mother’s heart asunder brake.”
 

So soon as her sorrow and woe was said,

None knows my grief but God alone,
 In the arm of the Queen she sat there dead,

I never tell my sorrow to any other one.
 






  








THE SON’S SORROW. FROM THE ICELANDIC.
 

The King has asked of his son so good,
 “Why art thou hushed and heavy of mood?

O fair it is to ride abroad.
 Thou playest not, and thou laughest not;
 All thy good game is clean forgot.”
 

“Sit thou beside me, father dear,
 And the tale of my sorrow shalt thou hear.
 

Thou sendedst me unto a far-off land,
 And gavest me into a good Earl’s hand.
 

Now had this good Earl daughters seven,
 The fairest of maidens under heaven.
 

One brought me my meat when I should dine,
 One cut and sewed my raiment fine.
 

One washed and combed my yellow hair,
 And one I fell to loving there.
 

Befell it on so fair a day,
 We minded us to sport and play.
 

Down in a dale my horse bound I,
 Bound on my saddle speedily.
 

Bright red she was as the flickering flame
 When to my saddle-bow she came.
 

Beside my saddle-bow she stood,
 ‘To flee with thee to my heart were good.’
 

Kind was my horse and good to aid,
 My love upon his back I laid.
 

We gat us from the garth away,
 And none was ware of us that day.
 

But as we rode along the sand
 Behold a barge lay by the land.
 

So in that boat did we depart,
 And rowed away right glad at heart.
 

When we came to the dark wood and the shade
 To raise the tent my true-love bade.
 

Three sons my true-love bore me there,
 And syne she died who was so dear.
 

A grave I wrought her with my sword,
 With my fair shield the mould I poured.
 

First in the mould I laid my love,
 Then all my sons her breast above.
 

And I without must lie alone;
 So from the place I gat me gone.”
 

No man now shall stand on his feet
 To love that love, to woo that sweet:

O fair it is to ride abroad.
 






  








AGNES AND THE HILL-MAN. TRANSLATED FROM THE DANISH.
 

Agnes went through the meadows a-weeping,

Fowl are a-singing.
 There stood the hill-man heed thereof keeping.

Agnes, fair Agnes!
 “Come to the hill, fair Agnes, with me,
 The reddest of gold will I give unto thee!”
 

Twice went Agnes the hill round about,
 Then wended within, left the fair world without.
 

In the hillside bode Agnes, three years thrice told o’er,
 For the green earth sithence fell she longing full sore.
 

There she sat, and lullaby sang in her singing,
 And she heard how the bells of England were ringing.
 

Agnes before her true-love did stand:
 “May I wend to the church of the English Land?”
 

“To England’s Church well mayst thou be gone,
 So that no hand thou lay the red gold upon.
 

“So that when thou art come the churchyard anear
 Thou cast not abroad thy golden hair.
 

“So that when thou standest the church within
 To thy mother on bench thou never win.
 

“So that when thou hearest the high God’s name,
 No knee unto earth thou bow to the same.”
 

Hand she laid on all gold that was there,
 And cast abroad her golden hair.
 

And when the church she stood within
 To her mother on bench straight did she win.
 

And when she heard the high God’s name,
 Knee unto earth she bowed to the same.
 

When all the mass was sung to its end
 Home with her mother dear did she wend.
 

“Come, Agnes, into the hillside to me,
 For thy seven small sons greet sorely for thee!”
 

“Let them greet, let them greet, as they have will to do;
 For never again will I hearken thereto!”
 

Weird laid he on her, sore sickness he wrought,

Fowl are a-singing.
 That self-same hour to death was she brought.

Agnes, fair Agnes!
 






  








KNIGHT AAGEN AND MAIDEN ELSE. TRANSLATED FROM THE DANISH.
 

It was the fair knight Aagen
 To an isle he went his way,
 And plighted troth to Else,
 Who was so fair a may.
 

He plighted troth to Else
 All with the ruddy gold,
 But or ere that day’s moon came again
 Low he lay in the black, black mould.
 

It was the maiden Else,
 She was fulfilled of woe
 When she heard how the fair knight Aagen
 In the black mould lay alow.
 

Uprose the fair knight Aagen,
 Coffin on back took he,
 And he’s away to her bower,
 Sore hard as the work might be.
 

With that same chest on door he smote,
 For the lack of flesh and skin;
 “O hearken, maiden Else,
 And let thy true-love in!”
 

Then answered maiden Else,
 “Never open I my door,
 But and if thou namest Jesu’s name
 As thou hadst might before.”
 

“O hearken, maiden Else,
 And open thou thy door,
 For Jesu’s name I well may name
 As I had might before!”
 

Then uprose maiden Else,
 O’er her cheek the salt tears ran,
 Nor spared she into her very bower
 To welcome that dead man.
 

O, she’s taken up her comb of gold
 And combed adown her hair,
 And for every hair she combed adown
 There fell a weary tear.
 

“Hearken thou, knight Aagen,
 Hearken, true-love, and tell,
 If down-adown in the black, black earth
 Thou farest ever well?”
 

“O whenso thou art joyous,
 And the heart is glad in thee,
 Then fares it with my coffin
 That red roses are with me.
 

“But whenso thou art sorrowful
 And weary is thy mood,
 Then all within my coffin
 Is it dreadful with dark blood.
 

“Now is the red cock a-crowing,
 To the earth adown must I;
 Down to the earth wend all dead folk,
 And I wend in company.
 

“Now is the black cock a-crowing,
 To the earth must I adown,
 For the gates of Heaven are opening now,
 Thereto must I begone.”
 

Uprose the fair knight Aagen,
 Coffin on back took he,
 And he’s away to the churchyard now,
 Sore hard as the work might be.
 

But so wrought maiden Else,
 Because of her weary mood,
 That she followed after own true love
 All through the mirk wild wood.
 

But when the wood was well passed through,
 And in the churchyard they were,
 Then was the fair knight Aagen
 Waxen wan of his golden hair.
 

And when therefrom they wended
 And were the church within,
 Then was the fair knight Aagen
 Waxen wan of cheek and chin.
 

“Hearken thou, maiden Else,
 Hearken, true-love, to me,
 Weep no more for thine own troth-plight,
 However it shall be!
 

“Look thou up to the heavens aloft,
 To the little stars and bright,
 And thou shalt see how sweetly
 It fareth with the night!”
 

She looked up to the heavens aloft,
 To the little stars bright above
 The dead man sank into his grave,
 Ne’er again she saw her love.
 

Home then went maiden Else,
 Mid sorrow manifold,
 And ere that night’s moon came again
 She lay alow in the mould.
 






  








HAFBUR AND SIGNY. TRANSLATED FROM THE DANISH.
 

King Hafbur & King Siward
 They needs must stir up strife,
 All about the sweetling Signy
 Who was so fair a wife.

O wilt thou win me then,

or as fair a maid as I be?
 

It was the King’s son Hafbur
 Woke up amid the night,
 And ‘gan to tell of a wondrous dream
 In swift words nowise light.
 

“Me-dreamed I was in Heaven
 Amid that fair abode,
 And my true-love lay upon mine arm
 And we fell from cloud to cloud.”
 

As there they sat, the dames and maids,
 Of his words they took no keep,
 Only his mother well-beloved
 Heeded his dreamful sleep.
 

“Go get thee gone to the mountain,
 And make no long delay;
 To the elve’s eldest daughter
 For thy dream’s areding pray.”
 

So the King’s son, even Hafbur,
 Took his sword in his left hand,
 And he’s away to the mountain
 To get speech of that Lily-wand.
 

He beat thereon with hand all bare,
 With fingers small and fine,
 And there she lay, the elve’s daughter,
 And well wotted of that sign.
 

“Bide hail, Elve’s sweetest daughter,
 As on skins thou liest fair,
 I pray thee by the God of Heaven
 My dream arede thou clear.
 

“Me-dreamed I was in heaven,
 Yea amid that fair abode,
 And my true-love lay upon mine arm
 And we fell from cloud to cloud.”
 

“Whereas thou dreamed’st thou wert in heaven,
 So shalt thou win that may;
 Dreamed’st thou of falling through the clouds,
 So falls for her thy life away.”
 

“And if it lieth in my luck
 To win to me that may,
 In no sorrow’s stead it standeth me
 For her to cast my life away.”
 

Lord Hafbur lets his hair wax long,
 And will have the gear of mays,
 And he rideth to King Siward’s house
 And will well learn weaving ways.
 

Lord Hafbur all his clothes let shape
 In such wise as maidens do,
 And thus he rideth over the land
 King Siward’s daughter to woo.
 

Now out amid the castle-garth
 He cast his cloak aside,
 And goeth forth to the high-bower
 Where the dames and damsels abide.
 

* * * * *
 

Hail, sit ye there, dames and damsels,
 Maids and queens kind and fair,
 And chiefest of all to the Dane-King’s daughter
 If she abideth here!
 

“Hail, sittest thou, sweet King’s daughter,
 A-spinning the silken twine,
 It is King Hafbur sends me hither
 To learn the sewing fine.”
 

Hath Hafbur sent thee here to me?
 Then art thou a welcome guest,
 And all the sewing that I can
 Shall I learn thee at my best.
 

“And all the sewing that I can
 I shall learn thee lovingly,
 Out of one bowl shalt thou eat with me,
 And by my nurse shalt thou lie.”
 

King’s children have I eaten with,
 And lain down by their side:
 Must I lie abed now with a very nurse?
 Then woe is me this tide!”
 

“Nay, let it pass, fair maiden!
 Of me gettest thou no harm,
 Out of one bowl shalt thou eat with me
 And sleep soft upon mine arm.”
 

There sat they, all the damsels,
 And sewed full craftily;
 But ever the King’s son Hafbur
 With nail in mouth sat he.
 

They sewed the hart, they sewed the hind,
 As they run through the wild-wood green,
 Never gat Hafbur so big a bowl
 But the bottom soon was seen.
 

In there came the evil nurse
 In the worst tide that might be:
 “Never saw I fair maiden
 Who could sew less craftily.
 

“Never saw I fair maiden
 Seam worse the linen fine,
 Never saw I noble maiden
 Who better drank the wine.”
 

This withal spake the evil nurse,
 The nighest that she durst:
 “Never saw I yet fair maiden
 Of drink so sore athirst.
 

“So little a seam as ever she sews
 Goes the needle into her mouth,
 As big a bowl as ever she gets
 Out is it drunk forsooth.
 

“Ne’er saw I yet in maiden’s head
 Two eyes so bright and bold,
 And those two hands of her withal
 Are hard as the iron cold.”
 

“Hearken, sweet nurse, whereso thou art,
 Why wilt thou mock me still?
 Never cast I one word at thee,
 Went thy sewing well or ill.
 

“Still wilt thou mock, still wilt thou spy;
 Nought such thou hast of me,
 Whether mine eyes look out or look in
 Nought do they deal with thee.”
 

O it was Hafbur the King’s son
 Began to sew at last;
 He sewed the hart, and he sewed the hind,
 As they flee from the hound so fast.
 

He sewed the lily, and he sewed the rose,
 And the little fowls of the air;
 Then fell the damsels a-marvelling,
 For nought had they missed him there.
 

Day long they sewed till the evening,
 And till the long night was deep,
 Then up stood dames and maidens
 And were fain in their beds to sleep.
 

So fell on them the evening-tide,
 O’er the meads the dew drave down,
 And fain was Signy, that sweet thing,
 With her folk to bed to be gone.
 

Therewith asked the King’s son Hafbur,
 “And whatten a bed for me?”
 “O thou shalt sleep in the bower aloft
 And blue shall thy bolster be.”
 

* * * * *
 

She went before, sweet Signy,
 O’er the high bower’s bridge aright,
 And after her went Hafbur
 Laughing from heart grown light.
 

Then kindled folk the waxlights,
 That were so closely twined,
 And after them the ill nurse went
 With an ill thought in her mind.
 

The lights were quenched, the nurse went forth,
 They deemed they were alone:
 Lord Hafbur drew off his kirtle red,
 Then first his sword outshone.
 

Lord Hafbur mid his longing sore
 Down on the bed he sat:
 I tell you of my soothfastness,
 His byrny clashed thereat.
 

Then spake the darling Signy,
 Out of her heart she said,
 “Never saw I so rough a shirt
 Upon so fair a maid.”
 

She laid her hand on Hafbur’s breast
 With the red gold all a-blaze:
 “Why wax thy breasts in no such wise
 As they wax in other mays?”
 

“The wont it is in my father’s land
 For maids to ride to the Thing,
 Therefore my breasts are little of growth
 Beneath the byrny-ring.”
 

And there they lay through the night so long,
 The King’s son and the may,
 In talk full sweet, but little of sleep,
 So much on their minds there lay.
 

“Hearken, sweet maiden Signy,
 As here alone we lie,
 Who is thy dearest in the world,
 And lieth thine heart most nigh?”
 

“O there is none in all the world
 Who lieth so near to my heart
 As doth the bold King Hafbur:
 Ne’er in him shall I have a part.
 

“As doth the bold King Hafbur
 That mine eyes shall never know:
 Nought but the sound of his gold-wrought horn
 As he rides to the Thing and fro.”
 

“O, is it Hafbur the King’s son
 That thy loved heart holdeth dear?
 Turn hither, O my well-beloved,
 To thy side I lie so near.”
 

“If thou art the King’s son Hafbur,
 Why wilt thou shame me love,
 Why ridest thou not to my father’s garth
 With hound, and with hawk upon glove?”
 

“Once was I in thy father’s garth,
 With hound and hawk and all;
 And with many mocks he said me nay,
 In such wise did our meeting fall.”
 

* * * * *
 

All the while they talked together
 They deemed alone they were,
 But the false nurse ever stood close without,
 And nought thereof she failed to hear.
 

O shame befall that evil nurse,
 Ill tidings down she drew,
 She stole away his goodly sword,
 But and his byrny new.
 

She took to her his goodly sword,
 His byrny blue she had away,
 And she went her ways to the high bower
 Whereas King Siward lay.
 

“Wake up, wake up, King Siward!
 Over long thou sleepest there,
 The while the King’s son Hafbur
 Lies abed by Signy the fair.”
 

“No Hafbur is here, and no King’s son.
 That thou shouldst speak this word;
 He is far away in the east-countries,
 Warring with knight and lord.
 

“Hold thou thy peace, thou evil nurse,
 And lay on her no lie,
 Or else tomorn ere the sun is up
 In the bale-fire shall ye die.”
 

“O hearken to this, my lord and king,
 And trow me nought but true;
 Look here upon his bright white sword,
 But and his byrny blue!”
 

Then mad of mind waxed Siward,
 Over all the house ‘gan he cry,
 “Rise up, O mighty men of mine,
 For a hardy knight is anigh:
 

“Take ye sword and shield in hand,
 And look that they be true;
 For Hafbur the King hath guested with us;
 Stiffnecked he is, great deeds to do.”
 

So there anigh the high-bower door
 They stood with spear and glaive;
 “Rise up, rise up, Young Hafbur,
 Out here we would thee have!”
 

That heard the goodly Signy
 And she wrang her hands full sore:
 “Hearken and heed, O Hafbur,
 Who stand without by the door!”
 

Thank and praise to the King’s son Hafbur,
 Manly he played and stout!
 None might lay hand upon him
 While the bed-post yet held out.
 

But they took him, the King’s son Hafbur,
 And set him in bolts new wrought;
 Then lightly he rent them asunder,
 As though they were leaden and nought.
 

Out and spake the ancient nurse,
 And she gave a rede of ill:
 “Bind ye him but in Signy’s hair,
 So shall hand and foot lie still.
 

“Take ye but one of Signy’s hairs
 Hafbur’s hands to bind,
 Ne’er shall he rend them asunder
 His heart to her is so kind.”
 

Then took they two of Signy’s hairs
 Bonds for his hands to be,
 Nor might he rive them asunder
 So dear to his heart was she.
 

Then spake the sweetling Signy
 As the tears fast down her cheek did fall:
 “O rend it asunder, Hafbur,
 That gift to thee I give withal.”
 

* * * * *
 

Now sat the King’s son Hafbur
 Amidst the castle-hall,
 And thronged to behold him man and maid,
 But the damsels chiefest of all.
 

They took him, the King’s son Hafbur,
 Laid bolts upon him in that place,
 And ever went Signy to and fro,
 The weary tears fell down apace.
 

She speaketh to him in sorrowful mood:
 “This will I, Hafbur, for thee,
 Piteous prayer for thee shall make
 My mother’s sisters three.
 

“For my father’s mind stands fast in this,
 To do thee to hang upon the bough
 On the topmost oak in the morning-tide
 While the sun is yet but low.”
 

But answered thereto young Hafbur
 Out of a wrathful mind:
 “Of all heeds I heeded, this was the last,
 To be prayed for by womankind.
 

“But hearken, true-love Signy,
 Good heart to my asking turn,
 When thou seest me swing on oaken-bough
 Then let thy high-bower burn.”
 

Then answered the noble Signy,
 So sore as she must moan,
 “God to aid, King’s son Hafbur,
 Well will I grant thy boon.”
 

* * * * *
 

They followed him, King Hafbur,
 Thick thronging from the castle-bent:
 And all who saw him needs must greet
 And in full piteous wise they went.
 

But when they came to the fair green mead
 Where Hafbur was to die,
 He prayed them hold a little while:
 For his true-love would he try.
 

“O hang me up my cloak of red,
 That sight or my ending let me see.
 Perchance yet may King Siward rue
 My hanging on the gallows tree.”
 

Now of the cloak was Signy ware
 And sorely sorrow her heart did rive,
 She thought: “The ill tale all is told,
 No longer is there need to live.”
 

Straightway her damsels did she call
 As weary as she was of mind:
 “Come, let us go to the bower aloft
 Game and glee for a while to find.”
 

Yea and withal spake Signy,
 She spake a word of price:
 “To-day shall I do myself to death
 And meet Hafbur in Paradise.
 

“And whoso there be in this our house
 Lord Hafbur’s death that wrought,
 Good reward I give them now
 To red embers to be brought.
 

“So many there are in the King’s garth
 Of Hafbur’s death shall be glad;
 Good reward for them to lose
 The trothplight mays they had.”
 

She set alight to the bower-aloft
 And it burned up speedily,
 And her good love and her great heart
 Might all with eyen see.
 

* * * * *
 

It was the King’s son Hafbur
 O’er his shoulder cast his eye,
 And beheld how Signy’s house of maids
 On a red low stood on high.
 

“Now take ye down my cloak of red,
 Let it lie on the earth a-cold;
 Had I ten lives of the world for one,
 Nought of them all would I hold.”
 

King Siward looked out of his window fair,
 In fearful mood enow,
 For he saw Hafbur hanging on oak
 And Signy’s bower on a low.
 

Out then spake a little page
 Was clad in kirtle red:
 “Sweet Signy burns in her bower aloft,
 With all her mays unwed.”
 

Therewithal spake King Siward
 From rueful heart unfain:
 “Ne’er saw I two King’s children erst
 Such piteous ending gain.
 

“But had I wist or heard it told
 That love so strong should be,
 Ne’er had I held those twain apart
 For all Denmark given me.
 

O hasten and run to Signy’s bower
 For the life of that sweet thing;
 Hasten and run to the gallows high,
 No thief is Hafbur the King.”
 

But when they came to Signy’s bower
 Low it lay in embers red;
 And when they came to the gallows tree,
 Hafbur was stark and dead.
 

They took him the King’s son Hafbur,
 Swathed him in linen white,
 And laid him in the earth of Christ
 By Signy his delight.

O wilt thou win me then,

or as fair a maid as I be?
 






  








GOLDILOCKS AND GOLDILOCKS.
 

It was Goldilocks woke up in the morn
 At the first of the shearing of the corn.
 

There stood his mother on the hearth
 And of new-leased wheat was little dearth.
 

There stood his sisters by the quern,
 For the high-noon cakes they needs must earn.
 

“O tell me Goldilocks my son,
 Why hast thou coloured raiment on?”
 

“Why should I wear the hodden grey
 When I am light of heart to-day?”
 

“O tell us, brother, why ye wear
 In reaping-tide the scarlet gear?
 

Why hangeth the sharp sword at thy side
 When through the land ’tis the hook goes wide?”
 

“Gay-clad am I that men may know
 The freeman’s son where’er I go.
 

The grinded sword at side I bear
 Lest I the dastard’s word should hear.”
 

“O tell me Goldilocks my son,
 Of whither away thou wilt be gone?”
 

“The morn is fair and the world is wide
 And here no more will I abide.”
 

“O Brother, when wilt thou come again?”
 “The autumn drought, and the winter rain,
 

The frost and the snow, and St. David’s wind,
 All these that were time out of mind,
 

All these a many times shall be
 Ere the Upland Town again I see.”
 

“O Goldilocks my son, farewell,
 As thou wendest the world ‘twixt home and hell!”
 

“O brother Goldilocks, farewell,
 Come back with a tale for men to tell!”
 

* * * * *
 

So ’tis wellaway for Goldilocks,
 As he left the land of the wheaten shocks.
 

He’s gotten him far from the Upland Town,
 And he’s gone by Dale and he’s gone by Down.
 

He’s come to the wild-wood dark and drear,
 Where never the bird’s song doth he hear.
 

He has slept in the moonless wood and dim
 With never a voice to comfort him.
 

He has risen up under the little light
 Where the noon is as dark as the summer night.
 

Six days therein has he walked alone
 Till his scrip was bare and his meat was done.
 

On the seventh morn in the mirk, mirk wood,
 He saw sight that he deemed was good.
 

It was as one sees a flower a-bloom
 In the dusky heat of a shuttered room.
 

He deemed the fair thing far aloof,
 And would go and put it to the proof.
 

But the very first step he made from the place
 He met a maiden face to face.
 

Face to face, and so close was she
 That their lips met soft and lovingly.
 

Sweet-mouthed she was, and fair he wist;
 And again in the darksome wood they kissed.
 

Then first in the wood her voice he heard,
 As sweet as the song of the summer bird.
 

“O thou fair man with the golden head,
 What is the name of thee?” she said.
 

“My name is Goldilocks,” said he;
 “O sweet-breathed, what is the name of thee?”
 

“O Goldilocks the Swain,” she said,
 “My name is Goldilocks the Maid.”
 

He spake, “Love me as I love thee,
 And Goldilocks one flesh shall be.”
 

She said, “Fair man, I wot not how
 Thou lovest, but I love thee now.
 

But come a little hence away,
 That I may see thee in the day.
 

For hereby is a wood-lawn clear
 And good for awhile for us it were.”
 

Therewith she took him by the hand
 And led him into the lighter land.
 

* * * * *
 

There on the grass they sat adown.
 Clad she was in a kirtle brown.
 

In all the world was never maid
 So fair, so evilly arrayed.
 

No shoes upon her feet she had
 And scantly were her shoulders clad;
 

Through her brown kirtle’s rents full wide
 Shone out the sleekness of her side.
 

An old scrip hung about her neck,
 Nought of her raiment did she reck.
 

No shame of all her rents had she;
 She gazed upon him eagerly.
 

She leaned across the grassy space
 And put her hands about his face.
 

She said: “O hunger-pale art thou,
 Yet shalt thou eat though I hunger now.”
 

She took him apples from her scrip,
 She kissed him, cheek and chin and lip.
 

She took him cakes of woodland bread:
 “Whiles am I hunger-pinched,” she said.
 

She had a gourd and a pilgrim shell;
 She took him water from the well.
 

She stroked his breast and his scarlet gear;
 She spake, “How brave thou art and dear!”
 

Her arms about him did she wind;
 He felt her body dear and kind.
 

* * * * *
 

“O love,” she said, “now two are one,
 And whither hence shall we be gone?”
 

“Shall we fare further than this wood,”
 Quoth he, “I deem it dear and good?”
 

She shook her head, and laughed, and spake;
 “Rise up!  For thee, not me, I quake.
 

Had she been minded me to slay
 Sure she had done it ere to-day.
 

But thou: this hour the crone shall know
 That thou art come, her very foe.
 

No minute more on tidings wait,
 Lest e’en this minute be too late.”
 

She led him from the sunlit green,
 Going sweet-stately as a queen.
 

There in the dusky wood, and dim,
 As forth they went, she spake to him:
 

“Fair man, few people have I seen
 Amidst this world of woodland green:
 

But I would have thee tell me now
 If there be many such as thou.”
 

“Betwixt the mountains and the sea,
 O Sweet, be many such,” said he.
 

Athwart the glimmering air and dim
 With wistful eyes she looked on him.
 

“But ne’er an one so shapely made
 Mine eyes have looked upon,” she said.
 

He kissed her face, and cried in mirth:
 “Where hast thou dwelt then on the earth?”
 

“Ever,” she said, “I dwell alone
 With a hard-handed cruel crone.
 

And of this crone am I the thrall
 To serve her still in bower and hall;
 

And fetch and carry in the wood,
 And do whate’er she deemeth good.
 

But whiles a sort of folk there come
 And seek my mistress at her home;
 

But such-like are they to behold
 As make my very blood run cold.
 

Oft have I thought, if there be none
 On earth save these, would all were done!
 

Forsooth, I knew it was nought so,
 But that fairer folk on earth did grow.
 

But fain and full is the heart in me
 To know that folk are like to thee.”
 

Then hand in hand they stood awhile
 Till her tears rose up beneath his smile.
 

And he must fold her to his breast
 To give her heart a while of rest.
 

Till sundered she and gazed about,
 And bent her brows as one in doubt.
 

She spake: “The wood is growing thin,
 Into the full light soon shall we win.
 

Now crouch we that we be not seen,
 Under yon bramble-bushes green.”
 

Under the bramble-bush they lay
 Betwixt the dusk and the open day.
 

* * * * *
 

“O Goldilocks my love, look forth
 And let me know what thou seest of worth.”
 

He said: “I see a house of stone,
 A castle excellently done.”
 

“Yea,” quoth she, “There doth the mistress dwell
 What next thou seest shalt thou tell.”
 

“What lookest thou to see come forth?”
 “Maybe a white bear of the North.”
 

“Then shall my sharp sword lock his mouth.”
 “Nay,” she said, “or a worm of the South.”
 

“Then shall my sword his hot blood cool.”
 “Nay, or a whelming poison-pool.”
 

“The trees its swelling flood shall stay,
 And thrust its venomed lip away.”
 

“Nay, it may be a wild-fire flash
 To burn thy lovely limbs to ash.”
 

“On mine own hallows shall I call,
 And dead its flickering flame shall fall.”
 

“O Goldilocks my love, I fear
 That ugly death shall seek us here.
 

Look forth, O Goldilocks my love,
 That I thine hardy heart may prove.
 

What cometh down the stone-wrought stair
 That leadeth up to the castle fair?”
 

“Adown the doorward stair of stone
 There cometh a woman all alone.”
 

“Yea, that forsooth shall my mistress be:
 O Goldilocks, what like is she?”
 

“O fair she is of her array,
 As hitherward she wends her way.”
 

“Unlike her wont is that indeed:
 Is she not foul beneath her weed?”
 

“O nay, nay!  But most wondrous fair
 Of all the women earth doth bear.”
 

“O Goldilocks, my heart, my heart!
 Woe, woe! for now we drift apart.”
 

But up he sprang from the bramble-side,
 And “O thou fairest one!” he cried:
 

And forth he ran that Queen to meet,
 And fell before her gold-clad feet.
 

About his neck her arms she cast,
 And into the fair-built house they passed.
 

And under the bramble-bushes lay
 Unholpen, Goldilocks the may.
 

* * * * *
 

Thenceforth a while of time there wore,
 And Goldilocks came forth no more.
 

Throughout that house he wandered wide,
 Both up and down, from side to side.
 

But never he saw an evil crone,
 But a full fair Queen on a golden throne.
 

Never a barefoot maid did he see,
 But a gay and gallant company.
 

He sat upon the golden throne,
 And beside him sat the Queen alone.
 

Kind she was, as she loved him well,
 And many a merry tale did tell.
 

But nought he laughed, nor spake again,
 For all his life was waste and vain.
 

Cold was his heart, and all afraid
 To think on Goldilocks the Maid.
 

* * * * *
 

Withal now was the wedding dight
 When he should wed that lady bright.
 

The night was gone, and the day was up
 When they should drink the bridal cup.
 

And he sat at the board beside the Queen,
 Amidst of a guest-folk well beseen.
 

But scarce was midmorn on the hall,
 When down did the mirk of midnight fall.
 

Then up and down from the board they ran,
 And man laid angry hand on man.
 

There was the cry, and the laughter shrill,
 And every manner word of ill.
 

Whoso of men had hearkened it,
 Had deemed he had woke up over the Pit.
 

Then spake the Queen o’er all the crowd,
 And grim was her speech, and harsh, and loud:
 

“Hold now your peace, ye routing swine,
 While I sit with mine own love over the wine!
 

For this dusk is the very deed of a foe,
 Or under the sun no man I know.”
 

And hard she spake, and loud she cried
 Till the noise of the bickering guests had died.
 

Then again she spake amidst of the mirk,
 In a voice like an unoiled wheel at work:
 

“Whoso would have a goodly gift,
 Let him bring aback the sun to the lift.
 

Let him bring aback the light and the day,
 And rich and in peace he shall go his way.”
 

Out spake a voice was clean and clear:
 “Lo, I am she to dight your gear;
 

But I for the deed a gift shall gain,
 To sit by Goldilocks the Swain.
 

I shall sit at the board by the bride-groom’s side,
 And be betwixt him and the bride.
 

I shall eat of his dish and drink of his cup,
 Until for the bride-bed ye rise up.”
 

Then was the Queen’s word wailing-wild:
 “E’en so must it be, thou Angel’s child.
 

Thou shalt sit by my groom till the dawn of night,
 And then shalt thou wend thy ways aright.”
 

Said the voice, “Yet shalt thou swear an oath
 That free I shall go though ye be loth.”
 

“How shall I swear?” the false Queen spake:
 “Wherewith the sure oath shall I make?”
 

“Thou shalt swear by the one eye left in thine head,
 And the throng of the ghosts of the evil dead.”
 

She swore the oath, and then she spake:
 “Now let the second dawn awake.”
 

And e’en therewith the thing was done;
 There was peace in the hall, and the light of the sun.
 

And again the Queen was calm and fair,
 And courteous sat the guest-folk there.
 

Yet unto Goldilocks it seemed
 As if amidst the night he dreamed;
 

As if he sat in a grassy place,
 While slim hands framed his hungry face;
 

As if in the clearing of the wood
 One gave him bread and apples good;
 

And nought he saw of the guest-folk gay,
 And nought of all the Queen’s array.
 

Yet saw he betwixt board and door,
 A slim maid tread the chequered floor.
 

Her gown of green so fair was wrought,
 That clad her body seemed with nought
 

But blossoms of the summer-tide,
 That wreathed her, limbs and breast and side.
 

And, stepping towards him daintily,
 A basket in her hand had she.
 

And as she went, from head to feet,
 Surely was she most dainty-sweet.
 

Love floated round her, and her eyes
 Gazed from her fairness glad and wise;
 

But babbling-loud the guests were grown;
 Unnoted was she and unknown.
 

* * * * *
 

Now Goldilocks she sat beside,
 But nothing changed was the Queenly bride;
 

Yea too, and Goldilocks the Swain
 Was grown but dull and dazed again.
 

The Queen smiled o’er the guest-rich board,
 Although his wine the Maiden poured;
 

Though from his dish the Maiden ate,
 The Queen sat happy and sedate.
 

But now the Maiden fell to speak
 From lips that well-nigh touched his cheek:
 

“O Goldilocks, dost thou forget?
 Or mindest thou the mirk-wood yet?
 

Forgettest thou the hunger-pain
 And all thy young life made but vain?
 

How there was nought to help or aid,
 But for poor Goldilocks the Maid?”
 

She murmured, “Each to each we two,
 Our faces from the wood-mirk grew.
 

Hast thou forgot the grassy place,
 And love betwixt us face to face?
 

Hast thou forgot how fair I deemed
 Thy face?  How fair thy garment seemed?
 

Thy kisses on my shoulders bare,
 Through rents of the poor raiment there?
 

My arms that loved thee nought unkissed
 All o’er from shoulder unto wrist?
 

Hast thou forgot how brave thou wert,
 Thou with thy fathers’ weapon girt;
 

When underneath the bramble-bush
 I quaked like river-shaken rush,
 

Wondering what new-wrought shape of death
 Should quench my new love-quickened breath?
 

Or else: forget’st thou, Goldilocks,
 Thine own land of the wheaten shocks?
 

Thy mother and thy sisters dear,
 Thou said’st would bide thy true-love there?
 

Hast thou forgot?  Hast thou forgot?
 O love, my love, I move thee not.”
 

* * * * *
 

Silent the fair Queen sat and smiled
 And heeded nought the Angel’s child,
 

For like an image fashioned fair
 Still sat the Swain with empty stare.
 

These words seemed spoken not, but writ
 As foolish tales through night-dreams flit.
 

Vague pictures passed before his sight,
 As in the first dream of the night.
 

* * * * *
 

But the Maiden opened her basket fair,
 And set two doves on the table there.
 

And soft they cooed, and sweet they billed
 Like man and maid with love fulfilled.
 

Therewith the Maiden reached a hand
 To a dish that on the board did stand;
 

And she crumbled a share of the spice-loaf brown,
 And the Swain upon her hand looked down;
 

Then unto the fowl his eyes he turned;
 And as in a dream his bowels yearned
 

For somewhat that he could not name;
 And into his heart a hope there came.
 

And still he looked on the hands of the Maid,
 As before the fowl the crumbs she laid.
 

And he murmured low, “O Goldilocks!
 Were we but amid the wheaten shocks!”
 

Then the false Queen knit her brows and laid
 A fair white hand by the hand of the Maid.
 

He turned his eyes away thereat,
 And closer to the Maiden sat.
 

* * * * *
 

But the queen-bird now the carle-bird fed
 Till all was gone of the sugared bread.
 

Then with wheedling voice for more he craved,
 And the Maid a share from the spice-loaf shaved;
 

And the crumbs within her hollow hand
 She held where the creeping doves did stand.
 

But Goldilocks, he looked and longed,
 And saw how the carle the queen-bird wronged.
 

For when she came to the hand to eat
 The hungry queen-bird thence he beat.
 

Then Goldilocks the Swain spake low:
 “Foul fall thee, bird, thou doest now
 

As I to Goldilocks, my sweet,
 Who gave my hungry mouth to eat.”
 

He felt her hand as he did speak,
 He felt her face against his cheek.
 

He turned and stood in the evil hall,
 And swept her up in arms withal.
 

Then was there hubbub wild and strange,
 And swiftly all things there ‘gan change.
 

The fair Queen into a troll was grown,
 A one-eyed, bow-backed, haggard crone.
 

And though the hall was yet full fair,
 And bright the sunshine streamed in there,
 

On evil shapes it fell forsooth:
 Swine-heads; small red eyes void of ruth;
 

And bare-boned bodies of vile things,
 And evil-feathered bat-felled wings.
 

And all these mopped and mowed and grinned,
 And sent strange noises down the wind.
 

There stood those twain unchanged alone
 To face the horror of the crone;
 

She crouched against them by the board;
 And cried the Maid: “Thy sword, thy sword!
 

Thy sword, O Goldilocks!  For see
 She will not keep her oath to me.”
 

Out flashed the blade therewith.  He saw
 The foul thing sidelong toward them draw,
 

Holding within her hand a cup
 Wherein some dreadful drink seethed up.
 

Then Goldilocks cried out and smote,
 And the sharp blade sheared the evil throat.
 

The head fell noseling to the floor;
 The liquor from the cup did pour,
 

And ran along a sparkling flame
 That nigh unto their footsoles came.
 

Then empty straightway was the hall,
 Save for those twain, and she withal.
 

So fled away the Maid and Man,
 And down the stony stairway ran.
 

* * * * *
 

Fast fled they o’er the sunny grass
 Yet but a little way did pass
 

Ere cried the Maid: “Now cometh forth
 The snow-white ice-bear of the North;
 

Turn Goldilocks, and heave up sword!”
 Then fast he stood upon the sward,
 

And faced the beast, that whined and cried,
 And shook his head from side to side.
 

But round him the Swain danced and leaped,
 And soon the grisly head he reaped.
 

And then the ancient blade he sheathed,
 And ran unto his love sweet-breathed;
 

And caught her in his arms and ran
 Fast from that house, the bane of man.
 

* * * * *
 

Yet therewithal he spake her soft
 And kissed her over oft and oft,
 

Until from kissed and trembling mouth
 She cried: “The Dragon of the South!”
 

He set her down and turned about,
 And drew the eager edges out.
 

And therewith scaly coil on coil
 Reared ‘gainst his face the mouth aboil:
 

The gaping jaw and teeth of dread
 Was dark ‘twixt heaven and his head.
 

But with no fear, no thought, no word,
 He thrust the thin-edged ancient sword.
 

And the hot blood ran from the hairy throat,
 And set the summer grass afloat.
 

Then back he turned and caught her hand,
 And never a minute did they stand.
 

But as they ran on toward the wood,
 He deemed her swift feet fair and good.
 

* * * * *
 

She looked back o’er her shoulder fair:
 “The whelming poison-pool is here;
 

And now availeth nought the blade:
 O if my cherished trees might aid!
 

But now my feet fail.  Leave me then!
 And hold my memory dear of men.”
 

He caught her in his arms again;
 Of her dear side was he full fain.
 

Her body in his arms was dear:
 “Sweet art thou, though we perish here!”
 

Like quicksilver came on the flood:
 But lo, the borders of the wood!
 

She slid from out his arms and stayed;
 Round a great oak her arms she laid.
 

“If e’er I saved thee, lovely tree,
 From axe and saw, now, succour me:
 

Look how the venom creeps anigh,
 Help! lest thou see me writhe and die.”
 

She crouched beside the upheaved root,
 The bubbling venom touched her foot;
 

Then with a sucking gasping sound
 It ebbed back o’er the blighted ground.
 

* * * * *
 

Up then she rose and took his hand
 And never a moment did they stand.
 

“Come, love,” she cried, “the ways I know,
 How thick soe’er the thickets grow.
 

O love, I love thee!  O thine heart!
 How mighty and how kind thou art!”
 

Therewith they saw the tree-dusk lit,
 Bright grey the great boles gleamed on it.
 

“O flee,” she said, “the sword is nought
 Against the flickering fire-flaught.”
 

“But this availeth yet,” said he,
 “That Hallows All our love may see.”
 

He turned about and faced the glare:
 “O Mother, help us, kind and fair!
 

Now help me, true St. Nicholas,
 If ever truly thine I was!”
 

Therewith the wild-fire waned and paled
 And in the wood the light nigh failed;
 

And all about ’twas as the night.
 He said: “Now won is all our fight,
 

And now meseems all were but good
 If thou mightst bring us from the wood.”
 

She fawned upon him, face and breast;
 She said: “It hangs ‘twixt worst and best.
 

And yet, O love, if thou be true,
 One thing alone thou hast to do.”
 

Sweetly he kissed her, cheek and chin:
 “What work thou biddest will I win.”
 

“O love, my love, I needs must sleep;
 Wilt thou my slumbering body keep,
 

And, toiling sorely, still bear on
 The love thou seemest to have won?”
 

“O easy toil,” he said, “to bless
 Mine arms with all thy loveliness.”
 

She smiled; “Yea, easy it may seem,
 But harder is it than ye deem.
 

For hearken!  Whatso thou mayst see,
 Piteous as it may seem to thee,
 

Heed not nor hearken! bear me forth,
 As though nought else were aught of worth,
 

For all earth’s wealth that may be found
 Lay me not sleeping on the ground,
 

To help, to hinder, or to save!
 Or there for me thou diggest a grave.”
 

* * * * *
 

He took her body on his arm,
 Her slumbering head lay on his barm.
 

Then glad he bore her on the way,
 And the wood grew lighter with the day.
 

All still it was, till suddenly
 He heard a bitter wail near by.
 

Yet on he went until he heard
 The cry become a shapen word:
 

“Help me, O help, thou passer by!
 Turn from the path, let me not die!
 

I am a woman; bound and left
 To perish; of all help bereft.”
 

Then died the voice out in a moan;
 He looked upon his love, his own,
 

And minding all she spake to him
 Strode onward through the wild-wood dim.
 

* * * * *
 

But lighter grew the woodland green
 Till clear the shapes of things were seen.
 

And therewith wild halloos he heard,
 And shrieks, and cries of one afeard.
 

Nigher it grew and yet more nigh
 Till burst from out a brake near by
 

A woman bare of breast and limb,
 Who turned a piteous face to him
 

E’en as she ran: for hard at heel
 Followed a man with brandished steel,
 

And yelling mouth.  Then the swain stood
 One moment in the glimmering wood
 

Trembling, ashamed: Yet now grown wise
 Deemed all a snare for ears and eyes.
 

So onward swiftlier still he strode
 And cast all thought on his fair load.
 

And yet in but a little space
 Back came the yelling shrieking chase,
 

And well-nigh gripped now by the man,
 Straight unto him the woman ran;
 

And underneath the gleaming steel
 E’en at his very feet did kneel.
 

She looked up; sobs were all her speech,
 Yet sorely did her face beseech.
 

While o’er her head the chaser stared,
 Shaking aloft the edges bared.
 

Doubted the swain, and a while did stand
 As she took his coat-lap in her hand.
 

Upon his hand he felt her breath
 Hot with the dread of present death.
 

Sleek was her arm on his scarlet coat,
 The sobbing passion rose in his throat.
 

But e’en therewith he looked aside
 And saw the face of the sleeping bride.
 

Then he tore his coat from the woman’s hand,
 And never a moment there did stand.
 

But swiftly thence away he strode
 Along the dusky forest road.
 

And there rose behind him laughter shrill,
 And then was the windless wood all still,
 

He looked around o’er all the place,
 But saw no image of the chase.
 

And as he looked the night-mirk now
 O’er all the tangled wood ‘gan flow.
 

Then stirred the sweetling that he bore,
 And she slid adown from his arms once more.
 

Nought might he see her well-loved face;
 But he felt her lips in the mirky place.
 

“’Tis night,” she said, “and the false day’s gone,
 And we twain in the wild-wood all alone.
 

Night o’er the earth; so rest we here
 Until to-morrow’s sun is clear.
 

For overcome is every foe
 And home to-morrow shall we go.”
 

So ‘neath the trees they lay, those twain,
 And to them the darksome night was gain.
 

But when the morrow’s dawn was grey
 They woke and kissed whereas they lay.
 

And when on their feet they came to stand
 Swain Goldilocks stretched out his hand.
 

And he spake: “O love, my love indeed,
 Where now is gone thy goodly weed?
 

For again thy naked feet I see,
 And thy sweet sleek arms so kind to me.
 

Through thy rent kirtle once again
 Thy shining shoulder showeth plain.”
 

She blushed as red as the sun-sweet rose:
 “My garments gay were e’en of those
 

That the false Queen dight to slay my heart;
 And sore indeed was their fleshly smart.
 

Yet must I bear them, well-beloved,
 Until thy truth and troth was proved.
 

And this tattered coat is now for a sign
 That thou hast won me to be thine.
 

Now wilt thou lead along thy maid
 To meet thy kindred unafraid.”
 

As stoops the falcon on the dove
 He cast himself about her love.
 

He kissed her over, cheek and chin,
 He kissed the sweetness of her skin.
 

Then hand in hand they went their way
 Till the wood grew light with the outer day.
 

At last behind them lies the wood,
 And before are the Upland Acres good.
 

On the hill’s brow awhile they stay
 At midmorn of the merry day.
 

He sheareth a deal from his kirtle meet,
 To make her sandals for her feet.
 

He windeth a wreath of the beechen tree,
 Lest men her shining shoulders see.
 

And a wreath of woodbine sweet, to hide
 The rended raiment of her side;
 

And a crown of poppies red as wine,
 Lest on her head the hot sun shine.
 

She kissed her love withal and smiled:
 “Lead forth, O love, the Woodland Child!
 

Most meet and right meseems it now
 That I am clad with the woodland bough.
 

For betwixt the oak-tree and the thorn
 Meseemeth erewhile was I born.
 

And if my mother aught I knew
 It was of the woodland folk she grew.
 

And O that thou art well at ease
 To wed the daughter of the trees!”
 

Now Goldilocks and Goldilocks
 Go down amidst the wheaten shocks,
 

But when anigh to the town they come,
 Lo there is the wain a-wending home,
 

And many a man and maid beside,
 Who tossed the sickles up, and cried:
 

“O Goldilocks, now whither away?
 And what wilt thou with the woodland may?”
 

“O this is Goldilocks my bride,
 And we come adown from the wild-wood side,
 

And unto the Fathers’ House we wend
 To dwell therein till life shall end.”
 

“Up then on the wain, that ye may see
 From afar how thy mother bideth thee.
 

That ye may see how kith and kin
 Abide thee, bridal brave to win.”
 

So Goldilocks and Goldilocks
 Sit high aloft on the wheaten shocks,
 

And fair maids sing before the wain,
 For all of Goldilocks are fain.
 

But when they came to the Fathers’ door,
 There stood his mother old and hoar.
 

Yet was her hair with grey but blent,
 When forth from the Upland Town he went.
 

There by the door his sisters stood;
 Full fair they were and fresh of blood;
 

Little they were when he went away;
 Now each is meet for a young man’s may.
 

* * * * *
 

“O tell me, Goldilocks, my son,
 What are the deeds that thou hast done?”
 

“I have wooed me a wife in the forest wild,
 And home I bring the Woodland Child.”
 

“A little deed to do, O son,
 So long a while as thou wert gone.”
 

“O mother, yet is the summer here
 Now I bring aback my true-love dear.
 

And therewith an Evil Thing have I slain;
 Yet I come with the first-come harvest-wain.”
 

“O Goldilocks, my son, my son!
 How good is the deed that thou hast done?
 

But how long the time that is worn away!
 Lo! white is my hair that was but grey.
 

And lo these sisters here, thine own,
 How tall, how meet for men-folk grown!
 

Come, see thy kin in the feasting-hall,
 And tell me if thou knowest them all!
 

O son, O son, we are blithe and fain;
 But the autumn drought, and the winter rain,
 

The frost and the snow, and St. David’s wind,
 All these that were, time out of mind,
 

All these a many times have been
 Since thou the Upland Town hast seen.”
 

* * * * *
 

Then never a word spake Goldilocks
 Till they came adown from the wheaten shocks.
 

And there beside his love he stood
 And he saw her body sweet and good.
 

Then round her love his arms he cast:
 “The years are as a tale gone past.
 

But many the years that yet shall be
 Of the merry tale of thee and me.
 

Come, love, and look on the Fathers’ Hall,
 And the folk of the kindred one and all!
 

For now the Fathers’ House is kind,
 And all the ill is left behind.
 

And Goldilocks and Goldilocks
 Shall dwell in the land of the Wheaten Shocks.”
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THE WANDERERS
 

ARGUMENT.
 

How certain Knights of Norway, moved

by a dream sailed to find the Earthly Paradise

And how they first came to land in the

western sea and what happened to them there.

How they came to a land of the blacks

and how they fought with them & how they

escaped out of their hands.

Of a storm and of the loss of the Fighting Man.

How they came to the valley of the lions

and of the damsels they saw there

How they arrived in the land of ladies

and saw their Queen

Of the great King whom they fought

with & slew, and how they lived long in

the land of ladies.

How when they were now getting old

they sailed from the land of Ladies on their quest

how they came to the city of the stony

men and what happened to them there.

how they escaped from some men

and sailing by strange places came

at last to the land where they had

dreamed, and of what kind it was
 

Then did we ask them whence we came

And how they were in such a case

And if their country was of fame

And if they were of Grecian race

Sirs of the ladies land we be

They said and such-like are our folk

That ladies there have sovreignty

And men be underneath the yoke

Now of the race whereof ye speak

Our country was of noble fame

Yet know we not this word of Greek

And have not even heard the name

Needs must we say our country was

For now are we in servage base

Being but poor conquered folk alas

Therefore are we in bitter case

For now this tribute must he pay

Each year unto the Emperor

Ten maids of us must die this year

In honour of his ancestor

Who was a God called Hercules

Yea Sirs & even now we fear

His wrath not lightly to appease

When of this slaughter he shall hear

have no fear fair maidens we said

“We do not greatly doubt his might

And for his God now is he dead

And hidden up from all men’s sight

And some of us have fought in France

And some in wild Prussia have been

And some in Spain have led the dance

And unafraid the moors have seen

Or else to some isle will we flee

And there our bodies from him hide

And live long lives there if so be

That our should prove the weaker side

Now as we spoke together thus

We heard a great horn sound afar

With a long wail & piteous

And blown unlike a point of war

And then we saw where came riding

Folk all in black but armed nobly

A sad song did their music sing

And ever went they heavily.

Over their heads a great banner

Wherein was painted royally

Diana with her snooded hair

And fair legs naked to the knee

And in the midst a great black bier

All wrought about with cypress trees

And ever as they drew anear

We saw that they were all ladies

Now when they saw us still they stood

Amazed a while then spurred forward

And leaping down amid the blood

Of men & beasts upon the sward

And caught in arms those maidens fair

Weeping aloud, and kissed them oft

Upon the lips & yellow hair

And nestled in their bosoms soft

Then in a while they turned to us

And seeing the dead men who lay

All rent & torn & piteous

They said we thought to take away

Some little bones of poor damsels

Therefore at home a tomb there is

Well built mid trees and sounding wells

Unto your dead men will we give this.

And unto you that be alive

Will we give whatsoeer ye ask

And evermore Sirs will we strive

To be your handmaidens no task

Shall be too much for our good will

Now come with us to our country

For soothly would we gaze our fill

On such men if no Gods ye be

We have some fair fellows we said

Left in our ship, these would we bring

And other matters – by Gods head

There have we many a full fair thing

May be to you both strange & new

Thus said we and went all away

Toward the ship except we few

Who with the ladies there did stay

There when we met our fellows we

From out the ship did quickly take

What we could carry easily

And chiefly for the ladies sake

As for ourselves we thought that there

Of nothing would there be a lack

So needed nought but some poor fare

And the good armour on the back

There did we leave the Rose Garland

God wot if she were borne away

A fair spoil to some Heathen land

Or slowly rotted where she lay!

So when we were all met again

The dead men on the bier we laid

And crossed the desert with much pain

Nor were we any more afraid

Of anything that we might meet

Being now a goodly company

All armed for every maiden sweet

Rode girt with sword about the thigh

The land was desolate & rough

And waterless till the 4th day

Then came a green plain fair enough

Where many a head of neat did play.

For two days more we travelled on

And rich & fair the land was still

The third at early morn we won

The top of a round-headed hill

Then showed the ladies how their town

Lay in the valley & thereby

A river toward the sea ran down

Where many a keel we did espy

Then did we send a messenger

One of the ladies from that place

Off to their Queen upon the spur

To show her lightly all the case

And as we drew anigh thereto

The folk came thronging thick & fast

Or out upon the walls they drew

Until through the great gate we past

Great was the town & built nobly

And all with black was hung about

Which down they tore as we went by

And hung rich golden carpets out.

Soon to a mighty hall we came

And there upon a throne of gold

In raiment a noble dame

Ancient & grey we did behold

Then on their knees the ladies fell

And fain we would have done the same

And shown her reverence full

But there from off her throne she came

And took us by the hands & said

Which is your lord that I may give

My crown to him from off my head

And make him king while he shall live

And you Sirs ask for heaps of gold

And lands & houses do not fear

In anything to be too bold –

Now when this saying I did hear

And saw our knights with wild eyes gaze

Upon those maids fit to entice

A wise man into foolish ways

I thought here ends our paradise

Then spoke Sir Nicholas & said

O Queen it seemeth unto me

I ask a great gift by my head

The body of this fair lady

Therewith the leader of the band

Who came that day into the vale

Did he lead forward by the hand

And she by turns both red & pale

Her head upon his shoulder leant

And of the other maidens some

blushing their dear eyes downward bent

While from our knights there rose a humm

And some stood all pale & upright

Looking aloof with troubled eyes

Sirs there can be no fairer sight

In any hall of paradise

Then did the Queen laugh out & say

O Sir your boon seems small enow

To ancient folk like me and grey

Have here this crown upon your brow

Yea no light thing therewith ye have

For ye shall lead us all in the war

And from our foes this city save

Many & grievous foes they are

Then answered Nicholas again

O Queen ye make too much of this

We were well paid for all our pain

With no more guerdon than a kiss

But if of us ye please to make

Your knight & soldiers will we then

Do noble battle for your sake

For neither are we borel men

From Harald fair hair am I sprung

And thence from Odin in right line

Who was a God as skalds have sung

Ye see this jewelled collar shine

About my armour this to me

The King of England with his hand

Did give me in his own galley

By Sleuse town in the Flemish land

And these are knights & gentlemen

That know not fear well skilled in war

And each a worthy match for ten

Of such folk as your foemen are

With these men and your country folk

Will I well guard this fair walled town

And save you from this false king’s yoke

But never will I wear your crown

For of your law I know not ought

And ye are old and ripe in wit

On many a hard thing have ye thought

And have been used long time to sit

Judging the people day by day

Sir said the Queen so be it then

Yet am I bondwoman alway

To you & to your noble men

And for your ancestor Odin

A noble temple shall he have

And a gold altar set therein

That many a skillful man shall grave

Lady he said by no dead man

Were we brought to the lions jaws

Through many waters wild & wan

I read you learn our holy laws

And learn to know the Trinity

The Mother of God and all Hallows

And leave your false Gods – silently

She stood and listened with bent brows

While our mass priest took up the word

And showed her much about our faith

And many things about the Lord

And what the holy Gospel saith

At last she said Sir Holy Man

Too many things at once ye show

I will believe all that I can

But pray you cease for a while now

Truly it makes the senses reel

To hear all this all so suddenly

The Gods we sought in woe & weal

Devils or else a painted lie.

And many things we must believe

That now for the first time we know

And from you by mere chance receive

Or lie in endless fiery woe

Sirs ye are noble & we think

Ye would not bid us trust a lie

Or from a muddied river well head drink

Your God has served you faithfully

So in some fountain wash away

if so ye please our forebear’s sin

Who stole the apple as ye say

Faith an ill deed he did therein-

And that good Lord of whom you tell

Who all his days did nought but good

And loved the people passing well

And whom upon a cross of wood

For his reward they foully hung

Would God I had been there that day

Another song ye might have sung

Your faith been turned another way

Now for a while let these things be

And for the rest I dare well say

That whoso choses foolishly

As your chief none will say him nay

And therewithal Sirs will we give

Some house and goods & needful weed

To each that while with us ye

Such common things ye may not need

Then from the presence did we go

And over my shoulder as we went

I looked full oft that I might know

If my maids eyes were on me bent

But she held ever down her head

Toward the ground & smiled gently

Moving her lips as if she said

Some little ballad inwardly

Then to a chamber did we come

Where being unarmed on us they did

Such gowns as there were none in Rome

Ere of the Cesars they were rid

Then came we to another hall

Spread for a feast and hung around

With histories where ladies -~all

In strife with men full many a wound

Both gave & took and there we met

Unarmed & gay the ladies sweet

With gems in white bosoms set

And naked arms and naked feet

Not half so sweet the west wind smells

That blows in spring through the may bush

Sweeter their voice than he that tells

The coming summer or the thrush

Or Philomela that bewails

The wrongs of many hundred years

And fills our hearts with speechless tales

Our eyes with-sweet & causeless tears

Softly they bid us to the feast

Which was full noble & withal

Was many a pageant & strange beast

Brought for our pleasure through the hall

There saw we how that Theseus slew

The bea’st by aid of a poor may

To whom not long abode he true

There saw we the Knight Perseus slay

The evil thing by the sea side

There was the noble story told

Of those good knights that wandered wide

With Jason for the fleece of gold

O love wither do you go

Spear in hand & belted so

I go to win a crown my love

To put your golden hair above

I go to fight & travail sore

That you may cling to-me the more

I will wear a crown of green

With red roses set between

If it be not rich enow

Then sweet kisses shall you sow

In between the flowers red

Round about my golden head

I will cling so hardily

You shall never go from me

O my love soon goes the day

O my Love soon comes the night

All my glory goes away

Comes my hour of delight

Thereafter all the feast being done

We wandered in a garden green

And I for my part went alone

With her that was my joy & Queen

Sweet follies there we said & did

I list not tell off now being old

Only I know her face half hid

Among her rippled hair of gold

She burst out singing suddenly

While I was telling of our quest

And of the land we thought to see

In some far ocean of the west

O God how sweet the kisses were

Upon her lips & breast & brow

Amid the glory of her hair

Ah folly to remember now

When I am old and soon to die

Sirs to my tale. So went away

The golden days most happily

In many a quaint disport and play

For there were tiltings with the spear

Music in gardens & in halls

Sweet converse with our ladies dear &

Dancing between gilded walls

And beautiful old tales were sung

By minstrels that were well beseen

On fair long wooden stages hung.

With palaces & gardens green

And soon the maids were christened

With much pomp in the great church, then

Full richly were we fellows wed

And were the happiest of all

And amid all these pleasant days

Sir Nicholas went to & fro

Strengthening the city by all ways

Lest the Great King should come thereto

In time indeed for on a day

His Herald to the city came

With a foul message by my fay

Whose best word was but blood & flame

That he would sow the place with salt

And yoke young maidens to his plough

And take such vengeance for their fault

That no grass any more should grow

In all the land that those that fell

By the sharp sword should fare the best

That when the scourge & had torn them well

Fierce fire should burn up the rest

But first a great drove would he drive

Unto his country that his men

Might see them naked, and alive

Into the fire send them then

That for the strangers who had come

By water when their eyes were out

By water he would send them home

With great stones tied their necks about

Now we when this thief we had heard

Went near to slay him evilly

But at the last his hair & beard

We shaved, and ugly devils three

Upon his tabard did we paint

And sent him back, and by my head

Now was no time for us to faint

For then were we as good as dead

If my tale here could have an end

O my masters I might say now

That though our lives we well might mend

Yet were we happy men enough

Further afield our story goes

And drags us through most evil ways

And woes past all our other woes

Unbearable & heavy days

For there we all lived happily

Until our youth was wholly gone

And wives & friends began to die

Then on a day I walked alone

And as I walked there all about

The merry children at their play

Ran by with many an earnest shout

And there went singing many a may

Thereby a house was built richly

Behind a garden walled with stone

Therein upon the grass did lie

A fair maid singing all alone

In the white-flowered hawthorn brake

Sweet be merry for my sake

Twine the flowers in my hair

Kiss me where I am most fair

Ah kiss me love for who knoweth

What thing cometh after death

Love hold back the golden hair

That hides you where you are most fair

Love, within the hawthorn brake

Pray you be merry for my sake

While I last, for who knoweth

How near I may be my death.

Sweet, be long in growing old

Life and love in age grow cold,

Hold fast to life, for who knoweth

What thing cometh after death.

Trouble must be kept afar

Therefore go I to the war;

Less trouble, love, among the spears

Than with harsh words about your ears.

Love me then, my sweet and fair

And curse the folk that drive me there,

Kiss me sweet, for who knoweth

What thing cometh after death. SFT2

Let me kiss the rose tinged snow

Ah! the time goes fast or slow

Kiss me sweet for who knoweth

What thing cometh after death

Shall we weep for a dead days

Or set sorrow in our way

Will you weep that the days wear

Hidden in my golden hair

Kiss me love etc

O Love weep that the days flit

As on my neck I feel your breath

That I may then remember it

When I am old & near my death

Kiss me sweet &ce

Whether with music or with pain

Of moody thought touched to the quick

I know not but like summer rain

My tears upon the dust fell thick

And far away my thoughts were brought

When I was but a boy at play

Nor yet on life or death had thought

But only on some coming day

The great hall where the people ate

The church half hidden by the hill

The pier where in the evening late

The covered ship lay grim & still

The gold coped chanters in the quire

My mothers hand upon my head

The stories round the big yule fire

The snow upon the tower lead

The rough old vassels cap in hand

Unto the master of the house,

The steward with his silver wand

Yea even many a bird or mouse

Rose up before my swimming eyes

And still that maid sang loud & clear

Like some lark in her extasies

That half pierced to my muffled ear

But from the house’came suddenly

An old crone propped with crutches tied

With many a bandage that with high

And shrill voice did the damsel chide

Till she arose & entered in

She and her singing gone away

My dreams fled as-a saint flees sin

And all the sunlight left the day

Then on I went distraught moody

Doubtful unhappy in my heart

Counting the few years left to me

The fair things death would from me part

In this mood came I to the quay

Where lay the ships both great & small

Some just at point to go away

Some just letting their anchors fall

There did I find Sir Nicholas

Whose wife was dead now for this year

Yet moody of speech he was

He saw me not as I drew near

For at a ship he was gazing

Whose folk were loosening her prow

From the great: cable of the ring

That bound her to the shore but now

At my touch round he turned to me

And for awhile along the quay

We walked together silently

Till I found heart at last to say

Now was it but a word and blow

For the 3rd day we saw the smoke

Of the burnt homesteads upward go

All round the city & poor folk

Came hurrying within the gates

Men ancient folks and maids weeping

Then did we arm us with our mates

And go to look upon the King

Soon met we certain of his folk

Burning a village & at first

We slew some 100 in the smoke

And afterwards put to the worse

Another band more orderly

And as the foe came thicker then

We gat us’ back to the city

Leaving but two of all our men

And at our heels a rabble came

At whom so well the archers shot

They scattered with no little shame

And with our walls they meddled not

Whom straight as afterwards we learned

The Great King met as fast they fled

And caused some of them to be burned

Some to be scourged till they were dead

Then soon with much folk & great show

 And cymbals and great horns sounding

There came one whom the maids did know

By his apparel for the King.

Who having sacrificed a bull

To some dead dog gave straightly word

That they should take that city full

Of living souls & to the sword

Put all the men and old women

But take the young women alive

And shut them fettered in a pen

A fierce assault then did they give

But nothing won but loss & harm

So past the next day & the next

Nor any day without alarm

With all day long their camp we vext

With flights & arrows and of stones

And oft they shot wild fire forth

That burnt the marrow & bones

At last Sir Nicholas grew wrath,

And swore to end the thing or die

So the tenth night from a small gate

We issued out we fellows only

When moonless was the night & late

Then to the Kings tent did we go

And found him drunk amid his men
 






  








THE STORY OF DOROTHEA
 

AN UNPUBLISHED TALE FROM THE EARTHLY PARADISE
 

ARGUMENT.
 

The Holy Maiden Dorothea was slain

because of her faith, and as she was

passing to her death she was mocked

by a certain man; which mock God

rebuked in a wonderful way, so that

the mocker died as she had done.
 

In the old days when Rome was flourishing

And through the world there was no prince or king

But held his crown and sceptre at the will

Of him who there the golden throne did fill,

A man there dwelt of old and noble race,

Who lacked for neither wealth or reverend place,

Dorus by name; who in his you th indeed

Had led such life as young men love to lead,

But as the grey hairs one by one grew up

The false love-token and the drinking cup

He cast aside, for now in middle age

The world began to seem like some vast cage,

Barred with inevitable death about

The clinging lovers and the conquerors shout

And the great gift of life seemed small enow.

And so chanced men then began to know

Within Rome-town the true and only God,

And worship him who many a rough way trod

Ending all ways at last with shameful death;

And, as my author in the old tale saith

This Dorus came to hear the truth at last,

And often through his mind the good thought passed

That, were it true, it were no little thing

That he a weak man should be still living

In joy and peace, when all was passed away

That seemed so strong, well made to last for aye.

Which thing it was Gods will he should believe

And all the truth into his heart receive,

The Love of God the fear of sin and Hell,

The scorn of death, and all the word can tell,

And from the font he passed with soul washed clean

And wondering at the strange thing he had been.

So for five years he led a quiet life,

And in that time he took to him a wife

And two fair daughters unto him she bore,

And far more peace he knew than ere before.

But when the sixth year rose upon his head

Within his palace lay the Emperor dead,

Who was a good man and of gentle heart,

And left his folk at quiet for his part

And all was changed within a little week.

Because the new-made Emperor did seek

To win the Gods to smile upon his reign.

So soon the Tiber carried down again

Its load of wretched corpses to the sea,

And folk were haled toward perpetually,

And in the marble theatre, limb by limb

Were men and women torn for trusting Him

Who has not failed them: everywhere was cried

“The Christians to the Lions, so that we,

Our wives and babes may all live quietly.”

Awhile with trembling heart regarding it

Within his marble house did Dorus sit;

At last one night arising quietly

While the town slept, he gat him to the sea,

Bearing with him his little ones and wife,

And one tried slave he trusted with his life,

And taking ship, to Asia he passed,

And so to Cappadocia came at last;

And going inland there from the great sea

He came unto a noble fair city

Called Cesarea; where he dwelt in rest

A poor man now, but yet by none opprest

For five years more, and late in the third year

Of his sojourn his wife to him did bear

Another daughter, whom he took straightway

That Adam’s sin might clean be washed away,

Unto the bishop, and the name she had

When in her white robe she was newly clad

Was Dorothea, who in that same place

In strength and loveliness grew up apace.

But when her sixteenth year was fully come

Her father and her mother were called home,

And in a quiet place their bodies laid,

Where fearfully the burial rites were paid.

For now in Cæsarea as in Rome,

New orders from the Emperor were come

That duly Jove should now be worshipped,

Nor longer Citharea veil her head

So there was slain full many a Christian man

And crimson with their blood the channels ran.

Moreover some there were within that place

Who rather chose to live on earth a space

That life despised even by the heathen wise,

Than pass through death to joy in Paradise.

Amongst whom Dorothea’s sisters twain,

Eriste and Calliste, fearing pain,

And doubting of the happy life to come,

Reared up a little altar in their home

Unto the idols, though indeed no one

Had harmed them ought, but let them live alone.

So when they thus had given up their faith

For earthly life, then, as the old tale saith

The seven other devils came to them,

And finding them at last outside the hem

Of Christs robe, put in their hearts straigtway,

That from this earth all folk pass quick away,

And well it is to live in joyance there.

So when at night each others body fair

Each one beheld and saw herself thereby,

So tall and straight, and made so cunningly,

Then would she redden, thinking is not this,

That which all men desire past all bliss;

Does it not pass in few and doutful years,

Will bring it back; and for the lending it

Among rich things and jewels may I sit,

And men will give me love and kisses sweet,

And grovel on the ground before my feet.

So thought they to themselves, and soon for gold

Their virgin shame fast beauty had they sold;

With whom dwelt Dorothea none the less,

But as she might hiding her loveliness

From lustful eyes: and yet did God ordain

That her great beauty blossomed not in vain,

Since in the end it bore her such a crown.

Because the Emperors prefect in that town,

By name Fabricius, passing through the street

Some great lord at the city-gate to meet

Chanced to behold that virginal sweet thing

The doorway of her house just entering;

And when he saw her such a flame of love

Shot through him that he scarce had power to move

Though in one little moment she was gone:

Then turning round about, he said to one

That rode beside him, “Who dwells in that house”

“Sir” quoth his Knight, two damsels amorous

Who from the Christian folly late have turned

Because they saw some wretched damsel burned.”

“Nay truly” said the prefect, “was she such

I saw just now, that any man could touch

Her body if he lists, so seemed she not

But like a perfect maid without a spot.”

“Yea” said the other, “neither said I so,

The damsel who stood there I nowise know

Although ere now myself have had the grace

To spend some happy hours in that place,

When slaves enow I saw about the house,

None other but the sisters amorous.

And, as to her, I think that verily

Of some near kin unto them she must be;

For like to them she is, but fairer still

And lower down the right side of the hill

On the worse side whereof all beauty wanes.

Also it seems to me that whoso gains

Her lovely body, will be strong and wise

For she looks hard to win as Paradise.”

No answer made the prefect thereunto

But going forth, did that he had to do,

But never on that day could he forget

The lovely girl, and still his heart was set

On gaining her by good means or by bad.

Now in his house a certain slave he had

Faithful to him, and cunning as a slave,

To whom next morn he told what he would have;

Who straigtway went to where there dwelt the twain

Eriste and Calliste: There in vain

He waited long the coming of the maid.

Who all that day within her chamber staid

For coming evil sorely did she dread;

Though nowise conscious what above her head

Hung, ready to destroy her body sweet.

So willingly she would not show her face

Within the streets of that great wicked place.

Therefrom passed both her sisters, with their feet

Just showing from the thin and silken gown,

And many a women slave, both white and brown,

But nowhere could he see that lovely one

Fair as an angel, hooded like a nun,

With her demure, and thoughtful eyes above

The sweet red lips, that knew no kiss of love.

At last he came to think, that openly

He needs must ask if lucky he would be,

But just then came there forth a woman old,

Who peering all about did soon behold

The prefect’s slave, and said, “what dost thou here

Who by this house all day hast loitered near;

Thou art a slave, what would thy master then,

Thou knowest that my ladies hate not men.”

Then said the slave, “Mother, a fair lady,

Who dwells within this house I fain would see.”

“Nay sir,” she said Come in and wait awhile

And so with talk the time will we beguile,

For from the house my ladies twain are gone

And I am left dismal, well nigh alone.”

So in he went, and soon the two sat down

In a high room that ovelooked the town.

Then quoth the crone, And hast thou anything

Within that purse, as jewel or rich ring

What harm to show it me, for even the old

Still love to see the gleam of gems and gold.”

“Nay” said the slave “what sayest thou to this,

Is it enough to buy my lord a kiss?”

And on the board he laid five pieces down

That bare on golden sides the name and crown.

“What dost thou here,” the woman said, with these

And thinkest thou with such poor wage to please

My ladies?” “Nay my mistress certainly”

The man said, but I put them there for thee;”

Then grinned the crone and said, “Then something strange

I warrant me thou wantest in exchange.

Well, in this house full hand is aye gaining,

Say on, what wouldst thou;” “But a little thing”

He answered, “but that I might talk alone

Upon my lords part, with a certain one

That dwells here, neither of may ladies twain:

And if indeed I talk with her in vain

Still may you keep what in your hand you hold,

If she is kind to us, why then in gold

Your fingers may you glove if so you will.”

“Nay then must you and I use all our skill”

The woman said, “for truly she is such

A thunderbolt would hardly move her much

If she had will to set out any where.

She is the sister of my ladies fair

The children are they of one dam & sire

But she is like them as the sun a fire.

And though far fairer is she than are they

Patient and simple goes she on her way

Longing for nought nor wishful to be seen:

And besides all she thinks the Nazarene

Is or will be the master of all things.

And those that serve him will be more than kings

When thy are dead; alas if I could think

Such things as these who am upon the brink

Of evil death, and my most cherished joys

Are less to be desired than the toys

My elders laughed to see me play withal

So long ago by the vine covered wall

Before my very hopes began to spring

That now have made this old wretched thing –

You laugh, ah, I forgot; but for your gold

This wonderful young thing you shall behold.

But little hope have I of any more

And surely she will try your patience sore” –

Therewith she went out quickly from the place,

And left him waiting with a smiling face

And counting up the gold that he should get

If in his masters arms the maid he set.

But even his sluggish heart within him burned

When leading that sweet thing the crone returned,

So sweet she was, and gentle as the spring,

As with her young face pale, and lips trembling

For fear of evil stealing over her,

She spoke, and said, “What wouldst thou with me, Sir?”

“Lady,” he said I fain would speak with thee

Alone, if so thou wouldst will it so to be.

“So be it” she said, but make no long delay,

Because I fear what thou mayast have to say.”

Therewith she turned round softly to the crone

And in the place those two were left alone.

Then said the man “Why dost thou tremble so;

For now, O lady, if thou hast a woe

This day and hour will end it certainly:

My lord the Prefect pineth sore for thee,

And bids me give these things into thy hands,

Wise men have drawn together from all lands,

And brave men snatched from crown of Prince & King,

Bids me too say, this is a little thing

To that which he will do for thee henceforth,

There is a green vale sheltered from the north,

That he has walled about from hill to hill,

There has he gather every stream and rill

Into a river lined with marble white,

That runs through gardens made for all delight

About the marvellous house that he has made

And at the back are woods with many a glade.

There shalt thou dwell, he says, from day to day

And have all things that any mortal may;

And neither shalt thou pass thy life alone

For there of slaves shalt thou have many an one,

Both foul and fair to deal with as thou wilt

Nor shall a deed of thine be held for guilt.

And thither will my lord come day by day

with lords and dames to pass the time away,

And honour thee as far as in him lies.”

Silent sat Dorothea, to her eyes

Gathering the tears that soon began to fall,

And sobbing she turned round unto the wall,

Moaning. “O Lord, and now the day is come,

When thou wouldst have me taken to thy home,

Why do I feel so full of misery

That little of thy glory I can see;

Why do I faint, and weep so sore for this

Surely I am not meet to share thy bliss.”

Then spoke the slave. “Lady, has thou not heard

And has my master spoken a light word.

Why weepest thou to hear this joyous thing

That thou shalt live as Queen of a great King?”

Then round she turned to him with gasping breath

And said “O man thou will bring me my death;

And though indeed my death will bring me life,

And give me deep rest after pain and strife.

Yet is my weak heart fain to linger here

Where many things I find both sweet and dear

And full strange things for I am young enow

And may a hidden thing have I to know.”

“What did I say of death,” then quoth the slave.

If thou within thy hands these things wouldst have,

I have been bidden to bring here for thee

All thoughts of death right far away would be.

For would he give to one that he loved not

Such things few princes in their crowns have got?”

“Nay, in your gems,” she said, “there lies the threat

As in the olive wreath of old was set

The grinded sword: leave me and let me be

For I would weep alone and silently

The remnant of my life.”

                         Then straight he fell

Upon his knees, and still to her did tell

The prefect’s love, and all that he would do.

“In that place,” said he, “none would know of you

And if you still hold to the Nazarene

Of all Gods else the Palace should be clean.

For he will think it good enough for him

To worship there thy body limb by limb.

So thou shalt have thy faith, and bliss also,

Upon this earth, if this thing thou wilt do.”

“Alas” she said, “and when wilt thou be done.

Dost thou then think our God is such an one

Be gone I pray, and leave this foolishness,

For I will hearken neither more nor less.”

“Yea lady,” said he, I will go away,

But I may carry on some other day

Far other words than these.”

                       Then on her brow

There came a frown, she said, “Thou sayest it now.

Truly today thy threat is little hid.

And now this message to thy lord bid.

That in a city once there dwelt a King

Who would be wed, and had a certain ring

So wrought, that whoso gat it on her hand,

Were she the fairest thing in all the land,

And seeming perfect, body soul and limb,

Nevertheless it would be known to him

If she had sinned: now therefore many an one

Fair as they were the wise Kings bed did shun:

At last came one who in most secret wise

Had wrought her sins, arrayed in royal guise

But on her finger was there set the ring

And she began to babble everything

Spite of herself, and so was led away

And ended all her life upon that day

Being burnt with fire according to the law.

Now in likewise I without spot or flaw

Have will to be presented to our King,

Who sits above and governs everything

But if I sin my sin shall not be this,

To come before Him, praying for his bliss

With my right hand, and my left hand to hold

Heaped up with earthly pleasures smeared with gold.

Take now these words in answer to thy Lord,

Nor will I listen more to any word,

And those thou saidst are not remembered

For now indeed I count myself as dead.

So from that chamber forth she passed; & he

Unto the prefects place went thoughtfully

And told him straight how little was his speed

Since neither gifts or threats the girl would heed.

Then raved that Lord and swore by Juno’s head

That in a week she should be his, or dead,

And on that night would neither eat nor drink,

Nor slept so much upon her did he think;

But when the next day came to him the slave,

To ask him what thing he should do, he drave

The man with curses from before his face,

And all the day went wandering through the place

Distraught and moody; and thus day by day

Speaking few words he passed the time away

And ever gloomier to all he grew

But could not find it in his heart to do

The thing he thought of, till a month was gone.

Then on a day bright glistering helmets shone

Outside the house where Dorothea dwelt,

And the poor maid a sickening terror felt

Because they drew up close beside her door.

Then came the man that she had seen before

Into her chamber, where, the time being cold,

A fire burned; which same man did hold

A certain parchment sealed with some great seal.

And when she looked thereon her brain did reel

For fear and woe, for certs she read there

An order to this man forthwith to bear

Her body to the justice-hall, that she

Might answer there or her impiety

Unto the Gods: so no word spoke the man

Till she had lifted up her countenance wan

And all the writing had been fully read,

Then with a smile he laid it down, and said.

O mistress here this paper will I burn

If to my lord you yet have heart to turn

Then in no sadness ever shall you pine,

And all that erst I spoke of shall be thine.

Or else indeed by this you well may guess

What shall befal you for your stubbornness,

The bonds the hangman’s hands, the open shame

The torturing lash, the gibbet and the flame;

The dark void waste instead of this bright world,

And the dishonoured body rudely hurled

To dogs and birds outside the city gates.

Think well of all this torment that awaits

A foolish word, and take from out my hand

This jewel worth the tribute of the land;

And for an answer set within your glove

A little writing with three words of love,

And there remains to you full many a year

Of happy life all free from pain and fear.”

She answered weeping, holding forth her hands,

“Delay no more to do your Lords commands;

For mid the jewels that you brought to me

A while ago these torments could I see.

And I am glad that this last day is come

Who for this past month have dwelt here at home

A wretched life, shaken by hopes and fears,

Now weeping for the ending of my years;

Now praying God to let me live awhile

That I might see once more the summer smile

Upon the land, now praying that I might

Be smitten dead in sleep some dark ning night,

Nor life to die with unnamed miseries

Before mens pitiless and prying eyes.

And now although I meet the worst at last.

Yet in a little while will all be past

Then surely little shall I count that pain.

Behold my hands all ready for your chain.”

Nought answered he for pity and for shame

But called aloud, and unto him there came

The sergeaunts with their bonds, and so the may

Unto the judgement-hall was led away

And as she passed between them down the street

Noted she was of those that they did meet,

And few there were that saw her but were fain

Her body to have rescued from that pain

Yea so the hearts of some within them burned

That round about to follow her thy turned

To see the end of it: withal was she

Within that cruel place brought speedily.

There in the midst upon a gilded throne

Was set her shameless lover all alone,

And on each side of him but lower down

The lawyers sat in solemn hood & gown.

Behind, the sergeaunts with their javelins stood;

And, quite apart, strange things of brass and wood,

And cords and pulleys, and a stout ship’s mast.

About which things three rugged fellows past

With hooks and scourges in their hands.

And straight before the throne two men with wands

Of gold and ivory, stood, all clad in gold.

Whereof a golden basket one did hold,

One a gold censer with a silver chain;

And betwixt these, that helpless thing and vain

They called a God, wrought all of silver stood,

Whose marble altar, with some poor beasts blood

Yet reeked, before the eyes that heeded nought.

Giddy and fainting there the maid was brought,

But when the prefect saw her in that place

A red flush first spread over his swart face,

And then he grew as pale as very death

And through clenched teeth awhile he drew his breath.

Then struggling with himself he spoke, and said.

“We hear by true report unhappy maid,

Thou art of those who give no gifts or praise

Unto the Gods that give us happy days,

And therefore dost thou merit will to die;

Yet will the Emperor grant thee full mercy,

And quite forget forgetfulness oer past

If in this flame some incense thou wilt cast,

And with a thankful and glad heart go hence

And give to all the Cods due reverence.”

“My Lord,” she said, “false words they spoke to thee

Saying I feared not God, and certainly,

This treason never shalt thou see me do

That I may live upon the earth some few

And doubtful years in fear of death each day

Then said he, “Maiden turn thine eyes that way

And tell me what things thou dost there behold.”

Then through her heart there shot a tremor cold

And paler grew her pale and troubled face;

Because his finger pointed to the place

Where stood those rough men waiting for their prey.

But trembling still she found the words to say.

“I see, my Lord, thou wilt not spare, me shame

I see strange things I have no skill to name,

Although my shrinking flesh deems what they be.

Alas, my Lord, well may it seem to thee

These are too terrible for one poor maid

To strive against, and yet when all is weighed

Against the power of my King and Lord

They are but as my needle to thy sword

Red with the Persian blood. Ah well I know

For all my words thou wilt not let me go

Nor spare me any little of my pain;

Yet hearken, it may chance to thee in vain

To pitiless folk with helpless hands to pray

Then mayst thou think if me upon that day

And ere that time comes on thee, mayst thou not,

Upon thy bed laid feverish and hot

In dead of night, and utterly alone,

Although of all the Gods thou fearest none,

And though thou mockest both at heaven and hell,

Remember somewhat that the poets tell

Of right and justice and avenging fate.

And as thou strugglest with the heavy weight

Of thy wrong-doing thou mayst wish indeed

Thou hadst not sown this bitter grain of seed

Amongst the others: Ah my God, my God

This weary way before me thou hast trod,

Must I a tender-nurtured maiden bear

These things he threatens me withal whose fear

Has made strong men and wise falloff from thee

An I, I scarcely know what pain can be.”

“Maiden,” the prefect said, “Thy words are vain;

And yet since I am merciful, and fain

To save thee for long years of joyous life,

It is my will to lengthen out this strife;

Yea and moreover, nowise willingly

Thy tender body tortured would I see

Though thou shouldst scape from dreadful death thereby.

Therefore in prison somewhile shalt thou lie,

And if thereafter thou still thinkest good

To die, then am I guiltless of thy blood;

Nor shouldst thou blame me if thy stubbornness

Bring down upon thee shame and sharp distress

Before thou diest; because verily

By torments will I strive to conquer thee,

Which if thou livest will mayst thou forget

And live to praise me many sweet years yet.”

Yea, I shall live” she said, “and not alone

Until no trace is left of all this stone

And moths have long consumed these braveries

And midmost here some yellow lion lies

Unchid of any, and the Roman tongue

With pain and toil from old records is wrung;

Yea, Yea, not only till the world is done

And no more use is found for moon or sun;

Happy and tireless I shall love for aye

Feeling no lapse of time or change of day.”

“A dream,” he said, “for which the warm delight

Of being alive, thou barterest, and the sight

Of lovely things; for which thou givest up

The sweet and glorious, if too swift-drained cup

The Gods hold to our lips: think well of it

I pray you while the next few hours flit.”

Then from the maiden did he turn away

And though upon the throne on that same day

He sat to hear out causes, nonetheless

No thought it was of them that did oppress

His acheing head, and made him so distraught.

So to the prison Dorothea was brought,

Who through the sleepless night prayed earnestly

That short at least her suffering might be:

But in the morning did the prefect send

Some women folk her stubborness to bend,

Who at the first sung but the selfsame song

The slave had done: she should live loved & long;

And lack no thing a woman could desire:

But when they found no promises could tire

Her faithful heart, then they began to tell

From point to point, what agonies befell

Such as were rebels to their might Lord;

Still Dorothea weeping, said no word

But sat and gazed upon them patiently,

As their wrath kindled and their words grew high

And with their bitter tongues they strove to wound

The gentle maid: then one upon the ground

Cast dreadful things, and bade her mark them well,

And therewith gan the use of them to tell:

But though she shrunk with horror and afright,

And sat with fixed eyes and her lips grew white,

And though the tears stopped, and her golden head

She could not turn away, no word she said.

Then they, who had no power to harm her more

Departed for the day now onward wore

And from his height the sun began to fall:

So Dorothea leaned against the wall

Passed many a weary hour of day and night

And slept no whit till dawn was making bright

The eastern sky, and then she slept, and dreamed

A simple dream: for unto her it seemed

She was a child again, and on her head

Her father set a crown of roses red,

And in kind arms and strong he took her up

And gave her wine from out a golden cup.

But when she woke up to her misery

And nought about her but grim walls could see

And so remembered all things in a while,

She could not choose but weep to miss the smile

And tender handling of that father dead.

But yet she raised her fair hand to her head

As if she thought to find the garland there,

That nothing met except her golden hair.

Therewith she smiled again, and sighed, & then

Forgot awhile the cruel deeds of men

And fell to thinking of the happy place

Where now so soon she should behold Gods face,

And all her troubles should have happy end.

Now in meantime Fabricius did send

To fetch her sisters, who being come, the twain

He sent to try if they his end could gain;

Who trembling and all ill at ease soon came

Unto the prison, and downcast for shame

Nor unforgetful of the former days.

So they being led by many wretched ways

The turnkey brought at last unto her cell:

They entered weeping, for they loved her well

In such way as they might: then straightway she

Beholding them arose up suddenly

And round about they clung sorrowing

And she spoke to them many a tender thing

Then they half shamed began to her to pray

She would not cast her happy life away,

But yield this once; ‘then quoth they we will go

To some far land where no one will us know

There dwell in peace, doing no harm at all;

Till late and quiet death upon us fall.’

“Sisters,” she said, “would you abide with me?

Surely I know you would, then verily

One way I know, none other: for today

I think indeed to journey a long way;

Where whoso to that land of lands cometh

Knoweth no turmoil and can fear no death;

And will ye all forgetful of that land,

Still be content outside the gate to stand

While I within that lovely place and green

Must quite forget that ye have ever been?

O Sisters in God’s name I promise this

That ye today may be with me in bliss;

Is it a light thing that all stains, and sin

Shall be forgotten, and that ye may win

An equal place to spotless ones and pure,

And, by one hour of torment, may make sure

Of that, once Godly ones have lost at last.

And for that you do pray me not to cast

My life from me, in turn to you I pray

This life unending not to cast away.

From this day forth from you I shall be gone,

And perchance sisters you, being left alone,

May fall from bad to worse, nor ever turn

From your ill lives until in hell ye burn.

Alas I needs must say this word to you,

For I am dying now, and false and true

I see far clearer that before this day.

O sisters, sisters, what thing will ye say?”

Then spoke Eriste sobbing, Ye full well

I know that I shall die and go to hell

If I turn not; but yet I thought that day

When some few years in joy have passed away,

I will return – also then did I see

Such things as they this day will do to thee

Alas, alas! that folk who so soon to die

Should work their fellows such great misery.”

But rose Calliste with dry eyes and bright

And pale firm lips, and said, “thou sayest right

Let us return again while yet we may;

O sister Dorothea, on this day

Thou shalt not die alone for I will go

And give my body up to earthly woe.”

Then when Eriste heard her sister speak

Into a bitter wailing did she break

And sank adown and nothing did she reck

That Dorothea round Callistes’ neck

With joyful sobs and soft caresses hung,

For unto life right earnestly she clung

Fearing alike the pain she knew full well

And all the unknown threatenings of hell.

But in a while she lifted up her head,

And half arose, and to her sister said,

“Now let one go with thee, and I will try

To end my fear of death and misery:

Yet am I weak as water, and today

My weakness will be tried in many a way:

Come quickly now before I change again

And fall to thinking of the deadly pain.”

Then Dorothea cried, “yea sister go

And may God grant the time pass not too slow

Before we meet again at eventide

Upon that unknown rivers blissful side.”

So strange farewells unto her there they made,

And left her full of joy yet half afraid,

Because she knew indeed their way of life,

Yet trusted God would fit them for that strife

And that she need not count them now as lost

But they should win Heaven at whatso cost.

So these being come unto the prefect’s place

Calliste told him with a steady face

How they had sped; and when he laughed aloud

In their despite, and round about did crowd

His men their lovers once, and mocked at them

Then wept Eriste, holding by the hem

Of fair Calliste’s sleeve – and cried that lord,

Reddening for rage, “If you have said this word

In earnest, as I doubt, then small debate

Will I with you to save you from your fate

Take heed now either straightly sacrifice,

Or before night shall no one be so wise

As ye, in knowing what our torments are,

And last about you shall the fire flare:

Consider well if this is to be borne:

For truly little will ye get but scorn

If ye should bid the hangman hold his hand

When naked first beside the cross ye stand

As I should think indeed that you would do

Or at the most your stripes will be but few;

Yea or indeed mighty will be the gain

To suffer half the anguish & the pain

That martyrs do, and at the last he led

And cast the incense with down-hanging head

Yea should ye die, I doubt your God will think

That bitter cup unwilling ye did drink

So if perchance things are as ye have thought

Still ye will suffer all these woes for nought.”

Now though Eriste still wept bitterly,

She spoke the first and said, “Yet we will die

And in these torments wash away our sin

Against our will thou dost us grace herein”

But for her part no word Calliste said

But as her sister spoke she bowed her head,

And turned to go; and loud the Prefect cried

Go lead them forth and let the two be tied

Back unto back, and cast them in the fire

When of tormenting them at last ye tire,

I would be rid of such like fooleries;

But should they chance to grow a little wise

Before they die then for their beauty’s sake

Let then go, even if unto the stake

The torch is drawing nigh; and well I think

Their fair feet will not come so nigh the brink

Of Death as that, and they will cry enough

Before they feel the hangman’s finger’s rough

On the gold buckles of their silk gowns laid

If it be so then let his hand be staid

Or else forsooth the two must bear what pain

They think it worth their foolish dream to gain.”

So forth they led them, but upon the way

Full many and idle word the men did say

And strove to turn them both by mock and prayer

Until being come unto the great hall where

Such things were done, and finding all else vain

They wrought upon then hard and frightful pain

Beyond their wont, till sunset was anigh,

Then back to back their bodies did they tie,

And utterly consumed them in the fire

And in such wise they reached to their desire.

Meanwhile Fabricius to the judgement hall

Went with the lords, and bade the serjeants tll

Bring forth the holy maid before his face –

And full of people was the dreadful place.

Who crowded round to see the fair thing pass

At last she came, whose eyen grey as glass

Looked not to right or left, but straight before

A little raised were set, as though the shore

Where swell the blessed she beheld e’en now

Nor was their any fear in mouth or brow.

So when Fabricius looked on her, he saw

That in her faith there was no speck or flaw,

Yet gazing on her long at last did say

O Maiden will thou choose to live to-day

Or rather bear the worst that we can do

“My lord,” she said, “have I not answered you?

Behold now if you have it in your heart

To torture me and slay me, do your part

Without all fear; for fear has gone from me”

Then turned he to the serjeants sullenly

And signed to them to lead the maid away,

But as their hands upon her they did lay

To bring her to the place of tormenting

Well nigh he groaned, having no hope to wring

Any consent from any cruel thing

That they might do; and on that day he hid

Full oft his restless face within his gown

And often laid his ivory sceptre down

To wring his hands, at sounds that he did hear;

Once and again, too, scarce could he forbear

To take her from betwixt the cruel hands,

But feared the rumour through the Roman lands

And shame and mocks: at last the time being late

Before his throne did Dorothea wait

Once more, to hear the final doom from him

Then by his straining eyes did all things swim

As with worn, pale, changed face, but unchanged heart

She stood with steady eyes and lips apart,

Her slender, hands laid trembling on the rail

That fenced the prisoner’s place: haggard and pale

He rose up from this throne and spoke once more

“Is it then not enough, O maid, that sore

And cruel torments have been laid on you,

Be reconciled unto the Gods anew.

Live a new life, and I myself will strive

I do so much that happy you may live

Forgetting this day and its foolishness

So for long years the dear Gods may you bless

Then answered she in weak and broken voice

“O vain and foolish man, now I rejoice

For the short time twixt me and my reward,

When I shall see the face of my dear lord,

And wander in some place where flowers and fruit

Spring up together from a happy root

Dost thou suppose that I have fear of this

That I have fear to meet unending bliss

That in my heart there lingers any fear

To meet the crowd of faces kind and dear

By tender hands through flowers to be brought

After the shameless things that ye have wrought

On this poor body trembling now with pain.

Cease henceforth from such foolish words & vain

And slay me now in whatsoever way

Seem good to you, but make no more delay

For weary are all things on earth to me.”

So then Fabricius gazing earnestly

Upon her said, “So be it, since in vain

I strive with thee, yet soothly was I fain

That thou shouldst live: headsman & ye that wait

Lead her forthright without the city-gate

And there with a sharp sword let her be slain

Yet needst thou not to put her to more pain

Than in the slaying of her must be done.”

Then mazed and grieved he sank back in this throne

And soon he gat him back unto his home,

Nor dwelt there long, but journeyed unto Rome,

And there he lived and died in unbelief

How beit of all lords well nigh the chief.

Now forth they lead the maiden pale, but glad

That such short ending to her woes she had;

And as she turned to go, was standing by

Theophilus the Protonotary,

Who as she passed him mocked at her & said,

“O maid I should be glad by Juno’s head

If you would send me shortly but a few

Of those fair flowers, which would be unto you

Surely a little matter since your King

Is able to do this and everything

And you shall be his love, as would indeed

That your fair body was my earthly mead”

Then toward him did she turn her earnest eyes

As though she knew not he spoke mockeries;

And said “Ye ask a good thing, so believe

This that I say, ere sunset on this eve

These goodly fruits and flowers shall ye have”

Then thought Theophilus she does but rave

Poor soul, her misery weighs on her so

No great deed was it thus to mock her woe.

Now down the hall steps do they lead her forth,

And through the streets a cold wind from the north

Blew on her fevered body as they went

And through her tottering limbs a shudder sent

And though the sun shone coldly, yet in snow

She set her feet as she began to go

Propped by a strong mans arm on either hand;

For still the winter clung unto the land

With icy thaw and doubtful sleety frost

And gained one week what the last had lost.

But unto her anigh to Paradise

What mattered now the snow or half thawed ice.

On her last journey, from cold street to street

She passed, and pitying people she did meet

Sighed, looking at her, though indeed in turn

She well might pity them, whose heart did burn

To find her rest and dear reward at last.

So onward through familiar streets she past

And uncomplaining came unto the gate

And with a smile passed through to meet her fate.

There on a soldiers cloak the maiden knelt,

And little further pangs her body felt

For with one blow they smote off her fair head.

Then decently they laid her body dead

Upon a bier, for many folk were come

To bear it to the Churchyard nigh her home

Thither with song they bore it reverently

And there unto this day her bones may lie.

In the meantime Theophilus was come

Through many streets unto his proper home

Upon the other side of the great town,

Some minutes ere the frosty sun went down

But as he set his foot on his threshold

He heard a sound and turning did behold

A strange and fearful but most lovely sight

There stood an angel clad in raiment bright

Of lovely blue set thick with stars of gold

Drawn round the girdle stead in many a fold;

A green wreath had he on his golden hair

And in the thickening frosty evening air

From both his shoulders wondrous wings arose

With feathers stranger and more fair than those

The solitary bird is wont to bear

Over Egyptian deserts, and these were

Still moving gently, that his naked feet

Rosy and bright scarce touched the wintry street

And on his lips a gentle smile he had,

But calm his face was though so sweet and glad.

Moreover did Theophilus now behold

Within his hand a basket of fine gold

Therein three apples, goodly ripe and red,

Three roses where the worm had never fed,

Half open whence delicious odour came

Then half in deadly fear and half in shame

He hung his head down, til a sweet voice said

“Fear nought Theophilus, but raise thine head

And with good heart reach out to me thine hand;

She, who is now within the peaceful land,

My sister Dorothea, sends thee these

Plucked from the odorous, ever-blooming trees

That blossom and bear fruit upon the shore

Where with the spouse she swelleth evermore.”

Then trembling sore Theophilus did take

Those beauteous things, and therewithal did wake

As if from sleep and saw thing as they were;

And, beating with his wings the darkling air,

The angel went upon his heavenly way.

Now furthermore the ancient tale doth say

That this Theophilus in no long time

Met Dorothea in the happy clime

For soon he bore the martyr’s palm & crown

Being slain by stoning midmost of the town.
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Orpheus the Thracian singer having lost his love

by death, would yet not believe that she might

not be won back again, but sought her where none

else has dared to seek, and there, as it were,

compelled the Gods to grant him somewhat; which

nevertheless his own folly cast away again, and

he was left to live and die a lonely man.

Down in the south Laconian country-side

About mount Tenarus, a wood spreads wide

And toward the heart of it holm oak and yew

Make it right hard for light to struggle through,

Make twilight in the noonday. Ere ye reach

This darkest place, the crisp leaves of the beach

Make a sweet ceiling overhead; the oak

And many-keyed ash good for shaft and yoke

Grow sparser next above the thin hard grass;

Then through a clear space doth a swift stream pass

A rod from whose bank the black wood uprears

Its mighty mass of dread: in long passed years

So was it at the least, as tells my tale;

And in those days no quarry might avail

To draw the hunter to the further shore

Of that small stream, though, folk said, golden ore

Rolled from the hills thick on its shallows lay

To wait, belike, the coming of the day

When Pan should die, and all the Gods should leave

The world all changed, as folk did then believe

Should one day come to pass. All men did dread

That wood exceeding much, and deemed the dead

Walked there at whiles; and that the Gods who least

Love mortal men, whose dreadful altar-feast

Needeth men’s blood, at whiles would haunt the place

Yet one there was in such a fearful case

That hope from fear she never more might tell

Who een amidst the very place did dwell

And with the dead held converse; nor might men

Number the years this fearful one bore then;

Or know if she would die for ever she,

As tells the tale, in all folks’ memory

Had been the same to look on: so it was

That sometimes would her awful shadow pass

Long in the sunset, long in the low moon

Over the hay-field, and the maidens’ tune

Would quaver and die out, and hand from hand

Would fall away and youth and damsel stand

Trembling and scarcely daring to draw breath,

As love grew faint before the coming death.

Yet since strange tales went of her wondrous lore,

Sometimes would folk that hard need pressed full sore

Cry from the stream’s bank on her dreadful name,

They durst not name else; and the hag still came

At the seventh call, and, for such homely hire

As wollen cloth, or knife fresh from the fire,

Wheat-meal, or kid fit for the slaughtering,

Fresh oil or honey, or such like other thing,

Would speak in dreadful voice that scarcely seemed

To come from her, and of ill dreams thrice dreamed

Would tell the import; or teach fearful skill,

How to gain love perforce, and how to kill

Far-off unseen – in battle to prevail

To heal the half-dead and make weak the hail.

That wood, and she who dwelt therein did curse

The country-side, I deem: more wild and fierce

More cruel and hard in love, more fell in hate

Were those than other folk, content to wait

With blind eyes in this changing doubtful home

The bitter and the sweet that were to come

With none of these our story dealeth now

But with a stranger who went to and fro

Amid the dwellings that stood round about

The wood, and hearkened tales of dark and doubt

Men told thereof, silent himself, distraught

Amid the wondering men with bitter thought

With grief untold to these, which yet our tale

Shall tell of somewhat. In a Thracian vale

He dwelt erewhile, and Orpheus had to name,

And from a proud and mighty race he came

Of which few words folk tell, but know that he

Could deal with measured words and melody

As no man else, and all the people moved,

And in all matters was right well beloved:

Now this man wooed the maid Eurydice

And won her, and the days wore by till she

Was wedded to him, but or ere the night

When all their longing into pure delight

Should melt away, as her fair feet did pass

Over the sweetest of the garden grass

And he beheld them, unbeheld there crept

A serpent through the flowers oer which she stepped

And stung her unshod foot in deadly wise

So that before the July moon might rise

To gleam upon the rose-strewn fragrant bed.

She, the desire of all the world, lay dead.

Ye who shall read what after followeth

May deem belike how this man first saw death;

Who none the less at last arose from pain

So great, that from its heart he needs must gain

Some little hope, if he should yet live on,

And so this grew until at last he won

A bitter courage from his lone despair,

The burden of the changeless Gods while love

Was yet alive the very death to move.

What lore he gained, or in what what hidden place,

But so it was that still he set his face

Toward Tenarus, until at last outworn

With grief and watching, on a bitter morn

Upon the border of that stream he stood

With strained eyes fixed upon the fearful wood.

Black was his raiment, and a withered wreath

Of flowers that once had felt the summers breath

Was round his head; an ivory harp, well strung

With golden string, about his neck there hung:

Lovely he was, well-wrought of every limb,

But white and wasted was the face of him

Beneath his golden hair, a thing to move

The best of Goddesses to ruth and love,

If she might dream a little while that fate,

Stayed by the hand of love, an hour could wait

To let her taste the fear and hope and pain,

That still we strive to think not wholly vain.

Mid winter was it, dark the full stream ran

Betwixt two shelves of ice; the sun grew wan

Already, as the promise of the day

Was marred by the long cloud-bars dull and grey

That the light frosty wind drew from the north;

From the brown brake-side peered a grey wolf forth

And snarled behind him, e’en while overhead

A raven wheeled, glad that the year was dead

And dieth not time withal, though still I strive

A little, and a little hope doth live.

But I – I shall not die, I shall not die

E’en when this hope is utterly gone by,

But, living, unconsumed by misery still,

Into a timeless changeless sea of ill,

Made but to waste my wretched soul shall float,

As from a dark stream’s mouth an unmanned boat

Floats into a windless sea fulfilled of death.”

He clenched his hands, and drew a weary breath,

And o’er the grass that through the thin dry snow

Struggled aloft, he went with footsteps slow

Until he came to the stream s shallowest place,

Then, with his sick hope quivering in his face

Crashed through the ice and splashed the ripple through

And gained the bank, and toward the dark wood drew,

Of flowers that once had known the summers breath

Was round his head, an ivory harp well strung

With golden strings about his neck there hung

Lovely the man was most well wrought of limb

But white and wasted was the face of him

Beneath his golden hair a thing to move

A very goddess with sweet ruth & love

If she might dream a little while that fate

Stayed by the hand of love an hour might wait

To let her taste the hope & fear and pain

That \men on earth must think not/ we must strive to think not wholly vain)

That none in memory of aught alive

Had dared to seek, with death and hell to strive.

But he for nought that might abide him quailed,

E’en when the winter day’s sick sunlight failed

Beneath the black boughs, and the twilight dim

Betwixt the tree-trunks needs must seem to him

Gained not from day but from some strange place shed

Where day and night need not the changeless dead.

Nought living in that wood his eyes might see,

Scarce might the snow betwixt thick tree & tree

Reach the sparse herbage, or the hard brown ground:

Though the wind rose without now, no real sound

But of his hasty feet therein he heard;

Yet by the silence nowise was he feared,

For, wrapped about in grief and strong intent,

Scarcely he saw the way on which he went

Or took note of the trees, as one by one

From out the gloom his eyes were fixed upon

They grew, then met him, then were left behind

Thus darkling through the changeless woodways blind

Long time he went, till suddenly a light

Red, dusky, flickering, through the silent night

Of the moveless boughs sent a long wavering way

Changing to black and red the treetrunks grey.

No cry carne from his lips, nor did his feet

Falter one whit, but swiftlier moved to meet

The heart of the strange light, until at last

Into a treeless open space he passed,

Though what was over head he might not say,

Sky or what else; for surely the world’s day

Had scarce waned yet, yea and were it night

With neither moon or star the sky to light

Scarce had this wide-spread twilight glimmered there

To mingle with the red blaze that did flare

From out the windows of a house of stone,

White and unstained as is a wind-bleached bone

In a dry land: he looked down toward his feet,

And might not name the flowers that they did meet

Tough blossoms certainly that glare did light

Not the thin grey grass and snow dusty-white

Of the cold world without; whereby he knew

That some strange land he thus had journeyed to,

But felt no fear, nay rather hope, that strange

Should all be round him, and the changeless change

Of seasons, each slaying each, and night and day

Waxing and waning thus were passed away

So now unto the doorway of that hall

Swiftly he passed, and as his feet did fall

Upon its threshold, wild new hopes there came

Across his heart. He entered; a great flame

Shot up from floor to ceiling of that place

Reddening his raiment and his wild white face

And lighting every nook and cranny there.

A mighty had he had accounted fair

Mid the world’s sunlight with the boughs of trees

Brushing its windows in the fitful breeze;

But here, mid utter silence of all else

Save the flame’s roar, mid horror such as dwells

Amidst a city where all folk have died,

Dreadful it seemed, and even he did bide

Doubtful a little while, with eyes all dazed

As through the smokeless swirling flame he gazed;

All was of stone there, flawless smooth, and white,

Pavement and walls and roof, but for the light

That reddened it: betwixt the fire and door

A laver was there sunken in the floor

Whose moveless water mirrored the straight flame;

A brazen bowl there floated in the same,

And by the pillar that rose up anigh

A black-fleeced ram lay gasping piteously

The red blood running from his breast apace.

Now sounded a shrill voice adown the place;

“Draw nigher Orpheus, tell thy tale to me

Of the glad world unmeet for me and thee

That hast a mind the heavens and earth to move.

Tales wherein hope is told of, and sweet love,

Where each loves each in sweet and equal wise

Beneath the just Gods’ happy unseen eyes.”

Then such a laughter on his ears did fall

As made him deem that in that dreadful hall

His sin and his despair did him abide,

A thing made manifest, that ere that tide

Dimly he knew, a dream: and yet his feet

How drew him on the worst of all to meet.

But as betwixt the pillars tall he passed

Lo, nor their whiteness, nor his blackness cast

A shadow on the pavement, in despite

Of that great swirling shaft of ruddy light.

But now all fear that his great heart drew round

At the first hearing of that dreadful sound

Died clean away, as onward he did wend

And saw one sitting at the hall’s far end

On a great seat of stone, a woman, clad

In white wool raiment: in her hand she had

A rock wherefrom she span a coal-black thread;

Her face was as the face of one long dead

But for her glittering eyes, and white and long

Hung down her hair her raiments folds among.

“All hail, Worlds Hope, Worlds Love!” she cried we twain

Of such a meeting long have been most fain

Yea though thou knowest me not, yet oft indeed

Thou calledst on me in thy bitter need,

To make thy face as brass thine heart as stone –

O good it is we twain are met alone!”

Now as he drew close, therewithal it seemed

As though this too with all these things were dreamed,

And had no import: as he stood there, still

One thought one hope his wasted heart did fill,

That in such wise from out his soul did flame

That oer his cheeks a ruddy flush there carne

Mocked from her corpse-like lips by laughter low

As if his thoughts she nowise failed to know.

Then with a proud and steady gaze he cried

“Mother, all hail! for though the world be wide,

Thus have we met; I who desire, and thou

Who hidden thing and life’s end well can show!”

“Mother of nought at all,” she cried, “am I;

The love and hope that I saw wane and die,

I brought it not to birth, but in a dream

Was it made mine: the thought that once did seem

Born from my very heart – who knows, who knows,

Whence it was born, amid what fearful throes

Of Gods, to mock me as alone I sit,

Mazed twixt the rising and the end if it.

Fool of the world, thou hearkenest not to me,

Deeming thy love a part of thee to be,

Knowing it mighty, thinking that thou too

Art grown a God all marvellous things to do –

– Assay it, O thou singer, who didst move

The little hearts of men ere thou didst love,

And canst not move them more, O hot-hearted fool,

Who then as now wert but the helpless tool

Of that undying worldwide melody

Whose sweet sound mocks the vain hearts made to die.

– Thou hearkenest not – how then shall I avail

Thy vain desire? Speak, tell me of they tale!”

Indeed with wandering eyes he turned to her,

As though no meaning all her words did bear,

But when she made an end of all, he said;

“Mother, folk say thou dealest with the dead,

Thyself alive – as old as thou mayst be,

As wise by lapse of years of misery,

I, young, unwise, methinks might look upon

The eyes of those that their last rest have won

As thou thyself dost: nor more lonely grow

E’en for that sight; because within me now

Instead of lore and wisdom is there set

Desire too strong to dally with regret,

To deal with dreamy bitter-sweet half-rest;

To strive for that which wise men call the best

Forgetfulness and blotting out of day;

Too strong but as a thinnest mask to bear

Sick-hearted patience through the days to wear.

Nay I need pray thee not, I know thy thought

As thou know’st mine; I am not come for nought,

Alone of all men, to this fearful place.”

Silent awhile upon him did she gaze,

Then cried: “Nay nay thou com’st not here to strive

Save with the Gods who kill and make alive

And know not why – so even let it be,

And as I may will I give help to thee;

I, who perchance am even one of these,

And shall not die to gain a little ease.

– Yet hearken now, thou as thou standest there,

So loving and so lovesome and so fair

All music on thy lips, and in thine heart –

– More than a God in this one thing thou art,

And if love ruled the world thou too shouldst rule.

But so it is not; love is but the tool

They use to make the morning bright and fair;

Even by the silence of they dull despair

The brown breast of the thoughtless nightingale

Is filled with longings vague to tell thy tale.

Through the cold patience of thy grief forgot,

A hundred thousand springs wax bright & hot,

A hundred thousand summers bear the rose;

And with the fruitful rest thine heart did lose

A hundred thousand autumns grow o’ersweet

Before the star-crowned winters cold white feet;

While thou thyself, a waif cast forth, shalt fare

Alone, unloved thou knowest not why or where.

Come then today and strive and strive and fail,

Beat down and conquered yet of more avail,

Sweeter and fairer to the world than though

In triumph thou thy short life passedst through,

Glad every day and making others glad.”

Methinks he knew not, or for good or bad

The words she spake to him, but in his eyes

Gleamed a strange light, as he beheld her rise

And step down toward him; as a king’s eyes gleam

When from the hall forth unto battle stream

His folk foredoomed behind him, and the shout

Of foes unnumbered ringeth round about.

But now on his hot hand her hand did fall

Ice-cold, and slow she led him down the hall

Until they came unto the laver fair,

And there she bade him bide, and into the air

Departed, but returning presently

Bare store of herbs with her all strange to see,

With some whereof her dreadful hair she crowned,

And some she strewed about upon the ground,

Or cast into the water: then she took

The ram now dead, and from her long arms shook

The cumbering raiment back, and therewith strode

Unto the fire and cast therein her load,

That flesh and fell and bone the fire licked up;

Then from her girdle did she take a cup,

And filled it from that water, and then spake;

“Drink, and fear not; thine heart that so doth ache

Shall rest a while; lie down hereby, and sleep

Over the trouble of thy soul shall creep

Despite thyself: but when thou wak’st, take thou

Thine harp, if aught there be within thee now

Of melody; and in the sweetest wise

Thou mayest, sing thou of they miseries:

For doubt thou not, that those shall be anear

Who all thy tale shall nowise fail to hear

Howso they mock thee afterward. Farewell,

What end soe’er of this thou hast to tell,

Belike it is that ne’er shall meet again

Thine all devouring feverish longing vain

And my despair that the Gods needs must call

Patience and silence the great help of all.”

He drank, and almost ere her speech was o’er

Sank with dim eyes upon the marble floor

Then twice he feebly raised his eyes to see

If she were gone, and twice sank languidly

Again; and yet again somewhat he strove

To look forth, but now scarcely might he move,

For heavy sleep was on him, ‘gainst his will

And a void space; then dreams of the fair hill

That hung in Thrace above his fathers house,

Beset with youths and maidens amorous,

That waited there his corning forth to them

With harp and fair song, that the wool robe’s hem

Might dance about the maidens dancing feet,

And her loosed hair smite with its tangles sweet,

The youths flushed trembling face drawn close anigh.

But from the house he deemed there carne a cry

‘Orpheus is dead, and will not corne again’

And therewithal he seemed to strive in vain

To add a cry unto the wailing loud

That burst out straightway from the lovesome crowd,

But as he strove all sight passed clean away,

And no more had he thought of night or day,

Or lapse of time, nay scarce if he did live;

But none the less ever his mouth did strive

With that dumb wail and made no sound at all;

Until at last the pillars of the hall

Midst a dim twilight did he now behold

Grow slowly from the dark void; quenched and cold

The fire was; great drops fell from on high

Into the laver, and a strange wild cry

Rang through the long place – O Eurydice

My love my love! – yet he knew not that he

Had ever cried: but as he slowly rose

Unto his feet and drew the raiment close

Unto his shivering body, and his heart

Strove to gain memory, his white lips did part,

And as the dead may call unto the dead

With listless hands down-dropped, and hopeless head,

He cried; “O love, O love Eurydice!”

And through the hall his voice rang mournfully,

And died away, nor other sound was there

Except the drip into the water near,

And his own breathing: so at last he moved

And his foot smote against his harp beloved,

And from its strings there came a jarring sound

Familiar once, but mid the marvels round,

In that last refuge of his hope and woe

A stranger sound then err he hearkened to.

Therewith he gan remember where he was

And all that hitherto had come to pass,

And of the bidding of the dreadful crone

Then with the pain of feeling so alone,

None nigh to tell of all his longing sore

His heart grew soft, and his vexed eyes ran o’er

With bitter unseen tears; and midst of these

Came thronging thick and fast the images

Of bygone days; he stooped adown to take

His harp up, and he felt the strained strings quake,

Trembling himself; them with a doubtful hand

Laid on the harp, a while there did he stand

Nor named his hope; until at last the hall

Heard his deft fingers on the red gold fall

And move in loving wise: though he belike

Scarce knew what music therefrom he did strike,

Scarce knew what words from his parched lips carne forth.

For all these things to him were grown nought worth,

Only his love lived, only his longing strove

To think the whole world filled with his sweet love.

Long ago has he gone, nor left behind

One work of his to loose love, or to bind,

Yet tells the tale his thought in words like these

Faint as they be to match his melodies.

While agone my words had wings

And might tell of noble things,

The wide warring of the kings,

And the going to and fro

Of the wise that the world do know

Then the sea was in my song,

And the wing blew rough & strong,

And the swift steeds swept along

And the griding of the spears

Reached the hot heart through the ears

So a slim youth sang I then

Mid the beards of warring men;

Till the great hall rang again,

And the swords were on their knees

As they hearkened word like these.

Or before the maids that led

The white oxen sleek full fed,

When the field gave up its dead,

The dead lover of the sun

Sweet I sang when day was done.

Hearts I gladdened limbs made light

When the feet of girls gleamed white

In the odorous torch-lit night,

And Belike my heart did flame

Though my cheek told lies of shame

Or in days not long agone,

Would I sit as if alone

Though around stood many a one,

Each as if alone we were

For of fresh love sang I there.

All such things could I sing now,

And to this dull silence show

How the life of man doth grow;

Of all love and hope and hate

And unseen slow-creeping fate.

But of this how shall I sing?

The sick hope whereto I cling,

The despair that everything,

Moaneth with about mine eyes,

This dull cage of miseries?

Slow died the sweet wail of his voice along

The dusk of the hall; an echo of his song

He deemed came back, he knew not whence or how

But there a long while stood he silent now

Amid the silence, till a sudden thought

An unseen frown unto his white brow brought

And once again he smote his harp and sang

Great words that wildly through the dread hush rang

O ye, who sit alone And bend above the earth,

So great that the world’s gain Is but a hollow dearth,

And pain forgot like laughter, And love of fleeting worth,

Did ye teach me how to sing Or where else did I gain

The tears slow born of bliss, The sweetness drawn from pain?

I stand alone and longing Nor know if aught doth live

Except myself and sorrow Nor know with whom to strive,

Nor know if ye have might To hold back or to give,

Nor know if ye can love, Or what your hate shall be

Or if ye are my foes, Or the love that burns in me.

Can ye hearken as men hearken, Can I move you as ere while

I moved the happy kings, And the wise men did beguile,

When the lover unbeloved Must sigh with rest and smile

For the sweetness of the song That made not light of woe,

And the youngling stand apart, And learn that life must go

O ye who ne’er were fettered, By the bonds of time and ill,

Give give, if ye are worthy Or leave me worthier still:

For the measure of my love No gain of love should fill.

If I held the hands I love, If I pressed her who is gone,

Living breathing to my breast, Not e’en so were all well won

O be satisfied with this, That no end my longing knows

If the years might not be counted, For we twain to sit all close

As on earth we sat a little Twixt the lily and the rose,

Sat a little and were gone Ere we mingled in the strife

Ere we learned how best to love, Ere we knew the ways of life

Folk pray to us of earth, To be loved, and sick at heart

Must turn their eyes away, And from every hope depart

We are lone who cannot give, And grow hard beneath the smart

But ye have wealth and might, Ye can hearken & can give,

What gain is there in death, O be wise and make alive.

He ceased and listened, for he deemed a sound

Unnameable stirred the still air around

But knew not if from his own heart it was;

But into utter silence all did pass.

Whateer it might be, in a while, and he

Stood in that place a moment silently,

Then passed unto the door, and gazed about

And the same glimmering twilight was without

As in the hall, and silence as of death,

So that the very drawing of his breath,

His feet just scarcely moving gainst his will

Seemed a great sound, portentous, mid the still

Warm moveless air: till now he ‘gan to think:

“Yea, perchance death it was that I did drink,

From the crone’s cup, and this is but death’s life

Silent and lonely, yet with memory rife,

With all the pain of the old struggle left,

With all the love unsatisfied; hope reft

Away from us alone – Ah is it so

That in such wise with thee the hours do go,

And thou art lone, O love, as I am lone?

Yet if thy love for me is no more gone,

Than is my love, sure we shall meet again

To weep and smile above the tales of pain

That threatened, mocking, it would never cease.

Ah, if a word of mine might give thee peace,

Now or we meet, now while thou wanderest

Amid the languor of this dull unrest!”

And once again his hands ran oer the strings,

And once again with thought of long-past things

His heart swelled into music, and his song

Within that echoless land rang sweet and strong.

O me, a white house there was

Set amid the Thracian grass,

And the wood-dove moaned thereover,

And the Thracian loved and lover,

Passing by the garden-close

Speaking words that no one knows,

Stopped awhile to smile and say

‘Orpheus shall be wed to day’

‘The white feet of Eurydice

Fair, as thou art fair to me

Soft beneath the lilies white –’

‘Bear her forth to full delight

Till the night and morn shall touch.’

‘Corne then love, for overmuch

Them and us the Gods do bless

With enduring happiness.’

‘Yea love, for the grass is green

Still, and thrushes run between

The faint mallows overworn

And the berries of the thorn

Know no ruddy threat of death!

So they felt each other’s breath

And each others shoulders warm,

And the weight of hand and arm

As they went amid the grass;

There her naked feet did pass

And her hand touched blossoms fair

By the poison lurking there

In the yellow-throated snake;

But their beauty did not wake

His dull heart and evil eyes

And belike in happy wise

They abide now, and shall come

Yet again unto that home.

Ah, the gate is open wide,

And the wild bees only hide

In the long-cupped blossoms there,

And the garden-god is bare

Of the flowers he used to have,

And no scythe the sward doth shave

And the wilding grasses meet

High above their faltering feet

Where the lilies used to grow

And unnailed the peach hangs now

No more is the fountain full

And the dial’s gold is dull;

And the foot worn pink veined stone

Of the peach all green hath grown;

Through the empty chambers cold

Moans the wind as it did hold

Dull winter mid the summer’s heart.

Think ye that the twain depart

Glad that they alone are glad?

They who saw the clothes that clad

Her fair body that fair night,

Yellowing as the jasmine white

Yellows as it fades away,

And how withered roses lay

On the pillows of the bed

That neer touched her golden head?

They who looked so close they saw

The bed-gear into creases draw;

Drawn that noon so by my mouth

Feverish with half-happy drouth.

And the threshold, saw they not

Where my lips thereon were hot

Ere she came, that she might feel

As her feet there o’er did steal

Trembling sweet, and know not why,

Fluttering hope so soon to die

In the heart of utter bliss

As the still night saw our kiss.

Think ye that these twain might rest

Till they knew why they, so blessed

Such a sorrow of heart should feel?

Through the summer day they steal,

Een as folk who dwell alone

In a land whence all are gone

Where their shame hath wrought the thing.

For their hands forget to cling

Each to each, and their sweet eyes

Are distraught with mysteries

Hard to solve and hard to leave.

Till at ending of the eve

Folk they meet at last to tell

How the death of joy befell.

He ceased now, trembling sore, for certainly

A murmur like a gathering wind went by;

Then as it were, a strange laugh musical

But mocking, fearful, on his ears did fall.

“Yet hearken, O ye hearken, cried he then,

Yet hearkening do ye mock the woes of men?

O speak, speak, yet again O song of mine!

Wilt thou be dumb, now, when this love divine

Meeteth the very Gods naked, alone,

And unafraid as though the world were gone

Adown the void?”

Already as he spake

A step across the threshold did he take,

And with his heart a-fire and flaming eyes

He let the fountain of his song arise.

O if ye laugh, then am I grown

O Gods, as here I stand alone

The body of a ceaseless moan,

Yet better than ye are, a part

Of the world’s woe and the world’s heart.

For the world laughed not on the morn

When my full woe from night was born

When first I called on you forlorn:

The world laughed not, although I feared

When first its waking breath I heard.

O me! the morn was bright enow;

A little westering wind did blow

Across the rye-fields outer row,

Across her white breast no more warm

Across my numbed enfolding arm

The July morn was bright and clear

No more the cock’s cry did I hear,

Now when the sparrows wakened there,

Now when all things awoke around

Mine arms about her heart enwound.

Then oer the edge of earth and sky

The sun arose, and silently

Lit up the lily-heads anigh;

The sun stole through the room to light

Her arm hung down, her fingers white.

Higher and higher arose the sun

Until unto our breasts it won

And burned there till the noon was done;

Upon my head the sun was hot

And scorched me sore, but harmed her not.

Then toward the west it gan to wend,

No wind was left the rye to bend

Till drew the day unto an end;

No wind until the night grew cold

Above the face my hands did hold.

Yet all that bright day mocked me nought,

Through sunny hours its end was wrought

Yet was it sad enow methought;

Its end was wrought mid clam and peace

Yet mournfully did it decrease.

And if men went upon their ways

Een as in other summer days,

Surely they toiled with no glad face

Amid the bright day did they seem

To toil as in a hapless dream

And so at first I thought indeed

The world was kind to help my need

No thing therein from man to weed

But it was kind my love to lack

To help my need and wish her back.

But ye help not nor know how I

Would help the whole world s misery

And give it bliss ne’er passing by,

Ne’er passing by, if I might sit

Above the world, and yearn to it.

He ceased and once more passed the murmur by

And after it a sound as of a sigh

That sounded sweet to him, for in his heart

This seemed at last to have a little part.

Then through the dark he cried:

“May it be then

That if no more I see the sons of men

Yet even so I am not quite alone!”

Then in the air again he heard a moan,

And then a voice cried Orpheus thrice aloud

And with that sound such strange wild hopes did crowd

About him, that the very death indeed,

Whate’er that is, had well nigh been his meed,

But when his senses cleared he heard again

A voice that spake:

“O Orpheus, not in vain

Thou sayst that the world mocked thee not: and we

Unnamed, unknown, how then should we mock thee;

But how shall song move that which hath no ears

Or love the thing that nought of longing bears,

Or grief move that, which never doth behold

The world amid unnumbered griefs grown old

Yet still alive more griefs to bear and more?

But for as much as thy grief is as sore

As many are, thy will exceeding strong

Mid earthly wills, some semblance of a wrong

Done to the world thou yet from us mayst win

To satisfy thy lust; some gift wherein

Shall poison seem to lurk: this shalt thou take

And fear not for the end; if for the sake

Of that which thou hast set thine heart upon

Een such a lonely gift thou deemest well won;

But ere thou standest lone and strong, look forth

And weigh how much thy grain of woe is worth

Amid the measureless dust of woes by gone.”

Then ceased the voice, but that strong hearted one

Put back his hair to gaze, and lo, a light

Spread slowly through the dusk of that half night

Until the flowers showed bright, the last trees stood

Grey ‘gainst the blackness of the bounding wood;

And then a low and moaning wind, and then

Came and passed by the forms of sad faced men

And weary women; nor failed each to turn

Such eyes on him as into his heart did burn

An added grief: nor might he turn away,

Till as the unending flock of rain clouds grey

Oer the sea streaming did they grow to be

And each one with its unmatched misery

Unnamed, unhealed: until the dusk again

Dropped slowly down over that world of pain

And left him voiceless sightless, void of thought.

And so again the voice to him was brought;

“O Orpheus, hast thou seen and measured this,

And wilt thou wail out for a life of bliss,

And deem thyself great-hearted; knowest thou

If even those thou criedst at e’en now

Live as live happy men who die? – then pray

And gain the grace that the Gods give today!”

Thought stirred within him, but his mouth was dumb

A long time, for faint sickness still did come

Betwixt him and his prayer, until at last

From out his gasping lips a cry was cast

Forth to the dark:

“O love Eurydice!

Where then amid this mournful crowd is she:

With mine own eyes these gazed into my face

And yet I knew them not.”

Then through the place

There came a trembling, and the voice grown great

Filled all the air, and shuddering did he wait

Till he might know its meaning, and it said:

“O Orpheus, this thy love is of the dead

As well thou knowest: none shall tell thee now

Whereas she dwelleth; yet perchance, when thou

Goest to the dead land, this and a many thing

Thine eyes shall see clear – O thou tuneful king

What wilt thou have of us; speak out and pray,

Gaining the grace that the Gods give today!

But therewithal cried Orpheus eagerly;

“O ye if men should learn that one might die

And yet return, should not their grief be less

Because of hope; should not their happiness

Falter no more twixt time of longing pain

And time of gaining all that they may gain?”

Soft spake the voice; “And thou, O Orpheus then,

Wilt bear this thing alone of living men,

And as thou hithertoo hast helped them well,

Help them in this and leave a tale to tell.

For whereas neither God nor man indeed

Thou fain wouldst be yet may we grant thy need.

Great art thou, great and strong all things to bear!”

No laughter through the darkness did he hear,

Yet a sick fear possessed him, he gan quake

As the reed set amid the stream: then spake

The voice again:

“Nay be thou of good cheer

For hither soon shall come the Messenger

And speak to thee what thou mayest understand,

And give thee tidings from the unknown land.

– O glorious Orpheus, leader of the earth,

Into the paths of rest and endless mirth,

Well hast thou done to seek us face to face

And win despite our will a little grace

For the world s weary sorrow: surely thou

Art clean apart from all men born ere now,

And as thou wieldest grief so joy can wield,

And hold thy patience as an untouched shield

Twixt thee and change – all shall be well with thee

If thus thou dost, O forge of melody.”

So died the voice, and nothing might he hear

Save his own heart a-beating: but strange fear

Unreasoning, of some huge mocking ill

Hanging about him, half his soul did fill

And struggled with the other half, wherein

Was fluttering joy of what he looked to win

Mixed with confused longing: and so dealt

These thing together, that at last he felt

Nought round about him; nor know where he was,

But over him a heaviness gan pass

As if of coming happy death, and slow

He sank adown on the halls threshold now,

And in dead sleep lay long in that dull land

With fear and wonder close on either hand.

He woke up with the sound of his own name

Filling the air: a sense of wrong and shame

Wrought in him as his heavy head he raised

And round about him through the half-dusk gazed:

Howeer it was, beat down he felt, brought low

Who had been proud and great a while ago:

He rose at last, and therewithal he heard

His name given forth, and afterward this word:

“O Orpheus, art thou ready for the sake

Of love this burden on thy soul to take;

Unknowing mid unknowing men to dwell

With one who many a secret thing could tell

Yet may not? art thou willing to see eyes

Thou lovest so grow cold amid surprise

Of thee and thy desires, and all the ways

Of mortal men who wear away blind days,

They know not why? Wilt thou be satisfied

To have a living body that shall hide

A shuddering soul, restless gazing across

The world s shows and its idel gain and loss

Unto the things that shall at least endure –

A soul to whom nought earthly shall be pure

Or strange or great – nay nay not e’en thy love,

Thou deemest greater than the Gods above?

Is it enough, the gain we offer thee?

Bethink thee; get thee back, and thou shalt see

Thy world again, and nurse thy grief therein,

Thy grief and love, then a short space win

The rest of death, and gifts thou dream’st not of.

Or else bear all, and thou shalt see thy love

Ere this world’s-day is ended – speak and pray,

And take the gift the Gods will give today!”

Then Orpheus cried; “O whose’er thou art

That speaketh: surely I can hear a part

Of what thou sayest; telling me that I

Shall surely see mine own love presently,

She and I face to face – e’en she whom men

Once called Eurydice, in old days, when

We found each other – for the rest it seems

The air holds soundless thoughts, that as in dreams

Flicker about my heart, but show nought clear –

– The babble of the mind – If thou can’st hear,

And understand, hear this: Give thou me back

The only thing my heart shall ever lack,

Or let me be – and let the world grow worse

And men and Gods, that heed me nothing, curse

Each other, and the endless wrack begin,

The endless strife where nought there is to win

But worser swifter ruin – O let me be,

A helpless hapless mass of misery,

But lonely at the least, with no pretence

To bless or curse your vain omnipotence,

To be a part of what your hands have wrought,

Who knoweth how, for nought, for nought for nought.”

There stood he panting: but these words being said,

Long silence was there, till there grew sick dread

Within him, that but mocks the promise was,

And nothing from henceforth would corne to pass

Except that lonely death for which he cried.

But midst his fears a light gan glimmer wide

Betwixt the trees, and grew, until he saw

A strange and lustrous shape anigh him draw;

Man-like it was, not over great to see

More than a man, but wings sprang wondrously

From his two shoulders, bright of changing hue;

Moreover when still nigher him he drew,

And seemed about himself strange light to bear,

In nought might Orpheus see his visage clear;

Now burned his eyes with wild and dreadful light,

Now soft they grew, as though his soul had sight

Of something good past words, an odorous air

Stirred in his long locks, from his pinions fair,

Till his bright cheeks were half veiled; then all stern

His mouth grew as of one who needs must learn

Dread things not dreading them himself, & then

In even speech unlike to speech of men

He spake and said:

“Since thou hast made thy choice,

Here am I sent to bid thee to rejoice

Yet amid trembling, for e’en so it is

That e’en this little shred of earthly bliss

Thou hast so wailed for, O thou lonely one,

Is not yet gained, or the deed fully done

The Gods have mind to do – nay what strange pain

Of hope deferred sickens thine heart again?

Be strong, for thou art not amidst a dream,

And I am he for whom on earth ye deem

The name of Hermes meet. And now behold,

Thou sayest that thy love would wax not cold

How many years soever thou mightst live

Thou deemst thyself full strong enow to strive

With all the Gods, to live and long alone

And it may be that thou art such an one

E en as thou deemest – then in very deed

Well shall thy strength now help thee at thy need,

Behold somewhat the glimmering light doth grow,

A sign of help to thee, of help enow

If thou fail’st not. Toward the world set thy face

Nought doubting of the way, and when the place

Thou gainest, whence thou enteredst first this wood,

Then look beside thee – and how fair and good

The snow-drift and the winter then shall seem

Unto thine eye! how like a wretched dream

The overburdened summer of they woe!

For she thine outstretched hand shall surely know,

But yet forgetting all the hollow past

Shall wonder at thine eyes so over cast

With wonder, and the pinning of thy cheek.

Thy trembling lips, and why thou dost not speak,

And why thou shudderest there upon the brink

Of the dark stream and e en somewhat must shrink

Away from her – yea and belike the tears

Shall dim her eyes, drawn forth by tender fears

Of anger risen within thee, or some change

To make the dead forgotten days all strange

But then withal the pain of her and thee,

The pity for each other’s agony

Shall make love greater – deem’st thou not that earth

Shall tremble somewhat through its changing girth

When round about her heart thine arms are cast

And lips to lips your bodies meet at last –

O happy, happy shall ye be that tide!”

Panting stood Orpheus, with eyes staring wide

As from the Gods lips forth the fair speech flowed,

Gentle, heart-piercing; and his whole soul glowed

With warmth of happy love: yea was it not

That all that sweetness from his own heart, hot

With hope returning, meeting love had come:

Yet when he strove to speak his lips were dumb.

Nay scarce he knew if yet his aching eyes

Beheld the God or in what wondrous wise

Things were changed round him: then the voice again

And oer his heart there swept a wave of pain,

Bitter and clod, as, smooth word knit to word

Rose up threat, an overhanging sword:

He saw himself entangled in time’s net,

Of love forgotten, helpless to forget,

Yet longing and its sweetness all gone by,

And no one left to note his misery –

Ah me, a space of time ere he should touch

The lips that once with longing overmuch

Had changed his life! before the words were said

Face to face stood he with this newborn dread,

And moaned for pity, as confused and dim

Slowly their import floated on to him

As from a waste land:

Happy shalt thou be,

O Orpheus, if the love that is in thee

Deal not with time or change or doubt, but still

Thou lookest onward through all pain and ill

Unto the goal believing that thy love

Can never die howso the world may move:

But ah, how hapless, if thou shouldst forget

That thou upon the steps of death art set,

If thou shouldst deem this minute all in all

And let such dreadful longing on thee fall

That thou must needs turn around about to gaze

On the changed body and the sightless face

That ne’er can mate thee, living as thou art;

Then certainly a fearful wall shall part

Thy soul and her soul; then they love is weighed

And found a light thing.”

Slowly Orpheus said;

“O hollow sound of empty words again!

What thing of earth and heaven can know my pain,

If ye, O Gods, shall doubt my love? – nay this

Rather I say; ye grudge to see love’s bliss

Here, where things die not: only on the earth

Beset by cold death’s ever narrowing girth

Ye let us love – Come love, I know no more

How much of that sweet space is now passed o’er

Wherein we have to love – come, unseen sweet.

Be not too far behind my hurrying feet!

Come the Gods slew thee I redeemed thee dear!

Come from the dreadful silence hard to bear

Unto the place where each to each we twain

May weep the loss of all we hoped to gain!”

And therewithal he hastened to be gone

And saw no more by him the Shining One,

Nay methinks scarce now had a thought of him,

As oer the open space into the dim

Close wood he hurried: on he went until

The sweetness of this love his heart gan fill

With many a thought, until his harp, his friend

He ‘gan to handle, and therefrom did send

A low sweet sound, and his soul’s longing fell

Into sweet words whereof e’en these may tell.

Winter in the world it is

Round about the unhoped kiss

Whose shadow I have long moaned o’er;

Round about the longing sore

That the touch of thee shall turn

Into joy too deep to burn.

Round thine eyes and round thy mouth

Passeth no murmur of the south,

When my lips a little while

Leave thy quivering tender smile,

As we twain hand touching hand

Once again together stand:

Sweet is that as all is sweet,

For the cold drift shalt thou meet,

Kind and cold-cheeked and mine own,

Wrapped-about with deep-furred gown

In the wide-wheeled chariot:

Then the north shall spare us not;

The wide-reaching waste of snow

Wilder, lonelier shall grow,

As the short-lived sun falls down.

But the warders of the town,

When they flash the torches out

O’er the snow amid their doubt,

And their eyes at last behold

Thy red litten hair of gold,

Shall they open, or in fear

Cry ‘alas what cometh here,

Whence hath come this heavenly one?

To tell of all the world undone?

They shall open, and we shall see

The long street litten scantily

With the stream of light before

The guest-hall’s just opened door,

And our horses’ bells shall cease

As we gain the place of peace:

Thou shalt tremble, as at last

The worn threshold is oerpast

And the firelight blindeth thee:

Trembling shalt thou cling to me

As the sleepy merchants stare

At thy cold hands slim and fair

Thy soft eyes and happy lips

Worth ten times their richest ships.

O my love, how over-sweet,

That first kissing of thy feet,

When the fire is sunk alow,

And the hall made empty now

Groweth solemn dim and vast!

O my love the night shall last

Longer than men tell thereof

Laden with our lonely love!

Somewhat he lingered now, his hand he laid

Upon his forehead even as if he weighted

Strange thoughts within him; then he hurried on

Once more, as eager all should be well won,

Nor spake aught a long while; and then once more

A wave of sweet fresh longing swept all o’er

His troubled heart: slower a while he went

And from his parched mouth song again he sent.

Shall we wake one morn of spring,

Glad at heart of everything,

Yet pensive with the thought of eve?

Then the white house shall we leave,

And go walk about the meads

Till our very joyance needs

Rest at last; and we shall come

To that Sun-god’s lonely home,

Lonely till the feast-time is,

When with prayer and praise of bliss,

Thither comes the country side.

There awhile shall we abide,

Sitting low down in the porch

By that image with the torch:

Thy one white hand laid upon

The black pillar that was won

From the far-off Indian mine;

And my face nigh toucheth thine,

But not touching; and thy gown

Fair with spring-flowers cast adown

From thy bosom and thy brow.

There the south-west wind shall blow

Through thine hair to reach my cheek,

As thou sittest, nor mayst speak,

Nor mayst move the hand I kiss

For the very depth of bliss;

Nay, nor turn thine eyes to me.

Then desire of the great sea

Nigh enow, but all unheard,

In the hearts of us is stirred,

And we rise, we twain at last,

And the daffodils downcast

Feel thy feet and we are gone

From the lonely Sun-Crowned one.

Then the meads fade at our back,

And the spring day ‘gins to lack

That fresh hope that once it had;

But we twain grow yet more glad.

And apart no more may go

When the grassy slope and low

Dieth in the shingly sand:

Then we wander hand in hand

By the edges of the sea,

And I weary more for thee

Than if far apart we were,

With a space of desert drear

‘Twixt thy lips and mine, O love!

– Ah, my joy, my joy thereof!

Now as he sang he ‘gan to wend more slow

Yea well nigh stopped, and seemed to hearken now

For footsteps following – no sound might he hear

But his own heart a-beating, and great fear

Stung sudden to the quick, and forth he sprang

And from his random-smitten harp there rang

A loud discordant noise: swift he passed on

A long while silent, till upon him won

A dreadful helpless sinese of loneliness

That with all fear his spirit did oppress;

And at the last he cried: “Eurydice

O hearken if thou art anigh to me!

Hearken lest I faint and fear thou too

Shoulds faint and fear, and all be left to do

Once more – O hearken sweet – this is a dream

And all our sorrow now doth only seem

And thou art mine and I am thine: we lie,

We twain, at home so soft and quietly

In the moon-litten bed amid the sound

Of leaves light rustling, and my arms are wound

About thy body, but thy hands fall down

Away from me, O sweet, mine own, mine own!

Doubtful e’en now with thy last waking shame.”

Therewith from lips and harp the sweet song came.

O my love how could it be

But summer must be brought to me

Brought to the world by thy full love?

Long within thee did it move,

Move and bud and change and grow,

Till it wraps me wholly now,

And I turn from thee a while

Its o’er sweetness to beguile

With a little thought of rest.

Ah me have I gained the best,

Have I no more to desire

No more hope to vex and tire

No more fear to sicken me.

Nought but the full gift of thee,

All my soul to satisfy.

Ah sweet, lest my longing die

Een a moment, rise and corne,

For the roses of our horne,

For the rose and lily here,

Are too sweet for us to bear

Let us wander through the wood

Till a little rest seem good

To our weary limbs, till we

As the eve dies silently

Neath the chestnut boughs are laid,

Faint with love but not downweighted

By the summer’s restlessness,

Wearied but most fain to bless

Pity-laden summer, sad

With the hope the spring once had.

He broke his song off therewithal; but vain

His hurrying feet seemed the sweet end to gain

How so he hastened: in his ears there grew

Noises of things that for nought real he knew:

Noises of lands lonely of men, but full

Of uncouth things; the heavy sound and dull

Of earth cast unto earth, the swallowing sea

Changing to roaring fire presently;

Whining of strange beasts, driving of the rain

Against the lone hall’s rattling window-pane;

Low moaning of the wind that was not there

Swift wings of pigeons that the heavy air

Might never nourish: things known that did change

E’en in their midst to things unknown and strange,

Till his brain gan to reel, and soon he thought,

How if to dreamlike hearing there were brought

The sight of dreams? And even therewithal

It seemed to him a crowd his name did call

In moaning unison, that to shriek

Was growing, when the darkness seemed to break,

And once more through the shadowless strange day

Came thronging forth that crowd of sorrows grey,

Silent, slow-moving staring all at him;

Thereat with sickened heart, and tottering limb

He stayed and hid his eyes a while to cry;

“O if they mocked me not, and thou art nigh,

Help with thy love thy patience O my sweet,

To take these unseen fetters from my feet

And pierce this wall of dreams, that I may move.

O help me yet, dear spirit of my love,

Help me Eurydice;”

Sweet was the name

Upon his lips, and over him there came

A feeling as of rest: the tumult sank,

And when, with eyes from that wild dream that shrank,

He gazed again, empty the dim dusk was,

And onward once again he gan to pass.

Yet in a while, when nothing changed he saw

The wood, then terror ‘gan again to draw

About him; he felt caged prisoned there,

And scarce his love and longing now seemed fair,

And time was dead, and he left all alone

Wandering through space where nothing might be won

By will or strength of courage: yet withal

The old wont of song upon his heart did fall

And with the last shred left of hope did blend,

As wearily and slowly he did wend

On through the eyeless dusk, and once again

The harp-strings wailed in answer to his pain.

O Love, how the dying year

Love amid its death doth bear –

– Death, for though the younglings play

On the green patch by the way,

Through the blue-clad maidens sing

O’er the end of vintaging;

Though to then no pain is love

But a dear joy that shall move

Heaven and earth to do their will;

Yet hangs death above us still;

And no hope of further gain,

But foreboding of a pain

But the dread of surefoot fate

Makes thine eyes so passionate

Makes thy hands so fain to cling.

Hearking sweet love, how they sing,

And their song is prayer and praise

To the givers of good days,

Though we twain sit all alone

Thinking how that all things won

Are as nought and nought and nought

To the joy our fresh love brought

When all fear of change was dead.

O my love, turn not thine head

For they laugh amid their song,

And they deem themselves so strong,

That if ever they shall cry

From the midst of misery

There is that shall help their need.

O my love, look not, nor heed

For they deem themselves divine,

And shall curse those eyes of thine

Where death gathers now, and grows

Thy passion to its fainting close.

On me, look awhile on me!

And if nought thine eyes can see,

And if nought thy breast can feel

For the sickness that doth steal

Oer desire that was thine heart,

Yet not all alone thou art

For my lips and hands are nigh,

And I fail and faint and die

As thou diest, O my sweet

Our souls meet, and our loves meet,

And at last we know for sure

What shall change and what endure.

O my love look down and see

What they deem felicity!

Look down on the autumn earth

And their terror-girded mirth;

Speak with words that have no name

All thy love and pity and shame!

With a wild cry he dropped his harp a down

Scarce knowing what a change in him was grown,

He smote his hands together, and ran on

As though he deemed at last the end nigh won,

For far away betwixt the trees gan gleam

A feeble light, that verily did seem

To be the day:

“O me, Eurydice,

Be swift,” he cried, “to follow after me,

For in the world, if nowhere else love lives,

And with the very best of all he gives

Shall we be glad, if for a little space.

O the fair earth, my sweet, the joyous place,

Filled with the pleasure of thy loveliness

New-born at last my weary eyes to bless!”

No answer to his breathless cry there came

Whatso he hoped; again he cried her name,

And the light broadened, as his swift feet drew

On toward it, until breathless, dazed, he knew

The goal anigh, but on he staggered still:

The trees grew thinner, the world’s light did fill

His eyes, his heart: yet e’en with all so won

The last sick fear and horror fell upon

His quivering soul – was all a dream, drawn forth

From is great grief that the Gods held no worth

More than anothers?

Sick and faint he stood

Now on the very border of the wood,

And strove to think and strove to heed & see:

Without the winter wind sang mournfully

About the lonely place, and the light snow

Was driven round about & to and fro,

Veiling the sky and earth: he gasped for breath

For all seemed failing:

“O thou bitter Death,”

He cried, “and shall I die, and shall she live,

Is then all the gift that thou wilt give,

Her life for my life?”

Still he faced the world

And heard no sound but of the wind that hurled

The white snow up and on; till suddenly

Rigid and stark he grew, and shrieked;

“A lie,

A lie! she never followed me, but dwells

Down in the dark depths whereof no tongue tells.”

Then with a dreadful face slowely he turned

Unto the wood, and through the dark there burned

A sudden white light, pure, that blinded not.

And for an instant all was well forgot

But very love; for through the midst of it

His mortal eyes beheld her body flit,

Yea coming toward him: her remembered eyes

Gazing upon him in no other wise

Then when upon the earth in some fair wood

Their feet drew each to each and all was good.

So was it for a space no man may name

Or measure; then a dreadful darkens came

Oer all things, such a sickening void as though

His feet alone must wander to and fro

About a wide waste world made all in vain,

The very body of the deathless pain

Immeasurable, that was himself, his soul.

He moved and knew it not; the wind did roll

The snowflakes greater grown still o’er & o’er,

And in the close set beech-trees did it roar,

As on the white world went the dusk adown

Mid cold and clamour: but o’er him was thrown

The dreadful silence of the Gods, as he

Went through he unheeding world most listlessly,

With heart too dead to thing of life or death

Which was the best, or why he yet drew breath

What fell to him after that last sad sight

How shall I say? it may be that cold night

More than most nights of winter was fulfilled

With mournful aimless dreams; that the morn, stilled

By iron frost, white world, and sky of grey,

Had more of blank despair than een such day

Will often have – that on his weary bed

The hopeless lover lifted up his head

To hearken, and a strange wild thrill did cross

His dreary oft-told tale of endless loss

And waning hope, as the wind rushing by

Seemed in the breast of it to bear a cry

That well nigh shaped itself into a name,

A name unknown: until there grew a shame

Of his own lonely grief within his heart

And to that cry he cried to have a part

In some more godlike sorrow than the days

Shed dully on his petty tangled ways –

I know not I – but know as the years grew

Some rumour of the tale twixt false and true

Did reach men’s hearts, whereof it came that some

Told of sad shapes haunting that Thracian home,

Sad voices in the chestnut-woods about.

And some that when the night held most of doubt

And terror round the black Laconian wood,

When heaviest the dark oer it did brood,

When wildest roared the wind about its trees,

When most the moonlight made ill images

Of the o’erhanging boughs about its brink

And to its narrowest the vexed stream did shrink –

– That at such tides, amid the wind heard shrill,

Cleaving the dark like threat of godsent ill,

Low in the hush of the dread summer night

The name of that dead love that lost delight

Would come upon the world — Eurydice

What hideth so thy hands thine eyes from me? –

But the world wore through years of good & bad

And tales that less of pity in them had,

Or more of hope, of Orpheus men ‘gan tell:

Such as how death at last to him befell

Long after this: for he was slain they said

By the God-maddened bands that Bacchus led

Adown the banks of Hebrus: other some

Say that the tuneful muses took him horne,

That on the cloud-hid steep of Helicon

From out the worlds’s grief a calm life he won

Nothing forgotten of this feverish pain

Nothing regretted, but all spent and vain,

And he not glad nor grieved, but God indeed.

Ah let such go their ways, his earthly need

Ye know; his earthly longing and defeat.

Thank him low-voiced that even this is sweet

Unto our dying hearts that needs must gain

A little hope from pity and from pain.





ALTERNATIVE ENDING
 

And faced them, pale and gaunt & wild

With eyes and lips that seemed as ne’er they smiled

Or changed, and rude skin-clouded foul attire,

Bright flamed their eyes as they beheld him nigher,

But with no wonder looked he, as they came

Dancing about him, calling on the name

Of him who moved them; till they ringed him round

And closed upon him: then a dreadful sound

Burst from his lips of hate & fear & scorn,

And therewithal across the rout was born

A curse on Gods and women –

Then the lord

Who unseen ruled their hearts, moved by the word

Cast rage into their hearts as tells the tale

Their changed eyes scowled upon his visage pale

As round about him a short space they stood

In sudden silence boding nothing good:

Then rose in hands too eager mad to feel

The golden staves and round gan surge & reel

That crowd made blind & mad by God sent hate;

Until the autumn sun sank overlate,

And in the river did the pale moon gleam;

And then as waking from a fevered dream

They drew back trembling, and began to stare

Each upon each, and on the thing laid there

Moveless and dead; then some beside him knelt,

Sighing, and weak as sick folk, and some felt

His wasted hands, and weeping some upraised

His once loved head wherefrom the sad eyes gazed

Reproachfully upon them, as to say;

‘The very Love, chased from the World away

Ye would not let live, lonely wandering;

How shall ye live without this precious thing?’

Then gan loud wailing round about to be,

And in a while they raised him tenderly

And for his corpse a bier of boughs they wove

And slowly to the golden House of Love

Bore through the solemn of the night

Orpheus the singer, once the World’s Delight,

Whose spirit strove with Gods, & had prevailed

But that the flesh looked backward once & failed
 

FRAGMENT OF THE UNFINISHED ORPHEUS
 

O long ago, and long ago, they say

Orpheus the singer at the end of day,

Nigh to the gate of his own close of flowers,

Stood, wearied with the thronged and slow-foot hours;

Sore wearied, as with head hung down, he heard

The first notes of the brown slim-throated bird

Mix with departing voice of maid and man,

And rustle of the hedge-rows as they ran,

That joyous company, from rose to rose:

Sore wearied as the light wind swept the close

Yet rustled something more than leaves or grass;

Wearied and faint, as a half-sigh did pass

His ears confused that was not of the wind:

Weak, sick with love, as now his eyes, half-blind,

Yet not with sunset saw her standing there,

Alone and his after the toil and care;

Alone and his if but a little while!

They drew anigh, their lips forgot to smile;

They eyes forgot to weep, their palms knew not

If air or fire within them they had got;

Until – ah me! – breast unto breast they clung

So long so long! high up the white moon hung,

From out the pear-tree sang the nightingale;

The thin stream trickling down the grassy vale

Found voice in the still eve; the shepherd’s call

Was heard from far, by night made musical,

And rustle of the leaves was round about,

And night grew cold, and all the stars were out

When next twixt face and face the scented wind

A little room to play about could find:

How long a space of the worlds life! – No no;

So short so short, when set against the woe

Of hungry lips cold cheeks and unkissed eyes

That een this this and this ne’er satisfies!

Now blind and trembling side by side a space

They wandered down the green path of the place

Her knee brushed down the bending lilies there

Scattering their golden dust and on her hair

Fell the last apple-blossoms of the May

As neath the low hung boughs she needs must sway

From head to foot her unmatched daintiness

The heart of his sick longing did caress,

And seemed to say, all made for thee for thee!

How can it be thou turnest not to me!

But nought they spoke, till with a cry he turned,

And once again her quivering red lips burned

Upon his lips, and hand in hot hand lay

With feverish trembling of the long delay

Complaining sore, and still no word they spake

Afraid the dreamlike ecstasy to break,

Fearful lest all should begin again

Mid scanty sight and unquenched longing pain.

And yet once more because of time’s hard hand

They needs must part a little yet, and stand

Beneath the changed moon, and the sky turned grey

While the soft wind did in her raiment play,

And cooled his burning cheek, that had been laid

So close to hers; and some faint speech they made,

Whose sound no letters written yet will show,

Then turned and saw the fair house all aglow

With lamps that made the dim and wavering green

Of windy night a strange thing to be seen,

As wide it stream oer trees and flowery grass

Then on they went until they too did pass

Into that light whereby he might behold

Her sweet face flushing with her love untold,

And see the wonder of her sandalled feet

The close-shut dewy daisies lightly meet

In such wise, as if they too felt his love

And scarce knew how for joy of it to move.

But when at last close to the porch they were

Him-seemed he scarce might see her beauty clear,

Despite the growing light; so passion burned

Within his heart, and therewithal he turned

With arms outspread, and opened mouth to speak;

But e’en therewith through the fair night did break –

– O from her lips? – a sound half sigh half scream,

And all was changed as in fearful dream,

Too fearful to be real; on the cold sward

All huddled up she lay, as though a sword

Had smitten her unseen; with such wild fear

As words may tell not did he kneel by her

And caught her hand, and found it weak & cold,

And bared the breast he had not dared behold

For very love and longing heretofore,

And pressed the lips such fruit of love that bore,

And strove to cry her name, and while he clung

About her, fawning on her; but his tongue

Seemed withered in the mouth of him, and she

Lay dead there, ere his nameless agony

Mingling with rage against the Gods that slew,

The world that would not heed, from changed lips drew

A dreadful wordless sound, unlike to aught

That men may dream of ere the souls are caught

Within the meshes of despair: all night

He lay upon her bosom cold and white,

Blind, deaf, and, after that first bitter cry –

Dumb also; with no hope, not e’en to die;

Not e’en to die; for was it all so sure

That the underworld of dead folk would endure

To see their deep joy in the dreary place

If they at last should yet meet face to face

In whatsoever wise.

So there he lay

Not heeding when the night turned into day

And the sun rose; not heeding when folk came

And called in terror on his well-loved name:

Scarce heeding when their hands in gentle wise

Drew him away, nor when before his eyes

They sought for his love’s hurt. Of what avail

To add another word unto the tale

But this: ‘She that time past turned days to years

Because of longing, and then dried my tears,

Weeping when I had creased to weep for pain,

Is gone is gone, and will not come again!’

He stood and heard not while they told him there

How dead she lay, her foot, he knew so fair

All changed and swollen by the deadly sting

Of a green-scaled cold-hearted creeping thing

Charged with the inner venom of the earth;

He scarce knew if the cries meant woe or mirth

The maidens cried above: when they said

‘Wilt thou not kiss thy sweet one lying dead,’

He stooped a down een as a well-taught child

And close to her dead lips his white lips smiled,

Yet touched them not because no smile there was

Upon them and no breath thenceforth did pass.

Thereafter hours, or days or years passed by,

He knew not which, and then he stood anigh

A high-raised pile upon a flowery knoll,

And round his head the incense cloud did roll,

And white things moved about him, and he saw

A red torch to the odorous faggots draw,

And their red tongues of flame leapt up, and then

Sore wails he heard, as if of maids and men,

Crying Eurydice Eurydice!

Yet not aright he seemed to hear and see.

And one spake anigh to him, and said

In a low voice; ‘Alas as one long dead

Moving by magic art he seems to be;’

He thought; ‘Yea, yea this is eternity,

Therefore no change, no rest at all I know

And all the world is but a hollow show;

Because I shall not die nor go to her,

Who now being dead, and knowing all, must bear

My woe, as I bear hers for evermore –

“When will the Gods die and all things be oer.

So folk say that the mourning country side

Expected nought but that he should have died

And with hushed voices would they pass his house

And the gay blossomed place was dolorous

Neath the June sunlight to their timorous eyes

Who feared so great a grief-due sacrifice

They did unto the Gods that he they loved

So lasting well might yet again be moved

By the sweet gift of song that heretofore

The sweet strange troubles of his wooing bore

Belike it was they did not pray in vain

Because the gods who sit above our pain

Have given us no such strength as theirs to bear

The torment of the never ending year

Since they have taken from us all the best

And pain grows old and sickens like the rest

And dies unless we die before its death.

Natheless the summer long my story saith

Sat Orpheus silent and the noon tide sun

Was grievous to him and the long day done

Still left the night amidst of scanty sleep

Over his ever restless head to creep

Yet day passed day and came not back again

Although it well might seem to him that vain

And empty was the changeless slow process

Of pitiless time to hear his wretchedness

How know I how hope grows again when all

Has seemed for aye into the dark to fall

The rude grained twisted oak that hung above

Our heads when we were young and glad with love

Seemed changeless as that love as day by day

We watched the evening sunlight fade away

Twixt its high branches now our love is dead

And we are gone and unremembered

And three feet further do its acorns fall

Upon the green and three inches more

It bole hath gained of girth from bark and core

Nor any easier to note than this

The growth was of the yearning after bliss

In the sad singer’s mind since dead & gone

Time was to him, and he all left alone

Amid a world that once was well beloved

And no more might avail now or be moved

By what he was was and had been – yet the earth

So wellbeloved that pleasant place of mirth

Amid all things so held him with its chains

That still no thought he had to end his pain

Or strive to end or through doubtful night

Go seek a joy that mid the blaze of light

He might not hold, so passed the summer by

Mid shifting of his silent misery

But when it grew to the mid autumn tide

He crept abroad again and wandered wide

About the land: and oft he stood to watch

The children playing on the wayside patch

Of dewy green in early morn or saw

The mist from off the noisy vine and draw

As languidly the day drew on to noon

Or he would melt beneath the early moon

Some little knot of vintagers and stand

Beside the way while hand locked fast in hand

and eyes fixed on the yellow litten stead

Down by the stream the goal of the hot head

Wearied by love those twain past down the road;

And after them with firm feet onward strode

The man of forty summers pondering

In weary mood and then the broken string

Of fair young girls darkening the moonlit way

With wavering shadows and the dainty sway

Of their brown raiment making the night sweet

With laugh & song and patter of light feet –

And then perchance some ## pair walking slow

Unto the house that no more hope did know

Of merry days and yet was rest withal

And then night’s hush rose up an unseen wall

Twixt hope and truth to these but unto him

A path of hope however thin and dim –

For as unto his own abode he went

Amid his dull weary longings fair hope sent

A strange sweet thing that made him live on still

That made him feel a weak new birth of will

Yea that it happed to him once and again

That in such wise had softened his great pain

That when he bore unto his own abode

On such an eve’s end his most grievous load

And gazed upon this fair white nuptial bed

Whereon she should be lying, his worn head

Fell on the pillow and such grace was his

That he might weep for that departed bliss

And on a day when thin-leaved grew the year

And the last end of its last hope was near

So much more sweet grew his unquenched pain

That mends ears heard his harp strings click again

Amid the fallen leaves amidst a wood

his back against a knotted oak he stood

Once hazy afternoon unvexed by wind

And mid his weary longing did find

His harp within his hand he looked at

While stings of fresh rain oer his heart did flit,

He looked at it till he began once more

To weep unused tears: then he turned it ore

Like an untaught man who has found a thing

He knows no how to use; then string by string

It ‘gan to tremble and his fingers moved

Over the ghosts of lays his lost love loved

And the harp sounded as if soft it dreamed

Then from his wet eyes suddenly there gleamed

A flash of joy and living love upright

He stood amid the faint and flickering light

And like a heaven taught master dealt withal

With the strange passion that oer him did fall

The tale remembers words alike to this

How much soe’er their loveliness we miss

O love love love folk told me thou wert dead

And O my folly! I believed their tale

And I have gone about with hanging head

And found no place in hill or wood or bale

Lonely enough that there I might bewail;

All dead things heard my breath & gazed and moved

And cried I sorrow sorrow unbeloved –

The wood laid hand upon me when I screamed

The grass clung round about my heavy feet

The cruel sun upon my my hot head streamed

The heavy circling air my face did meet

In measured cadence did the worlds pulse beat

About my ears and whereso e’er I moved

Cried sorrow sorrow sorrow unbeloved

I know not what I said for ‘dead’ I cried

And when shall I forget and all things cease

Ah fool for rather nothing at that tide

Did I remember and no dream brought ease

No dream of all the kisses and the peace.

Yea I was dead though on the Earth I moved

O sorrow sorrow sorrow unbeloved

But not perchance perchance a love I live

For all around me is the world dead now

All unreqarded and meet to give

Pleasure or pain from out its painted show

And clearer now the dreams of thee do grow

When oer thy face my love my loved lips moved –

O sorrow sorrow sorrow unbeloved

Perchance I live & certainly though livest

And must I ever then be left alone

While thou new joy to unseen people givest

O strange a strange if thou so hard art grown

That thou mayst sit apart and hear my moan

Once was thine heart not all so hardly moved –

O sorrow sorrow sorrow unbeloved

Sweet solace lowly sorrow well beloved –

The singer looked up when his song was done

And twist the streaks of shadow and of sun

And melancholy autumn trees he saw

A company of maidens toward him draw

Slow footed black robed crowned with rosemary

As though they went on some solemnity

Then as in a dumb dream where nought is told

But all is known strange memories oer him rolled

And he knew now that he had heard of these

That week by week they went thus to appease

Their longings for the sight of his dead love

By casting wreaths of woven flowers above

Her tear washed tomb, shuddering he stole away

A duller veil had crept across his day

At sight of the fresh forces that scarce seemed

As though they knew what sorrow meant or dreamed

Of hopeless longing hanging like a chain

Still lengthening on the long days passed in vain

So on then passed his song still in their ears

To shed oer her perchance such happy tears

Soon dried as make a softer thing of life

But he with hate of all the world at strife

With a strange hope within him went his ways

Until he reached his lorn abiding place

And there a long while did he sit alone

Till long ago twilight and dusk were done

And in the dead midnight when certainly

It seemed the sun would never rise to die

Amidst the waking wind abroad he stole

Until he reached the true encircled knoll

Whereon was made his lost love’s fair tomb

And laid his hand thereon Yet toward the gloom

Of clashing woods still oer his shoulder gazed

A little while and then his hand he raised

And and looked about and with an angry cry

Smote the hard stone and sent forth clear & high

Oer the wild night and dark wind tortured trees

And dying flowers such measured worlds as these –

O hollow image of the very death

Despite of what the dull void threateneth

Despite the dull curse that thy silence saith

My feet are on the way to meet my love

O eyeless thing the night is dark about

The hounds of hard lipped fear are loosed and out

Low hangs the sky above the dull earths doubt

I tremble too but hope my heart doth move

I know thee when the clover flowers did pine

They set thee here cold thing to be a sign

That neath thee lay all life that once was mine

O low feet low O feet to meet my love.

The lied tomb of my love and made thee lie

Harken harp strings clear voice her sweet name cry

Once Eurydice and no reply

Unto the heart of hope my heart to move –

Nay nay thou art not God’s abiding place

And with none else but God now dwells that face

That gave me once clear nights and shadowy days

Be patient feet scarce time to meet my love

And yet strangely O thou lie thou holdest me,

And with strained eyes I stare as though to see

Through thy dull void the lips once laid on me

Speak midst the silence, love, my heart to move.

Loud clear and strange his voice rang through the night

And as it waned quick by some strange affright

He crouched adown and trembled, but no sound

He heard except the wind that swept around

The grassy knoll, yet therewith presently

With no charge coming oer the half seen sky

As oft rain gan to fall, and when he raised

A white face up and oer the blind world gazed

The tears of autumn from his worn cheek washed

The bitter brine of woe, for the rain plashed

In heavy drops on marble and dark wreath

whose fairness mocked the hopeless sign of death

Then down the knoll he dropped and through the trees

Went underneath the slowly dying breeze,

And reached his home long hours before the day

All fear had died all thought had passed away

From out his heart but this that on and on & on

His feet must press until the rest were won,

That poison of his love and pain had brought

The thronged world with hope and fear to nought

And filled him with a strength that might be weighed

Against the ceaseless toil its sweetness made

The toil of longing never waxing old

That still in shadowy coils about him rolled

Changing and changing not, een as the smoke

That from the low kiln oer the potter’s folk

Rolls beaten by the rain & mingling still

With the low clouds that sweep the blue-clad hill.

So southward from the wooded hills of Thrace

Through the blind rainy night he set his face

Nor had he wondered if the dawn had died

For ever and no whit did he abide

When now the dull dawn fouler than the night

Because the down beat world beneath its light

Could now be seen struggling unhelped in vain

Unto the sunless noon through wind and rain

Still on he pushed and when at last he stayed

His weary feet his heart was scarce delayed

But oer again & oer again still wove

Fresh pictures of the meeting of his love

Nor did the days pass fast or slow to him

For time was dead, and souless things and dim

Seemed all the folk mid whom his feet did rest

Who held him certes as one God possessed

And tended him in aweful silent care

Yet when he went the day seemed grown more fair

An ill dream gone from them – yet mid these folk

So was it that from time to time he woke

As unto real life – on a day it fell

That nigh a place where he had quested well

Upon an hillside close beside the way

He saw folk gather about noon of day

Nor shunned the concourse this tide but pressed through

The clustering folk as though full well he knew

What was amid them and there lay a man

Of thirty summers, with dead face and wan

Turned upward to the sky, a myrtle wreath

About his head, his right hand stiff with death

Clutching a blood stained knife, and close beside

Where maidens with loose hair that wailed & cried

About him; and so when the singers eyes

Gan question of the thing, his name did rise

To the folks wondering lips, for all did know

The mover of the world but not his woe — 

Then did an old man answer to his gaze

That he who lay there bore for many days –

The burden of great love unsatisfied

Until the bitter thing he might not hide

And at the last his piteous love gained hate

From such an one as all compassionate

Folk held aforetime – how should he live then

Or strive again to deal with happy men

His death should hurt her not who loved him not

His bitter life would swiftly be forgot

And so of all this knife & hand made end –

And through what dark ways now his soul may wend

We know know not but O Thracian if thou mayst

Be kind and some what of they music waste

On this poor wretch who never happy was

And on thy way with his poor blessing pass

Then Orpheus trembled sore and gazed around

For with a fresh pain tortured him his wound

Undreamed of erst mingled of fear and doubt

But soft from harp and lips the song welled out –

Love set me in a flowery world and fair

Love showed me many marvels moving there

And said take these if nought thine heart doth dare

To feel my fiery hand upon thy heart

Take these and live and lose the better part

Love showed me death and said make no delay

Love showed me change and said joy ebbs away

Love showed me eld, mid vain regrets grown grey

I laughed for joy and round his heart I clung,

Sickened & swooned by bitter sweetness stung

But I aoke at last and born again

Said eager hands upon unrest & pain

And wrapped myself about with longing vain

Ah better still and better all things grew

As more the root and heart of love I knew

O Love love love what is it thou hast done

All pains all tears I knew save only one

Where is the green earth now where is the sun

Thou didst not say my love might never move

Her hands her eyes her lips to bless my love!

Ending with strange wild face he turned away

Nor might abide to hear what face would say

Or meet their eyes, for in his heart was born

A dreadful fear that made him more forlorn

Than he had deemed it possible to be

Since unreal dealt first smote him suddenly

A dreadful fear that he een at the best

When his head lay upon the heaving breast

Of his own love sweet living and alive

Unto himself alone her love did give

That he was all alone yea even then

Himself rear to himself all other men

And hopes and fears and longings wild but his

Shadows and nought, ah that his vanished bliss

Should come back now to call itself a lie

To scream what profit of the days gone by

Since if they perish ever were they nought

To cry seek seek een as this wretched has sought

Seek and find nothing but the void of space

And thou with thine ownself brought face to face

Face to face nought to help thee – fool that sayst

How can love die how shall this anguish waste

Sure something it shall move what shall it move

But that which I desire and bring me love –

Yea joy in love or pain in love – poor fool

Thy love shall move thyself make the tool

Of what thou knowest not – yea turn back again

Look at the wretch who lies abed of pain

Is he not helpless – ah sweet at first

Did that pain seem that thus his life hath cursed

Yea a sweet secret not to be expressed

For fear the world at hearing of it blessed

Should falter in its course for fear that she

Should faint at thought of its felicity

Een though she cannot love me –

Than since the first days he had been – ah love

Ah love he thought that all the gods should move

Yet canst not move withal thine agony

One heart of woman: swiftly hurried by

Wild thoughts across his heart and this at last

That all the love and happiness gone past

Was but a dream a thing himself had made

From his own heart that shrinking and afraid

Of his own dreadful self in the void space

He should wake up one one day, and find no face

No voice of any man or God while he

Drifted about the dread eternity

Should never die should never hope or fear

Should have no love no hate to come anear

Nay no voice left to cry come back again

Come back my folly come my yearning pain

Come back a bitterness of heaven and earth

Yea what I called despair once that had birth

Within my heart while somewhat was mine own

Before I knew that I was quite alone!

Wrapped in such thoughts he hurried on and on

Not resting where his evening rest was won

And thinking less of those he left behind

When the new risen sun his face did find

Crossing the threshold than a happy man

Thinketh at morn of his pale dreams & wan

And yet at whiles his lips his lyre would speak

Things that his heart scarce knew as faint & weak

Thought of the old fresh earthly life would strive

With that desire that kept his heart alive

That made his body strong yet slew in him

The simple love of earth – his eyes would swim

At such whiles, for a minute soft and sweet,

A with vain regretful pain his longering feet

His quivering face would turn to his old home

Till once again the dreadful pang would come

Born of despair, yet driving him like hope

With all the loneliness of life to cope

Now had the winter fallen on the land

Yet smote it with no hard remorseless hand

For hazy morns red litten sun set skies

Bright windless noons left hopes & memories

Unto lark haunted fallow and slim trees

Why by a homestead door amid a rood

Of fresh turned garden nigh a leafless wood

Sat Orpheus on an eve a goodman grey
 






  








THE STORY OF ARISTOMENES
 

AN UNPUBLISHED TALE FROM THE EARTHLY PARADISE
 

ARGUMENT.
 

This story tells of the life of Aristomenes the
 Messenian; and how he strove to the utmost of his
 power to make his people and nation free, and,
 failing herein, nevertheless won a great name then
 and for ever afterwards.
 

How they came to Laconia
 

Nigh twenty years had the Messenian folk
 Striven to free them from the Spartan yoke,
 And fought in godlike wise, yet all in vain;
 For as bright days amid the year’s sure wane
 At end of autumn had their victories been,
 And twixt the bay boughs had their wise ones seen
 The shadow of the end a drawingnigh:
 After each battle won must they ask why
 Their fields grew narrower;helpful man on man
 Failed from their triumph: ably plotted plan,
 Great hearted strenuous stroke mere winds & waves
 Made nought before their foemen; their own graves
 Their own swords dug; in their most glorious fields
 The foes once beaten hung their fallen shields;
 For ever in this woefullest of wars
 Against them in their courses fought the stars.
 So is Messenia now a Spartan farm;
 Scarce are their men indeed grudged lying warm,
 In winter or the shade in summer days,
 Or corn or wine, so that their hands may raise
 Fat crops to block the Spartan market-place;
 Their women surely may grow fair of face
 And delicate of limb that they may be
 Well praised by men fresh come from over sea
 When in the Spartan feast they pour the wine;
 Their craftsmen still may fashion ivory fine,
 And unstained marble, into Gods, to stand.
 With Spartan bay leaves decking head & hand;
 Their poets yet in thin sweet voice may sing,
 So they will quite forget the axes’ ring
 Amidst the battle song: nay sometimes still
 Their men-at-arms may show their wonted skill
 Amid the Spartan spears – ‘gainst Spartan foes,
 Where nought there is to gain and all to lose.
 Ah evil days! for surely may ye wot
 That such as erewhile had cast in their lot
 With King Aristodemus, Euphaes
 Damis, all dead and deathless memories
 In joys of slaves would have but small delight;
 For them no morn of May was e’er so bright,
 No eve of June so soft, that they forgat
 Oaths sworn long time agone, while their king sat,
 Smiling with hope of battle, in his tent,
 Whereto the fresh wind, laden with scent
 Of trodden grass bore with it therewithal
 The tumult of the far off foeman’s call:
 For them all eyes of women seemed grown sad,
 All songs within them a lamenting had,
 All children’s glee reproached them with the day
 When these too needs must learn what weight there lay
 Upon all life in that sad land of theirs.
 So passed over the land the heavy years,
 Wherein none looked on daughter or fair wife
 With any joy, and none but fools deemed life
 To have much hope in it; but ye must know
 That there were some who bode not the last blow
 But fled away when hope was quite outworn;
 One house amid these, ere the folk forlorn
 And leaderless and ‘wildered, at the last
 Ithome’s war-beat gates wide open cast,
 Since fate compelled them not to bide the end
 Into Arcadia made a shift to wend,
 Since in that land dwelt others of their kin;
 So they were counted worthy folk therein,
 And there in honour did their old folk die
 Their young folk grow to eld, while longingly
 They thought and told of the great hapless war.
 Amid these days of restlessness and care
 Twenty three years after Ithome’s fall
 Unto the exiles latest wed of all
 A child was born named Aristomenes,
 Who grew up little caring folk to please
 And little loved of all; dull in the school
 Careless but rough in boys games, half a fool
 Half dangerous folk deemed him; as he grew
 Amid the fellowship of those poor few
 Sons of the exiles of Ithome they
 Would mock him often, and yet day by day
 Grew more to fear, casting, all the same
 Upon his shoulders more than half the blame
 Of their wild deeds; for certes most of these
 In that fair land were as a north east breeze
 Amid a poppy field – so oft enow
 He learned that birch-twigs in Arcadia grow
 Nor heeded much the knowledge: for the rest
 Not over big he was, but deep of chest,
 Long-armed beyond most lads, swift-foot & light,
 Well-knit and lithe, full-lipped, with even bright
 And grey as a hawks; and ever would he be
 In his attire be rough & slovenly;
 Silent he was and patient of all jeers
 And hating feasts. So unto nineteen years
 Did he attain, still deemed of all, as one
 By whom would nought of any note be done;
 For no least deed e’en of their rioting
 Had he once led, or counselled anything;
 Though he had oft been trusty instrument
 To carry out some pushing fools intent.
 Now at this tide oft whiles would it befal
 That these same youths would cross the mountain wall
 Into AEtolia and thenceforth would take
 Such things as folk not too much moan would make
 Over the loss of – but on such-like days
 Would Aristomenes no least voice raise
 For or against; whiles would he seem to lack
 Courage indeed, yea and would oft hold back
 When there was most to do: – Of this it came
 That of these deeds was somewhat too much fame,
 And for a while it scarce was good to bide
 At the city for these youths, who wandering wide
 Fared so, that at the last it fell their way
 By the head-waters of Alpheus lay,
 And high amid the goat-browsed hills they were
 Mid which the homesteads were but small & rare.
 So on a night with certain shepherd-folk
 They guested; and arising when day broke
 Fell to their food in glee; – nineteen of these
 Messenian youths with Aristomenes
 And four Arcadian shepherds; – ye may wot
 That everyone of them some arms had got
 And were rough players for their years; sixteen
 Of summers had the youngest of them seen,
 The eldest three and twenty.
 Now they fell
 To asking these same shepherd-folk to tell
 About the land south of the mountain ridge,
 Where goat & thorn-bush looked like fly & midge
 From the rough vale wherein they breakfasted.
 Laconia lay beyond, the shepherds said,
 The springs of the Eurotas rose up there
 On the other side; a country good and fair
 For folk, they said, and grinned, if only one
 Were sprung from Hercules of yore agone.
 All laughed thereat save Aristomenes,
 Who by the porridge-pot was on his knees,
 The steam wherefrom now well nigh hid his face.
 But presently he rose up in his place,
 Stammering and blushing een as he would speak
 But found the words a long way off to seek;
 “Lo I have heard,” quoth he, “my grandsire tell,
 How these folk, these same thieves upon him fell
 And had away ten horses from his field,
 And from his house nine brass bowls, a gilt shield
 Given to Pallas, and two handmaids fair;
 Too many years agone to find them there
 Did that befall; yet since we needs this tide
 Must be away from our own country side
 Good pastime should I find it for my part
 To bring him somewhat thence to glad his heart
 Instead of these when we go back again:
 That might he deem he had not lived in vain,
 If I, – if his son’s son should grow to be
 All unafraid the light of spears to see.”
 Loud they laughed out; his grandsire sooth to say
 Had been but doting for this many a day,
 Remembering nought that in his time went on
 Forgetting nought of old fields lost & won:
 So they were merry, mocking him a while
 Who paid no heed a space, but with a smile,
 And grey eyes staring dreamily, looked out
 Onto the misty mountain; till at last
 As they beheld him o’er them all was cast
 A sense of something going to befall,
 Nor did they laugh more, when around on all
 He turned and in their midst three paces made
 And in a changed voice grave & solemn said.
 “Ye laugh; but I shall laugh not till it comes
 The day that sees us in our ancient homes
 Or till I am a-dying; if ye deem
 My grandsire dozes through a wavering dream
 Yet has he held the sword, and good methinks
 It is for one who into grey eld sinks
 To mind the great life that has passed away
 Rather than little matters of today,
 When we, being smitten durst not een cry out.”
 They looked at one another as in doubt
 If this were even he, Aristomenes
 And their hearts swelled; for few amidst of these
 Knew aught of fear, only too far away
 And great had Sparta seemed until today.
 And therewithal he spake again & said:
 “A fool ye deem me, and my words ill-weighed,
 And the life good enow, ye live in yet;
 So may it be and ye may well forget
 If so ye will, for life lasts no great while
 Nor will it skill if we lived base or vile,
 Once we are dead: but are ye then so safe?
 What if the Spartans one day ‘gin to chafe
 At this small heart of the old land living free
 Or seeming free anigh them – Certainly
 Ye are not soft or tame, well ye wot
 If the Arcadians love you much or not
 Or if they fear Laconia: sooth to say
 Our friends spears even now may block the way
 Behind us; at the worst of all a space
 Of merry days shall pass ere Sparta raise
 Her force against us – nay now, I behold
 No faint-hearts here, but sturdy men & bold,
 And my heart tells me whatso comes at last
 That many an hour in fair hope shall be past;
 And many an eve of victory shall we know;
 And many a time our mere names whispered low
 Down in wind-gathering hollows of the hills
 Shall quell our foes e’en as the thunder stills
 The babble of the summer afternoon –
 O fair Gods lead us unto battle soon!”
 He felt their gathering voices as he went
 With great strides leading oer the heathery bent,
 Sword clashing against shield, till suddenly
 Their shout went echoing up the valley
 beat back from hill to hill as they a rose
 As men the God drives blind against their foes,
 And recking nought, swift followed after him,
 Watched by the shepherds till they grew all dim
 In shifting haze of morning; to their sheep,
 Their well-known day of toil, their dreamless sleep
 These turned, half scornful, yet half longing still
 For something more their empty lives to fill.
 On toiled the sons of the exiles up the steep,
 And early that same night were laid to sleep
 Far down the southern slope; then with the day
 Rose up and gazed adown, and there it lay,
 The land that bred their tyrants; homestead fair,
 Pasture and wood and cornland gathered there
 About the hid Eurotas: orderly
 And rich seemed all, and these were young to die,
 Yet young to think of dying or of fear
 Or what the slow revenge of time might bear.
 So downward did they pass, till the slopes grew
 Wooded and tilled, and here and there a few
 Of early-stirring folk they met, who fled
 As though Arcadian hill-thieves they did dread;
 But none made question to them, till at noon,
 They passed an oak-wood heavy with the June,
 And came upon a great man’s house, whereby
 There stood the shrine of some divinity:
 Plenteous the place was, orchard, garden-close
 Rick-yard and barn spread round, & high o’er those
 The pillared house, through whose court gates flung wide
 Came sound of folk at meal in hot noontide.
 Great looked the place and lordly, the young men
 Gazed each on each, and certainly by then
 The morn’s vague rashness had grown somewhat dull;
 Poor seemed they in a place so plentiful,
 Beardless and light-limbed by the ponderous gate.
 But in their leader did the heart wax great,
 Fair visions passed before him, as he said,
 Like one who knew their thoughts:
 “Let nought be weighed
 But all be dared today! – time later on
 When with the Gods’ help great things we have won
 will we be wise. – not hard now to be brave,
 For in each Spartan house good friends we have,
 If not our kin, yet foes of our kin’s foes;
 And this shall be no woeful day to those;
 Men torn from home and fair life, having nought
 Save the one hope to vengeance to be brought.
 No words, but follow swift unto the hall!”
 Into the court they passed then; down did fall
 The brazen jar from off a maiden’s head,
 And flashed in the hot sun; a boy who led
 A horse from hall to stable stopped and stared,
 And durst not flee, while restless unafeared,
 The lustred doves before their swift feet brushed,
 The peacock twixt the close-set yew-stems pushed;
 Nought looked like war, as all doors round about
 The band beset; but tumult and great doubt
 Rose in the hall, when in the doorway there
 Stood Aristomenes, his golden hair
 Bright with the sun, and through the locks of it
 Might men behold the noonday sunbeams flit
 From spear to spear behind; great fear fell then
 Upon those half-armed, and unwary men;
 Till over all his loud clear voice was heard.
 “Men in this hall, be ye no more afeard
 Than if the Gods, who sent us here, were come!
 Behold we have a will to get us home
 Unto Messenia; from the Arcadian land
 We come last bearing little wealth in hand,
 For ye Laconian folk our stewards are made
 This many a year: so when ye down have laid
 The increase of our own store, harmless we
 Will go our ways; who yet this side the sea,
 Yea in our fathers’ fields, have mind to dwell;
 Moreover on this day methinks ‘twere well
 If here abide perchance folk of our kin,
 Or strangers, who have found it hard to win
 From out this house, that with this company
 They now should wend more fields of Greece to see.
 – Nay let your weapons be! – we are enough
 To slay all here, if once the play wax rough;
 Take life, and meet us on another day!
 And whoso goeth to Sparta, let him say
 That Aristomenes his eyes have seen,
 Wending his way to what of old hath been
 A happy land, that either he may live
 Some joy to folk down-trodden there to give,
 Or at the least die not without good fame!
 – Now, master of this house, speak forth thy name,
 And once more, if here be Messenian folk
 Or strangers bowed down neath the Spartan yoke
 Now let them come with us, either to die
 As the Gods meant them, or live happily!”
 A sullen hush, mid scowl of angry brows
 And clenching of hard hands, and then uprose
 Glad clamour from the many bondmen there,
 midst whom no stroke the Spartans nought might dare
 Then spake the master of the house
 “O youth,
 Beardless unknown thou art; and yet in sooth
 One good day hast thou won in thy life-days,
 While I, Cleombrotus must lose the praise
 That once I had, of being victorious –
 – But you, scourged slaves, get forth from this my house
 Where no more meat ye gorge from this day forth,
 Dogs bought with money! beasts of little worth,
 Dragged from our fee-farm of Messenia, go,
 Lest ye tomorn the stocks and whip cord know!
 – Take them, bold youth, and blame thyself, when they
 From the first clash of steel shall flee away.
 But for my wealth, if thou indeed take all
 Thou takest not more than the Gods one day shall;
 Lo thou, my daughter! wilt thou take her then?
 One day I deem she shall bear warlike men
 To fail at last, and come to misery!”
 And as he spake he drew forth from his knee
 A growing maiden, some twelve winters old
 Who with great eyes the stranger did behold,
 Trembling, and clinging to her father s knees,
 Who smiled upon her. Aristomenes
 Would fain have spoken, and a threatening sound
 Rose from the slaves who gathered close around;
 But the lord cried;
 “Thou hast begun a war
 Knowing but little who thy foemen are;
 And if thou thinkest thou hast gained great things
 This day from me, the seed and friend of kings,
 Yet shalt thou think ere thou hast gained the end
 How many joys thou from the world didst send,
 – My joy the first, and thine perchance the last.”
 Therewith back to the wall behind he cast
 His right hand suddenly, and caught adown
 A hunting knife, thin bladed sharp & brown,
 And to his own heart thrust it with sure stroke,
 And fell down, dead and silent: from the folk
 A mingled murmur rose, and pale & wan
 The little one stood gazing on the man
 Greater than was the greatest man she knew.
 But Aristomenes unto him drew,
 Smiling, but pale, and somewhat sick at heart,
 And said;
 “In brave wise has he played his part,
 Yet better had he lived to hinder ours!
 But go ye freed Messenians to the bowers
 Where arms are stored, and raiment & good grain,
 And gather from the home-fields the best gain
 Of neat and sheep and horses, nor delay
 Our setting forth three hours; because this day
 I fain would tread on the Messenian soil.
 But here shall sit these Spartans free from toil
 Till we are on our way.”
 So here and there
 Ransacked the slaves just freed, of whom there were
 Some thirty men, but the Messenians stayed
 Guarding the sullen home-folk: the young maid
 Stood by her mother and some women, late
 Come from their chambers in most sad estate,
 And she wept too; but mid her sobs, no less
 Gazed on the strange and new-born stateliness
 Of the rough-clad Messenian, as he passed
 To and fro through the hall.
 And so at last
 In the very hottest of that day of June,
 While the great brazen trumpet’s clattering tune,
 And clash of arms broke through the drowsy hum
 Of scarce seen things of summer, did they come
 Into the courtyard, armed now gloriously,
 All save their leader; therewith could they see
 Out in the highway waggons tilted o’er
 The victuals and the goodly things that bore
 And further on steeds sheep & lowing neat;
 Forth went they joyous; yet with lingering feet
 Out of the hall passed Aristomenes
 Half sad at heart the very last of these,
 And as he passed the sun-scorched threshold o’er
 Still were the maiden’s eyes upon the door,
 And she forgat to weep till he was gone.
 Bright on the temple now the hot sun shone
 As through the gates the little army went,
 And Aristomenes with fresh intent
 Cried out to halt, and asked one of the stead
 Who dwelt therein; who with a glad face said
 It was the God of War; then did they take
 A black bull for the hopeful omen’s sake
 And as they might they sacrificed him there.
 Well dight the pillared shrine was, and most fair,
 And just before the image of the God
 There hung upon a fair wrought brazen rod
 A goodly helm bedight with silver wings,
 A mail-coat wrought as for the best of kings,
 And a great shield, thereon an eagle made
 Whose wings outspread the golden ground did shade.
 Then told a homeman how these arms were won
 At Stenyclerus in the days agone;
 In that last fight when the Messenians broke
 And fled away a feeble hopeless folk:
 So therewithal cried Aristomenes;
 “O thou great God, if thou wilt give me these
 Somewhat I deem I yet may give to thee;
 Yet will I wear them not, until I see
 My foemen’s backs, when sevenfold more than mine
 I count them.”
 Either the June sun did shine
 Brighter than erst, or else the altar fire
 Red flickering in the white sun shot up higher,
 Or Ares’ face gleamed, answering the face
 Of Aristomenes, who from its place
 Took down that gear, and bore it to a wain
 And cast it in. Then sang the horn again,
 Men leaped to saddle creaked the wain-wheels, lowed
 The sullen herd, and from the thirsty road
 Into the green trees rolled the cloud of dust
 As westward went that handful, in fair trust
 Of Aristomenes, new breathed upon
 By that old spirit that great fields had won –
 – And he in trust that Fate would make no end
 Till oer the world some tale his name should send.
 

How They Came To Messenia
 

So rose the little cloud like a man’s hand
 Upon Laconia, spreading, till the land
 Was wet with drenching of that evil shower.
 Down sank the great sun now from hour to hour
 As steadily they went unto the west,
 Showing no force ‘gainst any for the rest,
 Nor seeming aught if any drew anear
 But Spartans by their riding and their gear:
 Good speed they made, for they had some who knew
 How best to pierce the tangled valleys through
 And so before the ending of the day
 They gat them through a certain narrow way
 Betwixt the hills, and, coming out of it,
 Beheld the kites sweep and the swallows flit
 Against the grey cliffs with the sun still bright,
 And down below a land of all delight
 Green with June not yet weary: then the guide,
 Who ever went by the young leader’s side,
 Turned to his smooth fresh face his care worn eyes,
 And said,
 “O godlike youth, the Gods are wise
 To dull our memory, since they will that we
 Should live on still: so has it fared with me
 That mid my daily pain and daily fear,
 I had forgotten what we gaze on there,
 The sweet land of Messenia.”
 Then that word
 Said low in the soft eve their hearts so stirred,
 That sounds without a meaning and strange tears
 Broke from them, amid thoughts of all the years
 Wherein alternate hope and fear had played
 With their dead fathers, and the deeds now made
 Songs for the Spartan children: there a space
 They lingered, gazing on the pleasant place
 From the grey pass; till Aristomenes
 Cast up his sword into the evening breeze,
 And caught it falling, and cried;
 “Praise to you,
 O Gods that ye have given me deeds to do,
 And days to do them in, and for an end
 No dream of vain things whatso fate may send!”
 Then all cried out for joy, and down they went
 Unto the lower land, till neath a bent
 They saw where lay a homestead grey-roofed long;
 Thither they turned, and still the herdsman’s song
 Going to fold at day’s end, or the voice
 Of youths and maids who ever must rejoice
 With the mere joy of living, sank and died
 As, turning, they beheld these fellows ride
 In Spartan wargear; close shrank child & maid
 Unto the grey stone well-shaft as afraid,
 When nigher still they drew, by the garth gate
 The unarmed doorwards scowled with helpless hate,
 And as their spears the trim wall overtopped
 The piper mid the light-limbed dancers stopped
 His pipe as pleasant as the morning bees
 Within the limes: but Aristomenes
 Smiled as if glad and much they wondered then
 To see the rough lad leading steel-clad men
 With such proud mien, and some folk murmured low
 ‘What mumming will the cursed thieves make now
 To grind us lower yet?’ but on he rode
 And smote upon the door of that abode;
 That opened almost even ere his blow,
 And there an old man stood, with hair of snow
 Flushed face and wrathful eyes who cried:
 Why then
 Come ye to shear the shorn, O Spartan men?
 These are your own fields that we dwell upon,
 When all is wasted then is your wealth gone
 As well as our poor lives.”
 The youth leapt down
 Unto the earth, and neath the Elder’s frown
 Smiled joyously, and scarce for joy could cry:
 “Help for Messenia, father ere thou die! –
 Come now and tell me what young men are here
 Who with stout heart may carry sword or spear
 Nor faint when foes are many!”
 The old man
 Stood there with open mouth & cheeks grown wan
 And stared at him a while, then stammering said
 What is thy name then? Come ye from the dead
 That ye must name Messenia as a thing
 To help or fight for? as of a great king
 Thy voice is and thine eyes, despite thy gear;
 Mock not an old man in his last ill year!”
 “Well, like a mock it seems that I should strive
 Een with this handful happy days to give
 Unto the beat-down land,” he said, “yet sooth
 So dying shall I crown a happy youth
 With no ill end – yea, but I will prevail
 Beseems it not a god-helped man to fail;
 And such as ye behold me in this place
 I spring from AEpitus of ancient days.”
 Then mid the ring of spears the old man cried;
 “Ah is it so that my dream hath not lied?
 Now may the rest come after – Come ye in,
 And if your cheer tonight be poor and thin
 Yet may we look to mend it on a tide
 When neath us lies the Spartan country-side:
 Since of your tidings somewhat do I guess.”
 Then through the door in did the young men press,
 The home folk gathered round much wondering,
 While still the old man cried for many a thing,
 To spread the boards, to fold the new-come neat,
 To bring the strangers water for their feet
 And garlands for their heads, and so at last
 Into the hall both guests & home-folk passed
 And feasted as they might with plenteous glee,
 Though small wealth there indeed there was to see
 Of aught but roughest things; but maidens eyes
 Made the bright blood to many a cheek arise
 Mid the new comers, sweet it seemed to give
 New hope of life, new hope for love to live
 To such as these; like very Gods they felt
 As though to a great world weal and woe they dealt.
 But now the good man did for silence cry,
 And Aristomenes spoke out on high
 And told the hope and good hap of that morn,
 Saying moreover;
 “Lo, into the corn
 The hook is thrust, but further than our eyes
 May see the unshorn field before us lies.
 Surely I think that we shall one day rest
 And look behind, those who have not been blest
 With death before the victory; yet meanwhile
 With no soft words will I your hearts beguile,
 Hard are the years wherein we have to deal
 With a proud folk, an unbowed commonweal;
 Ye who draw swords now, for no holiday
 I lead you forth, nor for a while to play
 That ye may sleep the sounder, that your loves
 May kiss you sweeter in the olive groves.
 Nay amid ruin a God must each be come
 With stern face watching wrack within his home;
 Unthought-of horrors must he look to find,
 A fresh pain drifting nigher on each wind,
 Fresh fear, if he could fear, in every breath
 Made into words; no love but such as death
 May make not pale, unto his lips shall stoop,
 No hope but such as hopeth against hope:
 Is it too great to bear? – Yet shame & scorn
 Ye slay so bearing this – but yestermorn
 I, who speak this as if the fire of Jove
 The boys heart in my breast did verily move,
 Knew nought whereat I aimed, why I did yearn,
 And now within me such a light doth burn
 As shall light up in Sparta faces pale
 With listening to a still increasing tale –
 – A flame to last till death comes – yea in sooth
 Een this same morn was I a hot head youth
 Who thought to do my deed and get away
 Laughing an hour at all the disarray
 Of Spartan grey-beards – now I know that I
 Am driven on by some divinity
 To free the land, and none shall stay me now!”
 So Godlike did the visage of him grow
 As thus he spake, that mens hearts in them swelled
 And when he made an end from out them welled
 A great cry glad and strong and terrible,
 And on all folk a God like courage fell.
 But the old man called mid the noise & stir
 His five sons to him, and said;
 “Lo ye hear
 How the Gods have remembered us; haste now
 And get to saddle, and these tidings show
 Wide through the land to every trusty man,
 And bid none loiter if so be he can
 Set foot before foot, but be here ere noon
 Tomorrow, for doubt not that over soon
 Shall Sparta be upon us.”

  There withal
 To one or two more did his kinsmen call
 And went their ways, and then the goodman said:
 “Hearken fair friends; last night: upon my bed
 I slept and dreamed, and lo a dead friend came
 Unto me and said, ‘Damis, name the name
 Most famous amid all Messenian folk.’
 A sigh methought from out my heart there broke
 As I named Euphaes: ‘Nay long agone,’
 He said, ‘he went with many another one
 Unto the dead; seest thou my face, how bright
 It is now; shall a beaten ghost delight
 This heart that loves Messenia mid the dead.’
 Methought I fell a-trembling then, and said;
 Nay, by the holy things that thou and I
 Buried in Ira’s midmost secretly
 Ere the last fight, tell me what thing is this!’
 He said, ‘Een now an eagle flying is
 From out Arcadia, let him not fly lone;’
 And into the dimness straightway was he gone
 Leaving the name unspoken; but I woke
 Struggling with memories of the bygone folk,
 The last hours of Ithome; and how he
 The prophet bade that man and me
 Bury the holy things of Jove deep down
 Amid the dusk of Ira’s woods unsown:
 ‘Which things once hid,’ quoth he, ‘ye shall not stir,
 Till of the living from the dead ye hear,
 And from the eyrie of Arcadia fly
 Joves bird to bring our people victory. – ‘
 And now meseems I am not grown too old
 To go to Ira: yea a fair stronghold
 Meet for our purpose shall ye find the same,
 A place where a great host need scare think shame
 Een by a band like thine to be long stayd.
 Moreover thither may we well have aid
 From out Arcadia, lying close indeed
 Unto its marches: good for every need
 The country is around, nor may ye face
 The hosts of Sparta save in such a place;
 Until we gather force that may avail;
 Yea and get arms too, for a weary tale
 It is to tell of all the ransacking
 In every stead for any warlike thing;
 Yet is there left indeed a spear and sword
 In this my house; because my well hid hoard
 Has scaped the thieves of Sparta: now one cup
 Unto our first fight, and then stand we up
 And for departing all things here array;
 Glad shall I be to see the winding way
 Dimmed by the dust-cloud that our hoofs shall raise,
 And though I see not one of all those days
 When in this house unfeared my kin shall sit
 Yet doubt I nought about the end of it.”
 Amid the clatter and the joyous sound
 That rose up as the cup of oaths went round
 Sat Aristomenes, as though a dream
 Had come on him unwares; all things did seem
 Too little and too hopeless for a while
 A wise man into striving to beguile;
 But then, remembering what great toil there lay
 Betwixt him and the coming of the day
 When all attained should leave him nought to hope,
 With what a world of troubles he must cope
 Ere he could turn about to weigh the worth
 Of all the deeds men do upon the earth,
 He smiled and stretched his hand out for the cup
 And as amid the clamour he stood up,
 And drank in silence, to his eyes there came
 A kind grave look as though he knew no shame
 And mid the day’s work had no time to scoff;
 All querulous curses and all all dreams fell off
 From his fair soul, that great his name might grow.
 So in the fair eve were they busy now
 By wain and byre, nor slept they much that night,
 And long ere the first breaking of the light
 Men gan to gather to the stead, and when
 The sun was fully up, on many men,
 Full-flushed with hope, his rays fell: then a band
 Of chosen youths pushed onward through the land
 Toward Ira for the clearing of the way;
 And ere the midmost of the troubled day
 Old Damis the main body of them led
 From out the cleared deserted ancient stead,
 Nor once turned back his cheery face to gaze
 Upon the ruin of the well-loved place,
 For still behind stayed Aristomenes
 Watching the dust-cloud float above the trees
 As through the vale they wound; now a great train
 Where wife and child and beast & laden wain
 Made the spears seem but scanty: so when he
 No more mid that moving cloud could see
 The steel a glittering, round he turned and bade
 His men to work, who, falling to there, made
 Such wrack of the empty stead as might be done
 Without fire-raising.
 Low had fallen the sun
 Before he cried to horse; then with grave face,
 As one grown old untimely, from that place
 He turned the last of all men, and his heart,
 Brave as it was, scarce seemed to have a part
 In all the eager hopes of yestermorn,
 So sad a courage in his soul was born
 As swiftly through the oerworn windless day
 He and his folk toward Ira went their way.
 

How They Made A Stronghold On The Hill Of Ira.
 

In a great hollow of the mountain slopes,
 Where toward the south the woodland country droops,
 This hog-backed spur of Ira lies, that falls
 On every side save toward the mountain walls
 Whereto a ridge there runneth; thick thereon
 The unsown pine-woods stand, & scarce had shone
 The sun upon the soil there, till the sound
 Of the shrill pipe pierced the dim dusk around
 This morn, and midst its eager melody
 Broad axe and glittering bill were swung on high.
 A little way as you go lower down
 With oak woods are the hillsides overgrown,
 And then begins the tillage; fair enow
 Among the orchards doth the barley grow
 Now yellowing for the scythe; on terraces
 The vine is trellised, and grey olive-trees
 Spread cloudlike oer the slopes – A noble land,
 A happy place, if still mans grasping hand
 Itched not for more and more, and een when full
 Of rest and life, found not the days grow dull
 Without he made some story for the folk
 Who, his days past, are writhing neath the yoke
 Of sorrows that they may not understand.
 Ah, a good place, a fair & hopeful land

 For these new-comers! – fast now falls the axe
 No blast of horn the swine-filled forest lacks,
 And Aristomenes rides far and wide,
 And gathers up from all the country side
 Both men and goods; and from Arcadia come
 Wild men, and run aways to make their home
 On Ira; but the Arcadian common wealth
 Will make nor meddle yett, although by stealth
 Some great men send their arms & such-like gear.
 Nor camplike dwelt these long, for you may hear
 The hammers and the saws at work day-long,
 And sill and strut and upright rising strong
 E’en in the places where as trees they grew
 A while agone. And still though the year drew
 Round unto autumn & the fields were shorn,
 Unto the place no tidings were there borne
 Of Sparta stirring; yea though twice or thrice
 In the Laconian fields did flame arise
 From homesteads plundered. And yet no less grave
 Or watchful were the leaders. “We shall have
 The heavier storm,” quoth Damis, “when it breaks
 For these folk play for nought but heavy stakes,
 And care not for a plundered farm or twain
 To risk an army beaten home again.”
 So it befell on a fair autumn day,
 While yet in hollows of the mountains lay
 The white mist, and the apple fell adown
 Through the still air, amidmost their new town
 Folk gathered round about the fane new wrought,
 And unto Jove the best they might do brought,
 Fruit flowers and worthy beasts; but midst of these
 By Damis led and Aristomenes
 There came a company of maidens fair
 Fresh-clad and flower-crowned, who aloft did bear
 Shut in a brazen ark the holy things;
 Few men were there who then felt less than kings,
 As pressing after these, whom hope did move
 Amid the flutter of their hearts to love,
 Een though they knew it not, through the wide door
 They went into their temple rude & poor,
 And twixt bright heads and well wrought shoulders saw
 The old man’s quivering eager thin hands draw
 From out the ark Joves image silver-wrought,
 Black with the damp of years but harmed in nought;
 And other twain of Helen’s brothers bright
 And thin gold plates figured with words of might
 Few men could read now; and the empty car
 Of the Mighty Mother wrought with gem & star.
 Yea their hearts swelled, for these they knew indeed
 Had heard the crying of their fathers’ need
 While yet Ithome stood.
 Back now a space
 The maidens fell, and their young leaders face
 Bright and yet solemn they beheld now turn
 To Where the new-lit altar flame did burn;
 Clad still he was in his rough peasant gear,
 Yet a world’s weal his shoulders seemed to bear
 So noble was he, as he cried;
 “O Jove,
 If anywise a mortal man may move
 Thy heart that rules all, grant to us who bring
 These holy things here, that so longed-for thing
 They erst heard prayed for, victory & good peace
 For this their land, new weal and fresh increase.
 This second thing some folk of thee might pray,
 And yet not I, because I know today,
 It shall not fail us at the worst to die
 Unshamed and striving still for victory:
 Hearken the third thing then, and grant that soon
 I and all these may learn with what a tune
 The Spartan spears clash on the Spartan shields,
 When their king’s tents rise fair above the fields!
 Loudly the people shouted as he spake,
 And through the press therewith the priests did break,
 Leading the gilt-horned milk white wreathed bull;
 But ere the echo of that shout grew dull,
 Ere the priest’s axe fell, came another sound
 Of horse-hoofs beating on the stony ground;
 Then on all men, and wherefore they knew not,
 Great awe and silence fell; and they forgot
 Their very lives and what they came to do,
 As the press fell asunder, and there drew
 Up to the altar two men great of growth,
 Fair with the fairness of the prime of youth,
 Bright-haired, gold-clad, and wonderful, alike
 As coins just minted one same die doth strike,
 Who in one voice sent forth a mighty cry, –
 Aweful but sweet with untold melody:
 “What do ye here, Messenians, when your foes
 Are treading down fair meadows and green close
 About Andania, laughing as they tell
 The woes that to their slaves of old befell,
 Portioning out your women to the great
 Of their great men? Be swift, and they shall wait
 Your coming, for a lost and feeble folk
 They deem you waiting tamely for the stroke!
 Be swift, for surely on this autumn night
 The waxing moon shall give enow of light
 To guide your feet twixt dying men and dead!”
 Some were there who heard not the words they said
 Amidst their awe, but said the thunder crashed
 Through the soft cloudless sky, and weapons clashed
 A long way off; but Aristomenes
 Stood with flushed cheeks, and bright eyes facing these
 As one who hearkens, till they turned them round
 And down the street again the hoofs did sound
 Then he cried out;
 “Heard ye their promise then,
 Shall not this evening make us more than men?
 Fair hope sweet life! whatever comes henceforth
 Surely our lives shall seem now something worth!
 Out, out and arm! Let us be swiftly gone,
 For they do well on whom these twain have shone,
 The Dioscuri – O, fellows, arm and out!”
 All folk gave answer with a joyous shout
 As their hearts came again, and, all being done
 That they must needs do to the Highest One,
 Men cast away their garlands & soft gear,
 And from their loves hands took the shield & spear,
 And soon with few words & in fair array
 Were wending down the leaf-strewn woodland way,
 A little band indeed, but well knit, strong
 In hardy hearts and memories of all wrong.
 

Of Their First Battle
 

No long tale of that fight there is to tell;
 Through byways led most secretly and well
 Upon the Spartan camp unwares they came
 Just as the sun set, and a night of shame
 Was that for Sparta: scarcely here and there
 A few brave men had heart to raise a spear
 Gainst their old slaves, the dregs of the Great War.
 A down the valley fled they fast & far
 Long after all pursuit of them was stayed:
 Short of Laconia might they have no aid,
 For Stenyclerus shut her gates, when they
 A drifting route drew thither in the grey
 Of the autumn dawn, and ere their rearward passed
 They heard upon the haze the old cry cast
 From her high towers, and saw the just risen sun
 Light the old banners from the temples won;
 So on they slunk, to have rude greeting, when
 They met the women and the ancient men
 Of that proud Sparta.
 Aristomenes
 Abode that night among the cut-down trees,
 And trampled fields wherein the gained camp lay,
 But sent a messenger at break of day
 To make all Ira joyful, and withal
 Led his few folk within Andania’s wall,
 Not knowing that the rout was all so great:
 But ere the sun had come to his full heat
 True tidings had he, and from many a place
 Poured in the folk, flushed & in joyous case
 To tell him of the freeing of the land,
 And praying for some weapon to their hand.
 Amidst the Council-hall he sat, & heard
 Their wild joy, and within his heart there stirred
 Strange pity for the blind delight of men,
 And he bethought him of the old days, when
 Een such-like hope, such joy in war filled hearts
 That long ago played to an end their parts,
 Nor ere the last rest failed to know despair.
 Yet since the present day was e’en so fair
 He was glad too, nor trembled at his gain
 E’en as he feared no whit the utmost pain
 His life might chance to bring.
 Now soon was come
 Glad message back from Ira, that the home
 Of the old valour of their folk, the hill
 Of dear Ithome, would be better still
 As meeting-place for folk made free & glad
 Than any stead the fair land had;
 And men from Stenyclerus came to say
 The selfsame words; whereon he sent that day
 Wide through the land, and bade come thereinto
 Whoso might deem that he had aught to do
 With ruling of the land, upon a tide
 He and his named; nor did he bide
 Long idle at Andania: the next morn
 He rose up ere the dark was quite outworn,
 And bearing with him those fair arms that he
 Won in Laconia went full silently
 Unto a shrine of Mars upon the wall,
 And silent mid the warders slow footfall
 There he arrayed himself in these; then said:
 “O dreadful God, if ever I had prayed
 For happy life, or quiet days, or e’en
 Short life and peaceful death, then had it been
 But mockery on my body these to bear
 Wrought in thine honour so exceeding fair:
 But when they lay a man on his last bed
 With fairest raiment do they deck the dead,
 And even so it fares with me today:
 Scarce were I lonelier now, if far away
 My soul were gone, my body laid at rest:
 Yet do I deem well I have chosen the best
 When I look round upon the lives of men
 And the vain dreams, dreamed o’er & oer again,
 Waked from with anguish, blindly sought for still;
 No need to ask thee if I do thy will,
 No need to ask thee to abide by me
 To look upon my doings that shall be,
 Since fate has marked me body & soul to bear
 The loneliness, the sternness and the care
 That do these deeds, the failure and the shame,
 And – when my soul can feel no more – the fame
 That men must needs desire – See I go
 In a few hours e’en such a deed to do
 As thou, O God shalt think me marked thereby
 To be thine own.”
 He turned and pensively
 Paced up and down the rampart for a space,
 Till others gan to stir about the place
 Besides the warders: then he bade to horse,
 And, leaving there the more part of the force
 Gathered about Andania, rode his ways
 With a chosen band.
 Old folk in after days,
 When all was fallen unto nought again,
 Telling the story of their struggle vain,
 Would feel their hearts beat quicker as they told
 Of his grey eyes beneath his hair of gold
 That dreamy morn; then like a tale come true
 Told of the Gods it seemed, that one should do
 Such deeds and be so fair, so strong to save,
 And yet so kind-eyed, smiling and yet grave
 As though with deep insight, as round about
 Rang the glad voices of folk free from doubt
 And soft with new found bliss; as wife or maid
 Went on their way rejoicing to have laid
 Hand on the skirts of him or to have touched,
 It might be, the brown hand that erewhile clutched
 The pitiless sword that woke anew that strife
 Amid whose clashing failed so many a life.
 

How Aristomenes Saw Sparta And Came To Ithome.
 

Throughout the countryside that day he rode
 And stayed awhile at every fair abode
 He passed that he might know how the land fared,
 And to give arms and counsel: still he heard
 Of no foes nigh, and all the people seemed
 As though the end now fully gained they deemed;
 Feasting and joy he looked on everywhere;
 For now the maiden might be slim and fair
 Nor make her lover tremble and look round,
 When in the wood they walked, at every sound
 He did not know: the good-man now might praise
 His sleek-skinned herd nor fear his voice to raise,
 Folk drank from silver now, nor feared to dine
 With their halls done about with hangings fine.
 On all of whom would Aristomenes
 Cast neither doubt nor fear to break their ease
 But praised what arms they had & gave them more
 And bade them give good heed unto the lore
 Their fathers had in such things, and to deem
 That women loved the clatter & the gleam
 Of sword & shield, and bade them still to strive
 As free men ready for the fight to live:
 And unto all he seemed a god indeed,
 A man to help them at their utmost need.
 About the ending of the second day
 He stayed his band anigh the mountain-way
 That threading rough Taygetus cometh down
 Upon Eurotas and the lordly town
 Where dwelt the Spartans; just in Spartan land:
 They pitched their tents, and there he gave command
 That they till noon of the next day should bide
 And do no hurt unto the country-side;
 “But me,” he said, “the Gods call otherwhere;
 And if so be that I should chance to fare
 The longest and the latest road of all;
 Think no great harm thereof; for that shall fall
 That the Fates will: and verily I think
 If all our folk ‘neath fire and steel should sink,
 Of these dry straws ye gather for a bed
 The Fates would fashion warriors in their stead
 To quell Laconia. Have no care for me
 But rest in peace, for good days shall ye see!”
 Therewith from off him his fair helm he did,
 And with a homespun coat his armour hid
 And took an ill-wrought and rough-shafted spear
 Such as a shepherd gainst the wolf might bear
 And pulled a hood over his face, then went
 Unto the gear that lay before his tent
 And took a bundle from it, that might be
 Some wicked thing for all that folk could see,
 Then backed a horse rough-groomed but strong & tall,
 And as the shadows of the hills gan fall
 Their longest jogged on slowly up the pass
 That led to Sparta. A soft eve it was,
 But from the south the clouds were gathering now
 Neath a light wind, and as the dark did grow,
 So grew they till a drizzling undersky
 Hid moon and stars, and all the wind did die,
 Though rather grey than black the night was still
 As slowly onward, betwixt hill & hill,
 Amid the noises of the night, he passed
 Meeting few folk at first and none at last
 For a long while: once on the silence broke
 From somewhere nigh the noise of feasting folk,
 And blurred lights gleaming wide could he espy.
 Once heard he cows low, from some shed, so nigh
 That trampling of the horses too he heard;
 And once a shepherd, mocking some night-bird
 And answered by his dog; and on he rode
 Through the dank drizzling night with little load
 Upon his heart, thinking of matters great.
 And now he deemed indeed the night grew late,
 And once or twice he drew rein for it seemed
 That somewhat glimmered far off, that he deemed
 The water whereof did his foemen drink,
 The white Eurotas, till the dream would shrink
 And all be grey and empty; till at last
 When down-hill sleepily he long had passed
 Close by a sudden light broke on his eyes
 And a black gable shadow-like did rise
 In the grey night, and in the road nearby
 Were other shadows moving silently
 Whence here and there steel glimmered: the long street
 Dimly he saw beyond, as he did meet
 The watch of Sparta: for belike ye know
 Their glory and their might the more to show
 Unwalled the town was of this haughty folk.
 So from the watch the word of challenge broke
 As they his horse-hoofs heard; with clownish shout
 He answered them, and now with little doubt
 They dealt with him when in their midst he came,
 Making small question of his place or name,
 But of the tidings from the west would know:
 God wot he did not spare therewith to show
 Strange things enough to them and portents dire;
 Saying moreover he had seen the fire
 Spread oer Laconia, that a mighty band
 Of the Messenians harried all the land,
 That the Arcadian and the Elian kings
 Were come to help, and many such-like things;
 The which in surly wrath they took: then he
 Asked them in turn where might the dwelling be
 Of Jove’s priest, for thereunto would he wend;
 They bade him go unto the great street’s end
 Where he should see the temple, and nearby
 The priest dwelt in the marble house on high.
 So forth he passed, and coming to the place
 Its mighty pillars through the dusk could trace
 And all was silent round: no stay at all
 He made but gat him oer the boundary wall
 Struggling with hand and knee; then looking round
 Slowly he passed the tree-set holy ground
 Nor yet saw aught; so going on again
 He passed the hushed porch of the mighty fane,
 And came to the inner place, where burned aloft
 A glimmering lamp: again with footsteps soft
 He went about, but there was no one there.
 Then to the feet of great Jove’s image fair
 He went, and gazed on His dim face awhile,
 Then stooping down he undid with a smile
 The bundle he had brought, and therefrom drew
 A mail-coat, glittering & well-wrought & new
 But stained with blood; a crested helm cleft down,
 And a fair shield whereon a lion brown
 Was wrought upon a ground of ruddy gold:
 And therewithal a scroll did he unfold
 Whereon was written;

Aristomenes,
 O Dweller mid the Spartans, gives thee these;
 Since little gifts henceforward shall they have
 Of such to give thee, O thou strong to save:
 Take the first-fruits of these Messenian sword,
 And spare thou not to be a gracious lord
 To those who fear not aught, and hate not thee!
 So then the arms he bare up reverently
 And laid them at Jove’s feet, and thereupon
 The scroll well writ; then turning gat him gone
 And out into the street, and found his beast,
 And went his ways again. Down in the East
 The light spread now; day dawned, the rain was oer
 When to the warders post he came once more,
 Shifting his sword in such a wise that he
 Might come unto the handle easily,
 And smiling as a man that makes a jest
 Unto himself: but now unto their rest
 The more part of the guard was gone, but four
 Were there on foot; who stood his path before
 And bade him stand, wherewith the foremost said:
 “Thy debts in the good town are swiftly paid;
 Where goest thou churl?”
 “Spartan fool, stand off,”
 Said he, “more business hast thou than to scoff
 Good men and true!”
 “What business,” said he, “then?”
 Handling his spear:
 “To stand and fight like men,”
 Said Aristomenes, “not flee away,
 As the tale goes ye fled the other day.”
 Another drew nigh; “Speak thy name out thou
 That we may tell whom we are slaying now.”
 He laughed, but ugly eyes were in his head
 And “pull him down the other warders said.
 Swiftly the hero with his left hand smote
 The man before him, drawing from his coat
 This naked sword, that, whirled about him now,
 Dread & srange in the dripping morn did show,
 As his freed horse sprang forward; low he bent
 Laughing aloud, as o’er his head there went
 The streak of the white spear; then he turned about
 In his saddle crying midst their wrathful shout:
 “Heed well the name of Aristomenes;
 Because in vain ye pray the Gods for ease
 Till he is but a name, though unforgot.”
 Tumult there was and scattering arrow shot
 That harmed him nought; the echo of his name
 Like an ill dream to folk just wakened came,
 As in hot haste half-armed the Spartans ran
 To horse; but saw no more the godlike man
 Till they had fain not seen him.
 On he sped
 Through the fresh morn, and scarce knew more of dread
 Than the light clouds above him, wondering still,
 As swiftly he pressed on twixt hill and hill,
 Passing a homestead here, and there a bridge,
 And here a turret marked grey mountain-ridge,
 What he was thinking of when yesternight
 He passed these same things hidden from his sight.
 Good will and heart he had to turn about
 Fair word unto the staring hind to shout,
 Good will to smile on the short-kirtled maid
 Who shrank with shaded eyes and half afraid
 Against the rock that hedged the narrow road;
 Good will to snatch from off the waggon’s load
 A handful of the sweet close-lying hay;
 Good heart to rise in stirrups when the way
 Grew dark with the oak-bows and to snatch adown
 Acorn and deep-cut leaf a-growing brown;
 Good heart to sing a snatch of some old song
 Learned in the days before he thought of wrong.
 And so at last his pace he needs must slack,
 And, drawing rein high up, he looked aback
 And saw none following him; then on he passed
 At slower pace, and reached his folk at last
 Who with great joy made tremulous with fear
 Received him, as he cried that all might hear:
 “Ill-built is Sparta for a great abode,
 Amid their chiefest street, God wot, the road
 Is roughly paved: small houses and therein;
 Eurotas bridge is ugly, old and thin:
 When we have won the place, mid days of ease
 There will we build us nobler palaces
 And fairer temples than this morn I saw.”
 Then laughing, as about him they did draw
 With wondering faces, did he tell them all,
 And trembling triumph on their hearts did fall
 And trust in such a man their hosts to lead.
 In fair wise did his careful journey speed
 Throughout the land now; to the sea he came
 The second day, and there he heard the fame
 Of his last deed: whereby the merchants said
 The Spartan folk were smitten with strange dread
 More than men might have looked for; wide about
 He went thence through the land, & met no doubt,
 Or hanging-back as yet: and on the day
 Appointed reached Ithome; tents there lay
 Before it on the plain, both rich and rude,
 For there was come so great a multitude,
 That the burg, dwindling for this many a year
 Fell short of house-room for their lodging there.
 But when the rumour spread that he was come
 Unto the entry of their Kings’ old home,
 How did folk run together in his way,
 And there with tears that nought of shame would stay,
 And cries like sobs, and words they never knew
 That they could speak, worship the strong & true,
 As up the steep his folk wound to the gate
 Broke open in the days made desolate
 Despite of such as he: – he turned about
 And twixt the spears gazed back upon that rout
 When neath the shadow of the gate he was,
 And far below he saw the light clouds pass
 Over a quiet land, made ready now
 For winter’s rest: then to his broad high brow
 There came a troubled look, and he grew pale,
 Either with memory of the long-past tale,
 Or wild forebodings of the tale to come –
 – And there withal Ithome had him home.
 

How They Would Have Made Aristomenes A King
 

Ithome hath an ancient counsel-hall,
 Where you might now see places on the wall
 Reft of their carven work by hammers long
 Made rust themselves, and quiet from all wrong;
 In its walls’ compass ghosts of hopes & fears
 Stood thick if one might see them; and past years,
 That seemed once as they neer would pass away
 Because of all the woe that on them lay
 Made it a solemn place for all the sun
 That lit it now when there in morn half done
 Stood Aristomenes, mid grey-beards, who
 The sweet from bitter now no longer knew,
 Yet, knew that they were glad; amid their sons,
 Who long ago, as frightened little-ones
 Had hearkened talk of all despair, and came
 In after years to know what meant the shame
 And wretchedness they then heard talked about;
 Amid their sons’ sons, youths without a doubt
 That nought they needed now but new-forged steel
 To beat adown the Spartan common-weal
 Once and for ever: o’er the breath of joy
 High up he stood: but like a glittering toy
 Made for the hour that tide unto him seemed
 A full half of their courage: his eye gleamed
 With fire of deeds to do, as he unrolled
 Their chances, like a tale that has been told
 Already: as one reading from a book
 Of certain fate he spake, and bade them look
 On each side of the glittering height whereon
 They stood now, deeming everything well won,
 And note how black the worst was, & how grey
 The very best, chequered with evil day
 Repulse and hope deferred: Yet even so
 Stronger and brighter seemed their hope to glow;
 Belike his voice more than his words they heard
 Seeing him standing there so unafeared,
 So strong so far above them, and must think
 How can it be that we shall ever sink
 To drag him down. Silent at last he smiled
 And to himself he said; ‘Joy hath beguiled
 Their blind hearts that they look not to the end,
 And that indeed I pray the Gods to send
 Kindly upon them, that they may not rue
 The day they trusted me; for kind and true
 The hearts of these are, neither do I think
 That that folk shall come to hate me, though they shrink
 As I shall shrink not.
 But e’en therewithal
 A messenger there came into the hall
 Who cried aloud, that, come unto the gate
 Folk from Arcadia for their will did wait
 To wot if they might have good hearing now
 Of the chief men, for great things would they show;
 So they were bidden in, and straightway came,
 A great train; many of them known by name
 To the young chief, whom now they did behold
 With no small marvel; fair gleamed out the gold
 On robe and head of them, for they were clad
 As though great dealings with great Kings they had,
 Not with the unruly shockhead youth, that they
 Awhile ago would pass by in the way
 Warily in good sooth and yet with scorn:
 Since certes then tomorrow was unborn.
 Amidst all these and with a strange sharp gleam
 Of the past days that so far off did seem,
 The chief’s eyes met the bright eyes of a youth
 Who smiled up at him, e’en as if in truth
 Those days had been no dream; slim and right fair
 He was to look on; eager-faced, his hair
 Twixt brown and golden, and his eyes brown too;
 Too great a mans son was he erst to do
 Much in the worst deeds that those youths had done
 Yet in their company did he count one,
 And was much honoured his name
 And of a great Arcadian house he came.
 Ever he seemed a youth of gentle ways
 And kindly, and would go about to praise
 Rough Aristomenes e’en as he might,
 And do his utmost, wrongs of his to right,
 And as one pained would put off mocks from him.
 A little while the heroe’s eyes waxed dim,
 As though regret had not all left his soul;
 But upward then a mighty shout did roll
 Shaking the dusty beams to welcome these,
 For sure folk deemed they brought their cause increase.
 Then spake the first man of them:
 “Friends made free
 Good men of fair Messenia, here with me,
 I bear a message from the Arcadian land,
 So tell me prithee to whose ear or hand
 I shall deliver it; which saith no less
 Than, that our folk behold your happiness
 With joy for you, and knowing therewithal
 That Sparta doth but wait her time to fall
 Upon Arcadia, fain the time would take
 Ere it is flown, and with your stout hearts make
 Trusty alliance both in fold and field
 That each to each may be fair sword & shield
 Gainst Sparta: If ye deem the offer good,
 Not long we grey-beards shall rub hood gainst hood
 And talk of what shall be: certes I think
 In the good town I heard the hammers clink
 On other gear than cooking-pots; and sooth
 About the streets was many a likely youth
 Who in his sister’s hands had left the crook.”
 Again in answer the old rooftree shook
 And then old Damis stood forth & did cry
 For silence, and a little company
 Of elders was behind him; in his hand
 Somewhat he held silk-covered, and a wand
 Silk-covered too: he said
 “Arcadian friends
 With great strides in these later days time wends;
 For your good will, O neighbours certainly
 We looked, but wotted not when we should see
 The word ye bring: so are we met today
 The greatest weight upon one head to lay
 And are the gladder ye are witnesses
 To this our will. O Aristomenes,
 Too full the days are filled with weighty things
 That we should beat about to find us kings
 If no one here were by so much the best
 That we a kingless company might rest;
 But now nought have we got to choose at all
 For on thine head the power of Jove doth fall
 Will we or will we not: of royal seed
 Thou art; stretch forth thine hand then in our need
 O child of Aepitus, and take this crown,
 And staff that neath the moon I dug deep down
 In Ira on that night of all despair!
 Nought is it that the things are rich and fair,
 Little that they are hallowed by the touch
 Of brave men dead; nay hardly is it much
 That with them go the worship & the trust
 Of all our hearts: we do but as we must.”
 Amid the thundering shout that followed then
 He raised aloft before the eyes of men
 A gemmed crown glistening, and an ivory rod
 Gold-bound and meet it seemed for any God,
 That once had swayed Messenia; felt
 His heart beat quick and high, as his friend dwelt
 Smiling a moment, with and unchanged cheek
 And merry eye waiting till he might speak;
 At last he stooped adown and from his feet
 Lifted his bright steel helm & cried:
 “O sweet,
 To think that I this day am well beloved,
 To think that through me this great folk is moved
 To freedom and to glory! nor say I
 But I may hold this sceptre verily
 In days to come: if ye shall need me then
 When ye are living free and peaceful men
 With nought to fear; as surely as I deem
 That in those days to most folk I shall seem
 Worth no reward but love for that wherein
 I loved my folk – but now is all to win –
 Look you, that headpiece that ye show me now,
 Is it as meet a thing to ward the blow
 Of Sparta, as thing, that glitters too
 When dint of sword shakes off the morning dew?
 This ivory staff ye offer, will it hold
 Nor fall atwain when rank gainst rank is rolled,
 Like this? – that no unhandy smith hath made,
 Pommel and hilts and guard and shapely blade!”
 The helm was on his head now and the sword
 Gleamed in his right hand as he spake the word,
 A God new-born he seemed to all that tide,
 As from amid the tumult a voice cried;
 “Name thine own name then; we are nought but thine
 Whateer folk call thee shalt thou be divine!
 How shall we speak against thee?”
 “O fair friends,”
 He said, “till all the war and trouble ends,
 Till my life ends – if so be while I live
 Aught for your need these hands this heart may give –
 Call me the Captain of your Hosts; and gaze
 With such looks on me in those other days
 When all seems tottering – that we may not part
 Save by the stroke of death!”
 From every heart
 Forth leapt the cry, “Hail Captain of our Host!,”
 And oer the upturned faces, weapons tossed
 Gleamed in the white sun. Then the Captain turned
 Unto the guests;
 “Sirs,” said he, “ye have learned
 How this folk trusts my youth – but for your part
 Doubt not that ye are dear unto our heart
 And that we hope great things from this your aid.
 Now by my counsel were all due things paid
 Unto the Gods, the oaths ye came to swear
 Sworn fittingly: then to speech fall we here
 That we know all wisdom that ye have,
 Since mighty things, meseems, there are to save.”
 So to Jove’s temple through the press they went
 In solemn wise; but on the way he leant
 Towards and said softly:
 “Art thou glad,
 Or dost thou deem the world and I are mad,
 And that I sell my youth and bliss too cheap;
 What sayst thou fellow; wilt thou laugh or weep?”
 For cheek was flushed and to his eyes
 Somewhat like tears there seemed indeed to rise
 And his lip quivered; yet he smiled withal
 As now he answered; “Surely may I call
 Thy lot the happiest lot eer told in tale;
 And if it might be that I could avail
 To share it somewhat, what wouldst thou say then?”
 The Captain’s face grew grave: “Among all men
 I should choose thee belike – yet scarce know why –
 Though thou art kind; and thine heart aimeth high
 And thou art fain a life of fame to live –
 Come now, if so thou willest, we will strive
 To hold together till the end of all;
 Belike as into loneliness we fall
 Each to the other through dull days shall be
 The glimmering light whereby we each may see
 The joy and promise of the bygone days
 Ere into many dark & doubtful doubtful ways
 The broad way sundered – what an untold pain
 That yet may be before the end we gain!”
 They parted mid the press as thus he spake
 But into bloom in heart did break
 A great delight; full of things sweet to win
 The world seemed; good it was to dwell therein,
 And yet a fair thing ‘twixt glad day and day
 To risk the sweeping of all this away
 To win a little more.
 Now so it fell
 That with the Arcadians went things more than well
 And back again they went in two days space,
 But had good leave in that same place
 Yet to abide: full word the envoys gave
 That in a week an army would they have
 Afoot and hot for fight: but ere that tide
 Fluttered with fear the land was far and wide
 For Sparta was afield again: wild tales
 Of horror came from all the nighest vales
 Unto Laconia, of man wife and child
 Slain with sharp torments; holy maids defiled
 Before the altar; steads with salt strewn,
 All hate and fury loose: and more & more
 Each hour did folk upon the Captain gaze
 As though it lay in him to give good days
 So at the last, he, thinking of the thing,
 ‘Gan deem it best the dice once more to fling
 In desperate wise, nor wait the coming there
 Of the Arcadian folk, lest swift despair
 Should quench the unreasoning joy his folk erst had.
 So he rode forth, and who but he was glad
 That day at least, as out of gates he went;
 Firm looked his band, bright-faced and confident,
 Until all folk, the foe being unseen yet
 They and their close array, gan to forget
 That this was but a handful; for be sure
 The Captain had but those who might endure
 Hard brunt and long, nor cared to eke
 His line out with poor hearted folk and weak
 Or half-armed lads; so sullen silence broke
 And the gates shut upon a shouting folk,
 And most thus left behind were of good cheer
 But those belike whose loves or children were
 Marching on proud enough, nor thinking much
 Whose hearts but theirs the coming fight might touch.
 But who beside the Captain rode
 Looked grave and pale, as one who knew what load
 Upon the smiling Captain’s heart might lie
 For he though he should hold it good to die
 In such fair fellowship, yet in good sooth
 Deemed life a lovely thing amidst of youth
 And with a sickening of the soul still thought
 Of the world going on while he was nought
 And heeding little of his life or death.
 Not far from Steny clerus, the tale saith
 On certain Spartan plunderers did they come
 And slaying many drave the others home
 Unto their camp: then, it being end of day
 Upon a little knoll side they made stay
 And till the dying moon the daylight brought
 A rampart of felled trees about them wrought
 And waited there with good heart, till they heard
 An hour ere sunrise how the Spartans stirred;
 Merry were all, but, who as yet
 No point of mortal steel had ever met
 Felt as in some wild dream; all flushed he was
 And thwart his spirit changing clouds did pass
 And minutes seemed grown hours; and all the while
 He watched the Captain pass with quiet smile
 About the ranks, even as one who felt
 But little hope or fear, but deftly dealt
 With a great engine, understood indeed,
 Yet but half trusted, asking for all heed:
 His mien to most men there give heart enow
 Strange fear to: all things seemed to grow
 So changed and hard to cope with. But the sun
 Oertopped the hills and suddenly outshone
 Oer a grey world, and down below, where lay
 The tents of Sparta midst the olives grey
 On a great shifting coil of steel gan flame,
 As from the camp the dreadful spear wood came,
 Silent of words, but in the morning still
 Sending dull tramp and clash from hill to hill.
 A pain grew breath, and hard to draw,
 Colours of things kept changing, like a straw
 His great spear felt within the hand of him;
 But as he looked about, with eyes now dim,
 Now passing clear of sight, he saw his friend
 Rub from his sword-blade with his gown-skirts end
 A speck of rust, een as a dreadful shout
 Rang from the hill side; then he turned about,
 And from his lips a word came, sharp & clear
 But nowise loud; and from the hope & fear
 Of many hearts a cry came, bowstrings’ twang
 And dull sounds answering and the changing clang
 Of armour smitten followed, and a sound
 As though of thunder prisoned underground
 A wild cry and a flash, and face to face
 Amid the tangled spears for a short space
 Stood with the wild-eyed men of war
 With life and death no more to him a care
 And no more feeling hopeless or alone
 Or wondering aught at aught that might be done,
 For fallen dead the Spartan fury was
 Before the hopeless wall they might not pass
 Whence man on man fell back, as the line swayed
 This way and that, as little knots there made
 Wild rushes and gave back again; at last
 Drawn back a little way beyond spear-cast
 To arrow-shot they turned them, till a man
 Armed gloriously from out their midmost ran
 And cast away his shield; then at his cry
 Down went the spears of all that company
 And dying men beneath the wall turned round
 With hopeless eyes as the feet shook the ground:
 But ere their spears could surge against the wall,
 The Captain from the top thereof did call
 In a great voice; “O fellows come ye forth
 Lest they should think our spear-staves of less worth
 Than these green boughs. too far apart are we
 Too far apart those cruel eyes to see!”
 Clashing he leapt adown amid their shout
 Up went the spears, and soon were most without
 The piled-up trees, and running ‘gainst the foe
 Foremost of whom the gold-clad man did go,
 Big made and open-mouthed and fiery eyed
 Who, setting eyes upon the Captain cried,
 “I see the man!” nor spake another word
 For swift ran; forth and ere the sword
 Whirled wild about smote Aristomenes
 Fallen beneath an axe. Cast to his knees,
 The Arcadian’s blade let out the Spartan soul
 Through his pierced brawny throat; down did he roll
 And over him clashed spear & axe & shield
 As the ranks met together; swayed and reeled
 Amid wild clamour there the Spartan folk
 Then gave back slowly, and then turned & broke
 Adown the hill, and with all death behind
 All shame before them, scattered wildered blind
 Fled toward their camp; and little did it lack,
 The story tells, but none of them went back
 Unto the camp or Sparta; but it fell
 That the high Gods, who love great men too well
 To let them work their work out over soon,
 Cast oer the world two hours before the noon
 Thick mist and clouds low drifting; so the rout
 Of beaten men escaped through dark and doubt;
 And when the next day dawned serene & clear
 The Spartan leaguer was no longer there.
 Now when the man had beat down there
 Was borne forth in his golden armour fair
 Known was he for a man of royal kin,
 And for his slaying did the young man win
 Thanks in few words from Aristomenes,
 And from all men such praise as well did please
 His eager heart, and still for more he yearned,
 And down the dusk of coming life there burned
 Bright shows of life & death made sweet by fame.
 And now to make Messenia’s joy complete
 The Arcadian help the Captain’s band did meet,
 And a great host they were, who wended now
 Their might unto the countryside to show
 That lay anigh Laconia; there they found
 Great signs of ravage every where around,
 And many a tale of Spartan wrath they heard,
 So in the Spartan marches flock & herd
 And plenteous wealth they swept up, nor might hear
 Of men-at-arms to meet them anywhere
 Nigher than Sparta: but the Gods once more
 Would not that all too quickly should be o’er;
 For when the host was ready to set on
 For very Sparta that all men deemed won,
 The Arcadian prophets put forth omens dire
 Nor would their folk move forth a furlong nigher
 Despite the Captain;s prayers, toward the foe.
 Then first gan Aristomenes to know
 How one man fights against the world and dies
 Winning great fame and many miseries.
 Yet did the host with plenteous joy wend back
 And in the Captain was there little lack
 Of smiles for all, and sweet words: why should he
 He thought foretell the coming misery
 To such as these, a many would die first,
 Though he should live to see his life accurst.
 So at Ithome was there joyful day
 At their returning.
 Now would  stay
 Beside the Captain, and things turned out so
 That he had leave his will herein to do,
 And thereat glad his friend was for his part;
 The young man’s eagerness rejoiced his heart
 Old ere its time, in sombre manhood steeped
 Its freshness with so many cares oerheaped,
 Where day by day some bliss long cherished died
 Some hope that once seemed fashioned long to bide.
 

Truce with Sparta: The Years Get Over.
 

Fair bloomed meanwhile Messenia’s hap brought back
 No fortune now the freed land seemed to lack
 For a long space: with the Arcadian aid
 And a great host of men right well arrayed
 Fared Aristomenes to meet again
 The gathered might of these most stubborn men,
 Whose good heart at the last did fail them now
 When ugly omens did their prophets show
 Upon the eve of battle; wherefore they
 Made truce until three years should pass away;
 And so to rest may all Messenia turn
 And it may be before long come to learn
 How wealth dulls courage.
 But this time of peace
 Brought little rest to Aristomenes
 Who now must turn his eager heart to deal
 with daily troubles of the commonweal;
 Wherein, God wot, his heart would sicken oft,
 So hard it seemed to bear the head aloft
 Mid dull recurring waves of faithlessness,
 And cruel folly; young he was no less,
 Strong-hearted, and as day passed over day
 No added weight he on his soul did lay
 That he might scape; so he lived on his life
 With calm heart waiting for the coming strife
 Nor ill content that not too swift it came.
 There dwelt  too greedy after fame
 Splendid of speech, devouring eagerly
 Life as it passed lest too young he should die,
 Hot-hearted, longing sorely for all praise
 And amorous as the first of April days
 Beloved in turn amid his youth’s fresh flower
 By many a maid from sweet hour unto hour;
 Deeming his friend scarce worser than a God.
 And so the days each on the other trod
 And months rolled into years: not over well
 The truce was kept, and at the last men fell
 To open war ere the three years were o’er
 As though full fain to make peace never more;
 Fierce fights there were, and it fell oft enow;
 That neither side much glory had to show;
 Defeats borne up against; sad victories
 Where dead men lay as thick as autumn flies
 For little gain; treachery, faint-heartedness
 When courage most was needed – And no less
 Than in the first flushed days of glorious strife
 Was Aristomenes with all hope rife
 In outward seeming; and in sooth, the land,
 However buffetted on either hand,
 Had still a name and place.
 More years passed on
 And from all people now had won
 The good name Pthat he yearned for; brave and kind
 He was, and in his presence would men find
 Help against hard things; women loved him well
 Of all his happy days twere hard to tell
 And how sweet life still seemed to him: most men
 Would turn a little grave and silent, when
 The eyes or speech of Aristomenes
 Came thwart their life; but unto all of these
 Did  seem most meet for every need;
 Folk feared the Captain now; deemed him indeed
 Wise, just, but hard; yea ready it might be
 As the years changed, for needful cruelty,
 Dark-souled they deemed him: but the other one
 Across the dull path of the world had shone
 A very light from heaven, so brave and true,
 So soft e’en when the worst of folk he knew.
 So of all men was  well beloved
 And many hearts of women had he moved
 Een as I said; yet was it even so
 That Aristomenes still failed to know
 Amid his wisdom one thing strange to tell,
 That scarcely ever when his feared glance fell
 Upon fair women, did it fail to move
 Their inmost hearts with thoughts of a sweet love
 That brought no shame with it, and it was true
 That children well the heart within him knew
 Nor feared him though no smile should light his face:
 Thrice it befell that in some open place
 Mid a wild storm he was, then to the knees
 Of this so dreaded Aristomenes
 Trusting, unchid, the homely children crept
 And unscared watched the lightning as it leapt
 From heaven to earth, thinking that surely there
 No need there was the Godmade threat to fear.
 Men deemed it fair that  clung so close
 To Aristomenes, who yet might lose
 The people’s love, they said, ere all was told;
 So did keen eyes and clear the end behold!
 

The Dream of Glauce
 

Say that five years are worn by since the day
 When Aristomenes first reft away
 Peace from Laconia; at the very stead
 Where those first wild defiant words were said
 My tale deals now; there dwelt the widow still
 Of the slain man: her barns the year did fill
 With plenteous increase now, and rich she was
 For ever had it chanced all war to pass
 This side or that of her fair fruitful lands;
 Nor had she had a trouble on her hands
 Since that ill day long bygone. Still waxed there
 That daughter, now a woman wondrous fair
 Great-hearted by folks deeming, and most wise,
 And yet a trouble to mens hearts and eyes.
 So on this summer morn behold her go
 About a garden-alley to and fro;
 Fresher than are the daisies swept aside
 By the fair wrought hem that her feet doth hide
 Has she been wont to walk there; but today,
 Yea for a many days, her eyen grey
 Show heavy thoughts, and her fair brow is drawn
 With memories of the slow-foot leaden dawn
 When weary with wild longings of the night,
 Empty of thought, she chid the lingering light.
 She stayeth now, and with a languid hand
 Plucks at the raspberry bramble & doth stand
 Gazing with listless eyes upon the wealth
 Of the full garden, till at last by stealth
 Come through unnoted sound and scent & sight
 Dear memories of her childhood’s fresh delight,
 Which little by little draw her on to see
 That summer morn, when, somewhat wearied, she
 From out the murmuring scented place had turned
 Into the court wherein the hot sun burned,
 And so with slow feet reached the peopled hall,
 Amid its coolness into dreams to fall,
 That were dreams still, when those Messenian folk
 With woe and wrong across her young life broke.
 So now she stood awhile, and scarce, I deem,
 Could have told out what things were in her dream
 If one had asked her; yet therein indeed
 Were images of war, and days of need,
 Sick-hearted striving, utter loneliness,
 That may not ask for any heart to bless
 Its gain and loss; all this borne in such wise,
 For such a glorious end, that men’s cleared eyes
 When the worn heart rest’s, lonely still at last.
 Behold a dead God from amidst them past,
 And make long tales of it – her dream saw then
 Another life apart from striving men
 Listless and self-despising and alone
 Till death should find it out with nothing done,
 – What if a third dream swept in with the breeze,
 That bore the scent of blossomed linden trees,
 And fruits full ripe, unto her weary face,
 Sometimes within her heart with these had place
 A dream of eager life and happy rest
 Lonely no more, still striving for the best?
 – Whate’er she dreamed like dreams of sleep it was,
 Unmastered by her, as her feet ‘gan pass
 Once more between the lilies.
 So she came
 Unto a yew set place, and her own name
 Seemed in the throbbing air, as dreamily
 She sat her down beneath the darkest tree
 And heavy with unrest sank back at last
 Against the trunk and into real sleep past
 And still in sleep her name she seemed to hear
 Each time called louder, yet she might not stir,
 Till like a shrieck throughout the place it rang
 ‘Glauce O Glauce!’ and she heard a clang
 As of an armed man fallen, and upright
 She stood awake again, the sudden light
 Making the sweet place dreadful; but withal
 She heard one close anigh her name out call,
 And turning pale and trembling still she saw
 Her fostermother through the dark boughs draw;
 A woman old and wise, and somewhat feared,
 Because men deemed that from the Fates she heard
 More than the most of folk: with anxious eyes
 She gazed at Glauce, till there gan to rise
 A great dread in her heart, and she cried out:
 “O mother, hast thou given me then this doubt
 Of what today shall bring?”
 She set her hand
 Upon her breast, and panting there did stand,
 Till the old woman came to her, and laid
 A kind hand on her slender hand & said:
 Fear not, my child, sure nought goes wrong with thee,
 Though thou and I belike somewhat may see
 This morn of what is coming.”
 She sat down
 As one o’er-weary on the bench of stone
 Beneath the tree, but the maid stood a space
 Gazing upon her with an anxious face,
 Then sank adown upon the grass beside
 And, while her lashes her deep eyes did hide
 Spake out:
 “Thou knowest. mother, time agone
 While I was yet a child, thou deemd’st me one
 Who knew of unseen things; myself I knew
 As one who cast all heart and hope unto
 Great things and far off: but time passed and I
 Waxed, and at last, was somewhat womanly,
 Then gloomy dreaming left me clean, and thou,
 As well beseemed, thereat wert glad enow;
 For I grew lithe therewith and strong and fair
 Glad with my life alone and the world’s air
 And common sights and sounds – wise as a man,
 Thou calledst me once, and a pain through me ran,
 As thou saidst that – yet surely with good days
 My life went by along those pleasant ways,
 Too happy to need hope or passion aught.
 But now a long while something has been brougt
 Anigh my eyes that I may see not clear
 Yet know that change and trouble doth it bear
 For me and for my life.”
 Her hand fell down
 From off her gown’s hem to the grass, as she
 Spake these words; but the old dame curiously
 Gazed on her, yet said nought; until she saw
 A rising pain her fair lips downward draw
 And down her cheeks slow tears began to fall;
 Yet she spake on:
 “Nor mother is that all;
 Behold me; has not my bright face grown wan
 These days past – those wise words as of a man,
 Hast thou heard aught of them for long? scarce now
 I heed in what wise the fair flowers may blow
 In this desired summer-tide; my eyes
 See and see not; scarce have I will to rise
 In the sweet morn, although I loathe my bed;
 Night comes and I am weary, yet my head
 May have no rest upon the pillow there;
 And yet I dream, and wild eyes seem to stare
 On my unhappy face, that once would smile
 So frankly upon all things; and meanwhile
 Nought know I why these things should fall on me
 For I ail nought; in fair estate are we,
 And all the trouble of this dragging war
 Is but a murmur to us heard afar.”
 She stopped, and her head fell, her eyes did meet
 In empty wise the gems upon her feet
 And her fair-broidered hem: but the nurse spake:
 “Some little while, belike, thou didst not wake
 Last night, O dear one; for I mind me well
 That years agone when weighty dreaming fell
 On me, thy night was dreamful too, and now
 A dream I hold of import could I show.”
 Glauce turned not to her, but wearily
 Made answer; “Yea I dreamed last night; for I
 Thought I abode with hunters in the wood,
 And wove a wreath of flowers as red as blood,
 The while they told of all their cares & foils,
 And how the King-beast had escaped their toils;
 Nor did I think that ill; but midst of this
 Things changed without surprise, as still it is
 The wont of dreams; amid grey wolves I sat
 Who snarled and whined in hungry wise; with that
 From out the dusk came other dog wolves ten,
 Marshalled indeed after the guise of men
 About a mighty lion, who me thought
 Nobler than all beasts; but his claws were gone
 And his jaws bound: well, so my dream went on
 That well I knew these wolves had done the thing,
 And long they snarled about the yellow king
 Rejoicing, till at last they lay down there
 And fell asleep: then was I full of care
 For that great beast, and rose and went about
 To rend his bonds; and then without a doubt
 Of aught of folly, as in dreams it goes,
 I gave him other claws in place of those
 That they had had from him, and glad at heart,
 Roaring like thunder, then did he depart
 Into the waste, and I – I cowered down
 Among the brake, for grass-green was my gown,
 And from the wakening wolves I strove to hide,
 But now my gown at first full long & wide
 Grew short and strait, and therewith did I seem
 To see my bare limbs in the moonlight gleam,
 And knew the grey beasts, white-toothed red of tongue
 Beheld them too – but through the air there rung
 Great sound of trumpets as my terror grew
 Unto its height, nor more of dream I knew,
 But in the moonlight lay awake and cold.”
 “E’en such a dream I looked thou wouldsPt have told”
 The crone said, “but upon a hill of grass
 Amid my dream last night methought I was
 And saw an eagle struggling in a gin,
 And would have told thee, but might nowise win
 Away from where I stood, till presently
 Lo, even thy very self came hurrying by
 And freed the noble bird, then didst thou reach
 Thy white wrist out, and seemed fain to beseech
 That he would perch there, neither did he fail
 To do thy will, then did thine arm avail
 To bear him up, and thou didst turn to me,
 And I came to thee, and we went all three
 Through pleasant meads until I woke to day.”
 Sidelong upon the grass fair Glauce lay
 As the nurse spake, nor seemed to heed at all;
 Nay mid her own tale the words seemed to fall
 From out her lips, as though she scarce knew aught
 Of what she said: clear now the soft wind brought
 The throstles song from the deep wood-side near
 And mingled sweet scents with that sound did bear;
 Short grew the shadows, and the conduit noise
 Was a fair sound to make parched lips rejoice,
 For not a cloud there was in all the sky;
 Silent were both there, until suddenly
 Unto her feet leapt Glauce, and the sun
 White with the noon adown her side did run
 As she cried out;
 “Is there no more than this
 In such a life as folk call full of bliss?
 The daily rising to soft words of slaves,
 The flute a-babbling while the bath’s cool waves
 Lap one about; the scented essences,
 The lordly loitering neath the blossomed trees,
 Hearkening the hum of working maids anigh;
 The word scarce uttered that one’s will may fly
 To folk that fear us; then the harp-soothed meal
 The talk of little things while sleep doth steal
 Over the weary soul; the lingering sun
 So weary hot een with day well nigh done,
 And then the night, with change & hope shut out,
 And within yearning vain and ravelled doubt –
 – And all this oer and oer and oer again!
 Ah is there one who has not deemed it vain
 A life like this? who has not cried to live
 Some fairer life, with hope and fear to strive,
 That dying they might leave a little done,
 Nor while they lived be utterly alone?”
 The nurse smiled on her, and said; “Fair my child,
 Een such a life as folk hath oft beguiled
 To thinking hopeful yet may come to thee:
 When thou wert little often might I see
 Glimpses of this thy coming life; but now
 Misty do all foreshadowings to me grow,
 Because perchance the things that they foretell
 Are nigh at hand now.”

                                           Een therewith there fell
 Upon their ears the sound of a great horn,
 And either started with new thoughts halfborn
 From anxious hearts, and the nurse said;

 “Woe’s me
 Shall our stead at the last war’s ruin see?
 This was a blast of war that we have heard.”
 But some fresh hope within the maid’s heart stirred;
 “Come,” said she, and fear not, nought will it save
 Of harm if here the meeting we shall have
 And catching up her skirts she hurried on
 Into the paved court flooded with the sun,
 Where ‘bove a crowd of men newcome field
 Raised high on a great spear shone forth a shield
 Wherein on golden ground wrought cunningly
 With outstretched wings an eagle seemed to fly,
 And well the nurse deemed that that shield of yore
 Had hung in their own shrine the God before;
 But midst the knot of home folk they could see
 Were men at arms, and one spoke eagerly,
 As one who tells a fair tale; “Well,” he said,
 As they drew nigh, “not ill the trap was laid,
 This man – behold him, a mere man he is! –
 Works hard, God wot, to win his people bliss,
 And mad things must he do to make them think
 That he no more than Hercules would shrink
 From dealing with a host – that he is God –
 Whereby it came that in the springe he trod:
 He fell Upon the chapmen, as I say
 And with his spoil he followed up the way
 To where the pass makes dusk at the noontide
 And there we bode him by the highway side;
 No need to make long tale for there were we
 With bows and spears, sixscore in company
 And when the whistle let the shafts fly forth
 And they were sped, but ten of his were worth
 Touching with edge or point, and he fled not
 And sooth to say was nowise over hot
 In handy blows, so here without a wound
 We have him, a fair sight thus safe & sound
 For the old town – ah your dame is here,
 Stand by my masters leave a good space clear.”
 Indeed the good wife came from out the hall
 Fair clad, and back fell serving-man & thrall,
 And midst the men those twain could now behold
 A goodly one in armour dight with gold
 But swordless and fast bound, who in calm wise
 Now turned his sunburned face & light grey eyes
 Toward Glauce, and a faint smile crossed his face
 As though her fairness pleased him; neath his gaze
 She changed and trembled sore, and the hot blood
 Seemed stayed about her heart, as there she stood
 Twitching her hands as though to reach to him,
 And feeling faint and weak of heart and limb,
 Yet ever counting oer and oer again
 Those men-at-arms and muttering, ‘Ten, yea ten.’
 But now whereas the goodwife was come forth
 The spokesman said; “A thing once deemed of worth
 We bring you, lady, though perchance tomorn
 It shall but be a thing of all to scorn,
 And the next day an ass-load of worm’s meat,
 Though once indeed it went on eager feet
 And had the name of Aristomenes
 “Welcome,” she said, “in what thing may I please
 Thee and thy fellows? all is not enow
 Some honour to this happy hour to show.”
 “Lady,” he said, “here would we lie tonight;
 Our company shall come back with the light
 Tomorrow morn, & with them shall they have
 Enow to meet whoso shall try to save
 This treasure here, when they shall hear of it,
 How it is vanished.”
 A light smile did flit
 Across the Captain’s face; but the dame cried
 Be welcome here as long as ye will bide,
 And sooth I hope to make you say henceforth
 That This is a fair stead of plenteous worth.
 Ah I am glad to day – for thou, for thou
 Didst speak thy name here once – cried far enow
 Since that tide now some five years past away.
 How sayst thou, art thou glad yet of that day?
 Speak is thy tongue bound too?”
 A murmur ran
 With chuckling laughter on from man to man
 But Glauce flushed blood-red and new strength came
 Into her heart as he spake out;
 “Nay dame,
 Gladness and sorrow for a long time past
 Are grown mere words to me; if life shall last
 Beyond tomorrow I shall hope again,
 As I hope now, yet not for loss of pain,
 Nay I scarce know for what. But now behold
 If any tale of this thine house is told
 This shall it be, that Aristomenes
 Guested here twice.”
 “Nay, bondsman, hold thy peace.”
 The goodwife cried, a long tale dost thou make,
 Thou needst not weep belike for thy life’s sake;
 I deem not they will slay thee; rather thou
 In some barred cage shall be full-fed enow,
 And children shall be brought to see thee eat
 And laugh because thou thinkst a beasts life sweet.”
 But Aristomenes laughed out and said;
 Well, when the turf upon my breast is laid
 I shall lie still perchance, nor heed mocks aught;
 But more fools are the Spartans than I thought
 Unless they lay me in that strait abode.”
 Then from the homefolk one unto him strode
 And smote him with a rake-staff from behind
 And the rest laughed and jeered; but deaf & blind
 Grew Glauce now, and well nigh had cried out,
 But the nurse whispered low; “Have thou no doubt
 That the Gods need us; strive then with thine heart
 Till the time come for us to play our part!”
 But now the goodwife led into the hall
 And there was good cheer dealt out unto all,
 And men were merry; mocking at their prize,
 Who sat amid their jeers with unchanged eyes
 And ate the meat they brought him, though indeed
 For that they mocked him more & said;
 “Small need For thee to eat, Messenian, unless thou
 Deem’st thou hast not yet wasted us enow!
 wilt thou die drunk then?
 Nought at all he said
 Nor changed his colour, nor abased his head
 Whatso they spake; but Glauce sat all pale
 And quivering, till she, fearing for the tale
 Her face might tell said;
 “Mother, dost thou see,
 What an ill face I bear about with me?
 Scarce now this place, this man s eyes may I bear,
 Because methinks I see my father here,
 And those eyes glaring on him.”
 But with that
 Must her face turn to where in bonds he sat
 With a strange look that did belie her speech
 For pardon rather did that look beseech
 As her eyes met his solemn eyes, wherein
 Through wonder did a troubled pity win
 As of a seer who seeth the end so well
 Yet nought to any man thereof may tell.
 Sick yearning took her soul amid that gaze,
 She strove her hand to failing eyes to raise
 And might not, but sank backward fainting there,
 Whom to her bower the maids did straightly bear
 While spake her mother;
 “Ah poor maid, she grows
 Changed now ailing and dreamy, but who knows
 But a man’s love might somewhat change her dream.
 Love-Psick without a lover doth she seem.”
 But Aristomenes as one whom death
 Made clear of vision muttered neath his breath;
 “Woes me, that yet my dying face should make
 The heart of such a lovely thing to ache;
 My face, that living had no power to move
 The heart of any woman unto love!
 Ah if my soul shrinks from the coming end
 God wot that from great troubles do I wend
 Wherewith I Pthought full surely once to strive
 Yet were I fain a little while to live –
 Well a few hours proves all for good or ill.”
 “What bondsman,” wilt thou mutter at us still?”
 A homeman cried, “hast thou some magic then
 To cast oer us, the best of the world’s men
 And so oercome us vilely? deemest thou
 Perchance that thou wilt scape us even now?”
 Then with a smile said Aristomenes;
 “Fair fellow nay, I dreamed I was at peace,
 For that a God had taken me by the hand
 Een at the entrance of a flowery land,
 Fairer than my Messenia.”
 His calm voice
 Thrilled through the hearts of men mid all the noise
 And something like a dread across them crept,
 As though they doubted that some vengeance slept
 Anigh them, and no man spake to him more,
 But from the hall to a strong room they bore
 Their Terror soon, and there they guarded him
 Nor durst do off the bonds on hand and limb.
 Day waned and died, and with the first night fall
 Again gan men make merry in the hall
 And drank deep, but five men at arms bode still
 With Aristomenes and ate their fill,
 And drank, but sparingly. Now ye shall wot
 That the nurse  that night had got
 Charge o er the drink; according to their need
 Unto the maids she dealt out; and indeed
 There ever would the drink be clear and good,
 And strong enow, and midst their joyous mood
 Small marvel if they deemed it best that eer
 Their lips had touched, and the feast wondrous fair
 So into deep night did the first dark pass,
 And dreadful all that noise of feasting was
 To Glauce, as she lay awake and clad
 Within her bower, and in her mind still had
 Through yearning, and confused grief, a doubt
 Of something great at hand, that should lead out
 Her feet from that dull maze of fear and woe.
 But where the Captain bounden lay alow
 More muffled came the noise, that still he heard
 Twixt harsh laughter and loud scornful word
 His guards raised, as he watched them at some game,
 Till over him a gentle slumber came
 Bearing soft dreams, that vague and meaningless
 Did yet with some familiar happiness
 Float round his rest,
 In such wise the night grew
 But as close unto midnight now it drew
 The noise of feasting somewhat suddenly
 Seemed to fade out, till on the house did lie
 Dead silence; then fair Glauce, sunk ere now
 Into a half dream broad awake did grow
 With heart that beat quick and a sudden fear
 At that deep stillness, midst which did she hear
 Footsteps a-drawing nigh; the moon’s grey light
 Wherein she trembled seemed to grow o’er bright,
 Panting she waited till some fearful scream
 Should break the silence: then a sudden stream
 Of red light through the half shut door did fall,
 And then it opened – and she knew it all
 What was to do, when on the threshold there
 The old nurse stood and beckoned; strange & fair
 Showed Glauce, bright her face flushed, as she went
 Up to her nurse and whispered, “Thine intent
 Methinks I know, so no more need for words
 Among the edges of the poisoned swords.”
 The nurse smiled and led straight into the hall
 Through whose high windows didP the moonlight fall
 Upon the feasters sunken as they sat
 Blind motionless and rigid; and thereat
 Somewhat did Glauce start, and whispered: “Yea
 Have we then slain them, are they passed away?”
 She smiled and said, “Nay, surely they will wake
 Sometime morrow angry for our sake,
 They have but had a sleepy draught of me.”
 And therewithal she led on speedily
 Unto the hall’s end by the high-seat fair
 And held aloft her taper, in whose glare
 Did Glauce see the helm and erne-wrought eagle shield
 Hung up beside the sword that he did wield;
 Old trophies new come back unto that house.
 Which things on tiptoe, with her tremulous
 White fingers straight she took adown and bore
 After the nurse, who hastened toward the door
 That led unto the dungeon; weight enow
 That gear was of, but if she went oer-slow
 Beneath it, she but stayed to set her lip
 Unto the well-worn silver of the grip
 Of that good sword.
 And so they reached the place
 Wherein she knew was hidden the dear face
 That had changed all her life; she hung aback
 As the door opened now, and seemed to lack
 All strength at once; strange noises seemed astir
 About the dank walls and the prisoned air;
 Strange doubts came oer her of the days to be,
 Of those grey eyes that she so longed to see,
 Of the brave life, and great and glorious heart
 Wherein she longed so sore to have a part;
 But the nurse drew her in, and she must gaze
 Despite herself upon his solemn face
 Calm in the depths of sleep: then down she knelt
 And all the joy of utter love she felt
 Sweep oer her heart, as, like a wandering bird
 Her mouth stole o’er his face, and her ears heard
 His light breath from the lips that sleep did part
 A moment, and the beating of her heart
 Stopped as her burning lips were pressed to his
 And all her soul went from her in a kiss;
 Then his eyes opened slowly, and his hands
 Moved somewhat underneath the iron bands,
 And sweet his smile was, and a bright flush ran
 Across his face; but, even as a man
 Who wakes up to a well-expected fate,
 He started not, but silent there did wait,
 While from a guards belt a small fetter-key
 The soft-foot nurse had stolen silently
 Which into Glauce’s trembling hand she slid;
 Who took it and scarce knowing what she did
 Unlocked the bonds on foot and hand: but he
 Waited for that last clicking of the key,
 Watching her slender hand, then to his feet
 He rose up stiffly, and his hand did meet
 Her hand outstretched; but as they stood there close
 Each to the other, on his prostrate foes
 His eyes he cast, a moment did he stand
 Unsteadily, while her deserted hand
 Fell down, and felt no love left there with it,
 And o’er her heart a great pain did there flit.
 But he knelt down, and smiled & neath his breath
 Muttered a word, then drew from each sheath
 Each sword of those his guards, & the bare blade
 Across the throat of each dull sleeper laid,
 Then rose and saw her standing with the sword
 And shield and helm, and took them with no word
 But followed as the old nurse led the way,
 But when they had passed through the hall where lay
 Broad stripes of moonlight yet, & all about
 The sleepers wallowed, as a man in doubt
 He paused beside the door, as though he thought
 No further on his way he should be brought
 By those who led him, and he made as though
 He would have spoken there, his heart to show;
 But the old woman, who had laid adown
 Her taper quenched muttered, “Haste haste, pass on,
 Who knows when vengeance will awake tonight”
 And forth she led out into the grey light
 That flooded half the court: you might have deemed
 For the great silence twas some city dreamed
 In olden tales, where fast as sleep the dead
 All people sleep; but onward still she led
 And after her white gleamed the Captain’s helm,
 And fluttered Glauces gown; in some strange realm
 She seemed to be where none should know her more;
 The kindness of old days, a burden sore
 Lay on her soul; a many images
 Seemed sweeping past her in the fitful breeze,
 A many hopes of unregarded years,
 And on her feet fast fell adown the tears:
 Once or twice he looked back: and then she turned
 Her face away; ’twas as the moonlight burned,
 Burned as her tears burned.
 Groaned the heavy key
 In the outer gate now, and the silent three
 Drew close by its great leaves; then back they swung,
 But still her feet upon the threshold hung
 A little while, and dreadful thoughts did rise
 Within her heart, as there with close shut eyes
 She dealt with fear and thrust regret aside,
 Until with greater fear her heart nigh died
 As presently she found herself alone –
 – A short space only, for the two were gone
 Into the oak-wood; with a smothered cry
 She ran to join them, and there presently
 They stood together by three horses tied
 Unto the trees their coming there to bide.
 Then in a low voice did the Captain say:
 “This life of mine late ebbing fast away
 Ye twain have given me – wherefore I know not –
 And if in turn aught is there I have got
 To call mine own – as verily my life,
 Made by the Gods a weapon for this strife
 Is not mine own – if aught ye eer shall ask
 Well may ye deem t’will be no heavy task
 To give it you – One word yet, short as is
 Our time together here – What meaneth this,
 These horses dight for three – will ye, – wilt thou
 Flee from this place so rich and happy now?
 Maiden, thou know’st me not; shalt thou so fair
 Cast all thy soul and love on empty air?
 Forgive my rude words, for full sure I see
 Some cruel God drives thee to loving me
 Woes me therefore! Where are the words to tell
 How great a burden on my spirit fell
 Those first days of the strife! I smile, I talk,
 And like a dead man mid the living walk
 Because I have this deed that I must do.
 Where are the words wherewith to tell to you
 How I desire Death if it might be?
 How shall ye then have part or lot in me?
 Think of the burden of our miseries
 When I shall be all changed unto thine eyes!
 And that shall be as surely as I live,
 For how should such as I have love to give?”
 Now when she understood that well he knew
 The heart in her, strong in her love she grew,
 Nor did she falter as she said to him;
 “Hearken a little ere my thought wax dim!
 Needs must I pray for all that I desire,
 Needs must all right and wrong burn in the fire
 That burneth me: yet ever do thy will,
 So am I better led, nor less thine still!
 And yet howso thine heart or mine shall ache
 Whate’er thou givest me, that will I take
 Nor count the cost – Wilt thou that I return,
 Amid dull life and hopelessness to yearn,
 To think thee cruel and bitter cold, to say
 ‘A fool I was to cast my weal away,
 I should have won him ere the end was oer.’
 – Behold now, never will I speak word more
 Hereof, however close to thee I live.”
 Something within his heart there seemed to strive,
 But while he stood as if he pondered there,
 The nurse, who while they spake on both did stare
 Said in great wrath, “Nay for thy manlihood
 Needs must thou do whatso she deemeth good,
 Since she for thee is made her country’s foe;
 And know ye not to what fate she shall go
 If she go back? Thou who hast dealt with these
 Knowst with what tender mercies they shall ease
 Their hearts for luckless losing of thine head;
 Nay rather draw thy sword & strike us dead
 Before thou goest safe home unto thy place!”
 But while she spake a bright look crossed his face,
 Most kind his eyes grew. “Dame, as young folk will,
 We dream,” he said but there is good time still.
 Hasten and mount! and thou O kind & sweet,
 Let me but kneel adown to kiss thy feet
 That brought me life and healing, & then come
 For I would know thy deeming of the home
 That waits thee there; where surely shalt thou be
 Worshipped by all folk that set eyes on thee.”
 She trembled for in very deed he knelt
 And on her throbbing feet his lips she felt,
 And stooped to touch him, and no more debate
 Her soul held now with coming days and fate;
 Then with kind arms he set her on the steed,
 And mounted, and the ancient nurse gan lead
 Through the blind woodways onward to his land
 Until the wood grew thin on either hand
 The noon of moonlight streamed upon his face
 Whereon with longing eyes did Glauce gaze
 Half happy now – O unforgotten night
 Of bitter grief of passion and delight!
 






  








THE WOOING OF SWANHILD
 

AN UNPUBLISHED TALE FROM THE EARTHLY PARADISE
 

ARGUMENT.
 

Of old time a certain king, well stricken

in years, sent his young son to woo for

him an exceeding fair maiden, but, whereas

evil tongues were busy about these three,

the end of it was that the young folk bewrayed

the old king, and, bewrayed in their turn,

died a terrible death.
 

A King of the Goths there was as tells my tale

Men called Hermanaric, a man of might

Whose fortune midst all trouble did prevail;

High soared his joyful spirit many a night

Of battle won beneath his banner bright;

Bowed knees he knew, and trembling outstretched hands,

And shouts of welcome to new-conquered lands.

But now at last he sat him down in peace

Fain to forget that there was more to win,

Doubtful in dealing with his late-gained ease,

Mid the wide borders of his land, wherein

Whateer there was of woe or fear or sin

But reached him whenhis great men bade him choose

If they should slay or save or bind or loose.

Now mid his highest lords a man there was

Of forty summers,fair of speech and mien,

Well-liking, deft to bring all things to pass

That by the Kings eyes they might so be seen

As though Hermanaric the Goth had been

The King of Paradise, and no more wrong

Than God, to give account to weak or strong.

Black-haired this lord was, thin-lipped, stern of brow,

As one fulfilled of justice; so when he

Gave mercy unto one beat down enow

Strange sweetness seemed in that benignity

Wherewith his freed heart bade the wretch go freefree.

Folk trembled at his name, prayed for him, deemed

His death a hope that scarcely might be dreamed.

But whatsoe’er he was to other folk,

This lord called Bikki, to the King he grew

His right hand, yea his will, who, ere he spoke

The very thought, his heart was big with knew,

Bold to do things the King had scarce dared do,

Yet would have done – no flatterer of the King,

Outspoken, fearing neither man nor thing.

The King had seen him kind, and knew his word

A thing neer broken when the last great strife

Was quenched in one huge battle Bikki’s sword,

When every minute with all loss was rife,

Had been unto the King the hope of life,

And his calm heart had made full victory

Bloom from the barren sword-encompassed tree.

So by the King’s hands well-nigh Bikki ruled,

Yet in such wise that not to any there

It showed as though the King was much befooled,

And he, nigh sixty winters old, must bear,

As he was well content, both foul and fair,

Curses and blessings, seeming still to be

The God that gave both bliss and misery.

Yet one there was that had no wish to praise

The state of Bikki, e’en the Kings one son,

A fair man in the spring-time of his days,

Who for his youth’s sake few great deeds had done

And therewithal was strangely looked upon,

Unloved, unfeared, unknown by most of folk,

Not kindly men said, haughty when he spoke.

Unknown as he might be, yet was it so

That Bikki knew him, and he none the less,

As one unwitting, Bikki’s heart did know

Which thing with all despair would him oppress

At whiles, and whiles would prick him to redress

The wrong that God upon the world had cast

And raise the burden from men’s hearts at last.

For praise and love he longed for overmuch,

No sluggard was he, yet with such a soul

As pleasure somewhat overquick did touch,

As over-soon felt pain’s cloud o’er it roll;

And much he lacked clear sight of any goal,

And lacked withal the power of lasting hate

Of being to any as relentless fate.

Note of these men too, that though Randver felt

The bright day darken when his foe drew nigh,

And though in Bikkis cruel heart there dwelt

Most strong intent to sweep his enemy

From out his path yet scarce to any eye

Seemed Bikki to the prince but frank & kind

Though somewhat sullen Randver did they find.

Now in these days it fell out that the King

Would hold a great feast: thereat Bikki was

And Randver the King’s son, and everything

In the most mirthful wise was brought to pass

Till gleamed the summer moonlight through the glass,

Then mid a pleasant lull of the feast’s noise

Unto the King cried Bikki in high voice.

“In merry days, O King we dwell with thee

E’en as this day, and wide around thy land

Is richly dowered with all felicity,

And all thy foes lie quiet neath thine hand,

And all men praise thee, praying that still may stand

Thy wise dominion; yet no God thou art;

Despite thy wealth one day must thou depart.

“And though we doubt not that, if this thy son

Shall live to reign when thou art fallen asleep,

Then neath the guiding hand of such an one

Our honour and our good-hap we shall keep,

Yet is he one alone – not over-deep

The sword need pierce, o’er-deep the arrow fly

For all thy race to perish utterly.”

The King signed with his hand, as down the hall

A murmur rose, and smiled, and spake in turn;

“Meseems, O Bikki, that my thoughts do fall

From out thy lips; either the wine doth burn

Within me past its wont now, or I yearn

At waking-tides to see upon my bed

Hope of more sons, some fair Queen’s goodlihead.

“Speak out, O friend, what more thou hast to say

For pleasant seems thy face, and well I know

Thou art not one to cast thy words away,

And as thou hast beheld my longing grow,

So unto me art thou good friend enow

A fair fulfilment thereunto to seek,

Speak out the name thy heart hath bade thee speak.”

“O King,” said Bikki, scarce without the sound

Of harp and fiddle should I speak the name

Thou bidst me name – but bid the girls fill round

At least, and drink one cup unto the fame

Of one who feared not iron nor the flame,

Nor words of men, nor love to madness grown –

– Sigurd, the best man that the world has known!”

Up stood the King, and through the hall there rang

A mighty shout; for fresh in each mans mind

That memory was; so mid the beakers clang

Folk drank thereto, and brave and true & kind

Men ‘gan to feel: but as one deaf and blind

Sat Randver, with his hand about his cup,

While to the roof mens’ boastful glee rolled up.

Then turned Hermanaric unto him & said;

“Grudgest thou then the fame of such an one,

Or me the late-come bliss of being well-wed

Unto his kin? – for as my friend’s words run

That is the deed meseems that must be done –

Rise up for shame man, lest I deem thee yet

No son that ever erst I did beget!”

Then Randver rose and said with troubled face,

In low voice: “Sigurd, wheresoe’er thou art

I drink to thee! – who in such happy case

Abode that thou wert loved, nor diedst apart

From her who was the nighest to thine heart –

So fell the shadows from thee – would that I

None otherwise than thus might live and die!

Sourly his father looked on him, then turned

To Bikki, and said: “Yet methought, men tell

Of Sigurd that his young child slain was burned

Beside him on the fire, when that befell

Which long had been foretold for him; for well

The Niblungs willed none should be left behind

To grow up keeping their ill deed in mind.”

“Yea,” Bikki said, so was it that there died

A man-child with him, but when Gudrun lay

Over her husband dead, within her side

There lay a child unborn – fair was the day

That saw her first, eighteen years past away –

A fair day in despite the tears and woe,

The tangled misery that she woke unto.”

Again the King spake; “Dreadful tales we heard

Of Gudrun wed to Atli, and how he

Entrapped the guileful Niblungs unafeared,

And how they died: and how at last that she

Slew both her children in her misery,

And of his own hall filled with swirling fire

Made for King Atli royal funeral pyre.”

“Yea,” Bikki said, “such tale may one deem true,

Yet know for sure that on the yellow sand

She stood, not able any more to wail,

And foiled in gaining death, her cold white hand

And wet arm round her babe, in the fair land

Of Jonakur: because, folk say, the sea

Would nowise end her life and misery.

There the King wedded her, and there een now

She dwelleth: and the sea-drenched white-lipped child

Of that sad morn fairer each day did grow

Till over her the Queen who ne’er had smiled

For many a year is grown all kind & mild

Since of her babe Swanhild the Gods had care;

And in that court sweet pass the days & fair.”

Then the King smiled, and said; “Hearkenest thou son

To what our counsellor saith, and deemest thou

That it were good we wedded such an one,

Daughter of Sigurd, were she fair enow

To look down from the throne, when, helm on brow,

And spear in hand the Goths go forth to war,

Wondering how fair the maids of Heaven are?”

As Randver reddened struggling with some word

And the King’s wrath seemed rising once again

Bikki broke in: “Nay fear ye nought fair lord

That she of Sigurd should be come in vain!

She is so fair, folk say, that men are fain

She should not die or change – it shameth me

Somewhat to speak of such-like things to thee:

“For thou art old, I battered with much war,

And worn with thought of counselling thee at need,

Judging of men, all things that weary are,

And through all toil perchance nowhither lead;

And yet, Lord Randver, unto thee indeed

Meet might it be to hearken what folk say

Poets and wandering folk of this fair may!”

A troubled frown gathered on Randvers brow

At Bikki’s words but nought he answered him,

Who spake: “Time was I had been fain enow

To hear of poets guess of hidden limb

And swaying of the silk-clad body slim,

And what they say of hands like lily-flowers

Dealing a-morning with the golden showers

“Of hair, that God shall never make again;

Their tale of lips too fair to love, of eyes

So bright that to behold them is a pain,

Of what it is to see the fall and rise

Of her fair fragrant bosom; what surprise

Of joy shall greet the happy man she loves,

When through the clouds the moon of mid night moves.”

Randver sat moody silent, and no less

The King withal, who smiling stroked his beard

Till at the last he woke from thoughtfulness,

And cried: “Well now that I thy tale have heard,

It seems a fair tale: neither are we feared

Of this King’s saying nay to our desire

Since for the maiden scarce may he look higher.

But let tomorn bring counsel, and more words

Concerning this last stem of a great race.

Drink to our fortune Son! – and ye, fair lords,

In all the earth let there be one glad place

Whatso of trouble the world without may chase

Through these fair hours of night that heed us not –

Drink and be glad for all that we have got!”

So wore the feast through to an end: but when

The next morn came then withal Randver knew

That the King sat among his wisest men

In council: but the prince went not thereto

Nor was he summoned, for the days were few

Whereon the King would call him to the board

Oer which the great men dealt the treasured word.

But when noon came the King for Randver sent

Who found him lonely; and all eagerly

He gan to tell him of his full intent

How Swanhild in his kingly bed should lie:

“Lo son,” he said, “swift draweth eld anigh,

And I would live my life nor waste the days

Yet left me ere I travel on dark ways:

“Therefore tomorrow a fair company

Shall take ship here, and in a noble keel

Make for King Jonaks land across the sea

Bearing great gifts, as coming not to steal

The maid, but in a royal fashion deal

With her and hers; and now my will it is

That thou and Bikki speed my hope in this.”

Now Randver reddened as the King made end

And answered slowly: “Meet it is that I,

O father, on thine errands still should wend,

And bear aloft thy might and majesty;

Yet mindst thou not how in the haven lie

Things wherein thou too once wouldst have delight,

Fair long-ships with no maidens’ pillows dight?

“Mindest thou not how word thou gavest me

That in what embers of the old strife burn,

Quickening our life yet, I myself should be

The captain and the leader? Sore I yearn

Among hard things a goodly name to earn;

For mid thy peaceful glory here I dwell

Mocked of myself by unrest none can tell.

Mocked of myself – and, to speak out my heart

Scarce looked upon by thee or anyone

In such a wise, as well befits the part

That I should play on earth: with little done

Amid folk wont to see great marvels won –

Let me go father, for the world is wide

As lief would I be from my death to hide

“In homespun cloak as in a cloak of gold!”

His voice rose as he spake, and at the last

Nought wavering did there seem in him or cold:

But o’er the King’s wide face a shadow passed

Of puzzled wrath; that no less faded fast

Before his sons eyes; and he smiled and said

“Nowise the good-heart of our kin is dead;

“And well meseems is that – I have enow

To bring my bride home: in the days by gone

I should make such words just een as thou

Nor born when aught of fame was to be won

To go my fathers errands – I have done

As an old man in asking thee for this –

Go son and grudge me not a little bliss

A little bliss such as my life knew not

The sooth to say ere I began to think

That after all my fame might be forgot

Or I the best into dull death must sink –

All blessings on thee would I had to drink

The Cup the fates have filled for thee anew

Go forth O son be happy strong & true

Then Randver spake in a low voice & grave

All hail my father and tomorrow morn

Two fleets shall stern together the green wave

At the haven’s mouth, and unto days unborn

Shall each go its own way and ere the corn

The plain is green with now is garnered in

I hope a little change of life to win

Farewell in love O father if again

I see thy face it may be I shall speak

Words that my lips this day should speak in vain

O farewell think if I have been too weak

Through all the toils that mar our life to break

Yet have I been too strong that with blind eyes

I should help weave our web of miseries

Then spake the King – I know not of this word

What thou wouldst mean by it; once more I say

Good hap go with thy counsel & thy sword –

And yet again meeter for thee to stay

Until thou mightest go upon thy way

After high feast and good gifts as is meet

For a son of the Goths and lord of a fair fleet.

Nay Randver said well thou wottest that we

Have waited but a week for wind and now

The wind is fair – hold thou no feast for me,

Pinch not thy treasury to help my show –

Keep all thy gifts until my fame shall grow

For now a banner and a name is all

I need wherewith to conquer or to fall

They kissed and parted Randver to the quays

And tumult of the shipmen passed – the King

Sat silent thinking over long-past days

And gazing at the ghosts of many a thing

That once was full of life – till hurrying

Oer his departure, thither Bikki came

And thoughtfully the King called out his name –

And when he drew said – Did Randver pass

From out the palace – Yea he said and I

Rejoiced to see him blithesome as he was

As in the porch he passed me hurriedly

Most well content he seemeth certainly

To go awooing for thee yet belike

Fair blows one day his gilded sword shall strike

Nay Bikki said the King and is it so

Thou growest envious – I have done him wrong

High words he spake een now and needs must go

His own ways and not mine his heart is strong

To win all glory mighty men among

And I am glad of him and so being glad

Must lose the sight of him that once I had

When as I deemed him but of little worth –

Then Bikki smiled – Nay me thou wrongest withal

Who ever deemed that all the fame of earth

Into the lap of thee and thine would fall

And therefore have so served thee: this I call

A happy day whereon he doth begin

Een greater fame than thou belike to win

Moreover in despite thy word not ill

I deem it that this marvel of thy wife

(For surely few days shall that wish fulfill)

Should meet him not first mid an idle life

Idle yet with desire of high things rife –

Thou deemedst him of little worth saidst thou

Ever I deemed him wise and great enow

Knewest thou ever dastards or fool’s heart

Go with such eyes as in the head of him

Are set: or hast thou seen a cowards part

Played by a man so wrought in every limb

Trust me those eyes shall yet make fair eyes dim.

But all is well now – brave and amorous

Wise fain of fame well shall he prop thine house.

Well pleased the King smiled een as Bikki went

From out the chamber – who at eve that day

Came upon Randver on the quays, intent

On furnishing his fleet in the best way

That might be and light of heart and gay

He seemed indeed as one at last set free

From tangling trouble and uncertainty.

A cloud came oer his face as Bikki drew

Anigh him, and his cheek grew somewhat red

As though he wotted that the other knew

His inmost thought – but Bikki spake & said –

Of this thy fleet – thou lookest a great chief

I look to hear of deeds past man’s belief

By a great open arm-chest Randver stood

And his right hand amid the mail-rings played

A vague blind hate curdled his eager blood

As he looked up to Bikki now and said

With a half smile if all be rightly weighed

This journey shall in after days become

More famed than mine this bringing the may home

Yea Bikki said yet as thou art my friend

More than my King’s son so much will I say

That would the thing were well brought to an end

And I as heart-whole as I am today

I have heard tell of men who cast all life away

For such a hope as when I lie asleep

Betwixt my troth and vague desire will creep

Randver stared wild at him thou meanest then

That thou amid thy 5 & 40 years

Shouldst turn stark traitor be a tale to men

Bethink thee Bikki that thy Kings son wears

A sword and of the axe the headsman bears

Or art thou grown so great that thou art king

Lord of my father me and everything

Bikki smiled calmly when the deed is done

Then slay me: but behold I told this tale to thee

Because in good sooth still I deemed thee one

Too wise to long too much for sovereignty

And there-fore thought I goeth he over sea

Because he deems holding a war ships helm

An easier thing than ruling a great realm

But if thou art less wise than I had thought

And thinkest to come back unto this land

To rule it when thy sire is come to naught

Then wiser had it been to glove thine hand

And in the court of Jonakur to stand

Wooing fair Swanhild for thy fathers bed

Come, art thou wroth when all my word is said

There Randver stood a short while silently

The swift thoughts busy in his inmost mind

Somewhat too glad to see the back of me

My father seemed – Bikki is left behind

Hermanarics heart grows day by day more blind

Yea and mayhappen I may yet prevail

And death is left me even though I fail

Then Bikki spake: the thing that erst I said

Whenas I deemed that thou wert prince no more

No more thy father’s heir, I scarce should dread

If thou went’st with me – and behold full sore

I cling to life nor would that all were oer

For a youths longing – neither durst I say

Unto the King what thee I tell today

Then Randver laughed aloud – I deemed thee wise –

Nor know what madmans dream this is that thou

Shouldst tell me of a love for unseen eyes

Grown in an hour within thine heart – ere now

I deemed no wind maids love to thee might blow

Then Bikki said belike a dream it was

That brought this strange desire of mine to pass

Medreamed that on my bed last night I lay

And heard a moaning slowly drawing near

And through the open door there came a May

Bewailing her more fair than aught is fair

Who seemed unto my inmost heart more dear

Than mine own life – she held out hands to me

And showed her slim wrists shackled cruelly

And moaned O Bikki thine hand forged me these

And who shall free me on mine heart withal

Came thronging thick a crowd of memories

Of fair deeds undone, proffered love let fall

All barren to the earth – and musical

Mine own rough voice seemed grown now as I said

In all wise would I help thy dreari head –

For thou art Swanhild then she smiled on me

In piteous wise and with bare hands I wrought

As dreams will have it till I set her free –

And then she kissed me and it passes thought

To tell how sweet that was till day made nought

Of all my gladness: nay but well thou sayst

I am a fool to strive such bliss to taste.

Then Randver thought – lies is it nought but lies –

Belike – and yet men tell strange tales of love

And this man forger of all miseries

Who knows but somewhat might his hard heart move

And lies or truth nowise doth it behove

A man to flee from fate & they meseems

Would have me to the end dream out these dreams

Then he spake out what counsel givest thou

For me to follow for thou knowest I deem

That the King gave right joyous leave een now

For my departing; neither will a dream

Hold back the word of dastard if I seem

To choose for my ease sake to go with thee –

Nay Bikki said easy the thing shall be

Take thou tonight thy due seat at the board

And in meanwhile shall I have seen the King

So say thou nought till he takes up the word

Then answer at thy best een to such thing

As he shall say – yea thou art wise to cling

To what the fates have given into thy life –

Hard to build up great state from daily life

He went therewith, and Randver left alone

Felt listless restless full of a vague fear

A petty thing the world to him was grown

And yet he felt as great days drew anear

Great days great joy & woe with them to bear

And yet withal foiled beaten did he feel

And fresh defeat upon him seemed to steal

Most glorious was the feast that night in hall

When all the glories of his days bygone

Hermanaric seemed about to recall

Yea with the spirit of old battles won

Mens hearts seemed raised aloft old banners shone

From wall and pillar and old warcries rang

Amid the melodies the minstrels sang

There sat Hermanaric ruddy, wide of face

His yellow white streaked hair & beard spread wide

Over his gold gown, keen adown the place

Gazed his grey eyes, unruffled fearless pride

All wrath and selfwill in his face did hide –

Great was the hand that had so oft prevailed

In dreadful fight – long fingered almond-nailed

Uneasily did Randver gaze at him

As toward his place he went, and in his heart

The morn’s clear vision now had grown all dim

And in a net he seemed to play his part

In a strange land where by some devilish art

All that he had of good seemed turned to ill

A petty peevish deedless dreamer still

Dream like the feast went on – as in a dream

At last he heard the King say O fair son

True is it that this morning we did deem

That whereas thou wert fain to get thee gone

From our foes hands to win what might be won

Thy wish was worthy of our name yet now

Again a choice we give thee so choose thou

Choose when thou once again hast heard me say

That gain we deem that thy lips should speak

The words our heart has for the matchless may

Our counsellor tells of – Sure not far to seek

Hereafter shall times be to help the weak

And beat adown the strong – yet make thy choice

And either way well may thy heart rejoice

And now when Randver rose to meet the King

His iron scabbard clashed against the board

And a pang took his heart for in its ring

Seemed unto him a warning word

And oer his heart strange thoughts in bidden poured

Of gold and fair things he saw Bikki’s face.

And then what say I even as a blank

Waiting for somewhat did his vexed heart grow

And all the tumult of his spirit sank.

Within himself he said Scarce did I know

This mans power erst – yet did he feel as though

Something there was that craved for help from him

And with vague pity did his eyes wax dim

O father said he, at the last, I choose

Een that wh: seemeth to be most thy will

My hope of glory at this tide to lose

The better all thy glory to fulfill

And yet account me fain as ever still

To try myself amid the sweep of swords

Nor deem my morning’s speech but wind & words

A short laugh laughed the King & said O son

Thanked be thou as thy deeds shall be thy worth

Then fierce wrath fell on Randver all alone

Deserted did he feel amid the mirth

Wherewith the hall rang, and a hollow dearth

Of all desire and hope there seemed to be

On coming days he brooded balefully

And he alone, thought was in such mood

Of all me there though the King once or twice

Cast looks at him that boded nothing good

And Bikki glanced at him with eager eyes

Not noted of him: so in mirthful wise

Passed on the feast triumphant to its end

And somewhat nearer death did all men wend

By noon of the next day did Randver stand

Upon the ships deck looking back to where

Quick lessening lay the hillsides of his land,

Striving to think if it were foul or fair

The aspect of the days to come – nought clear

Might he behold the road his feet must tread

Or know if hope his way adown it led

At least the sense of weakness & defeat

That made his life seem ruined yesterday

Was dimmed withal: he felt as he might meet

Whatever trouble round his journey lay

Without complaint & play out all the play

Hoping for little fearing nought at all

Till into time’s waste all he was should fall

Then Bikki came to him & said Fair lord

Worse than my thought went matters yesternight.

The King has fools about him & some word

Has reached his ears from these in my despite

Nor might I strive this morn the thing to right

For fear of worsening them let be – for time

Shall help thee yet – high shall thy fortune climb

Because methinks I know thee such an one

Who will not strive a little thing to win

Painfully doing what must needs be done

Hour by hour; but waiting to begin

Thou standest did the sky and earth raise din

And Gods are on the earth – and then forsooth

The world shall see thy greatness and thy truth.”

He turned away when he had spoken this

Not as one mocking him and Randver stood

Wondering what in such great words was amiss

Spoken so gravely too – that scarce seemed good

Despite of that – and yet withal his mood

Was softened by that speech and Bikki seemed

A better man than Randver erst had deemed

So the time passed a ship-board – neither spoke

Much of the errand they were bound upon

And Bikki never that past tale awoke

Of dream-brought longings – but of great things done

In days past spoke regretfully, as one

Who still must be a useful drudge and thrall

To those on whom the world’s good word should fall

So sailing on ere eve of the sixth day

The shipmen saw King Jonaks land ahead

And in the morning midmost of a bay

Beset by mountains blue on either hand

They saw his city and made haste to stand

Toward shore, and ever as they neared the same

On every ship raised banners of great fame

And o’er the shield-hung sides hung cloths of gold

And made the minstrels sweet & soft tunes sing –

And all men were arrayed fair to behold

Yet without sign of any warlike thing

As toward the town they sailed forth triumphing

Save only that Prince Randver now was clad

In all the daintiest war-gear that he had

A rich and goodly place it seemed to be

Ships of strange fashion thronged the haven there

And noble houses stood anigh the sea

And up the slopes rose wall and tower fair

Guarding the many homes that therein were

From war and wrong – then Bikki spake & said

A Peaceful place mid the worlds drearihead –

Were it not good fair lord in such a place

Neath this fair sky a little while to dwell

Beholding through the long days hours some face

Though lovest most of all, that loved thee well

Letting the world go its wild ways to tell

Wild stories of the cruel hearts and strong

That weigh the world down with resistless wrong

Nought answered Randver, but with face a-glow

Went forward for betwixt the craft that lay

Thick in the haven passed the galley now

And he felt happy and the sunny day

Seemed rife with hope as in time past away

When each new waking up was bright & strange

And in his own right hand lay all life’s change

And now ashore with all their state they went

And as along the much thronged street they passed

Folk wondered much what all this glory meant

And many a look on Randver maidens cast

And well nigh deemed that now belike at last

Some God long worshipped all unseen had come

To look upon his people in their home

So in the Kings hall were they made good cheer

When they had named themselves and land and lord

And word was given then that the King would hear

Their speech if they had brought him any word

Concerning peaceful dealings or the sword

The morrow morn when rested they should be

By food and sleep from tossing on the sea

But the next morn in great state were they brought

Unto the King and Bikki on the way

Spake unto Randver – What is now thy thought

Concerning that which we shall see today

Is not this like an old dream passed away

And half forgotten – hark how the bells ring

Most certainly this is a mighty King

Yet is thy father mightier – she may live

A noble life this maiden – red as blood

Waxed Randver as some answer he did give

Of little import; for it. seemed nought good

That any man should know each changing mood

As this man knew it and in pitying tone

Had Bikki spoken een as he had known

The swelling pity in the prince’s heart

Then Bikki spake again –Yea and thou too

Art born methinks to play a noble part

Who thinking not of that which thou shalt do

Shall some day find thyself betwixt the two,

Sorrow and ease, and scarcely made thy choice –

Thy heart a maid great hearted shall rejoice

Then Randver would have answered but withal

Out blared the trumpets and the street they turned

Into the square that lay before the hall

Upon the steps whereof the bright sun burned

With steel & gold – and sorely Randver yearned

Even as one would see his lady by

When some great deed he doeth mightily

But in the hall deep shadowed did they wend

And as one in a dream did Randver see

A throne adown the steel groves nether end

Whereon there sat arrayed majestically

A black haired man not great and by his knee

Upon the marble steps a youth there sat

Black-haired and short, & yet well-knit withat

But by the Kings right had stood two men more

Younger it seemed and of most mighty make

Who with fierce grey eyes looked the Goth-folk oer

As though they had been ever fain to take

The spear and shield and deadly strife to wake

With men so well arrayed – yet did he gaze

Still as one dreaming for a woman’s face

And lo upon the Kings left hand did there sit one,

A woman crowned upon a chair of state

From whose great eyes all restless grief was gone

Whose hands were folded ever as to wait

The hands that came not from the bonds of fate

Kind red her 1ips were yet, nor grown all white

The golden hair once wrought for mans delight

Yea kind the eves beneath the wrinkled brow

Above the cheeks grown hollow colourless

That once were like the sky of dawn aglow.

Then many a thought on Randvers dream did press

Scarce knew he if to fear or pity or bless

For Gudrun Giukis daughter there he knew

And all the wild days she had laboured through

No other woman there he saw and while

He pondered dreamily on many a thing

Across King Jonaks face there came the smile

That well befits the visage of a king

When all his life goes forward triumphing

And down the hall his voice came round and fair

Meet for the glory that was gathered there

Good welcome to you Goths, and chief of all

To thee King’s Son whether thou camest here

To pass fair days with us in festival

Or weighty matters of goodwill dost bear

Yea welcome still if news of war and fear

Thou carriest since every man’s last day

Awaits him unseen on his changing way

Then Randver spake rather from memory still

Of things that like a dream or an old tale

Hung round him than from any present will

All hail O King no news of war or bale

We bring thee; yet are earnest to prevail

In asking a great gift of thee, that yet

Scarce shall a worthier man than this one get

Who asketh thee thereof now. King men say

That in thine house there dwelleth such an one

That all the world holds not so fair a may

And her we ask – is my speech well begun?

For if not ere this glittering morning sun

Has come to his full hight our oars shall smite

The green waves of your haven into white

Then spake King Jonak somewhat eagerly

Yea for thyself then asketh thou this maid?

There seemed a murmuring in the air anigh

Why not why not as Randver spake and said

The King my father all due things has weighed

And deemeth nothing may fulfill his bliss

Or cure past trouble save the gaining this.

He sayeth also that thy realm is great

And rich, abiding ever in good peace

But biddeth thee take heed of wavering fate

To look around and note the worlds disease

And how the grey wolf howls through palaces

Where once a great lord scarce might raise his voice

Unless its sound should make the king rejoice

Therewith he bides thee call to mind how oft

Hermanaric’s crest through doubt and fear hath shone

The banner of the Goths been raised aloft

When some great folk must needs with day be done

He asketh thee if thou wilt call him son

And from his restful scabard draw his sword

If evil threats thee with thy lightest word

A little space was silence now, the while

King Jonak with his exultation strove

That he might answer like a king, a smile

Somewhat the war-worn face of Bikki now did move

And Randver’s eyes met Gudruns from above

Upon with a doubtful gaze

Where fear and pity yea e’en hate had place

Then spake the King: thanks at the least we give

To thee for thy fair speech prince – for thy sire

Although we hope without his aid to live

And rule our folk in peace yet we desire

Beyond all things to draw unto us nigher

So great a king whom all the world doth praise

For his great heart and life & happy days

Yet must we hold some counsel with our lords

This day at least and making no delay

Give thee thine answer in all loving words

Whether we needs must answer year or nay

So with good heart take our good cheer today

And fair things for a memory of this morn

Then forth on both sides were the fair gifts borne

And mens eyes glistened such as looked for gain

But twixt the King and Queen sat Randver now

Amid fair talk although a restless pain

Whose seed & root no troublous search would show

Was at his heart and still on him did grow

Craving to be alone a little while

All things about him seemed so base & vile –

All things save Gudrun who in kindly wise

Sat hearkening; whose faint smile would die away

At whiles een as the shimmering sunlight dies

About the noon of some wild rainy day

At whiles she seemed as she her hand would lay

On his caressingly then with a frown

And helpless look would let her hand fall down

But howsoev er betwixt these twain it went

Or Bikki watching them – oer long it were

To tell of all the glee wherein was spent

That summer day joyous seemed all folk there

Nor had the Goths seen anything more fair

Than the Kings house arrayed all suddenly

For feast as if for men who need should die

So wore the day until the sun was low

And Randver in his chamber sat alone

At last, and felt the scented west wind blow

From out the garden hearkening to the moan

Of the low surf, and song or thrushes grown

Oer joyous with the coming of the dew

And the late wildered bees that scantly flew

From lily-flower to lime tree: sitting so

And pondering did one smite upon the door

And entering bowed before him bid him know

That fain the Queen was ere the day was oer

To show him twixt the palace & the shore

How fair the birds sang – so he went with him

Just as the sea sucked down the suns last rim

A little time they went whenas they met

Gudrun and he alone between the trees

Not speaking much until a hand she set

Upon his shoulder and said Would the seas

Had been red flame to stay you, that some peace

I might have gained this latter end of life

O me O me again beginneth strife –

He shuddered and said Thou knowest not

For thou art young art young – all hope thou hast

I know thee that thy heart may well grow hot

With the sweet poison that for me is past

So long ago – poor man thou shalt be cast

Into an endless sea of strife and ill

And good it were if I might save thee still

Lady he said I wot not of thy words

What they should mean! my life is scarce begun

I think indeed to try me mid the swords

When this vain day of court-serving is done

But then what then – all life beneath the sun

Is full of risk and trouble little ruth

Is due to me slain mid the swords forsooth

Hearken she said thou seemest true and brave

Though thou mayst deem but raving that I say

A wise man and a true nearby I have

Called Ulf the red, at morn of this Same day

His long-ship ready for fair cruising lay

Nor did he stop save this same feast to see

Now him and his and life I give to thee –

He started surely said he this I know

That thou wouldst have me straightway get me gone

And in my mind a glimmering thought doth grow

That thou for some cause deemst me such an one

That I should cheat the man who sent his son

To win him bliss and honour – hastily

I speak, for haste within thy words doth lie

O haste enow she said else might I tell

A many signs to thee whereby I deem

That most strong longing on thy spirit fell

Ere thou mighst know it fostered by some dream

Awake or sleeping or words that did seem

To hold up hope or pleasure to thine eyes

How should I tell – but born in dreadful wise.

He said tomorrow would I answer thee

Fain would I commune with myself this night

Nay ere men sleep begins the misery

O man O man when thou hast her in thy sight

How shalt thou bear to let that dear delight

Pass without thee adown lifes dismal road

How shalt thou bear the unhelped lonely load

How sweet the eve was – twixt the garden trees

The new risen moon showed now and sweeter scent

The lily cast forth neath the dewy breeze

And round their heads flittering the dusk bats went

He hearkened and knew all her swift words meant

But sweet and sweet and sweet they seemed him

No pain there seemed in them however dim

His heat beat quick as with some joy new gained

As silent there he stood awhile, the night

Strode on apace and the light west wind waned

And she stood silent watching him till bright

The house gan glow with new lit light on light

And noise of much folk hurrying to the hall

For well nigh ready was the festival –

Then spake she in a low hard voice voice vain love –

The vain love of my life and vainer still

The life that nothing other folk may move –

O Gods that make alive that ye may kill

And give that ye may take away your will

In other worlds should needs work something good

Since here your chosen dwell mid tears & blood.

And now the last the image of old days

Drifts from me into mortal change & strife

Where this man seeing but flower tangled ways

Pitys not her nor me nor his own life

And Sigurd has no memory of the wife

Ah not his love but she who dwelt with him

Ere yet the glory of the world waxed dim

Ah me how kind how kind I might have been –

Had I been loved – She sought his dreaming eyes

Amid the the soft nights gathering dusk of green

Until strange passion in her breast gan rise

And on his breast she laid in eager wise

A trembling hand and cried not all so ill

Thou choosest son – short life with woe to fill

And be beloved & be beloved as I

Was never loved who yet for all good peace

I might would cast no longing by

Nor change my misery for the world’s increase

Of all good things – O we at least with these

Will deal not waiting dully for the tide

When stripped and shivering death we must abide

Then from the palace out the trumpets blared

And growing clamour came across the night

And through the trees afar the torches flared

As seeking betwixt rose & lily white

The King’s folk went – Hearken she said delight

Awaiteth many a careless man this eve

And thou – thou goest thither to receive

A strange new life that beareth death withal

For doubt thou not thy wooing well hath sped

And on thine offer King and lords did fall

As falls a starving man on new baked bread –

I hate thee not yet would thou hadst been dead

A month agone would that the Gothic land

Lay waste and kingless neath some conquerors hand

Ah me I rave yet hearken once again

That councillor that on thy right stood

Either my ancient foresight is all vain

Or thou and I from him may hope no good –

I know the eyes and mouth that thirst for blood

Then as one wakened toward her Randver turned

And in his eyes a strange and new light burned

He spake: Thanks have thou O great hearted Queen

For all thy words – natheless thou wrongest me,

Whatever idle dreams in me have been,

If still thou deemest that on thine and thee

My hands shall lay the weight of misery

For though thy Swanhilds loveliness should move

My dreamy fiery heart to utter love

Yet fear me not for I might live worse life

Than such a love about with me to bear

To make my hands the stronger in all strife

And make my heart the freer from all fear

Since I should care nought for what most men care

Perchance at last to fall asleep and find

That she at last was grown mine own and kind

Be merrier Queen for where she goeth indeed

May I not serve her as a very friend

Where not unlike it is that she shall need

True heart to help her ere her life days end

So that we twain unto deaths door may wend

With hands not touching aught – heart free from heart

Yet scarcely lonely though so nigh apart

She answered not save only with a sigh

And in the dusk eve did he deem withal

He saw her smile – but those drew anigh

Who bore the torches and the flowers did fall

Brushed by the stiff gold robes as toward the hall

They passed together talking of such things

As well befit the lives of Queens & Kings

High feast in hall that eve, great joyance there

Of pageant and of song while men did eat

The very maidens that the cups did bear

About the Gothic guests adorned seat

Were clad in raiment for Kings daughters meet

And as the scented tapers burned away

From off their sides waned figures painted gay

Scarcely the Goths deemed they had seen ere then

Such weight of gold and silver nobly wrought

Or such rich raiment on the serving men

Or drank such goodly wine from far lands brought

Shortly to say in glory passing thought

Such careful state as though mens lives should last

For everto its midst that great feast passed

Then flushed were men with glory and with wine

And many rash word to their lips did rise

As more and more they deemed themselves divine

But Randver sat with restless troubled eyes

Glancing about aweary anxious wise

From Bikkis laugh and the Kings merry face

To Gudruns sad set smile, till the glad place

Seemed filled with foolish shadows round about

Dread lurking hate and guile & baffled love

And yet a strange hope struggled with his doubt

And whiles his heart beat high with thought to prove

How yet his secret love the world should move

For now at last he knew how it should be

When he that face the worlds desire should see

Now made the King a sign and forthwithal

Loud sang the shattering gainst the high

Adorned roof and down the joyous hall

Was silence when their noise died utterly –

And then afar off a low melody

Sprang up and seemed drawing nigh but slow

As if the folk who made it lingered now

Then Randvar noted Bikki grow right grave

And how the Queen flushed and the King meanwhile

Seemed struggling all his kingly grace to save

From mere delight – and Randver a faint smile

Strove somewhat his wild faintness to beguile

And even this he said. “If it should be

That all my hope was but vain mockery

But amid this the music grew all loud,

The hall doors swung aback and through them came

Into the hall so fair and strange a crowd

That the Goths’ wonder has not any name –

For in their foremost did great tapers flame

And down the hall a day like lustre shed

From hands of damsels white clad garlanded

Then came the music maids and children fair

Flushed sweet with summer bright eyed with delight

So clad that cantles of the meads seemed there

Whereas their raiment neath young limbs & light

Went wavering underneath the harp strings bright

Down the hall there came a marvellous scent

As though the summer through its portals went

More maids withal each holding in her hand

Lily or rose bough clad in such a wise

As though the summer never left the land

And they need hide but little from the eyes

Of the brown thrush hushed by the mysteries

the dove, that in the shade

Of moon blessed woods now on the high tree swayed

But round the hindermost of these were slung

Baskets of thin woven silver wherefrom they

Sweet roseleaves on the marble pavement flung

Making thereon a soft and odorous way

For feet that were to follow and the day

Might well come back for midmost night to show

Her aspect that adown that path did go

Gold-clad she was, gold-shod & crowned with gold

So that her raiment like herself might seem

Too delicate for mere men to behold

Yet she herself looked not like any dream

Nay rather mid the changing flush and gleam

Of moving limbs and waving raiment she

Seemed the one noble fair reality –

I know not what within her eyes there was

More than in other sweet and passionate eyes

I know not what across her mouth did pass

More than oer others wrought in wondrous wise

With what snare heaved the storehouse of her sighs

More than anothers wrought supremely fair

Yet went all madness and desire there

Whereas she went with adown the silent hall

Not stern nor kind nor glad nor sorry at all

Nor might one call her eager or at peace

Nor full of love nor lacking love’s increase

And yet above and ruling all of these

Not bound by love nor binding it but more

Herself the very love she did adore

The hall was silent for a while and then

Up lepd the Goths unto their feet, and high

Their wild shout rang and in the hands of men

Gleamed the white steel and tossed tumultuously

Round the white face of Randver but one cry

Unheard amid the tumult had he given

As though his heart with unnamed pangs was riven

Bikki himself was pale a little while

And a strange frown made dark his wide clear brow

That gave place soon unto a lip made smile

The eyes might make no answer to – but now

She drew anigh – King Jonak flushed did grow

And raised his cup twice then spake out & said

O Kings son have thou here the goodlihead

That thou hast asked for for thy fathers sake

Knowing not what thou askedst, and thou maid –

Draw nigh unto him give a kiss and take –

For he is now thy son – as the King said

These words gan Gudrun tremble & she laid

Her hands upon her chair as if to rise

Gazing about with wild & wandering eyes

But Randver when he felt her hand in his

And all the heaven of her sweet lips drew nigh

Faltered no more nor shrank away from bliss

When on his lips at last her lips did lie

And when the little space had clean gone by

Wherein they touched so, a strange happy smile

The pallor of his changed face did beguile –

But she was changed and for a little space

Piteous & wild her eyes were till at last

They met as in a dream her mothers face

Kind and imploring, then the anguish passed

From out her face and round about she cast

A glance by inner agony made cold

But durst no more the princes eyes behold

Yet must she sit betwixt him and her sire

And hearken to his voice and wonder how

Amid the bitterness of his desire

He spake of common things for surely now

She did not fail her heart & his to know

And she fell wondering when the time should be

When she alone his lonely eyes should see

Strange minutes heavy laden to these twain

With bitterness and joy, so real so strange

Wherein now nothing more seemed left to gain,

Now nothing gained of all the wondrous change

Had left them yearning for and still did range

From utter woe to utter bliss each heart

So close they seemed now now so far apart

Meanwhile who noted them – Bikki talked loud

With flushed face, and the King sat glad and smiled

With lips & eyes & heard – Gudrun was bowed

Over the board as somewhat now beguiled

With thought of past days – and the joy waxed wild

Within the hall among the rest of folk

Until the pale dawn oer the garden broke

Then as a burnt-down torch out the feast flared

And through the town & palace noisily

The guests unto their wonted dwellings fared

Then in the gathering light oer all did lie

Deep silence but no rest of heart or eye

For those that love from all the world made lone

Who lone of love lay that hour was gone

In tilt and pageant and high feast went by

The next few days Randver saw Swanhild oft

But never so but some one was anigh

Whether he saw her glorious eyes aloft

Above the spears or heard her speaking soft

Anigh him, or they passed so close that each

Might feel the others breath their parch lips reach

Howere they met still flickering shadows seemed

To part their hands & lips and hearts & make

Their lives a dream without their own wills dreamed

A dream that feverish pain should neer forsake

Wherefrom perchance they never should awake

With no more hope than hell yet sweet indeed

As Heaven’s neer parched neer frozen blessed mead

So shall it be thought Randver many a day

Till all days end for us why must change needs be

Why must we strive to cast this pain away

And in the gulf of all uncertainty

Go struggling till again we come to see

All things as others see them with no hope

With all the dread ourselves have made to cope
 






  








WHY WEEPETH HE?
 

Why weepeth he? Why weepeth he?

Above whose head the beech boughs be,

Past whom doth whizz the humble-bee.
 

Why weeps he so? Why weeps he so,

Past whom the pleasant stream doth go

And, as it goeth, singeth low.
 

He lieth on a little mound,

His head is lying on the ground,

He clutcheth at the grass around.
 

Alack! He weepeth evermore

For faces he may see no more,

He weepeth for his lonely door,
 

Whereto their feet will never come,

Through which will never sound the hum

Of loving friends; O! they are dumb.
 

The years have passed by his love,

He prayeth yet to God above;

Unloving prayer will never move
 

The loving one who lives on high

Who, on the cross against the sky,

Showed such love when he did die.
 

And yet his dread prayers answered were

That from his great heart he might tear

The love, that beat through everywhere;
 

Though all his life, his pulses strong

 Through which the fierce blood leapt along,

His lovely voice, where long, and long,
 

The sweet notes after he did speak

Did roll about the heart, and breathe

In joyous showers bringing ache,
 

They were so sweet they brought a pain

About the heart, about the brain,

Then came the sweetness back again.
 

O! love was round him like a sea;

The love of all fair things that be.

The love of every beauteous tree;
 

The love of birds that skim along,

The love of ringing olden song,

The love of churches, where the long,
 

Long sunbeam striketh down the nave,

Upon the place where banners wave,

Upon the ancient warrior’s grave;
 

The love of men that never die,

In many lands their bodies lie,

Their music, and their truth are nigh.
 

The love of those that come and go

About him, O! they loved him so,

And he loved them — but long ago.
 

The love of one whose eyes were deep

And through her eyes the thoughts did sweep,

Her smile would almost make you weep;
 

So much her eyes held sympathy

With all the sad, sad things that be

In loving, loved, humanity.
 

Solemn the mountains are, and vast,

A crown of clouds about them cast.

Yea, here the clouds cling, they have past
 

From off the clear sky overhead

Which waiteth, trembling, for the red,

Which waiteth till the sun be dead.
 

For now the sun is very low,

No clouds across the zenith go,

The sun is dying, wind is low.
 

O me! the solemn East behind,

The moon is coming up the wind,

The light, calm, westward-blowing wind.
 

The moon she goeth westernly,

The woods look up entrancedly,

In morning light the moon will die.
 

Ah! All things die, and come again,

Ah! All things, but the feet of men,

They die, and never come again.
 






  








THE ABBEY AND THE PALACE: STANDING AWAY FROM THE CORNFIELDS
 

The Abbey and the Palace
 

Standing away from the corn-fields

      On a grey, grey day,

            With the east wind blowing

            Past the pillars, and showing

                  The backs of the ivy leaves;

Standing away from the corn-fields

      Where the children play,

             Where the wind is blowing

             Up the hill, and going

                   Past the shining golden sheaves;
 

Standing away from all men

      In October weather

            A grey tower lifting,

             Where the grey clouds are shifting,

                   Four great arches stood:

Beneath them lay the tall men

      Who have fought together.

            There the old monks lay

             And the wind moaned well-a-day

                  For their chaunt through the wood.
 

Lying there in the choir

      By the ruined wall

            With his hands clasped together,

             Praying there for ever,

                  Look at the stone-carved Knight.

And about lies the shivered spire

      Once so tall, so tall,

            And the crow flies over

            The head of the lover,

                  Of him was brave in fight.
 

 And if the crow keeps flying

      Through the grey, grey air

            He will see as he flyeth

            A palace that lieth

                  With shivered marble around;

He will hear the east wind dying

      Past the marble there;

            He will see it all roofless,

            All ruined and roofless

                  With the marble on the ground.
 

Now the wind beats heavily

Round the tower, that steadily

       Stands upon the arches four;

And the wind blows wearily

Round the palace, drearily

        Standing, walls without a floor.
 






  








BALLAD: WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN SO LONG TO-DAY?
 

Where have you been so long to-day?

     Tell me true, sweet Step-daughter.

To my brother’s house I went to play:

     Something hurts me, Step-mother.
 

What did you eat for dinner there?

Roasted eels and black pepper.
 

What did you do with the broken meat?

I gave them to my dogs to eat.
 

What then did to your dogs betide?

The flesh fell from them that they died.
 

What do you leave to your father dear?

My barn of wheat to make good cheer.
 

And what will you leave to your brother dear?

My great ship that sails everywhere.
 

And what will you leave to your sister dear?

My gold that shineth red and clear.
 

And what will you leave to your Step-mother?

The flames of Hell I leave to her.
 

And what then will you leave your nurse?

Mother, what can I wish her worse?
 






  








BALLAD: MALMSTON HAD A DREAM IN THE NIGHT
 

Malmston had a dream in the night

That harm had come to his heart’s delight.
 

He called his pages fair and free:

“Get up and saddle the grey for me.
 

Get up in haste and saddle the grey;

I must see my love before the day.”
 

As he rode through the greves green?

He saw two ladies well beseen.
 

The one of them was dressed in blue.

“My Lord Malmston, what aileth you?”
 

The other of them was dressed in blue.

“My Lord Malmston, what aileth you?”
 

The other of them was dressed in red.

“O, who is sick, and who is dead?”
 

“No one is sick; no one is dead,

But the Lord of Malmston’s love,” she said.
 

But as he drew anight the town

He saw the bier a-coming down.
 

He let his horse loose hastily,

And by the dead corpse quick stood he.
 

He pulled off five rings of gold

And gave them to the clerks to hold.
 

“Dig a tomb right large and deep:

There must we walk while men do sleep.”
 

Malmston waxed both pale and red,

With a deep wound he fell down dead.
 






  








THE NIGHT-WALK: NIGHT LAY UPON THE CITY
 

Night lay upon the city,

       Dull clouds upon the night

O! London without pity!

       O! ghastly flaring light.
 

It fell on many faces

       In groups about the doors,

It fell on some, with traces

       Of the dreary church-yard floors.
 

It fell on faces, bloated

       With many hideous crimes,

On some, whose thoughts had floated

       Away to long past times.
 

It fell on hungry faces,

       Thin lips, despairing frown,

Truly a dismal place is

       That grim, gold-paved town.
 

From light, to light, went flitting

       One very dreary face,

Through the people all unwitting

       It passed on apace:
 

It was a woman walking

       Adown the London street,

She paced on never talking

       To any she did meet.
 

She walked on fast and faster

       Amid the drizzling rain,

And few there were that passed her

       Or they fell behind again.
 

She walked on nothing heeding

       Sights, sounds about her cast;

Like a ghost, breath for red blood bleeding

       When his spirit life is past.
 

Her eyes they looked so fearful,

       Her wild, far-looking eyes

They had long ago left being tearful,

       No tear within them lies.
 

 Her teeth were clenched together,

       Her lips a little apart;

As she went in the doleful weather

       Her breath did tear her heart.
 

Her dress was torn and ragged,

       `Twas silken ne’ertheless;

Her hair all wild and jagged

       Did a broidered kerchief press.
 

On one of her closed fingers,

       As her arms swing by her side,

A golden ring yet lingers

       She strives the ring to  hide.
 

Between closed teeth she mutters,

       `When will the trees be here?’

Strange little sounds she utters

       Which die off in the air.
 

She says, and walks on faster

       With terror in her eye:

“Ah! yesterday I passed here,

       They would not let me by:
 

“The fearful, dusky houses

       They hemmed me in alway,

The angry, terrible houses

       They met me yesterday.
 

“They would not hear my singing

       They turned me away,

Curses upon me flinging;

       O! horrible yesterday!
 

 “They told me that the flowers

       Were bright, so bright beyond,

That in the west wind, cowers

       The broad sedge by the pond.
 

“That sedge-flowers there are yellow,

       The long weeds purple and green,

The swallow, seeking his fellow,

       About the pond is seen.
 

“And yet, the terrible houses,

       They would not let me by,

The dusky, terrible houses!

       Above, the smoke does fly.”
 

She walked, till the streets grew thinner

       While night went on and on,

Till fields began to win her,

       She scarce could hold her song.
 

When the houses ceased, their weeping

       The clouds left off also,

Grey light was about her creeping,

       She had forgot her woe.
 

She walks on, dreaming, dreaming,

       She sometimes turns, to feel

The soft air round her streaming,

       O! softly it does steal.
 

About her hair that was golden

       That is roughed and jagged now,

About her eyes, blue, in the olden

       Days so long ago.
 

 She thinks not of the hours

       The weary hours of woe

But looking at the flowers

       She thinks it long ago.
 

There is an old, old garden,

       She cometh to it soon;

An old, old house is its warden

       In the sun and in the moon.
 

And many, many, lilies

       Do in the garden grow,

Red poppies, and white lilies,

       And lime-trees in a row.
 

And the house stands very quaintly

       With roses up its walls,

And the smell of the limes comes faintly

       And falls, when the light wind falls.
 

And a lawn from the garden lyeth,

       Soft moss its grass doth hide,

In a calm blue river it dyeth,

       With woods on the other side.
 

There all alone she sitteth

       The while the sky grows red,

The while the great moth flitteth,

       The lark sings over-head.
 

She singeth and her singing

       Is a mournful thing to hear,

The rising sun is bringing

       Lost love, and death anear.
 

The light shows through the windows

       The roses hang across

O! the long deserted windows!

       Red roses hang across.
 

Between the lilies and the limes

       The woman lay a-dying,

Her head laid back as in old times

       Among the flowers lying.
 

I think the leaves will bury her,

The snowy lilies look on her,

       They look as if they love her,

The bee will look as he goes by,

The sun will look when he is high;

       No sound will ever move her — 
 






  








THE BANNERS: STANDS A HOUSE AMONG THE TREES
 

Stands a house among the trees,

Many-gabled, in the breeze

Over it the long cloud sweeps,

Over it the sun-shower weeps;

There is no one there within,

Long ago the roof fell in,

All adown the ruined hall

Archless stand the broken pillars tall.
 

Up the wall the ivy climbs

As the tapestry in old times;

Half-uprooted ‘cross the wall

Lieth now a pine tree tall;

Where the banners used to wave,

Telling tales about the grave,

Now the wind is in the tree

Telling quiet tales about the sea.
 

Many tales the banners told

Of the gallant deeds of old;

But that wind within the tree

Wondrous stories telleth he:

O! the banners told of love,

 Now the wind is light above,

And he cometh from the Sea

Singing well of what shall be.

But the banners rot below

And the story of the banners no man shall ever know.
 






  








DROWNED: WHAT IS THE BOTTOM OF THE RIVER LIKE?
 

What is the bottom of the river like?

       O! green it is with swinging weeds,

              O! yellow with bright gravel,

       O! blue with the water overhead,

              Through which the pike does travel,

Tenderly poised is the yellow-eyed pike.
 

I said `the water overhead’

      For I lie here a-dying,

The pike looks down on my weedy bed,

      How sweet it is to be dying!
 






  








THE RUINED CASTLE
 

The dream of a castle, standing alone

     In the midst of a leafless wood;

A ruined castle under the moon;

     Three walls and a turret stood.
 

The ancients surely were fools thought I

     When they talked of the huntress moon,

I think she screams, for she dwells in the sky

     Both day and night alone:
 

The clouds are below her, far below,

     And the stars are far above,

Neither stars above, nor clouds below

     The lonely moon do love.
 

And the withered leaves in the castle walls

     Do mock her, spinning around,

The brittle bough from the poplar falls,

     Carved figures lie on the ground.
 

But the brazen vane on the turretted stair

     That faced the steady west wind,

It seemed to love the moon so drear,

     In the moonlight it looked kind — 
 

Wild, wild, with love she had left her home,

     She had wandered into the night;

Through the three drear walls long time she did roam

     In the midst of the ghostly light.
 

For bright by times, and dull by times

     Did the yearning moon look on her;

And the long steady wind through the leafless limes

     Blew the withered leaves upon her.
 

She cast her eyes on the turreted stair,

     The stair that led to nothing;

Chipped was the rugged stone, and there

     Lay a broken mail coat rusting.
 

There were great brown stains on the granite stair;

     They looked so much like blood,

In darksome corner, very drear,

     An armed statue stood.
 

It had lain in the chapel many a night

     While the monks say miserere,

There it lay as if resting after the fight,

     Of the fight with the dragon weary.
 

But now it standeth bolt upright.

     It is shadowed as with a curtain

In the top of its battered helm, the light

     Falls from the moon uncertain.
 

A dismal tale rang in the lady’s head

     Of a lord of that castle old;

’Twas a dismal tale of men long dead MS, as

     By a bright fireside once told:
 

How an ancient lord of gloomy cheer

     Slew his lovely lady bright

 And buried her under the turret stair

     In the winter-moon’s ghastly light;
 

And, how throughout that castle old,

     Since the day when the deed was done,

On wall and floor grew fearful red mould,

     There ever since it has grown.
 

It grew in spots on floor and wall

     In the midst of the banquet’s light,

From it blood ran on floor and wall,

     On the murdered lady’s night.
 

Now the vane went creaking round in the wind,

     To the east the wind swept suddenly,

And the late gaunt poplar ‘gan to find

     Its branches dipping plungingly.
 

While the west wind blew the yellow eyed owl

     Stared from the ivy quietly,

When the wind swept round, with a scream, the owl

     Flew from the ivy heavily.
 

Then the dismal tale, and the lady’s thought

     In her brain a strange whirl wound,

Owl, vane and wind strange dreaming wrought,

     On the leaves she lay in a swound.
 

When she woke the moon was low in the west,

     It was changing from gold to white,

The lark was singing, leaving his nest,

     As the day rose out from the night.
 

  Through the fall of her golden, shining hair

     She could see a face above her;

Two eyes shone moist in the morning air,

     Truly they seemed to love her — 
 






  








THE MOSQUE RISING IN THE PLACE OF THE TEMPLE OF SOLOMON (OR, THE DEDICATION OF THE TEMPLE).
 

Oman threshed wheat upon the threshing floor

When all about a strange light shone that made

His face look wild; he hid himself, with him

His four sons hid themselves: and then alone

The glory shone, making all common things

Look fearful in its light: behind the straw

They crouched, but soon they looked out timidly.

The fearful thing looked from the rocky ledge

Towards the City: in its hand a sword
 

Waved as its fiery wings waved fearfully.

Often those men that hid behind the straw

Had heard of Angels singing before God

For ever and for ever: often heard

Of how the Captain of the Lord’s own host

Stood before Joshua long ago: of how

Aaron rushed in between the quick & dead

His censer clanging in the tainted air.

They knew the Angel, and about them crept

A horror like to his who stands alone
 

Upon a moor, when black clouds creep along

Against the east wind blowing sullenly,

Bringing the thunder towards the sultry wind

Which has prayed for it blowing many days

Towards the house of thunder: So felt they

For ne’er before upon that threshing floor

Had such a wind blown the small straws about

As that, which blowing from the fiery wings,

Raised the curls up upon his snow-white brow

And let them fall again, as the lull came
 

Which the great wings swept back, or for awhile

Rested, an arch of light above his head

Of light that scorched not; so for long time stood

The awful angel on that threshing floor,

And Oman trembled, till he heard a step,

As if of one burdened with many woes,

Come slowly towards the straw he hid him in.

He heard a sigh drawn from the inmost heart

Of one so pressed upon by misery.

He could not tremble at the angel there
 

But only wept and wept; while evermore

His long robe dragged the stones along the ground.

He knew the King, King David whom he loved

And straightway fell before his feet, for love

Had all o’er mastered fear, and he forgot

The Angel, who still stood upon the floor;

His great wings sweeping grandly to and fro

 And while he stood there calmly looking forth,

Without a doubt upon his loving soul,

An altar rose, and from it went the smoke,
 

About, about, in many curls and wreaths

Up to God’s throne, who answered David there

As he lay praying, thinking of the flowers

That grow about the hills of Bethlehem.
 

Who knoweth how the dreadful angel went?

Or how he came upon the threshing floor?

But he was gone and from the city rose

Grand hymns in very solemn rolls of sound

That dwelt for long about the o’erhanging hills

Entangled in the Olives. Years passed by
 

The temple rose up from the rocky ledge.

No tool of iron smote upon the stone

The white chips flying from it: silently

The gold was clasped upon the cedar wood:

And silently the cherubim stretched out

Their heavy wings, on which the gold lay thick.

The brazen lilies round the sea of brass

Threw wondrous shadows when the moon was up

On the clear water under them, through up:

The brass showed yellow darker than the moon.
 

The narrow windows let the sun come in

And strike the gold, and redden where it struck

As though it drew out blood — A solemn place

Even before the glory of the Lord

Had entered it: and when the moon alone

Shone there by night, the sun alone by day:

A solemn place — but soon a day came on,

When all the people stood about the rock.

How many thousands! hushed in deep despair

With solemn heads bowed down unto the dust
 

While the king blessed them then he turned him round

And prayed many things upon his knees,

And they prayed with him till the Altar blazed

With fierce white flame that licked the victim up.

The Lord had come down to his sanctuary.

An aweful place the temple was that night.

The moon was on it, there was something else

Shone in it and about it, not the moon

For when the sun rose from above the hills

And struck it from the east, he changèd not
 

The wondrous light that shone for ever there.

For ever? Ah! how many shameful sins

Were wrought upon the bosom of the Land:

 For ever! Ah how many were the hills

On which the west wind blew the palms about

With all their branches blackened by the smoke

That foully rose from altars which the Lord

Held cursed always: So the temple fell,

How terribly the gorgeous temple fell

The brass all vanished from the polished rose,
 

The gold all vanished from Araunah’s floor

The wild winds threshed the charrèd cedar beams

As erst the tread of oxen threshed the grain.

Where once the incense stirred the purple veil

With its low breathing, now the wind bent down

The green grass waving o’er the Holy place.

How strangely shines the moon in Bethlehem,

How strangely fall the shadows on the hills;

While sit the warriors keeping watch by night,

Not like the quiet watch the shepherds kept,
 

When shone the moon upon the word made Man

When shone the moon upon the manger wall,

Making a shadow larger than the life

Upon the white wall, of a babe and maid,

A babe and Mother; aye the moon shone bright

Upon a hill where three black crosses stood,

Black, and black shadowed; where the white sky lay,

Broken and ghastly on the withered grass.

Then in a garden fair the moon shone once,

The light fell full upon a sepulchre,
 

Hewn in the rock, with armèd men around;

There where the light was grey about the tree,

And the moon sunk, the sun not risen yet,

Then women came to view the sepulchre

With eyes that weeping had made red, with hands

That twitched at their garments evermore,

Twisting them unto knots; with faint slow steps

Bringing to Him Who lay no longer there

Sweet spices: many a summer flower sprung up;

Famished and withered in that garden sweet;
 

Beneath the sun and wind, beneath the cold.

But now the garden and the trees are gone;

From far off lands both men and women come,

Strong men and weak, and women very weak

 That they may lie upon that blessèd stone

Where lay the piercèd body of the Lord,

That they may die upon it, kissing it;

That they may kiss their sins away on it,

Such reverence pay they e’en to dead cold stone,

That could not feel God’s body as It lay
 

Wrapt in the linen, hidden in the rock.

And Oman’s threshing floor! Years years ago,

A marble temple stood, where stood of old

That other temple with the gilded beams

Of cedar and of olive — years ago

The marble burnèd slowly into dust

While shouts and shrieks rang round it: filthy things

Are filled now upon the level rock,

Instead of marble pilèd into walls

With splendour on them from the morning dew
 

With splendour on them from the summer winds,

That sweetly slid along the marble smooth.

And now the warriors are upon the hill.

Some sleep and dream, not of the clashing swords

Dreaming of faces very far away

Some sit and twist the grass about their hands

Dreaming awake: some talk about the fight,

And some there are, who pacing up and down

Are weary, weary, with the watch they keep.

About them stand all glittering in the moon
 

Tall things bright-headed, blades, but not of grass,

Bright-headed, but they will be dulled soon

When blood dries brown on them, these are the men

Who have swept over many lands with these

Tall spears bright-headed that I tell about.

What people stood before them? on they come.

How may the dwellers in Jerusalem

Keep close their gates against them? very soon

The gates are opened, and the lances gleam

From street to street in dots of trembling light
 

From which the women shrink back shuddering.

The warriors who lay dreaming on the hills

Lie dreaming now within their quiet graves

Or seem to dream, for there the white bones lie

With nothing moving them: Oman is dead

And in its sheath his great sword perishes

As the rust eats it: On Araunah’s floor

Another temple lifts its splendour up,

So gorgeous, that perchance some simple ones

Think it the same that Solomon did build
 

Without the sound of hammers: it is sweet

To see the many marble pillars stand,

To see within, the many arches cross:

 To see the arches other arches make

In dark and light upon the marble floor.

In sooth it is a very beauteous place.

And I perchance could rest within its walls

Could rest within its smooth and barred walls

But round me ever a confused noise,

Swells up and falls and clearer swells again.
 

Well know I what it means that aweful sound.

O North! O north! about thy quiet hills

How fair thy flowers are in summer time.

O north! O north how oft the west-wind brings

The purple haze to lie upon the elms,

And make them purple too, in autumn eves

When twilight shades the streets and underneath

The thick trees, darkness makes. O north! O north! MS, O! north O! north

Under thy hills now fairly dance the waves

Showing the slate stones lying in the lake,
 

And throwing shadows on them from the sun.

O! south sky without a cooling cloud,

O! sickening yellow sand without a break,

O! palm with dust a-lying on thy leaves,

O! scarlet flowers burning with the sun.

I cannot love thee South for all thy sun,

For all thy scarlet flowers or thy palms,

But in the North for ever dwells my heart.

The North with all its human sympathies,

The glorious North, where all amidst the sleet
 

Warm hearts do dwell, warm hearts sing out with joy.

The North that ever loves the poet well,

The north where in the spring the primrose lies

So thick amongst the moss and hazel roots,

The North, where all the purple clouds do course

From out the north-west making green the trees,

Shout for the North, O! brothers shout with me

Pray for the North. O brothers pray with me.
 

A piteous tale that holy hermit told

In all the listening ears of Christendom,
 

A piteous tale to all the swelling hearts:

He told of pilgrims dying at the gate,

The wardens mocking at their agony.

He told of bishops with their hoary beards

A-lying in the grasp of Saracens,

Of Christ’s name cursèd in the very place

Where he had blessed so many solemnly.

 To those new warriors that are on the hills,

The hills that hang about Jerusalem,

Come from the North that they might free the tomb
 

Of Him who bought them they have come from far,

From towns where all over the houses rise

White spires in the light: from pleasant hills

Which look down on the river where the trees

Are dark above the stream and dark below:

Where all the bank and all the pollard trees

Lie in the water clearer than above

They come from woods where underneath the beech

The ground is hard, the air is almost green

From the green leaves above, while in the den
 

The notchèd fern is laughing merrily.

Ah me they come from many a lovely place,

And there their voices are weeping in the night

And there their children breathing heavily

Dreaming of horrors as the night goes on

With changes of the clouds — they dream perhaps

Of all the horrors that lie round about

The line of march the Christian soldiers took.

Perchance they dream that there for many a mile

Great bones be whitening in the southern sun,
 

And over armour crawls the loathly asp,

His flat head clubbing at the close steel rings

Of broken swords, whose hilts are wrought about

With what the Saints have suffered for the Lord,

That they may die while on the army goes.

Of friends that stay behind, to die with them

And hold the cross against their parched lips.

It may be that their sire is such a one,

A-dying on the sand, but there all night

The soldiers watch about Jerusalem.
 

Shout! for the ladder catching on the wall,

Shout! for the mailcoat falling back again

From the knees slackening underneath its fold:

Shout! As the Christians press against the foe.

Shout! as the turbans wave despairingly:

Shout as the swords clash on the parapet

And fall in shivers underneath the wall,

Shout for the brave knight raising well his knee

Amid the glimmer of the scimitars:

Shout as the sword rises above his head
 

And falls again amidst the turbaned ones.

 Hurrah! for sloping down the narrow streets

Hurrah! for rushing unto Omar’s mosque

Where all the marble pillars stand aghast

As if they feared the shadows of the men

Shall cross the shadows of the arches there.

Ah me! they slew the woman and the babe,

They slew the old man with his hoary hair,

The youth who asked not mercy, and the child

Who prayed sore that he might see the sun
 

Some few days more — those soldiers of the Cross.

Pray Christians for the sins of Christian men.

Then for long years the mosque of Omar felt

The long hymns which beat against the domed roof,

The hymns which Solomon had sung of old,

His full heart swelling, in the golden wall,

His gift, from which the Cherubim looked down,

It saw the image of the Crucified

Over the Altar, and it saw the priest

Stand with his chasuble in heavy folds,
 

The jewels on it hiding from the sun.

About the arches rolled the incense-cloud

As once it rolled about the cedar roof — 

Now all is changed — When will the cross once more

Be lifted high above its central Home?

Never perhaps. Yet many wondrous things

That silent dome has looked on quietly.

And truly very many wondrous things

The rock on which the temple stood has seen.

I wonder what Araunah’s floor was like
 

Before the flood came down upon the Earth — 
 






  








THE THREE FLOWERS (NOW THE CROCUS IS BESIDE ME / IN THE SWEET SPRING-TIDE OF YEAR;)
 

Now the crocus is beside me

       In the sweet spring-tide of year;

And the hazelboughs they hide me,

       Daffodillies grow anear.
 

Long ago sweet daffodillies

       With their yellow crowned my brow,

That was where the sunny hill is,

       In the sun I see them now.
 

We were children then together

       When we sat upon that hill,

In the sunny April weather,

       On the flower-covered hill.
 

There, three flowers grow for ever

       On the flower-covered hill;

But two flowers grow together,

       One, groweth lonely still.
 

Tiger lilies, tall white lilies,

       In the summer grow together;

Gorgeous golden daffodillies

       In the spring grow lonely ever.
 

Yet the daffodils clung round me,

       Yet she hung them round my brow;

Yet a child she said she loved me,

       Yet I know she loves me now.
 

He was very noble surely

       Very much did I love him,

And they loved each other purely,

       Never will their love grow dim.
 

Yet, when there she had been reading,

       When with pity she looked on me,

As I stood before her pleading

       Dreary looked the flowers to me.
 

Then she rose up in her pity,

       While the wind about her played,

In her hand a tiger-lily,

       Very lovingly she said;              
 

“Sweet friend, do you not remember,

       In the summer long ago,

How we children played together

       On as sweet a day as now?
 

“How you played at swearing fealty

       To a Queen of beauty bright,

 “Of your vows of love and lealty

       In that sunset’s golden light?
 

“How you crowned me with white lilies

       White as ever snow doth fall,

And three spotted tiger-lilies

       Did my royal sceptre call?
 

“How there were no daffodillies

       For your head to be a crown,

Of his crown of tiger-lilies

       Fading as the sun went down?
 

“Past my flowers blew the soft air,

       To the west your face was turned,

Tenderly wind raised your dark hair

       In your face the sunset burned.
 

““We three stood with love between us,

       While the swallow overhead

Flew around, as he had seen us,

       While the clouds the west wind led.
 

“Do you keep your child-love, brother,

       As you vowed to keep it then?

Will you love me, if another

       Be my lover among men?
 

“Earth will not hold us for ever

       On the earth we live not long;

When we live in heaven together

       God will make our weak love strong.”
 

O! my tears fell downward quickly,

       Fell, as drooped my head to the ground,

On the daisies there, that thickly,

       Yellow-centered stood around.
 

Yet the tears grew very tender;

       Through my tears I saw her stand,

Tremblingly I saw the slender

       Tiger lily in her hand.
 

Last year did I see her lying,

       Crown of lilies on her head;

Held his hand as he lay dying,

       Kissed him, as he lay dead:
 

There they lay, lay dead together

       With their hands clasped each in each,

As they sat in summer weather

       While above them was the beach.
 

Round her head a crown of lilies

       And a lily in her hand;

Fair white lilies; tiger lilies

       Round his head and in his hand.
 






  








FROM ALL OTHER MOVING SHADOWS
 

From all other moving shadows
 

Today before the sun went down

     Behind the purple hills;

The maple tree with its buds was blown

     O’er the hollow the primrose fills.
 

That hollow under the maple tree

     The primrose fills alway:

In the autumn and summer the broad leaves be,

     In the spring the blossoms gay.
 

In the winter the ground is hard and the snow

     Is white above the ground:

But the primrose roots they lie below

     With the maple leaves around.
 

So today before the sun was set

     The wind blew on one cloud:

Towards the east hand the rock was wet

     With the water splashing up loud.
 

And a young knight stood by the maple tree:

With his right hand resting on it:

And in his left hand you might see

A letter, his blue eyes upon it.
 

Now the west was all a blaze with the sun,

There were purple clouds in the blaze:

The colours kept changing, the sun going down

And the east was soft with haze.
 

And the knight he gazed at the letter still

With his hand on the maple tree,

Till the sun was hidden by the hill

     And he scarce could the letter see.
 

The wind sank down, when the sun went down,

And still the rock was wet:

And the daisies bent their heads adown

For they knew the sun was set.
 

Then the knight from the letter lifted his eyes

And he looked down on the river, breaks off
 






  








AND THEN AS THE SHIP MOVES OVER THE DEEP
 

And then as the ship moves over the deep,

She moves with her mariners all asleep;

     They dream very sweetly.

And so our ship moved on through the night

Swiftly sailèd, under the light,

     Swiftly and gently.

And all our mariners lay asleep

I did not dream, I did not sleep.

     The Mermaid sang gently.

Under the moon I saw the surf,

I heard the mermaid gently laugh,

     As we sailed to it.

I knew the coral reef was there — 

I could not speak, I could not stir,

Though we sailed to it.

Scarce can I my wild tale tell

While the wave sounds like a knell.

Now my hair is very grey;

On the morning of that day

Black it curled about my brow,

That was very long ago.

That night beneath the moon.

To the surf we sailed on;

As I gazed, it seemed to me

That it was the rock, not we,

That movèd over the sea.

O! how horrible was the crash,

And a fiery straining flash

Dazzled my doomèd eyes

Instead of the light of the skies

Which were so blue above

Where the moon and the clouds did rove.

Jesu! how the shrieks rang out!

How the shriek rang, and the shout!

     As the ship staggered;

     As the masts wavered,

As the ship sank through the blue water.
 

* * * * * * * * * * *
 

Over are waved the boughs of the palm,

When I woke up all things were calm

     In the dreary desert isle.

How many years have I wandered here,

By the purple sea, through the purple air,

     In the dreary desert isle?

Notches I cut for each day in the year

In the bark of the palm, that rises in air

     In the dreary desert isle.
 






  








THE WILLOW AND THE RED CLIFF (ABOUT THE RIVER GOES THE WIND)
 

      About the river goes the wind

      And moans through the sad grey willow,

And calls up sadly to my mind

      The heave and the swell of the billow.
 

      For the sea heaves up beneath the moon,

      And the river runs down to it:

It will meet the sea by the red cliff soon,

       Salt water running through it.
 

      That cliff it rises steep from the sea

On its top a thorn-tree stands,

With its branches blown away from the sea,

 As if praying with outstretched hands,
 

To be saved from the wind, from the merciless west

That moaneth through it always,

And very seldom giveth it rest

      When the dark is falling pallwise.
 

One day when the wind moaned through that tree,

As it moans now through the willow,

On the cliff sat a woman clasping her knee

O’er the rise and fall of the billow.
 

 And as she sits there without a moan

      With her hand clasped round her knee,

The shadows go over her sitting alone,

 And the shadows go over the sea,
 

And the clouds go over the face of the moon

      That looketh down on the sea:

They will close around her very soon,

      That you cannot tell where she be.
 

And the woman sits with her head bent down,

      And thinketh of happy days;

Of the days when in the bright summer sun

      She lifted her fair, fair face.
 

And the woman thought, sitting over the sea,

      Of a glorious summer eve,

How, — under the boughs of the willow tree — 

      Ah! no tears fall for her grief.
 

The dark clouds now have closed over the moon,

      That you cannot tell where she be:

And, from the face of the bright moon thrown,

      Not a shadow goes over the sea.
 

 And the woman sat while the night went on,

      And she never unclasped her hands:

And the woman sat till the clouds were gone,

      And the sun rose over the lands.
 

Then she sang in the light of the rising sun,

      While the waves looked green and white:

She sang in the sunlight this mournful song,

      While the red cliff turned from the light.
 

            “Sun, that lookest straight at me

            As I turn me from the sea,

            Dost thou know my misery?

            Dost thou know the willow tree

            Underneath whose branches he

            Plighted well his troth to me?

            O! the happy willow tree

            With the river by it sighing,

            And the swallow by it flying,

And the thrush singing to it from the thorn-bush.

            O! the happy willow tree,

            For the river sigheth for it,

            And the swallow flyeth to it,

And the thrush sings of love from the thorn-bush.

            In the spring the thrush singeth,

            From the bough the leaf springeth,

To hear him sing of love from the thorn-bush.

            In the summer he is still;

            From the river to the hill

No song of bird cometh to the thorn-bush.

             But the happy willow tree

            He is full as full can be

Of the song of love that rung out from the thorn-bush.

            When the autumn cometh round,

            All the air is filled with sound

That cometh from the sick yellow thorn-bush.

            And the willow branches wave

            xxxiij O’er the fallen leaves that pave

The dull earth all about the thorn-bush.

            And the autumn passeth by,

            And the dead leaves round it lie:

Red berries look out fairly from the thorn-bush.

            And the willow swingeth heavily,

            Thinking of the days gone by:

             And he thinketh of the spring

            And the song that shall outring

From the loving thrush a-sitting in the thorn-bush.”
 

Then the woman turned round to the sea,

      Which swung its waves up heavily:

And she let her hair from its bands go free,

      And the west wind blew it out wearily.
 

Then she turned round again to the sun,

      And her hair was blown back on her:

And to close the sun in the clouds had begun:

      Then the bitter song sprang from her.
 

       “O! willow tree, O! willow tree,

      Keepst thou the ring he gave to me:

      And which I on thy branches hung,

      When all about the song-thrush sung?
 

      “O! willow-tree, O! willow-tree,

      Wilt thou keep all my misery?

      Wilt hide it in the hollow dark,

      Where the wave has sapped thy bark?

            Shall the song-thrush know it?

            The forget-me-not show it

                To the river running by?

      O fair earth, fair sky above it:

      O fair autumn elms that love it;

      Fair trees that fill the hollow there;

      Yellow leaves that float in air;

      See! his picture I have kept;

      I have never o’er it wept.

      How my hair floats round him now,

      How it blows against his brow.

      I will give him to the sea,

      The sea will keep him well for me

                In his deep green waters.
 

Then over the face of the cliff she leant,

      With the picture in her hand,

And as she lay with her head down bent,

      Her long hair was blown on the land.
 

 She stretched her hand adown the side

      As far as her arm would reach:

And from her hand did the picture glide,

      Waves caught it on the beach.
 

And still she lay with her head down bent,

      And her hand stretched down to the sea,

And she said, as the sea wind over her went:

       O! love dost call for me?

       “O! love I will come to thee:

      O! love we will dwell in the sea,

            And in the pearl-strewn cave

      Will gently move the billow

            As once above us did wave

      The green boughs of the willow.”
 

The clouds are over the face of the sun,

      There is no wind below them:

But above the west-wind presses them on,

      Nor ever rest will give them.
 

No living thing on the cliff does stand:

      No face from the red cliff looks:

But the thorn-bush stretches out his hand

      To the leaves in the little nooks.
 

And from the thorn-bush faraway

      Doth the thrush to the willow sing:

And on the willow branch alway

      Glitters a golden ring.
 






  








WINTER WEATHER (FOR MANY, MANY DAYS TOGETHER)
 

We rode together

In the winter weather

          To the broad mead under the hill;

Though the skies did shiver

With the cold, the river

          Ran, and was never still.
 

No  cloud did darken

The night; we did hearken

          The hound’s bark far away.

It was solemn midnight

In that dread, dread night,

          In the years that have pass’d for aye.
 

Two rode beside me,

My banner did hide me,

          As it droop’d adown from my lance;

With its deep blue trapping,

The mail over-lapping,

          My gallant horse did prance.
 

So ever together

In the sparkling weather

          Moved my banner and lance;

And its laurel trapping,

The steel over-lapping,

          The stars saw quiver and dance.
 

We met together

In the winter weather

          By the town-walls under the hill;

His mail-rings came clinking,

They broke on my thinking,

          For the night was  hush’d and still.
 

Two rode beside him,

His banner did hide him,

           As it droop’d down straight from his lance;

With its blood-red trapping

The mail over-lapping,

          His mighty horse did prance.
 

As ever together

In the solemn weather

          Moved his banner and lance;

And the holly trapping,

The steel overlapping,

          Did shimmer and shiver, and dance.
 

Back reined the squires

Till they saw the spires

           Over the city wall;

Ten fathoms between us,

No dames could have seen us,

          Tilt from the city wall.
 

There we sat upright

Till the full midnight

          Should be told from the city chimes;

Sharp from the towers

Leapt forth the showers

          Of the many clanging rhymes.
 

`Twas the midnight hour,

Deep from the tower

          Boom’d the following bell;

Down go our lances,

Shout for the lances!

          The last toll was his knell.
 

There he lay, dying;

He had, for his lying,

          A spear in his traitorous mouth;

A false tale made he

Of my true, true lady;

          But the spear went through his mouth.
 

In the  winter weather

We rode back together

          From the broad mead under the hill;

And the cock sung his warning

As it grew toward morning,

          But the far-off hound was still.
 

Black grew his tower

As we rode down lower,

          Black from the barren hill;

And our horses strode

Up the winding road

          To the gateway dim and still.
 

At the gate of his tower,

In the quiet hour,

          We laid his body there;

But his helmet broken,

We took as a token;

          Shout for my lady fair!
 

We rode back together

In the winter weather

          From the broad mead under the hill;

No cloud did darken

The night; we did hearken

          How the hound bay’d from the hill.
 

‘
 






  








THE FEN-RIVER (DOWN, DOWN, DOWN, EVER DOWN THE RIVER)
 

       Down, down, down, ever down the river

Where beneath our muffled oars the broken light did shiver,

              Creeping through the shadows,

                     Sweeping through the light,

              On went the black bows

                     In the quiet night.
 

Came we to the tower,

        Close up to the wall,

In the midnight hour

        Grim it looked, and tall.
 

Into the sullen moat,

        By the water-gate

Quietly swept the boat

        There my love did wait.
 

Mighty sleep was there,

        Watcher was there none

But the white marsh-air

        Watched the silent moon.
 

O! her lips were white,

        And her hand was cold,

As she stepped light,

        I grew very bold.
 

Standing in the boat

        Shouted I full loud,

Back from tower to moat

        Rang the echoes loud:

                “What ho! Sir Godfrey!”
 

“Knight thy niece so fair

        Leaves thee in thy fen,

Goes to the mountains fair,

        Cometh to thee again

                Never, Sir Godfrey.”

Then the bells pealed out,

Then lights flashed about,

Shouts mingled with my shout

              ‘Sir Godfrey, Sir Godfrey!’

Then we saw the squires

With torches, amid their fires

        Dashed out the black bows,

               Swept out the long oars,

                     Rose up our song,

As past the shadows,

       As `twixt the low shores

               Bore we along.
 

 On, still on, down the brimming river

Where level with the green banks doth the water quiver,

        Sweeping past the willows,

                Sweeping `twixt the shores,

        On went the black bows,

                Swept out the oars.
 






  








THE BLACKBIRD
 

Listen to the blackbird singing

     To the red flush in the west!

Of all that sing the spring in

     The blackbird singeth best
 

O! how the music swelleth!

     As he flutters there hard by,

For joy of the tales he telleth,

     For the song that shall never die.
 

The young lime where he singeth

     Will remember all his song,

When on his trunk time bringeth

     The mosses clinging long.
 

To the bees by the blossoms humming

     The leaves will tell the tale

In the summer that is coming

     As they flutter in the gale.
 

His singing riseth higher

     To the small clouds overhead,

It goeth on to the fire

     By the small clouds that is fed.
 

Sunsets will keep his singing;

     When the lime is on the ground.

In the ivy about it clinging

     Will thoughts of the song be found.
 






  








TWAS IN CHURCH ON PALM SUNDAY
 

’Twas in church on Palm Sunday,

Listening what the Priest did say

Of the kiss that did betray,
 

That the thoughts did come to me

How the olives used to be

Growing in Gethsemane;
 

That the thoughts upon me came

Of the lanterns’ steady flame,

Of the softly whispered name;
 

Of how kiss and words did sound

When the olives stood around,

While the robe lay on the ground.
 

Then the words the Lord did speak

And that kiss in Holy Week

Dreams of many a kiss did make;
 

Lovers’ kiss beneath the moon,

With it sorrow cometh soon;

Juliet’s within the tomb;
 

Angelico’s in quiet light;

‘Mid the aureoles very bright

God is looking from the height;
 

There the monk his love doth meet,

Once he fell before her feet,

Ere within the Abbey sweet,
 

He, while music rose alway

From the Church, to God did pray

That his life might pass away.
 

There, between the angel-rows

With the light flame on his brows,

With his friend, the deacon goes;
 

Hand in hand they go together,

Loving hearts they go together

Where the Presence shineth ever.
 

Kiss upon the death-bed given,

Kiss on dying forehead given,

When the soul goes up to Heaven.
 

Many thoughts beneath the sun

Thought together, life is done,

Yet for ever love doth run.
 

Willow, grey against the blue,

Where the light clouds come and go,

Mindeth me of kiss untrue.
 

Christ, thine awful cross is thrown

Round the whole world, and thy sun

Woeful kisses looks upon — 
 

Eastward slope the shadows now,

Very light the wind does blow,

Scarce it lifts the laurels low.
 

 I cannot say the things I would,

I cannot think the things I would,

How the cross at evening stood.
 

Very blue the sky above,

Very sweet the faint clouds move,

Yet I cannot think of love.
 






  








BLANCHE
 

Broad leaves that I do not know

Grow upon the ground full low;

Over them the wind does blow.
 

Hemlock leaves I know full well,

And about me is the smell

That doth in the spring woods dwell.
 

And the finch sings cheerily,

And the wren sings merrily,

But the lark sings trancedly.
 

Silv’ry birch-trunks rise in air,

And beneath the birch-tree there,

Grows a yellow flower fair.
 

Many flowers grow around

And about me is the sound

Of the dead leaves on the ground.
 

 Yea, I fell asleep last night

When the moon, at her full height,

Was a lovely, lovely sight.
 

I have had a troubled dream;

As I lay there in the beam

Of the moon, a sudden gleam
 

Of a white dress shot by me,

Yea, the white dress frighted me,

Flitting by the aspen tree.
 

Suddenly it turned round,

With a weary moaning sound

Lay the white dress on the ground.
 

There she knelt upon her knees,

There, between the aspen trees;

O! the dream right dreary is.
 

With her sweet face turned to me

Low she moaned unto me

That she might forgiven be.
 

O! my lost love moaned there,

And her low moans in the air

Sleepy, startled birds did hear.
 

O! my dream, it makes me weep,

That drear dream I had in sleep;

At the thought my pulses leap.
 

For she lay there, moaning low,

While the solemn wind did sough,

While the clouds did over go.
 

Then I lifted up her head,

And I softly to her said,

Blanche, we twain will soon be dead.
 

‘Let us pray that we may die,

Let us pray that we may lie

Where the softening wind does sigh.
 

‘That in heaven amid the bliss

Of the blessed, where God is

Mid the angels we may kiss.
 

‘We may stand with joined hands

Face to face with angel bands,

They too stand with joined hands.’
 

‘Yea’, she said, ‘but kiss me now

Ere my sinning spirit go

To the place no man doth know.’
 

There I kissed her as she lay,

O! her spirit passed away;

Mid the flowers her body lay.
 

What a dream is this of mine!

I am almost like to pine

For this dreary dream of mine.
 

O! dead love, thy hand is here,

O! dead Blanche, thy golden hair

Lies along the flowers fair.
 

I am all aweary, love,

Of the bright blue sky above,

I will lie beside thee, love.
 

 So over them, over them, ever

       The long, long wind swept on,

And lovingly, lovingly, ever

       The birds sang on their song.
 






  








THE MAYING OF QUEEN GUENEVERE
 

The end of spring was now drawn near

And all the leaves were grown full long;

The apple twigs were stiff and strong,

And one by one fell off from song

This thrush and that thrush by daylight,

Though lustily they sing near night.

This time a-maying went the Queen,

But Mellyagraunce across the green

Fresh meadows where the blue dykes were

Stared out and thought of Guenevere.

“If I could get her once,” he said,

“Whatever men say, by God’s head

But I would hold her.” Here he glanced

Across his strong courts, for he chanced

To be on a tower-roof that tide,

And his banner-staff up beside

His bended knee.” St. Mary, though,

When I think well, I do not know

Why I should give myself this pain

About the Queen, and be so fain

To have her by me; God to aid,

I have seen many a comely maid — 

Ah! and well-born too — if I said:

‘Fair lady, may I bear your glove?’

Would turn round quick and look all love:

While she laughs at me — laughs aloud” ...
 






  








THE LONG LAND
 

Scene: A place that no one knows.

Enter (in the dust) the Devil. He says:
 

AHA! my dreamer comes through the dust,

His long cloak weighing him down I trust,

I know the heart of this fellow so well,

Soft; he shall think he is in Hell.
 

THE DREAMER

O misery! utter misery!

I walk and walk, and still to see

The clouds of dust roll over and flee

Before the wind that sweeps by me,

    The hot east wind of summer-time;

With such good thoughts as the Devil sends;

For he is a master good, and blends

In a dim grim way, the faces of friends,

Of Mother, Old Land and Love; and lends

Me a long hot land that never ends

    And dust clouds that are sun-dried slime.
 

THE DEVIL

Aha! what think you of shady places?

Lime-shadowed founts, and blended feces,

That start at the splash of the spray of them?

What think you too of the sweeping hem

Of the delicate raiment, soft blue-grey?

Is not the Long Land better than they?
 

THE DREAMER

*A dim voice comes from the heart of the dust

A muttering growl I scarcely trust,

Growling of fire and murder and lust.

    Why should I weep who am fast in Hell?

And the folds of my cloak are blown over me
 

Purple and long; I was wont you see

To admire it much in the days that be

Faint and far-off, and she, ay she

Often pressed it with dainty knee,

As she bent to the wicked head of me

    Her good pure lips I loved so well.
 

THE DEVIL

O my sweet friend, who were wont to say,

That all men went the self-same way,

Whether they went to it straight like you,

Or by round-about, struggling, puffed and blue;

Till they came to the gate, the spiked gate,

Spiked with the death-darts long and straight:

Tell me I pray if any you see

Who fought in the world like men with me.
 

THE DREAMER

A dim voice comes from the heart of the dust,

A snarling sneer I dare not trust — 

Worse things in the world than murder and lust?

    Ah! once I used to pray.

There was a place too down in the west,

Of all the land she loved it best,

Twixt sea-gulls’ hall and thrushes’ nest

How sweet it were, O Love, to rest! — 

    Alas! all gone away.
 

THE DEVIL

Yes you were always talking of that — 

God’s work was it to lie and get fat,

While the others were sweating their brown hides,

Wearily toiling each day that glides,

Wearily earning rank fat and crust,

Dismally drinking, set down in the dust,

Nothing to think of but daily bread:

What does it matter when all are dead?
 

THE DREAMER

A strange voice out of the heart of the dust

Hissing out lies; I have a faint trust

In the power of Love, O Devil, not lust:

    I could almost pray at last.

  — Yea she said, for a while to rest

With languid hands, looking into the west,

Sitting down as a bidden guest

At the feast of the sun; for a while ‘twere best

    And how long has that passed.
 

     MARGARET (in the likeness of an angel)

       Let me hold his head, O Lord,

        Let me smooth his cheek,

       For he bears a notched sword

        Though his will was weak.
 

       You shall see how he will lie

        (O! poor forehead, wrinkled now)

       On my breast, how quietly

        I will breathe upon his brow.
 

       With the whisper of my wings

        I will tell him tales of old,

       I will show him quiet things

        Meet for eyen to behold.
 

       Nay dear Lord, but see him hold

         Both his wasted arms to me;

       The earth raiment fold on fold

        Clogs him, driven round his knee.
 

       Therefore, dear Lord, let him lie,

        Wearied head, upon my breast,

       Its faint yellow drapery

        Sweetly scented give him rest,
 

       61While I sing and ever sing

        Gentle songs he knew of old

       And make pictures in my wing

        Sweet for eyen to behold.
 

       Till his face grow soft and mild

        And the deep lines fade away,

       And he look like any child

        Sleeping after noisy play.
 

       Dear Lord, what a child he is!

        He seems never meant to meet

       The world’s scorn and cruel hiss,

        All the struggle down the street.
 

       Lord, the eyes within my wings,

        I can feel their colours play

       With their struggle for these things,

        They so long to be away.
 

THE DREAMER

Some one surely draweth near — 

O! my angel cometh dear,

Is God ready, will he hear?
 

        MARGARET

        Nay, speak out and do not fear.
 

THE DREAMER

Lord thou knowest, none so well

All that 1 have got to tell,

Little enough too, this in short

That I fought and ever fought,

Many things I overthrew,

So I smiled although I knew

What would come to me at last.

I used to pray it might be past
 

All that doubtful victory

With the sick smile of the eye

And the sense of failing nigh.

It will be good, I thought, to know

All the worst that must be so.
 

* * *
 

Like a low moon on a cloudy night?

And tell me, am I saved or not;

Sins grow dim and are forgot,

And tell me plainly where is this

This strange long land — Ah Christ! a kiss — 

 — So now at last I am in bliss.
 

         In Paradise.

MARGARET in her proper person


You loved green, dear, down below

On the earth; so let us go

To a deep green place 1 know.
 

Is this green place enough for thee?

We will sit beneath a tree

And think how happy we shall be.
 

THE DREAMER

Whisper to me, Margaret

For my ears are dull, forget

Noisy things, aye closer yet.

Tell me all you came to know,

All you found out long ago,

Yes, with hands together so.
 






  








REJECTED FRAGMENT FROM SIR PETER HARPDON’S END
 

SIR PETER HARPDON’S END

In the Castle on the walls.
 

JOHN CURZON

   And yet their hammering is grown fainter now;

An hour might be something, Sir.
 

SIR PETER

                                                    No fear

But they’ll be ready by the daylight, John.

Far better let this matter have its way;

Don’t think of it, your heart grows heavy so.
 

JOHN CURZON

        Sir, truly? Well, I know not, just as if

I were a builder and knew what would strain

And yet not break, or perhaps might not break.

Just so, you see, Sir, do I hold this; as for death

It makes my heart jump when I say the word,

But otherwise my thoughts keep off from it

Without much driving.
 

SIR PETER

                        John, where were you born?

You never told me yet, whose son were you.
 

JOHN CURZON

        At Goring by the Thames, a pleasant place:

So many sluices on from lock to lock,

All manner of slim trees— ’tis now ten years

Since I was there, and I was young that time,

For I look older than I am, fair Sir.

My father holds a little manor there,

He’s alive still: I mind once — pardon me,

I trouble you.
 

SIR PETER

                No, Curzon, on my word.
 

JOHN CURZON

        I mind once when my sister Anne was wed — 

And she has children now: Why, what’s to-day?

Tenth of November — we shall mind it long

Hereafter when we sit at home in peace — 

The tenth to-day then, or to-morrow — which is it?

I never could keep these things in my mind — 

Is poor Anne’s birthday — hope it is to-day,

I shouldn’t like them to be holding feast

While — God, Sir Peter, those men are in shot.

I’ll fetch some archers, hold you still the while

xxviij The Green Tower men will be the least tired out

And John of Waltham draws the stronger bow.

No noise, Sir, I’ll be back soon.         He goes.
 

SIR PETER

                                        That man now,

His thoughts go back in such a simple way,

Without much pain, I think, while mine — I feel

As if I were shut up in a close room

Steaming and stifling with no hope to reach

The free air outside — O if I had lived

To think of all the many happy days

I should have had, the pleasant quiet things,

Counted as little then, but each one now

Like lost salvation — Say I see her head

Turned round to smile at cheery word of mine;

I see her in the dance her gown held up

To free her feet, going to take my hand,

I see her in some crowded place bend down,

She is so tall, lay her hand flat upon

My breast beneath my chin as who should say,

Come here and talk apart: I see her pale,

Her mouth half open, looking on in fear

As the great tilt-yard fills; I see her, say,

Beside me on the dais; by my hearth

And in my bed who should have been my wife;

Day after day I see the French draw on;

Hold after hold falls as this one will fall,

Knight after knight hangs gibbeted like me,

Pennon on pennon do they drain us out

And I not there to let them. Lambert too,

I know what things he’ll say — ah well, God grant

That he gets slain by these same arrows here

That come up now.         Enter John Curzon.

                                So, Curzon; little noise,

Wind the big perriere that they call Torte Bouche.

I think we shall just reach them there: see now,

xxix You mark their beffroi by the loose ox-skins

If you strain hard your eyes; now aim well up

To the windward and you’ll hit the midmost.

Set the staff — So, another inch this way of it,

Hands to the winch all ready. Now, Long Wat,

Stand with your six well on the right side

And aim about the little red bombard,

I mark them gathering there; you’ll see them too

Within a little, when your eyelashes

Are well freed, so no hurry. By the Lordl

Here John of Waltham on the left, see here!

About the chestnut perriere I saw

The fellow with the red Montauban hat

Who did so well the first day — bend this way,

Lend me your arrow, there by the eightbarb

He’s stooping.
 

LONG WAT

        Yea, fair Sir, I see right well.
 

SIR PETER

Curzon, all’s over; they’re quite ready now — 

Are going to assault, I think, at once,

Here in the dark. (Aloud.) Yea, draw the catch when I

Cry out aloud whatever cry comes first.

Lads, draw to the barb points for the King’s sake.

 — St. Edward for Lord Richard of Bordeaux!

Broad arrows for the King! — Shout, boys, hurrah!

The beffroy’s down.
 

JOHN CURZON

                The Red Montauban hat

Hath got a token not a lady’s, Sir.
 

SIR PETER

By God they’re moving though, their cries, Curzon — 

“Our Lady for the Constable of France,”

“Sanxere, Sanxere,” “the Marshal for KingCharles,”

“St. Ives for Clisson—” Curzon, did you hear?
 

JOHN CURZON

Yea, Sir, and felt; a good round ton, I doubt,

Has fallen from the wall. I’m ready.
 

SIR PETER

                        Again

Among the men then, by Lord Clisson’s tent.
 

        St. George Guienne! Long Wat and all you

Shoot all you may.
 

JOHN CURZON

                St. George! Why again there,

It comes away like dried mud; at this rate

They will not need the beffroi. By daybreak

May God have mercy on our souls, fair Sir!

They have made a breach — hark there, they know it too.
 






  








ONCE MY FELL FOE
 

ONCE my fell foe worsted me;

All my honour and degree

Were as nothing on that tide.

From the field with woundes wide

Thwart a horse was I conveyed

And in his strong prison laid.

There I lay in prison strong

Many weary months and long,

And no one said good word to me.

There was a window small to see

That let in dear light to me,

With two bars was it made full fast

All unglazed: and the throstles passed

Thereby; singing in the spring

I saw many a fair brown wing

Go thereby: and the weather

How it changed: in what manner

The winds wrought within the tree!

There went the west wind fair and free,

The north wind and the south wind

And the fell east all unkind:

All these things I could espie

If I listed, and notes high

Of fifes heard I many a time,

And of harps the merry rime,

Also I saw the great gate,

And who went by early and late

If I list could I espie.

So somehow the time went by,

Till it chanced on a morn of May

In strong prison as I lay,

I heard many brass horns bray,

And wide the gates were opened.

Then to that I thrust my head

That I might see what thing there came:
 

Sooth to say I had no shame

If folk might see me staring there,

There was not room for all my hair,

My mouth and nose and eyes scantly

If one came close he might chance to see.

I say the gates were opened,

With horns and shouts there entered

A Lady with a great meinie

Apparelled all most royally.

So when I saw them going there

I waxed ashamed and for my state

I mourned, for there was cloth of gold

And many a guisarme; stiff and bold

In good white armour many a knight

With fair tabard duly dight,

All such things as ‘longed once to me — 

Yea also and so merrily

Their horns blew, I was constrained

To weep so hard as if it rained

Upon the sill.

        But then with these

Between the bright sun and the trees

Came there riding that sweet thing:

At her rein did the bells ring,

Over her saddle of ivory

Fell her fair green gown so free.

Then when I saw her how she rode

A heat struck through my poor cold blood

And I forgot my poor estate,

And well thought I early and late

Will I be her knight perfay.

Thus said I, nor where I lay

Did I remember. What my foe

Would do with me I did not know

As at that time, or if I should win,

God being heavy on my sin.

But for joy of her sweet face

This despair I clean forgot,

Fell Foe Nought thought I of this or that

Till she had gone upon her way,

Then half awake longtime I lay — 

And if I might again see her.
 

Within a while I heard a stir,

Round in the lock went the key,

Then came the jailor in to me;

Then spake he loud and merrily:

“Up up, Sir Knight, and leave this place.

My lord hath given you all free grace

That be knights and of good blood

Of those that lie ‘twixt stone and wood

In his strong prisons.”

         Nought did I say

And to and fro did my heart play

Betwixt my doubt and joy that day.

“But what, my lord,” said he then,

“Shall I shut this door again?

Love you this place so heartily

You list not leave it?” “ Sir,” said I,

“I shall sing by and by

And dance for joy, I have no doubt,

That from my prison I am out:

But now my heart misgiveth me

This is a dream.” “Drink wine and see,”

Then quoth the carle with high glee;

“I trow strong wine shall make ye see,

For on this day it rains of wine:

Come eat and drink, old prisoner mine!”
 

Up to the great hall went I then

And there saw I right many men

Wretched and lean with garments rent,

By this great lord they had been shent:

Knights were they once as I had been

But now was their good day gone clean;

Yet that they saw the sun again

And were free now after such pain,

Their lean cheeks waxed red

And with joy their eyes sparkled.

At the dais sat that lord,

Well with cloths was dight the board,

And there was goodly wine and meat,

Thereby had many a lady seat.

And then a herald ‘gan to call

With high voice throughout the hall

The style and manner and high degree

Those knights once had that stood with me,

One by one in order fair.

At last heard I as I stood there,

“Ho now for the good knight

That beareth barry black and white,

Sir Robert du Leon well he hight.”
 

Up to the dais went I then

Dizzily walking among men

Who gazed at me curiously.

In some gold dish I did espy

What a wretch I was to see,

My hair unkempt and all dirty,

My visage yellow as honey;

Bare at shoulder and at knee,

An old rent tabard at my back

Where all grey was gone white and black.

Slowly I walked as if with age,

Gaunt and grive of my visage,

I boiled to see how as I went

Over tables the ladies leant

For fear of fouling of their dress.

Such was my grief and my distress

When I knelt before that lord

Mine eyes always I cast down:
 

“Sir,” quoth he,” once my fair town

You burned with fire, and did to me

Many a foul wrong and injury:

All which I now forgive to thee

In joy that God upon this day

Has given me the fairest may

In all this world to be my wife.

God give you joy now of your life!

Go you and bathe and put on you

Weed of scarlet and of blue,

Then come and eat in this my hall,

The next day go. Take what shall fall

From God, and I shall give to you

Beside this gown of red and blue

Twenty pounds of silver bright

And all that ‘longeth to a knight,

Both horse and arms.” While thus he said

The blood rose up into my head

And made me dizzy. I thought this:

I am twice beaten; he may kiss

My may upon the lips and take

Her first sweet look when she doth wake

In the merry morning, while I lie

Alone in all my poverty.

Then my heart swelled that nigh I wept,

But yet again my full heart leapt

Up to my mouth with this new thought:

Behold this morning I am brought

An idle show before my may;

It may hap on another day

That I may show her somewhat too.

So thought I and with courage new

Lift up mine eyen and beheld

That may who sat beneath the shield

Of red and blue. So steadily

I thanked him for his clemency

And went away.

         When morning came

Out went I with my heart aflame

To do high deeds. The first was I

To ride of all that company;

Out rode I through the flowering trees,

And when I felt between my knees

The plated saddle once again

And heard my horse tread, I was fain

To sing old songs about my may.
 

You know, Sir Rafe, how day by day

The rumour of me goes: perfay

I shall be rich and great soon — well,

Tomorrow comes and many a selle

Shall empty be of Sienese,

Yet put I not much faith in these

French knights with their glittering — 

John Hawkwood hath a bettering.
 






  








THE ROMANCE OF THE THREE WOOERS
 

YEARS agone it did befall

By a mouldering brick wall

Three knights strong and lithe and tall

Met as they had sworn to do.

The first knight had a lady’s shoe

The second had a silken fold

Shredden from a lady’s dress;

But the third knight bore a tress

Just the colour of the corn,

From a lady’s head ’twas shorn.

The first knight had about his head

A covering of russet red

That wrapped about his helm and crest,

And a red cloth on his breast,

So what his cognisance might be

The others could not lightly see.

The second knight had got no crest

Nor any bearing on his breast,

Plain linen, plain steel only, quite

Without device and only white.

The third knight wore upon his head

Two lilies, one was white, one red,

Likewise on his green surcoat he

Carried a purple-leaved lily.
 

That wall choked up with weeds and mould

Was the rampart of a castle old

Quite ruined now, but verily

Eld had not caused it so to be,

Indeed petraria-stones you saw

Had crashed through every window and door,

Besides through all the weedy court

 In his hand, a shoe of gold;

Were scattered bones of men that fought

In that grim battle long ago — 

Yea man had caused it to be so.

The slope of grass the knights sat on

Covered the bones of those that won

In that grim fight; moreover you

Could see hard by cat-towers two

The victors left behind them there;

They rotted in the autumn air.

An aspen-wood did grow close by

In which the trees hung all awry

Half fallen, yet they could not die,

Though summers since this way they fell,

The other trees propped them so well.
 

I think you wish to know from me

Something of this strange company,

Then listen: three years ago these three,

Wandering from whose court know I not

Nor from what land, nor know I what

Their friends said to them when they went.

Now these three were at first content

To have adventures such as might

Befall to any errant knight,

Until one morning at the dawn

Each one awaking found a torn

And bloody parchment on his mouth

And all their faces turned round South.

These scrolls were writ in black and red

And the same legend each one said,

“ By that which touches either cheek

Go Southward and the Gold Land seek.”

 — Truly red blood was on each cheek.
 

Then rose they up with heavy cheer

And bathed them in a fountain near;

 They could not wash that stain away,

It drove them onward day by day

Through many unknown lands till they

Heard rumours of a golden land,

And great men bowed at their command.

Joy grew within them when they found

That they would be so well renowned,

Arm linked in arm they would walk now

With straight drawn lips and unmoved brow,

They pitied those they chanced to see

Not being as they a mystery,

And going Southward nearer drew

To the Golden Land, as they well knew.
 

At last one morn of autumntide,

As thinking high things they did ride,

They came unto an aspen-wood

Where strange things nowise understood

Lay carved in stone their way beside.

A little further did they ride

That morning of late autumntide

And came out in a wide clear space

And there saw midways of that place

The Castle of the Golden Land.
 

         Christ, it was hard to understand:

Each looked the other in the eyes,

Each saw no trace of wild surprise — 

No sign of rage nor of distress,

Nothing but mere blank hopelessness.

They sat down on that slope of green

Where lay the dead men’s bones between

The soft grass and the inner fire,

They seemed to have no one desire

Not e’en for death, till the eldest knight

Who was yet young — Sir John he hight — 

He said, “The bones lie in the court,

 But did all die there where they fought,

Did none escape and freely rove?

 — Knights, have ye ever been in love?”

They said not nay, they said not yea,

Then said he,” Knights, I have a way

To try if God be wholly bad

To us and we to him — yea sad

It may be in the aftertime — 

To us it must be sad — now climb

With me this battered rampart-wall,

Link hands and swear together all.”
 

They stood together, said no word

For many minutes, then a bird

Whose head and legs were yellow, sat

Upon a tower; he looked fat

Because he puffed his feathers so

To screen him, for the wind did blow

Cold and full east — but he was thin:

They thought he looked like a great sin.

Sir John held up his hilt to kiss

Then said, “Now by Christ’s cross swear this

That we three different ways will rove,

Search heartily for a true love,

But when three years have passed by

Come here again to live or die;

For whoso loveth happily

Those three years through, the same shall die,

Him and his love, yea verily

If so it happen to us all

Likeways we and our loves shall fall.”
 

They swore with curled lips and straight brow,

The loathly bird that stood just now

Upon the tower-top did shrink

To his right size, croaked, gave one blink

 And then let fall his yellow head

On his yellow neck and he was dead.

Natheless his body hung up there

Till all the bones were white and bare.

         So when three years had passed away

The knights came as they swore that day

Back to the dismal castle-wall,

And each one to tell his love and all

His victory or defeat and fall.
 






  








ST. AGNES’ CONVENT
 

ST AGNES’ convent by the merry sea

That dashes on the shore of Brittany,

The tower that held our great bell, slim and red,

The deep-sunk fearful moat that the sea fed

Twice in a day; the fair churchyard and good

And therein over all the blessed rood,

Mary and John and soldiers with gilt spears

Stone-grey and moveless through these many years;

The hanging yellow flowers in the Church;

The watching from the walls the perilous lurch

Of the o’erladen dromond as it turned

To enter the glad harbour where there burned

Those three coal fires every windy day;

The strong west wind that drove the summer hay,

Driving my hair too all about my face;

That writing-room, each slim nun at her place

Specking the vellum with the red and black;

Our fireside converse wherein was no lack

Of talk about the world, of such a knight

And how he sped, who was held most bright

Of the court ladies, Arthur’s wars and deeds — 

Yea I remember setting sunflower seeds

When willow trees were red, I watched them too

When these were grey and waning; justa few

Great bees about me humming all their best

And in that good time every thing had rest — 

        Gone, gone, Iseult! the happy days of old

Are vanished as a little tale is told:

The gay uprising, the glad lying down

Are gone for ever. To a painful frown

My brows draw when I sleep, for though I fall

Yards, fathoms down in dull dreams, not at all

Do I the less know what I am and what

I want and shall not get; my hands are hot

And moist this wretched day, though the cold wind — 

Cold rain — cold air loves well enough to wind

And curl my body like a withered leaf — 

This is enough. Moreover, like a thief

Comes creeping through a dark house in the night,

My woe comes on me when I think I might

Be merely wretched with the wind and rain,

But not for any moment will my pain

Grow softer even. Ay turn the mirror, let

Me see Nantes City with its streets afret
 






  








PALOMYDES QUEST
 

ABOUT the middle of the month of June

      Sir Palomydes rode upon his quest,

Twixt sunrise and the setting of the moon:

      Beast Glatysaunt did give him little rest
 

At midday, and at midnight must he sleep,

      And still the beast trailed on unceasingly

Waking strange echoes in the forest deep,

      Leaving strange scales on many a bush or tree.
 

So the days went and no lovesickness came

      O’er the knight’s heart to weaken it or bow

His head; he rode on with the same

      Set purpose still in his unwrinkled brow.
 

Until one day when that he rode thinking

      Whether the beast as they met face to face

Would turn to fight him with a sudden spring,

      Or creep away and whine in some dark place
 

Until he bound his jaws and led him out — 

      And then he thought until his heart grew hot

Of how the folk would laugh and sing and shout

      As he should lead the beast through Camelot,
 

The heralds crying, “Ho good people, see!

      For this is Palomydes the good knight

Who hath achieved his quest most gloriously

      And won the Questing Beast in open fight!”
 

Thereat in sooth he almost seemed to be

      There in the streets with all the bells ringing

And all the folk at window him to see,

      Damsels and minstrels ready for to sing.
 

Almost he heard the praises of the King

      And Launcelot saying “ Now beyond all doubt

Is Palomydes the best knight living

      Though Lamorak and Tristram are most stout.”
 

Abroad from thence the bruit shall go of me,

      And many a lord shall say,” Hold we high feast;

Tomorrow an uncouth sight shall we see:

      Here cometh Palomydes and his beast.”
 

And so to Cornwall shall I come at last — 

      But saying this he sighed, for well he thought:

When all this noble fame has been compassed

      Shall Iseult’s love be nearer to me brought?
 

Now at that time the forest thinner grew

      On the left hand, and all between the trees

The light of the green fields began to show,

      And ever fresher blew the western breeze,
 

On either side of him the thrushes sang

      And as he drew his rein it seemed to him

That from some far-offtower the bells rang.

      So he passed on to that great forest’s rim
 

And then beneath him by the meadows fair

      With their broad acres of the good green wheat

Starred with the blood-red poppies burning clear,

      There sat he, and the smell of hay came sweet
 

Upon the wind and therewithal the chimes

      Uncertain as the kisses of a maid

Sang out their tale in sweet outlandish rymes

      Hard to remember. Therefore down he laid
 

His bridle, and he cried, How fair, how fair,

      You walk within the summer gardens

O bright Iseult! — having but little care

      For Palomydes, as 1 full well know.
 






  








WE HAVE DONE ALL THAT MEN COULD DO
 

What can our curses now avail,

We lying here unarmed and bound,

If prayers were nought to turn the scale

When swords were whole and mail was sound?

Ye shall grow great: your old defeat

Shall be but part of your renown — 

O brave, so many a loss to meet

And still to rise when smitten down!
 

Our battles and our lives are past.

We have done all that men could do

But lie here in the dust at last,

For ye were many, we were few,

Fear nothing then but strike the blow;

Be merry now from day to day — 

Your enemies are lying low,

Fear not the Gods so far away.
 






  








BALLAD: THERE WERE TWO KNIGHTS RODE TOGETHER
 

THERE were two knights rode together,

      At their backs a great meine

They were in the fair English land,

      Muckle joy had they.
 

Fair Sir, I am old and my eyen are weak,

      Your eyen are clear and keen,

I pray you name me well yon bird

      Fled over the meadows green.
 

Whether was it a good storm-thrush

      Or a jay with a blue wing,

Was it one of the birds that sing fair lauds

      When the greves are green in spring?
 

Yon bird it was no missel-thrush

      Or jay with a blue wing;

O let narrow and well away

      To the song that it doth sing.
 

Yon was an evil maggot-pie,

      He bodeth us treie and tene,

I would I had seen some other bird

      Betwixt the greves green.
 

Though we have come safe home again

      And our hap has been but good,

Cry not Ho, the old saw saith,

      Till you are out of the wood.
 

They rode so long till the mirk night

      Came over the country side;

They said one to another,

      I would some house might betide.
 

O whatten a light is yon great light

      That maketh the heaven red?

It is na the light of torches

      For all men are fast abed.
 

O whatten alight is yon great light?

      The sun was down six hours ago.

No doubt in some carle’s homestead

      The red cock doth crow.
 

O whatten a light is yon great light ?

      The moon was down an hour ago.

O yon is the bonny house of Skreehope

      That burneth all in a red glow.
 

O whatten staves are yon great staves?

      They seem right great agen the low.

O yon are the spears of the fause Scots:

      Cry, Mary my help for Skreehope ho!
 

Gin we had no fear of the French glaives

      Little fear have we of the Scotch spears.

I should never see such a deadly fray

      Gin I should live an hundred years.
 

Many a Scot was overthrown

      And laid dead on the earth cold,

But our Englishmen were put aback

     Though of their hearts they were full bold.
 

There was the lord of Skreehope slain,

     And Sir John of Fulton was led away.

Skreehope House has been full cold,

      None dwells there syne that day.
 






  








SAINT GEORGE
 

SUCH careless thoughts as maids will have, she had

     In other days, when passing on that way

Toward the small chapel: there with heart right glad,

     Becausejoy filled her, would she often pray.
 

Indeed I know in those days there was nought

     That Sabra needed: so for utter love

She prayed: nor broke thereby one happy thought

     That pleased her heart, pure as a grey-winged dove.
 

But now she thought it hard to think of God;

     Although her lips kept muttering as she went,

“God help! Christ help!” Her footsteps as she went

     Seemed heavy to her, and her head was bent
 

Down to the road. That morning she would walk,

     Although they brought a litter hung with gold

And soft with cushions; when she heard them talk

     Low-voiced why these were black—” nay on the mo uld
 

I walk a ghost,” she said, “on this last day.”

     Although of old for very daintiness

She loved soft cushions and fine food, this may

     Went golden-shod afoot in her distress.
 

Her head down to the ground a little drooped,

     Her loose hair combed out thin on either side,

Beneath a scarlet mantle furred she stooped,

     A thin white kirtle clad her like a bride.
 

There were no women with her; but tall men

     This side and that plodded with heavy tread:

Armed close and clean with steel they were, as when

     In bitter fight the guisarme skins the head.
 






  








WHY DO THEY MAKE THESE LISTS IN THE GREAT SQUARE?
 

Why do they make these lists in the great square

This July night and spend much velvet fair

Upon the canopies and good cloth of Rheims?

How is it the pealing of the chimes

Are little heard amid the din and sway

Of many people eager as in day ...
 






  








A TIME THERE WAS IN DAYS LONG PAST AWAY
 

A time there was in days long past away

Whereof the romance telleth when all laws

Were kept far better than they are today

That time no man escaped without due cause
 

That time as Gods knowing both good and ill

With unsealed eyes upon the judgement seat

Sat dukes and kings and wrought out all their will

And those were glad who sat beneath their feet
 

Yet verily as all the wise men say

Man may know much the high God knoweth all

Yea such a man a man sic was righteous yesterday

Today he sinneth let? the sword fall
 

So say they not being merciful like God

Who lets him live the next day and do well

So comes it many bones beneath the sod

Lie buried quietly whom the hangman fell
 

Had dealt with but that God the pitiful

At some bad times when they were full of fear

And all seemed failing made their judges dull ?

Lo such a tale as this is written here
 

A knight there was and he was young enow

But battered in the wars of many lands

And likewise in estate was fallen so low

Nothing he had but what his sword and hands
 

Might win from year to year nevertheless

The maid at court of noble house and state

Gave him her love and in all recklessness

A desperate man he quite forgot his fate
 

And cherished it and warmed himself thereat

To mind today tomorrow God may mind

Look you it was high treat for one who sat

Not so high up above the salt to find
 

The silkwound vellum fall before his feet

While red as fire yet with what Count Guy

Had just now said or while his heart y beat

With smothered rage at Earl John’s stations ? high.
 

I say no wonder if he scarce could see

For giddy pleasure what fair words were writ

Upon the vellum flower and bird and tree

Danced in the merry sun because of it
 

I say no wonder if he found it sweet

After some foil in field or tournament

Kissing together to sit feet to feet

And ever round him her two long arms went

And ever surely twas a great content
 

Shortly no wonder and not too much blame

If he forgot how hard the times were then

If he forgot the wretchedness and shame

His love would surely win among all men
 

Yea he forgot that law so pitiless

Whereby as saith the romance what Lady

Of that court fell in sinful love no less

Than burnt she was without more remedy
 

And though no doubt a many times he thought

All this and more yet nonetheless because

While love and honour so hard in him fought

By no process of thinking might he pause
 

To leave the brawl and jungle of the hall

For quiet hours in the distant place

She and her ladies dwelt in and hear fall

The conduit in its basin: face to face
 

Meanwhile they sat and sang and stories old

Made them but mindful of their own delight

Forgetful of their troubles and so bold

And tender did his face seem in her sight
 

That all seemed won already and such love

From her compassionate eyes shone down on him

Twixt falling of the blossoms from above

That thought and memory both began to swim
 

In giddy dream and if he could have thought

Better is love than honour he had said

For unto another world love had them brought

And there they made their own laws by my head
 

Upon a day there came a time at last

When both to him and her was no return

Hands off with honour love had got him fast

For weal and woe in this flame him doth ? burn
 

Alas she with him

Take notice though that being as they

Fair of good estate, right many men

Loved her in one way or another way

And often was she hard put to it when
 

They sought her love upon the bended knee

By due answer to hold her secret fast

In spite of all out would it certainly

Swathe a Snake up in wool, at last
 

Out comes the head with the black forked tongue

Quivering before it all was but in vain

And openly the bitter secret thing

In spite of all the watchfulness and pain
 

There was Sir Aloyse in that court a Knight

Of name and wealth a man of cruel heart

Cold you had said, who nonetheless took light

And burnt with love towards her for his part
 

But no wise might he win her cold and proud

She was to most, although for bitter care

She trembled at such praises loud

The more through heavy thoughts her beauty ? where
 

Stood Sir Aloyse with roses in his hand

And fierce love at his heart: Kiss them he said

And give them back to me. Spring was on the land

And the may blossoms rained upon her head
 

The warm wind blew the medlar leaves apart

And shook the starred white flowers she looked round

At him first then about for help her heart

Almost stopped beating at the grating sound
 

And dainty seemed right dangerous and hard

And he who held him wise loved not with her

And evilly her would beloveds fared
 

Of those few words because indeed they meant

More than they said, his eager eye

His flushed face smiling proud and confident

Nought in the way now meant they certainly.
 

She stood a moment quivering with great fear

Then turned to run he caught her by the hand

With a great spring then said nay stop and hear

A story that I know sit while I stand
 

She sat upon the grass and over her

Feeling his cutlace edge stood Sir Aloyse

The sound of his slow speaking reached her ear

Dreadful and dreamlike as the constant noise
 

Of falling waters. So, he said time goes.

I knew you as a merry child one tide

And that is past great love for you arose

Within my heart since then set that aside
 

I thought I had a chance once let that go

But think Margaret how in the many fights

We men of war have been in that we know

Things women do not think of and see sights
 

Whereof they do not dream I saw one day

Upon a battle field a young knight dead

There with clenched hands throat cut wide he lay

And it was I who killed him by my head
 

Who was it but my brother times change much

Who would have thought that he of all other men

Should thwart and thwart me till I changed too such

Close friends we were once yet I killed him then
 

I was not sorry I had killed him though

But sorry we had quarrelled all alas

But as go other things so goes sorrow

I grieve. Alas you will not love me now time was
 

I would have served you well; but for Richard

I hold it pity that you should give up

Your life for him. To die so young is hard

But who so casts aside a golden cup
 

Let him go drink grey waters from the brook

And foul his hosen with the mud thereof

I must away I fear much I must look

To hear strange tidings while my broken love
 

Makes me sit brooding in my hall alone

I judge that it might happen any day

Those dreadful laws may be fulfilled to the bone

And marrow I am sorry I must say
 

You seem to hate me why do you look so pale

I fear it is not that you pity me

Your own grief doubtless roused up by this tale

This string of words that minglingly ?
 

I have been pouring out is it farewell

Will you live Margaret years and years and years

To help you help

With love and honor — now ? you have a bell

With Richards arms upon it yes Cicel
 

I think her name is your own pretty maid

Gave it to me — ah not discreet enow Tis pretty

Cicely picked it up she said

In your own bower is it farewell now
 

Do you reach your hand to say good bye

No let me keep the bell and give me leave

To say be careful of the sweet Cicely

For keeping secrets she is like a sief
 

For holding water — well I must away

Alls ended ? the end is just begun

Margaret farewell. She was as pale as clay

While he was speaking as when he was done.
 

And gone away she sat and held her knees

And for awhile in rocking to and fro

Now vaguely thought she of departed peace

And now half pondered what thing she might do
 

To save her body and her love from death

Whether he lied or not Sir Richard’s bell

That went for nothing Cicely though her breath

Went when she thought of what she knew full well ?
 

Hard was it to die young and hard to face

The bitter world with lies and lies and lies

And then she thought how well she knew the place

Where she was to be burnt with what surprise
 

Her kindred over sea would hear of it

And would they arm for vengeance or just take

Some pounds of gold and after that would sit

In some gilt chantrey silent for her sake
 

Wishing the mass well over giddily

She rose at last and in her bower she lay

Wishing that that spring day were all gone by

And night were come nought recked she of the day
 

That in the merry wind beat up and down

Nought recked she of the ousels how they sung

The short sweet laughter of the thrushes brown

There she lay quiet — but her hands she wrung
 

And softly lest that anyone should hear

And yet above her breath, she called on God

And sometimes half risen up she shook for fear

If any footstep in the passage trod
 

About sunset the minstrels in the hall

Blew up sweet tunes while lords and knights drank wine

And heavily then on sleep she gan to fall

And sleeping wept upon her fingers fine
 

But in the night she woke full oft and wept

For very pity that she found the tears

Still wet upon her cheeks and when she slept

She dreamt of all things happening bitter fear.
 

But hope with it and outlet due at last

The next day and the next she lay abed

Sick as her maids told those who asked for her

For Sir Aloyse went not as he had said

And till he had gone Margaret for pure fear
 

Durst not to send for Richard the third day

She heard the trumpets blow up merrily

Outside her heart beat quick as there she lay

She rose and crossed the room that she might see
 

The base court from the other window thence

Into a corner huddled stealthily
 

And God shall try it in the fenced lists

Twixt him and me and trust me to the word

Shall never leave my lips that have been kist

By yours Margaret she said one day I heard
 

Two knights who spoke of this thing and they said

They never yet of anyone who herein

Lived and came safe therefrom — by my head

God is a mighty Lord and he will win
 

Ah sweet I say whatever happeneth

The little word never shall be said by me

No doubt this is the worst — for you my death

Nought to fear afterwards Margaret for see:
 

The Commons love us let your squires sing

Your name aloud proved innocent by then

Think well the rough-joyed puisance ? and goose wing*

May help you well among these cruel men.
 

That is the worst; but why should the worst come

Think of the best Sir Aloyse gibbeted

And we at peace among our folks at home

To love together till we both are dead
 

But in himself he thought yet she may die

Before her trial comes she is changed much

These last days Aloyse wrought us this misery

I wonder in God’s name why he made such
 

As Aloyse and I are she started up and cried

Help me Richard so faint I feel and sick

Therewith she put her hand unto her side

And sank down swooning as a dog might lick
 

The face of his dead master, on his knees

Over and over kissed he her sweet face

Fixed and dead pale and art nowise at peace

For the brows frowned the half opened mouth showed trace
 

Of pain and struggling when she woke again

And now once more could speak she touched his wrist

And languidly beheld him as if fain

To say a thing but noting as he kissed
 

Her lips and eyes what look his own eyes had

She held her peace and silent there sat there

Lamenting in their thoughts these changes sad

Bitterly thinking of the times that where sic
 

Brooding they sat there in such kind of dream

As I have heard that dying men have oft

When pain is gone and life and sorrow seem

A tale well told. Sweet and soft
 

They heard the sobbing whistle of the thrush

They heard the kestrels cry from tower to tower

They heard outside the pink flowers may bough brush

Against the painted window of the bower
 

Over the yellow crowns of kings who sit

White robed betwixt the sun and yellow moon

Betwixt the flowers did the finches flit

And gently through the locks did the wind croon
 

And in their thoughts they wandered to and fro

Sometimes it seemed an easy thing to bear

Sometimes their hearts nigh broke for bitter woe

Unbearable, but there came hope and fear
 

At last and woke them up to their real pain

Then with slow sigh rose Sir Richard up

And said behold you Margaret we are fain

To put aside from us this bitter cup
 

That love holds out to us ah yet I knew

That sweet and bitter mingled bitterer is

Than any other surely unto you

My love has been a bitter Judas kiss.
 

And now I cannot die but you must die

I cannot give my life for you my sweet

How shall I pray your pardon and mercy

I can scarce speak it — then said Margaret
 

My head whirls neither can I think at all

How much we may have sinned but if God gives

That we come safe out of our bitter fall

For his sake we will live such holy lives
 

As never men lived
 






  








THE LADY OF HAVERING
 

Like the red side of a ripe apple

    The face grew of this maid,

Then said the King, “Say out your mind

    And be ye not afraid
 

* * *
 

But I have a vow to our Lord God

    Also to S. Lucy

That I would wed no man on earth

    But if he brought me thinges three;
 

And first from King Philip of France

    He must take the right-hand glove,

When I wear this on my right hand

    So far shall he have my love
 

* * *
 

Heed me well Sir Scheneschal,

    Take good care of this lady,

In the little red house of Havering*

Let her abide both night and day.
 

It standeth right pleasantly

    At the skirt of Waltham Chase;

Let her bide in that house and garden — 

    She shall see no man’s face.
 

But she may have damozels

    To wait on her body

And all things fitting to her estate

    Such as it should be.
 

Right little time they lost, I trow

    In a barget they set her

With hale and how they set sail

    Upon the Thames river.
 

Right evil cheer had the Lady Anne,

    The wan water was but cold,

She said as she fell a-weeping,

   “I shall have no pity till I am old.”
 

But they went up the reiver of Thames

    Till to Barking town came they

And they mounted on goodly steeds

    And gat them quick away.
 

To the little red house of Havering

    They rode through the green wood:

When the door shut after that lady

    Right cold became her blood.
 






  








GOD SAVE THE KINGS HIGHNESS
 

God save the Kings highness

And right well mote he be

It was when King Edward ruled this land

There lived a fair lady
 

She had no father or mother

She was the kings own ward

There sought her many a good knight

And many a rich lord
 

On a day the king sent for her

And said damsel I will ye wed

There she but hanged her face down

And right little she said
 

Like the red side of a ripe apple

The face grew of this maid;

Then said the king Say out your mind

And be ye not afraid
 

Then spake Sir Thomas Knolles

Under his breath right to her

My lord loveth all bright ladies

I rede you have no fear
 

Then she spake right sweetly

My good lord for to please you

I would wed three times over

Howsoever I might rue
 

But I have a vow to our lord God

Also to S. Lucy

That I would wed no man on earth

But if he brought me things three
 

And first from King Phillip of France

He must take the right hand glove

When I wear this on my right hand

So far he shall have my love
 

And next from King David of Scotland

He shall take the signet ring

He shall be nearer to my love

When he hath done this thing
 

The third he shall take the gold crown

From off the great souldan

When he hath done these three things

I shall hold him as my man
 

To that man who doeth this

Whomsoever he may be

Be he of high estate or low

I shall yield my body cheerfully
 

But no man shall lie with me

Be he Kaiser or King

Or any Lord that is on earth

Who feareth to do this thing
 

Thereat the king studied awhile

And he looked right grimly

Dame I count your wit but small

That ye speak thus to me
 

I rede you choose right speedily

One of these knights twaine

Either my own good knight Sir James

Or Sir John of Behnaine
 

That Dame she waxed as deadly pale

As privet on a green bush

From her head to her yellow hair

She shook like any rush
 

Do ye doubt me nothing said the king

That ye say never a word

Ye are a hardy Damozel

By St. George our good lord
 

She brast out sore a weeping

By his foot she set her knee

Alas my fair lord and king

What will ye do with me
 

Of your might I have great doubt

But I doubt the Lord God more

I must needs say the same words again

I lightly said before
 

Then said Sir Walter of Mayar ?a variant of Manny?

My lord this dame will not forswear

She had liefer to die in the pain dure

I rede you the better love her
 

Sir I hold her of right great faith

As was my lady St. Catherine

She is right tall and her colour is fair

As if it were snow and Guienne wine
 

I pray you give me license Sir King

The King of France dwells not in the moon

Nor is the Soldan in the Sun

By the help of God I shall come back soon
 

Meddle no more Sir Walter Manny

Ye be a good man with your glaive

But methinks your wit is grown but dull

Ho may the saints me save
 

If ye have made a fool oath

Ye shall keep it by Christ

Ye shall lie still in your shroud

Or ever your lips be kissed
 

Ho dame proud and insolent

Ye speak like the goddess Diane

Are ye not made like other women

That ye will not wed no man
 

Heed ye well Sir Scheneschal

Take good care of this lady

In the little red house by Havering

Let her abide both night and day
 

It standeth right pleasantly

At the skirt of Waltham Chase

Let her bide in that house and garden

She shall see no man’s face
 

But she may have Damozels

To wait on her body

And all things fitting to her estate

Such as it should be
 

Right little time they lost I trow

In a barget they set her

With hale and how they set sail

Upon the Thames river
 

Right evil cheer had the Lady Anne

The wan water was but cold

But she said as she fell a weeping

I shall have no joy till I am old
 

But they went up the river of Thames on

Till to Barking town came they

And they mounted on goodly steeds

And gat them quick away
 

To the little red house by Havering

They rode through the green wood

When the door shut after that lady

Right cold became her blood
 

She would not put on gay gowns

But ever she went in black

She ate nought but bitter bread and water

Though of good meats there was no lack
 

She would not drink the red wine

Either of Almayne or Guienne

If I drink wine I shall live twelve months

I would live but ten
 

She took no joy in the yellow sun

Or in the sweet white moon

She had little joy but in sleeping

She said I shall die soon
 

And she said to her damozels

I pray you sweet sisters

Let me sleep what time I will

And cry not in my ears
 

For when I sleep I dream well

Of many a fair thing

I dream of being in a fair garden

Clipping and kissing
 

For wete you well my good maidens

My love is a poor knight

Yet I love him right sorely

For he is strong and whyht
 

It was but a short while agone

Since first he kissed me

And I loved him sorely for that same

None kissed me before but he
 

But I said fair knight have ye got broad lands

And many a rich fee

Have ye got kists with oer gilt lock kists, chests

To hold the red money
 

He said my lands are narrow lands

I have but o poor fee

I am no jew or Lombard carle

I have but scant money
 

I said have ye ridden among the Scots

Have ye borne your glaive in French land

Or have ye tilted in Paynimrie

Have ye smitten Mahomed with your hand
 

I have not ridden among the Scots

I have stayed at home in mine own land

I have not justed in Paynimrie

Or met a frenchman hand to hand
 

But I doubt not for your love

I shall do many a worthy deed

I shall seek for adventures

Whereas the Lord God may lead
 

It may chance to you fair love

To have an adventure ere you wot

He said fair love I must away

Although my love for you is so hot
 

I shall come back and do some deed

All men may well speak of

He kissed me often on the mouth

And said farewell mine Owen love
 

He held me out at his arms length

And looked hard into my face

He said I am a little afeard

This court is a great place
 

There be men over strong of might

A maid is but a weak thing

I said proudly by my fay

Another song I will make them sing
 

Since my will is good I shall keep it

Whatso sayeth carle or Lord

For no man will I forget you

Have here this last word
 

He took his hands about my head

And kissed me on the eyen twain

Many a time he kissed my mouth

I trow shall never be kissed again
 

He rade away with a little menee

He rode into the north country

He will be wood when he cometh back

That never again he may see me.
 

END OF FYTTE ONE-
 

Like the red side of a ripe apple

     The face grew of this maid,

Then said the King, “Say out your mind

     And be ye not afraid . . . .
 

But I have a vow to our Lord God

     Also to S. Lucy

That I would wed no man on earth

     But if he brought me thinges three;
 

And first from King Philip of France

     He must take the right-hand glove,

     When I wear this on my right hand

So far shall he have my love . . . .
 

Heed me well Sir Scheneschal,

     Take good care of this lady,

In the little red house of Havering

     Let her abide both night and day.
 

It standeth right pleasantly

     At the skirt of Waltham Chase;

Let her bide in the house and garden — 

     She shall see no man’s face.
 

But she may have damozels

     To wait on her body

And all things fitting to her estate

     Such as it should be.
 

Right little time they lost, I trow

     In a barget they se her

With hale and how they set sail

     Upon the Thames river.
 

Right evil cheer had the Lady Anne,

     The wan water was but cold,

She said as she fell a-weeping,

     “I shall have no pity till I am old.”
 

But they went up the river of Thames

     Till to Barking town came they

And they mounted on goodly steeds

     And gat them quick away.
 

To the little red house of Havering

     They road through the green wood:

When the door shut after that lady

     Right cold became her blood. . . .
 

For wete you well my good maidens

     My love is a poor knight,

Yet I love him right sorely

     For he is strong and wyght. . . .

He will be wood when he cometh back

That never again he may see me.
 






  








THAT SUMMER MORNING OUT IN THE GREEN FIELDS
 

That summer morning out in the green fields

Along the Itchen, sat King Arthur’s knights

Long robed and solemn, their brave battle shields
 

Hung in the canopies, to see such sights

As might be seen that morning, and to hear

Such strange grim words fiercer than many fights,
 

That on that morn ‘twixt anger and great fear

Brave lips and beautiful might writhe to say.

High up in wooden galleries anear
 

That solemn court of judgment dames sat — gay

With many coloured kirtles, yea, but some

Were sick and white with much fear on that day;
 

For now take notice, Launcelot was not come;

The lordly minstrel Tristram, nigh to death

From King Mark’s glaive, sat brooding at his home;
 

Gareth was riding fearful of men’s breath

Since he was Gawaine’s brother; through the trees

And over many a mountain and bare heath
 

The questing beast, wings spread out to the breeze,

Trailed Palomydes, wearied feet and sore,

And ever Lawaine was at Launcelot’s knees,
 

So he was missed too; ever more and more

Grew Gawaine’s nets round Guenevere the Queen.

Look round about what knights were there that wore
 

Sir Launcelot’s colours, the great snake of green

That twisted on the quartered white and red — 
 






  








SCENES FROM THE FALL OF TROY
 

Of Argo and the golden Fleece and her

That made and marred thm all in a short while

As any potter might do with his clay

Medea the Colchian. We shall come one day

To land in Greece and all shall cry at me

See her who slew the sons of Priamus

Who threw to earth that right fair town of Troy

Who slew full many a mother’s sons of Greece

See how she walks still like a Queen by the Gods

Is there no faggot for her false white limbs

No sack wherein, close sewn and crying out

She may roll down the steep gulfs of the sea

Is there no butcher’s knife — 
 

Paris
 

               Nay Helen nay

The walls of Troy have got no faggot yet

Nor is the Bay of Troy choked-up with sacks

Full of dead Torojans: it will take at least

One knift to cut the throat of your poor knight

Perhchance a long one; kiss the place across

Here on the apple (she kisses him) lower down again

See near the collar-bone (He kisses her) and dear long knife

I shall be glad to die so
 

Helen
 

               O Paris

Lips upon lips we think we think a right sweet game

But I have ruined you my poor Paris,

My poor kind knight that never for himself
 

Would look a yard before his sweet grey eyes
 

Alas Paris that thou should keep alive

The apple to Venus to give

Wherefore is burning mighty Troy

That else might well have been a joy

To many a man when thou art dead

Paris in arms again behold

And Helen clad in gown of gold

He takes fair Helen by the hand

And leads her down unto the strand

Over the sea they sail away,

To Troy they come upon a day

And there all folk make them good cheer

They have no knowledge and no fear

So Venus kept her promises true

But God I pray keep me & you

From suchlike gifts & suchlike joy

For so they set alight to Troy.
 






  








ON THE EDGE OF THE WILDERNESS
 

PUELLÆ

WHENCE comest thou, and whither goest thou?

Abide! abide! longer the shadows grow;

What hopest thou the dark to thee will show?

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.
 

AMANS

Why should I name the land across the sea

Wherein I first took hold on misery?

Why should I name the land that flees from me?

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.
 

PUELLÆ

What wilt thou do within the desert place

Whereto thou turnest now thy careful face?

Stay but a while to tell us of thy case.

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.
 

AMANS

What, nigh the journey’s end shall I abide,

When in the waste mine own love wanders wide,

When from all men for me she still doth hide?

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.
 

PUELUÆ

Nay, nay; but rather she forgetteth thee,

To sit upon the shore of some warm sea,

Or in green gardens where sweet fountains be.

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.
 

AMANS

Will ye then keep me from the wilderness,

Where I at least, alone with my distress,

The quiet land of changing dreams may bless?

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.
 

PUELLÆ

Forget the false forgetter and be wise,

And ‘mid these clinging hands and loving eyes,

Dream, not in vain, thou knowest paradise.

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.
 

AMANS

Ah! with your sweet eyes shorten not the day,

Nor let your gentle hands my journey stay!

Perchance love is not wholly cast away.

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.
 

PUELLÆ

Pluck love away as thou wouldst pluck a thorn

From out thy flesh; for why shouldst thou be born

To bear a life so wasted and forlorn?

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.
 

AMANS

Yea, why then was I born, since hope is pain,

And life a lingering death, and faith but vain,

And love the loss of all I seemed to gain?

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.
 

PUELLÆ

Dost thou believe that this shall ever be,

That in our land no face thou e’er shalt see,

No voice thou e’er shalt hear to gladden thee?

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.
 

AMANS

No longer do I know of good or bad,

I have forgotten that I once was glad;

I do but chase a dream that I have had.

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.
 

PUELLÆ

Stay! take one image for thy dreamful night;

Come, look at her, who in the world’s despite

Weeps for delaying love and lost delight.

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.
 

AMANS

Mock me not till to-morrow. Mock the dead,

They will not heed it, or turn round the head,

To note who faithless are, and who are wed.

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.
 

PUELLÆ

We mock thee not. Hast thou not heard of those

Whose faithful love the loved heart holds so close,

That death must wait till one word lets it loose?

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.
 

AMANS

I hear you not: the wind from off the waste

Sighs like a song that bids me make good haste

The wave of sweet forgetfulness to taste.

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.
 

PUELLÆ

Come back! like such a singer is the wind,

As to a sad tune sings fair words and kind,

That he with happy tears all eyes may blind!

Abide! abide! for we are happy here.
 

AMANS

Did I not hear her sweet voice cry from far,

That o’er the lonely waste fair fields there are,

Fair days that know not any change or care?

Let me depart, since ye are happy here.
 

PUELLÆ

Oh, no! not far thou heardest her, but nigh;

Nigh, ‘twixt the waste’s edge and the darkling sky.

Turn back again, too soon it is to die.

Abide! a little while be happy here.
 

AMANS

How with the lapse of lone years could I strive,

And can I die now that thou biddest live?

What joy this space ‘twixt birth and death can give.

Can we depart, who are so happy here?
 






  








THE SLEEVE OF GOLD
 

It was when the thrushes sing their best

In the pleasant month of May

Fair Catherine looked from her window

With a weary thing to say.
 

Ye sing so sweet oh thrushes she said

But little to my liking

Are the blossoms sweet to smell

She said a bitter thing
 

She said; but if God loved me still

I should pray here to Him

That some cold winter wind might blow

And pierce me limb by limb
 

Unless God had forgotten me

I should kneel down and pray

That I might go quite cold and stiff

Ere the dawning of the day.
 

I pray that God may strike me dead

Ere July comes, said she

That my small bones may all be white

Ere apples are red on the tree
 

For two sorrows in one day

Made a grief great and sore

This child that will be born one time

And my love I see no more
 

At Christmas when the frost was here

But and the cold wan snow

In my bower he lay anight

This makes me bitter woe
 

When the moon set he rode away

Small noise his horse-hoofs made

I sat and wept on my fair-wrought bed

By myself I was afraid
 

But or ever he went he said to me:

My sweet child and fair may,

Pray you be as glad when I come back

As you weep now I go away.
 

Before three months are wholly gone

Fair may I shall come back

And instead of the green coat of Fierne ?

I shall wear the grey steel jack
 

And instead of grey heron’s feather

The salade on my head salade, var. of sallet, helmet

And instead of the serving-man’s brass badge

My shield of white and red
 

I shall carry my shield of white and red

And the three hawks thereon

And whoever else shall have that same

It shall not be lightly won
 

And at my back shall men well see

Whether it be bright or mirk

The spears of my good men and true

As thick as these woods of birk
 

Now yonder lyeth on your fair bed

Your goodly gown of green

Thereto the sleeves of fine red gold

Are right richly beseen.
 

I pray you give me one of them

That I may bear it in every place

Between the hawks on my great helm

For simple joy of your sweet face
 

So that no man among the press

Whosoever he may be

But by great pain and much labour

May lightly win of me
 

So that no man be so hardy

But if he be right great of might

To meet me body to body

In clean armour for the fight.
 

It was mirk in the winter morning,

Small noise his lone hoofs made;

I sat and shivered till the light.

I was right bitterly afraid.
 

Among the ladies in the hall

I went that day in mortal dread

And whiles for fear my lips were white

And whiles for shame my cheeks were red.
 

They said; there goeth the sleeveless

She hath given away her sleeve,

To some leman we make no doubt,

Thereof shall she grieve
 

When he comes not back again,

Nor her fine sleeve of gold

Before a year is well passed over

She’ll wish to be under the mould.
 

Yea so, my arm was bare and cold

All the wan winter long

And in the sweet May gardens

When the minstrels are at their song
 

FW version The hot sun burns it bitterly

And my shame draws on apace

My feet feel weak on the daisies

The south wind chills my face
 

Fair Catherine bided at her window

Till the yellow moon shone fair

And she looked like Gods dear mother

For her fingers and her hair
 

But as it grew to the midnight

She heard one who went below

She deemed it was but the carle archer

At his watch walking slow.
 

Sleep you or wake you may Catherine

Have here your golden sleeve

Mount up behind may Catherine

And ask no mans leave
 

O Knight Richard my love Richard

How can I come to thee

There are thick walls and many things

Betwixt you and mee
 

Withouten a ladder shall I climb

Adown my fathers wall

Shall I swim the moat in my kirtle

Though I am proper and tall
 

Will the silk across my white breast

Serve for a jack of steel

To keep the steel bolt from my heart

That no leech then can heal
 

For every hour of the night

Six archers strong and tall

With winded arblasts and steel bolts arbalest or arblast, field bow, used to fire stone

Go round the castle wall
 

O May Catherine O may Catherine

When shall I come back

And bring with me my true men

With spear and sword and jack
 

Knight Richard in o week from this,

Hay harvest will begin

Come to the wet croft with your true men

For I shall be therein
 

There all day long we maidens fair

Weave wreaths both fresh and sweet

Of Lady smock and the white daisies

That men clepe Marguerite
 

And all our men both carle and Lord

To the upland meads shall be gone

With the long scythe and the tedding fork

We dames shall be alone
 

Go hooly my knight I hear the watch

Cry out along the wall

Knight Richard swam the outer dyke

He was both strong and tall
 

Knight Richard loup the outer pale loup,

Where the grass grew long

And he loup up to his bonny grey steed

That was both fair and strong
 

He weareth no arms but an old salade

Thereby I could not see his face
 

It was merry times tunes? in the good house

In that sweet month from day to day

Always was there fair sport

Deeds of arms or minstrels play
 

Knights and ladies deem’d that tide

The time went merry and fast enow

Fair Catherine thought by my fay

That the time never went so slow
 

Fair dames looked this way and that

At minstrel singing or clean armed knight

May Catherine on her part

Turned neither to the left or right
 

Those fair dames for play and joy

Held their faces red as rose

Fair Catherines face was grown as white

As any lily that blows
 

But when it came to hay harvest

To the wet croft they went to play

And all the men folk both Lord and carle

To the upland fields were away
 

And there they wove them fresh garlands

Of the Ladysmock so sweet

And of the little white daisies

That men clepe Margueruite sic
 

Fair Catherine drank the wan water

Many a time that day

For doubt her heart could scarce beat

While she seemed well to play
 

Catherine drank the wan water

She sickened from hour to hour

As she stooped over her golden shoes

To pull the bonny flower
 

The sun was down behind the birks

When Knight Richard came

My fair child and bonny May

I am here to bring you hame.
 

The sone was down behind the hils

Ere Knight Richard rode away

With the tall spears of his good men

About the bonny may.
 

My fair friends and good ladies

My sleeve is back ye see

And the stout arm of a good knight

Is a leal staff for me.
 

Say farewell to my father dear

And my mother the good dame

I shall soon be clean forgotten

For she has many more at home hame?
 

In the gloaming with horns blowing

So blithely they rode away

But or ever the yellow moon was up

They were met among the hay
 

Are our hands so light that we should flee

Said then the Knight Richard

Fair knight our hands are heavy enow

To give strokes full hard
 

Give back what you have stolen Sir Knight

And I will let you free

She shall go freely said Sir Richard

She shall choose twixt thee and me
 

I hold two things in my hand father

The one was given to me

The other I chose by mine own self

And mine shall it ever be
 

I rede you father go home again

And take Alice on your knee

Let my mother comb her yellow hair

But say farewell to me
 

Let all my sisters pray for me

Arow in the chapel fair

Go back without me father

With one lock of my gold hair
 

By God quoth he alive or dead

Spears for Lord Lawrence spare no soul

Verily then you might have seen

Many a man in the swathies ? roll.
 

By Saint Mary the spear points

Rent her kirtle here and there

By God I swear that some mans sword

Cleft the coif above her hair
 

Strange husbandry they held by moonlight

In the uplands by my fay

And instead of the crutched tedding forks crutched, crossed
 

With strong spears they turned the hay
 

To have seen Sir Richard fight

A man would have had great joy

For he was more wood than Launcelot

Or Sir Hector of Troy.
 

This and that he ranged the field

He smote down many a man

And great wrath had the Lord Sir Lawrence

When that he saw nothing wan
 

But those that fight against maidens

May well feel faint of heart

They gat away right hastely sic

Who were of his part
 

Lo here is a hole in my coat of fenice

Some hammer hath made I wis

Thrust thy sword through Sir Richard I pray

And make a good end of this
 

So that my daughter Catherine

May dance with her fair feet

Over my bones at her wedding

Than to live this will be more sweet
 

My Lord to pray for her pardon

My May in sooth durst not come here

Though she thinks right nought but good

That you are crazed she hath great fear
 

Wherefore I kneel and pray for grace

This must be the good Lords will

That we should come together at last

Good Sir I pray our joy fulfill
 

My Lord I say by the Soldan

I was bound with an iron chain

Not for that I broke prison

I came to my may again.
 

And great rocks by Illyrica

I was wrecked in the salt sea

With many dangers of robbers

I came through Pruce and Bohemie
 

I think God took me out of the sea

I think also God broke my chain

It was Gods will no doubt

I should come to my may again.
 

You were an hundred to fourscore

And yet lo Sir your men are fled

If it had not been but by Gods help

I think we should have been but dead
 

Yea this is ever the way with maids

Under foot may she be trod

I trow they do right what they list

Then say this thing is of God
 

Lo Sir and is it the Lords will

I should curse her and thee

By God whosever will it is

I do it now right heartily.
 

Nathless they wed the morrow morn

Though she was but a cursed child

Sir Richard had a sorrowful weeping bride

Twas little that they smiled
 

But or ever the priest did on his cape

Lord Laurence came in there

Like a wood man he ran apace

Up to the altar fair
 

He spread out his arms wide

And took Catherine up therein

He put back her yellow hair

And kissed her cheek and chin
 

He yode to the Knight Richard

And kissed him on the mouth

Thereat came the priest forth

From the sacristy on the south
 

Shut up your book awhile Sir Priest

I have a thing to tell

That will be a right good sermon

In church it will go right well
 

As I lay abed last night

For pure rage I fell asleep

My lady wife lay there by me

And she did little but weep
 

Then as I slept I dreamed a dream

I was in church right fair

But by St. Mary good orange trees

And fair roses grew up there
 

And the altar was of red gold

And likewise the great pix thereon

That held Gods body seemed right well

To be cut out of a goodly stone
 

And there was music sung therein

More goodly than I ever heard

By the saints it was so over sweet

That I grew faint and sore afeard
 

And yet none sung this most sweet song

But red birds in the orange trees

I thought if the very thrushes of heaven

Sing such wonderful songs as these
 

How do the angels sing right so

They sung no more and I saw then

A man and a maid stand aright

As folks are married among men
 

A priest also I saw well

Who gave a ring in that mans hand

That he that marry that fair may

By The Saints I had no will to stand
 

Fair Catherine made as if she rowed

Upon the grass so green

Why do you sit as if you rowed and row Catherine

When no ship can be seen.
 

I sit and row me to my love

Though no boat can be seen

For summer is a-coming on

And all the grass is green.
 

We heard to-day and yesterday

Your father lyeth on bier

May God have mercy on his soul

Still have I got my dear

My true love draweth near.
 

We heard today and yesterday

That your true love is dead

Now will I lie down on the earth

And throw dust on my head
 

Rise up rise up fair Catherine

Here comes your father dear

Why should I stand upon my feet

Then may the good God keep him

While my love lies on his bier
 

Rise up rise up May Catherine

Your true love cometh near

Now shall I sit upon the grass

And get ? kisses from my dear.
 






  








THE LADY OF THE WASTED LAND
 

Listen good folk to my ryme.

There was a house upon a time

Good and fair by a woodside

And this time it was Christmastide

Therein lived a fair lady

Fatherless I trow was she

And motherless: thereto perfay

She saw no man from day to day

Only dames might be with her

Old or young or foul or fair

So on a time as my song saith

This lady lay sick nigh to death

So she said in a fine voice

Clear though with so little noise

To her handmaidens and said

Sisters you deem I am but dead

But I trow the God of heaven

Such a grace to me has given

I shall not die all utterly

Before that my true love I see

Therefore I pray thee

Blanche my maid

Who art of few things afraid

Some token unto him to bear

Ho give me what lieth there

This same was a girdle fair

Wrought with gold in strange manner

And chiefly in the midst of it

Where the twyfold clasp did fit

Was a red heart and a sun

She handled it and one by one

Over the scales her fingers drew

Till she came to the clasps two

Then eft she essayed to speak

But wept as if her heart would break

And crossed her feet within the bed

And on the pillow rolled her head

Then each to each her maids said

Right sorrowfully — Such fantasies

Hold her now as these and these

Alas before the more doubtless

She will die of this distress

And what can we. but then again

She spoke sobbing and with pain. . .
 






  








LO SIRS A DESOLATE DAMOZEL
 

Lo Sirs a desolate damozel

In all highways I made my moan

With words on parchment written well

To help me to get back mine own
 

And at the crossways that lead down

To either sea and the waste land

The forest and the golden town

I set a pursuivant to stand
 

Beside a cross of white and red

And each day many knights passed by

Some bravely were apparelled

And had most things that gold can buy
 

And some came poorly from the wars

With broken arms and visages

Scarred by the Saracen scimitars — 

And unto each and all of these
 

My pursuivant cried loud and well

The words upon the parchment writ

By me the desolate Damozel — 

Fair knights — I do you all to wit
 

My lady a most noble dame

A recent traitor hath appealed

And surely Sirs it were great blame

Such a fair noble dame to yield
 

Unto the fire Sirs I say

Before God she sweareth well

She hath the right by my fay

It were a hard thing to tell
 

How fair she is and Sirs therefore

My dame this goodly appellant

Being grieved by a strong traitor

Of some good knight hath great want
 

In the name of God some knight would say

How call you then the defendant

Sir John le blanc then by my fay

She is hardly an appellant — 
 

How say you fellows which of you

Would arm for a fight such as this

For many a day he should rue

Who met Sir John le blanc I wiss
 

Some spake thus and some spake

With great ruth and courteously

But there was no Knight for my sake

Would meet such a man as he
 

Thus some spake and so some spake-

At last there came a goodly knight

A lion in a green brake

Would not be a fairer sight
 

When my herald had said his say

Quod He, they say among men of wit

Take that you long for while you may

Or you may chance to lose it
 

I may well say Sir pursuivant

That every day of this my life

This is the thing I most want

A most fair dame to be my wife
 

Therefore if she will wed with me

I will right joyfully do her will

And if will not then perdie

For Gods sake I will fight still
 

        Lo, Sirs, a desolate Damozel

                In all highways I made my moan

        With words on parchment written well

                To help me to get back mine own;
 

        And at the crossways that lead down

                To either sea and the waste land,

        The forest and the golden town,

                I got a pursuivant to stand
 

        Beside a cross of white and red,

                And each day many knights passed by

        Some bravely were apparellèd

                And had most things that gold can buy,
 

            And some came poorly from the wars,

                With broken arms and visages

        Scarred by the Saracen scimitars — 

                And unto each and all of these
 

        My pursuivant cried loud and well

                The words upon the parchment writ

        By me the desolate Damozel:

                “Fair Knights, I do you all to wit
 

        “My lady a most noble dame

                A recreant traitor hath appealed,

        And surely, Sirs, it were great blame

                Such a fair noble dame to yield
 

        “Unto the fire...”
 






  








THE STORY OF THE FLOWER
 

You that rede this I do to wit

That I the clerk who scribbled it,

Came on of Upton on the Wold,

Write nought but what the teller told

The letters are mine own forsooth

Of what he sic they tell the truth

But nothing else. But how I heard

The tale, on warrant of my word<

Ye needs must take. Upon my way

Unto my stall I once made stay

At a fair house where oft in peace

Dwelleth the Baron of the Leas.

And nobly was I welcomed there

As one who oft in hand doth bear

The Lord of lords that made the earth

There on that eve was much of mirth

Though

….

Now after we had supped full well

In the stone Hall the talking fell

Upon the doubt of

Why some bore those

And why they first

And divers minds hereof were told

Of which were bravest to behold

And which were noblest of renown.

Then said a chapman of the town

That to his mind the boar, the bear,

The pard, the lion and such deer,

The erne and slaughter-fowl — such-like

 Of living things that rend and strike

Were meetest arms for barony,

“And therewithal meseems,” quoth he,

“That helm and sword and bow and spear

Are charges good for lords to bear,

But nought methinks of flowers and trees,

Apples and grapes: things such as these

For lads and damsels are but meet

Amidst their toying dainty-sweet.”

Some laughed, some scowled, for lo! upon

The stone hall’s chimney was there done

The armour of the Lords of Leas,

And there amidst of carven trees

Upon the shield of silver white

Blossom and stem was done aright

A rose new-slipped; and one cried out

“What, carle! and wilt thou sit and flout

The noblest shield in all the land

When with my lord’s meat thy fool’s hand

Is e’en yet greasy? Hold thy peace!”

And much the blame of men encrease

About the carle. Till there stood up

An ancient squire, and filled his cup,

And cried,” My masters, fill ye now

And drink unto the goodly bough,

The Leasome Rose, that I have seen

Besprent with red about the green

In many a death-begirded hour.

Hail O thou shield, hail O Flower!”

Therewith he drank and all stood up

And joyfully they drained the cup;

All cried “All hail the Flower!” and then

Loud for awhile was talk of men

About this goodly ancient shield

And all its deeds on fold and field,

And many an idle tale was told

 Of how it first was borne of old

And who begat it. Till once more

Arose the squire the old and hoar

And stilled the noise and spake: “Ye tell

Of many a thing ye know not well,

But would ye hush and hearken me

I know a goodly history

Of this same battle-token old

That seldom yet hath all been told,

Therein forsooth is all the tale

That unto any may avail,

The story of the Flower of yore.”
 

An augment for his honour’s sake,

A sword in chief above the rose;

But ever he naysaid all those

And still in the old wonted way

The ancient flower he bears today,

And e’en so oft and o’er again

His fathers did and thought no gain

Of any gift on field or bower

That changed one whit the ancient flower.
 

 Oft in choir long would he sit

 And sing the hours; the cross bare he

Full oft at the Epiphany

Or other feast. He would light down

From off his horse if midst the town

He met God’s body, and would kneel

In mire and clay to pray for hele.

Shortly to say, suchwise he did

His holiness might not be hid

Till some men blamed him that he fared

Unlike a knight with war-sword bared

But rather as a clerk — forsooth

A many mocked him for his youth

Amidst the church as cast away,

But rich men, mighty men, were they;

The mouths of poor men had no word

Save blessings for the holy lord.

Withal this while he yet was young

He had not ‘scaped the slanderous tongue

As in my tale now shall ye hear.
 

….
 

Yet was she lovelier than their love.
 

 Wherefore he sat all gloomy-great

And ill-content his own heart ate

And by that meat was evil fed

So that strange fancies filled his head

Concerning his ill hap, until

This last fear all his heart must fill,

 That by his wife he was beguiled.

  Such fell betwixt them & Yoland

Now led him holding his bare hand

Unto the dais, and after them,

His foot nigh touching her gold hem,

Went Geoffrey till at last they came

Unto the pillared seat of fame

Wherein she set him by her side.

And as of some new-wedded bride

So were her hands and lips and eyes,

And all her garments’ braveries,

Girdle and gown and wreathing flower,

Seemed made for nothing but that hour

Ere yet the bridal bed is seen.

The hall-folk said she ne’er had been

So proud and joyous — not e’en when

The pest was heavy upon men

And ‘twixt the living and the dead

With naked feet and uncrowned head.

Betwixt the March snow and the sun

She stood until her will was done

And all the saints who loved her well

Had slaked the death and shut back hell.

 Of few words were those twain; low voiced

While loud the folk in hall rejoiced,

And chiefly great was Geoffrey’s glee

And loud he laughed and joyously,

And whatsoe’er in hall betid

So fast the merry minutes slid

Into deep night, and came the cup;

And Yoland with Sir Hugh stood up

And took his hand and blessed them there

As one who says, Tomorrow’s fair

And I no long way off from thee.

So was she gone, and dark with pain

But sweet with love was night again.

So was Lord Hugh to chamber led

With honour great, and by his bed

Two squires of good renown there lay

As a most mighty man he were;

Yet was not wily Geoffrey there.

         So with the early morning-tide

Hugh bade his men be dight to ride;

And forth he went, and since the day

Was fair amidmost of the May,

Into the pleasance for a while

He went, the waiting to beguile

And nurse the longing of his heart

Amidst the flowers from folk apart.

So down the garden-path he went

And gazed adown the sunny bent

And saw the morning sunbeams smite

St. Michael’s walls to gleaming white,

Then turned about unto the house

That dusked the garden plenteous

With shade of its great towers and tall.

 And ‘twixt the sunshine and the wall

He saw one coming from the gloom,

Bright with the blossoms of the loom,

Fair as a picture in a book.

His glad eyes caught her joyous look

As she beheld him tarrying there,

For it was Yoland slim and fair

Ruddy with freshness of the morn

And lovely with her love new-born.

…
 

 She turned not to him straight but brake

A slip from off the bush where green

The barbs about the rose unseen

Were growing, and she said,” See now,

The rose-buds into flowers shall grow

Unless the world shall end ere June;

But who knows through what watery moon,

What rending south-west wind, what storm,

What plague-struck noon to bring the worm,

What bitter nippings from the north

The flower shall pass ere it come forth

Ruddy and wide and summer-sweet?”

The spray fell down unto her feet

E’en as she spake. But he knelt down

And kissed the gold hem of her gown

And kissed her feet the while his hand

Took up the spray; still did she stand

Nor bent to him. He rose and she

Looking afar stood quietly,

And he drew closer and more close

Holding that promise of the rose.

Hugh rode on silent for a space

Until they reached a wooded place

Nigh to the ford, and there he stayed

Those men of his and shyly said,

“Ride on unto the House of Leas.

For me I go to pray for peace

And speak unto my friend and lord

Down in the Chapel of the Sword

That lieth by the river side

Beyond the wood; there may I bide

A day or twain, I know not well.

God keep you.” No more was to tell:

Upon their way to Leas they rode,

And Hugh so left a while abode

 Then through the wood he went a space

And coming out he set his face

Unto the fells.
 

* * *
 

So on by byway and lone lane

He rode and with the night did gain

The bare hillside below the fell,

Where now he knew the land full well.
 

There in a little dale he lay

And rose up with the earliest day

And through the downland rode for long

Nor met he aught to do him wrong,

Nay no man but some shepherd folk

With whom his night-long fast he broke,

Nor did they know him nor his name

So rode he till at last he came

E’en at the very nones of day

High up the fell. The limestone grey

Rose in a ridge of cliff above

A little plain where nought did move

That was alive. Great rocks lay strewed

Over the sward, amidst them showed

A little chapel much as grey

And weather-beaten as were they.

Then beat his heart because he knew

That now at last the die he threw

For good or ill. Swift he rode on

Up to the chapel-door but none

Stirred nigh it; from his horse he leapt

And clashed the ring-bolt as he stepped

Over the threshold: and a mist

 Came o’er his eyes. Had she kept tryst

And would she be the true at need?

Yea there her very self indeed

She stood before him.
 

                 So the days wore

And nought there is to tell of more

Till unpeace fell upon the land

And other tiding came to hand.

For so it fell upon a day

That men-at-arms must come our way,

A score belike. How it befell

I know not: strange it is to tell

But true: our dame bade not hide

But sitting by the hearth abide

And heed not aught nor speak at all

Whatever matter might befall.

So sat I trembling. There and then

Into the cottage came three men

Clattering in arms, the while outside

A-horseback did the rest abide.

And now the gayest of the three

Looking about and close to me

 Yet saw me not: but as for him

Though steel-clad now in breast and limb

I knew him for the selfsame lord,

Who now again took up the word:

“Well dame, now are we come to take

The damsel, even for her sake

And thine; and here I bring the gold.”

And straightway on the board he told

Twenty gold pieces. The dame smiled

And said “Well, ye should have the child

If she were here, as she is not.

A merchant hath thy treasure got;

I sold her yesterday at eve.”

I saw the fair lord’s breast upheave

And his cheeks redden: “Whereaway

Went then thy chapman yesterday?”

She said “Why hide the man’s abode?

Unto Much Allerton he rode.”

Then hastily the knight turned round

And out was he and off the ground

And spurring hard or ere there came

The very last word from the dame;

And after him his meiny went,

Clattering and clashing. “Nought is spent

The peril yet,” then muttered she;

“They will be wiser presently

And come aback.” Withal she spake:

“My child, thy rock and spindle take

And sit without the door and spin,

Nor heed thou what man cometh in.”

So did I wondering; sore afeard,

Until again the noise I heard

Of horse-hoofs drawing near the close,

And lo the knight and two of those

Who followed him; straight he gat

From off his horse nor heeded what

 Was by the door. I heard him say,

“Dame, thou art wise enough today,

Yet we grow wiser than we were.

Methinks ye have the damsel here.”

“Yea?” said she; “not so over-great

Is this poor house but thou mayst wait

Whiles your men seek it up and down.”

He knit his brows into a frown

Yet reddened too, and said, “We deem,

I and my men, that as a dream

Were things before us even now,

And that ye showed us but a show

Of what things were. We deem that there

Amid most of the hearthside chair

Knee close to knee the damsel sat,

And seemed thy white-haired blue-eyed cat.”

The dame laughed out: “Well well, Sir Knight,

Still may ye see the self-same sight

And for thy money mayst thou take

The beast and keep her for my sake.”

He looked and scowled and then once more

He strode out through the open door

And gat to horse and rode away.

Then the dame called me in to say:

“Child, haste thee, strip thee to the skin

And stand beside the door within

And stir not, what so thou mayst hear,

Nay loiter not for shame or fear.”

What might I do but as she bade

But scarce stood I a naked maid

Beside the door-post ere once more

The armour clashed about the door

And in the knight strode. “Dame,” he said,

“Ye play a close game by my head — 

Where is the damsel?” “ Nay by now

E’en at Much Allerton, I trow,”

 The dame said,” thou mayst win her yet

If swiftly unto horse ye get.”

Then wild with wrath the fair knight spake

“Beware dame lest the fire we take

And burn the house and thee and all.”

“Yea, that the nighest way I call

For finding a lost love,” she said,

“Now ye grow wiser than well sped.”

“Dame,” said he, “yet I know thy guile.

When I departed hence erewhile

There sat she by the doorway side

And seemed to be thy yellow cat

Purring; nor stayed I aught thereat

But lo the hem of a grey gown

E’en as I turned seemed slipping down

About the beast — Where is she now?”

“Well, thou art wise enough to know,”

She said,” there doth she yet abide,

Go take her for thy lovely bride.”

Wood-wrath he grew and cried, “Well then,

Now shall ye burn, witch. Ho my men,

Take ye the brands from off the hearth

And burn up all to utter dearth,

And let your spears thrust through what e’er

Shall come abroad to greet you there.”

His men ‘gan stir, but therewithal

They heard a sudden trumpet-call

A blast of war, shrill loud and nigh;

And therewith ‘gan one man to cry

“The King! — the King!” and down he cast

The kindled brand and gat him fast

From out the house; and all the rout

Delayed no whit but hurried out

From house and orchard. Yea the lord

Drew from its sheath his gleaming sword

And hewed hard at the Dame, and I

 Scarce kept aback a frightened cry.

Nought happed of scathe save to our chair

That lost its old life then and there

Beneath the edges: while once more

The horn blew louder than before.

The knight turned cursing and strode out,

And past the garth we heard his shout

Unto his fleeing men. But for me

I stood there quaking timorously

Till from the Dame 1 heard a voice

Shrill yet but weak: “Child, rejoice

That thou art free: a phantom sound

Shall chase them o’er the grassy ground

And the bare rocks, o’er wet and dry,

Nor shall they come back hastily.

But draw nigh, sweetheart: for no more

May my craft hide thee as before.

Come hither then and hear me, maid.”

So did I even as she bade

And found her lying down a low

Hard by the hearth now scarce aglow.

I knelt down by her and she said:

“No more again till I am dead

Shall such-like power from me go forth

Although my will may yet be worth

Thy blessing when the daisies grow

Above me: hearken — for I go

The longest and the roughest way

That any stout Eve’s daughter may.”
 

I wept because I loved her well,

And lonely fear upon me fell:

But she went on, “ Short now is the space

For weeping. I have seen thy face

A little while and now no more;

 But long years lie thy life before,

Happy belike. Lo here the key

Of the great chest that unto thee

I opened on the day I showed

The treasure which therein abode,

The raiment of the great on earth

That many an orchard-croft is worth.

Go do it on without delay,

Time will be furthermore to say

What thou shalt do.” E’en so I did

And my poor peasant’s body hid

In that rich raiment of a queen

Where scarce for glistening gold were seen

The silken blossoms of the loom.

I came back lighting up the gloom

And knelt again. Again she said:

“What wilt thou do when I am dead?

Is that thy thought? Thou shalt do well

And oft of thee the folk shall tell

For days to come. Day wears apace,

I with it; get thee from this place

And through the wood go speedily

Nor bide thou the last breath of me — 

I know my way.

                   Stay not for night

When in the wood thou art — aright

Shalt thou be led; but still press on

Till miles of woodland way be won

And miles of thicket lie between

This house where erst thou hast been seen

And so my heart is telling me

That ere dawn one shall meet with thee,

A mighty man, who shall behold

Thy beauty and more worth than gold

Shall deem thee, and shall bid thee come

Yet in all honour to his home.

If thou nay say him then is gone

 Thy luck of life and all is done.

Speak gently to him, yet I bid

That nought of all thy life be hid,

Yea tell him all the very truth — 

Yet nothing shall he trow forsooth

Thy simple tale, but deem of thee

That thou of some great house shall be.

What more? My sight is waxing dim

Yet seems to see thee wed with him — 

And this moreover shall I tell

That art thou faring less than well

Then may it help thee somewhat yet

My name not wholly to forget.
 

Sad is this sundering now may be

But e’en what was awrought for me

By days thy fellowship made sweet.

Depart now, let me see thy feet

Pass o’er the threshold ere I die.”

Dull sorrow on my heart did lie

As I rose up from her, yet so

Her bidding I was wont to do

Nor knew I how to naysay this.

My lips yet felt her clammy kiss

As I went forth most sick at heart

From all that peacefulness to part

Yet nought afeard, because the wood

To me had been a friend full good

For many a year by day and night.
 

 I stood and pondered how’t would pass

That life that fated for us was,

And little joy I saw therein

But nought I saw whereby to win

To happier days to be mine own,

So was I helplessly alone.

So still I waited till the day

Grew hotter o’er the woodland way

And all the morning breeze was dead.
 

And so at last he raised his head

And dim-eyed looked about the place

Until he happed upon my face,

Then up he sprang and facing me

As if a marvel he did see

Stretched out his hands but spake no word.
 

* * *
 

                               Hearken again:

That lord strove with his speech in vain

A little while, then spake and said

“Who art thou — thou the unafraid

As by the eyes of thee I deem?

Or art thou e’en as thou dost seem

Or hast thou taken for a while

A woman’s semblance to beguile

Good knights unto the fairies’ land,

That thou before me there dost stand

So lovely and unmoved and strange?
 

* * *
 

I looked on him. Fain had I been

To flee adown the woodland green

So cold I felt to his desire,

For sooth to say I knew the fire

Was in his barm at sight of me.

Yet what the carline bade me be

That must 1 strive for; so I stayed

Abiding what should be, and said,

“By me thou shalt not be beguiled:

Nought am I but a cot-carle’s child

And if I seem aught else today

Because of this fair-wrought array

 Then am I nowise what I seem.”

Doubtful he looked, yet did I deem

Wistful the more. “And canst thou then

Lead me to some abode of men,

Gold shalt thou have to thy content

If so thou wilt.” Therewith there went

Some new thing through my heart, some scorn

Of all his hope so soon outworn

Of Queens and fays. Were my will free

I should have mocked him openly

In bitter words, but bound I was

And so belike no change did pass

Across the face he deemed so fair.

 — O love, my babble mayst thou bear?

If thou couldst know how sweet it is

That these my lips that feel thy kiss

Still sweet upon them thus should tell

The things that in my life befell!
 

“Well,” said he, “ each new word belies

Thy story of churl’s miseries,

So sweet thou speakest, wise withal

As one who knows the earlfolk’s hall

And hath not learned to fear and quake

Though terror on the world awake.”

Quoth I,” My tale is told to thee,

If thou believ’st not, let it be;

It is too wearisome to say

The selfsame thing in one same way.”

Then eagerly he took my hand

And held it. “ Where in all the land

Are cot-carle’s children made like this?”

So spake he and I felt his kiss

Upon my hand. And then he said,

“Lady, I see that now is dead

Thy tale of beggar-maid and cot,

But as to whence thou art and what,

Thy pleasure is to keep it hid;

 So will I do as thou dost bid

But will not cover up my name

Nor hide from thee my house of fame:

No King nor Duke, no Earl of might,

But am I the Lord Lyon hight.”

With swelling pride he spake the word,

But I who knew of king or lord

Nor name nor fame, changed face no whit

For all his boast, but smiled on it

For thinking had he known how true

My tale was, what then would he do.

“Yea,” said he: “’tis but as I thought,

Thou changest thy demeanour nought

Though thou hast heard a name whereat

Great ones have quaked, and they that sat

On the spear-guarded thrones of earth.

Surely I see that thou art worth

All thou hast won which is to be

The earthly friend and mate of me,

My bedfellow, my very wife,

The lady of a glorious life.”
 

* * *
 

There were not ten men in all the house

   Because of the deep peace in the land

Such honor this King Louis hath

   None dares contrary his command

Upon the walls we lay one noon

   Sweet Alice and I. St. James’ tower

Kept off the hot September sun

   We read the Story of the Flower
 

And divers minds hereof were told

Of which were bravest to behold

And which were noblest of renown.

Then said a chapman of the town

That to his mind the boar, the bear,

The pard, the lion and such deer,

The erne and slaughter-fowl — such-like

Of living things that rend and strike

Were meetest arms for barony,

“And therewithal meseems,” quoth he,

“That helm and sword and bow and spear

Are charges good for lords to bear,

But nought methinks of flowers and trees,

Apples and grapes: things such as these

For lads and damsels are but meet

Amidst their toying dainty-sweet.”

Some laughed, some scowled, for lo! upon

The stone hall’s chimney was there done

The armour of the Lords of Leas,

And there amidst of carven trees

Upon the shield of silver white

Blossom and stem was done aright

A rose new-slipped; and one cried out

“What, carle! and wilt thou sit and flout

The noblest shield in all the land

When with my lord’s meat thy fool’s hand

Is e’en yet greasy? Hold thy peace!”

And much the blame of men encrease

About the carle. Till there stood up

An ancient squire, and filled his cup,

And cried,” My masters, fill ye now

And drink unto the goodly bough,

The Leasome Rose, that I have seen

Besprent with red about the green

In many a death-begirded hour.

Hail O thou shield, hail O Flower!”

Therewith he drank and all stood up

And joyfully they drained the cup;

All cried “All hail the Flower!” and then

Loud for awhile was talk of men

About this goodly ancient shield

And all its deeds on fold and field,

And many an idle tale was told

Of how it first was borne of old

And who begat it. Till once more

Arose the squire the old and hoar

And stilled the noise and spake: “Ye tell

Of many a thing ye know not well,

But would ye hush and hearken me

I know a goodly history

Of this same battle-token old

That seldom yet hath all been told,

Therein forsooth is all the tale

That unto any may avail,

The story of the Flower of yore.”
 

An augment for his honour’s sake,

A sword in chief above the rose;

But ever he naysaid all those

And still in the old wonted way

The ancient flower he bears today,

And e’en so oft and o’er again

His fathers did and thought no gain

Of any gift on field or bower

That changed one whit the ancient flower.
 

Oft in choir long would he sit

And sing the hours; the cross bare he

Full oft at the Epiphany

Or other feast. He would light down

From offhis horse if midst the town

He met God’s body, and would kneel

In mire and clay to pray for hele.

Shortly to say, suchwise he did

His holiness might not be hid

Till some men blamed him that he fared

Unlike a knight with war-sword bared

But rather as a clerk — forsooth

A many mocked him for his youth

Amidst the church as cast away,

But rich men, mighty men, were they;

The mouths of poor men had no word

Save blessings for the holy lord.

Withal this while he yet was young

He had not ‘scaped the slanderous tongue

As in my tale now shall ye hear.
 

Yet was she lovelier than their love.
 

Wherefore he sat all gloomy-great

And ill-content his own heart ate

And by that meat was evil fed

So that strange fancies filled his head

Concerning his ill hap, until

This last fear all his heart must fill,

That by his wife he was beguiled.

                               Yoland

Now led him holding his bare hand

Unto the dais, and after them,

His foot nigh touching her gold hem,

Went Geoffrey till at last they came

Unto the pillared seat of fame

Wherein she set him by her side.

And as of some new-wedded bride

So were her hands and lips and eyes,

And all her garments’ braveries,

Girdle and gown and wreathing flower,

Seemed made for nothing but that hour

Ere yet the bridal bed is seen.

The hall-folk said she ne’er had been

So proud and joyous — not e’en when

The pest was heavy upon men

And ‘twixt the living and the dead

With naked feet and uncrowned head.

Betwixt the March snow and the sun

She stood until her will was done

And all the saints who loved her well

Had slaked the death and shut back hell.

Of few words were those twain; low voiced

While loud the folk in hall rejoiced,

And chiefly great was Geoffrey’s glee

And loud he laughed and joyously,

And whatsoe’er in hall betid

So fast the merry minutes slid

Into deep night, and came the cup;

And Yoland with Sir Hugh stood up

And took his hand and blessed them there

As one who says, Tomorrow’s fair

And I no long way off from thee.

So was she gone, and dark with pain

But sweet with love was night again.

So was Lord Hugh to chamber led

With honour great, and by his bed

Two squires of good renown there lay

As a most mighty man he were;

Yet was not wily Geoffrey there.

         So with the early morning-tide

Hugh bade his men be dight to ride;

And forth he went, and since the day

Was fair amidmost of the May,

Into the pleasance for a while

He went, the waiting to beguile

And nurse the longing of his heart

Amidst the flowers from folk apart.

So down the garden-path he went

And gazed adown the sunny bent

And saw the morning sunbeams smite

St. Michael’s walls to gleaming white,

Then turned about unto the house

That dusked the garden plenteous

With shade of its great towers and tall.

And ‘twixt the sunshine and the wall

He saw one coming from the gloom,

Bright with the blossoms of the loom,

Fair as a picture in a book.

His glad eyes caught her joyous look

As she beheld him tarrying there,

For it was Yoland slim and fair

Ruddy with freshness of the morn

And lovely with her love new-born.
 

* * *
 

She turned not to him straight but brake

A slip from off the bush where green

The barbs about the rose unseen

Were growing, and she said,” See now,

The rose-buds into flowers shall grow

Unless the world shall end ere June;

But who knows through what watery moon,

What rending south-west wind, what storm,

What plague-struck noon to bring the worm,

What bitter nippings from the north

The flower shall pass ere it come forth

Ruddy and wide and summer-sweet?”

The spray fell down unto her feet

E’en as she spake. But he knelt down

And kissed the gold hem of her gown

And kissed her feet the while his hand

Took up the spray; still did she stand

Nor bent to him. He rose and she

Looking afar stood quietly,

And he drew closer and more close

Holding that promise of the rose.
 

Hugh rode on silent for a space

Until they reached a wooded place

Nigh to the ford, and there he stayed

Those men of his and shyly said,

“Ride on unto the House of Leas.

For me I go to pray for peace

And speak unto my friend and lord

Down in the Chapel of the Sword

That lieth by the river side

Beyond the wood; there may I bide

A day or twain, I know not well.

God keep you.” No more was to tell:

Upon their way to Leas they rode,

And Hugh so left a while abode

Then through the wood he went a space

And coming out he set his face

Unto the fells.
 

* * *
 



So on by byway and lone lane

He rode and with the night did gain

The bare hillside below the fell,

Where now he knew the land full well.
 

There in a little dale he lay

And rose up with the earliest day

And through the downland rode for long

Nor met he aught to do him wrong,

Nay no man but some shepherd folk

With whom his night-long fast he broke,

Nor did they know him nor his name

So rode he till at last he came

E’en at the very nones of day

High up the fell. The limestone grey

Rose in a ridge of cliff above

A little plain where nought did move

That was alive. Great rocks lay strewed

Over the sward, amidst them showed

A little chapel much as grey

And weather-beaten as were they.

Then beat his heart because he knew

That now at last the die he threw

For good or ill. Swift he rode on

Up to the chapel-door but none

Stirred nigh it; from his horse he leapt

And clashed the ring-bolt as he stepped

Over the threshold: and a mist

Came o’er his eyes. Had she kept tryst

And would she be the true at need?

Yea there her very self indeed

She stood before him.
 

                 So the days wore

And nought there is to tell of more

Till unpeace fell upon the land

And other tiding came to hand.

For so it fell upon a day

That men-at-arms must come our way,

A score belike. How it befell

I know not: strange it is to tell

But true: our dame bade not hide

But sitting by the hearth abide

And heed not aught nor speak at all

Whatever matter might befall.

So sat I trembling. There and then

Into the cottage came three men

Clattering in arms, the while outside

A-horseback did the rest abide.

And now the gayest of the three

Looking about and close to me

Yet saw me not: but as for him

Though steel-clad now in breast and limb

I knew him for the selfsame lord,

Who now again took up the word:

“Well dame, now are we come to take

The damsel, even for her sake

And thine; and here I bring the gold.”

And straightway on the board he told

Twenty gold pieces. The dame smiled

And said “Well, ye should have the child

If she were here, as she is not.

A merchant hath thy treasure got;

I sold her yesterday at eve.”

I saw the fair lord’s breast upheave

And his cheeks redden: “Whereaway

Went then thy chapman yesterday?”

She said “Why hide the man’s abode?

Unto Much Allerton he rode.”

Then hastily the knight turned round

And out was he and off the ground

And spurring hard or ere there came

The very last word from the dame;

And after him his meiny went,

Clattering and clashing. “Nought is spent

The peril yet,” then muttered she;

“They will be wiser presently

And come aback.” Withal she spake:

“My child, thy rock and spindle take

And sit without the door and spin,

Nor heed thou what man cometh in.”

So did I wondering; sore afeard,

Until again the noise I heard

Of horse-hoofs drawing near the close,

And lo the knight and two of those

Who followed him; straight he gat

From offhis horse nor heeded what

Was by the door. I heard him say,

“Dame, thou art wise enough today,

Yet we grow wiser than we were.

Methinks ye have the damsel here.”

“Yea?” said she; “not so over-great

Is this poor house but thou mayst wait

Whiles your men seek it up and down.”

He knit his brows into a frown

Yet reddened too, and said, “We deem,

I and my men, that as a dream

Were things before us even now,

And that ye showed us but a show

Of what things were. We deem that there

Amidmost of the hearthside chair

Knee close to knee the damsel sat,

 And seemed thy white-haired blue-eyed cat.”

The dame laughed out: “Well well, Sir Knight,

Still may ye see the self-same sight

And for thy money mayst thou take

The beast and keep her for my sake.”

He looked and scowled and then once more

He strode out through the open door

And gat to horse and rode away.

Then the dame called me in to say:

“Child, haste thee, strip thee to the skin

And stand beside the door within

And stir not, whatso thou mayst hear,

Nay loiter not for shame or fear.”

What might I do but as she bade

But scarce stood I a naked maid

Beside the door-post ere once more

The armour clashed about the door

And in the knight strode. “Dame,” he said,

“Ye play a close game by my head — 

Where is the damsel?” “ Nay by now

E’en at Much Allerton, I trow,”

The dame said,” thou mayst win her yet

If swiftly unto horse ye get.”

Then wild with wrath the fair knight spake

“Beware dame lest the fire we take

And burn the house and thee and all.”

“Yea, that the nighest way I call

For finding a lost love,” she said,

“Now ye grow wiser than well sped.”

“Dame,” said he, “yet I know thy guile.

When I departed hence erewhile

There sat she by the doorway side

And seemed to be thy yellow cat

Purring; nor stayed I aught thereat

But lo the hem of a grey gown

E’en as I turned seemed slipping down

About the beast — Where is she now?”

“Well, thou art wise enough to know,”

She said,” there doth she yet abide,

Go take her for thy lovely bride.”

Wood-wrath he grew and cried, “Well then,

Now shall ye burn, witch. Ho my men,

Take ye the brands from off the hearth

And burn up all to utter dearth,

And let your spears thrust through what e’er

Shall come abroad to greet you there.”

His men ‘gan stir, but therewithal

They heard a sudden trumpet-call

A blast of war, shrill loud and nigh;

And therewith ‘gan one man to cry

“The King! — the King!” and down he cast

The kindled brand and gat him fast

From out the house; and all the rout

Delayed no whit but hurried out

From house and orchard. Yea the lord

Drew from its sheath his gleaming sword

And hewed hard at the Dame, and I

Scarce kept aback a frightened cry.

Nought happed of scathe save to our chair

That lost its old life then and there

Beneath the edges: while once more

The horn blew louder than before.

The knight turned cursing and strode out,

And past the garth we heard his shout

Unto his fleeing men. But for me

I stood there quaking timorously

Till from the Dame 1 heard a voice

Shrill yet but weak: “Child, rejoice

That thou art free: a phantom sound

Shall chase them o’er the grassy ground

And the bare rocks, o’er wet and dry,

Nor shall they come back hastily.

But draw nigh, sweetheart: for no more

May my craft hide thee as before.

 Come hither then and hear me, maid.”

So did I even as she bade

And found her lying down alow

Hard by the hearth now scarce aglow.

I knelt down by her and she said:

“No more again till I am dead

Shall such-like power from me go forth

Although my will may yet be worth

Thy blessing when the daisies grow

Above me: hearken — for I go

The longest and the roughest way

That any stout Eve’s daughter may.”
 

I wept because I loved her well,

And lonely fear upon me fell:

But she went on, “ Short now is the space

For weeping. I have seen thy face

A litde while and now no more;

But long years lie thy life before,

Happy belike. Lo here the key

Of the great chest that unto thee

I opened on the day I showed

The treasure which therein abode,

The raiment of the great on earth

That many an orchard-croft is worth.

Go do it on without delay,

Time will be furthermore to say

What thou shalt do.” E’en so I did

And my poor peasant’s body hid

In that rich raiment of a queen

Where scarce for glistening gold were seen

The silken blossoms of the loom.

I came back lighting up the gloom

And knelt again. Again she said:

“What wilt thou do when I am dead?

Is that thy thought? Thou shalt do well

And oft of thee the folk shall tell

For days to come. Day wears apace,

I with it; get thee from this place

And through the wood go speedily

Nor bide thou the last breath of me — 

I know my way.

                   Stay not for night

When in the wood thou art — aright

Shalt thou be led; but still press on

Till miles of woodland way be won

And miles of thicket lie between

This house where erst thou hast been seen

And so my heart is telling me

That ere dawn one shall meet with thee,

A mighty man, who shall behold

Thy beauty and more worth than gold

Shall deem thee, and shall bid thee come

Yet in all honour to his home.

If thou nay say him then is gone

Thy luck of life and all is done.

Speak gently to him, yet I bid

That nought of all thy life be hid,

Yea tell him all the very truth — 

Yet nothing shall he trow forsooth

Thy simple tale, but deem of thee

That thou of some great house shall be.

What more? My sight is waxing dim

Yet seems to see thee wed with him — 

And this moreover shall I tell

That art thou faring less than well

Then may it help thee somewhat yet

My name not wholly to forget.
 

Sad is this sundering now may be

But e’en what was awrought for me

By days thy fellowship made sweet.

Depart now, let me see thy feet

Pass o’er the threshold ere I die.”

Dull sorrow on my heart did lie

As I rose up from her, yet so

Her bidding I was wont to do

Nor knew I how to naysay this.

My lips yet felt her clammy kiss

As I went forth most sick at heart

From all that peacefulness to part

Yet nought afeard, because the wood

To me had been a friend full good

For many a year by day and night.
 

I stood and pondered how’t would pass

That life that fated for us was,

And little joy I saw therein

But nought I saw whereby to win

To happier days to be mine own,

So was I helplessly alone.

So still I waited till the day

Grew hotter o’er the woodland way

And all the morning breeze was dead.
 

And so at last he raised his head

And dim-eyed looked about the place

Until he happed upon my face,

Then up he sprang and facing me

As if a marvel he did see

Stretched out his hands but spake no word.
 

* * *
 

                              Hearken again:

That lord strove with his speech in vain

A little while, then spake and said

“Who art thou — thou the unafraid

As by the eyes of thee I deem?

Or art thou e’en as thou dost seem

Or hast thou taken for a while

A woman’s semblance to beguile

Good knights unto the fairies’ land,

That thou before me there dost stand

So lovely and unmoved and strange?
 

* * *
 

I looked on him. Fain had I been

To flee adown the woodland green

So cold I felt to his desire,

For sooth to say I knew the fire

Was in his barm at sight of me.

Yet what the carline bade me be

That must 1 strive for; so I stayed

Abiding what should be, and said,

“By me thou shalt not be beguiled:

Nought am I but a cot-carle’s child

And if I seem aught else today

Because of this fair-wrought array

Then am I nowise what I seem.”

Doubtful he looked, yet did I deem

Wistful the more. “And canst thou then

Lead me to some abode of men,

Gold shalt thou have to thy content

If so thou wilt.” Therewith there went

Some new thing through my heart, some scorn

Of all his hope so soon outworn

Of Queens and fays. Were my will free

I should have mocked him openly

In bitter words, but bound I was

And so belike no change did pass

Across the face he deemed so fair.

O love, my babble mayst thou bear?

If thou couldst know how sweet it is

That these my lips that feel thy kiss

Still sweet upon them thus should tell

The things that in my life befell!
 

“Well,” said he, “ each new word belies

Thy story of churl’s miseries,

So sweet thou speakest, wise withal

As one who knows the earlfolk’s hall

And hath not learned to fear and quake

Though terror on the world awake.”

Quoth I,” My tale is told to thee,

If thou believ’st not, let it be;

It is too wearisome to say

The selfsame thing in one same way.”

Then eagerly he took my hand

And held it. “ Where in all the land

Are cot-carle’s children made like this?”

So spake he and I felt his kiss

Upon my hand. And then he said,

“Lady, I see that now is dead

Thy tale of beggar-maid and cot,

But as to whence thou art and what,

Thy pleasure is to keep it hid;

So will I do as thou dost bid

But will not cover up my name

Nor hide from thee my house of fame:

No King nor Duke, no Earl of might,

But am I the Lord Lyon hight.”

With swelling pride he spake the word,

But I who knew of king or lord

Nor name nor fame, changed face no whit

For all his boast, but smiled on it

For thinking had he known how true

My tale was, what then would he do.

“Yea,” said he: “’tis but as I thought,

Thou changest thy demeanour nought

Though thou hast heard a name whereat

Great ones have quaked, and they that sat

On the spear-guarded thrones of earth.

Surely I see that thou art worth

All thou hast won which is to be

The earthly friend and mate of me,

My bedfellow, my very wife,

The lady of a glorious life.”
 

* * *
 

There were not ten men in all the house

Because of the deep peace in the land

Such honor this King Louis hath

None dares contrary his command

Upon the walls we lay one noon

Sweet Alice and I. St. James’ tower

Kept off the hot September sun

We read the Story of the Flower
 






  








SONGS FROM “THE HOLLOW LAND”
 

“Queen Mary’s crown was gold,

          King Joseph’s crown was red,

But Jesus’ crown was diamond

          That lit up all the bed

                    Mariae Virginis”
 

“Ships sail through the Heaven

          With red banners dress’d,

Carrying the planets seven

          To see the white breast

                    Mariae Virginis”
 

 640 Christ keep the Hollow Land

Through the sweet spring-tide,

When the apple-blossoms bless

The lowly bent hill side.”
 

Only dimly seeing them

Coldly slipping through

Many green-lipp’d cavern mouths,

Where the hills are blue.”
 

“Queen Mary’s crown was gold,

          King Joseph’s crown was red,

But Jesus’ crown was diamond

          That lit up all the bed

                    Mariae Virginis”
 

“Ships sail through the Heaven

          With red banners dress’d,

Carrying the planets seven

          To see the white breast

                    Mariae Virginis”
 

“Christ keep the Hollow Land

        All the summer-tide,

Still we cannot understand

        Where the waters glide:
 

“Only dimly seeing them

        Coldly slipping through

Many green-lipped cavern mouths

        Where the hills are blue.
 






  








SONG FROM “GERTHA’S LOVERS”
 

   “The King rode out in the morning early,

    Went riding to hunting over the grass;

Ere the dew fell again that was then bright and pearly,

    O me! — what a sorrow had come to pass.”
 






  








PRAY BUT ONE PRAYER FOR ME
 

Pray but one prayer for me ‘twixt thy closed lips,

          Think but one thought of me up in the stars.

The summer night waneth, the morning light slips,

           Faint and grey `twixt the leaves of the aspen,

                    betwixt the cloud-bars,

That are patiently waiting there for the dawn

          Patient and colourless, though Heaven’s gold

Waits to float through them along with the sun.

Far out in the meadows, above the young corn,

          The heavy elms wait, and restless and cold

The uneasy wind rises; the roses are dim;

Through the long twilight they pray for the dawn,

Round the lone house in the midst of the corn.

          Speak but one word to me over the corn,

          Over the tender, bow’d locks of the corn.
 

Pray but one prayer for me ‘twixt thy closed lips,

          Think but one thought of me up in the stars.

The summer night waneth, the morning light slips,

          Faint and grey ‘twixt the leaves of the aspen,

                    betwixt the cloud-bars,

That are patiently waiting there for the dawn:

          Patient and colourless, though Heaven’s gold

Waits to float through them along with the sun.

Far out in the meadows, above the young corn,

          The heavy elms wait, and restless and cold

The uneasy wind rises; the roses are dun;

Through the long twilight they pray for the dawn.

Round the lone house in the midst of the corn.

          Speak but one word to me over the corn,

          Over the tender, bow’d locks of the corn.
 






  








SONG FROM “GOLDEN WINGS”
 

   He was fair and free,

At every tourney

He wan the degree,

        Sir Guy the good knight.
 

  He wan Alys the fair,

The King’s own daughtere,

With all her gold hair,

      That shone well bright.
 

   He saved a good Knight,

Who also was wight,

And had wingès bright

      On a blue shield.
 

   And he slew the Knight,

Of the High Gard in fight,

In red weed that was dight

      In the open field.’
 






  








SIR RICHARD
 

The good Sir Richard slept right fast

But his damsel waked by his side

And O but she was sore adrad

And twas little but she cried
 

But whiles she thought it was the wind

Beat on the dormer pane

And while she thought it was the wind

Twisting the golden vane
 

And whiles when she strained hard to hear

The dogs below howled out

And still this fair dame quok for dread

Till she could never hear that shout
 

Rise up my Lord Sir Richard she said

They cry from street to street

Town won town won arm quick she said

Go down your foes to meet
 

Out out Good Squire Giles he said

There are many glories to win

Nay nay my Lord these traitor gascons

Have let the frenchmen in
 

There is no boot but to stay here

Within our fair great wall. . . .

line crossed out

Of the hard haps that us befall
 

Here is a fair child my lord

Shall do our message well

And these French thieves shall all be caught

Like toads in a dry well”
 

O hold me up my Squire he said

I doubt that I am slain

I shall never see merry England more

I shall die here in Maine
 

This steele quarrel grieves me so sore

Many an one shall die in fear

Of these false french if you die

Natheless but I hope better cheer
 

If you die here in Maine he said

I shall have small joy to live

I shall go among the press

Doughtly strokes for to give
 

I trow if my head today

Were but a silly eggshell

I should go out among these french

Many a man for to kill
 

They sound on a trumpet now fair lord

We will ? crafty wiles

I shall be Sir Richard the good

And you shall be my squire Giles
 

I will do on your red tabard

And your basnet of gold clean to see

I will show myself little he said

There is none shall know me
 

We will not let these Frenchmen wit

That you here wounded lie

I shall speak from the wall with a great voice

And Sir Richard I shall well seem to be
 

I am the Vicount of Rohane

If you are Sir Richard of Corton

Yield up your tower now in haste

For we have the town well won
 

This is King Charles heritage

If you will not give it to me

I shall mightily brenn it up with fire

And hang you all on ae tree
 

Thou sayst false Sir Viscount of Rohane

I will not yield it up to you

All Maine longeth to Sir Edward

And so doth all Poictou
 

See here Sir Viscount of Rohane

If our stone walls were weaten sic bread

I would not give up my lords house

Till on the door step I lay dead
 

You may wish well then weaten sic bread

If we build bastides round about you

There will be no rat but you shall eat him

And your sword belts shall schew
 

My lord of Rohane thou art a false traitor villian

Two times thou hast turned thy coat

Thou deservest well to die

I would we were alone you and I.
 

I counsel you go back again

You shall be taken I you tell

Sir John Chandos shall catch you all

Like foul toads in a dry well
 

Then said Sir Reginald du Roy

Thou art a bold knave

But a false squire

So may God me save
 

Thou art not Sir Richard Corton

Said Sir Reginald du Roy

Lo Sirs Sir Richard now is dead their captain sic

Thereof have we great joy
 

That is false Sir Knight he said

In thy throat I give thee the lie

Thou art a false knave Sir Squire

I hope well to see thee die
 

I wonder muckle thou art so bold

But thou shalt not endure right long

When we pull this tower down

On a high tree thou shall hang.
 

Let us no more words said than sic? this good squire

Lo archers pulleth your bows

Whoso is a good man today

Nothing shall he lose.
 

Who putteth himself in jeopardy

He shall tyne naething I trow tyne, from Scandinavian, to become lost, perish
 

My lord Sir Edward shall make him rich

Who is right good at his bow.
 

They shot so well together then

These good yeoman sic bold

There was no ladder nor eke an axe

That a frenchman might hold
 

How does my lord Sir Richard Corton

I shall be hole of my hurt

In ae month the good leech saith

But the frenchmen tread us like dirt
 

But the frenchmen hung us on a tree

I shall be of right merry cheer

I would Sir Hugh Calverly

Or Sir John Chandos were come here
 

In there came uncle Peter

He was a yeoman bold

My lord these french all go aback

They may nothing hold
 

In there came uncle Peter

My Lord I fair pennon see

What are these bearings

Peter Tell that quick to me
 

In there came John blackbeard

He was a yeoman strong

My lord these french may do nothing

They will not habyde long
 

In there came Oliver Gurton

Of his speech he was sweet

My Lord I see a great rout

Fillen up all the street.
 

In came Gregory Evanton

My lord good news I bring

Our English ranks cometh hither

And right sweetly they sing
 

That is Hugh Calverly

A good knight of his hands

There is no knight is better

In King Edwards lands
 

What song sing they Gregory

Said my lord in a voice fine

My Lord they cry ever

Out out the Kentish kine
 

In there came uncle Peter

My Lord I fair pennon see

What are these bearing Peter

Tell that quick to me
 

My lord to say soothly

It was silver a red stake

That is Sir John Chandos

He is come quick for my sake
 

We shall hold high feast I trow tonight

In our great hall that is so fair

All the great French captains

Shall eat with us there
 

Though I may not drink wine

For the heating of my blood

Yet shall I drink sweet posset

And that taste as good
 

I am so full of joy

that this tower I have holden

That posset shall be better to me now

That wine if I had been yolden
 

Good sport had the Seneschal

And Sir Hugh Calvery I you tell

All these french were slain or taken

Like toads in a dry well
 

And those French lords that were taken

Ere they gat them away

Many florins for certain

They did pledge them to pay.
 

Then I trow Squire Giles

Won well in plain fight

The captain Sir Reginald du Roy

Though he was a good knight
 






  








DEAR FRIENDS, I LAY AWAKE IN THE NIGHT
 

Dear friends, I lay awake in the night

When I sung of the willow-tree

And I thought, as I lay awake in the light,

Of what you had said to me.
 

For you remember how you had said,

That I should be a poet

Ah me: it almost made me sad,

As I lay in the light, to know it.
 

For I knew, as every poet does,

What a poet ought to be:

Straightway before me there uprose,

My hideous sins to me.
 

Sweet friends, I pray you pray for me

To Him Whose hands are pierced

That, as, on the breast of His Mother, He,

So I on His breast may be nursed.

William.
 






  








EARLY DRAFT: THE MAN BORN TO BE KING
 

It is well said among wise men

If ye cannot have twelve take ten,

Also I say for my part

That the grey smock may cover a heart

Good enough for the gown of a king:

May this tale be to your liking.
 

Now this same lusty king

Had a dame, a right sweet thing,

And he loved her passing well

In such wise it were hard to tell,

Over long at Candlemas

The snow lay upon the grass,

Thereupon did the Queen pass

With the King from the minster.
 

That same damozel bent low

Her knee in the white snow,

Lightly at the Queen’s command

To that gold shoe she set her hand;

Right so some steel pin

In the Queen’s gown, smote therein;

The red blood fell from her hand,

There as the Queen did stand.

The Queen regarded pensively

The red blood on the snow lie

And her gold shoe that was nigh.

She sighed and said: “Yellow as gold,

White as the snow upon the mold,

I would my child might be so;

Red as blood and white as snow,

And yellow as gold mote she be,

Great joy this would be to me.”
 

In that same night that she was born

There was a small house poor and forlorn

Beside a river lay alone;
 

He sold his skins and feathers of heme,

And unto him they gave in turn

Nets and wood-axes and such gear,

Coats of frieze for him to wear,

Flanders cloth for his mother,

Shoes and hats of Caudebec ...
 

I trow a right fat man was he,

He had a brown face and eyen white;

His red hair in the sun shone bright;

He was as fierce as any knight.

I trow that in the town council

Always for hanging spoke he well,

If men debated on some thief.
 






  








YOLAND
 

At any rate I fear no man...

I am not now afraid of God.
 

Mad as I was I stopped & thought, there now

I knew that I had seen that place before,

And those pavilions why ’twas even so

Last year; then some fear pierced my hearts core,

I entered through that same close rose-fence

And went toward the great pavilion whence

Some fear or horror struck upon my sense

O pity me, I pray you, this is what I saw.

A silken carpet lay upon the grass

And on a silken bed (on that whereon) lay Eleanore

I was in time to see the last breath pass

From her half opened lips, besides I saw

Sitting along the bed on the further side

Ten maidens fairly robed and thus they cried

Here comes Sir Johnne to claim his doomed bride,
 

Thereat they turned away, and dropped their eyes toward the floor,

Whereat I was abashed & thought what I could do.

I closed her wide eyes first, lifted from off the ground

Her heavy golden hair, her arms were stretched straight so,

Crosswise I laid them downwards, yet there came no sound,

So when I saw she moved not her head

Nor oped her eyes nor moved her hands, I said

Quite softly to myself, then she is dead,

And yet she neither screamed nor fell down in a swound.

 but only stood still; for a while I ween

I knew not where I was, but felt a globe

of whirling black with spots of red & green

Shrink and expand before me fill the robe.

When she was lifted up I saw no deep green there — 

No robe of Eleanore but only deep green meads

Between the hazel hedge the gleaming of gold sheaves,

And, dream within a dream, a maiden crowned with weeds

Standing between two trees beneath the shivering leaves — 

Yea day by day I used to go and gaze

In the old passed time, the sweet old days,

I used to draw a maiden from the haze

For my delight, to stand beneath the aspen leaves;

I could see all her throat because her chin was raised,

And I could see the lashes of her eyes

Laid downward on her cheek, and as I gazed

With beating heart could see her bosom rise

Heaving and falling like a quiet sea — 

Whose robes of green and white and purple be

Just as hers were, each side of her a tree

Trembled with strange delight to feel her hands, the flies

v Along the bridges of her outstretched arms

Marched humming to the city of her face,

By the Cathedral of her eyes sang psalms,

Held her white forehead as a hallowed place

For burying the dead things of the mind.

With undropped lids I gazed till I was blind

Then dropped my head and wept because the wind,

As I knew all too well, was making clear that space.

That was at sunset time: all the night long

Thereafter very sullen would I lie

Till the next noon unless the wind was strong — 

The wind was ever a kind friend to me.

But the next day at noon I used to learn

Against an aspen, get a sense of green

To my heart through my eyes and soon I ween

Came forth my dream of dreams each hand laid on a tree.
 

I used to think it was a sort of right

That I should get each day some happiness

In which time clean forgotten was the night . . . .

All its dull pain, and truly more or less

The happiness came to me which I sought

After when more years more cares to me brought

Some part of each day that I schemed or fought

I claimed for dreams enjoyment now not Happiness

For if I were to see only her stately mien

There would no longer be a chance to me

Of dying but for ever I should live

Walk slowly in the sun . . . :

But . . . I flee

Through purple shadows that the beech trees give

O love my royal snow white Eleanore

I pray thee come & stand by me no more

And weep through thy thin hands & shadow oer

My hot hot steel gear wishing me alas to live

And now I shall not see her body any more.
 

I went through many lands and found no rest

        When I had left you and this castle here,

Nor found I any counsel what was best

        But went about all dizzied for a year.

At last it chanced on a September day

When all the sleeping sky was one blue grey,

I rode unhappily through a green way,

        Neither did any come for me to fight or fear;
 

My pennon no wind shook, my mail-hood lay aback,

        I looked down on my breast and saw my bearing there — 

Gold dragons on green round — my bridle-reins were slack,

         I held within my mouth locks of my long lank hair,

But as I rode faint singing came to me

From the right hand, I thought that I might be

The voice of damozels at a tourney.

        So toward that voice I went sideways till I came where
 

Many pavilions on an open lawn

        With gold and blue and scarlet scared the birds.

My heart shrunk back all sickened at the dawn

         Of arms, embroidery, and clear sung words,

Nevertheless I set my lips together

Till the blood came, not felt — as in hot weather

The archer does not feel the strain of leather

        When as he marches towards the foe his coat he girds.
 

Mad as I was I stopped and thought, There now

            I knew that I had seen that place before,

And those pavilions — why ’twas even so

          Last year: then some fear pierced to my heart’s core;

I entered through that same close rose-fence

And went towards the great pavilion whence

Some fear or horror struck upon my sense — 

          O pity me, I pray you, this is what I saw.
 

A silken carpet lay upon the grass

          And on a silken bed lay Eleanore:

I was in time to see the last breath pass

          From her half-opened lips; besides I saw

Sitting along the bed on the further side

Ten maidens fairly robed and thus they cried,

“He comes Sir John to claim his doomed bride.”

          Thereat they turned away, dropped their eyes toward the floor,
 

Whereat I was abashed and thought what I could do;

          I closed her wide eyes first, lifted from off the ground

Her heavy golden hair; her arms were stretched straight so,

          Crosswise I laid them downwards, yet there came no sound,

So when I saw she moved not her head

Nor oped her eyes nor moved her hands, I said

Quite softly to myself, Then she is dead.

          And yet I neither screamed nor fell down in a swound
 

But only stood still; for a while I ween

          I knew not where I was but felt a globe

Of whirling black with spots of red & green

          Shrink and expand before me till the robe

Of one of those poor downcast maidens there

I saw fall on her head about her hair,

Who fainted had with grief lay on the bier.

          When she was lifted up I saw no deep green there — 
 

No robe of Eleanore but only deep green meads,

          Between the hazel hedge the gleaming of gold sheaves,

And, dream within a dream, a maiden crowned with weeds

          Standing between two trees beneath the shivering leaves — 

xxvii Yea day by day I used to go and gaze

In the old passed time, the sweet old days,

I used to draw a maiden from the haze

          For my delight, to stand beneath the aspen leaves;
 

I could see all her throat because her chin was raised,

          And I could see the lashes of her eyes

Laid downward on her cheek, and as I gazed

          With beating heart could see her bosom rise

Heaving and falling like a quiet sea — 

Whose robes of green and white and purple be

Just as hers were, each side of her a tree

          Trembled with strange delight to feel her hands, the flies
 

Along the bridges of her outstretched arms

          Marched humming to the city of her face,

By the Cathedral of her eyes sang psalms,

          Held her white forehead as a hallowed place

For burying the dead things of the mind.

With undropped lids I gazed till I was blind

Then dropped my head and wept because the wind,

          As I knew all too well, was making clear that space.
 

That was at sunset time: all the night long

          Thereafter very sullen would I lie

Till the next noon unless the wind was strong — 

          The wind was ever a kind friend to me.

But the next day at noon I used to lean

Against an aspen, get a sense of green

To my heart through my eyes and soon I ween

          Came forth my dream of dreams each hand laid on a tree.
 

I used to think it was a sort of right

          That I should get each day some happiness . . .
 

O God it was not fair, no part at all

          Was left of any day, and day by day

The hours lengthen and it doth befall

xxviiiI sleep not, half forgetful in a way — 

I sleep one hour only of the night.

At dawn the moon fades and my strained sight

Drops from the empty helm so strange in the grey light

          I try to shout, Lord help! but nought at all can say.
 

Ah, while I stood in that pavilion

          And saw the pale vexed maidens arm in arm,

And saw the roof above with starts thereon,

          I reeled and fell down straight from memory and strange calm — 

Because I saw myself as I did say

Sitting upon my bed waiting for day

My blue enameled helm touched by the grey

          Not showing that blue now, while from the neighboring elm
 

The cocks send out that strange unearthly sound

          Cock crow at dawn, dawn slow in coming round,

So slow and very cold in coming round — 

          Perhaps Doomsday is past and it will not come now — 

In those cold dawns I pray thee, Eleanore,

Between the roses drained of colour, come no more

With fall of moist white feet upon the marble floor-

          Eleanore I pray thee sit not there so calm . . . .
 

Likewise I saw myself in the hot noon

          Sitting along upon a bank of sand,

A few men come there now, yet in the moon

          The witches gather there from many a land,

Yet I sat there alone and let the sun

Beat on my helmed head feeling the great drops run

Over my cheeks like tears and dropping one by one

           On the steel plates of my knees or else upon my hand.
 

And this I did because I feared the shade,

          I feared to see a ghost clad in deep green

In the likeness of a very beauteous maid

xxix But yet so pale, so pale, with no joy to be seen,

I fear to see her cover her thin face

With her thin hands, then weeping in that place

          To kneel in last year’s leaves to hide her face.
 

For if I were to see only her stately mien

There would no longer be a chance to me

Of dying but for ever I should live

Walk slowly in the sun . . .
 

O Eleanore who liest there alone,

          Ah so alone, the blue blue roof above,

I pray thee let me be, and make low moan

           My lips on your lips, for  I am in love — 

For what thing love I better than thine eyes?

What thing, O Love, except perhaps those wise

Kind lips, the little hand that tries

          By witching trembling grip to say it is in love.
 

          Dead is she then — behold I pass my lips

          Over her cold face moaning, like a bee

Who when the choristers are chaunting, slips

          Along the stained glass in the clerestory

Brushing the face of Christ at Bethlehem;

I kissed her o’er and o’er right from the bodice hem

Up to the golden locks yea sunk my lips in them — 

          I never knew till now how weet a kiss could be.
 

Alas God would not let me stay there long:

           One of those maidens rising from her place

Came to me and on my shoulder laid a strong

          Indignant grasp, and when I saw her face

I knew that I must go, so piteously

I moved to the bier-foot: she to me

Turned full her face like a fierce dog, then she

          Passed by the feet in going to her place — 
 

Her long red  raiment brushed, as she went past,

The silk from off the feet of Eleanore,

I doubted, shivered much, but then at last

Turned weeping back to my own love once more,

I bent down till my wet cheek touched her foot,

Took off the gold shoe. I felt a sharp pain shoot

Through all my frame, go down to the heart’s root.
 






  








I WHO AM CURIOUS…
 

I who am curious about many things

Considering how that Rumour, though with wings

She flyeth fast, yet halteth in her speech

And wishing well that true record should reach

Those that come after: have with care & pain

And diligent sifting oer & oer again

Written this book wherein is nothing set

I do not hold for pure truth, though I let

Some words stay as I heard them; telling men

Myself who said them how and where & when.

And for that Lords and Knights should have no lack

Of this my book in good fair red & black.

Full many clerks have written it & chief

This mighty volume whereof leaf by leaf

I turn just now by Alexandre le blau

Clerk of S. Omers that my lord might know

The wonderful deeds of arms done in these lands

Was well-illuminate for my Lords hands.

I say I turn it over leaf by leaf:

I am grown old, shall die soon little grief

Or fear this gives me, I could die just now

Most peacefully the wrinkles on my brow

Seem all unfolding and all deeds of mine

Both good and bad grow faint to me or shine

As deeds of other men; and this book here

Which line by line was poured into mine ear

And moulded in my brain and heart is grown

Strange stories of an unknown land as shewn

By some old man long dead. ah leaf by leaf

Hold these; three crowns upon a scarlet chief
 

…
 

Sir Jaques prayed, then rose with a pale face,

And we went on quite silent till at last

I said, fair knight, that cross that we have past

What happed thereby: he said it grieveth me

Each time I tell this tale so piteously

They ended. He stopped there for courtesy’s sake.

I said no word until he pleased to break

The silence and begin, ah trust me though,

But I was eager as we rode on so.

Sir Peter, said he, pray you did you note

Hard by the Cross, that Castle God has smote

With utter ruin? Yea, I said: well Sir,

I who am old now was a squire there

When I was young. Sir Miles du grand Martel

Was Lord of it and me, he held it well

Through many troubles, but a certain Lord

That hight Sir John Bourdville he having scored

High vengeance gainst him took it suddenly.

Bur pray, Sir Peter, now and answer me,

What think you, Sir, has man or woman yet

Died of pure love, or do all men forget,

Live and be happy afterwards: nay nay,

Sir Jaques answered, I what shall I say

But that I never knew it so perdie,

It seemeth not a little thing to die.

Look you Sir Knight your sword has gone right through

Full many a man who has died by you

In spite of all the blood, and if the Lord

Has made it hard with a bright heavy sword . . .
 

…

She slipped from out the castle and the sight

Of Lord John Bourdville: therefore I praise God

For I went with her, down upon the sod.

He bent his old eyes saying this - Miles came

And met her amid the trumpets and the flames

Of the great torches. Welcome Lady fair

He said, and stood bareheaded bowed to her,

And would have kissed her cheek but suddenly

Meeting her eyes, their lips met, yea and she

With a long wild sigh threw her arms a round him

But never moved her lips. All these things swim

Like pictures through my brain I mind too how

He led her off, his face flushed to the brow

Red in the torchlight, and he held her arm

Below the shoulder as he feared some harm

Might take her from him; the days went by,

I was made Miles’s Squire, often I

Have seen him wander for mere happiness

Restless and ill at ease, less and less.

He counted Bourdville’s threats, his jewel fair

Shut so safe up in his strong castle there

Alas, though on a day she rode alone

A little way, and he not with her gone,

A three days journey off perforce, night came . . . .
 






  








SIR GILES WAR SONG
 

Ho! is there any will ride with me,

Sir Giles, le bon des barrières.
 

The clink of arms is good to hear,

The flap of pennons fair to see;
 

Ho! is there any will ride with me,

Sir Giles, le bon des barrières.
 

The leopards and lilies are fair to see,

“St. George Guienne” right good to hear;

Ho! is there any will ride with me,
 

Sir Giles, le bon des barrières.
 

I stood by the barrier,

My coat being blazon’d fair to see;

Ho! is there any will ride with me,

Sir Giles, le bon des barrières.
 

Clisson put out his head to see,

And lifted his basnet up to hear;

I pull’d him through the bars to ME,

Sir Giles, le bon des barrières.
 






  









SONG FROM “FRANK’S SEALED LETTER”
 

Wearily, drearily,

Half the day long,

Flap the great banners

High over the stone;

Strangely and eerily

Sounds the wind’s song,

Bending the banner-poles.
 

“While, all alone,

Watching the loophole’s spark,

Lie I, with life all dark,

Feet tether’d, hands fetter’d

Fast to the stone,

The grim walls, square letter’d,

With prison’d men’s groan.
 

“Still strain the banner-poles

Through the wind’s song,

Westward the banner rolls

Over my wrong.
 






  








IN PRISON.
 

Wearily, dreaily,

Half the day long,

Flap the great banners

High over the stone;
 

Strangely and eerily

Sounds the wind’s song,

Bending the banner-poles.
 

While, all alone,

Watching the loophole’s spark,

Lie I, with life all dark,

Feet tether’d, hands fetter’d

Fast to the stone,

The grim walls, square letter’d

With prison’d men’s groan.
 

Still strain the banner-poles

Through the wind’s song,

Westward the banner rolls

Over my wrong.
 






  








HANDS
 

Twixt the sunlight and the shade

Float up memories of my maid.

        God, remember Guendolen!
 

Gold or gems she did not wear,

But her rippled yellow hair,

        Like a veil, hid Guendolen.
 

My rough hands so strangely made

‘Twixt the sunlight and the shade,

        Folded Golden Guendolen.
 

Hands used to grip the sword-hilt hard,

Framed her face, while on the sward

        Tears fell down from Guendolen.
 

Guendolen now speaks no word,

Hands fold round about the sword,

        Now no more of Guendolen.
 

Only `twixt the light and shade,

Floating memories of my maid

        Make me pray for Guendolen.
 






  








THE CAPTIVE
 

For many, many days together

          The wind blew steady from the East,

For many days in the calm clear weather

          The clouds went westward from the East.
 

For many days we rode together,

          Yet met we neither friend, nor foe,

For many days in the dry clear weather

          And still the eastern wind did blow.
 

We saw the trees in the hot bright weather

          Stand clear, with shadows very black,

 As freely we rode on together

          With helms unlaced, and bridles slack.
 

And often as we rode together,

          We, looking down the green-banked stream,

Saw flowers in the sunny weather

          And saw the bubble-making bream.
 

And in the night lay down together,

           Above our heads we hung the rood,

Or watched all-armed in the dewy weather

          The while the moon did watch the wood.
 

Our spears stood bright and thick together,

          Straight out the banners streamed behind,

As we galloped on in the summer weather

          With faces turned toward the wind.
 

Our spears sank down in rest together — 

          For thick we saw the Pagans ride,

I saw his face in the clear, clear weather,

          He rode that last time by my side.
 

The foe stood still on the bridge together.

          Hurrah! our trumpets sang out loud,

Their cymbals clashed in sunny weather

          O! the light blue sky with never a cloud.
 

Shout, for the crash as we met together!

          Shout, for the splintering of the spears!

For the swords leaping up in the bright, bright weather!

          For the turban that the straight-sword tears.
 

 There, as we rolled and writhed together,

          I threw my arms above my head,

For close by my side, in the clear, bright weather

          I saw him reel and fall back dead

Possibly crossed out Madly I fought, as we fought together
 

I and the slayer met together,

          O! vainly, vainly he reined back,

As he caught my eye in the clear, bring weather,

          Shout, for his fixed eyes, and hold so slack!
 

They bound my blood stained hands together

          They bound the dead one by my side,

Then on we rode in the summer weather,

          With clash of cymbals did we ride.
 

We ride no more, no more together,

          My dungeon bars are thick and strong,

I take no heed of any weather,        

          The sweet saints grant I live not long.
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For many, many days together

          The wind blew steady from the East;

For many days hot grew the weather,

          About the time of our Lady’s Feast.
 

For many days we rode together,

          Yet met we neither friend nor foe;

Hotter and clearer grew the weather,

          Steadily did the East wind blow.
 

We saw the trees in the hot, bright weather,
 

          Clear-cut, with shadows very black,

As freely we rode on together

          With helms unlaced and bridles slack.
 

And often as we rode together,

          We, looking down the green-bank’d stream,
 

Saw flowers in the sunny weather,

          And saw the bubble-making bream.
 

And in the night lay down together,

          And hung above our heads the rood,

Or watch’d night-long in the dewy weather,
 

The while the moon did watch the wood.
 

Our spears stood bright and thick together,

          Straight out the banners stream’d behind,

As we gallop’d on in the sunny weather,

          With faces turn’d towards the wind.
 

Down sank our three-score spears together,

          As thick we saw the pagans ride;

His eager face in the clear fresh weather,

          Shone out that last time by my side.
 

Up the sweep of the bridge we dash’d together,
 

          It rock’d to the crash of the meeting spears,

Down rain’d the buds of the dear spring weather,

          The elm-tree flowers fell like tears.
 

There, as we roll’d and writhed together,

           I threw my arms above my head,
 

For close by my side, in the lovely weather,

          I saw him reel and fall back dead.
 

I and the slayer met together,

          He waited the death-stroke there in his place,

With thoughts of death, in the lovely weather,
 

          Gapingly mazed at my madden’d face.
 

Madly I fought as we fought together,

           In vain: the little Christian band

The Pagans drown’d, as in stormy weather,

           The wild waves drown low-lying land.
 

They bound my blood-stain’d hands together,

          They bound his corpse to nod by my side:

Then on we rode, in the bright March weather,

          With clash of cymbals did we ride.
 

We ride no more, no more together;
 

          My prison-bars are thick and strong,

I take no heed of any weather,

          The sweet Saints grant I live not long.
 






  








RIDING TOGETHER.
 

For many, many days together

          The wind blew steady from the East;

For many days hot grew the weather,

          About the time of our Lady’s Feast.
 

For many days we rode together,

          Yet met we neither friend nor foe;

Hotter and clearer grew the weather,

          Steadily did the East wind blow.
 

We saw the trees in the hot, bright weather,
 

          Clear-cut, with shadows very black,

As freely we rode on together

          With helms unlaced and bridles slack.
 

And often as we rode together,

          We, looking down the green-bank’d stream,
 

Saw flowers in the sunny weather,

          And saw the bubble-making bream.
 

And in the night lay down together,

          And hung above our heads the rood,

Or watch’d night-long in the dewy weather,
 

The while the moon did watch the wood.
 

Our spears stood bright and thick together,

          Straight out the banners stream’d behind,
 

As we gallop’d on in the sunny weather,

          With faces turn’d towards the wind.
 

Down sank our threescore spears together,

          As thick we saw the pagans ride;

His eager face in the clear fresh weather,

          Shone out that last time by my side.
 

Up the sweep of the bridge we dash’d together,
 

          It rock’d to the crash of the meeting spears,

Down rain’d the buds of the dear spring weather,

          The elm-tree flowers fell like tears.
 

There, as we roll’d and writhed together,

           I threw my arms above my head,
 

For close by my side, in the lovely weather,

          I saw him reel and fall back dead.
 

I and the slayer met together,

          He waited the death-stroke there in his place,

With thoughts of death, in the lovely weather,
 

          Gapingly mazed at my madden’d face.
 

Madly I fought as we fought together,

           In vain, the little Christian band

The Pagans drowned, as in stormy weather,

           The wild waves drown low-lying land.
 

They bound my blood-stain’d hands together,

          They bound his corpse to nod by my side:

Then on we rode, in the bright March weather,

          With clash of cymbals did we ride.
 

We ride no more, no more together;
 

           My prison-bars are thick and strong,

I take no heed of any weather,

          The sweet Saints grant I live not long.
 






  








THAT QUEER STORY
 

Amidst a forest of the wild

A woodman dwelt with wife & child

A man made fair & tall and strong

So that no man had deemed it wrong

Had he sat at the lords right hand

In any castle of the land.

Little of learning did he wot

Great men’s degrees he heeded not

He deemed his raiment good enough

Although to the most of winds that blow

Found them all open to his skin.
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Kelmscott Manor in the Cotswolds – Morris purchased the Manor with Dante Gabriel Rossetti in June 1871, as a holiday home. His artisan Kelmscott Press, is named after the house.
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THE STORY OF GRETTIR THE STRONG by Eiríkr Magnússon
 

A life scarce worth the living, a poor fame 
 Scarce worth the winning, in a wretched land,
 Where fear and pain go upon either hand,
 As toward the end men fare without an aim
 Unto the dull grey dark from whence they came:
 Let them alone, the unshadowed sheer rocks stand
 Over the twilight graves of that poor band,
 Who count so little in the great world’s game!
 

Nay, with the dead I deal not; this man lives,
 And that which carried him through good and ill,
 Stern against fate while his voice echoed still
 From rock to rock, now he lies silent, strives
 With wasting time, and through its long lapse gives
 Another friend to me, life’s void to fill.
 

WILLIAM MORRIS.
 











  








PREFACE.
 

We do not feel able to take in hand the wide subject of the Sagas of Iceland within the limits of a Preface; therefore we have only to say that we put forward this volume as the translation of an old story founded on facts, full of dramatic interest, and setting before people’s eyes pictures of the life and manners of an interesting race of men near akin to ourselves.

Those to whom the subject is new, we must refer to the translations already made of some other of these works,[] and to the notes which accompany them: a few notes at the end of this volume may be of use to students of Saga literature.

For the original tale we think little apology is due; that it holds a very high place among the Sagas of Iceland no student of that literature will deny; of these we think it yields only to the story of Njal and his sons, a work in our estimation to be placed beside the few great works of the world. Our Saga is fuller and more complete than the tale of the other great outlaw Gisli; less frightful than the wonderfully characteristic and strange history of Egil, the son of Skallagrim; as personal and dramatic as that of Gunnlaug the Worm-tongue, if it lack the rare sentiment of that beautiful story; with more detail and consistency, if with less variety, than the history of Gudrun and her lovers in the Laxdaela; and more a work of art than that, or than the unstrung gems of Eyrbyggja, and the great compilation of Snorri Sturluson, the History of the Kings of Norway.

At any rate, we repeat, whatever place among the best Sagas may be given to Grettla[] by readers of such things, it must of necessity be held to be one of the best in all ways; nor will those, we hope, of our readers who have not yet turned their attention to the works written in the Icelandic tongue, fail to be moved more or less by the dramatic power and eager interest in human character, shown by our story-teller; we say, we hope, but we are sure that no one of insight will disappoint us in this, when he has once accustomed himself to the unusual, and, if he pleases, barbarous atmosphere of these ancient stories.

As some may like to know what they are going to read about before venturing on beginning the book, we will now give a short outline of our Saga.

The first thirteen chapters (which sometimes are met with separately in the Icelandic as the Saga of Onund Treefoot), we have considered as an introduction to the story, and have accordingly distinguished them from the main body of the book. They relate the doings of Grettir’s ancestors in Norway, in the lands West over the Sea and in Iceland, and are interesting and in many points necessary for the understanding of the subsequent story; one of these we note here for the reader’s convenience, viz. the consanguinity of Grettir and King Olaf the Saint;[] for it adds strongly to the significance of the King’s refusal to entertain Grettir at his court, or to go further into the case of the murder he was falsely accused of.

The genealogies of this part of the work agree closely with those of the Landnáma-bók, and of the other most reliable Sagas.

After this comes the birth of Grettir, and anecdotes (one at least sufficiently monstrous) of his unruly childhood; then our hero kills his first man by misadventure, and must leave Iceland; wrecked on an isle off Norway, he is taken in there by a lord of that land, and there works the deed that makes him a famous man; the slaying of the villainous bearserks, namely, who would else have made wreck of the honour and goods of Grettir’s host in his absence; this great deed, we should say, is prefaced by Grettir’s first dealings with the supernatural, which characterise this Saga, and throw a strange light on the more ordinary matters throughout. The slaying of the bearserks is followed by a feud which Grettir has on his hands for the slaying of a braggart who insulted him past bearing, and so great the feud grows that Grettir at last finds himself at enmity with Earl Svein, the ruler of Norway, and, delivered from death by his friends, yet has to leave the land and betake himself to Iceland again. Coming back there, and finding himself a man of great fame, and hungry, for more still, he tries to measure himself against the greatest men in the land, but nothing comes of these trials, for he is being reserved for a greater deed than the dealing with mere men; his enemy is Glam the thrall; the revenant of a strange, unearthly man who was himself killed by an evil spirit; Grettir contends with, and slays, this monster, whose dying curse on him is the turning-point of the story.

All seems fair for our hero, his last deed has made him the foremost man in Iceland, and news now coming out of Olaf the Saint, his relative, being King of Norway, he goes thither to get honour at his hands; but Glam’s curse works; Grettir gains a powerful enemy by slaying an insulting braggart just as he was going on ship-board; and on the voyage it falls out that in striving to save the life of his shipmates by a desperate action, he gets the reputation of having destroyed the sons of a powerful Icelander, Thorir of Garth, with their fellows. This evil report clings to him when he lands in Norway; and all people, including the King from whom he hoped so much, look coldly on him. Now he offers to free himself from the false charge by the ordeal of bearing hot iron; the King assents, and all is ready; but Glam is busy, and some strange appearance in the church, where the ordeal is to be, brings all to nothing; and the foreseeing Olaf refuses to take Grettir into his court, because of his ill-luck. So he goes to his brother, Thorstein Dromund, for a while, and then goes back to Iceland. But there, too, his ill-luck had been at work, and when he lands he hears three pieces of bad news at once; his father is dead; his eldest brother, Atli, is slain and unatoned; and he himself has been made an outlaw, by Thorir of Garth, for a deed he has never done.

He avenges his brother, and seeks here and there harbour from his friends, but his foes are too strong for him, or some unlucky turn of fate always pushes him off the help of men, and he has to take to the wilderness with a price upon his head; and now the other part of the curse falls on him heavier, for ever after the struggle with the ghost he sees horrible things in the dark, and cannot bear to be alone, and runs all kinds of risks to avoid it; and so the years of his outlawry pass on. From time to time, driven by need, and rage at his unmerited ill-fortune, he takes to plundering those who cannot hold their own; at other times he lives alone, and supports himself by fishing, and is twice nearly brought to his end by hired assassins the while. Sometimes he dwells with the friendly spirits of the land, and chiefly with Hallmund, his friend, who saves his life in one of the desperate fights he is forced into. But little by little all fall off from him; his friends durst harbour him no more, or are slain. Hallmund comes to a tragic end; Grettir is driven from his lairs one after the other, and makes up his mind to try, as a last resource, to set himself down on the island of Drangey, which rises up sheer from the midst of Skagafirth like a castle; he goes to his father’s house, and bids farewell to his mother, and sets off for Drangey in the company of his youngest brother, Illugi, who will not leave him in this pinch, and a losel called “Noise,” a good joker (we are told), but a slothful, untrustworthy poltroon. The three get out to Drangey, and possess themselves of the live-stock on it, and for a while all goes well; the land-owners who held the island in shares, despairing of ridding themselves of the outlaw, give their shares or sell them to one Thorbiorn Angle, a man of good house, but violent, unpopular, and unscrupulous. This man, after trying the obvious ways of persuasion, cajolery, and assassination, for getting the island into his hands, at last, with the help of a certain hag, his foster-mother, has recourse to sorcery. By means of her spells (as the story goes) Grettir wounds himself in the leg in the third year of his sojourn at Drangey, and though the wound speedily closes, in a week or two gangrene supervenes, and Grettir, at last, lies nearly helpless, watched continually by his brother Illugi. The losel, “Noise,” now that the brothers can no more stir abroad, will not take the trouble to pull up the ladders that lead from the top of the island down to the beach; and, amidst all this, helped by a magic storm the sorceress has raised, Thorbiorn Angle, with a band of men, surprises the island, unroofs the hut of the brothers, and gains ingress there, and after a short struggle (for Grettir is already a dying man) slays the great outlaw and captures Illugi in spite of a gallant defence; he, too, disdaining to make any terms with the murderers of his brother, is slain, and Angle goes away exulting, after he had mutilated the body of Grettir, with the head on which so great a price had been put, and the sword which the dead man had borne.

But now that the mighty man was dead, and people were relieved of their fear of him, the minds of men turned against him who had overcome him in a way, according to their notions, so base and unworthy, and Angle has no easy time of it; he fails to get the head-money, and is himself brought to trial for sorcery and practising heathen rites, and the ‘nithings-deed’ of slaying a man already dying, and is banished from the land.

Now comes the part so necessary to the Icelandic tale of a hero, the revenging of his death; Angle goes to Norway, and is thought highly of for his deed by people who did not know the whole tale; but Thorstein Dromund, an elder half-brother of Grettir, is a lord in that land, and Angle, knowing of this, feels uneasy in Norway, and at last goes away to Micklegarth (Constantinople), to take service with the Varangians: Thorstein hears of this and follows him, and both are together at last in Micklegarth, but neither knows the other: at last Angle betrays himself by showing Grettir’s sword, at a ‘weapon-show’ of the Varangians, and Thorstein slays him then and there with the same weapon. Thorstein alone in a strange land, with none to speak for him, is obliged to submit to the laws of the country, and is thrown into a dungeon to perish of hunger and wretchedness there. From this fate he is delivered by a great lady of the city, called Spes, who afterwards falls in love with him; and the two meet often in spite of the watchful jealousy of the lady’s husband, who is at last so completely conquered by a plot of hers (the sagaman here has taken an incident with little or no change from the Romance of Tristram and Iseult), that he is obliged to submit to a divorce and the loss of his wife’s dower, and thereafter the lovers go away together to Norway, and live there happily till old age reminds them of their misdeeds, and they then set off together for Rome and pass the rest of their lives in penitence and apart from one another. And so the story ends, summing up the worth of Grettir the Strong by reminding people of his huge strength, his long endurance in outlawry, his gift for dealing with ghosts and evil spirits, the famous vengeance taken for him in Micklegarth; and, lastly, the fortunate life and good end of Thorstein Dromund, his brother and avenger.

Such is the outline of this tale of a man far above his fellows in all matters valued among his times and people, but also far above them all in ill-luck, for that is the conception that the story-teller has formed of the great outlaw. To us moderns the real interest in these records of a past state of life lies principally in seeing events true in the main treated vividly and dramatically by people who completely understood the manners, life, and, above all, the turn of mind of the actors in them. Amidst many drawbacks, perhaps, to the modern reader, this interest is seldom or ever wanting in the historical sagas, and least of all in our present story; the sagaman never relaxes his grasp of Grettir’s character, and he is the same man from beginning to end; thrust this way and that by circumstances, but little altered by them; unlucky in all things, yet made strong to bear all ill-luck; scornful of the world, yet capable of enjoyment, and determined to make the most of it; not deceived by men’s specious ways, but disdaining to cry out because he must needs bear with them; scorning men, yet helping them when called on, and desirous of fame: prudent in theory, and wise in foreseeing the inevitable sequence of events, but reckless beyond the recklessness even of that time and people, and finally capable of inspiring in others strong affection and devotion to him in spite of his rugged self-sufficing temper — all these traits which we find in our sagaman’s Grettir seem always the most suited to the story of the deeds that surround him, and to our mind most skilfully and dramatically are they suggested to the reader.

As is fitting, the other characters are very much subordinate to the principal figure, but in their way they are no less life-like; the braggart — that inevitable foil to the hero in a saga — was never better represented than in the Gisli of our tale; the thrall Noise, with his carelessness, and thriftless, untrustworthy mirth, is the very pattern of a slave; Snorri the Godi, little though there is of him, fully sustains the prudent and crafty character which follows him in all the Sagas; Thorbiorn Oxmain is a good specimen of the overbearing and sour chief, as is Atli, on the other hand, of the kindly and high-minded, if prudent, rich man; and no one, in short, plays his part like a puppet, but acts as one expects him to act, always allowing the peculiar atmosphere of these tales; and to crown all, as the story comes to its end, the high-souled and poetically conceived Illugi throws a tenderness on the dreadful story of the end of the hero, contrasted as it is with that of the gloomy, superstitious Angle.

Something of a blot, from some points of view, the story of Spes and Thorstein Dromund (of which more anon) must be considered; yet whoever added it to the tale did so with some skill considering its incongruous and superfluous nature, for he takes care that Grettir shall not be forgotten amidst all the plots and success of the lovers; and, whether it be accidental or not, there is to our minds something touching in the contrast between the rude life and tragic end of the hero, and the long, drawn out, worldly good hap and quiet hopes for another life which fall to the lot of his happier brother.

As to the authorship of our story, it has no doubt gone through the stages which mark the growth of the Sagas in general, that is, it was for long handed about from mouth to mouth until it took a definite shape in men’s minds; and after it had held that position for a certain time, and had received all the necessary polish for an enjoyable saga, was committed to writing as it flowed ready made from the tongue of the people. Its style, in common with that of all the sagas, shows evidences enough of this: for the rest, the only name connected with it is that of Sturla Thordson the Lawman, a man of good position and family, and a prolific author, who was born in 1214 and died 1284; there is, however, no proof that he wrote the present work, though we think the passages in it that mention his name show clearly enough that he had something to do with the story of Grettir: on the whole, we are inclined to think that a story of Grettir was either written by him or under his auspices, but that the present tale is the work of a later hand, nor do we think so complete a saga-teller, as his other undoubted works show him to have been, would ever have finished his story with the epilogue of Spes and Thorstein Dromund, steeped as that latter part is with the spirit of the mediaeval romances, even to the distinct appropriation of a marked and well-known episode of the Tristram; though it must be admitted that he had probably plenty of opportunity for being versed in that romance, as Tristram was first translated into the tongue of Norway in the year 1226, by Brother Robert, at the instance of King Hakon Hakonson, whose great favourite Sturla Thordson was, and whose history was written by him.

For our translation of this work we have no more to say than to apologise for its shortcomings, and to hope, that in spite of them, it will give some portion of the pleasure to our readers which we felt in accomplishing it ourselves.

EIRÍKR MAGNÚSSON, WILLIAM MORRIS.

LONDON, April 1869.






  








CHRONOLOGY OF THE STORY.
 

872. The battle of Hafrsfirth.
 

874. Begins the settlement of Iceland.
 cca.897. Thrand and Ufeigh Grettir settle Gnup-Wardsrape.
 cca.900. Onund Treefoot comes to Iceland.
 cca.920. Death of Onund Treefoot.
 929. The Althing established.
 997 (?). Grettir born.
 1000. Christianity sanctioned by law.
 1004. Skapti Thorodson made lawman.
 1011. Grettir slays Skeggi; goes abroad, banished for three years.
 1012. Slaying of Thorir Paunch and his fellows in Haramsey.
 Earl Eric goes to Denmark.
 1013. Slaying of Biorn at the Island of Gartar.
 Slaying of Thorgils Makson. Illugi Asmundson
 born. Death of Thorkel Krafla.
 1014. Slaying of Gunnar in Tunsberg. Grettir goes
 back to Iceland; fights with the men of Meal
 on Ramfirth-neck. Heath-slayings. Thorgeir
 Havarson outlawed. Fight with Glam
 the ghost.
 1015. Fight of Nesjar in Norway. Slaying of Thorbiorn
 Tardy. Grettir fares abroad. Burning
 of the sons of Thorir of Garth. Death of
 Asmund the Greyhaired.
 1016. Grettir meets King Olaf; fails to bear iron; goes
 east to Tunsberg to Thorstein Dromund.
 Slaying of Atli of Biarg. Grettir outlawed
 at the Thing for the burning of the sons of
 Thorir; his return to Iceland. Slaying of
 Thorbiorn Oxmain and his son Arnor.
 1017. Grettir at Reek-knolls. Lawsuit for the slaying
 of Thorbiorn Oxmain. Grettir taken by
 the Icefirth churls.
 1018. Grettir at Liarskogar with Thorstein Kuggson;
 his travels to the East to Skapti the lawman
 and Thorhall of Tongue, and thence to the
 Keel-mountain, where he met Hallmund
 (Air) for the first time.
 1019-1021. Grettir on Ernewaterheath.
 1021. Grettir goes to the Marshes.
 1022-1024. Grettir in Fairwoodfell.
 1024. Grettir visits Hallmund again.
 1025. Grettir discovers Thorirs-dale.
 1025-1026. Grettir travels round by the East; haunts
 Madderdale-heath and Reek-heath.
 1026. Thorstein Kuggson slain.
 1027. Grettir at Sand-heaps in Bard-dale.
 1028. Grettir haunts the west by Broadfirth-dales,
 meets Thorod Snorrison.
 1028-1031. Grettir in Drangey.
 1029. Grettir visits Heron-ness-thing.
 1030. Grettir fetches fire from Reeks. Skapti the law
 man dies.
 1031. Death of Snorri Godi and Grettir Asmundson.
 1033. Thorbiorn Angle slain.
 











  








THE STORY OF GRETTIR THE STRONG.
 

This First Part tells of the forefathers of Grettir in Norway, and how they fled away before Harald Fairhair, and settled in Iceland; and of their deeds in Iceland before Grettir was born.











  








CHAP. I.
 

There was a man named Onund, who was the son of Ufeigh Clubfoot, the son of Ivar the Smiter; Onund was brother of Gudbiorg, the mother of Gudbrand Ball, the father of Asta, the mother of King Olaf the Saint. Onund was an Uplander by the kin of his mother; but the kin of his father dwelt chiefly about Rogaland and Hordaland. He was a great viking, and went harrying west over the Sea.[] Balk of Sotanes, the son of Blaeng, was with him herein, and Orm the Wealthy withal, and Hallvard was the name of the third of them. They had five ships, all well manned, and therewith they harried in the South-isles;[] and when they came to Barra, they found there a king, called Kiarval, and he, too, had five ships. They gave him battle, and a hard fray there was. The men of Onund were of the eagerest, and on either side many fell; but the end of it was that the king fled with only one ship. So there the men of Onund took both ships and much wealth, and abode there through the winter. For three summers they harried throughout Ireland and Scotland, and thereafter went to Norway.











  








CHAP. II.
 

In those days were there great troubles in Norway. Harald the Unshorn,[] son of Halfdan the Black, was pushing forth for the kingdom. Before that he was King of the Uplands; then he went north through the land, and had many battles there, and ever won the day. Thereafter he harried south in the land, and wheresoever he came, laid all under him; but when he came to Hordaland, swarms of folk came thronging against him; and their captains were Kiotvi the Wealthy, and Thorir Longchin, and those of South Rogaland, and King Sulki. Geirmund Helskin was then in the west over the Sea; nor was he in that battle, though he had a kingdom in Hordaland.

Now that autumn Onund and his fellows came from the west over the Sea; and when Thorir Longchin and King Kiotvi heard thereof, they sent men to meet them, and prayed them for help, and promised them honours. Then they entered into fellowship with Thorir and his men; for they were exceeding fain to try their strength, and said that there would they be whereas the fight was hottest.

Now was the meeting with Harald the King in Rogaland, in that firth which is called Hafrsfirth; and both sides had many men. This was the greatest battle that has ever been fought in Norway, and hereof most Sagas tell; for of those is ever most told, of whom the Sagas are made; and thereto came folk from all the land, and many from other lands and swarms of vikings.

Now Onund laid his ship alongside one board of the ship of Thorir Longchin, about the midst of the fleet, but King Harald laid his on the other board, because Thorir was the greatest bearserk, and the stoutest of men; so the fight was of the fiercest on either side. Then the king cried on his bearserks for an onslaught, and they were called the Wolf-coats, for on them would no steel bite, and when they set on nought might withstand them. Thorir defended him very stoutly, and fell in all hardihood on board his ship; then was it cleared from stem to stern, and cut from the grapplings, and let drift astern betwixt the other ships. Thereafter the king’s men laid their ship alongside Onund’s, and he was in the forepart thereof and fought manly; then the king’s folk said, “Lo, a forward man in the forecastle there, let him have somewhat to mind him how that he was in this battle.” Now Onund put one foot out over the bulwark and dealt a blow at a man, and even therewith a spear was aimed at him, and as he put the blow from him he bent backward withal, and one of the king’s forecastle men smote at him, and the stroke took his leg below the knee and sheared it off, and forthwith made him unmeet for fight. Then fell the more part of the folk on board his ship; but Onund was brought to the ship of him who is called Thrand; he was the son of Biorn, and brother of Eyvind the Eastman; he was in the fight against King Harald and lay on the other board of Onund’s ship.

But now, after these things, the more part of the fleet scattered in flight; Thrand and his men, with the other vikings, got them away each as he might, and sailed west over the Sea; Onund went with him, and Balk and Hallvard Sweeping; Onund was healed, but went with a wooden leg all his life after; therefore as long as he lived was he called Onund Treefoot.











  








CHAP. III.
 

At that time were many great men west over the Sea, such as had fled from their lands in Norway before King Harald, because he had made all those outlaws, who had met him in battle, and taken to him their possessions. So, when Onund was healed of his wounds, he and Thrand went to meet Geirmund Helskin, because he was the most famed of vikings west there over the Sea, and they asked him whether he had any mind to seek after that kingdom which he had in Hordaland, and offered him their fellowship herein; for they deemed they had a sore loss of their lands there, since Onund was both mighty and of great kin.

Geirmund said that so great had grown the strength of King Harald, that he deemed there was little hope that they would win honour in their war with him when men had been worsted, even when all the folk of the land had been drawn together; and yet withal that he was loth to become a king’s thrall and pray for that which was his own; that he would find somewhat better to do than that; and now, too, he was no longer young. So Onund and his fellows went back to the South-isles, and there met many of their friends.

There was a man, Ufeigh by name, who was bynamed Grettir; he was the son of Einar, the son of Olvir Bairn-Carle; he was brother to Oleif the Broad, the father of Thormod Shaft; Steinulf was the name of Olvir Bairn-Carle’s son, he was the father of Una whom Thorbiorn Salmon-Carle had to wife. Another son of Olvir Bairn-Carle was Steinmod, the father of Konal, who was the father of Aldis of Barra. The son of Konal was Steinmod, the father of Haldora, the wife of Eilif, the son of Ketil the Onehanded. Ufeigh Grettir had to wife Asny, the daughter of Vestar Haengson; and Asmund the Beardless and Asbiorn were the sons of Ufeigh Grettir, but his daughters were these, Aldis, and Asa, and Asvor. Ufeigh had fled away west over the Sea before Harald the king, and so had Thormod Shaft his kinsman, and had with them their kith and kin; and they harried in Scotland, and far and wide west beyond the sea.

Now Thrand and Onund Treefoot made west for Ireland to find Eyvind the Eastman, Thrand’s brother, who was Land-ward along the coasts of Ireland; the mother of Eyvind was Hlif, the daughter of Rolf, son of Ingiald, the son of King Frodi; but Thrand’s mother was Helga, the daughter of Ondott the Crow; Biorn was the name of the father of Eyvind and Thrand, he was the son of Rolf from Am; he had had to flee from Gothland, for that he had burned in his house Sigfast, the son-in-law of King Solver; and thereafter had he gone to Norway, and was the next winter with Grim the hersir, the son of Kolbiorn the Abasher. Now Grim had a mind to murder Biorn for his money, so he fled thence to Ondott the Crow, who dwelt in Hvinisfirth in Agdir; he received Biorn well, and Biorn was with him in the winter, but was in warfare in summer-tide, until Hlif his wife died; and after that Ondott gave Biorn Helga his daughter, and then Biorn left off warring.

Now thereon Eyvind took to him the war-ships of his father, and was become a great chief west over the Sea; he wedded Rafarta, the daughter of Kiarval, King of Ireland; their sons were Helgi the Lean and Snaebiorn.

So when Thrand and Onund came to the South-isles, there they met Ufeigh Grettir and Thormod Shaft, and great friendship grew up betwixt them, for each thought he had gained from hell the last who had been left behind in Norway while the troubles there were at the highest. But Onund was exceeding moody, and when Thrand marked it, he asked what he was brooding over in his mind. Onund answered, and sang this stave — 

“What joy since that day can I get
 When shield-fire’s thunder last I met;
 Ah, too soon clutch the claws of ill;
 For that axe-edge shall grieve me still.
 In eyes of fighting man and thane,
 My strength and manhood are but vain,
 This is the thing that makes me grow
 A joyless man; is it enow?”
 

Thrand answered that whereso he was, he would still be deemed a brave man, “And now it is meet for thee to settle down and get married, and I would put forth my word and help, if I but knew whereto thou lookest.”

Onund said he did in manly wise, but that his good hope for matches of any gain was gone by now.

Thrand answered, “Ufeigh has a daughter who is called Asa, thitherward will we turn if it seem good to thee.” Onund showed that he was willing enough hereto; so afterwards they talked the matter over with Ufeigh; he answered well, and said that he knew how that Onund was a man of great kin and rich of chattels; “but his lands,” said he, “I put at low worth, nor do I deem him to be a hale man, and withal my daughter is but a child.”

Thrand said, that Onund was a brisker man yet than many who were hale of both legs, and so by Thrand’s help was this bargain struck; Ufeigh was to give his daughter but chattels for dowry, because those lands that were in Norway neither would lay down any money for.

A little after Thrand wooed the daughter of Thormod Shaft, and both were to sit in troth for three winters.

So thereafter they went a harrying in the summer, but were in Barra in the winter-tide.











  








CHAP. IV.
 

There were two vikings called Vigbiod and Vestmar; they were South-islanders, and lay out both winter and summer; they had thirteen ships, and harried mostly in Ireland, and did many an ill deed there till Eyvind the Eastman took the land-wardship; thereafter they got them gone to the South-isles, and harried there and all about the firths of Scotland: against these went Thrand and Onund, and heard that they had sailed to that island, which is called Bute. Now Onund and his folk came there with five ships; and when the vikings see their ships and know how many they are, they deem they have enough strength gathered there, and take their weapons and lay their ships in the midst betwixt two cliffs, where was a great and deep sound; only on one side could they be set on, and that with but five ships at once. Now Onund was the wisest of men, and bade lay five ships up into the sound, so that he and his might have back way when they would, for there was plenty of sea-room astern. On one board of them too was a certain island, and under the lee thereof he let one ship lie, and his men brought many great stones forth on to the sheer cliffs above, yet might not be seen withal from the ships.

Now the vikings laid their ships boldly enough for the attack, and thought that the others quailed; and Vigbiod asked who they were that were in such jeopardy. Thrand said that he was the brother of Eyvind the Eastman, “and here beside me is Onund Treefoot my fellow.”

Then laughed the vikings, and shouted — 

“Treefoot, Treefoot, foot of tree,
 Trolls take thee and thy company.”
 

“Yea, a sight it is seldom seen of us, that such men should go into battle as have no might over themselves.”

Onund said that they could know nought thereof ere it were tried; and withal they laid their ships alongside one of the other, and there began a great fight, and either side did boldly. But when they came to handy blows, Onund gave back toward the cliff, and when the vikings saw this, they deemed he was minded to flee, and made towards his ship, and came as nigh to the cliff as they might. But in that very point of time those came forth on to the edge of the cliff who were appointed so to do, and sent at the vikings so great a flight of stones that they might not withstand it.

Then fell many of the viking-folk, and others were hurt so that they might not bear weapon; and withal they were fain to draw back, and might not, because their ships were even then come into the narrowest of the sound, and they were huddled together both by the ships and the stream; but Onund and his men set on fiercely, whereas Vigbiod was, but Thrand set on Vestmar, and won little thereby; so, when the folk were thinned on Vigbiod’s ship, Onund’s men and Onund himself got ready to board her: that Vigbiod saw, and cheered on his men without stint: then he turned to meet Onund, and the more part fled before him; but Onund bade his men mark how it went between them; for he was of huge strength. Now they set a log of wood under Onund’s knee, so that he stood firmly enow; the viking fought his way forward along the ship till he reached Onund, and he smote at him with his sword, and the stroke took the shield, and sheared off all it met; and then the sword drove into the log that Onund had under his knee, and stuck fast therein; and Vigbiod stooped in drawing it out, and even therewith Onund smote at his shoulder in such wise, that he cut the arm from off him, and then was the viking unmeet for battle.

But when Vestmar knew that his fellow was fallen, he leaped into the furthermost ship and fled with all those who might reach her. Thereafter they ransacked the fallen men; and by then was Vigbiod nigh to his death: Onund went up to him, and sang — 

“Yea, seest thou thy wide wounds bleed?
 What of shrinking didst thou heed
 In the one-foot sling of gold?
 What scratch here dost thou behold?
 And in e’en such wise as this
 Many an axe-breaker there is
 Strong of tongue and weak of hand:
 Tried thou wert, and might’st not stand.”
 

So there they took much spoil and sailed back to Barra in the autumn.

 











  








CHAP. V.
 

The summer after this they made ready to fare west to Ireland. But at that time Balk and Hallvard betook themselves from the lands west over the sea, and went out to Iceland, for from thence came tales of land good to choose. Balk settled land in Ramfirth and dwelt at either Balkstead; Hallvard settled Sweepingsfirth, and Hallwick out to the Stair, and dwelt there.

Now Thrand and Onund met Eyvind the Eastman, and he received his brother well; but when he knew that Onund was come with him, then he waxed wroth, and would fain set on him. Thrand bade him do it not, and said that it was not for him to wage war against Northmen, and least of all such men as fared peaceably. Eyvind said that he fared otherwise before, and had broken the peace of Kiarval the King, and that he should now pay for all. Many words the brothers had over this, till Thrand said at last that one fate should befall both him and Onund; and then Eyvind let himself be appeased.

So they dwelt there long that summer, and went on warfare with Eyvind, who found Onund to be the bravest of men. In the autumn they fared to the South-isles, and Eyvind gave to Thrand to take all the heritage of their father, if Biorn should die before Thrand.

Now were the twain in the South-isles until they wedded their wives, and some winters after withal.

 











  








CHAP. VI.
 

And now it came to pass that Biorn, the father of Thrand, died; and when Grim the hersir hears thereof he went to meet Ondott Crow, and claimed the goods left by Biorn; but Ondott said that Thrand had the heritage after his father; Grim said that Thrand was west over seas, and that Biorn was a Gothlander of kin, and that the king took the heritage of all outland men. Ondott said that he should keep the goods for the hands of Thrand, his daughter’s son; and therewith Grim gat him gone, and had nought for his claiming the goods.

Now Thrand had news of his father’s death, and straightway got ready to go from the South-isles, and Onund Treefoot with him; but Ufeigh Grettir and Thormod Shaft went out to Iceland with their kith and kin, and came out to the Eres in the south country, and dwelt the first winter with Thorbiorn Salmon-Carle.

Thereafter they settled Gnup-Wards’-rape, Ufeigh, the outward part, between Thwart-river and Kalf-river, and he dwelt at Ufeigh’s-stead by Stone-holt; but Thormod settled the eastward part, and abode at Shaft-holt.

The daughters of Thormod were these: Thorvor, mother of Thorod the Godi[] of Hailti, and Thora, mother of Thorstein, the Godi, the father of Biarni the Sage.

Now it is to be said of Thrand and Onund that they sailed from the lands west over the Sea toward Norway, and had fair wind, and such speed, that no rumour of their voyage was abroad till they came to Ondott Crow.

He gave Thrand good welcome, and told him how Grim the hersir had claimed the heritage left by Biorn. “Meeter it seems to me, kinsman,” said he, “that thou take the heritage of thy father and not king’s-thralls; good luck has befallen thee, in that none knows of thy coming, but it misdoubts me that Grim will come upon one or other of us if he may; therefore I would that thou shouldst take the inheritance to thee, and get thee gone to other lands.”

Thrand said that so he would do, he took to him the chattels and got away from Norway at his speediest; but before he sailed into the sea, he asked Onund Treefoot whether he would not make for Iceland with him; Onund said he would first go see his kin and friends in the south country.

Thrand said, “Then must we part now, but I would that thou shouldst aid my kin, for on them will vengeance fall if I get off clear; but to Iceland shall I go, and I would that thou withal shouldst make that journey.”

Onund gave his word to all, and they parted in good love. So Thrand went to Iceland, and Ufeigh and Thormod Shaft received him well. Thrand dwelt at Thrand’s-holt, which is west of Steer’s-river.











  








CHAP. VII.
 

Onund went south to Rogaland, and met there many of his kin and friends; he dwelt there in secret at a man’s called Kolbein. Now he heard that the king had taken his lands to him and set a man thereover who was called Harek, who was a farmer of the king’s; so on a night Onund went to him, and took him in his house; there Harek was led out and cut down, and Onund took all the chattels they found and burnt the homestead; and thereafter he abode in many places that winter.

But that autumn Grim the hersir slew Ondott Crow, because he might not get the heritage-money for the king; and that same night of his slaying, Signy, his wife, brought aboard ship all her chattels, and fared with her sons, Asmund and Asgrim, to Sighvat her father; but a little after sent her sons to Soknadale to Hedin her foster-father; but that seemed good to them but for a little while, and they would fain go back again to their mother; so they departed and came at Yule-tide to Ingiald the Trusty at Hvin; he took them in because of the urgency of Gyda his wife, and they were there the winter through. But in spring came Onund north to Agdir, because he had heard of the slaying of Ondott Crow; but when he found Signy he asked her what help she would have of him.

She said that she would fain have vengeance on Grim the hersir for the slaying of Ondott. Then were the sons of Ondott sent for, and when they met Onund Treefoot, they made up one fellowship together, and had spies abroad on the doings of Grim. Now in the summer was a great ale-drinking held at Grim’s, because he had bidden to him Earl Audun; and when Onund and the sons of Ondott knew thereof they went to Grim’s homestead and laid fire to the house, for they were come there unawares, and burnt Grim the hersir therein, and nigh thirty men, and many good things they took there withal. Then went Onund to the woods, but the sons of Ondott took a boat of Ingiald’s, their foster-father’s, and rowed away therein, and lay hid a little way off the homestead. Earl Audun came to the feast, even as had been settled afore, and there “missed friend from stead.” Then he gathered men to him, and dwelt there some nights, but nought was heard of Onund and his fellows; and the Earl slept in a loft with two men.

Onund had full tidings from the homestead, and sent after those brothers; and, when they met, Onund asked them whether they would watch the farm or fall on the Earl; but they chose to set on the Earl. So they drove beams at the loft-doors and broke them in; then Asmund caught hold of the two who were with the Earl, and cast them down so hard that they were well-nigh slain; but Asgrim ran at the Earl, and bade him render up weregild for his father, since he had been in the plot and the onslaught with Grim the hersir when Ondott Crow was slain. The Earl said he had no money with him there, and prayed for delay of that payment. Then Asgrim set his spear-point to the Earl’s breast and bade him pay there and then; so the Earl took a chain from his neck, and three gold rings, and a cloak of rich web, and gave them up. Asgrim took the goods and gave the Earl a name, and called him Audun Goaty.

But when the bonders and neighbouring folk were ware that war was come among them, they went abroad and would bring help to the Earl, and a hard fight there was, for Onund had many men, and there fell many good bonders and courtmen of the Earl. Now came the brothers, and told how they had fared with the Earl, and Onund said that it was ill that he was not slain, “that would have been somewhat of a revenge on the King for our loss at his hands of fee and friends.” They said that this was a greater shame to the Earl; and therewith they went away up to Sorreldale to Eric Alefain, a king’s lord, and he took them in for all the winter.

Now at Yule they drank turn and turn about with a man called Hallstein, who was bynamed Horse; Eric gave the first feast, well and truly, and then Hallstein gave his, but thereat was there bickering between them, and Hallstein smote Eric with a deer-horn; Eric gat no revenge therefor, but went home straightway. This sore misliked the sons of Ondott, and a little after Asgrim fared to Hallstein’s homestead, and went in alone, and gave him a great wound, but those who were therein sprang up and set on Asgrim. Asgrim defended himself well and got out of their hands in the dark; but they deemed they had slain him.

Onund and Asmund heard thereof and supposed him dead, but deemed they might do nought. Eric counselled them to make for Iceland, and said that would be of no avail to abide there in the land (i.e. in Norway), as soon as the king should bring matters about to his liking. So this they did, and made them ready for Iceland and had each one ship. Hallstein lay wounded, and died before Onund and his folk sailed. Kolbein withal, who is afore mentioned, went abroad with Onund.











  








CHAP. VIII.
 

Now Onund and Asmund sailed into the sea when they were ready, and held company together; then sang Onund this stave — 

“Meet was I in days agone
 For storm, wherein the Sweeping One,
 Midst rain of swords, and the darts’ breath,
 Blew o’er all a gale of death.
 Now a maimed, one-footed man
 On rollers’ steed through waters wan
 Out to Iceland must I go;
 Ah, the skald is sinking low.”
 

They had a hard voyage of it and much of baffling gales from the south, and drove north into the main; but they made Iceland, and were by then come to the north off Longness when they found where they were: so little space there was betwixt them that they spake together; and Asmund said that they had best sail to Islefirth, and thereto they both agreed; then they beat up toward the land, and a south-east wind sprang up; but when Onund and his folk laid the ship close to the wind, the yard was sprung; then they took in sail, and therewith were driven off to sea; but Asmund got under the lee of Brakeisle, and there lay till a fair wind brought him into Islefirth; Helgi the Lean gave him all Kraeklings’ lithe, and he dwelt at South Glass-river; Asgrim his brother came out some winters later and abode at North Glass-river; he was the father of Ellida-Grim, the father of Asgrim Ellida-Grimson.











  








CHAP. IX.
 

Now it is to be told of Onund Treefoot that he drave out to sea for certain days, but at last the wind got round to the north, and they sailed for land: then those knew who had been there before that they had come west off the Skagi; then they sailed into Strand-Bay, and near to the South-Strands, and there rowed toward them six men in a ten-oared boat, who hailed the big ship, and asked who was their captain; Onund named himself, and asked whence they came; they said they were house-carles of Thorvald, from Drangar; Onund asked if all land through the Strands had been settled; they said there was little unsettled in the inner Strands, and none north thereof. Then Onund asked his shipmates, whether they would make for the west country, or take such as they had been told of; they chose to view the land first. So they sailed in up the bay, and brought to in a creek off Arness, then put forth a boat and rowed to land. There dwelt a rich man, Eric Snare, who had taken land betwixt Ingolfs-firth, and Ufoera in Fishless; but when Eric knew that Onund was come there, he bade him take of his hands whatso he would, but said that there was little that had not been settled before. Onund said he would first see what there was, so they went landward south past some firths, till they came to Ufoera; then said Eric, “Here is what there is to look to; all from here is unsettled, and right in to the settlements of Biorn.” Now a great mountain went down the eastern side of the firth, and snow had fallen thereon, Onund looked on that mountain, and sang — 

“Brand-whetter’s life awry doth go.
 Fair lands and wide full well I know;
 Past house, and field, and fold of man,
 The swift steed of the rollers ran:
 My lands, and kin, I left behind,
 That I this latter day might find,
 Coldback for sunny meads to have;
 Hard fate a bitter bargain drave.”
 

Eric answered, “Many have lost so much in Norway, that it may not be bettered: and I think withal that most lands in the main-settlements are already settled, and therefore I urge thee not to go from hence; but I shall hold to what I spake, that thou mayst have whatso of my lands seems meet to thee.” Onund said, that he would take that offer, and so he settled land out from Ufoera over the three creeks, Byrgis Creek, Kolbein’s Creek, and Coldback Creek, up to Coldback Cleft. Thereafter Eric gave him all Fishless, and Reekfirth, and all Reekness, out on that side of the firth; but as to drifts there was nought set forth, for they were then so plentiful that every man had of them what he would. Now Onund set up a household at Coldback, and had many men about him; but when his goods began to grow great he had another stead in Reekfirth. Kolbein dwelt at Kolbein’s Creek. So Onund abode in peace for certain winters.











  








CHAP. X.
 

Now Onund was so brisk a man, that few, even of whole men, could cope with him; and his name withal was well known throughout the land, because of his forefathers. After these things, befell that strife betwixt Ufeigh Grettir and Thorbiorn Earl’s-champion, which had such ending, that Ufeigh fell before Thorbiorn in Grettir’s-Gill, near Heel. There were many drawn together to the sons of Ufeigh concerning the blood-suit, and Onund Treefoot was sent for, and rode south in the spring, and guested at Hvamm, with Aud the Deeply-wealthy, and she gave him exceeding good welcome, because he had been with her west over the Sea. In those days, Olaf Feilan, her son’s son, was a man full grown, and Aud was by then worn with great eld; she bade Onund know that she would have Olaf, her kinsman, married, and was fain that he should woo Aldis of Barra, who was cousin to Asa, whom Onund had to wife. Onund deemed the matter hopeful, and Olaf rode south with him. So when Onund met his friends and kin-in-law they bade him abide with them: then was the suit talked over, and was laid to Kialarnes Thing, for as then the Althing was not yet set up. So the case was settled by umpiredom, and heavy weregild came for the slayings, and Thorbiorn Earl’s-champion was outlawed. His son was Solmund, the father of Kari the Singed; father and son dwelt abroad a long time afterwards.

Thrand bade Onund and Olaf to his house, and so did Thormod Shaft, and they backed Olaf’s wooing, which was settled with ease, because men knew how mighty a woman Aud was. So the bargain was made, and, so much being done, Onund rode home, and Aud thanked him well for his help to Olaf. That autumn Olaf Feilan wedded Aldis of Barra; and then died Aud the Deeply-wealthy, as is told in the story of the Laxdale men.











  








CHAP. XI.
 

Onund and Asa had two sons; the elder was called Thorgeir, the younger Ufeigh Grettir; but Asa soon died. Thereafter Onund got to wife a woman called Thordis, the daughter of Thorgrim, from Gnup in Midfirth, and akin to Midfirth Skeggi. Of her Onund had a son called Thorgrim; he was early a big man, and a strong, wise, and good withal in matters of husbandry. Onund dwelt on at Coldback till he was old, then he died in his bed, and is buried in Treefoot’s barrow; he was the briskest and lithest of one-footed men who have ever lived in Iceland.

Now Thorgrim took the lead among the sons of Onund, though others of them were older than he; but when he was twenty-five years old he grew grey-haired, and therefore was he bynamed Greypate; Thordis, his mother, was afterwards wedded north in Willowdale, to Audun Skokul, and their son was Asgeir, of Asgeir’s-River. Thorgrim Greypate and his brothers had great possessions in common, nor did they divide the goods between them. Now Eric, who farmed at Arness, as is aforesaid, had to wife Alof, daughter of Ingolf, of Ingolfs-firth; and Flosi was the name of their son, a hopeful man, and of many friends. In those days three brothers came out hither, Ingolf, Ufeigh, and Eyvind, and settled those three firths that are known by their names, and there dwelt afterwards. Olaf was the name of Eyvind’s son, he first dwelt at Eyvind’s-firth, and after at Drangar, and was a man to hold his own well.

Now there was no strife betwixt these men while their elders were alive; but when Eric died, it seemed to Flosi, that those of Coldback had no lawful title to the lands which Eric had given to Onund; and from this befell much ill-blood betwixt them; but Thorgrim and his kin still held their lands as before, but they might not risk having sports together. Now Thorgeir was head-man of the household of those brothers in Reekfirth, and would ever be rowing out a-fishing, because in those days were the firths full of fish; so those in the Creek made up their plot; a man there was, a house-carle of Flosi in Arness, called Thorfin, him Flosi sent for Thorgeir’s head, and he went and hid himself in the boat-stand; that morning, Thorgeir got ready to row out to sea, and two men with him, one called Hamund, the other Brand. Thorgeir went first, and had on his back a leather bottle and drink therein. It was very dark, and as he walked down from the boat-stand Thorfin ran at him, and smote him with an axe betwixt the shoulders, and the axe sank in, and the bottle squeaked, but he let go the axe, for he deemed that there would be little need of binding up, and would save himself as swiftly as might be; and it is to be told of him that he ran off to Arness, and came there before broad day, and told of Thorgeir’s slaying, and said that he should have need of Flosi’s shelter, and that the only thing to be done was to offer atonement, “for that of all things,” said he, “is like to better our strait, great as it has now grown.”

Flosi said that he would first hear tidings; “and I am minded to think that thou art afraid after thy big deed.”

Now it is to be said of Thorgeir, that he turned from the blow as the axe smote the bottle, nor had he any wound; they made no search for the man because of the dark, so they rowed over the firths to Coldback, and told tidings of what had happed; thereat folk made much mocking, and called Thorgeir, Bottleback, and that was his by-name ever after.

And this was sung withal — 

“The brave men of days of old,
 Whereof many a tale is told,
 Bathed the whiting of the shield,
 In wounds’ house on battle-field;
 But the honour-missing fool,
 Both sides of his slaying tool,
 Since faint heart his hand made vain.
 With but curdled milk must stain.”
 











  








CHAP. XII.
 

In those days befell such hard times in Iceland, that nought like them has been known there; well-nigh all gettings from the sea, and all drifts, came to an end; and this went on for many seasons. One autumn certain chapmen in a big ship were drifted thither, and were wrecked there in the Creek, and Flosi took to him four or five of them; Stein was the name of their captain; they were housed here and there about the Creek, and were minded to build them a new ship from the wreck; but they were unhandy herein, and the ship was over small stem and stern, but over big amidships.

That spring befell a great storm from the north, which lasted near a week, and after the storm men looked after their drifts. Now there was a man called Thorstein, who dwelt at Reekness; he found a whale driven up on the firthward side of the ness, at a place called Rib-Skerries, and the whale was a big whale.

Thorstein sent forthwith a messenger to Wick to Flosi, and so to the nighest farm-steads. Now Einar was the name of the farmer at Combe, and he was a tenant of those of Coldback, and had the ward of their drifts on that side of the firths; and now withal he was ware of the stranding of the whale: and he took boat and rowed past the firths to Byrgis Creek, whence he sent a man to Coldback; and when Thorgrim and his brothers heard that, they got ready at their swiftest, and were twelve in a ten-oared boat, and Kolbein’s sons fared with them, Ivar and Leif, and were six altogether; and all farmers who could bring it about went to the whale.

Now it is to be told of Flosi that he sent to his kin in Ingolfs-firth and Ufeigh’s-firth, and for Olaf Eyvindson, who then dwelt at Drangar; and Flosi came first to the whale, with the men of Wick, then they fell to cutting up the whale, and what was cut was forthwith sent ashore; near twenty men were thereat at first, but soon folk came thronging thither.

Therewith came those of Coldback in four boats, and Thorgrim laid claim to the whale and forbade the men of Wick to shear, allot, or carry off aught thereof: Flosi bade him show if Eric had given Onund Treefoot the drift in clear terms, or else he said he should defend himself with arms. Thorgrim thought he and his too few, and would not risk an onset; but therewithal came a boat rowing up the firth, and the rowers therein pulled smartly. Soon they came up, and there was Swan, from Knoll in Biornfirth, and his house-carles; and straightway, when he came, he bade Thorgrim not to let himself be robbed; and great friends they had been heretofore, and now Swan offered his aid. The brothers said they would take it, and therewith set on fiercely; Thorgeir Bottleback first mounted the whale against Flosi’s house-carles; there the aforenamed Thorfin was cutting the whale, he was in front nigh the head, and stood in a foot-hold he had cut for himself; then Thorgeir said, “Herewith I bring thee back thy axe,” and smote him on the neck, and struck off his head.

Flosi was up on the foreshore when he saw that, and he egged on his men to meet them hardily; now they fought long together, but those of Coldback had the best of it: few men there had weapons except the axes wherewith they were cutting up the whale, and some choppers. So the men of Wick gave back to the foreshores; the Eastmen had weapons, and many a wound they gave; Stein, the captain, smote a foot off Ivar Kolbeinson, but Leif, Ivar’s brother, beat to death a fellow of Stein’s with a whale-rib; blows were dealt there with whatever could be caught at, and men fell on either side. But now came up Olaf and his men from Drangar in many boats, and gave help to Flosi, and then those of Coldback were borne back overpowered; but they had loaded their boats already, and Swan bade get aboard and thitherward they gave back, and the men of Wick came on after them; and when Swan was come down to the sea, he smote at Stein, the sea-captain, and gave him a great wound, and then leapt aboard his boat; Thorgrim wounded Flosi with a great wound and therewith got away; Olaf cut at Ufeigh Grettir, and wounded him to death; but Thorgeir caught Ufeigh up and leapt aboard with him. Now those of Coldback row east by the firths, and thus they parted; and this was sung of their meeting — 

At Rib-skerries, I hear folk tell,
 A hard and dreadful fray befell,
 For men unarmed upon that day
 With strips of whale-fat made good play.
 Fierce steel-gods these in turn did meet
 With blubber-slices nowise sweet;
 Certes a wretched thing it is
 To tell of squabbles such as this.
 

After these things was peace settled between them, and these suits were laid to the Althing; there Thorod the Godi and Midfirth-Skeggi, with many of the south-country folk, aided those of Coldback; Flosi was outlawed, and many of those who had been with him; and his moneys were greatly drained because he chose to pay up all weregild himself. Thorgrim and his folk could not show that they had paid money for the lands and drifts which Flosi claimed. Thorkel Moon was lawman then, and he was bidden to give his decision; he said that to him it seemed law, that something had been paid for those lands, though mayhap not their full worth; “For so did Steinvor the Old to Ingolf, my grandfather, that she had from him all Rosmwhale-ness and gave therefor a spotted cloak, nor has that gift been voided, though certes greater flaws be therein: but here I lay down my rede,” said he, “that the land be shared, and that both sides have equal part therein; and henceforth be it made law, that each man have the drifts before his own lands.” Now this was done, and the land was so divided that Thorgrim and his folk had to give up Reekfirth and all the lands by the firth-side, but Combe they were to keep still. Ufeigh was atoned with a great sum; Thorfin was unatoned, and boot was given to Thorgeir for the attack on his life; and thereafter were they set at one together. Flosi took ship for Norway with Stein, the ship-master, and sold his lands in the Wick to Geirmund Hiuka-timber, who dwelt there afterwards. Now that ship which the chapmen had made was very broad of beam, so that men called it the Treetub, and by that name is the creek known: but in that keel did Flosi go out, but was driven back to Axefirth, whereof came the tale of Bodmod, and Grimulf, and Gerpir.











  








CHAP. XIII.
 

Now after this the brothers Thorgrim and Thorgeir shared their possessions. Thorgrim took the chattels and Thorgeir the land; Thorgrim betook himself to Midfirth and bought land at Biarg by the counsel of Skeggi; he had to wife Thordis, daughter of Asmund of Asmund’s-peak, who had settled the Thingere lands: Thorgrim and Thordis had a son who was called Asmund; he was a big man and a strong, wise withal, and the fairest-haired of men, but his head grew grey early, wherefore he was called Asmund the Greyhaired. Thorgrim grew to be a man very busy about his household, and kept all his  well to their work. Asmund would do but little work, so the father and son had small fellowship together; and so things fared till Asmund had grown of age; then he asked his father for travelling money; Thorgrim said he should have little enough, but gave him somewhat of huckstering wares.

Then Asmund went abroad, and his goods soon grew great; he sailed to sundry lands, and became the greatest of merchants, and very rich; he was a man well beloved and trusty, and many kinsmen he had in Norway of great birth.

One autumn he guested east in the Wick with a great man who was called Thorstein; he was an Uplander of kin, and had a sister called Ranveig, one to be chosen before all women; her Asmund wooed, and gained her by the help of Thorstein her brother; and there Asmund dwelt a while and was held in good esteem: he had of Ranveig a son hight Thorstein, strong, and the fairest of men, and great of voice; a man tall of growth he was, but somewhat slow in his mien, and therefore was he called Dromund. Now when Thorstein was nigh grown up, his mother fell sick and died, and thereafter Asmund had no joy in Norway; the kin of Thorstein’s mother took his goods, and him withal to foster; but Asmund betook himself once more to seafaring, and became a man of great renown. Now he brought his ship into Hunawater, and in those days was Thorkel Krafla chief over the Waterdale folk; and he heard of Asmund’s coming out, and rode to the ship and bade Asmund to his house; and he dwelt at Marstead in Waterdale; so Asmund went to be guest there. This Thorkel was the son of Thorgrim the Godi of Cornriver, and was a very wise man.

Now this was after the coming out of Bishop Frederick, and Thorvald Kodran’s son, and they dwelt at the Brooks-meet, when these things came to pass: they were the first to preach the law of Christ in the north country; Thorkel let himself be signed with the cross and many men with him, and things enow betid betwixt the bishop and the north-country folk which come not into this tale.

Now at Thorkel’s was a woman brought up, Asdis by name, who was the daughter of Bard, the son of Jokul, the son of Ingimund the Old, the son of Thorstein, the son of Ketil the Huge: the mother of Asdis was Aldis the daughter of Ufeigh Grettir, as is aforesaid; Asdis was as yet unwedded, and was deemed the best match among women, both for her kin and her possessions; Asmund was grown weary of seafaring, and was fain to take up his abode in Iceland; so he took up the word, and wooed this woman. Thorkel knew well all his ways, that he was a rich man and of good counsel to hold his wealth; so that came about, that Asmund got Asdis to wife; he became a bosom friend of Thorkel, and a great dealer in matters of farming, cunning in the law, and far-reaching. And now a little after this Thorgrim Greypate died at Biarg, and Asmund took the heritage after him and dwelt there.











  








HERE BEGINS THE STORY OF THE LIFE OF GRETTIR THE STRONG
 











  








CHAP. XIV.
 

Of Grettir as a child, and his froward ways with his father.

 

Asmund the Greyhaired kept house at Biarg; great and proud was his household, and many men he had about him, and was a man much beloved. These were the children of him and Asdis. Atli was the eldest son; a man yielding and soft-natured, easy, and meek withal, and all men liked him well: another son they had called Grettir; he was very froward in his childhood; of few words, and rough; worrying both in word and deed. Little fondness he got from his father Asmund, but his mother loved him right well.

Grettir Asmundson was fair to look on, broad-faced, short-faced, red-haired, and much freckled; not of quick growth in his childhood.

Thordis was a daughter of Asmund, whom Glum, the son of Uspak, the son of Kiarlak of Skridinsenni, afterwards had to wife. Ranveig was another daughter of Asmund; she was the wife of Gamli, the son of Thorhal, the son of the Vendlander; they kept house at Meals in Ramfirth; their son was Grim. The son of Glum and Thordis, the daughter of Asmund, was Uspak, who quarrelled with Odd, the son of Ufeigh, as is told in the Bandamanna Saga.

Grettir grew up at Biarg till he was ten years old; then he began to get on a little; but Asmund bade him do some work; Grettir answered that work was not right meet for him, but asked what he should do.

Says Asmund, “Thou shalt watch my home-geese.”

Grettir answered and said, “A mean work, a milksop’s work.”

Asmund said, “Turn it well out of hand, and then matters shall get better between us.”

Then Grettir betook himself to watching the home-geese; fifty of them there were, with many goslings; but no long time went by before he found them a troublesome drove, and the goslings slow-paced withal. Thereat he got sore worried, for little did he keep his temper in hand. So some time after this, wayfaring men found the goslings strewn about dead, and the home-geese broken-winged; and this was in autumn. Asmund was mightily vexed hereat, and asked if Grettir had killed the fowl: he sneered mockingly, and answered — 

“Surely as winter comes, shall I
 Twist the goslings’ necks awry.
 If in like case are the geese,
 I have finished each of these.”
 

“Thou shalt kill them no more,” said Asmund.

“Well, a friend should warn a friend of ill,” said Grettir.

“Another work shall be found for thee then,” said Asmund.

“More one knows the more one tries,” said Grettir; “and what shall I do now?”

Asmund answered, “Thou shalt rub my back at the fire, as I have been wont to have it done.”

“Hot for the hand, truly,” said Grettir; “but still a milksop’s work.”

Now Grettir went on with this work for a while; but autumn came on, and Asmund became very fain of heat, and he spurs Grettir on to rub his back briskly. Now, in those times there were wont to be large fire-halls at the homesteads, wherein men sat at long fires in the evenings; boards were set before the men there, and afterwards folk slept out sideways from the fires; there also women worked at the wool in the daytime. Now, one evening, when Grettir had to rub Asmund’s back, the old carle said, — 

“Now thou wilt have to put away thy sloth, thou milk-sop.”

Says Grettir, “Ill is it to goad the foolhardy.”

Asmund answers, “Thou wilt ever be a good-for-nought.”

Now Grettir sees where, in one of the seats stood wool-combs: one of these he caught up, and let it go all down Asmund’s back. He sprang up, and was mad wroth thereat; and was going to smite Grettir with his staff, but he ran off. Then came the housewife, and asked what was this to-do betwixt them. Then Grettir answered by this ditty — 

“This jewel-strewer, O ground of gold,
 (His counsels I deem over bold),
 On both these hands that trouble sow,
 (Ah bitter pain) will burn me now;

 Therefore with wool-comb’s nails unshorn
 Somewhat ring-strewer’s back is torn:
 The hook-clawed bird that wrought his wound, — 
 Lo, now I see it on the ground.”
 

Hereupon was his mother sore vexed, that he should have taken to a trick like this; she said he would never fail to be the most reckless of men. All this nowise bettered matters between Asmund and Grettir.

Now, some time after this, Asmund had a talk with Grettir, that he should watch his horses. Grettir said this was more to his mind than the back-rubbing.

“Then shalt thou do as I bid thee,” said Asmund. “I have a dun mare, which I call Keingala; she is so wise as to shifts of weather, thaws, and the like, that rough weather will never fail to follow, when she will not go out on grazing. At such times thou shalt lock the horses up under cover; but keep them to grazing on the mountain neck yonder, when winter comes on. Now I shall deem it needful that thou turn this work out of hand better than the two I have set thee to already.”

Grettir answered, “This is a cold work and a manly, but I deem it ill to trust in the mare, for I know none who has done it yet.”

Now Grettir took to the horse-watching, and so the time went on till past Yule-time; then came on much cold weather with snow, that made grazing hard to come at. Now Grettir was ill clad, and as yet little hardened, and he began to be starved by the cold; but Keingala grazed away in the windiest place she could find, let the weather be as rough as it would. Early as she might go to the pasture, never would she go back to stable before nightfall. Now Grettir deemed that he must think of some scurvy trick or other, that Keingala might be paid in full for her way of grazing: so, one morning early, he comes to the horse-stable, opens it, and finds Keingala standing all along before the crib; for, whatever food was given to the horses with her, it was her way to get it all to herself. Grettir got on her back, and had a sharp knife in his hand, and drew it right across Keingala’s shoulder, and then all along both sides of the back. Thereat the mare, being both fat and shy, gave a mad bound, and kicked so fiercely, that her hooves clattered against the wall. Grettir fell off; but, getting on his legs, strove to mount her again. Now their struggle is of the sharpest, but the end of it is, that he flays off the whole of the strip along the back to the loins. Thereafter he drove the horses out on grazing; Keingala would bite but at her back, and when noon was barely past, she started off, and ran back to the house. Grettir now locks the stable and goes home. Asmund asked Grettir where the horses were. He said that he had stabled them as he was wont. Asmund said that rough weather was like to be at hand, as the horses would not keep at their grazing in such good weather as now it was.

Grettir said, “Oft fail in wisdom folk of better trust.”

Now the night goes by, but no rough weather came on. Grettir drove off the horses, but Keingala cannot bear the grazing. This seemed strange to Asmund, as the weather changed in nowise from what it had been theretofore. The third morning Asmund went to the horses, and, coming to Keingala, said, — 

“I must needs deem these horses to be in sorry case, good as the winter has been, but thy sides will scarce lack flesh, my dun.”

“Things boded will happen,” said Grettir, “but so will things unboded.”

Asmund stroked the back of the mare, and, lo, the hide came off beneath his hand; he wondered how this could have happened, and said it was likely to be Grettir’s doing. Grettir sneered mockingly, but said nought. Now goodman Asmund went home talking as one mad; he went straight to the fire-hall, and as he came heard the good wife say, “It were good indeed if the horse-keeping of my kinsman had gone off well.”

Then Asmund sang this stave — 

“Grettir has in such wise played,
 That Keingala has he flayed,
 Whose trustiness would be my boast
 (Proudest women talk the most);
 So the cunning lad has wrought,
 Thinking thereby to do nought
 Of my biddings any more.
 In thy mind turn these words o’er.”
 

The housewife answered, “I know not which is least to my mind, that thou shouldst ever be bidding him work, or that he should turn out all his work in one wise.”

“That too we will make an end of,” said Asmund, “but he shall fare the worse therefor.”

Then Grettir said, “Well, let neither make words about it to the other.”

So things went on awhile, and Asmund had Keingala killed; and many other scurvy tricks did Grettir in his childhood whereof the story says nought. But he grew great of body, though his strength was not well known, for he was unskilled in wrestling; he would make ditties and rhymes, but was somewhat scurrilous therein. He had no will to lie anight in the fire-hall and was mostly of few words.











  








CHAP. XV.
 

Of the ball-play on Midfirth Water.

 

At this time there were many growing up to be men in Midfirth; Skald-Torfa dwelt at Torfa’s-stead in those days; her son was called Bessi, he was the shapeliest of men and a good skald.

At Meal lived two brothers, Kormak and Thorgils, with them a man called Odd was fostered, and was called the Foundling-skald.

One called Audun was growing up at Audunstead in Willowdale, he was a kind and good man to deal with, and the strongest in those north parts, of all who were of an age with him. Kalf Asgeirson dwelt at Asgeir’s-river, and his brother Thorvald with him. Atli also, Grettir’s brother, was growing into a ripe man at that time; the gentlest of men he was, and well beloved of all. Now these men settled to have ball-play together on Midfirth Water; thither came the Midfirthers, and Willowdale men, and men from Westhope, and Waterness, and Ramfirth, but those who came from far abode at the play-stead.

Now those who were most even in strength were paired together, and thereat was always the greatest sport in autumn-tide. But when he was fourteen years old Grettir went to the plays, because he was prayed thereto by his brother Atli.

Now were all paired off for the plays, and Grettir was allotted to play against Audun, the aforenamed, who was some winters the eldest of the two; Audun struck the ball over Grettir’s head, so that he could not catch it, and it bounded far away along the ice; Grettir got angry thereat, deeming that Audun would outplay him; but he fetches the ball and brings it back, and, when he was within reach of Audun, hurls it right against his forehead, and smites him so that the skin was broken; then Audun struck at Grettir with the bat he held in his hand, but smote him no hard blow, for Grettir ran in under the stroke; and thereat they seized one another with arms clasped, and wrestled. Then all saw that Grettir was stronger than he had been taken to be, for Audun was a man full of strength.

A long tug they had of it, but the end was that Grettir fell, and Audun thrust his knees against his belly and breast, and dealt hardly with him.

Then Atli and Bessi and many others ran up and parted them; but Grettir said there was no need to hold him like a mad dog, “For,” said he, “thralls wreak themselves at once, dastards never.”

This men suffered not to grow into open strife, for the brothers, Kalf and Thorvald, were fain that all should be at one again, and Audun and Grettir were somewhat akin withal; so the play went on as before, nor did anything else befall to bring about strife.











  








CHAP. XVI.
 

Of the slaying of Skeggi.

 

Now Thorkel Krafla got very old; he had the rule of Waterdale and was a great man. He was bosom friend of Asmund the Greyhaired, as was beseeming for the sake of their kinship; he was wont to ride to Biarg every year and see his kin there, nor did he fail herein the spring following these matters just told. Asmund and Asdis welcomed him most heartily, he was there three nights, and many things did the kinsmen speak of between them. Now Thorkel asked Asmund what his mind foreboded him about his sons, as to what kind of craft they would be likely to take to. Asmund said that he thought Atli would be a great man at farming, foreseeing, and money-making. Thorkel answered, “A useful man and like unto thyself: but what dost thou say of Grettir?”

Asmund said, “Of him I say, that he will be a strong man and an unruly, and, certes, of wrathful mood, and heavy enough he has been to me.”

Thorkel answered, “That bodes no good, friend; but how shall we settle about our riding to the Thing next summer?”

Asmund answered, “I am growing heavy for wayfaring, and would fain sit at home.”

“Wouldst thou that Atli go in thy stead?” said Thorkel.

“I do not see how I could spare him,” says Asmund, “because of the farm-work and ingathering of household stores; but now Grettir will not work, yet he bears about that wit with him that I deem he will know how to keep up the showing forth of the law for me through thy aid.”

“Well, thou shall have thy will,” said Thorkel, and withal he rode home when he was ready, and Asmund let him go with good gifts.

Some time after this Thorkel made him ready to ride to the Thing, he rode with sixty men, for all went with him who were in his rule: thus he came to Biarg, and therefrom rode Grettir with him.

Now they rode south over the heath that is called Two-days’-ride; but on this mountain the baiting grounds were poor, therefore they rode fast across it down to the settled lands, and when they came down to Fleet-tongue they thought it was time to sleep, so they took the bridles off their horses and let them graze with the saddles on. They lay sleeping till far on in the day, and when they woke, the men went about looking for their horses; but they had gone each his own way, and some of them had been rolling; but Grettir was the last to find his horse.

Now it was the wont in those days that men should carry their own victuals when they rode to the Althing, and most bore meal-bags athwart their saddles; and the saddle was turned under the belly of Grettir’s horse, and the meal-bag was gone, so he goes and searches, and finds nought.

Just then he sees a man running fast, Grettir asks who it is who is running there; the man answered that his name was Skeggi, and that he was a house-carle from the Ridge in Waterdale. “I am one of the following of goodman Thorkel,” he says, “but, faring heedlessly, I have lost my meal-bag.”

Grettir said, “Odd haps are worst haps, for I, also, have lost the meal-sack which I owned, and now let us search both together.”

This Skeggi liked well, and a while they go thus together; but all of a sudden Skeggi bounded off up along the moors and caught up a meal-sack. Grettir saw him stoop, and asked what he took up there.

“My meal-sack,” says Skeggi.

“Who speaks to that besides thyself?” says Grettir; “let me see it, for many a thing has its like.”

Skeggi said that no man should take from him what was his own; but Grettir caught at the meal-bag, and now they tug one another along with the meal-sack between them, both trying hard to get the best of it.

 

“It is to be wondered at,” says the house-carle, “that ye Waterdale men should deem, that because other men are not as wealthy as ye, that they should not therefore dare to hold aught of their own in your despite.”

Grettir said, that it had nought to do with the worth of men that each should have his own.

Skeggi answers, “Too far off is Audun now to throttle thee as at that ball-play.”

“Good,” said Grettir; “but, howsoever that went, thou at least shall never throttle me.”

Then Skeggi got at his axe and hewed at Grettir; when Grettir saw that, he caught the axe-handle with the left hand bladeward of Skeggi’s hand, so hard that straightway was the axe loosed from his hold. Then Grettir drave that same axe into his head so that it stood in the brain, and the house-carle fell dead to earth. Then Grettir seized the meal-bag and threw it across his saddle, and thereon rode after his fellows.

Now Thorkel rode ahead of all, for he had no misgiving of such things befalling: but men missed Skeggi from the company, and when Grettir came up they asked him what he knew of Skeggi; then he sang — 

“A rock-troll her weight did throw
 At Skeggi’s throat a while ago:
 Over the battle ogress ran
 The red blood of the serving-man;
 Her deadly iron mouth did gape
 Above him, till clean out of shape
 She tore his head and let out life:
 And certainly I saw their strife.”
 

Then Thorkel’s men sprung up and said that surely trolls had not taken the man in broad daylight. Thorkel grew silent, but said presently, “The matter is likely to be quite other than this; methinks Grettir has in all likelihood killed him, or what could befall?”

Then Grettir told all their strife. Thorkel says, “This has come to pass most unluckily, for Skeggi was given to my following, and was, nathless, a man of good kin; but I shall deal thus with the matter: I shall give boot for the man as the doom goes, but the outlawry I may not settle. Now, two things thou hast to choose between, Grettir; whether thou wilt rather go to the Thing and risk the turn of matters, or go back home.”

Grettir chose to go to the Thing, and thither he went. But a lawsuit was set on foot by the heirs of the slain man: Thorkel gave handsel, and paid up all fines, but Grettir must needs be outlawed, and keep abroad three winters.

Now when the chiefs rode from the Thing, they baited under Sledgehill before they parted: then Grettir lifted a stone which now lies there in the grass and is called Grettir’s-heave; but many men came up to see the stone, and found it a great wonder that so young a man should heave aloft such a huge rock.

Now Grettir rode home to Biarg and tells the tale of his journey; Asmund let out little thereon, but said that he would turn out an unruly man.











  








CHAP. XVII.
 

Of Grettir’s voyage out.

 

There was a man called Haflidi, who dwelt at Reydarfell in Whiteriverside, he was a seafaring man and had a sailing ship, which lay up Whiteriver: there was a man on board his ship, hight Bard, who had a wife with him young and fair. Asmund sent a man to Haflidi, praying him to take Grettir and look after him; Haflidi said that he had heard that the man was ill ruled of mood; yet for the sake of the friendship between him and Asmund he took Grettir to himself, and made ready for sailing abroad.

Asmund would give to his son no faring-goods but victuals for the voyage and a little wadmall. Grettir prayed him for some weapon, but Asmund answered, “Thou hast not been obedient to me, nor do I know how far thou art likely to work with weapons things that may be of any gain; and no weapon shalt thou have of me.”

“No deed no reward,” says Grettir. Then father and son parted with little love. Many there were who bade Grettir farewell, but few bade him come back.

But his mother brought him on his road, and before they parted she spoke thus, “Thou art not fitted out from home, son, as I fain would thou wert, a man so well born as thou; but, meseems, the greatest shortcoming herein is that thou hast no weapons of any avail, and my mind misgives me that thou wilt perchance need them sorely.”

With that she took out from under her cloak a sword well wrought, and a fair thing it was, and then she said, “This sword was owned by Jokul, my father’s father, and the earlier Waterdale men, and it gained them many a day; now I give thee the sword, and may it stand thee in good stead.”

Grettir thanked her well for this gift, and said he deemed it better than things of more worth; then he went on his way, and Asdis wished him all good hap.

Now Grettir rode south over the heath, and made no stay till he came to the ship. Haflidi gave him a good welcome and asked him for his faring-goods, then Grettir sang — 

“Rider of wind-driven steed,
 Little gat I to my need,
 When I left my fair birth-stead,
 From the snatchers of worm’s bed;
 But this man’s-bane hanging here,
 Gift of woman good of cheer,
 Proves the old saw said not ill,

Best to bairn is mother still.”
 

Haflidi said it was easily seen that she thought the most of him. But now they put to sea when they were ready, and had wind at will; but when they had got out over all shallows they hoisted sail.

Now Grettir made a den for himself under the boat, from whence he would move for nought, neither for baling, nor to do aught at the sail, nor to work at what he was bound to work at in the ship in even shares with the other men, neither would he buy himself off from the work.

Now they sailed south by Reekness and then south from the land; and when they lost land they got much heavy sea; the ship was somewhat leaky, and scarce seaworthy in heavy weather, therefore they had it wet enough. Now Grettir let fly his biting rhymes, whereat the men got sore wroth. One day, when it so happened that the weather was both squally and cold, the men called out to Grettir, and bade him now do manfully, “For,” said they, “now our claws grow right cold.” Grettir looked up and said — 

“Good luck, scurvy starvelings, if I should behold
 Each finger ye have doubled up with the cold.”
 

And no work they got out of him, and now it misliked them of their lot as much again as before, and they said that he should pay with his skin for his rhymes and the lawlessness which he did. “Thou art more fain,” said they, “of playing with Bard the mate’s wife than doing thy duty on board ship, and this is a thing not to be borne at all.”

The gale grew greater steadily, and now they stood baling for days and nights together, and all swore to kill Grettir. But when Haflidi heard this, he went up to where Grettir lay, and said, “Methinks the bargain between thee and the chapmen is scarcely fair; first thou dost by them unlawfully, and thereafter thou castest thy rhymes at them; and now they swear that they will throw thee overboard, and this is unseemly work to go on.”

“Why should they not be free to do as they will?” says Grettir; “but I well would that one or two of them tarry here behind with me, or ever I go overboard.”

Haflidi says, “Such deeds are not to be done, and we shall never thrive if ye rush into such madness; but I shall give thee good rede.”

“What is that?” says Grettir.

“They blame thee for singing ill things of them; now, therefore, I would that thou sing some scurvy rhyme to me, for then it might be that they would bear with thee the easier.”

“To thee I never sing but good,” says Grettir: “I am not going to make thee like these starvelings.”

“One may sing so,” says Haflidi, “that the lampoon be not so foul when it is searched into, though at first sight it be not over fair.”

“I have ever plenty of that skill in me,” says Grettir.

Then Haflidi went to the men where they were baling, and said, “Great is your toil, and no wonder that ye have taken ill liking to Grettir.”

 

“But his lampoons we deem worse than all the rest together,” they said.

Haflidi said in a loud voice, “He will surely fare ill for it in the end.”

But when Grettir heard Haflidi speak blamefully of him, he sang — 

“Otherwise would matters be,
 When this shouting Haflidi
 Ate in house at Reydarfell
 Curdled milk, and deemed it well;
 He who decks the reindeer’s side
 That ‘twixt ness and ness doth glide,
 Twice in one day had his fill
 Of the feast of dart shower shrill.”[]
 

The shipmen thought this foul enough, and said he should not put shame on Skipper Haflidi for nought.

Then said Haflidi, “Grettir is plentifully worthy that ye should do him some shame, but I will not have my honour staked against his ill-will and recklessness; nor is it good for us to wreak vengeance for this forthwith while we have this danger hanging over us; but be ye mindful of it when ye land, if so it seem good to you.”

“Well,” they said, “why should we not fare even as thou farest? for why should his vile word bite us more than thee?”

And in that mind Haflidi bade them abide; and thence-forward the chapmen made far less noise about Grettir’s rhymes than before.

Now a long and a hard voyage they had, and the leak gained on the ship, and men began to be exceeding worn with toil. The young wife of the mate was wont to sew from Grettir’s hands, and much would the crew mock him therefor; but Haflidi went up to where Grettir lay and sang — 

“Grettir, stand up from thy grave,
 In the trough of the grey wave
 The keel labours, tell my say
 Now unto thy merry may;
 From thy hands the linen-clad
 Fill of sewing now has had,
 Till we make the land will she
 Deem that labour fitteth thee.”
 

Then Grettir stood up and sang — 

“Stand we up, for neath us now
 Rides the black ship high enow;
 This fair wife will like it ill
 If my limbs are laid here still;
 Certes, the white trothful one
 Will not deem the deed well done,
 If the work that I should share
 Other folk must ever bear.”
 

Then he ran aft to where they were baling, and asked what they would he should do; they said he would do mighty little good.

“Well,” said he, “ye may yet be apaid of a man’s aid.”

Haflidi bade them not set aside his help, “For it may be he shall deem his hands freed if he offers his aid.”

At that time pumping was not used in ships that fared over the main; the manner of baling they used men called tub or cask baling, and a wet work it was and a wearisome; two balers were used, and one went down while the other came up. Now the chapmen bade Grettir have the job of sinking the balers, and said that now it should be tried what he could do; he said that the less it was tried the better it would be. But he goes down and sinks the balers, and now two were got to bale against him; they held out but a little while before they were overcome with weariness, and then four came forward and soon fared in likewise, and, so say some, that eight baled against him before the baling was done and the ship was made dry. Thenceforth the manner of the chapmen’s words to Grettir was much changed, for they saw what strength he had to fall back upon; and from that time he was the stoutest and readiest to help, wheresoever need was.

Now they bore off east into the main, and much thick weather they had, and one night unawares they ran suddenly on a rock, so that the nether part of the ship went from under her; then the boat was run down, and women and all the loose goods were brought off: nearby was a little holm whither they brought their matters as they best could in the night; but when it began to dawn they had a talk as to where they were come; then they who had fared between lands before knew the land for Southmere in Norway; there was an island hardby called Haramsey; many folk dwelt there, and therein too was the manor of a lord.











  








CHAP. XVIII.
 

Of Grettir at Haramsey and his dealings with Karr the Old.

 

Now the lord who dwelt in the island was called Thorfinn; he was the son of Karr the Old, who had dwelt there long; and Thorfinn was a great chief.

But when day was fully come men saw from the island that the chapmen were brought to great straits. This was made known to Thorfinn, and he quickly bestirred himself, and had a large bark of his launched, rowed by sixteen men, on this bark were nigh thirty men in all; they came up speedily and saved the chapmen’s wares; but the ship settled down, and much goods were lost there. Thorfinn brought all men from the ship home to himself, and they abode there a week and dried their wares. Then the chapmen went south into the land, and are now out of the tale.

Grettir was left behind with Thorfinn, and little he stirred, and was at most times mighty short of speech. Thorfinn bade give him meals, but otherwise paid small heed to him; Grettir was loth to follow him, and would not go out with him in the day; this Thorfinn took ill, but had not the heart to have food withheld from him.

Now Thorfinn was fond of stately house-keeping, and was a man of great joyance, and would fain have other men merry too: but Grettir would walk about from house to house, and often went into other farms about the island.

There was a man called Audun who dwelt at Windham; thither Grettir went every day, and he made friends with Audun, and there he was wont to sit till far on in the day. Now one night very late, as Grettir made ready to go home, he saw a great fire burst out on a ness to the north of Audun’s farm. Grettir asked what new thing this might be. Audun said that he need be in no haste to know that.

“It would be said,” quoth Grettir, “if that were seen in our land, that the flame burned above hid treasure.”

The farmer said, “That fire I deem to be ruled over by one into whose matters it avails little to pry.”

“Yet fain would I know thereof,” said Grettir.

“On that ness,” said Audun, “stands a barrow, great and strong, wherein was laid Karr the Old, Thorfinn’s father; at first father and son had but one farm in the island; but since Karr died he has so haunted this place that he has swept away all farmers who owned lands here, so that now Thorfinn holds the whole island; but whatsoever man Thorfinn holds his hand over, gets no scathe.”

Grettir said that he had told his tale well: “And,” says he, “I shall come here to-morrow, and then thou shalt have digging-tools ready.”

“Now, I pray thee,” says Audun, “to do nought herein, for I know that Thorfinn will cast his hatred on thee therefor.”

Grettir said he would risk that.

So the night went by, and Grettir came early on the morrow and the digging-tools were ready; the farmer goes with him to the barrow, and Grettir brake it open, and was rough-handed enough thereat, and did not leave off till he came to the rafters, and by then the day was spent; then he tore away the rafters, and now Audun prayed him hard not to go into the barrow; Grettir bade him guard the rope, “but I shall espy what dwells within here.”

Then Grettir entered into the barrow, and right dark it was, and a smell there was therein none of the sweetest. Now he groped about to see how things were below; first he found horse-bones, and then he stumbled against the arm of a high-chair, and in that chair found a man sitting; great treasures of gold and silver were heaped together there, and a small chest was set under the feet of him full of silver; all these riches Grettir carried together to the rope; but as he went out through the barrow he was griped at right strongly; thereon he let go the treasure and rushed against the barrow-dweller, and now they set on one another unsparingly enough.

Everything in their way was kicked out of place, the barrow-wight setting on with hideous eagerness; Grettir gave back before him for a long time, till at last it came to this, that he saw it would not do to hoard his strength any more; now neither spared the other, and they were brought to where the horse-bones were, and thereabout they wrestled long. And now one, now the other, fell on his knee; but the end of the strife was, that the barrow-dweller fell over on his back with huge din. Then ran Audun from the holding of the rope, and deemed Grettir dead. But Grettir drew the sword, ‘Jokul’s gift,’ and drave it at the neck of the barrow-bider so that it took off his head, and Grettir laid it at the thigh of him.[] Then he went to the rope with the treasure, and lo, Audun was clean gone, so he had to get up the rope by his hands; he had tied a line to the treasure, and therewith he now haled it up.

Grettir had got very stiff with his dealings with Karr, and now he went back to Thorfinn’s house with the treasures, whenas all folk had set them down to table. Thorfinn gave Grettir a sharp look when he came into the drinking-hall, and asked him what work he had on hand so needful to do that he might not keep times of meals with other men. Grettir answers, “Many little matters will hap on late eves,” and therewith he cast down on the table all the treasure he had taken in the barrow; but one matter there was thereof, on which he must needs keep his eyes; this was a short-sword, so good a weapon, that a better, he said, he had never seen; and this he gave up the last of all. Thorfinn was blithe to see that sword, for it was an heirloom of his house, and had never yet gone out of his kin.

“Whence came these treasures to thine hand?” said Thorfinn.

Grettir sang — 

“Lessener of the flame of sea,
 My strong hope was true to me,
 When I deemed that treasure lay
 In the barrow; from to-day
 Folk shall know that I was right;
 The begetters of the fight
 Small joy now shall have therein,
 Seeking dragon’s-lair to win.”
 

Thorfinn answered, “Blood will seldom seem blood to thine eyes; no man before thee has had will to break open the barrow; but, because I know that what wealth soever is hid in earth or borne into barrow is wrongly placed, I shall not hold thee blameworthy for thy deed as thou hast brought it all to me; yea, or whence didst thou get the good sword?”

Grettir answered and sang — 

“Lessener of waves flashing flame,
 To my lucky hand this came

 In the barrow where that thing
 Through the dark fell clattering;
 If that helm-fire I should gain,
 Made so fair to be the bane
 Of the breakers of the bow,
 Ne’er from my hand should it go.”
 

Thorfinn said, “Well hast thou prayed for it, but thou must show some deed of fame before I give thee that sword, for never could I get it of my father while he lived.”

Said Grettir, “Who knows to whom most gain will come of it in the end?”

So Thorfinn took the treasures and kept the sword at his bed-head, and the winter wore on toward Yule, so that little else fell out to be told of.











  








CHAP. XIX.
 

Of Yule at Haramsey, and how Grettir dealt with the Bearserks.

 

Now the summer before these things Earl Eric Hakonson made ready to go from his land west to England, to see King Knut the Mighty, his brother-in-law, but left behind him in the rule of Norway Hakon, his son, and gave him into the hands of Earl Svein, his brother, for the watching and warding of his realm, for Hakon was a child in years.

But before Earl Eric went away from the land, he called together lords and rich bonders, and many things they spoke on laws and the rule of the land, for Earl Eric was a man good at rule. Now men thought it an exceeding ill fashion in the land that runagates or bearserks called to holm high-born men for their fee or womankind, in such wise, that whosoever should fall before the other should lie unatoned; hereof many got both shame and loss of goods, and some lost their lives withal; and therefore Earl Eric did away with all holm-gangs and outlawed all bearserks who fared with raids and riots.

In the making of this law, the chief of all, with Earl Eric, was Thorfinn Karrson, from Haramsey, for he was a wise man, and a dear friend of the Earls.

Two brothers are named as being of the worst in these matters, one hight Thorir Paunch, the other Ogmund the Evil; they were of Halogaland kin, bigger and stronger than other men. They wrought the bearserks’-gang and spared nothing in their fury; they would take away the wives of men and hold them for a week or a half-month, and then bring them back to their husbands; they robbed wheresoever they came, or did some other ill deeds. Now Earl Eric made them outlaws through the length and breadth of Norway, and Thorfinn was the eagerest of men in bringing about their outlawry, therefore they deemed that they owed him ill-will enow.

So the Earl went away from the land, as is said in his Saga; but Earl Svein bore sway over Norway. Thorfinn went home to his house, and sat at home till just up to Yule, as is aforesaid; but at Yule he made ready to go to his farm called Slysfirth, which is on the mainland, and thither he had bidden many of his friends. Thorfinn’s wife could not go with her husband, for her daughter of ripe years lay ill a-bed, so they both abode at home. Grettir was at home too, and eight house-carles. Now Thorfinn went with thirty freedmen to the Yule-feast, whereat there was the greatest mirth and joyance among men.

 

Now Yule-eve comes on, and the weather was bright and calm; Grettir was mostly abroad this day, and saw how ships fared north and south along the land, for each one sought the other’s home where the Yule drinking was settled to come off. By this time the goodman’s daughter was so much better that she could walk about with her mother, and thus the day wore on.

Now Grettir sees how a ship rows up toward the island; it was not right big, but shield-hung it was from stem to stern, and stained all above the sea: these folk rowed smartly, and made for the boat-stands of goodman Thorfinn, and when the keel took land, those who were therein sprang overboard. Grettir cast up the number of the men, and they were twelve altogether; he deemed their guise to be far from peaceful. They took up their ship and bore it up from the sea; thereafter they ran up to the boat-stand, and therein was that big boat of Thorfinn, which was never launched to sea by less than thirty men, but these twelve shot it in one haul down to the shingle of the foreshore; and thereon they took up their own bark and bore it into the boat-stand.

Now Grettir thought that he could see clear enough that they would make themselves at home. But he goes down to meet them, and welcomes them merrily, and asks who they were and what their leader was hight; he to whom these words were spoken answered quickly, and said that his name was Thorir, and that he was called Paunch, and that his brother was Ogmund, and that the others were fellows of theirs.

“I deem,” said Thorir, “that thy master Thorfinn has heard tell of us; is he perchance at home?”

Grettir answered, “Lucky men are ye, and hither have come in a good hour, if ye are the men I take you to be; the goodman is gone away with all his home-folk who are freemen, and will not be home again till after Yule; but the mistress is at home, and so is the goodman’s daughter; and if I thought that I had some ill-will to pay back, I should have chosen above all things to have come just thus; for here are all matters in plenty whereof ye stand in need both beer, and all other good things.”

Thorir held his peace, while Grettir let this tale run on, then he said to Ogmund — 

“How far have things come to pass other than as I guessed? and now am I well enough minded to take revenge on Thorfinn for having made us outlaws; and this man is ready enough of tidings, and no need have we to drag the words out of him.”

“Words all may use freely,” said Grettir, “and I shall give you such cheer as I may; and now come home with me.”

They bade him have thanks therefor, and said they would take his offer.

But when they came home to the farm, Grettir took Thorir by the hand and led him into the hall; and now was Grettir mightily full of words. The mistress was in the hall, and had had it decked with hangings, and made all fair and seemly; but when she heard Grettir’s talk, she stood still on the floor, and asked whom he welcomed in that earnest wise.

He answered, “Now, mistress, is it right meet to welcome these guests merrily, for here is come goodman Thorir Paunch and the whole twelve of them, and are minded to sit here Yule over, and a right good hap it is, for we were few enough before.”

She answered, “Am I to number these among bonders and goodmen, who are the worst of robbers and ill-doers? a large share of my goods had I given that they had not come here as at this time; and ill dost thou reward Thorfinn, for that he took thee a needy man from shipwreck and has held thee through the winter as a free man.”

Grettir said, “It would be better to take the wet clothes off these guests than to scold at me; since for that thou mayst have time long enough.”

Then said Thorir, “Be not cross-grained, mistress; nought shall thou miss thy husband’s being away, for a man shall be got in his place for thee, yea, and for thy daughter a man, and for each of the home-women.”

“That is spoken like a man,” said Grettir, “nor will they thus have any cause to bewail their lot.”

Now all the women rushed forth from the hall smitten with huge dread and weeping; then said Grettir to the bearserks, “Give into my hands what it pleases you to lay aside of weapons and wet clothes, for the folk will not be yielding to us while they are scared.”

Thorir said he heeded not how women might squeal; “But,” said he, “thee indeed we may set apart from the other home-folk, and methinks we may well make thee our man of trust.”

“See to that yourselves,” said Grettir, “but certes I do not take to all men alike.”

Thereupon they laid aside the more part of their weapons, and thereafter Grettir said — 

“Methinks it is a good rede now that ye sit down to table and drink somewhat, for it is right likely that ye are thirsty after the rowing.”

They said they were ready enough for that, but knew not where to find out the cellar; Grettir asked if they would that he should see for things and go about for them. The bearserks said they would be right fain of that; so Grettir fetched beer and gave them to drink; they were mightily weary, and drank in huge draughts, and still he let them have the strongest beer that there was, and this went on for a long time, and meanwhile he told them many merry tales. From all this there was din enough to be heard among them, and the home-folk were nowise fain to come to them.

Now Thorir said, “Never yet did I meet a man unknown to me, who would do us such good deeds as this man; now, what reward wilt thou take of us for thy work?”

Grettir answered, “As yet I look to no reward for this; but if we be even such friends when ye go away, as it looks like we shall be, I am minded to join fellowship with you; and though I be of less might than some of you, yet shall I not let any man of big redes.”

Hereat they were well pleased, and would settle the fellowship with vows.

Grettir said that this they should not do, “For true is the old saw, Ale is another man, nor shall ye settle this in haste any further than as I have said, for on both sides are we men little meet to rule our tempers.”

They said that they would not undo what they had said.

Withal the evening wore on till it grew quite dark; then sees Grettir that they were getting very heavy with drink, so he said — 

“Do ye not find it time to go to sleep?”

Thorir said, “Time enough forsooth, and sure shall I be to keep to what I have promised the mistress.”

Then Grettir went forth from the hall, and cried out loudly — 

“Go ye to your beds, women all, for so is goodman Thorir pleased to bid.”

They cursed him for this, and to hear them was like hearkening to the noise of many wolves. Now the bearserks came forth from the hall, and Grettir said — 

“Let us go out, and I will show you Thorfinn’s cloth bower.”

They were willing to be led there; so they came to an out-bower exceeding great; a door there was to it, and a strong lock thereon, and the storehouse was very strong withal; there too was a closet good and great, and a shield panelling between the chambers; both chambers stood high, and men went up by steps to them. Now the bearserks got riotous and pushed Grettir about, and he kept tumbling away from them, and when they least thought thereof, he slipped quickly out of the bower, seized the latch, slammed the door to, and put the bolt on. Thorir and his fellows thought at first that the door must have got locked of itself, and paid no heed thereto; they had light with them, for Grettir had showed them many choice things which Thorfinn owned, and these they now noted awhile. Meantime Grettir made all speed home to the farm, and when he came in at the door he called out loudly, and asked where the goodwife was; she held her peace, for she did not dare to answer.

He said, “Here is somewhat of a chance of a good catch; but are there any weapons of avail here?”

She answers, “Weapons there are, but how they may avail thee I know not.”

“Let us talk thereof anon,” says he, “but now let every man do his best, for later on no better chance shall there be.”

The good wife said, “Now God were in garth if our lot might better: over Thorfinn’s bed hangs the barbed spear, the big one that was owned by Karr the Old; there, too, is a helmet and a byrni, and the short-sword, the good one; and the arms will not fail if thine heart does well.”

Grettir seizes the helmet and spear, girds himself with the short-sword, and rushed out swiftly; and the mistress called upon the house-carles, bidding them follow such a dauntless man, four of them rushed forth and seized their weapons, but the other four durst come nowhere nigh. Now it is to be said of the bearserks that they thought Grettir delayed his coming back strangely; and now they began to doubt if there were not some guile in the matter. They rushed against the door and found it was locked, and now they try the timber walls so that every beam creaked again; at last they brought things so far that they broke down the shield-panelling, got into the passage, and thence out to the steps. Now bearserks’-gang seized them, and they howled like dogs. In that very nick of time Grettir came up and with both hands thrust his spear at the midst of Thorir, as he was about to get down the steps, so that it went through him at once. Now the spear-head was both long and broad, and Ogmund the Evil ran on to Thorir and pushed him on to Grettir’s thrust, so that all went up to the barb-ends; then the spear stood out through Thorir’s back and into Ogmund’s breast, and they both tumbled dead off the spear; then of the others each rushed down the steps as he came forth; Grettir set on each one of them, and in turn hewed with the sword, or thrust with the spear; but they defended themselves with logs that lay on the green, and whatso thing they could lay hands on, therefore the greatest danger it was to deal with them, because of their strength, even though they were weaponless.

Two of the Halogalanders Grettir slew on the green, and then came up the house-carles; they could not come to one mind as to what weapons each should have; now they set on whenever the bearserks gave back, but when they turned about on them, then the house-carles slunk away up to the houses. Six vikings fell there, and of all of them was Grettir the bane. Then the six others got off and came down to the boat-stand, and so into it, and thence they defended themselves with oars. Grettir now got great blows from them, so that at all times he ran the risk of much hurt; but the house-carles went home, and had much to say of their stout onset; the mistress bade them espy what became of Grettir, but that was not to be got out of them. Two more of the bearserks Grettir slew in the boat-stand, but four slipped out by him; and by this, dark night had come on; two of them ran into a corn-barn, at the farm of Windham, which is aforenamed: here they fought for a long time, but at last Grettir killed them both; then was he beyond measure weary and stiff, the night was far gone, and the weather got very cold with the drift of the snow. He was fain to leave the search of the two vikings who were left now, so he walked home to the farm. The mistress had lights lighted in the highest lofts at the windows that they might guide him on his way; and so it was that he found his road home whereas he saw the light.

But when he was come into the door, the mistress went up to him, and bade him welcome.

“Now,” she said, “thou hast reaped great glory, and freed me and my house from a shame of which we should never have been healed, but if thou hadst saved us.”

Grettir answered, “Methinks I am much the same as I was this evening, when thou didst cast ill words on me.”

The mistress answered, “We wotted not that thou wert a man of such prowess as we have now proved thee; now shall all things in the house be at thy will which I may bestow on thee, and which it may be seeming for thee to take; but methinks that Thorfinn will reward thee better still when he comes home.”

Grettir answered, “Little of reward will be needed now, but I keep thine offer till the coming of the master; and I have some hope now that ye will sleep in peace as for the bearserks.”

Grettir drank little that evening, and lay with his weapons about him through the night. In the morning, when it began to dawn, people were summoned together throughout the island, and a search was set on foot for the bearserks who had escaped the night before; they were found far on in the day under a rock, and were by then dead from cold and wounds; then they were brought unto a tidewashed heap of stones and buried thereunder.

After that folk went home, and the men of that island deemed themselves brought unto fair peace.

Now when Grettir came back to the mistress, he sang this stave — 

“By the sea’s wash have we made
 Graves, where twelve spear-groves are laid;
 I alone such speedy end,
 Unto all these folk did send.
 O fair giver forth of gold,
 Whereof can great words be told,
 ‘Midst the deeds one man has wrought,
 If this deed should come to nought?”
 

The good wife said, “Surely thou art like unto very few men who are now living on the earth.”

So she set him in the high seat, and all things she did well to him, and now time wore on till Thorfinn’s coming home was looked for.











  








CHAP. XX.
 

How Thorfinn met Grettir at Haramsey again.

 

After Yule Thorfinn made ready for coming home, and he let those folk go with good gifts whom he had bidden to his feast. Now he fares with his following till he comes hard by his boat-stands; they saw a ship lying on the strand, and soon knew it for Thorfinn’s bark, the big one. Now Thorfinn had as yet had no news of the vikings, he bade his men hasten landward, “For I fear,” said he, “that friends have not been at work here.”

Thorfinn was the first to step ashore before his men, and forthwith he went up to the boat-stand; he saw a keel standing there, and knew it for the bearserks’ ship. Then he said to his men, “My mind misgives me much that here things have come to pass, even such as I would have given the whole island, yea, every whit of what I have herein, that they might never have happed.”

They asked why he spake thus. Then he said, “Here have come the vikings, whom I know to be the worst of all Norway, Thorir Paunch and Ogmund the Evil; in good sooth they will hardly have kept house happily for us, and in an Icelander I have but little trust.”

Withal he spoke many things hereabout to his fellows.

Now Grettir was at home, and so brought it about, that folk were slow to go down to the shore; and said he did not care much if the goodman Thorfinn had somewhat of a shake at what he saw before him; but when the mistress asked him leave to go, he said she should have her will as to where she went, but that he himself should stir nowhither. She ran swiftly to meet Thorfinn, and welcomed him cheerily. He was glad thereof, and said, “Praise be to God that I see thee whole and merry, and my daughter in likewise. But how have ye fared since I went from home?”

She answered, “Things have turned out well, but we were near being overtaken by such a shame as we should never have had healing of, if thy winter-guest had not holpen us.”

Then Thorfinn spake, “Now shall we sit down, but do thou tell us these tidings.”

Then she told all things plainly even as they had come to pass, and praised greatly Grettir’s stoutness and great daring; meanwhile Thorfinn held his peace, but when she had made an end of her tale, he said, “How true is the saw, Long it takes to try a man. But where is Grettir now?”

The goodwife said, “He is at home in the hall.”

Thereupon they went home to the farm.

Thorfinn went up to Grettir and kissed him, and thanked him with many fair words for the great heart which he had shown to him; “And I will say to thee what few say to their friends, that I would thou shouldst be in need of men, that then thou mightest know if I were to thee in a man’s stead or not; but for thy good deed I can never reward thee unless thou comest to be in some troublous need; but as to thy abiding with me, that shall ever stand open to thee when thou willest it; and thou shalt be held the first of all my men.”

Grettir bade him have much thank therefor. “And,” quoth he, “this should I have taken even if thou hadst made me proffer thereof before.”

Now Grettir sat there the winter over, and was in the closest friendship with Thorfinn; and for this deed he was now well renowned all over Norway, and there the most, where the bearserks had erst wrought the greatest ill deeds.

This spring Thorfinn asked Grettir what he was about to busy himself with: he said he would go north to Vogar while the fair was. Thorfinn said there was ready for him money as much as he would. Grettir said that he needed no more money at that time than faring-silver: this, Thorfinn said, was full-well due to him, and thereupon went with him to ship.

Now he gave him the short-sword, the good one, which Grettir bore as long as he lived, and the choicest of choice things it was. Withal Thorfinn bade Grettir come to him whenever he might need aid.

But Grettir went north to Vogar, and a many folk were there; many men welcomed him there right heartily who had not seen him before, for the sake of that great deed of prowess which he had done when he saw the vikings; many high-born men prayed him to come and abide with them, but he would fain go back to his friend Thorfinn. Now he took ship in a bark that was owned of a man hight Thorkel, who dwelt in Salft in Halogaland, and was a high-born man. But when Grettir came to Thorkel he welcomed him right heartily, and bade Grettir abide with him that winter, and laid many words thereto.

This offer Grettir took, and was with Thorkel that winter in great joyance and fame.











  








CHAP. XXI.
 

Of Grettir and Biorn and the Bear.

 

There was a man, hight Biorn, who was dwelling with Thorkel; he was a man of rash temper, of good birth, and somewhat akin to Thorkel; he was not well loved of men, for he would slander much those who were with Thorkel, and in this wise he sent many away. Grettir and he had little to do together; Biorn thought him of little worth weighed against himself, but Grettir was unyielding, so that things fell athwart between them. Biorn was a mightily boisterous man, and made himself very big; many young men gat into fellowship with him in these things, and would stray abroad by night. Now it befell, that early in winter a savage bear ran abroad from his winter lair, and got so grim that he spared neither man nor beast. Men thought he had been roused by the noise that Biorn and his fellows had made. The brute got so hard to deal with that he tore down the herds of men, and Thorkel had the greatest hurt thereof, for he was the richest man in the neighbourhood.

Now one day Thorkel bade his men to follow him, and search for the lair of the bear. They found it in sheer sea-rocks; there was a high rock and a cave before it down below, but only one track to go up to it: under the cave were scarped rocks, and a heap of stones down by the sea, and sure death it was to all who might fall down there. The bear lay in his lair by day, but went abroad as soon as night fell; no fold could keep sheep safe from him, nor could any dogs be set on him: and all this men thought the heaviest trouble. Biorn, Thorkel’s kinsman, said that the greatest part had been done, as the lair had been found. “And now I shall try,” said he, “what sort of play we[] namesakes shall have together.” Grettir made as if he knew not what Biorn said on this matter.

Now it happened always when men went to sleep anights that Biorn disappeared: and one night when Biorn went to the lair, he was aware that the beast was there before him, and roaring savagely. Biorn lay down in the track, and had over him his shield, and was going to wait till the beast should stir abroad as his manner was. Now the bear had an inkling of the man, and got somewhat slow to move off. Biorn waxed very sleepy where he lay, and cannot wake up, and just at this time the beast betakes himself from his lair; now he sees where the man lies, and, hooking at him with his claw, he tears from him the shield and throws it down over the rocks. Biorn started up suddenly awake, takes to his legs and runs home, and it was a near thing that the beast gat him not. This his fellows knew, for they had spies about Biorn’s ways; in the morning they found the shield, and made the greatest jeering at all this.

At Yule Thorkel went himself, and eight of them altogether, and there was Grettir and Biorn and other followers of Thorkel. Grettir had on a fur-cloak, which he laid aside while they set on the beast. It was awkward for an onslaught there, for thereat could folk come but by spear-thrusts, and all the spear-points the bear turned off him with his teeth. Now Biorn urged them on much to the onset, yet he himself went not so nigh as to run the risk of any hurt. Amid this, when men looked least for it, Biorn suddenly seized Grettir’s coat, and cast it into the beast’s lair. Now nought they could wreak on him, and had to go back when the day was far spent. But when Grettir was going, he misses his coat, and he could see that the bear has it cast under him. Then he said, “What man of you has wrought the jest of throwing my cloak into the lair?”

Biorn says, “He who is like to dare to own to it.”

Grettir answers, “I set no great store on such matters.”

Now they went on their way home, and when they had walked awhile, the thong of Grettir’s leggings brake. Thorkel bid them wait for him; but Grettir said there was no need of that. Then said Biorn, “Ye need not think that Grettir will run away from his coat; he will have the honour all to himself, and will slay that beast all alone, wherefrom we have gone back all eight of us; thus would he be such as he is said to be: but sluggishly enow has he fared forth to-day.”

“I know not,” said Thorkel, “how thou wilt fare in the end, but men of equal prowess I deem you not: lay as few burdens on him as thou mayst, Biorn.”

Biorn said, that neither of them should pick and choose words from out his mouth.

Now, when a hill’s brow was between them, Grettir went back to the pass, for now there was no striving with others for the onset. He drew the sword, Jokul’s gift, but had a loop over the handle of the short-sword, and slipped it up over his hand, and this he did in that he thought he could easier have it at his will if his hand were loose. He went up into the pass forthwith, and when the beast saw a man, it rushed against Grettir exceeding fiercely, and smote at him with that paw which was furthest off from the rock; Grettir hewed against the blow with the sword, and therewith smote the paw above the claws, and took it off; then the beast was fain to smite at Grettir with the paw that was whole, and dropped down therewith on to the docked one, but it was shorter than he wotted of, and withal he tumbled into Grettir’s arms. Now he griped at the beast between the ears and held him off, so that he got not at him to bite. And, so Grettir himself says, that herein he deemed he had had the hardest trial of his strength, thus to hold the brute. But now as it struggled fiercely, and the space was narrow, they both tumbled down over the rock; the beast was the heaviest of the two, and came down first upon the stone heap below, Grettir being the uppermost, and the beast was much mangled on its nether side. Now Grettir seized the short-sword and thrust it into the heart of the bear, and that was his bane. Thereafter he went home, taking with him his cloak all tattered, and withal what he had cut from the paw of the bear. Thorkel sat a-drinking when he came into the hall, and much men laughed at the rags of the cloak Grettir had cast over him. Now he threw on to the table what he had chopped off the paw.

Then said Thorkel, “Where is now Biorn my kinsman? never did I see thy irons bite the like of this, Biorn, and my will it is, that thou make Grettir a seemly offer for this shame thou hast wrought on him.”

Biorn said that was like to be long about, “and never shall I care whether he likes it well or ill.”

Then Grettir sang — 

“Oft that war-god came to hall
 Frighted, when no blood did fall,
 In the dusk; who ever cried
 On the bear last autumn-tide;
 No man saw me sitting there
 Late at eve before the lair;
 Yet the shaggy one to-day
 From his den I drew away.”
 

“Sure enough,” said Biorn, “thou hast fared forth well to-day, and two tales thou tellest of us twain therefor; and well I know that thou hast had a good hit at me.”

Thorkel said, “I would, Grettir, that thou wouldst not avenge thee on Biorn, but for him I will give a full man-gild if thereby ye may be friends.”

 

Biorn said he might well turn his money to better account, than to boot for this; “And, methinks it is wisest that in my dealings with Grettir one oak should have what from the other it shaves.”

Grettir said that he should like that very well. But Thorkel said, “Yet I hope, Grettir, that thou wilt do this for my sake, not to do aught against Biorn while ye are with me.”

“That shall be,” said Grettir.

Biorn said he would walk fearless of Grettir wheresoever they might meet.

Grettir smiled mockingly, but would not take boot for Biorn. So they were here that winter through.











  








CHAP. XXII.
 

Of the Slaying of Biorn.

 

In the spring Grettir went north to Vogar with chapmen. He and Thorkel parted in friendship; but Biorn went west to England, and was the master of Thorkel’s ship that went thither. Biorn dwelt thereabout that summer and bought such things for Thorkel as he had given him word to get; but as the autumn wore on he sailed from the west. Grettir was at Vogar till the fleet broke up; then he sailed from the north with some chapmen until they came to a harbour at an island before the mouth of Drontheimfirth, called Gartar, where they pitched their tents. Now when they were housed, a ship came sailing havenward from the south along the land; they soon saw that it was an England farer; she took the strand further out, and her crew went ashore; Grettir and his fellows went to meet them. But when they met, Grettir saw that Biorn was among those men, and spake — 

“It is well that we have met here; now we may well take up our ancient quarrel, and now I will try which of us twain may do the most.”

Biorn said that was an old tale to him, “but if there has been aught of such things between us, I will boot for it, so that thou mayst think thyself well holden thereof.”

Then Grettir sang — 

“In hard strife I slew the bear,
 Thereof many a man doth hear;
 Then the cloak I oft had worn,
 By the beast to rags was torn;
 Thou, O braggart ring-bearer,
 Wrought that jest upon me there,
 Now thou payest for thy jest,
 Not in words am I the best?”
 

Biorn said, that oft had greater matters than these been atoned for.

Grettir said, “That few had chosen hitherto to strive to trip him up with spite and envy, nor ever had he taken fee for such, and still must matters fare in likewise. Know thou that we shall not both of us go hence whole men if I may have my will, and a coward’s name will I lay on thy back, if thou darest not to fight.”

Now Biorn saw that it would avail nought to try to talk himself free; so he took his weapons and went aland.

Then they ran one at the other and fought, but not long before Biorn got sore wounded, and presently fell dead to earth. But when Biorn’s fellows saw that, they went to their ship, and made off north along the land to meet Thorkel and told him of this hap: he said it had not come to pass ere it might have been looked for.

Soon after this Thorkel went south to Drontheim, and met there Earl Svein. Grettir went south to Mere after the slaying of Biorn, and found his friend Thorfinn, and told him what had befallen. Thorfinn gave him good welcome, and said — 

“It is well now that thou art in need of a friend; with me shalt thou abide until these matters have come to an end.”

Grettir thanked him for his offer, and said he would take it now.

Earl Svein was dwelling in Drontheim, at Steinker, when he heard of Biorn’s slaying; at that time there was with him Hiarandi, the brother of Biorn, and he was the Earl’s man; he was exceeding wroth when he heard of the slaying of Biorn, and begged the Earl’s aid in the matter, and the Earl gave his word thereto.

Then he sent men to Thorfinn and summoned to him both him and Grettir. Thorfinn and Grettir made ready at once at the Earl’s bidding to go north to Drontheim to meet him. Now the Earl held a council on the matter, and bade Hiarandi to be thereat; Hiarandi said he would not bring his brother to purse; “and I shall either fare in a like wise with him, or else wreak vengeance for him.” Now when the matter was looked into, the Earl found that Biorn had been guilty towards Grettir in many ways; and Thorfinn offered weregild, such as the Earl deemed might be befitting for Biorn’s kin to take; and thereon he had much to say on the freedom which Grettir had wrought for men north there in the land, when he slew the bearserks, as has been aforesaid.

 

The Earl answered, “With much truth thou sayest this, Thorfinn, that was the greatest land-ridding, and good it seems to us to take weregild because of thy words; and withal Grettir is a man well renowned because of his strength and prowess.”

Hiarandi would not take the settlement, and they broke up the meeting. Thorfinn got his kinsman Arnbiorn to go about with Grettir day by day, for he knew that Hiarandi lay in wait for his life.











  








CHAP. XXIII.
 

The Slaying of Hiarandi.

 

It happened one day that Grettir and Arnbiorn were walking through some streets for their sport, that as they came past a certain court gate, a man bounded forth therefrom with axe borne aloft, and drave it at Grettir with both hands; he was all unawares of this, and walked on slowly; Arnbiorn caught timely sight of the man, and seized Grettir, and thrust him on so hard that he fell on his knee; the axe smote the shoulder-blade, and cut sideways out under the arm-pit, and a great wound it was. Grettir turned about nimbly, and drew the short-sword, and saw that there was Hiarandi. Now the axe stuck fast in the road, and it was slow work for Hiarandi to draw it to him again, and in this very nick of time Grettir hewed at him, and the blow fell on the upper arm, near the shoulder, and cut it off; then the fellows of Hiarandi rushed forth, five of them, and a fight forthwith befell, and speedy change happed there, for Grettir and Arnbiorn slew those who were with Hiarandi, all but one, who got off, and forthwith went to the Earl to tell him these tidings.

The Earl was exceeding wroth when he heard of this, and the second day thereafter he had a Thing summoned. Then they, Thorfinn and Grettir, came both to the Thing. The Earl put forth against Grettir the guilt for these manslaughters; he owned them all, and said he had had to defend his hands.

“Whereof methinks I bear some marks on me,” says Grettir, “and surely I had found death if Arnbiorn had not saved me.”

The Earl answered that it was ill hap that Grettir was not slain.

“For many a man’s bane wilt thou be if thou livest, Grettir.”

Then came to the Earl, Bessi, son of Skald-Torfa, a fellow and a friend to Grettir; he and Thorfinn went before the Earl had prayed him respite for Grettir, and offered, that the Earl alone should doom in this matter, but that Grettir might have peace and leave to dwell in the land.

The Earl was slow to come to any settlement, but suffered himself to be led thereto because of their prayers. There respite was granted to Grettir till the next spring; still the Earl would not settle the peace till Gunnar, the brother of Biorn and Hiarandi, was thereat; now Gunnar was a court-owner in Tunsberg.

In the spring, the Earl summoned Grettir and Thorfinn east to Tunsberg, for he would dwell there east while the most sail was thereat. Now they went east thither, and the Earl was before them in the town when they came. Here Grettir found his brother, Thorstein Dromond, who was fain of him and bade him abide with him: Thorstein was a court-owner in the town. Grettir told him all about his matters,  and Thorstein gave a good hearing thereto, but bade him beware of Gunnar. And so the spring wore on.











  








CHAP. XXIV.
 

Of the Slaying of Gunnar, and Grettir’s strife with Earl Svein.

 

Now Gunnar was in the town, and lay in wait for Grettir always and everywhere. It happened on a day that Grettir sat in a booth a-drinking, for he would not throw himself in Gunnar’s way. But, when he wotted of it the least, the door was driven at so that it brake asunder, four men all-armed burst in, and there was Gunnar and his fellows.

They set on Grettir; but he caught up his weapons which hung over him, and then drew aback into the corner, whence he defended himself, having before him the shield, but dealing blows with the short-sword, nor did they have speedy luck with him. Now he smote at one of Gunnar’s fellows, and more he needed not; then he advanced forth on the floor, and therewith they were driven doorward through the booth, and there fell another man of Gunnar’s; then were Gunnar and his fellows fain of flight; one of them got to the door, struck his foot against the threshold and lay there grovelling and was slow in getting to his feet. Gunnar had his shield before him, and gave back before Grettir, but he set on him fiercely and leaped up on the cross-beam by the door. Now the hands of Gunnar and the shield were within the door, but Grettir dealt a blow down amidst Gunnar and the shield and cut off both his hands by the wrist, and he fell aback out of the door; then Grettir dealt him his death-blow.

But in this nick of time got to his feet Gunnar’s man, who had lain fallen awhile, and he ran straightway to see the Earl, and to tell him these tidings.

Earl Svein was wondrous wroth at this tale, and forthwith summoned a Thing in the town. But when Thorfinn and Thorstein Dromond knew this, they brought together their kin and friends and came thronging to the Thing. Very cross-grained was the Earl, and it was no easy matter to come to speech with him. Thorfinn went up first before the Earl and said, “For this cause am I come hither, to offer thee peace and honour for these man-slayings that Grettir has wrought; thou alone shall shape and settle all, if the man hath respite of his life.”

The Earl answered sore wroth: “Late wilt thou be loth to ask respite for Grettir; but in my mind it is that thou hast no good cause in court; he has now slain three brothers, one at the heels of the other, who were men so brave that they would none bear the other to purse. Now it will not avail thee, Thorfinn, to pray for Grettir, for I will not thus bring wrongs into the land so as to take boot for such unmeasured misdeeds.”

Then came forward Bessi, Skald-Torfa’s son, and prayed the Earl to take the offered settlement. “Thereto,” he said, “I will give up my goods, for Grettir is a man of great kin and a good friend of mine; thou mayst well see, Lord, that it is better to respite one man’s life and to have therefor the thanks of many, thyself alone dooming the fines, than to break down thine own honour, and risk whether thou canst seize the man or not.”

The Earl answered, “Thou farest well herein, Bessi, and showest at all times that thou art a high-minded man; still I am loth thus to break the laws of the land, giving respite to men of foredoomed lives.”

Then stepped forth Thorstein Dromond and greeted the Earl, and made offers on Grettir’s behalf, and laid thereto many fair words. The Earl asked for what cause he made offers for this man. Thorstein said that they were brothers. The Earl said that he had not known it before: “Now it is but the part of a man for thee to help him, but because we have made up our mind not to take money for these man-slayings, we shall make all men of equal worth here, and Grettir’s life will we have, whatsoever it shall cost and whensoever chance shall serve.”

Thereat the Earl sprang up, and would listen in nowise to the offered atonements.

Now Thorfinn and his folk went home to Thorstein’s court and made ready. But when the Earl saw this he bade all his men take weapons, and then he went thither with his folk in array. But before he came up Thorfinn and his men ordered themselves for defence before the gate of the court. Foremost stood Thorfinn and Thorstein and Grettir, and then Bessi, and each of them had a large following of men with him.

The Earl bade them to give up Grettir, nor to bring themselves into an evil strait; they made the very same offer as before. The Earl would not hearken thereto. Then Thorfinn and Thorstein said that the Earl should have more ado yet for the getting of Grettir’s life, “For one fate shall befall us all, and it will be said thou workest hard for one man’s life, if all we have to be laid on earth therefor.”

The Earl said he should spare none of them, and now they were at the very point to fight.

Then went to the Earl many men of goodwill, and prayed him not to push matters on to such great evils, and said they would have to pay heavily before all these were slain. The Earl found this rede to be wholesome, and became somewhat softened thereat.

Thereafter they drew up an agreement to which Thorstein and Thorfinn were willing enough, now that Grettir should have respite of his life. The Earl spake: “Know ye,” quoth he, “that though I deal by way of mean words with these man-slayings at this time, yet I call this no settlement, but I am loth to fight against my own folk; though I see that ye make little of me in this matter.”

Then said Thorfinn, “This is a greater honour for thee, Lord, for that thou alone wilt doom the weregild.”

Then the Earl said that Grettir should go in peace, as for him, out to Iceland, when ships fared out, if so they would; they said that they would take this. They paid the Earl fines to his mind, and parted from him with little friendship. Grettir went with Thorfinn; he and his brother Thorstein parted fondly.

Thorfinn got great fame for the aid he had given Grettir against such overwhelming power as he had to deal with: none of the men who had helped Grettir were ever after well loved of the Earl, save Bessi.

So quoth Grettir — 

“To our helping came
 The great of name;
 Thorfinn was there
 Born rule to bear;
 When all bolts fell
 Into locks, and hell
 Cried out for my life
 In the Tunsberg strife.
 The Dromund fair[]
 Of red seas was there,
 The stone of the bane
 Of steel-gods vain:
 From Bylest’s kin
 My life to win,
 Above all men
 He laboured then.
 Then the king’s folk
 Would strike no stroke
 To win my head;
 So great grew dread;
 For the leopard came
 With byrni’s flame,
 And on thoughts-burg wall
 Should that bright fire fall.”
 

Grettir went back north with Thorfinn, and was with him till he gat him to ship with chapmen who were bound out to Iceland: he gave him many fair gifts of raiment, and a fair-stained saddle and a bridle withal. They parted in friendship, and Thorfinn bade him come to him whensoever he should come back to Norway.

 











  








CHAP. XXV.
 

The Slaying of Thorgils Makson.

 

Asmund the Greyhaired lived on at Biarg, while Grettir was abroad, and by that time he was thought to be the greatest of bonders in Midfirth. Thorkel Krafla died during those seasons that Grettir was out of Iceland. Thorvald Asgeirson farmed then at the Ridge in Waterdale, and waxed a great chief. He was the father of Dalla whom Isleif had to wife, he who afterwards was bishop at Skalholt.

Asmund had in Thorvald the greatest help in suits and in many other matters. At Asmund’s grew up a man, hight Thorgils, called Thorgils Makson, near akin to Asmund. Thorgils was a man of great strength and gained much money by Asmund’s foresight.

Asmund bought for Thorgils the land at Brookmeet, and there he farmed. Thorgils was a great store-gatherer, and went a-searching to the Strands every year, and there he gat for himself whales and other gettings; and a stout-hearted man he was.

In those days was at its height the waxing of the foster-brothers, Thorgeir Havarson and Thormod Coalbrowskald; they had a boat and went therein far and wide, and were not thought men of much even-dealing. It chanced one summer that Thorgils Makson found a whale on the common drift-lands, and forthwith he and his folk set about cutting it up.

But when the foster-brothers heard thereof they went thither, and at first their talk had a likely look out. Thorgils offered that they should have the half of the uncut whale; but they would have for themselves all the uncut, or else divide all into halves, both the cut and the uncut. Thorgils flatly refused to give up what was cut of the whale; and thereat things grew hot between them, and forthwithal both sides caught up their weapons and fought. Thorgeir and Thorgils fought long together without either losing or gaining, and both were of the eagerest. Their strife was both fierce and long, but the end of it was, that Thorgils fell dead to earth before Thorgeir; but Thormod and the men of Thorgils fought in another place; Thormod had the best of that strife, and three of Thorgils’ men fell before him. After the slaying of Thorgils, his folk went back east to Midfirth, and brought his dead body with them. Men thought that they had the greatest loss in him. But the foster-brothers took all the whale to themselves.

This meeting Thormod tells of in that drapa that he made on Thorgeir dead. Asmund the Greyhaired heard of the slaying of Thorgils his kinsman; he was suitor in the case for Thorgils’ slaying, he went and took witnesses to the wounds, and summoned the case before the Althing, for then this seemed to be law, as the case had happened in another quarter. And so time wears on.











  








CHAP. XXVI.
 

Of Thorstein Kuggson, and the gathering for the Bloodsuit for the Slaying of Thorgils Makson.

 

There was a man called Thorstein, he was the son of Thorkel Kugg, the son of Thord the Yeller, the son of Olaf Feilan, the son of Thorstein the Red, the son of Aud the Deeply-wealthy. The mother of Thorstein Kuggson was Thurid the daughter of Asgeir Madpate, Asgeir was father’s brother of Asmund the Greyhaired.

Thorstein Kuggson was suitor in the case about Thorgils Makson’s slaying along with Asmund the Greyhaired, who now sent word to Thorstein that he should come to meet him. Thorstein was a great champion, and the wildest-tempered of men; he went at once to meet his kinsman Asmund, and they talked the blood-suit over together. Thorstein was mightily wroth and said that no atonement should be for this, and said they had strength of kin enough to bring about for the slaying either outlawry or vengeance on men. Asmund said that he would follow him in whatsoever he would have done. They rode north to Thorvald their kinsman to pray his aid, and he quickly gave his word and said yea thereto. So they settled the suit against Thorgeir and Thormod; then Thorstein rode home to his farmstead, he then farmed at Liarskogar in Hvamsveit. Skeggi farmed at Hvam, he also joined in the suit with Thorstein. Skeggi was the son of Thorarinn Fylsenni, the son of Thord the Yeller; the mother of Skeggi was Fridgerd, daughter of Thord of Head.

These had a many men with them at the Thing, and pushed their suit with great eagerness.

Asmund and Thorvald rode from the north with six tens of men, and sat at Liarskogar many nights.

 











  








CHAP. XXVII.
 

The Suit for the Slaying of Thorgils Makson.

 

A man hight Thorgils abode at Reek-knolls in those days, he was the son of Ari, the son of Mar, the son of Atli the Red, the son of Ulf the Squinter, who settled at Reekness; the mother of Thorgils Arisen was Thorgerd, the daughter of Alf a-Dales; another daughter of Alf was Thorelf, mother of Thorgeir Havarson. There had Thorgeir good kinship to trust in, for Thorgils was the greatest chief in the Westfirthers’ quarter. He was a man of such bountifulness, that he gave food to any free-born man as long as he would have it, and therefore there was at all times a throng of people at Reek-knolls; thus had Thorgils much renown of his house-keeping. He was a man withal of good will and foreknowledge. Thorgeir was with Thorgils in winter, but went to the Strands in summer.

After the slaying of Thorgils Makson, Thorgeir went to Reek-knolls and told Thorgils Arisen these tidings; Thorgils said that he was ready to give him harbour with him, “But, methinks,” he says, “that they will be heavy in the suit, and I am loth to eke out the troubles. Now I shall send a man to Thorstein and bid weregild for the slaying of Thorgils; but if he will not take atonement I shall not defend the case stiffly.”

Thorgeir said he would trust to his foresight. In autumn Thorgils sent a man to Thorstein Kuggson to try settling the case, but he was cross-grained to deal with as to the taking money for the blood-suit of Thorgils Makson; but about the other man-slayings, he said he would do as wise men should urge him. Now when Thorgils heard this, he called Thorgeir to him for a talk, and asked him what kind of aid he now deemed meetest for him; Thorgeir said that it was most to his mind to go abroad if he should be outlawed. Thorgils said that should be tried. A ship lay up Northriver in Burgfirth; in that keel Thorgils secretly paid faring for the foster-brothers, and thus the winter passed. Thorgils heard that Asmund and Thorstein drew together many men to the Althing, and sat in Liarskogar. He drew out the time of riding from home, for he would that Asmund and Thorstein should have ridden by before him to the south, when he came from the west; and so it fell out. Thorgils rode south, and with him rode the foster-brothers. In this ride Thorgeir killed Bundle-Torfi of Marswell, and Skuf withal, and Biarni in Dog-dale; thus says Thormod in Thorgeir’s-Drapa — 

“Mighty strife the warrior made,
 When to earth was Makson laid,
 Well the sword-shower wrought he there,
 Flesh the ravens got to tear;
 Then when Skuf and Biarni fell,
 He was there the tale to tell;
 Sea-steed’s rider took his way
 Through the thickest of the fray.”
 

Thorgils settled the peace for the slaying of Skuf and Biarni then and there in the Dale, and delayed no longer than his will was before; Thorgeir went to ship, but Thorgils to the Althing, and came not thither until men were going to the courts.

Then Asmund the Greyhaired challenged the defence for the blood-suit on the slaying of Thorgils Makson. Thorgils went to the court and offered weregild for the slaying, if thereby Thorgeir might become free of guilt; he put forth for defence in the suit whether they had not free catch on all common foreshores. The lawman was asked if this was a lawful defence. Skapti was the lawman, and backed Asmund for the sake of their kinship. He said this was law if they were equal men, but said that bonders had a right to take before batchelors. Asmund said that Thorgils had offered an even sharing to the foster-brothers in so much of the whale as was uncut when they came thereto; and therewith that way of defence was closed against them. Now Thorstein and his kin followed up the suit with much eagerness, and nought was good to them but that Thorgeir should be made guilty.

Thorgils saw that one of two things was to be done, either to set on with many men, not knowing what might be gained thereby, or to suffer them to go on as they would; and, whereas Thorgeir had been got on board ship, Thorgils let the suit go on unheeded.

Thorgeir was outlawed, but for Thormod was taken weregild, and he to be quit. By this blood-suit Thorstein and Asmund were deemed to have waxed much. And now men ride home from the Thing.

Some men would hold talk that Thorgils had lightly backed the case, but he heeded their talk little, and let any one say thereon what he would.

But when Thorgeir heard of this outlawry, he said — 

“Fain am I that those who have made me an outlaw should have full pay for this, ere all be over.”

There was a man called Gaut Sleitason, who was akin to Thorgils Makson. Gaut had made ready to go in this same ship wherein Thorgeir was to sail. He bristled up against Thorgeir, and showed mighty ill-will against him and went about scowling; when the chapmen found this out, they thought it far from safe that both should sail in one ship. Thorgeir said he heeded not how much soever Gaut would bend his brows on him; still it was agreed that Gaut should take himself off from the ship, whereupon he went north into the upper settlements, and that time nought happed between him and Thorgeir, but out of this sprang up between them ill blood, as matters showed after.











  








CHAP. XXVIII.
 

Grettir comes out to Iceland again.

 

This summer Grettir Asmundson came out to Skagafirth: he was in those days so famed a man for strength and prowess, that none was deemed his like among young men. He rode home to Biarg forthwith, and Asmund welcomed him meetly. At that time Atli managed the farming matters, and well things befell betwixt the brothers.

But now Grettir waxed so overbearing, that he deemed that nought was too much for him to do. At that time had many men grown into full manhood who were young in the days when Grettir was wont to play with them on Midfirth-water before he went abroad; one of these was Audun, who then dwelt at Audunstead, in Willowdale; he was the son of Asgeir, the son of Audun, the son of Asgeir Madpate; of all men he was the strongest north there; but he was thought to be the gentlest of neighbours. Now it came into Grettir’s mind that he had had the worst of Audun in that ball-play whereof is told before; and now he would fain try which of the twain had ripened the most since then. For this cause Grettir took his way from home, and fared unto Audunstead. This was in early mowing tide; Grettir was well dight, and rode in a fair-stained saddle of very excellent workmanship, which Thorfinn had given him; a good horse he had withal, and all weapons of the best. Grettir came early in the day to Audunstead, and knocked at the door. Few folk were within; Grettir asked if Audun was at home. Men said that he had gone to fetch victuals from the hill-dairy. Then Grettir took the bridle off his horse; the field was unmowed, and the horse went whereas the grass was the highest. Grettir went into the hall, sat down on the seat-beam, and thereon fell asleep. Soon after Audun came home, and sees a horse grazing in the field with a fair-stained saddle on; Audun was bringing victuals on two horses, and carried curds on one of them, in drawn-up hides, tied round about: this fashion men called curd-bags. Audun took the loads off the horses and carried the curd-bags in his arms into the house.

Now it was dark before his eyes, and Grettir stretched his foot from out the beam so that Audun fell flat down head-foremost on to the curd-bag, whereby the bonds of the bag brake; Audun leaped up and asked who was that rascal in the way. Grettir named himself.

Then said Audun, “Rashly hast thou done herein; what is thine errand then?”

Grettir said, “I will fight with thee.”

“First I will see about my victuals,” said Audun.

“That thou mayst well do,” said Grettir, “if thou canst not charge other folk therewith.”

Then Audun stooped down and caught up the curd-bag and dashed it against Grettir’s bosom, and bade him first take what was sent him; and therewith was Grettir all smothered in the curds; and a greater shame he deemed that than if Audun had given him a great wound.

Now thereon they rushed at one another and wrestled fiercely; Grettir set on with great eagerness, but Audun gave back before him. Yet he feels that Grettir has outgrown him in strength. Now all things in their way were kicked out of place, and they were borne on wrestling to and fro throughout all the hall; neither spared his might, but still Grettir was the toughest of the twain, and at last Audun fell, having torn all weapons from Grettir.

Now they grapple hard with one another, and huge cracking was all around them. Withal a great din was heard coming through the earth underneath the farmstead, and Grettir heard some one ride up to the houses, get off his horse, and stride in with great strides; he sees a man come up, of goodly growth, in a red kirtle and with a helmet on his head. He took his way into the hall, for he had heard clamorous doings there as they were struggling together; he asked what was in the hall.

Grettir named himself, “But who asks thereof?” quoth he.

“Bardi am I hight,” said the new comer.

“Art thou Bardi, the son of Gudmund, from Asbiornsness?”

“That very man am I,” said Bardi; “but what art thou doing?”

Grettir said, “We, Audun and I, are playing here in sport.”

“I know not as to the sport thereof,” said Bardi, “nor are ye even men either; thou art full of unfairness and overbearing, and he is easy and good to deal with; so let him stand up forthwith.”

 

Grettir said, “Many a man stretches round the door to the lock; and meseems it lies more in thy way to avenge thy brother Hall[] than to meddle in the dealings betwixt me and Audun.”

“At all times I hear this,” said Bardi, “nor know I if that will be avenged, but none the less I will that thou let Audun be at peace, for he is a quiet man.”

Grettir did so at Bardi’s bidding, nathless, little did it please him. Bardi asked for what cause they strove.

Grettir sang — 

“Prithee, Audun, who can tell,
 But that now thy throat shall swell;
 That from rough hands thou shalt gain
 By our strife a certain pain.
 E’en such wrong as I have done,
 I of yore from Audun won,
 When the young, fell-creeping lad
 At his hands a choking had.”
 

Bardi said that certes it was a matter to be borne with, if he had had to avenge himself.

“Now I will settle matters between you,” quoth Bardi; “I will that ye part, leaving things as they are, that thereby there may be an end of all between you.”

This they let hold good, but Grettir took ill liking to Bardi and his brothers.

Now they all rode off, and when they were somewhat on their way, Grettir spake — 

“I have heard that thou hast will to go to Burgfirth this summer, and I now offer to go south with thee; and methinks that herein I do for thee more than thou art worthy of.”

Hereat was Bardi glad, and speedily said yea thereto, and bade him have thanks for this; and thereupon they parted. But a little after Bardi came back and said — 

“I will have it known that thou goest not unless my foster-father Thorarin will have it so, for he shall have all the rule of the faring.”

“Well mightest thou, methinks, have full freedom as to thine own redes,” said Grettir, “and my faring I will not have laid under the choice of other folk; and I shall mislike it if thou easiest me aside from thy fellowship.”

Now either went their way, and Bardi said he should let Grettir know for sure if Thorarin would that he should fare with him, but that otherwise he might sit quiet at home. Grettir rode home to Biarg, but Bardi to his own house.











  








CHAP. XXIX.
 

Of the Horse-fight at Longfit.

 

That summer was settled to be a great horse-fight at Longfit, below Reeks. Thither came many men. Atli of Biarg had a good horse, a black-maned roan of Keingala’s kin, and father and son had great love for that horse. The brothers, Kormak and Thorgils of Meal, had a brown horse, trusty in fight. These were to fight their horse against Atli of Biarg. And many other good horses were there.

Odd, the Foundling-skald, of Kormak’s kin, was to follow the horse of his kinsman through the day. Odd was then growing a big man, and bragged much of himself, and was untameable and reckless. Grettir asked of Atli his brother, who should follow his horse.

“I am not so clear about that,” said he.

“Wilt thou that I stand by it?” said Grettir.

“Be thou then very peaceable, kinsman,” said Atli, “for here have we to deal with overbearing men.”

“Well, let them pay for their own insolence,” said Grettir, “if they know not how to hold it back.”

Now are the horses led out, but all stood forth on the river-bank tied together. There was a deep hollow in the river down below the bank. The horses bit well at each other, and the greatest sport it was.

Odd drave on his horse with all his might, but Grettir held back, and seized the tail with one hand, and the staff wherewith he goaded the horse he held in the other. Odd stood far before his horse, nor was it so sure that he did not goad Atli’s horse from his hold. Grettir made as if he saw it not. Now the horses bore forth towards the river. Then Odd drave his staff at Grettir, and smote the shoulder-blade, for that Grettir turned the shoulder towards him: that was so mighty a stroke, that the flesh shrank from under it, but Grettir was little scratched.

Now in that nick of time the horses reared up high, and Grettir ran under his horse’s hocks, and thrust his staff so hard at the side of Odd that three ribs brake in him, but he was hurled out into deep water, together with his horse and all the horses that were tied together. Then men swam out to him and dragged him out of the river; then was a great hooting made thereat; Kormak’s folk ran to their weapons, as did the men of Biarg in another place. But when the Ramfirthers and the men of Waterness saw that, they went betwixt them, and they were parted and went home, but both sides had ill-will one with the other, though they sat peacefully at home for a while.

Atli was sparing of speech over this, but Grettir was right unsparing, and said that they would meet another time if his will came to pass.











  








CHAP. XXX.
 

Of Thorbiorn Oxmain and Thorbiorn Tardy, and of Grettir’s meeting with Kormak on Ramfirth-neck.

 

Thorbiorn was the name of a man who dwelt at Thorodstead in Ramfirth; he was the son of Arnor Hay-nose,[] the son of Thorod, who had settled Ramfirth on that side out as far as Bank was on the other.

Thorbiorn was the strongest of all men; he was called Oxmain. Thorod was the name of his brother, he was called Drapa-Stump; their mother was Gerd, daughter of Bodvar, from Bodvars-knolls. Thorbiorn was a great and hardy warrior, and had many men with him; he was noted as being worse at getting servants than other men, and barely gave he wages to any man, nor was he thought a good man to deal with. There was a kinsman of his hight Thorbiorn, and bynamed Tardy; he was a sailor, and the namesakes were partners. He was ever at Thorodstead, and was thought to better Thorbiorn but little. He was a fault-finding fellow, and went about jeering at most men.

There was a man hight Thorir, the son of Thorkel of Boardere. He farmed first at Meals in Ramfirth; his daughter was Helga, whom Sleita-Helgi had to wife, but after the man-slaying in Fairslope Thorir set up for himself his abode south in Hawkdale, and farmed at the Pass, and sold the land at Meals to Thorhall, son of Gamli the Vendlander.[] His son was Gamli, who had to wife Ranveig, daughter of Asmund the Greyhaired, and Grettir’s sister. They dwelt at that time at Meals, and had good hap. Thorir of the Pass had two sons, one hight Gunnar, the other Thorgeir; they were both hopeful men, and had then taken the farm after their father, yet were for ever with Thorbiorn Oxmain, and were growing exceeding unruly.

The summer after that just told, Kormak and Thorgils and Narfi their kinsman rode south to Northriverdale, on some errand of theirs. Odd the Foundling-skald fared also with them, and by then was gotten healed of the stiffness he gained at the horse-fight. But while they were south of the heath, Grettir fared from Biarg, and with him two house-carles of Atli’s. They rode over to Bowerfell, and thence over the mountain neck to Ramfirth, and came to Meals in the evening.

They were there three nights; Ranveig and Gamli welcomed Grettir well, and bade him abide with them, but he had will to ride home.

Then Grettir heard that Kormak and his fellows were come from the south, and had guested at Tongue through the night. Grettir got ready early to leave Meals; Gamli offered him men to go with him. Now Grim was the name of Gamli’s brother; he was of all men the swiftest; he rode with Grettir with another man; they were five in all. Thus they rode on till they came to Ramfirth-neck, west of Bowerfell. There stands a huge stone that is called Grettir’s heave; for he tried long that day to lift that stone, and thus they delayed till Kormak and his fellows were come. Grettir rode to meet them, and both sides jumped off their horses. Grettir said it was more like free men now to deal blows of the biggest, than to fight with staves like wandering churles. Then Kormak bade them take the challenge in manly wise, and do their best. Thereafter they ran at one another and fought. Grettir went before his men, and bade them take heed, that none came at his back. Thus they fought a while, and men were wounded on both sides.

Now Thorbiorn Oxmain had ridden that day over the neck to Bowerfell, and when he rode back he saw their meeting. There were with him then Thorbiorn the Tardy, and Gunnar and Thorgeir, Thorir’s sons, and Thorod Drapa-Stump. Now when they came thereto, Thorbiorn called on his men to go between them. But the others were by then so eager that they could do nought. Grettir broke forth fiercely, and before him were the sons of Thorir, and they both fell as he thrust them from him; they waxed exceeding furious thereat, insomuch that Gunnar dealt a death-blow at a house-carle of Atli; and when Thorbiorn saw that, he bade them part, saying withal that he would aid which side soever should pay heed to his words. By then were fallen two house-carles of Kormak, but Grettir saw, that it would hardly do if Thorbiorn should bring aid to them against him, wherefore now he gave up the battle, and all were wounded who had been at that meeting. But much it misliked Grettir that they had been parted.

Thereafter either side rode home, nor did they settle peace after these slayings. Thorbiorn the Tardy made much mocking at all this, therefore things began to worsen betwixt the men of Biarg and Thorbiorn Oxmain, so that therefrom fell much ill-will as came to be known after. No boot was bidden to Atli for his house-carle, but he made as if he knew it not. Grettir sat at home at Biarg until Twainmonth.[] Nor is it said in story that he and Kormak met ever again after these things betid.











  








CHAP. XXXI.
 

How Grettir met Bardi, the Son of Gudmund, as he came back from the Heath-slayings.

 

Bardi, the son of Gudmund, and his brothers, rode home to Asbiornsness after their parting with Grettir.

They were the sons of Gudmund, the son of Solmund. The mother of Solmund was Thorlaug, the daughter of Saemund, the South-Island man, the foster-brother of Ingimund the Old, and Bardi was a very noble man.

Now soon he rode to find Thorarin the Wise, his foster-father. He welcomed Bardi well, and asked what gain he had got of followers and aid, for they had before taken counsel over Bardi’s journey. Bardi answered that he had got the aid of that man to his fellow, whose aid he deemed better than that of any other twain. Thorarin got silent thereat, and then said,

“That man will be Grettir Asmundson.”

“Sooth is the sage’s guess,” said Bardi; “that is the very man, foster-father.”

 

Thorarin answered, “True it is, that Grettir is much before any other man of those who are to choose in our land, and late will he be won with weapons, if he be hale, yet it misdoubts me how far he will bring thee luck; but of thy following all must not be luckless, and enough ye will do, though he fare not with thee: nowise shall he go if I may have my will.”

“This I could not have deemed, foster-father,” said he, “that thou wouldst grudge me the aid of the bravest of men, if my need should be hard. A man cannot foresee all things when he is driven on as methinks I am.”

“Thou wilt do well,” said Thorarin; “though thou abidest by my foresight.”

Now thus must things be, even as Thorarin would, that no word more was sent to Grettir, but Bardi fared south to Burgfirth, and then befell the Heath-slayings.

Grettir was at Biarg when he heard that Bardi had ridden south; he started up in anger for that no word had been sent to him, and said that not thus should they part. He had news of them when they were looked for coming from the south, and thereat he rode down to Thorey’s-peak, for the waylaying of Bardi’s folk as they came back from the south: he fared from the homestead up on to the hill-side, and abode there. That same day rode Bardi and his men north over Twodaysway, from the Heath-slayings; they were six in all, and every man sore wounded; and when they came forth by the homestead, then said Bardi — 

“A man there is up on the hill-side; a big man, armed. What man do ye take him to be?”

They said that they wotted not who he was.

Bardi said, “Methinks there,” quoth he, “is Grettir Asmundson; and if so it is, there will he meet us. I deem that it has misliked him that he fared not with us, but methinks we are not in good case, if he be bent on doing us harm. I now shall send after men to Thorey’s-peak, and stake nought on the chance of his ill-will.”

They said this was a good rede, and so was it done.

Thereafter Bardi and his folk rode on their way. Grettir saw where they fared, and went in the way before them, and when they met, either greeted other.

Grettir asked for tidings, but Bardi told them fearlessly, even as they were. Grettir asked what men were in that journey with him. Bardi said that there were his brothers, and Eyulf his brother-in-law.

“Thou hast now cleared thyself from all blame,” said Grettir; “but now is it best that we try between us who is of most might here.”

Said Bardi, “Too nigh to my garth have deeds of hard need been, than that I should fight with thee without a cause, and well methinks have I thrust these from me.”

“Thou growest soft, methinks, Bardi,” said Grettir, “since thou durst not fight with me.”

“Call that what thou wilt,” said Bardi; “but in some other stead would I that thou wreak thine high-handedness than here on me; and that is like enough, for now does thy rashness pass all bounds.”

Grettir thought ill of his spaedom, and now doubted within himself whether he should set on one or other of them; but it seemed rash to him, as they were six and he one: and in that nick of time came up the men from Thorey’s-peak to the aid of Bardi and his folk; then Grettir drew off from them, and turned aside to his horse. But Bardi and his fellows went on their way, nor were there farewells between them at parting.

No further dealings between Bardi and Grettir are told of after these things betid.

 

Now so has Grettir said that he deemed himself well matched to fight with most men, though they were three together, but he would have no mind to flee before four, without trying it; but against more would he fight only if he must needs defend his hand, as is said in this stave — 

“My life trust I ‘gainst three
 Skilled in Mist’s mystery;
 Whatso in Hilda’s weather
 Shall bring the swords together;
 If over four they are
 My wayfaring that bar
 No gale of swords will I
 Wake with them willingly.”
 

After his parting with Bardi, Grettir fared to Biarg, and very ill he it thought that he might nowhere try his strength, and searched all about if anywhere might be somewhat wherewith he might contend.











  








CHAP. XXXII.
 

Of the Haunting at Thorhall-stead; and how Thorhall took a Shepherd by the rede of Skapti the Lawman, and of what befell thereafter.

 

There was a man hight Thorhall, who dwelt at Thorhall-stead, in Shady-vale, which runs up from Waterdale. Thorhall was the son of Grim, son of Thorhall, the son of Fridmund, who settled Shady-vale. Thorhall had a wife hight Gudrun. Grim was their son, and Thurid their daughter; they were well-nigh grown up.

 

Thorhall was a rich man, but mostly in cattle, so that no man had so much of live-stock as he. He was no chief, but an honest bonder he was. Much was that place haunted, and hardly could he get a shepherd that he deemed should serve his turn. He sought counsel of many men as to what he might do therewith, but none gave him a rede that might serve him. Thorhall rode each summer to the Thing, and good horses he had. But one summer at the Althing, Thorhall went to the booth of Skapti Thorodson the Lawman. Skapti was the wisest of men, and wholesome were his redes when folk prayed him for them. But he and his father differed thus much, that Thorod was foretelling, and yet was called under-handed of some folk; but Skapti showed forth to every man what he deemed would avail most, if it were not departed from, therefore was he called “Father-betterer.”

Now Thorhall went into Skapti’s booth, and Skapti greeted him well, for he knew that he was a man rich in cattle, and he asked him what were the tidings.

Thorhall answered, “A wholesome counsel would I have from thee.”

“Little am I meet for that,” said Skapti; “but what dost thou stand in need of?”

Thorhall said, “So is the matter grown to be, that but a little while do my shepherds avail me; for ever will they get badly hurt; but others will not serve to the end, and now no one will take the job when he knows what bides in the way.”

Skapti answered, “Some evil things shall be there then, since men are more unwilling to watch thy sheep than those of other men. Now, therefore, as thou hast sought rede of me, I shall get thee a shepherd who is hight Glam, a Swede, from Sylgsdale, who came out last summer, a big man and a strong, though he is not much to the mind of most folk.”

Thorhall said he heeded that little if he watched the sheep well.

Skapti said that little would be the look out for others, if he could not watch them, despite his strength and daring.

Then Thorhall went out from him, and this was towards the breaking up of the Thing. Thorhall missed two dun horses, and fared himself to seek for them; wherefore folk deem that he was no great man. He went up to Sledgehill, and south along the fell which is called Armansfell; then he saw how a man fared down from Godi’s-wood, and bore faggots on a horse. Soon they met together, and Thorhall asked him of his name. He said that he was called Glam. This man was great of growth, uncouth to look on; his eyes were grey and glaring, and his hair was wolf-grey.

Thorhall stared at him somewhat when he saw this man, till he saw that this was he to whom he had been sent.

“What work hast thou best will to do?” said Thorhall.

Glam said, “That he was of good mind to watch sheep in winter.”

“Wilt thou watch my sheep?” said Thorhall. “Skapti has given thee to my will.”

“So only shall my service avail thee, if I go of my own will, for I am evil of mood if matters mislike me,” quoth Glam.

“I fear no hurt thereof,” said Thorhall, “and I will that thou fare to my house.”

“That may I do,” said Glam, “perchance there are some troubles there?”

“Folk deem the place haunted,” said Thorhall.

 

“Such bugs will not scare me,” quoth Glam; “life seems to me less irksome thereby.”

“It must needs seem so,” said Thorhall, “and truly it is better that a mannikin be not there.”

Thereafter they struck bargain together, and Glam is to come at winter nights: then they parted, and Thorhall found his horses even where he had just been searching. Thorhall rode home, and thanked Skapti for his good deed.

Summer slipped away, and Thorhall heard nought of his shepherd, nor did any man know aught about him; but at the appointed time he came to Thorhall-stead. The bonder greeted him well, but none of the other folk could abide him, and the good wife least of all.

Now he took to the sheep-watching, and little trouble it seemed to give him; he was big-voiced and husky, and all the beasts would run together when he whooped. There was a church at Thorhall-stead, but nowise would Glam come therein; he was a loather of church-song, and godless, foul-tempered, and surly, and no man might abide him.

Now passed the time till it came to Yule-eve; then Glam got up and straightway called for his meat. The good wife said — 

“No Christian man is wont to eat meat this day, be-. cause that on the morrow is the first day of Yule,” says she, “wherefore must men first fast to-day.”

He answers, “Many follies have ye, whereof I see no good come, nor know I that men fare better now than when they paid no heed to such things; and methinks the ways of men were better when they were called heathens; and now will I have my meat, and none of this fooling.”

Then said the housewife, “I know for sure that thou shall fare ill to-day, if thou takest up this evil turn.”

 

Glam bade her bring food straightway, and said that she should fare the worse else. She durst do but as he would, and so when he was full, he went out, growling and grumbling.

Now the weather was such, that mirk was over all, and the snow-flakes drave down, and great din there was, and still all grew much the worse, as the day slipped away.

Men heard the shepherd through the early morning, but less of him as the day wore; then it took to snowing, and by evening there was a great storm; then men went to church, and thus time drew on to nightfall; and Glam came not home; then folk held talk, as to whether search should not be made for him, but, because of the snow-storm and pitch darkness, that came to nought.

Now he came not home on the night of Yule-eve; and thus men abide till after the time of worship; but further on in the day men fared out to the search, and found the sheep scattered wide about in fens, beaten down by the storm, or strayed up into the mountains. Thereafter they came on a great beaten place high up in the valley, and they thought it was as if strong wrestling had gone on there; for that all about the stones had been uptorn and the earth withal; now they looked closely and saw where Glam lay a little way therefrom; he was dead, and as blue as hell, and as great as a neat.

Huge loathing took them, at the sight of him, and they shuddered in their souls at him, yet they strove to bring him to church, but could get him only as far as a certain gil-edge a little way below.

Then they fared home to the farm, and told the bonder what had happed. He asked what was like to have been Glam’s bane. They said they had tracked steps as great as if a cask-bottom had been stamped down, from there where the beaten place was, up to beneath sheer rocks which were high up the valley, and there along went great stains of blood. Now men drew from this, that the evil wight which had been there before had killed Glam, but had got such wounds as had been full enough for him, for of him none has since been ware.

The second day of Yule men went afresh to try to bring Glam to church; drag horses were put to him, but could move him nowhere where they had to go on even ground and not down hill; then folk had to go away therefrom leaving things done so far.

The third day the priest fared with them, and they sought all day, but found not Glam. The priest would go no more on such search, but the herdsman was found whenso the priest was not in their company. Then they let alone striving to bring him to church, and buried him there whereto he had been brought.

A little time after men were ware that Glam lay not quiet. Folk got great hurt therefrom, so that many fell into swoons when they saw him, but others lost their wits thereby. But just after Yule men thought they saw him home at the farm. Folk became exceeding afeard thereat, and many fled there and then. Next Glam took to riding the house-roofs at night, so that he went nigh to breaking them in. Now he walked well-nigh night and day. Hardly durst men fare up into the dale, though they had errands enough there. And much scathe the men of the country-side deemed all this.

 











  








CHAP. XXXIII.
 

Of the doings of Glam at Thorhall-stead.

 

In the spring Thorhall got serving-men, and set up house at his farm; then the hauntings began to go off while the sun was at its height; and so things went on to midsummer. That summer a ship came out to Hunawater, wherein was a man named Thorgaut. He was an outlander of kin, big and stout, and two men’s strength he had. He was unhired and single, and would fain do some work, for he was moneyless. Now Thorhall rode to the ship, and asked Thorgaut if he would work for him. Thorgaut said that might be, and moreover that he was not nice about work.

“Be sure in thy mind,” said Thorhall, “that mannikins are of small avail there because of the hauntings that have been going on there for one while now; for I will not draw thee on by wiles.”

Thorgaut answers, “I deem not myself given up, though I should see some wraithlings; matters will not be light when I am scared, nor will I give up my service for that.”

Now they come speedily to a bargain, and Thorgaut is to watch the sheep when winter comes. So the summer wore on, and Thorgaut betook himself to the shepherding at winter nights, and all liked him well. But ever came Glam home and rode the house-roofs; this Thorgaut deemed sport enough, and quoth he — 

“The thrall must come nigher to scare me.”

Thorhall bade him keep silence over that. “Better will it be that ye have no trial together.”

Thorgaut said, “Surely all might is shaken out of you, nor shall I drop down betwixt morn and eve at such talk.”

Now so things go through the winter till Yule-tide. On Yule eve the shepherd would fare out to his sheep. Then said the good wife — 

“Need is it that things go not the old way.”

He answered, “Have no fear thereof, goodwife; something worth telling of will betide if I come not back.”

And thereafter he went to his sheep; and the weather was somewhat cold, and there was much snow. Thorgaut was wont to come home when twilight had set in, and now he came not at that time. Folk went to church as they were wont. Men now thought things looked not unlike what they did before; the bonder would have search made for the shepherd, but the church-goers begged off, and said that they would not give themselves into the hands of trolls by night; so the bonder durst not go, and the search came to nought.

Yule-day, when men were full, they fared out and searched for the shepherd; they first went to Glam’s cairn, because men thought that from his deeds came the loss of the herdsman. But when they came nigh to the cairn, there they saw great tidings, for there they found the shepherd, and his neck was broken, and every bone in him smashed. Then they brought him to church, and no harm came to men from Thorgaut afterwards.

But Glam began afresh to wax mighty; and such deeds he wrought, that all men fled away from Thorhall-stead, except the good man and his goodwife. Now the same neatherd had long been there, and Thorhall would not let him go, because of his good will and safe ward; he was  well on in years, and was very loth to fare away, for he saw that all things the bonder had went to nought from not being watched.

Now after midwinter one morning the housewife fared to the byre to milk the cows after the wonted time; by then was it broad daylight, for none other than the neatherd would trust themselves out before day; but he went out at dawn. She heard great cracking in the byre, with bellowing and roaring; she ran back crying out, and said she knew not what uncouth things were going on in the byre.

The bonder went out and came to the cows, which were goring one another; so he thought it not good to go in there, but went in to the hay-barn. There he saw where lay the neatherd, and had his head in one boose[] and his feet in the other; and he lay cast on his back. The bonder went up to him, and felt him all over with his hand, and finds soon that he was dead, and the spine of him broken asunder; it had been broken over the raised stone-edge of a boose.

Now the goodman thought there was no abiding there longer; so he fled away from the farm with all that he might take away; but all such live stock as was left behind Glam killed, and then he fared all over the valley and destroyed farms up from Tongue. But Thorhall was with his friends the rest of the winter.

No man might fare up the dale with horse or hound, because straightway it was slain. But when spring came, and the sun-light was the greatest, somewhat the hauntings abated; and now would Thorhall go back to his own land; he had no easy task in getting servants, nathless he set up house again at Thorhall-stead; but all went the same way as before; for when autumn came, the hauntings began to wax again; the bonder’s daughter was most set on, and fared so that she died thereof. Many redes were sought, but nought could be done; men thought it like that all Waterdale would be laid waste if nought were found to better this.











  








CHAP. XXXIV.
 

Grettir hears of the Hauntings.

 

Now we take up the story where Grettir Asmundson sat at Biarg through the autumn after they parted, he and Slaying-Bardi at Thoreys-peak; and when the time of winter-nights had well-nigh come, Grettir rode from home north over the neck to Willowdale, and guested at Audunstead; he and Audun made a full peace, and Grettir gave Audun a good axe, and they talked of friendship between them. Audun dwelt long at Audunstead, and was a man of many and hopeful kin; his son was Egil, who married Ulfheid, daughter of Eyulf Gudmundson, and their son was Eyulf, who was slain at the Althing, he was the father of Orm, who was the chaplain of Bishop Thorlak.

Grettir rode north to Waterdale, and came to see his kin at Tongue. In those days dwelt there Jokull, the son of Bard, the mother’s brother of Grettir: Jokull was a big man and a strong, and the most violent of men; he was a seafaring man, very wild, and yet a man of great account.

He greeted Grettir well, and he was there three nights. There were so many words about Glam’s hauntings, that nought was so much spoken of as of that. Grettir asked closely about all things that had happed. Jokull said that thereof was told no more than the very truth; “And, perchance, thou art wishful to go there, kinsman?”

Grettir said that so it was.

Jokull bade him do it not, “Because it is a great risk for thy good luck, and thy kinsmen have much to hazard where thou art,” said he, “for of young men we think there is none such as thou; but from ill cometh ill whereas Glam is; and far better it is to deal with men than with such evil wights.”

Grettir said, “That he had a mind to go to Thorhall-stead and see how things went there.”

Said Jokull, “Now I see it is of no avail to let thee; but so it is, as men say, Good luck and goodliness are twain.”

“Woe is before one’s own door when it is inside one’s neighbour’s; think how it may fare with thyself ere things are ended,” said Grettir.

Jokull answered, “Maybe we may both see somewhat of things to come, but neither may help aught herein.”

They parted thereafter, and neither thought well of the other’s foretelling.











  








CHAP. XXXV.
 

Grettir goes to Thorhall-stead, and has to do with Glam.

 

Grettir rode to Thorhall-stead, and the bonder gave him good welcome; he asked whither Grettir was minded to fare, but Grettir said he would be there that night if the bonder would have it so.

Thorhall said that he thanked him therefor, “But few have thought it a treat to guest here for any time; thou must needs have heard what is going on here, and I fain would that thou shouldest have no trouble from me: but though thou shouldest come off whole thyself, that know I for sure, that thou wilt lose thy horse, for none keeps his horse whole who comes here.”

Grettir said that horses were to be had in plenty whatsoever might hap to this. Then Thorhall was glad that Grettir was to be there, and gave him a hearty welcome.

Now Grettir’s horse was locked up in a strong house, and they went to sleep; and so the night slipped by, and Glam came not home.

Then said Thorhall, “Things have gone well at thy coming, for every night is Glam wont to ride the house-roofs, or break open doors, as thou mayest well see.”

Grettir said, “Then shall one of two things be, either he shall not hold himself back for long, or the hauntings will abate for more than one night; I will bide here another night and see how things fare.”

Thereafter they went to Grettir’s horse, and nought had been tried against it; then all seemed to the bonder to go one way.

Now is Grettir there another night, and neither came the thrall home; that the farmer deemed very hopeful; withal he fared to see after Grettir’s horse. When the farmer came there, he found the house broken into, but the horse was dragged out to the door, and every bone in him broken to pieces. Thorhall told Grettir what had happed there, and bade him save himself, “For sure is thy death if thou abidest Glam.”

Grettir answered, “I must not have less for my horse than a sight of the thrall.”

The bonder said it was no boon to see him, for he was unlike any shape of man; “but good methinks is every hour that thou art here.”

 

Now the day goes by, and when men should go to sleep Grettir would not put off his clothes, but lay down on the seat over against the bonder’s lock-bed. He had a drugget cloak over him, and wrapped one skirt of it under his feet, and twined the other under his head, and looked out through the head-opening; a seat-beam was before the seat, a very strong one, and against this he set his feet. The door-fittings were all broken from the outer door, but a wrecked door was now bound thereby, and all was fitted up in the wretchedest wise. The panelling which had been before the seat athwart the hall, was all broken away both above and below the cross-beam; all beds had been torn out of place, and an uncouth place it was.

Light burned in the hall through the night; and when the third part of the night was passed, Grettir heard huge din without, and then one went up upon the houses and rode the hall, and drave his heels against the thatch so that every rafter cracked again.

That went on long, and then he came down from the house and went to the door; and as the door opened, Grettir saw that the thrall stretched in his head, which seemed to him monstrously big, and wondrous thick cut.

Glam fared slowly when he came into the door and stretched himself high up under the roof, and turned looking along the hall, and laid his arms on the tie-beam, and glared inwards over the place. The farmer would not let himself be heard, for he deemed he had had enough in hearing himself what had gone on outside. Grettir lay quiet, and moved no whit; then Glam saw that some bundle lay on the seat, and therewith he stalked up the hall and griped at the wrapper wondrous hard; but Grettir set his foot against the beam, and moved in no wise; Glam pulled again much harder, but still the wrapper moved not at all; the third time he pulled with both hands so hard, that he drew Grettir upright from the seat; and now they tore the wrapper asunder between them.

Glam gazed at the rag he held in his hand, and wondered much who might pull so hard against him; and therewithal Grettir ran under his hands and gripped him round the middle, and bent back his spine as hard as he might, and his mind it was that Glam should shrink thereat; but the thrall lay so hard on Grettir’s arms, that he shrank all aback because of Glam’s strength.

Then Grettir bore back before him into sundry seats; but the seat-beams were driven out of place, and all was broken that was before them. Glam was fain to get out, but Grettir set his feet against all things that he might; nathless Glam got him dragged from out the hall; there had they a wondrous hard wrestling, because the thrall had a mind to bring him out of the house; but Grettir saw that ill as it was to deal with Glam within doors, yet worse would it be without; therefore he struggled with all his might and main against going out-a-doors.

Now Glam gathered up his strength and knit Grettir towards him when they came to the outer door; but when Grettir saw that he might not set his feet against that, all of a sudden in one rush he drave his hardest against the thrall’s breast, and spurned both feet against the half-sunken stone that stood in the threshold of the door; for this the thrall was not ready, for he had been tugging to draw Grettir to him, therefore he reeled aback and spun out against the door, so that his shoulders caught the upper door-case, and the roof burst asunder, both rafters and frozen thatch, and therewith he fell open-armed aback out of the house, and Grettir over him.

Bright moonlight was there without, and the drift was broken, now drawn over the moon, now driven from off her; and, even as Glam fell, a cloud was driven from the moon, and Glam glared up against her. And Grettir himself says that by that sight only was he dismayed amidst all that he ever saw.

Then his soul sank within him so, from all these things both from weariness, and because he had seen Glam turn his eyes so horribly, that he might not draw the short-sword, and lay well-nigh ‘twixt home and hell.

But herein was there more fiendish craft in Glam than in most other ghosts, that he spake now in this wise — 

“Exceeding eagerly hast thou wrought to meet me, Grettir, but no wonder will it be deemed, though thou gettest no good hap of me; and this must I tell thee, that thou now hast got half the strength and manhood, which was thy lot if thou hadst not met me: now I may not take from thee the strength which thou hast got before this; but that may I rule, that thou shalt never be mightier than now thou art; and nathless art thou mighty enow, and that shall many an one learn. Hitherto hast thou earned fame by thy deeds, but henceforth will wrongs and man-slayings fall on thee, and the most part of thy doings will turn to thy woe and ill-hap; an outlaw shalt thou be made, and ever shall it be thy lot to dwell alone abroad; therefore this weird I lay on thee, ever in those days to see these eyes with thine eyes, and thou wilt find it hard to be alone — and that shall drag thee unto death.”

Now when the thrall had thus said, the astonishment fell from Grettir that had lain on him, and therewith he drew the short-sword and hewed the head from Glam, and laid it at his thigh.

Then came the farmer out; he had clad himself while Glam had his spell going, but he durst come nowhere nigh till Glam had fallen.

 

Thorhall praised God therefor, and thanked Grettir well for that he had won this unclean spirit. Then they set to work and burned Glam to cold coals, thereafter they gathered his ashes into the skin of a beast, and dug it down whereas sheep-pastures were fewest, or the ways of men. They walked home thereafter, and by then it had got far on towards day; Grettir laid him down, for he was very stiff: but Thorhall sent to the nearest farm for men, and both showed them and told them how all things had fared.

All men who heard thereof deemed this a deed of great worth, and in those days it was said by all that none in all the land was like to Grettir Asmundson for great heart and prowess.

Thorhall saw off Grettir handsomely, and gave him a good horse and seemly clothes, for those were all torn to pieces that he had worn before; so they parted in friendly wise. Grettir rode thence to the Ridge in Waterdale, and Thorvald received him well, and asked closely about the struggle with Glam. Grettir told him all, and said thereto that he had never had such a trial of strength, so long was their struggle.

Thorvald bade him keep quiet, “Then all will go well with thee, else wilt thou be a man of many troubles.”

Grettir said that his temper had been nowise bettered by this, that he was worse to quiet than before, and that he deemed all trouble worse than it was; but that herein he found the greatest change, in that he was become so fearsome a man in the dark, that he durst go nowhither alone after nightfall, for then he seemed to see all kinds of horrors.

And that has fallen since into a proverb, that Glam lends eyes, or gives Glamsight to those who see things nowise as they are.

 

But Grettir rode home to Biarg when he had done his errands, and sat at home through the winter.











  








CHAP. XXXVI.
 

Of Thorbiorn Oxmain’s autumn-feast, and the mocks of Thorbiorn Tardy.

 

Thorbiorn Oxmain held a great autumn feast, and many men came thither to him, and that was while Grettir fared north to Waterdale in the autumn; Thorbiorn the Tardy was there at the feast, and many things were spoken of there. There the Ramfirthers asked of those dealings of Grettir on the neck the summer before.

Thorbiorn Oxmain told the story right fairly as towards Grettir, and said that Kormak would have got the worst of it, if none had come there to part them.

Then spake Thorbiorn the Tardy, “Both these things are true,” said he: “I saw Grettir win no great honour, and I deem withal that fear shot through his heart when we came thereto, and right blithe was he to part, nor did I see him seek for vengeance when Atli’s house-carle was slain; therefore do I deem that there is no heart in him if he is not holpen enow.”

And thereat Thorbiorn went on gabbling at his most; but many put in a word, and said that this was worthless fooling, and that Grettir would not leave things thus, if he heard that talk.

Nought else befell worth telling of at the feast, and men went home; but much ill-will there was betwixt them that winter, though neither set on other; nor were there other tidings through the winter.

 











  








CHAP. XXXVII.
 

Olaf the Saint, King in Norway; the slaying of Thorbiorn Tardy; Grettir goes to Norway.

 

Early the spring after came out a ship from Norway; and that was before the Thing; these folk knew many things to tell, and first that there was change of rulers in Norway, for Olaf Haraldson was come to be king, and Earl Svein had fled the country in the spring after the fight at Ness. Many noteworthy matters were told of King Olaf, and this withal, that he received such men in the best of ways who were of prowess in any deeds, and that he made such his men.

Thereat were many young men glad, and listed to go abroad, and when Grettir heard the tidings he became much minded to sail out; for he, like others, hoped for honour at the king’s hands.

A ship lay in Goose-ere in Eyjafirth, therein Grettir got him a berth and made ready for the voyage, nor had he yet much of faring-goods.

Now Asmund was growing very feeble with eld, and was well-nigh bedridden; he and Asdis had a young son who was called Illugi, and was the hopefullest of men; and, by this time, Atli tended all farming and money-keeping, and this was deemed to better matters, because he was a peaceable and foreseeing man.

Now Grettir went shipward, but in that same ship had Thorbiorn the Tardy taken passage, before folk knew that Grettir would sail therein. Now men would hinder Thorbiorn from sailing in the same ship with Grettir, but Thorbiorn said that he would go for all that. He gat him ready for the voyage out, and was somewhat late thereat, nor did he come to the north to Goose-ere before the ship was ready for sea; and before Thorbiorn fared from the west, Asmund the Greyhaired fell sick and was bedridden.

Now Thorbiorn the Tardy came late one day down to the sand; men were getting ready to go to table, and were washing their hands outside the booths; but when Thorbiorn rode up the lane betwixt the booths, he was greeted, and asked for tidings. He made as if there was nought to tell, “Save that I deem that Asmund, the champion of Biarg, is now dead.”

Many men said that there where he went, departed a worthy goodman from the world.

“But what brought it about?” said they.

He answered, “Little went to the death of that champion, for in the chamber smoke was he smothered like a dog; nor is there loss therein, for he was grown a dotard.”

“Thou speakest marvellously of such a man,” said they, “nor would Grettir like thy words well, if he heard them.”

“That must I bear,” said Thorbiorn, “and higher must Grettir bear the sword than he did last summer at Ramfirth-neck, if I am to tremble at him.”

Now Grettir heard full well what Thorbiorn said, and paid no heed thereto while he let his tale run on; but when he had made an end, then spake Grettir — 

“That fate I foretell for thee, Tardy,” said he, “that thou wilt not die in chamber smoke, yet may be withal thou wilt not die of eld; but it is strangely done to speak scorn of sackless men.”

Thorbiorn said, “I have no will to hold in about these things, and methinks thou didst not bear thyself so briskly when we got thee off that time when the men of Meals beat thee like a neat’s head.”

Then sang Grettir — 

“Day by day full over long,
 Arrow-dealer, grows thy tongue;
 Such a man there is, that thou
 Mayst be paid for all words now;
 Many a man, who has been fain,
 Wound-worm’s tower with hands to gain,
 With less deeds his death has bought,
 Than thou, Tardy-one, hast wrought.”
 

Said Thorbiorn, “About as feign do I deem myself as before, despite thy squealing.”

Grettir answered, “Heretofore my spaedom has not been long-lived, and so shall things go still; now beware if thou wilt, hereafter will no out-look be left.”

Therewith Grettir hewed at Thorbiorn, but he swung up his hand, with the mind to ward the stroke from him, but that stroke came on his arm about the wrist, and withal the short-sword drave into his neck so that the head was smitten off.

Then said the chapmen that he was a man of mighty strokes, and that such should king’s men be; and no scathe they deemed it though Thorbiorn were slain, in that he had been both quarrelsome and spiteful.

A little after they sailed into the sea, and came in late summer to Norway, south at Hordaland, and then they heard that King Olaf was north at Drontheim; then Grettir took ship in a trading keel to go north therefrom, because he would fain see the king.

 











  








CHAP. XXXVIII.
 

Of Thorir of Garth and his sons; and how Grettir fetched fire for his shipmates.

 

There was a man named Thorir, who lived at Garth, in Maindale, he was the son of Skeggi, the son of Botulf. Skeggi had settled Well-wharf up to Well-ness; he had to wife Helga, daughter of Thorkel, of Fishbrook; Thorir, his son, was a great chief, and a seafaring man. He had two sons, one called Thorgeir and one Skeggi, they were both hopeful men, and fully grown in those days. Thorir had been in Norway that summer, when King Olaf came east from England, and got into great friendship with the king, and with Bishop Sigurd as well; and this is a token thereof, that Thorir had had a large ship built in the wood, and prayed Bishop Sigurd to hallow it, and so he did. Thereafter Thorir fared out to Iceland and caused the ship to be broken up, when he grew weary of sailing, but the beaks of the ship, he had set up over his outer door, and they were there long afterwards, and were so full of weather wisdom, that the one whistled before a south wind, and the other before a north wind.

But when Thorir knew that King Olaf had got the sole rule over all Norway, he deemed that he had some friendship there to fall back on; then he sent his sons to Norway to meet the king, and was minded that they should become his men. They came there south, late in autumn, and got to themselves a row-barge, and fared north along the land, with the mind to go and meet the king.

They came to a haven south of Stead, and lay there some nights, and kept themselves in good case as to meat and drink, and were not much abroad when the weather was foul.

Now it is to be told that Grettir and his fellows fared north along the land, and often had hard weather, because it was then the beginning of winter; and when they bore down north on Stead, they had much foul weather, with snow and frost, and with exceeding trouble they make land one evening all much worn with wet; so they lay to by a certain dyke, and could thus save their money and goods; the chapmen were hard put to it for the cold, because they could not light any fire, though thereon they deemed well-nigh their life and health lay.

Thus they lay that evening in evil plight; but as the night wore on they saw that a great fire sprang up in the midst of the sound over against there whereas they had come. But when Grettir’s shipmates saw the fire, they said one to the other that he would be a happy man who might get it, and they doubted whether they should unmoor the ship, but to all of them there seemed danger in that. Then they had a long talk over it, whether any man was of might enow to fetch that fire.

Grettir gave little heed thereto, but said, that such men had been as would not have feared the task. The chapmen said that they were not bettered by what had been, if now there was nought to take to.

“Perchance thou deemest thyself man enough thereto, Grettir,” said they, “since thou art called the man of most prowess among the men of Iceland, and thou wottest well enough what our need is.”

Grettir answered, “It seems to me no great deed to fetch the fire, but I wot not if ye will reward it according to the prayer of him who does it.”

 

They said, “Why deemest thou us such shameful men as that we should reward that deed but with good?”

Quoth he, “I may try this if so be that ye think much lies on it, but my mind bids me hope to get nought of good thereby.”

They said that that should never be, and bade all hail to his words; and thereafter Grettir made ready for swimming, and cast his clothes from off him; of clothes he had on but a cape and sail-cloth breeches; he girt up the cape and tied a bast-rope strongly round his middle, and had with him a cask; then he leaped overboard; he stretched across the sound, and got aland.

There he saw a house stand, and heard therefrom the talk of men, and much clatter, and therewith he turned toward that house.

Now is it to be said of those that were there before, that here were come the sons of Thorir, as is aforesaid; they had lain there many nights, and bided there the falling of the gale, that they might have wind at will to go north, beyond Stead. They had set them down a-drinking, and were twelve men in all; their ship rode in the main haven, and they were at a house of refuge for such men to guest in, as went along the coast.

Much straw had been borne into the house, and there was a great fire on the floor; Grettir burst into the house, and wotted not who was there before; his cape was all over ice when he came aland, and he himself was wondrous great to behold, even as a troll; now those first comers were exceeding amazed at him, and deemed he must be some evil wight; they smote at him with all things they might lay hold of, and mighty din went on around them; but Grettir put off all blows strongly with his arms, then some smote him with fire-brands, and the fire burst off over all the house, and therewith he got off with the fire and fared back again to his fellows.

They mightily praised his journey and the prowess of it, and said that his like would never be. And now the night wore, and they deemed themselves happy in that they had got the fire.

The next morning the weather was fair; the chapmen woke early and got them ready to depart, and they talked together that now they should meet those who had had the rule of that fire, and wot who they were.

Now they unmoored their ship, and crossed over the sound; there they found no hall, but saw a great heap of ashes, and found therein many bones of men; then they deemed that this house of refuge had been utterly burned up, with all those men who had been therein.

Thereat they asked if Grettir had brought about that ill-hap, and said that it was the greatest misdeed.

Grettir said, that now had come to pass even as he had misdoubted, that they should reward him ill for the fetching of the fire, and that it was ill to help unmanly men.

Grettir got such hurt of this, that the chapmen said, wheresoever they came, that Grettir had burned those men. The news soon got abroad that in that house were lost the aforenamed sons of Thorir of Garth, and their fellows; then they drave Grettir from their ship and would not have him with them; and now he became so ill looked on that scarce any one would do good to him.

Now he deemed that matters were utterly hopeless, but before all things would go to meet the king, and so made north to Drontheim. The king was there before him, and knew all or ever Grettir came there, who had been much slandered to the king. And Grettir was some days in the town before he could get to meet the king.

 











  








CHAP. XXXIX.
 

How Grettir would fain bear Iron before the King.

 

Now on a day when the king sat in council, Grettir went before the king and greeted him well. The king looked at him and said, “Art thou Grettir the Strong?”

He answered, “So have I been called, and for that cause am I come to thee, that I hope from thee deliverance from the evil tale that is laid on me, though I deem that I nowise wrought that deed.”

King Olaf said, “Thou art great enough, but I know not what luck thou mayest bear about to cast off this matter from thee; but it is like, indeed, that thou didst not willingly burn the men.”

Grettir said he was fain to put from him this slander, if the king thought he might do so; the king bade him tell truthfully, how it had gone betwixt him and those men: Grettir told him all, even as has been said before, and this withal, that they were all alive when he came out with the fire — 

“And now I will offer to free myself in such wise as ye may deem will stand good in law therefor.”

Olaf the king said, “We will grant thee to bear iron for this matter if thy luck will have it so.”

Grettir liked this exceeding well; and now took to fasting for the iron; and so the time wore on till the day came whereas the trial should come off; then went the king to the church, and the bishop and much folk, for many were eager to have a sight of Grettir, so much as had been told of him.

Then was Grettir led to the church, and when he came thither, many of those who were there before gazed at him and said one to the other, that he was little like to most folk, because of his strength and greatness of growth.

Now, as Grettir went up the church-floor, there started up a lad of ripe growth, wondrous wild of look, and he said to Grettir — 

“Marvellous is now the custom in this land, as men are called Christians therein, that ill-doers, and folk riotous, and thieves shall go their ways in peace and become free by trials; yea, and what would the evil man do but save his life while he might? So here now is a misdoer, proven clearly a man of misdeeds, and has burnt sackless men withal, and yet shall he, too, have a trial to free him; ah, a mighty ill custom!”

Therewith he went up to Grettir and pointed finger, and wagged head at him, and called him mermaid’s son, and many other ill names.

Grettir grew wroth beyond measure hereat, and could not keep himself in; he lifted up his fist, and smote the lad under the ear, so that forthwith he fell down stunned, but some say that he was slain there and then. None seemed to know whence that lad came or what became of him, but men are mostly minded to think, that it was some unclean spirit, sent thither for Grettir’s hurt.

Now a great clamour rose in the church, and it was told the king, “He who should bear the iron is smiting all about him;” then King Olaf went down the church, and saw what was going on, and spake — 

“A most unlucky man art thou,” said he, “that now the trial should not be, as ready as all things were thereto, nor will it be easy to deal with thine ill-luck.”

Grettir answered, “I was minded that I should have gained more honour from thee, Lord, for the sake of my kin, than now seems like to be;” and he told withal how men were faring to King Olaf, as was said afore, “and now I am fain,” said he, “that thou wouldest take me to thee; thou hast here many men with thee, who will not be deemed more like men-at-arms than I?”

“That see I well,” said the king, “that few men are like unto thee for strength and stoutness of heart, but thou art far too luckless a man to abide with us: now shall thou go in peace for me, wheresoever thou wilt, the winter long, but next summer go thou out to Iceland, for there will it be thy fate to leave thy bones.”

Grettir answered, “First would I put from me this affair of the burning, if I might, for I did not the deed willingly.”

“It is most like,” said the king; “but yet, because the trial is now come to nought for thy heedlessness’ sake, thou will not get this charge cast from thee more than now it is, For ill-heed still to ill doth lead, and if ever man has been cursed, of all men must thou have been.”

So Grettir dwelt a while in the town thereafter, but dealt no more with the king than has been told.

Then he fared into the south country, and was minded east for Tunsberg, to find Thorstein Dromond, his brother, and there is nought told of his travels till he came east to Jadar.

 











  








CHAP. XL.
 

Of Grettir and Snoekoll.

 

At yule came Grettir to a bonder who was called Einar, he was a rich man, and was married and had one daughter of marriageable age, who was called Gyrid; she was a fair woman, and was deemed a right good match; Einar bade Grettir abide with him through Yule, and that proffer he took.

Then was it the wont far and wide in Norway that woodmen and misdoers would break out of the woods and challenge men for their women, or they took away men’s goods with violence, whereas they had not much help of men.

Now it so befell here, that one day in Yule there came to Einar the bonder many ill-doers together, and he was called Snoekoll who was the head of them, and a great bearserk he was. He challenged goodman Einar to give up his daughter, or to defend her, if he thought himself man enough thereto; but the bonder was then past his youth, and was no man for fighting; he deemed he had a great trouble on his hands, and asked Grettir, in a whisper, what rede he would give thereto: “Since thou art called a famous man.” Grettir bade him say yea to those things alone, which he thought of no shame to him.

The bearserk sat on his horse, and had a helm on his head, but the cheek-pieces were not made fast; he had an iron-rimmed shield before him, and went on in the most monstrous wise.

Now he said to the bonder, “Make one or other choice speedily, or what counsel is that big churl giving thee who stands there before thee; is it not so that he will play with me?”

Grettir said, “We are about equal herein, the bonder and I, for neither of us is skilled in arms.”

Snoekoll said, “Ye will both of you be somewhat afraid to deal with me, if I grow wroth.”

“That is known when it is tried,” said Grettir.

Now the bearserk saw that there was some edging out of the matter going on, and he began to roar aloud, and bit the rim of his shield, and thrust it up into his mouth, and gaped over the corner of the shield, and went on very madly. Grettir took a sweep along over the field, and when he came alongside of the bearserk’s horse, sent up his foot under the tail of the shield so hard, that the shield went up into the mouth of him, and his throat was riven asunder, and his jaws fell down on his breast. Then he wrought so that, all in one rush, he caught hold of the helmet with his left hand, and swept the viking off his horse; and with the other hand drew the short-sword that he was girt withal, and drave it at his neck, so that off the head flew. But when Snoekoll’s fellows saw that, they fled, each his own way, and Grettir had no mind to follow, for he saw there was no heart in them.

The bonder thanked him well for his work and many other men too; and that deed was deemed to have been wrought both swiftly and hardily.

Grettir was there through Yule, and the farmer saw him off handsomely: then he went east to Tunsberg, and met his brother Thorstein; he received Grettir fondly, and asked of his travels and how he won the bearserk. Then Grettir sang a stave — 

“There the shield that men doth save
 Mighty spurn with foot I gave.
 Snoekoll’s throat it smote aright,
 The fierce follower of the fight,
 And by mighty dint of it
 Were the tofts of tooth-hedge split;
 The strong spear-walk’s iron rim,
 Tore adown the jaws of him.”
 

Thorstein said, “Deft wouldst thou be at many things, kinsman, if mishaps went not therewith.”

Grettir answered, “Deeds done will be told of.”











  








CHAP. XLI.
 

Of Thorstein Dromond’s Arms, and what he deemed they might do.

 

Now Grettir was with Thorstein for the rest of the winter and on into the spring; and it befell one morning, as those brothers, Thorstein and Grettir, lay in their sleeping-loft, that Grettir had laid his arms outside the bed-clothes; and Thorstein was awake and saw it. Now Grettir woke up a little after, and then spake Thorstein:

“I have seen thine arms, kinsman,” said he, “and I deem it nowise wonderful, though thy strokes fall heavy on many, for no man’s arms have I seen like thine.”

“Thou mayst know well enough,” said Grettir, “that I should not have brought such things to pass as I have wrought, if I were not well knit.”

“Better should I deem it,” said Thorstein, “if they were slenderer and somewhat luckier withal.”

 

Grettir said, “True it is, as folk say, No man makes himself; but let me see thine arms,” said he.

Thorstein did so; he was the longest and gauntest of men; and Grettir laughed, and said,

“No need to look at that longer; hooked together are the ribs in thee; nor, methinks, have I ever seen such tongs as thou bearest about, and I deem thee to be scarce of a woman’s strength.”

“That may be,” said Thorstein; “yet shall thou know that these same thin arms shall avenge thee, else shall thou never be avenged; who may know what shall be, when all is over and done?”

No more is told of their talk together; the spring wore on, and Grettir took ship in the summer. The brothers parted in friendship, and saw each other never after.











  








CHAP. XLII.
 

Of the Death of Asmund the Grey haired.

 

Now must the tale be taken up where it was left before, for Thorbiorn Oxmain heard how Thorbiorn Tardy was slain, as aforesaid, and broke out into great wrath, and said it would please him well that now this and now that should have strokes in his garth.

Asmund the Greyhaired lay long sick that summer, and when he thought his ailings drew closer on him, he called to him his kin, and said that it was his will, that Atli should have charge of all his goods after his day.

“But my mind misgives me,” said Asmund, “that thou mayst scarce sit quiet because of the iniquity of men, and I would that all ye of my kin should help him to the uttermost but of Grettir nought can I say, for methinks overmuch on a whirling wheel his life turns; and though he be a mighty man, yet I fear me that he will have to heed his own troubles more than the helping of his kin: but Illugi, though he be young, yet shall he become a man of prowess, if he keep himself whole.”

So, when Asmund had settled matters about his sons as he would, his sickness lay hard on him, and in a little while he died, and was laid in earth at Biarg; for there had he let make a church; but his death his neighbours deemed a great loss.

Now Atli became a mighty bonder, and had many with him, and was a great gatherer of household-stuff. When the summer was far gone, he went out to Snowfellness to get him stockfish. He drave many horses, and rode from home to Meals in Ramfirth to Gamli his brother-in-law; and on this journey rode with him Grim Thorhallson, Gamli’s brother, and another man withal. They rode west to Hawkdale Pass, and so on, as the road lay west to Ness: there they bought much stockfish, and loaded seven horses therewith, and turned homeward when they were ready.











  








CHAP. XLIII.
 

The Onset on Atli at the Pass and the Slaying of Gunnar and Thorgeir.

 

Thorbiorn Oxmain heard that Atli and Grim were on a journey from home, and there were with him the sons of Thorir from the Pass, Gunnar and Thorgeir. Now Thorbiorn envied Atli for his many friendships, and therefore he egged on the two brothers, the sons of Thorir, to way-lay Atli as he came back from the outer ness. Then they rode home to the Pass, and abode there till Atli and his fellows went by with their train; but when they came as far as the homestead at the Pass, their riding was seen, and those brothers brake out swiftly with their house-carles and rode after them; but when Atli and his folk saw their faring, Atli bade them take the loads from the horses, “for perchance they will give me atonement for my house-carle, whom Gunnar slew last summer. Let us not begin the work, but defend ourselves if they be first to raise strife with us.”

Now the brothers came up and leaped off their horses. Atli welcomed them, and asked for tidings: “Perchance, Gunnar, thou wilt give me some atonement for my house-carle.”

Gunnar answered, “Something else is your due, men of Biarg, than that I should lay down aught good therefor; yea, atonement is due withal for the slaying of Thorbiorn, whom Grettir slew.”

“It is not for me to answer thereto,” said Atli; “nor art thou a suitor in that case.”

Gunnar said he would stand in that stead none-the-less. “Come, let us set on them, and make much of it, that Grettir is not nigh them now.”

Then they ran at Atli, eight of them altogether, but Atli and his folk were six.

Atli went before his men, and drew the sword, Jokul’s gift, which Grettir had given him.

Then said Thorgeir, “Many like ways have those who deem themselves good; high aloft did Grettir bear his short-sword last summer on the Ramfirth-neck.”

Atli answered, “Yea, he is more wont to deal in great deeds than I.”

Thereafter they fought; Gunnar set on Atli exceeding fiercely, and was of the maddest; and when they had fought awhile, Atli said,

“No fame there is in thus killing workmen each for the other; more seeming it is that we ourselves play together, for never have I fought with weapons till now.”

Gunnar would not have it so, but Atli bade his house-carles look to the burdens; “But I will see what these will do herein.”

Then he went forward so mightily that Gunnar and his folk shrunk back before him, and he slew two of the men of those brothers, and thereafter turned to meet Gunnar, and smote at him, so that the shield was cleft asunder almost below the handle, and the stroke fell on his leg below the knee, and then he smote at him again, and that was his bane.

Now is it to be told of Grim Thorhallson that he went against Thorgeir, and they strove together long, for each was a hardy man. Thorgeir saw the fall of his brother Gunnar, and was fain to draw off. Grim ran after him, and followed him till Thorgeir stumbled, and fell face foremost; then Grim smote at him with an axe betwixt the shoulders, so that it stood deep sunken therein.

Then they gave peace to three of their followers who were left; and thereafter they bound up their wounds, and laid the burdens on the horses, and then fared home, and made these man-slayings known.

Atli sat at home with many men through the winter. Thorbiorn Oxmain took these doings exceedingly ill, but could do naught therein because Atli was a man well befriended. Grim was with him through the winter, and Gamli, his brother-in-law; and there was Glum, son of Uspak, another kinsman-in-law of his, who at that time dwelt at Ere in Bitra. They had many men dwelling at Biarg, and great mirth was thereat through the winter.











  








CHAP. XLIV.
 

The Suit for the Slaying of the Sons of Thorir of the Pass.

 

Thorbiorn Oxmain took on himself the suit for the slaying of the sons of Thorir of the Pass. He made ready a suit against Grim and Atli, but they set forth for their defence onset and attack, to make those brothers fall unatoned. The suit was brought to the Hunawater Thing, and men came thronging to both sides. Atli had good help because he was exceeding strong of kin.

Now the friends of both stood forth and talked of peace, and all said that Atli’s ways were good, a peaceful man, but stout in danger none-the-less.

Now Thorbiorn deemed that by nought would his honour be served better than by taking the peace offered. Atli laid down before-hand that he would have neither district outlawry nor banishment.

Then were men chosen for the judges. Thorvald, son of Asgeir, on Atli’s side, and on Thorbiorn’s, Solvi the Proud, who was the son of Asbrand, the son of Thorbrand, the son of Harald Ring, who had settled all Waterness from the Foreland up to Bond-maids River on the west, but on the east all up to Cross-river, and there right across to Berg-ridge, and all on that side of the Bergs down to the sea: this Solvi was a man of great stateliness and a wise man, therefore Thorbiorn chose him to be judge on his behoof.

Now they set forth their judgment, that half-fines should be paid for the sons of Thorir, but half fell away because of the onslaught and attack, and attempt on Atli’s life, the slaying of Atli’s house-carle, who was slain on Ramfirth-neck, and the slaying of those twain who fell with the sons of Thorir were set off one against the other. Grim Thorhallson should leave dwelling in the district, but Atli alone should pay the money atonement.

This peace pleased Atli much, but Thorbiorn misliked it, but they parted appeased, as far as words went; howsoever it fell from Thorbiorn that their dealings would not be made an end of yet, if things went as he would.

But Atli rode home from the Thing, and thanked Thorvald well for his aid. Grim Thorhallson went south to Burgfirth, and dwelt at Gilsbank, and was a great bonder.











  








CHAP. XLV.
 

Of the Slaying of Atli Asmundson.

 

There was a man with Thorbiorn Oxmain who was called Ali; he was a house-carle, a somewhat lazy and unruly man.

Thorbiorn bade him work better, or he would beat him. Ali said he had no list thereto, and was beyond measure worrying. Thorbiorn would not abide it, and drave him under him, and handled him hardly. Then Ali went off from his service, and fared over the Neck to Midfirth, and made no stay till he came to Biarg. Atli was at home, and asked whither he went. He said that he sought service.

“Art thou not Thorbiorn’s workman?” said Atli.

“That did not go off so pleasantly,” said Ali; “I was not there long, and evil I deemed it while I was there, and we parted, so that I deemed his song about my throat nowise sweet; and I will go to dwell there no more, whatso else may hap to me; and true it is that much unlike ye are in the luck ye have with servants, and now I would fain work with thee if I might have the choice.”

Atli answered, “Enough I have of workmen, though I reach not out to Thorbiorn’s hands for such men as he has hired, and methinks there is no gain in thee, so go back to him.”

Ali said, “Thither I go not of my own free-will.”

And now he dwells there awhile; but one morning he went out to work with Atli’s house-carles, and worked so that his hands were everywhere, and thus he went on till far into summer. Atli said nought to him, but bade give him meat, for he liked his working well.

Now Thorbiorn hears that Ali is at Biarg; then he rode to Biarg with two men, and called out Atli to talk with him. Atli went out and welcomed him.

Thorbiorn said, “Still wilt thou take up afresh ill-will against me, and trouble me, Atli. Why hast thou taken my workman? Wrongfully is this done.”

Atli answered, “It is not proven to me that he is thy workman, nor will I withhold him from thee, if thou showest proofs thereof, yet am I loth to drag him out of my house.”

“Thou must have thy will now,” said Thorbiorn; “but I claim the man, and forbid him to work here; and I will come again another time, and I know not if we shall then part better friends than now.”

Atli said, “I shall abide at home, and take what may come to hand.”

Then Thorbiorn rode home; but when the workmen come home in the evening, Atli tells all the talk betwixt him and Thorbiorn, and bids Ali go his way, and said he should not abide there longer.

Ali answered, “True is the old saw, over-praised and first to fail. I deemed not that thou wouldst drive me away after I had toiled here all the summer enough to break my heart, and I hoped that thou wouldst stand up for me somehow; but this is the way of you, though ye look as if good might be hoped from you. I shall be beaten here before thine eyes if thou givest me not some defence or help.”

Atli altered his mind at this talk of his, and had no heart now to drive him away from him.

Now the time wore, till men began hay-harvest, and one day, somewhat before midsummer, Thorbiorn Oxmain rode to Biarg, he was so attired that he had a helm on his head, and was girt with a sword, and had a spear in his hand. A barbed spear it was, and the barbs were broad.

It was wet abroad that day. Atli had sent his house-carles to the mowing, but some of them were north at Horn a-fishing. Atli was at home, and few other men.

Thorbiorn came there about high-noon; alone he was, and rode up to the outer door; the door was locked, and no men were abroad. Thorbiorn smote on the door, and then drew aback behind the houses, so that none might see him from the door. The home-folk heard that the door was knocked at, and a woman went out. Thorbiorn had an inkling of the woman, and would not let himself be seen, for he had a mind to do something else.

Now the woman went into the chamber, and Atli asked who was come there. She said, “I have seen nought stirring abroad.” And even as they spake Thorbiorn let drive a great stroke on the door.

Then said Atli, “This one would see me, and he must have some errand with me, whatever may be the gain thereof to me.”

Then he went forth and out of the door, and saw no one without. Exceeding wet it was, therefore he went not out, but laid a hand on either door-post, and so peered about him.

In that point of time Thorbiorn swung round before the door, and thrust the spear with both hands amidst of Atli, so that it pierced him through.

Then said Atli, when he got the thrust, “Broad spears are about now,” says he, and fell forward over the threshold.

Then came out women who had been in the chamber, and saw that Atli was dead. By then was Thorbiorn on horseback, and he gave out the slaying as having been done by his hand, and thereafter rode home.

The goodwife Asdis sent for her men, and Atli’s corpse was laid out, and he was buried beside his father. Great mourning folk made for his death, for he had been a wise man, and of many friends.

No weregild came for the slaying of Atli, nor did any claim atonement for him, because Grettir had the blood-suit to take up if he should come out; so these matters stood still for that summer. Thorbiorn was little thanked for that deed of his; but he sat at peace in his homestead.











  








CHAP. XLVI.
 

Grettir outlawed at the Thing at the Suit of Thorir of Garth.

 

This summer, whereof the tale was telling e’en now, a ship came out to Goose-ere before the Thing. Then was the news told of Grettir’s travels, and therewithal men spake of that house-burning; and at that story was Thorir of Garth mad wroth, and deemed that there whereas Grettir was he had to look for vengeance for his sons. He rode with many men and set forth at the Thing the case for the burning, but men deemed they knew nought to say therein, while there was none to answer.

Thorir said that he would have nought, but that Grettir should be made an outlaw throughout the land for such misdeeds.

Then answered Skapti the Lawman, “Surely an ill deed it is, if things are as is said; but a tale is half told if one man tells it, for most folk are readiest to bring their stories to the worser side when there are two ways of telling them; now, therefore, I shall not give my word that Grettir be made guilty for this that has been done.”

Now Thorir was a man of might in his district and a great chief, and well befriended of many great men; and he pushed on matters so hard that nought could avail to acquit Grettir; and so this Thorir made Grettir an outlaw throughout all the land, and was ever thenceforth the heaviest of all his foes, as things would oft show.

Now he put a price on his head, as was wont to be done with other wood-folk, and thereafter rode home.

Many men got saying that this was done rather by the high hand than according to law; but so it stood as it was done; and now nought else happed to tell of till past midsummer.

 











  








CHAP. XLVII.
 

Grettir comes out to Iceland again.

 

When summer was far spent came Grettir Asmundson out to Whiteriver in Burgfirth; folk went down to the ship from thereabout, and these tidings came all at once to Grettir; the first, that his father was dead, the second, that his brother was slain, the third, that he himself was made an outlaw throughout all the land. Then sang Grettir this stave: — 

“Heavy tidings thick and fast
 On the singer now are cast;
 My father dead, my brother dead,
 A price set upon my head;
 Yet, O grove of Hedin’s maid,
 May these things one day be paid;
 Yea upon another morn
 Others may be more forlorn.”
 

So men say that Grettir changed nowise at these tidings, but was even as merry as before.

Now he abode with the ship awhile, because he could get no horse to his mind. But there was a man called Svein, who dwelt at Bank up from Thingness, he was a good bonder and a merry man, and often sang such songs as were gamesome to hear; he had a mare black to behold, the swiftest of all horses, and her Svein called Saddle-fair.

Now Grettir went one night away from the wolds, but he would not that the chapmen should be ware of his ways; he got a black cape, and threw it over his clothes, and so was disguised; he went up past Thingness, and so up to Bank, and by then it was daylight. He saw a black horse in the homefield and went up to it, and laid bridle on it, leapt on the back of it, and rode up along Whiteriver, and below Bye up to Flokedale-river, and then up the tracks above Kalfness; the workmen at Bank got up now and told the bonder of the man who had got on his mare; he got up and laughed, and sang — 

“One that helm-fire well can wield
 Rode off from my well-fenced field,
 Helm-stalk stole away from me
 Saddle-fair, the swift to see;
 Certes, more great deeds this Frey
 Yet shall do in such-like way
 As this was done; I deem him then
 Most overbold and rash of men.”
 

Then he took horse and rode after him; Grettir rode on till he came up to the homestead at Kropp; there he met a man called Hall, who said that he was going down to the ship at the Wolds; Grettir sang a stave — 

“In broad-peopled lands say thou
 That thou sawest even now
 Unto Kropp-farm’s gate anigh,
 Saddle-fair and Elm-stalk high;
 That thou sawest stiff on steed
 (Get thee gone at greatest speed),
 One who loveth game and play
 Clad in cape of black to-day.”
 

Then they part, and Hall went down the track and all the way down to Kalfness, before Svein met him; they greeted one another hastily, then sang Svein — 

“Sawest thou him who did me harm
 On my horse by yonder farm?
 Even such an one was he,
 Sluggish yet a thief to see;
 From the neighbours presently
 Doom of thief shall he abye
 And a blue skin shall he wear,
 If his back I come anear.”
 

“That thou mayst yet do,” said Hall, “I saw that man who said that he rode on Saddle-fair, and bade me tell it over the peopled lands and settlements; great of growth he was, and was clad in a black cape.”

“He deems he has something to fall back on,” said the bonder, “but I shall ride after him and find out who he is.”

Now Grettir came to Deildar-Tongue, and there was a woman without the door; Grettir went up to talk to her, and sang this stave — 

“Say to guard of deep-sea’s flame
 That here worm-land’s haunter came;
 Well-born goddess of red gold,
 Thus let gamesome rhyme be told.
 ‘Giver forth of Odin’s mead
 Of thy black mare have I need;
 For to Gilsbank will I ride,
 Meed of my rash words to bide.’”
 

The woman learned this song, and thereafter Grettir rode on his way; Svein came there a little after, and she was not yet gone in, and as he came he sang this — 

“What foreteller of spear-shower
 E’en within this nigh-passed hour,
 Swift through the rough weather rode
 Past the gate of this abode?
 He, the hound-eyed reckless one,
 By all good deeds left alone,
 Surely long upon this day
 From my hands will flee away.”
 

Then she told him what she had been bidden to; he thought over the ditty, and said, “It is not unlike that he will be no man to play with; natheless, I will find him out.”

Now he rode along the peopled lands, and each man ever saw the other’s riding; and the weather was both squally and wet.

Grettir came to Gilsbank that day, and when Grim Thorhallson knew thereof, he welcomed him with great joy, and bade him abide with him. This Grettir agreed to; then he let loose Saddle-fair, and told Grim how she had been come by. Therewith came Svein, and leapt from his horse, and saw his own mare, and sang this withal — 

“Who rode on my mare away?
 What is that which thou wilt pay?
 Who a greater theft has seen?
 What does the cowl-covered mean?”
 

Grettir by then had doft his wet clothes, and he heard the stave, and answered — 

“I did ride thy mare to Grim
 (Thou art feeble weighed with him),
 Little will I pay to thee,
 Yet good fellows let us be.”
 

“Well, so be it then,” said the farmer, “and the ride is well paid for.”

Then each sang his own songs, and Grettir said he had no fault to find, though he failed to hold his own; the bonder was there that night, and the twain of them together, and great game they made of this: and they called all this Saddle-fair’s lays. Next morning the bonder rode home, and he and Grettir parted good friends.

Now Grim told Grettir of many things from the north and Midfirth, that had befallen while he was abroad, and this withal, that Atli was unatoned, and how that Thorbiorn Oxmain waxed so great, and was so high-handed, that it was not sure that goodwife Asdis might abide at Biarg if matters still went so.

Grettir abode but few nights with Grim, for he was fain that no news should go before him north over the Heaths. Grim bade him come thither if he should have any need of safeguard.

“Yet shall I shun being made guilty in law for the harbouring of thee.”

Grettir said he did well. “But it is more like that later on I may need thy good deed more.”

Now Grettir rode north over Twodaysway, and so to Biarg, and came there in the dead of night, when all folk were asleep save his mother. He went in by the back of the house and through a door that was there, for the ways of the house were well known to him, and came to the hall, and got to his mother’s bed, and groped about before him.

She asked who was there, and Grettir told her; then she sat up and kissed him, and sighed withal, heavily, and spake, “Be welcome; son,” she said, “but my joyance in my sons is slipping from me; for he is slain who was of most avail, and thou art made an outlaw and a guilty man, and the third is so young; that he may do nought for me.”

“An old saw it is,” said Grettir, “Even so shall bale be bettered, by biding greater bale; but there are more things to be thought of by men than money atonements alone, and most like it is that Atli will be avenged; but as to things that may fall to me, many must even take their lot at my hand in dealing with me, and like it as they may.”

She said that was not unlike. And now Grettir was there a while with the knowledge of few folk; and he had news of the doings of the folk of the country-side; and men knew not that Grettir was come into Midfirth: but he heard that Thorbiorn Oxmain was at home with few men; and that was after the homefield hay-harvest.











  








CHAP. XLVIII.
 

The Slaying of Thorbiorn Oxmain.

 

On a fair day Grettir rode west over the Necks to Thorodstead, and came there about noon, and knocked at the door; women came out and welcomed him, but knew him not; he asked for Thorbiorn, but they said he was gone to the meadow to bind hay, and with him his son of sixteen winters, who was called Arnor; for Thorbiorn was a very busy man, and well-nigh never idle.

So when Grettir knew this, he bade them well betide, and went his way on the road toward Reeks, there a marsh stretches down from the hill-side, and on it was much grass to mow, and much hay had Thorbiorn made there, and now it was fully dry, and he was minded to bind it up for home, he and the lad with him, but a woman did the raking.

Now Grettir rode from below up into the field, but the father and son were higher up, and had bound one load, and were now at another; Thorbiorn had set his shield and sword against the load, and the lad had a hand-axe beside him.

Now Thorbiorn saw a man coming, and said to the lad, “Yonder is a man riding toward us, let us leave binding the hay, and know what he will with us.”

So did they, and Grettir leapt off his horse; he had a helm on his head, and was girt with the short-sword, and bore a great spear in his hand, a spear without barbs, and the socket inlaid with silver. Now he sat down and knocked out the socket-nail, because he would not that Thorbiorn should cast the spear back.

Then said Thorbiorn, “He is a big man, and no man in field know I, if that is not Grettir Asmundson, and he must needs think he has enough against us; so let us meet him sharply, and let him see no signs of failing in us. We shall deal cunningly; for I will go against him in front, and take thou heed how matters go betwixt us, for I will trust myself against any man if I have one alone to meet; but do thou go behind him, and drive the axe at him with both hands atwixt his shoulders; thou needest not fear that he will do thee hurt, as his back will be turned to thee.”

Neither Thorbiorn nor his son had a helm.

Now Grettir got into the mead, and when he came within spear-throw of them, he cast his spear at Thorbiorn, but the head was looser on the shaft than he deemed it would be, and it swerved in its flight, and fell down from the shaft to the earth: then Thorbiorn took his shield, and put it before him, but drew his sword and went against Grettir when he knew him; then Grettir drew his short-sword, and turned about somewhat, so that he saw how the lad stood at his back, wherefore he kept himself free to move here or there, till he saw that the lad was come within reach of him, and therewith he raised the short-sword high aloft, and sent it back against Arnor’s head so mightily that the skull was shattered, and that was his bane. Then Thorbiorn ran against Grettir and smote at him, but he thrust forth his buckler with his left hand, and put the blow from him, and smote with the short-sword withal, and cleft the shield of Thorbiorn, and the short-sword smote so hard into his head that it went even unto the brain, and he fell dead to earth beneath that stroke, nor did Grettir give him any other wound.

Then he sought for his spear-head, and found it not; so he went to his horse and rode out to Reeks, and there told of the slayings. Withal the woman who was in the meadow saw the slayings, and ran home full of fear, and said that Thorbiorn was slain, and his son both; this took those of the house utterly unawares, for they knew nought of Grettir’s travelling. So were men sent for to the next homestead, and soon came many folk, and brought the bodies to church. Thorod Drapa-Stump took up the blood-suit for these slayings and had folk a-field forthwith.

But Grettir rode home to Biarg, and found his mother, and told her what had happed; and she was glad thereat, and said that now he got to be like unto the Waterdale kin. “Yet will this be the root and stem of thine outlawry, and I know for sooth that thou mayest not abide here long because of the kin of Thorbiorn; but now may they know that thou mayest be angered.”

Grettir sang this stave thereupon — 

“Giant’s friend fell dead to earth
 On the grass of Wetherfirth,
 No fierce fighting would avail,
 Oxmain in the Odin’s gale.
 So, and in no other wise,
 Has been paid a fitting price
 For that Atli, who of yore,
 Lay dead-slain anigh his door.”
 

Goodwife Asdis said that was true; “But I know not what rede thou art minded to take?”

Grettir said that he would seek help of his friends and kin in the west; “But on thee shall no trouble fall for my sake,” said he.

So he made ready to go, and mother and son parted in love; but first he went to Meals in Ramfirth, and told Gamli his brother-in-law all, even as it had happed, concerning the slaying of Thorbiorn.

Gamli told him he must needs depart from Ramfirth while Thorbiorn’s kin had their folk about; “But our aid in the suit for Atli’s slaying we shall yield thee as we may.”

So thereafter Grettir rode west over Laxdale-heath, and stayed not till he came to Liarskogar to Thorstein Kuggson, where he dwelt long that autumn.











  








CHAP. XLIX.
 

The gathering to avenge Thorbiorn Oxmain.

 

Thorod Drapa-Stump sought tidings of this who might have slain Thorbiorn and his son, and when he came to Reeks, it was told him that Grettir had been there and given out the slayings as from his hand. Now, Thorod deemed he saw how things had come to pass; so he went to Biarg, and there found many folk, but he asked if Grettir were there.

The goodwife said he had ridden away, and that she would not slip him into hiding-places if he were there.

“Now ye will be well pleased that matters have so been wrought; nor was the slaying of Atli over-avenged, though this was paid for it. Ye asked not then what grief of heart I had; and now, too, it is well that things are even so.”

Therewith they rode home, and found it not easy to do aught therein.

Now that spear-head which Grettir lost was not found till within the memory of men living now; it was found in the latter days of Sturla Thordson the lawman, and in that marsh where Thorbiorn fell, which is now called Spear-mead; and that sign men have to show that Thorbiorn was slain there, though in some places it is said that he was slain on Midfit.

Thorod and his kin heard that Grettir abode at Liarskogar; then they gathered men, and were minded to go thither; but when Gamli of Meals was ware thereof, he made Thorstein and Grettir sure of the farings of the Ramfirthers; and when Thorstein knew it, he sent Grettir in to Tongue to Snorri Godi, for then there was no strife between them, and Thorstein gave that counsel to Grettir that he should pray Snorri the Godi for his watch and ward; but if he would not grant it, he made Grettir go west to Reek-knolls to Thorgils Arisen, “and he will take thee to him through this winter, and keep within the Westfirths till these matters are settled.”

Grettir said he would take good heed to his counsels; then he rode into Tongue, and found Snorri the Godi, and talked with him, and prayed him to take him in.

Snorri answered, “I grow an old man now, and loth am I to harbour outlawed men if no need drive me thereto. What has come to pass that the elder put thee off from him?”

Grettir said that Thorstein had often done well to him; “But more shall I need than him alone, if things are to go well.”

Said Snorri, “My good word I shall put in for thee if that may avail thee aught, but in some other place than with me must thou seek a dwelling.”

With these words they parted, and Grettir turned west to Reekness; the Ramfirthers with their band got as far as Samstead, and there they heard that Grettir had departed from Liarskogar, and thereat they went back home.











  








CHAP. L.
 

Grettir and the Foster-brothers at Reek-knolls.

 

Now Grettir came to Reek-knolls about winter-nights, and prayed Thorgils for winter abode; Thorgils said, that for him as for other free men meat was ready; “but the fare of guests here is nowise choice.” Grettir said he was not nice about that.

“There is yet another thing here for thy trouble,” said Thorgils: “Men are minded to harbour here, who are deemed somewhat hard to keep quiet, even as those foster-brothers, Thorgeir and Thormod; I wot not how meet it may be for you to be together; but their dwelling shall ever be here if they will it so: now mayst thou abide here if thou wilt, but I will not have it that either of you make strife with the other.”

Grettir said he would not be the first to raise strife with any man, and so much the less as the bonder’s will was such.

A little after came those foster-brothers home; things went not merrily betwixt Thorgeir and Grettir, but Thormod bore himself well. Goodman Thorgils said to the foster-brothers even as he had said to Grettir; and of such worth they held him, that neither cast an untoward word at the other although their minds went nowise the same way: and so wore the early winter.

Now men say that Thorgils owned those isles, which are called Olaf’s-isles, and lie out in the firth a sea-mile and a half off Reekness; there had bonder Thorgils a good ox that he might not fetch home in the autumn; and he was ever saying that he would fain have him against Yule. Now, one day those foster-brothers got ready to seek the ox, if a third man could be gotten to their aid: Grettir offered to go with them, and they were well pleased thereat; they went, the three of them, in a ten-oared boat: the weather was cold, and the wind shifting from the north, and the craft lay up on Whaleshead-holm.

Now they sail out, and somewhat the wind got up, but they came to the isle and got hold of the ox; then asked Grettir which they would do, bear the ox aboard or keep hold of the craft, because the surf at the isle was great; then they bade him hold the boat; so he stood amidships on that side which looked from shore, and the sea took him up to the shoulder-blades, yet he held her so that she moved nowise: but Thorgeir took the ox behind and Thormod before, and so hove it down to the boat; then they sat down to row, and Thormod rowed in the bows, Thorgeir amidships, and Grettir aft, and therewith they made out into the open bay; but when they came off Goat-rock, a squall caught them, then said Thorgeir, “The stern is fain to lag behind.”

Then said Grettir, “The stern will not be left if the rowing afore be good.”

Thereat Thorgeir fell to rowing so hard that both the tholes were broken: then said he, “Row on, Grettir, while I mend the thole-pins.”

Then Grettir pulled mightily while Thorgeir did his mending, but when Thorgeir took to rowing again, the oars had got so worn that Grettir shook them asunder on the gunwale.

“Better,” quoth Thormod, “to row less and break nought.”

Then Grettir caught up two unshapen oar beams that lay in the boat and bored large holes in the gunwales, and rowed withal so mightily that every beam creaked, but whereas the craft was good, and the men somewhat of the brisker sort, they reached Whaleshead-holm.

Then Grettir asked whether they would rather go home with the ox or haul up the boat; they chose to haul up the boat, and hauled it up with all the sea that was in it, and all the ice, for it was much covered with icicles: but Grettir led home the ox, and exceeding stiff in tow he was, and very fat, and he grew very weary, and when they came up below Titling-stead could go no more.

The foster-brothers went up to the house, for neither would help the other in his allotted work; Thorgils asked after Grettir, but they told him where they had parted; then he sent men to meet him, and when they came down to Cave-knolls they saw how there came towards them a  man with a neat on his back, and lo, there was Grettir come, bearing the ox: then all men wondered at his great might.

Now Thorgeir got very envious of Grettir’s strength, and one day somewhat after Yule, Grettir went alone to bathe; Thorgeir knew thereof, and said to Thormod, “Let us go on now, and try how Grettir will start if I set on him as he comes from his bathing.”

“That is not my mind,” said Thormod, “and no good wilt thou get from him.”

“I will go though,” says Thorgeir; and therewith he went down to the slope, and bore aloft an axe.

By then was Grettir walking up from the bath, and when they met, Thorgeir said; “Is it true, Grettir,” says he, “that thou hast said so much as that thou wouldst never run before one man?”

“That I know not for sure,” said Grettir, “yet but a little way have I run before thee.”

Thorgeir raised aloft the axe, but therewith Grettir ran in under Thorgeir and gave him an exceeding great fall: then said Thorgeir to Thormod, “Wilt thou stand by and see this fiend drive me down under him?”

Thormod caught hold of Grettir’s feet, and was minded to pull him from off Thorgeir, but could do nought thereat: he was girt with a short-sword and was going to draw it, when goodman Thorgils came up and bade them be quiet and have nought to do with Grettir.

So did they and turned it all to game, and no more is told of their dealings; and men thought Thorgils had great luck in that he kept such reckless men in good peace.

But when spring came they all went away; Grettir went round to Codfirth, and he was asked, how he liked the fare of the winter abode at Reek-knolls; he answered, “There have I ever been as fain as might be of my meals when I got at them.”

Thereafter he went west over the heaths.











  








CHAP. LI.
 

Of the suit for the Slaying of Thorbiorn Oxmain, and how Thorir of Garth would not that Grettir should be made sackless.

 

Thorgils Arison rode to the Thing with many men; and thither came all the great men of the land. Now Thorgils and Skapti the Lawman soon met, and fell to talking.

Then said Skapti, “Is it true, Thorgils, that thou hast harboured those three men through the winter who are deemed to be the wildest of all men; yea, and all of them outlawed withal, and yet hast kept them so quiet, that no one of them has done hurt to the other?”

Thorgils said it was true enough.

Skapti said that great might over men it showed forth in him; “But how goes it, thinkest thou, with the temper of each of them; and which of them thinkest thou the bravest man?”

Thorgils said, “I deem they are all of them full stout of heart; but two of them I deem know what fear is, and yet in unlike ways; for Thormod is a great believer and fears God much; but Grettir is so fearsome in the dark, that he dares go nowhither after dusk has set in, if he may do after his own mind. But my kinsman Thorgeir I deem knows not how to fear.”

 

“Yea, so it is with their minds as thou sayest,” said Skapti; and with that they left talking.

Now, at this Althing Thorod Drapa-Stump brought forward a suit for the slaying of Thorbiorn Oxmain, which he had not brought to a hearing at the Hunawater Thing, because of the kin of Atli, and he deemed that here his case would be less like to be thrown over. The kinsmen of Atli sought counsel of Skapti about the case; and he said he saw in it a lawful defence, so that full atonement would be forthcoming therefor. Then were these matters laid unto umpiredom, and most men were minded that the slayings of Atli and Thorbiorn should be set one against the other.

But when Skapti knew that, he went to the judges, and asked whence they had that? They said that they deemed the slain men were bonders of equal worth.

Then Skapti asked, which was the first, the outlawry of Grettir or the slaying of Atli? So, when that was reckoned up, there was a week’s space betwixt Grettir’s outlawry at the Althing and the slaying of Atli, which befell just after it.

Then said Skapti, “Thereof my mind misgave me, that ye had made an oversight in setting on foot the suit in that ye made him a suitor, who was outlawed already, and could neither defend nor prosecute his own case. Now I say that Grettir has nought to do with the case of the slaying, but let him take up the blood-suit, who is nighest of kin by law.”

Then said Thorod Drapa-Stump, “And who shall answer for the slaying of Thorbiorn my brother?”

“See ye to that for yourselves,” said Skapti; “but the kin of Grettir will never pour out fee for him or his works, if no peace is to be bought for him.”

 

Now when Thorvald Asgeirson was aware that Grettir was set aside from following the blood-suit, he and his sought concerning who was the next of kin; and that turned out to be Skeggi, son of Gamli of Meals, and Uspak, son of Glum of Ere in Bitra; they were both of them exceeding zealous and pushing.

Now must Thorod give atonement for Atli’s slaying, and two hundreds in silver he had to pay.

Then spake Snorri the Godi, “Will ye now, Ramfirthers,” says he, “that this money-fine should fall away, and that Grettir be made sackless withal, for in my mind it is that as a guilty man he will be sorely felt?”

Grettir’s kin took up his word well, and said that they heeded the fee nought if he might have peace and freedom. Thorod said that he saw Grettir’s lot would be full of heavy trouble, and made as if he would take the offer, for his part. Then Snorri bade them first know if Thorir of Garth would give his leave to Grettir being made free; but when Thorir heard thereof he turned away exceeding wroth, and said that Grettir should never either get out of his outlawry or be brought out of it: “And the more to bring that about,” said he, “a greater price shall be put on his head than on the head of any outlaw or wood-man yet.”

So, when he took the thing so ill, the freeing of Grettir came to nought, and Gamli and his fellows took the money to them, and kept it in their ward; but Thorod Drapa-Stump had no atonement for his brother Thorbiorn.

Now Thorir and Thorod set each of them on Grettir’s head three marks of silver, and that folk deemed a new thing, for never had any greater price been laid down to such an end before than three marks in all.

Snorri said it was unwisely done to make a sport of keeping a man in outlawry who might work so much ill, and that many a man would have to pay for it.

But now men part and ride home from the Thing.











  








CHAP. LII.
 

How Grettir was taken by the Icefirth Carles.

 

When Grettir came over Codfirth-heath down into Longdale, he swept up unsparingly the goods of the petty bonders, and had of every man what he would; from some he took weapons, from some clothes; and these folk gave up in very unlike ways; but as soon as he was gone, all said they gave them unwillingly.

In those days dwelt in Waterfirth Vermund the Slender, the brother of Slaying-Styr; he had to wife Thorbiorg, the daughter of Olaf Peacock, son of Hoskuld. She was called Thorbiorg the Big; but at the time that Grettir was in Longdale had Vermund ridden to the Thing.

Now Grettir went over the neck to Bathstead. There dwelt a man called Helgi, who was the biggest of bonders thereabout: from there had Grettir a good horse, which the bonder owned, and thence he went to Giorvidale, where farmed a man named Thorkel. He was well stored with victuals, yet a mannikin withal: therefrom took Grettir what he would, nor durst Thorkel blame him or withhold aught from him.

Thence went Grettir to Ere, and out along the side of the firth, and had from every farm victuals and clothes, and dealt hardly with many; so that most men deemed him a heavy trouble to live under.

 

Now he fared fearlessly withal, and took no keep of himself, and so went on till he came to Waterfirth-dale, and went to the mountain-dairy, and there he dwelt a many nights, and lay in the woods there, and took no heed to himself; but when the herdsmen knew that, they went to the farm, and said that to that stead was a fiend come whom they deemed nowise easy to deal with; then the farmers gathered together, and were thirty men in all: they lurked in the wood, so that Grettir was unaware of them, and let a shepherd spy on Grettir till they might get at him, yet they wotted not clearly who the man was.

Now so it befell that on a day as Grettir lay sleeping, the bonders came upon him, and when they saw him they took counsel how they should take him at the least cost of life, and settled so that ten men should leap on him, while some laid bonds on his feet; and this they did, and threw themselves on him, but Grettir broke forth so mightily that they fell from off him, and he got to his knees, yet thereby they might cast the bonds over him, and round about his feet; then Grettir spurned two of them so hard about the ears that they lay stunned on the earth. Now one after the other rushed at him, and he struggled hard and long, yet had they might to overcome him at the last, and so bound him.

Thereafter they talked over what they should do with him, and they bade Helgi of Bathstead take him and keep him in ward till Vermund came home from the Thing. He answered — 

“Other things I deem more helpful to me than to let my house-carles sit over him, for my lands are hard to work, nor shall he ever come across me.”

Then they bade Thorkel of Giorvidale take and keep him, and said that he was a man who had enow.

 

But Thorkel spake against it, and said that for nought would he do that: “Whereas I live alone in my house with my Carline, far from other men; nor shall ye lay that box on me,” said he.

“Then, Thoralf of Ere,” said they, “do thou take Grettir and do well to him till after the Thing; or else bring him on to the next farm, and be answerable that he get not loose, but deliver him bound as now thou hast him.”

He answers, “Nay, I will not take Grettir, for I have neither victuals nor money to keep him withal, nor has he been taken on my land, and I deem it more trouble than honour to take him, or to have aught to do with him, nor shall he ever come into my house.”

Thereafter they tried it with every bonder, but one and all spake against it; and after this talk have merry men made that lay which is hight Grettir’s-faring, and added many words of good game thereto for the sport of men.

So when they had talked it over long, they said, with one assent, that they would not make ill hap of their good-hap; so they went about and straightway reared up a gallows there in the wood, with the mind to hang Grettir, and made great clatter thereover.

Even therewith they see six folk riding down below in the dale, and one in coloured clothes, and they guessed that there would goodwife Thorbiorg be going from Waterfirth; and so it was, and she was going to the mountain-dairy. Now she was a very stirring woman, and exceeding wise; she had the ruling of the neighbourhood, and settled all matters, when Vermund was from home. Now she turned to where the men were gathered, and was helped off her horse, and the bonders gave her good welcome.

 

Then said she, “What have ye here? or who is the big-necked one who sits in bonds yonder?”

Grettir named himself, and greeted her.

She spake again, “What drove thee to this, Grettir,” says she, “that thou must needs do riotously among my Thing-men?”

“I may not look to everything; I must needs be somewhere,” said he.

“Great ill luck it is,” says she, “that these milksops should take thee in such wise that none should fall before thee. What are ye minded to do with him?”

The bonders told her that they were going to tie him up to the gallows for his lawlessness.

She answers, “Maybe Grettir is guilty enough therefor, but it is too great a deed for you, Icefirthers, to take his life, for he is a famous man, and of mighty kin, albeit he is no lucky man; but now what wilt thou do for thy life, Grettir, if I give it thee?”

He answered, “What sayest thou thereto?”

She said, “Thou shalt make oath to work no evil riots here in Icefirth, and take no revenge on whomsoever has been at the taking of thee.”

Grettir said that she should have her will, and so he was loosed; and he says of himself that at that time of all times did he most rule his temper, when he smote them not as they made themselves great before him.

Now Thorbiorg bade him go home with her, and gave him a horse for his riding; so he went to Waterfirth and abode there till Vermund came home, and the housewife did well to him, and for this deed was she much renowned far and wide in the district.

But Vermund took this ill at his coming home, and asked what made Grettir there? Then Thorbiorg told him how all had gone betwixt Grettir and the Icefirthers.

“What reward was due to him,” said Vermund, “that thou gavest him his life?”

“Many grounds there were thereto,” said Thorbiorg; “and this, first of all, that thou wilt be deemed a greater chief than before in that thou hast a wife who has dared to do such a deed; and then withal surely would Hrefna his kinswoman say that I should not let men slay him; and, thirdly, he is a man of the greatest prowess in many wise.”

“A wise wife thou art withal,” said Vermund, “and have thou thanks therefor.”

Then he said to Grettir, “Stout as thou art, but little was to be paid for thee, when thou must needs be taken of mannikins; but so ever it fares with men riotous.”

Then Grettir sang this stave — 

“Ill luck-to me
 That I should be
 On sea-roof-firth
 Borne unto earth;
 Ill luck enow
 To lie alow,
 This head of mine
 Griped fast by swine.”
 

“What were they minded to do to thee,” said Vermund, “when they took thee there?”

Quoth Grettir — 

“There many men
 Bade give me then
 E’en Sigar’s meed

 For lovesome deed;
 Till found me there
 That willow fair,
 Whose leaves are praise,
 Her stems good days.”
 

Vermund asked, “Would they have hanged thee then, if they alone had had to meddle with matters?”

Said Grettir — 

“Yea, to the snare
 That dangled there
 My head must I
 Soon bring anigh;
 But Thorbiorg came
 The brightest dame,
 And from that need
 The singer freed.”
 

Then said Vermund, “Did she bid thee to her?”

Grettir answered — 

“Sif’s lord’s good aid,
 My saviour, bade
 To take my way
 With her that day;
 So did it fall;
 And therewithal
 A horse she gave;
 Good peace I have.”
 

“Mighty will thy life be and troublous,” said Vermund; “but now thou hast learned to beware of thy foes; but I have no will to harbour thee, and gain therefor the ill-will of many rich men; but best is it for thee to seek thy kinsmen, though few men will be willing to take thee in if they may do aught else; nor to most men art thou an easy fellow withal.”

Now Grettir was in Waterfirth a certain space, and then fared thence to the Westfirths, and sought shelter of many great men; but something ever came to pass whereby none of them would harbour him.











  








CHAP. LIII.
 

Grettir with Thorstein Kuggson.

 

When the autumn was somewhat spent, Grettir turned back by the south, and made no stay till he came to Liarskogar to Thorstein Kuggson, his kinsman, and there had he good welcome, for Thorstein bade him abide there through the winter, and that bidding he agreed to. Thorstein was a busy man and a good smith, and kept men close to their work; but Grettir had little mind to work, wherefore their tempers went but little together.

Thorstein had let make a church at his homestead; and a bridge he had made out from his house, wrought with great craft; for in the outside bridge, under the beams that held it up, were rings wrought all about, and din-bells, so that one might hear over to Scarf-stead, half a sea-mile off, if aught went over the bridge, because of the shaking of the rings. Thorstein had much to do over this work, for he was a great worker of iron; but Grettir went fiercely at the iron-smiting, yet was in many minds thereover; but he was quiet through the winter, so that nought befell worthy telling. But when the Ramfirthers knew that Grettir was with Thorstein, they had their band afoot as soon as spring came. So when Thorstein knew that, he bade Grettir seek some other shelter than his house, “For I see thou wilt not work, and men who will do nought are not meet men for me.”

“Where wouldst thou have me go, then?” said Grettir.

Thorstein bade him fare to the south country, and find his kin, “But come to me if they avail thee not.”

Now so Grettir wrought that he went south to Burgfirth, to Grim Thorhallson, and dwelt there till over the Thing. Then Grim sent him on to Skapti the Lawman at Hjalli, and he went south by the lower heaths and stayed not till he came to Thorhall, son of Asgrim, son of Ellida-grim, and went little in the peopled lands. Thorhall knew Grettir because of his father and mother, and, indeed, by then was the name of Grettir well renowned through all the land because of his great deeds.

Thorhall was a wise man, and he did well to Grettir, but would not let him abide there long.






  








CHAP. LIV.
 

Grettir meets Hallmund on the Keel.

 

Now Grettir fared from Tongue up to Hawkdale, and thence north upon the Keel, and kept about there long that summer; nor was there trust of him that he would not take men’s goods from them, as they went from or to the north over the Keel, because he was hard put to it to get wares.

Now on a day, when as Grettir would keep about the north at Doveness-path, he saw a man riding from the north over the Keel; he was huge to behold on horseback, and had a good horse, and an embossed bridle well wrought; another horse he had in tow and bags thereon; this man had withal a slouched hat on his head, nor could his face be clearly seen.

Now Grettir looked hard at the horse and the goods thereon, and went to meet the man, and greeting him asked his name, but he said he was called Air. “I wot well what thou art called,” said he, “for thou shalt be Grettir the Strong, the son of Asmund. Whither art thou bound?”

“As to the place I have not named it yet,” said Grettir; “but as to my errand, it is to know if thou wilt lay down some of the goods thou farest with.”

Said Air, “Why should I give thee mine own, or what wilt thou give me therefor?”

Grettir answers, “Hast thou not heard that I take, and give no money again? and yet it seems to most men that I get what I will.”

Said Air, “Give such choice as this to those who deem it good, but not thus will I give up what I have; let each of us go his own way.”

And therewithal he rode forth past Grettir and spurred his horse.

“Nay, we part not so hastily,” said Grettir, and laid hold of the reins of Air’s horse in front of his hands, and held on with both hands.

Said Air, “Go thy ways, nought thou hast of me if I may hold mine own.”

“That will now be proven,” said Grettir.

Now Air stretched his hands down the head-gear and laid hold of the reins betwixt Grettir’s hands and the snaffle-rings and dragged at them so hard that Grettir’s hands were drawn down along the reins, till Air dragged all the bridle from him.

Grettir looked into the hollow of his hands, and saw that this man must have strength in claws rather than not, and he looked after him, and said, “Whither art thou minded to fare?”

Air answered and sang — 

“To the Kettle’s side
 Now will I ride,
 Where the waters fall
 From the great ice-wall;
 If thou hast mind
 There mayest thou find
 With little stone[]
 Fist’s land alone.”
 

Grettir said, “It is of no avail to seek after thine abode if thou tellest of it no clearer than this.”

Then Air spake and sang — 

“I would not hide
 Where I abide,
 If thou art fain
 To see me again;
 From that lone weald,
 Over Burgfirth field,
 That ye men name
 Balljokul, I came.”
 

Thereat they parted, and Grettir sees that he has no strength against this man; and therewithal he sang a stave — 

“Too far on this luckless day,
 Atli, good at weapon-play,
 Brisk Illugi were from me;
 Such-like oft I shall not be
 As I was, when I must stand
 With the reins drawn through my hand
 By the unflinching losel Air.
 Maids weep when they know I fear.”
 

Thereafter Grettir went to the south from the Keel; and rode to Hjalli and found Skapti, and prayed for watch and ward from him.

Skapti said, “It is told me that thou farest somewhat lawlessly, and layest hand on other men’s goods; and this beseems thee ill, great of kin as thou art. Now all would make a better tale, if thou didst not rob and reive; but whereas I have to bear the name of lawman in the land, folk would not abide that I should take outlawed men to me, and break the laws thereby. I will that thou seek some place wherein thou wilt not have need to take men’s goods from them.”

Grettir said he would do even so, yet withal that he might scarcely be alone because he so feared the dark.

Skapti said that of that one thing then, which he deemed the best, he might not avail himself; “But put not such trust in any as to fare as thou didst in the Westfirths; it has been many a man’s bane that he has been too trustful.”

Grettir thanked him for his wholesome redes, and so turned back to Burgfirth in the autumn, and found Grim Thorhallson, his friend, and told him of Skapti’s counsels; so Grim bade him fare north to Fishwater lakes on Ernewaterheath; and thus did he.











  








CHAP. LV.
 

Of Grettir on Ernewaterheath, and his dealings with Grim there.

 

Grettir went up to Ernewaterheath and made there a hut for himself (whereof are yet signs left) and dwelt there, for now was he fain to do anything rather than rob and reive; he got him nets and a boat and caught fish for his food; exceeding dreary he deemed it in the mountains, because he was so fearsome of the dark.

But when other outlaws heard this, that Grettir was come down there, many of them had a mind to see him, because they thought there was much avail of him. There was a man called Grim, a Northlander, who was an outlaw; with him the Northlanders made a bargain that he should slay Grettir, and promised him freedom and gifts of money, if he should bring it to pass; so he went to meet Grettir, and prayed him to take him in.

Grettir answers, “I see not how thou art the more holpen for being with me, and troublous to heed are ye wood-folk; but ill I deem it to be alone, if other choice there were; but I will that such an one only be with me as shall do whatso work may befall.”

Grim said he was of no other mind, and prayed hard that he might dwell there; then Grettir let himself be talked round, and took him in; and he was there on into the winter, and watched Grettir, but deemed it no little matter to set on him. Grettir misdoubted him, and had his weapons by his side night and day, nor durst Grim attack him while he was awake.

But one morning whenas Grim came in from fishing, he went into the hut and stamped with his foot, and would know whether Grettir slept, but he started in nowise, but lay still; and the short-sword hung up over Grettir’s head.

Now Grim thought that no better chance would happen, so he made a great noise, that Grettir might chide him, therefore, if he were awake, but that befell not. Now he thought that Grettir must surely be asleep, so he went stealthily up to the bed and reached out for the short-sword, and took it down, and unsheathed it. But even therewith Grettir sprang up on to the floor, and caught the short-sword just as the other raised it aloft, and laid the other hand on Grim betwixt the shoulders, and cast him down with such a fall, that he was well-nigh stunned; “Ah, such hast thou shown thyself,” said he, “though thou wouldest give me good hope of thee.” Then he had a true story from him, and thereafter slew him.

And now Grettir deemed he saw what it was to take in wood-folk, and so the winter wore; and nothing Grettir thought to be of more trouble than his dread of the dark.











  








CHAP. LVI.
 

Of Grettir and Thorir Redbeard.

 

Now Thorir of Garth heard where Grettir had set himself down, and was fain to set afoot some plot whereby he might be slain. There was a man called Thorir Redbeard; he was the biggest of men, and a great man-slayer, and therefore was he made outlaw throughout the land. Thorir of Garth sent word to him, and when they met he bade him go on an errand of his, and slay Grettir the Strong. Redbeard said that was no easy task, and that Grettir was a wise man and a wary.

Thorir bade him make up his mind to this; “A manly task it is for so brisk a fellow as thou; but I shall bring thee out of thine outlawry, and therewithal give thee money enough.”

So by that counsel Redbeard abode, and Thorir told him how he should go about the winning of Grettir. So thereafter he went round the land by the east, for thus he deemed his faring would be the less misdoubted; so he came to Ernewaterheath when Grettir had been there a winter. But when he met Grettir, he prayed for winter dwelling at his hands.

Grettir answered, “I cannot suffer you often to play the like play with me that he did who came here last autumn, who bepraised me cunningly, and when he had been here a little while lay in wait for my life; now, therefore, I have no mind to run the risk any more of the taking in of wood-folk.”

Thorir answered, “My mind goes fully with thine in that thou deemest ill of outlawed men: and thou wilt have heard tell of me as of a man-slayer and a misdoer, but not as of a doer of such foul deeds as to betray my master. Now, ill it is ill to be, for many deem others to do after their own ways; nor should I have been minded to come hither, if I might have had a choice of better things; withal I deem we shall not easily be won while we stand together; thou mightest risk trying at first how thou likest me, and let me go my ways whenso thou markest ill faith in me.”

 

Grettir answered, “Once more then will I risk it, even with thee; but wot thou well, that if I misdoubt me of thee, that will be thy bane.”

Thorir bade him do even so, and thereafter Grettir received him, and found this, that he must have the strength of twain, what work soever he took in hand: he was ready for anything that Grettir might set him to, and Grettir need turn to nothing, nor had he found his life so good since he had been outlawed, yet was he ever so wary of himself that Thorir never got a chance against him.

Thorir Redbeard was with Grettir on the heath for two winters, and now he began to loathe his life on the heath, and falls to thinking what deed he shall do that Grettir will not see through; so one night in spring a great storm arose while they were asleep; Grettir awoke therewith, and asked where was their boat. Thorir sprang up, and ran down to the boat, and brake it all to pieces, and threw the broken pieces about here and there, so that it seemed as though the storm had driven them along. Then he went into the hut, and called out aloud,

“Good things have not befallen us, my friend,” said he; “for our boat is all broken to pieces, and the nets lie a long way out in the water.”

“Go and bring them in then,” said Grettir, “for methinks it is with thy goodwill that the boat is broken.”

Thorir answered, “Among manly deeds swimming is the least handy to me, but most other deeds, I think, I may do against men who are not marvellous; thou mayest wot well enough that I was minded that thou shouldst not have to work while I abode here, and this I would not bid if it were in me to do it.”

Then Grettir arose and took his weapons, and went to the water-side. Now the land was so wrought there that a ness ran into the water, and a great creek was on the other side, and the water was deep right up to the shore.

Now Grettir spake: “Swim off to the nets, and let me see how skilled a man thou art.”

“I told thee before,” said Thorir, “that I might not swim; and now I know not what is gone with thy manliness and daring.”

“Well, the nets I may get in,” said Grettir, “but betray thou me not, since I trust in thee.”

Said Thorir, “Deem me not to be so shamed and worthless.”

“Thou wilt thyself prove thyself, what thou art,” said Grettir, and therewith he put off his clothes and weapons, and swam off for the nets. He swept them up together, and brought them to land, and cast them on to the bank; but when he was minded to come aland, then Thorir caught up the short-sword and drew it hastily, and ran therewith swiftly on Grettir, and smote at him as he set foot on the bank; but Grettir fell on his back down into the water, and sank like a stone; and Thorir stood gazing out on to the water, to keep him off from the shore if he came up again; but Grettir dived and groped along the bottom as near as he might to the bank, so that Thorir might not see him till he came into the creek at his back, and got aland; and Thorir heeded him not, and felt nought till Grettir heaved him up over his head, and cast him down so hard that the short-sword flew out of his hand; then Grettir got hold of it and had no words with him, but smote off his head straightway, and this was the end of his life.

But after this would Grettir never take outlaws to him, yet hardly might he bear to be alone.

 











  








CHAP. LVII.
 

How Thorir of Garth set on Grettir on Ernewaterheath.

 

At the Althing Thorir of Garth heard of the slaying of Thorir Redbeard, and now he thought he saw that he had no light task to deal with; but such rede he took that he rode west over the lower heathlands from the Thing with well-nigh eighty men, and was minded to go and take Grettir’s life: but when Grim Thorhallson knew thereof he sent Grettir word and bade him beware of himself, so Grettir ever took heed to the goings of men. But one day he saw many men riding who took the way to his abode; so he ran into a rift in the rocks, nor would he flee because he had not seen all the strength of those folk.

Then up came Thorir and all his men, and bade them smite Grettir’s head from his body, and said that the ill-doer’s life would be had cheaply now.

Grettir answered, “Though the spoon has taken it up, yet the mouth has had no sup. From afar have ye come, and marks of the game shall some have ere we part.”

Then Thorir egged on his men busily to set on him; but the pass was narrow, and he could defend it well from one side; yet hereat he marvelled, that howsoever they went round to the back of him, yet no hurt he got thereby; some fell of Thorir’s company, and some were wounded, but nothing might they do.

Then said Thorir, “Oft have I heard that Grettir is a man of marvel before all others for prowess and good heart, but never knew I that he was so wise a wizard as now I behold him; for half as many again fall at his back as fall before him; lo, now we have to do with trolls and no men.”

 

So he bid them turn away and they did so. Grettir marvelled how that might be, for withal he was utterly foredone.

Thorir and his men turn away and ride toward the north country, and men deemed their journey to be of the shame fullest; eighteen men had they left there and many were wounded withal.

Now Grettir went up into the pass, and found there one great of growth, who sat leaning against the rock and was sore wounded. Grettir asked him of his name, and he said he was hight Hallmund.

“And this I will tell thee to know me by, that thou didst deem me to have a good hold of the reins that summer when we met on the Keel; now, methinks, I have paid thee back therefor.”

“Yea, in sooth,” said Grettir, “I deem that thou hast shown great manliness toward me; whenso I may, I will reward thee.”

Hallmund said, “But now I will that thou come to my abode, for thou must e’en think time drags heavily here on the heaths.”

Grettir said he was fain thereof; and now they fare both together south under Balljokul, and there had Hallmund a huge cave, and a daughter great of growth and of high mind; there they did well to Grettir, and the woman healed the wounds of both of them, and Grettir dwelt long there that summer, and a lay he made on Hallmund, wherein is this — 

“Wide and high doth Hallmund stride
 In the hollow mountain side.”
 

And this stave also is therein — 

“At Ernewater, one by one,
 Stole the swords forth in the sun,

 Eager for the road of death
 Swept athwart by sharp spears’ breath;
 Many a dead Wellwharfer’s lands
 That day gave to other hands.
 Hallmund, dweller in the cave,
 Grettir’s life that day did save.”
 

Men say that Grettir slew six men in that meeting, but Hallmund twelve.

Now as the summer wore Grettir yearned for the peopled country, to see his friends and kin; Hallmund bade him visit him when he came to the south country again, and Grettir promised him so to do; then he went west to Burgfirth, and thence to the Broadfirth Dales, and sought counsel of Thorstein Kuggson as to where he should now seek for protection, but Thorstein said that his foes were now so many that few would harbour him; “But thou mightest fare south to the Marshes and see what fate abides thee there.”

So in the autumn Grettir went south to the Marshes.











  








CHAP. LVIII.
 

Grettir in Fairwoodfell.

 

In those days dwelt at Holm Biorn the Hitdale-Champion, who was the son of Arngeir, the son of Berse the Godless, the son of Balk, who settled Ramfirth as is aforesaid; Biorn was a great chief and a hardy man, and would ever harbour outlawed men.

Now Grettir came to Holm, and Biorn gave him good cheer, for there had been friendship between the earlier kin of both of them; so Grettir asked if he would give him harbourage; but Biorn said that he had got to himself so many feuds through all the land that men would shun harbouring him so long as to be made outlaws therefor: “But some gain will I be to thee, if thou lettest those men dwell in peace who are under my ward, whatsoever thou dost by other men in the country-side.”

Grettir said yea thereto. Then said Biorn, “Well, I have thought over it, and in that mountain, which stretches forth outside of Hitriver, is a stead good for defence, and a good hiding-place withal, if it be cunningly dealt with; for there is a hollow through the mountain, that is seen from the way below; for the highway lies beneath it, but above is a slip of sand and stones so exceeding steep, that few men may come up there if one hardy man stand on his defence above in the lair. Now this seems to me the best rede for thee, and the one thing worth talking of for thine abode, because, withal, it is easy to go thence and get goods from the Marshes, and right away to the sea.”

Grettir said that he would trust in his foresight if he would give him any help. Then he went up to Fairwoodfell and made his abode there; he hung grey wadmal before the hole in the mountain, and from the way below it was like to behold as if one saw through. Now he was wont to ride for things needful through the country-side, and men deemed a woful guest had come among them whereas he went.

Thord Kolbeinson dwelt at Hitness in those days, and a good skald he was; at that time was there great enmity betwixt him and Biorn; and Biorn was but half loth, though Grettir wrought some ill on Thord’s men or his goods.

Grettir was ever with Biorn, and they tried their skill in many sports, and it is shown in the story of Biorn that they were deemed equal in prowess, but it is the mind of most that Grettir was the strongest man ever known in the land, since Orm the son of Storolf, and Thoralf the son of Skolm, left off their trials of strength. Grettir and Biorn swam in one spell all down Hitriver, from the lake right away to the sea: they brought those stepping-stones into the river that have never since been washed away either by floods, or the drift of ice, or glacier slips.

So Grettir abode in Fairwoodfell for one winter, in such wise, that none set on him, though many lost their goods at his hands and could do nought therefor, for a good place for defence he had, and was ever good friend to those nighest to him.











  








CHAP. LIX.
 

Gisli’s meeting with Grettir.

 

There was a man hight Gisli, the son of that Thorstein whom Snorri Godi had slain. Gisli was a big man and strong, a man showy in weapons and clothes, who made much of himself, and was somewhat of a self-praiser; he was a seafaring man, and came one summer out to Whiteriver, whenas Grettir had been a winter on the fell. Thord, son of Kolbein, rode to his ship, and Gisli gave him good welcome, and bade him take of his wares whatso he would; thereto Thord agreed, and then they fell to talk one with the other, and Gisli said:

“Is that true which is told me, that ye have no counsel that avails to rid you of a certain outlaw who is doing you great ill?”

Thord said, “We have not tried aught on him yet, but to many he seems a man hard to deal with, and that has been proven on many a man.”

 

“It is like, methinks, that you should find Biorn a heavy trouble, if ye may not drive away this man: luckless it is for you withal, that I shall be too far off this winter to better matters for you.”

“Thou wilt be better pleased to deal with him by hearsay.”

“Nay, no need to tell me of Grettir,” said Gisli; “I have borne harder brunts when I was in warfare along with King Knut the Mighty, and west over the Sea, and I was ever thought to hold my own; and if I should have a chance at him I would trust myself and my weapons well enough.”

Thord said he would not work for nought if he prevailed against Grettir; “For there is more put upon his head than on the head of any other of wood-folk; six marks of silver it was; but last summer Thorir of Garth laid thereto yet three marks; and men deem he will have enough to do therefor whose lot it is to win it.”

“All things soever will men do for money,” says Gisli, “and we chapmen not the least; but now shall we keep this talk hushed up, for mayhap he will be the warier,” says he, “if he come to know that I am with you against him: now I am minded to abide this winter at Snowfellsness at Wave-ridge. Is his lair on my way at all? for he will not foresee this, nor shall I draw together many men against him.”

Thord liked the plot well, he rode home therewith and held his peace about this; but now things went according to the saw, a listening ear in the holt is anear; men had been by at the talk betwixt Thord and Gisli, who were friends to Biorn of Hitdale, and they told him all from end to end; so when Biorn and Grettir met, Biorn showed forth the whole matter to him, and said that now he might prove how he could meet a foe.

“It would not be bad sport,” said he, “if thou wert to handle him roughly, but to slay him not, if thou mightest do otherwise.”

Grettir smiled thereat, but spake little.

Now at the folding time in the autumn Grettir went down to Flysia-wharf and got sheep for himself; he had laid hold on four wethers; but the bonders became ware of his ways and went after him; and these two things befell at the same time, that he got up under the fell-side, and that they came upon him, and would drive the sheep from him, yet bare they no weapon against him; they were six altogether, and stood thick in his path. Now the sheep troubled him and he waxed wroth, and caught up two of those men, and cast them down over the hill-side, so that they lay stunned; and when the others saw that, they came on less eagerly; then Grettir took up the sheep and locked them together by the horns, and threw them over his shoulders, two on each side, and went up into his lair.

So the bonders turned back, and deemed they had got but ill from him, and their lot misliked them now worse than before.

Now Gisli abode at his ship through the autumn till it was rolled ashore. Many things made him abide there, so he was ready late, and rode away but a little before winter-nights. Then he went from the south, and guested under Raun on the south side of Hitriver. In the morning, before he rode thence, he began a talk with his fellows:

“Now shall we ride in coloured clothes to-day, and let the outlaw see that we are not like other wayfarers who are drifted about here day by day.”

 

So this they did, and they were three in all: but when they came west over the river, he spake again to them:

“Here in these bents, I am told, lurks the outlaw, and no easy way is there up to him; but may it not perchance seem good to him to come and meet us and behold our array?”

They said that it was ever his wont so to do. Now that morning Grettir had risen early in his lair; the weather was cold and frosty, and snow had fallen, but not much of it. He saw how three men rode from the south over Hitriver, and their state raiment glittered and their inlaid shields. Then it came into his mind who these should be, and he deems it would be good for him to get some rag of their array; and he was right wishful withal to meet such braggarts: so he catches up his weapons and runs down the slip-side. And when Gisli heard the clatter of the stones, he spake thus:

“There goes a man down the hill-side, and somewhat big he is, and he is coming to meet us: now, therefore, let us go against him briskly, for here is good getting come to hand.”

His fellows said that this one would scarce run into their very hands, if he knew not his might; “And good it is that he bewail who brought the woe.”

So they leapt off their horses, and therewith Grettir came up to them, and laid hands on a clothes-bag that Gisli had tied to his saddle behind him, and said — 

“This will I have, for oft I lowt for little things.”

Gisli answers, “Nay, it shall not be; dost thou know with whom thou hast to do?”

Says Grettir, “I am not very clear about that; nor will I have much respect for persons, since I am lowly now, and ask for little.”

 

“Mayhap thou thinkest it little,” says he, “but I had rather pay down thirty hundreds; but robbery and wrong are ever uppermost in thy mind methinks; so on him, good fellows, and let see what he may do.”

So did they, and Grettir gave back before them to a stone which stands by the way and is called Grettir’s-Heave, and thence defended himself; and Gisli egged on his fellows eagerly; but Grettir saw now that he was no such a hardy heart as he had made believe, for he was ever behind his fellows’ backs; and withal he grew aweary of this fulling business, and swept round the short-sword, and smote one of Gisli’s fellows to the death, and leaped down from the stone, and set on so fiercely, that Gisli shrank aback before him all along the hill-side: there Gisli’s other fellow was slain, and then Grettir spake:

“Little is it seen in thee that thou hast done well wide in the world, and in ill wise dost thou part from thy fellows.”

Gisli answers, “Hottest is the fire that lies on oneself — with hell’s-man are dealings ill.”

Then they gave and took but a little, before Gisli cast away his weapons, and took to his heels out along the mountain. Grettir gave him time to cast off whatso he would, and every time Gisli saw a chance for it he threw off somewhat of his clothes; and Grettir never followed him so close but that there was still some space betwixt them. Gisli ran right past that mountain and then across Coldriver-dale, and then through Aslaug’s-lithe and above by Kolbeinstead, and then out into Burgh-lava; and by then was he in shirt and breech alone, and was now exceeding weary. Grettir still followed after him, and there was ever a stone’s throw between them; and now he pulled up a great bush. But Gisli made no stay till he came out at Haf-firth-river, and it was swollen with ice and ill to ford; Gisli made straightway for the river, but Grettir ran in on him and seized him, and then the strength of either was soon known: Grettir drave him down under him, and said,

“Art thou that Gisli who would fain meet Grettir Asmundson?”

Gisli answers, “I have found him now, in good sooth, nor do I know in what wise we shall part: keep that which thou hast got, and let me go free.”

Grettir said, “Nay, thou art scarce deft enow to learn what I have to teach thee, so needs must I give thee somewhat to remember it by.”

Therewith he pulls the shirt up over his head and let the twigs go all down his back, and along both sides of him, and Gisli strove all he might to wriggle away from him; but Grettir flogged him through and through, and then let him go; and Gisli thought he would learn no more of Grettir and have such another flogging withal; nor did he ever again earn the like skin-rubbing.

But when he got his legs under him again, he ran off unto a great pool in the river, and swam it, and came by night to a farm called Horseholt, and utterly foredone he was by then. There he lay a week with his body all swollen, and then fared to his abode.

Grettir turned back, and took up the things Gisli had cast down, and brought them to his place, nor from that time forth gat Gisli aught thereof.

Many men thought Gisli had his due herein for the noise and swagger he had made about himself; and Grettir sang this about their dealings together — 

“In fighting ring where steed meets steed,
 The sluggish brute of mongrel breed,

 Certes will shrink back nothing less
 Before the stallion’s dauntlessness,
 Than Gisli before me to-day;
 As, casting shame and clothes away,
 And sweating o’er the marsh with fear,
 He helped the wind from mouth and rear.”
 

The next spring Gisli got ready to go to his ship, and bade men above all things beware of carrying aught of his goods south along the mountain, and said that the very fiend dwelt there.

Gisli rode south along the sea all the way to his ship, and never met Grettir again; and now he is out of the story.

But things grew worse between Thord Kolbeinson and Grettir, and Thord set on foot many a plot to get Grettir driven away or slain.











  








CHAP. LX.
 

Of the Fight at Hitriver.

 

When Grettir had been two winters at Fairwoodfell, and the third was now come, he fared south to the Marshes, to the farm called Brook-bow, and had thence six wethers against the will of him who owned them. Then he went to Acres and took away two neat for slaughtering, and many sheep, and then went up south of Hitriver.

But when the bonders were ware of his ways, they sent word to Thord at Hitness, and bade him take in hand the slaying of Grettir; but he hung back, yet for the prayers of men got his son Arnor, who was afterwards called Earls’ Skald, to go with them, and bade them withal to take heed that Grettir escaped not.

Then were men sent throughout all the country-side. There was a man called Biarni, who dwelt at Jorvi in Flysia-wharf, and he gathered men together from without Hitriver; and their purpose was that a band should be on either bank of the river.

Now Grettir had two men with him; a man called Eyolf, the son of the bonder at Fairwood, and a stout man; and another he had besides.

First came up Thorarin of Acres and Thorfinn of Brook-bow, and there were nigh twenty men in their company. Then was Grettir fain to make westward across the river, but therewith came up on the west side thereof Arnor and Biarni. A narrow ness ran into the water on the side whereas Grettir stood; so he drave the beasts into the furthermost parts of the ness, when he saw the men coming up, for never would he give up what he had once laid his hands on.

Now the Marsh-men straightway made ready for an onslaught, and made themselves very big; Grettir bade his fellows take heed that none came at his back; and not many men could come on at once.

Now a hard fight there was betwixt them, Grettir smote with the short-sword with both hands, and no easy matter it was to get at him; some of the Marsh-men fell, and some were wounded; those on the other side of the river were slow in coming up, because the ford was not very near, nor did the fight go on long before they fell off; Thorarin of Acres was a very old man, so that he was not at this onslaught. But when this fight was over, then came up Thrand, son of Thorarin, and Thorgils Ingialdson, the brother’s son of Thorarin, and Finnbogi, son of Thorgeir Thorhaddson of Hitdale, and Steinulf Thorleifson from Lavadale; these egged on their men eagerly to set on, and yet another fierce onslaught they made. Now Grettir saw that he must either flee or spare himself nought; and now he went forth so fiercely that none might withstand him; because they were so many that he saw not how he might escape, but that he did his best before he fell; he was fain withal that the life of such an one as he deemed of some worth might be paid for his life; so he ran at Steinulf of Lavadale, and smote him on the head and clave him down to the shoulders, and straightway with another blow smote Thorgils Ingialdson in the midst and well-nigh cut him asunder; then would Thrand run forth to revenge his kinsman, but Grettir smote him on the right thigh, so that the blow took off all the muscle, and straightway was he unmeet for fight; and thereafter withal a great wound Grettir gave to Finnbogi.

Then Thorarin cried out and bade them fall back, “For the longer ye fight the worse ye will get of him, and he picks out men even as he willeth from your company.”

So did they, and turned away; and there had ten men fallen, and five were wounded to death, or crippled, but most of those who had been at that meeting had some hurt or other; Grettir was marvellously wearied and yet but a little wounded.

And now the Marsh-men made off with great loss of men, for many stout fellows had fallen there.

But those on the other side of the river fared slowly, and came not up till the meeting was all done; and when they saw how ill their men had fared, then Arnor would not risk himself, and much rebuke he got therefor from his father and many others; and men are minded to think that he was no man of prowess.

Now that place where they fought is called Grettir’s-point to-day.

 











  








CHAP. LXI.
 

How Grettir left Fairwoodfell, and of his abiding in Thorir’s-dale.

 

But Grettir and his men took horse and rode up to the fell, for they were all wounded, and when they came to Fairwood there was Eyolf left; the farmer’s daughter was out of doors, and asked for tidings; Grettir told all as clearly as might be, and sang a stave withal — 

“O thou warder of horn’s wave,
 Not on this side of the grave
 Will Steinulf s head be whole again;
 Many more there gat their bane;
 Little hope of Thorgils now
 After that bone-breaking blow:
 Eight Gold-scatterers more they say,
 Dead along the river lay.”
 

Thereafter Grettir went to his lair and sat there through the winter; but when he and Biorn met, Biorn said to him, that he deemed that much had been done; “and no peace thou wilt have here in the long run: now hast thou slain both kin and friends of mine, yet shall I not cast aside what I have promised thee whiles thou art here.”

Grettir said he must needs defend his hands and life, “but ill it is if thou mislikest it.”

Biorn said that things must needs be as they were.

A little after came men to Biorn who had lost kinsmen at Grettir’s hands, and bade him not to suffer that riotous man to abide there longer in their despite; and Biorn said that it should be as they would as soon as the winter was over.

Now Thrand, the son of Thorarin of Acres, was healed; a stout man he was, and had to wife Steinun, daughter of Rut of Combeness; Thorleif of Lavadale, the father of Steinulf, was a very mighty man, and from him are come the men of Lavadale.

Now nought more is told of the dealings of Grettir with the Marsh-men while he was on the mountain; Biorn still kept up his friendship with him, though his friends grew somewhat the fewer for that he let Grettir abide there, because men took it ill that their kin should fall unatoned.

At the time of the Thing, Grettir departed from the Marsh-country, and went to Burgfirth and found Grim Thorhallson, and sought counsel of him, as to what to do now. Grim said he had no strength to keep him, therefore fared Grettir to find Hallmund his friend, and dwelt there that summer till it wore to its latter end.

In the autumn Grettir went to Goatland, and waited there till bright weather came on; then he went up to Goatland Jokul, and made for the south-east, and had with him a kettle, and tools to strike fire withal. But men deem that he went there by the counsel of Hallmund, for far and wide was the land known of him.

So Grettir went on till he found a dale in the jokul, long and somewhat narrow, locked up by jokuls all about, in such wise that they overhung the dale. He came down somehow, and then he saw fair hill-sides grass-grown and set with bushes. Hot springs there were therein, and it seemed to him that it was by reason of earth-fires that the ice-cliffs did not close up over the vale.

A little river ran along down the dale, with level shores on either side thereof. There the sun came but seldom; but he deemed he might scarcely tell over the sheep that were in that valley, so many they were; and far better and fatter than any he had ever seen.

Now Grettir abode there, and made himself a hut of such wood as he could come by. He took of the sheep for his meat, and there was more on one of them than on two elsewhere: one ewe there was, brown with a polled head, with her lamb, that he deemed the greatest beauty for her goodly growth. He was fain to take the lamb, and so he did, and thereafter slaughtered it: three stone of suet there was in it, but the whole carcase was even better. But when Brownhead missed her lamb, she went up on Grettir’s hut every night, and bleated in suchwise that he might not sleep anight, so that it misliked him above all things that he had slaughtered the lamb, because of her troubling.

But every evening at twilight he heard some one hoot up in the valley, and then all the sheep ran together to one fold every evening.

So Grettir says, that a half-troll ruled over the valley, a giant hight Thorir, and in trust of his keeping did Grettir abide there; by him did Grettir name the valley, calling it Thorir’s-dale. He said withal that Thorir had daughters, with whom he himself had good game, and that they took it well, for not many were the new-comers thereto; but when fasting time was, Grettir made this change therein, that fat and livers should be eaten in Lent.

Now nought happed to be told of through the winter. At last Grettir found it so dreary there, that he might abide there no longer: then he gat him gone from the valley, and went south across the jokul, and came from the north, right against the midst of Shieldbroadfell.

He raised up a flat stone and bored a hole therein, and said that whoso put his eye to the hole in that stone should straightway behold the gulf of the pass that leads from Thorir’s-vale.

So he fared south through the land, and thence to the Eastfirths; and in this journey he was that summer long, and the winter, and met all the great men there, but somewhat ever thrust him aside that nowhere got he harbouring or abode; then he went back by the north, and dwelt at sundry places.











  








CHAP. LXII.
 

Of the Death of Hallmund, Grettir’s Friend.

 

A little after Grettir had gone from Ernewaterheath, there came a man thither, Grim by name, the son of the widow at Kropp. He had slain the son of Eid Skeggison of the Ridge, and had been outlawed therefor; he abode whereas Grettir had dwelt afore, and got much fish from the water. Hallmund took it ill that he had come in Grettir’s stead, and was minded that he should have little good hap how much fish soever he caught.

So it chanced on a day that Grim had caught a hundred fish, and he bore them to his hut and hung them up outside, but the next morning when he came thereto they were all gone; that he deemed marvellous, and went to the water; and now he caught two hundred fish, went home and stored them up; and all went the same way, for they were all gone in the morning; and now he thought it hard to trace all to one spring. But the third day he caught three hundred fish, brought them home and watched over them from his shed, looking out through a hole in the door to see if aught might come anigh. Thus wore the night somewhat,  and when the third part of the night was gone by, he heard one going along outside with heavy footfalls; and when he was ware thereof, he took an axe that he had, the sharpest of weapons, for he was fain to know what this one was about; and he saw that the new-comer had a great basket on his back. Now he set it down, and peered about, and saw no man abroad; he gropes about to the fishes, and deems he has got a good handful, and into the basket he scoops them one and all; then is the basket full, but the fishes were so big that Grim thought that no horse might bear more. Now he takes them up and puts himself under the load, and at that very point of time, when he was about to stand upright, Grim ran out, and with both hands smote at his neck, so that the axe sank into the shoulder; thereat he turned off sharp, and set off running with the basket south over the mountain.

Grim turned off after him, and was fain to know if he had got enough. They went south all the way to Balljokul, and there this man went into a cave; a bright fire burnt in the cave, and thereby sat a woman, great of growth, but shapely withal. Grim heard how she welcomed her father, and called him Hallmund. He cast down his burden heavily, and groaned aloud; she asked him why he was all covered with blood, but he answered and sang — 

“Now know I aright,
 That in man’s might,
 And in man’s bliss,
 No trust there is;
 On the day of bale
 Shall all things fail;
 Courage is o’er,
 Luck mocks no more.”
 

She asked him closely of their dealings, but he told her all even as it had befallen.

“Now shall thou hearken,” said he, “for I shall tell of my deeds and sing a song thereon, and thou shall cut it on a staff as I give it out.”

So she did, and he sung Hallmund’s song withal, wherein is this — 

“When I drew adown
 The bridle brown
 Grettir’s hard hold,
 Men deemed me bold;
 Long while looked then
 The brave of men
 In his hollow hands,
 The harm of lands.
 “Then came the day
 Of Thorir’s play
 On Ernelakeheath,
 When we from death
 Our life must gain;
 Alone we twain
 With eighty men
 Must needs play then.
 “Good craft enow
 Did Grettir show
 On many a shield
 In that same field;
 Natheless I hear
 That my marks were
 The deepest still;
 The worst to fill.

 “Those who were fain
 His back to gain
 Lost head and hand,
 Till of the band,
 From the Well-wharf-side,
 Must there abide
 Eighteen behind
 That none can find.
 “With the giant’s kin
 Have I oft raised din;
 To the rock folk
 Have I dealt out stroke;
 Ill things could tell
 That I smote full well;
 The half-trolls know
 My baneful blow.
 “Small gain in me
 Did the elf-folk see,
 Or the evil wights
 Who ride anights.”
 

Many other deeds of his did Hallmund sing in that song, for he had fared through all the land.

Then spake his daughter, “A man of no slippery hand was that; nor was it unlike that this should hap, for in evil wise didst thou begin with him: and now what man will avenge thee?”

Hallmund answered, “It is not so sure to know how that may be; but, methinks, I know that Grettir would avenge me if he might come thereto; but no easy matter will it be to go against the luck of this man, for much greatness lies stored up for him.”

Thereafter so much did Hallmund’s might wane as the song wore, that well-nigh at one while it befell that the song was done and Hallmund dead; then she grew very sad and wept right sore. Then came Grim forth and bade her be of better cheer, “For all must fare when they are fetched. This has been brought about by his own deed, for I could scarce look on while he robbed me.”

She said he had much to say for it, “For ill deed gains ill hap.”

Now as they talked she grew of better cheer, and Grim abode many nights in the cave, and got the song by heart, and things went smoothly betwixt them.

Grim abode at Ernewaterheath all the winter after Hallmund’s death, and thereafter came Thorkel Eyulfson to meet him on the Heath, and they fought together; but such was the end of their play that Grim might have his will of Thorkel’s life, and slew him not. So Thorkel took him to him, and got him sent abroad and gave him many goods; and therein either was deemed to have done well to the other. Grim betook himself to seafaring, and a great tale is told of him.











  








CHAP. LXIII.
 

How Grettir beguiled Thorir of Garth when he was nigh taking him.

 

Now the story is to be taken up where Grettir came from the firths of the east-country; and now he fared with hidden-head for that he would not meet Thorir, and lay out that summer on Madderdale-heath and in sundry places, and at whiles he was at Reek-heath.

Thorir heard that Grettir was at Reek-heath, so he gathered men and rode to the heath, and was well minded that Grettir should not escape this time.

Now Grettir was scarce aware of them before they were on him; he was just by a mountain-dairy that stood back a little from the wayside, and another man there was with him, and when he saw their band, speedy counsel must he take; so he bade that they should fell the horses and drag them into the dairy shed, and so it was done.

Then Thorir rode north over the heath by the dairy, and missed friend from stead, for he found nought, and so turned back withal.

But when his band had ridden away west, then said Grettir, “They will not deem their journey good if we be not found; so now shall thou watch our horses while I go meet them, a fair play would be shown them if they knew me not.”

His fellow strove to let him herein, yet he went none-the-less, and did on him other attire, with a slouched hat over his face and a staff in his hand, then he went in the way before them. They greeted him and asked if he had seen any men riding over the heath.

“Those men that ye seek have I seen; but little was wanting e’ennow but that ye found them, for there they were, on the south of yon bogs to the left.”

Now when they heard that, off they galloped out on to the bogs, but so great a mire was there that nohow could they get on, and had to drag their horses out, and were wallowing there the more part of the day; and they gave to the devil withal the wandering churl who had so befooled them.

 

But Grettir turned back speedily to meet his fellow, and when they met he sang this stave — 

“Now make I no battle-field
 With the searching stems of shield.
 Rife with danger is my day,
 And alone I go my way:
 Nor shall I go meet, this tide,
 Odin’s storm, but rather bide
 Whatso fate I next may have;
 Scarce, then, shall thou deem me brave.
 “Thence where Thorir’s company
 Thronging ride, I needs must flee;
 If with them I raised the din,
 Little thereby should I win;
 Brave men’s clashing swords I shun,
 Woods must hide the hunted one;
 For through all things, good and ill,
 Unto life shall I hold still.”
 

Now they ride at their swiftest west over the heath and forth by the homestead at Garth, before ever Thorir came from the wilderness with his band; and when they drew nigh to the homestead a man fell in with them who knew them not.

Then saw they how a woman, young and grand of attire, stood without, so Grettir asked who that woman would be. The new-comer said that she was Thorir’s daughter. Then Grettir sang this stave — 

“O wise sun of golden stall,
 When thy sire comes back to hall,
 Thou mayst tell him without sin
 This, though little lies therein,

 That thou saw’st me ride hereby,
 With but two in company,
 Past the door of Skeggi’s son,
 Nigh his hearth, O glittering one.”
 

Hereby the new-comer thought he knew who this would be, and he rode to peopled parts and told how Grettir had ridden by.

So when Thorir came home, many deemed that Grettir had done the bed well over their heads. But Thorir set spies on Grettir’s ways, whereso he might be. Grettir fell on such rede that he sent his fellow to the west country with his horses; but he went up to the mountains and was in disguised attire, and fared about north there in the early winter, so that he was not known.

But all men deemed that Thorir had got a worse part than before in their dealings together.











  








CHAP. LXIV.
 

Of the ill haps at Sand-heaps, and how Guest came to the Goodwife there.

 

There was a priest called Stein, who dwelt at Isledale-river, in Bard-dale; he was good at husbandry and rich in beasts; his son was Kiartan, a brisk man and a well grown. Thorstein the White was the name of him who dwelt at Sand-heaps, south of Isledale-river; his wife was called Steinvor, a young woman and merry-hearted, and children they had, who were young in those days. But that place men deemed much haunted by the goings of trolls.

 

Now it befell two winters before Grettir came into the north country that Steinvor the goodwife of Sand-heaps fared at Yule-tide to the stead of Isledale-river according to her wont, but the goodman abode at home. Men lay down to sleep in the evening, but in the night they heard a huge crashing about the bonder’s bed; none durst arise and see thereto, for very few folk were there. In the morning the goodwife came home, but the goodman was gone, and none knew what had become of him.

Now the next year wears through its seasons, but the winter after the goodwife would fain go to worship, and bade her house-carle abide behind at home; thereto was he loth, but said nathless that she must rule; so all went the same way and the house-carle vanished; and marvellous men deemed it; but folk saw certain stains of blood about the outer door; therefore they deemed it sure that an evil wight had taken them both.

Now that was heard of wide through the country-side, and Grettir withal was told thereof; so he took his way to Bard-dale, and came to Sand-heaps at Yule-eve, and made stay there, and called himself Guest. The goodwife saw that he was marvellous great of growth, but the home-folk were exceeding afeard of him; he prayed for guesting there; the mistress said that there was meat ready for him, “but as to thy safety see to that thyself.”

He said that so he should do: “Here will I abide, but thou shalt go to worship if thou wilt.”

She answered, “Meseems thou art a brave man if thou durst abide at home here.”

“For one thing alone will I not be known,” said he.

She said, “I have no will to abide at home, but I may not cross the river.”

“I will go with thee,” says Guest.

 

Then she made her ready for worship, and her little daughter with her. It thawed fast abroad, and the river was in flood, and therein was the drift of ice great: then said the goodwife,

“No way across is there either for man or horse.”

“Nay, there will be fords there,” said Guest, “be not afeard.”

“Carry over the little maiden first,” said the goodwife; “she is the lightest.”

“I am loth to make two journeys of it,” said Guest, “I will bear thee in my arms.”

She crossed herself, and said, “This will not serve; what wilt thou do with the maiden?”

“A rede I see for that,” said he, and therewith caught them both up, and laid the little one in her mother’s lap, and set both of them thus on his left arm, but had his right free; and so he took the ford withal, nor durst they cry out, so afeard were they.

Now the river took him up to his breast forthwith, and a great ice-floe drave against him, but he put forth the hand that was free and thrust it from him; then it grew so deep, that the stream broke on his shoulder; but he waded through it stoutly, till he came to the further shore, and there cast them aland: then he turned back, and it was twilight already by then he came home to Sand-heaps, and called for his meat.

So when he was fulfilled, he bade the home-folk go into the chamber; then he took boards and loose timber, and dragged it athwart the chamber, and made a great bar, so that none of the home-folk might come thereover: none durst say aught against him, nor would any of them make the least sound. The entrance to the hall was through the side wall by the gable, and dais was there within; there Guest lay down, but did not put off his clothes, and light burned in the chamber over against the door: and thus Guest lay till far on in the night.

The goodwife came to Isledale-river at church-time, and men marvelled how she had crossed the river; and she said she knew not whether a man or a troll had brought her over.

The priest said he was surely a man, though a match for few; “But let us hold our peace hereon,” he said; “maybe he is chosen for the bettering of thy troubles.” So the goodwife was there through the night.











  








CHAP. LXV.
 

Of Guest and the Troll-wife.

 

Now it is to be told of Guest, that when it drew towards midnight, he heard great din without, and thereafter into the hall came a huge troll-wife, with a trough in one hand and a chopper wondrous great in the other; she peered about when she came in, and saw where Guest lay, and ran at him; but he sprang up to meet her, and they fell a-wrestling terribly, and struggled together for long in the hall. She was the stronger, but he gave back with craft, and all that was before them was broken, yea, the cross-panelling withal of the chamber. She dragged him out through the door, and so into the outer doorway, and then he betook himself to struggling hard against her. She was fain to drag him from the house, but might not until they had broken away all the fittings of the outer door, and borne them out on their shoulders: then she laboured away with him down towards the river, and right down to the deep gulfs.

By then was Guest exceeding weary, yet must he either gather his might together, or be cast by her into the gulf. All night did they contend in such wise; never, he deemed, had he fought with such a horror for her strength’s sake; she held him to her so hard that he might turn his arms to no account save to keep fast hold on the middle of the witch.

But now when they came on to the gulf of the river, he gives the hag a swing round, and therewith got his right hand free, and swiftly seized the short-sword that he was girt withal, and smote the troll therewith on the shoulder, and struck off her arm; and therewithal was he free, but she fell into the gulf and was carried down the force.

Then was Guest both stiff and weary, and lay there long on the rocks, then he went home, as it began to grow light, and lay down in bed, and all swollen and blue he was.

But when the goodwife came from church, she thought her house had been somewhat roughly handled: so she went to Guest and asked what had happed that all was broken and down-trodden. He told her all as it had befallen: she deemed these things imported much, and asked him what man he was in good sooth. So he told her the truth, and prayed that the priest might be fetched, for that he would fain see him: and so it was done.

But when Stein the priest came to Sand-heaps, he knew forthwith, that thither was come Grettir Asmundson, under the name of Guest.

So the priest asked what he deemed had become of those men who had vanished; and Grettir said that he thought they would have gone into the gulf: the priest said that he might not trow that, if no signs could be seen thereof: then said Grettir that later on that should be known more thoroughly. So the priest went home.

Grettir lay many nights a-bed, and the mistress did well to him, and so Yule-tide wore.

Now Grettir’s story is that the troll-wife cast herself into the gulf when she got her wound; but the men of Bard-dale say that day dawned on her, while they wrestled, and that she burst, when he cut the arm from her; and that there she stands yet on the cliff, a rock in the likeness of a woman.

Now the dale-dwellers kept Grettir in hiding there; but in the winter after Yule, Grettir fared to Isledale-river, and when he met the priest, he said, “Well, priest, I see that thou hadst little faith in my tale; now will I, that thou go with me to the river, and see what likelihood there is of that tale being true.”

So the priest did; and when they came to the force-side, they saw a cave up under the cliff; a sheer rock that cliff was, so great that in no place might man come up thereby, and well-nigh fifty fathoms was it down to the water. Now they had a rope with them, but the priest said:

“A risk beyond all measure, I deem it to go down here.”

“Nay,” said Grettir, “it is to be done, truly, but men of the greatest prowess are meetest therefor: now will I know what is in the force, but thou shall watch the rope.”

The priest bade him follow his own rede, and drave a peg down into the sward on the cliff, and heaped stones up over it, and sat thereby.

 











  








CHAP. LXVI.
 

Of the Dweller in the Cave under the Force.

 

Now it is to be told of Grettir that he set a stone in a bight of the rope and let it sink down into the water.

“In what wise hast thou mind to go?” said the priest.

“I will not go bound into the force,” said Grettir; “such things doth my heart forebode.”

With that he got ready for his journey, and was lightly clad, and girt with the short-sword, and had no weapon more.

Then he leapt off the cliff into the force; the priest saw the soles of his feet, and knew not afterwards what was become of him. But Grettir dived under the force, and hard work it was, because the whirlpool was strong, and he had to dive down to the bottom, before he might come up under the force. But thereby was a rock jutting out, and thereon he gat; a great cave was under the force, and the river fell over it from the sheer rocks. He went up into the cave, and there was a great fire flaming from amidst of brands; and there he saw a giant sitting withal, marvellously great and dreadful to look on. But when Grettir came anigh, the giant leapt up and caught up a glaive and smote at the new-comer, for with that glaive might a man both cut and thrust; a wooden shaft it had, and that fashion of weapon men called then, heft-sax. Grettir hewed back against him with the short-sword, and smote the shaft so that he struck it asunder; then was the giant fain to stretch aback for a sword that hung up there in the cave; but therewithal Grettir smote him afore into the breast, and smote off well-nigh all the breast bone and the belly, so that the bowels tumbled out of him and fell into the river, and were driven down along the stream; and as the priest sat by the rope, he saw certain fibres all covered with blood swept down the swirls of the stream; then he grew unsteady in his place, and thought for sure that Grettir was dead, so he ran from the holding of the rope, and gat him home. Thither he came in the evening and said, as one who knew it well, that Grettir was dead, and that great scathe was it of such a man.

Now of Grettir must it be told that he let little space go betwixt his blows or ever the giant was dead; then he went up the cave, and kindled a light and espied the cave. The story tells not how much he got therein, but men deem that it must have been something great. But there he abode on into the night; and he found there the bones of two men, and bore them together in a bag; then he made off from the cave and swam to the rope and shook it, and thought that the priest would be there yet; but when he knew that the priest had gone home, then must he draw himself up by strength of hand, and thus he came up out on to the cliff.

Then he fared home to Isledale-river, and brought into the church porch the bag with the bones, and therewithal a rune-staff whereon this song was marvellous well cut — 

“There into gloomy gulf I passed,
 O’er which from the rock’s throat is cast
 The swirling rush of waters wan,
 To meet the sword-player feared of man.
 By giant’s hall the strong stream pressed
 Cold hands against the singer’s breast;
 Huge weight upon him there did hurl
 The swallower of the changing whirl.”
 

And this other one withal — 

“The dreadful dweller of the cave
 Great strokes and many ‘gainst me drave;
 Full hard he had to strive for it,
 But toiling long he wan no whit;
 For from its mighty shaft of tree
 The heft-sax smote I speedily;
 And dulled the flashing war-flame fair
 In the black breast that met me there.”
 

Herein was it said how that Grettir had brought those bones from the cave; but when the priest came to the church in the morning he found the staff and that which went with it, but Grettir was gone home to Sand-heaps.











  








CHAP. LXVII.
 

Grettir driven from Sand-heaps to the West.

 

But when the priest met Grettir he asked him closely about what had happed; so he told him all the tale of his doings, and said withal that the priest had been unfaithful to him in the matter of the rope-holding; and the priest must needs say that so it was.

Now men deemed they could see that these evil wights had wrought the loss of the men there in the dale; nor had folk hurt ever after from aught haunting the valley, and Grettir was thought to have done great deeds for the cleansing of the land. So the priest laid those bones in earth in the churchyard.

But Grettir abode at Sand-heaps the winter long, and was hidden there from all the world.

 

But when Thorir of Garth heard certain rumours of Grettir being in Bard-dale, he sent men for his head; then men gave him counsel to get him gone therefrom, so he took his way to the west.

Now when he came to Maddervales to Gudmund the Rich, he prayed Gudmund for watch and ward; but Gudmund said he might not well keep him. “But that only is good for thee,” said he, “to set thee down there, whereas thou shouldst have no fear of thy life.”

Grettir said he wotted not where such a place might be.

Gudmund said, “An isle there lies in Skagafirth called Drangey; so good a place for defence it is, that no man may come thereon unless ladders be set thereto. If thou mightest get there, I know for sure that no man who might come against thee, could have good hope while thou wert on the top thereof, of overcoming thee, either by weapons or craft, if so be thou shouldst watch the ladders well.”

“That shall be tried,” said Grettir, “but so fearsome of the dark am I grown, that not even for the keeping of my life may I be alone.”

Gudmund said, “Well, that may be; but trust no man whatsoever so much as not to trust thyself better; for many men are hard to see through.”

Grettir thanked him for his wholesome redes, and then fared away from Maddervales, nor made stay before he came to Biarg; there his mother and Illugi his brother welcomed him joyfully, and he abode there certain nights.

There he heard of the slaying of Thorstein Kuggson, which had befallen the autumn before Grettir went to Bard-dale; and he deemed therewithal that felling went on fast enough.

Then Grettir rode south to Holtbeacon-heath, and was minded to avenge Hallmund if he might meet Grim; but when he came to Northriverdale, he heard that Grim had been gone two winters ago, as is aforesaid; but Grettir had heard so late of these tidings because he had gone about disguised those two winters, and the third winter he had been in Thorirs-dale, and had seen no man who might tell him any news. Then he betook himself to the Broadfirth-dales, and dwelt in Eastriverdale, and lay in wait for folk who fared over Steep-brent; and once more he swept away with the strong hand the goods of the small bonders. This was about the height of summer-tide.

Now when the summer was well worn, Steinvor of Sand-heaps bore a man-child, who was named Skeggi; he was first fathered on Kiartan, the son of Stein, the priest of Isle-dale-river. Skeggi was unlike unto his kin because of his strength and growth, but when he was fifteen winters old he was the strongest man in the north-country, and was then known as Grettir’s son; men deemed he would be a marvel among men, but he died when he was seventeen years of age, and no tale there is of him.











  








CHAP. LXVIII.
 

How Thorod, the Son of Snorri Godi, went against Grettir.

 

After the slaying of Thorstein Kuggson, Snorri Godi would have little to do with his son Thorod, or with Sam, the son of Bork the Fat; it is not said what they had done therefor, unless it might be that they had had no will to do some great deed that Snorri set them to; but withal Snorri drave his son Thorod away, and said he should not come back till he had slain some wood-dweller; and so must matters stand.

So Thorod went over to the Dales; and at that time dwelt at Broadlair-stead in Sokkolfsdale a widow called Geirlaug; a herdsman she kept, who had been outlawed for some onslaught; and he was a growing lad. Now Thorod Snorrison heard thereof, and rode in to Broadlair-stead, and asked where was the herdsman; the goodwife said that he was with the sheep.

“What wilt thou have to do with him?”

“His life will I have,” says Thorod, “because he is an outlaw, and a wood-wight.”

She answers, “No glory is it for such a great warrior as thou deemest thyself, to slay a mannikin like that; I will show thee a greater deed, if thine heart is so great that thou must needs try thyself.”

“Well, and what deed?” says he.

She answers, “Up in the fell here, lies Grettir Asmundson; play thou with him, for such a game is more meet for thee.”

Thorod took her talk well; “So shall it be,” says he, and therewith he smote his horse with his spurs, and rode along the valley; and when he came to the hill below Eastriver, he saw where was a dun horse, with his saddle on, and thereby a big man armed, so he turned thence to meet him.

Grettir greeted him, and asked who he was. Thorod named himself, and said,

“Why askest thou not of my errand rather than of my name?”

“Why, because,” said Grettir, “it is like to be such as is of little weight: art thou son to Snorri Godi?”

“Yea, yea,” says Thorod; “but now shall we try which of us may do the most.”

 

“A matter easy to be known,” says Grettir; “hast thou not heard that I have ever been a treasure-hill that most men grope in with little luck?”

“Yea, I know it,” said Thorod; “yet must somewhat be risked.”

And now he drew his sword therewith and set on Grettir eagerly; but Grettir warded himself with his shield, but bore no weapon against Thorod; and so things went awhile, nor was Grettir wounded.

At last he said, “Let us leave this play, for thou wilt not have victory in our strife.”

But Thorod went on dealing blows at his maddest. Now Grettir got aweary of dealing with him, and caught him and set him down by his side, and said — 

“I may do with thee even as I will, nor do I fear that thou wilt ever be my bane; but the grey old carle, thy father, Snorri, I fear in good sooth, and his counsels that have brought most men to their knees: and for thee, thou shouldst turn thy mind to such things alone as thou mayst get done, nor is it child’s play to fight with me.”

But when Thorod saw that he might bring nought to pass, he grew somewhat appeased, and therewithal they parted. Thorod rode home to Tongue and told his father of his dealings with Grettir. Snorri Godi smiled thereat, and said,

“Many a man lies hid within himself, and far unlike were your doings; for thou must needs rush at him to slay him, and he might have done with thee even as he would. Yet wisely has Grettir done herein, that he slew thee not; for I should scarce have had a mind to let thee lie unavenged; but now indeed shall I give him aid, if I have aught to do with any of his matters.”

It was well seen of Snorri, that he deemed Grettir had done well to Thorod, and he ever after gave his good word for Grettir.











  








CHAP. LXIX.
 

How Grettir took leave of his Mother at Biarg, and fared with Illugi his Brother to Drangey.

 

Grettir rode north to Biarg a little after he parted with Thorod, and lay hid there yet awhile; then so great grew his fear in the dark, that he durst go nowhere as soon as dusk set in. His mother bade him abide there, but said withal, that she saw that it would scarce avail him aught, since he had so many cases against him throughout all the land. Grettir said that she should never have trouble brought on her for his sake.

“But I shall no longer do so much for the keeping of my life,” says he, “as to be alone.”

Now Illugi his brother was by that time about fifteen winters old, and the goodliest to look on of all men; and he overheard their talk together. Grettir was telling his mother what rede Gudmund the Rich had given him, and now that he should try, if he had a chance, to get out to Drangey, but he said withal, that he might not abide there, unless he might get some trusty man to be with him. Then said Illugi,

“I will go with thee, brother, though I know not that I shall be of any help to thee, unless it be that I shall be ever true to thee, nor run from thee whiles thou standest up; and moreover I shall know more surely how thou farest if I am still in thy fellowship.”

Grettir answered, “Such a man thou art, that I am gladder in thee than in any other; and if it cross not my mother’s mind, fain were I that thou shouldst fare with me.”

Then said Asdis, “Now can I see that it has come to this, that two troubles lie before us: for meseems I may ill spare Illugi, yet I know that so hard is thy lot, Grettir, that thou must in somewise find rede therefor: and howsoever it grieves me, O my sons, to see you both turn your backs on me, yet thus much will I do, if Grettir might thereby be somewhat more holpen than heretofore.”

Hereat was Illugi glad, for that he deemed it good to go with Grettir.

So she gave them much of her chattels, and they made them ready for their journey. Asdis led them from out the garth, and before they parted she spake thus:

“Ah, my sons twain, there ye depart from me, and one death ye shall have together; for no man may flee from that which is wrought for him: on no day now shall I see either of you once again; let one fate be over you both, then; for I know not what weal ye go to get for yourselves in Drangey, but there shall ye both lay your bones, and many will begrudge you that abiding place. Keep ye heedfully from wiles, yet none the less there shall ye be bitten of the edge of the sword, for marvellously have my dreams gone: be well ware of sorcery, for little can cope with the cunning of eld.”

And when she had thus spoken she wept right sore.

Then said Grettir, “Weep not, mother, for if we be set on with weapons, it shall be said of thee, that thou hast had sons, and not daughters: live on, well and hale.”

Therewithal they parted. They fared north through the country side and saw their kin; and thus they lingered out the autumn into winter; then they turned toward Skagafirth and went north through Waterpass and thence to Reekpass, and down Saemunds-lithe and so unto Longholt, and came to Dinby late in the day.

Grettir had cast his hood back on to his shoulders, for in that wise he went ever abroad whether the day were better or worse. So they went thence, and when they had gone but a little way, there met them a man, big-headed, tall, and gaunt, and ill clad; he greeted them, and either asked other for their names; they said who they were, but he called himself Thorbiorn: he was a land-louper, a man too lazy to work, and a great swaggerer, and much game and fooling was made with him by some folk: he thrust himself into their company, and told them much from the upper country about the folk there. Grettir had great game and merriment of him; so he asked if they had no need of a man who should work for them, “for I would fain fare with you,” says he; and withal he got so much from their talk that they suffered him to follow them.

Much snow there was that day, and it was cold; but whereas that man swaggered exceedingly, and was the greatest of tomfools, he had a by-name, and was called Noise.

“Great wonder had those of Dinby when thou wentest by e’en now unhooded, in the foul weather,” said Noise, “as to whether thou wouldst have as little fear of men as of the cold: there were two bonders’ sons, both men of great strength, and the shepherd called them forth to go to the sheep-watching with him, and scarcely could they clothe themselves for the cold.”

Grettir said, “I saw within doors there a young man who pulled on his mittens, and another going betwixt byre and midden, and of neither of them should I be afeared.”

Thereafter they went down to Sorbness, and were there through the night; then they fared out along the strand to a farm called Reeks, where dwelt a man, Thorwald by name, a good bonder. Him Grettir prayed for watch and ward, and told him how he was minded to get out to Drangey: the bonder said that those of Skagafirth would think him no god-send, and excused himself therewithal.

Then Grettir took a purse his mother had given to him, and gave it to the bonder; his brows lightened over the money, and he got three house-carles of his to bring them out in the night time by the light of the moon. It is but a little way from Reeks out to the island, one sea-mile only. So when they came to the isle, Grettir deemed it good to behold, because it was grass-grown, and rose up sheer from the sea, so that no man might come up thereon save there where the ladders were let down, and if the uppermost ladder were drawn up, it was no man’s deed to get upon the island. There also were the cliffs full of fowl in the summer-tide, and there were eighty sheep upon the island which the bonders owned, and they were mostly rams and ewes which they had mind to slaughter.

There Grettir set himself down in peace; and by then had he been fifteen or sixteen winters in outlawry, as Sturla Thordson has said.











  








CHAP. LXX.
 

Of the Bonders who owned Drangey between them.

 

In the days when Grettir came to Drangey, these were chief men of the country side of Skagafirth. Hialti dwelt at Hof in Hialtidale, he was the son of Thord, the son of Hialti, the son of Thord the Scalp: Hialti was a great chief, a right noble man, and much befriended. Thorbiorn Angle was the name of his brother, a big man and a strong, hardy and wild withal. Thord, the father of these twain, had married again in his old age, and that wife was not the mother of the brothers; and she did ill to her step-children, but served Thorbiorn the worst, for that he was hard to deal with and reckless. And on a day Thorbiorn Angle sat playing at tables, and his stepmother passed by and saw that he was playing at the knave-game, and the fashion of the game was the large tail-game. Now she deemed him thriftless, and cast some word at him, but he gave an evil answer; so she caught up one of the men, and drave the tail thereof into Thorbiorn’s cheek-bone wherefrom it glanced into his eye, so that it hung out on his cheek. He sprang up, caught hold of her, and handled her roughly, insomuch that she took to her bed, and died thereof afterwards, and folk say that she was then big with child.

Thereafter Thorbiorn became of all men the most riotous; he took his heritage, and dwelt at first in Woodwick.

Haldor the son of Thorgeir, who was the son of Head-Thord, dwelt at Hof on Head-strand, he had to wife Thordis, the daughter of Thord Hialtison, and sister to those brothers Hialti and Thorbiorn Angle. Haldor was a great bonder, and rich in goods.

Biorn was the name of a man who dwelt at Meadness in the Fleets; he was a friend to Haldor of Hof. These men held to each other in all cases.

Tongue-Stein dwelt at Stonestead; he was the son of Biorn, the son of Ufeigh Thinbeard, son of that Crow-Hreidar to whom Eric of God-dales gave the tongue of land down from Hall-marsh. Stein was a man of great renown.

One named Eric was the son of Holmgang-Starri, the son of Eric of God-dales, the son of Hroald, the son of Geirmund Thick-beard; Eric dwelt at Hof in God-dales.

 

Now all these were men of great account.

Two brothers there were who dwelt at a place called Broad-river in Flat-lithe, and they were both called Thord; they were wondrous strong, and yet withal peaceable men both of them.

All these men had share in Drangey, and it is said that no less than twenty in all had some part in the island, nor would any sell his share to another; but the sons of Thord, Hialti and Thorbiorn Angle, had the largest share, because they were the richest men.











  








CHAP. LXXI.
 

How those of Skagafirth found Grettir on Drangey.

 

Now time wears on towards the winter solstice; then the bonders get ready to go fetch the fat beasts for slaughter from the island; so they manned a great barge, and every owner had one to go in his stead, and some two.

But when these came anigh the island they saw men going about there; they deemed that strange, but guessed that men had been shipwrecked, and got aland there: so they row up to where the ladders were, when lo, the first-comers drew up the ladders.

Then the bonders deemed that things were taking a strange turn, and hailed those men and asked them who they were: Grettir named himself and his fellows withal: but the bonders asked who had brought him there.

Grettir answered, “He who owned the keel and had the hands, and who was more my friend than yours.”

The bonders answered and said, “Let us now get our sheep, but come thou aland with us, keeping freely whatso of our sheep thou hast slaughtered.”

“A good offer,” said Grettir, “but this time let each keep what he has got; and I tell you, once for all, that hence I go not, till I am dragged away dead; for it is not my way to let that go loose which I have once laid hand on.”

Thereat the bonders held their peace, and deemed that a woeful guest had come to Drangey; then they gave him choice of many things, both moneys and fair words, but Grettir said nay to one and all, and they gat them gone with things in such a stead, and were ill content with their fate; and told the men of the country-side what a wolf had got on to the island.

This took them all unawares, but they could think of nought to do herein; plentifully they talked over it that winter, but could see no rede whereby to get Grettir from the island.











  








CHAP. LXXII.
 

Of the Sports at Heron-ness Thing.

 

Now the days wore till such time as men went to the Heron-ness Thing in spring-tide, and many came thronging there from that part of the country, wherefrom men had to go to that Thing for their suits. Men sat there long time both over the suits and over sports, for there were many blithe men in that country-side. But when Grettir heard that all men fared to the Thing, he made a plot with his friends; for he was in goodwill with those who dwelt nighest to him, and for them he spared nought that he could get. But now he said that he would go aland, and gather victuals, but that Illugi and Noise should stay behind. Illugi thought this ill counselled, but let things go as Grettir would.

So Grettir bade them watch the ladders well, for that all things lay thereon; and thereafter he went to the mainland, and got what he deemed needful: he hid himself from men whereso he came, nor did any one know that he was on the land. Withal he heard concerning the Thing, that there was much sport there, and was fain to go thither; so he did on old gear and evil, and thus came to the Thing, whenas men went from the courts home to their booths. Then fell certain young men to talking how that the day was fair and good, and that it were well, belike, for the young men to betake them to wrestling and merrymaking. Folk said it was well counselled; and so men went and sat them down out from the booths.

Now the sons of Thord, Hialti and Thorbiorn Angle, were the chief men in this sport; Thorbiorn Angle was boisterous beyond measure, and drove men hard and fast to the place of the sports, and every man must needs go whereas his will was; and he would take this man and that by the hands and drag him forth unto the playing-ground.

Now first those wrestled who were weakest, and then each man in his turn, and therewith the game and glee waxed great; but when most men had wrestled but those who were the strongest, the bonders fell to talking as to who would be like to lay hand to either of the Thords, who have been aforenamed; but there was no man ready for that. Then the Thords went up to sundry men, and put themselves forward for wrestling, but the nigher the call the further the man. Then Thorbiorn Angle looks about, and sees where a man sits, great of growth, and his face hidden somewhat. Thorbiorn laid hold of him, and tugged hard at him, but he sat quiet and moved no whit. Then said Thorbiorn,

“No one has kept his place before me to-day like thou hast; what man art thou?”

He answers, “Guest am I hight.”

Said Thorbiorn, “Belike thou wilt do somewhat for our merriment; a wished-for guest wilt thou be.”

He answered, “About and about, methinks, will things change speedily; nor shall I cast myself into play with you here, where all is unknown to me.”

Then many men said he were worthy of good at their hands, if he, an unknown man, gave sport to the people. Then he asked what they would of him; so they prayed him to wrestle with some one.

He said he had left wrestling, “though time agone it was somewhat of a sport to me.”

So, when he did not deny them utterly, they prayed him thereto yet the more.

He said, “Well, if ye are so fain that I be dragged about here, ye must do so much therefor, as to handsel me peace, here at the Thing, and until such time as I come back to my home.”

Then they all sprang up and said that so they would do indeed; but Hafr was the name of him who urged most that peace should be given to the man. This Hafr was the son of Thorarin, the son of Hafr, the son of Thord Knob, who had settled land up from the Weir in the Fleets to Tongue-river, and who dwelt at Knobstead; and a wordy man was Hafr.

So now he gave forth the handselling grandly with open mouth, and this is the beginning thereof.

 











  








CHAP. LXXIII.
 

The Handselling of Peace.

 

Says he, “Herewith I establish peace betwixt all men, but most of all betwixt all men and this same Guest who sits here, and so is named; that is to say, all men of rule, and goodly bonders, and all men young, and fit to bear arms, and all other men of the country-side of Heron-ness Thing, whencesoever any may have come here, of men named or unnamed. Let us handsel safety and full peace to that unknown new-comer, yclept Guest by name, for game, wrestling, and all glee, for abiding here, and going home, whether he has need to fare over water, or over land, or over ferry; safety shall he have, in all steads named and unnamed, even so long as needs be for his coming home whole, under faith holden. This peace I establish on behoof of us, and of our kin, friends, and men of affinity, women even as men, bondswomen, even as bonds-men, swains and men of estate. Let him be a shamed peace-breaker, who breaks the peace, or spills the troth settled; turned away and driven forth from God, and good men of the kingdom of Heaven, and all Holy ones. A man not to be borne of any man, but cast out from all, as wide as wolves stray, or Christian men make for Churches, or heathen in God’s-houses do sacrifice, or fire burns, or earth brings forth, or a child, new-come to speech, calls mother, or mother bears son, or the sons of men kindle fire, or ships sweep on, or shields glitter, or the sun shines, or the snow falls, or a Finn sweeps on skates, or a fir-tree waxes, or a falcon flies the spring-long day with a fair wind under either wing, or the Heavens dwindle far away, or the world is built, or the wind turns  waters seaward, or carles sow corn. Let him shun churches, and Christian folk, and heathen men, houses and caves, and every home but the home of Hell. Now shall we be at peace and of one mind each with the other, and of goodwill, whether we meet on fell or foreshore, ship or snow-shoes, earth or ice-mount, sea or swift steed, even as each found his friend on water, or his brother on broad ways; in just such peace one with other, as father with son, or son with father in all dealings together. Now we lay hands together, each and all of us, to hold well this say of peace, and all words spoken in our settled troth: As witness God and good men, and all those who hear my words, and nigh this stead chance to stand.”











  








CHAP. LXXIV.
 

Of Grettir’s Wrestling: and how Thorbiorn Angle now bought the more part of Drangey.

 

Then many fell to saying that many and great words had been spoken hereon; but now Guest said,

“Good is thy say and well hast thou spoken it; if ye spill not things hereafter, I shall not withhold that which I have to show forth.”

So he cast off his hood, and therewith all his outer clothes.

Then they gazed one on the other, and awe spread over their faces, for they deemed they knew surely that this was Grettir Asmundson, for that he was unlike other men for his growth and prowess’ sake: and all stood silent, but Hafr deemed he had made himself a fool. Now the men of the country-side fell into twos and twos together, and one upbraided the other, but him the most of all, who had given forth the words of peace.

Then said Grettir; “Make clear to me what ye have in your minds, because for no long time will I sit thus unclad; it is more your matter than mine, whether ye will hold the peace, or hold it not.”

They answered few words and then sat down: and now the sons of Thord, and Halldor their brother-in-law, talked the matter over together; and some would hold the peace, and some not; so as they elbowed one another, and laid their heads together. Grettir sang a stave — 

“I, well known to men, have been
 On this morn both hid and seen;
 Double face my fortune wears,
 Evil now, now good it bears;
 Doubtful play-board have I shown
 Unto these men, who have grown
 Doubtful of their given word;
 Hafr’s big noise goes overboard.”
 

Then said Tongue-stein, “Thinkest thou that, Grettir? Knowest thou then what the chiefs will make their minds up to? but true it is thou art a man above all others for thy great heart’s sake: yea, but dost thou not see how they rub their noses one against the other?”

Then Grettir sang a stave — 

“Raisers-up of roof of war,
 Nose to nose in counsel are;
 Wakeners of the shield-rain sit
 Wagging beard to talk of it:
 Scatterers of the serpent’s bed
 Round about lay head to head.

 For belike they heard my name;
 And must balance peace and shame.”
 

Then spake Hialti the son of Thord; “So shall it not be,” says he; “we shall hold to our peace and troth given, though we have been beguiled, for I will not that men should have such a deed to follow after, if we depart from that peace, that we ourselves have settled and handselled: Grettir shall go whither he will, and have peace until such time as he comes back from this journey; and then and not till then shall this word of truce be void, whatsoever may befall betwixt us meanwhile.”

All thanked him therefor, and deemed that he had done as a great chief, such blood-guilt as there was on the other side: but the speech of Thorbiorn Angle was little and low thereupon.

Now men said that both the Thords should lay hand to Grettir, and he bade them have it as they would: so one of the brothers stood forth; and Grettir stood up stiff before him, and he ran at Grettir at his briskest, but Grettir moved no whit from his place: then Grettir stretched out his hand down Thord’s back, over the head of him, and caught hold of him by the breeches, and tripped up his feet, and cast him backward over his head in such wise that he fell on his shoulder, and a mighty fall was that.

Then men said that both those brothers should go against Grettir at once; and thus was it done, and great swinging and pulling about there was, now one side, now the other getting the best of it, though one or other of the brothers Grettir ever had under him; but each in turn must fall on his knee, or have some slip one of the other; and so hard they griped each at each, that they were all blue and bruised.

 

All men thought this the best of sport, and when they had made an end of it, thanked them for the wrestling; and it was the deeming of those who sat thereby, that the two brothers together were no stronger than Grettir alone, though each of them had the strength of two men of the strongest: so evenly matched they were withal, that neither might get the better of the other if they tried it between them.

Grettir abode no long time at the Thing; the bonders bade him give up the island, but he said nay to this, nor might they do aught herein.

So Grettir fared back to Drangey, and Illugi was as fain of him as might be; and there they abode peacefully, and Grettir told them the story of his doings and his journeys; and thus the summer wore away.

All men deemed that those of Skagafirth had shown great manliness herein, that they held to their peace given; and folk may well mark how trusty men were in those days, whereas Grettir had done such deeds against them.

Now the less rich men of the bonders spake together, that there was little gain to them in holding small shares in Drangey; so they offered to sell their part to the sons of Thord; Hialti said that he would not deal with them herein, for the bonders made it part of the bargain, that he who bought of them should either slay Grettir or get him away. But Thorbiorn Angle said, that he would not spare to take the lead of an onset against Grettir if they would give him wealth therefor. So his brother Hialti gave up to him his share in the island, for that he was the hardest man, and the least befriended of the twain; and in likewise too did other bonders; so Thorbiorn Angle got the more part of the island for little worth, but bound himself withal to get Grettir away.

 











  








CHAP. LXXV.
 

Thorbiorn Angle goes to Drangey to speak with Grettir.

 

Whenas summer was far spent, Thorbiorn Angle went with a well-manned barge out to Drangey, and Grettir and his fellows stood forth on the cliff’s edge; so there they talked together. Thorbiorn prayed Grettir to do so much for his word, as to depart from the island; Grettir said there was no hope of such an end.

Then said Thorbiorn, “Belike I may give thee meet aid if thou dost this, for now have many bonders given up to me their shares in the island.”

Grettir answered, “Now hast thou shown forth that which brings me to settle in my mind that I will never go hence, whereas thou sayest that thou now hast the more part of the island; and good is it that we twain alone share the kale: for in sooth, hard I found it to have all the men of Skagafirth against me; but now let neither spare the other, for not such are we twain, as are like to be smothered in the friendship of men; and thou mayst leave coming hither, for on my side is all over and done.”

“All things bide their day,” said Thorbiorn, “and an ill day thou bidest.”

“I am content to risk it,” said Grettir; and in such wise they parted, and Thorbiorn went home.

 











  








CHAP. LXXVI.
 

How Noise let the fire out on Drangey, and how Grettir must needs go aland for more.

 

So the tale tells, that by then they had been two winters on Drangey, they had slaughtered well-nigh all the sheep that were there, but one ram, as men say, they let live; he was piebald of belly and head, and exceeding big-horned; great game they had of him, for he was so wise that he would stand waiting without, and run after them whereso they went; and he would come home to the hut anights and rub his horns against the door.

Now they deemed it good to abide on the island, for food was plenty, because of the fowl and their eggs; but firewood was right hard to come by; and ever Grettir would let the thrall go watch for drift, and logs were often drifted there, and he would bear them to the fire; but no need had the brothers to do any work beyond climbing into the cliffs when it liked them. But the thrall took to loathing his work, and got more grumbling and heedless than he was wont heretofore: his part it was to watch the fire night by night, and Grettir gave him good warning thereon, for no boat they had with them.

Now so it befell that on a certain night their fire went out; Grettir was wroth thereat, and said it was but his due if Noise were beaten for that deed; but the thrall said that his life was an evil life, if he must lie there in outlawry, and be shaken and beaten withal if aught went amiss.

Grettir asked Illugi what rede there was for the matter, but he said he could see none, but that they should abide there till some keel should be brought thither: Grettir said it was but blindness to hope for that. “Rather will I risk whether I may not come aland.”

“Much my mind misgives me thereof,” said Illugi, “for we are all lost if thou comest to any ill.”

“I shall not be swallowed up swimming,” said Grettir; “but henceforward I shall trust the thrall the worse for this, so much as lies hereon.”

Now the shortest way to the mainland from the island, was a sea-mile long.











  








CHAP. LXXVII.
 

Grettir at the home-stead of Reeks.

 

Now Grettir got all ready for swimming, and had on a cowl of market-wadmal, and his breeches girt about him, and he got his fingers webbed together, and the weather was fair. So he went from the island late in the day, and desperate Illugi deemed his journey. Grettir made out into the bay, and the stream was with him, and a calm was over all. He swam on fast, and came aland at Reekness by then the sun had set: he went up to the homestead at Reeks, and into a bath that night, and then went into the chamber; it was very warm there, for there had been a fire therein that evening, and the heat was not yet out of the place; but he was exceeding weary, and there fell into a deep sleep, and so lay till far on into the next day.

Now as the morning wore the home folk arose, and two women came into the chamber, a handmaid and the goodman’s daughter. Grettir was asleep, and the bed-clothes had been cast off him on to the floor; so they saw that a man lay there, and knew him.

Then said the handmaiden: “So may I thrive, sister! here is Grettir Asmundson lying bare, and I call him right well ribbed about the chest, but few might think he would be so small of growth below; and so then that does not go along with other kinds of bigness.”

The goodman’s daughter answered: “Why wilt thou have everything on thy tongue’s end? Thou art a measure-less fool; be still.”

“Dear sister, how can I be still about it?” says the handmaid. “I would not have believed it, though one had told me.”

And now she would whiles run up to him and look, and whiles run back again to the goodman’s daughter, screaming and laughing; but Grettir heard what she said, and as she ran in over the floor by him he caught hold of her, and sang this stave — 

“Stay a little, foolish one!
 When the shield-shower is all done,
 With the conquered carles and lords,
 Men bide not to measure swords:
 Many a man had there been glad,
 Lesser war-gear to have had.
 With a heart more void of fear;
 Such I am not, sweet and dear.”
 

Therewithal he swept her up into the bed, but the bonder’s daughter ran out of the place; then sang Grettir this other stave — 

“Sweet amender of the seam,
 Weak and worn thou dost me deem:

 O light-handed dear delight,
 Certes thou must say aright.
 Weak I am, and certainly
 Long in white arms must I lie:
 Hast thou heart to leave me then,
 Fair-limbed gladdener of great men?”
 

The handmaid shrieked out, but in such wise did they part that she laid no blame on Grettir when all was over.

A little after, Grettir arose, and went to Thorvald the goodman, and told him of his trouble, and prayed bring him out; so did he, and lent him a boat, and brought him out, and Grettir thanked him well for his manliness.

But when it was heard that Grettir had swam a sea-mile, all deemed his prowess both on sea and land to be marvellous.

Those of Skagafirth had many words to say against Thorbiorn Angle, in that he drave not Grettir away from Drangey, and said they would take back each his own share; but he said he found the task no easy one, and prayed them be good to him, and abide awhile.











  








CHAP. LXXVIII.
 

Of Haring at Drangey, and the end of him.

 

That same summer a ship came to the Gangpass-mouth, and therein was a man called Haering — a young man he was, and so lithe that there was no cliff that he might not climb. He went to dwell with Thorbiorn Angle, and was there on into the autumn; and he was ever urging Thorbiorn to go to Drangey, saying that he would fain see whether the cliffs were so high that none might come up them. Thorbiorn said that he should not work for nought if he got up into the island, and slew Grettir, or gave him some wound; and withal he made it worth coveting to Haering. So they fared to Drangey, and set the eastman ashore in a certain place, and he was to set on them unawares if he might come up on to the island, but they laid their keel by the ladders, and fell to talking with Grettir; and Thorbiorn asked him if he were minded now to leave the place; but he said that to nought was his mind so made up as to stay there.

“A great game hast thou played with us,” said Thorbiorn; “but thou seemest not much afeard for thyself.”

Thus a long while they gave and took in words, and came nowise together hereon.

But of Haering it is to be told that he climbed the cliffs, going on the right hand and the left, and got up by such a road as no man has gone by before or since; but when he came to the top of the cliff, he saw where the brothers stood, with their backs turned toward him, and thought in a little space to win both goods and great fame; nor were they at all aware of his ways, for they deemed that no man might come up, but there whereas the ladders were. Grettir was talking with Thorbiorn, nor lacked there words of the biggest on either side; but withal Illugi chanced to look aside, and saw a man drawing anigh them.

Then he said, “Here comes a man at us, with axe raised aloft, and in right warlike wise he seems to fare.”

“Turn thou to meet him,” says Grettir, “but I will watch the ladders.”

So Illugi turned to meet Haering, and when the eastman saw him, he turned and fled here and there over the island. Illugi chased him while the island lasted, but when he came forth on to the cliff’s edge Haering leapt down thence, and every bone in him was broken, and so ended his life; but the place where he was lost has been called Haering’s-leap ever since.

Illugi came back, and Grettir asked how he had parted from this one who had doomed them to die.

“He would have nought to do,” says Illugi, “with my seeing after his affairs, but must needs break his neck over the rock; so let the bonders pray for him as one dead.”

So when Angle heard that, he bade his folk make off. “Twice have I fared to meet Grettir, but no third time will I go, if I am nought the wiser first; and now belike they may sit in Drangey as for me; but in my mind it is, that Grettir will abide here but a lesser time than heretofore.”

With that they went home, and men deemed this journey of theirs worser than the first, and Grettir abode that winter in Drangey, nor in that season did he and Thorbiorn meet again.

In those days died Skapti Thorodson the Lawman, and great scathe was that to Grettir, for he had promised to busy himself about his acquittal as soon as he had been twenty winters in outlawry, and this year, of which the tale was told e’en now, was the nineteenth year thereof.

In the spring died Snorri the Godi, and many matters befell in that season that come not into this story.

 











  








CHAP. LXXIX.
 

Of the Talk at the Thing about Grettir’s Outlawry.

 

That summer, at the Althing, the kin of Grettir spake many things concerning his outlawry, and some deemed he had outworn the years thereof, if he had come at all into the twentieth year; but they who had blood-suits against him would not have it so, and said, that he had done many an outlaw’s deed since he was first outlawed, and deemed his time ought to last longer therefor.

At that time was a new lawman made, Stein, the son of Thorgest, the son of Stein the Far-sailing, the son of Thorir Autumn-mirk; the mother of Stein was Arnora, the daughter of Thord the Yeller; and Stein was a wise man.

Now was he prayed for the word of decision; and he bade them search and see whether this were the twentieth summer since Grettir was made an outlaw, and thus it seemed to be.

But then stood forth Thorir of Garth, and brought all into dispute again, for he found that Grettir had been one winter out here a sackless man, amidst the times of his outlawry, and then nineteen were the winters of his outlawry found to be. Then said the lawman that no one should be longer in outlawry than twenty winters in all, though he had done outlaw’s deeds in that time.

“But before that, I declare no man sackless.”

Now because of this was the acquittal delayed for this time, but it was thought a sure thing that he would be made sackless the next summer. But that misliked the Skagafirthers exceeding ill, if Grettir were to come out of his outlawry, and they bade Thorbiorn Angle do one of two things, either give back the island or slay Grettir; but he deemed well that he had a work on his hands, for he saw no rede for the winning of Grettir, and yet was he fain to hold the island; and so all manner of craft he sought for the overcoming of Grettir, if he might prevail either by guile or hardihood, or in any wise soever.











  








CHAP. LXXX.
 

Thorbiorn Angle goes with his Foster-mother out to Drangey.

 

Thorbiorn Angle had a foster-mother, Thurid by name, exceeding old, and meet for little, as folk deemed, very cunning she had been in many and great matters of lore, when she was young, and men were yet heathen; but men thought of her as of one, who had lost all that. But now, though Christ’s law were established in the land, yet abode still many sparks of heathendom. It had been law in the land, that men were not forbidden to sacrifice secretly, or deal with other lore of eld, but it was lesser outlawry if such doings oozed out. Now in such wise it fared with many, that hand for wont did yearn, and things grew handiest by time that had been learned in youth.

So now, whenas Thorbiorn Angle was empty of all plots, he sought for help there, whereas most folk deemed it most unlike that help was — at the hands of his foster-mother, in sooth, and asked, what counsel was in her therefor.

She answered, “Now belike matters have come to this, even as the saw says — To the goat-house for wool: but what could I do less than this, to think myself before folk of the country-side, but be a man of nought, whenso anything came to be tried? nor see I how I may fare worse than thou, though I may scarce rise from my bed. But if thou art to have my rede, then shall I have my will as to how and what things are done.”

He gave his assent thereto, and said that she had long been of wholesome counsel to him.

Now the time wore on to Twainmonth of summer; and one fair-weather day the carline spake to Angle,

“Now is the weather calm and bright, and I will now that thou fare to Drangey and pick a quarrel with Grettir; I shall go with thee, and watch how heedful he may be of his words; and if I see them, I shall have some sure token as to how far they are befriended of fortune, and then shall I speak over them such words as seem good to me.”

Angle answered, “Loth am I to be faring to Drangey, for ever am I of worser mind when I depart thence than when I come thereto.”

Then said the carline, “Nought will I do for thee if thou sufferest me to rule in no wise.”

“Nay, so shall it not be, foster-mother,” said he; “but so much have I said, as that I would so come thither the third time that somewhat should be made of the matter betwixt us.”

“The chance of that must be taken,” said the carline “and many a heavy labour must thou have, or ever Grettir be laid to earth; and oft will it be doubtful to thee what fortune thine shall be, and heavy troubles wilt thou get therefrom when that is done; yet art thou so bounden here-under, that to somewhat must thou make up thy mind.”

Thereafter Thorbiorn Angle let put forth a ten-oared boat, and he went thereon with eleven men, and the carline was in their company.

 

So they fell to rowing as the weather went, out to Drangey; and when the brothers saw that, they stood forth at the ladders, and they began to talk the matter over yet once more; and Thorbiorn said, that he was come yet again, to talk anew of their leaving the island, and that he would deal lightly with his loss of money and Grettir’s dwelling there, if so be they might part without harm. But Grettir said that he had no words to make atwixt and atween of his going thence.

“Oft have I so said,” says he, “and no need there is for thee to talk to me thereon; ye must even do as ye will, but here will I abide, whatso may come to hand.”

Now Thorbiorn deemed, that this time also his errand was come to nought, and he said,

“Yea, I deemed I knew with what men of hell I had to do; and most like it is that a day or two will pass away ere I come hither again.”

“I account that not in the number of my griefs, though thou never comest back,” said Grettir.

Now the carline lay in the stern, with clothes heaped up about and over her, and with that she moved, and said,

“Brave will these men be, and luckless withal; far hast thou outdone them in manliness; thou biddest them choice of many goodly things, but they say nay to all, and few things lead surer to ill, than not to know how to take good. Now this I cast over thee, Grettir, that thou be left of all health, wealth, and good-hap, all good heed and wisdom: yea, and that the more, the longer thou livest; good hope I have, Grettir, that thy days of gladness shall be fewer here in time to come than in the time gone by.”

Now when Grettir heard these words, he was astonied withal, and said, “What fiend is there in the boat with them?”

 

“Illugi answers, “I deem that it will be the carline, Thorbiorn’s foster-mother.”

“Curses on the witch-wight!” says Grettir, “nought worse could have been looked for; at no words have I shuddered like as I shuddered at those words she spake; and well I wot that from her, and her foul cunning, some evil will be brought on us; yet shall she have some token to mind her that she has sought us here.”

Therewithal he caught up a marvellous great stone, and cast it down on to the boat, and it smote that clothes-heap; and a longer stone-throw was that than Thorbiorn deemed any man might make; but therewithal a great shriek arose, for the stone had smitten the carline’s thigh, and broken it.

Then said Illugi, “I would thou hadst not done that!”

“Blame me not therefor,” said Grettir, “I fear me the stroke has been too little, for certes not overmuch weregild were paid for the twain of us, though the price should be one carline’s life.”

“Must she alone be paid?” said Illugi, “little enough then will be laid down for us twain.”

Now Thorbiorn got him gone homeward, with no greetings at parting. But he said to the carline,

“Now have matters gone as I thought, that a journey of little glory thou shouldst make to the island; thou hast got maimed, and honour is no nigher to us than before, yea, we must have bootless shame on bootless shame.”

She answered, “This will be the springing of ill-hap to them; and I deem that henceforth they are on the wane; neither do I fear if I live, but that I shall have revenge for this deed they have thus done me.”

“Stiff is thine heart, meseems, foster-mother,” said Thorbiorn. With that they came home, but the carline was laid in her bed, and abode there nigh a month; by then was the hurt thigh-bone grown together again, and she began to be afoot once more.

Great laughter men made at that journey of Thorbiorn and the carline, and deemed he had been often enow out-played in his dealings with Grettir: first, at the Spring-Thing in the peace handselling; next, when Haering was lost, and now again, this third time, when the carline’s thigh-bone was broken, and no stroke had been played against these from his part. But great shame and grief had Thorbiorn Angle from all these words.











  








CHAP. LXXXI.
 

Of the Carline’s evil Gift to Grettir.

 

Now wore away the time of autumn till it wanted but three weeks of winter; then the carline bade bear her to the sea-shore. Thorbiorn asked what she would there.

“Little is my errand, yet maybe,” she says, “it is a foreboding of greater tidings.”

Now was it done as she bade, and when she came down to the strand, she went limping along by the sea, as if she were led thereto, unto a place where lay before her an uprooted tree, as big as a man might bear on his shoulder. She looked at the tree and bade them turn it over before her eyes, and on one side it was as if singed and rubbed; so there whereas it was rubbed she let cut a little flat space; and then she took her knife and cut runes on the root, and made them red with her blood, and sang witch-words over them; then she went backwards and widdershins round about the tree, and cast over it many a strong spell; thereafter she let thrust the tree forth into the sea, and spake in such wise over it, that it should drive out to Drangey, and that Grettir should have all hurt therefrom that might be. Thereafter she went back home to Woodwick; and Thorbiorn said that he knew not if that would come to aught; but the carline answered that he should wot better anon.

Now the wind blew landward up the firth, yet the carline’s root went in the teeth of the wind, and belike it sailed swifter than might have been looked for of it.

Grettir abode in Drangey with his fellows as is aforesaid, and in good case they were; but the day after the carline had wrought her witch-craft on the tree the brothers went down below the cliffs searching for firewood, so when they came to the west of the island, there they found that tree drifted ashore.

Then said Illugi, “A big log of firewood, kinsman, let us bear it home.”

Grettir kicked it with his foot and said, “An evil tree from evil sent; other firewood than this shall we have.”

Therewithal he cast it out into the sea, and bade Illugi beware of bearing it home, “For it is sent us for our ill-hap.” And therewith they went unto their abode, and said nought about it to the thrall. But the next day they found the tree again, and it was nigher to the ladders than heretofore; Grettir drave it out to sea, and said that it should never be borne home.

Now the days wore on into summer, and a gale came on with much wet, and the brothers were loth to be abroad, and bade Noise go search for firewood.

He took it ill, and said he was ill served in that he had to drudge and labour abroad in all the foulest weather; but withal he went down to the beach before the ladders and found the carline’s tree there, and deemed things had gone well because of it; so he took it up and bore it to the hut, and cast it down thereby with a mighty thump.

Grettir heard it and said, “Noise has got something, so I shall go out and see what it is.”

Therewithal he took up a wood-axe, and went out, and straightway Noise said,

“Split it up in as good wise as I have brought it home, then.”

Grettir grew short of temper with the thrall, and smote the axe with both hands at the log, nor heeded what tree it was; but as soon as ever the axe touched the wood, it turned flatlings and glanced off therefrom into Grettir’s right leg above the knee, in such wise that it stood in the bone, and a great wound was that. Then he looked at the tree and said,

“Now has evil heart prevailed, nor will this hap go alone, since that same tree has now come back to us that I have cast out to sea on these two days. But for thee, Noise, two slips hast thou had, first, when thou must needs let the fire be slaked, and now this bearing home of that tree of ill-hap; but if a third thou hast, thy bane will it be, and the bane of us all.”

With that came Illugi and bound up Grettir’s hurt, and it bled little, and Grettir slept well that night; and so three nights slipped by in such wise that no pain came of the wound, and when they loosed the swathings, the lips of the wound were come together so that it was well-nigh grown over again. Then said Illugi,

“Belike thou wilt have no long hurt of this wound.”

“Well were it then,” said Grettir, “but marvellously has this befallen, whatso may come of it; and my mind misgives me of the way things will take.”

 











  








CHAP. LXXXII.
 

Grettir sings of his Great Deeds.

 

Now they lay them down that evening, but at midnight Grettir began to tumble about exceedingly. Illugi asked why he was so unquiet. Grettir said that his leg had taken to paining him, “And methinks it is like that some change of hue there be therein.”

Then they kindled a light, and when the swathings were undone, the leg showed all swollen and coal-blue, and the wound had broken open, and was far more evil of aspect than at first; much pain there went therewith so that he might not abide at rest in any wise, and never came sleep on his eyes.

Then spake Grettir, “Let us make up our minds to it, that this sickness which I have gotten is not done for nought, for it is of sorcery, and the carline is minded to avenge her of that stone.”

Illugi said, “Yea, I told thee that thou wouldst get no good from that hag.”

“All will come to one end,” said Grettir, and sang this song withal — 

“Doubtful played the foredoomed fate
 Round the sword in that debate,
 When the bearserks’ outlawed crew,
 In the days of yore I slew.
 Screamed the worm of clashing lands
 When Hiarandi dropped his hands
 Biorn and Gunnar cast away,
 Hope of dwelling in the day.

 “Home again then travelled I;
 The broad-boarded ship must lie,
 Under Door-holm, as I went,
 Still with weapon play content,
 Through the land; and there the thane
 Called me to the iron rain,
 Bade me make the spear-storm rise,
 Torfi Vebrandson the wise.
 “To such plight the Skald was brought,
 Wounder of the walls of thought,
 Howsoever many men
 Stood, all armed, about us then,
 That his hand that knew the oar,
 Grip of sword might touch no more;
 Yet to me the wound who gave
 Did he give a horse to have.
 “Thorbiorn Arnor’s son, men said,
 Of no great deed was afraid,
 Folk spake of him far and wide;
 He forbade me to abide
 Longer on the lovely earth;
 Yet his heart was little worth,
 Not more safe alone was I,
 Than when armed he drew anigh.
 “From the sword’s edge and the spears
 From my many waylayers,
 While might was, and my good day,
 Often did I snatch away;
 Now a hag, whose life outworn
 Wicked craft and ill hath borne,

 Meet for death lives long enow,
 Grettir’s might to overthrow.”[]
 

“Now must we take good heed to ourselves,” said Grettir, “for Thorbiorn Angle must be minded that this hap shall not go alone; and I will, Noise, that thou watch the ladders every day from this time forth, but pull them up in the evening, and see thou do it well and truly, even as though much lay thereon, but if thou bewrayest us, short will be thy road to ill.”

So Noise promised great things concerning this. Now the weather grew harder, and a north-east wind came on with great cold: every night Grettir asked if the ladders were drawn up.

Then said Noise, “Yea, certainly! men are above all things to be looked for now. Can any man have such a mind to take thy life, that he will do so much as to slay himself therefor? for this gale is far other than fair; lo now, methinks thy so great bravery and hardihood has come utterly to an end, if thou must needs think that all things soever will be thy bane.”

“Worse wilt thou bear thyself than either of us,” said Grettir, “when the need is on us; but now go watch the ladders, whatsoever will thou hast thereto.”

So every morning they drave him out, and ill he bore it.

But Grettir’s hurt waxed in such wise that all the leg swelled up, and the thigh began to gather matter both above and below, and the lips of the wound were all turned out, so that Grettir’s death was looked for.

 

Illugi sat over him night and day, and took heed to nought else, and by then it was the second week since Grettir hurt himself.











  








CHAP. LXXXIII.
 

How Thorbiorn Angle gathered Force and set Sail for Drangey.

 

Thorbiorn Angle sat this while at home at Woodwick, and was ill-content in that he might not win Grettir; but when a certain space had passed since the carline had put the sorcery into the root, she comes to talk with Thorbiorn, and asks if he were not minded to go see Grettir. He answers, that to nought was his mind so made up as that he would not go; “perchance thou wilt go meet him, foster-mother,” says Thorbiorn.

“Nay, I shall not go meet-him,” says the carline; “but I have sent my greeting to him, and some hope I have that it has come home to him; and good it seems to me that thou go speedily to meet him, or else shalt thou never have such good hap as to overcome him.”

Thorbiorn answered: “So many shameful journeys have I made thither, that there I go not ever again; moreover that alone is full enough to stay me, that such foul weather it is, that it is safe to go nowhither, whatso the need may be.”

She answered: “Ill counselled thou art, not to see how to overcome herein. Now yet once again will I lay down a rede for this; go thou first and get thee strength of men, and ride to Hof to Halldor thy brother-in-law, and take counsel of him. But if I may rule in some way  how Grettir’s health goes, how shall it be said that it is past hope that I may also deal with the gale that has been veering about this while?”

Thorbiorn deemed it might well be that the carline saw further than he had thought she might, and straightway sent up into the country-side for men; but speedy answer there came that none of those who had given up their shares would do aught to ease his task, and they said that Thorbiorn should have to himself both the owning of the island and the onset on Grettir. But Tongue-Stein gave him two of his followers, and Hialti, his brother, sent him three men, and Eric of God-dales one, and from his own homestead he had six. So the twelve of them ride from Woodwick out to Hof. Halldor bade them abide there, and asked their errand; then Thorbiorn told it as clearly as might be. Halldor asked whose rede this might be, and Thorbiorn said that his foster-mother urged him much thereto.

“That will bear no good,” said Halldor, “because she is cunning in sorcery, and such-like things are now forbidden.”

“I may not look closely into all these matters before-hand,” said Thorbiorn, “but in somewise or other shall this thing have an end if I may have my will. Now, how shall I go about it, so that I may come to the island?”

“Meseems,” says Halldor, “that thou trustest in somewhat, though I wot not how good that may be. But now if thou wilt go forward with it, go thou out to Meadness in the Fleets to Biorn my friend; a good keel he has, so tell him of my word, that I would he should lend you the craft, and thence ye may sail out to Drangey. But the end of your journey I see not, if Grettir is sound and hale: yea, and be thou sure that if ye win him not in manly wise, he leaves enough of folk behind to take up the blood-suit after him. And slay not Illugi if ye may do otherwise. But methinks I see that all is not according to Christ’s law in these redes.”

Then Halldor gave them six men withal for their journey; one was called Karr, another Thorleif, and a third Brand, but the rest are not named.

So they fared thence, eighteen in company, out to the Fleets, and came to Meadness and gave Biorn Halldor’s message, he said that it was but due for Halldor’s sake, but that he owed nought to Thorbiorn; withal it seemed to him that they went on a mad journey, and he let them from it all he might.

They said they might not turn back, and so went down to the sea, and put forth the craft, and all its gear was in the boat-stand hard by; so they made them ready for sailing, and foul enow the weather seemed to all who stood on land. But they hoisted sail, and the craft shot swiftly far into the firth, but when they came out into the main part thereof into deep water, the wind abated in such wise that they deemed it blew none too hard.

So in the evening at dusk they came to Drangey.











  








CHAP. LXXXIV.
 

The Slaying of Grettir Asmundson.

 

Now it is to be told, that Grettir was so sick, that he might not stand on his feet, but Illugi sat beside him, and Noise was to keep watch and ward; and many words he had against that, and said that they would still think that life was falling from them, though nought had happed to bring it about; so he went out from their abode right unwillingly, and when he came to the ladders he spake to himself and said that now he would not draw them up; withal he grew exceeding sleepy, and lay down and slept all day long, and right on till Thorbiorn came to the island.

So now they see that the ladders are not drawn up; then spake Thorbiorn, “Now are things changed from what the wont was, in that there are none afoot, and their ladder stands in its place withal; maybe more things will betide in this our journey than we had thought of in the beginning: but now let us hasten to the hut, and let no man lack courage; for, wot this well, that if these men are hale, each one of us must needs do his best.”

Then they went up on to the island, and looked round about, and saw where a man lay a little space off the landing-place, and snored hard and fast. Therewith Thorbiorn knew Noise, and went up to him and drave the hilt of his sword against the ear of him, and bade him, “Wake up, beast! certes in evil stead is he who trusts his life to thy faith and troth.”

Noise looked up thereat and said, “Ah! now are they minded to go on according to their wont; do ye, may-happen, think my freedom too great, though I lie out here in the cold?”

“Art thou witless,” said Angle, “that thou seest not that thy foes are come upon thee, and will slay you all?”

Then Noise answered nought, but yelled out all he might, when he knew the men who they were.

“Do one thing or other,” says Angle, “either hold thy peace forthwith, and tell us of your abode, or else be slain of us.”

Thereat was Noise as silent as if he had been thrust under water; but Thorbiorn said, “Are they at their hut, those brothers? Why are they not afoot?”

“Scarce might that be,” said Noise, “for Grettir is sick and come nigh to his death, and Illugi sits over him.”

Then Angle asked how it was with their health, and what things had befallen. So Noise told him in what wise Grettir’s hurt had come about.

Then Angle laughed and said, “Yea, sooth is the old saw, Old friends are the last to sever; and this withal, Ill if a thrall is thine only friend, whereso thou art, Noise; for shamefully hast thou bewrayed thy master, albeit he was nought good.”

Then many laid evil things to his charge for his ill faith, and beat him till he was well-nigh past booting for, and let him lie there; but they went up to the hut and smote mightily on the door.

“Pied-belly[] is knocking hard at the door, brother,” says Illugi.

“Yea, yea, hard, and over hard,” says Grettir; and therewithal the door brake asunder.

Then sprang Illugi to his weapons and guarded the door, in such wise that there was no getting in for them. Long time they set on him there, and could bring nought against him save spear-thrusts, and still Illugi smote all the spear-heads from the shafts. But when they saw that they might thus bring nought to pass, they leapt up on to the roof of the hut, and tore off the thatch; then Grettir got to his feet and caught up a spear, and thrust out betwixt the rafters; but before that stroke was Karr, a home-man of Halldor of Hof, and forthwithal it pierced him through.

Then spoke Angle, and bade men fare warily and guard themselves well, “for we may prevail against them if we follow wary redes.”

So they tore away the thatch from the ends of the ridge-beam, and bore on the beam till it brake asunder.

Now Grettir might not rise from his knee, but he caught up the short-sword, Karr’s-loom, and even therewith down leapt those men in betwixt the walls, and a hard fray befell betwixt them. Grettir smote with the short-sword at Vikar, one of the followers of Hialti Thordson, and caught him on the left shoulder, even as he leapt in betwixt the walls, and cleft him athwart the shoulder down unto the right side, so that the man fell asunder, and the body so smitten atwain tumbled over on to Grettir, and for that cause he might not heave aloft the short-sword as speedily as he would, and therewith Thorbiorn Angle thrust him betwixt the shoulders, and great was that wound he gave.

Then cried Grettir, “Bare is the back of the brotherless.” And Illugi threw his shield over Grettir, and warded him in so stout a wise that all men praised his defence.

Then said Grettir to Angle, “Who then showed thee the way here to the island?”

Said Angle, “The Lord Christ showed it us.”

“Nay,” said Grettir, “but I guess that the accursed hag, thy foster-mother, showed it thee, for in her redes must thou needs have trusted.”

“All shall be one to thee now,” said Angle, “in whomsoever I have put my trust.”

Then they set on them fiercely, and Illugi made defence for both in most manly wise; but Grettir was utterly unmeet for fight, both for his wounds’ sake and for his sickness. So Angle bade bear down Illugi with shields, “For never have I met his like, amongst men of such age.”

Now thus they did, besetting him with beams and weapons till he might ward himself no longer; and then they laid hands on him, and so held him fast. But he had given some wound or other to the more part of those who had been at the onset, and had slain outright three of Angle’s fellows.

Thereafter they went up to Grettir, but he was fallen forward on to his face, and no defence there was of him, for that he was already come to death’s door by reason of the hurt in his leg, for all the thigh was one sore, even up to the small guts; but there they gave him many a wound, yet little or nought he bled.

So when they thought he was dead, Angle laid hold of the short-sword, and said that he had carried it long enough; but Grettir’s fingers yet kept fast hold of the grip thereof, nor could the short-sword be loosened; many went up and tried at it, but could get nothing done therewith; eight of them were about it before the end, but none the more might bring it to pass.

Then said Angle, “Why should we spare this wood-man here? lay his hand on the block.”

So when that was done they smote off his hand at the wrist, and the fingers straightened, and were loosed from the handle. Then Angle took the short-sword in both hands and smote at Grettir’s head, and a right great stroke that was, so that the short-sword might not abide it, and a shard was broken from the midst of the edge thereof; and when men saw that, they asked why he must needs spoil a fair thing in such wise.

But Angle answered, “More easy is it to know that weapon now if it should be asked for.”

They said it needed not such a deed since the man was dead already.

“Ah! but yet more shall be done,” said Angle, and hewed therewith twice or thrice at Grettir’s neck, or ever the head came off; and then he spake,

“Now know I for sure that Grettir is dead.”

In such wise Grettir lost his life, the bravest man of all who have dwelt in Iceland; he lacked but one winter of forty-five years whenas he was slain; but he was fourteen winters old when he slew Skeggi, his first man-slaying; and from thenceforth all things turned to his fame, till the time when he dealt with Glam, the Thrall; and in those days was he of twenty winters-; but when he fell into outlawry, he was twenty-five years old; but in outlawry was he nigh nineteen winters, and full oft was he the while in great trials of men; and such as his life was, and his needs, he held well to his faith and troth, and most haps did he foresee, though he might do nought to meet them.











  








CHAP. LXXXV.
 

How Thorbiorn Angle claimed Grettir’s Head-money.

 

“A great champion have we laid to earth here,” said Thorbiorn; “now shall we bring the head aland with us, for I will not lose the money which has been laid thereon; nor may they then feign that they know not if I have slain Grettir.”

They bade him do his will, but had few words to say hereon, for to all the deed seemed a deed of little prowess.

Then Angle fell to speaking with Illugi,

“Great scathe it is of such a brave man as thou art, that thou hast fallen to such folly, as to betake thee to ill deeds with this outlaw here, and must needs lie slain and unatoned therefore.”

Illugi answered, “Then first when the Althing is over this summer, wilt thou know who are outlaws; but neither thou nor the carline, thy foster-mother, will judge in this matter, because that your sorcery and craft of old days have slain Grettir, though thou didst, indeed, bear steel against him, as he lay at death’s door, and wrought that so great coward’s deed there, over and above thy sorcery.”

Then said Angle, “In manly wise speakest thou, but not thus will it be; and I will show thee that I think great scathe in thy death, for thy life will I give thee if thou wilt swear an oath for us here, to avenge thyself on none of those who have been in this journey.”

Illugi said, “That might I have deemed a thing to talk about, if Grettir had been suffered to defend himself, and ye had won him with manliness and hardihood; but now nowise is it to be thought, that I will do so much for the keeping of my life, as to become base, even as thou art: and here I tell thee, once for all, that no one of men shall be of less gain to thee than I, if I live; for long will it be or ever I forget how ye have prevailed against Grettir. — Yea, much rather do I choose to die.”

Then Thorbiorn Angle held talk with his fellows, whether they should let Illugi live or not; they said that, whereas he had ruled the journey, so should he rule the deeds; so Angle said that he knew not how to have that man hanging over his head, who would neither give troth, nor promise aught.

But when Illugi knew that they were fully minded to slay him, he laughed, and spake thus,

“Yea, now have your counsels sped, even as my heart would.”

 

So at the dawning of the day they brought him to the eastern end of the island, and there slaughtered him; but all men praised his great heart, and deemed him unlike to any of his age.

They laid both the brothers in cairn on the island there; and thereafter took Grettir’s head, and bore it away with them, and whatso goods there were in weapons or clothes; but the good short-sword Angle would not put into the things to be shared, and he bare it himself long afterwards. Noise they took with them, and he bore himself as ill as might be.

At nightfall the gale abated, and they rowed aland in the morning. Angle took land at the handiest place, and sent the craft out to Biorn; but by then they were come hard by Oyce-land, Noise began to bear himself so ill, that they were loth to fare any longer with him, so there they slew him, and long and loud he greeted or ever he was cut down.

Thorbiorn Angle went home to Woodwick, and deemed he had done in manly wise in this journey; but Grettir’s head they laid in salt in the out-bower at Woodwick, which was called therefrom Grettir’s-bower; and there it lay the winter long. But Angle was exceeding ill thought of for this work of his, as soon as folk knew that Grettir had been overcome by sorcery.

Thorbiorn Angle sat quiet till past Yule; then he rode to meet Thorir of Garth, and told him of these slayings; and this withal, that he deemed that money his due which had been put on Grettir’s head. Thorir said that he might not hide that he had brought about Grettir’s outlawry,

“Yea, and oft have I dealt hardly with him, yet so much for the taking of his life I would not have done, as to make me a misdoer, a man of evil craft, even as thou hast done; and the less shall I lay down that money for thee, in that I deem thee surely to be a man of forfeit life because of thy sorcery and wizard-craft.”

Thorbiorn Angle answers, “Meseems thou art urged hereto more by closefistedness and a poor mind, than by any heed of how Grettir was won.”

Thorir said that a short way they might make of it, in that they should abide the Althing, and take whatso the Lawman might deem most rightful: and in such wise they parted that there was no little ill-will betwixt Thorir and Thorbiorn Angle.











  








CHAP. LXXXVI.
 

How Thorbiorn Angle brought Grettir’s Head to Biarg.

 

The kin of Grettir and Illugi were exceeding ill-content when they heard of these slayings, and they so looked on matters as deeming that Angle had wrought a shameful deed in slaying a man at death’s door; and that, besides that, he had become guilty of sorcery. They sought the counsel of the wisest men, and everywhere was Angle’s work ill spoken of. As for him, he rode to Midfirth, when it lacked four weeks of summer; and when his ways were heard of, Asdis gathered men to her, and there came many of her friends: Gamli and Glum, her brothers-in-law, and their sons, Skeggi, who was called the Short-handed, and Uspak, who is aforesaid. Asdis was so well befriended, that all the Midfirthers came to aid her; yea, even those who were aforetime foes to Grettir; and the first man there was Thorod Drapa-Stump, and the more part of the Ramfirthers.

 

Now Angle came to Biarg with twenty men, and had Grettir’s head with him; but not all those had come yet who had promised aid to Asdis; so Angle and his folk went into the chamber with the head, and set it down on the floor; the goodwife was there in the chamber, and many men with her; nor did it come to greetings on either side; but Angle sang this stave — 

“A greedy head I bring with me
 Up from the borders of the sea;
 Now may the needle-pliers weep,
 The red-haired outlaw lies asleep;
 Gold-bearer, cast adown thine eyes,
 And see how on the pavement lies,
 The peace-destroying head brought low,
 That but for salt had gone ere now.”
 

The goodwife sat silent when he gave forth the stave, and thereafter she sang — 

“O thou poor wretch, as sheep that flee
 To treacherous ice when wolves they see,
 So in the waves would ye have drowned
 Your shame and fear, had ye but found
 That steel-god hale upon the isle:
 Now heavy shame, woe worth the while!
 Hangs over the north country-side,
 Nor I my loathing care to hide.”
 

Then many said that it was nought wonderful, though she had brave sons, so brave as she herself was, amid such grief of heart as was brought on her.

Uspak was without, and held talk with such of Angle’s folk as had not gone in, and asked concerning the slayings; and all men praised Illugi’s defence; and they told withal how fast Grettir had held the short-sword after he was dead, and marvellous that seemed to men.

Amidst these things were seen many men riding from the west, and thither were coming many friends of the goodwife, with Gamli and Skeggi west from Meals.

Now Angle had been minded to take out execution after Illugi, for he and his men claimed all his goods; but when that crowd of men came up, Angle saw that he might do nought therein, but Gamli and Uspak were of the eagerest, and were fain to set on Angle; but those who were wisest bade them take the rede of Thorwald their kinsman, and the other chief men, and said that worse would be deemed of Angle’s case the more wise men sat in judgment over it; then such truce there was that Angle rode away, having Grettir’s head with him, because he was minded to bear it to the Althing.

So he rode home, and thought matters looked heavy enough, because well-nigh all the chief men of the land were either akin to Grettir and Illugi, or tied to them and theirs by marriage: that summer, moreover, Skeggi the Short-handed took to wife the daughter of Thorod Drapa-Stump, and therewithal Thorod joined Grettir’s kin in these matters.

 











  








CHAP. LXXXVII.
 

Affairs at the Althing.

 

Now men rode to the Althing, and Angle’s helpers were fewer than he had looked for, because that his case was spoken ill of far and wide.

Then asked Halldor whether they were to carry Grettir’s head with them to the Althing.

Angle said that he would bear it with him.

“Ill-counselled is that,” said Halldor; “for many enough will thy foes be, though thou doest nought to jog the memories of folk, or wake up their grief.”

By then were they come on their way, and were minded to ride south over the Sand; so Angle let take the head, and bury it in a hillock of sand, which is called Grettir’s Hillock.

Thronged was the Althing, and Angle put forth his case, and praised his own deeds mightily, in that he had slain the greatest outlaw in all the land, and claimed the money as his, which had been put on Grettir’s head. But Thorir had the same answer for him as was told afore.

Then was the Lawman prayed for a decision, and he said that he would fain hear if any charges came against this, whereby Angle should forfeit his blood-money, or else he said he must have whatsoever had been put on Grettir’s head.

Then Thorvald Asgeirson called on Skeggi the Short-handed to put forth his case, and he summoned Thorbiorn Angle with a first summons for the witch-craft and sorcery, whereby Grettir must have got his bane, and then with another summons withal, for that they had borne weapons against a half-dead man, and hereon he claimed an award of outlawry.

Now folk drew much together on this side and on that, but few they were that gave aid to Thorbiorn; and things turned out otherwise than he had looked for, because Thorvald, and Isleif, his son-in-law, deemed it a deed worthy of death to bring men to their end by evil sorcery; but through the words of wise men these cases had such end, that Thorbiorn should sail away that same summer, and never come back to Iceland while any such were alive, as had the blood-suit for Grettir and Illugi.

And then, moreover, was it made law that all workers of olden craft should be made outlaws.

So when Angle saw what his lot would be, he gat him gone from the Thing, because it might well hap that Grettir’s kin would set on him; nor did he get aught of the fee that was put on Grettir’s head, for that Stein the Lawman would not that it should be paid for a deed of shame. None of those men of Thorbiorn’s company who had fallen in Drangey were atoned, for they were to be made equal to the slaying of Illugi, but their kin were exceeding ill content therewith.

So men rode home from the Thing, and all blood-suits that men had against Grettir fell away.

Skeggi, the son of Gamli, who was son-in-law of Thorod Drapa-Stump, and sister’s son of Grettir, went north to Skagafirth at the instance of Thorvald Asgeirson, and Isleif his son-in-law, who was afterwards Bishop of Skalholt, and by the consent of all the people got to him a keel, and went to Drangey to seek the corpses of the brothers, Grettir and Illugi; and he brought them back to Reeks, in Reek-strand, and buried them there at the church; and it is for a token that Grettir lies there, that in the days of the Sturlungs, when the church of the Reeks was moved, Grettir’s bones were dug up, nor were they deemed so wondrous great, great enough though they were. The bones of Illugi were buried afterwards north of the church, but Grettir’s head at home in the church at Biarg.

Goodwife Asdis abode at home at Biarg, and so well beloved she was, that no trouble was ever brought against her, no, not even while Grettir was in outlawry.

Skeggi the Short-handed took the household at Biarg after Asdis, and a mighty man he was; his son was Gamli, the father of Skeggi of Scarf-stead, and Asdis the mother of Odd the Monk. Many men are come from him.











  








CHAP. LXXXVIII.
 

Thorbiorn Angle goes to Norway, and thence to Micklegarth.

 

Thornbiorn Angle took ship at Goose-ere, with whatso of his goods he might take with him; but Hialti his brother took to him his lands, and Angle gave him Drangey withal. Hialti became a great chief in aftertimes, but he has nought more to do with this tale.

So Angle fared out to Norway; he yet made much of himself, for he deemed he had wrought a great deed in the slaying of Grettir, and so thought many others, who knew not how all had come to pass, for many knew how renowned a man Grettir had been; withal Angle told just so much of their dealings together as might do him honour, and let such of the tale lie quiet as was of lesser glory.

Now this tale came in the autumn-tide east to Tunsberg, and when Thorstein Dromund heard of the slayings he grew all silent, because it was told him that Angle was a mighty man and a hardy; and he called to mind the words which he had spoken when he and Grettir talked together, long time agone, concerning the fashion of their arms.

So Thorstein put out spies on Angle’s goings; they were both in Norway through the winter, but Thorbiorn was in the north-country, and Thorstein in Tunsberg, nor had either seen other; yet was Angle ware that Grettir had a brother in Norway, and thought it hard to keep guard of himself in an unknown land, wherefore he sought counsel as to where he should betake himself. Now in those days many Northmen went out to Micklegarth, and took war-pay there; so Thorbiorn deemed it would be good to go thither and get to him thereby both fee and fame, nor to abide in the North-lands because of the kin of Grettir. So he made ready to go from Norway, and get him gone from out the land, and made no stay till he came to Micklegarth, and there took war-hire.











  








CHAP. LXXXIX.
 

How the Short-Sword was the easier known when sought for by reason of the notch in the blade.

 

Thorstein Dromund was a mighty man, and of the greatest account; and now he heard that Thorbiorn Angle had got him gone from the land out to Micklegarth; speedy were his doings thereon, he gave over his lands into his kinsmen’s hands, and betook himself to journeying and to search for Angle; and ever he followed after whereas Angle had gone afore, nor was Angle ware of his goings.

So Thorstein Dromund came out to Micklegarth a little after Angle, and was fain above all things to slay him, but neither knew the other. Now had they will to be taken into the company of the Varangians, and the matter went well as soon as the Varangians knew that they were Northmen; and in those days was Michael Katalak king over Micklegarth.

Thorstein Dromund watched for Angle, if in some wise he might know him, but won not the game because of the many people there; and ever would he lie awake, ill-content with his lot, and thinking how great was his loss.

Now hereupon it befell that the Varangians were to go on certain warfare, and free the land from harrying; and their manner and law it was before they went from home to hold a weapon-show, and so it was now done; and when the weapon-show was established, then were all Varangians to come there, and those withal who were minded to fall into their company, and they were to show forth their weapons.

Thither came both Thorstein and Angle; but Thorbiorn Angle showed forth his weapons first; and he had the short-sword, Grettir’s-loom; but when he showed it many praised it and said that it was an exceeding good weapon, but that it was a great blemish, that notch in the edge thereof; and asked him withal what had brought that to pass.

Angle said it was a thing worthy to be told of, “For this is the next thing to be said,” says he, “that out in Iceland I slew that champion who was called Grettir the Strong, and who was the greatest warrior and the stoutest-hearted of all men of that land, for him could no man vanquish till I came forth for that end; and whereas I had the good hap to win him, I took his life; though indeed he had my strength many times over; then I drave this short-sword into his head, and thereby was a shard broken from out its edge.”

So those who stood nigh said, that he must have been hard of head then, and each showed the short-sword to the other; but hereby Thorstein deemed he knew now who this man was, and he prayed withal to see the short-sword even as the others; then Angle gave it up with good will, for all were praising his bravery and that daring onset, and even in such wise did he think this one would do; and in no wise did he misdoubt him that Thorstein was there, or that the man was akin to Grettir.

Then Dromund took the short-sword, and raised it aloft, and hewed at Angle and smote him on the head, and so great was the stroke that it stayed but at the jaw-teeth, and Thorbiorn Angle fell to earth dead and dishonoured.

Thereat all men became hushed; but the Chancellor of the town seized Thorstein straightway, and asked for what cause he did such an ill-deed there at the hallowed Thing.

Thorstein said that he was the brother of Grettir the Strong, and that withal he had never been able to bring vengeance to pass till then; so thereupon many put in their word, and said that the strong man must needs have been of great might and nobleness, in that Thorstein had fared so far forth into the world to avenge him: the rulers of the city deemed that like enough; but whereas there was none there to bear witness in aught to Thorstein’s word, that law of theirs prevailed, that whosoever slew a man should lose nought but his life.

So then speedy doom and hard enow did Thorstein get; for in a dark chamber of a dungeon should he be cast and there abide his death, if none redeemed him therefrom with money. But when Thorstein came into the dungeon, there was a man there already, who had come to death’s door from misery; and both foul and cold was that abode; Thorstein spake to that man and said,

“How deemest thou of thy life?”

He answered, “As of a right evil life, for of nought can I be holpen, nor have I kinsmen to redeem me.”

Thorstein said, “Nought is of less avail in such matters than lack of good rede; let us be merry then, and do somewhat that will be glee and game to us.”

The man said that he might have no glee of aught.

“Nay, then, but let us try it,” said Thorstein. And therewithal he fell to singing; and he was a man of such goodly voice that scarcely might his like be found therefor, nor did he now spare himself.

Now the highway was but a little way from the dungeon, and Thorstein sang so loud and clear that the walls resounded therewith, and great game this seemed to him who had been half-dead erst; and in such wise did Thorstein keep it going till the evening.











  








CHAP. XC.
 

How the Lady Spes redeemed Thorstein from the Dungeon.

 

There was a great lady of a castle in that town called Spes, exceeding rich and of great kin; Sigurd was the name of her husband, a rich man too, but of lesser kin than she was, and for money had she been wedded to him; no great love there was betwixt them, for she thought she had been wedded far beneath her; high-minded she was and a very stirring woman.

Now so it befell, that, as Thorstein made him merry that night, Spes walked in the street hard by the dungeon, and heard thence so fair a voice, that she said she had never yet heard its like. She went with many folk, and so now she bade them go learn who had that noble voice. So they called out and asked who lay there in such evil plight; and Thorstein named himself.

Then said Spes, “Art thou a man as much skilled in other matters as in singing?”

He said there was but little to show for that.

“What ill-deed hast thou done,” said she, “that thou must needs be tormented here to the death?”

He said that he had slain a man, and avenged his brother thereby, “But I could not show that by witnesses,” said Thorstein, “and therefore have I been cast into ward here, unless some man should redeem me, nor do I hope therefor, for no man have I here akin to me.”

“Great loss of thee if thou art slain! and that brother of thine whom thou didst avenge, was he a man so famed, then?”

He said that he was more mighty than he by the half; and so she asked what token there was thereof. Then sang Thorstein this stave — 

“Field of rings, eight men, who raise
 Din of sword in clattering ways,
 Strove the good short-sword in vain
 From the strong dead hand to gain;
 So they ever strained and strove,
 Till at last it did behove,
 The feared quickener of the fight,
 From the glorious man to smite.”
 

“Great prowess such a thing shows of the man,” said those who understood the stave; and when she knew thereof, she spake thus,

“Wilt thou take thy life from me, if such a choice is given thee?”

“That will I,” said Thorstein, “if this fellow of mine, who sits hereby, is redeemed along with me; or else will we both abide here together.”

She answers, “More of a prize do I deem thee than him.”

“Howsoever that may be,” said Thorstein, “we shall go away in company both of us together, or else shall neither go.”

Then she went there, whereas were the Varangians, and prayed for freedom for Thorstein, and offered money to that end; and to this were they right willing; and so she brought about by her mighty friendships and her wealth that they were both set free. But as soon as Thorstein came out of the dungeon he went to see goodwife Spes, and she took him to her and kept him privily; but whiles was he with the Varangians in warfare, and in all onsets showed himself the stoutest of hearts.











  








CHAP. XCI.
 

Of the doings of Thorstein and the Lady Spes.

 

In those days was Harald Sigurdson at Micklegarth, and Thorstein fell into friendship with him. Of much account was Thorstein held, for Spes let him lack no money; and greatly they turned their hearts one to the other, Thorstein and Spes; and many folk beside her deemed great things of his prowess.

 

Now her money was much squandered, because she ever gave herself to the getting of great friends; and her husband deemed that he could see that she was much changed, both in temper and many other of her ways, but most of all in the spending of money; both gold and good things he missed, which were gone from her keeping.

So on a time Sigurd her husband talks with her, and says that she has taken to strange ways. “Thou givest no heed to our goods,” says he, “but squanderest them in many wise; and, moreover, it is even as if I saw thee ever in a dream, nor ever wilt thou be there whereas I am; and I know for sure that something must bring this about.”

She answered, “I told thee, and my kinsfolk told thee, whenas we came together, that I would have my full will and freedom over all such things as it was beseeming for me to bestow, and for that cause I spare not thy goods. Hast thou perchance aught to say to me concerning other matters which may be to my shame?”

He answers, “Somewhat do I misdoubt me that thou holdest some man or other whom thou deemest better than I be.”

“I wot not,” says she, “what ground there may be thereto; but meseems thou mayest speak with little truth; and yet, none-the-less, we two alone shall not speak on this matter if thou layest this slander on me.”

So he let the talk drop for that time; she and Thorstein went on in the same way, nor were they wary of the words of evil folk, for she ever trusted in her many and wise friends. Oft they sat talking together and making merry; and on an evening as they sat in a certain loft, wherein were goodly things of hers, she bade Thorstein sing somewhat, for she thought the goodman was sitting at the drink, as his wont was, so she bolted the door. But, when he had sung a certain while, the door was driven at, and one called from outside to open; and there was come the husband with many of his folk.

The goodwife had unlocked a great chest to show Thorstein her dainty things; so when she knew who was there, she would not unlock the door, but speaks to Thorstein, “Quick is my rede, jump into the chest and keep silent.”

So he did, and she shot the bolt of the chest and sat thereon herself; and even therewith in came the husband into the loft, for he and his had broken open the door thereof.

Then said the lady, “Why do ye fare with all this uproar? are your foes after you then?”

The goodman answered, “Now it is well that thou thyself givest proof of thyself what thou art; where is the man who trolled out that song so well e’en now? I wot thou deemest him of far fairer voice than I be.”

She said: “Not altogether a fool is he who can be silent; but so it fares not with thee: thou deemest thyself cunning, and art minded to bind thy lie on my back. Well, then, let proof be made thereof! If there be truth in thy words, take the man; he will scarce have leapt out through the walls or the roof.”

So he searched through the place, and found him not, and she said, “Why dost thou not take him then, since thou deemest the thing so sure?”

He was silent, nor knew in sooth amid what wiles he was come; then he asked his fellows if they had not heard him even as he had. But whereas they saw that the mistress misliked the matter, their witness came to nought, for they said that oft folk heard not things as they were in very sooth. So the husband went out, and deemed he knew that sooth well enough, though they had not found the man; and now for a long time he left spying on his wife and her ways.

Another time, long after, Thorstein and Spes sat in a certain cloth-bower, and therein were clothes, both cut and uncut, which the wedded folk owned; there she showed to Thorstein many kinds of cloth, and they unfolded them; but when they were least ware of it the husband came on them with many men, and brake into the loft; but while they were about that she heaped up clothes over Thorstein, and leaned against the clothes-stack when they came into the chamber.

“Wilt thou still deny,” said the goodman, “that there was a man with thee, when such men there are as saw you both?”

She bade them not to go on so madly. “This time ye will not fail, belike; but let me be at peace, and worry me not.”

So they searched through the place and found nought, and at last gave it up.

Then the goodwife answered and said, “It is ever good to give better proof than the guesses of certain folk; nor was it to be looked for that ye should find that which was not. Wilt thou now confess thy folly, husband, and free me from this slander?”

He said, “The less will I free thee from it in that I trow thou art in very sooth guilty of that which I have laid to thy charge; and thou wilt have to put forth all thy might in this case, if thou art to get this thrust from thee.”

She said that that was in nowise against her mind, and therewithal they parted.

Thereafter was Thorstein ever with the Varangians, and men say that he sought counsel of Harald Sigurdson, and their mind it is that Thorstein and Spes would not have taken to those redes but for the trust they had in him and his wisdom.

Now as time wore on, goodman Sigurd gave out that he would fare from home on certain errands of his own. The goodwife nowise let him herein; and when he was gone, Thorstein came to Spes, and the twain were ever together. Now such was the fashion of her castle that it was built forth over the sea, and there were certain chambers therein whereunder the sea flowed; in such a chamber Thorstein and Spes ever sat; and a little trap-door there was in the floor of it, whereof none knew but those twain, and it might be opened if there were hasty need thereof.

Now it is to be told of the husband that he went nowhither, save into hiding, that he might spy the ways of the housewife; so it befell that, one night as they sat alone in the sea-loft and were glad together, the husband came on them unawares with a crowd of folk, for he had brought certain men to a window of the chamber, and bade them see if things were not even according to his word: and all said that he spake but the sooth, and that so belike he had done aforetime.

So they ran into the loft, but when Spes heard the crash, she said to Thorstein,

“Needs must thou go down hereby, whatsoever be the cost, but give me some token if thou comest safe from the place.”

He said yea thereto, and plunged down through the floor, and the housewife spurned her foot at the lid, and it fell back again into its place, and no new work was to be seen on the floor.

Now the husband and his men came into the loft, and went about searching, and found nought, as was likely; the loft was empty, so that there was nought therein save the floor and the cross-benches, and there sat the goodwife, and played with the gold on her fingers; she heeded them little, and made as if there was nought to do.

All this the goodman thought the strangest of all, and asked his folk if they had not seen the man, and they said that they had in good sooth seen him.

Then said the goodwife, “Hereto shall things come as is said; thrice of yore have all things happed, and in likewise hast thou fared, Sigurd,” says she, “for three times hadst thou undone my peace, meseems, and are ye any wiser than in the beginning?”

“This time I was not alone in my tale,” said the goodman; “and now to make an end, shall thou go through the freeing by law, for in nowise will I have this shame unbooted.”

“Meseems,” says the goodwife, “thou biddest me what I would bid of thee, for good above all things I deem it to free myself from this slander, which has spread so wide and high, that it would be great dishonour if I thrust it not from off me.”

“In likewise,” said the goodman, “shalt thou prove that thou hast not given away or taken to thyself my goods.”

She answers, “At that time when I free myself shall I in one wise thrust off from me all charges that thou hast to bring against me; but take thou heed whereto all shall come; I will at once free myself from all words that have been spoken here on this charge that thou now makest.”

The goodman was well content therewith, and got him gone with his men.

Now it is to be told of Thorstein that he swam forth from under the chamber, and went aland where he would, and took a burning log, and held it up in such wise that it might be seen from the goodwife’s castle, and she was abroad for long that evening, and right into the night, for that she would fain know if Thorstein had come aland; and so when she saw the fire, she deemed that she knew that Thorstein had taken land, for even such a token had they agreed on betwixt them.

The next morning Spes bade her husband speak of their matters to the bishop, and thereto was he fully ready. Now they come before the bishop, and the goodman put forward all the aforesaid charges against her.

The bishop asked if she had been known for such an one aforetime, but none said that they had heard thereof. Then he asked with what likelihood he brought those things against her. So the goodman brought forward men who had seen her sit in a locked room with a man beside her, and they twain alone: and therewith the goodman said that he misdoubted him of that man beguiling her.

The bishop said that she might well free herself lawfully from this charge if so she would. She said that it liked her well so to do, “and good hope I have,” said Spes, “that I shall have great plenty of women to purge me by oath in this case.”

Now was an oath set forward in words for her, and a day settled whereon the case should come about; and thereafter she went home, and was glad at heart, and Thorstein and Spes met, and settled fully what they should do.

 











  








CHAP. XCII.
 

Of the Oath that Spes made before the Bishop.

 

Now that day past, and time wore on to the day when Spes should make oath, and she bade thereto all her friends and kin, and arrayed herself in the best attire she had, and many noble ladies went with her.

Wet was the weather about that time, and the ways were miry, and a certain slough there was to go over or ever they might come to the church; and whenas Spes and her company came forth anigh this slough, a great crowd was there before them, and a multitude of poor folk who prayed them of alms, for this was in the common highway, and all who knew her deemed it was their part to welcome her, and prayed for good things for her as for one who had oft holpen them well.

A certain staff-propped carle there was amidst those poor folk, great of growth and long-bearded. Now the women made stay at the slough, because that the great people deemed the passage across over miry, and therewith when that staff-carle saw the goodwife, that she was better arrayed than the other women, he spake to her on this wise,

“Good mistress,” said he, “be so lowly as to suffer me to bear thee over this slough, for it is the bounden duty of us staff-carles to serve thee all we may.”

“What then,” says she, “wilt thou bear me well, when thou mayst not bear thyself?”

“Yet would it show forth thy lowliness,” says he, “nor may I offer better than I have withal; and in all things wilt thou fare the better, if thou hast no pride against poor folk.”

“Wot thou well, then,” says she, “that if thou bearest me not well it shall be for a beating to thee, or some other shame greater yet.”

“Well, I would fain risk it,” said he; and therewithal he got on to his feet and stood in the slough. She made as if she were sore afeard of his carrying her, yet nathless she went on, borne on his back; and he staggered along exceeding slowly, going on two crutches, and when he got midmost of the slough he began to reel from side to side. She bade him gather up his strength.

“Never shalt thou have made a worse journey than this if thou easiest me down here.”

Then the poor wretch staggers on, and gathers up all his courage and strength, and gets close to the dry land, but stumbles withal, and falls head-foremost in such wise, that he cast her on to the bank, but fell into the ditch up to his armpits, and therewithal as he lay there caught at the goodwife, and gat no firm hold of her clothes, but set his miry hand on her knee right up to the bare thigh.

She sprang up and cursed him, and said that ever would evil come from wretched gangrel churles: “and thy full due it were to be beaten, if I thought it not a shame, because of thy misery.”

Then said he, “Meted in unlike ways is man’s bliss; me-thought I had done well to thee, and I looked for an alms at thy hands, and lo, in place thereof, I get but threats and ill-usage and no good again withal;” and he made as if he were exceeding angry.

Many deemed that he looked right poor and wretched, but she said that he was the wiliest of old churles; but whereas many prayed for him, she took her purse to her, and therein was many a penny of gold; then she shook down the money and said,

“Take thou this, carle; nowise good were it, if thou hadst not full pay for the hard words thou hadst of me; now have I parted with thee, even according to thy worth.”

Then he picked up the gold, and thanked her for her good deed. Spes went to the church, and a great crowd was there before her. Sigurd pushed the case forward eagerly, and bade her free herself from those charges he had brought against her.

She said, “I heed not thy charges; what man dost thou say thou hast seen in my chamber with me? Lo now oft it befalls that some worthy man will be with me, and that do I deem void of any shame; but hereby will I swear that to no man have I given gold, and of no man have I had fleshly defilement save of my husband, and that wretched staff-carle who laid his miry hand on my thigh when I was borne over the slough this same day.”

Now many deemed that this was a full oath, and that no shame it was to her, though the carle had laid hand on her unwittingly; but she said that all things must be told even as they were.

Thereafter she swore the oath in such form as is said afore, and many said thereon that she showed the old saw to be true, swear loud and say little. But for her, she said that wise men would think that this was not done by guile.

Then her kin fell to saying that great shame and grief it was for high-born women to have such lying charges brought against them bootless, whereas it was a crime worthy of death if it were openly known of any woman that she had done whoredoms against her husband. Therewithal Spes prayed the bishop to make out a divorce betwixt her and her husband Sigurd, because she said she might nowise bear his slanderous lying charges. Her kinsfolk pushed the matter forward for her, and so brought it about by their urgency that they were divorced, and Sigurd got little of the goods, and was driven away from the land withal, for here matters went as is oft shown that they will, and the lower must lowt; nor could he bring aught about to avail him, though he had but said the very sooth.

Now Spes took to her all their money, and was deemed the greatest of stirring women; but when folk looked into her oath, it seemed to them that there was some guile in it, and were of a mind that wise men must have taught her that way of swearing; and men dug out this withal, that the staff-carle who had carried her was even Thorstein Dromund. Yet for all that Sigurd got no righting of the matter.











  








CHAP. XCIII.
 

Thorstein and Spes come out to Norway.

 

Thorstein Dromund was with the Varangians while the talk ran highest about these matters; so famed did he become that it was deemed that scarce had any man of the like prowess come thither; the greatest honours he gat from Harald Sigurdson, for he was of his kin; and after his counsels did Thorstein do, as men are minded to think.

But a little after Sigurd was driven from the land, Thorstein fell to wooing Spes to wife, and she took it meetly, but went to her kinsmen for rede; then they held meetings thereon, and were of one accord that she herself must rule the matter; then was the bargain struck, and good was their wedded life, and they were rich in money, and all men deemed Thorstein to be a man of exceeding good luck, since he had delivered himself from all his troubles.

The twain were together for two winters in Micklegarth, and then Thorstein said to his goodwife that he would fain go back to see his possessions in Norway. She said he should have his will, so they sold the lands they had there, and gat them great wealth of chattels, and then betook them from that land, with a fair company, and went all the way till they came to Norway. Thorstein’s kin welcomed them both right heartily, and soon saw that Spes was bountiful and high-minded, and she speedily became exceeding well befriended. Some children they had between them, and they abode on their lands, and were well content with their life.

In those days was Magnus the Good king over Norway. Thorstein soon went to meet him, and had good welcome of him, for he had grown famous for the avenging of Grettir the Strong (for men scarce know of its happening that any other Icelander, save Grettir Asmundson, was avenged in Micklegarth); and folk say that Thorstein became a man of King Magnus, and for nine winters after he had come to Norway he abode in peace, and folk of the greatest honour were they deemed, he and his wife.

Then came home from Micklegarth king Harald Sigurdson, and King Magnus gave him half Norway, and they were both kings therein for a while; but after the death of King Magnus many of those who had been his friends were ill-content, for all men loved him; but folk might not abide the temper of King Harald, for that he was hard and was wont to punish men heavily.

 

But Thorstein Dromund was fallen into eld, though he was still the halest of men; and now was the slaying of Grettir Asmundson sixteen winters agone.











  








CHAP. XCIV.
 

Thorstein Dromund and Spes leave Norway again.

 

At that time many urged Thorstein to go meet King Harald, and become his man; but he took not kindly to it.

Then Spes spake, “I will, Thorstein,” says she, “that thou go not to meet Harald the king, for to another king have we much more to pay, and need there is that we turn our minds to that; for now we both grow old and our youth is long departed, and far more have we followed after worldly devices, than the teaching of Christ, or the ways of justice and uprightness; now wot I well that this debt can be paid for us neither by our kindred or our goods, and I will that we ourselves should pay it: now will I therefore that we change our way of life and fare away from this land and unto the abode of the Pope, because I well believe that so only may my case be made easy to me.”

Thorstein said, “As well known to me as to thee are the things thou talkest of; and it is meet that thou have thy will herein, since thou didst ever give me my will, in a matter of far less hope; and in all things will we do as thou biddest.”

This took men utterly unawares; Thorstein was by then sixty-seven years of age, yet hale in all wise.

So now he bid to him all his kindred and folk allied to him, and laid before them the things he had determined on. Wise men gave good words thereto, though they deemed of their departing as of the greatest loss.

But Thorstein said that there was nought sure about his coming back: “Now do I give thanks to all of you,” says he, “for the heed ye paid to my goods when I was last away from the land; now I will offer you, and pray you to take to you my children’s havings, and my children, and bring them up according to the manliness that is in you; for I am fallen so far into eld that there is little to say as to whether I may return or not, though I may live; but ye shall in such wise look after all that I leave behind me here, even as if I should never come back to Norway.”

Then men answered, that good redes would be plenteous if the housewife should abide behind to look after his affairs; but she said — 

“For that cause did I come hither from the out-lands, and from Micklegarth, with Thorstein, leaving behind both kin and goods, for that I was fain that one fate might be over us both; now have I thought it good to be here; but I have no will to abide long in Norway or the North-lands if he goes away; ever has there been great love betwixt us withal, and nought has happed to divide us; now therefore will we depart together, for to both of us is known the truth about many things that befell since we first met.”

So, when they had settled their affairs in this wise, Thorstein bade chosen folk divide his goods into halves; and his kin took the half which his children were to own, and they were brought up by their father’s kin, and were in aftertimes the mightiest of men, and great kin in the Wick has come from them. But Thorstein and Spes divided their share of the goods, and some they gave to churches for their souls’ health, and some they took with them. Then they betook themselves Romeward, and many folk prayed well for them.

 











  








CHAP. XCV.
 

How Thorstein Dromund and Spes fared to Rome and died there.

 

Now they went their ways till they came to Rome-town; and so when they came before him, who was appointed to hear the shrifts of men, they told him well and truly all things even as they had happed, and with what cunning and craft they had joined together in wedlock; therewithal they gave themselves up with great humility to such penance for the amending of their lives as he should lay on them; but because that they themselves had turned their minds to the atoning of their faults, without any urging or anger from the rulers of the church, they were eased of all fines as much as might be, but were bidden gently that they should now and henceforth concern themselves reasonably for their souls’ health, and from this time forward live in chastity, since they had gotten them release from all their guilt; and herewith they were deemed to have fared well and wisely.

Then said Spes, “Now, meseems, our matters have gone well and are come to an end, and no unlucky life have we had together; yet maybe fools will do after the pattern of our former life; now therefore let us make such an end to all, that good men also may follow after us and do the like: so let us go bargain with those who are deft in stone-craft; that they make for each of us a cell of stone, that we may thereby atone for what we have done against God.”

So Thorstein laid down money for the making of a stone cell for each of them, and for such-like other things as they might need, and might not be without for the keeping of their lives; and then, when the stone work was done, and the time was meet therefor and all things were ready, they departed their worldly fellowship of their own free will, that they might the more enjoy a holy fellowship in another world. And there they abode both in their stone cells, and lived as long as God would have it, and so ended their lives. And most men say that Thorstein Dromund and Spes his wife may be deemed to be folk of the greatest good luck, all things being accounted of; but neither his children or any of his issue have come to Iceland for a tale to be made of them.

Now Sturla the Lawman says so much as that he deems no outlawed man ever to have been so mighty as Grettir the Strong; and thereto he puts forth three reasons — 

And first in that he was the wisest of them all; for the longest in outlawry he was of any man, and was never won whiles he was hale.

And again, in that he was the strongest in all the land among men of a like age; and more fitted to lay ghosts and do away with hauntings than any other.

And thirdly, in that he was avenged out in Micklegarth, even as no other man of Iceland has been; and this withal, that Thorstein Dromund, who avenged him, was so lucky a man in his last days.

So here ends the story of Grettir Asmundson, our fellow-countryman. Thank have they who listened thereto; but thank little enow to him who scribbled out the tale.

GOOD PEOPLE, HERE THE WORK HATH END:
 MAY ALL FOLK TO THE GOOD GOD WEND!
 











  








NOTES AND CORRECTIONS.
 

P. 29. The genealogy of Gamli of Meals, as here recorded, seems to be peculiar to Grettir’s saga. Yet its statements are inconsistent in the matter, for it gives this twofold genealogy of the man. See Ed. Kaupmannahöfn: 1853.

P. 22. Ranveig was the wife of Gamli, the son of Thorald, the son of the Vendlander.

P. 70. And (Thorir of the Pass) sold the land at Meals to Thorhalli, son of Gamli the Widelander. His son was Gamli, who had to wife Ranveig, the daughter of Asmund Greyhaired.

According to ‘Landnáma,’ this Gamli of Meals, Asmund’s son-in-law, was son of Thord, and great-great-grandson of Thorhrolf or Thorolf Fasthaldi (Fastholding), who settled lands on the north coast of Icefirth-deep (Isafjartðardjúp), and farmed at Snowfells (Snaefjöll). We have given Thorhall in our translation in both places as the man’s name. Perhaps Thoraldr is nothing but a corruption of Thorólfr fasthaldi; and Thorhalli again a corruption of the first. But Gamli the Vendlander or Widelander, we have no means of identifying.

P. 30. ‘Now in those times there were wont to be large fire-halls at the homesteads.’ The hall, holl, skáli, stofa, was the principal room in every home. Elda-skáli, or fire-hall, as the one alluded to at Biarg, was so called from its serving as a cooking-hall and a sitting-hall at once. The main features in the construction of a hall were the following: it was generally built from east to west, in an oblong form, having doors either at one or both ends through the south-side wall, where it met the gable end. These two entrances were called carles’-door and queens’-door (karldyrr, kvenndyrr), being respectively for the ingress and egress of men and women. Sometimes the men’s-door was adorned with the beaks (brandar) of a hewn-up ship, as was the case with the hall of Thorir of Garth, standing as door-posts on either side. The door led to a front-hall (forkáli, fortofa, and-dyri, framhús), which, sometimes at least, seems to have been portioned off into an inner room (klefi), or bay, and the vestibule proper. In the bay were  kept victuals, such as dried fish, flour, and sometimes, no doubt, beer. Within, the hall fell into three main portions: the main hall, or the nave, and the aisles on either side thereof (skot): The plan of the hall was much like that of one of our regular-built churches without chancel, say like a Suffolk church of the fifteenth century, the nave being lighted by a clerestory, and the aisles running the whole way along the nave, and communicating behind the dais. These aisles were used for sleeping-places; so that along the whole length of the hall, and behind the dais, all was partitioned into bedsteads, open or locked, — open, that is to say, communicating with the nave by a doorless aperture, — locked, that is, shut out of view from the nave (lok-rekkja, lok-hvila).

On the wall between nave and aisles, which was covered with a panelling on its inside at least, were hung the shields and weapons of the chief and his retainers, or home-men. Sometimes it was painted with mythic subjects, and adorned with fantastic carvings; on great occasions it was covered with hangings. Along both side-walls ran a row of seats, called benches (bekkr), the north-most of which, or the one which faced the sun, was called the nobler bench (aeðri bekkr), the south-most one, the less noble bench, (úoeðri bekkr). In the middle of either bench was a seat, called the high seat (öndvegi); that of the nobler bench being occupied by the chief or head of the house, unless he had for his guest a man nobler than himself, in which case the latter took it; that of the less noble bench being allotted to the noblest among the guests. The nobler bench was on ordinary occasions the bench for the chief and the household. The less noble for the guests. In front of the chiefs high-seat were the high-seat-poles which in the early ages of Paganism in the North were objects of much veneration, and must always accompany the chief if he moved his abode, and point out his new homestead, if he fared for it over sea, by the spot where they drifted ashore, as, when land was sighted, they were thrown overboard. In front of the seat-rows just described were placed the tables whereon the meals were put forth. And when the number of people exceeded the capacity of the ordinary benches, a new row of benches was placed in front of the tables, so that there were two rows of benches down along either side of the hall with the tables between them. The last-named rows of benches were called forsoeti; and their occupiers, when seated at table, faced those of the upper and lower bench. In the centre of the hall, if of the fashion, as it probably was in early times, of a fire-hall, was a narrow oblong stone-pavement, probably as long as the rows of the benches, whereon fires were lit for heating of the room, for cooking of food in some cases, and for the purpose of lighting up the hall. The smoke that rose from the burning fuel found its way out through the luffer or louvre, in the middle of the ridge of the roof (ljóri); the reyk-beri, reek-bearer, seems to have been a contrivance for creating draught to carry the smoke out through the ljóri. In that end of the hall which was opposite to the entrance was the cross-bench, dais (pallr), occupied by the women. Here was also a high seat (öndvegi á palli), which was generally taken by the mistress of the house. In our saga it seems that the hall of Sand-heaps made an exception to this general rule, as it apparently had the dais immediately within the doorway.

P. 77 (cpr. 110). It is worth observing here, that Thorvald, son of Asgeir Madpate the younger, dwells at As in Waterdale, about 1013, when Thorgils Makson was slain. When Grettir played, as a youth, on Midfirth-water (or cca. 1010), he dwelt at Asgeirsriver. We mention this because there has been some confusion about the matter. On the slight authority of the Þáttr af Isleifi biskupi’, Biskupa Sögur I. 54, it has been maintained that he dwelt at Asgeirsriver even as late as cca. 1035, when his daughter Dalla was wooed by Isleif the Bishop. G. Vigfússon, Safn til Sögu Islands, I. 337. On the other hand, the statement of Hungrvaka that he farmed at As (i.e., at the Ridge), at the time aforesaid, has given rise to the conjecture that thereby must be meant Valdar-As, a farm in Willowdale, near Asgeirsriver, the manor of the Madpate family. G. Vigfússon, in Biskupa Sögur, I. 61, note 2. It seems there is no need of setting aside the clear statement of our saga, that the As was As in Waterdale (see Index), and not Valdarás in Willowdale at all, or that Thorvald had, by 1013, moved up to the neighbouring country-side of Waterdale, and settled among the kin of his great-grandmother.

P. 114, 1. 1. ‘The men of Meals,’ is a close translation of the original, which, however, is incorrect; for the men of Meals were Grettir’s kin-in-law, and natural allies. The saga means the men of Meal, Kormak and his followers, and the original should be either, þeir Mel-menn, or Mels-menn, or þeir Kormakr frá Mel.

P. 129, 1. 10, 11. We have purposely altered the text from: en þú öruggr í einangri, i.e., ‘but thou stout in danger,’ into: en þó, i.e., ‘but stout in danger none-the-less.’ The former reading seems barely to give any sense, the last a natural and the required one.

P. 169. Hallmund. Our saga is one among the historic sagas of Iceland which deals with traditions of ancient belief in the spirits of the unknown regions of the land that are interested in the well-being of the mere men who dwell near them. Hallmund and the giant Thorir are the representatives of these powers in our saga. Of these Hallmund is the more interesting of the two, both for his human sympathies, his tragic end, and the poetry ascribed to him. At one time or other he has had a great name in the Icelandic folk-lore among the spirits of the land, the so-called land wights (land-voetir), and there is still existing a poem of ancient type, the refrain of which is closely similar to that of Grettir’s song on Hallmund, but which is stated to be by some cave-wight that lived in a deep and gloomy cavern somewhere in Deepfirth, on the north side of Broadfirth. In the so-called Bergbúaþáttr or cave-dweller’s tale (Edited by G. Vigfússon in Nordiske Old-skrifter, xxvii., p-128, and 140-143, Copenhagen, 1860), this song is said to have been heard by two men, who, on their way to church, had lost their road, and were overtaken by the darkness of night, and, in order to escape straying too far out of their way, sought shelter under the lee of a sheer rock which chanced to be on their way. They soon found a mouth of a cave where they knew not that any cave was to be looked for, whereupon one of the wayfarers set up a cross-mark in the door of the cave, and then with his fellow-traveller sat down on two stones at the mouth of the cave, as they did not dare to risk themselves too far in the gloomy abode away from the cross. When the first third part of the night was spent they heard something come along from within the cave doorwards out to them.[] They signed themselves with the sign of the cross, and prayed God’s mercy to be on them, for they thought the doings within the deep of the cavern now grew big enough. On looking into the darkness they saw a sight like unto two full-moons, or huge targets, with some monstrous figure (unreadable in the MS.) between them. They thought this was nothing but two eyes, and that nowise narrow of face might he be who bore such torches. Next they heard a chanting of a monstrous kind and in a big voice. A lay there was sung of twelve staves, with the final refrain of each twice repeated.

The poem seems to be a death-song over the cave-kin of the country by the new change of thought brought in by Christianity.

P. 189. ‘Grettir lay out that summer on Madderdale-heath, and in sundry places, and at whiles he was at Reek-heath.’ A corroboration of the saga has been clearly set forth by the discovery of a Grettir’s-lair, in Axefirth-peak, in 1862. True the saga passes over Grettir’s doings on these vast eastern wildernesses, but tradition has preserved the name for the place, and it shows by its construction and position that it must have been constructed by one skilled in choosing a good fighting stand, and a good and wide view at the same time. An Icelandic farmer has thus given an accurate and reliable description of Grettir’s lair:

‘In the summer of 1850, when I came north to Axefirth, I heard talk of a Grettir’s lair upon Axefirth-peak.... Many who had seen it made a slight matter of it, which brought me to think it must have few peculiarities of antiquarian interest to show. But on the 7th of September, this summer (1862), I went with the rape-ruler Arni Jónsson of Wood-stead to inspect the lair. Walking up to it from the level ground below took us three minutes. The lair stands in the lower part of a slip of stones beneath some sheer rocks between a sandstone rock, called the carline, and the stone slip from the peak. It is built up of stones, straight as a line, and runs, 4-3/4 ells in length, 10 inches broad, and is, within walls, 7/8 of an ell deep. The half of it is deftly covered in with flat stones, the longest of which are 2 ells 9 inches long, and about half an ell in thickness, and a little more in breadth. Small thin fragments of stone are wedged in between these where their junctures do not close tight, and so firmly are they fixed, that without instruments they may not be removed. One stone in the south wall is so large that we deemed it fully the task of from four to six men to move it when loose. The north side wall is beginning to give way, where the room is covered in. On the outside it is overgrown with black scurf and grey moss. The head end we deemed was the one which is turned to the rock and is not covered in, and evidently has been open from the beginning. Here the floor is overgrown with moss, grass, thyme, ferns, crow-foot, and lady’s-mantle. In all likelihood the inmate has closed that part of the room in with hides, when needful. On sitting up, all who went to and fro on the road below, must have been within view; not only those who came from the north of Foxplain (Melrakkaslètta) and Nupa-sveit, but also far toward the north he had a view even unto the open sea, nay, even unto Budluga-haven. Looking southwards, he must have seen all who came up from the outer firth; for from the lair there is a clear view even unto Burn-river, past which the high-road goes. A popular tradition says, too, that all who must needs pass this way, when Grettir was in the Peak, had taken at last to going over the top of the Peak, where there was no road, but the sheep-wilds of the Axefirthers. The lair-bider, even if he was set on by an overwhelming force, was not easily won, and least of all a man of such prowess as Grettir, except by shot; for he might at a moment’s notice take his stand in the rock above his head, the where one side only gives the chance of an onset, and where there is an ample supply of loose stones, large and small, on the Peak side of the rock to defend oneself; on three sides sheer rocks hem in the position, and those overhead are many times the height of a man’s.’

P. 208. Knave-game. Perhaps the truer rendering would have been ‘nut-game,’ if indeed ‘hnet tafl’ here stands not for ‘hnef-tafl,’ as we at first supposed. It is undoubtedly true that among the early games of Iceland the ‘hettafl,’ ‘hnottafl,’ was a distinct kind of game, as was also the ‘hneftafl,’ ‘hnefatafl,’ knave-game. If we follow the text as it stands, the game that Thorbiorn played is supposed to have borne some resemblance to what is now called in Iceland ‘refskák,’ fox-play, anglice ‘fox and geese,’ the aim of which is, by twelve pieces, called lambs, to bring the fox into such a position as to leave him no place to move, whichso way he turns.

P. 240. Pied-belly we call the Ram, although the saga seems to mean that he was called Autumn-belly, which is a name of little, if of any, sense at all. We suppose that haus-mögóttr, , and haust-magi, , is one and the same thing, the t having spuriously crept into the text from a scribe’s inadvertence.

P. 243 (cpr. 207, 225, 272). ‘In such wise Grettir lost his life, &c.’ The hardest thing to account for, or to bring to an intelligible issue in Grettir’s saga, is the incongruity between the statements as to his age at his death and the number of years of his outlawry, as compared with the truthful account of the events told in the saga itself. From the time when Grettir slew his first man, all the events of the saga may be traced clearly year for year up to his death, and their truthfulness is borne out whensoever they chance to run parallel to events mentioned in other trustworthy sagas, and they fall in with the right time nearly without an exception. But the statement on the page referred to above, that he was fourteen years old when he slew Skeggi, that he was twenty when he dealt with Glam; twenty-five when he fell into outlawry, and forty-four when he was slain, is utterly confuted by the chronology of the saga itself.

These numbers given above are obviously made to fall in with the story in page 225 about the talk of the time of his outlawry at the Thing. The question is stated to have been this: whether he had been a fraction of the twentieth year an outlaw, his friends hoping that in such case a part might count pro toto. But the truth of the matter was that he had neither been an outlaw for a fraction of the twentieth year, nor even for anything like nineteen years. He was outlawed at the Thing held in 1016, his year of outlawry dated from Thing to Thing; this talk befell in 1031, consequently he had been full fifteen years and no fraction of a year in outlawry. The story, therefore, of the twenty years, or nineteen years and a fraction, of outlawry falls utterly to the ground when brought to the test of the actual facts as recorded in the saga.

But, despite of this, it is not to be supposed that this episode at the Thing in 1031 is brought in at random and without any cause. There are two obvious reasons for assigning twenty years to the length of Grettir’s outlawry, and for bringing into the tale a discussion on that subject just where it is done. The one we may call the reason of traditional belief, the other the reason of dramatic effect. Grettir was indisputably for all reasons the greatest of Icelandic outlaws, and the fond imagination of his biographers at all times urged them to give the longest endurance to the time of his outlawry above all outlaws, without inquiring closely as to whether it agreed with the saga itself or not. The other, or the dramatic motive, lies in bringing in the discussion on this long outlawry just at this particular Thing of 1031; for it was obviously the teller’s object to suggest to the reader the hope of the great outlaw’s legal restoration to the cherished society of man just before the falling of the crushing blow, in order to give an enhanced tragic interest to his end, and he undoubtedly succeeds in doing this. To these reasons, besides others less obvious, we imagine this main inconsistency in Grettir’s saga is to be ascribed.

Nevertheless, it is worth observing that blunders of scribes may have in a measure been at work here. If we are not mistaken most of the existing MSS. of our saga state that when he fell () ‘he was one winter short of — var hánum vetri fátt á’ — whatever number of years they give as his age. And we venture the suggestion that originally the passage ran thus: var hánum vetri fátt á hálf iv{tugum},[]
i.e., he lacked one winter of thirty-five years, when he was slain. If a subsequent scribe committed the easy blunder of dropping I before V, the reading of our original (Edition, 53) would be the natural result, and an offspring of that same blunder would also as easily be the other reading, common to one class of the Grettir MSS.: var hánum vetri fátt í v{tugum} or í hinum v. tug, by dropping the syllable ‘hálf.’

If the whole passage on page 243, beginning with the words quoted in  the commencement of this note, be not indeed a later interpolation, we believe that all that follows the words, ‘till the time when he dealt with Glam, the Thrall,’ must, indeed, be taken as an interpolation of later commentators.

Our suggestion recommends itself in this at least, that it brings about full harmony between the statements, here treated of, and the saga itself, for when Grettir left the land in 1011 he was fourteen years of age, and twenty years later, or 1031, he fell. How far his age thus given agrees or not with the decrepitude of his father, who died in 1015, having been apparently already a bedridden man for some time, is a matter of itself, and need not affect the accuracy of our suggestion, which, however, we only put forth as a conjecture, not having within reach the MSS. of Grettir’s saga. A critical examination of these might, perhaps, allow of a more positive discourse on this vexed point, which to all commentators on Grettir has hitherto remained an insoluble riddle.

P. 251, 1. 12. The original makes Asdis daughter of Skeggi the Short-handed. This is here corrected agreeably to Landnáma, and other records of her family.
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INDEX I.
 

PERSONAL NAMES.

Air (Loptr), alias Hallmund, the mountain sprite, 160, 161, 162
 Aldis Konal’s-daughter, called A. from Barra, 5, 18, 19
 Aldis, Ufeigh Grettir’s daughter, 5, 27
 Alf a-Dales, 5, 27
 Ali, an house-carle of Thorbiorn Oxmain’s, 130, 131, 132
 Alof Ingolf’s-daughter, wife of Eric Snare, 20
 Angle. See Thorbiorn Angle.
 Ari Marson, 80
 Arinbiorn. See Arnbiorn.
 Arnbiorn, kinsman of Thorfinn of Haramsey, Grettir’s companion, 70, 71
 Arngeir Berseson, father of Biorn Hitdale-champion, 170
 Arni Jónsson, 277
 Arnor Thorbiornson, 140140
 Arnor Thordson, called Earls’ skald (Jarlaskáld), 178, 179, 180
 Arnor Thorodson, called Hay-nose (heynef, or hýnef, Landnáma), 89
 Arnora, Thord Yeller’s daughter, 225
 Asa, Ufeigh Grettir’s daughter, first wife of Onund Treefoot, 5, 6
 18, 19
 Asbiorn, Ufeigh Grettir’s son, 5
 Asbrand Thorbrandson, 129
 Asdis, Bard Jokulson’s daughter, the mother of Grettir Asmundson, 27,
 28, 30, 33, 36, 40, 112, 133, 139, 142, 143, 204, 205, 246,
 247, 251
 Asdis Gamli’s-daughter, 251
 Asgeir Audunson the older, called Madpate (son of Audun Skokul,
 al. Onund Treefoot), 20, 79, 83
 Asgeir Audunson the younger, grandson of the preceding, called Madpate
 34, 77, 83, 151
 Asgrim Ellida-Grimson, 16, 159
 Asgrim Ondottson, 13, 14, 15, 16
 Asmund from Asmund’s-peak, 25
 Asmund Ondottson, 13, 14, 15, 16
 Asmund Thorgrimson, called the Greyhaired (haerulángr), the father of
 Grettir the Strong, 25-27, 28-33, 35, 36, 39, 40, 77-79, 81, 82,
 90, 112, 113, 125, 126, 273
 Asmund Ufeigh’s-son, called the Beardless (skegglauss), 5
 Asny Vestar’s-daughter, wife of Ufeigh Grettir, 5
 Asta Gudbrand’s-daughter, mother of Olaf the Saint, King of Norway, 1
 Asvor, Ufeigh Grettir’s daughter, 5
 Atli Asmundson, Grettir’s brother, 28, 29, 30, 36, 83, 87, 88, 89, 90,
 91, 92, 111, 112, 125, 127, 128, 129, 130-133, 135, 139, 140, 143,
 144, 150, 162
 Atli Ulfson, called the Red (hinn rauði), 80
 Aud (alias Unnr) the Deeply Wealthy, 18, 19, 79
 Audun, Asgeir Madpate’s son, 83
 Audun Asgeir’s-son, of Audunstead, 34, 35, 38, 83, 84, 85, 86, 104
 Audun Goaty (geit), an Earl in Norway, 13, 14
 Audun Skokul (skökull), 20

 Audun, goodman of Windham in Haramsey, 46, 47, 48
 

Balk Blaengson of Sotaness, 1, 4, 10, 170
 Bard Jokulson,27, 104
 Bard, the mate of Haflidi’s ship, 40
 Bardi (al. Slaying-Bardi) Gudmundson, of Asbiornsness, 85, 86, 87, 92,
 93, 94, 95, 104
 Bessi Balkson, called the Godless (goðlauss), 170
 Bessi Skald-Torfa’s-son, 34, 71, 73, 74, 75
 Biarni, See Biorn, the settler of Biornfirth.
 Biarni of Dog-dale, 81
 Biarni of Jorvi in Flysia-Wharf, 179, 277
 Biarni Thorsteinson, the Sage (hinn spaki), 11
 Biorn Arngeirson, called Hitdale-Champion, 170, 171, 172, 173, 181, 182
 Biorn, settler of Biornfirth, 17, 273
 Biorn, kinsman of Thorkel in Salft, 62, 63, 64, 65, 66, 67, 68, 69
 Biorn of Meadness, 208, 237, 238, 245
 Biorn Rolfson, father of Eyvind the Eastman, 3, 5, 10, 11, 12
 Biorn Ufeigh’s-son, 208
 Bloeng of Sotaness, 1
 Bodmod, 25
 Bodvar of Bodvar’s-knolls, 89
 Bork the Fat, 201
 Botulf, grandfather of Thorir of Garth, 115
 Brand, a fisherman, one of Thorgeir Bottleback’s house-carles, 20
 Brand, one of Thorbiorn Angle’s followers at the slaying of Grettir, 238
 Bundle-Torfi, 81
 

Crow-Hreidar. See Hreida.

Dalla Thorvald’s-daughter, wife of Bishop Isleif, 77
 Dromund. See Thorstein Dromund.
 

Egil Audunson, 104
 Eid Skeggison, from the Ridge,184
 Eilif Ketilson, 184
 Einar, a bonder in Jadar, 122
 Einar of Combe, 22
 Einar Olvirson, 5
 Ellida-Grim Asgrimson, 16, 159
 Eric Alefain (ölfúss), of Sorreldale, 14, 15
 Eric Hakonson, Earl of Norway, 50, 51
 Eric Hroaldson, of God-dales, 208, 237
 Eric Snare (snara), 17, 20, 23
 Eric Starrison, 208
 Eyulf, brother-in-law of Slaying-Bardi, 94
 Eyolf of Fairwood, 179, 181
 Eyulf Egilson, 104
 Eyulf Gudmundson, 104
 

Eyvind Biornson, called the Eastman (austmaðr), 3, 5, 6, 7, 8, 10
 Eyvind (Herraudson), settler of Eyvind’s-firth, 20
 

Finnbogi Thorgeirson, 179, 180
 Flosi Ericson, of Arnes, 20, 21, 22, 23, 24, 25
 Frederick the Bishop, 26
 Fridgerd Thord’s-daughter, 79
 Fridmund of Shady-vale, 95
 Frodi, the King, 95
 

Gamli Skeggison, 251
 Gamli, the Vendlander or Widelander (Viðlendingr, Vindlendingr)
 29, 90, 273
 Gamli Thorhallson, of Meals, 29, 90, 126, 128, 143, 144, 151, 246,
 248, 250, 273
 Gaut Sleitason, 82, 83
 Geirlaug, goodwife of Broadlair-stead, 202
 Geirmund Helskin (heljarskinn), king of Hordaland, 2, 4

 Geirmund Hiuka-timber, 25
 Gerd Bodvar’s-daughter, 89
 Gerpir, 25
 Gisli Thorsteinson, 172, 174, 175, 176, 177
 Glam from Sylgsdales, afterwards a ghost, 96-110, 243
 Glum Uspakson, 29, 128, 246
 Grettir Asmundson, called the Strong, 28-33, 34, 35, 36-39, 40-45,
 46-59, 60-62, 63-76, 83-87, 88, 89, 90, 91, 92-94, 95, 104-110,
 112-114, 116-121, 122, 123, 124, 125, 133, 134, 135-140, 141-143,
 144, 145-148, 149, 150, 151, 152-157, 158, 159, 160-162, 163, 164,
 165-167, 168-170, 171, 173-178, 179-180, 181-183, 187, 189-191,
 192-199, 200, 201, 202, 203, 204-207, 209-210, 211, 212, 213-217,
 218, 219, 220, 221, 222, 223, 224, 225, 226, 228, 229, 230, 231, 232,
 233-235, 238-243, 244, 245, 246, 247, 248, 249, 250, 251, 252, 253,
 254, 272
 Grim Gamlison, 29
 Grim Kolbiornson, a hersir in Norway, 5, 11, 12, 13, 14
 Grim the Northlander, an outlaw and hired assassin, 163, 164
 Grim Thorhallson, of Thorhall-stead in Shady-vale, 95
 Grim Thorhallson, grandson of the preceding, 95
 Grim Thorhallson of Meals, afterwards of Gilsbank, 90, 126, 128, 129,
 130, 138, 139, 159, 162, 163, 168, 182
 Grim, son of the Widow of Kropp, 184, 185, 188, 200, 201
 Grimulf, 25
 Gudbiorg Ufeigh’s-daughter, 1
 Gudbrand Ball (kúla), 1
 Gudbrandr Vigfússon, 275, 276
 Gudmund the Rich (hinn ríki), of Maddervales, 200, 204
 Gudmund Solmundson, 85, 92
 Gudrun, wife of Thorhall Grimson of Shady-vale, 95
 Guest (= Grettir Asmundson), 192, 193, 194, 212-214
 Gunnar, Court-owner in Tunsberg, 71, 72, 73
 Gunnar Thorirson, of the Pass, 90, 91, 126, 127, 128
 Gyda, wife of Ingiald the Trusty, 13
 Gyrid Einar’s-daughter, 122
 

Haeng, father of Vestar, 5
 Haering, 222, 223, 224, 230
 Haflidi of Reydarfell, a skipper, 39, 40, 41, 42, 43, 44, 45
 Hafr Thorarinson, 212, 214, 215
 Hafr Thordson, 212
 Hakon, Earl of Norway, 50
 Hakon Ericson, an Earl of Norway, 50
 Haldor Thorgeirson of Hof in Head-strand, 208, 215, 236, 237, 238,
 240, 249, 278
 Haldora Steinmod’s-daughter, 5
 Halfdan the Black (hinn svarti), 2
 Hall Gudmundson of Asbiornsness, 86
 Hall of Kropp, 136, 137
 Hallmund, a mountain sprite, 169, 170, 182, 184, 185-188, 200, 276
 Hallstein Horse (hestr), 14, 15
 Hallvard Sweeping (súgandi), 1, 4, 10, 15
 Hamund, a fisherman, one of Thorgeir Bottleback’s household, 20
 Harald Halfdanson, called the Unshorn (lúfa) and the Fair-hair
 (hárfagri), King of Norway, 2, 3, 4, 5
 Harald Ring, 129
 Harald Sigurdson, Varangian chief, afterwards King of Norway, 257,
 260, 267, 268, 259
 Harek, a king’s farmer in Norway, 12, 13
 Head-Thord = Thord of Hofdi, 79, 208
 Hedin, a Skald.
 Hedin of Soknadale, 13

 Helga Ondott’s-daughter, second wife of Biorn Rolfson, and mother of
 Thrand, 5
 Helga Thorkel’s-daughter, of Fishbrook, 115
 Helga Thorir’s-daughter, from Boardere, 90
 Helgi of Bathstead, 152, 153
 Helgi Eyvindson, called the Lean (hinn magri), 6, 16
 Hjalti Thord Scalp’s-son, 207
 Hialti Thordson, of Hof, 207, 209, 211, 215, 216, 217, 237, 241, 251
 Hiarandi, Earl Svein’s man, 69, 70, 71
 Hlif Rolfs-daughter, the first wife of Biorn Rolfson, 5
 Holmgang-Starri. See Starri Ericson.
 Hoskuld, father of Olaf Peacock, 152
 Hrefna Asgeir’s-daughter (d. of Asgeir Madpate the Younger), 156
 Hreiðar, called Crow-Hreiðar (Kráku-H.), 208
 Hroald Geirmundson, 208
 

Illugi Asmundson, 112, 2, 162, 200, 204, 205, 211, 217, 219, 220,
 223, 224, 229, 231, 232, 233, 238, 240, 241, 243, 244, 245, 246,
 248, 250, 251
 Ingiald the Trusty (tryggvi) of Hvin, 13
 Ingiald Frodison, an Earl, 5
 Ingimund Thorsteinson, called the Old (hinn gamli), 27, 92
 Ingolf (Herraudson), of Ingolf’s-firth, 20
 Ingolf Ornsorn, 24
 Jokul Bardson, 104, 105
 Jokul Ingimundson, 27
 Isleif Gissurson, first Bishop of Skalholt, 77, 250, 275
 Ivar Kolbeinson, 22, 23
 Ivar Smiter (beytill), 1
 

Kalf Asgeirson, of Asgeir’s-river, son of Asgeir Madpate the younger,
 34, 35
 Kari Solmundson, called Singed-(sviðu)-Kari, 19
 Karr, one of Thorbiorn Angle’s followers in the slaying of Grettir,
 238, 240
 Karr the Old, a ghost, 46, 47, 48, 56
 Ketil the Huge (raumr), 27
 Ketil the Onehanded (hinn ein-hendi), 57
 Kiarlak of Skridinsenni, 29
 Kiartan Steinson, of Isledale-river, 191, 201
 Kiarval, a sea-king, 1
 Kiarval, king of Ireland, 6, 10
 Kiotvi the Wealthy (hinn auðgi), 2
 Knut the Mighty, king of England, 50, 173
 Kolbein (of Rogaland), 12, 15
 Kolbiorn the Abasher (sneypir), 5
 Konal Steinmodson, 5
 Kormak of Meal in Midfirth, 34, 87, 88, 90, 91, 92, 111
 

Leif Kolbeinson, 22, 23

Magnus the Good, king of Norway, 268 Mar Atlison, 80
 Michael Katalak, ‘king’ of Constantinople, 253
 Midfirth-Skeggi, 19, 24, 25
 

Narfi, kinsman of Kormak and Thorgils of Meal, 90 Noise. See Thorbiorn Noise.

Odd Foundling-Skald (úmaga-skáld), 34, 87, 88, 90 Odd, the Monk, 251
 Odd Ufeigh’s son, 29
 Ogmund the Evil (illi), 51-57, 60
 Olaf Eyvindson of Drangar, 20, 22, 23, 24
 Olaf Haraldson, Saint, king of Norway, 1, 112, 114, 115, 118, 119,

 120, 121
 Olaf Hoskuldson, called Peacock (pá), 152
 Olaf Thorsteinson, called Feilan, 18, 19, 79
 Oleif Einarson, called the Broad (breiðr), 5
 Olvir Bairn-Carle (barnakarl), 5
 Ondott Crow (kráka), 5, 11, 12, 13, 14
 Onund Ufeigh’s son, called Treefoot (trèfótr), 2, 2-4, 5-9, 10, 11,
 12-15, 16-18, 19, 20, 23
 Orm Eyolfson, chaplain of Bishop Thorlak, 104
 Orm Storolfson, 172, 277
 Orm the Wealthy (hinn audgi), 1
 

Rafarta Kiarval’s-daughter, 5
 Ranveig Asmund’s-daughter, 29, 90, 273
 Ranveig, first wife of Asmund Gray-hair, 26
 Redbeard. See Thorir Redbeard.
 Rognvald, an earl, 2
 Rolf of Am, father of Biorn, 5
 Rolf Ingialdson, father of Hlif, 5
 Rut of Combeness, 182
 

Saemund, the South-Island man, 92, 276
 Sam Borkson, 201
 Sigfast, son-in-law of King Solver, 5
 Sighvat, father-in-law of Ondott Crow, 13
 Signy Sighvat’s-daughter, 13
 Sigurd, Bishop, 115
 Sigurd, the husband of Spes, 255, 258, 259, 260, 261, 262, 263, 266,
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Skald-Torfa, 34, 71, 73
 Skapti Thorodson of Hjalli, lawman, 82, 95, 96, 97, 134, 149, 150,
 159, 162, 163, 224
 Skeggi. See Midfirth Skeggi.
 Skeggi Botulfson, 115
 Skeggi Gamlison, of Scarf-stead, 251
 Skeggi, a house-carle from the Ridge in Waterdale, 37, 38, 243, 250
 Skeggi of the Ridge, 184
 Skeggi, son of Steinvor, fathered on Kiartan, 201
 Skeggi Thorarinson, 79
 Skeggi Thorirson, from Garth, 115
 Skeggi Gamlison (from Meals), called the Short-handed (Skammhöndúngr),
 151, 246, 248, 249, 250, 251
 Skeggi Gamlison, grandson of the preceding, 251
 Skuf of Dog-dale, 81
 Slaying-Styr, 152
 Sleita-Helgi, 90
 Snaebiorn Eyvindson, 6
 Snaeskoll, a bearserk, 122, 123
 Snorri Thorgrimson, called S. Godi, 144, 145, 151, 152, 201, 202, 203,
 

224
 

Solmund (Eilifson), 92
 Solmund Thorbiornson, 19
 Solver, King of Gothland, 5
 Solvi Asbrandson, called the Proud (prúði), 129
 Sons of Thord = Hjalti of Hof and Thorbiorn Angle, 215
 Sons of Thorir = Gunnar and Thorgeir from the Pass, 91, 126, 129
 Sons of Thorir = Thorgeir and Skeggi, from Garth, 117, 118, 134
 Spes, the wife of Sigurd, afterwards wife of Thorstein Dromund, 255
 Starri Ericson, called Holmgang-Starri (Hólmgaungu-S.), 208
 Stein Biornson, called Tongue-Stein (Túngu-S.), 208, 237
 Stein, priest of Isledale-river, 191, 195, 201
 Stein, a shipwrecked Skipper, 22, 23, 24, 25
 Stein Thorgestson, lawman, 225, 250
 Stein Thorirson, called the Far-sailing (mjöksiglandi), 225
 Steinmod Konalson, 5
 Steinmod Olvirson, 5
 Steinulf Olvirson, 5

 Steinulf Thorleifson, from Lavadale, 179, 179179, 182
 Steinun Rut’s-daughter, 182
 Steinvor the Old (gamla), 24
 Steinvor of Sand-heaps, 191, 192, 201
 Sturla Thordson, lawman, 144, 207, 272
 Sulki, a king in Norway, 2
 Swan of Knoll, 23, 24
 Svein of Bank, 135-139
 Svein, Earl of Norway, 50, 51, 69, 70, 71, 73, 74, 75, 112
 

Tardy. See Thorbiorn Tardy.
 Thora Thormod’s-daughter, 11
 Thoralf of Ere in Icefirth, 154
 Thoralf Skolmson, 172, 277
 Thorarin Hafrson, 212
 Thorarin Ingialdson of Acres, 179, 180, 182
 Thorarin Thordson, called Fylsenni, 79
 Thorarin the Wise (hinn spaki), 87, 92, 93
 Thorbiorg Olaf’s-daughter, called the Big (digra), 152, 154, 155,
 156, 157
 Thorbiorn Arnorson, called Oxmain (öxnamegin), 89, 90, 91, 92, 111,
 125, 126, 128, 129, 130, 131, 132, 133, 139, 140, 141, 142, 143, 144,
 150, 151, 234234
 Thorbiorn Earls’ champion (Jarlakappi), 18, 19
 Thorbiorn Noise (glaumr), Grettir’s servant-man, 206, 211, 219, 231,
 232, 235, 239, 240, 245
 Thorbiorn Salmon-Carle, 5, 11
 Thorbiorn Thordson, called Angle, 208, 209, 211, 212, 215, 216, 217,
 218, 222, 223, 224, 226, 227, 228, 229, 230, 231, 234, 235, 236,
 237, 238, 239, 240, 241, 242, 243, 244, 245, 246, 247, 248, 249,
 250, 251, 252, 253, 254
 Thorbiorn Tardy (ferðalángr), 89, 91, 111, 112-114, 125, 126, 128
 Thorbrand Haraldson, 129
 Thord Hialtison, 207, 208
 Thord of Hofdi (==Head-Thord), 79
 Thord Knob, 212
 Thord Kolbeinson, of Hitness, 171, 172, 173, 178
 Thord Scalp, 207
 Thord Olafson, called the Yeller (gellir), 78, 79, 255
 Thord Thordson (son of Head-Thord). See Thorgeir.
 Thordis Asmund’s-daughter, wife of Thorgrim Greypate, 25
 Thordis Asmund’s daughter, wife of Glum Uspakson, 29
 Thordis Thord’s-daughter, 208
 Thordis Thorgrim’s-daughter, second wife of Onund Treefoot, 19, 20
 Thords, two brothers of Broad-river in Flat-lithe in Skagafirth, 209,
 211, 216
 Thorelf Alf a-Dales’-daughter, 80
 Thorfinn of Brook-bow, 179
 Thorfinn, house-carle of Flosi in Arnes, 20, 23, 25
 Thorfinn Karrson of Haramsey, 46-50, 51, 52, 53, 56, 59, 60, 62, 69,
 70, 71, 73, 74, 75, 76, 84
 Thorgaut, a herdsman of Thorhall-stead in Shady-vale, 101, 102
 Thorgeir Havarson, 77, 78, 79, 80, 81, 82, 83, 145, 146, 147, 148,
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Thorgeir Onundson, called Bottleback (flöskubak), 19, 20, 21, 23,
 24, 25
 Thorgeir Thordson (s. of Head-Thord), 208, 278
 Thorgeir Thorhaddson of Hitdale, 279
 Thorgeir Thorirson from Garth, 115
 Thorgeir Thorirson, from the Pass, 90, 91, 126, 127, 128
 Thorgerd Alf a-Dales’-daughter, 80
 Thorgest Steinson, 225
 Thorgils Arison, of Reek-knolls, 80, 81, 82, 144, 145, 146, 147, 148,
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 Thorgils Ingialdson, 179, 180, 289
 Thorgils Makson, 77, 78, 79, 80, 81, 82
 Thorgils of Meal in Midfirth, 34, 87, 90
 Thorgrim of Gnup in Midfirth, 19
 Thorgrim (Hallormson), the Godi of Cornriver, 26
 Thorgrim Onundson, called Greypate (haerukollr), 19, 20, 22, 23, 24,
 25, 26, 27
 Thorhadd Steinson, 179
 Thorhall Asgrimson, of Tongue, 159
 Thorhall Fridmundson, 95
 Thorhall Gamlison, 29, 90, 273
 Thorhall Grimson, of Thorhall-stead in Shady-vale, 95-102, 105,
 106-110
 Thorir Autumn-mirk (haustmyrkr), 225
 Thorir Longchin (haklángr), 2, 3
 Thorir Thorkelson, of the Pass, 89, 90, 273
 Thorir Redbeard (rauðskeggr), an outlaw and hired assassin, 164-168
 Thorir Skeggison, of Garth, 115, 117, 118, 129, 133, 134, 151, 164,
 165, 168, 169, 173, 186, 188, 190, 191, 200, 255, 245, 246
 Thorir Paunch (Þömb), 51-57, 6060
 Thorir in Thorirs-dale, a mountain-sprite, 183, 276
 Thorkel of Boardere, 89
 Thorkel Eyulfson, 188
 Thorkel of Fishbrook, 115
 Thorkel of Giorvidale, 152, 153, 154
 Thorkel Moon (Máni), 24
 Thorkel Thordson, called Kugg, 78
 Thorkel Thorgrimson, called Krafla, 26, 27, 35, 36, 37, 38, 39, 77
 Thorkel of Salft, 62, 63, 64, 65, 66, 67, 69
 Thorlak (Thorhallson, Saint), Bishop of Skalholt, 104
 Thorlaug Saemund’s daughter, 92
 Thorleif, one of Thorbiorn Angle’s followers at the slaying of
 Grettir, 238
 Thorleif of Lavadale, 182
 Thormod Coalbrowskald (kolbrúnarskáld), 77, 78, 79, 81, 82, 83, 146,
 147, 148, 149
 Thormod Oleifson, called Shaft (skapti), 4, 5, 6, 7, 11, 12, 19
 Thorod, who settled Ramfirth, 89
 Thorod Arnorson, called Drapa-Stump (drápustúfr), 89, 91, 142, 143,
 144, 150, 151, 246, 248, 250
 Thorod Eyvindson, the Godi, of Hjalli, 11, 24, 96
 Thorod Snorrison, 201, 202, 203, 204
 Thorolf of Ere, 154
 Thorolf, called the Fastholding (fasthaldi), 273
 Thorolf Skolmson. See Thoralf.
 Thorstein Asmundson, called Dromund, 26, 26, 74, 75, 121-125, 252,
 253, 254, 255, 256, 257, 258, 259, 260, 261, 262, 263, 264-272
 Thorstein, whom Snorri Godi had slain, 172
 Thorstein Godi, 11
 Thorstein Ketilson, 27
 Thorstein the Red (rauðr), 79
 Thorstein of Reekness, 22
 Thorstein, Thorkel Kugg’s son, called Kuggson, 78, 79, 80, 81, 82,
 143, 144, 145, 158, 159, 170, 200, 201
 Thorstein the Uplander, 26
 Thorstein the White (hvíti), of Sand-heaps, 121 191
 Thorvald Asgeirson, son of Asgeir Madpate the younger, 34, 35, 77,
 79, 110, 129, 130, 151, 248, 249, 250
 Thorvald of Drangar, 1616
 Thorvald Kodranson, 27
 Thorvald of Reeks in Skagafirth, 207, 222
 Thorvor, Thormod’s daughter, 11
 Thrand Biornson, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, 19
 Thrand Thorarinson, 179, 180, 182
 Thurid Asgeir’s-daughter, d. of Asgeir Madpate the older, 79

 Thurid Thorhall’s-daughter, 95, 104
 Thurid, Thorbiorn Angle’s stepmother, 208, 226-231
 Tongue-Stein. See Stein Biornson.
 Torfi Vebrandson, 234
 

Ufeigh, the father of Odd, 29
 Ufeigh Ivarson, called Clubfoot (burlufótr), 1
 Ufeigh Einarson, called Grettir, 4, 5, 6, 7, 11, 12, 18
 Ufeigh (Herraudson), the Settler of Ufeigh’s-firth, 20
 Ufeigh Hreiðarson (Crow-Hr.), called Thinbeard (Þunnskeggr), 208
 Ufeigh Onundson, called Grettir, 19, 24, 24
 Ulf the Squinter (skjálgi), 80
 Ulfheid Eyulf’s-daughter, 104
 Una Steinulf’s-daughter, 5
 Uspak Glumson, of Ere in Bitra, 29, 151, 246, 247, 248
 Uspak Kiarlakson of Skridinsenni, 29
 Vermund the Slender, 152, 153, 154, 155, 156, 157
 Vestar Haengson, 5
 Vestmar, a viking, 7, 9
 Vigbiod, a viking, 7, 8, 9
 Vikar, one of Thord Angle’s followers at the slaying of Grettir, 241
 

 






INDEX II.
 

LOCAL NAMES.

Acres (Akrar), 178, 179, 182
 Agdir, now Nedenes-Lister-og Mandals-Fogderi, in Norway, 5, 13
 Armansfell, 97
 Arness in the Strands, 17, 20, 21
 Asbiornsness (Asbjarnarnes) in Willowdale, 85, 92
 Asgeir’s-River (Asgeirsá), a farm in Willowdale, 20, 34, 275
 Aslaugs-lithe (Aslaugarhlið), 176
 Audunstead in Willowdale (Auðunarstaðir), 34, 83, 84, 104
 Axefirth (Axarfjörðr), 25, 277
 Axefirth-peak (Axarfjardar-nupr), 277
 

Balkstead (Bálkastaðir), two farm-steads in Ramfirth, 10
 Ball-jokull, 161, 169
 Bank (Bakki), a farmstead in Ramfirth, 89
 Bank (Bakki), a farmstead above Thingness, in Bugfirth, 135, 136
 Bard-dale (Bárðardalr), north of Islefirth, 191, 192, 196, 200
 Barra (Barrey), one of the Hebrides, 1, 5, 7, 9
 Bathstead (Laugaból), a farmhouse in Icefirth, 152, 153
 Berg-Ridge (Bjarga-ás), in Waterness, in Hunawater Thing, 129
 Bergs (Björg), ibid. 129
 Biarg, a farmstead in Midfirth, Grettir’s birthplace, 25, 27, 28, 29,
 35, 39-77, 83, 87, 88, 90, 92, 93, 95, 104, 111, 113, 126, 127, 128,
 130, 131, 132, 133, 142, 144, 200, 204, 246, 247, 251
 Bitra, 128, 151
 Biornfirth (Bjarnarfjörðr), in the Strands, 23
 Boardere (Borðeyri), a farmstead in Ramfirth, 90
 Bodvar’s-knolls (Böðvarshólar), in Westhope, in Hunawaterthing, 89
 Bondmaid’s-River (Ambáttará), 129
 Bowerfell (Búrfell), a farmstead on Ramfirth-neck, 90, 91
 Brakeisle (Hrísey), in Islefirth, 16
 Brakelithe, see Kraeklingslithe.
 Broadfirth (Breiðifjörðr), 276
 Broadfirth-dales (Breiðafjarðardalir), 170, 201
 Broadlair-stead (Breiðibólstaðr), in Sokkolfsdale, 202
 Broad-river (Breiðá), a farmstead in Flat-lithe, in Skagafirth, 209
 Brooks-meet (Laekjamót), a farmstead in Willowdale, 27, 77
 Brook-bow (Laekjarbugr), a farmstead in the Marshes, 178, 179
 Burgfirth (Borgarfjörðr), 81, 93, 130, 135, 159, 161, 162, 170, 182
 Burglava (Borgarhraun), 176
 Burn-river (Brunná), 278
 Bute (Bótz, or Bót), isle of, 7
 Byrgirs-Creek (Byrgisvík), 22
 Bye (Baer), a farmstead in Burgfirth, 136
 

Cave-Knolls (Hellishólar), on Reekness, 147
 Codfirth (þorskafjörðr) in Bardastrandsylla, 148
 Codfirth-heath (þorskafjarðarheiði), 152
 Coldback (Kaldbak), a fell in the Strands, 17, 18
 Coldback, the farmstead of Onund Treefoot, in the Strands, 18, 19, 20,
 21, 22, 23

 Coldback-cleft (Kaldbakskleif), 18
 Coldback-Creek (Kaldbaksvik), 18, 23, 24
 Coldriver-dale (Kaldárdalr), 176
 Combe (Gjögr), a farmstead in the Strands, 22
 Combe (Kambr), in Reekness in the Strands, 25
 Combeness (Kambnes), 182
 Cornriver (Kornsá), a farm in Waterdale, 26
 Creek = Treetub-creek, 20, 22
 Cross-river (Þverá), a stream in Waterness, 129
 

Dales = Broadfirth-dales, 202
 Deepfirth (Djúpifjördr), 276
 Deildar-Tongue (D-Túnga), 137
 Dinby (Glaumbaerr), a farmstead in Skagafirth, 206
 Dog-dale (Hundadalr), 81
 Door-holm (Dyrhólmr), the southeastmost point of Iceland, 234
 Doveness-path (Dúfuness-skeiði), a portion of the way over the Keel, 160
 Drangar, a farmstead in the Strands, 16, 20, 22
 Drangey, an island in Skagafirth, 200, 204, 207, 209, 210, 217, 218,
 219, 222, 223, 224, 227, 228, 231, 237, 238, 250, 251
 Drontheim (Þrándheimr), now Trondhiem, in Norway, 69, 114, 118
 Drontheimfirth (Þrándheimsfjörðr), 67
 

Eastfirths (Austfirðir), 184
 Eastriver (Austrá), 202
 Eastriverdale (Austrárdalr), one of the Broadfirth-dales, 201
 England, 50, 115
 Ere (Eyri, al. Uspakseyri), in Bitra, 128, 151
 Ere (Eyri), in Icefirth, 152, 153
 Eres (Eyrar, now Eyrabakki), on the south coast of Iceland, 11
 Eyjafirth, 112 = Islefirth.
 Eyvindsfirth (Eyvindarfjörðr), 20
 Ernelakeheath, 186 = Ernewaterheath.
 Ernewaterheath (Arnarvatnsheitði), 163, 165, 184, 188
 

Fairslope (Fagrabrekka), 90
 Fairwood (Fögruskógar), a farm near Fairwoodfell, 179, 181, 277
 Fairwoodfell (Fagraskógarfjall), north of the Marsh country and
 west side of Hitdale, 171, 172, 178, 277
 Fishbrook (Fiskilaekr), 115
 Fishwaterlakes (Fiskivötn), 163
 Fishless (Veiðilausa), in the Strands, 17, 18
 Flat-lithe (Slèttahlíð), in Skagafirth, 209
 Fleets (Fljót), on the north side of the mouth of Skagafirth, 208,
 212, 237, 238
 Fleet-tongue (Fljótstúnga), 37
 Flokedale-river (Flókadalsá), in Burgfirth, 136
 Flysja-wharf (Flysju-hverfi or Flysu-hverfi), 174, 179
 Foxplain (Melrakkaslètta), 278
 

Gangpass-mouth (Gaunguskarðsós, better Gaunguskarðsárós), 222
 Gartar, now Garten, an island in the mouth of Drontheimfirth, 67
 Garth (Garðr), in Maindale, 115, 118, 133, 134, 151, 190, 200
 Gilsbank (Gilsbakki), 13020, 137, 138
 Gjorvidale, 152
 Gnup-Wards’-rape (Gnúpverjahreppr), 11
 Gnup, a farmstead in Midfirth, 19
 Goatland (Geitland), 182
 Goatland’s-jokul (Geitland’s-jökull), 182
 Goat-rock (Hafraklettr), 147
 God-dales (Goðdalir), 208, 237
 Godis-wood (Goðaskógr), 97
 Goosere (Gáseyri, Gásir, prop. Geese, or perhaps Creeks), a
 market-place in Islefirth, 112, 113, 133, 251
 Gothland (Gautland), 5
 Grettirs-point (G-Oddi), 180

 Grettirs-hillock (G-þufa), 20249
 Grettirs-Gill, 18
 

Hafrsfirth (Hafrsfjorðr), now Hafsfjord, in Jadar in Norway, 3
 Haffirth-river (Hafsfjarðrara), in the Marshes, 176
 Hall-marsh (Skálamyrr), in Skagafirth, 208
 Hallwick (Skálavík), in Sweeping’s firth 10
 Halogaland, now Nordlandene, in Norway, 62
 Haramsey, properly Hárhamars-ey, now Haramsö, in South-Mere, in
 Norway, 45, 50, 51
 Hawkdale (Haukadalr), a valley in the Broadfirth-dales, 90
 Hawkdale (Haukadalr), a farmstead in Biskupstúngr in Arnesthing, 159
 Hawkdale-pass (Haukadals-skarð), a mountain road between Hawkdale
 and Ramfirth, 126
 Head, a farm on Head-strand, 79, 276
 Head-strand (Höfðastrond), in Skagafirth, 208
 Heel (Haell), 18
 Heron-ness (Hegranes), in Skagafirth, 210, 213
 Hjalli in Olfus, 11, 159, 162
 Hjaltidale (Hjaltadalr), in Skagafirth, 207
 Hitdale (Hitardalr), north of the Marshes, 173, 179
 Hitness (Hitarnes), in the Marshes, 171, 178
 Hitriver (Hitará), in the Marshes, 171, 172, 174, 175, 178, 179
 Hof in Hjaltidale, 207
 Hof on Head-strand, 208, 237
 Hofði (Hofði), 79, 276
 Holm (Hólmr), the homestead of Biorn the Hitdale-champion in
 the Marshes, 170
 Holtbeacon-heath (Holtavörðuheiði), a mountain over which lay the
 main road between Northriverdale and Ramfirth, 200
 Hordaland, a province of Norway, now Söndre Bergenhus Amt, 1, 2, 4, 114
 Horn, 132
 Horseholt (Hrossholt), in the Marshes, 177
 Hunawater (Húnavatn), 26, 101
 Hvamm, a farmstead in Hvamsveit by Hvamsfirth 18, 79
 Hvamsveit, 79
 Hvin, now Kvinen, in Norway, 13
 Hvinisfirth, now Fedde-Fjorden, in Norway, 5
 Haeringsleap, in Drangey, 224
 

Jadar, now Jaederen, in Norway, 121

Icefirth (Isafjörðar), 155
 Icefirth-deep (Isafjarðar-djúp), 273
 Iceland (Island), 10, 11, 12, 15, 16, 19, 27, 75, 77, 115, 116, 121,
 243, 250, 253, 272
 Ingolfs-firth (Ingóilfafjördr), 17, 20, 22
 

Jorvi (Jorvi) in Flysia-wharf, 179

Ireland (Irland), 2, 5, 6, 7, 10
 Islefirth (Eyjafirth, Eyjafjörðr), 16
 Isledale-river (Eyjardalsá), a farmstead in Bard-dale, 191, 192, 194,
 196, 198, 201
 

 

Kalf-river (Káifá), in Gnup-Wards’-rape, 18
 Kalfness (Kalfanes), 136, 137
 

Keel (Kjölr), a mountain between the North and South quarter of,
 Iceland, over which a main road led from Biskupstúngur to Islefirth,
 159, 162, 169
 Kialarnes, 19
 Knobstead (Knappstaðir), a farmstead in the Fleets, 212
 Knoll (Hóll), in the Strands, the farm of Swan, 23
 Kolbeins-Creek (Kolbeinsvik) in the Strands, 18
 Kolbeinstead (Kolbeinsstaðir), a farmstead in the Marshes, 176

 Kraeklings-lithe, a country side in Islefirth, 16, 277
 Kropp, 137
 

Lavadale (Hraundalr), in the Marshlands, , 180, 182
 Laxdale-heath (Laxárdalsheiði), a mountain road between Laxardale
 and Ramfirth, 143
 Liarskogar (Ljárskógar), a farmstead in Hvamsveit, 79, 81, 143, 144,
 145, 158
 Longdale (Langidalr), in Icefirth, 152
 Longfit (Langafit), below Reeks in Midfirth, 87
 Longholt (Langholt), in Skagafirth, 206
 Longness (Langanes), the north-eastmost promontory of Iceland, 16
 

Madderdale-heath (Möðrudalsheiði), in the north-east of Iceland, 189,
 

277
 

Maddervales (Möðruvellir) in Islefirth, 200
 Maindale (Aðaldalr), in the north-east of Iceland, 115
 Marshes (Mýrar; Marsh-country), 170, 171, 178
 Marstead (Márstaðir) in Waterdale, 26
 Marswell (Márskelda), 81
 Meadness (Haganes), a farmstead in the Fleets, 208, 237, 238
 Meal (Melr, now Melstaðr) in Midfirth, 34, 87, 114
 Meals (Melar) in Ramfirth, 29, 90, 126, 143, 144, 151, 248, 275
 Mere (Moeri) = South-Mere, 69
 Micklegarth (Constantinople), 252, 253, 268, 270, 272
 Midfirth (Miðfjörðr) in Hunawaterthing, 19, 25, 34, 77, 78, 130,
 139, 140, 246
 Midfirth-Water (Miðfjörðarvatn), 34, 83
 Midfit (Miðfitjar) in Ramfirth, 144
 

Neck (= Ramfirth-neck), 130
 Necks (= Ramfirth — and — Midfirth-neck), 140
 Nes (Nesjar) in Norway, 112
 Ness = Snowfellsness, 126
 North-Glass-river (Glerá en nyrðri), in Islefirth, 16
 Northriver (Norðrá), a stream in Burgfirth, 16
 Northriverdale (Norðrárdalr), ibid. 90, 201
 Norway (Noregr), 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 11, 12, 17, 26, 45, 50, 60, 61, 76,
 112, 114, 115, 122, 251, 252, 268, 270270
 Núpasveit in Axefirth, 278
 

Olaf’s-isles (Olafseyjar) in Broadfirth, 146
 Oyce-land (Osland) in Skagafirth, 245
 

Pass (Skarð) the, a farm in Hawkdale, 90, 126, 127, 129, 273

Ramfirth (Hrútafjöðr), in Hunawaterthing, 10, 29, 89, 90, 126
 Ramfirth-neck (Hrútafjarðarháls), 91, 113, 127, 130, 143
 Raun (Hraun), a farmstead in the Marshes, 174
 Reekfirth (Reykjafjörðr), a bay in the Strands, 18, 25
 Reekfirth, a farmstead in the last-named bay, 18, 20
 Reek-heath (Reykjaheiði), in the North-East of Iceland, 189
 Reek-knolls (Reykhólar), a farmstead on Reekness in Broadfirth, 80,
 144, 145
 Reekness (Reykjanes), a promontory in the Strands, 18, 22
 Reekness, a farmstead on the last-named ness, 22
 Reekness, south-westmost point of Iceland, 40
 Reekness, east side of Codfirth, in Broadfirth, 80, 145, 146
 Reekpass (Reykjaskarð) in Skagafirth, 205
 Reeks (Reykir), a farmstead in Midfirth below Biarg, 87
 Reeks, a farmstead nigh to Thorodstead in Ramfirth, 140, 142, 143

 Reeks, a farmstead in Reek-strand in Skagafirth, 207, 220, 250, 251
 Reek-strand (Reykjaströnd), in Skagafirth, 250
 Reydarfell in Whiteriverside, in Burgfirth, 39
 Rib-skerries (Rifsker) in Reekfirth, 22, 24
 Ridge, the, (As, al. Oddsás) in Waterdale, the farm of Thorvald Asgeirson,
 37, 77, 110
 Ridge, the, (As, al. Stóriás), in Burgfirth, 184
 Ridge (As, al. Valdarás), in Willowdale, 275
 Rogaland, now Stavanger Amt, in Norvay, 1, 2, 3, 12
 Rome, 271
 Rosmwhale-ness (Rosmhvalanes), 24
 

Saemund’s-lithe (Saemundarhlíð) in Skagafirth, 206
 Salft (prop. Sálpti or Sálfti), now
 Salten in Salten-Fjord, in Halogafand, 62
 Samstead (Sámsstaðir), 145
 Sand, a wilderness between the North and the South Country,
 crossed by a road from Skagafirth south to Burgfirth and
 Thingvellir, 249
 Sand-heaps (Sandhaugar), 191, 192, 195, 199, 201, 273
 Scarf-stead (Skarfsstaðir), 158, 251
 Scotland, 2, 5, 7
 Shady-vale (Forsaeludalr), inland of Waterdale, 95
 Slaftholt (Skaptaholt), in Gnup-Wards’-rape, 11
 Shieldbroadfell (Skjaldbreið), a volcano north-east of Thingvellir, 183
 Skagafirth, 83, 200, 205, 207, 217, 250
 Skagi, a mountain promontory between Strandbay and Skagafirth, 16
 Skalholt (Skálaholt), in Biskupstúngur, 27, 250
 Skridinsenni, a farmstead in Bitra, 29
 Sledgehill (Sleðaás), north of Thingvellir, 39, 97
 Slysfirth (Slysfjörðr, prop. Slygsfjörðr), now Storfjorden in Söndmöres
 Fogderi, in Norway, 51
 Snowfells (Snaefjöll), 275
 Snowfellsness (Snaefellsnes), the West-most promontory of Iceland,
 126, 173
 Sokkolfsdale (Sökkolfsdalr), in the Broadfirth-dales, 202
 Soknadale (Sóknadalr, or Sóknardalr), now Sognedalen, in Norway, 13
 Sorbness (Reynines), in Skagafirth, 206
 Sorreldale (Súrnadalr), now Surendalen, in Norway, 14
 Sotanes, in Norway, 1
 South-Glass-river (Glerá en syðri), a farmstead in Islefirth, 16
 South-Mere (Summaeri), now Söndmöres Fogderi, in Norway, 45, cpr. 69
 South-Isles (Suðr-eyjar), the Hebrides, 1, 4, 6, 7, 10, 11
 South-Strands (Suðr-strandir), 16
 Spear-mead (Spjótsmýrr), in Ramfirth, 144
 Stair (Stigi), a foreland peak east of Sweepingsfirth, 10
 Stead (Staðr), now Stadtland, promontory in Norway, 115, 116, 117
 Steep-brent (Brattabrekka), 201
 Steersriver (þiórsá), 12
 Steinker, an Earl’s seat in Drontheim, 69
 Stone-holt (Steinsholt), in Gnup-Wards’-rape, 11
 Stonestead (Steinstaðir), in Skagafirth, 208
 Strandbay (Strandaflói), 16
 Strands (Strandir), north-westmost part of Iceland, 16, 77, 80
 Sweepingsfirth (Súgandafjörðr), 10
 Sylgdale (Sylgsdalir), in Sweden, 96
 

 

Thingere-lands (þíngeyrasveit), in Hunawaterthing, 25
 Thingness (þíngnes), in Burghfirth, 135, 136
 Thoreys-peak (þóreyjar-núpr) a farm in Willowdale, 93, 94, 104
 Thorhall-stead (þórhallsstaðir) in Shady-vale, 95, 97, 98, 102, 103, 105
 Thorodstead (þóroddsstadir) in Ramfirth, 2, 140
 Thorir’s-dale (þórir’s-vale, 184, Thorisdalr), 183, 184, 201
 Thrandsholt (þrándarholt), in Gnup-Ward’s-rape, 11
 Thwart-river (þverá), a stream in Gnup-Ward’s-rape, 11
 Titling-stead (Titlíngastaðir), on Reekness, 147
 Tongue (Túnga, Saelíngsdalstúnga), Snorri Godi’s home, 144, 145, 203
 Tongue (Túnga), a farmstead in Waterdale, 90
 Tongue (Túnga, now Núpsdalstúnga(?)), a farmstead in Midfirth, 90
 Tongue (Túnga), the home of Asgrim Ellida Grimson, in Arnesthing, 159
 Tongue-river (Túnguá), a stream in the Fleets, 212
 Torfa’s-stead (Torfustaþir), a homestead in Midfirth, 34
 Treetub-creek, the Creek, the Wick, (Trèkyllisvík), in the Strands,
 20, 22, 23, 24, 25
 Tunsberg, a market-place in Norway, now Tönsberg, 71, 75, 121, 123,
 251, 252
 Twodays-way (Twodays-ride, Tvídaegra), a mountain-road from
 Northriverdale to the Midfirth-dales and Willowdale, 83, 139
 

Ufeigh’s-firth (Ufeigsfjörðr), in the Strands, 22 Ufeigh’s-stead (Ufeigsstaðir), in Gnup-Ward’s-rape, 11
 Ufaera, in the Strands, 17
 Uplands (Upplönd), Oplandene in Norway, 2
 

Vogar a fish-fair in Halogaland, in Norway, now Vaagen, 62, 67

Waterdale (Vatnsdalr), in Euna-waterthing, 26, 38, 40, 77, 104, 110,
 111, 275, 276
 Waterfirth (Vatnsfjörðr), home-stead of Vermund the Slender,
 152, 154, 155, 158
 Waterfirth-dale (Vatnsfjarðandalr), in Icefirth, 153
 Waterness (Vatnsnes), pron. between Hunafirth and Midfirth, 129
 Waterpass (Vatnsskarð), between Hunawaterthing and Skagafirth, 205
 Wave-ridge (Ölduhryggr), in Staðarsveit, 173
 Weir (Stýfla), in the Fleets, 212
 Well-ness (Keldunes), 115
 Well-wharf (Kelduhverfi), 115
 Well-wharfside, id. 187
 Westfirths (Vestfirðir), 144, 158, 162
 Westhope, (Vestrhóp), in Hunawaterthing, 34
 Wetherfirth=Ramfirth, 143
 Whalesheadholme, (Hvalshaushólmr), 146,147
 Whiteriver (Hvítá), in Burgfirth, 135, 136, 172
 Whiteriverside (Hvítársída), in Burgfirth, 39
 Wick (Víkin), in Norway, 26
 Wick=Treetub-Creek.
 Willowdale (Víðdalr), west of Waterdale, 20, 34, 83, 104, 275
 Windham (Vindheimr), a farmstead of Haramsey, 46, 47
 Wolds (Vellir), a harbour on the Whiteriver, 135, 136
 Woods-tead (Skógar), a farm in Axefirth, 277
 Woodwick (Viðvík), a farmstead in Skagafirth, 208, 231, 236, 237, 245
 

 






INDEX III.
 

THINGS.

A nithing’s deed, setting on a dying man with weapons, 250
 Arson, 2, 5, 13
 Assassins (hired), 163, 167
 

Barrow of Karr the Old of Haramsey, 47, 49
 of Onund Treefoot, called “Treefoot’s-barrow,” 19
 

Battles and Fights.
 Battle of Barra, between Onund Treefoot, and King Kiarval, 1, 2
 of Bute, between Onund Treefoot and the Vikings, Vigbiod
 and Vestmar, 7, 9
 of Ernewaterheath, between Grettir and Hallmund on one
 side, and Thorir of Garth with eighty men on the other, 168, 170
 of Grettirsoddi by Hitriver, between Grettir and the Marshmen,
 179, 180
 of Hafrsfirth, between Harald Fairhair and several Norwegian petty
 kings, 3, 4
 of Nesjar, between St. Olaf and Earl Svein, 112
 of the Pass, between Ath Asmundson and the Sons of Thorir of the
 Pass, 127, 128
 at Bowerfell, between Grettir and the men of Meal, 91
 Fight in Drangey, between the Brothers Grettir and Illugi, on one
 side, and Thorbiorn Angle and his band on the other, 240, 241
 Fight on Ernewaterheath, with the Assassins Grim and Thorir
 Redbeard, 163, 164
 at Fairwoodfell with Gish, 176, 177
 at Fleet-tongue with Skeggi, 38
 in Gartar, with Biorn, 68
 at Goosere, with Thorbiorn Tardy, 144
 in Grettir’s-Gill, between Ufeigh Grettir and Thorbiorn
 Earls’ Champion, 18, 19
 in Haramsey, with Karr the Old, in his harrow, 48, 49
 in Haramsey, with twelve Bearserks, 56, 58
 on Midfit, with Thorbiorn Oxmain, 141
 on Reekness, between the men of the Creek and those
 of Coldback, over a whale, 23
 on a common driftland in the Strands over a whale, between
 the foster-brothers Þorgeir Havarson and Thormod
 Coalbrowskald on one side, and Thorgils Makson on the other, 77, 78
 at Sand-heaps, with a troll-wife, 194, 195
 nigh to Sand-heaps, in a cave, with a giant, 197
 at Steinker, with Hiarandi, 70, 71

 Fight at Thorhall-stead with Glam the Thrall, 107, 109
 in Tunsberg, with Gunnar, the brother of Hiarandi, 72, 73
 with Snaekoll the bearserk, 122, 123
 

Bridge of Liarskogar, a work of great art, hung with rings and
 ‘din-bells,’ 158
 

Domestic Implements.
 Bottles of leather, for keeping drink in, 20
 Chopper, 23, 194
 Clothes-bag, 175
 Curd-bags, hides drawn up to fetch curds in from mountain dairies, 84
 Deer-horn, for drinking at feasts, 15
 Digging-tools, 47
 Kettle, 182
 Meal-bags, wherein victuals were kept for the thing-ride, 38
 Tools to strike fire, 182
 Trough, 194
 Wool-combs, 30
 

Dowry, 7

Dress and Ornamental Apparel.
 Breeches (of sail-cloth, 117), 176, 220
 Cape, 117, 136, 137
 Chain, round the neck, 14
 Cloak of rich web, 14
 Coloured clothes (over — clothes), 154, 174
 Cowl, 220 Drugget-cloak, 107
 Fur-cloak, 64
 Hat (slouched), 169, 189
 Hood, 206
 Kirtle (red), 85
 Leggings (hose), 65
 Mittens, 206
 Rings of gold, 14
 Shirt, 176
 Spurs, 202
 State-raiment, 175
 Thongs (hose-thongs), 65
 

Fair in Vagar in Halogaland, Famine, 21

Feasts.
 (There were three principal festals in the year: at Winter-nights,
 Yule, and Midsummer.)
 Autumn-feast (= winter nights’ feast, Oct. 14), at Thorbiorn
 Oxmain’s, III “Drinking turn and turn about,” is probably the same
 that elsewhere is called  “SamburðSarol,” an ale-club or rotation
 drinking by common subscription, 14 Yule-ale, 51 Yule-biddings,
 51, 52
 

Fights, see Battles and Fights.

Food and Drink.
 (The Saga mentions no imported articles of food.)
 Beer, 53, 56
 Curds, 84
 Fish (stockfish), 131, 132
 Lent-fare, fat and livers, 183
 Mutton, passim.
 

Fire above hid treasure, 47
 Foster-brothers (sworn brothers), 78, 81, 92, 93
 Godi’s-wood, a wood said to have belonged to six Godar, 97
 Grettir’s-heave, 39, 91, 176
 

Horse-Outfit.

Bridle (embossed, 160), 76, 136
 Head-gear, 160 Saddle (fair-stained, 84), 38
 Snaffle-rings, 160
 

Hospitality, 54, 80

 

Houses and their Outfit.

Beaks of vessels put over the door, 115
 Bed, 107
 Boards (= tables), 30
 Bolt, 56
 Boose (= cow-stall in a byre), 103
 Booth at the thing, 96

 — for drinking assemblages, 72

 — for trade-purposes, 113
 Bower, serving as a ward-robe, cloth-bower, 56

 — a storehouse apart from other houses, out-bower, 56, 245
 Closet, 56
 Corn-barn, 58
 Cross-beam (= tie-beam), 107, 108
 Cross-bench (= dais), 193
 Door, 56 and passim.
 Doorcase, 108
 Doorpost, 133
 Dungeon, 254
 Gable, 193
 Hall, fire-hall, passim, see also note on hall p-275
 Hangings, 53
 High-chair, 48
 Hill-dairy, 84, 153, 154
 Horse-stable, 106
 House of refuge (sáluhús), 117
 Latch, 56
 Lock-bed, 107
 Loft (sleeping-loft), 14, 124
 Long-fires, 30
 Rafters, 108
 Roof, 107, 240
 Seat-beam, 84, 107
 Side-wall, 193
 Thatch, 108, 240
 Threshold, 108, 133
 Tie-beam, 107
 

Landwights.

Amongst these are to be numbered Hallmund and Thorir the half-troll
 of Thorir’s-dale, and the wights told of in Hallmund’s Song, 187
 Atonement. See Weregild.
 

Law, Suits, Penalties.

Boot for insulting language, 66
 Banishment, 129
 Declaring manslaughter as having been done by one’s own hand, 133, 142
 District-outlawry, 129
 Execution (féránsdómr), 247-248
 Fine, 39, and passim.
 Handselling of a lawsuit, 39
 Handselling of lawful truce, 212, 214
 

Law-provisions

For drift-right, 25
 For bearserks challenging men to holm, 51
 For heritage of outlawed men in Norway in the days of
 Harold Fairhair, 11
 For the utmost limit of outlawry, 225
 For heathen sacrifices in the earliest days of Christianity
 in Iceland, 226
 For a rightful suitor in a blood-suit, 150
 

Lawsuits, 18, 19, 24, 39, 79, 129, 130, 149, 151, 238, 249, 250

Manners and Customs, Civil and Religious.

Bathing, 148, 220
 Burial of misdoers in cairns and tidewashed heap of stones, 59, 241
 Burial in barrows. See Barrows.

 — at churches, 126, 142
 Fasting on Yule-eve, 98
 to iron birth, 119
 Hallowing of a vessel by a bishop, 115
 Iron-birth, 119
 Meal-times, 49
 Riding, to the Althing, 36, 79

 Rubbing of one’s back by the fire, 30
 Sailors’ duties have to be per-formed on board ship by the
 passengers, 41, sqq.
 Sitting at table in the evening, 48
 Sleeping in fire-halls, 30
 Thing-men have to provide themselves, each one with fare at his own cost, 38
 Varangian weapon-show, 253
 Washing of hands ere going to table, 113
 

Money.

Hundred in silver, 151
 Mark in silver, 151, 173
 

Names of folk derived from their country or dwelling-stead

Axefirthers, 278
 Gothlander, 11
 Halogalander, 57
 Icefirthers, 155, 156
 Lavadale-men, 182
 Marshmen, 182
 Northlanders, 163
 Northmen, 10, 253
 Ramfirthers, 34, and passim.
 South-Islander, 7, 92
 The men of Biarg, 88, 92
 The men of Coldback, 20, sqq.
 The men of the Creek, 20, sqq.
 Varangians, 253, sqq.
 Waterdale-folk, 26, 38
 Waterdale-kin, 142
 Waterness-men, 34, 88
 Well-wharfers, 170
 Westfirthers, 80
 Westhope-men, 34
 Willowdale-men, 34
 

Occupations.

Binding of hay into horseloads for being conveyed into rick-yard
 or barn, 140, 141
 Catching of fowl, 219
 Drift-watching, 22
 Fetching home victuals from mountain dairies, 84
 Fetching home stockfish on horses, 126, 128
 Fishing in sea and fresh water, 163, 166, 184
 Folding, gathering sheep in autumn up from the wilds
 and mountains, to be sorted for their owners according to
 the marks in the ears of each sheep, 174
 Gathering of eggs, 214
 Hay-harvest, falls into two parts, the first, the haymaking in the
 manured homefield, the second, in unmanured meads and mountains,
 132, 140
 Iron-smithying, 158
 Mowing-tide, the whole season of the summer while grass can be
 mown, 84, 132
 Watching of home-geese, 29
 of horses in winter, 31
 of neat, 102
 of sheep, 98, 101, 206
 Whale-getting, 21, 77
 Whale-cutting, 23
 

Pet Animals.

Keingala, a mare, 31
 Pied-belly, a ram, 240
 Saddle-fair, a mare, 135
 

Runes.

Songs cut on staffs, in runes, 186, 198
 Baneful runes cut on a bewitched log of wood, 230, 231
 

Sagas Quoted.

The saga of the Bandamenn, 29
 of Bodmod, Grimulf, and Gerpir, 25
 of Eric the Earl, 51
 of Grim who slew Hallmund, 188
 of the heath-slayings, 86
 

The saga of the Laxdale-men, 19

Settlings of land in Iceland, 10, 11, 12, 16, 17

Ships and their outfit.

Boat, ten oars aboard, 22, 227
 Boat-stand, 20, and passim
 Beaks, 115
 Bark (karfi), of sixteen oars aboard, 46, 52, 62
 Bulwark, 3
 Forecastle, 3
 Grapplings, 33
 Gunwale, 147
 Row-barge, 115
 Sail, 16, 41
 Ship shield-hung from stem to stern, 52
 stained above sea, 52
 cleared from stem to stern, 3
 stem, stern, 3, 52
 Viking-ship, 1
 War-ship, 6
 Work in connection with ship:
 baling, 41, 42, 45
 pumping, 44
 rolling ship ashore, 174
 launching of, 46
 building of, 25
 Yard, 16
 

Skalds named in the Saga.

Arnor Earls’-skald, 179
 Bessi, Skald-Torfa’s son, 34, 71
 Grettir Asmundson.
 Hallmund, 161, 186-187
 Odd the Foundling-Skald, 34, 87-88
 Skald-Torfa, 34
 Svein of Bank, 135
 Thormod Coalbrowskald, 77
 

Social Stations.

Bonder, 14, and passim
 Chapmen, passim
 Court-owner, an owner of all such houses in a town as form the
 surrounding of a court, 71
 Earl, a man next after the king in dignity, 14, 50 sqq.,
 69 sqq., 112
 Free-men, 53
 Godi, a chief combining in his person the religious and administrative
 authority of the district over which he ruled, 11, 26
 Hand-maid, 220, 221
 Herdsman. See Occupations.
 Hersir, a man next to an earl in dignity, 14
 Home-folk, 54
 Home-women, 54
 House-carle, passim.
 

Sports and Games.

Ball-play, 34
 Ball, 35
 Bat, 35
 Horse-fight, 87, 88
 Knave-game (note), 208
 Sports at Heron-ness thing, 210, 212
 Swimming, 117, 167, 220
 Tale-game, 208
 Wrestling, 211, 212, 216
 

Things, or Public Law-assemblages.

The Althing, passim
 The Thing of Kialarness, 19
 Heron-ness, 210
 Hunawater, 129, 150
 Trade on England, 67
 

Trolls and Evil Wights.

See Hallmund’s song, 187
 Troll-carle, 197
 Troll-wife, 194, 195
 The wight that slew Glam, 96, 99, 100
 Troth, to sit in troth for three winters, 77

 Twainmonth, the second month in the year, corresponding to our
 September (Aug. 24 — Sept. 22).
 Wadmall as an article of trade, 40, 220
 

Weapons and War-gear.

Axe, passim.
 Barb-end, 57
 Barb, 57, 132
 Buckler, 142
 Byrni, 57
 Chopper, 194
 Cheek-pieces of a helmet, 122
 Glaive (heft-sax), 197
 Grigs of the sword, 241
 Hand-axe, 141
 Helmet, 57, 85, 122, 132
 Shield (iron-rimmed, inlaid), 72, 122, 128, 175, 203, 241
 Socket inlaid with silver, 141
 Socket-nail, 141
 Short-sword, Karrs-loom, 49, and passim
 Spear, great without barbs, 141
 with broad barbs, 56, 132
 Stones used for missiles, 8
 Spear-head, 57
 Sword, girt with a sword, 132, 241
 Jokul’s gift, the heirloom of the kinsmen of Ingimund the
 Old, 40, and passim.
 Weird of a ghost, 109
 of a sorceress, 229
 Winter-nights, the first days in winter about Oct. 14, 145
 

Witchcraft and Sorcery.

Gale of wind brought on by evil craft, 236-236 237
 Witchcraft, an illegal means for overcoming an enemy, 244, 250
 Witchcraft wrought into a log of wood, the manner thereof, 230, 231
 Wound growing deadly through the effect of evil and witchcrafty
 runes, 244, 250
 Wooing, 6, 7, 19
 






PERIPHRASTIC EXPRESSIONS IN THE SONGS.
 

An Axe: Battle ogress, rock-troll, 38
 Blood: Rain of swords, 15
 Cave (Hallmund’s): Kettle, where waters fall from great
 ice-wall, 160
 Fight: Dart’s breath, 15
 Dart-shower, 43
 Gale of death, 15
 Gale of swords, 95
 Hilda’s weather, 95
 Iron-rain, 234
 Mist’s[] mystery, 95
 Odin’s gale; Odin’s storm, 143, 190
 Shield-fire’s thunder, 6
 Shield-rain, 215
 Spears’ breath, 170
 Spear-shower, 138
 Spear-storm, 234
 Sword-shower, 81
 Gallows: Sigar’s meed for lovesome deed, (Sigarr hung Hag-bard
 the Viking for having befooled his daughter), 157
 Gold: Deep sea’s flame, 137
 Dragon’s lair, 49
 Serpent’s bed, 215
 The flame of sea, 49
 Wave’s flashing flame, 49
 Worm’s bed, 41
 Worm-land, 131
 Grettir (an Eddaic name for a serpent): Fell-creeping lad, 86
 Head: Thoughts’ burg, 76 Man: Elm-stalk, 136
 Gold-scatterer, 131
 Helm-stalk, 136
 Jewel-strewer, 30
 Lessener of the flame of sea, 49
 Lessener of waves’ flashing flame, 49
 Ring-bearer, 68
 Ring-strewer, 30
 Scatterer of serpent’s bed, 215
 Wormland’s haunter, 137
 Snatcher of worm’s bed, 41
 Mouth: Tofts of tooth-hedge, 124 Sailor: He who decks the reindeer’s side that ‘twixt ness and
 ness doth glide, 43
 Rider of wind-driven steed, 41 Sea-steeds’ rider, 81; Shield: Roof of war, 215
 Spear-walk, 12
 Ship: Reindeer that ‘twixt ness and ness doth glide, 4343
 Sea-steed, 81
 Steed of the rollers, 17
 Wind-driven steed, 41
 Skald: Giver forth of Odin’s mead (Svein of Bank), 41
 

Sword: Byrni’s flame, 76

Sword: Helmfire, 50, 136
 Man’s-bane, 41
 War-flame, 199
 Whiting of the shield, 21
 Wound-worm, 114
 Thor: Sifs lord, 157 Warrior: Arrow-dealer, 114
 Axe-breaker, 2
 Begetter of fight, 49
 Brand-whetter, 17
 Breaker of the bow, 50
 Foreteller of spear-shower, 138
 Warrior: Grove of Hedin’s maid, 125
 Raiser-up of roof of war, 215
 Spear-grove, 59
 Stem of shield, 190
 Sword-player, 199
 War-god, 66
 Wound-worm’s tower, 114
 Wool-combe: Hook-clawed bird, 31
 Woman: Giver forth of gold, 59
 Goddess of red gold, 137
 Ground of gold, 30
 Son of golden stall, 190
 Warder of horns’ wave, 181
 






PROVERBS AND PROVERBIAL SAYINGS THAT OCCUR IN THE STORY.
 

A friend should warn a friend of ill, 30
 Ale is another man, 55
 All must fare when they are fetched, 188188
 All things bide their day, 218
 All will come to an end, 233
 Bare is the back of the brotherless, 241
 Best to bairn is mother still, 41
 Bewail he, who brought the woe, 175
 Broad spears are about now, 133
 Deeds done will be told of, 224
 Even so shall bale be bettered by biding greater bale, 140
 For one thing alone will I not be known, 192
 From ill cometh ill, 105
 Good luck and goodliness are twain, 105
 Hand for wont doth yearn, 226
 Hottest is the fire that lies on oneself, 176
 Ill deed gains ill hap, 188
 Ill heed still to ill doth lead, 121
 Ill if a thrall is thine only friend, 240
 Ill it is ill to be, 165
 Ill it is to goad the foolhardy, 30
 Let one oak have what from the other it shaves, 67
 Little can cope with cunning of eld, 205
 Long it takes to try a man, 61
 Many a man lies hid within himself, 203
 Many a man stretches round the door to the lock, 86
 More one knows the more one tries, 30
 No man makes himself, 125

 Now this, now that has strokes in his garth, 125
 Odd haps are worst haps, 37
 Oft a listening ear in the holt is anear, 173
 Oft fail in wisdom folk of better trust, 32
 Old friends are the last to sever, 240
 One may be apaid of a man’s aid, 44
 Overpraised, and first to fail, 132
 Sooth is the sage’s guess, 92
 Swear loud and say little, 266
 The lower must lowt, 267
 The nigher the call, the further the man, 211
 Things boded will happen, so will things unboded, 32
 Though the spoon has taken it up, yet the mouth has had no sup, 168
 Thralls wreak themselves at once, dastards never, 35
 Thrice of yore have all things happed, 262
 To the goat-house for wool, 226
 With hell’s man are dealings ill, 176
 Woe is before one’s own door when it is inside one’s neighbour’s, 105
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EVEN AS ARI THORGILSON THE LEARNED, THE PRIEST, HATH TOLD IT, WHO WAS THE MAN OF ALL ICELAND MOST LEARNED IN TALES OF THE LAND’S INHABITING AND IN LORE OF TIME AGONE.






  








CHAPTER I. Of Thorstein Egilson and his Kin.
 

There was a man called Thorstein, the son of Egil, the son of Skallagrim, the son of Kveldulf the Hersir of Norway. Asgerd was the mother of Thorstein; she was the daughter of Biorn Hold. Thorstein dwelt at Burg in Burg-firth; he was rich of fee, and a great chief, a wise man, meek and of measure in all wise. He was nought of such wondrous growth and strength as his father Egil had been; yet was he a right mighty man, and much beloved of all folk.

Thorstein was goodly to look on, flaxen-haired, and the best-eyed of men; and so say men of lore that many of the kin of the Mere-men, who are come of Egil, have been the goodliest folk; yet, for all that, this kindred have differed much herein, for it is said that some of them have been accounted the most ill-favoured of men: but in that kin have been also many men of great prowess in many wise, such as Kiartan, the son of Olaf Peacock, and Slaying-Bardi, and Skuli, the son of Thorstein. Some have been great bards, too, in that kin, as Biorn, the champion of Hit-dale, priest Einar Skulison, Snorri Sturluson, and many others.

Now, Thorstein had to wife Jofrid, the daughter of Gunnar, the son of Hlifar. This Gunnar was the best skilled in weapons, and the lithest of limb of all bonderfolk who have been in Iceland; the second was Gunnar of Lithend; but Steinthor of Ere was the third. Jofrid was eighteen winters old when Thorstein wedded her; she was a widow, for Thorodd, son of Odd of Tongue, had had her to wife aforetime. Their daughter was Hungerd, who was brought up at Thorstein’s at Burg. Jofrid was a very stirring woman; she and Thorstein had many children betwixt them, but few of them come into this tale. Skuli was the eldest of their sons, Kollsvein the second, Egil the third.






  








CHAPTER II. Of Thorsteins Dream.
 

One summer, it is said, a ship came from over the main into Gufaros. Bergfinn was he hight who was the master thereof, a Northman of kin, rich in goods, and somewhat stricken in years, and a wise man he was withal.

Now, goodman Thorstein rode to the ship, as it was his wont mostly to rule the market, and this he did now. The Eastmen got housed, but Thorstein took the master to himself, for thither he prayed to go. Bergfinn was of few words throughout the winter, but Thorstein treated him well The Eastman had great joy of dreams.

One day in spring-tide Thorstein asked Bergfinn if he would ride with him up to Hawkfell, where at that time was the Thing-stead of the Burg-firthers; for Thorstein had been told that the walls of his booth had fallen in. The Eastman said he had good will to go, so that day they rode, some three together, from home, and the house-carles of Thorstein withal, till they came up under Hawkfell to a farmstead called Foxholes. There dwelt a man of small wealth called Atli, who was Thorstein’s tenant Thorstein bade him come and work with them, and bring with him hoe and spade. This he did, and when they came to the tofts of the booth, they set to work all of them, and did out the walls.

The weather was hot with sunshine that day, and Thorstein and the Eastman grew heavy; and when they had moved out the walls, those two sat down within the tofts, and Thorstein slept, and fared ill in his sleep. The Eastman sat beside him, and let him have his dream fully out, and when he awoke he was much wearied. Then the Eastman asked him what he had dreamt, as he had had such an ill time of it in his sleep.

Thorstein said, “Nay, dreams betoken nought.”

But as they rode homeward in the evening, the Eastman asked him again what he had dreamt.

Thorstein said, “If I tell thee the dream, then shalt thou unriddle it to me, as it verily is.”

The Eastman said he would risk it.

Then Thorstein said: “This was my dream; for methought I was at home at Burg, standing outside the men’s-door, and I looked up at the house-roof, and on the ridge I saw a swan, goodly and fair, and I thought it was mine own, and deemed it good beyond all things. Then I saw a great eagle sweep down from the mountains, and fly thitherward and alight beside the swan, and chuckle over her lovingly; and methouht the swan seemed well content thereat; but I noted that the eagle was black-eyed, and that on him were iron claws: valiant he seemed to me.

“After this I thought I saw another fowl come flying from the south quarter, and he, too, came hither to Burg, and sat down on the house beside the swan, and would fain be fond with her. This also was a mighty eagle.

“But soon I thought that the eagle first-come ruffled up at the coming of the other. Then they fought fiercely and long, and this I saw that both bled, and such was the end of their play, that each tumbled either way down from the house-roof, and there they lay both dead.

“But the swan sat left alone, drooping much, and sad of semblance.

“Then I saw a fowl fly from the west; that was a falcon, and he sat beside the swan and made fondly towards her, and they flew away both together into one and the same quarter, and therewith I awoke.

“But a dream of no mark this is,” he says, “and will in all likelihood betoken gales, that they shall meet in the air from those quarters whence I deemed the fowl flew.”

The Eastman spake: “I deem it nowise such,” saith he.

Thorstein said, “Make of the dream, then, what seemeth likest to thee, and let me hear.”

Then said the Eastman: “These birds are like to be fetches of men: but thy wife sickens now, and she will give birth to a woman-child fair and lovely; and dearly thou wilt love her; but high-born men shall woo thy daughter, coming from such quarters as the eagles seemed to fly from, and shall love her with overweening love, and shall fight about her, and both lose their lives thereby. And thereafter a third man, from the quarter whence came the falcon, shall woo her, and to that man shall she be wedded. Now, I have unravelled thy dream, and I think things will befall as I have said.”

Thorstein answered: “In evil and unfriendly wise is the dream interpreted, nor do I deem thee fit for the work of unriddling dreams.”

Then Eastman said, “Thou shalt find how it will come to pass.”

But Thorstein estranged himself from the Eastman thenceforward, and he left that summer, and now he is out of the tale.






  








CHAPTER III. Of the Birth and Fostering of Helga the Fair.
 

This summer Thorstein got ready to ride to the Thing, and spake to Jofrid his wife before he went from home. “So is it,” he says, “that thou art with child now, but thy child shall be cast forth if thou bear a woman; but nourished if it be a man.”

Now, at this time when all the land was heathen, it was somewhat the wont of such men as had little wealth, and were like to have many young children on their hands, to have them cast forth, but an evil deed it was always deemed to be.

And now, when Thorstein had said this, Jofrid answers, “This is a word all unlike thee, such a man as thou art, and surely to a wealthy man like thee it will not seem good that this should be done.”

Thorstein answered: “Thou knowest my mind, and that no good will hap if my will be thwarted.”

So he rode to the Thing; but while he was gone Jofrid gave birth to a woman-child wondrous fair. The women would fain show her to the mother; she said there was little need thereof, but had her shepherd Thorvard called to her, and spake to him: — 

“Thou shalt take my horse and saddle it, and bring this child west to Herdholt, to Thorgerd, Egil’s daughter, and pray her to nourish it secretly, so that Thorstein may not know thereof. For with such looks of love do I behold this child, that surely I cannot bear to have it cast forth. Here are three marks of silver, have them in reward of thy work; but west there Thorgerd will get thee fare and food over the sea.”

Then Thorvard did her bidding; he rode with the child to Herdholt, and gave it into Thorgerd’s hands, and she had it nourished at a tenant’s of hers who dwelt at Freedmans-stead up in Hvamfirth; but she got fare for Thorvard north in Steingrims-firth, in Shell-creek, and gave him meet outfit for his sea-faring: he went thence abroad, and is now out of the story.

Now when Thorstein came home from the Thing, Jofrid told him that the child had been cast forth according to his word, but that the herdsman had fled away and stolen her horse. Thorstein said she had done well, and got himself another herdsman. So six winters passed, and this matter was nowise wotted of.

Now in those days Thorstein rode to Herdholt, being bidden there as guest of his brother-in-law, Olaf Peacock, the son of Hoskuld, who was then deemed to be the chief highest of worth among all men west there. Good cheer was made Thorstein, as was like to be; and one day at the feast it is said that Thorgerd sat in the high seat talking with her brother Thorstein, while Olaf was talking to other men; but on the bench right over against them sat three little maidens. Then said Thorgerd, — 

“How dost thou, brother, like the look of these three little maidens sitting straight before us?”

“Right well,” he answers, “but one is by far the fairest; she has all the goodliness of Olaf, but the whiteness and the countenance of us, the Mere-men.”

Thorgerd answered: “Surely this is true, brother, wherein thou sayest that she has the fairness and countenance of us Mere-folk, but the goodliness of Olaf Peacock she has not got, for she is not his daughter.”

“How can that be,” says Thorstein, “being thy daughter none the less?”

She answered: “To say sooth, kinsman,” quoth she, “this fair maiden is not my daughter, but thine.”

And therewith she told him all as it had befallen, and prayed him to forgive her and his own wife that trespass.

Thorstein said: “I cannot blame you two for having done this; most things will fall as they are fated, and well have ye covered over my folly: so look I on this maiden that I deem it great good luck to have so fair a child. But now, what is her name?”

“Helga she is called,” says Thorgerd.

“Helga the Fair,” says Thorstein. “But now shalt thou make her ready to come home with me.”

She did so, and Thorstein was led out with good gifts, and Helga rode with him to his home, and was brought up there with much honour and great love from father and mother and all her kin.






  








CHAPTER IV. Of Gunnlaug Worm-tongue and his Kin.
 

Now at this time there dwelt at Gilsbank, up in White-water-side, Illugi the Black, son of Hallkel, the son of Hrosskel. The mother of Illugi was Thurid Dandle, daughter of Gunnlaug Worm-tongue.

Illugi was the next greatest chief in Burg-firth after Thorstein Egilson. He was a man of broad lands and hardy of mood, and wont to do well to his friends; he had to wife Ingibiorg, the daughter of Asbiorn Hordson, from Ornolfsdale; the mother of Ingibiorg was Thorgerd, the daughter of Midfirth-Skeggi. The children of Illugi and Ingibiorg were many, but few of them have to do with this story. Hermund was one of their sons, and Gunnlaug another; both were hopeful men, and at this time of ripe growth.

It is told of Gunnlaug that he was quick of growth in his early youth, big, and strong; his hair was light red, and very goodly of fashion; he was dark-eyed, somewhat ugly-nosed, yet of lovesome countenance; thin of flank he was, and broad of shoulder, and the best-wrought of men; his whole mind was very masterful; eager was he from his youth up, and in all wise unsparing and hardy; he was a great skald, but somewhat bitter in his rhyming, and therefore was he called Gunnlaug Worm-tongue.

Hermund was the best beloved of the two brothers, and had the mien of a great man.

When Gunnlaug was fifteen winters old he prayed his father for goods to fare abroad withal, and said he had will to travel and see the manners of other folk. Master Illugi was slow to take the matter up, and said he was unlike to be deemed good in the out-lands “when I can scarcely shape thee to my own liking at home.”

On a morning but a very little afterwards it happened that Illugi came out early, and saw that his storehouse was opened, and that some sacks of wares, six of them, had been brought out into the road, and therewithal too some pack-gear. Now, as he wondered at this, there came up a man leading four horses, and who should it be but his son Gunnlaug. Then said he: — 

“I it was who brought out the sacks.”

Illugi asked him why he had done so. He said that they should make his faring goods.

Illugi said: “In nowise shalt thou thwart my will, nor fare anywhere sooner than I like!” and in again he swung the ware-sacks therewith.

Then Gunnlaug rode thence and came in the evening down to Burg, and goodman Thorstein asked him to bide there, and Gunnlaug was fain of that proffer. He told Thorstein how things had gone betwixt him and his father, and Thorstein offered to let him bide there as long as he liked, and for some seasons Gunnlaug abode there, and learned law-craft of Thorstein, and all men accounted well of him.

Now Gunnlaug and Helga would be always at the chess-playing together, and very soon each found favour with the other, as came to be proven well enough afterwards: they were very nigh of an age.

Helga was so fair, that men of lore say that she was the fairest woman of Iceland, then or since; her hair was so plenteous and long that it could cover her all over, and it was as fair as a band of gold; nor was there any so good to choose as Helga the Fair in all Burgfirth, and far and wide elsewhere.

Now one day, as men sat in the hall at Burg, Gunnlaug spake to Thorstein: “One thing in law there is which thou hast not taught me, and that is how to woo me a wife.”

Thorstein said, “That is but a small matter,” and therewith taught him how to go about it.

Then said Gunnlaug, “Now shalt thou try if I have understood all: I shall take thee by the hand and make as if I were wooing thy daughter Helga.”

“I see no need of that,” says Thorstein. Gunnlaug, however, groped then and there after his hand, and seizing it said, “Nay, grant me this though.”

“Do as thou wilt, then,” said Thorstein; “but be it known to all who are hereby that this shall be as if it had been unspoken, nor shall any guile follow herein.”

Then Gunnlaug named for himself witnesses, and betrothed Helga to him, and asked thereafter if it would stand good thus. Thorstein said that it was well; and those who were present were mightily pleased at all this.






  








CHAPTER V. Of Raven and his Kin.
 

There was a man called Onund, who dwelt in the south at Mossfell: he was the wealthiest of men, and had a priesthood south there about the nesses. He was married, and his wife was called Geirny. She was the daughter of Gnup, son of Mold-Gnup, who settled at Grindwick, in the south country. Their sons were Raven, and Thorarin, and Eindridi; they were all hopeful men, but Raven was in all wise the first of them. He was a big man and a strong, the sightliest of men and a good skald; and when he was fully grown he fared between sundry lands, and was well accounted of wherever he came.

Thorod the Sage, the son of Eyvind, then dwelt at Hjalli, south in Olfus, with Skapti his son, who was then the spokesman-at-law in Iceland. The mother of Skapti was Ranveig, daughter of Gnup, the son of Mold-Gnup; and Skapti and the sons of Onund were sisters’ sons. Between these kinsmen was much friendship as well as kinship.

At this time Thorfin, the son of Selthorir, dwelt at Red-Mel, and had seven sons, who were all the hopefullest of men; and of them were these — Thorgils, Eyjolf, and Thorir; and they were all the greatest men out there. But these men who have now been named lived all at one and the same time.

Next to this befell those tidings, the best that ever have befallen here in Iceland, that the whole land became Christian, and that all folk cast off the old faith.






  








CHAPTER VI. How Helga was vowed to Gunnlaug, and of Gunnlaug’s faring abroad.
 

Gunnlaug Worm-Tongue was, as is aforesaid, whiles at Burg with Thorstein, whiles with his father Illugi at Gilsbank, three winters together, and was by now eighteen winters old; and father and son were now much more of a mind.

There was a man called Thorkel the Black; he was a house-carle of Illugi, and near akin to him, and had been brought up in his house. To him fell an heritage north at As, in Water-dale, and he prayed Gunnlaug to go with him thither. This he did, and so they rode, the two together, to As. There they got the fee; it was given up to them by those who had the keeping of it, mostly because of Gunnlaug’s furtherance.

But as they rode from the north they guested at Grimstongue, at a rich bonder’s who dwelt there; but in the morning a herdsman took Gunnlaug’s horse, and it had sweated much by then he got it back. Then Gunnlaug smote the herdsman, and stunned him; but the bonder would in nowise bear this, and claimed boot therefor. Gunnlaug offered to pay him one mark. The bonder thought it too little.

Then Gunnlaug sang, — 

         “Bade I the middling mighty

         To have a mark of waves’ flame;

         Giver of grey seas? glitter,

         This gift shalt thou make shift with.

         If the elf sun of the waters

         From out of purse thou lettest,

         O waster of the worm’s bedy

         Awaits thee sorrow later.”

So the peace was made as Gunnlaug bade, and in such wise the two rode south.

Now, a little while after, Gunnlaug asked his father a second time for goods for going abroad.

Illugi says, “Now shalt thou have thy will, for thou hast wrought thyself into something better than thou wert.” So Illugi rode hastily from home, and bought for Gunnlaug half a ship which lay in Gufaros, from Audun Festargram — this Audun was he who would not flit abroad the sons of Oswif the Wise, after the slaying of Kiartan Olafson, as is told in the story of the Laxdalemen, which thing though betid later than this. — And when Illugi came home, Gunnlaug thanked him well.

Thorkel the Black betook himself to seafaring with Gunnlaug, and their wares were brought to the ship; but Gunnlaug was at Burg while they made her ready, and found more cheer in talk with Helga than in toiling with chapmen.

Now one day Thorstein asked Gunnlaug if he would ride to his horses with him up to Long-water-dale. Gunnlaug said he would. So they ride both together till they come to the mountain-dairies of Thorstein, called Thorgils-stead. There were stud-horses of Thorstein, four of them together, all red of hue. There was one horse very goodly, but little tried: this horse Thorstein offered to give to Gunnlaug. He said he was in no need of horses, as he was going away from the country; and so they ride to other stud-horses. There was a grey horse with four mares, and he was the best of horses in Burgfirth. This one, too, Thorstein offered to give Gunnlaug, but he said, “I desire these in no wise more than the others; but why dost thou not bid me what I will take?”

“What is that?” said Thorstein.

“Helga the Fair, thy daughter,” says Gunnlaug.

“That rede is not to be settled so hastily,” said Thorstein; and therewithal got on other talk. And now they ride homewards down along Long-water.

Then said Gunnlaug, “I must needs know what thou wilt answer me about the wooing.”

Thorstein answers: “I heed not thy vain talk,” says he.

Gunnlaug says, “This is my whole mind, and no vain words.”

Thorstein says, “Thou shouldst first know thine own will. Art thou not bound to fare abroad? and yet thou makest as if thou wouldst go marry. Neither art thou an even match for Helga while thou art so unsettled, and therefore this cannot so much as be looked at.”

Gunnlaug says, “Where lookest thou for a match for thy daughter, if thou wilt not give her to the son of Illugi the Black; or who are they throughout Burg-firth who are of more note than he?”

Thorstein answered: “I will not play at men-mating,” says he, “but if thou wert such a man as he is, thou wouldst not be turned away.”

Gunnlaug said, “To whom wilt thou give thy daughter rather than to me?”

Said Thorstein, “Hereabout are many good men to choose from. Thorfin of Red-Mel hath seven sons, and all of them men of good manners.”

Gunnlaug answers, “Neither Onund nor Thorfin are men as good as my father. Nay, thou thyself clearly fallest short of him — or what hast thou to set against his strife with Thorgrim the Priest, the son of Kiallak, and his sons, at Thorsness Thing, where he carried all that was in debate?”

Thorstein answers, “I drave away Steinar, the son of Onund Sioni, which was deemed somewhat of a deed.”

Gunnlaug says, “Therein thou wast holpen by thy father Egil; and, to end all, it is for few bonders to cast away my alliance.”

Said Thorstein, “Carry thy cowing away to the fellows up yonder at the mountains; for down here, on the Meres, it shall avail thee nought.”

Now in the evening they come home; but next morning Gunnlaug rode up to Gilsbank, and prayed his father to ride with him a-wooing out to Burg.

Illugi answered, “Thou art an unsettled man, being bound for faring abroad, but makest now as if thou wouldst busy thyself with wife-wooing; and so much do I know, that this is not to Thorstein’s mind.”

Gunnlaug answers, “I shall go abroad all the same, nor shall I be well pleased but if thou further this.”

So after this Illugi rode with eleven men from home down to Burg, and Thorstein greeted him well. Early in the morning Illugi said to Thorstein, “I would speak to thee.”

“Let us go, then, to the top of the Burg, and talk together there,” says Thorstein; and so they did, and Gunnlaug went with them.

Then said Illugi, “My kinsman Gunnlaug tells me that he has begun a talk with thee on his own behalf, praying that he might woo thy daughter Helga; but now I would fain know what is like to come of this matter. His kin is known to thee, and our possessions; from my hand shall be spared neither land nor rule over men, if such things might perchance further matters.”

Thorstein said, “Herein alone Gunnlaug pleases me not, that I find him an unsettled man; but if he were of a mind like thine, little would I hang back.”

Illugi said, “It will cut our friendship across if thou gainsayest me and my son an equal match.”

Thorstein answers, “For thy words and our friendship then, Helga shall be vowed, but not betrothed, to Gunnlaug, and shall bide for him three winters: but Gunnlaug shall go abroad and shape himself to the ways of good men; but I shall be free from all these matters if he does not then come back, or if his ways are not to my liking.”

Thereat they parted; Illugi rode home, but Gunnlaug rode to his ship. But when they had wind at will they sailed for the main, and made the northern part of Norway, and sailed landward along Thrandheim to Nidaros; there they rode in the harbour, and unshipped their goods.






  








CHAPTER VII. Of Gunnlaug in the East and the West.
 

In those days Earl Eric, the son of Hakon, and his brother Svein, ruled in Norway. Earl Eric abode as then at Hladir, which was left to him by his father, and a mighty lord he was. Skuli, the son of Thorstein, was with the earl at that time, and was one of his court, and well esteemed.

Now they say that Gunnlaug and Audun Festargram, and seven of them together, went up to Hladir to the earl. Gunnlaug was so clad that he had on a grey kirtle and white long-hose; he had a boil on his foot by the instep, and from this oozed blood and matter as he strode on. In this guise he went before the earl with Audun and the rest of them, and greeted him well. The earl knew Audun, and asked him tidings from Iceland. Audun told him what there was toward. Then the earl asked Gunnlaug who he was, and Gunnlaug told him his name and kin. Then the earl said: “Skuli Thorstein’s son, what manner of man is this in Iceland?”

“Lord,” says he, “give him good welcome, for he is the son of the best man in Iceland, Illugi the Black of Gilsbank, and my foster-brother withal.”

The earl asked, “What ails thy foot, Icelander?”

“A boil, lord,” said he.

“And yet thou wentest not halt?”

Gunnlaug answers, “Why go halt while both legs are long alike?”

Then said one of the earl’s men, called Thorir: “He swaggereth hugely, this Icelander! It would not be amiss to try him a little.”

Gunnlaug looked at him and sang: — 

         “A courtman there is

         Full evil I wis,

         A bad man and black,

         Belief let him lack.”

Then would Thorir seize an axe. The earl spake: “Let it be,” says he; “to such things men should pay no heed. But now, Icelander, how old a man art thou?”

Gunnlaug answers: “I am eighteen winters old as now,” says he.

Then says Earl Eric, “My spell is that thou shalt not live eighteen winters more.”

Gunnlaug said, somewhat under his breath: “Pray not against me, but for thyself rather.”

The earl asked thereat, “What didst thou say, Icelander?”

Gunnlaug answers, “What I thought well befitting, that thou shouldst bid no prayers against me, but pray well for thyself rather.”

“What prayers, then?” says the earl.

“That thou mightest not meet thy death after the manner of Earl Hakon, thy father.”

The earl turned red as blood, and bade them take the rascal in haste; but Skuli stepped up to the earl, and said: “Do this for my words, lord, and give this man peace, so that he depart at his swiftest.”

The earl answered, “At his swiftest let him be off then, if he will have peace, and never let him come again within mv realm.”

Then Skuli went out with Gunnlaug down to the bridges, where there was an England-bound ship ready to put out; therein Skuli got for Gunnlaug a berth, as well as for Thorkel, his kinsman; but Gunnlaug gave his ship into Audun’s ward, and so much of his goods as he did not take with him.

Now sail Gunnlaug and his fellows into the English main, and come at autumntide south to London Bridge, where they hauled ashore their ship.

Now at that time King Ethelred, the son of Edgar, ruled over England, and was a good lord; this winter he sat in London. But in those days there was the same tongue in England as in Norway and Denmark; but the tongues changed when William the Bastard won England, for thenceforward French went current there, for he was of French kin.

Gunnlaug went presently to the king, and greeted him well and worthily, The king asked him from what land he came, and Gunnlaug told him all as it was. “But,” said he, “I have come to meet thee, lord, for that I have made a song on thee, and I would that it might please thee to hearken to that song.” The king said it should be so, and Gunnlaug gave forth the song well and proudly; and this is the burden thereof: — 

         “As God are all folk fearing

         The free lord King of England,

         Kin of all kings and all folk,

         To Ethelred the head tow.”

The king thanked him for the song, and gave him as song-reward a scarlet cloak lined with the costliest of furs, and golden-broidered down to the hem; and made him his man; and Gunnlaug was with him all the winter, and was well accounted of.

One day, in the morning early, Gunnlaug met three men in a certain street, and Thororm was the name of their leader; he was big and strong, and right evil to deal with. He said, “Northman, lend me some money.”

Gunnlaug answered, “That were ill counselled to lend one’s money to unknown men.”

He said, “I will pay it thee back on a named day.”

“Then shall it be risked,” says Gunnlaug; and he lent him the fee withal.

But some time afterwards Gunnlaug met the king, and told him of the money-lending. The king answered, “Now hast thou thriven little, for this is the greatest robber and reiver; deal with him in no wise, but I will give thee money as much as thine was.”

Gunnlaug said, “Then do we, your men, do after a sorry sort, if, treading sackless folk under foot, we let such fellows as this deal us out our lot. Nay, that shall never be.”

Soon after he met Thororm and claimed the fee of him. He said he was not going to pay it.

Then sang Gunnlaug: — 

         “Evil counselled art thou,

         Gold from us withholding;

         The reddener of the edges,

         Pricking on with tricking.

         Wot ye what? they called me,

         Worm-tongue, yet a youngling;

         Nor for nought so hight I;

         Now is time to show it!”

“Now I will make an offer good in law,” says Gunnlaug; “that thou either pay me my money, or else that thou go on holm with me in three nights’ space.”

Then laughed the viking, and said, “Before thee none have come to that, to call me to holm, despite of all the ruin that many a man has had to take at my hands. Well, I am ready to go.”

Thereon they parted for that time.

Gunnlaug told the king what had befallen; and he said, “Now, indeed, have things taken a right hopeless turn; for this man’s eyes can dull any weapon. But thou shalt follow my rede; here is a sword I will give thee — with that thou shalt fight, but before the battle show him another.”

Gunnlaug thanked the king well therefor.

Now when they were ready for the holm, Thororm asked what sort of a sword it was that he had. Gunnlaug unsheathed it and showed him, but had a loop round the handle of the king’s sword, and slipped it over his hand; the bearserk looked on the sword, and said, “I fear not that sword.”

But now he dealt a blow on Gunnlaug with his sword, and cut off from him nigh all his shield; Gunnlaug smote in turn with the king’s gift; the bearserk stood shieldless before him, thinking he had the same weapon he had shown him, but Gunnlaug smote him his deathblow then and there.

The king thanked him for this work, and he got much fame therefor, both in England and far and wide elsewhere.

In the spring, when ships sailed from land to land, Gunnlaug prayed King Ethelred for leave to sail somewhither; the king asks what he was about then. Gunnlaug said, “I would fulfil what I have given my word to do,” and sang this stave withal: — 

         “My ways must I be wending

         Three kings’ walls to see yet,

         And earls twain, as I promised

         Erewhile to land-sharers.

         Neither will I wend me

         Back, the worms’-bed lacking,

         By war-lord’s son, the wealth-free,

         For work done gift well given.”

“So be it, then, skald,” said the king, and withal he gave him a ring that weighed six ounces; “but,” said he, “thou shalt give me thy word to come back next autumn, for I will not let thee go altogether, because of thy great prowess.”






  








CHAPTER VIII. Of Gunnlaug in Ireland.
 

Thereafter Gunnlaug sailed from England with chapmen north to Dublin. In those days King Sigtrygg Silky-beard, son of King Olaf Kvaran and Queen Kormlada, ruled over Ireland; and he had then borne sway but a little while. Gunnlaug went before the king, and greeted him well and worthily. The king received him as was meet. Then Gunnlaug said, “I have made a song on thee, and I would fain have silence therefor.”

The king answered, “No men have before now come forward with songs for me, and surely will I hearken to thine.” Then Gunnlaug brought the song, whereof this is the burden, — 

         “Swaru’s steed

         Doth Sigtrygg feed.”

And this is therein also: — 

         “Praise-worth I can

         Well measure in man,

         And kings, one by one — 

         Lo here, Kvararis son!

         Gruageth the king

         Gift of gold ring?

         I, singer, know

         His wont to bestow.

         Let the high king say,

         Heard he or this day,

         Song drapu-measure

         Dearer a treasure?”

The king thanked him for the song, and called his treasurer to him, and said, “How shall the song be rewarded?”

“What hast thou will to give, lord?” says he.

“How will it be rewarded if I give him two ships for it?” said the king.

Then said the treasurer, “This is too much, lord; other kings give in regard of songs good keepsakes, fair swords, or golden rings.”

So the king gave him his own raiment of new scarlet, a gold-embroidered kirtle, and a cloak lined with choice furs, and a gold ring which weighed a mark. Gunnlaug thanked him well.

He dwelt a short time here, and then went thence to the Orkneys.

Then was lord in Orkney, Earl Sigurd, the son of Hlodver; he was friendly to Icelanders. Now Gunnlaug greeted the earl well, and said he had a song to bring him. The earl said he would listen thereto, since he was of such great kin in Iceland.

Then Gunnlaug brought the song; it was a shorter lay, and well done. The earl gave him for lay-reward a broad axe, all inlaid with silver, and bade him abide with him.

Gunnlaug thanked him both for his gift and his offer, but said he was bound east for Sweden; and thereafter he went on board ship with chapmen who sailed to Norway.

In the autumn they came east to King’s Cliff, Thorkel, his kinsman, being with him all the time. From King’s Cliff they got a guide up to West Gothland, and came upon a cheaping-stead, called Skarir: there ruled an earl called Sigurd, a man stricken in years. Gunnlaug went before him, and told him he had made a song on him; the earl gave a willing ear hereto, and Gunnlaug brought the song, which was a shorter lay.

The earl thanked him, and rewarded the song well, and bade him abide there that winter.

Earl Sigurd had a great Yule-feast in the winter, and on Yule-eve came thither men sent from Earl Eric of Norway, twelve of them together, and brought gifts to Earl Sigurd. The earl made them good cheer, and bade them sit by Gunnlaug through the Yule-tide; and there was great mirth at drinks.

Now the Gothlanders said that no earl was greater or of more fame than Earl Sigurd; but the Norwegians thought that Earl Eric was by far the foremost of the two. Hereon would they bandy words, till they both took Gunnlaug to be umpire in the matter.

Then he sang this stave: — 

         “Tell ye, staves of spear-din,

         How on sleek-side sea-horse

         Oft this earl hath proven

         Over-toppling billows;

         But Eric, victory’s ash-tree,

         Oft hath seen in east-seas

         More of high blue billows

         Before the bows a-roaring.”

Both sides were content with his finding, but the Norwegians the best. But after Yule-tide those messengers left with gifts of goodly things, which Earl Sigurd sent to Earl Eric.

Now they told Earl Eric of Gunnlaug’s finding: the earl thought that he had shown upright dealing and friendship to him herein, and let out some words, saying that Gunnlaug should have good peace throughout his land. What the earl had said came thereafter to the ears of Gunnlaug.

But now Earl Sigurd gave Gunnlaug a guide east to Tenthland, in Sweden, as he had asked.






  








CHAPTER IX. Of the Quarrel between Gunnlaug and Raven before the Swedish King.
 

In those days King Olaf the Swede, son of King Eric the Victorious, and Sigrid the High-counselled, daughter of Skogul Tosti, ruled over Sweden. He was a mighty king and renowned, and full fain of fame.

Gunnlaug came to Upsala towards the time of the Thing of the Swedes in spring-tide; and when he got to see the king, he greeted him. The king took his greeting well, and asked who he was. He said he was an Iceland-man.

Then the king called out: “Raven,” says he, “what man is he in Iceland?”

Then one stood up from the lower bench, a big man and a stalwart, and stepped up before the king, and spake: “Lord,” says he, “he is of good kin, and himself the most stalwart of men.”

“Let him go, then, and sit beside thee,” said the king.

Then Gunnlaug said, “I have a song to set forth before thee, king, and I would fain have peace while thou hearkenest thereto.”

“Go ye first, and sit ye down,” says the king, “for there is no leisure now to sit listening to songs.”

So they did as he bade them.

Now Gunnlaug and Raven fell a-talking together, and each told each of his travels. Raven said that he had gone the summer before from Iceland to Norway, and had come east to Sweden in the forepart of winter. They soon got friendly together.

But one day, when the Thing was over, they were both before the king, Gunnlaug and Raven.

Then spake Gunnlaug, “Now, lord, I would that thou shouldst hear the song.”

“That I may do now,” said the king.

“My song too will I set forth now,” says Raven.

“Thou mayst do so,” said the king.

Then Gunnlaug said, “I will set forth mine first if thou wilt have it so, king.”

“Nay,” said Raven, “it behoveth me to be first, lord, for I myself came first to thee.”

“Whereto came our fathers forth, so that my father was the little boat towed behind? Whereto, but nowhere?” says Gunnlaug. “And in likewise shall it be with us.”

Raven answered, “Let us be courteous enough not to make this a matter of bandying of words. Let the king rule here.”

The king said, “Let Gunnlaug set forth his song first, for he will not be at peace till he has his will.”

Then Gunnlaug set forth the song which he had made to King Olaf, and when it was at an end the king spake. “Raven,” says he, “how is the song done?”

“Right well,” he answered; “it is a song full of big words and little beauty; a somewhat rugged song, as is Gunnlaug’s own mood.”

“Well, Raven, thy song,” said the king.

Raven gave it forth, and when it was done the king said, “How is this song made, Gunnlaug?”

“Well it is, lord,” he said; “this is a pretty song, as is Raven himself to behold, and delicate of countenance. But why didst thou make a short song on the king, Raven? Didst thou perchance deem him unworthy of a long one?”

Raven answered, “Let us not talk longer on this; matters will be taken up again, though it be later.”

And thereat, they parted.

Soon after Raven became a man of King Olaf’s, and asked him leave to go away. This the king granted him. And when Raven was ready to go, he spake to Gunnlaug, and said, “Now shall our friendship be ended, for that thou must needs shame me here before great men; but in time to come I shall cast on thee no less shame than thou hadst will to cast on me here.”

Gunnlaug answers: “Thy threats grieve me nought. Nowhere are we likely to come where I shall be thought less worthy than thou.”

King Olaf gave to Raven good gifts at parting, and thereafter.






  








CHAPTER X. How Raven came home to Iceland, and asked for Helga to Wife.
 

Now this spring Raven came from the east to Thrandheim, and fitted out his ship, and sailed in the summer to Iceland. He brought his ship to Leiruvag, below the Heath, and his friends and kinsmen were right fain of him. That winter he was at home with his father, but the summer after he met at the Althing his kinsman, Skapti the law-man.

Then said Raven to him, “Thine aid would I have to go a-wooing to Thorstein Egilson, to bid Helga his daughter.”

Skapti answered, “But is she not already vowed to Gunnlaug Worm-tongue?”

Said Raven, “Is not the appointed time of waiting between them passed by? And far too wanton is he withal, that he should hold or heed it aught.”

“Let us then do as thou wouldst,” said Skapti.

Thereafter they went with many men to the booth of Thorstein Egilson, and he greeted them well.

Then Skapti spoke: “Raven, my kinsman, is minded to woo thy daughter Helga. Thou knowest well his blood, his wealth, and his good manners, his many mighty kinsmen and friends.”

Thorstein said, “She is already the vowed maiden of Gunnlaug, and with him shall I hold all words spoken.”

Skapti said, “Are not the three winters worn now that were named between you?”

“Yes,” said Thorstein; “but the summer is not yet worn, and he may still come out this summer.”

Then Skapti said, “But if he cometh not this summer, what hope may we have of the matter then?”

Thorstein answered, “We are like to come here next summer, and then may we see what may wisely be done, but it will not do to speak hereof longer as at this time.”

Thereon they parted. And men rode home from the Althing. But this talk of Raven’s wooing of Helga was nought hidden.

That summer Gunnlaug came not out.

The next summer, at the Althing, Skapti and his folk pushed the wooing eagerly, and said that Thorstein was free as to all matters with Gunnlaug.

Thorstein answered, “I have few daughters to see to, and fain am I that they should not be the cause of strife to any man. Now I will first see Illugi the Black.” And so he did. .

And when they met, he said to Illugi, “Dost thou not think that I am free from all troth with thy son Gunnlaug?”

Illugi said, “Surely, if thou wiliest it. Little can I say herein, as I do not know clearly what Gunnlaug is about.”

Then Thorstein went to Skapti, and a bargain was struck that the wedding should be at Burg, about winter-nights, if Gunnlaug did not come out that summer; but that Thorstein should be free from all troth with Raven if Gunnlaug should come and fetch his bride.

After this men ride home from the Thing, and Gunnlaug’s coming was long drawn out. But Helga thought evilly of all these redes.






  








CHAPTER XI. Of how Gunnlaug must needs abide away from Iceland.
 

Now it is to be told of Gunnlaug that he went from Sweden the same summer that Raven went to Iceland, and good gifts he had from King Olaf at parting.

King Ethelred welcomed Gunnlaug worthily, and that winter he was with the king, and was held in great honour.

In those days Knut the Great, son of Svein, ruled Denmark, and had new-taken his father’s heritage, and he vowed ever to wage war on England, for that his father had won a great realm there before he died west in that same land.

And at that time there was a great army of Danish men west there, whose chief was Heming, the son of Earl Strut-Harald, and brother to Earl Sigvaldi, and he held for King Knut that land that Svein had won.

Now in the spring Gunnlaug asked the king for leave to go away, but he said, “It ill beseems that thou, my man, shouldst go away now, when all bodes such mighty war in the land.”

Gunnlaug said, “Thou shalt rule, lord; but give me leave next summer to depart, if the Danes come not.”

The king answered, “Then we shall see.”

Now this summer went by, and the next winter, but no Danes came; and after midsummer Gunnlaug got his leave to depart from the king, and went thence east to Norway, and found Earl Eric in Thrandheim, at Hladir, and the earl greeted him well, and bade him abide with him. Gunnlaug thanked him for his offer, but said he would first go out to Iceland, to look to his promised maiden.

The earl said, “Now all ships bound for Iceland have sailed.”

Then said one of the court, “Here lay, yesterday, Hallfred Troublous-Skald, out tinder Agdaness.”

The earl answered, “That may well be; he sailed hence five nights ago.”

Then Earl Eric had Gunnlaug rowed put to Hallfred, who greeted him with joy; and forthwith a fair wind bore them from land, and they were right merry.

This was late in the summer: but now Hallfred said to Gunnlaug, “Hast thou heard of how Raven, the son of Onund, is wooing Helga the Fair?”

Gunnlaug said he had heard thereof but dimly. Hallfred tells him all he knew of it, and therewith, too, that it was the talk of many men that Raven was in nowise less brave a man than Gunnlaug. Then Gunnlaug sang this stave: — 

         “Light the weather wafteth;

         But if this east wind drifted

         Week-long, wild upon us

         Little were I recking;

         More this word I mind of

         Me with Raven mated,

         Than gain for me the gold-foe

         Of days to make me grey-haired.”

Then Hallfred said, “Well, fellow, may’st thou fare better in thy strife with Raven than I did in mine. I brought my ship some winters ago into Leiruvag, and had to pay a half-mark in silver to a house-carle of Raven’s, but I held it back from him. So Raven rode at us with sixty men, and cut the moorings of the ship, and she was driven up on the shallows, and we were bound for a wreck. Then I had to give selfdoom to Raven, and a whole mark I had to pay; and that is the tale of my dealings with him.”

Then they two talked together alone of Helga the Fair, and Gunnlaug praised her much for her goodliness; and Gunnlaug sang: — 

         “He who brand of battle

         Beareth over-wary,

         Never love shall let him

         Hold the linen-folded;

         For we when we were younger

         In many a way were playing

         On the outward nesses

         From golden land outstanding.”

“Well sung!” said Hallfred.






  








CHAPTER XII. Of Gunnlaug’s landing, and how he found Helga wedded to Raven.
 

They made land north by Fox-Plain, in Hraunhaven, half a month before winter, and there unshipped their goods. Now there was a man called Thord, a bonder’s son of the Plain, there. He fell to wrestling with the chapmen, and they mostly got worsted at his hands.

Then a wrestling was settled between him and Gunnlaug. The night before Thord made vows to Thor for the victory; but the next day, when they met, they fell-to wrestling. Then Gunnlaug tripped both feet from under Thord, and gave him a. great fall; but the foot that Gunnlaug stood on was put out of joint, and Gunnlaug fell together with Thord.

Then said Thord, “Maybe that other things go no better for thee.”

“What then?” says Gunnlaug.

“Thy dealings with Raven, if he wed Helga the Fair at winter-nights. I was anigh at the Thing when that was settled last summer.”

Gunnlaug answered naught thereto.

Now the foot was swathed, and put into joint again, and it swelled mightily; but he and Hallfred ride twelve in company till they come to Gilsbank, in Burg-firth, the very Saturday night when folk sat at the wedding at Burg. Illugi was fain of his son Gunnlaug and his fellows; but Gunnlaug said he would ride then and there down to Burg. Illugi said it was not wise to do so, and to all but Gunnlaug that seemed good. But Gunnlaug was then unfit to walk, because of his foot, though he would not let that be seen. Therefore there was no faring to Burg.

On the morrow Hallfred rode to Hreda-water, in North-water dale, where Galti, his brother and a brisk man, managed their matters.






  








CHAPTER XIII. Of the Winter-Wedding at Skaney, and how Gunnlaug gave the Kings Cloak to Helga.
 

Tells the tale of Raven, that he sat at his weddings-feast at Burg, and it was the talk of most men that the bride was but drooping; for true is the saw that saith, “Long we remember what youth gained us,” and even so it was with her now.

But this new thing befell at the feast, that Hungerd, the daughter of Thorod and Jofrid, was wooed by a man named Sverting, the son of Hafr-Biorn, the son of Mold-Gnup, and the wedding was to come off that winter after Yule, at Skaney, where dwelt Thorkel, a kinsman of Hungerd, and son of Torn Valbrandsson; and the mother of Torn was Thorodda, the sister of Odd of the Tongue.

Now Raven went home to Mossfell with Helga his wife. When they had been there a little while, one morning early before they rose up, Helga was awake, but Raven slept, and fared ill in his sleep. And when he woke Helga asked him what he had dreamt. Then Raven sang: — 

         “In thine arms, so dreamed I,

         Hewn was I, gold island!

         Bride, in blood I bled there,

         Bed of thine was reddened.

         Never more then mightst thou,

         Mead-bowl’spourer speedy,

         Bind my gashes bloody — 

         Lind-leek-bough thou likst it.”

Helga spake: “Never shall I weep therefor,” quoth she; “ye have evilly beguiled me, and Gunnlaug has surely come out.” And therewith she wept much.

But, a little after, Gunnlaug’s coming was bruited about, and Helga became so hard with Raven, that he could not keep her at home at Mossfell; so that back they had to go to Burg, and Raven got small share of her company.

Now men get ready for the winter-wedding. Thorkel of Skaney bade Illugi the Black and his sons. But when master Illugi got ready, Gunnlaug sat in the hall, and stirred not to go. Illugi went up to him and said, “Why dost thou not get ready, kinsman?”

Gunnlaug answered, “I have no mind to go.”

Says Illugi, “Nay, but certes thou shalt go, kinsman,” says he; “and cast thou not grief over thee by yearning for one woman. Make as if thou knewest nought of it, for women thou wilt never lack.”

Now Gunnlaug did as his father bade him; so they came to the wedding, and Illugi and his sons were set down in the high seat; but Thorstein Egilson, and Raven his son-in-law, and the bridegroom’s following, were set in the other high seat, over against Illugi.

The women sat on the dais, and Helga the Fair sat next to the bride. Oft she turned her eyes on Gunnlaug, thereby proving the saw, “Eyes will bewray if maid love man.”

Gunnlaug was well arrayed, and had on him that goodly raiment that King Sigtrygg had given him; and now he was thought far above all other men, because of many things, both strength, and goodliness, and growth.

There was little mirth among folk at this wedding. But on the day when all men were making ready to go away the women stood up and got ready to go home. Then went Gunnlaug to talk to Helga, and long they talked together: but Gunnlaug sang: — 

         “Light-heart lived the Worm-tongue

         All day long no longer

         In mountain-home, since Helga

         Had name of wife of Raven;

         Nought foresaw thy father,

         Hardener white of fight-thaw,

         What my words should come to.

       — The maid to gold was wedded.”

And again he sang: — 

         “Worst reward I owe them,

         Father thine, O wine-may,

         And mother, that they made thee

         So fair beneath thy maid-gear;

         For thou, sweet field of sea-flame,

         All joy hast slain within me. — 

         Lo, here, take it, loveliest

         E’er made of lord and lady!”

And therewith Gunnlaug gave Helga the cloak, Ethelred’s-gift, which was the fairest of things, and she thanked him well for the gift.

Then Gunnlaug went out, and by that time riding-horses had been brought home and saddled, and among them were many very good ones; and they were all tied up in the road. Gunnlaug leaps on to a horse, and rides a hand-gallop along the homefield up to a place where Raven happened to stand just before him; and Raven had to draw out of his way. Then Gunnlaug said, — 

“No need to slink aback, Raven, for I threaten thee nought as at this time; but thou knowest forsooth, what thou hast earned.”.

Raven answered and sang, — 

         “God of wound-flamed glitter,

         Glorier of fight-goddess,

         Must we fall a-fighting

         For fairest kirtle-bearer?

         Death-staffs many such-like

         Fair as she is are there

         In south-lands o’er the sea floods.

         Sooth saith he who knoweth.”

“Maybe there are many such, but they do not seem so to me,” said Gunnlaug.

Therewith Illugi and Thorstein ran up to them, and would not have them fight.

Then Gunnlaug sang, — 

         “The fair-hued golden goddess

         For gold to Raven sold they,

         (Raven my match as men say)

         While the mighty isle-king,

         Ethelred, in England

         From eastward way delayed me,

         Wherefore to gold-waster

         Waneth tongue’s speech-hunger.”

Hereafter both rode home, and all was quiet and tidingless that winter through; but Raven had nought of Helga’s fellowship after her meeting with Gunnlaug.






  








CHAPTER XIV. Of the Holmgang at the Althing.
 

Now in summer men ride a very many to the Althing: Illugi the Black and his sons with him, Gunnlaug and Hermund; Thorstein Egilson and Kolsvein his son; Onund, of Mossfell, and his sons all, and Sverting, Hafr-Biorn’s son. Skapti yet held the spokesmanship-at-law.

One day at the Thing, as men went thronging to the Hill of Laws, and when the matters of the law were done there, then Gunnlaug craved silence, and said: — 

“Is Raven, the son of Onund, here?”

He said he was.

Then spake Gunnlaug, “Thou well knowest that thou hast got to wife my avowed bride, and thus hast thou made thyself my foe. Now for this I bid thee to holm here at the Thing, in the holm of the Axe-water, when three nights are gone by.”

Raven answers, “This is well bidden, as was to be looked for of thee, and for this I am ready, whenever thou wiliest it.”

Now the kin of each deemed this a very ill thing. But, at that time it was lawful for him who thought himself wronged by another to call him to fight on the holm.

So when three nights had gone by they got ready for the holmgang, and Illugi the Black followed his son thither with a great following. But Skapti, the lawman, followed Raven, and his father and other kinsmen of his.

Now before Gunnlaug went upon the holm he sang, — 

         “Out to isle ofeel-field

         Dight am I to hie me:

         Give, O God, thy singer

         With glaive to end the striving.

         Here shall I the head cleave

         Of Helga’s love’s devourer,

         At last my bright sword bringeth

         Sundering of head and body.”

Then Raven answered and sang, — 

         “Thou, singer, knowest not surely

         Which of us twain shall gain it;

         With edge for leg-swathe eager,

         Here are the wound-scythes bare now.

         In whatso-wise we wound us,

         The tidings from the Thing here,

         And fame of thanes’ fair doings,

         The fair young maid shall hear it.”

Hermund held shield for his brother, Gunnlaug; but Sverting, Hafr-Biorn’s son, was Raven’s shield-bearer. Whoso should be wounded was to ransom himself from the holm with three marks of silver.

Now, Raven’s part it was to deal the first blow, as he was the challenged man. He hewed at the upper part of Gunnlaug’s shield, and the sword brake asunder just beneath the hilt, with so great might he smote; but the point of the sword flew up from the shield and struck Gunnlaug’s cheek, whereby he got just grazed; with that their fathers ran in between them, and many other men.

“Now,” said Gunnlaug, “I call Raven overcome, as he is weaponless.”

“But I say that thou art vanquished, since thou art wounded,” said Raven.

Now, Gunnlaug was nigh mad, and very wrathful, and said it was not tried out yet.

Illugi, his father, said they should try no more for that time.

Gunnlaug said, “Beyond all things I desire that I might in such wise meet Raven again, that thou, father, wert not anigh to part us.”

And thereat they parted for that time, and all men went back to their booths.

But on the second day after this it was made law in the law-court that, henceforth, all holmgangs should be forbidden; and this was done by the counsel of all the wisest men that were at the Thing; and there, indeed, were all the men of most counsel in all the land. And this was the last holmgang fought in Iceland, this, wherein Gunnlaug and Raven fought.

But this Thing was the third most thronged Thing that has been held in Iceland; the first was after Njal’s burning, the second after the Heath-slaughters.

Now, one morning, as the brothers Hermund and Gunnlaug went to Axe-water to wash, on the other side went many women towards the river, and in that company was Helga the Fair. Then said Hermund, — 

“Dost thou see thy friend Helga there on the other side of the river?”

“Surely, I see her,” says Gunnlaug, and withal he sang: — 

         “Born was she for men’s bickering:

         Sore bale hath wrought the war-stemy

         And I yearned ever madly

         To hold that oak-tree golden.

         To me then, me destroyer

         Of swan-mead’s flame, unneedful

         This looking on the dark-eyed,

         This golden land’s beholding.”

Therewith they crossed the river, and Helga and Gunnlaug spake awhile together, and as the brothers crossed the river eastward back again, Helga stood and gazed long after Gunnlaug.

Then Gunnlaug looked back and sang: — 

         “Moon of linen-lapped one,

         Leek-sea-bearing goddess,

         Hawk-keen out of heaven

         Shone all bright upon me;

         But that eyelid’s moonbeam

         Of gold-necklaced goddess

         Her hath all undoing

         Wrought, and me made nought of.”






  








CHAPTER XV. How Gunnlaug and Raven agreed to go East to Norway, to try the matter again.
 

Now after these things were gone by men rode home from the Thing, and Gunnlaug dwelt at home at Gilsbank.

On a morning when he awoke all men had risen up, but he alone still lay abed; he lay in a shut-bed behind the seats. Now into the hall came twelve men, all full armed, and who should be there but Raven, Onund’s son; Gunnlaug sprang up forthwith, and got to his weapons.

But Raven spake, “Thou art in risk of no hurt this time,” quoth he, “but my errand hither is what thou shalt now hear: Thou didst call me to a holmgang last summer at the Althing, and thou didst not deem matters to be fairly tried therein; now I will offer thee this, that we both fare away from Iceland, and go abroad next summer, and go on holm in Norway, for there our kinsmen are not like to stand in our way.”

Gunnlaug answered, “Hail to thy words, stoutest of men! this thine offer I take gladly; and here, Raven, mayest thou have cheer as good as thou mayest desire.”

“It is well offered,” said Raven, “but this time we shall first have to ride away.” Thereon they parted.

Now the kinsmen of both sore misliked them of this, but could in no wise undo it, because of the wrath of Gunnlaug and Raven; and, after all, that must betide that drew towards.

Now it is to be said of Raven that he fitted out his ship in Leiruvag; two men are named that went with him, sisters’ sons of his father Onund, one hight Grim, the other Olaf, doughty men both. All the kinsmen of Raven thought it great scathe when he went away, but he said he had challenged Gunnlaug to the holmgang because he could have no joy soever of Helga; and he said, withal, that one must fall before the other.

So Raven put to sea, when he had wind at will, and brought his ship to Thrandheim, and was there that winter and heard nought of Gunnlaug that winter through; there lie abode him the summer following: and still another winter was he in Thrandheim, at a place called Lifangr.

Gunnlaug Worm-tongue took ship with Hallfred Troublous-Skald, in the north at The Plain; they were very late ready for sea.

They sailed into the main when they had a fair wind, and made Orkney a little before the winter. Earl Sigurd Lodverson was still lord over the isles, and Gunnlaug went to him and abode there that winter, and the earl held him of much account.

In the spring the earl would go on warfare, and Gunnlaug made ready to go with him; and that summer they harried wide about the South-isles and Scotland’s firths, and had many fights, and Gunnlaug always showed himself the bravest and doughtiest of fellows, and the hardiest of men wherever they came.

Earl Sigurd went back home early in the summer, but Gunnlaug took ship with chapmen, sailing for Norway, and he and Earl Sigurd parted in great friendship.

Gunnlaug fared north to Thrandheim, to Hladir, to see Earl Eric, and dwelt there through the early winter; the earl welcomed him gladly, and made offer to Gunnlaug to stay with him, and Gunnlaug agreed thereto.

The earl had heard already how all had befallen between Gunnlaug and Raven, and he told Gunnlaug that he laid ban on their fighting within his realm; Gunnlaug said the earl should be free to have his will herein.

So Gunnlaug abode there the winter through, ever heavy of mood.






  








CHAPTER XVI. How the two Foes met and fought at Dingness.
 

But on a day in spring Gunnlaug was walking abroad, and his kinsman Thorkel with him; they walked away from the town, till on the meads. before them they saw a ring of men, and in that ring were two men with weapons fencing; but one was named Raven, the other Gunnlaug, while they who stood by said that Icelanders smote light, and were slow to remember their words.

Gunnlaug saw the great mocking hereunder, and much jeering was brought into the play; and withal he went away silent.

So a little while after he said to the earl that he had no mind to bear any longer the jeers and mocks of his courtiers about his dealings with Raven, and therewith he prayed the earl to give him a guide to Lifangr: now before this the earl had been told that Raven had left Lifangr and gone east to Sweden; therefore, he granted Gunnlaug leave to go, and gave him two guides for the journey.

Now Gunnlaug went from Hladir with six men to Lifangr; and, on the morning of the very day whereas Gunnlaug came in in the evening, Raven had left Lifangr with four men. Thence Gunnlaug went to Vera-dale, and came always in the evening to where Raven had been the night before.

So Gunnlaug went on till he came to the uppermost farm in the valley, called Sula, wherefrom had Raven fared in the morning; there he stayed not his journey, but kept on his way through the night.

Then in the morning at sun-rise they saw one another. Raven had got to a place where were two waters, and between them flat meads, and they are called Gleipni’s meads: but into one water stretched a little ness called Dingness. There on the ness Raven and his fellows, five together, took their stand. With Raven were his kinsmen, Grim and Olaf.

Now when they met, Gunnlaug said, “It is well that we have found one another.”

Raven said that he had nought to quarrel with therein;

“But now,” says he, “thou mayest choose as thou wilt, either that we fight alone together, or that we fight all of us man to man.”

Gunnlaug said that either way seemed good to him.

Then spake Raven’s kinsmen, Grim and Olaf, and said that they would little like to stand by and look on the fight, and in like wise spake Thorkel the Black, the kinsman of Gunnlaug.

Then said Gunnlaug to the earl’s guides, “Ye shall sit by and aid neither side, and be here to tell of our meeting;” and so they did.

So they set on, and fought dauntlessly, all of them. Grim and Olaf went both against Gunnlaug alone, and so closed their dealings with him that Gunnlaug slew them both and got no wound. This proves Thord Kolbeinson in a song that he made on Gunnlaug the Wormtongue: — 

         “Grim and Olaf great-hearts

         In Gondul’s din, with thin sword

         First did Gunnlaug fell there

         Ere at Raven fared he;

         Bold, with blood be-drifted

         Bane of three the thane was;

         War-lord of the wave-horse

         Wrought for men folks’ slaughter.”

Meanwhile Raven and Thorkel the Black, Gunnlaug’s kinsman, fought until Thorkel fell before Raven and lost his life; and so at last all their fellowship fell. Then they two alone fought together with fierce onsets and mighty strokes, which they dealt each the other, falling on furiously without stop or stay.

Gunnlaug had the sword Ethelred’s-gift, and that was the best of weapons. At last Gunnlaug dealt a mighty blow at Raven, and cut his leg from under him; but none the more did Raven fall, but swung round up to a tree-stem, whereat he steadied the stump.

Then said Gunnlaug, “Now thou art no more meet for battle, nor will I fight with thee any longer, a maimed man.”

Raven answered: “So it is,” said he, “that my lot is now all the worser lot, but it were well with me yet, might I but drink somewhat.”

Gunnlaug said, “Bewray me not if I bring thee water in my helm.”

“I will not bewray thee,” said Raven. Then went Gunnlaug to a brook and fetched water in his helm, and brought it to Raven; but Raven stretched forth his left hand to take it, but with his right hand drave his sword into Gunnlaug’s head, and that was a mighty great wound.

Then Gunnlaug said, “Evilly hast thou beguiled me, and done traitorously wherein I trusted thee.”

Raven answers, “Thou sayest sooth, but this brought me to it, that I begrudged thee to lie in the bosom of Helga the Fair.”

Thereat they fought on, recking of nought; but the end of it was that Gunnlaug overcame Raven, and there Raven lost his life..

Then the earl’s guides came forward and bound the head-wound of Gunnlaug, and in meanwhile, he sat and sang: — 

         “O thou sword-storm stirrer,

         Raven, stem of battle

         Famous, fared against me

         Fiercely in the spear din.

         Many a flight of metal

         Was borne on me this morning,

         By the spear-walls’ builder,

         Ring-bearer, on hard Dingness.”

After that they buried the dead, and got Gunnlaug on to his horse thereafter, and brought him right down to Lifangr. There he lay three nights, and got all his rights of a priest, and died thereafter, and was buried at the church there.

All men thought it great scathe of both of these men, Gunnlaug and Raven, amid such deeds as they died.






  








CHAPTER XVII. The News of the Fight brought to Iceland.
 

Now this summer, before these tidings were brought out hither to Iceland, Illugi the Black, being at home at Gilsbank, dreamed a dream: he thought that Gunnlaug came to him in his sleep, all bloody, and he sang in the dream this stave before him; and Illugi remembered the song when he woke, and sang it before others: — 

         “Knew I of the hewing

         Of Raven’s hilt-finned steel-fish

         Byrny-shearing — sword-edge

         Sharp clave leg of Raven. — 

         Of warm wounds drank the eagle,

         When the war-rod slender,

         Cleaver of the corpses,

         Clave the head of Gunnlaug.”

This portent befel south at Mossfell, the self-same night, that Onund dreamed how Raven came to him, covered all over with blood, and sang: — 

         “Red is the sword, but I now

         Am undone by Sword-Odin.

         ‘Gainst shields beyond the sea-flood

         The ruin of shields was wielded.

         Methinks the blood-fowl blood-stained

         In blood o’er men’s heads stood there,

         The wound-erne yet wound-eager

         Trod over wounded bodies?”

Now the second summer after this, Illugi the Black spoke at the Althing from the Hill of Laws, and said: — 

“Wherewith wilt thou make atonement to me for my son, whom Raven, thy son, beguiled in his troth?”

Onund answers, “Be it far from me to atone for him, so sorely as their meeting hath wounded me. Yet will I not ask atonement of thee for my son.”

“Then shall my wrath come home to some of thy kin,” says Illugi. And withal after the Thing was Illugi at most times very sad.

Tells the tale how this autumn Illugi rode from Gilsbank with thirty men, and came to Mossfell early in the morning. Then Onund got into the church with his sons, and took sanctuary; but Illugi caught two of his kin, one called Biorn and the other Thorgrim, and had Biorn slain, but the feet smitten from Thorgrim. And thereafter Illugi rode home, and there was no righting of this for Onund.

Hermund, Illugi’s son, had little joy after the death of Gunnlaug his brother, and deemed he was none the more avenged even though this had been wrought.

Now there was a man called Raven, brother’s son to Onund of Mossfell; he was a great sea-farer, and had a ship that lay up in Ramfirth: and in the spring Hermund Illugison rode from home alone north over Holt-beacon Heath, even to Ramfirth, and out as far as Board-ere to the ship of the chapmen. The chapmen were then nearly ready for sea; Raven, the ship-master, was on shore, and many men with him; Hermund rode up to him, and thrust him through with his spear, and rode away forthwith: but all Raven’s men were bewildered at seeing Hermund.

No atonement came for this slaying, and therewith ended the dealings of Illugi the Black and Onund of Mossfell.






  








CHAPTER XVIII. The Death of Helga the Fair.
 

AS time went on, Thorstein Egilson married his daughter Helga to a man called Thorkel, son of Hallkel, who lived west in Hraundale. Helga went to his house with him, but loved him little, for she cannot cease to think of Gunnlaug, though he be dead. Yet was Thorkel a doughty man, and wealthy of goods, and a good skald.

They had children together not a few, one of them was called Thorarin, another Thorstein, and yet more they had.

But Helga’s chief joy was to pluck at the threads of that cloak, Gunnlaug’s gift, and she would be ever gazing at it.

But on a time there came a great sickness to the house of Thorkel and Helga, and many were bed-ridden for a long time. Helga also fell sick, and yet she could not keep abed.

So one Saturday evening Helga sat in the fire-hall, and leaned her head upon her husband’s knees, and had the cloak Gunnlaug’s gift sent for; and when the cloak came to her she sat up and plucked at it, and gazed thereon awhile, and then sank back upon her husband’s bosom, and was dead. Then Thorkel sang this: — 

        “Dead in mine arms she droopeth,

         My dear one, gold-rings bearer,

         For God hath changed the life-days

         Of this Lady of the linen.

         Weary pain hath pined her,

         But unto me, the seeker

         Of hoard of fishes highway,

         Abiding here is wearier.”

Helga was buried in the church there, but Thorkel dwelt yet at Hraundale: but a great matter seemed the death of Helga to all, as was to be looked for.

AND HERE ENDETH THE STORY.
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INTRODUCTION
 

It would seem fitting for a Northern folk, deriving the greater and better part of their speech, laws, and customs from a Northern root, that the North should be to them, if not a holy land, yet at least a place more to be regarded than any part of the world beside; that howsoever their knowledge widened of other men, the faith and deeds of their forefathers would never lack interest for them, but would always be kept in remembrance. One cause after another has, however, aided in turning attention to classic men and lands at the cost of our own history. Among battles, “every schoolboy” knows the story of Marathon or Salamis, while it would be hard indeed to find one who did more than recognise the name, if even that, of the great fights of Hafrsfirth or Sticklestead. The language and history of Greece and Rome, their laws and religions, have been always held part of the learning needful to an educated man, but no trouble has been taken to make him familiar with his own people or their tongue. Even that Englishman who knew Alfred, Bede, Caedmon, as well as he knew Plato, Caesar, Cicero, or Pericles, would be hard bestead were he asked about the great peoples from whom we sprang; the warring of Harold Fairhair or Saint Olaf; the Viking (1) kingdoms in these (the British) Western Isles; the settlement of Iceland, or even of Normandy. The knowledge of all these things would now be even smaller than it is among us were it not that there was one land left where the olden learning found refuge and was kept in being. In England, Germany, and the rest of Europe, what is left of the traditions of pagan times has been altered in a thousand ways by foreign influence, even as the peoples and their speech have been by the influx of foreign blood; but Iceland held to the old tongue that was once the universal speech of northern folk, and held also the great stores of tale and poem that are slowly becoming once more the common heritage of their descendants. The truth, care, and literary beauty of its records; the varied and strong life shown alike in tale and history; and the preservation of the old speech, character, and tradition — a people placed apart as the Icelanders have been — combine to make valuable what Iceland holds for us. Not before 1770, when Bishop Percy translated Mallet’s “Northern Antiquities”, was anything known here of Icelandic, or its literature. Only within the latter part of this century has it been studied, and in the brief book-list at the end of this volume may be seen the little that has been done as yet. It is, however, becoming ever clearer, and to an increasing number, how supremely important is Icelandic as a word-hoard to the English-speaking peoples, and that in its legend, song, and story there is a very mine of noble and pleasant beauty and high manhood. That which has been done, one may hope, is but the beginning of a great new birth, that shall give back to our language and literature all that heedlessness and ignorance bid fair for awhile to destroy.

The Scando-Gothic peoples who poured southward and westward over Europe, to shake empires and found kingdoms, to meet Greek and Roman in conflict, and levy tribute everywhere, had kept up their constantly-recruited waves of incursion, until they had raised a barrier of their own blood. It was their own kin, the sons of earlier invaders, who stayed the landward march of the Northmen in the time of Charlemagne. To the Southlands their road by land was henceforth closed. Then begins the day of the Vikings, who, for two hundred years and more, “held the world at ransom.” Under many and brave leaders they first of all came round the “Western Isles” (2) toward the end of the eighth century; soon after they invaded Normandy, and harried the coasts of France; gradually they lengthened their voyages until there was no shore of the then known world upon which they were unseen or unfelt. A glance at English history will show the large part of it they fill, and how they took tribute from the Anglo-Saxons, who, by the way, were far nearer kin to them than is usually thought. In Ireland, where the old civilisation was falling to pieces, they founded kingdoms at Limerick and Dublin among other places; (3) the last named, of which the first king, Olaf the White, was traditionally descended of Sigurd the Volsung, (4) endured even to the English invasion, when it was taken by men of the same Viking blood a little altered. What effect they produced upon the natives may be seen from the description given by the unknown historian of the “Wars of the Gaedhil with the Gaill”: “In a word, although there were an hundred hard-steeled iron heads on one neck, and an hundred sharp, ready, cool, never-rusting brazen tongues in each head, and an hundred garrulous, loud, unceasing voices from each tongue, they could not recount, or narrate, or enumerate, or tell what all the Gaedhil suffered in common — both men and women, laity and clergy, old and young, noble and ignoble — of hardship, and of injury, and of oppression, in every house, from these valiant, wrathful, purely pagan people. Even though great were this cruelty, oppression, and tyranny, though numerous were the oft-victorious clans of the many-familied Erinn; though numerous their kings, and their royal chiefs, and their princes; though numerous their heroes and champions, and their brave soldiers, their chiefs of valour and renown and deeds of arms; yet not one of them was able to give relief, alleviation, or deliverance from that oppression and tyranny, from the numbers and multitudes, and the cruelty and the wrath of the brutal, ferocious, furious, untamed, implacable hordes by whom that oppression was inflicted, because of the excellence of their polished, ample, treble, heavy, trusty, glittering corslets; and their hard, strong, valiant swords; and their well-riveted long spears, and their ready, brilliant arms of valour besides; and because of the greatness of their achievements and of their deeds, their bravery, and their valour, their strength, and their venom, and their ferocity, and because of the excess of their thirst and their hunger for the brave, fruitful, nobly-inhabited, full of cataracts, rivers, bays, pure, smooth-plained, sweet grassy land of Erinn” — (p-53). Some part of this, however, must be abated, because the chronicler is exalting the terror-striking enemy that he may still further exalt his own people, the Dal Cais, who did so much under Brian Boroimhe to check the inroads of the Northmen. When a book does (5) appear, which has been announced these ten years past, we shall have more material for the reconstruction of the life of those times than is now anywhere accessible. Viking earldoms also were the Orkneys, Faroes, and Shetlands. So late as 1171, in the reign of Henry II., the year after Beckett’s murder, Earl Sweyn Asleifsson of Orkney, who had long been the terror of the western seas, “fared a sea-roving” and scoured the western coast of England, Man, and the east of Ireland, but was killed in an attack on his kinsmen of Dublin. He had used to go upon a regular plan that may be taken as typical of the homely manner of most of his like in their cruising: “Sweyn had in the spring hard work, and made them lay down very much seed, and looked much after it himself. But when that toil was ended, he fared away every spring on a viking-voyage, and harried about among the southern isles and Ireland, and came home after midsummer. That he called spring-viking. Then he was at home until the corn-fields were reaped down, and the grain seen to and stored. Then he fared away on a viking-voyage, and then he did not come home till the winter was one month off, and that he called his autumn-viking.” (6)

Toward the end of the ninth century Harold Fairhair, either spurred by the example of Charlemagne, or really prompted, as Snorri Sturluson tells us, resolved to bring all Norway under him. As Snorri has it in “Heimskringla”: “King Harold sent his men to a girl hight Gyda.... The king wanted her for his leman; for she was wondrous beautiful but of high mood withal. Now when the messengers came there and gave their message to her, she made answer that she would not throw herself away even to take a king for her husband, who swayed no greater kingdom than a few districts; ‘And methinks,’ said she, ‘it is a marvel that no king here in Norway will put all the land under him, after the fashion that Gorm the Old did in Denmark, or Eric at Upsala.’ The messengers deemed this a dreadfully proud-spoken answer, and asked her what she thought would come of such an one, for Harold was so mighty a man that his asking was good enough for her. But although she had replied to their saying otherwise than they would, they saw no likelihood, for this while, of bearing her along with them against her will, so they made ready to fare back again. When they were ready and the folk followed them out, Gyda said to the messengers— ‘Now tell to King Harold these my words: — I will only agree to be his lawful wife upon the condition that he shall first, for sake of me, put under him the whole of Norway, so that he may bear sway over that kingdom as freely and fully as King Eric over the realm of Sweden, or King Gorm over Denmark; for only then, methinks, can he be called king of a people.’ Now his men came back to King Harold, bringing him the words of the girl, and saying she was so bold and heedless that she well deserved the king should send a greater troop of people for her, and put her to some disgrace. Then answered the king. ‘This maid has not spoken or done so much amiss that she should be punished, but the rather should she be thanked for her words. She has reminded me,’ said he, ‘of somewhat that it seems wonderful I did not think of before. And now,’ added he, ‘I make the solemn vow, and take who made me and rules over all things, to witness that never shall I clip or comb my hair until I have subdued all Norway with scatt, and duties, and lordships; or, if not, have died in the seeking.’ Guttorm gave great thanks to the king for his oath, saying it was “royal work fulfilling royal rede.” The new and strange government that Harold tried to enforce — nothing less than the feudal system in a rough guise — which made those who had hitherto been their own men save at special times, the king’s men at all times, and laid freemen under tax, was withstood as long as might be by the sturdy Norsemen. It was only by dint of hard fighting that he slowly won his way, until at Hafrsfirth he finally crushed all effective opposition. But the discontented, “and they were a great multitude,” fled oversea to the outlands, Iceland, the Faroes, the Orkneys, and Ireland. The whole coast of Europe, even to Greece and the shores of the Black Sea, the northern shores of Africa, and the western part of Asia, felt the effects also. Rolf Pad-th’-hoof, son of Harold’s dear friend Rognvald, made an outlaw for a cattle-raid within the bounds of the kingdom, betook himself to France, and, with his men, founded a new people and a dynasty.

Iceland had been known for a good many years, but its only dwellers had been Irish Culdees, who sought that lonely land to pray in peace. Now, however, both from Norway and the Western Isles settlers began to come in. Aud, widow of Olaf the White, King of Dublin, came, bringing with her many of mixed blood, for the Gaedhil (pronounced “Gael”, Irish) and the Gaill (pronounced “Gaul”, strangers) not only fought furiously, but made friends firmly, and often intermarried. Indeed, the Westmen were among the first arrivals, and took the best parts of the island — on its western shore, appropriately enough. After a time the Vikings who had settled in the Isles so worried Harold and his kingdom, upon which they swooped every other while, that he drew together a mighty force, and fell upon them wheresoever he could find them, and followed them up with fire and sword; and this he did twice, so that in those lands none could abide but folk who were content to be his men, however lightly they might hold their allegiance. Hence it was to Iceland that all turned who held to the old ways, and for over sixty years from the first comer there was a stream of hardy men pouring in, with their families and their belongings, simple yeomen, great and warwise chieftains, rich landowners, who had left their land “for the overbearing of King Harold,” as the “Landnamabok” (7) has it. “There also we shall escape the troubling of kings and scoundrels”, says the “Vatsdaelasaga”. So much of the best blood left Norway that the king tried to stay the leak by fines and punishments, but in vain.

As his ship neared the shore, the new-coming chief would leave it to the gods as to where he settled. The hallowed pillars of the high seat, which were carried away from his old abode, were thrown overboard, with certain rites, and were let drive with wind and wave until they came ashore. The piece of land which lay next the beach they were flung upon was then viewed from the nearest hill-summit, and place of the homestead picked out. Then the land was hallowed by being encircled with fire, parcelled among the band, and marked out with boundary-signs; the houses were built, the “town” or home-field walled in, a temple put up, and the settlement soon assumed shape. In 1100 there were 4500 franklins, making a population of about 50,000, fully three-fourths of whom had a strong infusion of Celtic blood in them. The mode of life was, and is, rather pastoral than aught else. In the 39,200 square miles of the island’s area there are now about 250 acres of cultivated land, and although there has been much more in times past, the Icelanders have always been forced to reckon upon flocks and herds as their chief resources, grain of all kinds, even rye, only growing in a few favoured places, and very rarely there; the hay, self-sown, being the only certain harvest. On the coast fishing and fowling were of help, but nine-tenths of the folk lived by their sheep and cattle. Potatoes, carrots, turnips, and several kinds of cabbage have, however, been lately grown with success. They produced their own food and clothing, and could export enough wool, cloth, horn, dried fish, etc., as enabled them to obtain wood for building, iron for tools, honey, wine, grain, etc, to the extent of their simple needs. Life and work was lotted by the seasons and their changes; outdoor work — fishing, herding, hay-making, and fuel-getting — filling the long days of summer, while the long, dark winter was used in weaving and a hundred indoor crafts. The climate is not so bad as might be expected, seeing that the island touches the polar circle, the mean temperature at Reykjavik being 39 degrees.

The religion which the settlers took with them into Iceland — the ethnic religion of the Norsefolk, which fought its last great fight at Sticklestead, where Olaf Haraldsson lost his life and won the name of Saint — was, like all religions, a compound of myths, those which had survived from savage days, and those which expressed the various degrees of a growing knowledge of life and better understanding of nature. Some historians and commentators are still fond of the unscientific method of taking a later religion, in this case christianity, and writing down all apparently coincident parts of belief, as having been borrowed from the christian teachings by the Norsefolk, while all that remain they lump under some slighting head. Every folk has from the beginning of time sought to explain the wonders of nature, and has, after its own fashion, set forth the mysteries of life. The lowest savage, no less than his more advanced brother, has a philosophy of the universe by which he solves the world-problem to his own satisfaction, and seeks to reconcile his conduct with his conception of the nature of things. Now, it is not to be thought, save by “a priori” reasoners, that such a folk as the Northmen — a mighty folk, far advanced in the arts of life, imaginative, literary — should have had no further creed than the totemistic myths of their primitive state; a state they have wholly left ere they enter history. Judging from universal analogy, the religion of which record remains to us was just what might be looked for at the particular stage of advancement the Northmen had reached. Of course something may have been gained from contact with other peoples — from the Greeks during the long years in which the northern races pressed upon their frontier; from the Irish during the existence of the western viking-kingdoms; but what I particularly warn young students against is the constant effort of a certain order of minds to wrest facts into agreement with their pet theories of religion or what not. The whole tendency of the more modern investigation shows that the period of myth-transmission is long over ere history begins. The same confusion of different stages of myth-making is to be found in the Greek religion, and indeed in those of all peoples; similar conditions of mind produce similar practices, apart from all borrowing of ideas and manners; in Greece we find snake-dances, bear-dances, swimming with sacred pigs, leaping about in imitation of wolves, dog-feasts, and offering of dogs’ flesh to the gods — all of them practices dating from crude savagery, mingled with ideas of exalted and noble beauty, but none now, save a bigot, would think of accusing the Greeks of having stolen all their higher beliefs. Even were some part of the matter of their myths taken from others, yet the Norsemen have given their gods a noble, upright, great spirit, and placed them upon a high level that is all their own. (8) From the prose Edda the following all too brief statement of the salient points of Norse belief is made up:— “The first and eldest of gods is hight Allfather; he lives from all ages, and rules over all his realm, and sways all things great and small; he smithied heaven and earth, and the lift, and all that belongs to them; what is most, he made man, and gave him a soul that shall live and never perish; and all men that are right-minded shall live and be with himself in Vingolf; but wicked men fare to Hell, and thence into Niithell, that is beneath in the ninth world. Before the earth ‘’twas the morning of time, when yet naught was, nor sand nor sea was there, nor cooling streams. Earth was not found, nor Heaven above; a Yawning-gap there was, but grass nowhere.’ Many ages ere the earth was shapen was Niflheim made, but first was that land in the southern sphere hight Muspell, that burns and blazes, and may not be trodden by those who are outlandish and have no heritage there. Surtr sits on the border to guard the land; at the end of the world he will fare forth, and harry and overcome all the gods and burn the world with fire. Ere the races were yet mingled, or the folk of men grew, Yawning-gap, which looked towards the north parts, was filled with thick and heavy ice and rime, and everywhere within were fog and gusts; but the south side of Yawning-gap lightened by the sparks and gledes that flew out of Muspell-heim; as cold arose out of Niflheim and all things grim, so was that part that looked towards Muspell hot and bright; but Yawning-gap was as light as windless air, and when the blast of heat met the rime, so that it melted and dropped and quickened; from those life-drops there was shaped the likeness of a man, and he was named Ymir; he was bad, and all his kind; and so it is said, when he slept he fell into a sweat; then waxed under his left hand a man and a woman, and one of his feet got a son with the other, and thence cometh the Hrimthursar. The next thing when the rime dropped was that the cow hight Audhumla was made of it; but four milk-rivers ran out of her teats, and she fed Ymir; she licked rime-stones that were salt, and the first day there came at even, out of the stones, a man’s hair, the second day a man’s head, the third day all the man was there. He is named Turi; he was fair of face, great and mighty; he gat a son named Bor, who took to him Besla, daughter of Bolthorn, the giant, and they had three sons, Odin, Vili, and Ve. Bor’s sons slew Ymir the giant, but when he fell there ran so much blood out of his wounds that all the kin of the Hrimthursar were drowned, save Hvergelmir and his household, who got away in a boat. Then Bor’s sons took Ymir and bore him into the midst of Yawning-gap, and made of him the earth; of his blood seas and waters, of his flesh earth was made; they set the earth fast, and laid the sea round about it in a ring without; of his bones were made rocks; stones and pebbles of his teeth and jaws and the bones that were broken; they took his skull and made the lift thereof, and set it up over the earth with four sides, and under each corner they set dwarfs, and they took his brain and cast it aloft, and made clouds. They took the sparks and gledes that went loose, and had been cast out of Muspellheim, and set them in the lift to give light; they gave resting-places to all fires, and set some in the lift; some fared free under it, and they gave them a place and shaped their goings. A wondrous great smithying, and deftly done. The earth is fashioned round without, and there beyond, round about it lies the deep sea; and on that sea-strand the gods gave land for an abode to the giant kind, but within on the earth made they a burg round the world against restless giants, and for this burg reared they the brows of Ymir, and called the burg Midgard. The gods went along the sea-strand and found two stocks, and shaped out of them men; the first gave soul and life, the second wit and will to move, the third face, hearing, speech, and eyesight. They gave them clothing and names; the man Ask and the woman Embla; thence was mankind begotten, to whom an abode was given under Midgard. Then next Bor’s sons made them a burg in the midst of the world, that is called Asgard; there abode the gods and their kind, and wrought thence many tidings and feats, both on earth and in the Sky. Odin, who is hight Allfather, for that he is the father of all men and sat there in his high seat, seeing over the whole world and each man’s doings, and knew all things that he saw. His wife was called Frigg, and their offspring is the Asa-stock, who dwell in Asgard and the realms about it, and all that stock are known to be gods. The daughter and wife of Odin was Earth, and of her he got Thor, him followed strength and sturdiness, thereby quells he all things quick; the strongest of all gods and men, he has also three things of great price, the hammer Miolnir, the best of strength belts, and when he girds that about him waxes his god strength one-half, and his iron gloves that he may not miss for holding his hammer’s haft. Balidr is Odin’s second son, and of him it is good to say, he is fair and: bright in face, and hair, and body, and him all praise; he is wise and fair-spoken and mild, and that nature is in him none may withstand his doom. Tyr is daring and best of mood; there is a saw that he is tyrstrong who is before other men and never yields; he is also so wise that it is said he is tyrlearned who is wise. Bragi is famous for wisdom, and best in tongue-wit, and cunning speech, and song-craft. ‘And many other are there, good and great; and one, Loki, fair of face, ill in temper and fickle of mood, is called the backbiter of the Asa, and speaker of evil redes and shame of all gods and men; he has above all that craft called sleight, and cheats all in all things. Among the children of Loki are Fenris-wolf and Midgards-worm; the second lies about all the world in the deep sea, holding his tail in his teeth, though some say Thor has slain him; but Fenris-wolf is bound until the doom of the gods, when gods and men shall come to an end, and earth and heaven be burnt, when he shall slay Odin. After this the earth shoots up from the sea, and it is green and fair, and the fields bear unsown, and gods and men shall be alive again, and sit in fair halls, and talk of old tales and the tidings that happened aforetime. The head-seat, or holiest-stead, of the gods is at Yggdrasil’s ash, which is of all trees best and biggest; its boughs are spread over the whole world and stand above heaven; one root of the ash is in heaven, and under the root is the right holy spring; there hold the gods doom every day; the second root is with the Hrimthursar, where before was Yawning-gap; under that root is Mimir’s spring, where knowledge and wit lie hidden; thither came Allfather and begged a drink, but got it not before he left his eye in pledge; the third root is over Niflheim, and the worm Nidhogg gnaws the root beneath. A fair hall stands under the ash by the spring, and out of it come three maidens, Norns, named Has-been, Being, Will-be, who shape the lives of men; there are beside other Norns, who come to every man that is born to shape his life, and some of these are good and some evil. In the boughs of the ash sits an eagle, wise in much, and between his eyes sits the hawk Vedrfalnir; the squirrel Ratatoskr runs up and down along the ash, bearing words of hate betwixt the eagle and the worm. Those Norns who abide by the holy spring draw from it every day water, and take the clay that lies around the well, and sprinkle them up over the ash for that its boughs should not wither or rot. All those men that have fallen in the fight, and borne wounds and toil unto death, from the beginning of the world, are come to Odin in Valhall; a very great throng is there, and many more shall yet come; the flesh of the boar Soerfmnir is sodden for them every day, and he is whole again at even; and the mead they drink that flows from the teats of the she-goat Heidhrun. The meat Odin has on his board he gives to his two wolves, Geri and Freki, and he needs no meat, wine is to him both meat and drink; ravens twain sit on his shoulders, and say into his ear all tidings that they see and hear; they are called Huginn and Muninn (mind and memory); them sends he at dawn to fly over the whole world, and they come back at breakfast-tide, thereby becomes he wise in many tidings, and for this men call him Raven’s-god. Every day, when they have clothed them, the heroes put on their arms and go out into the yard and fight and fell each other; that is their play, and when it looks toward mealtime, then ride they home to Valhall and sit down to drink. For murderers and men forsworn is a great hall, and a bad, and the doors look northward; it is altogether wrought of adder-backs like a wattled house, but the worms’ heads turn into the house, and blow venom, so that rivers of venom run along the hall, and in those rivers must such men wade forever.” There was no priest-class; every chief was priest for his own folk, offered sacrifice, performed ceremonies, and so on.

In politics the homestead, with its franklin-owner, was the unit; the “thing”, or hundred-moot, the primal organisation, and the “godord”, or chieftainship, its tie. The chief who had led a band of kinsmen and followers to the new country, taken possession of land, and shared it among them, became their head-ruler and priest at home, speaker and president of their Thing, and their representative in any dealings with neighbouring chiefs and their clients. He was not a feudal lord, for any franklin could change his “godord” as he liked, and the right of “judgment by peers” was in full use. At first there was no higher organisation than the local thing. A central thing, and a speaker to speak a single “law” for the whole island, was instituted in 929, and afterwards the island was divided in four quarters, each with a court, under the Al-thing. Society was divided only into two classes of men, the free and unfree, though political power was in the hands of the franklins alone; “godi” and thrall ate the same food, spoke the same tongue, wore much the same clothes, and were nearly alike in life and habits. Among the free men there was equality in all but wealth and the social standing that cannot be separated therefrom. The thrall was a serf rather than a slave, and could own a house, etc., of his own. In a generation or so the freeman or landless retainer, if he got a homestead of his own, was the peer of the highest in the land. During the tenth century Greenland was colonised from Iceland, and by end of the same century christianity was introduced into Iceland, but made at first little difference in arrangements of society. In the thirteenth century disputes over the power and jurisdiction of the clergy led, with other matters, to civil war, ending in submission to Norway, and the breaking down of all native great houses. Although life under the commonwealth had been rough and irregular, it had been free and varied, breeding heroes and men of mark; but the “law and order” now brought in left all on a dead level of peasant proprietorship, without room for hope or opening for ambition. An alien governor ruled the island, which was divided under him into local counties, administered by sheriffs appointed by the king of Norway. The Al-thing was replaced by a royal court, the local work of the local things was taken by a subordinate of the sheriff, and things, quarter-courts, trial by jury, and all the rest, were swept away to make room for these “improvements”, which have lasted with few changes into this century. In 1380 the island passed under the rule of Denmark, and so continues. (9) During the fifteenth century the English trade was the only link between Iceland and the outer world; the Danish government weakened that link as much as it could, and sought to shut in and monopolise everything Icelandic; under the deadening effect of such rule it is no marvel that everything found a lower level, and many things went out of existence for lack of use. In the sixteenth century there is little to record but the Reformation, which did little good, if any, and the ravages of English, Gascon, and Algerine pirates who made havoc on the coast; (10) they appear toward the close of the century and disappear early in the seventeenth. In the eighteenth century small-pox, sheep disease, famine, and the terrible eruptions of 1765 and 1783, follow one another swiftly and with terrible effect. At the beginning of the present century Iceland, however, began to shake off the stupor her ill-hap had brought upon her, and as European attention had been drawn to her, she was listened to. Newspapers, periodicals, and a Useful Knowledge Society were started; then came free trade, and the “home-rule” struggle, which met with partial success in 1874, and is still being carried on. A colony, Gimli, in far-off Canada, has been formed of Icelandic emigrants, and large numbers have left their mother-land; but there are many co-operative societies organised now, which it is hoped will be able to so revive the old resources of the island as to make provision for the old population and ways of life. There is now again a representative central council, but very many of the old rights and powers have not been yet restored. The condition of society is peculiar absence of towns, social equality, no abject poverty or great wealth, rarity of crime, making it easy for the whole country to be administered as a co-operative commonwealth without the great and striking changes rendered necessary by more complicated systems.

Iceland has always borne a high name for learning and literature; on both sides of their descent people inherited special poetic power. Some of older Eddaic fragments attest the great reach and deep overpowering strength of imagination possessed by their Norse ancestors; and they themselves had been quickened by a new leaven. During the first generations of the “land-taking” a great school of poetry which had arisen among the Norsemen of the Western Isles was brought by them to Iceland. (11) The poems then produced are quite beyond parallel with those of any Teutonic language for centuries after their date, which lay between the beginning of the ninth and the end of the tenth centuries. Through the Greenland colony also came two, or perhaps more, great poems of this western school. This school grew out of the stress and storm of the viking life, with its wild adventure and varied commerce, and the close contact with an artistic and inventive folk, possessed of high culture and great learning. The infusion of Celtic blood, however slight it may have been, had also something to do with the swift intense feeling and rapidity of passion of the earlier Icelandic poets. They are hot-headed and hot-hearted, warm, impulsive, quick to quarrel or to love, faithful, brave; ready with sword or song to battle with all comers, or to seek adventure wheresoever it might be found. They leave Iceland young, and wander at their will to different courts of northern Europe, where they are always held in high honour. Gunnlaug Worm-tongue (12) in 1004 came to England, after being in Norway, as the saga says:— “Now sail Gunnlaug and his fellows into the English main, and come at autumntide south to London Bridge, where they hauled ashore their ship. Now, at that time King Ethelred, the son of Edgar, ruled over England, and was a good lord; the winter he sat in London. But in those days there was the same tongue in England as in Norway and Denmark; but the tongues changed when William the Bastard won England, for thenceforward French went current there, for he was of French kin. Gunnlaug went presently to the king, and greeted him well and worthily. The king asked him from what land he came, and Gunnlaug told him all as it was. ‘But,’ said he, ‘I have come to meet thee, lord, for that I have made a song on thee, and I would that it might please thee to hearken to that song.’ The king said it should be so, and Gunnlaug gave forth the song well and proudly, and this is the burden thereof — 

    “‘As God are all folk fearing

    The fire lord King of England,

    Kin of all kings and all folk,

    To Ethelred the head bow.’

The king thanked him for the song, and gave him as song-reward a scarlet cloak lined with the costliest of furs, and golden-broidered down to the hem; and made him his man; and Gunnlaug was with him all the winter, and was well accounted of.

The poems in this volume are part of the wonderful fragments which are all that remain of ancient Scandinavian poetry. Every piece which survives has been garnered by Vigfusson and Powell in the volumes of their “Corpus”, where those who seek may find. A long and illustrious line of poets kept the old traditions, down even to within a couple centuries, but the earlier great harvest of song was never again equalled. After christianity had entered Iceland, and that, with other causes, had quieted men’s lives, although the poetry which stood to the folk in lieu of music did not die away, it lost the exclusive hold it had upon men’s minds. In a time not so stirring, when emotion was not so fervent or so swift, when there was less to quicken the blood, the story that had before found no fit expression but in verse, could stretch its limbs, as it were, and be told in prose. Something of Irish influence is again felt in this new departure and that marvellous new growth, the saga, that came from it, but is little more than an influence. Every people find some one means of expression which more than all else suits their mood or their powers, and this the Icelanders found in the saga. This was the life of a hero told in prose, but in set form, after a regular fashion that unconsciously complied with all epical requirements but that of verse — simple plot, events in order of time, set phrases for even the shifting emotion or changeful fortune of a fight or storm, and careful avoidance of digression, comment, or putting forward by the narrator of ought but the theme he has in hand; he himself is never seen. Something in the perfection of the saga is to be traced to the long winter’s evenings, when the whole household, gathered together at their spinning, weaving, and so on, would listen to one of their number who told anew some old story of adventure or achievement. In very truth the saga is a prose epic, and marked by every quality an epic should possess. Growing up while the deeds of dead heroes were fresh in memory, most often recited before the sharers in such deeds, the saga, in its pure form, never goes from what is truth to its teller. Where the saga, as this one of the Volsungs is founded upon the debris of songs and poems, even then very old, tales of mythological heroes, of men quite removed from the personal knowledge of the narrator, yet the story is so inwound with the tradition of his race, is so much a part of his thought-life, that every actor in it has for him a real existence. At the feast or gathering, or by the fireside, as men made nets and women spun, these tales were told over; in their frequent repetition by men who believed them, though incident or sequence underwent no change, they would become closer knit, more coherent, and each an organic whole. Gradually they would take a regular and accepted form, which would ease the strain upon the reciter’s memory and leave his mind free to adorn the story with fair devices, that again gave help in the making it easier to remember, and thus aided in its preservation. After a couple of generations had rounded and polished the sagas by their telling and retelling, they were written down for the most part between 1141 and 1220, and so much was their form impressed upon the mind of the folk, that when learned and literary works appeared, they were written in the same style; hence we have histories alike of kingdoms, or families, or miracles, lives of saints, kings, or bishops in saga-form, as well as subjects that seem at first sight even less hopeful. All sagas that have yet appeared in English may be found in the book-list at end of this volume, but they are not a tithe of those that remain.

Of all the stories kept in being by the saga-tellers and left for our delight, there is none that so epitomises human experience; has within the same space so much of nature and of life; so fully the temper and genius of the Northern folk, as that of the Volsungs and Niblungs, which has in varied shapes entered into the literature of many lands. In the beginning there is no doubt that the story belonged to the common ancestral folk of all the Teutonic of Scando-Gothic peoples in the earliest days of their wanderings. Whether they came from the Hindu Kush, or originated in Northern Europe, brought it with them from Asia, or evolved it among the mountains and rivers it has taken for scenery, none know nor can; but each branch of their descendants has it in one form or another, and as the Icelanders were the very crown and flower of the northern folk, so also the story which is the peculiar heritage of that folk received in their hands its highest expression and most noble form. The oldest shape in which we have it is in the Eddaic poems, some of which date from unnumbered generations before the time to which most of them are usually ascribed, the time of the viking-kingdoms in the Western Isles. In these poems the only historical name is that of Attila, the great Hun leader, who filled so large a part of the imagination of the people whose power he had broken. There is no doubt that, in the days when the kingdoms of the Scando-Goths reached from the North Cape to the Caspian, that some earlier great king performed his part; but, after the striking career of Attila, he became the recognised type of a powerful foreign potentate. All the other actors are mythic-heroic. Of the Eddaic songs only fragments now remain, but ere they perished there arose from them a saga, that now given to the readers of this. The so-called Anglo-Saxons brought part of the story to England in “Beowulf”; in which also appear some incidents that are again given in the Icelandic saga of “Grettir the Strong”. Most widely known is the form taken by the story in the hands of an unknown medieval German poet, who, from the broken ballads then surviving wrote the “Nibelungenlied” or more properly “Nibelungen Not” (“The Need of the Niblungs”). In this the characters are all renamed, some being more or less historical actors in mid-European history, as Theodoric of the East-Goths, for instance. The whole of the earlier part of the story has disappeared, and though Siegfried (Sigurd) has slain a dragon, there is nothing to connect it with the fate that follows the treasure; Andvari, the Volsungs, Fafnir, and Regin are all forgotten; the mythological features have become faint, and the general air of the whole is that of medieval romance. The swoard Gram is replaced by Balmung, and the Helm of Awing by the Tarn-cap — the former with no gain, the latter with great loss. The curse of Andvari, which in the saga is grimly real, working itself out with slow, sure steps that no power of god or man can turn aside, in the medieval poem is but a mere scenic effect, a strain of mystery and magic, that runs through the changes of the story with much added picturesqueness, but that has no obvious relation to the working-out of the plot, or fulfilment of their destiny by the different characters. Brynhild loses a great deal, and is a poor creature when compared with herself in the saga; Grimhild and her fateful drink have gone; Gudrun (Chriemhild) is much more complex, but not more tragic; one new character, Rudiger, appears as the type of chivalry; but Sigurd (Siegfred) the central figure, though he has lost by the omission of so much of his life, is, as before, the embodiment of all the virtues that were dear to northern hearts. Brave, strong, generous, dignified, and utterly truthful, he moves amid a tangle of tragic events, overmastered by a mighty fate, and in life or death is still a hero without stain or flaw. It is no wonder that he survives to this day in the national songs of the Faroe Islands and in the folk-ballads of Denmark; that his legend should have been mingled with northern history through Ragnar Lodbrog, or southern through Attila and Theodoric; that it should have inspired William Morris in producing the one great English epic of the century; (13) and Richard Wagner in the mightiest among his music-dramas. Of the story as told in the saga there is no need here to speak, for to read it, as may be done a few pages farther on, is that not better than to read about it? But it may be urged upon those that are pleased and moved by the passion and power, the strength and deep truth of it, to find out more than they now know of the folk among whom it grew, and the land in which they dwelt. In so doing they will come to see how needful are a few lessons from the healthy life and speech of those days, to be applied in the bettering of our own.

H. HALLIDAY SPARLING.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Viking (Ice. “Vikingr”; “vik”, a bay or creek, “ingr”,

      belonging to, (or men of) freebooters.

 (2)  “West over the Sea” is the word for the British Isles.

 (3)  See Todd (J. H.). “War of the Gaedhil with the Gaill”.

 (4)  He was son of Ingiald, son of Thora, daughter of Sigurd

      Snake-I’-th’-eye, son of Ragnar Lodbrok by Aslaug, daughter

      of Sigurd by Brynhild.  The genealogy is, doubtless, quite

      mythical.

 (5)  A Collection of Sagas and other Historical Documents

      relating to the Settlements and Descents of the Northmen on

      the British Isles. Ed., G. W. Dasent, D.C.L, and Gudbrand

      Vigfusson, M.A. “In the Press. Longmans, London. 8vo.

 (6)  “Orkneyinga Saga”.

 (7)  Landtaking-book— “landnam”, landtaking, from “at nema

      land”, hence also the early settlers were called

      “landnamsmenn”.

 (8)  To all interested in the subject of comparative mythology,

      Andrew Lang’s two admirable books, “Custom and Myth” (1884,

      8vo) and “Myth, Ritual, and Religion” (2 vols., crown 8vo,

      1887), both published by Longmans, London, may be warmly

      recommended.

 (9)  Iceland was granted full independence from Denmark in 1944.

    — DBK.

 (10) These pirates are always appearing about the same time in

      English State papers as plundering along the coasts of the

      British Isles, especially Ireland.

 (11) For all the old Scandinavian poetry extant in Icelandic, see

      “Corpus Poeticum Borealis” of Vigfusson and Powell.

 (12) Snake-tongue — so called from his biting satire.

 (13) “Sigurd the Volsung”, which seems to have become all but

      forgotten in this century. — DBK.

 











  








TRANSLATORS’ PREFACE.
 

In offering to the reader this translation of the most complete and dramatic form of the great Epic of the North, we lay no claim to special critical insight, nor do we care to deal at all with vexed questions, but are content to abide by existing authorities, doing our utmost to make our rendering close and accurate, and, if it might be so, at the same time, not over prosaic: it is to the lover of poetry and nature, rather than to the student, that we appeal to enjoy and wonder at this great work, now for the first time, strange to say, translated into English: this must be our excuse for speaking here, as briefly as may be, of things that will seem to the student over well known to be worth mentioning, but which may give some ease to the general reader who comes across our book.

The prose of the “Volsunga Saga” was composed probably some time in the twelfth century, from floating traditions no doubt; from songs which, now lost, were then known, at least in fragments, to the Sagaman; and finally from songs, which, written down about his time, are still existing: the greater part of these last the reader will find in this book, some inserted amongst the prose text by the original story-teller, and some by the present translators, and the remainder in the latter part of the book, put together as nearly as may be in the order of the story, and forming a metrical version of the greater portion of it.

These Songs from the Elder Edda we will now briefly compare with the prose of the Volsung Story, premising that these are the only metrical sources existing of those from which the Sagaman told his tale.

Except for the short snatch on  (1) of our translation, nothing is now left of these till we come to the episode of Helgi Hundings-bane, Sigurd’s half-brother; there are two songs left relating to this, from which the prose is put together; to a certain extent they cover the same ground; but the latter half of the second is, wisely as we think, left untouched by the Sagaman, as its interest is of itself too great not to encumber the progress of the main story; for the sake of its wonderful beauty, however, we could not refrain from rendering it, and it will be found first among the metrical translations that form the second part of this book.

Of the next part of the Saga, the deaths of Sinfjotli and Sigmund, and the journey of Queen Hjordis to the court of King Alf, there is no trace left of any metrical origin; but we meet the Edda once more where Regin tells the tale of his kin to Sigurd, and where Sigurd defeats and slays the sons of Hunding: this lay is known as the “Lay of Regin”.

The short chap. xvi. is abbreviated from a long poem called the “Prophecy of Gripir” (the Grifir of the Saga), where the whole story to come is told with some detail, and which certainly, if drawn out at length into the prose, would have forestalled the interest of the tale.

In the slaying of the Dragon the Saga adheres very closely to the “Lay of Fafnir”; for the insertion of the song of the birds to Sigurd the present translators are responsible.

Then comes the waking of Brynhild, and her wise redes to Sigurd, taken from the Lay of Sigrdrifa, the greater part of which, in its metrical form, is inserted by the Sagaman into his prose; but the stanza relating Brynhild’s awaking we have inserted into the text; the latter part, omitted in the prose, we have translated for the second part of our book.

Of Sigurd at Hlymdale, of Gudrun’s dream, the magic potion of Grimhild, the wedding of Sigurd consequent on that potion; of the wooing of Brynhild for Gunnar, her marriage to him, of the quarrel of the Queens, the brooding grief and wrath of Brynhild, and the interview of Sigurd with her — of all this, the most dramatic and best-considered parts of the tale, there is now no more left that retains its metrical form than the few snatches preserved by the Sagaman, though many of the incidents are alluded to in other poems.

Chap. xxx. is met by the poem called the “Short Lay of Sigurd”, which, fragmentary apparently at the beginning, gives us something of Brynhild’s awakening wrath and jealousy, the slaying of Sigurd, and the death of Brynhild herself; this poem we have translated entire.

The Fragments of the “Lay of Brynhild” are what is left of a poem partly covering the same ground as this last, but giving a different account of Sigurd’s slaying; it is very incomplete, though the Sagaman has drawn some incidents from it; the reader will find it translated in our second part.

But before the death of the heroine we have inserted entire into the text as chap. xxxi. the “First Lay of Gudrun”, the most lyrical, the most complete, and the most beautiful of all the Eddaic poems; a poem that any age or language might count among its most precious possessions.

From this point to the end of the Saga it keeps closely to the Songs of Edda; in chap. xxxii. the Sagaman has rendered into prose the “Ancient Lay of Gudrun”, except for the beginning, which gives again another account of the death of Sigurd: this lay also we have translated.

The grand poem, called the “Hell-ride of Brynhild”, is not represented directly by anything in the prose except that the Sagaman has supplied from it a link or two wanting in the “Lay of Sigrdrifa”; it will be found translated in our second part.

The betrayal and slaughter of the Giukings or Niblungs, and the fearful end of Atli and his sons, and court, are recounted in two lays, called the “Lays of Atli”; the longest of these, the “Greenland Lay of Atli”, is followed closely by the Sagaman; the Shorter one we have translated.

The end of Gudrun, of her daughter by Sigurd and of her sons by her last husband Jonakr, treated of in the last four chapters of the Saga, are very grandly and poetically given in the songs called the “Whetting of Gudrun”, and the “Lay of Hamdir”, which are also among our translations.

These are all the songs of the Edda which the Sagaman has dealt with; but one other, the “Lament of Oddrun”, we have translated on account of its intrinsic merit.

As to the literary quality of this work we in say much, but we think we may well trust the reader of poetic insight to break through whatever entanglement of strange manners or unused element may at first trouble him, and to meet the nature and beauty with which it is filled: we cannot doubt that such a reader will be intensely touched by finding, amidst all its wildness and remoteness, such a startling realism, such subtilty, such close sympathy with all the passions that may move himself to-day.

In conclusion, we must again say how strange it seems to us, that this Volsung Tale, which is in fact an unversified poem, should never before been translated into English. For this is the Great Story of the North, which should be to all our race what the Tale of Troy was to the Greeks — to all our race first, and afterwards, when the change of the world has made our race nothing more than a name of what has been — a story too — then should it be to those that come after us no less than the Tale of Troy has been to us.

WILLIAM MORRIS and EIRIKR MAGNUSSON.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Chapter viii. — DBK.

 











  








THE STORY OF THE VOLSUNGS AND NIBLUNGS.
 






  








CHAPTER I. Of Sigi, the Son of Odin.
 

Here begins the tale, and tells of a man who was named Sigi, and called of men the son of Odin; another man withal is told of in the tale, hight Skadi, a great man and mighty of his hands; yet was Sigi the mightier and the higher of kin, according to the speech of men of that time. Now Skadi had a thrall with whom the story must deal somewhat, Bredi by name, who was called after that work which he had to do; in prowess and might of hand he was equal to men who were held more worthy, yea, and better than some thereof.

Now it is to be told that, on a time, Sigi fared to the hunting of the deer, and the thrall with him; and they hunted deer day-long till the evening; and when they gathered together their prey in the evening, lo, greater and more by far was that which Bredi had slain than Sigi’s prey; and this thing he much misliked, and he said that great wonder it was that a very thrall should out-do him in the hunting of deer: so he fell on him and slew him, and buried the body of him thereafter in a snow-drift.

Then he went home at evening tide and says that Bredi had ridden away from him into the wild-wood. “Soon was he out of my sight,” he says, “and naught more I wot of him.”

Skadi misdoubted the tale of Sigi, and deemed that this was a guile of his, and that he would have slain Bredi. So he sent men to seek for him, and to such an end came their seeking, that they found him in a certain snow-drift; then said Skadi, that men should call that snow-drift Bredi’s Drift from henceforth; and thereafter have folk followed, so that in such wise they call every drift that is right great.

Thus it is well seen that Sigi has slain the thrall and murdered him; so he is given forth to be a wolf in holy places, (1) and may no more abide in the land with his father; therewith Odin bare him fellowship from the land, so long a way, that right long it was, and made no stay till he brought him to certain war-ships. So Sigi falls to lying out a-warring with the strength that his father gave him or ever they parted; and happy was he in his warring, and ever prevailed, till he brought it about that he won by his wars land and lordship at the last; and thereupon he took to him a noble wife, and became a great and mighty king, and ruled over the land of the Huns, and was the greatest of warriors. He had a son by his wife, who was called Refir, who grew up in his father’s house, and soon became great of growth, and shapely.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  “Wolf in holy places,” a man put out of the pale of society

      for crimes, an outlaw.






  








CHAPTER II. Of the Birth of Volsung, the Son of Rerir, who was the Son of Sigi.
 

Now Sigi grew old, and had many to envy him, so that at last those turned against him whom he trusted most; yea, even the brothers of his wife; for these fell on him at his unwariest, when there were few with him to withstand them, and brought so many against him, that they prevailed against him, and there fell Sigi and all his folk with him. But Rerir, his son, was not in this trouble, and he brought together so mighty a strength of his friends and the great men of the land, that he got to himself both the lands and kingdom of Sigi his father; and so now, when he deems that the feet under him stand firm in his rule, then he calls to mind that which he had against his mother’s brothers, who had slain his father. So the king gathers together a mighty army, and therewith falls on his kinsmen, deeming that if he made their kinship of small account, yet none the less they had first wrought evil against him. So he wrought his will herein, in that he departed not from strife before he had slain all his father’s banesmen, though dreadful the deed seemed in every wise. So now he gets land, lordship, and fee, and is become a mightier man than his father before him.

Much wealth won in war gat Rerir to himself, and wedded a wife withal, such as he deemed meet for him, and long they lived together, but had no child to take the heritage after them; and ill-content they both were with that, and prayed the Gods with heart and soul that they might get them a child. And so it is said that Odin hears their prayer, and Freyia no less hearkens wherewith they prayed unto her: so she, never lacking for all good counsel, calls to her her casket-bearing may, (1) the daughter of Hrimnir the giant, and sets an apple in her hand, and bids her bring it to the king. She took the apple, and did on her the gear of a crow, and went flying till she came whereas the king sat on a mound, and there she let the apple fall into the lap of the king; but he took the apple, and deemed he knew whereto it would avail; so he goes home from the mound to his own folk, and came to the queen, and some deal of that apple she ate.

So, as the tale tells, the queen soon knew that she big with child, but a long time wore or ever she might give birth to the child: so it befell that the king must needs go to the wars, after the custom of kings, that he may keep his own land in peace: and in this journey it came to pass that Rerir fell sick and got his death, being minded to go home to Odin, a thing much desired of many folk in those days.

Now no otherwise it goes with the queen’s sickness than heretofore, nor may she be the lighter of her child, and six winters wore away with the sickness still heavy on her; so that at the last she feels that she may not live long; wherefore now she bade cut the child from out of her; and it was done even as she bade; a man-child was it, and great of growth from his birth, as might well be; and they say that the youngling kissed his mother or ever she died; but to him is a name given, and he is called Volsung; and he was king over Hunland in the room of his father. From his early years he was big and strong, and full of daring in all manly deeds and trials, and he became the greatest of warriors, and of good hap in all the battles of his warfaring.

Now when he was fully come to man’s estate, Hrimnir the giant sends to him Ljod his daughter; she of whom the tale told, that she brought the apple to Rerir, Volsung’s father. So Volsung weds her withal; and long they abode together with good hap and great love. They had ten sons and one daughter, and their eldest son was hight Sigmund, and their daughter Signy; and these two were twins, and in all wise the foremost and the fairest of the children of Volsung the king, and mighty, as all his seed was; even as has been long told from ancient days, and in tales of long ago, with the greatest fame of all men, how that the Volsungs have been great men and high-minded and far above the most of men both in cunning and in prowess and all things high and mighty.

So says the story that king Volsung let build a noble hall in such a wise, that a big oak-tree stood therein, and that the limbs of the tree blossomed fair out over the roof of the hall, while below stood the trunk within it, and the said trunk did men call Branstock.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  May (A.S. “maeg”), a maid.






  








CHAPTER III. Of the Sword that Sigmund, Volsung’s son, drew from the Branstock.
 

There was a king called Siggeir, who ruled over Gothland, a mighty king and of many folk; he went to meet Volsung, the king, and prayed him for Signy his daughter to wife; and the king took his talk well, and his sons withal, but she was loth thereto, yet she bade her father rule in this as in all other things that concerned her; so the king took such rede (1) that he gave her to him, and she was betrothed to King Siggeir; and for the fulfilling of the feast and the wedding, was King Siggeir to come to the house of King Volsung. The king got ready the feast according to his best might, and when all things were ready, came the king’s guests and King Siggeir withal at the day appointed, and many a man of great account had Siggeir with him.

The tale tells that great fires were made endlong the hall, and the great tree aforesaid stood midmost thereof; withal folk say that, whenas men sat by the fires in the evening, a certain man came into the hall unknown of aspect to all men; and suchlike array he had, that over him was a spotted cloak, and he was bare-foot, and had linen-breeches knit tight even unto the bone, and he had a sword in his hand as he went up to the Branstock, and a slouched hat upon his head: huge he was, and seeming-ancient, and one-eyed. (2) So he drew his sword and smote it into the tree-trunk so that it sank in up to the hilts; and all held back from greeting the man. Then he took up the word, and said — 

“Whoso draweth this sword from this stock, shall have the same as a gift from me, and shall find in good sooth that never bare he better sword in hand than is this.”

Therewith out went the old man from the hall, and none knew who he was or whither he went.

Now men stand up, and none would fain be the last to lay hand to the sword, for they deemed that he would have the best of it who might first touch it; so all the noblest went thereto first, and then the others, one after other; but none who came thereto might avail to pull it out, for in nowise would it come away howsoever they tugged at it; but now up comes Sigmund, King Volsung’s son, and sets hand to the sword, and pulls it from the stock, even as if it lay loose before him; so good that weapon seemed to all, that none thought he had seen such a sword before, and Siggeir would fain buy it of him at thrice its weight of gold, but Sigmund said — 

“Thou mightest have taken the sword no less than I from there whereas it stood, if it had been thy lot to bear it; but now, since it has first of all fallen into my hand, never shalt thou have it, though thou biddest therefor all the gold thou hast.”

King Siggeir grew wroth at these words, and deemed Sigmund had answered him scornfully, but whereas was a wary man and a double-dealing, he made as if he heeded this matter in nowise, yet that same evening he thought how he might reward it, as was well seen afterwards.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Rede (A.S. raed), counsel, advice, a tale or prophecy.

 (2)  The man is Odin, who is always so represented, because he

      gave his eye as a pledge for a draught from the fountain of

      Mimir, the source of all wisdom.






  








CHAPTER IV. How King Siggeir wedded Signy, and bade King Volsung and his son to Gothland.
 

Now it is to be told that Siggeir goes to bed by Signy that night, and the next morning the weather was fair; then says King Siggeir that he will not bide, lest the wind should wax, or the sea grow impassable; nor is it said that Volsung or his sons letted him herein, and that the less, because they saw that he was fain to get him gone from the feast. But now says Signy to her father — 

“I have no will to go away with Seggeir; neither does my heart smile upon him, and I wot; by my fore-knowledge, and from the fetch (1) of our kin, that from this counsel will great evil fall on us if this wedding be not speedily undone.”

“Speak in no such wise, daughter!” said he, “for great shame will it be to him, yea, and to us also, to break troth with him, he being sackless; (2) and in naught may we trust him, and no friendship shall we have of him, if these matters are broken off; but he will pay us back in as evil wise as he may; for that alone is seemly, to hold truly to troth given.”

So King Siggeir got ready for home, and before he went from the feast he bade King Volsung, his father-in-law, come see him in Gothland, and all his sons with him, whenas three months should be overpast, and to bring such following with him, as he would have; and as he deemed meet for his honour; and thereby will Siggeir the king pay back for the shortcomings of the wedding-feast, in that he would abide thereat but one night only, a thing not according to the wont of men. So King Volsung gave word to come on the day named, and the kinsmen-in-law parted, and Siggeir went home with his wife.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Fetch; wraith, or familiar spirit.

 (2)  Sackless (A.S. “sacu”, Icel. “sok”.) blameless.






  








CHAPTER V. Of the Slaying of King Volsung.
 

Now tells the tale of King Volsung and his sons that they go at the time appointed to Gothland at the bidding of King Siggeir, and put off from the land in three ships, all well manned, and have a fair voyage, and made Gothland late of an evening tide.

But that same night came Signy and called her father and brothers to a privy talk, and told them what she deemed King Siggeir was minded to do, and how that he had drawn together an army no man may meet. “And,” says she, “he is minded to do guilefully by you; wherefore I bid you get ye gone back again to your own land, and gather together the mightiest power ye may, and then come back hither and avenge you; neither go ye now to your undoing, for ye shall surely fail not to fall by his wiles if ye turn not on him even as I bid you.”

Then spake Volsung the king, “All people and nations shall tell of the word I spake, yet being unborn, wherein I vowed a vow that I would flee in fear from neither fire nor the sword; even so have I done hitherto, and shall I depart therefrom now I am old? Yea withal never shall the maidens mock these my sons at the games, and cry out at them that they fear death; once alone must all men need die, and from that season shall none escape; so my rede is that we flee nowhither, but do the work of our hands in as manly wise as we may; a hundred fights have I fought, and whiles I had more, and whiles I had less, and yet ever had I the victory, nor shall it ever be heard tell of me that I fled away or prayed for peace.”

Then Signy wept right sore, and prayed that she might not go back to King Siggeir, but King Volsung answered — 

“Thou shalt surely go back to thine husband, and abide with him, howsoever it fares with us.”

So Signy went home, and they abode there that night; but in the morning, as soon as it was day, Volsung bade his men arise and go aland and make them ready for battle; so they went aland, all of them all-armed, and had not long to wait before Siggeir fell on them with all his army, and the fiercest fight there was betwixt them; and Siggeir cried on his men to the onset all he might; and so the tale tells that King Volsung and his sons went eight times right through Siggeir’s folk that day, smiting and hewing on either hand, but when they would do so even once again, King Volsung fell amidst his folk and all his men withal, saving his ten sons, for mightier was the power against them than they might withstand.

But now are all his sons taken, and laid in bonds and led away; and Signy was ware withal that her father was slain, and her brothers taken and doomed to death; that she called King Siggeir apart to talk with her, and said — 

“This will I pray of thee, that thou let not slay my brothers hastily, but let them be set awhile in the stocks, for home to me comes the saw that says, “Sweet to eye while seen”: but longer life I pray not for them, because I wot well that my prayer will not avail me.”

Then answered Siggeir:

“Surely thou art mad and witless, praying thus for more bale for thy brothers than their present slaying; yet this will I grant thee, for the better it likes me the more they must bear, and the longer their pain is or ever death come to them.”

Now he let it be done even as she prayed, and a mighty beam was brought and set on the feet of those ten brethren in a certain place of the wild-wood, and there they sit day-long until night; but at midnight, as they sat in the stocks, there came on them a she-wolf from out the wood; old she was, and both great and evil of aspect; and the first thing she did was to bite one of those brethren till he died, and then she ate him up withal, and went on her way.

But the next morning Signy sent a man to the brethren, even one whom she most trusted, to wot of the tidings; and when he came back he told her that one of them was dead, and great and grievous she deemed it, if they should all fare in like wise, and yet naught might she avail them.

Soon is the tale told thereof: nine nights together came the she-wolf at midnight, and each night slew and ate up one of the brethren, until all were dead, save Sigmund only; so now, before the tenth night came, Signy sent that trusty man to Sigmund, her brother, and gave honey into his hand, bidding him do it over Sigmund’s face, and set a little deal of it in his mouth; so he went to Sigmund and did as he was bidden, and then came home again; and so the next night came the she-wolf according to her wont, and would slay him and eat him even as his brothers; but now she sniffs the breeze from him, whereas he was anointed with the honey, and licks his face all over with her tongue, and then thrusts her tongue into the mouth of him. No fear he had thereof, but caught the she-wolf’s tongue betwixt his teeth, and so hard she started back thereat, and pulled herself away so mightily, setting her feet against the stocks, that all was riven asunder; but he ever held so fast that the tongue came away by the roots, and thereof she had her bane.

But some men say that this same she-wolf was the mother of King Siggeir, who had turned herself into this likeness by troll’s lore and witchcraft.






  








CHAPTER VI. Of how Signy sent the Children of her and Siggeir to Sigmund.
 

Now whenas Sigmund is loosed and the stocks are broken, he dwells in the woods and holds himself there; but Signy sends yet again to wot of the tidings, whether Sigmund were alive or no; but when those who were sent came to him, he told them all as it had betid, and how things had gone betwixt him and the wolf; so they went home and tell Signy the tidings; but she goes and finds her brother, and they take counsel in such wise as to make a house underground in the wild-wood; and so things go on a while, Signy hiding him there, and sending him such things as he needed; but King Siggeir deemed that all the Volsungs were dead.

Now Siggeir had two sons by his wife, whereof it is told that when the eldest was ten winters old, Signy sends him to Sigmund, so that he might give him help, if he would in any wise strive to avenge his father; so the youngling goes to the wood, and comes late in evening-tide to Sigmund’s earth-house; and Sigmund welcomed him in seemly fashion, and said that he should make ready their bread; “But I,” said he, “will go seek firewood.”

Therewith he gives the meal-bag into his hands while he himself went to fetch firing; but when he came back the youngling had done naught at the bread-making. Then asks Sigmund if the bread be ready — 

Says the youngling, “I durst not set hand to the meal sack, because somewhat quick lay in the meal.”

Now Sigmund deemed he wotted that the lad was of no such heart as that he would be fain to have him for his fellow; and when he met his sister, Sigmund said that he had come no nigher to the aid of a man though the youngling were with him.

Then said Signy, “Take him and kill him then; for why should such an one live longer?” and even so he did.

So this winter wears, and the next winter Signy sent her next son to Sigmund; and there is no need to make a long tale thereof, for in like wise went all things, and he slew the child by the counsel of Signy.






  








CHAPTER VII. Of the Birth of Sinfjotli the Son of Sigmund.
 

So on a tide it befell as Signy sat in her bower, that there came to her a witch-wife exceeding cunning, and Signy talked with her in such wise, “Fain am I,” says she, “that we should change semblances together.”

She says, “Even as thou wilt then.”

And so by her wiles she brought it about that they changed semblances, and now the witch-wife sits in Signy’s place according to her rede, and goes to bed by the king that night, and he knows not that he has other than Signy beside him.

But the tale tells of Signy, that she fared to the earth-house of her brother, and prayed him give her harbouring for the night; “For I have gone astray abroad in the woods, and know not whither I am going.”

So he said she might abide, and that he would not refuse harbour to one lone woman, deeming that she would scarce pay back his good cheer by tale-bearing: so she came into the house, and they sat down to meat, and his eyes were often on her, and a goodly and fair woman she seemed to him; but when they are full, then he says to her, that he is right fain that they should have but one bed that night; she nowise turned away therefrom, and so for three nights together he laid her in bed by him.

Thereafter she fared home, and found the witch-wife and bade her change semblances again, and she did so.

Now as time wears, Signy brings forth a man-child, who was named Sinfjotli, and when he grew up he was both big and strong, and fair of face, and much like unto the kin of the Volsungs, and he was hardly yet ten winters old when she sent him to Sigmund’s earth-house; but this trial she had made of her other sons or ever she had sent them to Sigmund, that she had sewed gloves on to their hands through flesh and skin, and they had borne it ill and cried out thereat; and this she now did to Sinfjotli, and he changed countenance in nowise thereat. Then she flayed off the kirtle so that the skin came off with the sleeves, and said that this would be torment enough for him; but he said — 

“Full little would Volsung have felt such a smart this.”

So the lad came to Sigmund, and Sigmund bade him knead their meal up, while he goes to fetch firing; so he gave him the meal-sack, and then went after the wood, and by then he came back had Sinfjotli made an end of his baking. Then asked Sigmund if he had found nothing in the meal.

“I misdoubted me that there was something quick in the meal when I first fell to kneading of it, but I have kneaded it all up together, both the meal and that which was therein, whatsoever it was.”

Then Sigmund laughed out, he said — 

“Naught wilt thou eat of this bread to-night, for the most deadly of worms (1) hast thou kneaded up therewith.”

Now Sigmund was so mighty a man that he might eat venom and have no hurt therefrom; but Sinfjotli might abide whatso venom came on the outside of him, but might neither eat nor drink thereof.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Serpents.






  








CHAPTER VIII. The Death of King Siggeir and of Signy.
 

The tale tells that Sigmund thought Sinfjotli over young to help him to his revenge, and will first of all harden him with manly deeds; so in summer-tide they fare wide through the woods and slay men for their wealth; Sigmund deems him to take much after the kin of the Volsungs, though he thinks that he is Siggeir’s son, and deems him to have the evil heart of his father, with the might and daring of the Volsungs; withal he must needs think him in no wise a kinsome man, for full oft would he bring Sigmund’s wrongs to his memory, and prick him on to slay King Siggeir.

Now on a time as they fare abroad in the wood for the getting of wealth, they find a certain house, and two men with great gold rings asleep therein: now these twain were spell-bound skin-changers, (1) and wolf-skins were hanging up over them in the house; and every tenth day might they come out of those skins; and they were kings’ sons: so Sigmund and Sinfjofli do the wolf-skins on them, and then might they nowise come out of them, though forsooth the same nature went with them as heretofore; they howled as wolves howl, but both knew the meaning of that howling; they lay out in the wild-wood, and each went his way; and a word they made betwixt them, that they should risk the onset of seven men, but no more, and that he who was first to be set on should howl in wolfish wise: “Let us not depart from this,” says Sigmund, “for thou art young and over-bold, and men will deem the quarry good, when they take thee.”

Now each goes his way, and when they were parted, Sigmund meets certain men, and gives forth a wolf’s howl; and when Sinfjotli heard it, he went straightway thereto, and slew them all, and once more they parted. But ere Sinfjotli has fared long through the woods, eleven men meet him, and he wrought in such wise that he slew them all, and was awearied therewith, and crawls under an oak, and there takes his rest. Then came Sigmund thither, and said — 

“Why didst thou not call on me?”

Sinfjotli said, “I was loth to call for thy help for the slaying of eleven men.”

Then Sigmund rushed at him so hard that he staggered and fell, and Sigmund bit him in the throat. Now that day they might not come out of their wolf-skins: but Sigmund lays the other on his back, and bears him home to the house, and cursed the wolf-gears and gave them to the trolls. Now on a day he saw where two weasels went, and how that one bit the other in the throat, and then ran straightway into the thicket, and took up a leaf and laid it on the wound, and thereon his fellow sprang up quite and clean whole; so Sigmund went out and saw a raven flying with a blade of that same herb to him; so he took it and drew it over Sinfjotli’s hurt, and he straightway sprang up as whole as though he had never been hurt. Thereafter they went home to their earth-house, and abode there till the time came for them to put off the wolf-shapes; then they burnt them up with fire, and prayed that no more hurt might come to any one from them; but in that uncouth guise they wrought many famous deeds in the kingdom and lordship of King Siggeir.

Now when Sinfjotli was come to man’s estate, Sigmund deemed he had tried him fully, and or ever a long time has gone by he turns his mind to the avenging of his father, if so it may be brought about; so on a certain day the twain get them gone from their earth-house, and come to the abode of King Siggeir late in the evening, and go into the porch before the hall, wherein were tuns of ale, and there they lie hid: now the queen is ware of them, where they are, and is fain to meet them; and when they met they took counsel, and were of one mind that Volsung should be revenged that same night.

Now Signy and the king had two children of tender age, who played with a golden toy on the floor, and bowled it along the pavement of the hall, running along with it; but therewith a golden ring from off it trundles away into the place where Sigmund and Sinfjotli lay, and off runs the little one to search for the same, and beholds withal where two men are sitting, big and grimly to look on, with overhanging helms and bright white byrnies; (2) so he runs up the hall to his father, and tells him of the sight he has seen, and thereat the king misdoubts of some guile abiding him; but Signy heard their speech, and arose and took both the children, and went out into the porch to them and said — 

“Lo ye! These younglings have bewrayed you; come now therefore and slay them!”

Sigmund says, “Never will I slay thy children for telling of where I lay hid.”

But Sinfjotli made little enow of it, but drew his sword and slew them both, and cast them into the hall at King Siggeir’s feet.

Then up stood the king and cried on his men to take those who had lain privily in the porch through the night. So they ran thither and would lay hands on them, but they stood on their defence well and manly, and long he remembered it who was the nighest to them; but in the end they were borne down by many men and taken, and bonds were set upon them, and they were cast into fetters wherein they sit night long.

Then the king ponders what longest and worst of deaths he shall mete out to them; and when morning came he let make a great barrow of stones and turf; and when it was done, let set a great flat stone midmost inside thereof, so that one edge was aloft, the other alow; and so great it was that it went from wall to wall, so that none might pass it.

Now he bids folk take Sigmund and Sinfjotli and set them in the barrow, on either side of the stone, for the worse for them he deemed it, that they might hear each the other’s speech, and yet that neither might pass one to the other. But now, while they were covering in the barrow with the turf-slips, thither came Signy, bearing straw with her, and cast it down to Sinfjotli, and bade the thralls hide this thing from the king; they said yea thereto, and therewithal was the barrow closed in.

But when night fell, Sinfjotli said to Sigmund, “Belike we shall scarce need meat for a while, for here has the queen cast swine’s flesh into the barrow, and wrapped it round about on the outer side with straw.”

Therewith he handles the flesh and finds that therein was thrust Sigmund’s sword; and he knew it by the hilts, as mirk as it might be in the barrow, and tells Sigmund thereof, and of that were they both fain enow.

Now Sinfjotli drave the point of the sword up into the big stone, and drew it hard along, and the sword bit on the stone. With that Sigmund caught the sword by the point, and in this wise they sawed the stone between them, and let not or all the sawing was done that need be done, even as the song sings:

    “Sinfjotli sawed

    And Sigmund sawed,

    Atwain with main

    The stone was done.”

Now are they both together loose in the barrow, and soon they cut both through stone and through iron, and bring themselves out thereof. Then they go home to the hall, whenas all men slept there, and bear wood to the hall, and lay fire therein; and withal the folk therein are waked by the smoke, and by the hall burning over their heads.

Then the king cries out, “Who kindled this fire, I burn withal?”

“Here am I,” says Sigmund, “with Sinfjotli, my sister’s son; and we are minded that thou shalt wot well that all the Volsungs are not yet dead.”

Then he bade his sister come out, and take all good things at his hands, and great honour, and fair atonement in that wise, for all her griefs.

But she answered, “Take heed now, and consider, if I have kept King Siggeir in memory, and his slaying of Volsung the king! I let slay both my children, whom I deemed worthless for the revenging of our father, and I went into the wood to thee in a witch-wife’s shape; and now behold, Sinfjotli is the son of thee and of me both! and therefore has he this so great hardihood and fierceness, in that he is the son both of Volsung’s son and Volsung’s daughter; and for this, and for naught else, have I so wrought, that Siggeir might get his bane at last; and all these things have I done that vengeance might fall on him, and that I too might not live long; and merrily now will I die with King Siggeir, though I was naught merry to wed him.”

Therewith she kissed Sigmund her brother, and Sinfjotli, and went back again into the fire, and there she died with King Siggeir and all his good men.

But the two kinsmen gathered together folk and ships, and Sigmund went back to his father’s land, and drave away thence the king, who had set himself down there in the room of king Volsung.

So Sigmund became a mighty King and far-famed, wise and high-minded: he had to wife one named Borghild, and two sons they had between them, one named Helgi and the other Hamund; and when Helgi was born, Norns came to him, (3) and spake over him, and said that he should be in time to come the most renowned of all kings. Even therewith was Sigmund come home from the wars, and so therewith he gives him the name of Helgi, and these matters as tokens thereof, Land of Rings, Sun-litten Hill, and Sharp-shearing Sword, and withal prayed that he might grow of great fame, and like unto the kin of the Volsungs.

And so it was that he grew up high-minded, and well-beloved, and above all other men in all prowess; and the story tells that he went to the wars when he was fifteen winters old. Helgi was lord and ruler over the army, but Sinfjotli was gotten to be his fellow herein; and so the twain bare sway thereover.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  “Skin-changers” were universally believed in once, in

      Iceland no less than elsewhere, as see Ari in several places

      of his history, especially the episode of Dufthach and

      Storwolf o’ Whale.  Men possessing the power of becoming

      wolves at intervals, in the present case compelled so to

      become, wer-wolves or “loupsgarou”, find large place in

      medieval story, but were equally well-known in classic

      times.  Belief in them still lingers in parts of Europe

      where wolves are to be found.  Herodotus tells of the Neuri,

      who assumed once a year the shape of wolves; Pliny says that

      one of the family of Antaeus, chosen by lot annually, became

      a wolf, and so remained for nine years; Giraldus Cambrensis

      will have it that Irishmen may become wolves; and Nennius

      asserts point-blank that “the descendants of wolves are

      still in Ossory;” they retransform themselves into wolves

      when they bite.  Apuleius, Petronius, and Lucian have

      similar stories.  The Emperor Sigismund convoked a council

      of theologians in the fifteenth century who decided that

      wer-wolves did exist.

 (2)  Byrny (A.S. “byrne”), corslet, cuirass.

 (3)  “Norns came to him.”  Nornir are the fates of the northern

      mythology.  They are three— “Urd”, the past; “Verdandi”,

      the present; and “Skuld”, the future.  They sit beside the

      fountain of Urd (“Urdarbrunur”), which is below one of the

      roots of “Yggdrasil”, the world-tree, which tree their

      office it is to nourish by sprinkling it with the waters of

      the fountain.






  








CHAPTER IX. How Helgi, the son of Sigmund, won King Hodbrod and his Realm, and wedded Sigrun.
 

Now the tale tells that Helgi in his warring met a king hight Hunding, a mighty king, and lord of many men and many lands; they fell to battle together, and Helgi went forth mightily, and such was the end of that fight that Helgi had the victory, but King Hunding fell and many of his men with him; but Helgi is deemed to have grown greatly in fame because he had slain so mighty a king.

Then the sons of Hunding draw together a great army to avenge their father. Hard was the fight betwixt them; but Helgi goes through the folk of those brothers unto their banner, and there slays these sons of Hunding, Alf and Eyolf, Herward and Hagbard, and wins there a great victory.

Now as Helgi fared from the fight, he met a many women right fair and worthy to look on, who rode in exceeding noble array; but one far excelled them all; then Helgi asked them the name of that their lady and queen, and she named herself Sigrun, and said she was daughter of King Hogni.

Then said Helgi, “Fare home with us: good welcome shall ye have!”

Then said the king’s daughter, “Other work lies before us than to drink with thee.”

“Yea, and what work, king’s daughter?” said Helgi.

She answers, “King Hogni has promised me to Hodbrod, the son of King Granmar, but I have vowed a vow that I will have him to my husband no more than if he were a crow’s son and not a king’s; and yet will the thing come to pass, but and if thou standest in the way thereof, and goest against him with an army, and takest me away withal; for verily with no king would I rather bide on bolster than with thee.”

“Be of good cheer, king’s daughter,” says he, “for certes he and I shall try the matter, or ever thou be given to him; yea, we shall behold which may prevail against the other; and hereto I pledge my life.”

Thereafter, Helgi sent men with money in their hands to summon his folk to him, and all his power is called together to Red-Berg: and there Helgi abode till such time as a great company came to him from Hedinsey; and therewithal came mighty power from Norvi Sound aboard great and fair ships. Then King Helgi called to him the captain of his ships, who was hight Leif, and asked him if he had told over the tale of his army.

“A thing not easy to tell, lord,” says he, “on the ships that came out of Norvi Sound are twelve thousand men, and otherwhere are half as many again.”

Then bade King Helgi turn into the firth, called Varin’s firth, and they did so: but now there fell on them so fierce a storm and so huge a sea, that the beat of the waves on board and bow was to hearken to like as the clashing together of high hills broken.

But Helgi bade men fear naught, nor take in any sail, but rather hoist every rag higher than heretofore; but little did they miss of foundering or ever they made land; then came Sigrun, daughter of King Hogni, down on to the beach with a great army, and turned them away thence to a good haven called Gnipalund; but the landsmen see what has befallen and come down to the sea-shore. The brother of King Hodbrod, lord of a land called Swarin’s Cairn, cried out to them, and asked them who was captain over that mighty army. Then up stands Sinfjotli, with a helm on his head, bright shining as glass, and a byrny as white as snow; a spear in his hand, and thereon a banner of renown, and a gold-rimmed shield hanging before him; and well he knew with what words to speak to kings — 

“Go thou and say, when thou hast made an end of feeding thy swine and thy dogs, and when thou beholdest thy wife again, that here are come the Volsungs, and in this company may King Helgi be found, if Hodbrod be fain of finding him, for his game and his joy it is to fight and win fame, while thou art kissing the handmaids by the fire-side.”

Then answered Granmar, “In nowise knowest thou how to speak seemly things, and to tell of matters remembered from of old, whereas thou layest lies on chiefs and lords; most like it is that thou must have long been nourished with wolf-meat abroad in the wild-woods, and has slain thy brethren; and a marvel it is to behold that thou darest to join thyself to the company of good men and true, thou, who hast sucked the blood of many a cold corpse.”

Sinfjotli answered, “Dim belike is grown thy memory now, of how thou wert a witch-wife on Varinsey, and wouldst fain have a man to thee, and chose me to that same office of all the world; and how thereafter thou wert a Valkyria (1) in Asgarth, and it well-nigh came to this, that for thy sweet sake should all men fight; and nine wolf whelps I begat on thy body in Lowness, and was the father to them all.”

Granmar answers, “Great skill of lying hast thou; yet belike the father of naught at all mayst thou be, since thou wert gelded by the giant’s daughters of Thrasness; and lo thou art the stepson of King Siggeir, and were wont to lie abroad in wilds and woods with the kin of wolves; and unlucky was the hand wherewith thou slewest thy brethren, making for thyself an exceeding evil name.”

Said Sinfjotli, “Mindest thou not then, when thou were stallion Grani’s mare, and how I rode thee an amble on Bravoll, and that afterwards thou wert giant Golnir’s goat-herd?”

Granmar says, “Rather would I feed fowls with the flesh of thee than wrangle any longer with thee.”

Then spake King Helgi, “Better were it for ye, and a more manly deed, to fight, rather than to speak such things as it is a shame even to hearken to; Granmar’s sons are no friends of me and of mine, yet are they hardy men none the less.”

So Granmar rode away to meet King Hodbrod, at a stead called Sunfells, and the horses of the twain were named Sveipud and Sveggjud. The brothers met in the castle-porch, and Granmar told Hodbrod of the war-news. King Hodbrod was clad in a byrny, and had his helm on his head; he asked — 

“What men are anigh, why look ye so wrathful?”

Granmar says, “Here are come the Volsungs, and twelve thousand men of them are afloat off the coast, and seven thousand are at the island called Sok, but at the stead called Grindur is the greatest company of all, and now I deem withal that Helgi and his fellowship have good will to give battle.”

Then said the king, “Let us send a message through all our realm, and go against them, neither let any who is fain of fight sit idle at home; let us send word to the sons of Ring, and to King Hogni, and to Alf the Old, for they are mighty warriors.”

So the hosts met at Wolfstone, and fierce fight befell there; Helgi rushed forth through the host of his foes, and many a man fell there; at last folk saw a great company of shield-maidens, like burning flames to look on, and there was come Sigrun, the king’s daughter. Then King Helgi fell on King Hodbrod, and smote him, and slew him even under his very banner; and Sigrun cried out — 

“Have thou thanks for thy so manly deed! now shall we share the land between us, and a day of great good hap this is to me, and for this deed shalt thou get honour and renown, in that thou hast felled to earth so mighty a king.”

So Helgi took to him that realm and dwelt there long, when he had wedded Sigrun, and became a king of great honour and renown, though he has naught more to do with this story.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Valkyrja, “Chooser of the elected.”  The women were so

      called whom Odin sent to choose those for death in battle

      who were to join the “Einherjar” in the hall of the elected,

      “Val-holl.”






  








CHAPTER X. The ending of Sinfjotli, Sigmund’s Son.
 

Now the Volsungs fare back home, and have gained great renown by these deeds. But Sinfjotli betook himself to warfare anew; and therewith he had sight of an exceeding fair woman, and yearned above all things for her; but that same woman was wooed also of the brother of Borghild, the king’s wife: and this matter they fought out betwixt them, and Sinfjotli slew that king; and thereafter he harried far and wide, and had many a battle and even gained the day; and he became hereby honoured and renowned above all men; but in autumn tide he came home with many ships and abundant wealth.

Then he told his tidings to the king his father, and he again to the queen, and she for her part bids him get him gone from the realm, and made as if she would in nowise see him. But Sigmund said he would not drive him away, and offered her atonement of gold and great wealth for her brother’s life, albeit he said he had never erst given weregild (1) to any for the slaying of a man, but no fame it was to uphold wrong against a woman.

So seeing she might not get her own way herein, she said, “Have thy will in this matter, O my lord, for it is seemly so to be.”

And now she holds the funeral feast for her brother by the aid and counsel of the king, and makes ready all things therefor or in the best of wise, and bade thither many great men.

At that feast, Borghild the queen bare the drink to folk, and she came over against Sinfjofli with a great horn, and said — 

“Fall to now and drink, fair stepson!”

Then he took the horn to him, and looked therein, and said — 

“Nay, for the drink is charmed drink”

Then said Sigmund, “Give it unto me then;” and therewith he took the horn and drank it off.

But the queen said to Sinfjotli, “Why must other men needs drink thine ale for thee?” And she came again the second time with the horn, and said, “Come now and drink!” and goaded him with many words.

And he took the horn, and said — 

“Guile is in the drink.”

And thereon, Sigmund cried out — 

“Give it then unto me!”

Again, the third time, she came to him, and bade him drink off his drink, if he had the heart of a Volsung; then he laid hand on the horn, but said — 

“Venom is therein.”

“Nay, let the lip strain it out then, O son,” quoth Sigmund; and by then was he exceeding drunk with drink, and therefore spake he in that wise.

So Sinfjotli drank, and straightway fell down dead to the ground.

Sigmund rose up, and sorrowed nigh to death over him; then he took the corpse in his arms and fared away to the wood, and went till he came to a certain firth; and there he saw a man in a little boat; and that man asked if he would be wafted by him over the firth, and he said yea thereto; but so little was the boat, that they might not all go in it at once, so the corpse was first laid therein, while Sigmund went by the firth-side. But therewith the boat and the man therein vanished away from before Sigmund’s eyes. (2)

So thereafter Sigmund turned back home, and drave away the queen, and a little after she died. But Sigmund the king yet ruled his realm, and is deemed ever the greatest champion and king of the old law.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Weregild, fine for man-slaying (“wer”, man, and “gild”, a

      payment).

 (2)  The man in the boat is Odin, doubtless.






  








CHAPTER XI. Of King Sigmund’s last Battle, and of how he must yield up his Sword again.
 

There was a king called Eylimi, mighty and of great fame, and his daughter was called Hjordis, the fairest and wisest of womankind; and Sigmund hears it told of her that she was meet to be his wife, yea if none else were. So he goes to the house of King Eylimi, who would make a great feast for him, if so be he comes not thither in the guise of a foe. So messages were sent from one to the other that this present journey was a peaceful one, and not for war; so the feast was held in the best of wise and with many a man thereat; fairs were in every place established for King Sigmund, and all things else were done to the aid and comfort of his journey: so he came to the feast, and both kings hold their state in one hall; thither also was come King Lyngi, son of King Hunding, and he also is a-wooing the daughter of King Eylimi.

Now the king deemed he knew that the twain had come thither but for one errand, and thought withal that war and trouble might be looked for from the hands of him who brought not his end about; so he spake to his daughter, and said — 

“Thou art a wise woman, and I have spoken it, that thou alone shalt choose a husband for thyself; choose therefore between these two kings, and my rede shall be even as thine.”

“A hard and troublous matter,” says she; “yet will I choose him who is of greatest fame, King Sigmund to wife, albeit he is well stricken in years.”

So to him was she betrothed, and King Lyngi gat him gone. Then was Sigmund wedded to Hjordis, and now each day was the feast better and more glorious than on the day before it. But thereafter Sigmund went back home to Hunland, and King Eylimi, his father-in-law, with him, and King Sigmund betakes himself to the due ruling of his realm.

But King Lyngi and his brethren gather an army together to fall on Sigmund, for as in all matters they were wont to have the worser lot, so did this bite the sorest of all; and they would fain prevail over the might and pride of the Volsungs. So they came to Hunland, and sent King Sigmund word how that they would not steal upon him, and that they deemed he would scarce slink away from them. So Sigmund said he would come and meet them in battle, and drew his power together; but Hjordis was borne into the wood with a certain bondmaid, and mighty wealth went with them; and there she abode the while they fought.

Now the vikings rushed from their ships in numbers not to be borne up against, but Sigmund the King, and Eylimi, set up their banners, and the horns blew up to battle; but King Sigmund let blow the horn his father erst had had, and cheered on his men to the fight, but his army was far the fewest.

Now was that battle fierce and fell, and though Sigmund were old, yet most hardily he fought, and was ever the foremost of his men; no shield or byrny might hold against him, and he went ever through the ranks of his foemen on that day, and no man might see how things would fare between them; many an arrow and many a spear was aloft in air that day, and so his spae-wrights wrought for him that he got no wound, and none can tell over the tale of those who fell before him, and both his arms were red with blood, even to the shoulders.

But now whenas the battle had dured a while, there came a man into the fight clad in a blue cloak, and with a slouched hat on his head, one-eyed he was, (1) and bare a bill in his hand; and he came against Sigmund the King, and have up his bill against him, and as Sigmund smote fiercely with the sword it fell upon the bill and burst asunder in the midst: thenceforth the slaughter and dismay turned to his side, for the good-hap of King Sigmund had departed from him, and his men fell fast about him; naught did the king spare himself, but the rather cheered on his men; but even as the saw says, “No might ‘gainst many”, so was it now proven; and in this fight fell Sigmund the King, and King Eylimi, his father-in-law, in the fore-front of their battle, and therewith the more part of their folk.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Odin coming to change the ownership of the sword he had

      given Sigmund. See Chapter 3.






  








CHAPTER XII. Of the Shards of the Sword Gram, and how Hjordis went to King Alf.
 

Now King Lyngi made for the king’s abode, and was minded to take the king’s daughter there, but failed herein, for there he found neither wife nor wealth: so he fared through all the realm, and gave his men rule thereover, and now deemed that he had slain all the kin of the Volsungs, and that he need dread them no more from henceforth.

Now Hjordis went amidst the slain that night of the battle, and came whereas lay King Sigmund, and asked if he might be healed; but he answered — 

“Many a man lives after hope has grown little; but my good-hap has departed from me, nor will I suffer myself to be healed, nor wills Odin that I should ever draw sword again, since this my sword and his is broken; lo now, I have waged war while it was his will.”

“Naught ill would I deem matters,” said she, “if thou mightest be healed and avenge my father.”

The king said, “That is fated for another man; behold now, thou art great with a man-child; nourish him well and with good heed, and the child shall be the noblest and most famed of all our kin: and keep well withal the shards of the sword: thereof shall a goodly sword be made, and it shall be called Gram, and our son shall bear it, and shall work many a great work therewith, even such as eld shall never minish; for his name shall abide and flourish as long as the world shall endure: and let this be enow for thee. But now I grow weary with my wounds, and I will go see our kin that have gone before me.”

So Hjordis sat over him till he died at the day-dawning; and then she looked, and behold, there came many ships sailing to the land: then she spake to the handmaid — 

“Let us now change raiment, and be thou called by my name, and say that thou art the king’s daughter.”

And thus they did; but now the vikings behold the great slaughter of men there, and see where two women fare away thence into the wood; and they deem that some great tidings must have befallen, and they leaped ashore from out their ships. Now the captain of these folks was Alf, son of Hjalprek, king of Denmark, who was sailing with his power along the land. So they came into the field among the slain, and saw how many men lay dead there; then the king bade go seek for the women and bring them thither, and they did so. He asked them what women they were; and, little as the thing seems like to be, the bondmaid answered for the twain, telling of the fall of King Sigmund and King Eylimi, and many another great man, and who they were withal who had wrought the deed. Then the king asks if they wotted where the wealth of the king was bestowed; and then says the bondmaid — 

“It may well be deemed that we know full surely thereof.”

And therewith she guides them to the place where the treasure lay: and there they found exceeding great wealth; so that men deem they have never seen so many things of price heaped up together in one place. All this they bore to the ships of King Alf, and Hjordis and the bondmaid went with them. Therewith these sail away to their own realm, and talk how that surely on that field had fallen the most renowned of kings.

So the king sits by the tiller, but the women abide in the forecastle; but talk he had with the women and held their counsels of much account.

In such wise the king came home to his realm with great wealth, and he himself was a man exceeding goodly to look on. But when he had been but a little while at home, the queen, his mother, asked him why the fairest of the two women had the fewer rings and the less worthy attire.

“I deem,” she said, “that she whom ye have held of least account is the noblest of the twain.”

He answered: “I too have misdoubted me, that she is little like a bondwoman, and when we first met, in seemly wise she greeted noble men. Lo now, we will make a trial of the thing.”

So on a time as men sat at the drink, the king sat down to talk with the women, and said: — 

“In what wise do ye note the wearing of the hours, whenas night grows old, if ye may not see the lights of heaven?”

Then says the bondwoman, “This sign have I, that whenas in my youth I was wont to drink much in the dawn, so now when I no longer use that manner, I am yet wont to wake up at that very same tide, and by that token do I know thereof.”

Then the king laughed and said, “Ill manners for a king’s daughter!” And therewith he turned to Hjordis, and asked her even the same question; but she answered — 

“My father erst gave me a little gold ring of such nature, that it groweth cold on my finger in the day-dawning; and that is the sign that I have to know thereof.”

The king answered: “Enow of gold there, where a very bondmaid bore it! But come now, thou hast been long enow hid from me; yet if thou hadst told me all from the beginning, I would have done to thee as though we had both been one king’s children: but better than thy deeds will I deal with thee, for thou shalt be my wife, and due jointure will I pay thee whenas thou hast borne me a child.”

She spake therewith and told out the whole truth about herself: so there was she held in great honour, and deemed the worthiest of women.






  








CHAPTER XIII. Of the Birth and Waxing of Sigurd Fafnir’s-bane.
 

The tale tells that Hjordis brought forth a man-child, who was straightly borne before King Hjalprek, and then was the king glad thereof, when he saw the keen eyes in the head of him, and he said that few men would be equal to him or like unto him in any wise. So he was sprinkled with water, and had to name Sigurd, of whom all men speak with one speech and say that none was ever his like for growth and goodliness. He was brought up in the house of King Hjalprek in great love and honour; and so it is, that whenso all the noblest men and greatest kings are named in the olden tales, Sigurd is ever put before them all, for might and prowess, for high mind and stout heart, wherewith he was far more abundantly gifted than any man of the northern parts of the wide world.

So Sigurd waxed in King Hjalprek’s house, and there was no child but loved him; through him was Hjordis betrothed to King Alf, and jointure meted to her.

Now Sigurd’s foster-father was hight Regin, the son of Hreidmar; he taught him all manner of arts, the chess play, and the lore of runes, and the talking of many tongues, even as the wont was with kings’ sons in those days. But on a day when they were together, Regin asked Sigurd, if he knew how much wealth his father had owned, and who had the ward thereof; Sigurd answered, and said that the kings kept the ward thereof.

Said Regin, “Dost thou trust them all utterly?”

Sigurd said, “It is seemly that they keep it till I may do somewhat therewith, for better they wot how to guard it than I do.”

Another time came Regin to talk to Sigurd, and said — 

“A marvellous thing truly that thou must needs be a horse-boy to the kings, and go about like a running knave.”

“Nay,” said Sigurd, “it is not so, for in all things I have my will, and whatso thing I desire is granted me with good will.”

“Well, then,” said Regin, “ask for a horse of them.”

“Yea,” quoth Sigurd, “and that shall I have, whenso I have need thereof.”

Thereafter Sigurd went to the king, and the king said — 

“What wilt thou have of us?”

Then said Sigurd, “I would even a horse of thee for my disport.”

Then said the king, “Choose for thyself a horse, and whatso thing else thou desirest among my matters.”

So the next day went Sigurd to the wood, and met on the way an old man, long-bearded, that he knew not, who asked him whither away.

Sigurd said, “I am minded to choose me a horse; come thou, and counsel me thereon.”

“Well then,” said he, “go we and drive them to the river which is called Busil-tarn.”

They did so, and drave the horses down into the deeps of the river, and all swam back to land but one horse; and that horse Sigurd chose for himself; grey he was of hue, and young of years, great of growth, and fair to look on, nor had any man yet crossed his back.

Then spake the grey-beard, “From Sleipnir’s kin is this horse come, and he must be nourished heedfully, for it will be the best of all horses;” and therewithal he vanished away.

So Sigurd called the horse Grani, the best of all the horses of the world; nor was the man he met other than Odin himself.

Now yet again spake Regin to Sigurd, and said — 

“Not enough is thy wealth, and I grieve right sore that thou must needs run here and there like a churl’s son; but I can tell thee where there is much wealth for the winning, and great name and honour to be won in the getting of it.”

Sigurd asked where that might be, and who had watch and ward over it.

Regin answered, “Fafnir is his name, and but a little way hence he lies, on the waste of Gnita-heath; and when thou comest there thou mayst well say that thou hast never seen more gold heaped together in one place, and that none might desire more treasure, though he were the most ancient and famed of all kings.”

“Young am I,” says Sigurd, “yet know I the fashion of this worm, and how that none durst go against him, so huge and evil is he.”

Regin said, “Nay it is not so, the fashion and the growth of him is even as of other lingworms, (1) and an over great tale men make of it; and even so would thy forefathers have deemed; but thou, though thou be of the kin of the Volsungs, shalt scarce have the heart and mind of those, who are told of as the first in all deeds of fame.”

Sigurd said, “Yea, belike I have little of their hardihood and prowess, but thou hast naught to do, to lay a coward’s name upon me, when I am scarce out of my childish years. Why dost thou egg me on hereto so busily?”

Regin said, “Therein lies a tale which I must needs tell thee.”

“Let me hear the same,” said Sigurd.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Lingworm — longworm, dragon.






  








CHAPTER XIV. Regin’s tale of his Brothers, and of the Gold called Andvari’s Hoard.
 

“The tale begins,” said Regin. “Hreidmar was my father’s name, a mighty man and a wealthy: and his first son was named Fafnir, his second Otter, and I was the third, and the least of them all both for prowess and good conditions, but I was cunning to work in iron, and silver, and gold, whereof I could make matters that availed somewhat. Other skill my brother Otter followed, and had another nature withal, for he was a great fisher, and above other men herein; in that he had the likeness of an otter by day, and dwelt ever in the river, and bare fish to bank in his mouth, and his prey would he ever bring to our father, and that availed him much: for the most part he kept him in his otter-gear, and then he would come home, and eat alone, and slumbering, for on the dry land he might see naught. But Fafnir was by far the greatest and grimmest, and would have all things about called his.

“Now,” says Regin, “there was a dwarf called Andvari, who ever abode in that force, (1) which was called Andvari’s force, in the likeness of a pike, and got meat for himself, for many fish there were in the force; now Otter, my brother, was ever wont to enter into the force, and bring fish aland, and lay them one by one on the bank. And so it befell that Odin, Loki, and Hoenir, as they went their ways, came to Andvari’s force, and Otter had taken a salmon, and ate it slumbering upon the river bank; then Loki took a stone and cast it at Otter, so that he gat his death thereby; the gods were well content with their prey, and fell to flaying off the otter’s skin; and in the evening they came to Hreidmar’s house, and showed him what they had taken: thereon he laid hands on them, and doomed them to such ransom, as that they should fill the otter skin with gold, and cover it over without with red gold; so they sent Loki to gather gold together for them; he came to Ran, (2) and got her net, and went therewith to Andvari’s force, and cast the net before the pike, and the pike ran into the net and was taken. Then said Loki — 

      “‘What fish of all fishes,

      Swims strong in the flood,

    But hath learnt little wit to beware?

      Thine head must thou buy,

      From abiding in hell,

    And find me the wan waters flame.’

He answered — 

      “‘Andvari folk call me,

      Call Oinn my father,

    Over many a force have I fared;

      For a Norn of ill-luck,

      This life on me lay

    Through wet ways ever to wade.’

“So Loki beheld the gold of Andvari, and when he had given up the gold, he had but one ring left, and that also Loki took from him; then the dwarf went into a hollow of the rocks, and cried out, that that gold-ring, yea and all the gold withal, should be the bane of every man who should own it thereafter.

“Now the gods rode with the treasure to Hreidmar, and fulfilled the otter-skin, and set it on its feet, and they must cover it over utterly with gold: but when this was done then Hreidmar came forth, and beheld yet one of the muzzle hairs, and bade them cover that withal; then Odin drew the ring, Andvari’s loom, from his hand, and covered up the hair therewith; then sang Loki — 

      “‘Gold enow, gold enow,

      A great weregild, thou hast,

    That my head in good hap I may hold;

      But thou and thy son

      Are naught fated to thrive,

    The bane shall it be of you both.’

“Thereafter,” says Regin, “Fafnir slew his father and murdered him, nor got I aught of the treasure, and so evil he grew, that he fell to lying abroad, and begrudged any share in the wealth to any man, and so became the worst of all worms, and ever now lies brooding upon that treasure: but for me, I went to the king and became his master-smith; and thus is the tale told of how I lost the heritage of my father, and the weregild for my brother.”

So spake Regin; but since that time gold is called Ottergild, and for no other cause than this.

But Sigurd answered, “Much hast thou lost, and exceeding evil have thy kinsmen been! But now, make a sword by thy craft, such a sword as that none can be made like unto it; so that I may do great deeds therewith, if my heart avail thereto, and thou wouldst have me slay this mighty dragon.”

Regin says, “Trust me well herein; and with that same sword shalt thou slay Fafnir.”

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Waterfall (Ice. “foss”, “fors”).

 (2)  Ran is the goddess of the sea, wife of Aegir.  The otter was

      held sacred by Norsefolk and figures in the myth and legend

      of most races besides; to this day its killing is held a

      great crime by the Parsees (Haug. “Religion of the Parsees”,

      page 212).  Compare penalty above with that for killing the

      Welsh king’s cat (“Ancient Laws and Institutes of Wales”.

      Ed., Aneurin Owen. Longman, London, 1841, 2 vols. 8vo).






  








CHAPTER XV. Of the Welding together of the Shards of the Sword Gram.
 

So Regin makes a sword, and gives it into Sigurd’s hands. He took the sword, and said — 

“Behold thy smithying, Regin!” and therewith smote it into the anvil, and the sword brake; so he cast down the brand, and bade him forge a better.

Then Regin forged another sword, and brought it to Sigurd, who looked thereon.

Then said Regin, “Belike thou art well content therewith, hard master though thou be in smithying.”

So Sigurd proved the sword, and brake it even as the first; then he said to Regin — 

“Ah, art thou, mayhappen, a traitor and a liar like to those former kin of thine?”

Therewith he went to his mother, and she welcomed him in seemly wise, and they talked and drank together.

Then spake Sigurd, “Have I heard aright, that King Sigmund gave thee the good sword Gram in two pieces?”

“True enough,” she said.

So Sigurd said, “Deliver them into my hands, for I would have them.”

She said he looked like to win great fame, and gave him the sword. Therewith went Sigurd to Regin, and bade him make a good sword thereof as he best might; Regin grew wroth thereat, but went into the smithy with the pieces of the sword, thinking well meanwhile that Sigurd pushed his head far enow into the matter of smithying. So he made a sword, and as he bore it forth from the forge, it seemed to the smiths as though fire burned along the edges thereof. Now he bade Sigurd take the sword, and said he knew not how to make a sword if this one failed. Then Sigurd smote it into the anvil, and cleft it down to the stock thereof, and neither burst the sword nor brake it. Then he praised the sword much, and thereafter went to the river with a lock of wool, and threw it up against the stream, and it fell asunder when it met the sword. Then was Sigurd glad, and went home.

But Regin said, “Now whereas I have made the sword for thee, belike thou wilt hold to thy troth given, and wilt go meet Fafnir?”

“Surely will I hold thereto,” said Sigurd, “yet first must I avenge my father.”

Now Sigurd the older he grew, the more he grew in the love of all men, so that every child loved him well.






  








CHAPTER XVI. The prophecy of Grifir.
 

There was a man hight Grifir,(1) who was Sigurd’s mother’s brother, and a little after the forging of the sword Sigurd went to Grifir, because he was a man who knew things to come, and what was fated to men: of him Sigurd asked diligently how his life should go; but Grifir was long or he spake, yet at the last, by reason of Sigurd’s exceeding great prayers, he told him all his life and the fate thereof, even as afterwards came to pass. So when Grifir had told him all even as he would, he went back home; and a little after he and Regin met.

Then said Regin, “Go thou and slay Fafnir, even as thou hast given thy word.”

Sigurd said, “That work shall be wrought; but another is first to be done, the avenging of Sigmund the king and the other of my kinsmen who fell in that their last fight.”

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Called “Gripir” in the Edda.






  








CHAPTER XVII. Of Sigurd’s Avenging of Sigmund his Father.
 

Now Sigurd went to the kings, and spake thus — 

“Here have I abode a space with you, and I owe you thanks and reward, for great love and many gifts and all due honour; but now will I away from the land and go meet the sons of Hunding, and do them to wit that the Volsungs are not all dead; and your might would I have to strengthen me therein.”

So the kings said that they would give him all things soever that he desired, and therewith was a great army got ready, and all things wrought in the most heedful wise, ships and all war-gear, so that his journey might be of the stateliest: but Sigurd himself steered the dragon-keel which was the greatest and noblest; richly wrought were their sails, and glorious to look on.

So they sail and have wind at will; but when a few days were overpast, there arose a great storm on the sea, and the waves were to behold even as the foam of men’s blood; but Sigurd bade take in no sail, howsoever they might be riven, but rather to lay on higher than heretofore. But as they sailed past the rocks of a ness, a certain man hailed the ships, and asked who was captain over that navy; then was it told him that the chief and lord was Sigurd, the son of Sigmund, the most famed of all the young men who now are.

Then said the man, “Naught but one thing, certes, do all say of him, that none among the sons of kings may be likened unto him; now fain were I that ye would shorten sail on some of the ships, and take me aboard.”

Then they asked him of his name, and he sang — 

    “Hnikar I hight,

    When I gladdened Huginn,

    And went to battle,

    Bright son of Volsung;

    Now may ye call

    The carl on the cliff top,

    Feng or Fjolnir:

    Fain would I with you.”

They made for land therewith, and took that man aboard.

Then quoth Sigurd,(1) as the song says — 

      “Tell me this, O Hnikar,

      Since full well thou knowest

    Fate of Gods, good and ill of mankind,

      What best our hap foresheweth,

      When amid the battle

    About us sweeps the sword edge.”

Quoth Hnikar — 

      “Good are many tokens

      If thereof men wotted

    When the swords are sweeping:

      Fair fellow deem I

      The dark-winged raven,

    In war, to weapon-wielder.

 

      “The second good thing:

      When abroad thou goest

    For the long road well arrayed,

      Good if thou seest

      Two men standing,

    Fain of fame within the forecourt.

 

      “A third thing:

      Good hearing,

      The wolf a howling

    Abroad under ash boughs;

      Good hap shalt thou have

      Dealing with helm-staves,

    If thou seest these fare before thee.

 

      “No man in fight

      His face shall turn

      Against the moon’s sister

      Low, late-shining,

      For he winneth battle

      Who best beholdeth

      Through the midmost sword-play,

      And the sloping ranks best shapeth.

 

      “Great is the trouble

      Of foot ill-tripping,

    When arrayed for fight thou farest,

      For on both sides about

      Are the D?sir (2) by thee,

    Guileful, wishful of thy wounding.

 

      “Fair-combed, well washen

      Let each warrior be,

    Nor lack meat in the morning,

      For who can rule

      The eve’s returning,

    And base to fall before fate grovelling.”

Then the storm abated, and on they fared till they came aland in the realm of Hunding’s sons, and then Fjolnir vanished away.

Then they let loose fire and sword, and slew men and burnt their abodes, and did waste all before them: a great company of folk fled before the face of them to Lyngi the King, and tell him that men of war are in the land, and are faring with such rage and fury that the like has never been heard of; and that the sons of King Hunding had no great forecast in that they said they would never fear the Volsungs more, for here was come Sigurd, the son of Sigmund, as captain over this army.

So King Lyngi let send the war-message all throughout his realm, and has no will to flee, but summons to him all such as would give him aid. So he came against Sigurd with a great army, he and his brothers with him, and an exceeding fierce fight befell; many a spear and many an arrow might men see there raised aloft, axes hard driven, shields cleft and byrnies torn, helmets were shivered, skulls split atwain, and many a man felled to the cold earth.

And now when the fight has long dured in such wise, Sigurd goes forth before the banners, and has the good sword Gram in his hand, and smites down both men and horses, and goes through the thickest of the throng with both arms red with blood to the shoulder; and folk shrank aback before him wheresoever he went, nor would either helm or byrny hold before him, and no man deemed he had ever seen his like. So a long while the battle lasted, and many a man was slain, and furious was the onset; till at last it befell, even as seldom comes to hand, when a land army falls on, that, do whatso they might, naught was brought about; but so many men fell of the sons of Hunding that the tale of them may not be told; and now whenas Sigurd was among the foremost, came the sons of Hunding against him, and Sigurd smote therewith at Lyngi the king, and clave him down, both helm and head, and mail-clad body, and thereafter he smote Hjorward his brother atwain, and then slew all the other sons of Hunding who were yet alive, and the more part of their folk withal.

Now home goes Sigurd with fair victory won, and plenteous wealth and great honour, which he had gotten to him in this journey, and feasts were made for him against he came back to the realm.

But when Sigurd had been at home but a little, came Regin to talk with him, and said — 

“Belike thou wilt now have good will to bow down Fafnir’s crest according to thy word plighted, since thou hast thus revenged thy father and the others of thy kin.”

Sigurd answered, “That will we hold to, even as we have promised, nor did it ever fall from our memory.”

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  This and verses following were inserted from the “Reginsmal”

      by the translators.

 (2)  “D?sir”, sing. “D?s”.  These are the guardian beings who

      follow a man from his birth to his death.  The word

      originally means sister, and is used throughout the Eddaic

      poems as a dignified synonym for woman, lady.






  








CHAPTER XVIII. Of the Slaying of the Worm Fafnir.
 

Now Sigurd and Regin ride up the heath along that same way wherein Fafnir was wont to creep when he fared to the water; and folk say that thirty fathoms was the height of that cliff along which he lay when he drank of the water below. Then Sigurd spake:

“How sayedst thou, Regin, that this drake (1) was no greater than other lingworms; methinks the track of him is marvellous great?”

Then said Regin, “Make thee a hole, and sit down therein, and whenas the worm comes to the water, smite him into the heart, and so do him to death, and win thee great fame thereby.”

But Sigurd said, “What will betide me if I be before the blood of the worm?”

Says Regin, “Of what avail to counsel thee if thou art still afeard of everything? Little art thou like thy kin in stoutness of heart.”

Then Sigurd rides right over the heath; but Regin gets him gone, sore afeard.

But Sigurd fell to digging him a pit, and whiles he was at that work, there came to him an old man with a long beard, and asked what he wrought there, and he told him.

Then answered the old man and said, “Thou doest after sorry counsel: rather dig thee many pits, and let the blood run therein; but sit thee down in one thereof, and so thrust the worm’s heart through.”

And therewithal he vanished away; but Sigurd made the pits even as it was shown to him.

Now crept the worm down to his place of watering, and the earth shook all about him, and he snorted forth venom on all the way before him as he went; but Sigurd neither trembled nor was adrad at the roaring of him. So whenas the worm crept over the pits, Sigurd thrust his sword under his left shoulder, so that it sank in up to the hilts; then up leapt Sigurd from the pit and drew the sword back again unto him, and therewith was his arm all bloody, up to the very shoulder.

Now when that mighty worm was ware that he had his death-wound, then he lashed out head and tail, so that all things soever that were before him were broken to pieces.

So whenas Fafnir had his death-wound, he asked “Who art thou? And who is thy father? And what thy kin, that thou wert so hardy as to bear weapons against me?”

Sigurd answered, “Unknown to men is my kin. I am called a noble beast: (2) neither father have I nor mother, and all alone have I fared hither.”

Said Fafnir, “Whereas thou hast neither father nor mother, of what wonder wert thou born then? But now, though thou tellest me not thy name on this my death-day, yet thou knowest verily that thou liest unto me.”

He answered, “Sigurd am I called, and my father was Sigmund.”

Says Fafnir, “Who egged thee on to this deed, and why wouldst thou be driven to it? Hadst thou never heard how that all folk were adrad of me, and of the awe of my countenance? But an eager father thou hadst, O bright eyed swain!”

Sigurd answered, “A hardy heart urged me on hereto; and a strong hand and this sharp sword, which well thou knowest now, stood me in stead in the doing of the deed; ‘Seldom hath hardy eld a faint-heart youth.’”

Fafnir said, “Well, I wot that hadst thou waxed amid thy kin, thou mightest have good skill to slay folk in thine anger; but more of a marvel is it, that thou, a bondsman taken in war, shouldst have the heart to set on me, ‘for few among bondsmen have heart for the fight.’”

Said Sigurd, “Wilt thou then cast it in my teeth that I am far away from my kin? Albeit I was a bondsman, yet was I never shackled. God wot thou hast found me free enow.”

Fafnir answered, “In angry wise dost thou take my speech; but hearken, for that same gold which I have owned shall be thy bane too.”

Quoth Sigurd, “Fain would we keep all our wealth til that day of days; yet shall each man die once for all.”

Said Fafnir, “Few things wilt thou do after my counsel; but take heed that thou shalt be drowned if thou farest unwarily over the sea; so bide thou rather on the dry land, for the coming of the calm tide.”

Then said Sigurd, “Speak, Fafnir, and say, if thou art so exceeding wise, who are the Norns who rule the lot of all mothers’ sons.”

Fafnir answers, “Many there be and wide apart; for some are of the kin of the Aesir, and some are of Elfin kin, and some there are who are daughters of Dvalin.”

Said Sigurd, “How namest thou the holm whereon Surt (3) and the Aesir mix and mingle the water of the sword?”

“Unshapen is that holm hight,” said Fafnir.

And yet again he said, “Regin, my brother, has brought about my end, and it gladdens my heart that thine too he bringeth about; for thus will things be according to his will.”

And once again he spake, “A countenance of terror I bore up before all folk, after that I brooded over the heritage of my brother, and on every side did I spout out poison, so that none durst come anigh me, and of no weapon was I adrad, nor ever had I so many men before me, as that I deemed myself not stronger than all; for all men were sore afeard of me.”

Sigurd answered and said, “Few may have victory by means of that same countenance of terror, for whoso comes amongst many shall one day find that no one man is by so far the mightiest of all.”

Then says Fafnir, “Such counsel I give thee, that thou take thy horse and ride away at thy speediest, for ofttimes it falls out so, that he who gets a death-wound avenges himself none the less.”

Sigurd answered, “Such as thy redes are I will nowise do after them; nay, I will ride now to thy lair and take to me that great treasure of thy kin.”

“Ride there then,” said Fafnir, “and thou shalt find gold enow to suffice thee for all thy life-days; yet shall that gold be thy bane, and the bane of every one soever who owns it.”

Then up stood Sigurd, and said, “Home would I ride and lose all that wealth, if I deemed that by the losing thereof I should never die; but every brave and true man will fain have his hand on wealth till that last day; but thou, Fafnir, wallow in the death-pain till Death and Hell have thee.”

And therewithal Fafnir died.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Lat. “draco”, a dragon.

 (2)  “Unknown to men is my kin.”  Sigurd refusing to tell his

      name is to be referred to the superstition that a dying man

      could throw a curse on his enemy.

 (3)  Surt; a fire-giant, who will destroy the world at the

      Ragnarok, or destruction of all things.  Aesir; the gods.






  








CHAPTER XIX. Of the Slaying of Regin, Son of Hreidmar.
 

Thereafter came Regin to Sigurd, and said, “Hail, lord and master, a noble victory hast thou won in the slaying of Fafnir, whereas none durst heretofore abide in the path of him; and now shall this deed of fame be of renown while the world stands fast.”

Then stood Regin staring on the earth a long while, and presently thereafter spake from heavy mood: “Mine own brother hast thou slain, and scarce may I be called sackless of the deed.”

Then Sigurd took his sword Gram and dried it on the earth, and spake to Regin — 

“Afar thou faredst when I wrought this deed and tried this sharp sword with the hand and the might of me; with all the might and main of a dragon must I strive, while thou wert laid alow in the heather-bush, wotting not if it were earth or heaven.”

Said Regin, “Long might this worm have lain in his lair, if the sharp sword I forged with my hand had not been good at need to thee; had that not been, neither thou nor any man would have prevailed against him as at this time.”

Sigurd answers, “Whenas men meet foes in fight, better is stout heart than sharp sword.”

Then said Regin, exceeding heavily, “Thou hast slain my brother, and scarce may I be sackless of the deed.”

Therewith Sigurd cut out the heart of the worm with the sword called Ridil; but Regin drank of Fafnir’s blood, and spake, “Grant me a boon, and do a thing little for thee to do. Bear the heart to the fire, and roast it, and give me thereof to eat.”

Then Sigurd went his ways and roasted it on a rod; and when the blood bubbled out he laid his finger thereon to essay it, if it were fully done; and then he set his finger in his mouth, and lo, when the heart-blood of the worm touched his tongue, straightway he knew the voice of all fowls, and heard withal how the wood-peckers chattered in the brake beside him — 

“There sittest thou, Sigurd, roasting Fafnir’s heart for another, that thou shouldest eat thine ownself, and then thou shouldest become the wisest of all men.”

And another spake: “There lies Regin, minded to beguile the man who trusts in him.”

But yet again said the third, “Let him smite the head from off him then, and be only lord of all that gold.”

And once more the fourth spake and said, “Ah, the wiser were he if he followed after that good counsel, and rode thereafter to Fafnir’s lair, and took to him that mighty treasure that lieth there, and then rode over Hindfell, whereas sleeps Brynhild; for there would he get great wisdom. Ah, wise he were, if he did after your redes, and bethought him of his own weal; ‘for where wolf’s ears are, wolf’s teeth are near.’”

Then cried the fifth: “Yea, yea, not so wise is he as I deem him, if he spareth him, whose brother he hath slain already.”

At last spake the sixth: “Handy and good rede to slay him, and be lord of the treasure!”

Then said Sigurd, “The time is unborn wherein Regin shall be my bane; nay, rather one road shall both these brothers fare.”

And therewith he drew his sword Gram and struck off Regin’s head.

Then heard Sigurd the wood-peckers a-singing, even as the song says. (1)

For the first sang:

    “Bind thou, Sigurd,

    The bright red rings!

    Not meet it is

    Many things to fear.

    A fair may know I,

    Fair of all the fairest

    Girt about with gold,

    Good for thy getting.”

And the second:

    “Green go the ways

    Toward the hall of Giuki

    That the fates show forth

    To those who fare thither;

    There the rich king

    Reareth a daughter;

    Thou shalt deal, Sigurd,

    With gold for thy sweetling.”

And the third:

    “A high hall is there

    Reared upon Hindfell,

    Without all around it

    Sweeps the red flame aloft.

    Wise men wrought

    That wonder of halls

    With the unhidden gleam

    Of the glory of gold.”

Then the fourth sang:

    “Soft on the fell

    A shield-may sleepeth

    The lime-trees’ red plague

    Playing about her:

    The sleep-thorn set Odin

    Into that maiden

    For her choosing in war

    The one he willed not.

 

    “Go, son, behold

    That may under helm

    Whom from battle

    Vinskornir bore,

    From her may not turn

    The torment of sleep.

    Dear offspring of kings

    In the dread Norns’ despite.”

Then Sigurd ate some deal of Fafnir’s heart, and the remnant he kept. Then he leapt on his horse and rode along the trail of the worm Fafnir, and so right unto his abiding-place; and he found it open, and beheld all the doors and the gear of them that they were wrought of iron: yea, and all the beams of the house; and it was dug down deep into the earth: there found Sigurd gold exceeding plenteous, and the sword Rotti; and thence he took the Helm of Awe, and the Gold Byrny, and many things fair and good. So much gold he found there, that he thought verily that scarce might two horses, or three belike, bear it thence. So he took all the gold and laid it in two great chests, and set them on the horse Grani, and took the reins of him, but nowise will he stir, neither will he abide smiting. Then Sigurd knows the mind of the horse, and leaps on the back of him, and smites and spurs into him, and off the horse goes even as if he were unladen.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  The Songs of the Birds were inserted from “Reginsmal” by the

      translators.






  








CHAPTER XX. Of Sigurd’s Meeting with Brynhild on the Mountain.
 

By long roads rides Sigurd, till he comes at the last up on to Hindfell, and wends his way south to the land of the Franks; and he sees before him on the fell a great light, as of fire burning, and flaming up even unto the heavens; and when he came thereto, lo, a shield-hung castle before him, and a banner on the topmost thereof: into the castle went Sigurd, and saw one lying there asleep, and all-armed. Therewith he takes the helm from off the head of him, and sees that it is no man, but a woman; and she was clad in a byrny as closely set on her as though it had grown to her flesh; so he rent it from the collar downwards; and then the sleeves thereof, and ever the sword bit on it as if it were cloth. Then said Sigurd that over-long had she lain asleep; but she asked — 

“What thing of great might is it that has prevailed to rend my byrny, and draw me from my sleep?”

Even as sings the song: (1)

    “What bit on the byrny,

    Why breaks my sleep away,

    Who has turned from me

    My wan tormenting?”

“Ah, is it so, that here is come Sigurd Sigmundson, bearing Fafnir’s helm on his head and Fafnir’s bane in his hand?”

Then answered Sigurd — 

    “Sigmund’s son

    With Sigurd’s sword

    E’en now rent down

    The raven’s wall.”

“Of the Volsung’s kin is he who has done the deed; but now I have heard that thou art daughter of a mighty king, and folk have told us that thou wert lovely and full of lore, and now I will try the same.”

Then Brynhild sang — 

    “Long have I slept

    And slumbered long,

    Many and long are the woes of mankind,

    By the might of Odin

    Must I bide helpless

    To shake from off me the spells of slumber.

 

    “Hail to the day come back!

    Hail, sons of the daylight!

    Hail to thee, dark night, and thy daughter!

    Look with kind eyes a-down,

    On us sitting here lonely,

    And give unto us the gain that we long for.

 

    “Hail to the Aesir,

    And the sweet Asyniur! (2)

    Hail to the fair earth fulfilled of plenty!

    Fair words, wise hearts,

    Would we win from you,

    And healing hands while life we hold.”

Then Brynhild speaks again and says, “Two kings fought, one hight Helm Gunnar, an old man, and the greatest of warriors, and Odin had promised the victory unto him; but his foe was Agnar, or Audi’s brother: and so I smote down Helm Gunnar in the fight; and Odin, in vengeance for that deed, stuck the sleep-thorn into me, and said that I should never again have the victory, but should be given away in marriage; but thereagainst I vowed a vow, that never would I wed one who knew the name of fear.”

Then said Sigurd, “Teach us the lore of mighty matters!”

She said, “Belike thou cannest more skill in all than I; yet will I teach thee; yea, and with thanks, if there be aught of my cunning that will in anywise pleasure thee, either of runes or of other matters that are the root of things; but now let us drink together, and may the Gods give to us twain a good day, that thou mayst win good help and fame from my wisdom, and that thou mayst hereafter mind thee of that which we twain speak together.”

Then Brynhild filled a beaker and bore it to Sigurd, and gave him the drink of love, and spake — 

      “Beer bring I to thee,

      Fair fruit of the byrnies’ clash,

      Mixed is it mightily,

      Mingled with fame,

      Brimming with bright lays

      And pitiful runes,

      Wise words, sweet words,

      Speech of great game.

 

      “Runes of war know thou,

      If great thou wilt be!

    Cut them on hilt of hardened sword,

      Some on the brand’s back,

      Some on its shining side,

    Twice name Tyr therein.

 

      “Sea-runes good at need,

      Learnt for ship’s saving,

    For the good health of the swimming horse;

      On the stern cut them,

      Cut them on the rudder-blade

    And set flame to shaven oar:

      Howso big be the sea-hills,

      Howso blue beneath,

    Hail from the main then comest thou home.

 

      “Word-runes learn well

      If thou wilt that no man

    Pay back grief for the grief thou gavest;

      Wind thou these,

      Weave thou these,

    Cast thou these all about thee,

      At the Thing,

      Where folk throng,

    Unto the full doom faring.

 

      “Of ale-runes know the wisdom

      If thou wilt that another’s wife

    Should not bewray thine heart that trusteth:

      Cut them on the mead-horn,

      On the back of each hand,

    And nick an N upon thy nail.

 

      “Ale have thou heed

      To sign from all harm

    Leek lay thou in the liquor,

      Then I know for sure

      Never cometh to thee,

    Mead with hurtful matters mingled.

 

      “Help-runes shalt thou gather

      If skill thou wouldst gain

    To loosen child from low-laid mother;

      Cut be they in hands hollow,

      Wrapped the joints round about;

    Call for the Good-folks’ gainsome helping.

 

      “Learn the bough-runes wisdom

      If leech-lore thou lovest;

    And wilt wot about wounds’ searching

      On the bark be they scored;

      On the buds of trees

    Whose boughs look eastward ever.

 

      “Thought-runes shalt thou deal with

      If thou wilt be of all men

    Fairest-souled wight, and wisest,

      These areded

      These first cut

    These first took to heart high Hropt.

 

    “On the shield were they scored

    That stands before the shining God,

    On Early-waking’s ear,

    On All-knowing’s hoof,

    On the wheel which runneth

    Under Rognir’s chariot;

    On Sleipnir’s jaw-teeth,

    On the sleigh’s traces.

 

    “On the rough bear’s paws,

    And on Bragi’s tongue,

    On the wolf’s claws,

    And on eagle’s bill,

    On bloody wings,

    And bridge’s end;

    On loosing palms,

    And pity’s path:

 

    “On glass, and on gold,

    And on goodly silver,

    In wine and in wort,

    And the seat of the witch-wife;

    On Gungnir’s point,

    And Grani’s bosom;

    On the Norn’s nail,

    And the neb of the night-owl.

 

      “All these so cut,

      Were shaven and sheared,

    And mingled in with holy mead,

    And sent upon wide ways enow;

      Some abide with the Elves,

      Some abide with the Aesir,

    Or with the wise Vanir,

    Some still hold the sons of mankind.

 

      “These be the book-runes,

      And the runes of good help,

    And all the ale-runes,

    And the runes of much might;

      To whomso they may avail,

      Unbewildered unspoilt;

    They are wholesome to have:

    Thrive thou with these then.

    When thou hast learnt their lore,

    Till the Gods end thy life-days.

 

      “Now shalt thou choose thee

      E’en as choice is bidden,

    Sharp steel’s root and stem,

      Choose song or silence;

      See to each in thy heart,

    All hurt has been heeded.”

Then answered Sigurd — 

    “Ne’er shall I flee,

    Though thou wottest me fey;

    Never was I born for blenching,

    Thy loved rede will I

      Hold aright in my heart

    Even as long as I may live.”

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  The stanzas on the two following pages were inserted here

      from “Sigrdrifasmal” by the translators.

 (2)  Goddesses.






  








CHAPTER XXI. More Wise Words of Brynhild.
 

Sigurd spake now, “Sure no wiser woman than thou art one may be found in the wide world; yea, yea, teach me more yet of thy wisdom!”

She answers, “Seemly is it that I do according to thy will, and show thee forth more redes of great avail, for thy prayer’s sake and thy wisdom;” and she spake withal — 

“Be kindly to friend and kin, and reward not their trespasses against thee; bear and forbear, and win for thee thereby long enduring praise of men.

“Take good heed of evil things: a may’s love, and a man’s wife; full oft thereof doth ill befall!

“Let not thy mind be overmuch crossed by unwise men at thronged meetings of folk; for oft these speak worse than they wot of; lest thou be called a dastard, and art minded to think that thou art even as is said; slay such an one on another day, and so reward his ugly talk.

“If thou farest by the way whereas bide evil things, be well ware of thyself; take not harbour near the highway, though thou be benighted, for oft abide there ill wights for men’s bewilderment.

“Let not fair women beguile thee, such as thou mayst meet at the feast, so that the thought thereof stand thee in stead of sleep, and a quiet mind; yea, draw them not to thee with kisses or other sweet things of love.

“If thou hearest the fool’s word of a drunken man, strive not with him being drunk with drink and witless; many a grief, yea, and the very death, groweth from out such things.

“Fight thy foes in the field, nor be burnt in thine house.

‘Never swear thou wrongsome oath; great and grim is the reward for the breaking of plighted troth.

“Give kind heed to dead men, — sick-dead, Sea-dead; deal heedfully with their dead corpses.

“Trow never in him for whom thou hast slain father, brother, or whatso near kin, yea, though young he be; ‘for oft waxes wolf in youngling’.

“Look thou with good heed to the wiles of thy friends; but little skill is given to me, that I should foresee the ways of thy life; yet good it were that hate fell not on thee from those of thy wife’s house.”

Sigurd spake, “None among the sons of men can be found wiser than thou; and thereby swear I, that thee will I have as my own, for near to my heart thou liest.”

She answers, “Thee would I fainest choose, though I had all men’s sons to choose from.”

And thereto they plighted troth both of them.






  








CHAPTER XXII. Of the Semblance and Array of Sigurd Fafnir’s-bane. (1)
 

Now Sigurd rides away; many-folded is his shield, and blazing with red gold, and the image of a dragon is drawn thereon; and this same was dark brown above, and bright red below; and with even such-like image was adorned helm, and saddle, and coat-armour; and he was clad in the golden byrny, and all his weapons were gold wrought.

Now for this cause was the drake drawn on all his weapons, that when he was seen of men, all folk might know who went there; yea, all those who had heard of his slaying of that great dragon, that the Voerings call Fafnir; and for that cause are his weapons gold-wrought, and brown of hue, and that he was by far above other men in courtesy and goodly manners, and well-nigh in all things else; and whenas folk tell of all the mightiest champions, and the noblest chiefs, then ever is he named the foremost, and his name goes wide about on all tongues north of the sea of the Greek-lands, and even so shall it be while the world endures.

Now the hair of this Sigurd was golden-red of hue, fair of fashion, and falling down in great locks; thick and short was his beard, and of no other colour, high-nosed he was, broad and high-boned of face; so keen were his eyes, that few durst gaze up under the brows of him; his shoulders were as broad to look on as the shoulders of two; most duly was his body fashioned betwixt height and breadth, and in such wise as was seemliest; and this is the sign told of his height, that when he was girt with his sword Gram, which same was seven spans long, as he went through the full-grown rye-fields, the dew-shoe of the said sword smote the ears of the standing corn; and, for all that, greater was his strength than his growth: well could he wield sword, and cast forth spear, shoot shaft, and hold shield, bend bow, back horse, and do all the goodly deeds that he learned in his youth’s days.

Wise he was to know things yet undone; and the voice of all fowls he knew, wherefore few things fell on him unawares.

Of many words he was, and so fair of speech withal, that whensoever he made it his business to speak, he never left speaking before that to all men it seemed full sure, that no otherwise must the matter be than as he said.

His sport and pleasure it was to give aid to his own folk, and to prove himself in mighty matters, to take wealth from his unfriends, and give the same to his friends.

Never did he lose heart, and of naught was he adrad.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  This chapter is nearly literally the same as chapter 166 of

      the “Wilkinasaga”; Ed.: Perinskiold, Stockholm, 1715.






  








CHAPTER XXIII. Sigurd comes to Hlymdale.
 

Forth Sigurd rides till he comes to a great and goodly dwelling, the lord whereof was a mighty chief called Heimir; he had to wife a sister of Brynhild, who was hight Bekkhild, because she had bidden at home, and learned handicraft, whereas Brynhild fared with helm and byrny unto the wars, wherefore was she called Brynhild.

Heimir and Bekkhild had a son called Alswid, the most courteous of men.

Now at this stead were men disporting them abroad, but when they see the man riding thereto, they leave their play to wonder at him, for none such had they ever seen erst; so they went to meet him, and gave him good welcome; Alswid bade him abide and have such things at his hands as he would; and he takes his bidding blithesomely; due service withal was established for him; four men bore the treasure of gold from off the horse, and the fifth took it to him to guard the same; therein were many things to behold, things of great price, and seldom seen; and great game and joy men had to look on byrnies and helms, and mighty rings, and wondrous great golden stoups, and all kinds of war weapons.

So there dwelt Sigurd long in great honour holden; and tidings of that deed of fame spread wide through all lands, of how he had slain that hideous and fearful dragon. So good joyance had they there together, and each was leal to other; and their sport was in the arraying of their weapons, and the shafting of their arrows, and the flying of their falcons.






  








CHAPTER XXIV. Sigurd sees Brynhild at Hlymdale.
 

In those days came home to Heimir, Brynhild, his foster-daughter, and she sat in her bower with her maidens, and could more skill in handycraft than other women; she sat, overlaying cloth with gold, and sewing therein the great deeds which Sigurd had wrought, the slaying of the Worm, and the taking of the wealth of him, and the death of Regin withal.

Now tells the tale, that on a day Sigurd rode into the wood with hawk, and hound, and men thronging; and whenas he came home his hawk flew up to a high tower, and sat him down on a certain window. Then fared Sigurd after his hawk, and he saw where sat a fair woman, and knew that it was Brynhild, and he deems all things he sees there to be worthy together, both her fairness, and the fair things she wrought: and therewith he goes into the hall, but has no more joyance in the games of the men folk.

Then spake Alswid, “Why art thou so bare of bliss? this manner of thine grieveth us thy friends; why then wilt thou not hold to thy gleesome ways? Lo, thy hawks pine now, and thy horse Grani droops; and long will it be ere we are booted thereof?”

Sigurd answered, “Good friend, hearken to what lies on my mind; for my hawk flew up into a certain tower; and when I came thereto and took him, lo there I saw a fair woman, and she sat by a needlework of gold, and did thereon my deeds that are passed, and my deeds that are to come.”

Then said Alswid, “Thou has seen Brynhild, Budli’s daughter, the greatest of great women.”

“Yea, verily,” said Sigurd; “but how came she hither?”

Aswid answered, “Short space there was betwixt the coming hither of the twain of you.”

Says Sigurd, “Yea, but a few days agone I knew her for the best of the world’s women.”

Alswid said, “Give not all thine heed to one woman, being such a man as thou art; ill life to sit lamenting for what we may not have.”

“I shall go meet her,” says Sigurd, “and get from her love like my love, and give her a gold ring in token thereof.”

Alswid answered, “None has ever yet been known whom she would let sit beside her, or to whom she would give drink; for ever will she hold to warfare and to the winning of all kinds of fame.”

Sigurd said, “We know not for sure whether she will give us answer or not, or grant us a seat beside her.”

So the next day after, Sigurd went to the bower, but Alswid stood outside the bower door, fitting shafts to his arrows.

Now Sigurd spake, “Abide, fair and hale lady, — how farest thou?”

She answered, “Well it fares; my kin and my friends live yet: but who shall say what goodhap folk may bear to their life’s end?”

He sat him down by her, and there came in four damsels with great golden beakers, and the best of wine therein; and these stood before the twain.

Then said Brynhild, “This seat is for few, but and if my father come.”

He answered, “Yet is it granted to one that likes me well.”

Now that chamber was hung with the best and fairest of hangings, and the floor thereof was all covered with cloth.

Sigurd spake, “Now has it come to pass even as thou didst promise.”

“O be thou welcome here!” said she, and arose therewith, and the four damsels with her, and bore the golden beaker to him, and bade him drink; he stretched out his hand to the beaker, and took it, and her hand withal, and drew her down beside him; and cast his arms round about her neck and kissed her, and said — 

“Thou art the fairest that was ever born!”

But Brynhild said, “Ah, wiser is it not to cast faith and troth into a woman’s power, for ever shall they break that they have promised.”

He said, “That day would dawn the best of days over our heads whereon each of each should be made happy.”

Brynhild answered, “It is not fated that we should abide together; I am a shield-may, and wear helm on head even as the kings of war, and them full oft I help, neither is the battle become loathsome to me.”

Sigurd answered, “What fruit shall be of our life, if we live not together: harder to bear this pain that lies hereunder, than the stroke of sharp sword.”

Brynhild answers, “I shall gaze on the hosts of the war-kings, but thou shalt wed Gudrun, the daughter of Giuki.”

Sigurd answered, “What king’s daughter lives to beguile me? neither am I double-hearted herein; and now I swear by the Gods that thee shall I have for mine own, or no woman else.”

And even suchlike wise spake she.

Sigurd thanked her for her speech, and gave her a gold ring, and now they swore oath anew, and so he went his ways to his men, and is with them awhile in great bliss.






  








CHAPTER XXV. Of the Dream of Gudrun, Giuki’s daughter.
 

There was a king hight Giuki, who ruled a realm south of the Rhine; three sons he had, thus named: Gunnar, Hogni, and Guttorm, and Gudrun was the name of his daughter, the fairest of maidens; and all these children were far before all other king’s children in all prowess, and in goodliness and growth withal; ever were his sons at the wars and wrought many a deed of fame. But Giuki had wedded Grimhild the Wise-wife.

Now Budli was the name of a king mightier than Giuki, mighty though they both were: and Atli was the brother of Brynhild: Atli was a fierce man and a grim, great and black to look on, yet noble of mien withal, and the greatest of warriors. Grimhild was a fierce-hearted woman.

Now the days of the Giukings bloomed fair, and chiefly because of those children, so far before the sons of men.

On a day Gudrun says to her mays that she may have no joy of heart; then a certain woman asked her wherefore her joy was departed.

She answered, “Grief came to me in my dreams, therefore is there sorrow in my heart, since thou must needs ask thereof.”

“Tell it me, then, thy dream,” said the woman, “for dreams oft forecast but the weather.”

Gudrun answers, “Nay, nay, no weather is this; I dreamed that I had a fair hawk on my wrist, feathered with feathers of gold.”

Says the woman, “Many have heard tell of thy beauty, thy wisdom, and thy courtesy; some king’s son abides thee, then.”

Gudrun answers, “I dreamed that naught was so dear to me as this hawk, and all my wealth had I cast aside rather than him.”

The woman said, “Well, then, the man thou shalt have will be of the goodliest, and well shalt thou love him.”

Gudrun answered, “It grieves me that I know not who he shall be; let us go seek Brynhild, for she belike will wot thereof.”

So they arrayed them in gold and many a fair thing, and she went with her damsels till they came to the hall of Brynhild, and that hall was dight with gold, and stood on a high hill; and whenas their goings were seen, it was told Brynhild, that a company of women drove toward the burg in gilded waggons.

“That shall be Gudrun, Giuki’s daughter,” says she: “I dreamed of her last night; let us go meet her! No fairer woman may come to our house.”

So they went abroad to meet them, and gave them good greeting, and they went into the goodly hall together; fairly painted it was within, and well adorned with silver vessel; cloths were spread under the feet of them, and all folk served them, and in many wise they sported.

But Gudrun was somewhat silent.

Then said Brynhild, “Ill to abash folk of their mirth; prithee do not so; let us talk together for our disport of mighty kings and their great deeds.”

“Good talk,” says Gudrun, “let us do even so; what kings deemest thou to have been the first of all men?”

Brynhild says, “The sons of Haki, and Hagbard withal; they brought to pass many a deed of fame in the warfare.”

Gudrun answers, “Great men certes, and of noble fame! Yet Sigar took their one sister, and burned the other, house and all; and they may be called slow to revenge the deed; why didst thou not name my brethren, who are held to be the first of men as at this time?”

Brynhild says, “Men of good hope are they surely, though but little proven hitherto; but one I know far before them, Sigurd, the son of Sigmund the king; a youngling was he in the days when he slew the sons of Hunding, and revenged his father, and Eylimi, his mother’s father.”

Said Gudrun, “By what token tellest thou that?”

Brynhild answered, “His mother went amid the dead, and found Sigmund the king sore wounded, and would bind up his hurts; but he said he grew over old for war, and bade her lay this comfort to her heart, that she should bear the most famed of sons; and wise was the wise man’s word therein: for after the death of King Sigmund, she went to King Alf, and there was Sigurd nourished in great honour, and day by day he wrought some deed of fame, and is the man most renowned of all the wide world.”

Gudrun says, “From love hast thou gained these tidings of him; but for this cause came I here, to tell thee dreams of mine which have brought me great grief.”

Says Brynhild, “Let not such matters sadden thee; abide with thy friends who wish thee blithesome, all of them!”

“This I dreamed,” said Gudrun, “that we went, a many of us in company, from the bower, and we saw an exceeding great hart, that far excelled all other deer ever seen, and the hair of him was golden; and this deer we were all fain to take, but I alone got him; and he seemed to me better than all things else; but sithence thou, Byrnhild, didst shoot and slay my deer even at my very knees, and such grief was that to me that scarce might I bear it; and then afterwards thou gavest me a wolf-cub, which besprinkled me with the blood of my brethren.”

Brynhild answers, “I will arede thy dream, even as things shall come to pass hereafter; for Sigurd shall come to thee, even he whom I have chosen for my well-beloved; and Grimhild shall give him mead mingled with hurtful things, which shall cast us all into mighty strife. Him shalt thou have, and him shalt thou quickly miss; and Atli the king shalt thou wed; and thy brethren shalt thou lose, and slay Atli withal in the end.”

Gudrun answers, “Grief and woe to know that such things shall be!”

And therewith she and hers get them gone home to King Giuki.






  








CHAPTER XXVI. Sigurd comes to the Giukings and is wedded to Gudrun.
 

Now Sigurd goes his ways with all that great treasure, and in friendly wise he departs from them; and on Grani he rides with all his war-gear and the burden withal; and thus he rides until he comes to the hall of King Giuki; there he rides into the burg, and that sees one of the king’s men, and he spake withal — 

“Sure it may be deemed that here is come one of the Gods, for his array is all done with gold, and his horse is far mightier than other horses, and the manner of his weapons is most exceeding goodly, and most of all the man himself far excels all other men ever seen.”

So the king goes out with his court and greets the man, and asks — 

“Who art thou who thus ridest into my burg, as none has durst hitherto without the leave of my sons?”

He answered, “I am called Sigurd, son of King Sigmund.”

Then said King Giuki, “Be thou welcome here then, and take at our hands whatso thou willest.”

So he went into the king’s hall, and all men seemed little beside him, and all men served him, and there he abode in great joyance.

Now oft they all ride abroad together, Sigurd and Gunnar and Hogni, and ever is Sigurd far the foremost of them, mighty men of their hands though they were.

But Grimhild finds how heartily Sigurd loved Brynhild, and how oft he talks of her; and she falls to thinking how well it were, if he might abide there and wed the daughter of King Giuki, for she saw that none might come anigh to his goodliness, and what faith and goodhelp there was in him, and how that he had more wealth withal than folk might tell of any man; and the king did to him even as unto his own sons, and they for their parts held him of more worth than themselves.

So on a night as they sat at the drink, the queen arose, and went before Sigurd, and said — 

“Great joy we have in thine abiding here, and all good things will we put before thee to take of us; lo now, take this horn and drink thereof.”

So he took it and drank, and therewithal she said, “Thy father shall be Giuki the king, and I shall be thy mother, and Gunnar and Hogni shall be thy brethren, and all this shall be sworn with oaths each to each; and then surely shall the like of you never be found on earth.”

Sigurd took her speech well, for with the drinking of that drink all memory of Brynhild departed from him. So there he abode awhile.

And on a day went Grimhild to Giuki the king, and cast her arms about his neck, and spake — 

“Behold, there has now come to us the greatest of great hearts that the world holds; and needs must he be trusty and of great avail; give him thy daughter then, with plenteous wealth, and as much of rule as he will; perchance thereby he will be well content to abide here ever.”

The king answered, “Seldom does it befall that kings offer their daughters to any; yet in higher wise will it be done to offer her to this man, than to take lowly prayers for her from others.”

On a night Gudrun pours out the drink, and Sigurd beholds her how fair she is and how full of all courtesy.

Five seasons Sigurd abode there, and ever they passed their days together in good honour and friendship.

And so it befell that the kings held talk together, and Giuki said — 

“Great good thou givest us, Sigurd, and with exceeding strength thou strengthenest our realm.”

Then Gunnar said, “All things that may be will we do for thee, so thou abidest here long; both dominion shalt thou have, and our sister freely and unprayed for, whom another man would not get for all his prayers.”

Sigurd says, “Thanks have ye for this wherewith ye honour me, and gladly will I take the same.”

Therewith they swore brotherhood together, and to be even as if they were children of one father and one mother; and a noble feast was holden, and endured many days, and Sigurd drank at the wedding of him and Gudrun; and there might men behold all manner of game and glee, and each day the feast better and better.

Now fare these folk wide over the world, and do many great deeds, and slay many kings’ sons, and no man has ever done such works of prowess as did they; then home they come again with much wealth won in war.

Sigurd gave of the serpent’s heart to Gudrun, and she ate thereof, and became greater-hearted, and wiser than ere before: and the son of these twain was called Sigmund.

Now on a time went Grimhild to Gunnar her son, and spake — 

“Fair blooms the life and fortune of thee, but for one thing only, and namely whereas thou art unwedded; go woo Brynhild; good rede is this, and Sigurd will ride with thee.”

Gunnar answered, “Fair is she certes, and I am fain enow to win her;” and therewith he tells his father, and his brethren, and Sigurd, and they all prick him on to that wooing.






  








CHAPTER XXVII. The Wooing of Brynhild.
 

Now they array them joyously for their journey, and ride over hill and dale to the house of King Budli, and woo his daughter of him; in a good wise he took their speech, if so be that she herself would not deny them; but he said withal that so high-minded was she, that that man only might wed her whom she would.

Then they ride to Hlymdale, and there Heimir gave them good welcome; so Gunnar tells his errand; Heimir says, that she must needs wed but him whom she herself chose freely; and tells them how her abode was but a little way thence, and that he deemed that him only would she have who should ride through the flaming fire that was drawn round about her hall; so they depart and come to the hall and the fire, and see there a castle with a golden roof-ridge, and all round about a fire roaring up.

Now Gunnar rode on Goti, but Hogni on Holkvi, and Gunnar smote his horse to face the fire, but he shrank aback.

Then said Sigurd, “Why givest thou back, Gunnar?”

He answered, “The horse will not tread this fire; but lend me thy horse Grani.”

“Yea, with all my good will,” says Sigurd.

Then Gunnar rides him at the fire, and yet nowise will Gram stir, nor may Gunnar any the more ride through that fire. So now they change semblance, Gunnar and Sigurd, even as Grimhild had taught them; then Sigurd in the likeness of Gunnar mounts and rides, Gram in his hand, and golden spurs on his heels; then leapt Grani into the fire when he felt the spurs; and a mighty roar arose as the fire burned ever madder, and the earth trembled, and the flames went up even unto the heavens, nor had any dared to ride as he rode, even as it were through the deep mirk.

But now the fire sank withal, and he leapt from his horse and went into the hall, even as the song says — 

    “The flame flared at its maddest,

    Earth’s fields fell a-quaking

    As the red flame aloft

    Licked the lowest of heaven.

    Few had been fain,

    Of the rulers of folk,

    To ride through that flame,

    Or athwart it to tread.

 

    “Then Sigurd smote

    Grani with sword,

    And the flame was slaked

    Before the king;

    Low lay the flames

    Before the fain of fame;

    Bright gleamed the array

    That Regin erst owned.

Now when Sigurd had passed through the fire, he came into a certain fair dwelling, and therein sat Brynhild.

She asked, “What man is it?”

Then he named himself Gunnar, son of Giuki, and said— “Thou art awarded to me as my wife, by the good will and word of thy father and thy foster-father, and I have ridden through the flames of thy fire, according to thy word that thou hast set forth.”

“I wot not clearly,” said she, “how I shall answer thee.”

Now Sigurd stood upright on the hall floor, and leaned on the hilt of his sword, and he spake to Brynhild — 

“In reward thereof, shall I pay thee a great dower in gold and goodly things?”

She answered in heavy mood from her seat, whereas she sat like unto swan on billow, having a sword in her hand, and a helm on her head, and being clad in a byrny, “O Gunnar,” she says, “speak not to me of such things, unless thou be the first and best of all men; for then shalt thou slay those my wooers, if thou hast heart thereto; I have been in battles with the king of the Greeks, and our weapons were stained with red blood, and for such things still I yearn.”

He answered, “Yea, certes many great deeds hast thou done; but yet call thou to mind thine oath, concerning the riding through of this fire, wherein thou didst swear that thou wouldst go with the man who should do this deed.”

So she found that he spoke but the sooth, and she paid heed to his words, and arose, and greeted him meetly, and he abode there three nights, and they lay in one bed together; but he took the sword Gram and laid it betwixt them: then she asked him why he laid it there; and he answered, that in that wise must he needs wed his wife or else get his bane.

Then she took from off her the ring Andvari’s-loom, which he had given her aforetime, and gave it to him, but he gave her another ring out of Fafnir’s hoard.

Thereafter he rode away through the same fire unto his fellows, and he and Gunnar changed semblances again, and rode unto Hlymdale, and told how it had gone with them.

That same day went Brynhild home to her foster-father, and tells him as one whom she trusted, how that there had come a king to her; “And he rode through my flaming fire, and said he was come to woo me, and named himself Gunnar; but I said that such a deed might Sigurd alone have done, with whom I plighted troth on the mountain; and he is my first troth-plight, and my well-beloved.”

Heimir said that things must needs abide even as now they had now come to pass.

Brynhild said, “Aslaug the daughter of me and Sigurd shall be nourished here with thee.”

Now the kings fare home, but Brynhild goes to her father; Grimhild welcomes the kings meetly, and thanks Sigurd for his fellowship; and withal is a great feast made, and many were the guests thereat; and thither came Budli the King with his daughter Brynhild, and his son Atli, and for many days did the feast endure: and at that feast was Gunnar wedded to Brynhild: but when it was brought to an end, once more has Sigurd memory of all the oaths that he sware unto Brynhild, yet withal he let all things abide in rest and peace.

Brynhild and Gunnar sat together in great game and glee, and drank goodly wine.






  








CHAPTER XXVIII. How the Queens held angry converse together at the Bathing.
 

On a day as the Queens went to the river to bathe them, Brynhild waded the farthest out into the river; then asked Gudrun what that deed might signify.

Brynhild said, “Yea, and why then should I be equal to thee in this matter more than in others? I am minded to think that my father is mightier than thine, and my true love has wrought many wondrous works of fame, and hath ridden the flaming fire withal, while thy husband was but the thrall of King Hjalprek.”

Gudrun answered full of wrath, “Thou wouldst be wise if thou shouldst hold thy peace rather than revile my husband: lo now, the talk of all men it is, that none has ever abode in this world like unto him in all matters soever; and little it beseems thee of all folk to mock him who was thy first beloved: and Fafnir he slew, yea, and he rode thy flaming fire, whereas thou didst deem that he was Gunnar the King, and by thy side he lay, and took from thine hand the ring Andvari’s-loom; — here mayst thou well behold it!”

Then Brynhild saw the ring and knew it, and waxed as wan as a dead woman, and she went home and spake no word the evening long.

So when Sigurd came to bed to Gudrun she asked him why Brynhild’s joy was so departed.

He answered, “I know not, but sore I misdoubt me that soon we shall know thereof overwell.”

Gudrun said, “Why may she not love her life, having wealth and bliss, and the praise of all men, and the man withal that she would have?”

“Ah, yea!” said Sigurd, “and where in all the world was she then, when she said that she deemed she had the noblest of all men, and the dearest to her heart of all?”

Gudrun answers, “Tomorn will I ask her concerning this, who is the liefest to her of all men for a husband.”

Sigurd said, “Needs must I forbid thee this, and full surely wilt thou rue the deed if thou doest it.”

Now the next morning they sat in the bower, and Brynhild was silent; then spake Gudrun — 

“Be merry, Brynhild! Grievest thou because of that speech of ours together, or what other thing slayeth thy bliss?”

Brynhild answers, “With naught but evil intent thou sayest this, for a cruel heart thou hast.”

“Say not so,” said Gudrun; “but rather tell me all the tale.”

Brynhild answers, “Ask such things only as are good for thee to know — matters meet for mighty dames. Good to love good things when all goes according to thy heart’s desire!”

Gudrun says, “Early days for me to glory in that; but this word of thine looketh toward some foreseeing. What ill dost thou thrust at us? I did naught to grieve thee.”

Brynhild answers, “For this shalt thou pay, in that thou hast got Sigurd to thee, — nowise can I see thee living in the bliss thereof, whereas thou hast him, and the wealth and the might of him.”

But Gudrun answered, “Naught knew I of your words and vows together; and well might my father look to the mating of me without dealing with thee first.”

“No secret speech had we,” quoth Brynhild, “though we swore oath together; and full well didst thou know that thou wentest about to beguile me; verily thou shalt have thy reward!”

Says Gudrun, “Thou art mated better than thou are worthy of; but thy pride and rage shall be hard to slake belike, and therefor shall many a man pay.”

“Ah, I should be well content,” said Brynhild, “if thou hadst not the nobler man!”

Gudrun answers, “So noble a husband hast thou, that who knows of a greater king or a lord of more wealth and might?”

Says Brynhild, “Sigurd slew Fafnir, and that only deed is of more worth than all the might of King Gunnar.”

(Even as the song says):

    “The worm Sigurd slew,

    Nor e’er shall that deed

    Be worsened by age

    While the world is alive:

    But thy brother the King

    Never durst, never bore

    The flame to ride down

    Through the fire to fare.”

Gudrun answers, “Grani would not abide the fire under Gunnar the King, but Sigurd durst the deed, and thy heart may well abide without mocking him.”

Brynhild answers, “Nowise will I hide from thee that I deem no good of Grimhild.”

Says Gudrun, “Nay, lay no ill words on her, for in all things she is to thee as to her own daughter.”

“Ah,” says Brynhild, “she is the beginning of all this hale that biteth so; an evil drink she bare to Sigurd, so that he had no more memory of my very name.”

“All wrong thou talkest; a lie without measure is this,” quoth Gudrun.

Brynhild answered, “Have thou joy of Sigurd according to the measure of the wiles wherewith ye have beguiled me! Unworthily have ye conspired against me; may all things go with you as my heart hopes!”

Gudrun says, “More joy shall I have of him than thy wish would give unto me: but to no man’s mind it came, that he had aforetime his pleasure of me; nay not once.”

“Evil speech thou speakest,” says Brynhild; “when thy wrath runs off thou wilt rue it; but come now, let us no more cast angry words one at the other!”

Says Gudrun, “Thou wert the first to cast such words at me, and now thou makest as if thou wouldst amend it, but a cruel and hard heart abides behind.”

“Let us lay aside vain babble,” says Brynhild. “Long did I hold my peace concerning my sorrow of heart, and, lo now, thy brother alone do I love; let us fall to other talk.”

Gudrun said, “Far beyond all this doth thine heart look.”

And so ugly ill befell from that going to the river, and that knowing of the ring, wherefrom did all their talk arise.






  








CHAPTER XXIX. Of Brynhild’s great Grief and Mourning.
 

After this talk Brynhild lay a-bed, and tidings were brought to King Gunnar that Brynhild was sick; he goes to see her thereon, and asks what ails her; but she answered him naught, but lay there as one dead: and when he was hard on her for an answer, she said — 

“What didst thou with that ring that I gave thee, even the one which King Budli gave me at our last parting, when thou and King Giuki came to him and threatened fire and the sword, unless ye had me to wife? Yea, at that time he led me apart, and asked me which I had chosen of those who were come; but I prayed him that I might abide to ward the land and be chief over the third part of his men; then were there two choices for me to deal betwixt, either that I should be wedded to him whom he would, or lose all my weal and friendship at his hands; and he said withal that his friendship would be better to me than his wrath: then I bethought me whether I should yield to his will, or slay many a man; and therewithal I deemed that it would avail little to strive with him, and so it fell out, that I promised to wed whomsoever should ride the horse Grani with Fafnir’s Hoard, and ride through my flaming fire, and slay those men whom I called on him to slay, and now so it was, that none durst ride, save Sigurd only, because he lacked no heart thereto; yea, and the Worm he slew, and Regin, and five kings beside; but thou, Gunnar, durst do naught; as pale as a dead man didst thou wax, and no king thou art, and no champion; so whereas I made a vow unto my father, that him alone would I love who was the noblest man alive, and that this is none save Sigurd, lo, now have I broken my oath and brought it to naught, since he is none of mine, and for this cause shall I compass thy death; and a great reward of evil things have I wherewith to reward Grimhild; — never, I wot, has woman lived eviler or of lesser heart than she.”

Gunnar answered in such wise that few might hear him, “Many a vile word hast thou spoken, and an evil-hearted woman art thou, whereas thou revilest a woman far better than thou; never would she curse her life as thou dost; nay, nor has she tormented dead folk, or murdered any; but lives her life well praised of all.”

Brynhild answered, “Never have I dwelt with evil things privily, or done loathsome deeds; — yet most fain I am to slay thee.”

And therewith would she slay King Gunnar, but Hogni laid her in fetters; but then Gunnar spake withal — 

“Nay, I will not that she abide in fetters.”

Then said she, “Heed it not! For never again seest thou me glad in thine hall, never drinking, never at the chess-play, never speaking the words of kindness, never over-laying the fair cloths with gold, never giving thee good counsel; — ah, my sorrow of heart that I might not get Sigurd to me!”

Then she sat up and smote her needlework, and rent it asunder, and bade set open her bower doors, that far away might the wailings of her sorrow be heard; then great mourning and lamentation there was, so that folk heard it far and wide through that abode.

Now Gudrun asked her bower-maidens why they sat so joyless and downcast. “What has come to you, that ye fare ye as witless women, or what unheard-of wonders have befallen you?”

Then answered a waiting lady, hight Swaflod, “An untimely, an evil day it is, and our hall is fulfilled of lamentation.”

Then spake Gudrun to one of her handmaids, “Arise, for we have slept long; go, wake Brynhild, and let us fall to our needlework and be merry.”

“Nay, nay,” she says, “nowise may I wake her, or talk with her; for many days has she drunk neither mead nor wine; surely the wrath of the Gods has fallen upon her.”

Then spake Gudrun to Gunnar, “Go and see her,” she says, “and bid her know that I am grieved with her grief.”

“Nay,” says Gunnar, “I am forbid to go see her or to share her weal.”

Nevertheless he went unto her, and strives in many wise to have speech of her, but gets no answer whatsoever; therefore he gets him gone and finds Hogni, and bids him go see her: he said he was loth thereto, but went, and gat no more of her.

Then they go and find Sigurd, and pray him to visit her; he answered naught thereto, and so matters abode for that night.

But the next day, when he came home from hunting, Sigurd went to Gudrun, and spake — 

“In such wise do matters show to me, as though great and evil things will betide from this trouble and upheaving; and that Brynhild will surely die.”

Gudrun answers, “O my lord, by great wonders is she encompassed, seven days and seven nights has she slept, and none has dared wake her.”

“Nay, she sleeps not,” said Sigurd, “her heart is dealing rather with dreadful intent against me.”

Then said Gudrun, weeping, “Woe worth the while for thy death! Go and see her; and wot if her fury may not be abated; give her gold, and smother up her grief and anger therewith!”

Then Sigurd went out, and found the door of Brynhild’s chamber open; he deemed she slept, and drew the clothes from off her, and said — 

“Awake, Brynhild! The sun shineth now over all the house, and thou hast slept enough; cast off grief from thee, and take up gladness!”

She said, “And how then hast thou dared to come to me? in this treason none was worse to me than thou.”

Said Sigurd, “Why wilt thou not speak to folk? for what cause sorrowest thou?”

Brynhild answers, “Ah, to thee will I tell of my wrath!”

Sigurd said, “As one under a spell art thou, if thou deemest that there is aught cruel in my heart against thee; but thou hast him for husband whom thou didst choose.”

“Ah, nay,” she said, “never did Gunnar ride through the fire to me, nor did he give me to dower the host of the slain: I wondered at the man who came into my hall; for I deemed indeed that I knew thine eyes; but I might not see clearly, or divide the good from the evil, because of the veil that lay heavy on my fortune.”

Says Sigurd, “No nobler men are there than the sons of Giuki, they slew the king of the Danes, and that great chief, the brother of King Budli.”

Brynhild answered, “Surely for many an ill-deed must I reward them; mind me not of my griefs against them! But thou, Sigurd, slewest the Worm, and rodest the fire through; yea, and for my sake, and not one of the sons of King Giuki.”

Sigurd answers, “I am not thy husband, and thou art not my wife; yet did a farfamed king pay dower to thee.”

Says Brynhild, “Never looked I at Gunnar in such a wise that my heart smiled on him; and hard and fell am I to him, though I hide it from others.”

“A marvellous thing,” says Sigurd, “not to love such a king; what angers thee most? for surely his love should be better to thee than gold.”

“This is the sorest sorrow to me,” she said, “that the bitter sword is not reddened in thy blood.”

“Have no fear thereof!” says he, “no long while to wait or the bitter sword stand deep in my heart; and no worse needest thou to pray for thyself, for thou wilt not live when I am dead; the days of our two lives shall be few enough from henceforth.”

Brynhild answers, “Enough and to spare of bale is in thy speech, since thou bewrayedst me, and didst twin (1) me and all bliss; — naught do I heed my life or death.”

Sigurd answers, “Ah, live, and love King Gunnar and me withal! and all my wealth will I give thee if thou die not.”

Brynhild answers, “Thou knowest me not, nor the heart that is in me; for thou art the first and best of all men, and I am become the most loathsome of all women to thee.”

“This is truer,” says Sigurd, “that I loved thee better than myself, though I fell into the wiles from whence our lives may not escape; for whenso my own heart and mind availed me, then I sorrowed sore that thou wert not my wife; but as I might I put my trouble from me, for in a king’s dwelling was I; and withal and in spite of all I was well content that we were all together. Well may it be, that that shall come to pass which is foretold; neither shall I fear the fulfilment thereof.”

Brynhild answered, and said, “Too late thou tellest me that my grief grieved thee: little pity shall I find now.”

Sigurd said, “This my heart would, that thou and I should go into one bed together; even so wouldst thou be my wife.”

Said Brynhild, “Such words may nowise be spoken, nor will I have two kings in one hall; I will lay my life down rather than beguile Gunnar the King.”

And therewith she call to mind how they met, they two, on the mountain, and swore oath each to each.

“But now is all changed, and I will not live.”

“I might not call to mind thy name,” said Sigurd, “or know thee again, before the time of thy wedding; the greatest of all griefs is that.”

Then said Brynhild, “I swore an oath to wed the man who should ride my flaming fire, and that oath will I hold to, or die.”

“Rather than thou die, I will wed thee, and put away Gudrun,” said Sigurd.

But therewithal so swelled the heart betwixt the sides of him, that the rings of his byrny burst asunder.

“I will not have thee,” says Brynhild, “nay, nor any other!”

Then Sigurd got him gone.

So saith the song of Sigurd — 

    “Out then went Sigurd,

    The great kings’ well-loved,

    From the speech and the sorrow,

    Sore drooping, so grieving,

    That the shirt round about him

    Of iron rings woven,

    From the sides brake asunder

    Of the brave in the battle.”

So when Sigurd came into the hall, Gunnar asked if he had come to a knowledge of what great grief lay heavy on her, or if she had power of speech: and Sigurd said that she lacked it not. So now Gunnar goes to her again, and asked her, what wrought her woe, or if there were anything that might amend it.

“I will not live,” says Brynhild, “for Sigurd has bewrayed me, yea, and thee no less, whereas thou didst suffer him to come into my bed: lo thou, two men in one dwelling I will not have; and this shall be Sigurd’s death, or thy death, or my death; — for now has he told Gudrun all, and she is mocking me even now!”

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Sunder.






  








CHAPTER XXX. Of the Slaying of Sigurd Fafnir’s-bane.
 

Thereafter Brynhild went out, and sat under her bower-wall, and had many words of wailing to say, and still she cried that all things were loathsome to her, both land and lordship alike, so she might not have Sigurd.

But therewith came Gunnar to her yet again, and Brynhild spake, “Thou shalt lose both realm and wealth, and thy life and me, for I shall fare home to my kin, and abide there in sorrow, unless thou slayest Sigurd and his son; never nourish thou a wolfcub.”

Gunnar grew sick at heart thereat, and might nowise see what fearful thing lay beneath it all; he was bound to Sigurd by oath, and this way and that way swung the heart within him; but at the last he bethought him of the measureless shame if his wife went from him, and he said within himself, “Brynhild is better to me than all things else, and the fairest woman of all women, and I will lay down my life rather than lose the love of her.” And herewith he called to him his brother and spake, — 

“Trouble is heavy on me,” and he tells him that he must needs slay Sigurd, for that he has failed him where in he trusted him; “so let us be lords of the gold and the realm withal.”

Hogni answers, “Ill it behoves us to break our oaths with wrack and wrong, and withal great aid we have in him; no kings shall be as great as we, if so be the King of the Hun-folk may live; such another brother-in-law never may we get again; bethink thee how good it is to have such a brother-in-law, and such sons to our sister! But well I see how things stand, for this has Brynhild stirred thee up to, and surely shall her counsel drag us into huge shame and scathe.”

Gunnar says, “Yet shall it be brought about: and, lo, a rede thereto; — let us egg on our brother Guttorm to the deed; he is young, and of little knowledge, and is clean out of all the oaths moreover.”

“Ah, set about in ill wise,” says Hogni, “and though indeed it may well be compassed, a due reward shall we gain for the bewrayal of such a man as is Sigurd.”

Gunnar says, “Sigurd shall die, or I shall die.”

And therewith he bids Brynhild arise and be glad at heart: so she arose, and still ever she said that Gunnar should come no more into her bed till the deed was done.

So the brothers fall to talk, and Gunnar says that it is a deed well worthy of death, that taking of Brynhild’s maidenhead; “So come now, let us prick on Guttorm to do the deed.”

Therewith they call him to them, and offer him gold and great dominion, as they well have might to do. Yea, and they took a certain worm and somewhat of wolf’s flesh and let seethe them together, and gave him to eat of the same, even as the singer sings — 

    “Fish of the wild-wood,

    Worm smooth crawling,

    With wolf-meat mingled,

    They minced for Guttorm;

    Then in the beaker,

    In the wine his mouth knew,

    They set it, still doing

    More deeds of wizards.

Wherefore with the eating of this meat he grew so wild and eager, and with all things about him, and with the heavy words of Grimhild, that he gave his word to do the deed; and mighty honour they promised him in reward thereof.

But of these evil wiles naught at all knew Sigurd, for he might not deal with his shapen fate, nor the measure of his life-days, neither deemed he that he was worthy of such things at their hands.

So Guttorm went in to Sigurd the next morning as he lay upon his bed, yet durst he not do aught against him, but shrank back out again; yea, and even so he fared a second time, for so bright and eager were the eyes of Sigurd that few durst look upon him. But the third time he went in, and there lay Sigurd asleep; then Guttorm drew his sword and thrust Sigurd through in such wise that the sword point smote into the bed beneath him; then Sigurd awoke with that wound, and Guttorm gat him unto the door; but therewith Sigurd caught up the sword Gram, and cast it after him, and it smote him on the back, and struck him asunder in the midst, so that the feet of him fell one way, and the head and hands back into the chamber.

Now Gudrun lay asleep on Sigurd’s bosom, but she woke up unto woe that may not be told of, all swimming in the blood of him, and in such wise did she bewail her with weeping and words of sorrow, that Sigurd rose up on the bolster, and spake.

“Weep not,” said he, “for thy brothers live for thy delight; but a young son have I, too young to be ware of his foes; and an ill turn have these played against their own fortune; for never will they get a mightier brother-in-law to ride abroad with them; nay, nor a better son to their sister, than this one, if he may grow to man’s estate. Lo, now is that come to pass which was foretold me long ago, but from mine eyes has it been hidden, for none may fight against his fate and prevail. Behold this has Brynhild brought to pass, even she who loves me before all men; but this may I swear, that never have I wrought ill to Gunnar, but rather have ever held fast to my oath with him, nor was I ever too much a friend to his wife. And now if I had been forewarned, and had been afoot with my weapons, then should many a man have lost his life or ever I had fallen, and all those brethren should have been slain, and a harder work would the slaying of me have been than the slaying of the mightiest bull or the mightiest boar of the wild-wood.”

And even therewithal life left the King; but Gudrun moaned and drew a weary breath, and Brynhild heard it, and laughed when she heard her moaning.

Then said Gunnar, “Thou laughest not because thy heart-roots are gladdened, or else why doth thy visage wax so wan? Sure an evil creature thou art; most like thou art nigh to thy death! Lo now, how meet would it be for thee to behold thy brother Atli slain before thine eyes, and that thou shouldst stand over him dead; whereas we must needs now stand over our brother-in-law in such a case, our brother-in-law and our brother’s bane.”

She answered, “None need mock at the measure of slaughter being unfulfilled; yet heedeth not Atli your wrath or your threats; yea, he shall live longer than ye, and be a mightier man.”

Hogni spake and said, “Now hath come to pass the soothsaying of Brynhild; an ill work not to be atoned for.”

And Gudrun said, “My kinsmen have slain my husband; but ye, when ye next ride to the war and are come into the battle, then shall ye look about and see that Sigurd is neither on the right hand nor the left, and ye shall know that he was your good-hap and your strength; and if he had lived and had sons, then should ye have been strengthened by his offspring and his kin.”






  








CHAPTER XXXI. Of the Lamentation of Gudrun over Sigurd dead, as it is told told in ancient Songs. (1)
 

    Gudrun of old days

    Drew near to dying

    As she sat in sorrow

    Over Sigurd;

    Yet she sighed not

    Nor smote hand on hand,

    Nor wailed she aught

    As other women.

 

    Then went earls to her.

    Full of all wisdom,

    Fain help to deal

    To her dreadful heart:

    Hushed was Gudrun

    Of wail, or greeting,

    But with a heavy woe

    Was her heart a-breaking.

 

    Bright and fair

    Sat the great earls’ brides,

    Gold arrayed

    Before Gudrun;

    Each told the tale

    Of her great trouble,

    The bitterest bale

    She erst abode.

 

    Then spake Giaflaug,

    Giuki’s sister:

    “Lo upon earth

    I live most loveless

    Who of five mates

    Must see the ending,

    Of daughters twain

    And three sisters,

    Of brethren eight,

    And abide behind lonely.”

 

    Naught gat Gudrun

    Of wail and greeting,

    So heavy was she

    For her dead husband,

    So dreadful-hearted

    For the King laid dead there.

 

    Then spake Herborg

    Queen of Hunland — 

    “Crueller tale

    Have I to tell of,

    Of my seven sons

    Down in the Southlands,

    And the eighth man, my mate,

    Felled in the death-mead.

 

    “Father and mother,

    And four brothers,

    On the wide sea

    The winds and death played with;

    The billows beat

    On the bulwark boards.

 

    “Alone must I sing o’er them,

    Alone must I array them,

    Alone must my hands deal with

    Their departing;

    And all this was

    In one season’s wearing,

    And none was left

    For love or solace.

 

    “Then was I bound

    A prey of the battle,

    When that same season

    Wore to its ending;

    As a tiring may

    Must I bind the shoon

    Of the duke’s high dame,

    Every day at dawning.

 

    “From her jealous hate

    Gat I heavy mocking,

    Cruel lashes

    She laid upon me,

    Never met I

    Better master

    Or mistress worser

    In all the wide world.”

 

    Naught gat Gudrun

    Of wail or greeting,

    So heavy was she

    For her dead husband,

    So dreadful-hearted

    For the King laid dead there.

 

    Then spake Gullrond,

    Giuki’s daughter — 

    “O foster-mother,

    Wise as thou mayst be,

    Naught canst thou better

    The young wife’s bale.”

    And she bade uncover

    The dead King’s corpse.

 

    She swept the sheet

    Away from Sigurd,

    And turned his cheek

    Towards his wife’s knees — 

    “Look on thy loved one

    Lay lips to his lips,

    E’en as thou wert clinging

    To thy king alive yet!”

 

    Once looked Gudrun — 

    One look only,

    And saw her lord’s locks

    Lying all bloody,

    The great man’s eyes

    Glazed and deadly,

    And his heart’s bulwark

    Broken by sword-edge.

 

    Back then sank Gudrun,

    Back on the bolster,

    Loosed was her head array,

    Red did her cheeks grow,

    And the rain-drops ran

    Down over her knees.

 

    Then wept Gudrun,

    Giuki’s daughter,

    So that the tears flowed

    Through the pillow;

    As the geese withal

    That were in the homefield,

    The fair fowls the may owned,

    Fell a-screaming.

 

    Then spake Gullrond,

    Giuki’s daughter — 

    “Surely knew I

    No love like your love

    Among all men,

    On the mould abiding;

    Naught wouldst thou joy in

    Without or within doors,

    O my sister,

    Save beside Sigurd.”

 

    Then spake Gudrun,

    Giuki’s daughter — 

    “Such was my Sigurd

    Among the sons of Giuki,

    As is the king leek

    O’er the low grass waxing,

    Or a bright stone

    Strung on band,

    Or a pearl of price

    On a prince’s brow.

 

    “Once was I counted

    By the king’s warriors

    Higher than any

    Of Herjan’s mays;

    Now am I as little

    As the leaf may be,

    Amid wind-swept wood

    Now when dead he lieth.

 

    I miss from my seat,

    I miss from my bed,

    My darling of sweet speech.

    Wrought the sons of Giuki,

    Wrought the sons of Giuki,

    This sore sorrow,

    Yea, for their sister,

    Most sore sorrow.

 

    “So may your lands

    Lie waste on all sides,

    As ye have broken

    Your bounden oaths!

    Ne’er shalt thou, Gunnar,

    The gold have joy of;

    The dear-bought rings

    Shall drag thee to death,

    Whereon thou swarest

    Oath unto Sigurd.

 

    Ah, in the days by-gone

    Great mirth in the homefield

    When my Sigurd

    Set saddle on Grani,

    And they went their ways

    For the wooing of Brynhild!

    An ill day, an ill woman,

    And most ill hap!”

 

    Then spake Brynhild,

    Budli’s daughter — 

    “May the woman lack

    Both love and children,

    Who gained greeting

    For thee, O Gudrun!

    Who gave thee this morning

    Many words!”

 

    Then spake Gullrond,

    Giuki’s daughter — 

    “Hold peace of such words

    Thou hated of all folk!

    The bane of brave men

    Hast thou been ever,

    All waves of ill

    Wash over thy mind,

    To seven great kings

    Hast thou been a sore sorrow,

    And the death of good will

    To wives and women.”

 

    Then spake Brynhild,

    Budli’s daughter — 

    “None but Atli

    Brought bale upon us,

    My very brother

    Born of Budli.

 

    When we saw in the hall

    Of the Hunnish people

    The gold a-gleaming

    On the kingly Giukings;

    I have paid for that faring

    Oft and full,

    And for the sight

    That then I saw.”

 

    By a pillar she stood

    And strained its wood to her;

    From the eyes of Brynhild,

    Budli’s daughter,

    Flashed out fire,

    And she snorted forth venom,

    As the sore wounds she gazed on

    Of the dead-slain Sigurd.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  This chapter is the Eddaic poem, called the first Lay of

      Gudrun, inserted here by the translators.






  








CHAPTER XXXII. Of the Ending of Brynhild.
 

And now none might know for what cause Brynhild must bewail with weeping for what she had prayed for with laughter: but she spake — 

“Such a dream I had, Gunnar, as that my bed was acold, and that thou didst ride into the hands of thy foes: lo now, ill shall it go with thee and all thy kin, O ye breakers of oaths; for on the day thou slayedst him, dimly didst thou remember how thou didst blend thy blood with the blood of Sigurd, and with an ill reward hast thou rewarded him for all that he did well to thee; whereas he gave unto thee to be the mightiest of men; and well was it proven how fast he held to his oath sworn, when he came to me and laid betwixt us the sharp-edged sword that in venom had been made hard. All too soon did ye fall to working wrong against him and against me, whenas I abode at home with my father, and had all that I would, and had no will that any one of you should be any of mine, as ye rode into our garth, ye three kings together; but then Atli led me apart privily, and asked me if I would not have him who rode Grani; yea, a man nowise like unto you; but in those days I plighted myself to the son of King Sigmund and no other; and lo, now, no better shall ye fare for the death of me.”

Then rose up Gunnar, and laid his arms about her neck, and besought her to live and have wealth from him; and all others in likewise letted her from dying; but she thrust them all from her, and said that it was not the part of any to let her in that which was her will.

Then Gunnar called to Hogni, and prayed him for counsel, and bade him go to her, and see if he might perchance soften her dreadful heart, saying withal, that now they had need enough on their hands in the slaking of her grief, till time might get over.

But Hogni answered, “Nay, let no man hinder her from dying; for no gain will she be to us, nor has she been gainsome since she came hither!

Now she bade bring forth much gold, and bade all those come thither who would have wealth: then she caught up a sword, and thrust it under her armpit, and sank aside upon the pillows, and said, “Come, take gold whoso will!”

But all held their peace, and she said, “Take the gold, and be glad thereof!”

And therewith she spake unto Gunnar, “Now for a little while will I tell of that which shall come to pass hereafter; for speedily shall ye be at one again with Gudrun by the rede of Grimhild the Wise-wife; and the daughter of Gudrun and Sigurd shall be called Swanhild, the fairest of all women born. Gudrun shall be given to Atli, yet not with her good will. Thou shalt be fain to get Oddrun, but that shall Atli forbid thee; but privily shall ye meet, and much shall she love thee. Atli shall bewray thee, and cast thee into a worm-close, and thereafter shall Atli and his sons be slain, and Gudrun shall be their slayer; and afterwards shall the great waves bear her to the burg of King Jonakr, to whom she shall bear sons of great fame: Swanhild shall be sent from the land and given to King Jormunrek; and her shall bite the rede of Bikki, and therewithal is the kin of you clean gone; and more sorrows therewith for Gudrun.

“And now I pray thee, Gunnar, one last boon. — Let make a great bale on the plain meads for all of us; for me, and for Sigurd, and for those who were slain with him, and let that be covered over with cloth dyed red by the folk of the Gauls, (1) and burn me thereon on one side of the King of the Huns, and on the other those men of mine, two at the head and two at the feet, and two hawks withal; and even so is all shared equally; and lay there betwixt us a drawn sword, as in the other days when we twain stepped into one bed together; and then may we have the name of man and wife, nor shall the door swing to at the heel of him as I go behind him. Nor shall that be a niggard company if there follow him those five bond-women and eight bondmen, whom my father gave me, and those burn there withal who were slain with Sigurd.

“Now more yet would I say, but for my wounds, but my life-breath flits; the wounds open, — yet have I said sooth.”

Now is the dead corpse of Sigurd arrayed in olden wise, and a mighty bale is raised, and when it was somewhat kindled, there was laid thereon the dead corpse of Sigurd Fafnir’s-bane, and his son of three winters whom Brynhild had let slay, and Guttorm withal; and when the bale was all ablaze, thereunto was Brynhild borne out, when she had spoken with her bower-maidens, and bid them take the gold that she would give; and then died Brynhild, and was burned there by the side of Sigurd, and thus their life-days ended.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  The original has “raudu manna blodi”, red-dyed in the blood

      of men; the Sagaman’s original error in dealing with the

      word “Valaript” in the corresponding passage of the short

      lay of Sigurd. — Tr.






  








CHAPTER XXXIII. Gudrun wedded to Atli.
 

Now so it is, that whoso heareth these tidings sayeth, that no such an one as was Sigurd was left behind him in the world, nor ever was such a man brought forth because of all the worth of him, nor may his name ever minish by eld in the Dutch Tongue nor in all the Northern Lands, while the world standeth fast.

The story tells that, on a day, as Gudrun sat in her bower, she fell to saying, “Better was life in those days when I had Sigurd; he who was far above other men as gold is above iron, or the leek over other grass of the field, or the hart over other wild things; until my brethren begrudged me such a man, the first and best of all men; and so they might not sleep or they had slain him. Huge clamour made Grani when he saw his master and lord sore wounded, and then I spoke to him even as with a man, but he fell drooping down to the earth, for he knew that Sigurd was slain.”

Thereafter Gudrun gat her gone into the wild woods, and heard on all ways round about her the howling of wolves, and deemed death a merrier thing than life. Then she went till she came to the hall of King Alf, and sat there in Denmark with Thora, the daughter of Hakon, for seven seasons, and abode with good welcome. And she set forth her needlework before her, and did thereinto many deeds and great, and fair plays after the fashion of those days, swords and byrnies, and all the gear of kings, and the ship of King Sigmund sailing along the land; yea, and they wrought there, how they fought, Sigar and Siggeir, south in Fion. Such was their disport; and now Gudrun was somewhat solaced of her grief.

So Grimhild comes to hear where Gudrun has take up her abode, and she calls her sons to talk with her, and asks whether they will make atonement to Gudrun for her son and her husband, and said that it was but meet and right to do so.

Then Gunnar spake, and said that he would atone for her sorrows with gold.

So they send for their friends, and array their horses, their helms, and their shields, and their byrnies, and all their war-gear; and their journey was furnished forth in the noblest wise, and no champion who was of the great men might abide at home; and their horses were clad in mail-coats, and every knight of them had his helm done over with gold or with silver.

Grimhild was of their company, for she said that their errand would never be brought fairly to pass if she sat at home.

There were well five hundred men, and noble men rode with them. There was Waldemar of Denmark, and Eymod and Jarisleif withal. So they went into the hall of King Alf, and there abode them the Longbeards and Franks, and Saxons: they fared with all their war-gear, and had over them red fur-coats. Even as the song says — 

    “Byrnies short cut,

    Strong helms hammered,

    Girt with good swords,

    Red hair gleaming.”

They were fain to choose good gifts for their sister, and spake softly to her, but in none of them would she trow. Then Gunnar brought unto her a drink mingled with hurtful things, and this she must needs drink, and with the drinking thereof she had no more memory of their guilt against her.

But in that drink was blended the might of the earth and the sea with the blood of her son; and in that horn were all letters cut and reddened with blood, as is said hereunder — 

    “On the horn’s face were there

    All the kin of letters

    Cut aright and reddened,

    How should I rede them rightly?

    The ling-fish long

    Of the land of Hadding,

    Wheat-ears unshorn,

    And wild things’ inwards.

 

    In that beer were mingled

    Many ills together,

    Blood of all the wood

    And brown-burnt acorns,

    The black dew of the hearth,

    The God-doomed dead beast’s inwards,

    And the swine’s liver sodden

    Because all wrongs that deadens.

And so now, when their hearts are brought anigh to each other, great cheer they made: then came Grimhild to Gudrun, and spake:

“All hail to thee, daughter! I give thee gold and all kinds of good things to take to thee after thy father, dear-bought rings and bed-gear of the maids of the Huns, the most courteous and well dight of all women; and thus is thy husband atoned for: and thereafter shalt thou be given to Atli, the mighty king, and be mistress of all his might. Cast not all thy friends aside for one man’s sake, but do according to our bidding.”

Gudrun answers, “Never will I wed Atli the King: unseemly it is for us to get offspring betwixt us.”

Grimhild says, “Nourish not thy wrath; it shall be to thee as if Sigurd and Sigmund were alive when thou hast borne sons.”

Gudrun says, “I cannot take my heart from thoughts of him, for he was the first of all men.”

Grimhild says, “So it is shapen that thou must have this king and none else.”

Says Gudrun, “Give not this man to me, for an evil thing shall come upon thy kin from him, and to his own sons shall he deal evil, and be rewarded with a grim revenge thereafter.”

Then waxed Grimhild fell at those words, and spake, “Do even as we bid thee, and take therefore great honour, and our friendship, and the steads withal called Vinbjorg and Valbjorg.”

And such might was in the words of her, that even so must it come to pass.

Then Gudrun spake, “Thus then must it needs befall, howsoever against the will of me, and for little joy shall it be and for great grief.”

Then men leaped on their horses, and their women were set in wains. So they fared four days a-riding and other four a-shipboard, and yet four more again by land and road, till at the last they came to a certain high-built hall; then came to meet Gudrun many folk thronging; and an exceedingly goodly feast was there made, even as the word had gone between either kin, and it passed forth in most proud and stately wise. And at that feast drinks Atli his bridal with Gudrun; but never did her heart laugh on him, and little sweet and kind was their life together.






  








CHAPTER XXXIV. Atli bids the Giukings to him.
 

Now tells the tale that on a night King Atli woke from sleep and spake to Gudrun — 

“Medreamed,” said he, “that thou didst thrust me through with a sword.”

Then Gudrun areded the dream, and said that it betokened fire, whenas folk dreamed of iron. “It befalls of thy pride belike, in that thou deemest thyself the first of men.”

Atli said, “Moreover I dreamed that here waxed two sorb-tree (1) saplings, and fain I was that they should have no scathe of me; then these were riven up by the roots and reddened with blood, and borne to the bench, and I was bidden eat thereof.

“Yea, yet again I dreamed that two hawks flew from my hand hungry and unfed, and fared to hell, and meseemed their hearts were mingled with honey, and that I ate thereof.

“And then again I dreamed that two fair whelps lay before me yelling aloud, and that the flesh of them I ate, though my will went not with the eating.”

Gudrun says, “Nowise good are these dreams, yet shall they come to pass; surely thy sons are nigh to death, and many heavy things shall fall upon us.”

“Yet again I dreamed,” said he, “and methought I lay in a bath, and folk took counsel to slay me.”

Now these things wear away with time, but in nowise was their life together fond.

Now falls Atli to thinking of where may be gotten that plenteous gold which Sigurd had owned, but King Gunnar and his brethren were lords thereof now.

Atli was a great king and mighty, wise, and a lord of many men; and now he falls to counsel with his folk as to the ways of them. He wotted well that Gunnar and his brethren had more wealth than any others might have, and so he falls to the rede of sending men to them, and bidding them to a great feast, and honouring them in diverse wise, and the chief of those messengers was hight Vingi.

Now the queen wots of their conspiring, and misdoubts her that this would mean some beguiling of her brethren: so she cut runes, and took a gold ring, and knit therein a wolf’s hair, and gave it into the hands of the king’s messengers.

Thereafter they go their ways according to the king’s bidding; and or ever they came aland Vingi beheld the runes, and turned them about in such wise as if Gudrun prayed her brethren in her runes to go meet King Atli.

Thereafter they came to the hall of King Gunnar, and had good welcome at his hands, and great fires were made for them, and in great joyance they drank of the best of drink.

Then spake Vingi, “King Atli sends me hither, and is fain that ye go to his house and home in all glory, and take of him exceeding honours, helms and shields, swords and byrnies, gold and goodly raiment, horses, hosts of war, and great and wide lands, for, saith he, he is fainest of all things to bestow his realm and lordship upon you.”

Then Gunnar turned his head aside, and spoke to Hogni — 

“In what wise shall we take this bidding? might and wealth he bids us take; but no kings know I who have so much gold as we have, whereas we have all the hoard which lay once on Gnitaheath; and great are our chambers, and full of gold, and weapons for smiting, and all kinds of raiment of war, and well I wot that amidst all men my horse is the best, and my sword the sharpest, and my gold the most glorious.”

Hogni answers, “A marvel is it to me of his bidding, for seldom hath he done in such a wise, and ill-counselled will it be to wend to him; lo now, when I saw those dear-bought things the king sends us I wondered to behold a wolf’s hair knit to a certain gold ring; belike Gudrun deems him to be minded as a wolf towards us, and will have naught of our faring.”

But withal Vingi shows him the runes which he said Gudrun had sent.

Now the most of folk go to bed, but these drank on still with certain others; and Kostbera, the wife of Hogni, the fairest of women, came to them, and looked on the runes.

But the wife of Gunnar was Glaumvor, a great-hearted wife.

So these twain poured out, and the kings drank, and were exceeding drunken, and Vingi notes it, and says — 

“Naught may I hide that King Atli is heavy of foot and over-old for the warding of his realm; but his sons are young and of no account: now will he give you rule over his realms while they are yet thus young, and most fain will he be that ye have the joy thereof before all others.”

Now so it befell both that Gunnar was drunk, and that great dominion was held out to him, nor might he work against the fate shapen for him; so he gave his word to go, and tells Hogni his brother thereof.

But he answered, “Thy word given must even stand now, nor will I fail to follow thee, but most loth am I to this journey.”

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Service-tree; “pyrus sorbus domestica”, or “p. s.

      tormentalis.






  








CHAPTER XXXV. The Dreams of the Wives of the Giukings.
 

So when men had drunk their fill, they fared to sleep; then falls Kostbera to beholding the runes, and spelling over the letters, and sees that beneath were other things cut, and that the runes are guileful; yet because of her wisdom she had skill to read them aright. So then she goes to bed by her husband; but when they awoke, she spake unto Hogni — 

“Thou art minded to wend away from home — ill-counselled is that; abide till another time! Scarce a keen reader of runes art thou, if thou deemest thou hast beheld in them the bidding of thy sister to this journey: lo, I read the runes, and had marvel of so wise a woman as Gudrun is, that she should have miscut them; but that which lieth underneath beareth your bane with it, — yea, either she lacked a letter, or others have dealt guilefully with the runes.

“And now hearken to my dream; for therein methought there fell in upon us here a river exceeding strong, and brake up the timbers of the hall.”

He answered, “Full oft are ye evil of mind, ye women, but for me, I was not made in such wise as to meet men with evil who deserve no evil; belike he will give us good welcome.”

She answered, “Well, the thing must ye yourselves prove, but no friendship follows this bidding: — but yet again I dreamed that another river fell in here with a great and grimly rush, and tore up the dais of the hall, and brake the legs of both you brethren; surely that betokeneth somewhat.”

He answers, “Meadows along our way, whereas thou didst dream of the river; for when we go through the meadows, plentifully doth the seeds of the hay hang about our legs.”

“Again I dreamed,” she says, “that thy cloak was afire, and that the flame blazed up above the hall.”

Says he, “Well, I wot what that shall betoken; here lieth my fair-dyed raiment, and it shall burn and blaze, whereas thou dreamedst of the cloak.”

“Methought a bear came in,” she says, “and brake up the king’s high-seat, and shook his paws in such a wise that we were all adrad thereat, and he gat us all together into the mouth of him, so that we might avail us naught, and thereof fell great horror on us.”

He answered, “Some great storm will befall, whereas thou hadst a white bear in thy mind.”

“An erne methought came in,” she says, “and swept adown the hall, and drenched me and all of us with blood, and ill shall that betoken, for methought it was the double of King Atli.”

He answered, “Full oft do we slaughter beasts freely, and smite down great neat for our cheer, and the dream of the erne has but to do with oxen; yea, Atli is heart-whole toward us.”

And therewithal they cease this talk.






  








CHAPTER XXXVI. Of the Journey of the Giukings to King Atli.
 

Now tells the tale of Gunnar, that in the same wise it fared with him; for when they awoke, Glaumvor his wife told him many dreams which seemed to her like to betoken guile coming; but Gunnar areded them all in other wise.

“This was one of them,” said she; “methought a bloody sword was borne into the hall here, wherewith thou wert thrust through, and at either end of that sword wolves howled.”

The king answered, “Cur dogs shall bite me belike; blood-stained weapons oft betoken dogs’ snappings.”

She said, “Yet again I dreamed — that women came in, heavy and drooping, and chose thee for their mate; may-happen these would be thy fateful women.”

He answered, “Hard to arede is this, and none may set aside the fated measure of his days, nor is it unlike that my time is short.” (1)

So in the morning they arose, and were minded for the journey, but some letted them herein.

Then cried Gunnar to the man who is called Fjornir — 

“Arise, and give us to drink goodly wine from great tuns, because mayhappen this shall be very last of all our feasts; for belike if we die the old wolf shall come by the gold, and that bear shall nowise spare the bite of his war-tusks.”

Then all the folk of his household brought them on their way weeping.

The son of Hogni said — 

“Fare ye well with merry tide.”

The more part of their folk were left behind; Solar and Snaevar, the sons of Hogni, fared with them, and a certain great champion, named Orkning, who was the brother of Kostbera.

So folk followed them down to the ships, and all letted them of their journey, but attained to naught therein.

Then spake Glaumvor, and said — 

“O Vingi, most like that great ill hap will come of thy coming, and mighty and evil things shall betide in thy travelling.”

He answered, “Hearken to my answer; that I lie not aught: and may the high gallows and all things of grame have me, if I lie one word!”

Then cried Kostbera, “Fare ye well with merry days.”

And Hogni answered, “Be glad of heart, howsoever it may fare with us!”

And therewith they parted, each to their own fate. Then away they rowed, so hard and fast, that well-nigh the half of the keel slipped away from the ship, and so hard they laid on to the oars that thole and gunwale brake.

But when they came aland they made their ship fast, and then they rode awhile on their noble steeds through the murk wild-wood.

And now they behold the king’s army, and huge uproar, and the clatter of weapons they hear from thence; and they see there a mighty host of men, and the manifold array of them, even as they wrought there: and all the gates of the burg were full of men.

So they rode up to the burg, and the gates thereof were shut; then Hogni brake open the gates, and therewith they ride into the burg.

Then spake Vingi, “Well might ye have left this deed undone; go to now, bide ye here while I go seek your gallows-tree! Softly and sweetly I bade you hither, but an evil thing abode thereunder; short while to bide ere ye are tied up to that same tree!”

Hogni answered, “None the more shall we waver for that cause; for little methinks have we shrunk aback whenas men fell to fight; and naught shall it avail thee to make us afeard, — and for an ill fate hast thou wrought.”

And therewith they cast him down to earth, and smote him with their axe-hammers till he died.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Parallel beliefs to those in the preceding chapters, and

      elsewhere in this book, as to spells, dreams, drinks, etc.,

      among the English people may be found in “Leechdoms,

      Wortcunning, and Starcraft of the Anglo-Saxons; being a

      collection of Documents illustrating the History of Science

      in this Country before the Norman Conquest”.  Ed: Rev. T. O.

      Cockayne, M.A. (3 vols.)  Longmans, London, 1864, 8vo.






  








CHAPTER XXXVII. The Battle in the Burg of King Atli.
 

Then they rode unto the king’s hall, and King Atli arrayed his host for battle, and the ranks were so set forth that a certain wall there was betwixt them and the brethren.

“Welcome hither,” said he. “Deliver unto me that plenteous gold which is mine of right; even the wealth which Sigurd once owned, and which is now Gudrun’s of right.”

Gunnar answered, “Never gettest thou that wealth; and men of might must thou meet here, or ever we lay by life if thou wilt deal with us in battle; ah, belike thou settest forth this feast like a great man, and wouldst not hold thine hand from erne and wolf!”

“Long ago I had it in my mind,” said Atli, “to take the lives of you, and be lord of the gold, and reward you for that deed of shame, wherein ye beguiled the best of all your affinity; but now shall I revenge him.”

Hogni answered, “Little will it avail to lie long brooding over that rede, leaving the work undone.”

And therewith they fell to hard fighting, at the first brunt with shot.

But therewithal came the tidings to Gudrun, and when she heard thereof she grew exceeding wroth, and cast her mantle from her, and ran out and greeted those new-comers, and kissed her brethren, and showed them all love, — and the last of all greetings was that betwixt them.

Then said she, “I thought I had set forth counsels whereby ye should not come hither, but none may deal with his shapen fate.” And withal she said, “Will it avail aught to seek for peace?”

But stoutly and grimly they said nay thereto. So she sees that the game goeth sorely against her brethren, and she gathers to her great stoutness of heart, and does on her a mail-coat and takes to her a sword, and fights by her brethren, and goes as far forward as the bravest of man-folk: and all spoke in one wise that never saw any fairer defence than in her.

Now the men fell thick, and far before all others was the fighting of those brethren, and the battle endured a long while unto midday; Gunnar and Hogni went right through the folk of Atli, and so tells the tale that all the mead ran red with blood; the sons of Hogni withal set on stoutly.

Then spake Atli the king, “A fair host and a great have we, and mighty champions withal, and yet have many of us fallen, and but evil am I apaid in that nineteen of my champions are slain, and but left six alive.”

And therewithal was there a lull in the battle.

Then spake Atli the king, “Four brethren were we, and now am I left alone; great affinity I gat to me, and deemed my fortune well sped thereby; a wife I had, fair and wise, high of mind, and great of heart; but no joyance may I have of her wisdom, for little peace is betwixt us, — but ye — ye have slain many of my kin, and beguiled me of realm and riches, and for the greatest of all woes have slain my sister withal.”

Quoth Hogni, “Why babblest thou thus? thou wert the first to break the peace. Thou didst take my kinswoman and pine her to death by hunger, and didst murder her, and take her wealth; an ugly deed for a king! — meet for mocking and laughter I deem it, that thou must needs make long tale of thy woes; rather will I give thanks to the Gods that thou fallest into ill.”






  








CHAPTER XXXVIII. Of the slaying of the Giukings.
 

Now King Atli eggs on his folk to set on fiercely, and eagerly they fight; but the Giukings fell on so hard that King Atli gave back into the hall, and within doors was the fight, and fierce beyond all fights.

That battle was the death of many a man, but such was the ending thereof, that there fell all the folk of those brethren, and they twain alone stood up on their feet, and yet many more must fare to hell first before their weapons.

And now they fell on Gunnar the king, and because of the host of men that set on him was hand laid on him, and he was cast into fetters; afterwards fought Hogni, with the stoutest heart and the greatest manlihood; and he felled to earth twenty of the stoutest of the champions of King Atli, and many he thrust into the fire that burnt amidst the hall, and all were of one accord that such a man might scarce be seen; yet in the end was he borne down by many and taken.

Then said King Atli, “A marvellous thing how many men have gone their ways before him! Cut the heart from out of him, and let that be his bane!”

Hogni said, “Do according to thy will; merrily will I abide whatso thou wrlt do against me; and thou shalt see that my heart is not adrad, for hard matters have I made trial of ere now, and all things that may try a man was I fain to bear, whiles yet I was unhurt; but now sorely am I hurt, and thou alone henceforth will bear mastery in our dealings together.”

Then spake a counsellor of King Atli, “Better rede I see thereto; take we the thrall Hjalli, and give respite to Hogni; for this thrall is made to die, since the longer he lives the less worth shall he be.”

The thrall hearkened, and cried out aloft, and fled away anywhither where he might hope for shelter, crying out that a hard portion was his because of their strife and wild doings, and an ill day for him whereon he must be dragged to death from his sweet life and his swine-keeping. But they caught him, and turned a knife against him, and he yelled and screamed or ever he felt the point thereof.

Then in such wise spake Hogni as a man seldom speaketh who is fallen into hard need, for he prayed for the thrall’s life, and said that these shrieks he could not away with, and that it were a lesser matter to him to play out the play to the end; and therewithal the thrall gat his life as for that time: but Gunnar and Hogni are both laid in fetters.

Then spake King Atli with Gunnar the king, and bade him tell out concerning the gold, and where it was, if he would have his life.

But he answered, “Nay, first will I behold the bloody heart of Hogni, my brother.”

So now they caught hold of the thrall again, and cut the heart from out of him, and bore it unto King Gunnar, but he said — 

“The faint heart of Hjalli may ye here behold, little like the proud heart of Hogni, for as much as it trembleth now, more by the half it trembled whenas it lay in the breast of him.”

So now they fell on Hogni even as Atli urged them, and cut the heart from out of him, but such was the might of his manhood, that he laughed while he abode that torment, and all wondered at his worth, and in perpetual memory is it held sithence. (1)

Then they showed it to Gunnar, and he said — 

“The mighty heart of Hogni, little like the faint heart of Hjalli, for little as it trembleth now, less it trembled whenas in his breast it lay! But now, O Atli, even as we die so shalt thou die; and lo, I alone wot where the gold is, nor shall Hogni be to tell thereof now; to and fro played the matter in my mind whiles we both lived, but now have I myself determined for myself, and the Rhine river shall rule over the gold, rather than that the Huns shall bear it on the hands of them.”

Then said King Atli, “Have away the bondsman;” and so they did.

But Gudrun called to her men, and came to Atli, and said — 

“May it fare ill with thee now and from henceforth, even as thou hast ill held to thy word with me!”

So Gunnar was cast into a worm-close, and many worms abode him there, and his hands were fast bound; but Gudrun sent him a harp, and in such wise did he set forth his craft, that wisely he smote the harp, smiting it with his toes, and so excellently well he played, that few deemed they had heard such playing, even when the hand had done it. And with such might and power he played, that all worms fell asleep in the end, save one adder only, great and evil of aspect, that crept unto him and thrust its sting into him until it smote his heart; and in such wise with great hardihood he ended his life days.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Since (“sidh”, after, and “dham”, that.).






  








CHAPTER XXXIX. The End of Atli and his Kin and Folk.
 

Now thought Atli the King that he had gained a mighty victory, and spake to Gudrun even as mocking her greatly, or as making himself great before her. “Gudrun,” saith he, “thus hast thou lost thy brethren, and thy very self hast brought it about.”

She answers, “In good liking livest thou, whereas thou thrustest these slayings before me, but mayhappen thou wilt rue it, when thou hast tried what is to come hereafter; and of all I have, the longest-lived matter shall be the memory of thy cruel heart, nor shall it go well with thee whiles I live.”

He answered and said, “Let there be peace betwixt us; I will atone for thy brethren with gold and dear-bought things, even as thy heart may wish.”

She answers, “Hard for a long while have I been in our dealings together, and now I say, that while Hogni was yet alive thou mightest have brought it to pass; but now mayest thou never atone for my brethren in my heart; yet oft must we women be overborne by the might of you men; and now are all my kindred dead and gone, and thou alone art left to rule over me: wherefore now this is my counsel that we make a great feast, wherein I will hold the funeral of my brother and of thy kindred withal.”

In such wise did she make herself soft and kind in words, though far other things forsooth lay thereunder, but he hearkened to her gladly, and trusted in her words, whereas she made herself sweet of speech.

So Gudrun held the funeral feast for her brethren, and King Atli for his men, and exceeding proud and great was this feast.

But Gudrun forgat not her woe, but brooded over it, how she might work some mighty shame against the king; and at nightfall she took to her the sons of King Atli and her as they played about the floor; the younglings waxed heavy of cheer, and asked what she would with them.

“Ask me not,” she said; “ye shall die, the twain of you!”

Then they answered, “Thou mayest do with thy children even as thou wilt, nor shall any hinder thee, but shame there is to thee in the doing of this deed.”

Yet for all that she cut the throats of them.

Then the king asked where his sons were, and Gudrun answered, “I will tell thee, and gladden thine heart by the telling; lo now, thou didst make a great woe spring up for me in the slaying of my brethren; now hearken and hear my rede and my deed; thou hast lost thy sons, and their heads are become beakers on the board here, and thou thyself hast drunken the blood of them blended with wine; and their hearts I took and roasted them on a spit, and thou hast eaten thereof.”

King Atli answered, “Grim art thou in that thou hast murdered thy sons, and given me their flesh to eat, and little space passes betwixt ill deed of thine and ill deed.”

Gudrun said, “My heart is set on the doing to thee of as great shame as may be; never shall the measure of ill be full to such a king as thou art.”

The king said, “Worser deeds hast thou done than men have to tell of, and great unwisdom is there in such fearful redes; most meet art thou to be burned on bale when thou hast first been smitten to death with stones, for in such wise wouldst thou have what thou hast gone a weary way to seek.”

She answered, “Thine own death thou foretellest, but another death is fated for me.”

And many other words they spake in their wrath.

Now Hogni had a son left alive, hight Niblung, and great wrath of heart he bare against King Atli; and he did Gudrun to wit that he would avenge his father. And she took his words well, and they fell to counsel together thereover, and she said it would be great goodhap if it might be brought about.

So on a night, when the king had drunken, he gat him to bed, and when he was laid asleep, thither to him came Gudrun and the son of Hogni.

Gudrun took a sword and thrust it through the breast of King Atli, and they both of them set their hands to the deed, both she and the son of Hogni.

Then Atli the king awoke with the wound, and cried out; “no need of binding or salving here! — who art thou who hast done the deed?”

Gudrun says, “Somewhat have I, Gudrun, wrought therein, and somewhat withal the son of Hogni.”

Atli said, “Ill it beseemed to thee to do this, though somewhat of wrong was between us; for thou wert wedded to me by the rede of thy kin, and dower paid I for thee; yea, thirty goodly knights, and seemly maidens, and many men besides; and yet wert thou not content, but if thou should rule over the lands King Budli owned: and thy mother-in-law full oft thou lettest sit a-weeping.”

Gudrun said, “Many false words hast thou spoken, and of naught I account them; oft, indeed, was I fell of mood, but much didst thou add thereto. Full oft in this thy house did frays befall, and kin fought kin, and friend fought friend, and made themselves big one against the other; better days had I whenas I abode with Sigurd, when we slew kings, and took their wealth to us, but gave peace to whomso would, and the great men laid themselves under our hands, and might we gave to him of them who would have it; then I lost him, and a little thing was it that I should bear a widow’s name, but the greatest of griefs that I should come to thee — I who had aforetime the noblest of all kings, while for thee, thou never barest out of the battle aught but the worser lot.”

King Atli answered, “Naught true are thy words, nor will this our speech better the lot of either of us, for all is fallen now to naught; but now do to me in seemly wise, and array my dead corpse in noble fashion.”

“Yea, that will I,” she says, “and let make for thee a goodly grave, and build for thee a worthy abiding place of stone, and wrap thee in fair linen, and care for all that needful is.”

So therewithal he died, and she did according to her word: and then they cast fire into the hall.

And when the folk and men of estate awoke amid that dread and trouble, naught would they abide the fire, but smote each the other down, and died in such wise; so there Atli the king, and all his folk, ended their life-days. But Gudrun had no will to live longer after this deed so wrought, but nevertheless her ending day was not yet come upon her.

Now the Volsungs and the Giukings, as folk tell in tale, have been the greatest-hearted and the mightiest of all men, as ye may well behold written in the songs of old time.

But now with the tidings just told were these troubles stayed.






  








CHAPTER XL. How Gudrun cast herself into the Sea, but was brought ashore again.
 

Gudrun had a daughter by Sigurd hight Swanhild; she was the fairest of all women, eager-eyed as her father, so that few durst look under the brows of her; and as far did she excel other woman-kind as the sun excels the other lights of heaven.

But on a day went Gudrun down to the sea, and caught up stones in her arms, and went out into the sea, for she had will to end her life. But mighty billows drave her forth along the sea, and by means of their upholding was she borne along till she came at the last to the burg of King Jonakr, a mighty king, and lord of many folk. And he took Gudrun to wife, and their children were Hamdir, and Sorli, and Erp; and there was Swanhild nourished withal.






  








CHAPTER XLI. Of the Wedding and Slaying of Swanhild.
 

Jormunrek was the name of a mighty king of those days, and his son was called Randver. Now this king called his son to talk with him, and said, “Thou shalt fare on an errand of mine to King Jonakr, with my counsellor Bikki, for with King Jonakr is nourished Swanhild, the daughter of Sigurd Fafnir’s-bane; and I know for sure that she is the fairest may dwelling under the sun of this world; her above all others would I have to my wife, and thou shalt go woo her for me.”

Randver answered, “Meet and right, fair lord, that I should go on thine errands.”

So the king set forth this journey in seemly wise, and they fare till they come to King Jonakr’s abode, and behold Swanhild, and have many thoughts concerning the treasure of her goodliness.

But on a day Randver called the king to talk with him, and said, “Jormunrek the King would fain be thy brother-in-law, for he has heard tell of Swanhild, and his desire it is to have her to wife, nor may it be shown that she may be given to any mightier man than he is one.”

The King says, “This is an alliance of great honour, for a man of fame he is.”

Gudrun says, “A wavering trust, the trust in luck that it change not!”

Yet because of the king’s furthering, and all the matters that went herewith, is the wooing accomplished; and Swanhild went to the ship with a goodly company, and sat in the stern beside the king’s son.

Then spake Bikki to Randver, “How good and right it were if thou thyself had to wife so lovely a woman rather than the old man there.”

Good seemed that word to the heart of the king’s son, and he spake to her with sweet words, and she to him in like wise.

So they came aland and go unto the king, and Bikki said unto him, “Meet and right it is, lord, that thou shouldst know what is befallen, though hard it be to tell of, for the tale must be concerning thy beguiling, whereas thy son has gotten to him the full love of Swanhild, nor is she other than his harlot; but thou, let not the deed be unavenged.”

Now many an ill rede had he given the king or this, but of all his ill redes did this sting home the most; and still would the king hearken to all his evil redes; wherefore he, who might nowise still the wrath within him, cried out that Randver should be taken and tied up to the gallows-tree.

And as he was led to the gallows he took his hawk and plucked the feathers from off it, and bade show it to his father; and when the king saw it, then he said, “Now may folk behold that he deemeth my honour to be gone away from me, even as the feathers of this hawk;” and therewith he bade deliver him from the gallows.

But in that while had Bikki wrought his will, and Randver was dead-slain.

And, moreover, Bikki spake, “Against none hast thou more wrongs to avenge thee of than against Swanhild; let her die a shameful death.”

“Yea,” said the king, “we will do after thy counsel.”

So she was bound in the gate of the burg, and horses were driven at her to tread her down; but when she opened her eyes wide, then the horses durst not trample her; so when Bikki beheld that, he bade draw a bag over the head of her; and they did so, and therewith she lost her life. (1)

 ENDNOTES

 (1)  In the prose Edda the slaying of Swanhild is a spontaneous

      and sudden act on the part of the king.  As he came back

      from hunting one day, there sat Swanhild washing her linen,

      and it came into the king’s mind how that she was the cause

      of all his woe, so he and his men rode over her and slew

      her. — Tr.






  








CHAPTER XLII. Gudrun sends her Sons to avenge Swanhild.
 

Now Gudrun heard of the slaying of Swanhild, and spake to her sons, “Why sit ye here in peace amid merry words, whereas Jormunrek hath slain your sister, and trodden her under foot of horses in shameful wise? No heart ye have in you like to Gunnar or Hogni; verily they would have avenged their kinswoman!”

Hamdir answered, “Little didst thou praise Gunnar and Hogni, whereas they slew Sigurd, and thou wert reddened in the blood of him, and ill were thy brethren avenged by the slaying of thine own sons: yet not so ill a deed were it for us to slay King Jormunrek, and so hard thou pushest us on to this that we may naught abide thy hard words.”

Gudrun went about laughing now, and gave them to drink from mighty beakers, and thereafter she got for them great byrnies and good, and all other weed (1) of war.

Then spake Hamdir, “Lo now, this is our last parting, for thou shalt hear tidings of us, and drink one grave-ale (2) over us and over Swanhild.”

So therewith they went their ways.

But Gudrun went unto her bower, with heart swollen with sorrow, and spake — 

“To three men was I wedded, and first to Sigurd Fafnir’s-bane, and he was bewrayed and slain, and of all griefs was that the greatest grief. Then was I given to King Atli, and so fell was my heart toward him that I slew in the fury of my grief his children and mine. Then gave I myself to the sea, but the billows thereof cast me out aland, and to this king then was I given; then gave I Swanhild away out of the land with mighty wealth; and lo, my next greatest sorrow after Sigurd, for under horses’ feet was she trodden and slain; but the grimmest and ugliest of woes was the casting of Gunnar into the Worm-close, and the hardest was the cutting of Hogni’s heart from him.

“Ah, better would it be if Sigurd came to meet me, and I went my ways with him, for here bideth now behind with me neither son nor daughter to comfort me. Oh, mindest thou not, Sigurd, the words we spoke when we went into one bed together, that thou wouldst come and look on me; yea, even from thine abiding place among the dead?”

And thus had the words of her sorrow an end.

 ENDNOTE:

 (1)  Weed (A.S. “weodo”), clothing.

 (2)  Grave-ale, burial-feast.






  








CHAPTER XLIII. The Latter End of all the Kin of the Giukings.
 

Now telleth the tale concerning the sons of Gudrun, that she had arrayed their war-raiment in such wise, that no steel would bite thereon; and she bade them play not with stones or other heavy matters, for that it would be to their scathe if they did so.

And now, as they went on their way, they met Erp, their brother, and asked him in what wise he would help them.

He answered, “Even as hand helps hand, or foot helps foot.”

But that they deemed naught at all, and slew him there and then. Then they went their ways, nor was it long or ever Hamdir stumbled, and thrust down his hand to steady himself, and spake therewith — 

“Naught but a true thing spake Erp, for now should I have fallen, had not hand been to steady me.”

A little after Sorli stumbled, but turned about on his feet, and so stood, and spake — 

“Yea now had I fallen, but that I steadied myself with both feet.”

And they said they had done evilly with Erp their brother.

But on they fare till they come to the abode of King Jormunrek, and they went up to him and set on him forthwith, and Hamdir cut both hands from him and Sorli both feet. Then spake Hamdir — 

“Off were the head if Erp were alive; our brother, whom we slew on the way, and found out our deed too late.” Even as the Song says, — 

    “Off were the head

    If Erp were alive yet,

    Our brother the bold,

    Whom we slew by the way,

    The well-famed in warfare.”

Now in this must they turn away from the words of their mother, whereas they had to deal with stones. For now men fell on them, and they defended themselves in good and manly wise, and were the scathe of many a man, nor would iron bite on them.

But there came thereto a certain man, old of aspect and one-eyed, (1) and he spake — 

“No wise men are ye, whereas ye cannot bring these men to their end.”

Then the king said, “Give us rede thereto, if thou canst.”

He said, “Smite them to the death with stones.”

In such wise was it done, for the stones flew thick and fast from every side, and that was the end of their life-days.

And now has come to an end the whole root and stem of the Giukings. (2)

    NOW MAY ALL EARLS

    BE BETTERED IN MIND,

    MAY THE GRIEF OF ALL MAIDENS

    EVER BE MINISHED,

    FOR THIS TALE OF TROUBLE

    SO TOLD TO ITS ENDING.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Odin; he ends the tale as he began it.

 (2)  “And now,” etc., inserted by translators from the Poetic

      Edda, the stanza at the end from the Whetting of Gudrun.






  








APPENDIX: EXCERPTS FROM THE POETIC EDDA.
 






  








PART OF THE SECOND LAY OF HELGI HUNDINGS-BANE (1)
 

Helgi wedded Sigrun, and they begate sons together, but Helgi lived not to be old; for Dag, (2) the son of Hogni, sacrificed to Odin, praying that he might avenge his father. So Odin lent Dag his spear, and Dag met Helgi, his brother-in-law, at a place called Fetter-grove, and thrust him through with that spear, and there fell Helgi dead; but Dag rode to Sevafell, and told Sigrun of the news.

 

    DAG:

    Loth am I, sister

    Of sorrow to tell thee,

    For by hard need driven

    Have I drawn on the greeting;

    This morning fell

    In Fetter-grove

    The king well deemed

    The best in the wide world,

    Yea, he who stood

    On the necks of the strong.”

 

    SIGRUN:

    All oaths once sworn

    Shall bite thee sore,

    The oaths that to Helgi

    Once thou swarest

    At the bright white

    Water of Lightening, (3)

    And at the cold rock

    That the sea runneth over.

 

    May the ship sweep not on

    That should sweep at its swiftest,

    Though the wind desired

    Behind thee driveth!

    May the horse never run

    That should run at his most might

    When from thy foe’s face

    Thou hast most need to flee!

 

    May the sword never bite

    That thou drawest from scabbard

    But and if round thine head

    In wrath it singeth!

 

    Then should meet price be paid

    For Helgi’s slaying

    When a wolf thou wert

    Out in the wild-wood,

    Empty of good things

    Empty of gladness,

    With no meat for thy mouth

    But dead men’s corpses!

 

    DAG:

    With mad words thou ravest,

    Thy wits are gone from thee,

    When thou for thy brother

    Such ill fate biddest;

    Odin alone

    Let all this bale loose,

    Casting the strife-runes

    ‘Twixt friends and kindred.

 

    Rings of red gold

    Will thy brother give thee,

    And the stead of Vandil

    And the lands of Vigdale;

    Have half of the land

    For thy sorrow’s healing,

    O ring-arrayed sweetling

    For thee and thy sons!

 

    SIGRUN:

    No more sit I happy

    At Sevafell;

    At day-dawn, at night

    Naught love I my life

    Till broad o’er the people

    My lord’s light breaketh;

    Till his war-horse runneth

    Beneath him hither,

    Well wont to the gold bit — 

    Till my king I welcome.

 

    In such wise did Helgi

    Deal fear around

    To all his foes

    And all their friends

    As when the goat runneth

    Before the wolf’s rage

    Filled with mad fear

    Down from the fell.

 

    As high above all lords

    Did Helgi beat him

    As the ash-tree’s glory

    From the thorn ariseth,

    Or as the fawn

    With the dew-fell sprinkled

    Is far above

    All other wild things,

    As his horns go gleaming

    ‘Gainst the very heavens.

A barrow was raised above Helgi, but when he came in Valhall, then Odin bade him be lord of all things there, even as he; so Helgi sang — 

    HELGI:

    Now shalt thou, Hunding

    For the help of each man

    Get ready the foot-bath,

    And kindle the fire;

    The hounds shalt thou bind

    And give heed to the horses,

    Give wash to the swine

    Ere to sleep thou goest.

A bondmaid of Sigrun went in the evening-tide by Helgi’s mound, and there saw how Helgi rode toward it with a great company; then she sang — 

    BONDMAID:

    It is vain things’ beguilling

    That methinks I behold,

    Or the ending of all things,

    As ye ride, O ye dead men,

    Smiting with spurs

    Your horses’ sides?

    Or may dead warriors

    Wend their ways homeward?

 

    THE DEAD:

    No vain things’ beguiling

    Is that thou beholdest,

    Nor the ruin of all things;

    Though thou lookest upon us,

    Though we smite with spurs

    Our horses’ sides;

    Rather dead warriors

    May wend their ways homeward.

Then went the bondmaid home, and told Sigrun, and sang — 

    BONDMAID:

    Go out, Sigrun

    From Sevafell,

    If thou listest to look on

    The lord of thy people!

    For the mound is uncovered

    Thither is Helgi come,

    And his wounds are bleeding,

    But the king thee biddeth

    To come and stay

    That stream of sorrow.

So Sigrun went into the mound to Helgi, and sang — 

    SIGRUN:

    Now am I as fain

    Of this fair meeting,

    As are the hungry

    Hawks of Odin,

    When they wot of the slaying

    Of the yet warm quarry,

    Or bright with dew

    See the day a-dawning.

 

    Ah, I will kiss

    My king laid lifeless,

    Ere thou castest by

    Thy blood-stained byrny.

    O Helgi, thy hair

    Is thick with death’s rime,

    With the dew of the dead

    Is my love all dripping;

    Dead-cold are the hands

    Of the son of Hogni;

    How for thee, O my king,

    May I win healing?

 

    HELGI:

    Thou alone, Sigrun

    Of Sevafell,

    Hast so done that Helgi

    With grief’s dew drippeth;

    O clad in gold

    Cruel tears thou weepest,

    Bright May of the Southlands,

    Or ever thou sleepest;

    Each tear in blood falleth

    On the breast of thy lord,

    Cold wet and bitter-sharp

    Swollen with sorrow.

 

    Ah, we shall drink

    Dear draughts and lovely,

    Though, we have lost

    Both life and lands;

    Neither shall any

    Sing song of sorrow,

    Though in my breast

    Be wounds wide to behold:

    For now are brides

    In the mound abiding;

    Kings’ daughters sit

    By us departed.

Bow Sigrun arrayed a bed in the mound, and sang — 

    SIGRUN:

    Here, Helgi, for thee

    A bed have I dight,

    Kind without woe,

    O kin of the Ylfings!

    To thy bosom, O king,

    Will I come and sleep soft,

    As I was wont

    When my lord was living.

 

    HELGI:

    Now will I call

    Naught not to be hoped for

    Early or late

    At Sevafell,

    When thou in the arms

    Of a dead man art laid,

    White maiden of Hogni,

    Here in the mound:

    And thou yet quick,

    O King’s daughter!

 

    Now needs must I ride

    On the reddening ways;

    My pale horse must tread

    The highway aloft;

    West must I go

    To Windhelm’s bridge

    Ere the war-winning crowd

    Hall-crower (4) waketh.

So Helgi rode his ways: and the others gat them gone home to the house. But the next night Sigrun bade the bondwoman have heed of the mound. So at nightfall, thenas Sigrun came to the mound, she sang:

    SIGRUN:

    Here now would he come,

    If to come he were minded;

    Sigmund’s offspring

    From the halls of Odin.

    O me the hope waneth

    Of Helgi’s coming;

    For high on the ash-boughs

    Are the ernes abiding,

    And all folk drift

    Toward the Thing of the dreamland.

 

    BONDMAID:

    Be not foolish of heart,

    And fare all alone

    To the house of the dead,

    O Hero’s daughter!

    For more strong and dreadful

    In the night season

    Are all dead warriors

    Than in the daylight.

But a little while lived Sigrun, because of her sorrow and trouble. But in old time folk trowed that men should be born again, though their troth be now deemed but an old wife’s dotting. And so, as folk say, Helgi and Sigrun were born again, and at that tide was he called Helgi the Scathe of Hadding, and she Kara the daughter of Halfdan; and she was a Valkyrie, even as is said in the Lay of Kara.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Only that part of the song is given which completes the

      episodes of Helgi Hunding’s-bane; the earlier part of the

      song differs little from the Saga.

 (2)  Hogni, the father of Dar and Sigrun, had been slain by Helgi

      in battle, and Helgi had given peace to, and taken oaths of

      Dag.

 (3)  One of the rivers of the under-world.

 (4)  Hall-crower, “Salgofnir”: lit. Hall-gaper, the cock of

      Valhall.

 
 

 
 

PART OF THE LAY OF SIGRDRIFA (1)
 

      Now this is my first counsel,

      That thou with thy kin

    Be guiltless, guileless ever,

      Nor hasty of wrath,

      Despite of wrong done — 

    Unto the dead good that doeth.

 

      Lo the second counsel,

      That oath thou swearest never,

    But trusty oath and true:

      Grim tormenting

      Gripes troth-breakers;

    Cursed wretch is the wolf of vows.

 

      This is my third rede,

      That thou at the Thing

    Deal not with the fools of folk;

      For unwise man

      From mouth lets fall

    Worser word than well he wotteth.

 

      Yet hard it is

      That holding of peace

    When men shall deem thee dastard,

    Or deem the lie said soothly;

    But woeful is home-witness,

    Unless right good thou gettest it.

      Ah, on another day

      Drive the life from out him,

    And pay the liar back for his lying.

 

      Now behold the fourth rede:

      If ill witch thee bideth,

    Woe-begatting by the way,

      Good going further

      Rather than guesting,

    Though thick night be on thee.

 

      Far-seeing eyes

      Need all sons of men

    Who wend in wrath to war;

      For baleful women

      Bide oft by the highway,

    Swords and hearts to soften.

 

      And now the fifth rede:

      As fair as thou seest

    Brides on the bench abiding,

      Let not love’s silver

      Rule over thy sleeping;

    Draw no woman to kind kissing!

 

      For the sixth thing, I rede

      When men sit a-drinking

    Amid ale-words and ill-words,

      Dead thou naught

      With the drunken fight-staves

    For wine stealeth wit from many.

 

      Brawling and drink

      Have brought unto men

    Sorrow sore oft enow;

      Yea, bane unto some,

      And to some weary bale;

    Many are the griefs of mankind.

 

      For the seventh, I rede thee,

      If strife thou raisest

    With a man right high of heart,

      Better fight a-field

      Than burn in the fire

    Within thine hall fair to behold.

 

      The eighth rede that I give thee:

      Unto all ill look thou,

    And hold thine heart from all beguiling;

      Draw to thee no maiden,

      No man’s wife bewray thou,

    Urge them not unto unmeet pleasure.

 

      This is the ninth counsel:

      That thou have heed of dead folk

    Whereso thou findest them a-field;

      Be they sick-dead,

      Be they sea-dead,

    Or come to ending by war-weapons.

 

      Let bath be made

      For such men fordone,

    Wash thou hands and feet thereof,

      Comb their hair and dry them

      Ere the coffin has them;

    Then bid them sleep full sweetly.

 

      This for the tenth counsel:

      That thou give trust never

    Unto oaths of foeman’s kin,

    Be’st thou bane of his brother,

    Or hast thou felled his father;

    Wolf in young son waxes,

    Though he with gold be gladdened.

 

      For wrong and hatred

      Shall rest them never,

    Nay, nor sore sorrow.

      Both wit and weapons

      Well must the king have

    Who is fain to be the foremost.

 

      The last rede and eleventh:

      Until all ill look thou.

    And watch thy friends’ ways ever

      Scarce durst I look

      For long life for thee, king:

    Strong trouble ariseth now already.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  This continues the first part of the lay given in Chapter XX

      of the Saga; and is, in fact, the original verse of Chapter

      XXI.

 
 

 
 

THE LAY CALLED THE SHORT LAY OF SIGURD.
 

    Sigurd of yore,

    Sought the dwelling of Giuki,

    As he fared, the young Volsung,

    After fight won;

    Troth he took

    From the two brethren;

    Oath swore they betwixt them,

    Those bold ones of deed.

 

    A may they gave to him

    And wealth manifold,

    Gudrun the young,

    Giuki’s daughter:

    They drank and gave doom

    Many days together,

    Sigurd the young,

    And the sons of Giuki.

 

    Until they wended

    For Brynhild’s wooing,

    Sigurd a-riding

    Amidst their rout;

    The wise young Volsung

    Who knew of all ways — 

    Ah!  He had wed her,

    Had fate so willed it.

 

    Southlander Sigurd

    A naked sword,

    Bright, well grinded,

    Laid betwixt them;

    No kiss he won

    From the fair woman,

    Nor in arms of his

    Did the Hun King hold her,

    Since he gat the young maid

    For the son of Giuki.

 

    No lack in her life

    She wotted of now,

    And at her death-day

    No dreadful thing

    For a shame indeed

    Or a shame in seeming;

    But about and betwixt

    Went baleful fate.

 

    Alone, abroad,

    She sat of an evening,

    Of full many things

    She fall a-talking:

    “O for my Sigurd!

    I shall have death,

    Or my fair, my lovely,

    Laid in mine arms.

 

    “For the word once spoken,

    I sorrow sorely — 

    His queen is Gudrun,

    I am wed to Gunnar;

    The dread Norns wrought for us

    A long while of woe.”

 

    Oft with heart deep

    In dreadful thoughts,

    O’er ice-fields and ice-hills

    She fared a-night time,

    When he and Gudrun

    Were gone to their fair bed,

    And Sigurd wrapped

    The bed-gear round her.

 

    “Ah!  Now the Hun King

    His queen in arms holdeth,

    While love I go lacking,

    And all things longed for

    With no delight

    But in dreadful thought.”

 

    These dreadful things

    Thrust her toward murder:

 — “Listen, Gunnar,

    For thou shalt lose

    My wide lands,

    Yea, me myself!

    Never love I my life,

    With thee for my lord — 

 

    “I will fare back thither

    From whence I came,

    To my nighest kin

    And those that know me

    There shall I sit

    Sleeping my life away,

    Unless thou slayest

    Sigurd the Hun King,

    Making thy might more

    E’en than his might was!

 

    “Yea, let the son fare

    After the father,

    And no young wolf

    A long while nourish!

    For on earth man lieth

    Vengeance lighter,

    And peace shall be surer

    If the son live not.”

 

    Adrad was Gunnar,

    Heavy-hearted was he,

    And in doubtful mood

    Day-long he sat.

    For naught he wotted,

    Nor might see clearly

    What was the seemliest

    Of deeds to set hand to;

    What of all deeds

    Was best to be done:

    For he minded the vows

    Sworn to the Volsung,

    And the sore wrong

    To be wrought against Sigurd.

 

    Wavered his mind

    A weary while,

    No wont it was

    Of those days worn by,

    That queens should flee

    From the realms of their kings.

 

    “Brynhild to me

    Is better than all,

    The child of Budli

    Is the best of women.

    Yea, and my life

    Will I lay down,

    Ere I am twinned

    From that woman’s treasure.”

 

    He bade call Hogni

    To the place where he bided;

    With all the trust that might be,

    Trowed he in him.

 

    “Wilt thou bewray Sigurd

    For his wealth’s sake?

    Good it is to rule

    O’er the Rhine’s metal;

    And well content

    Great wealth to wield,

    Biding in peace

    And blissful days.”

 

    One thing alone Hogni

    Had for an answer:

    “Such doings for us

    Are naught seemly to do;

    To rend with sword

    Oaths once sworn,

    Oaths once sworn,

    And troth once plighted.

 

    “Nor know we on mould,

    Men of happier days,

    The while we four

    Rule over the folk;

    While the bold in battle,

    The Hun King, bides living.

 

    “And no nobler kin

    Shall be known afield,

    If our five sons

    We long may foster;

    Yea, a goodly stem

    Shall surely wax.

  — But I clearly see

    In what wise it standeth,

    Brynhild’s sore urging

    O’ermuch on thee beareth.

 

    “Guttorm shall we

    Get for the slaying,

    Our younger brother

    Bare of wisdom;

    For he was out of

    All the oaths sworn,

    All the oaths sworn,

    And the plighted troth.”

 

    Easy to rouse him

    Who of naught recketh!

  — Deep stood the sword

    In the heart of Sigurd.

 

    There, in the hall,

    Gat the high-hearted vengeance;

    For he can his sword

    At the reckless slayer:

    Out at Guttorm

    Flew Gram the mighty,

    The gleaming steel

    From Sigurd’s hand.

 

    Down fell the slayer

    Smitten asunder;

    The heavy head

    And the hands fell one way,

    But the feet and such like

    Aback where they stood.

 

    Gudrun was sleeping

    Soft in the bed,

    Empty of sorrow

    By the side of Sigurd:

    When she awoke

    With all pleasure gone,

    Swimming in blood

    Of Frey’s beloved.

 

    So sore her hands

    She smote together,

    That the great-hearted

    Gat raised in bed;

 — “O Gudrun, weep not

    So woefully,

    Sweet lovely bride,

    For thy brethren live for thee!

 

    “A young child have I

    For heritor;

    Too young to win forth

    From the house of his foes. — 

    Black deeds and ill

    Have they been a-doing,

    Evil rede

    Have they wrought at last.

 

    “Late, late, rideth with them

    Unto the Thing,

    Such sister’s son,

    Though seven thou bear, — 

  — But well I wot

    Which way all goeth;

    Alone wrought Brynhild

    This bale against us.

 

    “That maiden loved me

    Far before all men,

    Yet wrong to Gunnar

    I never wrought;

    Brotherhood I heeded

    And all bounden oaths,

    That none should deem me

    His queen’s darling.”

 

    Weary sighed Gudrun,

    As the king gat ending,

    And so sore her hands

    She smote together,

    That the cups arow

    Rang out therewith,

    And the geese cried on high

    That were in the homefield.

 

    Then laughed Brynhild

    Budli’s daughter,

    Once, once only,

    From out her heart;

    When to her bed

    Was borne the sound

    Of the sore greeting

    Of Giuki’s daughter.

 

    Then, quoth Gunnar,

    The king, the hawk-bearer,

    “Whereas, thou laughest,

    O hateful woman,

    Glad on thy bed,

    No good it betokeneth:

    Why lackest thou else

    Thy lovely hue?

    Feeder of foul deeds,

    Fey do I deem thee,

 

    “Well worthy art thou

    Before all women,

    That thine eyes should see

    Atli slain of us;

    That thy brother’s wounds

    Thou shouldest see a-bleeding,

    That his bloody hurts

    Thine hands should bind.”

 

    “No man blameth thee, Gunnar,

    Thou hast fulfilled death’s measure

    But naught Atli feareth

    All thine ill will;

    Life shall he lay down

    Later than ye,

    And still bear more might

    Aloft than thy might.

 

    “I shall tell thee, Gunnar,

    Though well the tale thou knowest,

    In what early days

    Ye dealt abroad your wrong:

    Young was I then,

    Worn with no woe,

    Good wealth I had

    In the house of my brother!

 

    “No mind had I

    That a man should have me,

    Or ever ye Giukings,

    Rode into our garth;

    There ye sat on your steeds

    Three kings of the people — 

  — Ah!  That that faring

    Had never befallen!

 

    “Then spake Atli

    To me apart,

    And said that no wealth

    He would give unto me,

    Neither gold nor lands

    If I would not be wedded;

    Nay, and no part

    Of the wealth apportioned,

    Which in my first days

    He gave me duly;

    Which in my first days

    He counted down.

 

    “Wavered the mind

    Within me then,

    If to fight I should fall

    And the felling of folk,

    Bold in Byrny

    Because of my brother;

    A deed of fame

    Had that been to all folk,

    But to many a man

    Sorrow of mind.

 

    “So I let all sink

    Into peace at the last:

    More grew I minded

    For the mighty treasure,

    The red-shining rings

    Of Sigmund’s son;

    For no man’s wealth else

    Would I take unto me.

 

    “For myself had I given

    To that great king

    Who sat amid gold

    On the back of Grani;

    Nought were his eyes

    Like to your eyen,

    Nor in any wise

    Went his visage with yours;

    Though ye might deem you

    Due kings of men.

 

    “One I loved,

    One, and none other,

    The gold-decked may

    Had no doubtful mind;

    Thereof shall Atli

    Wot full surely,

    When he getteth to know

    I am gone to the dead.

 

    “Far be it from me,

    Feeble and wavering,

    Ever to love

    Another’s love — 

  — Yes shall my woe

    Be well avenged.”

 

    Up rose Gunnar,

    The great men’s leader,

    And cast his arms

    About the queen’s neck;

    And all went nigh

    One after other,

    With their whole hearts

    Her heart to turn.

 

    But then all these

    From her neck she thrust,

    Of her long journey

    No man should let her.

 

    Then called he Hogni

    To have talk with him;

    “Let all folk go

    Forth into the hall,

    Thine with mine — 

  — O need sore and mighty! — 

    To wot if we yet

    My wife’s parting may stay.

    Till with time’s wearing

    Some hindrance wax.”

 

    One answer Hogni

    Had for all;

    “Nay, let hard need

    Have rule thereover,

    And no man let her

    Of her long journey!

    Never born again,

    May she come back thence!

 

    “Luckless she came

    To the lap of her mother,

    Born into the world

    For utter woe,

    TO many a man

    For heart-whole mourning.”

 

    Upraised he turned

    From the talk and the trouble,

    To where the gem-field

    Dealt out goodly treasure;

    As she looked and beheld

    All the wealth that she had,

    And the hungry bondmaids,

    And maids of the hall.

 

    With no good in her heart

    She donned her gold byrny,

    Ere she thrust the sword point

    Through the midst of her body:

    On the boister’s far side

    Sank she adown,

    And, smitten with sword,

    Still bethought her of redes.

 

    “Let all come forth

    Who are fain the red gold,

    Or things less worthy

    To win from my hands;

    To each one I give

    A necklace gilt over,

    Wrought hangings and bed=gear,

    And bright woven weed.”

 

    All they kept silence,

    And thought what to speak,

    Then all at once

    Answer gave:

    “Full enow are death-doomed,

    Fain are we to live yet,

    Maids of the hall

    All meet work winning.”

 

    “From her wise heart at last

    The linen-clad damsel,

    The one of few years

    Gave forth the word:

    “I will that none driven

    By hand or by word,

    For our sake should lose

    Well-loved life.

 

    “Thou on the bones of you

    Surely shall burn,

    Less dear treasure

    At your departing

    Nor with Menia’s Meal (1)

    Shall ye come to see me.”

 

    “Sit thee down, Gunnar,

    A word must I say to thee

    Of the life’s ruin

    Of thy lightsome bride — 

  — Nor shall thy ship

    Swim soft and sweetly

    For all that I

    Lay life adown.

 

    “Sooner than ye might deem

    Shall ye make peace with Gudrun,

    For the wise woman

    Shall full in the young wife

    The hard memory

    Of her dead husband.

 

    “There is a may born

    Reared by her mother,

    Whiter and brighter

    Than is the bright day;

    She shall be Swanhild,

    She shall be Sunbeam.

 

    “Thou shalt give Gudrun

    Unto a great one,

    Noble, well-praised

    Of the world’s folk;

    Not with her goodwill,

    Or love shalt thou give her;

    Yet will Atli

    Come to win her,

    My very brother,

    Born of Budli.

 

 — “Ah!  Many a memory

    Of how ye dealt with me,

    How sorely, how evilly

    Ye ever beguiled me,

    How all pleasure left me

    The while my life lasted — !

 

    “Fain wilt thou be

    Oddrun to win,

    But thy good liking

    Shall Atli let;

    But in secret wise

    Shall ye win together,

    And she shall love thee

    As I had loved thee,

    If in such wise

    Fare had willed it.

 

    “But with all ill

    Shall Atli sting thee,

    Into the strait worm-close

    Shall he cast thee.

 

    “But no long space

    Shall slip away

    Ere Atli too

    All life shall lose,

    Yea, all his weal

    With the life of his sons,

    For a dreadful bed

    Dights Gudrun for him,

    From a heart sore laden,

    With the sword’s sharp edge.

 

    “More seemly for Gudrun,

    Your very sister,

    In death to wend after

    Her love first wed;

    Had but good rede

    To her been given,

    Or if her heart

    Had been like to my heart.

 

 — “Faint my speech groweth — 

    But for our sake

    Ne’er shall she lose

    Her life beloved;

    The sea shall have her,

    High billows bear her

    Forth unto Jonakr’s

    Fair land of his fathers.

 

    “There shall she bear sons,

    Stays of a heritage,

    Stays of a heritage,

    Jonakr’s sons;

    And Swanhild shall she

    Send from the land,

    That may born of her,

    The may born of Sigurd.

 

    “Her shall bite

    The rede of Bikki,

    Whereas for no good

    Wins Jormunrek life;

    And so is clean perished

    All the kin of Sigurd,

    Yea, and more greeting,

    And more for Gudrun.

 

    “And now one prayer

    Yet pray I of thee — 

    That last word of mine

    Here in the world — 

    So broad on the field

    Be the burg of the dead

    That fair space may be left

    For us all to lie down,

    All those that died

    At Sigurd’s death!

 

    “Hang round that burg

    Fair hangings and shields,

    Web by Gauls woven,

    And folk of the Gauls:

    There burn the Hun King

    Lying beside me.

 

    “But on the other side

    Burn by the Hun King

    Those who served me

    Strewn with treasure;

    Two at the head,

    And two at the feet,

    Two hounds therewith,

    And two hawks moreover:

    Then is all dealt

    With even dealing.

 

    “Lay there amidst us

    The right-dight metal,

    The sharp-edged steel,

    That so lay erst;

    When we both together

    Into one bed went,

    And were called by the name

    Of man and wife.

 

    “Never, then, belike

    Shall clash behind him

    Valhall’s bright door

    With rings bedight:

    And if my fellowship

    Followeth after,

    In no wretched wise

    Then shall we wend.

 

    “For him shall follow

    My five bondmaids,

    My eight bondsmen,

    No borel folk:

    Yea, and my fosterer,

    And my father’s dower

    That Budli of old days

    Gave to his dear child.

 

    “Much have I spoken,

    More would I speak,

    If the sword would give me

    Space for speech;

    But my words are waning,

    My wounds are swelling — 

    Naught but truth have I told — 

  — And now make I ending.”

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  “Menia’s Maid” — periphrasis for gold.

 
 

 
 

THE HELL-RIDE OF BRYNHILD.
 

After the death of Brynhild were made two bales, one for Sigurd, and that was first burned; but Brynhild was burned on the other, and she was in a chariot hung about with goodly hangings.

And so folk say that Brynhild drave in her chariot down along the way to Hell, and passed by an abode where dwelt a certain giantess, and the giantess spake: — 

    THE GIANT-WOMAN

    “Nay, with my goodwill

    Never goest thou

    Through this stone-pillared

    Stead of mine!

    More seemly for thee

    To sit sewing the cloth,

    Than to go look on

    The love of another.

 

    “What dost thou, going

    From the land of the Gauls,

    O restless head,

    To this mine house?

    Golden girl, hast thou not,

    If thou listest to hearken,

    In sweet wise from thy hands

    The blood of men washen?”

 

    BRYNHILD

    “Nay, blame me naught,

    Bride of the rock-hall,

    Though I roved a warring

    In the days that were;

    The higher of us twain

    Shall I ever be holden

    When of our kind

    Men make account.”

 

    THE GIANT-WOMAN

    “Thou, O Brynhild,

    Budli’s daughter,

    Wert the worst ever born

    Into the world;

    For Giuki’s children

    Death hast thou gotten,

    And turned to destruction

    Their goodly dwelling.”

 

    BRYNHILD

    “I shall tell thee

    True tale from my chariot,

    O thou who naught wottest,

    If thou listest to wot;

    How for me they have gotten

    Those heirs of Giuki,

    A loveless life,

    A life of lies.

 

    “Hild under helm,

    The Hlymdale people,

    E’en those who knew me,

    Ever would call me.

 

    “The changeful shapes

    Of us eight sisters,

    The wise king bade

    Under oak-tree to bear;

    Of twelve winters was I,

    If thou listest to wot,

    When I sware to the young lord

    Oaths of love.

 

    “Thereafter gat I

    Mid the folk of the Goths,

    For Helmgunnar the old,

    Swift journey to Hell,

    And gave to Aud’s brother

    The young, gain and glory;

    Whereof overwrath

    Waxed Odin with me.

 

    “So he shut me in shield-wall

    In Skata grove,

    Red shields and white

    Close set around me;

    And bade him alone

    My slumber to break

    Who in no land

    Knew how to fear.

 

    “He set round my hall,

    Toward the south quarter,

    The Bane of all trees

    Burning aloft;

    And ruled that he only

    Thereover should ride

    Who should bring me the gold

    O’er which Fafnir brooded.

 

    “Then upon Grani rode

    The goodly gold-strewer

    To where my fosterer

    Ruled his fair dwelling.

    He who alone there

    Was deemed best of all,

    The War-lord of the Danes,

    Well worthy of men.

 

    “In peace did we sleep

    Soft in one bed,

    As though he had been

    Naught but my brother:

    There as we lay

    Through eight nights wearing,

    No hand in love

    On each other we laid.

 

    “Yet thence blamed me, Gudrun,

    Giuki’s daughter,

    That I had slept

    In the arms of Sigurd;

    And then I wotted

    As I fain had not wotted,

    That they had bewrayed me

    In my betrothals.

 

    “Ah!  For unrest

    All too long

    Are men and women

    Made alive!

    Yet we twain together

    Shall wear through the ages,

    Sigurd and I. — 

  — Sink adown, O giant-wife!”

 
 

 
 

FRAGMENTS OF THE LAY OF BRYNHILD
 

    HOGNI SAID:

    “What hath wrought Sigurd

    Of any wrong-doing

    That the life of the famed one

    Thou art fain of taking?”

 

    GUNNAR SAID:

    “To me has Sigurd

    Sworn many oaths,

    Sworn many oaths,

    And sworn them lying,

    And he bewrayed me

    When it behoved him

    Of all folk to his troth

    To be the most trusty.”

 

    HOGNI SAID:

    “Thee hath Brynhild

    Unto all bale,

    And all hate whetted,

    And a work of sorrow;

    For she grudges to Gudrun

    All goodly life;

    And to thee the bliss

    Of her very body.”

 

   ..........

 

    Some the wolf roasted,

    Some minced the worm,

    Some unto Guttorm

    Gave the wolf-meat,

    Or ever they might

    In their lust for murder

    On the high king

    Lay deadly hand.

 

    Sigurd lay slain

    On the south of the Rhine

    High from the fair tree

    Croaked forth the raven,

    “Ah, yet shall Atli

    On you redden edges,

    The old oaths shall weigh

    On your souls, O warriors.”

 

    Without stood Gudrun,

    Giuki’s daughter,

    And the first word she said

    Was even this word:

    “Where then is Sigurd,

    Lord of the Warfolk,

    Since my kin

    Come riding the foremost?

 

    One word Hogni

    Had for an answer:

    “Our swords have smitten

    Sigurd asunder,

    And the grey horse hangs drooping

    O’er his lord lying dead.”

 

    Then quoth Brynhild,

    Budli’s daughter;

    “Good weal shall ye have

    Of weapons and lands,

    That Sigurd alone

    Would surely have ruled

    If he had lived

    But a little longer.

 

    “Ah, nothing seemly

    For Sigurd to rule

    Giuki’s house

    And the folk of the Goths,

    When of him five sons

    For the slaying of men,

    Eager for battle,

    Should have been begotten!”

 

    Then laughed Brynhild — 

    Loud rang the whole house — 

    One laugh only

    From out her heart:

    “Long shall your bliss be

    Of lands and people,

    Whereas the famed lord

    You have felled to the earth!”

 

    Then spake Gudrun,

    Giuki’s daughter;

    “Much thou speakest,

    Many things fearful,

    All grame be on Gunnar

    The bane of Sigurd!

    From a heart full of hate

    Shall come heavy vengeance.”

 

    Forth sped the even

    Enow there was drunken,

    Full enow was there

    Of all soft speech;

    And all men got sleep

    When to bed they were gotten;

    Gunnar only lay waking

    Long after all men.

 

    His feet fell he to moving,

    Fell to speak to himself

    The waster of men,

    Still turned in his mind

    What on the bough

    Those twain would be saying,

    The raven and erne,

    As they rode their ways homeward.

 

    But Brynhild awoke,

    Budli’s daughter,

    May of the shield-folk,

    A little ere morning:

    “Thrust ye on, hold ye back,

  — Now all harm is wrought, — 

    To tell of my sorrow,

    Or to let all slip by me?”

 

    All kept silence

    After her speaking,

    None might know

    That woman’s mind,

    Or why she must weep

    To tell of the work

    That laughing once

    Of men she prayed.

 

    BRYNHILD SPAKE:

    “In dreams, O Gunnar,

    Grim things fell on me;

    Dead-cold the hall was,

    And my bed was a-cold,

    And thou, lord, wert riding

    Reft of all bliss,

    Laden with fetters

    ‘Mid the host of thy foemen.”

 

    “So now all ye,

    O House of the Niblungs,

    Shall be brought to naught,

    O ye oath-breakers!

 

    “Think’st thou not, Gunnar,

    How that betid,

    When ye let the blood run

    Both in one footstep?

    With ill reward

    Hast thou rewarded

    His heart so fain

    To be the foremost!

 

    “As well was seen

    When he rode his ways,

    That king of all worth,

    Unto my wooing;

    How the host-destroyer

    Held to the vows

    Sworn beforetime,

    Sworn to the young king.

 

    “For his wounding-wand

    All wrought with gold,

    The king beloved

    Laid between us;

    Without were its edges

    Wrought with fire,

    But with venom-drops

    Deep dyed within.”

Thus this song telleth of the death of Sigurd, and setteth forth how that they slew him without doors; but some say that they slew him within doors, sleeping in his bed. But the Dutch Folk say that they slew him out in the wood: and so sayeth the ancient song of Gudrun, that Sigurd and the sons of Giuki were riding to the Thing whenas he was slain. But all with one accord say that they bewrayed him in their troth with him, and fell on him as he lay unarrayed and unawares.

 
 

 
 

THE SECOND OR ANCIENT LAY OF GUDRUN.
 

Thiodrek the King was in Atli’s house, and had lost there the more part of his men: so there Thiodrek and Gudrun bewailed their troubles one to the other, and she spake and said: — 

    A may of all mays

    My mother reared me

    Bright in bower;

    Well loved I my brethren,

    Until that Giuki

    With gold arrayed me,

    With gold arrayed me,

    And gave me to Sigurd.

 

    Such was my Sigurd,

    Among the sons of Giuki

    As is the green leek

    O’er the low grass waxen,

    Or a hart high-limbed

    Over hurrying deer,

    Or glede-red gold

    Over grey silver.

 

    Till me they begrudged,

    Those my brethren,

    The fate to have him,

    Who was first of all men;

    Nor might they sleep,

    Nor sit a-dooming,

    Ere they let slay

    My well-loved Sigurd.

 

    Grani ran to the Thing,

    There was clatter to hear,

    But never came Sigurd

    Himself thereunto;

    All the saddle-girt beasts

    With blood were besprinkled,

    As faint with the way

    Neath the slayers they went.

 

    Then greeting I went

    With Grani to talk,

    And with tear-furrowed cheeks

    I bade him tell all;

    But drooping laid Grani,

    His head in the grass,

    For the steed well wotted

    Of his master’s slaying.

 

    A long while I wandered,

    Long my mind wavered,

    Ere the kings I might ask

    Concerning my king.

 

    Then Gunnar hung head,

    But Hogni told

    Of the cruel slaying

    Of my Sigurd:

    “On the water’s far side

    Lies, smitten to death,

    The bane of Guttorm

    To the wolves given over.

 

    “Go, look on Sigurd,

    On the ways that go southward,

    There shalt thou hear

    The ernes high screaming,

    The ravens a-croaking

    As their meat they crave for;

    Thou shalt hear the wolves howling

    Over thine husband.

 

    “How hast thou, Hogni,

    The heart to tell me,

    Me of joy made empty,

    Of such misery?

    Thy wretched heart

    May the ravens tear

    Wide over the world,

    With no men mayst thou wend.”

 

    One thing Hogni

    Had for answer,

    Fallen from his high heart,

    Full of all trouble:

    “More greeting yet,

    O Gudrun, for thee,

    If my heart the ravens

    Should rend asunder!”

 

    Thence I turned

    From the talk and the trouble

    To go a leasing (1)

    What the wolves had left me;

    No sigh I made

    No smote hands together,

    Nor did I wail

    As other women

    When I sat over

    My Sigurd slain.

 

    Night methought it,

    And the moonless dark,

    When I sat in sorrow

    Over Sigurd;

    Better than all things

    I deemed it would be

    If they would let me

    Cast my life by,

    Or burn me up

    As they burn the birch-wood.

 

    From the fell I wandered

    Five days together,

    Until the high hall

    Of Half lay before me;

    Seven seasons there

    I sat with Thora,

    The daughter of Hacon,

    Up in Denmark.

 

    My heart to gladden

    With gold she wrought

    Southland halls

    And swans of the Dane-folk;

    There had we painted

    The chiefs a-playing;

    Fair our hands wrought

    Folk of the kings.

 

    Red shields we did,

    Doughty knights of the Huns,

    Hosts spear-dight, hosts helm-dight,

    All a high king’s fellows;

    And the ships of Sigmund

    From the land swift sailing;

    Heads gilt over

    And prows fair graven.

 

    On the cloth we broidered

    That tide of their battling,

    Siggeir and Siggar,

    South in Fion.

 

    Then heard Grimhild,

    The Queen of Gothland,

    How I was abiding,


  

    Weighed down with woe;

    And she thrust the cloth from her

    And called to her sons,

    And oft and eagerly

    Asked them thereof,

    Who for her son

    Would their sister atone,

    Who for her lord slain

    Would lay down weregild.

 

    Fain was Gunnar

    Gold to lay down

    All wrongs to atone for,

    And Hogni in likewise;

    Then she asked who was fain

    Of faring straightly,

    The steed to saddle

    To set forth the wain,

    The horse to back,

    And the hawk to fly,

    To shoot forth the arrow

    From out the yew-bow.

 

    Valdarr the Dane-king

    Came with Jarisleif

    Eymod the third went

    Then went Jarizskar;

    In kingly wise

    In they wended,

    The host of the Longbeards;

    Red cloaks had they,

    Byrnies short-cut,

    Helms strong hammered,

    Girt with glaives,

    And hair red-gleaming.

 

    Each would give me

    Gifts desired,

    Gifts desired,

    Speech dear to my heart,

    If they might yet,

    Despite my sorrow,

    Win back my trust,

    But in them nought I trusted.

 

    Then brought me Grimhild

    A beaker to drink of,

    Cold and bitter,

    Wrong’s memory to quench;

    Made great was that drink

    With the might of the earth,

    With the death-cold sea

    And the blood that Son (2) holdeth.

 

    On that horn’s face were there

    All the kin of letters

    Cut aright and reddened,

    How should I rede them rightly?

 

    The ling-fish long

    Of the land of Hadding,

    Wheat-ears unshorn,

    And wild things’ inwards.

 

    In that mead were mingled

    Many ills together,

    Blood of all the wood,

    And brown-burnt acorns;

    The black dew of the hearth, (3)

    And god-doomed dead beasts’ inwards

    And the swine’s liver sodden,

    For wrongs late done that deadens.

 

    Then waned my memory

    When that was within me,

    Of my lord ‘mid the hall

    By the iron laid low.

    Three kings came

    Before my knees

    Ere she herself

    Fell to speech with me.

 

    “I will give to thee, Gudrun,

    Gold to be glad with,

    All the great wealth

    Of thy father gone from us,

    Rings of red gold

    And the great hall of Lodver,

    And all fair hangings left

    By the king late fallen.

 

    “Maids of the Huns

    Woven pictures to make,

    And work fair in gold

    Till thou deem’st thyself glad.

    Alone shalt thou rule

    O’er the riches of Budli,

    Shalt be made great with gold,

    And be given to Atli.”

 

    “Never will I

    Wend to a husband,

    Or wed the brother

    Of Queen Brynhild;

    Naught it beseems me

    With the son of Budli

    Kin to bring forth,

    Or to live and be merry.”

 

    “Nay, the high chiefs

    Reward not with hatred,

    For take heed that I

    Was the first in this tale!

    To thy heart shall it be

    As if both these had life,

    Sigurd and Sigmund,

    When thou hast borne sons.”

 

    “Naught may I, Grimhild,

    Seek after gladness,

    Nor deem aught hopeful

    Of any high warrior,

    Since wolf and raven

    Were friends together,

    The greedy, the cruel,

    O’er great Sigurd’s heart-blood.”

 

    “Of all men that can be

    For the noblest of kin

    This king have I found,

    And the foremost of all;

    Him shalt thou have

    Till with eld thou art heavy — 

    Be thou ever unwed,

    If thou wilt naught of him!”

 

    “Nay, nay, bid me not

    With thy words long abiding

    To take unto me

    That balefullest kin;

    This king shall bid Gunnar

    Be stung to his bane,

    And shall cut the heart

    From out of Hogni.

 

    “Nor shall I leave life

    Ere the keen lord,

    The eager in sword-play,

    My hand shall make end of.”

 

    Grimhild a-weeping

    Took up the word then,

    When the sore bale she wotted

    Awaiting her sons,

    And the bane hanging over

    Her offspring beloved.

 

    “I will give thee, moreover,

    Great lands, many men,

    Wineberg and Valberg,

    If thou wilt but have them;

    Hold them lifelong,

    And live happy, O daughter!”

 

    “Then him must I take

    From among kingly men,

    ‘Gainst my heart’s desire,

    From the hands of my kinsfolk;

    But no joy I look

    To have from that lord:

    Scarce may my brother’s bane

    Be a shield to my sons.”

 

    Soon was each warrior

    Seen on his horse,

    But the Gaulish women

    Into wains were gotten;

    Then seven days long

    O’er a cold land we rode,

    And for seven other

    Clove we the sea-waves.

    But with the third seven

    O’er dry land we wended.

 

    There the gate-wardens

    Of the burg, high and wide,

    Unlooked the barriers

    Ere the burg-garth we rode to — 

 

   ............

 

    Atli woke me

    When meseemed I was

    Full evil of heart

    For my kin dead slain.

 

    “In such wise did the Norns

    Wake me or now.” — 

    Fain was he to know

    Of this ill foreshowing — 

    “That methought, O Gudrun,

    Giuki’s daughter,

    That thou setst in my heart

    A sword wrought for guile.”

 

    “For fires tokening I deem it

    That dreaming of iron,

    But for pride and for lust

    The wrath of fair women

    Against some bale

    Belike, I shall burn thee

    For thy solace and healing

    Though hateful thou art.”

 

    “In the fair garth methought

    Had saplings fallen

    E’en such as I would

    Should have waxen ever;

    Uprooted were these,

    And reddened with blood,

    And borne to the bench,

    And folk bade me eat of them.

 

    “Methought from my hand then

    Went hawks a-flying

    Lacking their meat

    To the land of all ill;

    Methought that their hearts

    Mingled with honey,

    Swollen with blood

    I ate amid sorrow.

 

    “Lo, next two whelps

    From my hands I loosened,

    Joyless were both,

    And both a-howling;

    And now their flesh

    Became naught but corpses,

    Whereof must I eat

    But sore against my will.”

 

    “O’er the prey of the fishers

    Will folk give doom;

    From the bright white fish

    The heads will they take;

    Within a few nights,

    Fey as they are,

    A little ere day

    Of that draught will they eat.”

 

    “Ne’er since lay I down,

    Ne’er since would I sleep,

    Hard of heart, in my bed: — 

    That deed have I to do. (4)

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  The original has “a vid lesa”.  “Leasing” is the word still

      used for gleaning in many country sides in England.

 (2)  Son was the vessel into which was poured the blood of

      Quasir, the God of Poetry.

 (3)  This means soot.

 (4)  The whole of this latter part is fragmentary and obscure;

      there seems wanting to two of the dreams some trivial

      interpretation by Gudrun, like those given by Hogni to

      Kostbera in the Saga, of which nature, of course, the

      interpretation contained in the last stanza but one is, as

      we have rendered it: another rendering, from the different

      reading of the earlier edition of “Edda” (Copenhagen, 1818)

      would make this refer much more directly to the slaying of

      her sons by Gudrun.

 
 

 
 

THE SONG OF ATLI.
 

Gudrun, Giuki’s daughter, avenger her brethren, as is told far and wide; first she slew the sons of Atli, and then Atli himself; and she burned the hall thereafter, and all the household with it: and about these matters is this song made: — 

    In days long gone

    Sent Atli to Gunnar

    A crafty one riding,

    Knefrud men called him;

    To Giuki’s garth came he,

    To the hall of Gunnar,

    To the benches gay-dight,

    And the gladsome drinking.

 

    There drank the great folk

    ‘Mid the guileful one’s silence,

    Drank wine in their fair hall:

    The Huns’ wrath they feared

    When Knefrud cried

    In his cold voice,

    As he sat on the high seat,

    That man of the Southland:

 

    “Atli has sent me

    Riding swift on his errands

    On the bit-griping steed

    Through dark woodways unbeaten,

    To bid thee, King Gunnar,

    Come to his fair bench

    With helm well-adorned,

    To the house of King Atli.

 

    “Shield shall ye have there

    And spears ashen-shafted,

    Helms ruddy with gold,

    And hosts of the Huns;

    Saddle-gear silver gilt,

    Shirts red as blood,

    The hedge of the warwife,

    And horses bit-griping.

 

    “And he saith he will give you

    Gnitaheath widespread,

    And whistling spears

    And prows well-gilded,

    Might wealth

    With the stead of Danpi,

    And that noble wood

    Men name the Murkwood.”

 

    Then Gunnar turned head

    And spake unto Hogni:

    “What rede from thee, high one,

    Since such things we hear?

    No gold know I

    On Gnitaheath,

    That we for our parts

    Have not portion as great.

 

    “Seven halls we have

    Fulfilled of swords,

    And hilts of gold

    Each sword there has;

    My horse is the best,

    My blade is the keenest;

    Fair my bow o’er the bench is,

    Gleams my byrny with gold;

    Brightest helm, brightest shield,

    From Kiar’s dwelling ere brought — 

    Better all things I have

    Than all things of the Huns.”

 

    HOGNI SAID:

    “What mind has our sister

    That a ring she hath sent us

    In weed of wolves clad?

    Bids she not to be wary?

    For a wolf’s hair I found

    The fair ring wreathed about;

    Wolf beset shall the way be

    If we wend on this errand.”

 

    No sons whetted Gunnar,

    Nor none of his kin,

    Nor learned men nor wise men,

    Nor such as were mighty.

    Then spake Gunnar

    E’en as a king should speak,

    Glorious in mead-hall

    From great heart and high:

 

    “Rise up now, Fiornir,

    Forth down the benches

    Let the gold-cups of great ones

    Pass in hands of my good-men!

    Well shall we drink wine,

    Draughts dear to our hearts,

    Though the last of all feasts

    In our fair house this be!

 

    “For the wolves shall rule

    O’er the wealth of the Niblungs,

    With the pine-woods’ wardens

    In Gunnar perish:

    And the black-felled bears

    With fierce teeth shall bite

    For the glee of the dog kind,

    If again comes not Gunnar.”

 

    Then good men never shamed,

    Greeting aloud,

    Led the great king of men

    From the garth of his home;

    And cried the fair son

    Of Hogni the king:

    “Fare happy, O Lords,

    Whereso your hearts lead you!”

 

    Then the bold knights

    Let their bit-griping steeds

    Wend swift o’er the fells,

    Tread the murk-wood unknown,

    All the Hunwood was shaking

    As the hardy ones fared there;

    O’er the green meads they urged

    Their steeds shy of the goad.

 

    Then Atli’s land saw they;

    Great towers and strong,

    And the bold men of Bikki,

    Aloft on the burg:

    The Southland folks’ hall

    Set with benches about,

    Dight with bucklers well bounden,

    And bright white shining shields.

 

    There drank Atli,

    The awful Hun king,

    Wine in his fair hall;

    Without were the warders,

    Gunnar’s folk to have heed of,

    Lest they had fared thither

    With the whistling spear

    War to wake ‘gainst the king.

 

    But first came their sister

    As they came to the hall,

    Both her brethren she met,

    With beer little gladdened:

    “Bewrayed art thou, Gunnar!

    What dost thou great king

    To deal war to the Huns?

    Go thou swift from the hall!

 

    Better, brother, hadst thou

    Fared here in thy byrny

    Than with helm gaily dight

    Looked on Atli’s great house:

    Them hadst sat then in saddle

    Through days bright with the sun

    Fight to awaken

    And fair fields to redden:

 

    “O’er the folk fate makes pale

    Should the Norn’s tears have fallen,

    The shield mays of the Huns

    Should have known of all sorrow;

    And King Atli himself

    To worm-close should be brought;

    But now is the worm-close

    Kept but for thee.”

 

    Then spake Gunnar

    Great ‘mid the people:

    “Over-late sister

    The Niblungs to summon;

    A long way to seek

    The helping of warriors,

    The high lord unshamed,

    From the hills of the Rhine!”

 

   ..............

 

    Seven Hogni beat down

    With his sword sharp-grinded,

    And the eighth man he thrust

    Amidst of the fire.

    Ever so shall famed warrior

    Fight with his foemen,

    As Hogni fought

    For the hand of Gunnar.

 

    But on Gunnar they fell,

    And set him in fetters,

    And bound hard and fast

    That friend of Burgundians;

    Then the warrior they asked

    If he would buy life,

    But life with gold

    That king of the Goths.

 

    Nobly spake Gunnar,

    Great lord of the Niblungs;

    “Hogni’s bleeding heart first

    Shall lie in mine hand,

    Cut from the breast

    Of the bold-riding lord,

    With bitter-sharp knife

    From the son of the king.”

 

    With guile the great one

    Would they beguile,

    On the wailing thrall

    Laid they hand unwares,

    And cut the heart

    From out of Hjalli,

    Laid it bleeding on trencher

    And bare it to Gunnar.

 

    “Here have I the heart

    Of Hjalli the trembler,

    Little like the heart

    Of Hogni the hardy:

    As much as it trembleth

    Laid on the trencher

    By the half more it trembled

    In the breast of him hidden.”

 

    Then laughed Hogni

    When they cut the heart from him,

    From the crest-smith yet quick,

    Little thought he to quail.

    The hard acorn of thought

    From the high king they took,

    Laid it bleeding on trencher

    And bare it Gunnar.

 

    “Here have I the heart

    Of Hogni the hardy,

    Little like to the heart

    Of Hjalli the trembler.

    Howso little it quaketh

    Laid here on the dish,

    Yet far less it quaked

    In the breast of him laid.

 

    “So far mayst thou bide

    From men’s eyen, O Atli,

    As from that treasure

    Thou shalt abide!

 

    “Behold in my heart

    Is hidden for ever

    That hoard of the Niblungs,

    Now Hogni is dead.

    Doubt threw me two ways

    While the twain of us lived,

    But all that is gone

    Now I live on alone.

 

    “The great Rhine shall rule

    O’er the hate-raising treasure,

    That gold of the Niblungs,

    The seed of the gods:

    In the weltering water

    Shall that wealth lie a-gleaming,

    Or it shine on the hands

    Of the children of Huns!”

 

    Then cried Atli,

    King of the Hun-folk,

    “Drive forth your wains now

    The slave is fast bounden.”

    And straightly thence

    The bit-shaking steeds

    Drew the hoard-warden,

    The war-god to his death.

 

    Atli the great king,

    Rode upon Glaum,

    With shields set round about,

    And sharp thorns of battle:

    Gudrun, bound by wedlock

    To these, victory made gods of,

    Held back her tears

    As the hall she ran into.

 

    “Let it fare with thee, Atli,

    E’en after thine oaths sworn

    To Gunnar fell often;

    Yea, oaths sworn of old time,

    By the sun sloping southward,

    By the high burg of Sigry,

    By the fair bed of rest,

    By the red ring of Ull!”

 

    Now a host of men

    Cast the high king alive

    Into a close

    Crept o’er within

    With most foul worms,

    Fulfilled of all venom,

    Ready grave to dig

    In his doughty heart.

 

    Wrathful-hearted he smote

    The harp with his hand,

    Gunnar laid there alone;

    And loud rang the strings. — 

    In such wise ever

    Should hardy ring-scatterer

    Keep gold from all folk

    In the garth of his foeman.

 

    Then Atli would wend

    About his wide land,

    On his steed brazen shod,

    Back from the murder.

    Din there was in the garth,

    All thronged with the horses;

    High the weapon-song rose

    From men come from the heath.

 

    Out then went Gudrun,

    ‘Gainst Atli returning,

    With a cup gilded over,

    To greet the land’s ruler;

    “Come, then, and take it,

    King glad in thine hall,

    From Gudrun’s hands,

    For the hell-farers groan not!”

 

    Clashed the beakers of Atli,

    Wine-laden on bench,

    As in hall there a-gathered,

    The Huns fell a-talking,

    And the long-bearded eager ones

    Entered therein,

    From a murk den new-come,

    From the murder of Gunnar.

 

    Then hastened the sweet-faced

    Delight of the shield-folk,

    Bright in the fair hall,

    Wine to bear to them:

    The dreadful woman

    Gave dainties withal

    To the lords pale with fate,

    Laid strange word upon Atli:

 

    “The hearts of thy sons

    Hast thou eaten, sword-dealer,

    All bloody with death

    And drenched with honey:

    In most heavy mood

    Brood o’er venison of men!

    Drink rich draughts therewith,

    Down the high benches send it!

 

    “Never callest thou now

    From henceforth to thy knee

    Fair Erp or fair Eiril,

    Bright-faced with the drink;

    Never seest thou them now

    Amidmost the seat,

    Scattering the gold,

    Or shafting of spears;

    Manes trimming duly,

    Or driving steeds forth!”

 

    Din arose from the benches,

    Dread song of men was there,

    Noise ‘mid the fair hangings,

    As all Hun’s children wept;

    All saving Gudrun,

    Who never gat greeting,

    For her brethren bear-hardy

    For her sweet sons and bright,

    The young ones, the simple

    Once gotten with Atli.

 

   ...............

 

    The seed of gold

    Sowed the swan-bright woman,

    Rings of red gold

    She gave to the house-carls;

    Fate let she wax,

    Let the bright gold flow forth,

    In naught spared that woman

    The store-houses’ wealth.

 

    Atli unaware

    Was a-weary with drink;

    No weapon had he,

    No heeding of Gudrun — 

    Ah, the pity would be better,

    When in soft wise they twain

    Would full often embrace

    Before the great lords!

 

    To the bed with sword-point

    Blood gave she to drink

    With a hand fain of death,

    And she let the dogs loose:

    Then in from the hall-door — 

  — Up waked the house-carls — 

    Hot brands she cast,

    Gat revenge for her brethren.

 

    To the flame gave she all

    Who therein might be found;

    Fell adown the old timbers,

    Reeked all treasure-houses;

    There the shield-mays were burnt,

    Their lives’ span brought to naught;

    In the fierce fire sank down

    All the stead of the Budlungs.

 

    Wide told of is this — 

    Ne’er sithence in the world,

    Thus fared bride clad in byrny

    For her brothers’ avenging;

    For behold, this fair woman

    To three kings of the people,

    Hath brought very death

    Or ever she died!

 
 

 
 

THE WHETTING OF GUDRUN.
 

Gudrun went down unto the sea whenas she had slain Atli, and she cast herself therein, for she was fain to end her life: but nowise might she drown. She drave over the firths to the land of King Jonakr, and he wedded her, and their sons were Sorli, and Erp, and Hamdir, and there was Swanhild, Sigurd’s daughter, nourished: and she was given to Jormunrek the Mighty. Now Bikki was a man of his, and gave such counsel to Randver, the king’s son, as that he should take her; and with that counsel were the young folk well content.

Then Bikki told the king, and the king let hang Randver, but bade Swanhild be trodden under horses’ feet. But when Gudrun heard thereof, she spake to her sons — 

    Words of strife heard I,

    Huger than any,

    Woeful words spoken,

    Sprung from all sorrow,

    When Gudrun fierce-hearted

    With the grimmest of words

    Whetter her sons

    Unto the slaying.

 

    “Why are ye sitting here?

    Why sleep ye life away?

    Why doth it grieve you nought?

    Glad words to speak,

    Now when your sister — 

    Young of years was she — 

    Has Jormunrek trodden

    With the treading of horses? — 

 

    “Black horses and white

    In the highway of warriors;

    Grey horses that know

    The roads of the Goths. — 

 

    “Little like are ye grown

    To that Gunnar of old days!

    Nought are your hearts

    As the heart of Hogni!

    Well would ye seek

    Vengeance to win

    If your mood were in aught

    As the mood of my brethren,

    Or the hardy hearts

    Of the Kings of the Huns!”

 

    Then spake Hamdir,

    The high-hearted — 

    “Little didst thou

    Praise Hogni’s doings,

    When Sigurd woke

    From out of sleep,

    And the blue-white bed-gear

    Upon thy bed

    Grew red with man’s blood — 

    With the blood of thy mate!

 

    “Too baleful vengeance

    Wroughtest thou for thy brethren

    Most sore and evil

    When thy sons thou slewedst,

    Else all we together

    On Jormunrek

    Had wrought sore vengeance

    For that our sister.

 

    “Come, bring forth quickly

    The Hun kings’ bright gear,

    Since thou has urged us

    Unto the sword-Thing!”

 

    Laughing went Gudrun

    To the bower of good gear,

    Kings’ crested helms

    From chests she drew,

    And wide-wrought byrnies

    Bore to her sons:

    Then on their horses

    Load laid the heroes.

 

    Then spake Hamdir,

    The high-hearted — 

    “Never cometh again

    His mother to see

    The spear-god laid low

    In the land of the Goths.

    That one arvel mayst thou

    For all of us drink,

    For sister Swanhild,

    And us thy sons.”

 

    Greeted Gudrun

    Giuki’s daughter;

    Sorrowing she went

    In the forecourt to sit,

    That she might tell,

    With cheeks tear-furrowed,

    Her weary wail

    In many a wise.

 

    “Three fires I knew,

    Three hearths I knew,

    To three husbands’ houses

    Have I been carried;

    And better than all

    Had been Sigurd alone,

    He whom my brethren

    Brought to his bane.

 

    “Such sore grief as that

    Methought never should be,

    Yet more indeed

    Was left for my torment

    Then, when the great ones

    Gave me to Atli.

 

    “My fair bright boys

    I bade unto speech,

    Nor yet might I win

    Weregild for my bale,

    Ere I had hewn off

    Those Niblungs’ heads.

 

    “To the sea-strand I went

    With the Norns sorely wroth,

    For I would thrust from me

    The storm of their torment;

    But the high billows

    Would not drown, but bore me

    Forth, till I stepped a-land

    Longer to live.

 

    “Then I went a-bed — 

  — Ah, better in the old days,

    This was the third time! — 

    To a king of the people;

    Offspring I brought forth,

    Props of a fair house,

    Props of a fair house,

    Jonakr’s fair sons.

 

    “But around Swanhild

    Bond-maidens sat,

    Her, that of all mine

    Most to my heart was;

    Such was my Swanhild,

    In my hall’s midmost,

    As is the sunbeam

    Fair to beheld.

 

    “In gold I arrayed her,

    And goodly raiment,

    Or ever I gave her

    To the folk of the Goths.

    That was the hardest

    Of my heavy woes,

    When the bright hair, — 

    O the bright hair of Swanhild! — 

    In the mire was trodden

    By the treading of horses.

 

    “This was the sorest,

    When my love, my Sigurd,

    Reft of glory

    In his bed gat ending:

    But this the grimmest

    When glittering worms

    Tore their way

    Through the heart of Gunnar.

 

    “But this the keenest

    When they cut to the quick

    Of the hardy heart

    Of the unfeared Hogni.

    Of much of bale I mind me,

    Of many griefs I mind me;

    Why should I sit abiding

    Yet more bale and more?

 

    “Thy coal-black horse,

    O Sigurd, bridle,

    The swift on the highway!

    O let him speed hither!

    Here sitteth no longer

    Son or daughter,

    More good gifts

    To give to Gudrun!

 

    “Mindst thou not, Sigurd,

    Of the speech betwixt us,

    When on one bed

    We both sat together,

    O my great king — 

    That thou wouldst come to me

    E’en from the hall of Hell,

    I to thee from the fair earth?

 

    “Pile high, O earls

    The oaken pile,

    Let it be the highest

    That ever queen had!

    Let the fire burn swift,

    My breast with woe laden,

    And thaw all my heart,

    Hard, heavy with sorrow!”

 

    Now may all earls

    Be bettered in mind,

    May the grief of all maidens

    Ever be minished,

    For this tale of sorrow

    So told to its ending.

 
 

 
 

THE LAY OF HAMDIR
 

    Great deeds of bale

    In the garth began,

    At the sad dawning

    The tide of Elves’ sorrow

    When day is a-waxing

    And man’s grief awaketh,

    And the sorrow of each one

    The early day quickeneth.

 

    Not now, not now,

    Nor yesterday,

    But long ago

    Has that day worn by,

    That ancientest time,

    The first time to tell of,

    Then, whenas Gudrun,

    Born of Giuki,

    Whetter her sons

    To Swanhild’s avenging.

 

    “Your sister’s name

    Was naught but Swanhild,

    Whom Jormunrek

    With horses has trodden! — 

    White horses and black

    On the war-beaten way,

    Grey horses that go

    On the roads of the Goths.

 

    “All alone am I now

    As in holt is the aspen;

    As the fir-tree of boughs,

    So of kin am I bare;

    As bare of things longed for

    As the willow of leaves

    When the bough-breaking wind

    The warm day endeth.

 

    “Few, sad, are ye left

    O kings of my folk!

    Yet alone living

    Last shreds of my kin!

 

    “Ah, naught are ye grown

    As that Gunnar of old days;

    Naught are your hearts

    As the heart of Hogni!

    Well would ye seek

    Vengeance to win

    If your hearts were in aught

    As the hearts of my brethren!”

 

    Then spake Hamdir

    The high-hearted:

    “Nought hadst thou to praise

    The doings of Hogni,

    When they woke up Sigurd

    From out of slumber,

    And in bed thou sat’st up

    ‘Mid the banes-men’s laughter.

 

    “Then when thy bed=gear,

    Blue-white, well woven

    By art of craftsmen

    All swam with thy king’s blood;

    The Sigurd died,

    O’er his dead corpse thou sattest,

    Not heeding aught gladsome,

    Since Gunnar so willed it.

 

    “Great grief for Atli

    Gatst thou by Erp’s murder,

    And the end of thine Eitil,

    But worse grief for thyself.

    Good to use sword

    For the slaying of others

    In such wise that its edge

    Shall not turn on ourselves!”

 

    Then well spake Sorli

    From a heart full of wisdom:

    “No words will I

    Make with my mother,

    Though both ye twain

    Need words belike — 

    What askest thou, Gudrun,

    To let thee go greeting?

 

    “Weep for thy brethren,

    Weep for thy sweet sons,

    And thy nighest kinsfolk

    Laid by the fight-side!

    Yea, and thou Gudrun,

    May’st greet for us twain

    Sitting fey on our steeds

    Doomed in far lands to die.”

 

    From the garth forth they went

    With hearts full of fury,

    Sorli and Hamdir,

    The sons of Gudrun,

    And they met on the way

    The wise in all wiles:

    “And thou little Erp,

    What helping from thee?”

 

    He of alien womb

    Spake out in such wise:

    “Good help for my kin,

    Such as foot gives to foot,

    Or flesh-covered hand

    Gives unto hand!”

 

    “What helping for foot

    That help that foot giveth,

    Or for flesh-covered hand

    The helping of hand?”

 

    Then spake Erp

    Yet once again

    Mock spake the prince

    As he sat on his steed:

    “Fool’s deed to show

    The way to a dastard!”

    “Bold beyond measure,”

    Quoth they, “is the base-born!”

 

    Out from the sheath

    Drew they the sheath-steel,

    And the glaives’ edges played

    For the pleasure of hell;

    By the third part they minished

    The might that they had,

    Their young kin they let lie

    A-cold on the earth.

 

    Then their fur-cloaks they shook

    And bound fast their swords,

    In webs goodly woven

    Those great ones were clad;

    Young they went o’er the fells

    Where the dew was new-fallen

    Swift, on steeds of the Huns,

    Heavy vengeance to wreak.

 

    Forth stretched the ways,

    And an ill way they found,

    Yea, their sister’s son (1)

    Hanging slain upon tree — 

    Wolf-trees by the wind made cold

    At the town’s westward

    Loud with cranes’ clatter — 

    Ill abiding there long!

 

    Din in the king’s hall

    Of men merry with drink,

    And none might hearken

    The horses’ tramping

    Or ever the warders

    Their great horn winded.

 

    Then men went forth

    To Jormunrek

    To tell of the heeding

    Of men under helm:

    “Give ye good counsel!

    Great ones are come hither,

    For the wrong of men mighty

    Was the may to death trodden.”

 

    “Loud Jormunrek laughed,

    And laid hand to his beard,

    Nor bade bring his byrny,

    But with the wine fighting,

    Shook his red locks,

    On his white shield sat staring,

    And in his hand

    Swung the gold cup on high.

 

    “Sweet sight for me

    Those twain to set eyes on,

    Sorli and Hamdir,

    Here in my hall!

    Then with bowstrings

    Would I bind them,

    And hang the good Giukings

    Aloft on the gallows!”

 

   ..............

 

    Then spake Hrothglod

    From off the high steps,

    Spake the slim-fingered

    Unto her son, — 

  — For a threat was cast forth

    Of what ne’er should fall — 

    “Shall two men alone

    Two hundred Gothfolk

    Bind or bear down

    In the midst of their burg?”

 

   ...............

 

    Strife and din in the hall,

    Cups smitten asunder

    Men lay low in blood

    From the breasts of Goths flowing.

 

    Then spake Hamdir,

    The high-hearted:

    “Thou cravedst, O king,

    From the coming of us,

    The sons of one mother,

    Amidmost thine hall — 

    Look on these hands of thine,

    Look on these feet of thine,

    Cast by us, Jormunrek,

    On to the flame!”

 

    Then cried aloud

    The high Gods’ kinsman (2)

    Bold under byrny, — 

    Roared he as bears roar;

    “Stones to the stout ones

    That the spears bite not,

    Nor the edges of steel,

    These sons of Jonakr!”

 

   ..............

 

    QUOTH SORLI:

    “Bale, brother, wroughtst thou

    By that bag’s (3) opening,

    Oft from that bag

    Rede of bale cometh!

    Heart hast thou, Hamdir,

    If thou hadst heart’s wisdom

    Great lack in a man

    Who lacks wisdom and lore!”

 

    HAMDIR SAID:

    “Yes, off were the head

    If Erp were alive yet,

    Our brother the bold

    Whom we slew by the way;

    The far-famed through the world — 

    Ah, the fares drave me on,

    And the man war made holy,

    There must I slay!”

 

    SORLI SAID:

      “Unmeet we should do

      As the doings of wolves are,

    Raising wrong each ‘gainst other

      As the dogs of the Norns,

      The greedy ones nourished

    In waste steads of the world.

 

    In strong wise have we fought,

    On Goths’ corpses we stand,

    Beat down by our edges,

    E’en as ernes on the bough.

    Great fame our might winneth,

    Die we now, or to-morrow, — 

    No man lives till eve

    Whom the fates doom at morning.”

    At the hall’s gable-end

    Fell Sorli to earth,

    But Hamdir lay low

    At the back of the houses.

Now this is called the Ancient Lay of Hamdir.

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Randver, the son of their sister’s husband.

 (2)  Odin, namely.

 (3)  “Bag”, his mouth.

 
 

 
 

THE LAMENT OF ODDRUN.
 

There was a king hight Heidrik, and his daughter was called Borgny, and the name of her lover was Vilmund. Now she might nowise be made lighter of a child she travailed with, before Oddrun, Atil’s sister, came to her, — she who had been the love of Gunnar, Giuki’s son. But of their speech together has this been sung:

    I have hear tell

    In ancient tales

    How a may there came

    To Morna-land,

    Because no man

    On mould abiding

    For Heidrik’s daughter

    Might win healing.

 

    All that heard Oddrun,

    Atil’s sister,

    How that the damsel

    Had heavy sickness,

    So she led from stall

    Her bridled steed,

    And on the swart one

    Laid the saddle.

 

    She made her horse wend

    O’er smooth ways of earth,

    Until to a high-built

    Hall she came;

    Then the saddle she had

    From the hungry horse,

    And her ways wended

    In along the wide hall,

    And this word first

    Spake forth therewith:

 

    “What is most famed,

    Afield in Hunland,

    Or what may be

    Blithest in Hunland?”

 

    QUOTH THE HANDMAID:

    “Here lieth Borgny,

    Borne down by trouble,

    Thy sweet friend, O Oddrun,

    See to her helping!”

 

    ODDRUN SAID:

    “Who of the lords

    Hath laid this grief on her,

    Why is the anguish

    Of Borgny so weary?”

 

    THE HANDMAID SAID:

    “He is hight Vilmund,

    Friend of hawk-bearers,

    He wrapped the damsel

    In the warm bed-gear

    Five winters long

    Without her father’s wotting.”

 

    No more than this

    They spake methinks;

    Kind sat she down

    By the damsel’s knee;

    Mightily sand Oddrun,

    Sharp piercing songs

    By Borgny’s side:

 

    Till a maid and a boy

    Might tread on the world’s ways,

    Blithe babes and sweet

    Of Hogni’s bane:

    Then the damsel forewearied

    The word took up,

    The first word of all

    That had won from her:

 

    “So may help thee

    All helpful things,

    Fey and Freyia,

    And all the fair Gods,

    As thou hast thrust

    This torment from me!”

 

    ODDRUN SAID:

    “Yet no heart had I

    For thy helping,

    Since never wert thou

    Worthy of helping,

    But my word I held to,

    That of old was spoken

    When the high lords

    Dealt out the heritage,

    That every soul

    I would ever help.”

 

    BORGNY SAID:

    “Right mad art thou, Oddrun,

    And reft of thy wits,

    Whereas thou speakest

    Hard words to me

    Thy fellow ever

    Upon the earth

    As of brothers twain,

    We had been born.”

 

    ODDRUN SAID:

    “Well I mind me yet,

    What thou saidst that evening,

    Whenas I bore forth

    Fair drink for Gunnar;

    Such a thing, saidst thou,

    Should fall out never,

    For any may

    Save for me alone.”

 

    Mind had the damsel

    Of the weary day

    Whenas the high lords

    Dealt out the heritage,

    And she sat her down,

    The sorrowful woman,

    To tell of the bale,

    And the heavy trouble.

 

    “Nourished was I

    In the hall of kings — 

    Most folk were glad — 

    ‘Mid the council of great ones:

    In fair life lived I,

    And the wealth of my father

    For five winters only,

    While yet he had life.

 

    “Such were the last words

    That ever he spake,

    The king forewearied,

    Ere his ways he went;

    For he bade folk give me

    The gold red-gleaming,

    And give me in Southlands

    To the son of Grimhild.

 

    “But Brynhild he bade

    To the helm to betake her,

    And said that Death-chooser

    She should become;

    And that no better

    Might ever be born

    Into the world,

    If fate would not spoil it.

 

    “Brynhild in bower

    Sewed at her broidery,

    Folk she had

    And fair lands about her;

    Earth lay a-sleeping,

    Slept the heavens aloft

    When Fafnir’s-bane

    The burg first saw.

 

    “Then was war waged

    With the Welsh-wrought sword

    And the burg all broken

    That Brynhild owned;

    Nor wore long space,

    E’en as well might be,

    Ere all those wiles

    Full well she knew.

 

    “Hard and dreadful

    Was the vengeance she drew down,

    So that all we

    Have woe enow.

    Through all lands of the world

    Shall that story fare forth

    How she did her to death

    For the death of Sigurd.

 

    “But therewithal Gunnar

    The gold-scatterer

    Did I fall to loving

    And should have loved him.

    Rings of red gold

    Would they give to Atli,

    Would give to my brother

    Things goodly and great.

 

    “Yea, fifteen steads

    Would they give for me,

    And the load of Grani

    To have as a gift;

    But then spake Atli,

    That such was his will,

    Never gift to take

    From the sons of Giuki.

 

    “But we in nowise

    Might love withstand,

    And mine head must I lay

    On my love, the ring-breaker;

    And many there were

    Among my kin,

    Who said that they

    Had seen us together.

 

    “Then Atli said

    That I surely never

    Would fall to crime

    Or shameful folly:

    But now let no one

    For any other,

    That shame deny

    Where love has dealing.

 

    “For Atli sent

    His serving-folk

    Wide through the murkwood

    Proof to win of me,

    And thither they came

    Where they ne’er should have come,

    Where one bed we twain

    Had dight betwixt us.

 

    “To those men had we given

    Rings of red gold,

    Naught to tell

    Thereof to Atli,

    But straight they hastened

    Home to the house,

    And all the tale

    To Atli told.

 

    ‘Whereas from Gudrun

    Well they hid it,

    Though better by half

    Had she have known it.

 

   ................

 

    “Din was there to hear

    Of the hoofs gold-shod,

    When into the garth

    Rode the sons of Giuki.

 

    “There from Hogni

    The heart they cut,

    But into the worm-close

    Cast the other.

    There the king, the wise-hearted,

    Swept his harp-strings,

    For the might king

    Had ever mind

    That I to his helping

    Soon should come.

 

    “But now was I gone

    Yet once again

    Unto Geirmund,

    Good feast to make;

    Yet had I hearing,

    E’en out from Hlesey,

    How of sore trouble

    The harp-strings sang.

 

    “So I bade the bondmaids

    Be ready swiftly,

    For I listed to save

    The life of the king,

    And we let our ship

    Swim over the sound,

    Till Atli’s dwelling

    We saw all clearly.

 

    Then came the wretch (1)

    Crawling out,

    E’en Atli’s mother,

    All sorrow upon her!

    A grave gat her sting

    In the heart of Gunnar,

    So that no helping

    Was left for my hero.

 

    “O gold-clad woman,

    Full oft I wonder

    How I my life

    Still hold thereafter,

    For methought I loved

    That light in battle,

    The swift with the sword,

    As my very self.

 

    “Thou hast sat and hearkened

    As I have told thee

    Of many an ill-fate,

    Mine and theirs — 

    Each man liveth

    E’en as he may live — 

    Now hath gone forth

    The greeting of Oddrun.”

 ENDNOTES:

 (1)  Atli’s mother took the form of the only adder that was not

      lulled to sleep by Gunnar’s harp-playing, and who slew him.
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PREFACE.
 

THE three excellent Icelandic stories that are printed first in this book were, in their present form at least, written respectively in the thirteenth, the fourteenth, and the fifteenth centuries: the earliest of them, the Gunnlaug, has even been assigned by tradition to Ari the Learned, the father of Icelandic history: the names of people and the genealogies given in it, as well as the names given to their habitations, are found to agree with what we learn about them from other early records; and, in short, it must be called an historical tale, in spite of anything marvellous or mythological that is to be found in it.

The Frithiof, on the other hand, is an example of the large class of romantic stories that took their present form in the fourteenth century, though it can scarcely be questioned that something of them must have existed in some guise at a much earlier date. Though the Frithiof Saga is not mentioned in any earlier work, it bears in one part signs of its having had an earlier form: for some of the (apparent) prose of it is really verse; and it is remarkable that this happens in the typical part of the tale, viz where Frithiof comes disguised to King Ring. The Viglund, again, in spite of its story being localised definitely enough, is confessedly nothing but a pure fiction, and in more than one place the tale-teller has borrowed from earlier stories: e g the incident at  from the Frithiof; and the fight in which the sons of Holmkell are slain from the story of Helgi and Grim, the sons of Droplaug. It should be mentioned that the melody given in it is an old traditional one in Iceland, and may be taken as an example of the sort of tune to which the staves of verse in the Sagas were sung.

The story of Hogni and Hedinn is a late and amplified version of the mythological tale given in the Skaldskarpamal (or treatise on Poetic Diction), a translation of which we add in a note.

Roi the Fool, in spite of its very characteristic Northern colouring, is a version of an Eastern story, and is probably adapted directly from some Latin translation of the mediaeval Greek Syntipas, the earliest European version of the ‘Seven Wise Masters,’ which is also found in the Thousand and One Nights under the title of ‘the King, his Son, and the Seven Wezeers:’ at  of the 3rd vol of Mr. Lane’s translation the reader will find the Arabian version of Roi the Fool. (We must note here, in illustration of the wanderings of this story, that it is found only in the ancient Icelandic MS. commonly called the Flateyjarbdk, and in that part of it which was written before 1380: from the manner of its adaptation it would seem that the tale came to Iceland from Denmark. It is to be added, that the Flateyjarbdk was certainly written at ViSidalstungu (in Iceland) by two clerks, Jon porhallson and Magnus porfSarson, probably chaplains (heimilis-prestar) of the lord of the manor, and belonged apparently from the beginning to Jon Hakonarson, who by a charter (mdldagi) for the church of Viftidalstungu, dated 1394, is proved to have been master of that stead about the time when the MS. was being written.)

The short tale of Thorstein Staff-smitten is a kind of hanger-on to the more important story of’the Weapon-firth Men,’ the people of a district in the North-east of Iceland. Biarni of Hof is the hero of the second generation in this tale: at the fight at Bodvarsdale, mentioned more than once in our story, he met and defeated his cousin, whom he afterwards treated with a generosity and forbearance much of a piece with his dealings with Thorstein Staff-smitten.

 

 

CHRONOLOGY IN THE STORY OF GUNNLAUG THE WORM-TONGUE.

Helga the Fair born circa…985

Gunnlaug Worm-tongue born...983 attempts to run away…998 resides alternately at Burg and Gilsbank for three years…998–1001 goes to Earl Eric of Hladir…1001 goes to King Sigtrygg in Ireland, Earl Sigurd in Orkney, and Earl Sigurd of Skarir in Sweden…1002 goes to King Olaf of Sweden 1003 Raven goes to Iceland...1003

Gunnlaug goes to King Ethelred of England, and remains with him…1004–5

OBSERVE. — it is stated that in those days Knut the Great ruled in Denmark, &c. This is a mistake on the part of the writer of the Saga, as King Swein died first, A.D. 1014, when Knut succeeded to his throne, and affects the chronology of the saga in no wise.

Gunnlaug sails to Iceland in the autumn…1005 fights a duel with Raven…1006

Duels forbidden by law…1006

Gunnlaug and Raven go abroad...1006 remains in Orkney...1007

Raven sojourns in Thrandheim...1007

Gunnlaug spends the winter with Earl Eric…1008 falls, 23 years of age…1008






  








THE STORY OF GUNNLAUG THE WORM-TONGUE AND RAVEN THE SKALD.
 

EVEN AS ARI THORGILSON THE LEARNED, THE PRIEST, HATH TOLD IT, WHO WAS THE MAN OF ALL ICELAND MOST LEARNED IN TALES OF THE LAND’S INHABITING AND IN LORE OF TIME AGONE.






  








CHAPTER I OF THORSTEIN EGILSON AND HIS KIN.
 

THERE was a man called Thorstein, the son of Egil, the son of Skallagrim, the son of Kveldulf the Hersir of Norway. Asgerd was the mother of Thorstein; she was the daughter of Biorn Hold. Thorstein dwelt at Burg in Burg-firth; he was rich of fee, and a great chief, a wise man, meek and of measure in all wise. He was nought of such wondrous growth and strength as his father Egil had been; yet was he a right mighty man, and much beloved of all folk.

Thorstein was goodly to look on, flaxen-haired, and the best-eyed of men; and so say men of lore that many of the kin of the Mere-men, who are come of Egil, have been the goodliest folk; yet, for all that, this kindred have differed much herein, for it is said that some of them have been accounted the most ill-favoured of men: but in that kin have been also many men of great prowess in many wise, such as Kiartan, the son of Olaf Peacock, and Slaying-Bardi, and Skuli, the son of Thorstein. Some have been great bards, too, in that kin, as Biorn, the champion of Hit-dale, priest Einar Skulison, Snorri Sturluson, and many others.

Now, Thorstein had to wife Jofrid, the daughter of Gunnar, the son of Hlifar. This Gunnar was the best skilled in weapons, and the lithest of limb of all bonder-folk who have been in Iceland; the second was Gunnar of Lithend; but Steinthor of Ere was the third. Jofrid was eighteen winters old when Thorstein wedded her; she was a widow, for Thorodd, son of Odd of Tongue, had had her to wife aforetime. Their daughter was Hungerd, who was brought up at Thorstein’s at Burg. Jofrid was a very stirring woman; she and Thorstein had many children betwixt them, but few of them come into this tale. Skuli was the eldest of their sons, Kollsvein the second, Egil the third.






  








CHAPTER II. OF THORSTEIN’S DREAM.
 

ONE summer, it is said, a ship came from over the main into Gufaros. Bergfinn was he hight who was the master thereof, a Northman of kin, rich in goods, and somewhat stricken in years, and a wise man he was withal.

Now, goodman Thorstein rode to the ship, as it was his wont mostly to rule the market, and this he did now. The Eastmen got housed, but Thorstein took the master to himself, for thither he prayed to go. Bergfinn was of few words throughout the winter, but Thorstein treated him well. The Eastman had great joy of dreams.

One day in spring-tide Thorstein asked Bergfinn if he would ride with him up to Hawkfell, where at that time was the Thing-stead of the Burg-firthers; for Thorstein had been told that the walls of his booth had fallen in. The Eastman said he had good will to go, so that day they rode, some three together, from home, and the house-carles of Thorstein withal, till they came up under Hawkfell to a farmstead called Foxholes. There dwelt a man of small wealth called Atli, who was Thorstein’s tenant. Thorstein bade him come and work with them, and bring with him hoe and spade. This he did, and when they came to the tofts of the booth, they set to work all of them, and did out the walls.

The weather was hot with sunshine that day, and Thorstein and the Eastman grew heavy; and when they had moved out the walls, those two sat down within the tofts, and Thorstein slept, and fared ill in his sleep. The Eastman sat beside him, and let him have his dream fully out, and when he awoke he was much wearied. Then the Eastman asked him what he had dreamt, as he had had such an ill time of it in his sleep.

Thorstein said, “Nay, dreams betoken nought.”

But as they rode homeward in the evening, the Eastman asked him again what he had dreamt .

Thorstein said, “If I tell thee the dream, then shalt thou unriddle it to me, as it verily is.”

The Eastman said he would risk it.

Then Thorstein said: “This was my dream; for methought I was at home at Burg, standing outside the men’s-door, and I looked up at the house-roof, and on the ridge I saw a swan, goodly and fair, and I thought it was mine own, and deemed it good beyond all things. Then I saw a great eagle sweep down from the mountains, and fly thitherward and alight beside the swan, and chuckle over her lovingly; and methought .the swan seemed well content thereat; but I noted that the eagle was black-eyed, and that on him were iron claws: valiant he seemed to me.

“After this I thought I saw another fowl come flying from the south quarter, and he, too, came hither to Burg, and sat down on the house beside the swan, and would fain be fond with her. This also was a mighty eagle.

“But soon I thought that the eagle first-come ruffled up at the coming of the other. Then they fought fiercely and long, and this I saw that both bled, and such was the end of their play, that each tumbled either way down from the house-roof, and there they lay both dead.

“But the swan sat left alone, drooping much, and sad of semblance.

“Then I saw a fowl fly from the west; that was a falcon, and he sat beside the swan and made fondly towards her, and they flew away both together into one and the same quarter, and therewith I awoke.

“But a dream of no mark this is,” he says, “and will in all likelihood betoken gales, that they shall meet in the air from those quarters whence I deemed the fowl flew.”

The Eastman spake: “I deem it nowise such,” saith he.

Thorstein said, “Make of the dream, then, what seemeth likest to thee, and let me hear.”

Then said the Eastman: “These birds are like to be fetches of men: but thy wife sickens now, and she will give birth to a woman-child fair and lovely; and dearly thou wilt love her; but high-born men shall woo thy daughter, coming from such quarters as the eagles seemed to fly from, and shall love her with overwhelming love, and shall fight about her, and both lose their lives thereby. And thereafter a third man, from the quarter whence came the falcon, shall woo her, and to that man shall she be wedded. Now, I have unravelled thy dream, and I think things will befall as I have said.”

Thorstein answered: “In evil and unfriendly wise is the dream interpreted, nor do I deem thee fit for the work of unriddling dreams.”

The Eastman said, “Thou shalt find how it will come to pass.”

But Thorstein estranged himself from the Eastman thenceforward, and he left that summer, and now he is out of the tale.






  








CHAPTER III. OF THE BIRTH AND FOSTERING OF HELGA THE FAIR.
 

THIS summer Thorstein got ready to ride to the Thing, and spake to Jofrid his wife before he went from home. “So is it,” he says, “that thou art with child now, but thy child shall be cast forth if thou bear a woman; but nourished if it be a man.”

Now, at this time when all the land was heathen, it was somewhat the wont of such men as had little wealth, and were like to have many young children on their hands, to have them cast forth, but an evil deed it was always deemed to be.

And now, when Thorstein had said this, Jofrid answers, “This is a word all unlike thee, such a man as thou art, and surely to a wealthy man like thee it will not seem good that this should be done.”

Thorstein answered: “Thou knowest my mind, and that no good will hap if my will be thwarted.”

So he rode to the Thing; but while he was gone Jofrid gave birth to a woman-child wondrous fair. The women would fain show her to the mother; she said there was little need thereof, but had her shepherd Thorvard called to her, and spake to him: — 

“Thou shalt take my horse and saddle it, and bring this child west to Herdholt, to Thorgerd, Egil’s daughter, and pray her to nourish it secretly, so that Thorstein may not know thereof. For with such looks of loe do I behold this child, that surely I cannot bear to have it cast forth. Here are three marks of silver, have them in reward of thy work; but west there Thorgerd will get thee fare and food over the sea.”

Then Thorvard did her bidding; he rode with the child to Herdholt, and gave it into Thorgerd’s hands, and she had it nourished at a tenant’s of hers who dwelt at Freedmans-stead up in Hvamfirth; but she got fare for Thorvard north in Steingrims-firth, in Shell-creek, and gave him meet outfit for his sea-faring: he went thence abroad, and is now out of the story.

Now when Thorstein came home from the Thing, Jofrid told him that the child had been cast forth according to his word, but that the herdsman had fled away and stolen her horse. Thorstein said she had done well, and got himself another herdsman. So six winters passed, and this matter was nowise wotted of.

Now in those days Thorstein rode to Herdholt, being bidden there as guest of his brother-in-law, Olaf Peacock, the son of Hoskuld, who was then deemed to be the chief highest of worth among all men west there. Good cheer was made Thorstein, as was like to be; and one day at the feast it is said that Thorgerd sat in the high seat talking with her brother Thorstein, while Olaf was talking to other men; but on the bench right over against them sat three little maidens. Then said Thorgerd, — 

“How dost thou, brother, like the look of these three little maidens sitting straight before us?”

“Right well,” he answers, “but one is by far the fairest; she has all the goodliness of Olaf, but the whiteness and the countenance of us, the Mere-men.”

Thorgerd answered: “Surely this is true, brother, wherein thou sayest that she has the fairness and countenance of us Mere-folk, but the goodliness of Olaf Peacock she has not got, for she is not his daughter.”

“How can that be,” says Thorstein, “being thy daughter none the less?’

She answered: “To say sooth, kinsman,” quoth she, “this fair maiden is not my daughter, but thine.”

And therewith she told him all as it had befallen, and prayed him to forgive her and his own wife that trespass.

Thorstein said: “I cannot blame you two for having done this; most things will fall as they are fated, and well have ye covered over my folly: so look I on this maiden that I deem it great good luck to have so fair a child. But now, what is her name?”

“Helga she is called,” says Thorgerd.

“Helga the Fair,” says Thorstein. “But now shalt thou make her ready to come home with me.”

She did so, and Thorstein was led out with good gifts, and Helga rode with him to his home, and was brought up there with much honour and great love from father and mother and all her kin.






  








CHAPTER IV. OF GUNNLAUG WORM-TONGUE AND HIS KIN.
 

NOW at this time there dwelt at Gilsbank, up in White-water-side, Illugi the Black, son of Hallkel, the son of Hrosskel. The mother of Illugi was Thurid Dandle, daughter of Gunnlaug Worm-tongue.

Illugi was the next greatest chief in Burg-firth after Thorstein Egilson. He was a man of broad lands and hardy of mood, and wont to do well to his friends; he had to wife Ingibiorg, the daughter of Asbiorn Hordson, from Ornolfsdale; the mother of Ingibiorg was Thorgerd, the daughter of Midfirth-Skeggi. The children of Illugi and Ingibiorg were many, but few of them have to do with this story. Hermund was one of their sons, and Gunnlaug another; both were hopeful men, and at this time of ripe growth.

It is told of Gunnlaug that he was quick of growth in his early youth, big, and strong; his hair was light red, and very goodly of fashion; he was dark-eyed, somewhat ugly-nosed, yet of lovesome countenance; thin of flank he was, and broad of shoulder, and the best-wrought of men; his whole mind was very masterful; eager was he from his youth up, and in all wise unsparing and hardy; he was a great skald, but somewhat bitter in his rhyming, and therefore was he called Gunnlaug Worm-tongue.

Hermund was the best beloved of the two brothers, and had the mien of a great man.

When Gunnlaug was fifteen winters old he prayed his father for goods to fare abroad withal, and said he had will to travel and see the manners of other folk. Master Illugi was slow to take the matter up, and said he was unlike to be deemed good in the out-lands “when I can scarcely shape thee to my own liking at home.”

On a morning but a very little afterwards it happened that Illugi came out early, and saw that his storehouse was opened, and that some sacks of wares, six of them, had been brought out into the road, and therewithal too some pack-gear. Now, as he wondered at this, there came up a man leading four horses, and who should it be but his son Gunnlaug. Then said he : — 

“I it was who brought out the sacks.”

Illugi asked him why he had done so. He said that they should make his faring goods.

Illugi said: “In nowise shalt thou thwart my will, nor fare anywhere sooner than I like!” and in again he swung the ware-sacks therewith.

Then Gunnlaug rode thence and came in the evening down to Burg, and goodman Thorstein asked him to bide there, and Gunnlaug was fain of that proffer. He told Thorstein how things had gone betwixt him and his father, and Thorstein offered to let him bide there as long as he liked, and for some seasons Gunnlaug abode there, and learned law-craft of Thorstein, and all men accounted well of him.

Now Gunnlaug and Helga would be always at the chess-playing together, and very soon each found favour with the other, as came to be proven well enough afterwards: they were very nigh of an age.
 Helga was so fair, that men of lore say that she was the fairest woman of Iceland, then or since; her hair was so plenteous and long that it could cover her all over, and it was as fair as a band of gold; nor was there any so good to choose as Helga the Fair in all Burgfirth, and far and wide elsewhere.
 

Now one day, as men sat in the hall at Burg, Gunnlaug spake to Thorstein: “One thing in law there is which thou hast not taught me, and that is how to woo me a wife.”

Thorstein said, “That is but a small matter,” and therewith taught him how to go about it.

Then said Gunnlaug, “Now shalt thou try if I have understood all: I shall take thee by the hand and make as if I were wooing thy daughter Helga.”

“I see no need of that,” says Thorstein. Gunnlaug, however, groped then and there after his hand, and seizing it said, “Nay, grant me this though.”

“Do as thou wilt, then,” said Thorstein; “but be it known to all who are hereby that this shall be as if it had been unspoken, nor shall any guile follow herein.”

Then Gunnlaug named for himself witnesses, and betrothed Helga to him, and asked thereafter if it would stand good thus. Thorstein said that it was well; and those who were present were mightily pleased at all this.






  








CHAPTER V. OF RAVEN AND HIS KIN.
 

THERE was a man called Onund, who dwelt in the south at Mossfell: he was the wealthiest of men, and had a priesthood south there about the nesses. He was married, and his wife was called Geirny. She was the daughter of Gnup, son of Mold-Gnup, who settled at Grindwick, in the south country. Their sons were Raven, and Thorarin, and Eindridi; they were all hopeful men, but Raven was in all wise the first of them. He was a big man and a strong, the sightliest of men and a good skald; and when he was fully grown he fared between sundry lands, and was well accounted of wherever he came.

Thorod the Sage, the son of Eyvind, then dwelt at Hjalli, south in Olfus, with Skapti his son, who was then the spokesman-at-law in Iceland. The mother of Skapti was Ranveig, daughter of Gnup, the son of Mold-Gnup; and Skapti and the sons of Onund were sisters’ sons. Between these kinsmen was much friendship as well as kinship.

At this time Thorfin, the son of Selthorir, dwelt at Red-Mel, and had seven sons, who were all the hopefullest of men; and of them were these — Thorgils, Eyjolf, and Thorir; and they were all the greatest men out there.

But these men who have now been named lived all at one and the same time.

Next to this befell those tidings, the best that ever have befallen here in Iceland, that the whole land became Christian, and that all folk cast off the old faith.






  








CHAPTER VI. HOW HELGA WAS VOWED TO GUNNLAUG, AND OF GUNNLAUG’S FARING ABROAD.
 

GUNNLAUG WORM-TONGUE was, as is aforesaid, whiles at Burg with Thorstein, whiles with his father Illugi at Gilsbank, three winters together, and was by now eighteen winters old; and father and son were now much more of a mind.

There was a man called Thorkel the Black; he was a house-carle of Illugi, and near akin to him, and had been brought up in his house. To him fell an heritage north at As, in Water-dale, and he prayed Gunnlaug to go with him thither. This he did, and so they rode, the two together, to As. There they got the fee; it was given up to them by those who had the keeping of it, mostly because of Gunnlaug’s furtherance.

But as they rode from the north they guested at Grimstongue, at a rich bonder’s who dwelt there; but in the morning a herdsman took Gunnlaug’s horse, and it had sweated much by then he got it back. Then Gunnlaug smote the herdsman, and stunned him; but the bonder would in nowise bear this, and claimed boot therefor. Gunnlaug offered to pay him one mark. The bonder thought it too little.

Then Gunnlaug sang, — 

“Bade I the middling mighty 

To have a mark of waves’ flame;

Giver of grey seas’ glitter, 

This gift shalt thou make shift with. 

If the elf-sun of the waters 

From out of purse thou lettest, 

O waster of the worm’s bed, 

Awaits thee sorrow later.”
 

So the peace was made as Gunnlaug bade, and in such wise the two rode south.

Now, a little while after, Gunnlaug asked his father a second time for goods for going abroad.

Illugi says, “Now shalt thou have thy will, for thou hast wrought thyself into something better than thou wert.” So Illugi rode hastily from home, and bought for Gunnlaug half a ship which lay in Gufaros, from Audun Festargram — this Audun was he who would not flit abroad the sons of Oswif the Wise, after the slaying of Kiartan Olafson, as is told in the story of the Laxdalemen, which thing though betid later than this. — And when Illugi came home, Gunnlaug thanked him well.

Thorkel the Black betook himself to seafaring with Gunnlaug, and their wares were brought to the ship; but Gunnlaug was at Burg while they made her ready, and found more cheer in talk with Helga than in toiling with chapmen.

Now one day Thorstein asked Gunnlaug if he would ride to his horses with him up to Long-water-dale. Gunnlaug said he would. So they ride both together till they come to the mountain-dairies of Thorstein, called Thorgils-stead. There were stud-horses of Thorstein, four of them together, all red of hue. There was one horse very goodly, but little tried: this horse Thorstein offered to give to Gunnlaug. He said he was in no need of horses, as he was going away from the country; and so they ride to other stud-horses. There was a grey horse with four mares, and he was the best of horses in Burgfirth. This one, too, Thorstein offered to give Gunnlaug, but he said, “I desire these in no wise more than the others; but why dost thou not bid me what I will take?”

“What is that?” said Thorstein.

“Helga the Fair, thy daughter,” says Gunnlaug.

“That rede is not to be settled so hastily,” said Thorstein; and therewithal got on other talk. And now they ride homewards down along Long-water.

Then said Gunnlaug, “I must needs know what thou wilt answer me about the wooing.”

Thorstein answers: “I heed not thy vain talk,” says he. Gunnlaug says, “This is my whole mind, and no vain words.”

Thorstein says, “Thou shouldst first know thine own will. Art thou not bound to fare abroad? and yet thou makest as if thou wouldst go marry. Neither art thou an even match for Helga while thou art so unsettled, and therefore this cannot so much as be looked at.”

Gunnlaug says, “Where lookest thou for a match for thy daughter, if thou wilt not give her to the son of Illugi the Black; or who are they throughout Burg-firth who are of more note than he?”

Thorstein answered: “I will not play at men-mating,” says he, “but if thou wert such a man as he is, thou wouldst not be turned away.”

Gunnlaug said, “To whom wilt thou give thy daughter rather than to me?”

Said Thorstein, “Hereabout are many good men to choose from. Thorfin of Red-Mel hath seven sons, and all of them men of good manners.”

Gunnlaug answers, “Neither Onund nor Thorfin are men as good as my father. Nay, thou thyself clearly fallest short of him — or what hast thou to set against his strife with Thorgrim the Priest, the son of Kiallak, and his sons, at Thorsness Thing, where he carried all that was in debate?”

Thorstein answers, “I drave away Steinar, the son of Onund Sioni, which was deemed somewhat of a deed.”

Gunnlaug says, “Therein thou wast holpen by thy father Egil; and, to end all, it is for few bonders to cast away my alliance.”

Said Thorstein, “Carry thy cowing away to the fellows up yonder at the mountains; for down here, on the Meres, it shall avail thee nought.”

Now in the evening they come home; but next morning Gunnlaug rode up to Gilsbank, and prayed his father to ride with him a-wooing out to Burg.

Illugi answered, “Thou art an unsettled man, being bound for faring abroad, but makest now as if thou wouldst busy thyself with wife-wooing; and so much do I know, that this is not to Thorstein’s mind.”

Gunnlaug answers, “I shall go abroad all the same, nor shall I be well pleased but if thou further this.”

So after this Illugi rode with eleven men from home down to Burg, and Thorstein greeted him well. Early in the morning Illugi said to Thorstein, “I would speak to thee.”

“Let us go, then, to the top of the Burg, and talk together there,” says Thorstein; and so they did, and Gunnlaug went with them.

Then said Illugi, “My kinsman Gunnlaug tells me that he has begun a talk with thee on his own behalf, praying that he might woo thy daughter Helga; but now I would fain know what is like to come of this matter. His kin is known to thee, and our possessions; from my hand shall be spared neither land nor rule over men, if such things might perchance further matters.”

Thorstein said, “Herein alone Gunnlaug pleases me not, that I find him an unsettled man; but if he were of a mind like thine, little would I hang back.”

Illugi said, “It will cut our friendship across if thou gainsayest me and my son an equal match.”

Thorstein answers, “For thy words and our friendship then, Helga shall be vowed, but not betrothed, to Gunnlaug, and shall bide for him three winters: but Gunnlaug shall go abroad and shape himself to the ways of good men; but I shall be free from all these matters if he does not then come back, or if his ways are not to my liking.”

Thereat they parted; Illugi rode home, but Gunnlaug rode to his ship. But when they had wind at will they sailed for the main, and made the northern part of Norway, and sailed landward along Thrandheim to Nidaros; there they rode in the harbour, and unshipped their goods.






  








CHAPTER VII. OF GUNNLAUG IN THE EAST AND THE WEST.
 

IN those days Earl Eric, the son of Hakon, and his brother Svein, ruled in Norway. Earl Eric abode as then at Hladir, which was left to him by his father, and a mighty lord he was. Skuli, the son of Thorstein, was with the earl at that time, and was one of his court, and well esteemed.

Now they say that Gunnlaug and Audun Festargram, and seven of them together, went up to Hladir to the earl. Gunnlaug was so clad that he had on a grey kirtle and white long-hose; he had a boil on his foot by the instep, and from this oozed blood and matter as he strode on. In this guise he went before the earl with Audun and the rest of them, and greeted him well. The earl knew Audun, and asked him tidings from Iceland. Audun told him what there was toward. Then the earl asked Gunnlaug who he was, and Gunnlaug told him his name and kin. Then the earl said: “Skuli Thorstein’s son, what manner of man is this in Iceland?”

“Lord,” says he, “give him good welcome, for he is the son of the best man in Iceland, Illugi the Black of Gilsbank, and my foster-brother withal.”

The earl asked, “What ails thy foot, Icelander?”

“Aboil, lord,” said he.

“And yet thou wentest not halt.”

Gunnlaug answers, “Why go halt while both legs are long alike?”

Then said one of the earl’s men, called Thorir: “He swaggereth hugely, this Icelander! It would not be amiss to try him a little.”

Gunnlaug looked at him and sang:— “A courtman there is Full evil I wis, A bad man and black, Belief let him lack.”

Then would Thorir seize an axe. The earl spake: “Let it be,” says he; “to such things men should pay no heed. But now, Icelander, how old a man art thou?”

Gunnlaug answers: “I am eighteen winters old as now,” says he.

Then says Earl Eric, “My spell is that thou shalt not live eighteen winters more.”

Gunnlaug said, somewhat under his breath: “Pray not against me, but for thyself rather.”

The earl asked thereat, “What didst thou say, Icelander?”

Gunnlaug answers, “What I thought well befitting, that thou shouldst bid no prayers against me, but pray well for thyself rather.”

“What prayers, then?” says the earl.

“That thou mightest not meet thy death after the manner of Earl Hakon, thy father.”

The earl turned red as blood, and bade them take the rascal in haste; but Skuli stepped up to the earl, and said: “Do this for my words, lord, and give this man peace, so that he depart at his swiftest.”

The earl answered, “At his swiftest let him be off then, if he will have peace, and never let him come again within my realm.”

Then Skuli went out with Gunnlaug down to the bridges, where there was an England-bound ship ready to put out; therein Skuli got for Gunnlaug a berth, as well as for Thorkel, his kinsman; but Gunnlaug gave his ship into Audun’s ward, and so much of his goods as he did not take with him.

Now sail Gunnlaug and his fellows into the English main, and come at autumntide south to London Bridge, where they hauled ashore their ship.

Now at that time King Ethelred, the son of Edgar, ruled over England, and was a good lord; this winter he sat in London. But in those days there was the same tongue in England as in Norway and Denmark; but the tongues changed when William the Bastard won England, for thenceforward French went current there, for he was of French kin.

Gunnlaug went presently to the king, and greeted him well and worthily. The king asked him from what land he came, and Gunnlaug told him all as it was. “But,” said he, “I have come to meet thee, lord, for that I have made a song on thee, and I would that it might please thee to hearken to that song.” The king said it should be so, and Gunnlaug gave forth the song well and proudly; and this is the burden thereof: — 

“As God are all folk fearing 

The free lord King of England, 

Kin of all kings and all folk, 

To Ethelred the head bow.”
 

The king thanked him for the song, and gave him as song-reward a scarlet cloak lined with the costliest of furs, and golden-broidered down to the hem; and made him his man; and Gunnlaug was with him all the winter, and was well accounted of.

One day, in the morning early, Gunnlaug met three men in a certain street, and Thororm was the name of their leader; he was big and strong, and right evil to deal with. He said, “Northman, lend me some money.”

Gunnlaug answered, “That were ill counselled to lend one’s money to unknown men.”

He said, “I will pay it thee back on a named day.”

“Then shall it be risked,” says Gunnlaug; and he lent him the fee withal.

But some time afterwards Gunnlaug met the king, and told him of the money-lending. The king answered, “Now hast thou thriven little, for this is the greatest robber and reiver; deal with him in no wise, but I will give thee money as much as thine was.”

Gunnlaug said, “Then do we, your men, do after a sorry sort, if, treading sackless folk under foot, we let such fellows as this deal us out our lot. Nay, that shall never be.”

Soon after he met Thororm and claimed the fee of him. He said he was not going to pay it.

Then sang Gunnlaug: — 

“Evil counselled art thou, 

Gold from us withholding; 

The reddener of the edges, 

Pricking on with tricking. 

Wot ye what? they called me, 

Worm-tongue, yet a youngling; 

Nor for nought so high I; 

Now is time to show it”
 

“Now I will make an offer good in law,” says Gunnlaug; “that thou either pay me my money, or else that thou go on holm with me in three nights’ space.”

Then laughed the viking, and said, “Before thee none have come to that, to call me to holm, despite of all the ruin that many a man has had to take at my hands. Well, I am ready to go.”

Thereon they parted for that time.

Gunnlaug told the king what had befallen; and he said, “ Now, indeed, have things taken a right hopeless turn; for this man’s eyes can dull any weapon. But thou shalt follow my rede; here is a sword I will give thee — with that thou shalt fight, but before the battle show him another.”

Gunnlaug thanked the king well therefor.

Now when they were ready for the holm, Thororm asked what sort of a sword it was that he had. Gunnlaug unsheathed it and showed him, but had a loop round the handle of the king’s sword, and slipped it over his hand; the bearserk looked on the sword, and said, “I fear not that sword.”

But now he dealt a blow on Gunnlaug with his sword, and cut off from him nigh all his shield; Gunnlaug smote in turn with the king’s gift; the bearserk stood shieldless before him, thinking he had the same weapon he had shown him, but Gunnlaug smote him his deathblow then and there.

The king thanked him for this work, and he got much fame therefor, both in England and far and wide elsewhere.

In the spring, when ships sailed from land to land, Gunnlaug prayed King Ethelred for leave to sail somewhither; the king asks what he was about then. Gunnlaug said, “I would fulfil what I have given my word to do,” and sang this stave withal: — 

“My ways must I be wending 

Three kings’ walls to see yet, 

And earls twain, as I promised 

Erewhile to land-sharers. 

Neither will I wend me 

Back, the worms’-bed lacking, 

By war-lord’s son, the wealth-free, 

For work done gift well given.”
 

“So be it, then, skald,” said the king, and withal he gave him a ring that weighed six ounces; “but,” said he, “thou shalt give me thy word to come back next autumn, for I will not let thee go altogether, because of thy great prowess.”






  








CHAPTER VIII. OF GUNNLAUG IN IRELAND.
 

THEREAFTER Gunnlaug sailed from England with chapmen north to Dublin. In those days King Sigtrygg Silky-beard, son of King Olaf Kvaran and Queen Kormlada, ruled over Ireland; and he had then borne sway but a little while. Gunnlaug went before the king, and greeted him well and worthily. The king received him as was meet. Then Gunnlaug said, “I have made a song on thee, and I would fain have silence therefor.”

The king answered, “No men have before now come forward with songs for me, and surely will I hearken to thine.” Then Gunnlaug brought the song, whereof this is the burden, — 

“Swaru’s steed 

Doth Sigtrygg feed.”
 

And this is therein also: — 

“Praise-worth I can 

Well measure in man, 

And kings, one by one — 

Lo here, Kvaran’s son! 

Grudgeth the king 

Gift of gold ring? 

I, singer, know 

His wont to bestow.


 Let the high king say, 

Heard he or this day, 

Song drapu-measure 

Dearer a treasure.”
 

The king thanked him for the song, and called his treasurer to him, and said, “How shall the song be rewarded?”

“What hast thou will to give, lord?” says he.

“How will it be rewarded if I give him two ships for it?” said the king.

Then said the treasurer, “This is too much, lord; other kings give in reward of songs good keepsakes, fair swords, or golden rings.”

So the king gave him his own raiment of new scarlet, a gold-embroidered kirtle, and a cloak lined with choice furs, and a gold ring which weighed a mark. Gunnlaug thanked him well.

He dwelt a short time here, and then went thence to the Orkneys.

Then was lord in Orkney, Earl Sigurd, the son of Hlodver; he was friendly to Icelanders. Now Gunnlaug greeted the earl well, and said he had a song to bring him. The earl said he would listen thereto, since he was of such great kin in Iceland.

Then Gunnlaug brought the song; it was a shorter lay, and well done. The earl gave him for lay-reward a broad axe, all inlaid with silver, and bade him abide with him.

Gunnlaug thanked him both for his gift and his offer, but said he was bound east for Sweden; and thereafter he went on board ship with chapmen who sailed to Norway.

In the autumn they came east to King’s Cliff, Thorkel, his kinsman, being with him all the time. From King’s Cliff they got a guide up to West Gothland, and came upon a cheaping-stead, called Skarir: there ruled an earl called Sigurd, a man stricken in years. Gunnlaug went before him, and told him he had made a song on him; the earl gave a willing ear hereto, and Gunnlaug brought the song, which was a shorter lay.

The earl thanked him, and rewarded the song well, and bade him abide there that winter.

Earl Sigurd had a great Yule-feast in the winter, and on Yule-eve came thither men sent from Earl Eric of Norway, twelve of them together, and brought gifts to Earl Sigurd. The earl made them good cheer, and bade them sit by Gunnlaug through the Yule-tide; and there was great mirth at drinks.

Now the Gothlanders said that no earl was greater or of more fame than Earl Sigurd; but the Norwegians thought that Earl Eric was by far the foremost of the two. Hereon would they bandy words, till they both took Gunnlaug to be umpire in the matter.

Then he sang this stave: — 

“Tell ye, staves of spear-din, 

How on sleek-side sea-horse 

Oft this earl hath proven 

Over-toppling billows; 

But Eric, victory’s ash-tree, 

Oft hath seen in east-seas 

More of high blue billows 

Before the bows a-roaring.”
 

Both sides were content with his finding, but the Norwegians the best. But after Yule-tide those messengers left with gifts of goodly things, which Earl Sigurd sent to Earl Eric.

Now they told Earl Eric of Gunnlaug’s finding: the earl thought that he had shown upright dealing and friendship to him herein, and let out some words, saying that Gunnlaug should have good peace throughout his land. What the earl had said came thereafter to the ears of Gunnlaug.

But now Earl Sigurd gave Gunnlaug a guide east to Tenthland, in Sweden, as he had asked.






  








CHAPTER IX. OF THE QUARREL BETWEEN GUNNLAUG AND RAVEN BEFORE THE SWEDISH KING.
 

IN those days King Olaf the Swede, son of King Eric the Victorious, and Sigrid the High-counselled, daughter of Skogul Tosti, ruled over Sweden. He was a mighty king and renowned, and full fain of fame.

Gunnlaug came to Upsala towards the time of the Thing of the Swedes in spring-tide; and when he got to see the king, he greeted him. The king took his greeting well, and asked who he was. He said he was an Iceland-man.

Then the king called out: “Raven,” says he, “what man is he in Iceland?”

Then one stood up from the lower bench, a big man and a stalwart, and stepped up before the king, and spake: “Lord,” says he, “he is of good” and himself the most stalwart of men.”

“Let him go, then, and sit beside thee’” said the king.

Then Gunnlaug said, “I have a song to set forth before thee, king, and I would fain have peace while thou hearkenest thereto.”

“Go ye first, and sit ye down,” says the king, “for there is no leisure now to sit listening to songs.”

So they did as he bade them.

Now Gunnlaug and Raven fell a-talking together, and each told each of his travels. Raven said that he had gone the summer before from Iceland to Norway, and had come east to Sweden in the forepart of winter. They soon got friendly together.

But one day, when the Thing was over, they were both before the king, Gunnlaug and Raven.

Then spake Gunnlaug, “Now, lord, I would that thou shouldst hear the song.”

“That I may do now,” said the king.

“My song too will I set forth now,” says Raven.

“Thou mayst do so,” said the king.

Then Gunnlaug said, “I will set forth mine first if thou wilt have it so, king.”

“Nay,” said Raven, “it behoveth me to be first, lord, for I myself came first to thee.”

“Whereto came our fathers forth, so that my father was the little boat towed behind? Whereto, but nowhere?” says Gunnlaug. “And in likewise shall it be with us.”

Raven answered, “Let us be courteous enough not to make this a matter of bandying of words. Let the king rule here.”

The king said, “Let Gunnlaug set forth his song first, for he will not be at peace till he has his will.”

Then Gunnlaug set forth the song which he had made to King Olaf, and when it was at an end the king spake. “Raven,” says he, “how is the song done?”

“Right well,” he answered; “it is a song full of big words and little beauty; a somewhat rugged song, as is Gunnlaug’s own mood.”

“Well, Raven, thy song,” said the king.

Raven gave it forth, and when it was done the king said, “How is this song made, Gunnlaug?”

“Well it is, lord,” he said; “this is a pretty song, as is Raven himself to behold, and delicate of countenance. But why didst thou make a short song on the king, Raven? Didst thou perchance deem him unworthy of a long one?”

Raven answered, “Let us not talk longer on this; matters will be taken up again, though it be later.”

And thereat they parted.

Soon after Raven became a man of King Olaf’s, and asked him leave to go away. This the king granted him. And when Raven was ready to go, he spake to Gunnlaug, and said, “Now shall our friendship be ended, for that thou must needs shame me here before great men; but in time to come I shall cast on thee no less shame than thou hadst will to cast on me here.”

Gunnlaug answers: “Thy threats grieve me nought. Nowhere are we likely to come where I shall be thought less worthy than thou.”

King Olaf gave to Raven good gifts at parting, and thereafter he went away.






  








CHAPTER X. HOW RAVEN CAME HOME TO ICELAND, AND ASKED FOR HELGA TO WIFE.
 

NOW this spring Raven came from the east to Thrandheim, and fitted out his ship, and sailed in the summer to Iceland. He brought his ship to Leiruvag, below the Heath, and his friends and kinsmen were right fain of him. That winter he was at home with his father, but the summer after he met at the Althing his kinsman, Skapti the law-man.

Then said Raven to him, “Thine aid would I have to go a-wooing to Thorstein Egilson, to bid Helga his daughter.”

Skapti answered, “But is she not already vowed to Gunnlaug Worm-tongue?”

Said Raven, “Is not the appointed time of waiting between them passed by? And far too wanton is he withal, that he should hold or heed it aught.”

“Let us then do as thou wouldst,” said Skapti.

Thereafter they went with many men to the booth of Thorstein Egilson, and he greeted them well.

Then Skapti spoke: “Raven, my kinsman, is minded to woo thy daughter Helga. Thou knowest well his blood, his wealth, and his good manners, his many mighty kinsmen and friends.”

Thorstein said, “She is already the vowed maiden of Gunnlaug, and with him shall I hold all words spoken.”

Skapti said, “Are not the three winters worn now that were named between you?”

“Yes,” said Thorstein; “but the summer is not yet worn, and he may still come out this summer.”

Then Skapti said, “But if he cometh not this summer, what hope may we have of the matter then?”

Thorstein answered, “We are like to come here next summer, and then may we see what may wisely be done, but it will not do to speak hereof longer as at this time.”

Thereon they parted. And men rode home from the Althing. But this talk of Raven’s wooing of Helga was nought hidden.

That summer Gunnlaug came not out.

The next summer, at the Althing, Skapti and his folk pushed the wooing eagerly, and said that Thorstein was free as to all matters with Gunnlaug.

Thorstein answered, “I have few daughters to see to, and fain am I that they should not be the cause of strife to any man. Now I will first see Illugi the Black.” And so he did.

And when they met, he said to Illugi, “Dost thou not think that I am free from all troth with thy son Gunnlaug?”

Illugi said, “Surely, if thou wiliest it. Little can I say herein, as I do not know clearly what Gunnlaug is about.”

Then Thorstein went to Skapti, and a bargain was struck that the wedding should be at Burg, about winter-nights, if Gunnlaug did not come out that summer; but that Thorstein should be free from all troth with Raven if Gunnlaug should come and fetch his bride.

After this men ride home from the Thing, and Gunnlaug’s coming was long drawn out. But Helga thought evilly of all these redes.






  








CHAPTER XI. OF HOW GUNNLAUG MUST NEEDS ABIDE AWAY FROM ICELAND.
 

NOW it is to be told of Gunnlaug that he went from Sweden the same summer that Raven went to Iceland, and good gifts he had from King Olaf at parting.

King Ethelred welcomed Gunnlaug worthily, and that winter he was with the king, and was held in great honour.

In those days Knut the Great, son of Svein, ruled Denmark, and had new-taken his father’s heritage, and he vowed ever to wage war on England, for that his father had won a great realm there before he died west in that same land.

And at that time there was a great army of Danish men west there, whose chief was Heming, the son of Earl Strut-Harald, and brother to Earl Sigvaldi, and he held for King Knut that land that Svein had won.

Now in the spring Gunnlaug asked the king for leave to go away, but he said, “It ill beseems that thou, my man, shouldst go away now, when all bodes such mighty war in the land.”

Gunnlaug said, “Thou shalt rule, lord; but give me leave next summer to depart, if the Danes come not.”

The king answered, “Then we shall see.”

Now this summer went by, and the next winter, but no Danes came; and after midsummer Gunnlaug got his leave to depart from the king, and went thence east to Norway, and found Earl Eric in Thrandheim, at Hladir, and the earl greeted him well, and bade him abide with him. Gunnlaug thanked him for his offer, but said he would first go out to Iceland, to look to his promised maiden.

The earl said, “Now all ships bound for Iceland have sailed.”

Then said one of the court, “Here lay, yesterday, Hallfred Troublous-Skald, out under Agdaness.”

The earl answered, “That may well be; he sailed hence five nights ago.”

Then Earl Eric had Gunnlaug rowed out to Hallfred, who greeted him with joy; and forthwith a fair wind bore them from land, and they were right merry.

This was late in the summer: but now Hallfred said to Gunnlaug, “Hast thou heard of how Raven, the son of Onund, is wooing Helga the Fair?”

Gunnlaug said he had heard thereof, but dimly. Hallfred tells him all he knew of it, and therewith, too, that it was the talk of many men that Raven was in nowise less brave a man than Gunnlaug. Then Gunnlaug sang this stave: — 

“Light the weather wafteth; 

But if this east wind drifted 

Week-long, wild upon us 

Little were I recking; 

More this word I mind oj 

Me with Raven mated, 

Than gain for me the gold-foe 

Of days to make me grey-haired.”
 

Then Hallfred said, “Well, fellow, may’st thou fare better in thy strife with Raven than I did in mine. I brought my ship some winters ago into Leiruvag, and had to pay a half-mark in silver to a house-carle of Raven’s, but I held it back from him. So Raven rode at us with sixty men, and cut the moorings of the ship, and she was driven up on the shallows, and we were bound for a wreck. Then I had to give selfdoom to Raven, and a whole mark I had to pay; and that is the tale of my dealings with him.”

Then they two talked together alone of Helga the Fair, and Gunnlaug praised her much for her goodliness; and Gunnlaug sang : — 

“He who brand of battle 

Beareth over-wary, 

Never love shall let him 

Hold the linen-folded; 

For we when we were younger 

In many a way were playing 

On the outward nesses 

From golden land outstanding.”
 

“Well sung!” said Hallfred.






  








CHAPTER XII. OF GUNNLAUG’S LANDING, AND HOW HE FOUND HELGA WEDDED TO RAVEN.
 

THEY made land north by Fox-Plain, in Hraun-haven, half a month before winter, and there unshipped their goods. Now there was a man called Thord, a bonder’s son of the Plain, there. He fell to wrestling with the chapmen, and they mostly got worsted at his hands.

Then a wrestling was settled between him and Gunnlaug. The night before Thord made vows to Thor for the victory; but the next day, when they met, they fell-to wrestling. Then Gunnlaug tripped both feet from under Thord, and gave him a great fall; but the foot that Gunnlaug stood on was put out of joint, and Gunnlaug fell together with Thord.

Then said Thord, “Maybe that other things go no better for thee.”

“What then?” says Gunnlaug.

“Thy dealings with Raven, if he wed Helga the Fair at winter-nights. I was anigh at the Thing when that was settled last summer.”

Gunnlaug answered naught thereto.

Now the foot was swathed, and put into joint again, and it swelled mightily; but he and Hallfred ride twelve in company till they come to Gilsbank, in Burg-firth, the very Saturday night when folk sat at the wedding at Burg. Illugi was fain of his son Gunnlaug and his fellows; but Gunnlaug said he would ride then and there down to Burg. Illugi said it was not wise to do so, and to all but Gunnlaug that seemed good. But Gunnlaug was then unfit to walk, because of his foot, though he would not let that be seen. Therefore there was no faring to Burg.

On the morrow Hallfred rode to Hreda-water, in North-water dale, where Galti, his brother and a brisk man, managed their matters.






  








CHAPTER XIII. OF THE WINTER- WEDDING AT SKANEY, AND HOW GUNNLAUG GAVE THE KING’S CLOAK TO HELGA.
 

TELLS the tale of Raven, that he sat at his wedding-feast at Burg, and it was the talk of most men that the bride was but drooping; for true is the saw that saith, “Long we remember what youth gained us,” and even so it was with her now.

But this new thing befell at the feast, that Hungerd, the daughter of Thorod and Jofrid, was wooed by a man named Sverting, the son of Hafr-Biorn, the son of MoldGnup, and the wedding was to come off that winter after Yule, at Skaney, where dwelt Thorkel, a kinsman of Hungerd, and son of Torn Valbrandsson; and the mother of Torn was Thorodda, the sister of Odd of the Tongue.

Now Raven went home to Mossfell with Helga his wife. When they had been there a little while, one morning early before they rose up, Helga was awake, but Raven slept, and fared ill in his sleep. And when he woke Helga asked him what he had dreamt. Then Raven sang: — 

“In thine arms, so dreamed I,

Hewn was I, gold island!

Bride, in blood I bled there, 

Bed of thine was reddened. 

 Never more then mightst thou, 

Mead-bowls’ pourer speedy, 

Bind my gashes bloody — 

Lind-leek-bough thou likst it”
 

Helga spake: “Never shall I weep therefor,” quoth she; “ye have evilly beguiled me, and Gunnlaug has surely come out.” And therewith she wept much.

But, a little after, Gunnlaug’s coming was bruited about, and Helga became so hard with Raven, that he could not keep her at home at Mossfell; so that back they had to go to Burg, and Raven got small share of her company.

Now men get ready for the winter-wedding. Thorkel of Skaney bade Illugi the Black and his sons. But when master Illugi got ready, Gunnlaug sat in the hall, and stirred not to go. Illugi went up to him and said, “Why dost thou not get ready, kinsman?”

Gunnlaug answered, “I have no mind to go.”

Says Illugi, “Nay, but certes thou shalt go, kinsman,” says he; “and cast thou not grief over thee by yearning for one woman. Make as if thou knewest nought of it, for women thou wilt never lack.”

Now Gunnlaug did as his father bade him; so they came to the wedding, and Illugi and his sons were set down in the high seat; but Thorstein Egilson, and Raven his son-in-law, and the bridegroom’s following, were set in the other high seat, over against Illugi.

The women sat on the dais, and Helga the Fair sat next to the bride. Oft she turned her eyes on Gunnlaug, thereby proving the saw, “Eyes will bewray if maid love man.”

Gunnlaug was well arrayed, and had on him that goodly raiment that King Sigtrygg had given him; and now he was thought far above all other men, because of many things, both strength, and goodliness, and growth.

There was little mirth among folk at this wedding. But on the day when all men were making ready to go away the women stood up and got ready to go home. Then went Gunnlaug to talk to Helga, and long they talked together: but Gunnlaug sang: — 

“Light-heart lived the Worm-tongue 

All day long no longer 

In mountain-home, since Helga 

Had name of wife of Raven; 

Nought foresaw thy father, 

Hardener white of fight-thaw, 

What my words should come to. 

 — The maid to gold was wedded”
 

And again he sang: — 

“Worst reward I owe them, 

Father thine, O wine-may, 

And mother, that they made thee 

So fair beneath thy maid-gear; 

For thou, sweet field of sea-flame, 

All joy hast slain within me. — 

Lo, here, take it, loveliest 

E’er made of lord and lady!”
 

And therewith Gunnlaug gave Helga the cloak, Ethelred’s-gift, which was the fairest of things, and she thanked him well for the gift.

Then Gunnlaug went out, and by that time ridinghorses had been brought home and saddled, and among them were many very good ones; and they were all tied up in the road. Gunnlaug leaps on to a horse, and rides a hand-gallop along the homefield up to a place where Raven happened to stand just before him; and Raven had to draw out of his way. Then Gunnlaug said, — 

“No need to slink aback, Raven, for I threaten thee nought as at this time; but thou knowest forsooth, what thou hast earned.”

Raven answered and sang, — 

“God of wound-flames’ glitter, 

Glorier of fight-goddess, 

Must we fall a-fighting 

For fairest kirtle-bearer? 

Death-staff, many such-like 

Fair as she is are there 

In south-lands o’er the sea-floods. 

Sooth saith he who knoweth.”
 

“Maybe there are many such, but they do not seem so to me,” said Gunnlaug.

Therewith Illugi and Thorstein ran up to them, and would not have them fight.

Then Gunnlaug sang, — 

“The fair-huedgolden goddess 

For gold to Raven sold they, 

(Raven my match as men say) 

While the mighty isle-king, 

Ethelred, in England 

From eastward way delayed me, 

 Wherefore to gold-waster 

Waneth tongue’s speech-hunger.”
 

Hereafter both rode home, and all was quiet and tidingless that winter through; but Raven had nought of Helga’s fellowship after her meeting with Gunnlaug.






  








CHAPTER XIV. OF THE HOLMGANG AT THE ALTHING.
 

NOW in summer men ride a very many to the Althing: Illugi the Black, and his sons with him, Gunnlaug and Hermund; Thorstein Egilson and Kolsvein his son; Onund, of Mossfell, and his sons all, and Sverting, Hafr-Biorn’s son. Skapti yet held the spokesmanship-at-law.

One day at the Thing, as men went thronging to the Hill of Laws, and when the matters of the law were done there, then Gunnlaug craved silence, and said : — 

“Is Raven, the son of Onund, here?”

He said he was.

Then spake Gunnlaug, “Thou well knowest that thou hast got to wife my avowed bride, and thus hast thou made thyself my foe. Now for this I bid thee to holm here at the Thing, in the holm of the Axe-water, when three nights are gone by.”

Raven answers, “This is well bidden, as was to be looked for of thee, and for this I am ready, whenever thou wiliest it.”

Now the kin of each deemed this a very ill thing. But, at that time it was lawful for him who thought himself wronged by another to call him to fight on the holm.

So when three nights had gone by they got ready for the holmgang, and Illugi the Black followed his son thither with a great following. But Skapti, the lawman, followed Raven, and his father and other kinsmen of his.

Now before Gunnlaug went upon the holm he sang, — 

“Out to isle of eel-field 

Dight am I to hie me: 

Give, O God, thy singer 

With glaive to end the striving. 

Here shall I the head cleave 

Of Helga’s love’s devourer, 

At last my bright sword bringeth 

Sundering of head and body.”
 

Then Raven answered and sang, — 

“Thou, singer, knowest not surely 

Which of us twain shall gain it; 

With edge for leg-swathe eager, 

Here are the wound-scythes bare now. 

In whatso-wise we wound us, 

The tidings from the Thing here, 

And fame of thanes’ fair doings, 

The fair young maid shall hear it.”
 

Hermund held shield for his brother, Gunnlaug; but Sverting, Hafr-Biorn’s son, was Raven’s shield-bearer. Whoso should be wounded was to ransom himself from the holm with three marks of silver.

Now, Raven’s part it was to deal the first blow, as he was the challenged man. He hewed at the upper part of Gunnlaug’s shield, and the sword brake asunder just beneath the hilt, with so great might he smote; but the point of the sword flew up from the shield and struck Gunnlaug’s cheek, whereby he got just grazed; with that their fathers ran in between them, and many other men.

“Now,” said Gunnlaug, “I call Raven overcome, as he is weaponless.”

“But I say that thou art vanquished, since thou art wounded,” said Raven.

Now, Gunnlaug was nigh mad, and very wrathful, and said it was not tried out yet.

Illugi, his father, said they should try no more for that time.

Gunnlaug said, “Beyond all things I desire that I might in such wise meet Raven again, that thou, father, wert not anigh to part us.”

And thereat they parted for that time, and all men went back to their booths.

But on the second day after this it was made law in the law-court that, henceforth, all holmgangs should be forbidden; and this was done by the counsel of all the wisest men that were at the Thing; and there, indeed, were all the men of most counsel in all the land. And this was the last holmgang fought in Iceland, this, wherein Gunnlaug and Raven fought.

But this Thing was the third most thronged Thing that has been held in Iceland; the first was after Njal’s burning, the second after the Heath-slaughters.

Now, one morning, as the brothers Hermund and Gunnlaug went to Axe-water to wash, on the other side went many women towards the river, and in that company was Helga the Fair. Then said Hermund, — 

“Dost thou see thy friend Helga there on the other side of the river?”

“Surely, I see her,” says Gunnlaug, and withal he sang: — 

“Born was she for men’s bickering: 

Sore bale hath wrought the war-stem, 

And I yearned ever madly 

To hold that oak-tree golden. 

To me then, me destroyer 

Of swan-mead’s flame, unneedful 

This looking on the dark-eyed, 

This golden land’s beholding.”
 

Therewith they crossed the river, and Helga and Gunnlaug spake awhile together, and as the brothers crossed the river eastward back again, Helga stood and gazed long after Gunnlaug.

Then Gunnlaug looked back and sang: — .

“Moon of linen-lapped one, 

Leek-sea-bearing goddess, 

Hawk-keen out of heaven 

Shone all bright upon me; 

But that eyelid’s moonbeam 

Of gold-necklaced goddess 

Her hath all undoing 

Wrought, and me made nought of.”
 






  








CHAPTER XV. HOW GUNNLAUG AND RAVEN AGREED TO GO EAST TO NORWAY, TO TRY THE MATTER AGAIN.
 

NOW after these things were gone by men rode home from the Thing, and Gunnlaug dwelt at home at Gilsbank.

On a morning when he awoke all men had risen up, but he alone still lay abed; he lay in a shut-bed behind the seats. Now into the hall came twelve men, all full armed, and who should be there but Raven, Onund’s son; Gunnlaug sprang up forthwith, and got to his weapons.

But Raven spake, “Thou art in risk of no hurt this time,” quoth he, “but my errand hither is what thou shalt now hear: Thou didst call me to a holmgang last summer at the Althing, and thou didst not deem matters to be fairly tried therein; now I will offer thee this, that we both fare away from Iceland, and go abroad next summer, and go on holm in Norway, for there our kinsmen are not like to stand in our way.”

Gunnlaug answered, “Hail to thy words, stoutest of men! this thine offer I take gladly; and here, Raven, mayest thou have cheer as good as thou mayest desire.”

“It is well offered,” said Raven, “but this time we shall first have to ride away.” Thereon they parted.

Now the kinsmen of both sore misliked them of this, but could in no wise undo it, because of the wrath of Gunnlaug and Raven; and, after all, that must betide that drew towards.

Now it is to be said of Raven that he fitted out his ship in Leiruvag; two men are named that went with him, sisters’ sons of his father Onund, one hight Grim, the other Olaf, doughty men both. All the kinsmen of Raven thought it great scathe when he went away, but he said he had challenged Gunnlaug to the holmgang because he could have no joy soever of Helga; and he said, withal, that one must fall before the other.

So Raven put to sea, when he had wind at will, and brought his ship to Thrandheim, and was there that winter and heard nought of Gunnlaug that winter through; there he abode him the summer following: and still another winter was he in Thrandheim, at a place called Lifangr.

Gunnlaug Worm-tongue took ship with Hallfred Troublous-Skald, in the north at The Plain; they were very late ready for sea.

They sailed into the main when they had a fair wind, and made Orkney a little before the winter. Earl Sigurd Lodverson was still lord over the isles, and Gunnlaug went to him and abode there that winter, and the earl held him of much account.

In the spring the earl would go on warfare, and Gunnlaug made ready to go with him; and that summer they harried wide about the South-isles and Scotland’s firths, and had many fights, and Gunnlaug always showed himself the bravest and doughtiest of fellows, and the hardiest of men wherever they came.

Earl Sigurd went back home early in the summer, but Gunnlaug took ship with chapmen, sailing for Norway, and he and Earl Sigurd parted in great friendship.

Gunnlaug fared north to Thrandheim, to Hladir, to see Earl Eric, and dwelt there through the early winter; the earl welcomed him gladly, and made offer to Gunnlaug to stay with him, and Gunnlaug agreed thereto.

The earl had heard already how all had befallen between Gunnlaug and Raven, and he told Gunnlaug that he laid ban on their fighting within his realm; Gunnlaug said the earl should be free to have his will herein.

So Gunnlaug abode there the winter through, ever heavy of mood.






  








CHAPTER XVI. HOW THE TWO FOES MET AND FOUGHT AT DINGNESS.
 

BUT on a day in spring Gunnlaug was walking abroad, and his kinsman Thorkel with him; they walked away from the town, till on the meads before them they saw a ring of men, and in that ring were two men with weapons fencing; but one was named Raven, the other Gunnlaug, while they who stood by said that Icelanders smote light, and were slow to remember their words.

Gunnlaug saw the great mocking hereunder, and much jeering was brought into the play; and withal he went away silent.

So a little while after he said to the earl that he had no mind to bear any longer the jeers and mocks of his courtiers about his dealings with Raven, and therewith he prayed the earl to give him a guide to Lifangr: now before this the earl had been told that Raven had left Lifangr and gone east to Sweden; therefore, he granted Gunnlaug leave to go, and gave him two guides for the journey.

Now Gunnlaug went from Hladir with six men to Lifangr; and, on the morning of the very day whereas Gunnlaug came in in the evening, Raven had left Lifangr with four men. Thence Gunnlaug went to Vera-dale, and came always in the evening to where Raven had been the night before.

So Gunnlaug went on till he came to the uppermost farm in the valley, called Sula, wherefrom had Raven fared in the morning; there he stayed not his journey, but kept on his way through the night.

Then in the morning at sun-rise they saw one another. Raven had got to a place where were two waters, and between them flat meads, and they are called Gleipni’s meads: but into one water stretched a little ness called Dingness. There on the ness Raven and his fellows, five together, took their stand. With Raven were his kinsmen, Grim and Olaf.

Now when they met, Gunnlaug said, “It is well that we have found-one another.”

Raven saidthat he had nought to quarrel with therein; “But now,” says he, “thou mayest choose as thou wilt, either that we fight alone together, or that we fight all of us man-to man.”

Gunnlaug said that either way seemed good to him.

Then spake Raven’s kinsmen, Grim and Olaf, and said that they would little like to stand by and look on the fight, and in like wise spake Thorkel the Black, the kinsman of Gunnlaug.

Then said Gunnlaug to the earl’s guides, “Ye shall sit by and aid neither side, and be here to tell of our meeting;” and so they did.

So they set on, and fought dauntlessly, all of them. Grim and Olaf went both against Gunnlaug alone, and so closed their dealings with him that Gunnlaug slew them both and got no wound. This proves Thord Kolbeinson in a song that he made on Gunnlaug the Wormtongue : — 

“Grim and Olaf, great-hearts 

 In Gondul’s din, with thin sword 

 First did Gunnlaug fell there 

 Ere at Raven fared he;

Bold, with blood be-drifted 

 Bane of three the thane was;

War-lord of the wave-horse 

Wrought for men folks’ slaughter.”
 

Meanwhile Raven and Thorkel the Black, Gunnlaug’s kinsman, fought until Thorkel fell before Raven and lost his life; and so at last all their fellowship fell. Then they two alone fought together with fierce onsets and mighty strokes, which they dealt each the other, falling on furiously without stop or stay.

Gunnlaug had the sword Ethelred’s-gift, and that was the best of weapons. At last Gunnlaug dealt a mighty blow at Raven, and cut his leg from under him; but none the more did Raven fall, but swung round up to a tree-stem, whereat he steadied the stump.

Then said Gunnlaug, “Now thou art no more meet for battle, nor will I fight with thee any longer, a maimed man.”

Raven answered: “So it is,” said he, “that my lot is now all the worser lot, but it were well with me yet, might I but drink somewhat.”

Gunnlaug said, “Bewray me not if I bring thee water in my helm.”

“I will not bewray thee,” said Raven. Then went Gunnlaug to a brook and fetched water in his helm, and brought it to Raven; but Raven stretched forth his left hand to take it, but with his right hand drave his sword into Gunnlaug’s head, and that was a mighty great wound.

Then Gunnlaug said, “Evilly hast thou beguiled me, and done traitorously wherein I trusted thee.”

Raven answers, “Thou sayest sooth, but this brought me to it, that I begrudged thee to lie in the bosom of Helga the Fair.”

Thereat they fought on, recking of nought; but the end of it was that Gunnlaug overcame Raven, and there Raven lost his life.

Then the earl’s guides came forward and bound the head-wound of Gunnlaug, and in meanwhile he sat and sang: — 

“O thou sword-storm stirrer, 

 Raven, stem of battle 

 Famous, fared against me 

 Fiercely in the spear din. 

 Many a flight of metal 

 Was borne on me this morning, 

 By the spear-walls’ builder, 

 Ring-bearer, on hard Dingness.”
 

After that they buried the dead, and got Gunnlaug on to his horse thereafter, and brought him right down to Lifangr. There he lay three nights, and got all his rights of a priest, and died thereafter, and was buried at the church there.

All men thought it great scathe of both of these men, Gunnlaug and Raven, amid such deeds as they died.






  








CHAPTER XVII. THE NEWS OF THE FIGHT BROUGHT TO ICELAND.
 

NOW this summer, before these tidings were brought out hither to Iceland, Illugi the Black, being at home at Gilsbank, dreamed a dream: he thought that Gunnlaug came to him in his sleep, all bloody, and he sang in the dream this stave before him; and Illugi remembered the song when he woke, and sang it before others:

“Knew I of the hewing 

 Of Haven’s hilt-finned steel-fish 

 Byrny-shearing — sword-edge 

 Sharp clave leg of Raven. — 

 Of warm wounds drank the eagle, 

 When the war-rod slender, 

 Cleaver of the corpses, 

 Clave the head of Gunnlaug.”
 

This portent befel south at Mossfell, the self-same night, that Onund dreamed how Raven came to him, covered all over with blood, and sang: — 

“Red is the sword, but I now 

 Am undone by Sword-Odin. 

 ‘Gainst shields beyond the sea-flood 

 The ruin of shields was wielded. 

 Methinks the blood-fowl blood-stained 

In blood o’er men’s heads stood there, 

The wound-erne yet wound-eager 

Trod over wounded bodies.”
 

Now the second summer after this, Illugi the Black spoke at the Althing from the Hill of Laws, and said: — 

“Wherewith wilt thou make atonement to me for my son, whom Raven, thy son, beguiled in his troth?”

Onund answers, “Be it far from me to atone for him, so sorely as their meeting hath wounded me. Yet will I not ask atonement of thee for my son.”

“Then shall my wrath come home to some of thy kin,” says Illugi. And withal after the Thing was Illugi at most times very sad.

Tells the tale how this autumn Illugi rode from Gilsbank with thirty men, and came to Mossfell early in the morning. Then Onund got into the church with his sons, and took sanctuary; but Illugi caught two of his kin, one called Biorn and the other Thorgrim, and had Biorn slain, but the feet smitten from Thorgrim. And thereafter Illugi rode home, and there was no righting of this for Onund.

Hermund, Illugi’s son, had little joy after the death of Gunnlaug his brother, and deemed he was none the more avenged even though this had been wrought.

Now there was a man called Raven, brother’s son to Onund of Mossfell; he was a great sea-farer, and had a ship that lay up in Ramfirth: and in the spring Hermund Illugison rode from home alone north over Holt-beacon Heath, even to Ramfirth, and out as far as Board-ere to the ship of the chapmen. The chapmen were then nearly ready for sea; Raven, the ship-master, was on shore, and many men with him; Hermund rode up to him, and thrust him through with his spear, and rode away forthwith: but all Raven’s men were bewildered at seeing Hermund.

No atonement came for this slaying, and therewith ended the dealings of Illugi the Black and Onund ot
 Mossfell.
 






  








CHAPTER XVIII. THE DEATH OF HELGA THE FAIR.
 

AS time went on, Thorstein Egilson married his daughter Helga to a man called Thorkel, son of Hallkel, who lived west in Hraundale. Helga went to his house with him, but loved him little, for she cannot cease to think of Gunnlaug, though he be dead. Yet was Thorkel a doughty man, and wealthy of goods, and a good skald.

They had children together not a few, one of them was called Thorarin, another Thorstein, and yet more they had.

But Helga’s chief joy was to pluck at the threads of that cloak, Gunnlaug’s-gift, and she would be ever gazing at it.

But on a time there came a great sickness to the house of Thorkel and Helga, and many were bed-ridden for a long time. Helga also fell sick, and yet she could not keep abed.

So one Saturday evening Helga sat in the fire-hall, and leaned her head upon her husband’s knees, and had the cloak Gunnlaug’s-gift sent for; and when the cloak came to her she sat up and plucked at it, and gazed thereon awhile, and then sank back upon her husband’s bosom, and was dead. Then Thorkel sang this: — 

“Dead in mine arms she droopeth, 

 My dear one, gold-rings bearer, 

 For God hath changed the life-days 

 Of this Lady of the linen. 

 Weary pain hath pined her, 

 But unto me, the seeker 

 Of hoard of fishes highway, 

 Abiding here is wearier.”
 

Helga was buried in the church there, but Thorke dwelt yet at Hraundale: but a great matter seemed the death of Helga to all, as was to be looked for.
 AND HERE ENDETH THE STORY.
 






  








THE STORY OF FRITHIOF THE BOLD
 






  








CHAPTER I. OF KING BELI AND THORSTEIN VIKINGSON AND THEIR CHILDREN.
 

THUS beginneth the tale, telling how that King Beli ruled over Sogn-land; three children had he, whereof Helgi was his first son, and Halfdan his second, but Ingibiorg his daughter. Ingibiorgwas fair of face and wise of mind, and she was ever accounted the foremost of the king’s children.

Now a certain strand went west of the firth, and a great stead was thereon, which was called Baldur’s Meads; a Place of Peace was there, and a great temple, and round about it a great garth of pales: many gods were there, but amidst them all was Baldur held of most account. So jealous were the heathen men of this stead, that they would have no hurt done therein to man nor beast, nor might any man have dealings with a woman there.

Sowstrand was the name of that stead whereas the king dwelt; but on the other side the firth was an abode named Foreness, where dwelt a man called Thorstein, the son of Viking; and his stead was over against the king’s dwelling.

Thorstein had a son by his wife called Frithiof: he was the tallest and strongest of men, and more furnished of all prowess than any other man, even from his youth up. Frithiof the Bold was he called, and so well beloved was he, that all prayed for good things for him.

Now the king’s children were but young when their mother died; but a goodman of Sogn, named Hilding, prayed to have the king’s daughter to foster: so there was she reared well and heedfully: and she was called Ingibiorg the Fair. Frithiof also was fostered of goodman Hilding, wherefore was he foster-brother to the king’s daughter, and they two were peerless among children.

Now King Beli’s chattels began to ebb fast away from his hands, for he was grown old.

Thorstein had rule over the third part of the realm, and in him lay the king’s greatest strength.

Every third year Thorstein feasted the king at exceeding great cost, and the king feasted Thorstein the two years between.

Helgi, Beli’s son, from his youth up turned much to blood-offering: neither were those brethren well-beloved.

Thorstein had a ship called Ellidi, which pulled fifteen oars on either board; it ran up high stem and stern, and was strong-built like an ocean-going ship, and its bulwarks were clamped with iron.

So strong was Frithiof that he pulled the two bow oars of Ellidi; but either oar was thirteen ells long, and two men pulled every oar otherwhere.

Frithiof was deemed peerless amid the young men of that time, and the king’s sons envied him, whereas he was more praised than they.

Now King Beli fell sick; and when the sickness lay heavy on him he called his sons to him and said to them: “This sickness will bring me to mine end, therefore will I bid you this, that ye hold fast to those old friends that I have had; for meseems in all things ye fall short of that father and son, Thorstein and Frithiof, yea, both in good counsel and in hardihood. A mound ye shall raise over me.”

So with that Beli died.

Thereafter Thorstein fell sick; so he spake to Frithiof: “Kinsman,” says he, “I will crave this of thee, that thou bow thy will before the king’s sons, for their dignity’s sake; yet doth my heart speak goodly things to me concerning thy fortune. Now would I be laid in my mound over against King Beli’s mound, down by the sea on this side the firth, whereas it may be easiest for us to cry out each to each of tidings drawing nigh.”

A little after this Thorstein departed, and was laid in mound even as he had bidden; but Frithiof took the land and chattels after him. Biorn and Asmund were Frithiof’s foster-brethren; they were big and strong men both.






  








CHAPTER II. FRITHIOF WOOETH INGIBIORG OF THOSE BRETHEREN.
 

SO Frithiof wooeth Ingibiorg of those Brethren. O Frithiof became the most famed of men, and the bravest in all things that may try a man. Biorn, his foster-brother,he held in most account of all, but Asmund served the twain of them.

The ship Ellidi, he gat, the best of good things, of his father’s heritage, and another possession therewith — a gold ring; no dearer was in Norway.

So bounteous a man was Frithiof withal, that it was the talk of most, that he was a man of no less honour than those brethren, but it were for the name of king; and for this cause they held Frithiof in hate and enmity, and it was a heavy thing to them that he was called greater than they: furthermore they thought they could see that Ingibiorg, their sister, and Frithiof were of one mind together.

It befell hereon that the kings had to go to a feast to Frithiof’s house at Foreness; and there it happened according to wont that he gave to all men beyond that they were worthy of. Now Ingibiorg was there, and she and Frithiof talked long together; and the king’s daughter said to him:

“A goodly gold ring hast thou.”

“Yea, in good sooth,” said he.

Thereafter went those brethren to their own home, and greater grew their enmity of Frithiof.

A little after grew Frithiof heavy of mood, and Biorn, his foster-brother, asked him why he fared so.

He said he had it in his mind to woo Ingibiorg. “For though I be named by a lesser name than those brethren, yet am I not fashioned lesser.”

“Even so let us do then,” quoth Biorn. So Frithiof fared with certain men unto those brethren; and the kings were sitting on their father’s mound when Frithiof greeted them well, and then set forth his wooing, and prayed for their sister Ingibiorg, the daughter of Beli.

The kings said: “Not overwise is this thine asking, whereas thou wouldst have us give her to one who lacketh dignity; wherefore we gainsay thee this utterly.”

Said Frithiof: “Then is mine errand soon sped; but in return never will I give help to you henceforward, nay, though ye need it never so much.”

They said they heeded it nought: so Frithiof went home, and was joyous once more.






  








CHAPTER III. OF KING RING AND THOSE BRETHREN.
 

HERE was a king named Ring, who ruled over Ringrealm, which also was in Norway: a mighty folk-king he was, and a great man, but come by now unto his latter days.

Now he spake to his men: “Lo, I have heard that the sons of King Beli have brought to nought their friendship with Frithiof, who is the noblest of men; wherefore will I send men to these kings, and bid them choose whether they will submit them to me and pay me tribute, or else that I bring war on them: and all things then shall lie ready to my hand to take, for they have neither might nor wisdom to withstand me; yet great fame were it to my old age to overcome them.”

After that fared the messengers of King Ring, and found those brethren, Helgi and Halfdan, in Sogn, and spake to them thus: “King Ring sends bidding to you to send him tribute, or else will he war against your realm.”

They answered and said that they would not learn in the days of their youth what they would be loth to know in their old age, even how to serve King Ring with shame. “Nay, now shall we draw together all the folk that we may.”

Even so they did; but now, when they beheld their force that it was but little, they sent Hilding their fosterer to Frithiof to bid him come help them against King Ring. Now Frithiof sat at the knave-play when Hilding came thither, who spake thus: “Our kings send thee greeting, Frithiof, and would have thy help in battle against King Ring, who cometh against their realm with violence and wrong.”

Frithiof answered him nought, but said to Biorn, with whom he was playing: “A bare place in thy board, foster-brother, and nowise mayst thou amend it; nay, for my part I shall beset thy red piece there, and wot whether it be safe.”

Then Hilding spake again:

“King Helgi bade me say thus much, Frithiof, that thou shouldst go on this journey with them, or else look for ill at their hands when they at the last come back.”

“A double game, foster-brother,” said Biorn; “and two ways to meet thy play.”

Frithiof said: “Thy play is to fall first on the knave, yet the double game is sure to be.”

No other outcome of his errand had Hilding: he went back speedily to the kings, and told them Frithiof’s answer.

They asked Hilding what he made out of those words. He said:

“Whereas he spake of the bare place he will have been thinking of the lack in this journey of yours; but when he said he would beset the red piece, that will mean Ingibiorg, your sister; so give ye all the heed ye may to her. But whereas I threatened him with ill from you, Biorn deemed the game a double one; but Frithiof said that the knave must be set on first, speaking thereby of King Ring.”

So then the brethren arrayed them for departing; but, ere they went, they let bring Ingibiorg and eight women with her to Baldur’s Meads, saying that Frithiof would not be so mad rash as to go see her thither, since there was none who durst make riot there.

Then fared those brethren south to Jadar, and met King Ring in Sokn-Sound.

Now, herewith was King Ring most of all wroth that the brothers had said that they accounted it a shame to fight with a man so old that he might not get a-horseback unholpen.






  








CHAPTER IV. FRITHIOF GOES TO BALDUR’S MEADS.
 

STRAIGHTWAY whenas the kings were gone away Frithiof took his raiment of state and set the goodly gold ring on his arm; then went the foster-brethren down to the sea and launched Ellidi. Then said Biorn: “Whither away, foster-brother?”

“To Baldur’s Meads,” said Frithiof, “to be glad with Ingibiorg.”

Biorn said: “A thing unmeet to do, to make the gods wroth with us.”

“Well, it shall be risked this time,” said Frithiof; “and withal, more to me is Ingibiorg’s grace than Baldur’s grame.”

Therewith they rowed over the firth, and went up to Baldur’s Meads and to Ingibiorg’s bower, and there she sat with eight maidens, and the new comers were eight also.

But when they came there, lo, all the place was hung with cloth of pall and precious webs.

Then Ingibiorg arose and said:

“Why art thou so overbold, Frithiof, that thou art come here without the leave of my brethren to make the gods angry with thee?”

Frithiof says: “Howsoever that may be, I hold thy love of more account than the gods’ hate.”

Ingibiorg answered: “Welcome art thou here, thou and thy men!”

Then she made place for him to sit beside her, and drank to him in the best of wine; and thus they sat and were merry together.

Then beheld Ingibiorg the goodly ring on his arm, and asked him if that precious thing were his own. Frithiof said Yea, and she praised the ring much. Then Frithiof said:

“I will give thee the ring if thou wilt promise to give it to no one, but to send it to me when thou no longer shalt have will to keep it: and hereon shall we plight troth each to other.”

So with this troth-plighting they exchanged rings.

Frithiof was oft at Baldur’s Meads a-night time, and every day between whiles would he go thither to be glad with Ingibiorg.






  








CHAPTER V. THOSE BRETHREN COME HOME AGAIN.
 

NOW tells the tale of those brethren, that they met King Ring, and he had more folk than they: then went men betwixt them, and sought to make peace, so that no battle should be: thereto King Ring assented on such terms that the brethren should submit them to him, and give him in marriage Ingibiorg their sister, with the third part of all their possessions.

The kings said Yea thereto, for they saw that they had to do with overwhelming might: so the peace was fast bound by oaths, and the wedding was to be at Sogn whenas King Ring should go see his betrothed.

So those brethren fare home with their folk, right ill content with things. But Frithiof, when he deemed that the brethren might be looked for home again, spake to the king’s daughter:

“Sweetly and well have ye done to us, neither has goodman Baldur been wroth with us; but now as soon as ye wot of the kings’ coming home, spread the sheets of your beds abroad on the Hall of the Goddesses, for that is the highest of all the garth, and we may see it from our stead.”

The king’s daughter said: “Thou dost not after the like of any other: but certes, we welcome dear friends whenas ye come to us.”

So Frithiof went home; and the next morning he went out early, and when he came in then he spake and sang:

“Now must I tell 

To our good men 

That over and done 

Are our fair journeys;No more a-shipboard 

Shall we be going, 

For there are the sheets 

Spread out a-bleaching.”
 

Then they went out, and saw that the Hall of the Goddesses was all thatched with white linen. Biorn spake and said: “Now are the kings come home, and but a little while have we to sit in peace, and good were it, meseems, to gather folk together.”

So did they, and men came flocking thither.

Now the brethren soon heard of the ways of Frithiof and Ingibiorg, and of the gathering of men. So King Helgi spake:

“A wondrous thing how Baldur will bear what shame soever Frithiof and she will lay on him! Now will I send men to him, and wot what atonement he will offer us, or else will I drive him from the land, for our strength seemeth to me not enough that we should fight with him as now.”

So Hilding, their fosterer, bare the king’s errand to Frithiof and his friends, and spake in such wise: “This atonement the kings will have of thee, Frithiof, that thou go gather the tribute of the Orkneys, which has not been paid since Beli died, for they need money, whereas they are giving Ingibiorg their sister in marriage, and much of wealth with her.”

Frithiof said: “This thing only somewhat urges us to peace, the good will of our kin departed; but no trustiness will those brethren show herein. But this condition I make, that our lands be in good peace while we are away.” So this was promised and all bound by oaths.

Then Frithiof arrays him for departing, and is captain of men brave and of good help, eighteen in company.

Now his men asked him if he would not go to King Helgi and make peace with him, and pray himself free from Baldur’s wrath.

But he answered: “Hereby I swear that I will never pray Helgi for peace.”

Then he went aboard Ellidi, and they sailed out along the Sognfirth.

But when Frithiof was gone from home, King Halfdan spake to Helgi his brother: “Better lordship and more had we if Frithiof had payment for his masterful deed: now therefore let us burn his stead, and bring on him and his men such a storm on the sea as shall make an end of them.”

Helgi said it was a thing meet to be done.

So then they burned up clean all the stead at Foreness and robbed it of all goods; and after that sent for two witch-wives, Heidi and Hamglom, and gave them money to raise against Frithiof and his men so mighty a storm that they should all be lost at sea. So they sped the witch-song, and went up on the witch-mount with spells and sorcery.






  








CHAPTER VI. FRITHIOF SAILS FOR THE ORKNEYS.
 

SO when Frithiof and his men were come out of the Sognfirth there fell on them great wind and storm, and an exceeding heavy sea: but the ship drave on swiftly, for sharp built she was, and the best to breast the sea. So now Frithiof sang:

“Oft let I swim from Sogn 

My tarred ship sooty-sided, 

When maids sat o’er the mead-horn 

Amidst of Baldur’s Meadows; 

Now while the storm is wailing 

Farewell I bid you maidens, 

Still shall ye love us, sweet ones,

Though Ellidi the sea fill.”
 

Said Biorn: “Thou mightest well find other work to do than singing songs over the maids of Baldur’s Meadows.”

“Of such work shall I not speedily run dry, though,” said Frithiof. Then they bore up north to the sounds nigh those isles that are called Solundir, and therewith was the gale at its hardest.

Then sang Frithiof:

“Now is the sea a-swelling, 

And sweepeth the rack onward; 

Spells of old days cast o’er us 

Make ocean all unquiet; 

No more shall we be striving 

Mid storm with wash of billows, 

But Solundir shall shelter 

Our ship with ice-beat rock-walls.”
 

So they lay to under the lee of the isles hight Solundir, and were minded to abide there; but straightway thereon the wind fell: then they turned away from under the lee of the islands, and now their voyage seemed hopeful to them, because the wind was fair awhile: but soon it began to freshen again.

Then sang Frithiof:

“In days foredone

From Foreness strana

I rowed to meet

Maid Ingibiorg; 

But now I sail

Through chilly storm

And wide away

My long-worm driveth.”
 

And now when they were come far out into the main, once more the sea waxed wondrous troubled, and a storm arose with so great drift of snow, that none might see the stem from the stern; and they shipped seas, so that they must be ever a-baling. So Frithiof sang:

“The salt waves see we nought

As seaward drive we ever

Before the witch-wrought weather,

We well-famed kings’-defenders:

Here are we all a-standing,

With all Solundir hull-down,

Eighteen brave lads a-baling

Black Ellidi to bring home.”
 

Said Biorn: “Needs must he who fareth far fall in with diverse hap.” “Yea, certes, foster-brother,” said Frithiof. And he sang withal:

“Helgi it is that helpeth 

The white-head billows’ waxing; 

Cold time unlike the kissing 

In the close of Baldur’s Meadow! 

So is the hate of Helgi 

To that heart’s love she giveth. 

O would that here I held her, 

Gift high above all giving!”
 

“Maybe,” said Biorn, “she is looking higher than thou now art: what matter when all is said?”

“Well,” says Frithiof, “now is the time to show ourselves to be men of avail, though blither tide it was at Baldur’s Meadows.”

So they turned to in manly wise, for there were the bravest of men come together in the best ship of the Northlands. But Frithiof sang a stave:

“So come in the West-sea, 

Nought see I the billows, 

The sea-water seemeth As sweeping of wild-fire. 

Topple the rollers, 

Toss the hills swan-white, 

Ellidi wallows 

O’er steep of the wave-hills.”
 

Then they shipped a huge sea, so that all stood a-baling. But Frithiof sang:

“With love-moved mouth the maiden 

Me pledgeth though I founder. 

Ah! bright sheets lay a-bleaching, 

East there on brents the swan loves.”
 

Biorn said: “Art thou of mind belike that the maids of Sogn will weep many tears over thee?”

Said Frithiof: “Surely that was in my mind.”

Therewith so great a sea broke over the bows, that the water came in like the in-falling of a river; but it availed them much that the ship was so good, and the crew aboard her so hardy.

Now sang Biorn:

“No widow, methinks, 

To thee or me drinks: 

No ring-bearer fair 

Biddeth draw near; 

Salt are our eyne 

Soaked in the brine; 

Strong our arms are no more, 

And our eyelids smart sore.”
 

Quoth Asmund: “Small harm though your arms be tried somewhat, for no pity we had from you when we rubbed our eyes whenas ye must needs rise early a-mornings to go to Baldur’s Meadows.”

“Well,” said Frithiof, “why singest thou not, Asmund?”

“Not I,” said Asmund; yet sang a ditty straightway:

“Sharp work about the sail was 

When o’er the ship seas tumbled, 

And there was I a-working 

Within-board ‘gainst eight balers; 

Better it was to bower, 

Bringing the women breakfast, 

Than here to be ‘mid billows 

Black Ellidi a-baling.”
 

“Thou accountest thy help of no less worth than it is?” said Frithiof, laughing therewith; “but sure it showeth the thrall’s blood in thee that thou wouldst fain be awaiting at table.”

Now it blew harder and harder yet, so that to those who were aboard liker to huge peaks and mountains than to waves seemed the sea-breakers that crashed on all sides against the ship.

Then Frithiof sang:

“On bolster I sat 

In Baldur’s Mead erst, 

And all songs that I could 

To the king’s daughter sang; 

Now on Ran’s bed belike 

Must I soon be a-lying, 

And another shall be 

By Ingibiorg’s side.”
 

Biorn said: “Great fear lieth ahead of us, fosterbrother, and now dread hath crept into thy words, which is ill with such a good man as thou.”

Says Frithiof: “Neither fear nor fainting is it, though I sing now of those our merry journeys; yet perchance more hath been said of them than need was: but most men would think death surer than life, if they were so bested as we be.”

“Yet shall I answer thee somewhat,” said Biorn, and sang:

“Yet one gain have I gotten 

Thou gatst not ‘mid thy fortune, 

For meet play did I make me 

With Ingibiorg’s eight maidens; 

Red rings we laid together 

Aright in Baldur’s Meadow, 

When far off was the warder 

Of the wide land ofHalf dan.”
 

“Well,” said he, “we must be content with things as they are, foster-brother.”

Therewith so great a sea smote them, that the bulwark was broken and both the sheets, and four men were washed overboard and all lost.

Then sang Frithiof:

“Both sheets are bursten 

Amid the great billows, 

Four swains are sunk In the fathomless sea.”
 

“Now, meseems,” said Frithiof, “it may well be that some of us will go to the house of Ran, nor shall we deem us well sped if we come not thither in glorious array; wherefore it seems good to me that each man of us here should have somewhat of gold on him.”

Then he smote asunder the ring, Ingibiorg’s gift, and shared it between all his men, and sang a stave withal:

“The red ring here I hew me

Once owned of Halfdan’s father,

The wealthy lord of erewhile,

Or the sea waves undo us,

So on the guests shall gold be,

If we have need of guesting;

Meet so for mighty men-folk

Amid Ran’s hall to hold them.”
 

“Not all so sure is it that we come there,” said Biorn; “and yet it may well be so.”

Now Frithiof and his folk found that the ship had great way on her, and they knew not what lay ahead, for all was mirk on either board, so that none might see the stem or stern from amidships; and therewith was there great drift of spray amid the furious wind, and frost, and snow, and deadly cold.

Now Frithiof went up to the masthead, and when he came down he said to his fellows: “A sight exceeding wondrous have I seen, for a great whale went in a ring about the ship, and I misdoubt me that we come nigh to some land, and that he is keeping the shore against us; for certes King Helgi has dealt with us in no friendly wise, neither will this his messenger be friendly. Moreover I saw two women on the back of the whale, and they it is who will have brought this great storm on us with the worst of spells and witchcraft; but now we shall try which may prevail, my fortune or their devilry, so steer ye at your straightest, and I will smite these evil things with beams.”

Therewith he sang a stave:

“See I troll women 

Twain on the billows, 

E’en they whom Helgi

Hither hath sent.

Ellidi now 

Or ever her way stop 

Shall smite the backs 

Of these asunder.”
 

So tells the tale that this wonder went with the good ship Ellidi, that she knew the speech of man.

But Biorn said: “Now may we see the treason of those brethren against us.” Therewith he took the tiller, but Frithiof caught up a forked beam, and ran into the prow, and sang a stave:

“Ellidi, hail! 

Leap high o’er the billows! 

Break of the troll wives 

Brow or teeth now! 

Break cheek or jaw 

Of the cursed woman, 

One foot or twain 

Of the ogress filthy?”
 

Therewith he drave his fork at one of the skinchangers, and the beak of Ellidi smote the other on the back, and the backs of both were broken; but the whale took the deep, and gat him gone, and they never saw him after.

Then the wind fell, but the ship lay waterlogged; so Frithiof called out to his men, and bade bale out the ship, but Biorn said:

“No need to work now, verily!”

“Be thou not afeard, foster-brother,” said Frithiof, “ever was it the wont of good men of old time to be helpful while they might, whatsoever should come after.” And therewith he sang a stave:

“No need, fair fellows, 

To fear the death-day; 

Rather be glad, 

Good men of mine: 

For if dreams wot aught 

All nights they say 

I yet shall have 

My Ingibiorg.”
 

Then they baled out the ship; and they were now come nigh unto land; but there was yet a flaw of wind in their teeth. So then did Frithiof take the two bow oars again, and rowed full mightily. Therewith the weather brightened, and they saw that they were come out to Effia Sound, and so there they made land.

The crew were exceeding weary; but so stout a man was Frithiof that he bore eight men a-land over the foreshore, but Biorn bore two, and Asmund one. Then sang Frithiof:

“Fast bare I up 

To the fire-lit house 

My men all dazed 

With the drift of the storm: 

And the sail moreover 

To the sand I carried . 

With the might of the sea 

Is there no more to do.”
 






  








CHAPTER VII. FRITHIOF AT THE ORKNEYS.
 

NOW Earl Angantyr was at Effia whenas Frithiof and his folk came a-land there. But his way it was, when he was sitting at the drink, that one of his men should sit at the watch-window, looking weatherward from the drinking hall, and keep watch there. From a great horn drank he ever: and still as one was emptied another was filled for him. And he who held the watch when Frithiof came a-land was called Hallward; and now he saw where Frithiof and his men went, and sang a stave:

“Men see I a-baling 

Amid the storm’s might; 

Six bale on Ellidi 

Seven are a-rowing; 

Like is he in the stem, 

Straining hard at the oars, 

To Frithiof the bold, 

The brisk in the battle”
 

So when he had drunk out the horn, he cast it in through the window, and spake to the woman who gave him drink:

“Take up from the floor,

O fair-going woman, 

The horn cast adown 

Drunk out to the end! 

I behold men at sea

Who, storm-beaten, shall need

Help at our hands

Ere the haven they make.”
 

Now the Earl heard what Hallward sang; so he asked for tidings, and Hallward said: “Men are come a-land here, much forewearied, yet brave lads belike: but one of them is so hardy that he beareth the others ashore.”

Then said the Earl, “Go ye, and meet them, and welcome them in seemly wise; if this be Frithiof, the son of Hersir Thorstein, my friend, he is a man famed far and wide for all prowess.”

Then there took up the word a man named Atli, a great viking, and he spake: “Now shall that be proven which is told of, that Frithiof hath sworn never to be first in the craving of peace.”

There were ten men in company with him, all evil and outrageous, who often wrought berserksgang.

So when they met Frithiof they took to their weapons.

But Atli said:

“Good to turn hither, Frithiof! Clutching ernes should claw; and we no less, Frithiof! Yea, and now may’st thou hold to thy word, and not crave first for peace.”

So Frithiof turned to meet them, and sang a stave:

“Nay, nay, in nought 

Now shall ye cow us. 

Blenching hearts 

Isle-abiders! 

Alone with you ten 

The fight will I try, 

Rather than pray 

For peace at your hands!”
 

Then came Hallward thereto, and spake:”The Earl wills that ye all be made welcome here: neither shall any set on you.”

Frithiof said he would take that with a good heart; howsoever he was ready for either peace or war.

So thereon they went to the Earl, and he made Frithiof and all his men right welcome, and they abode with him, in great honour holden, through the wintertide; and oft would the Earl ask of their voyage: so Biorn sang:

“There baled we, wight fellows, 

Washed over and over 

On both boards 

By billows; 

For ten days we baled there, 

And eight thereunto.”
 

The Earl said: “Well nigh did the king undo you; it is ill seen of such-like kings as are meet for nought but to overcome men by wizardry. But now I wot,” says Angantyr, “of thine errand hither, Frithiof, that thou art sent after the scat: whereto I give thee a speedy answer, that never shall King Helgi get scat of me, but to thee will I give money, even as much as thou wilt; and thou mayest call it scat if thou hast a mind to, or whatso else thou wilt.”

So Frithiof said that he would take the money.






  








CHAPTER VIII. KING RING WEDDETH INGIBIORG.
 

NOW shall it be told of what came to pass in Norway the while Frithiof was away: for those brethren let burn up all the stead at Foreness. Moreover, while the weird sisters were at their spells they tumbled down from off their high witch-mount, and brake both their backs.

That autumn came King Ring north to Sogn to his wedding, and there at a noble feast drank his bridal with Ingibiorg.

“Whence came that goodly ring which thou hast on thine arm?” said King Ring to Ingibiorg.

She said her father had owned it, but he answered and said:

“Nay, for Frithiof’s gift it is: so take it off thine arm straightway; for no gold shalt thou lack whenas thou comest to Elfhome.”

So she gave the ring to King Helgi’s wife, and bade her give it to Frithiof when he came back.

Then King Ring wended home with his wife, and loved her with exceeding great love.






  








CHAPTER IX. FRITHIOF BRINGS THE TRIBUTE TO THE KINGS.
 

THE spring after these things Frithiof departed from the Orkneys and Earl Angantyr in all good liking; and Hallward went with Frithiof.

But when they came to Norway they heard tell of the burning of Frithiof’s stead.

So when he was gotten to Foreness, Frithiof said: “Black is my house waxen now; no friends have been at work here.” And he sang withal:

“Frank and free, 

 With my father dead, 

 In Foreness old 

 We drank aforetime. 

 Now my abode 

 Behold I burned; 

 For many ill deeds 

 The kings must Ipay.”
 

Then he sought rede of his men what was to be done; but they bade him look to it: then he said that the scat must first be paid out of hand. So they rowed over the Firth to Sowstrand; and there they heard that the kings were gone to Baldur’s Meads to sacrifice to the gods; so Frithiof and Biorn went up thither, and bade Hallward and Asmund break up meanwhile all ships, both great and small, that were anigh; and they did so. Then went Frithiof and his fellow to the door at Baldur’s Meads, and Frithiof would go in. Biorn bade him fare warily, since he must needs go in alone; but Frithiof charged him to abide without, and keep watch; and he sang a stave:

“All alone go I 

 Unto the stead;No folk I need 

 For the finding of kings;

But cast ye the fire 

 Oer the kings’ dwelling, 

 If I come not again 

 In the cool of the even.”
 

“Ah,” said Biorn, “a goodly singing!”

Then went Frithiof in, and saw but few folk in the Hall of the Goddesses; there were the kings at their blood-offering, sitting a-drinking; a fire was there on the floor, and the wives of the kings sat thereby, a-warming the gods, while others anointed them, and wiped them with napkins.

So Frithiof went up to King Helgi and said: “Have here thy scat!”

And therewith he heaved up the purse wherein was the silver, and drave it on to the face of the king; whereby were two of his teeth knocked out, and he fell down stunned in his high seat; but Halfdan got hold of him, so that he fell not into the fire. Then sang Frithiof:

“Have here thy scat, 

 High lord of the warriors! 

 Heed that and thy teeth, 

 Lest all tumble about thee! 

 Lo the silver abideth 

 At the bight of this bag here, 

 That Biorn and I 

 Betwixt us have borne thee”
 

Now there were but few folk in the chamber, because the drinking was in another place; so Frithiof went out straightway along the floor, and beheld therewith that goodly ring of his on the arm of Helgi’s wife as she warmed Baldur at the fire; so he took hold of the ring, but it was fast to her arm, and he dragged her by it over the pavement toward the door, and Baldur fell from her into the fire; then Halfdan’s wife caught hastily at Baldur, whereby the god that she was warming fell likewise into the fire, and the fire caught both the gods, for they had been anointed, and ran up thence into the roof, so that the house was all ablaze: but Frithiof got the ring to him ere he came out.

So then Biorn asked him what had come of his going in there; but Frithiof held up the ring and sang a stave:

“The heavy purse smote Helgi 

 Hard ‘midst his scoundrel’s visage: 

 Lowly bowed Halfdan’s brother, 

 Fell bundling ‘mid the high seat; 

 There Baldur fell a-burning. 

 But first my bright ring gat I.


 Fast from the roaringfire 

 I dragged the bent crone forward.”
 

Men say that Frithiof cast a firebrand up on to the roof, so that the hall was all ablaze, and therewith sang a stave:

“Down stride we toward the sea-strand, 

 And strong deeds set a-going, 

 For now the blueflame bickers 

 Amidst of Baldur’s Meadow”
 

And therewith they went down to the sea.






  








CHAPTER X. FRITHIOF MADE AN OUTLAW.
 

BUT as soon as King Helgi had come to himself he bade follow after Frithiof speedily, and slay them all, him and his fellows: “A man of forfeit life, who spareth no Place of Peace!”

So they blew the gathering for the kings’ men, and when they came out to the hall they saw that it was afire; so King Halfdan went thereto with some of the folk, but King Helgi followed after Frithiof and his men, who were by then gotten a-shipboard and were lying on their oars.

Now King Helgi and his men find that all the ships are scuttled, and they have to turn back to shore, and have lost some men: then waxed King Helgi so wroth that he grew mad, and he bent his bow, and laid an arrow on the string, and drew at Frithiof so mightily that the bow brake asunder in the midst.

But when Frithiof saw that, then he gat him to the two bow oars of Ellidi, and laid so hard on them that they both brake, and with that he sang a stave:

“Young Ingibiorg 

 Kissed I aforetime, 

 Kissed Beli’s daughter 

 In Baldur’s Meadow.
 

So shall the oars 

Of Ellidi 

Break both together 

As Helgi’s bow breaks!’
 

Then the land-wind ran down the firth and they hoisted sail and sailed; but Frithiof bade them look to it that they might have no long abiding there. And so withal they sailed out of the Sognfirth, and Frithiof sang:

“Sail we away from Sogn,

Een as we sailed aforetime,

When flared the fire all over

The house that was my fathers’.

Now is the bale a-burning

Amidst of Baldur’s Meadow:

But wend I as a wild-wolf,

Well wot I they have sworn it.”
 

“What shall we turn to now, foster-brother?” said Biorn.

“I may not abide here in Norway,” said Frithiof: “I will learn the ways of warriors, and sail a-warring.”

So they searched the isles and out-skerries the summer long, and gathered thereby riches and renown; but in autumn-tide they made for the Orkneys, and Angantyr gave them good welcome, and they abode there through the winter-tide.

But when Frithiof was gone from Norway the kings held a Thing, whereat was Frithiof made an outlaw throughout their realm: they took his lands to them, moreover, and King Halfdan took up his abode at Foreness, and built up again all Baldur’s Meadow, though it was long ere the fire was slaked there. This misliked King Helgi most, that the gods were all burned up, and great was the cost or ever Baldur’s Meadow was built anew fully equal to its first estate.

So King Helgi abode still at Sowstrand.






  








CHAPTER XI. FRITHIOF FARETH TO SEE KING RING AND INGIBIORG.
 

FRITHIOF waxed ever in riches and renown whithersoever he went: evil men he slew, and grimly strong-thieves, but husbandmen and chapmen he let abide in peace; and now was he called anew Frithiof the Bold; he had gotten to him by now a great company well arrayed, and was become exceeding wealthy of chattels.

But when Frithiof had been three winters a-warring he sailed west, and made the Wick; then he said that he would go a-land: “But ye shall fare a-warring without me this winter; for I begin to weary of warfare, and would fain go to the Uplands, and get speech of King Ring: but hither shall ye come to meet me in the summer, and I will be here the first day of summer.”

Biorn said: “This counsel is naught wise, though thou must needs rule; rather would I that we fare north to Sogn, and slay both those kings, Helgi and Halfdan.”

“It is all naught,” said Frithiof; “I must needs go see King Ring and Ingibiorg.”

Says Biorn: “Loth am I hereto that thou shouldst risk thyself alone in his hands; for this Ring is a wise man and of great kin, though he be somewhat old.”

But Frithiof said he would have his own way: “And thou, Biorn, shalt be captain of our company meanwhile.”

So they did as he bade, and Frithiof fared to the Uplands in the autumn, for he desired sore to look upon the love of King Ring and Ingibiorg. But or ever he came there he did on him, over his clothes, a great cloak all shaggy; two staves he had in his hand, and a mask over his face, and he made as if he were exceeding old.

So he met certain herdsmen, and, going heavily, he asked them: “Whence are ye?” They answered and said: “We are of Streitaland, whereas the king dwelleth.”

Quoth the carle: “Is King Ring a mighty king, then?”

They answered: “Thou lookest to us old enough to have cunning to know what manner of man is King Ring in all wise.”

The carle said that he had heeded salt-boiling more than the ways of kings; and therewith he goes up to the king’s house.

So when the day was well worn he came into the hall, blinking about as a dotard, and took an outward place, pulling his hood over him to hide his visage.

Then spake King Ring to Ingibiorg: “There is come intothe hall a man far bigger than other men.”

The queen answered: “That is no such great tidings here.”

But the king spake to a serving-man who stood before the board, and said: “Go thou, and ask yon cowled man who he is, whence he cometh, and of what kin he is.”

So the lad ran down the hall to the new-comer and said: “What art thou called, thou man? Where wert thou last night? Of what kin art thou?”

Said the cowled man: “Quick come thy questions, good fellow! but hast thou skill to understand if I shall tell thee hereof?”

“Yea, certes,” said the lad.

“Well,” said the cowl-bearer, “Thief is my name, with Wolf was I last night, and in Grief-ham was I reared.”

Then ran the lad back to the king, and told him the answer of the new-comer.

“Well told, lad,” said the king; “but for that land of Grief-ham, I know it well: it may well be that the man is of no light heart, and yet a wise man shall he be, and of great worth I account him.”

Said the queen: “A marvellous fashion of thine, that thou must needs talk so freely with every carle that cometh hither! Yea, what is the worth of him, then?”

“That wottest thou no clearer than I,” said the king; “but I see that he thinketh more than he talketh, and is peering all about him.”

Therewith the king sent a man after him, and so the cowl-bearer went up before the king, going somewhat bent, and greeted him in a low voice. Then said the king: “What art thou called, thou big man?”
 And the cowl-bearer answered and sang:
 

“Peace-thief they called me 

 On the prow with the Vikings; 

 But War-thief whenas 

 I set widows a-weeping; 

 Spear-thief when I 

 Sent forth the barbed shafts; 

Battle-Thief when I

Burst forth on the king;

Hel-thief when I

Tossed up the small babies:

Isle-thief when I

In the outer isles harried;

Slains-thief when I

Sat aloft over men:

Yet since have I drifted

With salt-boiling carls,

Needy of help

Ere hither I came.”
 

Said the king: “Thou hast gotten thy name of Thief from many a matter, then; but where wert thou last night, and what is thy home?”

The cowl-bearer said: “In Grief-ham I grew up; but heart drave me hither, and home have I nowhere.”

The king said: “Maybe indeed that thou hast been nourished in Grief-ham a certain while; yet also maybe that thou wert born in a place of peace. But in the wild-wood must thou have lain last night, for no goodman dwelleth anigh named Wolf; but whereas thou sayest thou hast no home, so is it, that thou belike deemest thy home nought, because of thy heart that drave thee hither.”

Then spake Ingibiorg: “Go, Thief, get thee to some other harbour, or in to the guest-hall.”

“Nay,” said the king, “I am old enow to know how to marshal guests; so do off thy cowl, new-comer, and sit down on my other hand.”

“Yea, old, and over old,” said the queen, “when thou settest staff-carles by thy side.”

“Nay, lord, it beseemeth not,” said Thief; “better it were as the queen sayeth. I have been more used to boiling salt than sitting beside lords.”

“Do thou my will,” said the king. “for I will rule this time.”

So Thief cast his cowl from him, and was clad thereunder in a dark blue kirtle; on his arm, moreover, was the goodly gold ring, and a thick silver belt was round about him, with a great purse on it, and therein silver pennies glittering; a sword was girt to his side, and he had a great fur hood on his head, for his eyes were bleared, and his face all wrinkled.

“Ah! now we fare better, say I,” quoth the king; “but do thou, queen, give him a goodly mantle, well shapen for him.”

“Thoushalt rule, my lord,” said the queen; “but in small account do I hold this Thief of thine.”

So then he gat a good mantle over him, and sat down in the high-seat beside the king.

The queen waxed red as blood when she saw the goodly ring, yet would she give him never a word; but the king was exceeding blithe with him and said: “A goodly ring hast thou on thine arm there; thou must have boiled salt long enough to get it.”

Says he, “That is all the heritage of my father.”

“Ah!” says the king, “maybe thou hast more than that; well, few salt-boiling carles are thy peers, I deem, unless eld is deep in mine eyes now.”

So Thief was there through the winter amid good entertainment, and well accounted of by all men; he was bounteous of his wealth, and joyous with all men: the queen held but little converse with him; but the king and he were ever blithe together.






  








CHAPTER XII. FRITHIOF SAVES THE KING AND QUEEN ON THE ICE.
 

THE tale tells that on a time King Ring and the queen, and a great company, would go to a feast. So the king spake to Thief: “Wilt thou fare with us, or abide at home?”

He said he had liefer go; and the king said: “Then am I the more content.”

So they went on their ways, and had to cross a certain frozen water. Then said Thief: “I deem this ice untrustworthy; meseemeth ye fare unwarily.”

Quoth the king: “It is often shown how heedful in thine heart thou wilt be to us.”

So a little after the ice broke in beneath them, and Thief ran thereto, and dragged the wain to him, with all that was therein; and the king and the queen both sat in the same: so Thief drew it all up on to the ice, with the horses that were yoked to the wain.

Then spake King Ring: “Right well drawn, Thief! Frithiof the Bold himself would have drawn no stronger had he been here; doughty followers are such as thou!”

So they came to the feast, and there is nought to tell thereof, and the king went back again with seemly gifts.






  








CHAPTER XIII. THE KING SLEEPS BEFORE FRITHIOF.
 

NOW weareth away the mid-winter, and when spring cometh, the weather groweth fair, the wood bloometh, the grass groweth, and ships may glide betwixt land and land. So on a day the king says to his folk: “I will that ye come with us for our disport out into the woods, that we may look upon the fairness of the earth.”

So did they, and went flock-meal with the king into the woods; but so it befell, that the king and Frithiof were gotten alone together afar from other men, and the king said he was heavy, and would fain sleep.

Then said Thief: “Get thee home, then, lord, for it better beseemeth men of high estate to lie at home than abroad.”

“Nay,” said the king, “so will I not do.” And he laid him down therewith, and slept fast, snoring loud.

Thief sat close by him, and presently drew his sword from his sheath and cast it far away from him.

A little while after the king woke up, and said: “Was it not so, Frithiof, that a many things came into thy mind e’en now? But well hast thou dealt with them, and great honour shalt thou have of me. Lo, now, I knew thee straightway that first evening thou earnest into our hall: now nowise speedily shalt thou depart from us; and somewhat great abideth thee.”

Said Frithiof: “Lord king, thou hast done to me well, and in friendly wise; but yet must I get me gone soon, because my company cometh speedily to meet me, as I have given them charge to do.”

So then they rode home from the wood, and the king’s folk came flocking to him, and home they fared to the hall and drank joyously; and it was made known to all folk that Frithiof the Bold had been abiding there through the winter-tide.






  








CHAPTER XIV. KING RING’S GIFT TO FRITHIOF.
 

EARLY of a morning-tide one smote on the door of that hall, wherein slept the king and queen, and many others: then the king asked who it was that called at the hall door; and so he who was without said: “Here am I, Frithiof; and I am arrayed for my departure.”

Then was the door opened, and Frithiof came in, and sang a stave:

“Have great thanks for the guesting 

 Thou gavest with all bounty; 

 Dight fully for wayfaring 

 Is the feeder of the eagle; 

 But, Ingibiorg, I mind thee 

 While yet on earth we tarry; 

 Live gloriously! I give thee 

 This gift for many kisses.”
 

And therewith he cast the goodly ring towards Ingibiorg, and bade her take it.

The king smiled at this stave of his, and said: “Yea, forsooth, she hath more thanks for thy winter quarters than I; yet hath she not been more friendly to thee than I.”

Then sent the king his serving-folk to fetch victuals and drink, and saith that they must eat and drink before Frithiof departed. “So arise, queen, and be joyful!” But she said she was loth to fall a-feasting so early.

“Nay, we will eat all together,” said King Ring; and they did so.

But when they had drank a while King Ring spake: “I would that thou abide here, Frithiof; for my sons are but children and I am old, and unmeet for the warding of my realm, if any should bring war against it.”

Frithiof said: “Speedily must I be gone, lord.” And he sang:

“Oh, live, King Ring, 

 Both long and hale f 

 The highest king 

 Neath heaven’s skirt! 

 Ward well, O king, 

 Thy wife and land, 

 For Ingibiorg now 

 Never more shall I meet.”
 

Then quoth King Ring:

“Fare not away, 

 O Frithiof, thus, 

 With downcast heart, 

 O dearest of chieftains! 

 For now will Igive thee 

 For all thy good gifts, 

 Far better things 

 Than thou wottest thyself.”
 

And again he sang:

“To Frithiof the famous 

 My fair wife I give, 

 And all things therewith 

 That are unto me.”
 

Then Frithiof took up the word and sang

“Nay, how from thine hands 

 These gifts may I have, 

 But if thou hast fared 

 By the last way of fate?”
 

The king said: “I would not give thee this, but that I deem it will soon be so, for I sicken now. But of all men I would that thou shouldst have the joy of this; for thou art the crown of all Norway. The name of king will I give thee also; and all this, because Ingibiorg’s brethren would begrudge thee any honour; and would be slower in getting thee a wife than I am.”

Said Frithiof: “Have all thanks, lord, for thy goodwill beyond that I looked for! but I will have no higher dignity than to be called earl.”

Then King Ring gave Frithiof rule over all his realm in due wise, and the name of earl therewith; and Frithiof was to rule it until such time as the sons of King Ring were of age to rule their own realm. So King Ring lay sick a little while, and then died; and great mourning was made for him; then was there a mound cast over him, and much wealth laid therein, according to his bidding.

Thereafter Frithiof made a noble feast, whereunto his folk came; and thereat was drunken at one and the same time the heritage feast after King Ring, and the bridal of Frithiof and Ingibiorg.

After these things Frithiof abode in his realm, and was deemed therein a most noble man; he and Ingibiorg had many children.






  








CHAPTER XV. FRITHIOF KING IN SOGN.
 

NOW those kings of Sogn, the brethren of Ingibiorg, heard these tidings, how that Frithiof had gotten a king’s rule in Ringrealm, and had wedded Ingibiorg their sister. Then says Helgi to Halfdan, his brother, that unheard of it was, and a deed over-bold, that a mere hersir’s son should have her to wife: and so thereat they gather together a mighty army, and go their ways therewith to Ringrealm, with the mind to slay Frithiof, and lay all his realm under them.

But when Frithiof was ware of this, he gathered folk, and spake to the queen moreover: “New war is come upon our realm; and now, in whatso wise the dealings go, fain am I that thy ways to me grow no colder.”

She said: “In such wise have matters gone that I must needs let thee be the highest.”

Now was Biorn come from the east to help Frithiof; so they fared to the fight, and it befell, as ever erst, that Frithiof was the foremost in the peril: King Helgi and he came to handy-blows, and there he slew King Helgi.

Then bade Frithiof raise up the Shield of Peace, and the battle was stayed; and therewith he cried to King Halfdan: “Two choices are in thine hands now, either that thou give up all to my will, or else gettest thou thy bane like thy brother; for now may men see that mine is the better part.”

So Halfdan chose to lay himself and his realm under Frithiof’s sway; and so now Frithiof became ruler over Sogn-folk, and Halfdan was to be Hersir in Sogn and pay Frithiof tribute, while Frithiof ruled Ringrealm. So Frithiof had the name of King of Sogn-folk from the time that he gave up Ringrealm to the sons of King Ring, and thereafter he won Hordaland also. He and Ingibiorg had two sons, called Gunnthiof and Hunthiof, men of might, both of them.

AND SO HERE ENDETH THE STORY OF FRITHIOF THE BOLD.






  








THE STORY OF VIGLUND THE FAIR
 






  








CHAPTER I. OF KING HARALD FAIR-HAIR.
 

HARALD Fair-hair, son of Halfdan the Black, was sole King of Norway in the days of this story; and young he was when he gat the kingdom. The wisest of all men was Harald, and well furnished of all prowess that befitted the kingly dignity. The king had a great court, and chose therefor men of fame, even such as were best proven for hardihood and many doughty deeds: and whereas the king was fain to have with him the best men that might be chosen, so also were they held in more account than other men in the land; because the king was niggard to them neither of wealth nor furtherance if they knew how to bear themselves. Nor, on the other hand, did this thing go for little, that none of those who were against the king’s will throve ever; for some were driven from the land and some slain;but the king stretched his hand out over all the wealth they left behind. But many men of account fled from Norway, and would not bear the burden of the king, even men of great kin; for rather would they forego the free lands their fathers owned, their kin and their friends, than lie under the thraldom of the king and the hard days he laid upon them. These went from land to land; and in those days was Iceland peopled, for many fled thither who might not abide the lordship of King Harald.






  








CHAPTER II. OF OLOF SUNBEAM.
 

THERE was a lord named Thorir, a man of mighty power in Norway, a man of fame, and wedded to a noble wife: this earl begat on his wife a woman-child, Olof by name, who was wondrous fair-mannered from her youth up; and she was the fairest fashioned of all women of Norway, so that her name was lengthened and she was called Olof Sunbeam. The earl loved his daughter much, and was so jealous of her that no son of man might speak with her. He let build a bower for her, and let adorn that house with all kinds of craft. Wide about was it carven and fretted, with gold run through the carving; roofed with lead was this dwelling, and fair bepainted within; round about it was a wall of pales, and therein a wicket iron-bolted strongly: neither was the house adorned in meaner wise without than within.

So in this bower dwelt the earl’s daughter, and her serving-women; and the earl sent after those women whom he knew to be most courteous, and let them teach his daughter all the deeds of women which it befitted high-born maidens to know: for the earl had mind, as indeed it came to pass, that his daughter should excel all other women in skill and learning as she did in fairness.

But as soon as she was of age thereto, many noble men fell to wooing her. But the earl was hard to please concerning her, and so it came to pass that he gave her to none, but turned them away with courteous words; and for her, she mocked none either by word or deed. So slipped away a while and she had the praise of all men.

Now must the tale tell of other folk. There was a man named Ketil, who bare sway over Raum-realm; he was a mighty man and a wealthy, wise and well befriended. Ketil was wedded, and Ingibiorg was the name of his wife, and she was come of noble blood: two sons they had, Gunnlaug and Sigurd; bynames had those brethren, for Gunnlaug was called the Masterful, and Sigurd the Sage. Ketil let learn his sons all the craft that it was the wont of those days to learn, for he himself was better furnished with such things than most other men. So the brethren had playmates, and they gave them gold and other good things; and ever they rode out with their men to shoot the wild things and fowls of the air, for of the greatest prowess and craft were they.

Goodman Ketil was a great fighting man, four-andtwenty holmgangs had he fought, and had won the victory in all.

There was good friendship between King Harald and Ketil.

This Ketil was so great a lawyer, that he never had to do in any case, with whomsoever he dealt, that he did not prevail; for so soon as he began to talk, all folk deemed that so it must be as he said.

The king bade Ketil take a higher dignity, saying, that it well befitted him, both for his wealth’s sake and for many other matters; but Ketil would not, and said he had liefer be just a very franklin, and hold himself none the less equal to folk of higher dignity.

Ketil loved his wife so well, that he would not have her know a sorrow.

Thus wore the time away.






  








CHAPTER III. OF THE SONS OF EARL ERIC.
 

IT befell on a time that King Harald called out his sea-folk, with the mind to go south along the land, and arrayed his journey well, both with ships and men. Ketil got his sons to go with a very fair company in the king’s fellowship, but he himself sat at home, for he was now sunken into eld.

Now when the king was ready he sailed south along the land; but when he came south to Rogaland, there was an earl held sway there called Eric; a great chieftain, and well beloved of his men: who, when he heard of the king’s coming, let array a fair feast and bade the king thereto with all his company; that the king took, and went ashore with his host, and the earl led him home to his hall, with all his court and all kinds of minstrelsy and songs and harp-playing, and every disport that might be. With such welcoming the earl brought the king to his hall, and set him in the high seat, and there befell the fairest feast, and the king was exceeding joyous, and all his men, because the earl spared in nought to serve the king with all loving-kindness; and the best of drink was borne forth, and men were speedily merry with drink.

The king ever set Ketil’s sons beside him, and they had great honour of him: the earl stood before the king, and served himself at his board, and great grew the glee in the hall. Then the king caused those brethren to pour out, and set the earl in the high seat beside him; and the brethren did straightway as the king bade, and gat great praise of men for their courtesy. But when the boards were taken up, the earl let bear forth good things which he had chosen for the king, yea, and to all his men he gave some good gift or other; and at the end of this gift-giving the earl let bear forth a harp, whose strings were this one of gold and that one of silver, and the fashion of it most glorious; and the king stretched forth his hand to meet it, and began to smite it; and so great and fair a voice had this harp, that all wondered, and thought they had never heard the like before.

Then spake the earl: “I would, lord, that thou wentest with me for thy disport, and then will I show thee all I have, within and without, and both cornfield and orchard.”

So the king did as the earl bade, and went and beheld all about, and made much of it; and they came to a certain apple-orchard wherein was a fair grove, and under the grove three lads a-playing: fair were they all, but one much the most fair. So they sat a-playing at tables, and that one played against the twain; then these deemed that their game was coming to nought before him, and so they cast the board together; thereat was the better one wroth, and he smote each of them with his fist: then they fell to and wrestled, the two against him alone, and he prevailed no less in the wrestling than in the table-play.

Then the earl bade them forbear and be at one, and they did so, and played at tables as before. And the king and his company went home to the hall, and sat them down; and it was well seen of the king that he thought much of that youngling; and he asked the earl concerning what those lads were.

“They are my sons,” said the earl.

“Are they of one mother?” said the king.

“Nay,” said the earl.

Then the king asked what they hight, and the earl said, “Sigmund and Helgi, but Thorgrim is the third, and love-born is he.”

So a little after came all those brethren into the hall, and Thorgrim went the hindermost; for in this, as in other matters, was he less honoured.

The earl called the boys to him, and bade them go before the king; and they did so, and greeted him: but when they came before him, Thorgrim put a hand on each of his brethren, and pushed them from him, and passed forth betwixt them, and stood up on the footpace and greeted the king, and kissed him: but the king laughed and took the lad, and set him down beside him, and asked him of his mother; but he said he was the sister’s son of Hersir Thorir of Sogn. Then the king pulled a gold ring off his arm, and gave it to Thorgrim.

Then Thorgrim went back to his brethren, and the feast endured with the greatest honour till the king declared his will to depart.

“Now,” said he, “because of the great-heartedness thou hast shown to me, shalt thou thyself choose thy reward.”

The earl was glad thereat, and said, that he would have the king take Thorgrim his son to him, “ Better,” saith he, “do I deem that than store of pennies, because that everything that thou wouldst do to me, I shall deem so much the better if thou doest it to him; and for that cause am I fain he should go with thee, because I love him the best of all my sons.”

So the king said yea thereto, and departed, and Thorgrim with him, who right soon grew to be most gentle of manner in all service to the king; wherefore began many of the king’s men to envy him.






  








CHAPTER IV. THORGRIM WOOETH OLOF SUNBEAM.
 

THE tale tells, that on a time the king went a-guesting to a man named Sigurd, and the feast was well arrayed with all things needful: and the king bade Thorgrim stand forth that day, and pour out for him and his chosen friends. Now many men misliked the great honour in which the king held Thorgrim: and Sigurd had a kinsman called Grim, a man wealthy of money; a man of such dignity, that he accounted all men nought beside him: this man was at the feast, and sat on the dais at the higher bench. So Thorgrim served that day; and as he bare a great beaker of drink before Grim, the liquor was spilt out of it because Thorgrim stumbled, and it fell on Grim’s raiment. He grew wroth thereat, and sprang up with big words, saying, that it was well seen that the son of a whore was more wont to herding swine, and giving them their wash, than to serving any men of account.

Thorgrim waxed wroth at his words, and drew his sword and thrust him through, and men pulled him dead from under the board. Then Sigurd called on his men and bade them stand up and lay hands on Thorgrim: but the king said; “Nay, Sigurd, do it not! for Grim should fall unatoned because of his word; yet will I atone him with a full weregild, if thou wilt that I deal with the matter as I will: for thus will our friendship be better holden.”

So it must be as the king would, and he paid so much money that Sigurd was well content; and the feast wore away, and there is nought more to tell of it.

Then the king went his ways home: and now he bade the great men to him, and first of these Earl Thorir, and Master Ketil of Raum-realm; who now lacked a wife, because Ingibiorg had died in child-bed, when she had born a daughter, who was called Ingibiorg after her mother: but after these the king bade many men and a great company, for there was no lack of all things needful.

So men came as they were bidden to the feast; and Olof Sunbeam came thereto with her father. So men were marshalled to their seats and noble drink was borne forth.

Thorgrim went a-serving, and folk heeded much what a sprightly and goodly man he was: he was seemly clad, for the king honoured him exceedingly, and that misliked many of his men, and they hated Thorgrim therefor; and a byname was given him, and he was called Thorgrim the Proud.

But when Thorgrim saw Olof his heart yearned toward her, and even so it fared with her toward him, for she loved him; but folk noted it not, though as time served them they met together, and either was well-liking to other: so Thorgrim asked her how she would answer if he bade her in wedlock; and she said that for her part she would not gainsay it, if her father would have it so.

So at the end of the feast Thorgrim set forth his wooing and craved Olof Sunbeam. Earl Thorir was not swift in assenting thereto, and they parted with so much done.






  








CHAPTER V. THE WEDDING OF OLOF SUNBEAM.
 

A LITTLE after Thorgrim gat speech of the king, and craved leave to go see Earl Thorir, and the king granted the same; and when Thorgrim came to Earl Thorir’s he had good welcome there.

Then again Thorgrim fell to his wooing, and would now know for sure what answer the earl would give; but the earl said he would not wed his daughter to him.

Thorgrim was there three nights, and he and Olof met lovingly; and some folk say that at that tide they plighted their troth. And so Thorgrim went back to the king for that time.

Now he went on warfare, and was fully come to man’s estate; so he was a-warring through the summer, and was accounted the stoutest of men in all dangers, and he gat to him in this journey both riches and renown.

But after these things it befell that Ketil of Raumarik came a-riding to Earl Thorir’s with thirty men, and King Harald also was a-guesting there. Then Ketil fell a-wooing Olof Sunbeam to wed her, and with the furtherance of the king Earl Thorir gave his daughter Olof to Ketil: but Olof neither said yea thereto nor thought it in her heart: and when the betrothals were to be fulfilled she sang a stave: — 

“Sure glad ring-warder singeth

Sweeter than any other;

O Voice amid earth’s voices

Henceforth but woe unto me!

No ring-warder so white is 

That he may win look from me:

One man have I made oath for,

And well-beloved is he.”
 

Now most men held it for sooth that Olof had been fain to wed Thorgrim, but it behoved to go the other way.

So the day was appointed whereon the wedding was to be, and that was at winter-nights in the house of Earl Thorir: so wore away the summer.

But in the autumn came Thorgrim back from warfare, and heard that Olof was betrothed; so he went straightway to the king, and craved help of him to get the woman, whether Earl Thorir liked it better or worse, or Ketil either. But the king utterly gainsayed all help to Thorgrim, saying that Ketil was his best friend.

“And I will give thee this counsel,” said the king, “that thou raise no strife with Ketil: I will woo Ingibiorg his daughter for thee, and in such wise shall ye make good peace between you!”

Thorgrim said he would not have it so: “I will hold,” says he, “to my words, and the oaths that Olof and I swore betwixt us; and her will I have or no woman else. And since thou wilt help me not, I will serve thee no longer.”

Said the king: “Thou must even rule the matter as thou wilt; but methinks it is most like that thy honour shall wax no greater in another place than with me.”

So Thorgrim took leave of the king, and the king gave him a gold ring at parting which weighed a mark; and so he went to his own men.

Now it lacked three nights of the wedding-day; so Thorgrim went up a-land alone for any of his own men, and went till he came to the house of Earl Thorir.

Thither he came by then that the bride was set on the bench, and all the drinking-hall was full of men, and the king was set in the high-seat, and the feast was at its full height.

So Thorgrim went into the drinking-hall, yea, unto the midst of the floor, and stood there; and so many lights were there in the hall, that no shadow fell from aught. All men knew Thorgrim, and to many, forsooth, he was no unwelcome guest.

So he spake: “Hast thou, Ketil, wooed and won Olof?”

Ketil said that so it was.”Was it aught with her assent?” said he.

Says Ketil: “I am minded to think that Earl Thorir might give his daughter away himself, and that the match so made would be lawful forsooth.”

“This is my word,” says Thorgrim, “that Olof and I have sworn oath each to each that she should have no man but me. Let her say if it be so.”

And Olof said it was true.

“Then meseemeth the woman is mine,” said Thorgrim.

“Thou shalt never have her,” said Ketil. “I have striven with greater men than thou, and prevailed against them.”

Said Thorgrim: “Well, meseems thou dost these things in trust of the king’s furtherance; so here I bid thee to holm. Let us fight it out, and he shall have the woman who winneth her on holm.”

“Nay, I am minded to make the most of it that I have more men than thou,” said Ketil.

But lo, while they were a-talking thus, all lights died out throughout the hall, and there was mighty uproar and jostling; but when lights were brought again the bride was gone, and Thorgrim withal; and all men deemed it clear that he had brought it about: and true it was that Thorgrim had taken the bride and brought her to his ship. His men had made all ready even as he had aforetime appointed them, and now they were arrayed for sea; so they hoisted sail as soon as Thorgrim was ready, for the wind blew from off the land.

These things befell in the thick of the land-settlingtime of Iceland; and Thorgrim thought sure enough that he might not hold himself in Norway after this business: so he made for Iceland. They put forth into the sea and had a fair wind, and made Snowfellness, and went a-land at Hraunhaven.

But the king and the earl heard of Thorgrim’s journey, and Ketil was deemed to have won the greatest shame, in that he had lost his wife, and it was not well seen that he would have right of Thorgrim. The king made Thorgrim an outlaw for this deed at Ketil’s urging: but turn we from these a while.






  








CHAPTER VI. OF KETILRID AND HER KIN.
 

THERE was a man named Holmkel, who dwelt at Foss on Snowfellness, by Holmkel’s River: he had to wife Thorbiorg, the daughter of Einar of Bath-brent, and they had two sons together, one named Jokul and the other Einar. Holmkel was the son of Alfarin, who was the son of Vali; his brothers were Ingiald of Ingialdsknoll, and Hauskuld of Hauskuldstead, and Goti of Gotisbrook.

So Thorgrim the Proud bought the lands of Ingialdsknoll, and Ingiald on the other hand went a-trading, and comes not into our tale. Thorgrim soon became a great chieftain, and a most bounteous man; and he got to be great friends with Holmkel of Foss.

Now tells the tale that he made a wedding for Olof, and the winter after they set up house at Ingialdsknoll Olof bore a child, a man-child that had to name Trusty; the next winter she bore another boy, who was called Viglund, and he soon grew both strong and fair.

The same year Thorbiorg bore a woman-child, and it was named Ketilrid; so she and Viglund were of an age: but Trusty was one winter older.

So they grew up in that country, and all would be saying thereabout that there was neither man nor maid of fairer promise or of better conditions in all things than were Viglund and Ketilrid.

Holmkel loved his daughter so much that he would do nought against her will, but Thorbiorg loved her little.

Now whenas Viglund was ten and Trusty eleven winters old, there were none of that age as strong as they in all the country side, and Viglund was the stronger; their other conditions were according to this, and moreover Thorgrim spared in nought to teach his sons.

But Thorbiorg of Foss would learn her daughter no skill, and Holmkel thought it great pity of that; so he took the rede at last to ride to Ingialdsknoll with his daughter; and Thorgrim greeted him well, for great was the friendship between them. Holmkel was seeking fostering there for his daughter with Olof, that she might teach her skill, for Olof was accounted the most skilled of all women of Iceland; she took her rejoicing and got to love her exceeding well.

By this had Olof a young daughter named Helga, a year younger than Ketilrid; and so these young folk drew together in all joyance and glee: but in all games betwixt them it ever so befell that Viglund and Ketilrid would fall into company together, and the brother and sister Trusty and Helga. And now great love grew up between Viglund and Ketilrid, and many would be saying that it would make an even match for many causes. But ever when they were together would either gaze at other and turn to nought else. And on a time Viglund spoke and said that he was fain they should bind their love with oath and troth; but Ketilrid was slow thereover.

Said she: “There are many things against it: first, that thou mayest not be in the same mind when thou art fully come to man’s estate; for about such things are ye men’s minds nought steadfast. And again, it is not meet, neither will I have it, that we go against my father’s counsels herein. And a third thing, I see that may fret it all away is, that I am of no might in my matters; for so it is that these things go mostly after my mother’s will, and she has little love for me: yet, indeed, I know none that I would rather have than thee, if I might rule matters; but my heart tells me that troubles great and sore lie in the way of it, however it may be in the end.”

Full oft got Viglund’s talk on to the same road, and ever she answered in like wise; and yet men deem indeed that they must have sworn troth each to each.






  








CHAPTER VII. THOSE BRETHREN OF FOSS COME TO INGIALDSKNOLL.
 

NOW must we tell of the brethren Jokul and Einar, how they became exceeding ill-ruled in the country side, treading herein in the footsteps of their mother. Holmkel was ill-content therewith, but might not better it, and they got to be hated because of their goings on.

Now on a time Einar fell to speech with his mother, and said: “I am ill-content with the honour Thorgrim the Proud has in the country-side; and I am minded to try if I may not do my will on Olof his wife; and then it would either be that he would strive to avenge it, or else would his honour lie alow: neither is it all so sure that he would get the better of it, if he strove to get the thing avenged.”

She said it was well spoken and just her very mind. So on a certain day, when Holmkel was from home, rode Einar to Ingialdsknoll, and Jokul his brother with him.

Olof the good-wife had bidden a home-woman of hers to lock the men’s door every moming whenas the men were gone to work; and in such wise did she the morning those twain came to the stead. So the home-woman was ware of their coming, and went to Olofs bedchamber and told her that the Foss-dwellers were come thither. So Olof arose and clad herself, and went to her sewing-bower, and set down on the dais there a handmaiden, casting her own mantle over her, and saying: “Take it nought strange though they think thee to be me, and I shall look to it that thou get no shame of them.”

Therewith she sent another homewoman to the door, for there was no man in the house. So Einar asked where Olof was, and it was told him that she was in her sewing-bower. Thither turned both those brethren, and when they came into the chamber, they beheld how Olof sat on the dais; so Einar sat down by her and began his talk with her.

But therewith came one into the hall clad in blue and with a drawn sword in hand, not great of growth, but exceeding wroth of aspect.

They asked of his name, and he called himself Ottar; they knew him not, and yet they waxed somewhat adrad of the man.

Now he took up the word and spake: “All must out, and welcome home Thorgrim the goodman, who is a-riding to the garth.” Then up sprang the brethren, and went out, and beheld where the goodman rode with a great company; so they leapt on their horses and rode away home.

But it turned out that that great company was but the beasts being driven home; yea, and the blue-clad man was even Olof herself: and when the Foss-folk knew that, they thought their journey but pitiful: so ever waxed great hatred betwixt the houses.

But when goodman Thorgrim came home Olof told him all that was befallen, and he spake: “Let us tell nought hereof abroad, because of Holmkel my friend: for Einar did it not with his consenting.”






  








CHAPTER VIII. OF A HORSEFIGHT.
 

NOW those brethren had a stallion, brown of colour and a savage beast; every horse he dealt with he drave away: and two tusks he had, so huge that they were like no teeth of horses. Viglund also had a stallion, light-dun of colour, the best and fairest of horses, and held of great account amongst them. Thorgrim the Proud withal had two oxen, blaze-faced, and with horns like polished bone, and these oxen he liked well.

Now on a day the brethren Einar and Jokul rode to Ingialdsknoll, and there found the father and sons all three standing without the door: so Jokul asked Viglund to give him his light-dun horse. Viglund said he had scarce made up his mind to that; then said Jokul that it was niggardly done: but Viglund said he took no keep thereof.

“Then let us fight the horses,” said Jokul.

“That meseems maybe,” quoth Viglund.

“And that,” said Jokul, “I deem better than the gift of thine to me.”

“Good,” says Viglund; “let the thing go as it will.”

Therewith they appoint a day for the horsefight. So when the day was come the brown of those brethren was led forth, and devilish was his demeanour; so both the brethren got ready to follow him. Then in came Viglund’s light-dun, and when he came into the ring he went about circling, till he reared up and smote both his forefeet on the brown’s muzzle so that the tusks were driven from out him; thereafter he made at the brown with his teeth, and smote him in the belly, and tore him through, and the brown fell down dead. But when the Foss-folk saw that, they ran to their weapons, and so did the others, and there they fought till Holmkel and Thorgrim gat them parted; and by then was fallen one man of Viglund’s, but two of the brethren’s men; and in such wise men departed.

But still held the friendship between Holmkel and Thorgrim; and Holmkel withal got to know of the love between Ketilrid and Viglund, and did nought to hinder it: but Thorbiorg and her sons were exceeding ill-content therewith.

So wore away the time, till it was the talk of all men, that none of that day in Iceland were as fair as Viglund and Ketilrid, or as good in all skill and courtesy.






  








CHAPTER IX. EVIL DEEDS OF THOSE BRETHREN.
 

THE tale tells, that on a time those brethren, Einar and Jokul, went from home a night-tide when it was bright and clear, and came to the fell-common whereas dwelt Viglund’s light-dun: they went up to the horses and would drive them home, but might not in anywise, for the dun warded the horses from their driving, but they had been minded to drive all the horses about him to impound him.

So when they might not bring it about they waxed exceeding wroth, and set on the stallion with weapons to slay him; but he defended himself with hoofs and teeth so mightily, that the night was far spent and nothing done: but it came to pass in the end that they got within spear-thrust of him and slew him so.

But when they had done it they were loth to drive the horses home, for they deemed that then it would be clearly seen that they had slain the stallion, and they were fain to hide the same; so they dragged him over a shear rock, with the intent that it should be thought that he had tumbled over of himself: then they fared home, and made as if nought had happened.

Again a little after went the brethren Einar and Jokul to a hill-common of Thorgrim the Proud wherein went his gelded beasts: and there had he a herd of fifty oxen.

So the brethren knew the goodly blaze-faced oxen, and took them and cast halters over them and led them along to Foss, and there slew them both, and then went and hung them up in an outhouse. This was a-night time, and they had made an end of their work before the homemen arose.

Their mother knew all about it, and was, forsooth, exceeding busy in helping her sons over this work of theirs.






  








CHAPTER X. HOLMKCL RIDES TO INGIALDSKNOLL.
 

NOW must it be told, how that the brethren, Viglund and Trusty, went one day to their horses; and when they came to the hill-common to them, they missed their stallion, and, seeking him far and wide, found him at last stark dead under a great cliff; many and great wounds they found on him, and he had been thrust clean through.

So Viglund and his brother thought it clear that the Foss-folk had done it; so they went home and told how their horse was dead, and how it must have been done by the Foss-folk.

Thorgrim bade them keep it quiet; says he, “They were the first to lose their horse; and ye will have your turn again, if things go as I deem, even though ye let this pass over.”

So for that time they let it pass at first: but not long after Thorgrim was told that his goodly blaze-faced oxen were gone, even those that he held in most account, and withal that folk deemed it the work of men.

Thorgrim made few words thereover, but said that it was most like that thieves who dwelt abroad in the mountains would have done such a deed; neither did he let any search be made for the oxen.

So this was heard far and wide, and men deemed that those of Ingialdsknoll had great scathe hereby.

Thorbiorg of Foss made plentiful mocking about this, and let eat the slaughtered oxen: but when goodman Holmkel came to know where the oxen where gotten to, he takes his horse and rides off to Ingialdsknoll: but when he finds goodman Thorgrim he tells him that he thinks his goodly oxen have gotten to his house, and that his sons must have done it. “And now,” says he, “I will pay for the oxen out and out, even as much as thou thyself wilt, if thou bring not their guilt home to them by law.”

Thorgrim says that so it shall be; and so he took as much money as made him well content, and he and Holmkel parted with great friendship.






  








CHAPTER XI. THE BREWING OF A WITTH-STORM.
 

A WOMAN named Kiolvor dwelt at Hraunskard, a great witch-wife of very ill conditions and hateful to all folk; and there was great friendship between her and Thorbiorg of Foss. So the mother and sons, Thorbiorg to wit, Einar and Jokul, bargained with Kiolvor and gave her a hundred in silver, so that she should overcome those brethren, Viglund and Trusty, by some such manner of witchcraft as she might see her way to. For the greatest envy beat about the hearts of these; and they had heard withal of the true-love of Viglund and Ketilrid, and grudged that they should have joy one of the other, as was well proven afterwards.

But they twain loved ever hotter and hotter, with secret love and desire enfolded in their breasts, even from the time they first grew up; so that the roots of love and the waxing of desire were never torn up from the hearts of them; even as the nature of love is, that the fire of longing and flame of desire burneth ever the hotter, and knitteth the more together the breast and heart of the lovers, as folk stand more in the way thereof, as kith and kin cast greater hindrances before those betwixt whom sweet love and yearning lieth. Even so it fared with these folk, Viglund and Ketilrid; for ever all the days while they both lived they loved so hotly, that neither might look away from the other, from the time they first looked each on each, if they might but do as their hearts’ yearning was.

Now there was a man named Biorn, a home-man of Thorgrim the Proud, and he was called Biorn of the Billows, because he was such a sea-dog that he deemed no weather unmeet to put to sea in; and he would ever say that he heeded nought the idle tricks of the billows. He had come out with Thorgrim, and his business it was to look to his craft; and there was good fishing off the ness. He never rowed out with more than two men, though he had a stout ten-oared yawl; but now this autumn it befell by Kiolvor’s witchcraft that both his fellows lay sick, and all men else were busy about the hay. So Biorn would row a-fishing, wherefore he bade Viglund and Trusty go with him that day. They did so, because the weather was fair, and they all good friends together. But Kiolvor knew all this, and went up on to her witch-house, and waved her veil out toward the east quarter, and thereby the weather grew thick speedily.

So when they were gotten on to the fishing-banks there was fish enough under them, till they beheld how a cloud-fleck came up from the east and north-east. Then said Viglund: “Meseems it were good to make for land, for I like not the look of the weather.”

 

Says Biorn: “Nay, let us wait till the ship is laden.”

“Thou shalt be master,” said Viglund.

Therewith the cloud-fleck drew all over the sky, and brought with it both wind and frost, and such an ill sea, that the waters were nowhere still, but drave about like grains of salt.

And now Biorn said they would make for land. “Better before,” said Viglund; “but I will say nought against it now.” So Biorn and Trusty rowed, and made no way forward; but they drove south-west out to sea; and the craft began to fill under them.

Then Viglund bade Biorn bale and Trusty steer, but he himself took the oars, and rowed so mightily that they made land at Daymealness. There dwelt Thorkel Skinhood, who came out with Bardi the Snowfell-sprite, and was now old.

Now when it was told Ketilrid that they had been driven out to sea and were dead, she fell into a faint; but when she came to herself she sang this stave as she looked out toward the sea.

Song:

No more now may my ey-en

meet the sea un-greet-ing,

Since the day my speech -friend

sank be-low the sea - banks

I loathe the sea-flood’s swart-ness

and the swal - lowing bil-low,

Full score for me the sor-row

born in sea-wave’s bur - den.
 

But Thorkel gave the brethren a good welcome, and the next day they went home; and sweet and joyful was the meeting betwixt Viglund and Ketilrid.






  








CHAPTER XII. OF HAKON THE EAST-MAN.
 

NOW must we take up the story whereas we left it awhile agone; for Ketil Ram was ill-content with such an ending of his case with Thorgrim the Proud; but he was fast getting old now, and he deemed it not easy to get aught done. His sons Sigurd and Gunnlaug were become hardy men and goodly, and Ingibiorg his daughter was the fairest of all women.

Now there was a man named Hakon, a Wick-man of kin, wealthy and warlike: this man went his ways to Ketil of Raum-realm, and craved his daughter in wedlock; and Ketil gave this answer to his asking: “I will give thee my daughter on these wise; that thou wilt first fare out to Iceland and slay Thorgrim the Proud, and bring me the head of him.”

Hakon said he thought that no great matter; and so they struck the bargain. Hakon fared to Iceland that summer, and brought his ship into Frodaroyce; and the Foss-folk Jokul and Einar came first to the ship: the shipmaster gave them good welcome, and asked them many things; and they were free of tidings to him.

Then he asked concerning lodging, and they said there was none better than at their father’s house at Foss.

“A sister we have,” said they, “so fair and courteous, that her like is not to be found; and we will do for thee which thou wilt; either give her to thee as a wife, or let thee have her as a concubine: so come, we bid thee thither to guest with us.”

The master thought this a thing to be desired, so he said he would go thither; and tells them withal what errand he had in Iceland; and they liked the thing well: and now all bind themselves as fellows in the plot.

A little after went the ship-master home to Foss; forsooth clean against the will of Holmkel the goodman: but so it had to be. In a little while withal the shipmaster got to be great friends with Thorbiorg; for he gave her many goodly things.

So on a time this Hakon fell to talk with the mother and sons, and asked where the woman was whereof the brethren had told him; “for I would see her,” says he.

They said she was being fostered with Olof at Ingialdsknoll; so he bade them see to it and have her home: “For,” said he, “I trust full well to have thy furtherance in the getting of my will of her, because of our friendship.”

So a little after this Thorbiorg fell a-talking with goodman Holmkel. “I will,” she said, “that my daughter Ketilrid come home to me.”

“Well,” said the goodman, “I deem it better that she be left in peace where she is gotten to.”

“Nay, it shall not be,” says she; “rather will I go fetch her myself, than that she should have such rumour from Viglund as now lieth on her: yea, I will rather wed her to Hakon; for that methinks were a seemly match.”

Therewith they make an end of talking; and Holmkel thought he could see, that Thorbiorg would send after Ketilrid, and he deems it better to go fetch her himself. So he rode to Ingialdsknoll, and had good welcome there.

But when he was come thither Viglund went to Ketilrid and spake thus with her: “Thy father is come hither; and methinks he is come after thee to bring thee home with him, and he must needs have his will. But now, Ketilrid, I am full fain that thou keep in memory all the privy talk we have had together, for indeed I know that thou wilt never be out of my mind.”

Then said Ketilrid, sore weeping: “Long have I seen that we might not long have this joy in peace; and now belike it were better that we had not said so much: but not all so sure it is that thou lovest me better than I love thee; though my words be less than thine. But now herein do I see the redes of my mother; because for a long while I have had but little love of her; and most like it is that the days of our bliss are over and done if she may have her will of me: nevertheless should I be well content if I wist that all went well with thee. But howsoever it be, we shall never come together in bliss, but if the will of my father prevail; and a heavy yoke he has to drive, whereas my mother and brothers are afield, for in all things will they be against me. But thou, let all these things slip from off thee!”

Then went Viglund to Ketilrid and kissed her; and it was easily seen of her, yea and of both of them, how hard it was for them to part as at that time.

Moreover, Viglund sang a stave: — 

“Young now I shall not ever 

 Love any silken goddess, 

 That son of man shall say it, 

 Save thee alone, O Sweetlingl 

 Therefore fair maid remember 

 The oath we swore aforetime, 

 Howso that woman wilful 

 Would waste the love between us.”
 

Then Ketilrid went into the house to her father, who straightway told her that she must away home with him. Ketilrid says that he must have his will; “But good,” says she, “would I deem it to abide here ever: yet must it be even as it must.”

A great matter it was to all to part with Ketilrid, for she was a joy to the heart of every man.

But now they ride home to Foss: and the shipmaster was wondrous fain of her coming home: but Thorbiorg her mother appointed her to serve Hakon; which thing she would in nowise do, but told her father thereof weeping; and he said: “Thou shalt not serve Hakon but if thou wilt: yea that alone shalt thou do which thou wiliest, and thou shalt be by me both day and night.”

She said she was right glad of that: and so the time wore away a space, in such wise that Hakon got never a word with her.






  








CHAPTER XIII. BALL-PLAY ON ESJA-TARN.
 

NOW was ball-play set up on Esja-tarn, and the Foss-men were the setters forth of the sport: and the first day when men came home from these games, Ketilrid asked if none had come thither from Ingialdsknoll; and she was told that they had all been there, both the father and sons, and Olof and her daughter Helga: so Ketilrid craved of her father next day that she might go to the play; he said yea thereto; and so they went all together that day, and great was the glee: for Thorgrim’s sons were come and none other from Ingialdsknoll.

So the brethren went up on to the bank whereas the women sat; and Ketilrid stood up to meet them, and greeted them lovingly, and they sat down on either hand of her, Viglund and Trusty.

Then spake Ketilrid: “Now will I be just as kind to one of you as the other, and hoodwink folk thereby.”

Therewith she gazed ever on Viglund and said; “Thy name will I lengthen this day, and call thee Viglund the FAIR; and this ring I will give thee, which my father gave me as a toothing-token, and it shall be to thee a naming-token.”

So he took the ring and drew it on to his hand; and gave her again the ring Harold’s-gift, for his father had given it to him. And so, long was their talk drawn out: but when the Foss-men saw that, they took it sore to heart.

So either fare home that evening; and Hakon fell to speech with Thorbiorg, and bade her forbid her daughter to go to any more such meetings of men-folk, in such a mood as she was. She assented thereto, and told Holmkel the goodman not to let his daughter go to any play; but let her abide at home in peace rather: and he did so, and Ketilrid’s gladness departed from her. Then her father said, she should be ever by him at home if she thought it better so; and she said it pleased her well.

But men go to the play as aforetime; and one had one side, one the other in the play, the Foss-folk and Thorgrim’s sons. And on a time Viglund drave the ball out beyond Jokul. Jokul waxed wroth thereat, and when he got the ball, he took it and drave it into Viglund’s face, so hard that the skin of his brow fell down over his eyes. Then Trusty ripped a rag from his shirt, and bound up his brother’s brow, and when that was done the Foss-folk were departed.

So the brethren went home; and when they came into the hall, Thorgrim cried out as he sat on the dais, “Welcome, dear son and daughter!”

“Why dost thou make women of us, father?” said Trusty.

“Belike,” said Thorgrim, “a coif-wearer should be a woman.”

“No woman am I,” said Viglund. “Yet mayhappen I am not so far short of it.”

“Why didst thou not pay Jokul back?” said Thorgrim.

“They were gone,” said Trusty, “by then I had bound up his face.” And so the talk came to an end.

The next day both the brethren went to the play; and so when it was least to be looked for, Viglund drave the ball right into Jokul’s face, so that the skin burst. Then Jokul went to smite Viglund with his bat, but Viglund ran in under the blow and cast Jokul down on the ice, so that he lay long swooning; and therewith were they parted, and either side went home. Jokul had no might to get a-horseback, and was borne home betwixt the four corners of a cloth: but he mended speedily, and the play was set up at Foss. So Thorgrim’s sons arrayed them for the play. Thorgrim would have stayed them, saying that he deemed sore troubles would come of it; but they went none the less.

So when they came into the hall at Foss the play was begun, but folk were all in their seats in the hall. So Viglund went in and up to the dais, whereon sat the goodman and his daughter; and Ketilrid greeted him well.

He took her up from her seat, and sat himself down therein, and set her on his knee. But when the goodman saw that, he edged away and gave place, and then Ketilrid sat her down between them, and they fell to talk together.

Then let the goodman get them a pair of tables, and there they played daylong.

Hakon was ill at ease at that; and ever that winter had he been talking to goodman Holmkel and craving his daughter; but Holmkel answered ever in one wise, and said it might not be.

So wore the day till the brethren got them ready to go; but when they were on the causeway, lo, Ketilrid was in the path before them, and bade them not fare home that night. “Because,” quoth she, “I know that my brethren will waylay you.”

But Viglund said he would go as he had been minded afore, and they did so; and each of them had his axe in his hand. But when they came to a certain stackgarth, lo the Foss-folk, twelve in company.

Then said Jokul: “Good that we have met, Viglund; now shall I pay thee back for stroke of ball and felling on the ice.”

“I have nought to blame my luck herein,”said Viglund.

So they fell on the two brethren, who defended themselves well and manly. Viglund fought no great while before he had slain a man, and then another, and Trusty slew a third.

Then said Jokul: “Now let us hold our hands, and lay all these feuds on those brethren.”

So did they, and either side went their ways home; and Jokul tells his father that Viglund and Trusty had slain three of his homemen. “But we,” quoth he, “would do nought against them till we had seen thee.”

Now Holmkel was exceeding wroth at this tale.






  








CHAPTER XIV. KETILRID BETROTHED TO HAKON.
 

JOKUL kept on egging his father to wed Ketilrid his daughter to Hakon; so, what with the urging of those brethren, Holmkel did betroth her to him, but utterly against her will. Hakon was well minded to abide in Iceland, whereas he saw he could not bring to pass the slaying of Thorgrim the Proud.

So this was heard of at Ingialdsknoll, and Viglund took it much to heart.

But when Holmkel knew the very sooth about the waylaying of the brethren, he deemed he had done overmuch in giving Ketilrid to Hakon.

Now still came the sons of Thorgrim to the games at Foss as heretofore; and Viglund had speech of Ketilrid, and blamed her much with hard words in that she was betrothed. But when they arrayed them to go that night, lo, Hakon had vanished, and the sons of Holmkel, and many others with them. Then spake the goodman with Viglund: “I would,” said he, “that ye went not home to-night; for meseemeth the departure of those brethren looks untrustworthy.”

But Viglund said he would go, as he had afore been minded: but when they came out a-doors, there was Ketilrid in the way before them, who prayed Viglund to go another road. “No great things will I do for thy word,” said he; and sang withal: — 

“Stem where the gathered gold meets, 

 All trust I gave unto thee: 

 Last thought of all thoughts was it 

 That thou couldst wed another. 

 But now no oaths avail us, 

 Nought are our many kisses; 

 Late learn we of women: — 

 Her word to me is broken.”
 

“I think not that I have done any such thing,” said Ketilrid; “but indeed I would that thou wentest not!”

“It shall not be,” said Viglund; “for I have more mind to try the matter out with Hakon, than to let him cast his arms about thee, while I am alive to see it.” And he sang: — 

“I would abide the bale-fire, 

 Or bear the steel-tree’s smiting, 

 As other men may bear it; 

 But heavy maidens’ redes are: 

 Sorely to me it seemeth, 

 Gold spoilers’ shoulder-branches, 

 The sweet that was my maiden 

 Other than mine entwining”
 






  








CHAPTER XV. THE BATTLE OF THE FOSS-FOLK AND THORGRITRIS SONS.
 

SO they went on their way till they came to the O stackgarth, whereas they had had to do before: and there were the Foss-folk, twelve in company.

Then the sons of Thorgrim gat them up on to the hay, which was in the garth, so that the others were not ware of them, till they had torn up great store of the frozen turf.

But when they had so done, they saw Thorgrim’s sons, and fell on them, and there befell the fiercest of fights: till the Foss-folk saw that they made way slowly against Thorgrim’s sons whiles they were up on the hay: then cried Jokul: — 

“Thou wert well counselled, Viglund, not to slink away; and we shall hold for certain that thou art no good man and true, but if thou come down from the hay there, and try the matter to its end.”

So, because of Jokul’s egging on, Viglund leapt down from the hay with Trusty his brother, and they met fiercely; and all the men of Hakon and those brethren fell, so that of the Foss-dwellers these alone stood on their feet, Jokul, Einar, and Hakon, with two men more who were hurt and unmeet for fight.

Thus said Jokul: “Now let us set to work in manly and generous wise; let Trusty and Einar fight together, and Viglund and Hakon, and I will sit beside the while.”

Now Trusty was both sore and weary; and they fought, Trusty and Einar, till either fell.

Then fell to fight Viglund and Hakon; and Viglund was exceeding weary, but unwounded.

The fight was both hard and long, because Hakon was strong and stout-hearted, but Viglund strong of hand, and skilled in arms and eager of heart: but the end of their dealings was, that Hakon fell dead to earth, while Viglund was sore hurt.

Then up sprung Jokul, fresh, and without a hurt, and turned against Viglund, and they fell to fight: and a long space they fought, and hard enow, till none could see which would win the day; then Viglund sees that it is a hard matter to prevail against Jokul to the end because of his wounds and weariness; and so being as good with one hand as the other, he cast aloft axe and shield, and caught his shield with his right hand and his axe with his left, in such wise that Jokul noted it not, and then smote the right arm from off him at the crook of the elbow. Then Jokul took to flight, nor might Viglund follow after him; but he caught up a spear from the ground, whereas many lay beside him, and cast it after Jokul; and that spear smote him, and went in at the shoulders and out at the breast of him; and Jokul fell down dead.

But Viglund was grown faint with the flow of blood, and hefell swooning and lay there as one dead.

Then the two Foss-men who were left, crawled away to their horses and rode home to Foss, and got into the hall; and there sat the goodman, with his wife on one side and his daughter on the other: then they tell out the tidings: that Hakon is fallen and the brethren, and seven other men besides, and the sons of Thorgrim withal.

When Ketilrid heard that, she fell fainting, and when she came to herself, her mother laid heavy words on her”Now,” quoth she, “is thy light-o-love well seen, and the desire thou hadst toward Viglund: — good it is that ye must needs be parted now.”

Then said the goodman: “Why must thou needs turn this blame on her? She loved her brethren so well, that she may well be astonied at hearing of their fall.”

“Maybe that it is so,” said Thorbiorg; “yet surely I think not. But now the business in hand is to gather a company of men and go slay Thorgrim the Proud, as swiftly as may be.”

“Yea, is that our due business?” said Holmkel. “Meseems he at least is sackless of the slaying of those brethren; and as for his sons, they can lose no more than their lives; and soothly, it was but their due to defend themselves.”






  








CHAPTER XVI. KETTIL’S SONS COME OUT TO ICELAND.
 

NOW Viglund and Trusty lay among the slain, till Viglund came to himself, and sought after his brother, and found there was yet life in him; wherefore he was minded to do what he might for him there, for he looked not to be of might to bear him to a dwelling: but now he heard the sound of ice breaking on the way, and lo, their father coming with a sledge. So Thorgrim brought Trusty into the sledge and drave him home to Ingialdsknoll; but Viglund rode unholpen. So he set them into an earth-dug house under his bed, and there Olof awaited them, and bound their wounds: there they abode privily, and were fully healed in the end, though they lay full a twelvemonth wounded.

Holmkel let set his sons in mound, and those men who had fallen with them, and that place is now called Mound-knowes.

These things were now told of far and wide, and all thought it great tidings, deeming it wellnigh sooth that Thorgrim’s sons were slain.

Thorgrim and Holmkel met, nor did this matter depart their friendship, and they made peace on such terms that the case should not be brought to law or judgment. But when Thorbiorg wist thereof, she sent privily toher father Einar, and bade him take up the feud after her sons; and follow up the sons of Thorgrim for full penalty, if yet they lived: and albeit Einar were old, yet he threw himself into this case, and beguilted the sons of Thorgrim to the full at the Thorsness-thing.

And all this came home to the ears of the countryside.

Now Hakon’s shipmates sailed away in the summer when they were ready, and made Norway, and coming to Ketil told him throughout how all things had gone: wherefore it seemed to him that the revenge on Thorgrim and his sons was like to be tardy. Gunnlaug and Sigurd, the sons of Ketil, were come from a viking cruise in those days, and were grown most famous men: Gunnlaug the Masterful had sworn this oath, never to deny to any man a berth in his ship, if so be his life lay thereon; and Sigurd the Sage had sworn never to reward good with evil.

So Ketil told his sons of the fall of Hakon, and bade them fare to Iceland and revenge his shame, and slay Thorgrim the Proud.

They came into this tardily, yet for the prayer’s sake of their father they went; but as soon as they came into the main sea there drave a storm down on them, and a mighty wind, and they weltered about right up to winter-nights. They came on Snowfellness amidst a great fog, and struck on Onverdaness, and were wrecked; so all men got a-land alive, but of the goods was little saved.

Now Thorgrim heard hereof, and who the men were, and rode to meet them, and bade them home to him with all their men; and they took that joyfully, and abode there the winter through.

And now Sigurd began to think much of Helga, though he said but little to her.

And they knew nought of Thorgrim’s sons.

But on a time got Gunnlaug a-talking with Sigurd his brother, and said, “Were it not meet that we should seek revenge on Thorgrim, for certes we may have a right good chance against him?”

Sigurd answered: “It had been better unspoken; for thus meseems should I reward good with evil, if I were to slay the man who has taken me from shipwreck; and in every wise doth better and better to me: nay, rather would I defend him than do him a mischief if it should come to such a pass.”

So they made an end of talking, and Gunnlaug never got on this talk again with Sigurd. So the winter wears, and those brethren let array their ship, being desirous to be ready to depart against summer-tide.

And some men would be saying that things went sweetly between Helga and Sigurd; howbeit, it was scarce known openly to all folk.






  








CHAPTER XVII. THE PARTING OF VIGLUND AND KETILRIA.
 

NOW turns the tale to Earl Eric, who became an old man, and died of eld; but Sigmund his son took his possessions after him, but gat no dignity from King Harald, because the King bore all the kin of Thorgrim something of a grudge for his friendship’s sake with Ketil.

Helgi had wedded in Norway, but his wife was dead before the tale gets so far as this: he had a daughter called Ragnhild, the fairest of women. So Helgi was weary of Norway, and went to Iceland, and came thither late in the land-settling time, and bought land in Gautwick of that Gaut who had settled the land there; and there he dwelt till old age.

Now tells the tale of more folk: Steinolf, to wit, who dwelt in Hraundale, who had a son hight Thorleif, a big man and a proper. This Thorleif wooed Ketilrid, but she would nought of him. Then Thorleif made many words about it, to the end that he should get her, howsoever she might gainsay it; and Thorbiorg was utterly of his way of thinking.

But now, when Thorgrim’s sons were clean healed of their hurts, they asked their father what he would counsel them to do. He said, “I deem it good rede for you to take berth in the ship of the brethren Gunnlaug and Sigurd, and pray a passage of them over the Iceland sea, saying that your lives lie thereon, as the sooth is, keeping your names hidden meanwhile. Then shall Sigurd keep to his oath, and grant you passage: for this Sigurd is a good man and true, and ye will get but good at his hands: and soothly ye will need it, for over there ye will have to answer for me.”

So it was settled that this was to be done. Men say that Ketilrid was weighed down with sorrow that winter; that oft she slept little, and sat awake in her sewing-bower night-long. But that same night before the day whenas Viglund should fare to the ship, for now Ketil’s sons were all ready for sea, Viglund and Trusty went to Foss, and into the chamber whereas sat Ketilrid awake, while her handmaids slept.

Sweetly she welcomed the brethren. “It is long since we met,” said she; “but right good it is that ye are whole and about on your feet again.”

So the two brethren sat down beside her, and talked a long while; and Viglund told her all he was minded to do, and she was glad thereat .

“All is right well,” she said, “so long as thou art well, howsoever it fare with me.”

“Let thyself not be wedded whiles I am away,” said Viglund.

“My father must rule that,” she said, “for I have no might herein; moreover, I will not be against him: but belike it will be no happier for me than for thee, if things go otherwise: yet all must needs go its own ways.”

Then Viglund bade her cut his hair and wash his head, and she did so; and when it was done, Viglund said: “This I swear, that none shall cut my hair or wash my head but thou only while thou art alive.”

Then they all went out together, and parted without in the home-mead: and Viglund kissed Ketilrid weeping sore; and it was well seen of them, that their hearts were sore to part thus: but so must it be: and she went into her bower, but they went on their way.

And Viglund, or ever he parted from Ketilrid, sang this stave: — 

“Maiden, my songs remember, 

Fair mouth, if thou mayst learn them; 

For, clasp-mead, they may gain thee 

At whiles some times beguiling. 

Most precious, when thou wendest 

Abroad, where folk are gathered, 

Me, O thou slender isle-may, 

Each time shalt thou remember.”
 

But when they were come a little way from the garth Viglund sang another stave: — 

“Amid the town we twain stood, 

And there she wound around me 

Her hands, the hawk-eyed woman, 

The fair-haired, greeting sorely. 

Fast fell tears from the maiden, 

And sorrow told of longing; 

Her cloth the drift-white dear one 

Over bright brows was drawing.”
 

A little after, when Ketilrid came into her bower, thither came the goodman Holmkel, and saw his daughter weeping sorely: then he asked her why she was so sleepless: but for all answer she sang: — 

“A little way I led him, 

The lord of sheen, from green garth; 

But farther than all faring, 

My heart it followeth after. Yea, longer had I led him, 

If land lay off the haven, 

And all the waste of AEgir 

Were into green meads waxen.”
 

Then spake Ketilrid and answered her father: “My brothers’ death was in my mind.”

“Wilt thou have them avenged?” said he.

“That should be soon seen,” she said, “if I were as much a man and of might in matters, as I am now but a woman.”

The goodman said: “Daughter, know in good sooth, that it is for thy sake that I have done nought against those brethren; for I wot well that they are alive: so come now, hide not from me how thou wouldest have the matter go; for I will get them slain if that is thy will.”

“So far from having them slain,” said she, “if I might rule, I would never have made them outlaws if I might have ruled; and, moreover, I would have given them money for their journey if I had had it; and never would I have any other but Viglund, if I might choose.”

Then Holmkel arose and went forth, and took his horse and rode after the brethren. But when they saw him, then said Trusty, “There rideth Holmkel alone; and if thou wilt get Ketilrid, there is one thing to be
 done — nought good though it be — to slay Holmkel and carry off Ketilrid.”
 

Said Viglund: “Though it were on the board that I should never see Ketilrid from this time henceforward, yet rather would I have it so than that I do Holmkel any hurt, and forget the trustiness he hath dealt me withal, when he hath had such sorrow to pay me back for: yea, moreover, Ketilrid hath grief enow to bear though she see not her father slain, who hath ever wished all things good for her.”

“Yea, so it is best,” said Trusty.

“Now shall we,” said Viglund, “ride into our home-mead to meet him, for the increasing of his honour.”

They did so: but Holmkel rode on past them and then turned back: so the brethren went back to the road, and found money there, and a gold ring, and a rune-staff: and on the rune-staff were cut all those words of Ketilrid and Holmkel, and this withal, that she gave that money to Viglund.






  








CHAPTER XVIII. THE SONS OF THORGRIM FARE OUT FROM ICELAND.
 

THEREAFTER they went to the ship, and Gunnlaug and his brother were ready for sea, and the wind blowing off shore: so Viglund hailed the ship, and asked whether Gunnlaug were aboard, and whether he would give them passage over the Iceland seas. He asked who they were: they said one was named Troubleman, and the other Hardfellow. Then Gunnlaug asked what dragged them toward the outlands; and they said, very fear for their lives. So he bade them come out to the ship, and they did so. Then they hoisted sail, and sailed out to sea; and when they had made some way Gunnlaug said, “Big fellow, why art thou named Troubleman?”

“Well,” said he, “I am called Troubleman, because I have troubles enough and to spare of my own; but I am also called Viglund, and my brother here is Trusty, and we are the sons of Thorgrim the Proud.”

Then Gunnlaug was silent, but spake at last:— “What do we, brother Sigurd?” said he; “for now have we a hard matter to get out of, seeing that I wot well that Ketil our father will let slay them as soon as they come to Norway.”

Said Sigurd: “Thou didst not ask me this when thou tookest them in; but I knew Viglund when I saw him, by Helga his sister. But meseems thou hast might to bring it about that our father Ketil have no more power over them than thou wilt; and a most meet reward will that be for that wherein Thorgrim has done well to us.”

“It is well spoken,” said Gunnlaug: “let us do so.”

Now they had a fair wind and made Norway, and fared home to Raumsdale, and Ketil was from home; and when he came home, there were his sons in the hall, with Thorgrim’s sons sitting in their midst; and they were a company of four-and-twenty.

Now they greeted not their father when he set him down in the high seat; but he knew his sons, but not the sons of Thorgrim: so he asked why they greeted him not, or who the stranger men were.

And Sigurd said: “One is called Viglund, and the other Trusty, the sons of Thorgrim the Proud.”

Said Ketil: “Stand up, all ye my men, and take them! And I would that Thorgrim the Proud also were come hither; and then should they all fare by one road.”

Sigurd the Sage answered and said: “Great is the difference between us here and Thorgrim the Proud; for he took us brethren from shipwreck, and did to us ever better and better, when he had us utterly at his will: but thou wilt slay his sons sackless: and belike, good fellows, we may do you a mischief before Thorgrim’s sons be slain: and one fate shall be over us all.”

Then Ketil says that it is unmeet for him to fight against his own sons, and the wrath runs off him.

Then spake Sigurd: “This is my counsel, that my brother Gunnlaug take the whole matter in hand, for he is well proven in rightfulness.”

“Well, it must be so,” said Ketil, “rather than that we, father and sons, begin an ill strife together.”

So this was settled to be; and Gunnlaug spake: “This is my doom: Thorgrim shall keep the woman himself; but withal she shall forego the heritage of Earl Thorir her father, and my father shall duly take the said heritage; and my father shall give his daughter Ingibiorg to Trusty, Thorgrim’s son; and Sigurd the Sage shall wed Helga, Thorgrim’s daughter. And this my doom I hold to firmly.”

All thought it done well and wisely, and Ketil was well pleased with matters having come hereto.

So there they abode in good entertainment, the winter through, and Trusty wedded Ingibiorg: but in the summer they went a-warring, all the foster-brethren together, and became the most renowned of men, but Viglund bare away the prize from them all: and they were close upon three winters in this warfare.

But Viglund was never in more joyous mood than at the first; for Ketilrid was never out of his mind.






  








CHAPTER XIX. THE WEDDING OF KETILRID.
 

NOW must the story be taken up, whereas goodman Holmkel sat at home at Foss. And on a day he rode to Ingialdsknoll, and no man knew what he spake to Thorgrim: and thereafter he went home. Still Thorleif Steinolfson was importunate in the wooing of Ketilrid; but she was slow enough over it.

A little after Thorgrim sent three of his men from home, and they were away three weeks, and when they came home none knew what their errand had been.

Now this befell one day at Foss, that thither came thirty men. Holmkel asked their leader to name himself; and he said he was called Thord, and had his abode in the Eastfirths, and that his errand thither was the wooing of Ketilrid. The goodman put the matter before his daughter, and she was asked thereof, and she said it was as far as might be from her mind, for she deemed the man old, and she said she had no heart to be wedded at all.

Thorbiorg was exceeding eager that the bargain should be struck, and the end of it was, that Holmkel betrothed her to Thord, whether she were lieve or loth; and she went away with Thord at once, and the wedding was to be in the Eastfirths. So they made no stay till they got home, and Ketilrid took the rule of all things there; yet men never saw her glad.

But Thord wedded her not; they both lay in one bed, but in such wise that there was a curtain between them.

So wore away a long space.

Thorleif was ill content that Ketilrid was wedded; but thought it not easy to do aught, whereas she was a long way off.

Thord did well to Ketilrid in all wise, but no gain that seemed to Ketilrid, because of the love she had for Viglund: for ever she bare about the flame of desire in her breast for his sake.






  








CHAPTER XX. VIGLUND COMES OUT TO ICELAND AGAIN.
 

VIGLUND and all the foster-brethren came home that summer from warfare, and Ketil gave them good welcome.

On a day were folk called to head-washing, but Viglund answered thereto: “Nay, I will have nought of this head-washing, nor have I since we parted, Ketilrid and I.” Then he sang a stave:

“The linen-oak bath-lovely 

Laid last on me the lather: 

So nought have I to hurry 

Unto another head-bath. 

And me no more shall any 

Gold-glittering of the maidens 

Henceforth, in all my life-days, 

In ashen bath bewash me.”
 

Nor would Viglund let himself be bathed.

So there they abode in peace that winter; but in summer they made ready for Iceland, each company in their own ship; so they sailed into the sea, and parted company at sea; and Ketil’s sons made White-water, and went to quarters at Ingialdsknoll, and told Thorgrim of the peace made twixt him and Ketil, and also that his sons were soon to be looked for: and Thorgrim was glad at all these things. But Viglund and his brother sailed on till they saw Snowfell-Jokul; then sang Viglund a stave:

“Behold the hill whereunder 

My bond of love high-hearted, 

My well-beloved one sitteth: 

Lo love’s eyes turn I to her. 

Sweet, sing I of the gold-brent, 

The proud by proud that sitteth. 

O hill-side among hill-sides, 

Beloved, if any have been!”
 

And again he sang:

“Leek-bearer, bright the looking 

Over the heaths sun-litten, 

The sun sinks slow thereunder: 

How sore I long to be there! 

Lovesome she makes the mountains; 

Sweet, therefore must I hush me: 

The goodliest goddess have I 

To greet, who sits thereunder.”
 

And therewith there came a wind down from the ness so great, that they drave out into the sea; and a west wind fell on them, and the weather became exceeding stormy, and men must ever stand a-baling. And on a day, as Viglund sat on the bulk amid weather of the roughest, he sang:

“Ketilrid her carle bade 

Quail not mid swift sailing, 

Though the beat of billows

Overbore the foredeck.

Still her word is with me,

Be we wight now, Trusty!

Stormy heart of sorrow

I have for Ketilrid.”
 

“A mighty matter, forsooth,” said Trusty, “whenas thou must needs name her first and last in thy singing.”

“Yea, kinsman, thinkest thou so?” said Viglund.

So they were out at sea many days, and at last amid great danger and pain made Gautwick in the Eastfirths.

Then said Viglund, “Whereas we have a feud on us, methinks it were well, brother, that thou shouldst call thyself Raven, and I should call myself Erne.”

So the goodman from the stead of Gautwick came to the ship; and the shipmen gave him good welcome, and bade him take what he would of the lading. The goodman said he had a young wife. “She,” quoth he, “shall come to the ship and take of your lading what she will.” So the goodman rode home now, and the mistress came thither the next morning; and she knew Viglund as soon as she saw him, but made little of it; but Viglund was much astonied when he knew her.

So she took what she would of the lading, for all things were at her will.

The bonder had bidden the ship-masters home, and when they came thither, the master and mistress went to meet them: then stumbled the goodman, for he was stiff with eld: then the mistress said, somewhat under her breath, “An evil mate is an old man.”

“It was so slippery, though,” said the master.

So they were brought in with all honour . but Viglund deemed that Ketilrid knew him not. But she sang : — 

“The fight-grove of Van’s fire, 

The fair, I knew at even — 

Marvel that he would meet me! 

I knew gold-master Trusty. 

The ship of gold all slender 

To such an one is wedded, 

That ne’er another older 

In all the world one findeth.”
 

So they abode there that winter, and Viglund was exceeding heavy-hearted, but Trusty as blithe as might be, and the goodman exceeding blithe, who served them with all kindness.

But it is told that Ketilrid had a veil ever before her face, for she would not that Viglund should know her, and that Viglund also for his part was not all so sure that it was she.






  








CHAPTER XXI. GUESTING AT GAUTWICK.
 

ON a day Ketilrid was standing without, and she was exceeding warm, and had rent the veil from her face: and in that nick of time Viglund came out and saw her visage clearly; and thereat was he much astonied, and flushed red as blood. He went into the hall, wherein was Trusty sitting, who asked him what was toward and what he had seen that he was so changed. Then Viglund sang a stave : — 

“Nought shall I say thee lie now: 

Ne’er saw I eyen sweeter 

Since when we twain were sundered, 

O sweet one of the worm-lair. 

This craven carle her clippeth; 

Shall I not carve from off him 

His head? all grief go with him — 

Grief from the gold one gat I.”
 

Now Ketilrid never had a veil before her face from that time forward that she wotted that Viglund knew her.

So Trusty said, “The last thing to be done I deem it to do the goodman any harm, as well as he has done to us; a luckless deed it will be to slay her husband sackless: let it be far from thee I” And he sang: — 

“Never, burnt-rings breaker, 

Shall ye be brought together. 

If felon’s deed thou doest 

On Fafnir’s-land’s good dealer. 

Not ever, nor in all things, 

Availeth shielded onset; 

Aright must we arede us, 

O brother wise in trials.”
 

So the day wears away to evening, and folk go to rest. But in the night Viglund arose and went to the bed wherein slept Ketilrid and the goodman; the light was drawn up into the hall roof, so that aloft it was light, but all below was dim. So he lifted up the curtains and saw Ketilrid lying turned towards the wall, and the goodman turned away thence towards the bed-stock, with his head laid’thereon, handy to be smitten off.

Then was Viglund at the point to draw his sword, but therewith came Trusty to him, and said, “Nay, beware of thyself, and do no such fearful and shameful deed as to slay a sleeping man. Let none see in thee that thy heart is in this woman! bear thyself like a man!” And he sang: — 

“My friend, mind here the maiden

Who murdereth all thy gladness; 

See there thy fair fame’s furtherer,

Who seemeth fain of saying:

Though one, the lovely woman,

Hath wasted all thy life-joy,

 Yet keep it close within thee,

Nor cry aloud thereover.”
 

Therewith was Viglund appeased, and he wondered withal that there was so wide a space in the bed betwixt them.

So the brethren went to their beds; but Viglund slept but little that night, and the next morning was he exceeding downcast; but the goodman was very joyous, and he asked Viglund what made him so sorrowful.

Then Viglund, whom all deemed was called Erne, sang a stave : — 

“The white hands’ ice-hilPs wearer 

Hath wasted all my joyance: 

O strong against me straineth 

The stream of heaped-up waters! 

This sapling oak thy wife here 

From out my heart ne’er goeth; 

Well of tormenting wotteth 

The woman mid her playing.”
 

“Like enough it is so,” said the master; “but come, it were good that we disported us and played at the chess.”

And they did so; but little heed had Erne of the board because of the thought he had of the goodwife, so that he was like to be mated: but therewith came the mistress thither, and looked on the board, and sang this half-stave: — 

“O battles’ thunder-bearer 

Be glad and shift thy board-piece 

On to this square thou seest

So saith the staff of hangings.”
 

Then the master looked on her and sang: — 

“Again to-day gold-goddess 

Against her husband turneth, 

Though I the wealth-god owe thee 

For nought but eld meseemeth.”
 

So Erne played as he was bidden, and the game was a drawn game.

The goodwife talked little with Erne; but on a day when they met without alone, they two, Viglund and Ketilrid, they did talk together somewhat; yet not for long; and when they had made an end of talking, Viglund sang : — 

“O slender sweet, O fair-browed, 

Meseemeth this thy husband 

As ferry-boat all foredone 

Amid the Skerries floating. 

But thee, when I behold thee 

Go forth so mighty waxen, 

’Tis as a ship all stately 

O’er sea-mews’ pasture sweeping.”
 

Then they left off talking, and Ketilrid went in; but Erne fell to talk with the goodman, who was joyous with the shipmaster; but Erne sang; — 

“Friend, watch and ward now hold thou 

Of this thy wife, the fair one; 

And heed lest that spear-Goddess 

Should go about to waste me. 

If oft we meet without doors,

I and the twined-thread’s Goddess,

Who knows whose most she should be,

Or mine or thine, that gold-wife?”
 

And another stave he sang: — 

“Fight-grove full fain would not 

Be found amidst of man-folk, 

So tame to maids’ enticing 

To take a man’s wife wedded. 

But if amid the mirk-tide 

She came here made as woman, 

I cannot soothly swear it 

But soft I should enfold her.”
 

Said the master; “O, all will go well enough if she see to it herself.” And so they left this talk.

Ever did the goodman do better and better to the shipmaster, but it availed him nought; a sorrowful man he was ever, and never spake one joyous word. But Trusty, his brother, thought such harm of this, that he talked to him full oft, bidding him put it from his mind and take another woman. But Erne said, “It may not be; I should not love her; yea, moreover, I could not set the thing afoot.” And he sang : — 

“Another man’s wife love I, 

Unmanly am I holden, 

Though old, and on her beam-ends, 

Fallen is the fallow oak-keel. 

I wot not if another, 

At any time hereafter,

Shall be as sweet unto me — 

The ship drave out of peril.”
 

“It may be so,” said Raven. So they went together into the hall: and there sat the master with the goodwife on his knees, and he with his arms about her middle: but Erne saw that she was not right glad thereat.

Now she slipped from his knees, and went and sat down on the bench, and wept . Erne went thither, and sat down by her, and they talked together softly. And he sang: — 

“Sweet linen-bride,full seldom

In such wise would I find thee,

An hoary dotard’s hand-claws

Hanging about thee, bright one.

Rather, O wristfires’ lady,

Would I around thy midmost

Cast as my longing led me,

These lands of gold light-shining.”
 

“Mayhappen,” said the goodwife, “it will never be.” Therewith she arose and went away: but the master was exceeding joyous and said: “Now, Erne, I will that thou have care of my household, and all else that concerns me, whiles I am away, because I am going from home and shall be away for a month at the least; and thee I trust best of all in all matters that concern me.”

Erne said little to this.






  








CHAPTER XXII. A WEDDING AT GAUTWICK.
 

THEN the master went from home with fourteen men; and when he was gone Erne spake to his brother and said: “Methinks it were well if we went from home, and abode not here whiles the master is away; for otherwise folk will deem that I am about beguiling his wife; and then would a mighty difference be seen betwixt me and the master.”

So they rode from home, and abode by their shipmates till the goodman came home on the day named.

And now were there many more with him than before: for in his company were Thorgrim the Proud, and Olof his wife, and Helga his daughter, and Sigurd the Sage, and Gunnlaug his brother, and Holmkel the master of Foss: and they were fifty all told. Therewith also came home the two mariners.

And now Ketilrid had arrayed all things as the goodman had commanded her, with the intent to hold his wedding.

But when they were all set down in the hall the master stood up and said: “So stands the case, Shipmaster Erne, that thou hast abided here through the winter, and thy brother with thee, and I know that thou art called Viglund and thy brother Trusty, and that ye are the sons of Thorgrim the Proud: no less I know all thy mind toward Ketilrid; and with many trials and troubles have I tried thee, and all hast thou borne well: nevertheless thy brother hath holpen thee that thou hast not fallen into any dreadful case or done any dreadful thing: and I myself indeed had ever something else to fall back upon. For now will I no longer hide from thee that I am called Helgi, and am the son of Earl Eric, and thine own father’s brother: therefore wooed I Ketilrid, that I might keep her safe for thee, and she is a clean maiden as for me. Ketilrid hath borne all well and womanly: for I and the others hid these things from her: forsooth we have lain never under one sheet, for the bedstock cometh up between the berths we lay in, though we had one coverlit over all: and I deem indeed that it would be no trial nor penance to her though she knew no man whiles thou wert alive. But all these things were done by the rede of Master Holmkel, and methinks it were well that thou pray him for peace, and crave his daughter of him thereafter: and surely he will give thee peace, for things better and nobler than this he hath done to thee in your dealings together.”

Then went Viglund to Master Holmkel, and laid his head on his knee, and bade him do therewith whatso he would; and he answered in this wise:

“That shall be done with thine head which shall please my daughter Ketilrid best, and assuredly we will be at peace together.”

So Holmkel gave his daughter Ketilrid to Viglund, and Thorgrim gave Helga his daughter to Sigurd the Sage, and Helgi gave Ragnhild his daughter to Gunnlaug the Masterful; and folk sat down to all these weddings at one and the same time.

Then each went to his own house: Viglund and Ketilrid loved their life exceeding well now, and dwelt at Foss after Holmkel, Ketilrid’s father: but Gunnlaug the Masterful and Sigurd his brother fared abroad and set up house in Norway: but Trusty abode at Ingialds-knoll after Thorgrim his father.

So HERE ENDETH THE TALE.

“Whoso thinketh this good game, 

God keep us all from hurt and grame; 

And may all things have such an end 

That all we unto God may wend. 

He who to tell this tale hath will, 

He needeth no long time be still; 

For here we cast off pain and woe, 

Here noble deeds may Champions know, 

Manners and tales and glorious lore, 

And truth withal that shall endure, 

Thanks to him who hearkened it, 

Yea and unto him who writ, 

And Thorgeir that engrossed it fair. 

God’s and Mary’s grace be here!”
 

Two sons and a father did write this book : pray ye to God for them all. Amen.






  








THE TALE OF HOGNI AND HEDINN
 






  








CHAPTER I. OF FREYIA AND THE DWARFS.
 

EAST of Vanaquisl in Asia was the land called Asialand or Asiahome, but the folk that dwelt there was called Esir, and their chief town was Asgard. Odin was the name of the king thereof, and therein was a right holy place of sacrifice. Niord and Frey Odin made Temple-priests thereover: but the daughter of Niord was Freyia, and she was fellow to Odin and his concubine.

Now there were certain men in Asia, whereof one was called Alfrigg, the second Dwalin, the third Berling, the fourth Grerr: these had their abode but a little space from the King’s hall, and were men so wise in craftsmanship, that they laid skilful hand on all matters; and such-like men as they were did men call dwarfs. In a rock was their dwelling, and in that day they mingled more with menfolk than as now they do.

Odin loved Freyia full sore, and withal she was the fairest woman of that day: she had a bower that was both fair and strong; insomuch, say men, that if the door were shut to, none might come into the bower aforesaid without the will of Freyia.

Now on a day went Freyia afoot by that rock of the dwarfs, and it lay open: therein were the dwarfs a-smithying a golden collar, and the work was at point to be done: fair seemed that collar to Freyia, and fair seemed Freyia to the dwarfs.

Now would Freyia buy the collar of them, and bade them in return for it silver and gold, and other good things. They said they lacked not money, yet that each of them would sell his share of the collar for this thing, and for nought else — that she should lie a night by each of them: wherefore, whether she liked it better or worse, on such wise did she strike the bargain with them; and so the four nights being outworn, and all conditions fulfilled, they delivered the collar to Freyia; and she went home to her bower, and held her peace hereof, as if nought had befallen.






  








CHAPTER II. OF THE STEALING OF FREYIA’S COLLAR, AND HOW SHE MAY HAVE IT AGAIN.
 

THERE was a man called Farbauti, which carl had to wife a carline called Laufey; she was both slim and slender, therefore was she called Needle. One child had these, a son called Loki; nought great of growth was he, but betimes shameless of tongue and nimble in gait; over all men had he that craft which is called cunning; guileful was he from his youth up, therefore was he called Loki the Sly.

He betook himself to Odin at Asgard and became his man. Ever had Odin a good word for him, whatsoever he turned to; yet withal he oft laid heavy labours upon him, which forsooth he turned out of hand better than any man looked for: moreover, he knew wellnigh all things that befell, and told all he knew to Odin.

So tells the tale that Loki knew how that Freyia had gotten the collar, yea and what she had given for it; so he told Odin thereof, and when Odin heard of it he bade Loki get the collar and bring it to him. Loki said it was not a likely business, because no man might come into Freyia’s bower without the will of her; but Odin bade him go his ways and not come back before he had gotten the collar. Then Loki turned away howling, and most of men were glad thereof whenas Loki throve nought.

But Loki went to Freyia’s bower, and it was locked; he strove to come in, and might not; and cold it was without, so that he fast began to grow a-cold.

So he turned himself into a fly, and fluttered about all the locks and the joints, and found no hole therein whereby he might come in, till up by the gable-top he found a hole, yet no bigger than one might thrust a needle through; none the less he wriggled in thereby. So when he was come in he peered all about to see if any waked, but soon he got to see that all were asleep in the bower. Then in he goeth unto Freyia’s bed, and sees that she hath the collar on her with the clasp turned downward. Thereon Loki changed himself into a flea, and sat on Freyia’s cheek, and stung her so that she woke and turned about, and then fell asleep again. Then Loki drew from off him his flea’s shape, and undid the collar, and opened the bower, and gat him gone to Odin therewith.

Next morn awoke Freyia and saw that the doors were open, yet unbroken, and that the goodly collar was gone. She deemed she knew what guile had wrought it, so she goeth into the hall when she is clad, and cometh before Odin the king, and speaketh to him of the evil he has let be wrought against her in the stealing of that dear thing, and biddeth him give her back her jewel.

Odin says that in such wise hath she gotten it. that never again shall she have it. “Unless forsooth thou bring this to pass, that two kings, each served of twenty kings, fall to strife, and fight under such weird and spell, that they no sooner fall adown than they stand up again and fight on: always unless some christened man be so bold of heart, and the fate and fortune of his lord be so great, that he shall dare go into that battle, and smite with weapons these men: and so first shall their toil come to an end, to whatsoever lord it shall befall to loose them from the pine and trouble of their fell deeds.” Hereto said Freyia yea, and gat her collar again.






  








CHAPTER III. OF KING ERLING, AND SORLI HIS SON.
 

IN those days, when four-and-twenty winters were worn away from the death of Peace-Frodi, a king ruled over the Uplands in Norway called Erling. He had a queen and two sons; Sorli the Strong the elder, and Erlend the younger: hopeful were they both, but Sorli was the stronger. They fell to warfare so soon as they were of age thereto; they fought with the viking Sindri, son of Sveigr, the son of Haki, the sea-king, at the Elfskerries; and there fell the viking Sindri and all his folk; there also fell Erlend Erlingson. Thereafter Sorli sailed into the East-salt-sea, and harried there, and did so many doughty deeds that late it were ere all were written down.






  








CHAPTER IV. SORLI SLAYETH KING HALF DAN.
 

THERE was a king hight Halfdan, who ruled over Denmark, and abode in a stead called Roi’s-well;he had to wife Hvedna the old, and their sons were Hogni and Hakon, men peerless of growth and might, and all prowess: they betook them to warfare so soon as they were come to man’s estate.

Now cometh the tale on Sorli again, for on an autumn-tide he sailed to Denmark. King Halfdan was minded as at this time to go to an assembly of the kings; he was well stricken in years when these things betid. He had a dragon so good that never was such another ship in all Norway for strength’s sake, and all craftsmanship. Now was this ship lying moored in the haven, but King Halfdan was a-land and had let brew his farewell drink. But when Sorli saw the dragon, so great covetise ran into his heart that he must needs have her: and forsooth, as most men say, no ship so goodly hath ever been in the Northlands, but it were the dragon Ellida, or Gnod, or the Long Worm.

So Sorli spake to his men, bidding them array them for battle; “for we will slay King Halfdan and have away his dragon.”

Then answered his word a man called Saevar, his Forecastle-man and Marshal: “I’ll rede, lord,” saith he; “for King Halfdan is a mighty lord of great renown, and hath two sons to avenge him, who are either of them full famous men.”

“Let them be mightier than the very Gods,” said Sorli, “yet shall I none the less join battle.”

So they arrayed them for the fight.

Now came tidings hereof to King Halfdan, and he started up and fared down to the ships with all his men, and they got them ready for battle.

Some men set before King Halfdan that it was ill rede to fight, and it were best to flee away because of the odds; but the king said that they should fall every one across the other’s feet or ever he should flee. So either side arrayed them, and joined battle of the fiercest; the end whereof was such that King Halfdan fell and all his folk, and Sorli took his dragon and all that was of worth.

Thereafter heard Sorli that Hogni was come from warfare, and lay by Odins-isle; so thitherward straight stood Sorli, and when they met he told him of the fall of Halfdan his father, and offered him atonement and self-doom, and they to become foster-brethren. But Hogni gainsayed him utterly: so they fought as it sayeth in Sorli’s Song. Hakon went forth full fairly, and slew Saevar, Sorli’s Banner-bearer and Forecastle-man, and therewith Sorli slew Hakon, and Hogni slew Erling the king, Sorli’s father.

Then they fought together, Hogni and Sorli, and Sorli fell before Hogni for wounds and weariness’ sake: but Hogni let heal him, and they swore the oath of brother-hood thereafter, and held it well whiles they both lived. Sorli was the shortest-lived of them; he fell in the East-sea before the vikings, as it saith in the Sorli-Song, and here saith: — 

“Fell there the fight-greedy, 

Foremost of war-host, 

Eager in East-seas, 

All on Hells’ hall-floor; 

Died there the doughty 

In dale-fishes joy-tide, 

With byrny-rod biting 

The vikings in brand-thing”
 

But when Hogni heard of the fall of Sorli, he went a warring in the Eastlands that same summer, and had the victory in every place, and became king thereover; and so say men that twenty kings paid tribute to King Hogni, and held their realms of him.

Hogni won so great fame from his doughty deeds and his warfare that he was as well known by name north in the Finn-steads, as right away in Paris-town; yea, and all betwixt and between.






  








CHAPTER V. HEDINN HEARETH TELL OF KING HOGNI, AND COMETH TO THE NORTHLANDS.
 

HIARANDI was the name of a king who ruled over Serkland; a queen he had, and one son named Hedinn, who from his youth up was peerless of growth, and strength, and prowess: from his early days he betook him to warfare, and became a Sea-king, and harried wide about Spain and the land of the Greeks, and all realms thereabout, till twenty kings paid tribute to him, and held of him land and fief.

On a winter abode Hedinn at home in Serkland, and it is said that on a time he went into the wood with his household; and so it befell him to be alone of his men in a certain wood-lawn, and there in the wood-lawn he saw a woman sitting on a chair, great of growth and goodly of aspect: he asked her of her name, and she named herself Gondul.

Then fell they a-talking, and she asked him of his doughty deeds, and lightly he told her all, and asked her if she wotted of any king who was his peer in daring and hardihood, in fame and furtherance; and she said she wotted of one who fell nowise short of him, and who was served of twenty kings no less than he, and that his name was Hogni, and his dwelling north in Denmark.

“Then wot I,” said Hedinn, “that we shall try it which of us twain is foremost.”

“Now will it be time for thee to go to thy men,” said Gondul; “they will be seeking thee.”

So they departed and he fared to his men, but she was left sitting there.

But so soon as spring was come Hedinn arrayed his departure, and had a dragon and three hundred men thereon: he made for the Northlands, and sailed all that summer and winter, and came to Denmark in the Springtide.






  








CHAPTER VI. HOGNI AND HEDINN MEET, AND SWEAR BROTHERHOOD TO EACH OTHER.
 

KING Hogni sat at home this while, and when he heard tell how a noble king is come to his land he bade him home to a glorious feast, and that Hedinn took. And as they sat at the drink, Hogni asked what errand Hedinn had thither, that had driven him so far north in the world. Hedinn said that this was his errand, that they twain should try their hardihood and daring, their prowess and all their craftsmanship; and Hogni said he was all ready thereto.

So betimes on the morrow fared they to swimming and shooting at marks, and strove in tilting and fencing and all prowess; and in all skill were they so alike that none thought he could see betwixt them which was the foremost. Thereafter they swore themselves fosterbrethren, and should halve all things between them.

Hedinn was young and unwedded, but Hogni was somewhat older, and he had to wife Hervor, daughter of Hiorvard, who was the son of Heidrek, who was the son of Wolfskin.

Hogni had a daughter, Hild by name, the fairest and wisest of all women, and he loved his daughter much.

No other child had he.






  








CHAPTER VII. THE BEGUILING OF HEDINN, AND OF HIS EVIL DEED.
 

THE tale telleth that Hogni went a-warring a little hereafter, and left Hedinn behind to ward the realm. So on a day went Hedinn into the wood for his disport, and blithe was the weather. And yet again he turned away from his men and came into a certain wood-lawn, and there in the lawn beheld the same woman sitting in a chair, whom he had seen aforetime in Serkland, and him seemed that she was now gotten fairer than aforetime.

Yet again she first cast a word at him, and became kind in speech to him; she held a horn in her hand shut in with a lid, and the king’s heart yearned toward her.

She bade the king drink, and he was thirsty, for he was gotten warm; so he took the horn and drank, and when he had drunk, lo a marvellous change came over him, for he remembered nought of all that was betid to him aforetime, and he sat him down and talked with her. She asked whether he had tried, as she had bidden him, the prowess of Hogni and his hardihood.

Hedinn said that sooth it was: “For he fell short of me in nought in any mastery we tried: so now are we called equal.”

“Yet are ye nought equal,” said she.

“Whereby makest thou that?” said he.

“In this wise,” said she; “that Hogni hath a queen of high kindred, but thou hast no wife.”

He answers: “Hogni will give me Hild, his daughter, so soon as I ask her; and then am I no worse wedded than he.”

“Minished were thy glory then,” she said, “wert thou to crave Hogni of alliance. Better were it, if forsooth thou lack neither hardihood nor daring according to thy boast, that thou have away Hild, and slay the Queen in this wise: to wit, to lay her down before the beak of that dragon-ship, and let smite her asunder therewith in the launching of it.”

Now so was Hedinn ensnared by evil heart and forgetfulness, because of the drink he had drunken, that nought seemed good to him save this; and he clean forgat that he and Hogni were foster-brethren.

So they departed, and Hedinn fared to his men; and this befell when summer was far spent.

Now Hedinn ordained his men for the arraying of the dragon, saying that he would away for Serkland. Then went he to the bower, and took Hild and the queen, one by either hand, and went forth with them; and his men took Hild’s raiment and fair things. Those men only were in the realm, who durst do nought for Hedinn and his men; for full fearful of countenance was he.

But Hild asked Hedinn what he would, and he told her; and she bade him do it not: “For,” quoth she, “my father will give me to thee if thou woo me of him.”

“I will not do so much as to woo thee,” said Hedinn.

“And though,” said she, “thou wilt do no otherwise than bear me away, yet may my father be appeased thereof: but if thou do this evil deed and unmanly, doing my mother to death, then never may my father be appeased: and this wise have my dreams pointed, that ye shall fight and lay each other a-low; and then shall yet heavier things fall upon you: and great sorrow shall it be to me, if such a fate must fall upon my father that he must bear a dreadful weird and heavy spells: nor have I any joy to see thee sorehearted under bitter toil.”

Hedinn said he heeded nought what should come after, and that he would do his deed none the less.

“Yea, thou mayest none other do,” said Hild, “for not of thyself dost thou it.”

Then went Hedinn down to the strand, and the dragon was thrust forth, and the queen laid down before the beak thereof; and there she lost her life.

So went Hedinn aboard the dragon: but when all was dight he would fain go a-land alone of his men, and into the self-same wood wherein he had gone aforetime: and so, when he was come into the wood-lawn, there saw he Gondul sitting in a chair: they greeted each the other friendly, and then Hedinn told her of his deeds, and thereof was she well content. She had with her the horn whereof he had drunk afore, and again she bade him drink thereof; so he took it and drank, and when he had drunk sleep came upon him, and he fell tottering into her lap: but when he slept she drew away from his head and spake: “Now hallow I thee, and give thee to lie under all those spells and the weird that Odin commanded, thee and Hogni, and all the hosts of you.”

Then awoke Hedinn, and saw the ghostly shadow of Gondul, and him-seemed she was waxen black and over big; and all things came to his mind again, and mighty woe he deemed it. And now was he minded to get him far away somewhither, lest he hear daily the blame and shame of his evil deed.

So he went to the ship and they unmoored speedily: the wind blew off shore, and so he sailed away with Hild.






  








CHAPTER VIII. THE WEIRDFALLETH ON THESE TWAIN, HOGNI AND HEDINN.
 

NOW cometh Hogni home, and comes to wot the sooth, that Hedinn hath sailed away with Hild and the dragon Halfdans-loom, and his queen is left dead there. Full wroth was Hogni thereat, and bade men turn about straightway and sail after Hedinn. Even so did they speedily, and they had a wind of the best, and ever came at eve to the haven whence Hedinn had sailed the morning afore.

But on a day whenas Hogni made the haven, lo the sails of Hedinn in sight on the main; so Hogni, he and his, stood after them; and most sooth is it told that a head-wind fell on Hedinn, whiles the same fair wind went with Hogni.

So Hedinn brought-to at an isle called Ha, and lay in the roadstead there, and speedily came Hogni up with him; and when they met Hedinn greeted him softly: “Needs must I say, foster-brother,” saith he, “how evil hath befallen me, that none may amend save thou: for I have taken from thee thy daughter and thy dragon; and thy queen I have done to death. And yet is this deed done not from my evil heart alone, but rather from wicked witchcraft and evil spells; and now will I that thou alone shear and shape betwixt us. But I will offer thee to forego both Hild and the dragon, my men and all my wealth, and to fare so far out in the world that I may never come into the Northlands again, or thine eye-sight, whiles I live.”

Hogni answered: “I would have given thee Hild, hadst thou wooed her; yea, and though thou hadst borne away Hild from me, yet for all that might we have had peace: but whereas thou hast now wrought a dastard’s deed in the laying down of my queen and slaying of her, there is no hope that I may ever take atonement from thee; but here, in this place, shall we try straightway which of us twain hath more skill in the smiting of strokes.”

Hedinn answered: “Rede it were, since thou wilt nought else but battle, that we twain try it alone, for no man here is guilty against thee saving I alone: and nowise meet it is that guiltless men should pay for my folly and ill-doing.”

But the followers of either of them answered as with one mouth, that they would all fall one upon the other rather than that they two should play alone.

So when Hedinn saw that Hogni would nought else but battle, he bade his men go up a-land: “For I will fail Hogni no longer, nor beg off the battle: so let each do according to his manhood.”

So they go up a-land now and fight: full fierce is Hogni, and Hedinn apt at arms and mighty of stroke.

Soothly is it said that such mighty and evil spells went with the weird of these, that though they clave each other down to the shoulders, yet still they stood upon their feet and fought on: and ever sat Hild in a grove and looked on the play.

So this travail and torment went on ever from the time they first fell a-fighting till the time that Olaf Tryggvison was king in Norway; and men say that it was an hundred and forty and three years before the noble man, King Olaf, brought it so about that his courtman loosed them from this woeful labour and miserable grief of heart.






  








CHAPTER IX HOGNI AND HEDINN ARE LOOSED FROM THEIR WEIRD.
 

SO tells the tale, that in the first year of the reign of King Olaf he came to the Isle of Ha, and lay in the haven there on an eve. Now such was the way of things in that isle, that every night whoso watched there vanished away, so that none knew what was become of them.

On this night had Ivar Gleam-bright to hold ward: so when all on ship-board were asleep Ivar took his sword, which Iron-shield of Heathwood had owned erst, and Thorstein his son had given to Ivar, and all his war-gear he took withal, and so when up on the isle.

But when he was gotten up there, lo a man coming to meet him, great of growth, and all bloody, and exceeding sorrowful of countenance. Ivar asked that man of his name; and he said he was called Hedinn, the son of Hiarandi, of the blood of Serkland.

“Sooth have I to tell thee,” said he, “that whereas the watchman have vanished away, ye must lay it to me and to Hogni, the son of Halfdan; for we and our men are fallen under such sore weird and labour, that we fight on both night and day; and so hath it been with us for many generations of men; and Hild, the daughter of Hogni, sitteth by and looketh on. Odin hath laid this weird upon us, nor shall aught loose us therefrom till a christened man fight with us; and then whoso he smiteth down shall ris up no more; and in such wise shall each one of us be loosed from his labour. Now will I crave of thee to go with me to the battle, for I wot that thou are well christened; and thy king also whom thou servest is of great goodhap, of whom my heart telleth me, that of him and his men shall we have somewhat good.”

Ivar said yea to going with him; and glad was Hedinn thereat, and said: “Be thou ware not to meet Hogni face to face, and again that thou slay not me before him; for no mortal man may look goni in the face, or slay him if I be dead first: for he hath the Aegis-helm in the eyes of him, nor may any shield him thence. So there is but one thing for it, that I face him and fight with him, whiles thou goest at his back and so givest him his death-blow; for it will be but easy work for thee to slay me, though I be left alive the longest of us all.”

Therewith went they to the battle, and Ivar seeth that all is sooth that Hedinn hath told him; so he goeth to the back of Hogni and smiteth him into his head, and cleaveth him down to the shoulders: and Hogni fell dead, and never rose up again.

Then slew Ivar all those men who were at the battle, and Hedinn last of all, and that was no hard for him. But when he came to the grove wherein HIld was wont to sit, lo seh was vanished away.

Then went Ivar to the ship, when it was now daybreak, and he came to the king and told him herof; and the king made much of his deed, and said that it had gone luckily with him.

But the next day they went a-land, and thither where the battle had been, and saw nowhere any signs of what had befallen there: but blood was seen on Ivar’s sword as a token thereof; and never after did the watchmen vanish away.

So after these things the king went back to his realm.

THE END OF THIS TALE.






  








THE TALE OF ROI THE FOOL
 






  








CHAPTER I OF ROI
 

THERE was a man called Roi who was born andbred in Denmark; he was the son of a good bonder, a man of prowess, and strong enow and of good wit. Roi was ever a-going chaffering, and got money together that wise; a good smith he was to wit, and that way also he got money full oft. In those days King Swein, the son of Harald, who was called Twibeard, ruled over Denmark, and was a king well loved of his folk.

Now on a summer Roi wrecked his ship on the south parts of Denmark, and lost goods and all, though the crew were barely saved. So they went up a-land, and Roi took to smithying, and gat goods thus; he was well loved of his fellows, nor had he long followed this craft before the money grew on his hands, for a full famous smith he was; yet was the story still the same, and he fared but ill with his goods; for as soon as he had gotten together what he would he went to sea and lost it all.

Roi had a mark in the face of him whereby he was lightly known from other men, for one of his eyes was blue and the other black: but a most manly man he was, and ruled his temper well, yea even were he ill dealt with; ever he got wealth a-land, and lost it a-voyaging, and so when he had now thrice lost his ship in his chaffering voyages, he thought he could see, that he was not made for that craft, and yet going from land to land with his merchandise was the thing most to his mind: so he bethought him of going to King Swein, if perchance he might have any counsel of him, for he wotted that he was a man of good counsel, and that many had been the better thereof. Wherefore he went thither, and coming before the king greeted him.

And the king asked, “Who art thou?”

“Roi am I called,” said he.

Quoth the king, “Art thou Roi the Come-to-nought?”

He answered, “I am wanting somewhat else from thee than mocks such as these. I would rather of thee the help of thy money and goodhap; maybe it shall avail me, for I would fain hope that thy health and hap may perchance prevail over my ill-luck.’

King Swein said: “If thou be minded to seek luck of me it were well, so please you, that we were partners together.”

Then said folk to the king, that it were ill-counselled to be partner of one so unlucky as Roi, and that he would lose his money at once: but the king answered : — 

“It shall be risked which may most prevail, a king’s luck or his ill-luck.”

Therewith he gave money to Roi that they should have together, and Roi went a-chaffering on such covenant with the king, that he should pay nought if the goods were lost, and share what there was of gain, and that he should pay the king as much as he got from him to begin with. So Roi went his ways, and things went well with his voyages, and the money grew speedily, and he came back in autumn-tide to the king with much wealth; and no long time was passed before he became right wealthy, and was now called Roi the Wealthy, or the Stately, and every summer he went from land to land, chaffering, on the covenant aforesaid with the king.






  








CHAPTER II. OFROI.
 

NOW on a time spake Roi with the king: “Now will I that thou take thy share, lord, lest things go ill and I lose thy goods.”

Said the king: “Thou art minded then that it were better for our partnership to come to an end: but I was deeming it not ill-counselled for thee to abide in the land here under my good keeping, and that thou shouldst wed and dwell quietly here, with me to further thee. Nor do I deem it hopeful, this mind of thine for trading; a slippery matter it seems to me, even as thou hast proved aforetime.” Nevertheless Roi would have the money shared, and so it was done, and the king said: “This is thy rede, Roi, and not mine; and better meseems it had been since thou hast come to seek luck at my hands that it had abided by thee.” Men took up the word therewith, and said how he himself had proven how the king’s luck had come to him in time of need. But the king said that Roi had dealt well with him, and that it would be great scathe if he tumbled into any ill-luck: and therewithal they parted.

So Roi went on his voyage and had plenteous wealth. He sailed to Sweden this time, and made up the Low, and brought-to off certain meads: and now had Roi all the ship’s lading to himself. On a day he went a-land by himself alone, and when he had gone awhile he met a man with red hair and straight, and somewhat of a brisk lad to look on. Roi asked him of his name, and he said he was called Helgi, and was a court-man of King Eric; and he asked withal who the chapman was. Roi told his name, whereon Helgi said he knew him and had seen him before; and therewith he said he would deal with him. Roi asked how much he would deal for, and Helgi answered: “I wot that ye Danes are new come a-land, and I hear say that they are all thy servants, and that all the ship’s lading is thine; and I will buy the whole lading of thee if thou wilt.”

Roi said he was no whit of a peddler then; and Helgi said he could deal both in small and in great. Then asked Roi: “Where are the goods that I am to take of thee?” Helgi bade him go with him, and said that he would show him that there was no fooling in that his offer. So they went till they came to a storehouse all full of merchandise, and all that was therein Helgi offered Roi for his lading: Roi deemed it good chaffer, and thought that little would be his loss therein though they made a deal of it, and that the wares were good cheap. So it came to this that they struck the bargain, and a flitting-day was appointed between them; wherewith they parted, and Roi went back to his ship.






  








CHAPTER III. EARL THORGNYR’S TALK WITH HIS DAUGHTER.
 

THE very next day came Helgi down with many men and beasts, and let flit away the lading, so that all was gone by nightfall; and soothly he had no lack either of men or of yoke-beasts hereto. A few days after Roi went up a-land alone, with the mind to settle matters for the flitting of his wares: and by this time was worn by one night over and above the time that he should have let fetch them. Roi deemed it mattered nought for a night, though he had come later than was appointed; for in sooth he was busied about many things. Roi was clad full goodly, for he was a very showy man, and he had a right noble knife and belt, on either whereof had many a penny been spent: good weapons he had, and a fair scarlet kirtle, with a broidered cloak over all.

The weather was fair, and he went till he came to the bower: it stood open, but his wares were not to be seen: this seemed marvellous to him, so he went all round about the bower till he came to the place whereas Helgi slept: so Roi asked him where was his goods? but Helgi said he knew nought of any goods he had. Roi asked how was that. Quoth Helgi, that he had borne out his goods at the time agreed on. “But I saw nought of thee to fetch them away: and it was not likely that I was going to let the things stand there for any one to lay hands on; so I let flit all of it away, and I call it mine and not thine.”

Roi said he dealt hastily and unjustly: “No marvel though thou get rich speedily if thou play such tricks as this often.” Helgi said he had gone on in that wise for some while now, and found it availed him well enough. “But,” says he, “the king hath a case against thee whereas thou heedest not thy goods: for it is the law of the land, that every man shall keep his own so that no thief may steal it, or else hath the king a case against him: now shall the king doom hereover.” Roi said it looked little like making money if the king must needs charge him herewith. Therewith they parted.

Then went Roi to another court, and when he was gotten well into the garth he saw two men coming hastily after him, and one was full like to his late customer to look on. Roi had cast his belt about his neck, and thereby hung that costly knife of his. Now this first of those twain was Thorgils, brother of Helgi: he made a snatch at the belt as soon as they met, and said withal: “Every man may take his own how he may: this belt and knife thou tookest from me in Normandy, but I let smithy the things for me in England.”

Said Roi: “This looks little like making money,” and smiled withal. Then he went his ways and they turned back.

But he had gone no long way ere he met a man, big and ill-looking, who had but one eye: so when they met Roi asked who he was; he answered: “I ought to know thee; for I have on me a token that we have met.” Roi asked what the sign might be, and the man said: “No need for thee to feign that thou knowest not: thou wert born and bred in Denmark as thou wottest, and wert a one-eyed man; and on a time thou wentest a chaffering voyage, and layest by Samsey certain nights, whereat I chanced to be: thou hadst those men with thee, and bargained with them to bewitch me of my eye. Any man with his wits about him may see that both these eyes have been in one head: and now thou hast one, and I the other: but the king shall judge thereof to-morrow; yea, and of thy taking the knife and belt from Thorgils my brother.”

“I wot not thereof,” said Roi, “but belike heavy charges are flying about to-day;” and therewith he smiled somewhat. Therewith they parted, and Roi went to his ship: he told no man of all this, nor might any see of him but he was well content with all things.

The next morning went Roi to the town-gate, and was all alone: and when he came thereby there was hard by a certain house wherein he heard men talking: and one took up the word, and said: “Whether will Roi the Fool come to the Thing to-morrow I wonder.” Another answered: “Well, things look ugly for him, for the king ever dooms according to the urging of those brethren, whether it be right or wrong.”

Roi made as if he heard not, and went his ways till he came on a young maiden going to the water, and him-seemed he had never seen a fairer woman than her: and when he came up to her she looked on him and said, “Who art thou?”

“I am called Roi,” said he.

Quoth she, “Art thou Roi the Fool?”

He answered: “Well, belike it may now be a true name enough for me: yet have I borne, time was, a nobler name. What is thy name?” said he.

She said: “I am called Sigrbiorg, and I am the daughter of Thorgnyr the Lawman.”

Said Roi: “Fain were I to be holpen somewhat of his wisdom: but wilt thou do anything for my helping?”

Said she: “My father hath ever little to say to men of Denmark: moreover, he is no friend to those brethren, and they have oftentimes had to bow before him.”

Roi said: “But wilt thou give me some counsel herein?”

“No man hath asked my counsel heretofore,” said she, “and it is not all so sure that I know aught that may avail thee, if I were to counsel thee aught: but thou art a man to be desired, so come with me, and take thy place under my loft-bower, and take good heed to what thou hearest spoken; and that may avail thee, if any give counsel in thy case.”

He said that so it should be; and she went her ways, but Roi abode under her loft-bower.

Now Thorgnyr knew the voice of his daughter as she came into the chamber, and asked her: “What like weather is it abroad, daughter?”

“Good is the weather,” said she.

Said Thorgnyr: “Will Roi the Fool come to the Thing to-day?”

She said she knew not.

“Why sighest thou so heavily, daughter?” said Thorgnyr. “Hast thou met Roi the Fool? didst thou think him a goodly man, and one to be desired? wouldst thou give him help and furtherance?”

She said: “Say thou now, if thou wert so grievously bestead as he is, whither thou wouldst turn to, whenas no man would take money to further thy case?”

Thorgnyr answered: “I see nought hard to deal with herein: I would let trick meet trick: Roi will know well enow how to answer Helgi: every man may understand, that if one take another’s goods by guile and treason, and do nought for him in return, the king hath a case against him, if the truth come uppermost: and he may make him a thief, and put him from all his wealth and honour; and well may Roi pay back lie for lie — forsooth he knoweth all about this already.”

She answered: “He would not be Roi the Fool were he as wise as thou: but what wouldst thou do if a man claimed the eye from out thine head?” said she, “or how wouldst thou answer him?”

Thorgnyr answered: “Let marvel meet marvel,” and therewith he told her what he would meet either case withal; but the tale showeth hereafter what he said.






  








CHAPTER IV. THE STRIFE OF ROI AND HELGI.
 

AFTER these things Sigrbjorg went away and found Roi, and asked him whether he had laid to heart that which had been counselled him; and he said he deemed he would be able to call to mind much of it. Then she said:

“Join thyself to my father’s company when he rideth to the Thing, and heed not his hard speech though he cast but cold words at thee: for he knoweth belike that I have met thee, and that my heart yearneth toward thee; wherefore I hope that he will help thee in thy need: all the more, as he wotteth that I deem the matter to touch me closely. But no counsel can I give thee if thou art not counselled herewith.”

Therewithal they parted; and when Thorgnyr was ready he rides to the Thing, and Roi met him by the very towngate, and greeted him well.

Thorgnyr said: “Who art thou?” and Roi told of himself. 

Thorgnyr said: “What would Roi the Fool in my company? Go thou another road, I will not have thee with us.’’

Roi answered: “Nay, thou wilt not spare a word to bid me follow thee, and go by the road I will, whereas there nought is to hurt thee in me, and I am a stranger here, and would fain get the good of thy company: and need enough withal driveth me on this journey, and biddeth me further my case somewhat.”

So men took up the word, and said that sooth it was. So they go on till they came to the Thing, and Thorgnyr had a great company, and thither were come withal many folk of the land.

So Thorgnyr spake when men were come to the Thing: “Are those brethren, Helgi and Thorgils, come hither?”

They said yea.

“Then is it due,” said Thorgnyr, “to make known to the king concerning your dealings with Roi the Fool.”

Then said Helgi: “I say so much, that it was agreed between us that Roi should have all the wares that were in the bower, but I should bear them out and empty the bower; and a day was appointed for his coming back again: but I was to take in return all the lading of his ship and flit it away. And now, lord,” says he, “I did according to covenant; but when I had cleared the storehouse and borne out the wares Roi was not come; so I let flit it all away, for I would not that a thief should steal it: and now I claim the goods for mine own. But I say that thou, king, hast a case against him, because he took no heed of his goods, but would have other men come to ill by his wealth: so give thou judgment, lord, concerning these things.”

Said the king: “A trick was this: yet it may be that thou wilt come by the money, if things went that road. Was such the covenant, Roi?” *

He said that he might not gainsay it. “Yet is there a flaw herein, lord: on such terms were Helgi and I agreed, when we struck the bargain, that I was to own all that was in the storehouse: and now a part of all call I creeping things, canker-worm, and moth, and all hurtful things that were therein. All these I say he should have cleared out of his storehouse, and meseemshe hath not done it: and therewithal I claim Helgi as mine own; for he was in the storehouse with me when we struck the bargain: and though he be but a sorry man, yet may I keep him for my thrall, or perchance sell him at a thrall-cheaping: so give thou judgment, lord king, concerning these things.”

The king said: “With a crafty one hast thou to do now, Helgi, and no witless man.”

Then said Thorgnyr: “Thou hast spoken well, Roi, and may not lightly be gainsayed: but what is to be said about thy dealings, Thorgils?”

Thorgils answered: “I say that Roi hath taken from me knife and belt, either of them dear-bought things.”

Thorgnyr said: “Then must Roi answer somewhat hereto, or else confess, if he knoweth it for true.”

Roi said: “Well, I will answer somewhat. I was born and bred in Denmark, and had a brother called Sigurd, a likelier lad than I in all wise, but younger, as might well be seen: so on a time I fared with him chaffering in Normandy, and he was then twelve winters old. On a day the lad met a man in the wood, big and straight-haired, and they fell a-chaffering together; and a deal of money had got into the purse the lad bore, so that the other had nought to give in return: but this new-met man was keen-eyed at money, and would have the more part of what was there, wherefore he smote the lad to murder him, and when men were ware thereof they came and told me; but when I came there my brother lay dead, and the man was gone, and had left behind him this knife and belt, but all the money was gone. In such wise came I by these good things; and I say that Thorgils has stolen my money and slain my brother: doom thou, lord, concerning this.”

Thorgnyr said: “Surely such men as these brethren are worthy of death.”






  








CHAPTER V. WHAT ROI OFFERED UNTO THORIR.
 

NOW came forward Thorir, the brother of Helgi and Thorgils, and spake thus: “This that appertains unto me is a hard case;” and he told his tale, how he had lost his eye as is afore-written. “Lord,” says he, “I look to thee to make my case good for me, for he may not gainsay it that even so it befell as I say: and it behoveth thee, lord, not to account outland men of more worth than we brethren, who this long while have been men useful to thee, and have not slept over any matters thou hast charged us with.”

The king said: “This is a marvellous matter, and such as is seldom heard of: now, Roi, answer thou somewhat hereto.”

Answereth Roi: “I know nought of it; and well might I show by ordeal that unsoothly it is said of me: yet shall there be somewhat bidden on my part for thine honour’s sake, lord king.”

“Let us hear it,” said the king.

Said Roi: “I offer Thorir this; that the eye be pulled out of the head of each of us, and that the two of them be laid in the scales thereafter, and then if they be both come out of one head, they shall be heavy alike, and I shall atone to Thorir according to thy dooming: but if Thorir will not take this, then shall he be proven a liar in more matters than this one.”

Thorir said that he would not take it.

Said Thorgnyr: “Then it comes to this, that thou liest, and ye brethren do as ever wickedly and unmanly: and belike overlong ye have woven a web of lies about you, and overlong and unmeetly have been trusted of the king, who hath deemed you better men then ye were. Now is there no need to hide the truth longer about these things: for it has now become as clear as day to all that no other doom is right, but that Roi shall do his will on the life and wealth of those brethren.”

Said Roi: “Soon is my doom spoken, and I shall grow no wiser about it hereafter. The brethren Thorgils and Thorir do I doom to death, their lands to thee, king, and their chattels to me: but Helgi will I have put forth from the land so that he never show his face there again, and to be taken and slain if he ever set foot in Sweden; and all his wealth I adjudge to myself.”

Then were the brethren Thorgils and Thorir taken, and a gallows was raised for them, and they were hanged thereon as thieves, according to the law of the land.

So was the Thing broken up, and each man fared thence to his own home: and now was Roi called Roi the Wise. Now he thanked Thorgnyr the Lawman for his aid, saying that he had scarce got off clear but for his counsel and wisdom. “And now,” quoth he, “it may be thou wilt deem me importunate if I crave thy daughter of thee in wedlock.”

Thorgnyr answered: “Well, I deem it wise to give thee a good answer herein; for betimes it was that my daughter showed me that she had set her heart upon thee to have thee.”

So the wedding was done with great honour and glory, and the fairest of feasts was holden there.

Thereafter Roi arrayed him for departure, and fared to Denmark, and came to King Swein, and told him all about his voyage, and how it had gone with him: and said, that to no man was he bound to be so good as to King Swein; and therewith he gave him many good things from Sweden. King Swein said he had done well and happily, howbeit there had been close steering in the matter how it would turn out: wherewith he and the king departed, and were friends ever after while they lived. Then Roi went to Sweden, and found Thorgnyr the Lawman dead, but Thorgnyr, his son, was Lawman in his stead, and was the wisest of men: he and Roi shared the money according to the law of the land, and in all concord. Roi was accounted a right good man, and his wife had the gift of foieseeing: many noble folk in Sweden are come from them.






  








THE TALE OF THORSTEIN STAFF-SMITTEN
 

THERE was a man called Thorarin, who dwelt in Sunnudale, an old man and feeble of sight: he had been a red-hand viking in his younger days, nor was he a man good to deal with though he were old. One son he had, hight Thorstein, a big man, sturdy, but well ruled, who worked in such wise about his father’s house that three men else would not have turned out more work. Thorstein was not a wealthy man, but good weapons he had: stud-horses also that father and son owned, that brought them in the most of their money, whereas they would sell away the horse-colts, who were such that they never failed either in bottom or courage.

There was one Thord, a house-carle of Biarni of Hof: he took heed of Biarni’s riding-horses, for a horse-learned man he was accounted. Thord was a very unjust man, and would let many a man feel that he was house-carle of a mighty man: yet was he not of better worth therefor, nor better befriended.

Two others also abode with Biarni, one named Thorhall, the other Thorvald: great tale-bearers about all that they heard in the countryside.

Now Thorstein and Thord set afoot a horse-fight for the young horses, and when they drave them together Thord’s horse was put to the worse: so Thord smote Thorstein’s horse on the nose with a great stroke when he saw he was getting the worst of it; which thing Thorstein saw, and smote Thord’s horse in return a stroke bigger yet, so that Thord’s horse ran away, and men fell a-whooping hugely.

Then Thord smote Thorstein with his horse-staff, and the stroke came on the brow so that the skin fell over the eyes. So Thorstein tore a clout from his shirt and bound up his brow, and made as if nought had happened, and bade men hide this from his father; and so the matter dropped. But Thorhall and Thorvald made a mock of this, and called him Thorstein Staff-smitten.

A little before Yule that winter the women rose up early to their work at Sunnudale, and then stood up Thorstein and bare in hay, and afterward lay down on a bench. Now cometh in old Thorarin, his father, and asked who lay there, and Thorstein told of himself.

“Why art thou so early afoot, son?” said old Thorarin.

Thorstein answered: “There are few to mate with me in the work I win here.”

“Art thou not ailing in the head-bone, son?” said Thorarin.

“I know nought thereof,” said Thorstein.

“What canst thou tell me, son, of the Horse-meet last summer? Wert thou not beaten into swooning like a hound, kinsman?”

“I think it not worth while,” said Thorstein, “to account it a stroke; it was a chance hap rather.”

Thorarin said: “I should not have thought it, that I could have a faint-heart for a son.”

“Father,” said Thorstein, “speak thou nought but what thou wilt not think overmuch said in time to come.”

“I will not say so much as my heart would,” said Thorarin.

Now rose up Thorstein and taketh his weapons, and went his ways from home till he came to the horse-house where Thord was a-heeding the horses of Biarni, and there he found Thord.

So Thorstein came up to him and said to him: “I would wot, friend Thord, whether that was a chance blow that I gat from thee last summer at the Horse-meet, or if it were done wilfully of thee?”

Thord answereth: “If thou hast two mouths, thrust thou thy tongue now in one, now in the other, and call the one a chance stroke and the other a wilful: lo, there all the boot thou gettest of me.”

“See to it,” said Thorstein, “that I most like shall not claim boot of thee again.” And he fell on him therewith and smote him his death-blow. Then he went to the house at Hof, and met a woman without and said to her: “Tell thou to Biarni that a beast hath gored Thord, his horse-boy, and that he will abide him there by the horse-house till he cometh.”

“Go thy ways home, man,” said she, “and I will tell it when it seemeth good to me.”

So Thorstein went home and the woman went to her work.

Biarni rose up that morning, and when he was gotten to table he asked where Thord was, and men answered that he must have gone to the horses.

“I should have thought he would have been home by now if he were well,” said Biarni.

Then the woman whom Thorstein had met took up the word: “True it is what is oft said of us womanfolk, that there is little of wits at work where we women are. Here came this morning Thorstein Staff-smitten, and said that a beast had gored Thord so that he might not help himself: but I was loth to wake thee, and so it slipped out of my head.”

Then Biarni went from the table and out to the horse-house, and found Thord slain; and he was buried thereafter.

Biarni set a-foot a bloodsuit, and had Thorstein made guilty of the slaying: but Thorstein abode at home in Sunnudale and worked for his father, and Biarni let things be.

In the autumn sat men by the singeing-fires at Hof, but Biarni was lying outside the wall of the fire-hall, and hearkened thence the talk of men.

Now those brethren Thorhall and Thorvald take up the word: “We thought not when we first took up abode with Slaying Biarni that we should have been singeing lambs’ heads here, while Thorstein, Biarni’s outlaw, was singeing wethers’ heads at Sunnudale: better had it been to have spared his kin something more in Bodvarsdale rather than to have let his outlaw hold his head so high in Sunnudale; but’most men are foredone when wounds befall them:’ nor wot we when he will wipe this stain from his honour.”

A certain man answered: “It is worse to say such words than to hold peace over them: like it is that the trolls have set the tongues wagging in the heads of you. For we deem that Biarni is loth to take the help and sustenance from the sightless father and other helpless creatures at Sunnudale. Marvellous I shall deem it if ye are oft a-singeing lambs’ heads here, or laughing over what betid in Bodvarsdale.”

Now go men to table and so to sleep, and nought was it seen of Biarni that he had taken to heart what had been talked.

But the next morning Biarni waked Thorhall and Thorvald, and bade them ride to Sunnudale, and bring him at breakfast-tide the head of Thorstein sheared from his body: “For meseemeth ye are the most like to wipe the stain from my honour if I have not heart to do it myself.”

Now deem they that they have assuredly spoken overmuch, but they go their ways nevertheless till they come to Sunnudale.

Thorstein stood in the door there whetting a sax, and when they came thereto he asked them what they would, and they said they must needs seek their horses: so Thorstein said they had but a little way to seek, “For here they are by the garth.”

‘‘ It is not sure,” say they, “that we shall find the horses, unless thou show us of them clearly.”

So Thorstein went out; and when they were come down into the garth Thorvald hove up his axe and ran at him: Thorstein smote him with his hand so that he fell forward, and then put the sax through him. Then would Thorhall be on him, and fared in likewise with Thorvald. Then Thorstein bindeth them both a-horseback, and layeth the reins on the horses’ necks, and bringeth them all on to the road, and home now go the horses to Hof.

The house-carles were without at Hof, and they go in and tell Biarni that Thorvald and his fellow were come home, and they said that they had not gone for nought. So Biarni goeth out and seeth how their dealings have gone; and he made no words about the matter, but had them laid in earth, and all is now quiet till Yule over.

Then Rannveig took up the word one night, when they came into bed together, Biarni and she:

“What thinkest thou is most talked of in the countryside?” saith she.

“I wot not,” saith Biarni: “many men are unnoteworthy of their words,” saith he.

“Well,” says she, “this is oftenest in men’s mouths, ‘What will Thorstein Staff-smitten do that thou wilt think thou must needs avenge?’ He hath now slain three of thy house-carles: and thy Thingmen think that there is no upholding in thee if this be unavenged; and the hands laid on knee are ill-laid for thee.”

Biarni answereth: “Now it comes to that which is said: ‘None will be warned by another’s woeyet will I hearken to what thou sayest. Few men though hath Thorstein slain sackless.”

Therewith they drop this talk and sleep away the night.

On the morrow wakeneth Rannveig as Biarni took down his shield, and asked him what he would?

He answereth: “We shall shift and share honour between us in Sunnudale to-day, Thorstein and I.”

“How many in company?” saith she.

“I will not drag a host against Thorstein,” saith he. “I shall fare alone.”

“Do it not,” saith she, “to risk thyself alone under the weapons of that man of Hell!”

Said Biarni: “Yea, dost thou not after the fashion of women, bewailing now what ye egged on to then? A long while oft I bare the taunts both of thee and of others, but it will not avail to stay me when I will be afoot.”

So fareth now Biarni to Sunnudale, where stood Thorstein in the door, and certain words went between them. Said Biarni: “To-day shalt go with me, Thorstein, to the single-fight on yonder knoll amidst the home-mead.”

“All is lacking to me,” said Thorstein, “that I might fight with thee: but I will get me abroad so soon as a ship saileth; for I know of thy manliness, that thou wilt get work done for my father if I fare from him.”

“It availeth not to cry off,” said Biarni.

“Give me leave then to see my father first,” said Thorstein.

“Yea, sure,” saith Biarni.

So Thorstein went in and told his father that Biarni was come thither, who bade him to single-fight. Old Thorarin answered: — 

“A man must look for it if he have to do with one mightier than he, and abide in the same country-side with him, and hath done him some dishonour, that he will not live to wear out many shirts. Nor may I mourn for thee, for meseemeth thou hast earned it: so take thy weapons and do thy manliest. Time has been when I would not have budged before such as Biarni: yet is he the greatest of champions. Now would I rather lose thee than have a coward son.”

So Thorstein went out, and then they went to the Knoll, and fell a-fighting eagerly, smiting the armour sorely from each other.

And when they had fought a long while, Biarni said to Thorstein: “I am athirst, for I am more unwont to the work than thou.”

“Go thou to the brook and drink, then,” said Thorstein.

That did Biarni, and laid his sword down beside him. Thorstein took up the sword and looked on it, and said: “This sword thou wilt not have had in Bodvarsdale.”

Biarni answered not, and they went up again on to the Knoll, and fought for an hour’s space; and Biarni deemed the man skilled of fight, and faster on foot than he had looked for.

“Many haps hinder me to-day,” said Biarni: “now is my shoe-tie loose.”

“Bind it up, then,” said Thorstein.

So Biarni stoops down; but Thorstein went in and brought out two shields and a sword, and went to the Knoll to Biarni, and said to him : — 

“Here is a shield and a sword which my father sendeth thee, and the blade will not dull more in smiting than that which thou hast had heretofore. And for me, I am loth to stand shieldless any longer before thy strokes; nay, I were fain to leave this play, for I fear me that thy luck will go further than my lucklessness: and every lad listeth to live if he may rule the rede.”

“It availeth not to beg off,” said Biarni; “we shall fight on yet.”

“I will not smite first,” said Thorstein.

Then Biarni smote away all the shield from Thorstein, and after Thorstein smote the shield from Biarni.

“A great stroke,” said Biarni.

Thorstein answered: “Thine was no less.”

Biarni said: “Better biteth now that same weapon of thine which thou hast borne all day afore.”

Thorstein said: “I would spare myself an ill-hap if I might; and with thee I fight afeard: I will let all the matter lie under thy dooming.”

And now it was Biarni’s turn to smite, and they were both shieldless. So Biarni said: “It will be an ill bargain to take a crime to one instead of a good-hap: I shall deem me well paid for my three house-carles by thee alone if thou wilt be true to me.”

Thorstein answereth: “Time and place served me to-day that I might have bewrayed thee, if so be my haplessness had been mightier than thy good hap: I will not bewray thee.”

“I see of thee,” said Biarni, “that thou art peerless among men. Give me leave to go in to thy father, and tell him such things as I will.”

“Go thou in as for me,” said Thorstein, “but fare thou warily.”

So Biarni went in, and to the shut-bed wherein lay the carle Thorarin. Thorarin asked who went there; and Biarni named himself.

“What tidings tellest thou me, my Biarni?” said Thorarin.

“The slaying of Thorstein thy son,” said Biarni.

“Made he any defence?” said Thorarin.”I think no man hath been better man at arms than was Thorstein thy son.”

“Nought wondrous,” said the old man; “though thou wert hard to deal with in Bodvarsdale if thou hast overcome my son.”

Then said Biarni: “I bid thee to Hof, and thou shalt sit in the second high-seat whiles thou livest, and I will be to thee in a son’s stead.”

“So it fareth with me,” said the old man, “as with them who have no might, that Oft is the fool fain of promise. But such are the promises of you great men, when ye will appease a man after such haps as this, that it is a month’s rest to us, and thereafter are we held even as worthy as other poor wretches, and no sooner for all that do our sorrows wear out. Nevertheless, he who taketh handsel of such a man as thee may be well content with his lot, when matters are to be doomed on; and this handsel will I take of thee. So come thou on to my shut-bed floor, and draw very nigh, for the old carle tottereth on his feet now with eld and feebleness; nor deem it so but my dead son yet runneth in my head.”

So Biarni went up on to the shut-bed floor, and took old Thorarin by the hand, and found him fumbling with a sax which he had a mind to thrust into Biarni. So he drew aback his hand and said: “Wretchedest of old carles! now shall it go as meet is betwixt us! Thorstein thy son lives, and shall home with me to Hof: but I will get thee thralls to work for thee, nor shalt thou want for aught whiles thou livest.”

So Thorstein fared home to Hof with Biarni, and served him till his death-day, and was deemed peerless of any man for manhood and courage.

Biarni kept his honour still, and waxed ever in friendship and good conditions the older he grew; and was the best proven of all men, and was a man of great faith in his latter days. He fared abroad and went south, and in that journey died, and resteth in the burg called Valeri, a little way hitherward from
 Rome-town. Biarni was a man happy of kin: his son was Skeggbroddi, much told of in tale, a man peerless in his days.
 

So here an end of telling of Thorstein Staff-smitten.
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BOOK I.
 

ARGUMENT.

THE GODS ORDAIN THE RETURN OF ODYSSEUS: PALLAS GOES TO ITHACA

AND IN THE LIKENESS OF MENTES HEARTENS UP TELEMACHUS, AND

BIDS HIM CALL A MEETING OF MEN TO LAY HIS GRIEVANCE AGAINST

THE WOOERS, AND THEN TO TAKE SHIP TO PYLOS AND SPARTA

SEEKING TIDINGS OF HIS FATHER.

 

TELL me, O Muse, of the Shifty, the man who wandered afar,

After the Holy Burg, Troy-town, he had wasted with war;

He saw the towns of menfolk, and the mind of men did he learn;

As he warded his life in the world, and his fellow-farers’ return,

Many a grief of heart on the deep-sea flood he bore,

Nor yet might he save his fellows, for all that he longed for it sore.

They died of their own souls’ folly, for witless as they were

They ate up the beasts of the Sun, the Rider of the Air,

And he took away from them all their dear returning day;

O Goddess, O daughter of Zeus, from whencesoever ye may,

Gather the tale, and tell it, yea even to us at the last!

Now all the other heroes, who forth from the warfare passed

And fled from sheer destruction and ‘scaped each man his bane, 

Saved from the sea and the battle, at home they sat full fain;

But him alone, Odysseus, sore yearning after the strife

To get him back to his homestead, sore yearning for his wife,

Did the noble nymph Calypso, the Godhead’s glory, hoard

In the hollow rocky places; for she longed for him for lord,

Yea and e’en when the circling seasons had brought the year to hand,

Wherein the Gods had doomed it that he should reach his land,

E’en Ithaca his homestead, not even then was he,

Though amidst his kin and his people, of heavy trouble free.

Know now, that of all the God-folk there was none but pitied him,

Save that Poseidon only was with ceaseless wrath abrim

Against the God-like Hero from his house and his home shut out

But he to the Æthiopians e’en now was gone about,

The far-dwellers outmost of menfolk; and these are sundered atwain,

Some dwell where the High-rider setteth,and some where he riseth again.

There then of bulls and of rams would he gather an hundred-fold,

And he sat him adown rejoicing and noble feast did hold.

But the rest in the hall were gathered of Zeus the Olympian lord.

So the Father of Gods and of men amidst them took up the word,

For mindful in heart was he of Ægisthus the noble one,

He that was slain of Orestes far-famed, Agamemnon’s son.

Thus then to the deathless he spake, these things remembering still.

“Out on it! how do the menfolk to the Gods lay all their ill,

And say that of us it cometh; when they themselves indeed

Gain griefs from their own souls’ folly beyond the fateful meed.

E’en as of late Ægisthus must wed Atrides’ wife

In Doom’s despite, and must slay him returning home from the strife.

Though his end therefrom he wotted, and thereof we warned him plain,

Sending him Hermes withal, the keen-eyed Argus-bane,

Bidding him slay not the man, nor woo the wife to his bed.

‘For vengeance shall come from Orestes for the son of Atreus dead

When the child is waxen a man and longeth his land to win:’

So spake Hermes, but nought prevailed with Ægisthus herein,

Despite of his goodly counsel. But now for all hath he paid.”

Therewith the Grey-eyed, the Goddess, Athene answered and said,

“O Father, O Son of Cronos, O Highest of all that is high!

In a doom and a death most fitting indeed that man doth lie,

And e’en so may all men perish such deeds as this who earn!

But lo for the wise Odysseus as now my heart doth burn.

Luckless, aloof from his folk, long-lasting woe bears he

In an isle of the circling Ocean, and the navel of the Sea,

In an isle by trees grown over: in that house a Goddess dwells

Daughter of Atlas the baleful, who knoweth all ocean wells

Whereso they be, and moreover he holdeth in his hand

The long-wrought pillars that sunder the heavens from the earthly land.

There the hapless man in sorrow this Atlas’ Daughter hoards

And his heart for ever wooeth with soft and wheedling words

That of Ithaca nought he may mind him; but Odysseus longeth to see,

If it were but the smoke a-leaping from the land where he would be;

And now he yearneth for death. Nor yet doth thy dear heart

Heed aught of this, Olympian. But Odysseus for his part

Wrought he not holy deeds, and gifts to give thee joy

By the side of the ships of the Argives before wide-spreading Troy?

Then why doth thine anger O Zeus so sore against him drift?”

But to her made answer Zeus, the Lord that driveth the lift:

“O thou my child! what a word from the wall of thy teeth hath sped!

How should I ever forget Odysseus’ goodlihead?

Whose mind overgoes all mortals, and hallowed gifts hath he given

To the deathless folk of the Gods, the lords of the wide-spread heaven.

But Poseidon Girdler of Earth his anger will not slake

Because of the eye bereft, and the blinded Cyclops’ sake,

Polyphemus great as a god, whose might is far before

All others of the Cyclops: but him Thoosa bore

Daughter of Phorcys, the lord of the untilled salt-sea plain;

For with Poseidon she lay in the hollow rocks of the main.

Now therefore the Shaker of Earth, though the man he will not slay,

From the father-land of his folk still driveth him ever to stray.

But come! let us compass his ways, and bring his returning about,

So that at last Poseidon may let his wrath die out:

For nought is his might so mighty that one ‘gainst all may strive,

E’en he alone contending with the Gods for ever alive.”

Therewith the Grey-eyed, the Goddess, Athene took up the word.

“O Father, O Son of Cronos, O highest of every lord,

If the happy Gods of the heavens indeed of this are fain,

Of the wise Odysseus coming to his very home again,

Then speed we the Slayer of Argus, e’en Hermes the Flitter, to go

Unto the isle Ogygia, our steadfast will to show

To the fair-haired nymph Calypso as swiftly as he may:

E’en return for Odysseus the patient, and he straight to go on his way.

But for me unto Ithaca now shall I wend me, that I the more

May stir up the son to be keen, and his heart with stoutness store,

That he the long-haired Achaeans may call to a meeting day

To bid the Wooers forbear, even the men who slaughter and slay

His huddled sheep and his oxen, the shambling knock-kneed band;

And to Sparta will I send him and to Pylos of the sand,

To seek of his father’s home-coming if tidings he may hear,

So that fair fame among folk and full goodly he may bear.”

She spake, and under her feet the lovely shoes she tied,

Deathless and golden they are; over the wet sea wide

And the boundless earth they waft her as the breath of the winds that pass.

Then she took the mighty spear, headed and sharp with brass,

Heavy and great and stubborn, wherewith the ranks of men

The Zeus-bom Maiden quelleth, and angry is she then.

Down she glanced from the heights of Olympus, and stayed her in the land

And the isle of the Ithacan people: by Odysseus’ door did she stand,

On the threshold of the forecourt, in her palm a brazen spear,

And the likeness of Mentes the stranger, the Taphian Chief did she bear.

There she found the high-souled Wooers, and there at the tables they played,

Before the doors of the homestead, and game and glee they made

As they sat on the hides of the oxen which they themselves had slain;

And there with them were the henchmen and the lads of service fain,

Who blent the wine with the water and bowls for the Wooers poured;

And some with hole-pierced sponges made clean each feasting board,

And plenteous flesh were they shearing as the boards for the feast they laid.

But Telemachus the godlike he first beheld the maid;

For he sat among the Wooers, his dear heart sore downcast,

And his mind beheld his father might he but come at last

And send those Wooers scattering about the homestead fair,

And gain his goods and his glory and be lord and master there.

Thus as he sat and pondered, on the Maid he set his eyes

And wended him straight to the fore-doors, and wrath in his soul did arise

That a guest in the door should be standing so long: so he drew anear

And took therewith her right-hand, and took the brazen spear,

And fell to speech moreover and set these words on the wing:

“Greeting, O guest, and welcome! thou shalt tell us of the thing

Thou needest, e’en as it is, when thou hast tasted of meat”

He led her on as he spake, and Pallas followed his feet;

But against a long-wrought pillar he set the spear that he bore

Within the well-sleeked spear-rack, wherein were many more

Of the spears of that Odysseus who bore so many an ill.

Then to a chair he brought her fair-wrought with crafty skill,

And spread the linen thereunder, and the stool beneath her feet;

And by her apart from the Wooers he set his painted seat,

For fear that the guest should be troubled by all the din and cry,

And should loathe his meat amid men so masterful and high;

And withal of his father’s straying he would ask if aught might be told.

Now a maid brought in the water in a ewer fair-wrought of gold,

And over the silver bowl for the washing of hands she poured,

And therewithal beside them set out the polished board.

Then a goodwife set before them the baken bread of wheat,

And of suchlike as was handy gave forth things good to eat.

Till the server upbore the trenchers of divers flesh and good,

And served it forth, and beside them the golden beakers stood;

And to and fro went the henchman and amidst them poured the wine.

Then in came the masterful Wooers, and in an ordered line

They sat them adown in the hall on noble bench and chair,

And over their hands the henchmen poured forth the water fair.

In wicker maunds the handmaids fair wheaten bread piled up,

And the serving-lads were crowning with drink each bowl and cup.

So they stretched out their hands to the board and the meat that before them lay. 

But when of meat and of drink they had worn the longing away,

The care of other matters in the Wooers’ hearts had place;

Yea even the song and the dance, the banquet’s glory and grace.

So in the hand of Phemius a harp the herald set,

Perforce he sang to the Wooers, and was their minstrel yet.

So his hands with the harp were dealing and he smote the song awake.

Now therewithal to the Grey-eyed a word Telemachus spake,

Holding his head to her head that the others might not hear:

“Dear guest, for the word that I speak what anger wilt thou bear?

Such men of such things have heed, the harp and the singing sweet,

Since the life and the goods of another all unavenged they eat,

Whose white bones somewhere are wasting in the mainland rain may be,

Or the billows roll them around and around in the salt of the sea,

And yet if they knew him returning to this Ithacan land on a day

Full surely each of these wooers for the speedy foot would pray

Rather than increase of gold and the gain of goodly weed.

 — He is dead by an evil doom, and for us is no cherishing rede;

Nay, not though perchance some man of the earth-dwelling folk should say

That he yet shall come again — stark dead is his home-coming day.

But come now, tell me of this and speak to me closely herein,

From whence thou art of menfolk, and what is thy city and kin?

In what manner of keel didst thou come? What like did the seafarers fare

Who hither to Ithaca brought thee, and what gave they out that they were?

Since afoot and aland, meseemeth, thou eamest to us not.

Tell all in truth and in deed, for clearly would I wot

If thou be a new-come guest, or the homestead’s wonted friend;

For many indeed were the strangers that would to usward wend;

Since forsooth he would be dealing with many a manner of men.”

But the Grey-eyed, the Goddess, Athene thus spake and answered again:

“Yea of all shall I do thee to wit as clear as it may be done.

For know that I am Mentes, the wise Anchialus’ son,

And lord am I of the Taphians, the lovers of the oar.

So with ship and with fellow-farers as now am I come to shore.

But to men of alien speech I sail o’er the wine-dark sea

To Temesa seeking for brass, and bright iron I bear with me.

My ship afar from the city by field and acre rides

In the haven-stead of Reithron, neath the woody Neion’s sides.

And surely each of each we are house-friends from of old.

Go now to the elder, Laertes, and e’en thus shalt thou be told

By the warrior ancient of days, who now no more doth go

To the city, but out in the acres wears through his weary woe,

And he with an hoary handmaid, who whiles before him lays

The meat and the drink for his solace, when toil on his body weighs,

As to and fro he creepeth where his fat land wine doth bear.

Now hither I came; for they told me that thy father now was here

Amid his folk; but it seemeth that the Gods his coming let.

Yet hath not Odysseus the godlike from the earth departed yet;

Alive he is and hoarded, meseems, amidst of the deep,

In an isle by the sea begirdled; hard men his body keep,

Fierce men, and him unwilling belike they hoard apart.

But somewhat will I foretell thee as the thing falls into my heart

How the end is doomed by the Deathless, and whitherward all shall go.

Though nought of a seer I be, nor the wisdom of fowl do I know.

For long now he shall not be lacking from the land of his fathers of old;

Yea e’en were he shackled with iron it should not his coming withhold;

Somehow return shall he win him; he is wise in many a gin.

But come and tell me of one thing, and clear be thy telling herein:

Thou fair, well waxen lad, art thou Odysseus’ seed?

For full like is thy head unto his and thine eyes are his indeed.

And often we twain together in speech and deed were blent,

Before unto Troy he fared in the days when the others went,

The blossom of the Argives, in the hollow ships of the sea.

But thenceforward nought have I seen him, nor yet hath he looked upon me.’

But Telemachus the heedful to speaking thus befell:

“O guest, exceeding clearly the story will I tell;

My mother saith I am his; but myself I know it not,

For no man of his father, meseemeth, can indeed and throughly wot.

But for me, O would that I were the child of some happy one,

Whom amidst his home and his havings old age should over-run:

Yet now since hereof thou askest, they say that I had my birth

From that most hapless man of all men that dwell on the earth.”

Thereto the Grey-eyed, the Goddess, Athene, answered again:

“No nameless line hereafter did the Gods for thee ordain,

When Penelope thy mother thus bore thee as thou art

But what is this cheer and assembly, what therein is thy part?

Is it a gild or a wedding? No meeted meal can it be;

For men that with pride are swollen, men masterful here I see

Throughout the homestead revelling; hereto if a wise man came

Wroth would he be amongst them beholding many a shame.”

But Telemachus the heedful thereto the answer gave:

“O guest, since hereof thou askest, and full answer thou wouldst have,

Time was when this house that thou seest was on a goodly road

Towards riches and great honour, while that man with his folk abode.

Now the Gods have otherwise willed it, and evil things they plan,

For more unseen have they made him than any son of man.

Yea I had known of him dead with no such grief and pain,

If he mid his battle-fellows mid the folk of Troy had been slain,

Or lay dead in the hands of his folk when the spindle of war he had wound,

For then would the host together, the Achaeans, have heaped his mound,

And great renown had he gotten for his son in the coming day;

But now the Wights of the Whirlwind have snatched him fameless away.

He is gone unseen and unheard of, and hath left me lamenting and moan.

Nor withal amidst my sorrow must I wail for him alone.

For look you, in these our islands, as many as lord it o’er

Dulichium or Same’, or Zacynthus’ woody shore,

Or in Ithaca the rocky the rule o’er the people bear,

All these are wooing my mother and our house they waste and wear.

And she the loathly wedding doth not utterly gainsay

Nor bring it to any ending, while my house they are eating away;

And me at last will they come to and rend me utterly.”

Then answered Pallas Athene, her anger swelling high:

“Out on it! Sorely thou needest Odysseus wandering afar

To lay hand on these wasting Wooers as shameless as they are.

Lo now might he come to the house and there by the foredoor stand,

And he with helm and with shield and with two great spears in his hand;

He even such as I saw him when he came to our house and our hall,

And there he sat at the drink, and was blithe and merry withal.

From Ephyra then was he faring, from Ilus that Mermerus’ son,

For there in his fleet-faring ship o’er the sea had Odysseus gone,

And he sought for a deadly venom, and the bane of men would he have

For the smearing of brazen arrows, but this nowise Ilus gave,

Since he feared the Gods of heaven and the folk that never die.

But my father gave it him straight, for he loved him utterly.

Ah might he but deal with these Wooers e’en such as I know of his ways;

Then bitter would be their wedding and speedy the doom of their days.

But whether he come back again, and in his hall built high

Avenge him of all; these things on the knees of the God they lie.

But thee, I bid thee consider, and seek till thou find a rede

Whereby from out of thine homestead these Wooers ye may speed.

Come now and hearken to me, and take heed unto my words;

To-morrow unto the meeting thou shalt call the Achaean lords

And speak out the word before all men with the Gods to witness it,

Bidding the Wooers to scatter and home to their own to flit:

But thy mother, if in her heart for wedlock she doth yearn,

Then home to her father the mighty, to his house let her return.

And men will make her a wedding, and goodly and fair and great

Shall they dight the gifts of the wedding for a well-loved daughter meet.

But a rede will I set in thy heart if thou wilt hearken and heed:

Do thou dight thee a twenty-banked ship right good, and therewith speed

To ask tidings of thy father so long away from his home,

If a man of men may tell thee or from Zeus a word may come,

Who most of all to menfolk bears tidings of renown.

And first of the glorious Nestor ask thou in Pylos town;

Then of tawny Menelaus when to Sparta thou hast come,

For of all brass-clad Achaeans was he last to get him home.

Then if of thy father living and returning thou dost hear,

Thou may’st then outwear this wasting for yet another year;

But if thou hear of him dead and no longer living on earth,

Then getting thee back to thy folk-land, the dear land of thy father’s birth,

There heap up the howe, and be giving great gifts of the burial bed,

As great and as good as befitteth: but some man thy mother shall wed.

And when thou hast done all this and these things to the end hast wrought,

Then in thy heart and thy soul thou shalt hold and cherish the thought

What wise in thy very homestead these Wooers ye may slay,

Whether by guile it be done or straight out in the face of the day:

For thou of years so waxen childs’ play befitteth no more.

Or hast thou not heard of the fame which the great Orestes bore

Amid all the folk of mankind, when he slew his father’s bane

Ægisthus the guileful of rede who his glorious sire had slain?

And thou, dear heart, for both great and fair do I look on thee,

Be valiant and gather fair fame of the men who are going to be.

But now to my ship swift-faring must I get me aback at this tide

And unto my fellow-farers, who downcast my coming abide,

But thou, be heedful of all and ponder the words I have said.”

But Telemachus the heedful to her the answer sped:

“O guest, with words full friendly hast thou spoken with all goodwill

As a father speaks to a son, and I shall remember it still.

But come now, abide yet a little, although thou be pressed to depart,

Until well washen and merry, with all content in thy heart

Thou may’st wend to thy ship in joyance bearing a gift with thee,

Dear-bought, exceeding beauteous, an heirloom given by me,

Such as dear guests beloved will give for guests to take.”

But therewithal the Goddess, grey-eyed Athene spake.

“Nay hoard me no longer as now, for I long for the road and the way,

And the gift that thy dear heart biddeth thou shalt give on another day;

When I come again thou shalt give it, and home shall I bear it indeed,

And thou bearing out things goodlyshalt have goodly things for thy meed.’’

So spake the Grey-eyed Athene, and departed e’en as a fowl,

In an eagle-shape she flew; but in the young man’s soul

Stoutness and might had she planted, and ever more and more

He bethought him of his father; so he turned these matters o’er

And his soul was fulfilled of wonder, for he deemed it a God to be.

So he got him back to the Wooers, and e’en as a God was he.

Now to these was the minstrel singing, and silent there they sat,

And hearkened the sad returning the Achaean war-host gat

From Troy-town, all the story of Pallas’ heavy doom.

But the child of Icarius heard it from above in the upper room;

Wise-heart Penelope hearkened and caught up the holy song:

Down then from the stair high-builded of her house she cometh along,

But not alone, for behind her there follow maidens twain.

But when that Glory of Women the Wooers’ band doth gain,

She standeth beside the door-post of that strong-builded stead,

Before her cheeks yet holding the gleaming gear of her head,

On each hand a heedful maiden beside her in the hall.

So to the glorious singer she speaketh, and weepeth withal:

“O Phemius, since for man’s solace thou knowest full many a thing,

The deeds of men and of Godfolk, such fame as minstrels sing,

Sit, while they drink and are silent, and sing to them somewhat of these.

But from this woful rhyme, this lamenting, I bid thee to cease,

For the heart that is dear in my breast doth it ever waste and wear,

Since I, and I above all a ceaseless sorrow bear,

For so dear a head sore longing, remembering still the man

Whose fame was abroad in Hellas, and through mid Argos ran.”

But Telemachus the heedful to her thus answered and spake:

“O mother, and why dost thou grudge it that the faithful minstrel should make Such glee as his heart would have him? Nor lay we on singers sweet

This blame, but on Zeus let us lay it, he that to each doth mete,

Yea to each of mer gainseeking such measure as he will.

Blame not the man though he singeth of the Danaans’ doom of ill;

For ever to men that hearken will minstrels make no doubt

To tell of the newest tidings, if such be floating about.

But the tale of such-like things thy soul must hear and abide,

For it was not only Odysseus that lost his returning-tide,

But by Troy-town moreover fell many another man.

But come now, go to thy bower, and deal with such things as ye can:

With the rock and the loom be busy, and thine handmaids order and teach,

That they speed the work and the weaving: but for men is the word and

 the speech;

For all, but for me the chiefest, for here am I the might and the power.’

She wondered and back again she wended unto her bower,

And deep in her heart was she holding the heedful word he had said.

To her bower aloft was she gone with wife and with serving-maid;

There she wept for her man beloved, for Odysseus, till at last

Sweet slumber and sleep on her eyelids Grey-eyed Athene cast

But again rose the din of the Wooers through the shadowy halls and wide,

And each and all were they longing to lie in the bed by her side.

Then Telemachus the heedful took up the word again:

“O Wooers of my mother, O measureless masterful men!

Now speed we the feast in joyance, nor din of riot raise,

For lovely it is to be hearkening to such a minstrel’s lays,

Whose speech is the voice of a God, so fair it is and fit.

But wend we all in the dawning and in assembly sit,

That there I may speak before you, and a downright word ye may hear:

To wit, from this house be ye wending, and seek your meat elsewhere,

Yourselves your own wealth eating from house to house in turn!

But if it like you better, and if for the sweetness ye yearn

Of wasting another’s life-store, and no atonement to pay,

Rejoice therein! But for me to the Deathless Gods will I pray,

If for deed the deed’s requital perchance from Zeus may come,

And unavenged shall ye perish one day in this house and home.”

So spake, and all the Wooers they bit their lips in wrath,

And at Telemachus marvelled, so boldly spake he forth.

But him Antinoiis answered, Eupeithes’ son was he:

“Telemachus, the Godfolk are surely teaching thee

To speak out high and haughty, and put forth the daring word?

So may the son of Cronos ne’er make thee king and lord

O’er Ithaca the seagirt the heirloom that ye take.”

But Telemachus the heedful these words in answer spake:

“Antinoiis, art thou angry with the shapen word of my voice?

This thing, if of Zeus it were given, I should take it and rejoice;

Or of all that befalleth manfolk dost thou deem it the evillest thing?

For look you, I deem it no evil to become a lord and a king,

For in wealth his house is waxen and most glorious doth he grow.

But many a King of Achaeans meseems there is e’en now

In Ithaca the seagirt, both young and old; and one

Amidst these may chance on the lordship since Odysseus’ days are done.

But o’er this my house and my war-thralls will I verily be the king,

E’en they that Odysseus gat me in his gainful warfaring.”

Then Eurymachus, Polybus* child, thus answering, spake on high:

“Telemachus, as for this thing on the knees of the Gods doth it lie,

Which man shall be King of Achaeans in Ithaca girt by the sea; 

And surely thine own shalt thou have, and King in thine house shalt thou be

And ne’er may the man come hither to force thee against thy will,

And wrest thy wealth from thine hand while men live in Ithaca still.

But now, O friend, would I ask thee of the guest that dealt with thee,

Whence was the man among menfolk? Of what land did he boast him to be?

What was the earth that begat him and the fields of his father’s land?

Came he with tidings and message that thy father is nigh unto hand?

Or seeking some need of his own thus wise has he hitherward hied?

Buthe leapt up and straightway was gone, nor here to be known would abide,

And yet by his mien and his visage was he nowise one of the base.”

But Telemachus the heedful thus answered to the case:

“Eurymachus, gone is the day of my father’s coming home,

Nor yet would I trust a message if from anywhere any should come.

Nor would I heed foretelling if perchance my mother should bring

Some wizard unto the homestead to ask him of the thing.

But as for my guest, e’en Mentes he gave himself out for to be,

The wise Anchialus’ son, from Taphos of the sea;

And he lordeth it over the Taphians the lovers of the oar.”

So spake he; but certain knowledge of the Deathless Goddess he bore.

But they, they gat to the dance, and the lovesome song’s delight,

And there they abode in joyance the coming on of night;

And as they rejoiced and were merry, was the dark night on them come,

And they went each one to his place to slumber and sleep at home.

But Telemachus went to his chamber high-built in a far-looking stead,

Of the house exceeding beauteous, and there he came to his bed,

While many things in his mind was he heedfully turning o’er.

But the burning brand for his lighting a trusty woman bore,

Euryclea, daughter of Ops, that was Pisenor’s seed;

But her with his wealth and his treasure had Laertes bought indeed

In the very bloom of her youth, and twenty beeves was her price;

And he honoured her in the house as his wife the prudent and wise.

But abed he lay not with her, for the wrath of his wife did he fear.

So she bore the brands a-flaming, and of all the handmaids there

She loved him the most, and had nursed him while yet but a babe was he.

So he opened the door of the chamber wrought well and heedfully,

And sat him down on the bed, and put off his dainty weed

And gave it unto the goodwife, to the hands of the heedful of rede:

And she folded up the garment and smoothed it out with cire,

And hung it up on a pin by the jointed bedstead fair.

Then forth from the chamber she wended, and the door the’eof pulled to

By the handle-ring of silver, and the bolt with a thong she drew.

There night long well enfolded in the flower of the fleece he lay

And pondered the word of Athene and the Goddess-bidden way.








  








BOOK II.
 

ARGUMENT.

THE MEETING OF FOLK IN ITHACA I THE MASTERFUL AND PROUD WORDS

OF THE WOOERS. ZEUS SENDS A TOKEN. TELEMACHUS TAKES SHIP

FOR PYLOS.

NOW when the Mother of Daydawn, the Ruddy-fingered, shone,

From the bed he gat him straightway, Odysseus’ well-loved son.

He clad him, and over his shoulders the sword he cast around,

And under his sleek-skinned feet the sandals fair he bound.

And forth he went from the chamber and e’en as a God was he made.

But therewithal the henchmen, the shrilly-voiced, he bade

The long haired lords Achaean to the meeting-place to cry;

And the cry went forth, and the people came thronging speedily.

But when they were gathered and thronging, to the Meeting did he fare,

And as he went, in his right hand he held a brazen spear.

Nor went he alone, for behind him two swift hounds followed his feet,

And great measure of grace and glory did Athene to him mete.

So there as he sat amongst them all folk beheld his face,

And he sat in his father’s high-seat, for the elders gave him place.

But first the lord ^Egyptius the speech to the folk upheld;

Of ten thousand things was he learned, and sore was he bowed with eld.

But his son the well-beloved, with Odysseus gone had he 

Unto Ilios nurse of horses in the hollow ships of the sea:

He was Antiphus the warfain: the wild Cyclops slew him outright,

In the hollow place of the mountain, for his latest supper dight.

There were three more sons of the elder; one went in the Wooers’ band,

Eurynomus men called him; but two laboured their father’s land

Yet the lost he forgat in nowise, but mourned and lamented him sore;

And for him e’en now was he weeping as these words to the folk he upbore:

“O men of Ithaca, hearken to the words that I shall say:

Our Meeting hath not been holden, nor our sitting since the day

When forth in the hollow ships did the great Odysseus speed.

And who now hath summoned us thuswise? on whom hath fallen such need,

Whether he be of the younglings or of those who are elder of days?

Hath he perchance heard tidings of the war-host wending its ways,

Whereof he may speak to us clearly, since first to his ears it came?

Or what else to all folk common hath he got to tell out and proclaim?

But good unto me he seemeth; fair fall his luck from henceforth!

May Zeus to a good end bring it, the thing that he deemeth of worth!”

So he spake: the loved son of Odysseus of his words’ betokening was fain.

And he sat but a little longer, for he yearned the speech to gain.

So he stood amidst of the Meeting, and took the staff in his hand;

Henchman Pisenor gave it, for due things did he understand.

So he to the elder turned him and these words withal he said:

“Old man, he is nowise afar that this gathering of people hath made,

And soon shalt thou know him thyself; for to me is the great grief come,

Though neither have I heard tidings of the war-host wending home,

Nor yet may I speak it out clearly, as the first that hath heard of its fame:

Nor aught else to all folk common have I got to tell out and proclaim;

Bui on me myself is the need; in my house is the evil thing,

Twofold: I have lost my father, a great man, whiles the king

Of us here gathered together; and fatherly mild was his sway.

But behind lies a harm far greater, which will hurry us all to decay,

And break up house and home, and waste all the store of my life.

For Wooers are hard on my mother, and she loth, to be lady and wife.

And these are the sons beloved of the noblest men that are here.

To the house of her father Icarius they durst not draw anear,

That he may give his daughter and the wedding gift receive,

And may give her to whom he willeth and the man to him most lieve;

But now are they hanging about my homestead day by day,

And there my sheep and my oxen and my fatted goats they slay,

And feast in wanton riot as they drink the gleaming wine.

And huge is the wrack and the wasting; for in that house of mine

Is none such as was Odysseus the house from wrack to defend:

And at least nought such am I: yea, belike to the very end

I shall be but a pitiful warrior, and no crafty man in fight.

Yet indeed from this I would ward me, if I had but craft and might:

For we bear, but may bear it no longer, for now without glory or fame

My house and my home is falling; but ye, on yourselves take blame,

And have shamefast heed of others, the men that neighbours be,

That dwell about and around us; and the wrath of the Gods fear ye,

Lest at last they turn upon you in wrath at your evil deeds.

But I pray you by Zeus of Olympus, and by Themis’ head who heeds

The meetings of all men-folk to gather or let go,

Refrain your hands, and leave me to waste alone in my woe.

Unless it be that my father Odysseus the glorious one, 

Hath grudged ‘gainst the well-greaved Achaeans, and some evil to them done:

Then grudge against me, and avenge you, and wreak me evil amain,

And be egging on these Wasters! But more would be my gain

If all ye yourselves would be wasting my treasure and my fee.

For if ye to its eating betake you, then speedy atonement should be,

For we through the town would be wending and hugging the word of our lack,

And still for our goods beseeching, till all should be given aback,

But now a bootless grievance on my heart and my soul ye thrust”

So spake he full of anger, and threw down the staff in the dust, So

And broke out into weeping, and the whole folk pitied him there,

And all others sat in silence, neither did any dare

To speak hard words to the youngling, nor any answer they made;

None save Antinoiis only, who thuswise answered and said:

“High spoken, unbridled of mood! Telemachus, what dost thou say

To bring us to shame among men, and the scorn on our heads to lay!

But for these Achaean Wooers, herein thou shalt blame them not;

But rather thy mother beloved who of many a wile doth wot:

Three years have worn away, and the fourth is now on the road,

While the hearts of all the Achaeans with trouble she doth load.

Fair hope unto all she giveth, and promiseth every one,

And many a message she sendeth, while her heart doth otherwise run;

And another wile she pondered, that her heart was bringing to birth.

Within the house of her homestead hath she dight her a warp of worth,

Fine and far-reaching of measure, and thus unto us hath she said:

‘O younglings, O wooers of mine, since the goodly Odysseus is dead,

Withhold you from urging my wedding till this web to an end I have brought,

Lest the yarn have been spun in vain and perish and come to nought

Tis a shroud for the lord Laertes against his doom-day strong

And the tide when Death shall seize him, that layeth men along:

Lest from the Achaean women this blame upon me hap,

There lieth a man that was wealthy, and he lacketh a linen lap.’

“So she spake and we gave consent, and our noble hearts did she sway,

And that web of worth thenceforward she was weaving ever by day,

And ever by night would undo it when the torches were set beside.

Three years she beguiled the Achaeans, and the thing by craft did hide;

But when come was the fourth of the years, and season on season rolled

Then one of her women who knew it the story to us told,

And we found her there undoing that worthy web of cloth,

And so to an end must she bring it perforce and exceeding loth.

“But for thee, lo we the Wooers this answer to thee show,

That thou in thy soul may’st know it, and that all the folk may know.

Send thou thy mother away, and bid her a wedding to gain

With whomso her father willeth, of whomso her heart may be fain.

But if the Achaean children she troubleth so long a space,

Still turning about in her mind the great gifts of Athene’s grace,

 — All the cunning of works most beauteous and crafty redes and fair,

And gainful wiles so goodly that the like no man may hear,

Nay not e’en of the fairhaired women of the old days of renown,

As Tyro and Alcmene, and Mycene of the crown:

Not one of these in her wisdom as Penelope was wise. — 

Yet this rede of hers hath she compassed in no such happy guise,

For the Wooers shall eat thy life-store and waste thy treasury,

While yet this mind she holdeth which the Gods who live on high

Have set in her breast: for herself she wins glory great and good,

But for thee but sorrowful longing for thy wasted livelihood;

For neither to labour our lands nor elsewhere will we depart

Till she weds that man of Achaeans who is lief and dear to her heart.”

Then Telemachus the heedful thus answered and gan say;

“Antinoiis, nought is it in me to thrust from my house away

The woman that bore me and reared me, while aloof in other lands

My father is living or dead: ill too to pay from my hands

Great wealth to Icarius her father, for that willing I send her home:

All ill from him shall I suffer; from the Gods too evil shall come

When my mother cries on the Hateful, the Wreakers, as forth from the hall

She fareth; and blame moreover on me from men should fall.

No, never this word that ye bid me shall mouth of mine proclaim.

But if the soul within you of these things thinketh shame,

Then forth from my house be wending your meat elsewhere to earn,

Yourselves your own wealth eating from house to house in turn.

But if sweeter to you it seemeth, and by far the better way,

To eat up the life of another and no atonement pay,

Rejoice therein! But for me, on the Deathless Gods will I call

If for deed the deed’s requital perchance from Zeus may fall,

And all unavenged hereafter in my house and home shall ye die.”

So he spake; but Zeus the Farseer sent him two ernes to fly

Adown from the tops of the mountains that Meeting-stead to find.

And they twain for awhile came flying along the breath of the wind

With their wings outstretched together, as side by side they flew.

But when to the midmost Assembly, the many-voiced, they drew,

They whirled about thereover, and flapped their mighty wings,

And looked o’er the heads of all men betokening deadly things;

For each other, cheek and neck, they rent with their talons, and then

Rightward they shot through the houses, and the city of those men.

So at the fowl men marvelled, for they saw the sight as it was;

And they pondered it all in their minds what things were coming to pass.

But then spake Halitherses, the old lord, Mastor’s son:

For of all that generation he outwent every one

In the lore of fowl, and of telling how things foredoomed shall fall.

So now of his goodwill he spake, and he said before them all:

“Hearken, O Ithacan men, to the word I am going to say!

And chiefly I speak to the Wooers and a word before them lay:

For their bane is rolling upon them. For not much longer now

Shall Odysseus be far from his friends; he draws near, and he fashions to grow

The slaughter and the death-doom of all who are gathered here;

And to many another who dwelleth in Ithaca shining out clear

Is death and the evil fashioned. But before we get our bane

Let us look to it how we may stay them; or themselves let them refrain.

For so shall it all be better, as men shall speedily see;

Nor untried am I in foretelling, but well knowing the thing that shall be.

For I say that unto that man all verily came to pass

In that very wise I foretold it, when to Troy the faring was;

When the Argives went, and with them Odysseus of many a rede:

To wit, that with evil laden and his folk all dead indeed,

At last unknown of all men within the twentieth year

He should come to his home and his people: and now the end draws near.” 

But Eurymachus, Polybus’ son, thus answering, spake on high:

“Old man, get thee back to thine house, to thine own babes prophesy,

Lest they suffer evil hereafter. Forsooth I tell thee now,

That I of these things am foretelling in a better wise than thou.

For many a manner of fowl goeth to and fro forsooth

Beneath the beams of the sun, nor do all tell fateful truth.

Far off is Odysseus and dead; and I would thou hadst perished as well;

Then no words wouldst thou be making of fateful betokening to tell,

Or be egging Telemachus here, who is ever as wroth as may be,

Expecting a gift from thine household if perchance he may give it thee.

But a thing I do thee to wit, and surely shall it be done

If thou, who knowest so much, and such ancient lore, egg on

A youngling unto anger with these wheedling words of thee.

Then first of all unto him more grievous will it be,

And by means of these moreover no prevailing may he get,

And on thee a fine shall we lay, old man, that thy soul shall fret

When thou payest the same unto us; and for thee hard sorrow shall grow.

But unto Telemachus here, amidst all the road will I show:

Let him straightway bid his mother to her father’s house to fare

And there will men dight her a wedding, and the wedding gift outbear,

Great gifts, such as well-loved daughters have with them on the way.

Nor deem I ere this be accomplished that we sons of Achaeans will stay

Our eager grievous wooing; for never a man do we dread,

Nay, not Telemachus even, though plenteous speech he shed;

Nor heed we the fateful tokens which thou, old man and hoar,

Wilt thus be babbling vainly and thereby be hated more.

But his wealth shall be evilly eaten, and bootless shall be the waste,

While the woman wears out the wedding that we Achaeans would haste.

Here too from day unto day will all we abide the end,

And each strive to win her glory, nor with other women will wend,

E’en such as were verily meet for each of us Wooers to wed.”

But Telemachus the heedful thereto made answer and said:

“Eurymachus, thou, and ye Wooers high-born who are here in the place,

No more will I speak hereover, nor beseech you more in the case;

Since now the Gods know it all, and all the Achaeans know.

But come now, give me a ship, and a score of fellows to row,

E’en such as may speed my ways from here to there of the land;

For to Sparta would I get me, and to Pylos of the sand,

To ask tidings of my father so long away from home,

If a man of men may tell me, or from Zeus a word may come,

Who most of all to men-folk bears tidings of renown.

But if of my father’s life-days and returning I am shown

Then may I endure this wasting for yet another year.

But if he is gene from the earth, and of nought but his death I hear,

Then getting me back to my folk-land, the dear earth where the fathers were bred, 

Shall I heap up his howe, and be giving great gifts of the burial bed,

As meet as may be; but my mother will I give to a man among men.”

So he spake and sat him adown; but to them rose Mentor then,

The friend of the glorious Odysseus, who had given into his hand

The charge of his house and his homestead when in ships he left the land,

And all to obey the elder as the steadfast warder of all:

Well-willing he spake amidst them, and such words from his mouth let fall:

“Hearken, O Ithacan men, to the word I am going to speak!

Let no sceptred king henceforward be kindly and blithe and meek,

Nor practised in seemly knowledge befitting the mind of kings!

But let him be hard and cruel to do unseemly things!

Since no man of the people remembereth the goodly Odysseus to-day,

The man who was king amongst us, and fatherly mild was his sway.

But for these same wanton Wooers, forsooth I envy them not,

Nor begrudge the masterful doings that with evil mind they plot

For whereas the house of Odysseus perforce a prey they make

And say ‘no more he returneth,’ their very heads they stake.

But with all this folk am I angry, that in silence sit ye all

And have no heart on these Wooers with words at least to fall,

And make them cease from troubling: ye are many and they are few.”

But Leocritus, son of Evenor, he answered thereunto:

“O baneful, O wit-straying Mentor, what a word hath come from thee!

That thou biddest these men to stay us; and forsooth full hard shall it be

Even for you, the many, from our meat to drive us with war:

Yea, e’en if the Ithacan came, if Odysseus were come once more,

All hot of heart to be doing and forth from his house to drive

The noble Wooers, that feasting about his homestead live,

Yet scarce should his wife be rejoicing, though she long fqr his coming sore:

For foul doom would he draw upon him if he battle the few with the more.

So against due doom hast thou spoken, and thy word is nowise good.

But now let the people sunder, each one to his livelihood;

But let Mentor or Halitherses for the youngling speed the way,

For they were his father’s fellows of old time in the earlier day.

And yet meseemeth indeed that in Ithaca long will he sit,

And as for this his way fare, he will never accomplish it”

So went his voice abroad, and the Meeting was broken withal,

And the folk therefrom they sundered, and each went to his house and his hall 

And into the house of Odysseus went the Wooers presently.

But Telemachus, getting him gone apart by th* side of the sea,

His hands in the grey wave washed, and besought Athene and said:

“Hearken to me, thou Holy, who yesterday came to our stead

Bidding me fare in a ship o’er the shadow-haunted main,

Of my far-off father’s return some tidings to gather and gain,

Lo, this thy rede and thy bidding the Achaeans hinder and let,

Yea, these the masterful Wooers on evil counsel set”

E’en so he spake beseeching; and Athene drew anear

In the shape of Mentor’s body; and her voice was his to hear

As the Goddess spake to himward, and set these words on the wing:

“Telemachus, now shalt thou be no foolish faintheart thing.

If of thy father’s good-heart in thee hath sprung the seed,

Such a man for the word well-spoken, and fulfilment of the deed,

Not in vain shall be thy faring, nor thy going forth be undone.

But if of Penelope fair and of him thou be no son,

Then nought is my hope hereover that thou bring about thy desire.

Though not oft is the son meseemeth e’en such an one as his sire.

Worser they be for the more part, and a few may be better forsooth.

But since thou shalt be henceforward no foolish, faintheart youth,

And the wise redes of Odysseus have not utterly gone from thee,

So there is hope for thee yet that thou make this matter to be.

Heed not these Wooers the witless, nor their purpose nor their rede,

Since nought have they wit and wisdom, nor of righteousness have heed;

And of death are they wotting nothing, and their black doom drawing anigh, 

That all these men together on one day shall they die.

But this journey for which thou longest, it shall nowise letted be;

For I, thy father’s fellow, will be such an one for thee

As will dight thee a ship full speedy, and myself with thee will fare.

But get thee aback to the homestead and consort with the Wooers there,

And furnish forth thy victual; set all things in their vessels then;

The wine in pitchers befitting, and meal the marrow of men

In skins that are nothing leaky. But I through the folk will go

And gather thee fellows well-willing. But for ships there are many enow,

Both new, and old and wayworn, in Ithaca girt by the flood,

And I will see unto it if one may be better than good,

And in haste then will we dight her and sail the sea-plain wide.”

So spake the daughter of Zeus; nor long did Telemachus bide

When the voice and the words of counsel of the Goddess he had heard,

But he went his ways to the homestead and heavy of heart he fared.

There then in the palace he found them, the masterful Wooers a-playing,

And there were they singeing the swine, and the goats in the fore-court flaying

But unto Telemachus laughing came Antinoiis the lord,

And took him straight by the hand, and named him and spake out the word:

“Telemachus, high-flown of speech, unbridled of wrath, from thy heart

Let all thought of the deed of evil and the wicked word depart,

And be eating and drinking amongst us as it was thy wont to do,

But all these matters of thine the Achaeans will look thereto,

E’en the ship and the chosen rowers, that the swiftlier thou may’st fare-

To the glorious goodly Pylos, some tale of thy father to hear.”

But Telemachus the heedful thus spake and answered again:

“Antinoiis, not any longer with this band of masterful men

May I eat my meat in silence and be merry and at peace.

Is it not enough, O Wooers, that ye would shear me and fleece

Of my havings great and goodly, and a speechless babe was I then?

But now am I grown unto manhood, and I hear the speech of men,

And I know the tale; and within me my mood is waxen indeed,

And I will try it upon you the evil doom to speed,

Whether I fare into Pylos, or here mid the folk may be;

For not in vain meseemeth shall I wend that road o’er the sea.

As a merchant I go; for no master am I of rowers or keel,

For even so would ye have it as more gainful to your weal.”

He spake: from Antinoiis’ hand his hand he snatched forthright:

And there as about the homestead the feast the Wooers dight

They cast the jeers upon him, and spake with mocking words,

And thus would a man be saying of those young and proud-heart lords:

“Lo now Telemachus surely is compassing our bane,

If he from sandy Pylos some help of men may gain,

Or it may be out of Sparta, so sore he longs for the thing;

Or belike unto Ephyra would he, that he therefrom may bring

Some drug that man’s bane winneth from the fatness of the land,

And into our cup would he cast it, that all we may die at his hand.”

Then another of those proud younglings would speak and say e’en so:

“But who knoweth if he betake him on the hollow ship to go

But he shall die as Odysseus far off from any friend?

And therewith a toil and a trouble on us the man shall send,

The dealing out of his treasure, and the giving of his stead

To his mother, that she mayhave it, and the man who thewoman shall wed.”

So they spake; but down he wended to his father’s treasury,

High-ceiled and vast, where in heaps did the gold and the copper lie,

And the raiment in the coffers, and well-smelling oil good store.

And there within stood the casks; sweet drinking, pressed from of yore,

Unblended, glorious, and good was the drink within the same;

Orderly ranged by the wall they stood till Odysseus came,

Full many a woe outwearing returning home to his house.

Thereto were the folding-doors, two-leaved and fitting close,

And there by day and by night-tide a housewife abode apart,

All things therein well warding in the wisdom of her heart;

Euryclea daughter of Ops, Pisenor’s son, was she.

Her then Telemachus hailed and called to the treasury:

“Dame, draw me off into pitchers the wine that is sweet in the cup,

The sweetest of all that thou hast after that which thou hoardest up

Mindful of him the hapless, if yet from anywhere

Odysseus, seed of Zeus, from the death and the doom may fare.

Thereof now fill me twelve, and to each its due lid deal,

And into the well-sewn wallets pour me the barley meal;

And twenty measures in all of well-ground meal let there be.

And do thou alone know this; and gather these things for me,

And I at the nightfall will fetch them, what time my mother is sped

Aloft to the woman’s bower, and her mind is turning to bed:

For unto Sparta as now, and to sandy Pylos I fare,

If perchance of my father beloved returning home I may hear.”

Then his loved nurse Euryclea straightway into wailing brake,

And therewithal sore weeping these winged words she spake:

“Wherefore, O child beloved, hath this thought in thy soul had birth?

And whither wilt thou be faring o’er so great a deal of the earth?

Thou lonely, thou well-beloved! And Odysseus, the God-begot,

Afar from his land hath perished mid a folk that knoweth him not

And when thou art gone, these Wooers will devise thee evil to come,

What wise with guile they may slay thee and deal out the goods of thine home.

Bide here! by thine own be sitting! what needest thou to go

And over the untilled sea-plain to wander bearing thy woe?”

But Telemachus the heedful the answering word did speed;

“Heart up, O mother! for surely nought godless is my rede,

But make oath no word hereover to say to my mother dear

Until the eleventh day, or the twelfth at least, be here;

Or till she herself shall miss me, and shall learn that I wander afar,

Lest she with grief and weeping her lovely body mar.”

Then a great oath swore the old wife by the Gods to speak to none:

And so when she had sworn it and all the oath had done,

Then straightway into the pitchers for him the wine she drew,

And into the well-sewn wallets the barley-meal did do.

But Telemachus hied to the homestead and again with the Wooers was blent.

But the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, on other errand went,

For in Telemachus’ likeness she sped the city through

And stood by each of the shipmen, and spake a word thereto,

That unto the ship at nightfall they should gather every one;

Moreover of Noemon, who was Phronius’ famous son,

She craved a ship; and blithely gave he promise of the same.

And now the sun sank under, and on all ways darkness came.

Then she let shove the swift ship seaward, and therein stow all the gear,

E’en such as is well-befitting for well-benched ships to bear,

By the haven’s head she moored her, and there were gathered the crew,

The goodly lads, and the Goddess cheered each to dare and do.

But the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, of other things had heed,

And unto the house of Odysseus the goodly did she speed:

There heavy sweet o’er the Wooers the slumber and sleep she shed,

From their hands fell the cups of the Wooers and their souls astray she led.

Till they roused them to sleep through the town; no longer they delayed

To sit, now the slumber was on them and the sleep on their eyelids weighed.

But now the Grey-eyed Athene to Telemachus spake again,

Having called him forth from the halls and the fair habitation of men,

In the shape of Mentor’s body, and her voice as his voice to hear:

“Telemachus, now already are thy well-greaved fellows there,

By the oars they sit abiding till thou speed them forth on the way:

Come now, the road and the journey no longer let us delay.”

So spake Pallas Athene, and swiftly forth she led,

And hard on the feet of the Goddess his footsteps forth he sped;

But when they were come to the ship and down to the side of the sea,

They found upon the foreshore the long-haired company.

Then the holy might of the youngling, Telemachus, spake and said:

“Hither now with the meal, fair fellows, for together all is laid,

And in the hall abideth; nor thereof hath my mother heard,

Nor hath any maid of the handmaids, save one, known any word.”

He spake and led them thither, and they followed hard at heel,

And they brought forth all and laid it within the well-benched keel,

E’en so as they had been bidden by Odysseus’ well-loved son.

Then Telemachus went a ship-board, but Athene led him on,

And she sat, and Telemachus by her, in the hinder part of the ship,

And therewithal the shipmen, they let the hawsers slip,

And they also went a shipboard, and sat on the benches there;

But Grey-eyed Athene sped them a happy wind and fair,

The north-west piping keenly across the wine-dark sea.

But Telemachus bade his fellows, and egged them busily,

To gear their tackling duly, and they hearkened and so did;

For into the mid-thwart’s hollow the pine-tree mast they slid

When up aloft they had raised it; then with forestays it they stayed,

And hauled the white sails upward with ox-hide ropes well laid.

With the wind the mid-sail bellied and the purple wave began

To roar out aloud round the keel, as forth the good ship ran.

So her road and her way fair speeding, through the waters did she slip.

But they made fast all the tackling throughout the swift black ship,

And they set the bowls of wine all garlanded about,

And poured thereof to the Godfolk whose lives shall never die out,

And in chief to the daughter of Zeus, the Goddess, the Grey-eyed May.

So all through the night and the dawning the good ship cleft her way.






  








BOOK III.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

TELEMACHUS SAILS TO PYLOS, AND THERE SEES NESTOR, WHO TELLS HIM

OF AGAMEMNON AND MENELAUS, AND SENDS HIM ON TO SPARTA IN

THE COMPANY OF PISISTRATUS HIS SON.

NOW uprose the Sun, and leaving the exceeding lovely mere

Fared up to the brazen heaven, to the Deathless shining clear,

And unto deathful men on the corn-kind earth that dwell.

But they came to the Burg of Neleus, e’en Pylos builded well,

And there on the shore of the sea-flood deeds holy did men do;

To the dark-blue haired Earth-shaker bulls spotless black they slew.

Nine seats of men there were, and five hundred sat in each band,

And for every band of the men nine bulls were held in hand;

And now were they tasting the inwards, and to God were burning the thigh,

When those fellows ran on the beach and brailed the sails on high,

And moored the shapely ship and went thenceforth ashore.

So aland was Telemachus wending, and Athene went before;

And thus as they went, to him-ward the speech of the Grey-eyed came:

“Telemachus, thee it behoveth no longer, the shrinking and shame,

Since for this hast thou sailed the sea-flood, that tidings thou might’st gel

Of thy father, what earth may hide him, or what is the doom he hath me!

So go thou straight unto Nestor, the tamer of the steed,

Tnat we learn what his bosom hoardeth of good and helpful rede.

But do thou thyself beseech him that he speak straight words to thee;

For no lying speech will he make us, so exceeding wise is he.”

But Telemachus the heedful in answer spake the word:

“What wise shall I go, O Mentor? what wise shall I greet the lord?

For as yet in all words of wisdom am I untried and weak;

And well may a youngling be shamefaced, if speech of an elder he seek.’

But the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, to him thus answered and spake:

“Telemachus, some words surely the thought in thine heart shall make,

And some the Gods shall give thee: for this of thee I wot,

That against the will of the Godfolk thy birth and thy life were not.”

So spake Pallas Athene, and swift the way she led,

And after the feet of the Goddess his footsteps forth he sped.

And they went to the Pylian Meeting and unto the Pylian seats,

Where Nestor sat with his sons, and around were they dighting the meats,

And some deal of the flesh were they roasting, and some were they spitting through,

But when they beheld the strangers, about them thronging they drew,

And took their hands in greeting, and bade them sit thereby.

But Pisistratus, son of Nestor, it was he that first drew nigh,

And seated the twain at the feast when of each he had taken the hand,

And on soft-wooled fleeces he set them adown on the sea-washed sand,

By his brother Thrasymedes, and by his father old;

And he gave them share of the inwards, and filled the cup of gold

With wine; and with outstretched right hand he hailed Athene the Maid,

The daughter of Zeus the Shielded, and therewithal he said:

“Pour out, O guest, O stranger, to Poseidon lord and king,

For his feast it is ye have happed on, thus hither wandering;

But when thou hast poured and hast prayed, as the wont is right and meet,

Then give the cup to this other, that the good wine honey-sweet

He too may pour; for me.seemeth he too with the Deathless doth deal:

For all sons of men to the Godfolk have need to crave for weal.

But whereas he is the younger, and his age is like unto mine,

Unto thee the first do I give it, the golden cup of wine.”

The wine that was sweet in the cup he set in her hand as he spake,

And Athene rejoiced in the man for his wisdom and justice’ sake,

Because unto her the first the golden cup he gave.

Then she prayed a great prayer to Poseidon, the king and lord of the wave:

“O Poseidon, O Earth-shaker, hearken! nor grudge unto us that pray,

Nor yet to the deeds that we crave thee fulfilling-tide gainsay!

To Nestor first and his sons give thou glory to befall;

And give good and kindly guerdon to these Pylians one and all,

For their gifts an hundred-folded all glorious with goodwill.

But to me and Telemachus give it our journey’s end to fulfil,

And the thing that we sailed for hither in a black ship over the sea.”

So she spake and she prayed; and fulfilled it, the thing that she prayed should be,

But unto Telemachus straightway she gave the twofold cup,

And the loved son of Odysseus like her the prayer sent up.

But when they had roasted the out-flesh and drawn off from the spits the meat,

Then round about they dealt it for a goodly feast and great,

And when yearning for meat and for drink they had utterly done away,

Then the Rider, Gerenian Nestor, to the guest-folk fell to say:

“Now is the time more fitting that we ask of guests to tell

What and of whence they may be, since now they have eaten well.

What are ye, guests? whence coming o’er the wet ways do ye go?

Are ye about a business, or fare ye to and fro

As the strong thieves of the waters, that waste and wander, and stake

Their very lives on the hazard, as the aliens’ bale they make?”

But Telemachus the heedful thus answered for his part:

And bold he spake, for Athene set boldness in his heart,

That he might crave him tidings of his father wandering wide,

And withal that his fame and his glory mid the sons of men might abide:

“O Nestor, O son of Neleus, great grace of Achaean men,

Thou askest of whence we are wending, and straight out will I tell thee again:

From the Ithacan land, that lieth under Neion, do we fare, 

And our own and no all-folk’s matter is that which I declare:

For some wide-spread tale of my father I would gather and bear away,

Of the hapless, glorious Odysseus. Time was, as all men say,

That with him ye were warring and wasting the Troy-folk’s city great:

Now of them that fought with the Troy-folk, of all others we know the fate,

And where and how they perished, each man by woful weird;

But for him, the Son of Cronos hath hid his doom unheard,

Nor can any tell me clearly of the place where my father fell,

Whether it were on the mainland that the foe his life did quell, 

Or by Amphitrite’s billows in the deep sea drowned he lay.

So now to thy knees I betake me, if thou hast goodwill to say

What wise was his woful death-day, if thou saw’st it with thine eyes,

Or from any other wanderer hast heard the tale arise.

 — This man, his mother bore him to most exceeding woe — 

But have no respect of my sorrow nor be soft and soothing now,

But tell all out unto me, in what wise the man thou hast seen.

And I pray thee, if ever my father, the good Odysseus, hath been,

As good as his word unto thee of the thing that he promised to do,

Amid the Folk of the Trojans, the land of Achaean woe, 

Of these things for me be mindful, and speak out straight and plain.”

But the Rider of Gerenia, old Nestor, answered again:

“O friend, since thou bringest to mind the grief that we bore of old

In that Folk, we sons of Achaeans, of mood unbridled and bold;

Whatever of grief in our ships on the darkling sea we won,

When after the spoil we wandered as Achilles led us on,

All the grief that about the great City of Priam the King we bare,

As there we fought and there perished all those that the doughtiest were.

For there fell Ajax the champion, and there Achilles lies,

And there Patroclus lieth as the Gods in council wise: no

And there lieth the brave and the blameless, Antilochus my son,

A warrior midst the warriors, most swift of foot to run.

And many things else most grievous to us in that land befel;

Yea, who of men that are mortal the tale thereof may tell,

Nor if thou wert here abiding for five, for six years more,

Wbuldst thou have out the tale of the troubles that the great Achaeans bore.

Before the story’s ending would’st thou hie thee sorrowing home.

“Nine years we lay hard upon them, and wove them baleful doom

With many a wile, and hardly would Zeus the deed fulfil.

But to equal himself against that man in redes none had the will, 

For in every wile and cunning he had the foremost part,

Thy father, the glorious Odysseus, if indeed his son thou art.

And for me, amazement holds me as I look on thee to-day;

For thy speech is e’en as his speech, nor yet could any man say

That a youngling’s speech to an elder’s could be so like and nigh.

“Now all the while we abode there, the glorious Odysseus and I,

Never in meeting or council did we speak a diverse rede,

But with one mind together, with wit and wisdom indeed,

Of their matter we counselled the Argives how best to bring it about.

But when the steep city of Priam with war we had wasted out,

A-shipboard we went, and the Gods the Achaeans sundered apart,

And a woful return for the Argives did Zeus devise in his heart;

Since not all men amongst us were wise-heart men and true;

Ill doom from a deadly anger a many on them drew,

The wrath of the Grey-eyed Goddess, the awful Father’s Maid,

Who betwixt those sons of Atreus the strife and the anger laid.

“For those twain, they called to the Meeting the Achaeans every one,

Rashly and with no order at the setting of the sun,

And heavy with wine they wended, the sons of Achaeans thereto.

But the twain spake a word of the summons, why the folk together they drew

There then spake Menelaus, who bade all men presently.

To dight their journey homeward o’er the broad back of the sea.

But nought it pleased Agamemnon, who would hold the people still,

The gifts an hundred-folded, and things holy to fulfil,

That the dreadful wrath of Athene and the bale they might hinder and heal

Simple! and nothing wotting that of her he might win no weal;

For not lightly the mind of the Gods, of the Deathless, turneth again.

“There they stood, and wbrds that were bitter they bandied about, those twain;

Till up rose the well-greaved Achaeans with clamour huge indeed,

And in two ways were they minded and diverse was their rede. 

So there night-long we abided, and each side on the other was fain

To speed hard things and bitter, since Zeus was devising our bane.

But down to the salt-sea holy our ships on the morn did we get,

And therein the goods we had gathered and our low-girt women we set.

But half of the folk were withholden, to abiding were they won

With the Shepherd of the People, Agamemnon, Atreus’ son:

And half, we went a-shipboard and unmoored, and speedily

Sailed off; for the God was laying all smooth the whale-great sea.

“Thenceforth unto Tenedos coming, the Gods we hallowed there

Of home full fain, but not yet did Zeus the unyielding bear 

Our homeward way in his heart, but raised up the strife again;

For the folk of King Odysseus, the wise-heart, shifty of men,

Went up on their rolling ships, and turned them about and went

Aback unto Atreus’ son, for Agamemnon’s content.

But I fled with the gathered ship-host that was wont with me to go,

For I knew of the bale and the bane that the God was devising to do.

Fled the warrior, the son of Tydeus, and egged on his fellows to flee.

But the yellow-haired Menelaus came late to our company:

At Lesbos he came upon us, as we schemed the long-drawn way,

Whether northing Chios the craggy, our ships we so should lay 

Beside the island Psyria, that on our lee it lie,

Or else to the south of Chios pass windy Mimas by.

So we prayed the God for a token, and he set forth one in a while,

And bade us cleave mid ocean into Euboea’s isle,

That we at our best and swiftest might flee the bale and the bane.

Then arose the wind shrill piping and the keels sped on amain,

And ran o’er the way of the fishes, and by night and cloud we made

Gerasstus; there to Poseidon the thighs of bulls we paid

A many, since thus we had measured so great a deal of sea.

But the fourth day it was ere in Argos Tydides’ company, 

That Diomede, Tamer of Horses, their good ships stayed by the shore.

But for me I made for Pylos, and the wind dropped never more

From the time when God first sent it across the sea to blow.

“So I came, dear child, unwitting, and nought of the others I know,

Nor who was saved of Acha^ans, nor what man had his bane:

But of all the knowledge that sitting within these halls I gain,

Thou shalt wot as is meet and right; I will hide nought; all will I tell

Now men say that the Myrmidon Folk, the spear-wont, fared home well,

E’en they whom the famous son of great-heart Achilles led,

And that well the son of Poias, Philoctetes the glorious, sped; 

And Idomeneus brought unto Crete his fellows, every one

Who had ‘scaped the war and the battle; the sea-flood swallowed none.

But ye, though afar ye are dwelling, of the son of Atreus have heard,

How he came to his home; how ^Egisthus for him wove woful weird.

But the man, e’en he who did it, in wretched wise did he pay.

It is good that the son of the murdered be left for another day.

For he, he avenged his father, and slew his father’s bane,

vEgisthus guileful of rede, who his famous father had slain.

And thou friend, so great and so fair as I behold thee now,

Be stout, that good word of thy fame mid the late-born folk may grow.”

But Telemachus the heedful thus spake and answered again:

“O Nestor, O son of Neleus, great grace of Achaean men,

Full well did he avenge him, and Achaeans far and near

Shall make his fame to be hearkened, that those who are coming may hear.

But would that the Gods might be giving e’en me so much of might,

That I on the Wooers might wreak me for their most grievous unright!

Whereas in their pride they fashion and devise me impious ill:

But of no such happy doings the Gods for me have will,

Nay, not for me nor my father; we must bear all e’en as we may.”

Then thus did Nestor, the Rider of Gerenia, answer and say: 

“O friend, since the word thou speakest and hereof thou mindest me,

Men say that thy mother’s wooers a many now there be

In thy house, though thou wouldest it not, who devise thee evil fate.

Say then, art thou cowed as a craven, or liest thou under the hate

Of thy land and thy people hearkening what the voice of God doth speak?

Yet who knoweth but he returning their wrong one day shall wreak,

Whether alone he returneth or with all the Achaean men.

But ah! if the Grey eyed Athene would befriend thee now, as then,

In the days that were she cherished Odysseus, the glory of war,

Mid the Troy-folk, where we, the Achaeans, so many a heart-grief bore.

For never saw I the God-folk love men in such open wise 

As Pallas stood beside him to help before all eyes.

And if thee in her heart she would cherish, and befriend thee such a way,

Then some of these, meseemeth, should forget their wedding-day.”

But Telemachus the heedful thus answered him and said:

“O father, thy word meseemeth to its end shall never be sped,

For a mighty word hast thou spoken, and great wonder holdeth me;

Nor shall this my hope be fulfilled, though the Gods would have it to be.’

But the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, thereto made answer and said:

“Telemachus, what is this word from the wall of thy teeth that hath sped?

For ’tis easy for God if he willeth, though far off, man to save. 

But I for my part were fainer a many griefs to have

And come home safe in the ending, and see my returning day,

Than to come as came Agamemnon, and die on my hearth straightway;

For he fell by the wiles of yEgisthus and the woful wiles of his wife.

But not even the very God-folk, not even a loved man’s life,

From the common death can deliver, when come is the fate full strong,

And the deadly doom is upon him that layeth men along.”

But Telemachus the heedful thus answered thereunto:

“Let us speak hereof no further, though our hearts be full of woe. 

For him there is no returning: for already, have no doubt,

Black doom and deadly ending have the Deathless meted out.

But one other word would I speak and ask of Nestor here,

Since he knoweth righteous wisdom above all that ever were;

For o’er three generations of men they say he hath been the king,

And unto mine eyes beholding he is as a deathless thing:

O Nestor, O son of Neleus, speak now true word unto me!

Agamemnon, son of Atreus, wide ruler, how died he?

Where then was Menelaus? What bale did he bring forth

For him, ^Egisthus the wily, since he slew a man more worth? 

Or was he not in Argos but wandering wide away,

Amid other dwellings of man-folk, when the man grew bold to slay?”

But the Rider of Gerenia, old Nestor, answered there:

“I will show thee now, O youngling, all things as they verily were.

For thou thyself hast an inkling of what deed hereof would have come’

If the yellow Menelaus, from Troy returning home,

Had happed upon ^Egisthus alive in the halls of his stead.

Then full surely on his body no earth had there been shed.

But the fowl and the dogs had feasted on the dead man as he lay

In the wold without the city, and no Achaean may 

Would have raised the death-song o’er him; for a monstrous deed had he done.

Yea, there afar were we biding where many a deed we won,

While he in the nook of Argos, the horseland, sat at ease,

The wife of Agamemnon with wheedling words to please.

And indeed it is true that the woman for a while the foul deed spurned,

The glorious Clytemnestra, for in wisdom well was she learned.

And a minstrel was with her moreover, whom, when unto Troy he would speed,

Was the son of Atreus bidding that well his wife he should heed, 

But when the fate of the Gods had bound her that fall she must,

Then into a desert island that man the minstrel thrust, 

And left him there for the fowl to be a quarry and prey,

And longing he led her longing to his house and his home away.

Many thighs of beasts he burned on the altar of sacrifice,

And he hung up many adornments, both of gold and webs of price;

Whereas he had done the deed, and the thing unhoped in his heart

“But we sailed while these things were adoing and from Troy did we depart,

We twain, Atrides and I, in goodwill and happiness.

But whenas we were making Sunium, the holy Athenian ness,

There Phoebus Apollo falling with kindly shafts amain

On the pilot of Menelaus, thereof he had his bane; 

E’en as he held the tiller of the good ship fleeting fast;

Phrontis, the son of Onetor, who all tribes of men surpassed

In steering a ship when the storm-winds drive hard across the sea.

So aback was held Menelaus, though fain of the road was he,

That he might bury his fellow with all rites of the burial bed.

a But now, as in hollow ships o’er the wine-dark sea he sped,

And, speeding, to that steep headland of Malaea now was brought,

A road and a way full loathly far-seeing Zeus for him wrought;

And the blast of the wind shrill-piping he poured upon his host,

And the billows monstrous-swollen all mountain-high uptost. 

Thence he sundered the host atwain: one half unto Crete did he drive,

Where about Jardanus’ streams Cydonian people live.

Now a smooth rock thereby goeth to the water, sheer and steep,

The outermost ness of Gortys thrust forth in the darkling deep.

There the south-west driveth a billow against the leftward ness

To Phaestus, and small is the rock that wardeth the great seas’ stress.

Thereon drave part of the ship-host, and hardly saved were the folk,

But the ships the might of the billows against the sea-rocks broke.

But as to those five, those others, the wind and the water bore

Their coal-blue prows and brought them anigh the ^Egyptian shore. 

“Thus then he fared, and gathering great store of goods and of gold,

Came on with his keels to the aliens and the folk of another fold.

But amidst all this.<£gisthus at home wrought deeds right grim;

For the son of Atreus he slaughtered, and the folk were in bonds to him.

Seven years did hd lord it over Mycenae golden-great,

But the eighth year came Orestes the glorious, came his fate;

He betook him home from Athens and slew his father’s bane,

^Egisthus, crafty of rede, who his famous father had slain.

He slew him, and then to the Argives gave the feast of the burial bed

Over his baleful mother and ^igisthus mightless and dead. 

And that same day came Menelaus, the skilled in the voice of war,

And plenteous wealth was with him, the freight that his good ship bore.

“But thou, dear son, from thy homestead no longer be wandering wide,

Leaving thy wealth, and leaving such men in thine house to abide,

So utterly overweening, lest they eat up all from thee,

And share out all thy havings, and in vain shall thy wayfaring be;

But unto Menelaus I charge thee and bid thee to fare,

For he has come but newly to his home from otherwhere,

Yea, from men whence no man in his heart could have hope to win away

When once the winds and the whirlwinds had driven him far astray, 

Into so mighty an ocean that not in one whole year

Could the very fowl flee from it, so great it is and drear.

So now depart with thy fellows in thy ship across the sea.

Or if of the land thou art liefer, I have twi-car and horses for thee;

And my sons are for thee moreover, and they shall bring thee there

Unto glorious Lacedaemon, and Menelaus the fair;

And thou thyself shalt beseech him that he tell thee the very truth.

And nought of lies will he tell thee, for most wise he is forsooth.”

He spake, and the sun was setting and the dark came on amain, 

And the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, she spake and answered again:

“Yea, father, thou sayest it meetly, and good is this word of thine;

But betake ye to slicing the tongues and to blending of the wine,

That we unto Poseidon and all the Deathless may pour,

And so of our beds bethink us, for this is the rightful hour.

For the light is gone under the darkness, and no man doth it befit

To sit long at the feast of the Gods, but all of us homeward to flit.”

So spake the Daughter of Zeus, and they hearkened her voice and her word;

And the water over their hands the serving-fellows poured,

And the swains to the bowls betook them, and with drink they brimmed them up,

And dealt about to all men, and poured from cup unto cu

And then they arose and poured forth, and cast the tongues on the fire;

But when they had poured, and had drunk each man to his heart’s desire,

Then therewithal did Athene and godlike Telemachus yearn

To get them gone thenceforth, to their hollow ship to return:

Yet did Nestor hold them aback and with words did on them fall:

“Nay now, may Zeus forbid it, and the Deathless one and all,

That ye to your ship swift sailing should depart from me to-night,

As though from a poor man’s dwelling and the house of a raimentless wight,

As from one who nothing of blankets or of rugs in his house doth keep,

That neither he nor his guest-friends full soft anights may sleep; 

Whereas in my house are blankets and noble rugs good store.

Nay, ne’er shall the son beloved of the man Odysseus of yore

On the deck of his ship be lying, while I am living at least.

But thereafter my sons in my homestead shall abide the folk to feast,

Whoso may fare unto usward for the guesting of our stead.”

Then the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, in this wise answered and said:

“All good are thy words, dear father, and well it befitteth thee

That Telemachus do thy bidding; for fairer so shall it be;

And he with thee will be wending to sleep in thine house and thine hall.

But aboard of the coal-black ship will I be wending withal 

To hearten up my fellows, and to tell them what hath betid,

For that I alone amid these men am the elder may not be hid;

And the rest they are but younglings, and for love’s sake with us fare:

To Telemachus mighty of mood all equal in age they are.

So I in the black ship’s hollow will sleep, and on the morn

To those great-souled Cauconians will I belike be borne,

Where owed unto me is increase; nor yet of yesterday,

Nor little it is. But this man, to thy house he hath wended his way,

Set him forth with thy sons and thy twi-car and give him horses at need,

E’en such as thou hast that are stoutest and swiftest-footed to speed.”

So spake the Grey-eyed Athene, and like to an eagle was gone, 

And wonder and awe held all men who were gazing thereupon;

And the old man marvelled indeed at the sight he had seen with his eyes,

And he took Telemachus’ hand, and named him, and spake in such wise:

“Nought base I deem thee, O friend, and no weakling shalt thou be,

When the Gods in thine early days thus guide and further thee.

For none other was this of all those that Olympian houses hold,

Save the Daughter of Zeus, the War-glorious, the Trito-born from of old.

E’en she who honoured thy father mid the Argives in the strife.

But do thou, O Queen, be gracious! and give good glory of life 

To me and to my children, and my wife of reverend grace;

And a heifer will I give thee, a yearling wide of face,

Untamed, whom no man ever beneath the yoke hath won:

E’en her to thee will I hallow, and her horns with gold shall be done.”

Thus-wise he prayed, and Athene gave ear to the words he sped.

Then the Rider of Gerenia, old Nestor, these men led,

E’en his sons and his daughters’ husbands, to the lovely house of his home.

But when to the house all-glorious of the king they now were come,

They sat them down in order on bench and noble seat,

And the elder blended the bowl with wine all honey-sweet, 

E’en that which the handmaid, the goodwife, in its eleventh year

Had opened at last, and loosened the jar’s head-binding gear.

This then in the bowl he blended, and many things did he pray,

The old man, as he poured to Athene, Zeus the Shield-bearer’s May.

But when they had poured and had drunk as their hearts desired thereto.

The others thence departed and each to his house did go;

But Telemachus, son beloved of Odysseus’ godlihead,

Did Nestor, Gerenian Rider, lead off to sleep and bed,

On the framed and jointed bedstead in the echoing cloister there,

By Pisistratus, leader of war-ranks, the lord of the ashen spear, 

Who alone of his sons abided in his house and hall unwed:

But for him, he slept as his wont was, in the nook of his high-built stead,

Where his bed, and therewith his bed-gear, his queen-wife for him dight

But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Dawn, shone bright,

The Rider, Gerenian Nestor, rose up from his bed straightway,

And gat him forth and sat him on the well-smoothed stones that lay

In the forefront of his homestead, before the high-built door,

White, polished, well-sleeked over: there in the days of yore

Would Neleus oft be sitting, as the Gods in council great;

But now to the House of Hades had he wended, tamed by fate. 

And there in his turn sat Nestor, the Achaeans’ warder, the King,

Holding his staff; and about him were his gathered sons in a ring,

New come from their rooms. Echephron and Stratius, there they were;

Perseus was there, and Aretus, Thrasymedes, godhead’s peer;

And to them came forth the sixth man, Pisistratus warfain and great

So Telemachus the godlike amidst them they led to his seat,

And Nestor, Gerenian Rider, in their midst the word began:

“Loved sons, fulfil my desire in the swiftest wise ye can,

That of all the Gods from Athene I most the grace may gain,

Who to our glorious God-feast came manifest and plain. 

Now let one go to the meadow, that, as swift as it may be done,

We have a heifer hither, with the neatherd driving her on;

And let one to the black ship going of Telemachus, mighty of mind,

Fetch hither all his fellows, two only abiding behind.

And one to Laerces the goldsmith, the bidding let him say,

That he come the horns of the heifer with gold to overlay.

But here let the others be gathered, and let them bid withal

The handmaids to dight us the banquet in our glorious house and hall,

And to set forth the seats and the logs, and bear forth water fair.” 

He spake, and they fell to and hastened, and the heifer was speeded there

From the mead; and thither came, from the swift ship shapely wrought,

The high-souled Telemachus’ fellows: and the smith came there, and he brought

His smithying tools in his hand, his craft’s fulfilling gear,

To wit, his hammer and anvil, and his fire-tongs fashioned fair,

Wherewith the gold to smithy. And thither, to gather her meed

Of the hallowed gifts, came Athene. Then old Nestor of the Steed

Gave gold, and the craftsman wrought it, and therewith were the beast’s horns done

That thereof might the Goddess be glad as its fairness she looked upon.

Then Stratius and Echephron fair by the horns the heifer led; 

And Aretus came from the chamber with a bowl with flowers bespread,

And therein the hand-washing water; and his other hand did hold

The barley-meal maund: and stood forth Thrasymedes, war-biding and bold

In his hand the axe well whetted all ready the heifer to hew;

And Perseus held the blood-bowl. Then the rider Nestor ‘gan do

The hand-washing and barley-sprinkling, and much prayer to Athene he sped

In the outset, and cast in the fire the forelock of the head.

But when they had prayed and cast forth the barley-meal thereon

Then drew anigh Thrasymedes the high-souled Nestor’s son,

\nd he hewed and the beast’s neck-tendons he sundered with the blade

And loosened the might of the heifer, and the whoop and the cry they made,

The daughters and the sons’ wives, and the wife the reverend queen, 

Eurydice, first-born daughter of Clymenus once had she been.

So they from the wide-wayed earth raised the beast and held her then,

And Pisistratus slaughtered her straightway, the leader of ranks of men.

But when the black blood had flowed forth and life the bones had left,

Then at once they sheared up the carcase, and the thighs thereof they cleft,

And all in due wise and wonted; and twofold wrapping they made

Of fat about them, and slices of the raw flesh on them laid.

On the faggots the elder burned them and poured on the gleaming wine,

But the youths stood by him and handled the forks five-fold of tyne;

But when burned up were the thighs, and the inwards were tasted aright,

They cut up the flesh, and the gobbets on spits for the roasting dight,

And they handled the spits sharp-pointed and roasted it then and there.

Meanwhile was Telemachus bathed by Polycaste the fair,

Of Nestor son of Neleus the youngest daughter and last;

And when she had washed his body and the olive oil o’er him cast,

And had done a frock upon him, and a fair cloak thereon laid,

From the bath he went, and his body as fair as a God’s was made.

So he went and by Nestor’s side, the Shepherd of Folk, did he sit.

But when they had roasted the outflesh, and drawn it off from the spit,

They sat and fell to feasting, and men of worth rose up 

And poured the wine unto them in many a golden cup.’

But when the yearning for meat and for drink they had done away,

Then the Rider, Gerenian Nestor, began to speak and to say:

“O sons, for Telemachus bring ye the well-maned horses fair,

And unto the chariot yoke them that he the way may wear.”

He spake, and therewithal his word did they hearken and heed,

And straight the swift-foot horses to the car they yoked with speed,

And therein laid the store-maid bread and wine and dainty meat,

E’en such as kingfolk cherished of Zeus are wont to eat. 

Then Telemachus went up straightway on the lovely-fashioned car,

And Pisistratus, son of Nestor, the chief of the men of war,

Went up on the car moreover, and caught in hand the rein,

And smote the steeds to be going, and unloth they sped to the plain;

And the builded burg of Pylos, and the steep they left behind,

And daylong the yoke they were swaying that both the twain did bind.

But now the sun sank under, and dark lay on every road,

When they came their ways to Pherae and Diodes’ abode,

Of Orsilochus begotten, whom Alpheus did beget.

There nightlong they abided and guest-cheer for them he set 

But when the Mother of Daylight, Rose-fingered Dawn, shone clear,

They yoked their steeds and mounted the chariot painted fair.

Then they drove their ways from the forecourt, from the echoing cloister sped,

And they smote the steeds to be going, and nothing loth they fled,

Till they came to the plain wheat-bearing, and fast their way they wore,

So speedily their going the swift-foot horses bore:

And so the sun sank under, and all ways were shadowed o’er.






  








BOOK IV.
 

ARGUMENT.

Telemachus Cometh With Pisistratus, Son Of Nestor, To Menelaus At Sparta, And Hath Some Tidings Of His Father. The Wooers Waylay Telemachus’ Return. Penelope Hath A Dream Sent

For Her Solace By Athene.

SO they came unto Lacedaemon in the hollow dales adown,

To the house of Menelaus, the lord of high renown,

And they found him holding a wedding to many a man of his kin,

Of his son and daughter the noble his house and his home within.

Now her to the son was he sending of Achilles, the cleaver of war,

As he yea-said and promised to give her by Troy in the days of yore;

And now the Gods for these to its end the wedding would speed;

So the maiden was he flitting to wend with chariot and steed

To the Myrmidon burg all-glorious, where the man was lord and king.

But the daughter of Alector from Sparta withal would he bring 

For his last-loved son, Megapenthes, the mighty man born of a slave;

For now the Gods unto Helen no fruit of her body gave

Since the day when the lovely maiden, Hermione, she bare,

As the golden Aphrodite of body fashioned fair.

Thus then in the high-roofed hall were feasting, the neighbours and kin

Of the glorious Menelaus, and were merry therewithin;

And to them a goodly minstrel was harping and singing the lay;

And e’en with his song’s beginning two tumblers fell to play,

And amidst the feasting folk they whirled about as they played.

But by the porch of the homestead those twain their horses stayed, 

Telemachus the hero and Nestor’s noble son,

And the swain, e’en Eteoneus, came forth and looked thereon,

Of the glorious Menelaus the handy fellow; so then

He went through the house to be telling thereof to the Shepherd of Men,

And drew anigh unto him, and set these words on the wing:

“There are stranger guests come hither, Menelaus God-bred king,

Two men that are like in fashion to the kin of mighty Zeus.

What say’st thou then? Their horses swift-footed shall we loose,

Or speed them on to another who to guest them may be fain?”

But the yellow Menelaus in wrath thus answered again: 

“Eteoneus, son of Boethous, no fool thou wert wont to be,

But now as a child mere folly thou babblest unto me.

What! have we not eaten guest-cheer of other men, we twain,

Ere hither we got us home; if yet of Zeus we may gain

An end of trouble henceforward? Go, loose the guest-folks’ steeds,

And bring the men in to be feasted according to their needs.”

Then the swain from the hall departed, and called on those who were there,

Of the handy swains of service, along with him to fare;

And they the sweating horses from the yoke unharnessed straight

And tied them up to the mangers wherefrom the horse-kind ate, 

And they cast the oats into them, and hoary barley withal;

Then they tilted up the chariot ‘gainst the shining face of the wall,

And into the holy house brought the twain, much wondering

At what their eyes were beholding of the house of the Zeus-bred king;

For therein was a glory abiding as it were of the moon or the sun

In the high-roofed house of the famous, Menelaus the mighty one.

But when they for their eyes’ rejoicing had gazed as they deemed it good,

They went to the well-smoothed bath-vats to wash them as they would;

And when the maids had washed them and with oil had sleeked them well,

They did the frocks upon them, and cloaks of close-set fell; 

And they sat on the chairs beside him, Menelaus, Atreus’ son,

And a damsel brought them water for their hands, and poured thereon

From a goodly golden ewer in a bowl of silver white.

Then the board well-smoothed and polished before them there she dight,

And a goodwife brought them bread, and set it down beside,

Of meat she made them welcome of such as did there betide.

And the sewer set forth the platters of flesh-meat manifold,

And therewithal beside them he set the cups of gold.

Then the yellow Menelaus, he greeted the twain and said:

“Now taste the meat and be merry; but when ye have broken bread 

And have eaten, then will we ask you what manner of men ye be;

For in you the race of your fathers hath hot failed utterly,

And ye are of men mace-wielding, and the kin of Zeus-bred kings,

For it is not in men that are base-born to beget such noble things.”

With that word the fatted ox-chine, the roast, in hand did he take,

And gave them the very portion meted out for his honour’s sake;

And therewith they stretched out their hands to the meat that before them lay.

But when of meat and of drink they had worn the longing away,

Then to the son of Nestor spake Telemachus, drawing anear,

Laying his head to his head that the others might not hear: 

“O thou, the son of Nestor, to my heart the dearest of all!

Note thou the flashing of brass about the echoing hall,

The gleam of the gold, and amber, and silver, and ivory 

E’en such must the courts withinward of Zeus the Olympian be

For wealth untold: as I look my soul doth the wonder take.”

But the yellow Menelaus was ware of the word he spake,

And he sent his voice to themward, and set such words on the wing:

“Dear son, no man that dieth may strive with Zeus the king,

For deathless are his houses, and his wealth may never die:

But of manfolk there may or may not be with me in wealth to vie. 

Yet at least many things have I suffered, and have wandered far and near,

And about in ships have been flitted to come back in the eighth long year.

To Cyprus and Phoenicia and -digypt have I strayed;

^Ethiopia too and Sidon, and Erembian land we made,

And Lybia withal, where the lambs are full-horned from their very birth,

And thrice are the sheepkind yeaning in the space of one year of the earth;

Where neither king nor shepherd may ever lack to eat

Of either cheese or flesh-meat, or to drink milk fresh and sweet,

For yearlong there unceasing they yield to the milking-trough.

But while about I wandered and gat me gear enough, 

That very while another was taking my brother’s life,

In covert wise and unwares by the wiles of his wicked wife;

So in little joy am I ruling o’er all this wealth ye see.

Ye may know hereof from your fathers, whosoever they may be,

How much of grief I have suffered, how gone is my house of old,

That once was so goodly dwelt in, that such plenteous gear did hold.

Yea, would that I had but a third, and there still in my house to abide,

And that safe those men were living who long ago have died

In broad Troy far from Argos, the horseland of the earth 

“But while for all this I bmcnt me, and grief in my soul has birth, 

And oft in my halls here sitting my soul I satisfy

With bewailing of my sorrows, and oft lay sorrow by

(Since soon will a man be sated of lamentation chill);

Not so for all these do I sorrow as for one I sorrow still,

Whose memory maketh loathly my meat and my sleeping-tide,

For no one man of Achaeans such labour did abide

As Odysseus wrought and laboured: and for him it was to be

But very toil and trouble; and enduring grief to me

That so long he wandereth houseless, while of him all tidings fail,

Whether he liveth or dieth. There too for him they wail, no

Penelope wise of heart, and Laertes elder of days,

And Telemachus left in his homestead new-born when he went his ways.”

He spake, and therewith the youngling to yearning grief he stirred,

And he dropped the tears from his eyelids as he of his father heard;

While before his eyes he was holding the cloak of purple dye

With both hands; but Meuelaus beheld him heedfully,

And in his mind and his mood was he musing therewithal

If he should abide till the youngling to his mind his father should call,

Or whether he first should ask him and seek all matters to learn.

But while in his mind and his mood these matters did he turn, 

Lo, Helen came from her chamber fragrant, high-vaulted of old;

And like unto Artemis was she, the Dame of the Shaft of Gold.

And there with her came Adraste, who set forth the well-wrought chair;

But the carpet of soft wool woven forth did Alcippe bear,

And Phylo a silver basket, the gift of Polybus’ wife

Alcandra; in Thebes of JEgypt forsooth she weareth life,

Where of all the world most treasure the houses in them have.

But he to Menelaus two silver bath-vats gave,

Two caldrons withal three-footed, and of gold ten talents weight

And his wife to Helen moreover gave goodly gifts and great: 

A distaff of gold and a basket fashioned on wheels to run,

Of silver wrought; but its edges about with gold were done.

And e’en this it was that was carried and set down by Phylo the maid,

With the wrought yarn all fulfilled, and the distaff over it laid,

Reached out therefrom, with its head well charged with dark-blue wool.

So Helen sat in the chair and under her feet was the stool.

So she spake out words to her husband, and asked him heedfully:

“Know we, O Menelaus, Zeus-cherished, who these be?

And what men of men they avow them, who this our house would seek?

Shall I lie or speak out the truth? Nay, my mood would have me speak.

I say then that none hath been seen, whether man or woman it were, 

(And a mighty wonder holds me as I gaze upon him there),

More like than this man to the son of Odysseus mighty of heart,

Telemachus, left in his homestead new-born when he needs must depart;

What time the Achaean war-host for the shameless, even for me,

Went up under Troy and were waking the war so mightily.”

But the yellow Menelaus he answered her and spake:

“Of this thing and the likeness thou deemest note also did I take:

And e’en now when I called unto mind the tale of Odysseus, and told

Of his toil and his trouble for me, that was grievous and manifold, 

Then this man from under his brows let a bitter tear fall down,

As before his eyes he was holding the lap of his purple gown.”

Then Pisistratus, son of Nestor, spake out and answered again:

“Menelaus, son of Atreus, Zeus-cherished leader of men,

Verily this is the son of him of whom thou hast told;

But wise is the man of his mood, and were shamed were he overbold

Hither to come, and be first to put forth the pushing word

Before thee, whose voice unto us is the voice of a God and a Lord.

But for me, the Gerenian Rider, e’en Nestor bade me to go 

And guide the man hither to theeward, for thee would he look on and know,

That some word thou may’st teach unto him or some work that he may fulfil.

For the son of an absent father in his house hath many an ill

When he hath none other helpers, as with this man now doth it fare.

For far away is his father, nor others hath he there

Who may ward him amid the people and thrust the evil away.”

But the yellow Menelaus thus fell to answer and say:

“Out on it! here to my house hath come the loved man’s son,

Who for me hath laboured sorely and such doughty deeds hath done.

And I said that came he hither, above all Argive men

I would greet him; if Zeus of Olympus farseeing had given us then 

Return to our house and our home in our swift ships over the sea,

I had given him dwelling in Argos, and a burg wherein to be,

And from Ithaca forth had I brought him, with his son and all his gear

And all his folk; and one city of those that are dwelt in here,

Of those that I lord it over, for him had I wasted clean.

Then oft in this homestead meeting together had we been,’

And nothing then would have sundered our love and our delight,

Till the dark and the cloud of death had wrapped us up in the night.

But God for such things happening the grudge against us bore,

Since him only made he hapless returning never more.” 

He moved their hearts to weeping with the words that thus he said.

There wept the Argive Helen, the Zeus-begotten maid;

Telemachus was weeping, and the son of Atreus wept;

Nor yet the son of Nestor his eyes unwetted kept;

For he in his heart remembered Antilochus undone,

The noble warrior slaughtered by the bright Dawn’s glorious Son:

It was him he held in memory as he let these words forth fly:

“O Atreus’ son, the wisest of all the men that die,

Would the anclent Nestor name thee whenso we thought of thee

In our halls, and each of other asked what-like thou might’st be. 

Yet heed me, I pray, if thou mayest, since for my part indeed

I love not weeping at supper; and now doth the Day-dawn speed,

And at hand is the Mother of Morning: though no shame I think it yet

To weep for the man that dieth, and the day of his doom hath met,

Since there is no other honour that is left for the hapless dead 

Save the tears to run over the cheeks, and the clipping the hair of the head

Lo, I had a brother that perished, nor the worst of the Argives was he.

Yea, thou belike wilt have seen him, but he never was seen of me,

Nor ever we met together: but men of Antilochus tell

That he outwent all in running, and withal was a warrior fell.” 

But the yellow Menelaus thus spake and answered again:

“O friend, hereof thou speakest as a heedful man among men

Would speak, and would do; yea, even were he elder-born than thy youth;

For e’en such a man is thy father, so wise are the words of his mouth;

And easy it is to know the seed of such an one

For whom in wedding and getting good fortune Zeus hath spun.

But he unto Nestor hath given henceforward for ever to bide

In his homestead, and ever smoothly toward age and the end to glide;

While his sons should be wise withal, and right good the spear to throw.

Now let us away with the weeping that we happed upon e’en now, 

And betake us again to supper, and the water let men pour

On our hands; then betimes on the morrow shall tales be told once more:

‘Twixt me and Telemachus then shall all speech to an end be sped.”

He spake,and over their hands the water Asphalion shed,

The handy swain of the King Meneluus, glorious and great,

And they reached their hands therewith to the feast and the ready meat.

But now did the Zeus-born Helen on other matters think,

And she cast a thing and a drug in the wine whence they would drink,

The queller of grief and of anger, that lulleth all evil asleep;

And when this in the bowl is mingled and thereof one drinketh deep, 

Then all day long o’er his cheek no tear adown shall fall,

Not e’en if his father lie dead and his m other were dead withal;

Xay, not if his brother before him the brazen edge should smite,

Or his well-loved son were slaughtered and his eyes beheld the sight.

Such goodly drugs and crafty the daughter of Zeus did own,

And Polydamna gave them, the wife of AEgyptian Then,

Where most drugs of the world all over the corn-kind acres bear;

And many are hale for the mingling, and many are deadly and drear.

And every man of the leeches of that land is skilled indeed

Above all men; for truly are they Paeaeon’s seed. 

But when in the bowl she had put it and the wine she had bidden pour,

Forthwith she betook her to speaking, and said the word once more:

“Menelaus, son of Atreus, Zeus-cherished, and ye twain,

Sons of the good and the gallant, since turn and turn again

Zeus giveth good and evil, and of all things hath he might,

Be sitting here and feasting within our halls to-night,

With spoken tales be merry. Hear one befitting well;

For not with words may I number all tales that erst befell

Of the toils of Odysseus the patient, and all that him betid.

But one alone will I tell of that the brave man dared and did 

In Troy-town, where the Achaeans full many an evil bore.

For he on his own body laid grievous stripes and sore,

And with loathly rags on his shoulders, and e’en as a slave did he go,

And came his ways to the city and the wide ways of the foe.

So hid in the alien likeness of a beggar was he then;

But nought forsooth was he such-like by the ships of Achaean men.

In that shape went he down into Troy, and no man knew him there

But I alone: I knew him e’en in that guise and gear.

Therewith I questioned him straitly, but he shunned it with crafty lore;

But at last, when I had washed him and with oil had sleeked him o’er, 

And had set the raiment on him, and had sworn an oath of might

That never amid the Trojans would I bring Odysseus to light,

Till he came to the booths of battle and the swift-going ships of the sea,

Then all the Achaean counsel he opened out unto me,

And many an one of the Trojans with the long-edged brass he slew,

And came his ways to the Argives and therefrom much knowledge drew.

“Shrill wailed the Trojan women, the others, but I was fain;

For turned was my mind and my mood to get me home again:

And now I loathed the blindness from Aphrodite’s hand,

Wherewith she led me away from the well-loved father-land. 

Apart from my child, and my chamber, and my lord she sundered me there,

Though neither in wit was he lacking, nor in form of his body fair.”

But the yellow Menelaus thus answered thereunto:

“Yea, all these things, O wife, hast thou told in manner due;

I have known the mind and the counsel of many a man of war,

O’er a mighty deal of the earth have I passed and wandered afar,

But never anywhere yet have I seen such a thing with mine eyes

As the heart that Odysseus had of the patient mind and wise.

Yea, and this deed, this other that the stout man dared and did, 

When in the Horse well-shapen we, the best of the Argives, were hid, 

And for all the Trojan people we bore the death and the doom.

For then thou camest thither, and some God had bidden thee come

Who on giving the gain and the glory to the folk of Troy was bent.

And Deiphobus the godlike withal beside thee went.

Three times about thou wentedst and handledst the hollow snare,

And on all the best of the Danaans by name thou calledst there,

And the voice of all wives of the Argives wert thou feigning cunningly.

Now there were the son of Tydeus and the great Odysseus and I,

All we were sitting amidmost and hearkened thy cry and thy speech,

And we twain, Tydides and I, were minded each and each 

Either to rise and come forth, or to answer thee back from within;

But Odysseus there withheld us, though we longed that work to win:

And so we sons of Achaeans, in silence sat we all,

Save that Anticlus of all men with words would answer and call,

But on his mouth Odysseus laid his most mighty hand,

And held it there and stayed him, and saved the Achaean band,

Till at last did Pallas Athene from usward lead thee away.”

But Telemachus the heedful thus answered and ‘gan say:

“Menelaus, son of Atreus, Zeus-cherished people’s lord,

Woe worth! for not even so the woful weird might he ward, 

Not even though within him he bore an iron heart.

But come now, turn us bedward, that we others for our part

May have our fill of slumber, and in sweet sleep be laid.”

He spake, and the Argive Helen straightway the handmaids bade

To lay the beds in the cloister, and over them to do

Fair purple rugs, and thereover the coverlets to strew,

And over all to be casting the blankets thick and fair.

Forth then from the hall they wended, and torch in hand they bare,

And arrayed the beds, and the marshal therefrom the guest-folk led,

And in the porch of the homestead they laid them down abed, 

Telemachus the warrior, and Nestor’s noble son;

Eut Atrides slept in the nook of his house high-builded and done,

And beside him the long-robed Helen, the glory of women, lay.

But when shone out the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Early Day,

From his bed uprose Menelaus, the good at the battle-word,

And clad him; and over his shoulders he hung his sharpened sword,

And unto his sleek-skinned foot-soles fair-fashioned sandals tied,

And like to a God to look on forth then from his chamber he hied;

And so to Telemachus came he, and named him and spake the word:

“What need hath brought thee hither, Telemachus the lord, 

To Lacedaemon the Holy, o’er the broad back of the sea?

Thine own or a common matter? Speak straight and plain to me.”

But Telemachus the heedful this word in answer spoke:

“Zeus-cherished son of Atreus, Menelaus leader of folk,

I came that thou mightest tell me of my father some true tale:

But my house is being devoured; the fat lands to fallow fail,

And the house is filled with the foemen, and oft and every day

My knock-kneed shambling oxen and my huddling sheep they slay,

Those Wooers of my mother with insolence fulfilled:

So now to thy knees have I hied me, if thou may’st be so willed, 

To tell of his woful death-day if thou saw’st it with thine eyes,

Or from any other wanderer hast heard the tale arise

 — This man, his mother bore him to most exceeding woe — 

But have no respect of my sorrow or be soft and soothing now,

But tell me all the story what wise the man thou hast seen.

And I pray thee if ever my father, the noble Odysseus, hath been

As good as his word unto thee of the thing that he promised to do

Amid the folk of the Trojans, the land of Achaean woe,

Of these things for me bethink thee, and tell me the very truth.”

Then from Wrath-burdened mind Menelaus the fair thus answered them,

“Out on it! how are these youthful wooers thus minded? yea and why 

In the bed of a great-heart man will they, the puny, lie?

As when some hind hath been laying in a mighty lion’s lair,

Her little fawns new-born, unweaned, and she leaveth them there,

And pasturing seeketh the knolls and the dales all grass bespread.

But lo! it befalleth thereafter that he cometh back to his bed,

And unto them both he dealeth a dreadful doom straightway;

And a dreadful doom for these men shall Odysseus deal on a day.

Grant Zeus the Father, Athene, and Apollo, that it might fall,

That being such a man as he showed him by Lesbos’ well-built wall, 

When he stood against Philomeleides, and the strife of wrestling had,

And threw him a mighty fall, and all the Achaeans were glad — 

Might Odysseus but meet those Wooers such a man as then was he,

Short then were their fated life-days, and bitter their wedding should be.

But of this whereof thou beseechest nought crooked or beside

The very sooth will I tell thee, and nought with guile will I hide.

But all that which I had from the Elder, the Unerring-one of the Sea,

No word thereof will I cover or huddle it up from thee.

“The Gods in Egypt held me, though hither would I be gone,

Since the gifts an hundred-folded for them I had not done, 

And ever the Gods would have us of their bidding mindful to be.

Now there is a certain island amidst of the wave-washing sea,

That Pharos is named of men-folk, from ^Egypt lying there

As far as in one day’s sailing a hollow ship may fare;

When fast behind her follows the sea-wind piping shrill;

And therein is a handy haven, where the shapely ships that fill

Their store of the deep black water they drag down to the seas.

There for twenty days God held us, and never came the breeze,

No breath o’er the salt seas blowing; though such be born indeed

O’er the broad back of the seaflood the fleeting ships to speed. 

There had all our victual perished, and all the might of’our men,

If a certain of the Godfolk had not pitied and saved me then,

E’en the daughter of Proteus the mighty, the Elder of the Sea,

Eidothea hight, whose mind was mightily moved by me.

For she met me wandering alone as apart from my fellows I went,

Who over the isle-shore scattered fished on with angles bent;

For indeed their bellies constrained them, and hunger pinched them sore.

So she drew anigh me and spake, and the word to mewards bore:

“‘ Art thou but simple, O Stranger, and exceeding wanting in wit?

Or wanton and heedless art thou? Or thy grief thou lovest it? 

That so long in this isle thou art holden, and no issue may’st thou find,

While the heart of thy folk is failing and minished is their mind?’

“She spake, but I took up the word and answered for my part:

‘ Nay, now to thee will I tell it, since one of the Gods thou art,

That unwilling here am I holden; and this is the tale to tell,

That I trespass against the Deathless who in the wide heaven dwell.

But since the Gods know all things, do thou speak out and say

Which oneof the Deathless hathhinderedandbound me back from my way

And my wending back, and my going across the fishy main?’

“So I spake; but that Godhead’s glory thus answered me again: 

‘ Yea to thee, O friend, will I tell it as clearly as I may.

Here haunteth the Sea-wight, the Elder, that never goeth astray,

Proteus the deathless of ^gypt, who throughly knoweth all

The deeps of the sea; of Poseidon the very bounden thrall:

And they say that he is my father and begat me once on a while.

Now mightest thou compass an ambush to take the man by guile,

He should tell thee of thy faring, and the way that is meeted for thee,

Whereby thou shalt get thee homeward across the fishy sea.

Yea, thou dear unto Zeus, he shall tell thee, if thereof thou hast the will,

What thing in thine house hath befallen, be it good, or be it ill, 

While afar and long thou hast wandered and laboured thy way with pain.’

“She spake, and I took up the word and answered her again:

‘ Yea now, for this Ancient of Gods do thou devise the snare,

Lest he perchance escape me foreseeing and beware.

For ’tis hard for a man that dieth against a God to prevail.’

“I spake and that Godhead’s glory again took up the tale:

‘ Yea, all shall I tell thee, O friend, that thereof thou have no doubt:

When up to the midmost heaven the sun hath wended about,

The Sea-floods’ Elder unerring cometh up from the brine outright,

Along with the breath of the west-wind with the darkling ripple dight,

And in the hollow places of the rocks he falleth asleep, 

And about him the flock of the sea-calves, the brood of the Maid of the Deep,

Lie sleeping gathered together, come up from the hoary sea,

And they breathe forth a bitter savour of the brine where the flood-wells be.

Now thither will I lead thee when the dawn beginneth to show,

And lay thee there all duly: but three whom thou dost know

To be the best of thy fellows from thy fair-decked ships choose well.

But that Elder’s baleful magic to thee will I fully tell:

For first unto numbering his sea-calves and telling them o’er will he fall,

But when his count is accomplished, and he hath beheld them all, 

Then lieth he down amidst them, as a shepherd amidst of his sheep.

But so soon as ye have beheld him that he lieth there asleep,

Then mind ye of your starkness and to your might look ye,

That ye hold him, as sore as he striveth, and longeth to be free.

He will try it and turn into all things; all such as creep upon earth,

And he will be the water, and the fire that of God hath birth.

But all unmoved do ye hold him, and press him all the more.

But when he shall speak unto you in the shape that he had before,

And he being then nought other than ye saw him lying asleep,

Then refrain your might and loosen that Elder of the Dee

But ask him which of the Gods it is that is hard on thee,

And ask of thine homeward faring, and thy road o’er the fishy sea.’

“She spake, and therewithal dived under the billowy flood;

But unto my ships I wended where hauled on the sands they stood,

And with many things as I went my mind was darkened o’er.

But when at last I was come to the sea and the ships and the shore,

Our supper there we dighted, and the deathless night came on,

And there on the salt-sea beach the slumber and sleep we won.

But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Dawn, shone clear,

By the side of the wide-wayed seaflood in that hour did I fare, 

Many things of the Godfolk praying: and I had with me fellows three,

E’en such as of wont I trusted when any deed was to be.

“But she meanwhile went under the broad breast of the main,

And with four skins of the sea-calves came up from the sea again,

And all were new-flayed, for she devised for her father a snare;

So then in the sand of the sea-beach she scooped for us each a lair,

And sat and abode our coming till we neared her down on the beach.

Then she laid us all in order, and a skin cast over each.

Now our ambush was like to be grim, for indeed the baleful stench

Of the sea-bred beasts sore grieved us as we lay in the lurking-trench,

For who indeed would lie down and sleep by a sea-born whale? 

But she saved us, and found us a solace that was of much avail,

For the deathless sweet-breathed savour she brought, and the same did lay

Beneath the nostril of each man, and the whale-stench did away.

“Through the morning there were we biding, and patient hearts we bore,

Till the calves from the sea came flocking and pressing up ashore,

And laid them down on the sea-beach in order all around.

But at noon from the sea came the Elder, and there his calves he found

Fat fed, and he went o’er their order, and their number did he tell; 

And us first mid the whales did he number, and no doubt his soul befell

Of the guile and the craft we devised him; but he lay down to sleep at the last.

Then we whooped and fell upon him, and our hands about him cast.

And nothing then did the Elder forget of his ancient guile;

For first a well-maned lion he was, and then in a while

A dragon he was, and a panther, and a boar of mighty make,

And wet water withal, and a tree that aloft its leaves did shake.

But unblenching there we held him, and patient hearts we bore.

But when he was grieved and weary, that Elder of ancient lore,

Then was he fain of asking, and bespake me words, and said:

“‘ What God, O son of Atreus, this rede for thee hath made, 

That by guile thou hast got me unwilling; what wouldst thou that I do?’

“So he said, and I spake unto him and answered thereunto:

‘ Thou knowest, O Ancient; why then dost thou wind thy question about?

For here in this isle am I holden, and can find me no way out,

And hence the heart within me is worn and brought alow:

Now therefore do thou tell me, since the Gods all matters know,

Which one of the Deathless hindereth, and ever bindeth me,

From my homeward road and my faring across the fishy sea?’

“So I spake, and he in turn made answer in such wise:

‘ Yea, thee it behoved most surely to make fair sacrifice 

To Zeus and the Gods ere ye wended, that as swiftly as might be’

Ye should win to the land of your fathers as ye sailed the wine-dark sea.

Now to thee is the doom not meeted to behold thy friends and thy kin,

And to come to the land of thy fathers, and thine house well-builded therein,

Before thou hast got thee again to the River of JEgypt of old,

And the water fallen from Zeus; and the gifts an hundred-fold

Thou hast done to the Deathless Gods who dwell in the wide-spread heaven;

And then by the Gods shall thy way and the road that thou wouldest be given.’

“So he said, and thereat within me my very heart would break,

Because he bade me backward the ^Egyptian land to make, 

And wend o’er the darkling sea-flood a long and weary way;

Wherefore in words I answered, and thus to him did say:

‘ Yea, all will I do, O Ancient! in such wise as thou biddest me do.

But I prithee tell me hereof, and speak but the word that is true.

Came those Achaeans home a-shipboard safe and hale,

Whom we left there, I and Nestor, when from Troy town we did sail?

Or else the bitter bane on his ship hath any found?

Or amidst the hands of well-willers when the spindle of war he had wound?’

“So I spake; but again he answered, and in this wise took up the tale:

‘ Atrides, why dost thou ask me? since thee it shall nowise avail 

To know and to seek out my mind; but this to thee I tell,

That not long shalt thou bide unweeping when all thou knowest well.

For of these a many were quelled, and left was many an one.

But of all the brass-clad Achaeans of the champions perished none

On the homeward way save twain: and thou know’st of the battle strife:

And one yet mid the wide sea somewhere is hoarded and hath his life.

Amid the long-oared ships was Ajax quelled indeed,

For on to the edge of Gyrae him did Poseidon speed,

And on to the mighty rock-walls he drew him safe from the sea.

And there his bane had he ‘scaped, though loathed of Athene was he.

But he from a mind bewildered a word o’erweening cast, 

How that now, in despite of the Gods, from the deep of the sea he had passed.

But him and his monstrous boasting then did Poseidon hear,

And straight in his mighty hands he caught up his three-tyned spear,

And therewith the rock Gyraean he smote, and clave it atwain,

So that part in its place was abiding, and a fragment fell in the main,

E’en that whereon Ajax was sitting when his mind was clouded o’er.

Him then to the billowy sea-flood down the endless deep it bore,

And thus and there he perished and the salt sea-water drank.

But thy brother fled from destruction, and thence away he shrank 

In the hollow ships; for Herd the high queen saved him there.

But e’en as unto the headland of Malea he drew near,

The whirlwind snatched him away and him thenceforward drave,

Lamenting very sorely, across the fishy wave,

To the outermost land and the house where Thyestes dwelt of old;

But as then his son ^Egisthus that dwelling-place did hold.

But when from even thence safe seemed his faring home,

And again fair wind gave the Gods, and he to his house was come,

O then the land of his fathers in joy he went thereon! 

And he touched the land and he kissed it, and the hot tears many an one,

From him were they pouring adown as he saw his land and was glad.

But him was the watcher beholding from the watching-place he had,

Held there by the wily ^Egisthus, who had promised to give him of gold

Two talents’ weight for a guerdon. There watch yearlong did he hold,

Lest the King should slip by and be mindful of his courage fierce and fell.

He now to the homestead hurried to the Folk-shepherd tidings to tell.

And straightway that ^Egisthus devised a cunning snare,

For twenty men from the township he chose, of the best that were there,

And set them to lurk: but elsewhere he bade the banquet dight,

And with chariots and horses he wended to bid thereto forthright 

Agamemnon the Shepherd of Folk; and he pondered the evil deed.

For all unawares and feasting the King to his bane did he lead,

And slaughtered him there as men slaughter a fatted ox in the stall.

Nor yet of Abides’ fellows was any man left at all,

Nor any man of ^Egisthus: but in the halls they died.’

“He spake the word, and all broken did the heart within me abide,

And I wept on the sea-sand sitting, and desire in my heart was done

To be living any longer or to look on the light of the sun.

But when I was weary of weeping and wallowing on the ground,

The unerring sea-bred Elder a word for me he found: 

“‘ No longer, son of Atreus, weep on so wearily,

For of no avail shall we find it; but as swiftly as may be

Seek out what way ye may wend you aback to your father’s land.

For either alive shall ye meet him, or Orestes hath been beforehand

And hath slain him, and ye shall happen upon his funeral feast.’

“He spake, and the heart within me and the proud soul in my breast

Once more had rest and solace of all my sore lament,

And I lifted up my voice and a word on the wing I sent: 

‘ Then I know concerning these men, but a third didst thou speak of to me

Whom thou saidst alive was hoarded somewhere in the wide-spread sea,

Or dead? for I long to hearken though it bring me grief to have heard.’

“So I spake, but he spake again, and gave me an answering word:

‘ The son of Laertes it is, whose home is the Ithacan stead;

And I in an island beheld him, as plenteous tears he shed

In the house of the Nymph Calypso; and perforce she holdeth him there,

So that he may not wend him to his fatherland to fare.

For now indeed no fellows and no oar-dight ships hath he,

E’en such as thence might speed him o’er the broad back of the sea.

But, Zeus-cherished Menelaus, to thee it shall not come

In the horse-kind land of Argos to meet thy death and doom. 

But unto the fields Elysian and the wide world’s utmost end,

Where dwells tawny Rhadamanthus, the Deathless thee shall send,

Wherein are the softest life-days that men may ever gain;

No snow and no ill weather, nor any drift of rain;

But Ocean ever wafteth the wind of the shrilly west,

On menfolk ever breathing, to give them might and rest;

Because thou hast wedded Helen, and God’s son art said to be.’

“And withal at that word of his he went under the billowy sea,

And unto the ships and my fellows the godlike I wended withal,

\V~hile many a darksome shadow about my heart did fall; 

But when at last to the ships and the sea-side we had won,

Then all we set out supper, and Deathless Night came on,

And withal we laid us down and slept on the sea-beach there.

But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Dawn, shone clear,

Then first the ships we shoved adown to the holy sea,

And we set the masts and the sails in the ships wrought evenly,

And withal aboard went our fellows, and on the thwarts took seat,

And in orderly fashion sitting with the oars the grey sea beat.

“Back then to the River of y£gypt, Zeus-fed, the ships I brought,

And the gifts a hundred-folded all duly done I wrought; 

But when of the Gods undying I had stayed the evil will,

I heaped up the howe to my brother that his fame might be quenchless still.

This done we wended us homeward, and the Deathless gave to me

Fair wind, and sent us swiftly to the land where we would be.

“But come now, I bid thee tarry within my house and hall

Until the eleventh day, or the twelfth day, shall befal,

When in goodly wise will I speed thee and give good gifts to thee — 

Three steeds and a fair-smoothed twi-car; and another gift shall be

A goodly cup wherewith to the Deathless Gods to pour,

That of me thou mayest be mindful each day and evermore.” 

But Telemachus the heedful thus answering fell to say:

“No long while, son of Atreus, my parting-tide delay.

Forsooth yearlong were I willing to sit here by thy side,

And in my soul no longing for kindred or home would abide;

For wondrous joy I deem it thy word and thy tale to hear.

But now are my fellows wearying as they bide in Pylos the fair;

And forsooth for a space of time in thine house hast thou holden me.

But the gift, whatso thou wilt give me, an heirloom let it be.

For to Ithaca take I no horses, but leave them here as a gain

To thee; for thou rulest over a mighty stretch of plain. 

And there groweth the lote-grass plenty, and withal the galingale,

And there wheat and rye and barley, white, wide-spread, shall not fail.

But in Ithaca are no courses wide-reaching, nor any mead;

A goatland: yet unto me more sweet than the land of the steed.

For not mead-rich nor horse-driving are the isles that lie in the sea:

And Ithaca, least of all islands, for such things fitting shall be.”

So he spake; but smiled Menclaus the deft at the battle-shout,

And stroked him down with his hand and named him and spake out:

“Yea, good is thy blood and begetting, dear child, as thou speakest so;

And for thee these things will I change as I have the might to do. 

And of all the stored-up treasure within mine house that lies

I will give thee the gift most goodly, and that which is most of price.

A fair-wrought bowl will I give thee, of silver wrought throughout,

But of gold its lips are fashioned that go all round about

It was fashioned by Hephaestus, and Phaedimus the king

Of Sidonians gave it unto me, whom his house was covering,

When I was about departing. Now to thee will I give it to take.”

Thus then about such matters there each unto each they spake,

And the feasting-folk drew an ear to the house of the king divine, 

And sheep withal were they leading, and bringing heart-gladdening wine;

And their wives of the goodly head-gear bore in the wheaten bread,

And in the halls were they busy and the banquet there they spread.

But before the hall of Odysseus the Wooers pastime made,

With casting the quoits and the goat-spears on a level floor well laid,

Where with pride all overweening they erst were wont to be;

But there was Antinoiis sitting, with Eurymachus godlike to see;

And there were the chiefs of the Wooers and the doughtiest of all those.

But to them now came Noemon, son of Phronius, and stood close,

And spake to Antinoiis thus, and answer of him sought:

“Antinoiis, wot we at all, or perchance in our minds wot nought, 

When cometh Telemachus back from Pylos of the sand?

For he went away with my ship, whereof need now cometh to hand:

Since to Elis the wide would I journey, for twelve brood-mares there have I,

And their suckling mules toil-patient untamed around them lie.

And fain would I drive away one and tame him to my need.”

He spake and in heart they marvelled, for as yet they deemed not indeed

That he unto Pylos was gone, but that in the country-side

Among the sheep, or maybe with the swineherd, he yet did abide.

Then Antinous, son of Eupithes, the word to Noemon sent:

“Tell me truly now, when went he, and what lads with him went? 

Were they Ithacan swains well-chosen, or his thralls and hirelings?

Or was his might so mighty to accomplish e’en these things?

And hereof the verity say thou, that I know full certainly.

Thy black ship, took he her perforce ‘gainst the will of thee,

Or freely didst thou give her, since with words therefor he prayed?”

Then Noemon, son of Phronius, he answered him and said:

“I gave him the same of my freewill; for how otherwise might one fare

When such a man so craved it with his soul so laden with care?

For hard it is such asking and such a gift to gainsay.

But the swains who are his fellows are the best, were we away, 

Amid all the folk. Now I noted their Captain aboard, and he

Was Mentor, or else some God e’en as like to him as may be.

And thereat indeed I wonder, for at day-dawn yesterday

I saw the goodly Mentor, though to Pylos by then on his way.”

So he spake, and away he wended toward his father’s house and hall;

But those twain, a great amazement on their haughty souls ‘gan fall;

And they set down the Wooers together, and their game and their play they brake,

And Antinoiis, son of Eupithes, a word amid them spake,

Sore grieved, and his blackened heart was fulfilled with monstrous ire,

And the eyes of him moreover were like to a flaming fire. 

“Out on it! great is the deed, and done high-handedly,

Telemachus he and his journey! and we deemed it would not be.

In despite of us all hath the youngling departed just e’en as he would,

And hath hauled down his ship and hath chosen from the folk all the better than good.

Now a waxing ill shall he be henceforth; and may Zeus o’erthrow

His might ere a heavy trouble he fashion for us to grow.

But a swift-sailing ship and a crew of twenty give ye to me,

That I may waylay his goings and watch the frith of sea

Betwixt Ithaca the island and Same’s craggy shore.

So, sailing after his father, may he hap on troubles sore.” 

He spake, and all yeasaid him, and egged on his intent,

And all they, straight arising, to the house of Odysseus went

But no long while it was ere their word Penelope knew,

And the deed that the Wooers devised in the depths of their soul to do.

For Medon the henchman told her, who a word thereof did win

As he stood without the forecourt while they wove the rede within.

So through the house with the tidings to Penelope he ran,

And e’en as he went o’er the threshold she spake unto the man:

“Henchman, and why have the Wooers, the high-born, sent thee forth?

Is it to bid the handmaids of Odysseus, the mighty of worth, 

To cease from their work, for them the feast and the banquet to set?

Would that they wooed me no more, nor gathered anywhere met!

Would that the last and the latest of feasts they had feasted here 

Ah ye, that gathered together such plenteous life-store wear

Of Telemachus wise-hearted, never yet then have ye heard,

When little ye were, your fathers of aforetime tell the word

Of what a man was Odysseus among the men of their day.

How no man of the folk would he wrong, and no word of unright would say.

Howbeit ’tis ever the fashion of holy kings and great

That this one will they love of manfolk, and that other one will they hate.

But he to no man ever did any deed of unright 

But for you, your shameless souls are shown and come to light:

Nor forsooth doth all well-doing the fruit of kindness bear.”

Then Medon, skilled in prudence, thuswise he answered her:

“Ah well it were, O Queen, that this were the worst of the ill;

But indeed a grievous matter, a thing more grievous still,

These Wooers are now devising: may Zeus not bring it to pass!

For Telemachus now are they eager to slay with the whetted brass,

As he wendeth him hither homeward; for he went of his father to hear,

To Pylos exceeding goodly, and Lacedaemon the fair.” 

So he spake, and her knees were loosened and the heart within her failed,

And a long while over her mouth the speechlessness prevailed,

And her eyes were filled with tears and her full sweet voice fell dead.

But at last she spake with words, and answered him and said:

“Henchman, why then went my child, and wherefore needed he

To fare on the ships swift-sailing that to men are the steeds of the sea,

And over the mighty waste of the wallow of waters they wend?

Doth he so that his name among manfolk may perish and come to an end?”

But her then Medon answered, in prudence skilled and good:

“I wot not if one of the Godfolk hath urged him, or his own mood 

Drave him on to fare unto Pylos some tidings thence to get

If his father were wending homeward, or what fateful doom he hath met.”

So speaking, straight he departed to the house of Odysseus the fair:

But soul-wasting grief enwrapped her, nor yet in any chair

Did she endure to be sitting, though her house had many an one.

On the threshold of her chamber much-wrought she sat her down

And piteously bewailed her, and around moaned her handmaids there,

As many of young or of old as about the homestead were.

To these amidst plenteous wailing thus spake Penelope:

‘ Hearken, O friends! the Olympian much grief hath given to me 

Beyond all other women that with me were born and bred:

For first my glorious husband, the lion-heart, is dead,

Bright with all worth and valour past every Danaan man,

Whose fame was abroad in Hellas and through mid Argos ran:

And now my son beloved from our halls have the whirlwinds rent,

And no tidings left: for I knew not the hour when he hastened and went.

O cruel! that none among you should have had the thought in her head,

Though well ye knew what was toward, to lead me forth from my bed

In that nick of time when the youngling on his hollow black ship went;

For I, if I had wotted that on such a way he was bent, 

Then verily had I stayed him for as fain of the road as he were,

Or dead should he have left me in these halls of the homestead here.

But now let a handy swain bid Dolius hither to come,

The thrall that my father gave me when here I was wending home,

And who keepeth my orchard of trees, that as swift as may be done

He sit beside Laertes and tell him how all hath gone,

If he in his mind mayhappen may weave some rede of avail,

And going out mid the people ‘gainst those may raise the wail,

Who his seed and the seed of Odysseus the godlike are eager to slay.”

But her loved nurse Euryclea in turn did answer and say: 

“Dear Queen, now whether thou slay me straightway with the ruthless sword,

Or let me live on in the homestead, from thee will I hide no word

For of all these things have I wotted, and all that he bade me I gave,

Both bread and honey-sweet wine; but a great oath of me did he have

To tell thee nothing hereof till the twelfth day came to hand,

Or till thou thyself hadst lacked him and hadst heard of him leaving the land;

Lest thou mar thy lovely body with weeping and with woe.

But now wash thee and on thy body the clean fair raiment do,

And up to thy bower aloft with thine handmaids wend thy way,

And there to Athene, the Daughter of Zeus the Shielded, pray: 

For She is the one who may save him, yea, e’en from the very death.

Nor trouble an old man’s trouble, for my mind to me nowise saith

That the happy Gods are hating all this Arcesius’ seed:

But there shall yet be abiding one man to hold at need

These great high-builded houses and the fat fields far from here.”

So saying she lulled her wailing and stanched her eyes of the tear;

So she washed her and on her body the raiment clean she cast,

And up to her bower aloft with her handmaids then she passed,

And she set the meal in the maund, and thus to Athene she prayed:

“Hear me, O Seed of the Shielded, of Zeus, thou untamed Maid! 

If ever Odysseus the Shifty within these halls hath burned

Fat thighs of ox and of sheep, thereto let thy mind be turned;

And thereof for my sake be mindful and save my son lest he die,

And ward him from these my Wooers of the evil hearts and high.”

She cried out as she spake, and the Goddess was hearkening her prayer and her need

But great in the shadowy hall was the din of the Wooers indeed,

And thus would one say to another of those young o’erweening men:

“This Queen of the many Wooers dights the wedding for us then,

But nought of the bane is she wotting that is fated for her son.”

Thus would he say, not knowing what Fate was speeding on. 

But Antinoiis took up the word and spake in their midst again:

“Now once for all, good fellows, from o’erweening words refrain,

Lest some one fetch and carry the tidings there within.

Now let us arise in silence, and the tale and device let us win

Which unto us all, we Wooers, has seemed so good and fair.”

So saying, he chose out twenty of the best of those that were there.

To the ship swift-sailing they hastened, and down to the shore of the sea.

And first adown to the deeps they hauled her there to be,

While within her, the coal-black ship, the masts and the sails they set,

And into the leathern rowlocks the oars withal did they get, 

And fitted all in order, and the white sails hoisted abroad.

Then the high-souled swains of service brought them their arms aboard,

And in the deep they moored her and went up one and all;

And therewith they gat them to supper and abode till night should fall.

But in her upper chamber all-wise Penelope lay,

And fasting of meat and of drink she pondered either way,

Whether her noble son should yet escape his bane,

Or whether by those Wooers the masterful he should be slain.

As amidst the thronging menfolk a lion broods o’er his fear,

Whenso all round about him they draw the ring and the snare, 

In such wise did she ponder till sleep on her did fall,

And she slept as aback she lay, and her limbs slacked one and all.

But the Grey-eyed, the Goddess Athene, of other matters thought,

And an image and a seeming in the shape of a woman she wrought,

Iphthime Icarius’ daughter, the high-souled; her did wed

Eumelus, who in Pherae upheld his house and stead.

To the house of Odysseus the goodly she sped this thing away, 

That Penelope’s sore sorrow and heart-grief she should stay,

And might stay the weeping and wailing wherewith she made lament.

So into the sleeping-chamber by the thong of the latch it went, 

And above her head did it stand and this word began to say:

“O Penelope, then thou sleepest with sorrowing heart alway?

But the Gods who live so softly will nowise have thee mourn

And weep in thine affliction; for thy son doth now return,

Since indeed against the Godfolk no trespasser is he.”

But therewithal thus answered the wise Penelope

As she slept exceeding sweetly within the dreamy door:

“Why comest thou hither, my sister? since never yet before

Hast thou come here; for thou dwellest in a house far far apart.

Now thou biddest me cease from lamenting, and my weary grief of heart,

Wherewith in all unrest my mind and my soul are tossed. 

But first my glorious husband, the lion-heart, have I lost,

Adorned with worth and valour o’er every Danaan man,

Whose fame was abroad in Hellas and through mid Argos ran.

And now my son beloved in the hollow ship hath gone!

A child! who of toil or of Councils scant knowledge yet hath won.

And for him more than my husband do I sorrow, for I fear,

And sore I tremble about him, lest some evil fate he bear

Amid the folk he hath gone to, or perchance upon the sea;

For many foemen about him are devising craftily, 

And are eager for his slaughter ere he come to his fatherland.”

But the shadowy image answered and spake whence it did stand:

“Heart-up! nor thy mind be holding so utterly in fear;

For such a guide was with him as all men everywhere

Would crave to have beside them, and She hath might thereto.

And She is Pallas Athene, and it pitieth Her of thy woe.

And now hath She sent me hither to speak this word to thee.”

But therewith spake and answered all-wise Penelope:

“Now if of God thou art, and the voice of God hast heard,

I pray thee of Him the Hapless tell me another word, 

Whether -he yet is living and beholding the light of the sun,

Or down in the House of Hades dwells dead with his life-days done?”

But withal the shadowy image thus answered her and said

“I will not tell thee throughly if the man be alive or dead;

For ill it is to babble a windy tale, and vain.”

Therewith by the bolt of the doorpost it drew away again,

And passed into the breath of the wind: but Icarius’ daughter withal

Roused her awhile from slumber and joy on her heart did fall,

So clear was the dream that came to her when the night was deep and dead.

But the Wooers went a-shipboard and o’er the wet ways sped, 

And in their minds were they brooding for Telemachus bitter bane.

A certain island is there rock-built in the midst of the main,

Midways ‘twixt the Ithacan land and Samos craggy and bare:

It is Asteris called, nor is great: but it hath an haven fair,

Two-mouthed, and those Achaeans they lay a lurking there.






  








BOOK V.
 

ARGUMENT.

A COUNCIL OF THE GODS. HERMES SENT TO CALYPSO TO BID HER FURTHER

THE RETURN OF ODYSSEUS. ODYSSEUS SAILS AWAY ON A RAFT. HE IS

WRECKED IN THE SEA HARD ON PH^EACIA AND SWIMS ASHORE THERE.

NOW Dawn arose from her bed and the great Tithonus’ side

To bear the light to the Deathless and to mortals far and wide »

But the gathered Gods were sitting, and there among the rest

Was Zeus the Lofty Thunderer, whose might is the mightiest.

There the manifold grief of Odysseus mindful Athene told,

For e’en yet was she heedful of him whom the house of the Nymph did hold.

“Zeus, Father and happy Godfolk of the life that never dies,

Henceforth let no king mace-bearing be kind and mild and wise,

Nor let him still be minded toward meet and righteous rede,

But rather hard and cruel and bold for godless deed; 

Since none of the folk remember Odysseus great and good,

Who once was king among them as a father mild of mood.

But he in an isle is abiding and bearing heavy woe

In the halls of the nymph Calypso, who will not let him go;

And nowise is he able to win to his fathers’ land,

For no oar-dight ships he hath, and no fellows are to hand,

E’en such as well might speed him o’er the broad back of the main;

And now of his dear son’s slaying a certain folk are fain

As his ways he wendeth homeward; for he went of his father to hear,

To Pylos exceeding goodly and to Lacedaemon the dear.” 

Then Zeus, the Cloud-packs’ Herder, he answered her and said:

“O my child, and what a word from the wall of thy teeth hath sped,

For is not e’en this counsel of thine own devising then,

That Odysseus home returning might wreak him on these men?

But with craft Telemachus speed thou, as no might thereto dost thou lack,

That unto the land of his fathers all scathless he get him aback;

And the Wooers, home be they wending in their ship with nothing done ‘ ‘‘

And therewith he spake unto Hermes his well-beloved son:

“Hermes, since thou in all else hast ever our tidings to speed,

To the nymph of the hair well-woven now carry this unerring rede; 

The return of Odysseus the patient, that homeward he may hie,

Though not by the Godfolks’ guiding or the deed of men that die.

But many a grief enduring upon a raft well-bound

On the twentieth day shall he win him to Scheria’s loamy ground,

To the land of those Phaeacians who are the Gods’ own kin;

And of them and their hearts such worship shall he have as a God may win,

And in a ship shall they send him to his fatherland the dear,

And shall give him gold and brass and abundant weed to wear;

So great that ne’er had Odysseus such spoil from Troy-town got

Had he come aback all scathless with his due and shared-out lot 

For so aright is it fated that his folk and his friends he behold,

And come back to his house high-builded and the land of his fathers of old.”

So he spake, and the Slayer of Argus, the Flitter, gainsaid him nought,

But straightway unto his foot-soles he bound the shoon fair-wrought,

Deathless and never-dying: o’er the wet wave him they bear,

And over the limitless land as swift as the breath of the air.

And he took his wand wherewithal he lulleth the eyelids of men,

Of those whom he willeth, but others from slumber he rouseth again.

This then in his hand thus holding flew the mighty Argus-bane,

And over Pieria wending from the heavens sank down to the main. 

Then over the billows he drave; as a fowl, as a sea-mew, was he,

Who over the terrible gulf of the all unharvested sea

Fares ever hunting the fishes, and her thick wing dips in the deep.

E’en so o’er the manifold billows his way did Hermes keep;

But when he came to the island that far and far off lay,

Then forth from the dark-blue sea-flood aland he went his way,

Till unto a mighty cavern where dwelt the Nymph did he win,

E’en she of the hair well-woven; and he found her therewithin.

On the hearth burned a mighty fire, and the savour and the scent

Of the well-cleft cedar and sandal all through the island went; 

And therewithin was she singing in a voice exceeding sweet

As she traversed the loom aweaving and the web with a gold comb beat.

But all about that cavern there grew a blossoming wood,

Of alder and of poplar and of cypress savouring good;

And fowl therein wing-spreading were wont to roost and be,

For owls were there and falcons, and long-tongued crows of the sea,

And deeds of the sea they deal with and thereof they have a care.

But round the hollow cavern there spread and flourished fair

A vine of garden breeding, and in its grapes was glad;

And four wells of the white water their heads together had, 

And flowing on in order four ways they thence did get;

And soft were the meadows blooming with parsley and violet

Yea, if thither indeed had come e’en one of the Deathless, e’en he

Had wondered and gladdened his heart with all that was there to see.

And there in sooth stood wondering the Flitter, the Argus-bane.

But when o’er all these matters in his soul he had marvelled amain,

Then into the wide cave went he, and Calypso, Godhead’s Grace,

Failed nowise there to know him as she looked upon his face;

For never unknown to each other are the Deathless Gods, though they

Apart from one another may be dwelling far away. 

But Odysseus the mighty-hearted within he met not there,

Who on the beach sat weeping, as oft he was wont to wear

His soul with grief and groaning, and weeping; yea, and he

As the tears he was pouring downward yet gazed o’er the untilled sea.

But to Hermes spake Calypso, the Godhead’s Glorious One,

And said, as aloft she was sitting on her all-bright gleaming throne:

“O God of the Wand of Gold, O Hermes dread and dear,

Why comest thou now, since aforetime thou wert not frequent here?

Tell me whereof thou art minded, for my heart would have it won

If my might thereto may avail me, and if it be doomed to be done. 

But fare thou forth, for the guest-cheer for thee as now would I dight.”

In such wise spake the Goddess, and spread the board aright

With meat of the Deathless before him and mingled the nectar red,

And there ate and drank the Flitter, the Bane of Argus dead.

So after that he had eaten, his soul with the meat to rejoice,

He answered the speech of the Goddess and sent forth the word of his voice:

“Thou askest me why I am come, a God to a Goddess; so this

I will tell, yea, the whole tale truly, as forsooth my bidding is.

It was Zeus that sent me hither, and I not willing, for who

Such a wondrous space of the brine would be fain to hurry through, 

And never a city of men-folk anear the road, that they

Choice gifts an hundred-folded and holy deeds might pay?

But indeed no other God the will of Zeus may transgress,

Or the rede of the ^Egis-bearer may turn to emptiness.

Now he said that a man bides with thee, most hapless of the men

Who beset the city of Priam for one year short of ten;

But the tenth that town they wasted, and went on their homeward way.

But thereon against Athene they sinned and went astray,

And she raised up a blast against them and long billows of the sea,

And there all the other fellows they perished pitifully, no

But him the wind and the wave bore off and wafted here.

Him then shalt thou send away ere the least of whiles shall wear,

Since for him is it nowise fated apart from his friends to die;

But the doom is, he shall behold them and at last shall draw anigh

His house the lofty-builded and the land of his fathers’ race.”

He spake; but shuddered Calypso, the Godhead’s very Grace,

And withal she sent forth her voice and set these words on the wing:

“Hard are ye, Gods, and grudging beyond all other thing 

Us Goddesses so begrudging if we by a man be laid

In open wise, when any of a man her mate hath made; 

As when She took Orion, the Rosy-fingered Day,

Just so did the Gods begrudge her, soft lives that live alway,

Till Artemis chaste, gold-throned, in Ortygia at the last

With her gentle shafts fell on him and slew him with their cast.

Or as when fair-haired Demeter to her mind and her mood gave way

And blent her with Iasion and in love beside him lay

In the fallow thrice ploughed over: but the deed soon came to light

Zeus knew it, and straight he slew him with his thunder flashing white.

So now do ye grudge me, O Gods, this mortal man by my side,

Though him I saved, as lonely on the upturned keel did he ride, 

When Zeus with his white-flashing thunder had broken utterly

And cleft the ship beneath him amidst the wine-dark sea:

Then the others, his goodly fellows, they perished there indeed,

But the wind and the waves they bore him and hither him did speed.

And I cherished him and fed him and said that he should be

Undying and unageing through all his days for me.

But since no other God may the will of Zeus transgress,

Or the will of the./Egis-bearer may turn to emptiness,

Let him go his ways! Since That One so biddeth him to wend

O’er the all unharvested ocean: yet him I will not send: 

For here are no oar-dight ships, and no sea-folk are with me

Wherewith forthright to speed him o’er the broad back of the sea.

But needfully will I forewarn him, and cover nothing o’er,

That all unscathed in the ending he may come to his fathers’ shore.”

But the Flitter, the Bane of Argus, thus answered to her there:

“Yea, e’en so shalt thou speed him, and of Zeus and his anger beware,

I.est wroth, with thee full hardly he deal in other days.”

So the mighty Bane of Argus spake the word and went his ways;

But unto the great-heart Odysseus the glorious damsel hied,

When the word of Zeus she had hearkened and heard how all should betide.

And she found him there asitting on the beach, and ever aswim 

Were his eyes with tears and weeping, and the sweet life ebbed from him

As his lost return he lamented. But he had no joy of the May,

Although perforce in the night-tide by the side of her he lay

I n the hollow den of the rocks, he loth, though fain were she.

But by day on the rocks was he sitting and down by the shore of the sea,

And with grief he wore his soul and with tears, and many a moan,

As he gazed o’er the untilled sea-flood and let the tears fall down.

So the Godhead’s Glory drew near him and spake as she stood anear:

“O hapless, no longer be wailing and the life within thee wear; 

For now indeed with goodwill will I bring thy departure to pass.

Fall to now, the long beams be hewing, and shape thee a raft with the brass

Full wide, and withal the deck-beams aloft thereunto fit,

That over the darkling sea-flood to thy land it thee may flit

But bread and water, and wine the ruddy therein will I lay,

E’en such as thy soul desires, that thou stave thy hunger away.

And with raiment will I clothe thee, and a following wind will I send,

That all unscathed of evil to thy fatherland thou may’st wend.

For the Gods that hold the heavens wide-spread will have it so;

And forsooth they are mightier than I to devise the deed and to do.”

But thereat the goodly Odysseus, toil-stout, fell shuddering, 

And his voice withal he lifted and set these words on the wing:

“Far other things than my going, O Goddess, thou willest for me,

When thou biddest me fare in a raft o’er the mighty gulf of the sea,

The perilous place and dreadful, where a way is scarce to be had

With a shapely ship swift-sailing, with the wind of Zeus made glad:

Against thy will, O Goddess, on the raft will I nowise fare,

But and if thou hast the heart with a mighty oath to swear

That no other baleful trouble thou willest on me to fall.”

He spake, and the Godhead’s Glory, Calypso, smiled withal, 

And she stroked him down with her hand and named him, and spake for her part:

“Yea, verily art thou cunning and no scant-of-wit thou art,

That in thy mind thou hast compassed to speak such a word as this.

Now hereof may the Earth bear witness, and the Heaven aloft that is!

And Styx, the downlong water! (and this of every oath

Is the mightiest and most fearful for the blessed Gods forsooth)

That no other baleful trouble do I will and devise for thee,

But all this that I plan and think of is even such as for me

Myself would be devising, were I in such-like need;

For the soul within me is righteous, nor yet in my breast indeed 

Is my spirit iron-fashioned, but compassionate am I.”

So spake the Grace of the Godhead, and led on speedily,

And he followed on her footsteps and his way behind her wan

Till they came to the rock-den’s hollow, the Goddess and the man,

And there he sat him adown on the throne and the lofty seat

Whence Hermes had arisen; and she set out diverse meat,

All things to eat and to drink that are food for mortal men,

And over against Odysseus the goodly she set her then,

And the meat and the drink of the Deathless the handmaids set for her.

So they stretched out tlieir hands to the meat that lay before them there.

But when of meat and of drink desire was fully fed, 

Then Calypso, Godhead’s Glory, took up the word and said:

“O Zeus-born son of Laertes, Odysseus, full of guile,

And art thou then utterly minded to get thee home this while

To thy fatherland beloved? Then go, and fare thee well!

But if the soul within thee the tale could truly tell

Of the woes for thy fulfilling ere thou come to thy fatherland,

Then here with me abiding as the guard of this house wouldst thou stand,

A deathless man: though the sight of thy wife thou longest for,

Since her indeed thou desirest each day and evermore. 

Although forsooth I deem me in nowise worser than she

In comeliness and stature, and meet may it never be

For the deathful with the Deathless in body and shape to contend.”

Therewith all-wise Odysseus this answer forth did send:

“Be not wroth herewith, great Goddess, for I know full certainly

That lacking in all beside thee is the wise Penelope,

Both in comeliness and stature and in all wise to behold;

For she is of men that perish, and thou deathless and waxing not old.

Nevertheless e’en so all days daylong do I yearn

To get me back again homeward and to see my day of return. 

But if some God should wreck me as I wend o’er the wine-dark deep

I will bear it, for in my breast an enduring heart I keep.

Many woes and toil abundant in the war, on the wave of the sea,

Have I suffered and done already; and of these let this one be.”

So he spake, and the sun sank under, and the dark drew on apace;

And they gat them away together in a nook of the hollow place,

And fulfilled their love and their longing as each by each they lay.

But when shone the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Early Day,

His cloak and his kirtle on him Odysseus did forthright,

And the Nymph did on a garment full wide and silver-white 

Of a lovely web and lightsome; and round her loins she did

A goodly golden girdle, and her head with the veil she hid.

Then for great-souled Odysseus she devised his leaving the land.

A mighty axe she gave him, made meet for the palm of his hand,

Brazen, on both sides whetted; and hefted was the head

With a full fair helve of olive firm fitted in its stead.

Then she gave him an adze well polished, and led the way along

To the utmost end of the island, where the trees grew tall and strong,

The alder and the poplar and the heaven-upreaching pine,

Well-seasoned, dry, and ancient, and light to swim the brine. 

But when the place she had shown him where long the tree-boles grew

Then Calypso, Godhead’s Glory, aback to her homestead drew;

And therewith he hewed the timber, and swift the work he won,

And of trees he felled him twenty, and the brass axe laid thereon,

And planed them with all cunning, and the rule along them laid.

Till Calypso, Godhead’s Glory, the wimbles brought to aid,

And then all the beams did he bore, and each to each did fit,

And so with mortice and treenail each beam he mated it.

And as wide as a man well skilled in the woodwright’s art would trace

The hold of a ship that beareth a freight from place to place, 

So wide was Odysseus making his roomy raft to be.

Then withal to the serried ribs the deck-beams craftily

He fitted; and finished all with the long planks of the side.

But therein he stepped a mast, with a yard across it to ride;

And he wrought thereto a rudder that a straight road he might steer;

And with wicker bulwarks fenced it about and everywhere,

To ward off the wash of the billows, and heaped wood for ballasting.

Then Calypso, Godhead’s Glory, a web thereto did she bring

To fashion him sails, and this also in goodly wise did he do,

And braces therewith and halyards and sheets he wrought thereto. 

And then to the holy salt sea with handspikes he hove her adown.

And now by the fourth day’s ending the work was throughly won,

And the fifth day fair Calypso from the isle the man did speed

When she had washed his body and clad him in fragrant weed.

And two skins in the raft laid the Goddess: of black wine was the one,

And the other, the great one, of water; and victual had she done

In a wallet, yea, many dainties to his uttermost content;

And a fair wind nothing troublous, and soft and warm, she sent.

Glad then was the goodly Odysseus as he set his sail to the wind,

And sitting down by the tiller steered on with heedful mind. 

Nor yet did any slumber on his eyelids lay its weight

As he gazed upon the Pleiads and Bootes setting late,

And the Bear, which some moreover by the name of the Wain they call,

And on himself he turneth and watcheth Orion withal;

And he alone in the washing of ocean hath no share..

Now Calypso, Godhead’s Glory, had so bidden him to steer

And wend his ways o’er the sea-flood on the left hand still to be;

So for seven days’ space and ten he went his ways o’er the sea,

But on the eighteenth day, lo the shadowy mountains there

Of the land of the Phaeacians where nighest to him they were, 

And even as a war-shield on the darkling deep it showed.

But the Lord, the Shaker of Earth, from the Ethiopians’ abode,

As he came, beheld him afar from the hills of the Solymi, 

As he showed there a-sailing the sea-flood. Then the wrath in his soul rose high,

And, wagging his head, withal such words to his soul did he speed:

“Out on it! now have the Gods on Odysseus shifted their rede,

Since amid the Ethiopians awhile agone I was,

And he neareth the land of Phaeacia, where to him shall it come to pass

To escape the goal of his sorrows that so sore on him do prevail.

And yet meseems shall I drive him towards full enough of bale.” 

He spake, and the clouds he gathered, and troubled the deeps of the sea,

His hand the tri-spear grasping; and he stirred up all blasts that may be

Of every airt of the winds, and he covered up with the drift

The earth and the sea together, and night fell down from the lift.

Then the East and the South together, and the hard-breathed West did clash,

And the North aloft-engendered rolled huge the billowy wash.

Ah! then the knees of Odysseus fell slack, and his dear heart failed,

And into his soul the mighty he spake in words that wailed:

“O me! O me unhappy! what now shall be the end?

O’er-true meseems the Goddess that word to me did send, 

When she said that on the sea-flood, ere I came to my father’s land,

I should fill up the measure of woes; and all is now at hand.

Ah! with what mighty cloud-rack Zeus piles the stretch of sky,

And troubleth all the sea-flood, and the blasts go hurrying by

Of every airt of the winds: now sure is the bitter bane.

O threefold, fourfold happy, ye Danaans, of your gain

Of death by Troy wide-spreading! when for Atreus’ son ye wrought,

O would that I had perished and bane upon me brought

In the day when the thronging Trojans their brazen spears cast on,

When about the son of Peleus, the dead man, war we won! 

E’en so had I gotten my burial, and my fame the Achaeans had spread,

But now unto me is it fated in a pitiful wise to be dead”

And e’en as the word was spoken came a mighty toppling wave,

And fiercely tumbling upon him the shuddering craft it drave,

And the tiller was torn from his hand-grip, and therewithal was he cast

Afar from the raft, and moreover amidmost brake the mast

As a squall of the blended whirlwind fell on it fearfully,

And the sail withal and the yard-arm fell far amidst the sea.

Long while was he holden under, nor yet had he the might

Against the rush of the billow to heave him up forthright, 

For heavily hung the raiment of Calypso the divine.

But at last and at length he came up, and spat out the bitter brine,

Which from his head moreover ran down abundantly.

But the raft he forgat in nowise though sore outworn was he,

And thereat he dashed through the billows and gat a hold of her,

And sat him down amidships and shunned the death anear:

But that craft the mighty billows drave here and there on the tide;

As when the autumn northwind o’er the plain is driving wide

The thistledown, and huddled there clingeth bur to bur,

So here and there o’er the sea-flood the wild wind shuttled her, 

And whiles the South would give her to be borne by the North wind strong,

And whiles the East to the West would cast her to hurry along.

All this saw Cadmus’ daughter, Ino, fair-ancled maid,

Leucothea hight, who erewhile the speech of mortals said,

But now in the salt-sea dwelling in the glory of Gods had share.

Now she pitied Odysseus bewildered, all the burden of griefs he must bear.

So now in the shape of a sea-mew she arose from the deep of the sea,

And sat on the raft hard-bounden, and therewith a word spake she:

“Hapless! why then is Poseidon, the Shaker of the Earth,

So utterly wroth against thee and such evil bringeth to birth? 

Yet neither so shall he slay thee though he be fain of it

Now therefore thuswise do thou, since thou seem’st no scant-of-wit,

Do from thee these thy garments, leave the raft for the wind to bear,

And with thy hands be rowing, and strive to draw anear

The land of the Phaeacians, where escape to thee shall hap,

And this my veil undying about thy body wrap.

Then nought need’st thou dread of evil or any death at hand.

But when at last with thy hand-grip thou hast taken hold of the land,

Then do it off thee and cast it away to the wine-dark deep

Afar from the land, and turn thee about and thine own way keep.” 

So spake the Goddess, and therewith the head-gear to him gave,

And again went under the sea-flood, uptossed with many a wave,

In the likeness of a sea-mew; and the black wave hid her again.

But the toil-stout goodly Odysseus he pondered his thought atwain,

And unto his mighty soul he spake in heavy wise:

“Woe’s me! some one of the Deathless against me the guile doth devise

Once more, since thus she biddeth from the raft to get me away.

But nowise will I obey her, since mine eyes saw where it lay

Far off, that land that she told of as my refuge from the sea.

Nay rather this will I do, and the best it seemeth to me; 

As long as the timbers hold, and the joints are together still,

So long will I abide here, and bear what cometh of ill:

But when the seas have shaken the raft to pieces at last

Therewith will I fall to my swimming; for no better may I forecast.”

But while to his mind and his mood such thoughts as this he gave,

Poseidon, the Shaker of Earth, thrust on a mighty wave,

Rough, perilous, toppling aloft, and on him drave adown.

As it haps with a heap of chaff when the fresh wind falleth on

And tosseth it up, and scattereth the dry stuff every road,

So now were the long beams scattered: but Odysseus yet bestrode 

One beam, and drave it onward as one that a horse doth bear;

And he did from off him the raiment, the gift of Calypso the fair,

And the veil of the Goddess withal he wrapped round the breast of him

And cast himself prone on the sea-flood, and strove and fell to swim,

Stretching out either hand; but the Lord, the Shaker of Earth,

Beheld him, and wagging his head, bespake his soul in his mirth:

“Yea, thou with thy load of evil, go wandering over the sea,

Until of the men Zeus-cherished a fellow thou shalt be.

Yet not e’en so to my deeming shalt thou hold thy troubles light.”

So he spake, and his fair-maned horses with the whip withal did he smite:

And came his ways to JEgK, where his glorious house is wrought. 

But the Damsel, the Daughter of Zeus, of other things had thought;

For now of the rest of the winds a bond on their goings she laid,

And caused them to cease from blowing, and to slumber and sleep she bade.

But she egged on the eager North, and brake down the seas before,

Until the Zeus-bred Odysseus, with the lovers of the oar,

The Phaeacian folk, might mingle, and safe from bane might be.

Two days and nights thenceforward did he drift on the swell of the sea,

And many things of his deathday did he in his heart forecast;

But when the fair-haired Dawning the third day made at last 

All dead the gale was fallen, and all was calm and clear,

And no breath of air was about; then he saw the land anear,

As he looked forth very sharply upraised on a swelling sea:

And as dear as the life of a father to his children seemeth to be,

Who in sickness hath been lying and wasting away for long,

And suffering grievous torment, and worn by the God of wrong;

But now the Gods release him, and his life is dear and good — 

E’en so dear unto Odysseus was the sight of land and wood;

And he swam on stoutly, striving to tread the earth once more.

But when at last he was gotten within shouting space of the shore, 

Then indeed he heard the thundering of the surf on the reefs of the sea,

For flung forth on the rocks of the mainland the swell roared dreadfully,

And all things there were weltering in the salt-sea wave and the foam,

And therein was no haven for ships and no wind-free harbouring home,

But crags and jutting nesses and reefs by the sea washed o’er.

Then loosened the knees of Odysseus, and his dear heart failed him sore,

And midst his woe was he saying to his mighty heart and bold:

“O me! now that Zeus hath granted the unhoped-for land to behold,

And that cleaving my way I have won o’er so great a gulf of the sea,

From out of the hoary water no door there seemeth for me, 

For sharp upriseth the crag-wall, and about it everywhere

Are the broken billows roaring, and the rocks rise smooth and sheer

Right up from the deep of the sea; and no place for my feet to stand

Is anywhere there to be come at to escape from the evil at hand

For if I come forth from the sea-flood by the billow shall I be caught

And flung up ‘gainst the stony rocks, and my deed shall come to nought;

And if I swim along coasting and seek if yet there be

Some downward-sloping foreshore or some haven of the sea,

O then I fear lest the stormwind should catch me up once more

And over the fishy sea should drive me moaning sore. 

Or against me the God, the Mighty, may send some whale of the deep,

Of the many that Amphitrite the great doth cherish and keep.

For I wot of the wrath against me of the mighty Shaker of Earth.”

But while in his mind and his mood such words as this had birth

A mighty billow bore him ‘gainst the rugged ness of stone,

And there had his skin been stripped and broken every bone,

But the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, in his mind she set a thought,

And stark with both hands straining the rock therewith he caught,

And held on groaning aloud till the mighty wave had gone by.

But when he had thus escaped it, the back-draft mightily 

Fell on him, and bore against him and drave him out to sea.

As when from the place of his dwelling a cuttle-fish dragged shall be,

And about the creature’s suckers cling the pebbles many an one,

So now from the mighty hands of the man by the stress of the stone

Was the skin stripped off, and his body did the swelling billow hide.

And there the hapless Odysseus in the teeth of doom had died

If the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, had not taught him to understand.

So, coming up from the billows that were hurled against the land,

Coasting he swam, looking forth to the land if yet there might be

Some downward-sloping foreshore or some haven of the sea. 

And lo, at the last to the mouth of a river flowing fair

He came as he swam, and he looked for the place that was likeliest there,

Smooth from all rocks, and a shelter against the blast of the wind

And he felt the stream against him and in such wise prayed in his mind:

“Hear me, O King, whosoever thou art! to thee much beprayed

I come from the sea-flood fleeing and the threats that Poseidon hath made;

And e’en to the Gods that die not ’tis a matter for pity indeed

When a man bewildered cometh, as I come now in my need,

To thy stream, and unto thy knees with the burden of trouble on me.

Now pity me therefore, O King, for thy bedesman I boast me to be.” 

Then the God his tide held backward, and therewith laid the wave,

And sent a calm before him, and the man aland did he save

By the going out of the river. But weak was either knee,

And weak were his mighty hands, for his soul was worn by the sea,

And all his flesh was swollen, and the plenteous salt sea ran

From his mouth and from his nostrils: a breathless, voiceless man

He lay there fainting, and on him the weariness weighed downright.

But when he was breathed again, and his soul had gotten her might,

Therewith the Goddess’ headgear he loosed away from him,

And into the sea-flowing river he cast it forth to swim, 

And a great wave bore it away down the tide, and Ino fair [and there,

Caught it up in her dear hands straightway; but he turned from the river,

He laid him adown on the rushes and kissed the corn-kind earth,

And in grief these words was he speaking to his soul, the mighty of worth:

“Woe’s me for my weary trouble! What now shall be last to betide?

For if indeed by the river through the weary night I abide,

Then the bitter evil rime and the fresh dew of the night

Shall overcome my spirit all worsened with lack of might, [nigh.

For cold blows the wind from the river when the time of the dawning is

But if I climb to the bent, and the shady wood on high, 

And abide in the bushy thicket, then, though it well may be

That the cold and the weariness pass and the sweet sleep come to me,

Yet I fear that unto the beasts I become but a spoil and a prey.”

But unto him turning it over the last seemed the better way

And toward the wood he wended: to the water somewhat anear

In the midst of a glade he found it; and two trees were waxing there

From one and the selfsame root, a wild olive and a tame,

And no blast of the wet-blowing wind through the midst of them ever came,

And never the Sun, the gleaming, shot through them with his ray, 

Nor the shower soaked all through them, so exceeding thick were they

With their boughs grown interlacing. There Odysseus laid him adown,

But first with his very hands a wide bed had he strown,

For great plenty of fallen leaves lay underneath the tree,

Yea, fully enough to cover two men, or mayhappen three

In the season of the winter how hard soever it were.

E’en these he beheld and gathered, Odysseus mighty to bear,

And he lay down there in the midmost and the leaves heaped over him high:

E’en as when ‘neath the blackened embers one thrusteth a brand to lie

At the acres’ uttermost ending, where no neighbours are anear,

To save the seed of fire nor seek kindling otherwhere. 

So hid by the leaves was Odysseus, and therewith over his eyes

The sleep was Athene shedding, that in the speediest wise

Might end his weary trouble: so she closed his eyelids dear.






  








BOOK VI.
 

ARGUMENT.

ODYSSEUS IS AWAKENED BY NAUSICAA., THE DAUGHTER OF ALCINOUS,

KING OF THE PH-EACIANS, AND BY HER IS BROUGHT TO THE CITY

AND THE PALACE OF HER FATHER.

THUSWISE the goodly Odysseus, the toil-stout, slumbered there,

By sleep and weariness laden; but therewith did Athene fare

To the folk of those Phaeacians and the burg where they abide:

Who dwelt in days passed over by Hypereia the wide,

Anigh unto the Cyclops of the haughty minds and high,

Who were wont with war to waste them; for they had the mastery.

Till Nausithoiis the godlike stirred them, and brought them then

To the sure abode of Scheria, far from gain-pursuing men.

And he drew a wall round the city, and the houses he upreared,

And the shrines of the Gods he fashioned, and the fruitful acres shared;

But when by doom he was vanquished, and to Hades went to dwell, 

In his stead was Alcinous ruling with god-craft furnished well.

To the house of him did Athene, the Goddess, the Grey-eyed, wend,

For Odysseus the mighty-hearted devising his wandering’s end;

And she came to the fair-wrought chamber where asleep was a damsel laid

Who no worser of her body than the Deathless Ones was made,

E’en Nausicaa, the daughter of Alcinous great of heart;

And two handmaids, to whose fairness gave the Graces share and part,

Were on either side of the door-posts, and shut was the shining door.

But she as the night-wind’s breathing towards the maiden’s bedside bore,

And above her head was she standing as she uttered forth the word 

In the likeness of the daughter of Dymas, ship-famed lord,

Of like age with the damsel, and unto her heart full dear.

In her shape Grey-eyed Athene thus spake to the damsel there.

“Nausicaa, how did thy mother so heedless thee beget?

Whereas the gleaming raiment lies all unheeded yet,

And near at hand is thy wedding, when both thou fair dight shouldst be,

And shouldst give withal to the others, yea those that marry thee.

For hereby shall a good report among menfolk fare forth, 

And therein shall thy father rejoice, and thy mother of worship and worth.

So let us fare forth to the washing with the first of the dawn of the day,

And I will go with thee a helping, that all this ye may swiftly array.

For now but a little longer shall endure thy maidenhood,

Since amidst this folk and city by the mightiest art thou wooed,

The chiefs of the folk Phaeacian, the race whence thou wert bora

Pray then thy noble father in the early tide of morn,

To set forth for thee the yoke-mules, and the wain to bear aright

All those the gowns and the girdles and the mantles glittering bright,

And thyself withal, for far fairer it is such wise to wend

Than afoot; for the washing-places are far from the township’s end.” 

She spake, and forth to Olympus Grey-eyed Athene passed,

Where men say is the House of the Godfolk for ever firm and fast;

And by no wind is it shaken, nor wet by the rainy drift,

Nor the snow comes ever anigh it; but the utter cloudless lift

Is spread o’er all, and white splendour runs through it everywhere;

And therein the Gods, the Happy, all days in gladness weai.

Thereto departed the Grey-eyed, having taught the may with n word.

Now come was the Fair-throned Morning, and the maid to waking stirred

Nausicaa the well-clad, who fell to wondering

Of her dream, and went through the houses to tell them of the thing, 

Her father dear and her mother: and them within she found;

On the hearth was her mother sitting with her handmaids all around

Twining the yarn sea-purpled: but in the doorway there

She met her father minded for the famous kings and fair

And the Council, thither summoned by the great Phaeacian folk.

So she stood by her father beloved, and these words to him she spoke:

“Dear father, will ye not dight me a wain well-wheeled and high,

That those my goodly garments that befouled about me lie,

I may have away to the washing amidst the river’s flow?

For both thou thyself it befitteth, when thou with the chiefs dost go, 

Areding the redes, that thou carry fresh raiment on thy skin.

And five sons moreover hast thou these halls that were born within,

And two thereof are wedded, but three swains in the spring of youth;

And ever will they be having new-washen weed forsooth

When unto the dance they wend them: of all which hath my mind the care.”

So spake she, shamefaced to name it unto her father dear,

Her freshly growing wedding; but he knew it all and spake:

“My child, no mules I grudge thee, nor aught else that thou wouldst take.

Go then, and the serving-people the wain for thee shall array,

Full high, all tilted over and well-wheeled for the way.” 

He spake and the thralls commanded, and they his bidding wrought,

And there without the mule-wain light running forth they brought,

And dight it, and the yoke-mules beneath the yokes did lead.

Then the damsel from the chamber brought down the seemly weed,

And laid all that together within the well-smoothed wain;

And in a chest laid her mother meat good for the body’s gain:

Meats diverse, yea and dainties; and wine in a bottle of skin

She poured withal, and the damsel laid all the wain within.

And wet oil in a cruse all golden she gave unto her there,

That she and her handmaidens might sleek them well and fair. 

Then the damsel took up the mule-whip, and hand to the bright reins laid,

And smote the mules to be going, and the mules much clatter made

As they strained and stretched unflagging with the raiment and the may;

Nor her alone, for with her went the handmaids on the way.

So when they were come to the river and its streams exceeding fair,

Where were washing-wells unfailing, and the lovely water there

Welled up exceeding plenteous to cleanse all grime and stain,

Then therewithal the yoke-mules they loose from under the wain,

And there along they drive them by the eddying river’s drift,

To browse the grass sweet-waxing; and lay hands to the wain, and lift

The raiment thence, and bear it adown to the water black 

And tread it in the trenches, and the strife is nowise slack.

So, having washed it and cleansed ii of the dirt-stains all and each,

They lay it out in order along the salt-sea beach,

Where the pebbles are the cleanest by the sea-wash on the shore.

Then they bathe and with smooth olive they sleek their bodies o’er,

And then they take their dinner adown by the river side,

While for their garments’ drying in the sunbeams they abide.

But when the maid and her maidens of the meat had had their will,

Then there they do off their head-gear, and get to the ball-play’s skill,

And Nausicaa the white-armed amidst them raised the song. 

And e’en as Artemis fareth shaft-fain the ridges along,

O’er Erymanthus’ side or Taygetus measureless high,

Full fain of the chase of the boar, and the hart swift-footed to fly,

And the Daughters of Zeus the Shielded, the Woodland Women, play

All round about and about her, and glad is Leto that day;

And she by the head and the frontal o’ertops them every one,

And all are fair and lovely, but she wendeth her easily known, — 

E’en so the maid unwedded her maidens all outwent

But when for the road she was ready and on home again intent, no

Having yoked the mules to the waggon and folded the raiment fair,

Then the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, of other things had care,

That Odysseus might awaken and behold the fair-faced may

Who to the Burg Phaeacian should lead him on the way.

So unto one of her handmaids the Queen-maid cast the ball,

And she missed it, and into the eddy and the deep of the stream did it fall,

And far went their crying aloud, and the goodly Odysseus awoke,

And he sat up and fell pondering, and two ways his pondering took.

“O me, in what land of menfolk, of mortals am I beguiled?

Are they men unrighteous-minded and fierce and woodland wild? 

Or are they men guest-kindly and God-fearing men of mood?

For a fresh cry round me ringeth of the damsels of the wood,

The maids that hold the mountains and the heathlands high aloft,

And the wells of the flowing river and the marshlands grassy soft.

But meseemeth unto menfolk speech-wont am I come anigh,

So now for myself will I see it and myself the matter try.”

Forth then from under the bushes came Odysseus as he spake,

And a leafy bough of the thicket with his heavy hand he brake,

His man’s unseemly members to cover up from sight.

So he went as a fell-bred lion that trusteth in his might 

As he goes through the wind and the rain-drift, and his eyes they gleam

As after the neat he goeth and forth for the sheep doth fare, [and glare

And after the wild-deer wendeth; for his belly biddeth him on

To try for the flock, and betake him to the garth well-builded and done.

E’en so did Odysseus betake him, for as naked as he were

To consort with the well-tressed damsels, now need was come so near.

And he seemed to them but dreadful, befouled with the brine all o’er,

And they fled scared hither and thither about the bays of the shore.

But alone stood Alcinoiis’ daughter, for Athene made her bold

Of her heart, and from her body all trembling did withhold; 

So she stood in her place to meet him, and he pondered diversely

Whether he should pray to the fair-faced, laying hand upon her knee,

Or aloof from where he was standing with soothing speech to pray

That she would give him a garment and tell of the townward way.

And so to him bethinking at last it seemed but good

With soothing words to beseech her aloof from where he stood,

Lest the maid should be wrathful of heart if his hand her knees should

So soothing words and gainful thenceforth withal he spake: [take.

“O Queen, to thy knees I betake me, be’est thou God or of mortal race,

But if thou art of the Godfolk who hold the heavenly space, 

Then in form and stature and breeding I may liken thee to none

Save Artemis, the Daughter of Zeus the Mighty One.

But if thou art of menfolk and the dwellers of the earth,

Thrice blessed then thy father, and the Queen that gave thee birth!

And thrice blessed are thy brethren! for their souls full certainly

With joy and gladness ever are fain because of thee,

When they look on thee entering the dance, such a fair and blossoming

But yet of all men of menfolk is his heart the happiest now [bough;

Who with many gifts hath prevailed to lead thee home and away.

For none such of men that are mortal have my eyes beheld on a day,

Neither of men nor of women: awe holds me looking on thee. 

At Delos, indeed, on a day a sight e’en so dear did I see,

A fig-sapling waxing aloft by Apollo’s altar-stone.

For indeed I was faring thither, and much people followed me on

By the road that was fated to bring me to labour and many an ill.

E’en so when that sight I beheld long did wonder my spirit fulfil,

Since never as yet had I seen from the earth such a tree-bole upspring.

And in such wise at thee do I wonder and glory, and tremble to cling

To thy knees: though most heavy, O maiden, the trouble on me hath

Yestreen, on the twentieth day from the wine-dark sea I fled, [been sped,

For so long had the billows borne me, and the storm-blast driven me on,

From the island of Ogygia, till the God here cast me adown, 

That yet more of ill I may suffer e’en here: for thereof I see

No end; but many a trouble will the Gods bring ere that be.

But pity me, Queen; for to thee, having suffered many a woe,

Do I come the first; and none other of all the men I know

Of those who hold this city and dwell on this earth and ground.

Then show me the burg, and give me a rag to wrap me around;

For with some wrap of the linen perchance thou eamest here.

And so may the high Gods give thee whatso thine heart holds dear, 

A husband and a homestead, and concord whole and sound.

For nothing sure more goodly or better may be found

Than man and woman holding one house with one goodwill.

Thus many a grief are they giving to those that wish them ill,

But great joy to their well-willers; and they wot it best of all.”

But Nausicaa the white-armed, she answered him withal:

“O guest, forsooth thou seemest no fool, and no man of ill.

But Zeus the Olympian giveth to menfolk after his will,

To each, be he good, be he evil, his share of the happy day;

And these things shall be of his giving; so bear it as ye may. 

But since to our land and our city thou hast come thus wandering,

Thou shalt neither lack for raiment nor any other thing [place.

That is meet for a toil-worn suppliant who hath happed on our dwelling

Now the city will I show thee, and will name our folk and our race:

For it is the Folk Phaeacian this burg and land that hold,

And I am Alcinoiis’ daughter, the great-heart king, the bold;

And of him indeed it cometh what might Phaeacians have.”

She spake, and unto her handmaids well-tressed the ‘bidding gave:

“Stay now I bid ye, handmaids! from a man’s sight flee ye so?

Perchance then ye are thinking that he cometh hither a foe. 

But no mortal man is living, nor shall ever come to birth,

Who shall fare to the folk Phaeacian, and this people of the earth,

With war in hand: for the Deathless hold us exceeding dear;

For amid the sea-waves’ clashing aloof are we dwelling here,

The outermost of menfolk, with no other mortals blent.

But this man, a hapless wanderer, to usward now is sent,

And him is it meet to cherish; since from Zeus come guestfolk all

And suppliants; and full welcome is the gift, albeit but small.

So unto our guest, O handmaids, give meat and drink enow,

And bathe him in the river where never a blast may blow.” 

So spake she; and they stayed them and called out, maid to maid;

And Odysseus into a shelter they brought as the damsel bade,

Nausicaa, the daughter of Alcinoiis, heart of pride;

And raiment withal, a kirtle and a cloak, they set by his side,

And in a cruse all golden wet oil to him they gave,

And bade him wash him straightway in the running river’s wave.

But therewith unto the handmaids goodly Odysseus spake:

“Stand off I bid you, damsels, while the work in hand I take,

And wash the brine from my shoulders, and sleek them all around.

Since verily now this long while sweet oil they have not found. 

But before you nought will I wash me, for shame I have indeed,

Amidst of fair-tressed damsels to be all bare of weed.”

So he spake and aloof they gat them, and thereof they told the may,

But Odysseus with the river from his body washed away

The brine from his back and his shoulders wrought broad and mightily,

And from his head was he wiping the foam of the untilled sea;

But when he had throughly washed him, and the oil about him had shed,

He did upon him the raiment the gift of the maid unwed.

But Athene, Zeus-begotten, dealt with him in such wise

That bigger yet was his seeming, and mightier to all eyes, 

With the hair on his head crisp curling as the bloom of the daffodil.

And as when the silver with gold is o’erlaid by a man of skill,

Yea, a craftsman whom Hephaestus and Pallas Athene have taught

To be master over masters, and lovely work he hath wrought;

So she round his head and his shoulders shed grace abundantly.

But he went aloof thereafter and sat down by the side of the sea,

In glory and grace fair gleaming, and at him much marvelled the maid;

And therewithal to her damsels fair-tressed she answered and said:

“Now hearken, all ye damsels white-armed, till my word is told!

By no means against the willing of all Gods that Olympus hold 

Among the godlike Phaeacians is this man come to be.

Forsooth e’en now uncomely was he seeming unto me;

But now is he like to the Godfolk who hold the heavens wide.

Might but such be called my husband and ever here to abide!

And O that it might please him to dwell within our land!

But now for the guest, O handmaids, bring meat and drink to hand.”

She spake arid they heard, and straightway her bidding they obeyed,

And so before Odysseus the meat and the drink they laid:

And the toil-stout goodly Odysseus fell to full eagerly

On the meat and the drink: for this long while fasting of all was he. 

But Nausicaa the white-armed heeded other matters yet,

For the garments all she folded and within the fair wain set,

And the strong-hoofed mules she yoked and gat her up on the wain,

And she heartened up Odysseus, and hailed him and spake again:

“Up, guest, and get thee townward, that thee I hence may flit

To the house of my wise-heart father: and there I do thee to wit

Thou shalt hap upon Phaeacians, all the noblest that there be.

But now shalt thou do in thuswise: for no fool thou seemest to be.

The while we wend through the meadows and the tillage wrought of men,

Along with these my handmaids do thou get thee speedily then, 

Beside the wain and the yoke-mules, and the way will I lead for all.

But when we come up to the city, around it goeth a wall

High-towered, and each side of the burg there lieth a haven fair,

Strait-mouthed; and the curving ships on the road are drawn up there;

For all men there have a ship-stead, to each keel his meeted ground.

There too is their place of assembly, Poseidon’s house around,

And with dragged-on stones is it furnished, in earth embedded deep:

And there the black ships’ tackling they care for and they keep,

As the sails thereof and the cables; and the oars are shaven there.

For of neither bow nor quiver Phaeacian men have care, 

But of masts and keel and oar-bank, and the shapely ships wherein

They have all joy and pleasure o’er the grey sea way to win.

Now the hard word of these would I shun lest they cast a blame on me,

For some among the people most overbearing be;

And perchance one of these of the worser might come across me and say:

‘ This stranger so great and so goodly, that Nausicaa leads by the way,

Where then will she have found him, her very lord to be?

From her ship then will she have taken some wanderer over the sea

Of the men that aloof are living, for none such dwell anear;

Or else some God prayer-wearied hath come down for her prayer 

From the heavens aloft, and henceforward he shall have her all her days.

Yea better elsewhere that she wed her as she cometh and goeth her ways.

For ever will she be scorning us Phaeacian men indeed,

Though many amidst the people were her wooers good at need.’

In such wise would they be speaking, and thence shame to me should grow,

And with her should I be angry that suchlike things should do,

And against the will of her father and mother alive and dear,

Should mix and mingle with menfolk ere her open wedding were.

But, O guest, do thou hearken my word, that as swiftly as may be

Thou may’st find of my father speeding to thy land across the sea. 

A glorious grove of Athene shalt thou find, the way beside,

Of poplars, wherein is a well, and about it a meadow wide:

And there is the garth of my father and his garden growing fair,

E’en just so far from the city as a shouting man ye may hear,

There sit thee down and abide a while of time, till we come

Amidst of the very city and reach my father’s home.

But when thou deemest us gotten unto that house of his,

Then go to the burg Phaeacian, and ask of where it is,

The homestead of Alcinoiis my father great and glad.

But right easy is it to wot of, and forsooth a little lad 

Would show it thee: for the others of Phaeacian folk in nought

Are builded there and fashioned as the hero’s house is wrought

But when the house and the forecourt have hid thee from the street,

Go swiftly through to the chamber, and my mother there shall ye meet:

On the hearth thereof she sitteth and twines in the firelight

The yarn of the sea-born purple, a wonder to the sight.

‘Gainst a pillar is she leaning, and her handmaids sit behind,

And withal the chair of my father touching hers ye there shall find,

Where e’en as a God undying he sitteth and drinketh the wine.

But pass him by, and straightway on the knees of that mother mine 

Lay hand, that in speedy fashion and in joy of heart ye may see

The day of your returning, for as far off as ye be.

For if she be well-willing and her heart of thee be fain,

Then good hope may’st thou cherish to look on thy friends again,

And come back to the land of thy fathers and thine house well builded and strong.”

She spake the word, and the yoke-mules she smote with the shining thong,

And they left the streams of the river right soon, and fared full fleet,

And well on the way were they running, and speedily ambled their feet

But she drave the waggon wisely that on foot they might follow anigh,

Odysseus and the handmaids, and the thong plied craftil. 

So set the sun, and they gat them to the grove of great renown,

The holy place of Athene; and there sat Odysseus adown,

And unto the Daughter of Zeus, the Almighty, he fell to pray:

“Hearken, O child of the Shielded, Zeus-born, unvanquished May!

Yea, now indeed may’st thou hear me since before thou heardest me not,

When the great Earth-shaker smote me and wrack and ruin I got.

Now give me to reach these Phaeacians a man well pitied and dear!”

So he prayed; and Pallas Athene she hearkened to his prayer,

But showed not there before him; for somewhat dreaded she

The wrath of her father’s brother: who was wroth vehemently 

Against the Godlike Odysseus till within his land he were.






  








BOOK VII.
 

ARGUMENT.

ODYSSEUS COMES TO THE PH^EACIAN CITY AND THE HOUSE OF ALCINOUS,

WHERE HE IS RECEIVED AS A SUPPLIANT AND GUEST, AND ALCINOUS

PROMISES TO FURTHER HIM ON HIS WAY HOME ON THE MORROW.

THUS then was the goodly Odysseus, the toil-stout, praying there

While the damsel unto the city the might of the mules did bear.

But when she reached her father’s most famous house and strong,

Therewith she stayed at the outdoor and about did her brothers throng,

Men like to the Gods undying; and they loosed the mules from the wain,

And therewithal the raiment bore into the house again.

But she to her chamber hied her, and the fire did a handmaid light,

An old thrall from Aperaea, and Eurymedusa she hight.

Her once from Aperaea did the ships wrought shapely bring,

And men made her Alcinoiis’ portion, because over all was he king, 

And the folk Phaeacian heard him as though a God he were.

So the white-armed Nausicaa in the house had she cherished there.

And now the fire she kindled and within the supper laid.

E’en then arose Odysseus to go townward, but the Maid,

Athene, shed around him much mist with good intent,

Lest one of the proud Phaeacians should meet him as he went,

And with taunts his heart should be smiting and ask him what he was.

But as into the lovely city he was just about to pass

Came the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, and met him in the road,

As a damsel tender of years that bare the pitcher’s load, 

And as she stood before him, Odysseus asked and began:

“O child, wouldst thou be my leader to the house of a certain man,

E’en him they call Alcinoiis, who o’er these men is king?

For hither I come as a stranger, toil-worn and wandering,

Afar from a land aloof; so I know not one of those

Who dwell within the city and work the field and the close.”

But the Grey-eyed, the Goddess Athene, in thuswise answered again:

“The house, O father and stranger, will I show thee straight and plain,

For hard indeed it lieth to my noble father’s abode.

But go thou in all silence while I lead thee on the road, 

And ask thou nought of any, and look in no man’s face;

For strange men they scarce may do with, the people of this place,

Nor in loving-kindness hold him who comes from otherwhere.

But trusting in the swiftness of their speedy ships they fare

Across the mighty sea-gulf: since by Earth-shaker’s gift,

As a bird, as a thought that flitteth, their ships are eager and swift.”

Thuswise spake Pallas Athene, and straightway led him on,

And after the feet of the Goddess forthright the way he won;

But the ship-famed proud Phaeacians of him did nothing wot

As he went through their burg amidmost, for Athene suffered it not, 

The fair-haired awful Goddess; for round about him still

She shed that holy dimness from the heart of her goodwill.

But Odysseus went, and he wondered at the keels in the haven laid.

And the Meeting Place of the heroes, and the long walls lofty made,

And dight with pales embattled, an exceeding wondrous thing.

But when at last they were come to the famous house of the king

Then the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, set forth and spake out so:

“This then, O father, O stranger, is the house ye would have me to show;

And therein now wilt thou find them, the kings Zeus cherished,

At the feast and the banquet sitting: go in and have no dread: 

For the man that is stout and hardy drives all things better home,

Whatever of deeds be toward; yea, e’en if from far he come.

Now first shall ye meet the mistress in the hall of the builded place,

Arete named of menfolk; and her breeding and her race

Are of those of whom is begotten Alcinoiis the king.

From Poseidon the Earth-shaker first did Nausithoiis spring,

From him and Periboea, fairest of woman-kind;

And she was the youngest daughter of Eurymedon high of mind,

Who was king in the days aforetime of the Giants in their pride.

And he wrecked his folk infatuate, and himself in wrack he died. 

With her then mingled Poseidon, and begat a lad as then

Nausithoiis, the great-souled king o’er Phaeacian men.

But Rhexenor and Alcinous next Nausithoiis begat.

Then, Rhexenor while yet son-less in his halls new-wedded he sat,

White-bowed Apollo slew him, and one child he left alone,

Arete, and her as a helpmate Alcinous wooed and won,

With such worship as no woman on earth hath had before,

Of all that under menfolk rule over house and store.

And she from the heart moreover hath been worshipped in each thing,

Yea, and is now, of her children and Alcinous the king, 

And the folk withal, who behold her as though a Goddess she were;

And as through the burg she walketh with words they worship her.

For nothing of wit she lacketh, nor of wisdom wanteth she:

And whomso in heart she holdeth, yea, e’en if men they be,

She setteth at one; but for thee, if her heart of thee be fain,

Then good hope mayest thou cherish to look on thy friends again,

And the land of the ancient fathers, and thine own high-builded abode.”

So spake Athene the Grey-eyed, and therewith she wended her road

O’er the all-unharvested sea-plain, and left the lovely place,

And unto Marathon hied she, and Athens wide of ways, 

And into Erectheus’ homestead and his steadfast house she came.

But Odysseus came his ways to Alcinoiis’ house of fame;

And many things he pondered as he stood on the threshold of brass;

For therein as though of the sun or the moon a glory there was,

And it shone through the high-roofed house of Alcinoiis great of heart.

This way and that all brazen went the walls from part to part,

From the threshold to the house-heart, and blue ran the frieze along.

Of gold were the doors that warded the house well-builded and strong,

And on the brazen threshold did silver shafts uphold

The lintel wrought of silver, and the door-ring was of gold. 

There hounds of gold and of silver each side the threshold stood,

Which same had Hephaestus fashioned, with cunning craft and good,

For Alcinoiis the great-heart, to guard the house and door,

And deathless are they, unageing through all days evermore.

But within were fast-set high-seats by the wall’s face here and there,

From the threshold to the house-heart, and dorsars woven fair,

Fine-webbed, were cast upon them, the work that women flit;

Therein the chiefs Phaaacian are ever wont to sit

And eat and drink, for enduring is the store that there they hold.

There too on well-built bases stand serving-swains of gold, 

And in their hands are holding the torches burning bright,

The guests that feast a night-tide throughout the hall to light.

Now the women thralls are fifty that there the housework mind;

And some upon the handmill the yellow corn they grind,

And some the loom they traverse, and some they twine the thread,

A-sitting e’en as the leaves are of the poplars high o’erhead;

And o’er the linen close-woven wet oil will ever slip.

For e’en as Phaeacian menfolk have craft to drive the ship

Swift through the seas o’er all men, so weave the women well.

For to them hath Athene given all others to excel no

In the craft of works most lovely, and the skill of mysteries.

But without by the gate of the forecourt a garden great there lies,

Four plough-gates wide, and about it all round a hedge doth go.

And therein are the tall trees bearing, and fresh and fair they grow.

The pear-tree and pomegranate and apple shining fair,

And figs that exceed in sweetness, and olives strong to bear.

And thereof is the fruit unfailing, and it never maketh stay

For winter or for summer yearlong: therein alway

The west wind brings some forward, and ripeneth others there.

There apple waxeth on apple, pear putteth forth on pear, 

And grape-bunch upon grape-bunch, and on fig fig presseth yet.

A heavy-fruited vineyard moreover there is set;

And some part of the yield all sunny amidst a place made plain

Is dried by the sunbeams’ burning; and some part they gather and gain;

And other some are they treading: beyond, with the bloom late cast,

Are the grapes unripe, and others meanwhile into blackness past.

And there set out in order along the outermost row

Bloom the garden-beds all diverse, and yearlong there they glow.

Two wells there are moreover, and scattering goeth one 

O’er all the garth; and the other sets off ‘neath the threshold to run

Toward the lofty house; and the townfolk are wont to water them there.

Lo the gifts to Alcinoiis given by the Gods, how great and fair!

So tlie toil-stout goodly Odysseus there stood and marvelled a space;

But when his heart was fulfilled with the wonder of the place,

Then over the homestead’s threshold lightly his foot he set;

And within the lords Phaeacian and their councillors he met,

As they poured forth wine from the beakers to the keen-eyed Argus-bane,

The latest cup that they poured ere of bed they were mindful and fain.

So the toil-stout goodly Odysseus sped on through house and hall,

Bearing close darkness with him that Athene wrapped him withal, 

Until he came to Arete and Alcinoiis the king.

But when round the knees of Arete his hands did Odysseus fling,

Then away and into nothing did the holy darkness draw,

And they of the house were speechless when a man amidst they saw,

And they marvelled as they beheld him: but Odysseus made his prayer:

“Arete, thou the daughter of Rhexenor, Godhead’s peer,

To thy knees I come and thy husband, I toil-worn with the ways;

And I come to these thy guest-folk; God give them happy days!

And the wealth within his homestead to his sons may each hand on,

With whatsoever of worship from the people he hath won! 

But I pray thee further my sending to my fatherland with speed,

Since afar from friends and kinsmen I suffer woeful need.”

He spake, and adown in the hearth-place amid the ash he sat

By the fire-side: all were speechless and spake no word thereat,

Till at last the ancient hero Echeneiis spake the word;

Who amidst of the folk Phaeacian was the very oldest lord,

And in speech was he excelling and in all ancient skill.

So he put forth the word amidst them and spake with all goodwill:

“Alcinoiis, nought is it seemly, nor thee doth it befit,. 

That a guest on the ground of the hearth-stead amidst the ash should sit

But these on thy word are awaiting, and so the speech forbear.

Come, raise up thy guest and set him on a silver-studded chair,

And give word to the swains of service the wine in the bowl to blend,

That to Zeus the Fain of the Thunder a cup we now may send,

E’en he who furthereth suppliants that men’s compassion win.

But the guest, let the handmaids give him to supper of what is within.

But when the holy might of Alcinoiis hearkened the word,

By the hand of Odysseus taking, the wise-heart shifty lord,

Up from the hearth he raised him to a seat that shimmered and shone,

Whence he put the fain-of-valour, Laodamas his son, 

Who sat the nighest unto him and dear his heart did hold.

Then a damsel brought hand-water in a ewer fair wrought of gold,

And straightway for the washing in a dish of silver poured,

And she drew anigh unto him the smoothed and polished board.

And a goodwife old and reverend set forth for him the bread,

And such diverse meat as was ready for his delight she spread.

But when Odysseus the toil-stout had eaten and drunken, forthright

A word unto the henchman spake out Alcinoiis’ might:

“Pontonoiis, mix thou the bowl, and serve out wine amain

To each man in the hall, that as now unto Zeus the Thunder-fain, 

The aid of piteous suppliants, the cup may be poured and sent.”

He spake, and Pontonoiis straightway the wine heart-gladdening blent,

And dealt it out to all men from cup to cup in turn.

But when they had poured forth duly and drunk as each did yearn,

Then Alcinoiis fell unto speaking, and a word amidst them spoke:

“Hearken, O lords and elders of this Phaeacian folk,

To the words that I say, thus bidden by the heart within my breast

Depart, since now ye have feasted, and at home lie down to rest;

But tomorrow yet more elders together let us call,

And feast the guest in our homestead, and unto the Gods withal 

Do holy rites and goodly, and then of the speeding home

Bethink us, that this our guest-friend without labour or grief may come

By our speeding unto the land of his fathers over the sea

In all joy of heart and swiftly, though far aloof he be:

So that he suffer no evil and scathe till he be there,

And on his own earth goeth; but thereafter shall he bear

What things soever Doom and the Dreadful Spinners span

With the thread of his beginning when his mother bore him a man.

But if he be one of the Deathless and be come adown from the skies,

Then this is a new-wrought fashion of the things that the Gods devise:

For hitherto have the Godfolk been manifest to behold 

When we the gifts have been giving most glorious an hundredfold,

Such whiles with us have they feasted and beside us have set them adown:

Yea, and if some wayfarer wending hath happed upon them alone,

In no wise have they hid them, since indeed of their kin are we,

As the Cyclops and the races of the wild-men giants be.”

But thereto the guileful Odysseus made answer presently:

“Alcinous, put forth the thought from thy mind, for in nowise do I

Beliken myself to the Deathless who hold the heavenly space,

But in flesh and in soul am I ever of the deathful manfolks’ race. 

But whatsoever of menfolk most labour-laden ye know,

To them myself would I liken, because of my grief and my woe.

And now indeed might I tell thee the tales of many an ill,

Yea, all that heap of troubles that I toiled in by God’s will:

But I pray you amidst of my sorrow that ye suffer me supper to eat,

For nought indeed more shameless than the belly-beast may ye meet,

When need and he are bidding that we mind us of his part,

Although we be worn and wasted and have sorrow in the heart.

Thus I in my heart have sorrow, but the belly evermore

Will bid me to eat and to drink and forget my sorrow sore,

Whatso my soul may have suffered, and to filling forceth me.

But I prithee look ye to it when tomorrow’s dawn shall be,

That this poor wretch unhappy to his father-land ye speed,

Yea, after all he hath suffered. But let life leave me indeed

When I see mine own, and my thralls and my great house high o’erhead.”

So he spake, and all they of the land accorded and yeasaid,

To further the guest on his way since he spake what was but right.

But when they had poured out duly, and had drunk to their hearts’ delight,

Then each one home to his house to rest in sleep did they fare;

But the goodly Odysseus was left in the hall of the homestead there.

But Arete sat beside him, and godlike Alcinoiis sat, 

While the remnants of the banquet thencefrom the handmaids gat.

Then spake white-armed Arete and put forth a word thereto

When she looked on that fair raiment, for cloak and kirtle she knew,

Since she herself had wrought them, e’en she and her womenfolk.

Thus then the speech she uttered, and winged words she spoke:

“O guest, now first will I be to ask thee somewhat here:

What man art thou of menfolk? Who gave thee thy raiment to wear?

And whence dost thou give thyself out to have wandered here o’er the main?”

But Odysseus of many a rede spake out and answered again: 

“O Queen, right hard were the work to tell thee the tale all through,

For the Gods above have dealt me a plenteous wealth of woe;

But of this that thou askest and seekest I will tell it all to thee.

There lieth the isle Ogygia, far off amid the sea,

Where dwelleth the Daughter of Atlas, Calypso the guileful one,

The fair-tressed awful Goddess, and there she mingleth with none,

Whether it be of the Godfolk or of men that perish and die.

But led by the God to her hearth alone a wretch came I,

After that Zeus had smitten my ship with his thunder white,

And amidst the wine-dark salt-sea had cloven it outright. 

And there indeed my fellows, the brave men, perished and died,

But I caught the curved ship’s keel in my arms and thus did I ride.

Nine days I drifted suchwise, but the tenth by night and cloud

The Gods to Ogygia brought me, that is Calypso’s abode,

Where she dwelleth fair-tressed and awful. She took me and cherished

And with all her heart she loved me, and meant to make me be [me,

A deathless man for ever, unageing all my days;

But the soul in my breast in nowise might she win unto her ways.

In that island then was I hoarded for seven unbroken years,

While the deathless raiment she gave me I wetted with my tears; 

But when the eighth year of my sojourn in the course of time came on,

Then verily she bade me and egged me to begone,

By the message of Zeus commanded: or maybe her mind did shift.

On a strong-bound raft she sped me and gave me many a gift,

Both bread and honey-sweet wine; and she clad me in deathless weed,

And a harmless wind and gentle she set forth for my need.

Seven days and ten did I sail and passed the salt-seas o’er,

But on the eighteenth day showed the shadowy mountain shore

Of your land, and thereat, poor wretch! the heart rejoiced in me.

But yet of the plenteous trouble yoke-mate was I to be, 

Which Poseidon the Earth-shaker against my life did raise;

For he stirred up the winds against me, and bound me aback from my ways,

And piled up a sea most monstrous, whose swell would not surfer me

To be borne along bewailing and still on the raft to be.

Then the storm-blast scattered it wide, and swimming on I clave

The mighty gulf of the sea-flood until the wind and the wave

Had borne me on and brought me to this your land anigh;

But the swell as I strove to land ‘gainst the sea-cliffs mightily

Drave on perforce, and my body in an ugly place would have cast

But back I went a-swimming until I came at last 

To the river, and there indeed at the place that was most to my mind,

All smooth of rocks and sheltered against the drift of the wind,

I fell ashore, gathering my spirit: but the Deathless Night came on,

And thence I gat me away; from the Zeus-fed river I won,

And lay down to sleep in the thicket, and the leaves all over me spread,

And sleep that had no limit the God about me shed.

There then amidst the leafage, despite my sorrow sore,

Nightlong I slept till morning and the midmost day was o’er,

And the sun again was setting when sweet sleep went from me.

Then the handmaids of thy daughter on the beach there did I see 

All a-sporting; and amidst them as a goddess was she fair.

I besought her: and surely of wisdom hath her soul a goodly share,

Nor indeed could one ever be hoping on a youngling thus to hit

Who could do as she: since the younger be ever wanting in wit

For she gave me bread to my need, and gave me the dark-red wine,

And she washed me in the river and gave me these garments of thine.

Thus then the truth have I told thee, though I be laden with pain.”

But Alcinoiis uttered the word, and thuswise answered again:

“O guest, my child meseemeth in unseemly manner wrought,

Whereas thee amidst of her maidens to our house she never brought,

When of her the first of all folk the suppliant ye were.” 

But Odysseus full of wisdom thuswise he answered there:

“O hero, nought for this cause do thou chide the blameless maid.

For to follow her on with her handmaids in good sooth me she bade;

But thereto was I nought willing for shame, and for fear of thee,

Lest thou in thine heart shouldst be angered beholding her and me.

For jealous indeed full often are the folks of earthly men.”

But him Alcinous answered and thuswise spake again:

“O guest, the heart in my bosom is nowise idly wroth

With such matters: yet done seemly the thing is better worth. 

Would to Father Zeus and Apollo and Athene that it might be

That thou, e’en thou as I see thee, and of like mind unto me,

Might wed my child and be called my son and here abide!

And a house then would I give thee and wealth and holdings wide,

If thou thereto wert willing. For against thy will shall none

Of Phaeacians stay thee; forbid it, O Zeus, that it be done!

But thy speeding I now do ordain, that heed thereof thou may’st keep,

For tomorrow: then down shalt thou lay thee all overcome by sleep,

While they drive through the calm of the seaflood until at last thou be come

To thy house and the land of thy fathers; yea, whereso may be thy home.

Yea, e’en if it be much farther than Euboea lies in the sea, 

Which such of our folk as have seen it give out the furthest to be,

E’en they that erewhile flitted Rhadamanthus, the tawny one,

When Tityus far he followed, the great Earth’s very son,

And thither then they brought him, and wore through all the way

And came home again unwearied in one and the selfsame day.

Thereby may’st thou wot full surely how no ships are like unto mine,

And no shipmen like my shipmen with the oar to toss the brine.”

So he spake; and the goodly Odysseus, the toil-stout, then was fain,

And he put forth a word of praying, and named him, and spake again;

“Zeus Father, now if the deed as much as the word be worth 

Of Alcinous, then may his glory from off the corn-kind earth

Die nevermore: and I, my fatherland may I reach.”

But as in suchlike fashion they spake out each unto each,

White-armed Arete was bidding unto her handmaids there

To lay the bed in the cloister, and purple blankets fair

To cast thereon, and thereover the coverlet to strew,

And thereon the cloaks thick-woven atop of all to do.

Straightway then forth from the hall, and candle in hand they went;

And when the bed they had dighted in fashion diligent 

With words they aroused Odysseus to stand up upon his feet:

“O guest, arouse and go bedward, for the bed is arrayed right meet.”

So they spake, and to him the slumber seemed good and timely now.

And so slept the goodly Odysseus, the toil-stout, lying alow ‘,

Upon the jointed bedstead in the echoing cloister there.

But Alcinoiis slept in the nook of his house well-builded and fair,

And beside him the Queen, his helpmeet, arrayed her bed and her gear.






  








BOOK VIII.
 

ARGUMENT.

ALCINOUS BRINGETH ODYSSEUS TO THE ASSEMBLY, AND BIDDETH MEN PLAY

BEFORE ODYSSEUS TILL THE TIME IS COME FOR HIS DEPARTURE:

DEMODOCUS THE MINSTREL TELLETH THE TALE OF HEPH^ESTUS AND

THE LOVE OF ARES AND APHRODITE: GREAT GIFTS ARE GIVEN TO

ODYSSEUS: HE WEEPETH AT THE SONG OF DEMODOCUS CONCERNING

THE WOODEN HORSE: ALCINOUS PERCEIVETH IT AND PRAYETH HIM

TO TELL HIS STORY.

NOW when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Dawn, was bright,

Then forth from his bed rose up Alcinous’ holy might,

And the city-waster, Odysseus, the Zeus-kin, rose from his bed;

Then the holy might of Alcinous thenceforth to the meeting led,

Whereas the folk Phaeacian by the ships did them abide:

So they came there and sat them adown on the smooth stones side by side.

But all about the city did Pallas Athene go

In the likeness of the henchman of Alcinous skilled to know,

For Odysseus the mighty-hearted devising return in the end,

And by this and that man standing such a word to him did she send:

“Come then, ye lords Phaeacian, and you that wise-hearts be, 

Let us go to the Meeting of Men that this stranger ye may see

Who is now new-come to the homestead of Alcinous skilled in thought,

A wanderer over the sea-flood, and like to the Deathless wrought”

The will and the heart of each one suchwise she egged on then;

And soon was the Meeting-Stead filled and the seats of the gathering men,

And most they fell to wonder when they saw him in the place,

The wise son of Laertes; for indeed with a holy grace

The man and his head and his shoulders did Athene there enfold,

And taller therewith she made him and mightier to behold, ao

So that of all Phaeacians he now might gain the love,

And dread withal and worship; and the feats whereby they would prove

The very might of Odysseus he should bring to an ending fair.

But when they all were thronging and gathered together there,

Alcinoiis took up the word, and thus amidst them spoke:

“Hearken, O lords and elders of this Phaeacian folk,

To the word that the soul within me now biddeth me speak and say;

This unknown guest that hither to my house hath wandered away,

Be he come from the men of the Rising or them of the Setting Sun,

He biddeth us for a flitting, and prayeth that sure it be done. 

So now, as ever aforetime, his flitting let us speed:

For surely hath never a man sought here to my house in need,

And here for the lack of speeding abode in sorrow sore.

But come now, let us be shoving to the holy salt-sea shore

A black ship for the first time sailing, and let shipmen fifty and two

From amidst the folk be chosen, e’en such as are best to do.

But when ye have bound the oars to the benches, then one and all

Come forth and unto my homestead, and there to the feasting fall

In speedy wise; and for my part to all will I deal to my best.

This charge give I to the shipmen; but verily as for the rest, 

The sceptered kings, now come ye to my house that is builded fair,

That this man, the guest and the stranger, in the halls we may cherish there.

Nor yet let any gainsay it And Demodocus have ye along,

The holy minstrel to whom have the Gods given glory of song, [woa”

To make joy with what singing soever from his furthering soul shall be

So he spake and he led them away, and the sceptred ones followed him on,

And the henchman went to be bringing the holy minstrel there.

And the shipmen two-and-fifty, well chosen, down did they fare

To the shore of the holy sea-plain as the king had bidden it be.

But when they were come to the ship and down to the shore of the sea,

Then unto the deep of the water the black ship did they get, 

And into the black ship straightway the mast and the sails they set,

And the oars withal they fitted in the thole-bights wrought of skin,

And the sails aloft they hoisted, and in order all did win.

Then high in the deeps they moored her, and thereafter went they all

To the house of the king the wise-heart, and Alcinoiis’ mighty hall,

And the courts and the garth and the houses were full of the gathering men;

And of old men were there many, and many young as then.

But twelve sheep there for the feasting Alcinoiis hallowed and slew,

And eight swine with teeth white-gleaming, and of shambling oxen two.

These then they flayed and dighted and arrayed a feast full fair. 

But withal came the henchman leading the faithful singer there.

Of the Muse was he well beloved, who had given him good and ill;

Of his eyesight had she reft him, but had given him sweet-voiced skill.

So for him had Pontonoiis set a silver-studded chair

Amidmost of the feasters, ‘gainst a pillar long and fair;

And over his head on a pin his harp the shrilly-sweet [should meet.

Had he hung, and had shown him moreover how his hand therewith

And he set a basket beside him, and a fair-dight table withal,

And a cup of wine for his drinking, when his soul thereto should call. 

So they reached out their hands to the dainties that ready before them lay;

But when the yearning for meat and for drink they had done away,

Then the Muse stirred up the minstrel to sing of the deeds of men

Whose great renown and glory to the wide heavens reached as then,

To wit the Strife of Odysseus and Achilles, Peleus’ son,

How with fierce words they wrangled at a feast, a glorious one

Of the Gods, and Agamemnon the folk-king then was glad

In his heart that the chiefs Achaean such strife between them had.

For thereof did Phoebus Apollo foretelling words declare

In Pythos the very lovely, when the stony threshold there 

He crossed and sought foretelling; and uprolled the tide of ill

On the Danaan folk and the Trojan by Zeus tlie Mighty’s will.

Such song sang the glorious singer, but Odysseus, taking hold

Of his mighty purple mantle, with his strong hand drew a fold

Across his head to hide it, and his goodly face he hid,

For shame he had of Phceacians for the tears from his brow that slid;

But whensoever the singer, the holy one, ceased for a space,

Then, wiping his tears away, he drew the cloak from his face,

And, taking the beaker twofold, to the Gods he poured as then;

But when once more he awoke it, and the chiefs of Phaeacian men 

Were egging him on to singing for their joy in the words he said,

Then again was Odysseus hiding his face, as moan he made.

But there from all the others he hid the flow of tears,

But Alcinoiis knew it, and noted alone of all his peers;

For he sat exceeding nigh him and his heavy groan he heard:

So unto those Phaeacians oar-fain he spake the word:

“O lords of the folk Phaeacian, O elders hearken and hear!

Our souls have we now contented with the feast and the equal cheer,

And the harp-song, ever the yoke-mate of all feast that fair shall be:

Now fare we forth and try us in the strife of game and glee, 

That our guest when home he cometh to his friends may tell the tale

How we above all others in the play of fists prevail,

And the wrestling play, and the leaping and in the swift-foot race.”

So saying, forth he led them and they followed from the place;

And the henchman hung on a pin the clear-voiced harp withal,

And Demodocus’ hand was he taking to bring him forth from the hall;

By the road that the others had wended he led him on the way,

Yea, all the chiefs Phaeacian, to look upon the play.

Forth they fared to the Stead of Meeting, and there followed a mighty throng.

A thousand fold a thousand; and up stood the young and the strong:

Acroneus and Ocyalus and Elatreus there arose, 

Nauteus, Prymneus, Eretmeus, Anchialus: next to those

Ponteus and Proreus and Thoon and Anabesineus came on,

And Amphialus; Polyneiis begat him, Tectons’ son;

And Euryalus moreover, the Man’s-bane Ares’ peer;

And Naubolus’ son, of his body the goodliest fellow there

Of all Phaeacians, saving Laodamas the great.

For three sons of the great Alcinoiis uprose on the play to wait,

E’en Laodamas and Halius and Clytoneiis God-high.

Now all these men in the foot-race their manhood first should try. 

Straight stretched the course from the starting, and all together amain

Full swiftly forth were they fleeting and stirred up the dust of the plain.

Great Clytoneiis in running was best of all the band,

And as far as the mules draw furrow across the fallow land

So far he outwent the others when he came to the folk again.

Next then in the play of wrestling they strove with care and pain,

And therein it was Euryalus who prevailed o’er all the best;

But Amphialus in the leaping by far outwent the rest,

And in casting the stone Elatreus excelled o’er every one,

And Laodamas in the boxing, Alcinoiis’ valiant son. 

But now, when all in their hearts were fain of the game and the play,

Laodamas spake amongst them, Alcinoiis’ son ‘gan say:

“Come, friends, let us ask the stranger if of games he knoweth aught,

And hath learned to play; for his body in no evil wise is wrought:

Nay, look to his thighs and his legs, and both his hands forsooth!

And the brawny neck and stark strength of the man! Nor yet in youth

Is he lacking, but worn and wasted with many a toilsome woe,

For nothing worse than the sea to crush up a man do I know,

And to wear him down; yea, even though exceeding strong he be.”

Then Euryalus took up the word, and thuswise answered he: 

“Laodamas, this hast thou spoken in goodly wise and well;

Then do thou thyself go hail him, and this matter to him tell.”

But Alcinoiis’ son, the valiant, when his answer he had heard,

Came forth, and, standing amidmost, to Odysseus spake the word:

“Come thou too, guest and father, and try thee in the play,

If thereof ye be skilled in somewise, as it seemeth like ye may;

For no fame may a man win better the while he hath his life

Than from what his feet have accomplished, or his hands amidst the strife.

Up then, and try thee in playing, and scatter the griefs from thy soul,

For not long shalt thou lack thy homefare, since even now did they roll

Thy ship adown to the water, and her folk are bound for the main.”

But Odysseus of many a rede thus spake and answered again:.

“Laodamas, why do ye taunt me, and bid me such a way?

Far more in my mind are my troubles than any game and play,

Who have borne so many and many, and such toil have laboured to earn,

And now am sitting amidst you craving but my return;

And thereof your king am I praying, and all the folk of your place.”

Him then Euryalus answered and chid him face to face:

“Nay, I liken thee not, O Stranger, to a man well skilled of his hands

In all the plays that are toward mid the men of many lands, 

But rather to one that haunteth the ship of many an oar,

A captain over shipmen that are chapmen furthermore;

Of thy freight for ever mindful, an overlooker of wares

And greedy gain: of no man-strife belike shall be thy cares.”

But the shifty Odysseus answered, grim-eyed from knitted brow:

“O stranger, basely thou speakest; as the fool of men art thou:

So the Gods from men are withholding, nor give all grace to each;

Neither inbred wit nor wisdom, nor skill of open speech.

For indeed there is such among menfolk as a feebler body hath had,

But God crowneth his speech with fairness, and all they that behold him are

For with shamefast sweetness and surely he speaketh among men; [glad;

When the folk is gathered together he excelleth verily then, 

And men look on his ways^ through the city as though a God he were.

But another is of his body the Deathless Godhead’s peer,

Yet his words with the grace of sweetness are nowise wreathed about

Thus thou in beauty excellest, nor of other guise no doubt

Would a very God be fashioned; but thy mind is an empty thing.

But the soul that is dear in my breast hast thou set thee to stir up and sting,

And in manner unmeet thou speakest: for I am not new to the play,

As thou sayest, but mid the foremost meseems was I once on a day, 

While yet in my hands I trusted and the might of my youth unworn;

Now of scathe and of grief am I holden, for a many things have I borne,

Both the wars of men and the waves that were grievously hard on the way.

But e’en as I am, with such burden of griefs, will I try me the play,

For thy word to me is soul-biting, and thou speakest to egg me on.”

Therewith, and yet clad in his mantle, he ran forth and caught up the stone,

Right great and thick to handle, and by no little greater than those

Wherewith the folk Phaeacian contended in their throws;

And, whirling it round, he hurled it forthright with his mighty hand;

And away the stone flew humming, and they crouched alow on the land,

The long-oar-wont Phaeacians, the ship-renowned men, 

From the flight of the stone, and it flew o’er all marks marked as then,

As light from his hand it speeded. But Athene marked its fall;

Yea, she in the shape of a man, and therewith she spake unto all:

“Yea, e’en a blind man, O Stranger, could discern this cast where it went,

By groping about; since in nowise with the crowd of casts is it blent,

But is far the first For this play then, hold up thine heart on high,

For no cast of Phaeacian menfolk shall reach or pass it by.”

So she spake; but the goodly Odysseus, the toil-stout, then was glad,

When he saw that a friend and a fellow amid the lists he had; 

And therewith he spake more lightly to those Phaeacian men:

“O youths, come up to that one! And yet the next one then

I deem indeed that as far, or further yet, shall it fly;

But whoso of all whom his heart or his soul now biddeth to try,

Let him hither with me to be playing, since my wrath ye needs must stir,

In boxing or wrestling or foot-race; I begrudge in no play that is here

With any man Phaeacian, save Laodamas, to contend;

For he is my very guest-friend, and who would fight with a friend?

A fool were he of menfolk, and a worthless wight were he,

Who on him that gave him harbour thrust the strife of mastery, 

Amidst an outland people his own well-being to mar:

But of others none will I gainsay, or slight, whoever they are;

But rather I fain would know them, and prove them face to face,

For at all plays am I handy that are played amid manfolk’s race.

I know how to handle the bow well shaven round about,

And the first would I be in shooting my man mid the foeman’s rout,

E’en though a many fellows together gathered were

Against the folk of the foemen the arrow-shot to bear.

Yea, Philoctetes only with the bow outwent me then,

When, amidst the folk of the Trojans, well cast the Achaean men;

But of all the others I boast me to be the front and the head,

Of all mortals dwelling on earth, and living and eating bread.

But with the men of aforetime I have no mind to vie,

As Heracles or Eurytus the (Echalean high;

For these, they strove with the Deathless about the deeds of the bow.

So untimely Eurytus perished, nor yet unto eld did he grow

In his house and his hall; for Apollo in anger slew him outright,

For this thing, that he challenged the God to contend in the bowman’s

But further than others the arrow, and the spearshaft can I cast; [sleight.

Forsooth in the foot-race only I doubt I may be o’erpassed 

By Phaeacians; for very sorely and unseemly am I worn

By the wash of many billows: since nought in our ship was borne

Unfailing store of victual, and my limbs are all undone.”

So he spake, and they held their peace and kept silence every one,

Save that Alcinoiis only spake out and answered again:

“O guest, in good part we take it, thy speech outspoken and plain,

For the valour with thee abiding to us wouldst thou prove and show,

Being wroth with him that arose and chid thee awhile ago.

Whereas there is none of mortals who thy valour would gainsay

If his heart had understanding how to speak the righteous way. 

But follow my word, I pray thee, that thy tale thereof may come

To another of the heroes when thou sitt’st in thine hall at home

Afeasting with thy helpmate and the seed of thee begot,

And our craft thou then rememberest, e’en the.deeds that Zeus doth allot

Unto us in measure unfailing; yea, e’en from our fathers’ day.

For we are not unmatched boxers, nor first in the wrestling play,

But the best of men ashipboard and in running afoot full fleet;

And ever we love the banquet and the harp and the dancing feet,

And the change of fair fresh raiment, and the warm bath and the bed.

Come then, ye dancers Phaeacian, who are most of lustihead, 

Play ye, that this our guest-friend unto his friends may tell,

When home at last he is gotten, how all others we excel

In shipcraft and the footrace, and the ordered dance and the song.

But now for Demodocus go ye, fetch the clear-voiced harp and strong,

If ye may find it lying somewhere in my house and hall.”

Thus AlcinoQs the godlike; but the henchman rose withal

To bring from the kingly dwelling the hollow harp away.

Then uprose the chosen judges, and nine in all were they,

Folk-chosen men to order the games in everything:

The dancing-floor they levelled, and they made a wide-drawn ring. 

Therewith drew nigh the henchman with the shrilly harp in hand

For Demodocus standing amidmost, and about him there did stand

The chosen youths well wotting the dance and all its skill,

And they beat the holy earth with their feet, and Odysseus still

Gazed on at the feet swift twinkling, and his heart was in wonder long.

But now fell to the harper and struck up a goodly song

Concerning the love of Ares for Aphrodite the crowned,

How first they privily mingled in Hephaestus’ house renowned:

And many a gift he gave her, and btfouled with scathe and shame

The bed of King Hephaestus. But to him the tale-teller came, 

E’en the Sun, whose eyes had beheld them as in love they mingled there.

But Hephaestus hearkening the word that was hard for the heart to bear

Went straightway to his stithy, building guile in the deeps of his heart.

A huge anvil he set on the stock, and chains ne’er to be sundered apart,

And ne’er to be broken he forged, that fast they be holden there.

But when in his wrath against Ares he had fashioned the guile and the snare,

Forthwith he went to his chamber where his bed beloved lay,

And the bonds he drew in a circle round the bed-posts every way,

And many o’erhead were hanging from the tie-beam up on high, 

All as fine as are the cobwebs, so that none could see them with eye,

N ot e’en of the Gods,the Happy, with such plenteous craft were they wrought

But when the bed all over in the net and the snare he had caught,

He feigned to depart unto Lemnos, and the burg well-builded and fair,

Which to him of all lands of the Earth is the best-beloved and dear.

But no blind watch held Ares, the Lord of the Bridle of Gold,

When Hephaestus, Glory of Craftsmen, departing he thus did behold;

But he hastened and went to the dwelling of Hephaestus high-renowned,

So sore for the love was he yearning of Cytherea the crowned.

And she but of late was come from her father, the mighty Son

Of Cronos, and there was she sitting. So into the house he won, 

And he took her hand in his hand, and spake the word and said:

“Oh hither, O love, and bedward! and we twain in rest to be laid, For no more mid the folk is Hephaestus, but is gone far out of reach, And belike aloof unto Lemnos, and the Sintians wild of speech.”

So he spake, and to her most welcome it seemed, that lying abed;

So up they went and lay down, and therewith about them were spread

The bonds and the crafty snare of Hephaestus the all-wise,

And never a limb might they move, and they had no might to arise.

And withal were they ware of the cunning and that nought it availed to be

Then drew anigh unto them the glorious Haltfoot-one; [gone.

He had turned aback from Lemnos, nor ever came to the land, 

For the Sun had been his watchman and had brought the tale to hand.

So into the house he hastened, his dear heart sorrowing sore,

And fierce wrath had hold upon him as he stood in the porch of the door:

In a fearful voice he shouted and to all the Gods ‘gan cry:

“Zeus father, and all ye Blessed, ye Gods that never die,

Here! look on a thing to be laughed at, and hard to be dealt with for shame,

How the Daughter of Zeus, Aphrodite, still scorneth me the lame

For ever; and ever she loveth Ares the Bringer-to-Nought, 

For that he is fair and well-fashioned, while into the world was I brought

A weakling: and none other is guilty of the scorn [born!

Save the twain that begat me and bore me. And would I had never been

But now indeed shall ye look on these twain as in love they lie,

Having gotten them up to my bed: and I look and shamed am I.

But not e’en for a minute meseemeth suchwise would lie those twain,

Though sore be their love, nor for long of such rest shall they be fain;

Yet the snare and the bonds about them shall hold them nowise slack

Till all those gifts of wooing her father pays me aback,

That to him I erst made over for the damsel shameless-faced.

For as fair as is his daughter so little is she chaste.” 

So he spake: round the brass-floored house the Gods were gathered indeed.

Came Poseidon, Shaker of Earth; came Hermes, good at need;

And thither the King Apollo, the Far-off shooter came;

But withal the queens of the God-folk, each bided at home for shame.

So around the porch were they standing the Gods that give all good,

And uprose the quenchless laughter from the Happy Gods, as they stood

And looked on all the cunning of wise-heart Hephaestus’ snare;

And thus would one be saying as he looked on his neighbour there: “ 

speed of ill deed cometh! the slow outrunneth the swift!

Even as now Hephaestus, though haltfoot, by his shift 

Hath hold of Ares, the swiftest of all the Gods, of those

That dwell up in Olympus. Therefore the fine he owes.”

Thus one unto another were they speaking of the thing:

But to Hermes spake Apollo, the son of Zeus the King:

“O Hermes, thou son of Zeus, thou Flitter, thou Giver of Gain,

E’en by strong bonds down-weighted yet wouldst thou not be fain

By the golden Aphrodite to lie along in bed?”

But the Flitter, the Bane of Argus, thus answered him and said:

“O King, Far-shooter, Apollo, I would that it might be;

Let bonds e’en thrice so many, untold, be laid on me, 

Let all the Gods be onlooking and the queens at gaze stand by,

Yet with golden Aphrodite still were I fain to lie.”

So he spake, and the laughter arose mid the Gods of the Deathless Day;

But the laugh held not Poseidon, who never ceased to pray

Hephaestus, Glory of Craftsmen, to let loose Ares the lord;

And speech therewith he uttered and sent forth a winged word:

“Loose him, and I will pledge me that whatso thou biddest he pay,

Yea, whatso things be of right mid the Gods of the Deathless Day.”

But the ever-glorious Haltfoot made answer thereunto:

“Poseidon, thou Shaker of Earth, bid not the thing to do! 

For ever the word of the worthless is a worthless thing to my mind.

And how among the Deathless thee can I hold and bind

If Ares goeth his ways, and both bonds and debt he break?”

But Poseidon, Shaker of Earth, he put forth the word and spake:

“Hephaestus, even if Ares should flee and go on his way,

And creep from under the debt, yet myself the same shall I pay.”

And thereto in turn thus answered the Haltfoot, Glorious Lord:

“Nay, nowise is it seemly to gainsay thy given word.”

So spake the Might of Hephaestus and undid the bonds and the snare.

But when of the bonds strong-fashioned the twain delivered were, 

Then up they sprang, and Ares, his ways he wended to Thrace;

But laugh-loving Aphrodite unto Cyprus and the place

Of Paphos, where is her garden and her fragrant altar therein.

And there did the Graces bathe her, and with oil they sleeked her skin,

The deathless oil that sleeketh the Gods that never die;

And they did on her lovely raiment, a marvel to the eye.

Such tale sang the glorious minstrel, and great joy Odysseus had

In his heart as thereto he hearkened, and all the others were glad,

The oar-fain folk Phaeacian, the ship-renowned men.

Cut to Halius and Laodamas gave Alcinoiis bidding then 

To dance alone together, since none might match them there.

So when in hand they had taken the purple ball and fair,

Which for them had Polybus fashioned, who nought of craft did lack,

Then one to the shadowy clouds would cast it, bending aback,

And therewithal the other aloft from the earth would bound

And lightly catch it again ere again his feet touched ground.

But when they had played the play of the straight-up cast of the ball,

Then on the Earth the fruitful unto dancing did they fall,

And from each unto each cast swiftly: and time beat the rest of those,

The youths round the ring a-standing, and great noise of the tramping

arose.

Therewith Odysseus the goodly to Alcinoiis spake and said: 

“Alcinoiis, king and lord, of the folk the foremost head,

Thou hast boasted of thy dancers as the best of all dancing plays;

Now indeed hast thou made it good, and thereon I marvel and gaze.”

He spake, and the holy might of Alcinoiis was glad,

And straight for those Phaeacians oar-fain a word he had:

“Hearken, O lords Phaeacian, O elders, hearken ye!

Forsooth the stranger seemeth exceeding wise to be;

So come now let us give him as a guest-gift fitting things.

Lo ye! among this people are twelve renowned kings 

Their leaders and their judges, and the thirteenth man am I.

So let each man among us bring forward presently

A cloak well washed and a kirtle, and a talent of fine gold,

And lay all that together for the hand of our guest to hold,

That when he goeth to supper his heart may be glad and fain;

But Euryalus now with words atonement let him gain,

And with a gift moreover; for an unright word he said.”

He spake, and all were consenting unto the thing he bade,

And each sent forth a henchman the gifts to take and bring;

And withal Euryalus answered and spake unto the King: 

“O King and lord Alcinoiis, O foremost of the folk,

To the guest will I make atonement, as ye bid, for the word I spoke.

I will give him this sword all brazen; and lo the hilt thereto

Is silver wrought, and a scabbard of ivory sawn-anew

Is done all round about it Unto him ’tis a worthy award.”

So into his hand he gave it, the silver-hefted sword,

And therewithal he hailed him and set this word on the wing:

“All hail, O guest and father! and if some grievous thing

Hath been said, let the whirl-blasts catch it and bear it far away, [day

May the Gods to thy fatherland bring thee, and to look on thy wife on a

Right soon, since afar from thy friends thou bearest toilsome pain!”

But Odysseus of many a rede thus spake and answered again: 

“All hail, O friend, to thee also! May God be good to thee,

Nor may’st thou lack it hereafter, this glaive thou givest me,

The gift which thou hast added to thine atoning word.”

Therewith about his shoulders he hung the silvered sword.

But now the sun was setting, and the glorious gifts were come,

For the high-heart henchmen bore them to Alcinoiis’ house and home;

And there did the sons receive them of Alcinoiis of renown,

And by their reverend mother the all-goodly gifts set down. 

Then the holy might of Alcinoiis he led them forth withal,

And they departed and set them in the high seats of the hall.

Then the might of Alcinoiis spake, and unto Arete he said:

“O wife, bring hither a coffer full goodly, the goodliest made,

And lay thou a cloak well-washen and a decent kirtle therein,

And make hot the brass on the fire the water warm to win;

That the guest, having washed and looked on the things that lie so fair,

The gifts that the great Phaeacians have brought and gathered here,

With the feast his heart may gladden, and may hear the song go up.

And I myself will give him my own fair golden cup, 

That he in the hall of his homestead all days may remember me

When he poureth the wine unto Zeus and to all the Gods that be.”

So he spake, and therewith Arete bade her handmaidens to heed

And get the three-foot caldron on the fire in haste and speed.

So the great three-foot bath-feeder they set on the fire to stand,

And therein they poured the water and thereunder laid the brand;

And the flame licked the caldron’s belly and warm the water grew.

Meanwhile, for the guest Arete from the chamber brought thereto

A chest exceeding goodly, and therein for him to have

She laid the gold and the raiment which those Phaeacians gave; 

And therein she laid a mantle, and a kirtle, a goodly thing.

And withal she spake unto him and set this word on the wing:

“Do thou to the lid be looking, and bonds about it cast,

Lest one on the way beguile thee whenso thy soul hath passed

Into sweet sleep and slumber on thy black ship on the way.”

But when the goodly Odysseus, the toil-stout, heard her say,

Then straight the lid he fitted, and fell the bonds to knit

With a crafty knot that Circe the goddess learned his wit.

Then straightway the handmaid bade him go up to the washing-vat,

And wash him therein; and he saw it, and his soul rejoiced thereat, 

And the water warm; for nowise was he wont to be cherished with care

Since he left the house of Calypso of the lovely-knotted hair;

But that while with her was he cherished as a God is evermore.

But when the handmaids had washed him and with oil had sleeked him

A goodly cloak and a kirtle they did upon him then, [o’er,

And he gat him up out of the bath-vat and away to the wine-drinking men.

But lo, Nausicaa, dowered with God-given beauty, stood

By the doorway of the feast-hall of the steadfast house and good;

And her eyes beheld Odysseus, and she fell a-wondering, [wing:

And the sound of her voice she uttered, and sent forth a word on the

“Farewell, O guest! When thou comest to thy land where thou dost go,

Remember me, for life-ransom unto me the first dost thou owe!” 

But Odysseus of many a rede thus answered for his part:”

Nausicaa, thou daughter of Alcinoiis, mighty of heart,

May Zeus the Great-voiced grant it, of Herd’s Lord may I earn,

That unto my house I get me and see my day of return!

Then unto thee, O maiden, as unto a God, will I pray

For all days from henceforward; for thou gavest me life on a day.”

He spake and sat him adown beside Alcinoiis’ chair.

And now the wine were they blending, and dealing share by share; 

And the henchman drew near leading the sweet-voiced singer along,

Demodocus dear to the people, and amidst the feasting throng

He set his seat and leaned it against a pillar tall.

Then Odysseus, wealthy of counsel, to the herald spake withal,

Having cut and carved a portion from the chine of a white-toothed boar,

With rich fat all about it (and yet was left much more):

“Bear forth this flesh, O henchman, to Demodocus, that he

May eat thereof; and I greet him, though grieved at heart I be;

For surely dear unto all men upon the earth that dwell

Are minstrels, and worthy of worship, since the Muse hath learned them well

To wend the ways of song-craft, and she loves the minstrel race.” 

Therewith the henchman bore it unto the hands and the place

Of Demodocus the hero, and he took it and was glad.

And men reached out their hands to the dainties that before them there

[they had.

But when the desire for meat and for drink they had done away,

Unto Demodocus then ‘gan the wise Odysseus to say:

“Demodocus, thee of all mortals do I ever worship and praise,

Whether the Muse, Zeus’ Daughter, or Apollo learned thee of lays;

Because of the doom of Achaeans dost thou sing a most due tale,

All deeds that we did, we Achaeans, and our travail and our bale. 

Whether thou wert there amidst it, or hast learned of another one;

But change them the tale and tell us how the Wooden Horse was done,

E’en him that Epeius fashioned with Athene’s help anigh,

The snare that goodly Odysseus brought into the burg on high

Fulfilled with men, that Ilios they might waste with utter bale.

But if aright and in order thou shalt set forth such a tale,

Thereafter among all men will I tell of thee this thing,

How a kind God hath given thee the holy song to sing.”

Then Demodocus, moved by the God, began and set forth the lay, 

And took up the tale where the Argives, one part, were sailing away,

Having gone on theirwell-decked ships and given their booths to the flame;

But the others yet were sitting round Odysseus mighty of fame

In the Meeting Stead of the Trojans, all hidden in the Horse,

For the Trojans themselves had drawn it to the topmost burg perforce.

There it stood, and they sitting around it confused counsel spake.

Three ways their pleasure sundered, three ways their rede did take;

For some with the pitiless brass would cleave the hollow wood,

And adown the rocks to cast it o’er the burg-brow some deemed good;

And some would give it the Gods, a great gift, an atonement of bale; 

And this indeed was the counsel which was doomed in the end to prevail,

For the doom of death was upon them, what time their burg should embrace

A mighty Horse of timber; and there sat in the hollow place

The flower of the Argives bearing to the Troy-folk bale and bane.

Then he sang how the sons of Achaeans from the Horse poured forth amain,

And came out from the hollow ambush and wasted all the town,

And in what wise this and that man the burg on high brake down,

While unto Deiphobus’ dwelling forthwith did Odysseus fare,

Like unto Ares, and with him Menelaus, Godheads’ peer;

And that there he dared the battle and the utmost of the fight, 

And prevailed with the help of Athene of the soul that is most of might.

So sang the all-glorious singer, but Odysseus was melted withal,

And over his cheeks the tear-dew from his eyelids ‘gan to fall;

And e’en as a wife falls clinging to her mate with wailing sore,

Yea, to him who in front of his city and folk hath fallen in war,

While his burg and his children he warded from the utter hapless day.

And she beholdeth him dying and gasping his life away,

And with shrill wails walloweth on him, and the men behind her smite

Her shoulders and back with the spear-shafts, as they drive her away forth

To the thraldom where she shall suffer all toil and grief and pain, [right

And with most grievous sorrow her cheeks they waste and wane — 

E’en so the woful tear-drops Odysseus poured from his brow.

But from all the rest was it hidden, nor his weeping did they know.

But Alcinoiis perceived it, and knew it, and he alone;

For anigh unto him was he sitting, and he heard his heavy groan.

Then unto those Phaeacians the oar-fain thus spake he:

“Hearken, ye lords Phaeacian, and ye elders hearken ye!

Now at last let Demodocus cease, and his shrilly harp refrain,

Because of his song meseemeth not all men here are fain.

From the time when we were supping and the Godlike singer began,

Nowhile hath he ceased his moaning, this guest and wandering man. 

In a place encompassed of sorrow his heart a dwelling hath had.

Come, then, let us refrain us, that we all alike may be glad,

Both the guest-friend and the guester; for better so it were,

Since because of a guest well cherished did we do all matters here,

The flitting and gifts of friendship that we gave in all goodwill.

Forsooth the place of a brother the suppliant guest shall fill,

For the man whoever so little unto wisdom would attain.

But thou, do thou hide in nowise, by words of crafty gain,

The thing which now I ask thee; for to speak shall better be.

Tell me thy name whereby the father and mother of thee 

And all the others called thee, who dwelt in the burg about

For no man at all of menfolk a name shall be without,

Whether good he be or evil. From the time of his birth, and the day

When on earth his parents brought him, a name on him did they lay.

And thou shalt tell me moreover of thy burg, and thy folk, and thy land,

That our ships in their minds may know it when they bring thee thither to

Because amidst us Phaeacians our ships no helmsmen steer, [hand,

Nor with us is any rudder like other ships must bear,

But our keels know the minds of menfolk, and their will they understand,

And of all men’s cities are wotting and the fat fields of the land. 

And therewith exceeding swiftly o’er the sea-gulf do they go,

In the mist and the cloud-rack hidden; nor ever a fear they know

That any scathe may touch them, or death on any day.

But Nausithoiis, my father, a thing I have heard him say,

For he told how that Poseidon did wrath against us keep,

Because that men all scatheless we flit across the deep;

And one while a ship well-fashioned of Phaeacian men shall he wrack,

As over the darkling sea-flood from the flitting she cometh aback,

And shall shadow the city over with a mound and a mighty hill.

In suchwise spake the elder; and these things shall the God fulfil, 

Or else refrain from fulfilment, as the heart within him is fain.

But come now and tell me hereof, and speak out the matter plain,

Whither of lands thouhast wandered? to what shores ofmen thou hast come?

And therewith of the very menfolk and their burgs of the pleasant home,

And of such as are hard and cruel, and unright and wild of mood,

And of such whose minds turn Godward, guest-loving men and good?

And why thou wert grieving inly, and wherefore thou didst wail

When the woe of the Argive Danaans, and of Ilios was the tale?

But this thing the Gods have fashioned, and have spun the Deathful Day

For men, that for men hereafter it might be the tale and the lay. 

But did one of thy wedlock kinsmen valiant by Ilios die,

Wife’s father, daughter’s husband, of such as are most nigh,

After our very kinsmen, our very stock and blood?

Or mayhap some dear companion, a pleasant friend and good?

For no worser than a brother e’en such a man I call,

Who is one’s very fellow, and wise of heart withal.”






  








BOOK IX.
 

ARGUMENT.

ODYSSEUS TELLETH OF HIS WAYFARINGS: HOW HE FOUGHT WITH THE CICONES: HOW HE CAME TO THE LAND OF THE LOTUS-EATERS: HOW HE CAME UNTO THE LAND OF THE CYCLOPS AND OF HIS DEALINGS WITH POLYPHEMUS THERE.

BUT Odysseus of many a rede thereto he answered and said:

“Alcinous, lord and king, the people’s foremost head,

The song of such a minstrel most good it is to hear,

The man who in speech made tuneful is the very Godheads’ peer.

Indeed for me I say it, that no happier time we bide

Than when the folk and all men are held by the merry tide,

And about the house are they feasting, and the singer’s song they hear

All sitting along in order, while full boards before them bear [up

The bread and the flesh; and the wine-swain from the mixing-bowl filleth

And beareth forth, and poureth the wine in every cu

Yea, unto my mind this seemeth a thing most fair to be.

But thy mind hath been turned to ask me of the woful griefs of me,

That with yet heavier heart-grief my woes I may bewail.

But now what first shall I tell thee, what last shall be my tale?

Since the Gods that dwell in the heavens give me such wealth of woe.

“Well, first my name shall I tell you, that ye thereof may know,

And I thereafter ‘scaping from the bitter cruel day

To you may give the guest-cheer, though my house be far away.

Odysseus the son of Laertes am I, whom all men heed

For my manifold guile; and my glory to the heavens aloft doth speed.

In Ithaca seen o’er the sea I dwell, and therein is a mound, 

E’en Neritos lofty, leaf-shaking; and there in the sea-flood around

Are lying the islands a many, and anigh to each other are these,

As Dulichium and Same’, and Zacynthus of the trees.

Now indeed she lieth lowly, yet the highest up the sea [sun they be.

Toward the dark and the dusk; but the others, toward the east and the

Rugged and rocky she is, but fair nurse of menfolk bold;

Nor know I anything sweeter than that land of ours to behold.

But Calypso, Godheads’ Glory, me thencefrom did she hoard

In the hollow rocky places, for she longed for me for lord. 

And ^Eaean Circe the guileful, she hid and hoarded me

In her halls in suchlike manner; for her lord she would have me to be.

But the soul in my breast that lieth thereto they might not win,

For nought to a man is sweeter than his fatherland and his kin,

E’en if he hap to be dwelling ‘neath a rich and noble roof,

All in an outland country from his kinsfolk far aloof.

But now of my returning will I tell the troublous tale,

And the woe that Zeus laid on me from Troy-town setting sail.

“The wind from Ilios bore me, and me unto Ismarus drew

Of the Cicones: there the city we sacked, and the men we slew, 

And their wives we had from the city and plenteous wealth that was there,

And dealt it about, so that no man of me should lack due share.

And thereupon I bade them wet-foot away to flee,

But the stark fools in their folly they nowise heeded me.

For abundant wine were they drinking; and sheep withal good store,

And knock-kneed shambling oxen were they slaughtering on the shore.

And meanwhile went the Cicones crying to others on their way,

E’en Cicones and their neighbours, but more and better than they,

Up-country dwellers, well wotting of the battle from the steed

Mid menfolk: yet a-warring would they wend afoot at need. 

So at dawn were they thick as the leaves are, or the blossoms of the spring,

And the doom of Zeus bode with us, an exceeding evil thing,

That we the evil-fated might bear our woes outright.

So there they arrayed the battle, by the swift ships fought the fight;

With the cast of the war-spear brazen together did they play.

And as long as it yet was morning, and waxed the holy day,

Although they were many and more, yet we stood and kept them out.

But when to the tide of unyoking the sun had turned him about.

Then the Cicones bore us aback and outfought the Achaean men,

And of every ship six fellows well-greaved died there and then; 

And therewith we fled, we others, from the tide of death and bale.

“Thenceforth with hearts sore grieving yet onward did we sail,

Yet glad from the death escaping which our fellows had foredone.

But verily in nowise did our curving ships pass on

Before for our hapless fellows o’er each aloud we cried,

Who by the Cicones vanquished on the plain of death had died.

“Now Zeus, the Cloud-Pack’s Herder, ‘gainst our ships a north wind sent,

Falling on with a marvellous whirl-blast, and with clouds he hid and blent

The earth and the sea together, and night fell down from the sky,

And the ships were driven on headlong, and to rags did the sail-cloth fly,

Thrice over and fourfold rended by the storm-blast’s very might 

So adown in the ship we stowed them, for we feared to perish outright,

And toward the land a-rowing careful we toiled our way.

There then two days unbroken and two long nights we lay,

And with labour and sorrow mingled our hearts were we eating out;

But when the fair-tressed Dawning the third day brought about

We set up the masts, and hauling the white sails up to the breeze,

By wind and rudder faring straight on, we sat at ease.

“And now had I come unscathed to my fatherland at the last,

But as I doubled Malea by the seas, and the northern blast, Bo

And the stream, was I staved off thence and past Cythera to stray.

Thenceforth by baleful winds nine days were we borne away

Across the fishy sea-flood; but the tenth day did we meet

The land of the Lotus-eaters, where a flowery food men eat

“So therewith aland we wended, and drew the water there,

And along by the ships swift-sailing men fell to their dinner-cheer.

But when of meat and of drink we had tasted as was due

Two men I chose from our fellows, and a spokesman I added thereto,

And forth on their ways I sent them that they might learn and tell

What manner of manfolk eating their bread on the land might dwell.

And they, departing, mingled with the Lotus-eaters there; 

Who indeed against our fellows devised no evil snare:

But withal they gave unto them to taste of the Lotus meat,

\nd what man of themsoever of that sweet thing did eat

Had no will to bear back tidings or to get him back again;

But to bide with the Lotus-eaters for ever was he fain,

And to eat the Lotus for ever, and forget his returning day.

So perforce these men sore weeping to the ships I dragged away.

In the hollow ships ‘neath the benches these men all bound I laid,

And all our other fellows beloved I straightly bade 

To go up on the ships swift-sailing and haste without delay,

Lest some should eat of the Lotus and forget their returning day.

Then aboard straightway they wended and sat on the thwarts alow,

And they smote the grey sea with the oar-blades as they sat along and a-row.

“Then with hearts that were hurt with the evil onward we sailed again,

Till we came to the land of the Cyclops, the overweening men,

The unrighteous: putting their trust in the Gods that ever live,

They plant no plant with their hands, nor afield the plough do th’ey drive,

But all unsown and untilled are all things springing there. 

There waxeth the wheat and the barley, and the vine doth her bunches bear

Wine-filled, and from Zeus-bred showers their nourishment they draw;

But with them are no Wise-men Meetings nor giving forth of the law,

But there on the most high mountains they dwell the crags about,

In the hollow dens of the rocks, and each the law gives out

To his own wives and his children, and they heed each other nought

“Know now, that there lieth an island off the land where we were brought,

And the haven of the Cyclops, betwixt near and far away;

Woody it is, and the wild goats thereon unnumbered play,

For no beaten path of menfolk there is the beasts to scare,

Nor yet do the hunters haunt it who toilsome troubles bear 

As they wend their ways through the thickets and toil o’er the hill-tops high:

But neither by herds is it holden, nor beneath the plough doth lie,

And every day of the year unsown it is and untilled,

And void of men; but its pastures by the bleating goats are filled.

For no ships have the folk of the Cyclops with cheeks of cinnabar,

Nor yet among them ever ship-making wrights there are

The well-decked ships to fashion, their business to fulfil,

And to flit them to cities of menfolk; as many a man hath will

To the burgs of other people in ships to cross the sea.

Yet might they fashion that island well-habited to be, 

For the land is nothing evil, but would bear all things in tide;

And therein are soft watery meadows adown by the grey sea’s side,

And every year unfailing would the vine her increase bear;

And plain is the place for ploughing, and a deep crop every year

Should men harvest in due season, for fat beneath is the soih

And therein is a handy haven, where nought needeth the mooring toil,

Neither the casting of hawsers, nor making the ship’s prow fast,

But to beach the keel and be biding till the will to depart at the last

Egg on the shipman to sailing, and the wind ariseth to blow.

Withal at the head of the haven doth a lovely water flow, 

A well coming up from a cavern, and about it the poplars stand

“So thitherward were we sailing, and some God led us on to the land

Amid the dark of the night-tide and nought could be seen about,

For thick was the mist round the ships,and no moon from theheavens shone

But there as then was she hidden amongst the clouds on high. [out,

So none there was of our fellows who beheld the isle anigh,

Nor saw we the long billows roll on against the land

Before our ships the well-decked were beached upon the strand.

And so when beached were our keels, then all the sails struck we,

And forth from the ships we wended adown on the shore of the sea, 

And there we slept and slumbered and the holy Dawn abode.

“But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Day-dawn, showed,

At the isle we wondered, and traversed about and along it there.

But the Daughters of Zeus the Shielded, the Nymphs now needs must stir

Thegoatsthat dwell in the mountains that our folk on their flesh might dine.

So the crooked bows were we taking and the goat-spears long of tyne

From the ships, and therewith our fellows by threes did we array;

And we shot, and the God straight gave us our souls’ desire of prey.

Twelve ships my leading followed, and to each did they allot

Nine goats, but for me alone it was ten for my share that I got 

So there daylong we feasted till adown the great sun sank,

And abundant flesh were we eating, and we sat and the sweet wine drank.

For indeed the wine, the ruddy, from our ships lacked not as yet

Since into our pitchers we poured, and good store did each one get

When the holy burg of the Cicons we sacked a while ago.

“So we looked on the land of the Cyclops so near as we were thereto,

And we saw the smoke, and we hearkened men’s voices, and goats and sheep.

But when the sun sank under and dusk did over us creep,

There did we sleep and slumber the salt sea-beach upon. 

“But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Day-dawn, shone,

Then a Meeting of Men I ‘stablished, and to all spake out my mind:

‘ Lo ye, my trusty fellows! do the others stay behind

While I with the ship that I sail in and the shipmen under me

Will go and of these make trial, what manner of men they may be;

Whether they be folk o’erweening, wild men unright of mood,

Or of minds that turn them Godward, guest-loving folk and good.’

“So saying I went a-shipboard, and my fellows furthermore

I bade them go a-shipboard and cast off from the shore.

And straight they went up on the ship, and sat down on the thwarts a-low,

And beat the grey sea with the oar-blades as they sat along and a-row. 

But when we came to that country, and hard at hand were we,

We espied on the uttermost bent a cavern anigh to the sea,

High, and with bay-trees covered, and flocks were there good store,

Both sheep and goats a-slumbering; and a great garth furthermore

Was built all round about it, with many a deep-set stone

And many a pine long-shafted, and oaks of lofty crown.

But thereby lay a man most mighty, who all those flocks of sheep

Alone and apart was herding, and no fellowship did keep

With others, and lonely dwelling of no law his mind did deem.

Huge, marvellous was he of fashion; nor like to a man did he seem 

Who lives by the eating of bread, but e’en as a crag o’ergrown

With wood, that amidst of the mountains stands stark and all alone.

“So I bade our other fellows, the trusty and the bold,

Down there by the ship to be biding, and watch and ward to hold,

While I with twelve men chosen, the best of those men of mine,

Set forth. And I had a goat-skin of the honey-sweet black wine,

The gift of Maron the son of Euanthes, and priest of the Lord

Apollo, who goeth about his Ismarus to ward.

For the man and his wife and his child had we cherished and held good

In our worship, because he was dwelling in the thicket and the wood

Of Phoebus Apollo; whereby he bestowed on me gifts right great; 

For of well-wrought gold he gave me up to seven talents weight;

And he gave me a bowl for mixing all silver, and furthermore

The drink of the Gods, unblended sweet wine, for me did he pour

Into twelve fulfilled pitchers; and thereof did no one know

Of all the thralls and handmaids that about his house did go:

But his wife she knew, and one good-wife that to him was lief and dear.

But when of this honey-sweet wine he would drink, the ruddy clear,

Unto twenty measures of water would he pour one cup to be blent;

And wondrous then was the fragrance from the mixing-bowl that went,

And as then to refrain from drinking had no one nigh been glad. 

“So thereof a great goat-skin I bore, and meal in a wallet I had,

For the soul that was great within me that day was deeming aright

That a man should come upon me endued with monstrous might,

A wild man knowing no dooms and no setting forth of the law.

“So swiftly we came to the den, nor him within it we saw,

For his fat flocks was he herding in the pasture-land as then;

So we wended us in, and noted all things about the den.

The baskets were heavy with cheeses, and thronged was every fold

With lambs and with kids, and sorted each kind there did he hold. 

Apart there were the firstlings, and apart the mid-born were;

And the younglings apart; and all vessels with whey were swimming there,

The pails and the bowls and all things wherein he milked withal.

“Now thereat my fellows besought me with words, that first of all

We should take of the cheeses and go, and then, if so it should be,

The lambs and the kids from the folds to drive down speedily

To the fleeting ship, and therewith o’er the salt sea-water to sail.

But thereto I did not hearken (or better had been the tale)

Until the man I had looked on and the guest-gift of him won.

Forsooth, he became to my fellows nought lovely to look upon. 

“So we kindled a fire and we offered, and ourselves of the cheeses we ate,

And there abiding his coming within the den we sat.

Till at last he came herding his sheep, and a mighty burden withal

He bore; dry wood for the firing, when his supper-time should befal:

So he cast it adown with a clatter withinwards there and then,

And we feared and gat us away to a cranny of the den.

Then into the rocky hollow his fatted flock he drave,

All such as were his milch-beasts, but withoutward did he have 

The males, both the rams and the he-goats, the deep-walled garth within.

Then he lifted and set a great door-stone, a monstrous weight to win;

Scarce might waggons two-and-twenty, each one four-wheeled and good,

Have stirred that mass so mighty from the floor whereon it stood;

Such a stone, as high as a mountain, he set in the door of his hall.

Then he sat unto milking his ewes and his bleating goats withal,

Doing all in orderly fashion, and ‘neath each her suckling he set

Then the white milk, half he curdled, and the curds together did get,

And in the wicker presses he laid all that to stand:

But the half he stood in the vessels all ready to his hand,

That thereof he might be drinking when supper-time should be.

But when this work he had speeded and laboured carefully, 

Then he kindled a fire and saw us, and began to ask us and say:

“‘ What are ye then, O strangers? from whence o’er the watery way?

Are ye about some business, or as wantons do ye fare,

As the strong thieves over the waters, who wander here and there,

Of their own souls recking nothing, bearing bale to alien men?’

“So he spake, and the hearts within us were burned up there and then,

For we feared his voice so deep-set, and the man’s most monstrous make;

Yet even so with speech-words I answered again and spake:

“‘ Forsooth we men are Achaeans: thrust thwart from Troy are we

O’er the mighty gulf of the sea-flood by all the winds that be, 

As homeward we seek: but alien hath our road been and our ways;

For the will of Zeus almighty such weird upon us lays.

We are folk of King Agamemnon, the son of Atreus’ name,

Who of all folk under the heavens hath won the fairest fame,

So mighty a burg hath he wasted; such a folk and so many as these

Hath he slain. But we, we are come as suppliants to thy knees,

If some guest-cheer thou wilt make us, or in other wise indeed

Thou wilt give us the gift that of guest folk is the very lawful meed.

But fear thou the Gods, thou most mighty, since we are bedesmen of thee,

And avenger of guests and of bedesmen shall Zeus the Guester be; 

And guests that are worthy pity Zeus’ help encompasseth.’

“Thus I; but from pitiless heart he answereth thus and saith:

‘ A fool thou art, O Stranger, if indeed from afar ye fare,

That the Gods thou wouldst have me to worship, and of them to have a

Forsooth of Zeus the Shielded we Cyclops have no heed, [fear:

Nor yet of the Gods the Happy: for we are the better at need.

Nor for Zeus’ sake and his anger would I spare thee any whit,

Neither thee northese thy fellows, save my soul were fain of it.

But where left ye your ship well-fashioned, when hitherward ye would go?

By the outermost ness, or near by? Speak out that I may know.’ 

“So he spake, but his snare to catch me escaped not me that knew;

A id in turn in words that were guileful I answered thereunto:

‘ Poseidon, the Shaker of Earth, brake up our ship with his hand;

For against the crags he cast it at the limits of your land,

Whenhe brought us anigh to the nesses, and the wind from the seadraveon;

But I and these men only the bitter bale did we shun.’

“So I spake, but never an answer from his ruthless mind he made:

But forthwith rushing onward his hands on my fellows he laid,

And clutching two together he dashed them on the ground 

Like whelps; and forth flowed the brains and red wet was the earth around.

And then he shredded them limb-meal and both for his supper dight,

And e’en as a hill-bred lion he ate them up outright,

And neither flesh nor inwards, nor marrow-bones left he.

But to Zeus our hands we lifted all weeping wofully,

For all we were helpless and witless when such foul deeds we saw.

“But now whenas the Cyclops had filled his mighty maw,

The flesh of men devouring and of mere milk drinking deep, 

Then adown in the den he laid him stretched out amidst his sheep.

Then indeed I fell to counsel with my great heart, whether I [thigh

Should come forth from amidst, and drawing my whetted sword from the

Should thrust through his breast where the midriff the liver doth enfold,

Having groped with my hand: but again the mind did the hand withhold;

For so should all we have perished by sharp and bitter bale,

Because from the lofty doorway our hands might nought avail

To move the mighty door-stone which he thereto had drawn,

So there amid weeping and wailing we bode the Holy Dawn.

“But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Dawn, shone clear,

Then he kindled up the fire and milked his flocks the fair,

With all things done all duly, and ‘neath each her suckling laid. 

But when he had toiled and hastened and an end of his work had made,

Then he clutched two more of our fellows and dight them for eating again.

And when his fast he had broken his fat sheep he drave from the den,

The great stone easily stirring, wherewith the door he hid

Once more, as on a quiver one shutteth down the lid.

Loud whooping then the Cyclops turned his fat flock toward the hill,

And there was I left in the rock-den in my heart devising ill,

What wise I might avenge me if Athene my glory should speed,

And unto my heart should be shown what best might be my rede.

“Now a mighty club of the Cyclops against the fold did lie,

Of olive green; he had cut it to bear it when ’twas dry:  

So huge, that when we saw it it seemed to us as the mast

Of a broad black ship of burden that oft hath overpassed

The mighty gulf of ocean with twenty oars at play;

So huge about was its bigness, and so far along it lay.

So I drew anigh and of it a fathom’s length did I shear,

And gave it unto my fellows that they the same might pare; [end.

And they made it smooth as I bade them, and I came and sharpened the

Which then in the bright hot fire about and about did I wend;

And I stored it up thereafter, mid the dung I hid it then,

Whereof a great abundance was strawed about the den; 

And thereafter I bade the others to cast the lot to see

Which one should have heart and daring to raise that bar with me,

And into his eye to bore it when sweet sleep on him should fall.

And the lot chose those four fellows whom I should have chosen of all,

And I for the fifth was chosen with them to do the thing.

“So came the eve, and he with it his fair flocks shepherding

But all the beasts now drave he into the den wide-spread.

Nor without in the garth the deep-walled did he leave one single head,

Whether somewhat he was foreboding or the God so bade him do.

Then withal the mighty door-stone once more to its place he drew, 

And so to the milking his milch-ewes and his bleating goats he sat,

And all things done in order, and ‘neath each her suckling he gat:

But when he had hastened and done whatso there was to do,

Once more he clutched and dighted for supper another two.

“Now therewith I spake to the Cyclops, and anigh him took my stand,

And black wine in an ivy cup as I stood I held in my hand:

‘ Since ye eat man’s flesh, O Cyclops, now take and drink the wine,

That ye may know what liquor was stored in that ship of mine;

But I bring thee this drink-offering to win thy ruth thereby,

And that hence thou send me homeward, though thou rage so grievously.

O cruel! and how shall any midst all the many men, 

Because of thy deeds unrighteous, hereafter seek to thy den?’

“So I spake, and he took it and drank, and became exceeding fain

Of that sweet drink that I gave him, and besought me of drink again:

‘ Come, give me the drink and be blythe, and straightway tell me thy name,

That a guest-gift I may give thee to gladden thine heart with the same,

Since verily for the Cyclops the corn-kind earth doth shed

The wine in plenteous bunches by the rain of Zeus full-fed:

But this indeed is handsel of the meat and drink divine.’

“So he spake, and again I gave him of the dark-red glowing wine, 

And thrice I bore and gave it, and the fool thrice drank it out.

But when the heart of the Cyclops the wine had encompassed about

Then honied words I uttered, and to speaking thus befel:

‘ Cyclops, my name renowned thou askest, the which I will tell,

But the guest-gift thou wouldst give me, now give me it me I pray.

My name is Noman: Noman they called me on a day,

My father and my mother, and all my folk of old.’

“So I spake, but straight he answered from cruel heart and cold:

‘Noman shall I eat the latest of all his fellows here,

And all the others before him; lo, a guest-gift good and dear !’ 

“Therewith he fell a backward, and there he lay along,

His thick neck wryed and twisted, and Sleep, the tamer strong, 

Held him, and forth from his gullet gushed wine with man’s flesh blent,

And with the wine all heavy a belching forth he sent.

So then mid the plenteous ashes the olive bar I laid

Until all warm it was waxen, and words to my fellows I said,

And heartened them all, lest any should fear and shrink away.

“But now when the spar of olive in the fire as there it lay

‘Gan kindle for all its greenness, and brightly glowed the wood,

I fetched it up from the fire, and about my fellows stood, 

And a stark and mighty courage the God on us did send;

And they took up the shaft of olive, sharp-pointed at the end,

And into his eye they thrust it, while I, raised up aloft,

Kept turning, e’en as a craftsman the ship-beam boreth oft

With the wimble, and on both sides his men still ply the thong

To each side fixed and steady, and it runneth around for long;

E’en so that shaft fire-hardened we took, and the eye of him

We bored, and about it glowing straightway the blood ‘gan swim,

And his eyelid and his eyebrow were singed with the breath that came

From the burning ball as the eye-roots all cracked in the heat of the flame:

As when the smith of an hatchet or great axe taketh hold 

And dippeth it, hissing loudly, amidst the water cold,

For its tempering; since thus only and thereby the steel is good — 

So hissed the eye of the Cyclops around the olive wood.

But his mighty yells were fearful, and the den rang horribly,

Till we shrank away in terror. Then he tore from out his eye

The shaft of sharpened olive all dabbled about with blood,

And raging, aloof he cast it with his hands from where he stood.

“Then he whooped out loud to the Cyclops, they who on either side,

Amid the rocky places of the windy bents abide; 

And they heard his cry, and flocking from about there did they stand

Around the den, and were asking what harm was come to hand:

‘ Polyphemus, what thing grieves thee, that through the deathless night

Thou criest aloud, and hast made us but sleepless folk outright?

Is some one of mortals driving thy flocks against thy will?

Or thyself is some man quelling with might or crafty skill?’

“But the stark strong Polyphemus thus answered them again:

‘ O friends, Noman me slayeth by guile and not by main!’

“Then with winged words they bespake him, and answered presently:

‘ If alone thou art abiding and no man enforceth thee, 

The ill that great Zeus sendeth, no wight may shun the thing.

But put up the prayer to thy father, Poseidon the mighty king.’

“And with that word they departed, and my dear heart laughed aloud

At my name that had so beguiled him and my worthy rede and proud.

But now the Cyclops, lamenting and moaning very sore,

With his hands went groping about him and took the stone from the door,

And set himself down in the doorway, and stretched his hands about

To take a hold on any with the sheep a-coming out;

For his heart that hope was conceiving, such a fool he accounted me.

“But I for my part took counsel how best the thing might be, 

And if some loosing from death for myself and my folk I might find;

And guile and counsel divers therewith did I weave and wind

Concerning our very life-days, since so nigh at hand was the ill — 

And so at last to my deeming this seemed the best rede still:

Thick-fleeced were the rams of the sheep-kind, well fed and great and fair,

And dark was the wool and heavy that on them they did bear.

Hushed then I bound them together with withes that for twining were good

That were strawed for the Cyclops’ bed-place, the monstrous, unrighteous of mood.

Threesome I knit them, in suchwise that each midmost bore a man,

And the two on each side going safe-hiding for him wan, 

And each three a man were bearing: but for me I took a hold

Of a certain ram, the goodliest of all the flock and fold.

Him round the reins was I clutching; ‘neath his shaggy belly twined

I lay, and my hand-grip tightly in his fair fleece did I wind

And held on stoutly, keeping enduring heart alway.

“Thus then we abode in sorrow the holy dawn of day,

But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Day-Dawn, shone,

Then all the rams of the cattle fared out to the field to begone,

While the ewes unmilked and bleating about the folds must go,

For their udders were swollen to bursting. But their King, all worn with woe,

With his hand was ever groping the backs of all the sheep 

As they stood up there before him; but the fool no heed did keep

How under the breasts of the fleecy-fair sheep were bound the men.

But the last of the flock, the ram, came forth from the door of the den,

With his plenteous wool encumbered, and with me and my wily thought;

So to him spake the stark Polyphemus, as a hold of him he caught:

“‘ Dear ram, why then I prithee of the flock art thou the last

To come forth from the den? aforetime ne’er left behind thou wast,

But first of all to be cropping the tender flower of the grass,

Still striding big; and foremost to the river wouldst thou pass. 

And, first of all wert thou yearning in the eventide to hie

To the fold: but now art thou latest Is it so that thou mournest the eye

Of thy Master, which he the losel a while ago did blind

With his miserable fellows, when with wine he had vanquished my mind?

That Noman, who, I swear it, hath not yet ‘scaped his bane.

Oh, if but as me thou wert minded, and a voice of speech mightest gain

To tell me where in the wide-world the man my might doth shun,

Then here and there o’er the rock-den his blood and brains should run

As against the ground I dashed him, and some solace should I have

For all the heap of evil which the nought-worth Noman gave,’ 

“So saying, away without doors the ram from his hand he sent,

And a little way from the rock-den and the garth thereof we went;

And then first from the ram I loosed me, and my fellows presently,

And swiftly the flock long-striding, the fat afield drave we,

Oft looking around behind us, till adown by the ship we were.

“Then we from the death escaping were dear to our fellows dear;

But for those the rest that had perished lamenting would they have made.

But that I would not suffer, but with frowns each man forbade

To weep, but charged them swiftly the fair-fleeced flock to hale

Aboard, for they were many, and o’er the brine to sail. 

So straight aboard they gat them and sat on the thwarts alow,

And beat the grey sea with the oar-blades as they sat along and a-row.

“But when we had made such offing as thence a shout might be heard

I put forth unto the Cyclops a hard heart-cutting word:

‘ O Cyclops, of no weakling devouredst thou the men

With thy starkness overweening amidst thy rocky den!

Thou cruel! now henceforward on hard days shalt thou fall,

Since thou wouldst be eating guestfolk within thine house and hall.

And now shall Zeus avenge us and the other Gods therefor.’ 

“So I spake; and the heart within him was angered more and more,

And the head of a mighty rock-mound he wrenched and hurled and threw,

And a little way he cast it before the prow dark-blue,

And the deep of the sea was opened by the downfall of the stone.

Then back unto the mainland the indraught drave us on,

And the flood fell on from the deep sea and drave us nigh the land

But therewith a pole long-handled I caught up in my hand

And thrust off, bidding my fellows, and egging them amain

To lie hard upon the oar-hefts that we might ‘scape our bane,

Wagging my head upon them; and each stretched out over the oar.

“But when twice the space of salt sea we had made from off the shore,

Then again would I cry on the Cyclops; but my fellows all about, 

With wheedling speech on all sides, would be letting me to shout.

“‘ O rash one! Why then wilt thou the wild man’s anger stir?

Whose bolt e’en now hurled seaward drave on our ship anear

Once more unto the mainland, till we deemed we there must die;

For now should he hear one shouting, or a voice as we go by,

Our skulls and our stout ship’s timbers he would crush together at last,

By hurling a ragged rock-stone; so stark and far doth he cast!

“So they spake, but the mighty soul within me nowise bent;

And again from my soul all-wrathful backward a voice I sent: 

‘ O Cyclops, now if any of the men that live to die

Shall ask thee who so foully hath blinded thee thine eye,

Thou shalt say that it came of Odysseus, the City-waster’s deed,

Who dwells in the Ithacan homestead, the old Laertes’ seed.’

“So I spake, but he groaned as he answered,and a word to meward cast:

‘ Out, out! How the old foretelling comes home to me at last!

Here dwelt a certain seer, a great and a glorious one,

Who excelled in all foretelling, e’en Telemus, Eurymus’ son,

And foretelling amidst of the Cyclops hereby grew old and grey.

But he told me how all these matters should come to pass on a day, 

And how I, by the hand of Odysseus, should be reft of my sight and my

But ever was I looking to see some man draw nigh [eye.

Who was big and fair of body, and in stark strength mightily clad;

And lo! ’tis a man that is little, a weakling worthless and bad,

Who hath blinded me of my eyesight and overcome me by wine.

But come thou hither, Odysseus, till I give thee that guest-gift of thine,

And beseech the great Earth-shaker to give thee speed o’er the sea:

For I am his child and his offspring, and my father he boasts him to be.

And he, if he so pleaseth, shall make me whole of mine eye,

And none else of the happy Gods, or of men on the earth that die.’ 

“So he spake; but again I answered, and sent this word on the air:

‘O would that I as surely might strip thee waste and bare

Of thy life and soul, and send thee adown to Hades’ Hall,

As not e’en the great Earth-shaker shall heal thine eye at all!/

“So I spake; but to King Poseidon he sent the prayer and the word,

As unto the starry heavens he cast his hands abroad:

‘ Hear me, Dark-haired Poseidon, thou Girdle of the Earth!

If thou cailest thyself my father, and thine I am of birth,

Grant that Odysseus the Burg-bane, Laertes’ son, e’en he,

The man of the Ithacan homestead, his home may never see! 

Or if, indeed, he be fated his kin and his friends to behold,

And to come to his house high-builded and the land of his fathers of old,

Then bare of all his fellows, late and loathly may he come,

In the ship of another people to find bale alive at home!’

“In suchwise spake he praying, and the Dark-haired hearkened his prayer;

And withal a stone far greater he raised aloft in air,

And whirled around and cast it, and put forth his measureless might,

And astern of our ship the black-bowed adown in the sea did it light;

And but little it lacked but the outmost of the helm it lighted on,

And the sea and the deep lay open with the downfal of the stone. 

But the swell our ship bore onward and drave on toward the other land.

“So when we came to the island where the rest of the ships of our band,

The well-decked keels, were gathered, and round about the same

There sat our sorrowing fellows, abiding till we came,

Then thither our ship we wended and beached her on the sand,

And we ourselves went off her and on to the salt-sea strand.

And therewith the flock of the Cyclops from the hollow ship we drew,

And so dealt them about that no man of me might lack his due.

But there my well-greaved fellows.the ram gave unto me,

As mine own from out the sharing; and him, by the side of the sea, 

Unto Zeus the son of Cronos, Black-cloudy, All-folks’ King,

We offered, burning the buttocks: who took not the offering,

But rather was he devising how the bane of one and all,

The well-decked ships and my fellows the faithful might befal.

“So daylong there were we sitting till the going down of the sun,

On the plenteous flesh-meat feasting and sweet wine for every one.

But when the sun sank under and dark night upon us crept,

Then there, on the strand of the deep sea, we laid us down and slept;

But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Day-dawn, shone,

Then I my fellows stirring straight bade and egged them on, 

To get them aboard and be loosing the hawsers from the prow.

So aboard they gat them straightway and sat down on the benches alow,

And beat the grey sea with the oar-blades as they sat along and a-row.

“But the bale to our hearts was clinging as forth we sailed and on,

Glad from the death escaping which our fellows had undone.”






  








BOOK X.
 

ARGUMENT.

ODYSSEUS COMETH TO AEOLUS, WHO GIVETH HIM A FAIR WIND, WHEREBY

HE IS BORNE CLOSE TO ITHACA, BUT BY THE FOLLY OF HIS FOLK IS

DRIVEN BACK THENCE TO AEOLUS AGAIN: THENCE HE COMETH TO

THE UESTRYGONS, AND BY THEM LOSETH THE MORE PART OF HIS

SHIPS AND MEN: SAILING THENCE THEY COME TO JEJEA, WHERE DWELT

CIRCE, WHOSE SORCERY IS TOLD OF, AND HOW ODYSSEUS DWELT WITH

HER A WHOLE YEAR, WHEN SHE BADE HIM GO VISIT THE LAND

OF THE DEAD BEFORE HE SET OUT FOR HOME AGAIN.

SO we came to the isle ^Eolian, where ^Eolus doth dwell,

E’en Hippotas’ son, of the Deathless, the Gods, beloved well;

In a floating isle he dwelleth, and all about it there

Is a brazen wall unbroken, and the cliff goeth up to it sheer.

But twelve children born of his body abide in his house and hall,

And six thereof are daughters and six lusty sons and tall;

And unto his sons in wedlock his daughters did he give;

And beside their father beloved and their mother dear they live

In endless feast: and by them ten thousand dainties lie.

And up from the house sweet-steaming daylong goes forth the cry 

All round the garth; but a-night-tide amid the carpets deep

And on the well-joined bedsteads by their shamefast wives they sleep.

“So unto their burg we hied us and their high-house builded well,

And me month-long there he cherished, and all tales would have me tell

Of the Argive ships and of Ilios, and the Achaeans’ journey home.

And in order due I told him whatwise the thing had come.

And when for the road I asked him, and speeding of him prayed,

In nowise he gainsaid me, but good speed for me arrayed:

For he gave me a wallet new flayed from a bull, a nine-year-old,

And all ways of the blustering winds therein did he bind and hold, 

For the Son of Cronos had made him the master of the wind,

To lull the blasts or to raise them according to his mind.

So adown in the great ship’s hollow with a thong had he bound it about,

All silver-bright, that no littlest of the blast might breathe thereout;

And therewith the breeze of the South-west he sent along to blow,

To waft on us and our ship-host. Yet nowise wrought it so;

For by our own stark folly were all we folk undone.

“Nine days and nights thereafter thenceforward sailed we on,

And with the tenth day’s dawning showed the acres of our land,

Till we saw men lighting the beacons, so nigh we were at hand. 

But on me, outworn and wearied, sweet sleep and slumber came

As I held the sheet; for never to my folk gave I the same,

That we the swiftlier speeding our fatherland might make.

Then my fellows took up the word, and each to other spake,

For they deemed that home I was bringing great store of silver and gold

By the great-heart ^Eolus given, son of Hippotas of old;

And thus would one be saying as he looked on his fellow anear:

“‘Gods! how is this man honoured, and by all men holden dear,

To whoseso land and city he cometh on a day!

And withal from Troy-town’s treasure great wealth he bore away: 

While we who with him have wandered and worn the self-same road,

Here come we empty-handed back to our old abode:

And again for his love and his honour hath ^Eolus given him this.

But come now, let us hasten and see what treasure it is,

What wealth of gold and silver within the bag doth lie.’

“So the evil rede of my fellows there won the victory;

For they opened the bag, and from out it forth every wind did sweep,

And the whirl-blast caught us and drave us lamenting o’er the deep,

Away from the land of our fathers. Then I awoke withal,

And within my heart the blameless twifold the thought did fall, 

Whether casting myself from a-shipboard I should die there down in the

Or abide the thing in silence, and yet mid the living to be. [sea,

So I bore and abode, and hidden adown in the ship I lay.

But the ships by an evil whirl-blast of the wind were borne away,

And back to the isle ^Eolian; and our folk bewailed them sore.

“There then upon earth we gat us, and drew water on the shore,

And the shipmen gat to their victuals by the ships’ side fair and fleet;

But thereafter when they had tasted of the drink and of the meat

Then I chose me out a herald, and one with him to go

To AEolus’ house the glorious; and when we came thereto, 

Still feasting by his helpmate and his children him we found.

So we went to the house and sat us ‘twixt the doorposts on the ground,

And their souls were filled with wonder, and they asked how it might be.

“How comest thou here, Odysseus? What ill-God grieveth thee?

Since in heedful wise we sped thee, that thou at last might’st gain

Thy fatherland and thine homestead, if therefor thine heart were fain.’

“So they spake, and thereto I answered, though needs my heart must wail:’

’Tis the scathe of evil fellows, and idle slumber’s bale.

But now, O friends, do ye heal it, as ye have might to do.’

“So I spake, and with words soft-spoken besought them thereunto; 

But the others sat in silence, while a word did their father give:

‘ Begone in haste from the island, thou wretch amongst all that live!

For unrighteous it were to cherish or speed upon his way

Such a man as thou, so hated by the Gods of the happy day.

Begone! since unto the Deathless thou art so loathed a thing.’

“And with that word he sent me from the house sore sorrowing.

So there we sailed right onward with hearts oppressed with woe,

And outworn were the souls of the shipmen with the toilsome need to row,

For all our vain endeavour; since no speeding wind there came.

“Six days our way we wended, by day and night the same, 

But we made the burg on the seventh of Lamos builded high,

Wide compassed, Laestrygonian; where herd to herd doth cry

As he wendeth afield, and his fellow thence coming him doth hear.

And foisooth a twofold hire might the sleepless win him there,

And one spell the neat be herding, and one the sheep-kind white;

For there anigh to each other are the ways of day and of night

“So we came unto the haven, a fair and glorious one,

Where a rock-wall high, unbroken, all round about is done;

And sheer out-thrusting nesses each other hold in face

At the mouth thereof, and narrow is the entry of the place. 

“Therein laid all the others their ships the curved and fair,

And in the hollow haven close-set they moored them there.

For thereinto no billow from the outer sea might fall,

Nay neither great nor little; white calm was over all.

But I alone of all men my black ship held without,

To a rock of the outer crag-wall my hawser binding about

Tlien up to a peak I gat me, a craggy place and high,

And no tillage of neat or of manfolk from thence could I espy:

Nay, nought but smoke proceeding from under the earth could I see.

So I chose out two of our fellows, and a third their herald to be, 

And sent them as our forerunners, that they might ask and heed

What men these were of menfolk on the earth’s face eating bread.

“So they went and fared on a highway whereby the wains come down

That fetch from the lofty mountains the timber toward the town;

And they came upon a damsel drawing water nigh the gate,

Of Antiphates the Laestrygon the daughter fair and great.

For unto the well Artacia fair-flowing had she come down,

Whence folk were wont to be drawing the water for the town;

So coming nigh unto her they asked her of the thing

What man was lord among them, and who o’er the folk was king. 

So her father’s dwelling she showed them, the house high-roofed and fair.

And they came to that glorious dwelling and found a woman there,

Huge, high as the tops of the mountains; and they loathed her utterly.

Then straight she called from the market her lord and brought him anigh,

Antiphates the mighty, who devised them woeful bane;

For he snatched up one and arrayed him as meat for his dinner’s gain.

But his fellows fled from before him, and gat to the ships and the sea.

Then the king sent his cry through the city, and they heard him presently,

Those Laestrygons the mighty, and flockmeal came they then

From all around, unnumbered, more giant-like than men; 

And stones each one a man-load from the rocks they cast on those.

And the clamour and cry of evil from around the ship-host rose,

And the sound of men a-dying with the crashing ships was blent,

As with men like fishes spitted to their loathly feast they went

“But while within the haven and the deep place these did die,

I pulled forth the whetted edges, and drew the sword from my thigh,

And therewith I sheared the hawser of my ship of the prow dark-blue,

And bade my fellows hasten, and egged them on to do,

And lay out over the oar-hefts that we might ‘scape the bane.

So they their death-day dreading cast the salt-sea up amain, 

And fain was I, as seaward to the deep from the rock-wall sheer

My ship fled: for the ship-host, the others, perished there.

“Forth then we sailed and onward, our hearts with evil worn,

Yet fain of the flight from the death-day; of our fellows all forlorn.

But we came to the isle ^Eaea, where the fair-tressed Circe dwells,

And she the awful Goddess in man-speech talks and tells.

But the very sister is she of ^Eaetes fell and wise,

For they both of the Sun were begotten that lighteth all men’s eyes

From one mother, and she was Perse”, the maid that Ocean gat.

“So we made the shore in our keel, and in silence came thereat, 

And into the ship-fast haven, and some God led the way.

Then on the dry land going two days and nights we lay,

Eating our hearts with labour and the burden of our ill.

But when the fair-tressed Dawning the third day did fulfil

Then, taking my spear of battle and my sword the sharp and keen, [seen

Straight up from the ship I wended to a place whence the land might be

If perchance I might see men’s tillage or the voice of men might hear;

So a rocky height I clambered, and I stood on the topmost there,

And saw the reek uprising from the wide-waved earth below,

As up from the house of Circe through the thicket did it go. 

Therewith I fell to pondering, in my heart and in my mind,

If where the dark reek I was seeing I should go to seek and find.

But as I thought it over it seemed the better to me

That first aback I should hie me to the swift ship and the sea,

To give my mates their supper and send them forth to espy.

“But as my ways I wended, and the curved ship drew anigh,

Then one of the Gods had pity on me the wender apart;

For across my path he sent me’a huge high-antlered hart, 

Who had come to drink of the river adown from his woodland mead,

For the might of the high sun’s burning compelled him with its need.

Then him as he went from the water amidst the back I smote [out,

By the spine; and the spear brass-headed passed through and through and

And he cried, and his soul went from him as he fell in the dust of the ground.

And therewith did I set foot on him, and drew out the spear from the wound,

And the spear, on the earth I laid it and let it be thereby,

While I plucked me twigs and withies and twined them evenly

Into a rope well twisted throughout, a fathom long,

Wherewith I bound together the feet of the beast the strong;

Which thus on my neck a-laying to the black ship did I flit

As I steadied myself with my spear-shaft; for I might not shoulder it,

And with one hand hold it on me; for it was a mighty deer. 

So I cast him adown by the ship-side, and my fellows did I stir

With words that were soft and pleasant, by each one standing anigh:

“‘ Not yet, O friends, shall we wend us for all our misery

Adown to the House of Hades till the fateful day befal;

So while in our ship the speedy there is meat and drink for all

Of victual be we heedful, lest our lives with hunger wear.’

“So I said, and straight they heeded what I bespake them there,

And with all their heads uncovered on the shore of the untilled sea

On the hart they looked and wondered, for a mighty deer was he; i So

But when their eyes they had pleasured with looking on the beast

They washed their hands and arrayed them to hold a noble feast.

So there all day were we sitting, till the sun went nigh to sink,

To eat of the flesh unfailing and of honied wine to drink.

But when the sun sank under and the night upon us crept,

Then there on the side of the salt-sea we laid us down and slept

“But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Dawn, shone bright,

I arrayed the Meeting of Menfolk, and to all I spake outright:

‘ Hearken, O friends and fellows, who bear such weight of woe!

Of the place of the Dark and the Dawning no longer now we know, 

Nor where the Sun man-lighting beneath the earth doth sink,

Nor where he riseth upward: so let us be speedy to think,

If yet there be aught of counsel, as I believe is none.

For I climbed to a craggy hill-top and looked on the isle adown,

And saw that the limitless sea-flood begirdled it all about,

And all plain it lay: but mine eyes beheld the reek rise out

From the woodland and the thicket amidmost of it there.’

“So I spake, but now all broken were their hearts beloved and dear,

When of that Antiphates’ doings, the Laestrygon, they thought;

And the rage of the stark man-eater, and the deeds which the Cyclops wrought;

And plenteous tears were they weeping and loud lament they made, 

Though nought availed their weeping, nor might their mourning aid

“Then my well-greaved fellows I numbered into two companies,

And a leader I appointed to be o’er each of these;

And I led the one, and the other godlike Eurylochus Ie<J.

Then in a brazen helmet the shuffled lots we sped,

And therefrom the lot of Eurylochus the great of heart did go.

So he went his ways, and with him were fellows twenty and two;

And they wept as they went and left us, and sorrow sore we made.

“Now they came on the house of Circe well builded down in a glade, 

And all of smooth stone fashioned in a place seen far and near:

And about it were wolves of the mountain, and lions haunted there;

And she herself had tamed them with the help of herbs of ill:

Nor fell they upon our fellows, though they thronged about them still,

But fawning there upon them their long tails wagged withal.

And as dogs will fawn on their master when he comes from the feastful hall,

Because he is wont to bring them things that their hearts deem good,

Round these the wolves the strong-clawed, and the’lions fawning stood,

And they feared when they beheld them, the creatures fierce and great.

“But there was the house of the Goddess, and there they stood in the gate,

And Circe heard they singing in a lovely voice within, 

As she wove on the web undying, such works as the Godfolk win,

Such works as are all-glorious, and delicate and fair.

“Then the chief of men, Polites, bespake his fellows there,

A man who to me was dearest, and the heedfullest of all:

‘ O friends, there is some wight weaving a great web there in the hall,

And singing so fair that the pavement is echoing all about

A goddess or a woman? but to her let us haste to cry out’

“So he spake, and they cried aloud, and their voices toward her cast,

And she, straight coming outwards, through the shining doorway passed,

And called them, and they followed, so witless was their mood; 

But Eurylochuj dreaded treason, and without the door abode.

So she led them in and set them on bench and lordly seat,

And a mess of cheese, and meal and honey pale and sweet

With Pramnian wine she mingled; and she blended therewithal

Ill herbs, that the land of their fathers might clean from their memories fall.

But when she had given thereof, and they had drunk of the wine,

With a staff she smote them, and shut them within the sty of the swine;

And swine-shape they had, and the voice and the bristles and head of the boar;

But ever their minds abided e’en such as they were before. 

So there were they styed up weeping, and Circe presently

Cast to them mast, and acorns, and nuts of the cornel tree,

Whereof the swine earth-wallowing are wont to make their meat

“But aback Eurylochus hastened to the ship black-wrought and fleet,

To tell tidings of his fellows and their unseemly doom;

But though for speech he was striving yet never a word would come,

So sore his heart was smitten; and his eyes with tears were filled,

And nought but lamentation the soul within him willed.

But when all we in wonder were asking of his tale,

Then at last of our other fellows he told the woe and the bale. 

‘ We wended, O noble Odysseus, the way whereas ye bade,

And came on a house through the thicket fair builded in a glade,

Of polished wall-stones fashioned in a place seen far and near;

Where a great web one was weaving and singing shrilly-clear;

A goddess or a woman? So aloud on her we cried,

And through the doorway gleaming straightway to us she hied,

And called us; and they followed because of their witless mind,

But treason I foreboded, and abided there behind.

And all they vanished together; nor ever any one

Came back again, though a long while I sat and watched alone.’ 

“So he spake; but the great blade brazen o’er my shoulders did I throw,

Yea, my war-sword silver-hilted, and about me did my bow.

And I bade him straightly lead me by the way he went with these:

But he caught ahold upon me, and clung to both my knees,

And amidst of lamentation sent winged words to me.

‘ Nay, drive me not unwilling, Zeus-bred! here let me be!

For I know that neither thou shalt come back, nor bring back one

Of our fellows. Nay, but with these that are here let us swiftly begone

And flee; if yet mayhappen we may ‘scape our evil day.’

“So he spake: but thereto I answered and spake to him straightway: 

Eurylochus, thou if thou willest shalt here in thy place abide,

And here be eating and drinking by the black ship’s hollow side;

But for me, now am I departing for stark need is weighing on me.’

“So I spake, and my ways I wended from the ship-side and the sea;

But when through the holy glades I now was drawing anigh

The mighty house of Circe, who of herbs hath mastery,

Lo, the God of the Golden Wand, e’en Hermes, met me there,

As toward the house I wended, as a young man shapen fair

When first his beard is sprouting in the loveliest tide of youth;

Then he took my hand and named me, and spake a word of sooth: 

“‘ Whither away, unlucky, dost thou wander through the wold,

Unwotting of the country? while Circe’s house doth hold

Thy fellows in their swine-shape, and in stark lairs there they lie.

And comest thou hither to loose them? then thereof thus say I,

That for thee shall be no returning but there with the rest shalt thou bide.

And yet from these ills shall I loose thee, and save thee on this tide.

Lo, here a herb full crafty! take this when thou comest thy way

Unto Circe’s house, and its might shall stave off thine evil day.

But now shall I tell thee of Circe and the baleful guile she shall win,

For a potion shall she mix thee, and shall cast the venom therein, 

But shall not avail to bewitch thee because of the herb of might

Which now I give unto thee; and all things shall I show thee aright.

For whenas Circe would smite thee with a staff exceeding long,

Then from thy thigh be drawing thy sword the sharp and strong,

And fall upon her fiercely as though thou wouldst have her to die,

Then shall she cower before thee and bid thee with her to lie;

And then shalt thou in nowise the bed of the Goddess gainsay,

So that she may loose thy fellows, and speed thee on thy way.

But the oath of the happy Gods, the Great Oath, shalt thou bid her to take,

That nothing more of evil against thee she shall wake, 

Lest she make thee naked of might, a foul and unmanned thing.’

“So spake the Bane of Argus, and forth the herb did he bring,

Having dug it up out of the earth; and he showed me its make and its

And black was the root thereof, but the blossom milky white; [might;

And Moly the Godfolk call it: hard is it for men that die

To dig it out, but all things can the Gods do easily.

And therewith from that woody island went Hermes on his road

Unto the long Olympus, but I went to Circe’s abode;

And many things o’ershadowed my heart as I wended there. 

“So I stayed me in the doorway of the Maid of the well-tressed hair,

And I stood and cried out loudly, and the Goddess heard, and straight

She gat her out and toward me, and came through the gleaming gate,

And called me, and I followed with the grief my heart did bear.

“So she brought me in and set me in a silver-studded chair,

In fashion fair adorned, and a footstool under my feet;

Then a drink in a golden beaker for me did she mingle and mete,

And into the cup cast venom, devising evil sore.

Yet when I had taken and drunken, it bewitched me none the more;

So then with her staff she smote me, and spake unto me and said,

‘ Thou, too, to the sty betake thee! with thy fellows make thy bed!’

“So she spake; but my sword keen-whetted I drew forth from my thigh,

And fell therewith on Circe, as though I would have her to die;

And she shrieked and ran under my hands and caught me about my knees,

And therewith upon me fawning, spake such winged words as these:

“‘ What man art thou? of what kindred, of what city comest thou?

For I marvel that drinking this venom thou art nought enchanted now;

Since never hath any other borne my venom ere to-day, [way.

When once he hath drunk, and the drink by the tooth-hedge hath taken its

Then proof against all witchcraft is the heart that thy bosom doth hold.

Yea, art thou that shifty Odysseus, whom the Lord of the Staff of Gold,

The Argus-bane, would tell of? the man who should come, said he, 

From Troy-town wending homeward in his swift black ship o’er the sea?

But set thou thy sword in the scabbard! and then how well if we went,

We twain, in one bed together! and thereafter we being blent

In love and friendly pleasure shall trust each other well.’

“She spake, and thereto I answered and said such words to tell:

‘ O Circe, how wilt thou bid me to be kind and courteous

When thou hast turned my fellows into swine within thine house?

And for me, thou hast holden me here, and in thy craftihead

Thou biddest me to thy chamber and to go up into thy bed, 

That thou may’st strip me of manhood and make me vile and base.

Nay, never with my goodwill shall I go to thy bed and thy place,

Unless thou hast heart, O Goddess, by the Oath of all avail

To swear that from henceforward thou devisest me no bale.’

“So I spake, and straight she swore it e’en as I bade her do;

And so when that was accomplished, and the oath made steadfast and true,

Then up to the bed of Circe, the lovely bed, I went

“But meanwhile in the halls the handmaids on service were intent,

E’en the four who are ever serving about that house and home;

And their race is of the well-springs, of the grassy groves they come,

And of the holy rivers that toward the sea flow down. 

And now one of these was casting fair cloths on chair and throne,

And above she laid the purple, and beneath the linen fair;

And one the silver table drew forth before the chair,

And thereon fell to setting the baskets golden-wrought;

And the third in a bowl of silver blent wine that lulleth thought,

Sweet wine, and around was dealing the golden cups and fair:

But the fourth bore in the water and kindled much fire there,

Beneath a mighty caldron, till warm the water was.

And when it came to the boiling within the gleaming brass, 

In the bath she put me and bathed me, and from the caldron led

Warm water softly tempered o’er my shoulders and my head,

And the weariness took from my body that the soul within me wore.

And so when she had washed me, and with oil had sleeked me o’er,

She set a kirtle upon me, and a cloak full fine and fair,

And led me in and set me in the silver-studded chair,

Well wrought with all adornment, and a stool beneath my feet;

And hand-water brought the damsel ih a golden ewer meet,

And into a silver basin over my hands she poured,

And there beside moreover arrayed the polished board. 

And therewith a reverend woman bore in the bread for me,

And stayed me with such dainties as happened there to be.

“So there to the meat she bade me, which nought my mind deemed good,

For of other things had I deeming, and on evil did I brood.

But Circe when she beheld it, that I sat and none the more

Reached out my hand to the victuals, but abode in sorrow sore,

Came nigh and stood beside me and winged words did flit:

“‘ How cometh it, Odysseus, that as one dumb ye sit

Eating thine heart, nor dealing with the meat and drink that is here?

Forebodest thou some evil? Nay, thereof thou need’st not fear; 

For I have sworn to refrain me by the mighty Oath of dread!

“In this wise she bespake me, but I answered her and said:

‘O Circe, where is the man that in righteous wise would think,

Who would have the heart to be tasting of any meat and drink

Ere he had loosed his fellows and beheld them with his eyes?

But if unto meat and to drink thou biddest in kindly wise,

Loose them, that I with mine eyen may look on my fellows dear.’

So I spake, but forth from the guest-hall therewith did Circe fare,

Bearing her staff in her hand; and she opened the swine-sty door

And drave them out, each one in the shape of a nine-years’ boar; 

And there they stood before her, and she went amidst them there, *

And with another venom each man thereof did she smear,

And down from their limbs fell the bristles that erewhile the venom had

The baleful herb they had taken at the hand of Circe the dread; [bred,

And men again were they gotten, yet younger than afore,

And fairer folk to look on, and mightier and more.

So therewithal they knew me, and they took my hand each man,

And on them fell the wistful weeping, and the sound of their wailing ran

Through the house and the hall, and the Goddess she pitied us, e’en she.

And therewith that Godhead’s Glory drew nigh and spake to me: 

“‘ O Zeus-bred son of Laertes, Odysseus of many a shift,

Get thee down to the side of the sea-flood, and thy ship the fair and swift,

And the first thing beach thy ship on the firm land high and dry,

And stow your wealth in the rock-dens, and there let the tackling lie,

Then wend thou homeward hither, and all thy folk with thee.’

“So she spake, and thereto I hearkened and the noble soul in me.

And I went my ways to the ship and the side of the salt-sea flood.

And there on the ship I found them, my fellows trusty and good,

Sore grieving, pouring the tear-drops most plenteous on the ground.

And as when the calves of the meadows together play and bound 

About the herded kine as full-fed of grass withal

They come aback to the midden, and stayed no more by the stall,

The calves run round their mothers still lowing ceaselessly,

So when their eyes beheld me, weeping they thronged on me,

And even so to my deeming did the minds within them fare,

As though they were come to their country and in the city were

Of Ithaca the craggy, where they were born and bred,

And fain midst lamentation these winged words they said:

“‘ We are fain of thy coming, Zeus-nourished, as though we were verily come

Unto Ithaca our country, and the ancient fathers’ home. 

But come now, tell us the story of our fellows’ bale and bane.’

“So they spake; but sweet and softly I answered them again:

‘ Our ship now first of all things let us haul up high and dry,

And lay up our gear in the rock-dens and our tackling lay thereby;

Then I bid you all together to wend along with me,

That in Circe’s holy homestead your fellows ye may see

All fain, and eating and drinking, for endless store have they.’

“So I spake, and the words of my bidding in nought did they gainsay,

Save that Eurylochus only the rest was hindering.

And thus he spake unto them and set these words on the wing: 

‘ Out, hapless! whither wend we? for what a bale ye yearn

That we go to the house of Circe, who all us shall change and turn

Into swine, or into wolf shapes, or lions of the wold,

Over her house the mighty enforced watch to hold

E’en such were the deeds of the Cyclops, when our folk awhile ago

Came amidst his garth, and with them did o’erbold Odysseus go,

And by that one man’s folly the others perished there.’

“So he spake, and awhile I pondered in what wise I should fare,

Whether, drawing my edgy long-sword from beside my sturdy thigh,

I should smite the head from off him adown in the dust to He, 

Though anigh we were of kindred. But my fellows all about

With honied words withheld me, to let my wrath die out.

‘ O Zeus-bred, leave we this man, if so thou willest it,

Beside the ship abiding and in guard thereof to sit,

But us do thou lead to Circe and her holy house and hall.’

“So they spake, and up from the sea and the ship they wended withal.

Nor yet was Eurylochus left by the hollow ship to abide,

For he dreaded my awful anger, and after us he hied.

“But meanwhile our other fellows did Circe bathe with care,

And with soft oil sleeked them over within her house the fair, 

And thick cloaks and goodly kirtles did on them therewithal,

And we found them at the banquet within her feasting-hall.

But when these beheld each other, and thought o’er all the tale,

They mourned and wept together that the house rang with their wail,

And therewith that Godhead’s Glory drew near to me and said:

“‘ Odysseus, thou the wily, Laertes’ son Zeus-bred,

No more awake new wailing; for I myself, I know,

How on the sea fish-haunted ye bore a weight of woe;

And how on the land the foemen have wrought you bale and pine;

But eat your meat I bid you, fall to upon the wine, 

Until within your bosoms such hardy heart shall grow

As wherewith the land of your fathers ye left a while ago,

E’en Ithaca the craggy. For your wanderings wide ye brood.

Downcast ye are and withered, nor ever of your mood

Gladsome ye are and merry, since ye bear this weight of woe.’”

She spake, and our noble spirits consented thereunto.

And there day on day we abided till the year fulfilled her round

‘ On unfailing flesh we feasted; sweet wine did there abound:

But when it now was a year, and the seasons came about,

And the long days were accomplished by the months a dying out, 

Then my trusty fellows called me, and spake to me and said:

“‘ Lord, wilt thou not bethink thee of the land where thou wast bred,

If of thee hath the doom been spoken that thou be saved to come

To thine house the steadfast-builded and the ancient fathers’ home?’

“So my noble soul was consenting to what they would have done.

There all day long were we sitting till the going down of the sun,

Upon the flesh unfailing and the sweet wine feasting well;

But when the sun sank under, and the night upon us fell,

Then about the shadowy halls were they bedded here and there,

But I went up unto Circe and the bed exceeding fair, 

And by her knees I besought her, and my prayer the Goddess heard,

As speaking there before her I uttered a winged word:

“‘ O Circe, now fulfil it thy word of the day bygone,

To speed me home; for my soul to departing now eggeth me on,

And the hearts of these my fellows who about me wail and cry,

Wearing the soul within me when thou art not anigh.’

“So I spake; but that Godhead’s Glory thus answered to my need:

‘ O many-wiled Odysseus, Zeus-bred Laertes’ seed!

In this my house unwilling shall ye bide for no long day,

But first another road must ye wear, and wend your way 

Unto the house of Hades and dread Persephone,

To seek aid of the ghost of the Theban Tiresias, even he,

The blind-eyed, the foreseer, whose steadfast mind bides still;

Unto whom, though dead he abideth, Persephone giveth will,

And alone to have understanding, while the rest as shadows flit.’

“I hearkened her speech and my heart brake down at the weight of it

There I sat on the bed a-weeping, and all my desire was done

To live my life-days longer and look on the light of the sun;

Till, satiate now of weeping and wallowing on the bed,

I spake a word unto Circe, and answered her and said: 

“‘O Circe, and what helmsman for my wayfare shall I get?

For to Hades never shipman hath sped the black ship yet.’

“I spake; but the Godhead’s Glory thus answered thereupon:

‘ Odysseus very shifty, Zeus-bred Laertes’ son,

Have thou no care nor longing for one thy ship to guide,

Step the mast, and the white sails spread ye, and sit ye there beside,

And the breath of the wind of the Northward shall waft thee on thy way.

But when through the stream of Ocean thy ship hath passed on a day,

There then is Persephone’s Grove in the long deserted land

Where the tall black poplars flourish and the fruitless willows stand. 

There by deep-eddying Ocean haul up upon the bank,

And go thy ways unto Hades and his dwelling dark and dank,

Where the stream of Flaming Fire into Grief-River goes,

And the Water of the Wailing, a rill that from Hate-flood flows.

And thereby is a rock and the meeting of two roaring rivers wide;

Draw up thereto, O hero, and e’en as I bid thee abide.

There then a pit shalt thou dig of a cubit endlong and o’er,

And thereby the due drink-offerings to all the dead shalt thou pour.

The first of mingled honey, of sweet wine the second one,

The third of very water, and the white meal sprinkled thereoa 

Then utter thou thy praying to the mightless heads of the dead,

And vow that to Ithaca coming thou wilt slay in the halls of thy stead

A barren heifer most goodly, and heaped wealth on the fire wilt lay;

But unto that Tiresias apart and alone wilt slay

A sheep of black unspeckled, of all thy flock most fair.

But when the great race of the Dead thou hast worshipped with thy prayer,

Then a black ram shalt thou offer, and a black ewe shalt thou slay,

To the Nether Dusk turning their heads; and thyself turn thou away,

And about to the streams of the river. Then many a ghost shall come

Of the dead that have departed and left the earthly home. 

There then shalt thou egg on thy fellows, and bid them to bring it to pass,

That the sheep that there are lying dead-slain by the pitiless brass

They flay and burn, and be calling with prayer on the Gods of the Dead,

On Hades the almighty and Persephone the dread;

And thou shalt sit with thy sword sharp-whetted drawn from thy thigh,

To refrain the unmighty heads of the dead from drawing anigh

To the blood-pit, ere thou beholdest Tiresias the seer.

Soon then, O Prince of the People, shall the wizard draw anear,

And he of thy way shall tell thee, and the measure of thy road,

Whereby o’er the fishy sea-flood thou shalt reach thine own abode.’ 

“So she spake, and the gold-throned Day-dawn therewith was come at last, And she did a kirtle on me and a cloak about me cast;

And the Goddess did upon her a wide gown shining white,

And delicate and lovely, and about her loins she dight

A fair and golden girdle, and a veil upon her head.

“But I egged on all my fellows throughout the house and stead,

And by each man stood and bespoke him with soothing words and meet:

‘ No longer now be sleeping nor sigh out slumber sweet,

But come your ways as Circe the worshipped giveth rede.’

So I spake, and their noble souls gainsayed not but gave heed. 

“But not e’en so all scatheless my folk away did I bring;

There was one Elpenor, the youngest; not best in everything,

In war not over-mighty, nor of understanding strong:

Now apart from all his fellows must he needs be lying along,

Aloft on the house of Circe, wine-heavy, seeking fresh air;

But whenas the tramp and the clatter of men stirring he did hear

He leapt up hasty and hurried, and had no thought at all

To get him adown and aback by the way of the ladders tall,

But right down from the roof he tumbled, and his neck from the backbone brake,

And his soul to the house of Hades the downward way must take. 

“But unto my folk now gathered a word I spake and said:

‘ Ye think to be wending homeward to the land that your fathers bred;

But to us a new wayfaring hath Circe showed, and we

Must wend to the House of Hades and dread Persephone,

To seek us aid of the Theban Tiresias the Seer.’

“So I spake, but all down-broken were their hearts the lieve and dear. And they sat and moaned in their places and their very hair they tore: Albeit all their mourning it helped them none the more.

“But while we went in our sorrow to the swift ship and the sea,

And tear on tear as we wended dripped down unceasingly, 

That while had Circe got her adown to the black ship’s side,

And a ram of the sheep and a ewe all black thereby had she tied,

And lightly unseen went by us; for what man’s eyes may see

A God that is loth to be looked on, whether here or there he be?”






  








BOOK XI.
 

ARGUMENT.

ODYSSEUS FARETH BEYOND THE OCEAN-STREAM AND COMETH TO THE

REALM AND HOUSE OF HADES, AND THERE HATH COUNSEL OF TIRESIAS

THE THEBAN: THERE ALSO HE SEETH THE GHOST OF EI.PENOR, BUT

LATE DEAD, AND THE GHOST OF HIS MOTHER, AND OF MANY MEN

AND WOMEN OF RENOWN.

SO when adown we were gotten to the ship’s side and the shore,

Then into the holy salt-sea we thrust her down once more,

And in the black ship hoisted the sail upon the mast.

And the sheep we gat aboard her, and aboard we also passed

Sore sorrowing, pouring the tear-drops swift-following each on each.

But the fair-haired Circe beworshipped, the Goddess of the speech,

For us had thought behind us and our black-prowed ship to send

The following breeze sail-filling, a goodly faring-friend.

“So we, when all the tackling about the ship we had dight,

Sat still, while wind and rudder bore on the keel aright, 

And the sails of our seafarer were filled with the wind all day:

But now the sun sank under and dusk on all roads lay,

And at last unto the utmost of deep Ocean-stream we came,

Where is the folk Cimmerian and the city of their name,

By the mist and the cloud-rack covered, and never on a day

On them doth the sun bright-shining look down with his many a ray;

Nay, not when the starry heaven he climbeth aloft, nor when

From the heavens again he turneth to the Earth and the lands of men,

But over those men unhappy hangs night for ever dead. 

“There then our ship did we beach, and the sheep therefrom we led,

And along the shores of Ocean ourselves the way did we hold,

Till we came to the land and the country whereof had Circe told,

Then the beasts Perimedes held and Eurylochus thereto;

But for me the sword sharp-grinded from beside my thigh I drew,

And thereby a pit I dug me, a cubit endlong and o’er,

And drink-offerings round about it to all the dead did I pour:

The first of mingled honey, of sweet wine the second one,

And the third of very water, and white meal I sprinkled thereon;

And many things was I praying to the heads of the mightless dead. 

And I vowed that to Ithaca coming I would slay in the halls of my stead

A barren heifer most goodly, and heaped wealth on the fire would lay;

But unto the seer Tiresias alone and apart would I slay

A sheep all black, of my sheep-flocks the flower and fairest head.

But when with vows and beseeching I had worshipped the folks of the dead

We took the sheep thereafter, and cut their throats o’er the pit,

And the black blood flowed thereinto: then they gathered unto it;

All the ghosts of the dead departed from the Nether Dusk ‘gan fare.

And brides there were and younglings, and burdened elders there,

And there were tender maidens still bearing newborn woe,

And many a man death-smitten by the brazen spear did go, 

The very prey of Ares, yet clad in blood-stained gear;

And all the throng kept flitting round the pit from here and there

With strange and awful crying, till pale fear fell on me.

So therewith I bade my fellows, and urged them eagerly

That the sheep that lay there slaughtered by the pitiless brass they should flay.

And make them a burnt-offering, and so to the Gods to pray;

Unto Hades the almighty and the dread Persephone.

But for me the whetted sword I drew from the thigh of me,

And sat to refrain the heads of the dead men lacking might

From drawing anigh to the blood-pit ere Tiresias came in sight. 

“But the first that drew anigh me was our friend Elpenor’s shade,

For as yet he was not buried beneath the Earth wide-wayed;

We had left his body unburied, unwept, in Circe’s hall,

Since other need and labour on our fellowship did fall.

So I wept when I beheld him and was sorry for his sake,

And I sent my voice unto him and a winged word I spake:

“‘ How earnest thou, Elpenor, beneath the dusk and the dark?’

And swifter afoot hast thou wended than I in my coal-black bark.’

“I spake; but he midst groaning thus answered me the word:

‘ O Zeus-bred son of Laertes, Odysseus wise-heart lord, 

God’s doom and wine unstinted on me the bane hath brought.

I lay on the house of Circe, and waking had no thought

To get me aback and adown by the way of the ladders tall:

But downright from the roof I tumbled, and brake my neck withal

From the backbone, and unto Hades and his house my soul must fare.

But I pray thee, by those whom we left and are no longer here,

By thy wife, by thy father who bred thee when thou wert but a little one,

Yea, by Telemachus also, whom thou left’st in thine house alone,

Whereas I know that, going from Hades’ House in a while,

Thou wilt stay thy ship the well-wrought at that ^Eaean isle; 

There then, O King, I pray thee, have me, e’en me, in mind,

Nor go home, and all unburied, unwept, leave me behind,

 Lest the anger of the Godfolk for thee I come to breed

But I pray thee there to burn me in all my battle-weed,

And on the sea-side hoary to heap the howe for me,

A token of me the hapless to those who yet shall be.

All this for me accomplish, and set up mine oar on the howe,

Wherewith when I lived with my fellows I once was wont to row.’

“So he said, and thereto I answered and unto him I spake:

‘ Yea, all these things, O luckless, will I compass for thy sake.’ 

“But yet while there we were sitting and holding woeful speech,

Still all the while o’er the blood-pit my sword-point must I reach,

While the image of my fellow spake on from the other side.

“Then came the soul of my mother that awhile agone had died,

Anticleia, erst the daughter of Autolycus high of heart,

Whom I left behind yet living when to Troy I did depart.

And now I beheld her weeping in the pity of my mood,

And yet roust I refrain her from drawing near the blood,

For all my thronging sorrow, till Tiresias I should see.

But at last came the soul of the Theban Tiresias, and he 

Held the golden staff; and he knew me, and thus his speech did speed:

“‘ O Zeus-bred son of Laertes, Odysseus of many a rede,

Why comest thou, unlucky, from the light of the very sun,

To look on the joyless country and the dead men all undone?

Now draw away from the blood-pit and hold off thy whetted sword

That I of the blood having drunken may tell thee a soothfast word.’

“So he spake, and the silver-adorned sharp sword I drew aback

And thrust it into the scabbard, and he drank of the blood-pit black;

And when he had drunken, forthright to me spake the blameless seer:

“O famed Odysseus, thou askest of thine home-fare sweet and dear; 

Yet the Gods shall make it troublous: for I deem that it shall not be

That thou may’st shun Earth-shaker, who hath stored up wrath for thee,

Because his son beloved thou didst blind a while ago.

Yet home shalt thou come in the ending, though worn with the weight of

If thou wilt refrain the desire of thee and thy company [thy woe,

When down in thy ship well-fashioned at last thou drawest anigh

Unto the Three-horned Island, as ye flit o’er the darkling deep

And find the neat a-feeding and flocks of the fatted sheep

Of the Sun that beholdeth all things, and every deed doth hear.

If then of your home ye are mindful and leave them scatheless there,

Then, then despite of troubles, your Ithaca yet shall ye gain; 

But and if in aught ye scathe them, I foretell the utter bane

Of thy ship and all thy fellows, and if thou the death dost shun,

Late and evil shall be thy homefare, thy fellowship all gone,

On the keel of an outland people; and in thine house nought good

Shalt thou find, but men o’erweening eating up thy livelihood,

Wooing thy wife the godlike and proffering the gifts of the bride, [pride.

Well, there shalt thou come and shalt wreak thee of their mastery and their

And when the bane of the Wooers in thine halls thou hast brought to pass,

Whether by wiles, or in face of the day with the whetted brass, 

Then go thy ways, and bearing thy shapen oar with thee

Fare forth till thou com’st to a folk that wot not of the sea,

And blend no salt with their victuals, nor thereof ever seek;

And nothing are they knowing of the ships of the crimson cheek,

Or of the oars well-fashioned, the very wings of the ship.

And hereof a manifest token, which thy heed shall never slip:

When on thy way thou meetest another wayfaring man,

Who saith that thy noble shoulder is bearing a winnowing fan,

There then the oar that thou bearest set steadfast in the earth,

And to King Poseidon hallow fair gifts and great of worth, 

A ram and a bull to wit, and a boar the mate of the sow;

Then home do thou wend, and the gifts an hundredfold do thou

Unto the Gods undying of the widespread heavenly home,

And all in the utmost order. Then thy death from the sea shall come

Exceeding mild and gentle, and thereby shalt thou fade out

By eld smooth-creeping wasted; and the people round about

Shall be grown all blithe and happy: lo, a soothfast word have I said.’

“So he spake; but I spake unto him, and this answer thereto made:

‘ Tiresias, this is the doom that the very Gods have spun:

But tell me now of a matter, speak clearly thereupon; 

I behold the soul of my mother, this one departed and dead,

Who in silence sits by the blood-pit, and dares not for her dread

To look on the face of her son, or a word to him to say:

O King, how then may she know me for the man I am today?’

“So I spake, but in turn he bespake me and this answer did he speed:

‘ Yea, lightly the word will I tell thee, and teach thy mind a rede:

Whichever of these departed thou shalt suffer to draw anigh

And taste of the blood, shall tell thee all things in verity;

But back again must he get him to whom thou grudgest the thing.’

“And therewithal the spirit of Tiresias the King 

Went into the House of Hades, having told foretelling true.

But there I abided steadfast till anigh my mother drew

And drank the black blood of the blood-pit; then she knew my face,

And amidst of lamentation these winged words ‘gan say: [straightway,

“‘ O child, how camest thou living to the shadowy land of night?

For ’tis hard for living people of such things to have a sight;

For amidst are mighty rivers and fearful floods are there,

And first the stream of Ocean, o’er which afoot none fare,

None save in a ship well-fashioned to flit him o’er the tide.

And dost thou hie thee hither from Troy-town wandering wide, 

A long while, with thy ships and thy fellows? Or in Ithaca hast thou been?

And in the halls of thine homestead thy wife hast thou not seen?’

“She spake the word, and straightway this answer did I speed:

‘ To the House of Hades, O mother, am I driven by my need

To seek of the ghost of the Theban Tiresias the seer;

For that Achaean country I have not drawn anear,

Nor set foot on the land that is mine; but have wandered wide with my woe

Since first with Agamemnon the holy did I go

Unto Ilios the horseland ‘gainst the men of Troy to fight.

But give me a word of one thing, and tell me the tale aright, 

What doom of Death o’ercame thee that layeth men along?

Was it the lingering sickness, or did Artemis shaft-strong *

Fall on thee for thy slaying with her gentle bolts and kind?

Yea, tell me too of my father, and the son I left behind.

Bides my lordship yet amongst them, or hath some man taken it o’er,

Some alien? Are they saying that I return no more?

And I bid thee tell me the counsel and the mind of my wife bcwooed;

Bides she still with my child, and steadfast yet guardeth all my good?

Or her doth some Achaean, the best of the people, wed?’ 

“So I spake, and thereto my mother beworshipped answered and said:

“Yea, surely she abideth, and a hardy heart doth bear’

Within the halls of thine homestead; but all nights doth she wear

In grief and in lamentation, and through all days doth pine.

Nay, no man holdeth thine honour, but on those fields of thine

In peace Telemachus dwelleth, and meted feasts doth he share,

Whereof it is due that a man, a dealer of dooms, should have care, M

For thereto do all men bid him. But afield doth thy father abide

Nor ever wendeth him townward, nor hath he any tide

Bedstead and bedding and blankets or rugs wrought fine and sleek,

But a-winter he sleeps in the feast-hall whereto the thrall-folk seek, 

Adown in the ash by the fire, and in sorry raiment is clad;

But when the summer cometh with harvest rich and glad,

Then about his vineyard’s fatness where the mother of wine doth abound,

And down on the leaves new-fallen, are his beds spread out on the ground.

And there in sorrow he lieth and eketh his heart-grief sore,

\ In his longings for thy homefare, and eld hath him more and more.

And in such wise I too perished, and e’en so to mine end I came.

For neither on me in the homestead fell the Shaft-glad Eager-of-aim,

Nor with her kindly arrows my body did she slay;

Nor came the sickness upon me to drive the soul away 

From the limbs that erst it quickened, with woeful waste and pine;

But the longing for thee, Odysseus, and those glorious redes of thine,

And the longing for thy kindness reft the sweet life from me.’

“She spake, and my mind clung round it and longed that it might be

That I might take in my arms that soul of my mother dead;

And thrice did I essay it, and my heart my longing sped,

And thrice from my arms as a shadow or a very dream did she flit,

And waxed the biting sorrow in my heart because of it;

And therewith my voice I uttered and a winged word I spake:

‘“Why bidest thou not, my mother, when thee I fain would take, 

That with dear arms laid on each other, e’en here in Hades’ Hold,

We twain might have fill of sorrow and lamentation cold?

Doth Persephone the mighty thrust on some image here,

That with yet heavier mourning my life-days I may wear?’

“So spake I; but my mother thus spake and answered again:

“‘O me, my child, my darling, most hapless man of men,

Persephone, daughter of Zeus, beguileth thee nought hereby,

But this is the lot of mortals when at last they come to die;

For no longer then the sinews hold together flesh and bone,

But they by the might of the fire bright-flaming are undone, 

When first from the white bones wendeth the soul and the living breath,

And the soul as a dream forth flieth and flitting hovereth.

But thou, get thee back at thy swiftest to the light; but note thou well

All this, that thereof hereafter the tale to thy wife thou may’st tell.’

“But as we spake and answered came a throng of women there,

Whom Persephone the mighty had bidden forth to fare;

E’en such as were wives and daughters of mighty men and strong,

And about the dark-red blood-pit there gathered they their throng.

So therewith I fell to thinking how of each I might have the tale;

And this seemed to me the counsel that was of most avail, 

To draw my edgy long-sword from beside my sturdy thigh

And refrain them from drinking the blood all in one company,

But in turn should each be drinking, and in turn should each one fall

To tell of her race and her kindred; for so should I hear of all.

“And so first I looked on Tyro, and well-begotten was she,

For of Salmoneus the blameless she boasted her to be;

And withal the wife of Cretheus, who was ^Eolus’ own son.

Now Enipeus the holy river she had set her heart upon,

The fairest of all waters adown the Earth that flow,

And along by his streams most lovely the maid was wont to go. 

But the Girdle of Earth, the Earth-shaker, beheld her on a day

And with her by the mouth of the river and its eddying streams he lay,

While the dark-blue wave stood around them arched over mountains high,

And hid the God and the Woman whereas the twain did lie.

But he loosed her maiden girdle and sleep on her did speed.

But when the God had fulfilled it, and done the lovesome deed,

Then he took her hand in his hand and spake and named her out:

‘ Rejoice in my love, O woman! When the year hath come about

Two noble sons shalt thou bear, for indeed the deathless lie

In no fruitless beds: so my seed shalt thou cherish heedfully. , 

Go now to thine house, and forbear thee and say no word of the thing,

For, behold, I am Poseidon, the Earth-shaker, the King.’

“Then under the wavy deep he dived adown once more.

But she conceived, and Neleus and Pelias she bore,

And stout servants of Zeus the mighty grew up those brothers twain.

And Pelias dwelt sheep-wealthy in Iolchos’ spreading plain,

But Neleus abode in Pylos that is sandy evermore.

But children gotten by Cretheus that Queen of women bore

JEson to wit, and Pheres, and Amythaon of the car.

“Next came Asopus’ daughter, Antiope from afar, 

Who boasted her that one while in the arms of Zeus she had lain,

And Amphion thence and Zethus had born, his children twain;

Who first built up and settled Thebes of the gates sevenfold,

And did it about with towers, since not e’en they might hold

The wide Thebes bare and towerless, though strong were they in strife.

“There too I saw Alcmene, who had been Amphitryon’s wife,

Who Heracles the hardy, the lion-heart, did bear;

For she lay in the arms of Zeus, and in love was mingled there.

And of Megara, daughter of Creon the high-souled, had I sight, 

Whom the son of Amphitryon wedded, the ever unmarred of his might.

“And I saw there CEdipus’ mother, hight Epicaste the fair,

E’en she that with mind unwitting did a dreadful deed and drear;

For she wedded her son; and he, when his father he had slain,

Did wed her; and unto manfolk all this did the Gods make plain.

He then his sorrows bearing in Thebes’ most lovely home

Ruled over the Cadmeans by the dread Gods’ awful doom;

But she went to the House of Hades, strong warden of the gate:

Having fastened a dizzy neck-noose to a beam high up and great,

There she in her sorrow was hftlden: but for him she left indeed

All woes that a mother’s wreakers to dreadful end may speed. 

“And Chloris I saw most lovely, whom Neleus on a day

Must wed for her very beauty, and boundless gifts must pay;

And she was the youngest daughter of Amphion, Iasus’ son,

Who o’er Minyan Orchomenos by might the lordship won;

And she was Queen in Pylos and bore a noble race,

As Cromius and Nestor, and Periclymenus great of grace,

And thereto the glorious Pero, the wonder of all that live,

Whom all men around.were wooing. Her Neleus would not give

Save to him who the shambling bulls broad-faced of Iphicles

Should drive from Phylace’s garth; and hard to drive were these. 

But one man pledged him to drive them, the blameless seer was he;

But the doom of the deathless Gods it bound him bitterly,

And hard bonds bound him withal, and the wasteland neatherds bound.

But when done at last were the months of the year that runneth around,

And all the days were fulfilled and the seasons came about,

Then Iphicles the mighty loosed him to tell them out,

Those Dooms of his foretelling, and the rede of Zeus was done.

“And fair Leda there I beheld, the wife that Tyndareus won,

And to Tyndareus the strong-souled two children did she bear: 

Polydeuces good at the fist-play and the horse-lord Castor they were.

They living, by Earth are covered, that quickeneth everything,

Yet ‘neath the earth in all honour are they holden by Zeus the King.

But the day of their living shifteth and they live and die in turn,

But all days all honour and worship e’en like to the Gods they eara

“Then saw I Iphimedeia, Aloeus wife was she;

And she said she had lain and mingled with Poseidon of the sea,

And bore two men; but for life-days o’er short on Earth they came;

E’en Otus the great, and godlike Ephialtes wide of fame:

But those twain were the biggest bodies that the corn-kind Earth hath bred,

And the fairest of all men, saving Orion’s goodlihead;. 

For when nine years they were waxen, nine cubits length outright

Was the measure of their bigness, and nine fathoms was their height,

And the very Gods undying they threatened at the last

That the din of headstrong battle midst Olympus they would cast;

And Ossa on Olympus, and on Ossa Pelion’s head

Leaf-shaking would they tumble, to climb up the heavenly stead.

Had they reached their manhood’s measure no lesser had they done.

But the Child of Zeus, he slew them, the fair-haired Leto’s Son,

Ere yet upon their faces the cheek-down blossomed fair,

Ere their cheeks were covered over with the flower-tide of hair. 

“Phaedra I saw, and Procris, and Ariadne the May,

The daughter of Minos the wise, whom Theseus bore away

From the isle of Crete to the acres of Athens’ holy land.

But of her he had no joyance, for she died by Artemis’ hand

In Dia the sea-begirdled, for the tale Dionysus had nursed.

“There were Maera and Clymene there, and Eriphyle accursed,

Who took a price for her husband, and gat the treasured gold.

“But of all I cannot be telling, nor by me may the names be told

Of the many wives of the heroes and their daughters that I saw,

Ere the deathless night be waning. And now anigh doth it draw 

To the sleep-tide; whether I wend me to the ship and my fellows there

Or here I sleep. But ye people and the Gods of my speeding shall care.”

He spake, but they held their peace and kept silence one and all,

For the tale’s enchantment held them throughout the shadowy hall.

But to them white-armed Arete took up the word and spake:

“How deem ye, O Phaeacians, of this man and of his make,

Of the bigness of his body, and his mind like-wrought within?

My guest he is, and yet honour of him doth each man win.

Then haste not his departure, and no stinting let there be

To such a man, so needy; for plenteous wealth have we 

That lieth by Gods’ kindness in many a house and stead.”

Then Echineus the hero, the elder, spake and said,

E’en he who was born the oldest of all Ph»acian men:

“O friends, our Queen the prudent that word she speeded then

Not far from the mark of our minds: so hearken ye and heed.

But hereof unto Alcinoiis belongeth the word and the deed.”

 But therewith to him Alcinoiis his answer thus did give:

“Yea, thus indeed shall the word go, if yet a king alive

I rule o’er the folk Phaeacian, and the men that love the oar.

Let the guest awhile be abiding, though he long for his homefare sore, 

To tarry at least for the morrow, that the gift I may fulfill.

And verily of thy speeding shall all men heed them still;

And I above all: for of me mid the folk is the kingship and might”

Then therewith Odysseus the wily thus answering spake outright:

“O Lord and King Alcinoiis, of all the folk, most dear,

And if thou would’st bid me to tarry for yet another year

While my homefare ye were speeding with gifts of price for me,

Thereto would I be consenting; and more gainful would it be

That I came to the land of my fathers, and I with the fuller hand.

For before all men more awful, and better beloved should I stand, 

E’en they who beheld me returning to the Ithacan isle and my stead.”

So therewithal amidst them Alcinoiis spake and said:

“Odysseus, nought do we deem thee, as we behold thee there,

To be a cheat and a thief, for as many as such men fare

All wide about in the world, on the black earth pasturing,

And lie unto lie still piecing, till none may see through the thing.

But thy words are fair and fashioned, and thy mind is good and strong,

And as one well learned thou tellest, in the manner of a song,

The weary woe of the Argives, and the woeful toil of thee.

But come now, tell me of one thing, and tell it openly, 

If thou sawest there thy fellows the godlike and the great,

Who with thee to Ilios wended, and by Troy-town met their fate.

For long is unspeakable night-tide, nor yet doth the hour need

That we get us to sleep in the feast-hall; so tell on of the wondrous deed,

Fot I would abide the morning, the holy, might’st thou bear

In this hall of thy woes to be telling, and the toil that thee did wear.”

But now the wily Odysseus thereunto answered and said:

“O Lord and King Alcinoiis, the people’s foremost head,

Time is for words abundant, and time for sleep maybe;

But if thou art fain of hearkening I would not grudge it thee 

To tell thee yet of tidings more grievous than this tale;

Yea, the woe of those my fellows who fell beneath the bale,

E’en they who escaped the Trojans and the cry of the battle strife,

But died in their returning through the lust of an evil wife.

“When Persephone the holy had scattered through the place,

All wide about on each side, those souls of the woman’s race,

There came a soul sore grieving, Agamemnon, Atreus’ son;

And about him were there gathered all those that death had won

Within the house of ^Egisthus and met their doom in the hall.

“So when the black blood he had drunken he knew me therewithal, 

And he fell to wailing shrilly, and plenteous tears ‘gan pour,

And stretched his hand out toward me, for he longed to reach me sore;

But gone was his strength the steadfast, and his might was faded out

That once was so abounding in his limbs the lithe and stout

Then my soul was sorry for him, and I gazed on him with tears,

And therewith I bespake him and winged a word for his ears:

“‘ Most glorious son of Atreus, Agamemnon king of men,

What doom of death man-strewing hath overcome thee then?

And was it that Poseidon in thy ships did thee undo 

With the wind-drift stirred against thee,and the whirl-blast laden with woe?

Or was it the bale of the foemen on the firm land on a day

As their neat and the lovely flocks of their sheep thou wert driving away?

Or warredst thou for a city and the women of a stead?’

“So I spake, and thereon straightway he answered me and said:

‘ O many-wiled Odysseus, Zeus-bred Laertes’ son,

Nought by the King Poseidon in my ships was I undone,

By the stir of the furious winds and the woe-beladen gale;

Nor did the folk of the foemen on the dry land bear me bale,

But rather it was ^Egisthus, with my evil wife to aid,

That death and doom devised me. For me to his house he bade, 

And there at the feast he slew me, as ye slaughter an ox in the stall,

And I died by a death most piteous; and my fellows one and all

They slew there without pity, as the swine, the tusked white,

They slay in the house of the wealthy, the man of exceeding might,

It may be at the glorious banquet, or the wedding, or the gild.

Now the slaughter of many a man hast thou happed on, who were spilled

Where man the man withstandeth, or in battle stark and strong;

Yet this hadst thou most lamented, the murder and the wrong.

For there about the wine-bowls and the tables full of food

We lay in the hall together, and all the floor ran blood. 

And most piteous, close beside me I heard Cassandra’s wail,

The daughter of King Priam, slain by that forge of bale,

Clytemnestra; then from the earth my dying hands did I raise

And cast them about my sword hilt. But the shameless went on her ways,

Nor had she the heart, as I wended adown to Hades’ House,

To shut mine eyes with her fingers, or the mouth for me to close.

 — Nought more shameless or more fearful than a woman may ye find

When she at last conceiveth such deeds within her mind.

E’en such a deed so unseemly as she imagined for me,

To murder her wedded husband! And I deemed it was to be, 

That with welcome of my children and my house-thralls I should win

The way unto my homestead. But she, well-learned in sin,

Hath cast shame upon all women that are upon the earth,

And all to come hereafter, yea e’en on those of worth.’

“He spake; and thus I answered, and thus I fell to speak:

‘ Woe’s me! how Zeus farseeing doth wondrous evil wreak

Upon the House of Atreus, and all for woman’s will,

Yea from of old! how many for Helen death did spill!

And for thee, lo Clytemnestra, and the snare for the far away!’

“So I spake; but straight he answered, and suchlike words did say: 

‘ So now with thy wife I bid thee, be not too gentle now;

Nor yet the uttermost tell her of the thing that thou dost know,

But somewhat shalt thou tell her, and somewhat hide withal;

Yet not from thy wife, Odysseus, shall murder on thee fall.

For in exceeding prudence and heart-wisdom learned is she,

The daughter of Icarius, all-wise Penelope.

We left her not long wedded when we went away to the war,

And her child a speechless infant on her breast as yet she bore,

Who happy belike now sitteth amid men when their number is told.

And I deem that his father beloved shall come, and his face shall behold,

And he shall embrace his father as is but meet and right 

But me my bedfellow hindered that my eyes should be full of the sight

Of my son: for ere I beheld him my very self did she slay.

But this one thing will I tell thee, which unto thy breast do thou lay,

Thy ship do thou bring unto land by stealth and nought openly;

For now from henceforth in women no troth or trust shall be.

But come now and tell me of this, and let thine answer be clear,

If of my son yet living on earth ye chance to hear,

In Orchomenos it may be, or in Pylos of the sand,

Or in Menelaiis’ dwelling in Sparta’s wide-spread land? 

For indeed the noble Orestes from the earth not yet hath died.’

“So he spake; but I spake unto him and answered on my side:

‘ Why ask ye of this, Atreides? thereof I have no skill,

Whether he liveth or dieth, and windy words are ill.’

“But while thus giving and taking in woeful words we stood,

And poured down plenteous teardrops in the sorrow of our mood,

Drew near the ghost of Achilles, the son of Peleus of old,

And therewith the soul of Patroclus, and Antilochus the bold,

And Ajax, who of his body was the best and fairest one

Of all the Danaan menfolk, save the glorious Peleus’ son. 

Straight then the spirit knew me of the swift-foot ^Eacus’ seed,

And amidst of lamentation this winged word did he speed:

“‘ O many-wiled Odysseus, Zeus-bred Laertes’ son!

O rash man! why hast thou thought on deeds more than all yet done,

And hast dared to come to Hades where dwell the witless dead,

The images of menfolk whom Death from Earth hath sped?’

“So he spake; but him I answered and thuswise spake again:

‘Achilles, son of Peleus, far best of Achaean men,

I came for Tiresias’ counsel; if he had aught to say

How to Ithaca the craggy I yet might win my way. 

For not yet the land Achaean have I made, nor yet as now

Have set foot on my land: but ever am ill-sped. Nay, but thou

Wert aforetime far the happiest of men, and yet shall be;

For e’en as the Gods in thy lifedays we Argives honoured thee;

And here in thy might abiding of the dead men art thou King.

Be not woe of thy death, Achilles, nor make sorrow for the thing.’

“So I spake: but a word he uttered, and thuswise answered he:

‘ And thou, O famed Odysseus, belittle not Death to me.

Well were I on earth’s acres e’en to serve beneath the hand

Of some man of little living and lacking share of land, 

Rather than here to lord it o’er all the dead outworn.

But come now, what word hither of my fair son hast thou borne,

Whether the war he followed as a chief, or did it not?

And tell me if some tidings of great Peleus thou hast got:

If yet mid the Myrmidon cities he holdeth honour still;

Or if through Hellas and Pthia all men his honour spill,

Because in bonds eld holdeth his hands and his feet foredone;

For no more am I his helper beneath the beams of the sun,

E’en such as I was aforetime when erst in Troy the wide

I slew the best of the people and held the Argive side; 

Might I come to my father’s dwelling for a while, and I e’en such!

Ah, then what a woe were my might and my hands that none dare touch

To those who lay wrong upon him and perforce his honour refrain!’

“So he spake; but I spake unto him and thuswise answered again:

‘ Forsooth of Peleus the blameless no tidings may I tell,

Whereas of Neoptolemus, thy son beloved well,

All true tidings may I tell thee, e’en as thou biddest it

For he in my trim ship’s hollow in time agone did sit,

When him from out of Scyros to the well-greaved host I brought.

Forsooth when by Troy’s city of any rede we thought 

The first was he to be speaking, nor went his word awry;

And no man there outwent him save Nestor the godlike and I.

But when in the plain of the Trojans with point and edge we played,

Then nought mid the medleyof men and amidst of the throng was he stayed,

But far before all was he running and yielded to none in his might.

And he slew of men full many in the stark and fearful fight.

Nor of all thereof may I tell thee or name their number through,

All those the many people whom the Argive champion slew.

But only of Telephus’ son, whom he slew with the brazen spear,

Eurypylus the hero; and a many more there were 

Of Ceteians who fell about him, and all for the gifts of a wife.

And he was the fairest I saw there, save Memnon the mighty in strife.

But when we went into the Horse that was wrought by Epeius’ deed,

All we the best of the Argives, and thereof was I charged with the heed,

Both to open the strong-built ambush and to shut the door of it;

There the other Danaan chieftains and those who were wise of wit

Were wiping the tears, and trembling on the limbs of each did fall;

But him with mine eyes beholding I noted not at all

That his fair flesh waxed the paler, nor wiped he tears from his cheek,

But ever was he pressing, and the leave of me would seek 

To be down and out of the Horse; while he clutched his sword-hilt still

And handled his spear brass-heavy as he brooded the Troy-folks ill.

But when the steep city of Priam with war we had undone

He went up on the ship with the honour and the share that he had won

Unscathed, and never smitten with the point and edge of brass

Nor hurt amid the hand-strokes, and all that cometh to pass

Where with confused mingling the Ares’ strife betides.’

“Then down the asphodel meadow stalked off with mighty strides

The spirit of the Swiftfoot, the glorious JE&cus’ seed,

In joy of the tale I told him, and the fame of his offspring’s deed. 

“Then the other ghosts of the dead men and of those that had their bane

They stood about me mourning and told their grief again;

Save only the ghost of Ajax the son of Telamon:

For he stood aloof in anger because of the day that I won

When we twain in strife contended adown by the ships of the sea,

Concerning the arms of Achilles which his mother bade should be;

And thereof doomed Pallas Athene and the sons of the Trojans withal.

Woe worth the day of my winning! that such a strife should befal,

Whereby such a head as Ajax the Nether Earth should hold:

A man of body the fairest, and the best in the deeds of the bold 

Of all the other Danaans next to Peleus’ noble son.

So I spake in speech that was soothing, and uttered a word thereon:

“‘Ajax, great Telamon’s son! and wilt thou not forbear,

Not even in death, thine anger for the strife of the baleful gear,

The grief that the high Gods fashioned for us the Argive men?

What a tower fell down when ye perished! How all Achaeans then

No otherwise mourned thy death-day than they mourned great Peleus’seed,

And the head of that Achilles! and none to blame for the deed

Save Zeus, who the Danaan war-host held utterly in hate,

And thereby laid upon thee the very doom of fate. 

But, O King, draw thou anigh me, that my voice and my word ye may hear,

And thy wrath and thine heart overweening somewhat ye may forbear!’

“So I spake; but nought he answered, but with the other dead

And the ghosts of men departed to the Nether Dusk he sped.

But e’en so, though wroth, he had spoken, and I to him again,

But the heart in my breast beloved withal was ever fain

To look upon the others, the ghosts of the dead and gone.

“There then I looked on Minos, of Zeus the glorious son;

And he held the golden king-staff and doomed the dead as he sat;

And a many standing about him sought dooms of this and that, 

Or they sat in the House of Hades, the House of the Gaping Gate.

“And there I beheld Orion, the man so mighty great,

Driving the deer together down the mead of asphodel,

E’en those that he erst had slaughtered on lonely waste and fell:

And he held the club all brazen that ne’er shall be fordone.

“And Tityus there I looked on, the glorious Earth’s own son,

On the earth a-lying along; and o’er nine roods he spread.

And each side of him did a vulture his liver shear and shred,

Within the caul a-groping: whom he warded not off with his hands.

For as she went to Pytho through fair Panopeus’ lands 

He dealt perforce with Leto, e’en Zeus’ far-glorious wife.

“And Tantalus I looked on, gripped by a wretched life:

For in a mere was he standing that came anigh to his chin,

And there he stood and thirsted, and yet no drink might win:

For as oft as stooped the elder when he longed for the water sweet,

So oft it waned earth-swallowed; and round about his feet,

Lo there the black earth lying, by the God made parched and dry.

Moreover, trees high-blossomed put forth their fruit on high,

As pear-trees and pomegranates, and apples shining fair,

And figs as sweet as honey, and olives rich to bear; 

But when up reached the elder his hands thereon to lay,

Unto the clouds, the dusky, the wind straight tossed them away.

“And Sisyphus there I looked on, gripped by strong sorrows’ weight:

For with both hands was he lifting a stone most monstrous great,

And with hands and feet for ever against the stone did he strain,

Up o’er the bent to shove it: but e’en at point to gain

The brow and tumble it over, its weight would turn him back,

And adown to the plain was it rolling as a thing that all pity did lack.

And he strove and strained to thrust it aback, and from every limb

Flowed down the sweat, and the dust-cloud rose up from the head of him.

“And Heracles the mighty I saw when these went by; 

His image indeed: for himself mid the Gods that never die

Sits glad at the feast, and Hebe fair-ancled there doth hold,

The daughter of Zeus the mighty and Here shod with gold.

But about him was noise of the dead, as of birds fear-wildered in flight

About and about; and he wended as the dusk of the midmost night,

With his bow all bare in his hand and the arrow laid on the string,

And peering around and about him, as who would loose at a thing;

And his breast was girded about with a belt of wonder and fear,

And of gold was that girdle fashioned, and strange things inwrought there,

As bears, and boars of the woodland, and lions gleaming-eyed, 

And days of strife and battles, and murders of men that have died;

And he who that marvellous girdle by his craft did fashion and lay

Hath never wrought such another, nor will do yet on a day.

“But straight the hero knew me when he saw me with his eyes,

And amidst of lamentation bespake me in such wise:

O many-wiled Odysseus, Zeus-bred Laertes’ son,

Luckless! and after such evil and such a doom dost thou run,

As underneath the sunlight in the days agone I bore;

And I, son’s son of Cronos, yet with labour laden sore? 

For I, e’en I, the bondsman of a worser man was made,

And strife most utter grievous and toil on me he laid:

And the dog of this land he sent me to fetch: for of every broil

This one he deemed the direst and the heaviest of toil.

Yet forsooth in the end I vanquished, and brought the beast from Hell,

And Grey-eyed Athene sped me, and Hermes sped me well.’

“So he spake, and into the House of Hades went his way;

And there awhile I abided till another thither should stray

Of the men that were the heroes and died in the days of old.

And more had I seen of the ancients, e’en those I was fain to behold,

As Theseus and Pirithoiis, the Gods’ sons great of renown; 

But thousand and thousandfold now was the throng of the dead men grown,

And awful was their clamour, and pale fear fell on me,

Lest forth from the House of Hades the dread Persephone

Should send me the Head of Gorgon, that monster of man’s fear.

“So straight to the ship I hastened, and bade my fellows there

Themselves to get a-shipboard, and the hawsers loose to throw.

And up on the ship they gat them, and sat on the thwarts alow,

And adown the River of Ocean on the rippling stream we fared,

Sped first by the oars and the rowing, by a fair breeze afterward. 






  








BOOK XII.
 

ARGUMENT.

ODYSSEUS COMETH BACK TO JEJEA. AGAIN, AND CIRCE GIVETH HIM COUNSEL CONCERNING HIS ROAD: HE PASSETH BY THE SIRENS AND HEARETH THEIR SONG: HE COMETH BY SCYLLA AND CHARYBDIS AND LOSETH TO SCYLLA SIX OF HIS MEN. THENCE THEY COME TO THE ISLAND OF THE SUN, AND DESPITE OF WARNINGS HIS FELLOWS SLAY AND EAT OF THE KINE OF THE SUN. WHEREFORE IS THE SHIP WRECKED IN MID-SEA, AND ALL THE SHIPMEN PERISH SAVE ODYSSEUS, WHO BARELY SAVES HIMSELF FROM CHARYBDIS, WHENCE HE IS CARRIED TO THE ISLE OF OGYGIA, AND CHERISHED THERE BY CALYPSO AS IS AFORESAID.

UT when the stream of Ocean the ship had left, and she

Had gotten her back again to the wash of the open sea, She came to the Isle ^Eaean where the house of the Day-dawn lies, Where danceth the Mother of Morning and the Sun maketh ready to rise. There then the ship were we laying, and we beached her on the sand, And we ourselves went from her down on to the salt-sea strand. And there we slept and slumbered and the Holy Dawn abode.

“But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Day-dawn, showed,

Forth then to the house of Circe my fellow-folk I sped,

To have away the body of Elpenor newly dead. 

Then we cut the brands, and there where puts forth the outermost shore

We bury him in sorrow, and plenteous tears we pour:

But when all burnt is the body, and therewith the dead man’s gear,

We heap the howe above him, and the standing stone uprear,

And withal on the topmost tomb we set his shapen oar.

“So everything we accomplish; but Circe none the more

Forgat our coming from Hades, but speedily fared out

To meet us, and her handmaids that were with her round about

Brought bread and flesh in plenty, and wine dark-gleaming and red,

And therewith the Godhead’s Glory stood midst our folk and said: 

“‘ O rash men, ye who living have gone down to Hades’ Hall

To die twice o’er, when others of men die once for all,

Now daylong here be abiding to eat and to drink the wine,

And so set sail tomorrow when the day beginneth to shine.

But I will tell you of all things, and set forth all your way,

That no ill-shaped contrivance may lead your band astray,

And neither by land or by water ye may suffer toil and woe.’

“So she spake, and our noble hearts within us hearkened thereto,

And all day long we sat there till the going down of the sun,

On abundant flesh-meat feasting and sweet wine for every one. 

But when the sun sank, and the darkness and the night o’er all ‘gan slip,

There then the others slumbered round the hawsers of the ship;

But she took my hand and led me aloof from my fellows dear,

And set me adown, and lay near me, and all things of me would hear:

And straight I told her all things in manner meet and due.

And then that Circe beworshipped, she spake a word thereto:

“‘ So far hath all been accomplished; but my word do thou hearken and heed,

And the God shall give thee memory thereof amidst thy need:

Now the Sirens first ye shall come to; and these are even they

Who bewitch and beguile all menfolk that chance to come their way. 

And he that cometh unwary and heareth the Sirens’ voice,

His wife and his little children o’er him shall never rejoice,

And nevermore stand by him, and his happy homefare meet;

But the Sirens shall enchant him with their song the shrilly-sweet

As there they sit in their meadow, where great heaps of bones abound

Of dead men, rotting to nothing ‘neath the waste skin wrapping them round.

Sail by aloof, and the wax honey-sweet with the hand do thou knead

To anoint the ears of thy fellows, lest a man of them hearken and heed.

But thou if thou willest may’st hearken: in thy ship the trim and fleet

Let those thy fellows bind thee full straitly hands and feet, 

Upright in the step of the mast, whereto let the bonds be tied;

Thus hearing the voice of the Sirens in joy shalt thou abide.

But when thou prayest thy fellows, and biddest them let thee go,

Then yet again let them bind thee and add more bonds thereto.

“‘ But now, whenso thy fellows past these things thus shall fare,

Thenceforth all close and clearly I have not to declare

Which one of the ways shall be thine: thereof seek thou a rede

From thine own mind: but of either as now will I tell thee indeed:

Sheer rocks rise up on one side, and against them evermore

The waves of Amphitrite the dark-blue-eyed do roar; 

And these Rocks are called the Strayers by the blessed Gods above,

And no fowl may fly betwixt them, nay, not e’en the kin of the dove

That unto Zeus the Father bears the meat of the Deathless thereby:

But ever the stone smooth-polished takes one as the flock doth fly,

And the Father sendeth another once more to make the tale.

Nor did any keel ‘scape ever that ‘twixt those rocks did sail;

But ever the ship’s stout timbers and the bodies of the men

The waves of the sea and the wildfire smite, scattering there and then.

One ship alone hath passed them of all that have sailed the sea,

E’en Argo from ^Eetes for the heed of all to be: 

And e’en her had the billows tossed on the mighty rocks and sheer,

But that Here speeded her onwards for Jason lief and dear.

“‘ Now the other way two rocks are: one goeth to the heavens wide,

Sharp-peaked, and the dark-blue cloud-rack besets it every side,

And neither in the summer, nor on any harvest day,

Its head ‘gainst the clear sky showeth, nor draweth the rack away;

And no man on earth that dieth may climb it up or down,

Nay, not had he twenty hands or twenty feet of his own.

For smooth is the rock and polished as though by the hands of men.

Now there amidst that rockwall is a hollow darkling den, 

Turned toward the west and the nightland; and thereby shall ye steer

Your hollow ship beneath you, O Odysseus lief and dear.

Nor could one from thy ship a-shooting in the prime of the life of men

Send an arrow by a bowshot to the inmost of the den.

And therein Scylla dwelleth, and fearfully doth yelp;

And forsooth the voice comes from her as the voice of a new-born whelp.

But an ill most monstrous is she, nor fain would any be,

As he went his ways, to behold her, not e’en if a God were he.

Twelve feet there are to her body, misshapen things ill-grown,

And six necks exceeding long, and a head on every one, 

Most fearful; and within them are threefold rows of teeth

Thick-thronging, close together, fulfilled with dusky death.

In the hollow den is she sunken right up to her midmost there,

But aloft her heads she holdeth from out of that gulf of fear.

There she fisheth, peering around the rocks in every way

For seadogs or for dolphins, or for whales as a greater prey,

Of the myriads Amphitrite loud-wailing feeds at sea.

Her never yet might shipmen boast them unscathed to flee,

For with each head she snatcheth and beareth off with her

One man of every ship black-bowed that passeth there. 

“‘But the other crag wilt thou note, Odysseus, lying alow

As nigh unto the other as a shaft may fly from a bow;

And thereon a fig-tree waxeth, nor growth of leaves doth lack,

And beneath it dread Charybdis sucks the dark water back,

For thrice a-day she bloweth, and thrice she draweth it in:

Nor happen thou upon her when the back-draught she doth win,

For then not e’en Earth-shaker from thy bane could deliver thee.

But make for the rock of Scylla, and drive on hastily

Thy ship beyond it; for better forsooth shall it befall

To bewail six men from thy ship than to weep for one and all.’ no

“So she spake; but a word I uttered and thuswise answered thereto:

‘Now tell me this, O Goddess, and tell me straight and true;

What if from the baleful Charybdis I might somehow win away

And might wreak me on the other, who shall take my folk as a prey?’

“So I spake; but that Godhead’s Glory she spake and answered again:

‘Of the deeds of toil and battle wilt thou for ever be fain,

Thou overbold, nor yield thee to the Gods that never die?

For this Thing never endeth, a bane for ever and aye.

Fierce, wild is she, and cruel, and not to be met in fight,

And nought may prevail against her: it is best to flee outright. 

For if thou tarry to arm thee beside her rocky den

I fear lest she make an onrush and come against thee again,

And the clutch of her heads as aforetime on as many men shall be laid.

So drive on thy keel full swiftly, and call on Cratai’s to aid,

The mother of that Scylla, who for men that evil bore,

And thenceforward shall she stay her that she fall on nevermore.’

“‘Thence then shalt thou come to the Isle Three-horned, where a many they feed,

The neat of the Sun and his sheep-flocks, the mighty in the mead.

Seven herds of the beeves, and as many of the sheep-flocks goodly and fair,

And fifty in each, but no increase is gotten of them there, 

Nor of them is any decrease: but their herds are Goddesses,

Phaethusa and Lampetie; and fair-haired nymphs are these,

And Neaera the holy bore them to the Sun the Rider Aloft:

And when their mother beworshipped had borne them and nourished them

Unto the Three-horned island she sent them aloof to dwell, [soft,

To guard the flocks of their father and his shambling oxen well.

Now if these thou leavest scatheless, and heedest thine homefare at all,

Unto Ithaca yet shall ye come whatever of trouble befal;

But if in aught ye scathe them, I bear witness of the bane

Of thy ship and all thy shipmen, and if thou escape shalt gain, 

Late and evil shall be thy coming with thy company all gone.’

“So she spake, and amidst her speaking came Dawn of the Golden Throne,

And therewith the Godhead’s Glory up the island went her way,

And I to the ship and my fellows, my word on them to lay

Themselves to go a-shipboard and the hawsers loose to throw.

And therewith they went a-shipboard and sat down on the thwarts alow,

And beat the grey sea with their oar-blades as they sat in order there,

And Circe, awful Goddess of the man-speech, sweet of hair,

Sent after our ship the black-bowed a fair and following breeze,

Sail-filling, the best fellow of shipmen on the seas. 

And so when all the tackling about the ship we had dight

We sat us adown, and the breezes and the rudder bore us aright.

“But therewith I spake to my fellows from a laden heart of woe:

‘O friends, it nought beseemeth that but one or two should know

The foretelling of the Goddess, and the thing that Circe saith,

So thereof I now will tell you, that ye too may be learned in death,

And how we may shun it and flee it, the death and the doom of the strong.

First then she biddeth us flee from the holy Sirens’ song,

And that fair flowery meadow of theirs to leave behind:

Me only she biddeth to hearken; me therefore shall ye bind 

In bonds both strait and hard, and I steadfast there to abide

Set upright in the mast-step, whereto shall the cords be tied:

But if I bid you to loose me, and if I command or I pray,

Then bonds yet more and straiter upon me shall ye lay.’

“Now while all things I was telling to my folk and hiding nought,

That while exceeding swiftly fared on the ship well-wrought

Toward the island of the Sirens, and the breeze drave fair and well;

But now dropped all the breezes and a windless calm befel,

And the God did all the billows to sleep and slumber lay.

So therewith arose the shipmen, and struck the sails straightway, 

And in the shiphold stowed them and sat down to the oars forthright,

And so with the shaven fir-wood they beat the water white.

Then piecemeal a loaf of wax I sheared with the whetted brass,

And that same with my sturdy hand I laboured, and brought it to pass

That it warmed; for my might constrained it, and the bright beams made it

The beams of the Sun, the King, the seed of the Rider Aloft. [soft,

Then one by one I anointed the ears of all my men,

And hand and foot they bound me in mine own ship there and then,

Upright in the step of the mast, and the rope-yarn thereto tied; 

Then they sat and beat with their oar-blades the grey sea by our side.

“But when landward we drew so nearly as the sound of shout ye may hear,

As we ran on swiftly, they missed not the fleet ship drawing anear,

And shrilly-sweet about us the voice of song they woke:

“‘ Come hither, Odysseus bepraised, thou fame of Achaean folk,

Stay here thy ship beside us that our song thou may’st hearken today;

For never hereby hath any in a black ship wended his way

Ere the honey-sweet voice he had hearkened that forth from the mouth of

And then in joy he departeth, and many a thing he knows: [us flows;

For all the toil we wot of that erst in Troy the wide,

The Argives and the Trojans of God must needs abide; 

Yea, all things that hereafter upon the Earth shall be.’

“Such words of their lovely voices they sped, but the heart in me

Was fain indeed of hearkening, and I bade men loose me away

With signs of nodding and frowning, but out on their oars they lay;

And up rose Perimedes and Eurylochus thereto,

And more bonds exceeding straitly about me did they do.

But when the ship we had driven past these and now no more

I could hear the sound of the Sirens and the song that their voices bore,

Then straight my trusty fellows did the wax from their ears away,

And therewithal they loosed me from the bonds that on me lay. 

“But when we had left the island, a little afterward

A reek I saw and great billows, and the roar of the surf I heard.

Then fell their hands from the oar-hefts as they sat aghast with fear,

And all clashed as down we drifted, and the ship hung holden there,

Since now the oars long-reaching with the hands no more they plied.

Then up and down I traversed the ship my fellows to chide,

And with soothing words bespake them by each man standing anear:

“‘ O friends, no men unlearned in evil haps are here;

No greater bale is upon us than when in the Cyclops’ land,

In the hollow den he cooped us, with the very might of his hand. 

But even thence we escaped by my valour and counsel and guile,

And of these things too shall we mind us, and tell the tale in a while.

But come now, e’en as I bid you, do all ye do aright,

And the heavy wash of the billows with your oar-blades do ye smite

As ye sit adown on the benches; and so Zeus give us the gain

That we shun the sheer destruction and escape the day of bane!

But this charge I give thee O helmsman, and lay it well to heart,

Since to rule the hollow ship with the rudder is thy part:

Drive thou the ship aloof through the reek and the wallowing sea,

And no less hug thou the rock, lest she slip away from thee, 

And fall off yonder, and thuswise we drift upon harm and ill.’

“So I spake, and straight they hearkened and heeded my word and my will;

But nought I told them of Scylla, the all-unbearable bane,

Lest they perchance in their terror from the rowing might refrain,

And huddled all together beneath the deck should sit.

But that hard word of Circe nought I abode by it,

Whereas she straitly charged me nowise in arms to stand;

But I did on my noble war-gear, and two long spears in my hand

I gat and I bore, and onward to the foredeck did I go,

For I deemed that from there the first would that Rock-haunter show, 

That Scylla who was biding for my fellows’ bale and bane:

But no sight of her I gathered, though mine eyes they toiled amain

To search the darkling rock-den inwards and all around.

So thuswise for our sorrow we sailed on through the sound,

Here Scylla: there Charybdis, the Holy, awfully

Drew in the salt-sea-water amid the wallowing sea;

But when aback she cast it, as a pot on a mighty fire

She would boil up, mingled together and ever from higher and higher,

On both the rocks high towering down fell the scattering foam.

But when the salt-sea-water again she swallowed home, 

Then she showed within all mingled, and the rock roared terribly

All round about, and adown there the earth was plain to see

Black-sandy: then on my fellows came fear the deadly pale.

But while we gazed upon her foreboding utter bale,

Lo out of the hollow ship did Scylla catch away

Six men of their hands the mightiest, and the best in the battle-play;

And looking aback to my fellows along the ship the fleet

There nought of them I beheld, but above me their hands and their feet,

As they aloft were lifted; and they called and cried withal,

And cried by my name upon me the last and woeful call. 

As the fisher sits on the headland with a rod that reaches long,

And unto the little fishes casts food for a guile and a wrong,

And the horn of an ox of the meadow he sendeth into the sea,

And so the fish all struggling aland there lifteth he,

E’en so were they lifted gasping into that rock-abode,

And there on the threshold she ate them still crying out aloud,

And reaching their hands unto me amid the wretched strife.

And that was the sight most piteous of all the sights of my life

Midst all my labours and troubles as I searched the ways of the sea.

 “ But when the rock of Charybdis we had made a shift to flee, 

And from Scylla, thence thereafter we came to the island fair,

The Isle of the God, and his kine wide-foreheaded are there,

And all the fat flocks a many of the Sun the Rider on High;

And so as we sailed the sea-flood in our black ship drawing anigh,

The lowing of neat I hearkened from the stalls, and withal I heard

The bleatings of the sheep-flocks, and into my mind came the word

Of Tiresias the Theban, the seer blind of sight,

And of./Eaean Circe, who charged me both outright

To flee away from the island of the man-delighting Sun;

So thus I spake to my fellows from a heart with grief undone: 

“‘ Hearken my word, O fellows, for all the ill that ye bear

That Tiresias’ foretelling to you I may declare,

And the word of ^Eaean Circe, wherewith they bade outright

To flee the Isle of the Sun, who beareth men delight:

For there, said he, of all evils should the worst to us betide:

So drive the black ship, I bid you, beyond the island’s side.’

“So I said; but the hearts within them were broken as I spake,

And with a word unhappy did Eurylochus answer make:

“‘ Thou art overbold, Odysseus, and might abides in thee,

Nor are thy limbs for-wearied; all of iron must thou be, 

Since thou wilt not suffer thy fellows, outworn with toil and sleep,

To go aland a little on this island of the deep,

Where with the sea around us fair supper we may dight;

But ever wouldst thou have us stray on through the hasty night,

And leave the isle to wander o’er the shadow-haunted sea.

Ill too are the winds of the night-tide, and the bale of ships they be;

How then might we escape it, our bale and our deadly doom,

If all unwares up”on us a blast of the wind should come

From the South, or the West hard-blowing, which most of all the winds

Will rend the ships asunder despite the King-Gods’ minds? 

So now let us hearken the bidding of the dusky night, and abide,

And dight us here our supper adown by the swift ship’s side;

But at daybreak going a shipboard o’er the wide sea wend on our way.’

“So Eurylochus spake in suchwise, and the others said him yea,

But once again I, knowing the bane that the God would devise,

Set winged words before them, and bespake them in suchwise:

“‘ Eurylochus, I am alone, and great force ye lay on me,

But do all ye swear an oath, and most mighty let it be,

If we come on a herd of oxen, or a sheep-flock come our way,

No man in his fateful folly one head thereof shall slay, 

Be it of kine or of sheep-kind, but in peace eat that ye have,

The meat that of her goodwill the deathless Circe gave.’

“So I spake, and thereto they hearkened and sware the oath that I bade;

But when of the oath and the swearing an end they now had made,

Then in the hollow haven the well-wrought ship did they moor

Anigh to a fair sweet water, and therewith went ashore,

And there in skilful fashion the meal of evening dight.

But when of meat and of drink they had quenched the longing outright,

Then fell they to remembrance, and their fellows they bewept,

The prey that Scylla devoured from out the ship’s womb swept; 

And sleep fell on them weeping, and slumber on them lay.

“But in the third watch of the night, when the stars were shifting their way’

Then Zeus Cloud-gatherer stirred us a foul and furious wind,

Blent with a monstrous whirl-blast, and heaven with clouds did blind,

Confusing the earth and the sea-flood, and night from the’sky rushed down.

But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Daydawn, shone,

We beached the ship in a rock-den, and hauled her high therein

Where the nymphs were wont to be sitting, or the joy of dance would win.

And thereto I called an assembly wherein I spake the word:

“‘Friends, since in our ship swift-fleeting is drink and victual stored,

Do we from these beasts refrain us lest an evil fate we bear; 

For these are the kine and the sheep of a God whom all men fear,

The Sun who beholdeth all things, and hearkeneth every deed.’

“So I spake, and their noble spirits unto my words gave heed;

But unlulling blew the South wind, and month-long no breeze at all

Rose up o’er the sea save the South and the Easterly wind withal.

Vet so long as for bread they lacked not, nor lacked for the ruddy wine,

Whereas they were fain of their life-days they held their hands from the kine.

But at last, when all the victual that lay in the ship was spent,

Egged on by need they wandered, and after the prey they went, 

And fish and fowl and all thing that came to hand was dear,

And they fished with the crooked angles; for want their bellies did wear.

“Then up the isle I hied me unto the Gods to pray,

If yet some God among them would show me the homeward way;

So I came right up the island, and left my fellows behind,

And my hands I washed in a cranny that was sheltered from the wind

And prayed unto the God-folk that up in Olympus dwell.

And they shed sweet sleep on mine eyelids, and slumber on me fell.

“But Eurylochus in meantime stirred up the folk to ill:

‘ Hearken my words, O fellows, with evil laden still! 

All manner of death is loathly to wretched men that die,

But to meet our?ate by famine is to end most wretchedly:

So come, and these beasts of the Sun, the best thereof let us drive

And slay them unto the Deathless, who in the wide heavens live,

And so unto Ithaca coming, and our fatherland of old days,

There then to the Rider Aloft, to the Sun a fair house shall we raise

And set gifts therein a many and goodly things of price.

But and if for his straight-horned oxen his wrath should yet arise,

And he will our ships to ruin and the Gods all with him be,

Yet better to perish gasping in the swallow of the sea 

Than here in an isle deserted of life to be drained all dry.’

“So Eurylochus spake; and the others said yea in company,

And the best of the kine of the Sun they fell to driving now

From hard by; for no long distance from the ship of the dusky bow

Were the shambling kine a-feeding, wide-foreheaded and fair.

So now they stand around them and unto the Gods make prayer,

And from off a high-branched oak-tree the tender limbs they strip,’

For nought of barley was left them within the well-decked ship. [flayed,

But when they had hallowed and slaughtered, and the beasts withal had

Then they cut the steaks of the buttock which with fat they overlaid,

Wrapping it round twofolded and the raw flesh laying o’er; 

And no sweet wine was left them on the holy roast to pour,

So they poured the water in worship and with fire the entrails dight.

But when they had burnt up the buttocks and tasted the inwards aright,

Then they cut up the rest into gobbets and spitted it fair and well.

“But in that very moment deep sleep from mine eyelids fell,

And adown to the fleet-faring ship and the side of the sea I hied,

But when on my way I drew nigh to the ship of the swelling side,

Then the roast and the fragrance of fat came up about me there,

And groaning, unto the Deathless, the Gods, I made jny prayer: 

“‘Zeus Father, and all ye Happy, whose lifedays never wane,

Into pitiless sleep have ye lulled me to bring about my bane,

While my fellows there abiding have done a monstrous deed.’

“Soon then to the Sun, the High Rider, did the bearer of tidings speed;

Long-robed Lampetie told it, how we the kine did slay.

Then wrathful of heart to the Deathless in this wise did he say:

“‘Zeus Father, and all ye Happy, whose lifedays ne’er are done,

Avenge me of those fellows of Odysseus, Laertes’ son,

Who in folly have slain my beasts that I joyed in when I went

Aloft on my ways to the heavens and the starry firmament, 

And when again from the heavens to the earth I turned away.

Now if for my cattle’s slaying no penalty they pay,

To the Nether Dusk will I get me and shine amidst the dead.’

“Then Zeus, the Cloud-packs’ Herder, he answered him and said:

‘ O Sun, shine out as ever amidst the Deathless here,

And shine on men that perish on the corn-kind earth and dear.

With my white bolt of the thunder their swift ship presently

Will I smite, and cleave it piecemeal amid the wine-dark sea.’

“Of this talk forsooth was I learning from Calypso lovely of hair,

Who said that Hermes the Flitter to herself did the tidings bear. 

“So when I was gotten aback to the ship’s side and the sea

One after other I chid them, yet forsooth no remedy

It availed us to seek, for stark dead already were the kine.

And straight the Gods ‘gan show us a wonder and a sign;

For the flayed-off skins crept onward, and the flesh on the spits lowed out

Both the roast and the raw, and the voices of neat were all about

“So for six days thereafter my fellows feasted there,

Driving off from the herds of the Sun whatever was fairer than fair;

But when Zeus the Son of Cronos the seventh day had made ^^

The wind with the tempest raging to rest awhile he laid, 

Then aboard we gat us and outward to the open sea did we fare,

And the mast in its stead we ‘stablished and hauled the sails in air.

But when we had left that Island there opened no new land,

And nought but the sea and the heavens we saw on either hand;

Then over our hollow ship the Son of Cronos drew

A coal-blue cloud, and beneath it all black the sea-waves grew;

And no long while ran on the ship, for there came upon us at last

The shrilly west loud piping with the rush of a mighty blast,

And therewith did the weight of the stormwind both mainstays break and

And the mast withal fell aftward, and huddling fell the gear [shear,

Adown in the hold together, and in the steering-stead 

It smote the skull of the helmsman, and all the bones of his head

It crushed at once together, and straight from the deck adown

He dropped as dives a diver, and the soul from his body had flown;

And therewithal Zeus thundered on the ship with a lightning stroke,

And by his bolt sore smitten through all her frame she shook,

And full was she of brimstone; outboard the men were thrown,

And like unto the sea-mews round the black ship were they strown

In the wash of the waves, and their homefare from them the God did take.

“But for me the ship I traversed till the beat of the billows brake 

The sides from the keel, and naked the sea-waves bore it along,

And had torn off the mast by the keel; but about it, wrought of a thong

Well fashioned of an ox-hide, yet was the backstay cast

So I bound the twain together therewith, both keel and mast,

And, sitting thereon, by the blast of the baleful winds was I sped

“But now the West wind’s fury and his stormy blast fell dead,

And swift thereon came the South wind and brought me grief again

Lest my way I must measure backward to Charybdis and her bane.

Night-long thenceforth was I carried, and with the rising sun

I came to the crags of Scylla and Charybdis the fearful one, 

And she the salt-sea water as now was swallowing in;

But cast against her fig-tree aloft there did I win,

And hung on as a bat hangs clinging; nor foot-hold there I found

Whereby to make me steady, and no way to the upper ground;

For the roots spread far below me, and o’erhead far aloof

Were the great long boughs and lofty that Charybdis over-roof:

So I held on steadfast, awaiting till she should vomit again

The mast and the keel, and full late they came to make me fain.

But just when a man ariseth from the Court to his supper and home,

Who hath doomed in a many strifes of the young men seeking for doom,

Just then from the maw of Charybdis those timbers twain did show;

So I reached me downward towards them and hands and feet let go,

And plumped adown amidmost beyond the long-wrought wood,

And sitting there upon them with both my hands I rowed.

And so wrought the Father of Gods and of Men that I was not seen

Of Scylla; for then no refuge from bitter bane had been.

‘ Thence nine days was I carried, and on the tenth night-tide

To Ogygia’s isle God brought me where Calypso doth abide,

The fair-haired Goddess beworshipped, who speaketh the speech of men;

And she took me and cherished me kindly. But hereof why tell thee then?

Since yesterday here in thine house I told the tale to thee, 

To thee and thy goodly helpmate; and irksome ’tis to me

To tell again of matters that told out clearly be.”






  








BOOK XIII.
 

ARGUMENT.

ODYSSEUS IS CARRIED OVER TO ITHACA BY THE PH^EACIANS, AND LAID

SLEEPING IN HIS OWN LAND AMIDST HIS GIFTS: AWAKING HE KNOWS

NOT THE COUNTRY, TILL ATHENE, AT FIRST IN THE LIKENESS OF A

SHEPHERD AND THEN AS A WOMAN, COMETH TO HIM: SHE BIDDETH

HIM SEEK OCJT EUM/EUS HIS SWINEHERD, AND CHANGETH HIS ASPECT

TO THE SIMILITUDE OF AN OLD GANGREL MAN SO THAT HE MAY

NOT BE KNOWN.

SO he spake, and all those people they sat in silence there,

For the tale’s delight bound all men through the shadowy halls and

But at last Alcinoiis answered and spake to him and said: [fair.

“Yea, now thou art come, Odysseus, to my house high-roofed o’erhead,

And brazen-floored, I deem not that thou shalt wander more

And stray from thy returning for all thy troubles sore.

But for you, a thing I tell you, and on each a charge I lay,

All ye, who in my feast-hall are wont from day to day

To drink the dark wine of worship, and hearken the minstrel’s song.

Lo now for the guest the garments in the smooth chest lie along, 

And the gold all deftly fashioned, and the other gifts dear-bought:

That the wise Phaeacian chieftains already here have brought;

But a tripod and a caldron now give we every man,

And thereafter mid the people shall we gather that we can

In boot thereof; for ’tis heavy for free gifts on one to fall.”

In suchwise spake Alcinoiis, and his word seemed good to all,

And therewith they departed and home they went each one.

But when the Mother of Morning, Kose-fingered Day-dawn, shone,

Then adown to the sV they hastened with the man-delighting brass,

And Alcinoiis holy in might about through the ship did pass 

And neath the thwarts in order laid all, lest when they drave

The ship with oars a-speeding some hurt a man might have.

Then they went to Alcinoiis’ house, and a fair feast there they dight,

And for them an ox he hallowed, Alcinoiis holy in might,

To Zeus the Son of Cronos, Black-cloudy, all men’s King:

And they burned up the thighs and were merry in their noble banqueting;

And amidst them the holy minstrel Demodocus sang out,

Beloved of the folk. But Odysseus would ever turn about

His head to the Sun to behold him, as he shone on all and o’er,

As one who desired his setting, for he longed for his homefare sore 

 — Like a man who longeth for supper for whom daylong by now

Through the fallow two dark oxen have dragged the jointed plough,

And fain is he of the sunset and the ending of the day

That speedeth ‘him home to his supper; and his knees are stiffon the way:

 — E’en so fain was now Odysseus of the waning of the light,

And unto those Phaeacians oar-fain he spake outright;

And chief unto Alcinoiis he let the word fly forth:

“O lord and king Alcinoiis, of the people most of worth!

Pour now, and send me homeward in peace, and hail be ye!

For now are all things ready that my dear heart longed to be, 

The speeders and gifts of well-wishers; and thereof may the Gods of the

Give me all good! and at home may this to me be given, [heaven

That there I may find my helpmate and my loved friends safe and sound!

But may joy with you here abiding with your wedded wives abound, And with your children also! God give you health and might,

And may no kind of evil on the folk of this land alight!”

So he spake; and all yea-said him, and bade the-J’hing to be,

That the guest on his way be speeded since he spake so righteously;

And straightway unto the herald thus spake Alcinous’ might:

“Now blend the bowl Pontonoiis, and deal the wine aright 

To all folk in the feast-hall, that to father Zeus we may pray,

And unto the land of his fathers we may speed the guest away.”

He spake, and Pontonoiis straightway the wine heart-soothing filled,

And dealt it about to all men, and drink-offering then they spilled

To the happy Gods of the Heavens, the widespread place and fair,

From where they sat in the high-seat; but Odysseus stood up there,

And unto the hand of Arete the double cap did he take,

And speeding speech unto her, this winged word he spake:

“Hail thou, O Queen, henceforward until eld come on thee,

And death at last and at latest which unto all must be! 

I go, but be thou happy abiding in thine house

With thy children and thy people and the King Alcinous!”

So saying over the threshold divine Odysseus went,

And withal the herald before him the King Alcinous sent,

And down to the ship the speedy, and the side of the sea he led,

And the servants of the women Arete with him sped:

Whereof one bore a mantle and a frock well-washed and fair;

And the weight of the strong-made coffer another woman bare;

And yet there went another, and red wine and bread bore she.

But when they came unto the ship and down to the side of the sea 

Therewith the noble speeders took all the gear aboard,

And adown in the hollow ship the meat and drink they stored;

And then they spread for Odysseus a rug and a linen sheet

On the hollow black ship’s aft-deck, to sleep on soft and sweet

So then he went a-shipboard and lay down silently,

And they sat them adown on the benches, each in order as should be.

And so they loosed the hawsers from the hole of the stone on shore.

But as they cast them abackward and tossed up the brine with the oar,

E’en then upon his eyelids did sleep and slumber speed,

Sweetest, and most unbroken, most like to death indeed; 

But she, as over the plain the stallions’ fourfold yoke

Rush, driven on together by the whip-lash and the stroke,

And rear aloft and speed them, and easy way they make,

So rose her stern on the sea waves, and following on her wake

Rolled on the dark-blue billow of the tumble of the sea:

So all unscathed and steady she sped, nor swift as she

Might fly the stark gerfalcon, the swiftest of all fowl,

As swiftly running onward she cleft the sea-flood’s roll,

Bearing a man most like to the Gods for his wisdom and guile,

Who many a sorrow had suffered, and was soul-tossed on a while 

As he went through the warfare of men and the terrible deeds of the deep;

But slept there now unfearful, and forgat all woes in sleep.

But when that star was arising, the brightest that cometh his way,

With the tidings of the Day-dawn and the light of the Mother of Day,

The ship on the sea-waves flitting drew nigh the island then.

Know now that there lieth an haven in the land of the Ithacan men,

Of Phorcys the salt-sea’s elder, and therein two nesses stand,

Shear cliffs thrust toward the haven drawn down on either hand,

That ward the swell that ariseth ‘neath the great winds’ mastery,

So that the keels, the well-decked, unmoored within may lie, 

When unto the goal of the roadstead at last they have gotten to be.

But there at the head of the haven is a long-leaved olive-tree,

And nigh to the tree a rock-den, lovely and shaded all,

Unto the Nymphs made holy whom men the Naiads call.

And therewithin are wine-bowls and wine-jars all of stone;

And there the bees hive honey, and therewithal are done

Long looms of stone, whereinto the very Nymphs do weave

Sea-purple webs more wondrous than eyes may well believe;

And therein are the waters welling. But two ingates are to the den;

The one to the north-side facing is meet for the going of men, no

But that to the south more holy, and no gate for men is this,

That they thereby should enter, but the road of the Deathless it is.

Thereto the ship were they driving, for they knew the place of yore;

And therewithal swift speeding she ran half-length on the shore,

So well forsooth was she driven by oarsmen deft of hand:

But they from the decked ship going fared up upon the land;

And first from the hollow ship Odysseus’ self they bare,

And he lying on the linen and the blanket glossy-fair,

And there on the sand they laid him in slumber bound as yet. 

Then that gear from the ship they carried which he erewhile did get

From Phaeacian lords on his homefare through Athene’s mighty soul;

And all that in a heap together they laid by an olive bole

And out of the road; lest some one of the land’s wayfaring men

Should pass ere Odysseus wakened and spoil it there and then.

Then home again they hied them, nor yet did the Shaker of Earth

Forget his threats ‘gainst Odysseus, the peer of the Gods in worth,

Wherewith erewhile he threatened; so the rede of Zeus he sought:

“Zeus Father, well may my worship midst the Deathless come to nought

When now midst men that perish no more they worship me;

Nay not those men Phaeacian though of my blood they be. 

Lo now! I meant that Odysseus should come home safe on a day

Through many a woe; nor his homefare would I utterly take away

Since thou hadst first yea-said it, and promised it to be.

But him in a swift ship sleeping have they ferried o’er the sea,

And in Ithaca set him adown with goodly gifts and rare,

Yea, gold and brass abundant, and raiment woven fair,

So much that no such a deal had Odysseus borne away

Had he come from Troy-town scathless with his own allotted prey.”

Then Zeus, the Cloud-pack’s Herder, he answered again and said: 

“Hah, Shaker of Earth, far swaying, what a word hereof hast thou made!

The Gods mar not thy worship; yea, this indeed were hard

If thou, our best and our eldest, by our own hands were marred;

But if one of mankind yield him to his might and mastery

And mar thine honour henceforward, with thee doth the wreaking lie.

Do thy will then, and accomplish the thing that thy soul deems dear.”

Then Poseidon the Earth’s Shaker, he spake and answered there:

“Nay, I had not tarried to do it, Black-cloudy, after thy word;

But thy wrath have I ever dreaded, and fain would I shun it, lord;

But now the lovely ship of that Phaeacian folk

As she cometh aback from the ferry would I shatter with my stroke 

Mid the darkling deep, that henceforward they ferry men no more,

And with a mighty mountain their burg will I shadow o’er.”

Then Zeus, the Cloud-pack’s Herder, thus answered thereupon:

“O friend, thuswise I deem it the meetest to be done:

When all the folk of the city behold her hard at hand

Swift speeding, smite her straightway to a rock anigh the land,

And yet a swift ship’s image, that all men may wonder sore;

And with a mighty mountain shalt thou shade their city o’er.”

But when Poseidon had heard him, then the Shaker of the Earth

Went on his ways to Scheria, whence Phsacians have their birth; 

And there abode: and the sea-swift, the ship, came close anigh

Swift speeding; then Earth Shaker drew near and stood thereby,

And into stone he turned her, and rooted her below,

With the stroke of his hand laid flatling, and thence away did he go.

But unto one another winged words they uttered ‘then,

Those long-oar-wont Phaeacians, the ship-renowned men;

And thus unto his neighbour some one of them would say:

“O me! who then on the sea-flood hath made our ship to stay,

E’en as she sped her homeward clear seen of every one?”

Thuswise would they be speaking, nor knew they how ’twas done. 

But Alcinoiis spake unto them, and thuswise spake he out:

“Hah! how the old foretelling of my father cometh about!

Whereas he said that Poseidon would be wroth with us one day

Because we ferry all men all scathless on their way.

And that once on a while he would ruin a fair ship of Phaeacian men

On the darkling deep, as she hied her from the ferrying back again,

And that he would o’ershadow our city with the mound of a mighty hill.

Such things would the elder give out, and all this doth God fulfil:

So do ye after my bidding, and let us all obey:

Cease we from the ferrying of menfolk whoever cometh his way 

And entereth this our city; and twelve bulls of the best ye may get

To Poseidon let us hallow, that he may pity us yet,

Nor with the hill high-reaching may hide our burg outright”

So he spake, and sore they dreaded, and the bulls for the hallowing dight.

But while unto King Poseidon these men in suchwise prayed,

And the lords of those Phaeacians, and they who the people swayed

Stood round about the altar, from his sleep Odysseus awoke

In the very land of his fathers; yet knew not the place of his folk,

So long had he been absent: and round about him there

Zeus’ Daughter, Pallas Athene, spread a mist amid the air, 

That all things she might tell him while yet he was unknown,

Ere either his wife should know him or his friends or the folk of his town,

Before on the Wooers he wreaked him of their prideful mastery.

Therefore all things about him the King as strange did see,

The uncrooked ways far-reaching, the all-safe haven there,

The steep high rocks and the trees, well growing, leafy-fair.

So he rose and stood on his feet, and looked on his father-land,

And groaned therewith, and smiting his thigh with the flat of his hand

He spake a word as he stood there amidst of his weary woe:

“O me! to what land of men-folk that die am I gotten now? 

Wild men of no dooms wotting, and masterful of mood,

Or godly men of counsel, guest-loving men and good?

This stuff, whither now do I bear it, and myself whereto do I stray?

Would God that mid the Phaeacians I had bided many a day,

Then had I come to some other of the Kings that are of might,

Who belike had cherished me kindly and sped me home aright.

And now forsooth I wot not where these things I shall lay;

For here I will not leave them lest to men they fall a prey.

Out on it! not in all things were they wise and righteous then,

The captains and the elders of those Phaeacian men, 

Who unto an alien land have brought me; they who said

They would flit me to Ithaca clear-seen, nor good their word have made.

May Zeus of the Suppliants wreak me, who of all men warder is,

And avengeth him of each man who against him doeth amiss!

But now these goods will I look to, and tell them o’er, lest they

In their hollow ship have taken thereof when they went on their way.”

So saying the goodly tripods and bowls he numbered and told,

And the goodly woven raiment and all the store of gold,

And thereof no whit was lacking: but his father-land he bewept

As along the shore of the wallow of the washing seas he crept 

Lamenting all. But thither now Athene drew anear,

And the semblance of a youngling, a shepherd of sheep, did she wear,

A delicate swain of suchlike as the sons of kings may be:

A cloak about her shoulders two-fold well-wrought had she,

And shoes on her sleek-skinned feet, and in her hand a spear.

But Odysseus was glad when he saw her and came and stood anear,

And therewith he spake unto her in winged words and fleet:

“Hail friend! since in this country thou art the first I meet;

And I bid thee with no evil do thou withstand my way,

But save me, my goods and me also, since unto thee I pray 

As unto a God: beseeching I come to thy dear knees.

So tell me truly of matters, since well thou wottest of these;

What land is this, and what people, and what men dwell hereby?

Is it one of the manifest islands, or doth the land here lie

Sloped downlong on the salt-sea, the fruitful land of the main?”

But the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, thus spake and answered again:

“Witless art thou, O Stranger, or from far across the sea,

Whereas of the land thou askest; for never shall it be

A nought and nameless country; there knoweth it many an one,

Both of the men abiding toward the eastward and the sun, 

And of those that are over against it down toward the darkling west

Forsooth ’tis a craggy country, nor yet for horse-draught best;

Yet not a land so sorry, though nothing wide it be,

For it beareth corn past telling, and wine abundantly;

Since ever the shower hath it and the all-abounding dew;

A goat-land good, and a neat-land, and all kinds of wood thereto;

And therein are watering-places unfailing through the year.

Yea to Troy-town, O Stranger, would the name of Ithaca fare,

For as far as men say that it lieth from the lands of Achaean men.”

So she spake, but the goodly Odysseus toil-stout was glad as then, 

In his father-land rejoicing when she spake unto him thus,

E’en Pallas Athene the Daughter of the great shield-bearing Zeus.

And he sent his voice unto her, and winged words he said;

Yet the very truth he told not, but the word aback he stayed;

For ever was he holding in his heart a gainful wit:

“Of Ithaca know I; yea, even in wide Crete I heard of it

Far over the sea, and as now am I come thereto, both I

And these my goods; but as many I left with my children to lie

When I fled because I had slain Idomeneus’ son most dear,

E’en Orsilochus swift-footed, who in wide Crete dwelt, and there 

All men gainseeking vanquished with his feet the swift on the way.

Now he indeed would have spoiled me of all my Troy-won prey

For the which my soul had suffered so many a misery,

And worn through the wars of manfolk and the dreadful waves of the sea

Because I would not serve him, nor please his father’s will

Amid the folk of the Trojans, but led mine own folk still.

So him from the field a-wending I smote with the brazen spear

As I with a fellow lay lurking the highway-side anear;

And black night hid the heavens, and no man as we lay

Might note us there; so in secret I took his life away. 

But when with the brass sharp-whetted I had slain him there and then

I went to a ship, and besought them, the proud Phoenician men,

And gave to them of the plunder what their souls might satisfy,

And bade them bear me to Pylos and set me down thereby,

Or unto the holy Elis where Epeian men bear sway.

But forsooth the might of the wind it drave them thence away,

Sore ‘gainst their will; nor would they have beguiled me with unright.

So then from our course a-straying, hither we came a night

And in haste thrust into the haven; nor of supper had we heed,

No one of us, though soothly thereof we had sore need, 

But e’en so from our ship we gat us, and lay down one and all,

And over me sore wearied sweet sleep failed not to fall.

Then from out of the hollow ship they bore my goods aland,

And laid them adown beside me as I slept upon the sand;

And they went aboard, and departed for Sidon builded fair,

But me with heart sore grieving they left behind them here.”

So he spake; but the Grey-eyed, the Goddess Athene, smiled and now

She stroked him down with her hand and like to a woman did grow

Comely and great of body, and deft fine things to make;

So she sent her voice out toward him, and winged words she spake: 

“Ah, cunning were he and shifty, who thee should overbear

In guilefulness of all kinds, yea e’en if a god he were!

Thou hard one, shifty of rede, guile-greedy, nought wouldst thou

From thy guilefulness refrain thee, nay not in thine own land now,

And thy words of sly devising which thou lov’st from the root of thine heart.

But speak we no more of such things; for we twain know each for our part

All guile; since thou amidst menfolk art far the best of all

In counsel and in speech-words; and on me mid the Gods doth fall

The glory of redes and of sleight. — And thou knewest not me, the Maid,

The Daughter of Zeus, e’en Pallas Athene, ever thine aid, 

Who stand beside thee and ward thee in all toil through which ye wear?

Who unto all Phaeacians have made thee lief and dear?

And hither to thee am I come, that we may devise, we twain,

How to hide away thy treasure, the Phaeacians’ gift and gain,

Which they gave thee on thy homefare by my counsel and device.

And now of the fateful troubles would I tell thee in likewise

In thy builded house that abide thee: now forbear, and bear thou the

Nor unto any tell it how thou comest wandering home, [doom,

Neither of men nor of women, but in silence suffer all

Thy many griefs, and the mastery that from men shall thee befall.” 

Then the many-wiled Odysseus, he answered presently:

“O Goddess, ’tis hard for a mortal, though wise of wit he be,

To know thee when he meets thee, for shapes many dost thou on.

But this I know full surely, thou wert kind a while agone

While we sons of the Achaeans by Troy-town fought the fight;

But when the steep city of Priam we had overthrown outright

And went up on our ships, and God scattered the Achaeans wide abroad,

I saw thee not thenceforward, nor yet my ship aboard

Did I note thee, O Daughter of Zeus, for the putting away of my woe;

But ever with heart sore burdened a wandering did I go 

Till the day when the Gods unbound me and the spell of evil broke,

And there midst the men Phaeacian and the very wealthy folk

With words then didst thou cheer me, and me to the city didst lead,

But now by the Father I pray thee, — for I deem not yet indeed

That to Ithaca the clear-seen I am come, but am turned away

To some other land; and for thee, these words that thou dost say

Thou speakest but in jesting to mock and cheat my mind. — 

In very sooth, am I gotten to my father-land the kind?”

Then answered the Grey-eyed, the Goddess Athene, and thus spake she:

“Yea, and such a thought for ever within thy breast must be! 

Yet here I may not leave thee amidst thy grief of heart,

Soft-spoken, and keen-witted, and wise to forbear as thou art.

For another man returning from the straying and the strife

Would be eager to look on his homestead and his children and his wife;

But thou in nowise willest to seek out what hath been

Ere thy wife thou hast tried yet further; who still as erst, I ween,

Within her halls abideth and mourneth thee always,

And ever in weeping weareth the night-tide and the days;

But this I never doubted but in my mind held fast,

That thou having lost thy fellows shouldst come home at the last: 

But look you, I had no mind against Poseidon to fight,

My father’s very brother, who had thee in despite,

For wrath because of thy blinding of his well-beloved son.

Now the Ithacan land will I show thee, that assured thou may’st look

For this is the haven of Phorcys the Elder of the sea; [thereon.

And lo, at the head of the haven a long-leaved olive-tree,

And anigh the same a rock-den full lovely, shaded withal;

The holy place of the Nymphs whom men the Naiads call.

Lo, this is the roofed-in rock-den where to the Nymphs of old

Full many a thing didst thou hallow and good gifts an hundredfold;

And lo thou, Neritos yonder in woody raiment clad!” 

So she spake, and the mist she scattered, and sight of the land he had;

And the toil-stout goodly Odysseus was glad, and in joy and mirth

Beheld the land that was his; and he kissed the corn-kind earth;

And unto the Nymphs thereafter he lifted his hands and prayed:

“O Naiad Nymphs, Zeus’ Daughters, a while ago I said

That never more should I see you: now hail with my kindly prayers I

And gifts withal shall I give you as it was in the other years,

If the Daughter of Zeus, Spoil-driver, be kind that I may live,

And that my son beloved hereafter wax and thrive.” 

But the Grey-eyed, the Goddess Athene, spake to him for her part:

“Be bold and of good courage, nor with these things vex thine heart!

But as now lay we thy chattels within the holy den,

That there they may bide thy coming all safe from other men.

And then let us fall to counsel how all may best be done.”

Therewith she went down to the rock-den, shadowed over from the sun,

And searched out its hiding-places, while Odysseus brought all there,

The gold and the long-lived brass and the raiment woven fair,

Which those folk of the Phaeacians to him e’en now had given;

But Pallas Athene, the Daughter of the shielded Zeus of heaven, 

Stored all things well and duly, and a stone to the door did roll.

Then they sat them adown together by the holy olive bole;

And there for the masterful Wooers they devise the doom and the death;

And Pallas Athene beginneth, and the word she taketh and saith:

“O Zeus-bred son of Laertes, Odysseus of many a guile, [while,

Think how on the shameless Wooers thou may’st lay thine hands in a

Who now these three years over have been masters in thine hall,

Wooing thy godlike helpmate and the wooing gifts giving withal;

While she, for ever lamenting thy late return in her heart,

Unto all of them giveth a hope, and to each man a promise apart, 

Sending them many a message, while her mind means another thing.”

Therewith the shifty Odysseus thus spake in his answering:

“Hah! e’en as Agamemnon, the son of Atreus, hath died,

Another such bane as baleful in my halls had I come to abide,

But if thou, O Goddess, had told me of those things in their verity;

But I prithee weave and devise it how of these avenged I may be;

And stand by me thyself and set in me that heart for the battle-joy

As wherewith we loosed aforetime the shining coif of Troy.

If thou stand beside me, O Grey-eyed, as battle-glad as then,

Forsooth would I hold the battle ‘gainst thrice an hundred men, 

With thee, O worshipped Goddess, so kind to bear me aid.”

But the Grey-eyed, the Goddess Athene, she answered him and said:

“Yea, surely shall I be with thee, nor my presence shalt thou miss

When we fall to work hereover: and hereof my deeming is

That some one of those, the Wooers who eat thy livelihood,

Shall befoul the widespread hall-floor with the splash of brains and blood.

But come now, unknown shall I make thee to all of human kin;

On thy limbs, the round and lithesome, will I wither thy fair skin,

And the yellow locks on thine head will I waste, and do on thee a clout,

Which any man beholding shall loathe him that it wrappeth about; 

And thine even will I blear over, that are now so fair and bright;

And so shalt thou seem but loathly unto the Wooers’ sight, [a day.

Yea, and unto thy wife and thy child, whom thou leftst in thine hall on

But first unto the swineherd do thou come upon thy way,

Who o’er all thy swine is master, and forgets not his kindness for thee,

And loveth thy son moreover and the wise Penelope.

Amidst his swine is he sitting, ye shall find them pasturing

Along by the rock of Corax and Arethusa the spring.

There eat they abundant acorns and drink of the water black,

Whereby are the swine so nourished that rich lard they nowise lack. 

There bide thou, and be asking of all things as thou sittest there,

While I get me gone unto Sparta, the nurse of women fair,

That Telemachus I may summon, yea, him thy very son,

Who to wide-field Lacedaemon and Menelaiis has gone

To seek of thy fame and thy rumour, if yet alive ye be.”

Spake the many-wiled Odysseus, and answered presently:

“Why then didst thou not tell him since thy mind all things doth know?

Wouldst thou have him also wandering and suffering grief and woe

On the sea that hath no harvest, while men eat his store away?”

But the Grey-eyed, the Goddess Athene, she fell to answer and say: 

“Nay, let not thy mind, I bid thee, o’ermuch on him be set;

For I myself, I sent him, that fair fame he might get

Going elsewhere; and no labour he hath, but sitteth in peace

In the house of Menelaiis, wherein is all increase.

Forsooth in their black ship biding those youths do him waylay;

For him ere aback he cometh to his land they desire to slay.

But I do not think it shall be so, till the earth hold some of those

Among the men of the Wooers, who eat thy store so close.”

So spake Athene, and touched him with the staff that she did bear,

And on his round limbs withered the skin that was fresh and fair, 

And she wasted the yellow locks on his head; and his every limb,

The skin of an old man ancient she did it over him,

And bleared his eyen moreover that were so bright erewhile,

And she cast a foul clout on him, and a kirtle very vile,

All tattered and torn, and sullied with the smoke of the feasting-hall,

And a great bald skin of a stag swift-foot she cast o’er all,

And a staff therewith she gave him, and a scrip, an unseemly thing,

All tattered it was and foul, and slung by a twisted string.

So after the Council they parted, and She her way sped on

To Lacedaemon the holy to fetch Odysseus’ son. 






  








BOOK XIV.
 

ARGUMENT.

ODYSSEUS COMETH TO THE HOUSE OF EUM^EUS THE SWINEHERD IN

THE SHAPE OF AN OLD STAFF-CARLE, AND IS KINDLY ENTERTAINED

OF HIM: HE TELLETH EUMAEUS OF THE RETURN OF ODYSSEUS, BUT

HATH NO CREDENCE OF HIM; THEREWITH HE TELLETH HIM A

FEIGNED TALE OF HIMSELF: AND SO TO SUPPER AND BED IN THE

HOUSE OF EUMJEUS.

THEREWITH he went up from the haven along by the rocky way

Of the fells and the woody places, whereby did Athene say

He should find the noble swineherd, who heeded his goods and his gear

Above all the thralls he had got him and all those of his house that were.

So, sitting in the doorway of the garth the man he found,

Where high aloft it was builded, well seen on a rising ground,

Great, fair, with a clear space round it: but the swineherd’s very hand

Had builded the wall for the swine of his master aloof from the land,

And nought thereof his mistress or the old Laertes had known: [stone:

With great dragged stones had he built it, and with thorns had coped the

He had cleft the black of an oak-tree, and on every side all round 

Stout stakes set close together he had driven into the ground;

And within the garth moreover twelve swine-styes had he done,

Good swine-beds near to each other, and there in every one

Were a fifty of earth-wallowers, the fruitful brood-sows, kept, [slept;

But the boars of the herd, withoutward from those sow-swine styes they

And fair fewer they were; for the Wooers, the god-great, evermore,

Would minish them by eating, and the swineherd sent of the store

The fattest and the likeliest of all the hog-kind there.

Three hundreds to wit, and sixty, of these same beasts there were; 

And four hounds like wild beasts of the woodland beside them ever slept.

Which the swineherd, leader of menfolk, for that cause nourished and

[kept.

Now he himself fair sandals to his feet was fitting as then,

That were cut from a good sound oxhide, but as for the other men,

There were three that this and that way with the pasturing swine were gone;

But the fourth, perforce he had sent him his ways unto the town

To take a swine to the Wooers, that they the lordly great

Might hallow the beast, their souls with his flesh to satiate.

But the baying dogs on a sudden of Odysseus now caught sight

And ran upon him yelping; and he with practised sleight 

Straight sat him down on the earth, and dropped his staff from his hand,

Yet ugly hurt had he suffered in this stead of his very land,

But thereupon the swineherd, with swift feet following on,

Straight gat him out through the entry and dropped the skin adown,

And chid the hounds, and thencefrom drave them this way and that

With plenteous stones cast quickly: and he spake to the King thereat:

“Old man, it lacked but a little that the dogs had thee undone

In sudden wise; and thereafter of thee a shame had I won.

And forsooth of woe and wailing God giveth me enow,

Since in grief for a godlike master do I abide in woe, 

While his fatted swine I nourish for other men to eat,

And he belike sore craving for e’en a morsel of meat,

Strays through the alien cities and the far folk many an one,

If yet indeed he liveth and looketh on the sun.

But come thou home to the booth, old man, that thou in the stead,

Having quenched thine own heart’s longing for the meal of wine and bread,

May’st tell us whence them comest and what woe them bearest withal.”

So spake the goodly swineherd and led him home to the hall,

And brought him and set him adown, and leaved twigs ‘neath him spread,

And the skin of a shaggy wild-goat thereover, which he for a bed 

Did use for its hairy bigness; and glad was Odysseus at heart

That suchwise he gave him guesting, and therewith spake on his part:

“May Zeus and the other Deathless, O Stranger, give to thee

All that which thou most desirest, since so kind thou takest me.”

But therewith Eumreus the Swineherd, he answered him and said:

“O guest, it were not rightful, though e’en worser than thou he were sped,

To put shame upon a stranger; since guests and bedesmen all,

From Zeus they are; and our giving, although it be but small,

Is dear; for the wont ’tis of thrall-folk to be timorous day by day

When young men are their masters and over them bear sway. 

Ah verily that man’s homefare the Gods perforce have stayed

Who would have cherished me dearly, and given me gear to aid,

An acre and an homestead, and a wife that many woo;

Such gifts as a king beloved his man will give unto,

Who hath toiled and earned good increase by the labour of his hand;

As forsooth has this my toiling wherein I stoutly stand.

Yea much had my king availed me, had he waxen old in his place.

 — He is gone; and would that Helen had gone with all her race!

Since for many a man and many wrought she loosening of the knees,

And for Agamemnon’s glory went this man across the seas, 

Unto Ilios rich in horses with the men of Troy to fight.”

So saying, with a girdle he girt himself aright,

And went unto the swine-styes where penned were the piglings’ crew,

Whence he took and brought out twain, and both he hallowed and slew,

And scalded, and sheared them piecemeal, and spitted all the meat,

And roasted all and bore it, and set forth for Odysseus to eat,

All hot from the very spits, with the barley white besprent

And therewith in a cup of ivy heart-gladdening wine he blent,

And sat down over against him, and bade to the meat and spake:

“Eat now, O guest, of the piglings, which are for the thralls to take; So

For of the hogs well fatted eat the Wooers day by day,

With no thought in their hearts of the vengeance; nor any pity have they.

Yet the happy Gods, they love not such headlong frowardness,

But the righteous dooms of menfolk and their seemly deeds they bless.

Yea the foemen of the aliens, when they fall upon the land,

And Zeus to them is giving the prey unto their hand,

And they fill their ships for departing that they may get them home, — 

‘Mid the hearts of e’en these there falleth strong fear of the wrath to come.

But somewhat these Wooers are wotting, or have heard some God maybe

Tell of his piteous ending; so nowise righteously 

Will they woo, or get them homewards; but ever in peace they sit

And eat up the wealth in their pride, and spare not any whit

For as many as are the nights and the days that of Zeus are won

No day but one beast do they hallow, nor ever but two alone:

And his wine will they waste in their riot; in their mastery is it poured;

For indeed was his treasure boundless, nor the like hath any lord

Of the black fields of the mainland, nor yet in Ithaca here;

Nay not twenty men together have such abundant gear.

And to thee will I now be telling what wealth the man doth keep:

He hath twelve herds on the mainland, and as many flocks of sheep, 

And of droves of swine as many, and of goat-flocks scattering wide,

E’en such as strangers look to and his own house-carles beside,

But here at the island’s outmost, wide-wandering goat-flocks feed,

Eleven in all, and herdsmen of the best their pasture heed;

And daily adown to the Wooers by each man thereof is sped

Of the fatted goats whichever may seem the likeliest head.

But watch and ward am I keeping o’er these same swine ye see,

And ever I cull and send them the fattest that there be.”

So he spake; but Odysseus in silence ate greedily and drank,

While still in his heart for the Wooers the evil sprouted rank; no

But when”he had supped and his soul with the meat was lustier grown,

Kunuuus rilled and handed the cup that was his own,

And he took it filled with the wine, and his heart rejoiced at the thing;

And therewith he spake to the other, and set a word on the wing:

“O friend, and what man was it with his chattels bought thee then,

This man of whom thou tellest so rich amidst of men?

And for Agamemnon’s glory as thou say’st his bane he got.

Tell me, because it may be that of such a man I wot;

Zeus knoweth alone and the others, the Gods that deathless abide.

But I may have seen him to tell of, since I wander far and wide.” 

But the swineherd, the leader of folk, thuswise did he answer and say:

“Old man, no wanderer’s story of the man shall now make way

Unto the hope of his helpmate, or his well-beloved son:

For wandering men, men needy of victuals, many an one,

Would be lying hereof, nought wishful the very sooth to say;

And every gangrel body that to Ithaca chanceth to stray,

Unto the Queen he cometh, and a false tale telleth withal;

And she taketh him in with all kindness, and searcheth into it all;

And she mourneth, and down from her eyelids ever the tear-drops run,

As women will do for a husband in far lands dead and gone. 

And thou too belike, old man, might fashion a tale indeed

If any should give thee raiment, a coat and a cloak to thy need

But the dogs, and the fowl swift-fleeting, this long while now have reft

The skin from the bones of this man, and his soul the body hath left.

Or the fish of the sea have devoured him, and his bones cast up aland,

High up on the shore are lying rolled round in plenteous sand.

There then he died, and thenceforward for his friends who are left behind

Breeds sorrow, and chiefly for me; for nevermore shall I find

Another so kindly a master, wherever I go or may come;

Nay, not if I got me again to my father and mother and home, 

And the house wherein I was born, and the folk that cherished me.

Nor so much for them do I sorrow, though fain were I to be

Once more in the land of my fathers, and behold them with mine eyes,

As I long for Odysseus departed; and anigh to my soul it lies.

Yea, for awe I scarce may name him, O guest, though he be not here;

For me in his heart he cherished, and held me lief and dear.

My lord beworshipped I call him, though far away he be.”

But the toil-stout goodly Odysseus in thiswise answered he:

“Since utterly thou gainsayest, O friend, nor will have it so

That ever the man shall come back, and thy soul no trust doth know,

So now no longer I say it, but with an oath I swear 

That e’en now Odysseus cometh; so give me a guerdon dear

For my tidings then when he cometh aback to his house and his hall,

And do on me goodly raiment, a cloak and a kirtle withal.

But ere then I would not take it for as needy as I be;

For that man is no less loathsome than the Gates of Hell to me,

Who ‘neath the pinch of lacking babbleth a lying word.

Bear witness, Zeus the Arch-god, and this guest-loving board,

And the hearth of the glorious Odysseus whereunto I have come,

That all this that I have told of, the days shall bring it home. 

Hither shall come Odysseus ere yet this year be sped;

Yea with this moon’s last waning, when the new moon stands in its stead,

Then home shall he be gotten, and shall wreak him on each one

Who now befouleth the honour of his wife and his noble son.”

Then didst thou, O Swineherd Eumaeus, thereto make answer and say:

“Old man, thy meed of good tidings God wot I shall never pay,

Nor ever shall come Odysseus: so drink thy wine in peace

And mind we other matters: mind we no more of these.

For grieved is the heart within me nor merry is my mood

When any man is telling of my trusty king and good. 

So now let the oath go by us — Yet might but Odysseus be,

And home as my heart would have it and the heart of Penelope,

And Laertes the Elder of days, and Telemachus godlike and fair!

 — Yet ah! for the child that Odysseus begot, in my sorrow I wear.

For the Gods Telemachus nourished as a blossoming shoot of the earth,

And I said to myself that midst men he should be no worser of worth

Than erst was his father beloved, of body so marvellous made.

But now some one of the Deathless his wit once evenly weighed

Hath marred, or some one of menfolk: he hath gone some tidings to get

Of his father to Pylos the Holy; and the masterful Wooers beset 

His homeward way with an ambush, that from Ithaca root and rod

May the stock of Arceisius perish, and his name that was great as a God.

Let-a-be! whether he be taken, or escape from these men may get!

And may the Son of Cronos his hand hold over him yet!

But now, old man, I bid thee of thine own trouble to tell;

And give out all things soothly that I may know it well.

Whence art thou then of menfolk? what thy city and thy kin? [win

In what fashion of keel cam’st thou hither, by what way did the shipmen

That unto Ithaca brought thee, and for what did they give themselves out?

For that thou earnest not hither afoot I may not doubt.” 

So the many counselled Odysseus now fell to answer and say:

“Yea, of all these things will I tell thee as straightly as I may:

If now for a while were with us both meat and honey-sweet wine,

And we in peace a-feasting within this booth of thine,

While other men fall to it the deeds afield to do,

Then lightly might I be telling my tale the whole year through,

Nor yet an end be making of the story of the ill

And the heart-grief laid upon me, worn through by God’s own will.

“Of the kin do I declare me of the men of Crete the wide,

The son of a man that was wealthy: but many sons beside 

Gotten in lawful wedlock in his house were born and bred,

While a bought thrall was my mother and bore me all unwed.

Yet e’en as his sons begotten in wedlock he honoured me,

Castor, the son of Hylax, of whose blood I boast me to be.

Amidst the folk of the Cretans as a God was he honoured by all

For his happy wife and his riches, and his noble sons and tall:

But the Fates of Death fell on him, and him away they bare

Unto the House of Hades, and his sons straight fell to share

His livelihood amongst them, and the lots thereover threw.

But to me they gave but a little, and gave me a house thereto, 

And a wife I wedded befitting wide-landed men and high;

And that because of my valour, for indeed no dastard was I,

And no blencher from the battle — all now has departed and gone,

And yet when ye look on the straw ye may deem of the harvest won;

But sorrow in all plenty hath long encompassed my ways.

Well; Ares and Athene gave me boldness in those days,

And the might to break the battle, and when for the ambush I chose

The best of the men, and was sowing great bale against the foes,

Nought then my noble spirit forbode the death anear,

But leaping out the foremost, I would smite down with the spear 

Such men of the foe as in swiftness of foot to me must yield.

Such was I then in the battle: but I loved no work afield,

Nor yet the thrift of the household that noble race doth rear;

But the ships well dight with oars to me were ever dear,

And shafts of war well shaven, and darts, and the battle-play;

Things baleful, wherefrom others would shrink and shudder away.

But these things God set in my soul, and to me were they goodly gain,

For one man in this delighteth, and of that is another fain.

“Now ere we sons of Achaeans went up to the Trojan land,

Nine times the ships swift-faring, and the men I had in hand 

To lead ‘gainst the alien menfolk, and much good I happed on there;

And thereof I took what liked me, and thereafter had my share

By lot; and my house was holpen and waxed great there and then,

And mighty I waxed and beworshipped amidst the Cretan men.

But when to that way so loathly doomed us far-seeing Zeus

Whereby the knees of a many and a many men grew loose,

Men bade me and Idomeneus the noble and renowned

To lead the ships unto Ilios, nor might a means be found

Whereby we might gainsay it; for the folks’ voice pressed us hard

So then we sons of Achaeans thereby for nine years warred, 

But the tenth the city of Priam with war we wasted out

And went home with our ships, and God the Achaeans scattered about,

But wise Zeus for me the hapless devised the bale and the bane.

“For one month only I bided at home of my children fain,

And my wealth and my wife; and thereafter my heart pressed hard on me

Unto the land of Egypt to sail across the sea,

In ships dight well and goodly with my godlike company.

Nine ships I arrayed, and in haste the people gathered thereby.

Six days my trusty fellows sat with me there at the feast,

And therewithal I gave them full many a slaughter-beast 

Wherewith the Gods to worship, and wherewith to dight the board,

But the seventh day we departed on our way from Crete the broad.

We sailed on swift and softly with a north wind fresh and fair,

As though down stream we were dropping, and no ship of mine that was

Took hurt, and so all scathless and hale we sat at ease, [there

And the wind and the helmsmen bore us the right way o’er the seas.

“So to Egypt the sweet-flowing we came on the fifth fair day,

And in that river of Egypt my bowed ships did I lay;

Then I charged my trusty fellows and gave them strait command

That they by the ships should be biding and draw them high aland; 

And the watchers I bade betake them to the watching steads and the height,

But they yielded to fierce folly and went after the lusts of their might.

The fair fields of the men of Egypt they fell to plunder and spoil,

And bore off the women and children and slew the men in the broil.

So speedily unto the city came the rumour and the cry,

And men heard the shout and gathered when dawn was in the sky,

And the horsemen and the footmen were over all the plain,

And the light of brass a-flashing; yea, and Zeus the Thunder-fain

Cast ill fear amidst my fellows, and no hardy heart was found

To face the play and abide it; for stark bale stood around. 

So there with the whetted brass a many they slew in the stead,

And a many to live in thraldom away from the field they led.

“But for me did Zeus in my mind a rede and a counsel raise

 — Though would that there I had perished and met the fate of my days

In Egypt-land, for more sorrow the time to come waylaid — 

Well, there on the field from my head I doft the helm well made,

And put off the shield from my shoulders, and the spear adown did I fling,

And I went and stood over against them, the horses of the king,

And took his knees and kissed them,and he pitied and saved raefromdoom,

And set me in his chariot and brought me weeping home, 

Though many an one made at me with the ashen-shafted spear,

All eager for my slaying, for exceeding wroth they were;

But he warded them off, for he dreaded the wrath of the Stranger’s Speed,

Guest-aiding Zeus, who of all Gods is wroth with the evil deed.

“There seven years I abided and gat me plenteous gear

At the hands of the men of Egypt, for all men gave to me there.

But when the eighth year’s circle came on in its due while

I met a man Phoenician, well-learned in lying guile,

A huckster, who for menfolk a many evils wrought;

And he by his wit wrought on me, and me from thence he brought 

Until we came to Phoenicia, where lay his house and gear.

So there with him I abided for the full space of a year,

But when the time was fulfilled by the wane of the months and the days,

And the year came round in order, and the seasons came their ways,

For Lybia then he shipped me in a keel that plied the sea,

Under colour of lies, that I with him a shipper of wares should be;

But thither would he flit me for a great price me to sell:

So with him on the ship must I get me, though I deemed all was not well.

So she ran on under the North wind that blew fresh over the main,

And the midmost sea of the Cretans: but Zeus did their end ordain,

For when Crete was left behind us we opened no new land, 

And nought but the sea and the heavens there was on either hand.

Then over our hollow ship the Son of Cronos drew

A coal-blue cloud, and beneath it all black the sea-waves grew.

And therewithal Zeus thundered o’er the ship with a thunder-stroke,

And by his bolt sore smitten through all her frame she shook,

And filled was she of brimstone, and outboard the men were thrown,

And like unto the seamews round the black ship were they strown

In the wash of the waves; and their homefare did the God for all undo.

“But the very Zeus gave to me amidst my weary woe 

The great mast, stout, unyielding, which had served the black-bowed ship;

Yea, unto my hands he gave it, that through the toils I might slip.

So thereto I clung, and drifted with the winds in their baleful might.

Nine days o’er the sea I drifted, but on the tenth black night

A mighty billow rolled me high on the Thesprotian strand;

Where Pheidon, king of Thesprotians, the hero of the land,

Did unbought guesting give me: for his dear son happed on me

Foredone with cold and labour, and brought me home from the sea.

For he lifted me up with his hand to go to his father’s hall,

And raiment he did upon me, a cloak and a kirtle withal. 

“And there did I hear of Odysseus: for he gave me to understand

That him had he guested and cherished on his way to his fatherland.

And the heap of wealth he showed me that Odysseus thither had brought,

Of brass, and of gold, and of iron most fine, and deftly wrought,

Yea, unto his tenth generation would it serve for livelihood.

So heaped in the halls of King Pheidon lay that treasure great and good.

He had gone, they said, to Dodona, the counsel of Zeus to hear,

From the oak-tree of the Godhead that aloft his boughs doth bear,

As to how he might win returning, who had been so long away

From the Ithacan land the wealthy, close hid, or in face of the day. 

But the King, as he poured to the Gods in his house, made oath unto me

That the ship was drawn down to the strand, and the shipmen all ready

That should ferry over Odysseus to his well-loved fatherland, [for sea,

But ere that therefrom he sped me, for a keel there came to hand

Of Thesprotian men a-wending to Dulichium’s wheat-land fair,

And he charged them straitly to bring me to King Acastus there.

But their hearts of an evil counsel were fain concerning me,

That on my grief abiding might be heaped mere misery.

“For when the ship seafaring from the land was gotten far out,

Then straight the day of my thraldom they devised to bring about: 

For they stripped me of my raiment, my cloak and kirtle fair,

And did a foul clout on me, and a kirtle ill to wear;

These loathly rags which e’en now beneath thine eyes have been.

So at last they came to the acres of Ithaca clear-seen,

And there in the ship the well-decked they bound me strait and hard

With well-laid ropes; and outboard they gat them afterward,

And made haste to get their supper adown by the side of the sea.

“But meanwhile the Gods themselves undid my bonds for me

Full easily: then wrapping my head in a clout of a hood

Down the steering-oar well shaven I got me and breasted the flood, 

And swimming on thenceforward I rowed with either hand,

And right soon afar was I gotten from those, and out aland;

And, coming ashore by a thicket of leafy trees well-grown,

I lay there close while they wandered about and made their moan;

But whenas they deemed it availed not to seek me further there,

To the hollow ship did they get them and thereon again did fare.

And the Gods themselves thenceforward did lightly hide me still,

And then brought me away to the homestead of a man of all goodwill,

Because forsooth it is fated that I yet shall live my day.”

Then thou, O Swineherd Eumaeus, thuswise didst answer and say: 

“O hapless guest, thou hast moved me and stirred my heart with thy tale

Of all the ways thou hast wandered, and all thou hast borne of bale.

But the word thou say’st of Odysseus ’tis wrong and said athwart,

Nor wilt thou make me trow it: and thou being as thou art,

Why wilt thou lie so vainly? since for my part well I know

Of the homefare of my master, that the Gods begrudge him so,

That they brought him not to his bane down there on the Trojan ground,

Nor yet mid the hands of his fellows when the spindle of war he had

When all the host of Achaeans the tomb for him had done, [wound,

And fame he had got, and great glory had left behind for his son. 

But now without fame or glory have the Snatchers whirled him away.

But for me aloof with the swine I abide, nor any day

Do I get me adown to the city, save the wise Penelope

Should stir me up to go thither when to hand some tidings may be.

Then the folk there sit about him and will have out all his say;

Both those that are grieved that the master so long abideth away,

And those that rejoice all bootless to eat up his livelihood.

But for me, to ask and to question I hold it nothing good,

Since the time when a man of ^itolia came here with a tale in hand,

And befooled me: a man had he slain, and traversed a deal of land,

And hither he came to the homestead, and I dealt with him lovingly.

Who said that amidst the Cretans with Idomeneus did he see 

Odysseus mending his sh^>s by the tempest broken and tried;

And he said that he would be coming in the spring or the harvest tide,

And with him his godlike fellows, and he bringing abundant gear.

But thou Elder of many sorrows, since the God hath brought thee here

Take not delight in lying, nor flatter me thus one whit;

For I give thee not compassion, nor cherish thee for it,

But in awe of Zeus the Guest-friend, and for very pity of thee.”

Then spake the shifty Odysseus, and thuswise answered he: 

“Well, well! the heart within thee is slack indeed to trow,

Since mine oath will nowise win thee, nor wilt thou trust me now.

But strike we here a bargain! For yet I say again, ,

Let the Gods who hold Olympus bear witness of us twain!

If yet thy King returneth, in his house and his home to be,

Thou shalt give me a cloak and a kirtle, and withal shalt further me

Unto Dulichium island, wherein I fain would dwell.

But if thy King return not e’en as the tale I tell,

Set on thine homemen to cast me adown from an hill-rock high,

That gangrel men henceforward look to it not to lie.” 

But therewith the goodly swineherd he answered him and spake:

“Yea verily, guest, my fair fame for honour and kindness’ sake

Should be holpen among menfolk, both now and in time to come,

If, when to the stead I had brought thee and guested thee at home,

I should turn again and slay thee, and thy dear life take away!

Unto Zeus the Son of Cronos full heartily then should I pray!

But now ’tis the time for supper; soon now shall my folk come in,

That in the booth fair supper and dainty we may win.”

But while about such matters each unto each they spoke,

Lo near at hand were the swine-droves, and withal the herding-folk: 

So therewithal they penned them where they were wont to abide,

And huge rose the din and the routing of the swine as they were styed.

But now the goodly swineherd fell to bid his men and say:

“The best of the swine bring hither for me to hallow and slay

For my far-come guest; and we also will make good cheer indeed,

Since for long have we been toiling the white-toothed swine to feed,

And others eat our labour, nor cometh atonement to pass.”

So he spake, and fell to cleaving the logs with the ruthless brass,

And a boar they brought withinward, a five-year-old full fat, 

And on the hearth they stood him, and the swineherd nought forgat 

The Deathless Gods, for his heart in righteous ways was fast

So he fell to, and into the fire the forelock first he cast

Of the white-toothed boar, and fell praying to the Godfolk one and all

For the wise Odysseus’ homefare in the end to his house and his hall.

Then with an oak-log that lay there, once cleft by his hand he smote

The boar, and life went from him; and therewith they sheared his throat,

And singed, and cut him piece-meal; and the swineherd laid the raw

On the rich fat, which in gobbets from each limb did he draw;

And some they cast into the fire besprent with barley-meal,

And the rest they sheared into gobbets and spitted every deal, 

And roasted it very deftly, and then they drew off all,

And cast it heaped on the trenchers. Then rose up the swineherd withal

To carve the meat, for he wotted in his heart what was fair and fit,

And into seven portions he dealt the whole of it,

And one thereof to the Nymphs and to Hermes, Maia’s Son,

He set by with a prayer, and the others he dealt to every one.

But the long-drawn chine of the boar white-toothed for the worshipful part

He gave unto Odysseus, and the King grew glad at heart,

And the many-wiled Odysseus he spake, and thus said he:

“Eumaeus, to Zeus the Father may’st thou be e’en as dear as to me, 

Since with goodly cheer dost thou honour e’en such as I am today!”

Then thou, O Swineherd Eumaeus, thereto didst answer and say:

“Eat then, O hapless of strangers! in such as is here delight 

For God to one man giveth, and another gainsayeth outright,

In such wise as he will have it; for all things he doth and he may.”

So he spake, and burned the firstlings to the Gods of the deathless day.

And poured the dark wine in offering and gave it furthermore

To the hands of the City-waster, as his portion he sat before. [alone

And the bread was Mesaulios’ dealing, whom the swineherd had bought

What time the King his master was aloof and a long while gone: 

And neither the Queen nor Laertes the Elder were wotting of this,

But he bought the man from the Taphians with the gear that was verily his.

So they stretched out their hands to the victual that ready before them lay.

But when the longing for meat and for drink they had done away

Mesaulios bore off the victual, and fulfilled of meat and of bread

They were gotten fain of slumber, and longed for lying abed.

But the night came foul and moonless, with Zeus to raining set,

And a mighty west wind blowing, that ever bringeth wet;

So to them then spake Odysseus the herder of swine to try

If the cloak from his back he would give him, or of his folk thereby 

Would egg on one to give it, since of him he had a care:

“Now hearken ye, Eumaeus, and all our fellows here,

And a boasting word will I say; for befooling wine is strong

Within me: he who eggeth e’en the wise to raise the song

And laugh out softly, and dance for very lustihead,

And to say the word, it may be, that were better left unsaid,

Yet since I have shouted already, the speech I will not hide.

But O for the days of my youth when with me did the might abide!

When we arrayed an ambush up under Troy-town wall,

And Menelaiis Atrides, and Odysseus led, and withal 

The third was I of the captains, for that charge on me they laid.

Now when round the burg high-builded and the wall our watch we made,

Then we lay about the city and adown in the thickets there,

Among the reeds of the marish, close crouching under our gear.

But the north-wind dropped and the night-tide came, afoul and an evil time,

Frosty, with snow a-falling, as bitter as the rime,

And into ice was it setting upon our shields of war.

And now for all the others, both kirtle and cloak they bore,

And with their shoulders shielded all close at ease they lay:

But I, when I went with my fellows, had left my cloak by the way, 

Like a fool; for I had no deeming of such a bitter night,

And I went with nought but my target, and my war-coat gleaming bright.

So in the third hour of the night-tide, when the stars were shifting their

I spake unto Odysseus, who close beside me lay, [way,

And jogged him with my elbow, and lightly gave he heed:

“‘ O many-wiled Odysseus, Zeus-bred, Laertes’ seed,

Not long shall I be with the living, for I perish with the cold,

Whereas no cloak I have gotten, for the God hath me befooled

To go all bare in my kirtle, and now no rede may I find.’

“So I spake, but therewith straightway grew up a rede in his mind;

Such an one as he was for counsel and for fighting in the fray! 

So speaking very softly this word to me did he say:

‘ Be silent, lest some other of Achaeans may have heard!’

Then he raised up his head on his elbow, and therewith spake a word:

“‘ Friends, hearken! a boding vision in my sleep hath come to me;

And far away from the ships are we gotten: might some one be

To go tell to the People’s Shepherd, Agamemnon Atreus’ son,

That he push on the men from the ships to gather and speed us on!’

“Then Thoas, son of Andraemon, at his word rose speedily,

And cast away from off him his cloak of purple dye, 

And off to the ships ran swiftly, and I his cloak did on,

And fain therein was I lying till the Gold-throned Day-dawn shone.

Ah, would that I yet were as young, and of might untouched and stout!

Then would one of the homestead’s swineherds soon give me a cloak, no

Both for kindness and for compassion of a very man maybe. [doubt,

But now foul-clad is my body, and men think shame of me.”

Then thou, O swineherd Eumaeus, didst answer and speak forth:

“Old man, the tale thou tellest forsooth is one of worth;

Nor speak’st thou out of measure a vain and empty tale.

As now shalt thou lack not a garment, nor aught else that may avail,

A poor and hapless bedesman wandering from stead to town. 

But tomorn shalt thou shake upon thee the rags that are thine own,

For nowise cloaks a many or change of coats to wear

Have we, but just one kirtle for every man to bear.

But when at last he cometh, Odysseus’ well-loved son,

A kirtle and cloak shall he give thee, that fair raiment thou may’st don,

And shall speed thy ways wherever thy heart and soul desire.”

So he spake and arose, and strewed him a bed beside the fire,

And the fells of sheep and the goat-kind withal he heaped thereto,

And there Odysseus laid him; and a cloak o’er him he threw, 

Shaggy and great, that stood him in stead for a change of gear

When raging wind and weather rose up against them there.

There then Odysseus slumbered, and him withal beside

The young men lay; but the swineherd it liked not to abide

And slumber on that bed-place, and aloof from his swine to be:

So he armed him, and went outdoors; and Odysseus joyed to see

The man of his goods so heedful, when far away was his lord.

First then o’er his sturdy shoulders he slung the whetted sword,

And then in a thick cloak clad him from the wind to ward him well,

And the skin of a goat well-nourished caught up, a shaggy fell. 

And withal a whetted javelin ‘gainst men and dogs he bare,

And went his ways to slumber where his swine the white-toothed were,

All sleeping ‘neath a rock-den in a north-wind-warded lair.






  








BOOK XV.
 

ARGUMENT.

Telemachus, Egged On By Athene, Departeth Homewards From

Laced^mon; He Falleth In With Theoclymenus The Seer On

The Way, And Cometh Safely To Ithaca, Where He Goeth A-land

By Himself In The Country-side, And Sendeth The Ship Home

To The Town With His Fellows. Meanwhile Eum.eus Telleth

His Tale To Odysseus Of How He Was Stolen From Home When

He Was Little, And Sold Into Thraldom.

BUT to wide-field Lacedaemon did Pallas Athene speed,

Unto the noble youngling, great-souled Odysseus’ seed,

To mind him of his homefare, and urge him to be gone.

And there Telemachus found she and Nestor’s noble son

Both lying in the forecourt of Menelaiis the great.

Forsooth the Son of Nestor lay bound by slumber’s weight,

But sweet sleep held not the other, for his heart as there he lay

Was stirred by care and trouble for his father far away:

So to him spake the Grey-eyed Athene as nigh to him she stood:

“Telemachus, thy straying from thine house is nothing good, 

And thy leaving aloof thy havings and those men within the hall

So masterful past measure, lest of thee they eat up all,

And share out all thy living, and nought be the end of thy way.

Up! urge on Menelaiis, loud-voiced in the battle play,

To speed thee off; that thy mother at home ye yet may find — 

 — For now her father and mother, they bid her heed their mind

And with Eurymachus wed her; for he outgoes all of these,

The Wooers, in his giving, and the gifts doth he still increase — 

Lest against thy will she be flitting from thine house some deal of thy gear.

Since indeed thou wottest of women what minds in their bodies they bear,

She is fain to be good to the household of the man that her hath wed;

But of her offspring aforetime and of her husband dead 

She nothing now remembers, and seeketh of him not.

So do thou thyself go thither, and give all that thou hast got

To be kept by one of the handmaids who seemeth the best to be,

Till a noble wife and a fitting the Gods shall show to thee.

Now another word will I tell thee, and lay it well to heart;

Men wilfully waylay thee, the best of the Wooers’ part,

Where the Ithacan firth hath Same” the craggy on one hand,

Desiring there to slay thee ere thou come to thy fatherland. 

Yet I deem it shall not happen ere the earth hold some of those,

The Wooers, that devour thy livelihood so close.

But hold aloof from the islands thy ship well-wrought for the sea,

And sail by night as by day time, and fair wind abaft shall there be,

Sent from that one of the Deathless who keeps thee evermore.

But when to the ness thou comest, the first ness of the Ithacan shore,

Then thy ship and all the shipmen to the city do thou send,

But thyself the first of all things unto the swineherd wend,

Who wardeth thy swine, and all kindness as erst for thee doth show.

There night-long be thou abiding, but let him to the city go, 

To Penelope the prudent, a tiding word to tell,

How thou art come from Pylos and at home alive and well.”

So she spake, and thus departed for Olympus high aloft:

But he roused the son of Nestor from his slumber sweet and soft;

For with his heel he stirred him and thuswise there he spoke:

“Awake, thou Son of Nestor! arise, that we may yoke

To the car the whole-hoofed horses, and wear the way amain.”

But Pisistratus, son of Nestor, to him made answer again:

“Telemachus, now in nowise, as sore as we long for the way,

May we drive through the dusky night-tide; but soon will come the day:

Abide till the hero Atrides, the glory of the spear, 

Shall come, and in our twi-car shall lay the gifts and the gear,

And with kindly word shall bespeak us, and speed us on our ways,

Since forsooth the guest remembereth that man for all his days

Who giveth him good guesting in friendly wise and dear.”

And even with his speaking was the Gold-throned Dawning there,

And anear drew Menelaiis, loud-voiced in the battle-play,

E’en now from the bed arisen where the fair-haired Helen lay;

But when the loved son of Odysseus of Atreus’ son had sight,

He hasted and did on his body a kirtle gleaming bright; 

Yea, Telemachus the hero, godlike Odysseus’ son,

Over his sturdy shoulders a great cloak then did on,

And therewith went without doors, and stood nigh and spake the word:

“Menelaiis, Son of Atreus, thou Zeus-bred people’s lord,

Now speed me forth, I prithee, to my fatherland and home;

For now my soul desireth that thither I should come.”

Then answered Menelaiis, loud-voiced in the battle-play:

“Telemachus, no long season would I hold thee aback from the way,

Desiring so thine homefare; yea, wroth were I with such

As who, when men he guesteth, shall cherish his guest o’ermuch, 

Or loath him out of measure: for in all things measure is best

And good is neither fashion, to thrust out the willing guest

Who is fain to abide, or to stay him who longeth to be on the road;

But to cherish the guest that abideth and to speed the departer is good.

But abide till I bring to thy twi-car the gifts that are lovely and fair, [here,

That thou with thine eyes may’st behold them, and speak with the women

And bid them dight thee the dinner from the plentiful store of the hall.

For a worshipful thing it is, and befitting and gainful withal,

For you to depart full-feasted o’er the wide land having no end;

But would ye turn up through Hellas, or through Mid-Argos wend, 

So far with you would I wend me, and the steeds for you would yoke;

And would lead you through men’s cities; nor would any one of the folk

Send us empty away, but would give us some thing that were good to bear,

Some bowl maybe, or a caldron three-footed, brazen and fair,

Or else a golden beaker, or a yoke of mules maybe.”

But Telemachus the heedful made answer, and thus spake he:

“Menelaiis, lord of the people, thou Atreus’ son Zeus-bred,

To mine own would I now be wending, for when we left our stead

No guard I left behind me to heed my wealth and gear;

Nor would I die in my seeking my father lief and dear, 

Or lose some one of the heirlooms within mine house that lie.”

So when Menelaiis heard him, the good at the battle-cry,

He bade his wife and the women the work at once to win,

And to dight in the hall a dinner from the plenteous store within,

And Boethus’ son Eteoneus, he drew anigh them withal,

Having risen from bed; for his dwelling was no great way from the hall.

So Menelaiis the war-loud straight bade him kindle the fire,

And roast the flesh, and he hearkened nor gainsaid his desire.

Then wended the King adown to his chamber sweet of scent,

And not alone, for with him Megapenthes and Helen went; 

And when they came where the treasure was lying garnered up,

Then took the son of Atreus a twofold-fashioned cup,

And he bade his son Megapenthes a silver bowl to bear.

But for Helen, she stood by the coffers that hid away the gear,

The many-coloured kirtles which she herself had made.

One then took that Glory of Women from the store together laid,

The fairest of its broidery and the biggest and the best,

And it shone aloof as a star shines, and lay under all the rest.

Then forth through the house they wended till they came to Telemachus,

And the yellow Menelaiis he spake unto him thus: 

“Telemachus, thine homefare, as thou wouldst have it be,

May Zeus the Lord of Here, Loud-Thunderer, give it thee!

But of gifts whatso of treasure within mine house there lies

I will give thee now the goodliest and the very most of price,

Lo, I give thee a bowl fair-fashioned withinward and without

Of silver; but his wine-lip with gold is done about.

It was fashioned by Hephaestus, and Phaedimus the King

Of Sidonians gave it unto me, whom his house was covering,

When I was about departing; and this for thee have I brought.”

Then the hero, the Seed of Atreus, the beaker double-wrought 

Gave into his hands, and the wine-bowl of silver glorious fair

Brought the mighty Megapenthes and gave it to him there.

And withal the fair-cheeked Helen before him there did stand,

And spake the word unto him with the garment in her hand.

“And I withal will give thee a gift, O youngling dear,

Of Helen’s hands a memory, this weed for thy wife to wear

In the hour of thy longed-for wedding: but meanwhile until that day

Let it lie in the house by thy mother. Hail now upon thy way

To thine house the goodly-builded, and the land that thy fathers had!”

So in his hands she laid it, and he took it and was glad; 

And Pisistratus the hero stowed all away with care

In the cofier of the twi-car, and well noted what they were.

But yellow-haired Menelaiis to the house led one and all,

And they sat them adown on the benches and the high-seats of the hall,

And in a goodly ewer of gold a handmaid bore

The water for washing the hands o’er a silver bowl to pour,

And therewithal beside them the polished bowl she spread,

And thereto the reverend goodwife bore in and laid the bread,

And rejoiced their hearts with the dainties a many that happened there:

And there the son of Boethus dight the flesh and dealt the share. 

But the pourer of wine was the son of Menelaiis renowned, [found.

So they reached out their hands to the meat that ready before them they

But when the longing for meat and for drink they had quite foredone,

Then Telemachus the heedful and Nestor’s noble son

Fell to yoking of their horses, and went up on the painted car,

And they drave from out of the forecourt and the cloister echoing far,

And with them went fair Menelaiis, son of Atreus, holding up

Heart-soothing wine in his right hand in a goodly golden cup,

That those on their way might wend them with due drink -offering poured,

And he stood before the horses, and hailed them with the word: 

“Hail, younglings! and to Nestor the folk-herd let it pass

My greeting, for e’en as a father full kind to me he was,

While under Troy we battled, we sons of Achaean men.”

But Telemachus the heedful thus spake and answered again:

“Yea surely, O Zeus-nourished, of all these things will we tell,

And thy tale to the man when we meet him: and would that I as well

Unto Ithaca returning might meet Odysseus yet,

And in his house might tell him what love from thee I met

When hither I came; and my going with so many gifts and fair.”

But amidst his words came flying on his right a fowl of the air, 

An erne, that bore in his talons a great goose white and tame

From out the garth, and behind him shouting aloud there came

A crowd of men and women; but anigh them to the right

He swept athwart the horses; and all they that saw the sight

Were glad, and in their bosoms their hearts waxed warm withal.

But Pisistratus, son of Nestor, first unto speech did fall:

“Say now, Zeus-bred Menelaiis, folk-leader, how it may be, Hath Zeus shown forth this token for us, or rather for thee?”

So he spake, but Menelaiis the loved of Ares weighed

His thought, how best and rightly his answer might be made, 

But him long-kirtled Helen forewent, and thus spake she:

“Hearken while I foretell it how in the soul of me

The Deathless set foreseeing; and I think it shall come to pass, [was,

As this fowl hath come from the mountain where his folk and his father

And hath ravished the goose that was cherished in the house in tender wise:

So Odysseus, though wide wandering through many miseries,

Shall come back to his house and avenge him — yea, is he home by now,

And bale for all those Wooers is nourishing to grow.”

Then Telemachus the heedful spake out the answering word:

“So grant it Zeus, the Holy, Here’s Loud-thundering Lord! 

Then forsooth as a very God e’en there would I worship thee.”

So he cast the whip on the horses, and as swiftly as may be

Afield they sped through the city, and eager way they made,

And all day long were they swaying the yoke about them laid.

And so the sun sank under and dark grew every road,

And therewith they came to Pherae and Diodes’ abode,

Of Orsilochus begotten, Alpheus’ offspring dear.

And there nightlong they abided, and he gave them guesting-cheer.

But when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Day-dawn, shone,

They yoked their steeds and their places in the painted chariot won, 

And drave forth out of the forecourt, and the echoing pillared stead,

And smote the steeds to be going, and nothing loth they sped,

And soon to the burg of Pylos well-built the way was done.

Then Telemachus the heedful thus spake to Nestor’s son:

“What thing, O Son of Nestor, wouldst thou promise and do for me

According unto mine asking? Since friends we boast us to be

From the kindness of our fathers, and we of one age withal,

And unto our better liking this our journey shall befal.

Now lead me not past my ship, but leave me here on the way,

Lest me unwilling the elder in his house and hall should stay 

All eager to befriend me; and need is that I haste to begone.”

So he spake, but rede and counsel of his mind took Nestor’s son,

What wise he might promise and duly accomplish his behest;

And unto him so thinking this seemed to be the best.

To the swift ship and the sea-shore he turned the steeds away,

And the goodly gifts bore out in the ship’s stern-part to lay,

E’en the gold and the raiment given by Menelaiis the King;

And then with speech he urged him and set these words on the wing:

“Now haste thee up a-shipboard, and bid all thy fellows as well

Before I get me homeward the tale to the elder to tell: 

For well in my heart and my mind of the mood of my father I know

How masterful is he of spirit: he will not let thee go,

But himself will come hither to bid thee, and I deem indeed by my troth

That he will not go back empty, he shall be so exceeding wroth.”

So he spake, and fell to driving the steeds of the fair-tressed mane

Back again to the burg of Pylos; and the house did they speedily gain;

But Telemachus egged on his fellows, and fell to bidding there:

“To the black ship, O my fellows, and order well the gear 

And go ye up a-shipboard that we our way may speed.”

So spake he forth, and lightly they hearkened and gave heed, 

And straight they went a-shipboard, and sat down on the thwarts alow.

But while he was toiling and praying, and unto Athene as now

Hard by the stern made offering, a certain man drew nigh,

An outland man, and from Argos for manslaying did he fly.

A seer, and by blood and getting of old Melampus’ stock,

Who dwelt erewhile in Pylos, the mother of many a flock.

Now wealthy amid the Pylians a full rich house had he,

Till he went to another people, since his land he needs must flee,

And Neleus the mighty of mood, the proudest living on earth,

Who held for a full year’s circle perforce his wealth and worth, 

While he himself, Melampus, in bitter bonds and sore

In Phylacus’ halls lay bounden, and stark were the griefs he bore

Because of Neleus’ daughter, and the sin that on him weighed,

Which she, the fearful Goddess, the Wreaker, on him laid.

Yet he ‘scaped his bane, and the oxen loud-lowing did he lead

From Phylace unto Pylos, and of the evil deed

On the godlike Neleus wreaked him; and then for his brother’s hand

To the house he led a woman, and so went to another land,

To Argos, feeder of horses; for there was he doomed to abide,

And there should he lord it over the Argives far and wide. 

There a high-roofed house he builded, and a wife he wedded then,

And Antiphates and Mantius begat, both mighty men.

But Antiphates after him gat Oi’cles, mighty of mood,

And Oi’cles Amphiaraiis the folk’s upraiser good:

Beloved of Zeus the Shielded, beloved of Apollo he was

With manifold love; yet never the threshold of eld did he pass:

Because of the gifts of a woman in Thebes he had his bane,

But Amphilochus and Alcmaeon were the sons that his getting did gain.

Then Mantius gat Polypheides and Cleitus; him on a day

Did the Gold-enthroned Dawning wrap from the earth away 

To dwell amid the Deathless because of his fairness’ sake.

But the high-souled Polypheides a seer did Apollo make,

By far the best of menfolk since Amphiaraiis was dead;

Who departed, wroth with his father, to Hyperesia’s stead,

And dwelling there, unto all men foretold what surely came.

Now his son was this new-comer, Theoclymenus by name,

Who anigh Telemachus standing where he found him midst his prayer

And pouring of drink-offerings, by the black ship swift to fare,

Sent winged words towards him, and bespake him face to face:

“O friend, since now I find thee with thine offerings in this place, 

By the gifts and the God I beseech thee, and furthermore indeed

By thy very head and the shipmen that follow as ye lead,

Tell truth to me the seeker, nor the hidden story win:

What art thou, whence of menfolk, and thy city and thy kin?”

Then Telemachus the heedful to him made answer and said:

“Yea, plain to thee, O Stranger, shall all the tale be made;

Of Ithaca is my kindred, and I am Odysseus’ son

If ever he were; for in these days he is evilly dead and gone;

Wherefore I took these fellows and the black ship that ye see

To seek some tidings of him so long aloof from me.” 

But the godlike Theoclymenus thus answered him again:

Like thee I am put from my country because a man I have slain;

A man of my folk; and a many do his brethren and his kin

In horse-rich Argos ruling mid the Achaeans worship win;

And the death from them am I shunning, and their black doom do I flee,

Since now is my fate amid menfolk a wandering man to be.

So take me up a-shipboard, since I flee and make my prayer,

Lest they hew me down in slaughter; for yet following me they fare.”

Then Telemachus the heedful thuswise he answered and said:

“I will not thrust thee craving from the ship the shapely-made; 

Come on then, and of such things as we have shall we make thee cheer.”

Thus spake he, and took from him his brazen-headed spear,

And laid it along on the deck of the swelling ship of the sea,

Then on to that sea-farer, and up aboard went he,

And sat him down in the stern, and there beside him close

This Theoclymenus set he; then men cast the hawsers loose.

Then Telemachus egged on his fellows, and a word upon them laid

To dight the tackling duly, and full yarely they obeyed.

They raised the mast of pine-tree, they stepped it well and fair

Within the mid-thwart’s hollow, and with forestays stayed it there, 

And with ox-hide ropes well-twisted hauled up the sails milk-white.

But Grey-eyed Athene sent them a wind that blew aright

Through the lift on-rushing fiercely, that as swiftly as might be

The fleeting ship might win her through the salt wave of the sea.

And by Crouni was she running, and the well-brooked Chalcis’ shore;

But now the sun sank under, and all ways were darkened o’er;

And she made the land of Pheae by the wind of Zeus sped on,

And way by the holy Elis, where Epeians rule, she won.

Thence on to the Tapering Islands his ship the youngling drave,

Still pondering should he be taken, or his soul from the death-day save. 

Meanwhile in the booth Odysseus and the goodly swineherd sat

At supper, and beside them the other herdsmen ate;

But when the longing for meat and drink they had done away

Odysseus spake; for a trial on the swineherd would he lay,

Whether yet he would cherish him closely, and bid him abide in the place,

Or would egg him on to be wending and townward turn his face:

“Now hearken to me, Eumaeus, and ye other fellows here,

Tomorn would I to the city that begging I may fare,

That thee and these thy fellows I may not quite undo;

Give me good rede, I prithee, and a good guide thereunto. 

For townward must I wander, and thither need doth drive,

If perchance a cup and a morsel some man to me may give.

So to the house Odysseus the glorious may I come,

To Penelope the wiseheart to bear my message home;

And with those masterful Wooers would I mingle furthermore,

That a meal’s meat they might give me from out their endless store.

And lightly as they willed me, for them would I play my part;

For this I tell thee, and hearken and lay it well to heart,

By the grace of Hermes the Flitter, who unto all doth give

The glory and worship of doing the works whereby they live, 

No mortal man in serving like to me is deft and good,

In feeding of the fire, or in cleaving the dry wood,

Or in pouring the wine, or in carving, or dighting the roast and the

The tasks wherein for the rich ones the poor are wont to toil.”

Then thou spak’st, O swineherd Eumaeus, whereas thine heart did grieve:

“O me, my guest, what a counsel thy mind doth now conceive 

For certes thou desirest to meet thy death in the town,

If unto the throng of the Wooers thou willest now go down,

Whose pride and high-hand outrage goeth up to the iron sky.

Forsooth none such as thou art they have to serve thereby; 

But young men well apparelled in cloaks and kirtles fair,

And lovely are their faces and gleaming-soft their hair.

E’en such are they that serve them, and the polished tables shine,

For ever heavy-laden with bread and meat and wine.

Bide here; for of thy biding no man here grudgeth thee,

Neither I nor these my fellows, nor whoso here may be.

But when the dear son of Odysseus here cometh, he indeed

Shall give thee a cloak and a kirtle, a gift of goodly weed,

And shall flit thee whithersoever thy soul would have thee go.”

Then the toil-stout goodly Odysseus made answer even so: 

“Unto Father Zeus, Eumaeus, may’st thou be e’en as lief

As thou art to me! since thou endest my wandering and fierce grief.

For nought is worse than wandering of every mortal ill.

But because of the baleful belly must men bear sorrow still,

And straying them befalleth, and pain and misery.

But since thou wouldst have me abide him, and biddest me here to be,

Of the mother of godlike Odysseus now somewhat do thou say,

And his father left on the threshold of eld when he went on his way,

If yet they abide with the living beneath the beams of the sun

Or unto the House of Hades have departed dead, undone?” 

But him the swineherd answered, the leader of the men:

“Yea, the thing whereof thou seekest I will tell thee clearly then;

For as yet Laertes liveth, yet beseeching Zeus withal

That the soul may waste out of his body e’en there in his very hall;

So sore his child he lamenteth who far away doth abide,

And his kindly wiseheart helpmate, who indeed whenas she died

Drew eld untimely on him, and drew that sorrow on;

Since she died through the grief she suffered because of her glorious son.

A woeful death! may no one thus die of those that dwell

In the land and to me are kindly, and have done by me right well! 

For so long as she was living, although sore sorrowing,

To ask and to seek about her to me was a happy thing.

For by her indeed was I fostered with her noble daughter fair,

E’en Ctimene” the long-robed, the latest child she bare;

With her I say was I fostered, and had honour little less.

But when we both were gotten to our youth of happiness,

Her then they wedded in Same’, and great wedding-gifts they had.

But in raiment very goodly the Queen my body clad,

A cloak and a kirtle she gave me and shoes for my feet to wear,

And into the fields she sent me, and yet ever held me dear. 

Of these things now am I lacking, yet the happy Gods indeed

Of the work wherein I hold me have given me good speed;

And withal have I meat and drink, and for hapless folk some cheer.

But as now of my mistress that is there is nothing happy to hear,

By word or by deed: since surely a plague on the house doth fall

Of masterful men. Yet greatly it rejoiceth the heart of a thrall

To speak in the face of the mistress, and to ask of everything,

And to eat and to drink, and thereafter have somewhat afield to bring

Of such things as the hearts of thrallfolk for evermore are fain.”

But the many-wiled Odysseus he answered thus again: 

“Woe worth, O swineherd Eumaeus! how far hast thou wandered on,

From thy kindred and thy country when thou wert but a little one!

But come now, bespeak me of one thing, and clearly tell it all.

For, wasted by the warriors, did the wide-wayed city fall

Where thy father and mother beworshipped were dwelling a while agone?

Or thee, as thou wert abiding by the sheep and the oxen alone,

Did the foemen take to their ship, and carry thee away

Unto the house of that man, who for thee great price did pay?”

Spake the swineherd, the leader of men, and in this wise spake he:

“O guest, since of these matters thou askest and seekest of me, 

Sit on and drink ard be merry, and hush thy voice, and heed:

For measureless long is the night-tide, and time is for sleep indeed,

And time too for the merry hearkening; nor before the hour is come

Is need to wend us bedward; and much sleep is wearisome.

Of the others, whomso to sleep his heart and his soul shall sway,

Let him go his ways and slumber, but with dawning of the day

He shall break his fast, and follow the swine-droves of the king.

But here in the booth we twain at the drink and the banqueting

Shall be merry with the memory of each other’s weary woe.

For very grief shall gladden the man that to and fro 

Hath wandered wide in the world, and suffered sorrow sore.

So whereof thou askest and seekest, the tale shall I now tell o’er.

“There is an isle called Syria, if thereof thou hast heard and known,

Up over Ortygia is it, where turneth the sun to go down.

It is not right full of people, but a goodly land and sweet,

Well pastured, well be-herded, wine-plenteous, rich in wheat;

On that folk no famine falleth, and no sickness cometh anigh,

E’en such as oft so loathly smites hapless men that die.

But when eld amid that city creeps o’er the race of men

Cometh silver-bowed Apollo, and Artemis cometh then, 

And they with their kindly arrows fall on and give the bane.

“Now therein are two cities and all things are shared atwain,

But over either people king was my father there,

E’en Ctesius, Ormenus’ offspring, and the very godhead’s peer.

Now thither came the Phoenicians, the ship-famed; hucksters these,

Who bore ten thousand trinkets in their black ship over the seas.

And withal a Phoenician woman dwelt in my father’s house,

Tall, fair, and very cunning in work most glorious.

Her then the wily Phoenicians befooled upon a day:

For first as she was washing by the hollow ship, one lay 

With her in love and dalliance, that oft and evermore

Befooleth minds of women, though deft they be of lore.

Next who she was he asked her, and whence of lands was come;

Ano! straightway then she told him of her father’s lofty home:

‘ I call myself of Sidon, abounding much in brass,

And I am the very daughter of the o’er-rich Arybas;

But Taphian men and sea-thieves they took me on a day

As I came from afield, and thither they flitted me away,

Unto the house of this man, and a noble price he paid.’

“Then he, the man who by stealth had lain beside her, said: 

‘ And if thou wouldst follow us back and homeward, how would it be,

That the high-roofed house of thy father and mother thou may’st see?

Yea, they themselves; for as yet they live and are wealthy, ’tis said?’

“Then spake to him the woman and a word thereto she laid;

‘ Yea, this might be, if ye shipmen were willing now and here

To be sworn by an oath that scathless me homeward ye shall bear.’

“So she spake, and all they straightly took oath e’en as she bade.

But now when they had sworn them, and an end of the oath had made,

Then once more spake the woman, and thuswise answered she:

‘ Keep silence now; nor let any of you shipmen speak to me 

Whenso ye happen upon me, if it be beside the well

Or out in the street, lest some one thereof to the old man tell

In the house, and he misdoubt him and take and bind me then

In bitter bonds, and devise him the death of all you men.

So the word in your hearts refrain you, and the sale of your wares push on.

But when the ship is laden with the stuff ye have trucked for and won,

Then unto the house let a message be quickly speeded home;

And such gold will I bring unto you as under my hand may come.

And yet more of a faring-penny were I fain to be giving withal.

A child there is of the goodman, that I tend in his house and hall, 

Which same is a cunning youngling, that with me runs out and in;

And him would I bring to your ship, and huge price for him should ye win,

Whenso ye flit him to market amongst the alien men.’

“So saying she departed to the fair-built house as then;

But they abided by us for the wearing of a year,

And into their hollow ship their trucking drew much gear.

But when the hollow ship was burdened for the way,

Then they sent to the house one bearing a word to the woman to say.

So a man in craft exceeding came into my father’s hall, 

In his hand a golden collar with amber strung withal. [price

In the hall then the maids and my mother beworshipped were bidding a.

For this thing and handling it over, and beholding it still with their eyes,

And meanwhile unto the woman a silent sign he sent

By wagging his head, and thereafter to the hollow ship he went.

So then by the hand she took me, and forth from the house she led;

And in the porch she happed on the cups and the tables spread,

Of the men who had been feasting, that my father did wait upon,

But unto the folk-assembly and the speech-stead forth had they gone.

So she caught up three cups and hid them away in her girdlestead,

And carried them off, and I followed, a simple fool, as she led. 

“And so the sun sank under and all ways were darkened o’er,

And we hastened and came to the haven renowned on the shore,

Where lay the swift seafarer of those Phoenician men.

And therewith we went a shipboard, o’er the wet ways sailed we then,

And Zeus for us was speeding a wind that blew aright;

So six days were we sailing alike by day and night

But when Zeus, the Son of Cronos, had wrought the seventh day,

Then Artemis the shaft-fain did the woman smite and slay,

And she fell, and plunged down to the hold as diveth the mew of the sea;

And straight they cast her outboard, the meat and the prey to be 

Of the sea-calves and the fishes, and left in my grief was I.

But the wind and water driving to Ithaca brought them anigh,

And there Laertes bought me with the wealth he had in hand,

And thus indeed mine eyen first looked upon the land.”

But Odysseus, the Zeus-nourished, thus answering spake the word:

“Kuma-us, very sorely this tale of thy telling hath stirred

The mood in my mind for thy sorrows, that oft thine heart hath had:

Yet Zeus for thee meseemeth hath set the good by the bad,

Whereas in thy toil thou hast gotten to the house of a man that is kind,

Who carefully for thy living both meat and drink doth find, 

So that plentifully thou livest. While as for me — Yea, then,

Hither I come wide-wandering through the many cities of men.”

Thus then they told to each other, and no long while did abide

In sleep and slumber lying, but e’en for the littlest tide,

For at hand was the Gold-throned Day-dawn. But on the shore at last

Telemachus’ shipmen briskly struck sail and unshipped mast,

And then with rowing speeded the ship to the beaching-ground,

And cast the anchors ^mtboard, and fast the hawsers bound.

Then outboard on the seashore themselves withal they wend, 

And therewith their meat are dighting and the dark-red wine they blend

But when the desire for meat and for drink they had done away,

Then Telemachus the heedful thus fell to speak and say:

“Do ye now drive on straightly the black ship toward the town,

While I unto the acres and fields will get me down,

But to-night will go up to the city when my lands I have looked upon,

And to-morrow will set before you the faring-wage ye have won,

To wit, a noble banquet of flesh and sweetest wine.”

But therewith spake unto him Theoclymenus divine:

“Dear child, and whither wend I? To what man’s house of the men.

Who in Ithaca the craggy are lords, shall I get me then? 

Shall I go straight unto thy mother, and the very house of thy stead?”

But Telemachus the heedful to him thus answered and said:

‘‘ Yea, otherwise would I bid thee unto my house to speed,

For none there faileth of guest-cheer; but for thee ‘twill be worser indeed,

For I shall lack; and neither will my mother see thee at all,

For not oft before the Wooers is she seen amidst the hall,

But aloof in the upper chamber her weaving doth she speed.

But I of a man will tell thee to whom thou may’st come at need,

E’en Eurymachus the glorious, the wiseheart Polybus’ son,

Whom e’en as the peer of Godhead do the Ithacans look upon; 

For he is their best and greatest, and longeth eagerly

For the wedding of my mother and Odysseus’ sov’reignty:

But Zeus of Olympus knoweth who dwells in the lofty home,

If yet before the wedding their evil day may come.”

As he spake, from the right came flying a fowl, a falcon fleet,

Swift flitter of Apollo, who held betwixt his feet

A dove, and with talons tore her, and to earth the feathers poured,

Midway ‘twixt where the ship was and Telemachus the lord.

Him then did Theoclymenus aloof from his fellows call,

And clasped his hand and bespake him, and said the word withal: 

“Telemachus, nowise godless flew the fowl forth on the right;

Yea, I knew him for a token so soon as he came in sight.

Among the Ithacan people there is none so kingly a race

As thine is: ye are the stronger, and for ever first in place.”

But Telemachus the heedful he answered him again:

“And were thy word accomplished, then O but I were fain 

Then shouldst thou know of my kindness and the gifts that I should give,

That whosoever met thee should call thee blest to live.”

Therewith unto Piraeus his trusty friend did he call:

“Piraeus, son of Clytius, of my fellow-farers all 

That followed me to Pylos thou hearkenest most to me;

So do thou take this stranger, and have him home with thee,

To cherish in all honour till back again I fare.”

Then answered him Piraeus, the famous with the spear:

“Telemachus, e’en if thou bidest longwhile ere thou come back,

I will cherish the man, and nowise of guest-cheer shall he lack.”

So saying he went a-shipboard, and to all those gave the word

To cast aloose the hawsers and themselves to come aboard;

And aboard went all men lightly, and a-down on the benches they sat

But underneath his footsoles fair sandals Telemachus gat, 

And from off the deck of the ship he took a mighty spear,

Headed with brass, sharp-whetted. Then they cast the hawsers clear,

And thrust out, and made for the city according to the word

Of Telemachus, son beloved of Odysseus the good lord.

But for him, his feet sped onward till he came to the garth and the wall,

Where dwelt his swine unnumbered, and where slept his swineherd withal,

The goodman knowing the kindness that unto his lords should falL.






  








BOOK XVI.
 

ARGUMENT.

TELEMACHUS COMETH TO THE BOOTH OF THE SWINEHERD, AND SENDETH HIM TO THE TOWN WITH TIDINGS TO PENELOPE. ODYSSEUS MAKETH HIMSELF KNOWN TO HIS SON. THE CREW OF TELEMACHUS BRING THE SHIP TO HAVEN BY THE TOWN J AND IN LIKEWISE THOSE WHO WAYLAID HIM COME BACK HOME. THE WOOERS TAKE COUNSEL CONCERNING Telemachus’ Safe Return, And Penelope Upbraideth

THEM FOR THEIR ILL-DOINGS. EUM^US COMETH BACK TO TELE-

MACHUS AT THE BOOTH, AND TELLETH OF THE SPEEDING OF HIS

MESSAGE.

AS it fell, in the booth Odysseus, and the swineherd, the goodly of men,

Were dighting their breakfast at dawning, and kindling the fire as

And with the swine wold-pasturing had sent the herds away; [then,

But round Telemachus fawned they, the ban-dogs wont to bay,

Nor howled as he came forward; and Odysseus noted that,

Both the fawning dogs, and the trampling of coming feet thereat,

So straight unto Euinaeus a winged word he said:

“Eumaeus, one of thy fellows now cometh unto the stead,

Or some one else that thou knowest; for the dogs howl at him nought,

But are whining round about him; and the sound of feet have I caught”

But scarce the word had he spoken ere lo in the door of the close

Stood his own son well-beloved; and amazed Eumaeus arose,

And down from his hands fell the vessels wherewith he was labouring

In blending the dark-red wine, and he went up unto the king,

And on the head he kissed him, and both his eyes so fair,

And both his hands moreover, and he shed a mighty tear;

And e’en as a loving father makes much of his dear son,

Who hath come from an alien country when the tenth long year is done

His only son and darling for whom he hath travailed sore,

E’en so the goodly swineherd now kisseth him o’er and o’er, 

Telemachus the godlike, as one escaped from death,

And amidst of moans and greeting such winged words he saith:

“Thou art come, sweet light of mine eyes, Telemachus! Yea, though I said.

I should see thee no more, when to Pylos in the fleeting ship ye sped.

Come in, dear child, I bid thee, that mine heart may be glad of thy face,

When at last I look upon thee new come from an alien place.

For not oft hast thou come to thine herdsmen, or the countryside hast seen,

But a city-abider art thou, and thy will hereto hath it been

To behold the throng of the Wooers, the ravening company.”

Then Telemachus the heedful in this wise answered he: 

“Yea, even so, my father! and for this cause am I come,

To set mine eyes upon thee and to hearken thy word of my home.

If yet in our halls my mother abideth, or is wed

To another man at this moment; the while Odysseus’ bed

Lies lacking gear to sleep in, and cobwebs foul doth breed.”

Then answered him the swineherd that folk afield did lead:

“Yea, surely she abideth, and a steadfast heart she bears

Within the halls of thine homestead, but in grief the night-tide wears

All nights that are, and weepeth through all the days that pass.”

So saying from the youngling he took his spear of brass, 

Who over the stony threshold now stepped with entering feet;

And unto him would his father Odysseus yield his seat,

But Telemachus withheld him on his part, and thus he said:

“Nay, sit thee down, O stranger! for sure in this our stead

Another seat shall we get us; and the man is at hand therefor.”

So he spake, and back went Odysseus, and sat him down as afore;

But green twigs was the swineherd strewing, and fleeces thereupon,

And on the same thereafter sat Odysseus’ loved son.

Then platters of roasted flesh-meat did the swineherd by them lay,

Which was of the meat left over from the feast of yesterday, 

And bread in the maunds of wicker he hasted to heap up,

And the wine heart-soothing he mingled within the ivy cup,

And sat down over against him, Odysseus wondrous of might.

So they reached out their hands to the victual that lay before them dight

And when of meat and of drink they had done the longing away,

Then to the goodly swineherd ‘gan Telemachus to say:

“Father, and whence is the stranger, and whatwise over the sea

Did the shipmen to Ithaca bring him, and what did they boast them to be?

For hitherward meseemeth afoot he might not fare.”

Then thou, O swineherd Eumaeus, didst answer then and there: 

“Yea, son, and to thee full surely a true tale will I tell:

For he saith of the folk he cometh in Crete the wide that dwell,

And that he hath been cast in his strayings to men’s cities full many an one.

Since e’en such is the thread of the doom that the Gods for him have spua

But as now from a ship of Thesprotians hath he fled away aland,

And come to this mine homestead: so I give him into thine hand,

And do thou to him as thou willest: but he boasts him thy bedesman to be.”

But Telemachus the heedful in this wise answered he:

“Eumaeus, this word spoken is a grievous word of thine; 

For how may I take this stranger to the house and the hall that is mine?

For myself, I am but a youngling; nor trust in my hands have I

To ward me from him who against me would stir up enmity;

And my mother, the mood within her hangs doubtfully indeed,

Whether she with me abiding the house and home shall heed,

And honour the bed of my father, and the fame of the folk and its word;

Or shall follow him of Achaeans whom she deemeth the worthiest lord

That in her halls is wooing, and gives gifts most plenteous.

But now for this same stranger, since he hath come to thine house,

I shall give him a cloak and a kirtle that be raiment fair and meet,

And a two-edged sword moreover, and sandals to his feet, 

And will speed him whithersoever his soul will have him fare.

Or keep him if thou willest in the stead and make him cheer;

And the raiment will I send him, and meat withal from the town,

That thee and these thy fellows, he may not wear thee down.

But I will not have him wending where the Wooers’ band abide,

For with folly of heart do they fare, and most unmeasured pride,

Lest they fall to and maltreat him, and so bring me sorrow sore;

Since hard it is to be dealing, one man with many and more,

In despite of all his valiance; for the stronger side have they.”

Then unto him did the goodly toil-stout Odysseus say: 

“O friend, since for me it is lawful to answer yet a word,

My heart hast thou cleft asunder with this tale that I have heard;

Whereas ye say that the Wooers such prideful folly plan

Within thine halls despite thee, and thou such a worshipful man!

But say! art thou cowed of thy freewill, or the people everywhere,

Do they hate thee through the city because God’s voice they hear?

Or eastest thou blame on thy brethren; on whose help in the warfaring

A man may well be trusting for as great as the strife may upspring?

Ah, were I yet in my youth-days, and of such an heart indeed,

Or were I the son of Odysseus, or himself come back at need 

From all his many wanderings; since the hope is yet alive;

Yea then might the stroke of another the head from my body drive,

But I went to the house of Odysseus, and into Laertes’ hall,

And made myself the banesman of those Wooers one and all 

Yea, and even if, one amid many, I there were overcome,

Yet so to fall were better, and to die in the halls of my home,

Than such foul deeds for ever to look on with mine eyes.

The very guests mishandled, and in unseemly wise

The women-thralls haled roughly about the lovely stead;

The wine-casks ever running, and wantons eating bread no

In waste — and all for nothing; for a deed that shall not be.”

Then Telemachus the heedful in this wise answered he:

“Yea the tale hereof, O stranger, to thee will I clearly show;

For the whole folk nowise hates me nor counteth me its foe;

Nor cast I blame on my brethren, on whose help in the warfaring

A man may well be trusting, for as great as the strife may upspring.

For look you, the Son of Cronos gives our race but a single son.

Arcesius begat Laertes, and had but him alone,

And his father begat Odysseus, one only son, and he

Left me in his halls one only — and had no joy of me. 

And therefore in mine homestead is the foes’ folk manifold:

Yea all the best of the islands, who rule thereover hold,

As Dulichium, or Samel, or Zacynthus’ woody lands,

Or in Ithaca the craggy have folk beneath their hands,

All these are wooing my mother, and eating mine house away:

And she the loathsome wedding doth not utterly gainsay,

Nor may make an ending of it, while they eat up house and all,

And no long time shall pass over ere on me shall their havoc fall.

But on God’s knees it lieth, all this that is and shall be.

Now hasten, thou, O father, to the wise Penelope, 

And say that back am I gotten from Pylos safe and well:

But here will I bide; and the tidings to her alone shalt thou tell,

And come thy ways back hither, lest thereof some man should know.

For my bane are a many devising, and manifold is the foe.”

But his word, O swineherd Eumaeus, thuswise didst thou answer it:

“I wot and I heed; for thou biddest a man not lacking for wit

But I prithee tell me of one thing, and speak out straight and clear;

To that unhappy Laertes shall I go by the way to bear

These tidings? for up to this while, for Odysseus grieving withal,

He would oversee his acres, and eat and drink in his hall 

With his house-carles, whenso desire should move his mind thereto.

But from the time when to Pylos thou needs must ship and go,

Men say that thus it fareth, that he eateth and drinketh no more,

Nor hath an eye to his acres, but sitteth in sorrow sore,

In weeping and in wailing, and the flesh from his bones doth wane.”

But Telemachus the heedful thus answered him again:

“Woe worth! but though it be grievous, alone must we leave him still.

For if all things by mortals might be chosen after their will,

Then would I choose my father and his returning day.

So get back after thy message, nor through the tillage stray 

Seeking the man: but natheless thou may’st tell my mother to speed

Her housewife with all swiftness, yet privily indeed,

That she the tale may be telling to the elder of the land.”

He spake, and uproused the swineherd, who took his shoes in his hand

And unto his feet he bound them and took the townward road.

But Athene failed not to note him as he went from that abode,

And drew near, like to a woman both tall and fair to see,

And deft in goodly working of the weaver’s mystery.

So manifest unto Odysseus she stood ‘gainst the door of the place,

But Telemachus saw her nowise though she stood before his face; 

For not unto all are the Gods clear-seen in the light of the day.

But the dogs and Odysseus beheld her, yet her they did not bay,

But toward the far side of the booth they shrank away with a whine.

Then she bent her brows and nodded, and Odysseus noted the sign,

And forth he went from the chamber to the garth’s high-builded wall,

And there he stood before her, and to him she spake withal:

“O Zeus-bred son of Laertes, Odysseus of many a rede,

Now speak out the word to thy son, nor hide thou the day and the deed,

That death and doom for the Wooers ye two at last may frame,

When ye come your ways to the city and the dwelling great of fame.

Nor long shall I be lacking; for I weary for the fight” 

At the word with her rod all golden Odysseus did she smite,

And a kirtle and cloak well-washen she did about his breast,

And fulfilled the might of his body, and his manhood at the best;

And his cheeks filled out, and the colour grew deep o’er all his skin,

And deep the beard was waxing and dark about his chin.

So she wrought, and her ways she wended, and aback to the booth went

And sore his dear son marvelled, and feared that sight to see, [he,

And in dread his eyes drew from him lest a very God it were;

Yet his voice withal he uttered and winged a word to hear: 

“O guest, now art thou another than thou wert before mine eyes,

And other raiment hast thou, and thy skin wrought otherwise,

Yea, thou art a God of the God-folk who the wide-spread heavens do hold.

Be kind, that we may give thee well-fashioned gifts of gold

With the holy rites thou lovest: and spare us now we pray!”

But the toil-stout goodly Odysseus in this wise fell to say:

“I am no God; why then a God of me wilt thou make?

And yet am I thy father, whom for thy sorrow’s sake

So often thou bewailedst, borne down by the wrong of man.” 

So he spake, and his son he kissed, and to earth the tear-drops ran

From his cheeks, though up to this while he refrained them steadfastly:

But Telemachus, for in nowise he trowed him his father to be,

Again with words made answer, and thuswise fell to say:

“Thou art not my father Odysseus; rather some God today

Befooleth me, that the worser may be my weeping and woe.

For this thing a man that dieth could nowise fashion so,

Or in his mind contrive it; unless some God forsooth

Encompass him, and give him by his will or eld or youth.

For an old man clad but foully thou satest here beside,

Who now to the Gods art likest that hold the heavens the wide.” 

But Odysseus of many a rede he answered thus and said:

“Telemachus, for that thou seest thy father here in the stead

Not overmuch shouldst thou wonder, or stand in all amaze.

For never another Odysseus shall come unto his place;

But such as I am, toil-worn, wide-wandering, hither I come

In the twentieth year of my travail to my fatherland and my home.

But all this is the work of Athene, the Driver of the Prey,

Who maketh me e’en as she willeth, for of might she is, and she may,

One while like a very beggar, and another while indeed

Like a fresh young man, whose body is clad in lovely weed; 

For unto the Gods ’tis easy, who hold the heavens the wide,

To exalt a man of mortals, or abase him on a tide.”

So he spake and adown he sat him, and Telemachus withal

Clung round his valiant father, and let the tear-drops fall;

And so sorely for the weeping did the soul of either yearn

That each fell a-wailing shrilly; and as ceaseless as the erne,

Or the crook-clawed gar-fowl crieth, when the country-folk by sleight

Have carried off their fledgelings ere they be fit for flight,

So piteously the tear-rain down from their brows did pour:

And forsooth the sun had sunken upon their weeping sore 

If Telemachus had not spoken to his father presently:

“In what ship, beloved father, did the shipmen o’er the sea come?

Unto Ithaca bring thee? Who were they, and whence did they say they were

Since afoot and aland meseemeth thou cam’st not hither home?”

But the toil-stout valiant Odysseus made answer thereunto:

“Forsooth, my child, the story will I tell thee straight and true:

’Twas the ship-renowned Phaeacians who brought me here to hand,

Who ever ferry all men who come unto their land.

And they brought me amidst of my slumber in a swift ship over the sea,

And in Ithaca set me adown, and great gifts they gave unto me, 

Both of gold and of brass abundance, and of goodly woven weed,

Which lie in the hollow rock-dens by the Godfolk’s grace and speed;

And hither I come thrust onward by the lore that Athene knows

That we may now take counsel, and compass the bane of our foes.

Now therefore number the Wooers, and tell out their tale to me,

That I may behold how many and what manner of men they be;

And then in my mind unblemished I will ponder the deed to be done,

And consider if we be able to prevail against them alone,

We twain without another; or if we must seek us aid.”

But Telemachus the heedful thereto made answer and said: 

“I have heard of thy fame, O father, and the glory of thy deeds,

Of thine hands a mighty warrior, and wise of wit and redes;

But huge is thy word, and amazement hath seized me. Nay, but nought

May many men and valiant by two alone be fought.

For not ten alone are the Wooers; nor are they but twice ten,

But a many more: thou shalt know it, the number of those men.

There cometh up out of Dulichium a band of fifty and two,

Of chosen swains, and with them six house-carles ever go;

And next of the men of Samel are twenty youths and four;

And there cometh from Zacynthus of Achaeans another score; 

And twelve are from Ithaca hereby, and they forsooth of the best:

And with them is the herald Medon, and the godlike singer blest;

And therewith two swains of service full deft the victual to dight.

And if within thine homestead all these we meet in fight

Thy coming to wreak thee of wrong for us shall be bitter bane.

Say then if thou mayest bethink thee of a helper good for our gainT^”*

E’en one who with heart and with soul will bear us warding and aid.

Therewith the valiant Odysseus, the toil-stout, answered and said: “ Yea, of such an one will I tell thee, and hearken thou, and heed, If Athene with Zeus the Father be anywise good for our need, 

Or whether I yet shall bethink me of another warder of bane.”

Then Telemachus the heedful he spake, and answered again: “ Yea, these are valiant helpers of whom thou tellest the tale, And aloft in the clouds are they sitting, and their might is of all avail,

Both over all men of menfolk and the Gods that never die.”

Then the toil-stout goodly Odysseus he answered presently:

“Not long shall these be lacking from the mighty battle-din

When we and the band of the Wooers shall meet my halls within,

And the play of the might of Ares shall be tried between us there.

But do thou thyself wend homeward when the daydawn shineth clear, 

And there do thou mix and mingle with the Wooers overproud;

And me to the town thereafter shall the swineherd bring on the road,

Most like to a beggar, wretched and aged by many a year;

But if me in the house they mishandle, yet in thine heart forbear,

And refrain the soul within thee, whatso of ill I meet

Yea, if e’en through the house and outdoors they hale me by the feet,

Or cast at me to smite me; yet forbear as thou lookest on these,

And with smooth words rather bid them that they from their folly cease.

Yet not for all thy speaking shall they hearken thee or heed,

Since on their heads full swiftly their day of doom doth speed. 

Yet another word; and do thou to thine heart’s root lay the thing:

When Athene rich in counsel the thought to my mind shall bring

I shall nod with my head, and straightway, when thou hast heeded me,

Whatsoever gear of Ares within the hall may be,

Take all, and lay it together in the nook of the chamber aloft,

And then unto those the Wooers give gentle words and soft,

When at last they come to miss them, and thereof they ask thee close:

‘ From out of the smoke have I laid them; for now nought are they like

Which erst, to Troy-town faring, Odysseus left behind, [unto those

But are marred where the reek of the fire the face of them might find. 

And another matter and greater hath Zeus set in my mind withal,

That ye, when ye are drunken to strife and wounds may fall

And befoul the feast and the wooing; for this is said aright,

That e’en of himself the iron draws on a man to smite.’

But two swords and two spears for us twain alone shalt thouleave in the hall,

And two oxhide shields moreover for our hands to wield withal,

That we may rush on and take them, and Pallas Athene then,

And Zeus the allwise of counsel, to their doom shall draw those men.

And another thing yet will I tell thee, and anigh to thine heart let it be:

If thou art verily mine, and come of the blood of me, 

Then let not any one hear it that Odysseus is within:

Let not Laertes know it, or the swineherd word of it win,

Nor any one of the house-thralls, nor e’en Penelope;

For the mind of the women, we only shall know what it may be;

And some indeed of the men-thralls we yet may try apait,

Which one of them giveth us worship and honoureth us in his heart,

And which heeds thee nought and mocks thee; yea, and thou e’en such an one!”

Then spake again and answered Odysseus’ glorious son:

“Father, methinks hereafter thou shalt come to know my mind,

And no light headlong folly there holding me shalt find; 

But unto us meseemeth this thing shall scarce be good,

And I bid thee turn it over in thy mind and in thy mood.

Long while shalt thou weary for little in trying each of these,

Through the country-side a-wandering, while in thine hall at ease

Those men thy goods devour, and spare them not a whit

Indeed, for the ways of the women, I would have thee look to it

Which do thine house dishonour, and which be guiltless still.

But from stead to stead I would not be wending by my will

To try the men; though hereafter with this may we deal also,

If a sign of Zeus the Shielded thou verily dost know.” 

So unto one another such matters did they say;

But meanwhile to the Ithacan haven was the good ship come her way

Which had ferried Telemachus over from Pylos with his men,

But when to the deep of the haven they were gotten, there and then

They shoved the swift black ship all high and dry on the shore,

And the high-heart swains of service aland their weapons bore;

But to Clytius’ house they carried the gifts full glorious,

And therewith sent on a henchman unto Odysseus’ house,

To Penelope the wiseheart, to tell out all the tale,

How Telemachus had landed in the field and had bidden them sail

The ship unto the city; lest, soul-possessed by dread, 

The goodly queen in sorrow soft flowing tears should shed.

So the henchman and the swineherd they met upon the way,

The twain on one errand wending, the tale to a woman to say;

But when at last they were gotten to the house of the holy king,

The henchman amidst of the handmaids his message straight did bring:

“O Queen, thy son beloved is now come home to thee.”

And therewithal the swineherd stood anigh Penelope,

And told her all the tidings as her son beloved bade;

And so when he had spoken, and an end of his errand had made, 

He turned him aback to his swine, and left the garths and the hall.

But sore troubled were the Wooers, and downcast of heart withal,

And out of the house they wended by the garth-wall high and great,

And thereby adown they sat them and over against the gate,

And amidst them fell to speaking Eurymachus Polybus’ son.

“O friends, a deed that is mighty full boldly hath been done;

 — Telemachus and his wayfare; and we said it should not be.

So come! a black ship of the goodliest, let us shove adown to the sea,

And gather sea-wont oarsmen, that their swiftest they may wend.

With the message unto our fellows to come home and make an end.”

But lo, ere his word was over, the ship Amphinomus saw, 

As in his place he turned him, to the deep of the haven draw,

And the folk her sails a-furling and the oars a-handling there;

So laughing very sweetly he spake to his fellows fair:

“Now ye shall not speed the message; for lo they are coming in:

Either some God hath told them, or they a sight did win

Of his ship a-slipping by them, and no meeting might there be.”

So he spake; and they rose up and wended adown to the shore of the sea.

And the black ship straight did they beach all high and dry on the shore,

And the high-souled swains of service aland their armour bore, 

And they unto the high-place went thronging, and none there

Would they have beside them sitting, whether old or young he were.

But Antinoiis son of Eupeithes amidst them speech began:

“Out on it! how have the godfolk from his evils freed this man 

Daylong on the windy nesses sat the watchers, ever one

Still following on the other; and at setting of the sun

On the land we never rested a night, but sailed the sea,

In our swift ship ever abiding, till the Holy Dawn should be,

Telemachus waylaying, till him we might take and slay:

But some God in meantime took him and led him home away. 

But for him a woeful ending henceforth let us compass and speed,

Nor yet let the man escape us; because I deem of our deed

That while this man is living we shall not accomplish it,

Since forsooth he hath understanding of counsel and of wit;

And the people, they no longer be kind to us and sweet

Come then, before this youngling shall call on the folk to meet

In the high-place! for I deem not that he shall let it fall,

But will presently rise up in wrath, and tell out his tale before all,

How his utter bane we plotted, though we happed not on his ways;

And when our ill deed they have hearkened, see ye if they deal us praise!

Or rather do us a mischief, and drive us away from our home 

And our lands, and unto the people of an alien folk shall ‘we come.

So let us forego him and slay him in the field aloof from the town,

Or on the way: and his chattels and goods shall be our own,

Dealt out by lot amongst us; the while the house and stead

We shall give unto his mother to hold with the man she shall wed.

But if this word nothing like you, and it rather be your will

That he yet shall live and be holding the wealth of his father still,

Then no longer here assembled let us eat as hitherto

His happy wealth, but each man from his own hall let him woo, 

And press on with the gifts of wooing; and thereafter let her wed

The man that most gifts giveth and thereto by fate is led.”

So he spake; but all they in silence that word of his did take,

Till Amphinomus amidst them took up the word and spake,

The noble son of Nisus, Aretias’ son the King,

Who from the isle Dulichium, wheat-rich, grass-flourishing,

Led on the Wooers, and ever most pleased Penelope

With happy words; for gifted of goodly redes was he;

He then, no goodwill lacking, spake there, and fell to say:

“Friends, nowise am I willing Telemachus to slay, 

For this is a thing most fearful in a kingly house to kill:

So first let us seek to the Gods, and ask of their counsel and will;

And if indeed it pleaseth the doom of Zeus in his might,

Then forsooth will I hearten you others; yea, and I myself will smite;

But if the Gods turn from it, then you I bid refrain!”

So Amphinomus spake, and the others of the word he spake were fain

And they rose and unto the house of Odysseus did they fare,

And entering, sat them adown on the polished high-seats there.

But Penelope the wise-heart she thought another thought,

To show herself to the Wooers mid their pride unstayed by nought: 

For she knew of her own child’s slaying that was to be in the stead,

For Medon the henchman had told her, who had heard their counsel said.

And so with her women beside her to the feast-hall did she fare.

Then came that glory of Women amidst the feast-hall there,

And stood up by the door-post of the fair-built high-roofed hall,

And the gleaming coif was she holding before her cheeks withal.

So Antinoiis she chided and spake and named his name:

“Antinoiis, forger of bale, pride-holden, of thee is the fame

That amidst of the Ithacan people thy peers dost thou out-go

In speech-words and in counsel; but nowise is it so. 

Fool! why art thou patching up bale and bane for Telemachus then?

And the suppliants nought thou heedest, of whom Zeus bears witness to

And to patch up ill for each other is a thing to men accurst [men.

Yea, knowest thou not that thy father fled hither a suppliant erst

In fear of the folk? since forsooth exceeding wroth they were,

Because with the Taphian sea-thieves the bale of war he bare

Against the folk Thesprotian, with whom as friends we live;

So his slaughter they desired and his heart to rend and rive,

And withal his goods to devour, a rich enduring store;

But as then Odysseus refrained them, for all that they longed for it sore.

And now his house thou eatest in shame, and wooest his wife, 

And slayest his son, and bringest great bale upon my life.

Withhold thine hand, I charge thee, and these other men refrain! *

Then Eurymachus Polybus’ son to her made answer again:

“O Daughter of Icarius, all-wise Penelope,

Hold up thine heart, and these things, let them not trouble thee!

For the man is not, nor shall be, nor yet may be born in the land,

Who on thy son Telemachus shall ever lay a hand,

At least while I am living and on earth beholding the sun;

And this straight out I tell thee, and verily shall it be done, 

That his black blood soon should be running adown my battle-spear,

For the city-waster Odysseus full oft in the days that were

On his knees would set me, and give me into these hands of mine

The roasted flesh, and hold to me the cup of the dark-red wine.

Therefore to me of all men is Telemachus most dear,

And nowise do I bid him of his death to have a fear;

At least from these the Wooers; but God’s doom is nought to shun.”

Thuswise her heart was he cheering while he plotted death for her son.

But her ways therewith she wended to her gleaming bower aloft,

And her lord beloved, Odysseus, she wept, till slumber soft 

And sweet upon her eyelids Grey-eyed Athene shed.

But a-night unto Odysseus and his son the swineherd sped,

And came thither; and their supper were they deftly dighting there,

Having slain a yearling porker: but Athene drew linear

And stood beside Odysseus, Laertes’ very son,

And with her staff did she smite him and his eld withal did on,

And foul raiment she did on his body, lest his face the swineherd should

And should know him for what he was, and unto Penelope [see,

Should hasten to bring the tidings, nor hold it hid in his heart

But Telemachus unto him first spake a word for his part: 

“Thou art come, O good Eumaeus; what news in the town is told?

Are they yet come in from the ambush, the Wooers over-bold?

Or lie they yet a lurking my goings to waylay?”

Then thou, O swineherd Eumaeus, thuswise didst answer and say:

“No matter of mine I deemed it of such things to seek and ask

As I went up toward the city, for my mind had set me the task

In haste to give my message and my way back hither to get:

But thy fellows’ swift-foot herald, a speeder of errands, I met,

Who the word unto thy mother before me there did bring.

And another matter I wot of; for mine eyes beheld the thing. 

I saw as I was a-wending whereas above the town

The ridge Hernwean lieth, a swift ship coming down

Our haven; and a many the men aboard her were,

And of bucklers was her burden, and good store of the two-tyned spear.

And that will be they, I bethought me. — Yet nought I know at all.”

So he spake; and the holy might of Telemachus smiled withal,

And he cast his eyes on his father; but the swineherd’s eyes did he shun.

So their meat they dighted, and feasted now all their toil was done,

And nought their souls were lacking of the equal feast and fain;

But when the longing for meat and for drink at last they have slain 

Then they of the bed bethink them, and the gift of sleep they gain.






  








BOOK XVII.
 

ARGUMENT.

TELEMACHUS GOETH TO THE TOWN AND TELLETH OF HIMSELF TO

HIS MOTHER. EUM.SUS BRINGETH ODYSSEUS TO HIS OWN HOUSE,

WHICH HE ENTERETH ALONE IN THE LIKENESS OF A BEGGAR; HE

BEGGETH BROKEN VICTUAL THEREIN, AND IS EVILLY ENTREATED BY

ANTINOUS.

BUT when the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Day-dawn, shone,

Then Telemachus, beloved, godlike Odysseus’ son,

His sandals fairly fashioned bound underneath his feet,

And he took a mighty war-spear for his own hand shapen meet,

As townward he turned, and, going to the swineherd, thus spake he:

“Father, I go to the city that my mother may look on me;

For I deem that ere she behold me she will cease not to lament,

No stay her woeful wailing with tearful weeping blent.

But, for this guest unhappy, a charge on thee I lay,

That thou lead him adown to the city that he may beg and pray, 

And earn him a meal; and whoso hath will shall give him there

The morsel of bread and the cup; but for me I may not bear

All manner of men to uphold them, for sore trouble weigheth on me;

And if wroth thereat be the stranger, then more grievous to him shall it be;

But verily on my part of speaking the truth am I fain.”

But Odysseus of many a rede he spake and answered again:

“O friend, and I myself to be stayed here nowise yearn;

For handier ’tis for a beggar his meat by begging to earn

In the town than afield; and whoso hath will thereto, let him give!

I am nought of an age meseemeth by field and fold to live 

In all wise heeding a master, who biddeth me to and fro:

Go then, and this man shall lead me as thou biddest him to do

When I am warmed by the fire, and hot is waxen the sun,

For exceeding ill is my raiment, and I fear lest I be undone

By the morning rime; and the town is afar off as ye say.”

So he spake; and Telemachus thereon from the homestead went on his way,

With brisk feet hastening onward as ill for the Wooers he sowed;

But when he was come to the houses of that well-builded abode,

‘Gainst a tall-shafted pillar he leaned his battle-spear,

And he himself strode over the stony threshold there. 

But the nurse, e’en Euryclea, beheld him first of all

As the fleecy fells she was spreading o’er the painted seats of the hall,

And weeping went straight toward him; and the other maids thereto

Of Odysseus hardy-hearted all round about him drew,

And they kissed him and caressed him, his shoulders and his head.

Then Penelope the wise-heart from her chamber forth she sped,

Like to golden Aphrodite or Artemis the fair,

And she cast her arms amidst weeping round her son beloved and dear;

And therewithal she kissed him, his head and his lovely eyes,

And ever she moaned about him as she spake the word that flies: 

“Thou art come, sweet light of mine eyen! and I, I said of thee,

That I never again should behold thee when thou sailedst privily

In my despite unto Pylos, of thy loved father to hear.

Come, tell me what was the sight that thou haddest of him there.”

But Telemachus the heedful made answer for his part:

“Wake not my grief, O mother, and harry not my heart

Within my breast, who but hardly from the bitter bane have won.

But wash thy body with water, and fresh raiment do thereon,

And unto thine upper chamber with these thy women go,

For the gifts an hundred-folded, full told, the vows to do 

To all Gods; that Zeus may grant it that the wreaking-day may come.

But I will go forth to the High-Place to bid a stranger home,

Who as I journeyed hither came with me over-sea;

But him did I send forward with my godlike company,

Giving charge unto Piraeus with him to his house to go,

And cherish him in honour till I might come thereto.”

So he spake, and with her abided wingless the word he said,

And she washed her body with water, and thereon fresh raiment laid;

And to all the Gods she promised gifts an hundredfold to do,

Full tale, if the day of wreaking Zeus yet would bring thereto. 

But Telemachus turned him, and thence from the hall of the stead strode out,

With his spear in his hand, and followed by two hounds full fleet of foot;

And Athene shed upon him a holy, wondrous grace,

So that all the people marvelled that he happed on in the place.

But thereabout were gathered those Wooers high of fame, [they frame;

With good words in their mouths; but evil in the deep of their hearts did

So from their crowd he drew him, and the great entanglement,

And where Mentor and Antiphus sat, and Halitherses, he went,

Since his father’s friends had they been from old lime and the early days:

So he sat him adown by these men, and they asked him of all his ways.

But to them drew near Piraeus, spear-famous lord, who led 

His guest throughout the city unto the meeting-stead;

Nor long aloof from his guest was Telemachus, but drew near;

Unto whom thus spake Piraeus a word for him to hear:

“Telemachus, bid the women unto my house to wend,

That the gifts of Menelaiis to thee I straight may send”

But Telemachus the heedful he answered him and spake:

“Piraeus, nay: for we know not what turn the thing may take,

If the haughty Wooers should slay me by stealth within my hall,

And should deal out the goods of my father, and my chattels one and all. So

Then better that thou have them, and use them, than one of these.

But if of the seed of their deathday and their doom I may reap the increase,

Then to me, made glad in my house, shalt thou bring them glad on a day.”

So saying he led to the homestead the stranger worn by the way;

But when to the place well builded and into the hall they win,

They cast their cloaks on the benches and the high-seats therewithin,

And wend to the well-smoothed bath-vats, and wash their bodies there.

But when the maids had washed them, and with oil had sleeked them fair,

Good cloaks they did upon them, and kittles therewithal, 

And theywent theirways from the bath-vats, and sat down in the seats of the

And the water for washing the hands thereto the maiden bore [hall.

In a goodly golden ewer o’er a silver bowl to pour;

And the table polished smoothly beside them there she spread;

And thereto the reverend goodwife bare in and set the bread,

And made them cheer of the dainties that were to hand withal.

But his mother sat over against him by the doorpost of the hall,

‘Gainst the high-seat leaning, and twining the distaff fine and fair:

So they reached out their hands to the victual that lay before them there.

But when the desire for meat and for drink they had done away,

Then Penelope the wiseheart began to speak and say:

“Telemachus, unto my chamber aloft now will I go

And lie on the bed that knoweth the wailing of my woe,

With many a tear bewatered since the day Odysseus fared

With Atreus’ sons to Ilios. For neither hast thou dared,

Before the Wooers get them unto the house, to tell

True tale of thy father’s homefare, if thereof thou knowest well.”

Then Telemachus the heedful he answered and ‘gan say:

“The truth will I tell thee, O mother, as plainly as I may:

To Pylos unto Nestor the folk-herd did we come,

And he took me unto guesting in the high-built hall of his home, no

And cherished me kind and closely as a father might his son

New come from other countries: so did that kingly one

Amidst his sons renowned heed me carefully and well,

But he of the toilworn Odysseus had never a tale to tell,

Nor dead nor alive: nor of any on earth had he hearkened a word.

But unto the Son of Atreus, Menelaiis spear-famed lord,

He sent me away with horses, and a jointed well-wrought car;

And there saw I Argive Helen, for whom such toils of war

On the Argives and the Trojans the will of God did lay.

And then asked me Menelaiis, loud-voiced in the battle-play, 

What need had brought me thither to Lacedaemon divine;

And therewith I told him truly straight out that tale of mine,

And therewithal he answered, and thus in words he said:

“‘ Hah, surely are they minded to lay them adown in the bed

Of a man that is a great-heart, and they the puny men:

As when a hind hath been laying in a mighty lion’s den,

Her fawns new born, yet suckling, and pasturing then doth pass

O’er the slopes and the dales of the mountains all plentiful of grass:

But in a while thereafter he cometh aback to his lair,

And the doom of death unseemly on those twain he layeth there: 

E’en so the death unseemly on these men shall Odysseus bring.

Would to Father Zeus and Athene, and would to Apollo the king,

That, being as he was in Lesbos well-builded on a day,

When he rose against Philomeleides to strive in the wrestling-play,

And heavily threw him, rejoicing Achaean men thereby — 

Ah, might he, e’en such as he was, meet that Wooers’ company,

Then were they fleeting-fated and bitterly wedded indeed.

But of that whereof thou seekest, and askest me at need,

Nought crooked shall I tell thee, and in nought shall I cozen thee,

But all that the Elder told me, the soothfast Wight of the Sea, 

No word thereof will I hide it, or aught from thee withhold.

He said that he saw thy father mid stark grief manifold

In the halls of the Nymph Calypso, who held him in her home

Perforce, that no might had he to his fatherland to come.

For no oar-dight ships were with him, nor any folk had he,

E’en such as might speed him homeward o’er the broad back of the sea.’

“Then Atreus’ son, Menelaiis spear-famed, spake words like these,

And these things I did and departed, and the Deathless sent me a breeze,

And swiftly sped me homeward to my fatherland the dear.”

So he spake, and the soul of his mother within her breast did stir; 

But godlike Theoclymenus to them the word ‘gan speed:

“Beworshipped wife of Odysseus Laertes’ very seed!

Forsooth he wotteth not clearly; but my word, give heed to it!

For all sooth will I foretell thee, nor hide from thee one whit;

Zeus, God of the Gods, bear witness, and this table of the guest,

And this hearth of the blameless Odysseus whereto I am come to my rest,

That even now is Odysseus within his fatherland,

Sitting or wending, with tidings of these evil deeds to hand,

And the bane of all the Wooers is he planting to nourish and grow.

This I saw in the fowl-flight’s token, as I sat awhile ago 

On the well-decked ship, and declared it for Telemachus to heed.”

Then Penelope the wise-heart a word to him did speed:

“Ah, stranger, and well were it if thy word accomplished were!

Then wouldst thou wot of my kindness, and my many gifts and fair;

And whosoever met thee, a happy man should hail.”

Thus one unto the other they gave and took the tale,

But before the hall of Odysseus meanwhile the Wooers were,

And with the quoits made merry, and with casting of the spear,

Upon the fashioned pavement where they used to show their pride.

But now when it was supper, and up from the country-side 

All round the flocks came, driven by those whose wont it was,

Then unto them spake Medon, who to them all did pass

As the handiest of all henchmen, and with them at the board would be:

“O youths, ye have now been merry with the strife and mastery,

So unto the house now wend you, and dight the banqueting,

For supper in due season is nought so ill a thing.”

So he spake, and his word they hearkened and wended on their way,

But when they came to the homestead, where builded well it lay,

They cast their cloaks on the benches and the high-seats of the hall,

And the great sheep fell to slaying, and the fatted goats withal, 

And the sleek swine: yea, and a heifer of the herd they slaughtered there,

Their feast thereby to furnish. But meanwhile busked them to fare

From the field to the town Odysseus, and that most goodly herd,

And therewith the leader of menfolk, Eumaeus, took up the word:

“O guest, since today on the wending to the town thou hast set thine heart,

And the master biddeth, so be it: albeit for my part

At home I fain had left thee the field and the fold to guard;

But I worship him, and I fear him lest he chide me afterward;

And forsooth the blame of the master is a grievous thing to bear.

But come now and let us be going, for late the day doth wear, 

And soon shalt thou find it chilly toward the birth of the eventide.”

But the many-wiled Odysseus made answer on his side:

“I know it, and I note it, thou biddest a man of wit;

So wend we; and lead thou the way throughout, for thou knowest it

But if thou hast cut some cudgel, then give me the same, I pray,

That I lean me thereon, for thou saidest that slippery was the way.”

He spake, and about his shoulders the foul scrip did he sling,

That was but a bunch of tatters hung on to a twisted string;

And withal Eumaeus gave him a staff cut after his mind, [behind

And the twain passed on; and the herdsmen and the hounds were left

To guard the stead: but Eumaeus led on the King to the town; 

And like to a wretched beggar, a staff-carle, is he grown,

And woeful is the raiment that the body of him hath.

But now whereas they wend them adown the rugged path, \

Anigh to the town, they come on the fountain flowing fair, (

Wrought so by men; and the townsfolk do draw their water there.

And Ithacus, and Meritus, and Polyctor wrought it out:

There the water-nourished poplars make a grove all round about,

In a ring around it standing, and the fresh cold waters fall

From the rocks above, and an altar of the Nymphs is built o’er all. 

And ever the folk wayfaring make their offerings thereupon.

Thereby as now did meet them Melanthius, Dolius’ son,

Driving his goats, and the flower of all the flock they were,

Unto the Wooers’ banquet, and two herdsmen followed him there;

And he saw them, and fell a-chiding, and spake in unseemly wise,

With big words fiercely stirring Odysseus’ heart to arise:

“Yea, yea! and thus full surely the base man leadeth the base,

And the like to the like God bringeth: where then, to what a place

Dost thou, O hapless swineherd, lead this hungry wallowing beast,

This grievous gangrel beggar, this spoiler of the feast? 

Who shouldering many a door-post a-begging there will stand,

And seek reward of the morsel, and not of the bowl nor the brand;

But if unto me thou wouldst give him to guard my stead and stall,

To sweep out the folds and to carry to the kids their twigs withal,

There then the whey a-drinking he might get him a sturdy thigh.

But since ill deeds he is learned in, the toil he will not try,

Nor the work afield; but rather midst the folk will he cower still,

And ever be craving somewhat his ravening maw to fill.

But now a thing will I tell thee which shall come to pass one day,

If to the house of Odysseus the godlike he cometh his way, 

About his head shall the footstools from the hands of men fly fast,

And his ribs shall wear out a many as about the house they cast.”

So saying, in his folly a kick on his haunch he gave

As he passed him by: yet in nowise the King from the path he drave,

Who steadfast there abided: but the thought did Odysseus weigh,

Whether he with his club on-falling the life of him should slay,

Or to earth should dash him headlong, having lifted him up in his place:

But his wrath he withheld and forbore him. Then the swineherd looked

in his face And chid him, and hove up his hands, and prayed a mighty prayer:

“O Nymphs of the wells, Zeus’ Daughters, if on thine altars here 

Hath Odysseus folded the buttocks in fat for the altar fire,

And hath offered of lambs or of kids, fulfil ye now my desire 

May that man at last come hither by God to usward brought!

Then quickly thy vain-glory would he scatter unto nought

Which thou in thy pride upholdest, as thou wanderest to and fro

Through the town. Yea, evil shepherds, the sheep they soon undo.”

But Melanthius the goatherd made answer to his tale:

“Gods-help! what a word he sayeth, this dog well-learned in bale!

Him on the black ship well-decked belike on a day shall I take

Aloof from the Ithacan land, that much living for me he may make. 

Might but silver-bowed Apollo smite Telemachus to-day

In his halls, or ‘neath the Wooers his life as surely lay,

As the homefaring day of Odysseus aloof is dead and gone!’

So saying there he left them, but slowly wending on,

But himself he hastened, and quickly to the house of the King he gat,

And hied him in, and withinward amidst of the Wooers sat:

In face of Eurymachus sat he, for he was his friend above all,

And his share of the flesh those brought him who were serving in the hall,

And thereto the reverend housewife the bread for his eating bare.

But Odysseus and the swineherd now drew exceeding near; 

And on the road they stayed them, for about them came along

The voice of the hollow lyre, as Phemius sent forth the song.

Than Odysseus caught the swineherd oy the hand and spake out theii:

“Eumaeus, this is the house of Odysseus, the dwelling fair;

And ‘twere easy to see and to mark, yea e’en midst many an one.

There chamber riseth on chamber, and the garth is deftly dona

With a wall, and all embattled, and every double door

Is well fenced from the foeman; no man could win it by war.

And a many men meseemeth therein are feasting well,

For the savour of fat goeth upward, and the lyre her tale doth tell, 

E’en she whom the God ordaineth for the feast’s own sister fair.”

Then thou, O swineherd Eumaeus, didst speak and answer there:

“Thou art right, and herein, as ever, thou art of those that know:

But let us now take counsel how all is like to go.

Either be first to enter the well-built house and fair,

And mingle with the Wooers, and I will abide thee here:

Or if thou wilt, abide here, and forth before will I.

But no long while be lingering, lest some one thee espy

And drive thee off or smite thee: lay now these things to heart.”

But the toil-stout goodly Odysseus thus answered on his part: 

“I know and I note; thou biddest a man that hath wit to know,

Do thou go on before me, and I will abide while ye go.

Forsooth in stripes and in peltings I am not unlearned to-day,

For I have a heart that is hardy, and have borne many griefs by the way,

Of the waves of the sea and of battle; and let this be numbered with those;

Since forsooth the ravening belly may not be hidden close,

The forger of bale, that giveth to menfolk many an ill,

For whose sake the ships well thwarted will men array them still,

To carry woe for the hapless o’er the sea unharvested.”

But while each unto the other such things as this they said, 

Lo a hound his head was uplifting and pricking his ears as he lay,

E’en Argus, the hound of Odysseus, whom he bred in the earlier day;

But no joy of him had he gotten ere to Ilios’ holy land

He went In days aforetime would the young men take him in hand,

The goats of the wold and the roe-deer and the hares to follow fast

But aloof had been his master, and there he lay outcast

Amongst the dung of oxen and of mules, whereof there lay

A plenty about the garth-gate till folk should have it away,

The thralls of the lord Odysseus, to dung his acres wide.

There then did the woodhound Argus all full of ticks abide; 

But now so soon as he noted Odysseus drawing anear

He wagged his tail, and fawning he laid down either ear,

But had no might to drag him nigher from where he lay

To his master, who beheld him and wiped a tear away

That he lightly hid from Eumaeus, unto whom he spake and said:

“Eumaeus, much I marvel at the dog on the dung-heap laid;

Fair-shapen is his body, but nought I know indeed

If unto this his fairness he hath had good running speed,

Or is but like unto some; men’s table-dogs I mean,

Which but because of their fairness lords cherish to be seen.” 

Then thou, O swineherd Eumaeus, didst speak and answer thus:

“Yea, this is the hound of the man that hath died aloof from us;

And if yet to do and to look on he were even such an one

As Odysseus left behind him when to Troy he gat him gone,

Then wouldest thou wonder beholding his speed and hardihood,

‘For no monster that he followed through the depths of the tangled wood

Would he blench from, and well he wotted of their trail and where it led

But now ill he hath, since his master in an alien land is dead,

And no care of him have the women, that are heedless here and light;

Since thralls whenso they are missing their masters’ rule and might 

No longer are they willing to do the thing that should be;

For Zeus the loud-voiced taketh half a man’s valiancy

Whenso the day of thraldom hath hold of him at last”

So saying into the homestead of the happy place he passed,

And straight to the hall he wended ‘mid the Wooers overbold

But the murky doom of the death-day of Argus now took hold

When he had looked on Odysseus in this the twentieth year.

But Telemachus the godlike, the first of all men there, [straightway,

Saw the swineherd come through the house, and he nodded to him

And called him; who looked around him and took a bench that lay

Near-hand, and thereon the carver was wont to sit withal, 

Dealing much flesh to the Wooers as they feasted in the hall.

This then to Telemachus’ table as now Eumaeus drew,

And thereon sat over against him, and the henchman came thereto,

And took and dealt him his share, and bread from the basket withal.

But hard on his heels was Odysseus, and he entered his house and his hall

Most like to a wretched beggar, and a staff-carle bent and old,

And woeful was the raiment that his body did enfold.

There he sat on the ashen threshold within the feast-hall’s door,

Leaned against a cypress pillar, which the wright in days of yore 

Had smoothed by dint of cunning and straightened by the line.

Then Telemachus called to Eumaeus, and spake to the herder of swine

When a whole loaf he had taken from out the basket fair,

And of the flesh moreover as much as his hands might bear:

“Go take and give to the stranger, and bid him now to wend

From Wooer unto Wooer, and beg from end to end,

For nothing good, meseemeth, to a needy man is shame.”

So the swineherd when he had hearkened straight unto Odysseus came,

And standing close anigh him a winged word spake he:

“Telemachus giveth thee this,’ O guest, and biddeth thee 

To beg of all the Wooers, and from end to end to speed,

For he saith that shame avails not the man that lives by bede.”

Then the many-wiled Odysseus he spake and answered again:

“King Zeus, Telemachus make me a happy man of men!

And may all things befal him as his soul would have them to be!”

So he spake, and in both hands took it, and set it presently

Before his feet and laid it on the scrip, that ugly thing;

And he ate the while the minstrel in the hall ceased not to sing.

But when his meat was ended and the holy singing ceased,

And uprose the din of the Wooers throughout the hall of feast, 

Then Athene stood by Odysseus, Laertes’ son of yore,

And egged him on of the Wooers to gather cakes good store,

That he might know the righteous from the reckless midst of these;

Albeit no man among them from his bane would she release.

So on from the right he started, and forth his hand did he hold

To each man there, as he had been a beggar from of old;

And they had compassion and gave him, and wondered at him there,

And were asking of each other what the man, and whence he were.

Then spake to them Melanthius, who the goatherd long had been:

“Hearken to me, O Wooers of our most renowned Queen, 

Concerning this man, for I saw him but a little while ago;

And forsooth it was the swineherd that hath led him hereunto,

But himself I know not clearly nor of whom he boasts him to be.”

So he spake; but Antinoiis thereon chid the swineherd, and quoth he:

“O thou most ill-famed swineherd, why broughtst thou this man to the

Have we nought enough of bedesmen that wander up and down, [town?

And grievous irksome beggars, the spoil-feasts of the land?

And deemest thou this so gainful that they gather here their band,

And eat up thy master’s life-store, that him too for a guest ye must take?”

Thereon Eumaeus the swineherd in this wise answered and spake: 

“Antinoiis, though thou be noble, yet ye say things nothing fair,

For who would a guest be bidding, when himself from otherwhere

He cometh: save he should happen on a craftsman of the folk

As a seer, or a healer of sickness, or a woodwright deft of stroke?

Yea, or a holy singer, whose song shall please us well?

For welcome are these to all men on the limitless earth that dwell.

But none would bid a beggar himself to waste and wear.

Yet hard art thou for ever amidst these Wooers here

To the homemen of Odysseus, and to me the most of all.

Though I heed not, while yet with the living within this house and hall

Dwell Telemachus the godlike and the sage Penelope.” 

Him then Telemachus answered, and in this wise spake he:

“Nay, peace! nor answer this man with many words I pray.

’Tis the wont of Antinoiis ever the strife on us to lay

With bitter words; and the others to like things oft hath he stirred.”

So he spake and to Antinoiis put forth a winged word:

“Thou carest for me, Antinoiis, as a father cares for a son!

Since thou biddest.bid the guest here with a hard word to begone

From out of the house and the hall; and may God forbid it to be!

Take somewhat and give him! I grudge not, nay rather I pray it thee.

And herein heed not my mother, nor any within the house 

Of the thralls or any other of Odysseus the glorious!

Yet within thy breast meseemeth no such a thought there came;

Yea, rather than give to another thyself wouldst thou eat the same.”

So therewithal Antinoiis he saith and answereth now:

“Telemachus, wordy, unbridled in anger! and what sayest thou?

If all the Wooers should give him a gift as bounteous

As I, for three months henceforward should we stave him off from the house.”

And he took up and showed a footstool which lay ‘neath the table there,

Whereon he was wont to be resting his feet the sleek and fair; 

But gifts gave all the others, and with flesh and bread good store

They filled his scrip; and Odysseus would get him back once more

To the threshold, there to be tasting of the gifts of the Achaean lords:

But he stayed him by Antinoiis and spake in such-like words:

“Give, friend! since thou nowise seemest of Achaeans in this hall

To be the worst: nay, rather the best and the king of all.

So thou forsooth shouldest give me a greater deal of bread,

That I the fame of thy bounty o’er the boundless earth may spread.

For I indeed aforetime midst men a house did have;

And rich was I and happy, and oft to the wanderer gave, 

Whatso he were, and what errand to my homestead drew him anigh.

And thralls had I out of number, and all other things whereby

Men hold a plenteous living and rich are held to be;

But Zeus the son of Cronos he willed the waste of me:

For with wide-wandering sea-thieves he sent me forth to go

A long road unto Egypt, that my life he might undo.

So in the River of Egypt my shapen ships I stayed,

And there my trusty fellows e’en one and all I bade

That they by the ships should be biding and draw them up a-land: 

And the watchers I bade to betake them to the heights and there to stand.

But they yielded to fierce folly, and went after the lusts of their might;

The fair fields of the men of Egypt they fell to wasting forthright,

And they drave away their women and their children, and thereby

The men they slew: but quickly to the city came the cry,

And men heard the shout and gathered when the day dawn shone again,

And the footmen and the horsemen were over all the plain,

And the light of brass a-flashing; and Zeus the thunder-glad

Cast ill fear amidst of my fellows, and no heart any had

To outface the host in battle, for the bale all round us drew.

There many a man of my fellows with the whetted brass they slew, 

And some alive they led them to toil as thralls in need;

But me to a guest that happed there they gave to Cyprus to lead,

E’en Dmetor, son of Iasus, in Cyprus rich and great

And thence now come I hither bearing my sorrows’ weight”

Him then Antinoiis answered, and spake unto him thus:

“What God this plague, this mar-feast, hath hither sent to us?

Stand clear! stand out amidmost, aloof from my board and me 

Lest thou come to a bitter Egypt and a Cyprus ill for thee,

Thou shameless among beggars! thou sturdy one to stand

And in turn to beg from all men, and they give thee out of hand, 

Reckless and nought close-fisted, nor knowing any ruth

In bestowing the wealth of another: when much lies by each forsooth.”

But to him the wily Odysseus thus spake as he drew aback:

“Woe worth! that thou with thy fairness the mind of wit shouldest lack,

Not a grain of salt hadst thou given in thine house to the wanderer,

Who now in another’s sitting hast no heart to take from the cheer

A crust of bread to give me; and abundance by thee lies.”

But the wrath the more for his speaking in Antinous’ heart did arise,

And therewith scowling upon him a winged word he spake: [make

“Now deem I that nought happy thy way through the house shalt thou As thou goest aback, since forsooth thou babblest blame in the hall.”

Then he caught up the stool and cast it, and struck his right shoulder withal

At the nethermost part of the back: yet stark he stood, rockfast,

And nothing there he tottered for all Antinoiis’ cast;

But in silence his head he nodded, in his deep heart deeming of ill.

So he sat down again on the threshold, and the scrip that had gotten its fill

He took and spake to the Wooers, as there he set it down:

“Hearken to me, O Wooers of the Queen of great renown,

While I speak what the heart in my bosom is bidding me now tell out:

Nothing there is of anguish, and nought is the trouble no doubt 

When a man is smitten a-warring, and about his goods is the fight,

Whether it be o’er the oxen, or the sheep-flock woolly white.

But me hath Antinous smitten for my miserable maw,

The ravening thing that such evil on the folk of men doth draw.

But if there be Gods and Wreakers of them that beg their bread,

Then may Antinous hap on death’s ending ere he wed.”

But to him then spake Antinous, the lord Eupeithes’ son:

“Eat thou and be quiet, O stranger, or otherwhere begone,

Lest hand and foot through the homestead the young men thee shall hale,

And strip the skin from off thee, for thy tongue that telleth of bale.” 

So he spake; but great wrath gathered about them at his words,

And thus would one be saying of those high-hearted lords:

“Antinous, ill thou diddest, the wretched guest to smite,

And if God yet dwelleth in heaven, then doomed art thou outright

Yea, too, the Gods in the likeness of guests from far away,

Since all-wise are they shapen, through men’s cities oft will stray,

And look on the wrong and well-doing that midst of men are wrought.”

In thuswise spake the Wooers, but their words he heeded nought.

But Telemachus, great in his heart grew the grief for the smitten man, And therewith from under his eyelids adown the teardrops ran, 

And he shook his head in silence, and bale in his heart did brood

But hereof moreover hearkened Penelope wise of mood, [forthright: How the man in her halls had been smitten, and she spake to her maids “ May Apollo, the glory of bowmen, thee too Antinous smitel”

Eut Eurynome the goodwife a word thereto she said:

“Yea, if our prayers’ fulfilment might anywise be sped,

Not one of these should come to the fair-throned Dawn of Day.”

Then Penelope the prudent thuswise thereto did say:

“Yea, nurse, all these are hateful, since they devise but ill,

But Antinous, he seemeth to the Black Doom likest still. 

Lo you, a hapless stranger, a-begging at men’s hands,

Strays through the house, since suchwise his utter lack commands,

And his scrip were the others filling, and giving to the wight,

While he his back and shoulder with the footstool needs must smite.”

So, sitting in her chamber to her women thus she spake,

While Odysseus the most goodly in the hall his meal did make.

But she called to the goodly swineherd, and him she spake unto:

“Hither now, O good Eumaeus! to the guest with the bidding go

To come hither, that I may hail him, and ask of him a word,

If he perchance of Odysseus toil-laden may have heard, 

Or seen him with eyes, for meseemeth he hath wandered by many a way.”

Then thou, O swineherd Eumaeus, didst answer her and say:

“Ah, Queen, and if those Achaeans would hold their peace awhile,

And he might speak, full surely thine heart should he beguile;

For three nights at my booth I held him, and three days I kept him at home,

And first from a ship a-fleeing unto meward did he come.

But the tale of all his sorrows not yet to an end hath he brought

 — Lo, as a man looks on a minstrel, and a man whom the Gods have taught,

And sweet are the words of his singing, and therefor mortals long,

And ceaseless him would they hearken whenever he wakeneth the song;

E’en so did this man soothe me as he sat in the stead with me; 

And the house-friend of Odysseus he tells himself to be,

In Crete erewhile a dweller, whence cometh Minos’ race,

Who now with woe beladen, drifting from place to place,

Is come here; and he saith he hath tidings of Odysseus alive and anigh

In the fat land of Thesprotians, and stands by it steadfastly;

And how that abundant treasure he hath for his home and his stead.”

But Penelope the heart-wise to him made answer and said:

“Go call him, that he may tell it to me e’en face to face:

But for these let them sit merry about the doors of the place, 

Or up and down through the chambers, since with their hearts ’tis well!

For untouched the gear is lying in the halls where they should dwell,

Sweet wine and bread, and their homemen they live upon all this,

While they our house are haunting all days, and no day there is

But they slaughter the sheep and the oxen, and the fatted goats of the

And there they hold the revel, and drink the wine dark-red [stead,

In wanton wise: wealth waneth, and no man now we have,

E’en such as was Odysseus, the bane from the house to stave.

Ah, were but Odysseus come, to his fatherland would he haste! 

Soon then with his son would he wreak him on these men and their wrong

[and their waste.”

As she spake did Telemachus sneeze a great sneeze, and through the hall

It rang with a terrible sound, and Penelope laughed withal,

And straightway unto Eunueus she set a word on the wing:

“Go, speed thee, Eumaeus, and call him, and the guest before me bring.

What! heedest thou not how my son hath sneezed to all words that I said?

So the death of all these Wooers shall not be a thing unsped,

Nor shall any thereof escape it, his death and his doomful day.

But one thing now do I tell thee, and the same to thy heart do thou lay,

Whenas I shall wot of this man that he speaketh all truth indeed

I will do on him cloak and kirtle and fair shall be that weed.” 

So she spake, and the swineherd hearkened and on his errand went,

And standing anigh to Odysseus a winged word he sent:

“O thou, my guest and father, the wise Penelope,

Telemachus’ mother, calleth; for her heart will have it to be

That she ask some tale of her husband despite the weight of her woe;

And if of thy soothfast telling she come hereafter to know

She shall do on thee cloak and kirtle, whereof thou art most in need.

So begging thy bread midst the people thy belly shalt thou feed,

And they shall give unto thee whose hearts thereof be fain.”

Then the toil-stout goodly Odysseus thuswise he answered again: 

“Eumaeus, e’en now straightway to the wise Penelope,

The Daughter of Icarius, would I tell all things as they be,

For true tale of him am I wotting, and we twain have borne one toil:

But this fierce folk of the Wooers, full sore I fear their broil,

For the pride of them and their riot to the iron heaven doth fare.

And look you, when he smote me and gave me grief to bear,

As about the house I wended and doing hurt to none,

Telemachus did not save me, nor he, nor any one.

So Penelope go bid ye in the hall to tarry as yet,

For all that she may be eager, until that the sun be set, 

And then let her ask of the day of her husband’s coming aback,

When she by the fire hath set me; for my raiment’s woeful lack

Thereof full well thou wottest, since thee did I first beseech.

[his speech:

So he spake, and departed the swineherd, having hearkened the word or

But as he went over the threshold unto him Penelope spake; [make?

“Thou bringest him not? What matter doth the mind of this beggar-man

Doth he fear some man out of measure, or is he shamefast still,

About the house as he wendeth? Shame fitteth a beggar but ill.”

Then thou, O swineherd Eumaeus, didst answer even so:

“He speaketh according to reason, as many a man might do, 

Because the pride and the riot of masterful men doth he shun.

But he biddeth thee abide him till the going down of the sun.

And this, O Queen, meseemeth, shall be meeter for thee forsooth,

That alone thou speak with the stranger and hearken the word of his mouth.”

But unto him then answered all-wise Penelope:

“Nought witless is the stranger whatsoever man he be,

For no men are there certes ‘mid all men born to die

So masterful as these men to work so wickedly.”

In suchwise was she speaking: but the swineherd thereupon

To the Wooers’ throng betook him now his errand was all done, 

And unto Telemachus straightway a winged word he spake,

Head laid unto head, that the others thereof might nothing make:

“Dear lord, my ways am I wending to guard my swine and the gear,

Thy living, and mine also: but do thou heed all things here.

And first thyself do thou safe-guard, and look thou to it still

Lest thou take a hurt; for a many of Achaeans wish thee ill,

Whom may Zeus undo for ever ere they become our bane!”

But Telemachus the heedful he spake and answered again:

“E’en so shall it be, O father. Go, after thine evening cheer, 

But come betimes on the morrow, and bring slaughter-beasts full fair. 

But the rest, e’en I and the Deathless all that will heed and meet”

So he spake, but the other straightway on the smooth bench took his seat;

But when to his mind both of meat and of drink he was filled withal

He went on his way to the swine-droves, and left the garth and the hall

Fulfilled with folk a-feasting, and merry now were they

With the song and the dance, for at hand was the eventide of the day.






  








BOOK XVIII.
 

ARGUMENT.

ODYSSEUS BEING MOCKED BY THE BEGGAR IRUS, AND THREATENED BY

HIM, OVERCOMES HIM IN BUFFETS. THE WOOERS GIVE GIFTS TO

PENELOPE. THE HANDMAID MELANTHO AND EURYMACHUS MOCK

ODYSSEUS.

NOW there came a common beggar, who was wont to beg his way,

Through the Ithacan folk; whose belly still ravening without stay

Passed all in eating and drinking: nor had he any might

Or strength of limb and body, though a big carle to the sight:

Amarus his name; his mother beworshipped called him so

From his birth; but all the younglings as Irus him did know,

Because he went on errands at men’s bidding up and down.

So he came, and would drive Odysseus from the house that was his own,

And chid him and bespake him in winged words and fleet 

“Out from the garth, old gangrel! lest they drag thee forth by the feet.

See’st not how all are winking on me, as bidding me

To drag thee forth? Yet, nathless, I grudge to handle thee.

So up! lest soon betwixt us be strife of handy blows.”

Then bespake him the wise Odysseus, as he frowned from knitted brows:

“What, carle? I do thee no evil, and no words with thee I make,

And begrudge thee no man’s giving, how much soever ye take.

The threshold shall hold us both, nor hast thou any need

To begrudge me the goods of another. A gangrel thou seemest indeed

As I be; and ’tis for the Gods goodhap on us both to bestow:

But egg me not to the handstrife, lest the wrath upon me grow, 

Lest, old as I be, I befoul and bebloody thy lips and thy breast;

And then forsooth to-morrow shall I have increase of rest;

For nowise twice meseemeth shalt thou turn thee about to come

To the hall of the son of Laertes and to see Odysseus’ home.”

Therewith the gangrel Irus unto him in his anger spake:

“Out! how this greedy glutton a tripping speech doth make!

E’en as a chimney carline; and to him might I meet out ill

With a double stroke, and earthward every tooth in his head would I spill,

As though they were teeth of a swine that wasteth the standing wheat.

Now gird thee! that all may behold us how we in the battle may meet,

For to nought shall come thy fighting with a younger man, I ween.” 

So there by the lofty doorway, on the threshold smooth and clean,

With all their hearts set to it they roused the wrath of fight;

But unto the twain now hearkened Antinoiis’ holy might,

And therewith amidst pleasant laughter he bespake the Wooers thus:

“Friends, never such a goodhap hath yet befallen us,

Such joyance as God bringeth unto our house and home,

For the stranger here and Irus to fighting-pitch are come:

So swift let us set them to it, that they to work may fall.”

So he spake; and there a-laughing they rose up one and all, 

And round those foul-clad beggars all men were gathered there.

Then Antinous bespake them, Eupeithes’ son the fair:

“Now all ye noble Wooers hearken the word I say:

Two goat paunches cook by the fire, that there we laid away,

Stuffed full of fat and of blood, for supper to be dight;

Now whichso of these shall vanquish and be better in the fight

He shall rise up then and take him whichso of these he will,

And thenceforth with us shall he feast, and him and none other still

Will we suffer with us to mingle, and here to make his bede.”

So Antinoiis spake, and the others all fain his word they heed. 

But to them spake Odysseus the wise, from the wit in his heart that was

“O friends, ’tis no work for an elder with toil and trouble outworn [born:

To fight with a man that is younger; but my belly, the worker of ill,

To my bale and my quelling with stripes must needs be egging me still.

So come; do all ye swear me with an oath that is stark and strong,

No man for the pleasure of Irus against me to upbear the wrong,

And with heavy hand to smite me, and for him to quell me with might”

So he spake; and as he prayed them, so all they swore aright;

And when the oath was accomplished, and all had sworn amain,

Then Telemachus’ holy might made answer, and spake again: 

“O guest, if thine hardy heart and thine high mood bid thee to chase

This man, then fear no other Achaean here in the place.

For whosoever smites thee with a many shall have to do.

Lo, I am the host, and moreover these kings say yea thereto,

E’en Antinoiis and Eurymachus, and both these are prudent men.”

So he spake, and all yeasaid it; and Odysseus fell to then

And girt his rags round his middle, and showed fair-shapen thighs,

And mighty, and broad shoulders, and breast fashioned in likewise,

And stark stout arms: and Athene drew nigh and stood by him,

And for the People’s Shepherd made greater every limb, 

And all the Wooers were smitten with wonder and amaze,

And thus would one be speaking to his neighbour next in place:

“Now winneth Irus un-Irused a self-made bale no doubt,

Such a thigh from amidst of his rag-gear as the old man thrusteth out.”

So they spake; and the heart of Irus quaked at the coming bale;

But e’en so the homemen girt him, and forward him did hale,

While with fear his flesh was creeping upon his every limb:

But Antinous bespake him, and with words fell chiding him:

“Foul fall thy life, big braggart! best wert thou not to be

If so sore hereat thou tremblest, and blenchest so fearfully 

Before this old carle, wearied with the trouble and toil he hath won.

But now a thing do I tell thee, and forsooth shall it be done:

If this man overcome thee, and be the best of the twain,

On a black ship shall I thrust thee, and send thee on to the main

To King Echetus, the maimer of every mortal anear;

And the ears and the nose from off thee with the ruthless brass shall he

And tear off thy manly members for the dogs to devour raw.” [shear,

But so much the more for that word did the trembling over him draw,

And they haled him into the ring, and both held up their hands for the fray.

But the toil-stout goodly Odysseus he pondered either way, 

If he so should smite that the soul from the man as he fell should fly,

Or should lightly smite him and lay him along on the earth to lie.

And better him-seemed as he pondered to lay on the lighter stroke,

Lest some deeming of him they might gather, those lords of Achaean folk.

So they held up their hands, and Irus to his shoulder right did win,

But his neck ‘neath the ear smote Odysseus, and crushed the bones within,

And up through his mouth came gushing the purple blood straightway,

As he fell in the dust a-moaning, and gnashed his teeth as he lay,

The earth with his feet a-spurning. But the Wooers haughty and high

Held up their hands, and for laughter were hard at hand to die. 

By his feet then Odysseus dragged him through the porch to the garth of the

And the very gate of the cloister, and there by the in-garth’s wall [hall,

He leaned him up, and thrust on him his staff for his hand to take,

And therewith his voice he uttered, and a winged word he spake:

“Sit there now, and be warding the swine and dogs from the door,

But of bedesmen and of strangers be thou chieftain never more,

Thou sorry wretch! lest thou win thee some worser bale at last”

He spake, and over his shoulders his loathly scrip he cast,

The tattered thing whose baldrick was a rope-yarn twisted thin, 

And he went and sat down on the threshold; and they withal went in,

And amidst of merry laughter they greeted him and spake:

“May Zeus and all the Deathless give thee, O guest, to take [dear.

The thing that thou wouldest of all things, and that most thine heart holds

Whereas this measureless glutton thou hast caused at last to forbear

From begging amidst of the people; whom unto the main shall we bring

To the manner of all mortals, e’en Echetus the King.”

So they spake; and for valiant Odysseus that omen gladdened his heart

But Antinoiis set by him the great paunch as his part,

Fulfilled with the fat and the blood; and the like did Amphinomus do:

For he took two loaves from the basket, and laid them thereunto, 

And with the gold cup pledged him, and spake, and thus said he:

“Hail, guest and father! henceforward a happy man may’st thou be, For all that thou now art holden by many an evil need! *

But thuswise spake in answer Odysseus of many a rede:

“Amphinomus, surely I deem thee a man of wisdom and wit,

And come of a glorious father; for his fame, I have heard of it,

That Nisus of Dulichium was a man of wealth and might,

And of him they say thou wert gotten, and knowest of speech and of right.

So one thing now will I tell thee; and thou, do thou hearken and heed.

There is nought more mightless than man of all that Earth doth breed,

Of all that on Earth breatheth and that creepeth over it. 

For while God giveth him valour, and his limbs are lithe and fit,

He saith that never hereafter the bale shall he abide;

But when the Gods all-happy fashion his evil tide,

Perforce that load of sorrow his stout heart beareth then;

For in such wise still is fashioned the mood of earthly men,

As the Father of Gods and of menfolk hath brought about their day.

Yea, e’en I amongst men was happy in times now passed away,

And wrought full many a folly, and gave way to my heart’s desire.

For I trusted in the backing of my brethren and my sire. 

Therefore indeed let no man in unrighteous fashion live,

But hold in peace and quiet such things as God may give.

But, O me! how I see of the Wooers what fearful folly they plan,

Whereas the goods they are wasting, and shaming the wife of the man,

Who not for long I tell thee from his well-loved fatherland

Will yet be aloof; nay, rather e’en now he is hard at hand.

But thou — God lead thee hence, that this man thou may’st not meet

When he hath gotten him homeward to his land the dear and sweet;

For when under his roof he cometh, and they deal betwixt and between,

The Wooers and he, nought bloodless shall be the work I weea” 

He poured and he drank of the wine heart-lulling as he spoke,

And gave back the cup to the hands of the orderer of the folk;

Who as through the house he wended on his heart bore heavy load;

And he shook his head as he pondered, for his heart the bale forebode.

But nought his doom might he flee from; for Athene bound him there To be quelled by Telemachus’ hand and the mighty edge of the spear. So he went back and sat on the high-seat, whence he had arisen erewhile.

Now the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, she set a thought of guile

In the heart of Icarius’ daughter, all-wise Penelope,

To show herself to the Wooers, that e’en as much as might be 

She might open their hearts unto her, and win worship even more

From her son and from her husband than she had had before.

So she laughed with empty laughter, and thus she fell to say:

“Eurynome, longeth my heart as never yet on a day

To show myself to the Wooers, for as loth as they are to me;

And a word to my son will I speak, that better spoken will be,

Not so wholly to blend with these Wooers, the men of masterful will;

For soft are the words of their babble, but behind they ponder the ill.”

Then Eurynome the handmaid she answered and ‘gan say:

“My child, all this that thou speakest is on the meetest way. 

From thy son do thou hide it nothing, and this word of thine go tell.

But first wash thou thy body, and thy cheeks anoint thou well,

Nor bear thy face before him so stained with tear on tear,

For ill it is to sorrow, and never to forbear;

And of such age now is thy son, as thou prayedst the Deathless of grace

That thou might’st yet behold him with the beard upon his face.”

But her in turn thus answered the wise Penelope:

“Eurynome, nowise bid it, though sore thou carest for me,

That I should wash my body and sleek me o’er with oil;

For the Gods that hold Olympus, my fairness did they soil 

Since the day when he departed in the hollow ship to wend

But now to me Autonoe and Hippodameia send,

That when I go down to the feast-hall they may stand on either side,

Since for shame amid the menfolk alone I may not bide.”

So she spake; and fared the goodwife through the feast-hall of the place,

With the message for the women to bid them come their ways.

But the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, thought on another thing,

For on that Icarius’ Daughter the sweet sleep did she bring,

That she lay aback and slumbered, and all her limbs withal

Lay loose in the chair. And the Goddess, the glory of them all, 

Gave deathless gifts, that the Achaeans might wonder at the sight:

And first she cleared her visage with the deathless beauty bright,

Wherewith doth sleek her over Cytheraea of the crown,

When she unto the Graces and the lovely dance goes down;

And she made her taller and greater for every one to see,

And made her skin yet whiter than the new-sawn ivory.

So wrought the Glory of Godhead, and went her ways withal,

The while the white-armed handmaids drew thither from the hall,

And came their ways a-talking; then the sweet sleep sped away,

And she stroked her cheek with her hand, and therewith fell to say:

“Soft slumber hath covered me over for all my weight of woe, 

And oh! that as soft a death-tide might Artemis bring me now,

That no more in lamentation I my life and soul might wear,

In my longing for all the valour of my lord the loved and dear,

For he amidst the Achaeans was the man most excellent.”

So speaking, down from her gleaming fair bower aloft she went,

Not lonely, for two handmaids went beside her therewithal.

But when came that Glory of Women to the Wooers in the hall

She stood beside the pillar of the roof-tree fashioned stout,

And withal her gleaming headgear she held her face about, 

And a wise and trusty handmaid each side of her there stood.

But the limbs of those were loosened, and love beguiled their mood,

And all they longed full sorely to lie by her abed.

But unto Telemachus spake she, to her son beloved she said:

“Telemachus, nothing steadfast is thy mind and thy wit as of yore;

While yet thou wert but little thou hadst gainfuller wit and more, [youth,

But now when great thou art waxen, and hast reached the full measure of

And a stranger might say, beholding thy stature and beauty forsooth,

That thou must needs be the offspring of a happy man and good,

No longer art thou seemly of thy wit and of thy mood. 

What a deed in thine house hath befallen yea, e’en such a deed as this,

That thou hast suffered a stranger therein to be handled amiss.

How now, if a guest be sitting within our house and hall,

And to him from this mishandling some evil should befall?

Then blame and shame and unworship from men should come on thee.”

Her then Telemachus answered, and in this wise spake he:

“Though thou art wroth, my mother, yet me it angers not.

Each thing that ever passeth, thereof I heed and wot,

The better things and the worser: and erst but a babe was I.

But lo you, not all matters can I handle heedfully; 

For out of myself they drive me, thronging thick and all around,

And ever devising evil: and for me is no helper found.

But in truth this broil befell not betwixt Irus and the guest

By the willing of the Wooers; and the stranger had the best.

Would to Father Zeus and Athene, and King Apollo withal,

That even so the Wooers within our house and hall

Might bow their heads so vanquished! Some out there in the close,

And some within the chambers, and the limbs of all grow loose,

Even as now that Irus by the garth-gate sitteth there

Wagging his head, and faring as a drunken man may fare; 

Nor hath might to stand straight on his feet, nor homeward get him aback,

Or whatso place he is bound for: for his limbs they lie all slack.”

Thus unto one another the speech and the tale they sped;

But Eurymachus fell to speaking to Penelope and said:

“O Daughter of Icarius, all-wise Penelope,

If all Achaeans of Argos the Iasian looked on thee,

Then many more of Wooers in the house wherein ye dwell

Would be feasting on the morrow; for all women ye excel

In goodliness and stature, and in mind well-fashioned within.”

Then Penelope the all-wise, such answer did she win: 

“My body’s guise, Eurymachus, and the worth that was in me,

The Deathless marred, when for Ilios the Argives took the sea,

And with them went Odysseus that was my wedded lord.

And might he but get him homeward this life of mine to ward

Then greater were my glory, and fairer far its tale.

But now do I grieve, whereas God speeds on me abundance of bale.

Yea, in the day and the hour when he left his fatherland

How he spake, as a while he held me by the wrist of my right hand:

‘ O woman, nowise deem I that all the well-greaved folk,

The Achaeans, shall win homeward unscathed of any stroke: 

For the tale goes that the Trojans wot well of the warrior’s craft;

That there be good spear-casters and shooters of the shaft,

And backers of swift-foot horses: all they that be the best,

The strife of the balanced battle to doom the speediest

Wherefore nowise am I wotting if the Gods shall give me speed

To my home, or in Troy I be taken: so all things here do thou heed.

Care thou for my father and mother, who dwell beneath my roof,

As now, yea even better, when I am far aloof.

But when our son thou beholdest with a beard upon his face

Then wed thee with whom thou willest, and leave him here in the place.’

 — In this wise he spake unto me; and now time fulfilleth all, 

And the night when this wedding beloathed must now at the last befall

To me undone; and my welfare doth Zeus take all away.

And withal on my heart and my soul this sore grief comes on a day;

For not thus have Wooers been wont, nor thus have they hitherto done.

When the goodly wife or the daughter of some great and wealthy one

They were fain to woo, and thereover with each other they must strive:

Then they forsooth the oxen and the fat sheep ever drive,

A feast for the friends of the damsel, and of rich gifts give good store,

But eat not the wealth of another paying no atonement therefor.” 

So she spake; and the goodly Odysseus toil-stout was glad the while That she drew the gifts from out them, and their hearts did so beguile With wheedling words; but far others she pondered in her heart

But Antinoiis, son of Eupeithes, spake to her on his part:

“O Daughter of Icarius, all-wise Penelope,

Take thou the gifts of Achaeans whatso they will bring to thee;

For to gainsay the gift of the giver is neither good nor fair.

But not to our lands will we get us, nor any otherwhere,

Before to the man thou art wedded who of all the Achaeans is best.”

So Antinoiis spake, and his speaking seemed good to all the rest, 

And each man sent his henchman the gifts thereto to bear.

For Antinoiis thither brought he a great robe wondrous fair,

All ‘broidered, with twelve brooches thereon all wrought of gold,

And every one well-fitted with hooks well-wrought to hold.

For Eurymachus a collar of gold most deftly done,

All hung about with amber that shone out as the sun.

And the swains of Eurydamas brought him two earrings wrought full fair,

Three-beaded; and great glory from, out them glittered there.

And the henchman of Pisander, Polyctor’s son the king,

Brought up with him a neck-chain, a fair and seemly thing; 

And each one of the Achaeans for fair gifts to give her sent.

So therewith the Glory of Women to the upper chamber went,

But the lovely gifts bore the handmaids as they went with her along.

But now unto the dancing and the love-fain tide of song

Turned the Wooers and were merry, and for nightfall there did they dwell,

And there as they made merry the black night on them fell.

Then three braziers amidst of the feast-hall they set up presently,

To give a light to all men; and around laid the bavins dry,

Sear from of old and sapless, with the brass new-cleft to burn, 

And they set the brands amidst them: but they quickened the blaze in

The maids of Odysseus the toil-worn; and unto them in a while [turn,

Spake Odysseus himself, the Zeus-bred, the man of many a guile.

“O maids of Odysseus, the king aloof for so long a tide,

Go now your ways to the chamber where the holy Queen doth abide,

And there the rock be twirling and do her pleasure there,

The wool with your hands a-carding as ye sit in the chamber fair,

But I for all these Wooers will give enough of light.

E’en if they will to be biding the Gold-throned Day-dawn bright,

Yet shall they not outdo me, for hardy am I to abide.”

He spake: but they fell a-laughing, and each the other eyed, 

And that fair-cheeked Melantho, she chid him shamefully;

E’en Dolius’ daughter, fostered of Queen Penelope

As her very own; who had given her of playthings bounteous store;

Yet in her heart she held not Penelope’s sorrow sore,

But with Eurymachus ever in loving wise was blent.

So now unto Odysseus these chiding words she sent:

“O wretched guest, now surely right out of thy wit thou art 

Since to sleep at some man’s stithy thou hast no will to depart,

Or unto the place of gangrels; but must tarry babbling here 

Midst these many men, in thy boldness, and thine heart without a fear.

Yea, either wine now holdeth thine heart, or else maybe

E’en such is thy mind at all times, and thou babblest emptily.

Exultest thou in thy beating of the gangrel Irus there?

Yet now lest some one better stand up, do thou beware,

Who with sturdy hands shall smite thee a buffet over thine head,

And with plenteous blood befoul thee and drive thee forth from the

[stead.”

Then spake the shifty Odysseus, as he scowled from knitted brow:

“O dog! I will hasten and get me to Telemachus even now,

And tell him thy tale, that limb-meal thy body he may shear.”

So he spake, and with words so spoken the women did he scare, 

And they went their ways through the house, and their limbs, all loose

they grew With the fear of him; for they deemed it that he spake what was but true.

But quickening up the firebrands by the blazing hearth he stood,

Giving heed and eye to all men; and in his mind and his mood

He pondered other matters that should be accomplished yet.

But those haughty Wooers Athene not even now would she let

From their sore heart-grieving outrage, that into the heart yet more

Of Odysseus son of Laertes might sink the sorrow sore.

So Eurymachus, Polybus’ son, took up the mockeries 

‘Gainst Odysseus; and midst of his fellows he made the laughter arise:

“Ye men the high Queen wooing, come now and hearken ye,

Till I tell you the tale of my heart and the word it biddeth me:

Nought godless this man cometh to Odysseus’ house and our hands,

Since from him and his head there gleameth the very light of the brands

For no hair on his head there waxeth, however poor and small.”

Then he turned his speech to Odysseus, the bane of burg and wall:

“Would’st thou, O guest, that I wage thee, if I should take thee away

Far up in the country-side (and assured should be thy pay)

To gather stones for the garth-walls and plant the saplings tall?

Then victuals would I find thee year-long; and therewithal 

Would I do the raiment upon thee, and give thee shoes to thy feet.

But in naughty deeds art thou learned, and thou wilt not deem it meet

To labour afield; but art fainer of begging about the land,

Till for thy maw insatiate some meat may come to hand.”

But Odysseus of many a rede, he spake and answered again:

“Eurymachus, might there but happen a strife betwixt us twain,

On some hour of the season of spring when the days are waxing long,

In the grass maybe, and I holding a scythe well-curved and strong,

And thou with such another, that we twain the work might try,

Loth fasting right unto even, and good store of grass thereby. 

Or if ‘twere the driving of oxen, the very best ye may,

Both mighty beasts and sleek-skinned, and stuffed with plenteous hay,

Of like age and like burdened, and tireless beasts afield,

And there were the close four-acred, and the clod to the ploughshare to yield;

Then see if aught I fail me straight furrows still to drive!

And again, if the Son of Cronos the war-play smite alive,

Then if I have a buckler, and two spears of war I get,

And therewith a helm all brazen upon my temples set,

Then shalt thou see me blended in the forefront of the play,

Nor yet upon my belly thy mocking words shalt thou lay. 

Now thou mockest me out of measure, and hard is the heart in thee.

And thou deemest thyself a great one, and stark thou seemest to be,

Because with but few thou consortest, and they but a worthless band.

Ah! were but Odysseus hither, come aback to his fatherland,

Then verily these doorways, for as broad as they be indeed,

As ye flee through the porch and outdoors, shall be narrow for your need.”

So he said: but Eurymachus, thereat did the wrath in his heart awake,

And, from his knit brow scowling, a winged word he spake:

“O wretch! I will do thee a mischief, whereas thou thus hast said

Bold words amidst a many; nor hath thine heart a dread 

Yea, either wine now holdeth thy wit, or else maybe

E’en such it is at all times and thou babblest emptily.

Art thou mad for the beating of Irus, the gangrel of the town?”

So he spake, and caught up a footstool; but Odysseus sat him adown

Beside Amphinomus’ knees, the lord of Dulichium’s land,

For Eurymachus he dreaded; who smote on the right hand

The cup-swain, and loud clanging to earth down fell the bowl,

And the man himself fell groaning and aback in the dust did roll.

Then through the shadowy feast-hall the Wooers raised the cry,

And thus would one be saying to him that sat next by: 

“Would God that the gangrel stranger had perished otherwhere

Ere hither he came, since he raiseth so great a turmoil here

For now we strive about beggars, nor any joy do we hail

Of the goodly feast and the banquet, and the worser doth prevail.”

But unto them fell speaking Telemachus’ holy might:

“Fair sirs, ye are mad, and no longer in your hearts do ye carry aright

Your meat and your drink; meseemeth some God your mood doth stir.

But now unto your slumber, since well ye have feasted here,

Go home whenso ye will it, for no man I drive away.”

So he spake, and they bit their lips, and in wonder there were they 

At Telemachus and his speaking, and his heart of hardihead.

But Amphinomus spake among them, and in suchwise words he said,

He, the glorious son of Nisus, Aretias’ son, the King:

“O friends, when one amongst us has said a righteous thing,

With hard words none should mate him, nor rage against him then.

No longer mock the stranger, nor any of the men

Of the house of Odysseus the godlike, house-carles or thralls of war.

Come now, and let the wine-swain go round the cups once more,

That, having poured drink-offering, we may get us home to bed.

And the stranger, let us leave him here in Odysseus’ stead 

For Telemachus to cherish, since he came to his house the kind.”

So he spake, and the words of his speaking seemed good unto their mind,

And Mulius then, the hero, for them the wine-bowl blent,

Who as squire of Amphinomus and Dulichian henchman went;

So in turn to all he dealt it, and they made drink-offering meet

To the Happy Gods, and were drinking the wine the honey-sweet;

But when they had poured and had drunken as their hearts’ desire bade,

Then home to his house went each man in slumber and sleep to be laid.






  








BOOK XIX.
 

ARGUMENT.

ODYSSEUS AND TELEMACHUS BEAR OFF THE WEAPONS FROM THE HALL,

AND LAY THEM IN THE TREASURY. ODYSSEUS SPEAKETH WITH

PENELOPE, AND WITH EURYCLEA THE NURSE, WHO, BATHING HIS

FEET, KNOWETH HIM BY THE SCAR OF THE ANCIENT HURT THAT

HE GAT IN THE HUNTING OF THE BOAR.

THERE then the goodly Odysseus was left to abide in the hall,

Still pondering bane for the Wooers with Athene’s help to befall,

And unto Telemachus straightly a winged word did he say:

“Telemachus, now withinward all the war-gear must thou lay,

But give soft words to the Wooers when they come the same to miss

And thereof ask thee closely: such words shalt thou speak as this: [more

‘From out of the smoke have I laid them; for nought such are they any

As Odysseus left behind him when he sailed for the Troy-folks’ shore,

But are worsened where the edges the breath of the fire might find.

And another thing yet greater hath God put into my mind, 

Lest ye, when ye are drunken, to strife of strokes may fall

And hurt you; thus befouling the feast and the Wooing withal.

For e’en of himself the Iron to battle draweth men.’”

So he spake; and his father beloved Telemachus heeded as then,

And he called to Euryclea, and spake to his nurse of old:

‘ Good dame, within the chamber the women do thou hold

While my father’s lovely weapons in the treasure-house I stow, [now.

Which have lain in the house unheeded, and are marred by the fire-reek

For far aloof was my father and I but a child at home; 

But now would I lay them together where the fire’s breath may not come.”

Then the loved nurse Euryclea this word to him did speed:

“O child, and might’st thou do it to take on thee good heed,

And keep the house with wisdom and ward well all the gear!

But say who wendeth him with thee the brands for thee to bear,

Since the maids may not go before thee a light for thee to make?”

But Teleroachus the heedful made answer thus and spake:

“This guest: for I will not suffer that any have his hand

In my meal-ark, and be deedless, though he come from a far-off land.”

So he spake, and the word of his speaking unwinged with her did dwell,

And she shut the door of the chambers that were builded fair and well.

And then fell to Odysseus and his well-renowned son, 

And bore out the helms of battle, and the shields with bosses done,

And the keen spears; and before them Pallas Athene went,

Holding a golden lantern, and a fair light from it sent.

Then Telemachus fell a-speaking to his father presently:

“O father! lo a marvel that mine eyes behold and see,

For lo how the walls of the chambers, and the panels fashioned fair,

And the rafters of the pine-tree, and the shafts that all uprear,

All shine unto mine eyesight as if with the fire ablaze! 

Ah, some God is within of the dwellers of the wide-spread heavenly place.”

But Odysseus of many a rede he spake and answered again:

“Nay, hold thy peace, and refrain thee, and thy mind and thine asking

For this is the wont of the God-folk that hold Olympus high. [refrain,

So go thou and lie thee adown, while I abide hereby,

That yet again thy mother and the handmaids I may stir,

That about all things she shall ask me for the grief that is in her.”

So he spake, and Telemachus wended his ways adown the hall,

And ‘neath the blaze of the firebrands he gat to his chamber withal,

Where aforetime would he lay him when sweet sleep came his road;

There yet again he laid him, and the holy Dawn abode. 

But there the goodly Odysseus was left to abide in the hall,

Still pondering the doom of the Wooers, with Athene’s help to befall.

And now from out her chamber came all-wise Penelope,

And like Aphrodite the golden, and Artemis was she,

And they set her a bench by the fire, and she sat her down thereon,

Of turned ivory and of silver all by a craftsman done,

Icmalius hight; and a footstool for the feet beneath had he made

That grew unjointed from out it, and thereon a great fleece was there laid

So Penelope the all-wise sat down upon that same,

And from out the hall the damsels white-armed about her came; 

And they therefrom much bread, and the boards had borne away,

And the beakers wherefrom had drunken those men o’er-haughty that day;

And they cast down the fire from the braziers, and thereon laid withal

New-quickened brands in plenty for light and heat to the hall.

But now again Melantho Odysseus fell to chide: “ Through the night season, O Stranger, will thy troubling yet abide? About the house wilt thou loiter eyeing the women o’er? [before;

Out, wretch! out a-doors, and there hug thee on the feast thou hast had Or smitten by the firebrand thy way out shalt thou take!”

Then, from his bent brows scowling, guileful Odysseus spake: 

“Yea. wench! and why fallest thou on me with thy wrath and evil will?

Is it because I am foul, and my body clad but ill?

And because through the land I go begging? Well, hard need driveth me,

And such forsooth all beggars and gangrel men must be.

And I — I once was wealthy, and midst of men did live

In a fair rich house; and to bedesmen a many did I give

Whatso they were, and whatso was the need that brought them there.

And thralls had I out of number, and all the goods and gear

Whereby men live in plenty, and for great and rich men pass.

But the Son of Cronos drained me all dry; for his will it was. 

So look thou to it, O woman, lest thy fairness thou should’st lose

Wherein thou so excellest all the handmaids of the house;

Lest thy mistress have thee in anger, and her wrath lie hard on thee,

Or Odysseus return, whereof yet a grain of hope there may be.

Moreover, if he hath perished, and his homefare be but dead,

Yet by the will of Apollo a like son stands in his stead,

Telemachus: and of the women of the house that the wanton play

Shall none escape him henceforth: for ripe is his age today.”

But Penelope the all-wise the thing he spake she heard,

And she spake unto the handmaid and said a chiding word: 

“Thou shameless dog! thou bold-face! from me thou hid’st not away,

Thou and the deed that thou doest: but thine head therefore shall pay.

And now full well thou wottest, since the word thou heard’st me speak,

That in these halls of my dwelling of the stranger would I seek

Some tidings of my husband, since grief besetteth me sore.”

To Eurynome the house-dame therewith she spake once more:

“Eurynome, bring thou the settle, and thereover cast a fell,

That thereon the guest a-sitting the tale to me may tell,

And hear my word: for his tidings I would search out thoroughly.”

So right handily she brought it and set it down thereby, 

The well-smoothed settle, and on it the fleecy fell she cast,

And the goodly toil-stout Odysseus sat down thereon at last,

And Penelope the all-wise took up the word and spake:

“Now of the speech, O Stranger, beginning will I make,

And ask of what men thou comest, whence thy city and thy kin?”

But answered the wise Odysseus and thuswise did begin:

“O Queen, no man of mortals upon the boundless earth

May blame thee: for unto the heavens goeth up the fame of thy worth,

As of some king most noble; and the Gods is he worshipping,

As he rules o’er a folk that is many, and of valiant men is king; 

And good manners there he upholdeth, and the black earth yields increase,

Both of the wheat and the barley, and heavy with fruit are the trees;

And the ewes bring forth and fail not, and fish the sea-flood gives.

All this from his well-ruling; for the folk beneath him thrives.

In this thine house then ask me of any other thing,

But of my land and my people nought be thou questioning,

Nor.flood my heart with sorrow by very memory.

For I am a man of mourning: nor is it meet for me

Bewailing me and moaning in another’s house to sit;

And ill it is to be grieving and make no end to it 

Lest one of the home-folk blame me, or e’en by thee it be said

That I in tears am swimming, my wit with wine o’erlaid.”

But unto him then answered heart-wise Penelope:

“O guest, my form and my fairness and the worth that was in me

The Deathless slew when for Troy-town the Argives went aboard,

And in their fellowship wended Odysseus, once my lord.

Ah! would he but be coming, and rule o’er my livelihood,

Then greater were my glory, and my days more fair and good.

Now woe is me for the onrush of ills that the God hath sent 

For all that in these islands are kings and excellent, 

In Dulichium, or Same*, or Zacynthus of the trees,

Or abide in the Ithacan country clear-seen across the seas,

All these do woo me unwilling, and my house they waste and wear.

Therefore I heed no guest-folk nor of bedesmen have a care,

Nor any whit of the henchmen who the people’s craftsmen be.

But in sorrow for Odysseus melts out the heart in me,

While they press on the wedding, and by cunning ways I wind.

But the first thing that God gave me, and set within my mind,

Was to gear a great loom, and be weaving a web within the hall,

Full fine and wide of measure; and I spake unto them all: 

“‘ O Wooers of mine, O younglings, since the goodly Odysseus is dead,

Stay the urging on of my wedding till this web to an end I have sped,

Lest all for nought its warp-threads on mine hands should wane away.

’Tis a shroud for the hero Laertes, for the season and the day

When the doom of death shall take him that layeth men along;

Lest some one of Achaean women on me should lay the wrong.

Lo the man of great possessions now shroudless is he laid.’

“So I spake, and the men high-hearted my bidding they obeyed,

And through the day my weaving in the mighty loom I plied.

And undid my web in the night when the torches were sei by my side;

So for three years I beguiled them, and the Achaeans did I tame. 

But when it now was the fourth year, and around the seasons came,

And time, through the waning of months and the days’ fulfilling must speed,

Then by the means of the handmaids and the wantons lacking heed

They came upon me and caught me, and loud they chided me,

And perforce my work must I finish for as loth as I might be.

“Now no more may I flee the wedding, and other device have I none,

And unto the wedding my parents now urge me, and my son

Is troubled now he noteth how his livelihood they eat;

For to manhood now is he waxen, and a man of all most meet 

To heed the house; and Zeus giveth to him a glorious part.

So now withal I bid thee tell thy folk from whence thou art,

Since from no oak old in story and from no stone art thou.”

But unto her in answer speaketh wise Odysseus now:

“O worshipped wife of Odysseus that was Laertes’ son,

In asking of my kindred wilt thou no more be done?

Well, the tale then will I tell thee, though ye give me into the hand

Of more griefs than e’en now hold me. For still, when aloof from his land

Hath one been such a while as I have, e’en thus will the matter go,

When he hath strayed through the cities of menfolk bearing his woe.

But even so will I tell thee what thou seekest and askest of me. 

Now Crete is a certain country amidst of the wine-dark sea,

Fair, fat-soiled, sea-begirded; and a many men are there,

Yea, more than may be numbered; and ninety cities fair

There mingle men’s tongues that are divers: there Achaeans talk and tell,

And the high-heart Eteo-Cretans, and there Cydonians dwell,

And the Dorian folk three-folded, and Pelasgian folk God-bred.

And Cnosus the great city they have, in which same stead

From nine years old ruled Minos, who great Zeus for a speech-friend won,

The father of my father, high-souled Deucalion. 

So Deucalion begat me and Idomeneus the King,

Who, in the beaked ship sailing to Ilios wayfaring,

Went with the sons of Atreus: while I, the younger of birth,

Am ^Ethon hight: but the elder is he, and the better of worth.

Now there I saw Odysseus, and the guest-gifts to him gave,

Since him for Troy-town making to Crete the strong wind drave;

For seaward from Malea it thrust him straying then,

And bound him in Amnisus, where is Eleithyias’ den,

A haven strait, where hardly by the storm he failed to be caught

So, coming unto the city, Idomeneus he sought, 

For he said that he was his guest-friend, and a dear and honoured one.

But he for ten days at the least, or eleven days, was gone,

In his beaked ship unto Ilios wayfaring over the sea.

So I brought the man to my house, and guested him well with me,

And heedfully him did I cherish, for my house held many a thing.

And unto those his fellows who that man were following

Red wine and the flour of barley from the folk-store I gathered and gave,

And oxen for burnt-offering, that enow their souls might have.

“So twelve days the holy Achaeans abided there in the land; 

For stark drave the north wind on them that hardly might they stand,

And some God that was hard to deal with the storm-rush’gainst them made,

But the thirteenth day the wind fell, and thereupon they weighed.”

Then he stayed his feigned story, that like to the truth did he tell,

And the flesh of her was molten, and the tears as she hearkened fell;

And e’en as the snow is molten on the mountain peaks on a day,

And that which the west wind sheddeth the east wind wasteth away,

And the streams of the river are swollen by that melting off the hill,

So were her fair cheeks molten, and there she wept her fill;

And sore she bewailed her husband who beside her sat in the life.

Great pity then had Odysseus in his heart of his weeping wife, 

But his eyes beneath his eyelids like horn or steel they stood

Untrembling, and he refrained him of the tears by his craftihood.

But when of her tearful wailing she was satiate at the last

Therewith again she answered, and this word to him she cast:

“Now guest, and thou guest indeed, yet thy tale I think to try;

If indeed thou there hast guested with his godlike company,

My husband in thy feast-hall, as the tale to me ye bore,

Then tell me what like was the raiment that about his body he wore,

And what was the man to look on, and his fellows, what were they?”

But Odysseus of many a counsel he fell to answer and say: 

“Tis hard to tell, O woman, so long as the time doth wear;

For now indeed already hath come the twentieth year

Since the day when he departed and left my land behind.

Yet forsooth e’en so will I tell thee as the image abides in my mind.

For a well-fulled cloak of purple the goodly Odysseus wore,

Twofold; and therewith a buckle of goldsmith’s work it bore

With double clasps for the tongue, and its face with wise-work wrought.

For thereon a hound in his forepaws a spotted hind had caught,

And glared upon it gasping: and all men marvelled there 

At those things of gold; how he still glared on as he throttled the deer,

And how with her feet she was writhing, so sore as she longed to go free.

Now withal a gleaming kirtle on his body did I see;

As the peel that showeth outward of a thin-layered onion,

E’en so dainty was its fashion, and it shimmered as the sun,

And many women beheld it, and wondered at it sore.

And now a thing will I tell thee for thine heart to ponder o’er,

If Odysseus this weed did on him at home I nothing wot,

Or if on the ship swift-fleeting the gift of a fellow he got,

Or mayhappen of a guest-friend; for to many men was he dear,

And amidst of all the Achaeans scarce might he find his peer. 

But a brazen sword I gave him, and a cloak twofold and fine,

Of purple dye and lovely, and a long-skirt gaberdine,

And I brought him with all honour to his well-benched ship on the sea.

“Now there went with him an henchman, but a little older than he,

Of whom I will tell thee the fashion as truly as I can:

A black-skinned man, round-shouldered, a curly-headed man;

Eurybates his name was, and over every wight

Odysseus held him in honour, for he knew what was meet and right.”

So he spake, and yet more was he stirring the longing of her woe,

As she knew the soothfast tokens that Odysseus there did show. 

But when of her tearful mourning she was satiate at the last

Therewith she fell to answer, and this word to him she passed:

‘‘ Now from henceforth, O Stranger, though erst thou wert piteous,

Shalt thou be dear and honoured in the chambers of my house.

For ’twas I that dight him the raiment whereof e’en now ye told,

And I folded it up from this chamber, and did on it the buckle of gold;

Yea, e’en for his adornment. But now ne’er will he come to mine hand!

Nay never more come homeward to his lovely fatherland!

O baleful doom of Odysseus in the hollow ship to sail,

And make for the evil Ilios and the unnamed Burg of Bale!” 

To her then spake in answer Odysseus of many a rede:

“O worshipped wife of Odysseus that was Laertes’ seed,

Mar thy fair flesh no longer, nor waste thy soul away

In wailing for thine husband. Though no blame on thee I lay;

For thus often a woman bewaileth her lawful husband gone,

For whom she hath borne the children of their blended loving won,

Were he worser than Odysseus, whom men call the Godhead’s peer.

Yet stay thy grief and be heeding the word that of me thou shalt hear;

For in good sooth shall I tell thee, nor cover up the word

Which of Odysseus’ homefare a while ago I heard; 

How that he is alive and near by in the rich Thesprotian land,

And goodly and great is the treasure that as now he bringeth to hand,

By seeking of gifts ‘mid the people: but his trusty folk they died,

And his hollow ship was broken amid the wine-dark tide,

As he came from the Three-horned Island; for wroth were Zeus and the

With him, because his fellows the kine to death had done. [Sun

So all they perished together ‘mid the clashing billows’ roar.

But him to the keel a-clinging the waves cast up ashore

On the land of the Plweacians, men unto the Gods akin;

From whom to his heart’s desire as a God did he worship win; 

And a many things they gave him, and were fain to ferry him home

All scathless; and long ago had Odysseus hither come:

But it seemed to his soul more gainful to wander wide o’er the land,

And goods and gear to gather, e’en such as might come to hand;

Since beyond all men that are death-doomed Odysseus wotteth the lore

Of waxing wealth, and no man may match him evermore.

Such tale I had of Phidon, of Thesprotian men the king,

Who swore the same in his house as he poured the drink-offering,

That the ship was shoved down to the sea, and the shipmen ready there

Who were bidden to flit Odysseus to his fatherland the dear. 

But he sent me away before him, for a keel happed there, that was bound

From the folk of the Thesprotians to Dulichium’s wheat-rich ground.

And there moreover he showed me Odysseus’ gathered store,

That would feed to his tenth generation of men, yea even more;

In the chamber of King Phidon lay such abundant gear.

But Odysseus they said had wended to Dodona, to hearken and hear

The word and the counsel of Zeus from the oak of the lofty crest,

In what wise his home-faring to his land beloved were best,

(Whence so long aloof he had bided) or by stealth, or openly.

“Thus then the man is scathless, and e’en now is close hereby, 

Nor long aloof shall be biding from his friends and his fatherland.

And forsooth an oath hereover will I swear thee out of hand

And first: thou, Zeus, bear witness, of all Gods the highest and best,

And thou, hearth of the blameless Odysseus, whereto I am come for my

That this very tale I am telling shall be accomplished and done, [rest,

And hither shall come Odysseus in this same year of the sun,

Yea, ere this same moon’s waning and the next moon’s waxing be.”

She then in words bespake him, all-wise Penelope:

“O guest, this thing that thou tellest, may it be but even so!

Then verily of my kindness and my many gifts shouldst thou know, 

And whosoever meets thee shall deem thee blest indeed.

And yet my mind forebodeth in what wise this shall speed:

Odysseus shall never come home, and no furtherance gettest thou;

For nowise like are the masters within our house as now

To Odysseus amidst of the menfolk — if ever he were indeed — [need.

For the aiding of guests bepitied, and for taking them home in their

Now wash ye this man, O handmaids, and the slumber for him dight,

The bedstead and the blankets and the rugs the dainty-bright,

That he with warmth well cherished the Cold-throned Dawn may meet.

And betimes on the morrow bathe him, and sleek him soft and sweet,

That by Telemachus sitting in the feast-hall at his ease 

He may have a care of his victuals: but whosoever of these

Shall grieve him in their anger shall fare the worse therefor;

And his errand here shall be bootless for all his wrath be sore.

For how shalt thou know it, O Stranger, whereby of womankind

I am excellent of counsel, and of understanding mind,

If all weather-worn and ill-clad in our hall thou sittest at meat?

“Short-lived forsooth are menfolk and swift their day to fleet,

And he who is hard-hearted and learned in cruelty,

All men pray evil on him while living he may be, 

And dead he hath all men’s mocking that erst alive he earned.

But he who liveth upright, and righteousness hath learned,

Far and wide amidst all menfolk goes the glory of his name,

Borne by guests; and many people tell the goodness of his fame.”

But to her then spake and answered Odysseus of many a rede:

“Beworshipped wife of Odysseus, the old Laertes’ seed,

But loathly to me are these mantles, and these blankets fine and meet,

Since the day when I departed from the snowy fells of Crete,

Across the sea a-faring in the long-ship of the oar:

I will lie as in sleepless night-tides I have rested oft before, 

For many a night have I streaked me in full unseemly lair,

And abidden the holy morning, the Gold-throned Dawn and fair.

And moreover, this foot-washing to my mind is nothing meet,

Nor shall any of your women set hand unto my feet,

Of those in the house about thee that are serving in the place,

But it were some woman ancient, of prudent wont and ways,

Whose heart hath borne such troubles as I have had to bear:

To her I should not begrudge it that my feet she handled here.”

Eut to him thus spake in answer heart-wise Penelope:

“Dear guest, no man aforetime hath come to my house and me 

Of all far-coming strangers so heedful and so dear,

So needfully and wisely ye speak of matters here.

Such a goodwife I have, in whose heart do wholesome counsels dwell,

Who erst that man unhappy did rear and nourish well,

And in her hands she took him when his mother brought him to light;

And she thy feet shall wash thee, though now she be minished of might

 — Ho, Euryclea, thou wiseheart! rise up, rise up to me,

To wash one of like age to thy master! Ah, now it well may be

That suchlike are the feet of Odysseus, and suchlike his hands indeed

For mortal men age swiftly amidst of baleful need” 

So she spake; but the ancient woman warm tears adown she shed,

And her face with her hands she covered, and a weary word she said:

“Woe’s me, O child! I am redeless for thee whom much, and far more

Than all men, Zeus now hateth: and such godlike mind as ye bore!

And although no man of mortals unto Zeus the Thunder-fain

Burned ever thighs so many, or of hundred-folded gain

Of choice gifts gave as thou gavest, when thou wouldst speed the prayer

To come unto eld soft-faring, and thy noble son to rear.

But now from thee hath he taken thine hope and thine home-faring day.

And on him too meseemeth their mocks shall the women lay, 

The mocks of the far-come sttanger when he entereth houses fair,

As on thee, guest, all these bitches lay the mocking and the jeer;

So to shun their taunts and much mocking as now thou wilt not away

With their washing; but now upon me, nought loth, the bidding doth lay

The Daughter of Icarius, heart-wise Penelope.

And so for Penelope’s sake will I wash thy feet for thee,

And for thine own moreover: for my heart is inly stirred

With thy griefs. But withal do thou hearken and lay to heart this word,

For hither have come a many of guests with grief foredone,

But never beheld I another so like to look upon 

As thou unto Odysseus of body, of voice, and of feet”

Then answered and spake Odysseus, the rich in counsels meet:

“Yea, carline, and thus say all men, who look on us with eyes,

That we twain are alike to each other in every manner of wise,

As thou of thine understanding dost e’en now say aright”

So he spake; but the ancient woman took the bath-vat shining bright

For the washing of feet, and cold water a plenty therein did she pour,

And therewith the warm she mingled, and down by the hearth of the floor

Sat Odysseus; but now to the shadow he turned, for a thought in his mind

Foreboded, that when she should handle his body the scar she should find,

And that all the deed he was doing should be manifest today. 

So she drew nigh her master to wash him, and knew the scar straightway,

E’en the wound that the wood-boar furrowed with his white tooth on the

When he to Autolycus fared, -and his sons, by Parnassus’ side; [tide

The famed father of his mother, who in thievish sleight, and the shift

Of oaths did outgo all men; and he had it of Hermes’ gift,

Unto whom he made burnt-offering, well-liked, of many a thigh

Of lambs and of kids, and the God was fain to help him thereby.

Now Autolycus, coming his ways to Ithaca’s fat-fed land,

Happed there on the son of his daughter, on earth new-come to hand,

And this child, Euryclea laid it upon his kindly knees, 

As he rested after his supper, and spake out words like these:

“Autolycus, some name find thou to lay on the manchild fair,

The child of thy daughter beloved, the child of many a prayer.”

Her then Autolycus answered, and thus the word he said:

“O son-in-law and daughter on him let my word be laid,

Whereas I am hither, laden with the wrath of many a mood,

Of men and women dwelling on earth the wealthy of food,

So let him be called Odysseus, and have the Wrath-child’s name.

But when, waxen a man, he cometh to his mother’s house of fame, 

When he cometh to me to Parnassus, where my wealth in store I lay,

Thereof a gift will I give him and will send him glad on his way.”

So there where the gifts abode him came Odysseus to that house,

And therein Autolycus took him, and the sons of Autolycus,

With the hands they gave him welcome, and with soft sweet words of the

And the mother of his mother about Odysseus clung, [tongue.

And therewith on his head she kissed him and on both his lovely eyes.

And Autolycus fell to calling on his glorious sons to arise,

And dight the feast; and they hearkened the bidding that he gave,

And a neat of five years old, a bull, thereto did they have, 

And flayed him withal and dight him, and the carcase, they jointed it,

And in gobbets clave it deftly, and set it on many a spit,

And roasted it very wisely, and dealt out the shares each one.

So there daylong they feasted till the going down of the sun,

Nor was there a soul of them lacking of one equal feast and the same.

But when the sun sank under, and the dusk and the darkness came,

There then they fell to slumber, and the gift of sleep took they.

But when shone the Mother of Morning, Rose-fingered Early Day,

Forth then they fared to the hunting, both the hounds and Autolycus’ sons,

And the goodly Odysseus moreover went with those other ones. 

To the steep fells then they betook them, Parnassus’ wood-crowned hills,

And speedily were they gotten aloft to the windy ghylls,

Whenas the sun new risen smote the acres of the earth,

Risen up from the soft-flowing river, the deep-streamed Ocean-girth.

So unto a glade came the prickers, and following up the scent

Were the hounds before them going, and at heel of them there went

Autolycus’ sons, and Odysseus the valiant went along

Close up to the hounds, and brandished a long-boled spear and strong.

Now there lay a mighty wood-boar, in a thicket so close grown 

That not e’en by the might of the storm-wind was the wet blast through it

Nor did the sun bright-shining smite through it with his ray, [blown,

Nor the rain-drift pass amidst it, close grown up every way.

And great store of sear leaves ever lay fallen upon its ground.

Now the din of dogs and the tramping of men’s feet girt it around

As the hunt came driving against him, and out from his thicket lair

He faced them, his crest a-bristling, and his eyes, as the fire they were.

And he stood at bay anigh them: then Odysseus first of the band

Rushed on, his spear long-shafted upraised in his mighty hand,

All eager for his hurting; but the boar forewent him and drave 

A gash above his knee-bone, and much flesh with his tooth he clave

As he charged him athwart; but the bone of the man he touched not it.

But a stroke Odysseus smote him, and his right shoulder he hit,

And straightway through and through him came the spear-shaft’s glittering

And he fell in the dust a-grunting, and forth his spirit fled. [head,

Then the kindly Autolycus’ children the boar they dighted there,

And the hurt of the goodly Odysseus, the valiant godhead’s peer,

Deftly they bound, and they staunched the blood with the staunching-song,

And unto the house of their father they speedily brought him along.

Him Autolycus thereafter, and the sons of Autolycus,

Having healed him well and given him gifts great and glorious, 

Did truly and kindly speed him with gifts on either hand

To Ithaca, where his father and high mother to his land

Returning gave him welcome, and asked him of each deed,

And the hurt that he had gotten; and the tale to them did he speed,

How a-hunting of the wood-boar, his white tooth tore him thus,

As unto Parnassus he wended with the sons of Autolycus.

But now as the old wife took him, and with flat hand stroked him withal.

She handled the scar and knew it, and let the limb down fall,

And it came adown on the bath-vat, that with a clanging sound

Upon its side turned over, and the water spilled on the ground; 

Then joy and sorrow mingled caught her heart, tears filled her eyes, 

And choked was her fulness of voice, and scarce might utterance arise: 

But she touched the chin of Odysseus, and spake as her voice she got:

“O thou art Odysseus! — dear child, and I, I knew thee not

Until all over my master these hands of mine had passed!”

And unto Penelope therewith a glance of her eyes she cast,

Full fain that she should be wotting that her lord was there in the place.

But she had no might to behold him, and to look and heed his face,

For her mind thence turned Athene. But Odysseus groped about

With his hands, and so with his right hand he caught the nurse by 

And with the other drew her yet nigher him and said: [the throat,

“Ah, nurse, wouldst thou destroy me? and thou, when me thou hast fed

On thy very breast! Yea, ’tis I, that with many a grief to bear,

Have come back to the land of my fathers at last in the twentieth year.

But now since thou hast known me, and some God thy soul hath taught,

Keep silence, lest to some other of the house the knowledge be brought;

For one thing now I tell thee, and fulfilled shall be the same:

If these high-hearted Wooers the God ‘neath me shall tame,

For all that I was thy suckling from thee will I not refrain

When the other serving-women by me in the house are slain.” 

But the heart-wise Euryclea, she answered him and said:

“O me, my child! what a word from the hedge of thy teeth hath sped!

Thou knowest my will, how steadfast, how little I use to bend;

I will hold me hard as the iron or some stark stone to the end

But now a thing will I tell thee; in thine heart do thou ponder it well,

If some God these high-heart Wooers beneath thine hand shall quell,

Of the women here in the hall will I give the tale to thee,

And tell thee whichso shame thee, and whichso sackless be.”

But to her then spake and answered Odysseus of many a rede: 

“Nay, why shouldst thou tell me, goodwife? hereof is nought of need.

Nay, each myself will I mark her, and will know how each doth live:

Hold but thy peace of speaking, and the rest to the Gods do thou give.’

So he spake, and therewith the carline through the feast-hall went adown

To fetch the foot-washing water, for the first to the earth was thrown;

But when she had washed him and sleeked him with olive oil all o’er,

Then Odysseus drew the settle anigh to the fire once more,

To warm him, and hid the scar with his rags that it should not be seen

But Penelope spake amidst them, and thus said the all-wise Queen:

“O guest, yet a little longer will I ask thee in speech to abide,

For soon shall be the season of the happy slumber-tide 

For him whom the sweet sleep taketh, though grieved at heart he be;

But a sorrow without measure hath the God ordained for me.

Daylong indeed I delight me with the wailing of my woe;

As my work and the women’s o’erseeing, about the house I go:

But when at last night cometh, and Sleep taketh hold of all,

Then I lie on my bed, and thick thronging the sorrows on me fall,

And bitter-sharp and ceaseless stir up my heart to wail;

As when the Pandareus’ daughter, the fallow nightingale,

Singeth exceeding sweetly in the new-come Spring’s increase,

Amid the close leaves sitting, and the covert of the trees; 

And many a trill she turneth, and her full voice doth she pour

As that Itylus she bewaileth, her loved son, whom of yore

With the brass she slew unwitting, e’en the son of Zethus the King.

So twowise hither and thither my soul goes wavering,

Whether here by my son abiding I shall guard all steadfastly,

My treasure, and my handmaids, and my great house roofed on high,

And worship the bed of my husband, and the fame of the folk and their

Or shall follow some one of Achaeans, whoso is the worthiest lord, [word,

And wooeth me here in the halls with wooing gifts measureless great.

And so long as my son was light-minded and nought but a child of estate,

Then I might not wed and be leaving my child and my husband’s home;

But now that great he is waxen, and to manhood’s measure hath come,

He also in turn craves of me to get me gone from the hall, 

Being grieved at the gear a-waning; for the Achaean lords eat all.

“But come now, hearken a dream, and the same unto me arede:

I have twenty geese in the homestead who come up from the water to feed

On the wheat; and me it delighteth to look upon the same.

But lo you, a crook-nebbed eagle adown from the mountain came,

And brake all their necks and slew them, that there on a heap they lay

In the stead, and aloft he flew to the holy lift of the day. 

And for me I wept and bewailed me though nought but a dream it were,

And the well-tressed damsels Achaean were gathered about me there,

While sore I wept that the eagle had slaughtered my geese for me.

But aback came the eagle, and now on the jutting eaves sat he,

And spake with the voice of a mortal, and bade me stay my woe:

“‘ Heart up, Icarius’ Daughter, whom all the world doth know 

No dream is this, but a vision most good, aiid shall come to pass;

For these geese they are the Wooers, and I, the erne that was,

Now as thy very husband to thee have come back home,

And over all the Wooers shall draw a deadly doom,’ 

“So he spake, and Sleep the soother then let me go, and fled:

And I gazed about, and my geese, I beheld them there in the stead,

The wheat from the trough devouring, and all as it was before.”

Then Odysseus of many a rede this answer toward her bore:

“How then may this dream’s a-reding be turned another road,

Since the very man, e’en Odysseus himself, to thee hath showed

What wise shall all be accomplished? for manifest and plain

Shows the death for all the Wooers, none shall ‘scape the doom of bane?”

But Penelope the heart-wise unto this answer fell:

“Yet, guest, dreams come to nothing and confused tales they tell, 

Nor yet doth all their tokening to all men come about.

Lo now, of dreams swift-fleeting! through two gates fare they out,

And one of horn is fashioned, and one of the wood-beast’s tooth,

And those through the tooth that wend them to usward, they forsooth

But vainly do beguile us with the promise idly borne;

While they that come unto menfolk by the gate of polished hom

Fulfil their tokening truly to the man who them hath seen:

But not from thence meseemeth hath the way to meward been

Of that wild dream, else welcome to me and my son it were:

But this I tell thee, and hold it in thine heart with heed and care, 

That to-morrow cometh name-cursed for the day that shall sunder me

From Odysseus’ house: for the contest shall I ordain it to be,

The game of the axes; which that man within our house and hall

Would set up a-row like ship-ribs to the number of twelve in all,

And, standing aloof, a long way, would shoot a shaft right through,

So this contest shall I ‘stablish for them that come hither to woo.

For lo you, whoso with his palms the bow shall lightly bend,

And through all twelve of the axes a shaft therefrom shall send,

Him then shall I follow, departing from this house of the wedded wife,

This fair house, so abundant in all that upholdeth life, 

Which yet shall I remember, though but in dreams it be.

Then Odysseus many-counselled he answered, and thus spake he:

“O beworshipped wife of Odysseus, that is Laertes’ son,

This strife within your homestead delay not; let it be done!

For hither ere that shall Odysseus the many-counselled have come,

Ere these men have handled the bow well polished, or drawn home

The bow-string unto the nocks, or shot the iron through.”

Then Penelope the heart-wise in turn made answer thereto:

“O guest, if thou wert willing to sit here in the hall

And pleasure me thus, no slumber on mine eyelids then should fall.

But nowise it availeth that sleepless men should live; 

For the Deathless unto menfolk on the cornkind earth do give

Some share of sleep and slumber, yea unto every one:

Now therefore unto my chamber aloft will I be gone,

And in my bed will lay me, which is made but a place of lament,

And with my tears is watered since the day when Odysseus went

To look on evil Ilios, the nameless place of guilt. [wilt,

There then will I lay me; but thou, lay thee down in this house as thou

And on the floor do thou streak thee; or a bed for thee let them dight.”

So saying, her ways she wended to her bower-aloft the bright; 

But not alone, for the handmaids along with her did they fare.

So, going aloft to her chamber with her women thralls, then there

She fell to bewail Odysseus her dear lord, till at last

Sweet slumber over her eyelids Grey-eyed Athene cast.
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ARGUMENT

HEREIN IS TOLD OF SIGNS AND WONDERS IN AND ABOUT THE

HOUSE OF ODYSSEUS.

SO adown in the porch Odysseus the valiant had his bed,

For he strewed him an untanned oxhide, and over that he spread

Many fells of the sheep which the lordlings of Achaeans there had slain,

And over him Eurynome spread a cloak when down he was lain.

There then lay Odysseus waking, with his mind on bale intent

For those Wooers; but the women now forth from the feast-hall went,

Who e’en now with the Wooers were mingled, and along with them were laid,

And each to each were they laughing, and game and glee they made.

Moved then was the heart of the man within his breast the dear,

And much in doubt was he swaying in his heart and his spirit there, 

Whether falling on he should deal them, to every one, her bane,

Or suffer them to mingle with the masterful Wooers again,

E’en one last time and latest; and growled his inmost heart

And e’en as a bitch that goeth round her tender whelps to part

The strange man from them, and bays him, and longeth for the strife,

So inly was he growling in grudge at their evil life,

And, smiting his breast, with a speech-word his heart he fell to chide:

“Yet bear it, O heart! things uglier hast thou borne upon a tide;

Yea, on the day when the Cyclops’ stark fury ate thy men, 

Thy goodly folk; and thou bearedst, till even out of the den [day.”

Rede led thee forth, though thou deemedst that thou shouldst die that

So he spake, the soul a-chiding within his breast that lay,

That abode in all obedience steadfast the thing to bear,

But he himself in meanwhile was tossing here and there.

As when a man hath gotten by a great fire blazing out

A paunch of fat and of blood, and turneth it oft about

Hither and thither, all eager to roast it speedily;

So tossed he hither and thither, and ever pondered he

What wise he might have the handling of those Wooers bare of shame,

And he but one among many. Then anigh him Athene came, 

Come adown from the lofty heavens, and e’en as a woman was made;

So over his head was she standing, and the word to him she said:

“Why watchest thou and wakest, O man most luckless of life?

In thine own house now thou liest, and within the house is thy wife,

And thy child; such a son as all men would have their son to be.”

Then the many-counselled Odysseus thus answered, and said he:

“Yea, all these things, O Goddess, aright dost thou surely say,

But one thing the mind in my breast doth turn about and weigh,

What wise on these shameless Wooers I now may lay my hand,

Being one alone, and they ever are within a gathered band. 

And withal a greater matter I ponder earnestly,

In what wise, if I slay them by the will of Zeus and thee,

I myself may come off scathless: now hereof, I prithee, heed;”

But the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, thus did her answer speed r

“Hard heart! a man might hearken to a friend e’en sorrier;

Yea if he were but a mortal, nor so wise of counsel were 

But I that am a Goddess, and through all toil and pain

Without fail ever guard thee, one thing I tell thee plain:

If fifty bands of menfolk, word-speaking wights that are,

Stood round about us, eager for our slaying in the war, 

Yet their kine shouldst thou be driving and their goodly fatted sheep.

So now let slumber have thee; for ’tis grievous watch to keep,

And wake night-long; and thine evils shalt thou beguile at last.”

So she spake, and over his eyelids the sleep and slumber cast,

But back again to Olympus did that Godhead’s Glory depart.

But while Sleep, limb-loosener, took him, and let loose the cares of his heart,

His wife, the wont of wisdom, she wakened from her sleep,

And sat up on her bed soft-fashioned and fell therewith to weep.

But when of very weeping all satiate was her mind,

Then to Artemis of all Gods prayed that crown of womankind: 

“O Artemis beworshipped, Zeus’ daughter, thee I pray,

Cast thy shaft into my bosom and take my soul away,

Now, now! or let the whirlwind before the lapse of days

Catch me up, and bear me, hurried adown the dusky ways,

A waif for the outgate of Ocean that aback on his ways doth flow.

As the storm-wind bare off the daughters of Pandareus long ago,

When the Gods had slain their parents, and orphans in their hall

Were they left, and Aphrodite she nourished them withal

With cheese and with sweet honey, and joyful wine and good;

And Herd gave unto them beyond all womanhood 

Fair shape and wit; and stature gave the holy Artemis;

And cunning gave Athene in the craft that goodly is.

But once, while Aphrodite to the long Olympus hied,

To pray for these same damsels a happy wedding-tide

Of Zeus, the Fain-of-the-thunder, since he knoweth utterly

All things that are doomed and undoomed for men on earth that die.

That while the Wights of the Tempest snatched them up there and then,

And gave them over for handmaids to the Wreakers loathed of men;

E’en so may Olympus’ dwellers from all eyes cover me,

Or the fair-tressed Artemis smite me while Odysseus yet I see, 

Yea, e’en if I needs must wend me beneath the dreadful earth

Rather than be the darling of a man of worser worth.

“But lo you, a bale to be borne with if one shall weep through the day,

And ever in ceaseless sorrow shall wear his life away,

But Slumber holds him a night-tide, for all memory then dieth out,

Both of good and of ill, when his eyelids the slumber covereth about:

But evil dreams unto me sendeth God in the sleeping tide;

Yea, e’en on this very night one like to him lay by my side, [glad,

E’en such as he was when he wended with the host; and my heart was

For I thought that a dream no longer, but a vision at last I had had.” go

So she spake; and even therewith was the Gold-throned Dawning come.

But unto the valiant Odysseus the voice of her wailing went home,

And therewith he fell a-pondering, and it seemed to his mind and his mood

As even now she knew him, and over his bed-head stood.

So he took up the cloak and the fleeces wherein he had slept that tide,

And laid them down on a bench of the hall, but bore out the hide

Without doors; and prayed unto Zeus with hands uplifted on high:

“Zeus Father, if ye have willed it, o’er the wet ways and o’er the dry,

Unto my land to lead me after all that bale of thine,

Let one of those here wakening withinward speak me a sign, 

And Zeus himself withoutward show forth a token clear.”

So he spake, and Zeus the all-wise gave heed unto his prayer,

And therewithal he thundered from aloft amidst the sky, [by

From out of Olympus the gleaming; and Odysseus was glad. But hard

From the house a grinding woman gave forth a sign and a word [herd,

From the place where the mills were standing, the mills of the people’s

And thereat twelve thralls of the women would labour yet and again,

For ever milling the barley, and wheat the marrow of men; [done,

But the others now were sleeping since their grain they had ground and

But the last had not yet given over, for she was the weakest one; 

So she stayed her quern and spake out for her master a boding word:

“Zeus Father, of Gods and of menfolk the very King and Lord!

Now mightily thou thunderest aloft from the starry heaven,

And no cloud is about; so to some one hereby a sign hast thou given.

So do thou for me unhappy e’en after the word that I pray,

And let this day be for the Wooers the last and the latest day,

That they in the halls of Odysseus may hold the feast full fain

Who with heart-wearying labour and the grinding of the grain 

Have loosened the knees beneath me. So now may they eat their last.”

So she spake; and the valiant Odysseus rejoiced in the words’ forecast,

And the thunder of Zeus, and looked to it on those sinners to wreak him there

But now waked the other handmaids in Odysseus’ house the fair,

And the flame that never wearies they quickened on the hearth,

And Telemachus rose from his bed, a man like the Gods in worth,

And clad him, and over his shoulders his whetted falchion cast,

And unto his feet the sleek-skinned his sandals fair made fast [take,

Then a spear strong-shafted, and headed with the whetted brass, did he

And stayed as he went o’er the threshold, and unto Euryclea spake:

“Dear nurse, the guest in our house have ye honoured with victuals and

Or lieth he at haphazard uncared for in the stead? [bread?

For such-like is my mother, though prudent she may be, 

That amidst of men word-speaking, but rashly honoureth she

The worser man, while the better unhonoured she sendeth away.”

But Euryclea the heart-wise to him did answer and say: [blame,

“Nay, my child, thou shouldest not blame her when she is nought to

For he sat and drank of the wine while he had goodwill to the same:

And he said that meat he craved not; for thereof she asked him indeed.

But when of sleep and slumber he began to have a heed

Then bade she her handmaidens the bed to strew and dight:

But he as a man fate-baffled, and overworn outright, 

Would nought of the beds; nor would he amidst of the blankets sleep,

But on an untanned oxhide and amidst the fells of sheep

He laid him adown in the porch, and a cloak we did o’er him withal.”

So she spake: but Telemachus wended his ways from out the hall

With his spear in his hand, and two wood-hounds swift-footed followed his ways,

And he went to the well-greaved Achaeans, and the folk in the marketplace.

But Euryclea, daughter of Ops, the son of Pisenor the Lord,

That glory of women, called out, and gave to her handmaids the word:

“Now gather, and some of you hasten to sweep the house all through,

And sprinkle it; and cast ye the carpets purple of hue 

O’er the well-wrought high seats: and others wash the tables all about

With the sponges, and the wine-bowls for the blending rinse ye out,

And the double cups well fashioned: and ye others do ye fare

Unto the well for the water, and haste the same to bear.

For not long now will the Wooers be away from the feasting-hall,

But betimes will come back hither: for this is a feast-day for all.”

She spake, and they hearkened; and lightly to fulfilling her word they fell.

And a twenty of them hied them to that dork-watered well,

While the others round the houses wrought deftly there and then.

Thither too came the folk of service of those Achaean men, 

And the logs cleft well and deftly; and the women’s company

Came from the well; and the swineherd to these now drew anigh,

Leading three swine, that the fairest of all his swine-droves were:

These then he left to pasture in the closes trim and fair,

But himself unto Odysseus he spake in gentle wise:

“Guest, do the Achaeans behold thee at last with kinder eyes?

Or, as erst they did, do they mock thee about the house and hall?”

But Odysseus of many a rede thus answered and spake withal:

“Ah, may the Gods, Eumaeus, avenge me of their scorn,

And these wanton fools, that fashion things nowise to be borne, 

In the very house of another! for no whit of shame they have!”

But while in talk together these twain they took and gave,

Melanthius the goatherd unto them drew anear,

A-leading kids, and the flower of all the flock they were,

For the Wooers’ feast, and two herdsmen were following on his ways.

So the goats he bound in the forecourt, the echoing pillared place,

And then turned upon Odysseus and spake a bitter taunt:

“So, stranger, still art thou plaguing the house, and there wilt thou haunt,

Pestering the folk, and nowise without doors wilt thou flit?

Betwixt us twain meseemeth will be no end to it 

Till we try it with hands; for thou beggest beyond all that is right and

And other feasts of Achaeans belike be otherwhere.” [fair;

So he spake: but all-wise Odysseus he spake no word for his part,

But shook his head in silence, and brooded bale in his heart

But a third man came up with them, Philoetius leader of men,

And a barren cow and fat goats for the Wooers he had with him then,

And the ferrymen these had fetched over, as others they use to speed

Who may chance to come unto them and of them the ferrying need.

So the beasts he bound up duly in the echoing cloister there,

And fell to asking the swineherd, when he had drawn anear; 

“What man is the stranger, O Swineherd, I would have thee tell to me,

New come to our house, and of what men doth he give himself out for to be?

Where is the land of his fathers, and what is his kindred and seed?

Hapless! and yet of his body like a lord and king indeed.

Ah! the Gods drown men wide-wandering in enough of bale and broil,

When even for the king-folk they spin the thread of toil.”

Then Odysseus’ hand in greeting with his right hand did he take,

And a word he winged unto him, and in such manner spake:

“Hail, father and guest! and henceforward fair fall the luck of thee,

Although of manifold troubles thus holden now ye be! 

Zeus Father! none of the Gods is more baleful a God than thou,

For the men whom thou hast begotten thou pitiest nothing now,

And thou minglest them with evil and with woeful misery.

Ah! I brake out a-sweat to behold him, and wept the eyes of me

For the memory of Odysseus; for meseems he too this tide,

Such clouts as this is clad in ‘midst menfolk wandering wide,

If anywhere yet he be living and beholding the light of the sun.

But if at last he hath perished, and to Hades’ House hath gone,

Woe for great Odysseus! who set me to look to his neat e’en then,

When I was but a lad in the folk-land of the Cephellenian men. 

Now numberless are they waxen; nor may any race of neat

Wide-faced fare any better to wax as the ears of wheat

But them do others bid me for their meat hereto to drive;

Nor heed they aught his man-child within the halls alive,

Nor fear the Gods’ a-wreaking: and yearning now are they

To share amidst them the treasure of the King so long away.

Now this the soul within me full oft doth turn about;

For while his son yet bides here ‘twere an evil thing, no doubt,

To wend to another folk-land and these beeves with me to drive

Unto alien men. Yet ’tis heavy meseemeth here to live 

O’er the kine of others a-sitting, and suffering drearihead:

And long ago to some other of the high-heart kings had I fled

Since things past all endurance come in on us amain;

But my mind of that hapless bethinketh, if yet he may come again

For the scattering of those Wooers about the house of the stead”

Then Odysseus of many a rede thereto made answer and said:

“Neatherd, since like to no evil or witless one thou art,

And I myself am noting the wisdom that toucheth thine heart,

One thing I tell thee, and hereby with a great oath the same do I bind:

Bear witness, Zeus, thou King-god, and thou guest-table kind, 

And thou hearth of the glorious Odysseus whereunto I have come!

That e’en while thou abidest shall Odysseus win him home;

And thou thyself shalt see it, if thou hast will to see,

The slaying of the Wooers where now the lords they be.”

Thereto then answered the neatherd, the keeper of the kine:

“O guest, may the son of Cronos make good this word of thine,

Then shouldst thou know of my might, and my hands what like they were.”

And in like wise did Eumaeus to all Gods make his prayer,

That Odysseus of all wisdom might get him home to his stead.

But while each unto the other such words as this they said, 

For Telemachus death and the doomday shaped out the Wooers’ band.

But unto them in that while came a fowl on the right hand,

An eagle lofty-flying with a faint-heart dove in his clutch:

Then Amphinomus spake an.idst them, and the words he said were such:

“Friends, once more nothing cometh of our counsel and our rede

For Telemachus’ bane: now rather of the high feast have we heed.”

So Amphinomus spake amidst them, and good to all was his word,

And into the house they gat them of Odysseus godlike lord;

And they cast adown their mantles on the thrones and the benches there,

And the mighty sheep they slaughtered, and the fatted goats the fair,

And they slew fat boars moreover, and one of the herded kine, 

And they roasted the inwards and shared them; and then they mingled

the wine

In the blending bowls, and the swineherd dealt round the beakers then,

And the bread to them was dealing Philcetius, master of men,

In baskets fair, and Melanthius the wine poured out and bare,

And they reached out their hands to the victuals that lay before them there.

But Telemachus, heedful of goodhap, Odysseus set adown

Within the well-built feast-hall upon the threshold of stone,

Having brought him a sorry settle and withal a scanty board;

And he gave him share of the inwards and the wine for him he poured

In a golden cup; and moreover a word he bespake him then: 

“Sit there adown and be drinking the wine amidst the men,

And I myself will ward thee from the gibes and the hands of all

These Wooers here; since soothly this no common hall,

But the very house of Odysseus, which he gat for me and my gain.

But ye, ye Wooers, from buffets and chiding your souls refrain,

Lest contention rise amidst us and strife herein be stirred”

So he spake: but they the Wooers, they bit their lips as they heard,

And at Telemachus wondered, so boldly as he spake.

But Antinoiis, son of Eupeithes, thereon the word did take: 

“Telemachus’ word, Achaeans, let us take; for as hard as it is,

Although forsooth against us a very threat is this.

For the Son of Cronos stayed us, or else by us had he been

Well-hushed within the feast-house, for all he speaketh keen.”

So Antinoiis spake, but the other no whit his word gainsaid.

But now the hallowed hundreds of the Gods the henchmen led

Through the town, and the long-haired Achaeans were gathered ‘neath the

Of Apollo’s shady thicket, the Shooter far aloof. [roof

Then they roasted, and unspitted the flesh that lieth without,

And a glorious feast they feasted, and dealt the shares about 

And an equal share by Odysseus the swains of service laid,

Like the share to the others allotted, for so indeed he bade,

Telemachus, son beloved of Odysseus, godhead’s peer.

But not wholly Athene suffered the haughty Wooers there

To refrain from mocks heart-grieving, so that yet more grief and need

Might drown the soul of Odysseus, the old Laertes’ seed.

Now there was a man of the Wooers, which same Ctesippus hight,

And he had his house in Sam£ and was wont to all unright,

And he, trusting in his riches, that were great and marvellous,

Was wooing the wife of Odysseus so long away from his house, 

So now to the masterful Wooers he fell to speak, and said:

“O noble Wooers, hearken till a word of mine is sped 

This guest for long meseemeth hath had his equal share,

And surely now meseemeth ’tis nothing right nor fair

To maltreatTelemachus’guest-friendswho maycome to this stead on a day,

So I also will give him a guest-gift, which he may give away

As a guerdon to the bath-maid, or any one else of the thralls

Who dwell hereby, and are haunting godlike Odysseus’ halls.”

So saying from out of a basket the foot of an ox he took,

And cast with his sturdy hand: but Odysseus shunned the stroke, 

His head but lightly swerving; and a bitter laugh and fell

His heart laughed as the ox-foot smote the wall that was builded well,

But Telemachus spake, and straightway with words Ctesippus chid:

“It is well for thy life, Ctesippus, that to thee it thus betid

To miss the guest; for thy bolt he shunned himself, e’en he:

Or else with the whetted spear midmost had I smitten thee,

And thy father before thy wedding should have looked to thy burial.

Therefore let none put forward such shameless deeds in the hall,

For by this time every matter I understand and know,

Both the good and also the worser: and a child was I long ago. 

Forsooth there have been doings we have borne to look upon,

The slaying of flocks, and the drinking of wine, and the bread foredone,

Since for one to refrain a many is a thing right hard to do;

So now no longer do me the ill-deeds of the foe.

And yet if at last ye desire to slay me with the brass,

That would I; and far better that my death should come to pass

Than that here I sit beholding such ugly deeds played out:

Guests mauled and mocked, and men haling the women thralls about

In most unseemly fashion through all the chambers fair.”

So he spake, and a while the others they sat in silence there, 

But at last spake Agelaiis, who was Damastor’s son:

“O friends, with him who hath spoken aright there is not one

That with thwart words should chide him or to contest with him falL

Nought now this guest let us mischieve, nor any man or thrall

That haunteth the house of Odysseus the godlike day by day.

But unto Telemachus now and his mother a word would I say,

A gentle word for the pleasure of the hearts of both the twain:

For even so long as the hope did yet in our hearts remain

That Odysseus of all wisdom should come back to his house of old,

So long, no blame of her biding in the homestead to withhold 

The Wooers therein, and refrain them: for better so would it be

If Odysseus compassed his homefare, and home at his house were he.

But now ’tis as clear as it may be that he never returneth again;

So come now, sit by thy mother, and bid her straight and plain

That she wed the best amongst us, and the greatest giver of gear.

That thou thyself rejoicing may’st have thine heritage here,

And eat and drink, and thy mother another’s house may heed,”

But Telemachus the prudent a word to him did speed:

“Nay, nay, by Zeus, Agelaiis, and by my father’s woe,

Who afar from Ithaca wanders, or is dead a while ago, 

My mother’s wedding I let not, but bid her evermore

To wed with whom she willeth who shall give her gifts good store.

But ‘twere shame that her unwilling I should thrust from out the hall

With the hard word: God forbid it that such a thing befall!”

So he spake; but Pallas Athene amidst the Wooers’ crew

Awoke undying laughter, and their minds astray she drew;

For now all they were laughing with the jaws of other men,

And flesh bloodstained were they eating, and the eyes of them as then

Were filled with tears, and the thoughts of their souls into sorrow strayed.

Then the godlike Theoclymenus he spake to them and said: 

“Why bear ye this bale, ye unhappy? For your heads and your faces uut-

And the knees that are beneath you are wrapt about in night, Lngnt

And let loose is the voice of wailing, and wetted with tears are your cheeks,

And blood the hall-walls staineth and the goodly panels streaks;

And the porch is full of man-shapes and fulfilled is the garth of the stead,

As they wend ‘neath the dusk and the darkness, and the sun from the

heavens is dead;

And lo! how the mist of evil draws up and all about!”

So he spake: but all they on him sweet laughter yet laughed out,

And Eurymachus, Polybus’ offspring, then fell to speaking there:

“Now witless is this stranger new come from otherwhere! 

So out a doors, ye younglings, do ye lead the man forthright,

That he wend him unto the high-place, since he deemeth us here in the night.”

But the godlike Theoclymenus, thus answering, fell to say:

“Eurymachus, nought I crave thee for speeders on the way.

For verily eyes I lack not, nor ears, nor both my feet,

And the mind in my breast is fashioned in manner nought unmeet.

With these will I get me without doors; for I see the bale coming on

Which no man among you shall flee from, and no man of the Wooers shall shun,

E’en those who about the homestead of godlike Odysseus abide,

And are mocking men, and framing the wickedness of pride.” 

So saying, his ways he wended from the house fast built and fair,

And came to the house of Pirjeus, who took him blithely there.

But all the Wooers, beholding each other face to face,

Fell to stirring Telemachus’ anger, and to laugh at the guests of the place.

And some one of those masterful younglings e’en thus would be saying

“Telemachus, surely no man hath more evil guests than thou; [now:

E’en such as is this wanderer that guesting here doth lurk,

The bread and the wine a-craving; and hath no skill in the work

Of the field or the fight; but goeth on earth an idle load.

And again here rose this other to foretell us and forebode. 

Now if thou would’st but hearken, far gainfuller would it be

To cast these guests together in a many-banked ship of the sea,

To Sicilian men to ship them; whence thy gain were good and due.”

E’en such were the words of the Wooers; but he gave no heed thereto,

And in silence looked on his father, abiding the hour of the day

When he on those shameless Wooers his hands at last should lay.

But the Daughter of Icarius, wise-heart Penelope,

As now right over against them her lovely chair set she,

And she hearkened the voice of each one of the men within the hall.

And for them — they arrayed the banquet midst laughter, and withal 

Sweet was it and heart-staying, for many a beast had they slain.

But no such an unblessed banquet shall ever be again

As that which the mighty man and the Goddess soon should dight

For those that first had fashioned the deeds of all unright.






  








BOOK XXI.
 

ARGUMENT.

HEREIN IS TOLD OF THE TRIAL OF THE BENDING OF THE BOW, AND

THE SHOOTING THROUGH THE AXES.

NOW the Grey-eyed, the Goddess Athene, planted a thing to grow

In the heart of Icarius’ daughter, Penelope wise to know,

That she bring the Bow to the Wooers, and the grey steel therewithal,

For the birth of strife and murder within Odysseus’ hall.

So up the lofty stair of her chamber now she went,

And in her strong hand took she the key that was shapely bent,

And brazen and fair, with a handle thereto of ivory,

And she went with her women of service to the outermost chamber on

Wherein there lay together the treasure of the King, [high,

Both gold and brass and iron well wrought in the smithying. 

And therein lay the bent-back bow, and the shaft-full quiver lay there,

Wherein were a many arrows the grief and the groan that bear;

Which same were the gift of a friend, godlike, whom while agone

He met in Lacedaemon, e’en Iphitus Eurytus’ son;

But it was in the stead of Messene that they carrie together there,

In Orsilochus’ house the war-deft: thither needs must Odysseus fare

To seek him a debt which the people, the whole folk, owed him aright;

Whereas men of Messene had lifted in their ships with the benches dight

Out of Ithaca sheep three hundred, and the herders that with them were.

And so upon that sending the long way did Odysseus fare, 

Yet a lad, and his father sent him, and the elders of the men.

But Iphitus sought his horses which he had lost as then,

Twelve brood-mares with their sucklings, toil-patient mules beneath

And they forsooth thereafter were but for his doom and his death;

When he to the Son of Zeus the man, the strong-souled came,

E’en Heracles, well-proven in mighty deeds of fame,

Who slew him, his guest in his house, and in his hardihead

Feared not the following wrath of the Gods, nor the table he spread

For the guest; but e’en thereafter the man himself did he slay,

And kept for his own the horses strong-hoofed, nor let them away. 

On this quest he fell in with Odysseus, and to him he gave the bow

Which Eurytus the mighty had borne a while ago,

But unto his son he gave it when he died in his lofty hall.

Unto him a keen sword gave Odysseus, and a mighty spear withal,

For the birth of close-knit friendship: but yet they never knew

The tables of each other: for ere that Zeus’ offspring slew

That Iphitus Eurytus’ son, the Deathless Godfolk’s peer,

Who had given the bow to Odysseus: who never the same would bear

On the black ship, when he wended his way to the battle-tide,

But for his dear friend’s memory he laid it to abide 

In his treasure; but oft would he bear it as about his lands he passed.

So when that glory of women to her chamber came at last,

She stood on the oaken threshold which erst the wright had made

All smooth by his art and his cunning, and the rule thereto had laid,

And thereto had fitted the door-posts and hung the door-leaves bright.

Therewith the thong of the latch-ring she cast aloose forthright,

And thrust in the key moreover, and shot back the bolts of the door

With an aim that was straight and downright; and e’en as a bull doth roar

A-feeding in the meadow, the fair doors smit by the key

Roared out so loud, and before her flew open speedily, 

And she went on the high-raised flooring whereon the coffers stood,

Wherein there lay the raiment stored up sweet-smelling and good;

And thence she reached her over, and took down the bow from the pin,

And therewith the shining bow-case that the same was lying in.

There then adown she sat her, and the case on her dear knees laid,

And her King’s bow thence a-drawing shrill wailing there she made.

But when of tearful wailing she was satiate at the last,

Therewith unto the feast-hall and the haughty Wooers she passed,

And the back-bent bow in her hand and the shaft-full quiver she bore,

Wherein were many arrows laden with groaning sore; 

And the handmaids that were with her, a chest were they carrying

Where lay much brass and iron, the war-gear of their King.

But when that glory of women came amidst of the Wooers there,

She stood beside the doorpost of the roof built stout and fair,

Before her face upholding a lap of her delicate hood,

And withal on either side her a trusty handmaid stood;

And straight she spake to the Wooers and said a word to hear:

“Hearken, O high-heart Wooers, this house that waste and wear,

Eating and drinking our substance without a stop or stay,

The wealth of our house-master so long a while away, 

And can make no other pretext of the matter ye plan to do

But that ye long to wed me and make me the wife of you.

 — Come, Wooers, since the contest and the prize befalleth so,

Here will I lay before you Odysseus’ mighty bow,

And whichso of you the easiest with his palms the bow shall bend,

And throughout all twelve of the axes the shaft therefrom shall send,

Him then shall I follow, departing from this house of the wedded wife,

This fair house so abundant in all that upholdeth life;

Which yet shall I remember, though but in dreams it be.”

So she spake, and Eumaeus the swineherd, the goodly man, bade she 

To lay before the Wooers the bow and the iron grey;

And Eumaeus took them weeping as adown the gear did he lay:

And otherwhere wept the neatherd when he saw the bow of his lord.

But Antinoiis fell to chiding, and spake and said the word:

“O fools of the field! still pondering on things that endure but a day,

Why drop ye tears, poor wretches, and stir in such a way

The heart of our lady within her? when even as it is

In grief her soul abideth, since her loved mate she doth miss.

Now sit and feast in silence; or out a-doors go ye

To weep your fill, and behind you leave this same bow to be 

A contest for the Wooers, and no lightly-heeded thing;

For I deem that the bow well-shaven not lightly one shall string,

Since no such man of prowess midst all these doth abide

As once was that Odysseus: and I saw him once on a tide,

Whereof I yet have memory, when a little child was I.”

So he spake, and the heart within him was hoping verily

To stretch the string, and the arrow right through the iron to waft,

While he himself was fated to be first to taste of the shaft

At the hands of the blameless Odysseus, the man he then did shame

As he sat in his halls, still urging his fellows to the same. 

But Telemachus’ holy might now spake amidst them and said:

“Ah! Zeus the Son of Cronos all witless me hath made!

For my mother beloved is saying, and she the wise of heart,

That she now will follow another and from this our house depart,

While I laugh and in my mind, gone witless, glad am I.

So come ye, ye Wooers, look to it! for set forth is the prize on high.

There is never another such woman in all the Achaean land,

Not in Pylos the holy, or Argos, or there where Mycene doth stand,

Nor in this our Ithacan folkland, or the mainland black of earth;

And ye yourselves ye know it: why praise I my mother’s worth? no

So draw ye aback for no pretext, nor hold ye long aloof

From this bow-bending, for we too would see it put to the proof;

Yea, I myself will try it, this deed of the bow to do,

If haply I may bend it and shoot the iron through. [mind

Then my mother beworshipped shall leave me, and I with no sorrow of

When she goes from this house with another, and I am left behind;

E’en I, such a man that my father’s fair weapons I bear at the last.”

So he spake, and his cloak of purple from his shoulders straight he cast

And leapt upright; and his war-sword from his shoulder did he do.

Then first he set up the axes, having digged a long trench straight through

For all the axes to stand in; and by rule set them aright, la

And trod in the earth about them, and all wondered at the sight,

How orderly he arrayed them, who the first time saw them now.

Then he went and stood on the threshold, and fell to trying the bow.

Thrice then he made it tremble in his longing the bow to bend;

And thrice he laid by his prowess; though his soul yet longed in the end

To draw the bow-string duly and shoot the iron through:

And now might he have bent it, so strong the fourth time as he drew,

But Odysseus nodded unto him and withheld him, long as he might

Then Telemachus’ holy power amidst them spake outright: 

“Out on it! either a dastard unmighty henceforth shall I be,

Or I am o’eryoung to be trusting in the might and the hands of me

To ward off the man who preventeth, or falling on me in the fight.

But come now, ye who of prowess are mightier than my might,

Prove ye the bow amongst us, let an end of the trial be made.”

So saying, the bow from off him adown on the ground he laid,

And against the well-joined panel fair-polished the same did he lean,

And by its fair-wrought horn-tip the arrow swift and keen,

And so went and sat him adown on the high seat whence erst he arose.

Then Antinoiis, son of Eupeithes, fell to and spake amidst those: 

“Rise up now from the left hand, all ye fair fellows of mine,

From the selfsame place beginning whence beginneth the pouring of wine.”

So he spake, and the word of his speaking seemed good to every one.

And first uprose Leiodes; and he was CEnops’ son,

And the seer unto the Wooers; and he sat by the goodly bowl

In the innermost nook, at all tides; alone unto his soul

The deeds of shame were hateful, and the Wooers, he blamed them all.

So first the bow he handled, and the sharp shaft therewithal, [would do;

And he went to the threshold and stood there and the deed of the bow

But nowise might he bend it, for it wearied his hands as he drew 

That were all unworn and tender: so then to the Wooers he spake:

“O friends, I may not bend it; so the bow let another take.

But many a man of the highest, this bow shall bring to nought

His life and his soul. Yet far better it is unto death to be brought

Than to live and make miss of the thing for which in this house alway

We are gathered here together, expecting day by day.

And now, if any hopeth and his heart longeth eagerly

To wed Odysseus’ bed-mate and wed Penelope,

Then, when of the bow he is proven and a sight of the matter hath had,

Let him woo some other woman of Achaeans lovely clad, 

And seek her with gifts of wooing; and this woman, soon or late,

Let her wed the greatest giver and the man that is sent her by fate.”

In such words he bespoke them, and from him put the bow,

And leaned it against the panel, well-jointed, smoothed enow,

And against the fair-wrought horn-tip he leant the arrow keen,

And so set him adown on the high-seat wherein he erst had beea

But Antinoiis fell to chide him, and spake the word and said:

“Leiodes, and what a word from the wall of thy teeth hath sped 

A hard word and a grievous that I am wroth to hear.

What! the life and the soul of our highest this bow then shall outwear

Because thou wert not able to bend it by thy might? 

Nay, sure thy mother beworshipped ne’er brought thee forth to light

To be a bender of bows, and a man the arrow to wend;

Yet the other high-heart Wooers that bow shall speedily bend.”

He spake, and the herder of goats, Melanthius, bade withal:

“Melanthius, hasten and kindle a fire amidst of the hall,

And put a great bench beside it, and fleeces over it spread,

And bring forth the great lard-cake that lieth within the stead,

That we younglings the bow may warm, and with fat anoint it about,

And so try it again, and the contest to its end may carry out.” 

Then Melanthius speedily quickened the fire unwearied of flame,

And brought up a bench to set by it, and fleeces cast over the same,

And brought fqrth the great lard-cake that lay the house within;

And the younglings warmed it and tried it; but neither so might they win

To bend the bow, for thereunto much lacking in might they were.

But Antinous yet withheld him and Eurymachus, godhead’s peer,

The chiefs of the Wooers excelling in might most valorous.

But those twain, they now had wended together out of the house,

The neatherd and the swineherd of Odysseus godhead’s peer;

And himself, the goodly Odysseus, came forth to where they were, 

And when they were come without doors and were gotten forth of the close

He put forth the sound of his voice, and with kind words spake unto those:

“Neatherd, and thou, O Swineherd, shall I say a word to you,

Or hide it within me? that speaking my spirit biddeth me to.

 — What men were ye for the warding of Odysseus, were he come

From anywhere of a sudden, and a God should bring him home?

On that day would ye stand by Odysseus, or the men that are come to woo?

Speak out what the heart and the soul withinward urgeth you!”

Spake the neatherd, he who heeded the herds of the beeves and the kine:

“Zeus Father! now be accomplished this inward hope of mine, aoo

Of this man’s home-returning with a very God to lead;

Then should ye wot of my prowess and my hands to do the deed.”

And in likewise spake Eumaeus, and to all Gods sped the prayer

For all-wise Odysseus returning to his house upbuilded fair.

So now when he had knowledge of their steadfast hearts and true,

Again in words he bespake them, and thuswise answered thereto:

“Lo, here am I, and at home. Many griefs have I had to bear,

And am come to the land of my fathers at last in the twentieth year,

And I wot that of all the homemen I am welcome to you alone.

Forsooth amid all the others no prayer have I heard and known, 

No prayer for my returning a-back to my house and hall.

Unto you then the truth shall I tell, how hereafter things shall befall:

If a God these haughty Wooers shall quell beneath my hand

I shall give you a wife to each one, and thereto gear and land,

And a house by my house builded; and when all these deeds are done

Shall ye be Telemachus’ fellows, yea, brethren of mv son.

But come, another token most manifest will I show, [may know.

That the truth in your souls may be strengthened, and my very self ye — Lo the scar of the hurt, which the wood-boar with his white tooth

drave on a tide, When with Autolycus’ children I sought Parnassus’ side!” 

So saying, the rags about him from the mighty weal he drew,

And they twain looked upon it, and all the tale they knew;

And they wept, and o’er wise Odysseus they cast their hands, they twain,

And kissed his head and his shoulders, and loved him and were fain;

And Odysseus also kissed them on their heads and on their hands.

And now amidst their wailing had the sunlight left the lands

Had not Odysseus refrained them; and he spake, and thus said he:

“Cease now your weeping and wailing lest any one may see

From out the hall a-coming, and thereof within may show.

Now enter we not together, but one after other go, 

I first, ye following after: and take this for a sign from me.

For all the others, as many as high-heart Wooers be,

They will all of them hinder the giving unto me of the quiver and bow;

But, bearing the same in thine hands, Eumaeus, do thou go

Through the house to give them to me; and tell thou the women withal

To shut and to lock the doors well-fitted that are to the hall;

And if any shall happen to hear the din or the groaning of men

vVithin our walls, then nowise let her go without doors then;

But before her work abiding in silence let her be.

But thou, O good Philoetius, I charge thee shut with a key 

The gate of the garth, and make haste the cable across it to cast”

So saying, into the house of the pleasant place he passed,

And sat him adown on the settle from whence he erst arose;

And those homemen of goodly Odysseus moreover entered the house.

But Eurymachus this meanwhile was a-handling of the bow,

With the fire a-warming it over; and yet not even so

Might he bend it, and most hugely groaned his heart of valiancy,

And in grief he fell to speaking, and e’en such a word spake he:

“Out on it! Sorrow is on us for myself and all of these!

Not so much do I grieve for the wedding, though that be sore misease.

For a many there be of maidens Achaean, both here on the shore a 

Of Ithaca sea-begirdled, and in many a folkland more.

But if in the might of our bodies we fall so far below

The might of the godlike Odysseus, that we may not bend the bow,

Then e’en for the men of hereafter lo a pitiful tale to tell!”

But Antinous, son of Eupeithes, to answering him befell:

“Eurymachus, nought shall it be so, as thyself thou wottest indeed:

For e’en now though the folk to that God a holy feast do they speed,

And who can bend the bow that while? Let it be as now.

And were it not well if we left all these axes standing a-row? 

For indeed I nowise deem it that any shall come to the hall

Of Odysseus, son of Laertes, and bear them off withal.

So come now, let the wine-swain fill all the cups a-row,

That we may pour drink-offering and lay by the crooked bow.

And tomorn bid we Melanthius, who over the goats hath heed,

That the best of the goats up hither, yea, the flower of the flock, he lead,

And we to the Bowman’s Glory, Apollo, shall offer the thighs,

And prove the bow, and accomplish the contest and the prize.”

So Antinous spake, and all men consented to his word;

And came the henchmen, and over their hands the water poured, 

And with the drink the younglings crowned all the wine-bowls there,

And filled the cups for the offering, and dealt to each his share.

But when they had poured, and had drunken whatso their souls deemed

Then spake the wise Odysseus from his craft-devising mood: [good

“Hearken to me, O Wooers of this Queen renowned well,

Till I say what the soul in my breast now biddeth me talk and tell;

But Eurymachus am I praying, and Antinoiis godhead’s peer

Over all, for he hath spoken a rightful word to hear.

Leave we the bow for a season, that the Gods may heed it still,

And the God shall give might to-morrow to whomsoever he will, 

Yet give me the bow well-shaven, that here, before your sight,

I may try my hands and my prowess, if yet abideth the might

Wherewith my limbs the lithesome were furnished while agone;

Or if straying and ill-nurture by now have all foredone.”

So he spake; and out of measure in all those the wrath did grow,

For fear lest he get to bending the shapely-shaven bow.

And Antinoiis fell a-chiding, a word he fashioned there:

“O wretch of guests! who lacketh all wit, e’en the littlest share,

Is it nought that amidst us high ones in peace thou makest cheer,

Nor lackest thy share of the banquet, and furthermore may’st hear 

Our words and all we tell of; and none else is hearkening

Of strangers or of bedesmen to our talk of many a thing?

It is the sweet wine scathes thee; which hurteth others too,

Who take it greedily gaping, nor drink but what is due.

It was wine that bewildered the centaur, Eurytion, mighty of fame,

In the hall of the man, high-hearted Perithoiis, when he came

To the Lapithae: in that while with wine his soul he distraught,

And, run mad in Perithoiis’ house, great deeds of evil wrought,

But wrath fell on the lords, who leapt up and through the porch and the door

Haled him out, and the ears and nostrils from off the centaur shore 

With the pitiless brass; so, bewildered, he wandered from part unto part,

Bearing the sin and the sorrow of the folly of his heart.

Thence then ‘twixt the men and the centaurs the battle came to pass;

But first he brought bale on himself, for that heavy with wine he was.

And a mighty bale I forebode thee if thou shalt bend the bow,

And ye shall meet no kindness as amidst our folk ye go,

But in a black ship of the sea shall we verily send thee then

To King Echetus, the maimer and scathe of all mortal men,

Whence nought shall ever save thee. In peace sit drinking now,

Nor fall to strife and contest with men that are younger than thou.” 

But Penelope the heart-wise she fell to speaking there:

“To maltreat the guests, Antinoiis, is neither right nor fair,

E’en Telemachus’ guests, whoever to this our house may wend.

Deem’st thou that if this stranger the great bow of Odysseus shall bend,

Putting trust in his hands, and the prowess that within the man is rife,

He shall lead me home and make me his very wedded wife?

Nay, the man himself in his breast no such a hope doth bear,

Nor yet need any man of you, of those that are feasting here,

Be vexing his heart hereover; ‘twere a most unseemly thing.”

Then Eurymachus, Polybus’ son, thus spake in answering: 

“O Daughter of Icarius, all-wise Penelope,

That the man should lead thee homeward no such a thought had we,

But we fear the shame and the rumour of men, and of women withal,

Lest some one of Achaeans be saying, some man, the basest of all:

‘ Forsooth men worser than worse milst go wooing the bed-fellow

Of a mighty man, and nowise might they bend his well-smoothed bow,

And lo another, a beggar, a wanderer, cometh thereto,

And lightly the bow hath he bended and shot the iron through.

So will they say, and of us a most pitiful tale will it be.”

But to him thus spake in answer heart-wise Penelope: 

“Eurymachus, nought ‘mid the people can they be fair of fame

Who eat up the house of a chieftain and do him deeds of shame:

Why then make ado of this also to be for a pitiful tale?

And lo you! tall is the stranger, a well-knit man and hale,

And he boasts him of his kindred as the son of a father of might.

So give him the bow well-shaven that we may look on the sight

And one thing now I tell you, and fulfilled shall be the same:

If he the bow hath bended, and Apollo give him the fame,

A goodly change of raiment, cloak and frock, will I give him then,

And a keen-head spear will I give him to ward him of dogs and of men,

And a two-edged sword moreover, and shoes on his feet will I do, 

And will speed him whithersoever his soul may bid him go.”

But Telemachus the heedful he answered presently:

“My mother, none of Achaeans is a better man than I

To give the bow or withhold it from whatso man I will,

For as many as lord it over the rugged Ithacan hill,

Or dwell about the islands that off horse-kind Elis lie.

Of whom shall no man force me unwilling; not if I

Shall give this gear to the stranger straight out for his own to bear.

But go thy ways to the chamber, and heed thine own work there, 

Distaff and loom, and the women id thou their work to speed.

But as for the bow, this matter it is for men to heed,

For all men, and me above all men; for the might of the house is in me.”

Then, wondering, back to her chamber she gat her presently,

For in her heart was she storing the wise words of her son.

So then to the bower aloft with her handmaids was she gone,

Where she wept for her husband beloved, Odysseus, till at last

The sweet sleep over her eyelids grey-eyed Athene cast.

Then the swineherd took up the bow to bear it adown the hall;

But throughout the halls the Wooers cried at him one and all; 

And thus would one fall speaking ‘midst those liaughty younglings there:

“Thou hapless, thou gangrel swineherd! and whither dost thou bear

The crooked bow? Now swiftly shall the swift hounds thou hast bred

Devour thee far from menfolk amidst the swine of thy stead,

If we have but the grace of Apollo, and the Deathless give their grace.”

So they spake; and the bow he was bearing he laid adown in its place,

In fear because a many in the halls against him cried.

But Telemachus shouted at him a threat from the other side:

“Nay, bear on the bow, my father, lest thou do ill, heeding all!

Take heed lest I, thy younger, to driving thee forth shall fall, 

And pelt thee afield with pebbles, since in might am I better than thou.

Yea, would that in hands and prowess as much mightier were I now

Than those others, they of the Wooers, that hang about the house!

Then speedily would I send them in manner dolorous

From out our halls and homestead, for they plan me bale hereby.”

So he spake, and all the Wooers laughed on him pleasantly,

And their bitter wrath against him they laid aside withal.

And in that while the swineherd bare the bow adown the hall,

And drawing anear to Odysseus in his hands the weapons laid.

Then he called forth the nurse, Euryclea, and spake to her and said:

“Euryclea, thou the heart-wise, Telemachus biddeth thee 

That the hall-doors closely-fitting thou shut and lock with a key;

And if any hear a groaning, or the noise of men and the din

Amidst our walls, in nowise go ye outdoors from within,

But there abide in silence beside the work ye speed.”

So he spake; and his word was wingless and abode with her for her heed,

And she locked with a key the doors of the halls of the lovely stead.

And silently forth from the house meanwhile had Philoetius sped,

And therewith he bolted the gate of the well-walled forecourt there;

But there lay beneath the cloister a curved ship’s mooring-gear, 

A flag-wrought rope, and therewith he bound o’er the gate of the close,

And then gat him aback and sat down on the bench whence he erewhile

And set his eyes on Odysseus, who as now the great bow bare, [arose,

And was turning it over on all sides, and trying it here and there,

Lest the worms its horn should have eaten while long was its master away,

And one would be eyeing his neighbour, and thuswise would he say:

“Lo here, a lover of bows, one cunning in archery!

Or belike in his house at home e’en such-like gear doth lie;

Or e’en such an one is he minded to fashion, since handling it still,

He turneth it o’er, this gangrel, this crafty one of ill!” 

And then would another be saying of those younglings haughty and high: “ E’en so soon and so great a measure of gain may he come by As he may now accomplish the bending of the bow.”

So the Wooers spake; but Odysseus, that many a rede did know,

When the great bow he had handled, and eyed it about and along,

Then straight, as a man well learned in the lyre and the song,

On a new pin lightly stretcheth the cord, and maketh fast

From side to side the sheep-gut well-twined and overcast:

So the mighty bow he bended with no whit of labouring,

And caught it up in his right hand, and fell to try the string, 

That ‘neath his hand sang lovely as a swallow’s voice is fair.

But great grief fell on the Wooers, and their skin changed colour there,

And mightily Zeus thundered, and made manifest a sign;

And thereat rejoiced Odysseus, the toil-stout man divine,

At that sign of the Son of Cronos, the crooked-counselled Lord;

And he caught up a swift arrow that lay bare upon the board,

Since in the hollow quiver as yet the others lay,

Which those men of the Achaaans should taste ere long that day,

And he laid it on the bow-bridge, and the nock and the string he drew,

And thence from his seat on the settle he shot a shaft that flew 

Straight-aimed, and of all the axes missed not a single head,

From the first ring: through and through them, and out at the last it sped

The brass-shod shaft; and therewith to Telemachus spake he:

“The guest in thine halls a-sitting in nowise shameth thee,

Telemachus. I missed not thy mark, nor overlong

Toiled I the bow a-bending; stark yet am I and strong.

Forsooth, the Wooers that shamed me no more may make me scorn!

But now for these Achaeans is the hour and the season born

To dight the feast in the daylight, and otherwise to be fain 

With the song and the harp thereafter that crown the banquet’s gain.’’

So he spake; and with bent brow nodded, and Telemachus the lord,

Dear son of the godlike Odysseus, girt on his whetted sword;

His dear hand gripped the spear-shaft, and his father’s side anear,

He stood by the high-seat crested with the gleaming brazen gear.






  








BOOK XXII.
 

ARGUMENT.

HEREIN IS TOLD OF THE SLAYING OF THE WOOERS IN THE HOUSE

OF ODYSSEUS.

BUT Odysseus of many a rede of his rags he stripped him bare,

And on the great threshold he leapt, and the bow, and the quiver

Fulfilled of arrows he handled, and all the shafts to the ground [fair

Before his feet then poured he, and spake to those Wooers around:

“Thuswise then is accomplished the strife so hard to do;

Now another mark will I loose at that no man hath hit hitherto,

If I perchance may attain it, and so fame of Apollo be earned.”

So he spake, and the bitter shaft on Antinoiis then he turned;

Who e’en now was just upraising a golden cup wrought fair

Two-eared; and to drink of the wine his hands about it were, 

And no foreboding of slaughter his heart was heeding then;

For who might ever be deeming that amidst of feasting men

That man alone among many, for as stark as he were and great,

For him would fashion the death-day, and the bale of the blackness of fate?

But Odysseus loosed, and smote him amidmost of the throat,

And therewith the head of the arrow through his tender neck thrust out,

And sidelong he rolled over; from his hand down fell the cup

As he gat the hurt, and straightway through his nostrils spouted up 

The thick gush of the man’s-blood; and his feet spurned out at the board

And cast it adown, that the victuals wide over the ground were poured,

And the bread and the roasted flesh were defiled. And all over the hall

Uprose the din of the Wooers when they saw their fellow’s fall.

And uprisen, about the feast-hall they leapt from bench and chair,

And turned their eyes from all sides to the walls well-builded there,

Where never a shield was hanging, or strong spear for them to take.

Then they railed upon Odysseus, and in bitter words they spake:

“Ill shootest thou at menfolk, O guest, and no contest again

Hereafter shalt thou hap on; for sure is thy bitter bane,

Since a man thou thus hast slaughtered far best of all youths that be

In Ithaca here: but the vultures hereby shall devour thee.” 

So each one spake; for they deemed that unwitting the man he had slain,

And they had no understanding, fools as they were, and vain,

That to all the end of the Death-doom was hard upon them now;

Unto whom spake the wise Odysseus, scowling from knitted brow:

“O Dogs! And ye were saying that I should come home no more

From the people of the Trojans! So ye wasted my house and my store,

And lay with my women servants perforce and against my will,

And wert wooing my wife from off me when I was living still;

And neither the Gods were ye fearing that hold the heavens the wide,

Nor yet the vengeance of menfolk that hereafter should betide. 

But now the end of the Death-doom is on you one and all.”

So he spake; and over them all thereon did the pale fear fall,

And about him each glared, seeking whereby sheer bane to shun;

But Eurymachus spake in answer, and he the only one:

“If thou be indeed Odysseus the Ithacan come back,

Of the deeds of us Achaeans no right thy word doth lack,

For much folly here in the homestead and much afield have we wrought;

But Antinoiis, he that here lieth already come to nought,

Was the cause of all, for he speeded such evil deeds and such,

Not longing so much for the wedding, nor heeding it overmuch, 

As devising other matters which Zeus hath not fulfilled;

For to rule o’er the Ithacan land well-builded this he willed,

And to lie in wait for thy son that he might slay him there.

But himself by the Death-doom is dead: so thy people do thou spare,

And we mid the people hereafter will make atonement for all,

For what we have eaten and drunken within thine house and hall.

And a twenty-beeve atonement from each man shall there be,

And gold and brass shall be given till we melt the heart in thee.

But meanwhile ’tis nought blameworthy that thou art wrathful now.”

Then spake all-wise Odysseus as he scowled from knitted brow: 

“Eurymachus, were ye to give me your heritage every whit,

Yea all ye have, and whatso from elsewhere ye might add to it,

Yet not e’en so from the slaying these hands will I withhold

Ere on the Wooers I wreak me for their folly manifold.

 — There then it lieth before you to fight me face to face,

Or whoso may ‘scape the Death-doom to flee from out the place.

Yet no man here, meseemeth, the bitter bane shall shun.”

So he spake, and the hearts within them and their knees failed all undone, But the second time Eurymachus spake forth unto them there:

“O friends, since this man will stay not his hands that none may bear, And whereas the bow well-shaven he hath, and the quiver withal, 

He will shoot from the fair-smoothed threshold until he hath slain us all. 

But now let us be mindful of the happy tide of war, 

And draw forth our swords from the scabbards, and hold up the boards before

These shafts with black death laden, and in close array fall on

To drive him from the threshold and the door, if it may be done.

And then go we to the city and in haste send up the cry;

And so shall this man have speeded his last shaft ere he die.”

And e’en as the word he uttered, he drew his keen sword out

Brazen, on each side shearing, and with a fearful shout 

Rushed on him; but Odysseus that very while let fly

And smote him with the arrow in the breast, the pap hard by,

And drove the swift shaft to the liver, and adown to the ground fell the

From out of his hand, and doubled he hung above the board, [sword

And staggered; and whirling he fell, and the meat was scattered around,

And the double cup moreover, and his forehead smote the ground;

And his heart was wrung with torment, and with both feet spurning he

The high-seat; and over his eyen did the cloud of darkness float, [smote

And then it was Amphinomus, who drew his whetted sword

And fell on, making his onrush ‘gainst Odysseus the glorious lord, go

If perchance he might get him out-doors: but Telemachus him forewent,

And a cast of the brazen war-spear from behind him therewith sent

Amidmost of his shoulders, that drave through his breast and out,

And clattering he fell, and the earth all the breadth of his forehead smote

Then a-back Telemachus hastened, and left his long-shaft spear

Still stuck there in Amphinomus, since the onset did he fear

Of some one of those Achaeans as the long spear forth he drew,

Who should smite with the sword a down-stroke, or thrust him through

and through.

So he ran and unto his father beloved his way did he make,

And standing close anigh him a winged word he spake: 

“O father, forsooth, a war-shield and two spears will I bring thee now,

And a helm all brazen-fashioned well fitted to thy brow,

And myself will go and arm me and give arms to the swineherd here,

And others unto the neatherd; for ‘twere better our armour to bear.”

But to him then spake and answered Odysseus of many a rede:

“Run, bring them while yet are the arrows to ward me in my need,

Lest they thrust me off from the doorway,.one man ‘gainst many here.”

So he spake, and Telemachus straightway obeyed his father dear,

And ran his ways to the chamber, where the glorious war-gear lay,

And thence he took four war-shields, four spears he had away, no

And four helms brazen-fashioned, and bushed with horses’ hair,

And he bore them along, and right swiftly came aback to his father dear.

Then he the first among them the brass on his body had,

And the two thralls in like manner in the lovely arms were clad,

And they stood about Odysseus the wise and the diverse of rede.

But he, while he yet had the arrows to ward him in his need,

Still one by one of the Wooers that yet in his house did dwell

He aimed at and shot, and there ever one over another they fell;

But when he lacked of arrows for his shaft-speeding hand,

He laid by the bow and leaned it against the door-post to stand 

Of that well-builded feast-hall, ‘gainst the shining entrance wall,

And he across his shoulders cast the sevenfold shield withal,

And the well-wrought helm hair-crested he set on his noble head,

And from aloft now nodded the battle-crest of dread,

And two spears he took strong-fashioned, and shod with the shining brass.

Now a certain high-up postern mid the well-built wall there was,

And thereby at the top of the threshold of that well-builded hall

Was a way to the aisle by door-leaves well-fitted and shut withal.

Thereof was Odysseus bidding the swineherd have a care,

And take his stand beside it, for no outgate else was there. 

Now amidst them spake Agelaiis, and said to all thereby:

“O friends, now might not some one go up to the postern on high,

And tell the folk, that the rumour and cry all around be cast,

And speedily then would this man have shot his latest and last?”

Then Melanthius the goatherd spake out amidst them there:

“Not so, Zeus-bred Agelaiis, for thereto fearfully near

Are the lovely doors to the forecourt, and the mouth of the aisle is strait,

And e’en one man might ward it, if he were stark and great.

But come now, from the chamber let me bring you battle-gear

To arm you; for meseemeth therein and no otherwhere 

Has Odysseus laid his armour, with his well-renowned son.”

And with that word the goatherd, Melanthius, straightway won

Up to Odysseus’ chamber through the windows of the hall,

And thence he gat twelve war-shields and as many spears withal,

And as many brazen war-helms bushed with the horses’ hair,

And therewith ran back swiftly, and gave to the Wooers there.

Loose then grew the knees of Odysseus, and the heart in him grew soft,

When he saw how they donned the hauberks, and in their hands aloft

Were shaking the spears long-shafted, for his work seemed great indeed.

And unto Telemachus straightway a winged word did he speed: 

“Telemachus, one of the women about the house I wis

Stirs up ill war against us; or Melanthius else it is.”

Then Telemachus the heedful thus answering fell to say:

“Twas I myself, O father, that herein went astray,

And none else was blameworthy, for the doors that fit aright

Of the chamber I left ajar, and their watch was o’er-keen of sight

But go thou, good Eumaeus, and the chamber door shut to,

And note if one of the women this deed ‘gainst us doth do,

Or Dolius’ son Melanthius, whom indeed for the doer I take.”

But while unto each other in e’en such wise they spake, 

Melanthius the goatherd to the chamber went again

To fetch the goodly war-gear, whom the swineherd good marked plain,

And spake therewith to Odysseus who stood anigh that while:

“O Zeus-bred son of Laertes, Odysseus of many a guile,

Now he, that man of mischief, e’en he whom he deemed was the man,

Is going unto the chamber; so tell me as straight as ye can

Whether I myself shall slay him if the better man I be,

Or shall I bring him hither, that he may pay to thee

For all his many transgressions that he in thine house did devise?”

But to him thus spake in answer Odysseus diversely wise: 

“Within the halls here soothly shall Telemachus here with me

Yet hold the high-heart Wooers, for as eager-fierce as they be;

But ye twain, his hands to his feet do ye twist aback and bind,

And cast him into the chamber; and shut ye the doors behind,

And withal make fast unto him a cable twisted well,

And haul him aloft to a pillar anigh the rafters to dwell,

That he a long while living may suffer grievous pain.”

So he spake, and straight they hearkened and did his bidding, they twain.

They went their ways to the chamber, and unseen of the man they were,

For within the nook of the chamber he sought about for gear, 

While standing each by a doorpost abided there those men:

So Melanthius the goatherd came o’er the threshold then,

And a war-helm wrought full fairly in one hand did he hold,

And a broad shield in the other, old now and foul with mould:

Twas Laertes the lord who bore it, while yet a youth, in his hands,

But cast aside had it lain, and all gone were the seams of its bands.

So the twain rushed on and caught him, and haled him in by the hair,

And him heart-smitten with anguish they cast on the pavement there,

And hand to foot they bound him, and sore the bonds they made,

Hard twisting the limbs behind him, e’en as the master bade, 

The toil-stout goodly Odysseus, the old Laertes’ son.

Then they made him fast to a cable of strands well over-done,

And haled him aloft to a pillar close up to the beams of the place.

Then didst thou, O swineherd Eurruneus, speak a bitter word to his face:

“Yea there forsooth, Melanthius, shalt thou watch all through the night

In a fair and soft bed lying, as for thee is meet and right;

Nor yet shalt thou miss beholding the gold-throned Mother of Day

Coming up from the eddies of Ocean as thou bringest thy goats on their

Up hither to the Wooers, a feast in the house to dight.” [way

There then for that while they left him in grievous bond strained tight,

And the twain did on their war-weed, and shut the shining door, 

And went their ways to Odysseus, the wise-heart, crafty of lore.

There then all breathing fury those four on the threshold stood,

And they in the house withinwards were a many men and good;

But amidst them the Daughter of Zeus, Athene, came standing anigh,

And like was her body to Mentor’s and like was the voice of her cry;

And Odysseus rejoiced when he saw her, and spake out a word to hear:

“Ward off me the war-play, Mentor! remember thy fellow dear!

Who hath done thee good deeds ever; and like-aged thou art unto me.”

So he spake, but the people’s Uprouser, Athene, he deemed it to be, 

But the Wooers amid the feast-hall cried out from the other side, 

And Damastor’s son Agelaiis, he fell the Maid to chide:

“Mentor, let not Odysseus with words prevail o’er thee

To fight against the Wooers and his battle-aid to be!

For this our mind and purpose, meseemeth, shall be done;

And whenso these we have slain, the father and the son,

Then thou with them shalt be slain, whereas in the halls of the stead

Such deeds thou art set on doing, for which thou shalt pay with thine head.

But when with the brass we have reft you of the might that once was yours,

Thy goods, yea all that thou holdest in thine house and out a-doors,

We will mingle with those of Odysseus, and neither the sons of thee,

Nor thy daughters will we suffer within the halls to be, 

Nor thy trusty wife will we suffer mid the Ithacan folk to go.”

So he spake, and exceeding anger in Athene’s heart ‘gan grow,

And she fell to upbraid Odysseus with bitter words and to say:

“Nought bideth thy might, Odysseus, and thy valour hath no stay,

As when concerning Helen, the white-armed well-begot,

For nine years long with the Troy-folk ye fought and faltered not,

And in the fearful war-play ye slew so many an one,

And the wide-wayed Burg of Priam by thy devise was won; 

And now that thou art gotten to thine havings and thine house

Art thou woe that against the Wooers thou must needs be valorous?

Come hither, my weakling! Stand by me and look on the deeds to be

That thou may’st behold the fashion of Mentor Alcimus’ son, [done,

How he payeth back well-doing amid the rout of foes!”

So she spake, and yet not wholly gave clear victory unto those,

For yet a little longer would she try the valour and might,

Both of the man Odysseus, and his son, the glory of fight;

But flying aloft, she gat her to the darkling feast-hall’s beam,

And there sat her adown, and a swallow to look on did she seem. 

Now fell to stir up the Wooers Agelaiis, Damastor’s son,

And Eurynomus and Amphimedon and Demoptolemus fell on,

And Peisandrus son of Polyctor, and heart-wise Polybus;

For these were the best of the Wooers, and by far most valorous

Of those who yet were living and fought their lives to gain,

But the rest, the bow had quelled them, and the rush of the arrow-rain.

So amid them cried Agelaus, and to all spake out the tale:

“Friends, now shall this man refrain him and his hands that never fail;

With a word of empty boasting hence now hath Mentor gone,

And in the first of the doorway are these men left alone. 

Therefore not all together your long spears do ye cast,

Let but six hurl together; and may Zeus grant us at last

The smiting of Odysseus, and for us the glory and gain 

No need to care for the others when he hath fallen slain.”

So he spake, and all right eager hurled even as he bade,

But all the casts Athene but vain and idle made:

For one, he smote the doorpost of that well-builded house,

And another reached the doorleaves that were fitted well and close,

And the ashen shaft brass heavy of another smote the wall.

But when the spears of the Wooers they had thus ‘scaped one and all

Then fell to speech Odysseus, the goodly toil-stout lord: 

“O friends, at last I say it, and give to you the word

To hurl into the throng of the Wooers, so sore as now they long

To strip us after the slaughter, and heap up wrong on wrong.”

So he spake, and all they forthright the whetted war-spears threw,

Straight aiming: Demoptolemus therewith Odysseus slew,

Telemachus slew Euryades, and the swineherd there did quell

Lord Elatus, and Peisandrus before the neatherd fell.

There all they lay a-grovelling and the wide floor bit withal. 

Then aback shrank the throng of the Wooers to the inmost of the hall,

And the others rushed upon them, and drew out the spears from the dead.

Then again the eager Wooers their whetted war-spears sped,

But Athene so wrought that a many thereof in vain should fall,

For one of them smote the doorpost of that well-builded hall,

And another smote the door-leaves well fashioned close to fit,

And the ashen shaft brass-heavy of one the wall did hit.

But Amphimedon smote Telemachus his hand about the wrist,

Where the brass did graze but lightly, and all but barely missed:

And Ctesippus smote Eumaeus o’er the shield with a long-shaft spear,

And his shoulder grazed; but the shaft flew on and fell down there.

Then they about Odysseus the heart-wise, diverse of rede, 

Amidst the throng of the Wooers their whetted spears did speed.

There city-waster Odysseus smote Eurydamas outright,

And Telemachus Amphimedon, and the swineherd did Polybus smite,

And the man that herded the oxen, Ctesippus, there he smote

Amidmost the breast; and thereover a boasting word did he shout:

“Polytherses’ son, taunt-loving, now never any more

Talk big and yield to thy folly, but turn the matter o’er

To the Gods, since they full soothly are better far than thou.

Take this guest-gift for the ox-foot that thou gavest even now 

Unto Odysseus the godlike when he begged adown his hall.”

Thus the herd of the shambling oxen. But Odysseus therewithal,

Hand to hand with the son of Damastor, with his long spear thrust him

And Telemachus Leocritus, Evenor’s son, did undo through,

With a spear-thrust amidst of the belly, and drave the brass right out,

And he fell on his face, and the hall-floor the breadth of his forehead smote

But her man-destroying ^Egis upheld Athene then

Aloft from the roof; and fear-struck were the souls of all those men,

And they fled about the feast-hall in such wise as the kine of the herd,

Whom the gadfly the swift-flitting hath fallen upon and scared 

In the season of the spring-tide, when long out the day-time draws.

But the others, e’en as vultures hook-nebbed, of crooked claws

From out the mountains coming, stoop on the birds that go

Swift hurrying over the plain, from the high clouds cowering a-low,

And those fall on and slaughter, nor is there any might, 

Nor ever a way for fleeing; and men in the prey delight:

 — In such wise on the Wooers about the house fell those,

And on either hand they smote them, and fearful the groans arose

As the skulls of men were smitten, and in blood did the pavement swim.

But Leiodes ran to Odysseus, and caught the knees of him, 

And fell to praying him pity; and such winged words spake he:

“By thy knees, I beseech thee, Odysseus, to have compassion on me,

For I tell thee that unto the women that are in thine house and hall

I have said and done nought wanton; but the other Wooers withal

Have I refrained them, whenever of such deeds they had a will,

Though nought to me would they hearken to hold their hands from ill.

So now for this wanton folly an ugly fate have they won:

But I, their priest of burnt-offering, who nought herein have done,

Shall fall, and no grace abideth for doing righteous deed.”

But with bent brows looking upon him spake Odysseus of many a rede: “ And if the priest of burnt-offering thou be, as thou dost say, 

Many times in these halls meseemeth wilt thou have been wont to pray

That the end of my glad returning might be far away from me,

That my wife with thee might be wending and bear her babes for thee.

Therefore from the death o’ershadowing.thy life thou shalt not save.”

Therewith in his hand most mighty he caught up a battle glaive,

That lay there fallen from the hand of Agelaiis late slain,

And drave it through amidmost of his neck and clave it atwain,

So that e’en as he was speaking the head with the dust was blent.

But the son of Terpes the minstrel, yet shunning black fate went, 

E’en Phemius, he who sang perforce to the Wooers’ band;

And there he stood, yet holding the shrilly harp in hand,

Hard by the postern, and pondered in his mind two ways of it,

Whether going forth of the feast-hall by the well-wrought altar to sit

Of the mighty Zeus of the Garths, whereon Laertes of old

And Odysseus had burned the ox-thighs in offerings manifold;

Or else to Odysseus running to beseech him by his knees;

And, turning it o’er in his mind, it seemed the better of these,

The knees of the son of Laertes, Odysseus, to cling around.

So therewith the harp wrought hollow he set upon the ground, 

Midways betwixt the wine-bowl and the high-seat silver-wrought

And he ran straight up to Odysseus, and his knees about he caught,

And to him in supplication such winged words spake he:

“By thy knees I beseech thee, Odysseus, to have compassion on me,

For to thee shall be grief hereafter for the singer’s slaughtering

If ye slay me, who unto the Gods and unto menfolk sing;

And myself myself have learned it: and the God in the mind of me

All manner of lays hath planted; and belike I may sing unto thee

As unto a God. So desire not the smiting of my head!

Forsooth by Telemachus also, thy dear son, shall the tale be said, 

That unwilling and unlonging in thine house was I harbouring,

Unto the folk of the Wooers amidst their feasts to sing,

For many men, men mightier, brought me here in mine own despite.”

So he spake, and to him was hearkening Telemachus’ holy might,

And straight he came up to his father and thuswise spake thereto;

“Withhold thee, nor yet with the brass this sackless man thrust through!

And the henchman Medon spare we, who in this house evermore

Would cherish me and heed me when a youngling heretofore,

If Philoetius or the swineherd have slain him not as yet,

Or thee in thine anger raging midst the house he hath not met” 

So he spake; and Medon heard him, well learned in wisdom fair,

Who, shunning the black death-doom lay low and cowering there

‘Neath a high seat, and wrapped closely in an oxhide newly flayed;

Then straight he arose from the high-seat, and adown the oxhide laid,

And unto Telemachus running his knees he clasped about,

And to him in supplication these winged words spake out:

“O friend, I am here! withhold thee to thy father speak the word,

Lest he in his might undo me with the brass of the whetted sword

In his wrath against the Wooers, who in his house and hall

Have wasted his wealth in their folly, nor honoured him at all.” 

But Odysseus of much counsel smiled in his face and spake:

“Heart up! since this man spares thee, and thy safeguard thus doth make;

That thou in thine heart may’st know it, and to other men may’st tell

That better than ill-doing are the ways of doing well.

But get ye forth from the feast-hall, to the forecourt make your ways,

And sit there aloof from the murder with the singer of many lays,

While yet in the house I labour at whatso needeth there.”

So he spake, but straight without doors and forth of the hall did they fare,

And before the great Zeus’ altar they sat them down they twain,

On all sides peering about them, and still expecting bane. 

But about his house peered Odysseus, if yet a man there were

Who shunning the black doom-day was left a-lurking there;

But adown in the dust and the blood he beheld them all lying about

Yea, as many as the fishes which the fishers have drawn out

With a net of many meshes from out the hoary sea

Up on to the hollow sea-beach: there heaped up all they be

Cast up upon the sea-sand, desiring the waves of the brine;

But the sun their life is taking with the glory of his shine.

Thus then in heaps the Wooers on one another lay.

Then at last unto Telemachus did all-wise Odysseus say: 

“Telemachus, go and call thou the nurse Euryclea here,

That somewhat I may tell her which on my mind I bear.”

So he spake, and Telemachus straightway his loved father obeyed,

And smote on the door and a word to the nurse Euryclea said:

“Up hither, O ancient of days, who over the women-thralls

Art ever the ward and the watcher within our house and halls;

Come! for my father calls thee, and hath a word to tell.”

So he spake; and the word was wingless and by her yet did dwell,

And therewith she opened the doors of the hall of the pleasant place,

And went her ways; but the youngling led on before her face, 

And there she found Odysseus amidst the men dead slain,

With blood and gore bedabbled, as a lion stalketh amain,

Who cometh from devouring an ox of the meadowy place,

And all his breast is bloody and either side his face,

And fearful is he fashioned to look upon with eyes:

So befouled were the feet of Odysseus and his hands in e’en such wise.

But she, when she saw the corpses and that abundant blood,

Was setting up a joy-shout, so great seemed the work and so good;

But Odysseus refrained and withheld her, though yearning sore indeed,

And sent his voice out toward her, and this winged word fell to speed:

“Rejoice in thy soul, O goodwife, and thy shout of joy refrain, 

For nowise is it righteous to boast above the slain.

But these men the Fate of the Gods and their wanton deeds did quell,

Whereas they honoured no man of men on the earth that dwell,

Were he good or were he evil, whosoever came their way.

So through their wanton folly met they loathly end to-day.

But come! of these home-women do thou tell the tale to me,

Whichso of them have shamed us and whichso sackless be.”

Then the loved nurse Euryclea, she spake and answered this:

“To thee, forsooth, my nursling, will I tell the tale as it is; 

Within the halls of thine homestead a fifty handmaids dwell,

And to work the work of women have we learned them all right well,

Both the carding of wool and the bearing of thraldom as they may.

Of these there are twelve in all who have trodden the shameful way,

And me they nowise honour, nor yet Penelope.

And Telemachus is but new grown into manhood, nor might it be

That his mother him would suffer to order the women thralls.

But now let me go up aloft to the bright bower of the halls

To tell thy wife: for slumber some God on her hath laid.”

But Odysseus of many a rede to her made answer and said: 

“Nay, nowise her shalt thou waken: go bid the women here, E’en they who deeds unseemly have wrought in days that were.”

So he spake, and adown the feast-hall therewith did the goodwife go

With the message to the women, to bid them haste thereto.

But Odysseus called unto him Telemachus, and the twain,

The neatherd and the swineherd, and spake winged words again:

“Fall to and bear out the corpses, and bid the women to aid,

And thereafter all the high seats and the tables lovely-made

With water and with sponges hole-pierced cleanse thoroughly.

But when ye have ordered all things in the house as they shall be, 

Then, bringing forth the women from out the well-built hall,

Midways ‘twixt the vaulted kitchen and the forecourt’s holy wall

With the long-edged sword there smite them, till ye have undone clean

The souls of all, and no longer they remember the love that hath been

That they gat from the Wooers in secret, and mingled with them were.”

And e’en as the word he was speaking came the women huddling there,

And bitterly they bewailed them, and fast the tears they shed.

First then they bore out of the feast-hall the bodies of the dead,

And laid them under the cloister of the garth well-walled about,

Each propped against the other, and Odysseus himself gave out 

The word, and the work he ordered, and perforce the women bare.

And therewithal the high-seats and the tables fashioned fair

With water and with sponges hole-pierced they washed all sweet;

But Telemachus and the swineherd, and the herder of the neat,

Throughout the house well-builded with shovels scraped the floors,

And the handmaids took the scrapings and bore them out a-doors.

But when the hall of the homestead they had set in order at last,

From out the well-built feast-hall with the women-thralls they passed

To betwixt the vaulted kitchen and the forecourt’s holy wall,

And in a strait place shut them whence no outgate was at all. 

Then Telemachus to his fellows began, and thus he spake:

“By a clean death nought am I willing the lives from these to take,

Who things so grievous shameful have heaped upon my head,

And also on my mother, and have lain in the Wooers’ bed.”

So he spake; and therewith the cable of a black-prowed ship he found,

And made fast to a lofty pillar and cast it the kitchen around,

And stretched it aloft that no one might touch the earth with her feet;

And e’en as the long-winged thrushes or the doves ‘gainst a net may beat,

Which, when unto roost they betake them amidst the boughs is spread,

And verily there are they taken and they come to a loathly bed; 

So these held their heads in order, and round their necks each one

Ran the noose, that they might perish by the evilest death undone;

And they writhed with their feet for a little, but their season was but short

Then did they bring Melanthius through the porch and into the court,

And they cropped with the ruthless brass the ears and the nose from his

And drew out his privy parts for the dogs to eat raw in the place, [face,

And hewed off his hands and his feet in their fierce and fell intent.

Then their hands and their feet they washed, and into the house they went.

And came unto Odysseus, and done was the work of the day.

Then unto the nurse beloved, Euryclea, did he say: 

“Bring brimstone, the cure of evil, goodwife, bring fire unto me,

That I the house may hallow; then bid thou Penelope

That now she get her hither, and her handmaidens withal.

Yea, speed hither all the women that serve in our house and hall.”

But the dear nurse Euryclea in turn made answer thus:

“Yea, this thou sayest, O nursling, in manner righteous.

But come, a cloak and a kirtle, fair weed let me bring thee to hand,

Nor with broad shoulders huddled in rags thuswise do thou stand

Amidst of our halls, for soothly blameworthy this thing were.”

But Odysseus of many a rede thus spake and answered her: 

“Nay, first of all I prithee let the fire in our halls be made.”

So he spake, and the nurse, beloved Euryclea, nought gainsaid,

But fetched the fire and the brimstone, and Odysseus therewithal

In goodly fashion hallowed the court and the house and the hall.

Then the goodwife went her ways through Odysseus’ house the fair

With her message to the women to bid them hasten there,

And they came forth from the chamber, and candle in hand they had,

And they hung about Odysseus, and embraced him and were glad.

And they kissed him and caressed him, his head and his shoulders withal,

And clung to his hand, and sweet longing upon his soul did fall 

For weeping and for wailing; for his heart, he knew them all.






  








BOOK XXIII.
 

ARGUMENT.

ODYSSEUS MAKETH talMSELF KNOWN TO HIS WIFE PENELOPE.

THEN the old wife, joyfully laughing, to the bower-aloft did fare,

To tell the tale to her mistress that within was her husband dear;

And her knees were brisk, and beneath her her feet went trippingly:

So she stood o’er the head of the Queen, and to her the word spake she:

“Waken, Penelope! waken, dear child! that thou ma/st behold

The very thing that thou wouldest, and the hope of thy days of old;

Odysseus hath come! he hath reached his own house, though late it is,

And hath slain the masterful Wooers, who have troubled that house of his,

And have eaten his wealth, and have cowed his son so grievously.”

But therewith thus bespake her heart-wise Penelope: 

‘Stark mad the Gods have made thee, dear nurse, for they have the might

To make a body witless, though full wise she be aright:

And the wanton fool into wisdom they may shift if they have the will;

And thee have they marred, who aforetime hadst a heart of wit and skill.

Ah, why then dost thou mock me, and my mind of many an ache

With these wild tales of thy telling, and me why wilt thou wake

From the sweet sleep that hath bound me and wrapped mine eyelids o’er?

Never yet in such sleep have I slumbered since Odysseus went of yore

To seek the Evil Ilios, that none should name at all.

Now therefore get thee downward and wend thy ways to the hall: 

For if any one else of the women whom here I have and keep

Had come with such a story to waken me from sleep,

Then back unto the feast-hall had I sent her speedily

In woeful wise: but herein thine eld excuseth thee.”

Then the dear nurse Euryclea in such wise answered she:

“Dear child, nowise I mock thee, but in sooth and in verity

Odysseus is here in the house according to my tale;

That guest whom all men soever in the house did bemock and berail;

And Telemachus hath known him in the house this while indeed,

But of his heedful wisdom hath hidden his father’s rede, 

That the better he might wreak him of the wrong of masterful men.”

She spake, and glad grew the other, and leapt from the bedplace then,

And cast her arms about her, and the tears from her eyelids shed;

And therewith her voice she uttered, and winged words she said:

“Dear friend, and tellest thou truly a soothfast tale to-day?

And in very truth hath he gotten aback to his house as ye say?

How then upon the Wooers, the shameless, laid he hand,

He one alone, and they ever in their place a steadfast band?”

But the dear nurse Euryclea thus spake to her the word:

“I saw not, nor noted, but only the groans of the dying I heard: 

For we, we sat bewildered in the nook of the well-built house,

And the door-leaves meetly fitted therein did hold us close,

Till thy son Telemachus called me, coming out to that end from the hall,

Because indeed his father had sent him forth to call:

There found I Odysseus standing ‘mid the corpses of the slain,

While all about on the hall-floor, hard-trodden down amain,

They lay one man on the other. It had gladdened thine heart to see

How with blood and gore bedabbled as a lion there stood he.

But now all they are gathered in a heap by the door of the close,

And he the while with brimstone now hallows his lovely house, 

Having litten a mighty fire, and sends me to call thee thereto.

Come follow, that both ye twain, both the dear hearts of you,

May enter into gladness; for through many a woe have ye passed,

And now the hope long lingering hath come about at last [still

He hath come back alive to his hearth, and there hath he found thee

And his son in the halls; and those Wooers who have wrought him

wrong and ill, On all those hath he avenged him within his house and hall”

Cut to her Penelope answered, and the heart-wise spake withal:

“Dear friend, boast not so bigly, nor laugh aloud outright: 

Forsooth, thou wottest how welcome in the house would be this sight

To all, but most unto me, and the son betwixt us begot

But the tale that thus thou tellest is nowise true I wot;

But rather some one of the Deathless these masterful Wooers hath slain

In his wrath at their grievous outrage, and the ill they have wrought

For no one did they worship of the men that dwell on earth [amain.

Whoso might happen upon them, of worth or of unworth.

So their bane hath their folly brought them: but Odysseus, passed away

To his homefare afar from Achaea, and he is dead to-day.”

But the dear nurse Euryclea she answered her, and said: 

“Ah, what a word, my nursling, from the wall of thy teeth hath fled!

Whereas thou say’st that thine husband, who standeth down there on the

Shall never come home! Yea, ever of belief in thy soul is dearth, [hearth,

But come now, another token most plain shall I tell thee in sooth:

That scar, which of old the wood-boar once drave with his white tooth,

Did I behold as I washed him, and longed to tell it to thee;

But he caught me, and laid his hand right over the mouth of me,

And suffered not my speaking through his manifold wisdom and wit.

But follow me; and for my part I will lay my life on it!

And if I beguile thee, slay me by the evilest death ye may.”

So Penelope the heart-wise in answer fell to say: 

“Dear friend, the God’s own counsels, they that live for evermore,

’Tis hard for thee to get at, though thou wottest diverse lore.

Yet wend we now to my son; that we may see the sight

Of these ‘dead men, the Wooers, and him who hath slain them outright.”

Therewith she went down from her bower, and sore the heart in her

Was wavering, if she should question from aloof her husband dear,

Or go up and take him, and kiss him on his hands and on his head ,

But when she came and passed over the stone threshold of the stead,

Then over against Odysseus sat she down by the other wall

In the light of the fire: but he soothly sat adown by a pillar tall, 

With eyes cast down, expecting till mayhap some speech should arise

From his bed-fellow the glorious, since she saw him with her eyes.

But a long while sat she silent, with her heart in all amaze,

And one while face unto face would she sit, and on him gaze,

And one while knew not his body for the wretched raiment’s sake.

Then Telemachus fell to chide her, and the word therewith he spake:

“O mother, thou ill mother, that bear*st an unkind heart,

Why ever from my father dost thou hold thee so apart

Nor wilt ask him and seek answer a-sitting by his side?

No other woman surely so hard-hearted would abide 

To hold her aloof from her lord, who so burdened with bale to bear,

Hath come back to the land of his fathers at last in the twentieth year.

But ever the heart within thee is harder than the stone.”

Then Penelope the heart-wise thus spake unto her son:

“My child, the heart in my bosom in all amaze is caught,

Nor a word may I speak unto him nor question him of aught,

Nor face to face behold him. But if it be verily so

That this is Odysseus come home, then the surer shall we know

True knowledge of each other: for tokens have we got

That are hidden from all others whereof we twain well wot” no

So she spake, and the goodly Odysseus, the toil-stout, smiled as he heard,

And unto Telemachus straightway he spake a winged word:

“Telemachus, suffer thy mother within these halls to try

The man I am; and full knowledge shall she have speedily.

For now whereas I am foul and my body basely clad,

She honours me not, nor deems me to be the man she had.

But now let us look unto it the better way to gain:

For if one amidst of a people one man alone hath slain

Who hath left but a few behind him revenge for him to win,

Yet shall such an one flee, leaving his fatherland and kin; 

But a city’s prop have we slaughtered, yea the very flower of the youth

Of the Ithacan folk: so to heed it is my bidding to thee forsooth.”

But Telemachus the heedful thus answered him and spake:

“Dear father, see thou to it! for thy counsel all do take

For the best that is among menfolk, nor would any vie with thee

Whoso may be the other of all mortal men that be;

But we full fain will follow, and this I say outright,

Nought shall we fail of stoutness according to our might*

But Odysseus of many a rede spake out, and thus said he:

“Well, therefore shall I tell thee what seemeth best to me; 

For first you men shall wash you, and do on your kirtles withal,

Then bid the handmaids array them throughout the house and hall,

And then let the godlike minstrel, his shrilly harp in hand,

Unto the gamesome dance-play go leading all the band,

So that any would say ’twas a wedding of those who may hear it without,

Were he one on the way a-wending, or a neighbour of hereabout;

Lest the rumour of the slaying of the Wooers should be spread

Broadcast about the city, ere we get us out from the stead,

And unto our land well-wooded, and there may we think of the thing,

What gain the Lord of Olympus unto our hand may bring.” 

He spake; and they hearkened and did it, the deed that he bade be done:

For first of all did they wash them, and do their kirtles on,

And the women arrayed them, and therewith did the godlike minstrel take

His hollow harp, and amidst them he smote desire awake

For the dancing-play the happy, and the music honey-sweet,

And the great house groaned around them, and around to the noise of the

Of the dancing men and the women, fair-girdled all about, [feet

And thus would one be saying who heard it from without:

“Now one is a-wedding the Queen that was wooed of many a lord. Wanton! that might not abide it, the mighty house to ward 

Of her wedded man, and be steadfast till he got him aback thereto.”

Thuswise would they be saying but nought of the deeds they knew.

But Odysseus the great-hearted, his very house within,

Goodwife Eurynome washed him, and with oil she sleeked his skin,

And about him cast a mantle most fair, and a kirtle meet

But fairness shed Athene on the man from head to feet

That taller he showed, and bigger, and she wrought with his head and his hair,

And set thick locks a-curling as the harebell bloom curls fair;

And as when some cunning craftsman o’erlays the silver with gold,

Some man whom Hephaestus hath taught craft-cunning manifold, 

And Pallas Athene hath taught him, and lovely work he hath sped,

So loveliness about him on his head and his shoulders she shed,

And as he went up from the bath-vat like the Deathless his body did show,

So he sat him adown on the high-seat whence he had arisen e’en now,

Right over against his helpmeet, and spake, and the word he said:

“Strange woman! surely the people who hold the Olympian stead

Have set hard heart within thee above all womankind!

No other woman surely with such enduring mind

Had held aloof from her husband, who many a grief must bear,

To come back to the land of his fathers at last in the twentieth year.

But come, nurse, strew me a bed that I may lie alone, 

For surely the heart within her of iron is fashioned and done.”

But Penelope the heart-wise the word unto him spake:

“Strange man! I neither exalt me nor scorn of thee do I make,

Nor amazed am I out of measure, though I know what thou wert of yore,

When ye from Ithaca wended in the ship of the long-shaft oar.

But come now, Euryclea, strew him the bed close-laid

Without the well-built bride-room which he himself erst made,

Bring there the bed close-fashioned, and the bed-gear on it dight,

The fleeces and the mantles and the blankets gleaming bright” 

Thus she spake to prove her husband; but Odysseus, grieved at heart,

Spake thus unto his bed-mate well-skilled in gainful art:

“O woman, thou sayest a word exceeding grievous to me!

Who hath otherwhere shifted my bedstead? full hard for him should it be,

For as deft as he were, unless soothly a very God come here,

Who easily, if he willed it, might shift it otherwhere.

But no mortal man is living, how strong soe’er in his youth,

AVho shall lightly hale it elsewhere, since a mighty wonder forsooth

Is wrought in that fashioned bedstead, and I wrought it, and I alone.

In the close grew a thicket of olive, a long-leaved tree full-grown, 

That flourished and grew goodly as big as a pillar about,

So round it I built my bride-room, till I did the work right out

With ashlar stones close-fitting; ar.d I roofed it overhead,

And thereto joined doors I made me, well-fitting in their stead.

Then I lopped away the boughs of the long-leafed olive-tree,

And, shearing the bole from the root up full well and cunningly,

I planed it about with the brass, and set the rule thereto,

And shaping thereof a bed-post, with the wimble I bored it through.

So beginning, I wrought out the bedstead, and finished it utterly.

And with gold enwrought it about, and with silver and ivory, 

And stretched on it a thong of oxhide with the purple dye made bright

Thus then the sign I have shown thee; nor, woman, know I aright

If my bed yet bideth steadfast, or if to another place

Some man hath moved it, and smitten the olive-bole from its base.”

So he spake, and her knees were loosened, and molten the heart in her breast,

When she knew the soothfast tokens that her lord made manifest.

And weeping she ran straight to him, and cast her arms about

Odysseus’ neck, and kissed him on his head, and thus spake out:

“Lour not on me, Odysseus! since in all things else beside 

Thou art wisest of men; ’tis the Gods who have given us grief to abide,

For they grudged that we twain together should be dwelling each by each,

In the youth of our days rejoicing till the threshold of eld we should

But prithee be not angry, nor cast thy wrath on me, [reach/

That I held me back from caresses when first I looked on thee,

For ever the soul in my breast is full of shuddering fear

Lest some mortal man come hither and with words beguile me here;

For many men are devising gains gotten evilly.

Nor yet would Argive Helen, Daughter of Zeus on high,

With an alien man have mingled in the bed and the loving deed,

Had she known that the warrior sons of Achaeans her would lead 

Aback again and homeward to her fatherland beloved.

Unto doing a deed unseemly the God that woman moved:

But she laid not to heart beforehand the heavy fateful woe

From whence the weight of sorrow over our lives too must go.

But since of our bed such tokens so certain and sure thou hast shown,

Which no one else of mortals hath seen but we alone,

Yea thou and I, and one handmaid that Actoris hath to name,

A thrall that my father gave me when hither home I came,

Who was door-ward for us of our bride-room built fair and solidly,

My soul thou overcomest, for as hard as it may be.”

So she spake; and desire of weeping she stirred in him the more,

As he held his wife well pleasing, the learned in gainful lore;

And e’en as men a-swimming of the face of earth are fain,

Whose well-wrought ship Poseidon hath wrecked amidst the main,

Driven on by the blast of the storm-wind and the over-toppling seas;

But forth from the hoary salt-sea they have fled, and few are these

Who have swum ashore, and their bodies with the brine are crusted around,

But because they have scaped the evil full fain they tread the ground,

E’en so was she fain of her husband that she looked upon at last;

Nor wholly his neck would she loosen from her white arms round it cast

And the Rosy-fingered Day-dawn on their tears had shone indeed. 

But the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, of other things had heed:

For the long night she held in his quarter, and the Gold-throned Dawn

From the yoking of her horses in Ocean did she stay; [of Day,

They, the swift-foot whereby daylight to the sons of men is borne,

The Gleamer and the Glitterer, the foals that bring the morn.

So at last unto his bedmate spake Odysseus of many a rede:

“Not yet to the end of our labour, O wife, are we gotten indeed;

Abideth toil unmeasured, abundant, hard to be done;

And all this it behoveth that by me it should be won; 

For even so the spirit of Tiresias foretold

On the day when I got me adown to the innermost Hades’ hold,

That I for myself and my fellows homefare might seek and gain.

Now bedward go we, O woman, that now at last we twain,

Beneath the sweet sleep lying in all delight may be.”

But therewith spake unto him heart-wise Penelope:

“The bed for thee there shall be whenso thy soul shall need,

Since now at last it befalleth that the Gods have given thee speed

Unto thine house well-builded and the land of thy fathers of old.

But since God in thy soul had set it, and thereof to me thou hast told,

Come tell me what is the labour, for hereafter it seemeth to me 

I shall learn it; and nothing worser to know it as now shall it be.”

But the many-counselled Odysseus to answering thus befell:

“Strange one! and why dost thou bid me and egg me on to tell?

Thereof then will I tell thee, nor hide the tale I have had.

But thy soul shall it not make joyous, nor yet thereof am I glad;

For unto many cities of mortals, and many lands

He bade me to go, and to carry a well-shaven oar in my hands,

Until with the men unwitting of the sea at last I meet;

Men who their victuals ever with salt unsavoured eat, 

And wot no whit of the ships with the purple cheeks and fair,

Or the well-poised oars which ever are the wings which the ships do bear.

And he gave me a manifest token, which from thee I will not hide,

Whenever another wayfarer I shall meet as I wander wide,

Who shall say that a winnowing fan on my noble shoulder I bear,

He bade me make stay in that land and my oar to set up there,

And there to King Poseidon to hallow fair gifts divine,

A ram and a bull, and a boar which is the mate of the swine;

Then home to wend me, and hallow the gifts an hundredfold

Unto the Gods undying the heavens the wide that hold,

Unto all in order befitting. But my death from out of the sea

Shall come on me full softly, and shall make an end of me,

Worn out by eld the gentle, midst a blithe folk all about

Such were the things thai he told me should befall with never a doubt.”

But unto him thus answered heart-wise Penelope:

“If the Gods indeed accomplish a better eld for thee,

Then hope there is ere the ending of deliv’rance from the bale.”

So thus to one another they gave and took the tale;

But Eurynome in meanwhile and the nurse the bed did dight

With soft and dainty bed-gear by the gleaming torches’ light. 

But when the good bed they had strewn them in fashion diligent,

Then back again to the chamber to rest the old-wife went;

But Eurynome the bower-maid with torch in hand she led

The twain, as there they wended their ways unto the bed,

And she brought them unto the chamber, and departed, and they twain

Came unto the ancient order of their bed, and they were fain.

But Telemachus, and the neatherd and the swineherd from the play,

Of the dance their feet were staying, and the women did they stay.

And there in the shadowy chambers they gat them unto bed.

But when of love the lovely those twain their joy had fed, 

Then they gladdened them with speech-tales that each to other told.

Told the glory of all women all she bore there to behold,

The baleful throng of the menfolk who wooing came thereto;

And how for her sake a many of kine and fat sheep they slew,

And the mighty drawing of wine from the casks that befel them then;

But Odysseus, Zeus-begotten, of the woes he had laid upon men,

And of all the toil he had toiled in, thereof he told her all;

And fain she hearkened his telling, nor yet did slumber fall

On her eyelids as she hearkened, till the tale was told to an end,

FLrst he told how he quelled the Cicons, and how he thence did wend

Unto the fertile acres of the Lotus-eating men: 

And all things that the Cyclops wrought him, and how he avenged him then

For his valiant folk devoured, who no pity there could find;

And his coming to /Eolus’ dwelling, who took and sped him kind,

Though nowise was he fated to his fatherland to come;

For the storm-wind fell on him, and tore him a long way aloof from his

And over the fishy sea-flood, lamenting mightily: [home,

Then his coming to Telepylus the Laestrygon told he,

By whom was all his ship-host and his well-greaved folk undone,

And Odysseus’ self escaped it in one black ship alone: 

Then he told the tale of Circe and her manifold guileful snare;

And of how to the dark dank dwelling of Hades he must fare

In a many-benched ship, to seek aiding of the ghost of the Theban wight,

Tiresias: there of his fellows who had been had he sight,

And therewithal of the mother who bare him erst but young;

And he told of the great-voiced Sirens, how he heard the song they sung:

Of the Wandering Rocks and Charybdis the dire he told the tale,

And of Scylla, whom never have shipmen passed by and shunned her bale;

And how his fellows slaughtered the kine of the very Sun;

And how with his bolt the flame-fraught, the Lofty-thundering One, 

E’en Zeus, their swift ship ruined, and how all his fair folk died,

Yea one and all together, while he ‘scaped the evil tide;

And of how he came to Ogygia, and the Nymph Calypso the Fair,

Who longed for her lord to have him, and still would hold him there,

In her hollow rocky places; and cherished him, and she

Would make him undying unageing through all the days to be;

Yet nowise she persuaded the heart within his breast.

And he told how he came to I ‘ha-.icia, toiling with all unrest,

Where unto their hearts they took him, and him in worship did hold

As a God, and shipped him, and sent him to his fatherland of old, 

With gifts of gold and of brass, and abundant woven gear.

And this was his last word spoken, ere sweet Sleep, the Limb-looser,

Fell on him now, and his soul from cares and troubles freed.

But the Goddess, the Grey-eyed Athene, of other things had heed;

For as soon as she deemed that Odysseus was filled to his heart’s content

With the very joy of the wife-bed, and his deep desire was spent,

Then straight she aroused from Ocean the Gold-throned Mother of Day,

To bring light to the sons of men; and Odysseus rose whence he lay

Amidst the soft bed, and fell speaking to his wife, and bade her thus:

“O wife, we have had our fill of labours plenteous; 

For here hast thou been weeping for my homefare trouble-beset,

While Zeus and the other God-folk with woes have withheld me yet

From the land of the ancient fathers that so sore I desired to gain.

But since to the bed so longed for we are come at last, we twain,

That wealth of mine now heed thou whatso in my halls may be;

But as for the sheep which the Wooers o’erweening have slain for me

Full many a head myself will I lift, and a many more

The Achaeans shall give, till our folds be full and running o’er.

Now up to my lands up-country, thick-wooded, will I fare,

To look on my noble father, who great grief for me doth bear. 

Hereof, O wife, I charge thee, that them be so wise an one:

For right soon shall arise the rumour with the coming of the sun

Of those same men of the Wooers that e’en now I slew in my halls.

So up to thy bower aloft do thou go with thy women thralls,

And sit, and look forth on no man, nor ask word for any to hear.”

So he spake, and over his shoulders did on his goodly gear,

And Telemachus and the neatherd and the swineherd did he wake,

And bade them all their war-gear at once in hand to take; 

And they nowise disobey him; but their breasts in the brass array,

And then open the doors and go forth; and Odysseus leadeth the way.

And by now was there light on the earth, but Athene hid them about

With night, and then from the city she speedily led them out






  








BOOK XXIV.
 

ARGUMENT.

THE GHOSTS OF THE WOOERS ARE BROUGHT BY HERMES TO THE HOUSE

Of HADES. ODYSSEUS MAKES HIMSELF KNOWN TO HIS FATHER

LAERTES. EUPEITHES TAKES UP THE FEUD FOR HIS SON ANTINOUS:

HE IS SLAIN BY LAERTES, AND PEACE IS MADE BY THE WILL Of ZEUS

AND ATHENE.

BUT now the ghosts of the men who were of the Wooers’ band

Called forth Cyllenian Hermes; and he had his staff in hand,

Lovely and golden, wherewith he lulleth the eyes of men,

Whomsoever he willeth, while others from slumber he rouseth again.

Therewith he roused and drave them, who gibbering went along;

As when in the inmost ingle of a wondrous den the throng

Of night-bats gibbereth fluttering, when one falleth off aloof

From their chain, where clustered together they hang from the rocky roof,

So fared their flock a-twittering, and Hermes void of wrong

Adown the dusky highway led all the band along: 

There by the streams of Ocean and the White Rock went their band,

By the gates of the Sun they wended and by the dream-folk’s land,

Till in no long while they were gotten to the meads of asphodel,

Wherein the ghosts, the pictures of outworn men-folk, dwell.

And there the ghost of Achilles the Peleus child they met,

And Patroclus, and Antilochus the hero stainless yet,

And Ajax of his body the best of every one

Amid the Danaan people after Peleus’ blameless son.

Round him then were they gathered: but drew anigh their host

Agamemnon son of Atreus, and mournful was his ghost; 

And with him came others flocking; for all they thronged around

Who with him in the house ^Egisthus their doom and death-day found.

So the ghost of the Son of Peleus first spake unto him there:

“Atrides, all we said it that thy days through thou wert dear

To Zeus the Fain-of-thunder above all men of war,

Since over men so many and so valiant, sway ye bore

In the folkland of the Trojans, where Achsans suffered woes;

But baleful fate, that no man once born on earth foregoes,

Was doomed to fall upon thee amidst thine early day.

Ah! would that all fain of thy glory wherewith thou bearedst sway 

In the folkland of the Trojans thou hadst met thy death and doom,

Then all the folk of Achaeans for thee had made the tomb,

And unto thy son hereafter had been great fame of thy deed:

But now — a death most piteous for thine ending was decreed.”

But to him the ghost of Atrides thus spake a word to hear:

“O happy Son of Peleus! Achilles godhead’s peer!

Who diedst afar from Argos in Troy; and round thee then

Were slain the sons of the Trojans and Achaeans, best of men,

As over thee they battled: in the dustwhirl didst thou lie,

So mighty, so mightily fallen, all thy horse-lore heed gone by. 

Yea, daylong there we battled; nor the battle had we stayed,

But if Zeus with the storm and the whirlwind an end of the fight had made.

So then from out of the battle to the ships we brought thee there,

And on the bed we laid thee, and washed thy body fair

With water warm and ointments, and adown did the Danaans pour

The hot tears there above thee, and their hair for thee they shore, [sea

And thy mother came up from the seaflood with the deathless maids of the

When she had heard of the tidings, and wondrous the wail for thee

Rose up upon the sea-shore; and the Achaeans every one

Fell trembling, and a-fleeing on their hollow ships had they gone, 

Had Nestor not refrained them, who knew all ancient lore,

And whose counsel unto all men had oft seemed best before:

So he spake, that man of wisdom, and in this wise said he:

“‘ Hold, Argives! Swains of Achaeans, hold now and nowise flee!

For now with her deathless sea-maids from out of the deep of the main

Hath the Mother come but to meet him, her son the newly-slain.’

“So he spake: and the high-heart Achaeans refrained them of their fear;

And the Daughters of the Elder of the Salt-sea round thee were,

All piteously bewailing, and did on thee deathless weed;

And the Muses nine, none lacking, fell the burial lay to speed 

With sweet replying voices; and no man without a tear

Might ye mark among the Argives. Rose the shrilly song and clear ‘.

Seven days and ten unbroken, while day and night went by,

We wept, both the deathless Godfolk and the menfolk doomed to die.

The eighteenth to the fire we gave thee, and about thee there we slew

Many sheep of the flock the fattest, and the shambling beeves thereto.

Thou wert burned in the weed of the Gods mid ointments goodly store,

And honey sweet, and a many of Achaean men of war

In arms, both footmen and horsemen, went about the bale wherein

Thy body burned, and hugely all round uprose the din. 

But when the flame of Hephaestus had burned thee all away,

Thy white bones, O Achilles, we gleaned at the dawn of the day

Into ointment and wine unwatered, and thy mother brought for thee

A two-eared golden vessel, and she gave it out for to be

The gift of Dionysus by all-famed Hephaestus made;

Therein, O glorious Achilles, the white bones of thee we laid,

Mingled with dead Patroclus, son of Menoetias;

But aloof from Antilochus, he who of thee most worshipped was

Of all thy fellows, saving Patroclus dead and gone.

Then the tomb we heaped around them, a great and a goodly one, 

We the holy host of the Argives, and the folk that the battle abide,

On a ness that thrusteth forward o’er Hellespont the wide,

That afar it might be beholden of men that sail the sea,

Both of them that now are living and them that yet shall be.

But thy Mother, the Gods beseeching, laid prizes the goodliest

In the midmost lists for the winning of Achsans of the best.

 — Full oft ere now hast thou happed on a warrior’s burying,

When the swains are gathered together about some perished king,

And they gird them there, and array them for the winning of the prize.

But hereat indeed hadst thou wondered at the sight before thine eyes, 

Such prizes and so goodly gave the Goddess for thee there,

E’en the silver-footed Thetis: for still to the Gods wert thou dear.

So thy name dieth not with thy dying, but evermore shall abide

Thy fair fame, O Achilles, amongst all men far and wide.

But what joy unto me abideth that I wound up the spindle of strife,

When under the hands of ^Egisthus, and of her my baleful wife,

Zeus e’en on the day of my homefare did my baleful bane devise.”

But while to one another they spake in e’en such wise

There drew anigh unto them the Flitter, the Argus-bane,

Leading the souls of the Wooers at the hands of Odysseus slain, 

And they wondered when they beheld them, and straight they went thereto.

But the ghost of Agamemnon the son of Atreus knew

Melaneus’ son beloved, Amphimedon great of fame;

For his guest had he been when aforetime to his Ithacan house he came.

So the ghost of the Son of Atreus was the first with the speech-word then:

“Amphimedon, what bane brings you, all chosen, like-aged men,

‘Neath the dark earth to journey? No better band than this

Of the best of men might we choose us of any town that is.

As ye sailed on the ships did Poseidon o’erwhelm you utterly,

The bitter winds arousing, and long billows of the sea? no

Or did it befall that the foemen your bane on the mainland gave,

As ye cut off the herds of their neat or their goodly sheep-flocks drave,

Or about some city’s women would the fight that ye fell in be?

Come, tell me the tale since I ask it, for I call me the guest-friend of thee.

For dost thou not remember how I came to thine house and home

With the godlike Menelails, to urge on Odysseus to come,

And along with us unto Ilios in the well-decked ship to wend?

Nor over the main had we gotten before a whole month’s end,

Since hardly thereto Odysseus the Waster of Cities we woa”

Then unto him fell speaking the ghost of Amphimedon: 

“O King of folk, Agamemnon, most glorious Atreus’ seed,

Thou Zeus-child! all thou tellest I remember well indeed,

And every whit and clearly the tale to thee will I tell

Of our death and our evil ending, in what wise it befel.

“We wooed the wife of Odysseus, the lord so long away,

And unto that loathly wedding said she neither yea nor nay,

But the black doom and the deathday devised for us the while;

Yea in our heart she devised us moreover this same guile;

With a web that was great and mighty her loom in the house did she gear,

A fine web, full of measure, and thus bespake us there: 

“‘ O younglings, ye my Wooers, since the godlike Odysseus is dead,

Await ye abiding the wedding till I to an end have sped

This cloth, for fear the warp-threads should waste and come to nought

Tis a shroud for the lord Laertes ‘gainst the day when he shall be caught

At the last by the baleful doom of Death, the Outstretcher of men:

Lest the women of Achaeans through the folk should blame me then,

 — Lo the man of many possessions he lieth lacking a shroud!’

So she spoke, for the while prevailing o’er our hearts the high and proud,

And thenceforth o’er that web the mighty by daylight still she wrought,

But ever by night undid it when the candles thereto she had brought. 

Three years she beguiled the Achaeans, and the thing by guile did hide,

But when came on the fourth year and the seasons came in their tide,

By all the waning of moons and the many days fulfilled,

Then one of the women told us, who in the guile was skilled,

And we found her there unweaving the noble web of cloth;

And so to an end must she bring it perforce and exceeding loth.

[done,

“So when she had shown us the cloth, and the great web had woven and

And had washed it, and like to the sun or the moon before us it shone,

In that while some baleful God from somewhither Odysseus led

Unto the lands up-country, where the swineherd dwelt in his stead, 

Whither came the loved son of Odysseus, the godlike, making the land

In his black ship out from Pylos the country of the sand.

There then the twain for the Wooers did the bale of death forecast

And came on to the glorious city; of whom was Odysseus the last;

But thitherward before him the way did Telemachus lead;

And the swineherd brought on Odysseus all clad in loathly weed,

Most like to a wretched beggar, and a staff-carle very old;

And woeful was the raiment that his body did enfold;

And not one of us might know him, for the man amidst us there

Come to hand upon a sudden, nay, not those that the first-born were.

And with evil words we chid him, and cast at him furthermore 

But there in the halls of his house with hardy heart he bore

All things for a while; both the pelting of strokes and the bitter word;

Till the counsel of Zeus the Shielded the mind within him stirred,

And, with Telemachus aiding, the lovely arms took he

And laid them by in the chamber, and shut the door with a key.

Then out of his guile exceeding he bade his wife to lay

The bow before the Wooers, and therewith the iron grey,

For a strife to us ill-fated, well-spring of bane and bale.

And no man there amongst us o’er the huge bow might prevail 

To stretch his string: might failed us a long way for the same.

But when into the hands of Odysseus at last the great bow came,

Then all we cried together, and with our words forbade

To give the bow unto him for all the words he made.

But Telemachus only urged him, and gave him straight command.

And when Odysseus the toil-stout the goodly had got it in hand,

Then lightly the bow he bended, and shot the iron through: [strew,

And leapt up and stood on the threshold: then to earth the shafts did he

Glaring terribly around him: and King Antinoiis

He shot, and then, straight aiming, those shafts the dolorous 

He loosed upon the others, and each o’er each they fell.

“And then that one of the Gods was their helper knew we well,

For thereon through all the feast-hall they followed on us close,

And on either hand they slaughtered, and the loathly groans arose,

And the din of the cleaving of skulls, and the blood drowned all the floor:

“So died we, Agamemnon, and our bodies furthermore

In the halls of the house of Odysseus, uncared they lie therein;

For in the house of each one thereof nought knoweth our kin [shed,

That they might wash from off us the black blood that our hurts have

And lay us adown with wailing — all the honour of the dead.” 

But the ghost of the Son of Atreus made answer thereupon:

“O many-wiled Odysseus! Laertes’ happy son!

A wife of worth abundant hast thou surely gotten thee;

So good is the heart of the noble, of that Penelope,

Icarius’ child; who ever had her lord in memory,

E’en Odysseus: so the glory of her worth shall never die;

But forsooth a lovely story the Deathless Ones shall make

For all the Earth-abiders for Penelope’s wise sake.

Nought such was Tyndareus’ Daughter, who devised a deed of bale,

To slay her wedded husband: loathly shall be her tale 

Amid menfolk, and hereafter yet the ill report shall dwell

On each woman of the women, e’en on her that doeth welL”

In such wise with each other held they converse face to face

As they stood in the House of Hades, down in earth’s hidden place.

But those others went forth from the city; they quickly came their ways

To the well-arrayed land of Laertes, which he himself in his days

For himself had won: for much toil thereover did he abide,

And there was his house, and about it were the bowers on every side,

Wherein the thralls of his homemen were wont to sleep and dwell,

E’en they who ever wrought him such work as liked him well. 

And a goodwife, Sicilian moreover, dwelt underneath that roof,

To have a care of the elder in the field from the city aloof.

So now to his son and the homemen to speech Odysseus fell:

“Do ye yourselves now enter the house that is builded well,

And slaughter at once for your dinner which swine may be best thereto)

But for me, I will make trial of my father, what he will do,

Whether he with his eyes will mark me and know me for his son,

Or know me not, such a long while and so far as I have been gone.”

So saying, unto the homemen he gave his battle-gear,

And they hasted into the house. But Odysseus drew a near 

The fruit-abounding vineyard the foresaid proof to win:

But down to the great garth going he nowise found therein

Either Dolius, he or his sons, or one homeman; gone were all those

To gather them thorns for a hedge to set round the vineyard close;

And he, Dolius the elder, was leading them all on the road.

So his father he found, who alone in the ordered garth abode,

About a vine-stock digging: in a kirtle foul was he clad,

All patched and right unseemly; and bound round his legs he had

Greaves clouted, wrought of oxhide, the scratching thorns to shun,

And gloves on his hands ‘gainst the brambles; and on his head was done

A goatskin hood. In such wise did he eke out sorrow there. 

But when the goodly Odysseus, the toil-stout, saw him fare

All worn with eld, and laden with such grief of heart withal,

He shed the tears thereover as he stood ‘neath a pear-tree tall.

And then indeed to pondering in his mind and mood he fell,

Whether he should kiss his father, and embrace him about, and tell

All the tale of how he was gotten to his fatherland again;

Or whether of all he should ask him and try him there amain.

And unto him so thinking it seemed the gain fuller part

To try him at first for a while with words that were hard to his heart. 

With that thought the goodly Odysseus went up to him speedily,

And he held his head still downward and digged about the tree.

So standing anigh unto him, thus spake his son renowned:

“Old man, no lore thou lackest in dighting thy garden ground,

And well thine heed availeth; for there is nothing here,

No shoot, no fig or vine-stock, no apple-tree or pear,

And no plot of herbs in the garden, that lacketh the care of thee.

But one thing will I tell thee, nor wroth let thy spirit be:

This same good care thou lackest, and both eld thou hast indeed

Full woeful, and art squalid and clad in loathly weed. 

Yet thy master’s heeding thee nothing is nought for thy sloth, I trow,

For nought thrall-like in thy body and thy bigness dost thou show.

But like to the Kings thou seemest: yea, thou seemest unto me

Like to one who, when he hath washen and eaten as should be,

Should fall to sleeping softly, as meet for elders it is.

But do me to wit of one thing, and straightly tell me this,

Of what man art thou the bondsman, and whose garden tendest thou?

And hereof, too, tell me duly that soothly the thing I may trow,

If verily I am gotten to Ithaca, e’en as he said,

A man that e’en now I fell in with, as I made my way to the stead. 

A man scarce wise of his wit; since indeed he endured not I wis

To tell me all, or to hearken my word when I asked him of this,

Concerning my friend, if he liveth and yet abideth to-day,

Or is dead, and unto the houses of Hades hath wended away.

But one thing am I saying, and heed thou my word and hear;

A man erewhile I guested in my fatherland the dear,

Who came to our house: and never a more welcome guest hath come

Of all the guests of the aliens who hath sought unto my home.

But from Ithaca claimed he kinship, and moreover did declare

That Laertes Arceisius son was the father of him there. 

So him to the house did I lead, and there I guested him well

With heedful love, when a many as then in the house did dwell;

And guest-gifts there I gave him, e’en such as were meet to be given!

Forsooth of gold well fashioned I gave him talents seven;

And a mixing-bowl I gave him all silver and flowery,

And twelve single cloaks moreover, and twelve shifts of tapestry,

And as many goodly mantles and the kirtles longing thereto.

And therewithal four women deft lovely work to do,

And shapely of their bodies, whom he chose out for his own.

Then answered him his father as he shed the tears adown: 

“Ye are come to the land, O stranger, whereof thou wouldst be told,

But men insolent and wanton as now the lordship hold.

And those numberless gifts of thy giving but vainly didst thou give.

For if in the Ithacan folkland thou hadst found that man alive,

Then indeed with a good return of thy gifts had he sent thee away,

And with goodly guesting, as meet is for him who beginneth the play.

But come now, tell me of this, and clear let thine answer be:

How many years have worn by since thou guestedst this man with thee,

Thine hapless friend, and my son ill-fated? — if ever he were — 

Whom somewhere afar from his friends and his fatherland the dear 

In the sea have the fishes devoured, or the birds and the beasts have got

For a prey upon the mainland; and his mother bewailed him not,

Nor shrouded him round, nor his father — e’en we that begat him, e’en

Nor his wife of the many gifts, wise-witted Penelope, [we. — 

Did bewail her lord on his death-bier, as meet and right it is,

Nor close his eyes; and due honour to the dead is even this.

But now do thou tell me truly that I may wot it well, [dwell,

Whence art thou of men, thy begetters and the town where thou dost

And where the ship is lying that erewhile brought thee here

Along with thy godlike fellows: or alone perchance didst thou fare 

Upon the ship of others who, landing thee, went on their -way?”

Then Odysseus the many-counselled thuswise did answer and say:

“Yea, soothly, of all these matters will I tell thee clearly, and well.

Out of Alybas come I, wherein in a noble house I dwell.

The son of Apheidas am I, who was King Polypemon’s son,

And Eperitus have I to name: now some God drave me on

From Sicania to come hither, and all against my will.

By the field far aloof from the city my ship is lying still.

But as for Odysseus, this year is the fifth year come to hand

From the day when thence he departed, and left my father’s land

Ill-fated; yet fair flew the fowl when he went, on the right hand they were.

So fain was I thereover when I sped him forth to fare;

And fain was he departing, and hope in our hearts was alive

To mingle yet in friendship, and glorious gifts to give.”

So he spake; but a black cloud of sorrow wrapped the elder of days around,

And straight he took up two-handed the dusky dust from the ground,

And over his hoar head poured it, groaning full heavily.

But stirred was the heart of Odysseus, and the sharp grief rose on high,

And beat against his nostrils as he looked on his father’s woe, 

And he fell on him and embraced him, and kissed him and spake so:

“I am he of whom thou askest, O father! yea, I am here,

Come back to the land of my fathers at last in the twentieth year;

And now refrain thee of wailing, and cease thy tearful woe,

For all straight out will I tell thee, though needs must we hasten now.

Lo now! I have slain the Wooers within our house and hall,

And avenged me of mocking and heart-grief, and their ill deeds once for all.”

Therewith Laertes answered, and in this wise spake he:

“If thou art indeed Odysseus, my child, come home to me,

Then tell me a manifest token that in thee I may surely trow.”

Spake then the wise Odysseus, and in such wise answered now: 

“Lo first this weal I show thee for thine eyen to behold,

Which the boar with his white tooth furrowed when I went on Parnassus of old.

But thou and my mother beworshipped, ye sent me that journey to make

To Autolycus her father, that I the gifts might take

Which when he came hither he promised, and he swore to give me those.

Then come, till I tell thee the trees in this well-ordered close,

Which thou gavest me erst for mine own, when I but a little one

Was going with thee through the garden, and asking of all that was done,

And through them we went, and thou namedst them, and toldest me all about

And thirteen pear-trees ye gave me, and a half score apple-trees,
 And of figs two score; and thou namedst withal the fifty rows these,

Of vines that thou wouldst give me; and in turn bore each of those,

Because indeed grape-bunches there flourished divers and great

When the seasons of Zeus from the heavens laid on them load of weight.”

Therewith failed the knees of the elder, and failed the heart in his breast,

When he knew the soothfast tokens that his son made manifest,

And he cast his arms about him, his child beloved well,

And the toil-stout goodly Odysseus took him, fainting as he fell.

But when his breath he had gotten, and his soul came aback to his heart,

Again with words he bespake him, and answered for his part: 

“Zeus father! Still the Gods dwell up in Olympus on high,

If the Wooers indeed have paid us for their wanton mastery;

But sore in my mind I fear me lest they speedily hasten here,

All the Ithacan men, and moreover speed tidings everywhere

Throughout all steads and cities of the Cephellenian men.”

But the many-counselled Odysseus in this wise answered again:

“Heart up! nor let these matters on thy mind for a trouble lie;

But go we forth to the house that standeth the orchard anigh;

For I sent on Telemachus thither, and the swineherd and herd of the neat,

That they as swiftly as may be should array for us all the meat” 

But with those words they wended along to the houses fair,

And when at last they were gotten to the house well-builded there,

Therein Telemachus found they, and the herds of the neat and the swine,

Shearing much flesh into gobbets and blending the dark-red wine.

And that while Laertes the great-heart, within his house and hall

That wife Sicilian washed him, and sleeked him o’er withal,

And did a fair cloak on him; but Athene came to him,

And made that People’s Shepherd greater in every limb,

That mightier he was than aforetime, and bigger to look upon.

So up from the bath he wended, and wondered his well-loved son 

When he saw him like in aspect to the Gods that never die:

So then he spake unto him, and let the winged words fly:

“O father, now one of the Gods that are for evermore

Hath made thy body and bigness e’en better than heretofore.”

Then answered Laertes the heedful, and spake a word to hear:

“Would to Father Zeus and Athene and Apollo that such I were

As when Nericus well-builded, the burg on the mainland’s head,

I took, and the Cephellenians as their battle-king I led.

That e’en such I had stood beside thee in our own house yesterday,

With war-gear on my shoulders to aid in the battle-play 

Against the men of the Wooers! There then in thine house and hall

Had I loosed the knees of many, and rejoiced thine heart withal.”

But while each unto the other such things as this they said,

The others toiled and ceased not, and the banquet ready made;

And they set them down in order on bench and high-seat there,

And they laid their hands to the victual. But therewith now drew anear

Dolius the elder, and with him the sons of that elder withal,

From their work afield a-wearied, whom their mother had gone to call,

That Sicilian wife that gave them their meat, and the home-man old

In diligent fashion cherished, since eld had him in its hold. 

But when these saw Odysseus, and their minds considered him well,

They stood in the hall astonished; but to speech Odysseus fell,

And in soothing wise bespake them, and such words before them set:

“Sit down to meat, O elder, and your wonderment forget;

For the meat have we long been yearning to lay hands upon the same,

And here in the hall have abided, expecting till ye came.”

So he spake; but forth ran Dolius with both his hands stretched out, 

And caught hold of Odysseus and kissed him on his hands and his wrists 

And therewithal bespake him, and e’en such words spake he: [about,

“Since thou art come back, beloved, to us that longed for thee, 

Yet never looked to see it, and the Gods thy ways have led,

All hail! all hail! may the Godfolk give thee life’s goodlihead 

But tell me one thing truly that I may know it well;

Doth Penelope the wise-heart know of this tale to tell,

And how thou art returned, or the tidings shall we speed?”

But therewith spake in answer Odysseus of many a rede:

“Old man, she knoweth already: what need thereof to care?”

So again the other sat him adown in the polished chair.

And in turn did the sons of Dolius round Odysseus the mighty stand,

And in words they gave him greeting and clasped him hand in hand,

And then sat them adown in order by their father Dolius there. 

Thus then in the halls, of their victual did these men have a care.

But swift Fame fared as a herald through the city on every side,

With the foul fall of the Wooers and the fate whereby they died;

And men heard it altogether and thronged from everywhere,

And about the house of Odysseus in wail and woe they were;

And they bore out the dead from the house, and each buried his own

And those from other cities, home did they send them all; [withal.

And on the swift ships laid them for the fisher-folk to bear. 

Then flock-meal they fared to the meeting and sore at heart they were.

But when they were gotten together and the meeting of men was made,

Then amidst them arose Eupeithes, and the word before them laid.

For unhealable yet in his heart the grief for Antinoiis lay,

His son, whom the goodly Odysseus of the Wooers first did slay;

So he spake in the meeting of men sore weeping because of his son:

“Friends, a great deed ‘gainst the Achaeans is this that this man hath done,

For some in his ships he flitted, and valiant and many were they,

And the hollow ships they perished and the people passed away;

And he came here to slaughter others of Cephellenians the best

So come ye ere this man swiftly get off in Pylos to rest, 

Or unto Elis the Holy, where Epeian men are lords.

Wend we, lest shame enduring shall burden us afterwards,

And this thing be for a shame e’en for folk unborn to hear,

That we avenged not the slaying of our sons and our brethren dear:

Then to me at least nought happy would life be unto my heart;

But dying as soon as might be with the dead would I have my part

Then go we, lest they forego us, and across to the mainland fare.”

So spake he weeping, and pity gat hold of the Achaeans there.

But now the godlike minstrel and Medon came thereto,

From the feast-hall of Odysseus, now Sleep had let them go. 

And they stood there in the midmost and wonder seized each man,

And Medon learned in wisdom thuswise the word began:

“O men of Ithaca, hearken! for not without the will

Of the Deathless Gods did Odysseus these deeds of his fulfil:

Yea, I myself saw an Immortal of the Gods, who stood.incur

Odysseus, and like unto Mentor in all wise did it appear.

And this Deathless God, one while in front of Odysseus appeared,

And heartened him on; and again the folk of the Wooers he scared,

To flee through the house in terror; and there each upon each did they fall.’

So he spake; and at his speaking the pale fear crept o’er all. 

But the old lord Halitherses, and Alastor’s son was he,

Took up the word; and he only things past and to come could see,

Who now of goodwill bespake them, and a word before them laid:

“Hearken now, Ithacan men, to the word that of me shall be said:

O friends, ’tis your dastard doings made these evil matters to be;

For neither to Mentor the folk-herd would ye hearken, nor yet unto me,

When your sons we would be staying of their witless ways of nought;

Who in their baleful folly deeds huge and monstrous wrought,

Eating the wealth and shaming the wife of the noblest of men,

Whereas ye would still be saying, he shall never come back again. 

So thuswise be the matter, and the word of my speaking obey,

Nor go ye, lest any meet evil self-made upon the way.”

So he spake; but the more part of them rose up with a mighty cry,

While the others gathered together abode there steadfastly,

For his word they liked in nowise, but Eupeithes did they hear

More gladly: so then straightly they ran to their battle-gear.

T.ut when upon their bodies the gleaming brass they had done,

Then were they gathered flock-meal before the wide-wayed town,

And the host amidst their folly forth did Eupeithes lead,

Tor he thought to avenge the slaying of his son: but never indeed 

Should he get him aback; but thereby should hap on his doom and his death.

Now to Zeus the son of Cronos Athene speaketh and saith:

“O father, O son of Cronos, O Highest of all that is high,

Tell me, the asker, what hidden in the deep of thine heart doth lie?

Whether ill war yet thou wilt fashion, and the fearful battle din,

Or wilt make loving-kindness between them, and all they to dwell therein?”

Then Zeus the Cloud-pack’s Herder thus fell to answer and speak:

“O child, why ask ye closely, and an answer thus would seek?

For was not this thy counsel, and thine heart’s devising then,

That thither should come Odysseus, and avenge him on these men? 

So do e’en as thou wilt. But I show the meetest end of the strife:

Since the holy Odysseus hath wreaked him on the Wooers of his wife,

Let them strike true oath, and henceforward to the end let him be king:

And the slaying of their children, and their brethren, e’en this thing

Shall we make them forget, and in kindness shall they dwell as heretofore;

And good peace shall be amongst them and of wealth abundant store.”

So he spake, and urged on Athene, who before longed eagerly,

And she went on her ways, down-rushing from Olympus’ peaks on high.

But when of the longing for meat heart-soothing an end those had made,

The toil-stout goodly Odysseus took up the word and said: 

“Let some one go forth and espy lest anigh they be drawing, those men.”

So he spake; but a son of Dolius straight did his bidding then,

And went on the threshold and stood there, and saw them all anigh,

And unto Odysseus straightway he let the winged word fly:

“Yea, verily are they at hand; so arm we now in speed.”

So therewith, at the word, they arose, and did on their battle-weed:

And Odysseus and his, they were four; and six Dolius sons there were.

And with them Laertes and Dolius did on the battle-gear,

For all that they were hoary, and warriors pressed by need. 

But when they had done on their bodies the gleaming brazen weed,

Then they opened the doors and went forth; and Odysseus led the band.

Then came the Daughter of Zeus, Athene, nigh to hand,

In Mentor’s very likeness of body and of voice,

Whom the toil-stout valiant Odysseus beholding, failed not to rejoice;

And unto Telemachus spake he, and said to his well-loved sun:

“Telemachus, now shalt thou learn it thyself, as thou fallest on,

In the tide when men are battling and the best are chosen of worth,

Not to shame the race of thy fathers; we, who over all the earth

Have excelled all other menfolk in manhood and in might.”

But Telemachus the heedful thus answered him forthright: 

“O father beloved, if thou willest, in my heart shalt thou look, and see No shaming of the fathers whereof thou toldest me.”

So he spake, and glad was Laertes, and thus he speaketh now: 

“Kind Gods! what day is this day, wherein so glad I grow, 

Wherein my son and my son’s son in manly valour vie?”

Then unto him spake Athene, the Grey-eyed, standing a-nigh:

“Arceisius’ son, of my fellows the lievest and most dear,

Unto the Grey-eyed Maiden and Zeus father speed the prayer,

Then swing up thy spear long-shafted, and poise and cast outright.”

So spake she, Pallas Athene, and breathed into him great might; 

And unto the Daughter of Zeus the mighty made he his prayer,

And aloft he swung thereafter and cast the long-shaft spear,

And therewith smote Eupeithes on the helm of the cheeks of brass;

Which kept not out the spear-head; right through and through did it pass,

And clashing he fell, and above him his war-gear rattled thereon:

And Odysseus set on their forefront along with his glorious son, [play;

And smote with the edge of the sword and the two-tyned spear in the

And there all those had they slaughtered and taken their homefare away,

But if the Daughter of Zeus, the Lord of the Shield of the Goat,

Had withheld not the folk, and refrained them with the mighty voice of her shout: 

“O Ithacan men, withhold you at last from the bitter war!

That speedily ye may be parted and shed the blood no more!”

So Athene spake, and upon them therewith fell the pale bleak fear,

And from their hands in their terror down dropped the battle-gear,

And unto the earth down tumbled, as the Goddess cried o’er the strife.

Then unto the town they turned them in longing for dear life.

But the toil-stout goodly Odysseus cried out with a dreadful cry

And swooped on, gathered together as the erne that aloft doth fly;

But even therewith Cronion cast a bolt of flaming fire,

That fell before the Grey-eyed, the Maid of a mighty Sire, 

And unto Odysseus the Grey-eyed Athene cried and said:

“Odysseus of many a wile, Laertes’ son, Zeus-bred,

Withhold thee now! with the strife of the balanced battle be done!

Lest Zeus be wroth against thee, the loud-voiced Cronos’ son.”

So Athene spake, and he hearkened, and glad at heart obeyed.

And oath and troth thereafter betwixt the twain she laid,

She, Pallas Athene, the Daughter of the Lord of the Shield of Fear,

In the likeness of Mentor’s body, with a voice like his to hear.

THE END
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BOOK I.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

ÆNEAS AND HIS TROJANS BEING DRIVEN TO LIBYA BY A TEMPEST, HAVE GOOD WELCOME OF DIDO, QUEEN OF CARTHAGE.
 

Lo I am he who led the song through slender reed to cry,

And then, come forth from out the woods, the fields that are thereby

In woven verse I bade obey the hungry tillers’ need:

Now I, who sang their merry toil, sing Mars and dreadful deed.
 

I sing of arms, I sing of him, who from the Trojan land
 Thrust forth by Fate, to Italy and that Lavinian strand
 First came: all tost about was he on earth and on the deep
 By heavenly might for Juno’s wrath, that had no mind to sleep:
 And plenteous war he underwent ere he his town might frame
 And set his Gods in Latian earth, whence is the Latin name,
 And father-folk of Alba-town, and walls of mighty Rome.
 

Say, Muse, what wound of godhead was whereby all this must come,
 How grieving, she, the Queen of Gods, a man so pious drave
 To win such toil, to welter on through such a troublous wave:   10

 — Can anger in immortal minds abide so fierce and fell?
 

There was a city of old time where Tyrian folk did dwell,
 Called Carthage, facing far away the shores of Italy
 And Tiber-mouth; fulfilled of wealth and fierce in arms was she,
 And men say Juno loved her well o’er every other land,
 Yea e’en o’er Samos: there were stored the weapons of her hand,
 And there her chariot: even then she cherished the intent
 To make her Lady of all Lands, if Fate might so be bent;
 Yet had she heard how such a stem from Trojan blood should grow,
 As, blooming fair, the Tyrian towers should one day overthrow,   20
 That thence a folk, kings far and wide, most noble lords of fight,
 Should come for bane of Libyan land: such web the Parcæ dight.
 The Seed of Saturn, fearing this, and mindful how she erst
 For her beloved Argive walls by Troy the battle nursed — 

 — Nay neither had the cause of wrath nor all those hurts of old
 Failed from her mind: her inmost heart still sorely did enfold
 That grief of body set at nought in Paris’ doomful deed,
 The hated race, and honour shed on heaven-rapt Ganymede — 
 So set on fire, that Trojan band o’er all the ocean tossed,
 Those gleanings from Achilles’ rage, those few the Greeks had lost,   30
 She drave far off the Latin Land: for many a year they stray
 Such wise as Fate would drive them on by every watery way.

 — Lo, what there was to heave aloft in fashioning of Rome!
 

Now out of sight of Sicily the Trojans scarce were come
 And merry spread their sails abroad and clave the sea with brass,
 When Juno’s heart, who nursed the wound that never thence would pass,
 Spake out:

           “And must I, vanquished, leave the deed I have begun,
 Nor save the Italian realm a king who comes of Teucer’s son?
 The Fates forbid it me forsooth? And Pallas, might not she
 Burn up the Argive fleet and sink the Argives in the sea        40
 For Oileus’ only fault and fury that he wrought?
 She hurled the eager fire of Jove from cloudy dwelling caught,
 And rent the ships and with the wind the heaped-up waters drew,
 And him a-dying, and all his breast by wildfire smitten through,
 The whirl of waters swept away on spiky crag to bide.
 While I, who go forth Queen of Gods, the very Highest’s bride
 And sister, must I wage a war for all these many years
 With one lone race? What! is there left a soul that Juno fears
 Henceforth? or will one suppliant hand gifts on mine altar lay?”
 

So brooding in her fiery heart the Goddess went her way         50
 Unto the fatherland of storm, full fruitful of the gale,
 Æolia hight, where Æolus is king of all avail,
 And far adown a cavern vast the bickering of the winds
 And roaring tempests of the world with bolt and fetter binds:
 They set the mountains murmuring much, a-growling angrily
 About their bars, while Æolus sits in his burg on high,
 And, sceptre-holding, softeneth them, and strait their wrath doth keep:
 Yea but for that the earth and sea, and vault of heaven the deep,
 They eager-swift would roll away and sweep adown of space:
 For fear whereof the Father high in dark and hollow place       60
 Hath hidden them, and high above a world of mountains thrown
 And given them therewithal a king, who, taught by law well known,
 Now draweth, and now casteth loose the reins that hold them in:
 To whom did suppliant Juno now in e’en such words begin:
 

“The Father of the Gods and men hath given thee might enow,
 O Æolus, to smooth the sea, and make the storm-wind blow.
 Hearken! a folk, my very foes, saileth the Tyrrhene main
 Bearing their Troy to Italy, and Gods that were but vain:
 Set on thy winds, and overwhelm their sunken ships at sea,
 Or prithee scattered cast them forth, things drowned diversedly.   70
 Twice seven nymphs are in my house of body passing fair:
 Of whom indeed Deïopea is fairest fashioned there.
 I give her thee in wedlock sure, and call her all thine own
 To wear away the years with thee, for thy deserving shown
 To me this day; of offspring fair she too shall make thee sire.”
 

To whom spake Æolus: “O Queen, to search out thy desire
 Is all thou needest toil herein; from me the deed should wend.
 Thou mak’st my realm; the sway of all, and Jove thou mak’st my friend,
 Thou givest me to lie with Gods when heavenly feast is dight,
 And o’er the tempest and the cloud thou makest me of might.”    80
 

Therewith against the hollow hill he turned him spear in hand
 And hurled it on the flank thereof, and as an ordered band
 By whatso door the winds rush out o’er earth in whirling blast,
 And driving down upon the sea its lowest deeps upcast.
 The East, the West together there, the Afric, that doth hold
 A heart fulfilled of stormy rain, huge billows shoreward rolled.
 Therewith came clamour of the men and whistling through the shrouds
 And heaven and day all suddenly were swallowed by the clouds
 Away from eyes of Teucrian men; night on the ocean lies,
 Pole thunders unto pole, and still with wildfire glare the skies,   90
 And all things hold the face of death before the seamen’s eyes.
 

Now therewithal Æneas’ limbs grew weak with chilly dread,
 He groaned, and lifting both his palms aloft to heaven, he said:
 “O thrice and four times happy ye, that had the fate to fall
 Before your fathers’ faces there by Troy’s beloved wall!
 Tydides, thou of Danaan folk the mightiest under shield,
 Why might I never lay me down upon the Ilian field,
 Why was my soul forbid release at thy most mighty hand,
 Where eager Hector stooped and lay before Achilles’ wand,
 Where huge Sarpedon fell asleep, where Simoïs rolls along      100
 The shields of men, and helms of men, and bodies of the strong?”
 

Thus as he cried the whistling North fell on with sudden gale
 And drave the seas up toward the stars, and smote aback the sail;
 Then break the oars, the bows fall off, and beam on in the trough
 She lieth, and the sea comes on a mountain huge and rough.
 These hang upon the topmost wave, and those may well discern
 The sea’s ground mid the gaping whirl: with sand the surges churn.
 Three keels the South wind cast away on hidden reefs that lie
 Midmost the sea, the Altars called by men of Italy,
 A huge back thrusting through the tide: three others from the deep   110
 The East toward straits, and swallowing sands did miserably sweep,
 And dashed them on the shoals, and heaped the sand around in ring:
 And one, a keel the Lycians manned, with him, the trusty King
 Orontes, in Æneas’ sight a toppling wave o’erhung,
 And smote the poop, and headlong rolled, adown the helmsman flung;
 Then thrice about the driving flood hath hurled her as she lay,
 The hurrying eddy swept above and swallowed her from day:
 And lo! things swimming here and there, scant in the unmeasured seas,
 The arms of men, and painted boards, and Trojan treasuries.
 And now Ilioneus’ stout ship, her that Achates leal            120
 And Abas ferried o’er the main, and old Aletes’ keel
 The storm hath overcome; and all must drink the baneful stream
 Through opening leaky sides of them that gape at every seam.
 

But meanwhile Neptune, sorely moved, hath felt the storm let go,
 And all the turmoil of the main with murmur great enow;
 The deep upheaved from all abodes the lowest that there be:
 So forth he put his placid face o’er topmost of the sea,
 And there he saw Æneas’ ships o’er all the main besprent,
 The Trojans beaten by the flood and ruin from heaven sent.
 But Juno’s guile and wrathful heart her brother knew full well:   130
 So East and West he called to him, and spake such words to tell:
 

“What mighty pride of race of yours hath hold upon your minds,
 That earth and sea ye turmoil so without my will, O winds;
 That such upheaval and so great ye dare without my will?
 Whom I — But first it comes to hand the troubled flood to still:
 For such-like fault henceforward though with nought so light ye pay.
 Go get you gone, and look to it this to your king to say:
 That ocean’s realm and three-tined spear of dread are given by Fate
 Not unto him but unto me? he holds the cliffs o’ergreat,
 Thine houses, Eurus; in that hall I bid him then be bold,      140
 Thine Æolus, and lord it o’er his winds in barred hold.”
 

So saying and swifter than his word he layed the troubled main,
 And put to flight the gathered clouds, and brought the sun again;
 And with him Triton fell to work, and fair Cymothoë,
 And thrust the ships from spiky rocks; with triple spear wrought he
 To lift, and opened swallowing sands, and laid the waves alow.
 Then on light wheels o’er ocean’s face soft gliding did he go.
 And, like as mid a people great full often will arise
 Huge riot, and all the low-born herd to utter anger flies,
 And sticks and stones are in the air, and fury arms doth find:   150
 Then, setting eyes perchance on one of weight for noble mind,
 And noble deeds, they hush them then and stand with pricked-up ears,
 And he with words becomes their lord, and smooth their anger wears;

 — In such wise fell all clash of sea when that sea-father rose,
 And looked abroad: who turned his steeds, and giving rein to those,
 Flew forth in happy-gliding car through heaven’s all-open way.
 

Æneas’ sore forewearied host the shores that nearest lay
 Stretch out for o’er the sea, and turn to Libyan land this while.
 There goes a long firth of the sea, made haven by an isle,     159
 Against whose sides thrust out abroad each wave the main doth send
 Is broken, and must cleave itself through hollow bights to wend:
 Huge rocks on this hand and on that, twin horns of cliff, cast dread
 On very heaven; and far and wide beneath each mighty head
 Hushed are the harmless waters; lo, the flickering wood above
 And wavering shadow cast adown by darksome hanging grove:
 In face hereof a cave there is of rocks o’erhung, made meet
 With benches of the living stone and springs of water sweet,
 The house of Nymphs: a-riding there may way-worn ships be bold
 To lie without the hawser’s strain or anchor’s hookèd hold.
 

That bight with seven of all his tale of ships Æneas gained,   170
 And there, by mighty love of land the Trojans sore constrained,
 Leap off-board straight, and gain the gift of that so longed-for sand,
 And lay their limbs with salt sea fouled adown upon the strand:
 And first Achates smote alive the spark from out the flint,
 And caught the fire in tinder-leaves, and never gift did stint
 Of feeding dry; and flame enow in kindled stuff he woke;
 Then Ceres’ body spoilt with sea, and Ceres’ arms they took,
 And sped the matter spent with toil, and fruit of furrows found
 They set about to parch with fire and ‘twixt of stones to pound.
 

Meanwhile Æneas scaled the cliff and far and wide he swept     180
 The main, if anywhere perchance the sea his Antheus kept,
 Tossed by the wind, if he might see the twi-banked Phrygians row;
 If Capys, or Caïcus’ arms on lofty deck might show.
 Nor any ship there was in sight, but on the strand he saw
 Three stags a-wandering at their will, and after them they draw
 The whole herd following down the dales long strung out as they feed:
 So still he stood, and caught in hand his bow and shafts of speed,
 The weapons that Achates staunch was bearing then and oft;
 And first the very lords of those, that bore their heads aloft
 With branching horns, he felled, and then the common sort, and so   190
 Their army drave he with his darts through leafy woods to go:
 Nor held his hand till on the earth were seven great bodies strown,
 And each of all his ships might have one head of deer her own.
 Thence to the haven gat he gone with all his folk to share,
 And that good wine which erst the casks Acestes made to bear,
 And gave them as they went away on that Trinacrian beach,
 He shared about; then fell to soothe their grieving hearts with speech:
 

“O fellows, we are used ere now by evil ways to wend;
 O ye who erst bore heavier loads, this too the Gods shall end.
 Ye, ye have drawn nigh Scylla’s rage and rocks that inly roar,   200
 And run the risk of storm of stones upon the Cyclops’ shore:
 Come, call aback your ancient hearts and put your fears away!
 This too shall be for joy to you remembered on a day.
 Through diverse haps, through many risks wherewith our way is strown,
 We get us on to Latium, the land the Fates have shown
 To be for peaceful seats for us: there may we raise up Troy.
 Abide, endure, and keep yourselves for coming days of joy.”
 

So spake his voice: but his sick heart did mighty trouble rack,
 As, glad of countenance, he thrust the heavy anguish back.
 But they fall to upon the prey, and feast that was to dight,   210
 And flay the hide from off the ribs, and bare the flesh to sight.
 Some cut it quivering into steaks which on the spits they run,
 Some feed the fire upon the shore, and set the brass thereon.
 And so meat bringeth might again, and on the grass thereby,
 Fulfilled with fat of forest deer and ancient wine, they lie.
 But when all hunger was appeased and tables set aside,
 Of missing fellows how they fared the talk did long abide;
 Whom, weighing hope and weighing fear, either alive they trow,
 Or that the last and worst has come, that called they hear not now.
 And chief of all the pious King Æneas moaned the pass          220
 Of brisk Orontes, Amycus, and cruel fate that was
 Of Lycus, and of Bias strong, and strong Cloanthus gone.
 

But now an end of all there was, when Jove a-looking down
 From highest lift on sail-skimmed sea, and lands that round it lie,
 And shores and many folk about, in topmost burg of sky
 Stood still, and fixed the eyes of God on Libya’s realm at last:
 To whom, as through his breast and mind such cares of godhead passed,
 Spake Venus, sadder than her due with bright eyes gathering tears:
 

“O thou, who rulest with a realm that hath no days nor years,
 Both Gods and men, and mak’st them fear thy thunder lest it fall,   230
 What then hath mine Æneas done so great a crime to call?
 What might have Trojan men to sin? So many deaths they bore
 ‘Gainst whom because of Italy is shut the wide world’s door.
 Was it not surely promised me that as the years rolled round
 The blood of Teucer come again should spring from out the ground,
 The Roman folk, such very lords, that all the earth and sea
 Their sway should compass? Father, doth the counsel shift in thee?
 This thing indeed atoned to me for Troy in ashes laid,
 And all the miserable end, as fate ‘gainst fate I weighed:
 But now the self-same fortune dogs men by such troubles driven   240
 So oft and oft. What end of toil then giv’st thou, King of heaven?
 Antenor was of might enow to ‘scape the Achæan host,
 And safe to reach the Illyrian gulf and pierce Liburnia’s coast,
 And through the inmost realms thereof to pass Timavus’ head,
 Whence through nine mouths midst mountain roar is that wild water shed,
 To cast itself on fields below with all its sounding sea:
 And there he made Patavium’s town and Teucrian seats to be,
 And gave the folk their very name and Trojan arms did raise:
 Now settled in all peace and rest he passeth quiet days.
 But we, thy children, unto whom thou giv’st with bowing head   250
 The heights of heaven, our ships are lost, and we, O shame! betrayed,
 Are driven away from Italy for anger but of one.
 Is this the good man’s guerdon then? is this the promised throne?”
 

The Sower of the Gods and men a little smiled on her
 With such a countenance as calms the storms and upper air;
 He kissed his daughter on the lips, and spake such words to tell:
 “O Cytherean, spare thy dread! unmoved the Fates shall dwell
 Of thee and thine, and thou shalt see the promised city yet,
 E’en that Lavinium’s walls, and high amidst the stars shalt set
 Great-souled Æneas: nor in me doth aught of counsel shift      260
 But since care gnaws upon thine heart, the hidden things I lift
 Of Fate, and roll on time for thee, and tell of latter days.
 Great war he wars in Italy, and folk full wild of ways
 He weareth down, and lays on men both laws and wallèd steads,
 Till the third summer seeth him King o’er the Latin heads,
 And the third winter’s wearing brings the fierce Rutulians low.
 Thereon the lad Ascanius, Iulus by-named now,
 (And Ilus was he once of old, when Ilium’s city was,)
 Fulfilleth thirty orbs of rule with rolling months that pass,
 And from the town Lavinium shifts the dwelling of his race,    270
 And maketh Alba-town the Long a mighty fencèd place.
 Here when for thrice an hundred years untouched the land hath been
 Beneath the rule of Hector’s folk, lo Ilia, priestess-queen,
 Goes heavy with the love of Mars, and bringeth twins to birth.
 ‘Neath yellow hide of foster-wolf thence, mighty in his mirth,
 Comes Romulus to bear the folk, and Mavors’ walls to frame,
 And by the word himself was called the Roman folk to name.
 On them I lay no bonds of time, no bonds of earthly part;
 I give them empire without end: yea, Juno, hard of heart,
 Who wearieth now with fear of her the heavens and earth and sea,   280
 Shall gather better counsel yet, and cherish them with me;
 The Roman folk, the togaed men, lords of all worldly ways.
 Such is the doom. As weareth time there come those other days,
 Wherein Assaracus shall bind Mycenæ of renown,
 And Phthia, and shall lord it o’er the Argives beaten down.
 Then shall a Trojan Cæsar come from out a lovely name,
 The ocean-stream shall bound his rule, the stars of heaven his fame,
 Julius his name from him of old, the great Iulus sent:
 Him too in house of heaven one day ‘neath spoils of Eastlands bent
 Thou, happy, shalt receive; he too shall have the prayers of men.   290
 The wars of old all laid aside, the hard world bettereth then,
 And Vesta and the hoary Faith, Quirinus and his twin
 Now judge the world; the dreadful doors of War now shut within
 Their iron bolts and strait embrace the godless Rage of folk,
 Who, pitiless, on weapons set, and bound in brazen yoke
 Of hundred knots aback of him foams fell from bloody mouth.”
 

Such words he spake, and from aloft he sent down Maia’s youth
 To cause the lands and Carthage towers new-built to open gate
 And welcome in the Teucrian men; lest Dido, fooled of fate,    299
 Should drive them from her country-side. The unmeasured air he beat
 With flap of wings, and speedily in Libya set his feet:
 And straightway there his bidding wrought, and from the Tyrians fall,
 God willing it, their hearts of war; and Dido first of all
 Took peace for Teucrians to her soul, and quiet heart and kind.
 

Now good Æneas through the night had many things in mind,
 And set himself to fare abroad at first of holy day
 To search the new land what it was, and on what shore he lay
 Driven by the wind; if manfolk there abode, or nought but deer,
 (For waste it seemed), and tidings true back to his folk to bear.
 So in that hollow bight of groves beneath the cavern cleft,    310
 All hidden by the leafy trees and quavering shades, he left
 His ships: and he himself afoot went with Achates lone,
 Shaking in hand two slender spears with broad-beat iron done.
 But as he reached the thicket’s midst his mother stood before,
 Who virgin face, and virgin arms, and virgin habit bore,
 A Spartan maid; or like to her who tames the Thracian horse,
 Harpalyce, and flies before the hurrying Hebrus’ course.
 For huntress-wise on shoulder she had hung the handy bow,
 And given all her hair abroad for any wind to blow,
 And, naked-kneed, her kirtle long had gathered in a lap:       320
 She spake the first:

                     “Ho youths,” she said, “tell me by any hap
 If of my sisters any one ye saw a wandering wide
 With quiver girt, and done about with lynx’s spotted hide,
 Or following of the foaming boar with shouts and eager feet?”
 

So Venus; and so Venus’ son began her words to meet:
 “I have not seen, nor have I heard thy sisters nigh this place,
 O maid: — and how to call thee then? for neither is thy face
 Of mortals, nor thy voice of men: O very Goddess thou!
 What! Phoebus’ sister? or of nymphs whom shall I call thee now?
 But whosoe’er thou be, be kind and lighten us our toil,        330
 And teach us where beneath the heavens, which spot of earthly soil
 We are cast forth; unlearned of men, unlearned of land we stray,
 By might of wind and billows huge here driven from out our way.
 Our right hands by thine altar-horns shall fell full many a host.”
 

Spake Venus: “Nowise am I worth so much of honour’s cost:
 The Tyrian maids are wont to bear the quiver even as I,
 And even so far upon the leg the purple shoe-thong tie.
 The Punic realm thou seest here, Agenor’s town and folk,
 But set amidst of Libyan men unused to bear the yoke.
 Dido is Lady of the Land, who fled from Tyre the old,          340
 And from her brother: weary long were all the ill deed told,
 And long its winding ways, but I light-foot will overpass.
 Her husband was Sychæus hight, of land most rich he was
 Of all Phoenicians: she, poor wretch! loved him with mighty love,
 Whose father gave her, maid, to him, and first the rites did move
 Of wedlock: but as King of Tyre her brother did abide,
 Pygmalion, more swollen up in sin than any man beside:
 Mad hatred yoked the twain of them, he blind with golden lust,
 Godless with stroke of iron laid Sychæus in the dust
 Unwares before the altar-horns; nor of the love did reck       350
 His sister had, but with vain hope played on the lover sick,
 And made a host of feignings false, and hid the matter long.
 Till in her sleep the image came of that unburied wrong,
 Her husband dead; in wondrous wise his face was waxen pale:
 His breast with iron smitten through, the altar of his bale,
 The hooded sin of evil house, to her he open laid,
 And speedily to flee away from fatherland he bade;
 And for the help of travel showed earth’s hidden wealth of old,
 A mighty mass that none might tell of silver and of gold.
 Sore moved hereby did Dido straight her flight and friends prepare:   360
 They meet together, such as are or driven by biting fear,
 Or bitter hatred of the wretch: such ships as hap had dight
 They fall upon and lade with gold; forth fare the treasures bright
 Of wretch Pygmalion o’er the sea, a woman first therein.
 And so they come unto the place where ye may see begin
 The towers of Carthage, and the walls new built that mighty grow,
 And bought the Byrsa-field good cheap, as still the name shall show,
 So much of land as one bull’s hide might scantly go about

 — But ye forsooth, what men are ye, from what land fare ye out,
 And whither go ye on your ways?”                               370

                                 Her questioning in speech
 He answered, and a heavy sigh from inmost heart did reach:
 “O Goddess, might I tread again first footsteps of our way,
 And if the annals of our toil thine hearkening ears might stay,
 Yet Vesper first on daylight dead should shut Olympus’ door.
 From Troy the old, if yet perchance your ears have felt before
 That name go by, do we come forth, and, many a water past,
 A chance-come storm hath drifted us on Libyan shores at last.
 I am Æneas, God-lover; I snatched forth from the foe
 My Gods to bear aboard with me, a fame for heaven to know.
 I seek the Italian fatherland, and Jove-descended line;        380
 Twice ten the ships were that I manned upon the Phrygian brine,
 My Goddess-mother led the way, we followed fate god-given;
 And now scarce seven are left to me by wave and east-wind riven;
 And I through Libyan deserts stray, a man unknown and poor,
 From Asia cast, from Europe cast,”

                                   She might abide no more
 To hear his moan: she thrusts a word amidst his grief and saith:
 “Nay thou art not God’s castaway, who drawest mortal breath,
 And fairest to the Tyrian town, if aught thereof I know.
 Set on to Dido’s threshold then e’en as the way doth show.
 For take the tidings of thy ships and folk brought back again   390
 By shifting of the northern wind all safe from off the main:
 Unless my parents learned me erst of soothsaying to wot
 But idly. Lo there twice seven swans disporting in a knot,
 Whom falling from the plain of air drave down the bird of Jove
 From open heaven: strung out at length they hang the earth above,
 And now seem choosing where to pitch, now on their choice to gaze,
 As wheeling round with whistling wings they sport in diverse ways
 And with their band ring round the pole and cast abroad their song.
 Nought otherwise the ships and youth that unto thee belong
 Hold haven now, or else full sail to harbour-mouth are come.   400
 Set forth, set forth and tread the way e’en as it leadeth home.”
 

She spake, she turned, from rosy neck the light of heaven she cast,
 And from her hair ambrosial the scent of Gods went past
 Upon the wind, and o’er her feet her skirts fell shimmering down,
 And very God she went her ways. Therewith his mother known,
 With such a word he followed up a-fleeing from his eyes:
 

“Ah cruel as a God! and why with images and lies
 Dost thou beguile me? wherefore then is hand to hand not given
 And we to give and take in words that come from earth and heaven?”
 

Such wise he chided her, and then his footsteps townward bent:   410
 But Venus with a dusky air did hedge them as they went,
 And widespread cloak of cloudy stuff the Goddess round them wrapped,
 Lest any man had seen them there, or bodily had happed
 Across their road their steps to stay, and ask their dealings there.
 But she to Paphos and her home went glad amidst the air:
 There is her temple, there they stand, an hundred altars meet,
 Warm with Sabæan incense-smoke, with new-pulled blossoms sweet.
 

But therewithal they speed their way as led the road along;
 And now they scale a spreading hill that o’er the town is hung,
 And looking downward thereupon hath all the burg in face.      420
 Æneas marvels how that world was once a peasants’ place,
 He marvels at the gates, the roar and rattle of the ways.
 Hot-heart the Tyrians speed the work, and some the ramparts raise,
 Some pile the burg high, some with hand roll stones up o’er the ground;
 Some choose a place for dwelling-house and draw a trench around;
 Some choose the laws, and lords of doom, the holy senate choose.
 These thereaway the havens dig, and deep adown sink those
 The founding of the theatre walls, or cleave the living stone
 In pillars huge, one day to show full fair the scene upon.
 As in new summer ‘neath the sun the bees are wont to speed     430
 Their labour in the flowery fields, whereover now they lead
 The well-grown offspring of their race, or when the cells they store
 With flowing honey, till fulfilled of sweets they hold no more;
 Or take the loads of new-comers, or as a watch well set
 Drive off the lazy herd of drones that they no dwelling get;
 Well speeds the work, and thymy sweet the honey’s odour is.
 

“Well favoured of the Fates are ye, whose walls arise in bliss!”
 Æneas cries, a-looking o’er the housetops spread below;
 Then, wonderful to tell in tale, hedged round with cloud doth go
 Amid the thickest press of men, and yet of none is seen.       440
 

A grove amid the town there is, a pleasant place of green,
 Where erst the Tyrians, beat by waves and whirling of the wind,
 Dug out the token Juno once had bidden them hope to find,
 An eager horse’s head to wit: for thus their folk should grow
 Far-famed in war for many an age, of victual rich enow.
 There now did Dido, Sidon-born, uprear a mighty fane
 To Juno, rich in gifts, and rich in present godhead’s gain:
 On brazen steps its threshold rose, and brass its lintel tied,
 And on their hinges therewithal the brazen door-leaves cried.
 And now within that grove again a new thing thrusting forth    450
 ‘Gan lighten fear; for here to hope Æneas deemed it worth,
 And trust his fortune beaten down that yet it might arise.
 For there while he abode the Queen, and wandered with his eyes
 O’er all the temple, musing on the city’s fate to be,
 And o’er the diverse handicraft and works of mastery,
 Lo there, set out before his face the battles that were Troy’s,
 And wars, whereof all folk on earth had heard the fame and noise;
 King Priam, the Atridæ twain, Achilles dire to both.
 He stood, and weeping spake withal:

                                    “Achates, lo! forsooth
 What place, what land in all the earth but with our grief is stored?   460
 Lo Priam! and even here belike deed hath its own reward.
 Lo here are tears for piteous things that touch men’s hearts anigh:
 Cast off thy fear! this fame today shall yet thy safety buy.”
 

And with the empty painted thing he feeds his mind withal,
 Sore groaning, and a very flood adown his face did fall.
 For there he saw, as war around of Pergamus they cast,
 Here fled the Greeks, the Trojan youth for ever following fast;
 There fled the Phrygians, on their heels high-helmed Achilles’ car;
 Not far off, fair with snowy cloths, the tents of Rhesus are;
 He knew them weeping: they of old in first of sleep betrayed,   470
 Tydides red with many a death a waste of nothing made,
 And led those fiery steeds to camp ere ever they might have
 One mouthful of the Trojan grass, or drink of Xanthus’ wave.
 And lo again, where Troilus is fleeing weaponless,
 Unhappy youth, and all too weak to bear Achilles’ stress,
 By his own horses, fallen aback, at empty chariot borne,
 Yet holding on the reins thereof; his neck, his tresses torn
 O’er face of earth, his wrested spear a-writing in the dust.
 Meanwhile were faring to the fane of Pallas little just
 The wives of Troy with scattered hair, bearing the gown refused,   480
 Sad they and suppliant, whose own hands their very bosoms bruised,
 While fixed, averse, the Goddess kept her eyes upon the ground.
 Thrice had Achilles Hector dragged the walls of Troy around,
 And o’er his body, reft of soul, was chaffering now for gold.
 Deep groaned Æneas from his heart in such wise to behold
 The car, the spoils, the very corpse of him, his fellow dead,
 To see the hands of Priam there all weaponless outspread.
 Yea, thrust amidst Achæan lords, his very self he knew;
 The Eastland hosts he saw, and arms of Memnon black of hue.
 There mad Penthesilea leads the maids of moony shield,         490
 The Amazons, and burns amidst the thousands of the field,
 And with her naked breast thrust out above the golden girth,
 The warrior maid hath heart to meet the warriors of the earth.
 

But while Æneas, Dardan lord, beholds the marvels there,
 And, all amazed, stands moving nought with eyes in one set stare,
 Lo cometh Dido, very queen of fairest fashion wrought,
 By youths close thronging all about unto the temple brought.
 Yea, e’en as on Eurotas’ rim or Cynthus’ ridges high
 Diana leadeth dance about, a thousandfold anigh
 The following Oreads gather round, with shoulder quiver-hung   500
 She overbears the Goddesses her swift feet fare among,
 And great Latona’s silent breast the joys of godhead touch.
 Lo, such was Dido; joyously she bore herself e’en such
 Amidst them, eager for the work and ordered rule to come;
 Then through the Goddess’ door she passed, and midmost ‘neath the dome,
 High raised upon a throne she sat, with weapons hedged about,
 And doomed, and fashioned laws for men, and fairly sifted out
 And dealt their share of toil to them, or drew the lot as happed.
 There suddenly Æneas sees amidst a concourse wrapped
 Antheus, Sergestus, and the strong Cloanthus draw anigh,       510
 And other Teucrians whom the whirl, wild, black, all utterly
 Had scattered into other lands afar across the sea.
 Amazed he stood, nor stricken was Achates less than he
 By joy, by fear: they hungered sore hand unto hand to set;
 But doubt of dealings that might be stirred in their hearts as yet;
 So lurking, cloaked in hollow cloud they note what things betide
 Their fellows there, and on what shore the ships they manned may bide,
 And whence they come; for chosen out of all the ships they bear
 Bidding of peace, and, crying out, thus temple-ward they fare.
 

But now when they were entered in, and gained the grace of speech,   520
 From placid heart Ilioneus the elder ‘gan beseech:
 “O Queen, to whom hath Jove here given a city new to raise,
 And with thy justice to draw rein on men of wilful ways,
 We wretched Trojans, tossed about by winds o’er every main,
 Pray thee forbid it from our ships, the dreadful fiery bane.
 Spare pious folk, and look on us with favouring kindly eyes!
 We are not come with sword to waste the Libyan families,
 Nor drive adown unto the strand the plunder of the strong:
 No such high hearts, such might of mind to vanquished folk belong.
 There is a place, Hesperia called of Greeks in days that are,   530
 An ancient land, a fruitful soil, a mighty land in war.
 Oenotrian folk first tilled the land, whose sons, as rumours run,
 Now call it nought but Italy from him who led them on.
 And thitherward our course was turned,
 When sudden, stormy, tumbling seas, Orion rose on us,
 And wholly scattering us abroad with fierce blasts from the south,
 Drave us, sea-swept, by shallows blind, to straits with wayless mouth:
 But to thy shores we few have swum, and so betake us here.
 What men among men are ye then? what country’s soil may bear
 Such savage ways? ye grudge us then the welcome of your sand,   540
 And fall to arms, and gainsay us a tide-washed strip of strand.
 But if men-folk and wars of men ye wholly set at nought,
 Yet deem the Gods bear memory still of good and evil wrought
 Æneas was the king of us; no juster was there one,
 No better lover of the Gods, none more in battle shone:
 And if the Fates have saved that man, if earthly air he drink,
 Nor ‘neath the cruel deadly shades his fallen body shrink,
 Nought need we fear, nor ye repent to strive in kindly deed
 With us: we have in Sicily fair cities to our need.
 And fields we have; Acestes high of Trojan blood is come.      550
 Now suffer us our shattered ships in haven to bring home,
 To cut us timber in thy woods, and shave us oars anew.
 Then if the Italian cruise to us, if friends and king are due,
 To Italy and Latium then full merry wend we on.
 But if, dear father of our folk, hope of thy health be gone,
 And thee the Libyan water have, nor hope Iulus give,
 Then the Sicanian shores at least, and seats wherein to live,
 Whence hither came we, and the King Acestes let us seek.”
 

So spake he, and the others made as they the same would speak,
 The Dardan-folk with murmuring mouth.                          560
 

But Dido, with her head hung down, in few words answer gave:
 “Let fear fall from you, Teucrian men, and set your cares aside;
 Hard fortune yet constraineth me and this my realm untried
 To hold such heed, with guard to watch my marches up and down.
 Who knoweth not Æneas’ folk? who knoweth not Troy-town,
 The valour, and the men, and all the flame of such a war?
 Nay, surely nought so dull as this the souls within us are,
 Nor turns the sun from Tyrian town, so far off yoking steed.
 So whether ye Hesperia great, and Saturn’s acres need,
 Or rather unto Eryx turn, and King Acestes’ shore,             570
 Safe, holpen will I send you forth, and speed you with my store:
 Yea and moreover, have ye will in this my land to bide.
 This city that I build is yours: here leave your ships to ride:
 Trojan and Tyrian no two wise at hands of me shall fare.
 And would indeed the King himself, Æneas, with us were,
 Driven by that self-same southern gale: but sure men will I send,
 And bid them search through Libya from end to utmost end,
 Lest, cast forth anywhere, he stray by town or forest part.”
 

Father Æneas thereupon high lifted up his heart,
 Nor stout Achates less, and both were fain the cloud to break;   580
 And to Æneas first of all the leal Achates spake:
 

“O Goddess-born, what thought hereof ariseth in thy mind?
 All safe thou seest thy ships; thy folk fair welcomed dost thou find:
 One is away, whom we ourselves saw sunken in the deep;
 But all things else the promised word thy mother gave us keep.”
 

Lo, even as he spake the word the cloud that wrapped them cleaves,
 And in the open space of heaven no dusk behind it leaves;
 And there Æneas stood and shone amid the daylight clear,
 With face and shoulders of a God: for loveliness of hair
 His mother breathed upon her son, and purple light of youth,   590
 And joyful glory of the eyes: e’en as in very sooth
 The hand gives ivory goodliness, or when the Parian stone,
 Or silver with the handicraft of yellow gold is done:
 And therewithal unto the Queen doth he begin to speak,
 Unlooked-for of all men:

                        “Lo here the very man ye seek,
 Trojan Æneas, caught away from Libyan seas of late!
 Thou, who alone of toils of Troy hast been compassionate,
 Who takest us, the leavings poor of Danaan sword, outworn
 With every hap of earth and sea, of every good forlorn,
 To city and to house of thine: to thank thee to thy worth,     600
 Dido, my might may compass not; nay, scattered o’er the earth
 The Dardan folk, for what thou dost may never give thee meed:
 But if somewhere a godhead is the righteous man to heed,
 If justice is, or any soul to note the right it wrought,
 May the Gods give thee due reward. What joyful ages brought
 Thy days to birth? what mighty ones gave such an one today?
 Now while the rivers seaward run, and while the shadows stray
 O’er hollow hills, and while the pole the stars is pasturing wide,
 Still shall thine honour and thy name, still shall thy praise abide
 What land soever calleth me.”                                  610

                              Therewith his right hand sought
 His very friend Ilioneus, his left Serestus caught,
 And then the others, Gyas strong, Cloanthus strong in fight.
 

Sidonian Dido marvelled much, first at the hero’s sight,
 Then marvelled at the haps he had, and so such word doth say:
 

“O Goddess-born, what fate is this that ever dogs thy way
 With such great perils? What hath yoked thy life to this wild shore?
 And art thou that Æneas then, whom holy Venus bore
 Unto Anchises, Dardan lord, by Phrygian Simoïs’ wave?
 Of Teucer unto Sidon come a memory yet I have,
 Who, driven from out his fatherland, was seeking new abode     620
 By Belus’ help: but Belus then, my father, over-rode
 Cyprus the rich, and held the same as very conquering lord:
 So from that tide I knew of Troy and bitter Fate’s award,
 I knew of those Pelasgian kings — yea, and I knew thy name.
 He then, a foeman, added praise to swell the Teucrian fame,
 And oft was glad to deem himself of ancient Teucer’s line.
 So hasten now to enter in ‘neath roofs of me and mine.
 Me too a fortune such as yours, me tossed by many a toil,
 Hath pleased to give abiding-place at last upon this soil,
 Learned in illhaps full wise am I unhappy men to aid.”         630
 

Such tale she told, and therewith led to house full kingly made
 Æneas, bidding therewithal the Gods with gifts to grace;
 Nor yet their fellows she forgat upon the sea-beat place,
 But sendeth them a twenty bulls, an hundred bristling backs
 Of swine, an hundred fatted lambs, whereof his ewe none lacks,
 And gifts and gladness of the God.
 Meanwhile the gleaming house within with kingly pomp is dight,
 And in the midmost of the hall a banquet they prepare:
 Cloths laboured o’er with handicraft, and purple proud is there;
 Great is the silver on the board, and carven out of gold       640
 The mighty deeds of father-folk, a long-drawn tale, is told,
 Brought down through many and many an one from when their race began.
 

Æneas, through whose father’s heart unquiet love there ran,
 Sent on the swift Achates now unto the ships to speed,
 To bear Ascanius all these haps, and townward him to lead;
 For on Ascanius well beloved was all his father’s thought:
 And therewithal gifts good to give from Ilium’s ruin caught
 He bade him bring: a cope all stiff with golden imagery;
 With saffron soft acanthus twine a veil made fair to see;
 The Argive Helen’s braveries, brought from Mycenæ erst,        650
 When she was seeking Pergamos and wedding all accursed:
 Her mother Leda gave her these and marvellous they were.
 A sceptre too that Ilione in days agone did bear,
 The eldest-born of Priam’s maids; a neckchain pearl bestrown,
 And, doubly wrought with gold and gems, a kingly-fashioned crown.
 So to the ships Achates went these matters forth to speed.
 

But Cytherea in her heart turned over new-wrought rede,
 New craft; how, face and fashion changed, her son the very Love
 For sweet Ascanius should come forth, and, gift-giving, should move
 The Queen to madness, make her bones the yoke-fellows of flame.   660
 Forsooth the doubtful house she dreads, the two-tongued Tyrian name;
 And bitter Juno burneth her, and care the night doth wake:
 Now therefore to the winged Love such words as this she spake:
 

“O son, my might, my only might, who fearest nought at all
 How his, the highest Father’s bolts, Typhoeus’ bane, may fall,
 To thee I flee, and suppliant so thy godhead’s power beseech:
 Thy brother, e’en Æneas, tossed on every sea-side beach
 Thou knowest; all the fashioning of wrongful Juno’s hate
 Thou knowest; oft upon my grief with sorrow wouldst thou wait.
 Him now Phoenician Dido holds, and with kind words enow        670
 Delays him there, but unto what Junonian welcomes grow
 I fear me: will she hold her hand when thus the hinge is dight?
 Now therefore am I compassing to catch their craft in flight,
 To ring the Queen about with flame that her no power may turn,
 That she may cling to me and sore for mine Æneas yearn.
 Now hearken how I counsel thee to bring about my will:
 The kingly boy his father calls, he whom I cherish still,
 To that Sidonian city now is ready dight to fare,
 And gifts, the gleanings of the sea and flames of Troy, doth bear,
 Whom soaked in sleep forthwith will I in high Cythera hide,    680
 Or in Idalium’s holy place where I am wont to bide,
 Lest any one the guile should know and thrust themselves between:
 But thou with craft his fashion feign, and with his face be seen
 Well known of all, for no more space than one night’s wearing by;
 And so, when Dido, gladdest grown, shall take thee up to lie
 Upon her breast ‘twixt queenly board and great Lyæus’ wave,
 And thou the winding of her arms and kisses sweet shalt have,
 Then breathe the hidden flame in her and forge thy venomed guile.”
 

His lovesome mother Love obeyed, and doffed his wings awhile,
 And as Iulus goeth now rejoicing on his way.                   690
 But Venus all Ascanius’ limbs in quiet rest doth lay,
 And cherished in her goddess’ breast unto Idalian groves
 She bears him, where the marjoram still soft about him moves
 And breatheth sweet from scented shade and blossoms on the air.
 Love wrought her will, and bearing now those royal gifts and rare,
 Unto the Tyrians joyous went, e’en as Achates led.
 But when he came into the house, there on her golden bed
 With hangings proud Queen Dido lay amidmost of the place:
 The father then, Æneas, then the youth of Trojan race,
 There gather, and their bodies cast on purple spread abroad.   700
 Folk serve them water for their hands, and speed the baskets stored
 With Ceres, and the towels soft of close-clipped nap they bear.
 Within were fifty serving-maids, whose long array had care
 To furnish forth the meat and drink, and feed the house-gods’ flame;
 An hundred more, and youths withal of age and tale the same,
 Set on the meat upon the board and lay the cups about.
 And now through that wide joyous door came thronging from without
 The Tyrians, and, so bidden, lie on benches painted fair.
 They wonder at Æneas’ gifts, and at Iulus there,
 The flaming countenance of God, and speech so feigned and fine;   710
 They wonder at the cope and veil with that acanthus twine.
 And chiefly that unhappy one doomed to the coming ill,
 Nor hungry hollow of her heart nor burning eyes may fill
 With all beholding: gifts and child alike her heart do move.
 But he, when he had satisfied his feignèd father’s love,
 And clipped Æneas all about, and round his neck had hung,
 Went to the Queen, who with her eyes and heart about him clung,
 And whiles would strain him to her breast — poor Dido! knowing nought
 What God upon her bosom sat; who ever had in thought
 His Acidalian mother’s word, and slowly did begin              720
 To end Sychæus quite, and with a living love to win
 Her empty soul at rest, and heart unused a weary tide.
 

But when the feasting first was stayed, and boards were done aside,
 Great beakers there they set afoot, and straight the wine they crowned.
 A shout goes up within the house, great noise they roll around
 The mighty halls: the candles hang adown from golden roof
 All lighted, and the torches’ flame keeps dusky night aloof.
 And now a heavy bowl of gold and gems the Queen bade bring
 And fill with all unwatered wine, which erst used Belus king,   729
 And all from Belus come: therewith through the hushed house she said:
 

“O Jupiter! they say by thee the guesting laws were made;
 Make thou this day to Tyrian folk, and folk come forth from Troy,
 A happy day, and may our sons remember this our joy!
 Mirth-giver Bacchus, fail thou not from midst our mirth! be kind,
 O Juno! and ye Tyrian folk, be glad this bond to bind!”
 

She spake, and on the table poured the glorious wave of wine,
 Then touched the topmost of the bowl with dainty lip and fine,
 And, egging on, to Bitias gave: nought slothful to be told
 The draught he drained, who bathed himself within the foaming gold;
 Then drank the other lords of them: long-haired Iopas then     740
 Maketh the golden harp to sing, whom Atlas most of men
 Erst taught: he sings the wandering moon and toiling of the sun,
 And whence the kind of men and beasts, how rain and fire begun,
 Arcturus, the wet Hyades, and twin-wrought Northern Bears:
 And why so swift the winter sun unto his sea-bath fares,
 And what delayeth night so long upon the daylight’s hem.
 Then praise on praise the Tyrians shout, the Trojans follow them.
 

Meanwhile unhappy Dido wore the night-tide as it sank
 In diverse talk, and evermore long draughts of love she drank,
 And many a thing of Priam asked, of Hector many a thing:       750
 With what-like arms Aurora’s son had come unto the King;
 What were the steeds of Diomed, how great Achilles was.
 At last she said:

                  “But come, O guest, tell all that came to pass
 From earliest tide; of Danaan craft, and how thy land was lorn,
 And thine own wanderings; for as now the seventh year is worn
 That thee a-straying wide away o’er earth and sea hath borne.”
 






  








BOOK II.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

ÆNEAS TELLETH TO DIDO AND THE TYRIANS THE STORY OF TROY’S OVERTHROW.
 

All hearkened hushed, and fixed on him was every face of man,
 As from the couch high set aloft Æneas thus began:
 

“Unutterable grief, O Queen, thou biddest me renew
 The falling of the Trojan weal and realm that all shall rue
 ‘Neath Danaan might; which thing myself unhappy did behold,
 Yea, and was no small part thereof. What man might hear it told
 Of Dolopes, or Myrmidons, or hard Ulysses’ band,
 And keep the tears back? Dewy night now falleth from the land
 Of heaven, and all the setting stars are bidding us to sleep:
 But if to know our evil hap thy longing is so deep,             10
 If thou wilt hear a little word of Troy’s last agony,
 Though memory shuddereth, and my heart shrunk up in grief doth lie,
 I will begin.

             By battle broke, and thrust aback by Fate
 Through all the wearing of the years, the Danaan lords yet wait
 And build a horse up mountain-huge by Pallas’ art divine,
 Fair fashioning the ribs thereof with timbers of the pine,
 And feign it vowed for safe return, and let the fame fly forth.
 Herein by stealth a sort of men chosen for bodies’ worth
 Amid its darkness do they shut; the caverns inly lost
 Deep in the belly of the thing they fill with armed host.       20
 

In sight of Troy lies Tenedos, an island known of all,
 And rich in wealth before the realm of Priam had its fall,
 Now but a bay and roadstead poor, where scarcely ships may ride.
 So thither now they sail away in desert place to hide.
 We thought them gone, and that they sought Mycenæ on a wind,
 Whereat the long-drawn grief of Troy fell off from every mind.
 

The gates are opened; sweet it is the Dorian camp to see,
 The dwellings waste, the shore all void where they were wont to be:
 Here dwelt the band of Dolopes, here was Achilles set,          29
 And this was where their ships were beached; here edge to edge we met.
 Some wonder at unwedded maid Minerva’s gift of death,
 That baneful mountain of a horse; and first Thymoetes saith
 ‘Twere good in walls to lead the thing, on topmost burg to stand;
 Whether such word the fate of Troy or evil treason planned
 I know not: Capys and the rest, who better counsel have,
 Bid take the fashioned guile of Greeks, the doubtful gift they gave,
 To tumble it adown to sea, with piled-up fire to burn,
 Or bore the belly of the beast its hidden holes to learn;
 So cleft atwain is rede of men abiding there in doubt.
 

But first before all others now with much folk all about        40
 Laocoon the fiery man runs from the burg adown,
 And shouts from far:

                    ‘O wretched men, how hath such madness grown?
 Deem ye the foe hath fared away? Deem ye that Danaan gifts
 May ever lack due share of guile? Are these Ulysses’ shifts?
 For either the Achæans lurk within this fashioned tree,
 Or ’tis an engine wrought with craft bane of our walls to be,
 To look into our very homes, and scale the town perforce:
 Some guile at least therein abides: Teucrians, trust not the horse!
 Whatso it is, the Danaan folk, yea gift-bearing I fear.’        49
 

Thus having said, with valiant might he hurled a huge-wrought spear
 Against the belly of the beast swelled out with rib and stave;
 It stood a-trembling therewithal; its hollow caverns gave
 From womb all shaken with the stroke a mighty sounding groan.
 And but for God’s heart turned from us, for God’s fate fixed and known,
 He would have led us on with steel to foul the Argive den,
 And thou, O Troy, wert standing now, thou Priam’s burg as then!
 

But lo, where Dardan shepherds lead, with plenteous clamour round,
 A young man unto Priam’s place with hands behind him bound,
 Who privily had thrust himself before their way e’en now
 The work to crown, and into Troy an open way to show            60
 Unto the Greeks; a steadfast soul, prepared for either end,
 Or utterly to work his craft or unto death to bend.
 Eager to see him as he went around the Trojans flock
 On every side, and each with each contend the man to mock.
 Lo now, behold the Danaan guile, and from one wrong they wrought
 Learn ye what all are like to be.
 For as he stood in sight of all, bewildered, weaponless,
 And let his eyes go all around the gazing Phrygian press,
 He spake:

         ‘What land shall have me now, what sea my head shall hide?
 What then is left of deed to do that yet I must abide?          70
 No place I have among the Greeks, and Dardan folk withal
 My foemen are, and bloody end, due doom, upon me call.’
 

And with that wail our hearts were turned, and somewhat backward hung
 The press of men: we bade him say from whence his blood was sprung,
 And what he did, and if indeed a captive we might trust;
 So thus he spake when now all fear from off his heart was thrust:
 

‘Whatso betide, to thee, O King, the matter’s verity
 Will I lay bare unto the end, nor Argive blood deny:
 This firstly; for if Fate indeed shaped Sinon for all bale
 To make him liar and empty fool her worst may not avail.        80
 Perchance a rumour of men’s talk about your ears hath gone,
 Telling of Palamedes’ fame and glory that he won,
 The son of Belus: traitors’ word undid him innocent;
 By unjust doom for banning war the way of death he went,
 Slain by Pelasgian men, that now his quenchèd light deplore.
 Fellow to him, and nigh akin, I went unto the war,
 Sent by my needy father forth, e’en from my earliest years;
 Now while he reigned in health, a king fair blooming mid his peers
 In council of the kings, I too had share of name and worth.
 But after he had gone his way from land of upper earth,         90
 Thrust down by sly Ulysses’ hate, (I tell all men’s belief),
 Then beaten down I dragged my life through shadowy ways of grief,
 And heavily I took the death of him my sackless friend,
 Nor held my peace, O fool! but vowed revenge if time should send
 A happy tide; if I should come to Argos any more,
 A victor then: so with my words I drew down hatred sore.
 This was the first fleck of my ill; Ulysses ever now
 Would threaten with some new-found guilt, and mid the folk would sow
 Dark sayings, and knowing what was toward, sought weapons new at need;
 Nor wearied till with Calchas now to help him to the deed. — 100

 — But why upturn these ugly things, or spin out time for nought?
 For if ye deem all Greekish men in one same mould are wrought:
 It is enough. Come make an end; Ulysses’ hope fulfil!
 With great price would the Atridæ buy such working of their will.’
 

Then verily to know the thing and reach it deep we burned,
 So little in Pelasgian guile and evil were we learned.
 He takes the tale up; fluttering-voiced from lying heart he speaks:
 

‘The longing to be gone from Troy fell oft upon the Greeks,
 And oft they fain had turned their backs on war without an end,
 (I would they had), and oft as they were e’en at point to wend   110
 A tempest would forbid the sea, or southern gale would scare,
 And chiefly when with maple-beams this horse that standeth here
 They fashioned, mighty din of storm did all the heavens fulfil.
 So held aback, Eurypylus we sent to learn the will
 Of Phoebus: from the shrine he brought such heavy words as these:

With blood and with a virgin’s death did ye the winds appease

When first ye came, O Danaan folk, unto the Ilian shore;

With blood and with an Argive soul the Gods shall ye adore

For your return.

                ‘Now when that word men’s ears had gone about
 Their hearts stood still, and tremors cold took all their bones for doubt
 What man the Fates had doomed thereto, what man Apollo would.   121
 Amidst us then the Ithacan drags in with clamour rude
 Calchas the seer, and wearieth him the Gods’ will to declare.
 Of that craftsmaster’s cruel guile had many bade beware
 In words, and many silently foresaw the coming death.
 Twice five days Calchas holdeth peace and, hidden, gainsayeth
 To speak the word that any man to very death should cast,
 Till hardly, by Ulysses’ noise sore driven, at the last
 He brake out with the speech agreed, and on me laid the doom;
 All cried assent, and what each man feared on himself might come,   130
 ‘Gainst one poor wretch’s end of days with ready hands they bear.
 Now came the evil day; for me the rites do men prepare,
 The salted cakes, the holy strings to do my brows about.
 I needs must say I brake my bonds, from Death’s house gat me out,
 And night-long lay amid the sedge by muddy marish side
 Till they spread sail, if they perchance should win their sailing tide.
 Nor have I hope to see again my fatherland of old;
 My longed-for father and sweet sons I never shall behold;
 On whom the guilt of me who fled mayhappen men will lay,
 And with their death for my default the hapless ones shall pay.   140
 But by the might of very God, all sooth that knoweth well,
 By all the unstained faith that yet mid mortal men doth dwell,
 If aught be left, I pray you now to pity such distress!
 Pity a heart by troubles tried beyond its worthiness!’
 

His weeping won his life of us, and pity thereunto,
 And Priam was the first who bade his irons to undo,
 And hand-bonds, and in friendly words unto the man he speaks:
 

‘Whoso thou art, henceforward now forget thy missing Greeks;
 Thou shalt be ours: but learn me now, who fain the sooth would wot,
 Wherefore they built this world of horse, what craftsman him begot,   150
 And what to do? What gift for Gods; what gin of war is he?’
 

He spake. The other, wise in guile and Greekish treachery,
 Both palms of his from bonds new-freed raised toward the stars above,
 And, ‘O eternal fires!’ he cried, ‘O might that none may move,
 Bear witness now! ye altar-stones, ye wicked swords I fled,
 Ye holy fillets of the Gods bound round my fore-doomed head,
 That I all hallowed Greekish rites may break and do aright,
 That I may hate the men and bring all hidden things to light
 If aught lie hid; nor am I held by laws my country gave!
 But thou, O Troy, abide by troth, and well thy saviour save,   160
 If truth I bear thee, if great things for great I pay thee o’er!
 

‘All hope the Danaans had, all trust for speeding on the war
 On Pallas’ aid was ever set: yet came a day no less
 When godless Diomed and he, well-spring of wickedness,
 Ulysses, brake the holy place that they by stealth might gain
 The fate-fulfilled Palladium, when, all the burg-guards slain,
 They caught the holy image up, and durst their bloody hands
 Lay on the awful Goddess there and touch her holy bands:
 The flood-tide of the Danaan hope ebbed from that very day;
 Might failed them, and the Goddess-maid turned all her heart away:   170
 Token whereof Tritonia gave by portent none might doubt:
 Scarce was the image set in camp when suddenly flashed out
 Fierce fire from staring eyes of her, and salt sweat oozed and fell
 O’er all her limbs, and she from earth, O wonderful to tell!
 Leapt thrice, still holding in her hand the quivering spear and shield:
 Then Calchas bade us turn to flight across the wavy field,
 Singing how ruin of Pergamos the Argive steel shall lack,
 Till Argos give the signs again, and we the God bring back
 In hollow of the curved keel across the tumbling main.
 And this is why they sought their home, Mycenæ’s land, again,   180
 And there they dight them arms and God, and presently unwares
 Will be on you across the sea — Calchas such doom declares.
 So warned hereby for Godhead’s hurt, in stolen Palladium’s stead,
 Atonement for their heavy guilt, this horse they fashionèd.
 But him indeed did Calchas bid to pile so mountain-high
 With such a might of mingled beams, and lead up to the sky,
 Lest it within the gates should come, or mid the walls, and lest
 Beneath their ancient Pallas-faith the people safe should rest.
 For if upon Minerva’s gift ye lay a godless hand,
 Then mighty ruin (and would to God before his face might stand   190
 That ruin instead) on Priam’s might, and Phrygian folk shall fall.
 But if your hands shall lead it up within the city wall,
 Then Asia, free and willing it, to Pelops’ house shall come
 With mighty war; and that same fate our sons shall follow home.’
 

Caught by such snares and crafty guile of Sinon the forsworn,
 By lies and lies, and tears forced forth there were we overborne;
 We, whom Tydides might not tame, nor Larissæan king
 Achilles; nor the thousand ships, and ten years’ wearying.
 

But now another, greater hap, a very birth of fear,
 Was thrust before us wretched ones, our sightless hearts to stir.   200
 Laocoon, chosen out by lot for mighty Neptune’s priest,
 Would sacrifice a mighty bull at altars of the feast;
 When lo, away from Tenedos, o’er quiet of the main
 (I tremble in the tale) we see huge coils of serpents twain
 Breasting the sea, and side by side swift making for the shore;
 Whose fronts amid the flood were strained, and high their crests upbore
 Blood-red above the waves, the rest swept o’er the sea behind,
 And all the unmeasured backs of them coil upon coil they wind,
 While sends the sea great sound of foam. And now the meads they gained,
 The burning eyes with flecks of blood and streaks of fire are stained,
 Their mouths with hisses all fulfilled are licked by flickering tongue.   211
 Bloodless we flee the sight, but they fare steadfastly along
 Unto Laocoon; and first each serpent round doth reach
 One little body of his sons, and knitting each to each,
 And winding round and round about, the unhappy body gnaws:
 And then himself, as sword in hand anigh for help he draws,
 They seize and bind about in coils most huge, and presently
 Are folded twice about his midst, twice round his neck they tie
 Their scaly backs, and hang above with head and toppling mane,
 While he both striveth with his hands to rend their folds atwain,   220
 His fillets covered o’er with blood and venom black and fell,
 And starward sendeth forth withal a cry most horrible,
 The roaring of a wounded bull who flees the altar-horn
 And shaketh from his crest away the axe unhandy borne.
 

But fleeing to the shrines on high do those two serpents glide,
 And reach the hard Tritonia’s house, and therewithin they hide
 Beneath the Goddess’ very feet and orbèd shield of dread;
 Then through our quaking hearts indeed afresh the terror spread,
 And all men say Laocoon hath paid but worthily
 For guilt of his, and hurt of steel upon the holy tree,        230
 When that unhappy wicked spear against its flank he threw.
 They cry to lead the image on to holy house and due,
 And Pallas’ godhead to adore.
 We break adown our rampart walls and bare the very town:
 All gird themselves unto the work, set wheels that it may glide
 Beneath his feet, about his neck the hempen bond is tied
 To warp it on: up o’er the walls so climbs the fateful thing
 Fruitful of arms; and boys about and unwed maidens sing
 The holy songs, and deem it joy hand on the ropes to lay.
 It enters; through the city’s midst it wends its evil way.     240

 — O land! O Ilium, house of Gods! O glorious walls of war!
 O Dardan walls! — four times amidst the threshold of our door
 It stood: four times with sound of arms the belly of it rung;
 But heedless, maddened hearts and blind, hard on the ropes we hung,
 Nor but amidst the holy burg the monster’s feet we stay.
 And then Cassandra oped her mouth to tell the fateful day, — 
 Her mouth that by the Gods’ own doom the Teucrians ne’er might trow.
 Then on this day that was our last we bear the joyous bough,
 Poor wretches! through the town to deck each godhead’s holy place.
 

Meanwhile the heavens are faring round, night falls on ocean’s face,   250
 Enwrapping in her mighty shade all earthly things and sky,
 And all the guile of Myrmidons: silent the Teucrians lie
 Through all the town, and Sleep her arms o’er wearied bodies slips.
 

And now the Argive host comes forth upon its ordered ships
 From Tenedos, all hushed amid the kind moon’s silent ways,
 Seeking the well-known strand, when forth there breaks the bale-fire’s blaze
 On the king’s deck: and Sinon, kept by Gods’ unequal fate,
 For Danaans hid in horse’s womb undoes the piny gate
 In stealthy wise: them now the horse, laid open to the air,
 Gives forth again, and glad from out the hollow wood they fare;   260
 Thessandrus, Sthenelus, the dukes, and dire Ulysses pass;
 Slipped down along a hanging rope, Thoas and Acamas,
 Peleian Neoptolemus, and Machaon the first,
 And Menelaüs, and the man who forged the guile accursed,
 Epeos. Through the city sunk in sleep and wine they break,
 Slain are the guards, at gates all oped their fellows in they take,
 Till all their bands confederate are met at last in one.
 

It was the time when that first peace of sick men hath begun,
 By very gift of God o’er all in sweetest wise to creep,
 When Hector comes before mine eyes amid the dreams of sleep,   270
 Most sorrowful to see he was, and weeping plenteous flood,
 And e’en as torn behind the car, black with the dust and blood,
 His feet all swollen with the thong that pierced them through and through.
 Woe worth the while for what he was! How changed from him we knew!
 The Hector come from out the fight in arms Achilles lost,
 The Hector that on Danaan decks the Phrygian firebrands tost.
 Foul was his beard, and all his hair was matted up with gore,
 And on his body were the wounds, the many wounds he bore
 Around his Troy. I seemed in sleep, I weeping e’en as he,
 To speak unto the hero first in voice of misery:               280
 

‘O Light of Troy, most faithful hope of all the Teucrian men,
 What stay hath held thee back so long? from what shore com’st thou then,
 Long-looked-for Hector? that at last, so many died away,
 Such toil of city, toil of men, we see thy face today,
 We so forewearied? What hath fouled in such an evil wise
 Thy cheerful face? what mean these hurts thou showest to mine eyes?’
 

Nought: nor my questions void and vain one moment turned his speech;
 Who from the inmost of his heart a heavy groan did reach:
 ‘O Goddess-born, flee forth,’ he said, ‘and snatch thee from the fire!
 The foeman hath the walls, and Troy is down from topmost spire.   290
 For Priam and for country now enough. If any hand
 Might have kept Pergamos, held up by mine it yet should stand.
 Her holy things and household gods Troy gives in charge to thee;
 Take these as fellows of thy fate: go forth the walls to see,
 The great walls thou shalt build, when thou the sea hast wandered o’er.’
 

He spake, and from the inner shrine forth in his hands he bore
 Great Vesta, and the holy bands, and fire that never dies.
 

Meanwhile the city’s turmoiled woe was wrought in diverse wise,
 And though my father’s house aback apart from all was set,
 And hedged about with many trees, clearer and clearer yet      300
 The sounds grew on us, ever swelled the weapons’ dread and din.
 I shake off sleep and forthwithal climb up aloft and win
 To topmost roof: with ears pricked up I stand to hearken all.
 As when before the furious South the driven flame doth fall
 Among the corn: or like as when the hill-flood rolls in haste
 To waste the fields and acres glad, the oxen’s toil to waste,
 Tearing the headlong woods along, while high upon a stone
 The unready shepherd stands amazed, and hears the sound come on.
 

Then was their faith made manifest, then Danaan guile lay bare;
 Deïphobus’ wide house e’en now, o’ertopped by Vulcan’s flare,
 Shows forth its fall; Ucalegon’s is burning by its side:       310
 The narrow seas Sigæum guards gleam litten far and wide.
 The shout of men ariseth now, and blaring of the horn,
 And mad, I catch my weapons up though idly they be borne;
 But burned my heart to gather folk for battle, and set forth
 Upon the burg in fellowship; for fury and great wrath
 Thrust on my heart: to die in arms, it seemed a good reward.
 

But lo, now Panthus newly slipped from ‘neath the Achean sword,
 Panthus the son of Othrys, priest of Phoebus’ house on high;
 His holy things and vanquished Gods, his little lad thereby    320
 He drags, and as a madman runs, to gain our doorway set.
 ‘Panthus, how fares it at the worst? what stronghold keep we yet?’
 Scarce had I said, when from his mouth a groan and answer fares:
 

‘Troy’s latest day has come on us, a tide no struggling wears:
 Time was, the Trojans were; time was, and Ilium stood; time was,
 And glory of the Teucrian folk! Jove biddeth all to pass
 To Argos now: in Troy afire the Danaans now are lords;
 The horse high set amidst the town pours forth a flood of swords,
 And Sinon, of the victors now, the flame is driving home
 High mocking: by the open gates another sort is come,          330
 As many thousands as ere flocked from great Mycenæ yet:
 Others with weapons ready dight the narrow ways beset,
 And ban all passage; point and edge are glittering drawn and bare
 Ready for death: and scarcely now the first few gatewards dare
 The battle, and blind game of Mars a little while debate.’
 

Spurred by such speech of Othrys’ son, and force of godhead great,
 Mid fire and steel I follow on as grim Erinnys shows,
 Where call the cries, where calls the shout that ever heavenward goes,
 Rhipeus therewith, and Epytus the mighty under shield,
 Dymas and Hypanis withal their fellowship now yield;           340
 Met by the moon they join my side with young Coroebus; he
 The son of Mygdon, at that tide in Troy-town chanced to be;
 Drawn thither by Cassandra’s love that burned within his heart.
 So he to Priam service gave, and helped the Phrygian part:
 Unhappy! that the warning word of his God-maddened love
 He might not hearken on that day.
 Now when I see them gathered so to dare the battle’s pain,
 Thus I begin:

             ‘O fellows fair, O hardy hearts in vain!
 If now ye long to follow me who dares the utterance
 And certain end, ye see indeed what wise our matters chance.   350
 The Gods, who in the other days our lordship mighty made,
 Are gone from altar and from shrine: a town of flames ye aid.
 Fall on a very midst the fire and die in press of war!
 One hope there is for vanquished men, to cherish hope no more.’
 

Therewith the fury of their minds I feed, and thence away,
 As ravening wolves by night and cloud their bellies’ lust obey,
 That bitter-sharp is driving on, the while their whelps at home
 Dry-jawed await them, so by steel, by crowd of foes we come
 Into the very death; we hold the city’s midmost street,
 Black night-tide’s wings with hollow shade about our goings meet.   360
 

O ruin and death of that ill night, what tongue may set it forth!
 Or who may pay the debt of tears that agony was worth!
 The ancient city overthrown, lord for so many a year,
 The many bodies of the slain, that, moveless, everywhere
 Lie in the street, in houses lie, lie round the holy doors
 Of Gods. But not alone that night the blood of Teucrians pours,
 For whiles the valour comes again in vanquished hearts to bide,
 And conquering Danaans fall and die: grim grief on every side,
 And fear on every side there is, and many-faced is death.
 

Androgeus, whom a mighty band of Danaans followeth,            370
 First falleth on the road of us, and, deeming us to be
 His fellow-folk, in friendly words he speaketh presently:
 

‘Haste on, O men! what sloth is this delayeth so your ways?
 While others hand and haul away in Pergamos ablaze;
 What! fellows, from the lofty ships come ye but even now?’
 

But with the word, no answer had wherein at all to trow,
 He felt him fallen amid the foe, and taken in the snare;
 Then foot and voice aback he drew, and stood amazèd there,
 As one who through the thicket thrusts, and unawares doth tread
 Upon a snake, and starts aback with sudden rush of dread       380
 From gathering anger of the thing and swelling neck of blue:
 So, quaking at the sight of us, Androgeus backward drew.
 But we fall on with serried arms and round their rout we crowd,
 And fell them knowing nought the place, and with all terror cowed:
 So sweet the breath of fortune was on our first handicraft.
 

But with good-hap and hardihood Coroebus’ spirit laughed;
 ‘Come, fellows, follow up,’ he cries, ‘the way that fortune shows
 This first of times, and where belike a little kind she grows.
 Change we our shields, and do on us the tokens of the Greeks;
 Whether with fraud or force he play what man of foeman seeks,   390
 Yea, these themselves shall give us arms.’

                                         He spake, and forth did bear
 Androgeus’ high-crested helm and shield emblazoned fair,
 And did it on, and Argive sword he girt unto his thigh:
 So Rhipeus did, and Dymas did, and all did joyously,
 And each man wholly armed himself with plunder newly won.
 Then mingled with the Greeks we fare, and no God helps us on,
 And many a battle there we join amid the eyeless night,
 And many a Danaan send adown to Orcus from the light:
 Some fled away unto the ships, some to the safe sea-shore,     399
 Or smitten with the coward’s dread climbed the great horse once more
 And there they lie all close within the well-known womb of wood.
 

Alas! what skills it man to trust in Gods compelled to good?
 For lo, Cassandra, Priam’s maid, with hair cast all about,
 From Pallas’ house and innermost of holy place dragged out,
 And straining with her burning eyes in vain to heaven aloft;
 Her eyes, for they in bonds had bound her tender palms and soft.
 Nought bore Coroebus’ maddened mind to see that show go by,
 And in the middle of their host he flung himself to die,
 And all we follow and fall on with points together set.
 And first from that high temple-top great overthrow we get     410
 From weapons of our friends, and thence doth hapless death arise
 From error of the Greekish crests and armour’s Greekish guise;
 Then crying out for taken maid, fulfilled thereat with wrath,
 The gathered Greeks fall in on us: comes keenest Ajax forth;
 The sons of Atreus, all the host of Dolopes are there: — 
 As whiles, the knit whirl broken up, the winds together bear
 And strive, the West wind and the South, the East wind glad and free
 With Eastland steeds; sore groan the woods; and Nereus stirs the sea
 From lowest deeps, and trident shakes, and foams upon the wave: — 
 They even to whom by night and cloud great overthrow we gave,   420
 Through craft of ours, and drave about through all the town that while,
 Now show themselves, and know our shields and weapons worn for guile
 The first of all; our mouths unmeet for Greekish speech they tell
 Then o’er us sweeps the multitude; and first Coroebus fell
 By Peneleus before the Maid who ever in the fight
 Prevaileth most; fell Rhipeus there, the heedfullest of right
 Of all among the Teucrian folk, the justest man of men;
 The Gods deemed otherwise. Dymas and Hypanis died then,
 Shot through by friends, and not a whit availed to cover thee,
 O Panthus, thine Apollo’s bands or plenteous piety.            430
 Ashes of Ilium, ye last flames where my beloved ones burned,
 Bear witness mid your overthrow my face was never turned
 From Danaan steel and Danaan deed! if fate had willed it so
 That I should fall, I earned my wage.

                                     Borne thence away, we go
 Pelias and Iphitus and I; but Iphitus was spent
 By eld, and by Ulysses’ hurt half halting Pelias went.
 So unto Priam’s house we come, called by the clamour there,
 Where such a mighty battle was as though none otherwhere
 Yet burned: as though none others fell in all the town beside.
 There all unbridled Mars we saw, the Danaans driving wide      440
 Against the house; with shield-roofs’ rush the doors thereof beset.
 The ladders cling unto the walls, men by the door-posts get
 Some foothold up; with shielded left they meet the weapons’ rain,
 While on the battlements above grip with the right they gain.
 The Dardans on the other side pluck roof and pinnacle
 From off the house; with such-like shot they now, beholding well
 The end anigh, all death at hand, make ready for the play:
 And gilded beams, the pomp and joy of fathers passed away.
 They roll adown, and other some with naked point and edge
 The nether doorways of the place in close arrayment hedge.     450
 Blazed up our hearts again to aid this palace of a king,
 To stead their toil, to vanquished men a little help to bring.
 

A door there was, a secret pass into the common way
 Of all King Priam’s houses there, that at the backward lay
 As one goes by: in other days, while yet the lordship was,
 Hapless Andromache thereby unto the twain would pass
 Alone, or leading to the king Astyanax her boy.
 And thereby now I gain the tower, whence wretched men of Troy
 In helpless wise from out their hands were casting darts aloof.
 There was a tower, a sheer hight down, builded from highest roof   460
 Up toward the stars; whence we were wont on Troy to look adown,
 And thence away the Danaan ships, the Achæan tented town.
 Against the highest stage hereof the steel about we bear,
 Just where the joints do somewhat give: this from its roots we tear,
 And heave it up and over wall, whose toppling at the last
 Bears crash and ruin, and wide away the Danaans are down cast
 Beneath its fall: but more come on: nor drift of stones doth lack,
 Nor doth all kind of weapon-shot at any while grow slack.
 Lo, Pyrrhus in the very porch forth to the door doth pass
 Exulting; bright with glittering points and flashing of the brass;   470

 — E’en as a snake to daylight come, on evil herbage fed,
 Who, swollen, ‘neath the chilly soil hath had his winter bed,
 And now, his ancient armour doffed, and sleek with youth new found,
 With front upreared his slippery back he coileth o’er the ground
 Up ‘neath the sun; his three-cleft tongue within his mouth gleams clear: — 
 And with him Periphas the huge, Achilles’ charioteer,
 Now shield-bearer Automedon and all the Scyrian host
 Closed on the walls and on the roof the blazing firebrands tost.
 Pyrrhus in forefront of them all catches a mighty bill,
 Beats in the hardened door, and tears perforce from hinge and sill   480
 The brazen leaves; a beam hewn through, wide gaped the oak hard knit
 Into a great-mouthed window there, and through the midst of it
 May men behold the inner house; the long halls open lie;
 Bared is the heart of Priam’s home, the place of kings gone by;
 And close against the very door all armèd men they see.
 

That inner house indeed was mazed with wail and misery,
 The inmost chambers of the place an echoing hubbub hold
 Of women’s cries, whose clamour smites the far-off stars of gold,
 And through the house so mighty great the fearful mothers stray,
 And wind their arms about the doors, and kisses on them lay.   490
 

But Pyrrhus with his father’s might comes on; no bolt avails,
 No man against the might of him; the door all battered fails,
 The door-leaves torn from off of hinge tumble and lie along:
 Might maketh road; through passage forced the entering Danaans throng,
 And slay the first and fill the place with armour of their ranks.
 Nay nought so great is foaming flood that through its bursten banks
 Breaks forth, and beateth down the moles that ‘gainst its going stand.
 And falls a fierce heap on the plain, and over all the land
 Drags off the herds and herd-houses.

                                    There saw I Pyrrhus wild
 With death of men amidst the door, and either Atreus’ child;   500
 And Hecuba and hundred wives her sons wed saw I there,
 And Priam fouling with his blood the very altars fair
 Whose fires he hallowed: fifty beds the hope of house to be,
 The doorways proud with outland gold and war-got bravery
 Sunk into ash; where fire hath failed the Danaans are enow.
 

Belike what fate on Priam fell thou askest me to show:
 For when he saw the city lost, and his own house-door stormed,
 And how in bowels of his house the host of foemen swarmed,
 The ancient man in vain does on the arms long useless laid
 About his quaking back of eld, and girds himself with blade    510
 Of no avail, and fareth forth amid the press to die.
 A very midmost of the courts beneath the naked sky
 A mighty altar stood: anear a bay exceeding old,
 The altar and the Gods thereof did all in shadow hold;
 And round about that altar-stead sat Hecuba the queen,
 And many daughters: e’en as doves all huddled up are seen
 ‘Neath the black storm they cling about the dear God’s images.
 

But when in arms of early days King Priam now she sees,
 She crieth: ‘O unhappy spouse! what evil heart hast thou,
 With weapons thus to gird thyself, or whither wilt thou now?   520
 Today availeth no such help, and no such warder’s stay
 May better aught; not even were my Hector here today.
 But come thou hither unto me; this altar all shall save,
 Or we shall die together here!’

                                Her arms about she gave
 And took him, and the elder set adown in holy stead.
 

But lo! now one of Priam’s sons, Polites, having fled
 From Pyrrhus’ murder through the swords and through the foeman’s throng,
 Runs wounded through the empty hall from out the cloister long,
 And burning Pyrrhus, hard at heel, the deadly hurt doth bear,
 And grip of hand is on him now, and now the point of spear.    530
 But as he rushed before their eyes, his parents’ face beneath
 He fell, and with most plenteous blood shed forth his latest breath;
 Then Priam, howsoever nigh the very death might grip,
 Refrained him nothing at the sight, but voice and wrath let slip:
 ‘Ah, for such wickedness,’ he cried, ‘for daring such a deed,
 If aught abide in heaven as yet such things as this to heed,
 May the Gods give thee worthy thanks, and pay thee well-earned prize,
 That thou hast set the death of sons before my father’s eyes,
 That thou thy murder’s fouling thus in father’s face hast flung.
 Not he, Achilles, whence indeed thou liar hast never sprung,   540
 Was such a foe to Priam erst; for shamfast meed he gave
 To law and troth of suppliant men, and rendered to the grave
 The bloodless Hector dead, and me sent to mine own again.’
 

So spake the elder, and cast forth a toothless spear and vain,
 That forthwith from the griding brass was put aback all spent,
 And from the shield-boss’ outer skin hung down, for nothing sent.
 Then Pyrrhus cried: ‘Yea tell him this, go take the tidings down
 To Peleus’ son my father then, of Pyrrhus worser grown
 And all these evil deeds of mine! take heed to tell the tale!
 Now die!’

         And to the altar-stone him quivering did he hale,     550
 And sliding in his own son’s blood so plenteous: in his hair
 Pyrrhus his left hand wound, his right the gleaming sword made bare,
 That even to the hilts thereof within his flank he hid.
 Such was the end of Priam’s day, such faring forth fate bid,
 Troy all aflame upon the road, all Pergamus adown.
 He, of so many peoples once the mighty lord and crown,
 So many lands of Asia once, a trunk beside the sea
 Huge with its headless shoulders laid, a nameless corpse is he.
 

Then first within the compassing of bitter fear I was;
 The image of my father dear by me all mazed did pass,          560
 When I beheld the like-aged king gasping his life away
 Through cruel wound: upon mine eyes forlorn Creusa lay,
 The wasted house, my little one, Iulus’, evil end.
 I look aback to see what folk about me yet do wend,
 But all, foredone, had fallen away, their weary bodies spent,
 Some all amid the fire had cast, some unto earth had sent.
 

Alone was I of all men now, when lo, in Vesta’s house
 Abiding, and in inmost nook silent and lurking close,
 Helen the seed of Tyndarus! the clear fires give her light
 As there she strayeth, turning eyes on every shifting sight;   570
 She, fearful of the Teucrian wrath for Pergamus undone,
 And fearful of the Danaan wrath and husband left alone,
 The wasting fury both of Troy and land where she was born,
 She hid her by the altar-stead, a thing of Gods forlorn.
 

Forth blazed the wildfire in my soul, wrath stirred me up to slake
 My vengeance for my dying home, and ill’s atonement take.
 What! should she come to Sparta safe, and her Mycenæ then,
 And in the hard-won triumphing go forth a Queen of men,
 And see her husband and her home, her parents and her sons,
 Served by the throng of Ilian wives and Phrygian vanquished ones?   580
 Shall Priam so be slain with sword; shall Troy so blaze aloft;
 Shall the sea-beach the Dardan blood have sweat so oft and oft
 For this? Nay, nay: and though forsooth no deed to blaze abroad
 The slaying of a woman be, nor gaineth fame’s reward,
 Yet still to quench an evil thing and pay the well-earned meed
 Is worthy praise, and joy it were unto the full to feed
 My heart’s fell flame, and satisfy these ashes well beloved.
 

Such things my soul gave forth; such things in furious heart I moved.
 When lo, my holy mother now, ne’er seen by eyes of mine
 So clear before, athwart the dark in simple light did shine;   590
 All God she was; of countenance and measure was she nought,
 But her the heaven-abiders see; so my right hand she caught,
 And held me, and from rosy mouth moreover added word:
 

‘O son, what anger measureless thy mighty grief hath stirred?
 Why ragest thou? or whither then is gone thy heed of me?
 Wilt thou not first behold the place where worn by eld is he,
 Anchises, left? Wilt thou not see if yet thy wife abide
 Creusa, or Ascanius yet? The Greekish bands fare wide
 About them now on every hand, and but my care withstood
 The fire had wafted them away or sword had drunk their blood.   600
 Laconian Helen’s beauty cursed this overthrow ne’er wrought.
 Nor guilty Paris; nay, the Gods, the Gods who pity nought,
 Have overturned your lordship fair, and laid your Troy alow.
 Behold! I draw aside the cloud that all abroad doth flow,
 Dulling the eyes of mortal men, and darkening dewily
 The world about. And look to it no more afeard to be
 Of what I bid, nor evermore thy mother’s word disown.
 There where thou seest the great walls cleft, and stone torn off from stone,
 And seest the waves of smoke go by with mingled dust-cloud rolled, — 
 There Neptune shakes the walls and stirs the foundings from their hold
 With mighty trident, tumbling down the city from its base.     611
 There by the Scæan gates again hath bitter Juno place
 The first of all, and wild and mad, herself begirt with steel,
 Calls up her fellows from the ships.
 Look back! Tritonian Pallas broods o’er topmost burg on high,
 All flashing bright with Gorgon grim from out her stormy sky;
 The very Father hearteneth on, and stays with happy might
 The Danaans, crying on the Gods against the Dardan fight.
 Snatch flight, O son, whiles yet thou may’st, and let thy toil be o’er,
 I by thy side will bring thee safe unto thy father’s door.’    620
 

She spake, and hid herself away where thickest darkness poured.
 Then dreadful images show forth, great Godheads are abroad,
 The very haters of our Troy.
 And then indeed before mine eyes all Ilium sank in flame,
 And overturned was Neptune’s Troy from its foundations deep.
 E’en as betideth with an ash upon the mountain steep,
 Round which sore smitten by the steel the acre-biders throng,
 And strive in speeding of the axe: and there it threateneth long,
 And, shaken, trembleth nodding still with heavy head of leaf;
 Till overcome by many hurts it groans its latest grief,        630
 And torn from out the ridgy hill, drags all its ruin alow.
 

I get me down, and, Goddess-led, speed on ‘twixt fire and foe,
 And point and edge give place to me, before me sinks the flame;
 But when unto my father’s door and ancient house I came,
 And I was fain of all things first my father forth to bear
 Unto the mountain-tops, and first I sought to find him there,
 Still he gainsayed to spin out life now Troy was lost and dead,
 Or suffer exile: ‘Ye whose blood is hale with youth,’ he said,
 ‘Ye other ones, whose might and main endureth and is stout,
 See ye to flight while yet ye may!                             640
 Full surely if the heavenly ones my longer life had willed,
 They would have kept me this abode: the measure is fulfilled
 In that the murder I have seen, and lived when Troy-town fell.
 O ye, depart, when ye have bid my body streaked farewell.
 My hand itself shall find out death, or pity of my foes,
 Who seek my spoils: the tomb methinks a little thing to lose.
 Forsooth I tarry overlong, God-cursed, a useless thing,
 Since when the Father of the Gods, the earth-abiders’ King,
 Blew on me blast of thunder-wind and touched me with his flame.’
 

His deed was stubborn as his word, no change upon him came.    650
 But all we weeping many tears, my wife Creusa there,
 Ascanius, yea and all the house, besought him not to bear
 All things to wrack with him, nor speed the hastening evil tide.
 He gainsaith all, and in his will and home will yet abide.
 So wretchedly I rush to arms with all intent to die;
 For what availeth wisdom now, what hope in fate may lie?
 

‘And didst thou hope, O father, then, that thou being left behind,
 My foot would fare? Woe worth the word that in thy mouth I find!
 But if the Gods are loth one whit of such a town to save,
 And thou with constant mind wilt cast on dying Troy-town’s grave   660
 Both thee and thine, wide is the door to wend adown such ways;
 For Pyrrhus, red with Priam’s blood, is hard at hand, who slays
 The son before the father’s face, the father slays upon
 The altar. Holy Mother, then, for this thou ledst me on
 Through fire and sword! — that I might see our house filled with the foe,
 My father old, Ascanius, Creusa lying low,
 All weltering in each other’s blood, and murdered wretchedly.
 Arms, fellows, arms! the last day’s light on vanquished men doth cry.
 Ah! give me to the Greeks again, that I may play the play
 Another while: not unavenged shall all we die today.’          670
 

So was I girt with sword again, and in my shield would set
 My left hand now, and was in point from out of doors to get,
 When lo, my wife about my feet e’en in the threshold clung,
 Still to his father reaching out Iulus tender-young:
 ‘If thou art on thy way to die, then bear us through it all;
 But if to thee the wise in arms some hope of arms befall,
 Then keep this house first! Unto whom giv’st thou Iulus’ life,
 Thy father’s, yea and mine withal, that once was called thy wife?’
 

So crying out, the house she filled with her exceeding moan,
 When sudden, wondrous to be told, a portent was there shown;   680
 For as his woeful parents’ hands and lips he hangs between,
 On topmost of Iulus’ head a thin peaked flame is seen,
 That with the harmless touch of fire, whence clearest light is shed,
 Licks his soft locks and pastures round the temples of his head.
 Quaking with awe from out his hair we fall the fire to shake,
 And bring the water of the well the holy flame to slake.
 But joyous to the stars aloft Anchises raiseth eyes,
 And with his hands spread out abroad to very heaven he cries:
 ‘Almighty Jove, if thou hast will toward any prayers to turn,
 Look down on us this while alone; if aught our goodness earn,   690
 Father, give help and strengthen us these omens from the sky!’
 

Scarce had the elder said the word ere crashing suddenly
 It thundered on the left, and down across the shades of night
 Ran forth a great brand-bearing star with most abundant light;
 And clear above the topmost house we saw it how it slid
 Lightening the ways, and at the last in Ida’s forest hid.
 Then through the sky a furrow ran drawn out a mighty space,
 Giving forth light, and sulphur-fumes rose all about the place.
 

My father vanquished therewithal his visage doth upraise,
 And saith a word unto the Gods that holy star to praise:       700
 ‘Now, now, no tarrying is at all, I follow where ye lead;
 O Father-Gods heed ye our house and this my son’s son heed!
 This is your doom; and Troy is held beneath your majesty.
 I yield, O son, nor more gainsay to go my ways with thee.’
 

He spake; and mid the walls meanwhile we hear the fire alive
 Still clearer, and the burning place more nigh the heat doth drive.
 

‘O hasten, father well-beloved, to hang about my neck!
 Lo, here my shoulders will I stoop, nor of the labour reck.
 And whatsoever may befall, the two of us shall bide
 One peril and one heal and end: Iulus by my side               710
 Shall wend, and after us my wife shall follow on my feet
 Ye serving-folk, turn ye your minds these words of mine to meet:
 Scant from the city is a mound and temple of old tide,
 Of Ceres’ lone, a cypress-tree exceeding old beside.
 Kept by our fathers’ worshipping through many years agone:
 Thither by divers roads go we to meet at last in one.
 Now, father, take thy fathers’ Gods and holy things to hold,
 For me to touch them fresh from fight and murder were o’erbold,
 A misdeed done against the Gods, till in the living flood
 I make a shift to wash me clean.’                              720
 

I stooped my neck and shoulders broad e’en as the word I said,
 A forest lion’s yellow fell for cloth upon them laid,
 And took my burden up: my young Iulus by my side,
 Holding my hand, goes tripping short unto his father’s stride;
 My wife comes after: on we fare amidst a mirky world.
 And I, erewhile as nothing moved by storm of weapons hurled,
 I, who the gathering of the Greeks against me nothing feared,
 Now tremble at each breath of wind, by every sound am stirred,
 Sore troubled for my fellows both, and burden that I bore.
 

And now we draw anigh the gates, and all the way seemed o’er,   730
 When sudden sound of falling feet was borne upon our ears,
 And therewithal my father cries, as through the dusk he peers,
 ‘Haste, son, and get thee swift away, for they are on us now;
 I see the glittering of the brass and all their shields aglow.’
 

What Godhead nought a friend to me amidst my terror there
 Snatched wit away I nothing know: for while I swiftly fare
 By wayless places, wandering wide from out the road I knew,
 Creusa, whether her the Fates from me unhappy drew,
 Whether she wandered from the way, or weary lagged aback,
 Nought know I, but that her henceforth mine eyes must ever lack.   740
 Nor turned I round to find her lost, nor had it in my thought,
 Till to that mound and ancient house of Ceres we were brought;
 Where, all being come together now, there lacked but her alone,
 And there her fellows’ hopes, her son’s, her husband’s were undone.
 

On whom of men, on whom of Gods, then laid I not the guilt?
 What saw I bitterer to be borne in all the city spilt?
 Ascanius and Anchises set the Teucrian Gods beside,
 I give unto my fellows there in hollow dale to hide,
 But I unto the city turn with glittering weapons girt;
 Needs must I search all Troy again, and open every hurt,       750
 And into every peril past must thrust my head once more.
 And first I reach the walls again and mirk ways of the door
 Whereby I wended out erewhile; and my old footsteps’ track
 I find, and mid the dusk of night with close eyes follow back;
 While on the heart lies weight of fear, and e’en the hush brings dread,
 Thence to the house, if there perchance, if there again she tread,
 I go: infall of Greeks had been, and all the house they hold,
 And ‘neath the wind the ravening fire to highest ridge is rolled.
 The flames hang o’er, with raging heat the heavens are hot withal;
 Still on: I look on Priam’s house and topmost castle-wall;     760
 And in the desert cloisters there and Juno’s very home
 Lo, Phoenix and Ulysses cursed, the chosen wards, are come
 To keep the spoil; fair things of Troy, from everywhither brought,
 Rapt from the burning of the shrines, Gods’ tables rudely caught,
 And beakers utterly of gold and raiment snatched away
 Are there heaped up; and boys and wives drawn out in long array
 Stand trembling round about the heap.
 And now withal I dared to cast my cries upon the dark,
 I fill the streets with clamour great, and, groaning woefully,
 ‘Creusa,’ o’er and o’er again without avail I cry.             770
 

But as I sought and endlessly raved all the houses through
 A hapless shape, Creusa’s shade, anigh mine eyen drew,
 And greater than the body known her image fashioned was;
 I stood amazed, my hair rose up, nor from my jaws would pass
 My frozen voice, then thus she spake my care to take away:
 ‘Sweet husband, wherefore needest thou with such mad sorrow play?
 Without the dealing of the Gods doth none of this betide;
 And they, they will not have thee bear Creusa by thy side,
 Nor will Olympus’ highest king such fellowship allow.
 Long exile is in store for thee, huge plain of sea to plough,   780
 Then to Hesperia shalt thou come, where Lydian Tiber’s wave
 The wealthiest meads of mighty men with gentle stream doth lave:
 There happy days and lordship great, and kingly wife, are born
 For thee. Ah! do away thy tears for loved Creusa lorn.
 I shall not see the Myrmidons’ nor Dolopes’ proud place,
 Nor wend my ways to wait upon the Greekish women’s grace;
 I, daughter of the Dardan race, I, wife of Venus’ son;
 Me the great Mother of the Gods on Trojan shore hath won.
 Farewell, and love the son we loved together once, we twain.’
 

She left me when these words were given, me weeping sore, and fain   790
 To tell her much, and forth away amid thin air she passed:
 And there three times about her neck I strove mine arms to cast,
 And thrice away from out my hands the gathered image streams,
 E’en as the breathing of the wind or wingèd thing of dreams.
 

And so at last, the night all spent, I meet my folk anew;
 And there I found great multitude that fresh unto us drew,
 And wondered thereat: wives were there, and men, and plenteous youth;
 All gathered for the faring forth, a hapless crowd forsooth:
 From everywhere they draw to us, with goods and courage set,
 To follow o’er the sea where’er my will may lead them yet.     800
 

And now o’er Ida’s topmost ridge at last the day-star rose
 With dawn in hand: all gates and doors by host of Danaan foes
 Were close beset, and no more hope of helping may I bide.
 I turned and took my father up and sought the mountain-side.
 






  








BOOK III.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

ÆNEAS TELLS OF HIS WANDERINGS AND MISHAPS BY LAND AND BY SEA.
 

Now after it had pleased the Gods on high to overthrow
 The Asian weal and sackless folk of Priam, and alow
 Proud Ilium lay, and Neptune’s Troy was smouldering on the ground,
 For diverse outlands of the earth and waste lands are we bound,
 Driven by omens of the Gods. Our fleet we built beneath
 Antandros, and the broken steeps of Phrygian Ida’s heath,
 Unwitting whither Fate may drive, or where the Gods shall stay
 And there we draw together men.

                                    Now scarce upon the way
 Was summer when my father bade spread sails to Fate at last.
 Weeping I leave my fatherland, and out of haven passed          10
 Away from fields where Troy-town was, an outcast o’er the deep,
 With folk and son and Household Gods and Greater Gods to keep.
 

Far off a peopled land of Mars lies midst its mighty plain,
 Tilled of the Thracians; there whilom did fierce Lycurgus reign.
 ’Twas ancient guesting-place of Troy: our Gods went hand in hand
 While bloomed our weal: there are we borne, and on the hollow strand
 I set my first-born city down, ‘neath evil fates begun,
 And call the folk Æneadæ from name myself had won.
 

Unto Dione’s daughter there, my mother, and the rest,
 I sacrificed upon a day to gain beginning blest,                20
 And to the King of Heavenly folk was slaying on the shore
 A glorious bull: at hand by chance a mound at topmost bore
 A cornel-bush and myrtle stiff with shafts close set around:
 Thereto I wend and strive to pluck a green shoot from the ground,
 That I with leafy boughs thereof may clothe the altars well;
 When lo, a portent terrible and marvellous to tell!
 For the first stem that from the soil uprooted I tear out
 Oozes black drops of very blood, that all the earth about
 Is stained with gore: but as for me, with sudden horror chill
 My limbs fall quaking, and my blood with freezing fear stands still.   30
 Yet I go on and strive from earth a new tough shoot to win,
 That I may search out suddenly what causes lurk within;
 And once again from out the bark blood followeth as before.
 

I turn the matter in my mind: the Field-Nymphs I adore,
 And him, Gradivus, father dread, who rules the Thracian plain,
 And pray them turn the thing to good and make its threatenings vain.
 But when upon a third of them once more I set my hand,
 And striving hard thrust both my knees upon the opposing sand — 

 — Shall I speak now or hold my peace? — a piteous groan is heard
 From out the mound, and to mine ears is borne a dreadful word:   40
 ‘Why manglest thou a wretched man? O spare me in my tomb!
 Spare to beguilt thy righteous hand, Æneas! Troy’s own womb
 Bore me, thy kinsman; from this stem floweth no alien gore:
 Woe’s me! flee forth the cruel land, flee forth the greedy shore;
 For I am Polydore: pierced through, by harvest of the spear
 O’ergrown, that such a crop of shafts above my head doth bear.’
 

I stood amazed: the wildering fear the heart in me down-weighed.
 My hair rose up, my frozen breath within my jaws was stayed.
 Unhappy Priam privily had sent this Polydore,
 For fostering to the Thracian king with plenteous golden store.   50
 In those first days when he began to doubt the Dardan might,
 Having the leaguered walls of Troy for ever in his sight.
 This king, as failed the weal of Troy and fortune fell away,
 Turned him about to conquering arms and Agamemnon’s day.
 He brake all right, slew Polydore, and all the gold he got
 Perforce: O thou gold-hunger cursed, and whither driv’st thou not
 The hearts of men?

                  But when at length the fear from me did fall,
 Unto the chosen of the folk, my father first of all,
 I show those portents of the Gods and ask them of their will,
 All deem it good that we depart that wicked land of ill,        60
 And leave that blighted guesting-place and give our ships the breeze.
 Therefore to Polydore we do the funeral services,
 The earth is heaped up high in mound; the Death-Gods’ altars stand
 Woeful with bough of cypress black and coal-blue holy band;
 The wives of Ilium range about with due dishevelled hair;
 Cups of the warm and foaming milk unto the dead we bear,
 And bowls of holy blood we bring, and lay the soul in grave,
 And cry a great farewell to him, the last that he shall have.
 But now, when we may trust the sea and winds the ocean keep
 Unangered, and the South bids on light whispering to the deep,   70
 Our fellows crowd the sea-beach o’er and run the ships adown,
 And from the haven are we borne, and fadeth field and town.
 

Amid the sea a land there lies, sweet over everything,
 Loved of the Nereids’ mother, loved by that Ægean king
 Great Neptune: this, a-wandering once all coasts and shores around,
 The Bow-Lord good to Gyaros and high Myconos bound,
 And bade it fixed to cherish folk nor fear the wind again:
 There come we; and that gentlest isle receives us weary men;
 In haven safe we land, and thence Apollo’s town adore;
 King Anius, who, a king of men, Apollo’s priesthood bore,       80
 His temples with the fillets done and crowned with holy bays,
 Meets us, and straight Anchises knows, his friend of early days.
 So therewith hand to hand we join and houseward get us gone.
 

There the God’s fane I pray unto, the place of ancient stone:
 ‘Thymbræan, give us house and home, walls to the weary give,
 In folk and city to endure: let Pergamus twice live,
 In Troy twice built, left of the Greeks, left of Achilles’ wrath!
 Ah, whom to follow? where to go? wherein our home set forth?
 O Father, give us augury and sink into our heart!
 

Scarce had I said the word, when lo all doors with sudden start   90
 Fell trembling, and the bay of God, and all the mountain side,
 Was stirred, and in the opened shrine the holy tripod cried:
 There as a voice fell on our ears we bowed ourselves to earth:
 ‘O hardy folk of Dardanus, the land that gave you birth
 From root and stem of fathers old, its very bosom kind,
 Shall take you back: go fare ye forth, your ancient mother find:
 There shall Æneas’ house be lords o’er every earth and sea,
 The children of his children’s sons, and those that thence shall be.’
 

So Phoebus spake, and mighty joy arose with tumult mixed,
 As all fell wondering where might be that seat of city fixed,   100
 Where Phoebus called us wandering folk, bidding us turn again.
 Thereat my father, musing o’er the tales of ancient men,
 Saith: ‘Hearken, lords, and this your hope a little learn of me!
 There is an isle of mightiest Jove called Crete amid the sea;
 An hundred cities great it hath, that most abundant place;
 And there the hill of Ida is, and cradle of our race.
 Thence Teucer our first father came, if right the tale they tell,
 When borne to those Rhoetean shores he chose a place to dwell
 A very king: no Ilium was, no Pergamus rose high;
 He and his folk abode as then in dales that lowly lie:         110
 Thence came Earth-mother Cybele and Corybantian brass,
 And Ida’s thicket; thence the hush all hallowed came to pass,
 And thence the lions yoked and tame, the Lady’s chariot drag.
 On then! and led by God’s command for nothing let us lag!
 Please we the winds, and let our course for Gnosian land be laid;
 Nor long the way shall be for us: with Jupiter to aid,
 The third-born sun shall stay our ships upon the Cretan shore.’
 

So saying, all the offerings due he to the altar bore,
 A bull to Neptune, and a bull to thee, Apollo bright,
 A black ewe to the Storm of sea, to Zephyr kind a white.       120
 Fame went that Duke Idomeneus, thrust from his fathers’ land,
 Had gone his ways, and desert now was all the Cretan strand,
 That left all void of foes to us those habitations lie.
 Ortygia’s haven then we leave, and o’er the sea we fly
 By Naxos of the Bacchus ridge, Donusa’s green-hued steep,
 And Olearon, and Paros white, and scattered o’er the deep
 All Cyclades; we skim the straits besprent with many a folk;
 And diverse clamour mid the ships seafarers striving woke;
 Each eggs his fellow; On for Crete, and sires of time agone!
 And rising up upon our wake a fair wind followed on.           130
 

And so at last we glide along the old Curetes’ strand,
 And straightway eager do I take the city wall in hand,
 And call it Pergamea, and urge my folk that name who love,
 For love of hearth and home to raise a burg their walls above.
 

And now the more part of the ships are hauled up high and dry,
 To wedding and to work afield the folk fall presently,
 And I give laws and portion steads; when suddenly there fell
 From poisoned heaven a wasting plague, a wretched thing to tell,
 On limbs of men, on trees and fields; and deadly was the year,
 And men must leave dear life and die, or weary sick must bear   140
 Their bodies on: then Sirius fell to burn the acres dry;
 The grass was parched, the harvest sick all victual did deny.
 Then bids my father back once more o’er the twice-measured main,
 To Phoebus and Ortygia’s strand, some grace of prayer to gain:
 What end to our outworn estate he giveth? whence will he
 That we should seek us aid of toil; where turn to o’er the sea?
 Night falleth, and all lives of earth doth sleep on bosom bear,
 When lo, the holy images, the Phrygian House-gods there,
 E’en them I bore away from Troy and heart of burning town,
 Were present to the eyes of me in slumber laid adown,          150
 Clear shining in the plenteous light that over all was shed
 By the great moon anigh her full through windows fashionèd.
 Then thus they fall to speech with me, end of my care to make:
 

‘The thing that in Ortygia erst the seer Apollo spake
 Here telleth he, and to thy doors come we of his good will:
 Thee and thine arms from Troy aflame fast have we followed still.
 We ‘neath thy care and in thy keel have climbed the swelling sea,
 And we shall bear unto the stars thy sons that are to be,
 And give thy city majesty: make ready mighty wall
 For mighty men, nor toil of way leave thou, though long it fall.   160
 Shift hence abode; the Delian-born Apollo ne’er made sweet
 These shores for thee, nor bade thee set thy city down in Crete:
 There is a place, the Westland called of Greeks in days that are,
 An ancient land, a fruitful soil, a mighty land of war;
 Oenotrian folk first tilled the land, whose sons, as rumours run,
 Now call it nought but Italy, from him who led them on.
 This is our very due abode: thence Dardanus outbroke,
 Iasius our father thence, beginner of our folk.
 Come rise, and glad these tidings tell unto thy father old,
 No doubtful tale: now Corythus, Ausonian field and fold        170
 Let him go seek, for Jupiter banneth Dictæan mead.’
 

All mazed was I with sight and voice of Gods; because indeed
 This was not sleep, but face to face, as one a real thing sees.
 I seemed to see their coifèd hair and very visages,
 And over all my body too cold sweat of trembling flowed.
 I tore my body from the bed, and, crying out aloud,
 I stretched my upturned hands to heaven and unstained gifts I spilled
 Upon the hearth, and joyfully that worship I fulfilled.
 Anchises next I do to wit and all the thing unlock;
 And he, he saw the twi-branched stem, twin fathers of our stock,   180
 And how by fault of yesterday through steads of old he strayed.
 

‘O son, well learned in all the lore of Ilium’s fate,’ he said,
 ‘Cassandra only of such hap would sing; I mind me well
 Of like fate meted to our folk full oft would she foretell;
 And oft would call to Italy and that Hesperian home.
 But who believed that Teucrian folk on any day might come
 Unto Hesperia’s shores? or who might trow Cassandra then?
 Yield we to Phoebus, follow we as better counselled men
 The better part.’

                 We, full of joy, obey him with one mind;
 From this seat too we fare away and leave a few behind;        190
 With sail abroad in hollow tree we skim the ocean o’er.
 

But when our keels the deep sea made, nor had we any more
 The land in sight, but sea around, and sky around was spread,
 A coal-blue cloud drew up to us that, hanging overhead,
 Bore night and storm, and mirky gloom o’er all the waters cast:
 Therewith the winds heap up the waves, the seas are rising fast
 And huge; and through the mighty whirl scattered we toss about;
 The storm-clouds wrap around the day, and wet mirk blotteth out
 The heavens, and mid the riven clouds the ceaseless lightnings live.
 So are we blown from out our course, through might of seas we drive,   200
 Nor e’en might Palinurus self the day from night-tide sift,
 Nor have a deeming of the road atwixt the watery drift.
 Still on for three uncertain suns, that blind mists overlay,
 And e’en so many starless nights, across the sea we stray;
 But on the fourth day at the last afar upon us broke
 The mountains of another land, mid curling wreaths of smoke.
 Then fall the sails, we rise on oars, no sloth hath any place,
 The eager seamen toss the spray and sweep the blue sea’s face;
 And me first saved from whirl of waves the Strophades on strand
 Now welcome; named by Greekish name Isles of the Sea, they stand   210
 Amid the great Ionian folk: Celæno holds the shores,
 And others of the Harpies grim, since shut were Phineus’ doors
 Against them, and they had to leave the tables they had won.
 No monster woefuller than they, and crueller is none
 Of all God’s plagues and curses dread from Stygian waters sent.
 A wingèd thing with maiden face, whose bellies’ excrement
 Is utter foul; and hookèd hands, and face for ever pale
 With hunger that no feeding stints.
 

Borne thither, into haven come, we see how everywhere
 The merry wholesome herds of neat feed down the meadows fair,   220
 And all untended goatish flocks amid the herbage bite.
 With point and edge we fall on them, and all the Gods invite,
 Yea very Jove, to share the spoil, and on the curvèd strand
 We strew the beds, and feast upon rich dainties of the land.
 When lo, with sudden dreadful rush from out the mountains hap
 The Harpy folk, and all about their clanging wings they flap,
 And foul all things with filthy touch as at the food they wrench,
 And riseth up their grisly voice amid the evilest stench.
 

Once more then ‘neath a hollow rock at a long valley’s head,   229
 Where close around the boughs of trees their quavering shadows shed,
 We dight the boards, and once again flame on the altars raise.
 Again from diverse parts of heaven, from dusky lurking-place,
 The shrieking rout with hookèd feet about the prey doth fly,
 Fouling the feast with mouth: therewith I bid my company
 To arms, that with an evil folk the war may come to pass.
 They do no less than my commands, and lay along the grass
 Their hidden swords, and therewithal their bucklers cover o’er.
 Wherefore, when swooping down again, they fill the curvèd shore
 With noise, Misenus blows the call from off a watch-stead high
 With hollow brass; our folk fall on and wondrous battle try,   240
 Striving that sea-fowl’s filthy folk with point and edge to spill.
 But nought will bite upon their backs, and from their feathers still
 Glanceth the sword, and swift they flee up ‘neath the stars of air,
 Half-eaten meat and token foul leaving behind them there.
 But on a rock exceeding high yet did Celæeno rest,
 Unhappy seer! there breaks withal a voice from out her breast:
 

‘What, war to pay for slaughtered neat, war for our heifers slain?
 O children of Laomedon, the war then will ye gain?
 The sackless Harpies will ye drive from their own land away?
 Then let this sink into your souls, heed well the words I say;   250
 The Father unto Phoebus told a tale that Phoebus told
 To me, and I the first-born fiend that same to you unfold:
 Ye sail for Italy, and ye, the winds appeased by prayer,
 Shall come to Italy, and gain the grace of haven there:
 Yet shall ye gird no wall about the city granted you,
 Till famine, and this murder’s wrong that ye were fain to do,
 Drive you your tables gnawed with teeth to eat up utterly.’
 

She spake, and through the woody deeps borne off on wings did fly.
 But sudden fear fell on our folk, and chilled their frozen blood;   259
 Their hearts fell down; with weapon-stroke no more they deem it good
 To seek for peace: but rather now sore prayers and vows they will,
 Whether these things be goddesses or filthy fowls of ill.
 Father Anchises on the strand stretched both his hands abroad,
 And, bidding all their worship due, the Mighty Ones adored:
 ‘Gods, bring their threats to nought! O Gods, turn ye the curse, we pray!
 Be kind, and keep the pious folk!’

                                  Then bade he pluck away
 The hawser from the shore and slack the warping cable’s strain:
 The south wind fills the sails, we fare o’er foaming waves again,
 E’en as the helmsman and the winds have will that we should fare.
 

And now amidmost of the flood Zacynthus’ woods appear,         270
 Dulichium, Samos, Neritos, with sides of stony steep:
 Wide course from cliffs of Ithaca, Laertes’ land, we keep,
 Cursing the soil that bore and nursed Ulysses’ cruelty.
 Now open up Leucata’s peaks, that fare so cloudy high
 Over Apollo, mighty dread to all seafarers grown;
 But weary thither do we steer and make the little town,
 We cast the anchors from the bows and swing the sterns a-strand.
 And therewithal since we at last have gained the longed-for land,
 We purge us before Jupiter and by the altars pray,
 Then on the shores of Actium’s head the Ilian plays we play.   280
 Anointed with the sleeking oil there strive our fellows stripped
 In wrestling game of fatherland: it joys us to have slipped
 By such a host of Argive towns amidmost of the foe.
 

Meanwhile, the sun still pressing on, the year about doth go,
 And frosty winter with his north the sea’s face rough doth wear;
 A buckler of the hollow brass of mighty Abas’ gear
 I set amid the temple-doors with singing scroll thereon,
 ÆNEAS HANGETH ARMOUR HERE FROM CONQUERING DANAANS WON.
 And then I bid to leave the shore and man the thwarts again.
 Hard strive the folk in smiting sea, and oar-blades brush the main.   290
 The airy high Phæacian towers sink down behind our wake,
 And coasting the Epirote shores Chaonia’s bay we make,
 And so Buthrotus’ city-walls high set we enter in.
 

There tidings hard for us to trow unto our ears do win,
 How Helenus, e’en Priam’s son, hath gotten wife and crown
 Of Pyrrhus come of Æacus, and ruleth Greekish town,
 And that Andromache hath wed one of her folk once more.
 All mazed am I; for wondrous love my heart was kindling sore
 To give some word unto the man, of such great things to learn:
 So from the haven forth I fare, from ships and shore I turn.   300
 

But as it happed Andromache was keeping yearly day,
 Pouring sad gifts unto the dead, amidst a grove that lay
 Outside the town, by wave that feigned the Simoïs that had been,
 Blessing the dead by Hector’s mound empty and grassy green,
 Which she with altars twain thereby had hallowed for her tears.
 But when she saw me drawing nigh with armour that Troy bears
 About me, senseless, throughly feared with marvels grown so great,
 She stiffens midst her gaze; her bones are reft of life-blood’s heat,
 She totters, scarce, a long while o’er, this word comes forth from her:
 

‘Is the show true, O Goddess-born? com’st thou a messenger     310
 Alive indeed? or if from thee the holy light is fled,
 Where then is Hector?’

                       Flowed the tears e’en as the word she said,
 And with her wailing rang the place: sore moved I scarce may speak
 This word to her, grown wild with grief, in broken voice and weak:
 ‘I live indeed, I drag my life through outer ways of ill;
 Doubt not, thou seest the very sooth.
 Alas! what hap hath caught thee up from such a man downcast?
 Hath any fortune worthy thee come back again at last?
 Doth Hector’s own Andromache yet serve in Pyrrhus’ bed?’
 

She cast her countenance adown, and in a low voice said:       320
 ‘O thou alone of Trojan maids that won a little joy,
 Bidden to die on foeman’s tomb before the walls of Troy!
 Who died, and never had to bear the sifting lot’s award,
 Whose slavish body never touched the bed of victor lord!
 We from our burning fatherland carried o’er many a sea,
 Of Achillæan offspring’s pride the yoke-fellow must be,
 Must bear the childbed of a slave: thereafter he, being led
 To Leda’s child Hermione and that Laconian bed,
 To Helenus his very thrall me very thrall gave o’er:
 But there Orestes, set on fire by all the love he bore         330
 His ravished wife, and mad with hate, comes on him unaware
 Before his fathers’ altar-stead and slays him then and there.
 

By death of Neoptolemus his kingdom’s leavings came
 To Helenus, who called the fields Chaonian fields by name,
 And all the land Chaonia, from Chaon of Troy-town;
 And Pergamus and Ilian burg on ridgy steep set down.
 What winds, what fates gave thee the road to cross the ocean o’er?
 Or what of Gods hath borne thee on unwitting to our shore?
 What of the boy Ascanius? lives he and breathes he yet?
 Whom unto thee when Troy yet was ——                         340
 The boy then, of his mother lost, hath he a thought of her?
 Do him Æneas, Hector gone, father and uncle, stir,
 To valour of the ancient days, and great hearts’ glorious gain?’
 

Such tale she poured forth, weeping sore, and long she wept in vain
 Great floods of tears: when lo, from out the city draweth nigh
 Lord Helenus the Priam-born midst mighty company,
 And knows his kin, and joyfully leads onward to his door,
 Though many a tear ‘twixt broken words the while doth he outpour.
 So on; a little Troy I see feigned from great Troy of fame,
 A Pergamus, a sandy brook that hath the Xanthus name,          350
 On threshold of a Scæan gate I stoop to lay a kiss.
 Soon, too, all Teucrian folk are wrapped in friendly city’s bliss,
 And them the King fair welcomes in amid his cloisters broad,
 And they amidmost of the hall the bowls of Bacchus poured,
 The meat was set upon the gold, and cups they held in hand.
 

So passed a day and other day, until the gales command
 The sails aloft, and canvas swells with wind from out the South:
 Therewith I speak unto the seer, such matters in my mouth:
 ‘O Troy-born, O Gods’ messenger, who knowest Phoebus’ will,
 The tripods and the Clarian’s bay, and what the stars fulfil,   360
 And tongues of fowl, and omens brought by swift foreflying wing,
 Come, tell the tale! for of my way a happy heartening thing
 All shrines have said, and all the Gods have bid me follow on
 To Italy, till outland shores, far off, remote were won:
 Alone Celæno, Harpy-fowl, new dread of fate set forth,
 Unmeet to tell, and bade us fear the grimmest day of wrath,
 And ugly hunger. How may I by early perils fare?
 Or doing what may I have might such toil to overbear?’
 

So Helenus, when he hath had the heifers duly slain,
 Prays peace of Gods, from hallowed head he doffs the bands again,   370
 And then with hand he leadeth me, O Phoebus, to thy door,
 My fluttering soul with all thy might of godhead shadowed o’er.
 There forth at last from God-loved mouth the seer this word did send:
 

‘O Goddess-born, full certainly across the sea ye wend
 By mightiest bidding, such the lot the King of Gods hath found
 All fateful; so he rolls the world, so turns its order round.
 Few things from many will I tell that thou the outland sea
 May’st sail the safer, and at last make land in Italy;
 The other things the Parcæ still ban Helenus to wot,
 Saturnian Juno’s will it is that more he utter not.            380
 First, from that Italy, which thou unwitting deem’st anigh,
 Thinking to make in little space the haven close hereby,
 Long is the wayless way that shears, and long the length of land;
 And first in the Trinacrian wave must bend the rower’s wand.
 On plain of that Ausonian salt your ships must stray awhile,
 And thou must see the nether meres, Ææan Circe’s isle,
 Ere thou on earth assured and safe thy city may’st set down.
 I show thee tokens; in thy soul store thou the tokens shown.
 When thou with careful heart shalt stray the secret stream anigh,
 And ‘neath the holm-oaks of the shore shalt see a great sow lie,   390
 That e’en now farrowed thirty head of young, long on the ground
 She lieth white, with piglings white their mother’s dugs around, — 
 That earth shall be thy city’s place, there rest from toil is stored.
 Nor shudder at the coming curse, the gnawing of the board,
 The Fates shall find a way thereto; Apollo called shall come.
 But flee these lands of Italy, this shore so near our home,
 That washing of the strand thereof our very sea-tide seeks;
 For in all cities thereabout abide the evil Greeks.
 There now have come the Locrian folk Narycian walls to build;
 And Lyctian Idomeneus Sallentine meads hath filled             400
 With war-folk; Philoctetes there holdeth Petelia small,
 Now by that Meliboean duke fenced round with mighty wall.
 Moreover, when your ships have crossed the sea, and there do stay,
 And on the altars raised thereto your vows ashore ye pay,
 Be veiled of head, and wrap thyself in cloth of purple dye,
 Lest ‘twixt you and the holy fires ye light to God on high
 Some face of foeman should thrust in the holy signs to spill.
 Now let thy folk, yea and thyself, this worship thus fulfil,
 And let thy righteous sons of sons such fashion ever mind.
 But when, gone forth, to Sicily thou comest on the wind,       410
 And when Pelorus’ narrow sea is widening all away,
 Your course for leftward lying land and leftward waters lay,
 How long soe’er ye reach about: flee right-hand shore and wave.
 In time agone some mighty thing this place to wrack down drave,
 So much for changing of the world doth lapse of time avail.
 

It split atwain, when heretofore the two lands, saith the tale,
 Had been but one, the sea rushed in and clave with mighty flood
 Hesperia’s side from Italy, and field and city stood
 Drawn back on either shore, along a sundering sea-race strait.
 There Scylla on the right hand lurks, the left insatiate       420
 Charybdis holds, who in her maw all whirling deep adown
 Sucketh the great flood tumbling in thrice daily, which out-thrown
 Thrice daily doth she spout on high, smiting the stars with brine.
 But Scylla doth the hidden hole of mirky cave confine;
 With face thrust forth she draweth ships on to that stony bed;
 Manlike above, with maiden breast and lovely fashioned
 Down to the midst, she hath below huge body of a whale,
 And unto maw of wolfish heads is knit a dolphin’s tail.
 ’Tis better far to win about Pachynus, outer ness
 Of Sicily, and reach long round, despite the weariness,        430
 Than have that ugly sight of her within her awful den,
 And hear her coal-blue baying dogs and rocks that ring again.
 

Now furthermore if Helenus in anything have skill,
 Or aught of trust, or if his soul with sooth Apollo fill,
 Of one thing, Goddess-born, will I forewarn thee over all,
 And spoken o’er and o’er again my word on thee shall fall:
 The mighty Juno’s godhead first let many a prayer seek home;
 To Juno sing your vows in joy, with suppliant gifts o’ercome
 That Lady of all Might; and so, Trinacria overpast,
 Shalt thou be sped to Italy victorious at the last.            440
 When there thou com’st and Cumæ’s town amidst thy way hast found,
 The Holy Meres, Avernus’ woods fruitful of many a sound,
 There the wild seer-maid shalt thou see, who in a rock-hewn cave
 Singeth of fate, and letteth leaves her names and tokens have:
 But whatso song upon those leaves the maiden seer hath writ
 She ordereth duly, and in den of live stone leaveth it:
 There lie the written leaves unmoved, nor shift their ordered rows.
 But when the hinge works round, and thence a light air on them blows,
 Then, when the door doth disarray among the frail leaves bear,
 To catch them fluttering in the cave she never hath a care,    450
 Nor will she set them back again nor make the song-words meet;
 So folk unanswered go their ways and loathe the Sibyl’s seat.
 But thou, count not the cost of time that there thou hast to spend;
 Although thy fellows blame thee sore, and length of way to wend
 Call on thy sails, and thou may’st fill their folds with happy gale,
 Draw nigh the seer, and strive with prayers to have her holy tale;
 Beseech her sing, and that her words from willing tongue go free:
 So reverenced shall she tell thee tale of folk of Italy
 And wars to come; and how to ‘scape, and how to bear each ill,
 And with a happy end at last thy wandering shall fulfil.       460
 Now is this all my tongue is moved to tell thee lawfully:
 Go, let thy deeds Troy’s mightiness exalt above the sky!’
 

So when the seer from loving mouth such words as this had said,
 Then gifts of heavy gold and gifts of carven tooth he bade
 Be borne a-shipboard; and our keels he therewithal doth stow
 With Dodonæan kettle-ware and silver great enow,
 A coat of hookèd woven mail and triple golden chain,
 A helm with noble towering crest crowned with a flowing mane,
 The arms of Pyrrhus: gifts most meet my father hath withal;
 And steeds he gives and guides he gives,                       470
 Fills up the tale of oars, and arms our fellows to their need.
 Anchises still was bidding us meanwhile to have a heed
 Of setting sail, nor with the wind all fair to make delay;
 To whom with words of worship now doth Phoebus’ servant say:
 ‘Anchises, thou whom Venus’ bed hath made so glorious,
 Care of the Gods, twice caught away from ruin of Pergamus,
 Lo, there the Ausonian land for thee, set sail upon the chase:
 Yet needs must thou upon the sea glide by its neighbouring face.
 Far off is that Ausonia yet that Phoebus open lays.
 Fare forth, made glad with pious son! why tread I longer ways   480
 Of speech, and stay the rising South with words that I would tell?’
 

And therewithal Andromache, sad with the last farewell,
 Brings for Ascanius raiment wrought with picturing wool of gold,
 And Phrygian coat; nor will she have our honour wax acold,
 But loads him with the woven gifts, and such word sayeth she:
 ‘Take these, fair boy; keep them to be my hands’ last memory,
 The tokens of enduring love thy younger days did win
 From Hector’s wife Andromache, the last gifts of thy kin.
 O thou, of my Astyanax the only image now!
 Such eyes he had, such hands he had, such countenance as thou,   490
 And now with thee were growing up in equal tale of years.’
 

Then I, departing, spake to them amid my rising tears:
 ‘Live happy! Ye with fortune’s game have nothing more to play,
 While we from side to side thereof are hurried swift away.
 Your rest hath blossomed and brought forth; no sea-field shall ye till,
 Seeking the fields of Italy that fade before you still.
 Ye see another Xanthus here, ye see another Troy,
 Made by your hands for better days mehopes, and longer joy:
 And soothly less it lies across the pathway of the Greek,
 If ever I that Tiber flood and Tiber fields I seek             500
 Shall enter, and behold the walls our folk shall win of fate.
 Twin cities some day shall we have, and folks confederate,
 Epirus and Hesperia; from Dardanus each came,
 One fate had each: them shall we make one city and the same,
 One Troy in heart: lo, let our sons of sons’ sons see to it!’
 

Past nigh Ceraunian mountain-sides thence o’er the sea we flit,
 Whence the sea-way to Italy the shortest may be made.
 But in the meanwhile sets the sun, the dusk hills lie in shade,
 And, choosing oar-wards, down we lie on bosom of the land
 So wished for: by the water-side and on the dry sea-strand     510
 We tend our bodies here and there; sleep floodeth every limb.
 But ere the hour-bedriven night in midmost orb did swim,
 Nought slothful Palinurus rose, and wisdom strives to win
 Of all the winds: with eager ear the breeze he drinketh in;
 He noteth how through silent heaven the stars soft gliding fare,
 Arcturus, the wet Hyades, and either Northern Bear,
 And through and through he searcheth out Orion girt with gold.
 So when he sees how everything a peaceful sky foretold,
 He bloweth clear from off the poop, and we our campment shift,
 And try the road and spread abroad our sail-wings to the lift.   520
 

And now, the stars all put to flight, Aurora’s blushes grow,
 When we behold dim fells afar and long lands lying low,

 — E’en Italy. Achates first cries out on Italy;
 To Italy our joyous folk glad salutation cry.
 Anchises then a mighty bowl crowned with a garland fair,
 And filled it with unwatered wine and called the Gods to hear,
 High standing on the lofty deck:
 ‘O Gods that rule the earth and sea, and all the tides of storm,
 Make our way easy with the wind, breathe on us kindly breath!’
 

Then riseth up the longed-for breeze, the haven openeth        530
 As nigh we draw, and on the cliff a fane of Pallas shows:
 Therewith our fellow-folk furl sail and shoreward turn the prows.
 Bow-wise the bight is hollowed out by eastward-setting flood,
 But over-foamed by salt-sea spray thrust out its twin horns stood,
 While it lay hidden; tower-like rocks let down on either hand
 Twin arms of rock-wall, and the fane lies backward from the stand.
 

But I beheld upon the grass four horses, snowy white,
 Grazing the meadows far and wide, first omen of my sight.
 Father Anchises seeth and saith: ‘New land, and bear’st thou war?
 For war are horses dight; so these war-threatening herd-beasts are.   540
 Yet whiles indeed those four-foot things in car will well refrain,
 And tamed beneath the yoke will bear the bit and bridle’s strain,
 So there is yet a hope of peace.’

                                 Then on the might we call
 Of Pallas of the weapon-din, first welcomer of all,
 And veil our brows before the Gods with cloth of Phrygian dye;
 And that chief charge of Helenus we do all rightfully,
 And Argive Juno worship there in such wise as is willed.
 

We tarry not, but when all vows are duly there fulfilled,
 Unto the wind our sail-yard horns we fall to turn about,
 And leave the houses of the Greeks, and nursing fields of doubt.   550
 And next is seen Tarentum’s bay, the Herculean place
 If fame tell true; Lacinia then, the house of Gods, we face;
 And Caulon’s towers, and Scylaceum, of old the shipman’s bane.
 Then see we Ætna rise far off above Trinacria’s main;
 Afar the mighty moan of sea, and sea-cliffs beaten sore,
 We hearken, and the broken voice that cometh from the shore:
 The sea leaps high upon the shoals, the eddy churns the sand.
 

Then saith Anchises: ‘Lo forsooth, Charybdis is at hand,
 Those rocks and stones the dread whereof did Helenus foretell.
 Save ye, O friends! swing out the oars together now and well!’   560
 

Nor worser than his word they do, and first the roaring beaks
 Doth Palinurus leftward wrest; then all the sea-host seeks
 With sail and oar the waters wild upon the left that lie:
 Upheaved upon the tossing whirl we fare unto the sky,
 Then down unto the nether Gods we sink upon the wave:
 Thrice from the hollow-carven rocks great roar the sea-cliffs gave;
 Thrice did we see the spray cast forth and stars with sea-dew done;
 But the wind left us weary folk at sinking of the sun,
 And on the Cyclops’ strand we glide unwitting of the way.
 

Locked from the wind the haven is, itself an ample bay;        570
 But hard at hand mid ruin and fear doth Ætna thunder loud;
 And whiles it blasteth forth on air a black and dreadful cloud,
 That rolleth on a pitchy wreath, where bright the ashes mix,
 And heaveth up great globes of flame and heaven’s high star-world licks,
 And other whiles the very cliffs, and riven mountain-maw
 It belches forth; the molten stones together will it draw
 Aloft with moan, and boileth o’er from lowest inner vale.
 This world of mountain presseth down, as told it is in tale,
 Enceladus the thunder-scorched; huge Ætna on him cast,
 From all her bursten furnaces breathes out his fiery blast;    580
 And whensoe’er his weary side he shifteth, all the shore
 Trinacrian trembleth murmuring, and heaven is smoke-clad o’er.
 

In thicket close we wear the night amidst these marvels dread,
 Nor may we see what thing it is that all that noise hath shed:
 For neither showed the planet fires, nor was the heaven bright
 With starry zenith; mirky cloud hung over all the night,
 In mist of dead untimely tide the moon was hidden close.
 

But when from earliest Eastern dawn the following day arose,
 And fair Aurora from the heaven the watery shades had cleared,
 Lo, suddenly from out the wood new shape of man appeared.      590
 Unknown he was, most utter lean, in wretchedest of plight:
 Shoreward he stretched his suppliant hands; we turn back at the sight,
 And gaze on him: all squalor there, a mat of beard we see,
 And raiment clasped with wooden thorns; and yet a Greek is he,
 Yea, sent erewhile to leaguered Troy in Greekish weed of war.
 But when he saw our Dardan guise and arms of Troy afar,
 Feared at the sight he hung aback at first a little space,
 But presently ran headlong down into our sea-side place
 With tears and prayers:

                       ‘O Teucrian men, by all the stars,’ he cried,
 ‘By all the Gods, by light of heaven ye breathe, O bear me wide   600
 Away from here! to whatso land henceforth ye lead my feet
 It is enough. That I am one from out the Danaan fleet,
 And that I warred on Ilian house erewhile, most true it is;
 For which, if I must pay so much wherein I wrought amiss,
 Then strew me on the flood and sink my body in the sea!
 To die by hands of very men shall be a joy to me.’
 

He spake with arms about our knees, and wallowing still he clung
 Unto our knees: but what he was and from what blood he sprung
 We bade him say, and tell withal what fate upon him drave.
 His right hand with no tarrying then Father Anchises gave      610
 Unto the youth, and heartened him with utter pledge of peace.
 So now he spake when fear of us amid his heart did cease:
 

‘Luckless Ulysses’ man am I, and Ithaca me bore,
 Hight Achemenides, who left that Adamastus poor
 My father (would I still were there!) by leaguered Troy to be.
 Here while my mates aquake with dread the cruel threshold flee,
 They leave me in the Cyclops’ den unmindful of their friend;
 A house of blood and bloody meat, most huge from end to end,
 Mirky within: high up aloft star-smiting to behold
 Is he himself; — such bane, O God, keep thou from field and fold!   620
 Scarce may a man look on his face; no word to him is good;
 On wretches’ entrails doth he feed and black abundant blood.
 Myself I saw him of our folk two hapless bodies take
 In his huge hand, whom straight he fell athwart a stone to break
 As there he lay upon his back; I saw the threshold swim
 With spouted blood, I saw him grind each bloody dripping limb,
 I saw the joints amidst his teeth all warm and quivering still.

 — He payed therefore, for never might Ulysses bear such ill,
 Nor was he worser than himself in such a pinch bestead:
 For when with victual satiate, deep sunk in wine, his head     630
 Fell on his breast, and there he lay enormous through the den,
 Snorting out gore amidst his sleep, with gobbets of the men
 And mingled blood and wine; then we sought the great Gods with prayer
 And drew the lots, and one and all crowded about him there,
 And bored out with a sharpened pike the eye that used to lurk
 Enormous lonely ‘neath his brow overhanging grim and mirk,
 As great a shield of Argolis, or Phoebus’ lamp on high;
 And so our murdered fellows’ ghosts avenged we joyously.

 — But ye, O miserable men, flee forth! make haste to pluck
 The warping hawser from the shore!                             640
 For even such, and e’en so great as Polypheme in cave
 Shuts in the wealth of woolly things and draws the udders’ wave,
 An hundred others commonly dwell o’er these curving bights,
 Unutterable Cyclop folk, or stray about the heights.
 Thrice have the twin horns of the moon fulfilled the circle clear
 While I have dragged out life in woods and houses of the deer,
 And gardens of the beasts; and oft from rocky place on high
 Trembling I note the Cyclops huge, hear foot and voice go by.
 And evil meat of wood-berries, and cornel’s flinty fruit       649
 The bush-boughs give; on grass at whiles I browse, and plucked-up root
 So wandering all about, at last I see unto the shore
 Your ships a-coming: thitherward my steps in haste I bore:
 Whate’er might hap enough it was to flee this folk of ill;
 Rather do ye in any wise the life within me spill.’
 

And scarcely had he said the word ere on the hill above
 The very shepherd Polypheme his mountain mass did move,
 A marvel dread, a shapeless trunk, an eyeless monstrous thing,
 Who down unto the shore well known his sheep was shepherding;
 A pine-tree in the hand of him leads on and stays his feet;
 The woolly sheep his fellows are, his only pleasure sweet,     660
 The only solace of his ill.
 But when he touched the waters deep, and mid the waves was come,
 He falls to wash the flowing blood from off his eye dug out;
 Gnashing his teeth and groaning sore he walks the sea about,
 But none the less no wave there was up to his flank might win.
 Afeard from far we haste to flee, and, having taken in
 Our suppliant, who had earned it well, cut cable silently,
 And bending to the eager oars sweep out along the sea.
 He heard it, and his feet he set to follow on the sound;
 But when his right hand failed to reach, and therewithal he found   670
 He might not speed as fast as fares the Ionian billow lithe,
 Then clamour measureless he raised, and ocean quaked therewith
 Through every wave, and inwardly the land was terrified
 Of Italy, and Ætna boomed from many-hollowed side.
 But all the race of Cyclops stirred from woods and lofty hills,
 Down rushes to the haven-side and all the haven fills;
 And Ætna’s gathered brethren there we see; in vain they stand
 Glowering grim-eyed with heads high up in heaven, a dreadful band
 Of councillors: they were as when on ridge aloft one sees
 The oaks stand thick against the sky, and cone-hung cypresses,   680
 Jove’s lofty woods, or thicket where Diana’s footsteps stray.
 

Then headlong fear fell on our folk in whatsoever way
 To shake the reefs out spreading sail to any wind that blew;
 But Helenus had bid us steer a midmost course and true
 ‘Twixt Scylla and Charybdis, lest to death we sail o’er-close:
 So safest seemed for backward course to let the sails go loose.
 But lo, from out Pelorus’ strait comes down the northern flaw,
 And past Pantagia’s haven-mouth of living stone we draw,
 And through the gulf of Megara by Thapsus lying low.
 Such names did Achemenides, Ulysses’ fellow, show,             690
 As now he coasted back again the shore erst wandered by.
 

In jaws of the Sicanian bay there doth an island lie
 Against Plemyrium’s wavy face; folk called it in old days
 Ortygia: there, as tells the tale, Alpheus burrowed ways
 From his own Elis ‘neath the sea, and now by mouth of thine,
 O Arethusa, blendeth him with that Sicilian brine.
 We pray the isle’s great deities, e’en as we bidden were:
 And thence we pass the earth o’erfat about Helorus’ mere;
 Then by Pachynus’ lofty crags and thrust-forth rocks we skim,
 And Camarina showeth next a long way off and dim;              700
 Her whom the Fates would ne’er be moved: then comes the plain in sight
 Of Gela, yea, and Gela huge from her own river hight:
 Then Acragas the very steep shows great walls far away,
 Begetter of the herds of horse high-couraged on a day.
 Then thee, Selinus of the palms, I leave with happy wind,
 And coast the Lilybean shoals and tangled skerries blind.
 

But next the firth of Drepanum, the strand without a joy,
 Will have me. There I tossed so sore, the tempests’ very toy,
 O woe is me! my father lose, lightener of every care,
 Of every ill: me all alone, me weary, father dear,             710
 There wouldst thou leave; thou borne away from perils all for nought!
 Ah, neither Helenus the seer, despite the fears he taught,
 Nor grim Celæno in her wrath, this grief of soul forebode.
 This was the latest of my toils, the goal of all my road,
 For me departed thence some God to this your land did bear.”
 

So did the Father Æneas, with all at stretch to hear,
 Tell o’er the fateful ways of God, and of his wanderings teach:
 But here he hushed him at the last and made an end of speech.
 






  








BOOK IV.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

HEREIN IS TOLD OF THE GREAT LOVE OF DIDO, QUEEN OF CARTHAGE, AND THE WOEFUL ENDING OF HER.
 

Meanwhile the Queen, long smitten sore with sting of all desire,
 With very heart’s blood feeds the wound and wastes with hidden fire.
 And still there runneth in her mind the hero’s valiancy,
 And glorious stock; his words, his face, fast in her heart they lie:
 Nor may she give her body peace amid that restless pain.
 

But when the next day Phoebus’ lamp lit up the lands again,
 And now Aurora from the heavens had rent the mist apart,
 Sick-souled her sister she bespeaks, the sharer of her heart:
 “Sister, O me, this sleepless pain that fears me with unrest!
 O me, within our house and home this new-come wondrous guest!   10
 Ah, what a countenance and mien! in arms and heart how strong!
 Surely to trow him of the Gods it doth no wisdom wrong;
 For fear it is shows base-born souls. Woe’s me! how tossed about
 By fortune was he! how he showed war’s utter wearing out!
 And, but my heart for ever now were set immovably
 Never to let me long again the wedding bond to tie,
 Since love betrayed me first of all with him my darling dead,
 And were I not all weary-sick of torch and bridal bed,
 This sin alone of all belike my falling heart might trap;
 For, Anna, I confess it thee, since poor Sychæus’ hap,          20
 My husband dead, my hearth acold through murderous brother’s deed,
 This one alone hath touched the quick; this one my heart may lead
 Unto its fall: I feel the signs of fire of long agone.
 And yet I pray the deeps of earth beneath my feet may yawn,
 I pray the Father send me down bolt-smitten to the shades,
 The pallid shades of Erebus, the night that never fades,
 Before, O Shame, I shame thy face, or loose what thou hast tied!
 He took away the love from me, who bound me to his side
 That first of times. Ah, in the tomb let love be with him still!”
 

The tears arisen as she spake did all her bosom fill.           30
 But Anna saith: “Dearer to me than very light of day,
 Must thou alone and sorrowing wear all thy youth away,
 Nor see sweet sons, nor know the joys that gentle Venus brings?
 Deem’st thou dead ash or buried ghosts have heed of such-like things?
 So be it that thy sickened soul no man to yield hath brought
 In Libya as in Tyre; let be Iarbas set at nought,
 And other lords, whom Africa, the rich in battle’s bliss,
 Hath nursed: but now, with love beloved, — must thou be foe to this?
 Yea, hast thou not within thy mind amidst whose bounds we are?
 Here the Gætulian cities fierce, a folk unmatched in war,       40
 And hard Numidia’s bitless folk, and Syrtes’ guestless sand
 Lie round thee: there Barcæans wild, the rovers of the land,
 Desert for thirst: what need to tell of wars new-born in Tyre,
 And of thy murderous brother’s threats?
 Meseems by very will of Gods, by Juno’s loving mind,
 The Ilian keels run down their course before the following wind.
 Ah, what a city shalt thou see! how shall the lordship wax
 With such a spouse! with Teucrian arms our brothers at our backs
 Unto what glory of great deeds the Punic realm may reach!
 But thou, go seek the grace of Gods, with sacrifice beseech;    50
 Then take thy fill of guest-serving; weave web of all delays:
 The wintry raging of the sea, Orion’s watery ways,
 The way-worn ships, the heavens unmeet for playing seaman’s part.”
 

So saying, she blew the flame of love within her kindled heart,
 And gave her doubtful soul a hope and loosed the girth of shame.
 

Then straight they fare unto the shrines, by every altar’s flame
 Praying for peace; and hosts they slay, chosen as custom would,
 To Phoebus, Ceres wise of law, Father Lyæus good,
 But chiefest unto Juno’s might, that wedlock hath in care.
 There bowl in hand stands Dido forth, most excellently fair,    60
 And pours between the sleek cow’s horns; or to and fro doth pace
 Before the altars fat with prayer, ‘neath very godhead’s face,
 And halloweth in the day with gifts, and, gazing eagerly
 Amid the host’s yet beating heart, for answering rede must try.

 — Woe’s me! the idle mind of priests! what prayer, what shrine avails
 The wild with love! — and all the while the smooth flame never fails
 To eat her heart: the silent wound lives on within her breast:
 Unhappy Dido burneth up, and, wild with all unrest,
 For ever strays the city through: as arrow-smitten doe,
 Unwary, whom some herd from far hath drawn upon with bow        70
 Amid the Cretan woods, and left the swift steel in the sore,
 Unknowing: far in flight she strays the woods and thickets o’er,
 ‘Neath Dictæ’s heights; but in her flank still bears the deadly reed.
 

Now midmost of the city-walls Æneas doth she lead,
 And shows him the Sidonian wealth, the city’s guarded ways;
 And now she falls to speech, and now amidst a word she stays.
 Then at the dying of the day the feast she dights again,
 And, witless, once again will hear the tale of Ilium’s pain;
 And once more hangeth on the lips that tell the tale aloud.
 But after they were gone their ways, and the dusk moon did shroud   80
 Her light in turn, and setting stars bade all to sleep away,
 Lone in the empty house she mourns, broods over where he lay,
 Hears him and sees him, she apart from him that is apart
 Or, by his father’s image smit, Ascanius to her heart
 She taketh, if her utter love she may thereby beguile.
 No longer rise the walls begun, nor play the youth this while
 In arms, or fashion havens forth, or ramparts of the war:
 Broken is all that handicraft and mastery; idle are
 The mighty threatenings of the walls and engines wrought heaven high.
 

Now when the holy wife of Jove beheld her utterly               90
 Held by that plague, whose madness now not e’en her fame might stay,
 Then unto Venus, Saturn’s seed began such words to say:
 “Most glorious praise ye carry off, meseems, most wealthy spoil,
 Thou and thy Boy; wondrous the might, and long to tell the toil,
 Whereas two Gods by dint of craft one woman have o’erthrown.
 But well I wot, that through your fear of walls I call mine own,
 In welcome of proud Carthage doors your hearts may never trow.
 But what shall be the end hereof? where wends our contest now?
 What if a peace that shall endure, and wedlock surely bound,    99
 We fashion? That which all thine heart was set on thou hast found.
 For Dido burns: bone of her bone thy madness is today:
 So let us rule these folks as one beneath an equal sway:
 Let the doom be that she shall take a Phrygian man for lord,
 And to thine hand for dowry due her Tyrian folk award.”
 

But Venus felt that Juno’s guile within the word did live,
 Who lordship due to Italy to Libya fain would give,
 So thus she answered her again: “Who were so overbold
 To gainsay this? or who would wish war against thee to hold,
 If only this may come to pass, and fate the deed may seal?
 But doubtful drifts my mind of fate, if one same town and weal   110
 Jove giveth to the Tyrian folk and those from Troy outcast,
 If he will have those folks to blend and bind the treaty fast
 Thou art his wife: by prayer mayst thou prove all his purpose weighed.
 Set forth, I follow.”

                     Juno then took up the word and said:
 “Yea, that shall be my very work: how that which presseth now
 May be encompassed, hearken ye, in few words will I show:
 Æneas and the hapless queen are minded forth to fare
 For hunting to the thicket-side, when Titan first shall bear
 Tomorrow’s light aloft, and all the glittering world unveil:
 On them a darkening cloud of rain, blended with drift of hail,   120
 Will I pour down, while for the hunt the feathered snare-lines shake,
 And toils about the thicket go: all heaven will I awake
 With thunder, and their scattered folk the mid-mirk shall enwrap:
 Then Dido and the Trojan lord on one same cave shall hap;
 I will be there, and if to me thy heart be stable grown,
 In wedlock will I join the two and deem her all his own:
 And there shall be their bridal God.”

                                     Then Venus nought gainsaid,
 But, nodding yea, she smiled upon the snare before her laid.
 

Meanwhile Aurora risen up had left the ocean stream,
 And gateward throng the chosen youth in first of morning’s beam,   130
 And wide-meshed nets, and cordage-toils and broad-steeled spears abound,
 Massylian riders go their ways with many a scenting hound.
 The lords of Carthage by the door bide till the tarrying queen
 Shall leave her chamber: there, with gold and purple well beseen,
 The mettled courser stands, and champs the bit that bids him bide.
 At last she cometh forth to them with many a man beside:
 A cloak of Sidon wrapped her round with pictured border wrought,
 Her quiver was of fashioned gold, and gold her tresses caught;
 The gathering of her purple gown a golden buckle had.
 

Then come the Phrygian fellows forth; comes forth Iulus glad;   140
 Yea and Æneas’ very self is of their fellowship,
 And joins their band: in goodliness all those did he outstrip:
 E’en such as when Apollo leaves the wintry Lycian shore,
 And Xanthus’ stream, and Delos sees, his mother’s isle once more;
 And halloweth in the dance anew, while round the altars shout
 The Cretans and the Dryopes, and painted Scythian rout:
 He steps it o’er the Cynthus’ ridge, and leafy crown to hold
 His flowing tresses doth he weave, and intertwines the gold,
 And on his shoulders clang the shafts. Nor duller now passed on
 Æneas, from his noble face such wondrous glory shone.          150
 So come they to the mountain-side and pathless deer-fed ground,
 And lo, from hill-tops driven adown, how swift the wild goats bound
 Along the ridges: otherwhere across the open lea
 Run hart and hind, and gathering up their hornèd host to flee,
 Amid a whirling cloud of dust they leave the mountain-sides.
 But here the boy Ascanius the midmost valley rides,
 And glad, swift-horsed, now these he leaves, now those he flees before,
 And fain were he mid deedless herds to meet a foaming boar,
 Or see some yellow lion come the mountain-slopes adown.        159
 

Meanwhile with mighty murmuring sound confused the heavens are grown,
 And thereupon the drift of rain and hail upon them broke;
 Therewith the scattered Trojan youth, the Tyrian fellow-folk,
 The son of Venus’ Dardan son, scared through the meadows fly
 To diverse shelter, while the streams rush from the mountains high.
 

Then Dido and the Trojan lord meet in the self-same cave;
 Then Earth, first-born of everything, and wedding Juno gave
 The token; then the wildfires flashed, and air beheld them wed,
 And o’er their bridal wailed the nymphs in hill-tops overhead.
 

That day began the tide of death; that day the evil came;
 No more she heedeth eyes of men; no more she heedeth fame;     170
 No more hath Dido any thought a stolen love to win,
 But calls it wedlock: yea, e’en so she weaveth up the sin.
 

Straight through the mighty Libyan folks is Rumour on the wing — 
 Rumour, of whom nought swifter is of any evil thing:
 She gathereth strength by going on, and bloometh shifting oft!
 A little thing, afraid at first, she springeth soon aloft;
 Her feet are on the worldly soil, her head the clouds o’erlay.
 Earth, spurred by anger ‘gainst the Gods, begot her as they say,
 Of Coeus and Enceladus the latest sister-birth.
 Swift are her wings to cleave the air, swift-foot she treads the earth:   180
 A monster dread and huge, on whom so many as there lie
 The feathers, under each there lurks, O strange! a watchful eye;
 And there wag tongues, and babble mouths, and hearkening ears upstand
 As many: all a-dusk by night she flies ‘twixt sky and land
 Loud clattering, never shutting eye in rest of slumber sweet.
 By day she keepeth watch high-set on houses of the street,
 Or on the towers aloft she sits for mighty cities’ fear!
 And lies and ill she loves no less than sooth which she must bear.
 

She now, rejoicing, filled the folk with babble many-voiced,
 And matters true and false alike sang forth as she rejoiced:   190
 How here was come Æneas now, from Trojan blood sprung forth,
 Whom beauteous Dido deemed indeed a man to mate her worth:
 How winter-long betwixt them there the sweets of sloth they nursed,
 Unmindful of their kingdoms’ weal, by ill desire accursed.
 This in the mouth of every man the loathly Goddess lays,
 And thence to King Iarbas straight she wendeth on her ways,
 To set his mind on fire with words, and high his wrath to lead.
 

He, sprung from Garamantian nymph and very Ammon’s seed,
 An hundred mighty fanes to Jove, an hundred altars fair,
 Had builded in his wide domain, and set the watch-fire there,   200
 The everlasting guard of God: there fat the soil was grown
 With blood of beasts; the threshold bloomed with garlands diverse blown.
 He, saith the tale, all mad at heart, and fired with bitter fame,
 Amidmost of the might of God before the altars came,
 And prayed a many things to Jove with suppliant hands outspread:
 

“O Jupiter, almighty lord, to whom from painted bed
 The banqueting Maurusian folk Lenæan joy pours forth,
 Dost thou behold? O Father, is our dread of nothing worth
 When thou art thundering? Yea, forsooth, a blind fire of the clouds,
 An idle hubbub of the sky, our souls with terror loads!        210
 A woman wandering on our shore, who set her up e’en now
 A little money-cheapened town, to whom a field to plough
 And lordship of the place we gave, hath thrust away my word
 Of wedlock, and hath taken in Æneas for her lord:
 And now this Paris, hedged around with all his gelding rout,
 Mæonian mitre tied to chin, and wet hair done about,
 Sits on the prey while to thine house a many gifts we bear,
 Still cherishing an idle tale who our begetters were.”
 

The Almighty heard him as he prayed holding the altar-horns,
 And to the war-walls of the Queen his eyes therewith he turns,   220
 And sees the lovers heeding nought the glory of their lives;
 Then Mercury he calls to him, and such a bidding gives:
 “Go forth, O Son, the Zephyrs call, and glide upon the wing
 Unto the duke of Dardan men in Carthage tarrying,
 Who hath no eyes to see the walls that fate to him hath given:
 Speak to him, Son, and bear my words down the swift air of heaven:
 His fairest mother promised us no such a man at need,
 Nor claimed him twice from Greekish sword to live for such a deed.
 But Italy, the fierce in war, the big with empire’s brood,
 Was he to rule; to get for us from glorious Teucer’s blood     230
 That folk of folks, and all the world beneath his laws to lay.
 But if such glory of great deeds nought stirreth him today,
 Nor for his own fame hath he heart the toil to overcome,
 Yet shall the father grudge the son the towered heights of Rome?
 What doth he? tarrying for what hope among the enemy?
 And hath no eyes Ausonian sons, Lavinian land to see?
 Let him to ship! this is the doom; this word I bid thee bear.”
 

He spake: his mighty father’s will straight did the God prepare
 To compass, and his golden shoes first bindeth on his feet,
 E’en those which o’er the ocean plain aloft on feathers fleet,   240
 Or over earth swift bear him on before the following gale:
 And then his rod he takes, wherewith he calleth spirits pale
 From Orcus, or those others sends sad Tartarus beneath,
 And giveth sleep and takes away, and openeth eyes to death;
 The rod that sways the ocean-winds and rules the cloudy rack.
 Now winging way he comes in sight of peak and steepy back
 Of flinty Atlas, on whose head all heaven is set adown — 
 Of Atlas with the piny head, and never-failing crown
 Of mirky cloud, beat on with rain and all the winds that blow:   249
 A snow-cloak o’er his shoulders falls, and headlong streams overflow
 His ancient chin; his bristling beard with plenteous ice is done.
 There hovering on his poisèd wings stayed that Cyllenian one,
 And all his gathered body thence sent headlong toward the waves;
 Then like a bird the shores about, about the fishy caves,
 Skims low adown upon the wing the sea-plain’s face anigh,
 Not otherwise ‘twixt heaven and earth Cyllene’s God did fly;
 And now, his mother’s father great a long way left behind,
 Unto the sandy Libya’s shore he clave the driving wind.
 But when the cot-built place of earth he felt beneath his feet,
 He saw Æneas founding towers and raising houses meet:          260
 Starred was the sword about him girt with yellow jasper stone,
 The cloak that from his shoulders streamed with Tyrian purple shone:
 Fair things that wealthy Dido’s hand had given him for a gift,
 Who with the gleam of thready gold the purple web did shift.
 

Then brake the God on him: “Forsooth, tall Carthage wilt thou found,
 O lover, and a city fair raise up from out the ground?
 Woe’s me! thy lordship and thy deeds hast thou forgotten quite?
 The very ruler of the Gods down from Olympus bright
 Hath sent me, he whose majesty the earth and heavens obey;
 This was the word he bade me bear adown the windy way.         270
 What dost thou? hoping for what hope in Libya dost thou wear
 Thy days? if glorious fated things thine own soul may not stir,
 And heart thou lackest for thy fame the coming toil to wed,
 Think on Ascanius’ dawn of days and hope inherited,
 To whom is due the Italian realm and all the world of Rome!”
 

But when from out Cyllenius’ mouth such word as this had come,
 Amidst his speech he left the sight of men that die from day,
 And mid thin air from eyes of folk he faded far away.
 But sore the sight Æneas feared, and wit from out him drave;
 His hair stood up, amidst his jaws the voice within him clave.   280
 Bewildered by that warning word, and by that God’s command,
 He yearneth to depart and flee, and leave the lovely land.
 Ah, what to do? and with what word may he be bold to win
 Peace of the Queen all mad with love? what wise shall he begin?
 Hither and thither now he sends his mind all eager-swift,
 And bears it diversely away and runs o’er every shift:
 At last, as many things he weighed, this seemed the better rede.
 Mnestheus, Sergestus, straight he calls, Sergestus stout at need,
 And bids them dight ship silently and bring their folk to shore,
 And dight their gear, and cause thereof with lying cover o’er;   290
 While he himself, since of all this kind Dido knoweth nought,
 Nor of the ending of such love may ever have a thought,
 Will seek to draw anigh the Queen, seek time wherein the word
 May softliest be said to her, the matter lightliest stirred.
 So all they glad his bidding do, and get them to the work.
 

But who may hoodwink loving eyes? She felt the treason lurk
 About her life, and from the first saw all that was to be;
 Fearing indeed where no fear was. That Rumour wickedly
 Told her wild soul of ship-host armed and ready to set out;
 The heart died in her; all aflame she raves the town about,    300
 E’en as a Thyad, who, soul-smit by holy turmoil, hears
 The voice of Bacchus on the day that crowns the triple years,
 And mirk Cithæron through the night hath called her clamorous.
 

Unto Æneas at the last herself she speaketh thus:
 “O thou forsworn! and hast thou hoped with lies to cover o’er
 Such wickedness, and silently to get thee from my shore?
 Our love, it hath not held thee back? nor right hand given in faith
 Awhile agone? nor Dido doomed to die a bitter death?
 Yea, e’en beneath the winter heavens thy fleet thou gatherest
 In haste to fare across the main amid the north’s unrest       310
 O cruel! What if land unknown and stranger field and fold
 Thou sought’st not; if the ancient Troy stood as in days of old;
 Wouldst thou not still be seeking Troy across the wavy brine?

 — Yea, me thou fleest. O by these tears, by that right hand of thine,
 Since I myself have left myself unhappy nought but this,
 And by our bridal of that day and early wedding bliss,
 If ever I were worthy thanks, if sweet in aught I were,
 Pity a falling house! If yet be left a space for prayer,
 O then I pray thee put away this mind of evil things!
 Because of thee the Libyan folks, and those Numidian kings,    320
 Hate me, and Tyrians are my foes: yea, and because of thee
 My shame is gone, and that which was my heavenward road to be.
 My early glory. — Guest, to whom leav’st thou thy dying friend?
 Since of my husband nought but this is left me in the end.
 Why bide I till Pygmalion comes to lay my walls alow,
 Till taken by Getulian kings, Iarbas’ slave I go?
 Ah! if at least ere thou wert gone some child of thee I had!
 If yet Æneas in mine house might play a little lad,
 E’en but to bring aback the face of that beloved one,
 Then were I never vanquished quite, nor utterly undone.”       330
 

She spake: he, warned by Jove’s command, his eyes still steadfast held,
 And, striving, thrust his sorrow back, howso his heart-strings swelled:
 At last he answered shortly thus:

                                 “O Queen, though words may fail
 To tell thy lovingkindness, ne’er my heart belies the tale:
 Still shall it be a joy to think of sweet Elissa’s days
 While of myself I yet may think, while breath my body sways.
 Few words about the deed in hand: ne’er in my mind it came
 As flees a thief to flee from thee; never the bridal flame
 Did I hold forth, or plight my troth such matters to fulfil.
 If fate would let me lead a life according to my will,         340
 Might I such wise as pleaseth me my troubles lay to rest,
 By Troy-town surely would I bide among the ashes blest
 Of my beloved, and Priam’s house once more aloft should stand;
 New Pergamus for vanquished men should rise beneath my hand.
 But now Grynean Phoebus bids toward Italy the great
 To reach my hand; to Italy biddeth the Lycian fate:
 There is my love, there is my land. If Carthage braveries
 And lovely look of Libyan walls hold fast thy Tyrian eyes,
 Why wilt thou grudge the Teucrian men Ausonian dwelling-place?
 If we too seek the outland realm, for us too be there grace!   350
 Father Anchises, whensoever night covereth up the earth
 With dewy dark, and whensoe’er the bright stars come to birth,
 His troubled image midst of sleep brings warning word and fear.
 Ascanius weigheth on my heart with wrong of head so dear,
 Whom I beguile of fateful fields and realm of Italy.
 Yea, even now God’s messenger sent from the Jove on high,
 (Bear witness either head of us!) bore doom of God adown
 The eager wind: I saw the God enter the fair-walled town
 In simple light: I drank his voice, yea with these ears of mine.
 Cease then to burn up with thy wail my burdened heart and thine!   360
 Perforce I follow Italy.”
 

But now this long while, as he spake, athwart and wild she gazed,
 And here and there her eyeballs rolled, and strayed with silent look
 His body o’er; and at the last with heart of fire outbroke:
 “Traitor! no Goddess brought thee forth, nor Dardanus was first
 Of thine ill race; but Caucasus on spiky crags accurst
 Begot thee; and Hyrcanian dugs of tigers suckled thee.
 Why hide it now? why hold me back lest greater evil be?
 For did he sigh the while I wept? his eyes — what were they moved?
 Hath he been vanquished unto tears, or pitied her that loved?   370

 — Ah, is aught better now than aught, when Juno utter great,
 Yea and the Father on all this with evil eyen wait?
 All faith is gone! I took him in a stranded outcast, bare:
 Yea in my very throne and land, ah fool! I gave him share.
 His missing fleet I brought aback; from death I brought his friends.

 — Woe! how the furies burn me up! — Now seer Apollo sends,
 Now bidding send the Lycian lots; now sendeth Jove on high
 His messenger to bear a curse adown the windy sky!
 Such is the toil of Gods aloft; such are the cares that rack
 Their souls serene. — I hold thee not, nor cast thy words aback.   380
 Go down the wind to Italy! seek lordship o’er the sea!
 Only I hope amid the rocks, if any God there be,
 Thou shalt drink in thy punishment and call on Dido’s name
 Full oft: and I, though gone away, will follow with black flame;
 And when cold death from out my limbs my soul hath won away,
 I will be with thee everywhere; O wretch, and thou shalt pay.
 Ah, I shall hear; the tale of all shall reach me midst the dead.”
 

Therewith she brake her speech athwart, and sick at heart she fled
 The outer air, and turned away, and gat her from his eyes;
 Leaving him dallying with his fear, and turning many wise      390
 The words to say. Her serving-maids the fainting body weak,
 Bear back unto the marble room and on the pillows streak.
 

But god-fearing Æneas now, however fain he were
 To soothe her grief and with soft speech assuage her weary care,
 Much groaning, and the heart of him shaken with loving pain.
 Yet went about the God’s command and reached his ships again.
 Then fall the Teucrians on indeed, and over all the shore
 Roll the tall ships; the pitchy keel swims in the sea once more:
 They bear the oars still leaf-bearing: they bring the might of wood,
 Unwrought, so fain of flight they are,                         400
 Lo now their flitting! how they run from all the town in haste!
 E’en as the ants, the winter-wise, are gathered whiles to waste
 A heap of corn, and toil that same beneath their roof to lay,
 Forth goes the black troop mid the mead, and carries forth the prey
 Over the grass in narrow line: some strive with shoulder-might
 And push along a grain o’ergreat, some drive the line aright,
 Or scourge the loiterers: hot the work fares all along the road.
 

Ah Dido, when thou sawest all what heart in thee abode!
 What groans thou gavest when thou saw’st from tower-top the long strand
 A-boil with men all up and down; the sea on every hand         410
 Before thine eyes by stir of men torn into all unrest!
 O evil Love, where wilt thou not drive on a mortal breast?
 Lo, she is driven to weep again and pray him to be kind,
 And suppliant, in the bonds of love her lofty heart to bind,
 Lest she should leave some way untried and die at last for nought.
 

“Anna, thou seest the strand astir, the men together brought
 From every side, the canvas spread calling the breezes down.
 While joyful on the quarter-deck the sea-folk lay the crown.
 Sister, since I had might to think that such a thing could be,
 I shall have might to bear it now: yet do one thing for me,    420
 Poor wretch, O Anna: for to thee alone would he be kind,
 That traitor, and would trust to thee the inmost of his mind;
 And thou alone his softening ways and melting times dost know.
 O sister, speak a suppliant word to that high-hearted foe:
 I never swore at Aulis there to pluck up root and branch
 The Trojan folk; for Pergamus no war-ship did I launch:
 Anchises’ buried ghost from tomb I never tore away:
 Why will his ears be ever deaf to any word I say?
 Where hurrieth he? O let him give his wretched love one gift;
 Let him but wait soft sailing-tide, when fair the breezes shift.   430
 No longer for the wedding past, undone, I make my prayer,
 Nor that he cast his lordship by, and promised Latium fair.
 For empty time, for rest and stay of madness now I ask,
 Till Fortune teach the overthrown to learn her weary task.
 Sister, I pray this latest grace; O pity me today,
 And manifold when I am dead the gift will I repay.”
 

So prayed she: such unhappy words of weeping Anna bears,
 And bears again and o’er again: but him no weeping stirs,
 Nor any voice he hearkeneth now may turn him from his road:
 God shut the hero’s steadfast ears; fate in the way abode.     440
 As when against a mighty oak, strong growth of many a year,
 On this side and on that the blasts of Alpine Boreas bear,
 Contending which shall root it up: forth goes the roar, deep lie
 The driven leaves upon the earth from shaken bole on high.
 But fast it clingeth to the crag, and high as goes its head
 To heaven aloft, so deep adown to hell its roots are spread.
 E’en so by ceaseless drift of words the hero every wise
 Is battered, and the heavy care deep in his bosom lies;
 Steadfast the will abides in him; the tears fall down for nought.
 Ah, and unhappy Dido then the very death besought,             450
 Outworn by fate: the hollow heaven has grown a sight to grieve.
 And for the helping of her will, that she the light may leave,
 She seeth, when mid the frankincense her offering she would lay,
 The holy water blackening there, O horrible to say!
 The wine poured forth turned into blood all loathly as it fell.
 Which sight to none, not e’en unto her sister, would she tell.
 Moreover, to her first-wed lord there stood amidst the house
 A marble shrine, the which she loved with worship marvellous,
 And bound it was with snowy wool and leafage of delight;       459
 Thence heard she, when the earth was held in mirky hand of night,
 Strange sounds come forth, and words as if her husband called his own.
 And o’er and o’er his funeral song the screech-owl wailed alone,
 And long his lamentable tale from high aloft was rolled.
 And many a saying furthermore of god-loved seers of old
 Fears her with dreadful memory: all wild amid her dreams
 Cruel Æneas drives her on, and evermore she seems
 Left all alone; and evermore a road that never ends,
 Mateless, and seeking through the waste her Tyrian folk, she wends.
 As raving Pentheus saw the rout of that Well-willing Folk,
 When twofold sun and twofold Thebes upon his eyes outbroke:    470
 Or like as Agamemnon’s son is driven across the stage,
 Fleeing his mother’s fiery hand that bears the serpent’s rage,
 While there the avenging Dreadful Ones upon the threshold sit.
 

But when she gave the horror birth, and, grief-worn, cherished it,
 And doomed her death, then with herself she planned its time and guise,
 And to her sister sorrowing sore spake word in such a wise,
 Covering her end with cheerful face and calm and hopeful brow:
 “Kinswoman, I have found a way, (joy with thy sister now!)
 Whereby to bring him back to me or let me loose from him.
 Adown beside the setting sun, hard on the ocean’s rim,         480
 Lies the last world of Æthiops, where Atlas mightiest grown
 Upon his shoulder turns the pole with burning stars bestrown.
 A priestess thence I met erewhile, come of Massylian seed,
 The warden of the West-maid’s fane, and wont the worm to feed,
 Mingling for him the honey-juice with poppies bearing sleep,
 Whereby she maketh shift on tree the hallowed bough to keep.
 She by enchantment takes in hand to loose what hearts she will,
 But other ones at need will she with heavy sorrows fill;
 And she hath craft to turn the stars and back the waters beat,
 Call up the ghosts that fare by night, make earth beneath thy feet   490
 Cry out, and ancient ash-trees draw the mountain-side adown.
 Dear heart, I swear upon the Gods, I swear on thee, mine own
 And thy dear head, that I am loath with magic craft to play.
 But privily amid the house a bale for burning lay
 ‘Neath the bare heaven, and pile on it the arms that evil one
 Left in the chamber: all he wore, the bridal bed whereon
 My days were lost: for so ’tis good: the priestess showeth me
 All tokens of the wicked man must perish utterly.”
 

No more she spake, but with the word her face grew deadly white.
 But Anna sees not how she veiled her death with new-found rite,   500
 Nor any thought of such a deed her heart encompasseth;
 Nor fears she heavier things to come than at Sychæus’ death.
 Wherefore she takes the charge in hand.
 

But now the Queen, that bale being built amid the inner house
 ‘Neath the bare heavens, piled high with fir and cloven oak enow,
 Hangeth the garlands round the place, and crowns the bale with bough
 That dead men use: the weed he wore, his very effigy,
 His sword, she lays upon the bed, well knowing what shall be.
 There stand the altars, there the maid, wild with her scattered hair,
 Calls Chaos, Erebus, and those three hundred godheads there,   510
 And Hecate triply fashionèd to maiden Dian’s look;
 Water she scattered, would-be wave of dark Avernus’ brook;
 And herbs she brought, by brazen shears ‘neath moonlight harvested,
 All downy-young, though inky milk of venomed ill they shed.
 She brings the love-charm snatched away from brow of new-born foal
 Ere yet the mother snatcheth it.
 Dido herself the altars nigh, meal in her hallowed hands,
 With one foot of its bindings bare, and ungirt raiment stands,
 And dying calls upon the Gods, and stars that fateful fare;
 And then if any godhead is, mindful and just to care           520
 For unloved lovers, unto that she sendeth up the prayer.
 

Now night it was, and everything on earth had won the grace
 Of quiet sleep: the woods had rest, the wildered waters’ face:
 It was the tide when stars roll on amid their courses due,
 And all the tilth is hushed, and beasts, and birds of many a hue;
 And all that is in waters wide, and what the waste doth keep
 In thicket rough, amid the hush of night-tide lay asleep,
 And slipping off the load of care forgat their toilsome part.
 But ne’er might that Phoenician Queen, that most unhappy heart,
 Sink into sleep, or take the night unto her eyes and breast:   530
 Her sorrows grow, and love again swells up with all unrest,
 And ever midst her troubled wrath rolls on a mighty tide;
 And thus she broods and turns it o’er and o’er on every side.
 

“Ah, whither now? Shall I bemocked my early lovers try,
 And go Numidian wedlock now on bended knee to buy:
 I, who so often scorned to take their bridal-bearing hands?
 Or shall I, following Ilian ships, bear uttermost commands
 Of Teucrian men, because my help their lightened hearts makes kind;
 Because the thank for deed I did lies ever on their mind?
 But if I would, who giveth leave, or takes on scornful keel    540
 The hated thing? Thou knowest not, lost wretch, thou may’st not feel,
 What treason of Laomedon that folk for ever bears.
 What then? and shall I follow lone the joyous mariners?
 Or, hedged with all my Tyrian host, upon them shall I bear,
 Driving again across the sea those whom I scarce might tear
 From Sidon’s city, forcing them to spread their sails abroad?
 Nay, stay thy grief with steel, and die, and reap thy due reward!
 Thou, sister, conquered by my tears, wert first this bane to lay
 On my mad soul, and cast my heart in that destroyer’s way.
 Why was I not allowed to live without the bridal bed,          550
 Sackless and free as beasts afield, with no woes wearièd?
 Why kept I not the faith of old to my Sychæus sworn?”
 Such wailing of unhappy words from out her breast was torn.
 

Æneas on the lofty deck meanwhile, assured of flight,
 Was winning sleep, since every need of his was duly dight;
 When lo! amid the dreams of sleep that shape of God come back,
 Seemed once again to warn him thus: nor yet the face did lack
 Nor anything of Mercury; both voice and hue was there,
 And loveliness of youthful limbs and length of yellow hair:    559
 “O Goddess-born, and canst thou sleep through such a tide as this?
 And seest thou not how round about the peril gathered is?
 And, witless, hear’st not Zephyr blow with gentle, happy wind?
 For treason now and dreadful deed she turneth in her mind,
 Assured of death; and diversely the tide of wrath sets in.
 Why fleest thou not in haste away, while haste is yet to win?
 Thou shalt behold the sea beat up with oar-blade, and the brand
 Gleam dire against thee, and one flame shall run adown the strand,
 If thee tomorrow’s dawn shall take still lingering on this shore.
 Up! tarry not! for woman’s heart is shifting evermore.”
 

So saying, amid the mirk of night he mingled and was lost.     570
 And therewithal Æneas, feared by sudden-flitting ghost,
 Snatching his body forth from sleep, stirs up his folk at need:
 “Wake ye, and hurry now, O men! get to the thwarts with speed,
 And bustle to unfurl the sails! here sent from heaven again
 A God hath spurred us on to flight, and biddeth hew atwain
 The hempen twine. O holy God, we follow on thy way,
 Whatso thou art; and glad once more thy bidding we obey.
 O be with us! give gracious aid; set stars the heaven about
 To bless our ways!”

                   And from the sheath his lightning sword flew out
 E’en as he spake: with naked blade he smote the hawser through,   580
 And all are kindled at his flame; they hurry and they do.
 The shore is left, with crowd of keels the sight of sea is dim;
 Eager they whirl the spray aloft, as o’er the blue they skim.
 

And now Aurora left alone Tithonus’ saffron bed,
 And first light of another day across the world she shed.
 But when the Queen from tower aloft beheld the dawn grow white,
 And saw the ships upon their way with fair sails trimmed aright,
 And all the haven shipless left, and reach of empty strand,
 Then thrice and o’er again she smote her fair breast with her hand,
 And rent her yellow hair, and cried, “Ah, Jove! and is he gone?   590
 And shall a very stranger mock the lordship I have won?
 Why arm they not? Why gather not from all the town in chase?
 Ho ye! why run ye not the ships down from their standing-place?
 Quick, bring the fire! shake out the sails! hard on the oars to sea!

 — What words are these, or where am I? What madness changeth me?
 Unhappy Dido! now at last thine evil deed strikes home.
 Ah, better when thou mad’st him lord — lo whereunto are come
 His faith and troth who erst, they say, his country’s house-gods held
 The while he took upon his back his father spent with eld?     599
 Why! might I not have shred him up, and scattered him piecemeal
 About the sea, and slain his friends, his very son, with steel,
 Ascanius on his father’s board for dainty meat to lay?
 But doubtful, say ye, were the fate of battle? Yea, O yea!
 What might I fear, who was to die? — if I had borne the fire
 Among their camp, and filled his decks with flame, and son and sire
 Quenched with their whole folk, and myself had cast upon it all!

 — O Sun, whose flames on every deed earth doeth ever fall,
 O Juno, setter-forth and seer of these our many woes,
 Hecate, whose name howled out a-nights o’er city crossway goes,
 Avenging Dread Ones, Gods that guard Elissa perishing,         610
 O hearken! turn your might most meet against the evil thing!
 O hearken these our prayers! and if the doom must surely stand,
 And he, the wicked head, must gain the port and swim aland,
 If Jove demand such fixèd fate and every change doth bar,
 Yet let him faint mid weapon-strife and hardy folk of war!
 And let him, exiled from his house, torn from Iulus, wend,
 Beseeching help mid wretched death of many and many a friend.
 And when at last he yieldeth him to pact of grinding peace,
 Then short-lived let his lordship be, and lovèd life’s increase.
 And let him fall before his day, unburied on the shore!        620
 Lo this I pray, this last of words forth with my blood I pour.
 And ye, O Tyrians, ‘gainst his race that is, and is to be,
 Feed full your hate! When I am dead send down this gift to me:
 No love betwixt the peoples twain, no troth for anything!
 And thou, Avenger of my wrongs, from my dead bones outspring,
 To bear the fire and the sword o’er Dardan-peopled earth
 Now or hereafter; whensoe’er the day brings might to birth.
 I pray the shore against the shore, the sea against the sea,
 The sword ‘gainst sword — fight ye that are, and ye that are to be!”
 

So sayeth she, and everywise she turns about her mind          630
 How ending of the loathèd light she speediest now may find.
 And few words unto Barce spake, Sychæus’ nurse of yore;
 For the black ashes held her own upon the ancient shore:
 “Dear nurse, my sister Anna now bring hither to my need,
 And bid her for my sprinkling-tide the running water speed;
 And bid her have the hosts with her, and due atoning things:
 So let her come; but thou, thine head bind with the holy strings;
 For I am minded now to end what I have set afoot,
 And worship duly Stygian Jove and all my cares uproot;
 Setting the flame beneath the bale of that Dardanian head.”    640
 

She spake; with hurrying of eld the nurse her footsteps sped.
 But Dido, trembling, wild at heart with her most dread intent,
 Rolling her blood-shot eyes about, her quivering cheeks besprent
 With burning flecks, and otherwhere dead white with death drawn nigh
 Burst through the inner doorways there and clomb the bale on high,
 Fulfilled with utter madness now, and bared the Dardan blade,
 Gift given not for such a work, for no such ending made.
 There, when upon the Ilian gear her eyen had been set,
 And bed well known, ‘twixt tears and thoughts awhile she lingered yet;
 Then brooding low upon the bed her latest word she spake:      650
 

“O raiment dear to me while Gods and fate allowed, now take
 This soul of mine and let me loose from all my woes at last!
 I, I have lived, and down the way fate showed to me have passed;
 And now a mighty shade of me shall go beneath the earth!
 A glorious city have I raised, and brought my walls to birth,
 Avenged my husband, made my foe, my brother, pay the pain:
 Happy, ah, happy overmuch were all my life-days’ gain,
 If never those Dardanian keels had drawn our shores anigh.”
 

She spake: her lips lay on the bed: “Ah, unavenged to die!
 But let me die! Thus, thus ’tis good to go into the night!     660
 Now let the cruel Dardan eyes drink in the bale-fire’s light,
 And bear for sign across the sea this token of my death.”
 

Her speech had end: but on the steel, amid the last word’s breath,
 They see her fallen; along the blade they see her blood foam out,
 And all her hands besprent therewith: wild fly the shrieks about
 The lofty halls, and Rumour runs mad through the smitten town.
 The houses sound with women’s wails and lamentable groan;
 The mighty clamour of their grief rings through the upper skies.
 ’Twas e’en as if all Carthage fell mid flood of enemies,
 Or mighty Tyre of ancient days, — as if the wildfire ran        670
 Rolling about the roof of God and dwelling-place of man.
 

Half dead her sister heard, and rushed distraught and trembling there,
 With nail and fist befouling all her face and bosom fair:
 She thrust amidst them, and by name called on the dying Queen:
 “O was it this my sister, then! guile in thy word hath been!
 And this was what the bale, the fire, the altars wrought for me!
 Where shall I turn so left alone? Ah, scorned was I to be
 For death-fellow! thou shouldst have called me too thy way to wend.
 One sword-pang should have been for both, one hour to make an end.
 Built I with hands, on Father-Gods with crying did I cry       680
 To be away, a cruel heart, from thee laid down to die?
 O sister, me and thee, thy folk, the fathers of the land,
 Thy city hast thou slain —— O give, give water to my hand,
 And let me wash the wound, and if some last breath linger there,
 Let my mouth catch it!”

                       Saying so she reached the topmost stair,
 And to her breast the dying one she fondled, groaning sore,
 And with her raiment strove to staunch the black and flowing gore.
 Then Dido strove her heavy lids to lift, but back again
 They sank, and deep within her breast whispered the deadly bane:
 Three times on elbow struggling up a little did she rise,      690
 And thrice fell back upon the bed, and sought with wandering eyes
 The light of heaven aloft, and moaned when it was found at last.
 

Then on her long-drawn agony did Juno pity cast,
 Her hard departing; Iris then she sent from heaven on high,
 And bade her from the knitted limbs the struggling soul untie.
 For since by fate she perished not, nor waited death-doom given,
 But hapless died before her day by sudden fury driven,
 Not yet the tress of yellow hair had Proserpine off-shred,
 Nor unto Stygian Orcus yet had doomed her wandering head.
 So Iris ran adown the sky on wings of saffron dew,             700
 And colours shifting thousandfold against the sun she drew,
 And overhead she hung: “So bid, from off thee this I bear,
 Hallowed to Dis, and charge thee now from out thy body fare.”
 

She spake and sheared the tress away; then failed the life-heat spent
 And forth away upon the wind the spirit of her went.
 






  








BOOK V.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

ÆNEAS MAKING FOR ITALY IS STAYED BY CONTRARY WINDS, WHEREFORE HE SAILETH TO SICILY, AND, COMING TO THE TOMB OF HIS FATHER ANCHISES, HOLDETH SOLEMN GAMES THEREAT, AND IN THE END GOETH HIS WAY TO ITALY AGAIN.
 

Meanwhile Æneas with his ships the mid-sea way did hold
 Steadfast, and cut the dusky waves before the north wind rolled,
 Still looking back upon the walls now litten by the flame
 Of hapless Dido: though indeed whence so great burning came
 They knew not; but the thought of grief that comes of love defiled
 How great it is, what deed may come of woman waxen wild,
 Through woeful boding of the sooth the Teucrians’ bosoms bore.
 

But when the ships the main sea held, nor had they any more
 The land in sight, but sea around and sky around was spread,
 A coal-blue cloud drew up to them, that hanging overhead        10
 Bore night and storm: feared ‘neath the dark the waters trembling lie.
 Then called the helmsman Palinure from lofty deck on high:
 “Ah, wherefore doth such cloud of storm gird all the heavens about?
 What will ye, Father Neptune, now?”

                                    Therewith he crieth out
 To gather all the tackling in, and hard on oars to lay,
 And slopeth sail across the wind; and so such word doth say:
 “Great-souled Æneas, e’en if Jove my borrow now should be,
 ‘Neath such a sky I might not hope to make our Italy:
 The changed winds roar athwart our course, and from the west grown black
 They rise; while o’er the face of heaven gathers the cloudy rack.   20
 Nor have we might to draw a-head, nor e’en to hold our own.
 Wherefore since Fortune hath prevailed, by way that she hath shown,
 Whither she calleth, let us turn: methinks the way but short
 To brother-land of Eryx leal and safe Sicanian port,
 If I may read the stars aright that erst I bare in mind.”
 

Quoth good Æneas: “Now for long that suchwise would the wind
 I saw, and how thou heldest head against it all in vain:
 Shift sail and go about; what land may sweeter be to gain,
 Or whither would I liefer turn my keels from beat of sea,
 Than that which yet the Dardan lord Acestes holds for me,       30
 That holds my very father’s bones, Anchises, in its breast?”
 

They seek the haven therewithal, and fair and happy west
 Swelleth the sails: o’er whirl of waves full speedily they wend,
 And glad to that familiar sand they turn them in the end:
 But there Acestes meeteth them, who from a mountain high
 All wondering had seen afar the friendly ships draw nigh.
 With darts he bristled, and was clad in fell of Libyan bear.
 Him erst unto Crimisus’ flood a Trojan mother fair
 Brought forth: and now, forgetting nought his mother’s folk of old,
 He welcomes them come back again with wealth of field and fold,   40
 And solaces the weary men with plenteous friendly cheer.
 

But when the stars in first of dawn fled from the morrow clear,
 Æneas called upon the shore assembly of his folk,
 And standing high aloft on mound such words to tell he spoke:
 “O mighty Dardan men, O folk from blood of Godhead born,
 The yearly round is all fulfilled, with lapse of months outworn,
 Since when my godlike father’s husk and bones of him we laid
 Amid the mould, and heavy sad the hallowed altars made:
 And now meseems the day is here, for evermore to me
 A bitter day, a worshipped day. — So God would have it be!       50
 Yea should it find me outcast man on great Getulia’s sand,
 Or take me in the Argive sea, or mid Mycenæ’s land,
 Yet yearly vows, and pomps that come in due recurring while,
 Still should I pay, and gifts most meet upon the altar pile.
 Now to my father’s bones, indeed, and ashes are we brought
 By chance; yet not, meseems, without the Godhead’s will and thought
 Are we come here, to lie in peace within a friendly bay.
 So come, and let all worship here the glory of the day;
 Pray we the winds, that year by year this worship may be done
 In temples dedicate to him within my city won.                  60
 Troy-born Acestes giveth you two head of hornèd beasts
 For every ship; so see ye bid the House-gods to your feasts,
 Both them of Troy and them our host Acestes loveth here.
 Moreover, if the ninth dawn hence Aurora shall uprear
 For health of men, and with her rays earth’s coverlit shall lift,
 For Teucrians will I fast set forth the race for galleys swift:
 Then whosoe’er is fleet of foot, or bold of might and main,
 Or with the dart or eager shaft a better prize may gain,
 Or whoso hath the heart to play in fight-glove of raw hide,
 Let all be there, and victory’s palm and guerdon due abide.     70
 Clean be all mouths! and gird with leaves the temple of the head.”
 

His mother’s bush he did on brow e’en as the word he said;
 The like did Helymus, the like Acestes ripe of eld,
 The like the boy Ascanius, yea, and all that manner held.
 Then from that council to the tomb that duke of men did pass;
 Mid many thousands, he the heart of all that concourse was.
 There, worshipping, on earth he pours in such wise as was good
 Two cups of mere wine, two of milk, and two of holy blood,
 And scatters purple flowers around; and then such words he said:
 “Hail, holy father! hail once more! hail, ashes visited         80
 Once more for nought! hail, father-shade and spirit sweet in vain!
 Forbid with me that Italy to seek, that fated plain,
 With me Ausonian Tiber-flood, whereso it be, to seek.”
 

He spake: but from the lowest mound a mighty serpent sleek
 Drew seven great circles o’er the earth, and glided sevenfold,
 Passing in peace the tomb around, and o’er the altars rolled:
 Blue stripèd was the back of him, and all his scales did glow
 With glitter of fine flecks of gold; e’en as the cloud-hung bow
 A thousand shifting colours fair back from the sun he cast.
 Æneas wondered at the sight; but on the serpent passed,         90
 And ‘twixt the bowls and smoothèd cups his long array he wound,
 Tasting the hallowed things; and so he gat him underground
 Beneath the tomb again, and left the altars pastured o’er.
 

Heartened hereby, his father’s soul Æneas worshipped more,
 And, doubtful, deemeth it to be Anchises’ guardian ghost
 Or godhead of the place: so there he slayeth double host,
 As custom would; two black-backed steers, and e’en as many swine,
 And calleth on his father’s soul with pouring of the wine,
 On great Anchises’ glorious ghost from Acheron set free.
 From out their plenty therewithal his fellows joyfully         100
 Give gifts, and load the altar-stead, and smite the steers adown.
 While others serve the seething brass, and o’er the herbage strown
 Set coaly morsels ‘neath the spit, and roast the inner meat.
 

And now the looked-for day was come with simple light and sweet,
 And Phaeton’s horses shining bright the ninth dawn in did bear.
 Fame and the name Acestes had the neighbouring people stir
 To fill the shore with joyful throng, Æneas’ folk to see:
 But some were dight amid the games their strife-fellows to be.
 There first before the eyes of men the gifts to come they lay
 Amid the course; as hallowed bowls, and garlands of green bay,   110
 And palms, the prize of victory, weapons, and raiment rolled
 In purple, and a talent’s weight of silver and of gold;
 Then blast of horn from midst the mound the great games halloweth in:
 Four ships from all the fleet picked out will first the race begin
 With heavy oars; well matched are they for speed and rowers’ tale:
 Hereof did Mnestheus’ eager oars drive on the speedy Whale,
 Mnestheus to be of Italy, whence cometh Memmius’ name.
 The huge Chimæra’s mountain mass was Gyas set to tame;
 There on that city of a ship threesome its rowing plies
 The Dardan youth; the banks of oars in threefold order rise.   120
 Sergestus next, the name whereof the Sergian house yet bears,
 Is ferried by the Centaur great: last in blue Scylla steers
 Cloanthus, whence the name of thee, Cluentius, man of Rome.
 

Far mid the sea a rock there is, facing the shore-line’s foam,
 Which, beat by overtoppling waves, is drowned and hidden oft,
 What time the stormy North-west hides the stars in heaven aloft:
 But otherwhiles it lies in peace when nought the sea doth move,
 And riseth up a meadow fair that sunning sea-gulls love.
 There a green goal Æneas raised, dight of a leafy oak,
 To be a sign of turning back to that sea-faring folk,          130
 That fetching compass round the same their long course they might turn.
 

So then by lot they take their place: there on the deck they burn.
 The captains, goodly from afar in gold and purple show:
 The other lads with poplar-leaf have garlanded the brow,
 And with the oil poured over them their naked shoulders shine.
 They man the thwarts; with hearts a-stretch they hearken for the sign,
 With arms a-stretch upon the oars; hard tugs the pulse of fear
 About their bounding hearts, hard strains the lust of glory dear.
 But when the clear horn gives the sound, forthwith from where they lie
 They leap away; the seamen’s shouts smite up against the sky,   140
 The upturned waters froth about as home the arms are borne:
 So timely they the furrows cut, and all the sea uptorn
 Is cloven by the sweep of oars and bows’ three-headed push.

 — Nay, nought so swift in twi-yoke race forth from the barriers rush
 The scattered headlong chariots on to wear the space of plain,
 Nor eager so the charioteers shake waves along the rein
 Above the hurrying yoke, as hung over the lash they go.

 — Then with the shouts and praise of men, and hope cast to and fro,
 Rings all the grove; the cliff-walled shore rolleth great voice around,
 And beating ‘gainst the mountain-side the shattering shouts rebound.   150
 

Before the others Gyas flies, and first the waves doth skim
 Betwixt the throng and roar, but hard Cloanthus presseth him;
 Who, better manned, is held aback by sluggish weight of pine.
 ‘Twixt Whale and Centaur after these the edge of strife is fine,
 And hard they struggle each with each to win the foremost place.
 Now the Whale hath it; beaten now is foregone in the race
 By the huge Centaur; head and head now follow on the two,
 As the long keel of either one the salt sea furrows through.
 

But now they drew anigh the holm, the goal close on them gave,
 When Gyas first and conquering there amid the whirl of wave    160
 Unto the helmsman of his ship, Menoetes, cries command:
 “And why so far unto the right? turn hither to this hand!
 Hug thou the shore; let the blades graze the very rocks a-lee.
 Let others hold the deep!”

                          No less unto the wavy sea
 Menoetes, fearing hidden rocks, still turns away the bow:
 Gyas would shout him back again: “Menoetes, whither now?
 Steer for the rocks!”

                     And therewithal, as back his eyes he cast.
 He sees Cloanthus hard at heel and gaining on him fast;
 Who, grazing on this hand and that the rocks and Gyas’ ship,
 Now suddenly by leeward course a-head of all doth slip,        170
 And leaving clear the goal behind hath open water’s gain.
 Then unto Gyas’ very bones deep burns the wrathful pain;
 Nor did his cheeks lack tears indeed: forgetting honour’s trust,
 Forgetting all his fellows’ weal, Menoetes doth he thrust
 Headlong from off the lofty deck into the sea adown,
 And takes the tiller, helmsman now and steering-master grown;
 He cheers his men, and toward the shore the rudder wresteth round.
 Menoetes, heavy, hardly won up from the ocean’s ground,
 (For he was old, and floods enow fulfilled his dripping gear,)
 Made for the holm and sat him down upon the dry rock there:    180
 The Teucrians laughed to see him fall, and laughed to see him swim,
 And laugh to see him spue the brine back from the heart of him.
 

Now Mnestheus’ and Sergestus’ hope began anew to spring,
 That they might outgo Gyas yet amid his tarrying:
 Of whom Sergestus draws ahead and nears the rocky holm;
 But not by all his keel indeed the other did o’ercome,
 But by the half; the eager Whale amidships held her place,
 Where Mnestheus midst the men themselves now to and fro did pace,
 Egging them on: “Now, now!” he cries; “up, up, on oar-heft high!
 Fellows of Hector, whom I chose when Troy last threw the die!   190
 Now put ye forth your ancient heart, put forth the might of yore,
 Wherewith amid Getulian sand, Ionian sea ye bore;
 The heart and might ye had amidst Malea’s following wave!
 I, Mnestheus, seek not victory now, nor foremost place to save.

 — Yet, O my heart! but let them win to whom thou giv’st the crown,
 O Neptune! — but the shameful last! O townsmen, beat it down.
 And ban such horror!”

                      Hard on oars they lie mid utter throes,
 And quivereth all the brazen ship beneath their mighty blows;
 The sea’s floor slippeth under them; the ceaseless pantings shake   199
 Their limbs and parchèd mouths, and still the sweat-streams never slake.
 But very chance those strivers gave the prize they struggled for,
 Since now Sergestus, hot at heart, while to the stony shore
 He clingeth innerward, is come into the treacherous strait,
 And hapless driveth on the rocks thrust forth for such a fate:
 The cliffs are shaken and the oars against the flinty spikes
 Snap crashing, and the prow thrust up yet hangeth where it strikes:
 Up start the seafarers, and raise great hubbub tarrying;
 Then sprits all iron-shod and poles sharp-ended forth they bring
 To bear her off, and gather oars a-floating in the wash.
 

But Mnestheus, whetted by his luck, joyful, with hurrying dash   210
 Of timely-beating oars, speeds forth, and praying breezes on,
 O’er waters’ slope adown the sea’s all open way doth run:

 — E’en as a pigeon in a cave stirred suddenly from rest,
 Who in the shady pumice-rock hath house and happy nest;
 Scared ‘neath the roof she beateth forth with mighty flap of wings,
 And flieth, borne adown the fields, till in soft air she swings,
 And floateth on the flowing way, nor scarce a wing doth move;

 — So Mnestheus, so the Whale herself, the latter waters clove,
 So with the way erst made on her she flew on swift and soft;
 And first Sergestus doth she leave stayed on the rock aloft,   220
 Striving in shallows’ tanglement, calling for help in vain,
 And learning with his broken oars a little way to gain.
 Then Gyas and Chimæra’s bulk he holdeth hard in chase,
 Who, from her lack of helmsman lost, must presently give place.
 And now at very end of all Cloanthus is the last
 With whom to deal: his most he strives, and presseth on him fast.
 Then verily shout thrusts on shout, and all with all goodwill
 Cry on the chase; their echoing noise the very lift doth fill.
 These, thinking shame of letting fall their hardly-gotten gain
 Of glory’s meed, to buy the praise with very life are fain;    230
 Those, fed on good-hap, all things may, because they deem they may:
 The twain, perchance, head laid to head, had won the prize that day,
 But if Cloanthus both his palms had stretched to seaward there,
 And called upon the Gods to aid and poured forth eager prayer:
 

“O Gods, whose lordship is the sea, whose waters I run o’er,
 Now glad will I, your debtor bound, by altars on the shore
 Bring forth for you a snow-white bull, and cast amid the brine
 His inner meat, and pour abroad a flowing of fair wine.”
 

He spake, and all the Nereids’ choir hearkened the words he said
 Down ‘neath the waves, and Phorcus’ folk, and Panopea the maid;   240
 Yea, and the sire Portunus thrust the keel with mighty hand
 Upon its way, and arrow-swift it flew on toward the land,
 Swift as the South, and there at rest in haven deep it lies.
 

But now Anchises’ seed, all men being summoned in due wise,
 Proclaims Cloanthus victor there by loud-voiced herald’s shout,
 And with green garland of the bay he does his brows about;
 Then biddeth them to choose the gifts, for every ship three steers,
 And wine, and every crew therewith great weight of silver bears.
 And glorious gifts he adds withal to every duke of man:
 A gold-wrought cloak the victor hath, about whose rim there ran   250
 A plenteous double wavy stream of Meliboean shell,
 And leafy Ida’s kingly boy thereon was pictured well.
 A-following up the fleeing hart with spear and running fleet;
 Eager he seemed as one who pants; then him with hookèd feet
 Jove’s shield-bearer hath caught, and up with him from Ida flies,
 And there the ancient masters stretch vain palms unto the skies,
 While bark of staring hunting-hound beats fierce at upper air.
 

Then next for him who second place of might and valour bare
 A mail-coat wove of polished rings with threefold wire of gold,
 Which from Demoleos the King had stripped in days of old,      260
 A conqueror then by Simoïs swift beneath high-builded Troy,
 He giveth now that lord to have a safeguard and a joy;
 Its many folds his serving-men, Phegeus and Sagaris,
 Scarce bore on toiling shoulders joined, yet clad in nought but this
 Swift ran Demoleos following on the Trojans disarrayed.
 

A third gift then he setteth forth, twin cauldrons brazen made,
 And silver bowls with picturing fret and wrought with utter pain.
 

And now when all had gotten gifts, and glorying in their gain,
 Were wending with the filleting of purple round the brow,
 Lo, gotten from the cruel rock with craft and toil enow,       270
 With missing oars, and all one board unhandy and foredone,
 His ship inglorious and bemocked, Sergestus driveth on.

 — As with an adder oft it haps caught on the highway’s crown,
 Aslant by brazen tire of wheel, or heavy pebble thrown
 By wayfarer, hath left him torn and nigh unto his end:
 Who writhings wrought for helpless flight through all his length doth send,
 And one half fierce with burning eyes uprears a hissing crest,
 The other half, with wounds all halt, still holding back the rest;
 He knitteth him in many a knot and on himself doth slip.

 — E’en such the crawling of the oars that drave the tarrying ship.   280
 But they hoist sail on her, and so the harbour-mouth make shift
 To win: and there Æneas gives Sergestus promised gift,
 Blithe at his saving of the ship, and fellows brought aback:
 A maid he hath, who not a whit of Pallas’ art doth lack.
 Of Crete she is, and Pholoë called, and twins at breast she bears.
 

Now all that strife being overpast, the good Æneas fares
 To grassy meads girt all about by hollow wooded hills,
 Where theatre-wise the racing-course the midmost valley fills.
 Thereto the hero, very heart of many a thousand men,
 Now wendeth, and on seat high-piled he sits him down again.    290
 There whosoever may have will to strive in speedy race
 He hearteneth on with hope of gift, and shows the prize and grace.
 So from all sides Sicilians throng, and Trojan fellowship.
 Euryalus and Nisus first.
 Euryalus for goodliness and youth’s first blossom famed,
 Nisus for fair love of the youth; then after these are named
 Diores, of the blood of kings from Priam’s glorious race;
 Salius and Patron next; the one of Acarnanian place,
 The other from Arcadian blood of Tegeæa outsprung:
 Then two Trinacrians, Helymus and Panopes the young,           300
 In woodcraft skilled, who ever went by old Acestes’ side;
 And many others else there were whom rumour dimmed doth hide.
 

And now amidmost of all these suchwise Æneas spake:
 “Now hearken; let your merry hearts heed of my saying take:
 No man of all the tale of you shall henceforth giftless go;
 Two Gnosian spears to each I give with polished steel aglow,
 An axe to carry in the war with silver wrought therein.
 This honour is for one and all: the three first prize shall win,
 And round about their heads shall do the olive dusky-grey.
 A noble horse with trappings dight the first shall bear away;   310
 A quiver of the Amazons with Thracian arrows stored
 The second hath; about it goes a gold belt broidered broad,
 With gem-wrought buckle delicate to clasp it at the end.
 But gladdened with this Argive helm content the third shall wend.”
 

All said, they take their places due, and when the sign they hear,
 Forthwith they leave the bar behind and o’er the course they bear,
 Like drift of storm-cloud; on the goal all set their eager eyes:
 But far before all shapes of man shows Nisus, and outflies
 The very whistling of the winds or lightning on the wing.
 Then, though the space be long betwixt, comes Salius following;   320
 And after Salius again another space is left,
 And then Euryalus is third;
 And after him is Helymus: but lo, how hard on heel
 Diores scuds! foot on his foot doth Helymus nigh feel,
 Shoulder on shoulder: yea, and if the course held longer out,
 He would slip by him and be first, or leave the thing in doubt.
 

Now, spent, unto the utmost reach and very end of all
 They came, when in the slippery blood doth luckless Nisus fall,
 E’en where the ground was all a-slop with bullocks slain that day,
 And all the topmost of the grass be-puddled with it lay:       330
 There, as he went the victor now, exulting, failed his feet
 From off the earth, and forth he fell face foremost down to meet
 The midst of all the filthy slime blent with the holy gore:
 Yet for Euryalus his love forgat he none the more,
 For rising from the slippery place in Salius’ way he thrust,
 Who, rolling over, lay along amid the thickened dust.
 Forth flies Euryalus, and flies to fame and foremost place,
 His own friend’s gift, mid beat of hands and shouts that bear him grace.
 Next came in Helymus, and next the palm Diores bore.
 But over all the concourse set in hollow dale, and o’er        340
 The heads of those first father-lords goes Salius’ clamouring speech,
 Who for his glory reft away by guile doth still beseech.
 But safe goodwill and goodly tears Euryalus do bear,
 And lovelier seemeth valour set in body wrought so fair.
 Him too Diores backeth now, and crieth out on high,
 Whose palm of praise and third-won place shall fail and pass him by,
 If the first glory once again at Salius’ bidding shift.
 

Then sayeth Father Æneas: “O fellows, every gift
 Shall bide unmoved: the palm of praise shall no man now displace.
 Yet for my sackless friend’s mishap give me some pity’s grace.”   350
 

He spake, and unto Salius gave a mighty lion’s hide,
 Getulian born, with weight of hair and golden claws beside:
 Then Nisus spake: “If such great gifts are toward for beaten men,
 And thou must pity those that fall, what gift is worthy then
 Of Nisus? I, who should have gained the very victory’s crown,
 If me, as Salius, Fate my foe had never overthrown.”
 

And even as he speaks the word he showeth face and limb
 Foul with the mud. The kindest lord, the Father, laughed on him,
 And bade them bring a buckler forth, wrought of Didymaon,
 Spoil of the Greeks, from Neptune’s house and holy doors undone;   360
 And there unto the noble youth he gives that noble thing.
 But now, the race all overpassed and all the gift-giving,
 Quoth he: “If any valour hath, or heart that may withstand,
 Let him come forth to raise his arm with hide-begirded hand.”
 

So saying, for the fight to come he sets forth glories twain;
 A steer gilt-horned and garlanded the conquering man should gain,
 A sword and noble helm should stay the vanquished in his woe.
 No tarrying was there: Dares straight his face to all doth show,
 And riseth in his mighty strength amidst the murmur great:
 He who alone of all men erst with Paris held debate,           370
 And he who at the mound wherein that mightiest Hector lay,
 Had smitten Butes’ body huge, the winner of the day,
 Who called him come of Amycus and that Bebrycian land:
 But Dares stretched him dying there upon the yellow sand.
 Such was the Dares that upreared his head against the fight,
 And showed his shoulders’ breadth and drave his fists to left and right,
 With arms cast forth, as heavy strokes he laid upon the air.
 But when they sought a man for him, midst all the concourse there
 Was none durst meet him: not a hand the fighting-glove would don:
 Wherefore, high-hearted, deeming now the prize from all was won,   380
 He stood before Æneas’ feet nor longer tarrièd,
 But with his left hand took the steer about the horn and said:
 “O Goddess-born, if no man dares to trust him in the play,
 What end shall be of standing here; must I abide all day?
 Bid them bring forth the gifts.”

                                Therewith they cried out one and all,
 The Dardan folk, to give the gifts that due to him did fall.
 But with hard words Acestes now Entellus falls to chide,
 As on the bank of grassy green they sat there side by side,
 “Entellus, bravest hero once of all men, and for nought,
 If thou wilt let them bear away without a battle fought        390
 Such gifts as these. And where is he, thy master then, that God,
 That Eryx, told of oft in vain? where is thy fame sown broad
 Through all Trinacria, where the spoils hung up beneath thy roof?”
 

“Nay,” said he, “neither love of fame nor glory holds aloof
 Beaten by fear, but cold I grow with eld that holdeth back.
 My blood is dull, my might gone dry with all my body’s lack.
 Ah, had I that which once I had, that which the rascal there
 Trusts in with idle triumphing, the days of youth the dear,
 Then had I come into the fight by no gift-giving led,
 No goodly steer: nought heed I gifts.”                         400

                                       And with the last word said,
 His fighting gloves of fearful weight amidst of them he cast,
 Wherewith the eager Eryx’ hands amid the play had passed
 Full oft; with hardened hide of them his arms he used to bind.
 Men’s hearts were mazed; such seven bull-hides each other in them lined,
 So stiff they were with lead sewn in and iron laid thereby;
 And chief of all was Dares mazed, and drew back utterly.
 But the great-souled Anchises’ seed that weight of gauntlets weighed,
 And here and there he turned about their mighty folds o’erlaid.
 Then drew the elder from his breast words that were like to these:
 

“Ah, had ye seen the gloves that armed the very Hercules,      410
 And that sad battle foughten out upon this country shore!
 For these are arms indeed that erst thy kinsmen Eryx bore:
 Lo, ye may see them even now flecked with the blood and brain.
 With these Alcides he withstood; with these I too was fain
 Of war, while mightier blood gave might, nor envious eld as yet
 On either temple of my head the hoary hairs had set.
 But if this Dares out of Troy refuse our weapons still,
 And good Æneas doom it so, and so Acestes will,
 My fight-lord; make the weapons like: these gloves of Eryx here
 I take aback: be not afraid, but doff thy Trojan gear.”        420
 

He spake, and from his back he cast his twifold cloak adown,
 And naked his most mighty limbs and shoulders huge were shown,
 And on the midmost of the sand a giant there he stood.
 Wherewith Anchises’ seed brought forth gloves even-matched and good,
 And so at last with gear alike the arms of each he bound,
 Then straightway each one stretched aloft on tip-toe from the ground:
 They cast their mighty arms abroad, nor any fear they know,
 The while their lofty heads they draw abackward from the blow:
 And so they mingle hands with hands and fall to wake the fight.
 The one a-trusting in his youth and nimbler feet and light;    430
 The other’s bulk of all avail, but, trembling, ever shrank
 His heavy knees, and breathing short for ever shook his flank.
 Full many a stroke those mighty men cast each at each in vain;
 Thick fall they on the hollow sides; the breasts ring out again
 With mighty sound; and eager-swift the hands full often stray
 Round ears and temples; crack the jaws beneath that heavy play:
 In one set strain, not moving aught, heavy Entellus stands,
 By body’s sway and watchful eye shunning the dart of hands:
 But Dares is as one who brings the gin ‘gainst high-built town,
 Or round about some mountain-hold the leaguer setteth down:    440
 Now here now there he falleth on, and putteth art to pain
 At every place, and holds them strait with onset all in vain.
 Entellus, rising to the work, his right hand now doth show
 Upreared; but he, the nimble one, foresaw the falling blow
 Above him, and his body swift writhed skew-wise from the fall.
 Entellus spends his stroke on air, and, overborne withal,
 A heavy thing, falls heavily to earth, a mighty weight:
 As whiles a hollow-eaten pine on Erymanthus great,
 Or mighty Ida, rooted up, to earthward toppling goes.
 Then Teucrian and Trinacrian folk with wondrous longing rose,   450
 And shouts went skyward: thither first the King Acestes ran,
 And pitying his like-aged friend raised up the fallen man;
 Who neither slackened by his fall, nor smit by any fear,
 Gets back the eagerer to the fight, for anger strength doth stir,
 And shame and conscious valour lights his ancient power again.
 In headlong flight his fiery wrath drives Dares o’er the plain,
 And whiles his right hand showereth strokes, his left hand raineth whiles.
 No tarrying and no rest there is; as hail-storm on the tiles
 Rattleth, so swift with either hand the eager hero now
 Beats on and batters Dares down, and blow is laid on blow.     460
 

But now the Father Æneas no longer might abide
 Entellus’ bitter rage of soul or lengthening anger’s tide,
 But laid an end upon the fight therewith, and caught away
 Dares foredone, and soothing words in such wise did he say:
 “Unhappy man, what madness then hath hold upon thine heart?
 Feel’st not another might than man’s, and Heaven upon his part?
 Yield to the Gods!”

                    So ‘neath his word the battle sank to peace.
 But Dares his true fellows took, trailing his feeble knees,
 Lolling his head from side to side, the while his sick mouth sent
 The clotted blood from out of it wherewith the teeth were blent.   470
 They lead him to the ships; then, called, they take the helm and sword,
 But leave Entellus’ bull and palm, the victory’s due reward;
 Who, high of heart, proud in the beast his conquering hand did earn,
 “O Goddess-born,” he said, “and ye, O Teucrians, look, and learn
 What might was in my body once, ere youth it had to lack,
 And what the death whence Dares saved e’en now ye draw aback.”
 

He spake, and at the great bull’s head straightway he took his stand,
 As there it bode the prize of fight, and drawing back his hand
 Rose to the blow, and ‘twixt the horns sent forth the hardened glove,
 And back upon his very brain the shattered skull he drove.     480
 Down fell the beast and on the earth lay quivering, outstretched, dead,
 While over him from his inmost breast such words Entellus said:
 “Eryx, this soul, a better thing, for Dares doomed to die,
 I give thee, and victorious here my gloves and craft lay by.”
 

Forth now Æneas biddeth all who have a mind to strive
 At speeding of the arrow swift, and gifts thereto doth give,
 And with his mighty hand the mast from out Serestus’ keel
 Uprears; and there a fluttering dove, mark for the flying steel,
 Tied to a string he hangeth up athwart the lofty mast.
 Then meet the men; a brazen helm catches the lots down cast:   490
 And, as from out their favouring folk ariseth up the shout,
 Hippocoon, son of Hyrtacus, before the rest leaps out;
 Then Mnestheus, who was victor erst in ship upon the sea,
 Comes after: Mnestheus garlanded with olive greenery.
 The third-come was Eurytion, thy brother, O renowned,
 O Pandarus, who, bidden erst the peace-troth to confound,
 Wert first amid Achæan host to send a wingèd thing.
 But last, at bottom of the helm, Acestes’ name did cling,
 Who had the heart to try the toil amid the youthful rout.
 

Then with their strength of all avail they bend the bows about   500
 Each for himself: from quiver then the arrows forth they take:
 And first from off the twanging string through heaven there went the wake
 Of shaft of young Hyrtacides, and clave the flowing air,
 And, flying home, amid the mast that stood before it there
 It stuck: the mast shook therewithal; the frighted, timorous bird,
 Fluttered her wings; and mighty praise all round about was heard.
 Then stood forth Mnestheus keen, and drew his bow unto the head,
 Aiming aloft; and shaft and eyes alike therewith he sped;
 But, worthy of all pitying, the very bird he missed,
 But had the hap to shear the knots and lines of hempen twist   510
 Whereby, all knitted to her foot, she to the mast was tied:
 But flying toward the winds of heaven and mirky mist she hied.
 Then swift Eurytion, who for long had held his arrow laid
 On ready bow-string, vowed, and called his brother unto aid,
 And sighted her all joyful now amidst the void of sky,
 And smote her as she clapped her wings ‘neath the black cloud on high:
 Then dead she fell, and mid the stars of heaven her life she left,
 And, falling, brought the shaft aback whereby her heart was cleft.
 

Acestes now was left alone, foiled of the victory’s prize.
 No less the father sent his shot aloft unto the skies,         520
 Fain to set forth his archer-craft and loud-resounding bow.
 Then to men’s eyes all suddenly a portent there did show,
 A mighty sign of things to come, the ending showed how great
 When seers, the shakers of men’s hearts, sang over it too late.
 For, flying through the flowing clouds, the swift reed burned about,
 And marked its road with flaming wake, and, eaten up, died out
 Mid the thin air: as oft the stars fly loose from heaven’s roof,
 And run adown the space of sky with hair that flies aloof.
 Trinacrian men and Teucrian men, staring aghast they stood,
 Praying the Gods: but mightiest Æneas held for good            530
 That tokening, and Acestes takes as one all glad at heart,
 And loadeth him with many gifts, and suchwise speaks his part:
 

“Take them, O father, for indeed by such a sign I wot
 Olympus’ King will have thee win all honour without lot.
 This gift thou hast, Anchises’ self, the ancient, had before,
 A bowl all stamped with images, which Cisseus once of yore,
 The Thracian, to my father gave, that he might bear the same
 A very tokening of his love and memory of his name.”
 

So saying, a garland of green bay he doth his brows about,
 And victor over all the men Acestes giveth out:                540
 Nor did the good Eurytion grudge his honour so preferred,
 Though he alone from height of heaven had brought adown the bird:
 But he came next in gift-giving who sheared the string, and last
 Was he who set his wingèd reed amidmost of the mast.
 

Now had Æneas called to him, ere yet the match was done,
 The child of Epytus, the guard, and fellow of his son,
 Beardless Iulus, and so spake into his faithful ear:
 “Go thou and bid Asoenius straight, if ready dight with gear
 He hath that army of the lads, and fair array of steeds,
 To bring unto his grandsire now, himself in warlike weeds,     550
 That host of his.”

                   The lord meanwhile biddeth all folk begone
 Who into the long course had poured, and leave the meadow lone.
 Then come the lads: in equal ranks before their fathers’ eyes
 They shine upon their bitted steeds, and wondering murmurs rise
 From men of Troy and Sicily as on their ways they fare.
 Due crown of well-ordainèd leaves bindeth their flowing hair,
 And each a pair of cornel shafts with iron head doth hold;
 And some the polished quiver bear at shoulder: limber gold,
 Ringing the neck with twisted stem, high on the breast is shown.
 Three companies of horse they are by tale, and up and down     560
 Three captains ride, and twice six lads each leadeth to the war:
 In bands of even tale they shine, and like their leaders are.
 Their first array all glad at heart doth little Priam lead,
 Who from his grandsire had his name, thy well-renowned seed,
 Polites, fated to beget Italian folk: him bore
 A Thracian piebald flecked with white, whose feet were white before,
 And white withal the crest of him that high aloft he flung.
 Next Atys came, from whence the stem of Latin Atii sprung;
 Young Atys, whom Iulus young most well-beloved did call:
 Iulus last, in goodliness so far excelling all,                570
 Upon a horse of Sidon came, whom that bright Dido gave
 To be a token of her love, her memory to save.
 On horses of Acestes old, Trinacrian-nurtured beasts,
 The others of the youth are borne.
 

With praise they greet their fluttering hearts and look on them with joy,
 Those Dardan folk, who see in them the ancient eyes of Troy.
 But after they had fared on steed the concourse all about
 Before the faces of their folk, Epytides did shout
 The looked-for sign afar to them, and cracked withal his whip:
 Then evenly they fall apart, in threesome order slip           580
 Their cloven ranks; but, called again, aback upon their way
 They turn, and threatening levelled spears against each other lay.
 Then they to other onset now and other wheeling take,
 In bands opposed, and tanglements of ring on ring they make;
 So with their weapons every show of very fight they stir,
 And now they bare their backs in flight, and now they turn the spear
 In hostile wise; now side by side in plighted peace they meet.

 — E’en as they tell of Labyrinth that lies in lofty Crete,
 A road with blind walls crossed and crossed, an ever-shifting trap
 Of thousand ways, where he who seeks upon no sign may hap,     590
 But midst of error, blind to seize or follow back, ’tis gone.
 Not otherwise Troy’s little ones the tangle follow on
 At top of speed, and interweave the flight and battle’s play;
 E’en as the dolphins, swimming swift amid the watery way,
 Cleave Libyan or Carpathian sea and sport upon the wave.
 

This guise of riding, such-like play, his folk Ascanius gave
 Once more, when round the Long White Stead the walls of war he drew:
 Withal the Ancient Latin Folk he taught the games to do,
 Suchwise as he a lad had learned with lads from Troy that came:   599
 That same the Albans taught their sons; most mighty Rome that same
 Took to her thence, and honoured so her sires of yore agone:
 Now name of Troy and Trojan host the play and boys have won.
 

Thus far unto the Holy Sire the games were carried through,
 When Fortune turned her faith at last and changed her mind anew:
 For while the diverse hallowed games about the tomb they spent,
 Saturnian Juno Iris fair from heights of heaven hath sent
 Unto the Ilian ships, and breathed fair wind behind her ways,
 For sore she brooded, nor had spent her wrath of ancient days.
 So now the maid sped swift along her thousand-coloured bow,
 And swiftly ran adown the path where none beheld her go.       610
 And there she saw that gathering great, and swept the strand with eye,
 And saw the haven void of folk, the ships unheeded lie.
 But far away on lonely beach the Trojan women weep
 The lost Anchises; and all they look ever on the deep
 Amid their weeping: “Woe are we! what waters yet abide!
 What ocean-waste for weary folk!” So one and all they cried,
 And all they yearn for city’s rest: sea-toil is loathsome grown.
 

So she, not lacking craft of guile, amidst them lighted down,
 When she hath put away from her God’s raiment and God’s mien,
 And but as wife of Doryclus, the Tmarian man, is seen,         620
 Old Beroë, who once had sons and lordly race and name;
 Amid the Dardan mother-folk such wise the Goddess came:
 

“O wretched ones!” she said, “O ye whom armed Achæan hand
 Dragged not to death before the walls that stayed your fatherland!
 Unhappy folk! and why hath Fate held back your doom till now?
 The seventh year is on the turn since Troy-town’s overthrow;
 And we all seas the while, all lands, all rocks and skies that hate
 The name of guest, have wandered o’er, and through the sea o’ergreat
 Still chase that fleeing Italy mid wallowing waters tossed.
 Lo, here is Eryx’ brother-land; Acestes is our host;            630
 What banneth us to found our walls and lawful cities gain?
 O Fatherland! O House-Gods snatched from midst the foe in vain!
 Shall no walls more be called of Troy? Shall I see never more
 Xanthus or Simoïs, like the streams where Hector dwelt of yore?
 Come on, and those unhappy ships burn up with aid of me;
 For e’en now mid the dreams of sleep Cassandra did I see,
 Who gave me burning brand, and said, ‘Here seek your Troy anew:
 This is the house that ye shall have.’ — And now is time to do!
 No tarrying with such tokens toward! Lo, altars four are here
 Of Neptune: very God for us heart and the fire doth bear!”     640
 

So saying, first she caught upon the fiery bane, and raised
 Her hand aloft, and mightily she whirled it as it blazed
 And cast it: but the Ilian wives, their straining hearts are torn,
 Their souls bewildered: one of them, yea, and their eldest-born,
 Pyrgo, the queenly fosterer of many a Priam’s son,
 Cried: “Mothers, nay no Beroë, nay no Rhoeteian one,
 The wife of Doryclus is this: lo, Godhead’s beauty there!
 Behold the gleaming of her eyes, note how she breathes the air;
 Note ye her countenance and voice, the gait wherewith she goes.
 Yea, I myself left Beroë e’en now amidst her woes;             650
 Sick, sad at heart that she alone must fail from such a deed,
 Nor bear unto Anchises’ ghost his glory’s righteous meed.”
 

Such were the words she spake to them.
 But now those mothers, at the first doubtful, with evil eyes
 Gazed on the ships awhile between unhappy craving stayed
 For land they stood on, and the thought of land that Fortune bade:
 When lo! with even spread of wings the Goddess rose to heaven,
 And in her flight the cloudy lift with mighty bow was riven.
 Then, wildered by such tokens dread, pricked on by maddened hearts,
 Shrieking they snatch the hearthstone’s fire and brand from inner parts;
 While some, they strip the altars there, and flaming leaf and bough   661
 Cast forth: and Vulcan, let aloose, is swiftly raging now
 Along the thwarts, along the oars, and stems of painted fir.
 

But now with news of flaming ships there goes a messenger,
 Eumelus, to Anchises’ tomb, and theatre-seats, and they
 Look round themselves and see the soot black in the smoke-cloud play.
 Then first Ascanius, e’en as blithe the riding-play he led,
 So eager now he rode his ways to camp bewilderèd,
 And nowise might they hold him back, his masters spent of breath.
 

“O what new madness then is this? What, what will ye?” he saith.
 “O wretched townswomen, no foe, no camp of Argive men          671
 Ye burn, but your own hopes ye burn. Lo, your Ascanius then!”
 

Therewith before their feet he cast his empty helm afar,
 Dight wherewithal he stirred in sport that image of the war.
 And thither now Æneas sped, and crowd of Teucrian folk;
 Whereat the women diversely along the sea-shore broke,
 Fleeing afeard, and steal to woods and whatso hollow den,
 And loathe their deed, and loathe the light, as changed they know again
 Their very friends, and Juno now from every heart is cast.
 

But none the less the flaming rage for ever holdeth fast       680
 With might untamed; the fire lives on within the timbers wet,
 The caulking sends forth sluggish smoke, the slow heat teeth doth set
 Upon the keel; to inmost heart down creeps the fiery bale;
 Nor all the might of mighty men nor rivers poured avail.
 Then good Æneas from his back the raiment off him tore,
 And called the Gods to aid, and high his palms to heaven upbore:
 

“Great Jove, if not all utterly a hater thou art grown
 Of Trojan folk, and if thy love of old yet looketh down
 On deeds of men, give to our ships to win from out the flame,
 O Father, now, and snatch from death the feeble Teucrian name,   690
 Or else thrust down the remnant left, if so we merit aught,
 With bolt of death, and with thine hand sweep us away to nought!”
 

Scarce had he given forth the word, ere midst outpouring rain,
 The black storm rageth measureless, and earthly height and plain
 Shake to the thundering; all the sky casts forth confusèd flood,
 Most black with gathering of the South: then all the ship-hulls stood
 Fulfilled with water of the heavens; the half-burned oak was drenched,
 Until at last to utmost spark the smouldering fire is quenched,
 And all the ships escaped the bane of fiery end save four.
 

But, shaken by such bitter hap, Father Æneas bore              700
 This way and that; and turned the cares on all sides in his breast:
 Whether amid Sicilian fields to set him down in rest,
 Forgetting Fate, or yet to strive for shores of Italy.
 Then the old Nautes, whom erewhile had Pallas set on high
 By her exceeding plenteous craft and lore that she had taught: — 
 She gave him answers; telling him how wrath of God was wrought,
 And how it showed, and what the law of fate would ask and have: — 
 This man unto Æneas now such words of solace gave:
 

“O Goddess-born, Fate’s ebb and flow still let us follow on,
 Whate’er shall be, by bearing all must Fortune’s fight be won.   710
 Dardan Acestes have ye here, sprung of the Godhead’s seed;
 Take his goodwill and fellowship to help thee in thy rede.
 Give him the crews of those burnt ships; to him let such-like go
 As faint before thy mighty hope and shifting weal and woe.
 The mothers weary of the sea, the elders spent with years,
 And whatsoever feeble is and whatsoever fears,
 Choose out, and in this land of his walls let the weary frame;
 And they their town by leave of thee shall e’en Acesta name.”
 

So was he kindled by the speech of that wise ancient friend,
 Yet still down every way of care his thought he needs must send.   720
 

But now the wain of mirky night was holding middle sky,
 When lo, his father’s image seemed to fall from heaven the high,
 And suddenly Anchises’ lips such words to him poured forth:
 

“O son, that while my life abode more than my life wert worth;
 O son, well learned in Ilium’s fates, hither my ways I take
 By Jove’s commands, who even now the fiery bane did slake
 Amid thy ships, and now at last in heaven hath pitied thee:
 Yield thou to elder Nautes’ redes; exceeding good they be:
 The very flower of all thy folk, the hearts that hardiest are,
 Take thou to Italy; for thee in Latium bideth war              730
 With hardy folk of nurture rude: but first must thou be gone
 To nether dwelling-place of Dis: seek thou to meet me, son,
 Across Avernus deep: for me the wicked house of hell
 The dusk unhappy holdeth not; in pleasant place I dwell,
 Elysium, fellowship of good: there shall the holy Maid,
 The Sibyl, bring thee; plenteous blood of black-wooled ewes being paid:
 There shalt thou learn of all thy race, and gift of fated walls.
 And now farewell: for dewy night from mid way-faring falls,
 The panting steeds of cruel dawn are on me with their breath.”
 

He spake, and midst thin air he fled as smoke-wreath vanisheth.   740
 “Where rushest thou?” Æneas cried: “where hurriest thou again?
 Whom fleest thou? who driveth thee from these embraces fain?”
 

So saying, the flame asleep in ash he busied him to wake,
 And worshipped with the censer full and holy-kneaded cake
 The sacred Vesta’s shrine and God of Pergamean wall.
 Then for his fellows doth he send, Acestes first of all,
 And teacheth them of Jove’s command, and what his sire beloved
 Had bidden him, and whitherwise his heart thereto was moved.
 No tarrying there was therein, Acestes gainsaid nought;
 They write the mothers on the roll; thither a folk is brought,   750
 Full willing hearts, who nothing crave the great reward of fame:
 But they themselves shape thwarts anew; and timbers gnawed by flame
 Make new within their ships again, and oars and rudders fit.
 A little band it is by tale, but valour lives in it.
 

Meanwhile Æneas marketh out the city with the plough,
 And, portioning the houses out, bids Troy and Ilium grow:
 Therewith Acestes, Trojan king, joys in his lordship fair;
 Sets forth the court, and giveth laws to fathers gathered there:
 Then on the head of Eryx huge a house that neareth heaven
 To Venus of Idalia is reared: a priest is given                760
 And holy grove wide spread around, where old Anchises lay.
 

Now all the folk for nine days’ space have made them holyday
 And worshipped God; and quiet winds have lowly laid the main,
 And ever gentle Southern breath woos to the deep again:
 Then all along the hollow shore ariseth weeping great,
 And ‘twixt farewells and many a kiss a night and day they wait:
 Yea e’en the mothers, yea e’en they to whom so hard and drear
 The sea had seemed, a dreadful name they had no heart to bear,
 Are fain to go, are fain to take all toil the way may find.
 Whom good Æneas solaceth with friendly words and kind,         770
 As to Acestes’ kindred heart weeping he giveth them.
 Three calves to Eryx then he bids slay on the ocean’s hem;
 To wind and weather an ewe lamb; then biddeth cast aloose:
 And he himself, begarlanded with olive clippèd close,
 Stands, cup in hand, on furthest prow, and casts upon the brine
 The inner meat, and poureth forth the flowing of the wine.
 They gather way; springs up astern the fair and following breeze;
 The fellows strive in smiting brine and sweep the level seas.
 

But meanwhile Venus, sorely stirred by cares and all unrest,
 Hath speech of Neptune, pouring forth complaining from her breast:
 “The cruel wrath that Juno bears, and heart insatiate,         781
 Drive me, O Neptune, prayer-fulfilled upon thy power to wait:
 She softeneth not by lapse of days nor piety’s increase,
 Nor yielding unto Jove and Fate from troubling will she cease.
 ’Tis not enough to tear away from heart of Phrygian folk
 Their city by her cruel hate; nor with all ills to yoke
 Troy’s remnant; but its ash and bones through death she followeth on.
 What! doth her own heart know the deed that all this wrath hath won?
 Be thou my witness how of late she stirred up suddenly
 Wild tumult of the Libyan sea! all waters with the sky         790
 She mingled, trusting all in vain to storm of Æolus:
 This in thy very realm she dared.
 E’en now mad hearts to Trojan wives by wickedness she gave,
 And foully burned his ships; and him with crippled ship-host drave
 To leave his fellow-folk behind upon an outland shore.
 I pray thee let the remnant left sail safe thine ocean o’er,
 And let them come where into sea Laurentian Tiber falls,
 If right I ask, and unto these Fate giveth fateful walls.”
 

Then Saturn’s son, the sea-tamer, gave forth such words as these:
 “’Tis utter right, O Cytherean, to trust thee to my seas,      800
 Whence thou wert born; and I myself deserve no less; e’en I,
 Who oft for thee refrain the rage of maddened sea and sky.
 Nor less upon the earth my care Æneas did embrace;
 Xanthus and Simoïs witness it! — When, following up the chace,
 The all-unheartened host of Troy ‘gainst Troy Achilles bore,
 And many a thousand gave to death; choked did the rivers roar
 Nor any way might Xanthus find to roll his flood to sea:
 Æneas then in hollow cloud I caught away, when he
 Would meet Pelides’ might with hands and Gods not strong enow.
 Yea, that was when from lowest base I wrought to overthrow     810
 The walls of that same Troy forsworn my very hands had wrought.
 And now cast all thy fear away, my mind hath shifted nought;
 Avernus’ haven shall he reach, e’en as thou deemest good,
 And one alone of all his folk shall seek amidst the flood;
 One head shall pay for all the rest.”
 

So when these words had brought to peace the Goddess’ joyful heart,
 The Father yokes his steeds with gold, and bridles the wild things
 With o’erfoamed bit, and loose in hand the rein above them flings,
 And light in coal-blue car he flies o’er topmost of the sea:
 The waves sink down, the heaped main lays his waters peacefully   820
 Before the thunder of his wheels; from heaven all cloud-flecks fail.
 Lo, diverse bodies of his folk; lo, many a mighty whale;
 And Glaucus’ ancient fellowship, Palæmon Ino’s son,
 And Tritons swift, and all the host that Phorcus leadeth on;
 Maid Panopea and Melite, Cymodoce the fair,
 Nesæa, Spio, and Thalia, with Thetis leftward bear.
 

Now to Æneas’ overstrained heart the kindly joy and soft
 Sinks deep: herewith he biddeth men raise all the masts aloft
 At swiftest, and along the yards to spread the sails to wind:
 So all sheet home together then; then leftward with one mind   830
 They tack; then tack again to right: the yard-horns up in air
 They shift and shift, while kindly winds seaward the ship-host bear.
 But first before all other keels did Palinurus lead
 The close array, and all were charged to have his course in heed.
 And now the midmost place of heaven had dewy night drawn nigh,
 And ‘neath the oars on benches hard scattered the shipmen lie,
 Who all the loosened limbs of them to gentle rest had given;
 When lo, the very light-winged Sleep stooped from the stars of heaven,
 Thrusting aside the dusky air and cleaving night atwain:
 The sackless Palinure he sought with evil dreams and vain.     840
 So on the high poop sat the God as Phorbas fashionèd,
 And as he sat such-like discourse from out his mouth he shed:
 “Iasian Palinure, unasked the waves our ship-host bear;
 Soft blow the breezes steadily; the hour for rest is here:
 Lay down thine head, steal weary eyes from toil a little space,
 And I will do thy deeds awhile and hold me in thy place.”
 

But Palinure with scarce-raised eyes e’en such an answer gave:
 “To gentle countenance of sea and quiet of the wave
 Deem’st thou me dull? would’st have me trow in such a monster’s truth?
 And shall I mine Æneas trust to lying breeze forsooth,         850
 I, fool of peaceful heaven and sea so many times of old?”
 

So saying to the helm he clung, nor ever left his hold,
 And all the while the stars above his eyen toward them drew.
 But lo, the God brought forth a bough wet with Lethean dew,
 And sleepy with the might of Styx, and shook it therewithal
 Over his brow, and loosed his lids delaying still to fall:
 But scarce in first of stealthy sleep his limbs all loosened lay,
 When, weighing on him, did he tear a space of stern away,
 And rolled him, helm and wrack and all, into the flowing wave
 Headlong, and crying oft in vain for fellowship to save:       860
 Then Sleep himself amid thin air flew, borne upon the wing.
 

No less the ship-host sails the sea, its safe way following
 Untroubled ‘neath the plighted word of Father Neptune’s mouth.
 So to the Sirens’ rocks they draw, a dangerous pass forsooth
 In yore agone, now white with bones of many a perished man.
 Thence ever roared the salt sea now as on the rocks it ran;
 And there the Father felt the ship fare wild and fitfully,
 Her helmsman lost; so he himself steered o’er the night-tide sea,
 Sore weeping; for his fellow’s end his inmost heart did touch:
 “O Palinure, that trowed the sky and soft seas overmuch,       870
 Now naked on an unknown shore thy resting-place shall be!”
 






  








BOOK VI.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

ÆNEAS COMETH TO THE SIBYL OF CUMÆ, AND BY HER IS LED INTO THE UNDER-WORLD, AND THERE BEHOLDETH MANY STRANGE THINGS, AND IN THE END MEETETH HIS FATHER, ANCHISES, WHO TELLETH HIM OF THE DAYS TO COME.
 

So spake he weeping, and his host let loose from every band,
 Until at last they draw anigh Cumæ’s Euboean strand.
 They turn the bows from off the main; the toothèd anchors’ grip
 Makes fast the keels; the shore is hid by many a curvèd ship.
 Hot-heart the youthful company leaps on the Westland’s shore;
 Part falleth on to seek them out the seed of fiery store
 That flint-veins hide; part runneth through the dwellings of the deer,
 The thicket steads, and each to each the hidden streams they bare.
 

But good Æneas seeks the house where King Apollo bides,
 The mighty den, the secret place set far apart, that hides      10
 The awful Sibyl, whose great soul and heart he seeketh home,
 The Seer of Delos, showing her the hidden things to come:
 And so the groves of Trivia and golden house they gain.
 

Now Dædalus, as tells the tale, fleeing from Minos’ reign,
 Durst trust himself to heaven on wings swift hastening, and swim forth
 Along the road ne’er tried before unto the chilly north;
 So light at last o’er Chalcis’ towers he hung amid the air,
 Then, come adown to earth once more, to thee he hallowed here,
 O Phoebus, all his wingèd oars, and built thee mighty fane:
 Androgeus’ death was on the doors; then paying of the pain      20
 By those Cecropians; bid, alas, each year to give in turn
 Seven bodies of their sons; — lo there, the lots drawn from the urn.
 But facing this the Gnosian land draws up amid the sea:
 There is the cruel bull-lust wrought, and there Pasiphaë
 Embraced by guile: the blended babe is there, the twiformed thing,
 The Minotaur, that evil sign of Venus’ cherishing;
 And there the tangled house and toil that ne’er should be undone:
 But ruth of Dædalus himself a queen’s love-sorrow won,
 And he himself undid the snare and winding wilderment.
 Guiding the blind feet with the thread. Thou, Icarus, wert blent   30
 Full oft with such a work be sure, if grief forbade it not;
 But twice he tried to shape in gold the picture of thy lot,
 And twice the father’s hands fell down.
 

Long had their eyes read o’er
 Such matters, but Achates, now, sent on a while before,
 Was come with that Deïphobe, the Glaucus’ child, the maid
 Of Phoebus and of Trivia, and such a word she said:
 “The hour will have no tarrying o’er fair shows for idle eyes;
 ‘Twere better from an unyoked herd seven steers to sacrifice,
 And e’en so many hosts of ewes in manner due culled out.”
 

She spake; her holy bidding then the warriors go about,         40
 Nor tarry: into temple high she calls the Teucrian men,
 Where the huge side of Cumæ’s rock is carven in a den,
 Where are an hundred doors to come, an hundred mouths to go,
 Whence e’en so many awful sounds, the Sibyl’s answers flow.
 But at the threshold cried the maid: “Now is the hour awake
 For asking — Ah, the God, the God!”

                                    And as the word she spake
 Within the door, all suddenly her visage and her hue
 Were changed, and all her sleekèd hair, and gasping breath she drew,
 And with the rage her wild heart swelled, and greater was she grown,
 Nor mortal-voiced; for breath of God upon her heart was blown   50
 As He drew nigher:

                    “Art thou dumb of vows and prayers, forsooth,
 Trojan Æneas, art thou dumb? unprayed, the mighty mouth
 Of awe-mazed house shall open not.”

                                    Even such a word she said,
 Then hushed: through hardened Teucrian bones swift ran the chilly dread,
 And straight the king from inmost heart the flood of prayers doth pour:
 “Phoebus, who all the woe of Troy hast pitied evermore,
 Who Dardan shaft and Paris’ hands in time agone didst speed
 Against Achilles’ body there, who me withal didst lead
 Over the seas that go about so many a mighty land,
 Through those Massylian folks remote, and length of Syrtes’ sand,   60
 Till now I hold that Italy that ever drew aback;
 And now perchance a Trojan fate we, even we may lack.
 Ye now, O Gods and Goddesses, to whom a stumbling-stone
 Was Ilium in the days of old, and Dardan folk’s renown,
 May spare the folk of Pergamus. But thou, O holiest,
 O Maid that knowest things to come, grant thou the Latin rest
 To Teucrian men, and Gods of Troy, the straying way-worn powers!
 For surely now no realm I ask but such as Fate makes ours.
 To Phoebus and to Trivia then a temple will I raise,
 A marble world; in Phoebus’ name will hallow festal days:     70
 Thee also in our realm to be full mighty shrines await,
 There will I set thine holy lots and hidden words of fate
 Said to my folk, and hallow there well-chosen men for thee,
 O Holy One: But give thou not thy songs to leaf of tree,
 Lest made a sport to hurrying gales confusedly they wend;
 But sing them thou thyself, I pray!”

                                      Therewith his words had end.
 Meanwhile the Seer-maid, not yet tamed to Phoebus, raves about
 The cave, still striving from her breast to cast the godhead out;
 But yet the more the mighty God her mouth bewildered wears,
 Taming her wild heart, fashioning her soul with weight of fears.   80
 At last the hundred mighty doors fly open, touched of none,
 And on the air the answer floats of that foreseeing one:
 

“O Thou, who dangers of the sea hast throughly worn away,
 Abides thee heavier toil of earth: the Dardans on a day
 Shall come to that Lavinian land, — leave fear thereof afar:
 Yet of their coming shall they rue. Lo, war, war, dreadful war!
 And Tiber bearing plenteous blood upon his foaming back.
 Nor Simoïs there, nor Xanthus’ stream, nor Dorian camp shall lack:
 Yea, once again in Latin land Achilles is brought forth,
 God-born no less: nor evermore shall mighty Juno’s wrath        90
 Fail Teucrian men. Ah, how shalt thou, fallen on evil days,
 To all Italian lands and folks thine hands beseeching raise!
 Lo, once again a stranger bride brings woeful days on Troy,
 Once more the wedding of a foe.
 But thou, yield not to any ill, but set thy face, and wend
 The bolder where thy fortune leads; the dawn of perils’ end,
 Whence least thou mightest look for it, from Greekish folk shall come.”
 

Suchwise the Seer of Cumæ sang from out her inner home
 The dreadful double words, wherewith the cavern moans again,
 As sooth amid the mirk she winds: Apollo shakes the rein       100
 Over the maddened one, and stirs the strings about her breast;
 But when her fury lulled awhile and maddened mouth had rest,
 Hero Æneas thus began:

                        “No face of any care,
 O maiden, can arise on me in any wise unware:
 Yea, all have I forecast; my mind hath worn through everything.
 One prayer I pray, since this they call the gateway of the King
 Of Nether-earth, and Acheron’s o’erflow this mirky mere:
 O let me meet the eyes and mouth of my dead father dear;
 O open me the holy gate, and teach me where to go!
 I bore him on these shoulders once from midmost of the foe,    110
 From flame and weapons thousandfold against our goings bent;
 My yoke-fellow upon the road o’er every sea he went,
 ‘Gainst every threat of sea and sky a hardy heart he held,
 Though worn and feeble past decay and feebleness of eld.
 Yea, he it was who bade me wend, a suppliant, to thy door,
 And seek thee out: O holy one, cast thou thy pity o’er
 Father and son! All things thou canst, nor yet hath Hecaté
 Set thee to rule Avernus’ woods an empty Queen to be.
 Yea, Orpheus wrought with Thracian harp and strings of tuneful might
 To draw away his perished love from midmost of the night.      120
 Yea, Pollux, dying turn for turn, his brother borrowed well,
 And went and came the road full oft — Of Theseus shall I tell?
 Or great Alcides? Ah, I too from highest Jove am sprung.”
 

Such were the words he prayed withal and round the altars clung:
 Then she fell speaking:

                        “Man of Troy, from blood of Godhead grown,
 Anchises’ child, Avernus’ road is easy faring down;
 All day and night is open wide the door of Dis the black;
 But thence to gain the upper air, and win the footsteps back,
 This is the deed, this is the toil: Some few have had the might,
 Beloved by Jove the just, upborne to heaven by valour’s light,   130
 The Sons of God. ‘Twixt it and us great thicket fills the place
 That slow Cocytus’ mirky folds all round about embrace;
 But if such love be in thine heart, such yearning in thee lie,
 To swim twice o’er the Stygian mere and twice to see with eye
 Black Tartarus, and thou must needs this idle labour win,
 Hearken what first there is to do: the dusky tree within
 Lurks the gold bough with golden leaves and limber twigs of gold,
 To nether Juno consecrate; this all these woods enfold,
 Dim shadowy places cover it amid the hollow dale;
 To come unto the under-world none living may avail              140
 Till he that growth of golden locks from off the tree hath shorn;
 For this fair Proserpine ordained should evermore be borne
 Her very gift: but, plucked away, still faileth not the thing,
 Another golden stem instead hath leafy tide of spring.
 So throughly search with eyes: thine hand aright upon it lay
 When thou hast found: for easily ‘twill yield and come away
 If the Fates call thee: otherwise no might may overbear
 Its will, nor with the hardened steel the marvel mayst thou shear.
 

 — Ah! further, — of thy perished friend as yet thou nothing know’st,
 Whose body lying dead and cold defileth all thine host,        150
 While thou beseechest answering words, and hangest on our door:
 Go, bring him to his own abode and heap the grave mound o’er;
 Bring forth the black-wooled ewes to be first bringing back of grace:
 So shalt thou see the Stygian groves, so shalt thou see the place
 That hath no road for living men.”

                                    So hushed her mouth shut close:
 But sad-faced and with downcast eyes therefrom Æneas goes,
 And leaves the cave, still turning o’er those coming things, so dim,
 So dark to see. Achates fares nigh fellow unto him,
 And ever ‘neath like load of cares he lets his footsteps fall:
 And many diverse words they cast each unto each withal,        160
 What was the dead friend and the grave whereof the seer did teach.
 But when they gat them down at last upon the barren beach,
 They saw Misenus lying dead by death but lightly earned;
 Misenus, son of Æolus; no man more nobly learned
 In waking up the war with brass and singing Mars alight.
 Great Hector’s fellow was he erst, with Hector through the fight
 He thrust, by horn made glorious, made glorious by the spear.
 But when from Hector life and all Achilles’ hand did tear,
 Dardan Æneas’ man became that mightiest under shield,
 Nor unto any worser lord his fellowship would yield.           170
 Now while by chance through hollow shell he blew across the sea,
 And witless called the very Gods his singing-foes to be,
 The envious Triton caught him up, if ye the tale may trow,
 And sank the hero ‘twixt the rocks in foaming waters’ flow.
 Wherefore about him weeping sore were gathered all the men,
 And good Æneas chief of all: the Sibyl’s bidding then
 Weeping they speed, and loiter not, but heap the tree-boughs high
 Upon the altar of the dead to raise it to the sky:
 Then to the ancient wood they fare, high dwelling of wild things;
 They fell the pine, and ‘neath the axe the smitten holm-oak rings;   180
 With wedge they cleave the ashen logs, and knitted oaken bole,
 Full fain to split; and mighty elms down from the mountains roll.
 

Amid the work Æneas is, who hearteneth on his folk,
 As with such very tools as they he girds him for the stroke;
 But through the sorrow of his heart such thought as this there strays,
 And looking toward the waste of wood such word as this he prays:
 “O if that very golden bough would show upon the tree,
 In such a thicket and so great; since all she told of thee,
 The seer-maid, O Misenus lost, was true and overtrue!”
 

But scarcely had he spoken thus, when lo, from heaven there flew   190
 Two doves before his very eyes, who settled fluttering
 On the green grass: and therewithal that mightiest battle-king
 Knoweth his mother’s birds new-come, and joyful poureth prayer:
 “O, if a way there be at all, lead ye amid the air,
 Lead on unto the thicket place where o’er the wealthy soil
 The rich bough casteth shadow down! Fail not my eyeless toil,
 O Goddess-mother!”

                    So he saith, and stays his feet to heed
 What token they may bring to him, and whitherward they speed.
 So on they flutter pasturing, with such a space between,
 As they by eyes of following folk may scantly well be seen;    200
 But when Avernus’ jaws at last, the noisome place, they reach,
 They rise aloft and skim the air, and settle each by each
 Upon the very wished-for place, yea high amid the tree,
 Where the changed light through twigs of gold shines forth diversedly;
 As in the woods mid winter’s chill puts forth the mistletoe,
 And bloometh with a leafage strange his own tree ne’er did sow,
 And with his yellow children hath the rounded trunk in hold,
 So in the dusky holm-oak seemed that bough of leafy gold,
 As through the tinkling shaken foil the gentle wind went by:
 Then straight Æneas caught and culled the tough stem greedily,   210
 And to the Sibyl’s dwelling-place the gift in hand he bore.
 

Nor less meanwhile the Teucrians weep Misenus on the shore,
 And do last service to the dead that hath no thanks to pay.
 And first fat fagots of the fir and oaken logs they lay,
 And pile a mighty bale and rich, and weave the dusk-leaved trees
 Between its sides, and set before the funeral cypresses,
 And over all in seemly wise the gleaming weapons pile:
 But some speed fire bewavèd brass and water’s warmth meanwhile,
 And wash all o’er and sleek with oil the cold corpse of the dead:
 Goes up the wail; the limbs bewept they streak upon the bed,   220
 And cast thereon the purple cloths, the well-known noble gear.
 Then some of them, they shoulder up the mighty-fashioned bier,
 Sad service! and put forth the torch with faces from him turned,
 In fashion of the fathers old: there the heaped offerings burned,
 The frankincense, the dainty meats, the bowls o’erflowed with oil.
 But when the ashes were sunk down and fire had rest from toil,
 The relics and the thirsty ash with unmixed wine they wet.
 Then the gleaned bones in brazen urn doth Corynæus set,
 Who thrice about the gathered folk the stainless water bore.
 As from the fruitful olive-bough light dew he sprinkled o’er,   230
 And cleansed the men, and spake withal last farewell to the dead.
 But good Æneas raised a tomb, a mound huge fashionèd,
 And laid thereon the hero’s arms and oar and battle-horn,
 Beneath an airy hill that thence Misenus’ name hath borne,
 And still shall bear it, not to die till time hath faded out.
 

This done, those deeds the Sibyl bade he setteth swift about:
 A deep den is there, pebble-piled, with mouth that gapeth wide;
 Black mere and thicket shadowy-mirk the secret of it hide.
 And over it no fowl there is may wend upon the wing
 And ‘scape the bane; its blackened jaws bring forth such venoming.   240
 Such is the breath it bears aloft unto the hollow heaven;
 So to the place the Greekish folk have name of Fowl-less given.
 

Here, first of all, four black-skinned steers the priestess sets in line,
 And on the foreheads of all these out-pours the bowl of wine.
 Then ‘twixt the horns she culleth out the topmost of the hair,
 And lays it on the holy fire, the first-fruits offered there,
 And cries aloud on Hecaté, of might in heaven and hell;
 While others lay the knife to throat and catch the blood that fell
 Warm in the bowls: Æneas then an ewe-lamb black of fleece
 Smites down with sword to her that bore the dread Eumenides,   250
 And her great sister; and a cow yet barren slays aright
 To thee, O Proserpine, and rears the altars of the night
 Unto the Stygian King, and lays whole bulls upon the flame,
 Pouring rich oil upon the flesh that rush of fire o’ercame.
 

But now, when sunrise is at hand, and dawning of the day,
 The earth falls moaning ‘neath their feet, the wooded ridges sway,
 And dogs seem howling through the dusk as now she drew anear
 The Goddess. “O be far away, ye unclean!” cries the seer.
 “Be far away! ah, get ye gone from all the holy wood!
 But thou, Æneas, draw thy steel and take thee to the road;     260
 Now needeth all thine hardihood and steadfast heart and brave.”
 

She spake, and wildly cast herself amidst the hollow cave,
 But close upon her fearless feet Æneas followeth.
 

O Gods, who rule the ghosts of men, O silent shades of death,
 Chaos and Phlegethon, hushed lands that lie beneath the night!
 Let me speak now, for I have heard: O aid me with your might
 To open things deep sunk in earth, and mid the darkness blent.
 

All dim amid the lonely night on through the dusk they went,
 On through the empty house of Dis, the land of nought at all.
 E’en as beneath the doubtful moon, when niggard light doth fall   270
 Upon some way amid the woods, when God hath hidden heaven,
 And black night from the things of earth the colours dear hath driven.
 

Lo, in the first of Orcus’ jaws, close to the doorway side,
 The Sorrows and Avenging Griefs have set their beds to bide;
 There the pale kin of Sickness dwells, and Eld, the woeful thing,
 And Fear, and squalid-fashioned Lack, and witless Hungering,
 Shapes terrible to see with eye; and Toil of Men, and Death,
 And Sleep, Death’s brother, and the Lust of Soul that sickeneth:
 And War, the death-bearer, was set full in the threshold’s way,
 And those Well-willers’ iron beds: there heartless Discord lay,   280
 Whose viper-breeding hair about was bloody-filleted.
 

But in the midst a mighty elm, dusk as the night, outspread
 Its immemorial boughs and limbs, where lying dreams there lurk,
 As tells the tale, still clinging close ‘neath every leaf-side mirk.
 Withal most wondrous, many-shaped are all the wood-beasts there;
 The Centaurs stable by the porch, and twi-shaped Scyllas fare,
 And hundred-folded Briareus, and Lerna’s Worm of dread
 Fell hissing; and Chimæra’s length and fire-behelmèd head,
 Gorgons and Harpies, and the shape of that three-bodied Shade.
 Then smitten by a sudden fear Æneas caught his blade,          290
 And turned the naked point and edge against their drawing nigh;
 And but for her wise word that these were thin lives flitting by
 All bodiless, and wrapped about in hollow shape and vain,
 With idle sword had he set on to cleave the ghosts atwain.
 

To Acheron of Tartarus from hence the road doth go,
 That mire-bemingled, whirling wild, rolls on his desert flow,
 And all amid Cocytus’ flood casteth his world of sand.
 This flood and river’s ferrying doth Charon take in hand,
 Dread in his squalor: on his chin untrimmed the hoar hair lies
 Most plenteous; and unchanging flame bides in his staring eyes:   300
 Down from his shoulders hangs his gear in filthy knot upknit;
 And he himself poles on his ship, and tends the sails of it,
 And crawls with load of bodies lost in bark all iron-grey,
 Grown old by now: but fresh and green is godhead’s latter day.
 

Down thither rushed a mighty crowd, unto the flood-side borne;
 Mothers and men, and bodies there with all the life outworn
 Of great-souled heroes; many a boy and never-wedded maid,
 And youths before their fathers’ eyes upon the death-bale laid:
 As many as the leaves fall down in first of autumn cold;
 As many as the gathered fowl press on to field and fold,       310
 From off the weltering ocean-flood, when the late year and chill
 Hath driven them across the sea the sunny lands to fill.
 

There stood the first and prayed him hard to waft their bodies o’er,
 With hands stretched out for utter love of that far-lying shore.
 But that grim sailor now takes these, now those from out the band,
 While all the others far away he thrusteth from the sand.
 

Æneas wondered at the press, and moved thereby he spoke:
 “Say, Maid, what means this river-side, and gathering of the folk?
 What seek the souls, and why must some depart the river’s rim,
 While others with the sweep of oars the leaden waters skim?”   320
 

Thereon the ancient Maid of Days in few words answered thus:
 “Anchises’ seed, thou very child of Godhead glorious,
 Thou seest the deep Cocytus’ pools, thou seest the Stygian mere,
 By whose might Gods will take the oath, and all forswearing fear:
 But all the wretched crowd thou seest are they that lack a grave,
 And Charon is the ferryman: those borne across the wave
 Are buried: none may ever cross the awful roaring road
 Until their bones are laid at rest within their last abode.
 An hundred years they stray about and wander round the shore,
 Then they at last have grace to gain the pools desired so sore.”   330
 

There tarried then Anchises’ child and stayed awhile his feet,
 Mid many thoughts, and sore at heart, for such a doom unmeet:
 And there he saw all sorrowful, without the death-dues dead,
 Leucaspis, and Orontes, he that Lycian ship-host led;
 Whom, borne from Troy o’er windy plain, the South wind utterly
 O’erwhelming, sank him, ships and men, in swallow of the sea.
 And lo ye now, where Palinure the helmsman draweth nigh,
 Who lately on the Libyan sea, noting the starry sky,
 Fell from the high poop headlong down mid wavy waters cast.
 His sad face through the plenteous dusk Æneas knew at last,    340
 And spake:

            “What God, O Palinure, did snatch thee so away
 From us thy friends and drown thee dead amidst the watery way?
 Speak out! for Seer Apollo, found no guileful prophet erst,
 By this one answer in my soul a lying hope hath nursed;
 Who sang of thee safe from the deep and gaining field and fold
 Of fair Ausonia: suchwise he his plighted word doth hold!”
 

The other spake: “Apollo’s shrine in nowise lied to thee,
 King of Anchises, and no God hath drowned me in the sea:
 But while I clung unto the helm, its guard ordained of right,
 And steered thee on, I chanced to fall, and so by very might   350
 Seaward I dragged it down with me. By the rough seas I swear
 My heart, for any hap of mine, had no so great a fear
 As for thy ship; lest, rudderless, its master from it torn,
 Amid so great o’ertoppling seas it yet might fail forlorn.
 Three nights of storm I drifted on, ‘neath wind and water’s might,
 Over the sea-plain measureless; but with the fourth day’s light
 There saw I Italy rise up from welter of the wave.
 Then slow I swam unto the land, that me well-nigh did save,
 But fell the cruel folk on me, heavy with raiment wet,
 And striving with my hookèd hands hold on the rocks to get:    360
 The fools, they took me for a prey, and steel against me bore.
 Now the waves have me, and the winds on sea-beach roll me o’er.
 But by the breath of heaven above, by daylight’s joyous ways,
 By thine own father, by the hope of young Iulus’ days,
 Snatch me, O dauntless, from these woes, and o’er me cast the earth!
 As well thou may’st when thou once more hast gained the Veline firth.
 Or if a way there be, if way thy Goddess-mother show, — 
 For not without the will of Gods meseemeth wouldst thou go
 O’er so great floods, or have a mind to swim the Stygian mere, — 
 Then give thine hand, and o’er the wave me woeful with thee bear,   370
 That I at least in quiet place may rest when I am dead.”
 

So spake he, but the priestess straight such word unto him said:
 “O Palinure, what godless mind hath gotten hold of thee,
 That thou the grim Well-willers’ stream and Stygian flood wouldst see
 Unburied, and unbidden still the brim wilt draw anear?
 Hope not the Fates of very God to change by any prayer.
 But take this memory of my words to soothe thy wretched case:
 Through all their cities far and wide the people of the place,
 Driven by mighty signs from heaven, thy bones shall expiate
 And raise thee tomb, and year by year with worship on thee wait;   380
 And there the name of Palinure shall dwell eternally.”
 

So at that word his trouble lulled, his grief of heart passed by,
 A little while he joyed to think of land that bore his name.
 

So forth upon their way they went and toward the river came;
 But when from Stygian wave their path the shipman’s gaze did meet,
 As through the dead hush of the grove shoreward they turned their feet,
 He fell upon them first with words and unbid chided them:
 

“Whoe’er ye be who come in arms unto our river’s hem,
 Say what ye be! yea, speak from thence and stay your steps forthright!
 This is the very place of shades, and sleep, and sleepful night;   390
 And living bodies am I banned in Stygian keel to bear.
 Nor soothly did I gain a joy, giving Alcides fare,
 Or ferrying of Pirithoüs and Theseus time agone,
 Though come of God they were and matched in valiancy of none:
 He sought the guard of Tartarus chains on his limbs to lay,
 And from the King’s own seat he dragged the quaking beast away:
 Those strove to carry off the Queen from great Dis’ very bed.”
 

The Amphrysian prophet answering, few words unto him said:
 “But here are no such guiles as this, so let thy wrath go by:
 Our weapons bear no war; for us still shall the door-ward lie   400
 And bark in den, and fright the ghosts, the bloodless, evermore:
 Nor shall chaste Proserpine for us pass through her kinsman’s door:
 Trojan Æneas, great in arms and great in godly grace,
 Goes down through dark of Erebus to see his father’s face.
 But if such guise of piety may move thine heart no whit,
 At least this bough “ — (bared from her weed therewith she showeth it) — 
 “Know ye!”

            Then in his swelling heart adown the anger sank,
 Nor spake he more; but wondering at that gift a God might thank,
 The fateful stem, now seen once more so long a time worn by,
 He turned about his coal-blue keel and drew the bank anigh     410
 The souls upon the long thwarts set therewith he thrusteth out,
 And clears the gangway, and withal takes in his hollow boat
 The huge Æneas, ‘neath whose weight the seamed boat groans and creaks,
 And plenteous water of the mere lets in at many leaks.
 At last the Hero and the Maid safe o’er the watery way
 He leaveth on the ugly mire and sedge of sorry grey.
 

The three-mouthed bark of Cerberus here filleth all the place,
 As huge he lieth in a den that hath them full in face:
 But when the adders she beheld upon his crest upborne,
 A sleepy morsel honey-steeped, and blent of wizards’ corn,     420
 She cast him: then his threefold throat, all wild with hunger’s lack,
 He opened wide, and caught at it, and sank his monstrous back,
 And there he lay upon the earth enormous through the cave.
 Æneas caught upon the pass the door-ward’s slumber gave,
 And fled the bank of that sad stream no man may pass again.
 And many sounds they heard therewith, a wailing vast and vain;
 For weeping souls of speechless babes round the first threshold lay,
 Whom, without share of life’s delight, snatched from the breast away,
 The black day hurried off, and all in bitter ending hid.
 And next were those condemned to die for deed they never did:   430
 For neither doom nor judge nor house may any lack in death:
 The seeker Minos shakes the urn, and ever summoneth
 The hushed-ones’ court, and learns men’s lives and what against them stands.
 

The next place is of woeful ones, who sackless, with their hands
 Compassed their death, and weary-sick of light without avail
 Cast life away; but now how fain to bear the poor man’s bale
 Beneath the heaven, the uttermost of weary toil to bear!
 But law forbiddeth: the sad wave of that unlovely mere
 Is changeless bond; and ninefold Styx compelleth to abide.
 Nor far from thence behold the meads far spread on every side,   440
 The Mourning Meads — in tale have they such very name and sign.
 There those whom hard love ate away with cruel wasting pine
 Are hidden in the lonely paths with myrtle-groves about,
 Nor in the very death itself may wear their trouble out:
 Phædra he saw, Procris he saw, and Eriphyle sad.
 Baring that cruel offspring’s wound her loving body had:
 Evadne and Pasiphaë, Laodamia there
 He saw, and Cænis, once a youth and then a maiden fair,
 And shifted by the deed of fate to his old shape again.
 

Midst whom Phoenician Dido now, fresh from the iron bane,      450
 Went wandering in the mighty wood: and when the Trojan man
 First dimly knew her standing by amid the glimmer wan

 — E’en as in earliest of the month one sees the moon arise,
 Or seems to see her at the least in cloudy drift of skies — 
 He spake, and let the tears fall down by all love’s sweetness stirred:
 “Unhappy Dido, was it true, that bitter following word,
 That thou wert dead, by sword hadst sought the utter end of all?
 Was it thy very death I wrought? Ah! on the stars I call,
 I call the Gods and whatso faith the nether earth may hold,
 To witness that against my will I left thy field and fold!     460
 But that same bidding of the Gods, whereby e’en now I wend
 Through dark, through deserts rusty-rough, through night without an end,
 Drave me with doom. Nor held my heart in anywise belief
 That my departure from thy land might work thee such a grief.
 O stay thy feet! nor tear thyself from my beholding thus.
 Whom fleest thou? this word is all that Fate shall give to us.”
 

Such were the words Æneas spake to soothe her as she stood
 With stern eyes flaming, while his heart swelled with the woeful flood:
 But, turned away, her sick eyes still she fixed upon the earth;
 Nor was her face moved any more by all his sad words’ birth    470
 Than if Marpesian crag or flint had held her image so:
 At last she flung herself away, and fled, his utter foe,
 Unto the shady wood, where he, her husband of old days,
 Gives grief for grief, and loving heart beside her loving lays.
 Nor less Æneas, smitten sore by her unworthy woes,
 With tears and pity followeth her as far away she goes.
 

But thence the meted way they wear, and reach the outer field,
 Where dwell apart renownèd men, the mighty under shield:
 There Tydeus meets him; there he sees the great fight-glorious man,
 Parthenopæus; there withal Adrastus’ image wan;                480
 And there the Dardans battle-slain, for whom the wailing went
 To very heaven: their long array he saw with sad lament:
 Glaucus and Medon there he saw, Thersilochus, the three
 Antenor-sons, and Polyphoete, by Ceres’ mystery
 Made holy, and Idæus still in car with armèd hand:
 There on the right side and the left the straying spirits stand.
 Nor is one sight of him enough; it joyeth them to stay
 And pace beside, asking for why he wendeth such a way.
 But when the lords of Danaan folk, and Agamemnon’s hosts,
 Behold the man and gleaming arms amid the dusky ghosts,        490
 They fall a-quaking full of fear: some turn their back to fly
 As erst they ran unto the ships; some raise a quavering cry,
 But never from their gaping vain will swell the shout begun.
 

And now Deïphobus he sees, the glorious Priam’s son;
 But all his body mangled sore, his face all evilly hacked,
 His face and hands; yea, and his head, laid waste, the ear-lobes lacked,
 And nostrils cropped unto the root by wicked wound and grim.
 Scarcely he knew the trembling man, who strove to hide from him
 Those torments dire, but thus at last he spake in voice well known:
 

“O great in arms, Deïphobus, from Teucer’s blood come down,    500
 Who had the heart to work on thee such bitter wicked bale?
 Who had the might to deal thee this? Indeed I heard the tale,
 That, tired with slaying of the Greeks on that last night of all,
 Upon a heap of mingled death thou didst to slumber fall:
 And I myself an empty tomb on that Rhoetean coast
 Set up to thee, and thrice aloud cried blessing on thy ghost:
 Thy name and arms still keep the place; but thee I found not, friend,
 To set thee in thy fathers’ earth ere I too needs must wend.”
 

To him the child of Priam spake: “Friend, nought thou left’st undone;
 All things thou gav’st Deïphobus, and this dead shadowy one:   510
 My Fates and that Laconian Bane, the Woman wicked-fair,
 Have drowned me in this sea of ills: she set these tokens here.
 How midst a lying happiness we wore the last night by
 ‘Thou know’st: yea; overwell belike thou hold’st that memory
 Now when the baneful Horse of Fate high Pergamus leapt o’er,
 With womb come nigh unto the birth of weaponed men of war,
 She, feigning hallowed dance, led on a holy-shouting band
 Of Phrygian maids, and midst of them, the bale-fire in her hand,
 Called on the Danaan men to come, high on the castle’s steep:
 But me, outworn with many cares and weighed adown with sleep,   520
 The hapless bride-bed held meanwhile, and on me did there press
 Deep rest and sweet, most like indeed to death’s own quietness.
 Therewith my glorious wife all arms from out the house withdrew,
 And stole away from o’er my head the sword whose faith I knew,
 Called Menelaüs to the house and opened him the door,
 Thinking, forsooth, great gift to give to him who loved so sore,
 To quench therewith the tale gone by of how she did amiss.
 Why linger? They break in on me, and he their fellow is,
 Ulysses, preacher of all guilt. — O Gods, will ye not pay
 The Greeks for all? belike with mouth not godless do I pray.   530

 — But tell me, thou, what tidings new have brought thee here alive?
 Is it blind strayings o’er the sea that hither doth thee drive,
 Or bidding of the Gods? Wherein hath Fortune worn thee so,
 That thou, midst sunless houses sad, confused lands, must go?”
 

But as they gave and took in talk, Aurora at the last
 In rosy wain the topmost crown of upper heaven had passed,
 And all the fated time perchance in suchwise had they spent;
 But warning of few words enow the Sibyl toward him sent:
 “Night falls, Æneas, weeping here we wear the hours in vain;
 And hard upon us is the place where cleaves the road atwain;   540
 On by the walls of mighty Dis the right-hand highway goes,
 Our way to that Elysium: the left drags on to woes
 Ill-doers’ souls, and bringeth them to godless Tartarus.”
 

Then spake Deïphobus: “Great seer, be not o’erwroth with us:
 I will depart and fill the tale, and unto dusk turn back:
 Go forth, our glory, go and gain the better fate I lack!”
 And even with that latest word his feet he tore away.
 But suddenly Æneas turned, and lo, a city lay
 Wide-spread ‘neath crags upon the left, girt with a wall threefold;
 And round about in hurrying flood a flaming river rolled,      550
 E’en Phlegethon of Tartarus, with rattling, stony roar:
 In face with adamantine posts was wrought the mighty door,
 Such as no force of men nor might of heaven-abiders high
 May cleave with steel; an iron tower thence riseth to the sky:
 And there is set Tisiphone, with girded blood-stained gown,
 Who, sleepless, holdeth night and day the doorway of the town.
 Great wail and cruel sound of stripes that city sendeth out,
 And iron clanking therewithal of fetters dragged about.
 

Then fearfully Æneas stayed, and drank the tumult in:
 “O tell me, Maiden, what is there? What images of sin?         560
 What torments bear they? What the wail yon city casts abroad?”
 

Then so began the seer to speak: “O glorious Teucrian lord,
 On wicked threshold of the place no righteous foot may stand:
 But when great Hecate made me Queen of that Avernus land,
 She taught me of God’s punishments and led me down the path.

 — There Gnosian Rhadamanthus now most heavy lordship hath,
 And heareth lies, and punisheth, and maketh men confess
 Their deeds of earth, whereof made glad by foolish wickedness,
 They thrust the late repentance off till death drew nigh to grip:
 Those guilty drives Tisiphone, armed with avenging whip,       570
 And mocks their writhings, casting forth her other dreadful hand
 Filled with the snakes, and crying on her cruel sister’s band.
 And then at last on awful hinge loud-clanging opens wide
 The Door of Doom: — and lo, behold what door-ward doth abide
 Within the porch, what thing it is the city gate doth hold!
 More dreadful yet the Water-worm, with black mouth fiftyfold,
 Hath dwelling in the inner parts. Then Tartarus aright
 Gapes sheer adown; and twice so far it thrusteth under night
 As up unto the roof of heaven Olympus lifteth high:
 And there the ancient race of Earth, the Titan children, lie,   580
 Cast down by thunder, wallowing in bottomless abode.
 There of the twin Aloidæ the monstrous bodies’ load
 I saw; who fell on mighty heaven to cleave it with their hands,
 That they might pluck the Father Jove from out his glorious lands;
 And Salmoneus I saw withal, paying the cruel pain
 That fire of Jove and heaven’s own voice on earth he needs must feign:
 He, drawn by fourfold rush of steeds, and shaking torches’ glare,
 Amidmost of the Grecian folks, amidst of Elis fair,
 Went glorying, and the name of God and utter worship sought.
 O fool! the glory of the storm, and lightning like to nought,   590
 He feigned with rattling copper things and beat of horny hoof.
 Him the Almighty Father smote from cloudy rack aloof,
 But never brand nor pitchy flame of smoky pine-tree cast,
 As headlong there he drave him down amid the whirling blast.
 And Tityon, too, the child of Earth, great Mother of all things,
 There may ye see: nine acres’ space his mighty frame he flings;
 His deathless liver still is cropped by that huge vulture’s beak
 That evermore his daily meat doth mid his inwards seek,
 Fruitful of woe, and hath his home beneath his mighty breast:
 Whose heart-strings eaten, and new-born shall never know of rest.   600
 Of Lapithæ, Pirithoüs, Ixion, what a tale!
 O’er whom the black crag hangs, that slips, and slips, and ne’er shall fail
 To seem to fall. The golden feet of feast beds glitter bright,
 And there in manner of the kings is glorious banquet dight.
 But lo, the Furies’ eldest-born is crouched beside it there,
 And banneth one and all of them hand on the board to bear,
 And riseth up with tossing torch, and crieth, thundering loud.
 Here they that hated brethren sore while yet their life abode,
 The father-smiters, they that drew the client-catching net,
 The brooders over treasure found in earth, who never yet       610
 Would share one penny with their friends — and crowded thick these are — 
 Those slain within another’s bed; the followers up of war
 Unrighteous; they no whit ashamed their masters’ hand to fail,
 Here prisoned bide the penalty: seek not to know their tale
 Of punishment; what fate it is o’erwhelmeth such a folk.
 Some roll huge stones; some hang adown, fast bound to tire or spoke
 Of mighty wheels. There sitteth now, and shall sit evermore
 Theseus undone: wretch Phlegyas is crying o’er and o’er
 His warning, and in mighty voice through dim night testifies:
 ‘Be warned, and learn of righteousness, nor holy Gods despise.’   620
 This sold his fatherland for gold; this tyrant on it laid;
 This for a price made laws for men, for price the laws unmade:
 This broke into his daughter’s bed and wedding-tide accursed:
 All dared to think of monstrous deed, and did the deed they durst.
 Nor, had I now an hundred mouths, an hundred tongues at need,
 An iron voice, might I tell o’er all guise of evil deed,
 Or run adown the names of woe those evil deeds are worth.”
 

So when Apollo’s ancient seer such words had given forth:
 “Now to the road! fulfil the gift that we so far have brought!   629
 Haste on!” she saith, “I see the walls in Cyclops’ furnace wrought;
 And now the opening of the gates is lying full in face,
 Where we are bidden lay adown the gift that brings us grace.”
 

She spake, and through the dusk of ways on side by side they wend,
 And wear the space betwixt, and reach the doorway in the end.
 Æneas at the entering in bedews his body o’er
 With water fresh, and sets the bough in threshold of the door.
 So, all being done, the Goddess’ gift well paid in manner meet,
 They come into a joyous land, and green-sward fair and sweet
 Amid the happiness of groves, the blessèd dwelling-place.
 Therein a more abundant heaven clothes all the meadows’ face   640
 With purple light, and their own sun and their own stars they have.
 Here some in games upon the grass their bodies breathing gave;
 Or on the yellow face of sand they strive and play the play;
 Some beat the earth with dancing foot, and some, the song they say:
 And there withal the Thracian man in flowing raiment sings
 Unto the measure of the dance on seven-folded strings;
 And now he smites with finger-touch, and now with ivory reed.
 And here is Teucer’s race of old, most lovely sons indeed;
 High-hearted heroes born on earth in better days of joy:
 Ilus was there, Assaracus, and he who builded Troy,            650
 E’en Dardanus. Far off are seen their empty wains of war
 And war-weed: stand the spears in earth, unyoked the horses are,
 And graze the meadows all about; for even as they loved
 Chariot and weapons, yet alive, and e’en as they were moved
 To feed sleek horses, under earth doth e’en such joy abide.
 Others he saw to right and left about the meadows wide
 Feasting; or joining merry mouths to sing the battle won
 Amidst the scented laurel grove, whence earthward rolleth on
 The full flood that Eridanus athwart the wood doth pour.
 Lo, they who in their country’s fight sword-wounded bodies bore;   660
 Lo, priests of holy life and chaste, while they in life had part;
 Lo, God-loved poets, men who spake things worthy Phoebus’ heart:
 And they who bettered life on earth by new-found mastery;
 And they whose good deeds left a tale for men to name them by:
 And all they had their brows about with snowy fillets bound.
 

Now unto them the Sibyl spake as there they flowed around, — 
 Unto Musæus first; for him midmost the crowd enfolds
 Higher than all from shoulders up, and reverently beholds:
 “Say, happy souls, and thou, O bard, the best earth ever bare,
 What land, what place Anchises hath? for whose sake came we here,   670
 And swam the floods of Erebus and every mighty wave.”
 

Then, lightly answering her again, few words the hero gave:
 “None hath a certain dwelling-place; in shady groves we bide,
 And meadows fresh with running streams, and beds by river-side:
 But if such longing and so sore the heart within you hath,
 O’ertop yon ridge and I will set your feet in easy path.”
 

He spake and footed it afore, and showeth from above
 The shining meads; and thence away from hill-top down they move.
 

But Sire Anchises deep adown in green-grown valley lay,
 And on the spirits prisoned there, but soon to wend to day,    680
 Was gazing with a fond desire: of all his coming ones
 There was he reckoning up the tale, and well-loved sons of sons:
 Their fate, their haps, their ways of life, their deeds to come to pass.
 But when he saw Æneas now draw nigh athwart the grass,
 He stretched forth either palm to him all eager, and the tears
 Poured o’er his cheeks, and speech withal forth from his mouth there fares:
 

“O come at last, and hath the love, thy father hoped for, won
 O’er the hard way, and may I now look on thy face, O son,
 And give and take with thee in talk, and hear the words I know?
 So verily my mind forebode, I deemed ’twas coming so,          690
 And counted all the days thereto; nor was my longing vain.
 And now I have thee, son, borne o’er what lands, how many a main!
 How tossed about on every side by every peril still!
 Ah, how I feared lest Libyan land should bring thee unto ill!”
 

Then he: “O father, thou it was, thine image sad it was,
 That, coming o’er and o’er again, drave me these doors to pass:
 My ships lie in the Tyrrhene salt — ah, give the hand I lack!
 Give it, my father; neither thus from my embrace draw back!”
 

His face was wet with plenteous tears e’en as the word he spake,
 And thrice the neck of him beloved he strove in arms to take;   700
 And thrice away from out his hands the gathered image streams,
 E’en as the breathing of the wind or wingèd thing of dreams.
 

But down amid a hollow dale meanwhile Æneas sees
 A secret grove, a thicket fair, with murmuring of the trees,
 And Lethe’s stream that all along that quiet place doth wend;
 O’er which there hovered countless folks and peoples without end:
 And as when bees amid the fields in summer-tide the bright
 Settle on diverse flowery things, and round the lilies white
 Go streaming; so the fields were filled with mighty murmuring.
 

Unlearned Æneas fell aquake at such a wondrous thing,          710
 And asketh what it all may mean, what rivers these may be,
 And who the men that fill the banks with such a company.
 Then spake Anchises: “These are souls to whom fate oweth now
 New bodies: there they drink the draught by Lethe’s quiet flow,
 The draught that is the death of care, the long forgetfulness.
 And sure to teach thee of these things, and show thee all their press,
 And of mine offspring tell the tale, for long have I been fain,
 That thou with me mightst more rejoice in thine Italia’s gain.”
 

“O Father, may we think it then, that souls may get them hence
 To upper air and take once more their bodies’ hinderance?      720
 How can such mad desire be to win the worldly day?”
 

“Son, I shall tell thee all thereof, nor hold thee on the way.”
 Therewith he takes the tale and all he openeth orderly:
 

“In the beginning: earth and sky and flowing fields of sea,
 And stars that Titan fashioned erst, and gleaming moony ball,
 An inward spirit nourisheth, one soul is shed through all,
 That quickeneth all the mass, and with the mighty thing is blent:
 Thence are the lives of men and beasts and flying creatures sent,
 And whatsoe’er the sea-plain bears beneath its marble face;
 Quick in these seeds is might of fire and birth of heavenly place,   730
 Ere earthly bodies’ baneful weight upon them comes to lie,
 Ere limbs of earth bewilder them and members made to die.
 Hence fear they have, and love, and joy, and grief, and ne’er may find
 The face of heaven amid the dusk and prison strait and blind:
 Yea, e’en when out of upper day their life at last is borne,
 Not all the ill of wretched men is utterly outworn,
 Not all the bane their bodies bred; and sure in wondrous wise
 The plenteous ill they bore so long engrained in them it lies:
 So therefore are they worn by woes and pay for ancient wrong:
 And some of them are hung aloft the empty winds among;         740
 And some, their stain of wickedness amidst the water’s heart
 Is washed away; amidst the fire some leave their worser part;
 And each his proper death must bear: then through Elysium wide
 Are we sent forth; a scanty folk in joyful fields we bide,
 Till in the fulness of the time, the day that long hath been
 Hath worn away the inner stain and left the spirit clean,
 A heavenly essence, a fine flame of all unmingled air.
 All these who now have turned the wheel for many and many a year
 God calleth unto Lethe’s flood in mighty company,
 That they, remembering nought indeed, the upper air may see    750
 Once more, and long to turn aback to worldly life anew.”
 

Anchises therewithal his son, and her the Sibyl drew
 Amid the concourse, the great crowd that such a murmuring sent,
 And took a mound whence they might see the spirits as they went
 In long array, and learn each face as ‘neath their eyes it came.
 

“Come now, and I of Dardan folk will tell the following fame,
 And what a folk from Italy the world may yet await,
 Most glorious souls, to bear our name adown the ways of fate.
 Yea, I will set it forth in words, and thou thy tale shalt hear:
 Lo ye, the youth that yonder leans upon the headless spear,    760
 Fate gives him nighest place today; he first of all shall rise,
 Blent blood of Troy and Italy, unto the earthly skies:
 Silvius is he, an Alban name, thy son, thy latest born;
 He whom thy wife Lavinia now, when thin thy life is worn,
 Beareth in woods to be a king and get a kingly race,
 Whence comes the lordship of our folk within the Long White Place.
 And Procas standeth next to him, the Trojan people’s fame;
 Then Capys, Numitor, and he who bringeth back thy name,
 Silvius Æneas, great in war, and great in godliness,
 If ever he in that White Stead may bear the kingdom’s stress.   770
 Lo ye, what youths! what glorious might unto thine eyes is shown!
 But they who shade their temples o’er with civic oaken crown,
 These build for thee Nomentum’s walls, and Gabii, and the folk
 Fidenian, and the mountains load with fair Collatia’s yoke:
 Pometii, Bola, Cora, there shall rise beneath their hands,
 And Inuus’ camp: great names shall spring amid the nameless lands.
 

“Then Mavors’ child shall come on earth, his grandsire following,
 When Ilia’s womb, Assaracus’ own blood, to birth shall bring
 That Romulus: — lo, see ye not the twin crests on his head,
 And how the Father hallows him for day with his own dread      780
 E’en now? Lo, son! those signs of his; lo, that renownèd Rome!
 Whose lordship filleth all the earth, whose heart Olympus’ home,
 And with begirdling of her wall girds seven great burgs to her,
 Rejoicing in her man-born babes: e’en as the Earth-Mother
 Amidst the Phrygian cities goes with car and towered crown,
 Glad in the Gods, whom hundred-fold she kisseth for her own.
 All heaven-abiders, all as kings within the house of air.
 Ah, turn thine eyeballs hitherward, look on this people here,
 Thy Roman folk! Lo Cæsar now! Lo all Iulus’ race,
 Who ‘neath the mighty vault of heaven shall dwell in coming days.   790
 And this is he, this is the man thou oft hast heard foretold,
 Augustus Cæsar, sprung from God to bring the age of gold
 Aback unto the Latin fields, where Saturn once was king.
 Yea, and the Garamantian folk and Indians shall he bring
 Beneath his sway: beyond the stars, beyond the course of years,
 Beyond the Sun-path lies the land, where Atlas heaven upbears,
 And on his shoulders turns the pole with burning stars bestrown.
 Yea, and e’en now the Caspian realms quake at his coming, shown
 By oracles of God; and quakes the far Mæotic mere,             799
 And sevenfold Nile through all his mouths quakes in bewildered fear.
 Not so much earth did Hercules o’erpass, though he prevailed
 To pierce the brazen-footed hind, and win back peace that failed
 The Erymanthus’ wood, and shook Lerna with draught of bow;
 Nor Liber turning vine-wreathed reins when he hath will to go
 Adown from Nysa’s lofty head in tiger-yokèd car. — 
 Forsooth then shall we doubt but deeds shall spread our valour far?
 Shall fear forsooth forbid us rest in that Ausonian land?
 

“But who is this, the olive-crowned, that beareth in his hand
 The holy things? I know the hair and hoary beard of eld
 Of him, the Roman king, who first a law-bound city held,       810
 Sent out from little Cures’ garth, that unrich land of his,
 Unto a mighty lordship: yea, and Tullus next is this,
 Who breaks his country’s sleep and stirs the slothful men to fight;
 And calleth on the weaponed hosts unused to war’s delight
 But next unto him Ancus fares, a boaster overmuch;
 Yea and e’en now the people’s breath too nigh his heart will touch.
 And wilt thou see the Tarquin kings and Brutus’ lofty heart,
 And fasces brought aback again by his avenging part?
 He first the lordship consular and dreadful axe shall take;    819
 The father who shall doom the sons, that war and change would wake,
 To pain of death, that he thereby may freedom’s fairness save.
 Unhappy! whatso tale of thee the after-time may have,
 The love of country shall prevail, and boundless lust of praise.
 

“Drusi and Decii lo afar! On hard Torquatus gaze,
 He of the axe: Camillus lo, the banner-rescuer!
 But note those two thou seest shine in arms alike and clear,
 Now souls of friends, and so to be while night upon them weighs:
 Woe’s me! what war shall they awake if e’er the light of days
 They find: what host each sets ‘gainst each, what death-field shall they dight!
 The father from the Alpine wall, and from Monoecus’ height   830
 Comes down; the son against him turns the East’s embattlement.
 O children, in such evil war let not your souls be spent,
 Nor turn the valour of your might against the heart of home.
 Thou first, refrain, O thou my blood from high Olympus come;
 Cast thou the weapons from thine hand!
 

“Lo to the Capitol aloft, for Corinth triumphing,
 One glorious with Achæan deaths in victor’s chariot goes;
 Mycenæ, Agamemnon’s house, and Argos he o’erthrows,
 Yea and Æacides himself the great Achilles’ son;
 Avenging so the sires of Troy and Pallas’ house undone.        840
 Great Cato, can I leave thee then untold? pass Cossus o’er?
 Or house of Gracchus? Yea, or ye, twin thunderbolts of war,
 Ye Scipios, bane of Libyan land? Fabricius, poor and strong?
 Or thee, Serranus, casting seed adown the furrows long?
 Fabii, where drive ye me outworn? Thou Greatest, thou art he,
 Who bringest back thy country’s weal by tarrying manfully.
 

“Others, I know, more tenderly may beat the breathing brass,
 And better from the marble block bring living looks to pass;
 Others may better plead the cause, may compass heaven’s face,
 And mark it out, and tell the stars, their rising and their place:   850
 But thou, O Roman, look to it the folks of earth to sway;
 For this shall be thine handicraft, peace on the world to lay,
 To spare the weak, to wear the proud by constant weight of war.”
 

So mid their marvelling he spake, and added furthermore:
 “Marcellus lo! neath Spoils of Spoils how great and glad he goes,
 And overtops all heroes there, the vanquisher of foes:
 Yea, he shall prop the Roman weal when tumult troubleth all,
 And ride amid the Punic ranks, and crush the rising Gaul,
 And hang in sire Quirinus’ house the third war-taken gear.”
 

Then spake Æneas, for he saw following Marcellus near          860
 A youth of beauty excellent, with gleaming arms bedight,
 Yet little glad of countenance with eyes that shunned the light:
 “O father, who is he that wends beside the hero’s hem,
 His son belike, or some one else from out that mighty stem?
 What murmuring of friends about! How mighty is he made!
 But black Night fluttereth over him with woeful mirky shade.”
 

Then midst the rising of his tears father Anchises spoke:
 “O son, search not the mighty woe and sorrow of thy folk!
 The Fates shall show him to the world, nor longer blossoming
 Shall give. O Gods that dwell on high, belike o’ergreat a thing   870
 The Roman tree should seem to you, should this your gift endure!
 How great a wail of mighty men that Field of Fame shall pour
 On Mavors’ mighty city walls: what death-rites seest thou there,
 O Tiber, as thou glidest by his new-wrought tomb and fair!
 No child that is of Ilian stock in Latin sires shall raise
 Such glorious hope; nor shall the land of Romulus e’er praise
 So fair and great a nursling child mid all it ever bore.
 Goodness, and faith of ancient days, and hand unmatched in war,
 Alas for all! No man unhurt had raised a weaponed hand
 Against him, whether he afoot had met the foeman’s band,       880
 Or smitten spur amid the flank of eager foaming horse.
 O child of all men’s ruth, if thou the bitter Fates mayst force,
 Thou art Marcellus. Reach ye hands of lily-blooms fulfilled;
 For I will scatter purple flowers, and heap such offerings spilled
 Unto the spirit of my child, and empty service do.”
 

Thereafter upon every side they strayed that country through,
 Amid wide-spreading airy meads, and sight of all things won.
 But after old Anchises now through all had led his son,
 And kindled love within his heart of fame that was to be,
 Then did he tell him of the wars that he himself should see,   890
 And of Laurentian peoples taught, and town of Latin folk;
 And how from every grief to flee, or how to bear its stroke.
 

Now twofold are the Gates of Sleep, whereof the one, men say,
 Is wrought of horn, and ghosts of sooth thereby win easy way,
 The other clean and smooth is wrought of gleaming ivory,
 But lying dreams the nether Gods send up to heaven thereby.
 All said, Anchises on his son and Sibyl-maid doth wait
 Unto the last, and sends them up by that same ivory gate.
 He wears the way and gains his fleet and fellow-folk once more.
 

So for Caieta’s haven-mouth by straightest course they bore,   900
 Till fly the anchors from the bows and sterns swing round ashore.
 






  








BOOK VII.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

ÆNEAS AND HIS TROJANS TAKE LAND BY THE TIBER-MOUTH, AND KING LATINUS PLIGHTETH PEACE WITH THEM; WHICH PEACE IS BROKEN BY THE WILL OF JUNO, AND ALL MEN MAKE THEM READY FOR WAR.
 

Thou also, O Æneas’ nurse, Caieta, didst avail,
 E’en dying, unto these our shores to leave a deathless tale:
 And yet thy glory guards the place, thy bones have won it name
 Within the great Hesperian land, if that be prize of fame.
 

But good Æneas, when at last all funeral rites were paid
 And the grave heaped, when in a while the ocean’s face was laid,
 Went on his way with sails aloft, and left the port behind:
 The faint winds breathe about the night, the moon shines clear and kind;
 Beneath the quivering shining road the wide seas gleaming lie.
 

But next the beach of Circe’s land their swift ships glide anigh,   10
 Where the rich daughter of the Sun with constant song doth rouse
 The groves that none may enter in, or in her glorious house
 Burneth the odorous cedar-torch amidst the dead of night,
 While through the slender warp she speeds the shrilling shuttle light.
 And thence they hear the sound of groans, and wrath of lions dread
 Fretting their chains; and roaring things o’er night-tide fallen dead;
 And bristled swine and cagèd bears cried bitter-wild, and sore;
 And from the shapes of monstrous wolves the howling seaward bore.
 These from the likeness of mankind had cruel Circe won
 By herbs of might, and shape and hide of beasts upon them done.   20
 But lest the godly Trojan folk such wickedness should bear,
 Lest borne into the baneful bay they bring their keels o’er near,
 Their sails did Father Neptune fill with fair and happy breeze,
 And sped their flight and sent them swift across the hurrying seas.
 

Now reddened all the sea with rays, and from the heavenly plain
 The golden-hued Aurora shone amidst her rosy wain,
 Then fell the winds and every air sank down in utter sleep,
 And now the shaven oars must strive amid the sluggish deep:
 Therewith Æneas sees a wood rise from the water’s face,
 And there it is the Tiber’s flood amidst a pleasant place,      30
 With many a whirling eddy swift and yellowing with sand
 Breaks into sea; and diversely above on either hand
 The fowl that love the river-bank and haunt the river-bed
 Sweetened the air with plenteous song and through the thicket fled.
 So there Æneas bids his folk shoreward their bows to lay,
 And joyfully he entereth in the stream’s o’ershadowed way.
 

To aid, Erato! while I tell what kings, what deedful tide,
 What manner life, in Latin land did anciently abide
 When first the stranger brought his ships to that Ausonian shore;
 Yea help me while I call aback beginnings of the war.           40
 O Goddess, hearten thou thy seer! dread war my song-speech saith:
 It tells the battle in array, and kings full fain of death,
 The Tyrrhene host, all Italy, spurred on the sword to bear:
 Yea, greater matters are afoot, a mightier deed I stir.
 

The king Latinus, old of days, ruled o’er the fields’ increase,
 And cities of the people there at rest in long-drawn peace:
 Of Faunus and Laurentian nymph, Marica, do we learn
 That he was born: but Faunus came of Picus, who must turn
 To thee, O Saturn, for his sire: ’twas he that blood began.
 Now, as God would, this king had got no son to grow a man,      50
 For he who first had dawned on him in earliest youth had waned:
 A daughter only such a house, so great a world sustained,
 Now ripe for man, the years fulfilled that made her meet for bed:
 And her much folk of Latin land were fain enow to wed,
 And all Ausonia: first of whom, and fairest to be seen,
 Was Turnus, great from fathers great; and him indeed the queen
 Was fain of for her son-in-law with wondrous love of heart:
 But dreadful portents of the Gods the matter thrust apart.
 Amidmost of the inner house a laurel-tree upbore
 Its hallowed leaves, that fear of God had kept through years of yore:   60
 Father Latinus first, they said, had found it there, when he
 Built there his burg and hallowed it to Phoebus’ deity,
 And on Laurentian people thence the name thereof had laid;
 On whose top now the gathered bees, O wondrous to be said!
 Borne on with mighty humming noise amid the flowing air,
 Had settled down, and foot to foot all interwoven there,
 In sudden swarm they hung adown from off the leafy bough.
 

But straight the seer cries out: “Ah me! I see him coming now,
 The stranger man; I see a host from that same quarter come
 To this same quarter, to be lords amidst our highest home.”     70
 

But further, while the altar-fires she feeds with virgin brands,
 The maid Lavinia, and beside her ancient father stands,
 Out! how along her length of hair the grasp of fire there came,
 And all the tiring of her head was caught in crackling flame.
 And there her royal tresses blazed, and blazed her glorious crown
 Gem-wrought, and she one cloud of smoke and yellow fire was grown:
 And wrapped therein, the fiery God she scattered through the house:
 And sure it seemed a dreadful thing, a story marvellous:
 For they fell singing she should grow glorious of fame and fate,
 But unto all her folk should be the seed of huge debate.        80
 

So troubled by this tokening dread forth fareth now the king
 To Faunus’ fane, his father-seer, to ask him counselling
 ‘Neath Albunea the high, whose wood, the thicket most of worth,
 Resoundeth with the holy well and breathes the sulphur forth.
 From whence the folk of Italy and all Oenotrian land
 Seek rede amidst of troublous time. Here, when the priest in hand
 Hath borne the gifts, and laid him down amidst the hush of night
 On the strown fells of slaughtered ewes, and sought him sleep aright,
 He seeth wondrous images about him flit and shift,
 He hearkeneth many a changing voice, of talk with Gods hath gift,   90
 And holdeth speech with Acheron, from deep Avernus come.
 There now the sire Latinus went seeking the answers home,
 And there an hundred woolly ewes in order due did slay,
 And propped upon the fells thereof on bed of fleeces lay,
 Till from the thickets inner depths the sudden answer came:
 

“Seek not thy daughter, O my son, to wed to Latin name;
 Unto the bridal set on foot let not thy troth be given:
 Thy sons are coming over sea to raise our blood to heaven,
 And sons of sons’ sons from their stem shall see beneath their feet
 All things for them to shift and doom; all things the sun may meet,   100
 As to and fro he wendeth way ‘twixt either ocean wave.”
 

Such warnings of the silent night that father Faunus gave,
 Shut up betwixt his closed lips Latinus held no whit,
 But through Ausonia flying fame had borne the noise of it,
 When that Laomedontian folk at last had moored their ships
 Unto the grassy-mounded bank whereby the river slips.
 

Æneas and Iulus fair, and all their most and best,
 Beneath a tall tree’s boughs had laid their bodies down to rest:
 They dight the feast; about the grass on barley-cakes they lay
 What meat they had, — for even so Jove bade them do that day, — 110
 And on the ground that Ceres gave the woodland apples pile.
 And so it happed, that all being spent, they turn them in a while
 To Ceres’ little field, and eat, egged on by very want,
 And dare to waste with hands and teeth the circle thin and scant
 Where fate lay hid, nor spare upon the trenchers wide to fall.
 

“Ah!” cries Iulus, “so today we eat up board and all.”
 

’Twas all his jest-word; but its sound their labour slew at last,
 And swift his father caught it up, as from his mouth it passed,
 And stayed him, by the might of God bewildered utterly.        119
 Then forthwith: “Hail,” he cried, “O land that Fate hath owed to me!
 And ye, O House-gods of our Troy, hail ye, O true and kind!
 This is your house, this is your land: my father, as I mind,
 Such secrets of the deeds of Fate left me in days of yore:
 ‘O son, when hunger driveth thee stranded on outland shore
 To eat the very boards beneath thy victual scant at need,
 There hope for house, O weary one, and in that place have heed
 To set hand first unto the roof, and heap the garth around.’
 So this will be that hunger-tide: this waited us to bound
 Our wasting evils at the last.
 So come, and let us joyfully upon the first of dawn            130
 Seek out the land, what place it is, what men-folk there abide,
 And where their city; diversely leaving the haven-side.
 But now pour out the bowls to Jove, send prayer upon the way
 To sire Anchises, and the wine again on table lay.”
 

He spake, and with the leafy bough his temples garlanded,
 And to the Spirit of the Soil forthwith the prayer he said,
 To Earth, the eldest-born of Gods, to Nymphs, to Streams unknown
 As yet: he called upon the Night, and night-tide’s signs new shown;
 Idæan Jove, the Phrygian Queen, the Mother, due and well
 He called on; and his parents twain in Heaven and in Hell.     140
 But thrice the Almighty Father then from cloudless heaven on high
 Gave thunder, showing therewithal the glory of his sky
 All burning with the golden gleam, and shaken by his hand.
 Then sudden rumour ran abroad amid the Trojan band,
 That now the day was come about their fateful walls to raise;
 So eagerly they dight the feast, gladdened by omen’s grace,
 And bring the beakers forth thereto and garland well the wine.
 But when the morrow’s lamp of dawn across the earth ‘gan shine,
 The shore, the fields, the towns of folk they search, wide scattering:
 And here they come across the pools of that Numician spring:   150
 This is the Tiber-flood; hereby the hardy Latins dwell.
 But therewithal Anchises’ seed from out them chose him well
 An hundred sweet-mouthed men to go unto the walls renowned,
 Where dwelt the king, and every one with Pallas’ olive crowned,
 To carry gifts unto the lord and peace for Teucrians pray.
 So, bidden, nought they tarry now, but swift-foot wear the way.
 

But he himself marks out the walls with shallow ditch around,
 And falls to work upon the shore his first abode to found,
 In manner of a camp, begirt with bank and battlement.
 

Meanwhile his men beheld at last, when all the way was spent,   160
 The Latin towers and roofs aloft, and drew the walls anigh:
 There were the lads and flower of youth afield the city by
 Backing the steed, or mid the dust a-steering of the car,
 Or bending of the bitter bow, hurling tough darts afar
 By strength of arm; for foot or fist crying the challenging.
 Then fares a well-horsed messenger, who to the ancient king
 Bears tidings of tall new-comers in outland raiment clad:
 So straight Latinus biddeth them within his house be had,
 And he upon his father’s throne sat down amidmost there.
 

High on an hundred pillars stood that mighty house and fair,   170
 High in the burg, the dwelling-place Laurentian Picus won,
 Awful with woods, and worshipping of sires of time agone:
 Here was it wont for kings to take the sceptre in their hand,
 Here first to raise the axe of doom: ’twas court-house of the land,
 This temple, and the banquet-hall; here when the host was slain
 The fathers at the endlong boards would sit the feast to gain.
 There too were dight in cedar old the sires of ancient line
 For there was fashioned Italus, and he who set the vine,
 Sabinus, holding yet in hand the image of the hook;
 And Saturn old, and imaging of Janus’ double look,             180
 Stood in the porch; and many a king was there from ancient tide,
 Who in their country’s battle erst the wounds of Mars would bide:
 And therewithal were many arms hung on the holy door.
 There hung the axes crookèd-horned, and taken wains of war,
 And crested helms, and bolts and locks that city-gates had borne;
 And spears and shields, and thrusting-beaks from ships of battle torn.
 There with Quirinus’ crooked staff, girt in the shortened gown,
 With target in his left hand held, was Picus set adown, — 
 The horse-tamer, whom Circe fair, caught with desire erewhile,
 Smote with that golden rod of hers, and, sprinkling venom’s guile,   190
 Made him a fowl, and colours fair blent on his shifting wings.
 

In such a temple of the Gods, in such a house of kings,
 Latinus sat when he had called those Teucrian fellows in,
 And from his quiet mouth and grave such converse did begin:
 “What seek ye, sons of Dardanus? for not unknown to me
 Is that your city or your blood; and how ye crossed the sea,
 That have I heard. But these your ships, what counsel or what lack
 Hath borne them to Ausonian strand o’er all the blue sea’s back?
 If ye have strayed from out your course, or, driven by stormy tide
 (For such things oft upon the sea must seafarers abide),       200
 Have entered these our river-banks in haven safe to lie,
 Flee not our welcome, nor unknown the Latin folk pass by;
 The seed of Saturn, bound to right by neither law nor chain,
 But freely following in the ways whereof the God was fain.
 Yea now indeed I mind a tale, though now with years outworn,
 How elders of Aurunce said that mid these fields was born
 That Dardanus, who reached at last the Phrygian Ida’s walls,
 And Thracian Samos, that the world now Samothracia calls:
 From Tuscan stead of Corythus he went upon his ways;
 Whose throne is set in golden heaven, the star-besprinkled place,   210
 Who adds one other to the tale of altared deities.”
 

He ended, but Ilioneus followed in words like these:
 “O king, O glorious Faunus’ child, no storm upon the main
 Drave us amid the drift of waves your country coast to gain;
 And neither star nor strand made blind the region of our road;
 But we by counsel and free will have sought out thine abode,
 Outcast from such a realm as once was deemed the mightiest
 The Sun beheld, as o’er the heaven she ran from east to west.
 Jove is the well-spring of our race; the Dardan children joy
 In Jove for father; yea, our king, Æneas out of Troy,          220
 Who sends us to thy door, himself is of the Highest’s seed.
 How great a tempest was let loose o’er our Idæan mead,
 From dire Mycenæ Sent; what fate drave either clashing world,
 Europe and Asia, till the war each against each they hurled,
 His ears have heard, who dwells afar upon the land alone
 That ocean beats; and his no less the bondman of the zone,
 That midmost lieth of the four, by cruel sun-blaze worn.
 Lo, from that flood we come to thee, o’er waste of waters borne,
 Praying a strip of harmless shore our House-Gods’ home to be,
 And grace of water and of air to all men lying free.           230
 We shall not foul our land’s renown; and thou, thy glory fair
 We know, and plenteous fruit of thanks this deed of thine shall bear:
 Nor ever may embrace of Troy Ausonia’s soul despite.
 Now by Æneas’ fates I swear, and by his hand of might,
 Whether in troth it hath been tried, or mid the hosts of war,
 That many folks — yea, scorn us not that willingly we bore
 These fillets in our hands today with words beseeching peace — 
 That many lands have longed for us, and yearned for our increase.
 But fate of Gods and Gods’ command would ever drive us home
 To this your land: this is the place whence Dardanus was come,   240
 And hither now he comes again: full sore Apollo drave
 To Tuscan Tiber, and the place of dread Numicius’ wave.
 Moreover, here some little gifts of early days of joy
 Giveth our king, a handful gleaned from burning-tide of Troy:
 Anchises at the altar erst would pour from out this gold;
 This was the gear that Priam used when in the guise of old
 He gave his gathered folk the law; sceptre, and holy crown,
 And weed the work of Ilian wives.”
 

Now while Ilioneus so spake Latinus held his face,
 Musing and steadfast, on the ground setting his downcast gaze,   250
 Rolling his eyes all thought-fulfilled; nor did the broidered gear
 Of purple move the King so much, nor Priam’s sceptre fair,
 As on his daughter’s bridal bed the thoughts in him had rest,
 For ancient Faunus’ fateful word he turned within his breast.
 Here was the son, the fate-foretold, the outland wanderer,
 Called on by equal doom of God the equal throne to share;
 He from whose loins those glorious sons of valour should come forth
 To take the whole world for their own by utter might of worth.
 

At last he spake out joyfully: “God grace our deed begun,
 And his own bidding! man of Troy, thine asking shall be done:   260
 I take your gifts: nought shall ye lack from King Latinus’ hand,
 Riches of Troy, nor health and wealth of fat and fruitful land.
 But let Æneas come himself if he so yearn for me,
 If he be eager for our house, and would our fellow be;
 Nor let him fear to look upon friends’ faces close anigh,
 Part of the peace-troth shall be this, my hand in his to lie.
 And now bear back unto your king this bidding that I send:
 I have a daughter; her indeed with countryman to blend
 The answers of my father’s house forbid, and many a sign
 Sent down from heaven: from over sea comes one to wed our line;   270
 They say this bideth Latin Land; a man to raise our blood
 Up to the very stars of heaven: that this is he fate would,
 I think, yea hope, if any whit my heart herein avail.”
 

He spake, and bade choose horses out from all his noble tale,
 Whereof three hundred sleek and fair stood in the stables high:
 These biddeth he for Teucrian men be led forth presently,
 Wing-footed purple-bearing beasts, with pictures o’er them flung
 Of woven stuff, and, on their breasts are golden collars hung:
 Gold-housed are they, and champ in teeth the yellow-golden chain
 But to Æneas, absent thence, a car and yoke-beasts twain       280
 He sends: the seed of heaven are they, and breathing very fire,
 The blood of those that Circe stole when she beguiled her sire,
 That crafty mistress, winning them, bastards, from earthy mare.
 So back again Æneas’ folk high on their horses fare,
 Bearing Latinus’ gifts and words, and all the tale of peace.
 

But lo, where great Jove’s bitter wife comes from the town of Greece,
 From Argos wrought of Inachus, and holds the airy way.
 Far off she sees Æneas’ joy, and where the ship-host lay
 Of Dardans: yea from Sicily and far Pachynus head
 She seeth him on earth at last and raising roofèd stead,       290
 And all the ships void: fixed she stood, smit through with bitter wrath,
 And shook her head: then from her breast the angry words came forth:
 

“Ah, hated race! Ah, Phrygian fates that shear my fates atwain!
 Was there no dead man’s place for you on that Sigean plain?
 Had ye no might to wend as slaves? gave Troy so poor a flame
 To burn her men, that through the fire and through the swords ye came?
 I think at last my godhead’s might is wearied and gone by,
 That I have drunk enough of hate, and now at rest may lie: — I,
 who had heart to follow up those outcasts from their land,
 And as they fled o’er all the sea still in their path would stand.   300
 Against these Teucrians sea and sky have spent their strength for nought:
 Was Syrtes aught, or Scylla aught, or huge Charybdis aught?
 Lo now the longed-for Tiber’s breast that nation cherisheth
 Safe from the deep and safe from me: while Mars might do to death
 Those huge-wrought folk of Lapithæ: the very Father-God
 Gave up the ancient Calydon to Dian’s wrath and rod.
 What was the guilt of Lapithæ? what crime wrought Calydon?
 But I, the mighty spouse of Jove, who nought have left undone
 My evil hap might compass, I who ran through all craft’s tale
 Am vanquished of Æneas now. But if of no avail                 310
 My godhead be, I will not spare to pray what is of might,
 Since Heaven I move not, needs must I let loose the Nether Night.
 Ah! say it is not fated me the Latin realm to ban,
 Lavinia must be fated wife of this same Trojan man,
 Yet may I draw out time at least, and those great things delay;
 At least may I for either king an host of people slay:
 For father and for son-in-law shall plenteous price be paid,
 With Trojan and Rutulian blood shalt thou be dowered, O maid;
 Bellona’s self shall bridal thee; not Cisseus’ seed alone
 Was big with brand; not she alone with wedding-ring has shone:   320
 Yea, and this too is Venus’ child; another Paris comes
 To kindle deadly torch again in new-born Trojan homes.”
 

So spake she terrible, and sank into the earth below,
 Yea to the nether night, and stirred Alecto, forge of woe,
 From the dread Goddesses’ abode: sad wars she loveth well,
 And murderous wrath, and lurking guile, and evil deeds and fell:
 E’en Pluto loathes her; yea, e’en they of that Tartarean place,
 Her sisters, hate her: sure she hath as many a changing face,
 As many a cruel body’s form, as her black snakes put forth.
 To whom in such wise Juno spake and whetted on her wrath:      330
 

“Win me a work after thine heart, O Virgin of the night,
 Lest all my fame, unstained of old, my glory won aright,
 Give place: lest there Æneas’ sons Latinus overcome
 By wedlock, and in Italy set up their house and home:
 Thou, who the brothers of one heart canst raise up each ‘gainst each,
 And overturn men’s homes with hate, and through the house-walls’ breach
 Bear in the stroke and deadly brand — a thousand names hast thou, — 
 A thousand arts of ill: Stir up thy fruitful bosom now;
 Be render of the plighted peace; of war-seed be the sower;     339
 That men may yearn for arms, and ask, and snatch in one same hour.”
 

Thereon Alecto, steeped at heart with Gorgon venoming.
 Sought Latium first and high-built house of that Laurentian king,
 And by the silent threshold stood whereby Amata lay,
 In whose hot heart a woman’s woe and woman’s wrath did play,
 About those Teucrian new-comers and Turnus’ bridal bed:
 On her she cast an adder blue, a tress from off her head,
 And sent it to her breast to creep her very heart-strings through,
 That she, bewildered by the bane, may all the house undo.
 So he betwixt her bosom smooth and dainty raiment slid,
 And crawled as if he touched her not, and maddened her yet hid,   350
 And breathed the adder’s soul in her: the dreadful wormy thing
 Seemed the wrought gold about her neck, or the long silken string
 That knit her hair, and slippery soft it glided o’er her limbs.
 And now while first the plague begins, and soft the venom swims,
 Touching her sense, and round her bones the fiery web is pressed,
 Nor yet her soul had caught the flame through all her poisoned breast,
 Still soft, and e’en as mothers will, she spake the word and said
 Her woes about her daughter’s case, and Phrygian bridal bed.
 

“To Teucrian outcasts shall our maid, Lavinia, wedded be?
 O Father, hast thou nought of ruth of her, forsooth, and thee?   360
 Nor of the mother, whom that man forsworn shall leave behind,
 Bearing the maiden o’er the sea with the first northern wind?
 Nay, not e’en so the Phrygian herd pierced Lacedæmon’s fold,
 And bore Ledæan Helen off unto the Trojan hold.
 Nay, where is gone thine hallowed faith, thy kinsomeness of yore?
 Thine hand that oft to Turnus’ hand, thy kinsman, promise bore?
 Lo, if we needs must seek a son strange to the Latin folk,
 And Father Faunus’ words on thee are e’en so strait a yoke,
 I deem, indeed, that every land free from our kingdom’s sway
 Is stranger land, and even so I deem the Gods would say:       370
 And Turnus comes, if we shall seek beginning of his race.
 From Inachus, Acrisius old, and mid Mycenæ’s place.”
 

But when she thus had said in vain, and saw Latinus still
 Withstand her: when all inwardly the maddening serpent’s ill
 Hath smitten through her heart of hearts and passed through all her frame,
 Then verily the hapless one, with dreadful things aflame,
 Raves through the city’s length and breadth in God-wrought agonies:
 As ‘neath the stroke of twisted lash at whiles the whip-top flies,
 Which lads all eager for the game drive, ever circling wide
 Round some void hall; it, goaded on beneath the strip of hide,   380
 From circle unto circle goes; the silly childish throng
 Still hanging o’er, and wondering how the box-tree spins along,
 The while their lashes make it live: no quieter she ran
 Through the mid city, borne amid fierce hearts of many a man.
 Then in the wilderness she feigns the heart that Bacchus fills,
 And stirs a greater madness up, beginning greater ills,
 And mid the leafy mountain-side her daughter hides away,
 To snatch her from the Teucrian bed, the bridal torch to stay;
 Foaming: “Hail, Bacchus! thou alone art worthy lord to wed
 This virgin thing: for thee she takes the spear’s soft-fruited head,   390
 For thee she twinkleth dancing feet, and feeds her holy hair.”
 

The rumour flies, and one same rage all mother-folk doth bear,
 Heart-kindled by the Fury’s ill, to roofs of all unrest:
 They flee the house and let the wind play free o’er hair and breast:
 While others fill the very heavens with shrilly quivering wail,
 And skin-clad toss about the spear the wreathing vine-leaves veil:
 But she ablaze amidst of them upholds the fir-lit flame,
 And sings her daughter’s bridal song, and sings of Turnus’ name,
 Rolling her blood-shot eyes about; then eager suddenly
 She shouts: “Ho, mothers! Latin wives, wherever ye may be,     400
 Hearken! if in your righteous souls abideth any love
 Of lorn Amata; if your souls a mother’s right may move,
 Cast off the fillets from your locks, with me the madness bear.”
 

So through the woodland wilderness and deserts of the deer
 Alecto drave the Queen around, with Bacchus’ stings beset
 But when she deemed enough was wrought that rage of hers to whet,
 And that Latinus’ rede and house was utterly undone,
 Forthwith away on dusky wings is borne that evil one
 Unto the bold Rutulian’s wall: a city, saith the tale,
 Raised up by Danaë for her Acrisian folks’ avail               410
 When on the hurrying South she fled: Ardea in days of yore
 Our fathers called it; nor as yet is name thereof passed o’er,
 Though wealth be gone: there Turnus lay within his house on high,
 And midmost sleep of dusky night was winning peacefully.
 When there Alecto cruel face and hellish body shed,
 And to an ancient woman’s like her shape she fashionèd,
 Wrinkling her forehead villanous; and hoary coifèd hair
 She donned, and round about it twined the olive-garland fair,
 And seemed the ancient Calybé of Juno’s holy place;
 And so with such a word she thrust before the hero’s face:     420
 

“Turnus, and wilt thou bear it now, such labour spent in vain,
 And give thy folk to Dardan men, the outcasts of the main?
 The King gainsays thy wedding couch, and dowry justly bought
 By very blood, and for his throne an outland heir is sought.
 Go, thou bemocked, and thrust thyself mid perils none shall thank;
 For cloaking of the Latin peace o’erthrow the Tuscan rank!
 The mighty Saturn’s Seed herself hath bid me openly
 To bear thee this, while thou in peace of middle night shouldst lie.
 So up! be merry! arm the lads! bid wend from out the gate.
 Up, up, and arm! The Phrygian folk who in the fair stream wait,
 Burn thou their dukes of men with fire! burn every painted keel!
 ’Tis heavenly might that biddeth this. Let King Latinus feel
 Thy strength, and learn to know at last what meaneth Turnus’ sword,
 Unless he grant the wedding yet, and hold his plighted word.”
 

But therewithal the young man spake, and answered her in scorn:
 “Thou errest: tidings of all this failed nowise to be borne
 Unto mine ears, how stranger ships the Tiber-flood beset.
 Nay, make me not so sore afeared, — belike she minds me yet,
 Juno, the Queen of Heaven aloft.
 Nay, mother, Eld the mouldy-dull, the empty of all sooth,      440
 Tormenteth thee with cares in vain, and mid the arms of kings
 Bemocks the seer with idle shows of many fearful things.
 Nay, ’tis for thee to watch God’s house, and ward the images,
 And let men deal with peace and war; for they were born for these.”
 

But at such word Alecto’s wrath in utter fire outbrake;
 A tremor ran throughout his limbs e’en as the word he spake;
 Fixed stared his eyes, the Fury hissed with Serpent-world so dread,
 And such a mighty body woke: then rolling in her head
 Her eyes of flame, she thrust him back, stammering and seeking speech,
 As on her head she reared aloft two adders each by each,       450
 And sounded all her fearful whip, and cried from raving mouth:
 

“Lo, I am she, the mouldy-dull, whom Eld, the void of sooth,
 Bemocks amid the arms of kings with empty lies of fear!
 Look, look! for from the Sisters’ House, the Dread Ones, come I here;
 And war and death I have in hand.”
 

She spake, and on the youth she cast her torch and set its blaze,
 A mirky gleam of smoke-wreathed flame, amidmost of his heart:
 And mighty dread his slumber brake, and forth from every part,
 From bones and body, burst the sweat, and o’er his limbs ‘gan fall;
 And wild he cries for arms, and seeks for arms from bed and wall:   460
 The sword-lust rageth in his soul, and wicked thirst of war.
 So was it as at whiles it is, when with a mighty roar
 The twiggen flame goes up about the hollow side of brass;
 The water leapeth up therewith, within comes rage to pass,
 The while the cloudy foaming flood spouts up a bubbling stir,
 Until the sea refrains no more; the black cloud flies in air.
 So to the dukes of men he shows how peace hath evil end,
 And on Latinus biddeth them in weed of war to wend;
 That they may save their Italy, and thrust the foemen forth.
 And he will fare unto the field more than the twain of worth,   470
 Teucrians and Latins: so he saith, and calls the Gods to aid.
 Then eagerly Rutulian men to war and battle bade:
 For some his glorious beauty stirred, and some his youth drave on,
 And some his sires; and some were moved by deeds his hand had done.
 

But while he fills Rutulian souls with love for glorious things,
 Alecto to the Teucrians wends on Stygian-fashioned wings,
 With fresh guile spying out the place where goodly on the shore,
 With toils and speed ‘gainst woodland beasts, Iulus waged the war.
 Here for his hounds Cocytus’ Maid a sudden madness blent,
 Crossing the nostrils of the beasts with long familiar scent,   480
 As eagerly they chased a hart. This first began the toil,
 And kindled field-abiders’ souls to war and deadly broil.
 

There was a hart most excellent, a noble hornèd thing,
 That Tyrrheus’ sons had stolen from its own dam’s cherishing,
 And fostered: he, their father, had the kingly herd to heed,
 And well was trusted far and wide, the warden of the mead.
 But to their sister Sylvia’s hand the beast was used, and oft
 She decked him lovingly, and wreathed his horns with leafage soft,
 And combed him oft, and washed him oft in water of the well.
 Tame to her hand, and used enow amid manfolk to dwell,         490
 He strayed the woods; but day by day betook him evermore,
 Of his own will at twilight-tide, to that familiar door.
 Him now Iulus’ hunting hounds mad-eager chanced to stir
 Afar from home, and floating whiles adown the river fair,
 Or whiles on bank of grassy green beguiling summer’s flame.
 Therewith Ascanius, all afire with lust of noble fame,
 Turned on the beast the spiky reed from out the curvèd horn;
 Nor lacked the God to his right hand; on was the arrow borne
 With plenteous whirr, and smote the hart through belly and through flank;
 Who, wounded, to the well-known house fled fast, and groaning shrank
 Into the stalls of his abode, and bloody, e’en as one          501
 Who cries for pity, filled the place with woefulness of moan.
 

Then first the sister Sylvia there, smiting her breast, cried out,
 Calling to aid the hardy hearts of field-folk thereabout;
 And swifter than the thought they came; for still that bitter Bane
 Lurked in the silent woods: this man a half-burned brand did gain
 For weapon; that a knotted stake: whate’er came first to hand,
 The seeker’s wrath a weapon made: there Tyrrheus cheers his band,
 Come from the cleaving of an oak with foursome driven wedge,
 Panting and fierce he tossed aloft the wood-bill’s grinded edge.   510
 But she, that Evil, on the watch, noting the death anigh,
 Climbs up upon the stall-house loft, and from its roof on high
 Singeth the shepherd’s gathering sign, and through the crookèd horn
 Sends voice of hell: and e’en therewith, as forth the notes were borne,
 The forest trembled; the deep woods resounded; yea afar
 The mere of Trivia heard the sound, and that white water, Nar,
 That bears the sulphur down its stream; the Veline well-springs heard:
 Mothers caught up their little ones, and trembled sore afeard.
 Then hurrying at the voice sent forth by the dread war-horn’s song,
 The hardy-hearted folk of fields from everywhither throng,     520
 With weapons caught in haste: and now the Trojan folk withal
 Pour from their opened gates, and on to aid Ascanius fall.
 And there the battle is arrayed; and now no war they wake,
 Where field-folk strive with knotty club or fire-behardened stake;
 But with the two-edged sword they strive: the meadows bristle black
 With harvest of the naked steel: the gleaming brass throws back
 Unto the clouds that swim aloft the smiting of the sun:
 As when the whitening of the wind across the flood doth run,
 And step by step the sea gets up, and higher heaps the wave,
 Until heaven-high it sweeps at last up from its lowest cave.   530
 

And here, by dint of whistling shaft in forefront of the fight,
 A youth, e’en Tyrrheus’ eldest son, by name of Almo hight,
 Was laid alow: there in his throat the reedy bane abode,
 And shut with blood the path of speech, the tender life-breath’s road.
 And many a body fell around: there, thrusting through the press
 With peaceful word, Galæsus old died in his righteousness;
 Most just of men; most rich erewhile of all Ausonian land:
 Five flocks of bleaters once he had: five-fold came home to hand
 His herds of neat: an hundred ploughs turned up the earth for him.   539
 

But while they wrought these deeds of Mars mid doubtful fate and dim,
 The Goddess, strong in pledge fulfilled, since she the war had stained
 With very blood, and death of men in that first battle gained,
 Leaveth the Westland, and upborne along the hollow sky,
 To Juno such a word of pride sets forth victoriously:
 

“Lo thou, the discord fashioned fair with misery of fight!
 Come let them join in friendship now, and troth together plight!
 But now, since I have sprinkled Troy with that Ausonian blood,
 I will do more, if thereunto thy will abideth good;
 For all the cities neighbouring to war my word shall bring,
 And in their souls the love of Mars and maddening fire shall fling   550
 Till all strike in, and all the lea crops of my sowing bear.”
 

But Juno answered: “Full enough there is of fraud and fear;
 Fast stands the stumbling-block of war, and hand to hand they fight:
 The sword that Fate first gave to them hath man’s death stained aright
 Forsooth let King Latinus now and Venus’ noble son
 Join hand to hand, and hold high feast for such a wedding won.
 But thee, the Father of the Gods, lord of Olympus high,
 Will nowise have a-wandering free beneath the worldly sky:
 Give place; and whatso more of toil Fortune herein may make
 Myself shall rule.”                                            560

                    Such words as these Saturnian Juno spake,
 And on the wing the Evil rose, with snaky sweeping whirr,
 Seeking Cocytus’ house, and left the light world’s steep of air.
 Midst Italy a place there is ‘neath mountains high set down,
 Whose noble tale in many a land hath fame and great renown,
 The valley of Amsanctus called, hemmed in by woody steep
 On either side, and through whose midst a rattling stream doth leap,
 With clattering stones and eddying whirl: a strange den gapeth there,
 The very breathing-hole of Dis; an awful place of fear,
 A mighty gulf of baneful breath that Acheron hath made
 When he brake forth: therein as now the baneful Fury laid      570
 Her hated godhead, lightening so the load of earth and heaven.
 

No less meanwhile did Saturn’s Queen still turn her hand to leaven
 That war begun. The shepherd folk rush from the battle-wrack
 Into the city of the king, bearing their dead aback,
 Almo the lad, Galæsus slain with changed befoulèd face.
 They bid Latinus witness bear, and cry the Gods for grace.
 Turnus is there, and loads the tale of bale-fire and the sword,
 And swells the fear: “The land shall have a Teucrian host for lord:
 With Phrygians shall ye foul your race and drive me from your door.”
 Then they, whose mothers midst the wood God Bacchus overbore,
 To lead the dance — Amata’s name being held in nowise light — 581
 Together draw from every side, and weary for the fight.
 Yea, all with froward heart and voice cry out for war and death,
 That signs of heaven forbid so sore, that high God gainsayeth,
 And King Latinus’ house therewith beset they eagerly;
 But he unmoved against them stands as crag amid the sea;
 As crag amid the sea, that stands unmoved and huge to meet
 The coming crash, while plenteously the waves bark round its feet:
 Vain is the roaring on the rocks and rattling shingly crash,
 The wrack from off its smitten sides falls down amid the wash.   590
 

But when no might is given him their blindness to o’ercome,
 And by the road fell Juno would the matter must win home,
 Sore called the father on the Gods and emptiness of air:
 “Ah, broken by the Fates,” he cried, “amid the storm we bear!
 Ye with your godless blood yourselves shall pay the penalty,
 Unhappy men! But Turnus, thou, thine ill deed bideth thee
 With woe enough, and overlate the Gods shalt thou adore.
 For me, my rest is gained, my foot the threshold passeth o’er;
 Yet is my happy ending spilled.”

                                  Nor further would he say;
 But, hedged within his house, he cast the reins of rule away.   600
 

In Latium of the Westland world a fashion was whilome,
 Thence hallowed of the Alban folk, held holy thence by Rome,
 Earth’s mightiest thing: and this they used what time soe’er they woke
 Mars unto battle; whether they against the Getic folk,
 Ind, Araby, Hyrcanian men, fashioned the woeful wrack,
 Or mid the dawn from Parthian men the banners bade aback.
 For twofold are the Gates of War — still bear they such a name — 
 Hallowed by awe of Mars the dread, and worship of his fame,
 Shut by an hundred brazen bolts, and iron whose avail
 Shall never die: nor ever thence doth door-ward Janus fail.    610
 Now when amid the Fathers’ hearts fast is the war-rede grown,
 The Consul, girt in Gabine wise, and with Quirinus gown
 Made glorious, doth himself unbar the creaking door-leaves great,
 And he himself cries on the war; whom all men follow straight,
 The while their brazen yea-saying the griding trumpets blare.
 

In e’en such wise Latinus now was bidden to declare
 The battle ‘gainst Æneas’ folk, and ope the gates of woe.
 But from their touch the Father shrank, and fleeing lest he do
 The evil deed, in eyeless dark he hideth him away.
 Then slipped the Queen of Gods from heaven, and ended their delay;
 For back upon their hinges turned the Seed of Saturn bore      621
 The tarrying leaves, and burst apart the iron Gates of War,
 And all Ausonia yet unstirred brake suddenly ablaze:
 And some will go afoot to field, and some will wend their ways
 Aloft on horses dusty-fierce: all seek their battle-gear.
 Some polish bright the buckler’s face and rub the pike-point clear
 With fat of sheep; and many an axe upon the wheel is worn.
 They joy to rear the banners up and hearken to the horn.
 And now five mighty cities forge the point and edge anew
 On new-raised anvils; Tibur proud, Atina staunch to do,        630
 Ardea and Crustumerium’s folk, Antemnæ castle-crowned.
 They hollow helming for the head; they bend the withe around
 For buckler-boss: or other some beat breast-plates of the brass,
 Or from the toughened silver bring the shining greaves to pass.
 Now fails all prize of share and hook, all yearning for the plough;
 The swords their fathers bore afield anew they smithy now.
 Now is the gathering-trumpet blown; the battle-token speeds;
 And this man catches helm from wall; this thrusteth foaming steeds
 To collar; this his shield does on, and mail-coat threesome laid
 Of golden link, and girdeth him with ancient trusty blade.     640
 

O Muses, open Helicon, and let your song awake
 To tell what kings awoke to war, what armies for whose sake
 Filled up the meads; what men of war sweet mother Italy
 Bore unto flower and fruit as then; what flame of fight ran high:
 For ye remember, Holy Ones, and ye may tell the tale;
 But we — a slender breath of fame scarce by our ears may sail.
 

Mezentius first, the foe of Gods, fierce from the Tuscan shore
 Unto the battle wends his way, and armeth host of war:
 Lausus, his son, anigh him wends; — no lovelier man than he,
 Save Turnus, the Laurentine-born, the crown of all to see. — 650
 Lausus, the tamer of the horse, the wood-deer’s following bane,
 Who led from Agyllina’s wall a thousand men in vain.
 Worthy was he to have more mirth than ‘neath Mezentius’ sway;
 Worthy that other sire than he had given him unto day.
 

The goodly Aventinus next, glorious with palm of prize,
 Along the grass his chariot shows and steeds of victories,
 Sprung from the goodly Hercules, marked by his father’s shield,
 Where Hydra girded hundred-fold with adders fills the field:
 Him Rhea the priestess on a day gave to the sun-lit earth,
 On wooded bent of Aventine, in secret stolen birth;            660
 The woman mingled with a God, what time that, Geryon slain,
 The conquering man of Tiryns touched the fair Laurentian plain,
 And washed amidst the Tuscan stream the bulls Iberia bred.
 These bear in war the bitter glaive and darts with pilèd head:
 With slender sword and Sabine staff the battle they abide;
 But he afoot and swinging round a monstrous lion’s hide,
 Whose bristly brow and terrible with sharp white teeth a-row
 Hooded his head, beneath the roof where dwelt the king did go
 All shaggy rough, his shoulders clad with Herculean cloak.
 

Then next twin brethren wend away from Tibur’s town and folk,   670
 Whose brother-born, Tiburtus, erst had named that citied place;
 Catillus, eager Coras they, men of the Argive race;
 In forefront of the battle-wood, mid thick of sleet they fare,
 Like as two centaurs cloud-begot, that down the mountains bear,
 Leaving the high-piled Homole, and Othrys of the snow
 With hurrying hoofs: the mighty wood yields to them as they go;
 The tangle of the thicket-place before them gives aback.
 

Nor did Præneste’s raiser-up from field of battle lack,
 That Cæculus, whom king of men mid cattle of the mead,
 All ages of the world have trowed was Vulcan’s very seed       680
 Found on the hearth: from wide away gathered his rustic band:
 Those housed upon Præneste’s steep; they of the Juno land
 Of Gabii: abiders near cool Anio, they that dwell
 On Hernic rocks, the stream-bedewed: they whom thou feedest well,
 Anagnia rich; the foster-sons of Amasenus’ coast.
 Not all had arms, or clash of shield, or war-wain; but the most
 Cast the grey plummets forth, and some, the dart in hand they bear,
 And on the head the fallow fell of woodland wolf they wear
 For helming: now with all of them the left foot goes aground,
 Naked and bare; but with the hide untanned the left is bound.   690
 

Messapus lo, the horse-tamer, a child by Neptune won,
 Ne’er by the fire to be spilled, nor by the steel undone;
 His folk this long while sunk in peace, a battle-foolish band,
 He calleth suddenly to fight, and taketh sword in hand;
 Æqui Falisci are of these, Fescennium’s folk of fight,
 These lie upon Flavinium’s lea, and hold Soracte’s hight,
 And mere and mound of Ciminus, Capena’s woodland broad.
 With measured footfalls on they go, a-singing of their lord:
 As whiles the snowy swans will fare amid the world of cloud,
 Returning from their feeding-field; far goes the song and loud,   700
 Whose notes along their necks they pour: the flood resounds, and all
 The Asian marish beat with song.
 Scarce might ye deem the brazen ranks of such a mighty host
 Were gathered there: but rather fowl a-driving toward the coast,
 An airy cloud of hoarse-voiced things drawn from the wallowing sea.
 

Lo sprung from ancient Sabine blood comes Clausus presently,
 Leading a mighty host, himself a very host of war;
 From whom the Claudian tribe and race hath spread itself afar
 Through Latium, since the Sabine folk was given a share in Rome:
 With him the Amiternian host and old Quirites come;            710
 Eretus’ host and they that keep Mutusca’s olive gain,
 The biders in Nomentum’s wall, and Veline Rosea’s plain,
 The bristling rocks of Tetricæ and high Severus’ flank,
 Casperia and Foruli and wet Himella’s bank;
 The drinkers of the Tiber-stream and Fabaris, and folk
 Cool Nursia sends, and Horta’s troop, and men of Latin yoke;
 And they whom hapless Allia parts with wash of waters wan:
 As many as on Lybian main the tumbling waves roll on
 When fierce Orion falls to sleep in wintry waters’ lair;
 Or thick as stand the wheaten ears the young sun burneth there   720
 On Hermus’ plain or Lycia’s lea a-yellowing for the hook:
 Loud clashed the shields, and earth afeared beneath their footfalls shook.
 

Halæsus, Agamemnon’s blood, a foe to Troy inbred,
 Next yoked the horses to the car; a thousand men he led,
 Fierce folk for Turnus: they that hoe the vine-fair Massic soil;
 And they that from their lofty hills adown unto the broil
 Aruncan fathers sent, and they of Sidicinum’s lea;
 All who leave Cales, all whose homes beside Vulturnus be,
 The shoally water: with them went Saticula’s fierce band,
 And host of Oscans: slender shafts are weapons of their hand,   730
 Which same to toughened casting-thong amid the fight they tie;
 With bucklered left and scanty blade they come to blows anigh.
 

Nor, Oebalus, shalt thou unsung from this our story fail,
 Whom Telon on nymph Sebethis begat as tells the tale
 When Teleboan Capreæ he reigned o’er waxen old;
 Whose son might not abide to sit within his father’s fold;
 But even then held neath his sway the country far and wide,
 Sarrastes’ folk, and all the plain along the Sarnus side.
 Celenna’s lea, and Batulum, and folk of Rufra’s town,
 And those on whom Abella’s walls, the apple-rich, look down.   740
 But these are wont to hurl the spear after the Teuton wise,
 Their heads are helmed with e’en such bark as on the holm-oak lies:
 All brazen-wrought their targets gleam, their brazen sword-blades flash.
 

’Twas Nursæ in the heart of hills sent thee to battle-clash,
 O Ufens, well renowned of fame, and rich in battle’s grace;
 Whose folk are roughest lived of men, eager for woodland chase;
 Æquiculi they hight; who dwell on land of little gain,
 And ever armed they till the earth, and ever are they fain
 To drive the spoil from hour to hour, and live upon the prey.
 

Then Umbro of the hardy heart went on the battle-way;          750
 Priest was he of Marruvian folk; about his helm was bent
 The happy olive, leaf and twig: him King Archippus sent:
 Wont was he with his hand and voice the bitter viper-kind
 And water-worms of evil breath in bonds of sleep to bind;
 And he would soothe the wrath of them, and dull their bite by craft,
 Yet nothing might he heal the hurt that came of Dardan shaft;
 Nay, nothing might the sleepy song avail against his bane,
 All herbs on Marsian mountains plucked were nought thereto and vain.
 Anguitia’s thicket wept for thee, Fucinus wave of glass,
 The thin wan waters wept for thee.                             760
 

Most goodly Virbius went to war, Hippolytus’ own son:
 His mother fair Aricia sent this battle-glorious one
 From fostering of Egeria’s wood, from out the marish place
 Where standeth Dian’s altar rich fulfilled of plenteous grace.
 For folk say, when Hippolytus, undone by step-dame’s lie,
 Had paid unto his father’s wrath that utmost penalty,
 He, piecemeal torn by maddened steeds, yet came aback to live
 Beneath the starry firmament, and air that heaven doth give,
 Brought back to life by healing herbs and Dian’s cherishing:
 Then the Almighty Father, wroth that any mortal thing          770
 Should rise again to light of life from nether shadows wan,
 Beat down with bolt to Stygian wave the Phoebus-gotten man,
 The finder of such healing craft, the wise in such an art.
 But Trivia’s lovingkindness hid Hippolytus apart,
 And in the nymph Egeria’s wood she held him many a day:
 Alone in woods of Italy he wore his life away,
 Deedless, his very name all changed, and Virbius by-named then.
 So for this cause to Trivia’s fane and hallowed grove do men
 Drive horn-foot steeds, because, o’ercome by sea-beasts dread of yore,
 Piecemeal the chariot and the man they strewed about the shore.   780
 No less his son would drive the steeds across the level plain
 For all their heat, and rush to war aloft in battle-wain.
 

Now mid the forefront Turnus self of body excellent,
 Strode sword in hand: there by the head all others he outwent:
 His threefold crested helm upbore Chimæra in her wrath;
 Where very flame of Ætna’s womb her jaws were pouring forth;
 And fiercer of her flames was she, and madder of her mood
 As bloomed the battle young again with more abundant blood.
 But on the smoothness of his shield was golden Io shown
 With upraised horns, with hairy skin, a very heifer grown, — 790
 A noble tale; — and Argus there was wrought, the maiden’s ward;
 And father Inachus from bowl well wrought the river poured.
 

A cloud of foot-folk follow him; his shielded people throng
 The meadows all about; forth goes the Argive manhood strong;
 Aruncan men and Rutuli, Sicanians of old years,
 Sacranian folk, Labicus’ band the blazoned shield-bearers:
 Thy thicket-biders, Tiber; those that holy acres till
 Beside Numicus, those that plough Rutulian holt and hill,
 And ridges of Circæi: they whose meadows Anxur Jove
 Looks down on, where Feronia joys amid her fair green grove;   800
 Where Satura’s black marish lies, where chilly Ufens glides,
 Seeking a way through lowest dales, till in the sea he hides.
 

And after these from Volscian folk doth fair Camilla pass,
 Leading a mighty host of horse all blossoming with brass;
 A warrior maid, whose woman’s hands unused to ply the rock,
 Unused to bear Minerva’s crate, were wise in battle’s shock.
 The very winds might she outgo with hurrying maiden feet,
 Or speed across the topmost blades of tall unsmitten wheat,
 Nor ever hurt the tender ears below her as she ran;
 Or she might walk the middle sea, and cross the welter wan,    810
 Nor dip the nimble soles of her amid the wavy ways.
 From house and field the youth pours forth to wonder and to gaze;
 The crowd of mothers stands at stare all marvelling, and beholds
 Her going forth; how kingly cloak of purple dye enfolds
 Her shining shoulders, how the clasp of gold knots up her hair,
 And how a quiver Lycian-wrought the Queen herself doth bear,
 And shepherd’s staff of myrtle-wood steel-headed to a spear.
 






  








BOOK VIII.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

THE LATINS SEEK HELP OF DIOMEDE, AND ÆNEAS OF EVANDER, TO WHOM HE GOETH AS A GUEST. VENUS CAUSETH VULCAN TO FORGE ARMOUR AND WEAPONS FOR HER SON ÆNEAS.
 

When Turnus from Laurentum’s burg the battle-sign upreared,
 When with their voices hard and shrill the gathering trumpets blare,
 When he had stirred his war-steeds on and clashed his weed of war,
 All troubled were the minds of men, and midst of tumult sore
 All Latium swore the battle oath, and rage of men outbroke;
 Messapus then, and Ufens great, the dukes of warring folk,
 Mezentius, scorner of the Gods, these drive from every side
 The folk to war, and waste the fields of tillers far and wide.
 And Venulus is sent withal to Diomedes’ town
 To pray for aid, and tell him how the Teucrians are come down   10
 On Latium: how Æneas comes with ship-host, carrying
 His vanquished House-Gods, calling him the Fate-ordainèd King;
 How many a folk of Italy hath joined the Dardan lord,
 How that his name in Latin land is grown a mighty word — 
 ‘What thing the man will build from this, what way the prize of fight,
 If Fortune aid him he shall turn — through this thou see’st more light
 Than cometh to King Turnus yet or King Latinus eyes.
 

So goes the world in Latium now, and noting how all lies,
 The Trojan hero drifts adown a mighty tide of care,
 And hither now his swift thought speeds, now thither bids it fare,   20
 And sends it diversely about by every way to slip:
 As quivering light of water is in brazen vessel’s lip,
 Smit by the sun, or casting back the image of the moon.
 It flitteth all about the place, and rising upward soon
 Smiteth the fashioned ceiling spread beneath the tiling steep.
 

Night fell, and over all the world the earthly slumber deep
 Held weary things, the fowl of air, the cattle of the wold,
 And on the bank beneath the crown of heaven waxen cold,
 Father Æneas, all his heart with woeful war oppressed,
 Lay stretched along and gave his limbs the tardy meed of rest:   30
 When lo, between the poplar-leaves the godhead of the place,
 E’en Tiber of the lovely stream, arose before his face,
 A veil of linen grey and thin the elder’s body clad,
 And garlanding of shady sedge the tresses of him had;
 And thus Æneas he bespeaks to take away his woe:
 

“O Seed of Gods, who bearest us Troy-town from midst the foe,
 Who savest Pergamus new-born no more to die again,
 Long looked-for on Laurentine earth and fields of Latin men;
 This is your sure abiding-place, your House-Gods’ very stead;
 Turn not, nor fear the battle-threats, for now hath fallen dead   40
 The swelling storm of godhead’s wrath.
 And lest thou think I forge for thee an idle dream of sleep,
 Amid the holm-oaks of the shore a great sow shalt thou see,
 Who e’en now farrowed thirty head of young; there lieth she
 All white along, with piglings white around her uddered sides:
 That earth shall be thy dwelling-place; there rest from toil abides.
 From thence Ascanius, when the year hath thrice ten times rolled round,
 Shall raise a city, calling it by Alba’s name renowned.
 No doubtful matters do I sing, — but how to speed thee well,
 And win thee victor from all this, in few words will I tell:    50
 Arcadian people while agone, a folk from Pallas come,
 Following Evander for their king, have borne his banners home,
 And chosen earth, and reared their town amid a mountain place
 E’en Pallanteum named, from him who first began their race:
 This folk against the Latin men for ever wages fight,
 Bid them as fellows to thy camp, and treaty with them plight;
 But I by bank and flow of flood will straightly lead thee there,
 While thou with beating of the oars the stream dost overbear.
 Arise, arise, O Goddess-born, when the first star-world sets,
 Make prayer to Juno in due wise; o’ercome her wrath and threats   60
 With suppliant vows: victorious grown, thou yet shalt worship me;
 For I am that abundant flood whom thou today dost see
 Sweeping the bank and cleaving way amid the plenteous earth,
 Blue Tiber, sweetest unto heaven of all the streams of worth.
 This is my mighty house; my head from lofty cities sweeps.”
 

The River spake, and hid himself amid the watery deeps;
 But night and slumber therewithal Æneas’ eyes forsook;
 He rose and toward the dawning-place and lights of heaven ‘gan look,
 And duly in his hollow hand he lifted water fair                69
 From out the stream, and unto heaven in such wise poured his prayer:
 

“O Nymphs, Laurentian Nymphs, from whence the race of rivers springs,
 And thou, O father Tiber fair, with holy wanderings,
 Cherish Æneas; thrust from me the bitter following bane,
 What pool soe’er may nurse thy spring, O pityer of my pain,
 From whatso land, O loveliest, thy stream may issue forth.
 For ever will I give thee gifts, and worship well thy worth,
 Horned river, of all Westland streams the very king and lord;
 Only be with me; faster bind thy great God-uttered word.”
 

Thus having said, two twi-banked keels he chooseth from the fleet,
 And mans the oars and dights his folk with gear and weapons meet.   80
 

But lo meanwhile a wondrous sign is thrust before his eyes;
 For on the green-sward of the wood a snow-white sow there lies
 Down by the strand, her little ones, like-hued, about her pressed;
 Whom god-loving Æneas slays to thee, O mightiest,
 O Juno, at thine altar-fires hallowing both dam and brood.
 

Now while the long night wore away, the swelling of his flood
 Had Tiber soothed, and eddying back in peace the stream was stayed,
 And in the manner of a mere the water’s face was laid,
 Or as a pool, that so the oars unstrained their work may ply.
 So now they speed their journey forth amid a happy cry;         90
 The oiled fir slips along the seas, the waves fall wondering then, — 
 The woods, unused, fall wondering sore to see the shields of men
 Shine far up stream; to see the keels bepainted swimming there:
 But day and night, with beat of oars, the watery way they wear,
 And conquer reaches long, o’erlaid with many a shifting tree,
 And cleave the forest fair and green along the waveless sea.
 

Unto the midmost crown of heaven had climbed the fiery sun,
 By then the walls, and far-off burg, and few roofs one by one
 They see; the place raised high as heaven by mightiness of Rome,
 Where in those days Evander had an unrich, scanty home:        100
 So thither swift they turned their prows, and toward the city drew.
 

That day it chanced the Arcadian King did yearly honour do
 Unto Amphitryon’s mighty son, and on the God did call
 In grove before the city-walls: Pallas, his son, withal,
 The battle-lords, the senate poor of that unwealthy folk
 Cast incense there; with yet warm blood the altars were a-smoke.
 But when they saw the tall ships glide amidst the dusky shade
 Of woody banks, and might of men on oars all silent laid,
 Scared at the sudden sight they rise, and all the boards forsake:
 But Pallas, of the hardy heart, forbids the feast to break,    110
 While he, with weapon caught in haste, flies forth to meet the men,
 And crieth from a mound afar:

                              “Fellows, what drave you then?
 And whither wend ye on your ways by road untried before?
 What folk and from what home are ye? and is it peace or war?”
 

Then spake the father Æneas the lofty deck aboard,
 As with the peaceful olive-bough he reached his hand abroad;
 “Troy’s folk ye see and weapons whet against the Latin side,
 Whom they have driven forth by war amid their plenteous pride.
 We seek Evander: go ye forth and tell him this, and say
 That chosen dukes of Troy are come for plighted troth to pray.”   120
 

The sound of such a mighty name smote Pallas with amaze:
 “Come forth,” he said, “whoso ye be: before my father’s face
 Say what ye would; come to our Gods and in our house be guest.”
 

So saying he gave his hand to him, and hard his right hand pressed;
 Therewith they leave the river-bank, and wend amidst the wood:
 But spake Æneas to the king fair friendly words and good:
 

“O best of Greeks, whom fortune wills that I should now beseech,
 And unto thee the suppliant staff of olive garlands reach,
 I feared thee not for Arcas’ seed or Duke of Danai,
 Nor for thy being to Atreus’ twins a kinsman born anigh:       130
 Rather my heart, and holy words that Gods have given forth,
 Our fathers’ kin, the world-wide tale that goeth of thy worth,
 Bind me to thee, and make me fain of what Fate bids befall.
 Now Dardanus, first setter-up and sire of Ilian wall,
 Born of Electra, Atlas’ child, as Greekish stories say,
 Came to the Teucrians: Atlas huge Electra gave today,
 Atlas, who on his shoulders rears the round-wrought heavenly house:
 But Mercury thy father is, whom Maia glorious
 Conceived, and shed on earth one day on high Cyllene cold;
 But Atlas Maia too begot, if we may trow tale told,            140
 That very Atlas who the stars of heavenly house doth raise,
 So from one root the race of us wends on its twofold ways.
 Stayed by these things none else I sent, nor guilefully have sought,
 Assaying of thee, but myself unto thyself I brought,
 And mine own head; and here I stand a suppliant at thy door.
 And that same Daunian folk of men drive us with bitter war
 As fall on thee: if us they chase, what stay but utterly,
 (So deem they) all the Westland earth beneath their yoke shall lie,
 With all the upper flood of sea, and nether waters’ wash.
 Take troth and give it: hearts are we stout in the battle’s clash,   150
 High-counselled souls, men well beheld in deeds that try the man.”
 

He ended: but Evander’s look this long while overran
 His face, his speaking eyes, and all his body fair to see;
 Then in few words he answered thus:

                                    “How sweet to welcome thee,
 Best heart of Troy! and how I mind the words, and seem to hear
 Anchises’ voice, and see the face that mighty man did bear:
 For I remember Priam erst, child of Laomedon,
 Came to Hesione’s abode, to Salamis passed on,
 And thence would wend his ways to seek Arcadia’s chilly place.
 The blossom of the spring of life then bloomed upon my face,   160
 When on the Teucrian lords I looked with joy and wonderment;
 On Priam, too: but loftier there than any other went
 Anchises; and his sight in me struck youthful love awake.
 I yearned to speak unto the man, and hand in hand to take:
 So fain I met him, led him in to Phineus’ wallèd place;
 And he, departing, gave to me a noble arrow-case
 And Lycian shafts; a cloak thereto, all shot across with gold,
 And golden bridles twain, that now Pallas, my son, doth hold.
 Lo, then, the right hand that ye sought is joined in troth to thine;
 And when tomorrow’s light once more upon the world shall shine,   170
 Glad, holpen, shall I send you forth and stay you with my store.
 Meanwhile, since here ye come our friends, with us the Gods adore
 At this our hallowed yearly feast, which ill it were to stay:
 Be kind, and with your fellows’ boards make friends without delay.”
 

Therewith he bids bring forth once more the wine-cups and the meat,
 And he himself sets down the men upon a grassy seat;
 But chiefly to the bed bedight with shaggy lion’s skin
 He draws Æneas, bidding him the throne of maple win.
 Then vie the chosen youth-at-arms, the altar-priest brings aid;
 They bear in roasted flesh of bulls, and high the baskets lade   180
 With gifts of Ceres fashioned well, and serve the Bacchus’ joy;
 So therewithal Æneas eats and men-at-arms of Troy
 Of undivided oxen chines and inwards of the feast.
 But when the lust of meat was dulled and hunger’s gnawing ceased,
 Saith King Evander:

                    “This high-tide that we are holding thus,
 This ordered feast, this altar raised to God all-glorious,
 No idle task of witch-work is, that knoweth not the Gods
 Of ancient days: O Trojan chief, we, saved from fearful odds,
 Here worship, and give glory new to deeds done gloriously.
 Note first the crag, whose world of stones o’ertoppleth there anigh;   190
 What stone-heaps have been cast afar, how waste and wild is grown
 The mountain-house, what mighty wrack the rocks have dragged adown.
 Therein a cave was erst, that back a long way burrowing ran,
 Held by the dreadful thing, the shape of Cacus, monster-man.
 A place the sun might never see, for ever warm and wet
 With reek of murder newly wrought; o’er whose proud doorways set
 The heads of men were hanging still wan mid the woeful gore.
 Vulcan was father of this fiend; his black flame did he pour
 Forth from his mouth, as monster-great he wended on his ways.
 But to our aid, as whiles it will, brought round the lapse of days   200
 The help and coming of a God: for that most mighty one,
 All glorious with the death and spoils of threefold Geryon,
 Alcides, our avenger came, driving the victor’s meed,
 His mighty bulls, who down the dale and river-bank did feed.
 But Cacus, mad with furious heart, that nought undared might be
 Of evil deeds, or nought untried of guile and treachery,
 Drave from the fold four head of bulls of bodies excellent,
 And e’en so many lovely kine, whose fashion all outwent;
 Which same, that of their rightful road the footprints clean might lack,
 Tail-foremost dragged he to his den, turning their way-marks back;   210
 And so he hid them all away amid that stonydark,
 Nor toward the cave might he that sought find any four-foot mark.
 

“Meanwhile, his beasts all satiate, from fold Amphitryon’s son
 Now gets them ready for the road, and busks him to be gone;
 When lo, the herd falls bellowing, and with its sorrow fills
 The woodland as it goes away, and lowing leaves the hills.
 Therewith a cow gave back the sound, and in the cavern hid
 Lowed out, and in despite his heed all Cacus’ hope undid.
 Then verily Alcides’ ire and gall of heart outbroke
 In fury, and his arms he caught and weight of knotty oak,      220
 And running, sought the hill aloft that thrusteth toward the skies.
 Then first our folk saw Cacus scared and trouble in his eyes,
 And in a twinkling did he flee, no eastern wind as fleet,
 Seeking his den, and very fear gave wings unto his feet;
 But scarcely was he shut therein, and, breaking down the chains,
 Had dropped the monstrous rock that erst his crafty father’s pains
 Hung there with iron; scarce had he blocked the doorway with the same,
 When lo, the man of Tiryns there, who with his heart aflame
 Eyed all the entries, here and there turning about his face,
 Gnashing his teeth: afire with wrath, thrice all that hilly place   230
 Of Aventine he eyeth o’er, thrice tries without avail
 The rocky door, thrice sits him down awearied in the dale.
 

“There was a peakèd rock of flint with ragged edges dight,
 Which at the cave’s back rose aloft exceeding high to sight,
 A dwelling meet for evil fowl amidst their nests to bide;
 This, that hung o’er the brow above the river’s leftward side,
 Hard from the right he beareth on, and shakes, and from its roots
 Wrencheth it loose, and suddenly adown the bent side shoots.
 Then ringeth all the mighty heaven with thunder of its wrack,
 The banks are rent, the frighted stream its waters casteth back;   240
 But Cacus’ den and kingly house showed all uncovered there,
 The inmost of the shadowy cave was laid undoored and bare:
 As if the inner parts of earth ‘neath mighty stroke should gape,
 Unlocking all the house of hell, showing that country’s shape,
 The wan land all forlorn of God: there shows the unmeasured pit,
 And ghosts aquake with light of day shot through the depths of it.
 

“But Cacus, caught unwares by day whereof he had no doubt,
 Imprisoned in the hollow rock, in strange voice bellowing out,
 Alcides fell on from above, calling all arms to aid,
 And plenteous cast of boughs and stones upon the monster laid;   250
 While he, since now no flight availed to ‘scape that peril’s hold,
 Pours from his mouth a mighty smoke, O wondrous to be told!
 Enwrapping all the house about with blinding misty shroud,
 Snatching the sight from eyes of men, and rolling on the cloud,
 A reeking night with heart of fire and utter blackness blent.
 Alcides’ spirit bore it nought; his body swift he sent
 With headlong leap amid the fire where thickest rolled the wave
 Of smoke, and with its pitchy mist was flooding all the cave;
 Cacus he catcheth in the dark spueing out fire in vain,
 And knitteth him in knot about, and, strangling him, doth strain   260
 The starting eyes from out of him, and throat that blood doth lack:
 Then the mirk house is opened wide; the doors are torn aback;
 The stolen kine, that prey his oath foreswore to heaven are shown,
 And by the feet is dragged today the body hideous grown;
 Nor may men satiate their hearts by gazing on the thing;
 His fearful eyes, the face of him, the man-beast’s fashioning
 Of bristled breast; those jaws of his, whence faded is the flame.
 

“Hence is this honour celebrate, and they that after came
 Still kept the day all joyfully; Potitius wrought it first,
 This feast of mighty Hercules; the house Pinarian nursed,      270
 The altar of the grove he reared, which Mightiest yet we call,
 And ever more, in very sooth, shall mightiest be of all.
 So come, O youths, these glorious deeds I bid you glorify:
 Wreathe round your hair, put forth your hands and raise the cup on high!
 Call on the God whom all we love, and give the wine full fain!”
 

He spake: the leaf of Hercules, the poplar coloured twain,
 Shaded his hair; the leaves entwined hung down aback his head;
 The holy beaker filled his hand: then merry all men sped,
 And on the table poured their gift, and called the Gods to hear.
 

Meanwhile unto the slopes of heaven the Western Star drew near,   280
 And then the priests, and chief thereof, Potitius, thither came,
 All clad in skins, as due it was, and bearing forth the flame.
 New feast they dight, and gifts beloved of second service bring,
 And on the altar pile again the plates of offering.
 The Salii then to singing-tide heart-kindled go around
 The altars; every brow of them with poplar leafage bound:
 And here the youths, the elders there, set up the song of praise,
 And sing the deeds of Hercules: How, on his first of days,
 The monsters twain his stepdame sent, the snakes, he crushed in hand;
 And how in war he overthrew great cities of the land,          290
 Troy and Oechalia: how he won through thousand toils o’ergreat,
 That King Eurystheus laid on him by bitter Juno’s fate.
 “O thou Unconquered, thou whose hand beat down the cloud-born two,
 Pholeus, Hylæus, twin-wrought things, and Cretan monsters slew:
 O thou who slew’st the lion huge ‘neath that Nemean steep,
 The Stygian mere hath quaked at thee, the ward of Orcus deep
 Quaked in his den above his bed of half-gnawed bones and blood.
 At nothing fashioned wert thou feared; not when Typhoeus stood
 Aloft in arms: nor from thine heart fell any rede away
 When round thee headed-manifold the Worm of Lerna lay.         300
 O very child of Jupiter, O Heaven’s new glory, hail!
 Fail not thy feast with friendly foot, nor us, thy lovers, fail!”
 

With such-like song they sing the praise, and add to all the worth
 The cave of Cacus, and the beast that breathed the wildfire forth.
 The woods sing with them as they sing; the hills are light with song.
 

So, all the holy things fulfilled, they wend their ways along
 Unto the city: the old king afoot was with them there,
 And bade Æneas and his son close to his side to fare,
 And as he went made light the way with talk of many a thing.
 Æneas wonders, and his eyes go lightly wandering               310
 O’er all; but here and there they stay, as, joyful of his ways,
 He asks and hears of tokens left by men of earlier days.
 

Then spake the King Evander, he who built up Rome of old:
 “These woods the earth-born Fauns and Nymphs in time agone did hold,
 And men from out the tree-trunk born and very heart of oak;
 No fashion of the tilth they knew, nor how the bulls to yoke,
 Nor how to win them store of wealth, or spare what they had got;
 The tree-boughs only cherished them and rugged chase and hot.
 Then from Olympus of the heavens first Saturn came adown,
 Fleeing the war of Jupiter and kingdom overthrown:             320
 He laid in peace the rugged folk amid the mountains steep
 Scattered about, and gave them laws, and willed them well to keep
 The name of Latium, since he lay safe hidden on that shore.
 They call the days the Golden Days that ‘neath that king outwore,
 Amid such happiness of peace o’er men-folk did he reign.
 But worsened time as on it wore, and gathered many a stain;
 And then the battle-rage was born, and lust of gain outbroke:
 Then came the host Ausonian; then came Sicanian folk;
 And oft and o’er again the land of Saturn cast its name.       329
 Then kings there were, and Thybris fierce, of monstrous body came,
 From whom the Tiber flood is named by us of Italy,
 Its old true name of Albula being perished and gone by.
 Me, driven from my land, and strayed about the ocean’s ends,
 Almighty Fortune and the Fate no struggling ever bends
 Set in these steads; my mother’s word well worshipped hither drave,
 The nymph Carmentis; and a god, Apollo, wayfare gave.”
 

Now, as he spake, hard thereunto the altar-stead doth show,
 And gate that by Carmentis’ name the Roman people know;
 An honour of the olden time to nymph Carmentis, she,
 The faithful seer, who first foretold what mighty men should be   340
 Æneas’ sons; how great a name from Pallanteum should come.
 Then the great grove that Romulus hallowed the fleer’s home
 He showeth, and Lupercal set beneath the cliff acold,
 Called of Lycæan Pan in wise Parrhasia used of old.
 Thereafter Argiletum’s grove he shows and bids it tell,
 A very witness, where and how the guesting Argus fell.
 Next, then, to the Tarpeian stead and Capitol they went,
 All golden now, but wild of yore with thickets’ tanglement:
 E’en then at its dread holiness the folk afield would quake
 And tremble sore to look upon its cliff-besetting brake.       350
 

“This grove,” saith he, “this hill thou seest with thicket-covered brow,
 Some godhead haunts, we know not who: indeed Arcadians trow
 That very Jove they there have seen, when he his blackening shield
 Hath shaken whiles and stirred the storm amidst the heavenly field.
 Look therewithal on those two burgs with broken walls foredone!
 There thou beholdest tokens left by folk of long agone:
 For one did Father Janus old, and one did Saturn raise,
 Janiculum, Saturnia, they hight in ancient days.”
 

Amid such talk they reach the roofs whereunder did abide
 Unrich Evander; and they see the herd-beasts feeding wide      360
 And lowing through the Roman Courts amid Carinæ’s shine.
 

But when they came unto the house, “Beneath these doors of mine
 Conquering Alcides went,” he said; “this king’s house took him in.
 Have heart to scorn world’s wealth, O guest, and strive thou too to win
 A godhead’s worth: take thou no scorn of our unrich estate.”
 

He spake, and ‘neath the narrow roof Æneas’ body great
 He led withal, and set him down; and such a bed was there
 As ’twas of leaves, and overlaid with skin of Libyan bear.
 

Night falleth, and its dusky wings spreads o’er the face of earth,
 When Venus, fearful in her soul (nor less than fear ’twas worth),   370
 Sore troubled by Laurentine threats and all the tumult dread,
 Bespeaketh Vulcan, as she lay upon his golden bed,
 And holiness of very love amidst her words she bore:
 

“When Argive kings were wasting Troy predestined with their war,
 Were wracking towers foredoomed to fall mid flames of hating men,
 No help of thine for hapless ones, no arms I asked for then,
 Wrought by thy craft and mastery: nor would I have thee spend
 Thy labour, O beloved spouse, to win no happy end;
 Though many things to Priam’s house meseemeth did I owe,
 And oftentimes I needs must weep Æneas’ pain and woe.          380
 But now that he by Jove’s command Rutulian shores hath won,
 I am thy suppliant, asking arms, a mother for her son,
 Praying thy godhead’s holiness: time was when Nereus’ seed,
 Tithonus’ wife, with many tears could bend thee to thy need.
 Look round, what peoples gather now; what cities shut within
 Their barrèd gates are whetting sword to slay me and my kin.”
 

She spake: with snowy arms of God she fondled him about,
 And wound him in her soft embrace, while yet he hung in doubt:
 Sudden the wonted fire struck home; unto his inmost drew
 The old familiar heat, and all his melting bones ran through:   390
 No otherwise than whiles it is when rolls the thunder loud,
 And gleaming of the fiery rent breaks up the world of cloud.
 In glory of her loveliness she felt her guile had gained.
 Then spake the Father, overcome by Love that ne’er hath waned:
 

“Why fish thy reasons from the deep? where is thy trust in me,
 I prithee, O my God and Love? Had such wish weighed on thee,
 Then, also, had it been my part to arm the Teucrian hand,
 Nor had the Almighty Sire nor Fate forbidden Troy to stand,
 And Priam might have held it out another ten years yet.
 And now if thou wouldst wage the war, if thus thy soul is set,   400
 Thy longing shall have whatsoe’er this craft of mine may lend;
 Whatever in iron may be done, or silver-golden blend;
 Whatever wind and fire may do: I prithee pray no more,
 But trust the glory of thy might.”

                                    So when his words wore o’er
 He gave the enfolding that she would, and shed upon her breast
 He lay, and over all his limbs he drew the sleepy rest.
 But when the midmost night was worn, and slumber, past its prime,
 Had faded out, in sooth it was that woman’s rising-time,
 Who needs must prop her life with rock and slender mastery     409
 That Pallas gives: she wakes the ash and flames that smouldering lie,
 And, adding night unto her toil, driveth her maids to win
 Long task before its kindled light, that she may keep from sin
 Her bride-bed; that her little ones well waxen-up may be.
 Not otherwise that Might of Fire, no sluggard more than she,
 To win his art and handicraft from that soft bed arose.
 Upon the flank of Sicily there hangs an island close
 To Lipari of Æolus, with shear-hewn smoky steep;
 Beneath it thunder caves and dens Ætnæan, eaten deep
 With forges of the Cyclops: thence men hear the anvils cry
 ‘Neath mighty strokes, and through the cave the hissing sparkles fly   420
 From iron of the Chalybes, and pants the forge with flame.
 The house is Vulcan’s, and the land Vulcania hath to name.
 

Thither the Master of the Fire went down from upper air,
 Where Cyclop folk in mighty den were forging iron gear;
 Pyracmon of the naked limbs, Brontes and Steropes.
 A thunderbolt half-fashioned yet was in the hands of these,
 Part-wrought, suchwise as many an one the Father casts on earth
 From all the heaven, but otherwhere unfinished from the birth,
 Three rays they wrought of writhen storm, three of the watery wrack;
 Nor do the three of ruddy flame nor windy winging lack:        430
 And now the work of fearful flash, and roar, and dread they won,
 And blent amid their craftsmanship the flame that followeth on.
 But otherwhere they dight the wain and wingèd wheels of Mars,
 Wherewith the men and walls of men he waketh up to wars.
 There angry Pallas’s arms they wrought and Ægis full of fear,
 And set the gold and serpent scales, and did with mighty care
 The knitted adders, and for breast of very God did deck
 The Gorgon rolling eyen still above her severed neck.
 “Do all away,” he said, “lay by the labour so far done;
 Cyclops of Ætna, turn your minds to this one thing alone:      440
 Arms for a great man must be wrought; betake ye to your might;
 Betake ye to your nimble hands and all your mastery’s sleight,
 And hurry tarrying into haste.”

                No more he spake: all they
 Fall swift to work and portion out the labour of the day:
 The brazen rivers run about with metal of the gold,
 And soft the Chalyb bane-master flows in the forges’ hold.
 A mighty shield they set on foot to match all weapons held
 By Latin men, and sevenfold ring on ring about it weld.
 Meanwhile, in windy bellows’ womb some in the breezes take
 And give them forth, some dip the brass all hissing in the lake,   450
 And all the cavern is agroan with strokes on anvil laid.
 There turn and turn about betwixt, with plenteous might to aid,
 They rear their arms; with grip of tongs they turn the iron o’er.
 

But while the Lemnian Father thus speeds on the Æolean shore
 The lovely light Evander stirs amid his lowly house,
 And morning song of eave-dwellers from sleep the king doth rouse.
 Riseth that ancient man of days and on his kirtle does,
 And both his feet he binds about with bonds of Tyrrhene shoes;
 Then Tegeæan sword he girds to shoulder and to side,
 And on the left he flings aback the cloak of panther-hide.     460
 Moreover, from the threshold step goes either watchful ward,
 Two dogs to wit, that follow close the footsteps of their lord.
 So to the chamber of his guest the hero goes his way,
 Well mindful of his spoken word and that well-promised stay.
 Nor less Æneas was afoot betimes that morning-tide,
 And Pallas and Achates went each one their lord beside.
 So met, they join their right hands there and in the house sit down,
 And win the joy of spoken words, that lawful now hath grown;
 And thuswise speaks Evander first:
 

“O mightiest duke of Trojan men, — for surely, thou being safe,   470
 My heart may never more believe in Troy-town’s vanquishing, — 
 The battle-help that I may give is but a little thing
 For such a name: by Tuscan stream on this side are we bound;
 On that side come Rutulian arms to gird our walls with sound.
 But ’tis my rede to join to you a mighty folk of fight,
 A wealthy lordship: chance unhoped this hope for us hath dight;
 So draw thou thither whereunto the Fates are calling on.
 Not far hence is a place of men, on rock of yore agone
 Built up; Agylla’s city ’tis, where glorious folk of war,
 The Lydian folk, on Tuscan hills pitched their abode of yore.   480
 A many years of blooming once they had, until the king
 Mezentius held them ‘neath his pride and cruel warfaring.
 Why tell those deaths unspeakable, and many a tyrant’s deed?
 May the Gods store them for the heads of him and all his seed!
 Yea, yea, dead corpses would he join to bodies living yet,
 And hand to hand, O misery! and mouth to mouth would set;
 There, drenched with gore and drenched with dew of death, must they abide,
 A foul embrace unspeakable, and long and long they died.
 Worn out at last, his folk in arms beset his house about,
 And him therein all mad with rage, cut of his following rout,   490
 And cast the wildfire therewithal over his roof on high:
 But he, amidst the slaughter slipped, to fields of Rutuli
 Made shift to flee, and there is held a guest by Turnus’ sword.
 So by just anger raised today Etruria is abroad,
 Crying with Mars to aid, ‘Give back the king to pay the cost!’
 Æneas, I will make thee now the captain of their host:
 For down the whole coast goes the roar from out their ship-host’s pack;
 They cry to bear the banners forth; but them still holdeth back
 The ancient seer, thus singing Fate: Mæonia’s chosen peers,

The heart and flower of men of old, whom grief’s just measure bears   500

Against the foe; souls that your king hath stirred to righteous wrath,

No man of Italy is meet to lead this army forth;

Seek outland captains. Then, indeed, the Tuscan war array,
 Feared by such warnings of the Gods, amidst these meadows lay.
 Tarchon himself hath hither sent sweet speakers, bearing me
 Their lordships’ kingly staff and crown, and signs of royalty;
 And bidding take the Tuscan land and join their camp of war.
 But eld adull with winter frost and spent with days of yore,
 My body over-old for deeds begrudged such government.
 I would have stirred my son, but he, with Sabine mother blent,   510
 Shared blood of this Italian land: but thee the Fates endow
 With years and race full meet hereto; the Gods call on thee now.
 Go forth, O captain valorous of Italy and Troy.
 Yea, I will give thee Pallas here, my hope and darling joy,
 And bid him ‘neath thy mastery learn in battle to be bold,
 And win the heavy work of Mars, and all thy deeds behold;
 And, wondering at thy valiancy, win through his earliest years.
 Two hundred knights of Arcady, the bloom of all it bears,
 I give thee; in his own name, too, like host shall Pallas bring.”
 

Scarce had he said, and still their gaze unto the earth did cling,   520
 Æneas of Anchises born and his Achates true,
 For many thoughts of matters hard their minds were running through,
 When Cytherea gave a sign amid the open sky;
 For from the left a flash of light went quivering suddenly,
 And sound went with it, and all things in utter turmoil fared,
 And clangour of the Tyrrhene trump along the heavens blared.
 They look up; ever and anon a mighty clash they hear,
 And gleams they see betwixt the clouds, amid the sky-land clear,
 The glitter of the arms of God, the thunder of their clang.
 

The man of Troy, while others’ hearts amazed and fearful hang,   530
 Knoweth the sound, the promised help, his Goddess-mother’s meed.
 He saith: “Yea, verily, O host, to ask is little need
 What hap this portent draweth on: the Gods will have me wend;
 The God that made me promised erst such heavenly signs to send
 If war were toward; and through the sky she promised to bear down
 Arms Vulcan-fashioned for my need.
 Woe’s me for poor Laurentium’s folk! what death, what bloody graves!

 — Ah, Turnus, thou shalt pay it me! — how many ‘neath thy waves,
 O Father Tiber, shalt thou roll the shields and helms of men,
 And bodies of the mighty ones! Cry war, oath-breakers, then!”   540
 

And as he spake the word he rose from off the lofty throne,
 And the slaked fire of Hercules roused on the altar-stone;
 And joyfully he drew anear the God of yesterday
 And little House-Gods: chosen ewes in manner due they slay,
 Evander and the youth of Troy together side by side.
 Then to the ships they wend their ways, where yet their fellows bide:
 There men to follow him in fight he chooseth from the peers,
 The flower of hardy hearts; the rest the downlong water bears;
 Deedless they swim adown the stream, Ascanius home to bring
 The tidings of his coming sire and matters flourishing.        550
 

But horses get such Teucrian men as are for Tyrrhene mead;
 By lot they choose Æneas one which yellow lion’s weed
 Goes all about; full fair it shone, for it was golden-clawed.
 Then sudden through the little town the rumour flies abroad,
 That knights will speedily ride forth to Tyrrhene kingly stead.
 Then fear redoubleth mothers’ prayers, and nigher draweth dread
 In peril’s hand, and greater still the face of Mars doth grow.
 

Father Evander strains the hand of him that needs must go,
 Clinging with tears insatiate, and such a word doth say:
 “O me! would Jove bring back again the years long worn away!   560
 Were I as when the foremost foes upon Præneste’s field
 I felled, and burnt victoriously a heap of shield on shield:
 When with this very hand I sent King Herilus to Hell,
 Whose dam, Feronia, at his birth, — wild is the tale to tell, — 
 Had given him gift of threefold life; three times the sword to shake,
 And thrice to fall upon the field: yet did this right hand take
 That threefold life away from him, thrice spoiled him of his gear.
 O were I such, ne’er would I break from thine embracing dear,
 O son; nor had Mezentius erst, the tyrant neighbour lord,
 In my despite so many deaths wrought with his cruel sword,     570
 Nor widowed this our city here of such a host of sons.
 But ye, O Gods! — thou Mightiest, King of all heavenly ones,
 O Jove, have pity now, I pray, upon the Arcadian King,
 And hear a father’s prayers! for if your mighty governing, — 
 If Fate shall keep my Pallas safe, and I may live to see
 His face again, — if he return to keep our unity,
 Then may I live, and any toil, such as ye will, abide!
 But, Fortune, if thou threatenest ill, and misery betide,
 Then let me now, yea, now indeed, the cruel life break through,
 While yet my fear is unfulfilled and hope may yet come true;   580
 While thee, belovèd joy of eld, I wrap mine arms around,
 Ere yet the tale of evil hap mine ancient ears may wound.”
 

Thus at their last departing-tide the father poured the prayer,
 Whom, fainting now, the serving-men back within doors must bear;
 While forth from out the open gate the host of horsemen ride,
 Æneas and Achates leal in forefront of their pride,
 And then the other Trojan lords: amidst the company,
 In cloak adorned and painted arms, was Pallas fair to see:
 E’en such as Lucifer, when he bathed in the ocean stream,
 The light beloved of Venus well o’er every starry beam,        590
 Hath raised his holy head in heaven and down the darkness rent.
 The fearful mothers on the walls their eyen after sent,
 Following the dusty cloud of them and ranks of glittering brass.
 But mid the thicket places there by nighest road they pass
 Unto their end in weed of war: with shout and serried band
 The clattering hooves of four-foot things shake down the dusty land.
 

There is a mighty thicket-place by chilly Cæres’ side,
 By ancient dread of fathers gone held holy far and wide:
 A place that hollow hills shut in and pine-wood black begirds.
 Men say that to Silvanus erst, the God of fields and herds,    600
 The old Pelasgi hallowed it, and made a holy day,
 E’en those who in the time agone on Latin marches lay.
 No great way hence the Tuscan folk and Tarcho held them still
 In guarded camp; the host of them from rising of a hill
 Might now be seen, as far and wide they spread about the field.
 Father Æneas and his folk, the mighty under shield,
 Speed hither, and forewearied now their steeds and bodies tend.
 But through the clouds of heavenly way doth fair white Venus wend,
 Bearing the gift; who when she saw in hidden valley there
 Her son afar, apart from men by river cool and fair,           610
 Then kind she came before his eyes, and in such words she spake:
 “These promised gifts, my husband’s work, O son, I bid thee take:
 So shalt thou be all void of doubt, O son, when presently
 Laurentines proud and Turnus fierce thou bidst the battle try.”
 

So spake the Cytherean one and sought her son’s embrace,
 And hung the beaming arms upon an oak that stood in face.
 But he, made glad by godhead’s gift, and such a glory great,
 Marvelleth and rolleth o’er it all his eyes insatiate,
 And turns the pieces o’er and o’er his hands and arms between;
 The helm that flasheth flames abroad with crest so dread beseen:   620
 The sword to do the deeds of Fate; the hard-wrought plates of brass,
 Blood-red and huge; yea, e’en as when the bright sun brings to pass
 Its burning through the coal-blue clouds and shines o’er field and fold:
 The light greaves forged and forged again of silver-blend and gold:
 The spear, and, thing most hard to tell, the plating of the shield.
 For there the tale of Italy and Roman joy afield
 That Master of the Fire had wrought, not unlearned of the seers,
 Or blind to see the days before. The men of coming years,
 Ascanius stem, all foughten fields, were wrought in due array.
 

In the green den of Mavors there the fostering she-wolf lay,   630
 The twin lads sporting round the beast, clung to her udders there,
 And sucked the nursing mother-wolf, and nothing knew of fear;
 But she, with lithe neck turned about, now this now that caressed,
 And either body with her tongue for hardy shaping pressed.
 Rome had he done anigh thereto and Sabine maidens caught
 From concourse of the hollow seats when roundway games were wrought
 There for the sons of Romulus the sudden war upstarts
 With Tatius, the old king of days, and Cures’ hardy hearts.
 Then those two kings, the battle quenched, yet clad in battle-gear,
 Stand with the bowl in hand before the fire of Jupiter,        640
 As each to each o’er slaughtered sow the troth of peace they plight.
 

Anigh is Metius piecemeal dragged by foursome chariots light.

 — Ah, Alban, by the troth of words ‘twere better to abide! — 
 There Tullus strews his lying flesh about the thicket wide,
 Nor sprinkling of a traitor’s blood the bramble-bushes lack.
 

There was Porsena bidding men take outcast Tarquin back,
 The while his mighty leaguer lay about the city’s weal.
 For freedom there Æneas’ sons were rushing on the steel:
 As full of wrath, as one who threats, might ye behold his frown,
 Because that Cocles was of heart to break the bridge adown;    650
 And Cloelia from her bursten bonds was swimming o’er the flood.
 

On topmost of Tarpeian burg the warden Manlius stood
 Before the house of God, and held the Capitol high-set;
 Whereon with straw of Romulus the roof was bristling yet.
 There fluttering mid the golden porch the silver goose was done,
 The seer that told of Gaulish feet unto the threshold won:
 Then through the brake the Gauls were come, and held the castle’s height,
 Beneath the shielding of the mirk and gift of shadowy night.
 All golden are the locks of these, and golden is their gear,   659
 And fair they shine in welted coats; their milk-white necks do bear
 The twisted gold; each one in hand two Alpine spears doth wield,
 And guarded are their bodies well with plenteous length of shield.
 

The Salii in their dancing game; the naked Luperci,
 With crests that bore the tuft of wool and shields from out the sky,
 There had he wrought: the mothers chaste in softly-gliding car
 Bore holy things the city through. Yea, he had wrought afar
 The very house of Tartarus, and doors of Dis the deep,
 And dooms of evil: there wert thou hung on the beetling steep,
 O Catiline, and quaking sore ‘neath many a fiendly face;
 While Cato gave the good their laws in happy hidden place.     670
 

The image of the swelling sea amidst of these there lay
 All golden, with the blue o’erfoamed with flecks of hoary spray,
 And dolphins shining silver-white with tail-stroke swept the wave,
 And gathered in an orbèd band the flowing waters clave.
 And in the midst were brazen fleets and show of Actium’s wars
 And all Leucate set a-boil with ordered game of Mars
 There might ye see; and all the flood lit up with golden light.
 Augustus Cæsar, leading on Italian men to fight
 With Father-folk, and Household Gods, and Gods of greater name,
 Stood high on deck: his joyful brow flashed forth a twofold flame,   680
 His father’s star above his head is shining glory-clear.
 With wind to aid and God to aid, Agrippa otherwhere
 Leads on the host from high; whose brows with glorious battle-sign
 Are decked; for with the crown of beaks, the ship-host’s prize, they shine.
 

But Antony, with outland force and arms wrought diversely,
 Victorious from the morning-folks and ruddy-stranded sea,
 Bore Egypt and the Eastland might and Bactria’s outer ends;
 And after him — O shame to tell! — a wife of Egypt wends.
 

They rush together; all the sea is beaten into foam,
 Torn by the great three-tynèd beaks and oar-blades driven home:   690
 They seek the deep: ye might have thought that uptorn Cyclades
 Swam o’er the main, that mountains met high mountains on the seas,
 With such a world of towered ships fall on those folks of war.
 The hempen flame they fling from hand; they cast the dart afar
 Of wingèd steel, and Neptune’s lea reddens with death anew.
 The Queen amidst calls on her host with timbrel fashioned due
 In Egypt’s guise, nor looks aback the adders twain to see;
 Barking Anubis, shapes of God wild-wrought and diversely
 ‘Gainst Neptune and ‘gainst Venus fair, and ‘gainst Minerva’s weal
 Put forth the spear; and Mavors’ wrath was fashioned forth in steel   700
 Amidst the fight: the Dreadful Ones stooped evil-wrought from heaven,
 And Discord stalked all glad at heart beneath her mantle riven;
 And after her, red scourge in hand, did dire Bellona go.
 

All this Apollo, Actian-housed, beheld, and bent his bow
 From high aloft, and with his fear all Egypt fell to wrack,
 And Ind and Araby; and all Sabæans turned the back.
 Then once again the Queen was wrought, who on the winds doth cry,
 And spreadeth sail; and now, and now, the slackened sheet lets fly.
 The Lord of Fire had wrought her there wan with the death to be,
 Borne on, amid the death of men, by wind and following sea.    710
 But Nile was wrought to meet them there, with body great to grieve,
 And in the folding of his cloak the vanquished to receive,
 To take them to his bosom grey, his flood of hidden home.
 There Cæsar threefold triumphing, borne on amidst of Rome,
 Three hundred shrines was hallowing to Gods of Italy
 Through all the city; glorious gift that nevermore shall die;
 The while all ways with joy and game and plenteous praising rang.
 In all the temples altars were; in all the mothers sang
 Before the altars; on the earth the steers’ due slaughter lay.
 But on the snow-white threshold there of Phoebus bright as day   720
 He sat and took the nations’ gifts, and on the glorious door
 He hung them up: in long array the tamed folks went before,
 As diverse in their tongues as in their arms and garments’ guise.
 The Nomads had he fashioned there, that Mulciber the wise,
 And Afric’s all ungirded folk; Carians and Leleges,
 Shafted Geloni: softlier there Euphrates rolled his seas;
 The Morini, the last of men, the hornèd Rhine, were there,
 Danæ untamed, Araxes loth the chaining bridge to bear.
 

So on the shield, his mother’s gift by Vulcan fashioned fair,
 He wondereth, blind of things to come but glad the tale to see,   730
 And on his shoulder bears the fame and fate of sons to be.
 






  








BOOK IX.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

IN THE MEANTIME THAT ÆNEAS IS AWAY, TURNUS AND THE LATINS BESET THE TROJAN ENCAMPMENT, AND MISS BUT A LITTLE OF BRINGING ALL THINGS TO RUIN.
 

Now while a long way off therefrom do these and those such deed,
 Saturnian Juno Iris sends from heaven aloft to speed
 To Turnus of the hardy heart, abiding, as doth hap,
 Within his sire Pilumnus’ grove in shady valley’s lap;
 Whom Thaumas’ child from rosy mouth in suchwise doth bespeak:
 

“Turnus, what no one of the Gods might promise, didst thou seek,
 The day of Fate undriven now hath borne about for thee:
 Æneas, he hath left his town, and ships, and company,
 And sought the lordship Palatine and King Evander’s house;
 Nay more, hath reached the utmost steads, the towns of Corythus   10
 And host of Lydians, where he arms the gathered carles for war.
 Why doubt’st thou? now is time to call for horse and battle-car.
 Break tarrying off, and make thy stoop upon their camp’s dismay.”
 

She spake, and on her poisèd wings went up the heavenly way,
 And in her flight with mighty bow cleft through the cloudy land.
 The warrior knew her, and to heaven he cast up either hand,
 And with such voice of spoken things he followed as she fled:
 “O Iris, glory of the skies, and who thy ways hath sped
 Amidst the clouds to earth and me? Whence this so sudden clear
 Of weather? Lo, the midmost heaven I see departed shear,        20
 And through the zenith stray the stars: such signs I follow on,
 Whoso ye be that call to war.”

                                And therewithal he won
 Unto the stream, and from its face drew forth the water fair,
 Praying the Gods, and laid a load of vows upon the air.
 

And now the host drew out to war amid the open meads,
 With wealth of painted gear and gold, and wealth of noble steeds.
 Messapus leads the first array, and Tyrrheus’ children ward
 The latter host, and in the midst is Turnus’ self the lord.
 Such is the host as Ganges deep, arising mid the hush
 With sevenfold rivers’ solemn flow, or Nile-flood’s fruitful rush,   30
 When he hath ebbed from off the fields and hid him in his bed.
 

But now the Teucrians see the cloud of black dust grow to head
 From far away, and dusty-dark across the plain arise:
 And first from off the mound in face aloud Caïcus cries:
 “Ho! what is this that rolleth on, this misty, mirky ball?
 Swords, townsmen, swords! Bring point and edge; haste up to climb the wall.
 Ho, for the foeman is at hand!”

                                Then, with a mighty shout,
 The Trojans swarm through all the gates and fill the walls about;
 For so Æneas, war-lord wise, had bidden them abide
 At his departing; if meantime some new hap should betide,       40
 They should not dare nor trust themselves to pitch the fight afield,
 But hold the camp and save the town beneath the ramparts’ shield.
 Therefore, though shame and anger bade go forth and join the play,
 They bolt and bar the gates no less and all his word obey;
 And armed upon the hollow towers abide the coming foe.
 

But Turnus, flying forward fast, outwent the main host slow,
 And with a score of chosen knights is presently at hand
 Before the town: borne on he was on horse of Thracian land,
 White-flecked, and helmeted was he with ruddy-crested gold.
 “Who will be first with me, O youths, play with the foe to hold?   50
 Lo, here!” he cried; and on the air a whirling shaft he sent,
 The first of fight, and borne aloft about the meadows went.
 His fellows take it up with shouts, and dreadful cry on rolls
 As fast they follow, wondering sore at sluggard Teucrian souls, — 
 That men should shun the battle pitched, nor dare the weapon-game,
 But hug their walls. So round the walls, high-horsed, with heart aflame,
 He rides about, and tries a way where never was a way:
 E’en as a wolf the sheep-fold full besetteth on a day,
 And howleth round about the garth, by wind and rain-drift beat,
 About the middle of the night, while safe the lamb-folk bleat   60
 Beneath their mothers: wicked-fierce against them safe and near
 He rageth; hunger-madness long a-gathering him doth wear,
 With yearning for that blood beloved to wet his parchèd jaws.
 E’en so in that Rutulian duke to flame the anger draws,
 As he beholdeth walls and camp: sore burnt his hardy heart
 For shifts to come at them; to shake those Teucrians shut apart
 From out their walls and spread their host about the meadows wide.
 

So on the ships he falls, that lay the campment’s fence beside,
 Hedged all about with garth and mound and by the river’s flood,
 And to the burning crieth on his folk of joyous mood,           70
 And eager fills his own right hand with branch of blazing fir:
 Then verily they fall to work whom Turnus’ gaze doth stir,
 And all the host of them in haste hand to the black torch lays.
 They strip the hearths; the smoky brand sends forth pitch-laden blaze,
 And starward soot-bemingled flame drave Vulcan as he burned.
 

Say, Muse, what God from Teucrian folk such sore destruction turned?
 Who drave away from Trojan keels so mighty great a flame?
 Old is the troth in such a tale, but never dies its fame.
 What time Æneas first began on Phrygian Ida’s steep
 To frame his ships, and dight him there to ride upon the deep,   80
 The Berecynthian Mother-Queen spake, as the tale doth fare,
 Unto the Godhead of great Jove:

                                “Son, grant unto my prayer
 That which thy lovèd mother asks from heaven all tamed to peace:
 A wood of pines I have, beloved through many years’ increase.
 There is a thicket on my height wherein men worship me,
 Dim with the blackening of the firs and trunks of maple-tree:
 These to the Dardan youth in need of ship-host grudged I nought,
 But in my anxious soul as now is born a troubling thought.
 Do off my dread, and let, I pray, a mother’s prayers avail,
 That these amid no shattering sea or whirling wind may fail;    90
 Let it avail them that my heights first brought them unto birth.”
 

Answered her son, that swayeth still the stars that rule the earth:
 “O mother, whither call’st thou Fate? what wouldst thou have them be?
 Shall keels of mortal fashioning gain immortality?
 And shall Æneas well assured stray every peril through?
 Shall this be right? hath any God the power such things to do?
 No less when they have done their work, and safe in Italy
 Lie in the haven, which soe’er have overpassed the sea,
 And borne the Duke of Dardan men to that Laurentine home,
 From such will I take mortal shape, and bid them to become     100
 Queens of the sea-plain, such as are Doto the Nereus child,
 And Galatea, whose bosoms cleave the foaming waters wild.”
 

He spake and swore it by the flood his Stygian Brother rules,
 And by its banks that reek with pitch o’er its black whirling pools,
 And with the bowing of his head did all Olympus shake.
 

And now the promised day was come, nor will the Parcæ break
 The time fulfilled; when Turnus’ threat now bade the Mother heed
 That she from those her holy ships should turn the fire at need.
 Strange light before the eyes of men shone forth; a mighty cloud
 Ran from the dawning down the sky, and there was clashing loud   110
 Of Ida’s hosts, and from the heavens there fell a voice of fear,
 That through Rutulia’s host and Troy’s fulfillèd every ear:
 “Make no great haste, O Teucrian men, these ships of mine to save!
 Nor arm thereto! for Turnus here shall burn the salt sea wave
 Sooner than these, my holy pines. But ye — depart, go free!
 The Mother biddeth it: depart, Queens, Goddesses, of sea!”
 

Straightway the ships brake each the chain that tied them to the bank,
 And, as the dolphins dive adown, with plunging beaks they sank
 Down to the deeps, from whence, O strange! they come aback once more;
 As many brazen beaks as erst stood fast beside the shore,      120
 So many shapes of maidens now seaward they wend their ways.
 

Appalled were those Rutulian hearts; yea, feared with all amaze,
 Messapus sat mid frighted steeds: the rough-voiced stream grew black;
 Yea, Tiberinus from the deep his footsteps drew aback.
 But Turnus of the hardy heart, his courage nothing died;
 Unmoved he stirs their souls with speech, unmoved he falls to chide:
 

“These portents seek the Teucrians home; the very Jupiter
 Snatches their wonted aid from them, that might not bide to bear
 Rutulian fire and sword: henceforth the sea-plain lacketh road
 For Teucrian men: their flight is dead, and half the world’s abode   130
 Is reft from them: and earth, forsooth, upon our hands it waits,
 With thousands of Italian swords. For me, I fear no Fates:
 For if the Phrygians boast them still of answering words of God,
 Enough for Venus and the Fates that Teucrian men have trod
 The fair Ausonia’s fruitful field: and answering fates have I:
 A wicked folk with edge of sword to root up utterly,
 For stolen wife: this grief hath grieved others than Atreus’ sons,
 And other folk may run to arms than those Mycenian ones.

 — Enough one downfall is, say ye? — Enough had been one sin.
 Yea, I had deemed all womankind your hatred well might win.    140

 — Lo, these are they to whom a wall betwixt the sword and sword,
 The little tarrying of a ditch, — such toys the death to ward! — 
 Give hearts of men! What, saw they not the war-walls of Troy-town,
 The fashioning of Neptune’s hand, amid the flame sink down?
 But ye, my chosen, who is dight with me to break the wall,
 That we upon their quaking camp with point and edge may fall?
 No need I have of Vulcan’s arms or thousand ships at sea
 Against these Teucrians; yea, though they should win them presently,
 The Tuscan friendship: deeds of dusk and deedless stolen gain
 Of that Palladium, and the guards of topmost castle slain,     150
 Let them not fear: we shall not lurk in horse’s dusky womb:
 In open day to gird your walls with wildfire is the doom.
 Let them not deem they have to put the Danaans to the proof,
 Pelasgian lads that Hector’s hand for ten years held aloof.

 — But come, since all the best of day is well-nigh worn to end,
 Joy in our good beginning, friends, and well your bodies tend,
 And bide in hope and readiness the coming of the fight.”
 

Therewith Messapus hath the charge with outguards of the night
 To keep the gates, and all the town with watch-fires round to ring:
 Twice seven are chosen out to hold the town inleaguering       160
 Of Rutuli: an hundred youths, they follow each of these;
 A purple-crested folk that gleam with golden braveries:
 They pace the round, they shift the turn, or scattered o’er the grass
 Please heart and soul with wine, and turn the empty bowl of brass:
 The watch-fires shine around in ring; through sport and sleeplessness
 Their warding weareth night away.
 

The Trojans from their walls of war look down on all these things;
 They hold the heights in arms, and search the great gate’s fastenings
 With hurrying fear; or, spear in hand, gangway to battlement   169
 They yoke. There Mnestheus urged the work; there hot Serestus went;
 They whom Æneas, if perchance the time should call thereto,
 Had made first captains of the host, lords of all things to do.
 So all the host along the walls the peril shareth out,
 Falling to watch, and plays its part in turn and turn about.
 

Nisus was warder of the gate, the eager under shield,
 The son of Hyrtacus, whom erst did huntress Ida yield
 Unto Æneas’ fellowship, keen with the shaft and spear.
 Euryalus, his friend, stood by, than whom none goodlier
 Went with Æneas or did on the battle-gear of Troy:
 Youth’s bloom unshorn was on his cheek, scarce was he but a boy.   180
 Like love the twain had each for each; in battle side by side
 They went; and now as gatewards twain together did abide.
 

Now Nisus saith: “Doth very God so set the heart on fire,
 Euryalus, or doth each man make God of his desire?
 My soul is driving me to dare the battle presently,
 Or some great deed; nor pleased with peace at quiet will it be.
 Thou seest how those Rutulian men trust in their warding keep;
 How wide apart the watch-fires shine; how slack with wine and sleep
 Men lie along; how far and wide the hush o’er all things lies.
 Note now what stirreth in my mind, what thoughts in me arise:   190
 They bid call back Æneas now, fathers, and folk, and all,
 And send out men to bear to him sure word of what doth fall.
 Now if the thing I ask for thee they promise, — for to me
 The deed’s fame is enough, — meseems beneath yon mound I see
 A way whereby to Palianteum in little space to come.”
 

Euryalus, by mighty love of glory smitten home,
 Stood all amazed, then answered thus his fiery-hearted friend:
 “O Nisus, wilt thou yoke me not to such a noble end?
 And shall I send thee unto deeds so perilous alone?
 My sire Opheltes, wise in war, nourished no such an one,       200
 Reared mid the terror of the Greeks and Troy-town’s miseries;
 Nor yet with thee have I been wont to deedless deeds like these,
 Following Æneas’ mighty heart through Fortune’s furthest way.
 Here is a soul that scorns the light, and deems it good to pay
 With very life for such a fame as thou art brought anear.”
 

Saith Nisus: “Nay, I feared of thee no such a thing, I swear,
 No such ill thought; so may he bring thy friend back with the prize,
 Great Jove, or whosoe’er beholds these things with equal eyes.
 But if some hap (thou seest herein how many such may fall),
 If any hap, if any God bear me the end of all,                 210
 Fain were I thou wert left: thine age is worthier life-day’s gain;
 Let there be one to buy me back snatched from amidst the slain,
 And give me earth: or if e’en that our wonted fortune ban,
 Do thou the rites, and raise the tomb unto the missing man;
 Nor make me of thy mother’s woe the fashioner accurst:
 She who, O friend, alone of all our many mothers durst
 To follow thee, nor heeded aught of great Acestes’ town.”
 

He said: “For weaving of delay vain is thy shuttle thrown;
 Nor is my heart so turned about that I will leave the play:
 Let us be doing!”

                  Therewithal he stirs the guards, and they    220
 Come up in turn, wherewith he leaves the warding-stead behind,
 And goes with Nisus, and the twain set forth the prince to find.
 

All other creatures, laid asleep o’er all the earthly soil,
 Let slip the cares from off their hearts, forgetful of their toil,
 But still the dukes of Trojan men and chosen folk of war
 Held counsel of that heavy tide that on the kingdom bore,
 What was to do, or who would go Æneas’ messenger.
 There shield on arm, and leaned upon the length of shafted spear,
 They stand amid their stronghold’s mead: in eager haste the twain,
 Nisus and young Euryalus, the presence crave to gain,          230
 For matters great and worth the time: straight doth Iulus take
 Those hurried men to him, and bids that Nisus speech should wake.
 

Then saith the son of Hyrtacus: “Just-hearted, hearken now,
 Folk of Æneas, neither look upon the things we show
 As by our years. The Rutuli slackened by wine and sleep
 Lie hushed, and we have seen whereby upon our way to creep,
 E’en by the double-roaded gate that near the sea-strand lies:
 Their fires are slaked, and black the smoke goes upward to the skies.
 If ye will suffer us to use this fortune that doth fall
 We will go seek Æneas now and Pallanteum’s wall:               240
 Ye shall behold him and his spoils from mighty victory wrought
 Come hither presently: the way shall fail our feet in nought,
 For we have seen the city’s skirts amid the valleys dim
 In daily hunt, whereby we learned the river’s uplong brim.”
 

Then spake Aletes weighty-wise, heart-ripe with plenteous eld:
 “Gods of our fathers, under whom the weal of Troy is held,
 Ye have not doomed all utterly the Teucrian folk undone,
 When ye for us such souls of youth, such hardy hearts have won.”
 

So saying by shoulder and by hand he took the goodly twain,
 While all his countenance and cheeks were wet with plenteous rain,   250
 “What gifts may I deem worthy, men, to pay such hearts athirst
 For utmost glory? certainly the fairest and the first
 The Gods and your own hearts shall grant: the rest your lord shall give,
 Godly Æneas; and this man with all his life to live,
 Ascanius here, no memory of such desert shall lack.”
 

“But I,” Ascanius breaketh in, “whose father brought aback
 Is all my heal — Nisus, I pray by those great Gods of mine,
 By him of old, Assaracus, by hoary Vesta’s shrine,
 Bring back my father! whatsoe’er is left with me today
 Of Fate or Faith, into your breasts I give it all away.        260
 O give me back the sight of him, and grief is all gone by.
 Two cups of utter silver wrought and rough with imagery
 I give you, which my father took from wracked Arisbe’s hold;
 Two tripods eke, two talents’ weight of fire-beproven gold;
 A beaker of the time agone, Sidonian Dido’s gift.
 But if we hap to win the day and spoil of battle shift,
 If we lay hand on Italy and staff of kingship bear, — 
 Ye saw the horse that bore today gold Turnus and his gear,
 That very same, the shield withal, and helm-crest ruddy dyed,
 Thy gifts, O Nisus, from the spoil henceforth I set aside.     270
 Moreover of the mother-folk twice six most excellent
 My sire shall give, and captive men with all their armament,
 And therewithal the kingly field, Latinus’ garden-place.
 But thou, O boy most worshipful, whom nigher in the race
 Mine own years follow, thee I take unto mine inmost heart,
 Embracing thee my very friend in all to have a part;
 Nor any glory of my days without thee shall I seek,
 Whether I fashion peace or war; all that I do or speak
 I trust to thee.”

                  In answer thus Euryalus ‘gan say:
 “No day henceforth of all my life shall prove me fallen away   280
 From this my deed: only may fate in kindly wise befall,
 Nor stand against me: now one gift I ask thee over all:
 I have a mother born on earth from Priam’s ancient race,
 Who wretched in the land of Troy had no abiding-place,
 Nor in Acesta’s steadfast wall; with me she still must wend:
 Her, who knows nought of this my risk, whatever may be the end
 Unto thy safeguard do I leave: Night and thy right hand there
 Be witness that my mother’s tears I had no heart to bear.
 But solace thou her lack, I pray; comfort her desert need;
 Yea let me bear this hope with me, and boldlier shall I speed   290
 Amid all haps.”

                Touched to the heart the Dardans might not keep
 Their tears aback, and chief of all did fair Iulus weep,
 The image of his father’s love so flashed upon his soul:
 And therewithal he spake the word:
 

“All things I duly answer for worthy thy deed of fame;
 Thy mother shall my mother be, nor lack but e’en the name
 To be Creusa: store of thanks no little hath she won
 That bore thee. Whatsoever hap thy valorous deed bear on,
 By this my head, whereon my sire is wont the troth to plight,
 Whatever I promised thee come back, with all things wrought aright,   300
 Thy mother and thy kin shall bide that very same reward.”
 So spake he, weeping, and did off his shoulder-girded sword
 All golden, that with wondrous craft Lycaon out of Crete
 Had fashioned, fitting it withal in ivory scabbard meet.
 

And Mnestheus unto Nisus gives a stripped-off lion’s hide
 And shaggy coat; and helm for helm giveth Aletes tried.
 Then forth they wend in weed of war, and they of first estate,
 Young men and old, went forth with them, and leave them at the gate
 With following vows; and therewithal Iulus, goodly-wrought,
 Who far beyond his tender years had mind of manly thought,     310
 Charged them with many messages unto his father’s ear, — 
 Vain words the night-winds bore away and gave the clouds to bear.
 

Forth now they wend and pass the ditch, and through the mirk night gain
 The baneful camp: yet ere their death they too shall be the bane
 Of many: bodies laid in sleep and wine they see strewed o’er
 The herbage, and the battle-cars upreared along the shore;
 And mid the reins and wheels thereof are men and weapons blent
 With wine-jars: so Hyrtacides such word from tooth-hedge sent:
 

“Euryalus, the hand must dare, the time cries on the deed;
 Here lies the way: do thou afar keep watch and have good heed,   320
 Lest any hand aback of us arise ‘gainst thee and me:
 Here will I make a waste forsooth, and wide thy way shall be.”
 

He speaks, and hushes all his voice, and so with naked blade
 Falls on proud Rhamnes; who, as happed, on piled-up carpets laid,
 Amid his sleep was blowing forth great voice from inner breast.
 A king he was; king Turnus’ seer, of all belovèd best;
 Yet nought availed his wizardry to drive his bane away.
 Three thralls unware, as heeding nought amid the spears they lay,
 He endeth: Remus’ shield-bearer withal and charioteer,         329
 Caught ‘neath the very steeds: his sword their drooping necks doth shear;
 Then from their lord he takes the head, and leaves the trunk to spout
 Gushes of blood: the earth is warm with black gore all about.
 The beds are wet. There Lamyrus and Lamus doth he slay,
 And young Serranus fair of face, who played the night away
 For many an hour, until his limbs ‘neath God’s abundance failed,
 And down he lay: ah! happier ‘twere if he had still prevailed
 To make the live-long night one game until the morning cold.
 As famished lion Nisus fares amid the sheep-filled fold,
 When ravening hunger driveth on; the soft things, dumb with dread,
 He draggeth off, devouring them, and foams from mouth blood-red.   340
 

Nor less the death Euryalus hath wrought; for all aflame
 He wades in wrath, and on the way slays many lacking name:
 Fadus, Herbesus therewithal, Rhoetus and Abaris;
 Unwary they: but Rhoetus waked, and looking on all this,
 Fulfilled of fear was hiding him behind a wine-jar pressed:
 The foe was on him as he rose; the sword-blade pierced his breast
 Up to the hilts, and drew aback abundant stream of death.
 His purple life he poureth forth, and, dying, vomiteth
 Blent blood and wine. On death-stealth still onward the Trojan went,
 And toward Messapus’ leaguer drew, where watch-fires well-nigh spent
 He saw, and horses all about, tethered in order due,           351
 Cropping the grass: but Nisus spake in hasty words and few,
 Seeing him borne away by lust of slaughter overmuch:
 

“Hold we our hands, for dawn our foe hasteth the world to touch:
 Deep have we drunk of death, and cut a road amid the foe.”
 

The gear of men full goodly-wrought of silver through and through
 They leave behind, and bowls therewith, and carpets fashioned fair.
 Natheless Euryalus caught up the prophet Rhamnes’ gear
 And gold-bossed belt, which Cædicus, the wealthy man of old,
 Sent to Tiburtine Remulus, that he his name might hold,        360
 Though far he were; who, dying, gave his grandson their delight;
 And he being dead, Rutulian men won them in war and fight
 These now he takes, and all for nought does on his valorous breast,
 And dons Messapus’ handy helm with goodly-fashioned crest,
 Wherewith they leave the camp and gain the road that safer lay.
 

But horsemen from the Latin town meantime were on the way,
 Sent on before to carry word to Turnus, lord and king,
 While in array amid the fields the host was tarrying.
 Three hundred knights, all shielded folk, ‘neath Volscens do they fare.
 And now they drew anigh the camp and ‘neath its rampart were,   370
 When from afar they saw the twain on left-hand footway lurk;
 Because Euryalus’ fair helm mid glimmer of the mirk
 Betrayed the heedless youth, and flashed the moonbeams back again.
 Nor was the sight unheeded: straight cries Volscens midst his men:
 “Stand ho! why thus afoot, and why in weapons do ye wend,
 And whither go ye?”

                    Nought had they an answer back to send,
 But speed their fleeing mid the brake, and trust them to the night;
 The horsemen cast themselves before each crossway known aright,
 And every outgoing there is with guard they girdle round.      379
 Rough was the wood; a thicket-place where black holm-oaks abound,
 And with the tanglement of thorns choked up on every side,
 The road but glimmering faintly out from where the foot-tracks hide.
 The blackness of overhanging boughs and heavy battle-prey
 Hinder Euryalus, and fear beguiles him of the way.
 Nisus comes out, and now had won unwitting from the foe,
 And reached the place from Alba’s name called Alban Meadows now;
 Where King Latinus had as then his high-built herd-houses.
 So there he stands, and, looking round, his fellow nowhere sees:
 

“Hapless Euryalus! ah me, where have I left thy face?
 Where shall I seek thee, gathering up that tangle of the ways   390
 Through the blind wood?”

                          So therewithal he turns upon his track,
 Noting his footsteps, and amid the hushed brake strays aback,
 Hearkening the horse-hoofs and halloos and calls of following folk.
 Nor had he long abided there, ere on his ears outbroke
 Great clamour, and Euryalus he sees, whom all the band
 Hath taken, overcome by night, and blindness of the land,
 And wildering tumult: there in vain he strives in battle-play.
 Ah, what to do? What force to dare, what stroke to snatch away
 The youth? Or shall he cast himself amid the swords to die,
 And hasten down the way of wounds to lovely death anigh?       400
 Then swiftly, with his arm drawn back and brandishing his spear,
 He looks up at the moon aloft, and thuswise poureth prayer:
 

“To aid, thou Goddess! Stay my toil, and let the end be good!
 Latonian glory of the stars, fair watcher of the wood,
 If ever any gift for me upon thine altars gave
 My father Hyrtacus; if I for thee the hunting drave;
 If aught I hung upon thy dome, or set upon thy roof,
 Give me to break their gathered host, guide thou my steel aloof!”
 

He spake, and in the shafted steel set all his body’s might,   409
 And hurled it: flying forth the spear clave through the dusk of night,
 And, reaching Sulmo turned away, amidst his back it flew,
 And brake there; but the splintering shaft his very heart pierced through,
 And o’er he rolleth, vomiting the hot stream from his breast:
 Then heave his flanks with long-drawn sobs and cold he lies at rest.
 On all sides then they peer about: but, whetted on thereby,
 The quivering shaft from o’er his ear again he letteth fly.
 Amid their wilderment the spear whistleth through either side
 Of Tagus’ temples, and wet-hot amidst his brain doth bide.
 Fierce Volscens rageth, seeing none who might the spear-shot send,
 Or any man on whom his wrath and heat of heart to spend.       420
 

“But thou, at least, with thine hot blood shalt pay the due award
 For both,” he cries; and therewithal, swift drawing forth the sword,
 He falleth on Euryalus. Then, wild with all affright,
 Nisus shrieks out, and cares no more to cloak himself with night,
 And hath no heart to bear against so great a misery.
 “On me, me! Here — I did the deed! turn ye the sword on me,
 Rutulians! — all the guilt is mine: he might not do nor dare.
 May heaven and those all-knowing stars true witness of it bear!
 Only with too exceeding love he loved his hapless friend.”     429
 

Such words he poured forth, but the sword no less its way doth wend,
 Piercing the flank and rending through the goodly breast of him;
 And rolls Euryalus in death: in plenteous blood they swim
 His lovely limbs, his drooping neck low on his shoulder lies:
 As when the purple field-flower faints before the plough and dies,
 Or poppies when they hang their heads on wearied stems outworn,
 When haply by the rainy load their might is overborne.
 

Then Nisus falls amidst of them, and Volscens seeks alone
 For aught that any man may do: save him he heedeth none.
 About him throng the foe: all round the strokes on him are laid
 To thrust him off: but on he bears, whirling his lightning blade,   440
 Till full in Volscens’ shouting mouth he burieth it at last,
 Tearing the life from out the foe, as forth his own life passed.
 Then, ploughed with wounds, he cast him down upon his lifeless friend,
 And so in quietness of death gat resting in the end.
 

O happy twain, if anywise my song-craft may avail,
 From out the memory of the world no day shall blot your tale,
 While on the rock-fast Capitol Æneas’ house abides,
 And while the Roman Father still the might of empire guides.
 

The Rutuli, victorious now with spoils and prey of war,
 But sorrowing still, amid the camp the perished Volscens bore.   450
 Nor in the camp was grief the less, when they on Rhamnes came
 Bloodless; and many a chief cut off by one death and the same;
 Serranus dead and Numa dead: a many then they swarm
 About the dead and dying men, and places wet and warm
 With new-wrought death, and runnels full with plenteous foaming blood.
 Then one by one the spoils they note; the glittering helm and good
 Messapus owned: the gear such toil had won back from the dead.
 

But timely now Aurora left Tithonus’ saffron bed,
 And over earth went scattering wide the light of new-born day:
 The sun-flood flowed, and all the world unveiled by daylight lay.   460
 

Then Turnus, clad in arms himself, wakes up the host to arms,
 And every lord to war-array bids on his brazen swarms;
 And men with diverse tidings told their battle-anger whet.
 Moreover (miserable sight!) on upraised spears they set
 Those heads, and follow them about with most abundant noise,
 Euryalus and Nisus dead.
 

Meanwhile Æneas’ hardy sons upon their leftward wall
 Stand in array; for on the right the river girdeth all.
 In woe they ward the ditches deep, and on the towers on high   469
 Stand sorrowing; for those heads upreared touch all their hearts anigh,
 Known overwell to their sad eyes mid the black flow of gore.
 Therewith in wingèd fluttering haste, the trembling city o’er
 Goes tell-tale Fame, and swift amidst the mother’s ears doth glide;
 And changed she was, nor in her bones the life-heat would abide:
 The shuttle falls from out her hand, unrolled the web doth fall,
 And with a woman’s hapless shrieks she flieth to the wall:
 Rending her hair, beside herself, she faced the front of fight,
 Heedless of men, and haps of death, and all the weapons’ flight,
 And there the very heavens she filled with wailing of her grief:
 

“O son, and do I see thee so? Thou rest and last relief        480
 Of my old days! hadst thou the heart to leave me lone and spent?
 O cruel! might I see thee not on such a peril sent?
 Was there no time for one last word amid my misery?
 A prey for Latin fowl and dogs how doth thy body lie,
 On lands uncouth! Not e’en may I, thy mother, streak thee, son,
 Thy body dead; or close thine eyes, or wash thy wounds well won,
 Or shroud thee in the cloth I wrought for thee by night and day,
 When hastening on the weaving-task I kept eld’s cares at bay?
 Where shall I seek thee? What earth hides thy body, mangled sore,
 And perished limbs? O son, to me bringest thou back no more    490
 Than this? and have I followed this o’er every land and sea?
 O pierce me through, if ye be kind; turn all your points on me,
 Rutulians! Let me first of all with battle-steel be sped!
 Father of Gods, have mercy thou! Thrust down the hated head
 Beneath the House of Tartarus with thine own weapon’s stress,
 Since otherwise I may not break my life-days’ bitterness.”
 

Their hearts were shaken with her wail, and Sorrow fain will weep,
 And in all men their battle-might unbroken lay asleep.
 But Actor and Idæus take that flaming misery,
 As bade Ilioneus, and young Iulus, sore as he                  500
 Went weeping: back in arms therewith they bear her ‘neath the roof.
 

But now the trump with brazen song cast fearful sound aloof,
 Chiding to war; and shouts rise up and belloweth back the heaven,
 And forth the Volscians fare to speed the shield-roof timely driven.
 Some men fall on to fill the ditch and pluck the ramparts down;
 Some seek approach and ladders lay where daylight rends the crown
 Of wall-wards, and would get them up where stands the hedge of war
 Thinner of men: against their way the Teucrian warders pour
 All weapon-shot: with hard-head pikes they thrust them down the steep.
 Long was the war wherein they learned the battle-wall to keep.   510
 Stones, too, of deadly weight they roll, if haply they may break
 The shield-roof of the battle-rush; but sturdily those take
 All chances of the play beneath their close and well-knit hold.
 Yet fail they; for when hard at hand their world of war was rolled,
 A mighty mass by Teucrians moved rolls on and rushes o’er,
 And fells the host of Rutuli and breaks the tiles of war.
 Nor longer now the Rutuli, the daring hearts, may bear
 To play with Mars amid the dark, but strive the walls to clear
 With storm of shaft and weapon shot.
 

But now Mezentius otherwhere, a fearful sight to see,          520
 Was tossing high the Tuscan pine with smoke-wreathed fiery heart:
 While Neptune’s child, the horse-tamer Messapus, played his part,
 Rending the wall, and crying out for ladders to be laid.
 

Speak, Song-maids: thou, Calliope, give thou the singer aid
 To tell what wise by Turnus’ sword the field of fight was strown;
 What death he wrought; what man each man to Orcus sent adown.
 Fall to with me to roll abroad the mighty skirts of war,
 Ye, Goddesses, remember all, and ye may tell it o’er.
 

There was a tower built high overhead, with gangways up in air,
 Set well for fight, ‘gainst which the foe their utmost war-might bear,   530
 And all Italians strive their most to work its overthrow:
 Gainst whom the Trojans ward it well, casting the stones below,
 And through the hollow windows speed the shot-storm thick and fast.
 There Turnus first of all his folk a flaming firebrand cast,
 And fixed it in the turret’s flank: wind-nursed it caught great space
 Of planking, and amid the doors, consuming, kept its place.
 Then they within, bewildered sore, to flee their ills are fain,
 But all for nought; for while therein they huddle from the bane,
 And draw aback to place yet free from ruin, suddenly           539
 O’erweighted toppleth down the tower, and thundereth through the sky.
 

Half-dead the warders fall to earth by world of wrack o’erborne,
 Pierced with their own shafts, and their breasts with hardened splinters torn.
 Yea, Lycus and Helenor came alone of all their peers
 Alive to earth: Helenor, now in spring-tide of his years:
 Bond-maid Licymnia privily to that Mæonian king
 Had borne the lad, and sent him forth to Troy’s beleaguering
 With arms forbidden, sheathless sword and churl’s unpainted shield.
 But when he saw himself amidst the thousand-sworded field
 Of Turnus, Latins on each side, behind, and full in face,
 E’en as a wild beast hedged about by girdle of the chase       550
 Rages against the point and edge, and, knowing death anear,
 Leaps forth, and far is borne away down on the hunter’s spear;
 Not otherwise the youth falls on where thickest spear-points lie,
 And in the middle of the foe he casts himself to die.
 

But Lycus, nimbler far of foot, betwixt the foemen slipped,
 Betwixt the swords, and gained the wall, and at the coping gripped,
 And strove to draw him up with hand, the friendly hands to feel;
 But Turnus both with foot and spear hath followed hard at heel,
 And mocks him thus in victory: “How was thy hope so grown
 Of ‘scaping from my hand, O fool?”                             560

                                    Therewith he plucks him down
 From where he hung, and space of wall tears downward with the man.
 As when it chanceth that a hare or snowy-bodied swan
 Jove’s shield-bearer hath borne aloft in snatching hookèd feet;
 Or lamb, whose mother seeketh him with most abundant bleat,
 Some wolf of Mars from fold hath caught.

                                          Goes up great cry around:
 They set on, and the ditches filled with o’erturned garth and mound,
 While others cast the blazing brands on roof and battlement.
 Ilioneus with mighty stone, a shard from hillside rent,
 Lucetius felled, as fire in hand unto the gate he drew.
 Then Liger felled Emathion, for craft of spear he knew;        570
 Asylas Corynæus, by dint of skill in bowshaft’s ways,
 Cæneus Ortygius fells, and him, victorious, Turnus slays,
 And Itys, Clonius, Promolus, Dioxippus withal,
 And Sagaris, and Idas set on topmost turret-wall.
 Then Capys slays Privernus; him Themilla’s light-winged spear
 Had grazed, whereon he dropped his shield, and his left hand did bear
 Upon the hurt; when lo, thereto the wingèd shaft did win,
 And nailed the hand unto the side, and, buried deep within,
 Burst all the breathing-ways of life with deadly fatal sore.
 But lo, where standeth Arcens’ child in goodly weed of war,    580
 Fair with his needle-painted cloak, with Spanish scarlet bright,
 Noble of face: Arcens, his sire, had sent him to the fight
 From nursing of his mother’s grove about Symæthia’s flood,
 Whereby Palicus’ altar stands, the wealthy and the good.
 Mezentius now laid by his spear, and took his whistling sling,
 And whirled it thrice about his head at length of tugging string,
 And with the flight of molten lead his midmost forehead clave,
 And to the deep abundant sand his outstretched body gave.
 

Then first they say Ascanius aimed his speedy shafts in war,
 Wherewith but fleeing beasts afield he used to fright before:   590
 But now at last his own right hand the stark Numanus slays,
 Who had to surname Remulus, and in these latter days
 King Turnus’ sister, young of years, had taken to his bed:
 He in the forefront of the fight kept crying out, and said
 Things worthy and unworthy tale: puffed up with pride of place
 New-won he went, still clamouring out his greatness and his grace.
 

“O twice-caught Phrygians, shames you nought thus twice amid the wars
 To lie in bonds, and stretch out walls before the march of Mars?
 Lo, these are they who woke the war the wives of us to wed!
 What God sent you to Italy? what madness hither sped?          600
 Here are no Atreus’ sons, and no Ulysses word-weaver.
 A people hard from earliest spring our new-born sons we bear
 Unto the stream, and harden us with bitter frost and flood.
 Our lads, they wake the dawning-chase and wear the tangled wood;
 Our sport is taming of the horse and drawing shafted bow;
 Our carles, who bear a world of toil, and hunger-pinching know,
 Tame earth with spade, or shake with war the cities of the folk.
 Yea, all our life with steel is worn; afield we drive the yoke
 With spear-shaft turned about: nor doth a halting eld of sloth
 Weaken our mightiness of soul, or change our glory’s growth.   610
 We do the helm on hoary hairs, and ever deem it good
 To drive the foray day by day, and make the spoil our food.
 But ye — the raiment saffron-stained, with purple glow tricked out — 
 These are your heart-joys: ye are glad to lead the dance about.
 Sleeve-coated folk, O ribbon-coifed, not even Phrygian men,
 But Phrygian wives, to Dindymus the high go get ye then!
 To hear the flute’s twi-mouthèd song as ye are wont to do!
 The Berecynthian Mother’s box and cymbals call to you
 From Ida: let men deal with war, and drop adown your swords.”
 

That singer of such wicked speech, that caster forth of words,   620
 Ascanius brooked not: breasting now his horse-hair full at strain,
 He aimed the shaft, and therewithal drew either arm atwain,
 And stood so; but to Jupiter first suppliant fell to pray:
 

“O Jove Almighty, to my deeds, thus new-begun, nod yea,
 And I myself unto thy fane the yearly gifts will bear,
 And bring before thine altar-stead a snow-white gilt-horned steer,
 Whose head unto his mother’s head is evenly upborne,
 Of age to spurn the sand with hoof and battle with the horn.”
 

The Father heard, and out of heaven, wherein no cloud-fleck hung,
 His leftward thunder fell, wherewith the fateful bow outrung,   630
 The back-drawn shaft went whistling forth with dreadful sound, and sped
 To pierce the skull of Remulus and hollow of his head:
 “Go to, then, and thy mocking words upon men’s valour call,
 The twice-caught Phrygians answer back Rutulians herewithal.”
 

This only word Ascanius spake: the Teucrians raise their cry
 And shout for joy, and lift their heart aloft unto the sky.
 Long-haired Apollo then by hap high-set in airy place,
 Looked down upon Ausonian host and leaguered city’s case,
 And thus the victor he bespeaks from lofty seat of cloud:
 “Speed on in new-born valour, child! this is the starward road,   640
 O son of Gods and sire of Gods! Well have the Fates ordained
 That ‘neath Assaracus one day all war shall be refrained.
 No Troy shall hold thee.”

                          With that word he stoops from heaven aloft
 And puts away on either side the wind that meets him soft,
 And seeks Ascanius: changed is he withal, and putteth on
 The shape of Butes old of days, shield-bearer time agone
 Unto Anchises, Dardan king, and door-ward true and tried;
 But with Ascanius now his sire had bidden him abide.
 Like this old man in every wise, voice, hue, and hoary hair,
 And arms that cried on cruel war, now did Apollo fare,         650
 And to Iulus hot of heart in such wise went his speech:
 

“Enough, O child of Æneas, that thou with shaft didst reach
 Numanus’ life unharmed thyself, great Phoebus grants thee this,
 Thy first-born praise, nor grudgeth thee like weapons unto his.
 But now refrain thy youth from war.”

                                      So spake Apollo then,
 And in the midmost of his speech fled sight of mortal men,
 And faded from their eyes away afar amid the air.
 The Dardan dukes, they knew the God and holy shooting-gear,
 And as he fled away from them they heard his quiver shrill.
 Therefore Ascanius, fain of fight, by Phoebus’ word and will   660
 They hold aback: but they themselves fare to the fight again,
 And cast their souls amidst of all the perils bare and plain.
 

Then goes the shout adown the wall, along the battlement;
 The javelin-thongs are whirled about, the sharp-springed bows are bent,
 And all the earth is strewn with shot: the shield, the helmet’s cup,
 Ring out again with weapon-dint, and fierce the fight springs up.
 As great as, when the watery kids are setting, beats the rain
 Upon the earth; as plentiful as when upon the main
 The hail-clouds fall, when Jupiter, fierce with the southern blasts,
 Breaks up the hollow clouds of heaven and watery whirl downcasts.   670
 

Now Pandarus and Bitias stark, Idan Alcanor’s seed.
 They whom Iæra of the woods in Jove’s brake nursed with heed,
 Youths tall as firs or mountain-cliffs that in their country are,
 The gate their lord hath bid them keep, these freely now unbar,
 And freely bid the foeman in, trusting to stroke of hand;
 But they themselves to right and left before the gate-towers stand,
 Steel-clad, and with their lofty heads crested with glittering gleams;
 E’en as amid the air of heaven, beside the flowing streams
 On rim of Padus, or anigh soft Athesis and sweet,
 Twin oak-trees spring, and tops unshorn uprear the skies to meet,   680
 And with their heads high over earth nod ever in the wind.
 

So now the Rutuli fall on when clear the way they find,
 But Quercens, and Æquicolus the lovely war-clad one,
 And Tmarus of the headlong soul, and Hæmon, Mavors’ son,
 Must either turn their backs in flight, with all their men of war,
 Or lay adown their lovèd lives on threshold of the door.
 Then bitterer waxeth battle-rage in hate-fulfillèd hearts,
 And there the Trojans draw to head and gather from all parts,
 Eager to deal in handy strokes, full fierce afield to fare.
 

But as duke Turnus through the fight was raging otherwhere,    690
 Confounding folk, there came a man with tidings that the foe,
 Hot with new death, the door-leaves wide to all incomers throw.
 Therewith he leaves the work in hand, and, stirred by anger’s goad,
 Against the Dardan gate goes forth, against the brethren proud:
 There first Antiphates he slew, who fought amid the first,
 The bastard of Sarpedon tall, by Theban mother nursed.
 With javelin-cast he laid him low: the Italian cornel flies
 Through the thin air, pierceth his maw, and ‘neath his breast-bone lies
 Deep down; the hollow wound-cave pours a flood of gore and foam,
 And warm amid him lies the steel, amid his lung gone home.     700
 Then Meropes’, and Erymas’, Aphidnus’ lives he spilled;
 Then Bitias of the flaming eyes and heart with ire fulfilled; — 
 Not with the dart, for to no dart his life-breath had he given; — 
 But whirled and whizzing mightily came on the sling-spear, driven
 Like lightning-flash; against whose dint two bull-hides nought availed,
 Nor yet the golden faithful fence of war-coat double-scaled:
 His fainting limbs fell down afield, and earth gave out a groan,
 And rang the thunder of his shield huge on his body thrown:
 E’en as upon Euboean shore of Baiæ falleth whiles
 A stony pillar, which built up of mighty bonded piles          710
 They set amid the sea: suchwise it draggeth mighty wrack
 Headlong adown, and deep in sea it lieth dashed aback:
 The seas are blent, black whirl of sand goes up confusedly;
 And with the noise quakes Prochytas, and quakes Inarimè,
 The unsoft bed by Jove’s command upon Typhoeus laid.
 

Then Mars, the mighty in the war, brings force and strength to aid
 The Latin men, and in their hearts he stirs his bitter goads,
 The while with fleeing and black fear the Teucrian heart he loads:
 From everywhither run the folk, since here is battle rich,
 And in all hearts the war-god wakes.                           720
 

But Pandarus, beholding now his brother laid to earth,
 And whitherward wends Fortune now, and what Time brings to birth,
 Back-swinging on the hinge again with might the door-leaf sends,
 By struggle of his shoulders huge; and many of his friends
 Shut outward of the walls he leaves, amid the fierce debate;
 While others, with himself shut in, poured backward through the gate.
 Madman! who saw not how the king Rutulian mid the band
 Came rushing, but amidst the town now shut him with his hand,
 E’en as a tiger pent amidst a helpless flock of sheep.
 Then dreadfully his armour rings, light from his eyes doth leap, — 730
 A strange new light: the blood-red crest upon his helm-top quakes,
 And from the circle of his shield a glittering lightning breaks.
 Sudden Æneas’ frighted folk behold his hated face
 And mighty limbs: but Pandarus breaks forth amid the place
 Huge, and his heart afire with rage for his lost brother’s death.
 

“Nay, this is not Amata’s home, the dowry house,” he saith,
 “Nor yet doth Ardea’s midmost wall hold kindred Turnus in:
 The foeman’s camp thou seest, wherefrom thou hast no might to win.”
 

But from his all untroubled breast laughed Turnus, as he said:
 “Begin, if thou hast heart thereto, let hand to hand be laid!   740
 Thou shalt tell Priam how thou found’st a new Achilles here.”
 

He spake: the other put all strength to hurling of his spear,
 A shaft all rough with knots, and still in its own tree-bark bound.
 Straightway the thin air caught it up, but that swift-speeding wound
 Saturnian Juno turned aside and set it in the door.
 — “But now thou ‘scapest not this steel mine own hand maketh sure,
 Nought such as thine the weapon-smith, the wound-smith — —”

                                                            With the word
 He riseth up unto the high uprising of the sword,
 Wherewith betwixt the temples twain he clave his midmost head,
 And with a fearful wound apart the cheeks unbearded shred.     750
 Then came a sound, and shook the earth ‘neath the huge weight of him:
 With armour wet with blood and brain, with fainting, slackened limb,
 He strewed the ground in death; his head, sheared clean and evenly,
 From either shoulder hanging down, this side and that did lie.
 

Then turn and flee the Trojan folk, by quaking terror caught;
 And if the conquering man as then one moment had had thought
 To burst the bolts and let his folk in through the opened door,
 That day had been the last of days for Trojans and their war.
 But utter wrath of heart and soul, and wildering lust of death
 Drave him afire amidst the foe.                                760
 Then Phaleris he catcheth up, and ham-strung Gyges then,
 Whose spears, snatched up, he hurleth on against the backs of men;
 For Juno finds him might enough and heart wherewith to do,
 Halys he sendeth down with these, Phegeus with targe smit through;
 Then, as they roused the war on wall, nor wotted aught of this,
 Alcander stark, and Halius stout, Noëmon, Prytanis.
 Then Lynceus, as he ran to aid and cheered his folk withal,
 He reacheth at with sweeping sword from right hand of the wall
 And smiteth; and his helm and head, struck off with that one blow,
 Lie far away: Amycus then, the wood-deer’s wasting foe,        770
 He slayeth: happier hand had none in smearing of the shaft
 And arming of the iron head the poison-wound to waft.
 Then Clytius, son of Æolus, and Cretheus Muse-beloved, — 
 Cretheus the Muses’ fellow-friend, whose heart was ever moved
 By song and harp, and measured sound along the strainèd string;
 Who still of steeds, and arms, and men, and battle-tide would sing.
 

At last the Trojan dukes of men, Mnestheus, Serestus fierce,
 Draw to a head when all this death is borne unto their ears,
 And see their folk all scattering wide, the foe amidst them see.   779
 Then Mnestheus cries: “And whither now, and whither will ye flee?
 What other walls, what other town have ye a hope to find?
 Hath one man, O my town-fellows, whom your own ramparts bind,
 Wrought such a death and unavenged amid your very town,
 And sent so many lords of war by Orcus’ road adown?
 O dastards, your unhappy land, your Gods of ancient days,
 Your great Æneas — what! no shame, no pity do they raise?”
 

Fired by such words, they gather heart and stand in close array,
 Till step by step ‘gins Turnus now to yield him from the play,
 And seek the river and the side the wet wave girds about.
 Then fiercer fall the Teucrians on, and raise a mighty shout,   790
 And lock their ranks: as when a crowd of men-folk and of spears
 Falls on a lion hard of heart, and he, beset by fears,
 But fierce and grim-eyed, yieldeth way, though anger and his worth
 Forbid him turn his back about: no less to fare right forth
 Through spears and men avails him not, though ne’er so fain he be.
 Not otherwise unhasty feet drew Turnus doubtfully
 Abackward, all his heart a-boil with anger’s overflow.
 Yea, twice, indeed, he falls again amidmost of the foe,
 And twice more turns to huddled flight their folk along the walls;
 But, gathered from the camp about, the whole host on him falls,   800
 Nor durst Saturnian Juno now his might against them stay;
 For Jupiter from heaven hath sent Iris of airy way,
 No soft commands of his high doom bearing his sister down,
 If Turnus get him not away from Troy’s high-builded town.
 So now the warrior’s shielded left the play endureth not,
 Nought skills his right hand; wrapped around in drift of weapon shot
 About his temples’ hollow rings his helm with ceaseless clink;
 The starkly-fashioned brazen plates amid the stone-cast chink;
 The crest is battered from his head; nor may the shield-boss hold
 Against the strokes: the Trojans speed the spear-storm manifold,   810
 And lightening Mnestheus thickeneth it: then over all his limbs
 The sweat bursts out, and all adown a pitchy river swims:
 Hard grows his breath, and panting sharp shaketh his body spent.
 Until at last, all clad in arms, he leapt adown, and sent
 His body to the river fair, who in his yellow flood
 Caught him, and bore him forth away on ripple soft and good,
 And gave him merry to his men, washed from the battle’s blood.
 






  








BOOK X.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

THE GODS TAKE COUNSEL: ÆNEAS COMETH TO HIS FOLK AGAIN, AND DOETH MANY GREAT DEEDS IN BATTLE.
 

Meanwhile is opened wide the door of dread Olympus’ walls,
 And there the Sire of Gods and Men unto the council calls,
 Amid the starry place, wherefrom, high-throned, he looks adown
 Upon the folk of Latin land and that beleaguered town.
 There in the open house they sit, and he himself begins:
 

“O Dwellers in the House of Heaven, why backward thuswise wins
 Your purpose? Why, with hearts unruled, raise ye the strife so sore?
 I clean forbade that Italy should clash with Troy in war.
 Now why the war that I forbade? who egged on these or those
 To fear or fight, or drave them on with edge of sword to close?   10
 Be not o’ereager in your haste: the hour of fight shall come,
 When dreadful Carthage on a day against the walls of Rome,
 Betwixt the opened doors of Alps, a mighty wrack shall send;
 Then may ye battle, hate to hate, and reach and grasp and rend:
 But now forbear, and joyfully knit fast the plighted peace.”
 

Few words spake Jove; but not a few in answer unto these
 Gave golden Venus back again:
 “O Father, O eternal might of men and deeds of earth — 
 For what else may be left to me whereto to turn my prayers? — 
 Thou seest the Rutuli in pride, and Turnus, how he fares?       20
 Amidst them, borne aloft by steeds, and, swelling, war-way sweeps
 With Mars to aid: the fencèd place no more the Teucrians keeps,
 For now within the very gates and mound-heaped battlement
 They blend in fight, and flood of gore adown the ditch is sent,
 Unware Æneas is away. — Must they be never free
 From bond of leaguer? lo, again the threatening enemy
 Hangs over Troy new-born! Behold new host arrayed again
 From Arpi, the Ætolian-built; against the Teucrian men
 Tydides riseth. So for me belike new wounds in store,
 And I, thy child, must feel the edge of arms of mortal war.     30
 Now if without thy peace, without thy Godhead’s will to speed,
 The Trojans sought for Italy, let ill-hap pay ill deed,
 Nor stay them with thine help: but if they followed many a word
 Given forth by Gods of Heaven and Hell, by whom canst thou be stirred
 To turn thy doom, or who to forge new fate may e’er avail?
 Of ship-host burnt on Eryx shore why should I tell the tale?
 Or of the king of wind and storm, or wild and windy crowd
 Æolia bred, or Iris sent adown the space of cloud?
 But now withal the Gods of Hell, a world untried before,
 She stirreth, and Alecto sent up to the earthly shore           40
 In sudden hurry raves about towns of Italian men.
 No whit for lordship do I yearn: I hoped such glories then
 While Fortune was: let them be lords whom thou wilt doom for lords!
 But if no land thy hard-heart wife to Teucrian men awards,
 Yet, Father, by the smoking wrack of overwhelmèd Troy
 I pray thee from the weapon-dint safe let me send a boy,
 Yea, e’en Ascanius: let me keep my grandson safe for me!
 Yea, let Æneas toss about on many an unknown sea,
 And let him follow wheresoe’er his fortune shall have led:
 But this one let me shield, and take safe from the battle’s dread.   50
 Paphus, Cythera, Amathus, are mine, and I abide
 Within Idalia’s house: let him lay weed of war aside,
 And wear his life inglorious there: then shalt thou bid the hand
 Of Carthage weigh Ausonia down, and nothing shall withstand
 The towns of Tyre. — Ah, what availed to ‘scape the bane of war?
 Ah, what availed that through the midst of Argive flames they bore
 To wear down perils of wide lands, and perils of the main,
 While Teucrian men sought Latin land and Troy new-born again?
 Ah, better had it been for them by Troy’s cold ash to stay,
 To dwell on earth where Troy hath been. Father, give back, I pray,   60
 Their Xanthus and their Simoïs unto that wretched folk,
 And let them toil and faint once more ‘neath Ilium’s woeful yoke!”
 

Then spake Queen Juno, heavy wroth: “Why driv’st thou me to part
 My deep-set silence, and lay bare with words my grief of heart?
 What one of all the Gods or men Æneas drave to go
 On warring ways, or bear himself as King Latinus’ foe?
 Fate-bidden he sought Italy? — Yea, soothly, or maybe
 Spurned by Cassandra’s wilderment — and how then counselled we
 To leave his camp and give his life to make the winds a toy?
 To trust his walls and utmost point of war unto a boy?          70
 To trust the Tuscan faith, and stir the peaceful folk to fight?
 What God hath driven him to lie, what hardness of my might?
 Works Juno here, or Iris sent adown the cloudy way?
 ’Tis wrong for Italy, forsooth, the ring of fire to lay
 Round Troy new-born; for Turnus still to hold his fathers’ earth! — 
 Though him, Pilumnus’ own son’s son, Venilia brought to birth — 
 But what if Trojans fall with flame upon the Latin folk,
 And drive the prey from off their fields oppressed by outland yoke?
 Or choose them sons-in-law, or brides from mothers’ bosoms tear?
 Or, holding peace within their hands, lade ships with weapon-gear?   80
 Thou erst hadst might from Greekish hands Æneas’ self to draw,
 To thrust a cloud and empty wind in stead of man of war,
 And unto sea-nymphs ship by ship the ship-host mayst thou change.
 But we to help the Rutuli, ’tis horrible and strange!

 — Unware Æneas is away? — let him abide unware!
 Paphus thou hast, Idalium, and high Cythera fair,
 Then why with cities big with war and hearts of warriors deal?
 What! we it was who strove to wrack the fainting Trojan weal?
 We! — or the one who thwart the Greeks the wretched Trojans dashed?
 Yea, and what brought it all about that thus in arms they clashed,   90
 Europe and Asia? that men brake the plighted peace by theft?
 Did I the Dardan lecher lead, who Sparta’s jewel reft?
 Did I set weapons in his hand, breed lust to breed debate?
 Then had thy care for thine been meet, but now indeed o’erlate
 With wrongful plaint thou risest up, and bickerest emptily.”
 

So pleaded Juno, and all they, the heavenly folk anigh,
 Murmured their doom in diverse wise; as when the first of wind
 Caught in the woods is murmuring on, and rolleth moanings blind,
 Betraying to the mariners the onset of the gale.
 Then spake the Almighty Sire, in whom is all the world’s avail,   100
 And as he spake the high-built house of God was quieted,
 And earth from her foundations shook, and heaven was hushed o’erhead,
 The winds fell down, the face of sea was laid in quiet fair:
 

“Take ye these matters to your hearts, and set my sayings there;
 Since nowise the Ausonian folk the plighted troth may blend
 With Teucrians, and your contest seems a strife without an end;
 What fortune each may have today, what hope each one shears out,
 Trojan or Rutulan, will I hold all in balanced doubt,
 Whether the camp be so beset by fate of Italy,
 Or hapless wanderings of Troy, and warnings dealt awry.        110
 Nor loose I Rutulans the more; let each one’s way-faring
 Bear its own hap and toil, for Jove to all alike is king;
 The Fates will find a way to wend.”

                                    He nodded oath withal
 By his own Stygian brother’s stream, the pitchy waters’ fall,
 And blazing banks, and with his nod shook all Olympus’ land.
 Then fell the talk; from golden throne did Jupiter upstand,
 The heaven-abiders girt him round and brought him to the door.
 

The Rutuli amid all this are pressing on in war,
 Round all the gates to slay the men, the walls with fire to ring,
 And all Æneas’ host is pent with fenced beleaguering.          120
 Nor is there any hope of flight; upon the towers tall
 They stand, the hapless men in vain, thin garland for the wall;
 Asius, the son of Imbrasus, Thymoetes, and the two
 Assaraci, and Thymbris old, with Castor, deeds they do
 In the forefront; Sarpedon’s sons, twin brethren, with them bide,
 Clarus and Themon, born erewhile in lofty Lycia’s side.
 And now Lyrnessian Acmon huge with strain of limbs strives hard,
 And raises up a mighty stone, no little mountain shard;
 As great as father Clytius he, or brother Mnestheus’ might:    129
 So some with stones, with spear-cast some, they ward the walls in fight,
 They deal with fire or notch the shaft upon the strainèd string.
 But lo amidst, most meetly wrought for Venus cherishing,
 His goodly head the Dardan boy unhooded there doth hold,
 As shineth out some stone of price, cleaving the yellow gold,
 Fair for the bosom or the head; or as the ivory shines,
 That with Orician terebinth the art of man entwines,
 Or mid the boxwood; down along his milk-white neck they lie
 The streams of hair, which golden wire doth catch about and tie.
 The mighty nations, Ismarus, there saw thee deft to speed
 The bane of men, envenoming the deadly flying reed;            140
 Thou lord-born of Moeonian house, whereby the tiller tills
 Rich acres, where Pactolus’ flood gold overflowing spills.
 There, too, was Mnestheus, whom his deed late done of thrusting forth
 King Turnus from the battlements hath raised to heavenly worth,
 And Capys, he whose name is set upon Campania’s town.
 

But while the bitter play of war went bickering up and down,
 Æneas clave the seas with keel amidst the dead of night:
 For when Evander he had left and reached the Tuscan might,
 He met their king and told his name, and whence his race of old,
 And what he would and how he wrought: and of the host he told,   150
 Mezentius now had gotten him, and Turnus’ wrothful heart;
 He warned him in affairs of men to trust not Fortune’s part;
 And therewithal he mingleth prayers: Tarchon no while doth wait,
 But joineth hosts and plighteth troth; and so, set free by Fate,
 A-shipboard go the Lydian folk by God’s command and grace,
 Yet ‘neath the hand of outland duke: Æneas’ ship hath place
 In forefront: Phrygian lions hang above its armèd tyne
 O’ertopped by Ida, unto those Troy’s outcasts happy sign:
 There great Æneas sits, and sends his mind a-wandering wide
 Through all the shifting chance of war; and by his left-hand side   160
 Is Pallas asking of the stars and night-tide’s journey dim,
 Or whiles of haps by land or sea that fortuned unto him.
 

Ye Goddesses, ope Helicon, and raise the song to say
 What host from out the Tuscan land Æneas led away,
 And how they dight their ships, and how across the sea they drave.
 

In brazen Tiger Massicus first man the sea-plain clave;
 A thousand youths beneath him are that Clusium’s walls have left
 And Cosæ’s city: these in war with arrow-shot are deft,
 And bear light quivers of the bark, and bear the deadly bow.
 

Then comes grim Abas, all his host with glorious arms aglow,   170
 And on his stern Apollo gleams, well wrought in utter gold.
 But Populonia’s mother-land had given him there to hold
 Six hundred of the battle-craft; three hundred Ilva sent,
 Rich isle, whose wealth of Chalyb ore wastes never nor is spent.
 

The third is he, who carrieth men the words God hath to say,
 Asylas, whom the hearts of beasts and stars of heaven obey,
 And tongues of birds, and thunder-fire that coming tidings bears.
 A thousand men he hurrieth on with bristling of the spears;
 Pisa, the town Alpheüs built amid the Tuscan land,
 Bids them obey.

                Came Astur next, goodliest of all the band;    180
 Astur, who trusteth in his horse and shifty-coloured weed;
 Three hundred hath he, of one heart to wend as he shall lead:
 And these are they in Cæres’ home and Minios’ lea that bide,
 The Pyrgi old, and they that feel Gravisca’s heavy tide.
 

Nor thee, best war-duke, Cinyras, of that Ligurian crew,
 Leave I unsung: nor thee the more, Cupavo lord of few,
 Up from the cresting of whose helm the feathery swan-wings rise.
 Love was thy guilt; thy battle-sign was thine own father’s guise.
 For Cycnus, say they, while for love of Phaëthon he grieves.
 And sings beneath his sisters’ shade, beneath the poplar-leaves;   190
 While with the Muse some solace sweet for woeful love he won,
 A hoary eld of feathers soft about him doth he on,
 Leaving the earth and following the stars with tuneful wails;
 And now his son amid his peers with Tuscan ship-host sails,
 Driving with oars the Centaur huge, who o’er the waters’ face
 Hangs, threatening ocean with a rock, huge from his lofty place,
 And ever with his length of keel the deep sea furrows o’er.
 

Then he, e’en Ocnus, stirreth up folk from his father’s shore,
 Who from the love of Tuscan flood and fate-wise Manto came,
 And gave, O Mantua, walls to thee, and gave his mother’s name:   200
 Mantua, the rich in father-folk, though not one-stemmed her home.
 Three stems are there, from each whereof four peoples forth are come,
 While she herself, the head of all, from Tuscan blood hath might.
 Five hundred thence Mezentius arms against himself in fight,
 Whom Mincius’ flood, Benacus’ son, veiled in the sedges grey,
 Was leading in the fir of fight across the watery way.
 

Then heavy-huge Aulestes goes; the oar-wood hundred-fold
 Rises for beating of the flood, as foam the seas uprolled.
 Huge Triton ferries him, whose shell the deep blue sea doth fright:
 Up from the shaggy naked waist manlike is he to sight          210
 As there he swims, but underneath whale-bellied is he grown;
 Beneath the half-beast breast of him the foaming waters moan.
 

So many chosen dukes of men in thrice ten keels they sail,
 And cut with brass the meads of brine for Troy and its avail.
 

And now had day-tide failed the sky, and Phoebe, sweet and fair,
 Amid her nightly-straying wain did mid Olympus wear.
 Æneas, who might give his limbs no whit of peacefulness,
 Was sitting with the helm in hand, heeding the sail-gear’s stress,
 When lo a company of friends his midmost course do meet:
 The Nymphs to wit, who Cybele, the goddess holy-sweet,         220
 Bade turn from ships to very nymphs, and ocean’s godhead have.
 So evenly they swam the sea, and sundered wave and wave,
 As many as the brazen beaks once by the sea-side lay;
 Afar they know their king, and round in dancing-wise they play;
 But one of them, Cymodocea, who speech-lore knew the best,
 Drew nigh astern and laid thereon her right hand, with her breast
 Above the flood, the while her left through quiet waves rowed on,
 And thus bespoke him all unware:

                                  “Wak’st thou, O Godhead’s son!
 Æneas, wake! and loose the sheets and let all canvas fill!
 We were the pine-trees on a time of Ida’s holy hill,           230
 Thy ship-host once, but sea-nymphs now: when that Rutulian lord
 Fell faithless, headlong, on our lives with firebrand and the sword,
 Unwillingly we brake our bonds and sought thee o’er the main.
 The Mother in her pity thus hath wrought our shape again,
 And given us gift of godhead’s life in house of ocean’s ground.
 Lo now, the boy Ascanius by dyke and wall is bound
 Amid the spears, the battle-wood that Latins forth have sent.
 And now the horse of Arcady, with stout Etruscans blent,
 Holdeth due tryst. Now is the mind of Turnus firmly set
 To thrust between them, lest thy camp they succour even yet.   240
 Wherefore arise, and when the dawn first climbs the heavenly shore
 Call on thy folk, and take thy shield unconquered evermore,
 The Fire-lord’s gift, who wrought its lips with circling gold about:
 Tomorrow’s light, unless thou deem’st my words are all to doubt,
 Shall see Rutulian death in heaps a-lying on the land.”
 

Therewith departing, forth she thrust the tall ship with her hand,
 As one who had good skill therein, and then across the seas
 Swifter than dart she fled, or shaft that matcheth well the breeze,
 And straight the others hastened on. All mazed was he of Troy,
 Anchises’ seed, but yet the sign upraised his heart with joy,   250
 And, looking to the hollow heaven, in few words prayed he thus
 

“Kind Ida-Mother of the Gods, whose heart loves Dindymus
 And towered towns, and lions yoked and tamed to bear the bit,
 Be thou my battle-leader now, and do thou further it,
 This omen, and with favouring foot the Trojan folk draw nigh.”
 

But while he spake, Day, come again, had run adown the sky,
 With light all utter perfect wrought, and driven away the night.
 Then folk he biddeth follow on the banners of the fight,
 And make them ready for the play and shape their hearts for war.
 But he, aloft upon the poop, now sees them where they are,     260
 His leaguered Teucrians, as his left uprears the blazing shield;
 And then, the sons of Dardanus up to the starry field
 Send forth the cry, and hope is come to whet their battle-wrath.
 Thick flies their spear-storm: ’tis as when the Strymon cranes give forth
 Their war-sign on the mirky rack, and down the heavens they run
 Sonorous, fleeing southern breeze with clamour following on.
 But wondrous to Rutulian king and dukes of Italy
 That seemed, until they look about, and lo, the keels they see
 Turned shoreward; yea, a sea of ships onsetting toward the shore.
 Yea, and the helm is all ablaze, beams from the crest outpour,   270
 The golden shield-boss wide about a world of flame doth shed.
 E’en so, amid the clear of night, the comets bloody-red
 Blush woeful bright; nor otherwise is Sirius’ burning wrought,
 When drought and plagues for weary men the birth of him hath wrought,
 And that unhappy light of his hath saddened all the heaven.
 But nought from Turnus’ hardy heart was high hope ever driven
 To take the strand of them and thrust those comers from the shore:
 Eager he chid, hot-heart, with words men’s courage he upbore:
 

“Lo, now your prayers have come about, that hand meet hand in strife,
 And Mars is in the brave man’s hand: let each one’s home and wife
 Be in his heart! Call ye to mind those mighty histories,       281
 The praises of our father-folk! Come, meet them in the seas,
 Amid their tangle, while their feet yet totter on the earth:
 For Fortune helpeth them that dare.”
 

So saying, he turneth in his mind with whom on these to fall,
 And unto whom to leave meanwhile the leaguering of the wall.
 Meanwhile Æneas from his ships high-built his folk doth speed
 Ashore by bridges: many men no less the back-draught heed
 Of the spent seas, and, trusting shoals, they make the downward leap;
 And others slide adown the oars. Tarchon the shore doth sweep,   290
 Espying where the waves break not, nor back the sea doth roar,
 But where the sea-flood harmlessly with full tide swims ashore,
 And thither straight he lays his keels, and prays unto his folk:
 

“O chosen, on the stark oars lay! now up unto the stroke;
 Bear on the ships, and with your beaks cleave ye this foeman’s earth;
 And let the very keels themselves there furrow them their berth.
 On such a haven nought I heed, though ship and all we break,
 If once we gain the land.”

                            Therewith, as such a word he spake,
 His fellows rise together hard on every shaven tree,
 In mind to bear their ships befoamed up on the Latin lea,      300
 Until their tynes are high and dry, and fast is every keel
 Unhurt: save, Tarchon, thine alone, that winneth no such weal;
 For on the shallows driven aground, on evil ridge unmeet,
 She hangeth balanced a long while, and doth the waters beat;
 Then, breaking, droppeth down her men amidmost of the waves,
 Entangled in the wreck of oars, and floating thwarts and staves;
 And in the back-draught of the seas their feet are caught withal.
 

No dull delay holds Turnus back; but fiercely doth he fall,
 With all his host, on them of Troy, and meets them on the strand.   309
 The war-horns sing. Æneas first breaks through the field-folk’s band,

 — Fair omen of the fight — and lays the Latin folk alow.
 Thero he slays, most huge of men, whose own heart bade him go
 Against Æneas: through the links of brass the sword doth fare,
 And through the kirtle’s scaly gold, and wastes the side laid bare.
 Then Lichas smites he, ripped erewhile from out his mother dead,
 And hallowed, Phoebus, unto thee, because his baby head
 Had ‘scaped the steel: nor far from thence he casteth down to die
 Hard Cisseus, Gyas huge, who there beat down his company
 With might of clubs; nought then availed that Herculean gear,
 Nor their stark hands, nor yet their sire Melampus, though he were   320
 Alcides’ friend so long as he on earth wrought heavy toil.
 Lo Pharo! while a deedless word he flingeth mid the broil,
 The whirring of the javelin stays within his shouting mouth.
 Thou, Cydon, following lucklessly thy new delight, the youth
 Clytius, whose first of fallow down about his cheeks is spread
 Art well-nigh felled by Dardan hand, and there hadst thou lain dead,
 At peace from all the many loves wherein thy life would stray,
 Had not thy brethren’s serried band now thrust across the way
 E’en Phorcus’ seed: sevenfold of tale and sevenfold spears they wield:
 But some thereof fly harmless back from helm-side and from shield,   330
 The rest kind Venus turned aside, that grazing past they flew;
 But therewithal Æneas spake unto Achates true:
 

“Reach me my shafts: not one in vain my right hand now shall speed
 Against Rutulians, of all those that erst in Ilian mead
 Stood in the bodies of the Greeks.”

                                    Then caught he a great spear
 And cast it, and it flew its ways the brazen shield to shear
 Of Mæon, breaking through his mail, breaking his breast withal:
 Alcanor is at hand therewith, to catch his brother’s fall
 With his right hand; but through his arm the spear without a stay
 Flew hurrying on, and held no less its straight and bloody way,   340
 And by the shoulder-nerves the hand hung down all dead and vain.
 Then Numitor, his brother’s spear caught from his brother slain,
 Falls on Æneas; yet to smite the mighty one in face
 No hap he had, but did the thigh of great Achates graze.
 Clausus of Cures, trusting well in his young body’s might,
 Now cometh, and with stiff-wrought spear from far doth Dryops smite
 Beneath the chin; home went its weight, and midst his shouting’s birth
 From rent throat snatched both voice and life, and prone he smote the ear
 And from his mouth abundantly shed forth the flood of gore.
 Three Thracians also, men whose stem from Boreas came of yore,   350
 Three whom their father Idas sent, and Ismara their land,
 In various wise he fells. And now Halesus comes to hand,
 And his Aruncans: Neptune’s seed now cometh thrusting in,
 Messapus, excellent of horse. Hard strife the field to win!
 On this side and on that they play about Ausonia’s door.
 As whiles within the mighty heaven the winds are making war,
 And equal heart they have thereto, and equal might they wield:
 Yields none to none, nor yields the rack, nor aught the waters yield;
 Long hangs the battle; locked they stand, all things are striving then:
 Not otherwise the Trojan host and host of Latin men            360
 Meet foot to foot, and man to man, close pressing in the fray.
 

But in another place, where erst the torrent in its way
 Had driven the rolling rocks along and torn trees of the banks,
 Did Pallas see the Arcadian folk, unused to fight in ranks
 Of footmen, turn their backs before the Latins in the chase,
 Since they forsooth had left their steeds for roughness of the place:
 Wherefore he did the only deed that failing Fortune would,
 Striving with prayers and bitter words to make their valour good:
 

“Where flee ye, fellows? Ah, I pray, by deeds that once were bold,
 By name of King Evander dear, by glorious wars of old,         370
 By my own hope of praise that springs to mate my father’s praise,
 Trust not your feet! with point and edge ye needs must cleave your ways
 Amidst the foe. Where yon array of men doth thickest wend,
 Thither our holy fatherland doth you and Pallas send:
 No Gods weigh on us; mortal foes meet mortal men today;
 As many hands we have to use, as many lives to pay.
 Lo, how the ocean shuts us in with yonder watery wall!
 Earth fails for flight — what! seaward then, or Troyward shall we fall?”
 

Thus said, forthwith he breaketh in amid the foeman’s press,
 Whom Lagus met the first of all, by Fate’s unrighteousness     380
 Drawn thitherward: him, while a stone huge weighted he upheaves,
 He pierceth with a whirling shaft just where the backbone cleaves
 The ribs atwain, and back again he wrencheth forth the spear
 Set mid the bones: nor him the more did Hisbo take unware,
 Though that he hoped; for Pallas next withstood him, rushing on
 All heedless-wild at that ill death his fellow fair had won,
 And buried all his sword deep down amid his wind-swelled lung.
 Then Sthenelus he meets, and one from ancient Rhoetus sprung,
 Anchemolus, who dared defile his own stepmother’s bed.
 Ye also on Rutulian lea twin Daucus’ sons lay dead,            390
 Larides, Thymber; so alike, O children, that by nought
 Your parents knew you each from each, and sweet the error thought.
 

But now to each did Pallas give a cruel marking-sign;
 For, Thymber, the Evandrian sword smote off that head of thine:
 And thy lopped right, Larides, seeks for that which was its lord,
 The half-dead fingers quiver still and grip unto the sword.
 

But now the Arcadians cheered by words, beholding his great deed,
 The mingled shame and sorrow arm and ‘gainst the foeman lead.
 Then Pallas thrusteth Rhoeteus through a-flitting by in wain;
 And so much space, so much delay, thereby did Ilus gain,       400
 For ’twas at Ilus from afar that he his spear had cast
 But Rhoeteus met it on the road fleeing from you full fast,
 Best brethren, Teuthras, Tyres there: down from the car rolled he,
 And with the half-dead heel of him beat the Rutulian lea.
 

As when amidst the summer-tide he gains the wished-for breeze,
 The shepherd sets the sparkled flame amid the thicket trees,
 The wood’s heart catches suddenly, the flames spread into one,
 And fearful o’er the meadows wide doth Vulcan’s army run,
 While o’er the flames the victor sits and on their joy looks down.
 No less the valour of thy folk unto a head was grown           410
 To help thee, Pallas: but behold, Halesus, fierce in field,
 Turns on the foe, and gathers him ‘neath cover of his shield.
 Ladon, Pheres, Demodocus, all these he slaughtered there;
 With gleaming sword he lopped the hand Strymonius did uprear
 Against his throat: in Thoas’ face withal a stone he sent,
 And drave apart the riven bones with blood and brains all blent
 Halesus’ sire, the wise of Fate, in woods had hidden him;
 But when that elder’s whitening eyes at last in death did swim,
 Fate took Halesus, hallowing him to King Evander’s blade:
 For Pallas aimeth at him now, when such wise he had prayed:    420
 

“O Father Tiber, grant this spear, that herewithal I shake,
 Through hard Halesus’ breast forthwith a happy way may take;
 So shall thine oak-tree have the arms, the warrior’s battle-spoil.”
 

The God heard: while Halesus shields Imaon in the broil,
 To that Arcadian shaft he gives his luckless body bared.
 But nought would Lausus, lord of war, let all his host be scared,
 E’en at the death of such a man: first Abas doth he slay,
 Who faces him, the very knot and holdfast of the play.
 Then fall Arcadia’s sons to field; felled is Etruria’s host,
 And ye, O Teucrian bodies, erst by Grecian death unlost.       430
 Then meet the hosts with lords well-matched and equal battle-might;
 The outskirts of the battle close, nor ‘mid the press of fight
 May hand or spear move: busy now is Pallas on this side,
 Lausus on that; nor is the space between their ages wide,
 Those noble bodies: and both they were clean forbid of Fate
 Return unto their lands: but he who rules Olympus great
 Would nowise suffer them to meet themselves to end the play,
 The doom of each from mightier foe abideth each today.
 

But Turnus’ sister warneth him to succour Lausus’ war,
 The gracious Goddess: straight he cleaves the battle in his car,   440
 And when he sees his folk, cries out: “’Tis time to leave the fight!
 Lone against Pallas do I fare, Pallas is mine of right;
 I would his sire himself were here to look upon the field.”
 

He spake, and from the space forbid his fellow-folk did yield,
 But when the Rutuli were gone, at such a word of pride
 Amazed, the youth on Turnus stares, and lets his gaze go wide
 O’er the huge frame, and from afar with stern eyes meets it all,
 And ‘gainst the words the tyrant spake such words from him there fall:
 

“Now shall I win me praise of men for spoiling of a King,
 Or for a glorious death: my sire may outface either thing:     450
 Forbear thy threats.”

                      He spake, and straight amid the war-field drew;
 But cold in that Arcadian folk therewith the heart-blood grew;
 While Turnus from his war-wain leapt to go afoot to fight:
 And as a lion sees afar from off his watch burg’s height
 A bull at gaze amid the mead with battle in his thought,
 And flies thereto, so was the shape of coming Turnus wrought.
 

But now, when Pallas deemed him come within the cast of spear,
 He would be first, if Fate perchance should help him swift to dare,
 And his less might, and thus he speaks unto the boundless sky:
 “Now by my father’s guesting-tide and board thou drew’st anigh,   460
 A stranger, O Alcides, help this great deed I begin!
 His bloody gear from limbs half-dead let Turnus see me win;
 And on the dying eyes of him be victor’s image pressed.”
 

Alcides heard the youth, and ‘neath the inmost of his breast
 He thrust aback a heavy groan, and empty tears he shed:
 But to his son in kindly wise such words the Father said:
 “His own day bideth every man; short space that none may mend
 Is each man’s life: but yet by deeds wide-spreading fame to send,
 Man’s valour hath this work to do: ‘neath Troy’s high-builded wall
 How many sons of God there died: yea there he died withal,     470
 Sarpedon my own progeny. Yea too and Turnus’ Fates
 Are calling him: he draweth nigh his life’s departing-gates.”
 

He spake and turned his eyes away from fields of Rutuli:
 But Pallas with great gathered strength the spear from him let fly,
 And drew therewith from hollow sheath his sword all eager-bright.
 The spear flew gleaming where the arms rise o’er the shoulder’s height,
 Smote home, and won its way at last through the shield’s outer rim,
 And Turnus’ mighty body reached and grazed the flesh of him.
 Long Turnus shook the oak that bore the bitter iron head,
 Then cast at Pallas, and withal a word he cast and said:       480
 “Let see now if this shaft of mine may better win a pass!”
 He spake; for all its iron skin and all its plates of brass,
 For all the swathing of bull-hides that round about it went,
 The quivering spear smote through the shield and through its midmost rent
 And through the mailcoat’s staying fence the mighty breast did gain.
 Then at the spear his heart-blood warmed did Pallas clutch in vain;
 By one way and the same his blood and life, away they fare;
 But down upon the wound he rolled, and o’er him clashed his gear,
 And dying there his bloody mouth sought out the foeman’s sod:
 Whom Turnus overstrides and says:                              490
 

“Hearken Arcadians, bear ye back Evander words well learned:
 Pallas I send him back again, dealt with as he hath earned,
 If there be honour in a tomb, or solace in the earth,
 I grudge it not — Ænean guests shall cost him things of worth.”
 

So spake he, and his left foot then he set upon the dead,
 And tore the girdle thence away full heavy fashionèd,
 And wrought with picture of a guilt; that youthful company
 Slain foully on one wedding-night: bloody the bride-beds lie.
 This Clonus son of Eurytus had wrought in plenteous gold,
 Now Turnus wears it triumphing, merry such spoil to hold. —  500

 — O heart of man, unlearned in Fate and what the days may hide,
 Unlearned to be of measure still when swelled with happy tide!
 The time shall come when Turnus wealth abundantly would pay
 For Pallas whole, when he shall loathe that spoil, that conquering day.
 

But Pallas’ folk with plenteous groans and tears about him throng,
 And laid upon his battle-shield they bear the dead along.
 O thou, returning to thy sire, great grief and glory great,
 Whom one same day gave unto war and swept away to fate,
 Huge heaps of death Rutulian thou leav’st the meadow still.
 

And now no rumour, but sure word of such a mighty ill          510
 Flies to Æneas, how his folk within the deathgrip lie,
 And how time pressed that he should aid the Teucrians turned to fly.
 So all things near with sword he reaps, and wide he drives the road
 Amid the foe with fiery steel, seeking thee, Turnus proud,
 Through death new wrought; and Pallas now, Evander, all things there
 Live in his eyes: the boards whereto that day he first drew near,
 A stranger, and those plighted hands. Four youths of Sulmo wrought,
 And the like tale that Ufens erst into the world’s life brought,
 He takes alive to slay them — gifts for that great ghost’s avail,
 And with a shower of captive blood to slake the dead men’s bale.   520
 Then next at Magus from afar the shaft of bane he sent;
 Deftly he cowered, and on above the quivering weapon went,
 And clasping both Æneas’ knees thus spake the suppliant one:
 

“O by thy father’s ghost, by hope Iulus hath begun,
 I pray thee for my sire and son my life yet let me win:
 I have a high house, silver wrought is dug adown therein,
 A talent’s weight, and store therewith of wrought and unwrought gold:
 This will not snatch the victory from out the Teucrian’s hold,
 Nor can the life of one alone such mighty matter make.”
 

So he, but answering thereunto this word Æneas spake:          530
 “Thy gold and silver talent’s weight, whereof thou tell’st such store,
 Spare for thy sons! thy Turnus slew such chaffering of war
 When Pallas’ death he brought about a little while ago;
 So deems my sire Anchises’ ghost, Iulus deemeth so.”
 Then with his left he caught the helm and hilt-deep thrust the blade
 Into the back-bent throat of him e’en as the prayer he prayed.
 

Not far hence was Hæmonides, Phoebus’ and Trivia’s priest,
 The holy fillets on his brow, his glory well increased
 With glorious arms, and glittering gear shining on every limb.
 Him the King chaseth o’er the field, and, standing over him,   540
 Hides him in mighty dusk of death; whose gleanèd battle-gear,
 A gift to thee, O battle-god, back doth Serestus bear.
 Then Cæculus of Vulcan’s stem the hedge of battle fills,
 And Umbro cometh unto fight down from the Marsian hills.
 On them his rage the Dardan child let slip. But next his blade
 Anxur’s left hand and orbèd shield upon the meadow laid.
 Proud things had Anxur said, and deemed his word was matched by might,
 And so perchance he raised his soul up to the heavenly height,
 And hoary eld he looked to see, and many a peaceful year.
 Tarquitius, proud of heart and soul, in glittering battle-gear,   550
 Whom the nymph Dryope of yore to woodland Faunus gave,
 Came thrusting thwart his fiery way; his back-drawn spear he drave,
 Pinning his mail-coat unto him, and mighty mass of shield:
 His vainly-praying head, that strove with words, upon the field
 He swept therewith, and rolling o’er his carcase warm with death,
 Above him from the heart of hate such words as this he saith:
 

“Lie there, fear-giver! no more now thy mother most of worth
 Shall load thee with thy father’s tomb, or lay thee in the earth:
 Thou shalt be left to birds of prey, or deep adown the flood
 The waves shall bear thee, and thy wounds be hungry fishes’ food.”   560
 

Next Lucas and Antæus stout, foremost of Turnus’ men,
 He chaseth: Numa staunch of heart and yellow Camers then;
 A man from high-souled Volscens sprung, field-wealthiest one of all
 Ausonian men, and lord within the hushed Amyclæ’s wall.
 

E’en as Ægæon, who they say had arms an hundred-fold,
 And hundred hands, from fifty mouths and maws the wildfire rolled,
 What time in arms against the bolts from Jove of Heaven that flew
 He clashed upon the fifty shields and fifty sword-points drew:
 So conquering, over all the mead Æneas’ fury burns             569
 When once his sword is warm with death: and now, behold, he turns
 Upon Niphæus’ four-yoked steeds, and breasts their very breath.
 But when they see him striding far, and threatening doom and death,
 In utter dread they turn about, and rushing back again,
 They shed their master on the earth and shoreward drag the wain.
 

Meanwhile with twi-yoked horses white fares Lucagus midst men,
 His brother Liger by his side, who holdeth rein as then,
 And turneth steed, while Lucagus the drawn sword whirleth wide.
 Them and their war-rage in no wise Æneas might abide,
 But on he rushes, showing huge with upheaved threatening shaft.
 Then Liger cast a word at him:                                 580
 “No steeds of Diomede thou seest, and no Achilles’ car
 Or Phrygian fields: this hour shall end thy life-days and the war
 Here on this earth.”

                      Such words as these from witless Liger stray,
 But nought in bandying of words the man of Troy would play;
 Rather his mighty battle-shaft he hurled against the foe,
 While Lucagus his horses drives with spear-butt, bending low
 Over the lash, and setteth forth his left foot for the fight.
 Beneath the bright shield’s nether rim the spear-shaft takes its flight,
 Piercing his groin upon the left: then shaken from his wain,
 He tumbleth down and rolleth o’er in death upon the plain.     590
 To whom a fierce and bitter word godly Æneas said:
 

“Ho, Lucagus! no dastard flight of steeds thy car betrayed,
 No empty shadow turned them back from facing of the foe,
 But thou thyself hast leapt from wheel and let the yoke-beasts go.”
 

He spake, and caught the reins withal; slipped down that wretched one
 His brother, and stretched forth the hands that little deed had done:
 “By thee, by those that brought thee forth so glorious unto day,
 O Trojan hero, spare my life, and pity me that pray!”
 

Æneas cut athwart his speech: “Not so erewhile ye spake.
 Die! ill it were for brother thus a brother to forsake.”       600
 And in his breast the sword he drave home to the house of breath.
 

Thus through the meads the Dardan Duke set forth the tale of death,
 With rage as of the rushing flood, or whirl-storm of the wind.
 At last they break forth into field and leave their camp behind,
 Ascanius and the lads of war in vain beleaguerèd.
 

Meanwhile to Juno Jupiter set forth the speech and said:
 “O thou who art my sister dear and sweetest wife in one,
 ’Tis Venus as thou deemedst, (nought thy counsel is undone),
 Who upholds Trojan might forsooth: they lack fight-eager hand,
 They lack fierce heart and steady soul the peril to withstand!”   610
 

To whom spake Juno, meek of mood: “And why, O fairest lord,
 Dost thou so vex me sad at heart, fearing thy heavy word?
 But in my soul were love as strong as once it used to be,
 And should be, thou though all of might wouldst ne’er deny it me,
 That Turnus I should draw away from out the midst of fight,
 That I might keep him safe to bless his father Daunus’ sight.
 Now let him die, let hallowed blood the Teucrian hate atone:
 And yet indeed his name and race from blood of ours hath grown;
 He from Pilumnus is put forth: yea, good gifts furthermore
 His open hand full oft hath piled within thine holy door.”     620
 

To whom air-high Olympus’ king short-worded answer made:
 “If for the youth who soon must fall respite of death is prayed,
 And tarrying-time, nor aught thou deem’st but that my doom must stand,
 Then carry Turnus off by flight, snatch him from fate at hand.
 So far thy longing may I please: but if a greater grace
 Lurk ‘neath thy prayers, and thou hast hope to change the battle’s face,
 And turmoil everything once more, thou feedest hope in vain.”
 

Then Juno weeping: “Ah, but if thy heart should give the gain
 Thy voice begrudgeth! if ‘twere doomed that he in life abide — 
 But ill-end dogs the sackless man, unless I wander wide        630
 Away from sooth — Ah, yet may I be mocked of fear-wrought lies,
 And may thy rede as thou hast might be turned to better wise.”
 

She spake the word and cast herself adown from heaven the high,
 Girt round with rain-cloud, driving on a storm amid the sky,
 And that Laurentian leaguer sought and Ilium’s hedge of fight.
 And there she fashioned of the cloud a shadow lacking might:
 With image of Æneas’ shape the wondrous show is drest,
 She decks it with the Dardan spear and shield, and mocks the crest
 Of that all-godlike head, and gives a speech that empty flows,
 Sound without soul, and counterfeits the gait wherewith he goes, — 640
 As dead men’s images they say about the air will sweep,
 Or as the senses weary-drenched are mocked with dreams of sleep.
 But in the forefront of the fight war-merry goes the thing,
 And cries the warrior on with words and weapons brandishing:
 On whom falls Turnus, and afar hurleth his whizzing spear:
 Then turns the phantom back about and fleeth as in fear.
 Then verily when Turnus deemed he saw Æneas fled.
 With all the emptiness of hope his headlong heart he fed:
 “Where fleest thou, Æneas, then? why leave thy plighted bride?   649
 This hand shall give thee earth thou sought’st so far across the tide.”
 So cries he following, brandishing his naked sword on high,
 Nor sees what wise adown the wind his battle-bliss goes by.
 

By hap a ship was moored anear unto a ledgy stone,
 With ladders out and landing-bridge all ready to let down,
 That late the King Orsinius bore from Clusium o’er the sea;
 And thereinto the hurrying lie, Æneas’ shape, did flee,
 And down its lurking-places dived: but Turnus none the more
 Hangs back, but beating down delay swift runs the high bridge o’er.
 Scarce on the prow, ere Juno brake the mooring-rope atwain,
 And rapt the sundered ship away o’er back-draught of the main.   660
 And there afar from fight is he on whom Æneas cries,
 Still sending down to death’s abode an host of enemies;
 Nor any more the image then will seek his shape to shroud,
 But flying upward blendeth him amid the mirky cloud.
 

Meanwhile, as midmost of the sea the flood bore Turnus on,
 Blind to the deed that was in hand, thankless for safety won,
 He looketh round, and hands and voice starward he reacheth forth:
 “Almighty Father, deemedst thou my guilt so much of worth?
 And wouldst thou have me welter through such woeful tide of pain?
 Whence? whither? why this flight? what man shall I come back again?
 Ah, shall I see Laurentum’s walls, or see my camp once more?   671
 What shall betide the fellowship that followed me to war,
 Whom I have left? O misery to die the death alone!
 I see them scattered even now, I hear the dying groan.
 What do I? what abyss of earth is deep enough to hide
 The wretched man? But ye, O winds, be merciful this tide,
 On rocks, on stones — I, Turnus, thus adore you with good will — 
 Drive ye the ship, or cast it up on Syrtes’ shoals of ill,
 Where Rutuli and tell-tale Fame shall never find me out!”
 

Hither and thither as he spake his spirit swam in doubt,       680
 Shall he now fall upon the point, whom shame hath witless made,
 Amid most of his very ribs driving the bitter blade;
 Or casting him amid the waves swim for the hollow strand,
 And give his body back again to sworded Teucrian band?
 Thrice either deed he fell to do, and thrice for very ruth
 The mightiest Juno stayed his hand and held aback his youth.
 So ‘neath a fair and following wind he glideth o’er the sea,
 And to his father’s ancient walls is ferried presently.
 

Meanwhile, by Jupiter’s command, Mezentius props the fight,
 And all ablaze he falleth on the gladdened Teucrian might:     690
 The Tuscan host rush up, and all upon one man alone
 Press on with hatred in their hearts and cloud of weapons thrown.
 Yet is he as a rock thrust out amid the mighty deep
 To meet the raging of the winds, bare to the water’s sweep.
 All threats of sea and sky it bears, all might that they may wield,
 Itself unmoved. Dolichaon’s son he felleth unto field,
 One Hebrus; Latagus with him, and Palmus as he fled.
 But Latagus with stone he smites, a mighty mountain-shred,
 Amid the face and front of him, and Palmus, slow to dare,
 Sends rolling ham-strung: but their arms he biddeth Lausus bear   700
 Upon his back, and with their crests upon his helm to wend.
 Phrygian Evanthes then he slays, and Mimas, whiles the friend
 Like-aged of Paris; unto day and Amycus his sire
 Theano gave him on the night that she who went with fire,
 E’en Cisseus’ daughter, Paris bore: now Paris lies asleep
 In ancient Troy; Laurentian land unknown doth Mimas keep.
 

Tis as a boar by bite of hounds from the high mountains driven,
 Who on pine-nursing Vesulus a many years hath thriven,
 Or safe in that Laurentian marsh long years hath had his home,
 And fed adown the reedy wood; now mid the toil-nets come       710
 He stands at bay, and foameth fierce, and bristleth up all o’er,
 And none hath heart to draw anigh and rouse the wrath of war,
 But with safe shouts and shafts aloof they press about the place;
 While he, unhastening, unafeard, doth everywhither face,
 Gnashing his teeth and shaking off the spears from out his back.
 So they, who ‘gainst Mezentius there just wrath do nowise lack,
 Lack heart to meet him hand to hand with naked brandished blade,
 But clamour huge and weapon-shot from far upon him laid.
 

From that old land of Corythus erewhile had Acron come,
 A Grecian man; half-wed he passed the threshold of his home:   720
 Whom when Mezentius saw afar turmoiling the mid fight,
 Purple with plumes and glorious web his love for him had dight;
 E’en as a lion hunger-pinched about the high-fenced fold,
 When ravening famine driveth him, if he by chance behold
 Some she-goat, or a hart that thrusts his antlers up in air,
 Merry he waxeth, gaping fierce his mane doth he uprear,
 And hugs the flesh he lies upon; a loathsome sea of blood
 Washes the horror of his mouth.
 So merry runs Mezentius forth amid the press of foes,
 And hapless Acron falls, and pounds the black earth mid his throes   730
 With beat of heel; staining the shaft that splintered in the wound.
 Scorn had he then Orodes swift to fell unto the ground
 Amidst his flight, or give blind bane with unknown cast afar;
 He ran to meet him man to man, prevailing in the war
 By nought of guile or ambushing, but by the dint of blade.
 Foot on the fallen then he set, and strength to spear-shaft laid:
 “Fellows, here tall Orodes lies, no thrall in battle throng.”
 Then merrily his following folk shout forth their victory-song:
 Yet saith the dying:

                    “Whosoe’er thou art, thou winnest me
 Not unavenged: thy joy grows old: the like fate looks for thee,   740
 And thou the self-same lea shalt hold within a little while!”
 

To whom Mezentius spake, his wrath crossed by a gathering smile:
 “Die thou! the Father of the Gods, the earth-abider’s lord,
 Will look to me.”

                 He drew the spear from out him at the word,
 And iron slumber fell on him, hard rest weighed down his eyes,
 And shut were they for evermore by night that never dies.
 

Now Cædicus slays Alcathous; Sacrator ends outright
 Hydaspes; then Parthenius stark and Orses fall in fight
 By Rapo; and Messapus fells strong Clonius, and the son,
 Of Lycaon; one laid alow, by his own steeds cast down,         750
 One foot to foot. Lo Agis now, the Lycian, standeth forth,
 Whom Valerus, that nothing lacked his grandsire’s might and worth,
 O’erthroweth: Salius Thronius slays; Nealces, Salius;
 For skilled he was in dart and shaft, far-flying, perilous.
 

Now grief and death in Mavors’ scales even for each they lie;
 Victors and vanquished, here they slay, and here they fall and die,
 But neither these nor those forsooth had fleeing in their thought.
 But in Jove’s house the Gods had ruth of rage that nothing wrought,
 And such a world of troubles sore for men of dying days;
 On this side Venus, and on that Saturnian Juno gaze;           760
 And wan Tisiphonè runs wild amid the thousands there.
 But lo, Mezentius fierce and fell, shaking a mighty spear,
 Stalks o’er the plain. — Lo now, how great doth great Orion sweep
 Afoot across the Nereus’ field, the mid sea’s mightiest deep,
 Cleaving his way, raised shoulder-high above the billowy wash;
 Or when from off the mountain-top he bears an ancient ash
 His feet are on the soil of earth, the cloud-rack hides his head:

 — E’en so in mighty battle-gear afield Mezentius sped.
 

But now Æneas, noting him adown the battle-row,
 Wendeth to meet him; undismayed he bideth for his foe,         770
 Facing the great-souled man, and stands unmoved, a mighty mass:
 Then measuring the space between if spear thereby may pass:
 “Right hand,” he cries, “my very God, and fleeing spear I shake,
 To aid! Thee, Lausus, clad in arms that I today shall take
 From body of the sea-thief here I vow for gift of war
 Over Æneas slain.”

                  He spake, and hurled the shaft afar
 Loud whistling: from the shield it glanced, and flying far and wide
 Smit glory-great Antores down through bowels and through side:
 Antores friend of Hercules, who, erst from Argos come,         780
 Clung to Evander, and abode in that Italian home:
 There laid to earth by straying wound he looketh on the sky,
 With lovely Argos in his heart, though death be come anigh.
 

Then good Æneas cast his spear, and through the hollow round
 Of triple brass, through linen skin, through craftsmanship inwound,
 With threefold bull-hides, pierced the shaft, and in the groin did lie,
 Nor further could its might avail. Then swiftly from his thigh
 Æneas caught his glaive, and glad the Tyrrhene blood to see,
 Set on upon his wildered foe hot-heart and eagerly.
 But Lausus, by his father’s love sore moved, did all behold,
 And groaned aloud, while o’er his cheeks a heavy tear-flood rolled   790

 — Ah, I will tell of thine ill-fate and deeds that thou hast done;
 If any troth in stories told may reach from yore agone,
 My speech, O unforgotten youth, in nowise shalt thou lack — 
 The father with a halting foot hampered and spent drew back,
 Still dragging on the foeman’s spear that hung amid his shield;
 But mingling him in battle-rush the son took up the field,
 And as Æneas’ right hand rose well laden with the blow
 He ran beneath, bore off the sword, and stayed the eager foe,
 And with a mighty shout behind his fellows follow on,
 While shielded by his son’s defence the father gat him gone,
  800
 And shafts they cast and vex the foe with weapon shot afar.
 Mad wroth Æneas grows, but bides well covered from the war;
 And as at whiles the clouds come down with furious pelt of hail,
 And every driver of the plough the beaten lea doth fail,
 And every one that works afield, while safe the traveller lurks
 In castle of the river-bank or rock-wrought cloister-works,
 The while the rain is on the earth, that they may wear the day
 When once again the sun comes back; — so on Æneas lay
 The shaft-storm, so the hail of fight loud thundering he abode,
 And Lausus with the wrath of words, Lausus with threats did load.   810
 “Ah, whither rushest thou to die, and darest things o’ergreat?
 Thy love betrays thine heedless heart.”

                                       No less, the fool of fate,
 He rusheth on, till high and fierce the tide of wrath doth win
 O’er heart of that Dardanian duke, and now the Parcæ spin
 Lausus’ last thread: for his stark sword Æneas drives outright
 Through the young body, hiding it hilt-deep therein from light
 It pierced the shield and glittering gear wherewith he threatened war,
 And kirtle that his mother erst with gold had broidered o’er,
 And flooded all his breast with blood; and woeful down the wind
 His spirit sought the under-world, and left his corpse behind.   820
 

But when Anchises’ son beheld the face of that dead man,
 His face that in a wondrous wise grew faded out and wan,
 Groaning for ruth his hand therewith down toward him did he move,
 For o’er his soul the image came of his own father’s love:
 “O boy, whom all shall weep, what then for such a glorious deed,
 What gift can good Æneas give, thy bounteous valour’s meed?
 Keep thou the arms thou joyedst in. I give thy body here
 Unto thy father’s buried ghosts, if thou thereof hast care.
 But let this somewhat solace thee for thine unhappy death,
 By great Æneas’ hand thou diest.”

                                 Then chiding words he saith   830
 Unto his fellows hanging back, and lifteth up the dead
 From off the lea, where blood defiled the tresses of his head.
 

Meanwhile the father by the wave that ripples Tiber’s breast
 With water staunched his bleeding hurt and gave his body rest,
 Leaning against a tree-trunk there: high up amid the tree
 Hangeth his brazen helm; his arms lie heavy on the lea;
 The chosen war-youths stand about: he, sick and panting now,
 Nurseth his neck, and o’er his breast his combed-down beard lets flow.
 Much about Lausus did he ask, and sore to men he spake
 To bid him back, or warning word from his sad sire to take.    840
 But Lausus dead his weeping folk were bearing on his shield;
 A mighty heart, to mighty hand the victory must he yield
 The father’s soul foretaught of ill, afar their wail he knew,
 And fouled his hoar hair with the dust, and both his hands upthrew
 Toward heaven aloft; then clinging fast unto that lifeless one:
 

“What lust,” saith he, “of longer life so held my heart, O son,
 That thee, my son, I suffered thus to bare thee to the bane
 Instead of me; that I, thy sire, health of thy hurts I gain,
 Life of thy death! Ah now at last my exile is become
 A woe unto my weary heart; yea, now the wound goes home.       850
 For I am he who stained thy name, O son, with guilt of mine,
 Thrust forth by Fate from fatherland and sceptre of my line:
 I should have paid the penalty unto my country’s hate,
 And given up my guilty soul to death, my very fate.
 I live: I leave not sons of men, nor let the light go by — 

 — Yet will I leave them.”

                         So he spake, and on his halting thigh
 Rose up, and, howsoe’er his hurt might drag his body down,
 Unvanquished yet, he called his horse, his very pleasures crown,
 And glory; who had borne him forth victorious from all war;
 And thus he spake unto the beast that seemed to sorrow sore:   860
 

“Rhoebus, o’erlong — if aught be long to men that pass away — 
 Have we twain lived: those bloody spoils shalt thou bring home today,
 And carrying Æneas’ head avenge my Lausus’ woe.
 Or if our might no more may make a road whereby to go,
 Thou too shalt fall: I deem indeed thou, stout-heart, hast no will
 To suffer other men’s commands, or Trojan joy fulfil.”
 

And therewithal he backeth him, and as he used of old
 Settleth his limbs: good store of shafts his either hand doth hold:
 His head is glittering o’er with brass, and horse-hair shags his crest.
 So midmost of the fight he bears, and ever in his breast       870
 Swelleth the mighty sea of shame and mingled miseries.
 And now across the fight his voice thrice on Æneas cries.
 Æneas knew it well forsooth, and joyfully he prayed:
 “So grant the Father of the Gods! So may Apollo aid
 That thou may’st fall on me in fight!”
 

So much he spake, and went his way to meet the foeman’s shaft;
 But spake the other: “Bitter wretch, who took’st away my son,
 Why fright me now? by that one way my heart might be undone:
 No death I dread, no God that is, in battle would I spare.
 Enough — I come to thee to die; but first these gifts I bear.”   880
 

He spake the word, and ‘gainst the foe a dart withal he cast,
 And shaft on shaft he lays on him about him flitting fast,
 Wide circling; but the golden boss through all the storm bore out
 Thrice while Æneas faceth him he rides the ring about,
 Casting the weapons from his hand; and thrice the Trojan lord
 Bears round a mighty thicket set in brazen battle-board.
 But when such tarrying wearieth him, such plucking forth of spears,
 And standing in such ill-matched fight the heart within him wears,
 Turning the thing o’er manywise, he breaketh forth to speed
 A shaft amid the hollow brow of that war-famous steed:         890
 Then beating of the air with hoof uprears the four-foot thing
 And with his fallen master falls, and ‘neath his cumbering
 Weighs down his shoulders brought to earth, and heavy on him lies.
 Then Trojan men and Latin men with shouting burn the skies,
 And swift Æneas runneth up and pulleth forth his sword,
 And crieth o’er him:

                      “Where is now Mezentius, eager lord?
 Where is the fierce heart?”

                            Unto whom the Tuscan spake, when he
 Got sense again, and breathed the air, and o’er him heaven did see:
 “O bitter foe, why chidest thou? why slayest thou with words?   899
 Slay me and do no wrong! death-safe I came not mid the swords;
 And no such covenant of war for us my Lausus bought:
 One thing I pray, if vanquished men of grace may gain them aught,
 Let the earth hide me! well I know how bitter and how nigh
 My people’s wrath draws in on me: put thou their fury by,
 And in the tomb beside my son I pray thee let me lie.”
 

He saith, and open-eyed receives the sword-point in his throat,
 And o’er his arms in waves of blood his life and soul doth float.
 






  








BOOK XI.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

TRUCE IS MADE FOR THE BURYING OF THE DEAD: THE LATINS TAKE COUNSEL OF PEACE OR WAR. CAMILLA’S DEEDS AND DEATH.
 

Meanwhile Aurora risen up from bed of ocean wends,
 And King Æneas, though his grief bids him in burying friends
 To wear the day, and though his heart the death of men dismays,
 Yet to the Gods of Dawning-tide the worship duly pays.
 From a great oak on every side the branches doth he shear,
 And setteth on a mound bedight in gleaming battle-gear
 The spoils of King Mezentius: a gift to thee it stood,
 O Might of War! Thereon he set the crest with blood bedewed,
 The broken shafts, the mail-coat pierced amid the foughten field
 With twice six dints: on the left arm he tied the brazen shield,   10
 And round about the neck he hung the ivory-hilted sword.
 Then to his friends, a mighty hedge of duke and battle-lord,
 He turned, and to their joyous hearts these words withal he said:
 

“The most is done, and for the rest let all your fears lie dead:
 Lo here the first-fruits! battle-spoil won from a haughty king:
 Lo this is all Mezentius now, mine own hands’ fashioning.
 Now toward the King and Latin walls all open lies the way;
 Up hearts, for war! and let your hope foregrip the battle-day,
 That nought of sloth may hinder you, or take you unaware,
 When Gods shall bid the banners up, and forth with men ye fare   20
 From out of camp, — that craven dread clog not your spirits then:
 Meanwhile give we unto the earth these our unburied men,
 The only honour they may have in nether Acheron.
 Come, fellows, to those noble souls who with their blood have won
 A country for us, give those gifts, the last that they may spend.
 And first unto Evander’s town of sorrow shall I send
 That Pallas, whom, in nowise poor of valour or renown,
 The black day reft away from us in bitter death to drown.”
 

With weeping eyes he drew aback, e’en as the word he said,
 Unto the threshold of the place where Pallas, cold and dead,    30
 The old Acoetes watched, who erst of that Parrhasian King,
 Evander, was the shield-bearer, but now was following
 His well-belovèd foster-child in no such happy wise;
 But round him were the homemen’s band and Trojan companies,
 And Ilian wives with loosened locks in guise of sorrow sore.
 But when Æneas entereth now beneath the lofty door
 From beaten breast great moan they cast up to the starry heaven;
 And wailing of their woeful cheer through all the house is driven.
 The King himself when he beheld the pillowed head at rest,      39
 The snow-white face, the open wound wrought on the smooth young breast
 By that Ausonian spear, so spake amid his gathered tears:
 

“O boy bewept, despite the gifts my happy Fortune bears
 Doth she still grudge it thee to see my kingdom glorious,
 Or come a victor back again unto thy father’s house?
 Not such the promise that I gave on that departing day
 Unto thy father, whose embrace then sped me on my way
 To mighty lordship, while his fear gave forth the warning word
 That with fierce folk I had to do, hard people of the sword.
 Now he, deceived by empty hope, belike pours forth the prayer,
 And pileth up the gifts for nought upon the altars fair,        50
 While we — in woe with honours vain — about his son we stand,
 Dead now, and no more owing aught to any heavenly hand.
 Unhappy, thou shalt look upon thy dead unhappy son!
 Is this the coming back again? is this the triumph won?
 Is this my solemn troth? — Yet thee, Evander, bides no sight
 Of craven beat with shameful wounds, nor for the saved from fight
 Shalt thou but long for dreadful death. — Woe’s me, Ausonian land!
 Woe’s me, Iulus, what a shield is perished from thine hand!”
 

Such wise he wept him, and bade raise the hapless body dead,
 And therewithal a thousand men, his war-hosts’ flower, he sped   60
 To wait upon him on the way with that last help of all,
 And be between his father’s tears: forsooth a solace small
 Of mighty grief; a debt no less to that sad father due.
 But others speed a pliant bier weaving a wattle through,
 Of limber twigs of berry-bush and boughs of oaken-tree,
 And shadow o’er the piled-up bed with leafy canopy.
 So there upon the wild-wood couch adown the youth is laid;
 E’en as a blossom dropped to earth from fingers of a maid — 
 The gilliflower’s bloom maybe, or jacinth’s hanging head,
 Whose lovely colour is not gone, nor shapely fashion fled,      70
 Although its mother feedeth not, nor earth its life doth hold.
 

Thereon two woven webs, all stiff with purple dye and gold,
 Æneas bringeth forth, which erst with her own fingers fair
 Sidonian Dido wrought for him, and, glad the toil to bear,
 Had shot across the web thereof with thin and golden thread:
 In one of these the youth he wrapped, last honour of the dead,
 And, woeful, covered up the locks that fire should burn away.
 And furthermore a many things, Laurentum’s battle-prey,
 He pileth up, and bids the spoil in long array be borne:
 Horses and battle-gear he adds, late from the foemen torn:      80
 And men’s hands had he bound aback whom shortly should he send
 Unto the ghosts; whose blood should slake the fire that ate his friend.
 And trunks of trees with battle-gear from foemen’s bodies won
 He bids the leaders carry forth, with foemen’s names thereon.
 Hapless Acoetes, spent with eld, is brought forth; whiles he wears
 His bosom with the beat of fists, and whiles his face he tears:
 Then forth he falls, and grovelling there upon the ground doth lie.
 They bring the war-wain now, o’errained with blood of Rutuli:
 Æthon his war-horse comes behind, stripped of his gear of state,
 Mourning he goes, and wets his face with plenteous tear-drops great.   90
 Some bring the dead man’s spear and helm: victorious Turnus’ hand
 Hath all the rest: then follow on the woeful Teucrian band,
 All Tuscans, and Arcadian folk with weapons turned about.
 

But now, when all the following folk were got a long way out,
 Æneas stood and groaned aloud, and spake these words withal:
 “Us otherwhere to other tears the same dread war-fates call;
 Undying greetings go with thee! farewell for evermore,
 O mightiest Pallas!”

                    Ending so, to those high walls of war
 He turned about, and went his ways unto his war-folks’ home.
 

But from the Latin city now were fair speech-masters come,     100
 Half-hidden by the olive-boughs, and praying for a grace,
 That he would give them back their men who lay about the place
 O’erthrown by steel, and let them lie in earth-mound duly dight;
 Since war was not for men o’ercome, or those that lack the light — 
 That he would spare his whileome hosts, the kinsmen of his bride.
 

But good Æneas, since their prayer might not be put aside,
 Let all his pardon fall on them, and sayeth furthermore:
 “O Latin folk, what hapless fate hath tangled you in war
 So great and ill? From us, your friends, why must ye flee away?
 For perished men, dead thralls of Mars, a little peace ye pray,   110
 But to your living folk indeed fain would I grant the grace.
 I had not come here, save that Fate here gave me home and place:
 No battle with your folk I wage; nay, rather ’twas your lord
 Who left my friendship, trusting him to Turnus’ shield and sword.
 For Turnus to have faced the death were deed of better worth:
 If he deems hands should end the war and thrust the Teucrians forth,
 ‘Twere lovely deed to meet my hand amid the rain of strife;
 Then let him live to whom the Gods have given the gift of life.
 Go ye, and ‘neath your hapless ones lay ye the bale-fire’s blaze.”
 

He made an end; but still they stood and hushed them in amaze,   120
 And each on each they turned their eyes, and every tongue refrained,
 Till elder Drances, whom for foe child Turnus well had gained
 By hate-filled charges, took the word, and in such wise began:
 “O great in fame, in dint of war yet greater, Trojan man!
 What praise of words is left to me to raise thee to the sky?
 For justice shall I praise thee most, or battle’s mastery?
 Now happy, to our fathers’ town this answer back we bear,
 And if good-hap a way thereto may open anywhere,
 Thee to Latinus will we knit — let Turnus seek his own! — 
 Yea, we shall deem it joy forsooth about your fateful town:    130
 To raise the walls, and Trojan stones upon our backs to lay.”
 

Such words he spake, and with one mouth did all men murmur yea.
 For twice six days they covenant; and in war-sundering peace
 The Teucrians and the Latins blent about the woods increase,
 About the hill-sides wander safe; the smitten ash doth know
 The ring of steel; the pines that thrust heaven-high they overthrow;
 Nor cease with wedge to cleave the oak and cedar shedding scent,
 Or on the wains to lead away the rowan’s last lament.
 

And now the very Wingèd Fame, with that great grief she bears,
 Filleth Evander’s town and house, filleth Evander’s ears;      140
 Yea, Fame, who erst of Pallas’ deeds in conquered Latium told:
 Rush the Arcadians to the gates, and as they used of old,
 Snatch up the torches of the dead, and with the long array
 Of flames the acre-cleaving road gleams litten far away:
 Then meeteth them the Phrygian crowd, and swells the wailing band;
 And when the mothers saw them come amid the house-built land,
 The woeful town they set afire with clamour of their ill.
 But naught there is hath any might to hold Evander still;
 He comes amidst, and on the bier where Pallas lies alow
 He grovels, and with weeping sore and groaning clings thereto;   150
 And scarce from sorrow at the last his speech might win a way:
 “Pallas, this holdeth not the word thou gavest me that day,
 That thou wouldst ward thee warily in game of bitter Mars:
 Though sooth I knew how strong it is, that first fame of the wars;
 How strong is that o’er-sweet delight of earliest battle won.
 O wretched schooling of my child! O seeds of war begun,
 How bitter hard! O prayers of mine, O vows that none would hear
 Of all the Gods! O holiest wife, thy death at least was dear,
 And thou art happy to be gone, not kept for such a tide.
 But I — my life hath conquered Fate, that here I might abide    160
 A lonely father. Ah, had I gone with the Trojan host,
 To fall amid Rutulian spears! were mine the life-days lost;
 If me, not Pallas, this sad pomp were bringing home today! — 
 Yet, Teucrians, on your troth and you no blaming would I lay,
 Nor on our hands in friendship joined: ’twas a foreordered load
 For mine old age: and if my son untimely death abode,
 ’Tis sweet to think he fell amidst the thousand Volscians slain,
 And leading on the men of Troy the Latin lands to gain.
 Pallas, no better funeral rites mine heart to thee awards
 Than good Æneas giveth thee, and these great Phrygian lords,   170
 The Tyrrhene dukes, the Tyrrhene host, a mighty company;
 While they whom thine own hand hath slain great trophies bear for thee.
 Yea, Turnus, thou wert standing there, a huge trunk weapon-clad,
 If equal age, if equal strength from lapse of years ye had.

 — But out! — why should a hapless man thus stay the Teucrian swords?
 Go, and be mindful to your king to carry these my words:
 If here by loathèd life I bide, with Pallas dead and gone,
 Thy right hand is the cause thereof, which unto sire and son
 Owes Turnus, as thou wottest well: no other place there is
 Thy worth and fate may fill. God wot I seek no life-days’ bliss,   180
 But might I bear my son this tale amid the ghosts of earth!”
 

Meanwhile the loveliness of light Aurora brought to birth
 For heartsick men, and brought aback the toil of heart and hand:
 Father Æneas therewithal down on the hollow strand,
 And Tarchon with him, rear the bales; and each man thither bears
 His dead friend in the ancient guise: beneath the black flame flares,
 The heaven aloft for reek thereof with night is overlaid:
 Three times about the litten bales in glittering arms arrayed
 They run the course; three times on steed they beat the earth about
 Those woeful candles of the dead and sing their wailing out;   190
 The earth is strewn with tears of men, and arms of men forlorn,
 And heavenward goes the shout of men and blaring of the horn:
 But some upon the bale-fires cast gear stripped from Latins slain:
 War-helms, and well-adornèd swords, and harness of the rein,
 And glowing wheels: but overwell some knew the gifts they brought,
 The very shields of their dead friends and weapons sped for nought.
 Then oxen manifold to Death all round about they slay,
 And bristled boars, and sheep they snatch from meadows wide away,
 And hew them down upon the flame; then all the shore about
 They gaze upon their burning friends, and watch the bale-fires out.   200
 Nor may they tear themselves away until the dewy night
 Hath turned the heavens about again with gleaming stars bedight.
 

Nor less the unhappy Latins build upon another stead
 The bale-fires numberless of tale: but of their warriors dead,
 A many bodies there they dig into the earth adown,
 And bear them into neighbouring lands, or back into the town:
 The rest, a mighty heap of death piled up confusedly,
 Untold, unhonoured, there they burn: then that wide-lying lea
 Glareth with fires that thick and fast keep rising high and high.
 But when the third dawn drew away cold shadows from the sky,   210
 Weeping, great heaps of ashes there and blended bones they made,
 And over them the weight of earth yet warm with fire they laid.
 

But in the houses, in the town of that rich Latin king
 More heavy was the wail, more sore the long-drawn sorrowing:
 Here mothers, wretched fosterers here, here sisters loved and lorn,
 And sorrowing sore, and lads whose lives from fathers’ care were torn,
 Were cursing of the cruel war, and Turnus and his bride,
 “He, he, in arms, he with the sword should play it out,” they cried,
 “Who claims the realm of Italy and foremost lordship there.”
 And bitter Drances weights the scale, and witnessing doth bear   220
 That Turnus only is called forth, the battle-bidden man.
 But divers words of many folk on Turnus’ side yet ran,
 And he was cloaked about withal by great Amata’s name,
 And plenteous signs of battle won upheld his fair-won fame.
 

Now midst these stirs and flaming broils the messengers are here
 From Diomedes’ mighty walls; and little is the cheer
 Wherewith they bring the tidings back that every whit hath failed
 Their toil and pains: that not a whit hath gold or gifts availed,
 Or mighty prayers, that Latin folk some other stay in war
 Must seek, or from the Trojan king a craven peace implore.     230
 Then e’en Latinus’ counsel failed amid such miseries:
 The wrath of God, the tombs new-wrought that lay before their eyes,
 Made manifest Æneas come by will of God and Fate.
 Therefore a mighty parliament, the firstlings of estate,
 By his commandment summoned there, unto his house he brings.
 Wherefore they gather, streaming forth unto that house of kings
 By the thronged ways: there in the midst Latinus sitteth now,
 First-born of years, first lord of rule, with little joyful brow.
 

Hereon the men come back again from that Ætolian wall
 He biddeth tell their errand’s speed, what answers did befall,   240
 Each in their order: thereupon for speech was silence made,
 And Venulus, obeying him, suchwise began and said:
 

“Friends, we have looked on Diomede and on the Argive home,
 And all the road and every hap thereby have overcome:
 Yea, soothly, we have touched the hand that wracked the Ilian earth:
 Argyripa he buildeth there, named from his land of birth,
 In Iapygian Garganus, where he hath conquered place.
 Where, entered in, and leave being given to speak before his face,
 We gave our gifts, and told our names, and whence of lands we were,
 Who waged us war, and for what cause to Arpi we must fare.     250
 He hearkened and from quiet mouth gave answer thus again:
 

“‘O happy folk of Saturn’s land, time-old Ausonian men,
 What evil hap hath turmoiled you amid your peaceful life,
 Beguiling you to stir abroad the doubtfulness of strife?
 All we who on the Ilian fields with sword-edge compassed guilt,

 — Let be the war-ills we abode before the wall high built;
 Let be the men whom Simoïs hides — we o’er the wide world driven,
 Have wrought out pain and punishment for ill deed unforgiven,
 Till Priam’s self might pity us. Witness the star of bane
 Minerva sent; Euboea’s cliffs, Caphereus’ vengeful gain!       260
 ‘Scaped from that war, and driven away to countries sundered wide,
 By Proteus’ Pillars exiled now, must Menelaüs bide;
 And those Ætnæan Cyclop-folk Ulysses look upon:
 Of Pyrrhus’s land why tell, or of Idomeneus, that won
 To ruined house; of Locrian men cast on the Libyan shore?
 Mycenæ’s lord, the duke and king of all the Argive war,
 There, on the threshold of his house, his wicked wife doth slay.

 — Asia o’ercome — and in its stead Adultery thwart the way! — 
 Ah, the Gods’ hate, that so begrudged my yearning eyes to meet
 My father’s hearth, my longed-for wife, and Calydon the sweet!   270
 Yea, and e’en now there followeth me dread sight of woeful things:
 My lost companions wend the air with feathery beat of wings,
 Or wander, fowl on river-floods: O woe’s me for their woe!
 The voices of their weeping wail about the sea-cliffs go.
 But all these things might I have seen full surely for me stored
 Since then, when on the flesh of God I fell with maddened sword,
 And on the very Venus’ hand a wicked wound I won.
 Nay, nay, to no such battles more I pray you drive me on!
 No war for me with Teucrian men since Pergamus lies low;
 Nor do I think or joy at all in ills of long ago.              280
 The gifts, that from your fatherland unto my throne ye bear,
 Turn toward Æneas. We have stood, time was, spear meeting spear,
 Hand against hand: trust me, who tried, how starkly to the shield
 He riseth up, how blows the wind when he his spear doth wield.
 If two such other men had sprung from that Idæan home,
 Then Dardanus with none to drive to Inachus had come,
 And seen our walls, and Greece had mourned reversal of her day.
 About the walls of stubborn Troy, whatso we found of stay,
 By Hector’s and Æneas’ hands the Greekish victory
 Was tarried, and its feet held back through ten years wearing by.   290
 Both these in heart and weapon-skill were full of fame’s increase,
 But this one godlier: let your hands meet in the plighted peace
 E’en as ye may: but look to it if sword to sword ye bring.’
 

“Thus have ye heard, most gracious one, the answer of the King,
 And therewithal what thought he had about this heavy war.”
 

Scarce had he said, when diverse voice of murmuring ran all o’er
 Those troubled mouths of Italy: as when the rocks refrain
 The rapid streams, and sounds arise within the eddies’ chain,
 And with the chatter of the waves the neighbouring banks are filled.
 But when their minds were soothed and all the wildering voices stilled,
 The King spake first unto the Gods, then thus began to say:    301
 

“Latins, that ye had counselled you hereon before today
 Was both my will, and had been good: no time is this to fall
 To counsel now, when as we speak the foe besets the wall.
 With folk of God ill war we wage, lords of the Latin town,
 With all-unconquerable folk; no battles wear them down;
 Yea, beaten never have they heart to cast the sword away.
 Lay down the hope ye had to gain Ætolian war-array;
 Let each man be his proper hope. Lo ye, the straits are sore.
 How all things lie about us now by ruin all toppled o’er,      310
 Witness of this the eyes of you, the hands of you have won.
 No man I blame, what valour could hath verily been done:
 With all the manhood of our land the battle hath been fought:
 But now what better way herein my doubtful mind hath thought
 Will I set forth, and shortly tell the rede that is in me:
 Hearken! beside the Tuscan stream I own an ancient lea,
 Which, toward the sunset stretching far, yea o’er Sicanian bounds,
 Aruncans and Rutulians sow, working the rough hill grounds
 With draught of plough, but feeding down the roughest with their sheep.
 Let all this land, and piny place upon the mountain-steep,     320
 Be yielded for the Teucrian peace: the laws let us declare
 For plighted troth, and bid the men as friends our realm to share.
 There let them settle and build walls, if thitherward they yearn;
 But if unto another land their minds are set to turn,
 And other folk, and all they ask is from our shore to flee,
 Then let us build them twice ten ships from oak of Italy,
 Or more if they have men thereto: good store of ship-stuff lies
 Hard by the waves; and they shall show their number and their guise;
 But toil of men, and brass and gear we for their needs will find.
 And now to carry these our words, and fast the troth-plight bind,   330
 Send we an hundred speech-masters, the best of Latin land,
 To seek them thither, stretching forth the peace-bough in the hand,
 And bearing gifts; a talent’s weight of gold and ivory,
 The throne therewith and welted gown, signs of my lordship high.
 Take open counsel; stay the State so faint and weary grown.”
 

Then Drances, ever full of hate, whom Turnus’ great renown
 With bitter stings of envy thwart goaded for evermore;
 Lavish of wealth and fair of speech, but cold-hand in the war;
 Held for no unwise man of redes, a make-bate keen enow;
 The lordship of whose life, forsooth, from well-born dam did flow,   340
 His father being of no account — upriseth now this man,
 And piles a grievous weight of words with all the wrath he can.
 “A matter dark to none, and which no voice of mine doth need,
 Thou counsellest on, sweet King: for all confess in very deed
 They wot whereto our fortune drives; but fear their speech doth hide:
 Let him give liberty of speech, and sink his windy pride,
 Because of whose unhappy fate, and evil life and will — 
 Yea, I will speak, despite his threats to smite me and to kill — 
 So many days of dukes are done, and all the city lies          349
 O’erwhelmed with grief, the while his luck round camps of Troy he tries,
 Trusting to flight, and scaring heaven with clashing of his sword.
 One gift meseems thou shouldest add, most gracious king and lord,
 Unto the many gifts thou bid’st bear to the Dardan folk,
 Nor bow thyself to violence, nor lie beneath its yoke.
 Father, thy daughter nobly wed unto a glorious son,
 And knit the bonds of peace thereby in troth-plight never done.
 Or if such terror and so great upon our hearts doth lie,
 Let us adjure the man himself, and pray him earnestly
 To yield up this his proper right to country and to king: — 

 — O why into the jaws of death wilt thou so often fling        360
 Thine hapless folk, O head and fount of all the Latin ill?
 No safety is in war; all we, for peace we pray thee still,
 O Turnus, — for the only pledge of peace that may abide.
 I first, whom thou call’st foe (and nought that name I thrust aside),
 Lo, suppliant to thy feet I come! Pity thy people then!
 Sink thine high heart, and, beaten, yield; surely we broken men
 Have seen enough of deaths, laid waste enough of field and fold.
 But if fame stir thee, if thine heart such dauntless valour hold,
 If such a longing of thy soul a kingly dowry be,
 Dare then, and trust thee in thy might, and breast the enemy.   370
 Forsooth all we, that Turnus here a queenly wife might gain — 
 We common souls — a heap unwept, unburied, strew the plain.
 And now for thy part, if in thee some valour hath a place
 Or memory of the ancient wars, go look him in the face
 Who calleth thee to come afield.”
 

But Turnus’ fury at the word outbrake in sudden flame.
 He groaned, and from his inmost soul this speech of his outpoured:
 “O Drances, when the battle-day calleth for hand and sword,
 Great words good store thou givest still, and first thou comest still
 When so the Sires are called: but why with words the council fill?   380
 Big words aflying from thee safe, while yet the walls hold good
 Against the foe, nor yet the ditch is swimming with our blood.
 Go, thunder out thy wonted words! lay craven fear on me,
 O Drances, thou, whose hand has heaped the Teucrian enemy
 Dead all about, and everywhere has glorified the meads
 With war-spoil! Thou thyself may’st try how lively valour speeds!
 ’Tis well the time: forsooth the road lieth no long way out
 To find the foe! on every side they hedge the wall about
 Go we against them! — tarriest thou? and is thy Mars indeed
 A dweller in the windy tongue and feet well learned in speed,   390
 The same today as yesterday?

 — I beaten! who of right, O beast! shall brand me beaten man,
 That seeth the stream of Ilian blood swelling the Tiber’s flow,
 Who seeth all Evander’s house uprooted, laid alow;
 Who seeth those Arcadian men stripped of their battle-gear?
 Big Pandarus, stout Bitias, found me no craven there,
 Or all the thousand whom that day to Tartarus I sent,
 When I was hedged by foeman’s wall and mound’s beleaguerment
 No health in war? Fool, sing such song to that Dardanian head,   399
 And thine own day! cease not to fright all things with mighty dread.
 Cease not to puff up with thy pride the poor twice-conquered folk,
 And lay upon the Latin arms the weight of wordy yoke.
 Yea, sure the chiefs of Myrmidons quake at the Phrygian sword,
 Tydides and Achilles great, the Larissæan lord;
 And Aufidus the flood flees back unto the Hadriac sea.
 But now whereas this guile-smith fains to dread mine enmity,
 And whetteth with a fashioned fear the bitter point of strife — 
 Nay, quake no more! for this mine hand shall spill no such a life;
 But it shall dwell within thy breast and have thee for a mate. — 
 Now, Father, unto thee I turn, and all thy words of weight;    410
 If every hope of mending war thou verily lay’st down;
 If we are utterly laid waste, and, being once overthrown,
 Have fallen dead; if Fate no more may turn her feet about,
 Then pray we peace, and deedless hands, e’en as we may, stretch out.
 Yet if of all our ancient worth some little yet abide,
 I deem him excellent of men, craftsmaster of his tide,
 A noble heart, who, lest his eyes should see such things befall,
 Hath laid him down in death, and bit the earth’s face once for all.
 And if we still have store of force, and crop of youth unlaid,
 And many a town, and many a folk of Italy to aid;              420
 And if across a sea of blood the Trojan glory came,
 And they too died, and over all with one blast and the same
 The tempest swept; why shameless thus do our first footsteps fail?
 Why quake our limbs, yea e’en before they feel the trumpet’s gale?
 A many things the shifting time, the long laborious days,
 Have mended oft: a many men hath Fortune’s wavering ways
 Made sport of, and brought back again to set on moveless rock.
 The Ætolian and his Arpi host help not our battle-shock.
 Yet is Messapus ours, and ours Tolumnius fortunate,
 And many a duke and many a folk; nor yet shall tarry late      430
 The glory of our Latin lords and this Laurentian lea.
 Here too Camilla, nobly born of Volscian stock, shall be,
 Leading her companies of horse that blossom brass all o’er.
 But if the Teucrians me alone are calling to the war,
 And thus ’tis doomed, and I so much the common good withstand — 
 Well, victory hath not heretofore so fled my hated hand
 That I should falter from the play with such a prize in sight:
 Fain shall I face him, yea, though he outgo Achilles’ might,
 And carry battle-gear as good of Vulcan’s fashioning,
 For you, and for Latinus here, my father and my king,          440
 I, Turnus, second unto none in valour of old years,
 Devote my life. Æneas calls me only of the peers?

 — O that he may! — not Drances here — the debt of death to pay
 If God be wroth, or if Fame win, to bear the prize away.”
 

But while amid their doubtful fate the ball of speech they tossed,
 Contending sore, Æneas moved his camp and battle-host;
 And lo, amid the kingly house there runs a messenger
 Mid tumult huge, who all the town to mighty dread doth stir,
 With tidings how the Teucrian host and Tuscan men of war
 Were marching from the Tiber flood, the meadows covering o’er.   450
 Amazèd are the minds of men; their hearts with tremor shake,
 And anger stirred by bitter stings is presently awake:
 In haste and heat they crave for arms; the youth cries on the sword,
 The Fathers mutter sad and weep: with many a wrangling word
 A mighty tumult goeth up, and toward the sky doth sweep:
 Not otherwise than when the fowl amid the thicket deep
 Sit down in hosts; or when the swans send forth their shrilling song
 About Padusa’s fishy flood, the noisy pools among.
 

“Come, fellow-folk,” cries Turnus then, for he the time doth seize,
 “Call ye to council even now, and sit and praise the peace,    460
 And let the armed foe wrack the realm!”

                                           Nor more he said withal,
 But turned about and went his ways from that high-builded hall.
 Said he: “Volusus, lead away the Volscian ranks to fight,
 And Rutuli! Messapus, thou, afield with horse and knight!
 Thou, Coras, with thy brother duke sweep down the level mead.
 Let some make breaches good, and some man the high towers with heed;
 And let the rest bear arms with me whereso my bidding sends.”
 

Then straightway, running in all haste, to wall the city wends.
 Sore shaken in his very heart, by that ill tide undone,
 His council Sire Latinus leaves and those great redes begun:   470
 Blaming himself that he took not Æneas of free will,
 Nor gave the town that Dardan lord the place of son to fill.
 

Now some dig dykes before the gate, or carry stones and stakes,
 And bloody token of the war the shattering trump awakes.
 Mothers and lads, a motley guard, they crown the threatened wall,
 For this last tide of grief and care hath voice to cry for all.
 Moreover to the temple-stead, to Pallas’ house on high,
 The Queen goes forth hedged all about by matron company,
 And bearing gifts: next unto whom, the cause of all this woe,
 With lovely eyes cast down to earth, doth maid Lavinia go.     480
 They enter and with frankincense becloud the temple o’er,
 And cast their woeful voices forth from out the high-built door:
 “O Weapon-great Tritonian Maid, O front of war-array,
 Break thou the Phrygian robber’s sword, and prone his body lay
 On this our earth; cast him adown beneath our gates high-reared!”
 

Now eager Turnus for the war his body did begird:
 The ruddy-gleaming coat of mail upon his breast he did,
 And roughened him with brazen scales; with gold his legs he hid;
 With brow yet bare, unto his side he girt the sword of fight,
 And all a glittering golden man ran down the castle’s height.   490
 High leaps his heart, his hope runs forth the foeman’s host to face:
 As steed, when broken are the bonds, fleeth the stabling place,
 Set free at last, and, having won the unfenced open mead,
 Now runneth to the grassy grounds wherein the mare-kind feed;
 Or, wont to water, speedeth him in well-known stream to wash,
 And, wantoning, with uptossed head about the world doth dash,
 While wave his mane-locks o’er his neck, and o’er his shoulders play.
 

But, leading on the Volscian host, there comes across his way
 Camilla now, who by the gate leapt from her steed adown,
 And in likewise her company, who left their horses lone,       500
 And earthward streamed: therewith the Queen such words as this gave forth:
 

“Turnus, if any heart may trust in manly might and worth,
 I dare to promise I will meet Æneas’ war array,
 And face the Tyrrhene knights alone, and deal them battle-play.
 Let my hand be the first to try the perils of the fight,
 The while the foot-men townward bide, and hold the walls aright.”
 

Then Turnus answered, with his eyes fixed on the awful maid:
 “O glory of Italian land, how shall the thanks be paid
 Worthy thy part? but since all this thy great soul overflies,
 To portion out our work today with me indeed it lies.          510
 Æneas, as our spies sent out and rumour saith for sure,
 The guileful one, his light-armed horse hath now sent on before
 To sweep the lea-land, while himself, high on the hilly ground,
 Across the desert mountain-necks on for our walls is bound.
 But I a snare now dight for him in woodland hollow way
 Besetting so the straitened pass with weaponed war-array.
 But bear thy banners forth afield to meet the Tyrrhene horse,
 With fierce Messapus joined to thee, the Latin battle-force,
 Yea, and Tiburtus: thou thyself the leader’s care shalt take.”
 

So saith he, and with such-like words unto the war doth wake   520
 Messapus and his brother-lords; then ‘gainst the foeman fares.
 

There was a dale of winding ways, most meet for warlike snares
 And lurking swords: with press of leaves the mountain bent is black
 That shutteth it on either side: thence leads a scanty track;
 By strait-jawed pass men come thereto, a very evil road:
 But thereabove, upon the height, lieth a plain abode,
 A mountain-heath scarce known of men, a most safe lurking-place,
 Whether to right hand or to left the battle ye will face,
 Or hold the heights, and roll a storm of mighty rocks adown.
 Thither the war-lord wends his way by country road well known,   530
 And takes the place, and bideth there within the wood accursed.
 

Meanwhile within the heavenly house Diana speaketh first
 To Opis of the holy band, the maiden fellowship,
 And words of grief most sorrowful Latonia’s mouth let slip:
 “Unto the bitter-cruel war the maid Camilla wends,
 O maid: and all for nought indeed that dearest of my friends
 Is girding her with arms of mine.”
 

Nought new-born was the love
 Diana owned, nor sudden-sweet the soul in her did move:
 When Metabus, by hatred driven, and his o’erweening pride,
 Fled from Privernum’s ancient town, his fathers’ country-side,   540
 Companion of his exile there, amid the weapon-game,
 A babe he had with him, whom he called from her mother’s name
 Casmilla, but a little changed, and now Camilla grown.
 He, bearing her upon his breast, the woody ridges lone
 Went seeking, while on every side the sword-edge was about,
 And all around were scouring wide the weaponed Volscian rout.
 But big lay Amasenus now athwart his very road,
 Foaming bank-high, such mighty rain from out of heaven had flowed.
 There, as he dight him to swim o’er, love of his babe, and fear
 For burden borne so well-beloved, his footsteps back did bear.   550
 At last, as all things o’er he turned, this sudden rede he took:
 The huge spear that in mighty hand by hap the warrior shook,
 A close-knit shaft of seasoned oak with many a knot therein,
 Thereto did he his daughter bind, wrapped in the cork-tree’s skin,
 And to the middle of the beam he tied her craftily;
 Then, shaking it in mighty hand, thus spoke unto the sky:
 “O kind, O dweller in the woods, Latonian Virgin fair,
 A father giveth thee a maid, who holds thine arms in air
 As from the foe she flees to thee: O Goddess, take thine own,
 That now upon the doubtful winds by this mine arm is thrown!”   560
 He spake, and from his drawn-back arm cast forth the brandished wood;
 Sounded the waves; Camilla flew across the hurrying flood,
 A lorn thing bound to whistling shaft, and o’er the river won.
 But Metabus, with all the band of chasers pressing on,
 Unto the river gives himself, and reaches maid and spear,
 And, conquering, from the grassy bank Diana’s gift doth tear.
 To roof and wall there took him thence no city of the land,
 Nay, he himself, a wild-wood thing, to none had given the hand;
 Upon the shepherd’s lonely hills his life thenceforth he led;
 His daughter mid the forest-brake, and wild deers’ thicket-stead,   570
 He nourished on the milk that flowed from herd-mare’s untamed breast,
 And to the maiden’s tender lips the wild thing’s udder pressed;
 Then from the first of days when she might go upon her feet,
 The heft of heavy sharpened dart her hand must learn to meet,
 And from the little maiden’s back he hung the shaft and bow;
 While for the golden hair-clasp fine and long-drawn mantle’s flow
 Down from her head, along her back, a tiger’s fell there hung.
 E’en then too from her tender hand a childish shot she flung,
 The sling with slender smoothened thong she drave about her head
 To bring the crane of Strymon down, or lay the white swan dead.   580
 Then many a mother all about the Tyrrhene towns in vain
 Would wed her to their sons; but she, a maid without a stain,
 Alone in Dian’s happiness the spear for ever loved,
 For ever loved the maiden life.

                                 — “O had she ne’er been moved
 By such a war, nor dared to cross the Teucrian folk in fight!
 Then had she been a maid of mine, my fellow and delight.
 But since the bitterness of fate lies round her life and me,
 Glide down, O maiden, from the pole, and find the Latin lea,
 Where now, with evil tokens toward, sad battle they awake;
 Take these, and that avenging shaft from out the quiver take,   590
 Wherewith whoso shall wrong with wound my holy-bodied may,
 Be he of Troy or Italy, see thou his blood doth pay:
 And then will I her limbs bewept, unspoiled of any gear,
 Wrap in a hollow cloud, and lay in kindred sepulchre.”
 

She spoke; the other slipped adown the lightsome air of heaven,
 With wrapping cloak of mirky cloud about her body driven.
 

But in meanwhile the Trojan folk the city draw anigh,
 The Tuscan dukes and all their horse in many a company
 Well ordered: over all the plain neighing the steed doth fare,
 Prancing, and champing on the bit that turns him here and there,   600
 And far and wide the lea is rough with iron harvest now.
 And with the weapons tossed aloft the level meadows glow.
 Messapus and the Latins swift, lo, on the other hand;
 And Coras with his brother-lord, and maid Camilla’s band,
 Against them in the field; and lo, far back their arms they fling
 In couching of the level spears, and shot spears’ brandishing.
 All is afire with neigh of steeds and onfall of the men.
 And now, within a spear-shot come, short up they rein, and then
 They break out with a mighty cry, and spur the maddened steeds;
 And all at once from every side the storm of spear-shot speeds,   610
 As thick as very snowing is, and darkens down the sun.
 

And thereon with their levelled spears each against each they run,
 Tyrrhenus and Aconteus fierce: in forefront of the fight
 They meet and crash with thundering sound; wracked are the steeds outright,
 Breast beating in each breast of them: far is Aconteus flung
 In manner of the lightning bolt, or stone from engine slung;
 Far off he falls, and on the air pours all his life-breath out.
 

Then wildered is the war array; the Latins wheel about
 And sling their targets all aback, and townward turn their steeds.
 The Trojans follow; first of whom the ranks Asylas leads.      620
 But when they draw anigh the gates once more the Latin men
 Raise up the cry, and turn about the limber necks again;
 Then flee their foes, and far afield with loosened reins they ride;
 As when the sea-flood setting on with flowing, ebbing tide,
 Now earthward rolling, overlays the rocks with foaming sea,
 And with its bosom overwhelms the sand’s extremity,
 Now swiftly fleeing back again, sucks back into its deep
 The rolling stones, and leaves the shore with softly-gliding sweep.
 Twice did the Tuscans townward drive the host of Rutuli;
 Twice, looking o’er their shielded backs, afield they needs must fly;   630
 But when they joined the battle thrice knit up was all array
 In one great knot, and man sought man wherewith to play the play.
 Then verily the dying groans up to the heavens went;
 Bodies and arms lie deep in blood, and with the men-folk blent,
 The dying horses wallow there, and fearful fight arose.
 

Orsilochus with Remulus had scant the heart to close,
 But hurled his shaft against the horse, and smote him ‘neath the ear;
 The smitten beast bears not the wound, but, maddened, high doth rear
 The legs of him and breast aloft: his master flung away,
 Rolls on the earth: Catillus there doth swift Iolas slay;      640
 Yea, and Herminius, big of soul, and big of limbs and gear,
 Who went with head by nothing helmed save locks of yellow hair,
 Who went with shoulders all unarmed, as one without a dread,
 So open unto fight was he; but through his shoulders sped
 The quivering spear, and knit him up twi-folded in his pain.
 So black blood floweth everywhere; men deal out iron bane,
 And, struggling, seek out lovely death amid the wounds and woe.
 

But through the middle of the wrack doth glad Camilla go,
 The quivered war-maid, all one side stripped naked for the play;
 And now a cloud of limber shafts she scattereth wide away,     650
 And now with all unwearied hand catcheth the twi-bill strong.
 The golden bow is at her back, and Dian’s arrow-song.
 Yea, e’en and if she yielded whiles, and showed her back in flight,
 From back-turned bow the hurrying shaft she yet would aim aright.
 About her were her chosen maids, daughters of Italy,
 Larina, Tulla, and Tarpeia, with brazen axe on high,
 Whom that divine Camilla chose for joy and fame’s increase,
 Full sweet and goodly hand-maidens in battle and in peace:
 E’en as the Thracian Amazons thresh through Thermodon’s flood,
 When they in painted war-gear wend to battle and to blood:     660
 Or those about Hippolyta, or round the wain of Mars
 Wherein Panthesilea wends, when hubbub of the wars
 The maiden-folk exulting raise, and moony shields uprear.
 

Whom first, whom last, O bitter Maid, didst thou overthrow with spear?
 How many bodies of the slain laidst thou upon the field?
 Eunæus, Clytius’ son, was first, whose breast for lack of shield
 The fir-tree long smit through and through, as there he stood in face;
 He poureth forth a sea of blood, and, falling in his place,
 Bites the red earth, and dying writhes about the bitter bane.
 Liris and Pagasus she slays; one, catching at the rein         670
 Of his embowelled steed rolls o’er, the other as he ran
 To aid, and stretched his swordless hand unto the fallen man,
 Fell headlong too, and there they lie: with these Amastus wends,
 The son of Hippotas; her spear in chase of men she sends,
 Harpalycus, Demophoön, Tereus, and Chromis stout
 As many as her maiden hand the whirling darts send out
 So many Phrygian falls there are. Far off, in uncouth gear,
 The hunter Ornytus upon Apulian steed doth fare,
 Whose warring shoulders bigly wrought with stripped-off bullock’s hide
 Are covered; but his head is helmed with wood-wolf’s gaping wide,   680
 A monstrous mouth, wherein are left the teeth all gleaming white:
 A wood-spear arms the hand of him, he wheels amid the fight,
 And by the head he overtops all other men about.
 Him she o’ertakes, no troublous deed amid the fleeing rout,
 And, slaying him, from bitter heart this word withal she spake:
 

“Tuscan, thou deem’dst thee hunting still the deer amid the brake;
 The day has come when women’s arms have cast thy boasting back:
 Yet going to thy fathers’ ghosts a word thou shalt not lack
 To praise thy life; for thou mayst say, Camilla was my bane.”
 

Orsilochus and Butes next, two huge-wrought Trojans, gain      690
 Death at her hands: Butes aback she smit through with the spear
 Betwixt the mail-coat and the helm, wherethrough the neck doth peer
 As there he sits, and on his left hangs down the target round;
 But from Orsilochus she flees, wide circling o’er the ground,
 Then, slipping inward of the ring, chaseth the chaser there,
 And, rising high, her mighty axe driveth through bones and gear.
 With blow on blow, mid all his prayers and crying out for grace,
 Until his hot and bloody brain is flooding all his face.
 

A man haps on her now, and stands afeard such sight to see;
 Of Aunus of the Apennines the warring son was he,              700
 Great of Ligurians, while the Fates his guile would yet allow:
 But he, since fleeing out of fight, would nought avail him now,
 Nor knew he how in any wise to turn the Queen away,
 With rede of guile and cunning words began to play the play:
 

“What deed of fame, for woman’s heart to trust a horse’s might?
 Wilt thou not set thy speed aside, and ‘gainst me dare the fight
 On equal ground, and gird thyself for foot-fight face to face?
 See then to whom the windy fame shall bring the victory’s grace!”
 

He spake; but she, in bitter rage, and stung to her heart’s root,
 Unto her fellow gave her steed and faced him there afoot,      710
 Most unafeard, with naked glaive and target bare and white.
 Thereat the youth deemed guile had won, and turned at once to flight;
 Nought tarrying but to turn the reins, he fleeth on his road,
 And ever with his iron heel the four-foot thing doth goad.
 

“Empty Ligurian, all in vain thine high heart dost thou raise,
 And all in vain thou triest today thy father’s crafty ways.
 Nor shall thy lying bring thee safe to lying Aunus’ head.”
 

So spake the maid, and all afire on flying feet she sped,
 Outwent the horse and crossed his road, and catching at the rein,
 There made her foeman pay for all with bloody steel-wrought bane,   720
 As easily the holy hawk from craggy place on high
 In winged chase follows on the dove aloft along the sky,
 And taketh her in hookèd hold with bitter feet to tear,
 While blood and riven feathers fall from out the upper air.
 

Nathless the Sower of manfolk and all the Godly Kind,
 Upon Olympus set aloft, to this was nothing blind,
 And Tarchon of the Tyrrhene folk he stirreth up to war,
 And stingeth all the heart of him with anger bitter-sore;
 Who, borne on horse ‘twixt death of men and faltering war-array,
 Goads on his bands unto the fight, and many a word doth say,   730
 And calleth each man by his name, and bids the beaten stand:
 

“What fear, O hearts that nought may shame, O folk of deedless hand,
 What dastardy, O Tyrrhene folk, hath now so caught your souls?
 A woman drives us scattering wide, and back our war-wall rolls.
 Why bear our hands these useless spears, this steel not made for fight?
 Ye are not slack in Venus’ play or battle of the night,
 Or when the crookèd fife gives sign that Bacchus’ dance is toward
 Well wait ye onset of the feast and cups of plenteous board:
 Your love, your hearts, are there, whereas the lucky priest doth bid
 The holy words, and victims fat call to the thickets hid.”     740
 

He spake, and, fain of death himself, against the foemen spurs,
 And full in face of Venulus his eager body bears,
 And catcheth him by arm about, and tears him from his horse,
 And bears him off on saddle-bow in grip of mighty force:
 Then goes the clamour up to heaven, and all the Latin eyes
 Turn thitherward: but fiery-swift across the field he flies,
 Bearing the weapons and the man; then from his foeman’s spear
 Breaks off the head, and searches close for opening here and there
 Whereby to give the deadly wound: the foe doth ever fight,     749
 Thrusting the hand from threatened throat, and puts back might with might.
 As when a yellow erne aloft skyward a dragon draws,
 And knits him up within her feet and gripping of her claws:
 But still the wounded serpent turns in many a winding fold,
 And bristles all his spiky scales, and hissing mouth doth hold
 Aloft against her; she no less through all his struggles vain
 Drives hookèd beak, and still with wings beats through the airy plain;
 E’en so from those Tiburtine ranks glad Tarchon bears the prey:
 And, following on their captain’s deed, fall on amid the fray
 Mæonia’s sons.

                But Arruns now, the foredoomed man of fate,
 Encompassing Camilla’s ways with spear and guile, doth wait    760
 On all her goings; spying out what hap is easiest.
 Now, wheresoe’er the hot-heart maid amid the battle pressed,
 There Arruns winds, and silently holds watch on all her ways:
 And when from forth the foe she comes, bearing the victory’s praise,
 Still speedily in privy wise the rein he turns about:
 This way he tries, that way he tries, still wandering in and out
 On all sides; shaking spear of doom with evil heart of guile.
 

Now Chloreus, bond of Cybele and priest upon a while,
 Afar as happed in Phrygian gear gleamed out upon his steed,
 Foaming and goodly: clad was he in skin-wrought battle-weed,   770
 With brazen scales done feather-wise, and riveted with gold,
 And grand was he in outland red and many a purple fold;
 Gortynian arrows from afar with Lycian horn he sped;
 Gold rang the bow upon his back; gold-mitred was his head
 In priestly wise; his saffron scarf, the crackling folds of it
 Of linen fine, in knot about a red-gold buckle knit;
 His kirtle was embroidered fair, his hosen outland-wrought.
 The maiden, whether Trojan gear for temple-gate she sought,
 Or whether she herself would wend, glorious in war-got gold,
 Amidst of all the press of arms this man in chase must hold    780
 Blind as a hunter; all unware amidst the war-array
 She burned with all a woman’s lust for spoil of men and prey:
 When now, the time at last being seized, from out its lurking-place
 Arruns drew forth his spear, and prayed the Gods above for grace:
 

“Highest of Gods, Apollo, ward of dear Soracte’s stead,
 Whom we first honour, unto whom the piny blaze is fed;
 Whom worshipping, we, waxen strong in might of godliness,
 The very midmost of the fire with eager foot-soles press — 
 Almighty Father, give me grace to do away our shame!
 No battle-gear, no trophies won from vanquished maid I claim,   790
 No spoils I seek; my other deeds shall bring me praise of folk;
 Let but this dreadful pest of men but fall beneath my stroke,
 And me wend back without renown unto my father’s place!”
 

Apollo heard, and half the prayer he turned his heart to grace,
 The other half he flung away adown the wind to go.
 That he by sudden stroke of death should lay Camilla low, — 
 He granted this: that his high house should see his safe return,
 He granted not: the hurrying gusts that word to breezes turn.
 

So when the shaft hurled from his hand gave sound upon the air,
 All Volscians turn their hardy hearts, and all men’s eyen bear   800
 Upon the Queen: but she no whit had any breeze in mind,
 Or whistle of the spear that sped from out the house of wind,
 Until the hurrying shaft beneath her naked bosom stood,
 And clung there, deeply driven home, drinking her virgin blood.
 Her frighted damsels run to her and catch the falling maid,
 But Arruns fleeth fast, forsooth more than all they afraid — 
 Afraid and glad — nor durst he more to trust him to the spear,
 Or ‘neath the hail of maiden darts his body forth to bear.
 And as the murder-wolf, ere yet the avenging spear-points bite,
 Straight hideth him in pathless place amid the mountain-height,   810
 When he hath slain some shepherd-lad or bullock of the fold;
 Down goes his tail, when once he knows his deed so overbold,
 Along his belly close it clings as he the woodland seeks.
 Not otherwise from sight of men the wildered Arruns sneaks,
 And mingles in the middle fight, glad to be clear away.
 

Death-smitten, at the spear she plucks; amidst her bones it lay,
 About the ribs, that iron point in baneful wound and deep:
 She droopeth bloodless, droop her eyes acold in deadly sleep;
 From out her cheeks the colour flees that once therewith were clear.
 Then, passing, Acca she bespeaks, her very maiden peer,        820
 Her who alone of all the rest might share Camilla’s rede,
 A trusted friend: such words to her the dying mouth doth speed:
 

“Sister, thus far my might hath gone; but now this bitter wound
 Maketh an end, and misty dark are grown all things around:
 Fly forth, and unto Turnus bear my very latest words;
 Let him to fight, and from the town thrust off the Trojan swords — 
 Farewell, farewell!” — 

                      And with the word the bridle failed her hold,
 And unto earth unwilling now she flowed, and waxen cold
 Slowly she slipped her body’s bonds; her languid neck she bent,
 Laid down the head that death had seized, and left her armament;   830
 And with a groan her life flew forth disdainful into night.
 

Then rose the cry and smote aloft the starry golden height,
 And with the Queen so felled to field the fight grew young again,
 And thronged and serried falleth on the Teucrian might and main,
 The Tuscan Dukes, Evander’s host, the wings of Arcady.
 

But Opis, Dian’s watch of war, set on the mountain high,
 A long while now all unafeard had eyed the battle o’er,
 And when far off, amid the cries of maddened men of war,
 She saw Camilla win the death by bitter ill award,             839
 She groaned, and from her inmost heart such words as these she poured:
 “Alas, O maid, thou payest it o’ermuch and bitterly,
 That thou unto the Teucrian folk the challenge needs must cry.
 Ah, nothing it availed thee, maid, through deserts of the deer
 To worship Dian, or our shafts upon thy back to bear.
 And yet the Queen hath left thee not alone amidst of shame
 In grip of death; nor shalt thou die a death without a name
 In people’s ears; nor yet as one all unavenged be told:
 For whosoever wronged thy flesh with wounding overbold
 Shall pay the penalty well earned.”

                                      Now ‘neath the mountains high,
 All clad with shady holm-oaks o’er, a mighty mound doth lie,   850
 The tomb of King Dercennus called, Laurentum’s lord of yore;
 And thitherward her speedy feet that loveliest Goddess bore,
 And there abiding, Arruns spied from off the high-heaped mound
 But when the wretch in gleaming arms puffed up with pride she found,
 “Why,” quoth she, “dost thou turn away? Here, hither wend thy feet;
 Come here and perish; take reward for slain Camilla meet!
 But ah, for death of such an one is Dian’s arrow due?”
 

Then from the Thracian quiver gilt a wingèd shaft she drew,
 And bent the horn-wrought bow withal with heart on slaying set:
 Far drew she, till the curving horns each with the other met:   860
 Alike she strained her hands to shoot; the left hand felt the steel,
 The right that drew the string aback her very breast did feel.
 Then straightway Arruns heard in one the bow-string how it rung,
 And whistle of the wind; and there the shaft within him clung:
 His fellows leave him dying there and groaning out his last,
 Forgotten in an unknown field, amid the sand downcast;
 While to Olympus on the wing straightway is Opis borne.
 

But now first flees Camilla’s band, their Queen and mistress lorn,
 And flee the beaten Rutuli, and fierce Atinas flees;
 The Dukes of men in disarray, the broken companies             870
 Now turn their faces to the town, and seek a sheltering place,
 Nor yet may any turn with spear upon the Teucrian chase,
 That beareth death of men in hand, or bar the homeward road:
 Cast back on fainting shoulders now the loose bow hangs a load;
 The horny hoofs of four-foot things shake down the dusty mead,
 The mirky cloud of rolling dust doth ever townward speed;
 And mothers beating of their breasts stand on the watch-towers high,
 And cast abroad their woman’s wail up to the starry sky.
 But they who in their fleeing first break through the open doors,
 In mingled tumult on their backs a crowd of foemen pours;      880
 Nor do they ‘scape a wretched death: there, on the threshold-stead,
 Within their fathers’ walls, amidst the peace of home, they shed
 The lives from out their bodies pierced: then some men shut the gate,
 Nor durst they open to their friends, or take in them that wait
 Praying without; and there indeed is woeful slaughter towards
 Of them that fence the wall with swords, and rushers on the swords.
 Those shut out ‘neath the very eyes of weeping kith and kin,
 Some headlong down the ditches roll, by fleeing rout thrust in;
 Some blindly and with loosened rein spur on their steeds to meet
 As battering-rams the very gates, the ruthless door-leaves beat   890
 And now, in agony of fight, the mothers on the walls,
 E’en as they saw Camilla do, (so love of country calls),
 With hurrying hands the javelins cast, and in the iron’s stead
 Make shift of hardened pale of oak and stake with half-burned head.
 Hot-heart they are, afire to die the first their town to save.
 

Meanwhile to Turnus in the woods sweeps in that cruel wave
 Of tidings: trouble measureless doth Acca to him bring, — 
 The wasting of the Volscian host, Camilla’s murdering,
 The onset of the baneful foe with favouring Mars to aid;
 The ruin of all things; present fear e’en on the city laid,    900
 He, madly wroth, (for even so Jove’s dreadful might deemed good),
 Leaveth the hills’ beleaguerment and mirky rugged wood.
 Scarce was he out of sight thereof, and nigh his camp to win,
 When mid the opened pass and bare Æneas entereth in,
 Climbeth the ridge, and slippeth through the thicket’s shadowy night.
 

So either toward the city fares with all their battle-might,
 And no long space of way indeed there was betwixt the twain,
 For e’en so soon as far away Æneas saw the plain
 Through dusty reek, and saw withal Laurentum’s host afar,
 Turnus the fierce Æneas knew in all array of war,              910
 And heard the marching footmen tramp, and coming horses neigh.
 Then had they fallen to fight forthwith and tried the battle-play,
 But rosy Phoebus sank adown amidst Iberian flood
 His weary steeds, and brought back Night upon the failing day.
 So there they pitch before the town and make their ramparts good.
 






  








BOOK XII.
 

ARGUMENT.
 

HEREIN ARE ÆNEAS AND TURNUS PLEDGED TO FIGHT THE MATTER OUT IN SINGLE COMBAT; BUT THE LATINS BREAK THE PEACE AND ÆNEAS IS WOUNDED: IN THE END ÆNEAS MEETETH TURNUS INDEED, AND SLAYETH HIM.
 

When Turnus sees the Latin men all failing from the sword,
 Broken by Mars, and that all folk bethink them of his word.
 And fall to mark him with their eyes, then fell he burns indeed,
 And raises up his heart aloft; e’en as in Punic mead
 The smitten lion, hurt in breast by steel from hunters’ ring,
 Setteth the battle in array, and joyfully doth fling
 The mane from off his brawny neck, and fearless of his mood
 Breaks off the clinging robber-spear, and roars from mouth of blood;
 E’en so o’er Turnus’ fiery heart the tide of fury wins,
 And thus he speaketh to the King, and hasty speech begins:      10
 

“No hanging back in Turnus is, and no Ænean thrall
 Hath aught to do to break his word or plighted troth recall:
 I will go meet him: Father, bring the Gods, the peace-troth plight;
 Then either I this Dardan thing will send adown to night, — 
 This rag of Asia, — Latin men a-looking on the play,
 And all alone the people’s guilt my sword shall wipe away;
 Or let him take us beaten folk, and wed Lavinia then!”
 

But unto him from quiet soul Latinus spake again:
 “Great-hearted youth, by e’en so much as thou in valorous might
 Dost more excel, by so much I must counsel me aright,           20
 And hang all haps that may betide in those sad scales of mine.
 Thine are thy father Daunus’ realms, a many towns are thine,
 Won by thine hand: Latinus too his gold and goodwill yields;
 But other high-born maids unwed dwell in Laurentine fields
 Or Latin land, — nay, suffer me to set all guile apart,
 And say a hard thing — do thou take this also to thine heart:
 To none of all her wooers of old my daughter may I wed;
 This warning word of prophecy all men and Gods have sped.
 But by thy kindred blood o’ercome, and by the love of thee,
 And by my sad wife’s tears, I broke all bonds and set me free.   30
 From son-in-law I rapt his bride, I drew a godless sword.
 What mishaps and what wrack of peace have been my due reward
 Thou seest, Turnus, and what grief I was the first to bear.
 Twice beaten in a woeful fight, scarce is our city here
 Held by the hope of Italy: still Tiber-flood rolls by,
 Warm with our blood, and ‘neath our bones wide meadows whitening lie.
 But whither waver I so oft? what folly shifts my mind?
 If I am ready, Turnus dead, peace with these men to bind,
 Shall I not rather while thou liv’st cast all the war away?
 What shall my kindred Rutuli, what shall Italia say,            40
 If I deliver thee to death, (Fate thrust the words aside!)
 Thee, who hast wooed me for thy sire, my daughter for thy bride?
 Look on the wavering hap of war, pity thy father’s eld,
 Now far from thee in sorrow sore by ancient Ardea held.”
 

But not a whit might all these words the wrath of Turnus bend.
 Nay, worser waxed he, sickening more by medicine meant to mend:
 And e’en so soon as he might speak, such words were in his mouth:
 “Thy trouble for my sake, best lord, e’en for my sake forsooth,
 Lay down, I prithee; let me buy a little praise with death.
 I too, O father, sow the spear, nor weak hand scattereth        50
 The iron seed, with me afield: the blood-springs know my stroke.
 Nor here shall be his Goddess-dame with woman’s cloud to cloak
 A craven king, and hide herself in empty mirky shade.”
 

But now the Queen, by this new chance of battle sore afraid,
 Fell weeping, as her fiery son she held with dying eyes:
 “O Turnus, by these tears, by what of worship for me lies
 Anigh thy heart; O, only hope of this my latter tide,
 Sole rest from sorrow! thou, in whom all worship doth abide,
 All glory of the Latin name, our falling house-wall stay!
 Set not thine hand to Teucrian war; this thing alone I pray.    60
 Whatever lot abideth thee, O Turnus, mid the fight,
 Abideth me, and I with thee will leave the loathed light;
 Nor will I, made Æneas’ thrall, behold him made my son.”
 

Lavinia heard her mother’s words with burning cheeks, whereon
 Lay rain of tears, for thereunto exceeding ruddy flush
 Had brought the fire that now along her litten face did rush:
 As when the Indian ivory they wrong with blood-red dye,
 Or when mid many lilies white the ruddy roses lie,
 E’en such a mingled colour showed upon the maiden’s face.
 Sore stirred by love upon the maid he fixed his constant gaze,   70
 And, all the more afire for fight, thus to Amata said:
 

“I prithee, mother, with these tears, such sign of coming dread,
 Dog not my feet as forth I wend to Mavors’ bitter play;
 For Turnus is not free to thrust the hour of death away.
 Go, Idmon, bear the Phrygian lord these very words of mine,
 Nought for his pleasure: When the dawn tomorrow first shall shine,
 And from her purple wheels aloft shall redden all the sky,
 Lead not thy Teucrians to the fight: Teucrians and Rutuli
 Shall let their swords be; and we twain, our blood shall quench the strife,
 And we upon that field shall woo Lavinia for a wife.”           80
 

He spake, and to the roofed place now swiftly wending home,
 Called for his steeds, and merrily stood there before their foam,
 E’en those that Orithyia gave Pilumnus, gift most fair,
 Whose whiteness overpassed the snow, whose speed the wingèd air.
 The busy horse-boys stand about, and lay upon their breasts
 The clapping of their hollow hands, and comb their manèd crests.
 But he the mail-coat doth on him well-wrought with golden scale
 And latten white; he fits the sword unto his hand’s avail:
 His shield therewith, and hornèd helm with ruddy crest o’erlaid:
 That sword, the very Might of Fire for father Daunus made,      90
 And quenched the white-hot edge thereof amidst the Stygian flood.
 Then the strong spear he took in hand that ‘gainst the pillar stood,
 Amidmost of the house: that spear his hand won mightily
 From Actor of Auruncum erst; he shakes the quivering tree
 Loud crying: “Now, O spear of mine, who never heretofore
 Hast failed my call, the day draws on: thee the huge Actor bore,
 Now Turnus’ right hand wieldeth thee: to aid, that I prevail
 To lay the Phrygian gelding low, and strip his rended mail
 By might of hand; to foul with dust the ringlets of his hair,
 Becrisped with curling-irons hot and drenched with plenteous myrrh!”   100
 

By such a fury is he driven; from all his countenance
 The fiery flashes leap, the flames in his fierce eyeballs dance:
 As when a bull in first of fight raiseth a fearful roar,
 And teacheth wrath unto his horns and whets them for the war,
 And ‘gainst the tree-trunks pusheth them, and thrusts the breezes home,
 And with the scattering of the sand preludeth fight to come.
 

Nor less Æneas, terrible, in Venus’ armour dight,
 Now whetteth war; and in his heart stirreth the wrath of fight,
 That plighted peace shall lay the war fain is his heart and glad;
 His fellows’ minds and bitter fear that makes Iulus sad        110
 He solaceth with fate-wise words; then bids his folk to bear
 His answer to the Latin king and peace-laws to declare.
 

But scarce the morrow’s dawn of day had lit the mountain steeps,
 And scarce the horses of the Sun drew upward from the deeps,
 And from their nostrils raised aloft blew forth the morning clear,
 When Trojans and Rutulian men the field of fight prepare,
 And measure out a space beneath the mighty city’s wall.
 Midmost the hearths they hallow there to common Gods of all,
 And grassy altars: other some bear fire, and fountain’s flow,
 All linen clad, and vervain leaves are crowning every brow.    120
 Forth comes the host of Italy, the men that wield the spear
 Pour outward from the crowded gate; the Trojan host is there,
 And all the Tyrrhene company in battle-gear diverse,
 Nor otherwise in iron clad, than if the War-god fierce
 Cried on to arms: and in the midst of war-ranks thousandfold
 The dukes are flitting, well beseen in purple dye and gold,
 E’en Mnestheus of Assaracus, Asylas huge of force,
 Messapus, Neptune’s very son, the tamer of the horse.
 But when the sign was given abroad each to his own place won,
 And set his spear-shaft in the earth and leaned his shield thereon.   130
 Then streamed forth mothers fain to see and elders feeble grown;
 The unarmed crowd beset the towers and houses of the town,
 And others of the people throng the high-built gates around.
 

But Juno from the steep that men now call the Alban mound
 (Though neither worship, name, nor fame it bore upon that day),
 Was looking down upon the lists and either war-array
 Of Trojan and Laurentine men, and King Latinus’ wall,
 Then upon Turnus’ sister’s ear her words of God did fall:
 A goddess she, the queen of mere and sounding river-wave;
 Which worship Jupiter the King, the Heaven-Abider gave         140
 A hallowed gift to pay her back for ravished maidenhood:
 

“O Nymph, the glory of the streams, heart well-beloved and good,
 Thee only, as thou know’st, I love of all who e’er have come
 Into the unkind bed of Jove from out a Latin home,
 With goodwill have I granted thee the heavenly house to share;
 Therefore, Juturna, know thy grief lest I the blame should bear:
 While Fortune would, and while the Fates allowed the Latin folk
 A happy day, so long did I thy town and Turnus cloak;
 But now I see him hastening on to meet the fated ill:
 His doomsday comes, the foeman’s hand shall soon his hour fulfil.   150
 I may not look upon the fight, or see the wagered field;
 But thou, if any present help thou durst thy brother yield,
 Haste, it behoves thee! — happier days on wretches yet may rise.”
 

Scarce spake she ere Juturna poured the tear-flood from her eyes,
 And thrice and four times smote with hand her bosom well beseen.
 “Nay, this is now no weeping-time,” saith that Saturnian Queen,
 “Haste; snatch thy brother from the death if all be not undone,
 Or wake up war and rend apart the treaty scarce begun;
 And I am she that bids thee dare.”

                                    She urged her, and she left
 Her wavering mind and turmoiled heart with sorrow’s torment cleft.   160
 

Meantime the Kings — Latinus there, a world of state around,
 Is borne upon the fourfold car, his gleaming temples bound
 With twice six golden rays, the sign of his own grandsire’s light,
 The heavenly Sun; and Turnus wends with twi-yoked horses white,
 Tossing in hand two shafts of war with broad-beat points of steel.
 And hither Father Æneas, spring of the Roman weal,
 Flaming with starry shield and arms wrought in the heavenly home,
 And next to him Ascanius young, the second hope of Rome,
 Fare from the camp: the priest thereon, in unstained raiment due,
 Offereth a son of bristly sow and unshorn yearling ewe,        170
 And bringeth up the four-foot hosts unto the flaming place.
 But they, with all eyes turned about the rising sun to face,
 Give forth the salt meal from the hand, and with the iron sign
 The victims’ brows, and mid the flame pour out the bowls of wine:
 Then good Æneas draws his sword, and thuswise prays the prayer:
 “Bear witness, Sun, and thou, O Land, who dost my crying hear!
 Land, for whose sake I waxed in might, sustaining toils enow;
 And Thou, Almighty Father, hear! Saturnian Juno thou,
 Grown kinder, Goddess, I beseech; and thou, most glorious Mars,
 Father, whose hand of utter might is master of all wars;       180
 Ye Springs, and River-floods I call, and whatsoever God
 Is in the air, or whatso rules the blue sea with its rod — 
 If to Ausonian Turnus here Fortune shall give the day,
 The conquered to Evander’s town shall straightly wend their way;
 Iulus shall depart the land, nor shall Æneas’ folk
 Stir war hereafter, or with sword the Latin wrath provoke.
 But if the grace of victory here bow down upon our fight;

 — (As I believe, as may the Gods make certain with their might!) — 
 I will not bid the Italian men to serve the Teucrian’s will;
 Nor for myself seek I the realm; but all unconquered still     190
 Let either folk with equal laws plight peace for evermore:
 The Gods and worship I will give, Latinus see to war;
 My father lawful rule shall have; for me my Teucrians here
 Shall build a city, and that home Lavinia’s name shall bear.”
 

So first Æneas: after whom Latinus swears and says,
 Looking aloft, and stretching hands up towards the starry ways:
 “E’en so, Æneas, do I swear by Stars, and Sea, and Earth,
 By twi-faced Janus, and the twins Latona brought to birth,
 And by the nether Might of God and shrine of unmoved Dis;
 And may the Sire who halloweth in all troth-plight hearken this:   200
 I hold the altars, and these Gods and fires to witness take,
 That, as for Italy, no day the peace and troth shall break,
 What thing soever shall befall; no might shall conquer me.
 Not such as with the wrack of flood shall mingle earth and sea,
 Nor such as into nether Hell shall melt the heavenly land.
 E’en as this sceptre” — (for by chance he bore a staff in hand) — 
 “Shall never more to leafage light and twig and shadow shoot,
 Since when amid the thicket-place, cut off from lowest root,
 It lost its mother, and the knife hath lopped it, leaf and bough, — 
 A tree once, but the craftsman’s hand hath wrapped it seemly now   210
 With brass about, and made it meet for hands of Latin lords.”
 

So in the sight of all the chiefs with such abundant words
 They bound the troth-plight fast and sure: then folk in due wise slay
 The victims on the altar-flame, and draw the hearts away
 Yet living, and with platters full the holy altars pile.
 

But unto those Rutulian men unequal this long while
 The fight had seemed, and in their hearts the mingled trouble rose;
 And all the more, as nigher now they note the ill-matched foes,
 This helpeth Turnus’ silent step, and suppliant worshipping
 About the altars, and his eyes that unto earth do cling,       220
 His faded cheeks, his youthful frame that wonted colour lacks.
 Wherefore Jaturna, when she hears the talk of people wax,
 And how the wavering hearts of men in diverse manner sway,
 Like unto Camers wendeth now amidst of that array;

 — A mighty man, from mighty blood, his father well renowned
 For valorous worth, and he himself keen in the battle found.
 So through the mid array she speeds, well knowing what is toward,
 And soweth rumour on the wind and speaketh such a word:
 

“O shame ye not, Rutulian men, to offer up one soul
 For all your warriors? lack we aught in might or muster-roll   230
 To match them? Here is all they have — Trojans, Arcadian peers,
 And that Etruscan Turnus’ bane, the fateful band of spears:
 Why, if we meet, each second man shall scantly find a foe.
 And now their king, upborne by fame, unto the Gods shall go,
 Upon whose shrines he vows himself; his name shall live in tale.
 But we shall lose our fatherland and ‘neath proud lords shall fail,
 E’en those that sit there heavy-slow upon our fields today.”
 

So with such words she lit the hearts of all that young array;
 Yet more and more a murmur creeps about the ranks of men;
 Changed even are Laurentine folk; changed are the Latins then;   240
 They who had hoped that rest from fight and peaceful days were won,
 Are now but fain of battle-gear, and wish the troth undone,
 For ruth that such a cruel fate on Turnus’ head should fall.
 But unto these a greater thing Jaturna adds withal,
 A sign from heaven; and nought so much stirred Italy that day,
 As this whose prodigy beguiled men’s hearts to go astray:
 For now the yellow bird of Jove amid the ruddy light
 Was chasing of the river-fowl, and drave in hurried flight
 The noisy throng; when suddenly down to the waves he ran,
 And caught in greedy hookèd claws a goodly-bodied swan:        250
 Uprose the hearts of Italy, for all the fowl cry out,
 And, wonderful for eyes to see, from fleeing turn about,
 Darken the air with cloud of wings, and fall upon the foe;
 Till he, oppressed by might of them and by his prey held low,
 Gives way, and casts the quarry down from out his hookéd claws
 Into the river, and aback to inner cloud-land draws.
 

Then to the sign the Rutuli shout greeting with one breath,
 And spread their hands abroad; but first the seer Tolumnius saith:
 “This, this is that, which still my prayers sought oft and o’er again.
 I take the sign, I know the God! to arms with me, O men!       260
 Poor people, whom the stranger-thief hath terrified with war.
 E’en like these feeble fowl; who wastes the acres of your shore,
 Yet shall he fly, and give his sails unto the outer sea:
 But ye, your ranks with heart and mind now serry manfully,
 And ward your ravished King and Duke with all your battle-world!”
 

He spake, and, running forth, a shaft against the foe he hurled.
 Forth whizzed the cornel through the air, cleaving its way aright,
 And therewithal great noise outbreaks, and every wedge of fight
 Is turmoiled, and the hearts of men are kindled for the fray.
 On sped the shaft to where there stood across its baneful way   270
 Nine fair-shaped brethren, whom whilom one faithful Tuscan wife
 Amid Gylippus’ Arcad house brought forth to light and life:
 Now one of these, e’en where the belt of knitted stitches wrought
 Chafed on the belly, and the clasp the joining edges caught,
 A youth most excellent of frame and clad in glittering gear — 
 It pierced his ribs; on yellow sand it stretched him dying there.
 Thereat his brethren, a fierce folk, with grief and rage alight,
 Some draw their swords and some catch up the steel of speedy flight,
 And rush on blind: Laurentum’s ranks, against them swift they go,
 And thick the Trojans from their side the meadows overflow,    280
 Agyllans and Arcadian men with painted war array;
 And one lust winneth over all with point and edge to play.
 They strip the altars; drifting storm of weapon-shot doth gain
 O’er all the heavens, and ever grows the iron battle-rain.
 

The bowls and hearths they bear away: Latinus gets him gone,
 Bearing aback the beaten Gods and troth-plight all undone,
 But other men rein in the car and leap upon the steed,
 And there with naked swords they sit, all ready for the need.
 

Messapus, fain to rend the troth, on hostile horse down-bears
 Upon Aulestes, Tuscan king, who kingly raiment wears:          290
 He fled, but as abackward there away from him he went,
 Came on the altars at his back in hapless tanglement
 Of head and shoulders: thitherward doth hot Messapus fly
 With spear in hand, and from his steed he smites him heavily
 With the great beam amid his prayers, and word withal doth say:
 “He hath it, and the Gods have got a better host today!”
 Therewith to strip his body warm up runs the Italian band;
 But Corynæus from the hearth catches a half-burnt brand,
 And e’en as Ebusus comes up, and stroke in hand doth bear,
 He filleth all his face with flame; out doth his great beard flare,   300
 And sendeth stink of burning forth: the Trojan followed on
 The wildered man, and with his left grip of his tresses won,
 And, straining hard with weight of knee, to earth he pinned his foe,
 And drave the stark sword through his side.

                                            See Podalirius go,
 Chasing the shepherd Alsus through the front of weapon-wrack;
 O’er him he hangs with naked sword; but he, with bill swung back,
 Cleaveth the foeman facing him through midmost brow and chin,
 And all about his battle-gear the bloody rain doth win:
 Then iron slumber fell on him, hard rest weighed down his eyes,
 And shut were they for evermore in night that never dies.      310
 

Then good Æneas stretched forth hands all empty of the sword,
 And called bare-headed on his folk, with eager shouted word:
 “Where rush ye on, and whither now doth creeping discord rise?
 Refrain your wrath; the troth is struck; its laws in equal wise
 Are doomed; and ’tis for me alone the battle to endure.
 Nay, let me be! cast fear away; my hand shall make it sure.
 This troth-plight, all these holy things, owe Turnus to my sword.”
 

But while his voice was sounding, lo, amidmost of his word,
 A whistling speedy-wingèd shaft unto the hero won;
 Unknown what hand hath sped it forth, what whirlwind bore it on;   320
 What God, what hap, such glory gave to hands of Rutuli;
 Beneath the weight of things unknown dead doth the honour lie,
 Nor boasted any of the hurt Æneas had that day.
 

But Turnus, when he saw the King give back from that array,
 And all the turmoil of the Dukes, with hope his heart grew fain;
 He cried for horse and arms, and leapt aloft to battle-wain,
 And high of heart set on apace, the bridle in his hand;
 And many a brave man there he gave unto the deadly land,
 And rolled o’er wounded men in heaps, and high in car wore down
 The ranks of men; and fleers’ spears from out his hand were thrown:
 E’en as when litten up to war by Hebrus’ chilly flood          331
 Red Mavors beateth on his shield, and rouseth fightful mood
 Amid the fury of his steeds, who o’er the level lea
 In uttermost hoof-smitten Thrace the south and west outflee.
 And lo, the fellows of the God, the black Fear’s bitter face,
 The Rage of men, the Guile of War anigh him wend apace:
 E’en so amid the battle-field his horses Turnus sped,
 Reeking with sweat: there tramples he the woeful heaps of dead,
 The hurrying hoofs go scattering wide a drift of bloody rain;
 The gore, all blent with sandy dust, is pounded o’er the plain.   340
 To death he casteth Sthenelus, Pholus, and Thamyris;
 Those twain anigh, but him afar; from far the bane he is
 Of Glaucus and of Lades, sons of Imbrasus, whom he
 In Lycia bred a while agone, and armed them equally
 To fight anigh, or on their steeds the winds to overrun.
 

But otherwhere amidst the fight Eumedes fareth on,
 The son of Dolon of old time, most well-renowned in fight,
 And bringing back his father’s name in courage and in might:
 For that was he who while agone the Danaan camp espied,
 And chose Achilles’ car for spoil in his abundant pride:       350
 But otherwise Tydides paid for such a deed o’erbold,
 And no more had he any hope Achilles’ steeds to hold.
 So Turnus, when adown the lea this warrior he had seen,
 First a light spear he sent in chase across the void between,
 Then stayed his steeds, and leaping down unto the fallen ran,
 And set his foot upon the neck of that scarce-breathing man,
 And from his right hand wrenched the sword and bathed its glittering blade
 Deep in his throat, and therewithal such spoken chiding said:
 “Down, Trojan! measure out the mead, and that Hesperean land
 Thou sought’st in war: such are the gifts that fall unto the hand   360
 Of those that dare the sword with me; such city-walls they raise!”
 

Asbutes wends ‘neath spear-cast then, a fellow of his ways;
 Chloreus, Dares, Thersilochus, and Sybaris, withal;
 Thymoetes, who from rearing horse had hap to catch a fall;
 And e’en as when the breathing forth of Thracian Boreas roars
 O’er deep Ægean, driving on the wave-press to the shores,
 Then wheresoe’er the wind stoops down the clouds flee heaven apace;
 So wheresoe’er cleaves Turnus way all battle giveth place,
 All war-array is turned to wrack: his onrush beareth him,
 And in the breeze that meets his car his tossing crest doth swim.   370
 

This onset of the maddened heart nought Phegeus might abide,
 But cast himself before the steeds, and caught and wrenched aside
 The bit-befoaming mouths of them, the heart-stung hurrying steeds.
 But while he hangeth dragged along, the spear broad-headed speeds
 Unto his shieldless side, and rends the twilinked coat of mail,
 And for the razing of his flesh a little doth avail:
 But he turned round about his shield and at the foemen made,
 And from his naked sword drawn forth sought most well-needed aid;
 When now the axle-tree and wheel, unto fresh speeding won,
 Cast him down headlong unto earth, and Turnus following on,    380
 Betwixt the lowest of the helm and haubert’s upper lip
 Sheared off his head, and left the trunk upon the sand to slip.
 

But while victorious Turnus gives these deaths unto the plain,
 Mnestheus and that Achates leal, Ascanius with the twain,
 Bring great Æneas to the camp all covered with his blood;
 There, propping up his halting steps with spear-shaft long, he stood:
 Mad wroth he is, and strives to pluck the broken reed away,
 And bids them help by any road, the swiftest that they may,
 To cut away the wound with sword, cut to the hiding-place
 Where lies the steel, and send him back to meet the battle’s face.   390
 Iapis, son of Iasus, by Phoebus best beloved,
 Draws nigh now: Phoebus on a time, by mighty longing moved,
 Was fain to give him gifts of God, his very heavenly craft — 
 Foresight, or skill of harp-playing, or mastery of the shaft:
 But he, that from his bed-rid sire the death he yet might stave,
 Would liefer know the might of herbs, and how men heal and save,
 And, speeding of a silent craft, inglorious life would wear.
 

Æneas, fretting bitterly, stood leaning on his spear
 Midst a great concourse of the lords, with sad Iulus by,
 Unmoved amid their many tears: the elder, girded high          400
 In folded gown, in e’en such wise as Pæon erst was dight,
 With hurrying hand speeds many a salve of Phoebus’ herbs of might;
 But all in vain: his right hand woos the arrow-head in vain;
 For nought the teeth of pincers grip the iron of the bane;
 No happy road will Fortune show, no help Apollo yields:
 And grimly terror more and more prevaileth o’er the fields,
 And nigher draws the evil hour: they see the dusty pall
 Spread o’er the heaven; draw horsemen nigh, and shafts begin to fall
 Thick in the midmost of the camp: grim clamour smites the stars,
 The shouts of men, the cries of men that fall in game of Mars.   410
 

Now Mother Venus, sore at heart for her sore-wounded son,
 Plucketh a stalk of dittany from Cretan Ida won,
 That with a downy leaf of grey and purple head doth grow,
 And well enough the mountain-goats the herbage of it know
 What time the winged shaft of man within them clingeth sore.
 This Venus brought, with cloudy cloak her body covered o’er,
 This in the waves of glittering rims she steepeth privily,
 Drugging the cup, and wholesome juice withal there blendeth she,
 Wrought of ambrosia; heal-all too most sweet of heavenly smell.
 So with that stream Iapis old the shaft-wound cherished well   420
 Unwitting: sudden from the flesh all grievance doth depart,
 And all the blood is staunched at once up from the wound’s deep heart,
 And comes the shaft unto the hand with nought to force it forth,
 And freshly to the king returns his ancient might and worth.
 Then cries Iapis:

                  “Loiter ye? arms for the hero then!”
 And he is first against the foe to whet the hearts of men.
 “Lo, not from any help of man, nor from art’s mastery
 These things have happed, nor hath mine hand, Æneas, holpen thee.
 A great God wrought to send thee back great deeds of fame to win.”
 

Then, fain of fight, on either side the king his legs shuts in   430
 With ruddy gold: he loathes delay, and high his war-shaft shakes;
 And then his left side meets the shield, his back the hauberk takes,
 And round Iulus casteth he a steel-clad man’s embrace,
 And saith, but lightly kissing him from midst the helmet’s space:
 

“Child, the bare valour learn of me and very earthly toil,
 Good-hap of others; my right hand shall ward thee in the broil
 These days that are, and gain for thee exceeding great rewards;
 But thou, when ripe thine age shall grow, remember well the swords;
 Then as thine heart seeks through the past for kin to show the road,
 Well shall thy sire Æneas stir, thine uncle Hector goad.”      440
 

But when these words are cast abroad, huge through the gate he goes,
 Shaking in hand a mighty spear; then in arrayment close
 Antheus and Mnestheus rush to war: the camp is left behind,
 And all the host flows forth; the fields are blent with dust-cloud blind,
 And, stirred by trample of the feet, the earth’s face trembleth sore.
 But Turnus from a facing mound beheld that coming war.
 The Ausonians looked, and through their hearts swift ran the chilly fear:
 And now before all other men first doth Jaturna hear,
 And know the sound, and, quaking sore, she fleeth back again.
 On comes he, hurrying on the host black o’er the open plain:   450
 As when a storm cast on the world from heaven asunder rent,
 Wendeth across the middle sea: out! how the dread is sent
 Deep to the field-folks’ boding hearts: — here comes the orchards’ bane,
 Here comes the acres’ utter wrack, the ruin of all the plain!
 The gale that goes before its face brings tidings to the shore:
 So ‘gainst the foe the Trojan Duke led on his hosts of war;
 And gathering in the wedge-array all knit them close around.
 

Now hath Thymbræus’ battle-blade the huge Osiris found,
 And Mnestheus slays Archetius, Achates Epulo,
 And Gyas Ufens: yea, the seer Tolumnius lieth low,             460
 He who was first against the foe to hurl the war-shaft out.
 The cry goes up unto the heaven; the war-tide turns about,
 Dust-cloud of flight the Rutuli raise up across the field:
 But he, the King, thinks scorn of it to smite the backs that yield;
 Nay, those that meet him foot to foot, the wielders of the spear,
 He followeth not: Turnus alone his eyes track everywhere
 Amid the dust-cloud, him alone he crieth unto fight.
 Hereby Jaturna’s manly mind is shaken with affright;
 Metiscus, Turnus’ charioteer, she plucketh from the rein,
 And leaveth him fallen down afar from yoking pole and wain:    470
 But she mounts up, and with her hand the waving bridle guides,
 The while Metiscus’ voice, and limbs, and war-gear with her bides:
 As when amid a lordling’s house there flits a swallow black,
 On skimming wings she seeks to still her noisy nestlings’ lack,
 And wandering through the lofty halls but little feast doth get,
 Then soundeth through the empty porch, and round the fish-pools wet,
 So is Jaturna borne on wheels amidmost of the foe,
 And flying on in hurrying chase by everything doth go,
 Now here, now there, her brother shows all flushed with victory,
 But still refrains him from the press; far o’er the waste they fly.   480
 

No less Æneas picks his way amid the winding road,
 Tracking the man, and through the rout cries ever high and loud;
 But e’en as oftentimes as he his foeman caught with eye,
 And ‘gainst the flight of wingèd steeds his running feet would try,
 So oft the speedy wain of war Jaturna turned aside.
 Ah, what to do? In vain he went, borne on a shifting tide,
 While diverse cares to clashing ways the soul within him drave.
 But lo, Messapus, speedy-light, who chanced in hand to have
 Two light and limber shafts of tree, each with its iron head,
 Now whirling one, a shot well aimed unto the hero sped:        490
 Ænesis stayed, and gathered him behind his shielding-gear,
 And sank upon his knee; no less the eager-driven spear
 Smote on his helm, and shore away the topmost of his crest
 Then verily his wrath arose; by all that guile oppressed,
 When he beheld the steeds and car far from his battle borne,
 He bade Jove witness, and the hearths of troth-plight wronged and torn:
 He breaks at last amidst of them with Mars to help him on,
 And fearful speedeth work of death wherein he spareth none,
 And casteth every rein aside that held his anger in.
 

What God shall tell me all the woe, what God the song shall win   500
 Of shifting death and Dukes undone, and all those many dead,
 By Turnus and by him of Troy about the fight-field spread?
 O Jupiter, was this thy will, that nations doomed to live
 In peace hereafter, on that day in such a broil should strive?
 

Rutulian Sucro was the first that Trojan onset stayed;
 Æneas met him, and forsooth no long delay he made,
 But smote his side, and through his ribs and fencing of the breast
 Drave on his bitter naked sword where way was easiest.
 

Turnus afoot met Amycus, cast down from off his horse,
 His brother, swift Diores, too: the first amidst his course    510
 The long spear smote, the sword the last; the heads of both the twain
 He hangeth up and beareth on shedding a bloody rain.
 

Talon and Tanais therewith, Cethegus stout to do,
 All three at once the Trojan sped, and sad Onytes slew,
 Whom to the name of Echion Peridia’s womb did yield.
 

Then Turnus slew the brethren sent from Phoebus’ Lycian field:
 Menates, too, of Arcady, who loathed the war in vain;
 By fruitful fishy Lerna’s flood was once his life and gain,
 And unrich house, and nought he knew of mighty men’s abode,
 And hired for a price of men the earth his father sowed.       520
 

As when two fires, that on a while are sped from diverse ways,
 Run through the dry and tinder wood, and crackling twigs of bays;
 As when from off the mountain-tops two hurrying rivers speed,
 And foaming, roaring, as they rush, drive down to ocean’s mead,
 And each one wastes his proper road; no slothfuller than these,
 Æneas, Turnus, fare afield; swell up the anger-seas
 In both their hearts; torn are their breasts that know not how to yield,
 In speeding of the wounding-craft their utter might they wield.
 

Murranus, as his sires of sires and ancient name he sings,
 And boasts his blood come far adown the line of Latin kings,   530
 Æneas, with a mighty rock and whirlwind of a stone,
 O’erthrows, and stretches on the earth; the wain-wheels roll him on,
 Amid the bridle and the yoke, whom there upon the sward
 The hurrying hoofs of horses pound, remembering not their lord.
 

Then Hyllus’ onset, and his heart with fury all aglow,
 Doth Turnus meet; who hurls a shaft against his golden brow,
 And through the helm the war-spear flies, and in the brain is stayed.
 Thee, Cretheus, bravest of the Greeks, thine hands did nothing aid
 To snatch from Turnus.

                       Nought his Gods did their Cupencus cloak
 Against Æneas’ rush of war; breast-on he met the stroke,       540
 And nought availed that hapless one the tarrying golden shield.
 

Thee also, warring Æolus, did that Laurentine field
 See fallen, and cumbering the earth with body laid alow;
 Thou diest, whom the Argive hosts might never overthrow,
 Nor that Achilles’ hand that wrought the Priam’s realm its wrack.
 Here was thy meted mortal doom; high house ‘neath Ida’s back,
 High house within Lyrnessus’ garth, grave in Laurentine lea.
 Now all the hosts to fight are turned, and blent in battle’s sea,
 All Latin folk, all Dardan sons, Mnestheus, Serestus keen,
 Messapus tamer of the horse, Asylas fame-beseen,               550
 The Tuscan host, Evander’s men, the Arcadian wings of fight,
 Each for himself the warriors play, and strive with utter might;
 No tarrying, no rest, they strain in contest measureless.
 

But now a thought his mother sent Æneas’ mind to bless.
 That he should wend unto the walls, and townward turn his host,
 And blend amid destruction swift the Latin people lost.
 For he, now marking Turnus’ ways through many a company,
 Hither and thither turns his eyes, and sees the city lie
 At peace amid the mighty stir, unharmed amid the fight,
 And image of a greater war set all his soul alight.            560
 Mnestheus, Sergestus then he calls, Serestus battle-strong,
 The Dukes of war; he mounts a knoll; thither the Teucrians throng
 In serried ranks, yet lay not by the battle-spear and shield:
 So there from off the mound he speaks amidmost of the field:
 

“Let none hang back from these my words, for Jove is standing by;
 Let none be dull herein because it cometh suddenly:
 Today the town, the cause of war, the king Latinus’ home,
 Unless they cry them craven men, and ‘neath the yoke they come,
 Will I o’erthrow; the smoking towers upon the ground will lay.
 What! must I wait till Turnus grows fain of the battle-play?   570
 And shall he, conquered, take his ease to fight me o’er and o’er?
 O fellows, this is head and well of all the wicked war.
 Haste with the torches, set we forth the troth with fire to find!”
 

He spake; but all they set to work, and striving with one mind
 Knit close their ranks, and on the town a world of battle bear:
 Unlooked-for ladders are at hand, and sudden fires appear;
 While some they run unto the gates, and there the out-guards slay,
 Or hurl the spears, and with their cloud dim down the light of day.
 Æneas, in the front of men, lifts hand unto the walls,
 And in a great and mighty voice guilt on Latinus calls,        580
 And bids the Gods to witness him twice to the battle driven,
 Italians twice become his foes, and twice the treaty riven.
 But mid the turmoiled city-folk arose the bickering then,
 Some bade unbar and open gates unto the Dardan men;
 Yea, some unto the walls would drag their very king and lord;
 But some bear arms and go their ways the walls of war to ward:
 E’en as the shepherd finds the bees shut in, a fencèd folk,
 In chinky pumice rock, and fills their house with bitter smoke;
 But they, all busy-fearful grown within their waxen wall,
 Run here and there and whet their wrath with mighty humming call:   590
 The black stink rolleth through their house, and with a murmuring blind
 The stony hollows moan: the reek the empty air doth find.
 

Here on the weary Latins fell another stroke of fate,
 That moved the city deep adown with sorrow sore and great;
 For when the Queen from house aloft beheld the foe draw nigh,
 The walls beset, the flaming brands unto the house-roofs fly,
 And nowhere the Rutulian ranks or Turnus’ warring host,
 The hapless woman deems the youth in stress of battle lost,
 And, all bewildered in her mind by these so sudden woes,
 Curses herself for head and spring whence all the evil flows;   600
 And crying many a bitter word, and mad with sorrow grown,
 She riveth with her dying hand the queenly purple gown,
 And knits the knot of loathly death from lofty beam on high.
 But when the wretched Latin wives know all this misery,
 Her daughter first, Lavinia, wastes the blossom of her hair,
 And wounds her rosy cheeks; then they that stood about her there
 Run wild about, and all the house resoundeth with their wail.
 Thence through the city flies the sound of that unhappy tale,
 And all hearts sink: Latinus goes with raiment rent and torn,
 Stunned by his wife’s unhappy lot, and city lost and lorn,     610
 And scattering o’er his hoariness defilement of the dust;
 And often he upbraids himself that he took not to trust
 That Dardan lord, nor willingly had hallowed him his son.
 

Meanwhile across the outer plain war-Turnus followeth on
 The last few stragglers, duller grown, and less and less his heart
 Rejoices in his hurrying steed and their victorious part.
 The air bore to him noise of men with doubtful terror blent,
 And round about his hearkening ears confusèd murmur sent;
 The noise of that turmoilèd town, a sound of nought but woe:
 “Ah, me!” he cried, “what mighty grief stirs up the city so?   620
 Why from the walls now goeth up this cry and noise afar?”
 

He spake, and, wildered, drew the rein and stayed the battle-car:
 His sister met his questioning, as she in seeming clad
 Of that Metiscus, all the rule of battle-chariot had,
 And steeds and bridle:

                       “Hereaway, O Turnus, drive we on
 The sons of Troy; where victory shows a road that may be won:
 For other hands there are, belike, the houses to defend.
 Æneas falls on Italy, and there doth battle blend;
 So let our hands give cruel death to Teucrian men this day,
 No less in tale: so shalt thou hold thine honour in the fray.”   630
 

But Turnus sayeth thereunto:
 “Sister, I knew thee long ago, when first by art and craft
 Thou brok’st the troth-plight, and therewith amidst the battle went;
 And now thou hidest God in vain. But whose will thee hath sent
 From high Olympus’ house to bear such troubles, and so great?
 Was it to see thy brother’s end and most unhappy fate?
 For what do I? What heal is left in aught that may befall?
 Mine eyes beheld Murranus die, on me I heard him call:
 No dearer man in all the world is left me for a friend:
 Woe’s me I that mighty man of men a mighty death must end.     640
 Ufens is dead, unhappy too lest he our shame behold;
 E’en as I speak the Teucrians ward his arms and body cold.
 And now — the one shame wanting yet — shall I stand deedless by
 Their houses’ wrack, nor let my sword cast back that Drances’ lie?
 Shall I give back, and shall this land see craven Turnus fled?
 Is death, then, such a misery? O rulers of the dead,
 Be kind! since now the high God’s heart is turned away from me;
 A hallowed soul I go adown, guiltless of infamy,
 Not all unworthy of the great, my sires of long ago.”
 

Scarce had he said when, here behold, from midmost of the foe,   650
 Comes Saces on his foaming steed, an arrow in his face,
 Who, crying prayers on Turnus’ name, onrusheth to the place:
 “Turnus, in thee our last hope lies! pity thy wretched folk!
 Æneas thundereth battle there, and threateneth with his stroke
 The overthrow of tower and town, and wrack of Italy.
 The flames are flying toward the roofs; all mouths of Latins cry
 On thee; all eyes are turned to thee: yea, the king wavereth there,
 Whom shall he call his son-in-law, to whom for friendship fare.
 The Queen to wit, thy faithfullest, is dead by her own hand,
 And, fearful of the things to come, hath left the daylight land.   660
 Messapus and Atinas keen alone upbear our might
 Before the gates: round each of them are gathered hosts of fight
 Thick-thronging, and a harvest-tide that bristles with the sword;
 While here thou wendest car about the man-deserted sward.”
 

Bewildered then with images of diverse things he stood
 In silent stare; and in his heart upswelled a mighty flood
 Of mingled shame and maddening grief: the Furies goaded sore
 With bitter love and valour tried and known from time of yore.
 But when the cloud was shaken off and light relit his soul,
 His burning eyeballs toward the town, fierce-hearted, did he roll,   670
 And from the wheels of war looked back unto the mighty town;
 And lo, behold, a wave of flame into a tongue-shape grown
 Licked round a tower, and ‘twixt its floors rolled upward unto heaven:
 A tower that he himself had reared with timbers closely driven,
 And set beneath it rolling-gear, and dight the bridges high.
 

“Now, sister, now the Fates prevail! no more for tarrying try.
 Nay, let us follow where the God, where hard Fate calleth me!
 Doomed am I to Æneas’ hand; doomed, howso sore it be,
 To die the death; ah, sister, now thou seest me shamed no more:
 Now let me wear the fury through ere yet my time is o’er.”     680
 

He spake, and from the chariot leapt adown upon the mead,
 And left his sister lone in grief amidst the foe to speed,
 Amidst the spears, and breaketh through the midmost press of fight,
 E’en as a headlong stone sweeps down from off the mountain-height,
 Torn by the wind; or drifting rain hath washed it from its hold,
 Or loosed, maybe, it slippeth down because the years grow old:
 Wild o’er the cliffs with mighty leap goes down that world of stone,
 And bounds o’er earth, and woods and herds and men-folk rolleth on
 Amidst its wrack: so Turnus through the broken battle broke
 Unto the very city-walls, where earth was all a-soak           690
 With plenteous blood, and air beset with whistling of the shafts;
 There with his hand he maketh sign, and mighty speech he wafts:
 

“Forbear, Rutulians! Latin men, withhold the points of fight!
 Whatever haps, the hap is mine; I, I alone, of right
 Should cleanse you of the broken troth, and doom of sword-edge face.”
 

So from the midst all men depart, and leave an empty space;
 But now the Father Æneas hath hearkened Turnus’ name,
 And backward from the walls of war and those high towers he came.
 He casts away all tarrying, sets every deed aside,
 And thundering in his battle-gear rejoicing doth he stride:    700
 As Athos great, as Eryx great, great as when roaring goes
 Amid the quaking oaken woods and glory lights the snows,
 And Father Apennine uprears his head amidst the skies.
 Then Trojan and Rutulian men turn thither all their eyes,
 And all the folk of Italy, and they that hold the wall,
 And they that drive against its feet the battering engines’ fall
 All men do off their armour then. Amazed Latinus stands
 To see two mighty heroes, born in such wide-sundered lands.
 Meet thus to try what deed of doom in meeting swords may be.
 

But they, when empty space is cleared amid the open lea,       710
 Set each on each in speedy wise, and with their war-spears hurled
 Amid the clash of shield and brass break into Mavors’ world;
 Then groaneth earth; then comes the hail of sword-strokes thick and fast,
 And in one blended tangle now are luck and valour cast:
 As when on mighty Sila’s side, or on Taburnus height,
 Two bulls with pushing horny brows are mingled in the fight:
 The frighted herdsmen draw aback, and all the beasts are dumb
 For utter fear; the heifers too misdoubt them what shall come,
 Who shall be master of the grove and leader of the flock;
 But each on each they mingle wounds with fearful might of shock,   720
 And gore and push home fencing horns, and with abundant blood
 Bathe neck and shoulder, till the noise goes bellowing through the wood;
 E’en so Æneas out of Troy, and he, the Daunian man,
 Smite shield on shield; and mighty clash through all the heavens there ran.
 ’Tis Jupiter who holds the scales ‘twixt even-poisèd tongue;
 There in the balance needfully their sundered fates he hung,
 Which one the battle-pain shall doom, in which the death shall lie.
 

Now Turnus deems him safe, and forth with sword upreared on high,
 He springs, and all his body strains, and rises to the stroke,
 And smites: the Trojans cry aloud, and eager Latin folk,       730
 And both hosts hang ‘twixt hope and fear: but lo, the treacherous sword
 Breaks in the middle of the blow and leaves its fiery lord: — 
 And if the flight shall fail him now! — Swift as the East he flees
 When in his right hand weaponless an unknown hilt he sees.
 

They say, that when all eager-hot he clomb his yokèd car
 In first of fight, that then he left his father’s blade of war,
 And caught in hand his charioteer Metiscus’ battle-glaive;
 And that was well while Trojan fleers backs to the smiting gave,
 But when they meet Vulcanian arms, the very God’s device,
 Then shivereth all the mortal blade e’en as the foolish ice;   740
 And there upon the yellow sand the glittering splinters lie.
 

So diversely about the field doth wildered Turnus fly,
 And here and there in winding ways he doubleth up and down,
 For thick all round about the lists was drawn the Teucrian crown:
 By wide marsh here, by high walls there, his fleeing was begirt.
 

Nor less Æneas, howsoe’er, hampered by arrow-hurt,
 His knees might hinder him at whiles and fail him as he ran,
 Yet foot for foot all eagerly followed the hurrying man;
 As when a hound hath caught a hart hemmed by the river’s ring,
 Or hedged about by empty fear of crimson-feathered string,     750
 And swift of foot and baying loud goes following up the flight;
 But he, all fearful of the snare and of the flood-bank’s height,
 Doubles and turns a thousand ways, while open-mouthed and staunch
 The Umbrian keen sticks hard at heel, and now, now hath his haunch,
 Snapping his jaws as though he gripped, and, mocked, but biteth air.
 Then verily the cry arose; the bank, the spreading mere,
 Rang back about, and tumult huge ran shattering through the sky.
 But Turnus as he fled cried out on all his Rutuli,
 And, calling each man by his name, craved his familiar blade.
 Meanwhile Æneas threateneth death if any come to aid,          760
 And swift destruction: and their souls with fearful threats doth fill
 Of city ruined root and branch; and, halting, followeth still.
 Five rings of flight their running fills, and back the like they wend:
 Nought light nor gamesome is the prize for which their feet contend,
 For there they strive in running-game for Turnus’ life and blood.
 

By hap hard by an olive wild of bitter leaves there stood,
 Hallowed to Faunus, while agone a most well-worshipped tree,
 Whereon to that Laurentian God the sailors saved from sea
 Would set their gifts, and hang therefrom their garments vowed at need.
 But now the Teucrian men of late had lopped with little heed   770
 That holy stem, that they might make the lists of battle clear:
 And there Æneas’ war-spear stood; his might had driven it there,
 And held it now, set hard and fast in stubborn root and stout:
 The Dardan son bent o’er it now to pluck the weapon out,
 That he might follow him with shot whom running might not take.
 But Turnus, wildered with his fear, cried out aloud and spake:
 

“O Faunus, pity me, I pray! and thou, O kindest Earth,
 Hold thou the steel for me, who still have worshipped well thy worth,
 Which ever those Ænean folk with battle would profane!”
 

He spake, and called the God to aid with vows not made in vain;   780
 For o’er the tough tree tarrying long, struggling with utter might,
 No whit Æneas could undo the gripping woody bite.
 But while he struggleth hot and hard, and hangeth o’er the spear,
 Again the Daunian Goddess, clad in shape of charioteer
 Metiscus, Turnus’ trusty sword unto his hand doth speed.
 But Venus, wrathful that the Nymph might dare so bold a deed,
 Came nigh, and from the deep-set root the shaft of battle drew.
 So they, high-hearted, stored with hope and battle-gear anew,
 One trusting in his sword, and one fierce with his spear on high,
 Stand face to face, the glorious game of panting Mars to try.   790
 

Meanwhile the King of Heaven the great thus unto Juno saith,
 As from a ruddy cloud she looked upon the game of death:
 “What then shall end it, O my wife? what deed is left thine hand?
 That Heaven shall gain Æneas yet, a Godhead of the land,
 That Fate shall bear him to the stars thou know’st and hast allowed:
 What dost thou then, or hoping what hang’st thou in chilly cloud?
 What! was it right that mortal wound a God’s own flesh should wrong?
 Right to give Turnus — but for thee how was Juturna strong? — 
 The sword he lost? or vanquished men, to give their might increase?
 I prithee yield unto my prayers, and from thy troubling cease.   800
 Let not thine hushed grief eat thine heart, or bitter words of care
 So often from thy sweetest mouth the soul within me wear.
 The goal is reached: thou hast availed o’er earth and sea to drive
 The Trojan men; to strike the spark of wicked war alive;
 To foul their house, and woe and grief mid wedding-feast to bear,
 And now I bid thee hold thine hand.”

                                    Thuswise said Jupiter,
 And with a downcast countenance spake that Satumian Queen:
 “Well have I known, great Jupiter, all that thy will hath been,
 And Turnus and the worldly land loth have I left alone,
 Else nowise should’st thou see me bear, sole on this airy throne,   810
 Things meet and unmeet: flame-begirt the war-ranks would I gain,
 And drag the host of Trojans on to battle and their bane.
 Juturna! — yes, I pitied her, and bade her help to bear
 Unto her brother; good, methought, for life great things to dare;
 But nought I bade her to the shaft or bending of the bow,
 This swear I by the ruthless well, the Stygian overflow,
 The only holy thing there is that weighs on Godhead’s oath.
 And now indeed I yield the place, and leave the fight I loathe.
 But one thing yet I ask of thee, held in no fateful yoke;
 For Latium’s sake I pray therefore, and glory of thy folk:     820
 When they at last — so be it now! — pledge peace mid bridal kind,
 When they at last join law to law, and loving treaty bind,
 Let them not change their ancient name, those earth-born Latin men,
 Nor turn them into Trojan folk, or call them Teucrians then:
 Let not that manfolk shift their tongue, or cast their garb aside;
 Let Latium and the Alban kings through many an age abide,
 And cherish thou the Roman stem with worth of Italy:
 Troy-town is dead: Troy and its name for ever let them die!”
 

The Fashioner of men and things spake, smiling in her face:
 “Yea, Jove’s own sister; second branch forsooth, of Saturn’s race!   830
 Such are the mighty floods of wrath thou rollestin thy breast.
 But this thine anger born for nought, I prithee let it rest:
 I give thine asking; conquered now I yield me, and am glad:
 The Ausonian men shall keep the tongue and ways their fathers had,
 And as their name is shall it be: only in body blent
 Amidst them shall the Teucrians sink; from me shall rites be sent,
 And holy things, and they shall be all Latins of one tongue.
 Hence shalt thou see a blended race from blood Ausonian sprung,
 Whose godliness shall outgo men, outgo the Gods above;
 Nor any folk of all the world so well thy worth shall love.” 840
 

So gladdened Juno’s heart was turned, and yea-saying she bowed,
 And so departed from the sky and left her watching-cloud.
 

Another thing the Father now within him turneth o’er,
 What wise Juturna he shall part from her lost brother’s war:
 Two horrors are there that are called the Dreadful Ones by name,
 Whom with Megæra of the Pit at one birth and the same
 Untimely Night brought forth of yore, and round about them twined
 Like coils of serpents, giving them great wings to hold the wind:
 About Jove’s throne, and close anigh the Stern King’s threshold-stead,
 Do these attend, in sick-heart men to whet the mortal dread,   850
 Whenso the King-God fashions forth fell death and dire disease,
 Or smites the guilty cities doomed with battle miseries.
 Now one of these sent Jupiter swift from the heavenly place,
 And bade her for a sign of doom to cross Juturna’s face.
 So borne upon a whirl of wind to earth the swift one flies,
 E’en as an arrow from the string is driven amid the skies,
 Which headed with the venom fell a Parthian man hath shot, — 
 Parthian, Cydonian, it may be, — the hurt that healeth not;
 Its hidden whirring sweepeth through the drifting misty flow:
 So fared the Daughter of the Night, and sought the earth below.   860
 

But when she saw the Ilian hosts and Turnus’ battle-rank,
 Then sudden into puny shape her body huge she shrank,
 A fowl that sits on sepulchres, and desert roofs alone
 In the dead night, and through the mirk singeth her ceaseless moan;
 In such a shape this bane of men met Turnus’ face in field,
 And, screeching, hovered to and fro, and flapped upon his shield:
 Strange heaviness his body seized, consuming him with dread,
 His hair stood up, and in his jaws his voice lay hushed and dead.
 

But when afar Juturna knew the Dread One’s whirring wings,
 The hapless sister tears her hair and loose its tresses flings,   870
 Fouling her face with tearing nails, her breast with beat of hand.
 

“How may my help, O Turnus, now beside my brother stand?
 How may I harden me ‘gainst this? by what craft shall I stay
 Thy light of life? how cast myself in such a monster’s way?
 Now, now I leave the battle-field; fright not the filled with fear,
 O birds of ill! full well I know your flapping wings in air,
 And baneful sound. Thy mastering will I know it holdeth good,
 O Jove the great! — was this the gift thou gav’st for maidenhood?
 Why give me everlasting life, and death-doom take away?
 O, but for that my sorrows sore now surely might I slay,       880
 And wend beside my brother now amid the nether Night.
 Am I undying? ah, can aught of all my good delight
 Without thee, O my brother lost! O Earth, gape wide and well,
 And let a Goddess sink adown into the deeps of hell!”
 

So much she said, and wrapped her round with mantle dusky-grey,
 And, groaning sore, she hid herself within the watery way.
 

But forth Æneas goes, and high his spear he brandisheth,
 A mighty tree, and from his heart grown fell a word he saith:
 “And wherewith wilt thou tarry me? hangs Turnus back again?
 No foot-strife but the armèd hand must doom betwixt us twain.   890
 Yea, turn thyself to every shape, and, gathering everything
 Wherewith thine heart, thy craft is strong, go soaring on the wing,
 And chase the stars; or deep adown in hollow earth lie stored.”
 

But Turnus shakes his head and saith: “’Tis not thy bitter word
 That frights me, fierce one; but the Gods, but Jove my foeman grown.”
 

No more he said, but, looking round, espied a weighty stone,
 An ancient mighty rock indeed, that lay upon the lea,
 Set for a landmark, judge and end of acre-strife to be,
 Which scarce twice six of chosen men upon their backs might raise,
 Of bodies such as earth brings forth amid the latter days:     900
 But this in hurrying hand he caught, and rising to the cast,
 He hurled it forth against the foe, and followed on it fast;
 Yet while he raised the mighty stone, and flung it to its fall.
 Knew nought that he was running there, or that he moved at all:
 Totter his knees, his chilly blood freezes with deadly frost,
 And e’en the hero-gathered stone, through desert distance tossed,
 O’ercame not all the space betwixt, nor home its blow might bring:
 E’en as in dreaming-tide of night, when sleep, the heavy thing,
 Weighs on the eyes, and all for nought we seem so helpless-fain
 Of eager speed, and faint and fail amidmost of the strain;     910
 The tongue avails not; all our limbs of their familiar skill
 Are cheated; neither voice nor words may follow from our will:
 So Turnus, by whatever might he strives to win a way,
 The Dread One bans his hope; strange thoughts about his heart-strings play;
 He stareth on his Rutuli, and on the Latin town
 Lingering for dread, trembling to meet the spear this instant thrown:
 No road he hath to flee, no might against the foe to bear;
 Nowhither may he see his car, or sister charioteer.
 

Æneas, as he lingereth there, shaketh the fateful shaft,
 And, following up its fate with eyes, afar the steel doth waft   920
 With all the might his body hath: no stone the wall-sling bears
 E’er roars so loud: no thunderclap with such a crashing tears
 Amid the heaven: on flew the spear, huge as the whirlwind black,
 And speeding on the dreadful death: it brings to utter wrack
 The hauberk’s skirt and outer rim of that seven-folded shield,
 And goeth grating through the thigh: then falleth unto field
 Huge Turnus, with his hampered knee twi-folded with the wound:
 Then with a groan the Rutuli rise up, and all around
 Roar back the hill-sides, and afar the groves cast back the cry:
 But he, downcast and suppliant saith, with praying hand and eye:   930
 

“Due doom it is; I pray no ruth; use what hath chanced to fall.
 Yet, if a wretched father’s woe may touch thine heart at all,
 I pray thee — since Anchises once was even such to thee, — 
 Pity my father Daunus’ eld, and send me, or, maybe,
 My body stripped of light and life, back to my kin and land.
 Thou, thou hast conquered: Italy has seen my craven hand
 Stretched forth to pray a grace of thee; Lavinia is thy wife:
 Strain not thine hatred further now!”

                                      Fierce in the gear of strife
 Æneas stood with rolling eyes, and held back hand and sword,   939
 And more and more his wavering heart was softening ‘neath the word — 
 When lo, upon the shoulder showed that hapless thong of war!
 Lo, glittering with familiar boss the belt child Pallas bore,
 Whom Turnus with a wound overcame and laid on earth alow,
 And on his body bore thenceforth those ensigns of his foe.
 

But he, when he awhile had glared upon that spoil of fight,
 That monument of bitter grief, with utter wrath alight,
 Cried terrible:

                “And shalt thou, clad in my beloved one’s prey,
 Be snatched from me? — Tis Pallas yet, ’tis Pallas thus doth slay,
 And taketh of thy guilty blood atonement for his death!”
 

Deep in that breast he driveth sword e’en as the word he saith:   950
 But Turnus, — waxen cold and spent, the body of him lies,
 And with a groan through dusk and dark the scornful spirit flies.
 

THE END
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Hrothgar, king of the Danes, lives happily and peacefully, and bethinks him to build a glorious hall called Hart. But a little after, one Grendel, of the kindred of the evil wights that are come of Cain, hears the merry noise of Hart and cannot abide it; so he enters thereinto by night, and slays and carries off and devours thirty of Hrothgar’s thanes. Thereby he makes Hart waste for twelve years, and the tidings of this mishap are borne wide about lands. Then comes to the helping of Hrothgar Beowulf, the son of Ecgtheow, a thane of King Hygelac of the Geats, with fourteen fellows. They are met on the shore by the land-warder, and by him shown to Hart and the stead of Hrothgar, who receives them gladly, and to whom Beowulf tells his errand, that he will help him against Grendel. They feast in the hall, and one Unferth, son of Ecglaf, taunts Beowulf through jealousy that he was outdone vi by Breca in swimming. Beowulf tells the true tale thereof. And a little after, at nightfall, Hrothgar and his folk leave the hall Hart, and it is given in charge to Beowulf, who with his Geats abides there the coming of Grendel.

Soon comes Grendel to the hall, and slays a man of the Geats, hight Handshoe, and then grapples with Beowulf, who will use no weapon against him: Grendel feels himself over-mastered and makes for the door, and gets out, but leaves his hand and arm behind him with Beowulf: men on the wall hear the great noise of this battle and the wailing of Grendel. In the morning the Danes rejoice, and follow the bloody slot of Grendel, and return to Hart racing and telling old tales, as of Sigemund and the Worm. Then come the king and his thanes to look on the token of victory, Grendel’s hand and arm, which Beowulf has let fasten: to the hall-gable.

The king praises Beowulf and rewards him, and they feast in Hart, and the tale of Finn and Hengest is told. Then Hrothgar leaves Hart, and so does Beowulf also with his Geats, but the Danes keep guard there.

In the night comes in Grendel’s Mother, and catches up Aeschere, a thane of Hrothgar, and carries him off to her lair. In the morning is vii Beowulf fetched to Hrothgar, who tells him of this new grief and craves his help.

Then they follow up the slot and come to a great water-side, and find thereby Aeschere’s head, and the place is known for the lair of those two: monsters are playing in the deep, and Beowulf shoots one of them to death. Then Beowulf dights him and leaps into the water, and is a day’s while reaching the bottom. There he is straightway caught hold of by Grendel’s Mother, who bears him into her hall. When he gets free he falls on her, but the edge of the sword Hrunting (lent to him by Unferth) fails him, and she casts him to the ground and draws her sax to slay him; but he rises up, and sees an old sword of the giants hanging on the wall; he takes it and smites off her head therewith. He sees Grendel lying dead, and his head also he strikes off; but the blade of the sword is molten in his venomous blood. Then Beowulf strikes upward, taking with him the head of Grendel and the hilts of the sword. When he comes to the shore he finds his Geats there alone; for the Danes fled when they saw the blood floating in the water.

They go up to Hrothgar’s stead, and four men must needs bear the head. They come to Hrothgar, and Beowulf gives him the hilts and viii tells him what he has done. Much praise is given to Beowulf; and they feast together.

On the morrow Beowulf bids farewell to Hrothgar, more gifts are given, and messages are sent to Hygelac: Beowulf departs with the full love of Hrothgar. The Geats come to their ship and reward the ship-warder, and put off and sail to their own land. Beowulf comes to Hygelac’s house. Hygelac is told of, and his wife Hygd, and her good conditions, against whom is set as a warning the evil Queen Thrytho.

Beowulf tells all the tale of his doings in full to Hygelac, and gives him his gifts, and the precious-gemmed collar to Hygd. Here is told of Beowulf, and how he was contemned in his youth, and is now grown so renowned.

Time wears; Hygelac is slain in battle; Heardred, his son, reigns in his stead, he is slain by the Swedes, and Beowulf is made king. When he is grown old, and has been king for fifty years, come new tidings. A great dragon finds on the sea-shore a mound wherein is stored the treasure of ancient folk departed. The said dragon abides there, and broods the gold for 300 years.

Now a certain thrall, who had misdone against his lord and was fleeing from his wrath, haps on the said treasure and takes a cup thence, which ix he brings to his lord to appease his wrath. The Worm waketh, and findeth his treasure lessened, but can find no man who hath done the deed. Therefore he turns on the folk, and wars on them, and burns Beowulf’s house.

Now Beowulf will go and meet the Worm. He has an iron shield made, and sets forth with eleven men and the thrall the thirteenth. He comes to the ness, and speaks to his men, telling them of his past days, and gives them his last greeting: then he cries out a challenge to the Worm, who comes forth, and the battle begins: Beowulf’s sword will not bite on the Worm. Wiglaf eggs on the others to come to Beowulf’s help, and goes himself straightway, and offers himself to Beowulf; the Worm comes on again, and Beowulf breaks his sword Nægling on him, and the Worm wounds Beowulf. Wiglaf smites the Worm in the belly; Beowulf draws his ax, and between them they slay the Worm.

Beowulf now feels his wounds, and knows that he is hurt deadly; he sits down by the wall, and Wiglaf bathes his wounds. Beowulf speaks, tells how he would give his armour to his son if he had one; thanks God that he has not sworn falsely or done guilefully; and prays Wiglaf to bear out the treasure that he may see it before he dies.

x Wiglaf fetches out the treasure, and again bathes Beowulf’s wounds; Beowulf speaks again, rejoices over the sight of the treasure; gives to Wiglaf his ring and his armour, and bids the manner of his bale-fire. With that he passes away. Now the dastards come thereto and find Wiglaf vainly bathing his dead lord. He casteth shame upon them with great wrath. Thence he sends a messenger to the barriers of the town, who comes to the host, and tells them of the death of Beowulf. He tells withal of the old feud betwixt the Geats and the Swedes, and how these, when they hear of the death of the king, will be upon them. The warriors go to look on Beowulf, and find him and the Worm lying dead together. Wiglaf chooses out seven of them to go void the treasure-house, after having bidden them gather wood for the bale-fire. They shove the Worm over the cliff into the sea, and bear off the treasure in wains. Then they bring Beowulf’s corpse to bale, and they kindle it; a woman called the wife of aforetime, it may be Hygd, widow of Hygelac, bemoans him: and twelve children of the athelings ride round the bale, and bemoan Beowulf and praise him: and thus ends the poem.






  








I. AND FIRST OF THE KINDRED OF HROTHGAR.
 

  What! we of the Spear-Danes of yore days, so was it

  That we learn’d of the fair fame of kings of the folks

  And the athelings a-faring in framing of valour.

  Oft then Scyld the Sheaf-son from the hosts of the scathers,

  From kindreds a many the mead-settles tore;

  It was then the earl fear’d them, sithence was he first

  Found bare and all-lacking; so solace he bided,

  Wax’d under the welkin in worship to thrive,

  Until it was so that the round-about sitters

  All over the whale-road must hearken his will     10

  And yield him the tribute. A good king was that,

  By whom then thereafter a son was begotten,

  A youngling in garth, whom the great God sent thither

  To foster the folk; and their crime-need he felt

  The load that lay on them while lordless they lived

  For a long while and long. He therefore, the Life-lord,

  The Wielder of glory, world’s worship he gave him:

  Brim Beowulf waxed, and wide the weal upsprang

  Of the offspring of Scyld in the parts of the Scede-lands.

  Such wise shall a youngling with wealth be a-working   20

  With goodly fee-gifts toward the friends of his father,

  That after in eld-days shall ever bide with him,

  Fair fellows well-willing when wendeth the war-tide,

  Their lief lord a-serving. By praise-deeds it shall be

  That in each and all kindreds a man shall have thriving.

  Then went his ways Scyld when the shapen while was,

  All hardy to wend him to the lord and his warding:

  Out then did they bear him to the side of the sea-flood,

  The dear fellows of him, as he himself pray’d them

  While yet his word wielded the friend of the Scyldings,   30

  The dear lord of the land; a long while had he own’d it.

  With stem all be-ringed at the hythe stood the ship,

  All icy and out-fain, the Atheling’s ferry.

  There then did they lay him, the lord well beloved,

  The gold-rings’ bestower, within the ship’s barm,

  The mighty by mast. Much there was the treasure,

  From far ways forsooth had the fret-work been led:

  Never heard I of keel that was comelier dighted

  With weapons of war, and with weed of the battle,

  With bills and with byrnies. There lay in his barm   40

  Much wealth of the treasure that with him should be,

  And he into the flood’s might afar to depart.

  No lesser a whit were the wealth-goods they dight him

  Of the goods of the folk, than did they who aforetime,

  When was the beginning, first sent him away

  Alone o’er the billows, and he but a youngling.

Moreover they set him up there a sign golden

  High up overhead, and let the holm bear him,

  Gave all to the Spearman. Sad mind they had in them,

  And mourning their mood was. Now never knew men,   50

  For sooth how to say it, rede-masters in hall,

  Or heroes ‘neath heaven, to whose hands came the lading.
 






  








II. CONCERNING HROTHGAR, AND HOW HE BUILT THE HOUSE CALLED HART. ALSO GRENDEL IS TOLD OF.
 

  In the burgs then was biding Beowulf the Scylding,

  Dear King of the people, for long was he dwelling

  Far-famed of folks (his father turn’d elsewhere,

  From his stead the Chief wended) till awoke to him after

  Healfdene the high, and long while he held it,

  Ancient and war-eager, o’er the glad Scyldings:

  Of his body four bairns are forth to him rimed;

  Into the world woke the leader of war-hosts       60

  Heorogar; eke Hrothgar, and Halga the good;

  Heard I that Elan queen was she of Ongentheow,

  That Scylding of battle, the bed-mate behalsed.

Then was unto Hrothgar the war-speed given,

  Such worship of war that his kin and well-willers

  Well hearken’d his will till the younglings were waxen,

  A kin-host a many. Then into his mind ran

  That he would be building for him now a hall-house,

  That men should be making a mead-hall more mighty

  Than the children of ages had ever heard tell of:   70

  And there within eke should he be out-dealing

  To young and to old all things God had given,

  Save the share of the folk and the life-days of men.

  Then heard I that widely the work was a-banning

  To kindreds a many the Middle-garth over

  To fret o’er that folk-stead. So befell to him timely

  Right soon among men that made was it yarely

  The most of hall-houses, and Hart its name shap’d he,

  Who wielded his word full widely around.

  His behest he belied not; it was he dealt the rings,   80

  The wealth at the high-tide. Then up rose the hall-house,

  High up and horn-gabled. Hot surges it bided

  Of fire-flame the loathly, nor long was it thenceforth

  Ere sorely the edge-hate ‘twixt Son and Wife’s Father

  After the slaughter-strife there should awaken.

Then the ghost heavy-strong bore with it hardly

  E’en for a while of time, bider in darkness,

  That there on each day of days heard he the mirth-tide

  Loud in the hall-house. There was the harp’s voice,

  And clear song of shaper. Said he who could it    90

  To tell the first fashion of men from aforetime;

  Quoth how the Almighty One made the Earth’s fashion,

  The fair field and bright midst the bow of the Waters,

  And with victory beglory’d set Sun and Moon,

  Bright beams to enlighten the biders on land:

  And how he adorned all parts of the earth

  With limbs and with leaves; and life withal shaped

  For the kindred of each thing that quick on earth wendeth.

So liv’d on all happy the host of the kinsmen

  In game and in glee, until one wight began,      100

  A fiend out of hell-pit, the framing of evil,

  And Grendel forsooth the grim guest was hight,

  The mighty mark-strider, the holder of moorland,

  The fen and the fastness. The stead of the fifel

  That wight all unhappy a while of time warded,

  Sithence that the Shaper him had for-written.

On the kindred of Cain the Lord living ever

  Awreaked the murder of the slaying of Abel.

  In that feud he rejoic’d not, but afar him He banish’d,

  The Maker, from mankind for the crime he had wrought.   110

  But offspring uncouth thence were they awoken

  Eotens and elf-wights, and ogres of ocean,

  And therewith the Giants, who won war against God

  A long while; but He gave them their wages therefor.
 






  








III. HOW GRENDEL FELL UPON HART AND WASTED IT.
 

  Now went he a-spying, when come was the night-tide,

  The house on high builded, and how there the Ring-Danes

  Their beer-drinking over had boune them to bed;

  And therein he found them, the atheling fellows,

  Asleep after feasting. Then sorrow they knew not

  Nor the woe of mankind: but the wight of wealth’s waning,   120

  The grim and the greedy, soon yare was he gotten,

  All furious and fierce, and he raught up from resting

  A thirty of thanes, and thence aback got him

  Right fain of his gettings, and homeward to fare,

  Fulfilled of slaughter his stead to go look on.

Thereafter at dawning, when day was yet early,

  The war-craft of Grendel to men grew unhidden,

  And after his meal was the weeping uphoven,

  Mickle voice of the morning-tide: there the Prince mighty,

  The Atheling exceeding good, unblithe he sat,    130

  Tholing the heavy woe; thane-sorrow dreed he

  Since the slot of the loathly wight there they had look’d on,

  The ghost all accursed. O’er grisly the strife was,

  So loathly and longsome. No longer the frist was

  But after the wearing of one night; then fram’d he

  Murder-bales more yet, and nowise he mourned

  The feud and the crime; over fast therein was he.

  Then easy to find was the man who would elsewhere

  Seek out for himself a rest was more roomsome,

  Beds end-long the bowers, when beacon’d to him was,   140

  And soothly out told by manifest token,

  The hate of the hell-thane. He held himself sithence

  Further and faster who from the fiend gat him.

In such wise he rul’d it and wrought against right,

  But one against all, until idle was standing

  The best of hall-houses; and mickle the while was,

  Twelve winter-tides’ wearing; and trouble he tholed,

  That friend of the Scyldings, of woes every one

  And wide-spreading sorrows: for sithence it fell

  That unto men’s children unbidden ’twas known    150

  Full sadly in singing, that Grendel won war

  ‘Gainst Hrothgar a while of time, hate-envy waging,

  And crime-guilts and feud for seasons no few,

  And strife without stinting. For the sake of no kindness

  Unto any of men of the main-host of Dane-folk

  Would he thrust off the life-bale, or by fee-gild allay it,

  Nor was there a wise man that needed to ween

  The bright boot to have at the hand of the slayer.

  The monster the fell one afflicted them sorely,

  That death-shadow darksome the doughty and youthful   160

  Enfettered, ensnared; night by night was he faring

  The moorlands the misty. But never know men

  Of spell-workers of Hell to and fro where they wander.

  So crime-guilts a many the foeman of mankind,

  The fell alone-farer, fram’d oft and full often,

  Cruel hard shames and wrongful, and Hart he abode in,

  The treasure-stain’d hall, in the dark of the night-tide;

  But never the gift-stool therein might he greet,

  The treasure before the Creator he trow’d not.

Mickle wrack was it soothly for the friend of the Scyldings,   170

  Yea heart and mood breaking. Now sat there a many

  Of the mighty in rune, and won them the rede

  Of what thing for the strong-soul’d were best of all things

  Which yet they might frame ‘gainst the fear and the horror.

  And whiles they behight them at the shrines of the heathen

  To worship the idols; and pray’d they in words,

  That he, the ghost-slayer, would frame for them helping

  ‘Gainst the folk-threats and evil So far’d they their wont,

  The hope of the heathen; nor hell they remember’d

  In mood and in mind. And the Maker they knew not,   180

  The Doomer of deeds: nor of God the Lord wist they,

  Nor the Helm of the Heavens knew aught how to hery,

  The Wielder of Glory. Woe worth unto that man

  Who through hatred the baneful his soul shall shove into

  The fire’s embrace; nought of fostering weens he,

  Nor of changing one whit. But well is he soothly

  That after the death-day shall seek to the Lord,

  In the breast of the Father all peace ever craving.
 






  








IV. NOW COMES BEOWULF ECGTHEOW’S SON TO THE LAND OF THE DANES, AND THE WALL-WARDEN SPEAKETH WITH HIM.
 

  So care that was time-long the kinsman of Healfdene

  Still seeth’d without ceasing, nor might the wise warrior   190

  Wend otherwhere woe, for o’er strong was the strife

  All loathly so longsome late laid on the people,

  Need-wrack and grim nithing, of night-bales the greatest.

Now that from his home heard the Hygelac’s thane,

  Good midst of the Geat-folk; of Grendel’s deeds heard he.

  But he was of mankind of might and main mightiest

  In the day that we tell of, the day of this life,

  All noble, strong-waxen. He bade a wave-wearer

  Right good to be gear’d him, and quoth he that the war-king

  Over the swan-road he would be seeking,          200

  The folk-lord far-famed, since lack of men had he.

  Forsooth of that faring the carles wiser-fashion’d

  Laid little blame on him, though lief to them was he;

  The heart-hardy whetted they, heeded the omen.

  There had the good one, e’en he of the Geat-folk,

  Champions out-chosen of them that he keenest

  Might find for his needs; and he then the fifteenth,

  Sought to the sound-wood. A swain thereon show’d him,

  A sea-crafty man, all the make of the land-marks.

Wore then a while, on the waves was the floater,   210

  The boat under the berg, and yare then the warriors

  Strode up on the stem; the streams were a-winding

  The sea ‘gainst the sands. Upbore the swains then

  Up into the bark’s barm the bright-fretted weapons,

  The war-array stately; then out the lads shov’d her,

  The folk on the welcome way shov’d out the wood-bound.

  Then by the wind driven out o’er the wave-holm

  Far’d the foamy-neck’d floater most like to a fowl,

  Till when was the same tide of the second day’s wearing

  The wound-about-stemm’d one had waded her way,   220

  So that then they that sail’d her had sight of the land,

  Bleak shine of the sea-cliffs, bergs steep up above,

  Sea-nesses wide reaching; the sound was won over,

  The sea-way was ended: then up ashore swiftly

  The band of the Weder-folk up on earth wended;

  They bound up the sea-wood, their sarks on them rattled,

  Their weed of the battle, and God there they thanked

  For that easy the wave-ways were waxen unto them.

But now from the wall saw the Scylding-folks’ warder,

  E’en he whom the holm-cliffs should ever be holding,   230

  Men bear o’er the gangway the bright shields a-shining,

  Folk-host gear all ready. Then mind-longing wore him,

  And stirr’d up his mood to wot who were the men-folk.

  So shoreward down far’d he his fair steed a-riding,

  Hrothgar’s Thane, and full strongly then set he a-quaking

  The stark wood in his hands, and in council-speech speer’d he:

What men be ye then of them that have war-gear,

  With byrnies bewarded, who the keel high up-builded

  Over the Lake-street thus have come leading.

  Hither o’er holm-ways hieing in ring-stem?       240

  End-sitter was I, a-holding the sea-ward,

  That the land of the Dane-folk none of the loathly

  Faring with ship-horde ever might scathe it.

  None yet have been seeking more openly hither

  Of shield-havers than ye, and ye of the leave-word

  Of the framers of war naught at all wotting,

  Or the manners of kinsmen. But no man of earls greater

  Saw I ever on earth than one of you yonder,

  The warrior in war-gear: no hall-man, so ween I,

  Is that weapon-beworthy’d, but his visage belie him,   250

  The sight seen once only. Now I must be wotting

  The spring of your kindred ere further ye cast ye,

  And let loose your false spies in the Dane-land a-faring

  Yet further afield. So now, ye far-dwellers,

  Ye wenders o’er sea-flood, this word do ye hearken

  Of my one-folded thought: and haste is the handiest

  To do me to wit of whence is your coming.
 






  








V. HERE BEOWULF MAKES ANSWER TO THE LAND-WARDEN, WHO SHOWETH HIM THE WAY TO THE KING’S ABODE.
 

  He then that was chiefest in thus wise he answer’d,

  The war-fellows’ leader unlock’d he the word-hoard:

  We be a people of the Weder-Geats’ man-kin       260

  And of Hygelac be we the hearth-fellows soothly.

  My father before me of folks was well-famed

  Van-leader and atheling, Ecgtheow he hight.

  Many winters abode he, and on the way wended

  An old man from the garths, and him well remembers

  Every wise man well nigh wide yond o’er the earth.

  Through our lief mood and friendly the lord that is thine,

  Even Healfdene’s son, are we now come a-seeking,

  Thy warder of folk. Learn us well with thy leading,

  For we have to the mighty an errand full mickle,   270

  To the lord of the Dane-folk: naught dark shall it be,

  That ween I full surely. If it be so thou wottest,

  As soothly for our parts we now have heard say,

  That one midst of the Scyldings, who of scathers I wot not,

  A deed-hater secret, in the dark of the night-tide

  Setteth forth through the terror the malice untold of,

  The shame-wrong and slaughter. I therefore to Hrothgar

  Through my mind fashion’d roomsome the rede may now learn him,

  How he, old-wise and good, may get the fiend under,

  If once more from him awayward may turn          280

  The business of bales, and the boot come again,

  And the weltering of care wax cooler once more;

  Or for ever sithence time of stress he shall thole,

  The need and the wronging, the while yet there abideth

  On the high stead aloft the best of all houses.

Then spake out the warden on steed there a-sitting,

  The servant all un-fear’d: It shall be of either

  That the shield-warrior sharp the sundering wotteth,

  Of words and of works, if he think thereof well.

  I hear it thus said that this host here is friendly   290

  To the lord of the Scyldings; forth fare ye then, bearing

  Your weed and your weapons, of the way will I wise you;

  Likewise mine own kinsmen I will now be bidding

  Against every foeman your floater before us,

  Your craft but new-tarred, the keel on the sand,

  With honour to hold, until back shall be bearing

  Over the lake-streams this one, the lief man,

  The wood of the wounden-neck back unto Wedermark.

  Unto such shall be granted amongst the good-doers

  To win the way out all whole from the war-race.   300

  Then boun they to faring, the bark biding quiet;

  Hung upon hawser the wide-fathom’d ship

  Fast at her anchor. Forth shone the boar-shapes

  Over the check-guards golden adorned,

  Fair-shifting, fire-hard; ward held the farrow.

  Snorted the war-moody, hasten’d the warriors

  And trod down together until the hall timbered,

  Stately and gold-bestain’d, gat they to look on,

  That was the all-mightiest unto earth’s dwellers

  Of halls ‘neath the heavens, wherein bode the mighty;   310

  Glisten’d the gleam thereof o’er lands a many.

  Unto them then the war-deer the court of the proud one

  Full clearly betaught it, that they therewithal

  Might wend their ways thither. Then he of the warriors

  Round wended his steed, and spake a word backward:

  Time now for my faring; but the Father All-wielder

  May He with all helping henceforward so hold you

  All whole in your wayfaring. Will I to sea-side

  Against the wroth folk to hold warding ever.
 






  








VI. BEOWULF AND THE GEATS COME INTO HART.
 

  Stone-diverse the street was, straight uplong the path led   320

  The warriors together. There shone the war-byrny

  The hard and the hand-lock’d; the ring-iron sheer

  Sang over their war-gear, when they to the hall first

  In their gear the all-fearful had gat them to ganging.

  So then the sea-weary their wide shields set down,

  Their war-rounds the mighty, against the hall’s wall.

  Then bow’d they to bench, and rang there the byrnies,

  The war-weed of warriors, and up-stood the spears,

  The war-gear of the sea-folk all gather’d together.

  The ash-holt grey-headed; that host of the iron   330

  With weapons was worshipful. There then a proud chief

  Of those lads of the battle speer’d after their line:

Whence ferry ye then the shields golden-faced,

  The grey sarks therewith, and the helms all bevisor’d,

  And a heap of the war-shafts? Now am I of Hrothgar

  The man and the messenger: ne’er saw I of aliens

  So many of men more might-like of mood.

  I ween that for pride-sake, no wise for wrack-wending

  But for high might of mind, ye to Hrothgar have sought.

Unto him then the heart-hardy answer’d and spake,   340

  The proud earl of the Weders the word gave aback,

  The hardy neath helm: Now of Hygelac are we

  The board-fellows; Beowulf e’en is my name,

  And word will I say unto Healfdene’s son,

  To the mighty, the folk-lord, what errand is mine,

  Yea unto thy lord, if to us he will grant it

  That him, who so good is, anon we may greet.

Spake Wulfgar the word, a lord of the Wendels,

  And the mood of his heart of a many was kenned,

  His war and his wisdom: I therefore the Danes’ friend   350

  Will lightly be asking, of the lord of the Scyldings,

  The dealer of rings, since the boon thou art bidding,

  The mighty folk-lord, concerning thine errand,

  And swiftly the answer shall do thee to wit

  Which the good one to give thee aback may deem meetest.

Then turn’d he in haste to where Hrothgar was sitting

  Right old and all hoary mid the host of his earl-folk:

  Went the valour-stark; stood he the shoulders before

  Of the Dane-lord: well could he the doughty ones’ custom.

  So Wulfgar spake forth to his lord the well-friendly:   360

  Hither are ferry’d now, come from afar off

  O’er the field of the ocean, a folk of the Geats;

  These men of the battle e’en Beowulf name they

  Their elder and chiefest, and to thee are they bidding

  That they, O dear lord, with thee may be dealing

  In word against word. Now win them no naysay

  Of thy speech again-given, O Hrothgar the glad-man:

  For they in their war-gear, methinketh, be worthy

  Of good deeming of earls; and forsooth naught but doughty

  Is he who hath led o’er the warriors hither.     370
 






  








VII. BEOWULF SPEAKETH WITH HROTHGAR, AND TELLETH HOW HE WILL MEET GRENDEL.
 

  Word then gave out Hrothgar the helm of the Scyldings:

  I knew him in sooth when he was but a youngling,

  And his father, the old man, was Ecgtheow hight;

  Unto whom at his home gave Hrethel the Geat-lord

  His one only daughter; and now hath his offspring

  All hardy come hither a lief lord to seek him.

  For that word they spake then, the sea-faring men,

  E’en they who the gift-seat for the Geat-folk had ferry’d,

  Brought thither for thanks, that of thirty of menfolk

  The craft of might hath he within his own handgrip,   380

  That war-strong of men. Now him holy God

  For kind help hath sent off here even to us,

  We men of the West Danes, as now I have weening,

  ‘Gainst the terror of Grendel. So I to that good one

  For his mighty mood-daring shall the dear treasure bid.

  Haste now and be speedy, and bid them in straightway,

  The kindred-band gather’d together, to see us,

  And in words say thou eke that they be well comen

  To the folk of the Danes. To the door of the hall then

  Went Wulfgar, and words withinward he flitted:   390

  He bade me to say you, my lord of fair battle,

  The elder of East-Danes, that he your blood knoweth,

  And that unto him are ye the sea-surges over,

  Ye lads hardy-hearted, well come to land hither;

  And now may ye wend you all in war-raiment

  Under the battle-mask Hrothgar to see.

  But here let your battle-boards yet be abiding,

  With your war-weed and slaughter-shafts, issue of words.

  Then rose up the rich one, much warriors around him,

  Chosen heap of the thanes, but there some abided   400

  The war-gear to hold, as the wight one was bidding.

  Swift went they together, as the warrior there led them,

  Under Hart’s roof: went the stout-hearted,

  The hardy neath helm, till he stood by the high-seat.

  Then Beowulf spake out, on him shone the byrny,

  His war-net besown by the wiles of the smith:

Hail to thee, Hrothgar! I am of Hygelac

  Kinsman and folk-thane; fair deeds have I many

  Begun in my youth-tide, and this matter of Grendel

  On the turf of mine own land undarkly I knew.    410

  ’Tis the seafarers’ say that standeth this hall,

  The best house forsooth, for each one of warriors

  All idle and useless, after the even-light

  Under the heaven-loft hidden becometh.

  Then lightly they learn’d me, my people, this lore,

  E’en the best that there be of the wise of the churls,

  O Hrothgar the kingly, that thee should I seek to,

  Whereas of the might of my craft were they cunning;

  For they saw me when came I from out of my wargear,

  Blood-stain’d from the foe whenas five had I bounden,   420

  Quell’d the kin of the eotens, and in the wave slain

  The nicors by night-tide: strait need then I bore,

  Wreak’d the grief of the Weders, the woe they had gotten;

  I ground down the wrathful; and now against Grendel

  I here with the dread one alone shall be dooming,

  In Thing with the giant. I now then with thee,

  O lord of the bright Danes, will fall to my bidding,

  O berg of Scyldings, and bid thee one boon,

  Which, O refuge of warriors, gainsay me not now,

  Since, O free friend of folks, from afar have I come,   430

  That I alone, I and my band of the earls,

  This hard heap of men, may cleanse Hart of ill.

  This eke have I heard say, that he, the fell monster,

  In his wan-heed recks nothing of weapons of war;

  Forgo I this therefore (if so be that Hygelac

  Will still be my man-lord, and he blithe of mood)

  To bear the sword with me, or bear the broad shield,

  Yellow-round to the battle; but with naught save the hand-grip

  With the foe shall I grapple, and grope for the life

  The loathly with loathly. There he shall believe   440

  In the doom of the Lord whom death then shall take.

  Now ween I that he, if he may wield matters,

  E’en there in the war-hall the folk of the Geats

  Shall eat up unafear’d, as oft he hath done it

  With the might of the Hrethmen: no need for thee therefore

  My head to be hiding; for me will he have

  With gore all bestain’d, if the death of men get me;

  He will bear off my bloody corpse minded to taste it;

  Unmournfully then will the Lone-goer eat it,

  Will blood-mark the moor-ways; for the meat of my body   450

  Naught needest thou henceforth in any wise grieve thee.

  But send thou to Hygelac, if the war have me,

  The best of all war-shrouds that now my breast wardeth,

  The goodliest of railings, the good gift of Hrethel,

  The hand-work of Weland. Weird wends as she willeth.
 






  








VIII. HROTHGAR ANSWERETH BEOWULF AND BIDDETH HIM SIT TO THE FEAST.
 

  Spake out then Hrothgar the helm of the Scyldings:

  Thou Beowulf, friend mine, for battle that wardeth

  And for help that is kindly hast sought to us hither.

  Fought down thy father the most of all feuds;

  To Heatholaf was he forsooth for a hand-bane     460

  Amidst of the Wylfings. The folk of the Weders

  Him for the war-dread that while might not hold.

  So thence did he seek to the folk of the South-Danes

  O’er the waves’ wallow, to the Scyldings be-worshipped.

  Then first was I wielding the weal of the Dane-folk,

  That time was I holding in youth-tide the gem-rich

  Hoard-burg of the heroes. Dead then was Heorogar,

  Mine elder of brethren; unliving was he,

  The Healfdene’s bairn that was better than I.

  That feud then thereafter with fee did I settle;   470

  I sent to the Wylfing folk over the waters’ back

  Treasures of old time; he swore the oaths to me.

  Sorrow is in my mind that needs must I say it

  To any of grooms, of Grendel what hath he

  Of shaming in Hart, and he with his hate-wiles

  Of sudden harms framed; the host of my hall-floor,

  The war-heap, is waned; Weird swept them away

  Into horror of Grendel. It is God now that may lightly

  The scather the doltish from deeds thrust aside.

  Full oft have they boasted with beer well bedrunken,   480

  My men of the battle all over the ale-stoup,

  That they in the beer-hall would yet be abiding

  The onset of Grendel with the terror of edges.

  But then was this mead-hall in the tide of the morning,

  This warrior-hall, gore-stain’d when day at last gleamed,

  All the boards of the benches with blood besteam’d over,

  The hall laid with sword-gore: of lieges less had I

  Of dear and of doughty, for them death had gotten.

  Now sit thou to feast and unbind thy mood freely,

  Thy war-fame unto men as the mind of thee whetteth.   490

Then was for the Geat-folk and them all together

  There in the beer-hall a bench bedight roomsome,

  There the stout-hearted hied them to sitting

  Proud in their might: a thane minded the service,

  Who in hand upbare an ale-stoup adorned,

  Skinked the sheer mead; whiles sang the shaper

  Clear out in Hart-hall; joy was of warriors,

  Men doughty no little of Danes and of Weders.
 






  








IX. UNFERTH CONTENDETH IN WORDS WITH BEOWULF.
 

  Spake out then Unferth that bairn was of Ecglaf,

  And he sat at the feet of the lord of the Scyldings,   500

  He unbound the battle-rune; was Beowulf’s faring,

  Of him the proud mere-farer, mickle unliking,

  Whereas he begrudg’d it of any man other

  That he glories more mighty the middle-garth over

  Should hold under heaven than he himself held:

Art thou that Beowulf who won strife with Breca

  On the wide sea contending in swimming,

  When ye two for pride’s sake search’d out the floods

  And for a dolt’s cry into deep water

  Thrust both your life-days? No man the twain of you,   510

  Lief or loth were he, might lay wyte to stay you

  Your sorrowful journey, when on the sea row’d ye;

  Then when the ocean-stream ye with your arms deck’d,

  Meted the mere-streets, there your hands brandish’d!

  O’er the Spearman ye glided; the sea with waves welter’d,

  The surge of the winter. Ye twain in the waves’ might

  For a seven nights swink’d. He outdid thee in swimming,

  And the more was his might; but him in the morn-tide

  To the Heatho-Remes’ land the holm bore ashore.

  And thence away sought he to his dear land and lovely,   520

  The lief to his people sought the land of the Brondings,

  The fair burg peace-warding, where he the folk owned,

  The burg and the gold rings. What to theeward he boasted,

  Beanstan’s son, for thee soothly he brought it about.

  Now ween I for thee things worser than erewhile,

  Though thou in the war-race wert everywhere doughty,

  In the grim war, if thou herein Grendel darest

  Night-long for a while of time nigh to abide.

Then Beowulf spake out, the Ecgtheow’s bairn:

  What! thou no few of things, O Unferth my friend,   530

  And thou drunken with beer, about Breca hast spoken,

  Saidest out of his journey; so the sooth now I tell:

  To wit, that the more might ever I owned,

  Hard wearing on wave more than any man else.

  We twain then, we quoth it, while yet we were younglings,

  And we boasted between us, the twain of us being yet

  In our youth-days, that we out onto the Spearman

  Our lives would adventure; and e’en so we wrought It.

  We had a sword naked, when on the sound row’d we,

  Hard in hand, as we twain against the whale-fishes   540

  Had mind to be warding us. No whit from me

  In the waves of the sea-flood afar might he float

  The hastier in holm, nor would I from him hie me.

  Then we two together, we were in the sea

  For a five nights, till us twain the flood drave asunder,

  The weltering of waves. Then the coldest of weathers

  In the dusking of night and the wind from the northward

  Battle-grim turn’d against us, rough grown were the billows.

  Of the mere-fishes then was the mood all up-stirred;

  There me ‘gainst the loathly the body-sark mine,   550

  The hard and the hand-lock’d, was framing me help,

  My battle-rail braided, it lay on my breast

  Gear’d graithly with gold. But me to the ground tugg’d

  A foe and fiend-scather; fast he had me In hold

  That grim one in grip: yet to me was it given.

  That the wretch there, the monster, with point might I reach,

  With my bill of the battle, and the war-race off bore

  The mighty mere-beast through the hand that was mine.
 






  








X. BEOWULF MAKES AN END OF HIS TALE OF THE SWIMMING. WEALHTHEOW, HROTHGAR’S QUEEN, GREETS HIM; AND HROTHGAR DELIVERS TO HIM THE WARDING OF THE HALL.
 

  Thus oft and oft over the doers of evil

  They threatened me hard; thane-service I did them   560

  With the dear sword of mine, as forsooth it was meet,

  That nowise of their fill did they win them the joy

  The evil fordoers in swallowing me down,

  Sitting round at the feast nigh the ground of the sea.

  Yea rather, a morning-tide, mangled by sword-edge

  Along the waves’ leaving up there did they lie

  Lull’d asleep with the sword, so that never sithence

  About the deep floods for the farers o’er ocean

  The way have they letted. Came the light from the eastward,

  The bright beacon of God, and grew the seas calm,   570

  So that the sea-nesses now might I look on,

  The windy walls. Thuswise Weird oft will be saving

  The earl that is unfey, when his valour availeth.

  Whatever, it happ’d me that I with the sword slew

  Nicors nine. Never heard I of fighting a night-tide

  ‘Neath the vault of the heavens was harder than that,

  Nor yet on the sea-streams of woefuller wight.

  Whatever, forth won I with life from the foes’ clutch

  All of wayfaring weary. But me the sea upbore,

  The flood downlong the tide with the weltering of waters,   580

  All onto the Finnland. No whit of thee ever

  Mid such strife of the battle-gear have I heard say,

  Such terrors of bills. Nor never yet Breca

  In the play of the battle, nor both you, nor either,

  So dearly the deeds have framed forsooth

  With the bright flashing swords; though of this naught I boast me.

  But thou of thy brethren the banesman becamest,

  Yea thine head-kin forsooth, for which in hell shalt thou

  Dree weird of damnation, though doughty thy wit be;

  For unto thee say I forsooth, son of Ecglaf,     590

  That so many deeds never Grendel had done,

  That monster the loathly, against thine own lord,

  The shaming in Hart-hall, if suchwise thy mind were,

  And thy soul e’en as battle-fierce, such as thou sayest.

  But he, he hath fram’d it that the feud he may heed not,

  The fearful edge-onset that is of thy folk,

  Nor sore need be fearful of the Victory-Scyldings.

  The need-pledges taketh he, no man he spareth

  Of the folk of the Danes, driveth war as he lusteth,

  Slayeth and feasteth unweening of strife         600

  With them of the Spear-Danes. But I, I shall show it,

  The Geats’ wightness and might ere the time weareth old,

  Shall bide him in war-tide. Then let him go who may go

  High-hearted to mead, sithence when the morn-light

  O’er the children of men of the second day hence,

  The sun clad in heaven’s air, shines from the southward.

Then merry of heart was the meter of treasures,

  The hoary-man’d war-renown’d, help now he trow’d in;

  The lord of the Bright-Danes on Beowulf hearken’d,

  The folk-shepherd knew him, his fast-ready mind.   610

  There was laughter of heroes, and high the din rang

  And winsome the words were. Went Wealhtheow forth,

  The Queen she of Hrothgar, of courtesies mindful,

  The gold-array’d greeted the grooms in the hall,

  The free and frank woman the beaker there wended,

  And first to the East-Dane-folk’s fatherland’s warder,

  And bade him be blithe at the drinking of beer,

  To his people beloved, and lustily took he

  The feast and the hall-cup, that victory-fam’d King.

  Then round about went she, the Dame of the Helmings,   620

  And to doughty and youngsome, each deal of the folk there,

  Gave cups of the treasure, till now it betid

  That to Beowulf duly the Queen the ring-dighted,

  Of mind high uplifted, the mead-beaker bare.

  Then she greeted the Geat-lord, and gave God the thank,

  She, the wisefast In words, that the will had wax’d in her

  In one man of the earls to have trusting and troth

  For comfort from crimes. But the cup then he took,

  The slaughter-fierce warrior, from Wealhtheow the Queen.

  And then rim’d he the word, making ready for war,   630

  And Beowulf spake forth, the Ecgtheow’s bairn:

E’en that in mind had I when up on holm strode I,

  And in sea-boat sat down with a band of my men,

  That for once and for all the will of your people

  Would I set me to work, or on slaughter-field cringe

  Fast in grip of the fiend; yea and now shall I frame

  The valour of earl-folk, or else be abiding

  The day of mine end, here down in the mead-hall.

To the wife those his words well liking they were,

  The big word of the Geat; and the gold-adorn’d wended,   640

  The frank and free Queen to sit by her lord.

And thereafter within the high hall was as erst

  The proud word outspoken and bliss on the people,

  Was the sound of the victory-folk, till on a sudden

  The Healfdene’s son would now be a-seeking

  His rest of the even: wotted he for the Evil

  Within the high hall was the Hild-play bedight,

  Sithence that the sun-light no more should they see,

  When night should be darkening, and down over all

  The shapes of the shadow-helms should be a-striding   650

  Wan under the welkin. Uprose then all war-folk;

  Then greeted the glad-minded one man the other,

  Hrothgar to Beowulf, bidding him hail,

  And the wine-hall to wield, and withal quoth the word:

Never to any man erst have I given,

  Since the hand and the shield’s round aloft might I heave,

  This high hall of the Dane-folk, save now unto thee.

  Have now and hold the best of all houses,

  Mind thee of fame, show the might of thy valour!

  Wake the wroth one: no lack shall there be to thy willing   660

  If that wight work thou win and life therewithal.
 






  








XI. NOW IS BEOWULF LEFT IN THE HALL ALONE WITH HIS MEN.
 

  Then wended him Hrothgar with the band of his warriors,

  The high-ward of the Scyldings from out of the hall,

  For then would the war-lord go seek unto Wealhtheow

  The Queen for a bed-mate. The glory of king-folk

  Against Grendel had set, as men have heard say,

  A hall-ward who held him a service apart

  In the house of the Dane-lord, for eoten-ward held he.

  Forsooth he, the Geat-lord, full gladly he trowed

  In the might of his mood and the grace of the Maker.   670

  Therewith he did off him his byrny of iron

  And the helm from his head, and his dighted sword gave,

  The best of all irons, to the thane that abode him,

  And bade him to hold that harness of battle.

  Bespake then the good one, a big word he gave out,

  Beowulf the Geat, ere on the bed strode he:

Nowise in war I deem me more lowly

  In the works of the battle than Grendel, I ween;

  So not with the sword shall I lull him to slumber,

  Or take his life thuswise, though to me were it easy;   680

  Of that good wise he wots not, to get the stroke on me,

  To hew on my shield, for as stark as he shall be

  In the works of the foeman. So we twain a night-tide

  Shall forgo the sword, if he dare yet to seek

  The war without weapons. Sithence the wise God,

  The Lord that is holy, on which hand soever

  The glory may doom as due to him seemeth.

Bowed down then the war-deer, the cheek-bolster took

  The face of the earl; and about him a many

  Of sea-warriors bold to their hall-slumber bow’d them;   690

  No one of them thought that thence away should he

  Seek ever again to his home the beloved,

  His folk or his free burg, where erst he was fed;

  For of men had they learn’d that o’er mickle a many

  In that wine-hall aforetime the fell death had gotten

  Of the folk of the Danes; but the Lord to them gave it,

  To the folk of the Weders, the web of war-speeding,

  Help fair and good comfort, e’en so that their foeman

  Through the craft of one man all they overcame,

  By the self-might of one. So is manifest truth   700

  That God the Almighty the kindred of men

  Hath wielded wide ever. Now by wan night there came,

  There strode in the shade-goer; slept there the shooters,

  They who that horn-house should be a-holding,

  All men but one man: to men was that known,

  That them indeed might not, since will’d not the Maker,

  The scather unceasing drag off ‘neath the shadow;

  But he ever watching in wrath ‘gainst the wroth one

  Mood-swollen abided the battle-mote ever.
 






  








XII. GRENDEL COMETH INTO HART: OF THE STRIFE BETWIXT HIM AND BEOWULF.
 

  Came then from the moor-land, all under the mist-bents,   710

  Grendel a-going there, bearing God’s anger.

  The scather the ill one was minded of mankind

  To have one in his toils from the high hall aloft.

  ‘Neath the welkin he waded, to the place whence the wine-house,

  The gold-hall of men, most yarely he wist

  With gold-plates fair coloured; nor was it the first time

  That he unto Hrothgar’s high home had betook him.

  Never he in his life-days, either erst or thereafter,

  Of warriors more hardy or hall-thanes had found.

  Came then to the house the wight on his ways,    720

  Of all joys bereft; and soon sprang the door open,

  With fire-bands made fast, when with hand he had touch’d it;

  Brake the bale-heedy, he with wrath bollen,

  The mouth of the house there, and early thereafter

  On the shiny-fleck’d floor thereof trod forth the fiend;

  On went he then mood-wroth, and out from his eyes stood

  Likest to fire-flame light full unfair.

  In the high house beheld he a many of warriors,

  A host of men sib all sleeping together,

  Of man-warriors a heap; then laugh’d out his mood;   730

  In mind deem’d he to sunder, or ever came day,

  The monster, the fell one, from each of the men there

  The life from the body; for befell him a boding

  Of fulfilment of feeding: but weird now it was not

  That he any more of mankind thenceforward

  Should eat, that night over. Huge evil beheld then

  The Hygelac’s kinsman, and how the foul scather

  All with his fear-grips would fare there before him;

  How never the monster was minded to tarry,

  For speedily gat he, and at the first stour,     740

  A warrior a-sleeping, and unaware slit him,

  Bit his bone-coffer, drank blood a-streaming,

  Great gobbets swallow’d in; thenceforth soon had he

  Of the unliving one every whit eaten

  To hands and feet even: then forth strode he nigher,

  And took hold with his hand upon him the highhearted.

  The warrior a-resting; reach’d out to himwards

  The fiend with his hand, gat fast on him rathely

  With thought of all evil, and besat him his arm.

  Then swiftly was finding the herdsman of fouldeeds   750

  That forsooth he had met not in Middle-garth ever,

  In the parts of the earth, in any man else

  A hand-grip more mighty; then wax’d he of mood

  Heart-fearful, but none the more outward might he;

  Hence-eager his heart was to the darkness to hie him,

  And the devil-dray seek: not there was his service

  E’en such as he found in his life-days before.

  Then to heart laid the good one, the Hygelac’s kinsman,

  His speech of the even-tide; uplong he stood

  And fast with him grappled, till bursted his fingers.   760

  The eoten was out-fain, but on strode the earl.

  The mighty fiend minded was, whereso he might,

  To wind him about more widely away thence,

  And flee fenwards; he found then the might of his fingers

  In the grip of the fierce one; sorry faring was that

  Which he, the harm-scather, had taken to Hart.

  The warrior-hall dinn’d now; unto all Danes there waxed,

  To the castle-abiders, to each of the keen ones,

  To all earls, as an ale-dearth. Now angry were both

  Of the fierce mighty warriors, far rang out the hall-house;   770

  Then mickle the wonder it was that the wine-hall

  Withstood the two war-deer, nor welter’d to earth

  The fair earthly dwelling; but all fast was it builded

  Within and without with the banding of iron

  By crafty thought smithy’d. But there from the sill bow’d

  Fell many a mead-bench, by hearsay of mine,

  With gold well adorned, where strove they the wrothful.

  Hereof never ween’d they, the wise of the Scyldings,

  That ever with might should any of men

  The excellent, bone-dight, break into pieces,    780

  Or unlock with cunning, save the light fire’s embracing

  In smoke should it swallow. So uprose the roar

  New and enough; now fell on the North-Danes

  Ill fear and the terror, on each and on all men,

  Of them who from wall-top hearken’d the weeping,

  Even God’s foeman singing the fear-lay,

  The triumphless song, and the wound-bewailing

  Of the thrall of the Hell; for there now fast held him

  He who of men of main was the mightiest

  In that day which is told of, the day of this life.   790
 






  








XIII. BEOWULF HATH THE VICTORY: GRENDEL IS HURT DEADLY AND LEAVETH HAND AND ARM IN THE HALL.
 

  Naught would the earls’ help for anything thenceforth

  That murder-comer yet quick let loose of,

  Nor his life-days forsooth to any of folk

  Told he for useful. Out then drew full many

  Of Beowult’s earls the heir-loom of old days,

  For their lord and their master’s fair life would hey ward,

  That mighty of princes, if so might they do it.

  For this did they know not when they the strife dreed,

  Those hardy-minded men of the battle,

  And on every half there thought to be hewing,    800

  And search out his soul, that the ceaseless scather

  Not any on earth of the choice of all irons,

  Not one of the war-bills, would greet home for ever.

  For he had forsworn him from victory-weapons,

  And each one of edges. But his sundering of soul

  In the days that we tell of, the day of this life,

  Should be weary and woeful, the ghost wending elsewhere

  To the wielding of fiends to wend him afar.

  Then found he out this, he who mickle erst made

  Out of mirth of his mood unto children of men    810

  And had fram’d many crimes, he the foeman of God,

  That the body of him would not bide to avail him,

  But the hardy of mood, even Hygelac’s kinsman,

  Had him fast by the hand: now was each to the other

  All loathly while living: his body-sore bided

  The monster: was manifest now on his shoulder

  The unceasing wound, sprang the sinews asunder,

  The bone-lockers bursted. To Beowulf now

  Was the battle-fame given; should Grendel thenceforth

  Flee life-sick awayward and under the fen-bents   820

  Seek his unmerry stead: now wist he more surely

  That ended his life was, and gone over for ever,

  His day-tale told out. But was for all Dane-folk

  After that slaughter-race all their will done.

  Then had he cleans’d for them, he the far-comer,

  Wise and stout-hearted, the high hall of Hrothgar,

  And say’d it from war. So the night-work he joy’d in

  And his doughty deed done. Yea, but he for the East-Danes

  That lord of the Geat-folk his boast’s end had gotten,

  Withal their woes bygone all had he booted,      830

  And the sorrow hate-fashion’d that afore they had dreed,

  And the hard need and bitter that erst they must bear,

  The sorrow unlittle. Sithence was clear token

  When the deer of the battle laid down there the hand

  The arm and the shoulder, and all there together

  Of the grip of that Grendel ‘neath the great roof upbuilded.
 






  








XIV. THE DANES REJOICE; THEY GO TO LOOK ON THE SLOT OF GRENDEL, AND COME BACK TO HART, AND ON THE WAY MAKE MERRY WITH RACING AND THE TELLING OF TALES.
 

  There was then on the morning, as I have heard tell it,

  Round the gift-hall a many of men of the warriors:

  Were faring folk-leaders from far and from near

  O’er the wide-away roads the wonder to look on,   840

  The track of the loathly: his life-sundering nowise

  Was deem’d for a sorrow to any of men there

  Who gaz’d on the track of the gloryless wight;

  How he all a-weary of mood thence awayward,

  Brought to naught in the battle, to the mere of the nicors,

  Now fey and forth-fleeing, his life-steps had flitted.

  There all in the blood was the sea-brim a-welling,

  The dread swing of the waves was washing all mingled

  With hot blood; with the gore of the sword was it welling;

  The death-doom’d had dyed it, sithence he unmerry   850

  In his fen-hold had laid down the last of his life,

  His soul of the heathen, and hell gat hold on him.

Thence back again far’d they those fellows of old,

  With many a young one, from their wayfaring merry,

  Full proud from the mere-side on mares there a-riding

  The warriors on white steeds. There then was of Beowulf

  Set forth the might mighty; oft quoth it a many

  That nor northward nor southward beside the twin sea-floods,

  Over all the huge earth’s face now never another,

  Never under the heaven’s breadth, was there a better,   860

  Nor of wielders of war-shields a worthier of kingship;

  But neither their friendly lord blam’d they one whit,

  Hrothgar the glad, for good of kings was he.

  There whiles the warriors far-famed let leap

  Their fair fallow horses and fare into flyting

  Where unto them the earth-ways for fair-fashion’d seemed,

  Through their choiceness well kenned; and whiles a king’s thane,

  A warrior vaunt-laden, of lays grown bemindful,

  E’en he who all many of tales of the old days

  A multitude minded, found other words also       870

  Sooth-bounden, and boldly the man thus began

  E’en Beowulf’s wayfare well wisely to stir,

  With good speed to set forth the spells well areded

  And to shift about words. And well of all told he

  That he of Sigemund erst had heard say,

  Of the deeds of his might; and many things uncouth:

  Of the strife of the Wælsing and his wide wayfarings,

  Of those that men’s children not well yet they wist,

  The feud and the crimes, save Fitela with him;

  Somewhat of such things yet would he say,        880

  The eme to the nephew; e’en as they aye were

  In all strife soever fellows full needful;

  And full many had they of the kin of the eotens

  Laid low with the sword. And to Sigemund upsprang

  After his death-day fair doom unlittle

  Sithence that the war-hard the Worm there had quelled,

  The herd of the hoard; he under the hoar stone,

  The bairn of the Atheling, all alone dar’d it,

  That wight deed of deeds; with him Fitela was not.

  But howe’er, his hap was that the sword so through-waded   890

  The Worm the all-wondrous, that in the wall stood

  The iron dear-wrought: and the drake died the murder.

  There had the warrior so won by wightness,

  That he of the ring-hoard the use might be having

  All at his own will. The sea-boat he loaded,

  And into the ship’s barm bore the bright fretwork

  Wæls’ son. In the hotness the Worm was to-molten.

  Now he of all wanderers was widely the greatest

  Through the peoples of man-kind, the warder of warriors,

  By mighty deeds; erst then and early he throve.   900

  Now sithence the warfare of Heremod waned,

  His might and his valour, amidst of the eotens

  To the wielding of foemen straight was he betrayed,

  And speedily sent forth: by the surges of sorrow

  O’er-long was he lam’d, became he to his lieges,

  To all of the athelings, a life-care thenceforward.

  Withal oft bemoaned in times that were older

  The ways of that stout heart many a carle of the wisest.

  Who trow’d in him boldly for booting of bales,

  And had look’d that the king’s bairn should ever be thriving,   910

  His father’s own lordship should take, hold the folk,

  The hoard and the ward-burg, and realm of the heroes,

  The own land of the Scyldings. To all men was Beowulf,

  The Hygelac’s kinsman to the kindred of menfolk,

  More fair unto friends; but on Heremod crime fell.

  So whiles the men flyting the fallow street there

  With their mares were they meting. There then was the morn-light

  Thrust forth and hasten’d; went many a warrior

  All hardy of heart to the high hall aloft

  The rare wonder to see; and the King’s self withal   920

  From the bride-bower wended, the warder of ring-hoards,

  All glorious he trod and a mickle troop had he,

  He for choice ways beknown; and his Queen therewithal

  Meted the mead-path with a meyny of maidens.
 






  








XV. KING HROTHGAR AND HIS THANES LOOK ON THE ARM OF GRENDEL. CONVERSE BETWIXT HROTHGAR AND BEOWULF CONCERNING THE BATTLE.
 

  Out then spake Hrothgar; for he to the hall went,

  By the staple a-standing the steep roof he saw

  Shining fair with the gold, and the hand there of Grendel:

For this sight that I see to the All-wielder thanks

  Befall now forthwith, for foul evil I bided,

  All griefs from this Grendel; but God, glory’s Herder,   930

  Wonder on wonder ever can work.

  Unyore was it then when I for myself

  Might ween never more, wide all through my life-days,

  Of the booting of woes; when all blood-besprinkled

  The best of all houses stood sword-gory here;

  Wide then had the woe thrust off each of the wise

  Of them that were looking that never life-long

  That land-work of the folk they might ward from the loathly,

  From ill wights and devils. But now hath a warrior

  Through the might of the Lord a deed made thereunto   940

  Which we, and all we together, in nowise

  By wisdom might work. What! well might be saying

  That maid whosoever this son brought to birth

  According to man’s kind, if yet she be living,

  That the Maker of old time to her was all-gracious

  In the bearing of bairns. O Beowulf, I now

  Thee best of all men as a son unto me

  Will love in my heart, and hold thou henceforward

  Our kinship new-made now; nor to thee shall be lacking

  As to longings of world-goods whereof I have wielding;   950

  Full oft I for lesser things guerdon have given,

  The worship of hoards, to a warrior was weaker,

  A worser in strife. Now thyself for thyself

  By deeds hast thou fram’d it that liveth thy fair fame

  For ever and ever. So may the All-wielder

  With good pay thee ever, as erst he hath done it.

Then Beowulf spake out, the Ecgtheow’s bairn:

  That work of much might with mickle of love

  We framed with fighting, and frowardly ventur’d

  The might of the uncouth; now I would that rather   960

  Thou mightest have look’d on the very man there,

  The foe in his fret-gear all worn unto falling.

  There him in all haste with hard griping did I

  On the slaughter-bed deem it to bind him indeed,

  That he for my hand-grip should have to be lying

  All busy for life: but his body fled off.

  Him then, I might not (since would not the Maker)

  From his wayfaring sunder, nor naught so well sought I

  The life-foe; o’er-mickle of might was he yet,

  The foeman afoot: but his hand has he left us,   970

  A life-ward, a-warding the ways of his wending,

  His arm and his shoulder therewith. Yet in nowise

  That wretch of the grooms any solace hath got him,

  Nor longer will live the loathly deed-doer,

  Beswinked with sins; for the sore hath him now

  In the grip of need grievous, in strait hold togather’d

  With bonds that be baleful: there shall he abide,

  That wight dyed with all evil-deeds, the doom mickle,

  For what wise to him the bright Maker will write it.

Then a silenter man was the son there of Ecglaf   980

  In the speech of the boasting of works of the battle,

  After when every atheling by craft of the earl

  Over the high roof had look’d on the hand there,

  Yea, the fiend’s fingers before his own eyen,

  Each one of the nail-steads most like unto steel,

  Hand-spur of the heathen one; yea, the own claw

  Uncouth of the war-wight. But each one there quoth it,

  That no iron of the best, of the hardy of folk,

  Would touch him at all, which e’er of the monster

  The battle-hand bloody might bear away thence.   990
 






  








XVI. HROTHGAR GIVETH GIFTS TO BEOWULF.
 

  Then was speedily bidden that Hart be withinward

  By hand of man well adorn’d; was there a many

  Of warriors and wives, who straightway that wine-house

  The guest-house, bedight them: there gold-shotten shone

  The webs over the walls, many wonders to look on

  For men every one who on such things will stare.

Was that building the bright all broken about

  All withinward, though fast in the bands of the iron;

  Asunder the hinges rent, only the roof there

  Was saved all sound, when the monster of evil   1000

  The guilty of crime-deeds had gat him to flight

  Never hoping for life. Nay, lightly now may not

  That matter be fled from, frame it whoso may frame it.

  But by strife man shall win of the bearers of souls,

  Of the children of men, compelled by need,

  The abiders on earth, the place made all ready,

  The stead where his body laid fast on his death-bed

  Shall sleep after feast. Now time and place was it

  When unto the hall went that Healfdene’s son,

  And the King himself therein the feast should be sharing;   1010

  Never heard I of men-folk in fellowship more

  About their wealth-giver so well themselves bearing.

  Then bow’d unto bench there the abounders in riches

  And were fain of their fill. Full fairly there took

  A many of mead-cups the kin of those men,

  The sturdy of heart in the hall high aloft,

  Hrothgar and Hrothulf. Hart there withinward

  Of friends was fulfilled; naught there that was guilesome

  The folk of the Scyldings for yet awhile framed.

Gave then to Beowulf Healfdene’s bairn        1020

  A golden war-ensign, the victory’s guerdon,

  A staff-banner fair-dight, a helm and a byrny:

  The great jewel-sword a many men saw them

  Bear forth to the hero. Then Beowulf took

  The cup on the floor, and nowise of that fee-gift

  Before the shaft-shooters the shame need he have.

  Never heard I how friendlier four of the treasures,

  All gear’d with the gold about, many men erewhile

  On the ale-bench have given to others of men.

  Round the roof of the helm, the burg of the head,   1030

  A wale wound with wires held ward from without-ward,

  So that the file-leavings might not over fiercely,

  Were they never so shower-hard, scathe the shield-bold,

  When he ‘gainst the angry in anger should get him.

  Therewith bade the earls’ burg that eight of the horses

  With cheek-plates adorned be led down the floor

  In under the fences; on one thereof stood

  A saddle all craft-bedeck’d, seemly with treasure.

  That same was the war-seat of the high King full surely

  Whenas that the sword-play that Healfdene’s son   1040

  Would work; never failed in front of the war

  The wide-kenn’d one’s war-might, whereas fell the slain.

So to Beowulf thereon of either of both

  The Ingwines’ high warder gave wielding to have,

  Both the war-steeds and weapons, and bade him well brook them.

  Thuswise and so manly the mighty of princes,

  Hoard-warden of heroes, the battle-race paid

  With mares and with gems, so as no man shall blame them,

  E’en he who will say sooth aright as it is.
 






  








XVII. THEY FEAST IN HART. THE GLEEMAN SINGS OF FINN AND HENGEST.
 

  Then the lord of the earl-folk to every and each one   1050

  Of them who with Beowulf the sea-ways had worn

  Then and there on the mead-bench did handsel them treasure,

  An heir-loom to wit; for him also he bade it

  That a were-gild be paid, whom Grendel aforetime

  By wickedness quell’d, as far more of them would he,

  Save from them God all-witting the weird away wended,

  And that man’s mood withal. But the Maker all wielded

  Of the kindred of mankind, as yet now he doeth.

  Therefore through-witting will be the best everywhere

  And the forethought of mind. Many things must abide   1060

  Of lief and of loth, he who here a long while

  In these days of the strife with the world shall be dealing.

There song was and sound all gather’d together

  Of that Healfdene’s warrior and wielder of battle,

  The wood of glee greeted, the lay wreaked often,

  Whenas the hall-game the minstrel of Hrothgar

  All down by the mead-bench tale must be making:

By Finn’s sons aforetime, when the fear gat them,

  The hero of Half-Danes, Hnaef of the Scyldings,

  On the slaughter-field Frisian needs must he fall.   1070

  Forsooth never Hildeburh needed to hery

  The troth of the Eotens; she all unsinning

  Was lorne of her lief ones in that play of the linden,

  Her bairns and her brethren, by fate there they fell

  Spear-wounded. That was the all-woeful of women.

  Not unduly without cause the daughter of Hoc

  Mourn’d the Maker’s own shaping, sithence came the morn

  When she under the heavens that tide came to see,

  Murder-bale of her kinsmen, where most had she erewhile?

  Of world’s bliss. The war-tide took all men away   1080

  Of Finn’s thanes that were, save only a few;

  E’en so that he might not on the field of the meeting

  Hold Hengest a war-tide, or fight any whit,

  Nor yet snatch away thence by war the woe-leavings

  From the thane of the King; but terms now they bade him

  That for them other stead all for all should make room,

  A hall and high settle, whereof the half-wielding

  They with the Eotens’ bairns henceforth might hold,

  And with fee-gifts moreover the son of Folkwalda

  Each day of the days the Danes should beworthy;   1090

  The war-heap of Hengest with rings should he honour

  Even so greatly with treasure of treasures,

  Of gold all beplated, as he the kin Frisian

  Down in the beer-hall duly should dight.

  Troth then they struck there each of the two halves,

  A peace-troth full fast. There Finn unto Hengest

  Strongly, unstrifeful, with oath-swearing swore,

  That he the woe-leaving by the doom of the wise ones

  Should hold in ail honour, that never man henceforth

  With word or with work the troth should be breaking,   1100

  Nor through craft of the guileful should undo it ever,

  Though their ring-giver’s bane they must follow in rank

  All lordless, e’en so need is it to be:

  But if any of Frisians by over-bold speaking

  The murderful hatred should call unto mind,

  Then naught but the edge of the sword should avenge it.

  Then done was the oath there, and gold of the golden

  Heav’d up from the hoard. Of the bold Here-Scyldings

  All yare on the bale was the best battle-warrior;

  On the death-howe beholden was easily there     1110

  The sark stain’d with war-sweat, the all-golden swine,

  The iron-hard boar; there was many an atheling

  With wounds all outworn; some on slaughter-field welter’d.

  But Hildeburh therewith on Hnæf’s bale she bade them

  The own son of herself to set fast in the flame,

  His bone-vats to burn up and lay on the bale there:

  On his shoulder all woeful the woman lamented,

  Sang songs of bewailing, as the warrior strode upward,

  Wound up to the welkin that most of death-fires,

  Before the howe howled; there molten the heads were,   1120

  The wound-gates burst open, there blood was out-springing

  From foe-bites of the body; the flame swallow’d all,

  The greediest of ghosts, of them that war gat him

  Of either of folks; shaken off was their life-breath.
 






  








XVIII. THE ENDING OF THE TALE OF FINN.
 

  Departed the warriors their wicks to visit

  All forlorn of their friends now, Friesland to look on,

  Their homes and their high burg. Hengest a while yet

  Through the slaughter-dyed winter bode dwelling with Finn

  And all without strife: he remember’d his homeland,

  Though never he might o’er the mere be a-driving   1130

  The high prow be-ringed: with storm the holm welter’d,

  Won war ‘gainst the winds; winter locked the waves

  With bondage of ice, till again came another

  Of years into the garth, as yet it is ever,

  And the days which the season to watch never cease,

  The glory-bright weather; then gone was the winter,

  And fair was the earth’s barm. Now hastened the exile.

  The guest from the garths; he on getting of vengeance

  Of harms thought more greatly than of the sea’s highway,

  If he but a wrath-mote might yet be a-wending   1140

  Where the bairns of the Eotens might he still remember.

  The ways of the world forwent he in nowise

  Then, whenas Hunlafing the light of the battle,

  The best of all bills, did into his breast,

  Whereof mid the Eotens were the edges well knowen.

  Withal to the bold-hearted Finn befell after

  Sword-bales the deadly at his very own dwelling,

  When the grim grip of war Guthlaf and Oslaf

  After the sea-fare lamented with sorrow

  And wyted him deal of their woes; nor then might he   1150

  In his breast hold his wavering heart. Was the hall dight

  With the lives of slain foemen, and slain eke was Finn

  The King ‘midst of his court-men; and there the Queen, taken,

  The shooters of the Scyldings ferry’d down to the sea-ships,

  And the house-wares and chattels the earth-king had had,

  E’en such as at Finn’s home there might they find,

  Of collars and cunning gems. They on the sea-path

  The all-lordly wife to the Danes straightly wended,

  Led her home to their people. So sung was the lay,

  The song of the gleeman; then again arose game,   1160

  The bench-voice wax’d brighter, gave forth the birlers

  Wine of the wonder-vats. Then came forth Wealhtheow

  Under gold ring a-going to where sat the two good ones,

  The uncle and nephew, yet of kindred unsunder’d,

  Each true to the other. Eke Unferth the spokesman

  Sat at feet of the Scyldings’ lord; each of his heart trow’d

  That of mickle mood was he, though he to his kinsmen

  Were un-upright in edge-play. Spake the dame of the Scyldings:

Now take thou this cup, my lord of the kingly,

  Bestower of treasures! Be thou in thy joyance,   1170

  Thou gold-friend of men! and speak to these Geat-folk

  In mild words, as duly behoveth to do;

  Be glad toward the Geat-folk, and mindful of gifts;

  From anigh and from far peace hast thou as now.

  To me one hath said it, that thou for a son wouldst

  This warrior be holding. Lo! Hart now is cleansed,

  The ring-hall bright-beaming. Have joy while thou mayest

  In many a meed, and unto thy kinsmen

  Leave folk and dominion, when forth thou must fare

  To look on the Maker’s own making. I know now   1180

  My Hrothulf the gladsome, that he this young man

  Will hold in all honour if thou now before him,

  O friend of the Scyldings, shall fare from the world;

  I ween that good-will yet this man will be yielding

  To our offspring that after us be, if he mind him

  Of all that which we two, for good-will and for worship,

  Unto him erst a child yet have framed of kindness.

Then along by the bench did she turn, where her boys were,

  Hrethric and Hrothmund, and the bairns of high warriors,

  The young ones together; and there sat the good one,   1190

  Beowulf the Geat, betwixt the two brethren.
 






  








XIX. MORE GIFTS ARE GIVEN TO BEOWULF. THE BRISING COLLAR TOLD OF.
 

  Borne to him then the cup was, and therewith friendly bidding

  In words was put forth; and gold about wounden

  All blithely they bade him bear; arm-gearings twain,

  Rail and rings, the most greatest of fashion of neck-rings

  Of them that on earth I have ever heard tell of:

  Not one under heaven wrought better was heard of

  Midst the hoard-gems of heroes, since bore away Hama

  To the bright burg and brave the neck-gear of the Brisings,

  The gem and the gem-chest: from the foeman’s guile fled he   1200

  Of Eormenric then, and chose rede everlasting.

  That ring Hygelac had, e’en he of the Geat-folk,

  The grandson of Swerting, the last time of all times

  When he under the war-sign his treasure defended,

  The slaughter-prey warded. Him weird bore away

  Sithence he for pride-sake the war-woe abided,

  The feud with the Frisians; the fretwork he flitted,

  The gem-stones much worthy, all over the waves’ cup.

  The King the full mighty cring’d under the shield;

  Into grasp of the Franks the King’s life was gotten   1210

  With the gear of the breast and the ring altogether;

  It was worser war-wolves then reft gear from the slain

  After the war-shearing; there the Geats’ war-folk

  Held the house of the dead men. The Hall took the voices;

  Spake out then Wealhtheow; before the host said she:

Brook thou this roundel, lief Beowulf, henceforth,

  Dear youth, with all hail, and this rail be thou using,

  These gems of folk-treasures, and thrive thou well ever;

  Thy might then make manifest! Be to these lads here

  Kind of lore, and for that will I look to thy guerdon.   1220

  Thou hast won by thy faring, that far and near henceforth,

  Through wide time to come, men will give thee the worship,

  As widely as ever the sea winds about

  The windy land-walls. Be the while thou art living

  An atheling wealthy, and well do I will thee

  Of good of the treasures; be thou to my son

  In deed ever friendly, and uphold thy joyance!

  Lo! each of the earls here to the other is trusty,

  And mild of his mood and to man-lord full faithful,

  Kind friends all the thanes are, the folk ever yare.   1230

  Ye well drunk of folk-grooms, now do ye my biddings.

To her settle then far’d she; was the feast of the choicest,

  The men drank the wine nothing wotting of weird,

  The grim shaping of old, e’en as forth it had gone

  To a many of earls; sithence came the even,

  And Hrothgar departed to his chamber on high,

  The rich to his rest; and aright the house warded

  Earls untold of number, as oft did they erewhile.

  The bench-boards they bar’d them, and there they spread over

  With beds and with bolsters. Of the beer-skinkers one   1240

  Who fain was and fey bow’d adown to his floor-rest.

  At their heads then they rested their rounds of the battle,

  Their board-woods bright-shining. There on the bench was,

  Over the atheling, easy to look on

  The battle-steep war-helm, the byrny be-ringed,

  The wood of the onset, all-glorious. Their wont was

  That oft and oft were they all yare for the war-tide,

  Both at home and in hosting, were it one were it either,

  And for every such tide as their liege lord unto

  The need were befallen: right good was that folk.   1250
 






  








XX. GRENDEL’S DAM BREAKS INTO HART AND BEARS OFF AESCHERE.
 

  So sank they to slumber; but one paid full sorely

  For his rest of the even, as to them fell full often

  Sithence that the gold-hall Grendel had guarded,

  And won deed of unright, until that the end came

  And death after sinning: but clear was it shown now,

  Wide wotted of men, that e’en yet was a wreaker

  Living after the loathly, a long while of time

  After the battle-care, Grendel’s own mother;

  The woman, the monster-wife, minded her woe,

  She who needs must in horror of waters be wonning,   1260

  The streams all a-cold, sithence Cain was become

  For an edge-bane forsooth to his very own brother,

  The own son of his father. Forth bann’d then he fared,

  All marked by murder, from man’s joy to flee,

  And dwelt in the waste-land. Thence woke there a many

  Ghosts shapen of old time, of whom one was Grendel,

  The fierce wolf, the hateful, who found him at Hart

  A man there a-watching, abiding the war-tide;

  Where to him the fell ogre to hand-grips befell;

  Howe’er he him minded of the strength of his might,   1270

  The great gift set fast in him given of God,

  And trowed in grace by the All-wielder given,

  His fostering, his staying; so the fiend he o’ercame

  And bow’d down the Hell’s ghost, that all humble he wended

  Fordone of all mirth death’s house to go look on,

  That fiend of all mankind. But yet was his mother,

  The greedy, the glum-moody, fain to be going

  A sorrowful journey her son’s death to wreak.

So came she to Hart whereas now the Ring-Danes

  Were sleeping adown the hall; soon there befell   1280

  Change of days to the earl-folk, when in she came thrusting,

  Grendel’s mother: and soothly was minish’d the terror

  By even so much as the craft-work of maidens,

  The war-terror of wife, is beside the man weapon’d,

  When the sword all hard bounden, by hammers to-beaten,

  The sword all sweat-stain’d, through the swine o’er the war-helm

  With edges full doughty down rightly sheareth.

But therewith in the hall was tugg’d out the hard edge,

  The sword o’er the settles, and wide shields a many

  Heaved fast in the hand: no one the helm heeded,   1290

  Nor the byrny wide-wrought, when the wild fear fell on them.

  In haste was she then, and out would she thenceforth

  For the saving her life, whenas she should be found there.

  But one of the athelings she speedily handled

  And caught up full fast, and fenward so fared.

  But he was unto Hrothgar the liefest of heroes

  Of the sort of the fellows; betwixt the two sea-floods

  A mighty shield-warrior, whom she at rest brake up,

  A war-wight well famed. There Beowulf was not;

  Another house soothly had erewhile been dighted   1300

  After gift of that treasure to that great one of Geats.

Uprose cry then in Hart, all ‘mid gore had she taken

  The hand, the well-known, and now care wrought anew

  In the wicks was arisen. Naught well was the bargain

  That on both halves they needs must be buying that tide

  With the life-days of friends. Then the lord king, the wise,

  The hoary of war-folk, was harmed of mood

  When his elder of thanes and he now unliving,

  The dearest of all, he knew to be dead.

  To the bower full swiftly was Beowulf brought now,   1310

  The man victory-dower’d; together with day-dawn

  Went he, one of the earls, that champion beworthy’d,

  Himself with his fellows, where the wise was abiding

  To wot if the All-wielder ever will to him

  After the tale of woe happy change work.

  Then went down the floor he the war-worthy

  With the host of his hand, while high dinn’d the hall-wood,

  Till he there the wise one with words had well greeted,

  The lord of the Ingwines, and ask’d had the night been.

  Since sore he was summon’d, a night of sweet easement.   1320
 






  








XXI. HROTHGAR LAMENTS THE SLAYING OF AESCHERE, AND TELLS OF GRENDEL’S MOTHER AND HER DEN.
 

  Spake out then Hrothgar the helm of the Scyldings:

  Ask no more after bliss; for new-made now is sorrow

  For the folk of the Danes; for Aeschere is dead,

  He who was Yrmenlaf’s elder of brethren,

  My wise man of runes, my bearer of redes,

  Mine own shoulder-fellow, when we in the war-tide

  Warded our heads and the host on the host fell,

  And the boars were a-crashing; e’en such should an earl be,

  An atheling exceeding good, e’en as was Aeschere.

  Now in Hart hath befallen for a hand-bane unto him   1330

  A slaughter-ghost wandering; naught wot I whither

  The fell one, the carrion-proud, far’d hath her back-fare,

  By her fill made all famous. That feud hath she wreaked

  Wherein yesternight gone by Grendel thou quelledst

  Through thy hardihood fierce with grips hard enow.

  For that he over-long the lief people of me

  Made to wane and undid. In the war then he cringed,

  Being forfeit of life. But now came another,

  An ill-scather mighty, her son to awreak;

  And further hath she now the feud set on foot,   1340

  As may well be deemed of many a thane,

  Who after the wealth-giver weepeth in mind,

  A hard bale of heart. Now the hand lieth low

  Which well-nigh for every joy once did avail you.

The dwellers in land here, my people indeed,

  The wise-of-rede hall-folk, have I heard say e’en this:

  That they have set eyes on two such-like erewhile,

  Two mickle mark-striders the moorland a-holding,

  Ghosts come from elsewhere, but of them one there was,

  As full certainly might they then know it to be,   1350

  In the likeness of woman; and the other shap’d loathly

  All after man’s image trod the tracks of the exile,

  Save that more was he shapen than any man other;

  And in days gone away now they named him Grendel,

  The dwellers in fold; they wot not if a father

  Unto him was born ever in the days of erewhile

  Of dark ghosts. They dwell in a dim hidden land,

  The wolf-bents they bide in, on the nesses the windy,

  The perilous fen-paths where the stream of the fell-side

  Midst the mists of the nesses wends netherward ever,   1360

  The flood under earth. Naught far away hence,

  But a mile-mark forsooth, there standeth the mere,

  And over it ever hang groves all berimed,

  The wood fast by the roots over-helmeth the water.

  But each night may one a dread wonder there see,

  A fire in the flood. But none liveth so wise

  Of the bairns of mankind, that the bottom may know.

  Although the heath-stepper beswinked by hounds,

  The hart strong of horns, that holt-wood should seek to

  Driven fleeing from far, he shall sooner leave life,   1370

  Leave life-breath on the bank, or ever will he

  Therein hide his head. No hallow’d stead is it:

  Thence the blending of water-waves ever upriseth

  Wan up to the welkin, whenso the wind stirreth

  Weather-storms loathly, until the lift darkens

  And weepeth the heavens. Now along the rede wendeth

  Of thee again only. Of that earth yet thou know’st not,

  The fearful of steads, wherein thou mayst find

  That much-sinning wight; seek then if thou dare,

  And thee for that feud will I guerdon with fee,   1380

  The treasures of old time, as erst did I do,

  With the gold all-bewounden, if away thence thou get thee.
 






  








XXII. THEY FOLLOW GRENDEL’S DAM TO HER LAIR.
 

  Spake out then Beowulf the Ecgtheow’s bairn:

  O wise of men, mourn not; for to each man ’tis better

  That his friend he awreak than weep overmuch.

  Lo! each of us soothly abideth the ending

  Of the life of the world. Then let him work who work may

  High deeds ere the death: to the doughty of war-lads

  When he is unliving shall it best be hereafter.

  Rise up, warder of kingdom! and swiftly now wend we   1390

  The Grendel Kinswoman’s late goings to look on;

  And this I behote thee, that to holm shall she flee not,

  Nor into earth’s fathom, nor into the fell-holt,

  Nor the grounds of the ocean, go whereas she will go.

  For this one of days patience dree thou a while then

  Of each one of thy woes, as I ween it of thee.

Then leapt up the old man, and lightly gave God thank,

  That mighty of Lords, for the word which the man spake.

  And for Hrothgar straightway then was bitted a horse,

  A wave-maned steed: and the wise of the princes   1400

  Went stately his ways; and stepp’d out the man-troop,

  The linden-board bearers. Now lightly the tracks were

  All through the woodland ways wide to be seen there,

  Her goings o’er ground; she had gotten her forthright

  Over the mirk-moor: bore she of kindred thanes

  The best that there was, all bare of his soul,

  Of them that with Hrothgar heeded the home.

  Overwent then that bairn of the athelings

  Steep bents of the stones, and stridings full narrow,

  Strait paths nothing pass’d over, ways all uncouth,   1410

  Sheer nesses to wit, many houses of nicors.

He one of the few was going before

  Of the wise of the men the meadow to look on,

  Until suddenly there the trees of the mountains

  Over the hoar-stone found he a-leaning,

  A wood without gladness: the water stood under

  Dreary and troubled. Unto all the Danes was it,

  To the friends of the Scyldings, most grievous in mood

  To many of thanes such a thing to be tholing,

  Sore evil to each one of earls, for of Aeschere   1420

  The head did they find e’en there on the holm-cliff;

  The flood with gore welled (the folk looking on it),

  With hot blood. But whiles then the horn fell to singing

  A song of war eager. There sat down the band;

  They saw down the water a many of worm-kind,

  Sea-drakes seldom seen a-kenning the sound;

  Likewise on the ness-bents nicors a-lying,

  Who oft on the undern-tide wont are to hold them

  A course full of sorrow all over the sail-road.

  Now the worms and the wild-deer away did they speed   1430

  Bitter and wrath-swollen all as they heard it,

  The war-horn a-wailing: but one the Geats’ warden

  With his bow of the shafts from his life-days there sunder’d,

  From his strife of the waves; so that stood in his life-parts

  The hard arrow of war; and he in the holm was

  The slower in swimming as death away swept him.

  So swiftly in sea-waves with boar-spears forsooth

  Sharp-hook’d and hard-press’d was he thereupon,

  Set on with fierce battle, and on to the ness tugg’d,

  The wondrous wave-bearer; and men were beholding   1440

  The grisly guest, Beowulf therewith he gear’d him

  With weed of the earls: nowise of life reck’d he:

  Needs must his war-byrny, braided by hands,

  Wide, many-colour’d by cunning, the sound seek,

  E’en that which his bone-coffer knew how to ward,

  So that the war-grip his heart ne’er a while,

  The foe-snatch of the wrathful his life ne’er should scathe;

  Therewith the white war-helm warded his head,

  E’en that which should mingle with ground of the mere,

  And seek the sound-welter, with treasure beworthy’d,   1450

  All girt with the lordly chains, as in days gone by

  The weapon-smith wrought it most wondrously done,

  Beset with the swine-shapes, so that sithence

  The brand or the battle-blades never might bite it.

  Nor forsooth was that littlest of all of his mainstays,

  Which to him in his need lent the spokesman of Hrothgar,

  E’en the battle-sword hafted that had to name Hrunting,

  That in fore days was one of the treasures of old,

  The edges of iron with the poison twigs o’er-stain’d,

  With battle-sweat harden’d; in the brunt never fail’d he   1460

  Any one of the warriors whose hand wound about him,

  Who in grisly wayfarings durst ever to wend him

  To the folk-stead of foemen. Not the first of times was it

  That battle-work doughty it had to be doing.

  Forsooth naught remember’d that son there of Ecglaf,

  The crafty in mighty deeds, what ere he quoth

  All drunken with wine, when the weapon he lent

  To a doughtier sword-wolf: himself naught he durst it

  Under war of the waves there his life to adventure

  And warrior-ship work. So forwent he the glory,   1470

  The fair fame of valour. Naught far’d so the other

  Syth he to the war-tide had gear’d him to wend.
 






  








XXIII. BEOWULF REACHETH THE MERE-BOTTOM IN A DAY’S WHILE, AND CONTENDS WITH GRENDEL’S DAM.
 

  Out then spake Beowulf, Ecgtheow’s bairn:

  Forsooth be thou mindful, O great son of Healfdene,

  O praise of the princes, now way-fain am I,

  O gold-friend of men, what we twain spake aforetime:

  If to me for thy need it might so befall

  That I cease from my life-days, thou shouldest be ever

  To me, forth away wended, in the stead of a father.

  Do thou then bear in hand these thanes of my kindred,   1480

  My hand-fellows, if so be battle shall have me;

  Those same treasures withal, which thou gavest me erst,

  O Hrothgar the lief, unto Hygelac send thou;

  By that gold then shall wot the lord of the Geat-folk,

  Shall Hrethel’s son see, when he stares on the treasure,

  That I in fair man-deeds a good one have found me,

  A ring-giver; while I might, joy made I thereof.

  And let thou then Unferth the ancient loom have,

  The wave-sword adorned, that man kenned widely,

  The blade of hard edges; for I now with Hrunting   1490

  Will work me the glory, or else shall death get me.

So after these words the Weder-Geats’ chieftain

  With might of heart hasten’d; nor for answer then would he

  Aught tarry; the sea-welter straightway took hold on

  The warrior of men: wore the while of a daytide

  Or ever the ground-plain might he set eyes on.

Soon did she find, she who the flood-ring

  Sword-ravening had held for an hundred of seasons,

  Greedy and grim, that there one man of grooms

  The abode of the alien-wights sought from above;   1500

  Then toward him she grasp’d and gat hold on the warrior

  With fell clutch, but no sooner she scathed withinward

  The hale body; rings from without-ward it warded,

  That she could in no wise the war-skin clutch through,

  The fast locked limb-sark, with fingers all loathly.

  So bare then that sea-wolf when she came unto bottom

  The king of the rings to the court-hall adown

  In such wise that he might not, though hard-moody was he,

  Be wielding of weapons. But a many of wonders

  In sea-swimming swink’d him, and many a sea-deer   1510

  With his war-tusks was breaking his sark of the battle;

  The fell wights him follow’d. ’Twas then the earl found it

  That in foe-hall there was he, I wot not of which,

  Where never the water might scathe him a whit,

  Nor because of the roof-hall might reach to him there

  The fear-grip of the flood. Now fire-light he saw,

  The bleak beam forsooth all brightly a-shining.

  Then the good one, he saw the wolf of the ground,

  The mere-wife the mighty, and main onset made he

  With his battle-bill; never his hand withheld sword-swing   1520

  So that there on her head sang the ring-sword forsooth

  The song of war greedy. But then found the guest

  That the beam of the battle would bite not therewith,

  Or scathe life at all, but there failed the edge

  The king in his need. It had ere thol’d a many

  Of meetings of hand; oft it sheared the helm,

  The host-rail of the fey one; and then was the first time

  For that treasure dear lov’d that its might lay a-low.

  But therewithal steadfast, naught sluggish of valour,

  All mindful of high deeds was Hygelac’s kinsman.   1530

  Cast then the wounden blade bound with the gem-stones

  The warrior all angry, that it lay on the earth there,

  Stiff-wrought and steel-edged. In strength now he trusted,

  The hard hand-grip of might and main; so shall a man do

  When he in the war-tide yet looketh to winning

  The praise that is longsome, nor aught for life careth.

  Then fast by the shoulder, of the feud nothing recking,

  The lord of the War-Geats clutch’d Grendel’s mother,

  Cast down the battle-hard, bollen with anger,

  That foe of the life, till she bow’d to the floor;   1540

  But swiftly to him gave she back the hand-guerdon

  With hand-graspings grim, and griped against him;

  Then mood-weary stumbled the strongest of warriors,

  The foot-kemp, until that adown there he fell.

  Then she sat on the hall-guest and tugg’d out her sax,

  The broad and brown-edged, to wreak her her son,

  Her offspring her own. But lay yet on his shoulder

  The breast-net well braided, the berg of his life,

  That ‘gainst point and ‘gainst edge the entrance withstood.

  Gone amiss then forsooth had been Ecgtheow’s son   1550

  Underneath the wide ground there, the kemp of the Geats,

  Save to him his war-byrny had fram’d him a help,

  The hard host-net; and save that the Lord God the Holy

  Had wielded the war-gain, the Lord the All-wise;

  Save that the skies’ Ruler had rightwisely doom’d it

  All easily. Sithence he stood up again.
 






  








XXIV. BEOWULF SLAYETH GRENDEL’S DAM, SMITETH OFF GRENDEL’S HEAD, AND COMETH BACK WITH HIS THANES TO HART.
 

  Midst the war-gear he saw then a bill victory-wealthy,

  An old sword of eotens full doughty of edges,

  The worship of warriors. That was choice of all weapons,

  Save that more was it made than any man other   1560

  In the battle-play ever might bear it afield,

  So goodly, all glorious, the work of the giants.

  Then the girdled hilt seiz’d he, the Wolf of the Scyldings,

  The rough and the sword-grim, and drew forth the ring-sword,

  Naught weening of life, and wrathful he smote then

  So that there on her halse the hard edge begripped,

  And brake through the bone-rings: the bill all through-waded

  Her flesh-sheathing fey; cring’d she down on the floor;

  The sword was war-sweaty, the man in his work joy’d.

  The bright beam shone forth, the light stood withinward,   1570

  E’en as down from the heavens’ clear high aloft shineth

  The sky’s candle. He all along the house scanned;

  Then turn’d by the wall along, heav’d up his weapon

  Hard by the hilts the Hygelac’s thane there,

  Ireful one-reded; naught worthless the edge was

  Unto the warrior; but rathely now would he

  To Grendel make payment of many war-onsets,

  Of them that he wrought on the folk of the West Danes

  Oftener by mickle than one time alone,

  Whenas he the hearthfellows of Hrothgar the King   1580

  Slew in their slumber and fretted them sleeping,

  Men fifteen to wit of the folk of the Danes,

  And e’en such another deal ferry’d off outward,

  Loathly prey. Now he paid him his guerdon therefor,

  The fierce champion; so well, that abed there he saw

  Where Grendel war-weary was lying adown

  Forlorn of his life, as him ere had scathed

  The battle at Hart; sprang wide the body,

  Sithence after death he suffer’d the stroke,

  The hard swing of sword. Then he smote the head off him.   1590

Now soon were they seeing, those sage of the carles,

  E’en they who with Hrothgar gaz’d down on the holm,

  That the surge of the billows was blended about,

  The sea stain’d with blood. Therewith the hoar-blended,

  The old men, of the good one gat talking together

  That they of the Atheling ween’d never eft-soon

  That he, glad in his war-gain, should wend him a-seeking

  The mighty king, since unto many it seemed

  That him the mere-she-wolf had sunder’d and broken.

  Came then nones of the day, and the ness there they gave up,   1600

  The Scyldings the brisk; and then busk’d him home thence-ward

  The gold-friend of men. But the guests, there they sat

  All sick of their mood, and star’d on the mere;

  They wist not, they ween’d not if him their own friend-lord

  Himself they should see.

                        Now that sword began

  Because of the war-sweat into icicles war-made,

  The war-bill, to wane: that was one of the wonders

  That it melted away most like unto ice

  When the bond of the frost the Father lets loosen,

  Unwindeth the wave-ropes, e’en he that hath wielding   1610

  Of times and of seasons, who is the sooth Shaper.

In those wicks there he took not, the Weder-Geats’ champion,

  Of treasure-wealth more, though he saw there a many,

  Than the off-smitten head and the sword-hilts together

  With treasure made shifting; for the sword-blade was molten,

  The sword broider’d was burn’d up, so hot was that blood,

  So poisonous the alien ghost there that had died.

  Now soon was a-swimming he who erst in the strife bode

  The war-onset of wrath ones; he div’d up through the water;

  And now were the wave-welters cleansed full well,   1620

  Yea the dwellings full wide, where the ghost of elsewhither

  Let go of his life-days and the waning of living.

Came then unto land the helm of the ship-lads

  Swimming stout-hearted, glad of his sea-spoil,

  The burden so mighty of that which he bore there.

  Yode then against him and gave thanks to God

  That fair heap of thanes, and were fain of their lord,

  For that hale and sound now they might see him with eyen;

  Then was from the bold one the helm and the byrny

  All speedily loosen’d. The lake now was laid,   1630

  The water ‘neath welkin with war-gore bestained.

  Forth then they far’d them alongst of the foot-tracks,

  Men fain of heart all, as they meted the earth-way,

  The street the well known; then those king-bold of men

  Away from the holm-cliff the head there they bore

  Uneasily ever to each one that bore it,

  The full stout-heart of men: it was four of them needs must

  On the stake of the slaughter with strong toil there ferry

  Unto the gold-hall the head of that Grendel;

  Until forthright in haste came into that hall,   1640

  Fierce, keen in the hosting, a fourteen of men

  Of the Geat-folk a-ganging; and with them their lord,

  The moody amidst of the throng, trod the mead-plains;

  Came then in a-wending the foreman of thanes,

  The man keen of his deeds all beworshipp’d of doom,

  The hero, the battle-deer, Hrothgar to greet.

  Then was by the fell borne in onto the floor

  Grendel’s head, whereas men were a-drinking in hall,

  Aweful before the earls, yea and the woman.

  The sight wondrous to see the warriors there look’d on.   1650
 






  








XXV. CONVERSE OF HROTHGAR WITH BEOWULF.
 

  Spake out then Beowulf, Ecgtheow’s bairn:

  What! we the sea-spoils here to thee, son of Healfdene,

  High lord of the Scyldings, with lust have brought hither

  For a token of glory, e’en these thou beholdest.

  Now I all unsoftly with life I escaped,

  In war under the water dar’d I the work

  Full hard to be worked, and well-nigh there was

  The sundering of strife, save that me God had shielded.

  So it is that in battle naught might I with Hrunting

  One whit do the work, though the weapon be doughty;   1660

  But to me then he granted, the Wielder of men,

  That on wall I beheld there all beauteous hanging

  An ancient sword, might-endow’d (often he leadeth right

  The friendless of men); so forth drew I that weapon.

  In that onset I slew there, as hap then appaid me,

  The herd of the house; then that bill of the host,

  The broider’d sword, burn’d up, and that blood sprang forth

  The hottest of battle-sweats; but the hilts thereof thenceforth

  From the foemen I ferry’d. I wreaked the foul deeds,

  The death-quelling of Danes, e’en as duly behoved.   1670

  Now this I behote thee, that here in Hart mayst thou

  Sleep sorrowless henceforth with the host of thy men

  And the thanes every one that are of thy people

  Of doughty and young; that for them need thou dread not,

  O high lord of Scyldings, on that behalf soothly

  Life-bale for the earls as erst thou hast done.

Then was the hilt golden to the ancient of warriors,

  The hoary of host-leaders, into hand given,

  The old work of giants; it turn’d to the owning,

  After fall of the Devils, of the lord of the Danes,   1680

  That work of the wonder-smith, syth gave up the world

  The fierce-hearted groom, the foeman of God,

  The murder-beguilted, and there eke his mother;

  Unto the wielding of world-kings it turned,

  The best that there be betwixt of the sea-floods

  Of them that in Scaney dealt out the scat.

Now spake out Hrothgar, as he look’d on the hilts there,

  The old heir-loom whereon was writ the beginning

  Of the strife of the old time, whenas the flood slew,

  The ocean a-gushing, that kin of the giants     1690

  As fiercely they fared. That was a folk alien

  To the Lord everlasting; so to them a last guerdon

  Through the welling of waters the Wielder did give.

  So was on the sword-guards all of the sheer gold

  By dint of the rune-staves rightly bemarked,

  Set down and said for whom first was that sword wrought,

  And the choice of all irons erst had been done,

  Wreath-hilted and worm-adorn’d. Then spake the wise one,

  Healfdene’s son, and all were gone silent:

Lo that may he say, who the right and the soothfast   1700

  Amid the folk frameth, and far back all remembers,

  The old country’s warden, that as for this earl here

  Born better was he. Uprear’d is the fame-blast

  Through wide ways far yonder, O Beowulf, friend mine,

  Of thee o’er all peoples. Thou hold’st all with patience,

  Thy might with mood-wisdom; I shall make thee my love good,

  As we twain at first spake it. For a comfort thou shalt be

  Granted long while and long unto thy people,

  For a help unto heroes. Naught such became Heremod

  To Ecgwela’s offspring, the honourful Scyldings;   1710

  For their welfare naught wax’d he, but for felling in slaughter,

  For the quelling of death to the folk of the Danes.

  Mood-swollen he brake there his board-fellows soothly,

  His shoulder-friends, until he sunder’d him lonely,

  That mighty of princes, from the mirth of all men-folk.

  Though him God the mighty in the joyance of might,

  In main strength, exalted high over all-men,

  And framed him forth, yet fast in his heart grew

  A breast-hoard blood-fierce; none of fair rings he gave

  To the Danes as due doom would. Unmerry he dured   1720

  So that yet of that strife the trouble he suffer’d.

  A folk-bale so longsome. By such do thou learn thee,

  Get thee hold of man-valour: this tale for thy teaching

  Old in winters I tell thee. ’Tis wonder to say it,

  How the high God almighty to the kindred of mankind

  Through his mind the wide-fashion’d deals wisdom about,

  Home and earlship; he owneth the wielding of all.

  At whiles unto love he letteth to turn

  The mood-thought of a man that Is mighty of kindred,

  And in his land giveth him joyance of earth,    1730

  And to have and to hold the high ward-burg of men,

  And sets so ‘neath his wielding the deals of the world,

  Dominion wide reaching, that he himself may not

  In all his unwisdom of the ending bethink him.

  He wonneth well-faring, nothing him wasteth

  Sickness nor eld, nor the foe-sorrow to him

  Dark in mind waxeth, nor strife any where,

  The edge-hate, appeareth; but all the world for him

  Wends as he willeth, and the worse naught he wotteth.
 






  








XXVI. MORE CONVERSE OF HROTHGAR AND BEOWULF: THE GEATS MAKE THEM READY FOR DEPARTURE.
 

  Until that within him a deal of o’erthink-ing   1740

  Waxeth and groweth while sleepeth the warder,

  The soul’s herdsman; that slumber too fast is forsooth,

  Fast bounden by troubles, the banesman all nigh,

  E’en he that from arrow-bow evilly shooteth.

  Then he in his heart under helm is besmitten

  With a bitter shaft; not a whit then may he ward him

  From the wry wonder-biddings of the ghost the all-wicked.

  Too little he deems that which long he hath hold.

  Wrath-greedy he covets; nor e’en for boast-sake gives

  The rings fair beplated; and the forth-coming doom   1750

  Forgetteth, forheedeth, for that God gave him erewhile,

  The Wielder of glory, a deal of the worship.

  At the ending-stave then it after befalleth

  That the shell of his body sinks fleeting away,

  And falleth all fey; and another one fetcheth,

  E’en one that undolefully dealeth the treasure,

  The earl’s gains of aforetime, and fear never heedeth.

  From the bale-envy ward thee, lief Beowulf, therefore,

  Thou best of all men, and choose thee the better,

  The redes everlasting; to o’erthinkirig turn not,   1760

  O mighty of champions! for now thy might breatheth

  For a short while of time; but eft-soon it shall be

  That sickness or edges from thy strength thee shall sunder,

  Or the hold of the fire, or the welling of floods,

  Or the grip of the sword-blade, or flight of the spear,

  Or eld the all-evil: or the beaming of eyen

  Shall fail and shall dim: then shall it be forthright

  That thee, lordly man, the death over-masters.

  E’en so I the Ring-Danes for an hundred of seasons

  Did wield under the welkin and lock’d them by war   1770

  From many a kindred the Middle-Garth over

  With ash-spears and edges, in such wise that not ever

  Under the sky’s run of my foemen I reckoned.

  What! to me in my land came a shifting of that,

  Came grief after game, sithence Grendel befell,

  My foeman of old, mine ingoer soothly.

  I from that onfall bore ever unceasing

  Mickle mood-care; herefor be thanks to the Maker,

  To the Lord everlasting, that in life I abided,

  Yea, that I on that head all sword-gory there,   1780

  Now the old strife is over, with eyen should stare.

  Go fare thou to settle, the feast-joyance dree thou,

  O war-worshipp’d! unto us twain yet there will be

  Mickle treasure in common when come is the morning.

Glad of mood then the Geat was, and speedy he gat him

  To go see the settle, as the sage one commanded.

  Then was after as erst, that they of the might-fame,

  The floor-sitters, fairly the feasting bedight them

  All newly. The helm of the night loured over

  Dark over the host-men. Uprose all the doughty,   1790

  For he, the hoar-blended, would wend to his bed,

  That old man of the Scyldings. The Geat without measure,

  The mighty shield-warrior, now willed him rest.

  And soon now the hall-thane him of way-faring weary,

  From far away come, forth show’d him the road,

  E’en he who for courtesy cared for all things

  Of the needs of the thane, e’en such as on that day

  The farers o’er ocean would fainly have had.

Rested then the wide-hearted; high up the house tower’d

  Wide-gaping all gold-dight; within slept the guest;   1800

  Until the black raven, the blithe-hearted, boded

  The heavens’ joy: then was come thither a-hastening

  The bright sun o’er the plains, and hastened the scathers,

  The athelings once more aback to their people

  All fain to be faring; and far away thence

  Would the comer high-hearted go visit his keel.

  Bade then the hard one Hrunting to bear,

  The Ecglaf’s son bade to take him his sword,

  The iron well-lov’d; gave him thanks for the lending,

  Quoth he that the war-friend for worthy he told,   1810

  Full of craft in the war; nor with word he aught

  The edge of the sword. Hah! the high-hearted warrior.

  So whenas all way-forward, yare in their war-gear,

  Were the warriors, the dear one then went to the Danes,

  To the high seat went the Atheling, whereas was the other;

  The battle-bold warrior gave greeting to Hrothgar.
 






  








XXVII. BEOWULF BIDS HROTHGAR FAREWELL: THE GEATS FARE TO SHIP.
 

  Out then spake Beowulf, Ecgtheow’s bairn:

  As now we sea-farers have will to be saying,

  We from afar come, that now are we fainest

  Of seeking to Hygelac. Here well erst were we   1820

  Serv’d as our wills would, and well thine avail was.

  If I on the earth then, be it e’en but a little,

  Of the love of thy mood may yet more be an-earning,

  O lord of the men-folk, than heretofore might I,

  Of the works of the battle yare then soon shall I be.

  If I should be learning, I over the flood’s run,

  That the sitters about thee beset thee with dread,

  Even thee hating as otherwhile did they;

  Then thousands to theeward of thanes shall I bring

  For the helping of heroes. Of Hygelac wot I,    1830

  The lord of the Geat-folk, though he be but a youngling,

  That shepherd of folk, that me will he further

  By words and by works, that well may I ward thee,

  And unto thine helping the spear-holt may bear,

  A main-staying mighty, whenas men thou art needing.

  And if therewith Hrethric in the courts of the Geat-house,

  The King’s bairn, take hosting, then may he a many

  Of friends find him soothly: far countries shall be

  Better sought to by him who for himself is doughty.

Out then spake Hrothgar in answer to himward:   1840

  Thy word-saying soothly the Lord of all wisdom

  Hath sent into thy mind; never heard I more sagely

  In a life that so young was a man word be laying;

  Strong of might and main art thou and sage of thy mood,

  Wise the words of thy framing. Tell I this for a weening,

  If it so come to pass that the spear yet shall take,

  Or the battle all sword-grim, the son of that Hrethel,

  Or sickness or iron thine Alderman have,

  Thy shepherd of folk, and thou fast to life hold thee,

  Then no better than thee may the Sea-Geats be having   1850

  To choose for themselves, no one of the kings,

  Hoard-warden of heroes, if then thou wilt hold

  Thy kinsman’s own kingdom. Me liketh thy mood-heart,

  The longer the better, O Beowulf the lief;

  In such wise hast thou fared, that unto the folks now,

  The folk of the Geats and the Gar-Danes withal,

  In common shall peace be, and strife rest appeased

  And the hatreds the doleful which erst they have dreed;

  Shall become, whiles I wield it, this wide realm of ours,

  Treasures common to either folk: many a one other   1860

  With good things shall greet o’er the bath of the gannet;

  And the ring’d bark withal over sea shall be bringing

  The gifts and love-tokens. The twain folks I know

  Toward foeman toward friend fast-fashion’d together,

  In every way blameless as in the old wise.

  Then the refuge of warriors, he gave him withal,

  Gave Healfdene’s son of treasures yet twelve;

  And he bade him with those gifts to go his own people

  To seek in all soundness, and swiftly come back.

  Then kissed the king, he of noble kin gotten,   1870

  The lord of the Scyldings, that best of the thanes,

  By the halse then he took him; from him fell the tears

  From the blended of hoar hair. Of both things was there hoping

  To the old, the old wise one; yet most of the other,

  To wit, that they sithence each each might be seeing,

  The high-heart in council. To him so lief was he

  That he his breast-welling might nowise forbear,

  But there in his bosom, bound fast in his heart-bonds,

  After that dear man a longing dim-hidden

  Burn’d against blood-tie. So Beowulf thenceforth,   1880

  The gold-proud of warriors, trod the mould grassy,

  Exulting in gold-store. The sea-ganger bided

  Its owning-lord whereas at anchor it rode.

  Then was there in going the gift of King Hrothgar

  Oft highly accounted; yea, that was a king

  In every wise blameless, till eld took from him eftsoon

  The joyance of might, as it oft scathes a many.
 






  








XXVIII. BEOWULF COMES BACK TO HIS LAND. OF THE TALE OF THRYTHO.
 

  Came a many to flood then all mighty of mood,

  Of the bachelors were they, and ring-nets they bore,

  The limb-sarks belocked. The land-warden noted   1890

  The earls’ aback-faring, as erst he beheld them;

  Then nowise with harm from the nose of the cliff

  The guests there he greeted, but rode unto themward,

  And quoth that full welcome to the folk of the Weders

  The bright-coated warriors were wending to ship.

  Then was on the sand there the bark the wide-sided

  With war-weed beladen, the ring-stemm’d as she lay there

  With mares and with treasure; uptower’d the mast

  High over Hrothgar’s wealth of the hoards.

He then to the boat-warden handsel’d a gold-bounden   1900

  Sword, so that sithence was he on mead-bench

  Worthy’d the more for that very same wealth,

  The heirloom. Sithence in the ship he departed

  To stir the deep water; the Dane-land he left.

  Then was by the mast there one of the sea-rails,

  A sail, with rope made fast; thunder’d the sound-wood.

  Not there the wave-floater did the wind o’er the billows

  Waft off from its ways; the sea-wender fared,

  Floated the foamy-neck’d forth o’er the waves,

  The bounden-stemm’d over the streams of the sea;   1910

  Till the cliffs of the Geats there they gat them to wit,

  The nesses well kenned. Throng’d up the keel then

  Driven hard by the lift, and stood on the land.

  Then speedy at holm was the hythe-warden yare,

  E’en he who a long while after the lief men

  Eager at stream’s side far off had looked.

  To the sand thereon bound he the wide-fathom’d ship

  With anchor-bands fast, lest from them the waves’ might

  The wood that was winsome should drive thence awayward.

Thereon bade he upbear the athelings’ treasures,   1920

  The fretwork and wrought gold. Not far from them thenceforth

  To seek to the giver of treasures it was,

  E’en Hygelac, Hrethel’s son, where at home wonneth

  Himself and his fellows hard by the sea-wall.

  Brave was the builded house, bold king the lord was,

  High were the walls, Hygd very young,

  Wise and well-thriven, though few of winters

  Under the burg-locks had she abided,

  The daughter of Hæreth; naught was she dastard;

  Nowise niggard of gifts to the folk of the Geats,   1930

  Of wealth of the treasures. But wrath Thrytho bore,

  The folk-queen the fierce, wrought the crime-deed full fearful.

  No one there durst it, the bold one, to dare,

  Of the comrades beloved, save only her lord,

  That on her by day with eyen he stare,

  But if to him death-bonds predestin’d he count on,

  Hand-wreathed; thereafter all rathely it was

  After the hand-grip the sword-blade appointed,

  That the cunning-wrought sword should show forth the deed,

  Make known the murder-bale. Naught is such queenlike   1940

  For a woman to handle, though peerless she be,

  That a weaver of peace the life should waylay,

  For a shame that was lying, of a lief man of men;

  But the kinsman of Hemming, he hinder’d it surely.

Yet the drinkers of ale otherwise said they;

  That folk-bales, which were lesser, she framed forsooth,

  Lesser enmity-malice, since thence erst she was

  Given gold-deck’d to the young one of champions,

  She the dear of her lineage, since Offa’s floor

  Over the fallow flood by the lore of her father   1950

  She sought in her wayfaring. Well was she sithence

  There on the man-throne mighty with good;

  Her shaping of life well brooked she living;

  High love she held toward the lord of the heroes;

  Of all kindred of men by the hearsay of me

  The best of all was he the twain seas beside,

  Of the measureless kindred; thereof Offa was

  For gifts and for war, the spear-keen of men,

  Full widely beworthy’d, with wisdom he held

  The land of his heritage. Thence awoke Eomær    1960

  For a help unto heroes, the kinsman of Hemming,

  The grandson of Garmund, the crafty in war-strife.
 






  








XXIX. BEOWULF TELLS HYGELAC OF HROTHGAR: ALSO OF FREAWARU HIS DAUGHTER.
 

  Went his ways then the hard one, and he with his hand-shoal,

  Himself over the sand the sea-plain a-treading,

  The warths wide away; shone the world’s candle,

  The sun slop’d from the southward; so dreed they their journey,

  And went their ways stoutly unto where the earls’ refuge,

  The banesman of Ongentheow all in his burgs there,

  The young king of war, the good, as they heard it.

  Was dealing the rings. Aright unto Hygelac      1970

  Was Beowulf’s speeding made knowen full swiftly,

  That there into the house-place that hedge of the warriors,

  His mate of the linden-board, living was come,

  Hale from the battle-play home to him houseward.

  Then rathe was beroomed, as the rich one was bidding,

  For the guests a-foot going the floor all withinward.

Then sat in the face of him he from the fight sav’d,

  Kinsman by kinsman, whenas his man-lord

  In fair-sounding speech had greeted the faithful

  With mightyful words. With mead-skinking turned   1980

  Through the high house adown the daughter of Hæreth:

  The people she loved: the wine-bucket bare she

  To the hands of the men. But now fell to Hygelac

  His very house-fellow in that hall the high

  To question full fairly, for wit-lust to-brake him,

  Of what like were the journeys the Sea-Geats had wended:

How befell you the sea-lode, O Beowulf lief,

  When thou on a sudden bethoughtst thee afar

  Over the salt water the strife to be seeking,

  The battle in Hart? or for Hrothgar forsooth    1990

  The wide-kenned woe some whit didst thou mend,

  For that mighty of lords? I therefore the mood-care

  In woe-wellings seethed; trow’d not in the wending

  Of thee the lief man. A long while did I pray thee

  That thou the death-guest there should greet not a whit;

  Wouldst let those same South-Danes their own selves to settle

  The war-tide with Grendel. Now to God say I thank

  That thee, and thee sound, now may I see.

  Out then spake Beowulf, Ecgtheow’s bairn:

  All undark it is, O Hygelac lord,               2000

  That meeting the mighty, to a many of men;

  Of what like was the meeting of Grendel and me

  On that field of the deed, where he many a deal

  For the Victory-Scyldings of sorrow had framed,

  And misery for ever; but all that I awreaked,

  So that needeth not boast any kinsman of Grendel

  Any one upon earth of that uproar of dawn-dusk,

  Nay not who lives longest of that kindred the loathly

  Encompass’d of fenland. Thither first did I come

  Unto that ring-hall Hrothgar to greet;          2010

  Soon unto me the great Healfdene’s son,

  So soon as my heart he was wotting forsooth.

  Right against his own son a settle there showed.

  All that throng was in joy, nor life-long saw I ever

  Under vault of the heavens amidst any hall-sitters

  More mirth of the mead. There the mighty Queen whiles,

  Peace-sib of the folk, went all over the floor,

  To the young sons bade heart up; oft she there the ring-wreath

  Gave unto a man ere to settle she wended.

  At whiles fore the doughty the daughter of Hrothgar   2020

  To the earls at the end the ale-bucket bore;

  E’en she whom Freawaru the floor-sitters thereat

  Heard I to name; where she the nail’d treasure

  Gave to the warriors. She was behight then

  Youngling and gold-dight to the glad son of Froda.

  This hath seemed fair to the friend of the Scyldings,

  The herd of the realm, and good rede he accounts it,

  That he with that wife of death-feuds a deal

  And of strifes should allay. Oft unseldom eachwhere

  After a lord’s fall e’en but for a little       2030

  Bows down the bane-spear, though doughty the bride be.
 






  








XXX. BEOWULF FOREBODES ILL FROM THE WEDDING OF FREAWARU: HE TELLS OF GRENDEL AND HIS DAM.
 

  Ill-liking this may be to the lord of the Heathobards,

  And to each of the thanes of that same people.

  When he with fair bride on the floor of hall wendeth,

  That the Dane’s noble bairn his doughty should wait on,

  As on him glisten there the heirlooms of the aged,

  Hard and with rings bedight, Heathobards’ treasure,

  Whileas the weapons yet they might wield;

  Till astray did they lead there at the lind-play

  Their own fellows belov’d and their very own lives.   2040

  For then saith at the beer, he who seeth the ring,

  An ancient ash-warrior who mindeth of all

  The spear-death of men; grim is he of mind;

  Sad of mood he beginneth to tell the young champion.

  Through the thought of his heart his mind there to try,

  The war-bale to waken, and sayeth this word:

  Mayest thou, friend mine, wot of the war-sword,

  That which thy father bore in the fight

  Under the war-mask e’en on the last time,

  That the dear iron, whereas the Danes slew him,   2050

  Wielded the death-field, since Withergyld lay,

  After fall of the heroes, the keen-hearted Scyldings?

  Now here of those banesmen the son, whoseso he be,

  All merry in fretwork forth on floor fareth;

  Of the murder he boasteth, and that jewel he beareth,

  E’en that which of right thou shouldest arede.

  Thus he mindeth and maketh word every of times,

  With sore words he telleth, until the time cometh

  That the thane of the fair bride for the deeds of his father

  After bite of the bill sleepeth all blood-stain’d,   2060

  All forfeit of life; but thenceforth the other

  Escapeth alive; the land well he kenneth;

  Then will be broken on both sides forsooth

  The oath-swearing of earls, whenas unto Ingeld

  Well up the death-hatreds, and the wife-loves of him

  Because of the care-wellings cooler become.

  Therefore the Heathobards’ faith I account not,

  Their deal of the folk-peace, unguileful to Danes,

  Their fast-bounden friendship. Henceforth must I speak on

  Again about Grendel, that thou get well to know it,   2070

  O treasure-out-dealer, how sithence betided

  The hand-race of heroes: sithence heaven’s gem

  All over the grounds glided, came the wroth guest,

  The dire night-angry one us to go look on,

  Whereas we all sound were warding the hall.

  There then for Handshoe was battle abiding,

  Life-bale to the fey; he first lay alow,

  The war-champion girded; unto him became Grendel,

  To the great thane of kindreds, a banesman of mouth,

  Of the man well-beloved the body he swallow’d;   2080

  Nor the sooner therefor out empty-handed

  The bloody-tooth’d banesman, of bales all bemindful,

  Out from that gold-hall yet would he get him;

  But he, mighty of main, made trial of me,

  And gripp’d ready-handed. His glove hung aloft,

  Wondrous and wide, in wily bands fast,

  With cunning wiles was it begeared forsooth,

  With crafts of the devils and fells of the dragons;

  He me withinwards there, me the unsinning,

  The doer of big deeds would do me to be         2090

  As one of the many; but naught so it might be,

  Sithence in mine anger upright I stood.

’Tis over-long telling how I to the folkscather

  For each one of evils out paid the hand-gild.

  There I, O my lord king, them thy leal people

  Worthy’d with works: but away he gat loosed

  Out thence for a little while, brooked yet life-joys;

  But his right hand held ward of his track howsoever,

  High upon Hart-hall, and thence away humble

  He sad of his mood to the mere-ground fell downward.   2100

Me for that slaughter-race the friend of the Scyldings

  With gold that beplated was mickle deal paid,

  With a many of treasures, sithence came the morning,

  And we to the feast-tide had sat us adown;

  Song was and glee there; the elder of Scyldings,

  Asking of many things, told of things o’erpast;

  Whiles hath the battle-deer there the harp’s joy,

  The wood of mirth greeted; whiles the lay said he

  Soothfast and sorrowful; whiles a spell seldom told

  Told he by right, the king roomy-hearted;       2110

  Whiles began afterward he by eld bounden,

  The aged hoar warrior, of his youth to bewail him,

  Its might of the battle; his breast well’d within him,

  When he, wont in winters, of many now minded.

So we there withinward the livelong day’s wearing

  Took pleasure amongst us, till came upon men

  Another of nights; then eftsoons again

  Was yare for the harm-wreak the mother of Grendel:

  All sorry she wended, for her son death had taken,

  The war-hate of the Weders: that monster of women   2120

  Awreaked her bairn, and quelled a warrior

  In manner all mighty. Then was there from Aeschere,

  The wise man of old, life waning away;

  Nor him might they even when come was the morning,

  That death-weary wight, the folk of the Danes

  Burn up with the brand, nor lade on the bale

  The man well-belov’d, for his body she bare off

  In her fathom the fiendly all under the fell-stream.

That was unto Hrothgar of sorrows the heaviest

  Of them which the folk-chieftain long had befallen.   2130

  Then me did the lord king, and e’en by thy life,

  Mood-heavy beseech me that I in the holm-throng

  Should do after earlship, my life to adventure,

  And frame me main-greatness, and meed he behight me.

  Then I of the welling flood, which is well kenned,

  The grim and the grisly ground-herder did find.

  There to us for a while was the blending of hands;

  The holm welled with gore, and the head I becarved

  In that hall of the ground from the Mother of Grendel

  With the all-eked edges; unsoftly out thence    2140

  My life forth I ferry’d, for not yet was I fey.

  But the earls’ burg to me was giving thereafter

  Much sort of the treasures, e’en Healfdene’s son.
 






  








XXXI. BEOWULF GIVES HROTHGAR’S GIFTS TO HYGELAC, AND BY HIM IS REWARDED. OF THE DEATH OF HYGELAC AND OF HEARDRED HIS SON, AND HOW BEOWULF IS KING OF THE GEATS: THE WORM IS FIRST TOLD OF.
 

  So therewith the folk-king far’d, living full seemly;

  By those wages forsooth ne’er a whit had I lost,

  By the meed of my main, but to me treasure gave he,

  The Healfdene’s son, to the doom of myself;

  Which to thee, king of bold ones, will I be a-bringing,

  And gladly will give thee; for of thee is all gotten

  Of favours along, and but little have I         2150

  Of head-kinsmen forsooth, saving, Hygelac, thee.

Then he bade them bear in the boar-shape, the head-sign,

  The battle-steep war-helm, the byrny all hoary,

  The sword stately-good, and spell after he said:

  This raiment of war Hrothgar gave to my hand,

  The wise of the kings, and therewithal bade me,

  That I first of all of his favour should flit thee;

  He quoth that first had it King Heorogar of old,

  The king of the Scyldings, a long while of time;

  But no sooner would he give it unto his son,    2160

  Heoroward the well-whet, though kind to him were he,

  This weed of the breast. Do thou brook it full well.

On these fretworks, so heard I, four horses therewith,

  All alike, close followed after the track,

  Steeds apple-fallow. Fair grace he gave him

  Of horses and treasures. E’en thus shall do kinsman,

  And nowise a wile-net shall weave for another

  With craft of the darkness, or do unto death

  His very hand-fellow. But now unto Hygelac

  The bold in the battle was his nephew full faithful,   2170

  And either to other of good deeds was mindful.

  I heard that the neck-ring to Hygd did he give,

  E’en the wonder-gem well-wrought, that Wealh-theow gave him,

  The king’s daughter; gave he three steeds therewithal

  Slender, and saddle-bright; sithence to her was,

  After the ring-gift, the breast well beworthy’d.

Thus boldly he bore him, the Ecgtheow’s bairn,

  The groom kenned in battle, in good deeds a-doing;

  After due doom he did, and ne’er slew he the drunken

  Hearth-fellows of him: naught rough was his heart;   2180

  But of all men of mankind with the greatest of might

  The gift fully and fast set, which had God to him given,

  That war-deer did hold. Long was he contemned,

  While the bairns of the Geats naught told him for good,

  Nor him on the mead-bench worthy of mickle

  The lord of the war-hosts would be a-making.

  Weened they strongly that he were but slack then,

  An atheling unkeen; then came about change

  To the fame-happy man for every foul harm.

Bade then the earls’ burg in to be bringing,   2190

  The king battle-famed, the leaving of Hrethel,

  All geared with gold; was not ‘mid the Geats then

  A treasure-gem better of them of the sword-kind,

  That which then on Beowulf’s harm there he laid;

  And gave to him there seven thousand in gift,

  A built house and king-stool; to both them together

  Was in that folkship land that was kindly,

  Father-right, home; to the other one rather

  A wide realm, to him who was there the better.

  But thereafter it went so in days later worn    2200

  Through the din of the battle, sithence Hygelac lay low

  And unto Heardred swords of the battle

  Under the war-board were for a bane;

  When fell on him midst of this victory-folk

  The hard battle-wolves, the Scyldings of war,

  And by war overwhelmed the nephew of Hereric;

  That sithence unto Beowulf turned the broad realm

  All into his hand. Well then did he hold it

  For a fifty of winters; then was he an old king,

  An old fatherland’s warder; until one began     2210

  Through the dark of the night-tide, a drake, to hold sway.

  In a howe high aloft watched over an hoard,

  A stone-burg full steep; thereunder a path sty’d

  Unknown unto men, and therewithin wended

  Who of men do I know not; for his lust there took he,

  From the hoard of the heathen his hand took away

  A hall-bowl gem-flecked, nowise back did he give it

  Though the herd of the hoard him sleeping beguil’d he

  With thief-craft; and this then found out the king,

  The best of folk-heroes, that wrath-bollen was he.   2220
 






  








XXXII. HOW THE WORM CAME TO THE HOWE, AND HOW HE WAS ROBBED OF A CUP; AND HOW HE FELL ON THE FOLK.
 

  Not at all with self-wielding the craft of the worm-hoards

  He sought of his own will, who sore himself harmed;

  But for threat of oppression a thrall, of I wot not

  Which bairn of mankind, from blows wrathful fled,

  House-needy forsooth, and hied him therein,

  A man by guilt troubled. Then soon it betided

  That therein to the guest there stood grisly terror;

  However the wretched, of every hope waning
 

* * * * *

  The ill-shapen wight, whenas the fear gat him,

  The treasure-vat saw; of such there was a many   2230

  Up in that earth-house of treasures of old,

  As them in the yore-days, though what man I know not,

  The huge leavings and loom of a kindred of high ones,

  Well thinking of thoughts there had hidden away.

  Dear treasures. But all them had death borne away

  In the times of erewhile; and the one at the last

  Of the doughty of that folk that there longest lived,

  There waxed he friend-sad, yet ween’d he to tarry,

  That he for a little those treasures the longsome

  Might brook for himself. But a burg now all ready   2240

  Wonn’d on the plain nigh the waves of the water,

  New by a ness, by narrow-crafts fasten’d;

  Within there then bare of the treasures of earls

  That herd of the rings a deal hard to carry,

  Of gold fair beplated, and few words he quoth:

Hold thou, O earth, now, since heroes may hold not,

  The owning of earls. What! it erst within thee

  Good men did get to them; now war-death hath gotten,

  Life-bale the fearful, each man and every

  Of my folk; e’en of them who forwent the life:   2250

  The hall-joy had they seen. No man to wear sword

  I own, none to brighten the beaker beplated,

  The dear drink-vat; the doughty have sought to else-whither.

  Now shall the hard war-helm bedight with the gold

  Be bereft of its plating; its polishers sleep,

  They that the battle-mask erewhile should burnish:

  Likewise the war-byrny, which abode in the battle

  O’er break of the war-boards the bite of the irons,

  Crumbles after the warrior; nor may the ring’d byrny

  After the war-leader fare wide afield           2260

  On behalf of the heroes: nor joy of the harp is,

  No game of the glee-wood; no goodly hawk now

  Through the hall swingeth; no more the swift horse

  Beateth the burg-stead. Now hath bale-quelling

  A many of life-kin forth away sent.

Suchwise sad-moody moaned in sorrow

  One after all, unblithely bemoaning

  By day and by night, till the welling of death

  Touch’d at his heart. The old twilight-scather

  Found the hoard’s joyance standing all open,    2270

  E’en he that, burning, seeketh to burgs,

  The evil drake, naked, that flieth a night-tide,

  With fire encompass’d; of him the earth-dwellers

  Are strongly adrad; wont is he to seek to

  The hoard in the earth, where he the gold heathen

  Winter-old wardeth; nor a whit him it betters.

So then the folk-scather for three hundred winters

  Held in the earth a one of hoard-houses

  All-eked of craft, until him there anger’d

  A man in his mood, who bare to his man-lord     2280

  A beaker beplated, and bade him peace-warding

  Of his lord: then was lightly the hoard searched over,

  And the ring-hoard off borne; and the boon it was granted

  To that wretched-wrought man. There then the lord saw

  That work of men foregone the first time of times.

  Then awaken’d the Worm, and anew the strife was;

  Along the stone stank he, the stout-hearted found

  The foot-track of the foe; he had stept forth o’er-far

  With dark craft, over-nigh to the head of the drake.

So may the man unfey full easily outlive      2290

  The woe and the wrack-journey, he whom the Wielder’s

  Own grace is holding. Now sought the hoard-warden

  Eager over the ground; for the groom he would find

  Who unto him sleeping had wrought out the sore:

  Hot and rough-moody oft he turn’d round the howe

  All on the outward; but never was any man

  On the waste; but however in war he rejoiced,

  In battle-work. Whiles he turn’d back to his howe

  And sought to his treasure-vat; soon he found this,

  That one of the grooms had proven the gold,     2300

  The high treasures; then the hoard-warden abided,

  But hardly forsooth, until come was the even,

  And all anger-bollen was then the burg-warden,

  And full much would the loath one with the fire-flame pay back

  For his drink-vat the dear. Then day was departed

  E’en at will to the Worm, and within wall no longer

  Would he bide, but awayward with burning he fared,

  All dight with the fire: it was fearful beginning

  To the folk in the land, and all swiftly it fell   2310

  On their giver of treasure full grievously ended.
 






  








XXXIII. THE WORM BURNS BEOWULF’S HOUSE, AND BEOWULF GETS READY TO GO AGAINST HIM. BEOWULF’S EARLY DEEDS IN BATTLE WITH THE HETWARE TOLD OF.
 

  Began then the guest to spew forth of gleeds,

  The bright dwellings to burn; stood the beam of the burning

  For a mischief to menfolk; now nothing that quick was

  The loathly lift-flier would leave there forsooth;

  The war of the Worm was wide to be seen there,

  The narrowing foe’s hatred anigh and afar,

  How he, the fight-scather, the folk of the Geats

  Hated and harm’d; shot he back to the hoard,

  His dark lordly hall, ere yet was the day’s while;

  The land-dwellers had he in the light low encompass’d   2320

  With bale and with brand; in his burg yet he trusted,

  His war-might and his wall: but his weening bewray’d him.

Then Beowulf was done to wit of the terror

  Full swiftly forsooth, that the house of himself,

  Best of buildings, was molten in wellings of fire,

  The gift-stool of the Geats. To the good one was that

  A grief unto heart; of mind-sorrows the greatest.

  Weened the wise one, that Him, e’en the Wielder,

  The Lord everlasting, against the old rights

  He had bitterly anger’d; the breast boil’d within him   2330

  With dark thoughts, that to him were naught duly wonted.

Now had the fire-drake the own fastness of folk,

  The water-land outward, that ward of the earth,

  With gleeds to ground wasted; so therefore the war-king,

  The lord of the Weder-folk, learned him vengeance.

  Then he bade be work’d for him, that fence of the warriors,

  And that all of iron, the lord of the earls,

  A war-board all glorious, for wissed he yarely

  That the holt-wood hereto might help him no whit,

  The linden ‘gainst fire-flame. Of fleeting days now   2340

  The Atheling exceeding good end should abide,

  The end of the world’s life, and the Worm with him also,

  Though long he had holden the weal of the hoard.

  Forsooth scorned then the lord of the rings

  That he that wide-flier with war-band should seek,

  With a wide host; he fear’d not that war for himself,

  Nor for himself the Worm’s war accounted one whit,

  His might and his valour, for that he erst a many

  Strait-daring of battles had bided, and liv’d,

  Clashings huge of the battle, sithence he of Hrothgar,   2350

  He, the man victory-happy, had cleansed the hall,

  And in war-tide had gripped the kindred of Grendel,

  The loathly of kindreds; nor was that the least

  Of hand-meetings, wherein erst was Hygelac slain,

  Sithence the Geats’ king in the onrush of battle,

  The lord-friend of the folks, down away in the Frieslands,

  The offspring of Hrethel, died, drunken of sword-drinks,

  All beaten of bill. Thence Beowulf came forth

  By his own craft forsooth, dreed the work of the swimming;

  He had on his arm, he all alone, thirty         2360

  Of war-gears, when he to the holm went adown.

  Then nowise the Hetware needed to joy them

  Over the foot-war, wherein forth against him

  They bore the war-linden: few went back again

  From that wolf of the battle to wend to their homes.

O’erswam then the waters’ round Ecgtheow’s son,

  Came all wretched and byrd-alone back to his people,

  Whereas offer’d him Hygd then the kingdom and hoard,

  The rings and the king-stool: trowed naught in the child,

  That he ‘gainst folks outland the fatherland-seats   2370

  Might can how to hold, now was Hygelac dead:

  Yet no sooner therefor might the poor folk prevail

  To gain from the Atheling in any of ways

  That he unto Heardred would be for a lord,

  Or eke that that kingdom henceforward should choose;

  Yet him midst of the folk with friend-lore he held,

  All kindly with honour till older he waxed

  And wielded the Weder-Geats. To him men-waifs thereafter

  Sought from over the sea, the sons they of Ohthere,

  For they erst had withstood the helm of the Scylfings,   2380

  E’en him that was best of the kings of the sea,

  Of them that in Swede-realm dealt out the treasure,

  The mighty of princes. Unto him ’twas a life-mark;

  To him without food there was fated the life-wound,

  That Hygelac’s son, by the swinging of swords;

  And him back departed Ongentheow’s bairn,

  To go seek to his house, sithence Heardred lay dead,

  And let Beowulf hold the high seat of the king

  And wield there the Geats. Yea, good was that king.
 






  








XXXIV. BEOWULF GOES AGAINST THE WORM. HE TELLS OF HEREBEALD AND HÆTHCYN.
 

  Of that fall of the folk-king he minded the payment   2390

  In days that came after: unto Eadgils he was

  A friend to him wretched; with folk he upheld him

  Over the wide sea, that same son of Ohthere,

  With warriors and weapons. Sithence had he wreaking

  With cold journeys of care: from the king took he life.

Now each one of hates thus had he outlived,

  And of perilous slaughters, that Ecgtheow’s son,

  All works that be doughty, until that one day

  When he with the Worm should wend him to deal.

So twelvesome he set forth all swollen with anger,   2400

  The lord of the Geats, the drake to go look on.

  Aright had he learnt then whence risen the feud was,

  The bale-hate against men-folk: to his barm then had come

  The treasure-vat famous by the hand of the finder;

  He was in that troop of men the thirteenth

  Who the first of that battle had set upon foot,

  The thrall, the sad-minded; in shame must he thenceforth

  Wise the way to the plain; and against his will went he

  Thereunto, where the earth-hall the one there he wist,

  The howe under earth anigh the holm’s welling,   2410

  The wave-strife: there was it now full all within

  With gems and with wires; the monster, the warden,

  The yare war-wolf, he held him therein the hoard golden,

  The old under the earth: it was no easy cheaping

  To go and to gain for any of grooms.

Sat then on the ness there the strife-hardy king

  While farewell he bade to his fellows of hearth,

  The gold-friend of the Geats; sad was gotten his soul,

  Wavering, death-minded; weird nigh beyond measure,

  Which him old of years gotten now needs must be greeting,   2420

  Must seek his soul’s hoard and asunder must deal

  His life from his body: no long while now was

  The life of the Atheling in flesh all bewounden.

Now spake out Beowulf, Ecgtheow’s bairn:

  Many a one in my youth of war-onsets I outliv’d,

  And the whiles of the battle: all that I remember.

  Seven winters had I when the wielder of treasures,

  The lord-friend of folk, from my father me took,

  Held me and had me Hrethel the king,

  Gave me treasure and feast, and remember’d the friendship.   2430

  For life thence I was not to him a whit loather,

  A berne in his burgs than his bairns were, or each one,

  Herebeald, or Hæthcyn, or Hygelac mine.

  For the eldest there was in unseemly wise

  By the mere deed of kinsman a murder-bed strawen,

  Whenas him did Hæthcyn from out of his horn-bow,

  His lord and his friend, with shaft lay alow:

  His mark he miss’d shooting, and shot down his kinsman,

  One brother another with shaft all bebloody’d;

  That was fight feeless by fearful crime sinned,   2440

  Soul-weary to heart, yet natheless then had

  The atheling from life all unwreak’d to be ceasing.

  So sad-like it is for a carle that is aged

  To be biding the while that his boy shall be riding

  Yet young on the gallows; then a lay should he utter,

  A sorrowful song whenas hangeth his son

  A gain unto ravens, and naught good of avail

  May he, old and exceeding old, anywise frame.

  Ever will he be minded on every each morning

  Of his son’s faring otherwhere; nothing he heedeth   2450

  Of abiding another withinward his burgs,

  An heritage-warder, then whenas the one

  By the very death’s need hath found out the ill.

  Sorrow-careful he seeth within his son’s bower

  The waste wine-hall, the resting-place now of the winds,

  All bereft of the revel; the riders are sleeping,

  The heroes in grave, and no voice of the harp is,

  No game in the garths such as erewhile was gotten.
 






  








XXXV. BEOWULF TELLS OF PAST FEUDS, AND BIDS FAREWELL TO HIS FELLOWS: HE FALLS ON THE WORM, AND THE BATTLE OF THEM BEGINS.
 

  Then to sleeping-stead wendeth he, singeth he sorrow,

  The one for the other; o’er-roomy all seem’d him   2460

  The meads and the wick-stead. So the helm of the Weders

  For Herebeald’s sake the sorrow of heart

  All welling yet bore, and in nowise might he

  On the banesman of that life the feud be a-booting;

  Nor ever the sooner that warrior might hate

  With deeds loathly, though he to him nothing was lief.

He then with the sorrow wherewith that sore beset him

  Man’s joy-tide gave up, and chose him God’s light.

  To his offspring he left, e’en as wealthy man doeth,

  His land and his folk-burgs when he from life wended.   2470

Then sin was and striving of Swedes and of Geats,

  Over the wide water war-tide in common,

  The hard horde-hate to wit sithence Hrethel perish’d;

  And to them ever were the Ongentheow’s sons

  Doughty and host-whetting, nowise then would friendship

  Hold over the waters; but round about Hreosnaburgh

  The fierce fray of foeman was oftentimes fram’d.

  Kin of friends that mine were, there they awreaked

  The feud and the evil deed, e’en as was famed;

  Although he, the other, with his own life he bought it,   2480

  A cheaping full hard: unto Hæthcyn it was,

  To the lord of the Geat-folk, a life-fateful war.

  Learned I that the morrow one brother the other

  With the bills’ edges wreaked the death on the banesman,

  Whereas Ongentheow is a-seeking of Eofor:

  Glode the war-helm asunder, the aged of Scylfings

  Fell, sword-bleak; e’en so remember’d the hand

  Feud enough; nor e’en then did the life-stroke withhold.

  I to him for the treasure which erewhile he gave me

  Repaid it in warring, as was to me granted,     2490

  With my light-gleaming sword. To me gave he land,

  The hearth and the home-bliss: unto him was no need

  That unto the Gifthas or unto the Spear-Danes

  Or into the Swede-realm he needs must go seeking

  A worse wolf of war for a worth to be cheaping;

  For in the host ever would I be before him

  Alone in the fore-front, and so life-long shall I

  Be a-framing of strife, whileas tholeth the sword,

  Which early and late hath bestead me full often,

  Sithence was I by doughtiness unto Day-raven    2500

  The hand-bane erst waxen, to the champion of Hug-folk;

  He nowise the fretwork to the king of the Frisians,

  The breast-worship to wit, might bring any more,

  But cringed in battle that herd of the banner,

  The Atheling in might: the edge naught was his bane,

  But for him did the war-grip the heart-wellings of him

  Break, the house of the bones. Now shall the bill’s edge,

  The hand and hard sword, about the hoard battle.

So word uttered Beowulf, spake out the boast word

  For the last while as now: Many wars dared I    2510

  In the days of my youth, and now will I yet,

  The old warder of folk, seek to the feud,

  Full gloriously frame, if the scather of foul-deed

  From the hall of the earth me out shall be seeking.

Greeted he then each one of the grooms,

  The keen wearers of helms, for the last while of whiles,

  His own fellows the dear: No sword would I fare with,

  No weapon against the Worm, wist I but how

  ‘Gainst the monster of evil in otherwise might I

  Uphold me my boast, as erst did I with Grendel;   2520

  But there fire of the war-tide full hot do I ween me,

  And the breath, and the venom; I shall bear on me therefore

  Both the board and the byrny; nor the burg’s warden shall I

  Overflee for a foot’s-breadth, but unto us twain

  It shall be at the wall as to us twain Weird willeth,

  The Maker of each man. Of mood am I eager;

  So that ‘gainst that war-flier from boast I withhold me.

  Abide ye upon burg with your byrnies bewarded,

  Ye men in your battle-gear, which may the better

  After the slaughter-race save us from wounding   2530

  Of the twain of us. Naught is it yours to take over,

  Nor the measure of any man save alone me,

  That he on the monster should mete out his might,

  Or work out the earlship: but I with my main might

  Shall gain me the gold, or else gets me the battle,

  The perilous life-bale, e’en me your own lord.

Arose then by war-round the warrior renowned

  Hard under helm, and the sword-sark he bare

  Under the stone-cliffs: in the strength then he trowed

  Of one man alone; no dastard’s way such is.     2540

  Then he saw by the wall (e’en he, who so many,

  The good of man-bounties, of battles had out-liv’d,

  Of crashes of battle whenas hosts were blended)

  A stone-bow a-standing, and from out thence a stream

  Breaking forth from the burg; was that burn’s outwelling

  All hot with the war-fire; and none nigh to the hoard then

  Might ever unburning any while bide,

  Live out through the deep for the flame of the drake.

Out then from his breast, for as bollen as was he,

  Let the Weder-Geats’ chief the words be out faring;   2550

  The stout-hearted storm’d and the stave of him enter’d

  Battle-bright sounding in under the hoar stone.

  Then uproused was hate, and the hoard-warden wotted

  The speech of man’s word, and no more while there was

  Friendship to fetch. Then forth came there first

  The breath of the evil beast out from the stone,

  The hot sweat of battle, and dinn’d then the earth.

The warrior beneath the burg swung up his war-round

  Against that grisly guest, the lord of the Geats;

  Then the heart of the ring-bow’d grew eager therewith   2560

  To seek to the strife. His sword ere had he drawn,

  That good lord of the battle, the leaving of old,

  The undull of edges: there was unto either

  Of the bale-minded ones the fear of the other.

All steadfast of mind stood against his steep shield

  The lord of the friends, when the Worm was a-bowing

  Together all swiftly, in war-gear he bided;

  Then boune was the burning one, bow’d in his going,

  To the fate of him faring. The shield was well warding

  The life and the lyke of the mighty lord king   2570

  For a lesser of whiles than his will would have had it,

  If he at that frist on the first of the day

  Was to wield him, as weird for him never will’d it,

  The high-day of battle. His hand he up braided,

  The lord of the Geats, and the grisly-fleck’d smote he

  With the leaving of Ing, in such wise that the edge fail’d,

  The brown blade on the bone, and less mightily bit

  Than the king of the nation had need in that stour,

  With troubles beset. But then the burg-warden

  After the war-swing all wood of his mood        2580

  Cast forth the slaughter-flame, sprung thereon widely

  The battle-gleams: nowise of victory he boasted,

  The gold-friend of the Geats; his war-bill had falter’d,

  All naked in war, in such wise as it should not,

  The iron exceeding good. Naught was it easy

  For him there, the mighty-great offspring of Ecgtheow,

  That he now that earth-plain should give up for ever;

  But against his will needs must he dwell in the wick

  Of the otherwhere country; as ever must each man

  Let go of his loan-days. Not long was it thenceforth   2590

  Ere the fell ones of fight fell together again.

  The hoard-warden up-hearten’d him, welled his breast

  With breathing anew. Then narrow need bore he,

  Encompass’d with fire, who erst the folk wielded;

  Nowise in a heap his hand-fellows there,

  The bairns of the athelings, stood all about him

  In valour of battle; but they to holt bow’d them;

  Their dear life they warded; but in one of them welled

  His soul with all sorrow. So sib-ship may never

  Turn aside any whit to the one that well thinketh.   2600
 






  








XXXVI. WIGLAF SON OF WEOHSTAN GOES TO THE HELP OF BEOWULF: NÆGLING, BEOWULF’S SWORD, IS BROKEN ON THE WORM.
 

  Wiglaf so hight he, the son of Weohstan,

  Lief linden-warrior, and lord of Scylfings,

  The kinsman of Aelfhere: and he saw his man-lord

  Under his host-mask tholing the heat;

  He had mind of the honour that to him gave he erewhile.

  The wick-stead the wealthy of them, the Wægmundings,

  And the folk-rights each one which his father had owned.

  Then he might not withhold him, his hand gripp’d the round,

  Yellow linden; he tugg’d out withal the old sword,

  That was known among men for the heirloom of Eanmund,   2610

  Ohthere’s son, unto whom in the strife did become,

  To the exile unfriended, Weohstan for the bane

  With the sword-edge, and unto his kinsmen bare off

  The helm the brown-brindled, the byrny beringed,

  And the old eoten-sword that erst Onela gave him;

  Were they his kinsman’s weed of the war,

  Host-fight-gear all ready. Of the feud nothing spake he.

  Though he of his brother the bairn had o’er-thrown.

  But the host-gear befretted he held many seasons,

  The bill and the byrny, until his own boy might   2620

  Do him the earlship as did his ere-father.

  Amidst of the Geats then he gave him the war-weed

  Of all kinds unnumber’d, whenas he from life wended

  Old on the forth-way. Then was the first time

  For that champion the young that he the war-race

  With his high lord the famed e’er he should frame:

  Naught melted his mood, naught the loom of his kinsman

  Weaken’d in war-tide; that found out the Worm

  When they two together had gotten to come.

Now spake out Wiglaf many words rightwise,    2630

  And said to his fellows: all sad was his soul:

  I remember that while when we gat us the mead,

  And whenas we behight to the high lord of us

  In the beer-hall, e’en he who gave us these rings,

  That we for the war-gear one while would pay,

  If unto him thislike need e’er should befall,

  For these helms and hard swords. So he chose us from host

  To this faring of war by his very own will,

  Of glories he minded us, and gave me these gems here,

  Whereas us of gar-warriors he counted for good,   2640

  And bold bearers of helms. Though our lord e’en for us

  This work of all might was of mind all alone

  Himself to be framing, the herd of the folk,

  Whereas most of all men he hath mightiness framed.

  Of deeds of all daring, yet now is the day come

  Whereon to our man-lord behoveth the main

  Of good battle-warriors; so thereunto wend we,

  And help we the host-chief, whiles that the heat be,

  The gleed-terror grim. Now of me wotteth God

  That to me is much liefer that that, my lyke-body,   2650

  With my giver of gold the gleed should engrip.

  Unmeet it methinketh that we shields should bear

  Back unto our own home, unless we may erst

  The foe fell adown and the life-days defend

  Of the king of the Weders. Well wot I hereof

  That his old deserts naught such were, that he only

  Of all doughty of Geats the grief should be bearing.

  Sink at strife. Unto us shall one sword be, one helm,

  One byrny and shield, to both of us common.

Through the slaughter-reek waded he then, bare his war-helm   2660

  To the finding his lord, and few words he quoth:

O Beowulf the dear, now do thee all well,

  As thou in thy youthful life quothest of yore,

  That naught wouldst thou let, while still thou wert living,

  Thy glory fade out. Now shalt thou of deeds famed,

  The atheling of single heart, with all thy main deal

  For the warding thy life, and to stay thee I will.

Then after these words all wroth came the Worm,

  The dire guest foesome, that second of whiles

  With fire-wellings flecked, his foes to go look on,   2670

  The loath men. With flame was lightly then burnt up

  The board to the boss, and might not the byrny

  To the warrior the young frame any help yet.

  But so the young man under shield of his kinsman

  Went onward with valour, whenas his own was

  All undone with gleeds; then again the war-king

  Remember’d his glories, and smote with mainmight

  With his battle-bill, so that it stood in the head

  Need-driven by war-hate. Then asunder burst Nægling,

  Waxed weak in the war-tide, e’en Beowulf’s sword,   2680

  The old and grey-marked; to him was not given

  That to him any whit might the edges of irons

  Be helpful in battle; over-strong was the hand

  Which every of swords, by the hearsay of me,

  With its swing over-wrought, when he bare unto strife

  A wondrous hard weapon; naught it was to him better.

Then was the folk-scather for the third of times yet,

  The fierce fire-drake, all mindful of feud;

  He rac’d on that strong one, when was room to him given,

  Hot and battle-grim; he all the halse of him gripped   2690

  With bitter-keen bones; all bebloody’d he waxed

  With the gore of his soul. Well’d in waves then the war-sweat.
 






  








XXXVII. THEY TWO SLAY THE WORM. BEOWULF IS WOUNDED DEADLY: HE BIDDETH WIGLAF BEAR OUT THE TREASURE.
 

  Then heard I that at need of the high king of folk

  The upright earl made well manifest might,

  His craft and his keenness as kind was to him;

  The head there he heeded not (but the hand burned

  Of that man of high mood when he helped his kinsman),

  Whereas he now the hate-guest smote yet a deal nether,

  That warrior in war-gear, whereby the sword dived,

  The plated, of fair hue, and thereby fell the flame   2700

  To minish thereafter, and once more the king’s self

  Wielded his wit, and his slaying-sax drew out,

  The bitter and battle-sharp, borne on his byrny;

  Asunder the Weder’s helm smote the Worm midmost;

  They felled the fiend, and force drave the life out,

  And they twain together had gotten him ending,

  Those athelings sib. E’en such should a man be,

  A thane good at need. Now that to the king was

  The last victory-while, by the deeds of himself,

  Of his work of the world. Sithence fell the wound,   2710

  That the earth-drake to him had wrought but erewhile.

  To swell and to sweal; and this soon he found out,

  That down in the breast of him bale-evil welled,

  The venom withinward; then the Atheling wended,

  So that he by the wall, bethinking him wisdom.

  Sat on seat there and saw on the works of the giants,

  How that the stone-bows fast stood on pillars,

  The earth-house everlasting upheld withinward.

Then with his hand him the sword-gory,

  That great king his thane, the good beyond measure,   2720

  His friend-lord with water washed full well,

  The sated of battle, and unspanned his war-helm.

Forth then spake Beowulf, and over his wound said,

  His wound piteous deadly; wist he full well,

  That now of his day-whiles all had he dreed,

  Of the joy of the earth; all was shaken asunder

  The tale of his days; death without measure nigh:

Unto my son now should I be giving

  My gear of the battle, if to me it were granted

  Any ward of the heritage after my days          2730

  To my body belonging. This folk have I holden

  Fifty winters; forsooth was never a folk-king

  Of the sitters around, no one of them soothly,

  Who me with the war-friends durst wend him to greet

  And bear down with the terror. In home have I abided

  The shapings of whiles, and held mine own well.

  No wily hates sought I; for myself swore not many

  Of oaths in unright. For all this may I,

  Sick with the life-wounds, soothly have joy.

  Therefore naught need wyte me the Wielder of men   2740

  With kin murder-bale, when breaketh asunder

  My life from my lyke. And now lightly go thou

  To look on the hoard under the hoar stone,

  Wiglaf mine lief, now that lieth the Worm

  And sleepeth sore wounded, beshorn of his treasure;

  And be hasty that I now the wealth of old time,

  The gold-having may look on, and yarely behold

  The bright cunning gems, that the softlier may I

  After the treasure-weal let go away

  My life, and the folk-ship that long I have held.   2750
 






  








XXXVIII. BEOWULF BEHOLDETH THE TREASURE AND PASSETH AWAY.
 

  Then heard I that swiftly the son of that Weohstan

  After this word-say his lord the sore wounded,

  Battle-sick, there obeyed, and bare forth his ring-net,

  His battle-sark woven, in under the burg-roof;

  Saw then victory-glad as by the seat went he,

  The kindred-thane moody, sun-jewels a many,

  Much glistering gold lying down on the ground,

  Many wonders on wall, and the den of the Worm,

  The old twilight-flier; there were flagons a-standing,

  The vats of men bygone, of brighteners bereft,   2760

  And maim’d of adornment; was many an helm

  Rusty and old, and of arm-rings a many

  Full cunningly twined. All lightly may treasure,

  The gold in the ground, every one of mankind

  Befool with o’erweening, hide it who will.

  Likewise he saw standing a sign there all-golden

  High over the hoard, the most of hand-wonders,

  With limb-craft belocked, whence light a ray gleamed.

  Whereby the den’s ground-plain gat he to look on,

  The fair works scan throughly. Not of the Worm there   2770

  Was aught to be seen now, but the edge had undone him.

  Heard I then that in howe of the hoard was bereaving,

  The old work of the giants, but one man alone,

  Into his barm laded beakers and dishes

  At his very own doom; and the sign eke he took,

  The brightest of beacons. But the bill of the old lord

  (The edge was of iron) erewhile it scathed

  Him who of that treasure hand-bearer was

  A long while, and fared a-bearing the flame-dread

  Before the hoard hot, and welling of fierceness   2780

  In the midnights, until that by murder he died.

In haste was the messenger, eager of back-fare,

  Further’d with fretted gems. Him longing fordid

  To wot whether the bold man he quick there shall meet

  In that mead-stead, e’en he the king of the Weders,

  All sick of his might, whereas he erst Itft him.

He fetching the treasure then found the king mighty,

  His own lord, yet there, and him ever all gory

  At end of his life; and he yet once again

  Fell the water to warp o’er him, till the word’s point   2790

  Brake through the breast-hoard, and Beowulf spake out.

  The aged, in grief as he gaz’d on the gold:

Now I for these fretworks to the Lord of all thanking,

  To the King of all glory, in words am yet saying,

  To the Lord ever living, for that which I look on;

  Whereas such I might for the people of mine,

  Ere ever my death-day, get me to own.

  Now that for the treasure-hoard here have I sold

  My life and laid down the same, frame still then ever

  The folk-need, for here never longer I may be.   2800

  So bid ye the war-mighty work me a howe

  Bright after the bale-fire at the sea’s nose,

  Which for a remembrance to the people of me

  Aloft shall uplift him at Whale-ness for ever,

  That it the sea-goers sithence may hote

  Beowulf’s Howe, e’en they that the high-ships

  Over the flood-mists drive from afar.

Did off from his halse then a ring was all golden,

  The king the great-hearted, and gave to his thane,

  To the spear-warrior young his war-helm gold-brindled,   2810

  The ring and the byrny, and bade him well brook them:

Thou art the end-leaving of all of our kindred,

  The Wægmundings; Weird now hath swept all away

  Of my kinsmen, and unto the doom of the Maker

  The earls in their might; now after them shall I.

That was to the aged lord youngest of words

  Of his breast-thoughts, ere ever he chose him the bale,

  The hot battle-wellings; from his heart now departed

  His soul, to seek out the doom of the soothfast.
 






  








XXXIX. WIGLAF CASTETH SHAME ON THOSE FLEERS.
 

  But gone was it then with the unaged man        2820

  Full hard that there he beheld on the earth

  The liefest of friends at the ending of life,

  Of bearing most piteous. And likewise lay his bane

  The Earth-drake, the loathly fear, reft of his life,

  By bale laid undone: the ring-hoards no longer

  The Worm, the crook-bowed, ever might wield;

  For soothly the edges of the irons him bare off,

  The hard battle-sharded leavings of hammers,

  So that the wide-flier stilled with wounding

  Fell onto earth anigh to his hoard-hall,        2830

  Nor along the lift ever more playing he turned

  At middle-nights, proud of the owning of treasure,

  Show’d the face of him forth, but to earth there he fell

  Because of the host-leader’s work of the hand.

This forsooth on the land hath thriven to few,

  Of men might and main bearing, by hearsay of mine,

  Though in each of all deeds full daring he were,

  That against venom-scather’s fell breathing he set on,

  Or the hall of his rings with hand be a-stirring,

  If so be that he waking the warder had found    2840

  Abiding in burg. By Beowulf was

  His deal of the king-treasure paid for by death;

  There either had they fared on to the end

  Of this loaned life. Long it was not until

  Those laggards of battle the holt were a-leaving,

  Unwarlike troth-liars, the ten there together,

  Who durst not e’en now with darts to be playing

  E’en in their man-lord’s most mickle need.

  But shamefully now their shields were they bearing,

  Their weed of the battle, there where lay the aged;   2850

  They gazed on Wiglaf where weary’d he sat,

  The foot-champion, hard by his very lord’s shoulder,

  And wak’d him with water: but no whit it sped him;

  Never might he on earth howsoe’er well he will’d it

  In that leader of spears hold the life any more,

  Nor the will of the Wielder change ever a whit;

  But still should God’s doom of deeds rule the rede

  For each man of men, as yet ever it doth.

  Then from out of the youngling an answer full grim

  Easy got was for him who had lost heart erewhile,   2860

  And word gave out Wiglaf, Weohstan’s son

  The sorrowful-soul’d man: on those unlief he saw:

  Lo that may he say who sooth would be saying,

  That the man-lord who dealt you the gift of those dear things,

  The gear of the war-host wherein there ye stand,

  Whereas he on the ale-bench full oft was a-giving

  Unto the hall-sitters war-helm and byrny,

  The king to his thanes, e’en such as he choicest

  Anywhere, far or near, ever might find:

  That he utterly wrongsome those weeds of the war   2870

  Had cast away, then when the war overtook him.

  Surely never the folk-king of his fellows in battle

  Had need to be boastful; howsoever God gave him,

  The Victory-wielder, that he himself wreaked him

  Alone with the edge, when to him need of might was.

  Unto him of life-warding but little might I

  Give there in the war-tide; and yet I began

  Above measure of my might my kinsman to help;

  Ever worse was the Worm then when I with sword

  Smote the life-foe, and ever the fire less strongly   2880

  Welled out from his wit. Of warders o’er little

  Throng’d about the king when him the battle befell.

Now shall taking of treasures and giving of swords

  And all joy of your country-home fail from your kindred,

  All hope wane away; of the land-right moreover

  May each of the men of that kinsman’s burg ever

  Roam lacking; sithence that the athelings eft-soons

  From afar shall have heard of your faring in flight,

  Your gloryless deed. Yea, death shall be better

  For each of the earls than a life ever ill-fam’d.   2890
 






  








XL. WIGLAF SENDETH TIDING TO THE HOST: THE WORDS OF THE MESSENGER.
 

  Then he bade them that war-work give out at the barriers

  Up over the sea-cliff, whereas then the earl-host

  The morning-long day sat sad of their mood,

  The bearers of war-boards, in weening of both things,

  Either the end-day, or else the back-coming

  Of the lief man. Forsooth he little was silent

  Of the new-fallen tidings who over the ness rode,

  But soothly he said over all there a-sitting:

Now is the will-giver of the folk of the Weders,

  The lord of the Geats, fast laid in the death-bed,   2900

  In the slaughter-rest wonneth he by the Worm’s doings.

  And beside him yet lieth his very life-winner

  All sick with the sax-wounds; with sword might he never

  On the monster, the fell one, in any of manners

  Work wounding at all. There yet sitteth Wiglaf,

  Weohstan’s own boy, over Beowulf king,

  One earl over the other, over him the unliving;

  With heart-honours holdeth he head-ward withal

  Over lief, over loath. But to folk is a weening

  Of war-tide as now, so soon as unhidden         2910

  To Franks and to Frisians the fall of the king

  Is become over widely. Once was the strife shapen

  Hard ‘gainst the Hugs, sithence Hygelac came

  Faring with float-host to Frisian land,

  Whereas him the Hetware vanquish’d in war,

  With might gat the gain, with o’er-mickle main;

  The warrior bebyrny’d he needs must bow down:

  He fell in the host, and no fretted war-gear

  Gave that lord to the doughty, but to us was aye sithence

  The mercy ungranted that was of the Merwing.    2920

  Nor do I from the Swede folk of peace or good faith

  Ween ever a whit. For widely ’twas wotted

  That Ongentheow erst had undone the life

  Of Hæthcyn the Hrethel’s son hard by the Raven-wood,

  Then when in their pride the Scylfings of war

  Erst gat them to seek to the folk of the Geats.

  Unto him soon the old one, the father of Ohthere,

  The ancient and fearful gave back the hand-stroke,

  Brake up the sea-wise one, rescued his bride.

  The aged his spouse erst, bereft of the gold,   2930

  Mother of Onela, yea and of Ohthere;

  And follow’d up thereon his foemen the deadly,

  Until they betook them and sorrowfully therewith

  Unto the Raven-holt, reft of their lord.

  With huge host then beset he the leaving of swords

  All weary with wounds, and woe he behight them,

  That lot of the wretched, the livelong night through;

  Quoth he that the morrow’s morn with the swords’ edges

  He would do them to death, hang some on the gallows

  For a game unto fowl. But again befell comfort   2940

  To the sorry of mood with the morrow-day early;

  Whereas they of Hygelac’s war-horn and trumpet

  The voice wotted, whenas the good king his ways came

  Faring on in the track of his folk’s doughty men.
 






  








XLI. MORE WORDS OF THE MESSENGER. HOW HE FEARS THE SWEDES WHEN THEY WOT OF BEOWULF DEAD.
 

  Was the track of the war-sweat of Swedes and of Geats,

  The men’s slaughter-race, right wide to be seen,

  How those folks amongst them were waking the feud.

  Departed that good one, and went with his fellows,

  Old and exceeding sad, fastness to seek;

  The earl Ongentheow upward returned;            2950

  Of Hygelac’s battle-might oft had he heard,

  The war-craft of the proud one; in withstanding he trow’d not,

  That he to the sea-folk in fight might debate,

  Or against the sea-farers defend him his hoard,

  His bairns and his bride. He bow’d him aback thence,

  The old under the earth-wall. Then was the chase bidden

  To the Swede-folk, and Hygelac’s sign was upreared,

  And the plain of the peace forth on o’er-pass’d they,

  After the Hrethlings onto the hedge throng’d.

  There then was Ongentheow by the swords’ edges,   2960

  The blent-hair’d, the hoary one, driven to biding,

  So that the folk-king fain must he take

  Sole doom of Eofor. Him in his wrath then

  Wulf the Wonreding reach’d with his weapon,

  So that from the stroke sprang the war-sweat in streams

  Forth from under his hair; yet naught fearsome was he,

  The aged, the Scylfing, but paid aback rathely

  With chaffer that worse was that war-crash of slaughter,

  Sithence the folk-king turned him thither;

  And nowise might the brisk one that son was of Wonred   2970

  Unto the old carle give back the hand-slaying,

  For that he on Wulf’s head the helm erst had sheared,

  So that all with the blood stained needs must he bow,

  And fell on the field; but not yet was he fey,

  But he warp’d himself up, though the wound had touch’d nigh.

  But thereon the hard Hygelac’s thane there,

  Whenas down lay his brother, let the broad blade,

  The old sword of eotens, that helm giant-fashion’d

  Break over the board-wall, and down the king bowed,

  The herd of the folk unto fair life was smitten.   2980

  There were many about there who bound up his kinsman,

  Upraised him swiftly when room there was made them,

  That the slaughter-stead there at the stour they might wield,

  That while when was reaving one warrior the other:

  From Ongentheow took he the iron-wrought byrny,

  The hard-hilted sword, with his helm all together:

  The hoary one’s harness to Hygelac bare he;

  The fret war-gear then took he, and fairly behight him

  Before the folk due gifts, and even so did it;

  Gild he gave for that war-race, the lord of the Geats,   2990

  The own son of Hrethel, when home was he come,

  To Eofor and Wulf gave he over-much treasure,

  To them either he gave an hundred of thousands,

  Land and lock’d rings. Of the gift none needed to wyte him

  Of mid earth, since the glory they gained by battle.

  Then to Eofor he gave his one only daughter,

  An home-worship soothly, for pledge of his good will.

That is the feud and the foeship full soothly,

  The dead-hate of men, e’en as I have a weening,

  Wherefor the Swede people against us shall seek,   3000

  Sithence they have learned that lieth our lord

  All lifeless; e’en he that erewhile hath held

  Against all the haters the hoard and the realm;

  Who after the heroes’ fall held the fierce Scylfings,

  Framed the folk-rede, and further thereto

  Did earlship-deeds. Now is haste best of all

  That we now the folk-king should fare to be seeing,

  And then that we bring him who gave us the rings

  On his way to the bale: nor shall somewhat alone

  With the moody be molten; but manifold hoard is,   3010

  Gold untold of by tale that grimly is cheapened,

  And now at the last by this one’s own life

  Are rings bought, and all these the brand now shall fret,

  The flame thatch them over: no earl shall bear off

  One gem in remembrance; nor any fair maiden

  Shall have on her halse a ring-honour thereof,

  But in grief of mood henceforth, bereaved of gold,

  Shall oft, and not once alone, alien earth tread,

  Now that the host-learn’d hath laid aside laughter,

  The game and the glee-joy. Therefore shall the spear,   3020

  Full many a morn-cold, of hands be bewounden,

  Uphoven in hand; and no swough of the harp

  Shall waken the warriors; but the wan raven rather

  Fain over the fey many tales shall tell forth,

  And say to the erne how it sped him at eating,

  While he with the wolf was a-spoiling the slain.

So was the keen-whetted a-saying this while

  Spells of speech loathly; he lied not much

  Of weirds or of words. Then uprose all the war-band,

  And unblithe they wended under the Ernes-ness,   3030

  All welling of tears, the wonder to look on.

  Found they then on the sand, now lacking of soul,

  Holding his bed, him that gave them the rings

  In time erewhile gone by. But then was the end-day

  Gone for the good one; since the king of the battle,

  The lord of the Weders, in wonder-death died.

  But erst there they saw a more seldom-seen sight,

  The Worm on the lea-land over against him

  Down lying there loathly; there was the fire-drake,

  The grim of the terrors, with gleeds all beswealed.   3040

  He was of fifty feet of his measure

  Long of his lying. Lift-joyance held he

  In the whiles of the night, but down again wended

  To visit his den. Now fast was he in death,

  He had of the earth-dens the last end enjoyed.

  There by him now stood the beakers and bowls,

  There lay the dishes and dearly-wrought swords,

  Rusty, through-eaten they, as in earth’s bosom

  A thousand of winters there they had wonned.

  For that heritage there was, all craftily eked,   3050

  Gold of the yore men, in wizardry wounden;

  So that that ring-hall might none reach thereto,

  Not any of mankind but if God his own self,

  Sooth king of victories, gave unto whom he would

  (He is holder of men) to open that hoard,

  E’en to whichso of mankind should seem to him meet.
 






  








XLII. THEY GO TO LOOK ON THE FIELD OF DEED.
 

  Then it was to be seen that throve not the way

  To him that unrightly had hidden within there

  The fair gear ‘neath the wall. The warder erst slew

  Some few of folk, and the feud then became      3060

  Wrothfully wreaked. A wonder whenas

  A valour-strong earl may reach on the ending

  Of the fashion of life, when he longer in nowise

  One man with his kinsmen may dwell in the mead-hall!

  So to Beowulf was it when the burg’s ward he sought.

  For the hate of the weapons: he himself knew not

  Wherethrough forsooth his world’s sundering should be.

  So until Doomsday they cursed it deeply,

  Those princes the dread, who erst there had done it,

  That that man should be of sins never sackless,   3070

  A-hoppled in shrines, in hell-bonds fast set,

  With plague-spots be punish’d, who that plain should plunder.

  But naught gold-greedy was he, more gladly had he

  The grace of the Owner erst gotten to see.

Now spake out Wiglaf, that son was of Weohstan:

  Oft shall many an earl for the will but of one

  Dree the wrack, as to us even now is befallen:

  Nowise might we learn the lief lord of us,

  The herd of the realm, any of rede,

  That he should not go greet that warder of gold,   3080

  But let him live yet, whereas long he was lying,

  And wonne in his wicks until the world’s ending;

  But he held to high weird and the hoard hath been seen,

  Grimly gotten: o’er hard forsooth was that giving,

  That the king of the folk e’en thither enticed.

  Lo! I was therein, and I look’d it all over,

  The gear of the house, when for me room was gotten,

  But I lightly in nowise had leave for the passage

  In under the earth-wall; in haste I gat hold

  Forsooth with my hands of a mickle main burden   3090

  Of hoard-treasures, and hither then out did I bear them,

  Out unto my king, and then quick was he yet,

  Wise, and wit-holding: a many things spake he,

  That aged in grief-care, and bade me to greet you,

  And prayed ye would do e’en after your friend’s deeds

  Aloft in the bale-stead a howe builded high,

  Most mickle and mighty, as he amongst men was

  The worthfullest warrior wide over the world,

  While he the burg-weal erewhile might brook.

  Then so let us hasten this second of whiles     3100

  To see and to seek the throng of things strange,

  The wonder ‘neath wall; I shall wise you the way,

  So that ye from a-near may look on enough

  Of rings and broad gold; and be the bier swiftly

  All yare thereunto, whenas out we shall fare.

  Then let us so ferry the lord that was ours,

  The lief man of men, to where long shall he

  In the All-Wielder’s keeping full patiently wait.

Bade then to bid the bairn of that Weohstan,

  The deer of the battle, to a many of warriors,   3110

  The house-owning wights, that the wood of the bale

  They should ferry from far, e’en the folk-owning men,

  Toward the good one. And now shall the gleed fret away,

  The wan flame a-waxing, the strong one of warriors,

  Him who oft-times abided the shower of iron

  When the storm of the shafts driven on by the strings

  Shook over the shield-wall, and the shaft held its service,

  And eager with feather-gear follow’d the barb.

Now then the wise one, that son was of Weohstan,

  Forth from the throng then call’d of the king’s thanes   3120

  A seven together, the best to be gotten,

  And himself went the eighth in under the foe-roof;

  One man of the battlers in hand there he bare

  A gleam of the fire, of the first went he inward.

  It was nowise allotted who that hoard should despoil,

  Sithence without warden some deal that there was

  The men now beheld in the hall there a-wonning,

  Lying there fleeting; little mourn’d any,

  That they in all haste outward should ferry

  The dear treasures. But forthwith the drake did they shove,   3130

  The Worm, o’er the cliff-wall, and let the wave take him,

  The flood fathom about the fretted works’ herd.

There then was wounden gold on the wain laden

  Untold of each kind, and the Atheling borne,

  The hoary of warriors, out on to Whale-ness.
 






  








XLIII. OF THE BURIAL OF BEOWULF.
 

  For him then they geared, the folk of the Geats,

  A pile on the earth all unweaklike that was,

  With war-helms behung, and with boards of the battle,

  And bright byrnies, e’en after the boon that he bade.

  Laid down then amidmost their king mighty-famous   3140

  The warriors lamenting, the lief lord of them.

  Began on the burg of bale-fires the biggest

  The warriors to waken: the wood-reek went up

  Swart over the smoky glow, sound of the flame

  Bewound with the weeping (the wind-blending stilled),

  Until it at last the bone-house had broken

  Hot at the heart. All unglad of mind

  With mood-care they mourned their own liege lord’s quelling.

  Likewise a sad lay the wife of aforetime

  For Beowulf the king, with her hair all upbounden,   3150

  Sang sorrow-careful; said oft and over

  That harm-days for herself in hard wise she dreaded,

  The slaughter-falls many, much fear of the warrior,

  The shaming and bondage. Heaven swallow’d the reek.

  Wrought there and fashion’d the folk of the Weders

  A howe on the lithe, that high was and broad.

  Unto the wave-farers wide to be seen:

  Then it they betimber’d in time of ten days,

  The battle-strong’s beacon; the brands’ very-leavings

  They bewrought with a wall in the worthiest of ways,   3160

  That men of all wisdom might find how to work.

Into burg then they did the rings and bright sun-gems,

  And all such adornments as in the hoard there

  The war-minded men had taken e’en now;

  The earls’ treasures let they the earth to be holding,

  Gold in the grit, wherein yet it liveth,

  As useless to men-folk as ever it erst was.

Then round the howe rode the deer of the battle,

  The bairns of the athelings, twelve were they in all.

  Their care would they mourn, and bemoan them their king,   3170

  The word-lay would they utter and over the man speak:

  They accounted his earlship and mighty deeds done,

  And doughtily deem’d them; as due as it is

  That each one his friend-lord with words should belaud,

  And love in his heart, whenas forth shall he

  Away from the body be fleeting at last.

In such wise they grieved, the folk of the Geats,

  For the fall of their lord, e’en they his hearth-fellows;

  Quoth they that he was a world-king forsooth,

  The mildest of all men, unto men kindest,       3180

  To his folk the most gentlest, most yearning of fame.
 






  








PERSONS AND PLACES
 

(Numbers refer to Pages)
 

  [Transcriber’s Note:

  In this and the following section, page numbers in parentheses are

  accompanied by a line reference in brackets.]
 

BEANSTAN, father of Breca (31 [524]).
 

Beowulf the Dane (not Beowulf the Geat, the hero of the poem) was the

grandfather of Hrothgar (2, 4 [18, 53]).
 

Beowulf the Geat. See the Argument.
 

Breca (30 [506]), who contended with Beowulf in swimming, was a chief of

the Brondings (31 [521]).
 

Brisings’ neck-gear (70 [1199]). “This necklace is the Brisinga-men, the

costly necklace of Freyja, which she won from the dwarfs and which was

stolen from her by Loki, as is told in the Edda” (Kemble). In our poem,

it is said that Hama carried off this necklace when he fled from

Eormenric, king of the Ostrogoths.
 

DAYRAVEN (143 [2500]), a brave warrior of the Hugs, and probably the

slayer of Hygelac, whom, in that case, Beowulf avenged.
 

EADGILS, Eanmund (136, 137 [2379, 2391]), “sons of Ohthere,” and nephews

of the Swedish King Onela, by whom they were banished from their native

land for rebellion. They took refuge at the court of the Geat King

Heardred, and Onela, “Ongentheow’s bairn,” enraged at their finding an

asylum with his hereditary foes, invaded Geatland, and slew Heardred. At

a later time Beowulf, when king of the Geats, balanced the feud by

supporting Eadgils in an invasion of Sweden, in which King Onela was

slain.
 

Eanmund (149 [2610]), while in exile at the court of the Geats, was

slain by Weohstan, father of Wiglaf, and stripped of the armour given

him by his uncle, the Swedish King Onela. Weohstan “spake not about the

feud, although he had slain Onela’s brother’s son,” probably because he

was not proud of having slain an “exile unfriended” in a private

quarrel.
 

Ecglaf, father of Unferth, Hrothgar’s spokesman (29 [499]).
 

Ecgtheow (22 [373]), father of Beowulf the Geat, by the only daughter of

Hrethel, king of the Geats. Having slain Heatholaf, a warrior of the

Wylfings, Ecgtheow sought protection at the court of the Danish King

Hrothgar, who accepted his fealty and settled the feud by a

money-payment (27 [463]). Hence the heartiness of Beowulf’s welcome at

Hrothgar’s hands.
 

Ecgwela. The Scyldings or Danes are once called “Ecgwela’s offspring”

(99 [1710]). He may have been the founder of the older dynasty of Danish

kings which ended with Heremod.
 

Eofor (142, 167-9 [2485, 2963-2996]), a Geat warrior, brother of Wulf.

He came to the aid of his brother in his single combat with the Swedish

King Ongentheow, and slew the king, being rewarded by Hygelac with the

hand of his only daughter.
 

Eotens (61, 62, 66 [1072, 1088, 1141]) are the people of Finn, king of

Friesland. In other passages, it is merely a name for a race of

monsters.
 

FINN (61-7 [1068-1156]). The somewhat obscure Finn episode in Beowulf

appears to be part of a Finn epic, of which only the merest fragment,

called the Fight at Finnsburg, is extant. The following conjectured

outline of the whole story is based on this fragment and on the Beowulf

episode; Finn, king of the Frisians, had carried off Hildeburh, daughter

of Hoc, probably with her consent. Her father, Hoc, seems to have

pursued the fugitives, and to have been slain in the fight which ensued

on his overtaking them. After the lapse of some twenty years Hoc’s sons,

Hnæf and Hengest, are old enough to undertake the duty of avenging their

father’s death. They make an inroad into Finn’s country, and a battle

takes place in which many warriors, among them Hnæf and a son of Finn,

are killed. Peace is then solemnly concluded, and the slain warriors are

burnt. As the year is too far advanced for Hengest to return home, he

and those of his men who survive remain for the winter in the Frisian

country with Finn. But Hengest’s thoughts dwell constantly on the death

of his brother Hnæf, and he would gladly welcome any excuse to break the

peace which had been sworn by both parties. His ill-concealed desire for

revenge is noticed by the Frisians, who anticipate it by themselves

attacking Hengest and his men whilst they are sleeping in the hall. This

is the night attack described in the Fight at Finnsburg. It would seem

that after a brave and desperate resistance Hengest himself falls in

this fight at the hands of the son of Hunlaf (66 [1143]), but two of his

retainers, Guthlaf and Oslaf, succeed in cutting their way through their

enemies and in escaping to their own land. They return with fresh

troops, attack and slay Finn, and carry his queen Hildeburh back to the

Daneland.
 

Folkwalda (62 [1089]), father of Finn.
 

Franks (70, 165 [1210, 2911]). Hygelac, king of the Geats, was defeated

and slain early in the sixth century, in his historical invasion of the

Netherlands, by a combined army of Frisians, Franks, and Hugs.
 

Freawaru (116 [2022]), daughter of Hrothgar and Wealhtheow. Beowulf

tells Hygelac that her father has betrothed her to Ingeld, prince of the

Heathobards, in the hope of settling the feud between the two peoples.

But he prophesies that the hope will prove vain: for an old Heathobard

warrior, seeing a Danish chieftain accompany Freawaru to their court

laden with Heathobard spoils, will incite the son of the former owner of

the plundered treasure to revenge, until blood is shed, and the feud is

renewed. That this was what afterwards befell, we learn from the Old

English poem Widsith. See also ll. 83-5.
 

Friesland (65 [1126]), the land of the North Frisians.
 

Frieslands (135 [2356]), Frisian land (165 [2914]), the home of the West

Frisians.
 

Frisians. Two tribes are to be distinguished: 1. The North Frisians (61,

63 [1070, 1093]), the people of Finn. 2. The West Frisians (143, 165

[2502, 2911]), who combined with the Franks and Hugs and defeated

Hygelac, between 512 and 520 A.D.
 

Froda (117 [2025]), father of Ingeld. See Freawaru.
 

GUTHLAF and Oslaf (66 [1148]). See Finn.
 

HÆRETH (112, 114 [1929, 1981]), father of Hygd, wife of Hygelac.
 

Hæthcyn (139, 142, 165 [2433, 2481, 2924]), second son of Hrethel, king

of the Geats, and thus elder brother of Hygelac. He accidentally killed

his elder brother Herebeald with a bow-shot, to the inconsolable grief

of Hrethel. He succeeded to the throne at his father’s death, but fell

in battle at Ravenwood (165 [2924]) by the hand of the Swedish King

Ongentheow.
 

Half-Danes (61 [1069]), the tribe to which Hnæf belongs. See Finn.
 

Hama (69 [1198]). See Brisings.
 

Healfdene (4 [57]), king of the Danes, son of Beowulf the Scylding, and

father of Hrothgar, “Healfdene’s son” (16 [268]).
 

Heardred (126, 136-7 [2202, 2374-2387]), son of Hygelac and Hygd. While

still under age he succeeds his father as king of the Geats, Beowulf,

who has refused the throne himself, being his counsellor and protector.

He is slain by “Ongentheow’s bairn” (137 [2386]), Onela, king of the

Swedes.
 

Heathobards, Lombards, the tribe of Ingeld, the betrothed of Freawaru,

Hrothgar’s daughter (117 [2032]).
 

Heatholaf (27 [460]). See Ecgtheow.
 

Helmings. “The Dame of the Helmings” (36 [620]) is Hrothgar’s queen,

Wealhtheow.
 

Hemming. “The Kinsman of Hemming” is a name for Offa (112 [1944]) and

for his son Eomær (113 [1961]).
 

Hengest (62-5 [1083-1127]). See Finn.
 

Heorogar (5 [61]), elder brother of Hrothgar (27 [467]), did not leave

his armour to his son Heoroward (124 [2158]); but Hrothgar gives it to

Beowulf, and Beowulf gives it to Hygelac.
 

Herebeald (139, 141 [2433, 2462]), eldest son of the Geat King Hrethel,

was accidentally shot dead with an arrow by his brother Hæthcyn.
 

Heremod (53, 99 [915, 1709]) is twice spoken of as a bad and cruel

Danish king. In the end he is betrayed into the hands of his foes.
 

Hereric may have been brother of Hygd, Hygelac’s queen, for their son

Heardred is spoken of as “the nephew of Hereric” (126 [2206]).
 

Here-Scyldings (64 [1108]), Army-Scyldings, a name of the Danes.
 

Hetware (135, 165 [2362, 2915]), the Hattuarii of the Historia

Francorum of Gregory of Tours and of the Gesta Regum Francorum, were

the tribe against which Hygelac was raiding when he was defeated and

slain by an army of Frisians, Franks, and Hugs.
 

Hildeburh (61, 64 [1071, 1114]). See Finn.
 

Hnæf (61, 64 [1069, 1114]). See Finn.
 

Hoc (62 [1076]). See Finn.
 

Hrethel, a former king of the Geats; son of Swerting (70 [1202]), father

of Hygelac and grandfather of Beowulf (22 [374]), to whom he left his

coat of mail (26 [454]). He died of grief at the loss of his eldest son

Herebeald (139-42) [2429-2473], who was accidentally slain by his brother

Hæthcyn.
 

  [Transcriber’s Note:

  Page 70 [l. 1202] text reads “Hygelac ... grandson of Swerting.”

  Hrethel is not named.]
 

Hrethlings (167 [2959]), the people of Hrethel, the Geats.
 

Hrethmen (26 [445]), Triumph-men, the Danes.
 

Hrethric (69, 106 [1189, 1836]), elder son of Hrothgar and Wealhtheow.
 

Hrothgar. See the Argument.
 

Hrothulf (59, 68 [1017, 1181]), probably the son of Hrothgar’s younger

brother Halga (5 [61]). He lives at the Danish court. Wealhtheow hopes

that, if he survives Hrothgar, he will be good to their children in

return for their kindness to him. It would seem that this hope was not

to be fulfilled (“yet of kindred unsunder’d,” 67 [1164]).
 

Hygd, daughter of Hæreth, wife of Hygelac, the king of the Geats, and

mother of Heardred. She may well be “the wife of aforetime” (177

[3149]).
 

Hygelac, third son of Hrethel (139 [2433]) and uncle to Beowulf, is the

reigning king of the Geats during the greater part of the action of the

poem. When his brother Hæthcyn was defeated and slain by Ongentheow at

Ravenwood (165 [2923]), Hygelac quickly went in pursuit and put

Ongentheow to flight; but although, as leader of the attack, he is

called “the banesman of Ongentheow” (114 [1986]), the actual slayer was

Eofor (142, 167 [2485, 2963]), whom Hygelac rewarded with the hand of

his only daughter (169 [2996]). Hygelac came by his death between 512

and 520 A.D., in his historical invasion of the Netherlands, which is

referred to in the poem four times (70, 135, 143, 165 [1207, 2356, 2502,

2911]).
 

ING (147 [2576]). See Ingwines.
 

Ingeld (119 [2064]). See Freawaru.
 

Ingwines (60, 77 [1044, 1319]), “friends of Ing,” the Danes. Ing,

according to the Old English Rune-Poem, “was first seen by men amid

the East Danes”; he has been identified with Frea.
 

MERWING, The (165 [2920]), the Merovingian king of the Franks.
 

OFFA (113 [1949]). See Thrytho.
 

Ohthere (136-7, 165 [2379-2393, 2927]), son of the Swedish King

Ongentheow, and father of Eanmund and Eadgils (q.v.).
 

Onela, “Ongentheow’s bairn” (137 [2386]) and elder brother of Ohthere,

is king of Sweden (“the helm of the Scylfings,” 136 [2380]) at the time

of the rebellion of Eanmund and Eadgils. He invades the land of the

Geats, which has harboured the rebels, slays Heardred, son of Hygelac,

and then retreats before Beowulf. At a later time Beowulf avenges the

death of Heardred by supporting Eadgils, “son of Ohthere” (137 [2393]),

in an invasion of Sweden, in which Onela is slain. See also Eadgils;

and compare the slaying of Ali by Athils on the ice of Lake Wener in the

Icelandic “Heimskringla.”
 

Ongentheow, father of Onela and Ohthere, was a former king of the

Swedes. The earlier strife between the Swedes and the Geats, in which he

is the chief figure, is fully related by the messenger (164 [2891]) who

brings the tidings of Beowulf’s death. In retaliation for the marauding

invasions of Onela and Ohthere (142 [2474]), Hæthcyn invaded Sweden, and

took Ongentheow’s queen prisoner. Ongentheow in return invaded the land

of her captor, whom he slew, and rescued his wife (165 [2923]); but in

his hour of triumph he was attacked in his turn by Hygelac near

Ravenwood, and fell by the hand of Eofor (168 [2960]).
 

SCANEY (97 [1686]), Scede-lands (2 [19]), the most southern portion of

the Scandinavian peninsula, belonging to the Danes; used in our poem for

the whole Danish kingdom.
 

Scyld (1 [4]), son of Sheaf, was the mythical founder of the royal

Danish dynasty of Scyldings.
 

Scyldings, descendants of Scyld, properly the name of the reigning

Danish dynasty, is commonly extended to include the Danish people (3

[30]).
 

Scylfing: “the Scylfing” (167 [2967]), “the aged of Scylfings” (142

[2486]), is Ongentheow.
 

Scylfings (136 [2380]), the name of the reigning Swedish dynasty, was

extended to the Swedish people in the same way as “Scyldings” to the

Danes. Beowulf’s kinsman Wiglaf is called “lord of Scylfings” (149

[2601]), and in another passage the name is apparently applied to the

Geats (170 [3004]); this seems to point to a common ancestry of Swedes

and Geats, or it may be that Beowulf’s father Ecgtheow was a “Scylfing.”
 

THRYTHO (112 [1931]), wife of the Angle King Offa and mother of Eomær,

is mentioned in contrast to Hygd, just as Heremod is a foil to Beowulf.

She is at first the type of a cruel, unwomanly queen. But by her

marriage with Offa, who seems to be her second husband, she is subdued

and changed until her fame even adds glory to his.
 

UNFERTH, son of Ecglaf, is the spokesman of Hrothgar, at whose feet he

sits. He is of a jealous disposition, and is twice spoken of as the

murderer of his own brothers (34, 67 [587, 1165]). Taunting Beowulf with

defeat in his swimming-match with Breca, he is silenced by the hero’s

reply, and more effectually still by the issue of the struggle with

Grendel (57 [980]). Afterwards, however, he lends his sword Hrunting for

Beowulf’s encounter with Grendel’s mother (85, 104 [1465, 1808]).
 

WÆGMUNDINGS (149, 160 [2605, 2803]), the family to which both Beowulf

and Wiglaf belong. Their fathers, Ecgtheow and Weohstan, may have been

sons of Wægmund.
 

Wedermark (17 [298]), the land of the Weder-Geats, i.e. the Geats.
 

Weders, Weder-Geats (13, 86, 122 [225, 1492, 2120]), Geats.
 

Weland (26 [455]), the Völund of the Edda, the famous smith of Teutonic

legend, was the maker of Beowulf’s coat of mail. See the figured casket

in the British Museum; and compare “Wayland Smith’s Cave” near the White

Horse, in Berkshire.
 

Weohstan was the father of Beowulf’s kinsman and faithful henchman

Wiglaf, and the slayer of Eanmund (149 [2601]).
 

Wonred, father of “Wulf the Wonreding” (167 [2964]), and of Eofor.
 

Wulf (167 [2964]). See Eofor.
 

Wulfgar, “a lord of the Wendels” (20 [348]), is an official of

Hrothgar’s court, where he is the first to greet Beowulf and his Geats,

and introduces them to Hrothgar.
 

Wythergyld (118 [2051]) is a warrior of the Heathobards.
 






  








THE MEANING OF SOME WORDS NOT COMMONLY USED NOW
 

(Numbers refer to Pages)
 

  [Transcriber’s Note:

  In this and the previous section, page numbers in parentheses are

  accompanied by a line reference in brackets.]
 

  A-banning, the work was (5) [74], orders for the work were given.

  Arede (119) [2056], possess.

  Atheling, prince, noble, noble warrior.
 

  Barm, lap, bosom.

  Behalsed (5 [63]), embraced by the neck.

  Berne, man, warrior, hero.

  Bestead (143 [2499]), served.

  Beswealed, scorched, burnt.

  Beswinked, sweated.

  Birlers, cup-bearers.

  Board, shield.

  Bode, announce.

  Bollen, swollen, angry.

  Boot (9 [158]), compensation.

  Boun (18 [301]), made ready.

  Braided (147 [2574]), drew, lifted.

  Brim, sea.

  Brook, use, enjoy.

  Burg, fortified place, stronghold, mount, barrow; protection;

protector; family (163 [2886]).

  Byrny, coat of mail.
 

  Devil-dray, nest of devils. Cf. squirrel’s-dray, common in Berks;

used by Cowper.

  Dreary, bloody.

  Dree, do, accomplish, suffer, enjoy, spend (155 [2725]).
 

  Ealdor, chief, lord.

  Eme, uncle.

  Eoten, giant, monster, enemy.
 

  Fathom, embrace.

  Feeless, not to be atoned for with money.

  Ferry, bring, carry.

  Fifel, monster.

  Flyting, contending, scolding.

  Fold, the earth.

  Forheed, disregard.

  Forwritten, proscribed.

  Frist, space of time, delay.
 

  Gar, spear.

  Graithly, readily, well.
 

  Halse, neck.

  Hand-shoal, band of warriors.

  Hery, praise.

  Hild-play, battle.

  Holm, ocean, sea.

  Holm-throng, eddy of the sea.

  Holt, wood.

  Hote, call.

  Howe, mound, burial-mound.

  Hythe, ferry, haven.
 

  Kemp, champion, fighter.
 

  Lithe, slope.

  Loom, heirloom.

  Low (133 [2320]), flame.

  Lyke, body.
 

  Moody, brave, proud.
 

  Nicors, sea-monsters.

  Nithing (12 [193]), spite, malice.
 

  O’erthinking, overweening, arrogance.
 

  Rail, railings, coat, armour.

  Rimed, counted, reckoned.
 

  Sea-lode, sea-voyage.

  Sin, malice, hatred, hostility.

  Skinked, poured out.

  Slot, track.

  Staple, threshold.

  Stone-bow, arch of stone.

  Sty, stride, ascend, descend.

  Sweal, burn.
 

  Through-witting, understanding.
 

  Undern, from 9 o’clock till 12 o’clock; “at undren and at middai,”

O.E. Miscellany.
 

  Warths, shores, still in use at Wick St. Lawrence, in Somerset.

  Wick, dwelling.

  Wick-stead, dwelling-place.

  Wise, direct, show.

  Wit-lust, curiosity.

  Worth, shall be.

  Wreak, utter.

  Wyte, blame, charge with.

  Yare, ready.

  Yode, went.
 






  

THE ORDINATION OF KNIGHTHOOD
 


 

THAT the wise speak is goodly gain,
 For thereby do we win amain 
 Of sense, of good and courtesy: 
 ’Tis good to haunt the company
 

Of him who of his ways hath heed, 
 And hath no keep of folly’s deed. 
 For as in Solomon we find, 
 The man that is of wisdom’s kind 
 Doth well in every deed there is;
 

And if at whiles he doth amiss 
 In whatso wise, unwittingly, 
 Swift pardon shall he have thereby. 
 Whereas he willeth penitence.
 

BUT now I needs must draw me hence
 To rhyming, and to tell in word 
 A tale that erewhile I have heard, 
 About a King of Paynemry 
 A great lord of the days gone by; 
 He was full loyal Saracen
 

And of his name hight Saladin. 
 Cruel he was, and did great scathe 
 Full many a time unto our faith, 
 And to our folk did mickle ill 
 Through pride of heart and evil will.
 

So on a time it fell out so 
 That ‘gainst him to the fight did go 
 A Prince hight Hugh of Tabary, 
 Therewith was mickle company, 
 The Knights of Galilee, to hand;
 

For lord was he of that same land. 
 That day were great deeds done amain, 
 But nought was our Creator fain, 
 He that the lord of glory hight, 
 That we should vanquish in the fight;
 

For there was taken the Prince Hugh 
 And led along the streets and through, 
 And right before lord Saladin, 
 Who greeted him in his Latin, “Hugh,
 

For well he knew it certainly:

“Hugh, of thy taking fain am I 
 By Mahomet,” so spake the King; 
 “And here I promise thee one thing, 
 That it behoveth thee to die 
 Or with great ransom thee to buy.”
 

Then answered him the lord Sir Hugh, 
 “Since choice thou givest me hereto 
 Unto the ransom do I fall 
 If so be I have wherewithal.” 
 “Yea,” said the King, “then payest thou
 

An hundred thousand besants now.” 
 “Ah Sir, this thing I may not do 
 if all my lands I sell thereto.” 
 “Yet dost thou well.” “Yea Sire & how?” 
 “Thou art full of hardihood enow
 

And full of mighty Chivalry, 
 Thy lords shall nought gainsay it thee, 
 But with thy ransom deal they should 
 And give to thee a gift full good, 
 And in this wise quit should’st thou be.”
 

“Yet one thing would I ask of thee, 
 How may I get me hence away?” 
 Then thereto Saladin did say: 
 “Hugh, unto me shalt thou make oath 
 By that thy faith and by thy troth
 

To come again unto this place 
 Without fail in a two year’s space, 
 And then to pay thy ransom clear, 
 Or come back to the prison here. 
 Thus wise from henceforth art thou quit.”
 

“Sir,” quoth he, have thou thank for it 
 And all my faith I pledge thereto.”
 

THEN craveth he a leave-to-go 
 That he may come to his own land. 
 But the King takes him by the hand
 

And leads him to his chamber fair 
 And prayeth him full sweetly there: 
 “Hugh,” saith he, “by the faith ye owe 
 Unto the God whose law ye know 
 Now make me wise: for sore I crave
 

The right road straight-away to have, 
 And I have will to learn aright 
 In what wise one is made a Knight.” 
 “Fair sir,” he said, “this may not be 
 And wherefore I will tell to thee:
 

The holy order of Knighthood 
 In thee will nowise turn to good; 
 For evil law thou holdest now, 
 Nor faith nor Baptism hast thou. 
 Great fool is he that undertakes
 

To clothe and cover o’er a jakes 
 With silken web, and then to think 
 That never more the same shall stink; 
 In nowise one may do the feat, 
 E’en so to me it were unmeet
 

To lay such order upon thee, 
 O’er hardy were such deed to me, 
 For sure blame thereby should I win.” 
 “Ha Hugh, quoth he, nought lies herein, 
 This is no evil deed to do,
 

For in my prison dost thou go 
 And needs must do the thing I will 
 Howso to thee it seemeth ill.” 
 “Sir, since ye drive me to the thing 
 And nought avails my nay-saying
 Then riskless I the work shall earn.”
 

THEREWITH he fell the King to learn 
 In all wise what behoved to do 
 With face and hair and beard thereto, 
 And did him clothe himself right well
 

As to a new-made Knight befel, 
 And in that bath wash lithe and limb. 
 Then ‘gan the Soudan ask of him 
 What these same things might signify, 
 And answered Hugh of Tabarie:
 

“This bath wherein thy body is 
 Forsooth it signifyeth this. 
 For e’en as infants born in sin, 
 Stainless from out the font do win, 
 When they to baptism are brought,
 

E’en so Sir Soudan, now ye ought 
 To come forth free from felony, 
 And be fulfilled of courtesy; 
 In honesty and in good will 
 And kindness should’st thou bathe thee still
 

And grow beloved of all on earth.” 
 “Beginneth this fight well of worth, 
 By God the great,” spake forth the King.
 

THEN from that fair bath outgoing

He laid him in a full fair bed 
 That dearly was apparelled. 
 “Tell me without fail, Hugh,” he saith, 
 “What this same bed betokeneth.” 
 “Sire, betokeneth now the bed
 

That one by Knighthood should be led 
 The bed of Paradise to win 
 Which God gives to his friends therein. 
 For there a bed of rest there is 
 Made for no evil man ywis.”
 

So on the bed a while he lay 
 And did on there full fair array, 
 Which was of linen white of hue. 
 Then in his Latin said Sir Hugh: 
 “Sir, deem not that my word is vain,
 

The web that next your skin hath lain 
 All white, would do you this to wit, 
 That Knights should ever look to it 
 To hold them clean, if they will well 
 To come their ways with God to dwell.”
 

WITH scarlet gown he clad him then 
 And marvelled Saladin again 
 Wherefor the Prince be-dight him so. 
 “Hugh,” said he, “now I fain would know 
 What this same gown betokeneth.”
 

Then Hugh of Tabarie answereth: 
 “This gown in gift is given withal 
 That ye may know the sum of all, 
 And fail not more your blood to give 
 In serving God the while ye live,
 

And Holy Church to fortify 
 That by no man it fare awry. 
 For all these deeds to Knights are meet 
 If they to God would make them sweet. 
 The scarlet gown betokeneth this.”
 

“Hugh,” said he, “much my marvel is.”

SHOES on his feet he then did do 
 Of loose-wrought say all brown of hue, 
 And spake he: “Sir, withouten fail 
 For thy remembrance doth avail
 

This foot-gear that is shapen black, 
 That ne’er shalt thou the memory lack 
 Of death, and earth to lie in low, 
 Whence cam’st thou, whither thou dost go. 
 So ward ye then your eye, withal,
 

Lest into pride at last ye fall, 
 For never o’er a Knight should pride 
 Bear sway, or in his heart abide; 
 Of simpleness should he have heed.” 
 “All this is good to hear indeed,”
 

Spake then the King, “nor grieveth me.” 
 THEN upright on his feet stands he, 
 And girds him with a belt withal 
 That white is and of fashion small. 
 “Lo Sire, this little belt doth mean
 

That thou thy flesh shalt hold all clean, 
 Thy reins and all the body of thee 
 And hold it ever steadfastly; 
 Yea even as in virginhood 
 Thy body to hold clean and good,
 

And lechery to blame and ban. 
 For ever loveth knightly man 
 To hold his body free from stain, 
 Lest he be shamed and honour wane. 
 For unclean things God hateth sore.”
 

The King said: “Goodly is thy lore.” 
 TWO spurs thereafter did he on 
 His feet, and word therewith he won 
 “Sir, e’en as swift and speedily 
 As ye would wish thine horse should be,
 

And of good will to run aright 
 When ye with spurs his sides do smite, 
 That swiftly he may wend all wise, 
 And here and there as ye devise, 
 These spurs betoken without doubt
 

(Gilt as they be all round about) 
 That ever heart should be in you 
 To serve your God your life days through. 
 For even thus doth every Knight 
 That loveth God in heart aright
 

To serve him with a heart full dear.” 
 Fain then was Saladin to hear.
 

THEREWITH he girt to him a sword 
 And Saladin hath asked the word 
 What thing betokeneth the brand.
 

“Sir,” said he, “’tis a guard to hand 
 ‘Gainst onslaught of the fiend to bear, 
 Even as now thou seest here; 
 The two-edged blade doth learn thee lore 
 How a good Knight should ever more 
 

Have blended right and loyalty. 
 Which is to say it seemeth me, 
 To guard the poor folk of the land 
 Against the rich man’s heavy hand, 
 And feeble people to uphold
 

‘Gainst shaming of the strong and bold; 
 This then is Mercy’s work to win.” 
 All this yeasayeth Saladin, 
 Who hearkened well all words he said.
 

THEREAFTER set he on his head
 A coif which was all shining white 
 And told its tokening all aright. 
 “Now look hereon Sir King,” said he, 
 “E’en as this coif, as thou dost see, 
 Is wholly without stain or sear,

And fair and white, and clean and clear, 
 And sitteth now upon thine head; 
 So on the day of doom the dread, 
 Free from the great guilt we have wrought, 
 And clear and clean from deeds of nought
 

Which ever hath the body done, 
 We then must render everyone 
 To God that we may win the prize 
 Of all delights of Paradise. 
 Because no tongue may tell the tale,
 

Ear hearken, nor a heart avail 
 To think of Paradise the fair, 
 And what his friends God giveth there.” 
 To all this hearkened well the King, 
 And afterward he asked a thing,
 

If aught he lacked whereof was need.

YEA Sir, but dare I not the deed.” 
 What is it then? “The stroke,” said he. 
 “Why hast thou given it not to me 
 And told me its betokening?”
 

“Sir, ’tis the memory-stirring thing 
 Of him who hath ordained the Knight 
 And duly with his gear him dight. 
 Now I will lay it not on thee, 
 For in thy prison here I be,
 

Nor ugly deed here may I do, 
 Lest men lay wite on me thereto; 
 Nor by me shall the stroke be laid 
 With things so done, be thou apaid.
 

YET will I show thee further-more,
 And learn and tell thee o’er and o’er 
 Three matters weightiest to tell, 
 Whereof should new Knight wot full well, 
 And hold them all his life-days through, 
 If honour he would come unto.

And this is first of all I wot, 
 That with false doom he meddle not 
 Nor in the place of treason bide, 
 But lightly wend him thence and wide; 
 But if the ill he may not turn,
 

Thence forth away must he full yerne. 
 The other matter liketh well. 
 Never may Dame nor Damosel 
 Of him have any evil rede; 
 But if the rede of him they need
 

Aid them should he with all his might, 
 If he would win fair fame aright. 
 For women should of worship be, 
 And deeds for them done mightily.
 

THIS also must thou look unto
 That rightwise abstinence to do, 
 And this I tell you verily 
 On Fridays must there fasting be, 
 The holy memory to bear 
 How Christ was smitten with the spear

Even for our redemption, 
 And gave to Longius pardon. 
 On that same day till life be past, 
 For the Lord’s sake, then, should one fast. 
 But if it be for sickness sake,
 

Or fellowship against it make; 
 Or if perchance fast one may not, 
 The peace of God must then be got 
 By almsdeed or some otherwise.
 

 
 

THE next and last thing I devise,
 Mass should one hear each day and all, 
 And offer if one have withal; 
 For right well offering lies ywis 
 That laid upon God’s table is: 
 For there it beareth mickle might.”
 

SO hath the King heard all aright 
 Of all that Hugh hath told him there, 
 And joy he maketh great and fair. 
 Then stood the King upon his feet 
 Apparelled as it was meet:
 

He entered straight his feast-hall fair, 
 And fifty admirals found there, 
 Who were all men of his country; 
 Then on his high-seat down sat he, 
 And Hugh before his feet sat down,
 But soon had place of more renown, 
 For the King made him sit on high.
 

THEN spake the King: “Know verily 
 Because thou art a valiant man 
 A right fair gift for thee I can;
 For this I grant thee frank & free; 
 When so thy folk shall taken be 
 In battle pitched, or in the fray 
 For thy love they shall go their way. 
 If this to crave, thou come to hand.
 

But if thou ride amidst my land, 
 Without impeace fair shalt thou go 
 And on thy palfrey’s neck thereto 
 Shalt lay thine helm before men’s eyes, 
 That nought of fray ‘gainst thee arise.
 

Moreover of thy taken men 
 Now will I give thee up to ten 
 If thou wilt have them hence with thee.” 
 “Sir,” said he, “of thy much mercy 
 Much thank and good can I: but yet
 

One thing I would not all forget. 
 Thou leadest me to seek and crave 
 Of good men, if I might them have, 
 To help me to my ransoming: 
 But never shall I find, O King,
 

A valianter than thou ywis; 
 Therefore give me, as right it is, 
 E’en that ye learned me crave of you.” 
 King Saladin, he laughed thereto, 
 And spake as one well pleased would say:
 

“Right well hast thou begun the way 
 And fifty thousand besants bright 
 Now will I give to thee outright; 
 By me thou shalt not fail herein.” 
 Unto his feet then did he win
 

And to the lord Hugh spake he so: 
 “To every baron shalt thou go 
 And I will wend along with thee.” 
 “Sir,” said the King, “give him and me 
 Wherewith this mighty lord to buy.”
 

To giving fell they presently, 
 The Admirals all round about, 
 Till all the ransom was told out 
 And remnant was, if all were paid, 
 Of thirteen thousand besants weighed;
 

So much they promised him, and gave. 
 Then would lord Hugh the free leave have 
 To get him gone from paynemry. 
 “Thus wise thou partest not from me,” 
 Said then the King, “until ye get
 

The remnant that is over yet 
 Of what behight they to be told. 
 For all those besants of mere gold 
 From out my treasure shall we take.” 
 Then to his treasurer he spake
 

To give the besants to Sir Hugh, 
 And take them after, as was due, 
 Of them who had the promise made. 
 Then he the besants duly weighed 
 And gave them to the Count Sir Hugh,
 

Who took them, would he, would he no. 
 But he to take them was unfain; 
 Liever were he to buy again 
 His folk who in the prison were 
 In thralldom and right heavy cheer, 
 

In hand of barons Sarrazin. 
 But when thereof heard Saladin, 
 Then by his Mawmet strong he swore 
 They should be ransomed never more. 
 And when Hugh heard it, for his part
 

Great wrath he had within his heart, 
 But further durst not pray the King, 
 Since he by Mawmet swore the thing. 
 Nor durst he wroth him more that day. 
 Therewith he bade them to array,
 

Those ten fellows, whom he did crave 
 The road to their own land to have. 
 Yet did he tarry from the road 
 And there for eight days yet abode 
 In feast full great and all delight.
 

Then he the let-pass craved aright 
 To pass therewith the foeman’s land. 
 And Saladin gave ‘neath his hand 
 Of his own folk great company. 
 A fifty fellows there had he,
 

And they from Paynemrie him lead 
 Without ill pride or evil deed, 
 That never had they fight nor fray. 
 So too they then the backward way, 
 And to their land ride frank and free.
 

Therewith the Prince of Galilee 
 In likewise gat him home again, 
 But for his folk hard was his pain 
 That he behoved to leave behind, 
 Whereof no mending might he find.
 More grieved is he than all and some. 
 

SO to his own land is he come 
 With but those ten and hath no more. 
 Then shareth he the wealth good store 
 That thence awayward he had brought,
 

And unto no man giveth nought, 
 That wealthy wax they, each, and hail. 
 

FAIR sirs, well wended is the tale 
 Amidst good people of good will; 
 For nought it shall be to the ill,
 

Who no more than the sheep shall hear 
 By God and Paradise the dear! 
 For well may he his jewels tyne 
 Who casteth them before the swine: 
 They shall but tread them under feet,
 

And deem them neither good nor sweet. 
 For nothing of it should they wot 
 But ever understand it not, 
 And whoso such a tale should tell, 
 Down trod he should be e’en as well,
 And held of nought by their un-wit. 
 

BUT he who willeth learn of it, 
 Two things in this same tale shall find 
 well worthy worship in his mind. 
 And this the first, to wot aright
 

In what wise one is made a Knight 
 Such as the whole world worship shall 
 Whereas he wardeth one and all. 
 For if there were not fair Knighthood 
 Then Lordship were but little good:
 

For Holy Church it wardeth still, 
 And from ill doer’s evil will 
 In right and justice keepeth all; 
 So this I praise what e’er befall. 
 Who loves it not is such as they
 Who would the mass-cup steal away 
 That doth upon God’s altar stand. 
 

Lo, how their rightwiseness hath care 
 For all men good defence to bear, 
 For drove they not ill men away,
 

Good men might dure not ever a day. 
 Then all were Sarracens in sooth, 
 And Albigeois and men uncouth, 
 Folk of the law of devilry, 
 Who should us make our faith deny:
 

But these the Knighthood have in fear. 
 Therefore those should we hold full dear 
 In honour and in worship meet, 
 And ever rise upon our feet 
 Against their coming from afar.
 

Certes well worth the shame they are 
 Who hold such men in grudge and hate. 
 For now forsooth I tell you straight, 
 That power full due still hath the Knight 
 To have his weapons all aright,
 

And them in holy church to bear 
 When he hath will the mass to hear: 
 That missay may no evil one 
 The worship of the Mary-Son; 
 Or the all-hallowed sacrament,
 

From whence is our salvation sent. 
 And if missayeth any wight, 
 There may he slay the same outright. 
 

SOME deal more needeth yet to say: 
 Do ye the right, come what come may.
 

The Knight is bidden hold this same. 
 If he would win the word of fame 
 This word he well must understand. 
 Boldly I tell you out of hand 
 If he after his Order doth
 

None hinder may, or lief or loth, 
 But he wend straight to Paradise. 
 SO have I learned you this devise 
 To do the thing ye should of right 
 In worship ever of a Knight
 

Over all men; saving the priest 
 Who doth the sacrament and feast 
 Of God’s own body / Thus I tell 
 True tale that ye may know it well 
 Of what betided to Prince Hugh,
 

A valiant man and wise thereto. 
 Of Saladin great praise had he 
 Whereas he found his valiancy:
 Also he made him honoured fair 
 Whereas he wrought with pain and care
 

After his might good works to win. 
 For good gain lieth still therein, 
 And in the Latin read I thisG 
 Of good deed ever good end is. 
 So for our ending let us pray
 

To him who endeth never a day, 
 That coming to the end of all 
 We to good ending may befall, 
 And win unending joyance then 
 Which hath no end for righteous men.
 

And pray for him who wrote as well 
 With Jesus Christ for aye to dwell 
 And in the love of Mary May. 
 Now each and all, amen we say. 
 

THE END OF THE ORDINATION OF CHIVALRY.
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Introduction
 

MANY of us have first found our way into the Realm of Romance, properly so called, through the pages of a little crimson clad volume of the Bibliothèque Elzevirienne.   Its last pages contain the charming Cante-Fable of Aucassin et Nicolete, which Mr. Walter Pater’s praises and Mr. Andrew Lang’s brilliant version have made familiar to all lovers of letters.  But the same volume contains four other tales, equally charming in their way, which Mr. William Morris has now made part of English literature by writing them out again for us in English, reproducing, as his alone can do of living men’s, the tone, the colour, the charm of the Middle Ages.  His versions have appeared in three successive issues of the Kelmscott Press, which have been eagerly snapped up by the lovers of good books.  It seemed a pity that these cameos of romance should suffer the same fate as Mr. Lang’s version of Aucassin et Nicolete, which has been swept off the face of the earth by the Charge of the Six Hundred, who were lucky enough to obtain copies of the only edition of that little masterpiece of translation.  Mr. Morris has, therefore, consented to allow his versions of the Romances to be combined into one volume in a form not unworthy of their excellence but more accessible to those lovers of books whose purses have a habit of varying in inverse proportion to the amount of their love.  He has honoured me by asking me to introduce them to that wider public to which they now make their appeal.

I
 

ALMOST all literary roads lead back to Greece.  Obscure as still remains the origin of that genre of romance to which the tales before us belong, there is little doubt that their models, if not their originals, were once extant at Constantinople.  Though in no single instance has the Greek original been discovered of any of these romances, the mere name of their heroes would be in most cases sufficient to prove their Hellenic or Byzantine origin.  Heracles, Athis, Porphirias, Parthenopeus, Hippomedon, Protesilaus, Cliges, Cleomades, Clarus, Berinus — names such as these can come but from one quarter of Europe, and it is as easy to guess how and when they came as whence.  The first two crusades brought the flower of European chivalry to Constantinople and restored that spiritual union between Eastern and Western Christendom that had been interrupted by the great schism of the Greek and Roman Churches.  The crusaders came mostly from the Lands of Romance.  Permanent bonds of culture began to be formed between the extreme East and the extreme West of Europe by intermarriage, by commerce, by the admission of the nobles of Byzantium within the orders of chivalry.  These ties went on increasing throughout the twelfth century till they culminated at its close with the foundation of the Latin kingdom of Constantinople.  In European literature these historic events are represented by the class of romances represented in this volume, which all trace back to versions in verse of the twelfth century, though they were done into prose somewhere in Picardy during the course of the next century.  Daphnis and Chloe, one might say, had revived after a sleep of 700 years, and donned the garb and spoke the tongue of Romance.

II
 

The very first of our tales illustrates admirably the general course of their history.  It is, in effect, a folk etymology of the name of the great capital of the Eastern Empire.  Constantinople, so runs the tale, received that name instead of Byzantium, because of the remarkable career of one of its former rulers, Coustans.  M. Wesselovsky has published in Romania (vi. 1. seq.) the Dit de l’empereur Constant, the verse original of the story before us, and in this occur the lines — 

Pour ce que si nobles estoit
 Et que nobles œvres faisoit
 L’appielloient Constant le noble
 Et pour çou ot Constantinnoble
 Li cytés de Bissence a non.
 

From which it would appear that we are mistaken in thinking of the capital of Turkey as the “City of Constantine,” whereas it is rather Constant the Noble, and the name Coustant is further explained as “costing” too much.  Constantinople, therefore, is the city that costs too much, according to the prophetic etymology of the folk.

The only historic personage with whom this Coustant can be identified is Constantius Chlorus, the father of Constantine the Great and the husband of St. Helena, to whom legend ascribes the discovery of the Holy Rood. But the Coustans of our story never lived or ruled on land or sea, and his predecessor, Muselinus, is altogether unknown to Byzantine annals, while their interlaced history reads more like a page of the Arabian Nights than of Gibbon.

But such a legend could scarcely have arisen elsewhere than at Constantinople.  It is one of those fables that the disinherited folk have at all times invented to solace themselves for their disinherison. The sudden and fated rise of one of the folk to the heights of power occurs sufficiently often to afford material for the day dreams of ambitious youth.  There is even a popular tendency to attribute a lowly origin to all favourites of fortune, as witness the legends that have grown up about the early careers of Beckett, Whittington, Wolsey, none of whom was as ill-born as popular tradition asserts.  Yet such legends invariably grow up in the country of their heroes, which is the only one sufficiently interested in their career, so far as the common people are concerned.  Hence the very nature of our story would cause us to locate its origin on the banks of the Bosphorus.

But once originated in this manner, there is no limit to the travels it may take.  Curiously enough, the very legend before us in all its details has found a home among the English peasantry.  The Rev. S. Baring-Gould collected in Yorkshire a story which he contributed to Henderson’s Folklore of the Northern Counties, and entitled The Fish and the Ring.   In this legend a girl comes as the unwelcome sixth of the family of a very poor man who lived under the shadow of York Minster.  A Knight, riding by on the day of her birth, discovers, by consultation of the Book of Fate, that she was destined to marry his son.  He offers to adopt her, and throws her into the River Ouse.  A fisherman saves her, and she is again discovered after many years by the Knight, who learns what Fate has still in store for his son.  He sends her to his brother at Scarborough with a fatal letter, ordering him to put her to death.  But on the way she is seized by a band of robbers, who read the letter and replace it by one ordering the Baron’s son to be married to her immediately on her arrival.

When the Baron discovers that he has not been able to evade the decree of fate he still persists in his persecution, and taking a ring from his finger throws it into the sea, saying that the girl shall never live with his son till she can show him that ring.  She wanders about and becomes a scullery-maid at a great castle, and one day when the Baron is dining at the castle, while cleaning a great fish she finds his ring, and all ends happily.

Now on the east wall of the chancel of Stepney Church there is a monument erected to Dame Rebecca Berry, wife of Thomas Elton, of Stratford, Bow, and relict of Sir John Berry, 1696.  The arms on the monument are thus blazoned by heralds . . . .  “Paly of six on a bend three mullets (Elton) impaling a fish, and in the dexter chief point an annulet between two bends wavy.”  The reference in the impalement of the blazon is obvious. A local tradition confidently identifies Dame Berry as the heroine of the Yorkshire legend, though of course it is ignorant of her connection with the etymology of Constantinople.

Now this tale, or the first half of it, is but a Yorkshire variant of one spread throughout Europe.  The opening of the twenty-ninth story of the collection of the Brothers Grimm, and entitled The Devil with the Three Golden Hairs, is exactly the same, and in their Notes they give references to many similar European folk-tales.  The story is found in Modern Greece (Von Hahn, No. XX.), and it is, therefore, possible that the story of King Coustans is the adaptation of a Greek folk-tale for the purposes of a Folk Etymology.  But the letter, “On delivery, please kill bearer,” is scarcely likely to have occurred twice to the popular imagination, and one is almost brought to the conclusion that the romance before us was itself either directly or indirectly the source of all the European Folk-tales in which the letter “To kill bearer” occurs.  And as we have before traced the Romance back to Constantinople, one is further tempted to trace back the Letter itself to a reminiscence of Homer’s Ã·¼±Ä± »Å³Á¬.

I have said above that no Greek original of any of these Romances has hitherto been discovered.  But in the case of King Coustans we can at any rate get within appreciable distance of it.  As recently as 1895 a learned Teuton, Dr. Ernst Kuhn, pointed out, appropriately enough in the Byzantinische Zeitschrift, the existence of an Ethiopic and of an Arabic version of the legend.  He found in one of Mr. Quaritch’s catalogues a description of an illuminated Ethiopic MS., once belonging to King Theodore of Magdala fame, which from the account given of several of the illustrations he was enabled to identify as the story of “The Man born to be King.”  His name in the Ethiopic version is Thalassion, or Ethiopic words to that effect, and the Greek provenance of the story is thereby established.  Dr. Kuhn was also successful in finding an Arabic version done by a Coptic Christian.  In both these versions the story is told as a miracle due to the interference of the Angel Michael; and it is a curious coincidence that in Mr. Morris’ poetical version of our story in the “Earthly Paradise” he calls his hero Michael.  Unless some steps are taken to prevent the misunderstanding, it is probable that some Teutonic investigator of the next century will, on the strength of this identity of names, bring Mr. Morris in guilty of a knowledge of Ethiopic.

But for the name of the hero one might have suspected these Oriental versions of being derived, not from a Greek, but from an Indian original. Mr. Tawney has described a variant found in the Kathkosa  which resembles our tale much more closely than any of the European folk-tales in the interesting point that the predestined bride herself finds the fatal letter and makes the satisfactory substitution.  In the Indian tale this is done with considerable ingenuity and vraisemblance.  The girl’s name is Visha, and the operative clause of the fatal letter is:

“Before this man has washed his feet, do thou with speed
 Give him poison (visham), and free my heart from care.”
 

The lady thinks (or wishes) that her father is a bad orthographist, and corrects his spelling by omitting the final m, so that the letter reads “Give him Visha,” with results more satisfactory to the young lady than to her father.  This variant is so very close to our tale, while the letter incident in it is so much more naturally developed than in the romance that one might almost suspect it of having been the original. But we must know more about the Kathkosa and about the communication between Byzantium and India before we can decisively determine which came first.

III
 

Amis and Amil were the David and Jonathan, the Orestes and Pylades, of the mediæval world.  Dr. Hofmann, who has edited the earliest French verse account of the Legend, enumerates nearly thirty other versions of it in almost all the tongues of Western and Northern Europe, not to mention various versions which have crept into different collections of the Lives of the Saints.  For their peerless friendship raised them to the ranks of the martyrs, at any rate, at Mortara and Novara, where, according to the Legend, they died.  The earliest of all these forms is a set of Latin Hexameters by one Radulfus Tortarius, born at Fleury, 1063, lived in Normandy, and died some time after 1122.  It was, therefore, possible that the story had come back with the first crusaders, and the Grimms attribute to it a Greek original.  But in its earliest as well as in its present form, it is definitely located on Romance soil, while the names of the heroes are clearly Latin (Amicus and Æmilius).  It was, however, only at a later stage that the story was affiliated to the Epic Cycle of Charlemagne.  On the face of it there is clearly stamped the impress of popular tradition.  Heads are not so easily replaced, except by a freak of the Folk imagination.  It is probably for this reason that M. Gaston Paris attributes an Oriental origin to the latter part of the tale, and for the same reason the Benedictine Fathers have had serious doubts about admitting it into the Acta Sanctorum.  On the other hand, the editors of the French text, the translation of which we have before us, go so far as to conjecture that there is a historic germ for the whole Legend in certain incidents of the War of Charlemagne against Didier.  But as the whole connection of the Legend with the Charlemagne Cycle is late, we need not attribute much importance to, indeed, we may at once dismiss their conjecture.

These disputes of the pundits cannot destroy the charm of the Legend. Never, even in antiquity, have the claims of friendship been urged with such a passionate emphasis.  The very resemblance of the two heroes is symbolic of their similarity of character; the very name of one of them is Friend pure and simple.  The world is well lost for friendship’s sake on the one side, on the other nearest and dearest are willingly and literally sacrificed on the altar of friendship.  One of the most charming of the Fioretti tells how St. Francis overcame in himself the mediæval dread at the touch of a leper, and washed and tended one of the poor unfortunates.  He was but following the example of Amil, who was not deterred by the dreaded sound of the “tartavelle” — the clapper or rattle which announced the approach of the leper — from tending his friend.

Here again romance has points of contact with the folk tale.  The end of the Grimms’ tale of Faithful John is clearly the same as that of Amis and Amile.   Once more we are led to believe in some dependence of the Folk-Tale on Romance, or, vice versa, since an incident like that of resuscitation by the sacrifice of a child is not likely to occur independently to two different tellers of tales.  The tale also contains the curious incident of the unsheathed sword in bed, which, both in romances and folk-tales, is regarded as a complete bar to any divorce court proceedings.  It is probable that the sword was considered as a living person, so that the principle publico was applied, and the sword was regarded as a kind of chaperon.   It is noteworthy that the incident occurs in Aladdin and the Wonderful Lamp, which is a late interpolation into the Arabian Nights, and may be due there to European influence.  But another incident in the romance suggests that it was derived from a folk-tale rather than the reverse.  The two bowls of wood given to the heroes at baptism are clearly a modification of that familiar incident in folk-tales, where one of a pair leaves with the other a “Lifetoken”  which will sympathetically indicate his state of health.  As this has been considerably attenuated in our romance, we are led to the conclusion that it is itself an adaptation of a folk-tale.

IV
 

The tale of King Florus — the gem of the book — recalls the early part of Shakespeare’s Cymbeline and the bet about a wife’s virtue, which forms the subject of many romances, not a few folk-tales, and at least one folk-song.  The Romance of the Violet, by Gerbert de Montruil, circa 1225, derives its name from the mother’s mark of the heroine, which causes her husband to lose his bet.  This was probably the source of Boccaccio’s novel (ii. 9), from which Shakespeare’s more immediately grew.  The Gaelic version of this incident, collected by Campbell (The Chest, No. ii.), is clearly not of folk origin, but derived directly or indirectly from Boccaccio, in whom alone the Chest is found.  Yet it is curious that, practically, the same story as the Romance of the Violet is found among folk-songs in modern Greece and in Modern Scotland.  In Passow’s collection of Romaic Folk Songs there is one entitled Maurianos and the King, which is in substance our story; and it is probably the existence of this folk-song which causes M. Gaston Paris to place our tale among the romances derived from Byzantium.  Yet Motherwell in his Minstrelsy has a ballad entitled Reedisdale and Wise William, which has the bet as its motive.  Here again, then, we have a connection between our romance and the story-store of European folk, and at the same time some slight link with Byzantium.

V
 

The tale of “Oversea” has immediate connection with the Crusades, since its heroine is represented to be no other than the great grandmother of Saladin.  But her adventures resemble those of Boccaccio’s Princess of Babylon (ii. 7), who was herself taken from one of the Greek romances by Xenophon of Ephesus.  Here again, then, we can trace back to Greek influence reaching Western Europe in the twelfth century through the medium of the Crusades.  But the tale finds no echo among the folk, so far as I am aware, and is thus purely and simply a romance of adventure.

This, however, is not the only story connected with the Crusades in which the Soudan loves a lady of the Franks.  Saladin is credited by the chatty Chronicle of Rheims with having gained the love of Eleanor, wife of Louis VII., when they were in Palestine on the Second Crusade.  As Saladin did not ascend the throne till twenty years later, chronology is enabled to clear his memory of this piece of scandal.  But its existence chimes in with such relations between Moslem and Christian as is represented in our story, which were clearly not regarded at the time with any particular aversion by the folk; they agree with Cardinal Mazarin on this point.

VI
 

So much for the origin of our tales.  Yet who cares for origins nowadays? We are all democrats now, and a tale, like a man, is welcomed for its merits and not for its pedigree.  Yet even democracy must own, that pedigree often leaves its trace in style and manner, and certainly the tales before us owe some of their charm to their lineage.  “Out of Byzantium by Old France” is a good strain by which to produce thoroughbred romance.

Certainly we breathe the very air of romance in these stories.  There is none of your modern priggish care for the state of your soul.  Men take rank according to their might, women are valued for their beauty alone. Adventures are to the adventurous, and the world is full of them.  Every place but that in which one is born is equally strange and wondrous. Once beyond the bounds of the city walls and none knows what may happen. We have stepped forth into the Land of Faerie, but at least we are in the open air.

Mr. Pater seems to regard our stories as being a premonition of the freedom and gaiety of the Renaissance rather than as especially characteristic of the times of Romance.  All that one need remark upon such misconception is that it only proves that Mr. Pater knew less of Romance Literature than he did of his favourite subject.  The freshness, the gaiety, the direct outlook into life are peculiar neither to Romance nor Renaissance; their real source was the esprit Gaulois.  But the unquestioning, if somewhat external, piety, the immutability of the caste system, the spirit of adventure, the frankly physical love of woman, the large childlike wonder, these are of the essence of Romance, and they are fully represented in the tales before us.  Wonder and reverence, are not these the parents of Romance?  Intelligent curiosity and intellectual doubt — those are what the Renaissance brought.  Without indulging in invidious comparisons between the relative value of these gifts, I would turn back to our stories with the remark that much of the wonder which they exhibit is due to the vague localisation which runs through them. Rome, Paris, Byzantium, form spots of light on the mediæval map, but all between is in the dim obscure where anything may occur, and the brave man moves about with his life in his hands.

We thus obtain that absence or localisation which helps to give the characteristic tone to mediæval romance.  Events happen in a sort of sublime No Man’s Land.  They happen, as it were, at the root of the mountains, on the glittering plain, and in short, we get news from Nowhere.  It seems, therefore, peculiarly appropriate that they should be done into English in the same style and by the same hand that has already written the annals of those countries of romance.  Writing here, in front of Mr. Morris’ versions, I am speaking, as it were, before his face, and must not say all that I should like in praise of the style in which he has clothed them, and of its appropriateness for its present purpose.  I should merely like to recall the fact that it was used by him in his versions of the Sagas as long ago as 1869.  Since then it has been adopted by all who desire to give an appropriate English dress to their versions of classic or mediæval masterpieces of a romantic character.  We may take it, I think, that this style has established itself as the only one suitable for a romantic version, and who shall use it with ease and grace if not its original inventor?

If their style suits Mr. Morris, there is little doubt that their subject is equally congenial.  I cannot claim to be in his confidence on the point, but it is not difficult, I fancy, to guess what has attracted him to them.  Nearly all of them, we have seen, are on the borderland between folk-tale and romance.  It is tales such as these that Mr. Morris wishes to see told in tapestry on the walls of the Moot-Hall of the Hammersmith of Nowhere.  It was by tales such as these that he first won a hearing from all lovers of English literature.  The story of Jason is but a Greek setting of a folk-tale known among the Gaels as the Battle of the Birds, and in Norse as the Master Maid.  Many of the tales which the travellers told one another in the Earthly Paradise, such as The Man Born to be King (itself derived from the first of our stories), The Land East of the Sun and West of the Moon, and The Ring given to Venus, are, on the face of them, folk-tales.  Need I give any stronger recommendation of this book to English readers than to ask them to regard it as a sort of outhouse to that goodly fabric so appropriately known to us all as The Earthly Paradise?

JOSEPH JACOBS.
 






  








The Tale of King Coustans the Emperor
 

THIS tale telleth us that there was erewhile an Emperor of Byzance, which as now is called Constantinople; but anciently it was called Byzance. There was in the said city an Emperor; pagan he was, and was held for wise as of his law.  He knew well enough of a science that is called Astronomy, and he knew withal of the course of the stars, and the planets, and the moon: and he saw well in the stars many marvels, and he knew much of other things wherein the paynims much study, and in the lots they trow, and the answers of the Evil One, that is to say, the Enemy. This Emperor had to name Musselin; he knew much of lore and of sorceries, as many a pagan doth even yet.

Now it befell on a time that the Emperor Musselin went his ways a night-tide, he and a knight of his alone together, amidst of the city which is now called Constantinople, and the moon shone full clear.

And so far they went, till they heard a Christian woman who travailed in child-bed in a certain house whereby they went.  There was the husband of the said woman aloft in a high solar, and was praying to God one while that she might be delivered, and then again another while that she might not be delivered.

When the Emperor had hearkened this a great while, he said to the knight: “Hast thou heard it of yonder churl how he prayeth that his wife may be delivered of her child, and another while prayeth that she may not be delivered?  Certes, he is worser than a thief.  For every man ought to have pity of women, more especially of them that be sick of childing. And now, so help me Mahoume and Termagaunt! if I do not hang him, if he betake him not to telling me reason wherefore he doeth it!  Come we now unto him.”

They went within, and said the Emperor: “Now churl, tell me of a sooth wherefore thou prayedst thy God thus for thy wife, one while that she might be delivered, and another while that she might be delivered not. This have I will to wot.”

“Sir,” said he, “I will tell thee well.  Sooth it is that I be a clerk, and know mickle of a science which men call Astronomy.  Withal I wot of the course of the stars and of the planets; therefore saw I well that if my wife were delivered at the point and the hour whereas I prayed God that she might not be delivered, that if she were delivered at that hour, the child would go the way of perdition, and that needs must he be burned, or hanged, or drowned.  But whenas I saw that it was good hour and good point, then prayed I to God that she might be delivered.  And so sore have I prayed God, that he hath hearkened my prayer of his mercy, and that she is delivered in good point.  God be heried and thanked!”

“Well me now,” said the Emperor, “in what good point is the child born?”

“Sir,” said he, “of a good will; know sir, for sooth, that this child, which here is born, shall have to wife the daughter of the emperor of this city, who was born but scarce eight days ago; and he shall be emperor withal, and lord of this city, and of all the earth.”  “Churl,” said the Emperor, “this which thou sayest can never come to pass.” “Sir,” said he, “it is all sooth, and thus it behoveth it to be.” “Certes,” quoth the Emperor, “’tis a mighty matter to trow in.”

But the Emperor and the Knight departed thence, and the Emperor bade the Knight go bear off the child in such wise, if he might, that none should see him therein.  The Knight went and found there two women, who were all busied in arraying the woman who had been brought to bed.  The child was wrapped in linen clothes, and they had laid him on a chair.  Thereto came the Knight, and took the child and laid him on a board, and brought him to the Emperor, in such wise that none of the women wotted thereof.  The Emperor did do slit the belly of him with a knife from the breast down to the navel, and said withal to the Knight, that never should the son of that churl have to wife his daughter, nor be emperor after him.

Therewithal would the Emperor do the Knight to put forth his hand to the belly, to seek out the heart; but the Knight said to him: “Ah, sir, a-God’s mercy, what wouldst thou do?  It is nought meet to thee, and if folk were to wot thereof, great reproach wouldst thou get thee.  Let him be at this present, for he is more than dead.  And if it please thee that that one trouble more about the matter, I will bear him down to the sea to drown him.”  “Yea,” quoth the Emperor, “bear him away thither, for right sore do I hate him.”

So the Knight took the child, and wrapped him in a cover-point of silk, and bore him down toward the sea.  But therewith had he pity of the child, and said that by him should he never be drowned; so he left him, all wrapped up as he was, on a midden before the gate of a certain abbey of monks, who at that very nick of time were singing their matins.

When the monks had done singing their matins, they heard the child crying, and they bore him before the Lord Abbot.  And the Abbot saw that the child was fair, and said that he would do it to be nourished. Therewith he did do unwrap it, and saw that it had the belly cloven from the breast down to the navel.

The Abbot, so soon as it was day, bade come leeches, and asked of them for how much they would heal the child and they craved for the healing of him an hundred of bezants.  But he said that it would be more than enough, for overmuch would the child be costing.  And so much did the Abbot, that he made market with the surgeons for four-score bezants.  And thereafter the Abbot did do baptize the child, and gave him to name Coustans, because him-seemed that he costed exceeding much for the healing of him.

The leeches went so much about with child, that he was made whole and the Abbot sought him a good nurse, and got the child to suckle, and he was healed full soon; whereas the flesh of him was soft and tender, and grew together swiftly one to the other, but ever after showed the mark.

Much speedily waxed the child in great beauty; when he was seven years old the Abbot did him to go to the school, and he learned so well, that he over-passed all his fellows in subtilty and science.  When he was of twelve years, he was a child exceeding goodly; so it might nought avail to seek a goodlier.  And whenas the Abbot saw him to be a child so goodly and gentle, he did him to ride abroad with him.

Now so it fell out, that the Abbot had to speak with the Emperor of a wrong which his bailiffs had done to the abbey.  The Abbot made him a goodly gift, whereas the abbey and convent were subject unto him, for the Emperor was a Saracen.  When the Abbot had given him his goodly gift, the Emperor gave him day for the third day thence, whenas he should be at a castle of his, three leagues from the city of Byzance.

The Abbot abode the day: when he saw the time at point to go to the Emperor, he mounted a-horseback, and his chaplain, and esquire, and his folk; and with him was Coustans, who was so well fashioned that all praised his great beauty, and each one said that he seemed well to be come of high kindred, and that he would come to great good.

So when the Abbot was come before the castle whereas the Emperor should be, he came before him and spake to and greeted him: and the Emperor said to him that he should come into the castle, and he would speak with him of his matter: the Abbot made him obeisance, and said to him: “Sir, a-God’s name!”  Then the Abbot called to him Coustans, who was holding of his hat while he spake unto the Emperor; and the Emperor looked on the lad, and saw him so fair and gentle as never before had he seen the like fair person.  So he asked of the Abbot what he was; and the Abbot said him that he wotted not, save that he was of his folk, and that he had bred him up from a little child.  “And if I had leisure with thee, I would tell thee thereof fine marvels.”  “Yea,” said the Emperor; “come ye into the castle, and therein shalt thou say me the sooth.”

The Emperor came into the castle, and the Abbot was ever beside him, as one who had his business to do; and he did it to the best that he might, as he who was subject unto him.  The Emperor forgat in nowise the great beauty of the lad, and said unto the Abbot that he should cause him come before him, and the Abbot sent for the lad, who came straightway.

When the child was before the Emperor, he seemed unto him right fair; and he said unto the Abbot, that great damage it was that so fair a lad was Christian.  But the Abbot said that it was great joy thereof, whereas he would render unto God a fair soul.  When the Emperor heard that, he fell a-laughing, and said to the Abbot that the Christian law was of no account, and that all they were lost who trowed therein.  When the Abbot heard him so say, he was sore grieved; but he durst not make answer as he would, so he said much humbly: “Sir, if God please, who can all things, they are not lost; for God will have mercy of his sinners.”

Then the Emperor asked of him whence that fair child was come; and the Abbot said that it was fifteen years gone since he had been found before their gate, on a midden, all of a night-tide.  “And our monks heard him a-crying whenas they had but just said matins; and they went to seek the child, and brought him to me; and I looked on the babe, and beheld him much fair, and I said that I would do him to be nourished and baptized. I unwrapped him, for the babe was wrapped up in a cover-point of vermil sendel; and when he was unwrapped, I saw that he had the belly slit from the breast to the navel.  Then I sent for leeches and surgeons, and made market with them to heal him for four-score bezants; and thereafter he was baptized, and I gave him to name Coustans, because he costed so much of goods to heal.  So was the babe presently made whole: but never sithence might it be that the mark appeared not on his belly.”

When the Emperor heard that, he knew that it was the child whose belly he had slit to draw the heart out of him.  So he said to the Abbot that he should give him the lad.  And the Abbot said that he would speak thereof to his convent, and that he should have him with their good-will.  The Emperor held his peace, and answered never a word.  But the Abbot took leave of him, and came to his abbey, and his monks, and told them that the Emperor had craved Coustans of him.  “But I answered that I would speak to you if ye will yea-say it.  Say, now, what ye would praise of my doing herein.”

“What!” said the wisest of the convent; “by our faith, evil hast thou done, whereas thou gavest him not presently, even as he demanded of thee. We counsel thee send him straightway, lest the Emperor be wrath against us, for speedily may we have scathe of him.”

Thereto was their counsel fast, that Coustans should be sent to the Emperor.  So the Abbot commanded the Prior to lead Coustans thereto; and the Prior said: “A-God’s name!”

So he mounted, and led with him Coustans, and came unto the Emperor, and greeted him on behalf of the Abbot and the convent; and then he took Coustans by the hand, and, on the said behalf, gave him to the Emperor, who received him as one who was much wrath that such a runagate and beggar churl should have his daughter to wife.  But he thought in his heart that he would play him the turn.

When the Emperor had gotten Coustans, he was in sore imagination how he should be slain in such wise that none might wot word thereof.  And it fell out so that the Emperor had matters on hand at the outer marches of his land, much long aloof thence, well a twelve days’ journey.  So the Emperor betook him to going thither, and had Coustans thither with him, and thought what wise he might to do slay him, till at last he let write a letter to his Burgreve of Byzance.

“I Emperor of Byzance and Lord of Greece, do thee to wit who abidest duly in my place for the warding of my land; and so soon as thou seest this letter thou shalt slay or let slay him who this letter shall bear to thee, so soon as he hast delivered the said letter to thee, without longer tarrying.  As thou holdest dear thine own proper body, do straightway my commandment herein.”

Even such was the letter which the fair child Coustans bore, and knew not that he bore his own death.  The lad took the letter, which was close, and betook him to the road, and did so much by his journeys that he came in less than fifteen days to Byzance, which is nowadays called Constantinople.

When the lad entered into the city, it was the hour of dinner; so, as God would have it, he thought that he would not go his errand at that nick of time, but would tarry till folk had done dinner: and exceeding hot was the weather, as is wont about St. John’s-mass.  So he entered into the garden all a-horseback.  Great and long was the garden; so the lad took the bridle from off his horse and unlaced the saddle-girths, and let him graze; and thereafter he went into the nook of a tree; and full pleasant was the place, so that presently he fell asleep.

Now so it fell out, that when the fair daughter of the Emperor had eaten, she went into the garden with three of her maidens; and they fell to chasing each other about, as whiles is the wont of maidens to play; until at the last the fair Emperor’s daughter came under the tree whereas Coustans lay a-sleeping, and he was all vermil as the rose.  And when the damsel saw him, she beheld him with a right good will, and she said to herself that never on a day had she seen so fair a fashion of man.  Then she called to her that one of her fellows in whom she had the most affiance, and the others she made to go forth from out of the garden.

Then the fair maiden, daughter of the Emperor, took her fellow by the hand, and led her to look on the lovely lad whereas he lay a-sleeping; and she spake thus: “Fair fellow, here is a rich treasure.  Lo thou! the most fairest fashion of a man that ever mine eyes have seen on any day of my life.  And he beareth a letter, and well I would see what it sayeth.”

So the two maidens drew nigh to the lad, and took from him the letter, and the daughter of the Emperor read the same; and when she had read it, she fell a-lamenting full sore, and said to her fellow: “Certes here is a great grief!”  “Ha, my Lady!” said the other one, “tell me what it is.” “Of a surety,” said the Maiden, “might I but trow in thee I would do away that sorrow!”  “Ha, Lady,” said she, “hardily mayest thou trow in me, whereas for nought would I uncover that thing which thou wouldst have hid.”

Then the Maiden, the daughter of the Emperor, took oath of her according to the paynim law; and thereafter she told her what the letter said; and the damsel answered her: “Lady, and what wouldest thou do?”  “I will tell thee well,” said the daughter of the Emperor; “I will put in his pouch another letter, wherein the Emperor, my father, biddeth his Burgreve to give me to wife to this fair child here, and that he make great feast at the doing of the wedding unto all the folk of this land; whereas he is to wot well that the lad is a high man and a loyal.”

When the damsel had heard that, she said that would be good to do.  “But, Lady, how wilt thou have the seal of thy father?”  “Full well,” said the Maiden, “for my father delivered to me four pair of scrolls, sealed of his seal thereon; he hath written nought therein; and I will write all that I will.”  “Lady,” said she, “thou hast said full well; but do it speedily, and haste thee ere he awakeneth.”  “So will I,” said the Maiden.

Then the fair Maiden, the daughter of the Emperor, went to her coffers, and drew thereout one of the said scrolls sealed, which her father had left her, that she might borrow moneys thereby, if so she would.  For ever was the Emperor and his folk in war, whereas he had neighbours right felon, and exceeding mighty, whose land marched upon his.  So the Maiden wrote the letter in this wise:

“I King Musselin, Emperor of Greece and of Byzance the city, to my Burgreve of Byzance greeting.  I command thee that the bearer of this letter ye give to my fair daughter in marriage according to our law; whereas I have heard and wot soothly that he is a high person, and well worthy to have my daughter.  And thereto make ye great joy and great feast to all them of my city and of all my land.”

In such wise wrote and said the letter of the fair daughter of the Emperor; and when she had written the said letter, she went back to the garden, she and her fellow together, and found that one yet asleep, and they put the letter into his pouch.  And then they began to sing and make noise to awaken him.  So he awoke anon, and was all astonied at the fair Maiden, the daughter of the Emperor, and the other one her fellow, who came before him; and the fair Maiden, daughter of the Emperor, greeted him; and he greeted her again right debonairly.  Then she asked of him what he was, and whither he went; and he said that he bore a letter to the Burgreve, which the Emperor sent by him; and the Maiden said that she would bring him straightway whereas was the Burgreve.  Therewith she took him by the hand, and brought him to the palace, where there was much folk, who all rose against the Maiden, as to her who was their Lady.

Now the Maiden demanded the Burgreve, and they told her that he was in a chamber; so thither she led the lad, and the lad delivered the letter, and said that the Emperor greeted him.  But the Burgreve made great joy of the lad, and kissed the hand of him.  The Maiden opened the pouch, and fell a-kissing the letter and the seal of her father for joy’s sake, whereas she had not heard tidings of him a great while.

Thereafter she said to the Burgreve that she would hearken the letter in privy council, even as if she wotted nought thereof; and the Burgreve said that that were good to do.  Then went the Burgreve and the Maiden into a chamber, and the Maiden unfolded the letter and read it to the Burgreve, and made semblance of wondering exceedingly; and the Burgreve said to her, “Lady, it behoveth to do the will of my lord thy father, for otherwise we shall be blamed exceedingly.”  The Maiden answered him: “And how can this be, that I should be wedded without my lord my father?  A strange thing it would be, and I will do it in no manner.”

“Ha, Lady!” said the Burgreve, “what is that thou sayest?  Thy father has bidden thus by his letter, and it behoveth not to gainsay.”

“Sir,” said the Maiden, (unto whom it was late till the thing were done) “thou shalt speak unto the barons and mighty men of this realm, and take counsel thereof.  And if they be of accord thereto, I am she who will not go against it.”  Then the Burgreve said that she spake well and as one wise.

Then spake the Burgreve to the barons, I and showed them the letter, and they accorded all to that that the matter of the letter must be accomplished, and the will of the Emperor done.  Then they wedded the fair youth Coustans, according to the paynim law, unto the fair daughter of the Emperor; and the wedding endured for fifteen days: and such great joy was there at Byzance that it was exceeding, and folk did no work in the city, save eating and drinking and making merry.

Long while abode the Emperor in the land whereas he was: and when he had done his business, he went his ways back towards Byzance; and whenas he was but anigh two journeys thence, came to him a message of the messengers who came from Byzance.  The Emperor asked of him what they did in the city; and the varlet said that they were making exceeding good cheer of eating and drinking and taking their ease, and that no work had they done therein these fifteen days.

“And wherefore is that?” said the Emperor.  “Wherefore, Sir!  Wot ye not well thereof?”  “Nay, forsooth,” said the Emperor, “but tell me wherefore.”

“Sir,” said the varlet, “thou sentest a youngling, exceeding fair, to thy Burgreve, and badest him by thy letter to wed him to thy daughter the fair, and that he should be emperor after thee, whereas he was a man right high, and well worthy to have her.  But thy daughter would not take that before that the Burgreve should have spoken to the barons.  And he spake to all them, and showed them thy letter; and they said that it behoved to do thy commandment.  And when thy daughter saw that they were all of one accord thereon, she durst not go against them, but yea-said it.  Even in such wise hath thy daughter been wedded, and such joy has been in the city as none might wish it better.”

The Emperor, when he heard the messenger speak thus, was all astonied, and thought much of this matter; and he asked of the varlet how long it was since the lad had wedded his daughter, and whether or no he had lain by her?

“Sir,” said the varlet, “yea; and she may well be big by now; because it is more than three weeks since he hath wedded her.”  “Forsooth,” said the Emperor, “in a good hour be it! for since it is so, it behoveth me to abide it, since no other it may be.”

So far rode the Emperor till he came to Byzance, whereas they made him much fair feast; and his fair daughter came to meet him, and her husband Coustans, who was so fair a child that none might better be.  The Emperor, who was a wise man, made of them much great joy, and laid his two hands upon their two heads, and held them there a great while; which is the manner of benison amongst the paynims.

That night thought the Emperor much on this marvel, how it could have come about; and so much he pondered it, that he wotted full well that it had been because of his daughter.  So he had no will to gain-say her, but he demanded to see the letter which he had sent, and they showed it unto him, and he saw his seal hanging thereto, and saw the letter which was written; and by the manner whereby the thing had been done, he said to himself that he had striven against the things which behoved to be.

Thereafter, the Emperor made Coustans a knight, even his new son who was wedded unto his daughter, and he gave and granted to him all the whole land after his death.  And the said Coustans bore him well and wisely, as a good knight, and a valiant and hardy, and defended him full well against his enemies.  No long time wore ere his lord the Emperor died, and his service was done much richly, after the paynim law.  Then was Coustans emperor, and he loved and honoured much the Abbot who had nourished him, and he made him his very master.  And the Emperor Coustans, by the counsel of the Abbot, and the will of God the all mighty, did do christen his wife, and all they of that land were converted to the law of Jesus Christ.  And the Emperor Coustans begot on his wife an heir male, who had to name Constantine, who was thereafter a prudhomme much great.  And thereafter was the city called Constantinople, because of his father, Coustans, who costed so much, but aforetime was it called Byzance.

Here withal endeth the Story of King Coustans the Emperor.

The said story was done out of the ancient French into English by William Morris.






  








The Friendship of Amis and Amile
 

IN the time of Pepin King of France was a child born in the Castle of Bericain of a noble father of Alemaine who was of great holiness.

The father and the mother promised to God, and Saint Peter and Saint Paul, whereas they had none other child, that if God gave it life, they would bear it to Rome to baptism.  At the same time came a vision to a Count of Alverne, whose wife was big with child, whereby it seemed that the Apostle of Rome was baptizing many children in his palace and confirming them with chrism.

So when the Count was awaken he sought of many wise folk what might signify that which he had seen in the dream.  And when his vision was uncovered, a wise man and ancient bespake him by the counsel of God: “Make great joy, Count, for there shall be born to thee a son full of great prowess and of great holiness; and him thou shalt let bear to Rome and let baptize him by the Apostle.”

Thereof great joy made the Count, and he and his folk praised the counsel of the elder.

The child was born and dearly fostered, and when he had two years, and the father after his purpose was bearing him to Rome, he came to the city of Lucca.  And therein he found a noble man of Almaine who was wending Romeward and bearing his son to baptism.  They greeted one the other, and each asked other who he was and what he sought, and when they found themselves to be of one purpose they joined company in all friendliness and entered Rome together.  And the two children fell to loving one another so sorely that one would not eat without the other, they lived of one victual, and lay in one bed.

In this wise the fathers brought them before the Apostle at Rome, and spake to him: “Holy Father, whom we know and believe to be in the place of Saint Peter the Apostle, the Count of Alverne, and a noble knight of Bericain the Castle, beseech your Holiness that ye would deign to baptize their sons which they have brought from far away, and that ye would take their little offering from their hands.”

And the Apostle answered them: “I hold your gifts for right acceptable, but they are not to me of much necessity; give them to the poor, who have need thereof.  The infants will I baptize with a good will, that the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost may embrace them in the love of the Holy Trinity.”

Forthwith then the Apostle baptized them in the Church of the Holy Saviour, and laid for name on the son of the Count, Amile, and on the son of the Knight, Amis; and many a knight of Rome held them at the font with mickle joy, and raised them aloft even as God would.  And the office of Baptism done, the Apostle bade bring two hanaps of tree dight with gold and precious stones, side and wide alike, and of like fashion, and gave them to the bairns and said: “Take these gifts in token that I have baptized you in the Church of the Holy Saviour.”  Which gifts they took joyfully and thanked him much, and betook them thence home in all joyance.

To the child of Bericain did God give so great wisdom, that one might trow that he were another Solomon; and when he was of the age of thirty years a fever took his father, and he fell to admonishing his son in such like words: “Fair son, well beloved, it behoveth me presently to die, and thou shalt abide and be thine own master.  Now firstly, fair son, keep thou the commandments of God; the chivalry of Jesus Christ do thou.  Keep thou faith to thy lords, and give aid to thy fellows and friends.  Defend the widows and orphans.  Uphold the poor and needy: and all days hold thy last day in memory.  Forget not the fellowship and friendship of the son of the Count of Alverne, whereas the Apostle of Rome on one day baptized you both, and with one gift honoured you.  Ye be alike of beauty, of fashion, and stature, and whoso should see you, would deem you to be brethren.”

So having finished these words, and received his Saviour, he departed in our Lord, and his son did do bury him, and did do render him his service, even as one should do for the dead.

After the death of his father evil folk bore envy against him, and did him many a scathe, and grieved him sorely; but he loved them all and suffered whatsoever they did to him.  What more may I tell you, save that they cast him and his folk out of the heritage of his fathers, and chased him forth out of his castle.  So when he bethought him of the commandment of his father, he said to them who went in his company: “The wicked have wrongfully cast me forth out of mine heritage: yet have I good hope in our Lord that he will help me; go we now to the Court of the Count Amile, who was my friend and my fellow.  May-happen he will make us rich with his goods and his havings.  But if it be not so, then shall we go to Hildegard the Queen, wife of King Charles of France, who is wont to comfort the disinherited.”

And they answered that they were ready to follow him and do his bidding.

Therewith they went their ways to the Court of the Count and found him not there, because he was gone to Bericain to visit Amis his fellow, and comfort him of the death of his father.  And when he found him not, he departed sore troubled, and said to himself that he would not betake him to his own land till he had found Amis his fellow; and he sought him in France and in Almaine, where soever he heard tell that his kindred were, and could find no certainty of him.

Therewithal Amis together with his folk, ceased not to seek his fellow Amile, until they came to the house of a noble man where they were guested.  Thereat they told by order all their adventure and the noble man said to them: “Abide with me, Sir Knights, and I will give my daughter to your lord, because of the wisdom that I have heard of him, and I will make you all rich of gold and of silver, and of havings.”

That word pleased them, and they I held the bridal with mickle joy.  But when they had abided there for a year and a half, then said Amis to his ten fellows “We have done amiss in that we have left seeking of Amile.” And he left there two of his sergeants and his hanap, and went his ways toward Paris.

Now by this time had Amile been a-seeking for Amis two years past without ceasing.  And whenas Amile drew nigh to Paris he found a pilgrim and asked if he had seen Amis whom men had chased out of his land; and that one said nay, he had not.  But Amile did off his coat and gave it to the pilgrim and said: “Pray thou to our Lord and his Hallows that they give me to find Amis my fellow.”

Then he departed from the pilgrim, and went his ways to Paris, and found no-whither Amis his fellow.

But the pilgrim went his ways forthwith, and about vespers happened on Amis, and they greeted each the other.  And Amis said to the pilgrim, had he seen or heard tidings in any land of Amile, son of the Count of Alverne.  And the pilgrim answered him all marvelling: “Who art thou, Knight, who thus mockest a pilgrim?  Thou seemest to me that Amile who this day asked of me if I had seen Amis his fellow.  I wot not for why thou hast changed thy garments, thy folk, thine horses, and thine arms. Thou askest me now what thou didst ask me to-day about tierce; and thou gavest me this coat.”

“Trouble not thine heart,” said Amis, “I am not he whom thou deemest; but I am Amis who seeketh Amile.”  And he gave him of his silver, and bade him pray our Lord to give him to find Amile.  And the pilgrim said: “Go thy ways forthright to Paris, and I trow that thou shalt find him whom thou seekest so sore longing.”  And therewith Aims went his ways full eagerly.

Now on the morrow Amile was already departed from Paris, and was sitting at meat with his knights hard by the water of Seine in a flowery meadow. And when they saw Amis coming with his fellows all armed, they rose up and armed them, and so went forth before them; and Amis said to his fellows: “I see French knights who come against us in arms.  Now fight hardily and defend your lives.  If we may escape this peril, then shall we go with great joy to Paris, and thereto shall we be received with high favour at the Court of the King.”

Then were the reins let loose and the spears shaken aloft, and the swords drawn on either side, in such wise that no semblance was there that any should escape alive.  But God the all mighty who seeth all, and who setteth an end to the toil of the righteous, did to hold aback them of one part and of the other when they were now hard on each other, for then said Amis: “Who are ye knights, who have will to slay Amis the exile and his fellows?”  At that voice Amile knew Amis his fellow and said: “O thou Amis most well beloved, rest from my travail, I am Amile, son of the Count of Alverne, who have not ceased to seek thee for two whole years.”

And therewith they lighted down from their horses, and embraced and kissed each other, and gave thanks to God of that they were found.  And they swore fealty and friendship and fellowship perpetual, the one to the other, on the sword of Amile, wherein were relics.  Thence went they all together to the Court of Charles, King of France; there might men behold them young, well attempered, wise, fair, and of like fashion and visage, loved of all and honoured.  And the King received them much joyously, and made of Amis his treasurer, and of Amile his server.

But when they had abided thus three years, Amis said unto Amile: “Fair sweet fellow, I desire sore to go see my wife whom I have left behind; and I will return the soonest that I may; and do thou abide at the Court. But keep thee well from touching the daughter of the King; and above all things beware of Arderi the felon.”  Amile answered him: “I will take heed of thy commandment; but betake thee back hither so soon as thou mayest.”

Thuswise departed Amis.  But Amile cast his eyes upon the King’s daughter, and knew her so soon as he might; and right soon forgat he the commandment and the teaching of Amis his fellow.  Yet is not this adventure strange, whereas he was no holier than David, nor wiser than Solomon.

Amidst these things Arderi the traitor, who bore him envy, came to him and said: “Thou wottest not, fellow, thou wottest not, how Amis hath robbed the treasure of the King, and therefore is fled away.  Wherefore I require of thee thou swear me fealty and friendship and fellowship, and I will swear the same to thee on the holy Gospel.”  And so when that was done Amile doubted not to lay bare his secret to Arderi.

But whenas Amile was a-giving water to the King to wash his hands withal, the false Arderi said to the King: “Take thou no water from this evil man, sir King: for he is more worthy of death than of life, whereas he hath taken from the Queen’s Daughter the flower of her virginity.”  But when Amile heard this, he fell adown all astonied, and might say never a word; but the benign King lifted him up again, and said to him: “Rise up, Amile, and have no fear, and defend thee of this blame.”  So he lifted himself up and said: “Have no will to trow, sire, in the lies of Arderi the traitor, for I wot that thou art a rightwise judge, and that thou turnest not from the right way, neither for love nor for hatred. Wherefore I pray thee that thou give me frist of counsel; and that I may purge me of this guilt before thee, and do the battle against Arderi the traitor, and make him convict of his lies before all the Court.”

So the King gave to one and the other frist of counsel till after nones, and that then they should come before him for to do their devoir; and they came before the King at the term which he had given them.  Arderi brought with him the Count Herbert for his part; but Amile found none who would be for him saving Hildegarde the Queen, who took up the cause for him, and gat frist of counsel for Amile, on such covenant that if Amile came not back by the term established, she should be lacking all days of the bed of the King.

But when Amile went to seek counsel, he happened on Amis, his fellow, who was betaking him to the King’s Court; and Amile lighted down from his horse, and cast himself at the feet of his fellow, and said: “O thou, the only hope of my salvation, evilly have I kept thy commandment; for I have run into wyte of the King’s Daughter, and I have taken up battle against the false Arderi.”

Then said Amis, sighing: “Leave we here our folk, end enter into this wood to lay bare our secret.”  And Amis fell to blaming Amile, and said: “Change we our garments and our horses, and get thee to my house, and I will do the battle for thee against the traitor.”  And Amile answered: “How may I go into thine house, who have no knowledge of thy wife and thy folk, and have never seen them face to face?”  But Amis said to him: “Go in all safety, and seek wisely to know them: but take good heed that thou touch not my wife.”

And thuswise they departed each from his fellow weeping; and Amis went his ways to the Court of the King in the semblance of Amile, and Amile to the house of his fellow in the semblance of Amis.  But the wife of Amis, when she saw him betake him thither, ran to embrace him, whom she deemed was her husband, and would have kissed him.  But he said: “Flee thou from before me, for I have greater need to lament than to play; whereas, since I departed from thee, I have suffered adversity full sore, and yet have to suffer.”

And a night-time whenas they lay in one bed, then Amile laid his sword betwixt the two of them, and said to the woman: “Take heed that thou touch me in no manner wise, else diest thou straightway by this sword.” And in likewise did he the other nights, until Amis betook him in disguise to his house to wot if Amile kept faith with him of his wife.

Now was the term of the battle come, and the Queen abode Amile all full of fear, for the traitor Arderi said, all openly, that the Queen should nevermore draw nigh the bed of the King, whereas she had suffered and consented hereto, that Amile should shame her daughter.  Amidst these words Amis entered into the Court of the King clad in the raiment of his fellow, Amile, at the hour of midday and said to the King: “Right debonaire and loyal judge, here am I apparelled to do the battle against the false Arderi, in defence of me, the Queen, and her daughter of the wyte which they lay upon us.”

And the King answered benignly and said: “Be thou nought troubled, Count, for if thou vanquishest the battle, I will give thee to wife Belisant my daughter.”

On the morrow’s morn, Arderi and Amis entered armed into the field in the presence of the King and his folk.  And the Queen with much company of virgins, and widows and wedded wives, went from church to church making prayers for the Champion of her daughter, and they gave gifts, oblations and candles.

But Amis fell to pondering in his heart, that if he should slay Arderi, he would be guilty of his death before God, and if he were vanquished, it should be for a reproach to him all his days.  Wherefore he spake thuswise to Arderi: “O thou, Count, foul rede thou hast, in that thou desirest my death so sorely, and hast foolishly cast thy life into peril of death.  If thou wouldest but take back the wyte which thou layest on me, and leave this mortal battle, thou mayest have my friendship and my service.”

But Arderi, as one out of his wit, answered him: “I will nought of thy friendship nor thy service; but I shall swear the sooth as it verily is, and I shall smite the head from off thee.”

So Arderi swore that he had shamed the King’s Daughter, and Amis swore that he lied; and straightway they dealt together in strokes, and fought together from the hour of tierce right on till nones.  And Arderi was vanquished, and Amis smote off his head.

The King was troubled that he had Arderi; yet was he joyous that his daughter was purged of her guilt.  And he gave to Amis his daughter, and a great sum of gold and silver, and a city hard by the sea wherein to dwell.  And Amis received the same with great joy.  Then he returned at his speediest to his hostel wherein he had left Amile his fellow; but whenas Amile saw him coming with much company of horse, he deemed that Amis was vanquished, and fell to fleeing: but Amis bade him return in all safety, for that he had vanquished Arderi, and thereby was wedded for him to the King’s Daughter.  Thence then did Amile betake him, and abode in the aforesaid city with his wife.

But Amis abode with his wife, and he became mesel by the will of our Lord, in such wise that he might not move from his bed; for God chastiseth him that He loveth.

And his wife, who had to name Obias, had him in sore hate, and many a time strove to strangle him; and when Amis found that, he called to him two of his sergeants, Azones and Horatus by name, and said to them: “Take me out of the hands of this evil woman, and take my hanap privily and bear me to the Castle of Bericain.”

So when they drew nigh to the castle, folk came to meet them, and asked of them who was the feeble sick man whom they bore; and they said it was Amis, the master of them, who was become mesel, and prayed them that they would do him some mercy.  But nevertheless, they beat the sergeants of Amis, and cast him down from the cart whereon they were bearing him, and said: “Flee hence speedily if ye would not lose your lives.”

Then Amis fell a-weeping, and said: “O Thou, God debonaire and full of pity, give me death, or give me aid from mine infirmity!”  And therewith he said to his sergeants: “Bring me to the Church of the Father of Rome, whereas God may peradventure of His great mercy purvey for my poverty.”

When they came to Rome, Constantin the Apostle, full of pity and of holiness, and many a knight of Rome of them who had held Amis at the font, came to meet him, and gave him sustenance enough for him and his sergeants.

But in the space of three years thereafter was so great famine in the city, that the father had will to thrust the son away from his house. Then spake Azones and Horatus to Amis, and said: “Fair sir, thou wottest how feally we have served thee sithence the death of thy father unto this day, and that we have never trespassed against thy commandment.  But now we may no longer abide with thee, whereas we have no will to perish of hunger: wherefore we pray thee give us leave to escape this mortal pestilence.”

Then Amis answered them weeping: “O ye fair sons, and not sergeants, my only comfort, I pray you for God’s sake that ye leave me not here, but bear me to the city of the Count Amile my fellow.”

And they who would well obey his commandments, bore him thither whereas was Amile; and there they fell to sounding on their tartavelles before the Court of Amile, even as mesel folk be wont to do.  And when Amile heard the sound thereof he bade a sergeant of his to bear to the sick man of bread and of flesh, and therewithal his hanap, which was given to him at Rome, full of good wine: and when the sergeant had done his commandment he said to him when he came again: “By the faith which I owe thee, sir, if I held not thine hanap in my hand, I had deemed that it was even that which the sick man had; for one and the same be they of greatness and of fashion.”  Then said Amile: “Go speedily and lead him hither to me.”

But when he was before his fellow he asked of him who he was, and how he had gotten that hanap.  Said he: “I am of Bericain the Castle, and the hanap was given me by the Apostle of Rome, when he baptized me.”

And when Amile heard that, he knew that it was Amis his fellow who had delivered him from death, and given him to wife the King’s Daughter of France; straightway he cast himself upon him and fell to crying out strongly, and to weeping and lamenting, and to kissing and embracing him. And when his wife heard the same, she ran thereto all dishevelled, and making great dole, whereas she had in memory of how he had slain Arderi. And straightway they laid him in a very fair bed, and said to him: “Abide with us, fair sir, until that God shall do his will of thee, for whatsoever we have is for thee to deal with.”  And he abode with them, and his sergeants with him.

Now it befel on a night whenas Amis and Amile lay in one chamber without other company, that God sent to Amis Raphael his angel, who said to him: “Sleepest thou, Amis?”  And he, who deemed that Amile had called to him, answered: “I sleep not, fair sweet fellow.”  Then the angel said to him: “Thou hast answered well, whereas thou art the fellow of the citizens of Heaven, and thou hast followed after Job, and Thoby in patience.  Now I am Raphael, an angel of our Lord, and am come to tell thee of a medicine for thine healing, whereas He hath heard thy prayers.  Thou shalt tell to Amile thy fellow, that he slay his two children and wash thee in their blood, and thence thou shalt get thee the healing of thy body.”

Then said Amis: “Never shall it be that my fellow be a manslayer for the healing of me.”  But the Angel said: “Yet even so it behoveth to do.”

And when he had so said, the Angel departed; and therewith Amile, as if a-sleeping, heard those words, and awoke, and said: “What is it, fellow? who hath spoken unto thee?”  And Amis answered that none had spoken: “But I have prayed to our Lord according to my wont.”  Then Amile said: “Nay, it is not so; some one hath spoken to thee.”  Therewith he arose and went to the door of the chamber, and found it shut, and said: “Tell me, fair brother, who hath spoken to thee these words of the night?”

Then Amis fell a-weeping sorely, and said to him that it was Raphael the Angel of our Lord who had said to him: “Amis, our Lord biddeth that thou tell Amile that he slay his two children, and wash thee with the blood of them, and that then thou wilt be whole of thy meselry.”

But Amile was sore moved with these words, and said to him: “Amis, I have given over to thee man-servant and maid-servant and all my goods, and now thou feignest in fraud that the Angel hath spoken to thee that I slay my two children!”  But forthwith Amis fell a-weeping, and said: “I wot that I have spoken to thee things grievous, as one constrained, and now I pray thee that thou cast me not out of thine house.”  And Amile said that he had promised that he would hold him till the hour of his death: “But I conjure thee by the faith which is betwixt thee and me, and by our fellowship, and by the baptism which we took between me and thee at Rome, that thou tell me if it be man or Angel who hath said this to thee.”

Then Amis answered: “As true as it was an Angel who spake to me this night, so may God deliver me from mine infirmity.”

Then Amile fell to weeping privily, and thinking in his heart: “This man forsooth was apparelled before the King to die for me, and why should I not slay my children for him; if he hath kept faith with me to the death, why keep I not faith?  Abraham was saved by faith, and by faith have the hallows vanquished kingdoms; and God saith in the Gospel: ‘That which ye would that men should do unto you, do ye even so to them.’”

And Amile without more tarrying, went to the chamber of his wife, and bade her go hear the service of our Lord; and the Countess gat her to the church even as she was wont.

Then the Count took his sword, and went to the bed where lay his children, and found them sleeping, and he threw himself upon them, and fell to weeping bitterly and said: “Who hath heard ever of a father who of his own will hath slain his child?  Ah, alas my children!  I shall be no more your father, but your cruel murderer!”  And therewith the children awoke because of the tears which fell on them from their father; and the children, who looked on the face of their father, fell a-laughing.  And whereas they were of the age of three years or thereabout, their father said to them: “Your laughter shall be turned into weeping, for now shall your innocent blood be shed.”

When he had so said he cut off their heads and then laid them out behind the bed, and laid the heads to the bodies, and covered them over even as they slept.  And with their blood which he received, he washed his fellow, and said: “Sire God, Jesus Christ, who commandest men to keep faith upon the earth, and who cleansest the mesel by thy word, deign thou to cleanse my fellow, for the love of whom I have shed the blood of my children.”

Then was Amis cleansed of his meselry, and they gave thanks to our Lord with great joy and said: “Blessed be God, the father of our Lord Jesus Christ, who healeth them that have hope in him.”

And Amile clad his fellow in his own right goodly raiment; and therewith they went to the church to give thanks there, and the bells by the grace of God rang of themselves.  And when the people of the city heard that, they ran all together toward that marvel.

Now the wife of the Count when she saw them both going together, fell to asking which of the two was her husband and said: “I know well the raiment of these twain, but I wot not which is Amile.”

And the Count said: “I am Amile, and this my fellow is Amis, who is whole.”  Then the Countess wondered, and said: “I see him all whole; but much I desire to know whereby he is healed.”  “Render we thanks to our Lord,” said the Count, “nor disquiet us as to how it may be.”

Now was come the hour of tierce, and neither the father nor the mother was yet entered in to their children; but the father sighed grievously for the death of his babes.  Then the Countess asked for her children to make her joy, and the Count said: “Dame let be, let the children sleep!”

Therewith he entered all alone to the children to weep over them, and he found them playing in the bed; but the scars of their wounds showed about the necks of each of them even as a red fillet.

Then he took them in his arms, and bore them to their mother, and said “Make great joy, dame, whereas thy sons whom I had slain by the commandment of the Angel are alive again, and by their blood is Amis cured and healed.”

And when the Countess heard it she said: “O thou, Count, why didst thou not lead me with thee to receive the blood of my children, and I would have washed therewith Amis thy fellow and my Lord?”

Then said the Count: “Dame, let be these words; and let us be at the service of our Lord, who hath done such great wonders in our house.”

Which thing they did even unto their death and held chastity.

And they made great joy through that same city for ten days.

But on the selfsame day that Amis was made whole, the devils bore off his wife; they brake the neck of her, and bore away her soul.

After these things Amis betook him to the Castle of Bericain and laid siege before it; and abode there before so long, that they of the castle rendered themselves to him.  He received them benignly, and pardoned them their evil will; and from thenceforth he dwelt with them peaceably and he held with him the elder son of Amile, and served our Lord with all his heart.

Thereafter Adrian, Apostle of Rome, sent word to Charles, King of France, that he come help him against Desir, the King of the Lombards, who much tormented the Church; and Charles was as then in the town of Theodocion. Thither came Peter, messenger of the Apostle, who said to him that the Apostle prayed him to come defend Holy Church.  Thereupon King Charles sent to the said Desir messengers to pray him that he give back to the Holy Father the cities and other things which he had taken from him, and that he would give him thereto the sum of forty thousand sols of gold in gold and in silver.  But he would give way neither for prayers nor gifts. Thereon the good King bade come to him all manner folk, Bishops, Abbots, Dukes, Princes, Marquises and other strong knights.  And he sent to Cluses certain of these for to guard the passage of the ways.  Amongst the which was Albins, Bishop of Angier, a man full of great holiness.

Then the King Charles together with many warriors, drew nigh to Cluses by the Mount of Sinense, and sent Bernhart his uncle, and a many with him, by the Mount of Jove.  And the vanward said that Desir, together with all his force, was already at Cluses, the which he had do dight with bulwarks of iron and stone.

But whenas Charles drew nigh to Cluses, he sent his messengers to Desir, praying him to give back to the Holy Father the cities which he had taken; but he would nought for the prayer.  Again Charles bade him that he send three of the children of the judges of Lombardy in hostage, until such time as he had given back the cities of the Church, and that he would betake him to France with all his host, without battle and without doing any scathe.  But he neither for that, nor for aught else would blench one whit.

Now when God the almighty had seen the hard heart and malice of this man; and that the French were sore desirous to get them aback home, he set so great fear and so great trembling in the hearts of the Lombards, that they turned to flight all of them, although none chased them, and left there behind them their tents and all their gear.  When that saw Charles and his host, they followed them and thrust forth into Lombardy French, Almaines, English and all other manner of folk.

Of that host were Amis and Amile, who were the first in the court of the King, and every way they heeded the works of our Lord, in fasting, in praying, in alms-doing, in giving aid to widows and orphans, in often times appeasing the wrath of the King, in suffering the evil, and consoling the realm of the Romans.

Now whenas Charles had much folk in Lombardy, King Desir came to meet him with his little host; for whereas Desir had a priest, Charles had a bishop; whereas that one had a monk, the other had an abbot; where Desir had a knight Charles had a prince; the one had a man afoot, the other a duke or a count.  What should I say, where that King had one knight, Charles had thirty.  So the two hosts fell to blows together with great cries and banners displayed; stones and darts flying here and there, and knights falling on every part.

And the Lombards fought so mightily for three days, that they slew of King Charles a very great infinity.  And after the third day’s wearing Charles called to him the most mighty and the strongest of his host, and said to them: “Either die ye in battle, or gain ye the victory.”

So the King Desir and the whole host of the Lombards together fled away to the place hight Mortara, which in those days was called Fair-wood, whereas thereabout was the land delectable: there they refreshed them and took heed to their horses.

On the morrow morn King Charles and his host came thither, and found the Lombards all armed, and there they joined battle, and a great multitude of dead there was on one side and the other, and because of this slaughter had the place to name Mortara.

Moreover, there died Amis and Amile, for even as God had joined them together by good accord in their life-days, so in their death they were not sundered.  Withal many another doughty baron was slain with them. But Desir, together with his judges, and a great multitude of the Lombards, fled away and entered into Pavia; and King Charles followed after them, and besieged the city on all sides.  Withal he sent into France for his wife and his children.  But the holy Albins, bishop of Angier, and many other bishops and abbots gave counsel to the King and the Queen, that they should bury the dead and make there a church: and the said counsel pleased much the King, and there were made two churches, one by the commandment of Charles in honour of St. Eusebius of Verceil, and the other by the commandment of the Queen in honour of St. Peter.

And the King did do bear thither two arks of stone, wherein were buried Amis and Amile; and Amile was borne into the Church of St. Peter, and Amis into the Church of St. Eusebius; and the other corpses were buried here and there.  But on the morrow’s morn the body of Amile, and his coffin therewith, was found in the Church of St. Eusebius hard by the coffin of Amis his fellow.

Now hear ye of this marvellous fellowship which might not be sundered by death.  This wonder wrought for them God, who had given such might to His disciples that they had power to move mountains and shift them.  But because of this miracle the King and the Queen abode there thirty days, and did do the service of them that were slain, and worshipped the said churches with great gifts.

Meanwhile the host of Charles wrought for the taking of the city which they had besieged; and our Lord tormented them that were within in such wise that they were brought to nought by great feebleness and by mortalities.  And after ten months from the time when the city was besieged, Charles took Desir, and all them who were with him, and laid the city and all the realm under his subjection.  And King Desir and his wife they led into France.

But Saint Albins, who by that time had raised the dead to life, and given light to many blind folk, ordained clerks, priests, and deacons in the aforesaid Church of St. Eusebius, and commanded them that they should without ceasing guard and keep the bodies of those two fellows, AMIS and AMILE, who suffered death at the hands of Desir, King of Lombardy, on the fourth of the ides of October.

Reigning our Lord Jesus Christ, who liveth and reigneth without end with the Father and the Holy Ghost.  AMEN.






  








The Tale of King Florus and the Fair Jehane
 

HERE telleth the tale of a king who had to name King Florus of Ausay.  A full good knight was he and a gentleman of high lineage.  The said King Florus of Ausay took to wife the daughter of the Prince of Brabant, who was a woman very gentle, and of great line: and a right fair maid was she when he wedded her and dainty of body and fashion; and saith the tale that she was but of fifteen years when the King Florus took her, and he but of seventeen.  A full good life they lived, as for young folk who loved together dearly: but King Florus might have no child of her, whereof he was sore grieving, and she also was exceeding heavy-hearted thereat.  Much fair was this lady, and much she loved God and Holy Church, and therewith was so good almsgiver and so charitable that she fed and clad poor people and kissed their feet.  And to mesel folk both carles and queans was she so kind and careful, that the Holy Ghost dwelt in her.  Her Lord King Florus went often to tournays in Alemain and France, and in many other lands whereas he wotted of them, when he was without war: much good he expended thereon and much honour he gained thereby.

But now leaveth the tale to tell of him and taketh up the word of a knight who dwelt in the marches of Flanders and Hainault.  This said knight was full valiant and hardy, and right trusty, and had to wife a full fair dame of whom he had a much fair daughter, who had to name Jehane and was then of the age of twelve years.  Much word there was of this fair maiden; for in all the land was none so fair.  Her mother spake often to her lord that he should give her in marriage; but he was so given up to the following of tournays, that he was nowise hot on the wedding of his daughter, and his wife ever admonished him thereof when he came home from his tournays.

Now this knight had a squire who had to name Robin, and was the valiantest squire to be found in any land, and by his prowess and his good fame oft he bore away the prize for his lord from the tournay whereas he wended.  Whereon it befel that his lady thus bespake him: “Robin, my lord is so given up to these tournays that I know not how to speak with him, whereof I am sore at heart, for I would well that he should lay pain and care to the wedding of my daughter; wherefore I pray thee, for the love of me, that whenas thou seest the point thou say to him that he doth very ill and is sore blamed that he weddeth not his fair daughter, for there is no knight in the land how rich soever he be who would not take her with a good will.”  “Lady,” said Robin, “ye have said well; I will say it right well; since forsooth he troweth me of many things, and so will he hereof meseemeth.”  “Robin,” said the lady, “I pray thee of this business for all guerdon.”  “Dame,” said Robin, “I am well prayed hereof; and wot ye that I will do to my power herein.”  “It is enough,” said the lady.

No long while after the knight betook him to wending to a tournay afar from his land, and when he came there he was retained straightway of the fellowship, he and the knight of whose mesney he was, and his banner was borne into the hostel of his lord.  The tournay began, and the knight did so well by means of the good deeds of Robin, his squire, that he bore off the praise and prize of the tournay from one party and the other.  On the second day the knight betook him to wending to his own land, and Robin put him to reason many times and blamed him much in that he gave not his fair daughter in marriage, and many times he said it to him, till at the last his lord said to him: “Robin, thou and thy lady give me no peace about the marrying of my daughter; but as yet I know and see no man in my land unto whom I would give her.”  “Ah, sir,” said Robin, “there is not a knight in thy land who would not take her with a good will.”  “Fair friend Robin, they are of no avail, all of them; and to none of them shall I give her; and forsooth to no one would I give her as now, save to one man only, and he forsooth is no knight.”  “Sir, tell me of him,” said Robin, “and I shall speak or let speak to him so subtilly that the marriage shall be made.”  “Certes, Robin,” said the knight, “from the semblance that I see of thee thou willest well that my daughter should be wedded.”  “Sir,” said Robin, “thou sayest sooth, for it is well time.” “Robin,” said the knight, “whereas thou art so eager that my daughter should be wedded, she shall be wedded right soon if thou accord to the said wedding.”  “Certes, sir,” said Robin, “of a good will shall I accord thereto.”  “Wilt thou give me thy word herein?”  “Yea, sir,” said Robin. “Robin, thou hast served me exceeding well, and I have found thee a valiant man, and a loyal, and such as I be thou hast made me, and great gain have I gotten by thee, to wit, five hundred pounds of land; for it was but a little while that I had but five hundred, and now have I a thousand, and I tell thee that I owe much to thee: wherefore will I give my fair daughter unto thee, if thou wilt take her.”  “Ha, sir,” said Robin, “God’s mercy, what is this thou sayest?  I am too poor a person to have so high a maiden, nor one so fair and so rich as my damsel is; I am not meet thereto.  For there is no knight in this land, be he never so gentle a man, but would take her with a good will.”  “Robin, know that no knight of this land shall have her, but I shall give her to thee, if thou will it; and thereto will I give thee four hundred pounds of my land.” “Ha, sir,” said Robin, “I deem that thou mockest me.”  “Robin,” said the knight, “wot thou surely that I mock thee not.”  “Ha, sir, neither my lady nor her great lineage will accord hereto.”  “Robin,” said the knight, “nought shall be done herein at the will of any of them.  Hold! here is my glove, I invest thee with four hundred pounds of my land, and I will be thy warrant for all.”  “Sir,” said Robin “I will nought naysay it; fair is the gift since I know that is soothfast.”  “Robin,” said the knight, “now hast thou the rights thereof.”

Then the knight delivered to him his glove, and invested him with the land and his fair daughter.

Then rode the knight so far by his journeys, that he came into his land, and when he was come thither, his wife, who was a much fair lady, made him right great joy, and said to him: “Sir, for God’s sake think of thy fair daughter, that she be wedded.”  “Dame,” said the lord, “so much hast thou spoken hereof that I have wedded her.”  “Sir,” said the lady, “unto whom?”  “Forsooth, dame, I have given her to such a man as shall never lack of valiancy: I have given her to Robin my squire.”  “Robin!  Alas!” quoth the lady; “Robin hath nought, and there is no knight so mighty in all the land, but will take her with a good will; of a surety Robin shall never have her.”  “Yea, but have her he shall, dame,” said the knight, “and I have invested him with four hundred pounds of my land; and all that I ought to warrant him, warrant him I will.”  When the dame heard that, she was much sorry, and said to her lord that Robin should have her never.  “Nay, dame,” said the lord, “have her he shall, wilt thou or wilt thou not; for even so have I made covenant and I will hold to the same.”

When the lady heard her lord, she entered into her chamber and fell a-weeping and making great dole; after the dole which she made she sent to seek her brothers and her nephews and her cousins germain, and showed them that which her lord would do; and they said to her: “Dame, what will ye that we do?  We have no will to go against thy lord, for he is a knight valiant and hardy and weighty withal: and on the other hand he may do with his daughter according to his will, and with his land which he hath gotten withal.  So wot thou well that we will not hang shield on neck herein.”  “Nay? alas, then!” said the dame, “so shall my heart never have joy if I lose my fair daughter.  At least, fair lords, I pray you that ye show him that if he does thus he will neither do well nor according to his honour.”  “Dame,” say they, “this setting forth will we do with a good will.”

So they came unto the knight, and when they had showed him their business he answered them right courteously: “Fair lords, I will tell you what I will do for the love of you; if it please you I will put off the wedding in this wise as I shall tell you; to wit: Amongst you ye be rich and of great lands; ye are nigh friends of my fair daughter, whom I love much. If ye will give her four hundred pounds of land I will set aside the wedding, and she shall be wedded elsewhere according to your counsel.” “A-God’s name,” quoth they, “we be nought fain to lay down so much.” “Well, then,” said the knight, “since ye will not do this, then suffer me to do with my daughter as I list.”  “Sir, with a good will,” said they.

So the knight sent for his chaplain, and brought thither his fair daughter, and let affiance her to Robin, and set a day for the wedding. But the third day thereafter, Robin spake to his lord, and prayed him make him a knight, whereas it was nought meet that he should take to him so high a wife and so fair before he was a knight.  His lord had great joy thereof, and the next day he was made knight, and the third day wedded the fair maiden with great feast and joyance.

But when master Robin was made knight he spake thus to his lord: “Sir, ye have made me knight; and true it is that against the peril of death I vowed me to the road unto Saint Jamesward on the morrow of my knighting; wherefore I pray thee take it not in dudgeon if to-morrow morn I must needs go my ways so soon as I shall have wedded thy fair daughter; whereas in nowise will I break mine oath.”  “Forsooth, master Robin, if thou leave thus my fair daughter and thus wise go your ways, ye shall be much to blame.”  “Sir,” said he, “I shall come back right soon if God will; but this wayfaring I needs must perforce.”  Whenas a certain knight of the court of the lord heard these words he blamed Sir Robin much, whereas he was leaving his fair wife at such a point, and Sir Robin said that he needs must do it.  “Certes,” said the knight, who had to name Raoul, “if thou goest thus to Saint James without touching thy fair wife, I will make thee cuckold before thine home-coming, and when thou comest home I will give thee good tokens that I have had share of her.  Now I will lay my land thereto against thine, which our lord hath given thee, for I have well four hundred pounds of land even as thou hast.” “Forsooth,” said Sir Robin, “my wife is not come of such blood as that she shall misdo against me, and I may not believe in it nowise: I will make the wager with thee, if it please thee.”  “Yea,” said Sir Raoul, “wilt thou pledge thee thereto?”  “Yea, verily,” said Sir Robin, “and thou?”  “Yea, and I also.  Now go we to my lord and make record of our covenant.”  “That will I well,” said Sir Robin.  Therewith they go unto the lord, and the wager was recorded, and they pledged them to hold thereto.  On the morrow betimes Sir Robin wedded the fair maiden, and straightway after mass was said, he departed from the house and left the wedding, and took the road for St. Jakem.

But now leaveth the tale to tell of him and telleth of Sir Raoul, who was in great imagination how he might win his wager and lie by the fair lady. And saith the tale that the lady held her much simply while her lord was on pilgrimage, and was going to the minster with a good will, and prayed God that he would bring back her lord.  But Sir Raoul pained him on the other hand how he might win his wager, for great doubt he had to lose his land.  He spake with the carline who dwelt with the fair lady, and said to her, that if she could so bring it about that she might set him in place and at point that he might speak privily with my lady Jehane, and have his will of her, he would give her much good, so that there would be no hour when she should not be rich.  “Sir, forsooth,” said the carline, “thou art so fair a knight, and so wise and courteous that my lady should well ought to love thee par amours, and I will put myself to the pain herein to the utmost of my might.”  Then the knight drew out straightway a forty sols, and gave it to her to buy a gown.  The carline took them with a goodwill, and set them away surely, and said that she would speak with the lady.  The knight departed from the carline, and the carline abode and took her lady to task when she came back from the minster, and said to her: “In God’s name, lady, tell me true!  My lord, when he went to Saint Jakem, had he ever lain by thee?”  “Wherefore dost thou say this, dame Hersent?”  “Lady, because I trow that thou be yet a clean maid.”  “Certes, dame Hersent, so am I verily; for of no woman wot I who would do such a deed.”  “Lady,” said dame Hersent, “great damage it is; for if ye wotted how great is the joy that women have when they be with a man who loveth them, ye would say that there is no joy so great; and for this cause I marvel much that ye love not par amours even as these other ladies who all love.  But if it pleaseth thee the matter is ready to hand; whereas I wot of a knight, fair and valiant and wise, who will love thee with a good will; a much rich man is he, and fairer by far than the coward recreant who hath left thee.  And if ye dare love ye may have whatso ye dare ask; and so much joy shall ye have as never lady had more.”  So much spake the carline by her words that the needle of nature stirred somewhat.  The lady asked who the knight might be.  “Who is it, lady?  A-God’s name!  I may well name him.  It is the lovely, the valiant, the hardy Sir Raoul, who is one of the mesney of thy father; the kindest heart men wot of.”  “Dame Hersent,” said the lady, “thou wert best let such words be; for I have no desire to misdo of my body, of no such blood am I come.”  “Dame,” said the carline, “I wot well.  But never shalt thou know the worthy joy when a man wendeth with a woman.”

Thuswise abode the matter.  Sir Raoul came back to the carline, and she told him how she had talked with the lady, and what she had answered. “Dame Hersent,” said the knight, “thus wise should a good lady answer; but ye shall speak with her again, for one doeth not the business at the first stroke: and hold, here be twenty sols to buy thee a cloth to thy surcoat.”  The carline took the silver, and spake with the lady often, but nought it availed.

Wore the time till at last they heard news that Sir Robin was wending back from Saint Jakem, and that he was already hard on Paris.  Soon was known the tidings, and Sir Raoul, who had fear of the losing of his lands, returned to the carline, and spake with her; and she said that she might not bring the business to an end: but that she would do so much for the love of him, if she should earn her service, that she would so bring it about as that there should be none in the house save he and this lady: and then he might do his will on her, will she nill she: and he said that he asked for nought else.  “Then,” said the carline, “ye, my lord, shall come within eight days, and I will do my lady to bathe her in her chamber, and I will send all the mesney out of the house and out of the castle; then can ye come to her bathing in the chamber, and may have your desire of her, either with her good will or maugre.”  “Ye have well said,” quoth he.

Abode matters thus till Sir Robin sent word that he was coming to hand, and would be at the house on the Sunday.  Then the carline let bathe the lady the Thursday before, and the bath was in her chamber, and the fair lady entered therein.  But the carline sent after Sir Raoul, and he came. Thereafter she sent all the folk of the household out of the house.  Sir Raoul came his ways to the chamber and entered therein, and greeted the lady, but she greeted him not again, but said thus:

“Sir Raoul, thou art nowise courteous.  Whether wottest thou forsooth that it is well with me of thy coming? accursed be thou, villain knight!” But Sir Raoul said: “My lady, mercy, a-God’s name!  I am but dying for grief of thee.  For God’s sake have pity of me!”  “Sir Raoul,” said she, “I will have no mercy in such wise that I will ever be thy darling.  And wot thou well that if thou leave me not in peace I will tell my lord, my father, the honour thou requirest of me: for I am none such as that.” “Nay, lady, is it so, then?”  “Yea, verily,” said she.

Therewith Sir Raoul drew nigh to her, and embraced her in his arms, which were strong enow, and drew her all naked out of the bath and bore her toward her bed; and so soon as he drew her forth of the bath he saw a black spot which she had on her right groin hard by her natural part; and he thought therewithal that that were a good token that he had lain by her.  Thus as he bore her off to her bed, his spurs hooked them into the serge at the bed’s edge toward the foot thereof, and down fell the knight, he and the lady together, he below and she above; but she rose up straightway and caught up a billet of wood, and smote Sir Raoul therewith amidst the face, and made him a wound both deep and wide, so that the blood fell to earth.  So when Sir Raoul felt himself hurt he had no great desire to play, wherefore he arose and got him gone out of the chamber straightway: he did so much that he came to his hostel, where he dwelt a good league thence, and there he had his wound dealt with.  But the good dame entered into her bath again, and called dame Hersent, and told the adventure of the knight.

Much great array made the father of the fair lady against the coming of Sir Robin, and he summoned much folk, and sent and bade Sir Raoul to come; but he sent word that he might not come, for that he was sick.  On the Sunday camel Sir Robin, and was received right fairly; and the father of the fair lady went to seek Sir Raoul and found him wounded, and said that now for nought might he abide behind from the feast.  So he dight his face and his hurt the best wise he might, and went to the feast, which was great and grand day long of drinking and of eating, and of dancing and carolling.

When night was come Sir Robin went to bed with his wife, who received him much joyously as a good dame ought to her lord; so abode they in joy and in feast the more part of the night.  On the morrow great was the feast, and the victual was dight and they ate.  But when it was after dinner, Sir Raoul bore on hand Sir Robin, and said that he had won his land, whereas he had known his wife carnally, by the token, to wit, that she had a black spot on her right thigh and a pearlet hard by her jewel. “Thereof I wot not,” said Sir Robin, “for I have not looked on her so close.”  “Well, then, I tell thee,” said Sir Raoul, “by the oath that thou hast given me that thou take heed thereof, and do me right.”  “So will I, verily,” said Sir Robin.

When night was, Sir Robin played with his wife, and found and saw on her right thigh the black spot, and a pearlet hard by her fair jewel: and when he knew it he was sore grieving.  On the morrow he went to Sir Raoul, and said before his lord that he had lost his wager.  Heavy of heart was he day long, and when it was night he went to the stable, and set the saddle on his palfrey, and went forth from the house, bearing with him what he might get him of silver.  So came to Paris, and when he was at Paris he abode there three days.  But now leaveth the tale to tell of him, and taketh up the word concerning his wife.

Here saith the tale that much sorrowful was the fair lady and heavy of heart, when she called to mind how she had cast her lord out of his house.  Much she thought of the wherefore thereof and wept and made great dole; till her father came to her, and said that he were fainer if she were yet to wed, whereas she had done him shame and all them of his lineage; and he told her how and wherefore.  When she heard that, she was sore grieved and denied the deed downright; but nought availed.  For it is well known that shame so sore is contrary to all women, that if a woman were to burn all, she would not be trowed of such a misdoing, once it were laid on her.

On the first hour of the night the lady arose, and took all pennies that she had in her coffer, and took a nag and a harness thereto, and gat her to the road; and she had let shear her fair tresses, and was otherwise arrayed like to an esquire.  So much she went by her journeys that she came to Paris, and went after her lord; and she said and declared that she would never make an end before she had found him.  Thus she rode like to a squire.  And on a morning she went forth out of Paris, and wended the way toward Orleans until she came to the Tomb Isory, and there she fell in with her lord Sir Robin.  Full fain she was when she saw him, and she drew up to him and greeted him, and he gave her greeting back and said: “Fair friend, God give thee joy!”  “Sir,” said she, “whence art thou?”  “Forsooth, fair friend, I am of old Hainault.”  “Sir, whither wendeth thou?”  “Forsooth, fair friend, I wot not right well whither I go, nor where I shall dwell.  Forsooth, needs must I where fortune shall lead me; and she is contrary enough; for I have lost the thing in the world that most I ever loved: and she also hath lost me.  Withal I have lost my land, which was great and fair enough.  But what hast thou to name, and whither doth God lead thee?”  “Certes, sir,” said Jehane, “I am minded for Marseilles on the sea, where is war as I hope.  There would I serve some valiant man, about whom I shall learn me arms if God will. For I am so undone in mine own country that therein for a while of time I may not have peace.  But, sir, meseemeth that thou be a knight, and I would serve thee with a right good will if it please thee.  And of my company wilt thou be nought worsened.”  “Fair friend,” said Sir Robin, “a knight am I verily.  And where I may look to find war, thitherward would I draw full willingly.  But tell me what thou hast to name?”  “Sir,” said she, “I have to name John.”  “In a good hour,” quoth the knight.  “And thou, sir, how hight thou?”  “John,” said he, “I have to name Robin.” “Sir Robin, retain me as thine esquire, and I will serve thee to my power.”  “John, so would I with a good will.  But so little of money have I that I must needs sell my horse before three days are worn.  Wherefore I wot not how to do to retain thee.”  “Sir,” said John, “be not dismayed thereof, for God will aid thee if it please him.  But tell me where thou wilt eat thy dinner?”  “John, my dinner will soon be made; for not another penny have I than three sols of Paris.”  “Sir,” said John, “be nought dismayed thereof, for I have hard on ten pounds Tournais, whereof thou shalt not lack, if thou hast not to spend at thy will.”  “Fair friend John, have thou mickle thanks.”

Then made they good speed to Montlhery: there John dight meat for his lord and they ate.  When they had eaten, the knight slept in a bed and John at his feet.  When they had slept, John did on the bridles, and they mounted and gat to the road.  They went so far by their journeys that they came to Marseilles-on-sea; but of war they heard no word there, whereof were they much sorry.  But now leaveth the tale to tell of them two, and returneth to tell of Sir Raoul, who had by falsehood gained the land of Sir Robin.

Here telleth the tale that so long did Sir Raoul hold the land of Sir Robin without righteous cause, for seven years’ wearing.  Then he took a great sickness and of that sickness was sore beaten down, insomuch that he was on the point of death.  Now he doubted much the transgression which he had done against the fair lady the daughter of his lord, and against her husband also, whereby they were undone, both of them by occasion of his malice.  Exceeding ill at ease was he of his wrongdoing, which was so great that he durst not confess it.

Came a day when he was sore undone by his sickness, so he sent for his chaplain whom he loved much, for he had found him a man valiant and loyal; and he said to him: “Sir, thou who art my father before God, know that I look to die of this sickness, wherefore I pray thee for God’s sake that ye aid me with your counsel, for great is my need thereof, for I have done an ill deed so hideous and dark that scarce shall I have mercy therefor.”  The chaplain bade him tell it out hardily, and that he would aid him with counsel to his power; till at last Sir Raoul told him all as ye have heard afore.  And he prayed him for God’s sake give him counsel, so great as was his misdoing.  “Sir,” said he, “be nought dismayed, for if thou wilt do the penance which I enjoin thee, I will take thy transgression on me and on my soul, so that thou shalt be quit.”  “Yea, tell me then,” said the knight.  “Sir,” said he, “thou shalt take the cross far over sea, and thou shalt get thee thereto within the year wherein thou art whole, and shalt give pledges to God that thou shalt so do: and in every place where men ask thee the occasion of thy journey, thou shalt tell it to all who shall ask it of thee.”  “All this will I well do,” said the knight.  “Then, sir, give thou good pledge.”  “With a good will,” said the knight; “thou thyself shalt abide surety for me, and I swear to thee on my knighthood that I shall quit thee well.”  “A-God’s name, sir!” quoth the chaplain, “I will be thy surety.”  Now turned the knight to amendment, and was all whole; and a year wore wherein he went not over sea.  The chaplain spake to him often thereof, but he held the covenant as but a jest; till at last the chaplain said that but if he acquitted him before God of his pledge, he would tell the tale to the father of the fair damsel, who had been thus undone by him.  When the knight heard that, he said to the chaplain that within half a year he would set about the crossing of the sea, and so swore to him.  But now leaveth the tale to tell of the knight, and returneth to telling of King Florus of Ausaye, of whom for a great while it hath been silent.

Now saith the tale that a much good life led King Florus of Ausay and his wife, as of young folk who loved each other; but much sorry and heavy-hearted were they that they might have no child.  The lady made great prayers to God, and let sing masses; but whereas it was not well pleasing to God, it might not be.  But on a day came thither into the house of King Florus a good man who had his dwelling in the great forest of Ausaye in a place right wild; and when the queen knew that he was come she came unto him and made him right great joy.  And because he was a good man she confessed to him and told him all her ailing, and how that she was exceeding heavy of heart, because she had had no child by her lord.  “Ah, lady,” said the good man, “since it pleaseth not our Lord, needs must thou abide it; and when it pleaseth him thou shalt have one, or two.”  “Certes, sir,” said the lady, “I were fain thereof; for my lord holdeth me the less dear, and the high barons of this land also.  Withal it hath been told to me that they have spoken to my lord to leave me and take another.”  “Verily, dame,” said the good man, “he would do ill; it would be done against God and against Holy Church.”  “Ah, sir, I pray thee to pray to God for me that I may have a child of my lord, for great fear I have lest he leave me.”  “Dame,” said the good man, “my prayer shall avail but little, but if it please God; nevertheless I will pray heartily.”

The good man departed from the lady, and the barons of the land and of the country came to the King Florus, and bade him send away his wife and take another, since by this he might have no child.  And if he did not after their counsel, they would go and dwell otherwhere; for in no case would they that the realm should be without an heir.  King Florus feared his barons and trowed their word, and he said that he would send away his wife, and that they should seek him another, and they trusted him therein.  When the lady knew it she was exeeeding heavy of heart; but nought durst she do, for she knew that her lord would leave her.  So she sent for the hermit who had been her confessor, and he came to her.  Then the lady told him all the tale of the matter of the barons, who would seek for their lord another woman.  “And I pray thee, good father, that thou wouldst aid me, and counsel me what I should do.”  “Dame,” said the good man, “if it be so as thou sayest, ye must needs suffer it; for against thy lord and against his barons ye may do nought perforce.” “Sir,” said the good lady, “thou sayest sooth: but if it please God, I were fain to be a recluse nigh unto thee; whereby I may be at the service of God all the days of my life, and that I may have comfort of thee.” “Dame,” said the good man, “that would be over strange a thing, whereas thou art too young a lady and too fair.  But I will tell thee what thou shalt do.  Hard by my hermitage there is an abbey of White Nuns, who are right good ladies, and I counsel you go thither; and they will have great joy of thee for thy goodness and thy high dignity.”  “Sir,” said she, “thou hast well said; I will do all that thou counsellest me.”

On the morrow King Florus spake to his wife, and said thus: “Needs must thou and I sunder, for that thou mayst have no child by me.  Now I say thee soothly that the sundering lies heavy on me, for never shall I love woman as I have loved thee.”  Therewith fell King Florus to weep sorely, and the lady also.  “Sir,” said she, “a-God’s mercy!  And whither shall I go, and what shall I do?”  “Dame, thou shalt do well, if it please God, for I will send thee back well and richly into thy country to thy kindred.”  “Sir,” said the lady, “it shall not be so: I have purveyed me an abbey of nuns, where I will be, if it please thee; and there I will serve God all my life; for since I lose thy company I am she that no man shall go with any more.”  Thereat King Florus wept and the lady also. But on the third day the queen went to the abbey; and the other queen was come, and had great feast made her, and great joy of her friends.  King Florus held her for three years, but never might have child of her.  But here the tale holdeth peace of King Florus, and betaketh it again to Sir Robin, and to John who were at Marseilles.

Here telleth the tale that much sorry was Sir Robin when he came to Marseilles, whereas he heard tell of nought toward in the country; so he said to John: “What do we?  Thou hast lent me of thy moneys, whereof I thank thee: I will give them back to thee, for I will sell my palfrey, and quit me toward thee.”  “Sir,” said John, “if it please thee, believe me, and I shall tell thee what we shall do.  I have yet well an hundred sols of Tournay, and if it please thee, I will sell our two horses, and make money thereby: for I am the best of bakers that ye may wot of; and I will make French bread, and I doubt me not but I shall earn my spending well and bountifully.”  “John,” said Sir Robin, “I grant it thee to do all as thou wilt.”

So on the morrow John sold the two horses for ten pounds Tournays, and bought corn and let grind it, and bought baskets, and fell to making French bread, so good and so well made that he sold it for more than the best baker of the town might do; and he did so much within two years that he had well an hundred pounds of chattels.  Then said John to his lord: “I rede thee well that we buy us a very great house, and that we buy us wine and take to harbouring good folk.”  “John,” said Sir Robin, “do according to thy will, for I grant it thee, and moreover I praise thee much.”  So John bought a house, great and fair, and harboured good folk, and earned enough plenteously; and he arrayed his lord well and richly; and Sir Robin had his palfrey, and went to eat and drink with the most worthy of the town, and John sent him wine and victual, so that all they that haunted his company marvelled thereat.  So much he gained that in three years’ time he had gotten him more than three hundred pounds of garnishment, out-taken his plenishing, which was well worth fifty pounds. But here leaveth the tale to tell of Sir Robin and of John, and goeth back to tell of Sir Raoul.

For, saith the tale, that the chaplain held Sir Raoul right short that he should go over sea, and quit him of the pledge he had laid down; for great fear he had lest he yet should leave it; and so much he did that Sir Raoul saw well that he needs must go.  So he dight his journey, and arrayed him right richly, as he that hath well enough thereto; and so he betook him to the road with three squires: and went so much by his journeys that he came into Marseilles-on-sea and took lodging in the French hostel, whereas dwelt Sir Robin and John.  So soon as John saw him she knew him by the scar of the wound she had made him, and because she had seen him many times.  The knight sojourned in the town fifteen days, and hired him passage.  But the while he sojourned, John drew him in to privy talk, and asked of him the occasion of his going over sea, and Sir Raoul told him all the occasion, as one who had little heed thereof, even as the tale hath told afore.  When John heard that, he held his peace. Sir Raoul set his goods aboard ship, and went upon the sea; but tarried so much the ship wherein he was that he abode in the town for eight days; but on the ninth day he betook him to go his ways to the holy sepulchre, and did his pilgrimage, and confessed him the best he might: and his confessor charged him in penance that he should give back the land which he held wrongfully to the knight and his wife.  Whereon he said to his confessor, that when he came into his own country he would do what his heart bade him.  So he departed from Jerusalem and came to Acre, and dight his passage as one who had great longing to repair to his own country.  He went up on to the sea, and wended so diligently, as well by night as by day, till in less than three months he came to the port of Aigues-mort.  Then he departed from the port and came straight to Marseilles, wherein he sojourned eight days in the hostel of Sir Robin and John, which hight the French house.  Never did Sir Robin know him, for on that matter he thought nothing.  At the end of eight days he departed from Marseilles, he and his squires, and went so long by his journeys that he came into his own country, where he was received with great joy, as one who was a knight rich in land and chattels.  Thereon his chaplain took him to task, and asked of him if any had demanded the occasion of his journey; and he said: “Yea, in three places, to wit: Marseilles, Acre, and Jerusalem: and he of whom I took counsel bade me to give back the land to Sir Robin, if I hear tidings of him, or to his wife else, or to his heir.”  “Certes,” said the chaplain; “he bade thee good counsel.”  Thus was Sir Raoul in his own country a great while in rest and good ease.  But here leaveth the tale to tell of him, and returneth to Sir Robin and John.

Here saith the tale that when Sir Robin and John had been at Marseilles for six years that John had gotten to the value of six hundred pounds, and they were come into the seventh year, and John might gain eke what he would, and so sweet he was, and so debonaire that he made himself loved of all the neighbours, and therewithal he was of good hap as he might not be of more, and maintained his lord so nobly and so richly that it was wonder to behold.  When the end of the seven years drew nigh, John fell to talk with his lord Sir Robin, and spake thus: “Sir, we have now been a great while in this country, and so much have we gained, that we have hard on six hundred pounds of chattels, what of money, what of vessel of silver.”  “Forsooth, John,” said Sir Robin, “they be not mine, but thine; for it is thou hast earned them.”  “Sir,” said John, “saving thy grace, it is not so, but they are thine: for thou art my rightful lord, and never, if it please God, will I change.”  “Gramercy, John, I hold thee not for servant, but for companion and friend.”  “Sir,” said John, “all days I have kept thee loyal company, and shall do from henceforth.”  “By my faith,” said Sir Robin, “I will do what so pleaseth thee: but to go into my country, I wot not to say thereof: for I have lost so much there that hardly shall my scathe be righted to me.”  “Sir,” said John, “be thou never dismayed of that matter; for when thou art come into thine own country thou shalt hear good tidings, please God.  And doubt thou nothing, for in all places whereas we shall be, if it please God, I shall earn enough for thee and for me.”  “Certes, John,” said Sir Robin, “I will do as it pleaseth thee, and where thou wilt that I go, thither will I.”  “Sir,” said John, “I shall sell our chattels, and dight our journey, and we will go within fifteen days.”  “A-God’s name, John,” said Sir Robin.

John sold all his plenishing, whereof he had good store and goodly, and bought three horses, a palfrey for his lord, another for himself, and a sumpter horse.  Then they took leave of the neighbours, and the most worthy of the town, who were sore grieved of their departure.

Wore the way Sir Robin and John, insomuch that in three weeks’ space they came into their country.  And Robin made known to his lord, whose daughter he had had, that he was at hand.  The lord was much joyful thereof, for he was deeming well that his daughter would be with him. And she indeed it was, but in the guise of an esquire.  Sir Robin was well received of his lord, whose daughter he had erewhile wedded.  When the lord could have no tidings of his daughter, he was right sorrowful; nevertheless he made good feast to Sir Robin, and bade thereto his knights and his neighbours; and thither came Sir Raoul, who held the land of Sir Robin wrongfully.  Great was the joy that day and the morrow, and that while Sir Robin told to John the occasion of the wager, and how Sir Raoul held his land wrongfully.  “Sir,” said John, “do thou appeal him of treason, and I will do the battle for thee.”  “Nay, John,” said Sir Robin, “thou shalt not do it.”

So they left it till the morrow, when John came to Sir Robin and did him to wit that he would speak to the father of his wife; and thus he said to him: “Sir, thou art lord to my lord Sir Robin after God, and he wedded thy daughter time was.  But there was a wager betwixt him and Sir Raoul, who said that he would make him cuckold by then he returned from St. Jakeme; whereof Sir Raoul hath made false report, whereas he hath had nor part nor lot in thy fair daughter.  And he hath done disloyal treason. All which things I am ready to prove on his body.”  Then leapt forth Sir Robin and said: “John, fair friend, none shall do the battle save I; nowise shalt thou hang shield on neck herein.”  Therewith Sir Robin reached his pledge to his lord; and Sir Raoul was sore grieving of the pledging, but needs must he defend him, or cry craven; so he reached for this pledge right cowardly.  So were the pledges given, and day of battle appointed on that day fifteen days without naysay.

Now hear ye marvels of John what he did.  John who had to name my Lady Jehane, had in the house of her father a cousin germain of hers, who was a fair damsel, and of some five and twenty years.  Jehane came to her, and laid all the whole truth bare to her, and told her the whole business from point to point, and showed her all openly; and prayed her much that she would hide all the matter until the time and hour came when she should make herself known to her father.  Wherefore her cousin, who knew her well, said to her that she would keep all well hidden, so that by her it should never be discovered.  Then was the chamber of her cousin dight for the Lady Jehane; and the said lady, the while of the fortnight before the battle should be, let bathe her and stove her; and she took her ease the best she might, as one who well had therewithal.  And she let cut and shape for her duly four pair of gowns, of Scarlet, of Vair, of Perse, and of cloth of silk; and she took so well her ease that she came back to her most beauty, and was so fair and dainty as no lady might be more.

But when it came to the end of the fifteen days, then was Sir Robin sore grieving of John his esquire, because he had lost him, and knew not where he was become.  But none the more did he leave to apparel him for the fight as one who had heart enough and hardihood.

On the morn of the day whenas the battle was appointed, came both the knights armed.  They drew apart one from the other, and then they fell on each other with the irons of their glaives, and smote on each other with so great heat that they bore down each other’s horses to the earth beneath their bodies.  Sir Raoul was hurt a little on the left side.  Sir Robin rose up the first, and came a great pace on Sir Raoul, and smote him a great stroke on the helm in such wise that he beat down the head-piece and drave in the sword on to the mail-coif, and sheared all thereto; but the coif was of steel so strong that he wounded him not, howbeit he made him to stagger, so that he caught hold of the arson of the saddle; and if he had not, he had fallen to earth.  Then Sir Raoul, who was a good knight, smote Sir Robin so great a stroke upon the helm that he all to astonied him; and the stroke fell down to the shoulder, and sheared the mails of the hawberk, but hurt him not.  Then Sir Robin smote him with all his might, but he threw his shield betwixt, and Sir Robin smote off a quarter thereof.  When Sir Raoul felt his strong strokes, he misdoubted him much, and wished well that he were over sea, if he were but quit of the battle, and Sir Robin back on the land which he held.  Nevertheless he put forth all his might and drew nigh, and fell on Sir Robin much hardly, and gave him a great stroke upon his shield so that he sheared it to the boss thereof.  But Sir Robin laid a great stroke upon his helm, but he threw his shield betwixt and Sir Robin sheared it amidst, and the sword fell upon the neck of the horse, and sheared it amidst, and beat down straightway both horse and man.  Then Sir Raoul leapt to his feet, as one who was in a stour exceeding heavy. Then Sir Robin lighted down, whereas he would not betake him to his horse while the other was afoot.

Now were both knights come unto the skirmish and they hewed in pieces each other’s shields and helms and haw — berks, and drew the blood from each other’s bodies with their trenchant swords; and had they smitten as great strokes as at first, soon had they slain each other, for they had so little of their shields that scarce might they cover their fists therewith.  Yet had neither of them fear of death or shame: nevertheless the nighness of them to each other called on them to bring the battle to an end.  Sir Robin took his sword in both hands, and smote Sir Raoul with all his might on the helm, and sheared it amidst, so that one half thereof fell upon the shoulders, and he sheared the steel coif, and made him a great wound on the head; and Sir Raoul was so astonied of the stroke that he bent him to the earth on one knee; but he rose up straightway and was in great misease when he thus saw his head naked, and great fear of death he had.  But he came up to Sir Robin and fetched a stroke with all his might on what he had of shield and he sheared it asunder and the stroke came on the helm and cut into it well three fingers, so that the sword came on the iron coif, which was right good, so that the sword brake a-twain.  When Sir Raoul saw his sword broken and his head naked, he doubted much the death.  Nevertheless he stooped down to the earth, and took up a great stone in his two hands, and cast it after Sir Robin with all his might; but Sir Robin turned aside when he saw the stone coming, and ran on Sir Raoul, who took to flight all over the field; and Sir Robin said to him that he would slay him but if he cried craven.  Whereon Sir Raoul thus bespake him: mercy on me, gentle knight, and ere my sword, so much as I have thereof, and I render it to thee, and all of me therewith unto thy mercy; and I pray thee have pity of me, and beg of thy lord and mine to have mercy on me and that thou and he save my life, and I render and give both thy land and mine.  For I have held it against right and against reason.  And I have wrongfully defamed the fair lady and good.

When Sir Robin heard this, he said that he had done enough, and he prayed his lord so much that he pardoned Sir Raoul of his misdeed, in such wise that he was quit thereof on the condition that he should go over seas and abide there lifelong.

Thuswise conquered Sir Robin his land and the land of Sir Raoul to boot for all his days.  But he was so sore grieving and sad at heart of his good dame and fair, whom he had thus lost, that he could have no solace; and on the other hand, he was so sore grieving for John his esquire whom he had so lost, that marvel it was.  And his lord was no less sad at heart for his fair daughter whom he had thus lost, and of whom he might have no tidings.

But dame Jehane, who was in the chamber of her cousin germain for fifteen days in good ease, when she wotted that her lord had vanquished the battle, was exceeding much at ease.  Now she had done make four pair of gowns, as is aforesaid, and she clad her with the richest of them which was of silk bended of fine gold of Araby.  Moreover she was so fair of body and of visage, and so dainty withal, that nought in the world might be found fairer, so that her cousin germain all marvelled at her great beauty.  And she had been bathed, and attired and had ease at all points for the fifteen days, so that she was come into so great beauty as wonder was.  Much fair was the Lady Jehane in her gown of silk bended of gold. So she called her cousin to her and said: “How deemest thou of me?” “What, dame!” said her cousin, “thou art the fairest lady of the world.” “I shall tell thee, then, fair cousin, what thou shalt do: go thou tell so much before my father as that he shall make dole no more, but be glad and joyful, and that thou bearest him good news of his daughter who is whole and well; and that he come with thee and thou wilt show him.  Then bring him hither, and meseemeth he will see me with a good will.”  The damsel said that she would well do that errand and she came to the father of the Lady Jehane, and said him what his daughter had said.  When her sire heard thereof great wonder he wist it, and went with the damsel, and found his daughter in her chamber, and knew her straightway, and put his arms about her neck, and wept over her for joy and pity, and had so great joy that scarce might he speak to her.  Then he asked her where she had been so long a while.  “Fair father,” said she, “thou shalt know it well anon.  But a-God’s sake do my lady mother to come to me, for I have great longing to see her.”  The lord sent for his wife, and when she came into the chamber where was her daughter, and saw her and knew her, she swooned for joy, and might not speak a great while, and when she came out of her swooning none might believe the great joy that she made of her daughter.

But whiles they were in this joy, the father of the fair lady went to seek Sir Robin and bespake him thus: “Sir Robin, fair sweet son, tidings can I say thee exceeding joyous us between.”  “Certes,” said Sir Robin, “of joy have I great need, for none save God can set rede to it whereby I may have joy.  For I have lost thy fair daughter, whereof have I sore grief at heart.  And thereto have I lost the swain and the squire, who of all in the world hath done me most good; to wit, John the good, my squire.”  “Sir Robin,” said the lord, “be ye nought dismayed thereof, for of squires thou shalt find enough.  But of my fair daughter I could tell thee good tidings; for I have seen her e’en now; and, wot ye well, she is the fairest lady that may be in the world.”  When Sir Robin heard that, he trembled all with joy and said to his lord: “Ah, sir, for God’s sake bring me where I may see if this be true!”  “With a good will,” said the lord; “come along now.”

The lord went before and he after, till I they were come to the chamber, where the mother was yet making great feast of her daughter, and they were weeping with joy one over the other.  But when they saw their rightful lords a-coming, they rose up; and so soon as Sir Robin knew his wife, he ran to her with his arms spread abroad, and they clipped and kissed together dearly, and wept of joy and pity; and they were thus embracing together for the space of the running of ten acres, or ever they might sunder.  Then the lord commanded the tables to be laid for supper, and they supped and made great joy.

After supper, when the feast had been right great, they went to bed, and Sir Robin lay that night with the Lady Jehane his wife, who made him great joy, and he her in likewise; and they spake together of many things, and so much that Sir Robin asked of her where she had been; and she said: “Sir, long were it to tell, but thou shalt know it well in time.  Now tell to me what thou couldest to do, and where thou hast been so long a while.”  “Lady,” said Sir Robin, “that will I well tell thee.”

So he fell to telling her all that she well knew, and of John his esquire, who had done him so much good, and said that he was so troubled whereas he had thus lost him, that he would make never an end of wandering till he had found him, and that he would bestir himself thereto the morrow’s morn.  “Sir,” said the lady, “that were folly; and how should it be then; wouldst thou leave me, then?”  “Forsooth, dame,” said he, “e’en so it behoveth me.  For none did ever so much for another as he did for me.”  “Sir,” said the dame, “wherein he did for thee, he did but duly.  Even so he was bound to do.”  “Dame,” said Sir Robin, “by what thou sayest thou shouldst know him.”  “Forsooth,” said the lady, “I should ought to know him well, for never did he anything whereof I wotted not.”  “Lady,” said Sir Robin, “thou makest me to marvel at thy words.” “Sir,” said the lady, “never marvel thou hereof!  If I tell thee a word for sooth and for certain, wilt thou not believe me?”  “Dame,” said he, “yea, verily.”

“Well, then, believe me in this,” said she; “for wot of a verity that I am the very same John whom thou wouldest go seek, and I will tell thee how.  For I knew that thou wert gone for the great sorrow thou hadst for my misdoing against thee, and for thy land which thou deemedst thou hadst lost for ever.  Whereas I had heard tell of the occasion of the wager, and of the treason Sir Raoul had done, whereof I was so wroth as never woman was more wroth.  Straightway I let shear my hair, and took the money in my coffer, about ten pounds of Tournais, and arrayed me like an esquire, and followed thee away to Paris, and found thee at the tomb of Ysore; and there I fell into company with thee, and we went together into Marseilles, and were there together seven years long, where I served thee unto my power as my rightful lord, and I hold for well spent all the service that I did thee.  And know of a truth that I am innocent and just of that which the evil knight laid upon me; as well appeareth whereas he hath been shamed in the field, and hath acknowledged the treason.”

Therewith my lady Jehane embraced Sir Robin, her lord, and kissed him on the mouth right sweetly; for Sir Robin understood well that it was she that had so well served him; and so great joy he had, that none could say it or think it; and much he wondered in his heart how she could think to do that which so turned to her great goodness.  Wherefore he loved her the more all the days of his life.

Thus were these two good persons together; and they went to dwell upon their land, which they had both wide and fair.  Good life they led as for young folk who loved dearly together.  Sir Robin went often to tournays with his lord, of whose mesney he was, and much worship he won, and great prize he conquered and great wealth, and did so much that he gat him as much land again as he had had.  And when the lord and his lady were dead, then had he all the land.  And he did so well by his prowess that he was made a double banneret, and he had well four thousand pounds of land. But never might he have child by his wife, whereof he was much grieved. Thus was he with his wife for ten years after he had conquered the battle with Sir Raoul.

After the term of ten years, by the will of God, to whom we be all subject, the pain of death took hold of him, and he died like a valiant man, and had all his rights, and was laid in earth with great worship. His wife the fair lady made so great sorrow over him, that all they that saw her had pity of her; but in the end needs must she forget her mourning and take comfort, for as little as it were.  Much abode the lady in her widowhood as a good dame and a holy, for she loved much God and Holy Church.  She held her much humbly and much she loved the poor, and did them much good, and was so good a lady that none knew how to blame her or to say of her aught save great good.  Therewithal was she so fair, that each one said who saw her, that she was the mirror of all ladies in the world for beauty and goodness.  But here leaveth the tale a little to speak of her, and returneth to tell of the King Florus, of whom it hath been silent a great while.

For saith the tale, that King Florus of Ausay was in his own country sore grieving, and ill at ease for the departure of his first wife. Notwithstanding the other was brought unto him, and was both fair and dainty, but he could not hold her in his heart like as he did the first one.  Four years was he with her, but never child might he have of her; and when the said time was ended the pains of death took the a lady, and she was buried, whereof her friends were sore grieving.  But service was done unto her, as was meet to a queen.

Then abode King Florus in widowhood more than two years, and he was still a young man, whereas he was not of more than five-and-forty winters, wherefore the barons said to him that he behoved to marry again. “Forsooth,” said King Florus, “so to do have I no great longing, for two wives have I had, and never child might I have by either.  And on the other hand, the first that I had was so good and so fair, and so much I loved her in my heart for the great beauty that was in her, that I may not forget her.  And I tell you well that never woman will I wed but may have her as fair and as good as was she.  Now may God have mercy on her soul, for she hath passed away in the abbey where she was, as folk have done me to wit.”  “Ha, sir,” said a knight, who was of his privy counsel, “there be many good dames up and down the country side, of whom ye know not all; and I know one who hath not for goodness and beauty her peer in the world.  And if thou knew her goodness, and saw but her beauty, thou wouldst say well that happy were the king who held the danger of such a lady.  And wot well that she is a gentle lady, and valiant, and rich, and of great lands.  And I will tell thee a part of her goodness so please thee.”

So the king said that he would well he should tell him.  Wherefore the knight fell to telling how she had bestirred her to go seek her lord, and how she found him and brought him to Marseilles, and the great goodness and great services which she did him, even as the tale hath told afore, so that King Florus wondered much thereat; and he said to the knight privily that such a woman he would take with a good will.

“Sir,” said the knight, who was of the country of the lady, “I will go to her, if it please thee, and I will so speak to her, if I may, that the marriage of you two shall be made.”  “Yea,” said King Florus, “I will well that thou go, and I pray thee to give good heed to the business.”

So the knight bestirred him, and went so much by his journeys that he came to the country where dwelt the fair dame, whom the tale calleth my Lady Jehane, and found her abiding at a castle of hers, and she made him great joy, as one whom she knew.  The knight drew her to privy talk, and told her of King Florus of Ausay, how he bade her come unto him that he might take her to wife.  When the lady heard the knight so speak, she began to smile, which beseemed her right well, and she said to the knight: “Thy king is neither so well learned, nor so courteous as I had deemed, whereas he biddeth me come to him and he will take me to wife: forsooth, I am no wageling of him to go at his command.  But say to thy king, that, so please him, he come to me, if he prize me so much and loveth me, and it seem good to him that I take him to husband and spouse, for the lords ought to beseech the ladies, and not ladies the lords.” “Lady,” said the knight, “all that thou hast said to me, I will tell him straight; but I doubt that he hold not with pride.”  “Sir knight,” said the lady, “he shall take what heed thereof may please him but in the matter whereof I have spoken to thee, he hath neither courtesy nor reason.”  “Lady,” said the knight, “so be it, a-God’s name!  And I will get me gone, with thy leave, to my lord the king, and will tell him what thou hast told me.  And if thou wilt give me any word more, now tell it me.”  “Yea,” said the lady, “tell him that I send him greeting, and that I can him much good will for the honour he biddeth me.”

So the knight departed therewith from the lady, and came the fourth day thereafter to King Florus of Ausay, and found him in his chamber, whereas he was speaking with his privy counsel.  The knight greeted the king, who returned the greeting, and made him sit by his side, and asked tidings of the fair lady, and he told all her message how she would not come to him, whereas she was not his wageling to come at his command: for that lords are bound to beseech ladies how she had given him word that she sent him greeting, and could him goodwill for the honour he bade her.  When the King Florus had heard these words, he fell a-pondering, and spake no word for a great while.

“Sir,” said a knight who was of his most privity, “what ponderest thou so much?  Forsooth, all these words well befit a good lady and wise to say; and so, may help me God, she is both wise and valiant.  Wherefore I counsel thee in good faith that thou look to a day when thou canst be there; that thou send greeting to her that thou wilt be there on such day to do her honour, and take her to wife.”  “Forsooth,” said King Florus, “I will send word that I will be there in the month of Paske, and that she apparel her to receive such a man as I be.”  Then said King Florus to the knight who had been to the lady, that within three days he should go his ways to tell the lady these tidings.  So on the third day the knight departed, and went so much that he came to the lady, and said that the king sent word that he would be with her in the month of Paske; and she answered that it was so by God’s will, and that she would speak with her friends, and that she would be arrayed to do his will as the honour of a good lady called on her.  After these words departed the knight, and came to his lord King Florus, and told him the answer of the fair lady, as ye have heard it.  So King Florus of Ausay dight his departure, and went his ways with a right great folk to come to the country of the fair lady; and when he was come thither, he took her and wedded her, and had great joy and great feast thereof.  Then he led her into his country where folk made exceeding great joy of her.  But King Florus loved her much for her great beauty, and for the great wit and great valiancy that was in her.

And within the year that he had taken her to wife, she was big with child, and she bore the fruit of her belly so long as right was, and was delivered of a daughter first, and of a son thereafter, who had to name Florence and the daughter had to name Floria.  And the child Florence was exceeding fair, and when he was a knight he was the best that knew arms in his time, so that he was chosen to be Emperor of Constantinople.  A much valiant man was he, and wrought much wrack and dole on the Saracens. But the daughter became queen of the land of her father, and the son of the King of Hungary took her to wife, and lady she was of two realms.

This great honour gave God to the fair lady for the goodness of her and her loyalty.  A great while abode King Florus with that fair lady; and when it pleased God that his time came, he had such goodly knowledge that God had in him a fair soul.  Thereafter the lady lived but a half year, and passed away from the world as one good and loyal, and had fair end and good knowledge.

Here endeth the tale of King Florus and the Fair Jehane.






  








The History of Over Sea
 

IN years bygone was a Count of Ponthieu, who loved much chivalry and the world, and was a much valiant man and a good knight.

In the same times was a Count of St. Pol, who held all the country, and was lord thereof, and a man much valiant.  He had no heir of his flesh, whereof he was sore grieving; but a sister he had, a much good dame, and a valiant woman of much avail, who was Dame of Dontmart in Ponthieu.  The said dame had a son, Thibault by name, who was heir of the country of St. Pol, but a poor man so long as his uncle lived; he was a brave knight and a valiant, and good at arms: noble he was, and goodly, and was much honoured and loved of good folk; for a high man he was, and gentle of blood.

Now the Count of Ponthieu, with whom beginneth this tale, had a wife, a much good dame: of the said dame he had a daughter, much good and of much avail, the which waxed in great beauty and multiplied in much good; and she was of well sixteen years of age.  But within the third year of her birth, her mother died, whereof sore troubled she was and much sorrowful.

The Count, her father, wedded him right speedily thereafter, and took a high lady and a gentle; and in a little while the Count had of the said lady a son, whom he loved much.  The said son waxed in great worth and in great goodness, and multiplied in great good.

The Count of Ponthieu, who was a valiant man, saw my lord Thibault of Dontmart, and summoned him, and retained him of his meney; and when he had him of his meney he was much joyous thereat, for the Count multiplied in great good and in great avail by means of him.

As they returned from a tournament, the Count called to him Messire Thibault, and asked of him and said: “Thibault, as God may help thee, tell me what jewel of my land thou lovest the best?”  “Sir,” said Messire Thibault, “I am but a poor man, but, as God may help me, of all the jewels of thy land I love none so much as my damosel, thy daughter.”  The Count, when he heard that, was much merry and joyful in his heart, and said: “Thibault, I will give her to thee if she will.”  “Sir,” said he, “much great thank have thou; God reward thee.”

Then went the Count to his daughter, and said to her: “Fair daughter, I have married thee, save by thee be any hindrance.”  “Sir,” said she, “unto whom?”  “A-God’s name,” said he, “to a much valiant man, of much avail: to a knight of mine, who hath to name Thibault of Dontmart.” “Ha,” sir, said she, “if thy country were a kingdom, and should come to me all wholly, forsooth I should hold me right well wedded in him.” “Daughter,” said the Count, “blessed be thine heart, and the hour wherein thou wert born.”

So the wedding was done; the Count of Ponthieu and the Count of St. Pol were thereat, and many another good valiant man.  With great joy were they assembled, in great lordship and in great mirth: and in great joy dwelt those together for five years.  But it pleased not our Lord Jesus Christ that they should have an heir of their flesh, which was a heavy matter to both of them.

On a night lay Messire Thibault in his bed and pondered sore, and said: “God! of whom it cometh that I love so much this dame, and she me, and forsooth no heir of our flesh may we have, whereby God might be served, and good be done to the world.”  Therewith he thought on my lord St. Jakeme, the apostle of Galicia, who would give to such as crave aright that which by right they crave, and he behight him the road thither in his heart.

The dame was a-sleeping yet, and whenas she awoke he held her betwixt his arms, and prayed her that she would give him a gift.  “Sir,” said the dame, “and what gift?”  “Dame,” said he, “thou shalt wot that when I have it.”  “Sir,” she said, “if I may give it, I will give it, whatso it may be.”  “Dame,” he said, “I crave leave of thee to go to my lord St. Jacque the Apostle, that he may pray our Lord Jesus Christ to give us an heir of our flesh, whereby God may be served in this world, and the Holy Church refreshed.”  “Sir,” said the dame, “the gift is full courteous, and much debonairly will I grant it thee.”

In much great joy were they for long while: wore one day, and another, and a third; and it befell that they lay together in bed on a night, and then said the dame: “Sir, I pray and require of thee a gift.”  “Dame,” said he, “ask, and I will give it, if give it I may.”  “Sir,” she said, “I crave leave of thee to go with thee on thy journey.”

When Messire Thibault heard that, he was much sorrowful, and said: “Dame, grievous thing would it be to thine heart, for the way is much longsome, and the land is much strange and much diverse.”  She said: “Sir, doubt thou nought of me, for of such littlest squire that thou hast, shalt thou be more hindered than of me.”  “Dame,” said he, “a-God’s name, I grant it thee.”

Day came, and the tidings ran so far till the Count of Ponthieu knew it, and sent for Messire Thibault, and said: “Thibault, thou art vowed a pilgrim, as they tell me, and my daughter also?”  “Sir,” said he, “that is sooth.”  “Thibault,” said the Count, “concerning thee it is well, but concerning my daughter it is heavy on me.”  “Sir,” said Messire Thibault, “I might not naysay her.”  “Thibault,” said the Count, “bestir ye when ye will; so hasten ye your palfreys, your nags, and your sumpter-beasts; and I will give you pennies and havings enow.”  “Sir,” said Messire Thibault, “great thank I give thee.”

So then they arrayed them, and departed with great joy; and they went so far by their journeys, that they drew nigh to St. Jacque by less than two days.

On a night they came to a good town, and in the evening Messire Thibault called his host, and asked him concerning the road for the morrow, what road they should find, and what like it might be; and he said to him: “Fair sir, at the going forth from this town ye shall find somewhat of a forest to pass through, and all the day after a good road.”  Therewith they held their peace, and the bed was apparelled, and they went to rest.

The morrow was much fair, and the pilgrims rose up at daybreak and made noise.  Messire Thibault arose, and found him somewhat heavy, wherefore he called his chamberlain, and said: “Arise now, and do our meyney to truss and go their ways, and thou shalt abide with me and truss our harness: for I am somewhat heavy and ill at ease.”  So that one commanded the sergeants the pleasure of their lord, and they went their ways.

But a little while was ere Messire Thibault and his wife arose and arrayed them, and got to the road.  The chamberlain trussed their bed, and it was not full day, but much fair weather.  They issued out of the town, they three, without more company but only God, and drew nigh to the forest; and whenas they came thither, they found two ways, one good, and the other bad.  Then Messire Thibault said to his chamberlain: “Prick spur now, and come up with our folk, and bid them abide us, for ugly thing it is for a dame and a knight to wend the wild-wood with little company.”

So the chamberlain went his ways speedily; and Messire Thibault came into the forest, and came on the sundering ways, and knew not by which to wend.  So he said: “Dame, by which way go we?”  “Sir,” said she, “by the good way, so please God.”

But in this forest were certain strong-thieves, who wasted the good way, and made the false way wide and side, and like unto the other, for to make pilgrims go astray.  So Messire Thibault lighted down, and looked on the way, and found the false way bigger and wider than the good; so he said: “Come dame, a-God’s name, this is it.”  So they entered therein, and went a good quarter of a league, and then began the way to wax strait, and the boughs to hang alow; so he said: “Dame, meseemeth that we go not well.”

When he had so said, he looked before him, and saw four strong-thieves armed, upon four big horses, and each one held spear in hand.  And when he beheld them, he looked behind him, and saw other four in other fashion armed and arrayed; and he said: “Dame, be not abashed at anything thou mayst see now from henceforward.”  Then Messire Thibault greeted those first come, but they held them all aloof from his greeting.  So thereafter he asked them what was their will toward him; and one thereof said: “That same shall we tell thee anon.”

Therewith the strong thief came against Messire Thibault with glaive in rest, and thought to smite him amidst of the body; and Messire Thibault saw the stroke a-coming, and if he doubted thereof, no marvel was it; but he swerved from the stroke as best he might, and that one missed him; and as he passed by him Messire Thibault threw himself under the glaive, and took it from the strong thief, and bestirred him against those three whence that one was come, and smote one of them amidst the body, and slew him; and thereafter turned about, and went back, and smote him who had first come on him amidst of the body, and slew him.

Now it pleased God that of the eight strong-thieves he slew three, and the other five encompassed him, and slew his palfrey, so that he fell adown on his back without any wound to grieve him: he had neither sword nor any other armour to help him.  So the strong-thieves took his raiment from him, all to his shirt, and his spurs and shoon; and then they took a sword-belt, and bound his hands and his feet, and cast him into a bramble-bush much sharp and much rough.

And when they had thus done, they came to the Lady, and took from her her palfrey and all her raiment, right to her smock; and she was much fair, and she was weeping tenderly, and much and of great manner was she sorrowful.

Then one of the strong-thieves beheld her, and said thus to his fellows: “Masters, I have lost my brother in this stour, therefore will I have this Lady in atonement thereof.”  Another said: “But I also, I have lost my cousin-german; therefore I claim as much as thou herein: yea, and another such right have I.”  And even in such wise said the third and the fourth and the fifth; but at last said one: “In the holding of this Lady ye have no great getting nor gain; so let us lead her into the forest here, and do our will on her, and then set her on the road again and let her go.”  So did they even as they had devised, and set her on the road again.

Messire Thibault saw it well, and much sorrowful he was, but nought might he do against it; nor none ill will had he against the Lady for that which had befallen her; for he wotted well that it had been perforce and against the will of her.  The Lady was much sorrowful, and all ashamed. So Messire Thibault called to her and said: “Dame, for God’s sake come hither and unbind me, and deliver me from the grief wherein I am; for these brambles grieve me sore and anguish me.”

So the Lady went whereas lay Messire Thibault, and espied a sword lying behind there of one of the strong-thieves who had been slain.  So she took it, and went toward her lord, full of great ire and evil will of that which was befallen.  For she doubted much that he would have her in despite for that he had seen her thus, and that he would reprove her one while and lay before her what had her betid.  She said: “Sir, I will deliver thee anon.”

Therewith she hove up the sword and came to her lord, and thought to smite him amidst of the body; and when he saw the stroke coming he doubted it much, for he was all naked to his shirt and breeches, and no more.  Therefore so hardly he quaked, that the hands and the fingers of him; were sundered; and in such wise she smote him that she but hurt him a little, and sheared the thongs wherewith he was bound; and when he felt the bonds slacken, he drew to him and brake the thongs, and leapt to his feet, and said: “Dame, so please God, no more to-day shalt thou slay me.” But she said: “Of a surety, sir, I am heavy thereof.”

He took the sword of her, and put it back into the scabbard, and thereafter laid his hand on her shoulder, and brought her back on the road whereby they had come.  And when he came to the entry of the wood, there found he a great part of his company, which was come to meet him and when they saw them thus naked, they asked of him: “Sir, who hath thus arrayed you?”  But he told them that they had fallen in with strong-thieves, who had thus ensnared them.  Much great dole they made thereof; but speedily were they clad and arrayed, for they had well enough thereto so they gat to horse and went their ways.

That day they rode, and for nought that had befallen Messire Thibault made no worser semblance unto the Lady.  That night they came unto a good town, and there they harboured.  Messire Thibault asked of his host if there were any house of religion anigh thereto, where one might leave a lady, and the host said: “Sir, it befalleth well to thee; hard by without is a house much religious and of much good dames.”

Wore the night, and Messire Thibault went on the morrow into that house and heard mass, and thereafter spake to the abbess, and the convent, and prayed them that they would guard that Lady there till his coming back; and they granted it to him much willingly.  Messire Thibault left of his meney there to serve the Lady, and went his ways, and did his pilgrimage the best he might.  And when he had done his pilgrimage fair and well, he returned, and came to the Lady.  He did good to the house, and gave thereto of his havings, and took the Lady unto him again, and led her into his country with as much great honour as he had led her away, save the lying a-bed with her.

When he was gotten aback into his land, much great joy did they make of him, and of the Lady.  At his homecoming was the Count of Ponthieu, the father of the Lady, and there also was the Count of St. Pol, who was uncle unto my lord Thibault.  A many was there of good folk and valiant at their coming.  The Lady was much honoured of dames and of damsels.

That day the Count of Ponthieu sat, he and Messire Thibault, they two together, at one dish, and so it fell out that the Count said to him: “Thibault, fair son, he who long way wendeth heareth much, and seeth of adventures, whereof nought they know who stir not; tell me tale, then, if it please thee, of some matter which thou hast seen, or heard tell of, since ye departed hence.”

Messire Thibault answered him that he knew of no adventure to tell of; but the Count prayed him again, and tormented him thereto, and held him sore to tell of some adventure, insomuch that Messire Thibault answered him: “Sir, since tell I needs must, I will tell thee; but so please thee, let it not be within earshot of so much folk.”  The Count answered and said that it so pleased him well.  So after dinner, whenas they had eaten, the Count arose and took Messire Thibault by the hand, and said to him: “Now would I that thou say thy pleasure, for here is not a many of folk.”

And Messire Thibault fell to telling how that it had betid to a knight and a lady, even as ye have heard in the tale told; but he told not the persons unto whom it had befallen: and the Count, who was much sage and right thoughtful, asked what the knight had done with the Lady; and he answered that the knight had brought and led the Lady back to her own country, with as much great joy and as much great honour as he had led her thence, save lying in the bed whereas lay the Lady.

“Thibault,” said the Count, “otherwise deemed the knight than I had deemed; for by the faith which I owe unto God, and unto thee, whom much I love, I would have hung the Lady by the tresses to a tree or to a bush, or by the very girdle, if none other cord I might find.”  “Sir,” said Messire Thibault, “nought so certain is the thing as it will be if the Lady shall bear witness thereto with her very body.”  “Thibault,” said the Count, “knowest thou who was the knight?”  “Sir,” said Messire Thibault, “yet again I pray thee that thou acquit me of naming the knight to whom this adventure betid: know of a verity that in naming him lieth no great gain.”  “Thibault,” said the Count, “know that it is not my pleasure that thou hide it.”  “Sir,” said Thibault, “then will I tell the same, since I may not be acquitted thereof, as willingly I would be if it were your pleasure; for in telling thereof lieth not great avail, nor great honour.”  “Thibault,” said the Count, “since the word has gone so far, know that I would wot straightway who was the knight unto whom this adventure betid; and I conjure thee, by the faith which thou owest to God and to me, that thou tell me who was the knight, since thou knowest thereof.”

“Sir,” said Messire Thibault, “by that wherewith thou hast conjured me withal, I will tell thee.  And I would well that thou shalt know of a verity that I am the knight unto whom this adventure betid.  And wot thou that I was sore grieving and abashed in my heart; and wot thou well that never erst have I spoken thereof to any man alive; and, moreover, with a good will had I put aside the telling of it, if it had but pleased thee.”

But when the Count had heard tell this adventure, much grieving was he, and abashed, and held his peace a great while, and spake no word; and when he spoke, he said: “Thibault, then to my daughter it was that this adventure betid?”  “Sir,” said he, “of a verity.”  “Thibault,” said the Count, “well shalt thou be avenged, since thou hast brought her back to me.”

And because of the great ire which the Count had, he called for his daughter, and asked of her if that were true which Messire Thibault had said; and she asked, “What?” and he answered: “This, that thou wouldest have slain him, even as he hath told it?”  “Sir,” she said, “yea.”  “And wherefore,” said the Count, “wouldst thou have done it?”  “Sir,” said she, “hereto, for that yet it grieveth me that I did it not, and that I slew him not.”

So the Count let all that be, and abode till the Court was departed. Thereafter was he at Rue-on-Sea, and Messire Thibault with him, and the son of the Count; and the Count let lead with him the Lady.  Then the Count let array a strong craft and a trim, and did do the Lady enter therein; and withal let lay therein a tun, all new, strong, and great, and thick.  Then they entered into the said ship, all three, without fellowship of other folk, save the mariners who rowed the ship.  Then did the Count cause them to row a full two leagues out to sea; and much marvelled each one of what he thought to do, but none durst ask him.

But when they were so far forth in the sea as ye have heard, the Count let smite out one head of the tun, and took the Lady, who was his daughter, and who was much fair and well attired, and made her to enter in the tun, would she, would she not; and then let head up the tun again straightway, and dight it well, and let redo the staves, and stop it well, that the water might not enter in no manner.  Then the Count let put it overboard the ship, and he laid hand thereto with his very own body, and thrust the tun into the sea, and said: “I commend thee unto the winds and the waves.”

Much grieving was Messire Thibault thereat, and the brother of the Lady withal; yea, and all they that saw the same; and they fell all at the feet of the Count, and prayed him mercy, that from out of that tun they might take her and deliver her.  But the Count, who was much wroth and full of ire, would not grant it them for any thing that they might do or pray.  So they let it be, and prayed to Jesus Christ, the Sovereign Father, that he, of his exceeding great goodness, would have pity of her soul, and do her pardon of her sins.

Thus have they left the Lady in great mischief and great peril, even as ye have heard the tale tell afore, and thus they returned thence.  But our Lord Jesus Christ, who is the Sovereign Father of us all, and who willeth not the death of sinners, be they he or she, but that they may turn them from their sins and live (every day he showeth it unto us openly by works, by examples, and by miracles), sent succour unto the Lady, even as ye may hear further on.

For the history testifieth us, and telleth of a verity, that a merchant ship which came from the parts of Flanders, before the Count and his fellows were well come aland, saw the tun floating even as the winds and waves led it.  So said one of the merchants to his fellows: “Masters, lo there a tun, and it shall come our way, meseemeth; and if we draw it aboard, well shall we have some avail of it in any case.”

Now know ye that this ship was wont to go to the Land of the Saracens for cheaping.  So the mariners drew thither where was the tun, and did so much, what by wile, what by force, that they gat the tun on to their ship.  And when the tun was laid on their ship, they looked much thereon, and much marvelled what it might be; and so much, that they beheld how one of the heads of the said tun was newly arrayed.  Wherefore they unheaded it, and found the Lady therein, in such case as though her hour were waning, for air failed her.  Her body was big, her visage all swollen, and her eyes ugly and troubled.  But when she saw the air, and felt the wind, she sighed a little, and the merchants stood about her and called unto her, but she had no might to speak.  But at last the heart came aback to her, and speech withal, and she spoke to the merchants and other folk whom she saw around her; and much she marvelled when she found herself in such wise amidst of the merchants; but when she saw of them that they were Christians and merchants, the more at ease she was, and much she praised Jesus Christ therefor in her heart, and thanked him of his goodness, whereas he had so done by her that she yet had a space of life.  For she had much great devotion in her heart, and much great desire to amend her life toward God, and toward others, of the misdeeds she had done, whereof she doubted mightily.

The merchants asked her of whence she was, and she hid the matter from them, and said that a wretched thing she was, and a poor sinner, even as they might behold; and that by much cruel adventure was she thither come; and for God’s sake let them have mercy upon her: and they answered that even so would they.  And she ate and drank, and became much fair.

Now so far went the ship of the merchants, that they came to the Land of the Saracens, and took haven by Aumarie.  Galleys of the Saracens came to meet them, and they answered that they were merchants who led divers merchandise by many lands; and that they had the safe-conduct of princes and high barons, and that they might go into all lands surely, to seek chaffer and lead their goods.

So they brought the Lady aland, and were with her.  And one asked the other what they should do with her; and one said that they should sell her; and another said: “If I may be trowed, we shall give her as a gift to the rich Soudan of Aumarie, and then will our matter be mightily amended.”

Thereto they accorded all, and they took the Lady and brought her to the Soudan, who was a young man: but first they did do attire and array the Lady much richly, and so gave her to the Soudan, who received the Lady much joyously and with much good-will, for right fair was she.  The Soudan asked of them what she was, and they said: “Sir, we wot not; but by marvellous adventure did we find her.”

Much good-will had the Soudan to them of this gift, and much good he did to them therefor.  Much he loved the Lady withal, and he let serve her honourably.  Well was she heeded, and the colour came again unto her, and she became marvellous fair.

The Soudan fell to coveting the Lady and to loving of her; and he let ask her by Latiners of what folk she was, but no sooth thereof would she tell him or let him know.  Thereof was he heavy, whereas he saw of her that she was a high woman, and of gentle lineage.  He let ask of her if she were Christian, and that if she would leave her law he would take her to wife, for no wife had he as yet.  She saw well that better it were to come thereto by love than by force, so she answered that so would she do of a good will; and when she had renied her, and had left her law, the Soudan took her to wife according to the manner and wont of the Land of the Saracens.  He held her right dear, and honoured her much, and waxed of great love towards her.

But a little while was she with the Soudan ere she was big of a son, and lay in at her time; the Soudan was right glad, and made much great joy. And the dame was ever of good fellowship with the folk, and much courteous and of good will toward them, and learnt so much that she knew the Saracen tongue.

But a little while wore in the years whereas she had the son, ere she conceived and had a daughter, who anon became much fair and much wise, and in all lordliness she let nourish her.  Thus was the Lady abiding a two years in much joy and mirth.

But now the story leaves telling of the Lady and the Soudan till after, as ye shall come to hear, and returneth to the Count of Ponthieu, and to the son of the Count, and to Messire Thibault of Dontmart, who were sore grieving for the Lady who had been thuswise cast into the sea, even as ye have heard, and knew no tidings of her, what was become of her, and trowed more that she were dead than alive.

Now saith the history, and the sooth beareth witness thereto, that the Count was in Ponthieu, and his son, and Messire Thibault.  The Count was in sore great sadness, and heavy thought of his daughter, and much he doubted him of the sin which he had done.  Messire Thibault durst not to wed him; nor did the son of the Count either, because of the dolour wherein he saw his friends abiding.  Neither would the son of the Count become knight, though he were well of an age thereto, had he the will.

On a day the Count forthought him much of the sin which he had done to his daughter, and he betook him to the Archbishop of Rheims and confessed to him, and said to him all the deed, as he had done it.  He took the cross of Over Sea, and crossed him.  And whenas Messire Thibault saw his lord the Count crossed, he confessed him and crossed him withal. Likewise, when the son of the Count saw his father crossed, and Messire Thibault also, whom he loved much, he also crossed himself.  And when the Count saw his son crossed, he was much grieved, and said: “Fair son, wherefore art thou crossed?  Now shall the land abide void of lord.”  But the son answered and said: “Father, I am crossed for God’s sake first before all things, and for the saving of my soul, and to serve God and honour him to my power, so long as I shall have the life in my body.”

So the Count arrayed him speedily and bestirred him, and went and took leave; but withal he looked to it who should ward his land.  And Messire Thibault and the son of the Count dight their matters, and they took to the way with much great safe-conduct.  They came in the Land of Over Sea safe of body and havings, and there they did their pilgrimage much holily in all the places whereas they wotted that it ought to be done, and God to be served.

And when the Count had so done, he bethought him that he would well to do yet more: so he gave himself to the service of the Temple for one year, him and his company; and then when it came to the end of the year, deemed that he would go visit his land and his country.  Wherefore he sent unto Acre and let array his journey, and he took leave of them of the Temple, and of the land, and much they thanked him for the honour which he had brought them.  He came to Acre with his fellows, and they went aboard ship, and departed from the haven with right good wind at will; but it endured but for a little; for when they were on the high sea, then did a wind mighty and horrible fall upon them unawares; and the mariners knew not whitherward they went, and every hour they looked to be drowned; and so great was their distress that they bound themselves together, the son to the father, the nephew to the uncle, yea, one to the other, even as they were intermingled.  The Count and his son and Messire Thibault bound themselves together so that they might not sunder.

But a little way had they gone in this wise ere they saw land; and they asked the mariners what land it was, and they answered that it was the Land of the Saracens; and they called it the Land of Aumarie, and said unto the Count: “Sir, what is thy pleasure that we do? for if we go yonder, we shall be all taken and fall into the hands of the Saracens.” The Count said to them: “Let go according to the will of Jesus Christ, who shall take heed to our bodies and our lives; for of an eviller or uglier death we may not die than to die in this sea.”

So they let run along Aumarie, and galleys and craft of the Saracens came against them.  Wot ye well that this was an evil meeting; for they took them and brought them before the Soudan, who was lord of that land and country.  So they made him a present of the Christians and of all their havings: the Soudan departed them, and sent them to divers places of his prisons.  The Count of Ponthieu and his son and Messire Thibault were so strongly bound together that they might not be sundered.  The Soudan commanded that they should be laid in a prison by themselves, where they should have but little to eat and little to drink; and it was done even as he commanded.  There were they a while of time in great misease, and so long that the son of the Count was much sick, insomuch that the Count and Messire Thibault had fear of his dying.

Thereafter it fell out that the Soudan held court much mightily, and made great joy for his birthday; and this was after the custom of the Saracens.

After dinner came the Saracens unto the Soudan, and said to him: “Sir, we require of thee our right.”  He asked them what it was, and they said: “Sir, a captive Christian to set up at the butts.”  So he granted it to them whereas it was a matter of nought, and he said to them: “Go ye to the gaol, and take him who has the least of life in him.”

To the gaol they went, and drew out the Count, all bedone with a thick beard; and when the Soudan saw him in so poor estate, he said to them: “This one hath little might to live; go ye, lead him hence, and do ye your will on him.”

The wife of the Soudan, of whom ye have heard, who was daughter of the Count, was in the place whereas the Count who was her father was being led to the death, and so soon as she saw him, the blood and the heart was stirred within her, not so much for that she knew him, but rather that nature constrained her.  Then said the Lady to the Soudan: “Sir, I am French, wherefore I would willingly speak to yonder poor man before he dieth, if it please thee.”  “Yea, dame,” said the Soudan, “it pleaseth me well.”

So the Lady came to the Count, and drew him apart, and caused the Saracens to draw aback, and asked him of whence he was, and he said: “Lady, I am of the kingdom of France, of a land which is called Ponthieu.”

When the Lady heard that, all the blood of her stirred within her, and straightway she asked of what kindred he was.  “Certes, dame,” said he, “it may not import to me of what kin I be, for I have suffered so many pains and griefs since I departed, that I love better to die than to live; but so much can I tell thee of a sooth, that I was the Count of Ponthieu.”

When the Lady heard that, she made no semblance, but forthwith departed from the Count and came to the Soudan, and said: “Sir, give me this captive, if it please thee, for he knoweth the chess and the tables, and fair tales withal, which shall please thee much; and he shall play before thee and learn thee.”  “Dame,” said the Soudan, “by my law, wot that with a good will I will give him thee; do with him as thou wilt.”

Then the Lady took him and sent him into her chamber, and the jailers went to seek another, and led out Messire Thibault, who was the husband of the Lady; and in sorry raiment was he, for he was dight with long hair, and had a great beard; he was lean and fleshless, as one who had suffered pain and dolour enough.  When the Lady saw him, she said unto the Soudan: “Sir, again with this one would I willingly speak, if it please thee.”  “Dame,” said the Soudan, “it pleaseth me well.”  So the Lady came to Messire Thibault, and asked him of whence he was, and he said: “I am of the land of the old warrior whom they led before thee e’en now: and I had his daughter to wife; and I am a knight.”

The Lady knew well her lord, so she went back unto the Soudan, and said to him: “Sir, great goodness wilt thou do unto me if thou wilt give me this one also.”  “Dame,” said he, “with a good will I will give him to thee.”  So she thanked him, and sent him into her chamber with the other.

But the archers hastened and came to the Soudan, and said: “Sir, thou doest us wrong, and the day is a-waning.”  And therewith they went to the gaol and brought out the son of the Count, who was all covered with his hair and dishevelled, as one who had not been washen a while.  Young man he was, so that he had not yet a beard; but so lean he was, and so sick and feeble, that scarce might he hold him up.  And when the Lady saw him, she had of him much great pity.  She came to him and asked of him whose son, and whence he was, and he said he was the son of the first worthy. Then she wotted well that he was her brother, but no semblance she made thereof.

“Sir, certes,” said she to the Soudan, “thou wilt now do me great goodness if thou wilt give me this one also; for he knows the chess and the tables, and all other games, which much shall please thee to see and to hear.”  But the Soudan said: “Dame, by my law, were there an hundred of them I would give them unto thee willingly.”

The Lady thanked him much, and took her brother, and sent him straightway into her chamber.  But the folk betook them anew to the gaol, and brought forth another; and the Lady departed thence, whereas she knew him not. So was he led to his martyrdom, and our Lord Jesus Christ received his soul.  But the Lady went her ways forthwith; for it pleased her not, the martyrdoms which the Saracens did on the Christians.

She came to her chamber wherein were the prisoners, and when they saw her coming, they made as they would rise up, but she made sign to them to hold them still.  Then she went close up to them, and made them sign of friendship.  And the Count, who was right sage, asked thereon: “Dame, when shall they slay us?”  And she answered that it would not be yet. “Dame,” said they, “thereof are we heavy; for we have so great hunger, that it lacketh but a little of our hearts departing from us.”

Thereat she went forth and let array meat; and then she brought it, and gave to each one a little, and a little of drink.  And when they had taken it, then had they yet greater hunger than afore.  Thuswise she gave them to eat, ten times the day, by little and little; for she doubted that if they ate all freely, that they would take so much as would grieve them.  Wherefore she did them to eat thus attemperly.

Thuswise did the good dame give them might again; and they were before her all the first seven days, and the night-tide she did them to lie at their ease; and she did them do off their evil raiment and let give them good and new.  After the eighth day, she had strengthened them little by little and more and more; and then she let bring them victuals and drink to their contentment, and in such wise that they were so strong that she abandoned to them the victual and the drink withal.  They had chequers and tables, and played thereon, and were in all content.  The Soudan was ofttimes with them, and good will he had to see them play, and much it pleased him.  But the dame refrained her sagely toward them, so that never was one of them that knew her, neither by word nor deed of hers.

But a little while wore after this matter, as telleth the tale, ere the Soudan had to do, for a rich soudan, who marched on him, laid waste his land, and fell to harrying him.  And he, to avenge his trouble, summoned folk from every part, and assembled a great host.  When the Lady knew thereof she came into the chamber whereas were the prisoners, and she sat down before them, and spoke to them, and said: “Lords, ye have told me of your matters a deal; now would I wot whether that which ye have told me be true or not: for ye told me that thou wert Count of Ponthieu on the day that thou departedst therefrom, and that that man had had thy daughter to wife, and that the other one was thy son.  Now, I am Saracen, and know the art of astronomy: wherefore I tell you well, that never were ye so nigh to a shameful death as now ye be, if ye tell me not the truth. Thy daughter, whom this knight had, what became of her?”

“Lady,” said the Count, “I trow that she be dead.”  “What wise died she?” quoth she.  “Certes, Lady,” said the Count, “by an occasion which she had deserved.”  “And what was the occasion?” said the Lady.

Then the Count fell to tell, sore weeping, how she was wedded, and of the tarrying, whereby she might not have a child; and how the good knight promised his ways to St. Jakeme in Galicia, and how the Lady besought him that she might go along with him, and he granted it willingly.  And how they bestirred them with great joy, and went their ways, and so far that they came unto a place where they were without company.  Then met they in a forest robbers well armed, who fell upon them.  The good knight might do nothing against all them, for he was lacking of arms; but amidst all that he slew three, and five were left, who fell upon him and slew his palfrey, and took the knight and stripped him to the shirt, and bound him hand and foot, and cast him into a briar-bush: and the Lady they stripped, and took from her her palfrey.  They beheld the Lady, and saw that she was full fair, and each one would have her.  At the last, they accorded betwixt them hereto, that they should lie with her, and they had their will of her in her despite; and when they had so done they went their ways, and she abode, much grieving and much sad.  The good knight beheld it, and said much sweetly: “Dame, now unbind me my hands, and let us be going.”  Now she saw a sword, which was of one of the slain strong-thieves; she took it, and went towards her lord, who lay as aforesaid; she came in great ire by seeming, and said: “Yea, unbind thee I will.”  Then she held the sword all bare, and hove it up, and thought to smite him amidst the body, but by the good mercy of Jesus Christ, and by the valiancy of the knight, he turned upso down, and she smote the bonds he was bound withal, and sundered them, and he leapt up, for as bound and hurt as he was, and said: “Dame, if God will, thou shalt slay me not to-day.”

At this word spake the Lady, the wife of the Soudan: “Ha, sir! thou sayest the sooth; and well I know wherefore she would to do it.”  “Dame,” said the Count, “and wherefore?”  “Certes,” quoth she, “for the great shame which had befallen her.”

When Messire Thibault heard that, he fell a-weeping much tenderly, and said: “Ha, alas! what fault had she therein then, Lady?  So may God give me deliverance from this prison wherein I am, never should I have made worse semblance to her therefor, whereas it was maugre her will.”

“Sir,” said the Lady, “that she deemed nought.  Now tell me,” she said, “which deem ye the rather, that she be quick or dead?”  “Dame,” said he, “we wot not.”  “Well wot I,” said the Count, “of the great pain we have suffered, which God hath sent us for the sin which I did against her.” “But if it pleased God,” said the Lady, “that she were alive, and that ye might have of her true tidings, what would ye say thereto?”  “Lady,” said the Count, “then were I gladder than I should be to be delivered out of this prison, or to have so much riches as never had I in my life.” “Dame,” said Messire Thibault, “may God give me no joy of that which I most desire, but I were not the gladder than to be king of France.” “Dame,” said the varlet who was her brother, “certes none could give me or promise me thing whereof I should be so glad as of the life of my sister, who was so fair a dame, and so good.”

But when the Lady heard these words, then was the heart of her softened and she praised God, and gave him thanks therefor, and said to them: “Take heed, now, that there be no feigning in your words.”  And they answered and said that none there was.  Then fell the Lady a-weeping tenderly, and said to them: “Sir, now mayest thou well say that thou art my father, and I thy daughter, even her on whom thou didest such cruel justice.  And thou, Messire Thibault, thou art my lord and my baron.  And thou, sir varlet, art my brother.”

Therewith she told them how the merchants had found her, and how they gave her as a gift to the Soudan.  And when they heard that, they were much glad, and made much great joy, and humbled them before her; but she forbade them that they should make any semblance, and said: “I am Saracen, and renied, for otherwise I might never endure, but were presently dead.  Wherefore I pray you and bid you, for as dear as ye hold your lives and honours, and your havings the greater, that ye never once, whatso ye may hear or see, make any more fair semblance unto me, but hold you simply.  So leave me to deal therewith.  Now shall I tell you wherefore I have uncovered me to you.  The Soudan, who is now my lord, goeth presently a-riding; and I know thee well” (said she to Messire Thibault), “that thou art a valiant man and a good knight: therefore I will pray the Soudan to take thee with him; and then if ever thou wert valiant, now do thou show it, and serve the Soudan so well that he may have no evil to tell of thee.”

Therewith departed the Lady, and came unto the Soudan, and said: “Sir, one of my prisoners will go with thee, if it please thee.”  “Dame,” said he, “I would not dare trust me to him, lest he do me some treason.” “Sir,” she said, “in surety mayest thou lead him along; for I will hold the others.”  “Dame,” said he, “I will lead him with me, since thou counsellest me so, and I will give him a horse much good, and arms, and all that is meet for him.”

So then the Lady went back, and said to Messire Thibault: “I have done so much with the Soudan, that thou shalt go with him.  Now bethink thee to do well.”  But her brother kneeled before her, and prayed her that she would do so much with the Soudan that he also should go.  But said she: “I will not do it, the matter be over open thereby.”

The Soudan arrayed his matters and went his ways, and Messire Thibault with him, and they went against the enemy.  The Soudan delivered to Messire Thibault arms and horse.  By the will of Jesus Christ, who never forgetteth them who have in him trust and good faith, Messire Thibault did so much in arms, that in a little while the enemy of the Soudan was brought under, whereof much was the Soudan rejoiced; he had the victory, and led away much folk with him.  And so soon as he was come back, he went to the Lady, and said: “Dame, by my law, I much praise thy prisoner, for much well hath he served me; and if he will cast aside his law and take ours, I will give him wide lands, and richly will I marry him.” “Sir,” she said, “I wot not, but I trow not that he will do it.” Therewith they were silent, so that they spake not more.  But the Lady dighted in her business straightway after these things the best she might, and she came to her prisoners, and said:

“Lords, now do ye hold ye wisely, that the Soudan perceive not our counsel; for, if God please, we shall yet be in France and the land of Ponthieu.”

Now came a day when the Lady moaned much, and complained her, and came before the Soudan, and said: “Sir, I go with child, well I wot it, and am fallen into great infirmity, nor ever since thy departure have I eaten aught wherein was any savour to me.”  “Dame,” said he, “I am heavy of thy sickness, but much joyous that thou art with child.  But now command and devise all things that thou deemest might be good for thee, and I will let seek and array them, whatsoever they may cost me.”

When the Lady heard that, she had much great joy in her heart; but never did she show any semblance thereof, save that so much she said: “Sir, my old prisoner hath said to me, that but I be presently upon earth of a right nature, I am but dead and that I may not live long.”  “Dame,” said the Soudan, “nought will I thy death: look to it, then, on what land thou wouldest be, and I will let lead thee thereto.”  “Sir,” she said, “it is of no matter to me, so that I be out of this city.”

Then the Soudan let array a ship fair and stout, and let garnish her well with wine and victual.  “Sir,” said the Lady to the Soudan, “I will have with me my old prisoner and my young one, and they shall play at the chess and the tables; and my son will I take to pleasure me.”  “Dame,” said he, “it pleaseth me well that thou do thy will herein.  But what hap with the third prisoner?”  “Sir,” said she, “thou shalt do thy will herein.”  “Dame,” said he, “I will that thou take him with thee; for he is a valiant man, and will heed thee well on land and sea, if need thou have thereto.”

Therewith she prayed leave of the Soudan, and he granted it, and much he prayed her to come back speedily.  The ship was apparelled, and they were alboun; and they went aboard, and departed from the haven.

Good wind they had, and ran much hard: and the mariners called to the Lady, and said to her: “Dame, this wind is bringing straight to Brandis; now command us thy pleasure to go thither or elsewhere.”  And she said to them: “Let run hardily, for I know well how to speak French and other tongues, and I will lead you through all.”

Now so much they ran by day and by night, through the will of Jesus Christ, that they are come to Brandis there they took harbour in all safety, and lighted down on the shore, and were received with much great joy.  The Lady, who was much wise, drew towards the prisoners, and said to them: “Lords, I would that ye call to mind the words and agreements which ye said to me, and I would be now all sure of you, and have good surety of your oaths, and that ye say to me on all that ye hold to be of God if ye will to hold to your behests, which ye have behight me, or not; for yet have I good might to return.”

They answered: “Lady, know without doubt that we have covenanted nought with you which shall not be held toward you by us loyally; and know by our Christendom and our Baptism, and by whatsoever we hold of God, that we will hold to it; be thou in no doubt thereof.”

“And I will trow in you henceforth,” said the Lady.  “Now, lords,” said she, “lo here my son, whom I had of the Soudan; what shall we do with him?”  “Dame, let him come to great honour and great gladness.”  “Lords,” said the Lady, “much have I misdone against the Soudan, for I have taken from him my body, and his son whom he loved much.”

Then she went back to the mariners, and called and said to them: “Masters, get ye back and tell to the Soudan that I have taken from him my body, and his son whom he loved much, and that I have cast forth from prison my father, my husband, and my brother.”  And when the mariners heard that, they were much grieving; but more they might not do; and they returned, sad and sorrowful for the Lady, and for the youngling, whom they loved much, and for the prisoners, who were thus lost without recoverance.

But the Count apparelled himself, whereto he had well enough, by means of merchants and by Templars, who lent him of their good full willingly. And when the Count and his company had sojourned in the town so long as their pleasure was, they arrayed them and went their ways thence, and came to Rome.  The Count went before the Apostle, and his fellowship with him.  Each one confessed him the best that he could; and when the Apostle heard it, he was much glad, and much great cheer he made of them.  He baptized the child, and he was called William.  He reconciled the Lady, and set her again in right Christendom, and confirmed the Lady and Messire Thibault, her baron, in right marriage, and joined them together again, and gave penitence to each of them, and absolved them of their sins.

After that, they abode no long while ere they departed from Rome and took their leave of the Apostle, who much had honoured them; and he gave them his blessing, and commended them to God.  So went they in great joy and in great pleasance, and praised God and his mother and the hallows, both carl and quean, and gave thanks for the goods which they had done them.

And so far they journeyed, that they came into the land where they were born, and were received in great procession by the bishops and the abbots, and the people of religion and the other clerks, who much had desired them.

But above all other joys made they joy the Lady who was thus recovered, and who had thus delivered her father, her husband, and her brother from the hands of the Saracens, even as ye have heard.  But now leave we of them in this place, and tell we of the mariners who had brought them, and of the Saracens who had come with them.

The mariners and the Saracens who had brought them to Brandis returned at their speediest; they had good wind, and ran till they came off Aumarie.

They lighted down on shore sad and sorrowful, and went to tell the tidings to the Soudan, who was much sorrowful thereof, and in great dole abode; and for this adventure the less he loved his daughter, who had abided there, and honoured her the less.  Notwithstanding, the damsel became much sage, and waxed in great wit, so that all honoured her and loved her, and prized her for the good deeds which they told of her.

But now the history holds its peace of the Soudan, who made great dole for his wife and his prisoners who thus had escaped, and it returneth to the Count of Ponthieu, who was received into his land with great procession, and much honoured as the lord that he was.

No long while wore ere his son was made knight, and great cheer folk made of him.  He was a knight much worthy and valiant, and much he loved the worthies, and fair gifts he gave to poor knights and poor gentle dames of the country, and much was prized and loved of poor and of rich.  For a worthy he was, and a good knight, and courteous, and openhanded, and kind, and nowise proud.  Yet but a little while he lived, which was great damage, and much was he bemoaned of all.

After this adventure it befell that the Count held a great court and a great feast, and had a many of knights and other folk with him; and therewithal came a very noble man and knight, who was a much high man in Normandy, who was called my lord Raoul de Preaux.  This Raoul had a daughter much fair and much wise.  The Count spake so much to my lord Raoul and to his friends, that he made the wedding betwixt William his nephew, son to the Soudan of Aumarie, and the daughter of my lord Raoul, for no heir had he save that daughter.  William wedded the damsel, and the wedding was done much richly, and thereafter was the said William lord of Preaux.

Long time thence was the land in peace and without war: and Messire Thibault was with the Lady, and had of her sithence two man-children, who thereafter were worthies and of great lordship.  The son of the Count of Ponthieu, of whom we have told so much good, died but a little thereafter, whereof was made great dole throughout all the land.  The Count of St. Pol lived yet, and now were the two sons of my lord Thibault heirs of those two countries, and thereto they attained at the last.  The good dame their mother lived in great penitence, and much she did of good deeds and alms; and Messire Thibault lived as the worthy which he was, and much did he of good whiles he was in life.

Now it befell that the daughter of the Lady, who had abided with the Soudan her father, waxed in great beauty and became much wise, and was called the Fair Caitif, because her mother had left her thus as ye have heard: but a Turk, much valiant, who served the Soudan (Malakin of Baudas was he called), this Malakin saw the damsel to be courteous and sage, and much good had heard tell of her; wherefore he coveted her in his heart, and came to the Soudan and said to him: “Sir, for the service which I have done thee, give me a gift.”  “Malakin,” said the Soudan, “what gift?”  “Sir,” said he, “might I dare to say it, because of her highness, whereof I have nought so much as she, say it I would.”

The Soudan, who wise was and clear-seeing, said to him: “Speak in all surety that which thou willest to speak; for much I love thee and prize thee; and if the thing be a thing which I may give thee, saving my honour, know verily that thou shalt have it.”  “Sir,” said he, “well I will that thine honour shall be safe, and against it nought would I ask of thee: but if it please thee, give me thy daughter, for I pray her of thee, and right willingly would I take her.”

The Soudan held his peace and thought awhile; and he saw well that Malakin was a worthy, and wise, and might well come to great honour and great good, and that well he might be worthied; so he said: “Malakin, by my law, thou hast craved me a great thing, for I love much my daughter, and no heir else have I, as thou wottest well, and as sooth is.  She is born and come from the most highest kindred and the most valiant of France; for her mother is daughter of the Count of Ponthieu; but whereas thou art valiant, and much well hast served me, I will give her to thee with a good will, if she will grant it.”  “Sir,” said Malakin, “against her will would I do nothing.”

Then the Soudan let call the damsel, and she came, and he said to her: “My fair daughter, I have married thee, if so it please thee.”  “Sir,” she said, “well is my pleasure therein, if thou will it.”  Then the Soudan took her by the hand, and said: “Hold, Malakin!  I give her to thee.”  He received her gladly, and in great joy and in great honour of all his friends; and he wedded her according to the Saracen law; and he led her into his land in great joy and in great honour.  The Soudan brought him on his road a great way, with much company of folk, so far as him pleased; then returned, and took leave of his daughter and her lord. But a great part of his folk he sent with her to serve them.

Malakin came into his country, and much was he served and honoured, and was received with great joy by all his friends; and they twain lived together long and joyously, and had children together, as the history beareth witness.

Of this dame, who was called the Fair Caitif, was born the mother of the courteous Turk Salahadin, who was so worthy and wise and conquering.

Here ends the Story of Over Sea, done out of ancient French into English by William Morris.
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HOW WE LIVE AND HOW WE MIGHT LIVE.
 

The word Revolution, which we Socialists are so often forced to use, has a terrible sound in most people’s ears, even when we have explained to them that it does not necessarily mean a change accompanied by riot and all kinds of violence, and cannot mean a change made mechanically and in the teeth of opinion by a group of men who have somehow managed to seize on the executive power for the moment.  Even when we explain that we use the word revolution in its etymological sense, and mean by it a change in the basis of society, people are scared at the idea of such a vast change, and beg that you will speak of reform and not revolution.  As, however, we Socialists do not at all mean by our word revolution what these worthy people mean by their word reform, I can’t help thinking that it would be a mistake to use it, whatever projects we might conceal beneath its harmless envelope.  So we will stick to our word, which means a change of the basis of society; it may frighten people, but it will at least warn them that there is something to be frightened about, which will be no less dangerous for being ignored; and also it may encourage some people, and will mean to them at least not a fear, but a hope.

Fear and Hope — those are the names of the two great passions which rule the race of man, and with which revolutionists have to deal; to give hope to the many oppressed and fear to the few oppressors, that is our business; if we do the first and give hope to the many, the few must be frightened by their hope; otherwise we do not want to frighten them; it is not revenge we want for poor people, but happiness; indeed, what revenge can be taken for all the thousands of years of the sufferings of the poor?

However, many of the oppressors of the poor, most of them, we will say, are not conscious of their being oppressors (we shall see why presently); they live in an orderly, quiet way themselves, as far as possible removed from the feelings of a Roman slave-owner or a Legree; they know that the poor exist, but their sufferings do not present themselves to them in a trenchant and dramatic way; they themselves have troubles to bear, and they think doubtless that to bear trouble is the lot of humanity, nor have they any means of comparing the troubles of their lives with those of people lower in the social scale; and if ever the thought of those heavier troubles obtrudes itself upon them, they console themselves with the maxim that people do get used to the troubles they have to bear, whatever they may be.

Indeed, as far as regards individuals at least, that is but too true, so that we have as supporters of the present state of things, however bad it may be, first those comfortable unconscious oppressors who think that they have everything to fear from any change which would involve more than the softest and most gradual of reforms, and secondly those poor people who, living hard and anxiously as they do, can hardly conceive of any change for the better happening to them, and dare not risk one tittle of their poor possessions in taking any action towards a possible bettering of their condition; so that while we can do little with the rich save inspire them with fear, it is hard indeed to give the poor any hope.  It is, then, no less than reasonable that those whom we try to involve in the great struggle for a better form of life than that which we now lead should call on us to give them at least some idea of what that life may be like.

A reasonable request, but hard to satisfy, since we are living under a system that makes conscious effort towards reconstruction almost impossible: it is not unreasonable on our part to answer, “There are certain definite obstacles to the real progress of man; we can tell you what these are; take them away, and then you shall see.”

However, I purpose now to offer myself as a victim for the satisfaction of those who consider that as things now go we have at least got something, and are terrified at the idea of losing their hold of that, lest they should find they are worse off than before, and have nothing.  Yet in the course of my endeavour to show how we might live, I must more or less deal in negatives.  I mean to say I must point out where in my opinion we fall short in our present attempts at decent life.  I must ask the rich and well-to-do what sort of a position it is which they are so anxious to preserve at any cost? and if, after all, it will be such a terrible loss to them to give it up? and I must point out to the poor that they, with capacities for living a dignified and generous life, are in a position which they cannot endure without continued degradation.

How do we live, then, under our present system?  Let us look at it a little.

And first, please to understand that our present system of Society is based on a state of perpetual war.  Do any of you think that this is as it should be?  I know that you have often been told that the competition, which is at present the rule of all production, is a good thing, and stimulates the progress of the race; but the people who tell you this should call competition by its shorter name of war if they wish to be honest, and you would then be free to consider whether or no war stimulates progress, otherwise than as a mad bull chasing you over your own garden may do.  War or competition, whichever you please to call it, means at the best pursuing your own advantage at the cost of some one else’s loss, and in the process of it you must not be sparing of destruction even of your own possessions, or you will certainly come by the worse in the struggle.  You understand that perfectly as to the kind of war in which people go out to kill and be killed; that sort of war in which ships are commissioned, for instance, “to sink, burn, and destroy;” but it appears that you are not so conscious of this waste of goods when you are only carrying on that other war called commerce; observe, however, that the waste is there all the same.

Now let us look at this kind of war a little closer, run through some of the forms of it, that we may see how the “burn, sink, and destroy” is carried on in it.

First, you have that form of it called national rivalry, which in good truth is nowadays the cause of all gunpowder and bayonet wars which civilized nations wage.  For years past we English have been rather shy of them, except on those happy occasions when we could carry them on at no sort of risk to ourselves, when the killing was all on one side, or at all events when we hoped it would be.  We have been shy of gunpowder war with a respectable enemy for a long while, and I will tell you why: It is because we have had the lion’s-share of the world-market; we didn’t want to fight for it as a nation, for we had got it; but now this is changing in a most significant, and, to a Socialist, a most cheering way; we are losing or have lost that lion’s share; it is now a desperate “competition” between the great nations of civilization for the world-market, and to-morrow it may be a desperate war for that end.  As a result, the furthering of war (if it be not on too large a scale) is no longer confined to the honour-and-glory kind of old Tories, who if they meant anything at all by it meant that a Tory war would be a good occasion for damping down democracy; we have changed all that, and now it is quite another kind of politician that is wont to urge us on to “patriotism” as ’tis called.  The leaders of the Progressive Liberals, as they would call themselves, long-headed persons who know well enough that social movements are going on, who are not blind to the fact that the world will move with their help or without it; these have been the Jingoes of these later days.  I don’t mean to say they know what they are doing: politicians, as you well know, take good care to shut their eyes to everything that may happen six months ahead; but what is being done is this: that the present system, which always must include national rivalry, is pushing us into a desperate scramble for the markets on more or less equal terms with other nations, because, once more, we have lost that command of them which we once had.  Desperate is not too strong a word.  We shall let this impulse to snatch markets carry us whither it will, whither it must.  To-day it is successful burglary and disgrace, to-morrow it may be mere defeat and disgrace.

Now this is not a digression, although in saying this I am nearer to what is generally called politics than I shall be again.  I only want to show you what commercial war comes to when it has to do with foreign nations, and that even the dullest can see how mere waste must go with it.  That is how we live now with foreign nations, prepared to ruin them without war if possible, with it if necessary, let alone meantime the disgraceful exploiting of savage tribes and barbarous peoples, on whom we force at once our shoddy wares and our hypocrisy at the cannon’s mouth.

Well, surely Socialism can offer you something in the place of all that.  It can; it can offer you peace and friendship instead of war.  We might live utterly without national rivalries, acknowledging that while it is best for those who feel that they naturally form a community under one name to govern themselves, yet that no community in civilization should feel that it had interests opposed any other, their economical condition being at any rate similar; so that any citizen of one community could fall to work and live without disturbance of his life when he was in a foreign country, and would fit into his place quite naturally; so that all civilized nations would form one great community, agreeing together as to the kind and amount of production and distribution needed; working at such and such production where it could be best produced; avoiding waste by all means.  Please to think of the amount of waste which they would avoid, how much such a revolution would add to the wealth of the world!  What creature on earth would be harmed by such a revolution?  Nay, would not everybody be the better for it?  And what hinders it?  I will tell you presently.

Meantime let us pass from this “competition” between nations to that between “the organizers of labour,” great firms, joint-stock companies; capitalists in short, and see how competition “stimulates production” among them: indeed it does do that; but what kind of production?  Well, production of something to sell at a profit, or say production of profits: and note how war commercial stimulates that: a certain market is demanding goods; there are, say, a hundred manufacturers who make that kind of goods, and every one of them would if he could keep that market to himself; and struggles desperately to get as much of it as he can, with the obvious result that presently the thing is overdone, and the market is glutted, and all that fury of manufacture has to sink into cold ashes.  Doesn’t that seem something like war to you?  Can’t you see the waste of it — waste of labour, skill, cunning, waste of life in short?  Well, you may say, but it cheapens the goods.  In a sense it does; and yet only apparently, as wages have a tendency to sink for the ordinary worker in proportion as prices sink; and at what a cost do we gain this appearance of cheapness!  Plainly speaking, at the cost of cheating the consumer and starving the real producer for the benefit of the gambler, who uses both consumer and producer as his milch cows.  I needn’t go at length into the subject of adulteration, for every one knows what kind of a part it plays in this sort of commerce; but remember that it is an absolutely necessary incident to the production of profit out of wares, which is the business of the so-called manufacturer; and this you must understand, that, taking him in the lump, the consumer is perfectly helpless against the gambler; the goods are forced on him by their cheapness, and with them a certain kind of life which that energetic, that aggressive cheapness determines for him: for so far-reaching is this curse of commercial war that no country is safe from its ravages; the traditions of a thousand years fall before it in a month; it overruns a weak or semi-barbarous country, and whatever romance or pleasure or art existed there, is trodden down into a mire of sordidness and ugliness; the Indian or Javanese craftsman may no longer ply his craft leisurely, working a few hours a day, in producing a maze of strange beauty on a piece of cloth: a steam-engine is set a-going at Manchester, and that victory over nature and a thousand stubborn difficulties is used for the base work of producing a sort of plaster of china-clay and shoddy, and the Asiatic worker, if he is not starved to death outright, as plentifully happens, is driven himself into a factory to lower the wages of his Manchester brother worker, and nothing of character is left him except, most like, an accumulation of fear and hatred of that to him most unaccountable evil, his English master.  The South Sea Islander must leave his canoe-carving, his sweet rest, and his graceful dances, and become the slave of a slave: trousers, shoddy, rum, missionary, and fatal disease — he must swallow all this civilization in the lump, and neither himself nor we can help him now till social order displaces the hideous tyranny of gambling that has ruined him.

Let those be types of the consumer: but now for the producer; I mean the real producer, the worker; how does this scramble for the plunder of the market affect him?  The manufacturer, in the eagerness of his war, has had to collect into one neighbourhood a vast army of workers, he has drilled them till they are as fit as may be for his special branch of production, that is, for making a profit out of it, and with the result of their being fit for nothing else: well, when the glut comes in that market he is supplying, what happens to this army, every private in which has been depending on the steady demand in that market, and acting, as he could not choose but act, as if it were to go on for ever?  You know well what happens to these men: the factory door is shut on them; on a very large part of them often, and at the best on the reserve army of labour, so busily employed in the time of inflation.  What becomes of them?  Nay, we know that well enough just now.  But what we don’t know, or don’t choose to know, is, that this reserve army of labour is an absolute necessity for commercial war; if our manufacturers had not got these poor devils whom they could draft on to their machines when the demand swelled, other manufacturers in France, or Germany, or America, would step in and take the market from them.

So you see, as we live now, it is necessary that a vast part of the industrial population should be exposed to the danger of periodical semi-starvation, and that, not for the advantage of the people in another part of the world, but for their degradation and enslavement.

Just let your minds run for a moment on the kind of waste which this means, this opening up of new markets among savage and barbarous countries which is the extreme type of the force of the profit-market on the world, and you will surely see what a hideous nightmare that profit-market is: it keeps us sweating and terrified for our livelihood, unable to read a book, or look at a picture, or have pleasant fields to walk in, or to lie in the sun, or to share in the knowledge of our time, to have in short either animal or intellectual pleasure, and for what? that we may go on living the same slavish life till we die, in order to provide for a rich man what is called a life of ease and luxury; that is to say, a life so empty, unwholesome, and degraded, that perhaps, on the whole, he is worse off than we the workers are: and as to the result of all this suffering, it is luckiest when it is nothing at all, when you can say that the wares have done nobody any good; for oftenest they have done many people harm, and we have toiled and groaned and died in making poison and destruction for our fellow-men.

Well, I say all this is war, and the results of war, the war this time, not of competing nations, but of competing firms or capitalist units: and it is this war of the firms which hinders the peace between nations which you surely have agreed with me in thinking is so necessary; for you must know that war is the very breath of the nostrils of these fighting firms, and they have now, in our times, got into their hands nearly all the political power, and they band together in each country in order to make their respective governments fulfil just two functions: the first is at home to act as a strong police force, to keep the ring in which the strong are beating down the weak; the second is to act as a piratical body-guard abroad, a petard to explode the doors which lead to the markets of the world: markets at any price abroad, uninterfered-with privilege, falsely called laissez-faire,  at any price at home, to provide these is the sole business of a government such as our industrial captains have been able to conceive of.  I must now try to show you the reason of all this, and what it rests on, by trying to answer the question, Why have the profit-makers got all this power, or at least why are they able to keep it?

That takes us to the third form of war commercial: the last, and, the one which all the rest is founded on.  We have spoken first of the war of rival nations; next of that of rival firms: we have now to speak of rival men.  As nations under the present system are driven to compete with one another for the markets of the world, and as firms or the captains of industry have to scramble for their share of the profits of the markets, so also have the workers to compete with each other — for livelihood; and it is this constant competition or war amongst them which enables the profit-grinders to make their profits, and by means of the wealth so acquired to take all the executive power of the country into their hands.  But here is the difference between the position of the workers and the profit-makers: to the latter, the profit-grinders, war is necessary; you cannot have profit-making without competition, individual, corporate, and national; but you may work for a livelihood without competing; you may combine instead of competing.

I have said war was the life-breath of the profit-makers; in like manner, combination is the life of the workers.  The working-classes or proletariat cannot even exist as a class without combination of some sort.  The necessity which forced the profit-grinders to collect their men first into workshops working by the division of labour, and next into great factories worked by machinery, and so gradually to draw them into the great towns and centres of civilization, gave birth to a distinct working-class or proletariat: and this it was which gave them their mechanical existence, so to say.  But note, that they are indeed combined into social groups for the production of wares, but only as yet mechanically; they do not know what they are working at, nor whom they are working for, because they are combining to produce wares of which the profit of a master forms an essential part, instead of goods for their own use: as long as they do this, and compete with each other for leave to do it, they will be, and will feel themselves to be, simply a part of those competing firms I have been speaking of; they will be in fact just a part of the machinery for the production of profit; and so long as this lasts it will be the aim of the masters or profit-makers to decrease the market value of this human part of the machinery; that is to say, since they already hold in their hands the labour of dead men in the form of capital and machinery, it is their interest, or we will say their necessity, to pay as little as they can help for the labour of living men which they have to buy from day to day: and since the workmen they employ have nothing but their labour-power, they are compelled to underbid one another for employment and wages, and so enable the capitalist to play his game.

I have said that, as things go, the workers are a part of the competing firms, an adjunct of capital.  Nevertheless, they are only so by compulsion; and, even without their being conscious of it, they struggle against that compulsion and its immediate results, the lowering of their wages, of their standard of life; and this they do, and must do, both as a class and individually: just as the slave of the great Roman lord, though he distinctly felt himself to be a part of the household, yet collectively was a force in reserve for its destruction, and individually stole from his lord whenever he could safely do so.  So, here, you see, is another form of war necessary to the way we live now, the war of class against class, which, when it rises to its height, and it seems to be rising at present, will destroy those other forms of war we have been speaking of; will make the position of the profit-makers, of perpetual commercial war, untenable; will destroy the present system of competitive privilege, or commercial war.

Now observe, I said that to the existence of the workers it was combination, not competition, that was necessary, while to that of the profit-makers combination was impossible, and war necessary.  The present position of the workers is that of the machinery of commerce, or in plainer words its slaves; when they change that position and become free, the class of profit-makers must cease to exist; and what will then be the position of the workers?  Even as it is they are the one necessary part of society, the life-giving part; the other classes are but hangers-on who live on them.  But what should they be, what will they be, when they, once for all, come to know their real power, and cease competing with one another for livelihood?  I will tell you: they will be society, they will be the community.  And being society — that is, there being no class outside them to contend with — they can then regulate their labour in accordance with their own real needs.

There is much talk about supply and demand, but the supply and demand usually meant is an artificial one; it is under the sway of the gambling market; the demand is forced, as I hinted above, before it is supplied; nor, as each producer is working against all the rest, can the producers hold their hands, till the market is glutted and the workers, thrown out on the streets, hear that there has been over-production, amidst which over-plus of unsaleable goods they go ill-supplied with even necessaries, because the wealth which they themselves have created is “ill-distributed,” as we call it — that is, unjustly taken away from them.

When the workers are society they will regulate their labour, so that the supply and demand shall be genuine, not gambling; the two will then be commensurate, for it is the same society which demands that also supplies; there will be no more artificial famines then, no more poverty amidst over-production, amidst too great a stock of the very things which should supply poverty and turn it into well-being.  In short, there will be no waste and therefore no tyranny.

Well, now, what Socialism offers you in place of these artificial famines, with their so-called over-production, is, once more, regulation of the markets; supply and demand commensurate; no gambling, and consequently (once more) no waste; not overwork and weariness for the worker one month, and the next no work and terror of starvation, but steady work and plenty of leisure every month; not cheap market wares, that is to say, adulterated wares, with scarcely any good in them, mere scaffold-poles for building up profits; no labour would be spent on such things as these, which people would cease to want when they ceased to be slaves.  Not these, but such goods as best fulfilled the real uses of the consumers, would labour be set to make; for profit being abolished, people could have what they wanted, instead of what the profit-grinders at home and abroad forced them to take.

For what I want you to understand is this: that in every civilized country at least there is plenty for all — is, or at any rate might be.  Even with labour so misdirected as it is at present, an equitable distribution of the wealth we have would make all people comparatively comfortable; but that is nothing to the wealth we might have if labour were not misdirected.

Observe, in the early days of the history of man he was the slave of his most immediate necessities; Nature was mighty and he was feeble, and he had to wage constant war with her for his daily food and such shelter as he could get.  His life was bound down and limited by this constant struggle; all his morals, laws, religion, are in fact the outcome and the reflection of this ceaseless toil of earning his livelihood.  Time passed, and little by little, step by step, he grew stronger, till now after all these ages he has almost completely conquered Nature, and one would think should now have leisure to turn his thoughts towards higher things than procuring to-morrow’s dinner.  But, alas! his progress has been broken and halting; and though he has indeed conquered Nature and has her forces under his control to do what he will with, he still has himself to conquer, he still has to think how he will best use those forces which he has mastered.  At present he uses them blindly, foolishly, as one driven by mere fate.  It would almost seem as if some phantom of the ceaseless pursuit of food which was once the master of the savage was still hunting the civilized man; who toils in a dream, as it were, haunted by mere dim unreal hopes, borne of vague recollections of the days gone by.  Out of that dream he must wake, and face things as they really are.  The conquest of Nature is complete, may we not say? and now our business is, and has for long been, the organization of man, who wields the forces of Nature.  Nor till this is attempted at least shall we ever be free of that terrible phantom of fear of starvation which, with its brother devil, desire of domination, drives us into injustice, cruelty, and dastardliness of all kinds: to cease to fear our fellows and learn to depend on them, to do away with competition and build up co-operation, is our one necessity.

Now, to get closer to details; you probably know that every man in civilization is worth, so to say, more than his skin; working, as he must work, socially, he can produce more than will keep himself alive and in fair condition; and this has been so for many centuries, from the time, in fact, when warring tribes began to make their conquered enemies slaves instead of killing them; and of course his capacity of producing these extras has gone on increasing faster and faster, till to-day one man will weave, for instance, as much cloth in a week as will clothe a whole village for years: and the real question of civilization has always been what are we to do with this extra produce of labour — a question which the phantom, fear of starvation, and its fellow, desire of domination, has driven men to answer pretty badly always, and worst of all perhaps in these present days, when the extra produce has grown with such prodigious speed.  The practical answer has always been for man to struggle with his fellow for private possession of undue shares of these extras, and all kinds of devices have been employed by those who found themselves in possession of the power of taking them from others to keep those whom they had robbed in perpetual subjection; and these latter, as I have already hinted, had no chance of resisting this fleecing as long as they were few and scattered, and consequently could have little sense of their common oppression.  But now that, owing to the very pursuit of these undue shares of profit, or extra earnings, men have become more dependent on each other for production, and have been driven, as I said before, to combine together for that end more completely, the power of the workers — that is to say, of the robbed or fleeced class — has enormously increased, and it only remains for them to understand that they have this power.  When they do that they will be able to give the right answer to the question what is to be done with the extra products of labour over and above what will keep the labourer alive to labour: which answer is, that the worker will have all that he produces, and not be fleeced at all: and remember that he produces collectively, and therefore he will do effectively what work is required of him according to his capacity, and of the produce of that work he will have what he needs; because, you see, he cannot use more than he needs — he can only waste it.

If this arrangement seems to you preposterously ideal, as it well may, looking at our present condition, I must back it up by saying that when men are organized so that their labour is not wasted, they will be relieved from the fear of starvation and the desire of domination, and will have freedom and leisure to look round and see what they really do need.

Now something of that I can conceive for my own self, and I will lay my ideas before you, so that you may compare them with your own, asking you always to remember that the very differences in men’s capacities and desires, after the common need of food and shelter is satisfied, will make it easier to deal with their desires in a communal state of things.

What is it that I need, therefore, which my surrounding circumstances can give me — my dealings with my fellow-men — setting aside inevitable accidents which co-operation and forethought cannot control, if there be such?

Well, first of all I claim good health; and I say that a vast proportion of people in civilization scarcely even know what that means.  To feel mere life a pleasure; to enjoy the moving one’s limbs and exercising one’s bodily powers; to play, as it were, with sun and wind and rain; to rejoice in satisfying the due bodily appetites of a human animal without fear of degradation or sense of wrong-doing: yes, and therewithal to be well formed, straight-limbed, strongly knit, expressive of countenance — to be, in a word, beautiful — that also I claim.  If we cannot have this claim satisfied, we are but poor creatures after all; and I claim it in the teeth of those terrible doctrines of asceticism, which, born of the despair of the oppressed and degraded, have been for so many ages used as instruments for the continuance of that oppression and degradation.

And I believe that this claim for a healthy body for all of us carries with it all other due claims: for who knows where the seeds of disease which even rich people suffer from were first sown: from the luxury of an ancestor, perhaps; yet often, I suspect, from his poverty.  And for the poor: a distinguished physicist has said that the poor suffer always from one disease — hunger; and at least I know this, that if a man is overworked in any degree he cannot enjoy the sort of health I am speaking of; nor can he if he is continually chained to one dull round of mechanical work, with no hope at the other end of it; nor if he lives in continual sordid anxiety for his livelihood, nor if he is ill-housed, nor if he is deprived of all enjoyment of the natural beauty of the world, nor if he has no amusement to quicken the flow of his spirits from time to time: all these things, which touch more or less directly on his bodily condition, are born of the claim I make to live in good health; indeed, I suspect that these good conditions must have been in force for several generations before a population in general will be really healthy, as I have hinted above; but also I doubt not that in the course of time they would, joined to other conditions, of which more hereafter, gradually breed such a population, living in enjoyment of animal life at least, happy therefore, and beautiful according to the beauty of their race.  On this point I may note that the very variations in the races of men are caused by the conditions under which they live, and though in these rougher parts of the world we lack some of the advantages of climate and surroundings, yet, if we were working for livelihood and not for profit, we might easily neutralize many of the disadvantages of our climate, at least enough give due scope to the full development of our race.

Now the next thing I claim is education.  And you must not say that every English child is educated now; that sort of education will not answer my claim, though I cheerfully admit it is something: something, and yet after all only class education.  What I claim is liberal education; opportunity, that is, to have my share of whatever knowledge there is in the world according to my capacity or bent of mind, historical or scientific; and also to have my share of skill of hand which is about in the world, either in the industrial handicrafts or in the fine arts; picture-painting, sculpture, music, acting, or the like: I claim to be taught, if I can be taught, more than one craft to exercise for the benefit of the community.  You may think this a large claim, but I am clear it is not too large a claim if the community is to have any gain out of my special capacities, if we are not all to be beaten down to a dull level of mediocrity as we are now, all but the very strongest and toughest of us.

But also I know that this claim for education involves one for public advantages in the shape of public libraries, schools, and the like, such as no private person, not even the richest, could command: but these I claim very confidently, being sure that no reasonable community could bear to be without such helps to a decent life.

Again, the claim for education involves a claim for abundant leisure, which once more I make with confidence; because when once we have shaken off the slavery of profit, labour would be organized so unwastefully that no heavy burden would be laid on the individual citizens; every one of whom as a matter of course would have to pay his toll of some obviously useful work.  At present you must note that all the amazing machinery which we have invented has served only to increase the amount of profit-bearing wares; in other words, to increase the amount of profit pouched by individuals for their own advantage, part of which profit they use as capital for the production of more profit, with ever the same waste attached to it; and part as private riches or means for luxurious living, which again is sheer waste — is in fact to be looked on as a kind of bonfire on which rich men burn up the product of the labour they have fleeced from the workers beyond what they themselves can use.  So I say that, in spite of our inventions, no worker works under the present system an hour the less on account of those labour-saving machines, so-called.  But under a happier state of things they would be used simply for saving labour, with the result of a vast amount of leisure gained for the community to be added to that gained by the avoidance of the waste of useless luxury, and the abolition of the service of commercial war.

And I may say that as to that leisure, as I should in no case do any harm to any one with it, so I should often do some direct good to the community with it, by practising arts or occupations for my hands or brain which would give pleasure to many of the citizens; in other words, a great deal of the best work done would be done in the leisure time of men relieved from any anxiety as to their livelihood, and eager to exercise their special talent, as all men, nay, all animals are.

Now, again, this leisure would enable me to please myself and expand my mind by travelling if I had a mind to it: because, say, for instance, that I were a shoemaker; if due social order were established, it by no means follows that I should always be obliged to make shoes in one place; a due amount of easily conceivable arrangement would enable me to make shoes in Rome, say, for three months, and to come back with new ideas of building, gathered from the sight of the works of past ages, amongst other things which would perhaps be of service in London.

But now, in order that my leisure might not degenerate into idleness and aimlessness, I must set up a claim for due work to do.  Nothing to my mind is more important than this demand, and I must ask your leave to say something about it.  I have mentioned that I should probably use my leisure for doing a good deal of what is now called work; but it is clear that if I am a member of a Socialist Community I must do my due share of rougher work than this — my due share of what my capacity enables me to do, that is; no fitting of me to a Procrustean bed; but even that share of work necessary to the existence of the simplest social life must, in the first place, whatever else it is, be reasonable work; that is, it must be such work as a good citizen can see the necessity for; as a member of the community, I must have agreed to do it.

To take two strong instances of the contrary, I won’t submit to be dressed up in red and marched off to shoot at my French or German or Arab friend in a quarrel that I don’t understand; I will rebel sooner than do that.

Nor will I submit to waste my time and energies in making some trifling toy which I know only a fool can desire; I will rebel sooner than do that.

However, you may be sure that in a state of social order I shall have no need to rebel against any such pieces of unreason; only I am forced to speak from the way we live to the way we might live.

Again, if the necessary reasonable work be of a mechanical kind, I must be helped to do it by a machine, not to cheapen my labour, but so that as little time as possible may be spent upon it, and that I may be able to think of other things while am tending the machine.  And if the work be specially rough or exhausting, you will, I am sure, agree with me in saying that I must take turns in doing it with other people; I mean I mustn’t, for instance, be expected to spend my working hours always at the bottom of a coal-pit.  I think such work as that ought to be largely volunteer work, and done, as I say, in spells.  And what I say of very rough work I say also of nasty work.  On the other hand, I should think very little of the manhood of a stout and healthy man who did not feel a pleasure in doing rough work; always supposing him to work under the conditions I have been speaking of — namely, feeling that it was useful (and consequently honoured), and that it was not continuous or hopeless, and that he was really doing it of his own free will.

The last claim I make for my work is that the places I worked in, factories or workshops, should be pleasant, just as the fields where our most necessary work is done are pleasant.  Believe me there is nothing in the world to prevent this being done, save the necessity of making profits on all wares; in other words, the wares are cheapened at the expense of people being forced to work in crowded, unwholesome, squalid, noisy dens: that is to say, they are cheapened at the expense of the workman’s life.

Well, so much for my claims as to my necessary work, my tribute to the community.  I believe people would find, as they advanced in their capacity for carrying on social order, that life so lived was much less expensive than we now can have any idea of; and that, after a little, people would rather be anxious to seek work than to avoid it; that our working hours would rather be merry parties of men and maids, young men and old enjoying themselves over their work, than the grumpy weariness it mostly is now.  Then would come the time for the new birth of art, so much talked of, so long deferred; people could not help showing their mirth and pleasure in their work, and would be always wishing to express it in a tangible and more or less enduring form, and the workshop would once more be a school of art, whose influence no one could escape from.

And, again, that word art leads me to my last claim, which is that the material surroundings of my life should be pleasant, generous, and beautiful; that I know is a large claim, but this I will say about it, that if it cannot be satisfied, if every civilized community cannot provide such surroundings for all its members, I do not want the world to go on; it is a mere misery that man has ever existed.  I do not think it possible under the present circumstances to speak too strongly on this point.  I feel sure that the time will come when people will find it difficult to believe that a rich community such as ours, having such command over external Nature, could have submitted to live such a mean, shabby, dirty life as we do.

And once for all, there is nothing in our circumstances save the hunting of profit that drives us into it.  It is profit which draws men into enormous unmanageable aggregations called towns, for instance; profit which crowds them up when they are there into quarters without gardens or open spaces; profit which won’t take the most ordinary precautions against wrapping a whole district in a cloud of sulphurous smoke; which turns beautiful rivers into filthy sewers; which condemns all but the rich to live in houses idiotically cramped and confined at the best, and at the worst in houses for whose wretchedness there is no name.

I say it is almost incredible that we should bear such crass stupidity as this; nor should we if we could help it.  We shall not bear it when the workers get out of their heads that they are but an appendage to profit-grinding, that the more profits that are made the more employment at high wages there will be for them, and that therefore all the incredible filth, disorder, and degradation of modern civilization are signs of their prosperity.  So far from that, they are signs of their slavery.  When they are no longer slaves they will claim as a matter of course that every man and every family should be generously lodged; that every child should be able to play in a garden close to the place his parents live in; that the houses should by their obvious decency and order be ornaments to Nature, not disfigurements of it; for the decency and order above-mentioned when carried to the due pitch would most assuredly lead to beauty in building.  All this, of course, would mean the people — that is, all society — duly organized, having in its own hands the means of production, to be owned by no individual, but used by all as occasion called for its use, and can only be done on those terms; on any other terms people will be driven to accumulate private wealth for themselves, and thus, as we have seen, to waste the goods of the community and perpetuate the division into classes, which means continual war and waste.

As to what extent it may be necessary or desirable for people under social order to live in common, we may differ pretty much according to our tendencies towards social life.  For my part I can’t see why we should think it a hardship to eat with the people we work with; I am sure that as to many things, such as valuable books, pictures, and splendour of surroundings, we shall find it better to club our means together; and I must say that often when I have been sickened by the stupidity of the mean idiotic rabbit warrens that rich men build for themselves in Bayswater and elsewhere, I console myself with visions of the noble communal hall of the future, unsparing of materials, generous in worthy ornament, alive with the noblest thoughts of our time, and the past, embodied in the best art which a free and manly people could produce; such an abode of man as no private enterprise could come anywhere near for beauty and fitness, because only collective thought and collective life could cherish the aspirations which would give birth to its beauty, or have the skill and leisure to carry them out.  I for my part should think it much the reverse of a hardship if I had to read my books and meet my friends in such a place; nor do I think I am better off to live in a vulgar stuccoed house crowded with upholstery that I despise, in all respects degrading to the mind and enervating to the body to live in, simply because I call it my own, or my house.

It is not an original remark, but I make it here, that my home is where I meet people with whom I sympathise, whom I love.

Well, that is my opinion as a middle-class man.  Whether a working-class man would think his family possession of his wretched little room better than his share of the palace of which I have spoken, I must leave to his opinion, and to the imaginations of the middle class, who perhaps may sometimes conceive the fact that the said worker is cramped for space and comfort — say on washing-day.

Before I leave this matter of the surroundings of life, I wish to meet a possible objection.  I have spoken of machinery being used freely for releasing people from the more mechanical and repulsive part of necessary labour; and I know that to some cultivated people, people of the artistic turn of mind, machinery is particularly distasteful, and they will be apt to say you will never get your surroundings pleasant so long as you are surrounded by machinery.  I don’t quite admit that; it is the allowing machines to be our masters and not our servants that so injures the beauty of life nowadays.  In other words, it is the token of the terrible crime we have fallen into of using our control of the powers of Nature for the purpose of enslaving people, we careless meantime of how much happiness we rob their lives of.

Yet for the consolation of the artists I will say that I believe indeed that a state of social order would probably lead at first to a great development of machinery for really useful purposes, because people will still be anxious about getting through the work necessary to holding society together; but that after a while they will find that there is not so much work to do as they expected, and that then they will have leisure to reconsider the whole subject; and if it seems to them that a certain industry would be carried on more pleasantly as regards the worker, and more effectually as regards the goods, by using hand-work rather than machinery, they will certainly get rid of their machinery, because it will be possible for them to do so.  It isn’t possible now; we are not at liberty to do so; we are slaves to the monsters which we have created.  And I have a kind of hope that the very elaboration of machinery in a society whose purpose is not the multiplication of labour, as it now is, but the carrying on of a pleasant life, as it would be under social order — that the elaboration of machinery, I say, will lead the simplification of life, and so once more to the limitation of machinery.

Well, I will now let my claims for decent life stand as I have made them.  To sum them up in brief, they are: First, a healthy body; second, an active mind in sympathy with the past, the present, and the future; thirdly, occupation fit for a healthy body and an active mind; and fourthly, a beautiful world to live in.

These are the conditions of life which the refined man of all ages has set before him as the thing above all others to be attained.  Too often he has been so foiled in their pursuit that he has turned longing eyes backward to the days before civilization, when man’s sole business was getting himself food from day to day, and hope was dormant in him, or at least could not be expressed by him.

Indeed, if civilization (as many think) forbids the realization of the hope to attain such conditions of life, then civilization forbids mankind to be happy; and if that be the case, then let us stifle all aspirations towards progress — nay, all feelings of mutual good-will and affection between men — and snatch each one of us what we can from the heap of wealth that fools create for rogues to grow fat on; or better still, let us as speedily as possible find some means of dying like men, since we are forbidden to live like men.

Rather, however, take courage, and believe that we of this age, in spite of all its torment and disorder, have been born to a wonderful heritage fashioned of the work of those that have gone before us; and that the day of the organization of man is dawning.  It is not we who can build up the new social order; the past ages have done the most of that work for us; but we can clear our eyes to the signs of the times, and we shall then see that the attainment of a good condition of life is being made possible for us, and that it is now our business to stretch out our hands to take it.

And how?  Chiefly, I think, by educating people to a sense of their real capacities as men, so that they may be able to use to their own good the political power which is rapidly being thrust upon them; to get them to see that the old system of organizing labour for individual profit is becoming unmanageable, and that the whole people have now got to choose between the confusion resulting from the break up of that system and the determination to take in hand the labour now organized for profit, and use its organization for the livelihood of the community: to get people to see that individual profit-makers are not a necessity for labour but an obstruction to it, and that not only or chiefly because they are the perpetual pensioners of labour, as they are, but rather because of the waste which their existence as a class necessitates.  All this we have to teach people, when we have taught ourselves; and I admit that the work is long and burdensome; as I began by saying, people have been made so timorous of change by the terror of starvation that even the unluckiest of them are stolid and hard to move.  Hard as the work is, however, its reward is not doubtful.  The mere fact that a body of men, however small, are banded together as Socialist missionaries shows that the change is going on.  As the working-classes, the real organic part of society, take in these ideas, hope will arise in them, and they will claim changes in society, many of which doubtless will not tend directly towards their emancipation, because they will be claimed without due knowledge of the one thing necessary to claim, equality of condition; but which indirectly will help to break up our rotten sham society, while that claim for equality of condition will be made constantly and with growing loudness till it must be listened to, and then at last it will only be a step over the border and the civilized world will be socialized; and, looking back on what has been, we shall be astonished to think of how long we submitted to live as we live now.






  








WHIGS, DEMOCRATS, AND SOCIALISTS.

 

What is the state of parties in England to-day?  How shall we enumerate them?  The Whigs, who stand first on the list in my title, are considered generally to be the survival of an old historical party once looked on as having democratic tendencies, but now the hope of all who would stand soberly on the ancient ways.  Besides these, there are Tories also, the descendants of the stout defenders of Church and State and the divine right of kings.

Now, I don’t mean to say but that at the back of this ancient name of Tory there lies a great mass of genuine Conservative feeling, held by people who, if they had their own way, would play some rather fantastic tricks, I fancy; nay, even might in the course of time be somewhat rough with such people as are in this hall at present.   But this feeling, after all, is only a sentiment now; all practical hope has died out of it, and these worthy people cannot have their own way.  It is true that they elect members of Parliament, who talk very big to please them, and sometimes even they manage to get a Government into power that nominally represents their sentiment, but when that happens the said Government is forced, even when its party has a majority in the House of Commons, to take a much lower standpoint than the high Tory ideal; the utmost that the real Tory party can do, even when backed by the Primrose League and its sham hierarchy, is to delude the electors to return Tories to Parliament to pass measures more akin to Radicalism than the Whigs durst attempt, so that, though there are Tories, there is no Tory party in England.

On the other hand, there is a party, which I can call for the present by no other name than Whig, which is both numerous and very powerful, and which does, in fact, govern England, and to my mind will always do so as long as the present constitutional Parliament lasts.  Of course, like all parties it includes men of various shades of opinion, from the Tory-tinted Whiggery of Lord Salisbury to the Radical-tinted Whiggery of Mr. Chamberlain’s present tail.  Neither do I mean to say that they are conscious of being a united party; on the contrary, the groups will sometimes oppose each other furiously at elections, and perhaps the more simple-minded of them really think that it is a matter of importance to the nation which section of them may be in power; but they may always be reckoned upon to be in their places and vote against any measure which carries with it a real attack on our constitutional system; surely very naturally, since they are there for no other purpose than to do so.  They are, and always must be, conscious defenders of the present system, political and economical, as long as they have any cohesion as Tories, Whigs, Liberals, or even Radicals.  Not one of them probably would go such a very short journey towards revolution as the abolition of the House of Lords.  A one-chamber Parliament would seem to them an impious horror, and the abolition of the monarchy they would consider a serious inconvenience to the London tradesman.

Now this is the real Parliamentary Party, at present divided into jarring sections under the influence of the survival of the party warfare of the last few generations, but which already shows signs of sinking its differences so as to offer a solid front of resistance to the growing instinct which on its side will before long result in a party claiming full economical as well as political freedom for the whole people.

But is there nothing in Parliament, or seeking entrance to it, except this variously tinted Whiggery, this Harlequin of Reaction?  Well, inside Parliament, setting aside the Irish party, which is, we may now well hope, merely temporarily there, there is not much.  It is not among people of “wealth and local influence,” who I see are supposed to be the only available candidates for Parliament of a recognized party, that you will find the elements of revolution.  We will grant that there are some few genuine Democrats there, and let them pass.  But outside there are undoubtedly many who are genuine Democrats, and who have it in their heads that it is both possible and desirable to capture the constitutional Parliament and turn it into a real popular assembly, which, with the people behind it, might lead us peaceably and constitutionally into the great Revolution which all thoughtful men desire to bring about; all thoughtful men, that is, who do not belong to the consciously cynical Tories, i.e., men determined, whether it be just or unjust, good for humanity or bad for it, to keep the people down as long as they can, which they hope, very naturally, will be as long as they live.

To capture Parliament and turn it into a popular but constitutional assembly is, I must conclude, the aspiration of the genuine Democrats wherever they may be found; that is their idea of the first step of the Democratic policy.  The questions to be asked of this, as of all other policies, are first, What is the end proposed by it? and secondly, Are they likely to succeed?  As to the end proposed, I think there is much difference of opinion.  Some Democrats would answer from the merely political point of view, and say: Universal suffrage, payment of members, annual Parliaments, abolition of the House of Lords, abolition of the monarchy, and so forth.  I would answer this by saying: After all, these are not ends, but means to an end; and passing by the fact that the last two are not constitutional measures, and so could not be brought about without actual rebellion, I would say if you had gained all these things, and more, all you would have done would have been to establish the ascendancy of the Democratic party; having so established it, you would then have to find out by the usual party means what that Democratic party meant, and you would find that your triumph in mere politics would lead you back again exactly to the place you started from.  You would be Whigs under a different name.  Monarchy, House of Lords, pensions, standing army, and the rest of it, are only supports to the present social system — the privilege based on the wages and capital system of production — and are worth nothing except as supports to it.  If you are determined to support that system, therefore, you had better leave these things alone.  The real masters of Society, the real tyrants of the people, are the Landlords and Capitalists, whom your political triumph would not interfere with.

Then, as now, there would be a proletariat and a moneyed class.  Then, as now, it would be possible sometimes for a diligent, energetic man, with his mind set wholly on such success, to climb out of the proletariat into the moneyed class, there to sweat as he once was sweated; which, my friends, is, if you will excuse the word, your ridiculous idea of freedom of contract.

The sole and utmost success of your policy would be that it might raise up a strong opposition to the condition of things which it would be your function to uphold; but most probably such opposition would still be outside Parliament, and not in it; you would have made a revolution, probably not without bloodshed, only to show people the necessity for another revolution the very next day.

Will you think the example of America too trite?  Anyhow, consider it!  A country with universal suffrage, no king, no House of Lords, no privilege as you fondly think; only a little standing army, chiefly used for the murder of red-skins; a democracy after your model; and with all that, a society corrupt to the core, and at this moment engaged in suppressing freedom with just the same reckless brutality and blind ignorance as the Czar of all the Russias uses. 

But it will be said, and certainly with much truth, that not all the Democrats are for mere political reform.  I say that I believe that this is true, and it is a very important truth too.  I will go farther, and will say that all those Democrats who can be distinguished from Whigs do intend social reforms which they hope will somewhat alter the relations of the classes towards each other; and there is, generally speaking, amongst Democrats a leaning towards a kind of limited State-Socialism, and it is through that that they hope to bring about a peaceful revolution, which, if it does not introduce a condition of equality, will at least make the workers better off and contented with their lot.

They hope to get a body of representatives elected to Parliament, and by them to get measure after measure passed which will tend towards this goal; nor would some of them, perhaps most of them, be discontented if by this means we could glide into complete State-Socialism.  I think that the present Democrats are widely tinged with this idea, and to me it is a matter of hope that it is so; whatever of error there is in it, it means advance beyond the complete barrenness of the mere political programme.

Yet I must point out to these semi-Socialist Democrats that in the first place they will be made the cat’s-paw of some of the wilier of the Whigs.  There are several of these measures which look to some Socialistic, as, for instance, the allotments scheme, and other schemes tending toward peasant proprietorship, co-operation, and the like, but which after all, in spite of their benevolent appearance, are really weapons in the hands of reactionaries, having for their real object the creation of a new middle-class made out of the working-class and at their expense; the raising, in short, of a new army against the attack of the disinherited.

There is no end to this kind of dodge, nor will be apparently till there is an end of the class which tries it on; and a great many of the Democrats will be amused and absorbed by it from time to time.  They call this sort of nonsense “practical;” it seems like doing something, while the steady propaganda of a principle which must prevail in the end is, according to them, doing nothing, and is unpractical.  For the rest, it is not likely to become dangerous, further than as it clogs the wheels of the real movement somewhat, because it is sometimes a mere piece of reaction, as when, for instance, it takes the form of peasant proprietorship, flying right in the face of the commercial development of the day, which tends ever more and more towards the aggregation of capital, thereby smoothing the way for the organized possession of the means of production by the workers when the true revolution shall come: while, on the other hand, when this attempt to manufacture a new middle-class takes the form of co-operation and the like, it is not dangerous, because it means nothing more than a slightly altered form of joint-stockery, and everybody almost is beginning to see this.  The greed of men stimulated by the spectacle of profit-making all around them, and also by the burden of the interest on the money which they have been obliged to borrow, will not allow them even to approach a true system of co-operation.  Those benefited by the transaction presently become eager shareholders in a commercial speculation, and if they are working-men, as they often are, they are also capitalists.  The enormous commercial success of the great co-operative societies, and the absolute no-effect of that success on the social conditions of the workers, are sufficient tokens of what this non-political co-operation must come to: “Nothing — it shall not be less.”

But again, it may be said, some of the Democrats go farther than this; they take up actual pieces of Socialism, and are more than inclined to support them.  Nationalization of the land, or of railways, or cumulative taxation on incomes, or limiting the right of inheritance, or new factory laws, or the restriction by law of the day’s labour — one of these, or more than one sometimes, the Democrats will support, and see absolute salvation in these one or two planks of the platform.  All this I admit, and once again say it is a hopeful sign, and yet once again I say there is a snare in it — a snake lies lurking in the grass.

Those who think that they can deal with our present system in this piecemeal way very much underrate the strength of the tremendous organization under which we live, and which appoints to each of us his place, and if we do not chance to fit it, grinds us down till we do.  Nothing but a tremendous force can deal with this force; it will not suffer itself to be dismembered, nor to lose anything which really is its essence without putting forth all its force in resistance; rather than lose anything which it considers of importance, it will pull the roof of the world down upon its head.  For, indeed, I grant these semi-Socialist Democrats that there is one hope for their tampering piecemeal with our Society; if by chance they can excite people into seriously, however blindly, claiming one or other of these things in question, and could be successful in Parliament in driving it through, they would certainly draw on a great civil war, and such a war once let loose would not end but either with the full triumph of Socialism or its extinction for the present; it would be impossible to limit the aim of the struggle; nor can we even guess at the course which it would take, except that it could not be a matter of compromise.  But suppose the Democratic party peaceably successful on this new basis of semi-State Socialism, what would it all mean?  Attempts to balance the two classes whose interests are opposed to each other, a mere ignoring of this antagonism which has led us through so many centuries to where we are now, and then, after a period of disappointment and disaster, the naked conflict once more; a revolution made, and another immediately necessary on its morrow!

Yet, indeed, it will not come to that; for, whatever may be the aims of the Democrats, they will not succeed in getting themselves into a position from whence they could make the attempt to realize them.  I have said there are Tories and yet no real Tory party; so also it seems to me that there are Democrats but no Democratic party; at present they are used by the leaders of the parliamentary factions, and also kept at a distance by them from any real power.  If they by hook or crook managed to get a number of members into Parliament, they would find out their differences very speedily under the influence of party rule; in point of fact, the Democrats are not a party; because they have no principles other than the old Whig-Radical ones, extended in some cases so as to take in a little semi-Socialism which the march of events has forced on them — that is, they gravitate on one side to the Whigs and on the other to the Socialists.  Whenever, if ever, they begin to be a power in the elections and get members in the House, the temptation to be members of a real live party which may have the government of the country in its hands, the temptation to what is (facetiously, I suppose) called practical politics, will be too much for many, even of those who gravitate towards Socialism; a quasi-Democratic parliamentary party, therefore, would probably be merely a recruiting ground, a nursery for the left wing of the Whigs; though it would indeed leave behind some small nucleus of opposition, the principles of which, however, would be vague and floating, so that it would be but a powerless group after all.

The future of the constitutional Parliament, therefore, it seems to me, is a perpetual Whig Rump, which will yield to pressure when mere political reforms are attempted to be got out of it, but will be quite immovable towards any real change in social and economical matters; that is to say, so far as it may be conscious of the attack; for I grant that it may be betrayed into passing semi-State-Socialistic measures, which will do this amount of good, that they will help to entangle commerce in difficulties, and so add to discontent by creating suffering; suffering of which the people will not understand the causes definitely, but which their instinct will tell them truly is brought about by government, and that, too, the only kind of government which they can have so long as the constitutional Parliament lasts.

Now, if you think I have exaggerated the power of the Whigs, that is, of solid, dead, unmoving resistance to progress, I must call your attention to the events of the last few weeks.  Here has been a measure of pacification proposed; at the least and worst an attempt to enter upon a pacification of a weary and miserable quarrel many centuries old.  The British people, in spite of their hereditary prejudice against the Irish, were not averse to the measure; the Tories were, as usual, powerless against it; yet so strong has been the vis inertiæ of Whiggery that it has won a notable victory over common-sense and sentiment combined, and has drawn over to it a section of those hitherto known as Radicals, and probably would have drawn all Radicals over but for the personal ascendancy of Mr. Gladstone.  The Whigs, seeing, if but dimly, that this Irish Independence meant an attack on property, have been successful in snatching the promised peace out of the people’s hands, and in preparing all kinds of entanglement and confusion for us for a long while in their steady resistance to even the beginnings of revolution.

This, therefore, is what Parliament looks to me: a solid central party, with mere nebulous opposition on the right hand and on the left.  The people governed; that is to say, fair play amongst themselves for the money-privileged classes to make the most of their privilege, and to fight sturdily with each other in doing so; but the government concealed as much as possible, and also as long as possible; that is to say, the government resting on an assumed necessary eternity of privilege to monopolize the means of the fructification of labour.

For so long as that assumption is accepted by the ignorance of the people, the Great Whig Rump will remain inexpugnable, but as soon as the people’s eyes are opened, even partially — and they begin to understand the meaning of the words, the Emancipation of Labour — we shall begin to have an assured hope of throwing off the basest and most sordid tyranny which the world has yet seen, the tyranny of so-called Constitutionalism.

How, then, are the people’s eyes to be opened?  By the force evolved from the final triumph and consequent corruption of Commercial Whiggery, which force will include in it a recognition of its constructive activity by intelligent people on the one hand, and on the other half-blind instinctive struggles to use its destructive activity on the part of those who suffer and have not been allowed to think; and, to boot, a great deal that goes between those two extremes.

In this turmoil, all those who can be truly called Socialists will be involved.  The modern development of the great class-struggle has forced us to think, our thoughts force us to speak, and our hopes force us to try to get a hearing from the people.  Nor can one tell how far our words will carry, so to say.  The most moderate exposition of our principles will bear with it the seeds of disruption; nor can we tell what form that disruption will take.

One and all, then, we are responsible for the enunciation of Socialist principles and of the consequences which may flow from their general acceptance, whatever that may be.  This responsibility no Socialist can shake off by declarations against physical force and in favour of constitutional methods of agitation; we are attacking the Constitution with the very beginnings, the mere lispings, of Socialism.

Whiggery, therefore, in its various forms, is the representative of Constitutionalism — is the outward expression of monopoly and consequent artificial restraints on labour and life; and there is only one expression of the force which will destroy Whiggery, and that is Socialism; and on the right hand and on the left Toryism and Radicalism will melt into Whiggery — are doing so now — and Socialism has got to absorb all that is not Whig in Radicalism.

Then comes the question, What is the policy of Socialism?  If Toryism and Democracy are only nebulous masses of opposition to the solid centre of Whiggery, what can we call Socialism?

Well, at present, in England at least, Socialism is not a party, but a sect.  That is sometimes brought against it as a taunt; but I am not dismayed by it; for I can conceive of a sect — nay, I have heard of one — becoming a very formidable power, and becoming so by dint of its long remaining a sect.  So I think it is quite possible that Socialism will remain a sect till the very eve of the last stroke that completes the revolution, after which it will melt into the new Society.  And is it not sects, bodies of definite, uncompromising principles, that lead us into revolutions?  Was it not so in the Cromwellian times?  Nay, have not the Fenian sect, even in our own days, made Home Rule possible?  They may give birth to parties, though not parties themselves.  And what should a sect like we are have to do in the parliamentary struggle — we who have an ideal to keep always before ourselves and others, and who cannot accept compromise; who can see nothing that can give us rest for a minute save the emancipation of labour, which will be brought about by the workers gaining possession of all the means of the fructification of labour; and who, even when that is gained, shall have pure Communism ahead to strive for?

What are we to do, then?  Stand by and look on?  Not exactly.  Yet we may look on other people doing their work while we do ours.  They are already beginning, as I have said, to stumble about with attempts at State Socialism.  Let them make their experiments and blunders, and prepare the way for us by so doing.  And our own business?  Well, we — sect or party, or group of self-seekers, madmen, and poets, which you will — are at least the only set of people who have been able to see that there is and has been a great class-struggle going on.  Further, we can see that this class-struggle cannot come to an end till the classes themselves do: one class must absorb the other.  Which, then?  Surely the useful one, the one that the world lives by, and on.  The business of the people at present is to make it impossible for the useless, non-producing class to live; while the business of Constitutionalism is, on the contrary, to make it possible for them to live.  And our business is to help to make the people conscious of this great antagonism between the people and Constitutionalism; and meantime to let Constitutionalism go on with its government unhelped by us at least, until it at last becomes conscious of its burden of the people’s hate, of the people’s knowledge that it is disinherited, which we shall have done our best to further by any means that we could.

As to Socialists in Parliament, there are two words about that.  If they go there to take a part in carrying on Constitutionalism by palliating the evils of the system, and so helping our rulers to bear their burden of government, I for one, and so far as their action therein goes, cannot call them Socialists at all.  But if they go there with the intention of doing what they can towards the disruption of Parliament, that is a matter of tactics for the time being; but even here I cannot help seeing the danger of their being seduced from their true errand, and I fear that they might become, on the terms above mentioned, simply supporters of the very thing they set out to undo.

I say that our work lies quite outside Parliament, and it is to help to educate the people by every and any means that may be effective; and the knowledge we have to help them to is threefold — to know their own, to know how to take their own, and to know how to use their own.






  








FEUDAL ENGLAND.
 

It is true that the Norman Conquest found a certain kind of feudality in existence in England — a feudality which was developed from the customs of the Teutonic tribes with no admixture of Roman law; and also that even before the Conquest this country was slowly beginning to be mixed up with the affairs of the Continent of Europe, and that not only with the kindred nations of Scandinavia, but with the Romanized countries also.  But the Conquest of Duke William did introduce the complete Feudal system into the country; and it also connected it by strong bonds to the Romanized countries, and yet by so doing laid the first foundations of national feeling in England.  The English felt their kinship with the Norsemen or the Danes, and did not suffer from their conquests when they had become complete, and when, consequently, mere immediate violence had disappeared from them; their feeling was tribal rather than national; but they could have no sense of tribal unity with the varied populations of the provinces which mere dynastical events had strung together into the dominion, the manor, one may say, of the foreign princes of Normandy and Anjou; and, as the kings who ruled them gradually got pushed out of their French possessions, England began to struggle against the domination of men felt to be foreigners, and so gradually became conscious of her separate nationality, though still only in a fashion, as the manor of an English lord.

It is beyond the scope of this piece to give anything like a connected story, even of the slightest, of the course of events between the conquest of Duke William and the fully developed mediæval period of the fourteenth century, which is the England that I have before my eyes as Mediæval or Feudal.  That period of the fourteenth century united the developments of the elements which had been stirring in Europe since the final fall of the Roman Empire, and England shared in the general feeling and spirit of the age, although, from its position, the course of its history, and to a certain extent the lives of its people, were different.  It is to this period, therefore, that I wish in the long run to call your attention, and I will only say so much about the earlier period as may be necessary to explain how the people of England got into the position in which they were found by the Statute of Labourers enacted by Edward III., and the Peasants’ Rebellion in the time of his grandson and successor, Richard II.

Undoubtedly, then, the Norman Conquest made a complete break in the continuity of the history of England.  When the Londoners after the Battle of Hastings accepted Duke William for their king, no doubt they thought of him as occupying much the same position as that of the newly slain Harold; or at any rate they looked on him as being such a king of England as Knut the Dane, who had also conquered the country; and probably William himself thought no otherwise; but the event was quite different; for on the one hand, not only was he a man of strong character, able, masterful, and a great soldier in the modern sense of the word, but he had at his back his wealthy dukedom of Normandy, which he had himself reduced to obedience and organized; and, on the other hand, England lay before him, unorganized, yet stubbornly rebellious to him; its very disorganization and want of a centre making it more difficult to deal with by merely overrunning it with an army levied for that purpose, and backed by a body of house-carles or guards, which would have been the method of a Scandinavian or native king in dealing with his rebellious subjects.  Duke William’s necessities and instincts combined led him into a very different course of action, which determined the future destiny of the country.  What he did was to quarter upon England an army of feudal vassals drawn from his obedient dukedom, and to hand over to them the lordship of the land of England in return for their military service to him, the suzerain of them all.  Thenceforward, it was under the rule of these foreign landlords that the people of England had to develop.

The development of the country as a Teutonic people was checked and turned aside by this event.  Duke William brought, in fact, his Normandy into England, which was thereby changed from a Teutonic people (Old-Norse theod), with the tribal customary law still in use among them, into a province of Romanized Feudal Europe, a piece of France, in short; and though in time she did grow into another England again, she missed for ever in her laws, and still more in her language and her literature, the chance of developing into a great homogeneous Teutonic people infused usefully with a mixture of Celtic blood.

However, this step which Duke William was forced to take further influenced the future of the country by creating the great order of the Baronage, and the history of the early period of England is pretty much that of the struggle of the king with the Baronage and the Church.  For William fixed the type of the successful English mediæval king, of whom Henry II. and Edward I. were the most notable examples afterwards.  It was, in fact, with him that the struggle towards monarchical bureaucracy began, which was checked by the barons, who extorted Magna Charta from King John, and afterwards by the revolt headed by Simon de Montfort in Henry III.’s reign; was carried on vigorously by Edward I., and finally successfully finished by Henry VII. after the long faction-fight of the Wars of the Roses had weakened the feudal lords so much that they could no longer assert themselves against the monarchy.

As to the other political struggle of the Middle Ages, the contest between the Crown and the Church, two things are to be noted; first, that at least in the earlier period the Church was on the popular side.  Thomas Beckett was canonized, it is true, formally and by regular decree; but his memory was held so dear by the people that he would probably have been canonized informally by them if the holy seat at Rome had refused to do so.  The second thing to be noted about the dispute is this, that it was no contest of principle.  According to the mediæval theory of life and religion, the Church and the State were one in essence, and but separate manifestations of the Kingdom of God upon earth, which was part of the Kingdom of God in heaven.  The king was an officer of that realm and a liegeman of God.  The doctor of laws and the doctor of physic partook in a degree of the priestly character.  On the other hand, the Church was not withdrawn from the every-day life of men; the division into a worldly and spiritual life, neither of which had much to do with the other, was a creation of the protestantism of the Reformation, and had no place in the practice at least of the mediæval Church, which we cannot too carefully remember is little more represented by modern Catholicism than by modern Protestantism.  The contest, therefore, between the Crown and the Church was a mere bickering between two bodies, without any essential antagonism between them, as to how far the administration of either reached; neither dreamed of subordinating one to the other, far less of extinguishing one by the other.

The history of the Crusades, by-the-way, illustrates very emphatically this position of the Church in the Middle Ages.  The foundation of that strange feudal kingdom of Jerusalem, whose very coat of arms was a solecism in heraldry, whose king had precedence, in virtue of his place as lord of the centre of Christianity, over all other kings and princes; the orders of men-at-arms vowed to poverty and chastity, like the Templars and Knights of St. John; and above all the unquestioning sense of duty that urged men of all classes and kinds into the holy war, show how strongly the idea of God’s Kingdom on the earth had taken hold of all men’s minds in the early Middle Ages.  As to the result of the Crusades, they certainly had their influence on the solidification of Europe and the great feudal system, at the head of which, in theory at least, were the Pope and the Kaiser.  For the rest, the intercourse with the East gave Europe an opportunity of sharing in the mechanical civilization of the peoples originally dominated by the Arabs, and infused by the art of Byzantium and Persia, not without some tincture of the cultivation of the latter classical period.

The stir and movement also of the Crusades, and the necessities in which they involved the princes and their barons, furthered the upward movement of the classes that lay below the feudal vassals, great and little; the principal opportunity for which movement, however, in England, was given by the continuous struggle between the Crown and the Church and Baronage.

The early Norman kings, even immediately after the death of the Conqueror, found themselves involved in this struggle, and were forced to avail themselves of the help of what had now become the inferior tribe — the native English, to wit.  Henry I., an able and ambitious man, understood this so clearly that he made a distinct bid for the favour of the inferior tribe by marrying an English princess; and it was by means of the help of his English subjects that he conquered his Norman subjects, and the field of Tenchebray, which put the coping-stone on his success, was felt by the English people as an English victory over the oppressing tribe with which Duke William had overwhelmed the English people.  It was during this king’s reign and under these influences that the trading and industrial classes began to rise somewhat.  The merchant gilds were now in their period of greatest power, and had but just begun, in England at least, to develop into the corporations of the towns; but the towns themselves were beginning to gain their freedom and to become an important element in the society of the time, as little by little they asserted themselves against the arbitrary rule of the feudal lords, lay or ecclesiastical: for as to the latter, it must be remembered that the Church included in herself the orders or classes into which lay society was divided, and while by its lower clergy of the parishes and by the friars it touched the people, its upper clergy were simply feudal lords; and as the religious fervour of the higher clergy, which was marked enough in the earlier period of the Middle Ages (in Anselm, for example), faded out, they became more and more mere landlords, although from the conditions of their landlordism, living as they did on their land and amidst of their tenants, they were less oppressive than the lay landlords.

The order and progress of Henry I.’s reign, which marks the transition from the mere military camp of the Conqueror to the mediæval England I have to dwell upon, was followed by the period of mere confusion and misery which accompanied the accession of the princes of Anjou to the throne of England.  In this period the barons widely became mere violent and illegal robbers; and the castles with which the land was dotted, and which were begun under the auspices of the Conqueror as military posts, became mere dens of strong-thieves.

No doubt this made the business of the next able king, Henry II., the easier.  He was a staunch man of business, and turned himself with his whole soul towards the establishment of order and the consolidation of the monarchy, which accordingly took a great stride under him towards its ultimate goal of bureaucracy.  He would probably have carried the business still farther, since in his contest with the Church, in spite of the canonization of Beckett and the king’s formal penance at his tomb, he had in fact gained a victory for the Crown which it never really lost again; but in his days England was only a part of the vast dominion of his House, which included more than half of France, and his struggle with his feudatories and the French king, which sowed the seed of the loss of that dominion to the English Crown, took up much of his life, and finally beat him.

His two immediate successors, Richard I. and John, were good specimens of the chiefs of their line, almost all of whom were very able men, having even a touch of genius in them, but therewithal were such wanton blackguards and scoundrels that one is almost forced to apply the theological word “wickedness” to them.  Such characters belong specially to their times, fertile as they were both of great qualities and of scoundrelism, and in which our own special vice of hypocrisy was entirely lacking.  John, the second of these two pests, put the coping-stone on the villany of his family, and lost his French dominion in the lump.

Under such rascals as these came the turn of the Baronage; and they, led by Stephen Langton, the archbishop who had been thrust on the unwilling king by the Pope, united together and forced from him his assent to Magna Charta, the great, thoroughly well-considered deed, which is conventionally called the foundation of English Liberty, but which can only claim to be so on the ground that it was the confirmation and seal of the complete feudal system in England, and put the relations between the vassals, the great feudatories, and the king on a stable basis; since it created, or at least confirmed, order among these privileged classes, among whom, indeed, it recognized the towns to a certain extent as part of the great feudal hierarchy: so that even by this time they had begun to acquire status in that hierarchy.

So John passed away, and became not long after an almost mythical personage, the type of the bad king.  There are still ballads, and prose stories deduced from these ballads, in existence, which tell the tale of this strange monster as the English people imagined it.

As they belong to the literature of the fourteenth century, the period I have undertaken to tell you about specially, I will give you one of the latter of these concerning the death of King John, for whom the people imagined a more dramatic cause of death than mere indigestion, of which in all probability he really died; and you may take it for a specimen of popular literature of the fourteenth century.

I can here make bold to quote from memory, without departing very widely from the old text, since the quaint wording of the original, and the spirit of bold and blunt heroism which it breathes, have fixed it in my mind for ever.

The king, you must remember, had halted at Swinestead Abbey, in Lincolnshire, in his retreat from the hostile barons and their French allies, and had lost all his baggage by the surprise of the advancing tide in the Wash; so that he might well be in a somewhat sour mood.

Says the tale: So the king went to meat in the hall, and before him was a loaf; and he looked grimly on it and said, ‘For how much is such a loaf sold in this realm?’

‘Sir, for one penny,’ said they.

Then the king smote the board with his fist and said, ‘By God, if I live for one year such a loaf shall be sold for twelve pence!’

That heard one of the monks who stood thereby, and he thought and considered that his hour and time to die was come, and that it would be a good deed to slay so cruel a king and so evil a lord.

So he went into the garden and plucked plums and took out of them the steles [stalks], and did venom in them each one; and he came before the king and sat on his knee, and said:

‘Sir, by St. Austin, this is fruit of our garden.’

Then the king looked evilly on him and said, ‘Assay them, monk!’

So the monk took and ate thereof, nor changed countenance any whit: and the king ate thereafter.

But presently afterwards the monk swelled and turned blue, and fell down and died before the king: then waxed the king sick at heart, and he also swelled and died, and so he ended his days.

For a while after the death of John and the accession of Henry III. the Baronage, strengthened by the great Charter and with a weak and wayward king on the throne, made their step forward in power and popularity, and the first serious check to the tendency to monarchical bureaucracy, a kind of elementary aristocratic constitution, was imposed upon the weakness of Henry III.  Under this movement of the barons, who in their turn had to seek for the support of the people, the towns made a fresh step in advance, and Simon de Montfort, the leader of what for want of a better word must be called the popular party, was forced by his circumstances to summon to his Parliament citizens from the boroughs.  Earl Simon was one of those men that come to the front in violent times, and he added real nobility of character to strength of will and persistence.  He became the hero of the people, who went near to canonizing him after his death.  But the monarchy was too strong for him and his really advanced projects, which by no means squared with the hopes of the Baronage in general: and when Prince Edward, afterwards Edward I., grown to his full mental stature, came to the help of the Crown with his unscrupulous business ability, the struggle was soon over; and with Evesham field the monarchy began to take a new stride, and the longest yet taken, towards bureaucracy.

Edward I. is remembered by us chiefly for the struggle he carried on with the Scotch Baronage for the feudal suzerainty of that kingdom, and the centuries of animosity between the two countries which that struggle drew on.  But he has other claims to our attention besides this.

At first, and remembering the ruthlessness of many of his acts, especially in the Scotch war, one is apt to look upon him as a somewhat pedantic tyrant and a good soldier, with something like a dash of hypocrisy beyond his time added.  But, like the Angevine kings I was speaking of just now, he was a completely characteristic product of his time.  He was not a hypocrite probably, after all, in spite of his tears shed after he had irretrievably lost a game, or after he had won one by stern cruelty.  There was a dash of real romance in him, which mingled curiously with his lawyer-like qualities.  He was, perhaps, the man of all men who represented most completely the finished feudal system, and who took it most to heart.  His law, his romance, and his religion, his self-command, and his terrible fury were all a part of this innate feudalism, and exercised within its limits; and we must suppose that he thoroughly felt his responsibility as the chief of his feudatories, while at the same time he had no idea of his having any responsibilities towards the lower part of his subjects.  Such a man was specially suited to carrying on the tendency to bureaucratic centralization, which culminated in the Tudor monarchy.  He had his struggle with the Baronage, but hard as it was, he was sure not to carry it beyond the due limits of feudalism; to that he was always loyal.  He had slain Earl Simon before he was king, while he was but his father’s general; but Earl Simon’s work did not die with him, and henceforward, while the Middle Ages and their feudal hierarchy lasted, it was impossible for either king or barons to do anything which would seriously injure each other’s position; the struggle ended in his reign in a balance of power in England which, on the one hand, prevented any great feudatory becoming a rival of the king, as happened in several instances in France, and on the other hand prevented the king lapsing into a mere despotic monarch.

I have said that bureaucracy took a great stride in Edward’s reign, but it reached its limits under feudalism as far as the nobles were concerned.  Peace and order was established between the different powers of the governing classes; henceforward, the struggle is between them and the governed; that struggle was now to become obvious; the lower tribe was rising in importance; it was becoming richer for fleecing, but also it was beginning to have some power; this led the king first, and afterwards the barons, to attack it definitely; it was rich enough to pay for the trouble of being robbed, and not yet strong enough to defend itself with open success, although the slower and less showy success of growth did not fail it.  The instrument of attack in the hands of the barons was the ordinary feudal privilege, the logical carrying out of serfdom; but this attack took place two reigns later.  We shall come to that further on.  The attack on the lower tribe which was now growing into importance was in this reign made by the king; and his instrument was — Parliament.

I have told you that Simon de Montfort made some attempt to get the burgesses to sit in his Parliament, but it was left to Edward I. to lay the foundations firmly of parliamentary representation, which he used for the purpose of augmenting the power of the Crown and crushing the rising liberty of the towns, though of course his direct aim was simply at — money.

The Great Council of the Realm was purely feudal; it was composed of the feudatories of the king, theoretically of all of them, practically of the great ones only.  It was, in fact, the council of the conquering tribe with their chief at its head; the matters of the due feudal tribute, aids, reliefs, fines, scutage, and the like — in short, the king’s revenue due from his men — were settled in this council at once and in the lump.  But the inferior tribe, though not represented there, existed, and, as aforesaid, was growing rich, and the king had to get their money out of their purses directly; which, as they were not represented at the council, he had to do by means of his officers (the sheriffs) dealing with them one after another, which was a troublesome job; for the men were stiff-necked and quite disinclined to part with their money; and the robbery having to be done on the spot, so to say, encountered all sorts of opposition: and, in fact, it was the money needs both of baron, bishop, and king which had been the chief instrument in furthering the progress of the towns.  The towns would be pressed by their lords, king, or baron, or bishop, as it might be, and they would see their advantage and strike a bargain.  For you are not to imagine that because there was a deal of violence going on in those times there was no respect for law; on the contrary, there was a quite exaggerated respect for it if it came within the four corners of the feudal feeling, and the result of this feeling of respect was the constant struggle for status on the part of the townships and other associations throughout the Middle Ages.

Well, the burghers would say, “’Tis hard to pay this money, but we will put ourselves out to pay it if you will do something for us in return; let, for example, our men be tried in our own court, and the verdict be of one of compurgation instead of wager of battle,” and so forth, and so forth.

All this sort of detailed bargaining was, in fact, a safeguard for the local liberties, so far as they went, of the towns and shires, and did not suit the king’s views of law and order at all; and so began the custom of the sheriff (the king’s officer, who had taken the place of the earl of the Anglo-Saxon period) summoning the burgesses to the council, which burgesses you must understand were not elected at the folkmotes of the town, or hundred, but in a sort of hole-and-corner way by a few of the bigger men of the place.  What the king practically said was this: “I want your money, and I cannot be for ever wrangling with you stubborn churles at home there, and listening to all your stories of how poor you are, and what you want; no, I want you to be represented.  Send me up from each one of your communes a man or two whom I can bully or cajole or bribe to sign away your substance for you.”

Under these circumstances it is no wonder that the towns were not very eager in the cause of representation.  It was no easy job to get them to come up to London merely to consult as to the kind of sauce with which they were to be eaten.  However, they did come in some numbers, and by the year 1295 something like a shadow of our present Parliament was on foot.  Nor need there be much more said about this institution; as time went on its functions got gradually extended by the petition for the redress of grievances accompanying the granting of money, but it was generally to be reckoned on as subservient to the will of the king, who down to the later Tudor period played some very queer tunes on this constitutional instrument.

Edward I. gave place to his son, who again was of the type of king who had hitherto given the opportunity to the barons for their turn of advancement in the constitutional struggle; and in earlier times no doubt they would have taken full advantage of the circumstances; as it was they had little to gain.  The king did his best to throw off the restraint of the feudal constitution, and to govern simply as an absolute monarch.  After a time of apparent success he failed, of course, and only succeeded in confirming the legal rights of feudalism by bringing about his own formal deposition at the hands of the Baronage, as a chief who, having broken the compact with his feudatories, had necessarily forfeited his right.  If we compare his case with that of Charles I. we shall find this difference in it, besides the obvious one that Edward was held responsible to his feudatories and Charles towards the upper middle classes, the squirearchy, as represented by Parliament; that Charles was condemned by a law created for the purpose, so to say, and evolved from the principle of the representation of the propertied classes, while Edward’s deposition was the real logical outcome of the confirmed feudal system, and was practically legal and regular.

The successor of the deposed king, the third Edward, ushers in the complete and central period of the Middle Ages in England.  The feudal system is complete: the life and spirit of the country has developed into a condition if not quite independent, yet quite forgetful, on the one hand of the ideas and customs of the Celtic and Teutonic tribes, and on the other of the authority of the Roman Empire.  The Middle Ages have grown into manhood; that manhood has an art of its own, which, though developed step by step from that of Old Rome and New Rome, and embracing the strange mysticism and dreamy beauty of the East, has forgotten both its father and its mother, and stands alone triumphant, the loveliest, brightest, and gayest of all the creations of the human mind and hand.

It has a literature of its own too, somewhat akin to its art, yet inferior to it, and lacking its unity, since there is a double stream in it.  On the one hand is the court poet, the gentleman, Chaucer, with his Italianizing metres, and his formal recognition of the classical stories; on which, indeed, he builds a superstructure of the quaintest and most unadulterated mediævalism, as gay and bright as the architecture which his eyes beheld and his pen pictured for us, so clear, defined, and elegant it is; a sunny world even amidst its violence and passing troubles, like those of a happy child, the worst of them an amusement rather than a grief to the onlookers; a world that scarcely needed hope in its eager life of adventure and love, amidst the sunlit blossoming meadows, and green woods, and white begilded manor-houses.  A kindly and human muse is Chaucer’s, nevertheless, interested in and amused by all life, but of her very nature devoid of strong aspirations for the future; and that all the more, since, though the strong devotion and fierce piety of the ruder Middle Ages had by this time waned, and the Church was more often lightly mocked at than either feared or loved, still the habit of looking on this life as part of another yet remained: the world is fair and full of adventure; kind men and true and noble are in it to make one happy; fools also to laugh at, and rascals to be resisted, yet not wholly condemned; and when this world is over we shall still go on living in another which is a part of this.  Look at all the picture, note all and live in all, and be as merry as you may, never forgetting that you are alive and that it is good to live.

That is the spirit of Chaucer’s poetry; but alongside of it existed yet the ballad poetry of the people, wholly untouched by courtly elegance and classical pedantry; rude in art but never coarse, true to the backbone; instinct with indignation against wrong, and thereby expressing the hope that was in it; a protest of the poor against the rich, especially in those songs of the Foresters, which have been called the mediæval epic of revolt; no more gloomy than the gentleman’s poetry, yet cheerful from courage, and not content.  Half a dozen stanzas of it are worth a cartload of the whining introspective lyrics of to-day; and he who, when he has mastered the slight differences of language from our own daily speech, is not moved by it, does not understand what true poetry means nor what its aim is.

There is a third element in the literature of this time which you may call Lollard poetry, the great example of which is William Langland’s “Piers Plowman.”  It is no bad corrective to Chaucer, and in form at least belongs wholly to the popular side; but it seems to me to show symptoms of the spirit of the rising middle class, and casts before it the shadow of the new master that was coming forward for the workman’s oppression.  But I must leave what more I have to say on this subject of the art and literature of the fourteenth century for another occasion.  In what I have just said, I only wanted to point out to you that the Middle Ages had by this time come to the fullest growth; and that they could express in a form which was all their own, the ideas and life of the time.

That time was in a sense brilliant and progressive, and the life of the worker in it was better than it ever had been, and might compare with advantage with what it became in after periods and with what it is now; and indeed, looking back upon it, there are some minds and some moods that cannot help regretting it, and are not particularly scared by the idea of its violence and its lack of accurate knowledge of scientific detail.

However, one thing is clear to us now, the kind of thing which never is clear to most people living in such periods — namely, that whatever it was, it could not last, but must change into something else.

The complete feudalism of the fourteenth century fell, as systems always fall, by its own corruption, and by development of the innate seeds of change, some of which indeed had lain asleep during centuries, to wake up into activity long after the events which had created them were forgotten.

The feudal system was naturally one of open war; and the alliances, marriages, and other dealings, family with family, made by the king and potentates, were always leading them into war by giving them legal claims, or at least claims that could be legally pleaded, to the domains of other lords, who took advantage of their being on the spot, of their strength in men or money, or their popularity with the Baronage, to give immediate effect to their claims.  Such a war was that by which Edward I. drew on England the enmity of the Scotch; and such again was the great war which Edward III. entered into with France.  You must not suppose that there was anything in this war of a national, far less of a race, character.  The last series of wars before this time I am now speaking of, in which race feelings counted for much, was the Crusades.  This French war, I say, was neither national, racial, or tribal; it was the private business of a lord of the manor, claiming what he considered his legal rights of another lord, who had, as he thought, usurped them; and this claim his loyal feudatories were bound to take up for him; loyalty to a feudal superior, not patriotism to a country, was the virtue which Edward III.’s soldiers had to offer, if they had any call to be virtuous in that respect.

This war once started was hard to drop, partly because of the success that Edward had in it, falling as he did on France with the force of a country so much more homogeneous than it; and no doubt it was a war very disastrous to both countries, and so may be reckoned as amongst the causes which broke up the feudal system.

But the real causes of that break-up lay much deeper than that.  The system was not capable of expansion in production; it was, in fact, as long as its integrity remained untouched, an army fed by slaves, who could not be properly and closely exploited; its free men proper might do something else in their leisure, and so produce art and literature, but their true business as members of a conquering tribe, their concerted business, was to fight.  There was, indeed, a fringe of people between the serf and the free noble who produced the matters of handicraft which were needed for the latter, but deliberately, and, as we should now think, wastefully; and as these craftsmen and traders began to grow into importance and to push themselves, as they could not help doing, into the feudal hierarchy, as they acquired status, so the sickness of the feudal system increased on it, and the shadow of the coming commercialism fell upon it.

That any set of people who could claim to be other than the property of free men should not have definite rights differentiated sharply from those of other groups, was an idea that did not occur to the Middle Ages; therefore, as soon as men came into existence that were not serfs and were not nobles, they had to struggle for status by organizing themselves into associations that should come to be acknowledged members of the great feudal hierarchy; for indefinite and negative freedom was not allowed to any person in those days; if you had not status you did not exist except as an outlaw.

This is, briefly speaking, the motive power of necessity that lay behind the struggle of the town corporations and craft-gilds to be free, a struggle which, though it was to result in the breaking up of the mediæval hierarchy, began by an appearance of strengthening it by adding to its members, increasing its power of production, and so making it more stable for the time being.

About this struggle, and the kind of life which accompanied it, I may have to write another time, and so will not say more about it here.  Except this, that it was much furthered by the change that gradually took place between the landlords and the class on whom all society rested, the serfs.  These at first were men who had no more rights than chattel slaves had, except that mostly, as part of the stock of the manor, they could not be sold off it; they had to do all the work of the manor, and to earn their own livelihood off it as they best could.  But as the power of production increased, owing to better methods of working, and as the country got to be more settled, their task-work became easier of performance and their own land more productive to them; and that tendency to the definition and differentiation of rights, moreover, was at work for their benefit, and the custom of the manor defined what their services were, and they began to acquire rights.  From that time they ceased to be pure serfs, and began to tend towards becoming tenants, at first paying purely and simply service for their holdings, but gradually commuting that service for fines and money payment — for rent, in short.

Towards the close of the fourteenth century, after the country had been depopulated by the Black Death, and impoverished by the long war, the feudal lords of these copyholders and tenants began to regret the slackness with which their predecessors had exploited their property, the serfs, and to consider that under the new commercial light which had begun to dawn upon them they could do it much better if they only had their property a little more in hand; but it was too late, for their property had acquired rights, and therewithal had got strange visions into their heads of a time much better than that in which they lived, when even those rights should be supplanted by a condition of things in which the assertion of rights for any one set of men should no longer be needed, since all men should be free to enjoy the fruits of their own labour.

Of that came the great episode of the Peasants’ War, led by men like Wat Tyler, Jack Straw, and John Ball, who indeed, with those they led, suffered for daring to be before their time, for the revolt was put down with cruelty worthy of an Irish landlord or a sweating capitalist of the present day; but, nevertheless, serfdom came to an end in England, if not because of the revolt, yet because of the events that made it, and thereby a death-wound was inflicted on the feudal system.

From that time onward the country, passing through the various troubles of a new French war of Henry V.’s time, and the War of the Roses, did not heed these faction fights much.

The workmen grew in prosperity, but also they began to rise into a new class, and a class beneath them of mere labourers who were not serfs began to form, and to lay the foundations of capitalistic production.

England got carried into the rising current of commercialism, and the rich men and landlords to turn their attention to the production of profit instead of the production of livelihood; the gild-less journeyman and the landless labourer slowly came into existence; the landlord got rid of his tenants all he could, turned tillage into pasture, and sweated the pastures to death in his eagerness for wool, which for him meant money and the breeding of money; till at last the place of the serf, which had stood empty, as it were, during a certain transition period, during which the non-capitalistic production was expanding up to its utmost limit, was filled by the proletarian working for the service of a master in a new fashion, a fashion which exploited and (woe worth the while!) exploits him very much more completely than the customs of the manor of the feudal period.

The life of the worker and the production of goods in this transition period, when Feudal society was sickening for its end, is a difficult and wide subject that requires separate treatment; at present I will leave the mediæval workman at the full development of that period which found him a serf bound to the manor, and which left him generally a yeoman or an artisan sharing the collective status of his gild.

The workman of to-day, if he could realize the position of his forerunner, has some reason to envy him: the feudal serf worked hard, and lived poorly, and produced a rough livelihood for his master; whereas the modern workman, working harder still, and living little if any better than the serf, produces for his master a state of luxury of which the old lord of the manor never dreamed.  The workman’s powers of production are multiplied a thousandfold; his own livelihood remains pretty much where it was.  The balance goes to his master and the crowd of useless, draggled-tailed knaves and fools who pander to his idiotic sham desires, and who, under the pretentious title of the intellectual part of the middle classes, have in their turn taken the place of the mediæval jester.

Truly, if the Positivist motto, “Live for others,” be taken in stark literality, the modern workman should be a good and wise man, since he has no chance of living for himself!

And yet, I wish he were wiser still; wise enough to make an end of the preaching of “Live on others,” which is the motto set forth by commercialism to her favoured children.

Yet in one thing the modern proletarian has an advantage over the mediæval serf, and that advantage is a world in itself.  Many a century lay between the serf and successful revolt, and though he tried it many a time and never lost heart, yet the coming change which his martyrdom helped on was not to be for him yet, but for the new masters of his successors.  With us it is different.  A few years of wearisome struggle against apathy and ignorance; a year or two of growing hope — and then who knows?  Perhaps a few months, or perhaps a few days of the open struggle against brute force, with the mask off its face, and the sword in its hand, and then we are over the bar.

Who knows, I say?  Yet this we know, that ahead of us, with nothing betwixt us except such incidents as are necessary to its development, lies the inevitable social revolution, which will bring about the end of mastery and the triumph of fellowship.






  








THE HOPES OF CIVILIZATION.
 

Every age has had its hopes, hopes that look to something beyond the life of the age itself, hopes that try to pierce into the future; and, strange to say, I believe that those hopes have been stronger not in the heyday of the epoch which has given them birth, but rather in its decadence and times of corruption: in sober truth it may well be that these hopes are but a reflection in those that live happily and comfortably of the vain longings of those others who suffer with little power of expressing their sufferings in an audible voice: when all goes well the happy world forgets these people and their desires, sure as it is that their woes are not dangerous to them the wealthy: whereas when the woes and grief of the poor begin to rise to a point beyond the endurance of men, fear conscious or unconscious falls upon the rich, and they begin to look about them to see what there may be among the elements of their society which may be used as palliatives for the misery which, long existing and ever growing greater among the slaves of that society, is now at last forcing itself on the attention of the masters.  Times of change, disruption, and revolution are naturally times of hope also, and not seldom the hopes of something better to come are the first tokens that tell people that revolution is at hand, though commonly such tokens are no more believed than Cassandra’s prophecies, or are even taken in a contrary sense by those who have anything to lose; since they look upon them as signs of the prosperity of the times, and the long endurance of that state of things which is so kind to them.  Let us then see what the hopes of civilization are like to-day: for indeed I purpose speaking of our own times chiefly, and will leave for the present all mention of that older civilization which was destroyed by the healthy barbarism out of which our present society has grown.

Yet a few words may be necessary concerning the birth of our present epoch and the hopes it gave rise to, and what has become of them: that will not take us very far back in history; as to my mind our modern civilization begins with the stirring period about the time of the Reformation in England, the time which in the then more important countries of the Continent is known as the period of the Renaissance, the so-called new-birth of art and learning.

And first remember that this period includes the death-throes of feudalism, with all the good and evil which that system bore with it.  For centuries past its end was getting ready by the gradual weakening of the bonds of the great hierarchy which held men together: the characteristics of those bonds were, theoretically at least, personal rights and personal duties between superior and inferior all down the scale; each man was born, so to say, subject to these conditions, and the mere accidents of his life could not free him from them: commerce, in our sense of the word, there was none; capitalistic manufacture, capitalistic exchange was unknown: to buy goods cheap that you might sell them dear was a legal offence (forestalling): to buy goods in the market in the morning and to sell them in the afternoon in the same place was not thought a useful occupation and was forbidden under the name of regrating; usury, instead of leading as now directly to the highest offices of the State, was thought wrong, and the profit of it mostly fell to the chosen people of God: the robbery of the workers, thought necessary then as now to the very existence of the State, was carried out quite crudely without any concealment or excuse by arbitrary taxation or open violence: on the other hand, life was easy, and common necessaries plenteous; the holidays of the Church were holidays in the modern sense of the word, downright play-days, and there were ninety-six obligatory ones: nor were the people tame and sheep-like, but as rough-handed and bold a set of good fellows as ever rubbed through life under the sun.

I remember three passages, from contemporary history or gossip, about the life of those times which luck has left us, and which illustrate curiously the change that has taken place in the habits of Englishmen.  A lady writing from Norfolk 400 years ago to her husband in London, amidst various commissions for tapestries, groceries, and gowns, bids him also not to forget to bring back with him a good supply of cross-bows and bolts, since the windows of their hall were too low to be handy for long-bow shooting.  A German traveller, writing quite at the end of the mediæval period, speaks of the English as the laziest and proudest people and the best cooks in Europe.  A Spanish ambassador about the same period says, “These English live in houses built of sticks and mud,  but therein they fare as plenteously as lords.”

Indeed, I confess that it is with a strange emotion that I recall these times and try to realize the life of our forefathers, men who were named like ourselves, spoke nearly the same tongue, lived on the same spots of earth, and therewithal were as different from us in manners, habits, ways of life and thought, as though they lived in another planet.  The very face of the country has changed; not merely I mean in London and the great manufacturing centres, but through the country generally; there is no piece of English ground, except such places as Salisbury Plain, but bears witness to the amazing change which 400 years has brought upon us.

Not seldom I please myself with trying to realize the face of mediæval England; the many chases and great woods, the stretches of common tillage and common pasture quite unenclosed; the rough husbandry of the tilled parts, the unimproved breeds of cattle, sheep, and swine; especially the latter, so lank and long and lathy, looking so strange to us; the strings of packhorses along the bridle-roads, the scantiness of the wheel-roads, scarce any except those left by the Romans, and those made from monastery to monastery: the scarcity of bridges, and people using ferries instead, or fords where they could; the little towns, well bechurched, often walled; the villages just where they are now (except for those that have nothing but the church left to tell of them), but better and more populous; their churches, some big and handsome, some small and curious, but all crowded with altars and furniture, and gay with pictures and ornament; the many religious houses, with their glorious architecture; the beautiful manor-houses, some of them castles once, and survivals from an earlier period; some new and elegant; some out of all proportion small for the importance of their lords.  How strange it would be to us if we could be landed in fourteenth century England; unless we saw the crest of some familiar hill, like that which yet bears upon it a symbol of an English tribe, and from which, looking down on the plain where Alfred was born, I once had many such ponderings, we should not know into what country of the world we were come: the name is left, scarce a thing else.

And when I think of this it quickens my hope of what may be: even so it will be with us in time to come; all will have changed, and another people will be dwelling here in England, who, although they may be of our blood and bear our name, will wonder how we lived in the nineteenth century.

Well, under all that rigidly ordered caste society of the fourteenth century, with its rough plenty, its sauntering life, its cool acceptance of rudeness and violence, there was going on a keen struggle of classes which carried with it the hope of progress of those days: the serfs gradually getting freed, and becoming some of them the town population, the first journeymen, or “free-labourers,” so called, some of them the copyholders of agricultural land: the corporations of the towns gathered power, the craft-gilds grew into perfection and corruption, the power of the Crown increased, attended with nascent bureaucracy; in short, the middle class was forming underneath the outward show of feudalism still intact: and all was getting ready for the beginning of the great commercial epoch in whose latter days I would fain hope we are living.  That epoch began with the portentous change of agriculture which meant cultivating for profit instead of for livelihood, and which carried with it the expropriation of the people from the land, the extinction of the yeoman, and the rise of the capitalist farmer; and the growth of the town population, which, swelled by the drift of the landless vagabonds and masterless men, grew into a definite proletariat or class of free-workmen; and their existence made that of the embryo capitalist-manufacturer also possible; and the reign of commercial contract and cash payment began to take the place of the old feudal hierarchy, with its many-linked chain of personal responsibilities.  The latter half of the seventeenth century, the reign of Charles II., saw the last blow struck at this feudal system, when the landowners’ military service was abolished, and they became simple owners of property that had no duties attached to it save the payment of a land-tax.

The hopes of the early part of the commercial period may be read in almost every book of the time, expressed in various degrees of dull or amusing pedantry, and show a naïf arrogance and contempt of the times just past through which nothing but the utmost simplicity of ignorance could have attained to.  But the times were stirring, and gave birth to the most powerful individualities in many branches of literature, and More and Campanella, at least from the midst of the exuberant triumph of young commercialism, gave to the world prophetic hopes of times yet to come when that commercialism itself should have given place to the society which we hope will be the next transform of civilization into something else; into a new social life.

This period of early and exuberant hopes passed into the next stage of sober realization of many of them, for commerce grew and grew, and moulded all society to its needs: the workman of the sixteenth century worked still as an individual with little co-operation, and scarce any division of labour: by the end of the seventeenth he had become only a part of a group which by that time was in the handicrafts the real unit of production; division of labour even at that period had quite destroyed his individuality, and the worker was but part of a machine: all through the eighteenth century this system went on progressing towards perfection, till to most men of that period, to most of those who were in any way capable of expressing their thoughts, civilization had already reached a high stage of perfection, and was certain to go on from better to better.

These hopes were not on the surface of a very revolutionary kind, but nevertheless the class struggle still went on, and quite openly too; for the remains of feudality, aided by the mere mask and grimace of the religion, which was once a real part of the feudal system, hampered the progress of commerce sorely, and seemed a thousandfold more powerful than it really was; because in spite of the class struggle there was really a covert alliance between the powerful middle classes who were the children of commerce and their old masters the aristocracy; an unconscious understanding between them rather, in the midst of their contest, that certain matters were to be respected even by the advanced party: the contest and civil war between the king and the commons in England in the seventeenth century illustrates this well: the caution with which privilege was attacked in the beginning of the struggle, the unwillingness of all the leaders save a few enthusiasts to carry matters to their logical consequences, even when the march of events had developed the antagonism between aristocratic privilege and middle-class freedom of contract (so called); finally, the crystallization of the new order conquered by the sword of Naseby into a mongrel condition of things between privilege and bourgeois freedom, the defeat and grief of the purist Republicans, and the horror at and swift extinction of the Levellers, the pioneers of Socialism in that day, all point to the fact that the “party of progress,” as we should call it now, was determined after all that privilege should not be abolished further than its own standpoint.

The seventeenth century ended in the great Whig revolution in England, and, as I said, commerce throve and grew enormously, and the power of the middle classes increased proportionately and all things seemed going smoothly with them, till at last in France the culminating corruption of a society, still nominally existing for the benefit of the privileged aristocracy, forced their hand: the old order of things, backed as it was by the power of the executive, by that semblance of overwhelming physical force which is the real and only cement of a society founded on the slavery of the many — the aristocratic power, seemed strong and almost inexpugnable: and since any stick will do to beat a dog with, the middle classes in France were forced to take up the first stick that lay ready to hand if they were not to give way to the aristocrats, which indeed the whole evolution of history forbade them to do.  Therefore, as in England in the seventeenth century, the middle classes allied themselves to religious and republican, and even communistic enthusiasts, with the intention, firm though unexpressed, to keep them down when they had mounted to power by their means, so in France they had to ally themselves with the proletariat; which, shamefully oppressed and degraded as it had been, now for the first time in history began to feel its power, the power of numbers: by means of this help they triumphed over aristocratic privilege, but, on the other hand, although the proletariat was speedily reduced again to a position not much better than that it had held before the revolution, the part it played therein gave a new and terrible character to that revolution, and from that time forward the class struggle entered on to a new phase; the middle classes had gained a complete victory, which in France carried with it all the outward signs of victory, though in England they chose to consider a certain part of themselves an aristocracy, who had indeed little signs of aristocracy about them either for good or for evil, being in very few cases of long descent, and being in their manners and ideas unmistakably bourgeois.

So was accomplished the second act of the great class struggle with whose first act began the age of commerce; as to the hopes of this period of the revolution we all know how extravagant they were; what a complete regeneration of the world was expected to result from the abolition of the grossest form of privilege; and I must say that, before we mock at the extravagance of those hopes, we should try to put ourselves in the place of those that held them, and try to conceive how the privilege of the old noblesse must have galled the respectable well-to-do people of that time.  Well, the reasonable part of those hopes were realized by the revolution; in other words, it accomplished what it really aimed at, the freeing of commerce from the fetters of sham feudality; or, in other words, the destruction of aristocratic privilege.  The more extravagant part of the hopes expressed by the eighteenth century revolution were vague enough, and tended in the direction of supposing that the working classes would be benefited by what was to the interest of the middle class in some way quite unexplained — by a kind of magic, one may say — which welfare of the workers, as it was never directly aimed at, but only hoped for by the way, so also did not come about by any such magical means, and the triumphant middle classes began gradually to find themselves looked upon no longer as rebellious servants, but as oppressive masters.

The middle class had freed commerce from her fetters of privilege, and had freed thought from her fetters of theology, at least partially; but it had not freed, nor attempted to free, labour from its fetters.  The leaders of the French Revolution, even amidst the fears, suspicions and slaughter of the Terror, upheld the rights of “property” so called, though a new pioneer or prophet appeared in France, analogous in some respects to the Levellers of Cromwell’s time, but, as might be expected, far more advanced and reasonable than they were.  Gracchus Babeuf and his fellows were treated as criminals, and died or suffered the torture of prison for attempting to put into practice those words which the Republic still carried on its banners, and Liberty, Fraternity, and Equality were interpreted in a middle-class, or if you please a Jesuitical, sense, as the rewards of success for those who could struggle into an exclusive class; and at last property had to be defended by a military adventurer, and the Revolution seemed to have ended with Napoleonism.

Nevertheless, the Revolution was not dead, nor was it possible to say thus far and no further to the rising tide.  Commerce, which had created the propertyless proletariat throughout civilization had still another part to play, which is not yet played out; she had and has to teach the workers to know what they are; to educate them, to consolidate them, and not only to give them aspirations for their advancement as a class, but to make means for them to realize those aspirations.  All this she did, nor loitered in her work either; from the beginning of the nineteenth century the history of civilization is really the history of the last of the class-struggles which was inaugurated by the French Revolution; and England, who all through the times of the Revolution and the Cæsarism which followed it appeared to be the steady foe of Revolution, was really as steadily furthering it; her natural conditions, her store of coal and minerals, her temperate climate, extensive sea-board and many harbours, and lastly her position as the outpost of Europe looking into America across the ocean, doomed her to be for a time at least the mistress of the commerce of the civilized world, and its agent with barbarous and semi-barbarous countries.  The necessities of this destiny drove her into the implacable war with France, a war which, nominally waged on behalf of monarchical principles, was really, though doubtless unconsciously, carried on for the possession of the foreign and colonial markets.  She came out victorious from that war, and fully prepared to take advantage of the industrial revolution which had been going on the while, and which I now ask you to note.

I have said that the eighteenth century perfected the system of labour which took the place of the mediæval system, under which a workman individually carried his piece of work all through its various stages from the first to the last.

This new system, the first change in industrial production since the Middle Ages, is known as the system of division of labour, wherein, as I said, the unit of labour is a group, not a man; the individual workman in this system is kept life-long at the performance of some task quite petty in itself, and which he soon masters, and having mastered it has nothing more to do but to go on increasing his speed of hand under the spur of competition with his fellows, until he has become the perfect machine which it is his ultimate duty to become, since without attaining to that end he must die or become a pauper.  You can well imagine how this glorious invention of division of labour, this complete destruction of individuality in the workman, and his apparent hopeless enslavement to his profit-grinding master, stimulated the hopes of civilization; probably more hymns have been sung in praise of division of labour, more sermons preached about it, than have done homage to the precept, “do unto others as ye would they should do unto you.”

To drop all irony, surely this was one of those stages of civilization at which one might well say that, if it was to stop there, it was a pity that it had ever got so far.  I have had to study books and methods of work of the eighteenth century a good deal, French chiefly; and I must say that the impression made on me by that study is that the eighteenth century artisan must have been a terrible product of civilization, and quite in a condition to give rise to hopes — of the torch, the pike, and the guillotine.

However, civilization was not going to stop there; having turned the man into a machine, the next stage for commerce to aim at was to contrive machines which would widely dispense with human labour; nor was this aim altogether disappointed.

Now, at first sight it would seem that having got the workman into such a plight as he was, as the slave of division of labour, this new invention of machines which should free him from a part of his labour at least, could be nothing to him but an unmixed blessing.  Doubtless it will prove to have been so in the end, when certain institutions have been swept away which most people now look on as eternal; but a longish time has passed during which the workman’s hopes of civilization have been disappointed, for those who invented the machines, or rather who profited by their invention, did not aim at the saving of labour in the sense of reducing the labour which each man had to do, but, first taking it for granted that every workman would have to work as long as he could stand up to it, aimed, under those conditions of labour, at producing the utmost possible amount of goods which they could sell at a profit.

Need I dwell on the fact that, under these circumstances, the invention of the machines has benefited the workman but little even to this day?

Nay, at first they made his position worse than it had been: for, being thrust on the world very suddenly, they distinctly brought about an industrial revolution, changing everything suddenly and completely; industrial productiveness was increased prodigiously, but so far from the workers reaping the benefit of this, they were thrown out of work in enormous numbers, while those who were still employed were reduced from the position of skilled artisans to that of unskilled labourers: the aims of their masters being, as I said, to make a profit, they did not trouble themselves about this as a class, but took it for granted that it was something that couldn’t be helped and didn’t hurt them; nor did they think of offering to the workers that compensation for harassed interests which they have since made a point of claiming so loudly for themselves.

This was the state of things which followed on the conclusion of European peace, and even that peace itself rather made matters worse than better, by the sudden cessation of all war industries, and the throwing on to the market many thousands of soldiers and sailors: in short, at no period of English history was the condition of the workers worse than in the early years of the nineteenth century.

There seem during this period to have been two currents of hope that had reference to the working classes: the first affected the masters, the second the men.

In England, and, in what I am saying of this period, I am chiefly thinking of England, the hopes of the richer classes ran high; and no wonder; for England had by this time become the mistress of the markets of the world, and also, as the people of that period were never weary of boasting, the workshop of the world: the increase in the riches of the country was enormous, even at the early period I am thinking of now — prior to ‘48, I mean — though it increased much more speedily in times that we have all seen: but part of the jubilant hopes of this newly rich man concerned his servants, the instruments of his fortune: it was hoped that the population in general would grow wiser, better educated, thriftier, more industrious, more comfortable; for which hope there was surely some foundation, since man’s mastery over the forces of Nature was growing yearly towards completion; but you see these benevolent gentlemen supposed that these hopes would be realized perhaps by some unexplained magic as aforesaid, or perhaps by the working-classes, at their own expense, by the exercise of virtues supposed to be specially suited to their condition, and called, by their masters, “thrift” and “industry.”  For this latter supposition there was no foundation: indeed, the poor wretches who were thrown out of work by the triumphant march of commerce had perforce worn thrift threadbare, and could hardly better their exploits in that direction; while as to those who worked in the factories, or who formed the fringe of labour elsewhere, industry was no new gospel to them, since they already worked as long as they could work without dying at the loom, the spindle, or the stithy.  They for their part had their hopes, vague enough as to their ultimate aim, but expressed in the passing day by a very obvious tendency to revolt: this tendency took various forms, which I cannot dwell on here, but settled down at last into Chartism: about which I must speak a few words: but first I must mention, I can scarce do more, the honoured name of Robert Owen, as representative of the nobler hopes of his day, just as More was of his, and the lifter of the torch of Socialism amidst the dark days of the confusion consequent on the reckless greed of the early period of the great factory industries.

That the conditions under which man lived could affect his life and his deeds infinitely, that not selfish greed and ceaseless contention, but brotherhood and co-operation were the bases of true society, was the gospel which he preached and also practised with a single-heartedness, devotion, and fervour of hope which have never been surpassed: he was the embodied hope of the days when the advance of knowledge and the sufferings of the people thrust revolutionary hope upon those thinkers who were not in some form or other in the pay of the sordid masters of society.

As to the Chartist agitation, there is this to be said of it, that it was thoroughly a working-class movement, and it was caused by the simplest and most powerful of all causes — hunger.  It is noteworthy that it was strongest, especially in its earlier days, in the Northern and Midland manufacturing districts — that is, in the places which felt the distress caused by the industrial revolution most sorely and directly; it sprang up with particular vigour in the years immediately following the great Reform Bill; and it has been remarked that disappointment of the hopes which that measure had cherished had something to do with its bitterness.  As it went on, obvious causes for failure were developed in it; self-seeking leadership; futile discussion of the means of making the change, before organization of the party was perfected; blind fear of ultimate consequences on the part of some, blind disregard to immediate consequences on the part of others; these were the surface reasons for its failure: but it would have triumphed over all these and accomplished revolution in England, if it had not been for causes deeper and more vital than these.  Chartism differed from mere Radicalism in being a class movement; but its aim was after all political rather than social.  The Socialism of Robert Owen fell short of its object because it did not understand that, as long as there is a privileged class in possession of the executive power, they will take good care that their economical position, which enables them to live on the unpaid labour of the people, is not tampered with: the hopes of the Chartists were disappointed because they did not understand that true political freedom is impossible to people who are economically enslaved: there is no first and second in these matters, the two must go hand in hand together: we cannot live as we will, and as we should, as long as we allow people to govern us whose interest it is that we should live as they will, and by no means as we should; neither is it any use claiming the right to manage our own business unless we are prepared to have some business of our own: these two aims united mean the furthering of the class struggle till all classes are abolished — the divorce of one from the other is fatal to any hope of social advancement.

Chartism therefore, though a genuine popular movement, was incomplete in its aims and knowledge; the time was not yet come and it could not triumph openly; but it would be a mistake to say that it failed utterly: at least it kept alive the holy flame of discontent; it made it possible for us to attain to the political goal of democracy, and thereby to advance the cause of the people by the gain of a stage from whence could be seen the fresh gain to be aimed at.

I have said that the time for revolution had not then come: the great wave of commercial success went on swelling, and though the capitalists would if they had dared have engrossed the whole of the advantages thereby gained at the expense of their wage slaves, the Chartist revolt warned them that it was not safe to attempt it.  They were forced to try to allay discontent by palliative measures.  They had to allow Factory Acts to be passed regulating the hours and conditions of labour of women and children, and consequently of men also in some of the more important and consolidated industries; they were forced to repeal the ferocious laws against combination among the workmen; so that the Trades Unions won for themselves a legal position and became a power in the labour question, and were able by means of strikes and threats of strikes to regulate the wages granted to the workers, and to raise the standard of livelihood for a certain part of the skilled workmen and the labourers associated with them: though the main part of the unskilled, including the agricultural workmen, were no better off than before.

Thus was damped down the flame of a discontent vague in its aims, and passionately crying out for what, if granted, it could not have used: twenty years ago any one hinting at the possibility of serious class discontent in this country would have been looked upon as a madman; in fact, the well-to-do and cultivated were quite unconscious (as many still are) that there was any class distinction in this country other than what was made by the rags and cast clothes of feudalism, which in a perfunctory manner they still attacked.

There was no sign of revolutionary feeling in England twenty years ago: the middle class were so rich that they had no need to hope for anything — but a heaven which they did not believe in: the well-to-do working men did not hope, since they were not pinched and had no means of learning their degraded position: and lastly, the drudges of the proletariat had such hope as charity, the hospital, the workhouse, and kind death at last could offer them.

In this stock-jobbers’ heaven let us leave our dear countrymen for a little, while I say a few words about the affairs of the people on the continent of Europe.  Things were not quite so smooth for the fleecer there: Socialist thinkers and writers had arisen about the same time as Robert Owen; St. Simon, Proudhon, Fourier and his followers kept up the traditions of hope in the midst of a bourgeois world.  Amongst these Fourier is the one that calls for most attention: since his doctrine of the necessity and possibility of making labour attractive is one which Socialism can by no means do without.  France also kept up the revolutionary and insurrectionary tradition, the result of something like hope still fermenting amongst the proletariat: she fell at last into the clutches of a second Cæsarism developed by the basest set of sharpers, swindlers, and harlots that ever insulted a country, and of whom our own happy bourgeois at home made heroes and heroines: the hideous open corruption of Parisian society, to which, I repeat, our respectable classes accorded heartfelt sympathy, was finally swept away by the horrors of a race war: the defeats and disgraces of this war developed, on the one hand, an increase in the wooden implacability and baseness of the French bourgeois, but on the other made way for revolutionary hope to spring again, from which resulted the attempt to establish society on the basis of the freedom of labour, which we call the Commune of Paris of 1871.  Whatever mistakes or imprudences were made in this attempt, and all wars blossom thick with such mistakes, I will leave the reactionary enemies of the people’s cause to put forward: the immediate and obvious result was the slaughter of thousands of brave and honest revolutionists at the hands of the respectable classes, the loss in fact of an army for the popular cause: but we may be sure that the results of the Commune will not stop there: to all Socialists that heroic attempt will give hope and ardour in the cause as long as it is to be won; we feel as though the Paris workman had striven to bring the day-dawn for us, and had lifted us the sun’s rim over the horizon, never to set in utter darkness again: of such attempts one must say, that though those who perished in them might have been put in a better place in the battle, yet after all brave men never die for nothing, when they die for principle.

Let us shift from France to Germany before we get back to England again, and conclude with a few words about our hopes at the present day.  To Germany we owe the school of economists, at whose head stands the name of Karl Marx, who have made modern Socialism what it is: the earlier Socialist writers and preachers based their hopes on man being taught to see the desirableness of co-operation taking the place of competition, and adopting the change voluntarily and consciously, and they trusted to schemes more or less artificial being tried and accepted, although such schemes were necessarily constructed out of the materials which capitalistic society offered: but the new school, starting with an historical view of what had been, and seeing that a law of evolution swayed all events in it, was able to point out to us that the evolution was still going on, and that, whether Socialism be desirable or not, it is at least inevitable.  Here then was at last a hope of a different kind to any that had gone before it; and the German and Austrian workmen were not slow to learn the lesson founded on this theory; from being one of the most backward countries in Europe in the movement, before Lassalle started his German workman’s party in 1863, Germany soon became the leader in it: Bismarck’s repressive law has only acted on opinion there, as the roller does to the growing grass — made it firmer and stronger; and whatever vicissitudes may be the fate of the party as a party, there can be no doubt that Socialistic opinion is firmly established there, and that when the time is ripe for it that opinion will express itself in action.

Now, in all I have been saying, I have been wanting you to trace the fact that, ever since the establishment of commercialism on the ruins of feudality, there has been growing a steady feeling on the part of the workers that they are a class dealt with as a class, and in like manner to deal with others; and that as this class feeling has grown, so also has grown with it a consciousness of the antagonism between their class and the class which employs it, as the phrase goes; that is to say, which lives by means of its labour.

Now it is just this growing consciousness of the fact that as long as there exists in society a propertied class living on the labour of a propertyless one, there must be a struggle always going on between those two classes — it is just the dawning knowledge of this fact which should show us what civilization can hope for — namely, transformation into true society, in which there will no longer be classes with their necessary struggle for existence and superiority: for the antagonism of classes which began in all simplicity between the master and the chattel slave of ancient society, and was continued between the feudal lord and the serf of mediæval society, has gradually become the contention between the capitalist developed from the workman of the last-named period, and the wage-earner: in the former struggle the rise of the artisan and villenage tenant created a new class, the middle class, while the place of the old serf was filled by the propertyless labourer, with whom the middle class, which has absorbed the aristocracy, is now face to face: the struggle between the classes therefore is once again a simple one, as in the days of the classical peoples; but since there is no longer any strong race left out of civilization, as in the time of the disruption of Rome, the whole struggle in all its simplicity between those who have and those who lack is within civilization.

Moreover, the capitalist or modern slave-owner has been forced by his very success, as we have seen, to organize his slaves, the wage-earners, into a co-operation for production so well arranged that it requires little but his own elimination to make it a foundation for communal life: in the teeth also of the experience of past ages, he has been compelled to allow a modicum of education to the propertyless, and has not even been able to deprive them wholly of political rights; his own advance in wealth and power has bred for him the very enemy who is doomed to make an end of him.

But will there be any new class to take the place of the present proletariat when that has triumphed, as it must do, over the present privileged class?  We cannot foresee the future, but we may fairly hope not: at least we cannot see any signs of such a new class forming.  It is impossible to see how destruction of privilege can stop short of absolute equality of condition; pure Communism is the logical deduction from the imperfect form of the new society, which is generally differentiated from it as Socialism.

Meantime, it is this simplicity and directness of the growing contest which above all things presents itself as a terror to the conservative instinct of the present day.  Many among the middle class who are sincerely grieved and shocked at the condition of the proletariat which civilization has created, and even alarmed by the frightful inequalities which it fosters, do nevertheless shudder back from the idea of the class struggle, and strive to shut their eyes to the fact that it is going on.  They try to think that peace is not only possible, but natural, between the two classes, the very essence of whose existence is that each can only thrive by what it manages to force the other to yield to it.  They propose to themselves the impossible problem of raising the inferior or exploited classes into a position in which they will cease to struggle against the superior classes, while the latter will not cease to exploit them.  This absurd position drives them into the concoction of schemes for bettering the condition of the working classes at their own expense, some of them futile, some merely fantastic; or they may be divided again into those which point out the advantages and pleasures of involuntary asceticism, and reactionary plans for importing the conditions of the production and life of the Middle Ages (wholly misunderstood by them, by the way) into the present system of the capitalist farmer, the great industries, and the universal world-market.  Some see a solution of the social problem in sham co-operation, which is merely an improved form of joint-stockery: others preach thrift to (precarious) incomes of eighteen shillings a week, and industry to men killing themselves by inches in working overtime, or to men whom the labour-market has rejected as not wanted: others beg the proletarians not to breed so fast; an injunction the compliance with which might be at first of advantage to the proletarians themselves in their present condition, but would certainly undo the capitalists, if it were carried to any lengths, and would lead through ruin and misery to the violent outbreak of the very revolution which these timid people are so anxious to forego.

Then there are others who, looking back on the past, and perceiving that the workmen of the Middle Ages lived in more comfort and self-respect than ours do, even though they were subjected to the class rule of men who were looked on as another order of beings than they, think that if those conditions of life could be reproduced under our better political conditions the question would be solved for a time at least.  Their schemes may be summed up in attempts, more or less preposterously futile, to graft a class of independent peasants on our system of wages and capital.  They do not understand that this system of independent workmen, producing almost entirely for the consumption of themselves and their neighbours, and exploited by the upper classes by obvious taxes on their labour, which was not otherwise organized or interfered with by the exploiters, was what in past times took the place of our system, in which the workers sell their labour in the competitive market to masters who have in their hands the whole organization of the markets, and that these two systems are mutually destructive.

Others again believe in the possibility of starting from our present workhouse system, for the raising of the lowest part of the working population into a better condition, but do not trouble themselves as to the position of the workers who are fairly above the condition of pauperism, or consider what part they will play in the contest for a better livelihood.  And, lastly, quite a large number of well-intentioned persons belonging to the richer classes believe, that in a society that compels competition for livelihood, and holds out to the workers as a stimulus to exertion the hope of their rising into a monopolist class of non-producers, it is yet possible to “moralize” capital (to use a slang phrase of the Positivists): that is to say, that a sentiment imported from a religion which looks upon another world as the true sphere of action for mankind, will override the necessities of our daily life in this world.  This curious hope is founded on the feeling that a sentiment antagonistic to the full development of commercialism exists and is gaining ground, and that this sentiment is an independent growth of the ethics of the present epoch.  As a matter of fact, admitting its existence, as I think we must do, it is the birth of the sense of insecurity which is the shadow cast before by the approaching dissolution of modern society founded on wage-slavery.

The greater part of these schemes aim, though seldom with the consciousness of their promoters, at the creation of a new middle-class out of the wage-earning class, and at their expense, just as the present middle-class was developed out of the serf-population of the early Middle Ages.  It may be possible that such a further development of the middle-class lies before us, but it will not be brought about by any such artificial means as the abovementioned schemes.  If it comes at all, it must be produced by events, which at present we cannot foresee, acting on our commercial system, and revivifying for a little time, maybe, that Capitalist Society which now seems sickening towards its end.

For what is visible before us in these days is the competitive commercial system killing itself by its own force: profits lessening, businesses growing bigger and bigger, the small employer of labour thrust out of his function, and the aggregation of capital increasing the numbers of the lower middle-class from above rather than from below, by driving the smaller manufacturer into the position of a mere servant to the bigger.  The productivity of labour also increasing out of all proportion to the capacity of the capitalists to manage the market or deal with the labour supply: lack of employment therefore becoming chronic, and discontent therewithal.

All this on the one hand.  On the other, the workmen claiming everywhere political equality, which cannot long be denied; and education spreading, so that what between the improvement in the education of the working-class and the continued amazing fatuity of that of the upper classes, there is a distinct tendency to equalization here; and, as I have hinted above, all history shows us what a danger to society may be a class at once educated and socially degraded: though, indeed, no history has yet shown us — what is swiftly advancing upon us — a class which, though it shall have attained knowledge, shall lack utterly the refinement and self-respect which come from the union of knowledge with leisure and ease of life.  The growth of such a class may well make the “cultured” people of to-day tremble.

Whatever, therefore, of unforeseen and unconceived-of may lie in the womb of the future, there is nothing visible before us but a decaying system, with no outlook but ever-increasing entanglement and blindness, and a new system, Socialism, the hope of which is ever growing clearer in men’s minds — a system which not only sees how labour can be freed from its present fetters, and organized unwastefully, so as to produce the greatest possible amount of wealth for the community and for every member of it, but which bears with it its own ethics and religion and æsthetics: that is the hope and promise of a new and higher life in all ways.  So that even if those unforeseen economical events above spoken of were to happen, and put off for a while the end of our Capitalist system, the latter would drag itself along as an anomaly cursed by all, a mere clog on the aspirations of humanity.

It is not likely that it will come to that: in all probability the logical outcome of the latter days of Capitalism will go step by step with its actual history: while all men, even its declared enemies, will be working to bring Socialism about, the aims of those who have learned to believe in the certainty and beneficence of its advent will become clearer, their methods for realizing it clearer also, and at last ready to hand.  Then will come that open acknowledgment for the necessity of the change (an acknowledgment coming from the intelligence of civilization) which is commonly called Revolution.  It is no use prophesying as to the events which will accompany that revolution, but to a reasonable man it seems unlikely to the last degree, or we will say impossible, that a moral sentiment will induce the proprietary classes — those who live by owning the means of production which the unprivileged classes must needs use — to yield up this privilege uncompelled; all one can hope is that they will see the implicit threat of compulsion in the events of the day, and so yield with a good grace to the terrible necessity of forming part of a world in which all, including themselves, will work honestly and live easily.






  








THE AIMS OF ART.
 

In considering the Aims of Art, that is, why men toilsomely cherish and practise Art, I find myself compelled to generalize from the only specimen of humanity of which I know anything; to wit, myself.  Now, when I think of what it is that I desire, I find that I can give it no other name than happiness.  I want to be happy while I live; for as for death, I find that, never having experienced it, I have no conception of what it means, and so cannot even bring my mind to bear upon it.  I know what it is to live; I cannot even guess what it is to be dead.  Well, then, I want to be happy, and even sometimes, say generally, to be merry; and I find it difficult to believe that that is not the universal desire: so that, whatever tends towards that end I cherish with all my best endeavour.  Now, when I consider my life further, I find out, or seem to, that it is under the influence of two dominating moods, which for lack of better words I must call the mood of energy and the mood of idleness: these two moods are now one, now the other, always crying out in me to be satisfied.  When the mood of energy is upon me, I must be doing something, or I become mopish and unhappy; when the mood of idleness is on me, I find it hard indeed if I cannot rest and let my mind wander over the various pictures, pleasant or terrible, which my own experience or my communing with the thoughts of other men, dead or alive, have fashioned in it; and if circumstances will not allow me to cultivate this mood of idleness, I find I must at the best pass through a period of pain till I can manage to stimulate my mood of energy to take its place and make me happy again.  And if I have no means wherewith to rouse up that mood of energy to do its duty in making me happy, and I have to toil while the idle mood is upon me, then am I unhappy indeed, and almost wish myself dead, though I do not know what that means.

Furthermore, I find that while in the mood of idleness memory amuses me, in the mood of energy hope cheers me; which hope is sometimes big and serious, and sometimes trivial, but that without it there is no happy energy.  Again, I find that while I can sometimes satisfy this mood by merely exercising it in work that has no result beyond the passing hour — in play, in short — yet that it presently wearies of that and gets languid, the hope therein being too trivial, and sometimes even scarcely real; and that on the whole, to satisfy my master the mood, I must either be making something or making believe to make it.

Well, I believe that all men’s lives are compounded of these two moods in various proportions, and that this explains why they have always, with more or less of toil, cherished and practised art.

Why should they have touched it else, and so added to the labour which they could not choose but do in order to live?  It must have been done for their pleasure, since it has only been in very elaborate civilizations that a man could get other men to keep him alive merely to produce works of art, whereas all men that have left any signs of their existence behind them have practised art.

I suppose, indeed, that nobody will be inclined to deny that the end proposed by a work of art is always to please the person whose senses are to be made conscious of it.  It was done for some one who was to be made happier by it; his idle or restful mood was to be amused by it, so that the vacancy which is the besetting evil of that mood might give place to pleased contemplation, dreaming, or what you will; and by this means he would not so soon be driven into his workful or energetic mood: he would have more enjoyment, and better.

The restraining of restlessness, therefore, is clearly one of the essential aims of art, and few things could add to the pleasure of life more than this.  There are, to my knowledge, gifted people now alive who have no other vice than this of restlessness, and seemingly no other curse in their lives to make them unhappy: but that is enough; it is “the little rift within the lute.”  Restlessness makes them hapless men and bad citizens.

But granting, as I suppose you all will do, that this is a most important function for art to fulfil, the question next comes, at what price do we obtain it?  I have admitted that the practice of art has added to the labour of mankind, though I believe in the long run it will not do so; but in adding to the labour of man has it added, so far, to his pain?  There always have been people who would at once say yes to that question; so that there have been and are two sets of people who dislike and contemn art as an embarrassing folly.  Besides the pious ascetics, who look upon it as a worldly entanglement which prevents men from keeping their minds fixed on the chances of their individual happiness or misery in the next world; who, in short, hate art, because they think that it adds to man’s earthly happiness — besides these, there are also people who, looking on the struggle of life from the most reasonable point that they know of, contemn the arts because they think that they add to man’s slavery by increasing the sum of his painful labour: if this were the case, it would still, to my mind, be a question whether it might not be worth the while to endure the extra pain of labour for the sake of the extra pleasure added to rest; assuming, for the present, equality of condition among men.  But it seems to me that it is not the case that the practice of art adds to painful labour; nay more, I believe that, if it did, art would never have arisen at all, would certainly not be discernible, as it is, among peoples in whom only the germs of civilization exist.  In other words, I believe that art cannot be the result of external compulsion; the labour which goes to produce it is voluntary, and partly undertaken for the sake of the labour itself, partly for the sake of the hope of producing something which, when done, shall give pleasure to the user of it.  Or, again, this extra labour, when it is extra, is undertaken with the aim of satisfying that mood of energy by employing it to produce something worth doing, and which, therefore, will keep before the worker a lively hope while he is working; and also by giving it work to do in which there is absolute immediate pleasure.  Perhaps it is difficult to explain to the non-artistic capacity that this definite sensuous pleasure is always present in the handiwork of the deft workman when he is working successfully, and that it increases in proportion to the freedom and individuality of the work.  Also you must understand that this production of art, and consequent pleasure in work, is not confined to the production of matters which are works of art only, like pictures, statues, and so forth, but has been and should be a part of all labour in some form or other: so only will the claims of the mood of energy be satisfied.

Therefore the Aim of Art is to increase the happiness of men, by giving them beauty and interest of incident to amuse their leisure, and prevent them wearying even of rest, and by giving them hope and bodily pleasure in their work; or, shortly, to make man’s work happy and his rest fruitful.  Consequently, genuine art is an unmixed blessing to the race of man.

But as the word “genuine” is a large qualification, I must ask leave to attempt to draw some practical conclusions from this assertion of the Aims of Art, which will, I suppose, or indeed hope, lead us into some controversy on the subject; because it is futile indeed to expect any one to speak about art, except in the most superficial way, without encountering those social problems which all serious men are thinking of; since art is and must be, either in its abundance or its barrenness, in its sincerity or its hollowness, the expression of the society amongst which it exists.

First, then, it is clear to me that, at the present time, those who look widest at things and deepest into them are quite dissatisfied with the present state of the arts, as they are also with the present condition of society.  This I say in the teeth of the supposed revivification of art which has taken place of late years: in fact, that very excitement about the arts amongst a part of the cultivated people of to-day does but show on how firm a basis the dissatisfaction above mentioned rests.  Forty years ago there was much less talk about art, much less practice of it, than there is now; and that is specially true of the architectural arts, which I shall mostly have to speak about now.  People have consciously striven to raise the dead in art since that time, and with some superficial success.  Nevertheless, in spite of this conscious effort, I must tell you that England, to a person who can feel and understand beauty, was a less grievous place to live in then than it is now; and we who feel what art means know well, though we do not often dare to say so, that forty years hence it will be a more grievous place to us than it is now if we still follow up the road we are on.  Less than forty years ago — about thirty — I first saw the city of Rouen, then still in its outward aspect a piece of the Middle Ages: no words can tell you how its mingled beauty, history, and romance took hold on me; I can only say that, looking back on my past life, I find it was the greatest pleasure I have ever had: and now it is a pleasure which no one can ever have again: it is lost to the world for ever.  At that time I was an undergraduate of Oxford.  Though not so astounding, so romantic, or at first sight so mediæval as the Norman city, Oxford in those days still kept a great deal of its earlier loveliness: and the memory of its grey streets as they then were has been an abiding influence and pleasure in my life, and would be greater still if I could only forget what they are now — a matter of far more importance than the so-called learning of the place could have been to me in any case, but which, as it was, no one tried to teach me, and I did not try to learn.  Since then the guardians of this beauty and romance so fertile of education, though professedly engaged in “the higher education” (as the futile system of compromises which they follow is nick-named), have ignored it utterly, have made its preservation give way to the pressure of commercial exigencies, and are determined apparently to destroy it altogether.  There is another pleasure for the world gone down the wind; here, again, the beauty and romance have been uselessly, causelessly, most foolishly thrown away.

These two cases are given simply because they have been fixed in my mind; they are but types of what is going on everywhere throughout civilization: the world is everywhere growing uglier and more commonplace, in spite of the conscious and very strenuous efforts of a small group of people towards the revival of art, which are so obviously out of joint with the tendency of the age that, while the uncultivated have not even heard of them, the mass of the cultivated look upon them as a joke, and even that they are now beginning to get tired of.

Now, if it be true, as I have asserted, that genuine art is an unmixed blessing to the world, this is a serious matter; for at first sight it seems to show that there will soon be no art at all in the world, which will thus lose an unmixed blessing; it can ill afford to do that, I think.

For art, if it has to die, has worn itself out, and its aim will be a thing forgotten; and its aim was to make work happy and rest fruitful.  Is all work to be unhappy, all rest unfruitful, then?  Indeed, if art is to perish, that will be the case, unless something is to take its place — something at present unnamed, undreamed of.

I do not think that anything will take the place of art; not that I doubt the ingenuity of man, which seems to be boundless in the direction of making himself unhappy, but because I believe the springs of art in the human mind to be deathless, and also because it seems to me easy to see the causes of the present obliteration of the arts.

For we civilized people have not given them up consciously, or of our free will; we have been forced to give them up.  Perhaps I can illustrate that by the detail of the application of machinery to the production of things in which artistic form of some sort is possible.  Why does a reasonable man use a machine?  Surely to save his labour.  There are some things which a machine can do as well as a man’s hand, plus a tool, can do them.  He need not, for instance, grind his corn in a hand-quern; a little trickle of water, a wheel, and a few simple contrivances will do it all perfectly well, and leave him free to smoke his pipe and think, or to carve the handle of his knife.  That, so far, is unmixed gain in the use of a machine — always, mind you, supposing equality of condition among men; no art is lost, leisure or time for more pleasurable work is gained.  Perhaps a perfectly reasonable and free man would stop there in his dealings with machinery; but such reason and freedom are too much to expect, so let us follow our machine-inventor a step farther.  He has to weave plain cloth, and finds doing so dullish on the one hand, and on the other that a power-loom will weave the cloth nearly as well as a hand-loom: so, in order to gain more leisure or time for more pleasurable work, he uses a power-loom, and foregoes the small advantage of the little extra art in the cloth.  But so doing, as far as the art is concerned, he has not got a pure gain; he has made a bargain between art and labour, and got a makeshift as a consequence.  I do not say that he may not be right in so doing, but that he has lost as well as gained.  Now, this is as far as a man who values art and is reasonable would go in the matter of machinery as long as he was free — that is, was not forced to work for another man’s profit; so long as he was living in a society that had accepted equality of condition.  Carry the machine used for art a step farther, and he becomes an unreasonable man, if he values art and is free.  To avoid misunderstanding, I must say that I am thinking of the modern machine, which is as it were alive, and to which the man is auxiliary, and not of the old machine, the improved tool, which is auxiliary to the man, and only works as long as his hand is thinking; though I will remark, that even this elementary form of machine has to be dropped when we come to the higher and more intricate forms of art.  Well, as to the machine proper used for art, when it gets to the stage above dealing with a necessary production that has accidentally some beauty about it, a reasonable man with a feeling for art will only use it when he is forced to.  If he thinks he would like ornament, for instance, and knows that the machine cannot do it properly, and does not care to spend the time to do it properly, why should he do it at all?  He will not diminish his leisure for the sake of making something he does not want unless some man or band of men force him to it; so he will either go without the ornament, or sacrifice some of his leisure to have it genuine.  That will be a sign that he wants it very much, and that it will be worth his trouble: in which case, again, his labour on it will not be mere trouble, but will interest and please him by satisfying the needs of his mood of energy.

This, I say, is how a reasonable man would act if he were free from man’s compulsion; not being free, he acts very differently.  He has long passed the stage at which machines are only used for doing work repulsive to an average man, or for doing what could be as well done by a machine as a man, and he instinctively expects a machine to be invented whenever any product of industry becomes sought after.  He is the slave to machinery; the new machine must be invented, and when invented he must — I will not say use it, but be used by it, whether he likes it or not.

But why is he the slave to machinery?  Because he is the slave to the system for whose existence the invention of machinery was necessary.

And now I must drop, or rather have dropped, the assumption of the equality of condition, and remind you that, though in a sense we are all the slaves of machinery, yet that some men are so directly without any metaphor at all, and that these are just those on whom the great body of the arts depends — the workmen.  It is necessary for the system which keeps them in their position as an inferior class that they should either be themselves machines or be the servants to machines, in no case having any interest in the work which they turn out.  To their employers they are, so far as they are workmen, a part of the machinery of the workshop or the factory; to themselves they are proletarians, human beings working to live that they may live to work: their part of craftsmen, of makers of things by their own free will, is played out.

At the risk of being accused of sentimentality, I will say that since this is so, since the work which produces the things that should be matters of art is but a burden and a slavery, I exult in this at least, that it cannot produce art; that all it can do lies between stark utilitarianism and idiotic sham.

Or indeed is that merely sentimental?  Rather, I think, we who have learned to see the connection between industrial slavery and the degradation of the arts have learned also to hope for a future for those arts; since the day will certainly come when men will shake off the yoke, and refuse to accept the mere artificial compulsion of the gambling market to waste their lives in ceaseless and hopeless toil; and when it does come, their instincts for beauty and imagination set free along with them, will produce such art as they need; and who can say that it will not as far surpass the art of past ages as that does the poor relics of it left us by the age of commerce?

A word or two on an objection which has often been made to me when I have been talking on this subject.  It may be said, and is often, You regret the art of the Middle Ages (as indeed I do), but those who produced it were not free; they were serfs, or gild-craftsmen surrounded by brazen walls of trade restrictions; they had no political rights, and were exploited by their masters, the noble caste, most grievously.  Well, I quite admit that the oppression and violence of the Middle Ages had its effect on the art of those days, its shortcomings are traceable to them; they repressed art in certain directions, I do not doubt that; and for that reason I say, that when we shake off the present oppression as we shook off the old, we may expect the art of the days of real freedom to rise above that of those old violent days.  But I do say that it was possible then to have social, organic, hopeful progressive art; whereas now such poor scraps of it as are left are the result of individual and wasteful struggle, are retrospective and pessimistic.  And this hopeful art was possible amidst all the oppression of those days, because the instruments of that oppression were grossly obvious, and were external to the work of the craftsman.  They were laws and customs obviously intended to rob him, and open violence of the highway-robbery kind.  In short, industrial production was not the instrument used for robbing the “lower classes;” it is now the main instrument used in that honourable profession.  The mediæval craftsman was free in his work, therefore he made it as amusing to himself as he could; and it was his pleasure and not his pain that made all things beautiful that were made, and lavished treasures of human hope and thought on everything that man made, from a cathedral to a porridge-pot.  Come, let us put it in the way least respectful to the mediæval craftsman, most polite to the modern “hand:” the poor devil of the fourteenth century, his work was of so little value that he was allowed to waste it by the hour in pleasing himself — and others; but our highly-strung mechanic, his minutes are too rich with the burden of perpetual profit for him to be allowed to waste one of them on art; the present system will not allow him — cannot allow him — to produce works of art.

 

So that there has arisen this strange phenomenon, that there is now a class of ladies and gentlemen, very refined indeed, though not perhaps as well informed as is generally supposed, and of this refined class there are many who do really love beauty and incident — i.e., art, and would make sacrifices to get it; and these are led by artists of great manual skill and high intellect, forming altogether a large body of demand for the article.  And yet the supply does not come.  Yes, and moreover, this great body of enthusiastic demanders are no mere poor and helpless people, ignorant fisher-peasants, half-mad monks, scatter-brained sansculottes — none of those, in short, the expression of whose needs has shaken the world so often before, and will do yet again.  No, they are of the ruling classes, the masters of men, who can live without labour, and have abundant leisure to scheme out the fulfilment of their desires; and yet I say they cannot have the art which they so much long for, though they hunt it about the world so hard, sentimentalizing the sordid lives of the miserable peasants of Italy and the starving proletarians of her towns, now that all the picturesqueness has departed from the poor devils of our own country-side, and of our own slums.  Indeed, there is little of reality left them anywhere, and that little is fast fading away before the needs of the manufacturer and his ragged regiment of workers, and before the enthusiasm of the archæological restorer of the dead past.  Soon there will be nothing left except the lying dreams of history, the miserable wreckage of our museums and picture-galleries, and the carefully guarded interiors of our æsthetic drawing-rooms, unreal and foolish, fitting witnesses of the life of corruption that goes on there, so pinched and meagre and cowardly, with its concealment and ignoring, rather than restraint of, natural longings; which does not forbid the greedy indulgence in them if it can but be decently hidden.

The art then is gone, and can no more be “restored” on its old lines than a mediæval building can be.  The rich and refined cannot have it though they would, and though we will believe many of them would.  And why?  Because those who could give it to the rich are not allowed by the rich to do so.  In one word, slavery lies between us and art.

I have said as much as that the aim of art was to destroy the curse of labour by making work the pleasurable satisfaction of our impulse towards energy, and giving to that energy hope of producing something worth its exercise.

Now, therefore, I say, that since we cannot have art by striving after its mere superficial manifestation, since we can have nothing but its sham by so doing, there yet remains for us to see how it would be if we let the shadow take care of itself and try, if we can, to lay hold of the substance.  For my part I believe, that if we try to realize the aims of art without much troubling ourselves what the aspect of the art itself shall be, we shall find we shall have what we want at last: whether it is to be called art or not, it will at least be life; and, after all, that is what we want.  It may lead us into new splendours and beauties of visible art; to architecture with manifolded magnificence free from the curious incompleteness and failings of that which the older times have produced — to painting, uniting to the beauty which mediæval art attained the realism which modern art aims at; to sculpture, uniting the beauty of the Greek and the expression of the Renaissance with some third quality yet undiscovered, so as to give us the images of men and women splendidly alive, yet not disqualified from making, as all true sculpture should, architectural ornament.  All this it may do; or, on the other hand, it may lead us into the desert, and art may seem to be dead amidst us; or feebly and uncertainly to be struggling in a world which has utterly forgotten its old glories.

For my part, with art as it now is, I cannot bring myself to think that it much matters which of these dooms awaits it, so long as each bears with it some hope of what is to come; since here, as in other matters, there is no hope save in Revolution.  The old art is no longer fertile, no longer yields us anything save elegantly poetical regrets; being barren, it has but to die, and the matter of moment now is, as to how it shall die, whether with hope or without it.

What is it, for instance, that has destroyed the Rouen, the Oxford of my elegant poetic regret?  Has it perished for the benefit of the people, either slowly yielding to the growth of intelligent change and new happiness? or has it been, as it were, thunderstricken by the tragedy which mostly accompanies some great new birth?  Not so.  Neither phalangstere nor dynamite has swept its beauty away, its destroyers have not been either the philanthropist or the Socialist, the co-operator or the anarchist.  It has been sold, and at a cheap price indeed: muddled away by the greed and incompetence of fools who do not know what life and pleasure mean, who will neither take them themselves nor let others have them.  That is why the death of that beauty wounds us so: no man of sense or feeling would dare to regret such losses if they had been paid for by new life and happiness for the people.  But there is the people still as it was before, still facing for its part the monster who destroyed all that beauty, and whose name is Commercial Profit.

I repeat, that every scrap of genuine art will fall by the same hands if the matter only goes on long enough, although a sham art may be left in its place, which may very well be carried on by dilettanti fine gentlemen and ladies without any help from below; and, to speak plainly, I fear that this gibbering ghost of the real thing would satisfy a great many of those who now think themselves lovers of art; though it is not difficult to see a long vista of its degradation till it shall become at last a mere laughing-stock; that is to say, if the thing were to go on: I mean, if art were to be for ever the amusement of those whom we now call ladies and gentlemen.

But for my part I do not think it will go on long enough to reach such depths as that; and yet I should be hypocritical if I were to say that I thought that the change in the basis of society, which would enfranchise labour and make men practically equal in condition, would lead us by a short road to the splendid new birth of art which I have mentioned, though I feel quite certain that it would not leave what we now call art untouched, since the aims of that revolution do include the aims of art — viz., abolishing the curse of labour.

I suppose that this is what is likely to happen; that machinery will go on developing, with the purpose of saving men labour, till the mass of the people attain real leisure enough to be able to appreciate the pleasure of life; till, in fact, they have attained such mastery over Nature that they no longer fear starvation as a penalty for not working more than enough.  When they get to that point they will doubtless turn themselves and begin to find out what it is that they really want to do.  They would soon find out that the less work they did (the less work unaccompanied by art, I mean), the more desirable a dwelling-place the earth would be; they would accordingly do less and less work, till the mood of energy, of which I began by speaking, urged them on afresh: but by that time Nature, relieved by the relaxation of man’s work, would be recovering her ancient beauty, and be teaching men the old story of art.  And as the Artificial Famine, caused by men working for the profit of a master, and which we now look upon as a matter of course, would have long disappeared, they would be free to do as they chose, and they would set aside their machines in all cases where the work seemed pleasant or desirable for handiwork; till in all crafts where production of beauty was required, the most direct communication between a man’s hand and his brain would be sought for.  And there would be many occupations also, as the processes of agriculture, in which the voluntary exercise of energy would be thought so delightful, that people would not dream of handing over its pleasure to the jaws of a machine.

In short, men will find out that the men of our days were wrong in first multiplying their needs, and then trying, each man of them, to evade all participation in the means and processes whereby those needs are satisfied; that this kind of division of labour is really only a new and wilful form of arrogant and slothful ignorance, far more injurious to the happiness and contentment of life than the ignorance of the processes of Nature, of what we sometimes call science, which men of the earlier days unwittingly lived in.

They will discover, or rediscover rather, that the true secret of happiness lies in the taking a genuine interest in all the details of daily life, in elevating them by art instead of handing the performance of them over to unregarded drudges, and ignoring them; and that in cases where it was impossible either so to elevate them and make them interesting, or to lighten them by the use of machinery, so as to make the labour of them trifling, that should be taken as a token that the supposed advantages gained by them were not worth the trouble and had better be given up.  All this to my mind would be the outcome of men throwing off the burden of Artificial Famine, supposing, as I cannot help supposing, that the impulses which have from the first glimmerings of history urged men on to the practice of Art were still at work in them.

Thus and thus only can come about the new birth of Art, and I think it will come about thus.  You may say it is a long process, and so it is; but I can conceive of a longer.  I have given you the Socialist or Optimist view of the matter.  Now for the Pessimist view.

I can conceive that the revolt against Artificial Famine or Capitalism, which is now on foot, may be vanquished.  The result will be that the working class — the slaves of society — will become more and more degraded; that they will not strive against overwhelming force, but, stimulated by that love of life which Nature, always anxious about the perpetuation of the race, has implanted in us, will learn to bear everything — starvation, overwork, dirt, ignorance, brutality.  All these things they will bear, as, alas! they bear them too well even now; all this rather than risk sweet life and bitter livelihood, and all sparks of hope and manliness will die out of them.

Nor will their masters be much better off: the earth’s surface will be hideous everywhere, save in the uninhabitable desert; Art will utterly perish, as in the manual arts so in literature, which will become, as it is indeed speedily becoming, a mere string of orderly and calculated ineptitudes and passionless ingenuities; Science will grow more and more one-sided, more incomplete, more wordy and useless, till at last she will pile herself up into such a mass of superstition, that beside it the theologies of old time will seem mere reason and enlightenment.  All will get lower and lower, till the heroic struggles of the past to realize hope from year to year, from century to century, will be utterly forgotten, and man will be an indescribable being — hopeless, desireless, lifeless.

And will there be deliverance from this even?  Maybe: man may, after some terrible cataclysm, learn to strive towards a healthy animalism, may grow from a tolerable animal into a savage, from a savage into a barbarian, and so on; and some thousands of years hence he may be beginning once more those arts which we have now lost, and be carving interlacements like the New Zealanders, or scratching forms of animals on their cleaned blade-bones, like the pre-historic men of the drift.

But in any case, according to the pessimist view, which looks upon revolt against Artificial Famine as impossible to succeed, we shall wearily trudge the circle again, until some accident, some unforeseen consequence of arrangement, makes an end of us altogether.

That pessimism I do not believe in, nor, on the other hand, do I suppose that it is altogether a matter of our wills as to whether we shall further human progress or human degradation; yet, since there are those who are impelled towards the Socialist or Optimistic side of things, I must conclude that there is some hope of its prevailing, that the strenuous efforts of many individuals imply a force which is thrusting them on.  So that I believe that the “Aims of Art” will be realized, though I know that they cannot be, so long as we groan under the tyranny of Artificial Famine.  Once again I warn you against supposing, you who may specially love art, that you will do any good by attempting to revivify art by dealing with its dead exterior.  I say it is the aims of art that you must seek rather than the art itself; and in that search we may find ourselves in a world blank and bare, as the result of our caring at least this much for art, that we will not endure the shams of it.

Anyhow, I ask you to think with me that the worst which can happen to us is to endure tamely the evils that we see; that no trouble or turmoil is so bad as that; that the necessary destruction which reconstruction bears with it must be taken calmly; that everywhere — in State, in Church, in the household — we must be resolute to endure no tyranny, accept no lie, quail before no fear, although they may come before us disguised as piety, duty, or affection, as useful opportunity and good-nature, as prudence or kindness.  The world’s roughness, falseness, and injustice will bring about their natural consequences, and we and our lives are part of those consequences; but since we inherit also the consequences of old resistance to those curses, let us each look to it to have our fair share of that inheritance also, which, if nothing else come of it, will at least bring to us courage and hope; that is, eager life while we live, which is above all things the Aim of Art.






  








USEFUL WORK VERSUS USELESS TOIL.
 

The above title may strike some of my readers as strange.  It is assumed by most people nowadays that all work is useful, and by most well-to-to people that all work is desirable.  Most people, well-to-do or not, believe that, even when a man is doing work which appears to be useless, he is earning his livelihood by it — he is “employed,” as the phrase goes; and most of those who are well-to-do cheer on the happy worker with congratulations and praises, if he is only “industrious” enough and deprives himself of all pleasure and holidays in the sacred cause of labour.  In short, it has become an article of the creed of modern morality that all labour is good in itself — a convenient belief to those who live on the labour of others.  But as to those on whom they live, I recommend them not to take it on trust, but to look into the matter a little deeper.

Let us grant, first, that the race of man must either labour or perish.  Nature does not give us our livelihood gratis; we must win it by toil of some sort or degree.  Let us see, then, if she does not give us some compensation for this compulsion to labour, since certainly in other matters she takes care to make the acts necessary to the continuance of life in the individual and the race not only endurable, but even pleasurable.

You may be sure that she does so, that it is of the nature of man, when he is not diseased, to take pleasure in his work under certain conditions.  And, yet, we must say in the teeth of the hypocritical praise of all labour, whatsoever it may be, of which I have made mention, that there is some labour which is so far from being a blessing that it is a curse; that it would be better for the community and for the worker if the latter were to fold his hands and refuse to work, and either die or let us pack him off to the workhouse or prison — which you will.

Here, you see, are two kinds of work — one good, the other bad; one not far removed from a blessing, a lightening of life; the other a mere curse, a burden to life.

What is the difference between them, then?  This: one has hope in it, the other has not.  It is manly to do the one kind of work, and manly also to refuse to do the other.

What is the nature of the hope which, when it is present in work, makes it worth doing?

It is threefold, I think — hope of rest, hope of product, hope of pleasure in the work itself; and hope of these also in some abundance and of good quality; rest enough and good enough to be worth having; product worth having by one who is neither a fool nor an ascetic; pleasure enough for all for us to be conscious of it while we are at work; not a mere habit, the loss of which we shall feel as a fidgety man feels the loss of the bit of string he fidgets with.

I have put the hope of rest first because it is the simplest and most natural part of our hope.  Whatever pleasure there is in some work, there is certainly some pain in all work, the beast-like pain of stirring up our slumbering energies to action, the beast-like dread of change when things are pretty well with us; and the compensation for this animal pain is animal rest.  We must feel while we are working that the time will come when we shall not have to work.  Also the rest, when it comes, must be long enough to allow us to enjoy it; it must be longer than is merely necessary for us to recover the strength we have expended in working, and it must be animal rest also in this, that it must not be disturbed by anxiety, else we shall not be able to enjoy it.  If we have this amount and kind of rest we shall, so far, be no worse off than the beasts.

As to the hope of product, I have said that Nature compels us to work for that.  It remains for us to look to it that we do really produce something, and not nothing, or at least nothing that we want or are allowed to use.  If we look to this and use our wills we shall, so far, be better than machines.

The hope of pleasure in the work itself: how strange that hope must seem to some of my readers — to most of them!  Yet I think that to all living things there is a pleasure in the exercise of their energies, and that even beasts rejoice in being lithe and swift and strong.  But a man at work, making something which he feels will exist because he is working at it and wills it, is exercising the energies of his mind and soul as well as of his body.  Memory and imagination help him as he works.  Not only his own thoughts, but the thoughts of the men of past ages guide his hands; and, as a part of the human race, he creates.  If we work thus we shall be men, and our days will be happy and eventful.

Thus worthy work carries with it the hope of pleasure in rest, the hope of the pleasure in our using what it makes, and the hope of pleasure in our daily creative skill.

All other work but this is worthless; it is slaves’ work — mere toiling to live, that we may live to toil.

Therefore, since we have, as it were, a pair of scales in which to weigh the work now done in the world, let us use them.  Let us estimate the worthiness of the work we do, after so many thousand years of toil, so many promises of hope deferred, such boundless exultation over the progress of civilization and the gain of liberty.

Now, the first thing as to the work done in civilization and the easiest to notice is that it is portioned out very unequally amongst the different classes of society.  First, there are people — not a few — who do no work, and make no pretence of doing any.  Next, there are people, and very many of them, who work fairly hard, though with abundant easements and holidays, claimed and allowed; and lastly, there are people who work so hard that they may be said to do nothing else than work, and are accordingly called “the working classes,” as distinguished from the middle classes and the rich, or aristocracy, whom I have mentioned above.

It is clear that this inequality presses heavily upon the “working” class, and must visibly tend to destroy their hope of rest at least, and so, in that particular, make them worse off than mere beasts of the field; but that is not the sum and end of our folly of turning useful work into useless toil, but only the beginning of it.

For first, as to the class of rich people doing no work, we all know that they consume a great deal while they produce nothing.  Therefore, clearly, they have to be kept at the expense of those who do work, just as paupers have, and are a mere burden on the community.  In these days there are many who have learned to see this, though they can see no further into the evils of our present system, and have formed no idea of any scheme for getting rid of this burden; though perhaps they have a vague hope that changes in the system of voting for members of the House of Commons may, as if by magic, tend in that direction.  With such hopes or superstitions we need not trouble ourselves.  Moreover, this class, the aristocracy, once thought most necessary to the State, is scant of numbers, and has now no power of its own, but depends on the support of the class next below it — the middle class.  In fact, it is really composed either of the most successful men of that class, or of their immediate descendants.

As to the middle class, including the trading, manufacturing, and professional people of our society, they do, as a rule, seem to work quite hard enough, and so at first sight might be thought to help the community, and not burden it.  But by far the greater part of them, though they work, do not produce, and even when they do produce, as in the case of those engaged (wastefully indeed) in the distribution of goods, or doctors, or (genuine) artists and literary men, they consume out of all proportion to their due share.  The commercial and manufacturing part of them, the most powerful part, spend their lives and energies in fighting amongst themselves for their respective shares of the wealth which they force the genuine workers to provide for them; the others are almost wholly the hangers-on of these; they do not work for the public, but a privileged class: they are the parasites of property, sometimes, as in the case of lawyers, undisguisedly so; sometimes, as the doctors and others above mentioned, professing to be useful, but too often of no use save as supporters of the system of folly, fraud, and tyranny of which they form a part.  And all these we must remember have, as a rule, one aim in view; not the production of utilities, but the gaining of a position either for themselves or their children in which they will not have to work at all.  It is their ambition and the end of their whole lives to gain, if not for themselves yet at least for their children, the proud position of being obvious burdens on the community.  For their work itself in spite of the sham dignity with which they surround it, they care nothing: save a few enthusiasts, men of science, art or letters, who, if they are not the salt of the earth, are at least (and oh, the pity of it!) the salt of the miserable system of which they are the slaves, which hinders and thwarts them at every turn, and even sometimes corrupts them.

Here then is another class, this time very numerous and all-powerful, which produces very little and consumes enormously, and is therefore in the main supported, as paupers are, by the real producers.  The class that remains to be considered produces all that is produced, and supports both itself and the other classes, though it is placed in a position of inferiority to them; real inferiority, mind you, involving a degradation both of mind and body.  But it is a necessary consequence of this tyranny and folly that again many of these workers are not producers.  A vast number of them once more are merely parasites of property, some of them openly so, as the soldiers by land and sea who are kept on foot for the perpetuating of national rivalries and enmities, and for the purposes of the national struggle for the share of the product of unpaid labour.  But besides this obvious burden on the producers and the scarcely less obvious one of domestic servants, there is first the army of clerks, shop-assistants, and so forth, who are engaged in the service of the private war for wealth, which, as above said, is the real occupation of the well-to-do middle class.  This is a larger body of workers than might be supposed, for it includes amongst others all those engaged in what I should call competitive salesmanship, or, to use a less dignified word, the puffery of wares, which has now got to such a pitch that there are many things which cost far more to sell than they do to make.

Next there is the mass of people employed in making all those articles of folly and luxury, the demand for which is the outcome of the existence of the rich non-producing classes; things which people leading a manly and uncorrupted life would not ask for or dream of.  These things, whoever may gainsay me, I will for ever refuse to call wealth: they are not wealth, but waste.  Wealth is what Nature gives us and what a reasonable man can make out of the gifts of Nature for his reasonable use.  The sunlight, the fresh air, the unspoiled face of the earth, food, raiment and housing necessary and decent; the storing up of knowledge of all kinds, and the power of disseminating it; means of free communication between man and man; works of art, the beauty which man creates when he is most a man, most aspiring and thoughtful — all things which serve the pleasure of people, free, manly and uncorrupted.  This is wealth.  Nor can I think of anything worth having which does not come under one or other of these heads.  But think, I beseech you, of the product of England, the workshop of the world, and will you not be bewildered, as I am, at the thought of the mass of things which no sane man could desire, but which our useless toil makes — and sells?

Now, further, there is even a sadder industry yet, which is forced on many, very many, of our workers — the making of wares which are necessary to them and their brethren, because they are an inferior class.  For if many men live without producing, nay, must live lives so empty and foolish that they force a great part of the workers to produce wares which no one needs, not even the rich, it follows that most men must be poor; and, living as they do on wages from those whom they support, cannot get for their use the goods which men naturally desire, but must put up with miserable makeshifts for them, with coarse food that does not nourish, with rotten raiment which does not shelter, with wretched houses which may well make a town-dweller in civilization look back with regret to the tent of the nomad tribe, or the cave of the pre-historic savage.  Nay, the workers must even lend a hand to the great industrial invention of the age — adulteration, and by its help produce for their own use shams and mockeries of the luxury of the rich; for the wage-earners must always live as the wage-payers bid them, and their very habits of life are forced on them by their masters.

But it is waste of time to try to express in words due contempt of the productions of the much-praised cheapness of our epoch.  It must be enough to say that this cheapness is necessary to the system of exploiting on which modern manufacture rests.  In other words, our society includes a great mass of slaves, who must be fed, clothed, housed and amused as slaves, and that their daily necessity compels them to make the slave-wares whose use is the perpetuation of their slavery.

To sum up, then, concerning the manner of work in civilized States, these States are composed of three classes — a class which does not even pretend to work, a class which pretends to work but which produces nothing, and a class which works, but is compelled by the other two classes to do work which is often unproductive.

Civilization therefore wastes its own resources, and will do so as long as the present system lasts.  These are cold words with which to describe the tyranny under which we suffer; try then to consider what they mean.

There is a certain amount of natural material and of natural forces in the world, and a certain amount of labour-power inherent in the persons of the men that inhabit it.  Men urged by their necessities and desires have laboured for many thousands of years at the task of subjugating the forces of Nature and of making the natural material useful to them.  To our eyes, since we cannot see into the future, that struggle with Nature seems nearly over, and the victory of the human race over her nearly complete.  And, looking backwards to the time when history first began, we note that the progress of that victory has been far swifter and more startling within the last two hundred years than ever before.  Surely, therefore, we moderns ought to be in all ways vastly better off than any who have gone before us.  Surely we ought, one and all of us, to be wealthy, to be well furnished with the good things which our victory over Nature has won for us.

But what is the real fact?  Who will dare to deny that the great mass of civilized men are poor?  So poor are they that it is mere childishness troubling ourselves to discuss whether perhaps they are in some ways a little better off than their forefathers.  They are poor; nor can their poverty be measured by the poverty of a resourceless savage, for he knows of nothing else than his poverty; that he should be cold, hungry, houseless, dirty, ignorant, all that is to him as natural as that he should have a skin.  But for us, for the most of us, civilization has bred desires which she forbids us to satisfy, and so is not merely a niggard but a torturer also.

Thus then have the fruits of our victory over Nature been stolen from us, thus has compulsion by Nature to labour in hope of rest, gain, and pleasure been turned into compulsion by man to labour in hope — of living to labour!

What shall we do then, can we mend it?

Well, remember once more that it is not our remote ancestors who achieved the victory over Nature, but our fathers, nay, our very selves.  For us to sit hopeless and helpless then would be a strange folly indeed: be sure that we can amend it.  What, then, is the first thing to be done?

We have seen that modern society is divided into two classes, one of which is privileged to be kept by the labour of the other — that is, it forces the other to work for it and takes from this inferior class everything that it can take from it, and uses the wealth so taken to keep its own members in a superior position, to make them beings of a higher order than the others: longer lived, more beautiful, more honoured, more refined than those of the other class.  I do not say that it troubles itself about its members being positively long lived, beautiful or refined, but merely insists that they shall be so relatively to the inferior class.  As also it cannot use the labour-power of the inferior class fairly in producing real wealth, it wastes it wholesale in the production of rubbish.

It is this robbery and waste on the part of the minority which keeps the majority poor; if it could be shown that it is necessary for the preservation of society that this should be submitted to, little more could be said on the matter, save that the despair of the oppressed majority would probably at some time or other destroy Society.  But it has been shown, on the contrary, even by such incomplete experiments, for instance, as Co-operation (so called), that the existence of a privileged class is by no means necessary for the production of wealth, but rather for the “government” of the producers of wealth, or, in other words, for the upholding of privilege.

The first step to be taken then is to abolish a class of men privileged to shirk their duties as men, thus forcing others to do the work which they refuse to do.  All must work according to their ability, and so produce what they consume — that is, each man should work as well as he can for his own livelihood, and his livelihood should be assured to him; that is to say, all the advantages which society would provide for each and all of its members.

Thus, at last, would true Society be founded.  It would rest on equality of condition.  No man would be tormented for the benefit of another — nay, no one man would be tormented for the benefit of Society.  Nor, indeed, can that order be called Society which is not upheld for the benefit of every one of its members.

But since men live now, badly as they live, when so many people do not produce at all, and when so much work is wasted, it is clear that, under conditions where all produced and no work was wasted, not only would every one work with the certain hope of gaining a due share of wealth by his work, but also he could not miss his due share of rest.  Here, then, are two out of the three kinds of hope mentioned above as an essential part of worthy work assured to the worker.  When class robbery is abolished, every man will reap the fruits of his labour, every man will have due rest — leisure, that is.  Some Socialists might say we need not go any further than this; it is enough that the worker should get the full produce of his work, and that his rest should be abundant.  But though the compulsion of man’s tyranny is thus abolished, I yet demand compensation for the compulsion of Nature’s necessity.  As long as the work is repulsive it will still be a burden which must be taken up daily, and even so would mar our life, even though the hours of labour were short.  What we want to do is to add to our wealth without diminishing our pleasure.  Nature will not be finally conquered till our work becomes a part of the pleasure of our lives.

That first step of freeing people from the compulsion to labour needlessly will at least put us on the way towards this happy end; for we shall then have time and opportunities for bringing it about.  As things are now, between the waste of labour-power in mere idleness and its waste in unproductive work, it is clear that the world of civilization is supported by a small part of its people; when all were working usefully for its support, the share of work which each would have to do would be but small, if our standard of life were about on the footing of what well-to-do and refined people now think desirable.  We shall have labour-power to spare, and shall, in short, be as wealthy as we please.  It will be easy to live.  If we were to wake up some morning now, under our present system, and find it “easy to live,” that system would force us to set to work at once and make it hard to live; we should call that “developing our resources,” or some such fine name.  The multiplication of labour has become a necessity for us, and as long as that goes on no ingenuity in the invention of machines will be of any real use to us.  Each new machine will cause a certain amount of misery among the workers whose special industry it may disturb; so many of them will be reduced from skilled to unskilled workmen, and then gradually matters will slip into their due grooves, and all will work apparently smoothly again; and if it were not that all this is preparing revolution, things would be, for the greater part of men, just as they were before the new wonderful invention.

But when revolution has made it “easy to live,” when all are working harmoniously together and there is no one to rob the worker of his time, that is to say, his life; in those coming days there will be no compulsion on us to go on producing things we do not want, no compulsion on us to labour for nothing; we shall be able calmly and thoughtfully to consider what we shall do with our wealth of labour-power.  Now, for my part, I think the first use we ought to make of that wealth, of that freedom, should be to make all our labour, even the commonest and most necessary, pleasant to everybody; for thinking over the matter carefully I can see that the one course which will certainly make life happy in the face of all accidents and troubles is to take a pleasurable interest in all the details of life.  And lest perchance you think that an assertion too universally accepted to be worth making, let me remind you how entirely modern civilization forbids it; with what sordid, and even terrible, details it surrounds the life of the poor, what a mechanical and empty life she forces on the rich; and how rare a holiday it is for any of us to feel ourselves a part of Nature, and unhurriedly, thoughtfully, and happily to note the course of our lives amidst all the little links of events which connect them with the lives of others, and build up the great whole of humanity.

But such a holiday our whole lives might be, if we were resolute to make all our labour reasonable and pleasant.  But we must be resolute indeed; for no half measures will help us here.  It has been said already that our present joyless labour, and our lives scared and anxious as the life of a hunted beast, are forced upon us by the present system of producing for the profit of the privileged classes.  It is necessary to state what this means.  Under the present system of wages and capital the “manufacturer” (most absurdly so called, since a manufacturer means a person who makes with his hands) having a monopoly of the means whereby the power to labour inherent in every man’s body can be used for production, is the master of those who are not so privileged; he, and he alone, is able to make use of this labour-power, which, on the other hand, is the only commodity by means of which his “capital,” that is to say, the accumulated product of past labour, can be made productive to him.  He therefore buys the labour-power of those who are bare of capital and can only live by selling it to him; his purpose in this transaction is to increase his capital, to make it breed.  It is clear that if he paid those with whom he makes his bargain the full value of their labour, that is to say, all that they produced, he would fail in his purpose.  But since he is the monopolist of the means of productive labour, he can compel them to make a bargain better for him and worse for them than that; which bargain is that after they have earned their livelihood, estimated according to a standard high enough to ensure their peaceable submission to his mastership, the rest (and by far the larger part as a matter of fact) of what they produce shall belong to him, shall be his property to do as he likes with, to use or abuse at his pleasure; which property is, as we all know, jealously guarded by army and navy, police and prison; in short, by that huge mass of physical force which superstition, habit, fear of death by starvation — Ignorance, in one word, among the propertyless masses enables the propertied classes to use for the subjection of — their slaves.

Now, at other times, other evils resulting from this system may be put forward.  What I want to point out now is the impossibility of our attaining to attractive labour under this system, and to repeat that it is this robbery (there is no other word for it) which wastes the available labour-power of the civilized world, forcing many men to do nothing, and many, very many more to do nothing useful; and forcing those who carry on really useful labour to most burdensome over-work.  For understand once for all that the “manufacturer” aims primarily at producing, by means of the labour he has stolen from others, not goods but profits, that is, the “wealth” that is produced over and above the livelihood of his workmen, and the wear and tear of his machinery.  Whether that “wealth” is real or sham matters nothing to him.  If it sells and yields him a “profit” it is all right.  I have said that, owing to there being rich people who have more money than they can spend reasonably, and who therefore buy sham wealth, there is waste on that side; and also that, owing to there being poor people who cannot afford to buy things which are worth making, there is waste on that side.  So that the “demand” which the capitalist “supplies” is a false demand.  The market in which he sells is “rigged” by the miserable inequalities produced by the robbery of the system of Capital and Wages.

It is this system, therefore, which we must be resolute in getting rid of, if we are to attain to happy and useful work for all.  The first step towards making labour attractive is to get the means of making labour fruitful, the Capital, including the land, machinery, factories, &c., into the hands of the community, to be used for the good of all alike, so that we might all work at “supplying” the real “demands” of each and all — that is to say, work for livelihood, instead of working to supply the demand of the profit market — instead of working for profit — i.e., the power of compelling other men to work against their will.

When this first step has been taken and men begin to understand that Nature wills all men either to work or starve, and when they are no longer such fools as to allow some the alternative of stealing, when this happy day is come, we shall then be relieved from the tax of waste, and consequently shall find that we have, as aforesaid, a mass of labour-power available, which will enable us to live as we please within reasonable limits.  We shall no longer be hurried and driven by the fear of starvation, which at present presses no less on the greater part of men in civilized communities than it does on mere savages.  The first and most obvious necessities will be so easily provided for in a community in which there is no waste of labour, that we shall have time to look round and consider what we really do want, that can be obtained without over-taxing our energies; for the often-expressed fear of mere idleness falling upon us when the force supplied by the present hierarchy of compulsion is withdrawn, is a fear which is but generated by the burden of excessive and repulsive labour, which we most of us have to bear at present.

I say once more that, in my belief, the first thing which we shall think so necessary as to be worth sacrificing some idle time for, will be the attractiveness of labour.  No very heavy sacrifice will be required for attaining this object, but some will be required.  For we may hope that men who have just waded through a period of strife and revolution will be the last to put up long with a life of mere utilitarianism, though Socialists are sometimes accused by ignorant persons of aiming at such a life.  On the other hand, the ornamental part of modern life is already rotten to the core, and must be utterly swept away before the new order of things is realized.  There is nothing of it — there is nothing which could come of it that could satisfy the aspirations of men set free from the tyranny of commercialism.

We must begin to build up the ornamental part of life — its pleasures, bodily and mental, scientific and artistic, social and individual — on the basis of work undertaken willingly and cheerfully, with the consciousness of benefiting ourselves and our neighbours by it.  Such absolutely necessary work as we should have to do would in the first place take up but a small part of each day, and so far would not be burdensome; but it would be a task of daily recurrence, and therefore would spoil our day’s pleasure unless it were made at least endurable while it lasted.  In other words, all labour, even the commonest, must be made attractive.

How can this be done? — is the question the answer to which will take up the rest of this paper.  In giving some hints on this question, I know that, while all Socialists will agree with many of the suggestions made, some of them may seem to some strange and venturesome.  These must be considered as being given without any intention of dogmatizing, and as merely expressing my own personal opinion.

From all that has been said already it follows that labour, to be attractive, must be directed towards some obviously useful end, unless in cases where it is undertaken voluntarily by each individual as a pastime.  This element of obvious usefulness is all the more to be counted on in sweetening tasks otherwise irksome, since social morality, the responsibility of man towards the life of man, will, in the new order of things, take the place of theological morality, or the responsibility of man to some abstract idea.  Next, the day’s work will be short.  This need not be insisted on.  It is clear that with work unwasted it can be short.  It is clear also that much work which is now a torment, would be easily endurable if it were much shortened.

Variety of work is the next point, and a most important one.  To compel a man to do day after day the same task, without any hope of escape or change, means nothing short of turning his life into a prison-torment.  Nothing but the tyranny of profit-grinding makes this necessary.  A man might easily learn and practise at least three crafts, varying sedentary occupation with outdoor — occupation calling for the exercise of strong bodily energy for work in which the mind had more to do.  There are few men, for instance, who would not wish to spend part of their lives in the most necessary and pleasantest of all work — cultivating the earth.  One thing which will make this variety of employment possible will be the form that education will take in a socially ordered community.  At present all education is directed towards the end of fitting people to take their places in the hierarchy of commerce — these as masters, those as workmen.  The education of the masters is more ornamental than that of the workmen, but it is commercial still; and even at the ancient universities learning is but little regarded, unless it can in the long run be made to pay.  Due education is a totally different thing from this, and concerns itself in finding out what different people are fit for, and helping them along the road which they are inclined to take.  In a duly ordered society, therefore, young people would be taught such handicrafts as they had a turn for as a part of their education, the discipline of their minds and bodies; and adults would also have opportunities of learning in the same schools, for the development of individual capacities would be of all things chiefly aimed at by education, instead, as now, the subordination of all capacities to the great end of “money-making” for oneself — or one’s master.  The amount of talent, and even genius, which the present system crushes, and which would be drawn out by such a system, would make our daily work easy and interesting.

Under this head of variety I will note one product of industry which has suffered so much from commercialism that it can scarcely be said to exist, and is, indeed, so foreign from our epoch that I fear there are some who will find it difficult to understand what I have to say on the subject, which I nevertheless must say, since it is really a most important one.  I mean that side of art which is, or ought to be, done by the ordinary workman while he is about his ordinary work, and which has got to be called, very properly, Popular Art.  This art, I repeat, no longer exists now, having been killed by commercialism.  But from the beginning of man’s contest with Nature till the rise of the present capitalistic system, it was alive, and generally flourished.  While it lasted, everything that was made by man was adorned by man, just as everything made by Nature is adorned by her.  The craftsman, as he fashioned the thing he had under his hand, ornamented it so naturally and so entirely without conscious effort, that it is often difficult to distinguish where the mere utilitarian part of his work ended and the ornamental began.  Now the origin of this art was the necessity that the workman felt for variety in his work, and though the beauty produced by this desire was a great gift to the world, yet the obtaining variety and pleasure in the work by the workman was a matter of more importance still, for it stamped all labour with the impress of pleasure.  All this has now quite disappeared from the work of civilization.  If you wish to have ornament, you must pay specially for it, and the workman is compelled to produce ornament, as he is to produce other wares.  He is compelled to pretend happiness in his work, so that the beauty produced by man’s hand, which was once a solace to his labour, has now become an extra burden to him, and ornament is now but one of the follies of useless toil, and perhaps not the least irksome of its fetters.

Besides the short duration of labour, its conscious usefulness, and the variety which should go with it, there is another thing needed to make it attractive, and that is pleasant surroundings.  The misery and squalor which we people of civilization bear with so much complacency as a necessary part of the manufacturing system, is just as necessary to the community at large as a proportionate amount of filth would be in the house of a private rich man.  If such a man were to allow the cinders to be raked all over his drawing-room, and a privy to be established in each corner of his dining-room, if he habitually made a dust and refuse heap of his once beautiful garden, never washed his sheets or changed his tablecloth, and made his family sleep five in a bed, he would surely find himself in the claws of a commission de lunatico.  But such acts of miserly folly are just what our present society is doing daily under the compulsion of a supposed necessity, which is nothing short of madness.  I beg you to bring your commission of lunacy against civilization without more delay.

For all our crowded towns and bewildering factories are simply the outcome of the profit system.  Capitalistic manufacture, capitalistic land-owning, and capitalistic exchange force men into big cities in order to manipulate them in the interests of capital; the same tyranny contracts the due space of the factory so much that (for instance) the interior of a great weaving-shed is almost as ridiculous a spectacle as it is a horrible one.  There is no other necessity for all this, save the necessity for grinding profits out of men’s lives, and of producing cheap goods for the use (and subjection) of the slaves who grind.  All labour is not yet driven into factories; often where it is there is no necessity for it, save again the profit-tyranny.  People engaged in all such labour need by no means be compelled to pig together in close city quarters.  There is no reason why they should not follow their occupations in quiet country homes, in industrial colleges, in small towns, or, in short, where they find it happiest for them to live.

As to that part of labour which must be associated on a large scale, this very factory system, under a reasonable order of things (though to my mind there might still be drawbacks to it), would at least offer opportunities for a full and eager social life surrounded by many pleasures.  The factories might be centres of intellectual activity also, and work in them might well be varied very much: the tending of the necessary machinery might to each individual be but a short part of the day’s work.  The other work might vary from raising food from the surrounding country to the study and practice of art and science.  It is a matter of course that people engaged in such work, and being the masters of their own lives, would not allow any hurry or want of foresight to force them into enduring dirt, disorder, or want of room.  Science duly applied would enable them to get rid of refuse, to minimize, if not wholly to destroy, all the inconveniences which at present attend the use of elaborate machinery, such as smoke, stench and noise; nor would they endure that the buildings in which they worked or lived should be ugly blots on the fair face of the earth.  Beginning by making their factories, buildings, and sheds decent and convenient like their homes, they would infallibly go on to make them not merely negatively good, inoffensive merely, but even beautiful, so that the glorious art of architecture, now for some time slain by commercial greed, would be born again and flourish.

So, you see, I claim that work in a duly ordered community should be made attractive by the consciousness of usefulness, by its being carried on with intelligent interest, by variety, and by its being exercised amidst pleasurable surroundings.  But I have also claimed, as we all do, that the day’s work should not be wearisomely long.  It may be said, “How can you make this last claim square with the others?  If the work is to be so refined, will not the goods made be very expensive?”

I do admit, as I have said before, that some sacrifice will be necessary in order to make labour attractive.  I mean that, if we could be contented in a free community to work in the same hurried, dirty, disorderly, heartless way as we do now, we might shorten our day’s labour very much more than I suppose we shall do, taking all kinds of labour into account.  But if we did, it would mean that our new-won freedom of condition would leave us listless and wretched, if not anxious, as we are now, which I hold is simply impossible.  We should be contented to make the sacrifices necessary for raising our condition to the standard called out for as desirable by the whole community.  Nor only so.  We should, individually, be emulous to sacrifice quite freely still more of our time and our ease towards the raising of the standard of life.  Persons, either by themselves or associated for such purposes, would freely, and for the love of the work and for its results — stimulated by the hope of the pleasure of creation — produce those ornaments of life for the service of all, which they are now bribed to produce (or pretend to produce) for the service of a few rich men.  The experiment of a civilized community living wholly without art or literature has not yet been tried.  The past degradation and corruption of civilization may force this denial of pleasure upon the society which will arise from its ashes.  If that must be, we will accept the passing phase of utilitarianism as a foundation for the art which is to be.  If the cripple and the starveling disappear from our streets, if the earth nourish us all alike, if the sun shine for all of us alike, if to one and all of us the glorious drama of the earth — day and night, summer and winter — can be presented as a thing to understand and love, we can afford to wait awhile till we are purified from the shame of the past corruption, and till art arises again amongst people freed from the terror of the slave and the shame of the robber.

Meantime, in any case, the refinement, thoughtfulness, and deliberation of labour must indeed be paid for, but not by compulsion to labour long hours.  Our epoch has invented machines which would have appeared wild dreams to the men of past ages, and of those machines we have as yet made no use.

They are called “labour-saving” machines — a commonly used phrase which implies what we expect of them; but we do not get what we expect.  What they really do is to reduce the skilled labourer to the ranks of the unskilled, to increase the number of the “reserve army of labour” — that is, to increase the precariousness of life among the workers and to intensify the labour of those who serve the machines (as slaves their masters).  All this they do by the way, while they pile up the profits of the employers of labour, or force them to expend those profits in bitter commercial war with each other.  In a true society these miracles of ingenuity would be for the first time used for minimizing the amount of time spent in unattractive labour, which by their means might be so reduced as to be but a very light burden on each individual.  All the more as these machines would most certainly be very much improved when it was no longer a question as to whether their improvement would “pay” the individual, but rather whether it would benefit the community.

So much for the ordinary use of machinery, which would probably, after a time, be somewhat restricted when men found out that there was no need for anxiety as to mere subsistence, and learned to take an interest and pleasure in handiwork which, done deliberately and thoughtfully, could be made more attractive than machine work.

Again, as people freed from the daily terror of starvation find out what they really wanted, being no longer compelled by anything but their own needs, they would refuse to produce the mere inanities which are now called luxuries, or the poison and trash now called cheap wares.  No one would make plush breeches when there were no flunkies to wear them, nor would anybody waste his time over making oleomargarine when no one was compelled to abstain from real butter.  Adulteration laws are only needed in a society of thieves — and in such a society they are a dead letter.

Socialists are often asked how work of the rougher and more repulsive kind could be carried out in the new condition of things.  To attempt to answer such questions fully or authoritatively would be attempting the impossibility of constructing a scheme of a new society out of the materials of the old, before we knew which of those materials would disappear and which endure through the evolution which is leading us to the great change.  Yet it is not difficult to conceive of some arrangement whereby those who did the roughest work should work for the shortest spells.  And again, what is said above of the variety of work applies specially here.  Once more I say, that for a man to be the whole of his life hopelessly engaged in performing one repulsive and never-ending task, is an arrangement fit enough for the hell imagined by theologians, but scarcely fit for any other form of society.  Lastly, if this rougher work were of any special kind, we may suppose that special volunteers would be called on to perform it, who would surely be forthcoming, unless men in a state of freedom should lose the sparks of manliness which they possessed as slaves.

And yet if there be any work which cannot be made other than repulsive, either by the shortness of its duration or the intermittency of its recurrence, or by the sense of special and peculiar usefulness (and therefore honour) in the mind of the man who performs it freely, — if there be any work which cannot be but a torment to the worker, what then?  Well, then, let us see if the heavens will fall on us if we leave it undone, for it were better that they should.  The produce of such work cannot be worth the price of it.

Now we have seen that the semi-theological dogma that all labour, under any circumstances, is a blessing to the labourer, is hypocritical and false; that, on the other hand, labour is good when due hope of rest and pleasure accompanies it.  We have weighed the work of civilization in the balance and found it wanting, since hope is mostly lacking to it, and therefore we see that civilization has bred a dire curse for men.  But we have seen also that the work of the world might be carried on in hope and with pleasure if it were not wasted by folly and tyranny, by the perpetual strife of opposing classes.

 

It is Peace, therefore, which we need in order that we may live and work in hope and with pleasure.  Peace so much desired, if we may trust men’s words, but which has been so continually and steadily rejected by them in deeds.  But for us, let us set our hearts on it and win it at whatever cost.

What the cost may be, who can tell?  Will it be possible to win peace peaceably?  Alas, how can it be?  We are so hemmed in by wrong and folly, that in one way or other we must always be fighting against them: our own lives may see no end to the struggle, perhaps no obvious hope of the end.  It may be that the best we can hope to see is that struggle getting sharper and bitterer day by day, until it breaks out openly at last into the slaughter of men by actual warfare instead of by the slower and crueller methods of “peaceful” commerce.  If we live to see that, we shall live to see much; for it will mean the rich classes grown conscious of their own wrong and robbery, and consciously defending them by open violence; and then the end will be drawing near.

But in any case, and whatever the nature of our strife for peace may be, if we only aim at it steadily and with singleness of heart, and ever keep it in view, a reflection from that peace of the future will illumine the turmoil and trouble of our lives, whether the trouble be seemingly petty, or obviously tragic; and we shall, in our hopes at least, live the lives of men: nor can the present times give us any reward greater than that.






  








DAWN OF A NEW EPOCH.
 

Perhaps some of my readers may think that the above title is not a correct one: it may be said, a new epoch is always dawning, change is always going on, and it goes on so gradually that we do not know when we are out of an old epoch and into a new one.  There is truth in that, at least to this extent, that no age can see itself: we must stand some way off before the confused picture with its rugged surface can resolve itself into its due order, and seem to be something with a definite purpose carried through all its details.  Nevertheless, when we look back on history we do distinguish periods in the lapse of time that are not merely arbitrary ones, we note the early growth of the ideas which are to form the new order of things, we note their development into the transitional period, and finally the new epoch is revealed to us bearing in its full development, unseen as yet, the seeds of the newer order still which shall transform it in its turn into something else.

Moreover, there are periods in which even those alive in them become more or less conscious of the change which is always going on; the old ideas which were once so exciting to men’s imaginations, now cease to move them, though they may be accepted as dull and necessary platitudes: the material circumstances of man’s life which were once only struggled with in detail, and only according to a kind of law made manifest in their working, are in such times conscious of change, and are only accepted under protest until some means can be found to alter them.  The old and dying order, once silent and all-powerful, tries to express itself violently, and becomes at once noisy and weak.  The nascent order once too weak to be conscious of need of expression, or capable of it if it were, becomes conscious now and finds a voice.  The silent sap of the years is being laid aside for open assault; the men are gathering under arms in the trenches, and the forlorn hope is ready, no longer trifling with little solacements of the time of weary waiting, but looking forward to mere death or the joy of victory.

Now I think, and some who read this will agree with me, that we are now living in one of these times of conscious change; we not only are, but we also feel ourselves to be living between the old and the new; we are expecting something to happen, as the phrase goes: at such times it behoves us to understand what is the old which is dying, what is the new which is coming into existence?  That is a question practically important to us all, since these periods of conscious change are also, in one way or other, times of serious combat, and each of us, if he does not look to it and learn to understand what is going on, may find himself fighting on the wrong side, the side with which he really does not sympathize.

What is the combat we are now entering upon — who is it to be fought between?  Absolutism and Democracy, perhaps some will answer.  Not quite, I think; that contest was practically settled by the great French Revolution; it is only its embers which are burning now: or at least that is so in the countries which are not belated like Russia, for instance.  Democracy, or at least what used to be considered Democracy, is now triumphant; and though it is true that there are countries where freedom of speech is repressed besides Russia, as e.g., Germany and Ireland,  that only happens when the rulers of the triumphant Democracy are beginning to be afraid of the new order of things, now becoming conscious of itself, and are being driven into reaction in consequence.  No, it is not Absolutism and Democracy as the French Revolution understood those two words that are the enemies now: the issue is deeper than it was; the two foes are now Mastership and Fellowship.  This is a far more serious quarrel than the old one, and involves a much completer revolution.  The grounds of conflict are really quite different.  Democracy said and says, men shall not be the masters of others, because hereditary privilege has made a race or a family so, and they happen to belong to such race; they shall individually grow into being the masters of others by the development of certain qualities under a system of authority which artificially protects the wealth of every man, if he has acquired it in accordance with this artificial system, from the interference of every other, or from all others combined.

The new order of things says, on the contrary, why have masters at all? let us be fellows working in the harmony of association for the common good, that is, for the greatest happiness and completest development of every human being in the community.

This ideal and hope of a new society founded on industrial peace and forethought, bearing with it its own ethics, aiming at a new and higher life for all men, has received the general name of Socialism, and it is my firm belief that it is destined to supersede the old order of things founded on industrial war, and to be the next step in the progress of humanity.

Now, since I must explain further what are the aims of Socialism, the ideal of the new epoch, I find that I must begin by explaining to you what is the constitution of the old order which it is destined to supplant.  If I can make that clear to you, I shall have also made clear to you the first aim of Socialism: for I have said that the present and decaying order of things, like those which have gone before it, has to be propped up by a system of artificial authority; when that artificial authority has been swept away, harmonious association will be felt by all men to be a necessity of their happy and undegraded existence on the earth, and Socialism will become the condition under which we shall all live, and it will develop naturally, and probably with no violent conflict, whatever detailed system may be necessary: I say the struggle will not be over these details, which will surely vary according to the difference of unchangeable natural surroundings, but over the question, shall it be mastership or fellowship?

Let us see then what is the condition of society under the last development of mastership, the commercial system, which has taken the place of the Feudal system.

Like all other systems of society, it is founded on the necessity of man conquering his subsistence from Nature by labour, and also, like most other systems that we know of, it presupposes the unequal distribution of labour among different classes of society, and the unequal distribution of the results of that labour: it does not differ in that respect from the system which it supplanted; it has only altered the method whereby that unequal distribution should be arranged.  There are still rich people and poor people amongst us, as there were in the Middle Ages; nay, there is no doubt that, relatively at least to the sum of wealth existing, the rich are richer and the poor are poorer now than they were then.  However that may be, in any case now as then there are people who have much work and little wealth living beside other people who have much wealth and little work.  The richest are still the idlest, and those who work hardest and perform the most painful tasks are the worst rewarded for their labour.

To me, and I should hope to my readers, this seems grossly unfair; and I may remind you here that the world has always had a sense of its injustice.  For century after century, while society has strenuously bolstered up this injustice forcibly and artificially, it has professed belief in philosophies, codes of ethics, and religions which have inculcated justice and fair dealing between men: nay, some of them have gone so far as to bid us bear one another’s burdens, and have put before men the duty, and in the long run the pleasure, of the strong working for the weak, the wise for the foolish, the helpful for the helpless; and yet these precepts of morality have been set aside in practice as persistently as they have been preached in theory; and naturally so, since they attack the very basis of class society.  I as a Socialist am bound to preach them to you once more, assuring you that they are no mere foolish dreams bidding us to do what we now must acknowledge to be impossible, but reasonable rules of action, good for our defence against the tyranny of Nature.  Anyhow, honest men have the choice before them of either putting these theories in practice or rejecting them altogether.  If they will but face that dilemma, I think we shall soon have a new world of it; yet I fear they will find it hard to do so: the theory is old, and we have got used to it and its form of words: the practice is new, and would involve responsibilities we have not yet thought much of.

Now the great difference between our present system and that of the feudal period is that, as far as the conditions of life are concerned, all distinction of classes is abolished except that between rich and poor: society is thus simplified; the arbitrary distinction is gone, the real one remains and is far more stringent than the arbitrary one was.  Once all society was rude, there was little real difference between the gentleman and the non-gentleman, and you had to dress them differently from one another in order to distinguish them.  But now a well-to-do man is a refined and cultivated being, enjoying to the full his share of the conquest over Nature which the modern world has achieved, while the poor man is rude and degraded, and has no share in the wealth conquered by modern science from Nature: he is certainly no better as to material condition than the serf of the Middle Ages, perhaps he is worse: to my mind he is at least worse than the savage living in a good climate.

I do not think that any thoughtful man seriously denies this: let us try to see what brings it about; let us see it as clearly as we all see that the hereditary privilege of the noble caste, and the consequent serf slavery of the workers of the Middle Ages, brought about the peculiar conditions of that period.

Society is now divided between two classes, those who monopolize all the means of the production of wealth save one; and those who possess nothing except that one, the Power of Labour.  That power of labour is useless to its possessors, and cannot be exercised without the help of the other means of production; but those who have nothing but labour-power — i.e., who have no means of making others work for them, must work for themselves in order to live; and they must therefore apply to the owners of the means of fructifying labour — i.e., the land, machinery, &c., for leave to work that they may live.  The possessing class (as for short we will call them) are quite prepared to grant this leave, and indeed they must grant it if they are to use the labour-power of the non-possessing class for their own advantage, which is their special privilege.  But that privilege enables them to compel the non-possessing class to sell them their labour-power on terms which ensure the continuance of their monopoly.  These terms are at the outset very simple.  The possessing class, or masters, allow the men just so much of the wealth produced by their labour as will give them such a livelihood as is considered necessary at the time, and will permit them to breed and rear children to a working age: that is the simple condition of the “bargain” which obtains when the labour-power required is low in quality, what is called unskilled labour, and when the workers are too weak or ignorant to combine so as to threaten the masters with some form of rebellion.  When skilled labour is wanted, and the labourer has consequently cost more to produce, and is rarer to be found, the price of the article is higher: as also when the commodity labour takes to thinking and remembers that after all it is also men, and as aforesaid holds out threats to the masters; in that case they for their part generally think it prudent to give way, when the competition of the market allows them to do so, and so the standard of livelihood for the workers rises.

But to speak plainly, the greater part of the workers, in spite of strikes and Trades’ Unions, do get little more than a bare subsistence wage, and when they grow sick or old they would die outright if it were not for the refuge afforded them by the workhouse, which is purposely made as prison-like and wretched as possible, in order to prevent the lower-paid workers from taking refuge in it before the time of their industrial death.

Now comes the question as to how the masters are able to force the men to sell their commodity labour-power so dirt-cheap without treating them as the ancients treated their slaves — i.e., with the whip.  Well, of course you understand that the master having paid his workmen what they can live upon, and having paid for the wear and tear of machinery and other expenses of that kind, has for his share whatever remains over and above, the whole of which he gets from the exercise of the labour-power possessed by the worker: he is anxious therefore to make the most of this privilege, and competes with his fellow-manufacturers to the utmost in the market: so that the distribution of wares is organized on a gambling basis, and as a consequence many more hands are needed when trade is brisk than when it is slack, or even in an ordinary condition: under the stimulus also of the lust for acquiring this surplus value of labour, the great machines of our epoch were invented and are yearly improved, and they act on labour in a threefold way: first they get rid of many hands; next they lower the quality of the labour required, so that skilled work is wanted less and less; thirdly, the improvement in them forces the workers to work harder while they are at work, as notably in the cotton-spinning industry.  Also in most trades women and children are employed, to whom it is not even pretended that a subsistence wage is given.  Owing to all these causes, the reserve army of labour necessary to our present system of manufactures for the gambling market, the introduction of labour-saving machines (labour saved for the master, mind you, not the man), and the intensifying of the labour while it lasts, the employment of the auxiliary labour of women and children: owing to all this there are in ordinary years even, not merely in specially bad years like the current one,  more workers than there is work for them to do.  The workers therefore undersell one another in disposing of their one commodity, labour-power, and are forced to do so, or they would not be allowed to work, and therefore would have to starve or go to the prison called the workhouse.  This is why the masters at the present day are able to dispense with the exercise of obvious violence which in bygone times they used towards their slaves.

This then is the first distinction between the two great classes of modern Society: the upper class possesses wealth, the lower lacks wealth; but there is another distinction to which I will now draw your attention: the class which lacks wealth is the class that produces it, the class that possesses it does not produce it, it consumes it only.  If by any chance the so-called lower class were to perish or leave the community, production of wealth would come to a standstill, until the wealth-owners had learned how to produce, until they had descended from their position, and had taken the place of their former slaves.  If on the contrary, the wealth-owners were to disappear, production of wealth would at the worst be only hindered for awhile, and probably would go on pretty much as it does now.

But you may say, though it is certain that some of the wealth-owners, as landlords, holders of funds, and the like do nothing, yet there are many of them who work hard.  Well, that is true, and perhaps nothing so clearly shows the extreme folly of the present system than this fact that there are so many able and industrious men employed by it, in working hard at — nothing: nothing or worse.  They work, but they do not produce.

It is true that some useful occupations are in the hands of the privileged classes, physic, education, and the fine arts, e.g.  The men who work at these occupations are certainly working usefully; and all that we can say against them is that they are sometimes paid too high in proportion to the pay of other useful persons, which high pay is given them in recognition of their being the parasites of the possessing classes.  But even as to numbers these are not a very large part of the possessors of wealth, and, as to the wealth they hold, it is quite insignificant compared with that held by those who do nothing useful.

Of these last, some, as we all agree, do not pretend to do anything except amuse themselves, and probably these are the least harmful of the useless classes.  Then there are others who follow occupations which would have no place in a reasonable condition of society, as, e.g., lawyers, judges, jailers, and soldiers of the higher grades, and most Government officials.  Finally comes the much greater group of those who are engaged in gambling or fighting for their individual shares of the tribute which their class compels the working-class to yield to it: these are the group that one calls broadly business men, the conductors of our commerce, if you please to call them so.

To extract a good proportion of this tribute, and to keep as much as possible of it when extracted for oneself, is the main business of life for these men, that is, for most well-to-do and rich people; it is called, quite inaccurately, “money-making;” and those who are most successful in this occupation are, in spite of all hypocritical pretences to the contrary, the persons most respected by the public.

A word or two as to the tribute extracted from the workers as aforesaid.  It is no trifle, but amounts to at least two-thirds of all that the worker produces; but you must understand that it is not all taken directly from the workman by his immediate employer, but by the employing class.  Besides the tribute or profit of the direct employer, which is in all cases as much as he can get amidst his competition or war with other employers, the worker has also to pay taxes in various forms, and the greater part of the wealth so extorted is at the best merely wasted: and remember, whoever seems to pay the taxes, labour in the long run is the only real taxpayer.  Then he has to pay house-rent, and very much heavier rent in proportion to his earnings than well-to-do people have.  He has also to pay the commission of the middle-men who distribute the goods which he has made, in a way so wasteful that now all thinking people cry out against it, though they are quite helpless against it in our present society.  Finally, he has often to pay an extra tax in the shape of a contribution to a benefit society or trades’ union, which is really a tax on the precariousness of his employment caused by the gambling of his masters in the market.  In short, besides the profit or the result of unpaid labour which he yields to his immediate master he has to give back a large part of his wages to the class of which his master is a part.

The privilege of the possessing class therefore consists in their living on this tribute, they themselves either not working or working unproductively — i.e., living on the labour of others; no otherwise than as the master of ancient days lived on the labour of his slave, or as the baron lived on the labour of his serf.  If the capital of the rich man consists of land, he is able to force a tenant to improve his land for him and pay him tribute in the form of rack-rent; and at the end of the transaction has his land again, generally improved, so that he can begin again and go on for ever, he and his heirs, doing nothing, a mere burden on the community for ever, while others are working for him.  If he has houses on his land he has rent for them also, often receiving the value of the building many times over, and in the end house and land once more.  Not seldom a piece of barren ground or swamp, worth nothing in itself, becomes a source of huge fortune to him from the development of a town or a district, and he pockets the results of the labour of thousands upon thousands of men, and calls it his property: or the earth beneath the surface is found to be rich in coal or minerals, and again he must be paid vast sums for allowing others to labour them into marketable wares, to which labour he contributes nothing.

Or again, if his capital consists of cash, he goes into the labour market and buys the labour-power of men, women and children, and uses it for the production of wares which shall bring him in a profit, buying it of course at the lowest price that he can, availing himself of their necessities to keep their livelihood down to the lowest point which they will bear: which indeed he must do, or he himself will be overcome in the war with his fellow-capitalists.  Neither in this case does he do any useful work, and he need not do any semblance of it, since he may buy the brain-power of managers at a somewhat higher rate than he buys the hand-power of the ordinary workman.  But even when he does seem to be doing something, and receives the pompous title of “organizer of labour,” he is not really organizing labour, but the battle with his immediate enemies, the other capitalists, who are in the same line of business with himself.

Furthermore, though it is true, as I have said, that the working-class are the only producers, yet only a part of them are allowed to produce usefully; for the men of the non-producing classes having often much more wealth than they can use are forced to waste it in mere luxuries and follies, that on the one hand harm themselves, and on the other withdraw a very large part of the workers from useful work, thereby compelling those who do produce usefully to work the harder and more grievously: in short, the essential accompaniment of the system is waste.

How could it be otherwise, since it is a system of war?  I have mentioned incidentally that all the employers of labour are at war with each other, and you will probably see that, according to my account of the relations between the two great classes, they also are at war.  Each can only gain at the others’ loss: the employing class is forced to make the most of its privilege, the possession of the means for the exercise of labour, and whatever it gets to itself can only be got at the expense of the working-class; and that class in its turn can only raise its standard of livelihood at the expense of the possessing class; it is forced to yield as little tribute to it as it can help; there is therefore constant war always going on between these two classes, whether they are conscious of it or not.

To recapitulate: In our modern society there are two classes, a useful and a useless class; the useless class is called the upper, the useful the lower class.  The useless or upper class, having the monopoly of all the means of the production of wealth save the power of labour, can and does compel the useful or lower class to work for its own disadvantage, and for the advantage of the upper class; nor will the latter allow the useful class to work on any other terms.  This arrangement necessarily means an increasing contest, first of the classes one against the other, and next of the individuals of each class among themselves.

Most thinking people admit the truth of what I have just stated, but many of them believe that the system, though obviously unjust and wasteful, is necessary (though perhaps they cannot give their reasons for their belief), and so they can see nothing for it but palliating the worst evils of the system: but, since the various palliatives in fashion at one time or another have failed each in its turn, I call upon them, firstly, to consider whether the system itself might not be changed, and secondly, to look round and note the signs of approaching change.

Let us remember first that even savages live, though they have poor tools, no machinery, and no co-operation, in their work: but as soon as a man begins to use good tools and work with some kind of co-operation he becomes able to produce more than enough for his own bare necessaries, All industrial society is founded on that fact, even from the time when workmen were mere chattel slaves.  What a strange society then is this of ours, wherein while one set of people cannot use their wealth, they have so much, but are obliged to waste it, another set are scarcely if at all better than those hapless savages who have neither tools nor co-operation!  Surely if this cannot be set right, civilized mankind must write itself down a civilized fool.

Here is the workman now, thoroughly organized for production, working for production with complete co-operation, and through marvellous machines; surely if a slave in Aristotle’s time could do more than keep himself alive, the present workman can do much more — as we all very well know that he can.  Why therefore should he be otherwise than in a comfortable condition?  Simply because of the class system, which with one hand plunders, and with the other wastes the wealth won by the workman’s labour.  If the workman had the full results of his labour he would in all cases be comfortably off, if he were working in an unwasteful way.  But in order to work unwastefully he must work for his own livelihood, and not to enable another man to live without producing: if he has to sustain another man in idleness who is capable of working for himself, he is treated unfairly; and, believe me, he will only do so as long he is compelled to submit by ignorance and brute force.  Well, then, he has a right to claim the wealth produced by his labour, and in consequence to insist that all shall produce who are able to do so; but also undoubtedly his labour must be organized, or he will soon find himself relapsing into the condition of the savage.  But in order that his labour may be organized properly he must have only one enemy to contend with — Nature to wit, who as it were eggs him on to the conflict against herself, and is grateful to him for overcoming her; a friend in the guise of an enemy.  There must be no contention of man with man, but association instead; so only can labour be really organized, harmoniously organized.  But harmony cannot co-exist with contention for individual gain: men must work for the common gain if the world is to be raised out of its present misery; therefore that claim of the workman (that is of every able man) must be subject to the fact that he is but a part of a harmonious whole: he is worthless without the co-operation of his fellows, who help him according to their capacities: he ought to feel, and will feel when he has his right senses, that he is working for his own interest when he is working for that of the community.

So working, his work must always be profitable, therefore no obstacle must be thrown in the way of his work: the means whereby his labour-power can be exercised must be free to him.  The privilege of the proprietary class must come to an end.  Remember that at present the custom is that a person so privileged is in the position of a man (with a policeman or so to help) guarding the gate of a field which will supply livelihood to whomsoever can work in it: crowds of people who don’t want to die come to that gate; but there stands law and order, and says “pay me five shillings before you go in;” and he or she that hasn’t the five shillings has to stay outside, and die — or live in the workhouse.  Well, that must be done away with; the field must be free to everybody that can use it.  To throw aside even this transparent metaphor, those means of the fructification of labour, the land, machinery, capital, means of transit, &c., which are now monopolized by those who cannot use them, but who abuse them to force unpaid labour out of others, must be free to those who can use them; that is to say, the workers properly organized for production; but you must remember that this will wrong no man, because as all will do some service to the community — i.e., as there will be no non-producing class, the organized workers will be the whole community, there will be no one left out.

Society will thus be recast, and labour will be free from all compulsion except the compulsion of Nature, which gives us nothing for nothing.  It would be futile to attempt to give you details of the way in which this would be carried out; since the very essence of it is freedom and the abolition of all arbitrary or artificial authority; but I will ask you to understand one thing: you will no doubt want to know what is to become of private property under such a system, which at first sight would not seem to forbid the accumulation of wealth, and along with that accumulation the formation of new classes of rich and poor.

Now private property as at present understood implies the holding of wealth by an individual as against all others, whether the holder can use it or not: he may, and not seldom he does, accumulate capital, or the stored-up labour of past generations, and neither use it himself nor allow others to use it: he may, and often he does, engross the first necessity of labour, land, and neither use it himself or allow any one else to use it; and though it is clear that in each case he is injuring the community, the law is sternly on his side.  In any case a rich man accumulates property, not for his own use, but in order that he may evade with impunity the law of Nature which bids man labour for his livelihood, and also that he may enable his children to do the same, that he and they may belong to the upper or useless class: it is not wealth that he accumulates, well-being, well-doing, bodily and mental; he soon comes to the end of his real needs in that respect, even when they are most exacting: it is power over others, what our forefathers called riches, that he collects; power (as we have seen) to force other people to live for his advantage poorer lives than they should live.  Understand that that must be the result of the possession of riches.

Now this power to compel others to live poorly Socialism would abolish entirely, and in that sense would make an end of private property: nor would it need to make laws to prevent accumulation artificially when once people had found out that they could employ themselves, and that thereby every man could enjoy the results of his own labour: for Socialism bases the rights of the individual to possess wealth on his being able to use that wealth for his own personal needs, and, labour being properly organized, every person, male or female, not in nonage or otherwise incapacitated from working, would have full opportunity to produce wealth and thereby to satisfy his own personal needs; if those needs went in any direction beyond those of an average man, he would have to make personal sacrifices in order to satisfy them; he would have, for instance, to work longer hours, or to forego some luxury that he did not care for in order to obtain something which he very much desired: so doing he would at the worst injure no one: and you will clearly see that there is no other choice for him between so doing and his forcing some one else to forego his special desires; and this latter proceeding by the way, when it is done without the sanction of the most powerful part of society, is called theft; though on the big scale and duly sanctioned by artificial laws, it is, as we have seen, the groundwork of our present system.  Once more, that system refuses permission to people to produce unless under artificial restrictions; under Socialism, every one who could produce would be free to produce, so that the price of an article would be just the cost of its production, and what we now call profit would no longer exist: thus, for instance, if a person wanted chairs, he would accumulate them till he had as many as he could use, and then he would stop, since he would not have been able to buy them for less than their cost of production and could not sell them for more: in other words, they would be nothing else than chairs; under the present system they may be means of compulsion and destruction as formidable as loaded rifles.

No one therefore would dispute with a man the possession of what he had acquired without injury to others, and what he could use without injuring them, and it would so remove temptations toward the abuse of possession, that probably no laws would be necessary to prevent it.

A few words now as to the differentiation of reward of labour, as I know my readers are sure to want an exposition of the Socialist views here as to those who direct labour or who have specially excellent faculties towards production.  And, first, I will look on the super-excellent workman as an article presumably needed by the community; and then say that, as with other articles so with this, the community must pay the cost of his production: for instance, it will have to seek him out, to develop his special capacities, and satisfy any needs he may have (if any) beyond those of an average man, so long as the satisfaction of those needs is not hurtful to the community.

Furthermore, you cannot give him more than he can use so he will not ask for more, and will not take it: it is true that his work may be more special than another’s, but it is not more necessary if you have organized labour properly; the ploughman and the fisherman are as necessary to society as the scientist or the artist, I will not say more necessary: neither is the difficulty of producing the more special and excellent work at all proportionate to its speciality or excellence: the higher workman produces his work as easily perhaps as the lower does his work; if he does not do so, you must give him extra leisure, extra means for supplying the waste of power in him, but you can give him nothing more.  The only reward that you can give the excellent workman is opportunity for developing and exercising his excellent capacity.  I repeat, you can give him nothing more worth his having: all other rewards are either illusory or harmful.  I must say in passing, that our present system of dealing with what is called a man of genius is utterly absurd: we cruelly starve him and repress his capacity when he is young; we foolishly pamper and flatter him and again repress his capacity when he is middle-aged or old: we get the least out of him, not the most.

These last words concern mere rarities in the way of workmen; but in this respect it is only a matter of degree; the point of the whole thing is this, that the director of labour is in his place because he is fit for it, not by a mere accident; being fit for it, he does it easier than he would do other work, and needs no more compensation for the wear and tear of life than another man does, and not needing it will not claim it, since it would be no use to him; his special reward for his special labour is, I repeat, that he can do it easily, and so does not feel it a burden; nay, since he can do it well he likes doing it, since indeed the main pleasure of life is the exercise of energy in the development of our special capacities.  Again, as regards the workmen who are under his direction, he needs no special dignity or authority; they know well enough that so long as he fulfils his function and really does direct them, if they do not heed him it will be at the cost of their labour being more irksome and harder.  All this, in short, is what is meant by the organization of labour, which is, in other words, finding out what work such and such people are fittest for and leaving them free to do that: we won’t take the trouble to do that now, with the result that people’s best faculties are wasted, and that work is a heavy burden to them, which they naturally shirk as much as they can; it should be rather a pleasure to them: and I say straight out that, unless we find some means to make all work more or less pleasurable, we shall never escape from the great tyranny of the modern world.

Having mentioned the difference between the competitive and commercial ideas on the subject of the individual holding of wealth and the relative position of different groups of workmen, I will very briefly say something on what for want of a better word I must call the political position which we take up, or at least what we look forward to in the long run.  The substitution of association for competition is the foundation of Socialism, and will run through all acts done under it, and this must act as between nations as well as between individuals: when profits can no more be made, there will be no necessity for holding together masses of men to draw together the greatest proportion of profit to their locality, or to the real or imaginary union of persons and corporations which is now called a nation.  What we now call a nation is a body whose function it is to assert the special welfare of its incorporated members at the expense of all other similar bodies: the death of competition will deprive it of this function; since there will be no attack there need be no defence, and it seems to me that this function being taken away from the nation it can have no other, and therefore must cease to exist as a political entity.  On this side of the movement opinion is growing steadily.  It is clear that, quite apart from Socialism, the idea of local administration is pushing out that of centralized government: to take a remarkable case: in the French Revolution of 1793, the most advanced party was centralizing: in the latest French revolution, that of the Commune of 1871, it was federalist.  Or take Ireland, the success which is to-day attending the struggles of Ireland for independence is, I am quite sure, owing to the spread of this idea: it no longer seems a monstrous proposition to liberal-minded Englishmen that a country should administer its own affairs: the feeling that it is not only just, but also very convenient to all parties for it to do so, is extinguishing the prejudices fostered by centuries of oppressive and wasteful mastership.  And I believe that Ireland will show that her claim for self-government is not made on behalf of national rivalry, but rather on behalf of genuine independence; the consideration, on the one hand, of the needs of her own population, and, on the other, goodwill towards that of other localities.  Well, the spread of this idea will make our political work as Socialists the easier; men will at last come to see that the only way to avoid the tyranny and waste of bureaucracy is by the Federation of Independent Communities: their federation being for definite purposes: for furthering the organization of labour, by ascertaining the real demand for commodities, and so avoiding waste: for organizing the distribution of goods, the migration of persons — in short, the friendly intercommunication of people whose interests are common, although the circumstances of their natural surroundings made necessary differences of life and manners between them.

I have thus sketched something of the outline of Socialism, by showing that its aim is first to get rid of the monopoly of the means of fructifying labour, so that labour may be free to all, and its resulting wealth may not be engrossed by a few, and so cause the misery and degradation of the many: and, secondly, that it aims at organizing labour so that none of it may be wasted, using as a means thereto the free development of each man’s capacity; and, thirdly, that it aims at getting rid of national rivalry, which in point of fact means a condition of perpetual war, sometimes of the money-bag, sometimes of the bullet, and substituting for this worn-out superstition a system of free communities living in harmonious federation with each other, managing their own affairs by the free consent of their members; yet acknowledging some kind of centre whose function it would be to protect the principle whose practice the communities should carry out; till at last those principles would be recognized by every one always and intuitively, when the last vestiges of centralization would die out.

I am well aware that this complete Socialism, which is sometimes called Communism, cannot be realized all at once; society will be changed from its basis when we make the form of robbery called profit impossible by giving labour full and free access to the means of its fructification — i.e., to raw material.  The demand for this emancipation of labour is the basis on which all Socialists may unite.  On more indefinite grounds they cannot meet other groups of politicians; they can only rejoice at seeing the ground cleared of controversies which are really dead, in order that the last controversy may be settled that we can at present foresee, and the question solved as to whether or no it is necessary, as some people think it is, that society should be composed of two groups of dishonest persons, slaves submitting to be slaves, yet for ever trying to cheat their masters, and masters conscious of their having no support for their dishonesty of eating the common stock without adding to it save the mere organization of brute force, which they have to assert for ever in all details of life against the natural desire of man to be free.

It may be hoped that we of this generation may be able to prove that it is unnecessary; but it will, doubt it not, take many generations yet to prove that it is necessary for such degradation to last as long as humanity does; and when that is finally proved we shall at least have one hope left — that humanity will not last long.
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PREFACE
 

The papers that follow this need no explanation, since they are directed towards special sides of the Arts and Crafts. Mr. Crane has put forward the aims of the Arts and Crafts Exhibition Society as an Exhibition Society, therefore I need not enlarge upon that phase of this book. But I will write a few words on the way in which it seems to me we ought to face the present position of that revival in decorative art of which our Society is one of the tokens.

And, in the first place, the very fact{vi} that there is a “revival” shows that the arts aforesaid have been sick unto death. In all such changes the first of the new does not appear till there is little or no life left in the old, and yet the old, even when it is all but dead, goes on living in corruption, and refuses to get itself put quietly out of the way and decently buried. So that while the revival advances and does some good work, the period of corruption goes on from worse to worse, till it arrives at the point when it can no longer be borne, and disappears. To give a concrete example: in these last days there are many buildings erected which (in spite of our eclecticism, our lack of a traditional style) are at least well designed and give pleasure to the eye; nevertheless, so hopelessly hideous and vulgar is general building that persons of taste find themselves regretting the brown brick box with its{vii} feeble and trumpery attempts at ornament, which characterises the style of building current at the end of the last and beginning of this century, because there is some style about it, and even some merit of design, if only negative.

The position which we have to face then is this: the lack of beauty in modern life (of decoration in the best sense of the word), which in the earlier part of the century was unnoticed, is now recognised by a part of the public as an evil to be remedied if possible; but by far the larger part of civilised mankind does not feel that lack in the least, so that no general sense of beauty is extant which would force us into the creation of a feeling for art which in its turn would force us into taking up the dropped links of tradition, and once more producing genuine organic art. Such art as we have is not the work of the mass of{viii} craftsmen unconscious of any definite style, but producing beauty instinctively; conscious rather of the desire to turn out a creditable piece of work than of any aim towards positive beauty. That is the essential motive power towards art in past ages; but our art is the work of a small minority composed of educated persons, fully conscious of their aim of producing beauty, and distinguished from the great body of workmen by the possession of that aim.

I do not, indeed, ignore the fact that there is a school of artists belonging to this decade who set forth that beauty is not an essential part of art; which they consider rather as an instrument for the statement of fact, or an exhibition of the artist’s intellectual observation and skill of hand. Such a school would seem at first sight to have an interest of its own as a genuine traditional development{ix} of the art of the eighteenth century, which, like all intellectual movements in that century, was negative and destructive; and this all the more as the above-mentioned school is connected with science rather than art. But on looking closer into the matter it will be seen that this school cannot claim any special interest on the score of tradition. For the eighteenth century art was quite unconscious of its tendency towards ugliness and nullity, whereas the modern “Impressionists” loudly proclaim their enmity to beauty, and are no more unconscious of their aim than the artists of the revival are of their longing to link themselves to the traditional art of the past.

Here we have then, on the one hand, a school which is pushing rather than drifting into the domain of the empirical science of to-day, and another which can{x} only work through its observation of an art which was once organic, but which died centuries ago, leaving us what by this time has become but the wreckage of its brilliant and eager life, while at the same time the great mass of civilisation lives on content to forgo art almost altogether. Nevertheless the artists of both the schools spoken of are undoubtedly honest and eager in pursuit of art under the conditions of modern civilisation; that is to say, that they have this much in common with the schools of tradition, that they do what they are impelled to do, and that the public would be quite wrong in supposing them to be swayed by mere affectation.

Now it seems to me that this impulse in men of certain minds and moods towards certain forms of art, this genuine eclecticism, is all that we can expect under modern civilisation; that we can{xi} expect no general impulse towards the fine arts till civilisation has been transformed into some other condition of life, the details of which we cannot foresee. Let us then make the best of it, and admit that those who practise art must nowadays be conscious of that practice; conscious I mean that they are either adding a certain amount of artistic beauty and interest to a piece of goods which would, if produced in the ordinary way, have no beauty or artistic interest, or to produce works of art, to supply the lack of tradition by diligently cultivating in ourselves the sense of beauty (pace the Impressionists), skill of hand, and{xii} niceness of observation, without which only a makeshift of art can be got; and also, so far as we can, to call the attention of the public to the fact that there are a few persons who are doing this, and even earning a livelihood by so doing, and that therefore, in spite of the destructive tradition of our immediate past, in spite of the great revolution in the production of wares, which this century only has seen on the road to completion, and which on the face of it, and perhaps essentially, is hostile to art, in spite of all difficulties which the evolution of the later days of society has thrown in the way of that side of human pleasure which is called art, there is still a minority with a good deal of life in it which is not content with what is called utilitarianism, which, being interpreted, means the reckless waste of life in the pursuit of the means of life.{xiii}

It is this conscious cultivation of art and the attempt to interest the public in it which the Arts and Crafts Exhibition Society has set itself to help, by calling special attention to that really most important side of art, the decoration of utilities by furnishing them with genuine artistic finish in place of trade finish.

WILLIAM MORRIS.

July 1893.
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THE LESSER ARTS

 

Hereafter I hope in another lecture to have the pleasure of laying before you an historical survey of the lesser, or as they are called the Decorative Arts, and I must confess it would have been pleasanter to me to have begun my talk with you by entering at once upon the subject of the history of this great industry; but, as I have something to say in a third lecture about various matters connected with the practice of Decoration among ourselves in these days, I feel that I should be in a false position before you, and one that might lead to confusion, or overmuch explanation, if I did not let you know what I think on the nature and scope of these arts, on their condition at the present time, and their outlook in times to come.  In doing this it is like enough that I shall say things with which you will very much disagree; I must ask you therefore from the outset to believe that whatever I may blame or whatever I may praise, I neither, when I think of what history has been, am inclined to lament the past, to despise the present, or despair of the future; that I believe all the change and stir about us is a sign of the world’s life, and that it will lead — by ways, indeed, of which we have no guess — to the bettering of all mankind.

Now as to the scope and nature of these Arts I have to say, that though when I come more into the details of my subject I shall not meddle much with the great art of Architecture, and less still with the great arts commonly called Sculpture and Painting, yet I cannot in my own mind quite sever them from those lesser so-called Decorative Arts, which I have to speak about: it is only in latter times, and under the most intricate conditions of life, that they have fallen apart from one another; and I hold that, when they are so parted, it is ill for the Arts altogether: the lesser ones become trivial, mechanical, unintelligent, incapable of resisting the changes pressed upon them by fashion or dishonesty; while the greater, however they may be practised for a while by men of great minds and wonder-working hands, unhelped by the lesser, unhelped by each other, are sure to lose their dignity of popular arts, and become nothing but dull adjuncts to unmeaning pomp, or ingenious toys for a few rich and idle men.

However, I have not undertaken to talk to you of Architecture, Sculpture, and Painting, in the narrower sense of those words, since, most unhappily as I think, these master-arts, these arts more specially of the intellect, are at the present day divorced from decoration in its narrower sense.  Our subject is that great body of art, by means of which men have at all times more or less striven to beautify the familiar matters of everyday life: a wide subject, a great industry; both a great part of the history of the world, and a most helpful instrument to the study of that history.

A very great industry indeed, comprising the crafts of house-building, painting, joinery and carpentry, smiths’ work, pottery and glass-making, weaving, and many others: a body of art most important to the public in general, but still more so to us handicraftsmen; since there is scarce anything that they use, and that we fashion, but it has always been thought to be unfinished till it has had some touch or other of decoration about it.  True it is that in many or most cases we have got so used to this ornament, that we look upon it as if it had grown of itself, and note it no more than the mosses on the dry sticks with which we light our fires.  So much the worse! for there is the decoration, or some pretence of it, and it has, or ought to have, a use and a meaning.  For, and this is at the root of the whole matter, everything made by man’s hands has a form, which must be either beautiful or ugly; beautiful if it is in accord with Nature, and helps her; ugly if it is discordant with Nature, and thwarts her; it cannot be indifferent: we, for our parts, are busy or sluggish, eager or unhappy, and our eyes are apt to get dulled to this eventfulness of form in those things which we are always looking at.  Now it is one of the chief uses of decoration, the chief part of its alliance with nature, that it has to sharpen our dulled senses in this matter: for this end are those wonders of intricate patterns interwoven, those strange forms invented, which men have so long delighted in: forms and intricacies that do not necessarily imitate nature, but in which the hand of the craftsman is guided to work in the way that she does, till the web, the cup, or the knife, look as natural, nay as lovely, as the green field, the river bank, or the mountain flint.

To give people pleasure in the things they must perforce use, that is one great office of decoration; to give people pleasure in the things they must perforce make, that is the other use of it.

Does not our subject look important enough now?  I say that without these arts, our rest would be vacant and uninteresting, our labour mere endurance, mere wearing away of body and mind.

As for that last use of these arts, the giving us pleasure in our work, I scarcely know how to speak strongly enough of it; and yet if I did not know the value of repeating a truth again and again, I should have to excuse myself to you for saying any more about this, when I remember how a great man now living has spoken of it: I mean my friend Professor John Ruskin: if you read the chapter in the 2nd vol. of his Stones of Venice entitled, ‘On the Nature of Gothic, and the Office of the Workman therein,’ you will read at once the truest and the most eloquent words that can possibly be said on the subject.  What I have to say upon it can scarcely be more than an echo of his words, yet I repeat there is some use in reiterating a truth, lest it be forgotten; so I will say this much further: we all know what people have said about the curse of labour, and what heavy and grievous nonsense are the more part of their words thereupon; whereas indeed the real curses of craftsmen have been the curse of stupidity, and the curse of injustice from within and from without: no, I cannot suppose there is anybody here who would think it either a good life, or an amusing one, to sit with one’s hands before one doing nothing — to live like a gentleman, as fools call it.

Nevertheless there is dull work to be done, and a weary business it is setting men about such work, and seeing them through it, and I would rather do the work twice over with my own hands than have such a job: but now only let the arts which we are talking of beautify our labour, and be widely spread, intelligent, well understood both by the maker and the user, let them grow in one word popular, and there will be pretty much an end of dull work and its wearing slavery; and no man will any longer have an excuse for talking about the curse of labour, no man will any longer have an excuse for evading the blessing of labour.  I believe there is nothing that will aid the world’s progress so much as the attainment of this; I protest there is nothing in the world that I desire so much as this, wrapped up, as I am sure it is, with changes political and social, that in one way or another we all desire.

Now if the objection be made, that these arts have been the handmaids of luxury, of tyranny, and of superstition, I must needs say that it is true in a sense; they have been so used, as many other excellent things have been.  But it is also true that, among some nations, their most vigorous and freest times have been the very blossoming times of art: while at the same time, I must allow that these decorative arts have flourished among oppressed peoples, who have seemed to have no hope of freedom: yet I do not think that we shall be wrong in thinking that at such times, among such peoples, art, at least, was free; when it has not been, when it has really been gripped by superstition, or by luxury, it has straightway begun to sicken under that grip.  Nor must you forget that when men say popes, kings, and emperors built such and such buildings, it is a mere way of speaking.  You look in your history-books to see who built Westminster Abbey, who built St. Sophia at Constantinople, and they tell you Henry III., Justinian the Emperor.  Did they? or, rather, men like you and me, handicraftsmen, who have left no names behind them, nothing but their work?

Now as these arts call people’s attention and interest to the matters of everyday life in the present, so also, and that I think is no little matter, they call our attention at every step to that history, of which, I said before, they are so great a part; for no nation, no state of society, however rude, has been wholly without them: nay, there are peoples not a few, of whom we know scarce anything, save that they thought such and such forms beautiful.  So strong is the bond between history and decoration, that in the practice of the latter we cannot, if we would, wholly shake off the influence of past times over what we do at present.  I do not think it is too much to say that no man, however original he may be, can sit down to-day and draw the ornament of a cloth, or the form of an ordinary vessel or piece of furniture, that will be other than a development or a degradation of forms used hundreds of years ago; and these, too, very often, forms that once had a serious meaning, though they are now become little more than a habit of the hand; forms that were once perhaps the mysterious symbols of worships and beliefs now little remembered or wholly forgotten.  Those who have diligently followed the delightful study of these arts are able as if through windows to look upon the life of the past: — the very first beginnings of thought among nations whom we cannot even name; the terrible empires of the ancient East; the free vigour and glory of Greece; the heavy weight, the firm grasp of Rome; the fall of her temporal Empire which spread so wide about the world all that good and evil which men can never forget, and never cease to feel; the clashing of East and West, South and North, about her rich and fruitful daughter Byzantium; the rise, the dissensions, and the waning of Islam; the wanderings of Scandinavia; the Crusades; the foundation of the States of modern Europe; the struggles of free thought with ancient dying system — with all these events and their meaning is the history of popular art interwoven; with all this, I say, the careful student of decoration as an historical industry must be familiar.  When I think of this, and the usefulness of all this knowledge, at a time when history has become so earnest a study amongst us as to have given us, as it were, a new sense: at a time when we so long to know the reality of all that has happened, and are to be put off no longer with the dull records of the battles and intrigues of kings and scoundrels, — I say when I think of all this, I hardly know how to say that this interweaving of the Decorative Arts with the history of the past is of less importance than their dealings with the life of the present: for should not these memories also be a part of our daily life?

And now let me recapitulate a little before I go further, before we begin to look into the condition of the arts at the present day.  These arts, I have said, are part of a great system invented for the expression of a man’s delight in beauty: all peoples and times have used them; they have been the joy of free nations, and the solace of oppressed nations; religion has used and elevated them, has abused and degraded them; they are connected with all history, and are clear teachers of it; and, best of all, they are the sweeteners of human labour, both to the handicraftsman, whose life is spent in working in them, and to people in general who are influenced by the sight of them at every turn of the day’s work: they make our toil happy, our rest fruitful.

And now if all I have said seems to you but mere open-mouthed praise of these arts, I must say that it is not for nothing that what I have hitherto put before you has taken that form.

It is because I must now ask you this question: All these good things — will you have them? will you cast them from you?

Are you surprised at my question — you, most of whom, like myself, are engaged in the actual practice of the arts that are, or ought to be, popular?

In explanation, I must somewhat repeat what I have already said.  Time was when the mystery and wonder of handicrafts were well acknowledged by the world, when imagination and fancy mingled with all things made by man; and in those days all handicraftsmen were artists, as we should now call them.  But the thought of man became more intricate, more difficult to express; art grew a heavier thing to deal with, and its labour was more divided among great men, lesser men, and little men; till that art, which was once scarce more than a rest of body and soul, as the hand cast the shuttle or swung the hammer, became to some men so serious labour, that their working lives have been one long tragedy of hope and fear, joy and trouble.  This was the growth of art: like all growth, it was good and fruitful for awhile; like all fruitful growth, it grew into decay; like all decay of what was once fruitful, it will grow into something new.

Into decay; for as the arts sundered into the greater and the lesser, contempt on one side, carelessness on the other arose, both begotten of ignorance of that philosophy of the Decorative Arts, a hint of which I have tried just now to put before you.  The artist came out from the handicraftsmen, and left them without hope of elevation, while he himself was left without the help of intelligent, industrious sympathy.  Both have suffered; the artist no less than the workman.  It is with art as it fares with a company of soldiers before a redoubt, when the captain runs forward full of hope and energy, but looks not behind him to see if his men are following, and they hang back, not knowing why they are brought there to die.  The captain’s life is spent for nothing, and his men are sullen prisoners in the redoubt of Unhappiness and Brutality.

I must in plain words say of the Decorative Arts, of all the arts, that it is not so much that we are inferior in them to all who have gone before us, but rather that they are in a state of anarchy and disorganisation, which makes a sweeping change necessary and certain.

So that again I ask my question, All that good fruit which the arts should bear, will you have it? will you cast it from you?  Shall that sweeping change that must come, be the change of loss or of gain?

We who believe in the continuous life of the world, surely we are bound to hope that the change will bring us gain and not loss, and to strive to bring that gain about.

Yet how the world may answer my question, who can say?  A man in his short life can see but a little way ahead, and even in mine wonderful and unexpected things have come to pass.  I must needs say that therein lies my hope rather than in all I see going on round about us.  Without disputing that if the imaginative arts perish, some new thing, at present unguessed of, may be put forward to supply their loss in men’s lives, I cannot feel happy in that prospect, nor can I believe that mankind will endure such a loss for ever: but in the meantime the present state of the arts and their dealings with modern life and progress seem to me to point, in appearance at least, to this immediate future; that the world, which has for a long time busied itself about other matters than the arts, and has carelessly let them sink lower and lower, till many not uncultivated men, ignorant of what they once were, and hopeless of what they might yet be, look upon them with mere contempt; that the world, I say, thus busied and hurried, will one day wipe the slate, and be clean rid in her impatience of the whole matter with all its tangle and trouble.

And then — what then?

Even now amid the squalor of London it is hard to imagine what it will be.  Architecture, Sculpture, Painting, with the crowd of lesser arts that belong to them, these, together with Music and Poetry, will be dead and forgotten, will no longer excite or amuse people in the least: for, once more, we must not deceive ourselves; the death of one art means the death of all; the only difference in their fate will be that the luckiest will be eaten the last — the luckiest, or the unluckiest: in all that has to do with beauty the invention and ingenuity of man will have come to a dead stop; and all the while Nature will go on with her eternal recurrence of lovely changes — spring, summer, autumn, and winter; sunshine, rain, and snow; storm and fair weather; dawn, noon, and sunset; day and night — ever bearing witness against man that he has deliberately chosen ugliness instead of beauty, and to live where he is strongest amidst squalor or blank emptiness.

You see, sirs, we cannot quite imagine it; any more, perhaps, than our forefathers of ancient London, living in the pretty, carefully whitened houses, with the famous church and its huge spire rising above them, — than they, passing about the fair gardens running down to the broad river, could have imagined a whole county or more covered over with hideous hovels, big, middle-sized, and little, which should one day be called London.

Sirs, I say that this dead blank of the arts that I more than dread is difficult even now to imagine; yet I fear that I must say that if it does not come about, it will be owing to some turn of events which we cannot at present foresee: but I hold that if it does happen, it will only last for a time, that it will be but a burning up of the gathered weeds, so that the field may bear more abundantly.  I hold that men would wake up after a while, and look round and find the dulness unbearable, and begin once more inventing, imitating, and imagining, as in earlier days.

That faith comforts me, and I can say calmly if the blank space must happen, it must, and amidst its darkness the new seed must sprout.  So it has been before: first comes birth, and hope scarcely conscious of itself; then the flower and fruit of mastery, with hope more than conscious enough, passing into insolence, as decay follows ripeness; and then — the new birth again.

Meantime it is the plain duty of all who look seriously on the arts to do their best to save the world from what at the best will be a loss, the result of ignorance and unwisdom; to prevent, in fact, that most discouraging of all changes, the supplying the place of an extinct brutality by a new one; nay, even if those who really care for the arts are so weak and few that they can do nothing else, it may be their business to keep alive some tradition, some memory of the past, so that the new life when it comes may not waste itself more than enough in fashioning wholly new forms for its new spirit.

To what side then shall those turn for help, who really understand the gain of a great art in the world, and the loss of peace and good life that must follow from the lack of it?  I think that they must begin by acknowledging that the ancient art, the art of unconscious intelligence, as one should call it, which began without a date, at least so long ago as those strange and masterly scratchings on mammoth-bones and the like found but the other day in the drift — that this art of unconscious intelligence is all but dead; that what little of it is left lingers among half-civilised nations, and is growing coarser, feebler, less intelligent year by year; nay, it is mostly at the mercy of some commercial accident, such as the arrival of a few shiploads of European dye-stuffs or a few dozen orders from European merchants: this they must recognise, and must hope to see in time its place filled by a new art of conscious intelligence, the birth of wiser, simpler, freer ways of life than the world leads now, than the world has ever led.

I said, to see this in time; I do not mean to say that our own eyes will look upon it: it may be so far off, as indeed it seems to some, that many would scarcely think it worth while thinking of: but there are some of us who cannot turn our faces to the wall, or sit deedless because our hope seems somewhat dim; and, indeed, I think that while the signs of the last decay of the old art with all the evils that must follow in its train are only too obvious about us, so on the other hand there are not wanting signs of the new dawn beyond that possible night of the arts, of which I have before spoken; this sign chiefly, that there are some few at least who are heartily discontented with things as they are, and crave for something better, or at least some promise of it — this best of signs: for I suppose that if some half-dozen men at any time earnestly set their hearts on something coming about which is not discordant with nature, it will come to pass one day or other; because it is not by accident that an idea comes into the heads of a few; rather they are pushed on, and forced to speak or act by something stirring in the heart of the world which would otherwise be left without expression.

By what means then shall those work who long for reform in the arts, and who shall they seek to kindle into eager desire for possession of beauty, and better still, for the development of the faculty that creates beauty?

People say to me often enough: If you want to make your art succeed and flourish, you must make it the fashion: a phrase which I confess annoys me; for they mean by it that I should spend one day over my work to two days in trying to convince rich, and supposed influential people, that they care very much for what they really do not care in the least, so that it may happen according to the proverb: Bell-wether took the leap, and we all went over.  Well, such advisers are right if they are content with the thing lasting but a little while; say till you can make a little money — if you don’t get pinched by the door shutting too quickly: otherwise they are wrong: the people they are thinking of have too many strings to their bow, and can turn their backs too easily on a thing that fails, for it to be safe work trusting to their whims: it is not their fault, they cannot help it, but they have no chance of spending time enough over the arts to know anything practical of them, and they must of necessity be in the hands of those who spend their time in pushing fashion this way and that for their own advantage.

Sirs, there is no help to be got out of these latter, or those who let themselves be led by them: the only real help for the decorative arts must come from those who work in them; nor must they be led, they must lead.

You whose hands make those things that should be works of art, you must be all artists, and good artists too, before the public at large can take real interest in such things; and when you have become so, I promise you that you shall lead the fashion; fashion shall follow your hands obediently enough.

That is the only way in which we can get a supply of intelligent popular art: a few artists of the kind so-called now, what can they do working in the teeth of difficulties thrown in their way by what is called Commerce, but which should be called greed of money? working helplessly among the crowd of those who are ridiculously called manufacturers, i.e. handicraftsmen, though the more part of them never did a stroke of hand-work in their lives, and are nothing better than capitalists and salesmen.  What can these grains of sand do, I say, amidst the enormous mass of work turned out every year which professes in some way to be decorative art, but the decoration of which no one heeds except the salesmen who have to do with it, and are hard put to it to supply the cravings of the public for something new, not for something pretty?

The remedy, I repeat, is plain if it can be applied; the handicraftsman, left behind by the artist when the arts sundered, must come up with him, must work side by side with him: apart from the difference between a great master and a scholar, apart from the differences of the natural bent of men’s minds, which would make one man an imitative, and another an architectural or decorative artist, there should be no difference between those employed on strictly ornamental work; and the body of artists dealing with this should quicken with their art all makers of things into artists also, in proportion to the necessities and uses of the things they would make.

I know what stupendous difficulties, social and economical, there are in the way of this; yet I think that they seem to be greater than they are: and of one thing I am sure, that no real living decorative art is possible if this is impossible.

It is not impossible, on the contrary it is certain to come about, if you are at heart desirous to quicken the arts; if the world will, for the sake of beauty and decency, sacrifice some of the things it is so busy over (many of which I think are not very worthy of its trouble), art will begin to grow again; as for those difficulties above mentioned, some of them I know will in any case melt away before the steady change of the relative conditions of men; the rest, reason and resolute attention to the laws of nature, which are also the laws of art, will dispose of little by little: once more, the way will not be far to seek, if the will be with us.

Yet, granted the will, and though the way lies ready to us, we must not be discouraged if the journey seem barren enough at first, nay, not even if things seem to grow worse for a while: for it is natural enough that the very evil which has forced on the beginning of reform should look uglier, while on the one hand life and wisdom are building up the new, and on the other folly and deadness are hugging the old to them.

In this, as in all other matters, lapse of time will be needed before things seem to straighten, and the courage and patience that does not despise small things lying ready to be done; and care and watchfulness, lest we begin to build the wall ere the footings are well in; and always through all things much humility that is not easily cast down by failure, that seeks to be taught, and is ready to learn.

For your teachers, they must be Nature and History: as for the first, that you must learn of it is so obvious that I need not dwell upon that now: hereafter, when I have to speak more of matters of detail, I may have to speak of the manner in which you must learn of Nature.  As to the second, I do not think that any man but one of the highest genius, could do anything in these days without much study of ancient art, and even he would be much hindered if he lacked it.  If you think that this contradicts what I said about the death of that ancient art, and the necessity I implied for an art that should be characteristic of the present day, I can only say that, in these times of plenteous knowledge and meagre performance, if we do not study the ancient work directly and learn to understand it, we shall find ourselves influenced by the feeble work all round us, and shall be copying the better work through the copyists and without understanding it, which will by no means bring about intelligent art.  Let us therefore study it wisely, be taught by it, kindled by it; all the while determining not to imitate or repeat it; to have either no art at all, or an art which we have made our own.

Yet I am almost brought to a stand-still when bidding you to study nature and the history of art, by remembering that this is London, and what it is like: how can I ask working-men passing up and down these hideous streets day by day to care about beauty?  If it were politics, we must care about that; or science, you could wrap yourselves up in the study of facts, no doubt, without much caring what goes on about you — but beauty! do you not see what terrible difficulties beset art, owing to a long neglect of art — and neglect of reason, too, in this matter?  It is such a heavy question by what effort, by what dead-lift, you can thrust this difficulty from you, that I must perforce set it aside for the present, and must at least hope that the study of history and its monuments will help you somewhat herein.  If you can really fill your minds with memories of great works of art, and great times of art, you will, I think, be able to a certain extent to look through the aforesaid ugly surroundings, and will be moved to discontent of what is careless and brutal now, and will, I hope, at last be so much discontented with what is bad, that you will determine to bear no longer that short-sighted, reckless brutality of squalor that so disgraces our intricate civilisation.

Well, at any rate, London is good for this, that it is well off for museums, — which I heartily wish were to be got at seven days in the week instead of six, or at least on the only day on which an ordinarily busy man, one of the taxpayers who support them, can as a rule see them quietly, — and certainly any of us who may have any natural turn for art must get more help from frequenting them than one can well say.  It is true, however, that people need some preliminary instruction before they can get all the good possible to be got from the prodigious treasures of art possessed by the country in that form: there also one sees things in a piecemeal way: nor can I deny that there is something melancholy about a museum, such a tale of violence, destruction, and carelessness, as its treasured scraps tell us.

But moreover you may sometimes have an opportunity of studying ancient art in a narrower but a more intimate, a more kindly form, the monuments of our own land.  Sometimes only, since we live in the middle of this world of brick and mortar, and there is little else left us amidst it, except the ghost of the great church at Westminster, ruined as its exterior is by the stupidity of the restoring architect, and insulted as its glorious interior is by the pompous undertakers’ lies, by the vainglory and ignorance of the last two centuries and a half — little besides that and the matchless Hall near it: but when we can get beyond that smoky world, there, out in the country we may still see the works of our fathers yet alive amidst the very nature they were wrought into, and of which they are so completely a part: for there indeed if anywhere, in the English country, in the days when people cared about such things, was there a full sympathy between the works of man, and the land they were made for: — the land is a little land; too much shut up within the narrow seas, as it seems, to have much space for swelling into hugeness: there are no great wastes overwhelming in their dreariness, no great solitudes of forests, no terrible untrodden mountain-walls: all is measured, mingled, varied, gliding easily one thing into another: little rivers, little plains; swelling, speedily-changing uplands, all beset with handsome orderly trees; little hills, little mountains, netted over with the walls of sheep-walks: all is little; yet not foolish and blank, but serious rather, and abundant of meaning for such as choose to seek it: it is neither prison nor palace, but a decent home.

All which I neither praise nor blame, but say that so it is: some people praise this homeliness overmuch, as if the land were the very axle-tree of the world; so do not I, nor any unblinded by pride in themselves and all that belongs to them: others there are who scorn it and the tameness of it: not I any the more: though it would indeed be hard if there were nothing else in the world, no wonders, no terrors, no unspeakable beauties: yet when we think what a small part of the world’s history, past, present, and to come, is this land we live in, and how much smaller still in the history of the arts, and yet how our forefathers clung to it, and with what care and pains they adorned it, this unromantic, uneventful-looking land of England, surely by this too our hearts may be touched, and our hope quickened.

For as was the land, such was the art of it while folk yet troubled themselves about such things; it strove little to impress people either by pomp or ingenuity: not unseldom it fell into commonplace, rarely it rose into majesty; yet was it never oppressive, never a slave’s nightmare nor an insolent boast: and at its best it had an inventiveness, an individuality that grander styles have never overpassed: its best too, and that was in its very heart, was given as freely to the yeoman’s house, and the humble village church, as to the lord’s palace or the mighty cathedral: never coarse, though often rude enough, sweet, natural and unaffected, an art of peasants rather than of merchant-princes or courtiers, it must be a hard heart, I think, that does not love it: whether a man has been born among it like ourselves, or has come wonderingly on its simplicity from all the grandeur over-seas.  A peasant art, I say, and it clung fast to the life of the people, and still lived among the cottagers and yeomen in many parts of the country while the big houses were being built ‘French and fine’: still lived also in many a quaint pattern of loom and printing-block, and embroiderer’s needle, while over-seas stupid pomp had extinguished all nature and freedom, and art was become, in France especially, the mere expression of that successful and exultant rascality, which in the flesh no long time afterwards went down into the pit for ever.

Such was the English art, whose history is in a sense at your doors, grown scarce indeed, and growing scarcer year by year, not only through greedy destruction, of which there is certainly less than there used to be, but also through the attacks of another foe, called nowadays ‘restoration.’

I must not make a long story about this, but also I cannot quite pass it over, since I have pressed on you the study of these ancient monuments.  Thus the matter stands: these old buildings have been altered and added to century after century, often beautifully, always historically; their very value, a great part of it, lay in that: they have suffered almost always from neglect also, often from violence (that latter a piece of history often far from uninteresting), but ordinary obvious mending would almost always have kept them standing, pieces of nature and of history.

But of late years a great uprising of ecclesiastical zeal, coinciding with a great increase of study, and consequently of knowledge of mediæval architecture, has driven people into spending their money on these buildings, not merely with the purpose of repairing them, of keeping them safe, clean, and wind and water-tight, but also of ‘restoring’ them to some ideal state of perfection; sweeping away if possible all signs of what has befallen them at least since the Reformation, and often since dates much earlier: this has sometimes been done with much disregard of art and entirely from ecclesiastical zeal, but oftener it has been well meant enough as regards art: yet you will not have listened to what I have said to-night if you do not see that from my point of view this restoration must be as impossible to bring about, as the attempt at it is destructive to the buildings so dealt with: I scarcely like to think what a great part of them have been made nearly useless to students of art and history: unless you knew a great deal about architecture you perhaps would scarce understand what terrible damage has been done by that dangerous ‘little knowledge’ in this matter: but at least it is easy to be understood, that to deal recklessly with valuable (and national) monuments which, when once gone, can never be replaced by any splendour of modern art, is doing a very sorry service to the State.

You will see by all that I have said on this study of ancient art that I mean by education herein something much wider than the teaching of a definite art in schools of design, and that it must be something that we must do more or less for ourselves: I mean by it a systematic concentration of our thoughts on the matter, a studying of it in all ways, careful and laborious practice of it, and a determination to do nothing but what is known to be good in workmanship and design.

Of course, however, both as an instrument of that study we have been speaking of, as well as of the practice of the arts, all handicraftsmen should be taught to draw very carefully; as indeed all people should be taught drawing who are not physically incapable of learning it: but the art of drawing so taught would not be the art of designing, but only a means towards this end, general capability in dealing with the arts.

For I wish specially to impress this upon you, that designing cannot be taught at all in a school: continued practice will help a man who is naturally a designer, continual notice of nature and of art: no doubt those who have some faculty for designing are still numerous, and they want from a school certain technical teaching, just as they want tools: in these days also, when the best school, the school of successful practice going on around you, is at such a low ebb, they do undoubtedly want instruction in the history of the arts: these two things schools of design can give: but the royal road of a set of rules deduced from a sham science of design, that is itself not a science but another set of rules, will lead nowhere; — or, let us rather say, to beginning again.

As to the kind of drawing that should be taught to men engaged in ornamental work, there is only one best way of teaching drawing, and that is teaching the scholar to draw the human figure: both because the lines of a man’s body are much more subtle than anything else, and because you can more surely be found out and set right if you go wrong.  I do think that such teaching as this, given to all people who care for it, would help the revival of the arts very much: the habit of discriminating between right and wrong, the sense of pleasure in drawing a good line, would really, I think, be education in the due sense of the word for all such people as had the germs of invention in them; yet as aforesaid, in this age of the world it would be mere affectation to pretend to shut one’s eyes to the art of past ages: that also we must study.  If other circumstances, social and economical, do not stand in our way, that is to say, if the world is not too busy to allow us to have Decorative Arts at all, these two are the direct means by which we shall get them; that is, general cultivation of the powers of the mind, general cultivation of the powers of the eye and hand.

Perhaps that seems to you very commonplace advice and a very roundabout road; nevertheless ’tis a certain one, if by any road you desire to come to the new art, which is my subject to-night: if you do not, and if those germs of invention, which, as I said just now, are no doubt still common enough among men, are left neglected and undeveloped, the laws of Nature will assert themselves in this as in other matters, and the faculty of design itself will gradually fade from the race of man.  Sirs, shall we approach nearer to perfection by casting away so large a part of that intelligence which makes us men?

And now before I make an end, I want to call your attention to certain things, that, owing to our neglect of the arts for other business, bar that good road to us and are such an hindrance, that, till they are dealt with, it is hard even to make a beginning of our endeavour.  And if my talk should seem to grow too serious for our subject, as indeed I think it cannot do, I beg you to remember what I said earlier, of how the arts all hang together.  Now there is one art of which the old architect of Edward the Third’s time was thinking — he who founded New College at Oxford, I mean — when he took this for his motto: ‘Manners maketh man:’ he meant by manners the art of morals, the art of living worthily, and like a man.  I must needs claim this art also as dealing with my subject.

There is a great deal of sham work in the world, hurtful to the buyer, more hurtful to the seller, if he only knew it, most hurtful to the maker: how good a foundation it would be towards getting good Decorative Art, that is ornamental workmanship, if we craftsmen were to resolve to turn out nothing but excellent workmanship in all things, instead of having, as we too often have now, a very low average standard of work, which we often fall below.

I do not blame either one class or another in this matter, I blame all: to set aside our own class of handicraftsmen, of whose shortcomings you and I know so much that we need talk no more about it, I know that the public in general are set on having things cheap, being so ignorant that they do not know when they get them nasty also; so ignorant that they neither know nor care whether they give a man his due: I know that the manufacturers (so called) are so set on carrying out competition to its utmost, competition of cheapness, not of excellence, that they meet the bargain-hunters half way, and cheerfully furnish them with nasty wares at the cheap rate they are asked for, by means of what can be called by no prettier name than fraud.  England has of late been too much busied with the counting-house and not enough with the workshop: with the result that the counting-house at the present moment is rather barren of orders.

I say all classes are to blame in this matter, but also I say that the remedy lies with the handicraftsmen, who are not ignorant of these things like the public, and who have no call to be greedy and isolated like the manufacturers or middlemen; the duty and honour of educating the public lies with them, and they have in them the seeds of order and organisation which make that duty the easier.

When will they see to this and help to make men of us all by insisting on this most weighty piece of manners; so that we may adorn life with the pleasure of cheerfully buying goods at their due price; with the pleasure of selling goods that we could be proud of both for fair price and fair workmanship: with the pleasure of working soundly and without haste at making goods that we could be proud of? — much the greatest pleasure of the three is that last, such a pleasure as, I think, the world has none like it.

You must not say that this piece of manners lies out of my subject: it is essentially a part of it and most important: for I am bidding you learn to be artists, if art is not to come to an end amongst us: and what is an artist but a workman who is determined that, whatever else happens, his work shall be excellent? or, to put it in another way: the decoration of workmanship, what is it but the expression of man’s pleasure in successful labour?  But what pleasure can there be in bad work, in unsuccessful labour; why should we decorate that? and how can we bear to be always unsuccessful in our labour?

As greed of unfair gain, wanting to be paid for what we have not earned, cumbers our path with this tangle of bad work, of sham work, so the heaped-up money which this greed has brought us (for greed will have its way, like all other strong passions), this money, I say, gathered into heaps little and big, with all the false distinction which so unhappily it yet commands amongst us, has raised up against the arts a barrier of the love of luxury and show, which is of all obvious hindrances the worst to overpass: the highest and most cultivated classes are not free from the vulgarity of it, the lower are not free from its pretence.  I beg you to remember both as a remedy against this, and as explaining exactly what I mean, that nothing can be a work of art which is not useful; that is to say, which does not minister to the body when well under command of the mind, or which does not amuse, soothe, or elevate the mind in a healthy state.  What tons upon tons of unutterable rubbish pretending to be works of art in some degree would this maxim clear out of our London houses, if it were understood and acted upon!  To my mind it is only here and there (out of the kitchen) that you can find in a well-to-do house things that are of any use at all: as a rule all the decoration (so called) that has got there is there for the sake of show, not because anybody likes it.  I repeat, this stupidity goes through all classes of society: the silk curtains in my Lord’s drawing-room are no more a matter of art to him than the powder in his footman’s hair; the kitchen in a country farmhouse is most commonly a pleasant and homelike place, the parlour dreary and useless.

Simplicity of life, begetting simplicity of taste, that is, a love for sweet and lofty things, is of all matters most necessary for the birth of the new and better art we crave for; simplicity everywhere, in the palace as well as in the cottage.

Still more is this necessary, cleanliness and decency everywhere, in the cottage as well as in the palace: the lack of that is a serious piece of manners for us to correct: that lack and all the inequalities of life, and the heaped-up thoughtlessness and disorder of so many centuries that cause it: and as yet it is only a very few men who have begun to think about a remedy for it in its widest range: even in its narrower aspect, in the defacements of our big towns by all that commerce brings with it, who heeds it? who tries to control their squalor and hideousness? there is nothing but thoughtlessness and recklessness in the matter: the helplessness of people who don’t live long enough to do a thing themselves, and have not manliness and foresight enough to begin the work, and pass it on to those that shall come after them.

Is money to be gathered? cut down the pleasant trees among the houses, pull down ancient and venerable buildings for the money that a few square yards of London dirt will fetch; blacken rivers, hide the sun and poison the air with smoke and worse, and it’s nobody’s business to see to it or mend it: that is all that modern commerce, the counting-house forgetful of the workshop, will do for us herein.

And Science — we have loved her well, and followed her diligently, what will she do?  I fear she is so much in the pay of the counting-house, the counting-house and the drill-sergeant, that she is too busy, and will for the present do nothing.  Yet there are matters which I should have thought easy for her; say for example teaching Manchester how to consume its own smoke, or Leeds how to get rid of its superfluous black dye without turning it into the river, which would be as much worth her attention as the production of the heaviest of heavy black silks, or the biggest of useless guns.  Anyhow, however it be done, unless people care about carrying on their business without making the world hideous, how can they care about Art?  I know it will cost much both of time and money to better these things even a little; but I do not see how these can be better spent than in making life cheerful and honourable for others and for ourselves; and the gain of good life to the country at large that would result from men seriously setting about the bettering of the decency of our big towns would be priceless, even if nothing specially good befell the arts in consequence: I do not know that it would; but I should begin to think matters hopeful if men turned their attention to such things, and I repeat that, unless they do so, we can scarcely even begin with any hope our endeavours for the bettering of the arts.

Unless something or other is done to give all men some pleasure for the eyes and rest for the mind in the aspect of their own and their neighbours’ houses, until the contrast is less disgraceful between the fields where beasts live and the streets where men live, I suppose that the practice of the arts must be mainly kept in the hands of a few highly cultivated men, who can go often to beautiful places, whose education enables them, in the contemplation of the past glories of the world, to shut out from their view the everyday squalors that the most of men move in.  Sirs, I believe that art has such sympathy with cheerful freedom, open-heartedness and reality, so much she sickens under selfishness and luxury, that she will not live thus isolated and exclusive.  I will go further than this and say that on such terms I do not wish her to live.  I protest that it would be a shame to an honest artist to enjoy what he had huddled up to himself of such art, as it would be for a rich man to sit and eat dainty food amongst starving soldiers in a beleaguered fort.

I do not want art for a few, any more than education for a few, or freedom for a few.

No, rather than art should live this poor thin life among a few exceptional men, despising those beneath them for an ignorance for which they themselves are responsible, for a brutality that they will not struggle with, — rather than this, I would that the world should indeed sweep away all art for awhile, as I said before I thought it possible she might do; rather than the wheat should rot in the miser’s granary, I would that the earth had it, that it might yet have a chance to quicken in the dark.

I have a sort of faith, though, that this clearing way of all art will not happen, that men will get wiser, as well as more learned; that many of the intricacies of life, on which we now pride ourselves more than enough, partly because they are new, partly because they have come with the gain of better things, will be cast aside as having played their part, and being useful no longer.  I hope that we shall have leisure from war, — war commercial, as well as war of the bullet and the bayonet; leisure from the knowledge that darkens counsel; leisure above all from the greed of money, and the craving for that overwhelming distinction that money now brings: I believe that as we have even now partly achieved LIBERTY, so we shall one day achieve EQUALITY, which, and which only, means FRATERNITY, and so have leisure from poverty and all its griping, sordid cares.

Then having leisure from all these things, amidst renewed simplicity of life we shall have leisure to think about our work, that faithful daily companion, which no man any longer will venture to call the Curse of labour: for surely then we shall be happy in it, each in his place, no man grudging at another; no one bidden to be any man’s servant, every one scorning to be any man’s master: men will then assuredly be happy in their work, and that happiness will assuredly bring forth decorative, noble, popular art.

That art will make our streets as beautiful as the woods, as elevating as the mountain-sides: it will be a pleasure and a rest, and not a weight upon the spirits to come from the open country into a town; every man’s house will be fair and decent, soothing to his mind and helpful to his work: all the works of man that we live amongst and handle will be in harmony with nature, will be reasonable and beautiful: yet all will be simple and inspiriting, not childish nor enervating; for as nothing of beauty and splendour that man’s mind and hand may compass shall be wanting from our public buildings, so in no private dwelling will there be any signs of waste, pomp, or insolence, and every man will have his share of the best.

It is a dream, you may say, of what has never been and never will be; true, it has never been, and therefore, since the world is alive and moving yet, my hope is the greater that it one day will be: true, it is a dream; but dreams have before now come about of things so good and necessary to us, that we scarcely think of them more than of the daylight, though once people had to live without them, without even the hope of them.

Anyhow, dream as it is, I pray you to pardon my setting it before you, for it lies at the bottom of all my work in the Decorative Arts, nor will it ever be out of my thoughts: and I am here with you to-night to ask you to help me in realising this dream, this hope.






  








THE ART OF THE PEOPLE

 

‘And the men of labour spent their strength in daily struggling for bread to maintain the vital strength they labour with: so living in a daily circulation of sorrow, living but to work, and working but to live, as if daily bread were the only end of a wearisome life, and a wearisome life the only occasion of daily bread.’ — Daniel Defoe.

I know that a large proportion of those here present are either already practising the Fine Arts, or are being specially educated to that end, and I feel that I may be expected to address myself specially to these.  But since it is not to be doubted that we are all met together because of the interest we take in what concerns these arts, I would rather address myself to you all as representing the public in general.  Indeed, those of you who are specially studying Art could learn little of me that would be useful to yourselves only.  You are already learning under competent masters — most competent, I am glad to know — by means of a system which should teach you all you need, if you have been right in making the first step of devoting yourselves to Art; I mean if you are aiming at the right thing, and in some way or another understand what Art means, which you may well do without being able to express it, and if you are resolute to follow on the path which that inborn knowledge has shown to you; if it is otherwise with you than this, no system and no teachers will help you to produce real art of any kind, be it never so humble.  Those of you who are real artists know well enough all the special advice I can give you, and in how few words it may be said — follow nature, study antiquity, make your own art, and do not steal it, grudge no expense of trouble, patience, or courage, in the striving to accomplish the hard thing you have set yourselves to do.  You have had all that said to you twenty times, I doubt not; and twenty times twenty have said it to yourselves, and now I have said it again to you, and done neither you nor me good nor harm thereby.  So true it all is, so well known, and so hard to follow.

But to me, and I hope to you, Art is a very serious thing, and cannot by any means be dissociated from the weighty matters that occupy the thoughts of men; and there are principles underlying the practice of it, on which all serious-minded men, may — nay, must — have their own thoughts.  It is on some of these that I ask your leave to speak, and to address myself, not only to those who are consciously interested in the arts, but to all those also who have considered what the progress of civilisation promises and threatens to those who shall come after us: what there is to hope and fear for the future of the arts, which were born with the birth of civilisation and will only die with its death — what on this side of things, the present time of strife and doubt and change is preparing for the better time, when the change shall have come, the strife be lulled, and the doubt cleared: this is a question, I say, which is indeed weighty, and may well interest all thinking men.

Nay, so universally important is it, that I fear lest you should think I am taking too much upon myself to speak to you on so weighty a matter, nor should I have dared to do so, if I did not feel that I am to-night only the mouthpiece of better men than myself; whose hopes and fears I share; and that being so, I am the more emboldened to speak out, if I can, my full mind on the subject, because I am in a city where, if anywhere, men are not contented to live wholly for themselves and the present, but have fully accepted the duty of keeping their eyes open to whatever new is stirring, so that they may help and be helped by any truth that there may be in it.  Nor can I forget, that, since you have done me the great honour of choosing me for the President of your Society of Arts for the past year, and of asking me to speak to you to-night, I should be doing less than my duty if I did not, according to my lights, speak out straightforwardly whatever seemed to me might be in a small degree useful to you.  Indeed, I think I am among friends, who may forgive me if I speak rashly, but scarcely if I speak falsely.

The aim of your Society and School of Arts is, as I understand it, to further those arts by education widely spread.  A very great object is that, and well worthy of the reputation of this great city; but since Birmingham has also, I rejoice to know, a great reputation for not allowing things to go about shamming life when the brains are knocked out of them, I think you should know and see clearly what it is you have undertaken to further by these institutions, and whether you really care about it, or only languidly acquiesce in it — whether, in short, you know it to the heart, and are indeed part and parcel of it, with your own will, or against it; or else have heard say that it is a good thing if any one care to meddle with it.

If you are surprised at my putting that question for your consideration, I will tell you why I do so.  There are some of us who love Art most, and I may say most faithfully, who see for certain that such love is rare nowadays.  We cannot help seeing, that besides a vast number of people, who (poor souls!) are sordid and brutal of mind and habits, and have had no chance or choice in the matter, there are many high-minded, thoughtful, and cultivated men who inwardly think the arts to be a foolish accident of civilisation — nay, worse perhaps, a nuisance, a disease, a hindrance to human progress.  Some of these, doubtless, are very busy about other sides of thought.  They are, as I should put it, so artistically engrossed by the study of science, politics, or what not, that they have necessarily narrowed their minds by their hard and praiseworthy labours.  But since such men are few, this does not account for a prevalent habit of thought that looks upon Art as at best trifling.

What is wrong, then, with us or the arts, since what was once accounted so glorious, is now deemed paltry?

The question is no light one; for, to put the matter in its clearest light, I will say that the leaders of modern thought do for the most part sincerely and single-mindedly hate and despise the arts; and you know well that as the leaders are, so must the people be; and that means that we who are met together here for the furthering of Art by wide-spread education are either deceiving ourselves and wasting our time, since we shall one day be of the same opinion as the best men among us, or else we represent a small minority that is right, as minorities sometimes are, while those upright men aforesaid, and the great mass of civilised men, have been blinded by untoward circumstances.

That we are of this mind — the minority that is right — is, I hope, the case.  I hope we know assuredly that the arts we have met together to further are necessary to the life of man, if the progress of civilisation is not to be as causeless as the turning of a wheel that makes nothing.

How, then, shall we, the minority, carry out the duty which our position thrusts upon us, of striving to grow into a majority?

If we could only explain to those thoughtful men, and the millions of whom they are the flower, what the thing is that we love, which is to us as the bread we eat, and the air we breathe, but about which they know nothing and feel nothing, save a vague instinct of repulsion, then the seed of victory might be sown.  This is hard indeed to do; yet if we ponder upon a chapter of ancient or mediæval history, it seems to me some glimmer of a chance of doing so breaks in upon us.  Take for example a century of the Byzantine Empire, weary yourselves with reading the names of the pedants, tyrants, and tax-gatherers to whom the terrible chain which long-dead Rome once forged, still gave the power of cheating people into thinking that they were necessary lords of the world.  Turn then to the lands they governed, and read and forget a long string of the causeless murders of Northern and Saracen pirates and robbers.  That is pretty much the sum of what so-called history has left us of the tale of those days — the stupid languor and the evil deeds of kings and scoundrels.  Must we turn away then, and say that all was evil?  How then did men live from day to day?  How then did Europe grow into intelligence and freedom?  It seems there were others than those of whom history (so called) has left us the names and the deeds.  These, the raw material for the treasury and the slave-market, we now call ‘the people,’ and we know that they were working all that while.  Yes, and that their work was not merely slaves’ work, the meal-trough before them and the whip behind them; for though history (so called) has forgotten them, yet their work has not been forgotten, but has made another history — the history of Art.  There is not an ancient city in the East or the West that does not bear some token of their grief, and joy, and hope.  From Ispahan to Northumberland, there is no building built between the seventh and seventeenth centuries that does not show the influence of the labour of that oppressed and neglected herd of men.  No one of them, indeed, rose high above his fellows.  There was no Plato, or Shakespeare, or Michael Angelo amongst them.  Yet scattered as it was among many men, how strong their thought was, how long it abided, how far it travelled!

And so it was ever through all those days when Art was so vigorous and progressive.  Who can say how little we should know of many periods, but for their art?  History (so called) has remembered the kings and warriors, because they destroyed; Art has remembered the people, because they created.

I think, then, that this knowledge we have of the life of past times gives us some token of the way we should take in meeting those honest and single-hearted men who above all things desire the world’s progress, but whose minds are, as it were, sick on this point of the arts.  Surely you may say to them: When all is gained that you (and we) so long for, what shall we do then?  That great change which we are working for, each in his own way, will come like other changes, as a thief in the night, and will be with us before we know it; but let us imagine that its consummation has come suddenly and dramatically, acknowledged and hailed by all right-minded people; and what shall we do then, lest we begin once more to heap up fresh corruption for the woeful labour of ages once again?  I say, as we turn away from the flagstaff where the new banner has been just run up; as we depart, our ears yet ringing with the blare of the heralds’ trumpets that have proclaimed the new order of things, what shall we turn to then, what must we turn to then?

To what else, save to our work, our daily labour?

With what, then, shall we adorn it when we have become wholly free and reasonable?  It is necessary toil, but shall it be toil only?  Shall all we can do with it be to shorten the hours of that toil to the utmost, that the hours of leisure may be long beyond what men used to hope for? and what then shall we do with the leisure, if we say that all toil is irksome?  Shall we sleep it all away? — Yes, and never wake up again, I should hope, in that case.

What shall we do then? what shall our necessary hours of labour bring forth?

That will be a question for all men in that day when many wrongs are righted, and when there will be no classes of degradation on whom the dirty work of the world can be shovelled; and if men’s minds are still sick and loathe the arts, they will not be able to answer that question.

Once men sat under grinding tyrannies, amidst violence and fear so great, that nowadays we wonder how they lived through twenty-four hours of it, till we remember that then, as now, their daily labour was the main part of their lives, and that that daily labour was sweetened by the daily creation of Art; and shall we who are delivered from the evils they bore, live drearier days than they did?  Shall men, who have come forth from so many tyrannies, bind themselves to yet another one, and become the slaves of nature, piling day upon day of hopeless, useless toil?  Must this go on worsening till it comes to this at last — that the world shall have come into its inheritance, and with all foes conquered and nought to bind it, shall choose to sit down and labour for ever amidst grim ugliness?  How, then, were all our hopes cheated, what a gulf of despair should we tumble into then?

In truth, it cannot be; yet if that sickness of repulsion to the arts were to go on hopelessly, nought else would be, and the extinction of the love of beauty and imagination would prove to be the extinction of civilisation.  But that sickness the world will one day throw off, yet will, I believe, pass through many pains in so doing, some of which will look very like the death-throes of Art, and some, perhaps, will be grievous enough to the poor people of the world; since hard necessity, I doubt, works many of the world’s changes, rather than the purblind striving to see, which we call the foresight of man.

Meanwhile, remember that I asked just now, what was amiss in Art or in ourselves that this sickness was upon us.  Nothing is wrong or can be with Art in the abstract — that must always be good for mankind, or we are all wrong together: but with Art, as we of these latter days have known it, there is much wrong; nay, what are we here for to-night if that is not so? were not the schools of art founded all over the country some thirty years ago because we had found out that popular art was fading — or perhaps had faded out from amongst us?

As to the progress made since then in this country — and in this country only, if at all — it is hard for me to speak without being either ungracious or insincere, and yet speak I must.  I say, then, that an apparent external progress in some ways is obvious, but I do not know how far that is hopeful, for time must try it, and prove whether it be a passing fashion or the first token of a real stir among the great mass of civilised men.  To speak quite frankly, and as one friend to another, I must needs say that even as I say those words they seem too good to be true.  And yet — who knows? — so wont are we to frame history for the future as well as for the past, so often are our eyes blind both when we look backward and when we look forward, because we have been gazing so intently at our own days, our own lines.  May all be better than I think it!

At any rate let us count our gains, and set them against less hopeful signs of the times.  In England, then — and as far as I know, in England only — painters of pictures have grown, I believe, more numerous, and certainly more conscientious in their work, and in some cases — and this more especially in England — have developed and expressed a sense of beauty which the world has not seen for the last three hundred years.  This is certainly a very great gain, which is not easy to over-estimate, both for those who make the pictures and those who use them.

Furthermore, in England, and in England only, there has been a great improvement in architecture and the arts that attend it — arts which it was the special province of the afore-mentioned schools to revive and foster.  This, also, is a considerable gain to the users of the works so made, but I fear a gain less important to most of those concerned in making them.

Against these gains we must, I am very sorry to say, set the fact not easy to be accounted for, that the rest of the civilised world (so called) seems to have done little more than stand still in these matters; and that among ourselves these improvements have concerned comparatively few people, the mass of our population not being in the least touched by them; so that the great bulk of our architecture — the art which most depends on the taste of the people at large — grows worse and worse every day.  I must speak also of another piece of discouragement before I go further.  I daresay many of you will remember how emphatically those who first had to do with the movement of which the foundation of our art-schools was a part, called the attention of our pattern-designers to the beautiful works of the East.  This was surely most well judged of them, for they bade us look at an art at once beautiful, orderly, living in our own day, and above all, popular.  Now, it is a grievous result of the sickness of civilisation that this art is fast disappearing before the advance of western conquest and commerce — fast, and every day faster.  While we are met here in Birmingham to further the spread of education in art, Englishmen in India are, in their short-sightedness, actively destroying the very sources of that education — jewellery, metal-work, pottery, calico-printing, brocade-weaving, carpet-making — all the famous and historical arts of the great peninsula have been for long treated as matters of no importance, to be thrust aside for the advantage of any paltry scrap of so-called commerce; and matters are now speedily coming to an end there.  I daresay some of you saw the presents which the native Princes gave to the Prince of Wales on the occasion of his progress through India.  I did myself, I will not say with great disappointment, for I guessed what they would be like, but with great grief, since there was scarce here and there a piece of goods among these costly gifts, things given as great treasures, which faintly upheld the ancient fame of the cradle of the industrial arts.  Nay, in some cases, it would have been laughable, if it had not been so sad, to see the piteous simplicity with which the conquered race had copied the blank vulgarity of their lords.  And this deterioration we are now, as I have said, actively engaged in forwarding.  I have read a little book,  a handbook to the Indian Court of last year’s Paris Exhibition, which takes the occasion of noting the state of manufactures in India one by one.  ‘Art manufactures,’ you would call them; but, indeed, all manufactures are, or were, ‘art manufactures’ in India.  Dr. Birdwood, the author of this book, is of great experience in Indian life, a man of science, and a lover of the arts.  His story, by no means a new one to me, or others interested in the East and its labour, is a sad one indeed.  The conquered races in their hopelessness are everywhere giving up the genuine practice of their own arts, which we know ourselves, as we have indeed loudly proclaimed, are founded on the truest and most natural principles.  The often-praised perfection of these arts is the blossom of many ages of labour and change, but the conquered races are casting it aside as a thing of no value, so that they may conform themselves to the inferior art, or rather the lack of art, of their conquerors.  In some parts of the country the genuine arts are quite destroyed; in many others nearly so; in all they have more or less begun to sicken.  So much so is this the case, that now for some time the Government has been furthering this deterioration.  As for example, no doubt with the best intentions, and certainly in full sympathy with the general English public, both at home and in India, the Government is now manufacturing cheap Indian carpets in the Indian gaols.  I do not say that it is a bad thing to turn out real work, or works of art, in gaols; on the contrary, I think it good if it be properly managed.  But in this case, the Government, being, as I said, in full sympathy with the English public, has determined that it will make its wares cheap, whether it make them nasty or not.  Cheap and nasty they are, I assure you; but, though they are the worst of their kind, they would not be made thus, if everything did not tend the same way.  And it is the same everywhere and with all Indian manufactures, till it has come to this — that these poor people have all but lost the one distinction, the one glory that conquest had left them.  Their famous wares, so praised by those who thirty years ago began to attempt the restoration of popular art amongst ourselves, are no longer to be bought at reasonable prices in the common market, but must be sought for and treasured as precious relics for the museums we have founded for our art education.  In short, their art is dead, and the commerce of modern civilisation has slain it.

What is going on in India is also going on, more or less, all over the East; but I have spoken of India chiefly because I cannot help thinking that we ourselves are responsible for what is happening there.  Chance-hap has made us the lords of many millions out there; surely, it behoves us to look to it, lest we give to the people whom we have made helpless scorpions for fish and stones for bread.

But since neither on this side, nor on any other, can art be amended, until the countries that lead civilisation are themselves in a healthy state about it, let us return to the consideration of its condition among ourselves.  And again I say, that obvious as is that surface improvement of the arts within the last few years, I fear too much that there is something wrong about the root of the plant to exult over the bursting of its February buds.

I have just shown you for one thing that lovers of Indian and Eastern Art, including as they do the heads of our institutions for art education, and I am sure many among what are called the governing classes, are utterly powerless to stay its downward course.  The general tendency of civilisation is against them, and is too strong for them.

Again, though many of us love architecture dearly, and believe that it helps the healthiness both of body and soul to live among beautiful things, we of the big towns are mostly compelled to live in houses which have become a byword of contempt for their ugliness and inconvenience.  The stream of civilisation is against us, and we cannot battle against it.

Once more those devoted men who have upheld the standard of truth and beauty amongst us, and whose pictures, painted amidst difficulties that none but a painter can know, show qualities of mind unsurpassed in any age — these great men have but a narrow circle that can understand their works, and are utterly unknown to the great mass of the people: civilisation is so much against them, that they cannot move the people.

Therefore, looking at all this, I cannot think that all is well with the root of the tree we are cultivating.  Indeed, I believe that if other things were but to stand still in the world, this improvement before mentioned would lead to a kind of art which, in that impossible case, would be in a way stable, would perhaps stand still also.  This would be an art cultivated professedly by a few, and for a few, who would consider it necessary — a duty, if they could admit duties — to despise the common herd, to hold themselves aloof from all that the world has been struggling for from the first, to guard carefully every approach to their palace of art.  It would be a pity to waste many words on the prospect of such a school of art as this, which does in a way, theoretically at least, exist at present, and has for its watchword a piece of slang that does not mean the harmless thing it seems to mean — art for art’s sake.  Its fore-doomed end must be, that art at last will seem too delicate a thing for even the hands of the initiated to touch; and the initiated must at last sit still and do nothing — to the grief of no one.

Well, certainly, if I thought you were come here to further such an art as this I could not have stood up and called you friends; though such a feeble folk as I have told you of one could scarce care to call foes.

Yet, as I say, such men exist, and I have troubled you with speaking of them, because I know that those honest and intelligent people, who are eager for human progress, and yet lack part of the human senses, and are anti-artistic, suppose that such men are artists, and that this is what art means, and what it does for people, and that such a narrow, cowardly life is what we, fellow-handicraftsmen, aim at.  I see this taken for granted continually, even by many who, to say truth, ought to know better, and I long to put the slur from off us; to make people understand that we, least of all men, wish to widen the gulf between the classes, nay, worse still, to make new classes of elevation, and new classes of degradation — new lords and new slaves; that we, least of all men, want to cultivate the ‘plant called man’ in different ways — here stingily, there wastefully: I wish people to understand that the art we are striving for is a good thing which all can share, which will elevate all; in good sooth, if all people do not soon share it there will soon be none to share; if all are not elevated by it, mankind will lose the elevation it has gained.  Nor is such an art as we long for a vain dream; such an art once was in times that were worse than these, when there was less courage, kindness, and truth in the world than there is now; such an art there will be hereafter, when there will be more courage, kindness, and truth than there is now in the world.

Let us look backward in history once more for a short while, and then steadily forward till my words are done: I began by saying that part of the common and necessary advice given to Art students was to study antiquity; and no doubt many of you, like me, have done so; have wandered, for instance, through the galleries of the admirable museum of South Kensington, and, like me, have been filled with wonder and gratitude at the beauty which has been born from the brain of man.  Now, consider, I pray you, what these wonderful works are, and how they were made; and indeed, it is neither in extravagance nor without due meaning that I use the word ‘wonderful’ in speaking of them.  Well, these things are just the common household goods of those past days, and that is one reason why they are so few and so carefully treasured.  They were common things in their own day, used without fear of breaking or spoiling — no rarities then — and yet we have called them ‘wonderful.’

And how were they made?  Did a great artist draw the designs for them — a man of cultivation, highly paid, daintily fed, carefully housed, wrapped up in cotton wool, in short, when he was not at work?  By no means.  Wonderful as these works are, they were made by ‘common fellows,’ as the phrase goes, in the common course of their daily labour.  Such were the men we honour in honouring those works.  And their labour — do you think it was irksome to them?  Those of you who are artists know very well that it was not; that it could not be.  Many a grin of pleasure, I’ll be bound — and you will not contradict me — went to the carrying through of those mazes of mysterious beauty, to the invention of those strange beasts and birds and flowers that we ourselves have chuckled over at South Kensington.  While they were at work, at least, these men were not unhappy, and I suppose they worked most days, and the most part of the day, as we do.

Or those treasures of architecture that we study so carefully nowadays — what are they? how were they made?  There are great minsters among them, indeed, and palaces of kings and lords, but not many; and, noble and awe-inspiring as these may be, they differ only in size from the little grey church that still so often makes the commonplace English landscape beautiful, and the little grey house that still, in some parts of the country at least, makes an English village a thing apart, to be seen and pondered on by all who love romance and beauty.  These form the mass of our architectural treasures, the houses that everyday people lived in, the unregarded churches in which they worshipped.

And, once more, who was it that designed and ornamented them?  The great architect, carefully kept for the purpose, and guarded from the common troubles of common men?  By no means.  Sometimes, perhaps, it was the monk, the ploughman’s brother; oftenest his other brother, the village carpenter, smith, mason, what not— ‘a common fellow,’ whose common everyday labour fashioned works that are to-day the wonder and despair of many a hard-working ‘cultivated’ architect.  And did he loathe his work?  No, it is impossible.  I have seen, as we most of us have, work done by such men in some out-of-the-way hamlet — where to-day even few strangers ever come, and whose people seldom go five miles from their own doors; in such places, I say, I have seen work so delicate, so careful, and so inventive, that nothing in its way could go further.  And I will assert, without fear of contradiction, that no human ingenuity can produce work such as this without pleasure being a third party to the brain that conceived and the hand that fashioned it.  Nor are such works rare.  The throne of the great Plantagenet, or the great Valois, was no more daintily carved than the seat of the village mass-john, or the chest of the yeoman’s good-wife.

So, you see, there was much going on to make life endurable in those times.  Not every day, you may be sure, was a day of slaughter and tumult, though the histories read almost as if it were so; but every day the hammer chinked on the anvil, and the chisel played about the oak beam, and never without some beauty and invention being born of it, and consequently some human happiness.

That last word brings me to the very kernel and heart of what I have come here to say to you, and I pray you to think of it most seriously — not as to my words, but as to a thought which is stirring in the world, and will one day grow into something.

That thing which I understand by real art is the expression by man of his pleasure in labour.  I do not believe he can be happy in his labour without expressing that happiness; and especially is this so when he is at work at anything in which he specially excels.  A most kind gift is this of nature, since all men, nay, it seems all things too, must labour; so that not only does the dog take pleasure in hunting, and the horse in running, and the bird in flying, but so natural does the idea seem to us, that we imagine to ourselves that the earth and the very elements rejoice in doing their appointed work; and the poets have told us of the spring meadows smiling, of the exultation of the fire, of the countless laughter of the sea.

Nor until these latter days has man ever rejected this universal gift, but always, when he has not been too much perplexed, too much bound by disease or beaten down by trouble, has striven to make his work at least happy.  Pain he has too often found in his pleasure, and weariness in his rest, to trust to these.  What matter if his happiness lie with what must be always with him — his work?

And, once more, shall we, who have gained so much, forego this gain, the earliest, most natural gain of mankind?  If we have to a great extent done so, as I verily fear we have, what strange fog-lights must have misled us; or rather let me say, how hard pressed we must have been in the battle with the evils we have overcome, to have forgotten the greatest of all evils.  I cannot call it less than that.  If a man has work to do which he despises, which does not satisfy his natural and rightful desire for pleasure, the greater part of his life must pass unhappily and without self-respect.  Consider, I beg of you, what that means, and what ruin must come of it in the end.

If I could only persuade you of this, that the chief duty of the civilised world to-day is to set about making labour happy for all, to do its utmost to minimise the amount of unhappy labour — nay, if I could only persuade some two or three of you here present — I should have made a good night’s work of it.

Do not, at any rate, shelter yourselves from any misgiving you may have behind the fallacy that the art-lacking labour of to-day is happy work: for the most of men it is not so.  It would take long, perhaps, to show you, and make you fully understand that the would-be art which it produces is joyless.  But there is another token of its being most unhappy work, which you cannot fail to understand at once — a grievous thing that token is — and I beg of you to believe that I feel the full shame of it, as I stand here speaking of it; but if we do not admit that we are sick, how can we be healed?  This hapless token is, that the work done by the civilised world is mostly dishonest work.  Look now: I admit that civilisation does make certain things well, things which it knows, consciously or unconsciously, are necessary to its present unhealthy condition.  These things, to speak shortly, are chiefly machines for carrying on the competition in buying and selling, called falsely commerce; and machines for the violent destruction of life — that is to say, materials for two kinds of war; of which kinds the last is no doubt the worst, not so much in itself perhaps, but because on this point the conscience of the world is beginning to be somewhat pricked.  But, on the other hand, matters for the carrying on of a dignified daily life, that life of mutual trust, forbearance, and help, which is the only real life of thinking men — these things the civilised world makes ill, and even increasingly worse and worse.

If I am wrong in saying this, you know well I am only saying what is widely thought, nay widely said too, for that matter.  Let me give an instance, familiar enough, of that wide-spread opinion.  There is a very clever book of pictures  now being sold at the railway bookstalls, called ‘The British Working Man, by one who does not believe in him,’ — a title and a book which make me both angry and ashamed, because the two express much injustice, and not a little truth in their quaint, and necessarily exaggerated way.  It is quite true, and very sad to say, that if any one nowadays wants a piece of ordinary work done by gardener, carpenter, mason, dyer, weaver, smith, what you will, he will be a lucky rarity if he get it well done.  He will, on the contrary, meet on every side with evasion of plain duties, and disregard of other men’s rights; yet I cannot see how the ‘British Working Man’ is to be made to bear the whole burden of this blame, or indeed the chief part of it.  I doubt if it be possible for a whole mass of men to do work to which they are driven, and in which there is no hope and no pleasure, without trying to shirk it — at any rate, shirked it has always been under such circumstances.  On the other hand, I know that there are some men so right-minded, that they will, in despite of irksomeness and hopelessness, drive right through their work.  Such men are the salt of the earth.  But must there not be something wrong with a state of society which drives these into that bitter heroism, and the most part into shirking, into the depths often of half-conscious self-contempt and degradation?  Be sure that there is, that the blindness and hurry of civilisation, as it now is, have to answer a heavy charge as to that enormous amount of pleasureless work — work that tries every muscle of the body and every atom of the brain, and which is done without pleasure and without aim — work which everybody who has to do with tries to shuffle off in the speediest way that dread of starvation or ruin will allow him.

I am as sure of one thing as that I am living and breathing, and it is this: that the dishonesty in the daily arts of life, complaints of which are in all men’s mouths, and which I can answer for it does exist, is the natural and inevitable result of the world in the hurry of the war of the counting-house, and the war of the battlefield, having forgotten — of all men, I say, each for the other, having forgotten, that pleasure in our daily labour, which nature cries out for as its due.

Therefore, I say again, it is necessary to the further progress of civilisation that men should turn their thoughts to some means of limiting, and in the end of doing away with, degrading labour.

I do not think my words hitherto spoken have given you any occasion to think that I mean by this either hard or rough labour; I do not pity men much for their hardships, especially if they be accidental; not necessarily attached to one class or one condition, I mean.  Nor do I think (I were crazy or dreaming else) that the work of the world can be carried on without rough labour; but I have seen enough of that to know that it need not be by any means degrading.  To plough the earth, to cast the net, to fold the flock — these, and such as these, which are rough occupations enough, and which carry with them many hardships, are good enough for the best of us, certain conditions of leisure, freedom, and due wages being granted.  As to the bricklayer, the mason, and the like — these would be artists, and doing not only necessary, but beautiful, and therefore happy work, if art were anything like what it should be.  No, it is not such labour as this which we need to do away with, but the toil which makes the thousand and one things which nobody wants, which are used merely as the counters for the competitive buying and selling, falsely called commerce, which I have spoken of before — I know in my heart, and not merely by my reason, that this toil cries out to be done away with.  But, besides that, the labour which now makes things good and necessary in themselves, merely as counters for the commercial war aforesaid, needs regulating and reforming.  Nor can this reform be brought about save by art; and if we were only come to our right minds, and could see the necessity for making labour sweet to all men, as it is now to very few — the necessity, I repeat; lest discontent, unrest, and despair should at last swallow up all society — If we, then, with our eyes cleared, could but make some sacrifice of things which do us no good, since we unjustly and uneasily possess them, then indeed I believe we should sow the seeds of a happiness which the world has not yet known, of a rest and content which would make it what I cannot help thinking it was meant to be: and with that seed would be sown also the seed of real art, the expression of man’s happiness in his labour, — an art made by the people, and for the people, as a happiness to the maker and the user.

That is the only real art there is, the only art which will be an instrument to the progress of the world, and not a hindrance.  Nor can I seriously doubt that in your hearts you know that it is so, all of you, at any rate, who have in you an instinct for art.  I believe that you agree with me in this, though you may differ from much else that I have said.  I think assuredly that this is the art whose welfare we have met together to further, and the necessary instruction in which we have undertaken to spread as widely as may be.

Thus I have told you something of what I think is to be hoped and feared for the future of art; and if you ask me what I expect as a practical outcome of the admission of these opinions, I must say at once that I know, even if we were all of one mind, and that what I think the right mind on this subject, we should still have much work and many hindrances before us; we should still have need of all the prudence, foresight, and industry of the best among us; and, even so, our path would sometimes seem blind enough.  And, to-day, when the opinions which we think right, and which one day will be generally thought so, have to struggle sorely to make themselves noticed at all, it is early days for us to try to see our exact and clearly mapped road.  I suppose you will think it too commonplace of me to say that the general education that makes men think, will one day make them think rightly upon art.  Commonplace as it is, I really believe it, and am indeed encouraged by it, when I remember how obviously this age is one of transition from the old to the new, and what a strange confusion, from out of which we shall one day come, our ignorance and half-ignorance is like to make of the exhausted rubbish of the old and the crude rubbish of the new, both of which lie so ready to our hands.

But, if I must say, furthermore, any words that seem like words of practical advice, I think my task is hard, and I fear I shall offend some of you whatever I say; for this is indeed an affair of morality, rather than of what people call art.

However, I cannot forget that, in my mind, it is not possible to dissociate art from morality, politics, and religion.  Truth in these great matters of principle is of one, and it is only in formal treatises that it can be split up diversely.  I must also ask you to remember how I have already said, that though my mouth alone speaks, it speaks, however feebly and disjointedly, the thoughts of many men better than myself.  And further, though when things are tending to the best, we shall still, as aforesaid, need our best men to lead us quite right; yet even now surely, when it is far from that, the least of us can do some yeoman’s service to the cause, and live and die not without honour.

So I will say that I believe there are two virtues much needed in modern life, if it is ever to become sweet; and I am quite sure that they are absolutely necessary in the sowing the seed of an art which is to be made by the people and for the people, as a happiness to the maker and the user.  These virtues are honesty, and simplicity of life.  To make my meaning clearer I will name the opposing vice of the second of these — luxury to wit.  Also I mean by honesty, the careful and eager giving his due to every man, the determination not to gain by any man’s loss, which in my experience is not a common virtue.

But note how the practice of either of these virtues will make the other easier to us.  For if our wants are few, we shall have but little chance of being driven by our wants into injustice; and if we are fixed in the principle of giving every man his due, how can our self-respect bear that we should give too much to ourselves?

And in art, and in that preparation for it without which no art that is stable or worthy can be, the raising, namely, of those classes which have heretofore been degraded, the practice of these virtues would make a new world of it.  For if you are rich, your simplicity of life will both go towards smoothing over the dreadful contrast between waste and want, which is the great horror of civilised countries, and will also give an example and standard of dignified life to those classes which you desire to raise, who, as it is indeed, being like enough to rich people, are given both to envy and to imitate the idleness and waste that the possession of much money produces.

Nay, and apart from the morality of the matter, which I am forced to speak to you of; let me tell you that though simplicity in art may be costly as well as uncostly, at least it is not wasteful, and nothing is more destructive to art than the want of it.  I have never been in any rich man’s house which would not have looked the better for having a bonfire made outside of it of nine-tenths of all that it held.  Indeed, our sacrifice on the side of luxury will, it seems to me, be little or nothing: for, as far as I can make out, what people usually mean by it, is either a gathering of possessions which are sheer vexations to the owner, or a chain of pompous circumstance, which checks and annoys the rich man at every step.  Yes, luxury cannot exist without slavery of some kind or other, and its abolition will be blessed, like the abolition of other slaveries, by the freeing both of the slaves and of their masters.

Lastly, if, besides attaining to simplicity of life, we attain also to the love of justice, then will all things be ready for the new springtime of the arts.  For those of us that are employers of labour, how can we bear to give any man less money than he can decently live on, less leisure than his education and self-respect demand? or those of us who are workmen, how can we bear to fail in the contract we have undertaken, or to make it necessary for a foreman to go up and down spying out our mean tricks and evasions? or we the shopkeepers — can we endure to lie about our wares, that we may shuffle off our losses on to some one else’s shoulders? or we the public — how can we bear to pay a price for a piece of goods which will help to trouble one man, to ruin another, and starve a third?  Or, still more, I think, how can we bear to use, how can we enjoy something which has been a pain and a grief for the maker to make?

And now, I think, I have said what I came to say.  I confess that there is nothing new in it, but you know the experience of the world is that a thing must be said over and over again before any great number of men can be got to listen to it.  Let my words to-night, therefore, pass for one of the necessary times that the thought in them must be spoken out.

For the rest I believe that, however seriously these words may be gainsayed, I have been speaking to an audience in whom any words spoken from a sense of duty and in hearty goodwill, as mine have been, will quicken thought and sow some good seed.  At any rate, it is good for a man who thinks seriously to face his fellows, and speak out whatever really burns in him, so that men may seem less strange to one another, and misunderstanding, the fruitful cause of aimless strife, may be avoided.

But if to any of you I have seemed to speak hopelessly, my words have been lacking in art; and you must remember that hopelessness would have locked my mouth, not opened it.  I am, indeed, hopeful, but can I give a date to the accomplishment of my hope, and say that it will happen in my life or yours?

But I will say at least, Courage! for things wonderful, unhoped-for, glorious, have happened even in this short while I have been alive.

Yes, surely these times are wonderful and fruitful of change, which, as it wears and gathers new life even in its wearing, will one day bring better things for the toiling days of men, who, with freer hearts and clearer eyes, will once more gain the sense of outward beauty, and rejoice in it.

Meanwhile, if these hours be dark, as, indeed, in many ways they are, at least do not let us sit deedless, like fools and fine gentlemen, thinking the common toil not good enough for us, and beaten by the muddle; but rather let us work like good fellows trying by some dim candle-light to set our workshop ready against to-morrow’s daylight — that to-morrow, when the civilised world, no longer greedy, strifeful, and destructive, shall have a new art, a glorious art, made by the people and for the people, as a happiness to the maker and the user.






  








THE BEAUTY OF LIFE

 

‘ — propter vitam vivendi perdere causas.’ — Juvenal.

I stand before you this evening weighted with a disadvantage that I did not feel last year; — I have little fresh to tell you; I can somewhat enlarge on what I said then; here and there I may make bold to give you a practical suggestion, or I may put what I have to say in a way which will be clearer to some of you perhaps; but my message is really the same as it was when I first had the pleasure of meeting you.

It is true that if all were going smoothly with art, or at all events so smoothly that there were but a few malcontents in the world, you might listen with some pleasure, and perhaps advantage, to the talk of an old hand in the craft concerning ways of work, the snares that beset success, and the shortest road to it, to a tale of workshop receipts and the like: that would be a pleasant talk surely between friends and fellow-workmen; but it seems to me as if it were not for us as yet; nay, maybe we may live long and find no time fit for such restful talk as the cheerful histories of the hopes and fears of our workshops: anyhow to-night I cannot do it, but must once again call the faithful of art to a battle wider and more distracting than that kindly struggle with nature, to which all true craftsmen are born; which is both the building-up and the wearing-away of their lives.

As I look round on this assemblage, and think of all that it represents, I cannot choose but be moved to the soul by the troubles of the life of civilised man, and the hope that thrusts itself through them; I cannot refrain from giving you once again the message with which, as it seems, some chance-hap has charged me: that message is, in short, to call on you to face the latest danger which civilisation is threatened with, a danger of her own breeding: that men in struggling towards the complete attainment of all the luxuries of life for the strongest portion of their race should deprive their whole race of all the beauty of life: a danger that the strongest and wisest of mankind, in striving to attain to a complete mastery over nature, should destroy her simplest and widest-spread gifts, and thereby enslave simple people to them, and themselves to themselves, and so at last drag the world into a second barbarism more ignoble, and a thousandfold more hopeless, than the first.

Now of you who are listening to me, there are some, I feel sure, who have received this message, and taken it to heart, and are day by day fighting the battle that it calls on you to fight: to you I can say nothing but that if any word I speak discourage you, I shall heartily wish I had never spoken at all: but to be shown the enemy, and the castle we have got to storm, is not to be bidden to run from him; nor am I telling you to sit down deedless in the desert because between you and the promised land lies many a trouble, and death itself maybe: the hope before you you know, and nothing that I can say can take it away from you; but friend may with advantage cry out to friend in the battle that a stroke is coming from this side or that: take my hasty words in that sense, I beg of you.

But I think there will be others of you in whom vague discontent is stirring: who are oppressed by the life that surrounds you; confused and troubled by that oppression, and not knowing on which side to seek a remedy, though you are fain to do so: well, we, who have gone further into those troubles, believe that we can help you: true we cannot at once take your trouble from you; nay, we may at first rather add to it; but we can tell you what we think of the way out of it; and then amidst the many things you will have to do to set yourselves and others fairly on that way, you will many days, nay most days, forget your trouble in thinking of the good that lies beyond it, for which you are working.

But, again, there are others amongst you (and to speak plainly, I daresay they are the majority), who are not by any means troubled by doubt of the road the world is going, nor excited by any hope of its bettering that road: to them the cause of civilisation is simple and even commonplace: it wonder, hope, and fear no longer hang about it; has become to us like the rising and setting of the sun; it cannot err, and we have no call to meddle with it, either to complain of its course, or to try to direct it.

There is a ground of reason and wisdom in that way of looking at the matter: surely the world will go on its ways, thrust forward by impulses which we cannot understand or sway: but as it grows in strength for the journey, its necessary food is the life and aspirations of all of us: and we discontented strugglers with what at times seems the hurrying blindness of civilisation, no less than those who see nothing but smooth, unvarying progress in it, are bred of civilisation also, and shall be used up to further it in some way or other, I doubt not: and it may be of some service to those who think themselves the only loyal subjects of progress to hear of our existence, since their not hearing of it would not make an end of it: it may set them a-thinking not unprofitably to hear of burdens that they do not help to bear, but which are nevertheless real and weighty enough to some of their fellow-men, who are helping, even as they are, to form the civilisation that is to be.

The danger that the present course of civilisation will destroy the beauty of life — these are hard words, and I wish I could mend them, but I cannot, while I speak what I believe to be the truth.

That the beauty of life is a thing of no moment, I suppose few people would venture to assert, and yet most civilised people act as if it were of none, and in so doing are wronging both themselves and those that are to come after them; for that beauty, which is what is meant by art, using the word in its widest sense, is, I contend, no mere accident to human life, which people can take or leave as they choose, but a positive necessity of life, if we are to live as nature meant us to; that is, unless we are content to be less than men.

Now I ask you, as I have been asking myself this long while, what proportion of the population in civilised countries has any share at all in that necessity of life?

I say that the answer which must be made to that question justifies my fear that modern civilisation is on the road to trample out all the beauty of life, and to make us less than men.

Now if there should be any here who will say: It was always so; there always was a mass of rough ignorance that knew and cared nothing about art; I answer first, that if that be the case, then it was always wrong, and we, as soon as we have become conscious of that wrong, are bound to set it right if we can.

But moreover, strange to say, and in spite of all the suffering that the world has wantonly made for itself, and has in all ages so persistently clung to, as if it were a good and holy thing, this wrong of the mass of men being regardless of art was not always so.

So much is now known of the periods of art that have left abundant examples of their work behind them, that we can judge of the art of all periods by comparing these with the remains of times of which less has been left us; and we cannot fail to come to the conclusion that down to very recent days everything that the hand of man touched was more or less beautiful: so that in those days all people who made anything shared in art, as well as all people who used the things so made: that is, all people shared in art.

But some people may say: And was that to be wished for? would not this universal spreading of art stop progress in other matters, hinder the work of the world?  Would it not make us unmanly? or if not that, would it not be intrusive, and push out other things necessary also for men to study?

Well, I have claimed a necessary place for art, a natural place, and it would be in the very essence of it, that it would apply its own rules of order and fitness to the general ways of life: it seems to me, therefore, that people who are over-anxious of the outward expression of beauty becoming too great a force among the other forces of life, would, if they had had the making of the external world, have been afraid of making an ear of wheat beautiful, lest it should not have been good to eat.

But indeed there seems no chance of art becoming universal, unless on the terms that it shall have little self-consciousness, and for the most part be done with little effort; so that the rough work of the world would be as little hindered by it, as the work of external nature is by the beauty of all her forms and moods: this was the case in the times that I have been speaking of: of art which was made by conscious effort, the result of the individual striving towards perfect expression of their thoughts by men very specially gifted, there was perhaps no more than there is now, except in very wonderful and short periods; though I believe that even for such men the struggle to produce beauty was not so bitter as it now is.  But if there were not more great thinkers than there are now, there was a countless multitude of happy workers whose work did express, and could not choose but express, some original thought, and was consequently both interesting and beautiful: now there is certainly no chance of the more individual art becoming common, and either wearying us by its over-abundance, or by noisy self-assertion preventing highly cultivated men taking their due part in the other work of the world; it is too difficult to do: it will be always but the blossom of all the half-conscious work below it, the fulfilment of the shortcomings of less complete minds: but it will waste much of its power, and have much less influence on men’s minds, unless it be surrounded by abundance of that commoner work, in which all men once shared, and which, I say, will, when art has really awakened, be done so easily and constantly, that it will stand in no man’s way to hinder him from doing what he will, good or evil.  And as, on the one hand, I believe that art made by the people and for the people as a joy both to the maker and the user would further progress in other matters rather than hinder it, so also I firmly believe that that higher art produced only by great brains and miraculously gifted hands cannot exist without it: I believe that the present state of things in which it does exist, while popular art is, let us say, asleep or sick, is a transitional state, which must end at last either in utter defeat or utter victory for the arts.

For whereas all works of craftsmanship were once beautiful, unwittingly or not, they are now divided into two kinds, works of art and non-works of art: now nothing made by man’s hand can be indifferent: it must be either beautiful and elevating, or ugly and degrading; and those things that are without art are so aggressively; they wound it by their existence, and they are now so much in the majority that the works of art we are obliged to set ourselves to seek for, whereas the other things are the ordinary companions of our everyday life; so that if those who cultivate art intellectually were inclined never so much to wrap themselves in their special gifts and their high cultivation, and so live happily, apart from other men, and despising them, they could not do so: they are as it were living in an enemy’s country; at every turn there is something lying in wait to offend and vex their nicer sense and educated eyes: they must share in the general discomfort — and I am glad of it.

So the matter stands: from the first dawn of history till quite modern times, art, which nature meant to solace all, fulfilled its purpose; all men shared in it; that was what made life romantic, as people call it, in those days; that and not robber-barons and inaccessible kings with their hierarchy of serving-nobles and other such rubbish: but art grew and grew, saw empires sicken and sickened with them; grew hale again, and haler, and grew so great at last, that she seemed in good truth to have conquered everything, and laid the material world under foot.  Then came a change at a period of the greatest life and hope in many ways that Europe had known till then: a time of so much and such varied hope that people call it the time of the New Birth: as far as the arts are concerned I deny it that title; rather it seems to me that the great men who lived and glorified the practice of art in those days, were the fruit of the old, not the seed of the new order of things: but a stirring and hopeful time it was, and many things were newborn then which have since brought forth fruit enough: and it is strange and perplexing that from those days forward the lapse of time, which, through plenteous confusion and failure, has on the whole been steadily destroying privilege and exclusiveness in other matters, has delivered up art to be the exclusive privilege of a few, and has taken from the people their birthright; while both wronged and wrongers have been wholly unconscious of what they were doing.

Wholly unconscious — yes, but we are no longer so: there lies the sting of it, and there also the hope.

When the brightness of the so-called Renaissance faded, and it faded very suddenly, a deadly chill fell upon the arts: that New-birth mostly meant looking back to past times, wherein the men of those days thought they saw a perfection of art, which to their minds was different in kind, and not in degree only, from the ruder suggestive art of their own fathers: this perfection they were ambitious to imitate, this alone seemed to be art to them, the rest was childishness: so wonderful was their energy, their success so great, that no doubt to commonplace minds among them, though surely not to the great masters, that perfection seemed to be gained: and, perfection being gained, what are you to do? — you can go no further, you must aim at standing still — which you cannot do.

Art by no means stood still in those latter days of the Renaissance, but took the downward road with terrible swiftness, and tumbled down at the bottom of the hill, where as if bewitched it lay long in great content, believing itself to be the art of Michael Angelo, while it was the art of men whom nobody remembers but those who want to sell their pictures.

Thus it fared with the more individual forms of art.  As to the art of the people; in countries and places where the greater art had flourished most, it went step by step on the downward path with that: in more out-of-the-way places, England for instance, it still felt the influence of the life of its earlier and happy days, and in a way lived on a while; but its life was so feeble, and, so to say, illogical, that it could not resist any change in external circumstances, still less could it give birth to anything new; and before this century began, its last flicker had died out.  Still, while it was living, in whatever dotage, it did imply something going on in those matters of daily use that we have been thinking of, and doubtless satisfied some cravings for beauty: and when it was dead, for a long time people did not know it, or what had taken its place, crept so to say into its dead body — that pretence of art, to wit, which is done with machines, though sometimes the machines are called men, and doubtless are so out of working hours: nevertheless long before it was quite dead it had fallen so low that the whole subject was usually treated with the utmost contempt by every one who had any pretence of being a sensible man, and in short the whole civilised world had forgotten that there had ever been an art made by the people for the people as a joy for the maker and the user.

But now it seems to me that the very suddenness of the change ought to comfort us, to make us look upon this break in the continuity of the golden chain as an accident only, that itself cannot last: for think how many thousand years it may be since that primeval man graved with a flint splinter on a bone the story of the mammoth he had seen, or told us of the slow uplifting of the heavily-horned heads of the reindeer that he stalked: think I say of the space of time from then till the dimming of the brightness of the Italian Renaissance! whereas from that time till popular art died unnoticed and despised among ourselves is just but two hundred years.

Strange too, that very death is contemporaneous with new-birth of something at all events; for out of all despair sprang a new time of hope lighted by the torch of the French Revolution: and things that have languished with the languishing of art, rose afresh and surely heralded its new birth: in good earnest poetry was born again, and the English Language, which under the hands of sycophantic verse-makers had been reduced to a miserable jargon, whose meaning, if it have a meaning, cannot be made out without translation, flowed clear, pure, and simple, along with the music of Blake and Coleridge: take those names, the earliest in date among ourselves, as a type of the change that has happened in literature since the time of George II.

With that literature in which romance, that is to say humanity, was re-born, there sprang up also a feeling for the romance of external nature, which is surely strong in us now, joined with a longing to know something real of the lives of those who have gone before us; of these feelings united you will find the broadest expression in the pages of Walter Scott: it is curious as showing how sometimes one art will lag behind another in a revival, that the man who wrote the exquisite and wholly unfettered naturalism of the Heart of Midlothian, for instance, thought himself continually bound to seem to feel ashamed of, and to excuse himself for, his love of Gothic Architecture: he felt that it was romantic, and he knew that it gave him pleasure, but somehow he had not found out that it was art, having been taught in many ways that nothing could be art that was not done by a named man under academical rules.

I need not perhaps dwell much on what of change has been since: you know well that one of the master-arts, the art of painting, has been revolutionised.  I have a genuine difficulty in speaking to you of men who are my own personal friends, nay my masters: still, since I cannot quite say nothing of them I must say the plain truth, which is this; never in the whole history of art did any set of men come nearer to the feat of making something out of nothing than that little knot of painters who have raised English art from what it was, when as a boy I used to go to the Royal Academy Exhibition, to what it is now.

It would be ungracious indeed for me who have been so much taught by him, that I cannot help feeling continually as I speak that I am echoing his words, to leave out the name of John Ruskin from an account of what has happened since the tide, as we hope, began to turn in the direction of art.  True it is, that his unequalled style of English and his wonderful eloquence would, whatever its subject-matter, have gained him some sort of a hearing in a time that has not lost its relish for literature; but surely the influence that he has exercised over cultivated people must be the result of that style and that eloquence expressing what was already stirring in men’s minds; he could not have written what he has done unless people were in some sort ready for it; any more than those painters could have begun their crusade against the dulness and incompetency that was the rule in their art thirty years ago unless they had some hope that they would one day move people to understand them.

Well, we find that the gains since the turning-point of the tide are these: that there are some few artists who have, as it were, caught up the golden chain dropped two hundred years ago, and that there are a few highly cultivated people who can understand them; and that beyond these there is a vague feeling abroad among people of the same degree, of discontent at the ignoble ugliness that surrounds them.

That seems to me to mark the advance that we have made since the last of popular art came to an end amongst us, and I do not say, considering where we then were, that it is not a great advance, for it comes to this, that though the battle is still to win, there are those who are ready for the battle.

Indeed it would be a strange shame for this age if it were not so: for as every age of the world has its own troubles to confuse it, and its own follies to cumber it, so has each its own work to do, pointed out to it by unfailing signs of the times; and it is unmanly and stupid for the children of any age to say: We will not set our hands to the work; we did not make the troubles, we will not weary ourselves seeking a remedy for them: so heaping up for their sons a heavier load than they can lift without such struggles as will wound and cripple them sorely.  Not thus our fathers served us, who, working late and early, left us at last that seething mass of people so terribly alive and energetic, that we call modern Europe; not thus those served us, who have made for us these present days, so fruitful of change and wondering expectation.

The century that is now beginning to draw to an end, if people were to take to nicknaming centuries, would be called the Century of Commerce; and I do not think I undervalue the work that it has done: it has broken down many a prejudice and taught many a lesson that the world has been hitherto slow to learn: it has made it possible for many a man to live free, who would in other times have been a slave, body or soul, or both: if it has not quite spread peace and justice through the world, as at the end of its first half we fondly hoped it would, it has at least stirred up in many fresh cravings for peace and justice: its work has been good and plenteous, but much of it was roughly done, as needs was; recklessness has commonly gone with its energy, blindness too often with its haste: so that perhaps it may be work enough for the next century to repair the blunders of that recklessness, to clear away the rubbish which that hurried work has piled up; nay even we in the second half of its last quarter may do something towards setting its house in order.

You, of this great and famous town, for instance, which has had so much to do with the Century of Commerce, your gains are obvious to all men, but the price you have paid for them is obvious to many — surely to yourselves most of all: I do not say that they are not worth the price; I know that England and the world could very ill afford to exchange the Birmingham of to-day for the Birmingham of the year 1700: but surely if what you have gained be more than a mockery, you cannot stop at those gains, or even go on always piling up similar ones.  Nothing can make me believe that the present condition of your Black Country yonder is an unchangeable necessity of your life and position: such miseries as this were begun and carried on in pure thoughtlessness, and a hundredth part of the energy that was spent in creating them would get rid of them: I do think if we were not all of us too prone to acquiesce in the base byword ‘after me the deluge,’ it would soon be something more than an idle dream to hope that your pleasant midland hills and fields might begin to become pleasant again in some way or other, even without depopulating them; or that those once lovely valleys of Yorkshire in the ‘heavy woollen district,’ with their sweeping hill-sides and noble rivers, should not need the stroke of ruin to make them once more delightful abodes of men, instead of the dog-holes that the Century of Commerce has made them.

Well, people will not take the trouble or spend the money necessary to beginning this sort of reforms, because they do not feel the evils they live amongst, because they have degraded themselves into something less than men; they are unmanly because they have ceased to have their due share of art.

For again I say that therein rich people have defrauded themselves as well as the poor: you will see a refined and highly educated man nowadays, who has been to Italy and Egypt, and where not, who can talk learnedly enough (and fantastically enough sometimes) about art, and who has at his fingers’ ends abundant lore concerning the art and literature of past days, sitting down without signs of discomfort in a house, that with all its surroundings is just brutally vulgar and hideous: all his education has not done more for him than that.

The truth is, that in art, and in other things besides, the laboured education of a few will not raise even those few above the reach of the evils that beset the ignorance of the great mass of the population: the brutality of which such a huge stock has been accumulated lower down, will often show without much peeling through the selfish refinement of those who have let it accumulate.  The lack of art, or rather the murder of art, that curses our streets from the sordidness of the surroundings of the lower classes, has its exact counterpart in the dulness and vulgarity of those of the middle classes, and the double-distilled dulness, and scarcely less vulgarity of those of the upper classes.

I say this is as it should be; it is just and fair as far as it goes; and moreover the rich with their leisure are the more like to move if they feel the pinch themselves.

But how shall they and we, and all of us, move?  What is the remedy?

What remedy can there be for the blunders of civilisation but further civilisation?  You do not by any accident think that we have gone as far in that direction as it is possible to go, do you? — even in England, I mean?

When some changes have come to pass, that perhaps will be speedier than most people think, doubtless education will both grow in quality and in quantity; so that it may be, that as the nineteenth century is to be called the Century of Commerce, the twentieth may be called the Century of Education.  But that education does not end when people leave school is now a mere commonplace; and how then can you really educate men who lead the life of machines, who only think for the few hours during which they are not at work, who in short spend almost their whole lives in doing work which is not proper for developing them body and mind in some worthy way?  You cannot educate, you cannot civilise men, unless you can give them a share in art.

Yes, and it is hard indeed as things go to give most men that share; for they do not miss it, or ask for it, and it is impossible as things are that they should either miss or ask for it.  Nevertheless everything has a beginning, and many great things have had very small ones; and since, as I have said, these ideas are already abroad in more than one form, we must not be too much discouraged at the seemingly boundless weight we have to lift.

After all, we are only bound to play our own parts, and do our own share of the lifting, and as in no case that share can be great, so also in all cases it is called for, it is necessary.  Therefore let us work and faint not; remembering that though it be natural, and therefore excusable, amidst doubtful times to feel doubts of success oppress us at whiles, yet not to crush those doubts, and work as if we had them not, is simple cowardice, which is unforgivable.  No man has any right to say that all has been done for nothing, that all the faithful unwearying strife of those that have gone before us shall lead us nowhither; that mankind will but go round and round in a circle for ever: no man has a right to say that, and then get up morning after morning to eat his victuals and sleep a-nights, all the while making other people toil to keep his worthless life a-going.

Be sure that some way or other will be found out of the tangle, even when things seem most tangled, and be no less sure that some use will then have come of our work, if it has been faithful, and therefore unsparingly careful and thoughtful.

So once more I say, if in any matters civilisation has gone astray, the remedy lies not in standing still, but in more complete civilisation.

Now whatever discussion there may be about that often used and often misused word, I believe all who hear me will agree with me in believing from their hearts, and not merely in saying in conventional phrase, that the civilisation which does not carry the whole people with it, is doomed to fall, and give place to one which at least aims at doing so.

We talk of the civilisation of the ancient peoples, of the classical times, well, civilised they were no doubt, some of their folk at least: an Athenian citizen for instance led a simple, dignified, almost perfect life; but there were drawbacks to happiness perhaps in the lives of his slaves: and the civilisation of the ancients was founded on slavery.

Indeed that ancient society did give a model to the world, and showed us for ever what blessings are freedom of life and thought, self-restraint and a generous education: all those blessings the ancient free peoples set forth to the world — and kept them to themselves.

Therefore no tyrant was too base, no pretext too hollow, for enslaving the grandsons of the men of Salamis and Thermopylæ: therefore did the descendants of those stern and self-restrained Romans, who were ready to give up everything, and life as the least of things, to the glory of their commonweal, produce monsters of license and reckless folly.  Therefore did a little knot of Galilean peasants overthrow the Roman Empire.

Ancient civilisation was chained to slavery and exclusiveness, and it fell; the barbarism that took its place has delivered us from slavery and grown into modern civilisation; and that in its turn has before it the choice of never-ceasing growth, or destruction by that which has in it the seeds of higher growth.

There is an ugly word for a dreadful fact, which I must make bold to use — the residuum: that word since the time I first saw it used, has had a terrible significance to me, and I have felt from my heart that if this residuum were a necessary part of modern civilisation, as some people openly, and many more tacitly, assume that it is, then this civilisation carries with it the poison that shall one day destroy it, even as its elder sister did: if civilisation is to go no further than this, it had better not have gone so far: if it does not aim at getting rid of this misery and giving some share in the happiness and dignity of life to all the people that it has created, and which it spends such unwearying energy in creating, it is simply an organised injustice, a mere instrument for oppression, so much the worse than that which has gone before it, as its pretensions are higher, its slavery subtler, its mastery harder to overthrow, because supported by such a dense mass of commonplace well-being and comfort.

Surely this cannot be: surely there is a distinct feeling abroad of this injustice: so that if the residuum still clogs all the efforts of modern civilisation to rise above mere population-breeding and money-making, the difficulty of dealing with it is the legacy, first of the ages of violence and almost conscious brutal injustice, and next of the ages of thoughtlessness, of hurry and blindness; surely all those who think at all of the future of the world are at work in one way or other in striving to rid it of this shame.

That to my mind is the meaning of what we call National Education, which we have begun, and which is doubtless already bearing its fruits, and will bear greater, when all people are educated, not according to the money which they or their parents possess, but according to the capacity of their minds.

What effect that will have upon the future of the arts, I cannot say, but one would surely think a very great effect; for it will enable people to see clearly many things which are now as completely hidden from them as if they were blind in body and idiotic in mind: and this, I say, will act not only upon those who most directly feel the evils of ignorance, but also upon those who feel them indirectly, — upon us, the educated: the great wave of rising intelligence, rife with so many natural desires and aspirations, will carry all classes along with it, and force us all to see that many things which we have been used to look upon as necessary and eternal evils are merely the accidental and temporary growths of past stupidity, and can be escaped from by due effort, and the exercise of courage, goodwill, and forethought.

And among those evils, I do, and must always, believe will fall that one which last year I told you that I accounted the greatest of all evils, the heaviest of all slaveries; that evil of the greater part of the population being engaged for by far the most part of their lives in work, which at the best cannot interest them, or develop their best faculties, and at the worst (and that is the commonest, too) is mere unmitigated slavish toil, only to be wrung out of them by the sternest compulsion, a toil which they shirk all they can — small blame to them.  And this toil degrades them into less than men: and they will some day come to know it, and cry out to be made men again, and art only can do it, and redeem them from this slavery; and I say once more that this is her highest and most glorious end and aim; and it is in her struggle to attain to it that she will most surely purify herself, and quicken her own aspirations towards perfection.

But we — in the meantime we must not sit waiting for obvious signs of these later and glorious days to show themselves on earth, and in the heavens, but rather turn to the commonplace, and maybe often dull work of fitting ourselves in detail to take part in them if we should live to see one of them; or in doing our best to make the path smooth for their coming, if we are to die before they are here.

What, therefore, can we do, to guard traditions of time past that we may not one day have to begin anew from the beginning with none to teach us?  What are we to do, that we may take heed to, and spread the decencies of life, so that at the least we may have a field where it will be possible for art to grow when men begin to long for it: what finally can we do, each of us, to cherish some germ of art, so that it may meet with others, and spread and grow little by little into the thing that we need?

Now I cannot pretend to think that the first of these duties is a matter of indifference to you, after my experience of the enthusiastic meeting that I had the honour of addressing here last autumn on the subject of the (so called) restoration of St. Mark’s at Venice; you thought, and most justly thought, it seems to me, that the subject was of such moment to art in general, that it was a simple and obvious thing for men who were anxious on the matter to address themselves to those who had the decision of it in their hands; even though the former were called Englishmen, and the latter Italians; for you felt that the name of lovers of art would cover those differences: if you had any misgivings, you remembered that there was but one such building in the world, and that it was worth while risking a breach of etiquette, if any words of ours could do anything towards saving it; well, the Italians were, some of them, very naturally, though surely unreasonably, irritated, for a time, and in some of their prints they bade us look at home; that was no argument in favour of the wisdom of wantonly rebuilding St. Mark’s façade: but certainly those of us who have not yet looked at home in this matter had better do so speedily, late and over late though it be: for though we have no golden-pictured interiors like St. Mark’s Church at home, we still have many buildings which are both works of ancient art and monuments of history: and just think what is happening to them, and note, since we profess to recognise their value, how helpless art is in the Century of Commerce!

In the first place, many and many a beautiful and ancient building is being destroyed all over civilised Europe as well as in England, because it is supposed to interfere with the convenience of the citizens, while a little forethought might save it without trenching on that convenience;  but even apart from that, I say that if we are not prepared to put up with a little inconvenience in our lifetimes for the sake of preserving a monument of art which will elevate and educate, not only ourselves, but our sons, and our sons’ sons, it is vain and idle of us to talk about art — or education either.  Brutality must be bred of such brutality.

The same thing may be said about enlarging, or otherwise altering for convenience’ sake, old buildings still in use for something like their original purposes: in almost all such cases it is really nothing more than a question of a little money for a new site: and then a new building can be built exactly fitted for the uses it is needed for, with such art about it as our own days can furnish; while the old monument is left to tell its tale of change and progress, to hold out example and warning to us in the practice of the arts: and thus the convenience of the public, the progress of modern art, and the cause of education, are all furthered at once at the cost of a little money.

Surely if it be worth while troubling ourselves about the works of art of to-day, of which any amount almost can be done, since we are yet alive, it is worth while spending a little care, forethought, and money in preserving the art of bygone ages, of which (woe worth the while!) so little is left, and of which we can never have any more, whatever good-hap the world may attain to.

No man who consents to the destruction or the mutilation of an ancient building has any right to pretend that he cares about art; or has any excuse to plead in defence of his crime against civilisation and progress, save sheer brutal ignorance.

But before I leave this subject I must say a word or two about the curious invention of our own days called Restoration, a method of dealing with works of bygone days which, though not so degrading in its spirit as downright destruction, is nevertheless little better in its results on the condition of those works of art; it is obvious that I have no time to argue the question out to-night, so I will only make these assertions:

That ancient buildings, being both works of art and monuments of history, must obviously be treated with great care and delicacy: that the imitative art of to-day is not, and cannot be the same thing as ancient art, and cannot replace it; and that therefore if we superimpose this work on the old, we destroy it both as art and as a record of history: lastly, that the natural weathering of the surface of a building is beautiful, and its loss disastrous.

Now the restorers hold the exact contrary of all this: they think that any clever architect to-day can deal off-hand successfully with the ancient work; that while all things else have changed about us since (say) the thirteenth century, art has not changed, and that our workmen can turn out work identical with that of the thirteenth century; and, lastly, that the weather-beaten surface of an ancient building is worthless, and to be got rid of wherever possible.

You see the question is difficult to argue, because there seem to be no common grounds between the restorers and the anti-restorers: I appeal therefore to the public, and bid them note, that though our opinions may be wrong, the action we advise is not rash: let the question be shelved awhile: if, as we are always pressing on people, due care be taken of these monuments, so that they shall not fall into disrepair, they will be always there to ‘restore’ whenever people think proper and when we are proved wrong; but if it should turn out that we are right, how can the ‘restored’ buildings be restored?  I beg of you therefore to let the question be shelved, till art has so advanced among us, that we can deal authoritatively with it, till there is no longer any doubt about the matter.

Surely these monuments of our art and history, which, whatever the lawyers may say, belong not to a coterie, or to a rich man here and there, but to the nation at large, are worth this delay: surely the last relics of the life of the ‘famous men and our fathers that begat us’ may justly claim of us the exercise of a little patience.

It will give us trouble no doubt, all this care of our possessions: but there is more trouble to come; for I must now speak of something else, of possessions which should be common to all of us, of the green grass, and the leaves, and the waters, of the very light and air of heaven, which the Century of Commerce has been too busy to pay any heed to.  And first let me remind you that I am supposing every one here present professes to care about art.

Well, there are some rich men among us whom we oddly enough call manufacturers, by which we mean capitalists who pay other men to organise manufacturers; these gentlemen, many of whom buy pictures and profess to care about art, burn a deal of coal: there is an Act in existence which was passed to prevent them sometimes and in some places from pouring a dense cloud of smoke over the world, and, to my thinking, a very lame and partial Act it is: but nothing hinders these lovers of art from being a law to themselves, and making it a point of honour with them to minimise the smoke nuisance as far as their own works are concerned; and if they don’t do so, when mere money, and even a very little of that, is what it will cost them, I say that their love of art is a mere pretence: how can you care about the image of a landscape when you show by your deeds that you don’t care for the landscape itself? or what right have you to shut yourself up with beautiful form and colour when you make it impossible for other people to have any share in these things?

Well, and as to the smoke Act itself: I don’t know what heed you pay to it in Birmingham,  but I have seen myself what heed is paid to it in other places; Bradford for instance: though close by them at Saltaire they have an example which I should have thought might have shamed them; for the huge chimney there which serves the acres of weaving and spinning sheds of Sir Titus Salt and his brothers is as guiltless of smoke as an ordinary kitchen chimney.  Or Manchester: a gentleman of that city told me that the smoke Act was a mere dead letter there: well, they buy pictures in Manchester and profess to wish to further the arts: but you see it must be idle pretence as far as their rich people are concerned: they only want to talk about it, and have themselves talked of.

I don’t know what you are doing about this matter here; but you must forgive my saying, that unless you are beginning to think of some way of dealing with it, you are not beginning yet to pave your way to success in the arts.

Well, I have spoken of a huge nuisance, which is a type of the worst nuisances of what an ill-tempered man might be excused for calling the Century of Nuisances, rather than the Century of Commerce.  I will now leave it to the consciences of the rich and influential among us, and speak of a minor nuisance which it is in the power of every one of us to abate, and which, small as it is, is so vexatious, that if I can prevail on a score of you to take heed to it by what I am saying, I shall think my evening’s work a good one.  Sandwich-papers I mean — of course you laugh: but come now, don’t you, civilised as you are in Birmingham, leave them all about the Lickey hills and your public gardens and the like?  If you don’t I really scarcely know with what words to praise you.  When we Londoners go to enjoy ourselves at Hampton Court, for instance, we take special good care to let everybody know that we have had something to eat: so that the park just outside the gates (and a beautiful place it is) looks as if it had been snowing dirty paper.  I really think you might promise me one and all who are here present to have done with this sluttish habit, which is the type of many another in its way, just as the smoke nuisance is.  I mean such things as scrawling one’s name on monuments, tearing down tree boughs, and the like.

I suppose ’tis early days in the revival of the arts to express one’s disgust at the daily increasing hideousness of the posters with which all our towns are daubed.  Still we ought to be disgusted at such horrors, and I think make up our minds never to buy any of the articles so advertised.  I can’t believe they can be worth much if they need all that shouting to sell them.

Again, I must ask what do you do with the trees on a site that is going to be built over? do you try to save them, to adapt your houses at all to them? do you understand what treasures they are in a town or a suburb? or what a relief they will be to the hideous dog-holes which (forgive me!) you are probably going to build in their places?  I ask this anxiously, and with grief in my soul, for in London and its suburbs we always  begin by clearing a site till it is as bare as the pavement: I really think that almost anybody would have been shocked, if I could have shown him some of the trees that have been wantonly murdered in the suburb in which I live (Hammersmith to wit), amongst them some of those magnificent cedars, for which we along the river used to be famous once.

But here again see how helpless those are who care about art or nature amidst the hurry of the Century of Commerce.

Pray do not forget, that any one who cuts down a tree wantonly or carelessly, especially in a great town or its suburbs, need make no pretence of caring about art.

What else can we do to help to educate ourselves and others in the path of art, to be on the road to attaining an Art made by the people and for the people as a joy to the maker and the user?

Why, having got to understand something of what art was, having got to look upon its ancient monuments as friends that can tell us something of times bygone, and whose faces we do not wish to alter, even though they be worn by time and grief: having got to spend money and trouble upon matters of decency, great and little; having made it clear that we really do care about nature even in the suburbs of a big town — having got so far, we shall begin to think of the houses in which we live.

For I must tell you that unless you are resolved to have good and rational architecture, it is, once again, useless your thinking about art at all.

I have spoken of the popular arts, but they might all be summed up in that one word Architecture; they are all parts of that great whole, and the art of house-building begins it all: if we did not know how to dye or to weave; if we had neither gold, nor silver, nor silk; and no pigments to paint with, but half-a-dozen ochres and umbers, we might yet frame a worthy art that would lead to everything, if we had but timber, stone, and lime, and a few cutting tools to make these common things not only shelter us from wind and weather, but also express the thoughts and aspirations that stir in us.

Architecture would lead us to all the arts, as it did with earlier men: but if we despise it and take no note of how we are housed, the other arts will have a hard time of it indeed.

Now I do not think the greatest of optimists would deny that, taking us one and all, we are at present housed in a perfectly shameful way, and since the greatest part of us have to live in houses already built for us, it must be admitted that it is rather hard to know what to do, beyond waiting till they tumble about our ears.

Only we must not lay the fault upon the builders, as some people seem inclined to do: they are our very humble servants, and will build what we ask for; remember, that rich men are not obliged to live in ugly houses, and yet you see they do; which the builders may be well excused for taking as a sign of what is wanted.

Well, the point is, we must do what we can, and make people understand what we want them to do for us, by letting them see what we do for ourselves.

Hitherto, judging us by that standard, the builders may well say, that we want the pretence of a thing rather than the thing itself; that we want a show of petty luxury if we are unrich, a show of insulting stupidity if we are rich: and they are quite clear that as a rule we want to get something that shall look as if it cost twice as much as it really did.

You cannot have Architecture on those terms: simplicity and solidity are the very first requisites of it: just think if it is not so: How we please ourselves with an old building by thinking of all the generations of men that have passed through it! do we not remember how it has received their joy, and borne their sorrow, and not even their folly has left sourness upon it? it still looks as kind to us as it did to them.  And the converse of this we ought to feel when we look at a newly-built house if it were as it should be: we should feel a pleasure in thinking how he who had built it had left a piece of his soul behind him to greet the new-comers one after another long and long after he was gone: — but what sentiment can an ordinary modern house move in us, or what thought — save a hope that we may speedily forget its base ugliness?

But if you ask me how we are to pay for this solidity and extra expense, that seems to me a reasonable question; for you must dismiss at once as a delusion the hope that has been sometimes cherished, that you can have a building which is a work of art, and is therefore above all things properly built, at the same price as a building which only pretends to be this: never forget when people talk about cheap art in general, by the way, that all art costs time, trouble, and thought, and that money is only a counter to represent these things.

However, I must try to answer the question I have supposed put, how are we to pay for decent houses?

It seems to me that, by a great piece of good luck, the way to pay for them is by doing that which alone can produce popular art among us: living a simple life, I mean.  Once more I say that the greatest foe to art is luxury, art cannot live in its atmosphere.

When you hear of the luxuries of the ancients, you must remember that they were not like our luxuries, they were rather indulgence in pieces of extravagant folly than what we to-day call luxury; which perhaps you would rather call comfort: well I accept the word, and say that a Greek or Roman of the luxurious time would stare astonished could he be brought back again, and shown the comforts of a well-to-do middle-class house.

But some, I know, think that the attainment of these very comforts is what makes the difference between civilisation and uncivilisation, that they are the essence of civilisation.  Is it so indeed?  Farewell my hope then! — I had thought that civilisation meant the attainment of peace and order and freedom, of goodwill between man and man, of the love of truth and the hatred of injustice, and by consequence the attainment of the good life which these things breed, a life free from craven fear, but full of incident: that was what I thought it meant, not more stuffed chairs and more cushions, and more carpets and gas, and more dainty meat and drink — and therewithal more and sharper differences between class and class.

If that be what it is, I for my part wish I were well out of it, and living in a tent in the Persian desert, or a turf hut on the Iceland hill-side.  But however it be, and I think my view is the true view, I tell you that art abhors that side of civilisation, she cannot breathe in the houses that lie under its stuffy slavery.

Believe me, if we want art to begin at home, as it must, we must clear our houses of troublesome superfluities that are for ever in our way: conventional comforts that are no real comforts, and do but make work for servants and doctors: if you want a golden rule that will fit everybody, this is it:

‘Have nothing in your houses that you do not know to be useful or believe to be beautiful.’

And if we apply that rule strictly, we shall in the first place show the builders and such-like servants of the public what we really want, we shall create a demand for real art, as the phrase goes; and in the second place, we shall surely have more money to pay for decent houses.

Perhaps it will not try your patience too much if I lay before you my idea of the fittings necessary to the sitting-room of a healthy person: a room, I mean, in which he would not have to cook in much, or sleep in generally, or in which he would not have to do any very litter-making manual work.

First a book-case with a great many books in it: next a table that will keep steady when you write or work at it: then several chairs that you can move, and a bench that you can sit or lie upon: next a cupboard with drawers: next, unless either the book-case or the cupboard be very beautiful with painting or carving, you will want pictures or engravings, such as you can afford, only not stop-gaps, but real works of art on the wall; or else the wall itself must be ornamented with some beautiful and restful pattern: we shall also want a vase or two to put flowers in, which latter you must have sometimes, especially if you live in a town.  Then there will be the fireplace of course, which in our climate is bound to be the chief object in the room.

That is all we shall want, especially if the floor be good; if it be not, as, by the way, in a modern house it is pretty certain not to be, I admit that a small carpet which can be bundled out of the room in two minutes will be useful, and we must also take care that it is beautiful, or it will annoy us terribly.

Now unless we are musical, and need a piano (in which case, as far as beauty is concerned, we are in a bad way), that is quite all we want: and we can add very little to these necessaries without troubling ourselves, and hindering our work, our thought, and our rest.

If these things were done at the least cost for which they could be done well and solidly, they ought not to cost much; and they are so few, that those that could afford to have them at all, could afford to spend some trouble to get them fitting and beautiful: and all those who care about art ought to take great trouble to do so, and to take care that there be no sham art amongst them, nothing that it has degraded a man to make or sell.  And I feel sure, that if all who care about art were to take this pains, it would make a great impression upon the public.

This simplicity you may make as costly as you please or can, on the other hand: you may hang your walls with tapestry instead of whitewash or paper; or you may cover them with mosaic, or have them frescoed by a great painter: all this is not luxury, if it be done for beauty’s sake, and not for show: it does not break our golden rule: Have nothing in your houses which you do not know to be useful or believe to be beautiful.

All art starts from this simplicity; and the higher the art rises, the greater the simplicity.  I have been speaking of the fittings of a dwelling-house — a place in which we eat and drink, and pass familiar hours; but when you come to places which people want to make more specially beautiful because of the solemnity or dignity of their uses, they will be simpler still, and have little in them save the bare walls made as beautiful as may be.  St. Mark’s at Venice has very little furniture in it, much less than most Roman Catholic churches: its lovely and stately mother St. Sophia of Constantinople had less still, even when it was a Christian church: but we need not go either to Venice or Stamboul to take note of that: go into one of our own mighty Gothic naves (do any of you remember the first time you did so?) and note how the huge free space satisfies and elevates you, even now when window and wall are stripped of ornament: then think of the meaning of simplicity, and absence of encumbering gew-gaws.

Now after all, for us who are learning art, it is not far to seek what is the surest way to further it; that which most breeds art is art; every piece of work that we do which is well done, is so much help to the cause; every piece of pretence and half-heartedness is so much hurt to it.  Most of you who take to the practice of art can find out in no very long time whether you have any gifts for it or not: if you have not, throw the thing up, or you will have a wretched time of it yourselves, and will be damaging the cause by laborious pretence: but if you have gifts of any kind, you are happy indeed beyond most men; for your pleasure is always with you, nor can you be intemperate in the enjoyment of it, and as you use it, it does not lessen, but grows: if you are by chance weary of it at night, you get up in the morning eager for it; or if perhaps in the morning it seems folly to you for a while, yet presently, when your hand has been moving a little in its wonted way, fresh hope has sprung up beneath it and you are happy again.  While others are getting through the day like plants thrust into the earth, which cannot turn this way or that but as the wind blows them, you know what you want, and your will is on the alert to find it, and you, whatever happens, whether it be joy or grief, are at least alive.

Now when I spoke to you last year, after I had sat down I was half afraid that I had on some points said too much, that I had spoken too bitterly in my eagerness; that a rash word might have discouraged some of you; I was very far from meaning that: what I wanted to do, what I want to do to-night is to put definitely before you a cause for which to strive.

That cause is the Democracy of Art, the ennobling of daily and common work, which will one day put hope and pleasure in the place of fear and pain, as the forces which move men to labour and keep the world a-going.

If I have enlisted any one in that cause, rash as my words may have been, or feeble as they may have been, they have done more good than harm; nor do I believe that any words of mine can discourage any who have joined that cause or are ready to do so: their way is too clear before them for that, and every one of us can help the cause whether he be great or little.

I know indeed that men, wearied by the pettiness of the details of the strife, their patience tried by hope deferred, will at whiles, excusably enough, turn back in their hearts to other days, when if the issues were not clearer, the means of trying them were simpler; when, so stirring were the times, one might even have atoned for many a blunder and backsliding by visibly dying for the cause.  To have breasted the Spanish pikes at Leyden, to have drawn sword with Oliver: that may well seem to us at times amidst the tangles of to-day a happy fate: for a man to be able to say, I have lived like a fool, but now I will cast away fooling for an hour, and die like a man — there is something in that certainly: and yet ’tis clear that few men can be so lucky as to die for a cause, without having first of all lived for it.  And as this is the most that can be asked from the greatest man that follows a cause, so it is the least that can be taken from the smallest.

So to us who have a Cause at heart, our highest ambition and our simplest duty are one and the same thing: for the most part we shall be too busy doing the work that lies ready to our hands, to let impatience for visibly great progress vex us much; but surely since we are servants of a Cause, hope must be ever with us, and sometimes perhaps it will so quicken our vision that it will outrun the slow lapse of time, and show us the victorious days when millions of those who now sit in darkness will be enlightened by an Art made by the people and for the people, a joy to the maker and the user.






  








MAKING THE BEST OF IT

 

I have to-night to talk to you about certain things which my experience in my own craft has led me to notice, and which have bred in my mind something like a set of rules or maxims, which guide my practice.  Every one who has followed a craft for long has such rules in his mind, and cannot help following them himself, and insisting on them practically in dealing with his pupils or workmen if he is in any degree a master; and when these rules, or if you will, impulses, are filling the minds and guiding the hands of many craftsmen at one time, they are busy forming a distinct school, and the art they represent is sure to be at least alive, however rude, timid, or lacking it may be; and the more imperious these rules are, the wider these impulses are spread, the more vigorously alive will be the art they produce; whereas in times when they are felt but lightly and rarely, when one man’s maxims seem absurd or trivial to his brother craftsman, art is either sick or slumbering, or so thinly scattered amongst the great mass of men as to influence the general life of the world little or nothing.

For though this kind of rules of a craft may seem to some arbitrary, I think that it is because they are the result of such intricate combinations of circumstances, that only a great philosopher, if even he, could express in words the sources of them, and give us reasons for them all, and we who are craftsmen must be content to prove them in practice, believing that their roots are founded in human nature, even as we know that their first-fruits are to be found in that most wonderful of all histories, the history of the arts.

Will you, therefore, look upon me as a craftsman who shares certain impulses with many others, which impulses forbid him to question the rules they have forced on him? so looking on me you may afford perhaps to be more indulgent to me if I seem to dogmatise over much.

Yet I cannot claim to represent any one craft.  The division of labour, which has played so great a part in furthering competitive commerce, till it has become a machine with powers both reproductive and destructive, which few dare to resist, and none can control or foresee the result of, has pressed specially hard on that part of the field of human culture in which I was born to labour.  That field of the arts, whose harvest should be the chief part of human joy, hope, and consolation, has been, I say, dealt hardly with by the division of labour, once the servant, and now the master of competitive commerce, itself once the servant, and now the master of civilisation; nay, so searching has been this tyranny, that it has not passed by my own insignificant corner of labour, but as it has thwarted me in many ways, so chiefly perhaps in this, that it has so stood in the way of my getting the help from others which my art forces me to crave, that I have been compelled to learn many crafts, and belike, according to the proverb, forbidden to master any, so that I fear my lecture will seem to you both to run over too many things and not to go deep enough into any.

I cannot help it.  That above-mentioned tyranny has turned some of us from being, as we should be, contented craftsmen, into being discontented agitators against it, so that our minds are not at rest, even when we have to talk over workshop receipts and maxims; indeed I must confess that I should hold my peace on all matters connected with the arts, if I had not a lurking hope to stir up both others and myself to discontent with and rebellion against things as they are, clinging to the further hope that our discontent may be fruitful and our rebellion steadfast, at least to the end of our own lives, since we believe that we are rebels not against the laws of Nature, but the customs of folly.

Nevertheless, since even rebels desire to live, and since even they must sometimes crave for rest and peace — nay, since they must, as it were, make for themselves strongholds from whence to carry on the strife — we ought not to be accused of inconsistency, if to-night we consider how to make the best of it.  By what forethought, pains, and patience, can we make endurable those strange dwellings — the basest, the ugliest, and the most inconvenient that men have ever built for themselves, and which our own haste, necessity, and stupidity, compel almost all of us to live in?  That is our present question.

In dealing with this subject, I shall perforce be chiefly speaking of those middle-class dwellings of which I know most; but what I have to say will be as applicable to any other kind; for there is no dignity or unity of plan about any modern house, big or little.  It has neither centre nor individuality, but is invariably a congeries of rooms tumbled together by chance hap.  So that the unit I have to speak of is a room rather than a house.

Now there may be some here who have the good luck to dwell in those noble buildings which our forefathers built, out of their very souls, one may say; such good luck I call about the greatest that can befall a man in these days.  But these happy people have little to do with our troubles of to-night, save as sympathetic onlookers.  All we have to do with them is to remind them not to forget their duties to those places, which they doubtless love well; not to alter them or torment them to suit any passing whim or convenience, but to deal with them as if their builders, to whom they owe so much, could still be wounded by the griefs and rejoice in the well-doing of their ancient homes.  Surely if they do this, they also will neither be forgotten nor unthanked in the time to come.

There may be others here who dwell in houses that can scarcely be called noble — nay, as compared with the last-named kind, may be almost called ignoble — but their builders still had some traditions left them of the times of art.  They are built solidly and conscientiously at least, and if they have little or no beauty, yet have a certain common-sense and convenience about them; nor do they fail to represent the manners and feelings of their own time.  The earliest of these, built about the reign of Queen Anne, stretch out a hand toward the Gothic times, and are not without picturesqueness, especially when their surroundings are beautiful.  The latest built in the latter days of the Georges are certainly quite guiltless of picturesqueness, but are, as above said, solid, and not inconvenient.  All these houses, both the so-called Queen Anne ones and the distinctively Georgian, are difficult enough to decorate, especially for those who have any leaning toward romance, because they have still some style left in them which one cannot ignore; at the same time that it is impossible for any one living out of the time in which they were built to sympathise with a style whose characteristics are mere whims, not founded on any principle.  Still they are at the worst not aggressively ugly or base, and it is possible to live in them without serious disturbance to our work or thoughts; so that by the force of contrast they have become bright spots in the prevailing darkness of ugliness that has covered all modern life.

But we must not forget that that rebellion which we have met here, I hope, to further, has begun, and to-day shows visible tokens of its life; for of late there have been houses rising up among us here and there which have certainly not been planned either by the common cut-and-dried designers for builders, or by academical imitators of bygone styles.  Though they may be called experimental, no one can say that they are not born of thought and principle, as well as of great capacity for design.  It is nowise our business to-night to criticise them.  I suspect their authors, who have gone through so many difficulties (not of their own breeding) in producing them, know their shortcomings much better than we can do, and are less elated by their successes than we are.  At any rate, they are gifts to our country which will always be respected, whether the times better or worsen, and I call upon you to thank their designers most heartily for their forethought, labour, and hope.

Well, I have spoken of three qualifications to that degradation of our dwellings which characterises this period of history only.

First, there are the very few houses which have been left us from the times of art.  Except that we may sometimes have the pleasure of seeing these, we most of us have little enough to do with them.

Secondly, there are those houses of the times when, though art was sick and all but dead, men had not quite given it up as a bad job, and at any rate had not learned systematic bad building; and when, moreover, they had what they wanted, and their lives were expressed by their architecture.  Of these there are still left a good many all over the country, but they are lessening fast before the irresistible force of competition, and will soon be very rare indeed.

Thirdly, there are a few houses built and mostly inhabited by the ringleaders of the rebellion against sordid ugliness, which we are met here to further to-night.  It is clear that as yet these are very few, — or you could never have thought it worth your while to come here to hear the simple words I have to say to you on this subject.

Now, these are the exceptions.  The rest is what really amounts to the dwellings of all our people, which are built without any hope of beauty or care for it — without any thought that there can be any pleasure in the look of an ordinary dwelling-house, and also (in consequence of this neglect of manliness) with scarce any heed to real convenience.  It will, I hope, one day be hard to believe that such houses were built for a people not lacking in honesty, in independence of life, in elevation of thought, and consideration for others; not a whit of all that do they express, but rather hypocrisy, flunkeyism, and careless selfishness.  The fact is, they are no longer part of our lives.  We have given it up as a bad job.  We are heedless if our houses express nothing of us but the very worst side of our character both national and personal.

This unmanly heedlessness, so injurious to civilisation, so unjust to those that are to follow us, is the very thing we want to shake people out of.  We want to make them think about their homes, to take the trouble to turn them into dwellings fit for people free in mind and body — much might come of that I think.

Now, to my mind, the first step towards this end is, to follow the fashion of our nation, so often, so very often, called practical, and leaving for a little an ideal scarce conceivable, to try to get people to bethink them of what we can best do with those makeshifts which we cannot get rid of all at once.

I know that those lesser arts, by which alone this can be done, are looked upon by many wise and witty people as not worth the notice of a sensible man; but, since I am addressing a society of artists, I believe I am speaking to people who have got beyond even that stage of wisdom and wit, and that you think all the arts of importance.  Yet, indeed, I should think I had but little claim on your attention if I deemed the question involved nothing save the gain of a little more content and a little more pleasure for those who already have abundance of content and pleasure; let me say it, that either I have erred in the aim of my whole life, or that the welfare of these lesser arts involves the question of the content and self-respect of all craftsmen, whether you call them artists or artisans.  So I say again, my hope is that those who begin to consider carefully how to make the best of the chambers in which they eat and sleep and study, and hold converse with their friends, will breed in their minds a wholesome and fruitful discontent with the sordidness that even when they have done their best will surround their island of comfort, and that as they try to appease this discontent they will find that there is no way out of it but by insisting that all men’s work shall be fit for free men and not for machines: my extravagant hope is that people will some day learn something of art, and so long for more, and will find, as I have, that there is no getting it save by the general acknowledgment of the right of every man to have fit work to do in a beautiful home.  Therein lies all that is indestructible of the pleasure of life; no man need ask for more than that, no man should be granted less; and if he falls short of it, it is through waste and injustice that he is kept out of his birthright.

And now I will try what I can do in my hints on this making the best of it, first asking your pardon for this, that I shall have to give a great deal of negative advice, and be always saying ‘don’t’ — that, as you know, being much the lot of those who profess reform.

Before we go inside our house, nay, before we look at its outside, we may consider its garden, chiefly with reference to town gardening; which, indeed, I, in common, I suppose, with most others who have tried it, have found uphill work enough — all the more as in our part of the world few indeed have any mercy upon the one thing necessary for decent life in a town, its trees; till we have come to this, that one trembles at the very sound of an axe as one sits at one’s work at home.  However, uphill work or not, the town garden must not be neglected if we are to be in earnest in making the best of it.

Now I am bound to say town gardeners generally do rather the reverse of that: our suburban gardeners in London, for instance, oftenest wind about their little bit of gravel walk and grass plot in ridiculous imitation of an ugly big garden of the landscape-gardening style, and then with a strange perversity fill up the spaces with the most formal plants they can get; whereas the merest common sense should have taught them to lay out their morsel of ground in the simplest way, to fence it as orderly as might be, one part from the other (if it be big enough for that) and the whole from the road, and then to fill up the flower-growing space with things that are free and interesting in their growth, leaving nature to do the desired complexity, which she will certainly not fail to do if we do not desert her for the florist, who, I must say, has made it harder work than it should be to get the best of flowers.

It is scarcely a digression to note his way of dealing with flowers, which, moreover, gives us an apt illustration of that change without thought of beauty, change for the sake of change, which has played such a great part in the degradation of art in all times.  So I ask you to note the way he has treated the rose, for instance: the rose has been grown double from I don’t know when; the double rose was a gain to the world, a new beauty was given us by it, and nothing taken away, since the wild rose grows in every hedge.  Yet even then one might be excused for thinking that the wild rose was scarce improved on, for nothing can be more beautiful in general growth or in detail than a wayside bush of it, nor can any scent be as sweet and pure as its scent.  Nevertheless the garden rose had a new beauty of abundant form, while its leaves had not lost the wonderfully delicate texture of the wild one.  The full colour it had gained, from the blush rose to the damask, was pure and true amidst all its added force, and though its scent had certainly lost some of the sweetness of the eglantine, it was fresh still, as well as so abundantly rich.  Well, all that lasted till quite our own day, when the florists fell upon the rose — men who could never have enough — they strove for size and got it, a fine specimen of a florist’s rose being about as big as a moderate Savoy cabbage.  They tried for strong scent and got it — till a florist’s rose has not unseldom a suspicion of the scent of the aforesaid cabbage — not at its best.  They tried for strong colour and got it, strong and bad — like a conqueror.  But all this while they missed the very essence of the rose’s being; they thought there was nothing in it but redundance and luxury; they exaggerated these into coarseness, while they threw away the exquisite subtilty of form, delicacy of texture, and sweetness of colour, which, blent with the richness which the true garden rose shares with many other flowers, yet makes it the queen of them all — the flower of flowers.  Indeed, the worst of this is that these sham roses are driving the real ones out of existence.  If we do not look to it our descendants will know nothing of the cabbage rose, the loveliest in form of all, or the blush rose with its dark green stems and unequalled colour, or the yellow-centred rose of the East, which carries the richness of scent to the very furthest point it can go without losing freshness: they will know nothing of all these, and I fear they will reproach the poets of past time for having done according to their wont, and exaggerated grossly the beauties of the rose.

Well, as a Londoner perhaps I have said too much of roses, since we can scarcely grow them among suburban smoke, but what I have said of them applies to other flowers, of which I will say this much more.  Be very shy of double flowers; choose the old columbine where the clustering doves are unmistakable and distinct, not the double one, where they run into mere tatters.  Choose (if you can get it) the old china-aster with the yellow centre, that goes so well with the purple-brown stems and curiously coloured florets, instead of the lumps that look like cut paper, of which we are now so proud.  Don’t be swindled out of that wonder of beauty, a single snowdrop; there is no gain and plenty of loss in the double one.  More loss still in the double sunflower, which is a coarse-coloured and dull plant, whereas the single one, though a late comer to our gardens, is by no means to be despised, since it will grow anywhere, and is both interesting and beautiful, with its sharply chiselled yellow florets relieved by the quaintly patterned sad-coloured centre clogged with honey and beset with bees and butterflies.

So much for over-artificiality in flowers.  A word or two about the misplacing of them.  Don’t have ferns in your garden.  The hart’s tongue in the clefts of the rock, the queer things that grow within reach of the spray of the waterfall; these are right in their places.  Still more the brake on the woodside, whether in late autumn, when its withered haulm helps out the well-remembered woodland scent, or in spring, when it is thrusting its volutes through last year’s waste.  But all this is nothing to a garden, and is not to be got out of it; and if you try it you will take away from it all possible romance, the romance of a garden.

The same thing may be said about many plants, which are curiosities only, which Nature meant to be grotesque, not beautiful, and which are generally the growth of hot countries, where things sprout over quick and rank.  Take note that the strangest of these come from the jungle and the tropical waste, from places where man is not at home, but is an intruder, an enemy.  Go to a botanical garden and look at them, and think of those strange places to your heart’s content.  But don’t set them to starve in your smoke-drenched scrap of ground amongst the bricks, for they will be no ornament to it.

As to colour in gardens.  Flowers in masses are mighty strong colour, and if not used with a great deal of caution are very destructive to pleasure in gardening.  On the whole, I think the best and safest plan is to mix up your flowers, and rather eschew great masses of colour — in combination I mean.  But there are some flowers (inventions of men, i.e. florists) which are bad colour altogether, and not to be used at all.  Scarlet geraniums, for instance, or the yellow calceolaria, which indeed are not uncommonly grown together profusely, in order, I suppose, to show that even flowers can be thoroughly ugly.

Another thing also much too commonly seen is an aberration of the human mind, which otherwise I should have been ashamed to warn you of.  It is technically called carpet-gardening.  Need I explain it further?  I had rather not, for when I think of it even when I am quite alone I blush with shame at the thought.

I am afraid it is specially necessary in these days when making the best of it is a hard job, and when the ordinary iron hurdles are so common and so destructive of any kind of beauty in a garden, to say when you fence anything in a garden use a live hedge, or stones set flatwise (as they do in some parts of the Cotswold country), or timber, or wattle, or, in short, anything but iron. 

And now to sum up as to a garden.  Large or small, it should look both orderly and rich.  It should be well fenced from the outside world.  It should by no means imitate either the wilfulness or the wildness of Nature, but should look like a thing never to be seen except near a house.  It should, in fact, look like a part of the house.  It follows from this that no private pleasure-garden should be very big, and a public garden should be divided and made to look like so many flower-closes in a meadow, or a wood, or amidst the pavement.

It will be a key to right thinking about gardens if you consider in what kind of places a garden is most desired.  In a very beautiful country, especially if it be mountainous, we can do without it well enough; whereas in a flat and dull country we crave after it, and there it is often the very making of the homestead.  While in great towns, gardens, both private and public, are positive necessities if the citizens are to live reasonable and healthy lives in body and mind.

So much for the garden, of which, since I have said that it ought to be part of the house, I hope I have not spoken too much.

Now, as to the outside of our makeshift house, I fear it is too ugly to keep us long.  Let what painting you have to do about it be as simple as possible, and be chiefly white or whitish; for when a building is ugly in form it will bear no decoration, and to mark its parts by varying colour will be the way to bring out its ugliness.  So I don’t advise you to paint your houses blood-red and chocolate with white facings, as seems to be getting the fashion in some parts of London.  You should, however, always paint your sash-bars and window-frames white to break up the dreary space of window somewhat.  The only other thing I have to say, is to warn you against using at all a hot brownish-red, which some decorators are very fond of.  Till some one invents a better name for it, let us call it cockroach colour, and have naught to do with it.

So we have got to the inside of our house, and are in the room we are to live in, call it by what name you will.  As to its proportions, it will be great luck indeed in an ordinary modern house if they are tolerable; but let us hope for the best.  If it is to be well proportioned, one of its parts, either its height, length, or breadth, ought to exceed the others, or be marked somehow.  If it be square or so nearly as to seem so, it should not be high; if it be long and narrow, it might be high without any harm, but yet would be more interesting low; whereas if it be an obvious but moderate oblong on plan, great height will be decidedly good.

As to the parts of a room that we have to think of, they are wall, ceiling, floor, windows and doors, fireplace, and movables.  Of these the wall is of so much the most importance to a decorator, and will lead us so far a-field that I will mostly clear off the other parts first, as to the mere arrangement of them, asking you meanwhile to understand that the greater part of what I shall be saying as to the design of the patterns for the wall, I consider more or less applicable to patterns everywhere.

As to the windows then; I fear we must grumble again.  In most decent houses, or what are so called, the windows are much too big, and let in a flood of light in a haphazard and ill-considered way, which the indwellers are forced to obscure again by shutters, blinds, curtains, screens, heavy upholsteries, and such other nuisances.  The windows, also, are almost always brought too low down, and often so low down as to have their sills on a level with our ankles, sending thereby a raking light across the room that destroys all pleasantness of tone.  The windows, moreover, are either big rectangular holes in the wall, or, which is worse, have ill-proportioned round or segmental heads, while the common custom in ‘good’ houses is either to fill these openings with one huge sheet of plate-glass, or to divide them across the middle with a thin bar.  If we insist on glazing them thus, we may make up our minds that we have done the worst we can for our windows, nor can a room look tolerable where it is so treated.  You may see how people feel this by their admiration of the tracery of a Gothic window, or the lattice-work of a Cairo house.  Our makeshift substitute for those beauties must be the filling of the window with moderate-sized panes of glass (plate-glass if you will) set in solid sash-bars; we shall then at all events feel as if we were indoors on a cold day — as if we had a roof over our heads.

As to the floor: a little time ago it was the universal custom for those who could afford it to cover it all up into its dustiest and crookedest corners with a carpet, good, bad, or indifferent.  Now I daresay you have heard from others, whose subject is the health of houses rather than their art (if indeed the two subjects can be considered apart, as they cannot really be), you have heard from teachers like Dr. Richardson what a nasty and unwholesome custom this is, so I will only say that it looks nasty and unwholesome.  Happily, however, it is now a custom so much broken into that we may consider it doomed; for in all houses that pretend to any taste of arrangement, the carpet is now a rug, large it may be, but at any rate not looking immovable, and not being a trap for dust in the corners.  Still I would go further than this even and get rich people no longer to look upon a carpet as a necessity for a room at all, at least in the summer.  This would have two advantages: 1st, It would compel us to have better floors (and less drafty), our present ones being one of the chief disgraces to modern building; and 2ndly, since we should have less carpet to provide, what we did have we could afford to have better.  We could have a few real works of art at the same price for which we now have hundreds of yards of makeshift machine-woven goods.  In any case it is a great comfort to see the actual floor; and the said floor may be, as you know, made very ornamental by either wood mosaic, or tile and marble mosaic; the latter especially is such an easy art as far as mere technicality goes, and so full of resources, that I think it is a great pity it is not used more.  The contrast between its grey tones and the rich positive colour of Eastern carpet-work is so beautiful, that the two together make satisfactory decoration for a room with little addition.

When wood mosaic or parquet-work is used, owing to the necessary simplicity of the forms, I think it best not to vary the colour of the wood.  The variation caused by the diverse lie of the grain and so forth, is enough.  Most decorators will be willing, I believe, to accept it as an axiom, that when a pattern is made of very simple geometrical forms, strong contrast of colour is to be avoided.

So much for the floor.  As for its fellow, the ceiling, that is, I must confess, a sore point with me in my attempts at making the best of it.  The simplest and most natural way of decorating a ceiling is to show the underside of the joists and beams duly moulded, and if you will, painted in patterns.  How far this is from being possible in our modern makeshift houses, I suppose I need not say.  Then there is a natural and beautiful way of ornamenting a ceiling by working the plaster into delicate patterns, such as you see in our Elizabethan and Jacobean houses; which often enough, richly designed and skilfully wrought as they are, are by no means pedantically smooth in finish — nay, may sometimes be called rough as to workmanship.  But, unhappily there are few of the lesser arts that have fallen so low as the plasterer’s.  The cast work one sees perpetually in pretentious rooms is a mere ghastly caricature of ornament, which no one is expected to look at if he can help it.  It is simply meant to say, ‘This house is built for a rich man.’  The very material of it is all wrong, as, indeed, mostly happens with an art that has fallen sick.  That richly designed, freely wrought plastering of our old houses was done with a slowly drying tough plaster, that encouraged the hand like modeller’s clay, and could not have been done at all with the brittle plaster used in ceilings nowadays, whose excellence is supposed to consist in its smoothness only.  To be good, according to our present false standard, it must shine like a sheet of hot-pressed paper, so that, for the present, and without the expenditure of abundant time and trouble, this kind of ceiling decoration is not to be hoped for.

It may be suggested that we should paper our ceilings like our walls, but I can’t think that it will do.  Theoretically, a paper-hanging is so much distemper colour applied to a surface by being printed on paper instead of being painted on plaster by the hand; but practically, we never forget that it is paper, and a room papered all over would be like a box to live in.  Besides, the covering a room all over with cheap recurring patterns in an uninteresting material, is but a poor way out of our difficulty, and one which we should soon tire of.

There remains, then, nothing but to paint our ceilings cautiously and with as much refinement as we can, when we can afford it: though even that simple matter is complicated by the hideousness of the aforesaid plaster ornaments and cornices, which are so very bad that you must ignore them by leaving them unpainted, though even this neglect, while you paint the flat of the ceiling, makes them in a way part of the decoration, and so is apt to beat you out of every scheme of colour conceivable.  Still, I see nothing for it but cautious painting, or leaving the blank white space alone, to be forgotten if possible.  This painting, of course, assumes that you know better than to use gas in your rooms, which will indeed soon reduce all your decorations to a pretty general average.

So now we come to the walls of our room, the part which chiefly concerns us, since no one will admit the possibility of leaving them quite alone.  And the first question is, how shall we space them out horizontally?

If the room be small and not high, or the wall be much broken by pictures and tall pieces of furniture, I would not divide it horizontally.  One pattern of paper, or whatever it may be, or one tint may serve us, unless we have in hand an elaborate and architectural scheme of decoration, as in a makeshift house is not like to be the case; but if it be a good-sized room, and the wall be not much broken up, some horizontal division is good, even if the room be not very high.

How are we to divide it then?  I need scarcely say not into two equal parts; no one out of the island of Laputa could do that.  For the rest, unless again we have a very elaborate scheme of decoration, I think dividing it once, making it into two spaces is enough.  Now there are practically two ways of doing that: you may either have a narrow frieze below the cornice, and hang the wall thence to the floor, or you may have a moderate dado, say 4 feet 6 inches high, and hang the wall from the cornice to the top of the dado.  Either way is good according to circumstances; the first with the tall hanging and the narrow frieze is fittest if your wall is to be covered with stuffs, tapestry, or panelling, in which case making the frieze a piece of delicate painting is desirable in default of such plaster-work as I have spoken of above; or even if the proportions of the room very much cry out for it, you may, in default of hand-painting, use a strip of printed paper, though this, I must say, is a makeshift of makeshifts.  The division into dado, and wall hung from thence to the cornice, is fittest for a wall which is to be covered with painted decoration, or its makeshift, paper-hangings.  As to these, I would earnestly dissuade you from using more than one pattern in one room, unless one of them be but a breaking of the surface with a pattern so insignificant as scarce to be noticeable.  I have seen a good deal of the practice of putting pattern over pattern in paper-hangings, and it seems to me a very unsatisfactory one, and I am, in short, convinced, as I hinted just now, that cheap recurring patterns in a material which has no play of light in it, and no special beauty of its own, should be employed rather sparingly, or they destroy all refinement of decoration and blunt our enjoyment of whatever beauty may lie in the designs of such things.

Before I leave this subject of the spacing out of the wall for decoration, I should say that in dealing with a very high room it is best to put nothing that attracts the eye above a level of about eight feet from the floor — to let everything above that be mere air and space, as it were.  I think you will find that this will tend to take off that look of dreariness that often besets tall rooms.

So much then for the spacing out of our wall.  We have now to consider what the covering of it is to be, which subject, before we have done with it, will take us over a great deal of ground and lead us into the consideration of designing for flat spaces in general with work other than picture work.

To clear the way, I have a word or two to say about the treatment of the wood-work in our room.  If I could I would have no wood-work in it that needed flat painting, meaning by that word a mere paying it over with four coats of tinted lead-pigment ground in oils or varnish, but unless one can have a noble wood, such as oak, I don’t see what else is to be done.  I have never seen deal stained transparently with success, and its natural colour is poor, and will not enter into any scheme of decoration, while polishing it makes it worse.  In short, it is such a poor material that it must be hidden unless it be used on a big scale as mere timber.  Even then, in a church roof or what not, colouring it with distemper will not hurt it, and in a room I should certainly do this to the wood-work of roof and ceiling, while I painted such wood-work as came within touch of hand.  As to the colour of this, it should, as a rule, be of the same general tone as the walls, but a shade or two darker in tint.  Very dark wood-work makes a room dreary and disagreeable, while unless the decoration be in a very bright key of colour, it does not do to have the wood-work lighter than the walls.  For the rest, if you are lucky enough to be able to use oak, and plenty of it, found your decoration on that, leaving it just as it comes from the plane.

Now, as you are not bound to use anything for the decoration of your walls but simple tints, I will here say a few words on the main colours, before I go on to what is more properly decoration, only in speaking of them one can scarce think only of such tints as are fit to colour a wall with, of which, to say truth, there are not many.

Though we may each have our special preferences among the main colours, which we shall do quite right to indulge, it is a sign of disease in an artist to have a prejudice against any particular colour, though such prejudices are common and violent enough among people imperfectly educated in art, or with naturally dull perceptions of it.  Still, colours have their ways in decoration, so to say, both positively in themselves, and relatively to each man’s way of using them.  So I may be excused for setting down some things I seem to have noticed about these ways.

Yellow is not a colour that can be used in masses unless it be much broken or mingled with other colours, and even then it wants some material to help it out, which has great play of light and shade in it.  You know people are always calling yellow things golden, even when they are not at all the colour of gold, which, even unalloyed, is not a bright yellow.  That shows that delightful yellows are not very positive, and that, as aforesaid, they need gleaming materials to help them.  The light bright yellows, like jonquil and primrose, are scarcely usable in art, save in silk, whose gleam takes colour from and adds light to the local tint, just as sunlight does to the yellow blossoms which are so common in Nature.  In dead materials, such as distemper colour, a positive yellow can only be used sparingly in combination with other tints.

Red is also a difficult colour to use, unless it be helped by some beauty of material, for, whether it tend toward yellow and be called scarlet, or towards blue and be crimson, there is but little pleasure in it, unless it be deep and full.  If the scarlet pass a certain degree of impurity it falls into the hot brown-red, very disagreeable in large masses.  If the crimson be much reduced it tends towards a cold colour called in these latter days magenta, impossible for an artist to use either by itself or in combination.  The finest tint of red is a central one between crimson and scarlet, and is a very powerful colour indeed, but scarce to be got in a flat tint.  A crimson broken by greyish-brown, and tending towards russet, is also a very useful colour, but, like all the finest reds, is rather a dyer’s colour than a house-painter’s; the world being very rich in soluble reds, which of course are not the most enduring of pigments, though very fast as soluble colours.

Pink, though one of the most beautiful colours in combination, is not easy to use as a flat tint even over moderate spaces; the more orangy shades of it are the most useful, a cold pink being a colour much to be avoided.

As to purple, no one in his senses would think of using it bright in masses.  In combination it may be used somewhat bright, if it be warm and tend towards red; but the best and most characteristic shade of purple is nowise bright, but tends towards russet.  Egyptian porphyry, especially when contrasted with orange, as in the pavement of St. Mark’s at Venice, will represent the colour for you.  At the British Museum, and one or two other famous libraries, are still left specimens of this tint, as Byzantine art in its palmy days understood it.  These are books written with gold and silver on vellum stained purple, probably with the now lost murex or fish-dye of the ancients, the tint of which dye-stuff Pliny describes minutely and accurately in his ‘Natural History.’  I need scarcely say that no ordinary flat tint could reproduce this most splendid of colours.

Though green (at all events in England) is the colour widest used by Nature, yet there is not so much bright green used by her as many people seem to think; the most of it being used for a week or two in spring, when the leafage is small, and blended with the greys and other negative colours of the twigs; when ‘leaves grow large and long,’ as the ballad has it, they also grow grey.  I believe it has been noted by Mr. Ruskin, and it certainly seems true, that the pleasure we take in the young spring foliage comes largely from its tenderness of tone rather than its brightness of hue.  Anyhow, you may be sure that if we try to outdo Nature’s green tints on our walls we shall fail, and make ourselves uncomfortable to boot.  We must, in short, be very careful of bright greens, and seldom, if ever, use them at once bright and strong.

On the other hand, do not fall into the trap of a dingy bilious-looking yellow-green, a colour to which I have a special and personal hatred, because (if you will excuse my mentioning personal matters) I have been supposed to have somewhat brought it into vogue.  I assure you I am not really responsible for it.

The truth is, that to get a green that is at once pure and neither cold nor rank, and not too bright to live with, is of simple things as difficult as anything a decorator has to do; but it can be done, — and without the help of special material; and when done such a green is so useful, and so restful to the eyes, that in this matter also we are bound to follow Nature and make large use of that work-a-day colour green.

But if green be called a work-a-day colour, surely blue must be called the holiday one, and those who long most for bright colours may please themselves most with it; for if you duly guard against getting it cold if it tend towards red, or rank if it tend towards green, you need not be much afraid of its brightness.  Now, as red is above all a dyer’s colour, so blue is especially a pigment and an enamel colour; the world is rich in insoluble blues, many of which are practically indestructible.

I have said that there are not many tints fit to colour a wall with: this is my list of them as far as I know; a solid red, not very deep, but rather describable as a full pink, and toned both with yellow and blue, a very fine colour if you can hit it; a light orangy pink, to be used rather sparingly.  A pale golden tint, i.e., a yellowish-brown; a very difficult colour to hit.  A colour between these two last; call it pale copper colour.  All these three you must be careful over, for if you get them muddy or dirty you are lost.

Tints of green from pure and pale to deepish and grey: always remembering that the purer the paler, and the deeper the greyer.

Tints of pure pale blue from a greenish one, the colour of a starling’s egg, to a grey ultramarine colour, hard to use because so full of colour, but incomparable when right.  In these you must carefully avoid the point at which the green overcomes the blue and turns it rank, or that at which the red overcomes the blue and produces those woeful hues of pale lavender and starch blue which have not seldom been favourites with decorators of elegant drawing-rooms and respectable dining-rooms.

You will understand that I am here speaking of distemper tinting, and in that material these are all the tints I can think of; if you use bolder, deeper or stronger colours I think you will find yourself beaten out of monochrome in order to get your colour harmonious.

One last word as to distemper which is not monochrome, and its makeshift, paper-hanging.  I think it is always best not to force the colour, but to be content with getting it either quite light or quite grey in these materials, and in no case very dark, trusting for richness to stuffs, or to painting which allows of gilding being introduced.

I must finish these crude notes about general colour by reminding you that you must be moderate with your colour on the walls of an ordinary dwelling-room; according to the material you are using, you may go along the scale from light and bright to deep and rich, but some soberness of tone is absolutely necessary if you would not weary people till they cry out against all decoration.  But I suppose this is a caution which only very young decorators are likely to need.  It is the right-hand defection; the left-hand falling away is to get your colour dingy and muddy, a worse fault than the other because less likely to be curable.  All right-minded craftsmen who work in colour will strive to make their work as bright as possible, as full of colour as the nature of the work will allow it to be.  The meaning they may be bound to express, the nature of its material, or the use it may be put to may limit this fulness; but in whatever key of colour they are working, if they do not succeed in getting the colour pure and clear, they have not learned their craft, and if they do not see their fault when it is present in their work, they are not likely to learn it.

Now, hitherto we have not got further into the matter of decoration than to talk of its arrangement.  Before I speak of some general matters connected with our subject, I must say a little on the design of the patterns which will form the chief part of your decoration.  The subject is a wide and difficult one, and my time much too short to do it any justice, but here and there, perhaps, a hint may crop up, and I may put it in a way somewhat new.

On the whole, in speaking of these patterns I shall be thinking of those that necessarily recur; designs which have to be carried out by more or less mechanical appliances, such as the printing block or the loom.

Since we have been considering colour lately, we had better take that side first, though I know it will be difficult to separate the consideration of it from that of the other necessary qualifications of design.

The first step away from monochrome is breaking the ground by putting a pattern on it of the same colour, but of a lighter or darker shade, the first being the best and most natural way.  I need say but little on this as a matter of colour, though many very important designs are so treated.  One thing I have noticed about these damasks, as I should call them; that of the three chief colours, red is the one where the two shades must be the nearest to one another, or you get the effect poor and weak; while in blue you may have a great deal of difference without losing colour, and green holds a middle place between the two.

Next, if you make these two shades different in tint as well as, or instead of, in depth, you have fairly got out of monochrome, and will find plenty of difficulties in getting your two tints to go well together.  The putting, for instance, of a light greenish blue on a deep reddish one, turquoise on sapphire, will try all your skill.  The Persians practise this feat, but not often without adding a third colour, and so getting into the next stage.  In fact, this plan of relieving the pattern by shifting its tint as well as its depth, is chiefly of use in dealing with quite low-toned colours — golden browns or greys, for instance.  In dealing with the more forcible ones, you will find it in general necessary to add a third colour at least, and so get into the next stage.

This is the relieving a pattern of more than one colour, but all the colours light, upon a dark ground.  This is above all useful in cases where your palette is somewhat limited; say, for instance, in a figured cloth which has to be woven mechanically, and where you have but three or four colours in a line, including the ground.

You will not find this a difficult way of relieving your pattern, if you only are not too ambitious of getting the diverse superimposed colours too forcible on the one hand, so that they fly out from one another, or on the other hand too delicate, so that they run together into confusion.  The excellence of this sort of work lies in a clear but soft relief of the form, in colours each beautiful in itself, and harmonious one with the other on ground whose colour is also beautiful, though unobtrusive.  Hardness ruins the work, confusion of form caused by timidity of colour annoys the eye, and makes it restless, and lack of colour is felt as destroying the raison d’être of it.  So you see it taxes the designer heavily enough after all.  Nevertheless I still call it the easiest way of complete pattern-designing.

I have spoken of it as the placing of a light pattern on dark ground.  I should mention that in the fully developed form of the design I am thinking of there is often an impression given, of there being more than one plane in the pattern.  Where the pattern is strictly on one plane, we have not reached the full development of this manner of designing, the full development of colour and form used together, but form predominant.

We are not left without examples of this kind of design at its best.  The looms of Corinth, Palermo, and Lucca, in the twelfth, thirteenth, and fourteenth centuries, turned out figured silk cloths, which were so widely sought for, that you may see specimens of their work figured on fifteenth-century screens in East Anglian churches, or the background of pictures by the Van Eycks, while one of the most important collections of the actual goods is preserved in the treasury of the Mary Church at Dantzig; the South Kensington Museum has also a very fine collection of these, which I can’t help thinking are not quite as visible to the public as they should be.  They are, however, discoverable by the help of Dr. Rock’s excellent catalogue published by the department, and I hope will, as the Museum gains space, be more easy to see.

Now to sum up: This method of pattern-designing must be considered the Western and civilised method; that used by craftsmen who were always seeing pictures, and whose minds were full of definite ideas of form.  Colour was essential to their work, and they loved it, and understood it, but always subordinated it to form.

There is next the method of relief by placing a dark figure on a light ground.  Sometimes this method is but the converse of the last, and is not so useful, because it is capable of less variety and play of colour and tone.  Sometimes it must be looked on as a transition from the last-mentioned method to the next of colour laid by colour.  Thus used there is something incomplete about it.  One finds oneself longing for more colours than one’s shuttles or blocks allow one.  There is a need felt for the speciality of the next method, where the dividing line is used, and it gradually gets drawn into that method.  Which, indeed, is the last I have to speak to you of, and in which colour is laid by colour.

In this method it is necessary that the diverse colours should be separated each by a line of another colour, and that not merely to mark the form, but to complete the colour itself; which outlining, while it serves the purpose of gradation, which in more naturalistic work is got by shading, makes the design quite flat, and takes from it any idea of there being more than one plane in it.

This way of treating pattern design is so much more difficult than the others, as to be almost an art by itself, and to demand a study apart.  As the method of relief by laying light upon dark may be called the Western way of treatment and the civilised, so this is the Eastern, and, to a certain extent, the uncivilised.

But it has a wide range, from works where the form is of little importance and only exists to make boundaries for colour, to those in which the form is so studied, so elaborate, and so lovely, that it is hardly true to say that the form is subordinate to the colour; while, on the other hand, so much delight is taken in the colour, it is so inventive and so unerringly harmonious, that it is scarcely possible to think of the form without it — the two interpenetrate.

Such things as these, which, as far as I know, are only found in Persian art at its best, do carry the art of mere pattern-designing to its utmost perfection, and it seems somewhat hard to call such an art uncivilised.  But, you see, its whole soul was given up to producing matters of subsidiary art, as people call it; its carpets were of more importance than its pictures; nay, properly speaking, they were its pictures.  And it may be that such an art never has a future of change before it, save the change of death, which has now certainly come over that Eastern art; while the more impatient, more aspiring, less sensuous art which belongs to Western civilisation may bear many a change and not die utterly; nay, may feed on its intellect alone for a season, and enduring the martyrdom of a grim time of ugliness, may live on, rebuking at once the narrow-minded pedant of science, and the luxurious tyrant of plutocracy, till change bring back the spring again, and it blossoms once more into pleasure.  May it be so.

Meanwhile, we may say for certain that colour for colour’s sake only will never take real hold on the art of our civilisation, not even in its subsidiary art.  Imitation and affectation may deceive people into thinking that such an instinct is quickening amongst us, but the deception will not last.  To have a meaning and to make others feel and understand it, must ever be the aim and end of our Western art.

Before I leave this subject of the colouring of patterns, I must warn you against the abuse of the dotting, hatching, and lining of backgrounds, and other mechanical contrivances for breaking them; such practices are too often the resource to which want of invention is driven, and unless used with great caution they vulgarise a pattern completely.  Compare, for instance, those Sicilian and other silk cloths I have mentioned with the brocades (common everywhere) turned out from the looms of Lyons, Venice, and Genoa, at the end of the seventeenth and beginning of the eighteenth centuries.  The first perfectly simple in manufacture, trusting wholly to beauty of design, and the play of light on the naturally woven surface, while the latter eke out their gaudy feebleness with spots and ribs and long floats, and all kinds of meaningless tormenting of the web, till there is nothing to be learned from them save a warning.

So much for the colour of pattern-designing.  Now, for a space, let us consider some other things that are necessary to it, and which I am driven to call its moral qualities, and which are finally reducible to two — order and meaning.

Without order your work cannot even exist; without meaning, it were better not to exist.

Now order imposes on us certain limitations, which partly spring from the nature of the art itself, and partly from the materials in which we have to work; and it is a sign of mere incompetence in either a school or an individual to refuse to accept such limitations, or even not to accept them joyfully and turn them to special account, much as if a poet should complain of having to write in measure and rhyme.

Now, in our craft the chief of the limitations that spring from the essence of the art is that the decorator’s art cannot be imitative even to the limited extent that the picture-painter’s art is.

This you have been told hundreds of times, and in theory it is accepted everywhere, so I need not say much about it — chiefly this, that it does not excuse want of observation of nature, or laziness of drawing, as some people seem to think.  On the contrary, unless you know plenty about the natural form that you are conventionalising, you will not only find it impossible to give people a satisfactory impression of what is in your own mind about it, but you will also be so hampered by your ignorance, that you will not be able to make your conventionalised form ornamental.  It will not fill a space properly, or look crisp and sharp, or fulfil any purpose you may strive to put it to.

It follows from this that your convention must be your own, and not borrowed from other times and peoples; or, at the least, that you must make it your own by thoroughly understanding both the nature and the art you are dealing with.  If you do not heed this, I do not know but what you may not as well turn to and draw laborious portraits of natural forms of flower and bird and beast, and stick them on your walls anyhow.  It is true you will not get ornament so, but you may learn something for your trouble; whereas, using an obviously true principle as a stalking-horse for laziness of purpose and lack of invention, will but injure art all round, and blind people to the truth of that very principle.

Limitations also, both as to imitation and exuberance, are imposed on us by the office our pattern has to fulfil.  A small and often-recurring pattern of a subordinate kind will bear much less naturalism than one in a freer space and more important position, and the more obvious the geometrical structure of a pattern is, the less its parts should tend toward naturalism.  This has been well understood from the earliest days of art to the very latest times during which pattern-designing has clung to any wholesome tradition, but is pretty generally unheeded at present.

As to the limitations that arise from the material we may be working in, we must remember that all material offers certain difficulties to be overcome, and certain facilities to be made the most of.  Up to a certain point you must be the master of your material, but you must never be so much the master as to turn it surly, so to say.  You must not make it your slave, or presently you will be a slave also.  You must master it so far as to make it express a meaning, and to serve your aim at beauty.  You may go beyond that necessary point for your own pleasure and amusement, and still be in the right way; but if you go on after that merely to make people stare at your dexterity in dealing with a difficult thing, you have forgotten art along with the rights of your material, and you will make not a work of art, but a mere toy; you are no longer an artist, but a juggler.  The history of the arts gives us abundant examples and warnings in this matter.  First clear steady principle, then playing with the danger, and lastly falling into the snare, mark with the utmost distinctness the times of the health, the decline, and the last sickness of art.

Allow me to give you one example in the noble art of mosaic.  The difficulty in it necessary to be overcome was the making of a pure and true flexible line, not over thick, with little bits of glass or marble nearly rectangular.  Its glory lay in its durability, the lovely colour to be got in it, the play of light on its faceted and gleaming surface, and the clearness mingled with softness, with which forms were relieved on the lustrous gold which was so freely used in its best days.  Moreover, however bright were the colours used, they were toned delightfully by the greyness which the innumerable joints between the tesseræ spread over the whole surface.

Now the difficulty of the art was overcome in its earliest and best days, and no care or pains were spared in making the most of its special qualities, while for long and long no force was put upon the material to make it imitate the qualities of brush-painting, either in power of colour, in delicacy of gradation, or intricacy of treating a subject; and, moreover, easy as it would have been to minimise the jointing of the tesseræ, no attempt was made at it.

But as time went on, men began to tire of the solemn simplicity of the art, and began to aim at making it keep pace with the growing complexity of picture painting, and, though still beautiful, it lost colour without gaining form.  From that point (say about 1460), it went on from bad to worse, till at last men were set to work in it merely because it was an intractable material in which to imitate oil-painting, and by this time it was fallen from being a master art, the crowning beauty of the most solemn buildings, to being a mere tax on the craftsmen’s patience, and a toy for people who no longer cared for art.  And just such a history may be told of every art that deals with special material.

Under this head of order should be included something about the structure of patterns, but time for dealing with such an intricate question obviously fails me; so I will but note that, whereas it has been said that a recurring pattern should be constructed on a geometrical basis, it is clear that it cannot be constructed otherwise; only the structure may be more or less masked, and some designers take a great deal of pains to do so.

I cannot say that I think this always necessary.  It may be so when the pattern is on a very small scale, and meant to attract but little attention.  But it is sometimes the reverse of desirable in large and important patterns, and, to my mind, all noble patterns should at least look large.  Some of the finest and pleasantest of these show their geometrical structure clearly enough; and if the lines of them grow strongly and flow gracefully, I think they are decidedly helped by their structure not being elaborately concealed.

At the same time in all patterns which are meant to fill the eye and satisfy the mind, there should be a certain mystery.  We should not be able to read the whole thing at once, nor desire to do so, nor be impelled by that desire to go on tracing line after line to find out how the pattern is made, and I think that the obvious presence of a geometrical order, if it be, as it should be, beautiful, tends towards this end, and prevents our feeling restless over a pattern.

That every line in a pattern should have its due growth, and be traceable to its beginning, this, which you have doubtless heard before, is undoubtedly essential to the finest pattern work; equally so is it that no stem should be so far from its parent stock as to look weak or wavering.  Mutual support and unceasing progress distinguish real and natural order from its mockery, pedantic tyranny.

Every one who has practised the designing of patterns knows the necessity for covering the ground equably and richly.  This is really to a great extent the secret of obtaining the look of satisfying mystery aforesaid, and it is the very test of capacity in a designer.

Finally, no amount of delicacy is too great in drawing the curves of a pattern, no amount of care in getting the leading lines right from the first, can be thrown away, for beauty of detail cannot afterwards cure any shortcoming in this.  Remember that a pattern is either right or wrong.  It cannot be forgiven for blundering, as a picture may be which has otherwise great qualities in it.  It is with a pattern as with a fortress, it is no stronger than its weakest point.  A failure for ever recurring torments the eye too much to allow the mind to take any pleasure in suggestion and intention.

As to the second moral quality of design, meaning, I include in that the invention and imagination which forms the soul of this art, as of all others, and which, when submitted to the bonds of order, has a body and a visible existence.

Now you may well think that there is less to be said of this than the other quality; for form may be taught, but the spirit that breathes through it cannot be.  So I will content myself with saying this on these qualities, that though a designer may put all manner of strangeness and surprise into his patterns, he must not do so at the expense of beauty.  You will never find a case in this kind of work where ugliness and violence are not the result of barrenness, and not of fertility of invention.  The fertile man, he of resource, has not to worry himself about invention.  He need but think of beauty and simplicity of expression; his work will grow on and on, one thing leading to another, as it fares with a beautiful tree.  Whereas the laborious paste-and-scissors man goes hunting up and down for oddities, sticks one in here and another there, and tries to connect them with commonplace; and when it is all done, the oddities are not more inventive than the commonplace, nor the commonplace more graceful than the oddities.

No pattern should be without some sort of meaning.  True it is that that meaning may have come down to us traditionally, and not be our own invention, yet we must at heart understand it, or we can neither receive it, nor hand it down to our successors.  It is no longer tradition if it is servilely copied, without change, the token of life.  You may be sure that the softest and loveliest of patterns will weary the steadiest admirers of their school as soon as they see that there is no hope of growth in them.  For you know all art is compact of effort, of failure and of hope, and we cannot but think that somewhere perfection lies ahead, as we look anxiously for the better thing that is to come from the good.

Furthermore, you must not only mean something in your patterns, but must also be able to make others understand that meaning.  They say that the difference between a genius and a madman is that the genius can get one or two people to believe in him, whereas the madman, poor fellow, has himself only for his audience.  Now the only way in our craft of design for compelling people to understand you is to follow hard on Nature; for what else can you refer people to, or what else is there which everybody can understand? — everybody that it is worth addressing yourself to, which includes all people who can feel and think.

Now let us end the talk about those qualities of invention and imagination with a word of memory and of thanks to the designers of time past.  Surely he who runs may read them abundantly set forth in those lesser arts they practised.  Surely it had been pity indeed, if so much of this had been lost as would have been if it had been crushed out by the pride of intellect, that will not stoop to look at beauty, unless its own kings and great men have had a hand in it.  Belike the thoughts of the men who wrought this kind of art could not have been expressed in grander ways or more definitely, or, at least, would not have been; therefore I believe I am not thinking only of my own pleasure, but of the pleasure of many people, when I praise the usefulness of the lives of these men, whose names are long forgotten, but whose works we still wonder at.  In their own way they meant to tell us how the flowers grew in the gardens of Damascus, or how the hunt was up on the plains of Kirman, or how the tulips shone among the grass in the Mid-Persian valley, and how their souls delighted in it all, and what joy they had in life; nor did they fail to make their meaning clear to some of us.

But, indeed, they and other matters have led us afar from our makeshift house, and the room we have to decorate therein.  And there is still left the fireplace to consider.

Now I think there is nothing about a house in which a contrast is greater between old and new than this piece of architecture.  The old, either delightful in its comfortable simplicity, or decorated with the noblest and most meaning art in the place; the modern, mean, miserable, uncomfortable, and showy, plastered about with wretched sham ornament, trumpery of cast-iron, and brass and polished steel, and what not — offensive to look at, and a nuisance to clean — and the whole thing huddled up with rubbish of ash-pan, and fender, and rug, till surely the hearths which we have been bidden so often to defend (whether there was a chance of their being attacked or not) have now become a mere figure of speech the meaning of which in a short time it will be impossible for learned philologists to find out.

I do most seriously advise you to get rid of all this, or as much of it as you can without absolute ruin to your prospects in life; and even if you do not know how to decorate it, at least have a hole in the wall of a convenient shape, faced with such bricks or tiles as will at once bear fire and clean; then some sort of iron basket in it, and out from that a real hearth of cleanable brick or tile, which will not make you blush when you look at it, and as little in the way of guard and fender as you think will be safe; that will do to begin with.  For the rest, if you have wooden work about the fireplace, which is often good to have, don’t mix up the wood and the tiles together; let the wood-work look like part of the wall-covering, and the tiles like part of the chimney.

As for movable furniture, even if time did not fail us, ’tis a large subject — or a very small one — so I will but say, don’t have too much of it; have none for mere finery’s sake, or to satisfy the claims of custom — these are flat truisms, are they not?  But really it seems as if some people had never thought of them, for ’tis almost the universal custom to stuff up some rooms so that you can scarcely move in them, and to leave others deadly bare; whereas all rooms ought to look as if they were lived in, and to have, so to say, a friendly welcome ready for the incomer.

A dining-room ought not to look as if one went into it as one goes into a dentist’s parlour — for an operation, and came out of it when the operation was over — the tooth out, or the dinner in.  A drawing-room ought to look as if some kind of work could be done in it less toilsome than being bored.  A library certainly ought to have books in it, not boots only, as in Thackeray’s country snob’s house, but so ought each and every room in the house more or less; also, though all rooms should look tidy, and even very tidy, they ought not to look too tidy.

Furthermore, no room of the richest man should look grand enough to make a simple man shrink in it, or luxurious enough to make a thoughtful man feel ashamed in it; it will not do so if Art be at home there, for she has no foes so deadly as insolence and waste.  Indeed, I fear that at present the decoration of rich men’s houses is mostly wrought out at the bidding of grandeur and luxury, and that art has been mostly cowed or shamed out of them; nor when I come to think of it will I lament it overmuch.  Art was not born in the palace; rather she fell sick there, and it will take more bracing air than that of rich men’s houses to heal her again.  If she is ever to be strong enough to help mankind once more, she must gather strength in simple places; the refuge from wind and weather to which the goodman comes home from field or hill-side; the well-tidied space into which the craftsman draws from the litter of loom, and smithy, and bench; the scholar’s island in the sea of books; the artist’s clearing in the canvas-grove; it is from these places that Art must come if she is ever again to be enthroned in that other kind of building, which I think, under some name or other, whether you call it church or hall of reason, or what not, will always be needed; the building in which people meet to forget their own transient personal and family troubles in aspirations for their fellows and the days to come, and which to a certain extent make up to town-dwellers for their loss of field, and river, and mountain.

Well, it seems to me that these two kinds of buildings are all we have really to think of, together with whatsoever outhouses, workshops, and the like may be necessary.  Surely the rest may quietly drop to pieces for aught we care — unless it should be thought good in the interest of history to keep one standing in each big town to show posterity what strange, ugly, uncomfortable houses rich men dwelt in once upon a time.

Meantime now, when rich men won’t have art, and poor men can’t, there is, nevertheless, some unthinking craving for it, some restless feeling in men’s minds of something lacking somewhere, which has made many benevolent people seek for the possibility of cheap art.

What do they mean by that?  One art for the rich and another for the poor?  No, it won’t do.  Art is not so accommodating as the justice or religion of society, and she won’t have it.

What then? there has been cheap art at some times certainly, at the expense of the starvation of the craftsmen.  But people can’t mean that; and if they did, would, happily, no longer have the same chance of getting it that they once had.  Still they think art can be got round some way or other — jockeyed, so to say.  I rather think in this fashion: that a highly gifted and carefully educated man shall, like Mr. Pecksniff, squint at a sheet of paper, and that the results of that squint shall set a vast number of well-fed, contented operatives (they are ashamed to call them workmen) turning crank handles for ten hours a-day, bidding them keep what gifts and education they may have been born with for their — I was going to say leisure hours, but I don’t know how to, for if I were to work ten hours a-day at work I despised and hated, I should spend my leisure I hope in political agitation, but I fear — in drinking.  So let us say that the aforesaid operatives will have to keep their inborn gifts and education for their dreams.  Well, from this system are to come threefold blessings — food and clothing, poorish lodgings and a little leisure to the operatives, enormous riches to the capitalists that rent them, together with moderate riches to the squinter on the paper; and lastly, very decidedly lastly, abundance of cheap art for the operatives or crank turners to buy — in their dreams.

Well, there have been many other benevolent and economical schemes for keeping your cake after you have eaten it, for skinning a flint, and boiling a flea down for its tallow and glue, and this one of cheap art may just go its way with the others.

Yet to my mind real art is cheap, even at the price that must be paid for it.  That price is, in short, the providing of a handicraftsman who shall put his own individual intelligence and enthusiasm into the goods he fashions.  So far from his labour being ‘divided,’ which is the technical phrase for his always doing one minute piece of work, and never being allowed to think of any other; so far from that, he must know all about the ware he is making and its relation to similar wares; he must have a natural aptitude for his work so strong, that no education can force him away from his special bent.  He must be allowed to think of what he is doing, and to vary his work as the circumstances of it vary, and his own moods.  He must be for ever striving to make the piece he is at work at better than the last.  He must refuse at anybody’s bidding to turn out, I won’t say a bad, but even an indifferent piece of work, whatever the public want, or think they want.  He must have a voice, and a voice worth listening to in the whole affair.

Such a man I should call, not an operative, but a workman.  You may call him an artist if you will, for I have been describing the qualities of artists as I know them; but a capitalist will be apt to call him a ‘troublesome fellow,’ a radical of radicals, and, in fact, he will be troublesome — mere grit and friction in the wheels of the money-grinding machine.

Yes, such a man will stop the machine perhaps; but it is only through him that you can have art, i.e. civilisation unmaimed, if you really want it; so consider, if you do want it, and will pay the price and give the workman his due.

What is his due? that is, what can he take from you, and be the man that you want?  Money enough to keep him from fear of want or degradation for him and his; leisure enough from bread-earning work (even though it be pleasant to him) to give him time to read and think, and connect his own life with the life of the great world; work enough of the kind aforesaid, and praise of it, and encouragement enough to make him feel good friends with his fellows; and lastly (not least, for ’tis verily part of the bargain), his own due share of art, the chief part of which will be a dwelling that does not lack the beauty which Nature would freely allow it, if our own perversity did not turn Nature out of doors.

That is the bargain to be struck, such work and such wages; and I believe that if the world wants the work and is willing to pay the wages, the workmen will not long be wanting.

On the other hand, if it be certain that the world — that is, modern civilised society — will nevermore ask for such workmen, then I am as sure as that I stand here breathing, that art is dying: that the spark still smouldering is not to be quickened into life, but damped into death.  And indeed, often, in my fear of that, I think, ‘Would that I could see what is to take the place of art!’  For, whether modern civilised society can make that bargain aforesaid, who shall say?  I know well — who could fail to know it? — that the difficulties are great.

Too apt has the world ever been, ‘for the sake of life to cast away the reasons for living,’ and perhaps is more and more apt to it as the conditions of life get more intricate, as the race to avoid ruin, which seems always imminent and overwhelming, gets swifter and more terrible.  Yet how would it be if we were to lay aside fear and turn in the face of all that, and stand by our claim to have, one and all of us, reasons for living.  Mayhap the heavens would not fall on us if we did.

Anyhow, let us make up our minds which we want, art, or the absence of art, and be prepared if we want art, to give up many things, and in many ways to change the conditions of life.  Perhaps there are those who will understand me when I say that that necessary change may make life poorer for the rich, rougher for the refined, and, it may be, duller for the gifted — for a while; that it may even take such forms that not the best or wisest of us shall always be able to know it for a friend, but may at whiles fight against it as a foe.  Yet, when the day comes that gives us visible token of art rising like the sun from below — when it is no longer a justly despised whim of the rich, or a lazy habit of the so-called educated, but a thing that labour begins to crave as a necessity, even as labour is a necessity for all men — in that day how shall all trouble be forgotten, all folly forgiven — even our own!

Little by little it must come, I know.  Patience and prudence must not be lacking to us, but courage still less.  Let us be a Gideon’s band.  ‘Whosoever is fearful and afraid, let him return, and depart early from Mount Gilead.’  And among that band let there be no delusions; let the last encouraging lie have been told, the last after-dinner humbug spoken, for surely, though the days seem dark, we may remember that men longed for freedom while yet they were slaves; that it was in times when swords were reddened every day that men began to think of peace and order, and to strive to win them.

We who think, and can enjoy the feast that Nature has spread for us, is it not both our right and our duty to rebel against that slavery of the waste of life’s joys, which people thoughtless and joyless, by no fault of their own, have wrapped the world in?  From our own selves we can tell that there is hope of victory in our rebellion, since we have art enough in our lives, not to content us, but to make us long for more, and that longing drives us into trying to spread art and the longing for art; and as it is with us so it will be with those that we win over: little by little, we may well hope, will do its work, till at last a great many men will have enough of art to see how little they have, and how much they might better their lives, if every man had his due share of art — that is, just so much as he could use if a fair chance were given him.

Is that, indeed, too extravagant a hope?  Have you not heard how it has gone with many a cause before now?  First few men heed it; next most men contemn it; lastly, all men accept it — and the cause is won.






  








THE PROSPECTS OF ARCHITECTURE IN CIVILISATION

 

‘ — the horrible doctrine that this universe is a Cockney Nightmare — which no creature ought for a moment to believe or listen to.’ — Thomas Carlyle.

The word Architecture has, I suppose, to most of you the meaning of the art of building nobly and ornamentally.  Now I believe the practice of this art to be one of the most important things which man can turn his hand to, and the consideration of it to be worth the attention of serious people, not for an hour only, but for a good part of their lives, even though they may not have to do with it professionally.

But, noble as that art is by itself, and though it is specially the art of civilisation, it neither ever has existed nor never can exist alive and progressive by itself, but must cherish and be cherished by all the crafts whereby men make the things which they intend shall be beautiful, and shall last somewhat beyond the passing day.

It is this union of the arts, mutually helpful and harmoniously subordinated one to another, which I have learned to think of as Architecture, and when I use the word to-night, that is what I shall mean by it and nothing narrower.

A great subject truly, for it embraces the consideration of the whole external surroundings of the life of man; we cannot escape from it if we would so long as we are part of civilisation, for it means the moulding and altering to human needs of the very face of the earth itself, except in the outermost desert.

Neither can we hand over our interests in it to a little band of learned men, and bid them seek and discover, and fashion, that we may at last stand by and wonder at the work, and learn a little of how ’twas all done: ’tis we ourselves, each one of us, who must keep watch and ward over the fairness of the earth, and each with his own soul and hand do his due share therein, lest we deliver to our sons a lesser treasure than our fathers left to us.  Nor, again, is there time enough and to spare that we may leave this matter alone till our latter days or let our sons deal with it: for so busy and eager is mankind, that the desire of to-day makes us utterly forget the desire of yesterday and the gain it brought; and whensoever in any object of pursuit we cease to long for perfection, corruption sure and speedy leads from life to death and all is soon over and forgotten: time enough there may be for many things: for peopling the desert; for breaking down the walls between nation and nation; for learning the innermost secrets of the fashion of our souls and bodies, the air we breathe, and the earth we tread on: time enough for subduing all the forces of nature to our material wants: but no time to spare before we turn our eyes and our longing to the fairness of the earth; lest the wave of human need sweep over it and make it not a hopeful desert as it once was, but a hopeless prison; lest man should find at last that he has toiled and striven, and conquered, and set all things on the earth under his feet, that he might live thereon himself unhappy.

Most true it is that when any spot of earth’s surface has been marred by the haste or carelessness of civilisation, it is heavy work to seek a remedy, nay a work scarce conceivable; for the desire to live on any terms which nature has implanted in us, and the terrible swift multiplication of the race which is the result of it, thrusts out of men’s minds all thought of other hopes, and bars the way before us as with a wall of iron: no force but a force equal to that which marred can ever mend, or give back those ruined places to hope and civilisation.

Therefore I entreat you to turn your minds to thinking of what is to come of Architecture, that is to say, the fairness of the earth amidst the habitations of men: for the hope and the fear of it will follow us though we try to escape it; it concerns us all, and needs the help of all; and what we do herein must be done at once, since every day of our neglect adds to the heap of troubles a blind force is making for us; till it may come to this if we do not look to it, that we shall one day have to call, not on peace and prosperity, but on violence and ruin to rid us of them.

In making this appeal to you, I will not suppose that I am speaking to any who refuse to admit that we who are part of civilisation are responsible to posterity for what may befall the fairness of the earth in our own days, for what we have done, in other words, towards the progress of Architecture; — if any such exists among cultivated people, I need not trouble myself about them; for they would not listen to me, nor should I know what to say to them.

On the other hand, there may be some here who have a knowledge of their responsibility in this matter, but to whom the duty that it involves seems an easy one, since they are fairly satisfied with the state of Architecture as it now is: I do not suppose that they fail to note the strange contrast which exists between the beauty that still clings to some habitations of men and the ugliness which is the rule in others, but it seems to them natural and inevitable, and therefore does not trouble them: and they fulfil their duties to civilisation and the arts by sometimes going to see the beautiful places, and gathering together a few matters to remind them of these for the adornment of the ugly dwellings in which their homes are enshrined: for the rest they have no doubt that it is natural and not wrong that while all ancient towns, I mean towns whose houses are largely ancient, should be beautiful and romantic, all modern ones should be ugly and commonplace: it does not seem to them that this contrast is of any import to civilisation, or that it expresses anything save that one town is ancient as to its buildings and the other modern.  If their thoughts carry them into looking any farther into the contrasts between ancient art and modern, they are not dissatisfied with the result: they may see things to reform here and there, but they suppose, or, let me say, take for granted, that art is alive and healthy, is on the right road, and that following that road, it will go on living for ever, much as it is now.

It is not unfair to say that this languid complacency is the general attitude of cultivated people towards the arts: of course if they were ever to think seriously of them, they would be startled into discomfort by the thought that civilisation as it now is brings inevitable ugliness with it: surely if they thought this, they would begin to think that this was not natural and right; they would see that this was not what civilisation aimed at in its struggling days: but they do not think seriously of the arts because they have been hitherto defended by a law of nature which forbids men to see evils which they are not ready to redress.

Hitherto: but there are not wanting signs that that defence may fail them one day, and it has become the duty of all true artists, and all men who love life though it be troublous better than death though it be peaceful, to strive to pierce that defence and sting the world, cultivated and uncultivated, into discontent and struggle.

Therefore I will say that the contrast between past art and present, the universal beauty of men’s habitations as they were fashioned, and the universal ugliness of them as they are fashioned, is of the utmost import to civilisation, and that it expresses much; it expresses no less than a blind brutality which will destroy art at least, whatever else it may leave alive: art is not healthy, it even scarcely lives; it is on the wrong road, and if it follow that road will speedily meet its death on it.

Now perhaps you will say that by asserting that the general attitude of cultivated people towards the arts is a languid complacency with this unhealthy state of things, I am admitting that cultivated people generally do not care about the arts, and that therefore this threatened death of them will not frighten people much, even if the threat be founded on truth: so that those are but beating the air who strive to rouse people into discontent and struggle.

Well, I will run the risk of offending you by speaking plainly, and saying, that to me it seems over true that cultivated people in general do not care about the arts: nevertheless I will answer any possible challenge as to the usefulness of trying to rouse them to thought about the matter, by saying that they do not care about the arts because they do not know what they mean, or what they lose in lacking them: cultivated, that is rich, as they are, they are also under that harrow of hard necessity which is driven onward so remorselessly by the competitive commerce of the latter days; a system which is drawing near now I hope to its perfection, and therefore to its death and change: the many millions of civilisation, as labour is now organised, can scarce think seriously of anything but the means of earning their daily bread; they do not know of art, it does not touch their lives at all: the few thousands of cultivated people whom Fate, not always as kind to them as she looks, has placed above the material necessity for this hard struggle, are nevertheless bound by it in spirit: the reflex of the grinding trouble of those who toil to live that they may live to toil weighs upon them also, and forbids them to look upon art as a matter of importance: they know it but as a toy, not as a serious help to life: as they know it, it can no more lift the burden from the conscience of the rich, than it can from the weariness of the poor.  They do not know what art means: as I have said, they think that as labour is now organised art can go indefinitely as it is now organised, practised by a few for a few, adding a little interest, a little refinement to the lives of those who have come to look upon intellectual interest and spiritual refinement as their birthright.

No, no, it can never be: believe me, if it were otherwise possible that it should be an enduring condition of humanity that there must be one class utterly refined and another utterly brutal, art would bar the way and forbid the monstrosity to exist: — such refinement would have to do as well as it might without the aid of Art: it may be she will die, but it cannot be that she will live the slave of the rich, and the token of the enduring slavery of the poor.  If the life of the world is to be brutalised by her death, the rich must share that brutalisation with the poor.

I know that there are people of good-will now, as there have been in all ages, who have conceived of art as going hand in hand with luxury, nay, as being much the same thing; but it is an idea false from the root up, and most hurtful to art, as I could demonstrate to you by many examples if I had time, lacking which I will only meet it with one, which I hope will be enough.

We are here in the richest city of the richest country of the richest age of the world: no luxury of time past can compare with our luxury; and yet if you could clear your eyes from habitual blindness you would have to confess that there is no crime against art, no ugliness, no vulgarity which is not shared with perfect fairness and equality between the modern hovels of Bethnal Green and the modern palaces of the West End: and then if you looked at the matter deeply and seriously you would not regret it, but rejoice at it, and as you went past some notable example of the aforesaid palaces you would exult indeed as you said, ‘So that is all that luxury and money can do for refinement.’

For the rest, if of late there has been any change for the better in the prospects of the arts; if there has been a struggle both to throw off the chains of dead and powerless tradition, and to understand the thoughts and aspirations of those among whom those traditions were once alive powerful and beneficent; if there has been abroad any spirit of resistance to the flood of sordid ugliness that modern civilisation has created to make modern civilisation miserable: in a word, if any of us have had the courage to be discontented that art seems dying, and to hope for her new birth, it is because others have been discontented and hopeful in other matters than the arts; I believe most sincerely that the steady progress of those whom the stupidity of language forces me to call the lower classes in material, political, and social condition, has been our real help in all that we have been able to do or to hope, although both the helpers and the helped have been mostly unconscious of it.

It is indeed in this belief, the belief in the beneficent progress of civilisation, that I venture to face you and to entreat you to strive to enter into the real meaning of the arts, which are surely the expression of reverence for nature, and the crown of nature, the life of man upon the earth.

With this intent in view I may, I think, hope to move you, I do not say to agree to all I urge upon you, yet at least to think the matter worth thinking about; and if you once do that, I believe I shall have won you.  Maybe indeed that many things which I think beautiful you will deem of small account; nay, that even some things I think base and ugly will not vex your eyes or your minds: but one thing I know you will none of you like to plead guilty to; blindness to the natural beauty of the earth; and of that beauty art is the only possible guardian.

No one of you can fail to know what neglect of art has done to this great treasure of mankind: the earth which was beautiful before man lived on it, which for many ages grew in beauty as men grew in numbers and power, is now growing uglier day by day, and there the swiftest where civilisation is the mightiest: this is quite certain; no one can deny it: are you contented that it should be so?

Surely there must be few of us to whom this degrading change has not been brought home personally.  I think you will most of you understand me but too well when I ask you to remember the pang of dismay that comes on us when we revisit some spot of country which has been specially sympathetic to us in times past; which has refreshed us after toil, or soothed us after trouble; but where now as we turn the corner of the road or crown the hill’s brow we can see first the inevitable blue slate roof, and then the blotched mud-coloured stucco, or ill-built wall of ill-made bricks of the new buildings; then as we come nearer and see the arid and pretentious little gardens, and cast-iron horrors of railings, and miseries of squalid out-houses breaking through the sweet meadows and abundant hedge-rows of our old quiet hamlet, do not our hearts sink within us, and are we not troubled with a perplexity not altogether selfish, when we think what a little bit of carelessness it takes to destroy a world of pleasure and delight, which now whatever happens can never be recovered?

Well may we feel the perplexity and sickness of heart, which some day the whole world shall feel to find its hopes disappointed, if we do not look to it; for this is not what civilisation looked for: a new house added to the old village, where is the harm of that?  Should it not have been a gain and not a loss; a sign of growth and prosperity which should have rejoiced the eye of an old friend? a new family come in health and hope to share the modest pleasures and labours of the place we loved; that should have been no grief, but a fresh pleasure to us.

Yes, and time was that it would have been so; the new house indeed would have taken away a little piece of the flowery green sward, a few yards of the teeming hedge-row; but a new order, a new beauty would have taken the place of the old: the very flowers of the field would have but given place to flowers fashioned by man’s hand and mind: the hedge-row oak would have blossomed into fresh beauty in roof-tree and lintel and door-post: and though the new house would have looked young and trim beside the older houses and the ancient church; ancient even in those days; yet it would have a piece of history for the time to come, and its dear and dainty cream-white walls would have been a genuine link among the numberless links of that long chain, whose beginnings we know not of, but on whose mighty length even the many-pillared garth of Pallas, and the stately dome of the Eternal Wisdom, are but single links, wondrous and resplendent though they be.

Such I say can a new house be, such it has been: for ’tis no ideal house I am thinking of: no rare marvel of art, of which but few can ever be vouchsafed to the best times and countries; no palace either, not even a manor-house, but a yeoman’s steading at grandest, or even his shepherd’s cottage: there they stand at this day, dozens of them yet, in some parts of England: such an one, and of the smallest, is before my eyes as I speak to you, standing by the roadside on one of the western slopes of the Cotswolds: the tops of the great trees near it can see a long way off the mountains of the Welsh border, and between a great county of hill, and waving woodland, and meadow and plain where lies hidden many a famous battlefield of our stout forefathers: there to the right a wavering patch of blue is the smoke of Worcester town, but Evesham smoke, though near, is unseen, so small it is: then a long line of haze just traceable shows where the Avon wends its way thence towards Severn, till Bredon Hill hides the sight both of it and Tewkesbury smoke: just below on either side the Broadway lie the grey houses of the village street ending with a lovely house of the fourteenth century; above the road winds serpentine up the steep hill-side, whose crest looking westward sees the glorious map I have been telling of spread before it, but eastward strains to look on Oxfordshire, and thence all waters run towards Thames: all about lie the sunny slopes, lovely of outline, flowery and sweetly grassed, dotted with the best-grown and most graceful of trees: ’tis a beautiful countryside indeed, not undignified, not unromantic, but most familiar.

And there stands the little house that was new once, a labourer’s cottage built of the Cotswold limestone, and grown now, walls and roof, a lovely warm grey, though it was creamy white in its earliest day; no line of it could ever have marred the Cotswold beauty; everything about it is solid and well wrought: it is skilfully planned and well proportioned: there is a little sharp and delicate carving about its arched doorway, and every part of it is well cared for: ’tis in fact beautiful, a work of art and a piece of nature — no less: there is no man who could have done it better considering its use and its place.

Who built it then?  No strange race of men, but just the mason of Broadway village: even such a man as is now running up down yonder three or four cottages of the wretched type we know too well: nor did he get an architect from London, or even Worcester, to design it: I believe ’tis but two hundred years old, and at that time, though beauty still lingered among the peasants’ houses, your learned architects were building houses for the high gentry that were ugly enough, though solid and well built; nor are its materials far-fetched; from the neighbouring field came its walling stones; and at the top of the hill they are quarrying now as good freestone as ever.

No, there was no effort or wonder about it when it was built, though its beauty makes it strange now.

And are you contented that we should lose all this; this simple, harmless beauty that was no hindrance or trouble to any man, and that added to the natural beauty of the earth instead of marring it?

You cannot be contented with it; all you can do is to try to forget it, and to say that such things are the necessary and inevitable consequences of civilisation.  Is it so indeed?  The loss of suchlike beauty is an undoubted evil: but civilisation cannot mean at heart to produce evils for mankind: such losses therefore must be accidents of civilisation, produced by its carelessness, not its malice; and we, if we be men and not machines, must try to amend them: or civilisation itself will be undone.

But, now let us leave the sunny slopes of the Cotswolds, and their little grey houses, lest we fall a-dreaming over past time, and let us think about the suburbs of London, neither dull nor unpleasant once, where surely we ought to have some power to do something: let me remind you how it fares with the beauty of the earth when some big house near our dwelling-place, which has passed through many vicissitudes of rich merchant’s dwelling, school, hospital, or what not, is at last to be turned into ready money, and is sold to A, who lets it to B, who is going to build houses on it which he will sell to C, who will let them to D, and the other letters of the alphabet: well, the old house comes down; that was to be looked for, and perhaps you don’t much mind it; it was never a work of art, was stupid and unimaginative enough, though creditably built, and without pretence; but even while it is being pulled down, you hear the axe falling on the trees of its generous garden, which it was such a pleasure even to pass by, and where man and nature together have worked so long and patiently for the blessing of the neighbours: so you see the boys dragging about the streets great boughs of the flowering may-trees covered with blossom, and you know what is going to happen.  Next morning when you get up you look towards that great plane-tree which has been such a friend to you so long through sun and rain and wind, which was a world in itself of incident and beauty: but now there is a gap and no plane-tree; next morning ’tis the turn of the great sweeping layers of darkness that the ancient cedars thrust out from them, very treasures of loveliness and romance; they are gone too: you may have a faint hope left that the thick bank of lilac next your house may be spared, since the newcomers may like lilac; but ’tis gone in the afternoon, and the next day when you look in with a sore heart, you see that once fair great garden turned into a petty miserable clay-trampled yard, and everything is ready for the latest development of Victorian architecture — which in due time (two months) arises from the wreck.

Do you like it?  You I mean, who have not studied art and do not think you care about it?

Look at the houses (there are plenty to choose from)!  I will not say, are they beautiful, for you say you don’t care whether they are or not: but just look at the wretched pennyworths of material, of accommodation, of ornament doled out to you! if there were one touch of generosity, of honest pride, of wish to please about them, I would forgive them in the lump.  But there is none — not one.

It is for this that you have sacrificed your cedars and planes and may-trees, which I do believe you really liked — are you satisfied?

Indeed you cannot be: all you can do is to go to your business, converse with your family, eat, drink, and sleep, and try to forget it, but whenever you think of it, you will admit that a loss without compensation has befallen you and your neighbours.

Once more neglect of art has done it; for though it is conceivable that the loss of your neighbouring open space might in any case have been a loss to you, still the building of a new quarter of a town ought not to be an unmixed calamity to the neighbours: nor would it have been once: for first, the builder doesn’t now murder the trees (at any rate not all of them) for the trifling sum of money their corpses will bring him, but because it will take him too much trouble to fit them into the planning of his houses: so to begin with you would have saved the more part of your trees; and I say your trees, advisedly, for they were at least as much your trees, who loved them and would have saved them, as they were the trees of the man who neglected and murdered them.  And next, for any space you would have lost, and for any unavoidable destruction of natural growth, you would in the times of art have been compensated by orderly beauty, by visible signs of the ingenuity of man and his delight both in the works of nature and the works of his own hands.

Yes indeed, if we had lived in Venice in early days, as islet after islet was built upon, we should have grudged it but little, I think, though we had been merchants and rich men, that the Greek shafted work, and the carving of the Lombards was drawn nearer and nearer to us and blocked us out a little from the sight of the blue Euganean hills or the Northern mountains.  Nay, to come nearer home, much as I know I should have loved the willowy meadows between the network of the streams of Thames and Cherwell; yet I should not have been ill content as Oxford crept northward from its early home of Oseney, and Rewley, and the Castle, as townsman’s house, and scholar’s hall, and the great College and the noble church hid year by year more and more of the grass and flowers of Oxfordshire. 

That was the natural course of things then; men could do no otherwise when they built than give some gift of beauty to the world: but all is turned inside out now, and when men build they cannot but take away some gift of beauty, which nature or their own forefathers have given to the world.

Wonderful it is indeed, and perplexing, that the course of civilisation towards perfection should have brought this about: so perplexing, that to some it seems as if civilisation were eating her own children, and the arts first of all.

I will not say that; time is big with so many a change; surely there must be some remedy, and whether there be or no, at least it is better to die seeking one, than to leave it alone and do nothing.

I have said, are you satisfied? and assumed that you are not, though to many you may seem to be at least helpless: yet indeed it is something or even a great deal that I can reasonably assume that you are discontented: fifty years ago, thirty years ago, nay perhaps twenty years ago, it would have been useless to have asked such a question, it could only have been answered in one way: We are perfectly satisfied: whereas now we may at least hope that discontent will grow till some remedy will be sought for.

And if sought for, should it not, in England at least, be as good as found already, and acted upon?  At first sight it seems so truly; for I may say without fear of contradiction that we of the English middle classes are the most powerful body of men that the world has yet seen, and that anything we have set our heart upon we will have: and yet when we come to look the matter in the face, we cannot fail to see that even for us with all our strength it will be a hard matter to bring about that birth of the new art: for between us and that which is to be, if art is not to perish utterly, there is something alive and devouring; something as it were a river of fire that will put all that tries to swim across to a hard proof indeed, and scare from the plunge every soul that is not made fearless by desire of truth and insight of the happy days to come beyond.

That fire is the hurry of life bred by the gradual perfection of competitive commerce which we, the English middle classes, when we had won our political liberty, set ourselves to further with an energy, an eagerness, a single-heartedness that has no parallel in history; we would suffer none to bar the way to us, we called on none to help us, we thought of that one thing and forgot all else, and so attained to our desire, and fashioned a terrible thing indeed from the very hearts of the strongest of mankind.

Indeed I don’t suppose that the feeble discontent with our own creation that I have noted before can deal with such a force as this — not yet — not till it swells to very strong discontent: nevertheless as we were blind to its destructive power, and have not even yet learned all about that, so we may well be blind to what it has of constructive force in it, and that one day may give us a chance to deal with it again and turn it toward accomplishing our new and worthier desire: in that day at least when we have at last learned what we want, let us work no less strenuously and fearlessly, I will not say to quench it, but to force it to burn itself out, as we once did to quicken and sustain it.

Meantime if we could but get ourselves ready by casting off certain old prejudices and delusions in this matter of the arts, we should the sooner reach the pitch of discontent which would drive us into action: such a one I mean as the aforesaid idea that luxury fosters art, and especially the Architectural arts; or its companion one, that the arts flourish best in a rich country, i.e. a country where the contrast between rich and poor is greatest; or this, the worst because the most plausible, the assertion of the hierarchy of intellect in the arts: an old foe with a new face indeed: born out of the times that gave the death-blow to the political and social hierarchies, and waxing as they waned, it proclaimed from a new side the divinity of the few and the subjugation of the many, and cries out, like they did, that it is expedient, not that one man should die for the people, but that the people should die for one man.

Now perhaps these three things, though they have different forms, are in fact but one thing; tyranny to wit: but however that may be, they are to be met by one answer, and there is no other: if art which is now sick is to live and not die, it must in the future be of the people for the people, and by the people; it must understand all and be understood by all: equality must be the answer to tyranny: if that be not attained, art will die.

The past art of what has grown to be civilised Europe from the time of the decline of the ancient classical peoples, was the outcome of instinct working on an unbroken chain of tradition: it was fed not by knowledge but by hope, and though many a strange and wild illusion mingled with that hope, yet was it human and fruitful ever: many a man it solaced, many a slave in body it freed in soul; boundless pleasure it gave to those who wrought it and those who used it: long and long it lived, passing that torch of hope from hand to hand, while it kept but little record of its best and noblest; for least of all things could it abide to make for itself kings and tyrants: every man’s hand and soul it used, the lowest as the highest, and in its bosom at least were all men free: it did its work, not creating an art more perfect than itself, but rather other things than art, freedom of thought and speech, and the longing for light and knowledge and the coming days that should slay it: and so at last it died in the hour of its highest hope, almost before the greatest men that came of it had passed away from the world.  It is dead now; no longing will bring it back to us; no echo of it is left among the peoples whom it once made happy.

Of the art that is to come who may prophesy?  But this at least seems to follow from comparing that past with the confusion in which we are now struggling and the light which glimmers through it; that that art will no longer be an art of instinct, of ignorance which is hopeful to learn and strives to see; since ignorance is now no longer hopeful.  In this and in many other ways it may differ from the past art, but in one thing it must needs be like it; it will not be an esoteric mystery shared by a little band of superior beings; it will be no more hierarchical than the art of past time was, but like it will be a gift of the people to the people, a thing which everybody can understand, and every one surround with love; it will be a part of every life, and a hindrance to none.

For this is the essence of art, and the thing that is eternal to it, whatever else may be passing and accidental.

Here it is, you see, wherein the art of to-day is so far astray, would that I could say wherein it has been astray; it has been sick because of this packing and peeling with tyranny, and now with what of life it has it must struggle back towards equality.

There is the hard business for us! to get all simple people to care about art, to get them to insist on making it part of their lives, whatever becomes of systems of commerce and labour held perfect by some of us.

This is henceforward for a long time to come the real business of art: and — yes I will say it since I think it — of civilisation too for that matter: but how shall we set to work about it?  How shall we give people without traditions of art eyes with which to see the works we do to move them?  How shall we give them leisure from toil, and truce with anxiety, so that they may have time to brood over the longing for beauty which men are born with, as ’tis said, even in London streets?  And chiefly, for this will breed the others swiftly and certainly, how shall we give them hope and pleasure in their daily work?

How shall we give them this soul of art without which men are worse than savages?  If they would but drive us to it!  But what and where are the forces that shall drive them to drive us?  Where is the lever and the standpoint?

Hard questions indeed! but unless we are prepared to seek an answer for them, our art is a mere toy, which may amuse us for a little, but which will not sustain us at our need: the cultivated classes, as they are called, will feel it slipping away from under them: till some of them will but mock it as a worthless thing; and some will stand by and look at it as a curious exercise of the intellect, useless when done, though amusing to watch a-doing.  How long will art live on those terms?  Yet such were even now the state of art were it not for that hope which I am here to set forth to you, the hope of an art that shall express the soul of the people.

Therefore, I say, that in these days we men of civilisation have to choose if we will cast art aside or not; if we choose to do so I have no more to say, save that we may find something to take its place for the solace and joy of mankind, but I scarce think we shall: but if we refuse to cast art aside, then must we seek an answer for those hard questions aforesaid, of which this is the first.

How shall we set about giving people without traditions of art eyes with which to see works of art?  It will doubtless take many years of striving and success, before we can think of answering that question fully: and if we strive to do our duty herein, long before it is answered fully there will be some kind of a popular art abiding among us: but meantime, and setting aside the answer which every artist must make to his own share of the question, there is one duty obvious to us all; it is that we should set ourselves, each one of us, to doing our best to guard the natural beauty of the earth: we ought to look upon it as a crime, an injury to our fellows, only excusable because of ignorance, to mar the natural beauty, which is the property of all men; and scarce less than a crime to look on and do nothing while others are marring it, if we can no longer plead this ignorance.

Now this duty, as it is the most obvious to us, and the first and readiest way of giving people back their eyes, so happily it is the easiest to set about; up to a certain point you will have all people of good will to the public good on your side: nay, small as the beginning is, something has actually been begun in this direction, and we may well say, considering how hopeless things looked twenty years ago, that it is marvellous in our eyes!  Yet if we ever get out of the troubles that we are now wallowing in, it will seem perhaps more marvellous still to those that come after us that the dwellers in the richest city in the world were at one time rather proud that the members of a small, humble, and rather obscure, though I will say it, a beneficent society, should have felt it their duty to shut their eyes to the apparent hopelessness of attacking with their feeble means the stupendous evils they had become alive to, so that they might be able to make some small beginnings towards awakening the general public to a due sense of those evils.

I say, that though I ask your earnest support for such associations as the Kyrle and the Commons Preservation Societies, and though I feel sure that they have begun at the right end, since neither gods nor governments will help those who don’t help themselves; though we are bound to wait for nobody’s help than our own in dealing with the devouring hideousness and squalor of our great towns, and especially of London, for which the whole country is responsible; yet it would be idle not to acknowledge that the difficulties in our way are far too huge and wide-spreading to be grappled by private or semi-private efforts only.

All we can do in this way we must look on not as palliatives of an unendurable state of things, but as tokens of what we desire; which is in short the giving back to our country of the natural beauty of the earth, which we are so ashamed of having taken away from it: and our chief duty herein will be to quicken this shame and the pain that comes from it in the hearts of our fellows: this I say is one of the chief duties of all those who have any right to the title of cultivated men: and I believe that if we are faithful to it, we may help to further a great impulse towards beauty among us, which will be so irresistible that it will fashion for itself a national machinery which will sweep away all difficulties between us and a decent life, though they may have increased a thousand-fold meantime, as is only too like to be the case.

Surely that light will arise, though neither we nor our children’s children see it, though civilisation may have to go down into dark places enough meantime: surely one day making will be thought more honourable, more worthy the majesty of a great nation than destruction.

It is strange indeed, it is woeful, it is scarcely comprehensible, if we come to think of it as men, and not as machines, that, after all the progress of civilisation, it should be so easy for a little official talk, a few lines on a sheet of paper, to set a terrible engine to work, which without any trouble on our part will slay us ten thousand men, and ruin who can say how many thousand of families; and it lies light enough on the conscience of all of us; while, if it is a question of striking a blow at grievous and crushing evils which lie at our own doors, evils which every thoughtful man feels and laments, and for which we alone are responsible, not only is there no national machinery for dealing with them, though they grow ranker and ranker every year, but any hint that such a thing may be possible is received with laughter or with terror, or with severe and heavy blame.  The rights of property, the necessities of morality, the interests of religion — these are the sacramental words of cowardice that silence us!

Sirs, I have spoken of thoughtful men who feel these evils: but think of all the millions of men whom our civilisation has bred, who are not thoughtful, and have had no chance of being so; how can you fail then to acknowledge the duty of defending the fairness of the Earth? and what is the use of our cultivation if it is to cultivate us into cowards?  Let us answer those feeble counsels of despair and say, We also have a property which your tyranny of squalor cheats us of; we also have a morality which its baseness crushes; we also have a religion which its injustice makes a mock of.

Well, whatever lesser helps there may be to our endeavour of giving people back the eyes we have robbed them of, we may pass them by at present, for they are chiefly of use to people who are beginning to get their eyesight again; to people who, though they have no traditions of art, can study those mighty impulses that once led nations and races: it is to such that museums and art education are of service; but it is clear they cannot get at the great mass of people, who will at present stare at them in unintelligent wonder.

Until our streets are decent and orderly, and our town gardens break the bricks and mortar every here and there, and are open to all people; until our meadows even near our towns become fair and sweet, and are unspoiled by patches of hideousness: until we have clear sky above our heads and green grass beneath our feet; until the great drama of the seasons can touch our workmen with other feelings than the misery of winter and the weariness of summer; till all this happens our museums and art schools will be but amusements of the rich; and they will soon cease to be of any use to them also, unless they make up their minds that they will do their best to give us back the fairness of the Earth.

In what I have been saying on this last point I have been thinking of our own special duties as cultivated people; but in our endeavours towards this end, as in all others, cultivated people cannot stand alone; nor can we do much to open people’s eyes till they cry out to us to have them opened.  Now I cannot doubt that the longing to attack and overcome the sordidness of the city life of to-day still dwells in the minds of workmen, as well as in ours, but it can scarcely be otherwise than vague and lacking guidance with men who have so little leisure, and are so hemmed in with hideousness as they are.  So this brings us to our second question.  How shall people in general get leisure enough from toil, and truce enough with anxiety to give scope to their inborn longing for beauty?

Now the part of this question that is not involved in the next one, How shall they get proper work to do? is I think in a fair way to be answered.

The mighty change which the success of competitive commerce has wrought in the world, whatever it may have destroyed, has at least unwittingly made one thing, — from out of it has been born the increasing power of the working-class.  The determination which this power has bred in it to raise their class as a class will I doubt not make way and prosper with our goodwill, or even in spite of it; but it seems to me that both to the working-class and especially to ourselves it is important that it should have our abundant goodwill, and also what help we may be able otherwise to give it, by our determination to deal fairly with workmen, even when that justice may seem to involve our own loss.  The time of unreasonable and blind outcry against the Trades Unions is, I am happy to think, gone by; and has given place to the hope of a time when these great Associations, well organised, well served, and earnestly supported, as I know them to be, will find other work before them than the temporary support of their members and the adjustment of due wages for their crafts: when that hope begins to be realised, and they find they can make use of the help of us scattered units of the cultivated classes, I feel sure that the claims of art, as we and they will then understand the word, will by no means be disregarded by them.

Meantime with us who are called artists, since most unhappily that word means at present another thing than artisan: with us who either practise the arts with our own hands, or who love them so wholly that we can enter into the inmost feelings of those who do, — with us it lies to deal with our last question, to stir up others to think of answering this: How shall we give people in general hope and pleasure in their daily work in such a way that in those days to come the word art shall be rightly understood?

Of all that I have to say to you this seems to me the most important, that our daily and necessary work, which we could not escape if we would, which we would not forego if we could, should be human, serious, and pleasurable, not machine-like, trivial, or grievous.  I call this not only the very foundation of Architecture in all senses of the word, but of happiness also in all conditions of life.

Let me say before I go further, that though I am nowise ashamed of repeating the words of men who have been before me in both senses, of time and insight, I mean, I should be ashamed of letting you think that I forget their labours on which mine are founded.  I know that the pith of what I am saying on this subject was set forth years ago, and for the first time by Mr. Ruskin in that chapter of the Stones of Venice, which is entitled, ‘On the Nature of Gothic,’ in words more clear and eloquent than any man else now living could use.  So important do they seem to me, that to my mind they should have been posted up in every school of art throughout the country; nay, in every association of English-speaking people which professes in any way to further the culture of mankind.  But I am sorry to have to say it, my excuse for doing little more now than repeating those words is that they have been less heeded than most things which Mr. Ruskin has said: I suppose because people have been afraid of them, lest they should find the truth they express sticking so fast in their minds that it would either compel them to act on it or confess themselves slothful and cowardly.

Nor can I pretend to wonder at that: for if people were once to accept it as true, that it is nothing but just and fair that every man’s work should have some hope and pleasure always present in it, they must try to bring the change about that would make it so: and all history tells of no greater change in man’s life than that would be.

Nevertheless, great as the change may be, Architecture has no prospects in civilisation unless the change be brought about: and ’tis my business to-day, I will not say to convince you of this, but to send some of you away uneasy lest perhaps it may be true; if I can manage that I shall have spoken to some purpose.

Let us see however in what light cultivated people, men not without serious thoughts about life, look to this matter, lest perchance we may seem to be beating the air only: when I have given you an example of this way of thinking, I will answer it to the best of my power in the hopes of making some of you uneasy, discontented, and revolutionary.

Some few months ago I read in a paper the report of a speech made to the assembled work-people of a famous firm of manufacturers (as they are called).  The speech was a very humane and thoughtful one, spoken by one of the leaders of modern thought: the firm to whose people it was addressed was and is famous not only for successful commerce, but also for the consideration and goodwill with which it treats its work-people, men and women.  No wonder, therefore, that the speech was pleasant reading; for the tone of it was that of a man speaking to his friends who could well understand him and from whom he need hide nothing; but towards the end of it I came across a sentence, which set me a-thinking so hard, that I forgot all that had gone before.  It was to this effect, and I think nearly in these very words, ‘Since no man would work if it were not that he hoped by working to earn leisure:’ and the context showed that this was assumed as a self-evident truth.

Well, for many years I have had my mind fixed on what I in my turn regarded as an axiom which may be worded thus: No work which cannot be done without pleasure in the doing is worth doing; so you may think I was much disturbed at a grave and learned man taking such a completely different view of it with such calmness of certainty.  What a little way, I thought, has all Ruskin’s fire and eloquence made in driving into people so great a truth, a truth so fertile of consequences!

Then I turned the intrusive sentence over again in my mind: ‘No man would work unless he hoped by working to earn leisure:’ and I saw that this was another way of putting it: first, all the work of the world is done against the grain: second, what a man does in his ‘leisure’ is not work.

A poor bribe the hope of such leisure to supplement the other inducement to toil, which I take to be the fear of death by starvation: a poor bribe; for the most of men, like those Yorkshire weavers and spinners (and the more part far worse than they), work for such a very small share of leisure that, one must needs say that if all their hope be in that, they are pretty much beguiled of their hope!

So I thought, and this next, that if it were indeed true and beyond remedy, that no man would work unless he hoped by working to earn leisure, the hell of theologians was but little needed; for a thickly populated civilised country, where, you know, after all people must work at something, would serve their turn well enough.  Yet again I knew that this theory of the general and necessary hatefulness of work was indeed the common one, and that all sorts of people held it, who without being monsters of insensibility grew fat and jolly nevertheless.

So to explain this puzzle, I fell to thinking of the one life of which I knew something — my own to wit — and out tumbled the bottom of the theory.

For I tried to think what would happen to me if I were forbidden my ordinary daily work; and I knew that I should die of despair and weariness, unless I could straightway take to something else which I could make my daily work: and it was clear to me that I worked not in the least in the world for the sake of earning leisure by it, but partly driven by the fear of starvation or disgrace, and partly, and even a very great deal, because I love the work itself: and as for my leisure: well I had to confess that part of it I do indeed spend as a dog does — in contemplation, let us say; and like it well enough: but part of it also I spend in work: which work gives me just as much pleasure as my bread-earning work — neither more nor less; and therefore could be no bribe or hope for my work-a-day hours.

Then next I turned my thought to my friends: mere artists, and therefore, you know, lazy people by prescriptive right: I found that the one thing they enjoyed was their work, and that their only idea of happy leisure was other work, just as valuable to the world as their work-a-day work: they only differed from me in liking the dog-like leisure less and the man-like labour more than I do.

I got no further when I turned from mere artists, to important men — public men: I could see no signs of their working merely to earn leisure: they all worked for the work and the deeds’ sake.  Do rich gentlemen sit up all night in the House of Commons for the sake of earning leisure? if so, ’tis a sad waste of labour.  Or Mr. Gladstone? he doesn’t seem to have succeeded in winning much leisure by tolerably strenuous work; what he does get he might have got on much easier terms, I am sure.

Does it then come to this, that there are men, say a class of men, whose daily work, though maybe they cannot escape from doing it, is chiefly pleasure to them; and other classes of men whose daily work is wholly irksome to them, and only endurable because they hope while they are about it to earn thereby a little leisure at the day’s end?

If that were wholly true the contrast between the two kinds of lives would be greater than the contrast between the utmost delicacy of life and the utmost hardship could show, or between the utmost calm and utmost trouble.  The difference would be literally immeasurable.

But I dare not, if I would, in so serious a matter overstate the evils I call on you to attack: it is not wholly true that such immeasurable difference exists between the lives of divers classes of men, or the world would scarce have got through to past the middle of this century: misery, grudging, and tyranny would have destroyed us all.

The inequality even at the worst is not really so great as that: any employment in which a thing can be done better or worse has some pleasure in it, for all men more or less like doing what they can do well: even mechanical labour is pleasant to some people (to me amongst others) if it be not too mechanical.

Nevertheless though it be not wholly true that the daily work of some men is merely pleasant and of others merely grievous; yet it is over true both that things are not very far short of this, and also that if people do not open their eyes in time they will speedily worsen.  Some work, nay, almost all the work done by artisans is too mechanical; and those that work at it must either abstract their thoughts from it altogether, in which case they are but machines while they are at work; or else they must suffer such dreadful weariness in getting through it, as one can scarcely bear to think of.  Nature desires that we shall at least live, but seldom, I suppose, allows this latter misery to happen; and the workmen who do purely mechanical work do as a rule become mere machines as far as their work is concerned.  Now as I am quite sure that no art, not even the feeblest, rudest, or least intelligent, can come of such work, so also I am sure that such work makes the workman less than a man and degrades him grievously and unjustly, and that nothing can compensate him or us for such degradation: and I want you specially to note that this was instinctively felt in the very earliest days of what are called the industrial arts.

When a man turned the wheel, or threw the shuttle, or hammered the iron, he was expected to make something more than a water-pot, a cloth, or a knife: he was expected to make a work of art also: he could scarcely altogether fail in this, he might attain to making a work of the greatest beauty: this was felt to be positively necessary to the peace of mind both of the maker and the user; and this is it which I have called Architecture: the turning of necessary articles of daily use into works of art.

Certainly, when we come to think of it thus, there does seem to be little less than that immeasurable contrast above mentioned between such work and mechanical work: and most assuredly do I believe that the crafts which fashion our familiar wares need this enlightenment of happiness no less now than they did in the days of the early Pharaohs: but we have forgotten this necessity, and in consequence have reduced handicraft to such degradation, that a learned, thoughtful, and humane man can set forth as an axiom that no man will work except to earn leisure thereby.

But now let us forget any conventional ways of looking at the labour which produces the matters of our daily life, which ways come partly from the wretched state of the arts in modern times, and partly I suppose from that repulsion to handicraft which seems to have beset some minds in all ages: let us forget this, and try to think how it really fares with the divers ways of work in handicrafts.

I think one may divide the work with which Architecture is conversant into three classes: first there is the purely mechanical: those who do this are machines only, and the less they think of what they are doing the better for the purpose, supposing they are properly drilled: the purpose of this work, to speak plainly, is not the making of wares of any kind, but what on the one hand is called employment, on the other what is called money-making: that is to say, in other words, the multiplication of the species of the mechanical workman, and the increase of the riches of the man who sets him to work, called in our modern jargon by a strange perversion of language, a manufacturer:  Let us call this kind of work Mechanical Toil.

The second kind is more or less mechanical as the case may be; but it can always be done better or worse: if it is to be well done, it claims attention from the workman, and he must leave on it signs of his individuality: there will be more or less of art in it, over which the workman has at least some control; and he will work on it partly to earn his bread in not too toilsome or disgusting a way, but in a way which makes even his work-hours pass pleasantly to him, and partly to make wares, which when made will be a distinct gain to the world; things that will be praised and delighted in.  This work I would call Intelligent Work.

The third kind of work has but little if anything mechanical about it; it is altogether individual; that is to say, that what any man does by means of it could never have been done by any other man.  Properly speaking, this work is all pleasure: true, there are pains and perplexities and weariness in it, but they are like the troubles of a beautiful life; the dark places that make the bright ones brighter: they are the romance of the work and do but elevate the workman, not depress him: I would call this Imaginative Work.

Now I can fancy that at first sight it may seem to you as if there were more difference between this last and Intelligent Work, than between Intelligent Work and Mechanical Toil: but ’tis not so.  The difference between these two is the difference between light and darkness, between Ormuzd and Ahriman: whereas the difference between Intelligent work and what for want of a better word I am calling Imaginative work, is a matter of degree only; and in times when art is abundant and noble there is no break in the chain from the humblest of the lower to the greatest of the higher class; from the poor weaver’s who chuckles as the bright colour comes round again, to the great painter anxious and doubtful if he can give to the world the whole of his thought or only nine-tenths of it, they are all artists — that is men; while the mechanical workman, who does not note the difference between bright and dull in his colours, but only knows them by numbers, is, while he is at his work, no man, but a machine.  Indeed when Intelligent work coexists with Imaginative, there is no hard and fast line between them; in the very best and happiest times of art, there is scarce any Intelligent work which is not Imaginative also; and there is but little of effort or doubt, or sign of unexpressed desires even in the highest of the Imaginative work: the blessing of Equality elevates the lesser, and calms the greater, art.

Now further, Mechanical Toil is bred of that hurry and thoughtfulness of civilisation of which, as aforesaid, the middle classes of this country have been such powerful furtherers: on the face of it it is hostile to civilisation, a curse that civilisation has made for itself and can no longer think of abolishing or controlling: such it seems, I say; but since it bears with it change and tremendous change, it may well be that there is something more than mere loss in it: it will full surely destroy art as we know art, unless art newborn destroy it: yet belike at the worst it will destroy other things beside which are the poison of art, and in the long run itself also, and thus make way for the new art, of whose form we know nothing.

Intelligent work is the child of struggling, hopeful, progressive civilisation: and its office is to add fresh interest to simple and uneventful lives, to soothe discontent with innocent pleasure fertile of deeds gainful to mankind; to bless the many toiling millions with hope daily recurring, and which it will by no means disappoint.

Imaginative work is the very blossom of civilisation triumphant and hopeful; it would fain lead men to aspire towards perfection: each hope that it fulfils gives birth to yet another hope: it bears in its bosom the worth and the meaning of life and the counsel to strive to understand everything; to fear nothing and to hate nothing: in a word, ’tis the symbol and sacrament of the Courage of the World.

Now thus it stands to-day with these three kinds of work; Mechanical Toil has swallowed Intelligent Work and all the lower part of Imaginative Work, and the enormous mass of the very worst now confronts the slender but still bright array of the very best: what is left of art is rallied to its citadel of the highest intellectual art, and stands at bay there.

At first sight its hope of victory is slender indeed: yet to us now living it seems as if man had not yet lost all that part of his soul which longs for beauty: nay we cannot but hope that it is not yet dying.  If we are not deceived in that hope, if the art of to-day has really come alive out of the slough of despond which we call the eighteenth century, it will surely grow and gather strength and draw to it other forms of intellect and hope that now scarcely know it; and then, whatever changes it may go through, it will at the last be victorious, and bring abundant content to mankind.  On the other hand, if, as some think, it be but the reflection and feeble ghost of that glorious autumn which ended the good days of the mighty art of the Middle Ages, it will take but little killing: Mechanical Toil will sweep over all the handiwork of man, and art will be gone.

I myself am too busy a man to trouble myself much as to what may happen after that: I can only say that if you do not like the thought of that dull blank, even if you know or care little for art, do not cast the thought of it aside, but think of it again and again, and cherish the trouble it breeds till such a future seems unendurable to you; and then make up your minds that you will not bear it; and even if you distrust the artists that now are, set yourself to clear the way for the artists that are to come.  We shall not count you among our enemies then, however hardly you deal with us.

I have spoken of one most important part of that task; I have prayed you to set yourselves earnestly to protecting what is left, and recovering what is lost of the Natural Fairness of the Earth: no less I pray you to do what you may to raise up some firm ground amid the great flood of mechanical toil, to make an effort to win human and hopeful work for yourselves and your fellows.

But if our first task of guarding the beauty of the Earth was hard, this is far harder, nor can I pretend to think that we can attack our enemy directly; yet indirectly surely something may be done, or at least the foundations laid for something.

For Art breeds Art, and every worthy work done and delighted in by maker and user begets a longing for more: and since art cannot be fashioned by mechanical toil, the demand for real art will mean a demand for intelligent work, which if persisted in will in time create its due supply — at least I hope so.

I believe that what I am now saying will be well understood by those who really care about art, but to speak plainly I know that these are rarely to be found even among the cultivated classes: it must be confessed that the middle classes of our civilisation have embraced luxury instead of art, and that we are even so blindly base as to hug ourselves on it, and to insult the memory of valiant people of past times and to mock at them because they were not encumbered with the nuisances that foolish habit has made us look on as necessaries.  Be sure that we are not beginning to prepare for the art that is to be, till we have swept all that out of our minds, and are setting to work to rid ourselves of all the useless luxuries (by some called comforts) that make our stuffy art-stifling houses more truly savage than a Zulu’s kraal or an East Greenlander’s snow hut.

I feel sure that many a man is longing to set his hand to this if he only durst; I believe that there are simple people who think that they are dull to art, and who are really only perplexed and wearied by finery and rubbish: if not from these, ’tis at least from the children of these that we may look for the beginnings of the building up of the art that is to be.

Meanwhile, I say, till the beginning of new construction is obvious, let us be at least destructive of the sham art: it is full surely one of the curses of modern life, that if people have not time and eyes to discern or money to buy the real object of their desire, they must needs have its mechanical substitute.  On this lazy and cowardly habit feeds and grows and flourishes mechanical toil and all the slavery of mind and body it brings with it: from this stupidity are born the itch of the public to over-reach the tradesmen they deal with, the determination (usually successful) of the tradesmen to over-reach them, and all the mockery and flouting that has been cast of late (not without reason) on the British tradesman and the British workman, — men just as honest as ourselves, if we would not compel them to cheat us, and reward them for doing it.

Now if the public knew anything of art, that is excellence in things made by man, they would not abide the shams of it; and if the real thing were not to be had, they would learn to do without, nor think their gentility injured by the forbearance.

Simplicity of life, even the barest, is not a misery, but the very foundation of refinement: a sanded floor and whitewashed walls, and the green trees, and flowery meads, and living waters outside; or a grimy palace amid the smoke with a regiment of housemaids always working to smear the dirt together so that it may be unnoticed; which, think you, is the most refined, the most fit for a gentleman of those two dwellings?

So I say, if you cannot learn to love real art, at least learn to hate sham art and reject it.  It is not so much because the wretched thing is so ugly and silly and useless that I ask you to cast it from you; it is much more because these are but the outward symbols of the poison that lies within them: look through them and see all that has gone to their fashioning, and you will see how vain labour, and sorrow, and disgrace have been their companions from the first, — and all this for trifles that no man really needs!

Learn to do without; there is virtue in those words; a force that rightly used would choke both demand and supply of Mechanical Toil: would make it stick to its last: the making of machines.

And then from simplicity of life would rise up the longing for beauty, which cannot yet be dead in men’s souls, and we know that nothing can satisfy that demand but Intelligent work rising gradually into Imaginative work; which will turn all ‘operatives’ into workmen, into artists, into men.

Now, I have been trying to show you how the hurry of modern Civilisation, accompanied by the tyrannous Organisation of labour which was a necessity to the full development of Competitive Commerce, has taken from the people at large, gentle and simple, the eyes to discern and the hands to fashion that popular art which was once the chief solace and joy of the world: I have asked you to think of that as no light matter, but a grievous mishap: I have prayed you to strive to remedy this evil: first by guarding jealously what is left, and by trying earnestly to win back what is lost of the Fairness of the Earth; and next by rejecting luxury, that you may embrace art, if you can, or if indeed you in your short lives cannot learn what art means, that you may at least live a simple life fit for men.

And in all I have been saying, what I have been really urging on you is this — Reverence for the life of Man upon the Earth: let the past be past, every whit of it that is not still living in us: let the dead bury their dead, but let us turn to the living, and with boundless courage and what hope we may, refuse to let the Earth be joyless in the days to come.

What lies before us of hope or fear for this?  Well, let us remember that those past days whose art was so worthy, did nevertheless forget much of what was due to the Life of Man upon the Earth; and so belike it was to revenge this neglect that art was delivered to our hands for maiming: to us, who were blinded by our eager chase of those things which our forefathers had neglected, and by the chase of other things which seemed revealed to us on our hurried way, not seldom, it may be for our beguiling.

And of that to which we were blinded, not all was unworthy: nay the most of it was deep-rooted in men’s souls, and was a necessary part of their Life upon the Earth, and claims our reverence still: let us add this knowledge to our other knowledge: and there will still be a future for the arts.  Let us remember this, and amid simplicity of life turn our eyes to real beauty that can be shared by all: and then though the days worsen, and no rag of the elder art be left for our teaching, yet the new art may yet arise among us, and even if it have the hands of a child together with the heart of a troubled man, still it may bear on for us to better times the tokens of our reverence for the Life of Man upon the Earth.  For we indeed freed from the bondage of foolish habit and dulling luxury might at last have eyes wherewith to see: and should have to babble to one another many things of our joy in the life around us: the faces of people in the streets bearing the tokens of mirth and sorrow and hope, and all the tale of their lives: the scraps of nature the busiest of us would come across; birds and beasts and the little worlds they live in; and even in the very town the sky above us and the drift of the clouds across it; the wind’s hand on the slim trees, and its voice amid their branches, and all the ever-recurring deeds of nature; nor would the road or the river winding past our homes fail to tell us stories of the country-side, and men’s doings in field and fell.  And whiles we should fall to muse on the times when all the ways of nature were mere wonders to men, yet so well beloved of them that they called them by men’s names and gave them deeds of men to do; and many a time there would come before us memories of the deed of past times, and of the aspirations of those mighty peoples whose deaths have made our lives, and their sorrows our joys.

How could we keep silence of all this? and what voice could tell it but the voice of art: and what audience for such a tale would content us but all men living on the Earth?

This is what Architecture hopes to be: it will have this life, or else death; and it is for us now living between the past and the future to say whether it shall live or die.
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PREFACE
 

It is not long since the Middle Ages, of the literature of which this book gives us such curious examples, were supposed to be an unaccountable phenomenon accidentally thrust in betwixt the two periods of civilisation, the classical and the modern, and forming a period without growth or meaning — a period which began about the time of the decay of the Roman Empire, and ended suddenly, and more or less unaccountably, at the time of the Reformation. The society of this period was supposed to be lawless and chaotic; its ethics a mere conscious hypocrisy; its art gloomy and barbarous fanaticism only; its literature the formless jargon of savages; and as to its science, that side of human intelligence was supposed to be an invention of the time when the Middle Ages had been dead two hundred years.

The light which the researches of modern historians, archaeologists, bibliographers, and others, have let in on our view of the Middle Ages has dispersed the cloud of ignorance on this subject which was one of the natural defects of the qualities of the learned men and keen critics of the eighteenth and early part of the nineteenth centuries. The Middle-class or Whig theory of life is failing us in all branches of human intelligence. Ethics, Politics, Art, and Literature are more than beginning to be regarded from a wider point of view than that from which our fathers and grandfathers could see them.

For many years there has been a growing reaction against the dull “grey” narrowness of the eighteenth century, which looked on Europe during the last thousand years as but a riotous, hopeless, and stupid prison. It is true that it was on the side of Art alone that this enlightenment began, and that even on that side it progressed slowly enough at first — e.g. Sir Walter Scott feels himself obliged, as in the Antiquary, to apologize to pedantry for his instinctive love of Gothic architecture. And no less true is it that follies enough were mingled with the really useful and healthful birth of romanticism in Art and Literature. But at last the study of facts by men who were neither artistic nor sentimental came to the help of that first glimmer of instinct, and gradually something like a true insight into the life of the Middle Ages was gained; and we see that the world of Europe was no more running round in a circle then than now, but was developing, sometimes with stupendous speed, into something as different from itself as the age which succeeds this will be different from that wherein we live. The men of those times are no longer puzzles to us; we can understand their aspirations, and sympathise with their lives, while at the same time we have no wish (not to say hope) to put back the clock, and start from the position which they held. For, indeed, it is characteristic of the times in which we live, that whereas in the beginning of the romantic reaction, its supporters were for the most part mere laudatores temporis acti, at the present time those who take pleasure in studying the life of the Middle Ages are more commonly to be found in the ranks of those who are pledged to the forward movement of modern life; while those who are vainly striving to stem the progress of the world are as careless of the past as they are fearful of the future. In short, history, the new sense of modern times, the great compensation for the losses of the centuries, is now teaching us worthily, and making us feel that the past is not dead, but is living in us, and will be alive in the future which we are now helping to make.

To my mind, therefore, no excuse is needful for the attempt made in the following pages to familiarise the reading public with what was once a famous knowledge-book of the Middle Ages. But the reader, before he can enjoy it, must cast away the exploded theory of the invincible and wilful ignorance of the days when it was written; the people of that time were eagerly desirous for knowledge, and their teachers were mostly single-hearted and intelligent men, of a diligence and laboriousness almost past belief. The “Properties of Things” of Bartholomew the Englishman is but one of the huge encyclopaedias written in the early Middle Age for the instruction of those who wished to learn, and the reputation of it and its fellows shows how much the science of the day was appreciated by the public at large, how many there were who wished to learn. Even apart from its interest as showing the tendency of men’s minds in days when Science did actually tell them “fairy tales,” the book is a delightful one in its English garb; for the language is as simple as if the author were speaking by word of mouth, and at the same time is pleasant, and not lacking a certain quaint floweriness, which makes it all the easier to retain the subject-matter of the book.

Altogether, this introduction to the study of the Mediaeval Encyclopaedia, and the insight which such works give us into the thought of the past and its desire for knowledge, make a book at once agreeable and useful; and I repeat that it is a hopeful sign of the times when students of science find themselves drawn towards the historical aspect of the world of men, and show that their minds have been enlarged, and not narrowed, by their special studies — a defect which was too apt to mar the qualities of the seekers into natural facts in what must now, I would hope, be called the just-passed epoch of intelligence dominated by Whig politics, and the self-sufficiency of empirical science.

WILLIAM MORRIS.
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NOTE BY WILLIAM MORRIS ON HIS AIMS IN FOUNDING THE KELMSCOTT PRESS
 

I began printing books with the hope of producing some which would have a definite claim to beauty, while at the same time they should be easy to read and should not dazzle the eye, or trouble the intellect of the reader by eccentricity of form in the letters. I have always been a great admirer of the calligraphy of the Middle Ages, & of the earlier printing which took its place. As to the fifteenth-century books, I had noticed that they were always beautiful by force of the mere typography, even without the added ornament, with which many of them are so lavishly supplied. And it was the essence of my undertaking to produce books which it would be a pleasure to look upon as pieces of printing and arrangement of type. Looking at my adventure from this point of view then, I found I had to consider chiefly the following things: the paper, the form of the type, the relative spacing of the letters, the words, and the lines; and lastly the position of the printed matter on the page. It was a matter of course that I should consider it necessary that the paper should be hand-made, both for the sake of durability and appearance. It would be a very false economy to stint in the quality of the paper as to price: so I had only to think about the kind of hand-made paper. On this head I came to two conclusions: 1st, that the paper must be wholly of linen (most hand-made papers are of cotton today), and must be quite ‘hard,’ i. e., thoroughly well sized; and 2nd, that, though it must be ‘laid’ and not ‘wove’ (i. e., made on a mould made of obvious wires), the lines caused by the wires of the mould must not be too strong, so as to give a ribbed appearance. I found that on these points I was at one with the practice of the paper-makers of the fifteenth century; so I took as my model a Bolognese paper of about 1473. My friend Mr. Batchelor, of Little Chart, Kent, carried out my views very satisfactorily, and produced from the first the excellent paper, which I still use.

Next as to type. By instinct rather than by conscious thinking it over, I began by getting myself a fount of Roman type. And here what I wanted was letter pure in form; severe, without needless excrescences; solid, without the thickening and thinning of the line, which is the essential fault of the ordinary modern type, and which makes it difficult to read; and not compressed laterally, as all later type has grown to be owing to commercial exigencies. There was only one source from which to take examples of this perfected Roman type, to wit, the works of the great Venetian printers of the fifteenth century, of whom Nicholas Jenson produced the completest and most Roman characters from 1470 to 1476. This type I studied with much care, getting it photographed to a big scale, and drawing it over many times before I began designing my own letter; so that though I think I mastered the essence of it, I did not copy it servilely; in fact, my Roman type, especially in the lower case, tends rather more to the Gothic than does Jenson’s.

After a while I felt that I must have a Gothic as well as a Roman fount; and herein the task I set myself was to redeem the Gothic character from the charge of unreadableness which is commonly brought against it. And I felt that this charge could not be reasonably brought against the types of the first two decades of printing: that Schoeffer at Mainz, Mentelin at Strasburg, and Gunther Zainer at Augsburg, avoided the spiky ends and undue compression which lay some of the later type open to the above charge. Only the earlier printers (naturally following therein the practice of their predecessors the scribes) were very liberal of contractions, and used an excess of ‘tied’ letters, which, by the way, are very useful to the compositor. So I entirely eschewed contractions, except for the ‘&,’ and had very few tied letters, in fact none but the absolutely necessary ones. Keeping my end steadily in view, I designed a black-letter type which I think I may claim to be as readable as a Roman one, and to say the truth I prefer it to the Roman. This type is of the size called Great Primer (the Roman type is of ‘English’ size); but later on I was driven by the necessities of the Chaucer (a double-columned book) to get a smaller Gothic type of Pica size.

The punches for all these types, I may mention, were cut for me with great intelligence and skill by Mr. E. P. Prince, and render my designs most satisfactorily.

Now as to the spacing: First, the ‘face’ of the letter should be as nearly conterminous with the ‘body’ as possible, so as to avoid undue whites between the letters. Next, the lateral spaces between the words should be (a) no more than is necessary to distinguish clearly the division into words, and (b) should be as nearly equal as possible. Modern printers, even the best, pay very little heed to these two essentials of seemly composition, and the inferior ones run riot in licentious spacing, thereby producing, inter alia, those ugly rivers of lines running about the page which are such a blemish to decent printing. Third, the whites between the lines should not be excessive; the modern practice of ‘leading’ should be used as little as possible, and never without some definite reason, such as marking some special piece of printing. The only leading I have allowed myself is in some cases a ‘thin’ lead between the lines of my Gothic pica type: in the Chaucer and the double-columned books I have used a ‘hair’ lead, and not even this in the 16mo books. Lastly, but by no means least, comes the position of the printed matter on the page. This should always leave the inner margin the narrowest, the top somewhat wider, the outside (fore-edge) wider still, and the bottom widest of all. This rule is never departed from in mediæval books, written or printed. Modern printers systematically transgress against it; thus apparently contradicting the fact that the unit of a book is not one page, but a pair of pages. A friend, the librarian of one of our most important private libraries, tells me that after careful testing he has come to the conclusion that the mediæval rule was to make a difference of 20 per cent. from margin to margin. Now these matters of spacing and position are of the greatest importance in the production of beautiful books; if they are properly considered they will make a book printed in quite ordinary type at least decent and pleasant to the eye. The disregard of them will spoil the effect of the best designed type.

It was only natural that I, a decorator by profession, should attempt to ornament my books suitably: about this matter, I will only say that I have always tried to keep in mind the necessity for making my decoration a part of the page of type. I may add that in designing the magnificent and inimitable woodcuts which have adorned several of my books, and will above all adorn the Chaucer which is now drawing near completion, my friend Sir Edward Burne-Jones has never lost sight of this important point, so that his work will not only give us a series of most beautiful and imaginative pictures, but form the most harmonious decoration possible to the printed book.

Kelmscott House, Upper Mall, Hammersmith. Nov. 11, 1895











  








A SHORT HISTORY AND DESCRIPTION OF THE KELMSCOTT PRESS.
 

The foregoing article was written at the request of a London bookseller for an American client who was about to read a paper on the Kelmscott Press. As the Press is now closing, and its seven years’ existence will soon be a matter of history, it seems fitting to set down some other facts concerning it while they can still be verified; the more so as statements founded on imperfect information have appeared from time to time in newspapers and reviews.

As early as 1866 an edition of The Earthly Paradise was projected, which was to have been a folio in double columns, profusely illustrated by Sir Edward Burne-Jones, and typographically superior to the books of that time. The designs for the stories of Cupid and Psyche, Pygmalion and the Image, The Ring given to Venus, and the Hill of Venus, were finished, and forty-four of those for Cupid and Psyche were engraved on wood in line, somewhat in the manner of the early German masters. About thirty-five of the blocks were executed by William Morris himself, and the remainder by George Y. Wardle, G. F. Campfield, C. J. Faulkner, and Miss Elizabeth Burden. Specimen pages were set up in Caslon type, and in the Chiswick Press type afterwards used in The House of the Wolfings, but for various reasons the project went no further. Four or five years later there was a plan for an illustrated edition of Love is Enough, for which two initial L’s and seven side ornaments were drawn and engraved by William Morris. Another marginal ornament was engraved by him from a design by Sir E. Burne-Jones, who also drew a picture for the frontispiece, which has now been engraved by W. H. Hooper for the final page of the Kelmscott Press edition of the work. These side ornaments, three of which appear on the opposite page, are more delicate than any that were designed for the Kelmscott Press, but they show that when the Press was started the idea of reviving some of the decorative features of the earliest printed books had been long in its founder’s mind. At this same period, in the early seventies, he was much absorbed in the study of ancient manuscripts, and in writing out and illuminating various books, including a Horace and an Omar Khayyám, which may have led his thoughts away from printing. In any case, the plan of an illustrated Love is Enough, like that of the folio Earthly Paradise, was abandoned.

Although the books written by William Morris continued to be reasonably printed, it was not until about 1888 that he again paid much attention to typography. He was then, and for the rest of his life, when not away from Hammersmith, in daily communication with his friend and neighbour Emery Walker, whose views on the subject coincided with his own, and who had besides a practical knowledge of the technique of printing. These views were first expressed in an article by Mr. Walker in the catalogue of the exhibition of the Arts and Crafts Exhibition Society, held at the New Gallery in the autumn of 1888. As a result of many conversations, The House of the Wolfings was printed at the Chiswick Press at this time, with a special type modelled on an old Basel fount, unleaded, and with due regard to proportion in the margins. The title-page was also carefully arranged. In the following year The Roots of the Mountains was printed with the same type (except the lower case e), but with a differently proportioned page, and with shoulder-notes instead of head-lines. This book was published in November, 1889, and its author declared it to be the best-looking book issued since the seventeenth century. Instead of large paper copies, which had been found unsatisfactory in the case of The House of the Wolfings, two hundred and fifty copies were printed on Whatman paper of about the same size as the paper of the ordinary copies. A small stock of this paper remained over, and in order to dispose of it seventy-five copies of the translation of the Gunnlaug Saga, which first appeared in the Fortnightly Review of January, 1869, and afterwards in Three Northern Love Stories, were printed at the Chiswick Press. The type used was a black-letter copied from one of Caxton’s founts, and the initials were left blank to be rubricated by hand. Three copies were printed on vellum. This little book was not however finished until November, 1890.



Meanwhile William Morris had resolved to design a type of his own. Immediately after The Roots of the Mountains appeared, he set to work upon it, and in December, 1889, he asked Mr. Walker to go into partnership with him as a printer. This offer was declined by Mr. Walker; but, though not concerned with the financial side of the enterprise, he was virtually a partner in the Kelmscott Press from its first beginnings to its end, and no important step was taken without his advice and approval. Indeed, the original intention was to have the books set up in Hammersmith and printed at his office in Clifford’s Inn. It was at this time that William Morris began to collect the mediæval books of which he formed so fine a library in the next six years. He had made a small collection of such books years before, but had parted with most of them, to his great regret. He now bought with the definite purpose of studying the type and methods of the early printers. Among the first books so acquired was a copy of Leonard of Arezzo’s History of Florence, printed at Venice by Jacobus Rubeus in 1476, in a Roman type very similar to that of Nicholas Jenson. Parts of this book and of Jenson’s Pliny of 1476 were enlarged by photography in order to bring out more clearly the characteristics of the various letters; and having mastered both their virtues and defects, William Morris proceeded to design the fount of type which, in the list of December, 1892, he named the Golden type, from The Golden Legend, which was to have been the first book printed with it. This fount consists of eighty-one designs, including stops, figures, and tied letters. The lower case alphabet was finished in a few months. The first letter having been cut in Great Primer size by Mr. Prince, was thought too large, and ‘English’ was the size resolved upon. By the middle of August, 1890, eleven punches had been cut. At the end of the year the fount was all but complete.

On Jan. 12th, 1891, a cottage, No. 16, Upper Mall, was taken. Mr. William Bowden, a retired master-printer, had already been engaged to act as compositor and pressman. Enough type was then cast for a trial page, which was set up and printed on Saturday, Jan. 31st, on a sample of the paper that was being made for the Press by J. Batchelor and Son. About a fortnight later ten reams of paper were delivered. On Feb. 18th a good supply of type followed. Mr. W. H. Bowden, who subsequently became overseer, then joined his father as compositor, and the first chapters of The Glittering Plain were set up. The first sheet appears to have been printed on March 2nd, when the staff was increased to three by the addition of a pressman named Giles, who left as soon as the book was finished. A friend who saw William Morris on the day after the printing of the page above mentioned recalls his elation at the success of his new type. The first volume of the Saga Library, a creditable piece of printing, was brought out and put beside this trial page, which much more than held its own. The poet then declared his intention to set to work immediately on a black-letter fount; illness, however, intervened and it was not begun until June. The lower case alphabet was finished by the beginning of August, with the exception of the tied letters, the designs for which, with those for the capitals, were sent to Mr. Prince on September 11th. Early in November enough type was cast for two trial pages, the one consisting of twenty-six lines of Chaucer’s Franklin’s Tale and the other of sixteen lines of Sigurd the Volsung. In each of these a capital I is used that was immediately discarded. On the last day of 1891 the full stock of Troy type was despatched from the foundry. Its first appearance was in a paragraph, announcing the book from which it took its name, in the list dated May, 1892.

This Troy type, which its designer preferred to either of the others, shows the influence of the beautiful early types of Peter Schoeffer of Mainz, Gunther Zainer of Augsburg, and Anthony Koburger of Nuremberg; but, even more than the Golden type, it has a strong character of its own, which differs largely from that of any mediæval fount. It has recently been pirated abroad, and is advertised by an enterprising German firm as ‘Die amerikanische Triumph-Gothisch.’ The Golden type has perhaps fared worse in being remodelled in the United States, whence, with much of its character lost, it has found its way back to England under the names ‘Venetian,’ ‘Italian,’ and ‘Jenson.’ It is strange that no one has yet had the good sense to have the actual type of Nicholas Jenson reproduced.

The third type used at the Kelmscott Press, called the ‘Chaucer,’ differs from the Troy type only in size, being Pica instead of Great Primer. It was cut by Mr. Prince between February and May, 1892, and was ready in June. Its first appearance is in the list of chapters and glossary of The Recuyell of the Historyes of Troye, which was issued on November 24th, 1892.

On June 2nd of that year, William Morris wrote to Mr. Prince: ‘I believe in about three months’ time I shall be ready with a new set of sketches for a fount of type on English body.’ These sketches were not forthcoming; but on Nov. 5th, 1892, he bought a copy of Augustinus De Civitate Dei, printed at the Monastery of Subiaco near Rome by Sweynheym and Pannartz, with a rather compressed type, which appears in only three known books. He at once designed a lower case alphabet on this model, but was not satisfied with it and did not have it cut. This was his last actual experiment in the designing of type, though he sometimes talked of designing a new fount, and of having the Golden type cut in a larger size.

Next in importance to the type are the initials, borders, and ornaments designed by William Morris. The first book contains a single recto border and twenty different initials. In the next book, Poems by the Way, the number of different initials is fifty-nine. These early initials, many of which were soon discarded, are for the most part suggestive, like the first border, of the ornament in Italian manuscripts of the fifteenth century. In Blunt’s Love Lyrics there are seven letters of a new alphabet, with backgrounds of naturalesque grapes and vine leaves, the result of a visit to Beauvais, where the great porches are carved with vines, in August, 1891. From that time onwards fresh designs were constantly added, the tendency being always towards larger foliage and lighter backgrounds, as the early initials were found to be sometimes too dark for the type. The total number of initials of various sizes designed for the Kelmscott Press, including a few that were engraved but never used, is three hundred and eighty-four. Of the letter T alone there are no less than thirty-four varieties.

The total number of different borders engraved for the Press, including one that was not used, but excluding the three borders designed for The Earthly Paradise by R. Catterson-Smith, is fifty-seven. The first book to contain a marginal ornament, other than these full borders, was The Defence of Guenevere, which has a half-border on . There are two others in the preface to The Golden Legend. The Recuyell of the Historyes of Troye is the first book in which there is a profusion of such ornament. One hundred and eight different designs for marginal ornaments were engraved. Besides the above-named designs, there are seven frames for the pictures in The Glittering Plain, one frame for those in a projected edition of The House of the Wolfings, nineteen frames for the pictures in the Chaucer (one of which was not used in the book), twenty-eight title-pages and inscriptions, twenty-six large initial words for the Chaucer, seven initial words for The Well at the World’s End and The Water of the Wondrous Isles, four line-endings, and three printer’s marks, making a total of six hundred and forty-four designs by William Morris, drawn and engraved within seven years. All the initials and ornaments that recur were printed from electrotypes, while most of the title-pages and initial words were printed direct from the wood. The illustrations by Sir Edward Burne-Jones, Walter Crane, and C. M. Gere were also, with one or two exceptions, printed from the wood. The original designs by Sir E. Burne-Jones were nearly all in pencil, and were redrawn in ink by R. Catterson-Smith, and in a few cases by C. Fairfax Murray; they were then revised by the artist and transferred to the wood by means of photography. The twelve designs by A. J. Gaskin for Spenser’s Shepheardes Calender, the map in The Sundering Flood, and the thirty-five reproductions in Some German Woodcuts of the Fifteenth Century, were printed from process blocks.

All the wood blocks for initials, ornaments, and illustrations, were engraved by W. H. Hooper, C. E. Keates, and W. Spielmeyer, except the twenty-three blocks for The Glittering Plain, which were engraved by A. Leverett, and a few of the earliest initials, engraved by G. F. Campfield. The whole of these wood blocks have been sent to the British Museum, and have been accepted with a condition that they shall not be reproduced or printed from for the space of a hundred years. The electrotypes have been destroyed. In taking this course, which was sanctioned by William Morris when the matter was talked of shortly before his death, the aim of the trustees has been to keep the series of Kelmscott Press books as a thing apart, and to prevent the designs becoming stale by constant repetition. Many of them have been stolen and parodied in America, but in this country they are fortunately copyright. The type remains in the hands of the trustees, and will be used for the printing of its designer’s works, should special editions be called for. Other books of which he would have approved may also be printed with it; the absence of initials and ornament will always distinguish them sufficiently from the books printed at the Kelmscott Press.

The nature of the English hand-made paper used at the Press has been described by William Morris in the foregoing article. It was at first supplied in sheets of which the dimensions were sixteen inches by eleven. Each sheet had as a watermark a conventional primrose between the initials W. M. As stated above, The Golden Legend was to have been the first book put in hand, but as only two pages could have been printed at a time, and this would have made it very costly, paper of double the size was ordered for this work, and The Story of the Glittering Plain was begun instead. This book is a small quarto, as are its five immediate successors, each sheet being folded twice. The last ream of the smaller size of paper was used on The Order of Chivalry. All the other volumes of that series are printed in octavo, on paper of the double size. For the Chaucer a stouter and slightly larger paper was needed. This has for its watermark a Perch with a spray in its mouth. Many of the large quarto books were printed on this paper, of which the first two reams were delivered in February, 1893. Only one other size of paper was used at the Kelmscott Press. The watermark of this is an Apple, with the initials W. M., as in the other two watermarks. The books printed on this paper are The Earthly Paradise, The Floure and the Leafe, The Shepheardes Calender, and Sigurd the Volsung. The last-named is a folio, and the open book shows the size of the sheet, which is about eighteen inches by thirteen. The first supply of this Apple paper was delivered on March 15, 1895.

Except in the case of Blunt’s Love Lyrics, The Nature of Gothic, Biblia Innocentium, The Golden Legend, and The Book of Wisdom and Lies, a few copies of all the books were printed on vellum. The six copies of The Glittering Plain were printed on very fine vellum obtained from Rome, of which it was impossible to get a second supply as it was all required by the Vatican. The vellum for the other books, except for two or three copies of Poems by the Way, which were on the Roman vellum, was supplied by H. Band of Brentford, and by W. J. Turney & Co. of Stourbridge. There are three complete vellum sets in existence, and the extreme difficulty of completing a set after the copies are scattered, makes it unlikely that there will ever be a fourth.

The black ink which proved most satisfactory, after that of more than one English firm had been tried, was obtained from Hanover. William Morris often spoke of making his own ink, in order to be certain of the ingredients, but his intention was never carried out.

The binding of the books in vellum and in half-holland was from the first done by J. & J. Leighton. Most of the vellum used was white, or nearly so, but William Morris himself preferred it dark, and the skins showing brown hair-marks were reserved for the binding of his own copies of the books. The silk ties of four colours, red, blue, yellow, and green, were specially woven and dyed.

In the following section fifty-two works, in sixty-six volumes, are described as having been printed at the Kelmscott Press, besides the two pages of Froissart’s Chronicles. It is scarcely necessary to add that only hand presses have been used, of the type known as ‘Albion.’ In the early days there was only one press on which the books were printed, besides a small press for taking proofs. At the end of May, 1891, larger premises were taken at 14, Upper Mall, next door to the cottage already referred to, which was given up in June. In November, 1891, a second press was bought, as The Golden Legend was not yet half finished, and it seemed as though the last of its 1286 pages would never be reached. Three years later another small house was taken, No. 14 being still retained. This was No. 21, Upper Mall, overlooking the river, which acted as a reflector, so that there was an excellent light for printing. In January, 1895, a third press, specially made for the work, was set up here in order that two presses might be employed on the Chaucer. This press has already passed into other hands, and the little house, with its many associations, and its pleasant outlook towards Chiswick and Mortlake, is now being transformed into a granary. The last sheet printed there was that on which are the frontispiece and title of this book.

14, Upper Mall, Hammersmith, January 4, 1898.











  








AN ANNOTATED LIST OF ALL THE BOOKS PRINTED AT THE KELMSCOTT PRESS IN THE ORDER IN WHICH THEY WERE ISSUED.
 

Note: The borders are numbered as far as possible in the order of their first appearance, those which appear on a verso or left hand page being distinguished by the addition of the letter ‘a’ to the numbers of the recto borders of similar design.

1. THE STORY OF THE GLITTERING PLAIN. WHICH HAS BEEN ALSO CALLED THE LAND OF LIVING MEN OR THE ACRE OF THE UNDYING. WRITTEN BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Small 4to. Golden type. Border 1. 200 paper copies at two guineas, and 6 on vellum. Dated April 4, issued May 8, 1891. Sold by Reeves & Turner. Bound in stiff vellum with washleather ties.

This book was set up from Nos. 81-4 of the English Illustrated Magazine, in which it first appeared; some of the chapter headings were re-arranged, and a few small corrections were made in the text. A trial page, the first printed at the Press, was struck off on January 31, 1891, but the first sheet was not printed until about a month later. The border was designed in January of the same year, and engraved by W. H. Hooper. Mr. Morris had four of the vellum copies bound in green vellum, three of which he gave to friends. Only two copies on vellum were sold, at twelve and fifteen guineas. This was the only book with washleather ties. All the other vellum-bound books have silk ties, except Shelley’s Poems and Hand and Soul, which have no ties.

2. POEMS BY THE WAY. WRITTEN BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Small 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Border 1. 300 paper copies at two guineas, 13 on vellum at about twelve guineas. Dated Sept. 24, issued Oct. 20, 1891. Sold by Reeves & Turner. Bound in stiff vellum.

This was the first book printed at the Kelmscott Press in two colours, and the first book in which the smaller printer’s mark appeared. After The Glittering Plain was finished, at the beginning of April, no printing was done until May 11. In the meanwhile the compositors were busy setting up the early sheets of The Golden Legend. The printing of Poems by the Way, which its author first thought of calling Flores Atramenti, was not begun until July. The poems in it were written at various times. In the manuscript, Hafbur and Signy is dated February 4, 1870; Hildebrand and Hillilel, March 1, 1871; and Love’s Reward, Kelmscott, April 21, 1871. Meeting in Winter is a song from The Story of Orpheus, an unpublished poem intended for The Earthly Paradise. The last poem in the book, Goldilocks and Goldilocks, was written on May 20, 1891, for the purpose of adding to the bulk of the volume, which was then being prepared. A few of the vellum covers were stained at Merton red, yellow, indigo, and dark green, but the experiment was not successful.

3. THE LOVE-LYRICS AND SONGS OF PROTEUS BY WILFRID SCAWEN BLUNT WITH THE LOVE-SONNETS OF PROTEUS BY THE SAME AUTHOR NOW REPRINTED IN THEIR FULL TEXT WITH MANY SONNETS OMITTED FROM THE EARLIER EDITIONS. LONDON MDCCCXCII. Small 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Border 1. 300 paper copies at two guineas, none on vellum. Dated Jan. 26, issued Feb. 27, 1892. Sold by Reeves & Turner. Bound in stiff vellum.

This is the only book in which the initials are printed in red. This was done by the author’s wish.

4. THE NATURE OF GOTHIC A CHAPTER OF THE STONES OF VENICE. BY JOHN RUSKIN. With a preface by William Morris. Small 4to. Golden type. Border 1. Diagrams in text. 500 paper copies at thirty shillings, none on vellum. Dated in preface February 15, issued March 22, 1892. Published by George Allen. Bound in stiff vellum.

This chapter of the Stones of Venice, which Ruskin always considered the most important in the book, was first printed separately in 1854 as a sixpenny pamphlet. Mr. Morris paid more than one tribute to it in Hopes and Fears for Art. Of him Ruskin said in 1887, ‘Morris is beaten gold.’

5. THE DEFENCE OF GUENEVERE, AND OTHER POEMS. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Small 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 2 and 1. 300 paper copies at two guineas, ten on vellum at about twelve guineas. Dated April 2, issued May 19, 1892. Sold by Reeves & Turner. Bound in limp vellum.

This book was set up from a copy of the edition published by Reeves & Turner in 1889, the only alteration, except a few corrections, being in the 11th line of Summer Dawn. It is divided into three parts, the poems suggested by Malory’s Morte d’Arthur, the poems inspired by Froissart’s Chronicles, and poems on various subjects. The two first sections have borders, and the last has a half-border. The first sheet was printed on February 17, 1892. It was the first book bound in limp vellum, and the only one of which the title was inscribed by hand on the back.

6. A DREAM OF JOHN BALL AND A KING’S LESSON. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Small 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 3a, 4, and 2. With a woodcut designed by Sir E. Burne-Jones. 300 paper copies at thirty shillings, eleven on vellum at ten guineas. Dated May 13, issued Sept. 24, 1892. Sold by Reeves & Turner. Bound in limp vellum.

This was set up with a few alterations from a copy of Reeves & Turner’s third edition, and the printing was begun on April 4, 1892. The frontispiece was redrawn from that to the first edition, and engraved on wood by W. H. Hooper, who engraved all Sir E. Burne-Jones’ designs for the Kelmscott Press, except those for The Wood beyond the World and The Life and Death of Jason. The inscription below the figures, and the narrow border, were designed by Mr. Morris, and engraved with the picture on one block, which was afterwards used on a leaflet printed for the Ancoats Brotherhood in February, 1894.

7. THE GOLDEN LEGEND. By Jacobus de Voragine. Translated by William Caxton. Edited by F. S. Ellis. 3 vols. Large 4to. Golden type. Borders 5a, 5, 6a, and 7. Woodcut title and two woodcuts designed by Sir E. Burne-Jones. 500 paper copies at five guineas, none on vellum. Dated Sept. 12, issued Nov. 3, 1892. Published by Bernard Quaritch. Bound in half-holland, with paper labels printed in the Troy type.

In July, 1890, when only a few letters of the Golden type had been cut, Mr. Morris bought a copy of this book, printed by Wynkyn de Worde in 1527. He soon afterwards determined to print it, and on Sept. 11 entered into a formal agreement with Mr. Quaritch for its publication. It was only an unforeseen difficulty about the size of the first stock of paper that led to The Golden Legend not being the first book put in hand. It was set up from a transcript of Caxton’s first edition, lent by the Syndics of the Cambridge University Library for the purpose. A trial page was got out in March, 1891, and 50 pages were in type by May 11, the day on which the first sheet was printed. The first volume was finished, with the exception of the illustrations and the preliminary matter, in Oct., 1891. The two illustrations and the title (which was the first woodcut title designed by Mr. Morris) were not engraved until June and August, 1892, when the third volume was approaching completion. About half a dozen impressions of the illustrations were pulled on vellum. A slip asking owners of the book not to have it bound with pressure, nor to have the edges cut instead of merely trimmed, was inserted in each copy.

8. THE RECUYELL OF THE HISTORYES OF TROYE. By Raoul Lefevre. Translated by William Caxton. Edited by H. Halliday Sparling. 2 vols. Large 4to. Troy type, with table of chapters and glossary in Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 5a, 5, and 8. Woodcut title. 300 paper copies at nine guineas, five on vellum at eighty pounds. Dated Oct. 14, issued Nov. 24, 1892. Published by Bernard Quaritch. Bound in limp vellum.

This book, begun in February, 1892, is the first book printed in Troy type, and the first in which Chaucer type appears. It is a reprint of the first book printed in English. It had long been a favourite with William Morris, who designed a great quantity of initials and ornaments for it, and wrote the following note for Mr. Quaritch’s catalogue: ‘As to the matter of the book, it makes a thoroughly amusing story, instinct with mediæval thought and manners. For though written at the end of the Middle Ages and dealing with classical mythology, it has in it no token of the coming Renaissance, but is merely mediæval. It is the last issue of that story of Troy which through the whole of the Middle Ages had such a hold on men’s imaginations; the story built up from a rumour of the Cyclic Poets, of the heroic City of Troy, defended by Priam and his gallant sons, led by Hector the Preux Chevalier, and beset by the violent and brutal Greeks, who were looked on as the necessary machinery for bringing about the undeniable tragedy of the fall of the city. Surely this is well worth reading, if only as a piece of undiluted mediævalism.’ 2000 copies of a 4to announcement, with specimen pages, were printed at the Kelmscott Press in December, 1892, for distribution by the publisher.

9. BIBLIA INNOCENTIUM: BEING THE STORY OF GOD’S CHOSEN PEOPLE BEFORE THE COMING OF OUR LORD JESUS CHRIST UPON EARTH, WRITTEN ANEW FOR CHILDREN BY J. W. MACKAIL, SOMETIME FELLOW OF BALLIOL COLLEGE, OXFORD.
8vo. Border 2. 200 on paper at a guinea, none on vellum. Dated Oct. 22, issued Dec. 9, 1892. Sold by Reeves & Turner. Bound in stiff vellum.

This was the last book issued in stiff vellum except Hand and Soul, and the last with untrimmed edges. It was the first book printed in 8vo.

10. THE HISTORY OF REYNARD THE FOXE BY WILLIAM CAXTON. Reprinted from his edition of 1481. Edited by H. Halliday Sparling. Large 4to. Troy type, with glossary in Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 5a and 7. Woodcut title. 300 on paper at three guineas, 10 on vellum at fifteen guineas. Dated Dec. 15, 1892, issued Jan. 25, 1893. Published by Bernard Quaritch. Bound in limp vellum.

About this book, which was first announced as in the press in the list dated July, 1892, William Morris wrote the following note for Mr. Quaritch’s catalogue: ‘This translation of Caxton’s is one of the very best of his works as to style; and being translated from a kindred tongue is delightful as mere language. In its rude joviality, and simple and direct delineation of character, it is a thoroughly good representative of the famous ancient Beast Epic.’ The edges of this book, and of all subsequent books, were trimmed in accordance with the invariable practice of the early printers. Mr. Morris much preferred the trimmed edges.

11. THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, PRINTED AFTER THE ORIGINAL COPIES OF VENUS AND ADONIS, 1593. THE RAPE OF LUCRECE, 1594. SONNETS, 1609. THE LOVER’S COMPLAINT. Edited by F. S. Ellis. 8vo. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 1 and 2. 500 paper copies at 25 shillings, 10 on vellum at ten guineas. Dated Jan. 17, issued Feb. 13, 1893. Sold by Reeves & Turner. Bound in limp vellum.

A trial page of this book was set up on Nov. 1, 1892. Though the number was large, this has become one of the rarest books issued from the Press.

12. NEWS FROM NOWHERE: OR, AN EPOCH OF REST, BEING SOME CHAPTERS FROM A UTOPIAN ROMANCE, BY WILLIAM MORRIS. 8vo. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 9a and 4, and a woodcut engraved by W. H. Hooper from a design by C. M. Gere. 300 on paper at two guineas, 10 on vellum at ten guineas. Dated Nov. 22, 1892, issued March 24, 1893. Sold by Reeves & Turner. Bound in limp vellum.

The text of this book was printed before Shakespeare’s Poems and Sonnets, but it was kept back for the frontispiece, which is a picture of the old manor-house in the village of Kelmscott by the upper Thames, from which the Press took its name. It was set up from a copy of one of Reeves & Turner’s editions, and in reading it for the press the author made a few slight corrections. It was the last except the Savonarola (No. 31) in which he used the old paragraph mark which was discarded in favour of the leaves, which had already been used in the two large 4to books printed in the Troy type.

13. THE ORDER OF CHIVALRY. Translated from the French by William Caxton and reprinted from his edition of 1484. Edited by F. S. Ellis. And L’ORDENE DE CHEVALERIE, WITH TRANSLATION BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Small 4to. Chaucer type, in black and red. Borders 9a and 4, and a woodcut designed by Sir Edward Burne-Jones. 225 on paper at thirty shillings, 10 on vellum at ten guineas. The Order of Chivalry dated Nov. 10, 1892, L’Ordene de Chevalerie dated February 24, 1893, issued April 12, 1893. Sold by Reeves & Turner. Bound in limp vellum.

This was the last book printed in small 4to. The last section is in 8vo. It was the first book printed in Chaucer type. The reprint from Caxton was finished while News from Nowhere was in the press, and before Shakespeare’s Poems and Sonnets was begun. The French poem and its translation were added as an after-thought, and have a separate colophon. Some of the three-line initials, which were designed for The Well at the World’s End, are used in the French poem, and this is their first appearance. The translation was begun on Dec. 3, 1892, and the border round the frontispiece was designed on Feb. 13, 1893.

14. THE LIFE OF THOMAS WOLSEY, CARDINAL ARCHBISHOP OF YORK, WRITTEN BY GEORGE CAVENDISH. Edited by F. S. Ellis from the author’s autograph MS. 8vo. Golden type. Border 1. 250 on paper at two guineas, 6 on vellum at ten guineas. Dated March 30, issued May 3, 1893. Sold by Reeves & Turner. Bound in limp vellum.

15. THE HISTORY OF GODEFREY OF BOLOYNE AND OF THE CONQUEST OF IHERUSALEM. Reprinted from Caxton’s edition of 1481. Edited by H. Halliday Sparling. Large 4to. Troy type, with list of chapter headings and glossary in Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 5a and 5, and woodcut title. 300 on paper at six guineas, 6 on vellum at 20 guineas. Dated April 27, issued May 24, 1893. Published by William Morris at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in limp vellum.

This was the fifth and last of the Caxton reprints, with many new ornaments and initials, and a new printer’s mark. It was first announced as in the press in the list dated Dec., 1892. It was the first book published and sold at the Kelmscott Press. An announcement and order form, with two different specimen pages, was printed at the Press, besides a special invoice. A few copies were bound in half holland, not for sale.

16. UTOPIA, WRITTEN BY SIR THOMAS MORE. A reprint of the 2nd edition of Ralph Robinson’s translation, with a foreword by William Morris. Edited by F. S. Ellis. 8vo. Chaucer type, with the reprinted title in Troy type. In black and red. Borders 4 and 2. 300 on paper at thirty shillings, 8 on vellum at ten guineas. Dated August 4, issued September 8, 1893. Sold by Reeves & Turner. Bound in limp vellum.

This book was first announced as in the press in the list dated May 20, 1893.

17. MAUD, A MONODRAMA. BY ALFRED LORD TENNYSON. 8vo. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 10a and 10, and woodcut title. 500 on paper at two guineas, 5 on vellum not for sale. Dated Aug. 11, issued Sept. 30, 1893. Published by Macmillan & Co. Bound in limp vellum.

The borders were specially designed for this book. They were both used again in the Keats, and one of them appears in The Sundering Flood. It is the first of the 8vo books with a woodcut title.

18. GOTHIC ARCHITECTURE: A LECTURE FOR THE ARTS AND CRAFTS EXHIBITION SOCIETY, BY WILLIAM MORRIS. 16mo. Golden type. In black and red. 1500 on paper at two shillings and sixpence, 45 on vellum at ten and fifteen shillings. Bound in half holland.

This lecture was set up at Hammersmith and printed at the New Gallery during the Arts and Crafts Exhibition in October and November, 1893. The first copies were ready on October 21, and the book was twice reprinted before the Exhibition closed. It was the first book printed in 16mo. The four-line initials used in it appear here for the first time. The vellum copies were sold during the Exhibition at ten shillings, and the price was subsequently raised to fifteen shillings.

19. SIDONIA THE SORCERESS, BY WILLIAM MEINHOLD, TRANSLATED BY FRANCESCA SPERANZA LADY WILDE. Large 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Border 8. 300 paper copies at four guineas, 10 on vellum at twenty guineas. Dated Sept. 15, issued November 1, 1893. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

Before the publication of this book a large 4to announcement and order form was issued, with a specimen page and an interesting description of the book and its author, written and signed by William Morris. Some copies were bound in half holland, not for sale.

20. BALLADS AND NARRATIVE POEMS BY DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI. 8vo. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 4a and 4, and woodcut title. 310 on paper at two guineas, 6 on vellum at ten guineas. Dated Oct. 14, issued in November, 1893. Published by Ellis & Elvey. Bound in limp vellum.

This book was announced as in preparation in the list of August 1, 1893.

21. THE TALE OF KING FLORUS AND THE FAIR JEHANE. Translated by William Morris from the French of the 13th century. 16mo. Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 11a and 11, and woodcut title. 350 on paper at seven shillings and sixpence, 15 on vellum at thirty shillings. Dated Dec. 16, issued Dec. 28, 1893. Published by William Morris. Bound in half holland.

This story, like the three other translations with which it is uniform, was taken from a little volume called Nouvelles Françoises en prose du XIIIe siècle. Paris, Jannet, 1856. They were first announced as in preparation under the heading ‘French Tales’ in the list dated May 20, 1893. Eighty-five copies of King Florus were bought by J. and M. L. Tregaskis, who had them bound in all parts of the world. These are now in the Rylands Library at Manchester.

22. THE STORY OF THE GLITTERING PLAIN WHICH HAS BEEN ALSO CALLED THE LAND OF LIVING MEN OR THE ACRE OF THE UNDYING. WRITTEN BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Large 4to. Troy type, with list of chapters in Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 12a and 12, 23 designs by Walter Crane, engraved by A. Leverett, and a woodcut title. 250 on paper at five guineas, 7 on vellum at twenty pounds. Dated Jan. 13, issued Feb. 17, 1894. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

Neither the borders in this book nor six out of the seven frames round the illustrations appear in any other book. The seventh is used round the second picture in Love is Enough. A few copies were bound in half holland.

23. OF THE FRIENDSHIP OF AMIS AND AMILE. Done out of the ancient French by William Morris. 16mo. Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 11a and 11, and woodcut title. 500 on paper at seven shillings and sixpence, 15 on vellum at thirty shillings. Dated March 13, issued April 4, 1894. Published by William Morris. Bound in half holland.

A poem entitled Amys and Amillion, founded on this story, was originally to have appeared in the second volume of The Earthly Paradise, but, like some other poems announced at the same time, it was not included in the book.

20a. SONNETS AND LYRICAL POEMS BY DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI. 8vo. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 1a and 1, and woodcut title. 310 on paper at two guineas, 6 on vellum at ten guineas. Dated Feb. 20, issued April 21, 1894. Published by Ellis & Elvey. Bound in limp vellum.

This book is uniform with No. 20, to which it forms a sequel. Both volumes were read for the press by Mr. W. M. Rossetti.

24. THE POEMS OF JOHN KEATS. Edited by F. S. Ellis. 8vo. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 10a and 10, and woodcut title. 300 on paper at thirty shillings, 7 on vellum at nine guineas. Dated March 7, issued May 8, 1894. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

This is now (Jan., 1898) the most sought after of all the smaller Kelmscott Press books. It was announced as in preparation in the lists of May 27 and August 1, 1893, and as in the press in that of March 31, 1894, when the woodcut title still remained to be printed.

25. ATALANTA IN CALYDON: A TRAGEDY. BY ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. Large 4to. Troy type, with argument and dramatis personæ in Chaucer type; the dedication and quotation from Euripides in Greek type designed by Selwyn Image. In black and red. Borders 5a and 5, and woodcut title. 250 on paper at two guineas, 8 on vellum at twelve guineas. Dated May 4, issued July 24, 1894. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

In the vellum copies of this book the colophon is not on the 82nd page as in the paper copies, but on the following page.

26. THE TALE OF THE EMPEROR COUSTANS AND OF OVER SEA. Done out of ancient French by William Morris. 16mo. Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 11a and 11, both twice, and two woodcut titles. 525 on paper at seven shillings and sixpence, 20 on vellum at two guineas. Dated August 30, issued Sept. 26, 1894. Published by William Morris. Bound in half holland.

The first of these stories, which was the source of The Man born to be King, in The Earthly Paradise, was announced as in preparation in the list of March 31, 1894.

27. THE WOOD BEYOND THE WORLD. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. 8vo. Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 13a and 13, and a frontispiece designed by Sir E. Burne-Jones, and engraved on wood by W. Spielmeyer. 350 on paper at two guineas, 8 on vellum at ten guineas. Dated May 30, issued Oct. 16, 1894. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

The borders in this book, as well as the ten half-borders, are here used for the first time. It was first announced as in the press in the list of March 31, 1894. Another edition was published by Lawrence & Bullen in 1895.

28. THE BOOK OF WISDOM AND LIES. A book of traditional stories from Georgia in Asia. Translated by Oliver Wardrop from the original of Sulkhan-Saba Orbeliani. 8vo. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 4a and 4, and woodcut title. 250 on paper at two guineas, none on vellum. Finished Sept. 29, issued Oct. 29, 1894. Published by Bernard Quaritch. Bound in limp vellum.

The arms of Georgia, consisting of the Holy Coat, appear in the woodcut title of this book.

29. THE POETICAL WORKS OF PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. VOLUME I. Edited by F. S. Ellis. 8vo. Golden type. Borders 1a and 1, and woodcut title. 250 on paper at twenty-five shillings, 6 on vellum at eight guineas. Not dated, issued Nov. 29, 1894. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum without ties.

Red ink is not used in this volume, though it is used in the second volume, and more sparingly in the third. Some of the half-borders designed for The Wood beyond the World reappear before the longer poems. The Shelley was first announced as in the press in the list of March 31, 1894.

30. PSALMI PENITENTIALES. An English rhymed version of the Seven Penitential Psalms. Edited by F. S. Ellis. 8vo. Chaucer type. In black and red. 300 on paper at seven shillings and sixpence, 12 on vellum at three guineas. Dated Nov. 15, issued Dec. 10, 1894. Published by William Morris. Bound in half holland.

These verses were taken from a manuscript Book of Hours written at Gloucester in the first half of the fifteenth century, but the Rev. Professor Skeat has pointed out that the scribe must have copied them from an older manuscript, as they are in the Kentish dialect of about a century earlier. The half-border on  appears for the first time in this book.

31. EPISTOLA DE CONTEMPTU MUNDI DI FRATE HIERONYMO DA FERRARA DELLORDINE DE FRATI PREDICATORI LA QUALE MANDA AD ELENA BUONACCORSI SUA MADRE, PER CONSOLARLA DELLA MORTE DEL FRATELLO, SUO ZIO. Edited by Charles Fairfax Murray from the original autograph letter. 8vo. Chaucer type. In black and red. Border 1. Woodcut on title designed by C. F. Murray and engraved by W. H. Hooper. 150 on paper, and 6 on vellum. Dated Nov. 30, ready Dec. 12, 1894. Bound in half holland.

This little book was printed for Mr. C. Fairfax Murray, the owner of the manuscript, and was not for sale in the ordinary way. The colophon is in Italian, and the printer’s mark is in red.

32. THE TALE OF BEOWULF. Done out of the Old English tongue by William Morris and A. J. Wyatt. Large 4to. Troy type, with argument, side-notes, list of persons and places, and glossary in Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 14a and 14, and woodcut title. 300 on paper at two guineas, 8 on vellum at ten pounds. Dated Jan. 10, issued Feb. 2, 1895. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

The borders in this book were only used once again, in the Jason. A Note to the Reader printed on a slip in the Golden type was inserted in each copy. Beowulf was first announced as in preparation in the list of May 20, 1893. The verse translation was begun by Mr. Morris, with the aid of Mr. Wyatt’s careful paraphrase of the text, on Feb. 21, 1893, and finished on April 10, 1894, but the argument was not written by Mr. Morris until Dec. 10, 1894.

33. SYR PERECYVELLE OF GALES. Overseen by F. S. Ellis, after the edition edited by J. O. Halliwell from the Thornton MS. in the Library of Lincoln Cathedral. 8vo. Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 13a and 13, and a woodcut designed by Sir E. Burne-Jones. 350 on paper at fifteen shillings, 8 on vellum at four guineas. Dated Feb. 16, issued May 2, 1895. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

This is the first of the series to which Sire Degrevaunt and Syr Isumbrace belong. They were all reprinted from the Camden Society’s volume of 1844, which was a favourite with Mr. Morris from his Oxford days. Syr Perecyvelle was first announced in the list of Dec. 1, 1894. The shoulder-notes were added by Mr. Morris.

34. THE LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON, A POEM. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Large 4to. Troy type, with a few words in Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 14a and 14, and two woodcuts designed by Sir E. Burne-Jones and engraved on wood by W. Spielmeyer. 200 on paper at five guineas, 6 on vellum at twenty guineas. Dated May 25, issued July 5, 1895. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

This book, announced as in the press in the list of April 21, 1894, proceeded slowly, as several other books, notably the Chaucer, were being printed at the same time. The text, which had been corrected for the second edition of 1868, and for the edition of 1882, was again revised by the author. The line-fillings on the last page were cut on metal for this book, and cast like type.

29a. THE POETICAL WORKS OF PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. VOLUME II. Edited by F. S. Ellis. 8vo. Golden type. In black and red. 250 on paper at twenty-five shillings, 6 on vellum at eight guineas. Not dated, issued March 25, 1895. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum without ties.

35. CHILD CHRISTOPHER AND GOLDILIND THE FAIR. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. 2 vols. 16mo. Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 15a and 15, and woodcut title. 600 on paper at fifteen shillings, 12 on vellum at four guineas. Dated July 25, issued Sept. 25, 1895. Published by William Morris. Bound in half holland, with labels printed in the Golden type.

The borders designed for this book were only used once again, in Hand and Soul. The plot of the story was suggested by that of Havelok the Dane, printed by the Early English Text Society.

29b. THE POETICAL WORKS OF PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. VOLUME III. Edited by F. S. Ellis. 8vo. Golden type. In black and red. 250 on paper at twenty-five shillings, 6 on vellum at eight guineas. Dated August 21, issued October 28, 1895. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum without ties.

36. HAND AND SOUL. BY DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI. Reprinted from The Germ for Messrs. Way & Williams, of Chicago. 16mo. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 15a and 15, and woodcut title. 300 paper copies and 11 vellum copies for America. 225 paper copies for sale in England at ten shillings, and 10 on vellum at thirty shillings. Dated Oct. 24, issued Dec. 12, 1895. Bound in stiff vellum without ties.

This was the only 16mo book bound in vellum. The English and American copies have a slightly different colophon. The shoulder-notes were added by Mr. Morris.

37. POEMS CHOSEN OUT OF THE WORKS OF ROBERT HERRICK. Edited by F. S. Ellis, 8vo. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 4a and 4, and woodcut title. 250 on paper at thirty shillings, 8 on vellum at eight guineas. Dated Nov. 21, 1895, issued Feb. 6, 1896. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

This book was first announced as in preparation in the list of Dec. 1, 1894, and as in the press in that of July 1, 1895.

38. POEMS CHOSEN OUT OF THE WORKS OF SAMUEL TAYLOR COLERIDGE. Edited by F. S. Ellis. 8vo. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 13a and 13. 300 on paper at a guinea, 8 on vellum at five guineas. Dated Feb. 5, issued April 12, 1896. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

This book contains thirteen poems. It was first announced as in preparation in the list of Dec. 1, 1894, and as in the press in that of Nov. 26, 1895. It is the last of the series to which Tennyson’s Maud, and the poems of Rossetti, Keats, Shelley, and Herrick belong.

39. THE WELL AT THE WORLD’S END. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Large 4to. Double columns. Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 16a, 16, 17a, 17, 18a, 18, 19a and 19, and 4 woodcuts designed by Sir E. Burne-Jones. 350 on paper at five guineas, 8 on vellum at twenty guineas. Dated March 2, issued June 4, 1896. Sold by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

This book, delayed for various reasons, was longer on hand than any other. It appears in no less than twelve lists, from that of Dec., 1892, to that of Nov. 26, 1895, as ‘in the press.’ Trial pages, including one in a single column, were ready as early as September, 1892, and the printing began on December 16 of that year. The edition of The Well at the World’s End published by Longmans was then being printed from the author’s manuscript at the Chiswick Press, and the Kelmscott Press edition was set up from the sheets of that edition, which, though not issued until October, 1896, was finished in 1894. The eight borders and the six different ornaments between the columns, appear here for the first time, but are used again in The Water of the Wondrous Isles, with the exception of two borders.

40. THE WORKS OF GEOFFREY CHAUCER. Edited by F. S. Ellis. Folio. Chaucer type, with headings to the longer poems in Troy type. In black and red. Borders 20a to 26, woodcut title, and 87 woodcut illustrations designed by Sir E. Burne-Jones. 425 on paper at twenty pounds, 13 on vellum at 120 guineas. Dated May 8, issued June 26, 1893. Published by William Morris. Bound in half holland.

The history of this book, which is by far the most important achievement of the Kelmscott Press, is as follows. As far back as June 11, 1891, Mr. Morris spoke of printing a Chaucer with a black-letter fount which he hoped to design. Four months later, when most of the Troy type was designed and cut, he expressed his intention to use it first on John Ball, and then on a Chaucer and perhaps a Gesta Romanorum. By January 1, 1892, the Troy type was delivered, and early in that month two trial pages, one from The Cook’s Tale and one from Sir Thopas, the latter in double columns, were got out. It then became evident that the type was too large for a Chaucer, and Mr. Morris decided to have it re-cut in the size known as pica. By the end of June he was thus in possession of the type which in the list issued in December, 1892, he named the Chaucer type. In July, 1892, another trial page, a passage from The Knight’s Tale in double columns of 58 lines, was got out, and found to be satisfactory. The idea of the Chaucer as it now exists, with illustrations by Sir Edward Burne-Jones, then took definite shape.

In a proof of the first list, dated April, 1892, there is an announcement of the book as in preparation, in black-letter, large quarto, but this was struck out, and does not appear in the list as printed in May, nor yet in the July list. In that for Dec., 1892, it is announced for the first time as to be in Chaucer type ‘with about sixty designs by E. Burne-Jones.’ The next list, dated March 9, 1893, states that it will be a folio and that it is in the press, by which was meant that a few pages were in type. In the list dated Aug. 1, 1893, the probable price is given as twenty pounds. The next four lists contain no fresh information, but on Aug. 17, 1894, nine days after the first sheet was printed, a notice was sent to the trade that there would be 325 copies at twenty pounds and about sixty woodcuts designed by Sir Edward Burne-Jones. Three months later it was decided to increase the number of illustrations to upwards of seventy, and to print another 100 copies of the book. A circular letter was sent to subscribers on Nov. 14, stating this and giving them an opportunity of cancelling their orders. Orders were not withdrawn, the extra copies were immediately taken up, and the list for Dec. 1, 1894, which is the first containing full particulars, announces that all paper copies are sold.

Mr. Morris began designing his first folio border on Feb. 1, 1893, but was dissatisfied with the design and did not finish it. Three days later he began the vine border for the first page, and finished it in about a week, together with the initial word ‘Whan,’ the two lines of heading, and the frame for the first picture, and Mr. Hooper engraved the whole of these on one block. The first picture was engraved at about the same time. A specimen of the first page (differing slightly from the same page as it appears in the book) was shown at the Arts and Crafts Exhibition in October and November, 1893, and was issued to a few leading booksellers, but it was not until August 8, 1894, that the first sheet was printed at 14, Upper Mall. On Jan. 8, 1895, another press was started at 21, Upper Mall, and from that time two presses were almost exclusively at work on the Chaucer. By Sept. 10 the last page of The Romaunt of the Rose was printed. In the middle of Feb., 1896, Mr. Morris began designing the title. It was finished on the 27th of the same month and engraved by Mr. Hooper in March. On May 8, a year and nine months after the printing of the first sheet, the book was completed. On June 2 the first two copies were delivered to Sir Edward Burne-Jones and Mr. Morris. Mr. Morris’ copy is now at Exeter College, Oxford, with other books printed at the Kelmscott Press.

Besides the eighty-seven illustrations designed by Sir Edward Burne-Jones, and engraved by W. H. Hooper, the Chaucer contains a woodcut title, fourteen large borders, eighteen different frames round the illustrations, and twenty-six large initial words designed for the book by William Morris. Many of these were engraved by C. E. Keates, and others by W. H. Hooper and W. Spielmeyer.

In Feb., 1896, a notice was issued respecting special bindings, of which Mr. Morris intended to design four. Two of these were to have been executed under Mr. Cobden-Sanderson’s direction at the Doves Bindery, and two by Messrs. J. & J. Leighton. But the only design that he was able to complete was for a full white pigskin binding, which has now been carried out at the Doves Bindery on forty-eight copies, including two on vellum.

41. THE EARTHLY PARADISE. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. VOLUME I. PROLOGUE: THE WANDERERS. MARCH: ATALANTA’S RACE. THE MAN BORN TO BE KING. Medium 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 27a, 27, 28a, and 28, and woodcut title. 225 on paper at thirty shillings, 6 on vellum at seven guineas. Dated May 7, issued July 24, 1896. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

This was the first book printed on the paper with the apple watermark. The seven other volumes followed it at intervals of a few months. None of the ten borders used in The Earthly Paradise appear in any other book. The four different half-borders round the poems to the months are also not used elsewhere. The first border was designed in June, 1895.

42. LAUDES BEATAE MARIAE VIRGINIS. Latin poems taken from a Psalter written in England about A. D. 1220. Edited by S. C. Cockerell. Large 4to. Troy type. In black, red, and blue. 250 on paper at ten shillings, 10 on vellum at two guineas. Dated July 7, issued August 7, 1896. Published by William Morris. Bound in half holland.

This was the first book printed at the Kelmscott Press in three colours. The manuscript from which the poems were taken was one of the most beautiful of the English books in Mr. Morris’ possession, both as regards writing and ornament. No author’s name is given to the poems, but after this book was issued the Rev. E. S. Dewick pointed out that they had already been printed at Tegernsee in 1579, in a 16mo volume in which they are ascribed to Stephen Langton. A note to this effect was printed in the Chaucer type in Dec. 28, 1896, and distributed to the subscribers.

41a. THE EARTHLY PARADISE. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. VOLUME II. APRIL: THE DOOM OF KING ACRISIUS. THE PROUD KING. Medium 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 29a, 29, 28a, and 28. 225 on paper at thirty shillings, 6 on vellum at seven guineas. Dated June 24, issued Sept. 17, 1896. Published by William Morris. Bound in limp vellum.

43. THE FLOURE AND THE LEAFE, AND THE BOKE OF CUPIDE, GOD OF LOVE, OR THE CUCKOW AND THE NIGHTINGALE. Edited by F. S. Ellis. Medium 4to. Troy type, with note and colophon in Chaucer type. In black and red. 300 on paper at ten shillings, 10 on vellum at two guineas. Dated Aug. 21, issued Nov. 2, 1896. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in half holland.

Two of the initial words from the Chaucer are used in this book, one at the beginning of each poem. These poems were formerly attributed to Chaucer, but recent scholarship has proved that The Floure and the Leafe is much later than Chaucer, and that The Cuckow and the Nightingale was written by Sir Thomas Clanvowe about A. D. 1405-10.

44. THE SHEPHEARDES CALENDER: CONTEYNING TWELVE ÆGLOGUES, PROPORTIONABLE TO THE TWELVE MONETHES. By Edmund Spenser. Edited by F. S. Ellis. Medium 4to. Golden type. In black and red. With twelve full-page illustrations by A. J. Gaskin. 225 on paper at a guinea, 6 on vellum at three guineas. Dated Oct. 14, issued Nov. 26, 1896. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in half holland.

The illustrations in this book were printed from process blocks by Walker & Boutall. By an oversight the names of author, editor, and artist were omitted from the colophon.

41b. THE EARTHLY PARADISE. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. VOLUME III. MAY: THE STORY OF CUPID AND PSYCHE. THE WRITING ON THE IMAGE. JUNE: THE LOVE OF ALCESTIS. THE LADY OF THE LAND. Medium 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 30a, 30, 27a, 27, 28a, 28, 29a, and 29. 225 on paper at thirty shillings, 6 on vellum at seven guineas. Dated Aug. 24, issued Dec. 5, 1896. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in limp vellum.

41c. THE EARTHLY PARADISE. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. VOLUME IV. JULY: THE SON OF CRŒSUS. THE WATCHING OF THE FALCON. AUGUST: PYGMALION AND THE IMAGE. OGIER THE DANE. Medium 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 31a, 31, 29a, 29, 28a, 28, 30a, and 30. Dated Nov. 25, 1896, issued Jan. 22, 1897. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in limp vellum.

41d. THE EARTHLY PARADISE. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. VOLUME V. SEPTEMBER: THE DEATH OF PARIS. THE LAND EAST OF THE SUN AND WEST OF THE MOON. OCTOBER: THE STORY OF ACONTIUS AND CYDIPPE. THE MAN WHO NEVER LAUGHED AGAIN. Medium 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 29a, 29, 27a, 27, 28a, 28, 31a, and 31. Finished Dec. 24, 1896, issued Mar. 9, 1897. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in limp vellum.

41e. THE EARTHLY PARADISE. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. VOLUME VI. NOVEMBER: THE STORY OF RHODOPE. THE LOVERS OF GUDRUN. Medium 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 27a, 27, 30a, and 30. Finished Feb. 18, issued May 11, 1897. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in limp vellum.

41f. THE EARTHLY PARADISE. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. VOLUME VII. DECEMBER: THE GOLDEN APPLES. THE FOSTERING OF ASLAUG. JANUARY: BELLEROPHON AT ARGOS. THE RING GIVEN TO VENUS. Medium 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 29a, 29, 31a, 31, 30a, 30, 27a, and 27. Finished March 17, issued July 29, 1897. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in limp vellum.

45. THE WATER OF THE WONDROUS ISLES. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Large 4to. Chaucer type, in double columns, with a few lines in Troy type at the end of each of the seven parts. In black and red. Borders 16a, 17a, 18a, 19, and 19a. 250 on paper at three guineas, 6 on vellum at twelve guineas. Dated April 1, issued July 29, 1897. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in limp vellum.

Unlike The Well at the World’s End, with which it is mainly uniform, this book has red shoulder-notes and no illustrations. Mr. Morris began the story in verse on Feb. 4, 1895. A few days later he began it afresh in alternate prose and verse; but he was again dissatisfied, and finally began it a third time in prose alone, as it now stands. It was first announced as in the press in the list of June 1, 1896, at which date the early chapters were in type, although they were not printed until about a month later. The designs for the initial words ‘Whilom’ and ‘Empty’ were begun by William Morris shortly before his death, and were finished by R. Catterson-Smith. Another edition was published by Longmans on Oct. 1, 1897.

41g. THE EARTHLY PARADISE. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. VOLUME VIII. FEBRUARY: BELLEROPHON IN LYCIA. THE HILL OF VENUS. EPILOGUE. L’ENVOI. Medium 4to. Golden type. In black and red. Borders 28a, 28, 29a, and 29. Finished June 10, issued Sept. 27, 1897. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in limp vellum.

The colophon of this final volume of The Earthly Paradise contains the following note: ‘The borders in this edition of The Earthly Paradise were designed by William Morris, except those on page 4 of volumes ii., iii., and iv., afterwards repeated, which were designed to match the opposite borders, under William Morris’ direction, by R. Catterson-Smith; who also finished the initial words ‘Whilom’ and ‘Empty’ for The Water of the Wondrous Isles. All the other letters, borders, title-pages and ornaments used at the Kelmscott Press, except the Greek type in Atalanta in Calydon, were designed by William Morris.’

46. TWO TRIAL PAGES OF THE PROJECTED EDITION OF LORD BERNERS’ TRANSLATION OF FROISSART’S CHRONICLES. Folio. Chaucer type, with heading in Troy type. In black and red. Border 32, containing the shields of France, the Empire, and England and a half-border containing those of Reginald Lord Cobham, Sir John Chandos, and Sir Walter Manny. 160 on vellum at a guinea, none on paper. Dated September, issued October 7, 1897. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Not bound.

It was the intention of Mr. Morris to make this edition of what was since his college days almost his favourite book, a worthy companion to the Chaucer. It was to have been in two volumes folio, with new cusped initials and heraldic ornament throughout. Each volume was to have had a large frontispiece designed by Sir E. Burne-Jones; the subject of the first was to have been St. George, that of the second, Fame. A trial page was set up in the Troy type soon after it came from the foundry, in Jan., 1892. Early in 1893 trial pages were set up in the Chaucer type, and in the list for March 9 of that year the book is erroneously stated to be in the press. In the three following lists it is announced as in preparation. In the list dated Dec. 1, 1893, and in the three next lists, it is again announced as in the press, and the number to be printed is given as 150. Meanwhile the printing of the Chaucer had been begun, and as it was not feasible to carry on two folios at the same time, the Froissart again comes under the heading ‘in preparation’ in the lists from Dec. 1, 1894, to June 1, 1896. In the prospectus of the Shepheardes Calender, dated Nov. 12, 1896, it is announced as abandoned. At that time about thirty-four pages were in type, but no sheet had been printed. Before the type was broken up, on Dec. 24, 1896, 32 copies of sixteen of these pages were printed and given as a memento to personal friends of the poet and printer whose death now made the completion of the book impossible. This suggested the idea of printing two pages for wider distribution. The half-border had been engraved in April, 1894, by W. Spielmeyer, but the large border only existed as a drawing. It was engraved with great skill and spirit by C. E. Keates, and the two pages were printed by Stephen Mowlem, with the help of an apprentice, in a manner worthy of the designs.

47. SIRE DEGREVAUNT. Edited by F. S. Ellis after the edition printed by J. O. Halliwell. 8vo. Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 1a and 1, and a woodcut designed by Sir Edward Burne-Jones. 350 on paper at fifteen shillings, 8 on vellum at four guineas. Dated Mar. 14, 1896, issued Nov. 12, 1897. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in half holland.

This book, subjects from which were painted by Sir Edward Burne-Jones on the walls of The Red House, Upton, Bexley Heath, many years ago, was always a favourite with Mr. Morris. The frontispiece was not printed until October, 1897, eighteen months after the text was finished.

48. SYR YSAMBRACE. Edited by F. S. Ellis after the edition printed by J. O. Halliwell from the MS. in the Library of Lincoln Cathedral, with some corrections. 8vo. Chaucer type. In black and red. Borders 4a and 4, and a woodcut designed by Sir Edward Burne-Jones. 350 on paper at twelve shillings, 8 on vellum at four guineas. Dated July 14, issued Nov. 11, 1897. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in half holland.

This is the third and last of the reprints from the Camden Society’s volume of Thornton Romances. The text was all set up and partly printed by June, 1896, at which time it was intended to include ‘Sir Eglamour’ in the same volume.

49. SOME GERMAN WOODCUTS OF THE FIFTEENTH CENTURY. Being thirty-five reproductions from books that were in the library of the late William Morris. Edited, with a list of the principal woodcut books in that library, by S. C. Cockerell. Large 4to. Golden type. In red and black. 225 on paper at thirty shillings, 8 on vellum at five guineas. Dated Dec. 15, 1897, issued January 6, 1898. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in half holland.

Of these thirty-five reproductions twenty-nine were all that were done of a series chosen by Mr. Morris to illustrate a catalogue of his library, and the other six were prepared by him for an article in the 4th number of Bibliographica, part of which is reprinted as an introduction to the book. The process blocks (with one exception) were made by Walker & Boutall, and are of the same size as the original cuts.

50. THE STORY OF SIGURD THE VOLSUNG AND THE FALL OF THE NIBLUNGS. BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Small folio. Chaucer type, with title and headings to the four books in Troy type. In black and red. Borders 33a and 33, and two illustrations designed by Sir Edward Burne-Jones. 160 on paper at six guineas, 6 on vellum at twenty guineas. Dated January 19, issued February 25, 1898. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in limp vellum.

The two borders used in this book were almost the last that Mr. Morris designed. They were intended for an edition of The Hill of Venus, which was to have been written in prose by him and illustrated by Sir E. Burne-Jones. The foliage was suggested by the ornament in two Psalters of the last half of the thirteenth century in the library at Kelmscott House. The initial A at the beginning of the 3rd book was designed in March, 1893, for the Froissart, and does not appear elsewhere.

An edition of Sigurd the Volsung, which Mr. Morris justly considered his masterpiece, was contemplated early in the history of the Kelmscott Press. An announcement appears in a proof of the first list, dated April, 1892, but it was excluded from the list as issued in May. It did not reappear until the list of November 26, 1895, in which, the Chaucer being near its completion, Sigurd comes under the heading ‘in preparation,’ as a folio in Troy type, ‘with about twenty-five illustrations by Sir E. Burne-Jones.’ In the list of June 1, 1896, it is finally announced as ‘in the press,’ the number of illustrations is increased to forty, and other particulars are given. Four borders had then been designed for it, two of which were used on pages 470 and 471 of the Chaucer. The other two have not been used, though one of them has been engraved. Two pages only were in type, thirty-two copies of which were struck off on Jan. 11, 1897, and given to friends, with the sixteen pages of Froissart mentioned above.

51. THE SUNDERING FLOOD WRITTEN BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Overseen for the press by May Morris. 8vo. Chaucer type. In black and red. Border 10, and a ma on paper at two guineas. Dated Nov. 15, 1897, issued Feb. 25, 1898. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in half holland.

This was the last romance by William Morris. He began to write it on Dec. 21, 1895, and dictated the final words on Sept. 8, 1896. The map pasted into the cover was drawn by H. Cribb for Walker & Boutall, who prepared the block. In the edition that Longmans are about to issue the bands of robbers called in the Kelmscott edition Red and Black Skinners appear correctly as Red and Black Skimmers. The name was probably suggested by that of the pirates called ‘escumours of the sea’ on page 154 of Godefrey of Boloyne.

52. LOVE IS ENOUGH, OR THE FREEING OF PHARAMOND: A MORALITY. WRITTEN BY WILLIAM MORRIS. Large 4to. Troy type, with stage directions in Chaucer type. In black, red, and blue. Borders 6a and 7, and two illustrations designed by Sir Edward Burne-Jones. 300 on paper at two guineas, 8 on vellum at ten guineas. Dated Dec. 11, 1897, issued Mar. 24, 1898. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in limp vellum.

This was the second book printed in three colours at the Kelmscott Press. As explained in the colophon, the final picture was not designed for this edition of Love is Enough, but for the projected edition referred to above, on page 5.

53. A NOTE BY WILLIAM MORRIS ON HIS AIMS IN FOUNDING THE KELMSCOTT PRESS, TOGETHER WITH A SHORT DESCRIPTION OF THE PRESS BY S. C. COCKERELL, AND AN ANNOTATED LIST OF THE BOOKS PRINTED THEREAT. Octavo. Golden type, with five pages in the Troy and Chaucer types. In black and red. Borders 4a and 4, and a woodcut designed by Sir E. Burne-Jones. 525 on paper at ten shillings, 12 on vellum at two guineas. Dated March 1, issued March 24, 1898. Published at the Kelmscott Press. Bound in half holland.

The frontispiece to this book was engraved by William Morris for the projected edition of The Earthly Paradise described on page 5. This block and the blocks for the three ornaments on page 7 are not included among those mentioned on page 12 as having been sent to the British Museum.






  








VARIOUS LISTS, LEAFLETS AND ANNOUNCEMENTS PRINTED AT THE KELMSCOTT PRESS.
 

Eighteen lists of the books printed or in preparation at the Kelmscott Press were issued to booksellers and subscribers. The dates of these are May, July, and Dec., 1892; March 9, May 20, May 27, Aug. 1, and Dec. 1, 1893; March 31, April 21, July 2, Oct. 1 (a leaflet), and Dec. 1, 1894; July 1, and Nov. 26, 1895; June 1, 1896; Feb. 16, and July 28, 1897. The three lists for 1892, and some copies of that for Mar. 9, 1893, were printed on Whatman paper, the last of the stock bought for the first edition of The Roots of the Mountains (see ). Besides these, twenty-nine announcements, relating mainly to individual books, were issued; and eight leaflets, containing extracts from the lists, were printed for distribution by Messrs. Morris & Co.

The following items, as having a more permanent interest than most of these announcements, merit a full description:

1. Two forms of invitation to the annual gatherings of The Hammersmith Socialist Society on Jan. 30, 1892, and Feb. 11, 1893. Golden type.

2. A four-page leaflet for the Ancoats Brotherhood, with the frontispiece from the Kelmscott Press edition of A Dream of John Ball on the first page. March, 1894. Golden type. 2500 copies.

3. An address to Sir Lowthian Bell, Bart., from his employés, dated 30th June, 1894. 8 pages. Golden type. 250 on paper and 2 on vellum.

4. A leaflet, with fly-leaf, headed An American Memorial to Keats, together with a form of invitation to the unveiling of his bust in Hampstead Parish Church on July 16, 1894. Golden type. 750 copies.

5. A slip giving the text of a memorial tablet to Dr. Thomas Sadler, for distribution at the unveiling of it in Rosslyn Hill Chapel, Hampstead. Nov., 1894. Golden type. 450 copies.

6. Scholarship certificates for the Technical Education Board of the London County Council, printed in the oblong borders designed for the pictures in Chaucer’s Works. One of these borders was not used in the book, and this is its only appearance. The first certificate was printed in Nov., 1894, and was followed in Jan., 1896, by eleven certificates; in Jan., 1897, by six certificates; and in Feb., 1898, by eleven certificates, all differently worded. Golden type. The numbers varied from 12 to 2500 copies.

7. Programmes of the Kelmscott Press annual wayzgoose for the years 1892-5. These were printed without supervision from Mr. Morris.

8. Specimen showing the three types used at the Press for insertion in the first edition of Strange’s Alphabets. March, 1895. 2000 ordinary copies and 60 on large paper.

9. Card for Associates of the Deaconess Institution for the Diocese of Rochester. One side of this card is printed in Chaucer type; on the other there is a prayer in the Troy type enclosed in a small border which was not used elsewhere. It was designed for the illustrations of a projected edition of The House of the Wolfings. April, 1897. 250 copies.
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Savonarola, De contemptu Mundi
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The Life and Death of Jason
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Rossetti’s Hand and Soul
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Herrick’s Poems
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Coleridge’s Poems
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The Well at the World’s End
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The Earthly Paradise, Vol. I.
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Spenser’s Shepheardes Calender
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The Water of the Wondrous Isles
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Trial pages of Froissart
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A Note by William Morris
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Card for Associates of the Deaconess Institution for the Diocese of Rochester
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Other works announced in the lists as in preparation, but afterwards abandoned, were The Tragedies, Histories, and Comedies of William Shakespeare; Caxton’s Vitas Patrum; The Poems of Theodore Watts-Dunton; and A Catalogue of the Collection of Woodcut Books, Early Printed Books, and Manuscripts at Kelmscott House. The text of the Shakespeare was to have been prepared by Dr. Furnivall. The original intention, as first set out in the list of May 20, 1893, was to print it in three vols. folio. A trial page from Lady Macbeth, printed at this time, is in existence. The same information is repeated until the list of July 2, 1895, in which the book is announced as to be a ‘small 4to (special size),’ i. e., the size afterwards adopted for The Earthly Paradise. It was not, however, begun, nor was the volume of Mr. Watts-Dunton’s poems. Of the Vitas Patrum, which was to have been uniform with The Golden Legend, a prospectus and specimen page were issued in March, 1894, but the number of subscribers did not justify its going beyond this stage. Two trial pages of the Catalogue were set up; some of the material prepared for it has now appeared in Some German Woodcuts of the Fifteenth Century. In addition to these books, The Hill of Venus, as stated on , was in preparation. Among works that Mr. Morris had some thought of printing may also be mentioned The Bible, Gesta Romanorum, Malory’s Morte Darthur, The High History of the San Graal (translated by Dr. Sebastian Evans), Piers Ploughman, Huon of Bordeaux, Caxton’s Jason, a Latin Psalter, The Prymer or Lay Folk’s Prayer-Book, Some Mediæval English Songs and Music, The Pilgrim’s Progress, and a Book of Romantic Ballads. He was engaged on the selection of the Ballads, which he spoke of as the finest poems in our language, during his last illness.











  








THE IDEAL BOOK: AN ADDRESS BY WILLIAM MORRIS, DELIVERED BEFORE THE BIBLIOGRAPHICAL SOCIETY OF LONDON, MDCCCXCIII.
 

By the Ideal Book, I suppose we are to understand a book not limited by commercial exigencies of price: we can do what we like with it, according to what its nature, as a book, demands of art. But we may conclude, I think, that its matter will limit us somewhat; a work on differential calculus, a medical work, a dictionary, a collection of a statesman’s speeches, or a treatise on manures, such books, though they might be handsomely and well printed, would scarcely receive ornament with the same exuberance as a volume of lyrical poems, or a standard classic, or such like. A work on Art, I think, bears less of ornament than any other kind of book (“non bis in idem” is a good motto); again, a book that must have illustrations, more or less utilitarian, should, I think, have no actual ornament at all, because the ornament and the illustration must almost certainly fight.

Still whatever the subject matter of the book may be, and however bare it may be of decoration, it can still be a work of art, if the type be good and attention be paid to its general arrangement. All here present, I should suppose, will agree in thinking an opening of Schœffer’s 1462 Bible beautiful, even when it has neither been illuminated nor rubricated; the same may be said of Schussler, or Jenson, or, in short, of any of the good old printers; their books, without any further ornament than they derived from the design and arrangement of the letters, were definite works of art. In fact a book, printed or written, has a tendency to be a beautiful object, and that we of this age should generally produce ugly books, shows, I fear, something like malice prepense — a determination to put our eyes in our pockets wherever we can.

Well, I lay it down, first, that a book quite unornamented can look actually and positively beautiful, and not merely un-ugly, if it be, so to say, architecturally good, which, by the by, need not add much to its price, since it costs no more to pick up pretty stamps than ugly ones, and the taste and forethought that goes to the proper setting, position, and so on, will soon grow into a habit, if cultivated, and will not take up much of the master printer’s time when taken with his other necessary business.

Now, then, let us see what this architectural arrangement claims of us. First, the pages must be clear and easy to read; which they can hardly be unless, Secondly, the type is well designed; and Thirdly, whether the margins be small or big, they must be in due proportion to the page of the letter.

For clearness of reading the things necessary to be heeded are, first, that the letters should be properly put on their bodies, and, I think, especially that there should be small whites between them; it is curious, but to me certain, that the irregularity of some early type, notably the roman letter of the early printers of Rome, which is, of all roman type, the rudest, does not tend toward illegibility: what does so is the lateral compression of the letter, which necessarily involves the over thinning out of its shape. Of course I do not mean to say that the above-mentioned irregularity is other than a fault to be corrected. One thing should never be done in ideal printing, the spacing out of letters — that is, putting an extra white between them; except in such hurried and unimportant work as newspaper printing, it is inexcusable.

This leads to the second matter on this head, the lateral spacing of words (the whites between them); to make a beautiful page great attention should be paid to this, which, I fear, is not often done. No more white should be used between the words than just clearly cuts them off from one another; if the whites are bigger than this it both tends to illegibility and makes the page ugly. I remember once buying a handsome fifteenth-century Venetian book, and I could not tell at first why some of its pages were so worrying to read, and so commonplace and vulgar to look at, for there was no fault to find with the type. But presently it was accounted for by the spacing: for the said pages were spaced like a modern book, i. e., the black and white nearly equal. Next, if you want a legible book, the white should be clear and the black black. When that excellent journal, the Westminster Gazette, first came out, there was a discussion on the advantages of its green paper, in which a good deal of nonsense was talked. My friend, Mr. Jacobi, being a practical printer, set these wise men right, if they noticed his letter, as I fear they did not, by pointing out that what they had done was to lower the tone (not the moral tone) of the paper, and that, therefore, in order to make it as legible as ordinary black and white, they should make their black blacker — which of course they do not do. You may depend upon it that a gray page is very trying to the eyes.

As above said, legibility depends also much on the design of the letter: and again I take up the cudgels against compressed type, and that especially in roman letter: the full-sized lower-case letters “a,” “b,” “d,” and “c,” should be designed on something like a square to get good results: otherwise one may fairly say that there is no room for the design; furthermore, each letter should have its due characteristic drawing, the thickening out for a “b,” “e,” “g,” should not be of the same kind as that for a “d”; a “u” should not merely be an “n” turned upside down; the dot of the “i” should not be a circle drawn with compasses; but a delicately drawn diamond, and so on. To be short, the letters should be designed by an artist, and not an engineer. As to the forms of letters in England (I mean Great Britain), there has been much progress within the last forty years. The sweltering hideousness of the Bodoni letter, the most illegible type that was ever cut, with its preposterous thicks and thins, has been mostly relegated to works that do not profess anything but the baldest utilitarianism (though why even utilitarianism should use illegible types, I fail to see), and Caslon’s letter and the somewhat wiry, but in its way, elegant old-faced type cut in our own days, has largely taken its place. It is rather unlucky, however, that a somewhat low standard of excellence has been accepted for the design of modern roman type at its best, the comparatively poor and wiry letter of Plantin and the Elzevirs having served for the model, rather than the generous and logical designs of the fifteenth-century Venetian printers, at the head of whom stands Nicholas Jenson; when it is so obvious that this is the best and clearest roman type yet struck, it seems a pity that we should make our starting-point for a possible new departure at any period worse than the best. If any of you doubt the superiority of this type over that of the seventeenth century, the study of a specimen enlarged about five times will convince him, I should think. I must admit, however, that a commercial consideration comes in here, to wit, that the Jenson letters take up more room than the imitations of the seventeenth century; and that touches on another commercial difficulty, to wit, that you cannot have a book either handsome or clear to read which is printed in small characters. For my part, except where books smaller than an ordinary octavo are wanted, I would fight against anything smaller than pica; but at any rate small pica seems to me the smallest type that should be used in the body of any book. I might suggest to printers that if they want to get more in they can reduce the size of the leads, or leave them out altogether. Of course this is more desirable in some types than in others; Caslon’s letter, e. g., which has long ascenders and descenders, never needs leading, except for special purposes.

I have hitherto had a fine and generous roman type in my mind, but after all a certain amount of variety is desirable, and when you have gotten your roman letter as good as the best that has been, I do not think you will find much scope for development of it; I would therefore put in a word for some form of gothic letter for use in our improved printed book. This may startle some of you, but you must remember that except for a very remarkable type used very seldom by Berthelette (I have only seen two books in this type. Bartholomew, the Englishman, and the Gower, of 1532), English black-letter, since the days of Wynkin de Worde, has been always the letter which was introduced from Holland about that time (I except again, of course, the modern imitations of Caxton). Now this, though a handsome and stately letter, is not very easy reading; it is too much compressed, too spiky, and so to say, too prepensely gothic. But there are many types which are of a transitional character and of all degrees of transition, from those which do little more than take in just a little of the crisp floweriness of the gothic, like some of the Mentelin or quasi-Mentelin ones (which, indeed, are models of beautiful simplicity), or say like the letter of the Ulm Ptolemy, of which it is difficult to say whether it is gothic or roman, to the splendid Mainz type, of which, I suppose, the finest specimen is the Schœffer Bible of 1462, which is almost wholly gothic. This gives us a wide field for variety, I think, so I make the suggestion to you, and leave this part of the subject with two remarks: first, that a good deal of the difficulty of reading gothic books is caused by the numerous contractions in them, which were a survival of the practice of the scribes; and in a lesser degree by the over-abundance of tied letters, both of which drawbacks, I take it for granted, would be absent in modern types founded on these semi-gothic letters. And, secondly, that in my opinion the capitals are the strong side of roman and the lower-case of gothic letter, which is but natural, since the roman was originally an alphabet of capitals, and the lower case a gradual deduction from them.

We now come to the position of the page of print on the paper, which is a most important point, and one that till quite lately has been wholly misunderstood by modern, and seldom done wrong by ancient printers, or indeed by producers of books of any kind. On this head I must begin by reminding you that we only occasionally see one page of a book at a time; the two pages making an opening are really the unit of the book, and this was thoroughly understood by the old book producers. I think you will seldom find a book produced before the eighteenth century, and which has not been cut down by that enemy of books (and of the human race), the binder, in which this rule is not adhered to: that the binder edge (that which is bound in) must be the smallest member of the margins, the head margin must be larger than this, the fore larger still, and the tail largest of all. I assert that, to the eye of any man who knows what proportion is, this looks satisfactory, and that no other does so look. But the modern printer, as a rule, dumps down the page in what he calls the middle of the paper, which is often not even really the middle, as he measures his page from the head line, if he has one, though it is not really a part of the page, but a spray of type only faintly staining the head of the paper. Now I go so far as to say that any book in which the page is properly put on the paper is tolerable to look at, however poor the type may be (always so long as there is no “ornament” which may spoil the whole thing), whereas any book in which the page is wrongly set on the paper is intolerable to look at, however good the type and ornaments may be. I have got on my shelves now a Jenson’s Latin Pliny, which, in spite of its beautiful type and handsome painted ornaments, I dare scarcely look at, because the binder (adjectives fail me here) has chopped off two-thirds of the tail margin: such stupidities are like a man with his coat buttoned up behind, or a lady with her bonnet on hind-side foremost.

Before I finish I should like to say a word concerning large-paper copies. I am clean against them, though I have sinned a good deal in that way myself, but that was in the days of ignorance, and I petition for pardon on that ground only. If you want to publish a handsome edition of a book, as well as a cheap one, do so, but let them be two books, and if you (or the public) cannot afford this, spend your ingenuity and your money in making the cheap book as sightly as you can. Your making a large-paper copy out of the small one lands you in a dilemma even if you re-impose the pages for the large paper, which is not often done, I think. If the margins are right for the smaller book they must be wrong for the larger, and you have to offer the public the worse book at the bigger price; if they are right for the large paper they are wrong for the small, and thus spoil it, as we have seen above that they must do; and that seems scarcely fair to the general public (from the point of view of artistic morality) who might have had a book that was sightly, though not high-priced.

As to the paper of our ideal book, we are at a great disadvantage compared with past times. Up to the end of the fifteenth, or indeed, the first quarter of the sixteenth centuries, no bad paper was made, and the greater part was very good indeed. At present there is very little good paper made and most of it is very bad. Our ideal book must, I think, be printed on hand-made paper as good as it can be made; penury here will make a poor book of it. Yet if machine-made paper must be used, it should not profess fineness or luxury, but should show itself for what it is: for my part I decidedly prefer the cheaper papers that are used for the journals, so far as appearance is concerned, to the thick, smooth, sham-fine papers on which respectable books are printed, and the worst of these are those which imitate the structure of hand-made papers.

But, granted your hand-made paper, there is something to be said about the substance. A small book should not be printed on thick paper, however good it may be. You want a book to turn over easily, and to lie quiet while you are reading it, which is impossible, unless you keep heavy paper for big books.

And, by the way, I wish to make a protest against the superstition that only small books are comfortable to read; some small books are tolerably comfortable, but the best of them are not so comfortable as a fairly big folio, the size, say, of an uncut Polyphilus or somewhat bigger. The fact is, a small book seldom does lie quiet, and you have to cramp your hand by holding it or else put it on the table with a paraphernalia of matters to keep it down, a tablespoon on one side, a knife on another, and so on, which things always tumble off at a critical moment, and fidget you out of the repose which is absolutely necessary to reading; whereas, a big folio lies quiet and majestic on the table, waiting kindly till you please to come to it, with its leaves flat and peaceful, giving you no trouble of body, so that your mind is free to enjoy the literature which its beauty enshrines.

So far then, I have been speaking of books whose only ornament is the necessary and essential beauty which arises out of the fitness of a piece of craftsmanship for the use which it is made for. But if we get as far as that, no doubt from such craftsmanship definite ornament will arise, and will be used, sometimes with wise forbearance, sometimes with prodigality equally wise. Meantime, if we really feel impelled to ornament our books, no doubt we ought to try what we can do; but in this attempt we must remember one thing, that if we think the ornament is ornamentally a part of the book merely because it is printed with it, and bound up with it, we shall be much mistaken. The ornament must form as much a part of the book as the type itself, or it will miss its mark, and in order to succeed, and to be ornament, it must submit to certain limitations, and become architectural; a mere black and white picture, however interesting it may be as a picture, may be far from an ornament in a book; while on the other hand a book ornamented with pictures that are suitable for that, and that alone, may become a work of art second to none, save a fine building duly decorated, or a fine piece of literature.

These two latter things are, indeed, the one absolutely necessary gift that we should claim of art. The picture-book is not, perhaps, absolutely necessary to man’s life, but it gives us such endless pleasure, and is so intimately connected with the other absolutely necessary art of imaginative literature that it must remain one of the very worthiest things toward the production of which reasonable men should strive.











  








AN ESSAY ON PRINTING, BY WILLIAM MORRIS AND EMERY WALKER, FROM ARTS AND CRAFTS ESSAYS BY MEMBERS OF THE ARTS AND CRAFTS EXHIBITION SOCIETY.
 

Printing, in the only sense with which we are at present concerned, differs from most if not from all the arts and crafts represented in the exhibition in being comparatively modern. For although the Chinese took impressions from wood blocks engraved in relief for centuries before the wood-cutters of the Netherlands, by a similar process, produced the block books, which were the immediate predecessors of the true printed book, the invention of movable metal letters in the middle of the fifteenth century may justly be considered as the invention of the art of printing. And it is worth mention in passing that, as an example of fine typography, the earliest book printed with movable types, the Gutenberg, or “forty-two line Bible” of about 1455, has never been surpassed.

Printing, then, for our purpose, may be considered as the art of making books by means of movable types. Now, as all books not primarily intended as picture-books consist principally of types composed to form letterpress, it is of the first importance that the letter used should be fine in form; especially as no more time is occupied, or cost incurred, in casting, setting, or printing beautiful letters than in the same operations with ugly ones. And it was a matter of course that in the Middle Ages, when the craftsmen took care that beautiful form should always be a part of their productions whatever they were, the forms of printed letters should be beautiful, and that their arrangement on the page should be reasonable and a help to the shapeliness of the letters themselves. The Middle Ages brought caligraphy to perfection, and it was natural therefore that the forms of printed letters should follow more or less closely those of the written character, and they followed them very closely. The first books were printed in black letter, i. e., the letter which was a Gothic development of the ancient Roman character, and which developed more completely and satisfactorily on the side of the “lower-case” than the capital letters; the “lower-case” being in fact invented in the early Middle Ages. The earliest book printed with movable type, the aforesaid Gutenberg Bible, is printed in letters which are an exact imitation of the more formal ecclesiastical writing which obtained at that time; this has since been called “missal type,” and was in fact the kind of letter used in the many splendid missals, psalters, etc., produced by printing in the fifteenth century. But the first Bible actually dated (which also was printed at Mainz by Peter Schœffer in the year 1462) imitates a much freer hand, simpler, rounder, and less spiky, and therefore far pleasanter and easier to read. On the whole the type of this book may be considered the ne-plus-ultra of Gothic type, especially as regards the lower-case letters; and type very similar was used during the next fifteen or twenty years not only by Schœffer, but by printers in Strasburg, Basle, Paris, Lubeck, and other cities. But though on the whole, except in Italy, Gothic letter was most often used, a very few years saw the birth of Roman character not only in Italy, but in Germany and France. In 1465 Sweynheim and Pannartz began printing in the monastery of Subiaco near Rome, and used an exceedingly beautiful type, which is indeed to look at a transition between Gothic and Roman, but which must certainly have come from the study of the twelfth or even the eleventh century MSS. They printed very few books in this type, three only; but in their very first books in Rome, beginning with the year 1468, they discarded this for a more completely Roman and far less beautiful letter. But about the same year Mentelin at Strasburg began to print in a type which is distinctly Roman; and the next year Gunther Zeiner at Augsburg followed suit; while in 1470 at Paris Udalric Gering and his associates turned out the first books printed in France, also in Roman character. The Roman type of all these printers is similar in character, and is very simple and legible, and unaffectedly designed for use; but it is by no means without beauty. It must be said that it is in no way like the transition type of Subiaco, and though more Roman than that, yet scarcely more like the complete Roman type of the earliest printers of Rome.

A further development of the Roman letter took place at Venice. John of Spires and his brother Vindelin, followed by Nicholas Jenson, began to print in that city, 1469, 1470; their type is on the lines of the German and French rather than of the Roman printers. Of Jenson it must be said that he carried the development of Roman type as far as it can go: his letter is admirably clear and regular, but at least as beautiful as any other Roman type. After his death in the “fourteen eighties,” or at least by 1490, printing in Venice had declined very much; and though the famous family of Aldus restored its technical excellence, rejecting battered letters, and paying great attention to the “press work” or actual process of printing, yet their type is artistically on a much lower level than Jenson’s, and in fact they must be considered to have ended the age of fine printing in Italy. Jenson, however, had many contemporaries who used beautiful type, some of which — as, e. g., that of Jacobus Rubeus or Jacques le Rouge — is scarcely distinguishable from his. It was these great Venetian printers, together with their brethren of Rome, Milan, Parma, and one or two other cities, who produced the splendid editions of the Classics, which are one of the great glories of the printer’s art, and are worthy representatives of the eager enthusiasm for the revived learning of that epoch. By far the greater part of these Italian printers, it should be mentioned, were Germans or Frenchmen, working under the influence of Italian opinion and aims. It must be understood that through the whole of the fifteenth and the first quarter of the sixteenth centuries the Roman letter was used side by side with the Gothic. Even in Italy most of the theological and law books were printed in Gothic letter, which was generally more formally Gothic than the printing of the German workmen, many of whose types, indeed, like that of the Subiaco works, are of a transitional character. This was notably the case with the early works printed at Ulm, and in a somewhat lesser degree at Augsburg. In fact Gunther Zeiner’s first type (afterwards used by Schussler) is remarkably like the type of the before-mentioned Subiaco books.

In the Low Countries and Cologne, which were very fertile of printed books, Gothic was the favourite. The characteristic Dutch type, as represented by the excellent printer Gerard Leew, is very pronounced and uncompromising Gothic. This type was introduced into England by Wynkyn de Worde, Caxton’s successor, and was used there with very little variation all through the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, and indeed into the eighteenth. Most of Caxton’s own types are of an earlier character, though they also much resemble Flemish or Cologne letter. After the end of the fifteenth century the degradation of printing, especially in Germany and Italy, went on apace; and by the end of the sixteenth century there was no really beautiful printing done: the best, mostly French or Low-Country, was neat and clear, but without any distinction; the worst, which perhaps was the English, was a terrible falling-off from the work of the earlier presses; and things got worse and worse through the whole of the seventeenth century, so that in the eighteenth printing was very miserably performed. In England about this time, an attempt was made (notably by Caslon, who started business in London as a type-founder in 1720) to improve the letter in form. Caslon’s type is clear and neat, and fairly well designed; he seems to have taken the letter of the Elzevirs of the seventeenth century for his model: type cast from his matrices is still in everyday use.

In spite, however, of his praiseworthy efforts, printing had still one last degradation to undergo. The seventeenth century founts were bad rather negatively than positively. But for the beauty of the earlier work they might have seemed tolerable. It was reserved for the founders of the later eighteenth century to produce letters which are positively ugly, and which, it may be added, are dazzling and unpleasant to the eye owing to the clumsy thickening and vulgar thinning of the lines: for the seventeenth-century letters are at least pure and simple in line. The Italian, Bodoni, and the Frenchman, Didot, were the leaders in this luckless change, though our own Baskerville, who was at work some years before them, went much on the same lines; but his letters, though uninteresting and poor, are not nearly so gross and vulgar as those of either the Italian or the Frenchman.

With this change the art of printing touched bottom, so far as fine printing is concerned, though paper did not get to its worst till about 1840. The Chiswick press in 1844 revived Caslon’s founts, printing for Messrs. Longman the Diary of Lady Willoughby. This experiment was so far successful that about 1850 Messrs. Miller and Richard of Edinburgh were induced to cut punches for a series of “old style” letters. These and similar founts, cast by the above firm and others, have now come into general use and are obviously a great improvement on the ordinary “modern style” in use in England, which is in fact the Bodoni type a little reduced in ugliness. The design of the letters of this modern “old style” leaves a good deal to be desired, and the whole effect is a little too gray, owing to the thinness of the letters. It must be remembered, however, that most modern printing is done by machinery on soft paper, and not by the hand press, and these somewhat wiry letters are suitable for the machine process, which would not do justice to letters of more generous design.

It is discouraging to note that the improvement of the last fifty years is almost wholly confined to Great Britain. Here and there a book is printed in France or Germany with some pretension to good taste, but the general revival of the old forms has made no way in those countries. Italy is contentedly stagnant. America has produced a good many showy books, the typography, paper, and illustrations of which are, however, all wrong, oddity rather than rational beauty and meaning being apparently the thing sought for both in the letters and the illustrations.

To say a few words on the principles of design in typography: it is obvious that legibility is the first thing to be aimed at in the forms of the letters; this is best furthered by the avoidance of irrational swellings and spiky projections, and by the using of careful purity of line. Even the Caslon type when enlarged shows great shortcomings in this respect: the ends of many of the letters such as the t and e are hooked up in a vulgar and meaningless way, instead of ending in the sharp and clear stroke of Jenson’s letters; there is a grossness in the upper finishings of letters like the c, the a, and so on, an ugly pear-shaped swelling defacing the form of the letter: in short, it happens to this craft, as to others, that the utilitarian practice, though it professes to avoid ornament, still clings to a foolish, because misunderstood conventionality, deduced from what was once ornament, and is by no means useful; which title can only be claimed by artistic practice, whether the art in it be conscious or unconscious.

In no characters is the contrast between the ugly and vulgar illegibility of the modern type and the elegance and legibility of the ancient more striking than in the Arabic numerals. In the old print each figure has its definite individuality, and one cannot be mistaken for the other; in reading the modern figures the eyes must be strained before the reader can have any reasonable assurance that he has a 5, an 8, or a 3 before him, unless the press work is of the best; this is awkward if you have to read Bradshaw’s Guide in a hurry.

One of the differences between the fine type and the utilitarian must probably be put down to a misapprehension of a commercial necessity: this is the narrowing of the modern letters. Most of Jenson’s letters are designed within a square, the modern letters are narrowed by a third or thereabout; but while this gain of space very much hampers the possibility of beauty of design, it is not a real gain, for the modern printer throws the gain away by putting inordinately wide spaces between his lines, which, probably, the lateral compression of his letters renders necessary. Commercialism again compels the use of type too small in size to be comfortable reading: the size known as “Long primer” ought to be the smallest size used in a book meant to be read. Here, again, if the practice of “leading” were retrenched larger type could be used without enhancing the price of a book.

One very important matter in “setting up” for fine printing is the “spacing,” that is, the lateral distance of words from one another. In good printing the spaces between the words should be as near as possible equal (it is impossible that they should be quite equal except in lines of poetry); modern printers understand this, but it is only practised in the very best establishments. But another point which they should attend to they almost always disregard; this is the tendency to the formation of ugly meandering white lines or “rivers” in the page, a blemish which can be nearly, though not wholly, avoided by care and forethought, the desirable thing being “the breaking of the line” as in bonding masonry or brickwork, thus: The general solidity of a page is much to be sought for: modern printers generally overdo the “whites” in the spacing, a defect probably forced on them by the characterless quality of the letters. For where these are boldly and carefully designed, and each letter is thoroughly individual in form, the words may be set much closer together, without loss of clearness. No definite rules, however, except the avoidance of “rivers” and excess of white, can be given for the spacing, which requires the constant exercise of judgment and taste on the part of the printer.

The position of the page on the paper should be considered if the book is to have a satisfactory look. Here once more the almost invariable modern practice is in opposition to a natural sense of proportion. From the time when books first took their present shape till the end of the sixteenth century, or indeed later, the page so lay on the paper that there was more space allowed to the bottom and fore margin than to the top and back of the paper, thus:



the unit of the book being looked on as the two pages forming an opening. The modern printer, in the teeth of the evidence given by his own eyes, considers the single page as the unit, and prints the page in the middle of his paper — only nominally so, however, in many cases, since when he uses a headline he counts that in, the result as measured by the eye being that the lower margin is less than the top one, and that the whole opening has an upside-down look vertically, and that laterally the page looks as if it were being driven off the paper.

The paper on which the printing is to be done is a necessary part of our subject: of this it may be said that though there is some good paper made now, it is never used except for very expensive books, although it would not materially increase the cost in all but the very cheapest. The paper that is used for ordinary books is exceedingly bad even in this country, but is beaten in the race for vileness by that made in America, which is the worst conceivable. There seems to be no reason why ordinary paper should not be better made, even allowing the necessity for a very low price; but any improvement must be based on showing openly that the cheap article is cheap, e. g., the cheap paper should not sacrifice toughness and durability to a smooth and white surface, which should be indications of a delicacy of material and manufacture which would of necessity increase its cost. One fruitful source of badness in paper is the habit that publishers have of eking out a thin volume by printing it on thick paper almost of the substance of cardboard, a device which deceives nobody, and makes a book very unpleasant to read. On the whole, a small book should be printed on paper which is as thin as may be without being transparent. The paper used for printing the small highly ornamented French service-books about the beginning of the sixteenth century is a model in this respect, being thin, tough, and opaque. However, the fact must not be blinked that machine-made paper cannot in the nature of things be made of so good a texture as that made by hand.

The ornamentation of printed books is too wide a subject to be dealt with fully here; but one thing must be said on it. The essential point to be remembered is that the ornament, whatever it is, whether picture or pattern-work, should form part of the page, should be a part of the whole scheme of the book. Simple as this proposition is, it is necessary to be stated, because the modern practice is to disregard the relation between the printing and the ornament altogether, so that if the two are helpful to one another it is a mere matter of accident. The due relation of letter to pictures and other ornament was thoroughly understood by the old printers; so that even when the woodcuts are very rude indeed, the proportions of the page still give pleasure by the sense of richness that the cuts and letter together convey. When, as is most often the case, there is actual beauty in the cuts, the books so ornamented are amongst the most delightful works of art that have ever been produced. Therefore, granted well-designed type, due spacing of the lines and words, and proper position of the page on the paper, all books might be at least comely and well-looking: and if to these good qualities were added really beautiful ornament and pictures, printed books might once again illustrate to the full the position of our Society that a work of utility might be also a work of art, if we cared to make it so.






NOTE TO THE PRESENT EDITION: The following pages showing the Troy and Chaucer types are printed from process blocks to insure fidelity to the originals. The frontispiece and first page of text are also reproduced in the same manner; page one, within the border, showing the Golden type, the only other type used by William Morris.



The following passages are given to show the Troy & Chaucer types, and four initials that were designed for the Froissart, but never used.






The land is a little land, Sirs, too much shut up within the narrow seas, as it seems, to have much space for swelling into hugeness: there are no great wastes overwhelming in their dreariness, no great solitudes of forests, no terrible untrodden mountain-walls: all is measured, mingled, varied, gliding easily one thing into another: little rivers, little plains, swelling, speedily-changing uplands, all beset with handsome orderly trees; little hills, little mountains, netted over with the walls of sheep-walks: all is little; yet not foolish and blank, but serious rather, and abundant of meaning for

 

such as choose to seek it: it is neither prison, nor palace, but a decent home.

All which I neither praise nor blame, but say that so it is: some people praise this homeliness overmuch, as if the land were the very axle-tree of the world; so do not I, nor any unblinded by pride in themselves and all that belongs to them: others there are who scorn it and the tameness of it: not I any the more: though it would indeed be hard if there were nothing else in the world, no wonders, no terrors, no unspeakable beauties. Yet when we think what a small part of the world’s history, past, present, & to come, is this land we live in, and how much smaller still in the history of the arts, & yet how our forefathers clung to it, and with what care and



 



pains they adorned it, this unromantic, uneventful-looking land of England, surely by this too our hearts may be touched and our hope quickened.

For as was the land, such was the art of it while folk yet troubled themselves about such things; it strove little to impress people either by pomp or ingenuity: not unseldom it fell into commonplace, rarely it rose into majesty; yet was it never oppressive, never a slave’s nightmare or an insolent boast: & at its best it had an inventiveness, an individuality, that grander styles have never overpassed: its best too, and that was in its very heart, was given as freely to the yeoman’s house, and the humble village church, as to the lord’s palace or the mighty cathedral: never coarse, though often rude enough, sweet, natural & unaffected, an art of peasants rather than of merchant princes or courtiers, it must be a hard heart, I think, that does not love it: whether a man has been born among it like ourselves, or has come wonderingly

 

on its simplicity from all the grandeur over-seas.

And Science, we have loved her well, and followed her diligently, what will she do? I fear she is so much in the pay of the counting-house, the counting-house and the drill-sergeant, that she is too busy, and will for the present do nothing.

Yet there are matters which I should have thought easy for her, say for example teaching Manchester how to consume its own smoke, or Leeds how to get rid of its superfluous black dye without turning it into the river, which would be as much worth her attention as the production of the heaviest of heavy black silks, or the biggest of useless guns. Anyhow, however it be done, unless people care about carrying on their business without making the world hideous, how can they care about art? I know it will cost much both of time and money to better these things even a little; but I do



 



not see how these can be better spent than in making life cheerful & honourable for others and for ourselves; and the gain of good life to the country at large that would result from men seriously setting about the bettering of the decency of our big towns would be priceless, even if nothing specially good befell the arts in consequence: I do not know that it would; but I should begin to think matters hopeful if men turned their attention to such things, and I repeat that, unless they do so, we can scarcely even begin with any hope our endeavours for the bettering of the Arts. (From the lecture called The Lesser Arts, in Hopes and Fears for Art, by William Morris, pages 22 and 33.)






The “Note by William Morris on his Aims in Founding the Kelmscott Press,” the last book printed at the Kelmscott Press, contains a few errors in the “Bibliography.” These errors have been allowed to stand in reprinting the “Note” here, in order that the reprint shall be a literal one.

Mr. S. C. Cockerell, the former Secretary of the Kelmscott Press, has kindly sent a list of these corrections, which appear below:

Page 19, line 21— “Golden type” should be inserted after “8vo.”

Page 30, line 16— “June 26, 1893,” should be “June 26, 1896.”

Page 39, line 17 — after “guineas” insert “ten on vellum at ten guineas.”

Page 40, line 31 — for “eight leaflets” read, “nine or ten leaflets.”

Page 44, line 12 — omit “Lady.”








Here ends The Art And Craft Of Printing; Collected Essays By William Morris. Of this book there have been printed two hundred and ten copies by Clarke Conwell at The Elston Press: Finished this thirtieth day of January MDCCCCII. Sold by Clarke Conwell at The Elston Press, Pelham Road, New Rochelle, New York.
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St. George’s Street, London, where Morris founded his business in 1861, for the manufacture of designs in wallpapers, chintzes, woven fabrics, carpets, decoration and stained glass.






  

MORRIS & CO. TEXTILE DESIGNS
 


 






  









 

Design for Windrush printed textile, 1881–83






  









 

The Vision of the Holy Grail to Sir Galahad, Sir Bors, and Sir Perceval — Number 6 of the Holy Grail tapestries woven by Morris & Co. 1891-94 for Stanmore Hall.






  









 

Detail
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Detail of Art Needlework embroidery “Artichoke” in wool on linen, designed by William Morris for Ada Phoebe Godman, 1877






  









 

Strawberry Thief, 1883






  









 

Wallpaper Sample Book 1, page 29: Hyacinth, pattern #480, 1915-1917






  









 

Wallpaper Sample Book 1, page 25: Blackberry, pattern #388, 1915-1917






  









 

Little Flower carpet showing a portion of the central medallion, c. 1876






  









 

Panel of ceramic tiles designed by Morris, 1876






  









 

Snakeshead printed textile, 1876






  









 

Cabbage and vine tapestry, 1879






  









 

Acanthus embroidered panel, 1890






  









 

Wallpaper - Hyacinth, pattern #480, 1917






  









 

Design for Tulip and Willow indigo-discharge wood-block printed fabric, 1873






  









 

Acanthus wallpaper, 1875






  

MORRIS & CO. STAINED GLASS DESIGNS
 


 






  









 

All Saints, Middleton Cheney, Northamptonshire






  









 

Solomon, All Saints, Middleton Cheney






  









 

William Morris King Arthur and Sir Lancelot — created for the Bradford home of Walter Dunlop, a Pre-Raphaelite patron






  









 

William Morris Queen Guenevere and Isoude






  









 

William Morris window, Cattistock Church 






  









 

Detail from The Worship of the Shepherds window, Trinity Church, Boston






  










 

Cecilia window at Second Presbyterian Church, Chicago, Illinois






  










 

Malmesbury Abbey, Malmesbury, Wiltshire
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Morris’ painting ‘La belle Iseult’, also inaccurately called Queen Guinevere, is his only surviving easel painting, now housed in the Tate Gallery, 1858.
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PREFACE
 

THIS biography was undertaken by me at the special request of Sir Edward Burne-Jones. I will not attempt to say how much it owes to his guidance and encouragement, nor how much it has lost by their removal.

When the task of writing the life of Morris was placed in my hands, his family and representatives gave me unreserved access to all the materials in their possession. To them, and more especially to his executors, Mr. F. S. Ellis and Mr. S. C. Cockerell, I owe my best thanks for their friendly help. I am further indebted to Mr. Ellis for the index at the end of the book.

Among the few survivors of Morris’ earliest friends, I must express very special obligations to Mr. Cormell Price for generous and ungrudging assistance, and to the Rev. Canon R. W. Dixon. For information as to later years I am greatly indebted to Mr. Philip Webb, Mr. George Wardle, Mr. C. Fairfax Murray, Mr. William De Morgan, and Mr. Emery Walker, who were all long and closely associated with him both in work and in friendship. The partners of the firm of Morris & Co., Messrs. Smith and Mr. J. H. Dearle, have given me access to the early books of the firm and much valuable information with regard to Morris’ conduct of the business.

I would take this opportunity of thanking all those others who have communicated letters or other material to me in the course of the work. To Lady Burne-Jones, whose share in the help given me has not been less than that of any one I have named, this is not the place where I can fully express my gratitude.

6, Pembroke Gardens, Kensington.24th March, 1899.

Sed dico, Numquid non audierunt? Et quidem in omnem terram exivit sonus eorum et in fines orbis terræ verba eorum.

Hæc autem omnia in figura contingebant illis: scripta sunt autem ad correptionem nostram, in quos fines seculorum devenerunt.
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CHAPTER I. WALTHAMSTOW, WOODFORD, AND MARLBOROUGH. 1834-1852
 

POET, artist, manufacturer, and socialist, author of “The Earthly Paradise” : — this terse unimpassioned entry in the “Fasti Britannici “ sums up, in a form of words which he would himself have accepted as substantially accurate, the life and work of a remarkable man. What place he may finally occupy in the remembrance of the world, how long or how distinctly his unique personality may stand out above the smooth surface of oblivion under which, sooner or later, the greatest names are overwhelmed together with the least, it does not rest with his contemporaries to determine. But those who knew him unite in desiring that some record may descend of one who, in an age of transition and confusion, set a certain ideal before him and pursued it, through the many paths by which it led him, with undeviating constancy; the impulse of whose life had before his death wrought a silent revolution in those arts which he practised and transfigured; and the whole of whose extraordinary powers were devoted towards no less an object than the reconstitution of the civilized life of mankind.

William Morris, the eldest son and third child of William Morris and Emma Shelton, was born at Elm House, Clay Hill, Walthamstow, on the 24th of March, 1834. His ancestry was on neither side in any way remarkable, and family records in the undistinguished middle class, whether commercial or professional, to which both his parents belonged, are generally scanty in amount and do not go far back. Such facts as have been preserved may be briefly set down, without laying any stress on what is known or what is unknown in the history of the family.

The Morrises were originally of Welsh descent, and their native country was the valley of the upper Severn and its tributaries, where the mixture or antagonism of two races in a country of exceptional natural beauty has bred a stock of fine physical quality, but of no remarkable gift either of intellect or imagination. “The quietest places under the sun,” so a local proverb describes that countryside; and so they have been and still are, ever since the Welsh Marches were reduced to outward peace. Morris’ grandfather (the first of the family, it is said, who dropped the Welsh Ap from his surname) settled in business in Worcester in the latter part of last century, and throve there as a burgess, “a man excellent in every relation of life, and very religious.” He married Elizabeth, daughter of Dr. Charles Stanley, a naval surgeon, who had retired from the service and was in practice at Nottingham. She is remembered and described by her grandchildren — she lived to the age of eighty-five — as a tall fine-looking woman. At Worcester their second son, William Morris, was born on the 14th of June, 1797. About 1820, his father having then removed his business to London, he was entered as a clerk in the firm of Harris, Sanderson & Harris, discount brokers, of 32, Lombard Street. It was a newly-founded London house. The Harrises were Quakers, and between them and the Morrises there was some family connexion. When a little over thirty, William Morris became a partner in the firm, which was now known as Sanderson & Co., and some years afterwards removed its place of business to 83, King William Street. Bill and discount broking, then even more than now, was a class of business carried on by a comparatively limited number of persons, whose status and social consideration approached those of private bankers. Competition was not keen, and the members of established firms lived in ease and even opulence.

Mr. Morris married soon after his admission to partnership in the firm. His wife, who long outlived him, and died in her ninetieth year so recently as 1894, was the daughter of a Worcester neighbour, Joseph Shelton. The Sheltons were a family with some history. The line can be traced back directly to a Henry Shelton, mercer, of Birmingham, in the reign of Henry VII. The Sheltons were prosperous merchants and landed proprietors in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, and contributed a number of members to the Church and the Bar. John Shelton, Proctor of the Consistory Court of the diocese of Worcester, Mrs. Morris’ grandfather, had a family in whom a taste for music was very strongly developed. Two of his sons became singing canons of Worcester Cathedral and Westminster Abbey; a third, Joseph, was equally devoted to the art, of which he became a teacher in Worcester. The families of the Sheltons and Morrises, between whom there was some distant connexion by marriage, were intimate with one another, and the marriage of William Morris to Emma Shelton, Joseph Shelton’s youngest daughter, was a natural arrangement. It was then still customary that one of the members of a City firm should live at their place of business. Mr. and Mrs. Morris when married set up house in Lombard Street, where the two eldest children, both daughters, were born in 1830 and 1832. The next year they ceased to live in the City, and took a house at Walthamstow, in the pleasant Essex country overlooking the Lea Valley and within a mile or so of Epping Forest. Like many of his neighbours in what was then a favourite residential neighbourhood for City men, Mr. Morris travelled daily to his business by the stage coach.

The modern outgrowth of London has nowhere had more devastating effects than in Walthamstow proper, where the rows of flimsily-built two-storied houses, in all the hideousness of yellow brick and blue slate, stretch in a squalid sheet over the Lea Valley. Clay Hill, a slight rising ground projecting into the flats from the higher Forest country, is now just on the edge of the brick and mortar wilderness. Looking northward from it, however, one sees the face of the country much as it was sixty years ago: a flattish heavily-timbered valley of the familiar Eastern County type, neither beautiful nor ugly, with the line of the Forest stretching along the horizon to the north-east, towards Chingford and High Beach. Elm House till quite recently remained unchanged; it was a plain roomy building of the early years of this century, the garden front facing south on to a large lawn surrounded by shrubberies and kitchen gardens, with a great mulberry tree leaning along the grass. Within the last twelve months the advancing tide of building has swept over it, and house and garden, like many others in the neighbourhood, have wholly disappeared.

William, the eldest son, was the first of the children born at Elm House. There were six younger children, four boys and two girls.

The Shelton stock was long-lived and of powerful physique. But the Morrises do not seem to have been a very robust family. Both Morris’ father and grandfather died comparatively young; and he himself, though he afterwards developed unusual physical strength, was delicate in infancy and early childhood. 



He had to be kept alive, his mother used to say, by calves’ feet jelly and beef tea. Perhaps it was on account of this delicacy that he learned to read unusually young. At four years old he was already deep in the Waverley novels; and he formed as a child, not only the love of reading, but the habit of reading with extraordinary swiftness, only equalled by the prodigious grasp of his memory. The knowledge of books came to him almost by instinct. “We never remember his learning regularly to read,” his sisters say, “though he may have had a few lessons from our governess: “ and he himself could not remember a time when he was unable to read.

Meanwhile the business of the bill-broking firm, and Mr. Morris’ own private commercial undertakings, grew and prospered. He was now a wealthy man; and in 1840, when his eldest boy was six years old, the family left Elm House, and moved across the Forest to Woodford Hall, a large spacious mansion of Georgian date, standing in about fifty acres of park, on the high road from London to Epping. The park was only separated by a fence from the Forest itself; and the estate included about a hundred acres of farm land, sloping down to the little river Roding. Behind lay the pathless glades and thickets of hornbeam and beech which still, in spite of all encroachments, and of the nearer and nearer approach of London, remain in all essentials a part of primæval England, little changed in the course of hundreds, perhaps thousands of years. From the Hall the course of the Thames might be traced winding through the marshes, with white and ruddy-brown sails moving among cornfields and pastures. The little brick Georgian church of Woodford (since enlarged and modernized), stood alongside of the Hall, which had a private doorway into the churchyard. On the roadside nearly opposite, on a green space now enclosed, were the pound and the stocks. “When we lived at Woodford,” Morris wrote to his daughter half a century later, “there were stocks there on a little bit of wayside green in the middle of the village: beside them stood the cage, a small shanty some twelve feet square, and as it was built of brown brick roofed with blue slate, I suppose it had been quite recently in use, since its style was not earlier than the days of fat George. I remember I used to look at these two threats of law and order with considerable terror, and decidedly preferred to walk on the other side of the road; but I never heard of anybody being locked up in the cage or laid by the heels in the stocks.”

The outgrowth of Eastern London had not then overflowed the line of low hills which shut off the Lea Valley. The picture which Morris draws, in “News from Nowhere,” of this Essex country in the restored and recivilized England of a distant future, substantially represents the scene of his own boyhood. “Eastward and landward,” he says in that description, “it is all flat pasture, once marsh, except for a few gardens, and there are very few permanent dwellings there, scarcely anything but a few sheds and cots for the men who come to look after the great herds of cattle. What with the beasts and the men, and the scattered red-tiled roofs and the big hayricks, it does not make a bad holiday to get a quiet pony and ride about there on a sunny afternoon of autumn, and look over the river and the craft passing up and down, and on to Shooter’s Hill and the Kentish uplands, and then turn round to the wide green sea of the Essex marshland, with the great domed line of the sky, and the sun shining down in one flood of peaceful light over the long distance.”

The park abounded in wild birds and beasts from the neighbouring Forest. It was an ideal home for a boy with healthy outdoor tastes. There Morris, rambling with his brothers on foot or on Shetland ponies through the Forest, formed his intense love of nature and his keen eye for all sorts of woodland life. He never ceased to love Epping Forest, and to uphold the scenery of his native county as beautifully and characteristically English. The dense hornbeam thickets, which even in bright weather have something of solemnity and mystery in their deep shade, and which are hardly found elsewhere in England, reappear again and again in his poetry and his prose romances. Fifty years later, when the treatment of the Forest by the Conservators had been the subject of much public criticism, he went over the familiar ground and reported on the changes which had been made on it. “I was born and bred in its neighbourhood,” he then wrote, “and when I was a boy and young man knew it yard by yard from Wanstead to the Theydons, and from Hale End to the Fairlop Oak. In those days it had no worse foes than the gravel stealer and the rolling fence maker, and was always interesting and often very beautiful.

“The special character of it was derived from the fact that by far the greater part was a wood of hornbeams, a tree not common save in Essex and Herts. It was certainly the biggest hornbeam wood in these islands, and I suppose in the world. The said hornbeams were all pollards, being shrouded every four or six years, and were interspersed in many places with holly thickets. Nothing could be more interesting and romantic than the effect of the long poles of the hornbeams rising from the trunks and seen against the mass of the wood behind. It has a peculiar charm of its own not to be found in any other forest.”

In this healthy country life he rapidly outgrew his early delicacy of constitution. The life indoors was equally happy. “When I was a little chap” was a phrase often in his mouth; and these allusions to childhood always implied the remembrance of perfect contentment. Among the little things that impressed themselves on his childish memory are mentioned “a picture of Abraham and Isaac worked in brown worsted,” and Indian cabinets, and “a carved ivory junk with painted and gilded puppets in it in a glass case.” “Naif or gross ghost stories, read long ago in queer little penny garlands with woodcuts,” long haunted his imagination; and as he grew bigger, he found and revelled in Lane’s “Arabian Nights.” Among the books of the house there was a copy of Gerard’s “Herbal.” In studying it as a naturalist, the boy’s eyes were led to examine the beautiful drawings, many of which later gave suggestions for his own designs in the flower-work of his earlier wall-papers, and in the backgrounds of designs for glass and tapestry. He continued an eager reader of novels. His eldest sister remembers how they used to read “The Old English Baron” together in the rabbit warren at Woodford, poring over the enthralling pages till both were wrought up to a state of mind that made them afraid to cross the park to reach home. By the time he was seven years old he had read all the Waverley novels, and many of Marryat’s, besides others which were then in fashion. Reading can be acquired without regular teaching, but writing cannot; and he did not learn to write till much after the ordinary age. But his innate skill of hand made it easy of acquirement to him when he once took pains; and his handwriting became in later life one of remarkable beauty. The subsidiary art of spelling was always one in which he was liable to make curious lapses. “I remember,” he once said, when speaking of his childhood, “being taught to spell and standing on a chair with my shoes off because I made so many mistakes.” In later years several sheets of “The Life and Death of Jason” had to be cancelled and reprinted because of a mistake in the spelling of a perfectly common English word; a word indeed so common that the printer’s reader had left it as it was in the manuscript, thinking that Morris’ spelling must be an intentional peculiarity.

The life of an English country house, even of the second or third order of importance, still retained, sixty years since, much of the self-contained and self-sufficing system of the manor house of earlier times. A certain elaborateness of appliances was combined with what would now be thought a strange simplicity. At some points there were links with the habits of mediaeval England. Woodford Hall brewed its own beer, and made its own butter, as much as a matter of course as it baked its own bread. Just as in the fourteenth century, there was a meal at high prime, midway between breakfast and dinner, when the children had cake and cheese and a glass of small ale. Many of the old festivals were observed; Twelfth Night especially was one of the great days of the year, and the Masque of St. George was always then presented with considerable elaboration. Among Morris’ toys curiously enough was a little suit of armour, in which he rode on his pony in the park. He and his brothers were keen anglers — this taste remained one of his strongest throughout his life — and took the usual boys’ pleasure in shooting, not the regular game of seniors, but rabbits and small wild birds. The redwings and fieldfares which they shot on winter holidays they were allowed to roast for supper. It was one of his childish ambitions to shoot woodpigeons with a bow and arrow. Besides the range of the lawn and park the children had little gardens of their own. He writes in later life of “the beautiful hepatica which I used to love so when I was a quite little boy.” “To this day,” he once said, “when I smell a may-tree I think of going to bed by daylight;” and the strong sweet smell of balm always brought to his mind “very early days in the kitchen-garden at Woodford, and the large blue plums which grew on the wall beyond the sweet-herb patch.” One who shared this outdoor life at Woodford with Morris told me, in a phrase of accurate simplicity, that as a boy he “knew the names of birds.” There was, indeed, little that he ever saw of which he did not know the name.

The love of the Middle Ages was born in him. Any slight remnants of mediæval tradition in the daily life of Woodford did not go deep; and it was only some years later that the Oxford movement spread over England, and deepened or replaced the superficial mediævalism brought into fashion by Scott. The religion of the family was of the normal type of a somewhat sterile Evangelicalism, which cursorily dismissed everything outside itself as Popery on the one hand or Dissent on the other. The children were not allowed to mix with dissenters with the single exception of Quakers. But the old Essex churches within reach of Woodford, and their monuments and brasses, were known by Morris at a very early age; and a visit which he made with his father to Canterbury when only eight years old left on his mind an ineffaceable impression of the glory of Gothic architecture. On the same holiday they saw the church of Minster in Thanet. It is characteristic of his extraordinary eye and even more extraordinary memory, that just fifty years later, never, having seen the church in the interval, he described it in some detail from that recollection. No landscape, no building, that he had once seen did he ever forget, or ever confuse with another.

Nor were the splendid Essex country houses which survived from the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries less known or loved by him than the Essex churches. “Well I remember as a boy,” he wrote in his lecture on The Lesser Arts of Life, in 1882, “my first acquaintance with a room hung with faded greenery at Queen Elizabeth’s Lodge by Chingford Hatch in Epping Forest (I wonder what has become of it now?), and the impression of romance that it made upon me! a feeling that always comes back on me when I read, as I often do, Sir Walter Scott’s ‘Antiquary,’ and come to the description of the Green Room at Monkbarns, amongst which the novelist has with such exquisite cunning of art imbedded the fresh and glittering verses of the summer poet Chaucer: yes, that was more than upholstery, believe me.”

When Morris was nine years old, the casual ministrations of his sisters’ governess gave place to a more regular education. He was sent to a “preparatory school for young gentlemen” in Walthamstow, kept by the Misses Arundale. This was a couple of miles off, and he rode over to it on his pony. A year or two later the Misses Arundale removed with their school to George Lane, Woodford, within a few hundred yards of Woodford Hall. He remained there first as a day scholar, and afterwards for some time as a boarder, until the death of his father in the autumn of 1847.

For a number of years before his death Mr. Morris had held a position of some consequence in the district, and was a well-known name in the City. In 1843 he obtained a grant of arms from the Herald’s College: “Azure, a horse’s head erased argent between three horseshoes or, and for crest, on a wreath of the colours, a horse’s head couped argent, charged with three horseshoes in chevron sable.” The boy of nine was already of an age to be keenly interested in heraldry; and whatever may have been the reasons which induced Garter and Clarenceux to assign these bearings, they became in his mind something deeply, if obscurely, associated with his life. He considered himself in some sense a tribesman of the White Horse. In the house which he built for himself afterwards the horse’s head is pictured on tiles and glass painted by his own hand. To the White Horse of the Berkshire downs, which lies within a drive of his later home at Kelmscott, he made a regular yearly pilgrimage. “Not seldom I please myself,” he wrote many years afterwards, “with trying to realize the face of mediaeval England; the many chases and great woods, the stretches of common tillage and common pasture quite unenclosed; the rough husbandry of the tilled parts, the unimproved breeds of cattle, sheep, and swine, especially the latter, so lank and long and lathy, looking so strange to us; the strings of packhorses along the bridle-roads, the scantiness of the wheel-roads, scarce any except those left by the Romans, and those made from monastery to monastery; the scarcity of bridges, and people using ferries instead, or fords where they could; the little towns well bechurched, often walled; the villages just where they are now (except for those that have nothing but the church left to tell of them), but better and more populous; their churches, some big and handsome, some small and curious, but all crowded with altars and furniture, and gay with pictures and ornament; the many religious houses, with their glorious architecture; the beautiful manor-houses, some of them castles once, and survivals from an earlier period; some new and elegant; some out of all proportion small for the importance of their lords. How strange it would be to us if we could be landed in fourteenth-century England; unless we saw the crest of some familiar hill, like that which yet bears upon it a symbol of an English tribe, and from which, looking down on the plain where Alfred was born, I once had many such ponderings.” In Great Coxwell church, halfway between Kelmscott and the White Horse, are two fifteenth-century brasses of William Morys, “sutym fermer of Cokyswell,” and Johane his wife — the former with a figure of a man in a short gown, with a pouch hanging at his girdle. The discovery of these monuments gave him extraordinary delight. In spite of his Welsh blood and of that vein of romantic melancholy in him which it is customary to regard as of Celtic origin, his sympathies were throughout with the Teutonic stocks. Among all the mythologies of Europe the Irish mythology perhaps interested him least: for Welsh poetry he did not care deeply; and even the Arthurian legend never took the same hold on his mind, or meant as much to him, as the heroic cycle of the Teutonic race.

The very soil of his birth, “this unromantic, uneventful-looking land of England,” he loved with a tempered but deep enthusiasm. “The land is a little land; too much shut up within the narrow seas, as it seems, to have much space for swelling into hugeness; there are no great wastes overwhelming in their dreariness, no great solitudes of forests, no terrible untrodden mountain-walls: all is measured, mingled, varied, gliding easily one thing into another: little rivers, little plains, swelling, speedily-changing uplands, all beset with handsome orderly trees; little hills, little mountains, netted over with the walls of sheepwalks: neither prison nor palace, but a decent home.” And in that decent home there had dwelt until the coming of the evil days, “a people rustic and narrow-minded indeed, but serious, truthful, and of simple habits.”

A little later, the wealth of the family became immensely increased by one of those chances which occur a few times in a generation, and give almost a touch of romance to the routine of commerce. In 1844 a company was formed to work certain veins of copper which had been discovered near Tavistock. It started on the modest capital of 1,024 shares of one pound each fully paid up. Of these Mr. Morris held 272; they had been assigned to him, it is said, in part payment of a debt. As soon as working was begun, the lodes were found to be of extraordinary richness. Copper then was worth a hundred and sixty pounds a ton: from this mine, famous under the name of the Devon Great Consols, it could be turned out for a trifling expense in apparently inexhaustible quantities. Within six months the shares were changing hands in the market at eight hundred pounds each. Mr. Morris’ holding rose for a while to the value of over two hundred thousand pounds. Three quarters of a million tons of copper ore were yielded by the mine before the gradual exhaustion of the lodes, and the fall in the price of copper, brought its prosperity to a close. It still leads a somewhat struggling existence on the proceeds of the arsenic which, in the high days of the copper-mining industry, was neglected as an unimportant by-product. But its earlier fortunes, and its gradual decline, were not without importance in determining the course of Morris’ life.

Some time before his death Mr. Morris had bought a nomination to Marlborough College for his son. The school had been recently founded “in a healthy and central position,” to quote the terms of its prospectus, “and conveniently accessible from all parts of England, being only twelve miles from Swindon, which is to be the great point of junction of the chief lines of railway in the kingdom.” It was at all events in the centre of one of the most beautiful and romantic parts of England, in a neighbourhood full of history, and still fuller of prehistoric records. A childhood on the skirts of Epping Forest was fitly followed by a boyhood on the edge of Savernake. It is not easy to over-estimate the influence of these surroundings on the development of a sensitive and romantic nature, or their share in fostering that passionate love of earth and her beauty which remained a controlling and sustaining force throughout his life.

Morris was entered at Marlborough College in February, 1848, being then just under fourteen. He remained there till the Christmas of 1851, the last year of Dr. Wilkinson’s rather disastrous head-mastership. During these early years the school had never outgrown the confusion amid which it started in 1843, when two hundred boys from all parts of England were suddenly shot down into the chaos of a new school with no tradition, little organization, and insufficient funds. Yet the need for the school was so great that these numbers kept growing term by term: within the first three years they doubled, and for some time afterwards there was an incessant race between the growth of the school and the progress of the new buildings. More than a hundred new boys entered along with Morris at the beginning of 1848. The Great Western Railway was then being pushed slowly westward from Reading. Until Morris left school, Hungerford, eleven miles off, remained the nearest station. The town itself was the same quiet little place that it is now. Its remoteness from any large town, and the weakness of the school organization generally, resulted in the boys being allowed much greater individual freedom than was even then common, or than now exists at any public school. There was no regular system of athletics. Cricket and football were only played by a small number of the boys. In play hours the bulk of them used to ramble about the country. There was no fixed school dress, and no prefect system. A single large schoolroom served for all the boys under the fifth form. For the average schoolboy the effects or this loose discipline may be doubtful; but for a boy of strong tastes and exceptional gifts it was not without its advantages. Under the elaborate machinery and the overpowering social code of the modern public school the type is fostered at the expense of the individual: with a boy like Morris the strain would have been so great that something must have snapped. Even as it was he lived a rather solitary life; and he left Marlborough with little regret, and retained little affection for it in later years. But his physical and moral strength, both unusually great, saved him from serious bullying, and his school life was not unhappy. The self-sufficingness which always remained one of his most striking characteristics kept him from being either lonely or discontented. He never played either cricket or football. The weekly whole holiday of the summer half was spent by him in long rambles through Savernake Forest and over the Downs, sometimes in company with other boys of congenial tastes, but if not, quite happy to be alone. The pre-Celtic long barrows on the ridges above Pewsey Vale, the round barrows of which Silbury Hill is the most imposing example, the stone circles of Avebury, the Roman villas at Kennet, all became familiar to him; and the royal castle, as it existed in all its splendour in the reign of Henry III., was almost as real to him as the beautiful seventeenth-century building which had replaced it, and which, after so many vicissitudes, had become the home of the new school.

The school library at Marlborough was well provided with works on archaeology and ecclesiastical architecture. Through these he ranged at will. His power of assimilation was prodigious; and he left Marlborough, he used to say afterwards, a good archæologist, and knowing most of what there was to be known about English Gothic. This interest in churches was reinforced by another influence which now came for the first time into his life, that of the Anglo-Catholic movement. The college, though not founded by any theological party, had a distinctly High Church character. Blore’s chapel, now demolished to make room for a larger and statelier building, was fast rising when Morris came to Marlborough, and a trained choir was formed when it was opened in the following autumn. The older church music appealed to him with a force only less than that of mediæval architecture. The romantic movement, which had originated a generation before, and had received so prodigious an impulse from Scott’s novels, was now flooding into the channels of Anglo-Catholicism; and Morris left school a pronounced Anglo-Catholic.

A schoolfellow at Marlborough describes him as “a thick-set, strong-looking boy, with a high colour and black curly hair, good-natured and kind, but with a fearful temper.” According to another, he took little or no part in the school games, but was a keen collector of birds’ eggs. The restlessness of his fingers, which must always be handling something, was even then very noticeable. He used to seek relief from it in endless netting. With one end of the net fastened to a desk in the big schoolroom he would work at it for hours together, his fingers moving almost automatically. Mr. Fearon, the Secretary to the Charity Commissioners, who entered Marlborough in the same term, remembers him as fond of mooning and talking to himself, and considered a little mad by the other boys. On his walks he invented and poured forth endless stories, vaguely described as “about knights and fairies,” in which one adventure rose out of another, and the tale flowed on from day to day over a whole term. The captain of his dormitory, who had a fancy for listening to stories, and exacted them night after night from the other boys, found him an inexhaustible source. His gusts of temper, as violent as they were brief, are what seem to have most impressed him on his contemporaries.

After Mr. Morris’ death, Woodford Hall became too large and difficult an establishment for the family. In the autumn of 1848, during Morris’ second half at Marlborough, they removed from it to another house, on the road from Woodford to Tottenham, and within half a mile of their old house on Clay Hill. The earliest extant scrap of Morris’ writing is a letter to his sister Emma, dated Feast of All Saints (1st November) in this year, asking for details about the new house. “It is now only 7 weeks to the Holidays, there I go again! “ the boy’s letter ends, “Just like me! always harping on the Holidays I am sure you must think me a great fool to be always thinking about home but I really can’t help it I don’t think it is my fault for there are such a lot of things I want to do and say and see.”

Water House, Walthamstow, the new house to which he returned for the Christmas holidays, and which remained the home of the family till 1856, was one of the same general type as Woodford Hall on a slightly smaller scale; a square, heavy Georgian building of yellow brick, with a certain stolid dignity of outer aspect, and spacious and handsome within. Its principal feature was a great square hall paved with marble flags, from which a broad square staircase, floored and wainscotted with Spanish chestnut, led up to a large upper hall or gallery. In one of the window seats there he used to spend whole days reading, both before and after he went to Oxford. Behind the house was a broad lawn, and beyond it the feature which gave the house its name, a moat of some forty feet in breadth, surrounding an island planted with a grove of aspens. The moat was stocked with pike and perch; there the boys fished, bathed, and boated in summer, and skated in winter. The island, rough and thickly wooded, and fringed with a growth of hollies, hawthorns, and chestnuts, was a sort of fairy land for all the children, who almost lived on it.

In one of those prose romances which Morris, when he had just left college and was full of the romantic melancholy of two-and-twenty, contributed to the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine, is a passage which shows how deeply the country in which these school vacations were spent had sunk into his heart and mingled with his dreams. “I was in the country soon,” writes the hero of the story; “people called it an ugly country, I know, that spreading of the broad marsh lands round the river Lea; but I was so weary with my hard work that it seemed very lovely to me then; indeed, I think I should not have despised it at any time. I was always a lover of the sad lowland country. I walked on, my mind keeping up a strange balance between joy and sadness for some time, till gradually all the beauty of things seemed to be stealing into my heart, and making me very soft and womanish, so that at last, when I was now quite a long way off from the river Lea, and walking close by the side of another little river, a mere brook, all my heart was filled with sadness, and joy had no place there at all; all the songs of birds ringing through the hedges and about the willows; all the sweet colours of the sky, and the clouds that floated in the blue of it; of the tender fresh grass, and the sweet young shoots of flowering things, were very pensive to me, pleasantly so at first perhaps, but soon they were lying heavy on me, with all the rest of things created. I noticed every turn of the banks of the little brook, every ripple of its waters over the brown stones, every line of the broad-leaved water flowers; I went down towards the brook, and, stooping down, gathered a knot of lush marsh-marigolds; then, kneeling on both knees, bent over the water with my arm stretched down to it, till both my hand and the yellow flowers were making the swift-running little stream bubble about them; and even as I did so, still stronger and stronger came the memories, till they came quite clear at last, those shapes and words of the past days. I rose from the water in haste, and getting on to the road again, walked along tremblingly, my head bent toward the earth, my wet hand and flowers marking the dust of it as I went.”

In an unpublished story written fifteen years later, the description of his hero’s boyhood has many passages in it which are unmistakably drawn from his own experience. The dreams which mingle with the healthy life of a boy, the first beginnings of thought, of sentiment, of romance, are touched in these passages from knowledge and vivid recollection. “You know,” says the boy in the story, “one has fits of not caring for fishing and shooting a bit, and then I get through an, enormous lot of reading; and then again one day one goes out and down to the river and looks at the eddies, and then suddenly one thinks of all that again; and then another day when one has one’s rod in one’s hand one looks up and down the field or sees the road winding along, and I can’t help thinking of tales going on amongst it all, and long so for more and more books.” The boy who cannot help thinking of tales going on amongst it all is undoubtedly Morris himself, and Morris as he remained all through his life. Even more strikingly autobiographic perhaps is another touch a little later in the same story: “Even though he half saw it he began to dream about it, as his way was about everything, to make it something different from what it was.” This kind of dreaming, the instinct of making everything something different from what it was, was indeed, alike for strength and weakness, of the very essence of his nature.

Another passage from the same story, of vivid and singular truth, might be an actual scene on a summer evening at Water House:

“John ran into the toolhouse and took up a garden fork preparatory to going off to the melon ground where the worm-populated old dung heaps were; for some strange reason that moment and the half hour were one of the unforgotten times of his life, and in after days he could never smell the mixed scent of a toolhouse, with its bast mats and earthy roots and herbs, in a hot summer evening, without that evening with every word spoken or gesture made coming up clear into his memory. It struck on him as he came out of the toolhouse again into the glow of the evening, and all his boyish visions of the great red-finned basking chub and shadowy flitting bleak, and the great water lily leaves spreading over the perch-holes, vanished and left him with that vague feeling of disappointment in life past yet hope of life to come . . . some reflex of the love and death going on throughout the world suddenly touching those who are ignorant as yet of the one and have not yet learned to believe in the other.

“He went off whistling from the gate, just as the low moon was yellowing through the windless summer night, in which the nightingales were beginning to sing now: one may easily imagine that his nervous sentimental mood had vanished before the gardener’s talk . . . at any rate that thought was not uppermost in his mind as he startled the blackbirds out of their roosts in the thick leaves; nay, whatever there was of sordid about the story had slipped off him and left a pleasant feeling of life active and full of incident and change going on about him, with I know not what of sweeter, of sweetest, lurking behind it all, and the little pleasures lying ready to his hand, they also were so keenly felt, so full of their own beauty.”

Another schoolboy letter to his eldest sister, written when he had been a year at Marlborough, shows the threads of fresh interest that were beginning to mingle in his life.

 

“April 13th, 1849.

“My dearest Emma,

“I received your dear letter yesterday and I am glad you liked the anthem on Easter Tuesday, we here had the same anthem on Monday and Tuesday as on Sunday it was the three first verses of the 72nd Psalm, In Jewry is God known, his name is great in Israel. At Salem is his tabernacle, and his dwelling at Sion. There brake he the arrows of the bow, the sword, the shield, and the battle. I certainly thought it was very beautiful though I have never heard it in Cathedral and like you could not tell how they would sing it there; but a gentleman (one of the boy’s fathers) said on the whole our choir sang better than at Salisbury Cathedral; anyhow I thought it very beautiful the first verse was sung by the whole the second began by one treble voice till at last the base took it up again gradually getting deeper and deeper then again the treble voice again and then again the base the third verse was sung entirely by base not very loud but with that kind of emphasis which you would think befitting to such a subject I almost think I liked it better than either of the other two the only fault in the anthem seemed to be to me that it was too short. On Monday I went to Silbury Hill which I think I have told you before is an artificial hill made by the Britons but first I went to a place called Abury where there is a Druidical circle and a Roman entrenchment both which encircle the town originally it is supposed that the stones were in this shape first one large circle then a smaller one inside this and then one in the middle for an altar but a great many in fact most of the stones have been removed so I could [not] tell this. On Tuesday morning I was told of this so I thought I would go there again, I did and then I was able to understand how they had been fixed; I think the biggest stone I could see had about 16 feet out of the ground in height and about 10 feet thick and 12 feet broad the circle and entrenchment altogether is about half a mile; at Abury I also saw a very old church the tower was very pretty indeed it had four little spires on it of the decorated order, and there was a little Porch and inside the porch a beautiful Norman doorway loaded with mouldings the chancel was new and was paved with tesselated pavement this I saw through the Window for I did not know where the sexton’s house was so of course I could not get the key, there was a pretty little Parsonage house close by the church. After we had done looking at the lions of Abury which took us about ½ an hour we went through a mud lane down one or two fields and last but not least through what they call here a water meadow up to our knees in water, now perhaps you do not know what a water meadow is as there are none of them in your part of the world, so for your edification I will tell you what a delectable affair a water meadow is to go through; in the first place you must fancy a field cut through with an infinity of small streams say about four feet wide each the people to whom the meadow belongs can turn these streams on and off when they like and at this time of the year they are on just before they put the fields up for mowing the grass being very long you cannot see the water till you are in the water and floundering in it except you are above the field luckily the water had not been long when we went through it else we should have been up to our middles in mud, however perhaps now you can imagine a water meadow: after we had scrambled through this meadow we ascended Silbury Hill it is not very high but yet I should think it must have taken an immense long time to have got it together I brought away a little white snail shell as a memento of the place and have got it in my pocket book I came back at ½ past 5 the distance was altogether about 14 miles I had been out 3 hours ½ of course Monday and Tuesday were whole holidays. As [you] are going to send me the cheese perhaps you would let Sarah to make me a good large cake and I should also like some biscuits and will you also send me some paper and postage stamps also my silkworms eggs and if you could get it an Italian pen box for that big box is too big for school. I am very sorry I was not at home with you at Easter but of course that was not to be and it is no good either to you or to me to say any horrid stale arguments about being obliged to go to school for of course we know all about that. Give my best love dearest Emma to all,

“And believe me

“Your most affectionate brother

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

The quickness and precision of eye, the thoroughness which made him go back to Avebury next day to verify what he had learned after his first visit, the contempt for “horrid stale arguments,” are all highly characteristic: hardly less so is the interest in church festivals and church music, in which his sister fully shared. They had both been touched by the wave of religious revival. A year later Emma Morris married a young clergyman of pronounced High Church views, the Rev. Joseph Oldham, who had been curate at Walthamstow from 1845 to 1848. Mr. Oldham was at the time of the marriage curate of Downe in Kent, but very soon afterwards he was appointed to a living in Derbyshire, and William Morris was thus put quite out of reach of his favourite sister. He felt the separation keenly; the brother and sister had been closely intimate in all their thoughts and enthusiasms; and it was to some degree under her influence that the Church was settled on as his own destined profession.

With this career in view, Oxford would naturally succeed to Marlborough, and at Oxford the natural college for a Marlborough boy to go to was Exeter. There was a strong connexion between the West-country school and the West-country college; and several of the Marlborough masters were Exeter men. But Morris was not high up in school, and was more of an expert in silkworms’ eggs and old churches than in exact scholarship, while the condition of the school in the last year of Dr. Wilkinson’s rule had become deplorable, and culminated in an organized rebellion in November, 1851. It was accordingly arranged that he should leave school that Christmas, and read with a private tutor till he was thought fit to go up for matriculation. The tutor chosen, the Rev. F. B. Guy, afterwards Canon of St. Alban’s, was a man of high attainment and character, whose influence over his pupil was great, and with whom in later years Morris kept up a cordial friendship. He was then assistant master of the Forest School at Walthamstow, to the head-mastership of which he succeeded a few years later, and took a few private pupils in his house at Hoe Street. Morris was with him for nearly a year. Mr. Guy was a High Churchman of the best type, a friend and kindred spirit of Dean Church, and a man of wide sympathies and cultivated taste, with an unusually large knowledge of painting and architecture. When “The Life and Death of Jason “ was published, he pleased himself by tracing its germs to the days in which they had read the “Medea” together. Under his tuition Morris developed into a very fair classical scholar.

A fellow-pupil, Mr. W. H. Bliss, recalls that time with many incidents of Morris’ outdoor tastes, his intense love of nature, and his great bodily strength. In playing singlestick, of which he was very fond, his opponent had to be guarded against Morris’ impetuous rushes by a table placed between the two combatants. There were frequent visits to Water House, where they chased the swans and dragged the moat for perch, with a net of Morris’ own manufacture. Their walks or rides in the Forest were almost daily, and Morris used to go off there by himself when the other pupils went to take a day’s amusement in London. The day of the Duke of Wellington’s funeral was thus spent by him in a solitary ride to Waltham Abbey. He had refused, with some touch of his later Socialist feeling, to go to London to see the show. One habit he had even then formed which clung to him through life: that of tilting his chair back, getting his legs twisted round it, and suddenly straightening them out to the strain or collapse of the fabric. Many of his own Sussex chairs, not in his own house alone, bear to this day the marks of this trick of his.

At the beginning of June, 1852, Morris went up to Oxford, and passed the matriculation examination at Exeter. This was with the view of going into residence after the Long Vacation. But the college was then so full that his entry had to be deferred till the Lent term of 1853. He returned to Mr. Guy’s meanwhile, and read with him for six months more, going with him for the Long Vacation to Alphington, in Devonshire, and returning to Walthamstow for the remainder of the year. At the examination in the Hall of Exeter there had sat next him another boy who had come up for the same purpose from King Edward’s Grammar School, Birmingham, and was destined to be his most intimate and lifelong friend, Edward Burne-Jones.






  








CHAPTER II. OXFORD. 1853-1855
 

BETWEEN Oxford of the early fifties and Oxford of the present day there lies a gap which is imperfectly measured by the change, vast as that is, which forty-five years have brought over the whole of England. The home of lost causes and impossible loyalties was on the eve of startling revolutions; but it still clung to the past with obstinate tenacity, and prided itself on keeping behind the material and intellectual movement of the age. The long struggle which the University had carried on against the intrusion of a railway within ten miles of their sacred precinct typifies a contest which was being carried on, perhaps on neither side with a full understanding of the issues involved, in a much wider and more various field. The opening of the railway line between Oxford and Didcot in June, 1844, and the announcement by Lord John Russell’s Government, in May, 1850, of the appointment of the University Commission, are the two great landmarks which separate the old Oxford, the stronghold or sleeping-place of a belated yet still living mediævalism, from the new Oxford, which, for good or bad, has plunged into the modern movement and ranged itself alongside of the modern world.

The Oxford in which Morris and Burne-Jones began their residence at the end of January, 1853, was still in all its main aspect a mediæval city, and the name (in Morris’ own beautiful words) roused, as it might have done at any time within the four centuries then ended, “a vision of grey-roofed houses and a long winding street, and the sound of many bells.” The railway was there, but had not yet produced its far-reaching effects. From all other sides: down the plunging slope of Headington; along the seven-bridged Bath and Gloucester Road, where it trails through the marshes from the skirts of Cumnor; across the Yarnton meadows; over the low stone hills, with their grey villages, that enfold the valley of the Cherwell, one still approached it as travellers had done for hundreds of years, and saw its towers rise among masses of foliage straight out of the girdle of meadow or orchard. “On all sides except where it touched the railway,” writes Sir Edward Burne-Jones, “the city came to an end abruptly as if a wall had been about it, and you came suddenly upon the meadows. There was little brick in the city; it was either grey with stone, or yellow with the wash of the pebble-cast in the poorer streets, where there were still many old houses with wood carving, and a little sculpture here and there.” Instead of all the meshes of suburb, hideous in gaunt brickwork and blue slate, that now envelop three sides of Oxford, there were but two outlying portions. These still remain distinguishable among the environing changes: the little faubourgs of St. Clement’s beyond Magdalen Bridge, and St. Thomas’s beyond the bailey-gate of the Castle, each with its tiny High Street and its inconspicuous corporate life. A few streets of small houses had grown up round the Clarendon Press since its establishment in the remote meadows beyond Worcester. Children gathered violets on the Iffley Road within sight of Magdalen. Within the city the modern rage of building had barely begun. The colleges stood much as they had done since the great building epoch of last century, which enriched Oxford with the church of All Saints, the new buildings of Magdalen, and the façade of Queen’s. The University Museum was projected, but not yet begun; beyond the grey garden walls of St. John’s and Wadham all was unbroken country, and the large residential suburb and the immense pleasure ground that take their name from Fairfax’s artillery parks were meadows and market gardens. The Taylorian Institute and Galleries in Beaumont Street, not then overshadowed by the sprawling bulk of the Randolph Hotel, were the only new buildings in Oxford of any importance. The common street architecture was still largely that of the fifteenth century.

Nor in its inner life did Oxford retain less of an old-world air, and of fashions and ideas that had lingered out of an earlier day. But the continuity of life and thought is measured by decades where that of buildings is by centuries; and the furthest tradition that survived in the colleges was that of the stagnant sterility of the eighteenth century. Routh, who had known Dr. Johnson, still retained the presidency of Magdalen, to which he had been elected before the French monarchy had been abolished by the Revolution. During the second half of his long headship the Oxford movement had come and gone. Reaching its climax about the year 1840, it had begun its decline after the secession of Newman in October, 1845, and though it still continued a force of prodigious importance, other movements were ranging up alongside of it, and it was suffering the law of all mutable things. The very life and expansive force of the movement, which made Oxford a missionary centre for the whole country, had laid Oxford itself open to invasion by the outer world and by new ideas. Reform was everywhere in the air. A formidable Liberal reaction had set in, directed almost equally against the pretensions of the Anglo-Catholic school and the privileges of the old-established system. Congreve had founded a small but ardent school of Comtists at Wadham. Jowett had become the leading force at Balliol, and was thought certain of the reversion of the mastership. The younger fellows of Oriel were nearly all advanced Liberals. Oxford had at a thousand points become inextricably attached to the outer world. The railway mania of 1846, when gambling in shares became more exciting than theological controversy, is said to have completed the work begun by the shock of Newman’s secession. Left to itself, Oxford would have slipped back into the lethargy out of which it had been so unwillingly awakened by the Tractarian movement. But it was too late. The ferment struck roots deep. The modern city, with its tramways and electric lighting, its whirlwind of building up and pulling down, its tragicomedies of extension and modernization, is the realized effect of a vast and complex body of influences which were then seething under the surface. Still the Oxford of 1853 breathed from its towers the last enchantments of the Middle Ages; and still it offered to its most ardent disciples, who came to it as to some miraculous place, full of youthful enthusiasm, thirsting after knowledge and beauty, the stony welcome that Gibbon had found at Magdalen, that Shelley had found at University, in the days of the ancient order.

The year which had elapsed since Morris left Marlborough had not only loosened his connexion, slight as that in any case was, with the society of his schoolfellows and the common routine through which the schoolboy passes into the undergraduate, but had matured his mind and widened his knowledge to a degree which represents the normal growth of many years in an ordinary mind. “I arrived at Oxford,” says Gibbon in the Autobiography, “with a stock of erudition that might have puzzled a doctor, and a degree of ignorance of which a schoolboy would have been ashamed.” Morris’ book-knowledge, born of extraordinary swiftness in reading and an amazing memory, was almost as portentous and no doubt as incomplete. “Just as in after years, in the thick of his work,” Sir Edward Burne-Jones says, “it was noticeable how he never seemed to be particularly busy, and how he had plenty of leisure for expeditions, for fishing, for amusement, if it amused him; he never seemed to read much, but always knew, and accurately; and he had a great instinct at all times for knowing what would not amuse him, and what not to read.”

For such a self-centred nature, already accustomed to take its own views of things, the ordinary college life, the ordinary undergraduate society, had little attraction. The numbers of Exeter were then about one hundred and twenty, and the college buildings were over-full. Even when Morris and Burne-Jones were allowed to come up they had to go into lodgings for their first two terms. No undergraduate was then allowed to spend the night out of college in any circumstances: and the over-crowding was met by making freshmen lodge out during the day, and sleep in the third room of sets belonging to seniors, on whom they were billeted for this purpose. This curious and cumbrous arrangement was of course equally distasteful to senior and freshman, and threw the latter still more on himself, if he had any tendency that way.

Notwithstanding its popularity and its increasing numbers, the internal condition of the college was far from satisfactory. “There was neither teaching nor discipline,” is the sweeping verdict of a contemporary of Morris who afterwards rose to high academic distinction. The rector, Dr. Richards, was ill and non-resident. The only one of the fellows who was at all friendly or encouraging was Ridding, the present Bishop of Southwell, who had brought a more energetic tradition with him from Balliol. Morris’ own tutor contented himself with seeing that he attended lectures on the prescribed books for the schools, and noted him in his pupil-book as “a rather rough and unpolished youth, who exhibited no special literary tastes or capacity, but had no difficulty in mastering the usual subjects of examination.” It is proper to add that this vague supervision was then regarded as sufficient fulfilment of a college tutor’s duty, and that his college tutor is the last person in the world to whom an undergraduate thinks of communicating his inner thoughts or his literary enthusiasms.

The undergraduates at Exeter were divided, more sharply than is now the case at any college, into two classes. On the one hand were the reading men, immersed in the details of classical scholarship or scholastic theology; the rest of the college rowed, hunted, ate and drank largely, and often sank at Oxford into a coarseness of manners and morals distasteful and distressing in the highest degree to a boy whose instinctive delicacy and purity of mind were untouched by any of the flaws of youth. Of the average college lecture some notion may be formed from a letter written early in 1854 by one of Morris’ intimate friends, who shared many of his tastes.

“As for lectures, I have long since ceased to hope that I should learn anything at them which I did not know before. Imagine yourself ushered into a large room comfortably provided with chairs and a large centre table. The men take their places round it, and the lecturer, looking up from his easy chair by the fireside, exclaims, ‘Will you go on, Mr. —— ?’ The approved crib version is then faithfully given, and meanwhile most other men are getting, by heart or otherwise, Bohn’s translation of the next piece. When No. I has concluded, the lecturer asks benignly, ‘Dum governs two moods, doesn’t it? ‘ ‘Yes.’ ‘It governs the subjunctive sometimes, doesn’t it?’ ‘Yes.’ ‘Is qui ever used with the subjunctive? It is, isn’t it a’ ‘Yes.’ ‘Very well, very well, Mr. —— . Will you go on, Mr. —— ? ‘ ‘Haven’t read it.’ ‘Oh, never mind then; you go on, Mr. —— , will you?’ and when the crib has been deposited in the hands of a neighbour, in order that any requisite emendations may be whispered into the man’s ear, the lecture proceeds. At some awful blunder, up jumps the lecturer, and after a long yawning pause, mildly breaks forth, ‘Well, yer know, I should hardly think you’d take it in that way, yer know. Mr. —— , will you just translate that passage?’ (Another crib version is given.) ‘Precisely so, precisely so; quite right, quite right, Mr. —— .’ And so we gradually limp through a page or two which none of the men has bestowed ten minutes upon, and leave the room for another exhibition of crib-repetition.”

The wit here is not untouched with malice; but the sketch shows the impression made by the routine of college lectures on a sensitive, enthusiastic boy who had come to Oxford full of hopes and longings, and prepared to find in it the realization of all his school dreams. The effect was such as Morris himself at all events never got over: to the end of his life the educational system and the intellectual life of modern Oxford were matters as to which he remained bitterly prejudiced, and the name of “Don “ was used by him as a synonym for all that was narrow, ignorant, and pedantic.

Morris and Burne-Jones made each other’s acquaintance within the first two or three days of their first term. At first sight each found in the other a kindred and complemental spirit. Within a week they were inseparable friends, with that complete and unreserved friendship which is the greatest of all the privileges that Oxford life has to bestow. “We went almost daily walks together,” Sir Edward writes. “Gloomy disappointment and disillusion were settling down on me in this first term’s experience of Oxford. The place was languid and indifferent; scarcely anything was left to shew that it had passed through such an excited time as ended with the secession of Newman. So we compared our thoughts together upon these things and went angry walks together in the afternoons and sat together in the evenings reading. From the first I knew how different he was from all the men I had ever met. He talked with vehemence, and sometimes with violence. I never knew him languid or tired. He was slight in figure in those days; his hair was dark brown and very thick, his nose straight, his eyes hazel-coloured, his mouth exceedingly delicate and beautiful. Before many weeks were past in our first term there were but three or four men in the whole college whom we visited or spoke to. But at Pembroke there was a little Birmingham colony, and with them we consorted when we wanted more company than our own. In a corner of the old quadrangle there, on the ground floor, were the rooms of Faulkner, learned in mathematics and the physical sciences, not so learned in theology, since, in spite of great distinction and University scholarships, he was once plucked because he included Isaiah in the number of the twelve apostles. Dixon, an old schoolfellow of mine and the only poet in our school, had rooms at the top of the same staircase, and upon the opposite side of the quadrangle lived Fulford, our senior by about two years, a man then full of energy and enthusiasm. But our common room was invariably Faulkner’s, where about nine of the evening Morris and I would often stroll down together, and settle once for all how all people should think.”

It was among this Birmingham group, Fulford, Burne-Jones, Faulkner, and Dixon, together with Cormell Price and Harry Macdonald, who came up to Oxford from King Edward’s School a little later, that Morris mainly spent his time: and it was they who, together with Godfrey Lushington of Balliol, and Vernon Lushington and Wilfred Heeley of Trinity College, Cambridge, joined him three years later in originating and carrying on the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine. The two Lushingtons were a few years senior to the rest of the group: the acquaintance with them was formed through Heeley, who was also a King Edward’s School boy. He was a man of brilliant parts and amiable nature, whose career in India was cut short by an early death. With this Birmingham group Morris, from his first term at Oxford, was much more closely intimate than with his old Marlborough acquaintance. Such of these last as were at Exeter were, with the exception of W. F. Adams, now Vicar of Little Faringdon, and for many years a neighbour of Morris at Kelmscott, in completely different sets; and for the others, the isolation of one college from another was too great for ordinary school acquaintance to be long kept up without some farther attachment of congenial tastes. Mr. Bliss, Morris’ fellow-pupil at Walthamstow, tells me that he dined with him at Magdalen now and then, and that they used to play fives together at the racquet-courts. But this was almost a solitary exception to the self-centred isolation in which the small group habitually lived. Within the group, Fulford, from his two years’ seniority, and his superabundant volubility and energy, at first took a position of some dominance. He was one of those minds which reach a precocious maturity and quickly exhaust themselves. He had left King Edward’s School with an immense reputation among his schoolfellows, which his subsequent performances did little to justify. By the time he left Oxford his friends had already taken his measure, and sighed over an extinct brilliance. But in this circle of undergraduates, distracted among a thousand divergent interests of theology, social problems, art, literature, and history, his genuine and exclusive devotion to pure literature powerfully helped to keep that interest prominent; and Morris’ own first essays, both in prose and verse, though from the first moment he far outstripped his model, to some degree owed their origin to Fulford’s influence.

Within, and yet above or apart from the rest of this group, the two Exeter undergraduates lived in undivided intimacy and unremitting intellectual tension. In the Michaelmas term of 1853 they moved into rooms in college. Morris’ rooms were in the little quadrangle affectionately known among Exeter men as Hell Quad, with windows overlooking the small but beautiful Fellows’ garden, the immense chestnut tree that overspreads Brasenose Lane, and the grey masses of the Bodleian Library. There the long nights set in to crown the long days. On the first night of one of their terms in college, after Burne-Jones had arrived late from Birmingham, and had supper, “presently Morris came tumbling in,” he wrote home next day, “and talked incessantly for the next seven hours or longer.” The two read together omnivorously. At first it was chiefly in theology, ecclesiastical history, and ecclesiastical archæology. Morris early started the habit of reading aloud to Burne-Jones — he could not bear to be read aloud to himself — which continued throughout their lives. Among the works thus read through were Neale’s “History of the Eastern Church,” Milman’s “Latin Christianity,” great portions of the “Acta Sanctorum,” and of the “Tracts for the Times,” Gibbon, Sismondi, and masses of mediæval chronicles and ecclesiastical Latin poetry. Kenelm Digby’s “Mores Catholici” was another book which both read independently; their admiration for it was a thing of which they felt a little ashamed, and which for a time they concealed from each other. Archdeacon Wilberforce’s treatises on the Eucharist, Baptism, and the Incarnation, were deeply studied, and Morris was within a little of following Wilberforce’s example when he joined the Roman communion in 1854. But alongside of this course of reading, which might be regarded as professional in young men destined for the Church, grew up more and more overpoweringly a wider interest in history, mythology, poetry, and art. Morris arrived at Oxford already familiar with Tennyson and with the two volumes then published of “Modern Painters.” One of Burne-Jones’s earliest recollections of his first term was of Morris reading aloud “The Lady of Shalott “ in the curious half-chanting voice, with immense stress laid on the rhymes, which always remained his method of reading poetry, whether his own or that of others. Ruskin became for both of them a hero and a prophet, and his position was more than ever secured by the appearance of “The Stones of Venice” in 1853. The famous chapter “Of the Nature of Gothic,” long afterwards lovingly reprinted by Morris as one of the earliest productions of the Kelmscott Press, was a new gospel and a fixed creed. Curiously enough, in the case of passionate Anglo-Catholics, Kingsley was read much more than Newman, and Carlyle’s “Past and Present” stood alongside of “Modern Painters” as inspired and absolute truth. Before Morris had been a year at Oxford the acquiescence of unquestioning faith was being exchanged for a turmoil of new enthusiasms. Burne-Jones had come to Oxford already saturated with Shakespeare and Keats, and full of the fascination of the Celtic and Scandinavian mythologies. The Pembroke group, together with the rest of their college, which throughout the Anglo-Catholic revival had remained steadfast to the older Evangelicalism, stood apart from the Tractarian movement, and were full of enthusiasm for modern and secular literature: Shelley, Keats, Tennyson, in poetry; Carlyle, De Quincey, Thackeray, Dickens, in prose. Thorpe’s “Northern Mythology,” to which he was introduced by Burne-Jones, opened to Morris a new world, which in later life became, perhaps, his deepest love, that of the great Scandinavian Epic. His other lifelong passion, that for the thirteenth century in all its works and ways, grew not only on the unremitting study of mediæval architecture, but on a rapid and prodigious assimilation of mediæval chronicles and romances. But the two books which afterwards stood with him high and apart beyond all others, Chaucer and Malory, were as yet unknown to him; nor, until it was first brought within their knowledge by the appearance, in 1854, of Ruskin’s “Edinburgh Lectures,” had either he or Burne-Jones heard of the name of Rossetti, or of the existence of that Pre-Raphaelite school from which they received, and to which they imparted, so profound an influence.

Before this, however, art was taking a place alongside of literature in Morris’ daily life, under the combined influence of his delight in architecture, his natural dexterity of hand, and the companionship of Burne-Jones, whose drawings, then chiefly of a fantastic nature, had already made him a reputation among his schoolfellows at Birmingham. “There was not a boy in the school,” one of them writes, “who did not possess at least one of ‘Jones’s devils.’” Merton Chapel, one of Morris’ special haunts, had lately been renovated by Butterfield; and the beautiful painted roof had been executed by Hungerford Pollen, a former fellow of the college. The application of colour to architecture was then a startling novelty, and young architects were making it their business to learn painting. Morris’ study of “The Builder “ newspaper, which he took in regularly, alternated with the study of mediæval design and colouring in the painted manuscripts displayed in the Bodleian. One of these, a splendid Apocalypse of the thirteenth century, became his ideal book. Forty years later he went to Oxford to spend a day in studying it, and looked over it with greater knowledge but unimpaired satisfaction. He was constantly drawing windows, arches, and gables in his books; and even in his letters of this time, where the pen had paused, there comes a half unconscious scribble of floriated ornament. Burne-Jones had already found in drawing from nature a relief from the burden of theological perplexities, and spent whole days in Bagley Wood making minute and elaborate studies of flowers and foliage. Morris’ rooms were full of rubbings which he had taken from mediæval brasses. But the great pictorial art of Italy and Flanders was as yet unknown to either. “Of painting,” writes Sir Edward Burne-Jones, “we knew nothing. It was before the time when photographs made all the galleries of Europe accessible, and what would have been better a thousand times for us, the wall paintings of Italy. Indeed it would be difficult to make any one understand the dearth of things dear to us in which we lived; and matters that are now well known to cultivated people, and commonplaces in talk, were then impossible for us to know.” Giotto, Angelico, Van Eyck, Dürer, names which a little later became of capital importance to Morris, were then wholly unknown to him. The reproductions of the Arundel Society were just beginning to be issued; but at present all that he knew of Pre-Raphaelite Italian art was from one or two pictures in the Taylorian Museum, and the rude woodcuts in Ruskin’s Handbook to the Arena Chapel at Padua. Among the most immediately stimulating of the books which he and Burne-Jones fell in with at Oxford was a translation of Fouqué’s “Sintram,” prefixed to which was a woodcut copy of Dürer’s engraving of the Knight and Death. Poorly executed as it was, this fired their imagination, and hours were spent in poring over it.

The romances of Fouqué, which supplied Morris with the germ of his own early tales, became known to him through another book which exercised an extraordinary fascination over the whole of the group, and in which much of the spiritual history of those years may be found prefigured, “The Heir of Redclyffe.” In this book, more than in any other, may be traced the religious ideals and social enthusiasms which were stirring in the years between the decline of Tractarianism and the Crimean War. The young hero of the novel, with his overstrained conscientiousness, his chivalrous courtesy, his intense earnestness, his eagerness for all such social reforms as might be effected from above downwards, his high-strung notions of love, friendship, and honour, his premature gravity, his almost deliquescent piety, was adopted by them as a pattern for actual life: and more strongly perhaps by Morris than by the rest, from his own greater wealth and more aristocratic temper. Yet Canon Dixon, in mentioning this book as the first which seemed to him greatly to influence Morris, pronounces it, after nearly half a century’s reflection and experience, as “unquestionably one of the finest books in the world.”

The following reminiscences, contributed by Canon Dixon, of the early years of the “set “ as they then called themselves, before this name was replaced by that of the “brotherhood,” draw a vivid picture of the life lived among them.

“I matriculated at Pembroke College, Oxford, in June, 1851, and began residence in the October term following, leaving behind me in the Birmingham School Edward Burne-Jones, Edwin Hatch, and Cormell Price.

“At Pembroke I found two Birmingham School men, whom I had known distantly at the school, Richard Whitehouse and William Fulford. As soon as I came up, Fulford called on me, after I had been solitary two or three days. I can still hear his step running up the stairs: and his greeting as he came in. He was a very little fellow, very strong and active, very clever, and immensely vivacious. We immediately fell upon poetry: and he read me a poem, ‘In Youth I died,’ which afterwards appeared in the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine. He asked me to breakfast next morning: and at his rooms then I met another man of Birmingham, though not of Birmingham School, Charles Joseph Faulkner. We three became very intimate. Faulkner was rather younger than I, though he had been in residence at least one term when I first knew him. His rooms were on the same staircase as mine: his at the bottom on one side, mine at the top on the other, in the north-east corner of Pembroke old quad.

“Fulford this term and after became extremely intimate with me. He was at least a year beyond my standing: but I could not find that he had any intimates before I came. He seemed to have had no set. However, he, Faulkner, and I soon made up a small set, and were constantly together. Fulford had great critical insight, and extraordinary power of conversation. His literary principles were early fixed. He was absolutely devoured with admiration for Tennyson. Shakespeare he knew, and could speak of as few could. Keats the same. (I introduced Keats to him: he had never heard of him before.) Shelley the same. He never changed much from the first three of these.

“Faulkner was, of course, wholly different: a great mathematician, who carried everything in Oxford. I suppose he must have had an original mind in mathematics, though he never made a noted discovery. He was not particularly of literary taste, I think, except so far as it must belong to a powerful mind.

“Next term, I think it was, Burne-Jones came up to Exeter: and William Morris was a freshman of the same term and college. Calling on Burne-jones, we all became directly acquainted with Morris; and in no long time, composed one set. Jones and Morris were both meant for Holy Orders: and the same may be said of the rest of us, except Faulkner: but this could not be called the bond of alliance. The bond was poetry and indefinite artistic and literary aspiration: but not of a selfish character, or rather, not of a self-seeking character. We all had the notion of doing great things for man: in our own way, however: according to our own will and bent.

“At first Morris was regarded by the Pembroke men simply as a very pleasant boy (the least of us was senior by a term to him) who was fond of talking, which he did in a husky shout, and fond of going down the river with Faulkner, who was a good boating man. He was very fond of sailing a boat. He was also extremely fond of singlestick, and a good fencer. In no long time, however, the great characters of his nature began to impress us. His fire and impetuosity, great bodily strength, and high temper were soon manifested: and were sometimes astonishing. As, e.g., his habit of beating his own head, dealing himself vigorous blows, to take it out of himself. I think it was he who brought in singlestick. I remember him offering to ‘teach the cuts and guards.’ But his mental qualities, his intellect, also began to be perceived and acknowledged. I remember Faulkner remarking to me, ‘How Morris seems to know things, doesn’t he?’ And then it struck me that it was so. I observed how decisive he was: how accurate, without any effort or formality: what an extraordinary power of observation lay at the base of many of his casual or incidental remarks, and how many things he knew that were quite out of our way; as, e.g., architecture. One of the first things he ever said to me was to ask me to go with him to look at Merton tower.

“At this time Fulford had a sort of leadership among us. This was partly due to his seniority: partly to his intense vivacity: partly to his Tennysonianism, in which we shared with greater moderation, and in different ways. It is difficult to the present generation to understand the Tennysonian enthusiasm which then prevailed both in Oxford and the world. All reading men were Tennysonians: all sets of reading men talked poetry. Poetry was the thing: and it was felt with justice that this was due to Tennyson. Tennyson had invented a new poetry, a new poetic English: his use of words was new, and every piece that he wrote was a conquest of a new region. This lasted till ‘Maud,’ in 1855; which was his last poem that mattered. I am told that in this generation no University man cares for poetry. This is almost inconceivable to one who remembers Tennyson’s reign and his reception in the Sheldonian in’55. There was the general conviction that Tennyson was the greatest poet of the century: some held him the greatest of all poets, or at least of all modern poets. In my time at Oxford there were two other men who, without touching him, obtained an immense momentary vogue, which has never been equalled since, perhaps, unless by Swinburne, or by Morris himself. These were Alexander Smith, whose ‘ Life Drama’ was in every one’s hands, and caused an immense sensation; and Owen Meredith (Lytton), in the ‘Clytemnestra’ volume containing ‘The Earl’s Return.’ Morris was delighted with this, especially with the incident of the Earl draining a flagon of wine, and then flinging it at the head of him that brought it.

“Now Fulford was absorbed in Tennyson. He had a very fine deep voice, and was a splendid reader of poetry. I have listened entranced to his reading of ‘In Memoriam.’ He read Milton even better: I suppose because there was more to read. His reading of ‘Paradise Lost,’ Book I., I shall never forget. He had a fine metrical ear, which helped it. No one can tell how Milton lends himself to a good reader. He was also writing much at this time, and would often read his pieces to us. No doubt many of them had a Tennysonian ring, but they were not mere imitation, they were too sincere for that. I should like to add here, as my friend is dead, and in his life never gained fame or profit from literature, that Fulford’s influence was for good. He loved moral beauty first of all things, and would not have it put second in poetry or art.

“I have said that we accepted Tennyson in our own ways. The attitude of Morris I should describe as defiant admiration. This was apparent from the first. He perceived Tennyson’s limitations, as I think, in a remarkable manner for a man of twenty or so. He said once, ‘Tennyson’s Sir Galahad is rather a mild youth.’ Of ‘Locksley Hall’ he said, apostrophising the hero, ‘My dear fellow, if you are going to make that row, get out of the room, that’s all.’ Thus he perceived a certain rowdy, or bullying, element that runs through much of Tennyson’s work: runs through ‘The Princess,’ ‘Lady Clara Vere,’ or ‘Amphion.’ On the other hand, he understood Tennyson’s greatness in a manner that we, who were mostly absorbed by the language, could not share. He understood it as if the poems represented substantial things that were to be considered out of the poems as well as in them. Of the worlds that Tennyson opened in his fragments, he selected one, as I think the finest and most epical, for special admiration, namely, ‘Oriana.’ He offered the suggestion, and with great force, that the scenery of that matchless ‘ballad’ is not of Western Europe, but South Russian, or Crimean. He held that ‘the Norland whirlwinds’ shewed this: and he had other reasons. It was this substantial view of value that afterwards led him to admire ballads, real ballads, so highly. As to Tennyson, I would add that we all had the feeling that after him no farther development was possible: that we were at the end of all things in poetry. In this fallacy Morris shared.

“I spoke of a leadership by Fulford. In reality, neither he nor any one else in the world could lead Morris or Burne-Jones.

“At this time, Morris was an aristocrat, and a High Churchman. His manners and tastes and sympathies were all aristocratic. His countenance was beautiful in features and expression, particularly in the expression of purity. Occasionally it had a melancholy look. He had a finely cut mouth, the short upper lip adding greatly to the purity of expression. I have a vivid recollection of the splendid beauty of his presence at this time.

“It was when the Exeter men, Burne-Jones and he, got at Ruskin, that strong direction was given to a true vocation—’ The Seven Lamps,’ ‘Modern Painters,’ and ‘The Stones of Venice.’ It was some little time before I and others could enter into this: but we soon saw the greatness and importance of it. Morris would often read Ruskin aloud. He had a mighty singing voice, and chanted rather than read those weltering oceans of eloquence as they have never been given before or since, it is most certain. The description of the Slave Ship, or of Turner’s skies, with the burden, ‘Has Claude given this?’ were declaimed by him in a manner that made them seem as if they had been written for no end but that he should hurl them in thunder on the head of the base criminal who had never seen what Turner saw in the sky.

“About this time, 1854-5, we started weekly Shakespearean readings in one another’s rooms. Fulford, Burne-Jones, and Morris were all fine readers: so was Crom Price, who had come up three or four terms after us, to Brasenose. We used to draw lots for the parts. I remember Morris’ Macbeth, and his Touchstone particularly; but most of all his Claudio, in the scene with Isabel. He suddenly raised his voice to a loud and horrified cry at the word ‘Isabel,’ and declaimed the awful following speech, ‘Aye, but to die, and go we know not where,’ in the same pitch. I never heard anything more overpowering. As an incident not in Shakespeare, I may mention that in the reading of ‘Troilus and Cressida,’ when Thersites ends his catalogue of fools with the remark, ‘And Patroclus is a fool positive,’ and Patroclus asks, ‘Why am I a fool? ‘ Morris exclaimed, with intense delight, ‘Patroclus wants to know why he is a fool!’

“Among those of the set who took part in these readings I would mention two other Birmingham School and Pembroke men; the Rev. James Merrick Guest, still happily surviving in retirement near the School which has been the scene of his life; and the late deeply lamented Dr. Hatch, the theologian, whose noble spirit was not fully known among us.”

Morris’ first Long Vacation, that of 1853, was spent in England, largely in going about visiting churches. It included a short visit from Burne-Jones at Walthamstow: it is characteristic of Morris himself and of the terms on which undergraduates live, in a world almost wholly of their own, that Burne-Jones up till then had no idea whether Morris was rich or poor, and whether he lived in a little house or a big one. In the Long Vacation of 1854 he made his first journey abroad, to Belgium and Northern France. This journey was one of profound interest: it introduced him to the painting of Van Eyck and Memling, who remained to him ever after absolute and unapproached masters of painting, and to what he considered the noblest works of human invention, the churches of Amiens, Beauvais, and Chartres. From this Long Vacation also he brought back to Oxford photographs of Albert Dürer’s engravings, and an increased hatred of the classicists and (for their sake) of the classics. In Paris the Musée Cluny and the galleries of the Louvre enriched his knowledge of mediæval art in its noblest forms. At Rouen his desires were satisfied to the full.

“Less than forty years ago,” he writes in one of the frankly and beautifully autobiographic passages of “The Aims of Art,” “I first saw the city of Rouen, then still in its outward aspect a piece of the Middle Ages: no words can tell you how its mingled beauty, history, and romance took hold on me; I can only say that, looking back on my past life, I find it was the greatest pleasure I have ever had: and now it is a pleasure which no one can ever have again: it is lost to the world for ever. At that time I was an undergraduate of Oxford. Though not so astounding, so romantic, or at first sight so mediæval as the Norman city, Oxford in those days still kept a great deal of its earlier loveliness: and the memory of its grey streets as they then were has been an abiding influence and pleasure in my life, and would be greater still if I could only forget what they are now — a matter of far more importance than the so-called learning of the place could have been to me in any case, but which, as it was, no one tried to teach me, and I did not try to learn.”

As deep a love, and one that to the end of his life kept all its first freshness and passion, he felt for the common country of Northern France, the soil out of which sprang those radiant cities and glorious churches. The very smell “of beeswax, wood-smoke, and onions “ that greets a traveller on landing, gave intense pleasure to his senses; and more than his own Essex lowlands, more than the “glittering Kentish fields “ or the long rolling ridges of the Wiltshire downs, he loved “the French poplar meadows and the little villages and the waters about the Somme, and the long roads among them I longed to be following up more than I can tell.”

The year which followed was one of even increased moral and imaginative tension, and launched him on the paths which he followed throughout his life. In March he came of age, and came into the uncontrolled disposition of something like £900 a year. This control over great wealth — for such it was for the Oxford circle in which he moved and to his own simple habits — brought with it at once an increased sense of anxious responsibility and a greater boldness in choosing his own course and following it. The Crimean War was in progress, and the awakening effect it had on English public life — eloquently attested by Tennyson’s “Maud,” by Kingsley’s “Two Years Ago,” and by the whole general tendency for years afterwards of English poetry and fiction — made the younger generation feel all the excitement of a new era beginning. Socialism in a hundred forms — monastic, or industrial, or aristocratic — was in the air. The aspirations of “The Heir of Redclyffe,” which two years before had been so vague and elusory, took definite shape in schemes of elaborate self-culture and social regeneration. The terrible cholera autumn of 1854 seemed the climax of a period of physical and moral stagnation from which the world was awaking to something like a new birth.

“Till late that night I ministered to the sick in that hospital; but when I went away, I walked down to the sea, and paced there to and fro over the hard sand: and the moon showed bloody with the hot mist, which the sea would not take on its bosom, though the dull east wind blew it onward continually. I walked there pondering till a noise from over the sea made me turn and look that way; what was that coming over the sea? Laus Deo! the WEST WIND: Hurrah! I feel the joy I felt then over again now, in all its intensity. How came it over the sea? first far out to sea, so that it was only just visible under the red-gleaming moonlight, far out to sea, while the mists above grew troubled, and wavered, a long level bar of white; it grew nearer quickly, it rushed on toward me fearfully fast, it gathered form, strange, misty, intricate form — the ravelled foam of the green sea; then oh! hurrah! I was wrapped in it, — the cold salt spray — drenched with it, blinded by it, and when I could see again, I saw the great green waves rising, nodding and breaking, all coming on together; and over them from wave to wave leaped the joyous WEST WIND; and the mist and the plague clouds were sweeping back eastward in wild swirls; and right away were they swept at last, till they brooded over the face of the dismal stagnant meres, many miles away from our fair city.”

So Morris wrote, with some vague but hardly concealed second meaning, in the first of the series of prose romances which were the outcome of this year. It was the discovery, sudden and seemingly unlooked for, of creative power in himself, a natural outlet in words for all his inward thoughts, loves, aspirations, which lifted the cloud away.

That winter Morris and Burne-Jones had moved to new sets of rooms, next to one another, in the Old Buildings of Exeter, then overlooking Broad Street across a little open space with trees, and not long afterwards pulled down and replaced by the dreary modern front towards Broad Street, which opened the disastrous era of rebuilding among the Oxford colleges. “They were tumbly old buildings,” Sir Edward Burne-Jones says, “gable-roofed and pebble-dashed. Little dark passages led from the staircase to the sitting rooms, a couple of steps to go down, a pace or two, and then three steps to go up: your face was banged by the door, and then inside the room a couple of steps up to a seat in the window, and a couple of steps down into the bedroom. Here one morning, just after breakfast, he brought me in the first poem he ever made. After that, no week went by without some poem.” The story may be continued in Canon Dixon’s words.

“One night,” he writes, “Crom Price and I went to Exeter, and found him with Burne-Jones. As soon as we entered the room, Burne-Jones exclaimed wildly,’ He’s a big poet.’ ‘Who is? ‘ asked we. ‘Why, Topsy’ — the name which he had given him.” This name, given from his mass of dark curly hair, and generally unkempt appearance, stuck to Morris among the circle of his intimate friends all his life. It was frequently shortened into “Top.”

“We sat down,” Canon Dixon continues, “and heard Morris read his first poem, the first that he had ever written in his life. It was called ‘The Willow and the Red Cliff.’ As he read it, I felt that it was something the like of which had never been heard before. It was a thing entirely new founded on nothing previous: perfectly original, whatever its value, and sounding truly striking and beautiful, extremely decisive and powerful in execution. It must be remembered particularly that it was the first piece of verse that he had ever written: there was no novitiate: and not a trace of influence; and then it will be acknowledged that this was an unprecedented thing. He reached his perfection at once; nothing could have been altered in ‘The Willow and the Red Cliff’; and in my judgment, he can scarcely be said to have much exceeded it afterwards in anything that he did. I cannot recollect what took place afterwards, but I expressed my admiration in some way, as we all did; and I remember his remark, ‘Well, if this is poetry, it is very easy to write.’ From that time onward, for a term or two, he came to my rooms almost every day with a new poem.”

This first poem, which produced so profound an impression on its hearers, appears to have perished beyond recovery. It was destroyed by Morris, together with many others, in a general massacre which he made, soon after the publication of “The Defence of Guenevere,” of the early poems which he did not choose to be included in that volume. “It was a dreadful mistake to destroy them,” Canon Dixon says. “But he had no notion whatever of correcting a poem, and very little power to do so.” This incapacity or impatience of correction remained characteristic of Morris as a literary artist. The manuscripts of his longer poems show little alteration from the first drafts. When he was dissatisfied with a poem, he wrote it afresh, or wrote another instead of it. The Prologue to “The Earthly Paradise,” “The Story of the Wanderers,” was originally written, and still exists, in a four-lined stanza. Something in the detail or proportion of the narrative dissatisfied him, and instead of remodelling the poem he deliberately wrote the whole tale anew in couplets, so as not to be fettered by the earlier version.

The loss of the poems thus committed to the flames in 1858 is one never wholly to be replaced. Like the poems in “The Defence of Guenevere,” and in some cases even more strongly, they appear to have had that evanescent and intangible grace of a new beginning in art, the keen scent and frail beauty of the first blossoms of spring, which is more moving and more penetrating than even the full flower of a mature summer. Such, in their time, had been the troubled and piercing charm of the Virgilian Eclogues, of the early Florentine or Sienese paintings, of Tennyson’s marvellous volumes of 1830 and 1832. Since the “old Butcher’s Book torn up in Spedding’s rooms in 1842 when the Press went to work with, I think, the last of old Alfred’s best,” so long and so vainly lamented by FitzGerald, there has perhaps not been a loss more to be deplored. One fragment is preserved by a precious chance in a letter written from home to Cormell Price, the youngest and the best-beloved among the brotherhood, in the Easter Vacation of 1855.

 

“Clay Street,

“Walthamstow, Essex.

“Tuesday in Holy Week.

“My dearest Crom,

“Yes, it’s quite true, I ought to be ashamed of myself, I am ashamed of myself: I won’t make any excuses: please forgive me. As the train went away from the station, I saw you standing in your scholar’s gown, and looking for me. If I hadn’t been on the other side, I think I should have got out of the window to say good-bye again . . . Ted will shew something to criticize, or stop, I may as well write it for you myself; it is exceedingly seedy. Here it is.

 

’Twas in Church on Palm Sunday,

Listening what the priest did say

Of the kiss that did betray,

That the thought did come to me,

How the olives used to be

Growing in Gethsemane.

That the thoughts upon me came

Of the lantern’s steady flame,

Of the softly whispered name.

Of how kiss and words did sound

While the olives stood around,

While the robe lay on the ground.

Then the words the Lord did speak

And that kiss in Holy Week

Dreams of many a kiss did make:

Lover’s kiss beneath the moon,

With it sorrow cometh soon:

Juliet’s within the tomb:

Angelico’s in quiet light

‘Mid the aureoles very bright

God is looking from the height.

There the monk his love doth meet:

Once he fell before her feet

Ere within the Abbey sweet

He, while music rose alway

From the Church, to God did pray

That his life might pass away.

There between the angel rows

With the light flame on his brows,

With his friend, the deacon goes:

Hand in hand they go together,

Loving hearts they go together

Where the Presence shineth ever.

Kiss upon the death-bed given,

Kiss on dying forehead given

When the soul goes up to Heaven.

Many thoughts beneath the sun

Thought together; Life is done,

Yet for ever love doth run.

Willow standing ‘gainst the blue,

Where the light clouds come and go,

Mindeth me of kiss untrue.

Christ, thine awful cross is thrown

Round the whole world, and thy Sun

Woful kisses looks upon.

Eastward slope the shadows now,

Very light the wind does blow,

Scarce it lifts the laurels low;

I cannot say the things I would,

I cannot think the things I would,

How the Cross at evening stood.

Very blue the sky above,

Very sweet the faint clouds move,

Yet I cannot think of love.”

 

There, dear, perhaps I ought to be ashamed of it, don’t spare me. I have begun a good many other things, I don’t know if I shall ever finish them, I shall have to show them to Ted and to you first: you know my failing. I have been in a horrible state of mind about my writing; for I seem to get more and more imbecile as I go on. Do you know, I don’t know what to write to you about; there are no facts here to write about; I have no one to talk to, except to ask for things to eat and drink and clothe myself withal; I have read no new books since I saw you, in fact no books at all.

“The other day I went ‘a-brassing ‘ near the Thames on the Essex side; I got two remarkable brasses and three or four others that were not remarkable: one was a Flemish brass of a knight, date 1370, very small; another a brass (very small, with the legend gone) of a priest in his shroud; I think there are only two other shrouded brasses in England. The Church that this last brass came from was I think one of the prettiest Churches (for a small village Church) that I have ever seen; the consecration crosses (some of them) were visible, red in a red circle; and there was some very pretty colouring on a corbel, in very good preservation: the parson of the parish shewed us over this Church; he was very civil and very, very dirty and snuffy, inexpressibly so, I can’t give you an idea of his dirt and snuffiness.”

[The rest of the letter is lost.]

A week later he writes again, with reference to some criticism which Price had made on the poem.

“It was not at sermon-time that I thought of the ‘Kisses,’ but as the second lesson was being read: you know the second lesson for Palm Sunday has in it the history of the Betrayal. I say, isn’t tomb a very fair rhyme for soon by the way? the rhymes you call shady, I should like to be able to defend: I think I could do it viva voce but can’t by letter. . . . It is very foolish, but I have a tenderness for that thing, I was so happy writing it, which I did on Good Friday: it was a lovely day, with a soft warm wind instead of the bitter north east wind we had had for so long. For those bad rhymes, I don’t like them, though perhaps I don’t feel them hurt me so much as they seem to do you; they are makeshifts, dear Crom: it is incompetency; you see I must lose the thought, or sacrifice the rhyme to it, I had rather do the latter and take my chance about the music of it; perhaps I may be able in the course of time to rhyme better, if my stock of thoughts are not exhausted, and I sometimes think they mayn’t all be gone for some time.

“I have read a little Shelley since I saw you last; I like it very much what I have read; ‘The Skylark ‘ was one: WHAT a gorgeous thing it is! utterly different to anything else I ever read: it makes one feel so different from anything else: I hope I shall be able to make you understand what I mean, for I am a sad muddlehead: I mean that most beautiful poetry, and indeed almost all beautiful writing makes one feel sad, or indignant, or — do you understand, for I can’t make it any clearer; but ‘The Skylark’ makes one feel happy only; I suppose because it is nearly all music, and that it doesn’t bring up any thoughts of humanity: but I don’t know either.

“I am going a-brassing again some time soon: to Rochester and thereabouts, also to Stoke D’Abernon in Surrey.”

With the letter from which these extracts are given were sent two other newly-written poems, mainly noticeable as showing an influence that might not be otherwise suspected in him, that of Mrs. Browning. She was then at the height of her popularity, and ranked by many critics as the first of living English poets. That noble passion for truth, purity, and freedom which burns through all her writings, which even now lightens and kindles the tangled wildernesses of “Aurora Leigh,” was enough then to excuse all her shortcomings. It even threw a positive fascination over her extraordinary mannerisms and floundering technique. Less than a month before his death, when talking of early days, Morris said that his first poems were imitations of Mrs. Browning. This was, perhaps, a little over-stated, but it expressed a real truth. The slovenly rhymes of his earlier poetry may probably be traced to her influence: and it was through her poetry that he became acquainted a little later with that of her husband, to whom he frankly owned his obligations, and of whom in succeeding years he wrote as “high among the poets of all time, and I scarce know whether first or second in our own.”

One other unpublished poem of this year survives. It is of a higher technical quality than those just mentioned, and of the same delicate and refined spiritual beauty. It is here transcribed textually from his own manuscript: in the second line of the first stanza the word leaves is obviously a slip of the pen for some other word, probably ground.

 

BLANCHE. Broad leaves that I do not know

Grow upon the leaves full low

Over them the wind does blow.

Hemlock leaves I know full well

And about me is the smell

That doth in the spring woods dwell.

And the finch sings cheerily,

And the wren sings merrily,

But the lark sings trancedly.

Silv’ry birch-trunks rise in air

And beneath the birch-tree there

Grows a yellow flower fair.

Many flowers grow around

And about me is the sound

Of the dead leaves on the ground.

Yea, I fell asleep last night

When the moon at her full height

Was a lovely, lovely sight.

I have had a troubled dream

As I lay there in the beam

Of the moon a sudden gleam

Of a white dress shot by me

Yea the white dress frighted me

Flitting by the aspen tree.

Suddenly it turned round

With a weary moaning sound

Lay the white dress on the ground

There she knelt upon her knees

There, between the aspen trees

O! the dream right dreary is.

With her sweet face turned to me

Low she moaned unto me

That she might forgiven be.

O! my lost love moaned there

And her low moans in the air

Sleepy startled birds did hear

O! my dream it makes me weep,

That drear dream I had in sleep

At the thought my pulses leap

For she lay there moaning low

While the solemn wind did sough

While the clouds did over go

Then I lifted up her head

And I softly to her said

Blanche, we twain will soon be dead

Let us pray that we may die

Let us pray that we may lie

Where the softening wind does sigh

That in heaven amid the bliss

Of the blessed where God is

Mid the angels we may kiss.

We may stand with joined hands

Face to face with angel bands

They too stand with joined hands.

Yea, she said, but kiss me now

Ere my sinning spirit go

To the place no man doth know.

There I kissed her as she lay

O! her spirit passed away

‘Mid the flowers her body lay.

What a dream is this of mine

I am almost like to pine

For this dreary dream of mine.

O dead love thy hand is here

O dead Blanche thy golden hair

Lies along the flowers fair.

I am all aweary love

Of the bright blue sky above

I will lie beside thee love.

So over them over them ever

The long long wind swept on

And lovingly lovingly ever

The birds sang on their song.

 

Such were the first beginnings. But his discovery that he could write prose came hard on the heels of his discovery that he could write poetry, and for some little time prose was the vehicle in which he could express his thoughts and imaginations with greater freedom. The prose romances which he began to write in the summer of 1855, and went on writing for about a year, are as remarkable as his early poetry, and have a strength and beauty which is quite as rare. But during this year he and Burne-Jones read through Chaucer. He found, in the poet whom he afterwards took for his special master, not merely the wider and sweeter view of life which was needed to correct the harsh or mystical elements of his own mediævalism, but the conquest of English verse as a medium boundless in its range and perfect in its flexibility. Thenceforth prose was abandoned, and, with the exception of one curious and unsuccessful experiment, verse remained for thirty years the single form of his production in pure literature.

The secularization of mind, the widening of interest and outlook beyond the limits prescribed by Anglo-Catholic ideals, towards which the influence of Chaucer and Browning, like two great windows letting in the air and the day, contributed so potently, was coming fast over him in this third year at Oxford — the time in the lives of so many men which is decisive of their whole future. Art and literature were no longer thought of as handmaids to religion, but as ends to be pursued for their own sake, not indeed as a means of gaining livelihood, but as a means of realizing life. More and more it became evident that the taking of Orders, with a direct view to which both Morris and Burne-Jones had gone up to Oxford, was irreconcilable with such a life as they now proposed to themselves. And the idea of common organized effort by the whole group towards a higher life, which for long had been eagerly planned, gradually shifted from the form of a monastic to that of a social brotherhood.

There was a time, early in Morris’ undergraduate days, when he had seriously thought of devoting the whole of his fortune to the foundation of a monastery. Such ideas were widely in the air. The community at Littlemore was a centre of influence and a place of pilgrimage, as familiar to all Oxford as the spire of St. Mary’s. Similar communities had sprung up in other parts of the country. Some seven years before, Street, the great architect of the revived Gothic, then a young man of twenty-six, had been deeply engaged with a scheme for the foundation of an institution, combining the characters of a college, a monastery, and a workshop, for students of the theory and practice of religious art. Such a community had been actually founded in Rome, a generation earlier, by the German painters Cornelius and Overbeck. That group of religious artists, a curious anticipation of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood, had lived in a Roman palace under a sort of monastic rule; and though the community had ceased to exist about the time when the Tractarian movement in England began, some tradition of it survived to kindle the imagination of younger men. Street had been living in Oxford since 1852 as architect to the diocese, had restored many of the Oxford churches, and was building the great church of SS. Philip and James in the northern outskirts of the city, one of the earliest and purest examples of a return to the architecture of the thirteenth century. Morris did not yet know him personally: but this early project of his, and similar schemes of others, had obtained a large currency.

The earliest distinct allusion to the scheme which, never realized in its original intention, bore fruit of unexpected growth in the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine and the firm of Morris & Company, comes in a letter from Burne-Jones, dated 1st of May, 1853, to a schoolfellow still in Birmingham, but preparing to go up to Oxford. The time-honoured observances which still make May-Day morning hideous in Oxford with the blare of countless whistles and horns seem then to have been resumed with added spirit in the evening, and wound up in scenes resembling those of the Fifth of November. “Ten o’clock, evening,” he writes. “I have just been pouring basons of water on the crowd below from Dixon’s garret — such fun, by Jove: “ and then goes on, “I have set my heart on our founding a Brotherhood. Learn ‘Sir Galahad’ by heart; he is to be the patron of our Order. I have enlisted one in the project up here, heart and soul.” A few months later he writes again, “We must enlist you in this Crusade and Holy Warfare against the age;” the crusade then definitely including celibacy and conventual life.

The last allusion to this scheme in its original conception is in another letter written by Burne-Jones to the same correspondent from Birmingham on the 16th of October, 1854, at the end of the Long Vacation. Term had been postponed for a week on account of the cholera epidemic. “You were surprised no doubt,” he writes, “at the postponement of term. It made me very angry, for I was sick of home and idleness and longed with an ardent longing to be back with Morris and his glorious little company of martyrs — the monastery stands a fairer chance than ever of being founded; I know that it will be some day.”

But this assurance lacks its old ring of conviction. By the end of that year the religious struggle which seemed for a while likely to land both Morris and Burne-Jones in the Roman Church was practically over, and with this clearing of the air social ideals rose to a more important place, and the monastic element began to fade away from the ideas of the Brotherhood. Price and Faulkner brought to Oxford actual knowledge of the inhuman conditions of human life in the great industrial areas; their special enthusiams were for sanitation, for Factory Acts, for the bare elements of a possible life among the mass of their fellow-citizens. “Things were at their worst,” the former writes, “in the forties and fifties. There was no protection for the mill-hand or miner — no amusements but prize-fighting, dog-fighting, cock-fighting, and drinking. When a little boy I saw many prize-fights, bestial scenes: at one a combatant was killed. The country was going to hell apace. At Birmingham School a considerable section of the upper boys were quite awake to the crying evils of the period; social reform was a common topic of conversation. We were nearly all day-boys, and we could not make short cuts to school without passing through slums of shocking squalor and misery, and often coming across incredible scenes of debauchery and brutality. I remember one Saturday night walking five miles from Birmingham into the Black Country, and in the last three miles I counted more than thirty lying dead drunk on the ground, nearly half of them women.” Such surroundings impressed indelibly on those who lived in them the ground truth that all true freedom, all living art, all real morality, even among the limited class who are raised out of the common level by wealth or circumstance, finally depend upon the physical and social conditions of life which exist for the mass of their fellow-creatures. It was not till long afterwards that this view of the matter took full hold of Morris, the country-bred boy, the easy liver and born aristocrat. But its influence was already sufficient to insure him against the belief that salvation lay in dreams of the past or in isolation from the common life of the world.

Another influence during this year tended in the same direction. Morris and several others of his set used to go pretty regularly to fence, box, and play singlestick at Maclaren’s Gymnasium in Oriel Lane. Singlestick was Morris’ own chief delight. “In defence,” writes a friend, “he was unskilful, vehement and iron-handed in attack. I bore for years after discolorations that were due to his relentless onsets.” Maclaren once said that Morris’ bills for broken sticks and foils equalled those of all the rest of his pupils put together. Between them and Maclaren himself, a man in the prime of life, cultivated and full of enthusiasm, a mutual intimacy and liking sprang up, and grew into a warm friendship. Three or four times in the term they would go and dine with him at Summertown, where they saw their own enthusiasms combined with the charm of a simple family life. There could be no better corrective for the narrowing influence of college monasticism. This larger life was reinforced by their outdoor tastes and their remoteness from the little circle of occupations in which so many Oxford men become hopelessly shut up. For men who did not spend their afternoons in rowing or cricket, a walk in cap and gown up Headington or round Christ Church meadows, discussing questions of theology, would seem from records of Oxford life in that period to have been the normal occupation of an undergraduate’s afternoon. Morris’ daily pursuits had a range which would not now be remarkable, but was then almost unexampled. The Tractarian impulse survived in the practice, to which he and Burne-Jones adhered for a long time, of going to sing plain-song at the daily morning services in St. Thomas’s Church. With Dixon and Price, they belonged to the Plain-Song Society, which practised regularly in the Music-Room in Holywell. It included among its members men of very varied tastes and ideals: zealous churchmen and freethinking antiquarians; moderate Anglicans like Liddon and Oakley, votaries of the Eastern Church like Neale and Palmer; Street and Woodward the architects, Dyce the painter. Long afternoons were passed on the upper river and among the ruins (more extensive then) of Godstow, or in expeditions to old churches, ranging from Dorchester to Woodstock, or in the Wytham and Abingdon woods. Evenings of excited talk and reading slid into the long nights in which Morris poured forth the results in prose and verse of his newly-discovered creative power; and all the while, as the old ideals melted away before larger enthusiasms, the mistress art of architecture, with all else — music, painting, the whole range of forms and colours and sounds — swept up into its train, took a continually deeper and more dominating hold. So passed the spring and summer days of 1855, while Tennyson at Farringford was putting the last touches to “Maud,” and the English cannon thundered before Sebastopol.






  








CHAPTER III. THE BROTHERHOOD. 1855-1856
 

IN the summer term of 1855, the Brotherhood, as they now began to call themselves, came up to Oxford full of ideas and enthusiasms that could no longer be suppressed, and that demanded some active outlet. The primitive or monastic ideals of the previous year were fading away before a wider knowledge and a more quickened intelligence. The serious employments of mature life lay still seemingly far ahead, and meanwhile the art of literature made its first appeal to them with all the charm and potency which, in those susceptible years and amid those romantic surroundings, it so inexhaustibly renews over minds full of the first ardour of knowledge and the earliest consciousness of manhood. The newly discovered power and delight of original imaginative writing, and their dissatisfaction with the current tone of thought on all matters deeply affecting human life, alike urged them to some literary enterprise in which imagination and criticism should find harmonious expression. To find some united and organized method of bringing their beliefs and enthusiasms before the world, to join actively in the crusade of which Carlyle, Ruskin, and Tennyson were the accepted leaders, became the first object of their ambition; and their plans now took definite shape in the resolution to found and conduct a magazine of a really high order. It was not to be one of the ephemeral productions, blossoms of the flying terms, which succeed one another year after year at both Universities, but equivalent in substantial value to Blackwood’s or Fraser’s, the two leading monthlies of the time. The first suggestion of this magazine was made by Dixon to Morris. It was taken up eagerly by the others. Co-operation was invited from Cambridge, where Wilfred Heeley had, while keeping up a close friendship with his old schoolfellows at Oxford, gathered round him a set of the ablest and most eager of the Trinity men. He was just about to go up for examination for the Indian Civil Service, but was cordial in his support and sympathy. At the end of the term Morris and Burne-Jones went to Cambridge for a week at his invitation, and the plan of the joint venture was farther discussed. As a matter of fact, however, the magazine, while it bore on its title-page the words “Conducted by members of the two Universities,” was wholly conducted, and for by far the greater part written, by the Oxford group. At Trinity, Heeley showed them, to their intense delight, the Tennyson volume of 1830, containing two poems which kindled them to rapture, the long-suppressed “Hesperides “ and the earlier version of “Mariana in the South.”

From Cambridge, Morris returned home to Walthamstow. A plan had been arranged between him and Burne-Jones to go a month later for a walking tour in Normandy: Fulford and Price were also to be of the party, but Price, rather to the dismay of the other two, was prevented from going. The following letter appears to have been written on the 6th of July, a few days after the Cambridge visit. The allusions to the magazine (for which “The Brotherhood “ was then one of the suggested titles) show that arrangements were already well forward for starting it. That year’s Exhibition of the Royal Academy included Leighton’s famous picture of the Procession of Cimabue’s Madonna and Millais’s “Rescue,” and also a picture by Maclise of the wrestling scene from “As You Like It.” The other allusions explain themselves.

 

“Friday morning.

“ Walthamstow.

 

“Dearest Crom,

“What am I to say about your letter? for I was very glad to get a letter from you even though it brought such bad news; and you should not have said what you did say about Fulford, for though I like him very much, and though he will without doubt be a very pleasant travelling companion, yet to me he is a very poor substitute for you. . . . Please write as often as you can. I am so awfully glad to hear that you are writing something, do let me see anything you do, I am not at all afraid of it; I should think Trench’s ‘Study of Words’ would do very [well,] but that as it ‘s a little bit old, it would perhaps be better to put it in the second or third number, rather than the first, but by all means write it; I have finished the tale I began last term and failed signally therein, I am afraid that it won’t do for the ‘Brotherhood’; I am going to send it to Dixon and Ted to look at, and see if it is altogether hopeless, will you look at it too? . . . If you remember, you were to review ‘North and South’; are you thinking of it?

“As to Cambridge, it is rather a hole of a place, and can’t compare for a moment with Oxford; it is such a very different kind of place too, that one feels inclined to laugh, at least I do, when I think of it. I suppose by this time, Ted has told you all about it, and how we went to see Ely, which disappointed me somewhat, it is so horribly spoilt with very well meant restorations, as they facetiously term them; the bit of a hill that the Cathedral stands on is very jolly however, green fields and gardens and many trees, all dotted about with quaint old houses, and bits of the old conventual buildings; there are several gorgeous bits about the Church too, and outside happily it has been hardly touched, which makes the exterior much more beautiful and interesting than the interior.

“I saw the Exhibition the other day and liked the Procession of Cimabue better than I thought I should have done, as I said to Ted, I wish I hadn’t seen Ruskin’s Pamphlet before seeing the picture, for I don’t know now what effect his commendation may have had upon me. Millais’s Picture is indeed grand, how gorgeously the dawning is painted! I had been sitting up late the night before, and saw the dawn break, through the window in our hall, just as it might have been there, minus the smoke. There was a very sweet little picture by Collins in the Octagon room, called ‘The Good Harvest of ‘54,’ did you notice it? I think Maclise’s picture about as bad as possible, fancy the brute spoiling one of the best scenes in your favourite comedy, don’t you hate him therefore? I saw Dyce’s ‘Christabel’ and thought the face very sweet; but Ruskin says the face is a copy; certainly it doesn’t help me at all to the understanding of Coleridge’s Poem.

“I saw that same day an impression of Albert Dürer’s S. Hubert, and very nearly bought it but couldn’t afford it, the same being 6 guineas; I think I should have done so though if I wasn’t living in hope of getting a photograph of it; the photographs represent the engravings much better than I thought they did, looking very much like impressions whose paper is yellow by age, only somewhat darker: what a splendid engraving that S. Hubert is! O my word! so very, very gorgeous.

“I bought some engravings from Fra Angelico’s picture in the Louvre, I am afraid only pretty good; will you have them? they represent the picture fairly I think on the whole, only the loss of colour makes of course a most enormous difference, where the colour is so utterly lovely as in the original — well, I hope you will like them. I have just been doing them up into a parcel whose clumsiness is something absolutely glorious, it is so clumsy. O this steel pen! — tell me if they reach you safely. Well, good-bye. I have forgotten what else I had to say to you, though I know I had plenty.

“Yours most lovingly,

“TOPSY.”

 

The names, and some of the work, of the Pre-Raphaelite school were by this time becoming known to Morris and his companions, though the artists themselves were still unknown to them. In the summer term at Oxford he and Burne-Jones had seen Mr. Coombe’s collection at the Clarendon Press, which included two pictures by Holman Hunt and Rossetti’s water-colour of Dante drawing the head of Beatrice. During the Easter vacation, in the “very pretty old-fashioned house on Tottenham Green” belonging to Mr. Windus, they had seen for the first time pictures by Millais and Madox Brown. A copy of “The Germ “ had also about the same time fallen into their hands; and from “Hand and Soul “ and “The Blessed Damozel,” which they read and re-read for ever, Rossetti rose to a first-rank place in their list of heroes.

On the 19th of July, Morris, Burne-Jones, and Fulford started on their tour in France, crossing from Folkestone and going straight to Abbeville. “We meant it to be really a walking tour,” Sir Edward Burne-Jones writes, “for cheapness’ sake: not that we walked far, but started with fine ideas of economy, necessary for me and conceded by him, who never said whether he had, or had not, money. We went to Abbeville, and there I drew, and to Amiens, and to Beauvais, he falling lame at Amiens, filling the streets with imprecations on all boot-makers; but he bought a pair of gay carpet-slippers, and in these he walked from Clermont to Beauvais, about 18 miles. But from this point, as he was footsore, we tried no more walking, but went everywhere by rail or diligence. We took a volume of Keats with us, and no other book: he knew everything about every place we went to. There was a little quarrel as to whether we should go to Paris or not, for though we wanted to go to Chartres, which lay south of it, he would have had us skirt the city, even by two days’ journey, so as not to see the streets of it. But I wanted to see the pictures in the Louvre, and Fulford wanted to see Paris, and after all there was the Hotel Cluny to pacify him with. He had told me that Notre Dame would be a sight miserable to look at, for the sculptures were half down and lying in careless wrecks under the porches. He was fidgetty in Paris, and after three days we hurried away and went straight to Chartres.”

On the 25th of July Fulford wrote from Chartres: “On the morning after arrival at Paris we went first to the Sainte Chapelle; thence to the Beaux Arts department of the Exposition: conceive our delight to find no less than seven Pre-Raphaelite among the English pictures: three by Hunt, including the Light of the World, three by Millais, one by Collins. They seemed to be entirely unappreciated, except the Order of Release, which attracted a great many from time to time. In the evening to the Opera, to hear Alboni in Le Prophète. Jones was enraptured; Morris seemed a good deal bored. Yesterday to the Louvre. We have moved again, to Morris’ great delight: he has been dying to leave Paris and get to Chartres.”

Another letter from Morris to Price, at the end of the three weeks’ trip, gives the rest of its history.

 

“Avranches, Normandy,

“August 10th, 1855.

“Dearest Crom,

“I haven’t quite forgotten you yet, though I have been so long writing, but the fact is, I am quite uncomfortable even now about writing a letter to you, for I don’t know what to say; I suppose you won’t be satisfied with the names merely of the places we have been to; and I scarcely think I can give you anything else. Why couldn’t you come, Crom? O! the glories of the Churches we have seen! for we have seen the last of them now, we finished up with Mont S. Michel yesterday and are waiting here (which is a very beautiful place however,) till Saturday evening or Sunday morning when we shall go back to Granville and take steamer for Jersey and Southampton. Crom, we have seen nine Cathedrals, and let me see how many non-Cathedral Churches; I must count them on my fingers; there, I think I have missed some but I have made out 24 all splendid Churches; some of them surpassing first-rate English Cathedrals.

“I am glad that Fulford has lightened my load a little bit, by telling you what we did as far as Chartres: so I won’t begin till after we left that place: Well, Crom, you must know that we had thought that we should be forced to go back to Paris to get to Rouen and that we should be obliged to go by railway all the way, which grew so distasteful to us after a bit, that we made efforts, and found that we could get across the country with very little railway indeed; so we went; I enjoyed the journey very much, and so did the others I think, though Ted’s eyes were bad, as they have been all the time whenever the sun has been out: we went the greater part of the way in a queer little contrivance with one horse the greater part of the way. Behold our itinerary. We started from Chartres quite early (six o’clock) with drizzling rain that almost hid the spires of the Cathedral, how splendid they looked in the midst of it! but we were obliged to leave them, and the beautiful statues, and the stained glass, and the great, cliff-like buttresses, for quite a long time I’m afraid — so we went for about 20 miles by railroad to a place called Maintenon, where we mounted the quaint little conveyance and went off, with the rain still falling a little, through the beautiful country to Dreux, for a distance of about 17 miles; there was plenty to look at by the road, I almost think I like that part of the country better than any other part of the lovely country we have seen in France; so gloriously the trees are grouped, all manner of trees, but more especially the graceful poplars and aspens, of all kinds; and the hedgeless fields of grain, and beautiful herbs that they grow for forage whose names I don’t know, the most beautiful fields I ever saw yet, looking as if they belonged to no man, as if they were planted not to be cut down in the end, and to be stored in barns and eaten by the cattle, but that rather they were planted for their beauty only, that they might grow always among the trees, mingled with the flowers, purple thistles, and blue cornflowers, and red poppies, growing together with the corn round the roots of the fruit trees, in their shadows, and sweeping up to the brows of the long low hills till they reached the sky, changing sometimes into long fields of vines, or delicate, lush green forage; and they all looked as [if] they would grow there for ever, as if they had always grown there, without change of seasons, knowing no other time than the early August. So we went on through this kind of country till we came to Dreux, and the rain had cleared up long before we reached it, and it was a bright sunny day. Some distance from Dreux the country changed very much into what I will tell you afterwards, but a great part of Picardy and the Isle of France seemed to be a good deal the same kind of country, and the land between Rouen and Caudebec, along the side of the Seine, was much like this, so much so, that I think I had it in my mind a good deal just now; perhaps it is even lovelier than this, the hills are much higher, but I scarcely think the flowers are so rich, or perhaps, when we went through it, the flowers had gone off a good deal. Well, we had to stop at Dreux about an hour and we saw the church there, a very good one, flamboyant mostly, but with an earlier apse very evilly used, and with a transept front very elaborately carved once, now very forlorn and battered, but (Deo gratias) not yet restored: there is a delightful old secular tower at Dreux too, and that is flamboyant also, with a roof like the side of a cliff, it is so steep. So we left Dreux, and set our faces as though we would go to Evreux; we were obliged to undergo about half an hour’s ride in the railway before we got there, to my intense indignation. We had only a very short time to stay at Evreux, and even that short time we had to divide (alas! for our Lower Nature) between eating our dinner and gazing on the gorgeous Cathedral: it is an exceedingly lovely one, though not nearly so large as most of the Cathedrals we saw, the aisles are very rich flamboyant, with a great deal of light canopy work about them; the rest of the Church is earlier, the nave being Norman, and the choir fully developed early Gothic; though the transepts and lantern are flamboyant also by the way: there is a great deal of good stained glass about the Church. When we left Evreux we found that the country had changed altogether, getting much more hilly, almost as glorious in its way as the other land perhaps, but very different; for it is a succession of quite flat valleys surrounded on all sides by hills of very decent height with openings in them to let out the river, the valleys are very well wooded, and the fields a good deal like the other ones I have described, quite without hedges, and with fruit-trees growing all about them; so we kept going on, first winding up a long hill, then on a table land for a greater or less time, then down into the glorious lake-like valley, till at last we got to Louviers; there is a splendid church there, though it is not a large one; the outside has a kind of mask of the most gorgeous flamboyant (though late) thrown all over it, with such parapets and windows, it is so gorgeous and light, that I was utterly unprepared for the inside, and almost startled by it; so solemn it looked and calm after the fierce flamboyant of the outside; for all the interior, except the Chapels, is quite early Gothic and very beautiful; I have never, either before or since, been so much struck with the difference between the early and late Gothic, and by the greater nobleness of the former. So after we had looked at the Church for a little time we mounted the omnibus to go to the railway station where we were to take train to Rouen — it was about 5 miles I should think from Louviers to the station. What a glorious ride that was, with the sun, which was getting low by that time, striking all across the valley that Louviers lies in; I think that valley was the most glorious of all we saw that day, there was not much grain there, it was nearly all grass land and the trees, O! the trees! it was all like the country in a beautiful poem, in a beautiful Romance such as might make a background to Chaucer’s Palamon and Arcite; how we could see the valley winding away along the side of the Eure a long way, under the hills; but we had to leave it and go to Rouen by a nasty, brimstone, noisy, shrieking railway train that cares not twopence for hill or valley, poplar tree or lime tree, corn poppy or blue cornflower, or purple thistle and purple vetch, white convolvulus, white clematis, or golden S. John’s wort; that cares not twopence either for tower, or spire, or apse, or dome, for it will be as noisy and obtrusive under the spires of Chartres or the towers of Rouen, as it is [under] Versailles or the Dome of the Invalides; verily railways are ABOMINATIONS; and I think I have never fairly realised this fact till this our tour: fancy, Crom, all the roads (or nearly all) that come into Rouen dip down into the valley where it lies, from gorgeous hills which command the most splendid views of Rouen, but we, coming into Rouen by railway, crept into it in the most seedy way, seeing actually nothing at all of it till we were driving through the town in an omnibus.

“I had some kind of misgivings that I might be disappointed with Rouen, after my remembrances of it from last year; but I wasn’t a bit. O! what a place it is. I think Ted liked the Cathedral, on the whole, better than any other church we saw. We were disappointed in one thing, however, we had expected Vespers every afternoon, we found they were only sung in that diocese on Saturday and Sunday. And weren’t they sung, just. O! my word! on the Sunday especially, when a great deal of the psalms were sung to the Peregrine tone, and then, didn’t they sing the hymns?

“I bought the Newcomes at Rouen, Tauchnitz edition, it is a splendid book. Well Crom, I can’t write any more, I am fairly run down; I am tired too, and have got to pack up as well, which is always somewhat of a bore; when I see you (which I hope will be soon) I will tell you about the rest. Ah me! if only you had been here, how I have longed for you! so very, very much. This is a seedy letter to send to such a fellow as you are, Crom, please forgive me, and be jolly when I see you. Shall I see you at Birmingham?

“Your most loving

“TOPSY.”

 

Even to so intimate a friend, however, this letter keeps silence as to the great event of the journey. The careless freedom of that summer holiday, with the glories of the world lying all about the fair land, among the sweet breath and colour of the fields, broke down the last hesitations. Walking together on the quays of Havre late into the August night, Morris and Burne-Jones at last took the definite decision to be artists and to postpone everything else in this world to art. It was decided that night that neither should proceed to take Orders; that the Oxford life should be wound up as quickly as possible; and that thereafter Burne-Jones should be a painter, and Morris an architect. From the art which he then chose for his own the former never swerved or wavered. Morris did not graduate as a professional architect, nor in all his life did he ever build a house. But for him, then and always, the word architecture bore an immense, and one might almost say a transcendental, meaning. Connected at a thousand points with all the other specific arts which ministered to it out of a thousand sources, it was itself the tangible expression of all the order, the comeliness, the sweetness, nay, even the mystery and the law, which sustain man’s world and make human life what it is. To him the House Beautiful represented the visible form of life itself. Not only as a craftsman and manufacturer, a worker in dyed stuffs and textiles and glass, a pattern designer and decorator, but throughout the whole range of life, he was from first to last the architect, the master-craftsman, whose range of work was so phenomenal and his sudden transitions from one to another form of productive energy so swift and perplexing because, himself secure in the centre, he struck outwards to any point of the circumference with equal directness, with equal precision, unperplexed by artificial subdivisions of art, and untrammelled by any limiting rules of professional custom.

In the prose romance, written a few months after he took this momentous decision, which has been already noted as containing many fragments of half-conscious autobiography, the hero describes himself in the following significant words: “Ever since I can remember, even when I was quite a child, people have always told me that I had no perseverance, no strength of will; they have always kept on saying to me, directly and indirectly, ‘Unstable as water thou shalt not excel;’ and they have always been quite wrong in this matter, for of all men I ever heard of, I have the strongest will for good and evil. I could soon find out whether a thing were possible or not to me; then if it were not, I threw it away for ever, never thought of it again, no regret, no longing for that, it was past and over to me; but if it were possible, and I made up my mind to do it, then and there I began it, and in due time finished it, turning neither to the right hand nor the left till it was done. So I did with all things that I set my hand to. Love only, and the wild restless passions that went with it, were too strong for me, and they bent my strong will, so that people think me now a weak man, with no end to make for in the purposeless wanderings of my life.”

Two other great disturbing forces there were which came at long intervals into his life. One was the temporarily overpowering influence of Rossetti, that masterful personality which swayed every one who approached it out of his own orbit. The other was more impersonal and more impalpable, the patient revenge of the modern or scientific spirit, so long fought against, first by his aristocratic, and then by his artistic instincts, when it took hold of him against his will and made him a dogmatic Socialist. Apart from these influences and their effects, he continued as he began; the rare instance of a man who, without ever once swerving from truth or duty, knew what he liked, and did what he liked,all his life long.

A few days after returning from France, Morris rejoined Burne-Jones at Birmingham. There also were Fulford and Price, and Heeley had just returned after passing his examination for the Indian Civil Service. Dixon was at home at Liverpool, reading Carlyle’s “French Revolution “ and pondering over the difficulties of original composition. Three weeks were spent at Birmingham in furious reading and talking, and in the further incubation of the magazine. The following extracts from a diary kept by Price’s younger sister are not without quiet humour:

“Aug. 22. Fan (an elder sister) was invited over to Jones’ to meet Morris. Fulford also was there. F. says Morris is very handsome.

“Aug. 23. Fulford, Morris, and Jones came over to tea and supper. Morris is very handsome.

“Aug. 27. Crom, Edward, and Morris went to Dudley Castle: came here to tea and supper, and Fulford later on. Fulford read ‘The Palace of Art’ ‘Vision of Sin’ and ‘Oenone.’ Morris also read, but he is a queer reader.

“Sept. 2. Edward and Morris came to tea and supper. We had great fun: Morris got so excited once that he punched his own head and threw his arms about frantically.”

From Price’s own diary an extract has also been preserved.

“Sept. 7. Ted, Top, and Fulford came over to tea and supper. Had much talk with Top about architecture and organization of labour. Discussed the tone of reviews in general, and ‘Blackwood’ in particular. It is unanimously agreed that there is to be no shewing off, no quips, no sneers, no lampooning in our Magazine.”

(Aytoun’s unsympathetic review of “Maud “ in Blackwood’s Magazine for that month had been the last drop in the cup of their indignation against the tone of current literary criticism. “Maud “ had been hailed by the set with unalloyed enthusiasm.)

“Sept. 9. Saw Ted and Topsy. Talked chiefly about the review. Politics to be almost eschewed: to be mainly Tales, Poetry, friendly Critiques, and social articles.”

During this visit to Birmingham Burne-Jones took Morris to Cornish’s, the bookseller’s shop in New Street, where, in accordance with the leisurely eighteenth century practice that still lingered in provincial towns, customers were allowed to drop in and read books from the shelves. There Burne-Jones had passed “hundreds of hours” in this employment; and there lately he had found and begun to read a copy of Southey’s edition of Malory’s “Morte d’Arthur,” a work till then unknown to either of the two, and one which Burne-Jones could not afford to buy. Morris bought it at first sight, and it at once became for both one of their most precious treasures: so precious that even among their intimates there was some shyness over it, till a year later they heard Rossetti speak of it and the Bible as the two greatest books in the world, and their tongues were unloosed by the sanction of his authority.

The resolution to become an architect, once taken, was put into effect without delay. After the visit to Birmingham, Morris at once began to read hard for his Final Schools and to place himself in communication with Mr. Street with a view of entering his office in Oxford as soon as possible. On the 29th of September he writes to Price from Walthamstow :

“I went to Malvern the day after I parted from you, it is certainly a very splendid place, but very much spoiled by being made into a kind of tea gardens for idle people. The Abbey bells rang all the day for the fall of Sebastopol, and when I went by railway to Clay Cross the next day, they had hoisted flags up everywhere, particularly on the chimneys at Burton — at Chesterfield they had a flag upon the top of their particularly ugly twisted spire — at Clay Cross, by some strange delusion, they had hoisted all over the place the Russian tricolour (viz., horizontal stripes of blue, red, and white,) thinking, honest folks, that it was the French flag; they have no peal of bells at Clay Cross, only one bell of a singularly mild and chapelly nature, said bell was tolled by the patriotic inhabitants ALL day long, the effect of which I leave you to imagine. My life is going to become a burden to me, for I am going, (beginning from Tuesday next) to read for six hours a day at Livy, Ethics, &c. — please pity me.”

A week later he writes again in a more serious tone :

“Thank you very much for taking so much interest in me — but make your mind easy about my coming back next term, I am certainly coming back, though I should not have done so if it had not been for my Mother; I don’t think even if I get through Greats that I shall take my B.A., because they won’t allow you not to sign the 39 Articles unless you declare that you are ‘extra Ecclesiam Anglicanam ‘ which I’m not, and don’t intend to be, and I won’t sign the 39 Articles. Of course I should like to stay up at Oxford for a much longer time, but (I told you, didn’t I?) I am going, if I can, to be an architect, and I am too old already and there is no time to lose, I MUST make haste, it would not do for me, dear Crom, even for the sake of being with you, to be a lazy, aimless, useless, dreaming body all my life long, I have wasted enough time already, God knows; not that I regret having gone to Oxford, how could I? for I should be a very poor helpless kind of thing without Ted and you. Didn’t I tell you that I meant to ask Street of Oxford if he would take me? I intended to tell you, if I didn’t; if that could happen, it would be glorious, for then I need not leave Oxford at all. Ah well, may it be so!”

At home the change in his plan of life caused indeed disappointment and almost consternation. It had always been taken for granted that he was to enter the Church. The feelings with which Colonel Newcome received Clive’s intimation that he was going to be a painter were still those of nearly the whole of the wealthier middle class. Bohemia was a strange foreign kingdom. To be a painter was barely respectable; even to be an architect — a profession in which there was at all events definite office work and possibility of wealth and honour — was to cut oneself away from the staid traditions of respectability. Mrs. Morris at first hardly credited the protect announced to her; and it was not until he was safe at Oxford and among his friends again that he ventured to lay his intentions clearly before her. Term was half over when the following letter, written after deep thought and with an unsurpassable delicacy of tenderness, set the matter before her as fixed beyond recall.

 

“Ex: Coll: Oxon.

“Nov. 11th, 1855.

“My dear Mother,

“I am almost afraid you thought me scarcely in earnest when I told you a month or two ago that I did not intend taking Holy Orders; if this is the case I am afraid also that my letter now may vex you; but if you have really made up your mind that I was in earnest I should hope you will be pleased with my resolution. You said then, you remember, and said very truly, that it was an evil thing to be an idle objectless man; I am fully determined not to incur this reproach, I was so then, though I did not tell you at the time all I thought of, partly because I had not thought about it enough myself, and partly because I wished to give you time to become reconciled to the idea of my continuing a lay person. I wish now to be an architect, an occupation I have often had hankerings after, even during the time when I intended taking Holy Orders; the signs of which hankerings you yourself have doubtless often seen. I think I can imagine some of your objections, reasonable ones too, to this profession — I hope I shall be able to relieve them. First I suppose you think that you have as it were thrown away money on my kind of apprenticeship for the Ministry; let your mind be easy on this score; for, in the first place, an University education fits a man about as much for being a ship-captain as a Pastor of souls: besides your money has by no means been thrown away, if the love of friends faithful and true, friends first seen and loved here, if this love is something priceless, and not to be bought again anywhere and by any means: if moreover by living here and seeing evil and sin in its foulest and coarsest forms, as one does day by day, I have learned to hate any form of sin, and to wish to fight against it, is not this well too? Think, I pray you, Mother, that all this is for the best: moreover if any fresh burden were to be laid upon you, it would be different, but as I am able to provide myself for my new course of life, the new money to be paid matters nothing. If I were not to follow this occupation I in truth know not what I should follow with any chance of success, or hope of happiness in my work; in this I am pretty confident I shall succeed, and make I hope a decent architect sooner or later; and you know too that in any work that one delights in, even the merest drudgery connected with it is delightful too. I shall be master too of a useful trade; one by which I should hope to earn money, not altogether precariously, if other things fail. I myself have had to overcome many things in making up my mind to this; it will be rather grievous to my pride and selfwill to have to do just as I am told for three long years, but good for it too, I think; rather grievous to my love of idleness and leisure to have to go through all the drudgery of learning a new trade, but for that also good. Perhaps you think that people will laugh at me, and call me purposeless and changeable; I have no doubt they will, but I in my turn will try to shame them, God being my helper, by steadiness and hard work. Will you tell Henrietta that I can quite sympathise with her disappointment, that I think I understand it, but I hope it will change to something else before long, if she sees me making myself useful; for that I will by no means give up things I have thought of for the bettering of the world in so far as lies in me.

“You see I do not hope to be great at all in anything, but perhaps I may reasonably hope to be happy in my work, and sometimes when I am idle and doing nothing, pleasant visions go past me of the things that may be. You may perhaps think this a long silly letter about a simple matter, but it seems to me to be kindest to tell you what I was thinking of somewhat at length, and to try, if ever so unsuccessfully, to make you understand my feelings a little: moreover I remember speaking somewhat roughly to you when we had conversation last on this matter, speaking indeed far off from my heart because of my awkwardness, and I thought I would try to mend this a little now; have I done so at all?

“To come to details on this matter. I purpose asking Mr. Street of Oxford to take me as his pupil: he is a good architect, as things go now, and has a great deal of business, and always goes for an honourable man; I should learn what I want of him if of anybody, but if I fail there (as I may, for I don’t know at all if he would take a pupil) I should apply to some London architect, in which case I should have the advantage of living with you if you continue to live near London, and the sooner the better, I think, for I am already old for this kind of work. Of course I should pay myself the premium and all that.

“My best love to yourself, and Henrietta, and Aunt, and all of them:

“Your most affectionate son

“WILLIAM.

 

“P.S. May I ask you to show this letter to no one else but Henrietta.”

 

This term at Oxford was the busiest and happiest of all. The Brotherhood had grown into a close union of minds and hearts, an intimate fellowship in all projects and ideas and enthusiasms. To such a period of common youth and hope, the isolation of later life must turn backward with deep gratitude, yet with such a passionate sense of loss as one might have who found himself alone in a strange world. “Forsooth,” says John Ball in his sermon at the village cross, “he that waketh in hell and feeleth his heart fail him shall have memory of the merry days of earth, and how that when his heart failed him there he cried on his fellow, and how that his fellow heard him and came.”

Morris passed in the Final Schools without difficulty: the negotiations with Street were successful, and it was arranged that he should be formally articled at the beginning of the year. The set were for the last time all together; Fulford, who had taken his degree a year before and had for a time been teaching in a school at Wimbledon, having returned to Oxford, and Heeley being also there for a considerable part of the term. During this term, too, Morris found a new occupation for his busy fingers. A volume of poems by William Allingham, entitled “Day and Night Songs,” had just appeared, containing a woodcut from a drawing by Rossetti. Writing to his mother in this year Rossetti speaks of “Allingham’s new Collection of Poems, where there are some illustrations by Hughes, one by Millais, and one which used to be by me till it became the exclusive work of Dalziel, who cut it. I was resolved to cut it out, but Allingham would not, so I can only wish Dalziel had the credit as well as the authorship.” To Allingham himself he wrote of it with equal dismay, speaking of a “stupid preconceived notion about intended ‘severity’ in the design “ on the part of the engraver, “which has resulted in an engraving as hard as a nail, and yet flabby and vapid to the last degree.” Severity, in the noblest sense, the design possesses as one element of its beauty. Both Morris and Burne-Jones pored over it continually. The latter wrote of it as “I think the most beautiful drawing for an illustration I have ever seen “: and Morris at once set to work at drawing on wood and cutting the designs himself.

Entries in Price’s diary show the progress of the magazine meanwhile.

“Nov. 6. After Hall to Faulkner’s where I helped Top to concoct a letter to the publishers.

“Nov. 17. Evening to Dixon’s: Solemn conclave as to the form title &c. of the coming Mag. Ultimately decided on 72 pages monthly.

“Nov. 22. Ground at a prospectus with Top: in the evening to Pembroke and go on with the prospectus, Fulford joining in and doing lion’s share.”

The publishers were Messrs. Bell and Daldy; and the first number of “The Oxford and Cambridge Magazine, conducted by Members of the two Universities,” appeared on the 1st of January, 1856. Twelve monthly numbers duly appeared. At the end of the year the financial drain, Morris’ own engrossment in other occupations, and the rapidly divergent interests of the principal contributors, led to its discontinuance. The price of each number was a shilling. But this moderate sum was found too high for the amount of matter by some purchasers, and was thought to have injured the circulation. Each number consists of from 60 to 72 pages in double column, and the contents are classified as Essays, Tales, Poetry, and Notices of Books. The financial responsibility was undertaken wholly by Morris, the only one of the projectors who could easily do so; though Dixon, out of more limited means, was anxious to help. At first Morris had the general control which, in default of more specific arrangements, follows the control of the purse. But the details of publishing were little to his taste, and as a corrector of proofs he was not very competent. Before the second number appeared the editorship had been formally assigned to Fulford, to whom Morris paid a salary of £100 a year for the performance of that duty. Towards the end of the Christmas Vacation Burne-Jones writes to Price, “Topsy has surrendered active powers as editor to Fulford, who is now to be autocratical master of the magazine, with full powers to accept or reject or modify anything or everything submitted to his imperial jurisdiction — it will be a good thing for all of us, and a great relief to Topsy.” The results of this arrangement on the fortunes of his venture are uncertain. On the one hand, the magazine became greatly overweighted with Fulford’s own compositions both in prose and verse; yet without his energy, it may be doubtful whether the task of getting out a number somehow on the first of every month would ever have been accomplished. There was some idea, which however did not take effect, of having illustrations after the precedent set by Fraser’s Magazine, and by the Pre-Raphaelite “Germ.” An elaborately facetious drawing of “Faulkner’s Improved Sewerage,” designed by Burne-Jones for an article on Sanitation by Faulkner, is still extant: and Fulford writes in March, “I expect Edward will have an illustration in the Magazine in April.” It was only the expense which stood in the way. As it was, the deficit on the year’s accounts was several hundred pounds, all of which came out of Morris’ pocket. The only illustrations issued in connexion with the magazine were two photographs of the medallion portraits by Woolner of Carlyle and Tennyson; and these were printed and sold separately.

The venture received slight, though not unfavourable, notices in the press; 750 copies of the first number were printed, and a further supply of 250 copies had to be added. But a large number of these were presentation copies, and the circulation of the succeeding numbers slowly fell off. At the end of the year there was a large stock of unsold copies on the publishers’ shelves. But encouragement came from valued sources. Ruskin praised it warmly, and gave some sort of promise, which however was not carried out, to contribute to it. Fulford writes on the 9th of January, “Ruskin has sent a most jolly note to Jones, promising to write for us when he has time, which won’t be at present. But he is very despondent: he thinks people don’t want honest criticism; and he has never known an honest journal get on yet.” Among the contents of the January number was the first of a series of three articles on Tennyson’s poetry by Fulford. He sent a copy to Tennyson and received a cordial acknowledgment.

“I find,” Tennyson wrote to him, “in such of the articles as I have read, a truthfulness and earnestness very refreshing to me: very refreshing likewise is the use of the plain ‘I’ in lieu of the old hackneyed unconscientious editorial ‘we.’ May you go on and prosper. As to your essay on myself, you may easily see that I have some difficulty in speaking; to praise it, seeming too much like self-praise.”

After the editorship was placed in Fulford’s hands, Morris’ own connexion with the management was confined to writing cheques; but he contributed articles, in prose or verse, to every number except those for June and November. “Topsy and I,” Fulford writes in September, “are the only ones of the set that write at all regularly. Ted won’t write.” In deference to the wishes of certain contributors, I have thought it right not to give a full list of authors, which would otherwise be of no inconsiderable interest: the more so as all lists hitherto published are inaccurate in important particulars. Generally, however, it may be stated that two-thirds of the whole contents came from members of the Oxford Brotherhood. Beyond these, Wilfred Heeley was an important contributor to the earlier numbers; but he was married in September and went out to India soon afterwards, and so ceased to have connexion with it. Of the other writers, the only ones responsible for more than a single article were Vernon Lushington, who had now left Cambridge and was studying law at the Temple; his brother Godfrey, recently elected Fellow of Oriel; and Bernard Cracroft, of Trinity College, Cambridge, who, like Vernon Lushington, was studying for the Bar, and afterwards became a statist and jurist of some distinction. He was one of the regular contributors to the Westminster Review under Mill, and the author of “Essays on Reform “ and various other politico-social works. To these names, however, must be added that of Dante Gabriel Rossetti. Three of his best-known poems appeared in the later numbers of the magazine: “The Burden of Nineveh “ in August; “The Blessed Damozel “ in November; and “The Staff and Scrip “ in December. “The Blessed Damozel,” a poem which, even more than the others, Rossetti kept perpetually retouching, is here printed with many variant readings, both from its original form in “The Germ” and from the later versions in the successive editions of his published volume of poems. The other two, which also vary materially in text from their later forms, were printed here for the first time.

There is little in the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine which may not be read, even at this distance of time, with much interest: but except these poems of Rossetti’s, Morris’ own contributions represent, on the whole, that part of its contents which is of permanent value. “Topsy has got the real grit in him and no mistake. But we shall all go to Heaven. Now I call that rather good, a whole natural history in two sentences.” So wrote one of the Brotherhood, in a flash of real insight, when seven numbers of the magazine had appeared. These contributions consist of eight prose tales, five poems, an article on Amiens Cathedral and another on two engravings by Alfred Rethel, and a review of Browning’s recently published “Men and Women.” The article last named is, I believe, the single instance in which Morris ever voluntarily took the rôle of a reviewer; and together with an article on Rossetti’s volume of poems of 1870, which, much against his will, he wrote for the “Academy,” it represents the sum of his formal contributions to literary criticism.

The full list is as follows: the poems being distinguished by having their titles printed in italic.



 

“These early poems,” Canon Dixon writes to me, “seem to me to be lifted out of poetry: to have, besides poetry, a substance of visible beauty of one particular kind: to be poetry without any notion of being poetry, or effort, or aim at it.” Four of them were included two years later in “The Defence of Guenevere,” and require no further notice here; they are “Riding Together,” “The Chapel in Lyonness,” “Pray but One Prayer for Me “ (there entitled “Summer Dawn “), and the Prince’s Song in “Rapunzel,” here printed separately under the title of “Hands.” The fifth was omitted from that volume for some forgotten reason, perhaps because it was thought too like the famous “Riding Together.” But to that poem it forms so perfect a pendant, and it is in itself of such strong and delicate beauty, that it claims rescue from oblivion.

 

We rode together

In the winter weather

To the broad mead under the hill;

Though the skies did shiver

With the cold, the river

Ran, and was never still.

No cloud did darken

The night; we did hearken

The hound’s bark far away.

It was solemn midnight

In that dread, dread night,

In the years that have pass’d for aye.

Two rode beside me,

My banner did hide me,

As it drooped adown from my lance;

With its deep blue trapping,

The mail over-lapping,

My gallant horse did prance.

So ever together

In the sparkling weather

Moved my banner and lance;

And its laurel trapping,

The steel over-lapping,

The stars saw quiver and dance.

We met together

In the winter weather

By the town-walls under the hill;

His mail-rings came clinking,

They broke on my thinking,

For the night was hush’d and still.

Two rode beside him,

His banner did hide him,

As it drooped down strait from his lance;

With its blood-red trapping,

The mail over-lapping,

His mighty horse did prance.

And ever together

In the solemn weather

Moved his banner and lance;

And the holly trapping,

The steel over-lapping,

Did shimmer and shiver, and dance.

Back reined the squires

Till they saw the spires

Over the city wall;

Ten fathoms between us,

No dames could have seen us

Tilt from the city wall.

There we sat upright

Till the full midnight

Should be told from the city chimes;

Sharp from the towers

Leapt forth the showers

Of the many clanging rhymes.

’Twas the midnight hour,

Deep from the tower

Boom’d the following bell;

Down go our lances,

Shout for the lances!

The last toll was his knell.

There he lay, dying;

He had, for his lying,

A spear in his traitorous mouth;

A false tale made he

Of my true, true lady;

But the spear went through his mouth.

In the winter weather

We rode back together

From the broad mead under the hill;

And the cock sung his warning

As it grew toward morning,

But the far-off hound was still.

Black grew his tower

As we rode down lower,

Black from the barren hill;

And our horses strode

Up the winding road

To the gateway dim and still.

At the gate of his tower,

In the quiet hour,

We laid his body there;

But his helmet broken,

We took as a token;

Shout for my lady fair!

We rode back together

In the winter weather

From the broad mead under the hill;

No cloud did darken

The night; we did hearken

How the hound bay’d from the hill.

 

In the article on Amiens Cathedral, which appeared in the February number, the intense love and wonderful knowledge Morris had of the Middle Ages, and of those glorious French Gothic churches which were always to him the crown and flower of the whole world’s architecture, expressed themselves in what is perhaps even yet the noblest and most loving tribute ever paid to the great Cathedral. It was not written without violent struggles. “I am to have a grind about Amiens Cathedral this time,” he writes from home on the 11th of January, “it is very poor and inadequate, I cannot help it; it has cost me more trouble than anything I have written yet; I ground at it the other night from nine o’clock till half past four a.m., when the lamp went out, and I had to creep upstairs to bed through the great dark house like a thief.” The praise of Amiens has been written by many different pens; but no one has ever written on it with such white heat of enthusiasm and such wealth of detailed insight. Every word of what he writes comes straight from his heart. “I thought,” he says, with simple and unashamed modesty, “that even if I could say nothing else about these grand churches, I could at least tell men how I loved them. For I will say here that I think these same churches of North France the grandest, the most beautiful, the kindest and most loving of all the buildings that the earth has ever borne.”

This article is headed “The Churches of North France. No. i.” It would seem that Morris had meant to write a series of articles on these churches, but there is no trace of his having begun a second. Indeed, after the first few months, his contributions to the magazine appear to be mainly poems and tales written during the previous year; his work at Street’s office, together with all the rest of his activities, preventing him from giving the laborious days and nights to writing which would have been necessary. For the essay on Amiens has neither the fluent grace nor the uncertain touch of the tales; it is wrought as if with chisel strokes, precise and yet passionate. The prose tales, on the other hand, were written very swiftly, poured out, as it were, from a brain overloaded and saturated with its pent-up stores of imagination. The only one which bears internal traces of labour or effort is the one entitled “Frank’s Sealed Letter,” in which for once, and with very faint success, he tried to write a story of modern life. In common with the unfinished and unpublished modern novel which he wrote many years afterwards, it gives the curious impression of some one writing about a kind of life which he only knows from books, with a strange sort of inverted antiquarianism. Put him in the thirteenth century and he is completely and conspicuously at his ease; the pictures rise, the narrative flows, as though he had seen and heard all he describes. But once in the nineteenth, his imagination is clogged and half crippled. On the imaginative side he was far behind, and far before, his own time: he belongs partly to the earlier Middle Ages, and partly to an age still far in the future. The stories of “The Unknown Church “ and “Lindenborg Pool “ have what may be called a semi-historical setting; they are placed, that is, in a definite European country and in a more or less definite epoch. But in the other five tales, the flower of Morris’ early work, the world is one of pure romance. Mediæval customs, mediæval buildings, the mediaeval Catholic religion, the general social framework of the thirteenth or fourteenth century, are assumed throughout, but it would be idle to attempt to place them in any known age or country. The world of fantasy in which they are set is like and yet unlike that of the second cycle of prose tales which began more than thirty years later, when he abandoned the semi-historical setting of “John Ball” and “The House of the Wolfings “ and returned to a world of pure romance in the story of “The Roots of the Mountains” and the series of stories which followed it. Both worlds are vaguely mediæval, but the men and women who move in these earlier tales are less strong and more passionate; and the world itself is more opulent, more Southern, reminding one often of Provence or Italy rather than of the rich but temperate Northern lands dwelt in by the men of Burgdale or Upmeads or Utter-hay. The Muse of the North had not yet become to him what it was in later years, “Mother, and Love, and Sister all in one,” as he calls it in a poem written about ten years after this. The tale of “Lindenborg Pool “ is indeed suggested by a story in Thorpe’s “Northern Mythology,” and “The Hollow Land “ is headed by a few lines from the Niebelungenlied; but the atmosphere is throughout that of the French romances, not that of the Scandinavian epic. Another likeness between the two cycles of stories is the skilful interweaving of prose and verse, afterwards adopted by him as a conscious literary method in “The House of the Wolfings “ and “The Well at the World’s End.” Among these early romances are several exquisite lyrical fragments. One of these, the song sung by Margaret in “The Hollow Land,” has passed from mouth to mouth among many lovers of poetry who never read the romance itself :

 

Christ keep the Hollow Land

All the summer-tide;

Still we cannot understand

Where the waters glide;

Only dimly seeing them

Coldly slipping through

Many green-lipp’d cavern mouths,

Where the hills are blue.

 

The first verse of another fragment in the same story, a Christmas carol heard sung in the snow by a sentinel of Queen Swanhilda’s, was perpetually repeated among his friends; nor is it easy to forget after a single hearing:

 

Queen Mary’s crown was gold,

King Joseph’s crown was red,

But Jesus’ crown was diamond

That lit up all the bed Mariæ Virginis.

Ships sail through the Heaven

With red banners dress’d,

Carrying the planets seven

To see the white breast Mariæ Virginis.

 

These romances have never been reprinted. Their author in later years thought, or seemed to think, lightly of them, calling them crude (as they are) and very young (as they are). But they are nevertheless comparable in quality to Keats’s “Endymion “: as rich in imagination, as irregularly gorgeous in language, as full in every vein and fibre of the sweet juices and ferment of the spring.

Towards the end of the Christmas Vacation of 1855-6, when the first number of the magazine had just been launched on the world, Burne-Jones went for a few days to London; and there an event took place which had momentous consequences in the year which ensued on his own life and that of Morris. The story shall be given in his own words.

“Just after Christmas, I went to London, to visit my aunt. I was two and twenty, and had never met, or even seen, a painter in my life. I knew no one who had ever seen one, or had been in a studio, and of all men who lived on earth, the one that I wanted to see was Rossetti. I had no dream of ever knowing him, but I wanted to look at him, and as I had heard that he taught at the Working Men’s College in Great Ormond Street, a little University set up by Denison Maurice, where men skilled in science or history gave lectures and their services of evenings, I went to the college one day to find out how it would be possible that I should set eyes upon him. I was told that there was to be a monthly meeting that very evening, in a room in Great Titchfield Street, and that, by paying threepence, any one could get admittance, including tea, and hear the addresses on the condition of the college, and the advance of studies, which were delivered by the different professors; so without fail I was there, and sat at a table and had thick bread and butter, but knowing no one. But good fellowship was the rule there, that was clear; and a man sitting opposite to me spoke at once to me, introducing himself by the name of Furnivall, and I gave my name and college, and my reason for coming. He reached across the table to a kindly-looking man, whom he introduced to me as Vernon Lushington, to whom I repeated my reason for coming, and begged him to tell me when Rossetti entered the room. It seemed that it was doubtful if he would appear at all, that he was constant in his work of teaching drawing at the College, but had no great taste for the nights of addresses and speeches, and as I must have looked downcast at this, Lushington, with a kindness never to be forgotten by me, invited me to go to his rooms in Doctors’ Commons a few nights afterwards, where Rossetti had promised to come. So I waited a good hour or two, listening to speeches about the progress of the College, and Maurice, who was President, spoke of Macaulay’s new volume, just out, blaming much the attack on George Fox in a true Carlylese spirit which was very pleasing, and then Lushington whispered to me that Rossetti had come in, and so I saw him for the first time, his face satisfying all my worship, and I listened to addresses no more, but had my fill of looking; only I would not be introduced to him. You may be sure I sent a long letter about all this to Morris at Walthamstow, and on the night appointed, about ten o’clock, I went to Lushington’s rooms, where was a company of men, some of whom have been friends ever since. I remember Saffi was there, and a brother of Rossetti’s. And by-and-bye Rossetti came and I was taken up to him and had my first fearful talk with him. Browning’s Men and Women’ had just been published a few days before, and some one speaking disrespectfully of that book was rent in pieces at once for his pains and was dumb for the rest of the evening, so that I saw my hero could be a tyrant, and I thought it sat finely upon him. Also, another unwary man professed an interest in metaphysics; he also was dealt with firmly; so that our host was impelled to ask if Rossetti would have all men painters, and if there should be no other occupation for mankind. Rossetti said stoutly that it was so. But before I left that night, Rossetti bade me come to his studio next day. It was at the top of the last house by Blackfriars Bridge, at the north-west corner of the bridge, long ago pulled down to make way for the Embankment; and I found him painting at a water-colour of a monk copying a mouse in an illumination. The picture was called ‘Fra Pace ‘ afterwards, and belongs now to Mrs. Jekyll. He received me very courteously, and asked much about Morris, one or two of whose poems he knew already, and I think that was our principal subject of talk, for he seemed much interested about him. He showed me many designs for pictures; they tossed about everywhere in the room: the floor at one end was covered with them and with books. No books were on shelves, and I remember long afterwards he once said that books were no use to a painter except to prop up models upon in difficult positions, and that then they might be very useful. No one seemed to be in attendance upon him. I stayed long and watched him at work, not knowing till many a day afterwards that this was a thing he greatly hated, and when, for shame, I could stay no longer, I went away, having carefully concealed from him the desire I had to be a painter.’

After this vacation, Burne-Jones returned to Oxford, more confirmed than ever in his resolution of becoming a painter at once. During the Lent term he continued to read for the Final Schools; but at Easter he went up to London permanently, and left college without taking a degree. Meanwhile Morris had, on the 21st of January, signed his articles with Street and begun work in Street’s office in Beaumont Street, living himself in lodgings in St. Giles’s, in a house opposite St. John’s. Street’s senior clerk was then Philip Webb, a man a few years older than Morris. Between them there arose a close and lifelong friendship. When Webb left Street’s office in 1859 his place was taken by Norman Shaw. It is hardly too much to say that the work of these three men has, in the course of a generation, revolutionized domestic architecture throughout England.

Morris plunged with his usual ardour and thoroughness into his new profession. His single holiday for several months was on the day when he took his Bachelor’s degree. The evenings during term were, as before, spent with the old set, who were still in residence, with the exception of Fulford, now installed in London as editor of the magazine and literary man. “Edward says,” writes Miss Price in February, “that Fulford has become very serious.” Browning’s “Bishop Blougram,” published in the previous year, was one of the poems which were eagerly discussed by the set about this time. Emigration to Australia or New Zealand was then greatly in the air as a sort of gospel. Madox Brown’s picture, “The Last of England,” painted between the years 1852 and 1855, marks the culmination of the movement. It already appears strongly marked in the conclusion of Clough’s “Bothie of Tober-na-Vuolich,” published in 1848. Woolner had actually gone to Australia in 1852, and Tennyson had had serious thoughts of accompanying him. The arousal caused by the Crimean War united with other causes to check the impulse; and work for the elevation and sweetening of life in England took the place in the ideals of younger men that had for a few years been occupied by the somewhat fantastic dreams of an Antipodean Golden World.

In his spare time, besides the poems and stories which he went on pouring forth, Morris was beginning to practise more than one handicraft — clay-modelling, carving in wood and stone, and illuminating. A page of his illumination is extant, done in this year. It shows great certainty and mastery in colour, but not the complete grasp of the art which he had acquired a year later; the drawing is uncertain, and the writing not good. His eye for colour was always perfect, and his knowledge with regard to it amazing. There is a singular instance of this in a passage in “The Hollow Land.” “As the years went on,” says the Son of the House of the Lilies, “and we grew old, we painted purple pictures and green ones instead of the scarlet and yellow, so that the walls looked altered.” That this is what actually happens from the yellowing of the crystalline lens of the eye in advanced life was only discovered by specialists many years later. How did Morris know, or divine it?

From the day he put on his Bachelor’s gown, he ceased the practice, then still enforced on all undergraduates, of shaving the moustache. From that time forward he never touched a razor; and now also he began, partly as a symbol of his profession, partly from mere disinclination to take unnecessary trouble, to wear his hair long, as was then the fashion among artists. His hair remained through life of extraordinary beauty, very thick, fine and strong, with a beautiful curl that made it look like exquisitely wrought metal, and with no parting. It was so strong that he afterwards used to amuse his children by letting them take hold of it and lifting them by it off the ground. His general appearance at this time — the massive head, the slightly knitted brow, the narrow eyeslits and heavy underlids, the delicately beautiful mouth and chin only half veiled by the slight beard — are given with great fidelity in a photograph of about this period which is reproduced here, and which also shows the characteristic hands — broad, fleshy, and rather short, with a look about them of clumsiness and ineffectiveness which was absolutely the reverse of the truth. It was a perpetual amazement to see those hands executing the most delicately minute work with a swiftness and precision that no one else could equal. Another portrait of him at this time of his life exists which many people have seen without knowing it. In Rossetti’s drawing of Lancelot leaning over the barge of the Lady of Shalott, in the illustrated Tennyson published in 1857 by Moxon and often since reprinted, Lancelot’s head was drawn from Morris and was an admirable likeness. In spite of the imperfection of the woodcutting, which in this, as in the other illustrations that Rossetti contributed to the volume, drove him almost to despair, in spite, too, of the cap which almost conceals the forehead and hair, this head remains, by the account of his early friends, an exact portrait of the man they knew.

After Burne-Jones went to London at Easter, and began painting under the friendly guidance of Rossetti, Morris used to go up almost every week to spend the Sunday with him at his lodgings in Chelsea. He used to arrive on Saturday in time to see pictures at the Academy or elsewhere, and go to a play with Burne-Jones and Rossetti in the evening. After the play — if Rossetti’s imperious impatience of bad acting or bad plays allowed them to sit it out — they would go with him to his rooms on the Embankment overlooking Blackfriars Bridge, and sit there till three or four in the morning, talking. All Sunday the talking, varied by reading of the “Morte d’Arthur,” went on in the Chelsea lodging, Rossetti often looking in upon the other two in the afternoon. On the Monday morning, Morris took the first train down to Oxford to be at Street’s again when the office opened. During these months Rossetti’s influence over him grew stronger and stronger. His doctrine that everybody should be a painter, enforced with all the weight of his immense personality and an eloquence and plausibility in talk which all who knew him in those years describe as unparalleled in their experience, carried Morris for a time off his feet. Much, no doubt, of the daily work in an architect’s office was in itself uninteresting, or even distasteful to him; and if the statement in Street’s “Life,” that, while his headquarters were at Oxford, he “restored most of the Oxford churches,” be taken in anything like a literal sense, the work must sometimes have been such as Morris, with his clear views on the subject of restorations, could not assist in with any comfort, or look forward to without an alarm almost amounting to disgust as the future business of his own life. He became an ardent pupil, as he was already a keen admirer, of the Pre-Raphaelite school. Rossetti introduced him to Madox Brown and Holman Hunt, and painting rose for a time almost, if not quite, to the first place in his interest. On one of his visits to London he fell in love with, and bought, Mr. Arthur Hughes’s beautiful “April Love,” which was exhibited at the Royal Academy that year, together with Hunt’s “Scapegoat,” Millais’s “Autumn Leaves,” and Wallis’s “Death of Chatterton.”

At the end of this summer, Street removed his headquarters from Oxford to London, and Morris came up with him. In August he and Burne-Jones took rooms together in Upper Gordon Street, Bloomsbury, a neighbourhood convenient to both as being close both to Street’s office in Montague Place and to the various drawing schools known under the generic name of Gandish’s in the neighbourhood of Fitzroy Square. Some extracts from a letter written from Oxford in July may show the ferment working in his brain.

“I have seen Rossetti twice since I saw the last of you; spent almost a whole day with him the last time, last Monday, that was. Hunt came in while we were there, a tallish, slim man with a beautiful red beard, somewhat of a turn-up nose, and deep set dark eyes: a beautiful man. . . . Rossetti says I ought to paint, he says I shall be able; now as he is a very great man, and speaks with authority and not as the scribes, I must try. I don’t hope much, I must say, yet will try my best — he gave me practical advice on the subject . . . So I am going to try, not giving up the architecture, but trying if it is possible to get six hours a day for drawing besides office work. One won’t get much enjoyment out of life at this rate, I know well, but that don’t matter: I have no right to ask for it at all events — love and work, these two things only. . . . I can’t enter into politico-social subjects with any interest, for on the whole I see that things are in a muddle, and I have no power or vocation to set them right in ever so little a degree. My work is the embodiment of dreams in one form or another. . . .

“Yet I shall have enough to do, if I actually master this art of painting: I dare scarcely think failure possible at times, and yet I know in my mind that my chances are slender; I am glad that I am compelled to try anyhow; I was slipping off into a kind of small (very small) Palace of Art. . . . Ned and I are going to live together. I go to London early in August.”

The double life which he proposes to himself in this letter was actually carried on for some time, Morris working at Street’s office in the day and going with Burne-Jones to a life school in Newman Street at night. But it of course proved to be impossible as a continuance. A visit to the Low Countries which he made during the autumn with Street brought him back fired with new enthusiasm for painting; and before the end of the year he finally quitted the office. It was after this visit that he adopted, or modified, for his own use, the motto “Als ich kanne “ of John Van Eyck.

“Topsy and I live together,” writes Burne-Jones in August, “in the quaintest room in all London, hung with brasses of old knights and drawings of Albert Dürer. We know Rossetti now as a daily friend, and we know Browning too, who is the greatest poet alive, and we know Arthur Hughes, and Woolner, and Madox Brown — Madox Brown is a lark! I asked him the other day if I wasn’t very old to begin painting, and he said, ‘Oh, no! there was a man I knew who began older; by the bye, he cut his throat the other day,’ so I ask no more about men who begin late. Topsy will be a painter, he works hard, is prepared to wait twenty years, loves art more and more every day. He has written several poems, exceedingly dramatic — the Brownings, I hear, have spoken very highly of one that was read to them; Rossetti thinks one called ‘Rapunzel’ is equal to Tennyson: he is now illuminating ‘Guendolen’ for Georgie. . . . The Mag. is going to smash — let it go! the world is not converted and never will be. It has had stupid things in it lately. I shall not write again for it, no more will Topsy — we cannot do more than one thing at a time, and our hours are too valuable to spend so.”






  








CHAPTER IV. RED LION SQUARE: THE OXFORD UNION: THE DEFENCE OF GUENEVERE. 1857-1859
 

THE formal abandonment of architecture as a profession which took place under Rossetti’s influence at the end of 1856 was not felt either by Morris himself or by his friends to be a light matter. Rossetti, now as always perfectly unscrupulous in his means towards an end which he believed to be of primary importance, probably did not look beyond the immediate interests of his own art. For him, at that time, English society was divided into two classes. The duty of the one class was to paint pictures, and it included all those who were competent to do so. The duty of the other class was to buy the pictures so painted. This amazingly simple scheme of life he enforced with all the power of his bewitching personality. To an immense power of humour and sarcasm, and a dazzling eloquence, he added gifts even more potent: an intelligence of sympathy towards the ideas or work of other artists, which Sir Edward Burne-Jones in recent years described as unequalled in his experience; a boundless generosity in helping on younger men who would be guided by him; and behind all these qualities, a certain hard intellectual force against which very few of those who came under its influence were able to make a stand. When Morris was introduced to Rossetti he was already known among his friends, and must have already known himself, to be a poet. Yet in Rossetti’s judgment, even poetry, of which he was himself so eminent a master, was to be subordinated to painting whenever that was possible. In 1854 he had written to Allingham, “I believe my poetry and painting prevented each other from doing much good for a long while, and now I think I could do better in either, but can’t write, for then I sha’n’t paint.” It was a theory of his, expounded with copiousness and vehement conviction, that English poetry was fast reaching the termination of its long and splendid career, and that Keats represented its final achievement. English painting, on the other hand, he regarded as in its dawn. To the enthusiasm of the Pre-Raphaelites all possibilities seemed to lie before them in their newly-revived art; and Rossetti made it his business to preach and proselytize for this new art as the one thing then and there needful. Writing to William Bell Scott in February, 1857, he says, “Two young men, projectors of the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine, have recently come to town from Oxford and are now very intimate friends of mine. Their names are Morris and Jones. They have turned artists instead of taking up any other career to which the University generally leads, and both are men of real genius. Jones’s designs are models of finish and imaginative detail, unequalled by anything unless, perhaps, Albert Dürer’s finest works; and Morris, though without practice as yet, has no less power, I fancy. He has written some really wonderful poetry, too.” But the poetry was to his mind in the second place. “If any man has any poetry in him,” he said to Burne-Jones again and again that summer, “he should paint, for it has all been said and written, and they have scarcely begun to paint it.” The feeling which Morris had shared with his contemporaries at Oxford, that Tennyson represented the end of all things in poetry, no doubt received a powerful stimulus or revival from this doctrine of Rossetti’s; and perhaps the curious view which he always continued to hold of writing poetry as a recreation, an enjoyment to be taken in the intervals of some manual work, was in some measure due to the persistence of this influence.

To his mother, at all events, who had so short a time before been reluctantly reconciled to his becoming an architect, the change of profession came as a severe shock: the more so, that with characteristic vehemence, he did not prepare her mind for it, but announced it with a nervous suddenness while he and Burne-Jones were on a visit to Walthamstow. She never quite forgave Burne-Jones for what she naturally thought was mainly his doing. On Morris himself the resolution had an unsettling, and for a time, almost a disastrous effect. For the two years or so during which he worked hard at painting, he was moody and irritable; he brooded much by himself, and lost for the time a good deal of his old sweetness and affectionateness of manner. Rossetti’s conquest of a mind so strong and so self-sufficing was, while it lasted, complete in proportion to the strength which was subdued. He became not only a pupil, but a servant. Once, when Burne-Jones complained that the designs he made in Rossetti’s manner seemed better than his own original work, Morris answered with some vehemence, “I have got beyond that: I want to imitate Gabriel as much as I can.” The new gospel was carried down to those of the set who still remained at Oxford, and they were all put to drawing or modelling as if their life depended on it.

When Morris ceased to be all day at Street’s office, the lodgings in Upper Gordon Street became inadequate for both him and Burne-Jones to work in. They were also rather expensive. Burne-Jones was poor; and Morris, while he was under Rossetti’s guidance, had to buy pictures as well as paint them. “Yesterday,” runs an entry in Madox Brown’s diary for the 24th of August, 1856, “Rossetti brought his ardent admirer Morris of Oxford, who bought my little Hayfield for £40.” Just then the rooms at 17, Red Lion Square, which Rossetti and Deverell had occupied in the early days of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood, happened to be vacant; and at Rossetti’s suggestion, they removed there. lt was a first-floor set of three rooms: the large room in front looked north, and its window had been heightened up to the ceiling to adapt it for use as a studio; behind it was a bedroom, and behind that another small bedroom or powdering closet. Till the spring of 1859 this was their London residence and working place, and it is round Red Lion Square that much of the mythology of Morris’ earlier life clusters. From the incidents which occurred or were invented there, a sort of Book of the Hundred Merry Tales gradually was formed, of which Morris was the central figure. A great many of these stories are connected with the maid of the house, who became famous under the name of Red Lion Mary. She was very plain, but a person of great character and unfailing good humour, with some literary taste and a considerable knowledge of poetry. She cooked and mended for the new lodgers, read their books and letters, was anxious to be allowed to act as a model, and neglected all her other duties to stand behind them and watch them painting.

The rooms in Red Lion Square were unfurnished: and from this trifling circumstance came the beginnings of Morris’ work as a decorator and manufacturer. The arts of cabinet-making and upholstery had at this time reached the lowest point to which they have ever sunk. Ugliness and vulgarity reigned in them unchecked. While he lived in furnished rooms it was easy to accept things as they were; but now, when furniture had actually to be bought, it became at once clear that nothing could be had that was beautiful, or indeed, that was not actively hideous. Nor was it possible even to get so simple a thing as a table or chair, still less any more elaborate piece of furniture, made at the furnishing shops from a better design. It was this state of things which drove Morris and Webb to take up the designing and making of objects of common use on their own account, and which led, a few years later, to the formation of the firm of Morris & Company. For the moment, however, all that was possible was that Morris should make rough drawings of the things he most wanted, and then get a carpenter in the neighbourhood to construct them from those drawings in plain deal. Thus the rooms in Red Lion Square were gradually provided with “intensely mediæval furniture,” as Rossetti described it, “tables and chairs like incubi and succubi.” First came a large round table “as firm, and as heavy, as a rock”: then some large chairs, equally firm, and not lightly to be moved,”such as Barbarossa might have sat in.” Afterwards a large settle was designed, with a long seat below, and above, three cupboards with great swing doors. “There were many scenes with the carpenter,” Sir Edward Burne-Jones says: “especially I remember the night when the settle came home. We were out when it reached the house, but when we came in, all the passages and the staircase were choked with vast blocks of timber, and there was a scene. I think the measurements had perhaps been given a little wrongly, and that it was bigger altogether than he had ever meant, but set up it was finally, and our studio was one-third less in size. Rossetti came. This was always a terrifying moment to the very last. He laughed, but approved.” Not only so, but he at once made designs for oil paintings to be executed on the panels of the cupboard doors and the sides of the settle. The design for the central panel, Love between the Sun and Moon, was only executed later; but the painting of the two others was completed during this winter: and these panels, afterwards removed from the cupboard, are now known as the Meeting of Dante and Beatrice in Florence, and their Meeting in Paradise. On the backs of two of the large heavy chairs he also painted subjects from Morris’ own poems; these panels, one representing Guendolen in the witch-tower and the Prince below kissing her long golden hair, and the other the arming of a knight, from the Christmas Mystery of “Sir Galahad,” are also extant. The theory that furniture should mainly exist to provide spaces for pictorial decoration was carried in these chairs to an extreme limit. But the next piece of furniture required for the rooms was a wardrobe; and this, covered by Burne-Jones in the spring of 1857 with paintings from “The Prioress’s Tale “ in Chaucer, remained to the last the principal ornament of Morris’ drawing-room in London, and is familiar to all his later as well as his older friends.

Morris himself worked hard at drawing and painting all that spring. His wonderful faculty of pattern designing had already come to him, and with it a unique sense for justness in colour, fed on admiring study of the best early mediaeval work, especially in illumination. “In all illumination and work of that kind,” Rossetti writes just before Christmas, 1856, “he is quite unrivalled by anything modern that I know.” In the drawing and modelling of animate forms he never could become proficient. The human figure was too much for him, and even with birds or animals in his designs he felt difficulty. So it remained afterwards. The animals in his wall-papers were, as a rule, drawn by Webb, and the figures in his tapestries by Burne-Jones; and many years later, when designing the borders for the Kelmscott Chaucer, he expressed his regret at not being able to fill them with Chaucer’s favourite birds. Such figures as he designed, of which there are a number both in illuminations and in stained glass, are obviously faulty in drawing.

In June, Rossetti, writing to W. Bell Scott, mentions Morris as then busy painting his first picture. Its subject taken from the “Morte d’Arthur,” was the recognition of Tristram by the dog in King Mark’s palace. This, like the few other pictures he completed, was in oil. The only recorded instance of his painting a picture in water-colour was three or four months later, when he was on a visit to Dixon at Manchester to see the famous Art Treasures Exhibition of 1857. While staying there he painted a water-colour of “The Soldan’s Daughter in the Palace of Glass.” The Soldan’s daughter was seated in a heavy wooden armchair, probably studied from one of those at Red Lion Square, and the palace was in all shades of bluish glass. To the pictures in the Manchester Exhibition he seemed to pay little attention, but studied the collection of carved ivories minutely. The visit ended with a very characteristic scene. “When he was to go,” Canon Dixon says, “we both, I think, misread the Railway Guide, and drove to the station when there was no train; and there was nothing for it but to wait till next day. I was made aware of this by a fearful cry in my ears, and saw Morris ‘translated’: it lasted all the way home; it then vanished in a moment; he was as calm as if it had never been, and began painting in water-colours.” It was during this visit to Manchester that he wrote the “Praise of My Lady,” with the lovely Latin burden, which is one of the jewels of the volume of Poems of 1858.

Mrs. Alfred Baldwin possesses another work of the same period, which Morris gave her when a girl in London during that winter. It is a page of illuminated manuscript on vellum. The text, which is in prose, is founded on a fairy tale from Grimm. The writing, which is in the Gothic character, is rather cramped and uncertain. But the design and colouring of the border, and the treatment of a picture in a large initial letter, show a complete grasp of the principles and methods of the art. It is probable that no illumination had been done since the fifteenth century which was so full of the mediæval spirit.

A holiday during this Red Lion Square time was nearly always spent at the Zoological Gardens. For the greater birds Morris had always a special affection. He would imitate an eagle with considerable skill and humour, climbing on to a chair and, after a sullen pause, coming down with a soft heavy flop; and for some time an owl was one of the tenants of Red Lion Square, in spite of a standing feud between it and Rossetti. The evenings were pretty often spent at the theatre, seeing Robson at the Olympic, or Kean’s Shakespearean pageants at the Princess’s. Among all this series of spectacular plays, “Richard the Second” (March to July, 1857) was Morris’ special favourite. For the beautiful fluency and copiousness of the language in this play he had an immense admiration; and in Kean’s production there was a dance with mediæval music which gave him great delight. It was his first, or almost his first, introduction to early non-ecclesiastical music. When all the rest of the day’s work or amusement was over, there were gatherings at Rossetti’s rooms in Chatham Place, beginning about midnight and often lasting far into the morning.

How long Rossetti’s daily influence might have kept him labouring at what he could not do, when there was work all round that he could do, on the whole, better than any man living, it is needless to inquire. But the first piece of work which took him away from life in a painter’s studio, and began his career as a decorator, was of Rossetti’s own initiation.

In the early part of the Long Vacation of 1857, Rossetti went down to Oxford to see his friend Benjamin Woodward, the architects. Morris, always delighted to take a day at Oxford, went with him. The long battle between the Palladian and Gothic styles for the new University Museum had been at last decided by the Oxford authorities in favour of the latter. Woodward’s plans, in a style of mixed Rhenish and Venetian Gothic, had been accepted, and the museum was now in progress. Besides his principal work at the museum, he was engaged in building a debating hall for the Union Society. That hall, now the principal library, was just roofed in. In form, the hall was a long building with apsidal ends. A narrow gallery fitted with bookshelves ran completely round it, and above the shelves was a broad belt of wall divided into ten bays, pierced by twenty six-foil circular windows, and surmounted by an open timber roof. Rossetti was at once fired with the idea of painting the space thus given. In his notions of the application of painting to architectural surfaces, Woodward, an ardent admirer and a skilled imitator of the Venetian builders, cordially concurred; and it was at once settled that the ten bays and the whole of the ceiling should be covered with painting in tempera. The Building Committee of the Union, who had a general discretion as regards the work to be done during the Long Vacation, were induced to authorize the work without waiting to refer the matter to a general meeting of the Society. It was arranged that the paintings should forthwith be designed and carried out under Rossetti’s superintendence. He himself, and other artists whom he should invite to join him, were to be the executants. The Union was to defray the expense of scaffolding and materials, and the travelling and lodging expenses of the artists, who, beyond this, were to give their services for nothing. No sooner was this settled, than Rossetti went straight back to London and issued his orders: Burne-Jones and Morris were to lay aside all other work and start on the new scheme at once. He had it all planned in his mind. The ten paintings on the walls were to be a series of scenes from the “Morte d’Arthur,” and the roof above them was to be covered with a floriated design. For the pictures, ten men had to be found, each of whom should execute one bay, and the work, in the first enthusiasm, was estimated as a matter of six weeks or so. Arthur Hughes, Spencer Stanhope, Val Prinsep, and Hungerford Pollen, were drawn into the scheme and agreed to take a picture each; Madox Brown was also asked to execute one, but declined. Rossetti undertook to do two, or if possible three, himself, and Morris and Burne-Jones were each to do one under his eye and with his guidance: eight or nine of the ten bays were thus accounted for, and the remainder of the space was for the moment left to chance.

The story of these paintings, of which the mouldering and undecipherable remains still glimmer like faded ghosts on the walls of the Union Library, is one of work hastily undertaken, executed under impossible conditions, and finally abandoned after time and labour had been spent on it quite disproportionate to the original design. A scheme of mural decoration which was practically new in England, and which involved the most careful preparation and the most complete forethought, was rushed into with a light heart; all difficulties were ignored, and many of the most obvious precautions neglected. None of the painters engaged in it had then any practical knowledge of the art of mural painting, nor do they seem to have thought that any kind of colour could not be applied to any kind of surface. The tradition of the art of fresco painting was then so wholly lost that paintings in distemper on a naked wall were commonly spoken of as frescoes, and were expected to last as a fresco painting would. The walls were newly built, and the mortar still damp. Each of the spaces to be painted over was pierced by two circular windows, and the effect on the design as well as on the lighting of the pictures may be imagined. No ground whatever was laid over the brickwork except a coat of whitewash: and on this the colour was to be laid with a small brush, like water-colour on paper.

Morris set to work with his usual energy. Before either of the others had made a design, he was in Oxford and had begun his painting. Presently Rossetti and Burne-Jones joined him there, and for the rest of the vacation they lived together in lodgings in the High Street, in a house now pulled down to make room for the new Schools. The other four painters came later, and the work, at first carried on with happy diligence through long hours day after day, became more intermittent as winter advanced, and trailed on into the following spring. Morris’ was the first picture finished as it had been the first begun. The subject was one for which he felt a singular and almost a morbid attraction, that of the unsuccessful man and despised lover. The motive was the same which he had treated in prose a year before in the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine with many details which were directly taken from his own life. It was entitled “How Sir Palomydes loved La Belle Iseult with exceeding great love out of measure, and how she loved not him again but rather Sir Tristram.” All of it that now traceably survives is the faded gleam of sunflowers with which part of the foreground was covered. On the profusion of these sunflowers Rossetti was a little sarcastic, and suggested that he should help another of the painters out of difflculties by filling up the foreground of that bay with scarlet-runners. But no sooner had Morris finished his picture than he set to work with fresh animation and with triumphant success on the decoration of the roof. The design for this was made in a single day, and surprised all the rest of the painters by its singular beauty and fitness. All the rest of the autumn he was working on the roof high over the heads of the others, carrying out the greater part of the decoration with his own hands. But Faulkner, now Fellow and Mathematical Tutor of University, came pretty regularly in the afternoons to help. “Charley comes out tremendously strong on the roof with all kinds of quaint beasts and birds,” Burne-Jones wrote home in October. After term began, Price and others were impressed to assist as they came up. “I worked with him,” Canon Dixon tells me, “on his picture of the famous sunflowers for several days, and was pleased to hear him say that it was improved.” The day’s work began at eight o’clock and went on as long as daylight lasted. “If we needed models,” Sir Edward Burne-Jones writes, “we sat to each other, and Morris had a head always fit for Lancelot or Tristram. For the purposes of our drawing we often needed armour, and of a date and design so remote that no examples existed for our use. Therefore Morris, whose knowledge of all these things seemed to have been born in him, and who never at any time needed books of reference for anything, set to work to make designs for an ancient kind of helmet called a basinet, and for a great surcoat of ringed mail with a hood of mail and the skirt coming below the knees. These were made for him by a stout little smith who had a forge near the Castle. Morris’ visits to the forge were daily, but what scenes happened there we shall never know; the encounters between these two workmen were always stubborn and angry as far as I could see. One afternoon when I was working high up at my pictures, I heard a strange bellowing in the building, and turning round to find the cause, saw an unwonted sight. The basinet was being tried on, but the visor, for some reason, would not lift, and I saw Morris embedded in iron, dancing with rage and roaring inside. The mail coat came in due time, and was so satisfactory to its designer that the first day it came he chose to dine in it. It became him well; he looked very splendid. When it lay in coils on the ground, one could lift it with great difficulty, but once put on the body its weight was so evenly ordered that it was less uncomfortable than any top coat I ever wore. I have the basinet still, and the sword that was made by the same smith.”

The decoration of the roof was finished early in November. But Morris did not leave Oxford, and for the next year or more lived chiefly there, in the rooms at 17, George Street, which the painters had taken when they had to turn out of their lodgings in High Street at the beginning of the autumn term. Burne-Jones, when he had finished his picture of “The Death of Merlin,” returned to Red Lion Square, where he lived practically alone till spring, though his visits to Oxford and Morris’ to London were almost weekly.

The decoration of the Union involves so many famous names, and is in itself of such interest as one of the earliest attempts of the sort made in modern times, that a brief digression may be pardonable to set down the rest of the story. From the first, there was a feeling among many members of the Union that the scheme had been rushed on them by Rossetti and Woodward. The latter, “the stillest creature that ever breathed out of an oyster shell,” as Rossetti called him, had apparently been talked over by Rossetti into allowing the work to be begun without obtaining proper sanction. The question was raised at a debate on the 26th of October, 1857, when the Treasurer, Charles Bowen of Balliol (afterwards Lord Bowen), admitted that an irregularity had been committed, and the subject, was allowed to drop. A week later, however, a motion was carried unanimously “thanking the gentlemen who had kindly and liberally undertaken to decorate the new building, and expressing appreciation of the valuable works of art in course of completion.” The names mentioned specially were those of Rossetti and Hughes, “with some of their friends.” Later in term all the seven painters engaged on the work, together with Alexander Munro the sculptor, who was executing a relief in stone, from Rossetti’s design, for the tympanum over the doorway, were elected honorary members, and a loan of £350 was sanctioned to meet the expense of the work. By the following spring six of the pictures had been completed: the seventh, Rossetti’s own, “Sir Lancelot’s Vision of the Sangrail,” had been broken off when he was called to London by the dangerous illness of Miss Siddal, and was never resumed by him. Even in its unfinished condition it was by far the finest and most masterly of the series. “It belonged,” says Sir Edward Burne-Jones, “to the best time and highest character of his work.” In this design, Lancelot lay asleep against a well on the right hand of the picture: the Vision of the Grail carried by angels moved along opposite him; and in the centre, a phantom Guenevere stood with outstretched arms in front of an apple tree. The figures are perished quite beyond recognition: but a drawing made for that of the sleeping Lancelot is one of the earliest portraits of Burne-Jones. The other two pictures which Rossetti had designed had for subjects “Lancelot found in Guenevere’s Chamber” and “The Three Knights of the Sangrail.” A pen and ink sketch of the former, dated 1857, is in the possession of Mr. C. F. Murray. The small water-colour of the latter, painted several years afterwards and now in Mr. Heaton’s collection, perhaps gives a better idea than anything else of the method used in the Union paintings, and also of the extraordinary brilliance of the colouring, nearly all in radiant greens and reds and blues. But the execution of these two pictures was never even begun; and after March, 1858, no more work was done either by Rossetti or by any other of the artists engaged. A committee then appointed, after certain communications with Rossetti, of which no record is preserved, took the matter into their own hands, and in June, 1859, Mr. William Riviere, the father of the well-known Academician, who had just left Cheltenham to become a teacher of painting in Oxford, was engaged to fill the three vacant bays, and a sum of £150 voted for his payment.

The impossible conditions under which the work was performed have already been mentioned. The brickwork on which the painting was executed was not damp-proof; the edges of the bricks caught all the floating dust; the colour partly sank in and partly flaked off; and to crown the whole, the hall was lit by naked gas-flames in large chandeliers, the smoke and heat of which went straight up on to the painting. William Bell Scott, who went to see them in June, 1858, when they had not been six months completed, speaks of them as being even then much defaced, in Morris’ own picture little else appearing plainly but Tristram’s head over a row of sunflowers. This state of things went on from bad to worse. In 1869, a committee of the Union was appointed “to enquire into, and report upon, the history, condition, and treatment of the paintings,” which are still obstinately described as frescoes. Inconclusive negotiations went on with Rossetti for about two years on the question of completing his unfinished picture; as regards the rest of the work, though a suggestion to whitewash it all over was dropped, and another, to replace it by Morris’ then celebrated pomegranate wall-paper, was not carried, the only point on which the opinion of the Society was unanimous was that no more money should be spent. Rossetti took very justifiable offence at a pamphlet — anonymous, but of well-known authorship — the effect of which had been to defeat a motion empowering expense to be incurred in cleaning and repairing the paintings; he refused point blank to have anything further to do with the affair: and the fresco committee was ultimately dissolved without anything being done. By the kindness of Mr. J. R. Thursfield, who was chairman of the fresco committee, I am enabled to give a letter which Morris wrote to him soon after the committee was appointed. It will be noticed that separate negotiations were going on with Rossetti about his picture, and that the letter therefore refers only to the other six of the original seven. The letter is undated, and written from Queen Square.

 

“Dear Sir,

“I am sorry you are in trouble about the works at the Union, and hope I shan’t increase it by my letter: I can speak distinctly about two of the pictures in question, Mr. Hughes’, the one at the North end, and Mr. Burne-Jones’ (Nimue and Merlin). Of these I think the design of Mr. Hughes to be quite among the best works of that painter, and a very beautiful and remarkable one: I think I have been told it is in a bad state; but I suppose something might be done to it. Mr. Burne-Jones’ is a beautiful work, and admirably suits its space as to decoration; it would be quite absurd to cover it up. Mr. Pollen’s, opposite Mr. Hughes’, was never finished; two others, one by Mr. Prinsep, another by Mr. Stanhope, though not very complete in some ways, yet looked very well in their places I think. As for my own, I believe it has some merits as to colour, but I must confess I should feel much more comfortable if it had disappeared from the wall, as I’m conscious of its being extremely ludicrous in many ways. In confidence to you I should say that the whole affair was begun and carried out in too piecemeal and unorganized a manner to be a real success — nevertheless it would surely be a pity to destroy some of the pictures, which are really remarkable, and at the worst can do no harm there. I am sorry if this is ‘cold comfort’; but I thought you would really like to know what I thought, and so here it is. I must thank you heartily however for the enthusiasm you have shown in the matter; and I wish I could be of more use to you.

“Yours faithfully,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

The subject of Hughes’s picture was “The Death of Arthur.” The others were, “Sir Pelleas and the Lady Ettarde,” by Prinsep: “How King Arthur received his sword Excalibur from the Lady of the Lake,” by Pollen: and “Sir Gawaine and the three Damsels at the Fountain in the Forest of Arroy,” by Stanhope.

The re-decoration of the roof, which was carried out by Morris in 1875, left the wall-paintings below untouched; and they still glimmer faintly in their places, blackened, faded, and peeled, the light here and there falling on some still recognizable feature, a long fold of drapery, a patch of ring armour, or the straight line of a knight’s sword. The only record of their first fugitive and fairylike beauty is in an article by Mr. Coventry Patmore in the Saturday Review for the 26th of December, 1857, which speaks of the colour as “sweet, bright, and pure as a cloud in the sunrise,” and “so brilliant as to make the walls look like the margin of an illuminated manuscript.”

For Morris, the autumn and winter months of 1857-8 were, in spite of the discouragements caused by his slow progress in the technique of painting, full of hope and enthusiasm. Among his old Oxford friends, Price and Faulkner especially, he regained something of the old light-heartedness which life in London and the imperious domination of Rossetti had begun to impair. A few extracts from Price’s diary during the autumn term give a picture of the resumed, but altered, life in Oxford. Term had begun on the 16th of October.

“Oct. 17. Breakfasted with Top at Johnson’s in George Street. Rossetti, Hughes, Prinsep, Ted, and Coventry Patmore there. To the Union to see the frescoes.

“Oct. 18. To Rossetti’s — R. painting the Marriage of St. George. Prinsep there; six feet one, 15 stone, not fat, well-built, hair like finest wire, short, curly and seamless — age only 19. Stood for Top for two hours in a dalmatic.

“Oct. 24. Spent afternoon in daubing in black lines on the Union roof for Topsy. Whist in the evening as usual (at Rossetti’s).

“Oct. 30. Evening at George Street. Rossetti, Ted, Topsy, Hughes, Swan, Faulkner, Bowen of Balliol, Bennet of Univ., Munro, Hill, Prinsep and Stanhope there. Topsy read his grind on Lancelot and Guenevere — very grand.

“Oct. 31. Stippled and blacklined at Union. Evening at George Street: Rossetti and I versus Top and Faulkner at whist. Madox Brown turned up. Rossetti said that Topsy had the greatest capacity for producing and annexing dirt of any man he ever met with.

“Nov. 1. To Hill’s, where were Topsy, Ted, Swan, Hatch, Swinburne of Balliol (introduced I think by Hatch) and Faulkner.”

Several of the names mentioned here are new. Swan, a friend of Rossetti’s and a man of some amount of genius which verged on eccentricity, had taken a considerable part in executing the decorations on the Union roof, his name, together with those of Morris, Faulkner, and St. John Tyrwhitt of Christ Church, being inscribed on one of the rafters as the artificers. It is recorded that up in the dark angles of the roof they sometimes painted, instead of flowers, little figures of Morris with his legs straddling out like the portraits of Henry VIII.: for the slim young man of the previous year was now not only, in a charming phrase used of him at the time by Burne-Jones, “unnaturally and unnecessarily curly,” but growing fat. Bowen, who as Treasurer of the Union had been primarily responsible for accepting the suggested decoration, gave it afterwards, as President, his untiring support. Hill is the well-known editor of Boswell’s “Johnson,” who, though a little junior to the “set,” had been closely connected with it. Bennet had been Treasurer of the Union just before Bowen, and succeeded him in the Presidency in the following year. Swinburne had come up to Balliol in January, 1856; the acquaintance now formed with Morris at Oxford ripened into intimacy in London a few years later. He had already written a long poem on Iseult Blanchemains, and their common enthusiasm for Malory and the Arthurian legend drew them together. Swinburne was among the most fervid admirers of Morris’ early poetry, on which he lavished all the habitual generosity of his praise.

The Bohemian life in London had by this time raised Morris’ unconventionality, which had always been extreme, to a still more excessive height. To wear long hair, and a soft felt hat, and to smoke a pipe in season and out of season, was still, as in the earlier days of Clive Newcome, the mark of an artist. But Morris exceeded even the customary licence of Gandish’s. “Morris went to Jones’s on Sunday night,” runs a note in Miss Price’s diary, “while they were here; and his hair was so long and he looked so wild that the servant who opened the door would not let him in, thinking he was a burglar.” He forswore dress clothes, and there is a ludicrous story of his ineffectual attempt to get into Hughes’s evening trousers when he was going to dine at high table in Christ Church. To go into society was torture to him, and he never took pains to conceal it. One of the tribulations of these months was the task, equally hard in either case, of evading or accepting the invitations of Dr. Henry Acland, whose intimacy with Ruskin and appreciation of the Pre-Raphaelite school led him to offer constant hospitality to the young painters. Once, when they were to dine with Dr. Acland, Morris invented an illness and sent his apologies by Burne-Jones. Unfortunately, Burne-Jones arrived with this message when there still wanted a few minutes to dinner-time. Acland, who was all kindness, instantly, to Burne-Jones’s infinite dismay, put on his hat and went round to see the sick man in his lodgings: he was found, apparently in the best of health and spirits, sitting at dinner with Faulkner and playing cribbage over the meal. He had to confess recovery, and be led off to dinner. Another story of the same period is equally characteristic. At dinner one evening in George Street, Prinsep said something, whether intentionally or not, which offended Morris. Every one expected an outburst of fury. But by a prodigious effort of self-control Morris swallowed his anger, and only bit his fork — one of the common four-pronged fiddle-pattern kind — which was crushed and twisted about almost beyond recognition. During these months, too, he was feeling his way in other arts and handicrafts: carving a block of freestone into a capital of foliage and birds, done with great spirit and life, Mr. Arthur Hughes says; drawing and colouring designs for stained-glass windows; and modelling from the life in clay. Price sat to him for a clay head which he was modelling; it was never finished, because whenever Morris grew impatient he flew at it and smashed it up. In carving the stone block he struck a splinter into his own eye; and his language to Dr. Acland, who was called in to look after the injury, was even for him unequalled in its force and copiousness. About the same time he was making his first experiments in reviving the decayed art of embroidery. He had a frame made from an old pattern, and worsteds specially dyed for him by an old French dyer. He worked at this till he had mastered the principles of laying and radiating the stitches so as to cover the ground closely and smoothly. A piece of work he began then with a bird and tree pattern embroidered on it is still in existence. In these months also were written a number of the finest of the poems published, early in 1858, in Morris’ first volume, “The Defence of Guenevere and other Poems.”

This volume is so well known that any detailed account or criticism of its contents would be superfluous. It is one of those books which, without ever reaching a wide circulation or a large popularity, have acted with great intensity on a small circle of minds, and, to those on whom they struck fully home, given a new colour to the art of poetry and the whole imaginative aspect of things. On its appearance, it met with no acclamations; it did not even gain the distinction of abuse: it simply went unnoticed. Only two or three contemporary notices of it have been traced. One other, which really showed some appreciation of its unusual qualities, somewhat missed its object by not appearing for eight years. A reviewer in the Athenæum treated it as a mere piece of Pre-Raphaelite eccentricity, “a curiosity which shows how far affectation may mislead an earnest man towards the fog-land of Art.”

The volume seems to have had, on the whole, all the usual chances at its entrance into the world. Morris, it is true, was then a bad and an impatient corrector of proofs: the punctuation of the poems is deplorable, and there are a good many serious misprints. But such minute points hardly affect a book’s fortunes, and in other respects the volume is pleasant-looking, and even handsome. Some two hundred and fifty copies were sold and given away, and the remainder of the edition stayed long on the publishers’ shelves. So late as 1871 there were still copies to be had. Even the reprint of 1875, made at the instance of Mr. F. S. Ellis, owed such popularity as it had mainly to its being by the author of “The Earthly Paradise.”

But if the value of poetry is to be measured (to use the phrase of the logicians) in intension, few volumes have a more marked place in modern literature. Mr. Swinburne’s just and tempered language as to the reception of “The Defence of Guenevere” hardly needs to be supplemented. “Here and there,” he wrote of it when Morris had leaped into fame and even popularity with the appearance of “Jason,” “it met with eager recognition and earnest applause; nowhere, if I err not, with just praise or blame worth heeding. It seems to have been now lauded and now decried as the result and expression of a school rather than a man, of a theory or tradition rather than a poet or student. Those who so judged were blind guides. Such things as were in this book are taught and learnt in no school but that of instinct. Upon no piece of work in the world was the impress of native character ever more distinctly stamped, more deeply branded. It needed no exceptional acuteness of ear or eye to see or hear that this poet held of none, stole from none, clung to none, as tenant, or as beggar, or as thief. Not yet a master, he was assuredly no longer a pupil.”

It is of the four Arthurian poems which stand at the beginning of the volume that Mr. Swinburne more specially speaks; and these to many readers are no doubt the flower of the whole. One can well imagine with what hushed admiration, with what a shock and surprise of emotion, that little gathering at George Street, on the 30th of October, 1857, heard, for the first time, “King Arthur’s Tomb.” Here again Mr. Swinburne’s words are the final ones: “There is scarcely connection here, and scarcely composition. There is hardly a trace of narrative power or mechanical arrangement. There is a perceptible want of tact and practice, which leaves the poem in parts indecorous and chaotic. But where among other and older poets of his time and country is one comparable for perception and experience of tragic truth, of subtle and noble, terrible and piteous things? where a touch of passion at once so broad and so sure?”

Mr. J. W. Hoole, the son of a neighbour of the Morrises in Essex, who was then an undergraduate at Queen’s, contributes a curious remark that Morris made with regard to these Arthurian poems. “He took me across to his lodgings opposite Queen’s College and read me ‘The Defence of Guenevere,’ before it was printed. On my enquiring — with not very good taste to an original poet — in whose style the poem was written, he answered ‘More like Browning than any one else, I suppose.’” This may at first seem a lightly-uttered fancy; but the more one thinks over it, the more is one struck with its truth. The author of “The Defence of Guenevere” approaches poetry from the same side, one may so put it, as the author of “Men and Women.” What both alike aim at and attain is the realization, keen, swift, and minute, of some tragic event or situation, and the expression with absolute sincerity of that exact event or situation precisely as thus realized and no further, disregarding conventions of poetical treatment, and too eager to pause over finesse of workmanship. The affinity is perhaps closer, as it is more evident, in the other group of poems, constituting about half the volume, which are suggested more or less directly by Froissart, as the Arthurian poems are by Malory. They might aptly be headed Dramatic Lyrics and Dramatic Romances of the fourteenth century. The range is much less than Browning’s; but the intensity of realization is even greater, and it is free from the slightest trace of parade or pedantry. For to Morris the Middle Ages, out of which he sometimes seemed to have strayed by some accident into the nineteenth century, were his habitual environment: he lived in them as really and as simply as if he had been translated back to them in actual vision. The Little Tower and the Haystack in the Floods are as clearly before his eyes as if the riding of the knights had gone by but a day before: the talk of Sir Peter Harpdon and his man seems transcribed from memory. It is this amazing power of realization, when he is dealing with his own period, that gives to the masterpiece of his later years, “The Dream of John Ball,” so vivid a colour and truth; it is the want of it, when he is off that ground, that leaves him open to the accusation of being mannered or languid when he deals with a story which is either not mediæval or not treated in a frankly mediæval spirit.

Browning himself, it may not be without interest to know, was one of the earliest and the most enthusiastic admirers of this volume. “It has been my delight,” he said of it many years afterwards, “ever since I read it.” When the first volume of “The Earthly Paradise” was published, he wrote to Morris a letter of warm and finely-appreciative praise. “It is a double delight to me,” he added, “to read such poetry, and know you of all the world wrote it, — you whose songs I used to sing while galloping by Fiesole in old days,—’ Ho, is there any will ride with me?’”

Between the charm of the Malory poems and that of the Froissart poems the choice is one of personal feeling. But the part of the volume which one gathers to represent its spirit and form most intimately to many lovers of poetry, is neither of these. It consists of the poems of a wholly unbased and fantastic romance, in which any traceable poetical influence is that of Poe rather than of Browning. Their very names — such names as “The Blue Closet,” or “The Sailing of the Sword,” or “Two Red Roses across the Moon “ — are taken straight out of dreamland. It is these poems on which the unjust praise and the blame not worth heeding which the volume drew on itself were primarily spent. They lend themselves alike to the purposes of the précieux and the parodist. Never perhaps has poetry come nearer to what some theorists have laid down as its goal, the emotional effect of music, than in some of these remarkable pieces— “The Wind,” “Spellbound,” “Near Avalon.” Even now, to those to whom they have been long familiar, their faint beauty comes back, ever and again, like a fugitive and haunting scent, or the vague trouble of a dream remembered in a dream.

It was part, and a very necessary part, of the Pre-Raphaelite creed to disregard both neglect and criticism: and Morris, of all persons in the world, was one who was only happy in his own content, and over whom the opinions of others slipped without leaving much impression. For professional literary criticism, beyond all, his feeling was something between amusement and contempt. “To think of a beggar making a living by selling his opinion about other people!” he characteristically said: “and fancy any one paying him for it!” he added, in a climax of scorn. Yet an author’s first book, and more so if it be a book of poems, is a thing by itself: and it would seem that the little notice the volume met with united with other causes to make him for a time stop writing poetry. In the few months before its publication he had been producing very fast, and with a swift growth in range of manner and power of expression. The turbid quality which weakens, or even disfigures, so many of the earlier poems was daily running clearer. “King Arthur’s Tomb,” “The Eve of Crecy,” “Praise of my Lady,” all written in these months, sound a chord of imaginative beauty such as Tennyson himself, at the same age, had not surpassed. The mixed lyric and dramatic method invented by him for “Sir Peter Harpdon’s End,” with its odd and fascinating use of blank verse, had in it all kinds of possibilities. He had already planned, and begun to write, a cycle of poems in this form on subjects from the War of Troy. There are a few surviving fragments of “The Maying of Guenevere,” the opening piece of an Arthurian cycle which would have ended with “King Arthur’s Tomb,” and in which, it has been thought, he would have found his most real inspiration. Tennyson’s “Morte d’Arthur “ still stood alone, an inimitable fragment; it was not till 1859 that the first of “The Idyls of the King” were published. After that, the treatment of the story in a different, even if a simpler and sincerer manner, was almost precluded by the imposing brilliance of the Tennysonian version, and its remarkable conquest of both critical approval and popular fame. But now this, and all other poetry, was laid aside; and when Morris laid a thing aside, he did so with the same energy with which he had taken it up. “It is to be regretted,” says Canon Dixon, speaking as one who has remained faithful to the earlier aims and ideals of Morris’ art, “that he did so. He could have produced more of the same sort then. When he afterwards took up poetry again, he could not do it. His ‘Jason’ was better than his ‘Earthly Paradise,’ but the first flavour was gone from them both.”

“The Defence of Guenevere” was published in March. About the same time Burne-Jones, left much alone in Red Lion Square since the beginning of the year, had fallen rather dangerously ill, and was carried off by Mrs. Prinsep, the kind friend of all artists, to Little Holland House, to be taken care of and nursed back to health. He stayed there during a great part of the year. There was, therefore, no permanent companion for Morris in Red Lion Square; and though it remained his London lodging, much the greater part of the year was spent by him at Oxford, either in his rooms in the city or at Summertown with the Maclarens. There he went on painting hard, but with continued dissatisfaction. He even sold a picture for the considerable sum of £70 to Mr. Plint of Leeds. The negotiation was conducted by Rossetti, who loved making bargains for his friends as well as for himself. This picture, which has now, after many wanderings, returned to the possession of his family, is believed to be the only finished easel-painting by Morris certainly known to exist. It was exhibited in London at the New Gallery in January, 1898.

There was, however, a further and a stronger reason for his prolonged stay at Oxford. Towards the end of the Long Vacation of 1857, Rossetti and Burne-Jones, who had gone, after a day’s work at the Union, to the little Oxford theatre, found sitting just behind them two girls, daughters of Mr. Robert Burden, of Holywell Street. The elder attracted their attention at once by her remarkable beauty, of a type not common in England, and specially admired by Rossetti. They made her acquaintance; and after some little negotiation she was persuaded to sit to him and his friends, and continued to do so while the work at the Union was going on. With Morris the attraction went deeper, and soon after his volume of poems appeared they became engaged. Only a few flitting notices can be gathered of his life, or thoughts, or occupations, during this summer and the following winter. Sometimes there are traces of him at his mother’s new house at Leyton, sometimes in London at Red Lion Square, or at Little Holland House, drawing from a tree that overhung a pond in the garden — pond, tree, and garden now long vanished; sometimes painting in the Maclarens’ orchard at Summertown, where the holes he dug in the grass by wriggling his chair about as he sat at his easel, and the force of his language when a gust of wind blew the canvas off wet side down, were long remembered; or reading aloud interminably to the group of friends assembled there from Froissart and Monstrelet and Malory’s “Morte d’Arthur.” In August he was once more in Northern France, and rowed down the Seine from Paris — then an unusual and adventurous thing to do — with Faulkner and Webb. An Oxford boat had been sent over from Bossom’s to Paris, where it arrived with a large hole in its bottom. The mending of the boat, and the start from the Quai du Louvre amid the satire of the populace, as the three Englishmen embarked with three carpet bags and half-a-dozen bottles of wine for their luggage, were the beginnings of an almost epic voyage. During this trip the plan of building himself a house was discussed between him and Webb, and on their return there was much travelling about to look at possible sites for it. In the late autumn there are references to an illness, cheerfully attributed by his friends to his eating and drinking too much, or rather to his being quite careless (as he remained always) of what he ate and drank. In October he was in France again, “to buy old manuscripts and armour and ironwork and enamel.” The instability which he found, or thought he found, in his own character became for a time acute. The overstrain of the crowded years through which he had been passing, with all their inward revolutions, all their pangs of growth and fevers of imagination, had left him, like some lover in one of his own poems, languid and subject to strange fluctuations of mood. In a curious and illuminating phrase used by one of his friends in writing about him some little time before, “he has lately taken a strong fancy for the human.” One thing at all events became more and more certain, that the external impulse under which he had become a painter had exhausted its force. A new kind of life opened out vaguely before him, in which that “small Palace of Art of my own,” long ago recognized by him as one of his besetting dreams, was now peopled with the forms of wife and children, and contracted to the limits of some actual home, in which life and its central purposes need not be thwarted by any baseness or ugliness of immediate surroundings: an undertaking for a lifetime, and much more than a lifetime, as it turned out, but then certainly conceived as possible.

On Tuesday the 26th of April, 1859, William Morris and Jane Burden were married in the little ancient parish church of St. Michael’s in Oxford; he was then just five and twenty. Dixon, who had by this time taken Orders and was curate of St. Mary’s, Lambeth, came down to perform the ceremony; Faulkner was best man; and Burne-Jones and a few more of the old Oxford set were there. It was the last scene in the Oxford life of the Brotherhood.






  








CHAPTER V. RED HOUSE: FORMATION OF THE FIRM: THE FALL OF TROY. 1859-1865
 

AFTER a six weeks’ tour to Paris, Belgium, and the Rhine, as far as Basle, Mr. and Mrs. Morris returned to London, to furnished rooms at 41, Great Ormond Street, where they lived while their own house was being built. The establishment at Red Lion Square was finally broken up, Burne-Jones going into lodgings of his own in Charlotte Street. Webb had just left Street’s office to set up as an architect on his own account, and the building of the new house was placed in his hands. The house was to be a proving piece. In it the theories of its owner and its architects on domestic building and decoration were to be worked out in practice: and the scheme and details were the joint invention of the two. The notion of building a house after his own fancy was one which had already been in Morris’ mind for a considerable time. He wanted it not merely as a place to live in, but as a fixed centre and background for his artistic work. He hated designing in the air, without relation to a definite material and a particular purpose. While his whole work as a decorative manufacturer may be not untruly said to have sprung directly out of the building and furnishing of this house, it would be almost equally true to say that the house, first in idea and then in fact, sprung out of his devoting himself to the practice of decorative art and requiring, as one might say, a canvas to work upon. When his approaching marriage made a home of some sort, other than London or Oxford lodgings, a necessity, the building of the house followed as a matter of course

It was to be in the country, and by preference not far from London, though as to this he was really indifferent. The great network of suburban railways had then hardly begun to exist, and the spot finally fixed upon, though little more than ten miles from London by road, was about three miles from the nearest station, that at Abbey Wood on the North Kent Line. From the Plumstead marshes, along the inner edge of which this railway runs, a steep ascent leads southward through wooded slopes to a gently undulating country, intersected by the great high road from London to Dover, the ancient Watling Street. On the part of this plateau known as Bexley Heath, close to the little village of Upton, Morris had bought an orchard and meadow, and it was settled to build the house in the orchard so that it should have apple and cherry trees all round it from the first. Three or four labourers’ cottages close by were locally known as Hog’s Hole; the discovery of this name affording unspeakable and lasting satisfaction to Rossetti. The district, even when less built over than it is now, was not one of any remarkable charm: it had something of the sadness of that common English lowland country of which Morris was so fond; but was fertile, well wooded and watered, and interspersed with pleasant orchards and coppices.

What Morris required in a country was that it should be open and fertile, and have in it some central and distinguishing natural feature of hill or river. In the normal English landscape, “so rich and so limited, no big hill, no wide river to lead one’s thoughts or hopes along,” and everywhere inclosed, he felt a sense of imprisonment. The wide arid heaths of Surrey and the close rich Devonshire valleys were alike distasteful to him; he set his own plain and rather ugly Essex country far before either. But, till he went to live on the upper Thames, Kent was probably his favourite county; and he may have pleased himself with the notion of living close to the track of the Canterbury pilgrims, the vena porta of mediæval England. Just below him lay the little valley of the Cray, beaded with its string of villages; and further off, but within an easy walk, the beautiful valley of the Darenth. At Abbey Farm were the remains of an Augustinian Priory, one of those suppressed by Wolsey in order to found his great college at Oxford. The particular spot, however, was very much chosen because the orchard seemed to suit his requirements as nearly as possible. It was one of a number of places advertised for sale which he had looked at in the previous summer.

The reaction from early Victorian stucco had just begun to set in, but had not yet begun to produce any visible effect over the country. Nowadays, when the red brick of the common modern country house is to be seen on every roadside, this, the first house that Webb built, might be passed without any remark by a casual traveller. But Mr. Norman Shaw was then a clerk in Street’s office; stucco and slate still reigned supreme in all districts where stone was not the native building material; and the name of Red House given to the new building was sufficient to describe it without ambiguity to all the neighbourhood. Its planning was as original as its material. The type of house which Morris was fond of describing as a square box with a lid was completely abandoned: it was planned as an L-shaped building, two-storied, with a high-pitched roof of red tile. The beautiful oak staircase filled a bolo protection in the angle, and corridors ran from it along both the inner walls, so that the rooms on both limbs of the house faced outward on to the garden. The two other sides of this half-quadrangle were masked by rose-trellises, inclosing a square inner court, in the middle of which rose the most striking architectural feature of the building, a well-house of brickwork and oak timber, with a steep conical tiled roof. Externally the house was plain almost to severity, and depended for its effect on its solidity and fine proportion. The decorative features it possessed were constructional, not of the nature of applied ornament: the frankly emphasized relieving arches over the windows, the deep cornice moulding, the louvre in the high open roof over the staircase, and the two spacious recessed porches. Inside, its most remarkable feature was the large drawing-room, which filled the external angle of the L on the upper floor. It looked by its main end window northwards towards the road and the open country; and a projecting oriel in the western side overlooked the long bowling green, which ran, encircled with apple trees, close under the length of that wing. The decoration of this room, and of the staircase by which it was reached, was to be the work of several years for Morris and his friends: and he boldly announced that he meant to make it the most beautiful room in England. But through the whole house, inside and out, the same ideal standard was, so far as possible, to be kept up.

It was at this point that the problem of decoration began. The bricklaying and carpentering could be executed directly from the architect’s designs. But when the shell of the house was completed, and stood clean and bare among its apple trees, everything, or nearly everything, that was to furnish or decorate it had to be likewise designed and made. Only in a few isolated cases — such as Persian carpets, and blue china or delft for vessels of household use — was there anything then to be bought ready-made that Morris could be content with in his own house. Not a chair, or table, or bed; not a cloth or paper hanging for the walls; nor tiles to line fireplaces or passages; nor a curtain or a candlestick; nor a jug to hold wine or a glass to drink it out of, but had to be reinvented, one might almost say, to escape the flat ugliness of the current article. The great painted settle from Red Lion Square was taken and set up in the drawing-room, the top of it being railed in so as to form a small music gallery. Much of the furniture was specially designed by Webb and executed under his eye: the great oak dining-table, other tables, chairs, cupboards, massive copper candlesticks, fire-dogs, and table glass of extreme beauty. The plastered walls and ceilings were treated with simple designs in tempera, and for the hall and main living rooms a richer and more elaborate scheme of decoration was designed and gradually began to be executed. The garden was planned with the same care and originality as the house; in both alike the study of older models never sank into mere antiquarianism or imitation of obsolete forms. Morris’ knowledge of architecture was so entirely a part of himself that he never seemed to think about it as anything peculiar. But in his knowledge of gardening he did, and did with reason, pride himself. It is very doubtful whether he was ever seen with a spade in his hands; in later years at Kelmscott his manual work in the garden was almost limited to clipping his yew hedges. But of flowers and vegetables and fruit trees he knew all the ways and capabilities. Red House garden, with its long grass walks, its midsummer lilies and autumn sunflowers, its wattled rose-trellises inclosing richly-flowered square garden plots, was then as unique as the house it surrounded. The building had been planned with such care that hardly a tree in the orchard had to be cut down; apples fell in at the windows as they stood open on hot autumn nights.

Red House was sufficiently advanced for occupation towards the end of the summer of 1860. It was meant to be a permanent home. Circumstances then unforeseen obliged him to leave it after only five years, while it was still growing in beauty. But the five years spent there were probably the happiest and not the least fruitful of his life.

The difficulty of furnishing the house when built was one that demanded some more practical solution than that of getting each article singly and laboriously manufactured, even had it been easier than it was to find manufacturers who would accept such orders. Instances like that of Messrs. Powell, the great glass-makers in Whitefriars, who were receptive of new ideas and really eager to produce beautiful objects, were of the rarest occurrence; the ordinary manufacturer, like the ordinary purchaser, looked at any beautiful design with a feeling compounded of fear, apathy, and contempt. Meanwhile Morris’ apprenticeship to the arts of building and painting, with their subsidiary industries, had fully kindled his inborn instinct for handicraft: from the mood of idleness into which he had for a short time fallen he plunged back into the mood of energy, and his brain and fingers tingled to be at work. The eagerness of the maker, the joy of craftsmanship, had come to him, and came to stay. So it was that in half-unconscious adaptation to the conditions of modern life, the monastery of his Oxford dreams rose into being as a workshop, and the Brotherhood became a firm registered under the Companies Acts.

The first notion of the firm of Morris & Company, the name and wares of which have since become so widely spread, sprang up among the friends in talk, and cannot be assigned to any single author. It was in a large measure due to Madox Brown; but perhaps even more to Rossetti, who, poet and idealist as he was, had business qualities of a high order, and the eye of the trained financier for anything that had money in it. To Morris himself, who had not yet been forced by business experience into being a business man, the firm probably meant little more than a definite agreement for co-operation and common work among friends who were also artists. The directions in which it turned its energies were to be determined, primarily, by the things which he wanted to make or to have made for his own private use, and then by the requirements, towards the purposes of their own professional work, of the rest of his associates. Of these associates Burne-Jones and Madox Brown were already regularly employed in making designs for stained glass, mainly, of course, for church windows. Webb was not only an architects, but a designer of the smaller work which is usually separate from that of the architect, or only taken up by him as byplay; a master of proportion and ornament, whether applied to the larger masses of architecture or to such things as tables and chairs and lamps. Faulkner, deeply bitten with the enthusiasms of his friends, and unable to bear the loneliness of Oxford now that all the rest were gone, had resigned the mathematical tutorship which he held together with his Fellowship at University, and had come to London to learn the business of a civil engineer. As a man with a head for figures, who could keep the accounts of the business, he was a valuable associate; and though he had no gift of design, he contributed a good deal of work as a craftsman. He helped in eye-cuting mural decorations; he painted pattern-tiles, and figure-tiles on which the design had been drawn by a more skilled hand; and he even, in March, 1862, successfully cut a wood-block, on which Rossetti had drawn the well-known illustration for his sister’s poem of “Goblin Market.”

Church decoration was at first the main employment of the new firm. It was just at that time rising into the rank of an important industry. Jowett, writing to a friend in 1865, remarks that “Muscular Christianity is gone out,” and notices, as a prominent sign of the times, the assthetico-Catholic revival going on in the London churches. But that movement had sprung up some years earlier, while the school of Kingsley and Maurice was still living and powerful. A large section of the neo-Catholic party, abandoning the exhausted battlefields of theology, had turned from theory to practice and from the fourth to the thirteenth century. Their earlier campaign had been among the clergy; and there they had won a decided, though in itself a barren, victory. Now with fresh ardour and with more practical sagacity, they flung themselves into the task of winning over the laity. Plain men and women, to whom primitive tradition and apostolical succession were tiresome or meaningless sounds, could appreciate the sensible beauty of Anglo-Catholic ritual. In the building of new, and the re-decoration of old, churches, there was a demand for glass, tiles, altar-cloths, and every sort of furnishing, which was but feebly met by the established producers of upholsterer’s Gothic. Through the architects Street and Bodley the newly-formed company had at once work of this sort put in their hands. The Rev. A. H. Mackon-ochie, curate-in-charge of St. Alban’s, Holborn, whose name became so notorious a few years later in connexion with questions of the mixed chalice and altar lights, was one of the firm’s earliest customers. St. Alban’s was being built in 1862, and after its consecration in Feb - ruary, 1863, much remained to be done to it in the way of decoration. But their first commissions, and the principal pieces of their first year’s business, were for the decoration of two new churches which were being built by Bodley, those of St. Martin’s, Scarborough, and St. Michael’s, Brighton. In the latter, the chancel-roof was painted by Morris, Webb, and Faulkner, with their own hands: and the windows were executed from designs by Madox Brown and Burne-Jones.

This typical instance of co-operation shows obvious reasons for the inclusion in the firm of the five members named. As for Rossetti, he contributed a few designs for both glass and tiles; but if asked why he had become a partner in a manufacturing firm, he might have, with some truth, given the reply, Quia nominor leo: he was looked up to by the younger men as their master mind, and they would hardly have thought of starting any new scheme without him. The seventh member of the company, Mr. Peter Paul Marshall, was a friend of Madox Brown’s, by profession a surveyor and sanitary engineer at Tottenham. He contributed several cartoons for glass, and a few designs for furniture and church decoration, but otherwise took little part in the work of the firm. His inclusion was, even at the moment, rather unaccountable. There had been talk of asking others to join, and the matter seems to have been hurried through at the end owing to Morris’ excitement and eagerness to get to work. Mr. Arthur Hughes had actually been included as a member, and his name appears in the first prospectus issued by the new firm, but he withdrew from it before it was formally registered. “I was living far off in the country,” Mr. Hughes tells me, “while the others were in town, and attending the meetings was inconvenient for me, and also I rather despaired of its establishment, and I wrote asking to be let go. Curiously, my letter was crossed by one from Morris asking me to make a design for a portion of a window, and another for a piece of jewel work. I did the drawing for the window, and it remains my only contribution.”

With the formation, in April, 1861, of the firm of Morris, Marshall, Faulkner & Co., the old Oxford Brotherhood, with its ideas of common life and united action, finally fell asunder. The outer fringe of that company had already passed into circles and interests of their own. Fulford and Dixon had taken Orders; Macdonald had gone to America. Price, the only other member of the inner circle, had, at the end of 1860, accepted an appointment in Russia, which took him away from England for three years. Morris, Burne-Jones, and Faulkner were actually in a minority on the new association. The Round Table was dissolved indeed.

Seldom has a business been begun on a smaller capital. Each of the members held one share, and on the 11th of April the finance of the company began with a call of £1 per share. On this, and on an unsecured loan of £100 from Mrs. Morris of Leyton, the first year’s trading was done. Premises were taken from Lady Day, 1861, at 8, Red Lion Square, a few doors off Morris’ and Burne-Jones’s old rooms. The ground floor of the house was occupied by a working jeweller: the firm rented the first floor for an office and show room, and the third floor, with part of the basement, for workshops. In the basement a small kiln was built, for firing glass and tiles. As the work grew on their hands, about a dozen men and boys came to be regularly employed on the premises. The boys were got from a Boys’ Home in the Euston Road; the men chiefly from Camden Town. The foreman, Mr. George Campfield, was a glass-painter who had come under Morris’ notice as a pupil at the evening classes of the Working Men’s College in Great Ormond Street. He is still in the employment of the firm at Merton Abbey. There were regular weekly meetings of the firm on Wednesday evenings, but otherwise Morris and Faulkner were the only two partners who partook in the active management of the business.

The following letter from Morris to his old tutor, inclosing a copy of the circular announcing the starting of the business, shows that church decoration was what he chiefly looked to for custom. Among the early purchases entered as house expenses in the books of the firm is a Clergy List, and — divided from it only by an entry for fluoric acid — a Vulgate. Work in Bodley’s two new churches at Scarborough and Brighton, and in a third, that of Selsley All Saints, near Stroud, was the main business of this year.

 

“8, Red Lion Square,

“April 19th, 1861.

“My dear Guy,

“By reading the enclosed you will see that I have started as a decorator which I have long meant to do when I could get men of reputation to join me, and to this end mainly I have built my fine house. You see we are, or consider ourselves to be, the only really artistic firm of the kind, the others being only glass painters in point of fact, (like Clayton & Bell) or else that curious nondescript mixture of clerical tailor and decorator that flourishes in Southampton Street, Strand; whereas we shall do — most things. However, what we are most anxious to get at present is wall-decoration, and I want to know if you could be so kind as to send me (without troubling yourself) a list of clergymen and others, to whom it might be any use to send a circular. In about a month we shall have some things to show in these rooms, painted cabinets, embroidery and all the rest of it, and perhaps you could look us up then: I suppose till the holidays you couldn’t come down to Red House: I was very much disappointed that you called when I was out before.

“With kind regards to Mrs. Guy,

“Believe me

“Yours very truly

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

But household furniture and decoration had also been taken in hand. Some of the table glass designed by Webb and executed by Messrs. Powell was the first thing actually sold: and designs of Webb’s for furniture and jewellery were also being carried out, the former by Mr. Curwen, a cabinet-maker in the neighbourhood, the latter by the working jeweller on the ground floor at Red Lion Square. The circular referred to lays no stress on the ecclesiastical side of decoration. It is headed “Morris, Marshall, Faulkner & Co., Fine Art Workmen in Painting, Carving, Furniture, and the Metals”; and the eight names of the members (including, as has been explained, that of Mr. Arthur Hughes) follow in alphabetical order.

“The growth of Decorative Art in this country,” it proceeds, “owing to the efforts of English Architects, has now reached a point at which it seems desirable that Artists of reputation should devote their time to it. Although no doubt particular instances of success may be cited, still it must be generally felt that attempts of this kind hitherto have been crude and fragmentary. Up to this time, the want of that artistic supervision, which can alone bring about harmony between the various parts of a successful work, has been increased by the necessarily excessive outlay, consequent on taking one individual artist from his pictorial labours.

“The Artists whose names appear above hope by association to do away with this difficulty. Having among their number men of varied qualifications, they will be able to undertake any species of decoration, mural or otherwise, from pictures, properly so called, down to the consideration of the smallest work susceptible of art beauty. It is anticipated that by such co-operation, the largest amount of what is essentially the artist’s work, along with his constant supervision, will be secured at the smallest possible expense, while the work done must necessarily be of a much more complete order, than if any single artist were incidentally employed in the usual manner.

“These Artists having for many years been deeply attached to the study of the Decorative Arts of all times and countries, have felt more than most people the want of some one place, where they could either obtain or get produced work of a genuine and beautiful character. They have therefore now established themselves as a firm, for the production, by themselves and under their supervision, of — 

I. Mural Decoration, either in Pictures or in Pattern Work, or merely in the arrangement of Colours, as applied to dwelling-houses, churches, or public buildings.

II. Carving generally, as applied to Architecture.

III. Stained Glass, especially with reference to its harmony with Mural Decoration.

IV. Metal Work in all its branches, including Jewellery.

V. Furniture, either depending for its beauty on its own design, on the application of materials hitherto overlooked, or on its conjunction with Figure and Pattern Painting. Under this head is included Embroidery of all kinds, Stamped Leather, and ornamental work in other such materials, besides every article necessary for domestic use.

“It is only requisite to state further, that work of all the above classes will be estimated for, and executed in a business-like manner; and it is believed that good decoration, involving rather the luxury of taste than the luxury of costliness, will be found to be much less expensive than is generally supposed.”

In this interesting document it is not difficult to trace the slashing hand and imperious accent of Rossetti, now as always contemptuous of all difficulties and not overscrupulous in accuracy of statement. The most generous of men towards brother artists, he at once put all young men in whom he saw the elements of genius on an equal footing with himself, and claimed for them the full status and privilege which he and Madox Brown had earned by long years of work. Burne-Jones and Morris had indeed by now established a claim to this equality. But even Faulkner, as their friend, was swept in with the rest as an artist of reputation and a profound student of the decorative arts.

The circular is said, no doubt with truth, to have set up the backs of the established firms of decorators, and the new firm met with some obloquy. But it throve in spite of their jealousy. By the end of the year the business was in full working order, and began to be put under more formal management. In January, 1862, a further call of £19 a share was made on the partners, raising the paid-up capital to £140, which was never increased till the dissolution of the firm in 1874. A few hundred pounds of further capital was supplied by loans, which bore, or were supposed to bear, interest at five per cent., from Morris himself and from his mother. Work done for the firm by any member was credited to his account at fixed rates, and paid for like any other debt. Morris was to receive a salary of £150 as general manager; and in May Faulkner was formally appointed bookkeeper and business manager at the same salary.

The weak point of the whole business was the want of anything like real capital. For each piece of work executed a price could be charged, such as customers were found willing to pay, which covered the cost of its production. But the output was slow, the sales uncertain, and there was no reserve to draw upon; the conduct of the work was therefore necessarily from hand to mouth, and had to be guided by the exigencies of the moment. Any extension of the business, however ultimately remunerative, threw its finances off their very unstable equilibrium. In the course of the first three or four years Morris had, bit by bit, advanced all he could to the concern, and was not yet beginning to receive any appreciable returns. This was an anxious time for him, and perhaps the only time in his life when he was really in trouble about money. Once or twice in these early years the accounts showed an actual loss on the year’s working. Fortunately his resources did prove sufficient to tide over this period, and thereafter a capital began to form itself out of accumulated profits. But these were in strict law divisible among the partners equally; and the initial fault of the enterprise very nearly led to disastrous results upon the dissolution of the partnership. Morris had yet to learn by unpleasant experiences of more kinds than one the principles on which sound business can be conducted. That he did so, and that while he was doing so he carried the business almost unaided through so crucial a period, was due to a persistency, a sagacity, an unweariable industry, for which he has seldom received adequate credit.

The designing of the work carried out by the firm was of course mainly done by the firm themselves. But other artists, including Albert Moore, William de Morgan, and Simeon Solomon, made occasional designs for glass and tiles; and, as in the days of the Union paintings, every one who could be got hold of was expected to bear a hand. Faulkner’s two sisters joined him in painting tiles and pottery. Mrs. Morris and her sister, Miss Burden, with several women working under them, executed embroidery on cloth and silk. Mrs. Burne-Jones, besides embroidering, painted figured tiles. Mrs. Campfield, the foreman’s wife, helped to execute altar-cloths. The works became a small whirlpool of industry that sucked in every one who came near them. Morris’ own manual labour at every kind of work which the firm undertook was unremitting. Among the various forms of mural decoration started were serge hangings, with figures and floral designs wrought on them in coloured wools. A coarse serge, in quiet but rather dull colours, was supplied by the Yorkshire manfacturers, and served well enough as a ground for the brightly-coloured embroideries. Even this Morris started with his own hands: “Top has taken to worsted work,” was Rossetti’s sarcastic comment. The payments for work credited to him in 1862 are more than those to all the other six partners put together; and in later years the disproportion increased still further.

At the Exhibition of 1862 the firm had two stalls, one of stained glass, the other, entered in the catalogue as “decorated furniture, tapestries, etc.,” representing the beginnings of decorative work in many directions. The so-called tapestries were, of course, embroideries; it was not till many years later that Morris took up the art of weaving. Among the furniture designed by Webb during this and the following year were specimens of most articles of common domestic use, some large and highly decorated, but the greater number quite plain, and depending for their quality on their simplicity and elegant proportion. The list includes a chest, a bookcase, a wardrobe, a sideboard, a washstand, a dressing-table, a towel-horse, a looking-glass, long and round tables, an iron bedstead, table glass, and metal candlesticks. There were also painted tiles designed by Rossetti, Burne-Jones, Webb, and Morris himself, and a small amount of jewellery. Some of the tiles which were painted with subjects had also upon them verses by the firm’s poet, as it amused Morris to describe himself. The work shown at the Exhibition, though from the jury it received only a colourless and vague approbation, attracted much attention, both favourable and adverse. That it really made some impression on the public is shown by the fact that nearly a hundred and fifty pounds’ worth of goods were sold from the stalls.

“I perfectly remember,” writes Mrs. Richmond Ritchie of a visit to Red Lion Square early in 1862, “going with Val Prinsep one foggy morning to some square, miles away; we came into an empty ground floor room, and Val Prinsep called ‘Topsy’ very loud, and some one came from above with hair on end and in a nonchalant way began to show one or two of his curious, and to my uninitiated soul, bewildering treasures. I think Morris said the glasses would stand firm when he put them on the table. I bought two tumblers of which Val Prinsep praised the shape. He and Val wrapped them up in paper, and I came away very much amused and interested, with a general impression of sympathetic shyness and shadows and dim green glass.”

Chintzes, paper-hangings, and carpets, afterwards the staple products of the firm, were the successive developments of later years. Paper-hangings came first; and it was with them, owing to mere exigencies of space, that the firm was forced to deviate from its first intention of turning out the manufactured article complete from their own doors. The well-known trellis wall-paper was the first designed, the rose trellis by Morris, and the birds in it by Webb. This design was made in November, 1862, and it was at first attempted to print it in oil colours from etched zinc plates. But the process proved very tedious and not satisfactory. It was soon given up, and the design recut on wooden pear-tree blocks, from which the paper was printed, in the ordinary distemper, by Messrs. Jeffreys of Islington. Meanwhile other papers had been designed and cut on wood-blocks; and so it happened that the Daisy paper, still one of the most widely used, was, though not the first designed, the first published and placed upon the market. Once the blocks were cut, the success of the printing depended almost wholly on the care and fidelity of the colour-mixer; and to this Mr. Metford Warner, the managing partner of Messrs. Jeffreys’ works, gave real and constant attention.

This first series of Morris wall-papers, the designing of which went on rapidly for several years, culminates in the favourite and beautiful pattern known as the Pomegranate. Beyond it that manner of decorating a surface could not go. When Morris resumed paper-designing, he abandoned the innocence of those formal early designs, and struck out a larger and more mature scheme of pattern. It is the later wall-papers, with their large masses and masterly composition, that are more admirable to the eye of the artist; but in those simple early patterns there is a charm of straightforward simplicity that appeals more directly to the first childlike instinct for beauty, the sense of form and colour that is undeveloped, but, so far as it reaches, perfectly true.

Some account of the progress of the business during its first year is given in a letter written by Faulkner to Price from Red Lion Square in April, 1862.

“Since Christmas, I have certainly been busy enough, what between the business of engineering, and our business in Red Lion Square. Moreover, Rossetti, with remarkable confidence, gave me a wood-block to engrave, which I with marvellous boldness, not to say impudence, undertook to do, and by jingo I have done it, and it is published, and flattering friends say it is not so bad for a beginning. Our business in the stained glass and general decoration line flourishes so successfully that I have decided to give up engineering and take part in it: so henceforth, or rather after a week or two, Topsy will give himself more to the artistic part of the work while I shall be the business manager. I don’t know whether you have heard of our firm before from me or any one else. If not, I may just as well tell you that it is composed of Brown, Rossetti, Jones, Webb, Marshall, Morris, Faulkner; that it commenced with a capital which might be considered an infinitesimal of the second order, that it has meetings once or twice a fortnight which have rather the character of a meeting of the ‘Jolly Masons’ or the jolly something elses than of a meeting to discuss business. Beginning at 8 for 9 p.m. they open with the relation of anecdotes which have been culled by members of the firm since the last meeting — this store being exhausted, Topsy and Brown will perhaps discuss the relative merits of the art of the thirteenth and fifteenth century, and then perhaps after a few more anecdotes business matters will come up about 10 or 11 o’clock and be furiously discussed till 12, 1, or 2.

“Our firm has arrived at the dignity of exhibition at the great exhibition, where we have already sent some stained glass, and shall shortly send some furniture which will doubtless cause the majority of spectators to admire. The getting ready of our things first has cost more tribulation and swearing to Topsy than three exhibitions will be worth. I am going down to Topsy’s this afternoon and shall try to finish this letter there.

“Dear Crom,” the letter goes on, “after a delay of about a fortnight I recommence my letter. You see I did not succeed in completing it when staying down at Topsy’s: the day was so beautiful and there was so much to do in the way of playing bowls and smoking pipes that the day passed without leaving time to do anything.”

Life at Red House in those years was indeed realized felicity for the group of friends to a greater degree than often falls to the lot of schemes deliberately planned for happiness. The garden, skilfully laid out amid the old orchard, had developed its full beauty, and the adornment of the house kept growing into greater and greater elaboration. A scheme had been designed for the mural decoration of the hall, staircase, and drawing-room, upon various parts of which work went on intermittently for several years. The walls of the spacious and finely-proportioned staircase were to be completely covered with paintings in tempera of scenes from the War of Troy, to be designed and executed by Burne-Jones. Below them, on a large wall-space in the hall, was to be a great ship carrying the Greek heroes. It was designed, as the rest of the Troy-series were also to have been, in a frankly mediæval spirit; a warship indeed of the fourteenth century, with the shields of the kings hung over the bulwarks. Round the drawing-room, at a height of about five feet from the floor, was to be a continuous belt of pictures, the subjects of which were scenes from the fifteenth-century English romance of “Sir Degrevaunt.” Three of them were executed by Burne-Jones, and remain on the walls now. Below them the wall was to have been covered with magnificent embroidered hangings. The principal bedroom was hung with indigo-dyed blue serge (then a substance which could only be procured with great difficulty) with a pattern of flowers worked on it in bright-coloured wools. For the dining-room embroidered hangings of a much more elaborate and splendid nature were designed and partly executed, in a scheme of design like those of his later tapestries when he revived the art of tapestry-weaving, of twelve figures with trees between and above them, and a belt of flowers running below their feet. Yet another hanging, executed by Morris with his own hands, was of green trees with gaily-coloured birds among them, and a running scroll emblazoned with his motto in English, “If I can.” The same motto in French reappeared in the painted glass with which a number of the windows of the house were gradually filled, and on the tiles (also executed at the works in Red Lion Square) which lined the deep porches. In the hall, a second great cupboard began to be painted with scenes from the Niebelungenlied. There were no paper-hangings in the house. The rooms that had not painted walls were hung with flower-embroidered cloth worked from his designs by Mrs. Morris and other needlewomen. Even the ceilings were decorated with bold simple patterns in distemper, the design being pricked into the plaster so as to admit of the ceiling being re-whitewashed and the decoration renewed. “Top thrives though bandy,” writes Burne-Jones in February, 1862, “and is slowly making Red House the beautifullest place on earth.”

Here, as soon as the Morrises moved into it at the close of the wet summer of 1860, open house was kept for all their friends. Burne-Jones and his wife — he had been married that June — spent their Sundays there almost regularly. Rossetti, Faulkner and his two sisters, Webb, Swinburne, Madox Brown, Arthur Hughes, were also frequent and welcome visitors. Mr. Hughes remembers once riding down from London, and Morris riding back a good part of the way with him next day. In summer bowls were always played a great deal; and drives were taken about the country in a carriage which Morris had specially built for himself, with leather curtains, and a decided flavour of the Middle Ages about it. The winter festivities were even merrier: it was a home of young people full of the high spirits of youth. “O the joy of those Saturdays to Mondays at Red House! “ writes one of the frequent guests of those days, “the getting out at Abbey Wood Station and smelling the sweet air, and then the scrambling, swinging drive of three miles or so to the house; and the beautiful roomy place where we seemed to be coming home just as much as when we returned to our own rooms. No protestations — only certainty of contentment in each other’s society. We laughed because we were happy.” “It was the most beautiful sight in the world,” says another of his old friends of the Red House days, “to see Morris coming up from the cellar before dinner, beaming with joy, with his hands full of bottles of wine and others tucked under his arms.”

Here were born his two children. On the 18th of January, 1861, he writes to Madox Brown, with a fine affectation of unconcern.

 

“My dear Brown,

“Kid having appeared, Mrs. Brown kindly says she will stay till Monday, when you are to come to fetch her, please. I send a list of trains in evening to Abbey Wood met by bus, viz., from London Bridge, 2.20 p.m., 4.20 p.m., 6.o p.m., and 7.15 p.m. Janey and kid (girl) are both very well.”

At the christening of the baby, named Jane Alice, after his wife and his youngest sister, there was a great gathering of friends. “The day of the christening,” one of them writes, “was rainy and windy. I remember the flapping of the cover of the wagonette and a feeling of hurry-skurry through the weather in the short drive to Bexley Church. The dinner was at a T-shaped table. It must have been at it that I remember Gabriel sitting in a royal manner and munching raisins from a dish in front of him before dessert time. The Marshalls, the Browns, Swinburne, were there. Janey and I went together with a candle to look at the beds strewn about the drawing room for the men. Swinburne had a sofa; I think P. P. Marshall’s was made on the floor.”

On the 25th of March in the following year a second girl was born, and named Mary, after the Lady of the day.

The life of those years at Red House was for Morris one of almost complete contentment. “I grieve to say,” Faulkner writes just before the Christmas of 1863, “he has only kicked one panel out of a door for this twelvemonth past.” The orderly civic element, which was always one of the strongest threads in his nature, developed till he became what he would himself have called in later days a typical bourgeois, the sort of father of a family whose features were being weekly registered by Leech. Indeed, as he quite realized himself, there was in him a distinct strain of Mr. Briggs. Like tens of thousands of his fellow-citizens, he joined a volunteer corps during the war scare of the winter of 1859-60. Lady Burne-Jones remembers that he was in camp with his battalion at Wimbledon in June, 1861, when the great Tooley Street fire broke out, and how he brought down news of its progress on returning to Red House. “I always did hate fireworks,” he wrote afterwards while mentioning a fire at the works in Islington where his wall-papers were printed, “especially since I saw Cotton’s wharf ablaze some eighteen years ago.” The memory of that terrible sight of the blazing river seems to have been lifelong with all who witnessed it.

With a growing family and a constant hospitality, the expense of living at Red House and continuing its decoration on the same lavish scale became greater year by year. At the same time the copper mine, from which the greater part of his permanent income was still derived, began to yield rapidly diminishing returns. The business in Red Lion Square had not ceased to be a drain on these diminishing revenues, and was not till some years later a trustworthy source of income. Its prospects were indeed improving. The movement towards restoring to Anglican churches and church services some part of their ancient beauty and symbolism was taking definite shape all over the country, and was beginning to be known by the name of Ritualism. Commissions for church decoration in the form of wall-painting, embroideries, or hangings, altar-cloths, stained-glass windows, and floor-tiles, came in more and more steadily. And the movement was just beginning to spread from ecclesiastical into secular life, and become what was afterwards called Æstheticism.

But this very increase in the firm’s work had already made the premises in Red Lion Square insufficient for their purpose, while, as Morris had to give more of his time to its management, the expense and fatigue of managing it from Upton both increased likewise. Early in 1864 the question of removing the works to Upton and setting up a manufactory there began to be seriously discussed. A plan was suggested and elaborated for the addition of another wing to Red House so as to make room for Burne-Jones to live there also; and ground for workshops was to be had on moderate terms close by. The scheme was very near being carried out. But before the end of the year, a series of misfortunes happened which altered the whole case for both.

In September, the Morrises had gone to seaside lodgings at Littlehampton with the Burne-Joneses and Faulkners. Scarlet fever broke out there. Miss Faulkner and Burne-Jones’s little boy took back the infection with them to London. With them it ran its normal course; but a little later it developed in Mrs. Burne-Jones also, and she had a long and dangerous illness. Just then Morris caught a chill on a wet, cold journey between London and Upton, which brought on a severe attack of rheumatic fever. For some time he was wholly crippled. When he recovered, his health still was such as to make a daily journey to London quite out of the question. Burne-Jones, himself in very delicate health, in deep anxiety about his wife, and dependent for the means of actual livelihood on his daily work, felt that he could not cast himself loose from the resources and conveniences of London. The plan of a joint establishment had to be dropped. Had the business of the firm reached anything like the scale which it attained ten years later, it might have been practicable, and would have had obvious advantages, that Morris should move the works down to Upton, keeping a show-room and office in London under a resident manager. But such an expense was, as yet, out of the question. And when health began to be a serious consideration, Red House had certain disadvantages. Planned and begun in the extraordinarily hot dry summer of 1859, it had been made to face north and was very cold in winter: it was not well situated for medical or other aid on emergencies, and the drive between it and Abbey Wood was over an exposed plateau across which eastern and northerly winds raged unchecked. Reluctantly Morris was forced to the conclusion that short of giving up the business (and with it, the power of guiding his life otherwise as he chose) the only alternative left was to give up the beautiful house into which he had put so much of his best thought and work, in which he had enjoyed five years of almost unclouded happiness, and go back to live in London.

A letter to Burne-Jones, dated “In bed, Red House,” and written in a very shaky hand, towards the end of November, when he was beginning to recover from the rheumatic fever, shows how deep the disappointment was at having to give up the plan of a joint home, even before the necessity of leaving Red House himself had been forced on him.

“As to our palace of art, I confess your letter was a blow to me at first, though hardly an unexpected one: in short I cried, but I have got over it now; of course I see it from your point of view but I like the idea of not giving it up for good even if it is delusive. But now I am only thirty years old; I shan’t always have the rheumatism, and we shall have lots of jolly years of invention and lustre plates together I hope. I have been resting and thinking of what you are to do: I really think you must take some sort of house in London — unless indeed you might think of living a little way out and sharing a studio in town: Stanhope and I might join in this you know. There is only one other thing I can think of, which is when you come back from Hastings come and stay with me for a month or two, there is plenty of room for everybody and everything: you can do your work quietly and uninterruptedly; I shall have a good horse by then and Georgie and I will be able to drive about, meantime you need not be hurried in taking your new crib. I would give £5 to see you old chap; wouldn’t it be safe for you to come down here one day before you go to Hastings?”

At the end of the year the Burne-Joneses removed to Kensington, where they lived for the next three years. The giving up of Red House was fast becoming a settled thing, and it only remained to find a new home in London. It was finally found in one of the old houses in Queen Square, Bloomsbury. The house, with its yard and outbuildings behind, was large enough to serve for both living place and workshops. It was taken on lease from Midsummer, 1865, and thither, in the autumn, the business of Morris & Company was transferred from Red Lion Square, and the Morrises themselves removed from Upton in November. Red House was sold, together with such portions of its furniture and decorations as were either unremovable or too cumbrous to transfer to a house for which they had not been designed. Among the treasures thus abandoned were the whole of the tempera paintings executed on the walls, the magnificent sideboard which Webb had designed for the dining-room, and both the great painted cupboards; but the painted panels in one of these last were taken out and replaced by plain panels. There is still enough of its original decoration left at Red House to make it unique on that account alone. After he left it that autumn, Morris never set eyes on it again, confessing that the sight of it would be more than he could bear.

If emotion recollected in tranquillity were a working definition of poetry, it is in these five years, so busily tranquil after as long a period of stormy emotion, that one might expert to find poetical production the most copious. But the facts are quite the reverse. The latest poems printed in “The Defence of Guenevere” show the author in the full current of imaginative growth, reaching from manner to manner and just on the point (so one might fancy) of mastering a mixed lyrical and dramatic method capable of the most radiant and astonishing effects. For one reason or another, these beginnings were not destined to bear their natural fruit. The cycle of poems from the Trojan War, which had been planned and begun about that time, was fragmentarily continued at Red House, but remained unfinished and was soon wholly laid aside. When he began to write again, after he resumed life in London, the dramatic method was abandoned, and he reappeared to the world, not as a writer of lyrical romances, but as the author of long continuous narrative poems, of which the type was set and the fame assured by the single one first published, “The Life and Death of Jason.”

Of the twelve poems which were to make up the Trojan cycle, only six were ever completed; there are imperfect drafts of two more, and of the remaining four no trace is extant. But the full list of the titles is noted down by Morris himself in a manuscript book probably dating from 1857, on a page following a fragment of the unfinished and unpublished “Maying of Guenevere.” It is as follows, under the general heading of “Scenes from the Fall of Troy” :

 

Helen Arming Paris.

The Defiance of the Greeks.

Hector’s Last Battle.

Hector brought Dead to Troy.

Helen’s Chamber.

Achilles’ Love-Letter.

The Wedding of Polyxena.

The last Fight before Troy.

The Wooden Horse.

The Descent from the Wooden Horse.

Helen and Menelaus.

Æneas on Shipboard.

 

The completed scenes run to about 200 lines each in length, and the whole poem, therefore, would have been of about the bulk of a five-act play.

The story of the Trojan War is one which has for all story lovers the greatest and most abiding fascination; and its strange ending, the events that happened after the Iliad, was the part of the story which attracted Morris the most. In itself that part of the story is full of remarkably picturesque and romantic incident, which breaks out even in the dull records of Greek mythographers, Ælian and Philostratus, or in the arguments of the lost epics of the Cycle — the Æthiopiad, the Little Iliad, the Taking of Troy. It was these events which excited the imagination of the Middle Ages most; and it was in the same mediæval and romantic spirit that Morris saw and felt the whole story. He did so by instinct, long before he knew of Caxton’s “Historyes of Troye,” or of the vast body of mediaeval romances that may be traced back to Benoît de Sainte-More and Guido delle Colonne. But when he came to know these he found them just what he meant and what he wanted; and to the last he pleased himself by fancying some thread of real tradition which had filtered down alongside of the regular literary channels of the Greek epic, and reappeared, after the lapse of many centuries, in Dares Phrygius and Dictys Cretensis.

“To-day,” Sir Edward Burne-Jones writes in a letter of thirty years afterwards, “to breakfast came Morris, and we talked hard all morning, mainly of one subject, why the mediæval world was always on the side of the Trojans, and of Quintus Smyrnæus, and how Penthesilea came to be tenderly dealt with in ancient tales and tapestries. He was quite happy.”

Troy is to his imagination a town exactly like Bruges or Chartres: spired and gabled, red-roofed, filled (like the city of King Æetes in “The Life and Death of Jason”) with towers and swinging bells. The Trojan princes go out, like knights in Froissart, to tilt at the barriers, and look down from their walls on

 

Our great wet ditches, where the carp and tench,

In spite of arblasts and petrariæ,

 

Suck at the floating lilies all day long.But over the city broods a strange and almost a spectral stillness, an atmosphere like that of a sultry afternoon, darkening to thunder. None of his poems, earlier or later, are more steeped in sadness. All the fierce joy of the war has long gone by; it drags wearily on towards its inevitable close.

 

Yea, they fought well, and ever, like a man

That hangs legs off the ground by both his hands

Over some great height, did they struggle sore,

Quite sure to slip at last; wherefore, take note

How almost all men, reading that sad siege,

Hold for the Trojans; as I did at least,

Thought Hector the best knight a long way — 

 

So he had already written in his first volume, and the tone in these Troy poems is precisely the same. But here we only catch a last glimpse of Hector as he goes bravely to meet his fate, and with him all the sunlight seems to fade off Troy. The struggle becomes cruel and base on both sides. Paris arms himself again, but like a man in a nightmare.

 

Yea, like some man am I that lies and dreams

That he is dead, and turning round to wake

Is slain at once without a cry for help.

 

In what must be the most dolorous arming-song ever written he bids Helen a weary farewell. The lyric, in an altered shape and setting, is well known: recast, and with its sadness turned into a pensive tenderness, it occurs in the tale of “Ogier the Dane,” as a song which Ogier hears sung early on a May morning by two young lovers. This is its original form:

 

Love, within the hawthorn brake

Pray you be merry for my sake,

While I last, for who knoweth

How near I may be my death?

Sweet, be long in growing old!

Life and love in age grow cold;

Hold fast to life, for who knoweth

What thing cometh after death?

Trouble must be kept afar,

Therefore go I to the war :

Less trouble is there among spears

Than with hard words about your ears.

Love me then, my sweet and fair,

And curse the folk that drive me there.

Kiss me, sweet, for who knoweth

What thing cometh after death?

 

Even in the Greek camp there is the same weariness and bitter languor. The homes they have left grow dim and strange:

 

Within the cedar presses the gold fades

Upon the garments they were wont to wear;

Red poppies grow now where their apple trees

Began to redden in late summer days.

Wheat grows upon their water-meadows now,

And wains pass over where the water ran.

 

This feeling culminates in a weird lyric sung by Hecuba, while still Queen in Troy, and plotting with Paris the murder of Achilles in the temple to which he is to be lured by the forged letter of Polyxena. “Ah, times are changed, the merry days are gone,” has been the recurrent burden of her long speech to Paris; and then all at once she breaks into strange ballad music:

 

Yea, in the merry days of old

The sailors all grew overbold.

Whereof should days remembered be

That brought bitter ill to me?

Days agone I wore but gold,

Like a light town across the wold

Seen by the stars, I shone out bright;

Many a slave was mine of right.

Ah, but in the days of old

The sea-kings were waxen bold;

The yellow sands ran red with blood,

The towns burned up, both brick and wood;

In their long ship they carried me

And set me down by a strange sea;

None of the gods remembered me.

Ah, in the merry days of old

My garments were all made of gold:

Now have I but one poor gown,

Woven of black wool and brown.

I draw water from the well;

I bind wood that the men fell;

Whoso willeth smiteth me,

An old woman by the sea.

 

In the scenes of the last night of Troy, as they are given in “The Descent from the Wooden Horse” and “Helen and Menelaus,” this effect of weird breathlessness rises to a height that is almost overwhelming. That the Greek captains in the wooden horse should be wrought up to the highest pitch of nervous tension is indeed no modernism; it was clearly before the minds of the Greek ballad-singers three thousand years ago. But the strange story, preserved in the Odyssey, of Helen singing round the horse, is used here with extraordinary effect. As they lie crowded in the darkness a voice is heard singing from without — 

 

O my merchants, whence come ye

Landing laden from the sea?

 — Behold, we come from Sicily :

Corn and wine and oil have we,

Blue cloths and cloths of red.

 — Merry merchants, when you are dead

We shall gain that you have lorn :

Out-merchants from the sea,

Your graves are not in Sicily.

The corn for me, the wine for thee,

The blue and the red for our ladies free.

 

So singing, the voice passes away. The night is dark, rainy, and windless, as they slip out of the horse and take their plotted ways. Menelaus leaves the rest, and, all alone, goes straight to the house of Deiphobus.

There, in a dimly lighted chamber, Helen cannot sleep. Deiphobus, her new husband, lies sunk in the first undisturbed repose that the Trojan princes had taken since the ten years’ war began, his sword hung above the bed. But she wanders through the room restlessly, wondering if she is growing old.

 

Three hours after midnight, I should think,

And I hear nothing but the quiet rain.

The Greeks are gone, think now, the Greeks are gone.

Henceforward a new life of quiet days

In this old town of Troy is now for me,

And I shall note it as it goeth past

Quietly as the rain does, day by day,

Eld creeping on me. Shall I live sometimes

In these old days whereof this is the last?

Yea shall I live sometimes with sweet Paris

In that old happiness twixt mirth and tears?

The fitting on of arms and going forth,

The dreadful quiet sitting while they fought,

The kissing when he came back to my arms,

And all that I remember like a tale!

 

Thus musing to herself, she opens the window and thrusts out her bare arm into the cool wet darkness. There is a rustle in the room behind her. Before she can turn she is in the grasp of a mail-clad man, and hears the fierce whisper of her first husband. All her strength collapses in a moment. As in a trance, she dumbly obeys his order to lean over the bed and reach down Deiphobus’s sword, and to hold down his feet while Menelaus thrusts him through. Menelaus drags the bloody corpse out on to the floor and takes its place himself.

 

I am the Menelaus that you knew

Come back to fetch a thing I left behind.

You think me changed: it is ten years ago,

And many weary things have happened since.

Behold me lying in my own place now:

Abed, Helen, before the night goes by!

 

But on the horror of this moment there breaks a great and mingled clamour from without, the roar of the taken city. A struggling mob of Greeks and Trojans sweep by. Menelaus and Helen go to the window; a Trojan sees the hated beautiful face in the glimmer of flaming houses, and shoots at her; the arrow just misses, and sings through the window-hole. Pyrrhus, still dripping with the blood of Priam, and after him Teucer, fresh from the outrage of Ajax on Cassandra, successively appear. In the middle of their story a cry is raised that the Trojans are making afresh stand: and all hurry off amid a growing tumult of shouting as dawn begins to glimmer, ending in a long shrill cry of the rallied Trojans,

“Æneas and Antenor to the ships!”Between this vivid and startling dramatic method, and the equable sweetness of the later manner as it appears in its first perfection in “The Life and Death of Jason,” the interval is great indeed; nor can it be matter of wonder that the transition took place through a period of silence. But there is more in it than that. Hitherto the poetry has been, alike in its beauties and in its defects, immature. When it is resumed, it is in a manner, and of a substance, deliberately chosen; we hear in it what we may like or dislike, may regard with admiration or with indifference, what appeals to various minds variously; but it is the serious voice of the grown man.






  








CHAPTER VI. THE EARTHLY PARADISE. 1865-1870
 

QUEEN SQUARE, in which Morris himself and the firm of Morris & Company took up house together in the autumn of 1865, is a backwater of older Bloomsbury, which then retained some traces of its original dignity as a suburb of the London of Queen Anne. Put out of fashion half a century before by the more modern splendours of Russell Square, it had lingered on as a residential neighbourhood; and the famous girls’ school established in it about the middle of last century, and commonly known as “the ladies’ Eton,” had only been finally closed during the Crimean War. The residential was now becoming mingled with an industrial element. The house on the east side, No. 26, taken by Morris, and the headquarters of his work for the next seventeen years, has disappeared to make room for an extension of the National Hospital for the Paralysed and Epileptic. The ground floor was turned into an office and show-room. A large ball-room which had been built at the end of the yard, and connected with the dwelling-house by a wooden gallery, was turned into a principal workshop. There was room for other workshops in the small court at the back, and further accommodation was found when needed in Ormond Yard close by.

With Morris now continuously on the spot, the company became little more than a name as far as regarded the direction and management of the business. Rossetti had never taken much concern in the work. After his wife’s death he had been for a long time almost a recluse: now he was living in Chelsea, at the other end of London, and was wholly absorbed in his painting. Faulkner, who had no productive gift, and whose great mathematical ability was somewhat thrown away on keeping the books of the firm, had returned to work in Oxford the year before; but in his vacations he stayed much with his mother and sisters, who had a house in Queen Square a few doors off, and at these times his intercourse with Morris was constant and his share in the conduct of the business not inconsiderable. Marshall had resumed his own line of work. Burne-Jones and Madox Brown continued to supply designs for stained glass, and Webb for furniture. But the whole of the production, and, except in glass and furniture, practically the whole of the design was now in Morris’ sole hands. All the kinds of work begun at Red Lion Square went on here: and gradually there began to be added other industries which afterwards became the staple production of the firm — weaving, dyeing, and printing on cloth. No long time after Red House was given up, it became possible to have supplied it from the works at Queen Square with almost everything necessary to complete its decoration and furnishing. Such is the irony of human affairs.

But the management of the rapidly extending business had been just at this time put into capable and energetic hands. To Mr. George Warrington Taylor, business manager of Morris & Company from 1865 until his illness and death at the beginning of 1870, it was mainly due that the business became organized and prosperous. Mr. Taylor was a Catholic, of good family, who had been educated at Eton and was afterwards for some time in the Army; but he had been unfortunate in his affairs and was then almost penniless. He was full of enthusiasms in art, more especially in music; he was an ardent admirer of Wagner, whose name then was little known in England, and was also an enthusiastic follower of Rossetti and the Pre-Raphaelites in painting. He had introduced himself to Morris at Red House, and common tastes, to which Taylor added really great knowledge, confirmed the acquaintance. In 1865 he was earning a scanty livelihood as a check-taker at the Opera House in the Haymarket, and gladly accepted a post under the firm. He was a man of great ability and sweetness of character, incapable of taking care of his own affairs, but shrewd and careful in his management of other people’s business. The intermittent supervision which was all that Faulkner had been able to give to the accounts of the firm since the Easter of 1864 was now replaced by the continuous care of a man who was not only a master of figures, but an expert in business methods. Morris was able to give to designing and manual work the greater part of the time that had been occupied before by employment less congenial to him. But no part of the business came amiss to him. There is a record of visits made to Queen Square in its first days by purchasers who had accidently seen some of his wall-papers; one in 1865, when Morris himself, in a dark blue linen blouse, showed the patterns and made out the bill, and a second in the following year, when he was found at work on the design for the Pomegranate paper. In 1867 the firm obtained what was their first really important commission in non-ecclesiastical decorative work, the decoration of the Green Dining Room at the South Kensington Museum. This piece of work, seen as it is yearly by many thousands of persons, was of great value at the time in making known the name of the firm and the specific character of their work. It remains intact now. The original cost was heavy, and the heads of the Department had some scruples about passing the estimate. But their decision was, even on grounds of economy, fully justified. The excellence of the work, apart from its singular decorative merit, has more than repaid its cost. In the long run it has proved (so I am allowed to state on the authority of the Directors of the Museum) the cheapest piece of work in the buildings; for, except that the ceiling had to be repainted where it was blackened by the smoke from the gaslights, the work has never required any repair in any portion.

While the business thus went on increasing, his leisure also grew on his hands. The saving of time caused by his return to London was, of course, immense. From three to four hours were added to his working day; in spite of all depressions caused by his loss of the country, and by the crowded squalor of the district immediately adjoining this end of Bloomsbury, he felt “as if he could kiss the London pavement” when he got quit of the daily journey. It was in this increased leisure that he resumed, in new forms, the writing of poetry.

The instinct for story-telling, in its simpler forms an almost universal faculty, in its full meaning one of the rarest and most valuable of literary qualities, was strong in Morris from the first. It appears in the schoolboy tales of romantic adventure for which he was noted at Marlborough, and in the prose romances of the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine; but now he recognized that it was his special and unique gift, and that it might be combined with lyrical qualities into a form of poetry where he could put out all his strength. Strangely enough, English poetry, so rich in nearly every form, has seldom reached its highest perfection in this one. After Chaucer, its first and greatest master, narrative poetry remained, with the great exceptions of Dryden and Keats, mostly in the hands of poets of the second rank. The rhetorical and dramatic turn of the Elizabethans stood in the way of their telling a story simply and lucidly. The seventeenth and eighteenth centuries were entangled in the traditions of a conventional epic. Of more modern poets, Shelley (who “had no eyes,” Morris used to say) always flounders in narration; Byron, with all his admirable directness and vividness in detached passages, has not the art of carrying on a continuous story; and Scott, whose narrative instinct, whether in prose or verse, is unsurpassed, did not claim to be a master in the distinguishing qualities of poetry, and cheerfully abandoned verse for prose. It was to Chaucer, therefore, that, even apart from his delight in and kinship with the age of Chaucer, Morris might naturally turn for his model: and the plan of a cycle of romantic stories connected by some common purpose or occasion was directly suggested by the Canterbury Tales.

Some such design had already been talked over at Red House, but no beginning was made till after the removal to London. For the stories, all sources, classical and romantic alike, were to be drawn from; the world’s stock of stories, in fact, which was still much the same as it had been in Chaucer’s time, was to be reviewed and selected from anew, The earliest poems written were from the mythology and heroic legends of Greece: and to these were gradually added others from Eastern, Western, and Northern sources. The next idea which occurred was to make half of the stories be taken from the Greek, and half from non-Greek, or what might be broadly described as romantic literature. To create a possible or plausible common setting for both groups, he fell back on his favourite fancy of a continued thread of living Greek tradition coming down almost to the end of the Middle Ages among Greek-speaking people, and overlapping the full development of romanticism in Western Europe. It was but a fancy, yet one which had real analogies in history. The Greek epic, it is true, ends in the fifth century; but Greek poetry went on being written certainly till the eleventh; and the collection of minor poetry known as the Anthology owes its final form to a Byzantine scholar who was ambassador to Venice at the time of Edward III.’s accession to the crown of England, and was probably still alive when Chaucer was born. Byzantine Greeks of the fourteenth century inherited a continuous literary tradition regarding the incidents and characters of the ancient Greek epic, which can be traced upwards to compilers of the second and third centuries, and again through these to mythographers who may have been the contemporaries of Herodotus. Given, then, this living tradition of early Greece, inherited by some outlying fragment of the Greek speech and blood such as actually existed for some hundreds of years in Central Asia, for some hundreds more in Southern Russia, and might conceivably have existed in some remote ocean fastness much longer: given a sufficient reason for the inheritors of this tradition being joined, in their forgotten island, by a group of mixed Western blood, Germanic, Norse, and Celtic, bearing with them the mass of stories current in their own time throughout Western Europe; and a setting is provided in which may be rationally included any story in the world. Make this reason a combination of the Norse explorations of the Atlantic and the earliest discoveries of America with the flight out of a land stricken with the Black Death, and there results the whole idea and structure of “The Earthly Paradise.”

It is worth while calling attention to this simple yet elaborate artifice of structure on more than one ground; partly because of the care with which Morris worked it out in detail, as a piece, one might say, of architectural construction; partly because, unless it be kept in mind, much of the meaning of “The Earthly Paradise,” and of the special fitness of the stories in it as regards both substance and manner, is of necessity lost. It is, for instance, one of the commonest criticisms made on the Greek stories in “The Earthly Paradise,” that the atmosphere and treatment are not Greek but mediæval; that the feelings, incidents, and decoration are neither those of classical poetry, nor yet of the stories of ancient Greece as interpreted and modernized by the taste of the present day. This is precisely true, and precisely what Morris meant. Ancient Greek poetry he admired for its own qualities, and appreciated more than is generally known — a criticism which he once made on Pindar showed insight much greater than that of the average classical scholar — but its way was not his way; and still less his way was the sort of modernization, beautiful and touching as that is, which other poets of this age have applied to the Greek legends — the method of Tennyson in “Oenone” or “Tiresias,” the method of Matthew Arnold in “Empedocles,” the method of Mr. Swinburne in “Atalanta in Calydon.” To Morris the mediæval method — using the term to cover the whole period of four or five centuries from the age of the chansons de geste and the Icelandic epic to the close of the Middle Ages in Chaucer — was beyond all question or comparison the best; was so much the best that it was practically the only one. To adopt this method, however naturally it came to him, without warning, and, as it were, in the air, would put a needless strain on the intelligence of his public. It was prepared for, nay more, it was rendered both natural and appropriate, by this device of laying the scene of the stories themselves at the end of the fourteenth century, and telling them as they would have been told then: as they were in fact told then in Western Europe, but with the greater sweetness of tone and purity of line, the less mystic or fantastic turn, which might be expected from a purely Greek tradition; and with something also of that stately Greek melancholy which seems inherent in the Hellenic blood, and clings, the shadow of its brightness, to the whole of ancient Greek poetry from Homer to Theocritus.

Nor was this the only advantage gained by placing the scene of the poems in the age of Chaucer. Any earlier time would have cut him off from some of the great tales of the world; from that, for instance, of “The Hill of Venus,” which is of late mediæval origin, and cannot be traced further back than the fourteenth century: and any later time would have made the Chaucerian manner inappropriate and unhistorical. The next step that poetry took in Europe, after the close of the Middle Ages, was to entangle itself in rhetoric on the one hand, in classicalism on the other; and classicalism and rhetoric, admirable as are some of the results they have produced, were just the two things that Morris could not bear. In the scheme of “The Earthly Paradise” as it stands, the two corner stones are the Greek and the northern epic cycles, the two greatest bodies of imaginative narration which the world has produced. The stories which he chose out of both are told by Greeks and by Norsemen of the later Middle Ages, in the form in which they would then have been imagined and in the manner which, to his mind, was the best of all manners. But alongside of these great fountainheads were other sources, European and Oriental; and for these also, subject to the same conditions, a place is found by simple and probable devices. Among the adventurers who had started on the search for eternal youth are Laurence the Swabian, who knows the mediæval chronicles, and Nicholas the Breton, who is familiar with the French epics. Rolf himself, the Norseman who heads the expedition, had spent his youth at Byzantium, where his father was an officer of the Varangian Guard, and in that meeting-place of East and West has heard the stories which became familiar to Europe later through the Arabian Nights. The field of story thus laid open was in fact almost too large, was at all events too large to be fully utilized. Oriental sources were but little drawn upon. The Persian heroic cycle, which Morris placed next in interest after the epics of Greece and Scandinavia, is left wholly untouched; and a single story, that of “The Man who never Laughed again,” was taken with much hesitation from the Arabic. Even in dealing with purely European sources much was set aside, including the whole immense mass of the Arthurian cycle. The Breton who sails in search of the Earthly Paradise dies on the voyage; and the story of “Ogier the Dane,” coming from him at second hand, is the only one in the whole work which is derived from Celtic sources. The mythology of Ireland (with which Morris was less in sympathy) never appears at all.

This architectural design of a great body of poetry, an immense variety of subject brought by certain dominating conceptions within a single method and common scope, grew up gradually in his mind: but meanwhile the poems themselves were being produced with extraordinary speed. Among the earliest written were three from Greek sources, which had strangely different fortunes, but were alike in this, that none of them finally appeared in “The Earthly Paradise.” The subjects were Orpheus and Eurydice, the Quest of the Golden Fleece, and the life of the half mythical Dorian chief, Aristomenes of Messene. These were written in 1866. For the first, which was completed, but still remains unpublished, Burne-Jones made an elaborate series of designs. The “Aristomenes” was never finished. Morris had been attracted to the story by the obviously and indeed startlingly romantic features which it bears as briefly told by Pausanias. Greece proper had had its own period of an early romanticism. For the most part it was crushed out, partly by the literary supremacy of Athens, and partly by the contempt for literature of all kinds which was natural to Greeks of the pure Dorian blood: and this is one of a few instances in which it has survived through, and reappeared after, the classical period. But in spite of this, and of the further pleasure that it gave him to think of the Spartans being outfought and outwitted, the story was too unsubstantial for history, and at the same time too historical to allow free play for invention. He felt that it did not accommodate itself to vaguely romantic treatment, and that to deal with it properly he should first have to visit Greece. It was dropped at the time; was afterwards taken up again more than once some eight or ten years later, but was finally abandoned. The only part of it which has ever been printed is a fragment of about a hundred and fifty lines which he published, or allowed to be published, in the Athenæum for the 13th of May, 1876.

The fortunes of the Quest of the Golden Fleece were very different. The story, in itself one of the richest and most splendid out of the whole Greek mythology, and capable of almost indefinite expansion in detail, grew on his hands till it became obvious that it had outgrown its destined place. Its length, which is between that of the Æneid and the Odyssey, reached the scale of the regular epic. It was separately published in June, 1867, under the title of “The Life and Death of Jason.”

The success of “Jason” was immediate and great. In those years Tennyson reigned almost without a rival; but people had grown weary of his imitators, and his own inspiration no longer, in the opinion of many admirers, kept pace with the elaborate beauty of his execution. It was time for new poetry. The appearance, two years before, of “Atalanta in Calydon” had roused a tempest of excitement and applause. It was felt that a new generation had arisen. This new poem of “The Life and Death of Jason,” in which the refinement and charm of mature art were combined with the reawakened sense of romanticism, with extraordinary fertility of movement and incident, and with a largeness, straightforwardness, and sweetness that were all its own, found an audience ready for it. It had just enough of archaism or mannerism to interest critics without rousing their ridicule. When the Pall Mall Gazette, then the great arbiter of cultured opinion, could find little in “Jason” to condemn beyond an “indifference to manners” shown in the passage where “Medea obtains her first interview with Jason by knocking unexpectedly at his chamber door” (instead, we must infer, of sending him a note by the footman), its fortunes with the critics were secured. Morris’ name began to be mentioned with respect. People were even led to assume a knowledge of his earlier work of which they were wholly innocent. “No one,” observed one of the leading daily newspapers in a eulogistic notice of “The Life and Death of Jason,” “acquainted with Mr. Morris’ previous volume will be surprised to find that he has again chosen a classical subject.” No testimony could be more eloquent than this to the feebleness of the impression made on the public by “The Defence of Guenevere.” It may be true that, as another review of “Jason” states, the earlier volume had gradually gained for itself an increasing audience; but that audience even now might be counted by scores or dozens, and the first edition was still not nearly exhausted. With “The Life and Death of Jason” Morris reached real popularity. A second edition (in which numerous corrections were made) was called for almost immediately; and thereafter a steady sale led to successive reprints. The poem received a final revision from the author in the eighth edition, published fifteen years after its original appearance.

Indifferent as Morris habitually was to criticism, the reception which “The Life and Death of Jason” met with was a source of no little encouragement and pleasure, as that of “The Defence of Guenevere” had undoubtedly been chilling, and had even joined with other reasons to make him for a time lay aside poetry. The fortunes of the “Jason” were an index to the public reception of the longer work, with which he had already made large progress, and in the course of which, as in the course of all long labours, there were periods when he grew discouraged.

“Naturally I am in good spirits after the puffs,” he writes on the 20th of June, “but I reserve any huge delight till I see what the ‘Pall Mall’ and ‘Saturday’ say, one of which is pretty sure to act Advocatus Diaboli. However I fancy I shall do pretty well now; last week I had made up my mind that I shouldn’t be able to publish ‘The Earthly Paradise’ and was very low: I am as anxious as you are to get on with that work, and am going to set to work hard now. I hope you won’t let any rubbish pass without collaring it. I am too old now for that kind of game.”

The seriousness of mind which had been so remarkable in him from the first comes out here again. No great artist was ever less self-conscious about his own work, more absolutely free from either vanity or fatuity. But it was matter of simple duty with him, in a poem as in a design for decoration, to do everything he did as well as he could. It was not with him a matter of inspiration — he never used either the word or the idea — but of sheer honesty and seriousness of workmanship. “That’s jolly!” he would say of a piece of his own work, with the same simplicity as if it were anything else that he admired: yet on the other hand he never spoke, or apparently thought, of poetry as involving more than the craftsman’s qualities: singleness of eye, trained aptitude of hand, and such integrity of mind as would not consciously produce “rubbish,” or slip it in unnoticed among really honest work. “That talk of inspiration is sheer nonsense, I may tell you that flat,” he once said in later years when poetry, not his own, was being discussed: “there is no such thing: it is a mere matter of craftsmanship.” The idea that poetry could, or should, be cultivated as an isolated and specific artistic produce, or that towards its production it was desirable to isolate one’s self from common interests and occupations, and stand a little apart from all the turmoils or trivialities of common life, was one which he found not so much untrue as unintelligible. “If a chap can’t compose an epic poem while he’s weaving tapestry,” he once said, “he had better shut up, he’ll never do any good at all.”

In the fresh satisfaction of seeing “The Life and Death of Jason” in print, and finding that it had given him a recognized position among the English poets, he resumed work on “The Earthly Paradise” with renewed heart, and the speed and sustained excellence of his production for the rest of the year were even for him phenomenal. The verse flowed off his pen. Seven hundred lines were once composed in a single day. During part of the Long Vacation Mr. and Mrs. Burne-Jones and their children were living at Oxford, where Faulkner stayed up and had his mother and sister with him. The Morrises were also there, in lodgings in Beaumont Street, he going up to London now and then for the day to look after the business. Every evening he would read aloud what he had written that day. There were excursions on the river in golden summer weather, long remembered as the happiest in more lives than one. Two of them are recorded in the lovely introductory verses to June and August in “The Earthly Paradise.” The first of these recalls a day on the lonely and beautiful upper river, where issuing from the sad marshland, it takes the steel-blue Windrush by the Gothic arches of New Bridge, passes all in loops and links to Eynsham, and curves round the Wytham hills through the meadows of the Evenlode. His later home by these upper waters was then unknown; it was with a strange premonition of it that he wrote now — 

 

What better place than this then could we find

By this sweet stream that knows not of the sea,

That guesses not the city’s misery,

This little stream whose hamlets scarce have names,

This far-off, lonely mother of the Thames?

 

The other excursion was down the river to Dorchester, on a day of burning splendour in late August. The long Abbey Church, the weir by Day’s Lock, and the huge prehistoric fortifications on Sinodun Hill and across the meadow-land girt by the arc of the river, are there now unchanged, though havoc has been made among the willow beds, and the kingfisher is seldom seen by the weir.

 

Across the gap made by our English hinds,

Amidst the Roman’s handiwork, behold

Far off the long-roofed church; the shepherd binds

The withy round the hurdles of his fold,

Down in the foss the river fed of old,

That through long lapse of time has grown to be

The little grassy valley that you see.

Rest here awhile, not yet the eve is still,

The bees are wandering yet, and you may hear

The barley mowers on the trenched hill,

The sheep-bells, and the restless changing weir,

All little sounds made musical and clear

Beneath the sky that burning August gives,

While yet the thought of glorious summer lives.

 

Even when Morris had to go up to his business at Queen Square he always returned with sheet on sheet of fresh manuscript: and it was for this river party that he brought down with him, and read aloud by the river-side, “The Story of the Wanderers,” the prologue of “The Earthly Paradise” in its second or published form. There could be no more striking instance of his seriousness of workmanship, and his determination not to “let any rubbish pass,” than his resolution to rewrite this story wholly and its completely successful result. The earlier and unpublished version is still extant. It had been composed nearly two years before, and still laboured under the defects of his earlier poetry; unevenness in transitions, a lumbering structure, awkward and often needlessly violent rhythm and diction. What pains Morris took to form a style, as people would say — to get his work right, as he would himself have rather termed it — can be judged from comparison of the two: this crude and laboured poem, and the later version with its quiet refinement, its grace of diction, the melodious music of its verse.

Summer ended; and still the flow of rhyme continued as powerful and as sweet. By the spring of 1868 at least seventeen of the twenty-four tales which were proposed for the complete design had been written: The Son of Crœsus, Cupid and Psyche, Pygmalion and the Image, The Man Born to be King, Atalanta’s Race, The Story of Perseus, The Watching of the Falcon, The Lady of the Land, The Writing on the Image, The Proud King, The Love of Alcestis, Ogier the Dane, The King’s Treasure House, Orpheus and Eurydice, The Fortunes of Gyges, The Dolphins and the Lovers, and The Story of St. Dorothea. The method of publication had been much discussed. The first idea was to produce the complete work in one folio volume, with woodcuts from designs by Burne-Jones. Of these there were to be no less than five hundred. The greatest achievements of the Kelmscott Press were more than anticipated in this project; but it was a generation too soon. The art of producing books had sunk to a deplorable condition, and it became evident that the proposed work was impossible without the organized labour of years. The poet and the designer were prepared with their part; but the type-founder, the compositor, the printer, the wood-engraver, had all to be educated. Upwards of a hundred designs for pictures, including a complete set for the story of Cupid and Psyche, were made by Burne-Jones; and many of them were cut by Morris himself and the professional or amateur workers for the firm, who were still employed, with the old simple audacity, to do their best without any regular training. Morris himself worked hard at wood-cutting, and, according to the opinion of experts, improved rapidly, and at last did it very well. One of these woodcuts, representing the scene of Psyche borne off by Zephyrus, has recently been published as a frontispiece to Mr. S. C. Cockerell’s history of the Kelmscott Press. As to the wood-cutting, Mr. George Wardle writes to me :

“Mr. Morris asked me soon after this to put on wood some drawings Burne-Jones was then making for illustration of the Cupid and Psyche. I was very glad to do so; and here began an experience often repeated when I came to know more of the ways of the firm. It was practically impossible to get the drawings properly cut. Perhaps if Mr. Morris could have given the price which a first-rate cutter would have charged for doing the work with his own hand, they might have come out as they were drawn, but in the ordinary course of the trade it was impossible: I think also that same ‘course’ would have prevented the arrangement, had there been no other difficulty.

“Mr. Morris asked me then if I would try to cut these blocks. This I did, and after a few experiments, he was well enough pleased to give me one and then another; but after that I got no more, and wondered for a while why, as I thought the second was certainly better than the first. The reason was, Mr. Morris became possessed by the idea of cutting the blocks himself: and he took them all in hand and carried them through, not without some lively scenes in Queen Square. He cut with great ardour and with much knowledge, but the work did not always go to his mind. It was necessarily slow and he was constitutionally quick: there were then quarrels between them.”

But when two trial sheets of the folio “Earthly Paradise” were set up at the Chiswick Press, the effect was very discouraging. The page, while not without a certain quality of distinction, suffers from technical defects, in both typography and woodcuts, which are all the more emphasized by the high mark aimed at. Two etchings made by Burne-Jones for the story of “The Ring given to Venus” were not considered more satisfactory in their result as decoration for a page. Gradually, with labour and patience, these difficulties might have been remedied; but only at immense cost and after years of delay. The scheme was therefore laid aside, though not abandoned. “The Earthly Paradise” appeared in the ordinary form: but the great edition of it was on the verge of being realized at the author’s death. “To the very last,” Sir Edward Burne-Jones writes, “we held to our first idea, and hoped yet to see the book published in the Kelmscott Press in all the fulness of its first design.”

Notwithstanding the high pressure of his poetry, the records of the firm show that his work as a decorator was pursued with unremitting diligence. The following letter is addressed to Mr. Guy with reference to the projected decoration of the Chapel in the Forest School at Walthamstow.

 

“26, Queen Square,

“Nov. 25th, 1867.

“My dear Guy,

“The plan I think perfectly applicable to mosaic, but of course the designs want making out — avoid anything spiky in mosaic, it is too easy, and looks so. I don’t think it is worth while using the material unless the work is very elaborate; and there ought to be a great deal of gold in it; the part between the bands ought also to be at least of marble or alabaster. I don’t want to discourage any reasonable plan, but I should think panelling the proper thing for your east end, picked out with colour and gold if you please; the next best I should think would be hangings. I scarcely fancy mosaics on such a small scale, and they are the proper decorations of curved surfaces, domes, and are the concomitants of a round-arched style and great magnificence of decoration in general. But on the whole panelling is the thing; couldn’t your friend paint some figures and things on the panels? Anyhow, I will help if you wish it, with the designs, whatever you settle on.

“I have to thank you very much for your friendliness with reference to Jason — it makes me laugh to be in the position of nuisance to schoolboys.

“Yours very truly,

“W. MORRIS.”

 

This same November Burne-Jones had left Kensington for the house in which he lived for the rest of his life, The Grange, in North End Lane, Fulham, then a pleasant quiet place with great elms in the road and surrounded by fields and market-gardens. “As this removed us further from him,” he writes, “I wrote and proposed that he and Webb should come every Sunday to bind us together. A letter he wrote in answer was more full of warm response than he often permitted himself. This was the beginning of our Sundays. There were times of discontinuance, at first, for one reason or another. But for all the later years it was his weekly custom that he should come to breakfast and spend the morning: then we planned our work and talked of our schemes; and so it continued till the end. The last three Sundays of his life I went to him.”

At the beginning of 1868, the plan of a single-volume “Earthly Paradise” in a costly form having been given up, arrangements were made for printing the first half of the work and issuing it separately. It was then meant that the whole work should be in two volumes. But the second half turned out to be so much longer than the first that it had to be broken up and separately issued in two portions, as Part III. and Part IV.: the volume of 1868 comprising Parts I. and II. The reissue in four volumes, each containing one of the four seasons, was only made some years later. The agreement for publication, which is dated the 6th of February, 1868, specifies the whole work as extending to about 34,000 lines. It actually exceeded 42,000.

“To-day,” writes Morris on the 3rd of February, “I took first piece of copy to printer. Yesterday I wrote 33 stanzas of Pygmalion. If you want my company (usually considered of no use to anybody but the owner) please say so. I believe I shall get on so fast with my work that I shall be able to idle.” The book went through the press without delay, and was published at the end of April. The only decoration was the well-known woodcut on the title-page of the three women playing on instruments. It was cut by Morris himself from Burne-Jones’s drawing; it does not, however, represent the best of what he could do in wood-cutting.

“The Earthly Paradise” was published by Mr. F. S. Ellis, whose recent acquaintance with Morris had already become a warm friendship. Their relations as author and publisher were ended in 1885 by Mr. Ellis’s retirement from business, but they remained attached friends through the rest of Morris’ life; Mr. Ellis was much with him in his last illness and was one of his executors. The acquaintance had begun about the year 1864. Mr. Ellis was then in business in King Street, Covent Garden, principally as a dealer in manuscripts and rare printed books. Morris was first brought there by Swinburne, and afterwards often looked in on his way from Red Lion Square to London Bridge Station when he was going down to Upton in the evening. When he came to live in London his visits grew more frequent and less hurried. His knowledge of and admiration for fifteenth-century printing, generally thought of as a new development of his later years, was then already fully grown.

“The first dealing of any importance,” Mr. Ellis writes, “that we had, was over a very fine copy of the 1473 Ulm edition of Boccaccio’s ‘Die Claris Mulieribus’ with the famous woodcuts. I had bought it at a sale in Paris for £23 — considered in those days to be quite an extravagant price.” (The volume would now fetch at least three times as much.) “It was a very fine clean crisp copy bound in sixteenth-century vellum stained yellow. This took his fancy hugely, but the price which I asked, £26 or thereabouts, was a matter for consideration, and he asked me to keep the book till he could bring a friend to advise with him. In a day or two he called in company with his friend, a pale and fragile-looking young man. This was Burne-Jones. ‘Buy the book by all means,’ was the advice of the counsellor; ‘how much better worth it is than any number of books of less value.’ Years afterwards this volume was sacrificed at the altar of Socialism, and passed into the hands of a wealthy collector, who stripped off its yellow cover and put it into a gorgeous modern binding.”

When the first edition of “Jason” was published in 1867, Morris gave a copy to Ellis, remarking that it was hard luck to have to publish a poem at one’s own expense. Bell and Daldy, the publishers of the Oxford and Cambridge Magazine and of “The Defence of Guenevere,” had brought “Jason” out, and in view of their experiences with the earlier volume it was not surprising that they should decline to undertake any risk. But when the first edition was exhausted, as it was within a few months, Mr. Ellis had become his adviser, and the publishers paid a substantial sum for the right to print a second. After this second edition, “Jason” was transferred to Ellis, who had already, entered into an agreement to publish “The Earthly Paradise.” It may be added, that the sale of the first volume of “The Earthly Paradise” proved so satisfactory that this first agreement was cancelled, and replaced by another which gave to the author a larger share in the profits.

“How much,” Mr. Ellis writes to me, “I owe of the bright side of life to him I cannot reckon. He was the very soul of honour, truthfulness, and justice. Not only would he never deviate from the truth, but in thinking carefully over the matter I do not remember him ever to have made plausible excuses for doing or not doing a thing — he would always say straightforwardly exactly what he meant.” The relation of author and publisher, so often one of jealousy and discontent, was in this case without a shadow. Mr. Ellis is even willing to generalize from his own experience: “any publisher,” he adds, “unless he be dishonest, can get on with an author, whose books sell, with perfect ease. Difficulties and heartburnings usually arise with authors whose books will not sell.” Publishers, as a body, have a bad name with the general vague opinion of the public. That this is so, seems mainly due to a fault for which they are indeed responsible, but responsible only in the second degree — their readiness, for the sake of small but secured gains, to abet incompetent authors in forcing essentially unsaleable books upon the market.

At the end of the first volume of “The Earthly Paradise” was an announcement of the contents of the second, or concluding, volume. The twelve new tales there promised were as follows: six from Greek sources; The Story of Theseus, Orpheus and Eurydice, The Story of Rhodope, The Dolphins and the Lovers, The Fortunes of Gyges, and The Story of Bellerophon: other six from mediæval sources, Eastern or Western; The Hill of Venus, The Man who never Laughed again, The Palace East of the Sun, Dorothea, The Ring given to Venus, and Amis and Amillion. But after the publication of the first volume the scheme underwent large changes, partly from his replacing a number of the stories already written or planned by others, and partly from the introduction into his life, where it soon took a place second to no other interest, of the heroic literature of Iceland. The first-fruits of this new field appeared in the next portion of “The Earthly Paradise” published. Of the six stories it contained, only three belonged to the original scheme: The Story of Rhodope; The Palace East of the Sun, with its title altered to “The Land East of the Sun and West of the Moon”; and the single story drawn from Oriental sources, The Man who never Laughed again. To fill the remaining three places, two short Greek stories, “Acontius and Cydippe,” and “The Death of Paris,” were brought up from his reserve stores, and replaced the long and elaborate tales of Orpheus and Theseus, for which there was not room; and ending the volume, on a scale more than double that of any of the tales hitherto printed, came the noble version of the Laxdaela Saga, entitled “The Lovers of Gudrun.”

In the eighteen months which passed between the appearance of this and of the earlier volume a silent revolution had been effected in the poet. It was not at once realized, even by himself. Yet here and there a critic observed that the Chaucerian manner which had been so unqualified in “Jason” and so powerful in the earlier stories of “The Earthly Paradise” was wearing off, and a new manner replacing it. Some deepening of the poetry they felt there was. What it really meant was a development of capital importance, the transformation of romance into epic. There will be occasion to mark the further progress of this change in the final volume of “The Earthly Paradise” and in “Sigurd the Volsung.” But “The Lovers of Gudrun,” his first essay in epic poetry, is in its way as complete and as satisfying as any of his later achievements. Between this poem and the story of “The Man Born to be King,” a perfect example of the pure romance, there is in truth no comparison possible. They cannot be weighed in the same scales.

Criticism may reasonably point out this distinction, than which none in literature is really more fundamental. But Morris himself, who was an artist and not a critic, never took pains to emphasize the difference of the two methods. What he cared for was the work done; and with all his intolerance for bad work, or work that he conceived to be bad, he had the largest catholicity of admiration for work that he conceived to be good; for the Chanson de Roland or the Roman de la Rose, for the Heimskringla or the Arabian Nights, for Beowulf, or Froissart, or the Shah Nameh. This catholicity, and this carelessness to distinguish among forms of art which from his central and unentangled outlook he perceived to be threaded from one centre though they might lie on widely-severed arcs, are alike well shown in a letter which he wrote many years later. A German student had written to him from Marburg asking whether it were true, as the text-books said, that Chaucer had been his model, and expressing his own doubt on the matter.

“I quite agree,” Morris answered, “as to the resemblance of my work to Chaucer; it only comes of our both using the narrative method: and even then my turn is decidedly more to Romance than was Chaucer’s. I admit that I have been a great admirer of Chaucer, and that his work has had, especially in early years, much influence on me; but I think not much on my style. In fact I cannot think that I ever consciously aimed at any particular style. I by nature turn to Romance rather than classicalism, and naturally, without effort, shrink from rhetoric. I may say that I am fairly steeped in mediævalism generally; but the Icelandic Sagas, our own Border Ballads, and Froissart (through Berners’ translation of about 1520) have had as much influence over me as (or more than) anything else. I have translated a great deal from the Icelandic, a little from old French; and of late have translated Beowulf, for which I have a very great admiration.”

It is obvious that the term “mediævalism” is used here in a very largely extended meaning. It includes Beowulf and the Elder Edda on the one hand, and Chaucer and the Border Ballads on the other. As regards Morris’ special relation to Chaucer, nothing need be added to his own published utterances. They are three in number. One is the famous apostrophe to Chaucer in the seventeenth book of “The Life and Death of Jason”:

 

 —— Would that I

Had but some portion of that mastery

That from the rose-hung lanes of woody Kent

Through these five hundred years such songs have sent

To us, who, meshed within this smoky net

Of unrejoicing labour, love them yet.

And thou, O Master! Yea, my Master still,

Whatever feet have scaled Parnassus’ hill,

Since like thy measures, clear and sweet and strong,

Thames’ stream scarce fettered drave the dace along

Unto the bastioned bridge, his only chain — 

O Master, pardon me if yet in vain

Thou art my Master, and I fail to bring

Before men’s eyes the image of the thing

My heart is filled with: thou whose dreamy eyes

Beheld the flush to Cressid’s cheeks arise,

When Troilus rode up the praising street,

As clearly as they saw thy townsmen meet

Those who in vineyards of Poictou withstood

The glittering horror of the steel-topped wood.

 

The second is in the less known, but more intimately beautiful Envoi to “The Earthly Paradise”:

 

That land’s name, say’st thou? and the road thereto?

Nay, Book, thou mockest, saying thou know’st it not;

Surely no book of verse I ever knew

But ever was the heart within him hot

To gain the Land of Matters Unforgot — 

There, now we both laugh — as the whole world may,

At us poor singers of an empty day.

Nay, let it pass, and hearken! Hast thou heard

That therein I believe I have a friend,

Of whom for love I may not be afeard?

It is to him indeed I bid thee wend;

Yea, he perchance may meet thee ere thou end,

Dying so far off from the hedge of bay,

Thou idle singer of an empty day!

Well, think of him, I bid thee, on the road,

And if it hap that midst of thy defeat,

Fainting beneath thy follies’ heavy load,

My Master, Geoffry Chaucer, thou do meet,

Then shalt thou win a space of rest full sweet;

Then be thou bold, and speak the words I say,

The idle singer of an empty day!

“O Master, O thou great of heart and tongue,

Thou well mayst ask me why I wander here,

In raiment rent of stories oft besung!

But of thy gentleness draw thou anear,

And then the heart of one who held thee dear

Mayst thou behold! So near as that I lay

Unto the singer of an empty day.

“O Master, if thine heart could love us yet,

Spite of things left undone, and wrongly done,

Some place in loving hearts then should we get,

For thou, sweet-souled, didst never stand alone,

But knew’st the joy and woe of many an one — 

By lovers dead, who live through thee, we pray,

Help thou us singers of an empty day!”

 

The last and the most emphatic of the three tributes of devotion paid by Morris to his master is the Kelmscott edition of Chaucer’s works, the occupation and delight of his latest years, and the final masterpiece of his multiform production.

Soon after the publication of the first part of “The Earthly Paradise,” Charles Cowden Clarke wrote to him a letter of warm and sympathetic praise. “Your intimacy with Chaucer especially,” he said, “riveted me the moment I felt your appeal; and I am sure that you would not have had a more devoted admirer, and Brother in the faith of Love and Beauty, than in my beloved friend and schoolfellow, John Keats, whom I all but taught his letters.” In his reply, Morris speaks of “Keats, for whom I have such boundless admiration, and whom I venture to call one of my masters.” It will be easily recognized that while the world which he elected to make his own was largely that of Chaucer, his poetical affinities were with Keats more than with any other poet.

The beginning of Morris’ Icelandic studies can be definitely fixed in this year. It coincides with what might be called the final extinction of Rossetti’s influence over him as an artist, and the gradual loosening which followed of the closer intimacy between them, though for several years more they still saw much of each other, and for three years, from 1871 to 1874, had a country house in common. The autumn holiday of 1868 was spent by the Morrises at Southwold — a memory of it is in the lovely introductory stanzas for October in “The Earthly Paradise” — and on his return to London he plunged into the study of Icelandic under the guidance of Mr. Magnússon. Till then he had known little of the subject at first hand; Dasent’s “Burnt Njal” and “Gisli” were familiar to him, and of the other Sagas he had some general knowledge. Now he began their systematic study. The first Icelandic book he read with Magnússon was the Eyrbyggja Saga. Within a few months he had gone through the bulk of the heroic literature. In the introduction to the translation of the Grettis Saga, published in April, 1869, there is a brief critical analysis of the literature showing that it had been essentially mastered. So early as January, 1869, Morris and Magnússon’s translation of the Saga of Gunnlaug Worm-tongue had been published in the Fortnightly Review. And all the while the output of new poems for the remaining part of “The Earthly Paradise” was going on almost unchecked. “Bellerophon” was written in March: “Gudrun’s Lovers,” begun immediately after the publication of the “Grettis Saga,” was finished by June. The treatment of the Bellerophon legend clearly shows the epic manner rising beside and partially overmastering the romantic.

In the autumn, Mrs. Morris’ delicate health led to their spending nearly two months at Bad-Ems. From there he wrote to Ellis on the 11th of August:

“Many thanks for your kind letter which was very welcome. If you are not joking I hope indeed you will come to Ems; I think you might even fish there; at any rate I have seen with my own eyes Germans catching small bream in the Lahn, and as they never strike when they have a bite, it is probable that the fish are very hungry. We have had pike and perch to eat withal, so I suppose those monsters inhabit the rather muddy waters of the Lahn: just at Ems it is all widened out into a kind of pond with nearly no stream, but from Ems to Nassau, about six miles (English), there is no lock, and the water runs in rapids. I am sorry for your disappointment at Lechlade, but at all events it is a jolly place. The country about here is very beautiful, there is no doubt of that, and the place itself I shall consider bearable if it does my wife any good, as I hope it will. I have been pretty hard at work, have finished one tale, and begun another since I left, so the book goes on.”

“Many thanks for your letter again,” he writes a week later, “and the Temple Bar, which did not excoriate my thin hide in spite of a tender contempt with which Mr. Austin seemed to regard me. Commercially I suppose I ought to be grateful to him and am so; from the critical point of view I think there is so much truth as this in his article, as that we poets of to-day have been a good deal made by those of the Byron and Shelley time — however, in another sixty years or so, when it won’t matter three skips of a louse to us (as it don’t matter much more now), I suppose we shall quietly fall into our places. I get about three hours’ walk (with a pocket-book, Mr. Publisher) every morning, and am in roaring and offensive health, keeping country hours, woke by the band (with a hymn-tune) at seven every morning and going to bed at ten every night. I shall want about a fortnight after I come home before I begin to feed the free burgher of Berwick-upon-Tweed with my immortal MS., and after that I hope there will be no hitch. Believe me, the longest and heaviest of sticks is buzzing about my ears, as you would find out if you had passed a week at this skin-’em-alive place; I’m not quite sure now if I shan’t have to be sold to the Prussian government to sweep up horse-dung in Ems streets (they are very particular about it) — my God, what a bad bargain I should be!

“I have not got any good wine at Ems, and perhaps they don’t charge for such as they sell you! but the Grunhauser at Cologne and Coblentz was jolly that hot weather. Did you ever speculate as to what they fed German sheep on? deep thought at breakfast time has led me to suppose india-rubber to be their pabulum — this is not very encouraging to your journey to Ems, but you see my wife is not strong enough to get to the restaurants here; I daresay we could get a tolerable dinner there.

“Fishing I have not tried yet; I am too lazy to look up proper baits. The inside of a roll would be about as far as I should care to go. They don’t seem to understand gentles at Ems; nor have I seen anybody trying either worms or minnow, though there must be perch here somewhere; I have seen some big chubs about.”

The Ems landscape a little later in his stay is described by him in the introductory lines to “The Death of Paris” in “The Earthly Paradise”:

 

The level ground along the river-side

Was merry through the day with sounds of those

Who gathered apples; o’er the stream arose

The northward-looking slopes where the swine ranged

Over the fields that hook and scythe had changed

Since the last month; but ‘twixt the tree-boles grey

Above them did they see the terraced way,

And over that the vine-stocks, row on row,

Whose dusty leaves, well thinned and yellowing now,

But little hid the bright-bloomed vine-bunches.

 

During this visit Rossetti made a facetious drawing of Morris reading aloud to his wife, entitling it “The Ms at Ems”: the drawing and the title both gave great satisfaction to the circle.

After his return in September, Part III. of “The Earthly Paradise” began to go to press, and was published in December. By that time the whole cycle was practically complete, and for Part IV., though it was not issued till a year later, little remained to be done beyond revision and selection of poems already written. As it finally appeared, that volume contained the “Bellerophon,” written early in 1869, and now divided on the ground of its great length into two parts, “Bellerophon in Argos” and “Bellerophon in Lycia”; “The Golden Apples,” a brief and rather vague rendering of the story of the eleventh labour of Hercules: two mediæval subjects of the earlier semi-mystical manner, “The Ring given to Venus” and “The Hill of Venus”: and another northern poem, “The Fostering of Aslaug,” in which the old and new manners are combined with exceptional skill and unique fascination.

Thus “The Earthly Paradise” stood complete. It may not be inappropriate to add a brief account of the sources from which the stories are derived. For the Greek stories little use was made by Morris of recondite authors; and indeed the whole body of Græco-Roman mythology has long been so fully explored, and so systematically set forth in dictionaries, that it is accessible to all the world alike. The only one of the twelve tales which is not generally familiar is “The Story of Rhodope.” It is founded on a romantic story related by Strabo and Ælian of the beautiful Thracian slave, Rhodôpis of Naucratis, who received imperishable fame from the sisterly jealousy of Sappho, and who became strangely identified in legend with Queen Netaqerti of Egypt, the traditional builder of the Third Pyramid nearly three thousand years before. Morris turned the name Rhodôpis into Rhodope by pure inadvertence, and was a good deal vexed when he found out the mistake. But the poem was then published, and there was no help for it.

For the non-classical stories the originals are at once more various and less matter of common knowledge. “The Land East of the Sun and West of the Moon” was suggested to Morris by Thorpe’s “Yuletide Stories,” a book already mentioned as having been one of his particular favourites at Oxford. It occurs there under the title of “The Beautiful Palace East of the Sun,” with references given to original sources (principally the Volunda Saga), and to variant versions. The latter part of the story in “The Earthly Paradise,” however, diverges entirely from the story in Thorpe, and is founded partly on a French romance and partly on the Arabian Nights; and the remarkable framework of the story, an involution of dream within dream through shadowy transmigrations of personality, is wholly the poet’s own. The two stories of “The Lady of the Land” and “The Watching of the Falcon” are both from Mandeville’s “Voiage and Travell,” chapters iv. and xiii. The name of the former story Morris took without change; the latter comes in Mandeville under the title of “The Castle of the Sperhauk.” “The Proud King” is from the “Gesta Romanorum,” c. 57 of the French, and c. 23 of the English version: and “The Man Born to be King” mainly from the same (c. 20 of the French, and c. 48 of the English), supplemented from the more elaborate version of the same story in the thirteenth-century French romance of the Emperor Coustans (Nouvelles Françoises en prose du XIIIme Siècle, 1856), and with some further details from the story of St. Pelagius in Caxton’s “Golden Legend.” The edition of the French version of the “Gesta” used by Morris was Brunet’s of 1858, and that of the English, Madden’s of 1838. The stories of “The Writing on the Image” and “The Ring given to Venus” are both from William of Malmesbury, in the second book of the “De Gestis Regum Anglorum”: the former is there related of the celebrated scholar, theologian, and mathematician, Gerbert of Aurillac, afterwards Pope Silvester II., known to the mediæval imagination as a great magician like Michael Scott. The story of “Ogier the Dane” follows pretty closely the fourteenth-century French romance of “Ogier le Danois.” “The Hill of Venus” was suggested by the version of this very widely diffused legend given in Tieck’s “Romances.” The story of “The Man who never Laughed again” is substantially that of the fifth Wezeer in the story of “The King and his Son and the Damsel and the Seven Wezeers,” as given in the twenty-first chapter of Lane’s Arabian Nights. “The Fostering of Aslaug” follows closely the story as epitomized from the older sources in Thorpe’s “Northern Mythology.” “The Lovers of Gudrun” was taken directly from the original Icelandic of the Laxdaela Saga.

It must be understood that the stories as they reshaped themselves in Morris’ mind often became quite different from the form in which they are given in the older sources, and that, except in the case of the great legends where no material change is possible, he gave his imagination free play in re-shaping and combining them. It might happen that, as in the stories of Aslaug and of Cupid and Psyche, the traditional form and detail of the story was quite satisfying to him; in these the original sources are followed with great fidelity. But in telling the story of “The Writing on the Image,” he makes the magician shut up in the death-trap from which he escapes in the mediaeval story; and in “The Land East of the Sun” the story takes an entirely new course after the first waking, and goes wandering through new and strange realms. This last poem represents the culmination of the romantic-mediæval method in the strongest antithesis to the epic treatment of a given story. The mediaeval mysticism in matters of religion is a familiar and accepted fact. Yet the modern divorce between religion and life is so profound that this religious mysticism is oddly regarded as something apart and by itself, not as the application by men to religion of their ordinary way of thinking about anything which moved them at all deeply. “Mr. Morris,” said a brilliant critic of this very story, “dreams of certain old mariners of Norway who dream of Gregory, who dreams of some one else, whom he also dreams to be himself: and this two-faced Janus of a dreamer dreams of another dreamer still, who lives on the edge of two worlds, and like the old monk who sat before the Cenacolo, can hardly discriminate between the shadow and the substance.” This description is admirably exact; and the attitude of mind so described is the essence of that romantic mysticism from which Morris was recalled by the great imperious voice of the Icelandic epic, yet to which he kept perpetually reverting. It reappears in unqualified dominance in the prose romances of his latest years. In this larger view the influence on him of the epic, were it the Odyssey or the Æneid, the Laxdaela Saga or the Volsunga Saga, was in its nature a perturbing influence, that drew him for a time out of the orbit into which finally he swung back.

Besides the abandoned “Aristomenes,” several other stories were written for “The Earthly Paradise” which remain unpublished. Three at least of these are complete: two of them, “Orpheus and Eurydice” and “St. Dorothea,” belonging to the plan of contents at first drawn out. The third, “The Wooing of Swanhild,” though written on the whole in the earlier or romantic manner, may be inferred from its subject, which is one taken from the last chapters of the Volsunga Saga, to belong to the later period of distinct Icelandic influence. A number of others were destroyed by their author. Of “The Fortunes of Gyges” only two pages have been preserved by some accident. The tales of “The King’s Treasure House” (the famous Herodotean story of Rhampsinitus) and of “The Dolphins and the Lovers,” a strangely romantic story given in bare outline by Plutarch in the work entitled “The Banquet of the Seven Sages,” have wholly disappeared; nor can any trace be discovered of the poem founded on the beautiful thirteenth-century French romance of “Amis and Amile.” It is a rather curious fact that Morris was dissatisfied with “The Death of Paris,” and meant to rewrite it. Tennyson’s “Oenone” was a poem for which he had a boundless admiration; and in “The Death of Paris” he seems to have had an uneasy feeling that the subject was one on which the last word had been already said.

Meanwhile his unresting activity was striking into fresh channels. The “Grettis Saga” of 1869 was followed by the “Volsunga Saga” of 1870. This translation also was executed in collaboration with Mr. Magnússon, and was published in May. In the previous month he had been sitting to Watts for the well-known portrait which represents him in the full prime of his life and vigour. But even before then he had found that “The Earthly Paradise” was practically off his hands, and had turned to the relaxation of changed employment. He thought of taking up painting again, and drew from the model for a while in Mr. C. F. Murray’s studio. From painting he soon diverged to illumination. In February the beautiful illuminated book of his own poems, given by him to Mrs. Burne-Jones, had been begun. It was the first of a series of illuminated manuscripts on which he was much occupied for several years.

“I have been hard at work,” he writes to Mrs. Morris on the 14th of March, “but have not done much except the translations, as they are rather pressing now, and I want to get all my Volsung work done this week: then I shall set to work about Gabriel’s review, which I must say rather terrifies me. Ned came to see me on Sunday; I read him my stanzas for the Volsunga and he thought them good. I did hope to be able to give you the news of my hair being cut this morning, but I had to stay in fair-copying for Strangeways.”

The article on Rossetti’s “Poems” here alluded to appeared in the Academy, a journal then just founded, on the 14the of May. Rossetti’s strange fancy of a literary conspiracy against him, and his elaborate attempts to inspire favourable notices of the volume, are matter of common knowledge. Morris, with other friends, had been dragged into the business; and his article bears all the traces of a task, for once, executed against his will. It is stiff and laboured, and as nearly colourless as anything of his writing well could be.

His translation and illumination were not enough to fill his thoughts; and he wavered for a while between an instinct to break new ground in poetry and a reaction from the immense production of the last three years. The Arthurian legend once more attracted him, not now filling his mind, but making in it something of a counterpoise to the Northern Sagas. But on its mystical and religious side the cycle of the Sangreal was a subject from which, like Tennyson, though for different reasons, he instinctively shrank: and the long narrative poem on the story of Tristram, and the other on that of Balin and Balan, which were much in his mind this summer, never came to birth. In this year, too, the suggestion was made to him that he should translate the Odyssey; but neither had the time come for that.

Before the end of 1870, the last sheets of “The Earthly Paradise” had left his hands. “I feel rather lost at having done my book,” he writes on the 25th of November; “I find now I liked working at it better than I thought. I must try to get something serious to do as soon as may be.” And again a few days lateri: “I confess I am dull now my book is done; one doesn’t know sometimes how much service a thing has done us till it is gone: however one has time yet; and perhaps something else of importance will turn up soon.”

The pity with which he clung to it, and the forlornness in which it left him when the two had to sever company, he has written down with absolute truth and sweetness in the words of the Epilogue. Shy and reserved in life, as to many matters that lay near his heart, he had all the instinct of the born man of letters for laying himself open in his books, and having no concealments from the widest circle of all. In the verses that frame the stories of “The Earthly Paradise” there is an autobiography so delicate and so outspoken that it must needs be left to speak for itself: and the final words which he puts in the mouth of his book, when he sends it forth to seek a place with Chaucer, are the plain truth about his own life so far as he understood it, as well as his deepest thought on the mystery of things.

 

“For this he ever said, who sent me forth

To seek a place amid thy company;

That howsoever little was my worth,

Yet was he worth e’en just so much as I;

He said that rhyme hath little skill to lie;

Nor feigned to cast his worser part away

In idle singing for an empty day.

“I have beheld him tremble oft enough

At things he could not choose but trust to me,

Although he knew the world was wise and rough:

And never did he fail to let me see

His love, — his folly and faithlessness, maybe;

And still in turn I gave him voice to pray

Such prayers as cling about an empty day.

“Thou, keen-eyed, reading me, mayst read him through,

For surely little is there left behind;

No power great deeds unnameable to do;

No knowledge for which words he may not find,

No love of things as vague as autumn wind — 

Earth of the earth lies hidden by my clay,

The idle singer of an empty day!

“Children we twain are, saith he, late made wise,

In love, but in all else most childish still,

And seeking still the pleasure of our eyes,

And what our ears with sweetest sounds may fill;

Not fearing Love, lest these things he should kill;

Howe’er his pain by pleasure doth he lay,

Making a strange tale of an empty day.

“Death have we hated, knowing not what it meant;

Life have we loved, through green leaf and through sere,

Though still the less we knew of its intent:

The Earth and Heaven through countless year on year,

Slow changing, were to us but curtains fair,

Hung round about a little room, where play

Weeping and laughter of man’s empty day.”

 

“I don’t think,” he writes within a few days of the date of these verses, “people really want to die because of mental pain, that is, if they are imaginative people; they want to live to see the play played out fairly.” Such at all events was his own feeling. People who have not this imaginative instinct often wonder how a poet can bear to lay open his inmost feelings, and uncover the weaknesses of which man is made: still oftener the self-revelation passes clean over the heads of his audience, and so far are they from wondering that they do not even notice. It is the knowledge, no doubt, that all of his innermost heart, his love and hope and sorrow, which he pours into his verses is to the unsympathetic reader simply meaningless, which allows a poet to write fearlessly what, being a poet, he must write in any case. Sorge nie dass ich verrathe! so true still are Heine’s bitter words: sorge nie! diese Welt glaubt nicht an Flammen, und sie nimmt’s für Poesie.






  








CHAPTER VII. MORRIS AND KELMSCOTT
 

AT the age of thirty-six, in the full prime of vigour and in the rising light of fame which had not yet drawn after it its inevitable shadows of imitation and detraction, Morris occupied a position in some ways as enviable as could have been devised for him by his own imaginings. Watts’s great portrait is the memorial which represents him at this stage of his life most fully if not most intimately. From it looks out the “powerful and beautiful face” which impressed itself unforgettably even on those who saw it but once. The massive head with its thickly clustering dark curls; the vague inexpressive eyes; the sensitive mouth, a little overweighted by the broad frank brows, are recorded in it with the felicity of genius. One sees in it the dreamer of dreams, as he described himself in a much quoted phrase, who is at the same time the man of action, overflowing with practical energy, and as eager as he had been in the days of his earliest enthusiasm, not only “to do and say and see so many things,” but to carry out “things I have thought of for the bettering of the world as far as lies in me.”

Of Morris as a poet and as an artist, the truest record is to be found in his actual work. In both cases alike he gave his best to the world quite simply, without ostentation, and without concealment; and with the world, as a still living influence, what was permanent in it remains. But of the personality behind it, that work, without the actual living speech and gesture and movement of the man, gives only partial glimpses: nor does it bear any trace at all of what made his personality most unique, that “rum and indescribable deportment” which was a perpetual fascination to all his acquaintance.

By some indefinable mixture of blood, the romantic element which was so powerful in his nature, and which made one side of his inner life one long dream, was united with that natural piety, that steady and almost stolid dutifulness, which has been the saving strength of his nation. Nor upon that side of his nature was he merely a typical Englishman; he was also a typical Londoner of the middle class, though the force of his genius transformed all the habits and thoughts and acts of his class into something quite individual. In this there was a striking resemblance between him and his great master. Among all his townsmen who have before our own day been eminent as men of letters or artists, it is to Chaucer that one would turn by the first instinct for a parallel. The resemblance even extended to physical features: the corpulent person, the demure smile, the “close silent eye.” In his devotion to angling beyond all other pastimes, and his delight in all the simplest rural pleasures — the joy of the townsman taking a day in the country — he had something in common with Izaak Walton, the scholar and man of letters who sold chintzes and brocades in Fleet Street. With the most famous of all later Londoners there was in certain aspects even a closer analogy, which became more marked in the later years of Morris’ life. None of his friends could fail to notice how his potent and imperious personality recalled that of Samuel Johnson. The delight in contradiction and paradox under which there lay a fundamental integrity of intellect; the sanity and strong practical sense; the haunting fear of death, to a degree which would be called morbid in any less imaginative nature; even the slovenliness in dress and the inveterate habit of tea drinking, were as marked in the one as in the other.

The combination or the dreaminess which habitually lives in a world of its own creation with a hot and passionate temper is one which is perhaps not rare, but which seldom exists in so intense a form as itdid in Morris. When “The Earthly Paradise” was being published “the men at the shop thought a great deal of it”: but if they had been inclined to think meanly of him as a poet, they would in any case have respected and admired the employer whose language was so forcible and copious when things were not going to his mind. In one of his tempers he was capable of almost anything. Once at Red Lion Square he hurled a fifteenth-century folio, which in ordinary circumstances he would hardly have allowed any one but himself to touch, at the head of an offending workman. It missed the workman and drove a panel out of the workshop door. His “tempestuous and exacting company,” in the phrase of one of his most intimate friends, had something of the quality of an overwhelming natural force; like the north wind, it braced and buffeted in almost equal measure. He had the incessant restlessness of a wild creature. One of his friends describes him, on the occasion of their first meeting in 1871, as pacing up and down the room like a caged lion. Even at work or at meals he could not sit still for long, but must be continually shifting and fidgeting, getting up to cross the room or look out of the window and then sitting down again. This restless movement was a necessity to him as a means of working off his great bodily strength and superabundant vitality. In his gusts of temper he seemed insensible to pain and almost superhuman in his strength: he has been known to drive his head against a wall so as to make a deep dent in the plaster, and bite almost through the woodwork of a window frame. He could lift the heaviest weight in his teeth with apparent ease. Once when describing how he had seen passengers staggering off a Channel steamer loaded with luggage, he illustrated his point to the amusement and horror of his audience by getting a chair under each arm and then stooping and lifting the coal-scuttle in his teeth. His eyes, the most quick-sighted among all his acquaintance, had the filmed unobservant look of an eagle’s. “When he was young,” Sir Edward Burne-Jones says, “he was very handsome, and yet even then his eyes were the most inexpressive I ever saw. They say nothing to you, nor much look at you, but are so swift, they have taken in everything there is to be seen while you are wondering when they will open. If you saw him, he wouldn’t look at you, but would know everything you had on, and all your expression, without being seen to look.” The only expressive feature of the face was his firm, mobile, and delicately modelled mouth.

The familiar figure of more recent years had altered but little, except for the inevitable changes of age, from that of his prime. His dress always seemed full of his individuality. Certain youthful indiscretions in the way of purple trousers are remembered as having belonged to the time of the Oxford Brotherhood. But his ordinary dress had no special quality except great simplicity and untidiness. In 1871 he accepted a place on the directorate of the mining company from which a large portion of the income of his mother and sisters as well as his own was derived. For the purpose of attending directors’ meetings he kept a tall hat, which he hardly wore on any other occasion, and which caused him untold discomfort. His daughter May remembers, when a little child, finding this strange object in the house, and asking her mother first what it was, and then whether Papa wore it. Morris himself once said with perfect simplicity to a friend, “You see, one can’t go about London in a top hat, it looks so devilish odd.” And this was the mere truth in his case; for it was only in conventional dress that he looked really peculiar. When he resigned his directorship four years afterwards he came home from the last meeting he had attended and solemnly sat down upon his tall hat, which was never replaced. In his suit of blue serge and soft felt hat, he had something of the look of a working engineer and something of that of a sailor. He was walking down Kensington High Street one morning when a fireman from the brigade station stopped him and said, “Beg pardon, sir, but were you ever captain of the Sea Swallow?” Indeed a stranger might very well, not only from his clothing, but from his rocking walk and ruddy complexion, have taken him for a Baltic sea-captain. In those days he had not yet adopted the blue cotton shirts which, in later years, became his invariable dress and almost of the essence of his appearance. The capacity for producing and annexing dirt, noted by Rossetti, remained strong in him; and when he began to add dyeing to the other handicrafts which he practised, ap-, pearances were completely given up. After he ceased to live at Queen Square in 1872, he very often went to lunch at the Faulkners’ house a few doors off. He went along, if the day were fine, without a hat and in his French workman’s blouse; and a new housemaid of the Faulkners’ when she let him in thus dressed for the first time, went down to the kitchen in some perplexity, describing him to the cook as the butcher. Mr. Ellis, in the days of their first acquaintance, was privately warned by his confidential clerk “not to let that Mr. Morris run up a long account.” How he looked to other people was a matter that never entered his head, and he never looked at himself. He had a curious dislike of mirrors. One of the most obvious peculiarities of his house at all times was the absence of mirrors or looking-glasses; there were none at all in any of the living rooms, and none in his bedroom.

With his great physical strength went the gift of profound and almost dreamless sleep, taken, to use his own phrase, in solid bars. From this he awoke at the full height of his energy. Within ten minutes of waking in the morning he had dressed and begun the business of the day. He was often at work at his writing, or his designing, or his loom, by the summer sunrise; and in those undisturbed hours lay a great part of the secret of the immense copiousness of his production both as a poet and as a decorative artist.

For one who made his whole work into a fascinating and absorbing recreation, and who could turn from one kind of work to another with such ease and swiftness, what is ordinarily called recreation was a thing of less importance than to most men. The only form of sport to which he was thoroughly devoted was angling. When he had a house of his own on the upper Thames, it was his delight at all times of the year, and in all weathers, to escape from London for a day’s fishing. He was often accompanied on these expeditions by Ellis, who was an equal enthusiast; and before that, they had fished over most of the river between Windsor and Richmond. But he never shot, and seldom rode when he could drive. His only other outdoor amusement was playing bowls. The bowling green had been one of the features of Red House, and he played the game a great deal when he had a garden of his own again at Hammersmith. His chief indoor games were backgammon, draughts, and cribbage; and at one time he played whist pretty regularly. The need of games to pass the time — the reason why nine persons out of ten after they are grown up play games at all — was a thing that he probably never felt. His mind was always working, and his hands never long idle. Nor, in spite of his exceptional swiftness in reading and the immense detailed knowledge which he acquired from books, was he what is called a great reader. His power of rapid reading did not degenerate into the mere physical craving to read. He always knew whether he wanted to read a book or not, and when he did not, nothing could induce him to read it. His library, until he began to collect early printed books, was not large, nor was it either selected or kept with any special care. He lost books which were not precious in themselves almost as fast as he read them; and his shelves were half filled with a strange collection of the yellow-backed novels which he had bought on railway journeys. His knowledge of mediæval English poetry and ballads was both large and accurate, but the Elizabethan and later authors he knew very imperfectly and read but little. Some of the great names of English poetry were his special aversions. Milton he always abused, though he sometimes betrayed more knowledge of him than he would have been willing to admit; Wordsworth he disliked; he had little admiration for the later works of Browning, once so great a master to him, nor did he care much for anything of Tennyson’s after “Maud.” Keats he held the first of modern English poets.

Among the great prose authors under whose influence he had fallen at Oxford, Carlyle and Ruskin were the two who continued to hold him most strongly. For the latter, whose influence over him was indeed much the more profound and far-reaching, his admiration was sometimes crossed by that defiance which had been observed in his Oxford days to mingle with his enthusiasm for Tennyson. The earlier volumes of “Modern Painters” had been received by him with an admiration akin to worship; he was heard to describe the fifth volume, when it appeared in 1860, in a phrase characteristic of a swallower of formulas, as “mostly gammon.” But this was the caprice of a momentary impatience; and all his serious references to Ruskin showed that he retained towards him the attitude of a scholar to a great teacher and master, not only in matters of art, but throughout the whole sphere of human life.

In a very different spirit he was devoted to George Borrow and read him perpetually; and no less devoted to the more obscured fame of William Cobbett, with whom he had many tastes and prejudices in common, and whose “Rural Rides” he knew almost by heart. Peacock was another of his favourite authors. But volumes which he read perhaps more than any of these, and which he imposed on his friends unflinchingly, were those describing the sayings and doings of the celebrated Mr. Jorrocks. With a feeling that was not all love of paradox, though that had its share, he placed Surtees in the same rank with Dickens as a master of life. In a man who never hunted, who seldom even rode, and to whom the life of a country house in the hunting season was not merely alien but odious, this preference must remain something of an unexplained mystery. Of Dickens himself his knowledge and appreciation were both complete. It is not without value as an illustration of his curiously compounded personality that in the moods when he was not dreaming of himself as Tristram or Sigurd, he identified himself very closely with two creations of a quite different mould, Joe Gargery and Mr. Boffin. Both of those amiable characters he more or less consciously copied, if it be not truer to say more or less naturally resembled, and knew that he resembled. The “Morning, morning!” of the latter, and the “Wot larks!” of the former he adopted as his own favourite methods of salutation. And one of the phrases that were most constantly on his lips, which he used indiscriminately to indicate his disapproval of anything from Parliamentary institutions to the architecture of St. Paul’s Cathedral, was, as all his friends will remember, the last recorded saying of Mr. F.’s Aunt, “Bring him forard, and I’ll chuck him out o’ winder.”

The recollection of these middle years, by those who shared in them as children and are now themselves in the midway path of life, is one of strenuous work mingled with much talk and laughter, and broken by many little feasts and holidays. Nothing was more amazing in Morris than the way in which he always seemed at leisure, and always was ready for enjoyment. Neither in work nor in play was he wasteful; he had learned, in a way that few can, the great secret of not doing, whether it took the guise of work or of amusement, what he did not want to do. The so-called claims of society, so far as they did not represent anything for which he really cared, he quite simply and unaffectedly ignored. He never throughout his life belonged to a club. The drudgery of business he could not wholly escape, but he never allowed it either to absorb his time or to master his intelligence. That neglect of detail which is one of the secrets of success came to him naturally. For the intricacies of business he had no taste and little patience. “I keep fifteen clerks doing my accounts,” he once observed, when inveighing against the artificial complexity of modern commerce, “and yet I cannot find out how much money I have got.” If he had insisted on finding out, he might perhaps have known, but at the cost of this striking quality of detachment from routine. And for one so simple in his pleasures as he was, the routine of pleasure was as little worth its price to him as the routine of business. But with his chief friends the daily intercourse of pleasure was constant. For years a week day hardly ever passed, when he was in London, without his looking in on the Faulkners in Queen Square. At a later period the supper in the Strand on Thursday evenings, with Webb and one or two others, after the meetings of the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings, was equally constant. His Sunday mornings at Burne-Jones’s house, which only ceased with his last illness, have already been mentioned. For many years he also dined there regularly on Wednesdays: “there was no music on those evenings,” is a child’s recollection, “and he would read aloud.”

“Once when I had been upstairs in the nursery at Kensington Square,” a friend writes of a visit to Burne-Jones’s house in the winter of 1866-7, “I came down and found Morris in the parlour. He was nibbing a pen, and he said after a few words of chat, ‘Now you see, I’m going to write poetry, so you’ll have to cut. I’m sorry, but it can’t be helped.’ So I cut; and I have a notion that I know what he wrote that evening, as next Saturday when I turned up as I always did, he read us a lot of the story of Psyche. I recollect his remarking that it was very hard work writing that sort of thing. I took it he was speaking of the thrashing Psyche gets at the hands of Venus. He really felt for her, and was evidently glad it was over.”

But even when writing poetry he was by no means intolerant of interruption. Some years later Miss Mary De Morgan, when staying at Kelmscott Manor, came one day into the tapestry room, and found him alone there, busy writing at a side table. Seeing his occupation by the look of the manuscript, she was turning to leave the room again, when he called out to her, “Where are you going, Mary?” “I thought you were busy writing poetry,” she said. “What the devil has that got to do with it?” he cheerfully replied. “Sit down and tell me a tale.”

But while he found perpetual amusement in his work, his amusements had always a strong element of seriousness. “At my first visit,” Mr. William De Morgan notes — this was at Red Lion Square in 1864— “I chiefly recollect his dressing himself in vestments and playing on a regal, to illustrate points in connection with stained glass. As I went home it suddenly crossed my mind as a strange thing that he should, while doing what was so trivial and almost grotesque, continue to leave on my memory so strong an impression of his power — he certainly did, somehow.” And this was true of all his diversions. Another friend of his who had been staying a few days with him was asked, after he came away, what they had talked about. He confessed that he could not remember that they had talked of anything but eating: “and yet,” he added, “I came away feeling myself enlarged and liberalized.” For to Morris cookery had an important place among the arts of human life, and he knew a great deal about it in theory, and something also in practice. His wonderful memory served him here as in other things. Once he astonished a friend by giving off-hand the recipe for some rather unusual dish, and when she asked how he came to know it, told her that he had once had to stay a night at an inn where there was nothing to read but a cookery book, and had assimilated it in the course of the evening. His happiness in a day’s fishing was much enhanced by cooking the fish he had caught. A few years later than this, talk had happened to turn on the problems of domestic service. “I wouldn’t at all mind being a cook,” Morris said, “for I understand cooking.” “Now and again,” he went on, “I would give you all a good feast, but feasts are spoiled if you have them every day, and I promise you I should keep up good strict discipline. I should say to you, ‘Now this is tripe and onion day,’ and on another day, ‘Now this is porridge day,’ and you should not have any choice.” “I wouldn’t be a parlour maid,” he said in the course of the same discussion. “I wouldn’t answer bells after a certain time, and if you rang the bells I should shy my boots at them.” In the matter of food, as also of wine (in which he had a fine judgment), his taste was more French than modern English. “I always bless God,” he once said, “for making anything so strong as an onion.” One of his favourite illustrations of the decadence of England from its mediæval state was the barbarism of modern English cookery and in especial the abuse or disuse of vegetables. “There are two things,” he said in one of his perverse moods, “about which women know absolutely nothing, dress and cookery: their twist isn’t that way. They have no sense of colour or grace in drapery, and they never invented a new dish or failed to half spoil an old one.” A passage in the fifth book of Lucretius will occur to the classical reader as a parallel: and, indeed, all of that wonderful description of the origins of civilization, alike in its swift insight and in a certain childlike interest in details, is not unlike the talk which Morris would often pour out to his friends.

Above all, beyond even his delight in great buildings, in history, in the masterpieces of human invention, lay in him that intense passion for Nature, “my love of the earth and worship of it,” which, soon after the completion of “The Earthly Paradise,” obtained a centre in the Manor House at Kelmscott. For the twenty-five years during which this beautiful old house was his country home, he found in it a peace and joy that no other place gave him, and his attachment to it became more and more deep — one may boldly say, more and more passionate: for with him the love of things had all the romance and passion that is generally associated with the love of persons only. “It has come to be to me,” he wrote in 1882, “the type of the pleasant places of the earth, and of the homes of harmless simple people not overburdened with the intricacies of life; and as others love the race of man through their lovers or their children, so I love the earth through that small space of it.”

Kelmscott was found out by accident. Five years in Bloomsbury had not reconciled Morris or his family to the prospect of unmitigated London, and they had been looking out vaguely for some little country place which they might make more or less permanently their own, and which would release them from that incubus of middle class London life, the recurring choice of a place for summer quarters, and the discomforts of a holiday in lodgings. An advertisement of Kelmscott Manor House in a London house-agent’s list in the early spring of 1871 seemed to offer a place that would just suit them, and when he went down to see it, the reality exceeded his best expectations.

On the 17th of May he writes to Faulkner: “I have been looking about for a house for the wife and kids, and whither do you guess my eye is turned now? Kelmscott, a little village about two miles above Rad-cott Bridge — a heaven on earth; an old stone Elizabethan house like Water Eaton, and such a garden! close down on the river, a boat house and all things handy. I am going there again on Saturday with Rossetti and my wife: Rossetti because he thinks of sharing it with us if the thing looks likely.”

The house stands on the upper Thames, thirty miles by water from Oxford. It is approached by lanes from the little town of Lechlade, three miles off, to which there is now a railway. At that time, however, that line did not go beyond Witney, and Kelmscott had to be reached from Faringdon, by a long drive through the Berkshire hills. Both may be called back ways of approaching it; the grand entry, up the lovely lonely waterway, was described by Morris himself thus, nearly twenty years later:

“On we went, turning a sharp angle and going north a little. Presently we saw before us a bank of elm-trees, which told us of a house amidst them. In a few minutes we had passed through a deep eddying pool into the sharp stream that ran from the ford, and beached our craft on a tiny strand of limestone gravel, and stepped ashore.

“Mounting on the cart-road that ran along the river some feet above the water, I looked round about me. The river came down through a wide meadow on my left, which was grey now with the ripened seeding grasses; the gleaming water was lost presently by a turn of the bank, but over the meadow I could see the gables of a building where I knew the lock must be. A low wooded ridge bounded the river-plain to the south and south-east whence we had come, and a few low houses lay about its feet and up its slope. I turned a little to my right and through the hawthorn sprays and long shoots of the wild roses could see the flat country spreading out far away under the sun of the calm evening, till something that might be called hills with a look of sheep-pastures about them bounded it with a soft blue line. Before one, the elm boughs still hid most of what houses there might be in this river-side dwelling of men; but to the right of the cart-road a few grey buildings of the simplest kind showed here and there.

“My feet moved on along the road they knew. The raised way led us into a little field bounded by a backwater of the river on one side; on the right hand we could see a cluster of small houses and barns, and before us a grey stone barn and a wall partly overgrown with ivy, over which a few grey gables showed. The village road ended in the shallow of the backwater. We crossed the road, and my hand raised the latch of a door in the wall, and we stood presently on a stone path which led up to the old house. The garden between the wall and the house was redolent of the June flowers, and the roses were rolling over one another with that delicious superabundance of small well-tended gardens which at first sight takes away all thought save that of beauty. The blackbirds were singing their loudest, the doves were cooing on the roof-ridge, the rooks in the high elm-trees beyond were garrulous among the young leaves, and the swifts wheeled whining about the gables. And the house itself was a fit guardian for all the beauty of this heart of summer.

“O me! O me! How I love the earth, and the seasons, and weather and all things that deal with it, and all that grows out of it — as this has done! The earth and the growth of it and the life of it! If I could but say or show how I love it!”

Such, in the romance of a new Arcadia into which the social revolution might at last lead mankind, is the account Morris gives of his return to the loved place which he could not wish or fancy but unchanged upon a changed and happier earth. The pictures of the house and its surroundings which follow are taken from a more unimpassioned description, which is nevertheless no less lovingly and characteristically worded, in an account of Kelmscott which he wrote in the last year of his life for a magazine conducted by members of the Birmingham Guild of Handicraft.

“The village of Kelmscott lies close to the Thames on the Oxfordshire side of it, some five miles (by water) from the present end of the navigation at Inglesham. To the north-east of the village lies the nearly treeless piece of ground formerly Grafton Common, and beyond it is a string of pretty inland villages. On the Berkshire side a range of heights, low but well designed, rise up from the flat meadows.

“The church, at the north-west end of the village, is small but interesting; the mass of it, a nave with a tiny aisle, transept and chancel, being early English of date, though the arches of the aisle are round-headed. There are remains of painting all over the church, the north transept having been painted with figure subjects of the life of Christ in trefoil head panels. The east window has a painted glass image of St. George (in whose honour the church is dedicated) of the time of Edward IV. Most of the windows (which are insertions of the early 14th century) have their inner arches elegantly cusped, a characteristic feature of these Oxfordshire churches. A very beautiful bell-cot formed by two trefoil arches crowns the eastern gable of the nave, and composes pleasantly with the low-pitched roofs over a clerestory, which in the 15th century took the place of the once high-pitched ones. The church is plastered almost all over the walls, as no doubt it was in the earliest days: it is fortunate in having escaped the process of stripping and pointing which so many of our village churches have undergone at the hands of the restoring wiseacres.

“When you turn down from the church towards the Thames you come at a corner of the road on the base of the village cross (probably of the 15th century), and then, turning to the left and bearing round to the right, all of which transaction takes place in about two hundred yards, you come face to face with a mass of grey walls and pearly grey roofs which makes the house, called by courtesy the Manor House, though it seems to have no manorial rights attached to it, which I have held for twenty-three years. It lies at the very end of the village on a road which, brought up shortly by a backwater of the Thames, becomes a mere cart-track leading into the meadows along the river.

“Through a door in the high unpointed stone wall you go up a flagged path through the front garden to the porch. The house from this side is a lowish three storied one with mullioned windows, and at right angles to this another block whose bigger lower windows and pedimented gable-lights indicate a later date. The house is built of well-laid rubble stone of the district, the wall of the latter part being buttered over, so to say, with thin plaster which has now weathered to the same colour as the stone of the walls; the roofs are covered with the beautiful stone slates of the district, the most lovely covering which a roof can have, especially when, as here and in all the traditional old houses of the country-side, they are ‘sized down’; the smaller ones to the top and the bigger towards the eaves, which gives one the same sort of pleasure in their orderly beauty as a fish’s scales or a bird’s feathers.

“The farm buildings stand to the south of the house: a very handsome barn of quite beautiful proportions, and several other sheds, including a good dove-cot, all built in the same way as the house, and grouping delightfully with it.

“The garden, divided by old clipped yew hedges, is quite unaffected and very pleasant, and looks in fact as if it were, if not a part of the house, yet at least the clothes of it: which I think ought to be the aim of the layer out of a garden.

“Going under an arched opening in the yew hedge which makes a little garth about a low door in the middle of the north wall, one comes into a curious passage or lobby, a part of which is screened into a kind of pantry by wooden mullions which have once been glazed. The said lobby leads into what was once the great parlour (the house is not great at all remember) and is now panelled with pleasing George I. panelling painted white: the chimney-piece is no doubt of the date of the building, and is of rude but rather amusing country work; the windows in this room are large and transomed, and it is as pleasant as possible; and I have many a memory of hot summer mornings passed in its coolness amidst the green reflections of the garden.

“The tapestry room is over the big panelled parlour. The walls of it are hung with tapestry of about 1600, representing the story of Samson; they were never great works of art, and now when all the bright colours are faded out, and nothing is left but the indigo blues, the greys and the warm yellowy browns, they look better, I think, than they were meant to look: at any rate they make the walls a very pleasant background for the living people who haunt the room; and, in spite of the designer, they give an air of romance to the room which nothing else would quite do.

“Another charm this room has, that through its south window you not only catch a glimpse of the Thames clover meadows and the pretty little elm-crowned hill over in Berkshire, but if you sit in the proper place, you can see not only the barn aforesaid with its beautiful sharp gable, the grey stone sheds, and the dove-cot, but also the flank of the earlier house and its little gables and grey scaled roofs, and this is a beautiful outlook indeed.

“A house that I love; with a reasonable love I think: for though my words may give you no idea of any special charm about it, yet I assure you that the charm is there; so much has the old house grown up out of the soil and the lives of those that lived on it: some thin thread of tradition, a half-anxious sense of the delight of meadow and acre and wood and river; a certain amount (not too much let us hope) of common sense, a liking for making materials serve one’s turn, and perhaps at bottom some little grain of sentiment: — this I think was what went to the making of the old house.”

To this account of Kelmscott may be added a few observations made by Mr. Webb from his further knowledge as a professional architect:

“From my earliest recollections this general kind of house was familiar to me, where the coarse oolite stone of Thames valley gave the peculiar character to the old buildings in and around Oxford. There are still remaining, in more or less perfect state, many houses of the same quality, though some are more architecturally marked than at Kelmscott.

“It is a known fact that in outlying places, where stone mason’s work is the chief part of the building, and there are many quarries giving the same formation of stone, the prevailing traditions of building lasted longer in one place than another. This makes it often difficult in such places to be sure of dates from the style of the masonry, and more particularly in the last centuries, as the masons worked so much in the older way, when in busier places, or districts, changes of fashion told more quickly.

“W. M. often spoke of what was recorded here and there, and of what he had gathered from the natives, as to dates of the Kelmscott house building: I came to no conclusion — save, that the work was really later than it looked to be.

“For so late a time of genuine native building, and from the modesty of the house altogether, it was singular how the regular plan of the old English form, of all degrees of importance, was inclosed in the earlier part of it. There was the entrance doorway in the front wall leading through to the opposite doorway in the back wall, with the hall on the right hand, cut off from the passage by the screen, with the kitchen and other offices on the left: the parlour (or ‘solar’) at the other end of the hall, by the side of the stairs, with cellar under; all of which was of the smallest and least pretentious work. Then, a comparatively few years later, the large square parlour was built with the tapestry room over, in loftier range, and in a style clearly showing the Renaissance influence, chiefly marked by the two large fire-places, and the small classically shaped windows in the gables of attics in the roofs.

“No unprejudiced person could read the last chapter of ‘News from Nowhere’ without being obliged to allow that W. M. had read the influences of the beautiful place in its entirety clearly, and without transformation by imagination; the real wanting no fanciful improvement. The price he paid for this joy in the house and all lying about it was the shadow of the coming change which overhung it: no efforts on his part — and they were many — could stay the piecemeal fungus-growth of disease in building which had begun to eat into the fringe of the surroundings: for each inevitable new element of change had tenfold brutal force in its vulgarization from the collected purity and simplicity on which it was settling down.”

The country in which Kelmscott lies is among the sleepiest and loneliest of southern England. With little bold or striking beauty, it has a charm of unequalled subtlety and lastingness. The young Thames winds through level pastures, among low surrounding hills, in a landscape that seems as if little change had passed over it since the English settlement. Beyond the level and often flooded river-meadows the ground rises imperceptibly northwards towards the spurs of the Cotswolds, out of which half-a-dozen small rivers break to mingle with the Thames. Bibury, one of these little-known Cotswold villages, “lying down in the winding valley beside the clear Colne,” was described by Morris as “surely the most beautiful village in England.” Churches, houses, barns, the dry walls of the fields, are all alike built of the golden-grey limestone underlying the soil. Hardly a village is without a beautiful church, generally dating back to the thirteenth century. Broadwell, the parish next but one to Kelmscott, has a tower and spire built by the same masons as those who built the tower and spire of Oxford Cathedral, and on their smaller scale equal in beauty. At Langford, a mile off, part of the church dates from before the Norman Conquest. The parish church of Burford on the Windrush, a sumptuously decorated building of less ancient date, is an epitome of the whole civic life and art of the later Middle Ages. Much of the domestic building of this region is little inferior to the churches either in age or architectural beauty. The most splendid example is the tithe barn at Great Coxwell, a noble structure of the middle of the thirteenth century, “unapproachable in its dignity, as beautiful as a cathedral, yet with no ostentation of the builder’s art,” its hundred and fifty feet of grey roof raised on a forest of orderly set oak timbers. It was always upheld by Morris as one of the finest buildings in England or in the world. The grey pointed arches over the Thames, on the solitary highway leading south out of the Royal Forest of Wychwood, are as beautiful now as when, six hundred and fifty years ago, they received their still surviving name of the New Bridge. A little further off, under the feet of the Cotswolds, is Chastleton, the finest and most complete of all surviving Jacobean houses. In a land remote from commerce, full of beautiful building, and with perfect building material everywhere close at hand, it is not strange that the tradition of beauty should have survived longer than elsewhere.

This upper Thames valley, well-wooded and abundantly watered, is a land of birds. The blackbirds sing at Kelmscott after they have fallen silent elsewhere. The little island formed by the backwater close to the house was always filled with song from a hundred throats. In Morris’ letters from Kelmscott there are constant allusions to the bird-life about it. The two following passages belong to the season of late summer:

“The birds were very delightful about us; I have been of late so steeped in London that it was a quite fresh pleasure to see the rooks about, who have been very busy in this showery weather. There was no lack of herons in these upper waters, and in the twilight the stint or summer snipe was crying about us and flitting from under the bank and across the stream: such a clean-made, neat-feathered, light grey little chap he is, with a wild musical little note like all the moor-haunting birds.”

“We have had all the birds here again. The herons have been stalking about the field in the gravest manner; and I have seen the kingfishers very busy. One ducked down into the water before me and came out again with a little fish. I saw an owl last night come sailing along, and suddenly turn head over heels and down in the grass; after a mouse I suppose: such a queer action I never saw.”

Another letter in a few brief vivid touches gives a picture of the birds in October:

“The western sky is getting leaden grey and the wind is rain-cold. I heard a heron ‘squark’ just now, and saw two of them sailing overhead. I have seen the kingfishers twice: one sat three yards from me for two or three minutes and talked to himself before he saw me: he was a beauty.”

And again soon after Christmas:

“Bossom told me that the hard winter had killed a huge number of the moor-hens. He said that when the frost was on they would come down to the open water by his barge and drink a drop or two and then die, poor things.”

The creek, with its wooden bridge and boat-house, has now been cut off from the house by an earthwork and deep ditch formed to keep out the winter floods from the village, and the weir and gate-house across the meadow have been rebuilt; otherwise there is scarcely a change from thirty years ago in the manor-house and its immediate surroundings.

“The house was then kept,” Mr. Ellis says, “by an old couple, Philip Comely and his wife, who were the ideal English villagers, capable, careful, frugal, and industrious. But Morris was much embarrassed by the apparently mechanical arrangement, ‘as though it were a trick of machinery,’ by which Philip’s hand rose to the brim of his hat, or lacking that to his forelock, with every word he uttered. Philip’s cottage served as a sort of lodge to the manor-house, rented for a shilling a week, with a good-sized and fruitful garden.”

Kelmscott was at first taken by Morris in joint-tenancy with Rossetti. The breakdown in Rossetti’s health, which had begun two or three years earlier, was now very marked, and it was hoped that quiet life in a remote country house might do much to restore him to bodily health and relieve his morbid imaginations. For a while he was much more there than Morris, who could not easily be away from London and his work for a long time together. He was there through the summer and autumn of 1871. In 1872 the dangerous illness of which details are given in his biography was followed by a long visit to Scotland, but he was at Kelmscott again from September all through the winter of 1872-3, and for the greater part of the following twelve months. In the summer of 1874 he finally left it; not a little to Morris’ relief for many reasons. The manor-house soon resumed its quietness and simplicity. The expense of keeping up a country house in permanence was as yet rather a severe strain on Morris’ unaided means; and the joint-tenancy was for some years resumed with Mr. Ellis as the partner. From this time forth it was the haven of rest to which he always returned with a fresh and deep delight. All seasons there were alike sweet to him. The following extracts are taken almost at random from familiar letters of different years.

February. “The waters are out a little, owing to the melting snow. It is a cold rather windy day, but not unpleasant; brilliantly sunny at first, now cloudy with gleams of sun at times. It froze last night; but took to a sharp shower in the morning. As to the garden, they are late here; there are two or three crocuses out, but most of them are not above ground even; the winter aconite is not fully in blossom, and the yellow jasmine is over. Snowdrops are everywhere, but mostly double, however they give one a delightful idea of spring about: there are a few violets out and here and there a coloured primrose; and some of the hepatica roots have flowered, but show no leaves. But how pretty it looks to see the promise of things pushing up through the clean un-sooty soil. I think we shall have a beautiful garden this year.”

April. “I never yet till now understood how green the grass could be in spring; it is so green that it brings all the distance near and flattens the landscape into a mediæval picture. It is most beautiful; and when we were here in the middle of March the grass was all as grey as grey. You see just now there are not many daisies out, and the bents have not begun to grow, so that the grass is all grass and deep green. It has just been raining May butter, as Izaak Walton says: looked for an hour as if it would never stop raining again; then it got a little lighter, and then of a sudden was the bright sun and a rainbow. Item, I have eaten asparagus and heard the cuckoo: the blackbirds wake me about 4 o’clock a.m.: as for the rooks they never stop all day long. I saw a leash of plovers yesterday squawking away, and making believe that they had no nest close at hand. The garden is full of bullfinches, which are fat pretty dears, and sing a little short song very sweetly.”

May. “The fields are all butter-cuppy. The elms are mostly green up to their tops: the hawthorn not out, but the crabs beautiful, and also that white-beam (I think they call it) with the umbelliferous flowers. In the garden we have lots of tulips out looking beautiful; the white bluebells and some blue ones: some of the anemones are in blossom and they all soon will be: they are very lovely. Apple-blossom for the most part only in bud, but that cherry-tree near the arbour opposite my window is a mass of bloom. The heartseases are beautiful; a few of the Iceland poppies are out: the raspberries are showing for blossom.”

August. “The fishing is pretty much as it was; the river higher and the weeds uncut, though not very visible at the first glance because the water is high. Altogether a very pleasant river to travel on, the bank being still very beautiful with flowers; the long purples, and willow-herb, and that strong-coloured yellow flower very close and buttony, are the great show: but there is a very pretty dark blue flower, I think mug-wort, mixed with all that, besides the purple blossom of the house-mint and mouse-ear and here and there a bit of meadow-sweet belated. As to the garden it seems to me its chief fruit is — blackbirds. However they have left us some gooseberries, and I shall set to work this morning to get some before their next sit-down meal. As for flowers, the July glory has departed as needs must, but the garden looks pleasant though not very flowery. Those sweet sultans are run very much to leaf, but the beds in which they and the scabious are look very pretty, the latter having very delicate foliage. There are two tall hollyhocks (O so tall) by the strawberries, one white, one a very pretty red: there are still a good many poppies in blossom. Few apples, few plums, plenty of vegetables else. Weather doubtful; I woke up this morning to a most splendid but very stormy sunrise. The nights have been fine, and the moon rises her old way from behind the great barn.”

Oftober. “The garden is nearly over now till spring comes again, except that there are a good many roses, and amongst them, a pale sweet-briar blossom among the scarlet hips, that I am sure I never saw before. The weather has been wild, stormy and rough, with the bar of flood-water lying between us and our little outings. It is bright enough just now, though the wind is still talking threateningly. Tuesday and Wednesday nights cost us four more of the elms on the island, which is now sadly thin.”

Such was the rich and perpetually varying background on which life unrolled itself here. His love for the place grew with the years, and his joy in it was only troubled by a sense of stolen sweetness which sometimes came over him when he thought of work and duty in London. “I rather want to be in London again,” he writes once on a golden day of early September, “for I feel as if my time were passing with too little done in the country: altogether I fear I am a London bird; its soot has been rubbed into me, and even these autumn mornings can’t wash me clean of restlessness.”

But in the summer of 1871 the visit to Iceland, which he had planned since “The Earthly Paradise” was off his hands, was occupying all his thoughts, and he saw little of Kelmscott till afterwards. At Whitsuntide Webb went down with him to look over it, and Faulkner joined them from Oxford. The house was reported to be in sound condition, and was taken from midsummer. At the beginning of July Morris took his wife and children down, returning himself at once to make the last preparations for his northern voyage.






  








CHAPTER VIII. JOURNEY TO ICELAND. 1871
 

THE journey through Iceland in the summer of 1871 had, both before and after its occurrence, an importance in Morris’ life which can hardly be over-estimated, and which, even to those who knew him well, was not wholly intelligible. To enter into his feelings one must imagine a strange combination of Johnson in the Hebrides and Byron in Greece. The heroic stories of Iceland stood in his mind at the head of the world’s literature; the deeds which they chronicled were the summit in their tragic force of all human achievement. And the Icelandic Republic represented, more nearly than any other state of things recorded in history, the political and social framework of life which satisfied his mind and imagination. On the Law-Mound of Thingvalla, by the steads of Herdholt or Lithend, he stood with deeper-kindled emotions than would have been roused in him in the Roman Forum or on the Athenian Acropolis, or where grass grows over the fallen towers of Troy. With such depth of awe and prostration of spirit a pilgrim might approach the desolate and holy places of a land where gods had once walked in the likeness of men. In his poem of “Iceland First Seen” he gave this feeling its fullest utterance. “What went ye into the wilderness for to see?” — this phrase kept perpetually reverting to him as he thought of Iceland: a land waste, black, desolate, grey-grassed, “dreadful with grinding of ice and record of scarce-hidden fire,” and yet made by undying tales a treasure-house and queen of lands.

And to this was added the excitement of new and strange adventure. The voyage to Iceland had not become so common an amusement of a summer holiday as it is now: though one reached the island by a mail steamer and could map out the route accurately beforehand, there was enough of strangeness about the whole proceedings to make the planning of the journey quite exciting. The journey itself was one that had to be taken in adventurous explorers’ fashion, with guides and a string of packhorses, carrying tents and food and all the means of life: once inland, the traveller was beyond all reach of news: it was a prolonged picnic spiced by hard living and rough riding. “Don’t forget to practise riding,” he wrote to Faulkner in May. “I began this morning. By Gum the great we shall have plenty of it there according to our program.”

The party were four in number. Mr. Magnússon, who was taking this opportunity of paying a visit to his native place and kinsfolk, was the organizer and guide-in-chief. Faulkner was the third of the party; and the fourth was Mr. W. H. Evans of Forde Abbey in Dorset, a recent acquaintance, who had been planning an Iceland voyage on his own account and was ready to fall in with the wishes of the others as regards all the details of travelling. Morris entered into the preparations for the journey with the delight of a schoolboy. Money had to be sent out to Reykjavik to buy riding and pack horses for the party; tents, blankets, food, and appliances of all kinds were to be bought, and details of travel in the desert were rehearsed in anticipation. The Burne-Jones children long remembered vividly how Morris came one day and built a little hearth in their garden with loose bricks, over which he cooked a stew in the manner of some pirate or backwoodsman in a storybook. As the time drew near he was as excited and fidgety as a boy preparing for the holidays. The importance of the occasion was such that he resolved, for the first time in his life, to keep a diary. This was almost necessary in any case if he wished to bring home any ordered account of his adventures, for from the day the travellers struck inland from Reykjavik until they regained it again there was little chance of sending, any more than of receiving, letters. This diary, scribbled from day to day on the spot, was carefully written out by him when he came home, and afterwards revised and written out again with some idea of publishing it. This idea, however, considered and deferred more than once, was finally rejected by him towards the end of his life. The extracts given here are from the revised manuscript given by him to Mrs. Burne-Jones in 1873.

On the 6th of July, the party (except Mr. Evans, who had gone on to Leith by sea) started from London to take the fortnightly Danish mail boat from Granton. “That morning,” says the diarist, “my heart had failed me, and I felt as if I should have been glad of any accident that had kept me at home; yet now it would have seemed unbearable to sleep in London another night.” All night in the train he was too excited to sleep; but with the next day’s dawn he recovered himself and began to observe things: sunrise among the forges of Darlington, a beautiful sky-landscape strangely confused with the still-glowing furnace fires: the clean Northumberland country, and the poetical-looking bay in which Holy Island lies, with the little town running all up the hill near the end of its long northern horn: Berwick-on-Tweed with its land-locked harbour and the long bridge of many pointed arches: the lovely glens that break down seaward from the skirts of the Lammermuirs, “like one’s imagination of what the backgrounds of the Border Ballads ought to be”: and finally the imposing masses and doleful detail of Edinburgh. It was his first sight of Scotland, a country which, like Dr. Johnson, he never loved and was always ready to find fault with. The next day the “Diana,” one of the two steamers which alternated for the Iceland mail service, came in to Granton harbour, and they sailed the following morning. She was a wooden screw steamer which once had been a Danish gunboat, of about 240 tons, roomy for her size, but with an extraordinary capacity for rolling. The diary sets down a description of her somewhat as though she were a mediæval building:

“The little vessel looked quite clean and tidy now: she is as aforesaid an old gunboat, long and low, rising somewhat forward, and with bulkheads across the deck just forward of the deck-cabin, that seemed to us to forebode plenty of water on board: she has three masts, the forward one has two square sails and a fore and aft sail, the middle one a fore and aft sail, and the after one no sail at all bent on it: round about the rudder is a little raised platform where we lay about a good deal on the voyage out, then comes the deck-cabin with a narrow covered passage leading forward on each side of it, and with a hurricane deck on the top: then there is a small open space broken by the sky-lights of the engine room between the deck-cabin and the galley: there is good space for a walk forward of this, but when there is the least sea on, unless the wind is right astern it is too wet to be pleasant: over the galley, I forgot to say, is the bridge where the captain or mate stands to steer the ship: also our sleeping cabin is reached by stairs from the deck-cabin, and there is a ladies’ cabin on the other side of ours — ours is a very small place, and almost pitch dark when the lamps are not lighted; as small as it is we were surprised to find that it really was not very stuffy, for they have managed to ventilate it well.”

They had left Granton soon after sunrise on Sunday morning; and on Tuesday at daybreak the Faroes were sighted.

“I have often noticed,” says the diary, “in one’s expeditions, how hard it is to explain to one’s friends afterwards why such and such a day was particularly delightful, or give them any impression of one’s pleasure, and such a trouble besets me now about the past day.

“I woke up later than usual, about half-past six, and went on deck in a hurry, because I remembered the mate had promised that we should be at Thorshaven in the Faroes by then, and that we should have sighted the south islands of them long before: and now there we were sure enough, steaming up the smooth water of a narrow firth with the shore close on either board: I confess I shuddered at my first sight of a really northern land in the grey of a coldish morning. (The Faroes seemed to me such a gentle sweet place when we saw them again after Iceland.) The hills were not high, especially on one side, as they slope beachless into the clear but grey water; the grass was grey between greyer ledges of stone that divided the hills in regular steps; it was not savage, but mournfully empty and barren, the grey clouds, dragging over the hill-tops or lying in the hollows, being the only thing that varied the grass, stone, and sea: yet as we went on, the firth opened out on one side and showed wild strange hills and narrow sounds between the islands, that had something, I don’t know what, of poetic and attractive about them; and on one side was sign of population in the patches of bright green that showed the home-fields of farms on the hillsides, and at last at the bight’s end we saw the pleasant-looking little town of Thorshaven, with its green-roofed little houses clustering round a little bay and up a green hillside: thereby we presently cast anchor, the only other craft in the harbour being three fishing smacks, cutters, who in answer to the hoisting of our flag ran up English colours, and were, we afterwards found out, from Grimsby for Iceland. The shore soon became excited at our arrival, and boats put off to us, the friends of our three passengers for the Faroes, and others, and there was a great deal of kissing on deck presently: then came a smart-looking boat carrying the governor, and having eight oars aside, manned by the queerest old carles, who by way of salute as the boat touched our side, shuffled off their Faroish caps in a very undignified manner. These old fellows, like most (or all) of the men, wore an odd sort of Phrygian cap, stockings and knee-breeches, loose at the knee, and a coat like a knight’s just-au-corps, only buttoning in front, and generally open. The boats are built high stem and stern, with the keel-rib running up into an ornament at each end, and cannot have changed in the least since the times of the Sagas.”

After breakfast the passengers went on shore for the day. “Magnússon took us to the store of a friend of his, a sort of place like a ship’s hold, and where they sold everything a Faroese would buy from a tin-tack to a cask of brandy; we found nothing to buy there but Danish cherry-brandy, which was good and cheap; then we went into the private house of the merchant, and were kindly welcomed by his wife into a pretty wooden house very like a ship’s cabin, and, to me, still unquiet: it was very clean, painted white, and with roses and ivy planted in great pots growing all over the drawing-room wall (inside). Thence we went out into the town, which pleased me very much: certainly there was a smell of fish, and these creatures, or parts of them, from guts to gutted bodies, hung and lay about in many places; but there was no other dirt apparent; the houses were all of wood, high-roofed with little white casements, the rest of the walls being mostly done over with Stockholm tar; every roof was of turf, and fine crops of flowery grass grew on some of them. The houses were pitched down with little order enough, and in fact the whole town was like a toy Dutch town of my childhood’s days. The people we met were very polite, good-tempered, and contented-looking: the women not pretty, but not horrible either, and the men often quite handsome, and always carrying themselves well in their neat dresses; which include, by the bye, skin shoes tied about the ankle with neat thongs: the men were often quite swarthy, and had a curious cast of melancholy on their faces, natural I should think to the dwellers in small remote islands.”

After seeing the town they set off to walk across the island to Stramney. “Presently, having gone through the town, we met on a road that ran through little fields of very sweet flowery grass nearly ready for the scythe: it affected me strangely to see all the familiar flowers growing in a place so different to anything one had ever imagined, and withal (it had grown a very bright fresh day by now) there was real beauty about the place of a kind I can’t describe. We were soon off these cultivated meadows, however, and in a long deep valley of the open fells, peaty and grass-clad, with a small stream running through it, and not unlike to many Cumberland valleys I have been in: up the hillside on the left we struck, and clomb the hill, whence turning round, we could see the sound we had come up this morning, the little ‘Diana’ lying in the harbour with boats clustered round her, the little toylike-looking town so small, so small, and beyond it the mountains, jagged and peaked, of another island, with the added interest of knowing that there was a deep sound between us and them: sea and sky were deep blue now, but the white clouds yet clung to the mountains here and there.

“We turned away and went along the ridge of the mountain-neck, and looking all up the valley, could see it turning off towards the right, and a higher range above its bounding hill; and again it was exciting to be told that this higher range was in another island; we saw it soon, as we turned a corner of the stony stepped grey hills, and below us lay a deep calm sound, say two miles broad, a hog-backed steep mountain-island forming the other side of it, next to which lay a steeper islet, a mere rock; and then other islands, the end of which we could not see, entangled the sound and swallowed it up; I was most deeply impressed with it all, yet can scarcely tell you why; it was like nothing I had ever seen, but strangely like my old imaginations of places for sea-wanderers to come to: the day was quite a hot summer day now, and there was no cloud in the sky, and the atmosphere was very, very clear, but a little pillowy cloud kept dragging and always changing yet always there, over the top of the little rocky islet. All the islands, whether sloping or sheer rocks, went right into the sea without a hand’s breadth of beach anywhere; and, little thing as that seems, I suppose it is this which gives the air of romanticism to these strange islands. Close by the sea lay the many gables (black wood with green turf-roofs) of the farm of Kirkingbae (Kirby), a little white-washed church being the nearest to the sea, while close under the basalt cliff was the ruin of a stone mediæval church: a most beautiful and poetical place it looked to me, but more remote and melancholy than I can say, in spite of the flowers and grass and bright sun: it looked as if you might live for a hundred years before you would ever see ship sailing into the bay there; as if the old life of the saga-time had gone, and the modern life never reached the place.

“We hastened down, along the high mowing-grass of the home-field, full of buttercups and marsh-marigolds, and so among the buildings: the long-nosed cadaverous parson who guided us took us first to the ruin, which he said had never been finished, as the Reformation had stopped the building of it: in spite of which story, it is visibly not later than 1340 in date, which fact I, with some qualms, stoutly asserted, to the parson’s disgust, though ’tis quite a new fault to me to find local antiquaries post-date their antiquities: anyhow it was, or had been, a rich and beautiful Decorated chapel without aisles, and for all I know had never been finished: thence we went into the more modern church (such a flowerbed as its roof was!) which was nevertheless interesting from its having a complete set of bench-ends richly carved (in deal) of the fifteenth century, but quite northern in character, the interlacing work mingling with regular fifteenth-century heraldic work and very well carved figures that yet retained, in costume and style, a strong tinge of the thirteenth century: the ornament of the bishop’s throne, a chair with a trefoiled canopy, though I am pretty sure of the same date as the bench-ends, was entirely of the northern interlacing work.

“From the church we went into the bonder’s house, which was very clean, and all of unpainted deal, walls, floor and ceiling, with queer painted old presses and chests about it: he turned up with his two children presently, and welcomed us in that queer northern manner I got used to after a little, as if he was thinking of anything else than us, nay, rather as if he were not quite sure if we were there or not.”

The “Diana “ weighed anchor after dinner. “The evening was very fine still, the sea quite smooth and the tide in our favour; so the captain told us we were going to thread the islands by the sound called the Westmanna-firth, instead of going round about them; so, as it turned out, we had the best of our sight of the Faroes yet to see. Going down the sound we had come up in the morning, we turned round into the sound we had looked down into from Kirby that noon, passing close by the stead itself, and so into the Westmanna-firth, that grew narrower and narrower as we went on, though here and there between breaks of the islands we could see the open ocean: at last we were in the narrowest of it; it was quite smooth, clear and green, and not a furlong across; the coasts were most wonderful on either side; pierced rocks running out from the cliffs under which a brig might have sailed: caves that the water ran up into, how far we could not tell; smooth walls of rock with streams flowing over them right into the sea; or these would sink down into green slopes with farms on them; or be cleft into deep valleys over which would show crater-like or pyramidal mountains: or they would be splintered into jagged spires; one of which, single and huge, just at the point of the last ness before we entered this narrow sound, is named the Trolls-finger; and all this always without one inch of beach to be seen; and always when the cliffs sank you could see little white clouds lying about on the hillsides: at last we could see on ahead a narrow opening, so narrow that you could not imagine that we could sail out of it, and then soon the cliffs on our right gave back and showed a great land-locked bay almost like a lake, with green slopes all round it, and a great mountain towering above them at its end, where lay the houses of a little town, Westmanna-haven; they tell us that the water is ten fathom deep close up to the very shore in here, and that it is, as it looks, a most magnificent harbour. After that, on we went toward the gates that led out into the Atlantic; narrow enough they look even now we are quite near; as the ship’s nose was almost in them, I saw close beside us a stead with its home-field sloping down to the sea, the people running out to look at us, and the black cattle grazing all about; then I turned to look ahead as the ship met the first of the swell in the open sea, and when I looked astern a very few minutes after I could see nothing at all of the gates we had come out by, no slopes of grass, or valleys opening out from the shore; nothing but a terrible wall of rent and furrowed rocks, the little clouds still entangled here and there about the tops of them: here the wall would be rent from top to bottom and its two sides would yawn as if they would have fallen asunder, here it was buttressed with great masses of stone that had slipped from its top; there it ran up into all manner of causeless-looking spikes: there was no beach below the wall, no foam breaking at its feet; it was midnight now and everything was grey, and colourless, and shadowless, yet there was light enough in the clear air to see every cranny and nook of the rocks, and in the north-east now the grey sky began to get a little lighter with dawn. I stood near the stern and looked backward a long time, till the coast, which had seemed a great crescent when we came out of the sound, was now a long flat line, and so then I went to bed with the sky brightening quickly.”

“I have seen nothing out of a dream,” he wrote from Iceland to Mrs. Morris, “so strange as our coming out of the last narrow sound into the Atlantic, and leaving the huge wall of rocks astern in the shadowless midnight twilight: nothing I have ever seen has impressed me so much.”

Two days afterwards, early on a grey morning, they sighted the south-eastern coast of Iceland at Bernfirth, where the “Diana” had to touch on her way to Reykjavik.

“The sun had not yet shone over the mountains on the east into the firth at whose mouth we were, yet patches of it lay upon the high peaks south-west of where we were: on our left was a dark brown ragged rocky island, Pápey, and many small skerries about it, and beyond that we saw the mainland, a terrible shore indeed: a great mass of dark grey mountains worked into pyramids and shelves, looking as if they had been built and half ruined; they were striped with snow high up, and wreaths of cloud dragged across them here and there, and above them were two peaks and a jagged ridge of pure white snow: we were far enough presently to look into Bernfirth, and to see the great pyramid of Buland’s Tindr, which stands a little way down the west side of the firth close by the sea; the sea was perfectly calm, and was clear of mist right up to the shore, and then dense clouds hid the low shore, but rose no higher than the mountain’s feet: and as I looked the sun overtopped the east hills and the great pyramid grew red halfway down. The east side of the firth showed the regular Icelandic hillside: a great slip of black shale and sand striped with the green of the pastures, that gradually sloped into a wide grass-grown flat, between hill and sea, on which we could see the home-meads of several steads. On the west side we could see a line of rocks and skerries cut out from the shore, low green slopes behind them, and then the mountain feet; looking up the firth, which was all sunlighted now, the great peaks lowered till they seemed to run into the same black, green-striped hillsides as on the east.”

Such was the landscape which he afterwards described through the less precise yet even more vivid medium of verse in the poem of “Iceland First Seen”:

 

Lo, from our loitering ship

a new land at last to be seen;

Toothed rocks down the side of the firth

on the east guard a weary wide lea,

And black slope the hillsides above,

striped adown with their desolate green:

And a peak rises up on the west

from the meeting of cloud and of sea,

Foursquare from base unto point

like the buildings of Gods that have been,

The last of that waste of the mountains

all cloud-wreathed and snow-flecked and grey,

And bright with the dawn that began

just now at the ending of day.

 

Running along the southern coast of Iceland with its awful mountain wall, the “Diana “ reached Reykjavik on the afternoon of the 14th of July. Loega, the guide, “a big fellow, red-headed, blue-eyed, and long-chinned, like a Scotch gardener,” met them with the news that the horses had been got. Of these they started with twenty, being a double relay for six riders (the four tourists and two guides) and eight packhorses. On the journey, the number was increased for various reasons to twenty-eight. One of the two that Morris himself rode, Mouse, was brought back by him to England, and lived many years at Kelmscott. Then with some difficulty, for the transaction almost exhausted the metallic currency of the capital, the money for the journey, 1,000 silver dollars in canvas bags, was procured. Two days passed at Reykjavik in the various preparations, and in visits to the notable people of the town: “the most noteworthy of them was Jón Sigurdson, the President of the Althing, whose editions of Sagas I know very well: he seemed a shy, kind, scholarlike man, and I talked Icelandic all I might to him.”

On Monday, the 17th of July, the preparations were completed, and the caravan started on its journey. The route taken had been planned out with the principal ob-. ject of visiting the scenes of the greater Sagas: first Lithend and Bergthorsknoll on the southern coast; then across the wilderness to the fiords on the northern sea, and over the mountain passes into Laxdale; round the peninsula of Snaefellsness, the land of the Ere-dwellers; and so back to Reykjavik by Thingvalla, the great central place of assembly for Iceland from the heroic age down to the beginning of the present century. The Geysirs, the main object of most Icelandic tourists, which Morris, however, regarded with undisguised contempt, were to be taken on the northward journey.

When they got to camp at the end of the first day’s travel, “we came into a soft grassy meadow bordered by a little clear stream, and jumped off our horses after a ride of six hours and a half: it was a cold night, though clear and fine, and we fell hard to unpack the tents and pitch them while the guides unburdened the horses, who were soon rolling about in every direction, and then set to work diligently to feed: the tents being pitched, Magnússon and Faulkner set to work to light the fire, while Evans and I went about looking for game, about the hill spurs and the borders of a little tarn between the lava and our camp: it was light enough to see to read; wonderfully clear, but not like daylight, for there were no shadows at all: I turned back often from the slopes to look down on the little camp, and the grey smoke that now began to rise up, and felt an excitement and pleasure not easy to express: till I had to get to my shooting, which I didn’t like at all: however, I shot two golden plovers and came back to camp with them.”

Mr. Evans did most of the shooting that was done on the journey; Morris took no pleasure in it. “I had to see to my gun,” he complains later, “which was rather a heavy charge all through the journey, wanting as much attention as a baby with croup.”

From this camping-place they proceeded eastward to the Njala country by Eyrarbakki and Oddi, where they were entertained by Dean Asmundr, “a little hard-bitten apple-cheeked old man, extremely hospitable.” “It was a beautiful evening still, and even the eastern sky we saw behind the great mountains of the Eyjafell range was quite red. Oddi lies on a marked knoll or slope, above a great stretch of boggy land through which Eastern Rangriver winds; the hills under Three-corner, and the long stretch of Fleetlithe gradually leading into the terrible gorges of the ice-mountains, girdle in these grey-green flats: it is a noteworthy place historically, for in fact the men who died here or hereabout still live in people’s minds as the writers of most of the great stories and both the Eddas: I don’t know if they actually wrote them; it was a mere guess (or tradition perhaps) of the seventeenth century that Saemund the Learned collected the poetic Edda: but at any rate these three men, who all lived here at one time or another of their lives, Saemund, Ari, and Snorri Sturluson, must certainly have been the great guardians of the body of Icelandic lore.” Thence the next day they reached Bergthorsknoll, the home of Njal. Here Morris made one of his few and unsuccessful attempts to sketch. It was a thing he could not do. The sketch-book was soon put up again and the scene photographed in words instead.

“Pastures thick with a bright blue gentian, and other flowers (principally white clover) more familiar to me: I turned back once or twice to fix the place in my memory; and here I will recapitulate and tell what Bergthorsknoll looks like to-day, so as to have the matter off my conscience:

“Three mounds something the shape of limpets rising from a bright green home-mead with a smooth turf wall all round it, but divided by a lane river-ward of the stead, which is pitched on the middle mound; a wide shallow ‘white’ river with black sands sweeping in a curve by the last of the mounds, with a strip of smooth and flowery turf running along its banks: marshy land all round about, for the rest, all channelled with innumerable ruts, getting greyer and greyer in the distance, till on the south side it meets the sea, from which rise the castle-like rocks of the Westman Isles, and on the north is stopped by the long line of the Lithe, above which the mass of Three-corner shows: westward the great plain seems limitless, but eastward it is soon stopped by the great wall which is the outwork of Eyjafell, dark grey rocks rising without intermediate slopes straight out of the plain, and with the ice-mountains at last rising above them.”

From Bergthorsknoll they crossed to Lithend, where the site of Gunnar’s hall is shown on a space flattened out of the hillside near the present house; and went up the terrible valley down which the Markfleet comes roaring from the glaciers.

“Past this the cliffs were much higher, and most unimaginably strange: they overhung in some places much more than seemed possible; they had caves in them just like the hell-mouths in thirteenth-century illuminations; or great straight pillars were rent from them with quite flat tops of grass and a sheep or two feeding on it, however the devil they got there: two or three tail-ends of glacier too dribbled over them hereabouts, and we turned out of our way to go up to one: it seemed to fill up a kind of cleft in the rock wall, which indeed I suppose it had broken down; one could see its spiky white waves against the blue sky as we came up to it. We dismounted and scrambled about it: its great blocks cleft into dismal caves, half blocked up with the sand and dirt it had ground up, and dribbling wretched white streams into the plain below: a cold wind blew over it in the midst of the hot day, and (apart from my having nearly broken my neck on it) I was right glad to be in the saddle again. The great mountain-wall which closes up the valley with its jagged outlying teeth was right before us: often the wall would be cleft, and you would see a horrible winding street, with stupendous straight rocks for houses on either side: the bottom of the cleft quite level, but with a white glacier stream running out of it, and the whole blocked up at the end by the straight line of the master-mountain. Jón told us how he had gone down this valley in the winter with the snow covering either hillside, and the moon at its brightest; of sheep-gatherings he had been at, where every individual sheep has to be carried on horseback over the fords; of expeditions he had made for the fun of the thing up into the pathless wastes about here; and finally, as we crossed one of the streams that run into Markfleet, he told us the timely and cheerful story of how, riding in the autumn-tide with a party down this valley, they coming to this stream concluded it to be fordless, but nevertheless one of the rashest cried out that he would not be stopped, dashed into the water, where his horse was immediately swept off his legs down stream, and the last they saw of the man was him clutching with both arms round the horse’s neck, in which position the bodies of both horse and man were found thrown ashore lower down.”

On the way back to Lithend they passed a stead where “the bonder, who was very deep in old lore, was flatteringly anxious to see me. He was a grave, black-bearded, intelligent-looking carle of about fifty, and soon he got discussing with Magnússon and Jón minute probabilities of time and place in the Njala, pretty much as if the thing had happened twenty years ago: from that he got to lamenting the wasteful cutting of the woods in that country-side: as we departed I made a bad shot at the saddle trying to mount, more Icelandico, on the wrong side, and measured my length on the turf: the bonder, without the ghost of a smile on his face, hoped I wasn’t hurt, and only expressed his feelings by saying to Magnússon, ‘The Skald is not quite used to riding then.’”

From Lithend the party made northward to the Geysirs, “the place,” Morris writes indignantly, “which has made Iceland famous to Mangnall’s Questions and the rest, who have never heard the names of Sigurd and Brynhild, of Njal, or Gunnar, or Grettir, or Gisli, or Gudrun: not mentioned in any Icelandic writing before the eighteenth century.” He did not regain his temper till they were left behind. “The turf is the only nasty bit of camping-ground we have had yet,” he notes: “all bestrewn too with feathers and wings of birds, polished mutton-bones, and above all, pieces of paper. And — must I say it? — the place seemed all too near to that possible column of scalding water I had heard so much of: understand, I was quite ready to break my neck in my quality of pilgrim to the holy places of Iceland: to be drowned in Markfleet, or squelched in climbing up Drangey, seemed to come quite in the day’s work: but to wake up boiled while one was acting the part of accomplice to Mangnall’s Questions was too disgusting.” To these comments, however, Mr. Evans adds another, giving a feeling inspired by this strange place which Morris was loth to confess, though he admits to the terror suggested by the boiling mud and quivering earth.

“Near our camp,” he tells me, “there were several deep holes of beautiful still, blue, boiling water: it was in these holes we boiled our fish and fetched our hot water: but after we had each been several times, Morris on returning from one of these expeditions said it was so uncanny he could not go again.”

They had to stay four days there, however, partly from stress of weather and partly because Faulkner was very unwell. On the 29th of July, on a bright cold morning, they started again northward through the wilderness towards Waterdale and the firths of the North Sea. Six cold days of rain and bitter wind among the “horrible black mountains of the waste,” including an exploration of the great cave of Surts-hellir, impressed Morris’ imagination with a sense of the terror of the land which never quite left him, and which reappears vividly in his descriptions of the mountain journeys in “The Glittering Plain” and “The Well at the World’s End.” Their route led over the Erne-water-heath, a dismal highland of bogs and pools on the watershed between the northern and western seas, where Grettir lived so long an outlaw; past Erne-water, where he slew Thorir Red-Beard, “a most mournful desolate-looking place with no signs of life as we rode up but for a swan that rose trumpeting from the lakeside”; and so down at last into Waterdale. The original plan had been to get further north and see Drangey, where Grettir lived strangely for the last three years of his life, and where he died at last in the great fight of the two against the eighteen. But time was running short, and this part of the journey had to be given up; they turned westwards, and crossed the ridges into Midfirthdale, where Bjarg, Grettir’s birthplace, stands by its castellated rocks; then on to Thorodstead in Ramfirth, and so round the end of the long sea-inlet and over the pass into Laxdale. On Sunday afternoon, the 6th of August, they rode into Herdholt.

“The little house that stands over so many stories of the old days is rather new and trim, but picturesque enough; three long gabled aisles, the turf sides of which are laid herring-bone fashion, and there are elaborate dogvanes on the gables. From the door of it one looks down on to the flats about the river, rising gradually into the slopes of the great bounding hill, where among long straight lines of the grey stone banks that old ice-waves have striped the hillside with, parallel to the main lines of the valley, and sad dull yellow-green bogs, lie two emerald green patches, the tuns of two steads; one of them Hauskuld-stead, the parent house of Herdholt. The hill above all this gradually slopes down to Hwammfirth, and above its lower end show two strange-shaped mountains, like a church roof with a turret at the end of it: the spurs of these again run down into the firth, leaving a space of low hills and boggy plain by the water-side: but beyond, and bounding all to the south-west, lies that sea of peaked mountains that are all about Holyfell. The actual waters of Hwammfirth are hidden from sight here because of the shoulder of the spur on which we are, the higher part of which also hides the mountains to the north. Evans and Faulkner went off to pitch the tent, while I spent my time alone in trying to regain my spirits, which had suddenly fallen very low almost ever since we came into Laxdale. Just think, though, what a mournful place this is — Iceland, I mean — setting aside the pleasure of one’s animal life there, the fresh air, the riding and rough life, and feeling of adventure; — how every place and name marks the death of its short-lived eagerness and glory: and withal so little is the life changed in some ways: Olaf Peacock went about summer and winter after his live-stock, and saw to his hay-making and fishing, just as this little peak-nosed parson does; setting aside the coffee and brandy, his victuals under his hall’ marked with famous stories’ were just the same the little parson in his ten foot square parlour eats: I don’t doubt the house stands on the old ground. — But Lord! what littleness and helplessness has taken the place of the old passion and violence that had place here once — and all is unforgotten; so that one has no power to pass it by unnoticed: yet that must be something of a reward for the old life of the land, and I don’t think their life now is more unworthy than most people’s elsewhere, and they are happy enough by seeming — yet it is an awful place: set aside the hope that the unseen sea gives you here, and the strange threatening change of the blue spiky mountains beyond the firth, and the rest seems emptiness and nothing else: a piece of turf under your feet, and the sky overhead, that’s all: whatever solace your life is to have here must come out of yourself or these old stories, not over hopeful themselves. Something of all this I thought; and besides our heads were now fairly turned homeward, and now and again a few times I felt homesick — I hope I may be forgiven. Also there was that ceaseless wind all day: but now towards night it was grown calmer, and was still very bright, and the day ended with a beautiful and strange sunset; not violent red in the west, but the whole sky suffused with it over light green and grey, with a few bars of bright white clouds dragging over it, and some big dusky rain-clouds low down among the Broadfirth mountains: I stood and watched it changing, till that and rest from the wind, I suppose, made me contented again.”

Here the travellers stayed three days, Evans fishing in the Laxá and Morris saturating himself with the traditions in which this region is so rich; Herdholt and Bathstead; Hwamm, the home, in the days of the early settlers, of Queen Aud the Deep-minded, and in after times the birthplace of Snorri Sturluson; and the “dreadful lonely dale” where Kiartan was beset by Gudrun’s brothers, and Bolli struck the dolorous stroke.

This was the furthest point of the journey; and hence the party skirted round the peninsula of Snaefellsness to get back into the Southland without again traversing the wilderness. At Stykkisholm, on Broadfirth, they found a Danish brigantine, the “Holger,” in the bay, on her way from Icefirth to Liverpool. The captain offered to take letters, and Morris had time to send a hasty note home.

“There has been but little roughing it,” he wrote, “and I find sleeping in a tent very comfortable even when the weather is very cold. The weather has been cold, and rather broken till the last few days; last Thursday week we had a very bad day riding over the wilderness in the teeth of a tremendous storm of snow, rain, and wind. You’ve no idea what a good stew I can make, or how well I can fry bacon under difficulties. I have seen many marvels and some terrible pieces of country; slept in the home-field of Njal’s house, and Gunnar’s, and at Herdholt: I have seen Bjarg, and Bathstead, and the place where Bolli was killed, and am now a half-hour’s ride from where Gudrun died. I was there yesterday, and from its door you see a great sea of terrible inky mountains tossing about; there has been a most wonderful sunset this evening that turned them golden though. The firth we look on here is full of little islands that breed innumerable eider-ducks, and a firth we crossed yesterday was full of swans. Give dear love to the little ones, and tell them I am going to try to bring them my pretty grey pony home; but if I don’t they must not be disappointed, for there may be difficulties, or he may not turn out well. His name is Falcon, and when he is in good condition he ambles beautifully, fast and deliciously soft; he is about thirteen hands high. I wish you could see us to understand how jolly it is when we have got a good piece of road and the whole train of twenty-eight horses is going a good round trot, the tin cups tinkling, and the boxes rattling. Good-bye, my dear, I have so often thought of the sweet fresh garden at Kelmscott, and you and the little ones in it, and wished you happy.”

Poor Falcon’s hoofs went wrong after this; he came lame into Reykjavik, and had to be sold there instead of being brought back to England. The fleet of swans on Hwammfirth was one of the most strikingly beautiful sights that the travellers saw. Mr. Evans gives an interesting reminiscence of the occasion. “Every little tarn we passed,” he says, “was occupied by a pair of wild swans, where they scatter to breed; but the first fiord we reached on the north coast was filled with hundreds, and they looked such splendid marks shining in the sun that I said how I wished I had a rifle, which brought down on me the most severe reproof from Morris: he called me a British officer,” — Mr. Evans held a commission in the Dorset Yeomanry— “which was his most severe term of contempt.”

The journey round the peninsula is a long one, lying now along the shore and now over necks of land from firth to firth. On one of the long peninsulas thus formed, but now out of practicable reach in the time at their disposal, is Ere, the centre of the story of the Eyrbyggja Saga, which had been the first book translated by Morris from the Icelandic. In the beautiful manuscript of his translation, which he had executed in the previous April, he had written some verses which express with great simplicity and sincerity the effect on him of the Icelandic literature, and the feeling of his own kinship as a tale-teller with the authors of the Sagas. Perhaps he never elsewhere set forth so fully what the meaning of poetry was to him; a help in the darkness until the new day should come, not for one person or another, but for all the world.

 

Lo here an ancient chronicle

Recording matters that befell

A folk, whose life and death and pain

Might touch the great world’s loss and gain

Full little: yet such might had they

They could not wholly pass away:

From mouth to mouth they sent a tale,

That yet for something may avail;

For midst them all a man they wrought,

Who all these words together brought,

Made shadows breathe, quickened the dead,

And knew what silent mouths once said,

Till with the life his life might give

These lived again, and yet shall live.

Where art thou, O thou nameless one?

And dost thou laugh to look upon

My eagerness thy tale to read

Midst such changed hope and fear and need?

Or somewhere near me dost thou stand,

And through the dark reach out thine hand?

Yea, are we friends? Draw nigher then,

Thou tale-teller of vanished men,

For we are of one company

To link the dull years straggling by,

Their lonely hopes and griefs grown cold,

Into a chain of tear-washed gold

That yet shall cling about the Earth

In dawning of her second birth.

Tale-teller, who ‘twixt fire and snow

Had heart to turn about and show

With faint half-smile things great and small

That in thy fearful land did fall,

Thou and thy brethren sure did gain

That thing for which I long in vain,

The spell, whereby the mist of fear

Was melted, and your ears might hear

Earth’s voices as they are indeed.

Well, ye have helped me at my need.

 

It was not till a week later that the travellers reached Grettir’s lair on the Fairwood-fells, “such a savage and dreadful place that it gave quite a new turn in my mind to the whole story, and transfigured Grettir into an awful and monstrous being, like one of the early giants of the world.” On the 22nd of August they crossed White-water, and after a day’s rest at Reykholt, where Snorri Sturluson lived and died, set forth for Thingvalla, the last goal of their pilgrimage.

“The wind dropped and a long strip of blue-green opened in the south-west, and widened and turned bluer and let the sun out. It is exciting to us to see the indigo-coloured peaks whose shapes we know rising up one after another over the dull heath: and soon we note the ragged screen of rocks before Ball-Jokul, and that other range that runs south from Skjaldbreid, and the whole tumbled sea of peaks that rise between us and the plain of Thingvellir.

“The heath bettered as we rode on, and we got to riding into little valleys now, boggy or sandy at bottom (oftenest the latter), but with the banks about them grown over with heath-berries, sweet grass and flowers, much as it was with our old encampment at Brunnar; at last these open out before us into a wider plain, and we can see Skjaldbreid clear to his feet, and the grey lava we journeyed over that other day, and the aforesaid toothed screen of mountains, ending in a gap through which show mountains a long way off, bright and intense blue under the now bright sunny sky; on the other side of this gap rises a lumpier range gradually drawing toward us, which is Armansfell: and through this gap lies our way to Thingvellir. We are now come to our old camping stead of Brunnar, and there we bait, not at our encampment on the hillside, but on the grass meadow about the pools: we rest about an hour and then set forward, I greatly excited by the warm day and the thought of the Thingmeads before us. Then passing by our old camp, we follow up a willowy stream that runs under bents edging a sandy plain somewhat willow-grown also, with Skjaldbreid ever on our left, looking no otherwise than when we saw it weeks ago from the east side of it, for in short it is quite round. Then over a neck of shale and rock called Trollahals (Troll’s-neck) into a great wide sandy valley, going utterly waste up to the feet of Skjaldbreid, and with a small stream running through it. We are now turning round Skjaldbreid, and can see on his south-west flank two small hills lying that are perfect pyramids to look at from here. We are drawing near to the spurs of Armansfell now, and the wide plain narrows as a hill on our left shuts out the view of Skjaldbreid, and then we are in a great round valley of dark brown sand, as flat as a table and almost without a pebble on it: the shoulder of Armansfell, the haunt of the Land-spirits, rises on the south-west of the valley; and in that corner is a small tarn, for in fact in the wetter times of the year the whole valley is a lake except these slopes on which we are riding now. The valley, open at the side we rode into it, is quite shut in everywhere else, but at the east corner the hills sink into a low neck, which we make for, and scaling it, are in a pass with shaly sides scantily grass-grown here and there. My heart beats, so please you, as we near the brow of the pass, and all the infinite wonder, which came upon me when I came up on to the deck of the ‘Diana’ to see Iceland for the first time, comes on me again now; for this is the heart of Iceland that we are going to see: nor was the reality of the sight unworthy. The pass showed long and winding from the brow, with jagged dark hills showing over the nearer banks of it as you went on, and betwixt them was an open space, with a great unseen but imagined plain between you and the great lake, that you saw glittering far away under huge peaked hills of bright blue, with grey-green sky above them, Hengill the highest of them, from the hot springs on whose flank rose into the air a wavering column of snow-white steam.

“Down through the pass now, which gets so steep that we have to dismount, and so narrow that its sides hide the distant view as we get lower; till where the pass, still narrow, widens into Joraskörd, so called after a witch-wife of ancient times, we can see the great grey plain before us, though the nearer mountains now hide the Hengill and those others beyond the lake: now as we get toward the mouth of the pass there rises on our left a little peaked hill, called the Maiden’s Seat, because the other side of it looks into the meadows of Hofmanna-fliot (Chieftain’s-flat), where the men returning from the Althing used to hold games, the women looking on from the hill aforesaid: the pass comes out presently on to grass and bush-grown banks above the meadow, which lies perfectly flat and green under grey cliffs on the other side, which fall away, as they sweep round to us, into grass-grown slopes: westward it opens into the great plain, which is hidden from us again by the slopes on our right: it was a beautiful and historical-looking place.

“We were now fairly in the plain of the Thingmeads; the great round mass of Armansfell, scooped here and there into shallow dales (dal-verpi, dale-warps), with a bunch of snow lying on them in places, is the north boundary of it; and opposite to that, on the other side of the now unseen lake, is the noble Hengill and its flanking mountain: these two change no more for us, but on the south-east we have at first a ragged toothed wall of clinker running down from the flank of Skjaldbreid, which falls after a while into a gap through which pours the great sea of lava down the slowly sloping side of Skjaldbreid: as we ride along (over the lava now), we come opposite to a flat-topped hill some way down the lava-stream, and just below it opens a huge black chasm, that runs straight away south toward the lake, a great double-walled dyke, but with its walls tumbled and ruined a good deal in places: the hill is the Raven-burg, and the chasm the Raven-rift. But as we turn west we can see, a long way off across the grey plain, a straight black line running from the foot of Armansfell right into the lake, which we can again see hence, and some way up from the lake a white line cuts the black one across. The black and the white line are the Great Rift (Almanna-Gjá) and Axewater tumbling over it. Once again that thin thread of insight and imagination, which comes so seldom to us, and is such a joy when it comes, did not fail me at this first sight of the greatest marvel and most storied place of Iceland.

“When we first came into the plain it was on the edge of the lava, sandy but grown over with willow and grass; we are on pure lava now, which is also far from barren, being much grown about with grass and willow, but chiefly birch; everywhere, however, the bare molten rock shows in places, never tossed up in waves, but always curdled like the cooling fire-stream it once was, and often these strands or curdles are twisted regularly like a rope. Over this lava-plain we rode to a little stead called Hraun-tún that lay on a low mound of soft grass, with a few great boulders scattered about it, rising like an island from the much-riven lava-sea; there we struck the regular road from the south-east to Thingvellir, and hastened along it at about eight o’clock on the loveliest and clearest of evenings. On our way we crossed by a narrow bridge-like rock over a terrible chasm, deep, straight-sided, and with water at the bottom, into a little sunken plain nearly round, all grass-grown and smooth and flat, round which the lava has run without breaking into it: a small stream follows the inside of the lava wave nearly all round this strange place, and through its opening we ride into the lava again; over a wave-top and into the trough of it, as it seems, and then on to another wave — and lo, there we are on the lower side of the Great Rift, a grass-grown, shrub-grown slope, with a huge wall of grey rock rising on the other side of the chasm, as perpendicularly as though the plummet had ruled it. It was getting dusk when we got there, and we had hit the Rift rather high up, so we rode straight down toward the lake along the Rift-side, the great wall with a fantastic coping of clinker ever on our right, till we saw, at the end of a bight of the lake, an undulating bright green tun with a church and stead on their little mounds, and between us and them a flat green plain with Axewater winding about it most sweetly, till, straightening itself on the Rift-ward side of the stead, it ran straight for the lake, widening as it went.

“We got leave to encamp on the tun down by the side of Axewater, and soon had our tents up on a beautiful piece of mossy turf close to the water’s edge, almost under the shadow of the Great Rift, whose wonderful cliff rose into the moonlit sky a few rods on the other side of the river, and was all populous with ravens that kept crying out and croaking long after we were settled there.”

The next day, “a most beautiful morning, warm and soft like a fine day of latter May in England,” he visited the famous Hill of Laws. “A deep rift in the lava splits into two arms having a little island in the midst, bridged by a narrow space on which two men could barely stand abreast. When you are in the island it widens and slopes upward higher and higher, till at last, where the two arms of the rift meet, there is a considerable cliff above the dark dreadful-looking rift and its cold waters: a dozen yards from this is a little mound rising from the surface of the island, which, if the Hill of Laws is the heart of Iceland, is the heart of the Hill of Laws, for here stood the Speaker at Law, and every year gave forth the law: the whole island is not a large church for the ceremony; it might hold some five hundred men close-packed; but surely ’tis one of the most dramatic spots in all Iceland, and Grim Goatshoe, who picked it out for the seat of the Althing (he had a penny for his pains from every householder of Iceland), must have been a man of poetic insight. It is a good deal raised above the level of the Valley of Axewater; the rift all round it is deep and wide, I should say sixteen feet wide at the narrowest, where you can see, many, many feet below, the rocks all blue and purple through the clearest water in the world; this is the place that they call Flosi’s Leap; for the tradition (not the Njala Saga) says that Flosi the Burner leapt across it to join his men who were drawn up outside the Berg: and they say he was in all his arms when he leapt. The Hill of Laws is all covered with sweet deep grass, and the heath-berries grow all down the sides of its rift. As you stand here you look, as I said, across the grassy valley through which Axewater, having tumbled over the sheer height of the upper wall of the Great Rift, and cleft the lower wall through, wanders serpentine, making little sandy or grassy islets as it goes; the most obvious of which, a mere patch of turf, nearly level with the river, but in the very midst of the plain, is called the Battle-Holm, because there the judicial combats were held.

“You must suppose that only the Lawman and some of the chiefs, with the jurors of the courts, had their place on the Hill of Laws; the main body of the people were on the other side of the water-filled rift, which in fact made the Hill of Laws a fortress easily defensible in those days so lacking in good shot-weapons. Across the plain of Axewater, on the first slopes of the lower wall of the Great Rift, were set up the booths of the different districts, going all down the Rift-side right to the lake: just opposite where the stead now stands is a breach in this lower wall, through which runs the Reykjavik road; and the slope on the lakeward side of this is known as the site of the booth of Snorri the Priest, whereby he stood with his men in this very gap in the Rift-wall at the Battle of the Althing, prepared to help the winners moderately, and make peace if he could do so to his own advantage.

“Just in the very midst of the Hill of Laws rises a low mound regular in shape, and still having on it signs of the concentric rows of seats on which the jurors of the court sat.

“You must not forget, when thinking of all this, that the huge wall of the Great Rift does verily bar the whole plain from the slopes of Armansfell to the lake; so that no ordinary man could scale it except in that one place by Snorri’s booth aforesaid: and the long line of it cuts clean against the sky with never a mountain rising over it till Armansfell thrusts up a broad shoulder at the further end.”

The travels now were ended: nothing remained but the day’s ride back into Reykjavik, and so home. Two days, clear and golden-soft, were spent at Thingvalla: then the weather broke in the night, and they struck their last camp and rode off in a downpour of driving rain.

“At last we came, with a great jump in my heart, to the sea, and riding past a creek or two, could see a long way off the beacon on the hill above Reykjavik, and very dimly the harbour and ships lying there; then we turned from the sea a little, and presently our road ran into the one that led to Bolavellir, our first camp in Iceland; thence away the road was almost like a road in England, and we swung along a great pace, keeping quite close together, the horses knowing well that they were coming near their journey’s end. There we were past the beacon, and into the little town; and I, heeding not other people, galloped my best to Mistress Maria’s house, jumping off my horse (Mouse, to wit) just six weeks to the minute since I had mounted him before, by the paling of the queer little weedy-looking garden before the black, white-windowed cottage that I have seen in night-dreams and day-dreams so often since. Well, Miss Sæmundson, who met me presently, told me that there were no letters for me there, so off I galloped for the post-office. Why doesn’t one drop down, or faint, or do something of that sort when it comes to the uttermost in such matters? I walked in quite coolly in appearance and gave Mr. Finsen my name scribbled big on a piece of paper; be shuffled the letters and gave me eleven: I opened one from Ellis there and then, thinking that from him I should hear any bad news in the simplest form: though indeed the eleven letters at first glance did somewhat cure my terror, for there was no one dead at least.

“So home I went soberly to another lodging than last time, and thence, after reading my letters, with not more than the usual amount of disappointment and wondering at people’s calmness I suppose, to Mrs. Maria’s house again, where was dinner and the courtly old carle Sir Henry Holland, whose age (eighty-four) I thought was the most interesting thing about him. I was rather low after all, and cowed by the company, and a sense of stiffness after our joyous rough life just ended.”

The “Diana” came in that night, and after three days at Reykjavik in the wind and wet, busy with selling the horses and seeing the museum and dining with the Governor, they sailed for home on the last day of August. As on the outward voyage, the “Diana” put in at Bernfirth for a few hours. “At noon the signal gun was fired, and we were off presently, the pilot’s boat towed alongside of us; I watched it going through the water, cold green under the shadow of our sides: the pilot’s son sat in the stern, a tall, handsome-looking youth of about eighteen, wide-faced, grey-eyed, and open-eyed,’ the very type of a northern youth, as he sat looking dreamily out to sea: his father went over the side into the boat presently, and they cast off, and soon even the shadows of the rocks faded into the mist, and I had seen the last of Iceland.” The voyage back was uneventful. In the evening of the 6th of September, a soft warm grey day, the “Diana “ came along the pier at Granton in time for Morris to catch the night mail for London. “I was curious to see,” he writes on the last page of his diary, “what effect the trees would have on me when day dawned, but they did not have much. I thought the houses and horses looked so disproportionately big for the landscape that it all looked like a scene at a theatre.”

“think I should have plenty to tell you of my travels if I saw you,” he writes to Mrs. Baldwin a few days after his return, “but I am the worst of letter writers; besides I made a sort of journal which I intend writing out, perhaps may manage to do so to part of it in time to send Georgie while she is staying with you, and then you can read it if you care to; anyhow you shall see it when it is done if you like, though I believe it will be but a poor specimen of its class. Moreover, I confess to a dread of setting to work on it: it is true that the journey was altogether successful, and that I think I have gained in many ways by it; but it seems such a long way off now, and there is a bit of one’s life gone; and the world so much the narrower to me because of it: and when I look over it I am afraid of having to grin sourly at this bit of enthusiasm, and be puzzled at that bit of high spirits; and note here how I refused to acknowledge a disappointment, and there how I pretended not to be weary — and in short — all the rest of it; something in its way like looking at a drawerful of old letters — if anybody ever did venture on such a bold act, which I doubt.

“I rather miss the mountains, I must say, which is not what I expected, for I use to consider myself a hater of them: to-day I had to go out on business to a place near Wimbledon, and there was what people called a pretty view there, and I thought how dull it looked, and that after all people were right to build villas and plant red geraniums about it: my own little old house by Lechlade though is sweet and innocent enough, and though it has a sadness about it, which is not gloom but the melancholy born of beauty I suppose, it is very stimulating to the imagination. I am going down there on Saturday, where I expect to enjoy making the acquaintance again of the little pony that carried me in my six weeks’ ride, the bravest and best tempered of little beasts: you should have seen him picking his way in one of those dismal bogs, where if you sneeze, the earth, or rather the roots of the grass, trembles violently: they say, however, that the Icelandic ponies get lazy among the fat pastures and soft air of England — small blame to them.”

He had already been down to Kelmscott, where his family, with Rossetti, had been living during his Iceland voyage. On the 23rd of September he went there again, stopping on the way at Oxford to buy a boat for the new house, and driving over from Oxford up the beautiful autumnal Thames valley. Early in October the long summer came at last to an end. Mouse, the pony, was left at Kelmscott, where he grew fat and lazy, and was much loved by the children. The little biography which one of them gives me, five and twenty years after, makes a pretty picture of that peaceful home.

“He was gentle and quiet, though not without slyness: for I remember there was one gate-post against which, when I went out for a ride, he used often to try to rub me off his broad back. I’m ashamed for my horsemanship to think how often the rogue had his way. Father used to ride him about the country a good bit at first. Then I jogged about with him, and he used to be put to a little basket-carriage, and go meandering along in a meditative way. He got enormously fat on our coarse thick plentiful English grass, with little to do; and I used to imagine him lonely, and yearning for the fun and clatter and hardships of his Iceland life among his friends, as he stood there with his head stretched forward looking intensely meditative. One day, when the hunt passed through our home-meadows, the excitement of horses and hounds was too much for the lonely philosopher: he threw up his head and, fat as he was, bundled over a hedge and factually followed the hounds a good way. I missed the gentle funny little animal much when he died.”






  








CHAPTER IX. LOVE IS ENOUGH: PERIOD OF ILLUMINATIONS: DISSOLUTION OF THE FIRM. 1871–1874
 

As soon as he returned to England, Morris resumed the work of illuminating which had already for about a year been one of the main occupations of his leisure, and which for between three and four years more held a foremost place in his interest. During these years he produced a number of books, some completed and others not, in very various styles and all of remarkable beauty. His earliest experiments in the art of illumination, made fourteen or fifteen years before, had been already remarkable not only for an all but complete mastery of colour, but for the genius with which they reproduced the tone and spirit of the earlier mediæval work, as he had studied it first in the painted books of the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries at the Bodleian Library, and afterwards in those at the British Museum. But they were full of technical defects in drawing; and their deficiency was most marked in the drawing of the letters of the text which is commonly known by the name of handwriting. Morris’ own handwriting had been then, and for years afterwards continued to be, decidedly bad: while not illegible, it was slovenly, and had neither beauty nor distinction. When he took up the art of illumination in 1870, he began to study handwriting as a fine art. By practice he soon mastered it; and the texts of his painted books show a steady advance in skill of execution. The reaction on his own cursive hand was marked and immediate. The beautiful handwriting familiar to his friends for the last five and twenty years was directly due to his study and practice of the art in the period of his work as an illuminator. In the decoration of his painted books — as in everything which had to do with pattern and colour — there is also an advance in splendour of colouring and breadth of design, but the earliest are in their simpler treatment as faultless as the latest: the art of decoration seems to have been born in him and to come from his hands full-grown.

The “Book of Verses,” a selection of his own lyrical poems, completed on the 26th of August, 1870, and given by him to Mrs. Burne-Jones, is the first, and though not the finest, perhaps on the whole the most beautiful, of all his painted books. In this book he broke completely away from the mediæval method. That method reappears, transformed through his own original genius, in the colour and design of the great manuscript Virgil, in which his art both as scribe and as illuminator culminates. But here there is a modernness which owes nothing to any tradition: and a freshness, a direct appeal to first principles and instincts, which (as in the case of his earliest wall-papers) charms by its simplicity and fitness even more than the later and technically finer work. If, as has been sometimes thought possible, ornamented handwriting should again take its place among the popular arts, it is in the direction indicated by this beautiful volume that its most hopeful way would seem to lie.

The book is on paper, and consists of fifty-one pages. It was not wholly executed by his own hand. One of the pictures was painted by Burne-Jones, and the remainder, including a portrait-head of the author on the first page, by Mr. Fairfax Murray; and the painted letters were coloured by Mr. George Wardle, who also drew in part of the ornament from Morris’ designs. To produce a painted book in the full beauty of which it is capable, Morris considered that division of labour was advantageous: it was not likely that the scribe and the miniaturist would be found at their best in the same person, and here too, as in larger work, he found the excellence as well as the pleasure of art to lie in co-ordination of skilled workmen. Other books, however, were executed by him unaided. The next done after the “Book of Verses “ was a manuscript, also on paper, of his translation of the Eyrbyggja Saga; a folio of 239 pages, slightly ornamented and without pictures. This manuscript, with the single exception, carefully noted by him upon it, of the laying on of the gold leaf on three pages, which was done by one of the workmen at Queen Square, was wholly written and ornamented by his own hand. It was finished in April, 1871; and before it was finished, he had begun a new book on vellum with continuous and elaborate ornament. This was a copy of FitzGerald’s “Rubáiyát of Omar Khayyám.”

This manuscript, given by him to Mrs. Burne-Jones, may take rank, by its elaborate beauty, as one of his chief masterpieces. It was finished on the 16th of October, 1872, after being a year and a half in hand. On its tiny scale — twenty — three pages measuring six inches by three and a half — it is a volume of immense labour and exquisite workmanship. On eighteen of the pages the illumination is confined to a central space of less than three inches by two, with a title in gold above each. In that central space, alongside and between the verses, is a running ornament of flowers and fruits. On the other five pages the margins are completely filled with floriated design, among which are minute but beautifully drawn and coloured figures, the lower half of the last page being also filled by a design of two figures holding a scroll. The treatment of the fruit and flower work is an admirable adaptation of an almost Pre-Raphaelite naturalism to the methods and limits of ornamental design: the raspberries on page 14 and the honeysuckles on page 21 may be specially instanced as unsurpassable in their truth to nature and their decorative effect.

The fine lambskin vellum for this, as for his other manuscripts, he procured from Rome. The English lime-dressed vellum used for a few special copies of “Love is Enough “ had been found disagreeable in surface and almost useless for fine work. Owing to the continuous demand for vellum at the Vatican, the tradition of its proper manufacture had been preserved more fully at Rome than elsewhere. But sometimes the orders from the Vatican absorbed the whole annual output, and no skins were to be had. When the Kelmscott Press was started, a sufficient supply of Roman vellum could not be procured for it; and an English maker, after many unsuccessful trials, at last succeeded in producing sheets of a quality nearly equal to the Roman.

Before this Omar Khayyám was finished, he had begun another copy of the same poem for Burne-Jones on paper. This was executed more in the style of the “book of Verses,” but with somewhat more profuse ornament; and in it Burne-Jones himself painted six extraordinarily beautiful pictures, each in a different scheme of colour, and showing, although each is only slightly over four inches by two in size, his finest qualities of design and invention. The floral decoration which runs down the margins and between the verses is in pale colours, green, blue, yellow, pink, and crimson, with a preponderance of green. The initial letters of the lines are alternated in gold and colours, the page always beginning with a gold letter, and one colour being used down each page. The pictures are inclosed in gold frames, unburnished; and on the pages with pictures and those facing them the whole of the illumination is enriched with burnished gold throughout. This book was given by Burne-Jones to Miss Frances Graham (Mrs. J. F. Horner), and is now in her possession.

Immediately after his return from Iceland, Morris had also begun the composition of a new poem, with the origination and completion of which his work as an illuminator is intimately connected. “Morris has been here twice since his return,” Rossetti wrote to William Bell Scott from Kelmscott on the 2nd of October, “for a few days at first and just now for a week again. He is now back in London, and this place will be empty of all inmates by the end of this week, I think. Morris has set to work with a will on a sort of masque called ‘Love is Enough,’ which he means to print as a moderate quarto, with woodcuts by Ned Jones and borders by himself, some of which he has done really very beautifully. The poem is, I think, at a higher point of execution perhaps than anything that he has done, having a passionate lyric quality such as one found in his earliest work, and of course much more mature balance in carrying out. It will be a very fine work.”

The poem in its first form was finished by the beginning of winter, but it was afterwards very much altered. It gave him more real trouble than any other of his poems. “I have come down here for a fortnight,” he writes from Kelmscott on the 13th of February, 1872, “to see spring beginning, a sight I have seen little of for years, and am writing among the grey gables and rook-haunted trees, with a sense of the place being almost too beautiful to live in. I have been in trouble with my own work, which I couldn’t make to march for a long time; but I think I have now brought it out of the maze of re-writing and despondency, though it is not exactly finished.” For other reasons, to be mentioned presently, it was not published till the end of the year.

“Love is Enough “ is probably the least familiar to most readers of Morris’ longer poems; but apart from any question of purely poetical quality, it is in some technical respects much the most remarkable. It reconstitutes, under modern conditions, forms of later mediaeval poetry which had long fallen into disuse. The fluctuating contest between epic and romantic treatment which is visible in “The Earthly Paradise “ is here put aside; they are replaced by a dramatic form which combines qualities taken from both, but is itself of a quite distinct kind: a kind which was being gradually worked up to in England during the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, when the Renaissance burst in with a crash and produced the new world of the Elizabethans. The distinctively mediæval structure, with its carefully planned architectural arrangement, is resumed in a manner which dramatic poetry had abandoned for over three hundred years. In his use of receding planes of auction which yet do not lie in what might be called, by an easy metaphor from another art, any real aerial perspective, he approximates dramatic poetry to the manner of treatment of those late mediaeval tapestries, the finest of which were his ideal of decorative arrangement. The outer frame is given by the rustic lovers, Giles and Joan. Within this is a second plane, in which stand the Emperor and Empress. Within this again, in the central plane, is Love as the interpreter of the action, both inwards and outwards. On the fourth plane is the main action itself, the dramatic interlude of the Freeing of Pharamond: and on the last and inmost of all, subtilized out of any definite personality and charged with all the distilled emotion of the fourfold action, is “the Music,” the final and interpenetrating spirit of the whole work. The detailed structure of this multiplex arrangement is worked out with an extraordinary ingenuity and elegance. Morris’ best decorative designs have just such an ordered intricacy, such a free yet precisely adjusted pattern. Most notable of all is the instinctive art which keeps all these planes of action interlaced or interfused, so that the whole poem constitutes a single design. The problem was of the same kind as he had to face in designing for wall-papers or chintzes, that of so arranging the “repeat” that the pattern should flow continuously over the whole space to be filled and not fall asunder into patches. It is here further complicated by another condition, a fact of texture, as it would be called if the matter being dealt with were a textile fabric. To make the different planes of action distinct, each has its own metre. These metres are the short octosyllabic couplet, the heroic decasyllable, the alliterative unrhymed verse of the body of the play, and, for the “Music,” an exquisite invention of rhymed dactylics. The way in which they are interwoven is a masterpiece of metrical device. In the two scenes of the induction (to use the appropriate term of the Renaissance dramatists) the ground is laid of the whole metrical system of the poem; in the first scene by a single phrase of the Music; in the second by a full period of the Music and a single phrase of the alliterative dialogue-metre. Thereafter follows the play itself, in five scenes, with the Music at the end of each, and before and after each the interpretation, in stately heroic metre, given by Love before the dropped curtain. But in the fourth scene, by an ingenuity the most elaborately simple, the whole of the elements of the fivefold play are interlaced. The scene has passed like the other three; the Music has followed; and Love, clad as a pilgrim, has spoken before the curtain. But now, instead of a fresh scene following, the curtain rises again on the same scene; and Love goes on to the stage, drops the heroic verse in which he has hitherto spoken, and holds a dialogue with Pharamond in the alliterative play-metre: during which, the Music, hitherto only sung between the scenes, mingles with the play from without, growing nearer and nearer till, at its last cadence, Azalais enters. And at the end of this scene, the dialogue-metre, without a check, becomes, for two couplets, the rhymed dactylic metre of the Music, as though the lovers, in the exaltation of their meeting, had become for a moment one with the central harmony of things.

The architectural Instinct, the faculty of design in its highest form, which was the quality in which Morris’ unique strength lay, was never applied by him with more certain and delicate a touch. And the ingenuities of the metrical treatment in which this design is worked out are almost equally striking. The rhymed iambic verse, whether of eight or of ten syllables, was his old familiar medium; nor is it used here with greater skill than he had used it in “The Earthly Paradise,” though even here we may find subtle adaptations to the dramatic method. But the rhymed dactylics to which reference has been made — a metre at once one of the rarest, one of the most difficult, and if successfully used, one of the most hauntingly beautiful, which the English language uses — are a noble development of that single exquisite fragment, “Pray but One Prayer for Me,” which had been one of his very earliest achievements in poetry. And the alliterative metre which he invented, or re-invented, for the body of the play deserves a more serious notice.

The fact that the whole of English poetry, from the sixteenth century downwards, is written in metres of foreign origin, only naturalized in English through the long and difficult practice of centuries, is one which, however familiar to students of mediæval literature, is little realized beyond the circle of historians and scholars. As was the case in Latin literature for a period of about the same length, the foreign metres, after a time of struggle during which the native metre produced its finest achievements, conquered it and drove it completely below the surface. But, as was the case in Latin literature, the native metre not only had a deep influence on the special development of the imported metres, but retained an affinity to the stricture of the language which made it tend to reappear when the dominant metrical forms were exhausted from over-use. Here, at the present day, the parallel ceases. But if the argument from the Latin analogy were seriously pressed, it might be conjectured that the future forms of English poetry would be, not, indeed, the form of the mediaeval English alliterative metre, — for the English language, like the Latin, has developed too widely and changed too deeply in structure to revert to its Saturnians, — but forms essentially based on the same metrical principles. Of the experiments in this direction — still no more than tentative efforts amid the overwhelming predominance of the normal rhymed iambic metres— “Love is Enough “ is one of the first and the most successful.

It was not indeed from any such wide and general considerations that Morris was led to essay its use. He simply went by known facts. As he had followed the metres of Chaucer for his narrative poems, he followed the metres of the earliest English plays for this dramatic poem. In these he found the alliterative Middle English verse, freed from the rigid rules which had governed it up to the close of the fourteenth century, and adapted to the changed modulation of a language which had by that time dropped its weak vowel-endings; but at the same time cramped and slightly vulgarized by an attempt to add the foreign enrichment of rhyme. For this metre, he instinctively felt, rhyme was unsuited, unless where it was desired, for special occasions, to raise it by this additional ornament to a lyric tension. But rhyme was for the metre a purely artificial importation: the solution, then, was quite simple: do away with the rhymed endings, and there is left a verse as elastic and varied as the regular alliterative verse native to England, less difficult to write, and better adapted to modern vocabulary and intonation of speech. The experiment has remained an isolated one. He never repeated it himself; for his translation of “Beowulf,” a tour de force executed for a special object, keeps as closely as possible to the original metre of early English poetry, with its rigid metrical laws, and its mouldings (if a metaphor from architecture be allowed) axe-hewn, rather than undulating under the chisel. Nor did he succeed in reconstituting the fine and flexible Middle English metre as a practical form of verse for modern poetry. Morris himself felt that this new poem was both tentative and difficult, and its failure to make any impression on a large audience was received by him with perfect equanimity. It was a thing he had done to please himself, and he thought highly of it, but he did not expect it to please other people to anything like the same degree.

Once more the attempt to produce a volume in a beautifully decorated outward form had to be abandoned. He designed, and cut on wood, borders for the pages of what would have been a very beautiful small quarto.

In some copies these were to have been filled in with colours and gilding, so that it would have been another illuminated book, with the text printed, not written. Besides the borders, there were to have been pictures, to which the whole scheme of the book lends itself with special aptness. Some of the scenes are written, as it were, directly for illumination. In the first scene of the play, there is a series of ornate comparisons — Nimrod carved on the high-seat in the hall, Argo woven on the hangings of the guard-room, Mars painted in the window of the council-chamber-which are introduced with exactly the decorative effect of pictures within the great initial letters of a painted book. The transitions, too, from one part of the poem to another call out to be made through some reinforcement of either music or pictures.

“Love is Enough “ bears the marks of all the varied sources of romance from which its author had drawn in earlier work, perhaps with the affect of a structure too composite for easy apprehension. The story, at least in its main outline, the theme of a king who gives up his kingdom for love in the valley, is taken from the Mabinogion, and is in feeling intimately Celtic. The names of Pharamond and Azalais-Teutonic words made musical by the speech of Central or Southern France — carry the mind back to some dim Merovingian epoch in which the ox-wagons of Frankish kings rolled through the mountain gorges of Auvergne and the vineyards of Burgundy. The representation of the play before an Emperor and Empress brings it vaguely within the central current of European art towards the close of the Middle Ages: and touches of landscape here and there show that the author’s mind was still full of Iceland.

It was the last complete poem of any magnitude which Morris wrote for several years. For some time he had been feeling about for new methods of literary expression: after this poem was written he became once more absorbed in handicraft and the productions of his workshops or of his own unaided hand. Some months before, this feeling after new vehicles had led him to begin what is certainly the most singular of his writings, a novel of contemporary life. The story dealt with the love of two brothers for the same woman, and was evidently going to take a tragic turn. As far as the development of the story gives any indication, rather more than one-third of it had been written when it was abandoned. The fragment was swiftly written and never revised. But revision was, as has been already noted, at no time a thing much to his taste, or for which he had any aptitude. No further criticism need be passed on the fragment than what was said of it by Morris himself a year later. Mrs. Baldwin, to whom he had given sympathetic counsel in her own first efforts at narrative prose, had expressed a wish to see what he had done. He sent her the manuscript with the following letter :

 

“Queen Square,

“June 22nd, 1872.

“Dear Louie,

“Herewith I send by book-post my abortive novel: it is just a specimen of how not to do it, and there is no more to be said thereof: ’tis nothing but landscape and sentiment: which thing won’t do. Since you wish to read it, I am sorry ’tis such a rough copy, which roughness sufficiently indicates my impatience at having to deal with prose. The separate parcel, paged 1 to 6, was a desperate dash at the middle of the story to try to give it life when I felt it failing: it begins with the letter of the elder brother to the younger on getting his letter telling how he was going to bid for the girl in marriage. I found it in the envelope in which I had sent it to Georgie to see if she could give me any hope: she gave me none, and I have never looked at it since. So there ‘s an end of my novel-writing, I fancy, unless the world turns topsides under some day. Health and merry days to you, and believe me to be

“Your affectionate friend,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

Henceforth, but for a few lyrics, original or adapted from Icelandic and Danish ballads, his writing was confined to translation until he began his great epic of “Sigurd the Volsung.”

The workshops at Queen Square had been slowly encroaching on the living part of the house. The manager was continually appealing for more room to carry on the work, which was cramped as it was, and which Morris was always, almost without his will, extending in one direction or another by fresh inventions or experiments. “I am going with Janey to-morrow,” he writes on the 25th of November, “to look at a house in Hammersmith in Theresa Terrace: it is Mason the painter’s house, who died about a month ago. We must, it seems, turn out of this house next spring, for Wardle wants it all for the business.” Towards the end of 1872 the family removed from Queen Square. Morris himself kept two rooms for his own private use, and the rest of the house was turned over to the use of the firm, the drawing-room being made into a much-needed show-room, and the upper floors into additional workshops. The new house was not the Hammersmith one, but another not far from it, on the high road between Hammersmith and Turinham Green, in a rambling suburb of orchards and market-gardens, and with easy access to the Thames down Chiswick Lane. Before the building of the District Railway it was a pleasant, if somewhat remote, suburb. The house itself was very small, “a very good sort of house for one person to live in, or perhaps two,” as its mistress afterwards described it; but there was a large garden, and the quiet was complete. Here Morris lived for six years. The parting from Queen Square took place with little effusion of sentiment. Morris himself was too elated by the prospect of setting up a little dye-shop in the empty basement to care much about the abandonment of the house. It had never been more than a temporary home forced on him by disagreeable necessity.

On the 23rd of January, 1873, he writes, “We have cleared out of Queen Square as far as our domesticity is concerned: I keep my study and little bedroom here, and I daresay, as time goes on, I shall live here a good deal: for the rest, we have taken a little house on the Turnham Green road, about twenty minutes’ walk from the Hammersmith Station; and otherwise easy to get at because of the omnibuses: it is a very little house with a pretty garden, and I think will suit Janey and the children: it is some half-hour’s walk from the Grange, which makes it quite a little way for me; on the other hand, I can always see any one I want at Queen Square quite safe from interruption, so in all ways it seems an advantage — does it not? Withal I never have had any sentiment of affection for this house, though so much has happened to me while I have lived here. I have always felt myself like nothing but a lodger here. Nevertheless, there is something profoundly dismal about the empty rooms here that strikes a chill on one.”

“I am going to have the little ones home,” he writes the following day, “to Turnham Green to-day; ’tis a month since I have seen them. Jenny is twelve years old now: bless us, how old I’m getting. Except the work for the firm, in which I am rather busy, I am doing nothing now but translations: I should be glad to have some poem on hand, but it’s no use trying to force the thing; and though the translating lacks the hope and fear that makes writing original things so absorbing, yet at any rate it is amusing and in places even exciting.”

The following letter was written a few days later to Mrs. Coronio, who was then living at Athens. The friendship between her and Morris was affectionate and unbroken through life.

 

“26, Queen Square,

“Feb. 11th, 1873.

“My dear Aglaia,

“You see our letters crossed: and I’m glad I wrote to excuse myself before I got your letter taking me to task. I am in much better condition now than I was when I wrote last: I suppose the change has done me good: we are quite settled in our new house, and I find it very pleasant: my own room is particularly cheerful and pretty, and I can work in it with a much better heart than in the dingy room at Queen Square. I go most days to the Square though, and come back when I feel inclined, or not at all when I feel inclined: all this involves a good deal of walking, which, no doubt, is good for me: it seems quite a ridiculously little way to the Grange now, after the long way it used to be. Last Sunday, Ned came to breakfast with me, and we had a pleasant hour or two. I am very hard at work at one thing or another; firm’s work for one thing. I should very much like to make the business quite a success, and it can’t be, unless I work at it myself. I must say, though I don’t call myself money-greedy, a smash on that side would be a terrible nuisance; I have so many serious troubles, pleasures, hopes and fears, that I have not time on my hands to be ruined and get really poor: above all things it would destroy my freedom of work, which is a dear delight to me. My translations go on apace, but I am doing nothing original: it can’t be helped, though sometimes I begin to fear I am losing my invention. You know I very much wish not to fall off in imagination and enthusiasm as I grow older: there have been men who, once upon a time, have done things good or noteworthy, who have got worse with time and have outlived their power; I don’t like that at all. On the other hand, all great men that have not died young have done some of their best work when they were getting quite old. However, it won’t do to force oneself about it, and I certainly enjoy some of the work I do very much, and one of these days my Heimskringla will be an important work.

“Iceland gapes for me still this summer: I grudge very much being away from the two or three people I care for so long as I must be, but if I can only get away in some sort of hope and heart I know it will be the making of me. I am very much disappointed that you are not coming back before: I quite looked for you this month.

“Yes, truly, letters are very unsatisfactory; they would do very well if one could write them at our best times; but continually one has to sit down to them dull and cold and worried, with the thoughts all slipping away from us, till the sheet is filled up with trivialities — as this will be I fear — only there is something about the look of the writing of anyone one is fond of, that is familiar and dear and saves one from utter disappointment, and one feels that the stiff awkward sentences all about nothing or little have still something of a soul in them. Think what an excitement that day was for me when I got letters after eight weeks in the Iceland journey: lord! how my heart did go thump thump as I galloped up to the post-office at Reykjavik!

“I wonder how you will feel at the changes in the house here: Janey’s room has already got the workmen’s benches in it: the big room is bare and painty; there is hammering and sawing and running up and down stairs going on; and all looks strange, and as yet somewhat wretched. It doesn’t touch me very much I must say though: for this long time past I have, as it were, carried my house on my back: but the little Turnham Green house is really a pleasure to me; — may all that be a good omen! Yet you must come and see me here too when you come home, if you won’t be too much terrified at my housekeeper, who is like a troll-wife in an Icelandic story: with a deep bass voice, big and O so ugly!

“We have had cold weather enough lately, snow and. a dreadful east wind; all of which I don’t care a penny about to say the truth.

“On Saturday I am going down to Cambridge, to Magnússon, to do Icelandic: as stupid over the language as you others who are such quick linguists would think me, I am really getting on with it now: when I am down there, which has been once or twice, we all talk nothing but Icelandic together.

“Well, I had best make an end now before I get too dull. Once again forgive me for not writing to you oftener: I have really had a hard time of it: but I hope things have taken a long turn now, and that I shall be something worth as a companion when I see you again; which I look forward to very much indeed. Write soon again, please, and tell me how you are.

“Good-bye, then, with love and best wishes.

“I am your affectionate

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

With a mind still so full of his first journey to Iceland and so excited at the prospect of a second, it is not surprising that his first visit to Italy, which took place this spring, was something of an anti-climax. It was a very short one, and gave him little satisfaction. With the noble Italian art of the earlier Renaissance he had but little sympathy: for that of the later Renaissance and the academic traditions he had nothing but unmixed detestation. Some time in these years his old fellow-pupil, Mr. Bliss, then engaged on researches among the archives of the Vatican, met him in the Bodleian Library at Oxford, and pressed him to come with him to Rome. His reply was too characteristic to be forgotten. “Do you suppose,” he said, “that I should see anything in Rome that I can’t see in Whitechapel?”

Even the earlier and, to his mind, the far more interesting and beautiful work of the twelfth and thirteenth centuries in Italy did not appeal to him in the same way as the contemporary art of England or Northern France. On this occasion he only saw Florence and Siena, and returned after a fortnight. Burne-Jones, with whom he went out, and who himself made a more prolonged stay, found him a rather exacting companion, and a little determined to make the worst of things. The interior of the Duomo at Florence depressed him with its chilly bareness: San Miniato was unfortunately in the death-agonies of a thorough restoration; and even the more unspoiled Siena failed to excite him. Indeed it was from the natural beauty of Italy, both now and on later visits, that he drew far more pleasure than from its art. The descent to Turin from the Mont Cenis “on the most beautiful of all evenings, going, still between snow-capped mountains, through a country like a garden, green grass and feathery poplars and abundance of pink-blossomed leafless peach and almond trees,” roused him to real enthusiasm, as did also the passage of the Apennines between Bologna and Pistoja. In Florence, the cloisters of Santa Maria Novella were what he found most to his mind; at Siena, even the wonderful cathedral library, all as bright as a painted book, could not please him because he wanted it to have been painted by some one at least a century before Pinturicchio. The exterior of the Duomo of Florence he did indeed afterwards, a little grudgingly, admit to be the finest exterior of any building in the world.

Of the second journey to Iceland, which took place this summer, there is no need to give any detailed chronicle. Faulkner was again his companion. On board the mail steamer they found among their fellow-passengers that fine scholar and archæologist, John Henry Middleton. The acquaintance then formed was the beginning of a long friendship. As regards mediæval art of all kinds, Middleton, with a more contrasted imagination, had a knowledge equal to Morris’ own: in Greek and Persian art it was even greater, and when Morris later took up the manufacture of carpets and woven stuffs as part of his business, he found much help in Middleton’s great knowledge of Oriental textiles. The article on Mural Decoration jointly written by them for the “Encyclopædia Britannica,” ten years afterwards, is one surviving record of a long association in taste and sympathies.

The party started early in July and were away for a little over two months, sailing and returning, as in 1871, by the “Diana.” Their journey through the interior was, however, longer and more adventurous than on their first visit. After a preliminary excursion of ten days to the more or less familiar ground in the south-west of the island, they started on the ist of August to cross the great central wilderness in a north-easterly direction. From Dettifoss, the furthest point reached, they made their way across the northern mountains to the little seaport of Akureyri on Eyjafirth, and thence back over the wilderness by a more westerly route, reaching Reykjavik at the beginning of September. It was a journey which involved great physical endurance — one day they were fifteen hours in the saddle — but no one was the worse for it in spite of much cold and rain. Except Lithend, no place famous in a Saga was visited, though from a northern mountain they saw Drangey, Grettir’s island, lying below them down the long reach of Skagafirth. But the land itself, apart from the particular associations of places, had grown in his mind into a strange fascination. Even more now than two years before, the touch of Iceland was something that stirred him with an almost sacramental solemnity. “The journey,” he writes of it after his return, “has deepened the impression I had of Iceland and increased my love for it. The glorious simplicity of the terrible and tragic, but beautiful land, with its well-remembered stories of brave men, killed all querulous feeling in me, and has made all the dear faces of wife and children and love and friends dearer than ever to me. I feel as if a definite space of my life had passed away now I have seen Iceland for the last time: as I looked up at Charles’ Wain to-night, all my travel there seemed to come back on me, made solemn and elevated, in one moment, till my heart swelled with the wonder of it: surely I have gained a great deal, and it was no idle whim that drew me there, but a true instinct for what I needed.”

In a lighter vein, but yet with a touch, at the close, of the same feeling of awe and breathlessness, he writes to Mrs. Baldwin on the 14th of September:

“Dear Louie,

“I came back safe and well last Friday, and I am sorry to say without the pony for your little lad: this was not laziness on my part, but was because I found the price of ponies gone up so much since I was last there that they are quite as dear there (for what they are) as in England: I mean that a pony of any character, and by no means first-rate, will cost from £8 to £10 there, and as it would cost £8 or so more to get it to Wilden, the money, say £17, seemed enough to buy a better beast than I could be reasonably sure of bringing you: add to this that they will probably be cheaper there next year, and that a letter from me to one or other of my friends there would be enough to get an average specimen at the current price there if you still wish it.

“The old lady (age seventy-seven) turned out to be an ungrateful and stupid old creature as ever came out of Somersetshire (her native den). Yet one may be grateful to her for the following scene.

“On the strand at Reykjavik a row of general shops fronting the sea, Mr. Tomsen’s shop in the foreground.

“Enter ist, the Lieutenant of the’ Diana,’ his hands in his waistcoat pockets, and he whistling ‘See the conquering Hero Comes’ to keep up his spirit. 2nd, two sailors from the ‘Diana’ carrying the old lady’s bandbox and bundle. 3rd, the skipper of the ‘Diana,’ arm in arm with the OLD LADY. (Costume of her: a drawn grey silk bonnet, a little white shawl, a purple chintz scanty gown beautifully flowered, white stockings, and shoes with ‘sandals.’) Captain a fat, red-faced, intensely good-natured old naval officer. 4th, the whole of the male population of Reykjavik who can spare time from doing nothing, looking anxious as to whether they will all be able to get into Mr. Tomsen’s shop.

“Old Lady to Lieutenant as they come on to Mr. Tomsen’s doorstep, who stands there (little, polite, red-haired man) looking anxious as to how many of NO.4 he can keep out of his shop:

“‘Mr. Lieutenant’ (says she, taking about 4d. in small Danish money out of her pocket), ‘will you take this?’

“Lieutenant. ‘Thank you kindly; what am I to do with it?’

“O. L. ‘Please to give it to the crew.’

“L. ‘What will they do with it?’

“O. L. ‘I do not wish them to drink too much.’

“L. ‘Shall they drink coffee with it?’

“O. L. ‘O yes, Mr. Lieutenant, that would be very nice.’

“L. grins and pockets the 4d. sterling, and the whole of 1, 2, and 3 disappear into Mr. Tomsen’s shop, who manages to shut out No. 4, who takes its hands out of its pockets to take snuff and then settles itself to waiting till 1, 2, and 3 come out again.

“This is literal truth: also that the old lady wanted to be Guy Fawkesed about Iceland in a chair: also that she teased Mrs. Magnúnsson to buy her a lamb that she might cook it herself in her own private room, and scolded her heartily because she couldn’t get her one at once: also that she slept on board ship with nothing over her but a sheet, though the thermometer was nearly at freezing point: also that she would hardly pay for anything, and (till the lamb came) was like to die of starvation (she told us she had £ 1,000 a year) if some one hadn’t given her some plovers.

“I hear she went back by the return trip of the ‘Diana’ and, the weather being rough, was not much seen upon deck on the voyage: I still think she was the flying Dutchwoman. And now she is out of the story.

“we had a very successful journey, did all we meant to do, and had fine weather on the whole: a great comfort, as wet weather makes daily riding little more than something to endure while it lasts, however amusing it may be to look back on, when it is well over. One day we rode through what we thought was a dust-storm mixed with drizzle, till a farmer told us that there must have been some eruption of the fire-mountains, as there was no sand thereabout, and that this was fine ashes. Skaptar Jokul has been very unquiet for years now, and the eruption in January last was a much more tremendous affair than one would have judged by the slight notice of it in our papers. One priest told me that they saw it for about a fortnight, gushes of fire ten times or so an hour, so that the long nights were quite light with it, and the short days all dark with the smoke. No one knows where the crater was among the unreachable ice of the great Jokul: the big river of Skeidara was nearly dried up by it for the time.

“Our guides were very pleasant, friendly fellows, as innocent of the great world as babies, and, apart from their daily labour, living almost entirely in the glorious past days of Iceland. One of them, Haldor by name, was born at Lithend, where Gunnar lived and died. I suppose I shall never see them again, and the days of these two journeys there have grown inexpressibly solemn to me.

“Please give my kindest remembrances to Baldwin, and believe me,

“Yours affectionately,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

Icelandic literature in one form or another still filled the first place in his mind. The notion of rewriting the epic of the Volsungs in English verse, though it was not begun till a good deal later, was already much in his thoughts, and he went on translating the smaller Sagas and executing beautifully written copies of his translations. The illuminated manuscript of the Frithiof Saga, in the possession of Mr. Fairfax Murray, and that of the three Sagas of “Hen Thorir,” “The Banded Men,” and “Howard the Halt,” given by Morris to Mrs. Burne-Jones, both belong to this period. The decoration of the former was never completed, but both are works of remarkable delicacy and beauty.

Even the transfusion of modern sentiment into an ancient story, as had been done with the Arthurian cycle by Tennyson, was a thing that Morris instinctively disliked. But the epic of the North was a thing that lay still nearer his heart; and what he thought a false or inadequate treatment of these great legends roused him into an agony of anger. On the 12th of November, 1873, he wrote from Queen Square to Mr. Forman, who had sent him a copy of his brother’s translation of Wagner’s libretto for “Die Walküre”:

“Many thanks for your letter and the translation of Wagner: I have not had time to read it yet: nor to say the truth am I much interested in anything Wagner does, as his theories on musical matters seem to me as an artist and non-musical man perfectly abhominable: besides I look upon it as nothing short of desecration to bring such a tremendous and world-wide subject under the gaslights of an opera: the most rococo and degraded of all forms of art — the idea of a sandy-haired German tenor tweedledeeing over the unspeakable woes of Sigurd, which even the simplest words are not typical enough to express! Excuse my heat: but I wish to see Wagner uprooted, however clever he may be, and I don’t doubt he is: but he is anti-artistic, don’t doubt it.”

The art of Wagner, indeed, with its lack of reticence, its idealized appeal to the senses, its highly coloured and heavily charged rhetoric, was quite alien from all Morris’ sympathies. Though, as he says in this letter, he was a non-musical man, the older music, the church music of the Middle Ages and that of the great English and Italian masters of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, appealed to him very deeply. Music was a thing that, on the whole, he put away from him as not belonging to his work; but from the early days of his singing plainsong at Oxford till, in the weakness of his last illness, he broke to tears over a few snatches of virginal-music, it was from no want of sensitiveness — rather perhaps the reverse — that he would not admit it into his life.

He was now preparing the volume of translations, new and older, from the Icelandic, which, for some forgotten reason, was not published till 1875. Of its contents he writes again to Mr. Forman, on the 8th of December:

“I would have answered your letter before (many thanks for it) but I had not quite made up my mind about the Stories in my translation book. It stands thus now as I intended at first: the Story of Gunnlaug the Worm-tongue, printed in the Fortnightly some years back; the Story of Frithiof the Bold, printed before in the Dark Blue; the story of Viglund the Fair, never before printed: these three Northern Love Stories’ will give the name to the book, but to thicken it out I add three more short tales; Hroi the Fool, Hogni and Hedin, and Thorstein Staff-smitten; the first of these three a pretty edition of a ‘sharper’ story and the same as a tale in the Arabian Nights. The second a terrible story; a very well told, but late version of a dark and strange legend of remote times. The third simple, and not without generosity, smelling strong of the soil of Iceland, like the Gunnlaug.”

He also worked a good deal at drawing from the model, “for my soul’s sake chiefly,” he quaintly said, “for little hope can I have ever to do anything serious in the thing.” “I never,” he says on the same occasion, “had the painter’s memory which makes it easy to put down on paper what you think you see, nor indeed can I see any scene with a frame, as it were, round it, though in my own way I can realize things visibly enough to myself. But it seems I must needs try to make myself unhappy with doing what I find difficult, or impossible.”

This unhappiness is not strange to the artistic temperament. But his practice in drawing now was not useless to him: and its effects may be seen, not indeed in any marked proficiency in drawing the human figure, but in a greater breadth and decisiveness of design in his decoration: a matter of no small importance when the designing of patterns for chintzes and woven tapestries became, as it did soon afterwards, one of his chief occupations. “I can’t say that I get on with my drawing,” he writes nearly a year afterwards; “but then I never expected I should: so I keep it up, dreading the model day like I used to dread Sunday when I was a little chap.” At present, however, what he called the mood of idleness (his idleness was more productive than most men’s work) was rather strong on him. “It is wet and wild weather,” he writes one day during that winter, “but somehow I don’t dislike it, and there is something touching about the real world bursting into London with these gales: it makes me feel lazy in the mornings though, and I feel as if I should like to sit in my pretty room at Turnham Green reading some hitherto unprinted Dumas, say about as good as the Three Musketeers.” Another letter of a few months later shows very clearly all the strange thoughts that were revolving in his mind. He was now forty: and at this middle point of life the spreading and interlacing ways of the future rolled out before him, dark and entangled indeed, but showing clearer and clearer beyond them some goal to which they all tended.

 

“26, Queen Square,

“March 26, 1874.

“My dear Louie,

“Many thanks for your kind and friendly letter: it was very nice of you to remember my birthday, which was solemnized by my staying at home all day and looking very hard at illuminations, now my chief joy. Yesterday, however, was May’s birthday, mine was on Tuesday, on which sad occasion I was forty. Yet in spite of that round number I don’t feel any older than I did in that ancient time of the sunflowers. I very much long to have a spell of the country this spring, but I suppose I hardly shall. I have so many things to do in London. Monday was a day here to set one longing to get away: as warm as June: yet the air heavy as often is in England: though town looks rather shocking on such days, and then instead of the sweet scents one gets an extra smell of dirt. Surely if people lived five hundred years instead of threescore and ten they would find some better way of living than in such a sordid loathsome place, but now it seems to be nobody’s business to try to better things — isn’t mine, you see, in spite of all my grumbling — but look, suppose people lived in little communities among gardens and green fields, so that you could be in the country in five minutes’ walk, and had few wants, almost no furniture for instance, and no servants, and studied the (difficult) arts of enjoying life, and finding out what they really wanted: then I think one might hope civilization had really begun. But as it is, the best thing one can wish for this country at least is, meseems, some great and tragical circumstances, so that if they cannot have pleasant life, which is what one means by civilization, they may at least have a history and something to think of — all of which won’t happen in our time. Sad grumbling — but do you know, I have got to go to a wedding next Tuesday: and it enrages me to think that I lack courage to say, I don’t care for either of you, and you neither of you care for me, and I won’t waste a day out of my precious life in grinning a company grin at you two.

“And so good-bye again, with many thanks.

“Yours affectionately,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

Yet his daily work went on with seemingly unabated energy. He kept writing again and again to Fairfax Murray at Rome for supplies of the fine Roman vellum for illumination. The vellum manuscript of the Odes of Horace was begun in March, 1874: about the same time he was planning another, of his own “Cupid and Psyche,” with pictures from the designs which Burne-Jones had, five years before, made for the original scheme of the illustrated “Earthly Paradise.” The Virgil was begun towards the end of the year, when he had at last obtained a sufficient supply of vellum of the larger size required for a folio.

Meanwhile the dye-house at Queen Square was occupying more and more of his attention. It had long been plain to him that the art of dyeing, fallen into a deplorable condition since the introduction of the anilines, lay at the foundation of the production of all coloured stuffs, whether printed, woven, or embroidered. A profound study which he made this year of all that could be gathered from books on the subject, supplemented by continual experiments in his own vats, left him still unsatisfied; and in the following year he resolved to learn the art practically and thoroughly among the Staffordshire dye-works. This was the beginning of a fresh period in his life of renewed and strenuous activity. Just at present,however,he allowed himself more holiday-making than usual, often spending whole days fishing, and, besides his stays at Kelmscott, going with his family to Belgium in July, and to Mr. and Mrs. George Howard’s at Naworth in August. On the 24th of July he wrote to his mother from Bruges :

“We have had but little railway travelling, only from Calais to Tournay, and from Tournay to Ghent: we found it so terribly hot on the railway that we quite gave up the idea of moving much, and so hired an omnibus at Ghent to take us here last Tuesday by road, and a very pleasant drive we had on a beautiful day, with a shower or two to lay the dust, through the ripe wheat and rye. I find Bruges scarcely changed at all; it is really a beautiful place, so clean and quiet too.” A child of the party remembers that long sunshiny drive, and the halt for dinner at Eecloo, where, French and English being alike useless, Morris made a desperate effort at making himself understood by haranguing the amazed inn-keeper in Icelandic.

The visit to Naworth, on which he was accompanied by Burne-Jones, had the additional pleasure of a meeting with Dixon and a renewal of the affection and enthusiasm of Oxford days. “I saw Ted and Morris,” Canon Dixon wrote to Price, “at the abode of splendour last week — slept there, and we were most jolly. Ned is in poor health I grieve to find, and a little quieter in manner, otherwise unaltered: Topsy genial, gentle, delightful; both full of affection: it was a most happy meeting.”

“I would like you to understand,” Morris wrote to Mrs. Howard after his visit to Naworth, “as well as my clumsy letter-writing will let you, how very happy I was these few days in the north. I hope you will let me come again some time: and that then you will think me less arrogant on the — what shall I say? — Wesleyan-tradesman-unsympathetic-with-art subjects than you seemed to think me the other day: though indeed I don’t accuse myself of it either: but I think to shut one’s eyes to ugliness and vulgarity is wrong, even when they show themselves in people not un-human. Do you know, when I see a poor devil drunk and brutal I always feel, quite apart from my æsthetical perceptions, a sort of shame, as if I myself had some hand in it. Neither do I grudge the triumph that the modern mind finds in having made the world (or a small corner of it) quieter and less violent, but I think that this blindness to beauty will draw down a kind of revenge one day: who knows? Years ago men’s minds were full of art and the dignified shows of life, and they had but little time for justice and peace; and the vengeance on them was not increase of the violence they did not heed, but destruction of the art they heeded. So perhaps the gods are preparing troubles and terrors for the world (or our small corner of it) again, that it may once again become beautiful and dramatic withal: for I do not believe they will have it dull and ugly for ever. Meantime, what is good enough for them must content us: though sometimes I should like to know why the story of the earth gets so unworthy.”

When the autumn holiday ended, worries awaited him which lasted through the winter and were not finally adjusted — so far as any adjustment was possible — till the following spring. The formation of the firm of Morris, Marshall, Faulkner & Co. in 1861 has been already recounted: and it has sufficiently appeared how, as the years went on, the business became one in which capital, invention, and control were supplied practically by Morris alone. The business, in which he had embarked all his means, had become not only the daily work of his life, but the main source of his income; and it became necessary, now that he was a man in middle life with a growing family, to put things on a proper footing, and secure a provision in case of need for his children. On the other hand, his partners from their side saw not without uneasiness the extension of a business in whose liabilities — for the firm, formed before the passing of the Act of 1862, was not a limited company — they might at any moment find themselves seriously involved. On both sides, therefore, the dissolution and reconstitution of the firm was indicated as desirable or even necessary.

Under the original instrument, each of the seven partners had not only an equal voice in the management, but an equal interest in the assets of the firm. The profits had never, after the first year or two, been divided: partly because for years there were none to divide, partly because the legal rights of the partners had since then practically been allowed to lapse. But these legal claims now represented sums which involved intricate calculation, and which, in any case, were a formidable drain on the resources of the business, that is to say, on Morris’ own fortune. It was plain that if they were insisted on, he would be placed in a position of great financial difficulty, if indeed he could continue to carry on the business at all. It will be remembered that the capital contributed by the partners at the inception of the business, in respect of which these profits were now claimable, was £20 each, and it seems uncertain whether even this was in every case actually paid. In respect of the £120 purporting to have been embarked in the firm by the whole six, they had claims on the business for some seven or eight thousand pounds.

The story is not wholly a pleasant one, but it is proper that the truth should be told. Three of the partners, Burne-Jones, Faulkner, and Webb, refused to accept any consideration in respect of their claims as partners. The other three stood on the strict letter of their legal rights. The position they took up is given in the words of Madox Brown’s solicitor, at a meeting — one of many during this winter — held on the 4th of November: “that as in the inception of the firm no member invested money, nor gave any time or labour without being paid at an agreed rate, the position of the several members ought to be considered as equal in respect to their claims on the assets of the firm; and further, that he, Mr. Brown, considers that the goodwill ought to be taken at three years’ purchase and ought to be included in the said assets.” In other words, the terms of partnership were such that each of the other partners, who had confessedly contributed nothing beyond a trifling sum towards capital, and who had been paid at the time for any assistance they gave towards the conduct of the business, was entitled to an equal share of the value of the business which had been built up by the energy, the labour, and the money of Morris alone.

Such, however, was their legal claim if they chose to stand upon it. The calculations and negotiations were long and intricate; it was not till March, 1875, that they were complete, and the dissolution of the firm finally effected. On the 31st of March a circular was issued announcing that the firm had been dissolved and that the business would thenceforward be caried on under Morris’ sole management and proprietorship. It was added that Burne-Jones and Webb, though no longer partners, would continue to help with designs for stained glass and furniture as before. The name of the business remained Morris & Co., a name which had already for some years practically superseded the longer title of Morris, Marshall, Faulkner & Co., under which it had been originally registered.

This transaction finally snapped the chain of attachment between Morris and Rossetti, which had, for other reasons, long been wearing thin. “They never throve together,” says an intimate friend who survived them both, “after the first year or two.” In the previous summer Rossetti had finally left Kelmscott and given up his share in the tenancy, to Morris’ great relief. From the first almost he had been “unromantically discontented” with it: “he has all sorts of ways so unsympathetic with the sweet simple old place that I feel his presence there as a kind of slur on it.” The action which, together with Madox Brown and Marshall, he now took over the dissolution of the partnership, caused Morris intense pain and mortification. With Madox Brown the breach did not remain unhealed; in his last years he was again on cordial relations with Morris, and this trouble was forgotten. But from this time forward Morris was no longer to be seen in Rossetti’s house at Cheyne Walk, and the estrangement between the two powerful and self-centred personalities was final.






  








CHAPTER X. PERIOD OF DYEING: THE ÆNEIDS: SIGURD THE VOLSUNG. 1875-1876
 

ON the 25th of March, 1875, when the dissolution and reconstitution of the firm was just completed, Morris wrote to Mrs. Baldwin from Queen Square :

“It was very kind of you and I thank you very much for remembering me and my birthday: I have been a happy man with my friends, nor do I think, as far as my constant affection and good wishes are concerned, that I have done otherwise than to deserve the good hap. I am in the second half of my life now; which is like to be a busy time with me, I hope till the very end: a time not lacking content too, I fancy: I must needs call myself a happy man on the whole: and I do verily think I have gone over every possible misfortune that may happen to me in my own mind, and concluded that I can bear it if it should come.

“You would like to see my babies: they are such big girls — and so good; and even so handsome. Me! what a boy I feel still to have that responsibility on me, for in spite of my forty-one years I really don’t feel a bit older than when Ned and I were living within sound of those tin-pot bells of St. Pancras: well-remembered days when all adventure was ahead! Nay, in some things I have run through a time when I was older — but by no means wiser — than I am now, between those days and these.

“I shall be not very far from you next week: for I am going with Charley Faulkner, my inevitable travelling-fellow, to look at my fatherland. We are going to Shrewsbury, and thence to a college farm of his on the very head waters of Severn and Wye, where we are to have ponies and go over the hills and far away, only for about a week in all though: ’tis a short journey, but I think I shall love it. I think one sign of my increasing years is an increasing desire for travel, that I may see the wonders of the world before it is all gone from me: but I suppose I shall get less and less of that pleasure for some time to come: for I am very busy both with my bread and cheese work, and also with my pleasure work of books. I am publishing a little set of Icelandic stories very soon: also this summer a translation of the Æneids, which has been my great joy for months of late.”

With such equanimity, even with such elation, it was that he entered on a fresh and crowded period of his life. Out of years of much restlessness and great emotional tension he had emerged, as a traveller might issue from some mountain gorge to a shining and fertile table-land lying broad under the sun. The brooding over death which had for years filled so much of his imagination seemed to fall quite away from him; and with it, as part of the same process, fell away the striving after things impossible. Before him now lay a life more equable in impulse and more rich in achievement; sweeter tempered, and yet more full than ever of the tears of things, of the desire to do good and to contend against evil, and of unquestioning pursuit of duty not without the courage of hope.

His “pleasure work of books” was still to issue in what he himself regarded as his highest achievement in literature, the epic of “Sigurd the Volsung.” But during the year or eighteen months in which it was composed, his principal daily occupation, on what he calls the bread and cheese side of his activity, was the study and practice of dyeing and the cognate arts. This was necessary in order to lay a secure foundation for the production of textiles of all kinds: and it was not till he had mastered its processes that he was able to give his invention and his manual dexterity full scope, and produce what he wished, instead of being restricted to what he could make out of the bad or imperfect material supplied to him by the ordinary channels of commerce. From the very beginnings, the work of the firm had been hampered and often crippled by the difficulty of getting material, either raw or manufactured, which came near Morris’ standard. “I remember,” he said at the opening of the Manchester Art and Industrial Exhibition in 1882, “when I was first setting up house twenty-three years ago, and two or three other friends of mine were in the same plight, what a rummage there used to be for anything tolerable. On the whole I remember that we had to fall back on turkey-red cotton and dark blue serge.” There was now indeed a noticeable improvement in some directions. Industrial art was no longer, as it had been in the fifties, absolutely debased. From centres of education at South Kensington and elsewhere there had been a slow and partial diffusion of knowledge, and ugliness or dishonesty, or both, did not now reign uncontrolled over the whole field of decorative production. Adulteration had been checked: but the traditions of the great age of adulteration had become a fixed habit. On every side Morris was confronted by the double barrier of material that would not take good colour, and colour which in its own substance was uniformly bad. The coarse serges used in the early days of the firm as the ground for embroideries could only be had dyed in one of two ways, in bright anilines, or in colours which were quiet but muddy and without character. When it came to a question of carpets and woven hangings the difficulties were even greater. The dyes in use for carpet-work were both crude and fugitive. Those used in modern French silks he found almost as untrustworthy. “To-day we have bad accounts,” is a doleful note of his about this time, “of another set of silk curtains of our selling: green this time, dyed at Lyons: as far as dyers are concerned I wish the days of Colbert back again: it was red last time, and Tours.” “I am most deeply impressed,” he writes at the end of 1875, “with the importance of our having all our dyes the soundest and best that can be, and am prepared to give up all that part of my business which depends on textiles if I fail in getting them so.” All that could be done was to select the best and make the most of such combinations of them as were possible. “Mr. Morris showed his usual sagacity,” Mr. George Wardle notes, “in adopting this system of colour so long as the production of the colours themselves was beyond his control. His skill as a colourist was shown in combining colours which, separately, were of but very mediocre character. This system of colour, which may be called provisional, marks very distinctly what may be called the first period of the history of the firm, when Mr. Morris had not yet a dye-house. The peacock-blues, rusty reds, and olive-greens of that period were not by any means his ideals, but the best he could get done. As soon as he was able to set up his own dye-house he turned at once to the frank full hues of the permanent dye-stuffs-indigo blue, madder red, weld yellow, etc. — and with these he produced the beautiful Hammersmith carpets and the Merton tapestries and chintzes.”

It may be added that, like most great masters of colour, and following in this matter the best traditions of Oriental art, he used but few colours, and gained his effects by skilfully varied juxtaposition and contrast. In November, 1875, he wrote to Mr. Thomas Wardle, at Leek, giving a complete list of the steam-colours which he required for his own designs. They consist of two blues, one blue-green, two greens, two yellows, and one brown. “To these,” he goes on, “one might add a black (if such a thing is to be got fast in steam-colours), and a shade or two of rust-yellows or buffs, which would present no difficulty, as they would be such as are ordinarily used. With the above colours I can carry out any design I should care for that did not need the madder colours, and setting indigo apart. As to the indigo, when we once get it, Prussian blues and greens will be things of the past with us.”

Curiously enough, those provisional colours with their dull neutral tints were what clung to the minds of buyers and imitators long after Morris had been able to discard them entirely. The so-called peacock-blue, which he gave up at once when he had revived the use of the indigo vat, and the more appropriately named sage-green, which was one of his particular aversions, became obstinately associated with his name through ignorant imitation as much as by careless or malicious detraction. An incident which occurred in the Oxford Street show-room a few years later gives an instance of what he had perpetually to bear from this invincible ignorance, and of how he sometimes found it past bearing. A person of importance called to discuss the carpeting of his new house. The best specimens of the Hammersmith carpets, then produced in a complete range of pure bright colour, were submitted to his inspection. He gave to them a somewhat impatient and wandering attention. “Are these all? “ he asked. He was told yes. “But I thought,” he went on, “your colours were subdued? “ At this Morris, who had been gradually boiling up during the interview, boiled over. “If you want dirt,” he broke out, “you can find that in the street.” To the street the offended customer turned, and that was the end of his dealings with Morris & Company.

In the beautiful little essay “Of Dyeing as an Art” which Morris contributed to the catalogue of the second exhibition of the Arts and Crafts Society in 1889, he gives an account, at once lucid and fascinating, of the processes which he himself had to recover from abuse or disuse through laborious researches and experiments. “The art of dyeing,” he says there in summing up the matter, “is a difficult one, needing for its practice a good craftsman, with plenty of experience. Matching a colour by means of it is an agreeable, but somewhat anxious game to play.” The theory for this practice he sought out of old books, mainly French of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, the ancient practice itself being almost extinct. Gerard’s “Herbal,” the old favourite of his boyhood, supplied useful information about certain disused vegetable dyes. He even went back to Pliny in the search after old methods. “I have sent you a copy of Philemon Holland’s Pliny,” he writes in August, 1875, to Mr. Thomas Wardle, “a most curious book in itself, and the translation a model of English: altogether one of the most amusing books in the world to my mind.” Other old herbals which he acquired, both for their woodcuts and for the information they gave as to dyeing, were those of Matthiolus (Venice, 1590) and Fuchsius (Basle, 1543), the latter of which he notes as the best of all the herbals for refinement of drawing in the illustrations. “I have got a copy of Hellot (Paris, 1750),” he writes in June, 1876, “who is only about wool-dyeing: he is very minute about the management of the vats, and I think might be of some use in that quarter, as he wanted to do with his vats as we do, viz., make all the shades of blue to be used: he has an interesting chapter on kermes, which he praises as the best and fastest of colours. I can’t help thinking that there might have been some foundation for the old idea that pastel and woad were faster than indigo: Hellot says that a vat of pastel only is better for the light colours, as it is hard to get them evenly dyed in a healthy indigo vat, and if they are dyed in an old and weak vat they are apt to be dirty.” “We have been trying the ‘Cuve d’Inde’ here after Hellot,” he writes a little later, “but cannot make much of it. I was at Kelmscott the other day, and betwixt the fishing, I cut a handful of poplar twigs and boiled them, and dyed a lock of wool a very good yellow: this would be useful if fast, for the wool was unmordanted. The fishing by the way was so-so, no perch but one, but the pike rather good: I got one of 5 lb. on the paternoster.” He studied these treatises, “Le Teinturier Parfait” and others, with such ardour and imagination that he felt himself quite at home among the processes as soon as he got the necessary vats and becks set up. His first dyeings were all done with his own hands, with no help beyond that of a boy who had till then been employed as errand-boy to the glass-painters’ workshop. “So well had he prepared himself,” Mr. George Wardle says, “that I do not think a single dyeing went wrong, nor was any appreciable quantity of yarn wasted.” But in the little dye-house at Queen Square nothing could be done beyond what might be called laboratory experiments: to dye on the scale required for the firm’s wants meant falling back on regular dye-works. For these he went to Mr. Thomas Wardle at Leek. He was the brother-in-law of Morris’ own manager at Queen Square, and was then already becoming known as one of the first practical authorities on dye-stuffs and the art of dyeing, chiefly as applied to silk and cotton. Morris found him full of interest in the revived methods which had long gone out of use, but which Mr. Wardle remembered as going on in his own boyhood, and which some of his older workmen had themselves practised. For about two years from the summer of 1875 Morris paid numerous and often protracted visits to Leek, where he and Wardle actually restored vegetable dyeing to the position of an important industry.

His first visit to Leek was made in July of this year. “I can’t get back till this day week,” he writes home when he had been there a few days. “I really can’t come away without having come here for nothing; not that I haven’t got on fairly well, but that I must see something more of results. The copper pots in the dye-houses, full of bright colours where they are dyeing silks, look rather exciting, but, alas! they are mostly aniline: our own establishment is very small, but I daresay will for some time to come turn out more goods by a great deal than we shall sell.”

“The yarns dyed,” Mr. George Wardle informs me, “were used for the pile carpets, for he began this business about the same time in Queen Square.” The first of his carpet-looms was set up in the top story, and a carpet-knotter was got from Glasgow to teach the girls the method of working; she stayed a few weeks, by the end of which time the girls had learned all that she could teach. The first of his silk-looms, of which there will be more to say hereafter, was set up in Ormond Yard, a year or two later. It was not, however, till he was able to arrange a complete set of dye-shops and bleaching-grounds of his own at Merton Abbey that either carpet or silk weaving could be carried on by him except on a small and experimental scale.

What he worked at most assiduously at Leek was the lost art of indigo-dyeing. In itself this is one of the most delicate and uncertain vats in its due preparation and maturing. The experienced indigo-dyer is said to know when the fermentation has reached its proper point by an acute sense of smell, where no more scientific tests are found to answer. If the proper moment is not seized, the vat becomes useless. Even when the three days’ preparation of the vat has been brought to a successful issue, the proper dipping of the yarn, so as to take the dye evenly, and not let any part of it touch the air for a moment, is a matter of the most delicate and accurate handling. “The setting of the blue-vat,” Morris says in the essay on Dyeing, “is a ticklish job, and requires, I should say, more experience than any dyeing process.” The decay of European indigo-dyeing, itself an art of late importation and not practised in Europe till the end of the sixteenth century, and its replacement by the so-called Prussian blue (ferro-cyanide of potassium, dyed on an iron basis) early in this century, and long before the invention of the anilines, was mainly due to the greater ease and certainty of the latter process. This very uncertainty and delicacy gave it to Morris an additional touch of fascination beyond that of the madder or weld vats. About this time his hands were habitually and unwashably blue, and in no condition to do fine work.

“We have come over here,” he writes from Lichfield during one of his fortnights at Leek, “to spend Sunday. Such a dull town is Lichfield, in a dull landscape: the church elaborate and complete, but so small as to be even petty: the old houses here seem to have been pulled down gradually by prosperous dulness, there are scarcely any much older than Johnson’s time left; I daresay it was a sweet place enough while ago, when the old wood houses were standing. They have had some history even of late too; there is a stone in a house looking up into the Cathedral-close to mark where Lord Brooke fell, shot through the head from the big tower of the church just as he was beginning the siege of it (he was a Parliamentarian) in 1642 — what a little time ago!

“I shall be glad enough to get back to the dye-house at Leek to-morrow. I daresay you will notice how bad my writing is; my hand is so shaky with doing journeyman’s work the last few days: delightful work, hard for the body and easy for the mind. For a great heap of skein-wool has come for me and more is coming: and yesterday evening we set our blue-vat the last thing before coming here. I should have liked you to see the charm work on it: we dyed a lock of wool bright blue in it, and left the liquor a clear primrose colour, so all will be ready for dyeing to-morrow in it: though, by the way, if you are a dyer, you must call it her.

“Leek, Monday. I was interrupted there, and had no time for more at Lichfield: we drove from there this morning about eighteen miles to a station on the Dove, not a bad drive, through the last remains of Needwood Forest. I have been dyeing in her all the afternoon, and my hands are a woeful spectacle in consequence: she appears to be all that could be wished, but I must say I should like not to look such a beast, and not to feel as if I wanted pegs to keep my fingers one from the other. I lost my temper in the dye-house for the first time this afternoon: they had been very trying: but I wish I hadn’t been such a fool; perhaps they will turn me out to-morrow morning, or put me in the blue-vat.”

It was this absorption in dyeing and dye-stuffs which stopped his work as an illuminator. In the earlier months of this year that work had still been going busily on. On the 11th of March he had written to Fairfax Murray at Pisa :

“I inclose a P.O.O. for £5 for further disbursements on vellum: I would send more, but [for] the scraping everything together to pay my partners, who have come to some kind of agreement with me, if they don’t cry off before the law business is settled; which drags on confoundedly, and to say the truth bothers me more than I like to confess. As to my illumination work, it don’t get on just now, not because I shouldn’t like to be at it, but because I am doing something else with Virgil, to wit, doing him into English verse: I have got toward the end of the 7th book and shall finish the whole thing and have it out by the beginning of June I hope: so you imagine I have not been quite idle. I shall keep you a big paper copy both of that and my new volume of Icelandic stories and of the new edition of ‘Guenevere.’”

On the 27th of May he wrote again :

“The vellum came all safe to hand: many thanks for it. I noticed that the smaller size seemed very good: but had not much time to attend to it much, as I am very busy all sorts of ways. I have got my partnership business settled at last, and am sole lord and master here now, with never a Jorkins to refer unpleasant words to: however ’tis a great blessing, and has set me working hard to make things go. I have somewhat slacked from the Virgil translation, as I found it not possible to get it out this summer and easy enough to get it out by October: also I have begun one of the pictures for the Virgil: I make but a sorry hand of it at first, but shall go on with it till (at the worst) I am wholly discomfited. Whether I succeed or not in the end ‘twill be a long job: so I am asking you if you would do some of them and what it would be worth your while to do them for. I shall be publishing the Icelandic stories in a week or two. After all I have no news for you; I am up to the neck in turning out designs for papers, chintzes, and carpets, and trying to get the manufacturers to do them: I think we are doing some good things in that way.”

Of the great folio manuscript of the Æneid which was now in progress, nearly six books were completed before it was laid aside from pressure of other work. Burne-Jones had drawn for it a series of his most exquisite designs. A good deal of the illumination was executed by Murray after his return to England. Morris himself never resumed it, though even some fifteen years later I remember seeing him turn over the sheets and hearing him talk of finishing it. Finally he sold it to Mr. Murray, in whose possession it now is. In beauty of handwriting and splendour of ornament it takes far the first place among all his manuscripts.

The re-issue of the volume of poems of 1858 took place that April. He consented to it with a good deal of reluctance. Crude or unworkmanlike work, in poetry just as much as in any other craft, made him uneasy and even wretched: and he felt the immaturity of the workmanship in that volume more keenly than the severest of his critics. When he consented, at Mr. Ellis’s repeated instances, to let the volume be republished, he insisted that it should be reprinted without the least alteration; he would not undertake any fresh responsibility for it by any excisions or amendments. Mr. Forman has noted a curious little fact: that the erratum slip pasted in the original issue had disappeared from the copy from which the new edition was set up, and that consequently the fidelity of the re-issue to the original extends even to the printers’ errors which had been actually noted for correction before the book first appeared.

The volume of translations from the Icelandic appeared, under the title of “Three Northern Love Stories,” a month or so later. Its contents were those of which he had given the list already quoted when he began to think of preparing them for publication eighteen months before; and it did not involve any further labour now. But at the beginning of November a new book appeared, which represented long-continued work of a high order, and challenged a wider and more informed criticism, his verse translation of the Æneid.

In departing from the sphere in which he was thoroughly at home and had recognized authority, to undertake a work which would be reckoned as one of scholarship in the narrower sense of that term, Morris took, so to speak, his life in his own hand. “A translator of Virgil into English verse,” as Lord Bowen observes in the brilliant little introduction to his own version, “finds the road along which he has undertaken to travel strewn with the bleaching bones of unfortunate pilgrims who have preceded him.” And on all the surrounding rocks are perched the severest and most highly educated of critics: men who have learned, if not to do original work of any material human value, at least to take a legitimate pride in their own domain and either to resent or to despise the incursions of amateurs in scholarship. Trained scholars are only too apt, in the words of the same fine and large-minded scholar on another occasion, to be “jealously and suspiciously mounting guard over their own educational blessings, as if they were keeping an eye on their luggage at a crowded railway station.” Morris himself was not, in the proper sense of the word, a trained scholar. He had only taken a pass degree at Oxford, and had passed practically on the amount of scholarship with which he went up to Exeter. Since then, while his reading in mediæval Latin had been immense, he had hardly touched the classical authors. Of all the classical authors, Virgil is the one who demands the greatest knowledge from any one who would really understand him; and it cannot be said that Morris brought to this task any adequate equipment.

Yet for his purposes the attempt was not only legitimate but successful. The earlier romanticists had decried the Æneid as an artificial epic (as though there were such things as natural epics); but their attack had recoiled on their own heads. By refusing to acknowledge the supremacy of Virgil in poetry, they had only thrown discredit on the soundness of their own canons and the truth of their own taste. In this translation Morris did not only indicate what Virgil’s beauty and value were to a more sane mediævalism. He did more; he vindicated the claim of the romantic school to a joint-ownership with the classicists in the poem which is not only the crowning achievement of classical Latin, but the fountain-head of romanticism in European literature. In the Æneid, as in other works of supreme genius, the reader imputes his own qualities, but this is because Virgil’s own genius is compounded of many subtly woven and far-ranging elements. For what in Virgil is most Virgilian we may go in vain to any translation: for some of his qualities, his stateliness, his rolling pomp of language, his intricate modulation, we need not go to this one: yet it sensibly, and often with great felicity, embodies certain other qualities which more fully trained translators have missed: his sweetness, his romantic melancholy, and something at least of his delicate and haunting music.

Morris took all the pains he could, short of writing a preface, which was a thing he scorned to do, to emphasize the fact that he approached Virgil from this romantic or mediæval side. The very title of “The Æneids “ which he gave to the volume was a plain notice of the aim and end of his work. Still, it need not cause surprise that this view of the Æneid, though it represents a substantial element, not only of its true original value, but of that which has since accrued to it through the associations of many centuries, was only received with partial approval by an age more familiar, through habit and education, with the other side of Virgil’s art.

Mr. Swinburne, writing to Morris on the 9th of November, 1875, a few days after the publication of “The Æneids,” begged him to do a Homer, or at least an Odyssey. Just at the moment, however, anything of the kind was far from the poet’s mind. On the day that Swinburne’s letter was written, he wrote himself to Mrs. Morris from Kelmscott :

“It began to rain again before I got to Lechlade, at first to my infinite disappointment: however, when I got here and had had my lunch, and, as it were, made myself free of the river by an insane attempt to fish, I began to feel very comfortable, and took out my work and looked at it. The floods are already very high, and as it is certainly going to rain for the next 24 hours, I expect to see something curious. I don’t think I shall come back before Saturday, as I really hope to do a pile of work here. I am rather short of victuals, as the booby Judd (female) only got me 1 lb. of bacon instead of 3, as I ordered her: however, there will be enough, I daresay, till we can send into Lechlade: there is also one tin of kangaroo meat. My hands are still somewhat stiff with my work on the river — Lord! how cold it was — wind E. or thereabouts. I am obliged to write by candlelight though ’tis only 4 o’clock.

“Best love to my one daughter — wouldn’t she have liked to have been out on the flooded river with me, the wind right in one’s teeth and the eddies going like a Japanese tea-tray: I must say it was delightful: almost as good as Iceland on a small scale: please the pigs, I will have a sail on the floods to-morrow.”

The birthday letter, which he never omitted to send to his mother, has in it this year a mention of another source of relief to him, the resignation of his Directorship of the Devon Great Consols Company.

“Dearest mother,” he writes, “I send you my best love and many happy returns of the day: item I send you a flower-pot and saucer from some samples that they have just sent us from India, and which are still curiosities, as I suppose there are not two more in England at present out of the India House Museum. I have just come from the D. G. C. meeting, and, I suppose, ended my business there, except for receiving my £100 which they were once again kind enough to vote us. Stanley will tell you all about the meeting. I am much better than I have been. I went down (or up) to Oxford for two days at Whitsuntide, and I am going there about the middle of June again to take my M.A. degree; which is perhaps rather a fad of mine; but I thought I might indulge it for once.”

The Leek dye-vats were busily at work all that winter and into the following spring. On Sunday, the 26th of March, 1876, he wrote from there to Mrs. Burne-Jones :

“My days are crowded with work; not only telling unmoveable Lancashire what to do, but even working in sabots and blouse in the dye-house myself — you know I like that. Your kind hope for my poem was vain I am sorry to say: T. Wardle rather insisted on my going out with him, so I yielded, not very loth, as I thought a country walk would not be amiss: so we took train to a station and then walked, first by a gim-crack palace of Pugin’s, Alton Towers to wit, then to a village where your friend the novel-writer came from (called Ellaston, I rather think), then to a village church, Norbury, with a strange very rich chancel to it, out of place in that queer way that things are in England, then up the valley of the Dove to Ashbourne, which I think Dr. Johnson had something to do with: a dull walk that last, I scarcely know why, but Ashbourne church very fine and rich; and so home.

“Some time this week I am going to Nottingham to see the hot vat in operation for flock wool-dyeing: when I was a very youngster, my father’s mother, then grown doting, used to promise me a journey to Nottingham, her home, if I were a very good boy.

“Meantime I trust I am taking in dyeing at every pore (otherwise than by the skin of my hands, which is certain). I have found out and practised the art of weld-dyeing, the ancientest of yellow dyes, and the fastest. We have set a blue vat for cotton, which I hope will turn out all right to-morrow morning: it is nine feet deep, and holds 1,000 gallons: it would be a week’s talk to tell you all the anxieties and possibilities connected with this indigo subject, but you must at least imagine that all this is going on on very nearly the same conditions as those of the shepherd boy that made a watch all by himself.”

The fortunes of the indigo vat are continued in a letter written two days later to Mrs. Coronio.

 

“Leek,

“March 28th.

“My dear Aglaia,

“I am at last able to write to you, and thank you for your letter: I have a huge deal to do in a very limited time, for I am trying to learn all I can about dyeing, even the handiwork of it, which is simple enough, but, like many other simple things, contains matters in it that one would not think of unless one were told. Besides my business of seeing to the cotton-printing, I am working in Mr. Wardle’s dye-house in sabots and blouse pretty much all day long: I am dyeing yellows and reds: the yellows are very easy to get, and so are a lot of shades of salmon and flesh-colour and buff and orange; my chief difficulty is in getting a deep blood red, but I hope to succeed before I come away: I have not got the proper indigo vat for wool, but I can dye blues in the cotton vat and get lovely greens with that and the bright yellow that weld gives.

“This morning I assisted at the dyeing of 20 lbs. of silk (for our damask) in the blue vat; it was very exciting, as the thing is quite unused now, and we ran a good chance of spoiling the silk. There were four dyers and Mr. Wardle at work, and myself as dyers’ mate: the men were encouraged with beer and to it they went, and pretty it was to see the silk coming green out of the vat and gradually turning blue: we succeeded very well as far as we can tell at present; the oldest of the workmen, an old fellow of seventy, remembers silk being dyed so, long ago. The vat, you must know, is a formidable-looking thing, 9 ft. deep and about 6 ft. square: and is sunk into the earth right up to the top. To-morrow I am going to Nottingham to see wool dyed blue in the woad vat, as it is called; on Friday Mr. Wardle is going to dye 80 lbs. more silk for us, and I am going to dye about 20 lbs. of wool in madder for my deep red. With all this I shall be very glad indeed to be home again, as you may well imagine.

“I am glad you liked my work at the show, though I don’t think it was much to make a row about; the silk piece I thought was the best. Mrs. Lewes came from this country-side, by the way: I went through the village where she lived, on Sunday: Ellaston, I think, it was called; a dull village; I seem to see a good few people about like the ‘Aunts’ in the ‘Mill on the Floss.’

“I hope you are well.

“I am your affectionate

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

The following words were written also from Leek, during this visit, to a friend who was passing through one of those darknesses in which the whole substance of life seems now and then to crumble away under our hands. They contain, in brief words that are free from either doubt or arrogance, the confession of his own faith: a matter as to which he was reserved of speech, and only revealed himself under the stress of some unusual emotion.

“Wherein you are spiritless, I wish with all my heart that I could help you or amend it, for it is most true that it grieves me; but also, I must confess it, most true that I am living my own life in spite of it, or in spite of anything grievous that may happen in the world. Sometimes I wonder so much at all this, that I wish even that I were once more in some trouble of my own, and think of myself that I am really grown callous: but I am sure that though I have many hopes and pleasures, or at least strong ones, and that though my life is dear to me, so much as I seem to have to do, I would give them away, hopes and pleasures, one by one or all together, and my life at last, for you, for my friendship, for my honour, for the world. If it seems boasting I do not mean it: but rather that I claim, so to say it, not to be separated from those that are heavy-hearted only because I am well in health and full of pleasant work and eager about it, and not oppressed by desires so as not to be able to take interest in it all. I wish I could say something that would serve you, beyond what you know very well, that I love you and long to help you: and indeed I entreat you (however trite the words may be) to think that life is not empty nor made for nothing, and that the parts of it fit one into another in some way; and that the world goes on, beautiful and strange and dreadful and worshipful.”

So much as I seem to have to do! — the words were in one form or another habitually on his lips all through his life: yet he never used them complainingly or grudgingly, but rather as one who felt the world perpetual in its interest and variety, and to whom no length of days could be long enough to exhaust either the work that there was for him to do or his own active pleasure in doing it. But to one of his own heroes, whether Greek or Northern, the wish to be once more in some trouble of his own, however lightly uttered, might have seemed a wilful provocation of fate, and only too certain to draw down its own fulfilment. Within the next few months trouble of his own came to him against which he could have made no provision. The form that trouble took was one which can only be briefly touched upon, but which had too profound an effect upon his whole life to be entirely passed over. His elder daughter, now a girl of fifteen, exceptionally bright, clever, and diligent, was already her father’s chosen companion, and gave promise of a brilliant future. In the summer of 1876 her health broke completely down. From this distress his mind was never henceforth free. To all who had the privilege of a close knowledge, his tenderness and unceasing thought and care for her were the most touchingly beautiful element in his nature; but his anxiety over her was literally continuous for the remainder of his life.

On the 18th of July he wrote to Mrs. Morris, who was at Deal with the two children:

“I am so glad to hear that things go well so far: though of course I cannot help being anxious. Yes, I got the dear thing’s letters, and answered them on Sunday (else I should have written to you), and very pretty letters they were. The news from here is little or none; e.g., that I broke the strings of the Venetian blind in my room last night; that no water came into the cistern on Sunday, and very little yesterday, and so on. Item, I was not the man that threw the medicine bottles at the dog last Saturday, and was fined a shilling for that righteous indignation.

“I can’t help thinking that you have not been so hot as we have been these last days; though last night and to-day it has been cooler: so much so, that, calling on Kate yesterday evening, I found her refusing to go out with her mother because the wind was so cold: nay, she durst not go near the window, for she said that the bitter north wind cut her in half. As for me, that the grumbling circle may be complete, I am longing for that tail of the glacier in Thorsmark, or our camp in the wilderness at Eyvindarkofarver under the snow mountains: in fact, though I don’t feel unwell (and therefore ought to hold my noise, as you very truly say), I am depressed and languid (say lazy) and don’t care for my work, at any rate not the bread and cheese part of it: though for want of finding any amusement in books on Saturday and Sunday I did manage to screw out my tale of verses, to the tune of some 250 I think. By the way the Athenæum has been very civil to me about that scrap of poem I published in it the other day, though it was not worth publishing either, and sent me £20: it seems, such is the world’s injustice and stupidity, that it was a success — never mind; I shall pay for it when my new poem comes out. I cannot tell you how pleased I am to hear that you think so well of Jenny: you don’t say much about May: I suppose it can’t fail to do her good: I think it would be a great pity to hurry them away if the place really seems to suit them, and if you can hold out there: I will give you as much of my company as work will let me: to-day week or to-morrow week I hope to come down, and shall stay three days or so at any rate: I am looking forward to it very much. Take care of yourself, my dear, and tell me of anything you want: I think we had better spend that £20 in carriages at Deal?”

In spite of the engrossing occupation of the dyeing work and the unsettlement caused by his daughter’s illness, the composition of “Sigurd the Volsung “ had been advancing swiftly throughout the year. It was published at the end of November. What reception he anticipated for it may be gathered from the letter just quoted: and, in fact, for one reason or another, it was but languidly received. In his own judgment, it stood apart from the rest of his poetry, less because it showed any higher perfection in craftsmanship than because the subject was the story which he counted the first in the world, and because he was convinced that he had treated this story with a fidelity and a largeness of manner for which he could answer to his own conscience. The Volsunga Saga had for long seemed to him almost too great a story to be re-told, and too perfectly set forth in the noble Icelandic prose of the twelfth century to gain, or not to lose, from fresh handling. “This is the Great Story of the North,” he had written six years before, “which should be to all our race what the Tale of Troy was to the Greeks: to all our race first, and afterwards, when the change of the world has made our race nothing more than a name of what has been, a story too, then should it be to those that come after us no less than the Tale of Troy has been to us.” When at last he resolved to attempt the re-telling, he was bound by an almost impossible loyalty to his original. For the purposes of an epic it is almost obvious that the story begins far too early, and has epic unity only from the point at which Sigurd’s own conscious life begins. The Icelandic Saga is a chronicle which the genius of its tellers has almost against their will converted into an epic, but which retains much history that the limits of an epic reject. The whole of the life of Sigmund, which fills the first of the four books of the poem, is a separate story, containing a strange and savagely magnificent epic of its own, centring round the three colossal figures of Sigmund and Signy and their son Sinfiotli. No art or skill can make this earlier epic either subordinate to, or coherent with, the epic of the After-born; of Sigurd, only born after Sigmund’s death, and of those with whose lives an inextricable fate enwound his. It is as though the epic of Troy opened with a recital of the epic of Thebes. Both in the Greek and in the Scandinavian cycle the story that comes earlier in the history is also earlier in its structure; more primitive, more colossal, less fully human. The cannibal savagery of Tydeus, the incest of Œdipus and Jocasta, the living burial of Antigone, rouse a greater horror than anything in the Trojan story, but it is not one based on the same universal human sympathy. And so it is with the story of Sigmund: the wolf-change of the Volsung, the cruel purposeless slaughter of Signy’s children, the strangely inhuman life and death of the son of that awful brother and sister, are tragic indeed, but with such tragedy as belongs to the dim and monstrous reign of the older gods. With what skill Morris effects the transition, with what genius he drives the story through into its destined channel, is hardly to the purpose: the fact remains that what he tried to do was wrong, and that no skill can set it wholly right. Indeed when he came to the end of the story he was obliged to confess as much. The Volsunga Saga does not end with the episode of Gudrun casting herself into the sea while the palace of Atli roared up in flame. Here Morris stops. But the Saga-writer goes pitilessly on: and after it has lost Gudrun as well as Brynhild the story relapses into something of its earlier horror and savagery. The death of Swanhild, her head tied in a bag because “when she opened her eyes wide, then the horses durst not trample her,” is followed by the dismal ending of Gudrun’s sons: nor will the Saga-writer stay his hand till he can set down the destruction of that whole kin, root and stem. To pursue the Saga to its end, in a fifth book, Morris no doubt felt to be impossible. To continue after the main interest is gone would be a grave fault of art. But it is a fault of art scarcely less grave to anticipate that interest, and excite it at the opening of the tale in disparate matter, and, as it were, on a false issue.

Yet the main story, as it is told in the other three books of the poem, is undoubtedly unsurpassed in the world for epic grandeur and tragic tension; and in his version, the most Homeric poem which has been written since Homer, Morris felt that he had given it no inadequate treatment. It is a story at once deeper-searching into human nature and more universal in its view of human life than that of either the Iliad or the Odyssey. To cool reflection it must be plain that the story of the Iliad is in itself one of the second order: one that had to be filled up with episodes of extraneous interest, and is raised to its rank, as, on the whole, the greatest poetical achievement of mankind, only by the prodigious genius of its final author. The story of the Odyssey, as it is summed up in the well-known words of Aristotle— “a certain man being in foreign lands for many years, and watched jealously by Poseidon, and alone, and things at home being likewise in such case that his substance was spent by suitors and plots laid against his son, arrives after a tempestuous voyage, and discovering himself to certain persons, attacks his enemies and destroys them, but is saved himself” — is a Saga of the simplest order without any dramatic motive of great depth or complexity, but told with incomparable skill, and brought into a wider atmosphere by the Phæacian romance and the Arabian tales of miraculous adventure incorporated with the original story. Had the luminous intelligence to which we owe the Iliad and Odyssey been applied to a story in itself so tremendous as that of Sigurd, Brynhild, and Gudrun, it is difficult to imagine to what unscaled heights the epic might have risen. As it is, for want of that Greek intelligence, the story is not fully humanized. Grimhild’s witch-drink, for instance, is not, like the cup of Circe, the mere embroidery of a fairy-tale: it is essential to the tragedy, and is a type of that savage or inhuman element which lingered through the literature as well as the life of the North.

To Morris’ mind, at any rate, the philosophy or religion that lived under these half-humanized legends was something quite real and vital: and it substantially represented his own guiding belief. In a summarized statement of the northern mythology which he wrote out about this time, he concludes with the following striking sentences :

“It may be that the world shall worsen, that men shall grow afraid to ‘change their life,’ that the world shall be weary itself, and sicken, and none but faint-hearts be left — who knows? So at any rate comes the end at last, and the Evil, bound for a while, is loose, and all nameless merciless horrors that on earth we figure by fire and earthquake and venom and ravin. So comes the great strife; and like the kings and heroes that they have loved, here also must the Gods die, the Gods who made that strifeful imperfect earth, not blindly indeed, yet foredoomed. One by one they extinguish for ever some dread and misery that all this time has brooded over life, and one by one, their work accomplished, they die: till at last the great destruction breaks out over all things, and the old earth and heavens are gone, and then a new heavens and earth. What goes on there? Who shall say, of us who know only of rest and peace by toil and strife? And what shall be our share in it? Well, sometimes we must needs think that we shall live again: yet if that were not, would it not be enough that we helped to make this unnameable glory, and lived not altogether deedless? Think of the joy we have in praising great men, and how we turn their stories over and over, and fashion their lives for our joy: and this also we ourselves may give to the world.

“This seems to me pretty much the religion of the Northmen. I think one would be a happy man if one could hold it, in spite of the wild dreams and dreadful imaginings that hung about it here and there.”

In this spirit it was that Morris approached the story of Sigurd. Nor need it be matter of surprise that the strength of the poem no less than its weaknesses, its unity of spirit and motive no less than the complexity of its scheme, made it pass over the heads of a public little accustomed to the strenuous task of embracing and taking in any work of great scope and organic structure. Whether or not it be true, as is often lightly said, that the age for epics is over, the time when “Sigurd “ appeared was emphatically an age of the idyl, and unresponsive to the appeal of the larger poetic architecture. Morris himself never concealed his own opinion of the merits of the poem. To a petulant, but not wholly unjustified, criticism which Rossetti made on the dragon-transformation of Fafnir, as an element in the story which was not merely barbarous, but silly, he made a reply which can scarcely be quoted here, but which no one who has heard it is ever likely to forget. But he did not let the tepid welcome which “Sigurd “ met with weigh on his spirits. Two months after its publication he writes from Leek, where he was again busy among his dye-vats and ordering three hundredweight of poplar-twigs for experiments in yellow dyeing (the colour they gave did not turn out sufficiently fast to satisfy him):

“My ill temper about the public was only a London mood and is quite passed now: and I think I have even forgotten what I myself have written about that most glorious of stories, and think about it all (and very often) as I did before I began my poem.”

“I had been reading the Njala,” this letter goes on, “in the original before I came here: it is better even than I remembered; the style most solemn (Dasent now and then uses a word too homely I think, which brings it down a little): all men’s children in it, as always in the best of the northern stories, so venerable to each other, and so venerated: and the exceeding good temper of Gunnar amidst his heroism, and the calm of Njal: and I don’t know anything more consoling or grander in all literature (to use a beastly French word) than Gunnar’s singing in his house under the moon and the drifting clouds: or do you remember the portents at Bergthorsknoll before the burning, and how Skarphedinn takes them? or Skarphedinn’s death; or how Flosi pays the penalty for the Burning, never appealing against the due and equal justice, but defending himself and his folk stoutly against it at every step. What a glorious outcome of the worship of Courage these stories are.”

His position as a poet was in any case secure among those best qualified to judge; and popularity with any large mass of thoughtless opinion was not a thing he very much cared for. The element of aristocratic fastidiousness in his nature rather shrank from it, and it was not till later, when he became the exponent of an active creed, that he felt any of the discouragement that comes of appealing vainly to unheeding or averted ears. Just at this time Matthew Arnold had completed his tenure of the Oxford Professorship of Poetry. Morris was at once thought of by his friends as (at all events if Mr. Swinburne were excepted) the most eminent of other living Oxford poets; and though his want of orthodoxy alike in politics and in religious belief made it certain that he could not be an unopposed candidate, inquiry seemed to justify them in thinking that he might be asked to stand with fair prospects of success. The offer was one which tempted him greatly. His love for Oxford, in spite of his hatred of the typical Oxonian, was very deep-seated, and the position was one which, without involving any serious labour, was both influential and distinguished. But finally he made up his mind against it.

“I am afraid,” he wrote on the 16th of February, 1877, to Mr. Thursfield, who had approached him on the subject on behalf of the members of Convocation who were anxious that he should consent to strand, “you must think I have been a long while answering your letter; I beg you to excuse my apparent neglect on the grounds that I found it hard to make up my mind what was right to do. In the first place I thank you personally very much for moving in the matter, and I must say that nothing hardly would please me so much as such a recognition from my University, apart from considerations of fitness on my side: nor would laziness or the various heavy business on my hands prevent me from coming forward if I thought I could be of any real use: neither would a contested election frighten me, though I don’t like such things. It is therefore with the greatest regret that I find I must needs say ‘no’; and this simply because I feel that I am not the man to fill the post: I suppose the lectures a Poetry Professor should give ought to be either the result of deep and wide scholarship in the matter, or else pieces of beautiful and ingenious rhetoric, such, for example, as our Slade Professor could give; and in both these things I should fail and do no credit either to the University or myself. It seems to me that the practice of any art rather narrows the artist in regard to the theory of it; and I think I come more than most men under this condemnation, so that though I have read a good deal and have a good memory, my knowledge is so limited and so ill-arranged that I can scarce call myself a man of letters: and moreover I have a peculiar inaptitude for expressing myself except in the one way that my gift lies. Also may I say without offence that I have a lurking doubt as to whether the Chair of Poetry is more than an ornamental one, and whether the Professor of a wholly incommunicable art is not rather in a false position: nevertheless I would like to see a good man filling it, and, if the critics will forgive me, somebody who is not only a critic. I ask your pardon for writing so much about myself, but your kindness has brought it on your head.”

Shairp succeeded Arnold in the professorship: and the chair was dignified by an occupant of unimpeachable orthodoxy, of a most kindly and courteous nature, and of some merit both as a critic and as a poet.






  








CHAPTER XI. THE SOCIETY FOR PROTECTION OF ANCIENT BUILDINGS: THE EASTERN QUESTION ASSOCIATION: PERIOD OF TEXTILES. 1877-1878
 

ALMOST without knowing it, Morris was now beginning to take a part in public action and political life. From both he had hitherto, in common with the circle of artists to which he belonged, kept apart as from matters that did not concern him. As regards the arts of life, he had been content to labour in his own field, and trust to good work producing its influence, without any active attempt to inculcate first principles or to stem the tide of competition and industrialism by organized teaching. In politics, he was a passive, rather than an active Liberal; voting with his party, and even occasionally attending public meetings, but not a name known in the press or on the platform. In active civic duties, any more than in active political work, he had probably taken no share since his illness in 1864 had made him retire from his Volunteer corps. But this abstention was not natural to him, as it often is to artists and men of letters. His innate Socialism — if the word may for once be used in its natural sense and not as expressing any doctrine — was, and had been from his earliest beginnings, the quality which, more than any other, penetrated and dominated all he did. In this year it forced itself out in two different channels, which would by ordinary people be distinguished from one another as belonging to the fields of art and politics, but which to Morris himself, to whom both art and politics, except in so far as they bore directly on life, were alike meaningless, only represented two distinct points at which the defence of life against barbarism could be carried on. One of these movements he originated, or at least put into active existence, by the formation of the Society for the Protection of Ancient Buildings. The other he aided with all his power by work and money spent in the service of the Eastern Question Association. The Society for the Protection of Ancient Buildings has had a long, a quiet, and not a useless life: and has, directly or indirectly, saved many remnants of the native art of England from destruction. The Eastern Question Association was formed to meet a passing political crisis and broke up when its object had ceased. But from Morris’ work on the former grew the whole of his later activity as a lecturer and instructor in the principles of art, and as founder and leader of a guild of craftsmen who exist now as the permanent result of his influence. From his work on the latter was developed, by a process of which every step can be clearly traced, his conversion to a definite and dogmatic Socialism.

The destruction of ancient buildings which, throughout the whole of Morris’ life, he had seen going on almost unchecked, whether from mere careless barbarism or under the more specious and ruinous pretext of restoration, had been a thing against which it seemed hopeless for any one to fight. It had hitherto been attacked only in isolated instances, by individuals, without any clear statement of principle or any certainty of continuous action. It could only be combated with any hope of success through some permanent and organized body, to whose representations some attention would have to be paid, and who would have time and money to spend on their work. The formation of a society wholly devoted to this purpose seems first to have occurred to Morris’ mind in the autumn of 1876, and in connexion with two definite instances of restoration which then came under his own eyes. One was that of Lichfield Cathedral, which he and Wardle had been visiting from Leek. The other was near Kelmscott. On the 4th of September, 1876, a party drove from Kelmscott to pay a visit of a few days to Cormell Price at Broadway. On the way, as usual, they stopped to bait in the pretty little town of Burford on the Windrush. The alterations going on in the beautiful parish church there roused his horror; and at Broadway Tower he drafted a letter urging the formation of a Society which might deal with such cases, and, if the destruction done by the restorers could not be stopped, might at all events make it clear that it was destruction and not preservation. But for some reason or other no immediate action was taken for several months after. At the beginning of March, 1877, an account of the proposed restoration of the splendid Abbey church at Tewkesbury roused him to take practical steps. Mr. F. G. Stephens had for some years been upholding the cause of ancient buildings in the Athenæum newspaper with much courage and persistency, singling out for special attack the wholesale operations carried out in so many cathedral and parochial churches by Sir Gilbert Scott. To the Athenaeum Morris now turned for aid in realizing his project. On the 5th of March he wrote to it as follows:

“My eye just now caught the word ‘restoration’ in the morning paper, and, on looking closer, I saw that this time it is nothing less than the Minster of Tewkesbury that is to be destroyed by Sir Gilbert Scott. Is it altogether too late to do something to save it, — it and whatever else of beautiful and historical is still left us on the sites of the ancient buildings we were once so famous for? Would it not be of some use once for all, and with the least delay possible, to set on foot an association for the purpose of watching over and protecting these relics, which, scanty as they are now become, are still wonderful treasures, all the more priceless in this age of the world, when the newly-invented study of living history is the chief joy of so many of our lives?

“Your paper has so steadily and courageously opposed itself to these acts of barbarism which the modern architect, parson, and squire call’ restoration,’ that it would be waste of words to enlarge here on the ruin that has been wrought by their hands; but, for the saving of what is left, I think I may write a word of encouragement, and say that you by no means stand alone in the matter, and that there are many thoughtful people who would be glad to sacrifice time, money, and comfort in defence of those ancient monuments: besides, though I admit that the architects are, with very few exceptions, hopeless, because interest, habit, and ignorance bind them, and that the clergy are hopeless, because their order, habit, and an ignorance yet grosser, bind them; still there must be many people whose ignorance is accidental rather than inveterate, whose good sense could surely be touched if it were clearly put to them that they were destroying what they, or, more surely still, their sons and sons’ sons, would one day fervently long for, and which no wealth or energy could ever buy again for them.

“What I wish for, therefore, is that an association should be set on foot to keep a watch on old monuments, to protest against all ‘restoration’ that means more than keeping out wind and weather, and, by all means, literary and other, to awaken a feeling that our ancient buildings are not mere ecclesiastical toys, but sacred monuments of the nation’s growth and hope.”

The train caught fire. A fortnight after this letter appeared, the Athenaeum announced that his proposal was likely to take effect, and within another fortnight the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings had been constituted and had held its first meeting, Morris acting as secretary. The eminent men in many walks of life who at once joined it were sufficient to protect it from either contempt or ridicule; and if it has not stayed destruction, it has at all events saved much that would otherwise have been lost, and has had an immense though quiet influence in raising the standard of morality on the subject of ancient buildings throughout England. Architects and owners alike now take a wholly new and wholly beneficial sense of their responsibility. The principles of the Society are given by Morris with unsurpassed lucidity and force in the statement issued by it on its foundation.

“Within the last fifty years a new interest, almost like another sense, has arisen in these ancient monuments of art; and they have become the subject of one of the most interesting of studies, and of an enthusiasm, religious, historical, artistic, which is one of the undoubted gains of our time; yet we think that if the present treatment of them be continued, our descendants will find them useless for study and chilling to enthusiasm. We think that those last fifty years of knowledge and attention have done more for their destruction than all the foregoing centuries of revolution, violence, and contempt.

“For architecture, long decaying, died out, as a popular art at least, just as the knowledge of mediaeval art was born. So that the civilized world of the nineteenth century has no style of its own amidst its wide knowledge of the styles of other centuries. From this lack and this gain arose in men’s minds the strange idea of the Restoration of ancient buildings; and a strange and most fatal idea, which by its very name implies that it is possible to strip from a building this, that, and the other part of its history — of its life, that is — and then to stay the hand at some arbitrary point, and leave it still historical, living, and even as it once was.

“In early times this kind of forgery was impossible, because knowledge failed the builders, or perhaps because instinct held them back. If repairs were needed, if ambition or piety pricked on to change, that change was of necessity wrought in the unmistakable fashion of the time; a church of the eleventh century might be added to or altered in the twelfth, thirteenth, fourteenth, fifteenth, sixteenth, or even the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries; but every change, whatever history it destroyed, left history in the gap, and was alive with the spirit of the deeds done amidst its fashioning. The result of all this was often a building in which the many changes, though harsh and visible enough, were by their very contrast interesting and instructive, and could by no possibility mislead. But those who make the changes wrought in our day under the name of Restoration, while professing to bring back a building to the best time of its history, have no guide but each his own individual whim to point out to them what is admirable and what contemptible: while the very nature of their task compels them to destroy something, and to supply the gap by imagining what the earlier builders should or might have done. Moreover, in the course of this double process of destruction and addition, the whole surface of the building is necessarily tampered with; so that the appearance of antiquity is taken away from such old parts of the fabric as are left, and there is no laying to rest in the spectator the suspicion of what may have been lost; and in short, a feeble and lifeless forgery is the final result of all the wasted labour.

“Of all the Restorations yet undertaken the worst have meant the reckless stripping a building of some of its most interesting material features; while the best have their exact analogy in the Restoration of an old picture, where the partly perished work of the ancient craftsmaster has been made neat and smooth by the tricky hand of some unoriginal and thoughtless hack of to-day. If, for the rest, it be asked us to specify what kind or amount of art, style, or other interest in a building, makes it worth protecting, we answer, Anything which can be looked on as artistic, picturesque, historical, antique, or substantial: any work, in short, over which educated artistic people would think it worth while to argue at all.

“It is for all these buildings, therefore, of all times and styles, that we plead, and call upon those who have to deal with them, to put Protection in the place of Restoration, to stave off decay by daily care, to prop a perilous wall or mend a leaky roof by such means as are obviously meant for support or covering, and show no pretence of other art, and otherwise to resist all tampering with either the fabric or ornament of the building as it stands; if it has become inconvenient for its present use, to raise another building rather than alter or enlarge the old one; in fine, to treat our ancient buildings as monuments of a bygone art, created by bygone manners, that modern art cannot meddle with without destroying.”

Among the celebrated names whom the newly-founded Society was able to announce as members was that of Carlyle. The story of how he was induced to join it is highly characteristic: I owe it to Mr. William De Morgan, through whom, as a neighbour and friend, living in Cheyne Row a few doors off, Carlyle was approached.

“I sent the prospectus to Carlyle,” Mr. De Morgan tells me, “through his niece Miss Aitken, and afterwards called by appointment to elucidate further. The philosopher didn’t seem in the mood to join anything — in fact it seemed to me that the application was going to be fruitless. But fortunately Sir James Stephen was there when I called, and Carlyle passed me on to him with the suggestion that I had better make him a convert first. However, Sir James declined to be converted, on the ground that the owners or guardians of ancient buildings had more interest than any one else in preserving them, and would do it, and so forth. I replied with a case to the contrary, that of Wren’s churches and the Ecclesiastical Commissioners. This brought Carlyle out with a panegyric of Wren, who was, he said, a really great man, ‘of extraordinary patience with fools,’ and he glared round at the company reproachfully. However, he promised to think it over, chiefly, I think, because Sir James Stephen had rather implied that the Society’s object was not worth thinking over. He added one or two severe comments on the contents of space.

“I heard from his niece next day that he was wavering, and that a letter from Morris might have a good effect. I asked for one, and received the following:

‘Horrington House,

‘April 3.

‘ My dear De Morgan,

‘ I should be sorry indeed to force Mr. Carlyle’s inclinations on the matter in question, but if you are seeing him I think you might point out to him that it is not only artists or students of art that we are appealing to, but thoughtful people in general. For the rest it seems to me not so much a question whether we are to have old buildings or not, as whether they are to be old or sham old: at the lowest I want to make people see that it would surely be better to wait while architecture and the arts in general are in their present experimental condition before doing what can never be undone, and may at least be ruinous to what it intends to preserve.

‘Yours very truly,

‘ WILLIAM MORRIS.’

“Next day,” Mr. De Morgan goes on, “I received from Miss Aitken a letter from Carlyle to the Society, accepting membership. It made special allusion to Wren, and spoke of his City churches as ‘marvellous works, the like of which we shall never see again,’ or nearly that. Morris had to read this at the first public meeting — you may imagine that he didn’t relish it, and one heard it in the way he read it — I fancy he added mentally, ‘And a good job too! ‘“

Morris’ prejudice against the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries was indeed carried to a pitch that amounted to pure unreasonableness: and in the work of Wren and his successors he steadily declined to acknowledge either fitness, or dignity, or elegance.

The rather lumbering title of the Society was at an early date replaced for familiar usage by the more terse and expressive name of the Anti-Scrape, a word of Morris’ own invention. Two months after its formation he writes to a friend: “By the way you have not yet joined our Anti-Scrape Society: I will send you the papers of it: the subscription is only 10/6, and may save you something if people ask for subscriptions to restorations by enabling you to say, ‘I am sorry, but be damned — look here.’”

Meanwhile Morris had been swept into politics by an impulse no less powerful and sincere against barbarism. If ancient buildings were all but alive to him, and he felt their ruin and defacement as a kind of physical torture, his sympathy with oppressed fellow-creatures rather gained than lost in force from this feeling. The collapse of the Turkish Government in its European provinces during the year 1876 had been accompanied by massacres and torture on a prodigious scale in Bulgaria, the news of which in England, at first received with incredulous apathy, gradually roused an overpowering horror and indignation. The armed intervention of Russia, though it did not take place till the following April, had been long foreseen; and feeling in England was torn violently asunder between traditional jealousy of Russia and sympathy with the oppressed Christian populations. For long the former feeling was predominant both in the Government and in the nation; and the group of persons who towards the end of 1876 founded the Eastern Question Association were at first a minority, trifling in number, however powerful in the justice of their cause and the strength of their convictions. Into this work Morris flung himself heart and soul: he was treasurer of the Association, and through the Russo-Turkish War, and the confused and hostile negotiations which followed, worked hard for it with tongue and pen.

On the 15th of November, when the first steps were being taken towards organizing the movement, he wrote to Faulkner at Oxford:

“I am very willing to receive you as a convert if you must needs ticket yourself so, though I don’t see the need, as both your views and mine being interpreted meant declaring ourselves enemies of that den of thieves the Turkish Government. As to the Russians, all I say is this: we might have acted so that they could have had no pretext for interfering with Turkey except in accordance with the unanimous wish of Europe: we have so acted as to drive them into separate interference whatever may come: and to go to war with them for this would be a piece of outrageous injustice. Furthermore if we came victorious out of such a war, what should we do with Turkey, if we didn’t wish to be damned? ‘Take it ourselves,’ says the bold man, ‘and rule it as we rule India.’ But the bold man don’t live in England at present I think; and I know what the Tory trading stock-jobbing scoundrel that one calls an Englishman to-day would do with it: he would shut his eyes hard over it, get his widows and orphans to lend it money, and sell it vast quantities of bad cotton. For the rest, I know that the Russians have committed many crimes, but I cannot accuse them of behaving ill in this Turkish business at present, and I must say I think it very unfair of us, who freed our black men, to give them no credit for freeing their serfs: both deeds seem to me to be great landmarks in history. However, I repeat, to finish, that my cry and that of all that I consider really on our side is ‘The Turkish Government to the Devil, and something rational and progressive in its place.’ If people say that latter part is difficult, I can only say that it is difficult to make a pair of shoes, or even a poem; and yet both deeds are sometimes done; — more or less ill ’tis true.”

“I do not feel very sanguine about it all,” he adds, after giving details as to the action which it was proposed to take: “but since it is started and is the only thing that offers at present, and I do not wish to be anarchical, I must do the best I can with it.”

Into the details of the historic controversy this is no place to enter: it is one long ago judged by time. But the manifesto which Morris issued in May, 1877, when the recent declaration of war by Russia had brought the Eastern Question into a very acute and dangerous stage, is remarkable, less for any unusual insight into what is called the political situation, than for the body to whom he addressed it, and the tone it took on political action in the largest sense. It contains his later socialist teaching as yet folded in the germ.

“To the working men of England” this manifesto is headed: and it contains this remarkable passage:

“Who are they that are leading us into war? Greedy gamblers on the Stock Exchange, idle officers of the army and navy (poor fellows!), worn-out mockers of the clubs, desperate purveyors of exciting war-news for the comfortable breakfast-tables of those who have nothing to lose by war; and lastly, in the place of honour, the Tory Rump, that we fools, weary of peace, reason, and justice, chose at the last election to represent us. Shame and double shame, if we march under such leadership as this in an unjust war against a people who are not our enemies, against Europe, against freedom, against nature, against the hope of the world.

“Working men of England, one word of warning yet: I doubt if you know the bitterness of hatred against freedom and progress that lies at the hearts of a certain part of the richer classes in this country: their newspapers veil it in a kind of decent language; but do but hear them talking among themselves, as I have often, and I know not whether scorn or anger would prevail in you at their folly and insolence. These men cannot speak of your order, of its aims, of its leaders, without a sneer or an insult: these men, if they had the power (may England perish rather!), would thwart your just aspirations, would silence you, would deliver you bound hand and foot for ever to irresponsible capital. Fellow-citizens, look to it, and if you have any wrongs to be redressed, if you cherish your most worthy hope of raising your whole order peacefully and solidly, if you thirst for leisure and knowledge, if you long to lessen these inequalities which have been our stumbling-block since the beginning of the world, then cast aside sloth and cry out against an Unjust War, and urge us of the middle classes to do no less.”

Throughout this period his letters are full of the same excitement, and of the same feeling that it was to the working classes that the only useful appeal could be made. “I was at the working-men’s meeting at the Cannon Street Hotel on Wednesday,” he writes on the 4th of May; “it was quite a success; they seem to have advanced since last autumn. Some of them spoke very well, nor would the meeting so much as listen to George Potter on the other side. Burt (M.P. for Morpeth and who is, or was, a working man) was chairman, and spoke excellently though shortly, with a strong Northumbrian tongue: he seemed a capital fellow. Meantime the Liberal party is blown to pieces, and everything is in confusion.”

As summer passed over, the shadow of imminent war lifted: but in autumn Morris was once more eagerly at work on the Committee which, under the presidency of Lord Lawrence, strove unavailingly to prevent the Afghan campaign, which was accepted by the war-party in England as an equivalent for open hostilities with Russia. At the beginning of 1878, when the Russian troops had forced the Balkans, the crisis became acute again. “This is terrible news,” he writes on the 5th of January, when war seemed all but certain. “I confess I am really astounded at the folly that can play with such tremendous tools in this way; and more and more I feel how entirely right the flattest democracy is.” At a meeting held in Exeter Hall on the 16th to protest against the threatening attitude of the Government, Morris appeared for the first time as a writer of political verse. “Wake, London Lads!” a stirring ballad written by him for the occasion, was distributed in the hall and sung with much enthusiasm. Here, as in the manifesto of the previous year, the appeal is to the “political working man,” as Morris calls him in a letter describing this meeting, and is made in the name of the future and its hope. When the crisis in the East was finally past, it left Morris thoroughly in touch with the Radical leaders of the working class in London, and well acquainted with the social and economic ideas which, under the influence of widening education and of the international movement among the working classes, were beginning to transform their political creed from an individualist Radicalism into a more or less definite doctrine of State Socialism.

Morris’ absorption in wider interests during this period was accompanied by a fresh development of energy in his own professional work. The dyeing and calico printing industry, still mainly carried on at Leek, was now established as an important branch of the business, and the designing of patterns for chintzes and figured silks was part of his daily work. Weaving both in silk and wool had also taken its place alongside of dyeing in his own workshops. “I am dazzled,” he writes in March, 1877, “at the prospect of the splendid work we might turn out in that line.” A French brocade-weaver from Lyons, M. Bazin, was brought over in June to set up the first silk-loom. As to this and other work begun or projected, Morris wrote to Mr. T. Wardle on the 13th of April:

“Thank you for getting me news of the brocader. We are willing to agree to his terms of 3,000 fr. for the year, and think it would be prudent not to guarantee for longer: but if he suits us, no doubt the situation will be a permanent one for him. I think before we strike a bargain we should see his specimens of work: meantime we send a parcel of examples of cloth such as we are likely to want as far as the weaving is concerned. We shall have to find him standing-room for the loom: what space and height is wanted for this? we should by all means want it big enough to weave the widest cloth that can be done well without.steam-power: and it ought to be such as could weave a design 27 inches wide. We should certainly want to weave damask. I hope that your correspondent understands that we want a really intelligent man: if he turn out such, his position with us will be good, as we should surely be wanting more looms, and he would be foreman over the others. As soon as we are agreed, he must let us know when he can come, and send us some proper paper for pointing, in order that we may get a design ready for him without delay. So much for the brocader, when I have thanked you again very much for getting me on so far, and confessed that I am prodigiously excited about him.

“The tapestry is a bright dream indeed; but it must wait till I get my carpets going; though I have had it in my head lately, because there is a great sale now on in Paris of some of the finest ever turned out: much too splendid for anybody save the biggest pots to buy. Meantime much may be done in carpets: I saw yesterday a piece of ancient Persian, time of Shah Abbas (our Elizabeth’s time) that fairly threw me on my back: I had no idea that such wonders could be done in carpets.

“We met again last night and are getting on I think: are going to expostulate with Ormskirk, Halifax, and Cherry-Hinton (young Scott’s this last) at once. As for the old bird, all I can say is that he is convicted out of his own mouth of having made an enormous fortune by doing what he well knows to be wrong.”

Early in that summer, the premises which have since then been the sale and show rooms for the firm’s work had been opened in a newly-built block of buildings at the corner of Oxford Street and North Audley Street. The expanding business and the inaccessibility of Queen Square to the ordinary purchaser forced on this step. “I can’t say I am much excited about it,” was Morris’ own comment, “as I should be if it were a shed with a half-dozen looms in it.” The Queen Square premises were now wholly set free for the manufacturing part of the business, and the increased business filled up the free space at once. It cannot be denied that Morris looked on the political situation, as he was bound to do, from the point of view of the manufacturer, as well as that of the politician and social reformer. “Picture to yourself,” he writes in May, “a three years’ war, and the shop in Oxford Street, and poor Smith standing at the door with his hands in his pockets!”

During this year, Morris had as secretary and general helper at Queen Square a son of his old tutor Canon Guy. In October he left in order to go to Oxford, having made up his mind to take Orders. A diary which he kept during the last few months of his employment at Queen Square has been preserved, and gives a lively picture of the common course of work there as it went on from day to day. By Mr. Guy’s permission I give a few typical extracts. The multifariousness of the master’s energy, and the many difficulties that had to be contended with when any new kind of work was being started, are alike noticeable.

“18 May. Mr. Morris slept last night in town, and was up on the move when I arrived. He had been downstairs and set the new dye-pot at work, ready for him to set an indigo vat in the afternoon. Kirby’s man came and finished fixing the ciphering tube. G. W. and W. M. talked over Mrs. Baring’s house in Devonshire: the work we have proposed to do will certainly take two or three years before all completed: we have to get our Lyons silk-weaver at work for one thing. W. M. did a little work to a piece of embroidery in his room during the morning. I went down into the dye-shop with W. M. between i and 2 o’clock and helped him to set his vat. He dyed some blues which he will green on Tuesday next, if all is well, for Dimarco’s carpet stuff. Mr. Broadhurst called and saw W. M. about the Eastern Question.

“5 June. Mr. Wardle away at Richmond in morning. Mr. Morris came at midday: he dyed some blue silks in cochineal and madder to get purples: he has not yet learnt the real upshot of this dyeing; it is hard to get the colour on. Some of McCrea’s wool was also dyed in the cochineal bath. Our clients are slow to pay their bills, this leads us into nasty difficulties. Mr. Morris spent the whole of this afternoon dyeing. Adams called about the Baptistery windows in All Saints, Putney; the two windows were ordered. Marlborough College window is ready to be sent.

“7 June. Dyeing was madder. Mr. Morris wished to get a ply of blood red such as was dyed at Leek in February last, for a hanging pattern. He used 2 lb. of madder for 2½ lb. of wool (3 hanks of weft and 2 hanks of warp). The colour in the end was not quite as deep as was wanted, owing to there being not a sufficient quantity of madder. When he was at Leek he used 8o lb. of madder for 100 lb. of wool, but you have to force the quantity a little when dyeing a small quantity of wools. In the spent bath other wools were dyed. No news from Bazin yet about the pointing. There was a meeting at 264, Oxford Street, in evening, of the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings. The Dean of Canterbury has written a letter on the subject of restoring the Cathedral; it was rather a cut against W. M., but however he will answer it no doubt.

“21 June. A letter came from Bazin saying that he leaves Lyons to-night for England. Murray came and saw G. W. in the afternoon; he has just returned from Italy. He showed G. W. some of his sketches. While he was there, W. M. came in; he has finished his work at the South Kensington Museum, which he did not care for much: he could not say anything for the designs which were produced by the students; he considered his time as having been wasted I believe. It is quite true about our red carpet having faded. W. M. is astonished at it. We had the cards down from the window to see the results of light and air upon the reds; they really have not much effect, but still a little; but the wools have been exposed to the light nearly a year, and had moreover to stand through all that strong sun of last year, as well as that of this year: no carpet is ever exposed so much to the light. The weld greens have gone, and W. M. is very lamentable over them. There are many secrets yet to be found out about dyeing. W. M. thinks that the Indian vat is the best for silks, and perhaps he will find out that it is the best for yarns; he intends setting one again soon. The blues (yarns) seemed to have stood a good deal, and W. M. is almost inclined now to say that they are the fastest of our dyes.

“25 June. The Heckmondwike Company sent up a woven pattern of the 3-ply green tulip carpet. W. M. called it dove-like, and so it is, the colours are very nice and well toned down. Bazin and a friend made their arrival in the afternoon; W. M. did not feel as if he wished to face Froggy at first, but said to G. W. (who went to receive the weaver) that he would be up in his room, if wanted; but G. W. did not wish to exercise his French alone, but took the two new arrivals up into W. M.’s room. The Frenchmen went round to Ormond Yard with W. M. and G. W. to see what cards we have (these are the cards which we had from Lyons). Froggy says they will do for his purpose, and we shall have to set him at work at once on the silk willow pattern, using these cards. He will take some time in setting up the loom, which will give us time to get silk and to dye it perhaps.

“12 July. Mr. Lendon called about Bazin’s work; he gave us some instructions about the point paper, etc. He went round to Ormond Yard and saw the loom; the carpenter finished his work at midday. W. M. dyed a few silks in cochineal. He says that he cannot get on at all with this dye: he cannot make it out, he is unable to get a deep colour on. It will dye the deepest colour in a few minutes, and after that the colour will not get deeper, no matter how long you keep your goods in the decoction. I mordanted a few hanks of wool for to-morrow’s experiments, which are to be in the fustic line.

“23 July. I tried to get the Indian vat set to-day, but the indigo, which has to be ground, prevented me. I hope to do so to-morrow.

“24 July. I was hard at work with the vat and managed to get it set by 5 p.m. W. M. helped, and as he slept in town he was able to look at it before going to bed. Silks were alumed for to-morrow’s dyeing (weld and walnut, also madder).

“25 July. The vat was coming round all day; she seemed to be doing well at 6.30, when I left; a coppery scum was coming on the surface.

“27 July. The vat seemed to be doing well to-day; a little silk dyeing was done for experiments. A brevet was given her art 5 p.m. Not very much business done.

“28 July. The hopeful Indian vat brought W. M. up to town (an unusual thing for him to do on a Saturday): the vat had come round very well by this morning; she was in a fit state for dyeing, and W. M. tried some wool in her, which proved to be successful. Still she was not quite come round to her proper form. A little cochineal dyeing was done; blues were dyed purple.

“20 Sept. Bazin began to weave, but the machinery (Jacquard) not being in very good order, he was unable to get on very far. I prepared an estimate for east end window, All Saints, Putney.

“21 Sept. Mr. Morris turned up from Kelmscott early, and as soon as he did so I went round to Ormond Yard with him, to see how Bazin had got on. He had got on better in working the machine than yesterday, but yet the (willow) pattern did not seem to be coming right, and it seemed as if the cards had got misplaced somehow or other. The cards were making an absurd pattern, and W. M. did not know what to make of it. W. M. returned to Kelmscott by the 6.30 train.

“8 Oct. W. M. had to see about his packages, which he has to take to Ireland. He started by 8.25 mail train to Holyhead from Euston. He goes to the Countess of Charleville, Tullamore, King’s County, to advise her as to the doing up of her house. He had to take with him patterns of carpets, silks, chintzes, etc. He goes to Leek on his way back from Ireland, and will stay there some while, making Tom Wardle look to his dyeing, etc., helping a good deal in it too.”

This was Morris’ first visit to Ireland. In a letter he wrote from Leek after his return, there is the old keen eye for scenery; but there is also a new tone, that of the social observer, one might almost say of the political theorist.

“I slept on board,” he says, “for about two hours, and then stirred myself to get up and look, and when I came on deck we were just well in sight of land. It was much more beautiful than I expected to see: a long rather low cliffy coast on the right with a rocky steep island in front of it; and on the left a long line of mountains rather than hills going on and turning the corner, and casting up points a long way Inland: the said mountains very lovely in outline. The sky was grey and sulky, but not unfit for the scene, and a thickish mist hid all the feet of the mountains, while a cloud or two was lying on the tops of them: it looked very like Iceland and quite touched my hard heart.

“Dublin is not altogether an ugly town; the Liffey runs through the chief street much like the Seine at Paris, which is good: yet a dirty and slatternly city is Dublin, and Guinness seems the only thing of importance there. I set off at about midday for my aristocrats; the train running through a very flat country with the aforesaid Dublin mountains on the left; you pass the Curragh, where our army of occupation sits, a fine moorland swelling up toward the Dublin mountains: then you see Kildare, with a great ruined mediaeval church and a tall round tower beside it. Then the Dublin mountains die away, and the Slievh Bloom hills rise up on the left of the great plain; which is to say the truth nothing but bog, reclaimed, half-reclaimed, or unreclaimed: in Elizabeth’s time thick forest covered it, but the oaks and all are gone now. The villages we passed were very poor-looking, the cotters’ houses in outside appearance the very poorest habitations of man I have yet seen, Iceland by no means excepted.

“Tullamore, my town, lies a little without the old Pale: my employers told me that it used to be the very centre of ribbonism; even last year a man was slain there for ‘agrarian’ reasons. They told me that an old man had told them how he had seen in the rebellion 20 miles of country burning in a straight line, the cabins and villages fired by the Orange yeomanry: the grandfather of the present young lady who owns the estate commanded the troops of that district in the war, and his banners hang up very little the worse for wear in the hall of the house now — and these unreasonable Irish still remember it all, so long-memoried they are!”

In November, 1877, Mrs. Morris and the two girls had gone to spend the winter at Oneglia on the Italian Riviera, where Morris himself was to join them in spring and make a tour with them through Northern Italy. His letters to Oneglia during these months give an unusually full account of his life and work during the winter. They are full of the Eastern Question, and the work of the Anti-Scrape, and the progress made by Bazin at the silk-loom in Ormond Yard, where “a poor old ex-Spitalfields weaver” had been found to help; and also of a new and at first to him very laborious employment, that of composing and delivering lecturers. The first lecture he ever gave in public was on the Decorative Arts. It was delivered before the Trades Guild of Learning, in what he calls”a dismal hole near Oxford Street,” on the 4th of December. It was published immediately afterwards by Messrs. Ellis and White as a pamphlet; and was reprinted, under the title of “The Lesser Arts,” as the first of the collected addresses published in the volume of “Hopes and Fears for Art.” The writing of prose was as yet as difficult to him as the writing of verse was easy, and he ruefully recognized that it was a thing he must work at unassisted.

“I should be glad to be out of Horrington House,” he writes on the 29th of November, “’tis rather a doleful abode at present. I was thinking last Saturday of having Sarah up to read scraps of my lecture to her after the example of Molière, but refrained, lest I should kill her with surprise. I went with Wardle to the place and read ‘ Robinson Crusoe’ to him to see if I could make my voice heard, which I found easy to be done.”

“I gave my lecture on Tuesday,” he continues on the 7th of December; “it went off very well, and I was not at all nervous. I have been having an afternoon with Froggy, the loom, and our Coventry ‘designer’ so-called: the loom was the wisest of the four of us and understood much more of what the others said than anybody else did — at least I think so.”

“I am just come back from Kelmscott,” a week later, “where I was two days with Webb: it was rather melancholy after our jolly time of last summer: we had two fine, but very cold days; this morning brilliant but white-frosty. The river had been much flooded, but was lower the first day, and I caught two good pike: I should like to have sent you one in a letter. The blown-down tree is that one by the causeway gate: it makes a sad gap, for it was a fine branchy tree.”

From his mother’s house in Hertfordshire he writes to the children on Christmas Day:

“I have been much agitated for the past week by the goings on of an August Personage and Lord Beaconsfield; but we hope to agitate others in our turn next week. On the whole our side has got weaker, and many people are sluggish and hard to move who thoroughly agree with us. The E. Q. A. met in committee yesterday and agreed to do something, though not as dramatically as I could have wished: however, we meet again next Monday, and then I hope we shall arrange to have a big meeting before Parliament. So much for politics: ’tis a fine Christmas Day to-day, though there has been a little snow. We have just had a peppering little snow-shower, item, a cock-pheasant has been on the lawn just now: these are bits of Hadham news you know, my dears.”

On the 19th of January he gives an account of the Eastern Question Meeting at Exeter Hall the night before. “The evening meeting was magnificent, orderly and enthusiastic, though mind you it took some very heavy work to keep the enemies’ roughs out, and the noise of them outside was like the sea roaring against a lighthouse. You will have seen about our music: wasn’t it a good idea? I think Chesson suggested it first, and then they set me to write the song, which I did on the Monday night. It went down very well, and they sang it well together: they struck up while we were just ready to come on the platform, and you may imagine I felt rather excited when I heard them begin to tune up. They stopped at the end of each verse and cheered lustily.”

“I am full of shame and anger,” he writes to Faulkner on the 5th of February, “at the cowardice of the so-called Liberal party. A very few righteous men refuse to sit down at the bidding of these yelling scoundrels and pretend to agree with what they hate: these few are determined with the help of our working-men allies (who all along have been both staunch and sagacious) to get up a great demonstration in London as soon as may be, which will probably be Saturday week. There will certainly be a fight, so of course you will come up if you can.”

The collapse came a week later. “To-morrow I am going to Cambridge,” he writes on February 20th, “to give an address at the School of Art for Colvin. As to my political career, I think it is at an end for the present; and has ended sufficiently disgustingly. After beating about the bush and trying to organize some rags of re sistance to the war-party for a fortnight, after spending all one’s time in committees and the like, I went to Gladstone with some of the workmen and Chesson, to talk about getting him to a meeting at the Agricultural Hall: he agreed, and was quite hot about it, and as brisk as a bee. I went off straight to the Hall, and took it for to-morrow: to work we fell, and everything got into train: but — on Monday our Parliamentaries began to quake, and they have quaked the meeting out now. The E. Q. A. was foremost in the flight, and really I must needs say they behaved ill in the matter. Gladstone was quite ready to come up to the scratch and has behaved well throughout: but I am that ashamed that I can scarcely look people in the face, though I did my best to keep the thing up. The working men are in a great rage about it, as they well may be: for I do verily believe we should have made it a success, though I don’t doubt that there would have been a huge row. There was a stormy meeting of the E. Q. A. yesterday, full of wretched little personalities, but I held my tongue — I am out of it now; I mean as to bothering my head about it: I shall give up reading the papers, and shall stick to my work.”

That work indeed was just then as engrossing and exciting to him as ever: and he was really glad to get back to it from the unfamiliar field of politics, work in which he took too seriously for his own comfort, and perhaps even for real effectiveness.

The project of reviving the art of high-warp tapestry-weaving, as it had been practised in its great days, was beginning to shape itself in his mind as something more than the bright dream of the previous spring. To Mr. T. Wardle, who had continued to press the matter on him as a practicable scheme, and suggested its being undertaken by them as a joint enterprise, he wrote on the 14th of November, 1877, a long and interesting letter, which not only lays down the scope and difficulties of the work, but incidentally sets forth very clearly his own principles regarding this and other branches of decorative manufacture.

“I shall probably find one letter’s space,” he says, “not enough for going into the whole matter of the tapestry, but I will begin. Let’s clear off what you say about the possibility of establishing a non-artistic manufactory. You could do it, of course; ’tis only a matter of money and trouble: but cui bono? it would not amuse you (unless I wholly misunderstand you), and would, I am sure, not pay commercially: a cheap new article at once showy and ugly, if advertised with humbug enough, will sell, of course: but an expensive article, even with ugliness to recommend it — I don’t think anything under a Duke could sell it. However, as to the commercial element of this part of the scheme, ’tis not my affair, but on the art side you must remember that, as nothing is so beautiful as fine tapestry, nothing is so ugly and base as bad: e.g., the Gobelins or the present Aubusson work: also tapestry is not fit for anything but figure-work (except now and then I shall mention wherein presently). The shuttle and loom beat it on one side, the needle on the other, in pattern-work: but for figure-work ’tis the only way of making a web into a picture: now there is only one man at present living (as far as I know) who can give you pictures at once good enough and suitable for tapestry — to wit, Burne-Jones. The exception I mentioned above would be the making of leaf and flower pieces (greeneries, des verdures), which would generally be used to eke out a set of figure-pieces: these would be within the compass of people, work-folk, who could not touch the figure-work. It would only be by doing these that you could cheapen the work at all.

“The qualifications for a person who would do successful figure-work would be these:

“1. General feeling for art, especially for its decorative side.

“2. He must be a good colourist.

“3. He must be able to draw well; i.e., he must be able to draw the human figure, especially hands and feet.

“4. Of course he must know how to use the stitch of the work.

“Unless a man has these qualities, the first two of which are rare to meet with and cannot be taught, he will turn out nothing but bungles, disgraceful to every one concerned in the matter: I have no idea where to lay my hands on such a man, and therefore I feel that whatever I do I must do chiefly with my own hands. It seems to me that tapestry cannot be made a matter of what people nowadays call manufacturing, and that even so far as it can be made so, the only possible manufacturer must be an artist for the higher kind of work: otherwise all he has to do is to find house room, provide the frame and warp, and coloured worsteds exactly as the workman bids him. In speaking thus I am speaking of the picture-work: a cleverish woman could do the greeneries no doubt. When I was talking to you at Leek I did not fully understand what an entirely individual matter it must be: it is just like wood-engraving: it is a difficult art, but there is nothing to teach that a man cannot learn in half a day, though it would take a man long practice to do it well. There are manufacturers of wood-engraving, e.g., the Dalziels, as big humbugs as any within the narrow seas. I suspect you scarcely understand what a difficult matter it is to translate a painter’s design into material: I have been at it sixteen years now, and have never quite succeeded.

“In spite of all these difficulties, if in any way I can help you, I will: only you must understand fully that I intend setting up a frame and working at it myself, and I should bargain for my being taught by you what is teachable: also I see no difficulty in your doing greeneries and what patterns turned out desirable, and I would make myself responsible for the designs of such matters. With all this, I have no doubt that we shall both lose money over the work: you don’t know how precious little people care for such things.

“To recapitulate: Tapestry at its highest is the painting of pictures with coloured wools on a warp: nobody but an artist can paint pictures; but a sort of half-pictures, i.e., scroll-work or leafage, could be done by most intelligent people (young girls would do) under direction.

“I am sorry if in any way I appear to have wet-blanketed you: but the matter is such an important one that it is no use avoiding the facing of the truth in all ways, and I have accordingly given you my mind without concealment.”

He began to make designs for greeneries forthwith, and studied pieces of old tapestry with minute care. In March, 1878, he writes again to Wardle:

“I inclose a warp from a sixteenth-century piece of tapestry, which as you see is worsted: the pitch is 12 to the inch: nothing in tapestry need be finer than this. In setting up your work you must remember that as tapestry hangs on the wall the warps are horizontal, though of course you weave with them vertical. If you send me the space of your loom I will make a design for it.

“Thanks for sending me Arnold’s lecture,” — this was the address on “Equality” delivered at the Royal Institution in the previous month and afterwards reprinted in the volume of Matthew Arnold’s “Mixed Essays “— “with the main part of which of course I heartily agree: the only thing is that if he has any idea of a remedy he durstn’t mention it. I think myself that no rose-water will cure us: disaster and misfortune of all kinds, I think, will be the only things that will breed a remedy: in short, nothing can be done till all rich men are made poor by common consent. I suppose he dimly sees this, but is afraid to say it, being, though naturally a courageous man, somewhat infected with the great vice of that cultivated class he was praising so much — cowardice, to wit.”

The strain and excitement of the political campaign of that winter ended in a severe attack of rheumatic gout, which seized and quite crippled him when he went out to join his family in Italy towards the end of April. It prevented him from being much more than a passive participator in the long-planned and eagerly awaited Italian tour. The machinery had been taxed beyond its power: he never quite regained his old strength, and in the following year there can be traced in his letters the first shadow of advancing age: not indeed a surprising thing in a man who had accomplished work so immense in its mass and so high in its quality by the age of forty-five.

From Genoa he writes on the 27th of April to Mrs. Burne-Jones:

“We entered this ancient city yesterday evening by no means triumphantly: we had a lovely drive on Thursday morning to a hill town with an ancient stone or two in its buildings, which are now nothing but tatters of disorder: yet it was agreeable and not very dirty. Diano Castello it is called: people used to run there when the Saracen Vikings burnt Diano Marina and the shore in general: unhappily, though that drive was pleasant, and the evening wandering among the olives was pleasant, I felt the seeds of gout in me all day, and woke yesterday morning with that plant flourishing vigorously: but I didn’t like to keep them stuck at Oneglia, as all preparations had been made for departure: so about midday we got away, and I found myself in a carriage somehow along with my dear Jenny, and a very pleasant ride we had to Genoa with my gout seemingly decreasing: but when we all met at the station there was a long way to go to the omnibus, and the octroi objected to the box of medicines (thinking them syrops), and I could not walk or even hop well, so I got stuck, till a chap took me up on his back: but even then I behaved so ill as this, that when he set me down against a wall (lacking nothing of Guy Fawkes but his matches and lanthorn) things began to dance before my eyes, my knees went limp, and down I went, thank you, and enjoyed a dream of some minute and a quarter I suppose, which seemed an afternoon of public meetings and the like: out of that I woke and found myself on the ground the centre of an admiring crowd, one of the members of which held a brandy bottle to my lips which I had the presence of mind to refuse and call for water. Poor May, who was with me, was very much frightened, but was very good: even then I had to be Guy Fawkesed upstairs at the Hotel, chuckling with laughter, till they landed me in this present palatial suite of rooms: so I’m not likely to be able to tell you much of Genoa, I fear. Murray, who is still with us, has taken the two girls out for a walk; I can’t help thinking that they will enjoy the port and the streets of a big town after the quiet of Oneglia, though I, for my part, when I wandered among the olives above the sea the other day, felt as if I should be well contented to stay there always; it really was a most lovely spot: and it was pleasant to have the high road close by it and to hear the jingle of bells as the carts went by, though when you were among the olives you could not guess of any road near: the trees went on terrace after terrace right up to the top of the low hill: you could see nothing else: nothing can be imagined more beautiful and soothing.

“This confounded gout and Guy Fawkesing of mine has of course put off our journey to-day, but I am much better now, and I hope we shall get on to Venice to-morrow: we shan’t attempt stopping at Verona, where we can easily put up on our return: you see if we were once at Venice Janey and the girls could amuse themselves in any case; and as for me ’tis clear that Venice must be the hobbler’s Paradise. Can’t you imagine what a time it was for me when I looked out at the window at Oneglia, and saw those three all standing together?”

On the way to Venice the first view of the Lago di Garda gave him a shock of delight more powerful than anything else he saw in Italy. “What a strange surprise it was,” he says, “when it suddenly broke upon me, with such beauty as I never expected to see: for a moment I really thought I had fallen asleep and was dreaming of some strange sea where everything had grown together in perfect accord with wild stories.” At Venice itself he was so lame that he could only crawl into a few churches. In his letters it is difficult to distinguish the depression of his illness from his pain at the decay, and his horror at the restorations, going on all round him: “It is sad to think,” he sums the matter up, “that our children’s children will not be able to see a single genuine ancient building in Europe.” A visit to Torcello (“it was a great rest to be among the hedges and the green grass again, and to hear the birds singing; swifts are the only songsters in the city”) he speaks of as almost his one unmixed pleasure there.

Indeed he was always uneasy away from the earth and the green grass; and when they left Venice for Padua and Verona his spirits began to rise. “What a beautiful and pleasant place it is,” he writes of Padua, “with the huge hall dividing the market place, and the endless arcades everywhere: or the Arena Chapel in the midst of the beautiful garden of trellised vines, all as green as the greenest just now. Yesterday was a stormy day, and in the afternoon the girls and I were caught in a shower as we were wandering about; however, it was but wandering in an arcade till it was over, and as the pavement was clean and dry I sat down with great content with my back to the wall. A dyer’s hand-cart took refuge by us with a load of blue work (cotton) just done: I was so sorry I could not talk with one of the men, who looked both good-tempered and intelligent. In the evening we went to a queer old botanic garden and heard the birds sing, and then we were driven along the road outside the walls. The rain had cleared off but left great threatening clouds that quite hid the Alps, but the small mountains to the west of Padua were quite clear and blue, and set me longing to be among them. It was a beautiful evening, but damp I doubt; but how sweet the hay smelt!”

From Verona he writes a little later: “’Tis a piping hot day, not a cloud in the sky. I have just been into Sta. Anastasia, which is hard by: a very beautiful church, but appeals less to the heart than the head, and somehow don’t satisfy that: also though ’tis meant to be exceedingly Gothic and pointed, it is thoroughly neo-classical in feeling. S. Zeno is not quite what I expected: ’tis a round-arched Gothic church, just as S. Anastasia is a pointed-arched Renaissance one. I am more alive again, and really much excited at all I have seen and am seeing, though sometimes it all tumbles into a dream and I do not know where I am. Many times I think of the first time I ever went abroad, and to Rouen, and what a wonder of glory that was to me when I first came upon the front of the Cathedral rising above the flower-market. It scarcely happens to me like that now, at least not with man’s work, though whiles it does with bits of the great world, like the Garda Lake the other day, or unexpected sudden sights of the mountains. Even the inside of St. Mark’s gave one rather deep satisfaction, and rest for the eyes, than that strange exaltation of spirits, which I remember of old in France, and which the mountains give me yet.

“I don’t think this is wholly because I am grown older, but because I really have had more sympathy with the North from the first in spite of all the faults of its work. Let me confess and be hanged: with the later work of Southern Europe I am quite out of sympathy. In spite of its magnificent power and energy I feel it as an enemy; and this much more in Italy, where there is such a mass of it, than elsewhere. Yes, and even in these magnificent and wonderful towns I long rather for the heap of grey stones with a grey roof that we call a house north-away.”

Almost immediately afterwards a fresh attack of gout hurried him to the North again. “I am still plaguy lame,” he writes the day after his arrival in London, “a very limpet, but am not so devil-ridden as I was. I think that came of that infernal furnace-heat we were in, the last few days of Italy: it was such a relief when the cool mountain breezes woke me out of a doze as the train laboured up the last slopes before the great tunnel: and going through that merry Burgundy country with a fine windy sunny day I got quite merry myself.”

Before going out to Italy he had arranged to take a new house in London, that one in which he lived for the rest of his life, on the Upper Mall at Hammersmith. It is a large Georgian house, of a type, ugly without being mean, familiar in the older London suburbs. It is only separated from the river by a narrow roadway, planted with large elms. The river indeed was so near a neighbour that at exceptionally high tides it occasionally brimmed over the sill of the water-gate in the low river wall, crossed the roadway, and flooded the cellarage of the house. The parapet along the edge had afterwards to be made continuous to avoid this danger. On bright days the sunlight strikes off the water and flickers over the ceilings: many barges and sailing boats go by with the tide, and the curve of the river opens out two long reaches, up by Chiswick Eyot with the wooded slopes of Richmond in the background, and down through Hammersmith Bridge. Behind the house a long rambling garden, in successive stages of lawn and orchard and kitchen-garden, still preserves some flavour of the country among the encroaching mass of building which is gradually swallowing up the scattered cottages, low and roofed with weathered red tiles, that then lay between the river and the high road. The house had some little history; in its garden the inventor of the electric telegraph, Francis Ronalds, had in 1816 laid eight miles of insulated wires charged with static electricity, and worked by electrometers and synchronized rotating discs at either end. Fragments of his apparatus, the first electric communication ever practically worked, are still preserved in the South Kensington Museum. When Morris took it, it had just been vacated by Dr. George Macdonald, and was known as The Retreat; this name, as rather suggestive of a private asylum, he at once changed, and called it Kelmscott House, after his other home on the bank of the same river. The hundred and thirty miles of stream between the two houses were a real, as well as an imaginative, link between them. He liked to think that the water which ran under his windows at Hammersmith had passed the meadows and grey gables of Kelmscott; and more than once a party of summer voyagers went from one house to the other by water, embarking at their own door in London and disembarking in their own meadow at Kelmscott. “The situation,” he wrote of it to his wife at Oneglia, “is certainly the prettiest in London (you may mock at this among the olives beside the Midland Sea): the house could easily be done up at a cost of money: the long drawing-room, with a touch of my art, could be made one of the prettiest in London: the garden is really most beautiful. If you come to think of it, you will find that you won’t get a garden or a house with much character unless you go out about as far as the Upper Mall. I don’t think that either you or I could stand a quite modern house in a street: I don’t fancy going back among the bugs of Bloomsbury.”

Kelmscott House was taken from Midsummer, and the Morrises moved into it at the end of October. Under his skilful hands, the long drawing-room of which he speaks above — a handsome room with a range of five windows, filling the whole width of the house and looking out through the great elms over the river — had been made into a room quite unique in the quietness and beauty of its decoration. It was sufficiently out of the London dirt to admit of being hung with his own woven tapestry. The painted settle and cabinet, which were its chief ornaments, belonged to the earliest days of Red House; the rest of the furniture and decoration was all in the same spirit, and had all the effect of making the room a mass of subdued yet glowing colour, into which the eye sank with a sort of active sense of rest. Morris’ own study on the ground floor was severely undecorated. It had neither carpet nor curtains; the walls were mostly filled with plain bookshelves of unpolished oak, and a square table of unpolished oak scrubbed into snowy whiteness, with a few chairs, completed its contents. One of the first things he did after taking possession of the house was to have a tapestry-loom built in his bedroom, at which he might practise the art of weaving with his own hands. He was often up and at work at his loom with the first daylight in spring and summer mornings. Among his few fragments of diaries is one which he kept of the first complete piece he wove there. It is headed “Diary of work on Cabbage and Vine Tapestry at Kelmscott House, Hammersmith. Begun May 10th, 1879, after Campfield about a week’s work getting in, also after weaving a blue list.” A table of the number of hours spent daily on it follows, up to the 17th of September, when it was finished. Except for three intervals during which he was out of London, there are only two blank days on the list, and there are a good many days on which he worked at it for nine, and even for ten, hours. The total is 5 16 hours in the four months; and this was the work of a man who had a hundred other things to attend to, and who was never in a hurry! This tapestry-loom was for his own private use. The coach-house and stables adjoining the house were converted into a large weaving-room, the room afterwards used as the meeting-place of the Hammersmith Socialists. Carpet-looms were built there, and were soon regularly at work producing the fabrics which became known under the name of the Hammersmith carpets and rugs from this accident of their first origin.

During the winter of 1878-9, in fact, weaving in its various forms — on the Jacquard loom for figured silks, on the carpet-loom for pile carpets, and on the tapestry-loom for Arras tapestries — replaced dyeing as the chief object of Morris’ interest. The regular work in examining at South Kensington, which he had begun two years before and which he continued till his last illness, had contributed to an increased interest in textiles. He had undertaken that work partly out of a feeling of gratitude for the immense service which the collections at the South Kensington Museum had been to him personally as a designer and manufacturer: “perhaps,” he said incidentally in his evidence before the Royal Commission of 1882, “I have used it as much as any man living.” The national collections there owe very much to him. For the last fifteen years of his life no important purchase of either textiles or embroideries was ever made without consulting him. “He never failed me,” the Director of Art at South Kensington tells me, “and cheerfully put aside his own business when he knew that we had urgent need of his services. On one occasion he went with me to Paris at a few hours’ notice and in very bad weather, to attend a sale, and when there offered to advance a considerable sum of money for the benefit of the Department, as in the hurry of our departure from London it had been impossible for me to get sanction for such expenditure.”

The embroideries, no less than the woven stuffs, produced at Queen Square, took a fresh start from the introduction of home-dyed silks. This is a point on which all the embroiderers who worked for him lay special emphasis. “There was a peculiar beauty in his dyeing,” says Mrs. Holiday, one of the most highly qualified of his later pupils in the art of embroidery, “that no one else in modern times has ever attained to. He actually did create new colours; then in his amethysts and golds and greens, they were different to anything I have ever seen; he used to get a marvellous play of colour into them. The amethyst had flushings of red; and his gold (one special sort), when spread out in the large rich hanks, looked like a sunset sky. When he got an unusually fine piece of colour he would send it off to me or keep it for me; when he ceased to dye with his own hands I soon felt the difference. The colours themselves became perfectly level, and had a monotonous prosy look; the very lustre of the silk was less beautiful. When I complained, he said, ‘Yes, they have grown too clever at it — of course it means they don’t love colour, or they would do it.’”

“I am writing in a whirlwind of dyeing and weaving,” says a letter of March, 1879, “and even as to the latter rather excited by a new piece just out of the loom, which looks beautiful, like a flower garden.” Even at Kelmscott he missed the daily fascination of his work. “Somehow I feel,” he wrote from there a few months later, “as if there must soon be an end for me of playing at living in the country: a town-bird I am, a master-artisan, if I may claim that latter dignity.” And again that same autumn, when he was much worried by work for the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings, “Lord bless us,” he breaks out, “how nice it will be when I can get back to my little patterns and dyeing, and the dear warp and weft at Hammersmith!”
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CHAPTER XII. LONDON AND KELMSCOTT: THEORIES OF ART AND LIFE. 1879-1881
 

BUT work among his dye-pots and looms, interesting and fascinating as he found it, could not fill up the whole of his mind. In spite of the variable excitement and the more settled rest of this daily work, voices from an outer world kept calling him more and more imperiously. For a time he tried to think that it was the voice of poetry that was calling, but the fancy brought no real conviction. “As to poetry,” he writes in October, 1879, “I don’t know, and I don’t know. The verse would come easy enough if I had only a subject: which would fill my heart and mind: but to write verse for the sake of writing is a crime in a man of my years and experience.” He had in fact produced his poetry: the instincts of creation and invention had to find new outlets; and gradually the fabric of social life itself became the field which, as he had done with specific arts already, he tried to redeem from commercialism and ugliness, and to reinstate on a sounder basis. He recognized the gravity of the enterprise; yet it did not then seem to him a desperate one. “I have seen a many wonders, and have a good memory for them; and in spite of all grumblings have a hope that civilized people will grow weary of their worst follies and try to live a less muddled and unreasonable life; not of course that we shall see much of that change in the remnant that is left of our days.”

In this hope, and for work at anything that might lead towards its accomplishment, he was willing to give up ease and leisure, and much of what made life desirable. And one can trace the conviction growing in him very slowly, that towards forwarding the work some renunciation was necessary — it might be, he thought with a sudden pang, the giving up of Kelmscott. “I am sitting now, 10 p.m.,” he writes from there in late autumn, “in the tapestry-room, the moon rising red through the east-wind haze, and a cow lowing over the fields. I have been feeling chastened by many thoughts, and the beauty and quietness of the surroundings, which latter, as I hinted, I am, as it were, beginning to take leave of. That leave-taking will, I must confess, though you may think it fantastic, seem a long step towards saying good-night to the world.”

His ease, his leisure, in effect we may say his life, he did give up for the sake of this hope: but the giving up of Kelmscott was a pang that was spared to him. Nor would it be right to think of him as habitually occupied by these somewhat sombre broodings. When he did throw off work, his enjoyment remained that of a child. “All right,” runs a note of this year to Ellis arranging for a couple of days’ fishing, “I think that is best. I am writing to Mrs. Comely to say positively that we will; so begone dull care: don’t forget the worms.” Another letter gives a description of his arrival with Webb at Kelmscott through the floods of that wet August. They had been at Salisbury, and he had seen Stonehenge for the first time. “I was much impressed by it,” he wrote: “though the earth and sky nearly met, and the rain poured continuously, nothing could spoil the great stretches of the Plain, and the mysterious monument that nobody knows anything about — except Fergusson who knows less than nothing.” From Amesbury they drove north across the Wiltshire downs.

“We went right up the Avon valley, and very beautiful it was; then, as the river narrowed, we turned off towards a little scrubby town called Pewsey that lies in the valley between the Salisbury and the Marlborough downs: it was all very fine and characteristic country, especially where we had to climb the Marlborough downs at a place that I remembered coming on as a boy with wonder and pleasure: Oare Hill they call it. We got early in the afternoon to Marlborough and walked out to see the College, and so strolled away to the Devil’s Den, and back in the dusk. The next morning we set out early for Avebury, in weather at first much like the day before; however it cleared before we reached Silbury, and was quite fine while we were thereabout for two hours, after which we drove on towards Swindon, intending Lechlade and Kelmscott that evening. The downs end at a village called Wroughton, and we could see a large piece of England from the slope of it, Faringdon clump not at all in the background. We got another trap at Swindon, where they warned us that we should have to go through the waters to get to Lechlade: we went through Highworth, a queer old village on a hill, and sure enough we could see waters out from thence, though they turned out to be only from the little river Cole: at Highworth we found that they were mending the bridge into Lechlade town, and that it would be closed; so at Inglesham we had to turn aside to strike the road that leads over St. John’s Bridge: sure enough in a few yards we were in deep water enough, right over the axles of the wheels: the driver lost his presence of mind, not being used to floods you see, and pretty nearly spilt us in the ditch, but we just saved the carriage, and after some trouble got into the high road by Buscot Parsonage; though even there for some time the said road was also a river: so over St. John’s Bridge and safe to Kelmscott. But opening the gate there, lo, the water all over the little front garden: in short, I have never seen so high a flood there: there was a smart shower when we got in and then a bright clear evening: the next day was bright and clear between strong showers with a stiff south-west gale: of course we could do nothing but sail and paddle about the floods.”

During the following winter the manufacture of the Hammersmith rugs and carpets went busily on at Kelmscott House. By May enough specimens had been successfully produced to allow of a public exhibition of them. The circular written by Morris and issued by the firm on that occasion states the facts very clearly. This new branch of the business was “an attempt to make England independent of the East for carpets which may claim to be considered works of art.”

“We believe,” the circular goes on, “that the time has come for some one or other to make that attempt, unless the civilized world is prepared to do without the art of Carpet-making at its best: for it is a lamentable fact that, just when we of the West are beginning to understand and admire the art of the East, that art is fading away, nor in any branch has the deterioration been more marked than in Carpet-making.

“All beauty of colour has now (and for long) disappeared from the manufacturers of the Levant — the once harmonious and lovely Turkey Carpets. The traditions of excellence of the Indian Carpets are only kept up by a few tasteful and energetic providers in England with infinite trouble and at a great expense, while the mass of the goods are already inferior in many respects to what can be turned out mechanically from the looms of Glasgow or Kidderminster.

“As for Persia, the mother of this beautiful art, nothing could mark the contrast between the past and the present clearer than the Carpets, doubtless picked for excellence of manufacture, given to the South Kensington Museum by His Majesty the Schah, compared with the rough work of the tribes done within the last hundred years, which the Directors of the Museum have judiciously hung near them.

“In short, the art of Carpet-making, in common with the other special arts of the East, is either dead or dying fast; and it is clear to everyone that, whatever future is in store for those countries where it once flourished, they will, in time to come, receive all influence from, rather than give any to, the West.

“It seems to us, therefore, that, for the future, we people of the West must make our own hand-made Carpets, if we are to have any worth the labour and money such things cost; and that these, while they should equal the Eastern ones as nearly as may be in materials and durability, should by no means imitate them in design, but show themselves obviously to be the outcome of modern and Western ideas, guided by those principles that underlie all architectural art in common.”

Besides this labour of the loom, the year had been crowded with other more public work. Sweeping restorations were proposed and already in progress at St. Mark’s, Venice; and Morris was the soul of the movement of protest, which, though conducted in some quarters with more zeal than discretion in its attitude towards Italy and the Italian Government, at least had a powerful influence in preventing the proposed demolition and rebuilding of the western facade. In support of the movement, which was headed by the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings, he spoke and wrote untiringly, not only in London, but in Birmingham and Oxford. The Oxford meeting in the Sheldonian Theatre was the first occasion on which he appeared at his own University in any public capacity. In his ardour he even succeeded in prevailing on Burne-Jones to make there, for the first and last time on record, a speech in public.

When he had been at Venice the year before, he had been too ill to take much apparent pleasure in St. Mark’s. But his eye had taken it all in, and the impression it made on him rather grew than weakened as time went on. “Always beautiful,” he now wrote of it, “but from the first meant to grow more beautiful by the lapse of time, it has now become a work of art, a monument of history, and a piece of nature. Surely I need not enlarge on the pre-eminence of St. Mark’s in all these characters; for no one who even pretends to care about art, history, or nature, would call it in question; but I will assert that, strongly as I may have seemed to express myself, my words but feebly represent the feelings of a large body of cultivated men who will feel real grief at the loss that seems imminent — a loss which may be slurred over, but which will not be forgotten, and which will be felt ever deeper as cultivation spreads. That the outward aspect of the world should grow uglier day by day in spite of the aspirations of civilization, nay, partly because of its triumphs, is a grievous puzzle to some of us who are not lacking in sympathy for those aspirations and triumphs, artists and craftsmen as we are. So grievous it is that sometimes we are tempted to say,’ Let them make a clean sweep of it all then; let us forget it all and muddle on as best we may, unencumbered with either history or hope!’ But such despair is, we well know, a treason to the cause of civilization and the arts, and we do our best to overcome it, and to strengthen ourselves in the belief that even a small minority will at last be listened to and its reasonable opinions be accepted.”

He was also a regular visitor and adviser at the South Kensington Museum and at the Royal School of Art Needlework. And alongside of all the rest, he carried on, until the General Election of 1880, vigorous political work in London. In 1879 he was treasurer of the National Liberal League, an association formed to a large extent from the representatives of that working-class London Radicalism which had organized itself in opposition to the Eastern policy of the Government in 1876. At the meetings of this League he made his first essays in the practise of extempore speech. It was a thing which, partly from constitutional shyness and partly from the pressure of thought behind his language, came to him, so far as it did come at all, with great difficulty. “When he spoke off-hand,” a colleague of his at this time notes — and the description is highly characteristic— “he had a knack at times of hammering away at his point until he had said exactly what he wanted to say in exactly the words he wished to use, rocking to and fro the while from one foot to the other.”

After the electrons of 1880 had replaced a Liberal Government in power, his political partisanship rapidly fell away from him. Like the wave of popular feeling which turned those elections, it had been roused on particular issues, and was kept alive rather by hostility to Lord Beaconsfield’s policy than by any great affection for the Cabinet which replaced his. The enthusiasm of 1880 barely lived out the year. The Irish Coercion Bill of 1881 finally destroyed it. In the November following, Morris took an actively joyful part in winding up the affairs of the National Liberal League. The social reforms which he had at heart he saw disappearing amid an ocean of Whiggery, which he no more loved than he did Toryism. “I think some raison d’être might be found for us,” he wrote in handing over the accounts when he resigned the treasurership, “if we had definite work to do: I do so hate — this in spite of my accounts — everything vague in politics as well as in art.” But definite work of the kind he meant was not then in the programme of the Liberal party. Very soon Morris’ attitude towards current politics became one of mere irritation and contempt. “Toryism, a system of common robbery, is nevertheless far better than Whiggism — a compound of petty larceny, popular instruction, and receiving of stolen goods”: so runs a well-known passage in “The Romany Rye”; and Morris’ way of regarding politics had much in common with Borrow’s. Gradually but inevitably he became one of a party to whom Canning’s famous phrase took a new meaning; and who resolved, if it were possible, to call a new world into existence, not to redress, but to destroy, that balance of the old in which they saw nothing but a door turning back and forward on its hinges.

But this change took time; and it was gradually wrought out through many doubts and even despondencies.

In the summer of 1880 the long-planned voyage of the whole family from Hammersmith to Kelmscott by water actually took place. Price, William De Morgan, and the Hon. Richard Grosvenor were the remainder of the party. All cares were put aside for it, and the light-heartedness of fifteen years before resumed its sway for a happy week.

“Little things please little minds,” he writes on the 10th of August; “therefore my mind must be little, so pleased am I this morning. That is not logic, though I suspect the conclusion to be true: but again I doubt if the ‘Ark,’ which is veritably the name of our ship, can be considered a little thing, except relatively: item, it is scarcely a little thing that the sky is one sheet of pale warm blue, and that the earth is sucking up the sun rejoicing.

“Jenny and I went out before breakfast to see the craft. She is odd but delightful: imagine a biggish company boat with a small omnibus on board, fitted up luxuriously inside with two shelves and a glass-rack, and a sort of boot behind this: room for two rowers in front, and I must say for not many more except in the cabin or omnibus. Still what joy (to a little mind) to see the landscape out of a square pane of glass, and to sleep a-nights with the stream rushing two inches past one’s ear. Then after all, there is the romance of the bank, and outside the boat the world is wide: item, we can always hire a skiff for some of the party to row in and stretch their muscles, and in that way I propose to start this afternoon about 2½ after dining here.

“Rathbone can’t come, being too hard at work after all; so our males will consist of Crom, Dick, and Meorgan” (this was a child’s mispronunciation of De Morgan’s name) “besides self. Yesterday morning, also a very beautiful one, I had qualms about leaving the garden here, which really, as De Morgan said on Sunday, is a very tolerable substitute for a garden: item, after doing a good deal of small necessary work at Queen Square I had qualms about leaving my business; but to-day I have none — I think I know now why I fatten so.”

(“I really think,” he says, however, in another letter, written when he was in much trouble and worry over public work, “that Falstaff’s view of sighing and grief blowing men up like a bladder was a sound medical opinion.”)

“More and more I think people ought to live in one place — pilgrimages excepted. By the way, I give my third lecture to the Trade Guild of Learning in October; that will be my autumn work, writing it, if I have any quiet time away from home. Also I have promised to lecture next March at the London Institute — subject the prospects of Architecture in modern civilization. I will be as serious as I can over them, and when I have these two last done, I think of making a book of the lot, as it will be about what I have to say on the subject, which still seems to me the most serious one that a man can think of; for ’tis no less than the chances of a calm, dignified, and therefore happy life for the mass of mankind.

“I shall find my long carpet out of the loom when I come back — but I am not a bit anxious about it now, the river will wash all that away.”

The story of the expedition is continued in a long letter from Kelmscott:

“We came to our first lodging (Sunbury, some six miles above Hampton Court) very late, about half-past ten, and queer it was the next morning to note how different the place was to our imaginations of it in the dark: item, the commonplace inn was a blow to the romance of the river, as you may imagine. Crom and I slept on board the Ark that night; perforce. A cloudy morning when we started, which at first much disappointed me after the splendid evening we had come in by: nevertheless I was in spirits at the idea of getting out of the Cockney waters, and we were scarcely through the lock we had to pass at starting before the sun was out and hot again: the river was nearly new to me really hereabouts and much better than I expected, especially from Chertsey to Staines; it is full of strange character in many places; Laleham, for instance, with its enormous willows and queer suggestions (at any rate) of old houses on the banks: we dined luxuriously on the bank a little below this, and had tea on the grass of Runneymead, which (as I remembered) is a most lovely place; on such an afternoon as one can scarcely hope to see again for brightness and clearness. When we had done tea, it became obvious that we should never get to Maidenhead (as we had intended) that night, so after much spilling of wisdom in a discussion of the kind where no one can see any plan but his own as possible, we agreed to make another day of it; Windsor on that night (Wednesday) and Marlow on Thursday. Well, we got to Windsor about eight, and beautiful it was coming into; and with all drawbacks even when one saw it next morning seemed a wonderful place: so we only made 17 miles this day. We all slept in the inn on the waterside: that was Wednesday.

“Thursday, Dick took us up to Eton; and again in spite of drawbacks it is yet a glorious place. Once more the morning was grey and even threatening rain (wind N. N.E.), but very soon cleared up again into the brightest of days: a very pleasant morning we had, and dined just above Bray Lock; cook was I, and shut up in the Ark to do the job, appearing like the high-priest at the critical moment pot in hand, — but O the wasps about that osier bed! We got quite used to them at last and by dint of care did not swallow any with our food, nor were stung.

“There was a regatta at Maidenhead and both banks crowded with spectators, so that we had to drop the tow-rope before our time, and as the Ark forged slowly along towards the Berkshire side with your servant steering on her roof, and De Morgan labouring at the sculls, you may think that we were chaffed a little. After Maidenhead you go under Cliefden woods, much admired by the world in general; I confess to thinking them rather artificial; also eyeing Mr. Dick with reference to their owner I couldn’t help thinking of Mr. Twemlow and Lord Snigsworthy. But at Cookham Lock how beautiful it was: you get out of the Snigsworthy woods there; the hills fall back from the river, which is very wide there, and you are in the real country, with cows and sheep and farm-houses, the work-a-day world again and not a lacquey’s paradise: the country too has plenty of character there, and may even be called beautiful: it was beautiful enough that evening at any rate: the sun had set as we cleared Cookham Lock, and we went facing the west, which was cloudless and golden, till it got quite dark: by that same dark we had to get through the Marlow Lock, with no little trouble, as we had to skirt a huge weir which roared so that we couldn’t hear each other speak, and so to our night’s lodging: Crom and I in the Ark close to the roaring weir, Dick and De M. in the inn (a noisy one) and the ladies up town, over the bridge. We took them there, and as we left the little house, looked up the street, and saw the streamers of the Northern Lights flickering all across that part of the sky, just as I saw them in ‘71 (and not since) in the harbour of Thorshaven: it was very mysterious and almost frightening to see them over the summer leafage so unexpectedly in a place I at least had not seen by daylight.

“So to bed we went, and again in the morning (Friday) a grey day that cleared presently into a very hot one: and once more the river all new to me, and very beautiful: at Hurley Lock we had to wait for a big steamer that plies regularly between Kingston and Oxford with passengers: as I stood up in the lock afterwards I had the surprise of seeing in a long barn-like building two Gothic arches and then a Norman church fitting on to it and joined into a quadrangle by other long roofs: this was Lady Place: once a monastery, then a Jacobean house, and now there is but a farm-house, somewhat gammoned, there: we all went ashore and spent an hour there in great enjoyment, for ’tis a lovely place: there is a huge dove-cot there with carefully moulded buttresses of the 15th century: the church has been miserably gammoned, but kept its old outline.

“I played the cook again a little short of Henley; and we went on again in a burning afternoon through a river fuller and fuller of character as we got higher up: stuck in the mud for 20 minutes at Wargrave: past Shiplake, which is certainly one of the most beautiful parts of the Thames, and so to Sonning for the night: a village prepensely picturesque and somewhat stuffy that hot night, but really pretty, with a nice inn where Crom was at home, having spent some time there when Boyce was painting on the river: but we scattered all over the village and Crom and I slept in the Ark. We started earlier on Saturday, as we had to get to Wallingford, a longer run than heretofore. We had got well used to the Ark by now, and there was Janey lying down and working quite at home: very hot and waspy it was at dinner, on the bank between Pangbourne and Goring, but when we were well past the last place the afternoon got much clouded over for the first time since our start: but now out of the over-rated half picturesque reach of Streatley and Goring here we were on the Thames that is the Thames, amidst the down-like country and all Cockney-dom left far behind, and it was jolly.

“We got to stuffy grubby little Wallingford rather early, and got lodging in a riverside pothouse partly and partly in the town. Here it rather tickled me that, an hour or so being to spare before supper, the girls proposed and did a row upon the water as a novel pastime. That was Saturday: well, Sunday morning it had rained in the night, and the look of the dull grey almost drizzling morning made me expect a regular wet day; but it was only dull and cool all day, and we had a very pleasant day of it, and I cooked ’em their dinner just above Culham Lock; we got out at Dorchester to look [at] the Dykes which Sir J. Lubbock has tried to get into the schedule of his bill and failed; so that the dykes have been partly ploughed over to their hurt: then a bit higher I recognized the place where we stopped for victuals years ago when the Faulkners were with us: and so we got to Oxford a little after nightfall: the banks of the river near the town have been spoilt somewhat since my time; for I have been there but thrice since I was an undergraduate. Well, at Oxford we left the Ark: and Janey the next day (Monday) went on by rail to Kelmscott: while we got up early and by dint of great exertions started from Medley Lock at 9 a.m., with Bossom and another man to tow us as far as New Bridge, where we sent them off, and muddled ourselves home somehow, dining at a lovely place about a mile above New Bridge, where I have stopped twice before for that end. One thing was very pleasant: they were hay-making on the flat flood-washed spits of ground and islets all about Tadpole; and the hay was gathered on punts and the like; odd stuff to look at, mostly sedge, but they told us it was the best of stuff for milk.

“Night fell on us long before we got to Radcot, and we fastened a lantern to the prow of our boat, after we had with much difficulty got our boats through Radcot Bridge. Charles was waiting us with a lantern at our bridge by the corner at 10 p.m., and presently the ancient house had me in its arms again: J. had lighted up all brilliantly, and sweet it all looked you may be sure.”

A few days later he writes from London to Mrs. Burne-Jones:

“You may imagine that coming back to this beastly congregation of smoke-dried swindlers and their slaves (whom one hopes one day to make their rebels) under the present circumstances does not make me much more in love with London, though I must admit to feeling this morning a touch of the ‘all by oneself’ independence which you wot of as a thing I like. I found by the way De Morgan a complete sympathizer on the subject of London: however let that pass, since in London I am and must be. The few days we passed at Kelmscott made a fine time of it for me; our mornings were grey and dull, though we had several fine afternoons and two lovely evenings. Thursday we went to Fairford in the afternoon, and I was pleased to see the glass and the handsome church once more. Though the country that way is not remarkable, every turn in the road and every byway set me a-longing to go afoot -through the country, never stopping for a day; after all a fine harvest time is the crown of the year in England; there is so much to look at. On the Friday we went to Inglesham and above the Round House, on what might be called the upperest Thames, for half a mile, to look at Inglesham church, a lovely little building about like Kelmscott in size and style, but handsomer and with more old things left in it. Well, we parted on Sunday morning rather melancholy, but had a beautiful voyage to Medley Lock; such an evening, and the best of it at Godstow, where the moon began to show red over Wolvercot.

“So here I am again on the lower Thames, finding it grimy; I have just been busy over my carpeteers; all going pretty well. The ‘Orchard’ being finished is a fair success as manufacture — lies flat on the whole — and as a work of art has points about it, but I can better it next time.”

“I can’t pretend,” he writes again, when on the point of leaving Kelmscott finally that autumn, “not to feel being out of this house and its surroundings as a great loss. I have more than ever at my heart the importance for people of living in beautiful places; I mean the sort of beauty which would be attainable by all, if people could but begin to long for it. I do most earnestly desire that something more startling could be done than mere constant private grumbling and occasional public speaking to lift the standard of revolt against the sordidness which people are so stupid as to think necessary.”

The river expedition was repeated in the following year. William De Morgan and Faulkner again joined in it. The party also included De Morgan’s sister, and two girls, Miss Bessie Macleod and Miss Lisa Stillman, who came full of the high spirits of youth. “On the whole the hazardous experiment of trying the same expedition twice over has succeeded,” was Morris’ report after it was over. “Our spirits sank somewhat I think as we neared Kelmscott last night; a thing done and over always does that for people, however well it has gone. For my part I didn’t so much feel that as the coming in to Oxford. A kind of terror always falls upon me as I near it; indignation at wanton or rash changes mingles curiously in me with all that I remember that I have lost since I was a lad and dwelling there; not the least of losses the recognition that I didn’t know in those days what a gain it was to be there. Perhaps if one dreads repeating a pleasure at my time of life it is because it marks too clearly how the time has gone since the last time, and certainly I feel more than one year older since I came up the water in 1880. At any rate the younger part of us have enjoyed themselves thoroughly; and indeed so have I. You know my faith, and how I feel I have no sort of right to revenge myself for any of my private troubles on the kind earth: and here I feel her kindness very specially and am bound not to meet it with a long face.”

With a long face he did not meet it, whatever his private troubles and perplexities might be. “According to my recollection,” Mr. William De Morgan says of these voyages, “we none of us stopped laughing all the way. The things that come out prominent in my recollection of the two journeys, just as they come, are: 1. Morris sitting cooking the dinner inside the house-boat with the window closed to keep the wind off the spirit lamp, and ourselves outside looking at him through the glass. 2. The party sitting in a circle at dinner on the river-bank, and Morris starting straight off with an Icelandic or other story which kept us all quiet and well-behaved till washing-up time. 3. Detection and conviction by Morris of the Thames Conservancy, which he was always catching at some new misdemeanour. 4. A battle royal at Henley at the hotel where we put up, about whether Mrs. Harris was or was not an abstraction. It began like this: we played Twenty Questions, and Mrs. Harris was the subject to be guessed — I think by me, as I was sent out of the room while the discussion proceeded how my first question, ‘abstract or concrete?’ should be answered. I remember being outside the door when the waiter came up from the people in the room underneath to know if anything was the matter. It was a warm discussion; virtually between Charles Faulkner and Morris. Faulkner maintained that Mrs. Harris was just as much a concrete idea as any other character in fiction. Morris repudiated this indignantly, affirming that she wasn’t even a character in fiction, as she doesn’t occur in the story except as an invention of Mrs. Gamp, who is herself a character in fiction. It is a delicate question: I recollect discussing it afterwards with Morris in the Merton Abbey days, when I was putting down the foundations of my building there — it was recalled to our minds by the concrete, naturally.”

From Kelmscott he wrote on the 4th of September after the second of these voyages: “It has been a great pleasure to see man and maid so hard at work carrying at last. Hobbs began at it on Wednesday morning, and by the next morning the thatchers were putting on the bright straw cap to the new rick: yesterday they were carrying the wheat in the field along our causeway and stacking it in our yard: pretty as one sat in the tapestry-room to see the loads coming on between the stone walls — that was for the other rick though, just beyond the little three-cornered close in front of the house. I am afraid that the last winter has killed us a great many birds here; small ones especially: I don’t see the blue tits I look for at this time of the year. I have seen but one moor-hen (yesterday) and was glad to see him, as I feared they were all dead: plenty of rooks however; they have just left off making the parliament-noise they began about six this morning: starlings also, but they haven’t begun to gather in our trees yet.

“The other morning as I was coming up the river by our island I heard a great squealing of the swallows, and looking up saw a hawk hanging in the wind overhead, and the swallows gathered in a knot near him: presently two or three swallows left their knot and began skirting Mr. Hawk, and one swept right down on him and fetched him a crack (or seemed to). He considered for a minute or two, then set his wings slant-wise and went down the wind like lightning, and in an instant was hanging over Eaton Hastings: I remember seeing something like this in the flats about the Arun before.”

“We went a most formal expedition on Saturday,” says a letter of a fortnight later. “By water to Lechlade: then took a trap there and drove to Cirencester, which turned out a pleasant country town, and to us country folk rather splendid and full of shops. There is a grand church there, mostly late Gothic, of the very biggest type of parish church, romantic to the last extent, with its many aisles and chapels: wall-painting there and stained glass and brasses also: and tacked on to it an elaborate house, now the town hall, but built doubtless for lodging the priests who served the many altars in the church. I could have spent a long day there; however, after mooning about the town a bit, we drove off again along the long stretches of the Foss-way (Roman) over a regular down country, the foot-hills of the Cotswolds, pleasant enough, till we came to the valley which the tiny Coln cuts through, where we set ourselves to seeking the Roman villa: said valley very beautiful, the meadows so sweet and wholesome. Two fields were grown all over with the autumn crocus, which I have not seen wild elsewhere in England, though there was plenty of it near Ems. The Roman villa was very interesting, for a show place with a gimcrack cottage ornée in front of it, and the place was lovely: we spent our time with the utmost recklessness, so that by then we had had tea at a nice little public by a bridge, and were ready to start down the Coln towards Fairford, it was 6.30, and getting towards twilight. However we saw the first two villages well enough and had some inkling of the others: the scale of everything of the smallest, but so sweet, and unusual even; it was like the background of an innocent fairy story. We didn’t know our way till we had reached the last of the Coin villages, and kept asking and knocking at cottage doors and the like, and itwas all very delightful and queer. Our trap put us down at St. John’s Bridge, and we trudged thence into Kelmscott, on a night so dark that even Kelmscott lights made a kind of flare in the sky.”

It was in the strength of that autumn’s stay at Kelmscott, and all the thoughts through which it led him, that he reached a point to which he had not till then attained in width of outlook and depth of insight. An address delivered by him on the 13th of October at the annual meeting of the School of Science and Art connected with the Wedgwood Institute at Burslem, though only published in a locally circulated report, and not at any time very widely known, is both one of the most brilliant and one of the most significant of his published writings. It contains, in a way which none of his other published lectures of that period seem to approach, the sum of all his earlier and the germ of all his later doctrine.

“I myself,” he said in that address, “am just fresh from an out-of-the-way part of the country near the end of the navigable Thames, where within a radius of five miles are some half-dozen tiny village churches, every one of which is a beautiful work of art. These are the works of the Thames-side country bumpkins, as you would call us — nothing grander than that. If the same sort of people were to design and build them now, they could not build anything better than the ordinary little plain Nonconformist chapels that one sees scattered about new neighbourhoods. That is what they correspond with, not an architect-designed new Gothic church. The more you study architecture the more certain you will become that I am right in this, and that what we have left us of earlier art was made by the unhelped people. Neither will you fail to see that it was made intelligently and with pleasure.

“That last word brings me to a point so important that, at the risk of getting wearisome, I must add it to my old sentence and repeat the whole. Time was when everybody that made anything made a work of art besides a useful piece of goods, and it gave them pleasure to make it. Whatever I doubt, I have no doubt of that.

“I know that in those days life was often rough and evil enough, beset by violence, superstition, ignorance, slavery; yet sorely as poor folks needed a solace, they did not altogether lack one, and that solace was pleasure in their work. Much as the world has won since then, I do not think it has won for all men such perfect happiness that we can afford to cast aside any solace that nature holds forth to us. Or must we for ever be casting out one devil by another? Shall we never make a push to get rid of the whole pack of them at once?

“As I sit at my work at home, which is at Hammersmith, close to the river, I often hear some ofthat ruffianism go past the window of which a good deal has been said in the papers of late, and has been said before at recurring periods. As I hear the yells and shrieks and all the degradation cast on the glorious tongue of Shakespeare and Milton, as I see the brutal reckless faces and figures go past me, it rouses the recklessness and brutality in me also, and fierce wrath takes possession of me, till I remember, as I hope I mostly do, that it was my good luck only of being born respectable and rich, that has put me on this side of the window among delightful books and lovely works of art, and not on the other side, in the empty street, the drink-steeped liquor-shops, the foul and degraded lodgings. I know by my own feelings and desires what these men want, what would have saved them from this lowest depth of savagery: employment which would foster their self-respect and win the praise and sympathy of their fellows, and dwellings which they could come to with pleasure, surroundings which would soothe and elevate them; reasonable labour, reasonable rest. There is only one thing that can give them this — art.”

Two other passages from the same address are memorable. The first expresses with great lucidity and sympathy the mixture of admiration and impatient despair with which he regarded the work of the Pre-Raphaelite school of painting as it culminated in the art of Burne-Jones.

“The work which is the result of the division of labour, whatever else it can do, cannot produce art: which must, as long as the present system lasts, be entirely confined to such works as are the work from beginning to end of one man — pictures, independent sculpture, and the like. As to these, on the one hand they cannot fill the gap which the loss of popular art has made, nor can they, especially the more imaginative of them, receive the sympathy which should be their due. As things go, it is impossible for any one who is not highly educated to understand the higher kind of pictures. The aspect of this as regards people in general is to my mind much more important than that which has to do with the unlucky artist: but he also has some claim upon our consideration; and I am sure that this lack of the general sympathy of simple people weighs very heavily on him, and makes his work feverish and dreamy, or crabbed and perverse.”

The other passage is a piece of straightforward practical advice to designers. In the artist, and therefore in his art, a certain moral quality was before all things essential: the qualities fatal to art were not technical: they where”vagueness, hypocrisy, and cowardice.” And of these three, vagueness was to Morris as immoral, and therefore as inartistic, as either of the other vices.

“Be careful to eschew all vagueness. It is better to be caught out in going wrong when you have had a definite purpose, than to shuffle and slur so that people can’t blame you because they don’t know what you are at. Hold fast to distinct form in art. Don’t think too much of style, but set yourself to get out of you what you think beautiful, and express it, as cautiously as you please, but, I repeat, quite distinctly and without vagueness. Always think your design out in your head before you begin to get it on the paper. Don’t begin by slobbering and messing about in the hope that something may come out of it. You must see it before you can draw it, whether the design be of your own invention or nature’s. Remember always, form before colour, and outline, silhouette, before modelling, not because these latter are of less importance, but because they can’t be right if the first are wrong.”

The progress of his mind towards active Socialism during these two years is recorded in the private letters where he set down his thoughts or his beliefs from one day to another with complete transparency. Through many fluctuations of mood one may trace a gradual advance. Some people, even among those who knew him well, thought of his Socialism as a sudden and unaccountable aberration; or at all events fancied it a movement into which he flung himself in a sudden fit of enthusiasm, without having thought the matter out, and acting on a rash impulse. How much this is the reverse of the truth becomes plain when one traces the long struggle, the deep brooding, through which he arrived at his final attitude, and notes the distaste and reluctance which he often felt for the new movement, which at other moments shone out to him as the hope of the world.

“I am in rather a discouraged mood,” he writes in a New Year’s letter in 1880, “and the whole thing seems almost too tangled to see through and too heavy to move. Happily though, I am not bound either to see through it or move it but a very little way: meantime I do know what I love and what I hate, and believe that neither the love nor the hatred are matters of accident or whim.” Beyond all he seems to have been oppressed by a sense of loneliness in his new thoughts. Any moral support from whatever quarter was hailed by him with touching gratitude. To misconstruction he had long been accustomed. “I have had a life of insults and sucking of my brains,” he once said, with no exaggeration of the truth. A man of means and University education who deliberately kept a shop, a poet who chose to exercise a handicraft, not as a gentleman amateur, but under the ordinary conditions of handicraftsmen, was a figure so unique as to be all but unintelligible. Sometimes, though rarely, he turned upon his persecutors. “It is a real joy to find the game afoot,” he breaks out a few months later; “that the thing is stirring in other people’s minds besides mine, the poetic upholsterer, as Sir Ed. Beckett calls me, meaning (strange to say) an insult by that harmless statement of fact.”

In another letter written on the New Year’s Day of 1881 I he regards the matter with a greater sense of responsibility and a more practical seriousness.

“I have of late been somewhat melancholy (rather too strong a word, but I don’t know another), not so much so as not to enjoy life in a way, but just so much as a man of middle age who has met with rubs (though less than his share of them) may sometimes be allowed to be. When one is just so much subdued one is apt to turn more specially from thinking of one’s own affairs to more worthy matters; and my mind is very full of the great change which I hope is slowly coming over the world, and of which surely this new year will be one of the landmarks. Though to me, as I suppose to you, every day begins and ends a year, I was fain to catch hold of ancient custom; nor perhaps will you think it ceremonious or superstitious if I try to join thoughts with you to-day in writing a word of hope for the new year, that it may do a good turn of work toward the abasement of the rich and the raising up of the poor, which is of all things most to be longed for, till people can at last rub out from their dictionaries altogether these dreadful words rich and poor.”

Six months later he speaks for the first time clearly of the new day as a thing which (as in the Northern Mythology) can only arrive through some Night of the Gods, and faces the thought that true civilization may have to be reached through the destruction, and not the transformation, of the existing order.

“I suppose you have seen about the sentence on Herr Most and read Coleridge’s most dastardly speech to him: just think of the mixture of tyranny and hypocrisy with which the world is governed! These are the sort of things that make thinking people so sick at heart that they are driven from all interest in politics save revolutionary politics: which I must say seems like to be my case. Indeed I have long known, or felt, say, that society in spite of its modern smoothness was founded on injustice and kept together by cowardice and tyranny: but the hope in me has been that matters would mend gradually, till the last struggle, which must needs be mingled with violence and madness, would be so short as scarcely to count. But I must say matters like this and people’s apathy about them shake one’s faith in gradual progress.

“As to the Anti-Scrape, I have little comfort there I must say: we have begun too late and our foes are too many; videlicet, almost all people, educated and uneducated. No, as to the buildings themselves, ’tis a lost cause; in fact the destruction is not far from being complete already. What people really say to themselves is this: I don’t like the thing being done, but I can bear it maybe — or certainly, when I come to think of it — and to stir in it is such obvious suffering; so I won’t stir. Certainly to take that trouble in any degree it is needful that a man should be touched with a real love of the earth, a worship of it, no less; and I think that as things go, that is seldom felt except by very simple people, and by them, as would be likely, dimly enough. You know the most refined and cultured people, both those of the old religions and these of the new vague ones, have a sort of Manichean hatred of the world (I use the word in its proper sense, the home of man). Such people must be both the enemies of beauty and the slaves of necessity, and true it is that they lead the world at present, and I believe will do till all that is old is gone, and history has become a book from which the pictures have been torn. Now if you ask me why I kick against the pricks in this matter, all I can say is, first because I cannot help it, and secondly because I am encouraged by a sort of faith that something will come of it, some kind of culture of which we know nothing at present.”

A month later he writes again:

“How people talk as if there were no wrongs of society against all the poor devils it has driven demented in one way or other! Yet I don’t wonder at rich men trembling either: for it does seem as though a rising impatience against the injustice of society was in the air; and no wonder that the craziest heads, that feel this injustice most, breed schemes for setting it all right with a stroke of lightning. There was a curious and thoughtful letter from America in Tuesday night’s Echo, the writer of which seemed to have been struck by this thought as to matters over there: quoth he, there is no respect for people in authority there: every one knows that they are there by virtue of a bargain struck by selfishness and selfishness, (I quote his matter only,) and a sort of despair besets people about it. All political change seems to me useful now as making it possible to get the social one: I don’t mean to say that I myself make any wide distinction between political and social; I am only using the words in the common way.”

And once more three weeks later:

“I don’t quite agree with you in condemning grumbling against follies and ills that oppress the world at large, even among friends; for you see it is but now and then that one has a chance of speaking about the thing in public, and meantime one’s heart is hot with it, and some expression of it is like to quicken the flame even in those that one loves and respects most, and it is good to feel the air laden with the coming storm even as we go about our daily work or while away time in light matters. To do nothing but grumble and not to act — that is throwing away one’s life: but I don’t think that words on our cause that we have at heart do nothing but wound the air, even when spoken among friends: ’tis at worst like the music to which men go to battle. Of course if the thing is done egotistically ’tis bad so far; but that again, how to do it well or ill, is a matter of art like other things.”

A matter of art like other things! from this position he strayed far, in the opinion of many of his perplexed friends and jeering opponents, in the years when he was an active worker for the Socialist cause: and certainly the storm-laden air that he began to feel round him was partly at least an atmosphere of his own creation: a mirage, a fool’s paradise, it was freely called by those who, if they ever strayed into a fool’s paradise of their own, would at all events never be lured towards it by any super-flux of sympathy or any ardour of imagination. Yet to look a little deeper, this atmosphere, imagined or created, and created so far as really imagined, is just what art and art alone gives; and it is well to realize that mankind, if they propose to do without such dreams as this, can buy release from them only by the deliberate destruction of art and renunciation of beauty. Whether the result would be worth the price is a remote and rather abstract question; the price is unpayable.

These last letters are from Kelmscott. The return to London had its natural effect of shaping more or less vague broodings into matters of clear visible right and wrong. “As to my ‘symptoms’ on being pitchforked into the dirt and misery of the Centre of Intelligence,” he breaks out on his return, “I must hold my peace about them, I suppose: only in sober earnest I must ask you to believe that they are not wholly selfish; since I could, if I would, more or less escape from this captivity, and would do so if it were not for the cause.”

The reference in the use of the word “symptoms” may not be at once obvious. It is explained by another letter written a few months before. He knew — or if he did not know it was not for want of telling — that discontent with the existing order of things might be traceable to some merely physical cause, some pressure on the brain, some disorder of the liver, some acrid humour in the blood, that poisoned the springs of energy. His own temper was naturally passionate, and his gouty habit, with all which that involves when the subject is gathering up for an illness, did not, of course, tend to make him less irritable. That in spite of this his temper sweetened with years was due to an amount of self-control which it is very easy for natures more phlegmatic or of more perfect physical balance to under-estimate. How sane, how full of ordinary common sense his view of such things was, is illustrated by that other letter, one of his rare excursions into literary criticism. Even here the criticism passes almost at once, and almost insensibly, into the larger sphere of a criticism of life.

“Last night I took me a book and read Carlyle on Mrs. Carlyle, having read his James Carlyle and Jeffrey before. I think I never read anything that dispirited me so much; though read it through one must after having once begun it. What is one to say of such outrageous blues as this? As to what he says about this, that, and the other person now living, I can’t see that he gives much offence, I mean to say personally; he is generally very unfair and narrow and whimsical about his likes and dislikes, but ’tis something in these days of hypocrisy that he makes distinctions at all — only one wishes his distinctions were something more than whims. But all that is nothing to the ferocity of his gloom; I confess I had no idea of it till I read the book: and yet I find it difficult to say that it ought not to have been printed, and I am sure it ought not to have been garbled, as some folk think it should. Only should it not have been called, The history of a great author’s liver? Not to mention symptoms too much, I in a small way understand something of that: to look upon your own natural work, which you have chosen out of all the work of the world, with a sick disgust, when you are not at it: to be sore and raw with your friends, distrustful of them, antagonistic to them, when you are not in their company: to want society and to hate it when you’ve got it : — all these things are just as much a part of the disease as physical squeamishness: but you see, poor chap, he was so always bad that he scarcely had a chance of finding that out. But mind you, I don’t believe he didn’t enjoy writing his books more or less, even ‘Frederick,’ the dullest of them and the one he groans over most. After all, my moral from it all is the excellence of art, its truth, and its power of expression. Set Sartor Resartus’ by all this, and what a difference!

“The story of the old father is touching in spite of its clannishness (which perhaps is not so bad a thing; holds the world together somewhat). He really must have been a good fellow not to have bullied his queer son. Only they wouldn’t have been the worse for a touch of definite art up there; even among those beautiful mountains and moors.”

But “the cause,” a term perhaps specifically used by Morris for the first time in the letter quoted above, was now shaping itself in his mind to something on which the whole of his life both as an artist and as a human being converged: and it was in London, where he saw the misery of the present most acute, that he also discerned, or thought he discerned, some lifting on the horizon, and some glimmer of future hope. To retreat from the pressure of social problems into “a little Palace of Art of one’s own” (in the phrase of five and twenty years back) was now as before possible — was more possible than ever now, when his business as a manufacturer and decorator was firmly established and capable of large expansion. Just at this time he was carrying out decorations on a large scale at St. James’s Palace, which included the hanging of the Throne and Reception rooms with specially designed silk damask, the hand-painting of the ceilings and cornices, and the designing of a special paper for hanging the main staircase. This work was, of course, very widely known; and it had attracted not merely additional attention, but additional respect, to the unique quality of his design and workmanship as a decorator. He had only to accept ordinary commercial conditions and use them for what they were worth, to become a wealthy man, who might live where he chose, and surround himself with a sort of barbed wire fence of beautiful objects. This was just what he would not do: nor would he consent to the less distasteful compromise of giving up the conditions of active production to settle down in quietness at his beloved Kelmscott. The actual problem of civilization, as it was focussed and concentrated in the welter of London, drew him towards it with an invincible attraction; and upon senses always acutely open, and a brain that never ceased sounding among the bases of things, there fell with ever increasing urgency the cry of a bewildered and unhappy people — confusæ sonus urbis et illætabile murmur.






  








CHAPTER XIII. MERTON ABBEY. 1881
 

EVER since the days when Red House was to have been made the centre of a little manufacturing community, the idea of transferring the works of the firm to some place out of London had been in Morris’ mind; and now not only was his dislike of London greater than ever, but the increasing scale and complexity of the business made migration more practically urgent. Weaving, dyeing and cotton printing, the three new staples of the firm’s work, are all industries that require spacious workshops; for dyeing and its subsidiary processes of bleaching, the necessary air and water could only be had out of London for anything beyond mere experimental work. But in nearly every branch of the business there were difficulties involved by want of proper premises. At every hand something essential to the production of the finished goods had to be procured or executed elsewhere: in some cases the raw material could only be laboriously obtained from Yorkshire manufacturers; in others the designs made at Queen Square had to be sent out to manufacturers for execution. In neither case was it possible to secure the same results as when the whole work was carried out by men trained in Morris’ own methods, and working under his own eye. The least that was wanted was a single place in which the business could be so far concentrated that he could dye his own silks and cottons and wools, weave his own carpets and tapestries and brocades, print his own chintzes, and put together his own painted windows. When the separate counting house and showrooms in Oxford Street were set up, there was no insuperable difficulty in the way of transferring the manufacturing part of the business from Queen Square and Hammersmith to any centre that might be fixed upon.

To transfer the works to the neighbourhood of Kelmscott was an obvious and tempting solution, if the place had not been so remote and so far from a railway. But not many miles off lay that Cotswold country which in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries had been one of the principal manufacturing centres of England, and whose prosperity had only given way towards the end of last century before northern water-power and the energy of Yorkshire masters. The slopes and valleys of the Cotswolds, where the Thames and its tributary rivers break from the hills, are still thickly set with little towns that were once thriving seats of commerce, and that still retain in their decay the traces of older opulence. So early as the autumn of 1878 the idea of resuscitating the old local industry in one of these beautiful villages was in Morris’ mind. He had gone over from Kelmscott to stay for a few days with Price at Broadway Tower. From Broadway he and Price drove over on the 1st of September to the village of Blockley, near Chipping Campden. The village stands high up in one of the lateral valleys, looking down to the plain along which the Roman Foss-way runs on its straight course northeastward. A stream runs down the little valley and is gathered in ponds to work several mills, once busily employed in turning out silk yarn for the Coventry manufacturers. One after another they had succumbed to altered conditions and the fierce competition of more modern machinery: and now they stood empty. The notices of the last reduction of wages made, before they had to give up the struggle for life altogether, were still pasted on the workshop doors. Morris fell in love with the place. An ideally beautiful landscape; clean air and water in abundance; a railway station within easy distance; skilled workmen still lingering in the half-deserted village, and owners who would have been glad to make easy terms for what was becoming almost unsaleable property, seemed enough to counterbalance the disadvantage of being nearly a hundred miles from London and more remote still from other manufacturing centres. But to the less enthusiastic mind of his manager the risks of the scheme seemed much too great; and at last Morris reluctantly abandoned it. As time went on, too, the feeling grew on him that, as a Londoner, he ought to be loyal to London and do the best by her.

The neighbourhood of London was searched all round. William De Morgan, who was about to set up pottery works for the manufacture of his lustred tiles and majolica, joined in the search, and it was agreed that both factories should be placed together if possible. At the beginning of 1881 the matter became really pressing. “We shall have to take the chintzes ourselves before long,” Morris wrote to his wife on the 23rd of February, “and are now really looking about for premises. Edgar went to look at the print-works at Crayford on Monday. They seemed promising: how queer it would be if we were to set up our work there again. By choice, if ’tis to be had, I had rather get hold of some place on the Colne, say about West Drayton: it would take no longer getting down there, or not so long, as I am to Queen Square now.”

On the 3rd of March, “W. De M. is all agog about premises and has just heard of some at Hemel Hempstead near St. Albans. Webb and Wardle are going on Saturday to walk up a stream that runs into Thames at Isleworth.”

“I went with De Morgan to Crayford on Monday,” he writes to Mrs. Morris again a week later; “the whole country about seems much spoiled since we were there; but Crayford itself less than most places. However, it wouldn’t do: though the buildings were big and solid and very cheap: for one thing the time of getting there is unconscionable, over an hour — on the whole it wasn’t to be thought of. I saw Hall Place once more and it made the stomach in me turn round with desire of an old house.”

The place finally chosen was nearer London than any of these. “On Monday,” he writes on the 17th of March, “De M. and I went to look at premises at Merton in Surrey, whereof more hereafter: they seem as if they would do, and if so, and we can get them, then am I for evermore a bird of this world-without-end-for-everlasting hole of a London.” The premises were disused print-works, on the high road from London to Epsom, just seven miles from Charing Cross. They had originally been a silk-weaving factory, started early in last century by some of those Huguenot refugees who had settled in large numbers in the neighbouring districts of Wandsworth and Streatham. The river Wandle, clear and beautiful then, and even now but little spoilt, runs through them, turning a water wheel and supplying water of the special quality required for madder-dyeing. This was one of the prime requisites, and limited the choice of sites materially. “We brought away bottles of water for analysis,” Mr. De Morgan says in describing the various searches after the desired factory, “to make sure that it was fit to dye with. I recollect Morris’ delight when a certificate was sent from an eminent analyst to the effect that a sample taken from pipes supplying all Lambeth was totally unfit for consumption and could only result in prompt zymotic disease: ‘There’s your science for you, De Morgan!’ said Morris. I explained that if the analyst had known that 250,000 people drank the water daily he would have analyzed it different. This was in Battersea and never came to anything.”

The works stood on about seven acres of ground, including a large meadow as well as an orchard and vegetable garden. They were old-fashioned, though still in good repair. The riverside and the mill pond are thickly set with willows and large poplars; behind the dwelling-house a flower garden, then neglected, but soon restored to beauty when it came into Morris’ hands, runs down to the water. The workshops, for the most part long wooden two-storied sheds, red-tiled and weather-boarded, are grouped irregularly round the mill lade. Beyond the meadow are the remains of a mediaeval wall, the sole remaining fragment of Merton Abbey. Within a stone’s throw Nelson had lived with the Hamiltons for the two years which followed the peace of Amiens, until he went out to the Mediterranean as Commander-in-Chief in 1803. But his house had been pulled down many years before. One drawback to the place was its extreme inaccessibility, considering the smallness of the distance, from Morris’ house at Hammersmith, or indeed from almost any part of London. The District Railway was not then extended either to Wimbledon or to Turnham Green. To reach Merton from Kelmscott House Morris had to go by the underground railway from Hammersmith to Farringdon Street, cross the City, and then go down to Merton from Ludgate Hill, a journey that took about two hours. He could, however, stay the night at Merton when there was much to be done. A couple of rooms were fitted up for his private use as at Queen Square: “Papa will have a delightful sort of Quilp establishment there,” his daughter wrote when the move was being made.

On the 8th of April he notes that he had “pretty much come to the conclusion” with the owners. But there were the usual delays and hagglings: it was desired to have power to build kilns for tiles and glass, so that covenants with regard to chimneys had to be drawn up: and the lease was only signed on the 7th of June. The next day he went down with Webb, De Morgan, and George Wardle, and the alterations began to be arranged. Morris would not pull down any of the picturesque and prettily-weathered workshops; but roofs had to be heightened to give free space for looms, and foundations trenched and puddled to keep out damp (for at Merton water lies four feet below the surface of the ground), besides the heavy work of furnishing, the building of carpet-looms, the digging and lining of pits for indigo vats, and the general adaptation of both buildings and grounds to their new uses. One of the first things he did when the season allowed was to plant poplars round the meadow on which the grounds of the calico prints were to be cleared by exposure to the air. Meanwhile he was designing for chintzes with extraordinary rapidity and success; a whole series of these designs, including many of his very best, were turned out during this summer to be ready for the new works to start upon. The move was made at the beginning of winter. His impatience at the inevitable delays was great. “I am in an agony of muddle,” he writes early in November; “I now blame myself severely for not having my way and settling at Blockley; I knew I was right; but cowardice prevailed.” The agony, Mr. George Wardle tells me, was merely because everything could not move as easily and quickly as he wished. He “could never imagine difficulties,” and chose to think that everything would have gone smoothly at Blockley. But before Christmas everything had been cleared out from Queen Square and its annexes, and the new works were fairly set a-going.

A circular issued from Oxford Street when the Merton workshops were in complete order gives a full catalogue of all the kinds of work designed and executed there. The list is as follows:

 

Painted glass windows.

Arras tapestry woven in the high-warp loom.

Carpets.

Embroidery.

Tiles.

Furniture.

General house decorations.

Printed cotton goods.

Paper hangings.

Figured woven stuffs.

Furniture velvets and cloths.

Upholstery.

 

Under some of these headings there are notes of a kind very unlike the usual contents of a manufacturer’s catalogue: and the circular may form the text for a brief summary of Morris’ methods, and of the personal share he took in the various branches of the work.

In the earlier years of the business Morris had accepted commissions for windows in old as well as new buildings: the most conspicuous instances being the well-known windows in the Latin Chapel at Christ Church, Oxford, and the southern choir-aisle of Salisbury Cathedral. When the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings was founded, he was forced to reconsider the whole question of dealing with old churches more deeply than before; and the conclusions he drew with regard to the practice of restoration obliged him to take up a very stringent attitude when there was any question of alterations to an ancient building. As regards windows in particular, the casuistry of the matter is exceptionally delicate. “We are prepared as heretofore,” Morris wrote in this circular, “to give estimates for windows in churches and other buildings, except in the case of such as can be considered monuments of Ancient Art, the glazing of which we cannot conscientiously undertake, as our doing so would seem to sanction the disastrous practice of so-called Restoration.” The double ambiguity of the words in which the exception is couched is easily apparent. Even rules laid down with the utmost stringency must in some cases leave room for ambiguities and evasions, and the final decision will fall on the instinct of the artist. But Morris’ principles prescribed that in all cases where there was any doubt, an existing building, or any part of an existing building, whether in strict terms a monument of ancient art or not, should be let alone. In most cases there was none. When Dean Stanley asked him to execute a window for Westminster Abbey, and upon his refusal, cited the Vyner window in Christ Church as a precedent, Morris replied that even that window, the excellence of which as a piece of modern work he did not effect to deny, was an intruder where it stood, and alien in character and sentiment from the building in which it was placed.

On the announcement now made and on Morris’ own practice under it, Mr. Wardle makes some interesting remarks. “Its object was ill understood,” he says,”and moreover so little liked, that we found it necessary to repeat orally and with asseverations our firm intention to abide by it, and at the back of this, to get it believed that we had not given up glass-painting altogether. For a year or two certainly our business suffered from the rumour, not wanting in echoes, that Mr. Morris had given up glass-painting; and we had to make many advertisements to the contrary.”

“In the minds of most people,” Mr. Wardle goes on, and here he touches the real truth of the matter, “who took any interest at all in Mr. Morris’ work, the raison
d’être of ‘Morris glass’ was its so-called mediævalism, and it was supposed nothing could be more suitable for an ancient building. The profound misconception which this opinion implied, and the other hopeless mistake which assumed that Mr. Morris’ work was purposely ‘mediæval,’ made it impossible that the circular could be understood.

“The grounds of Mr. Morris’ protest were two. The first was the obvious material damage ancient buildings suffer by the process of removing existing glass from the windows and the insertion of new. We had ourselves several frightful experiences, though we used every precaution in our power: how much damage has been done where no such care was taken, and where it was not even suspected that the original tracery and framing of a window was of any peculiar value! It was not uncommon, when a painted window was offered to an old church, that as part of the improvement new tracery and mullions were also decided on. Even when it was intended to preserve the old stonework, it was almost inevitable that some part of it would fall when the support of the ancient glass with its saddle-bars and stanchions was removed: and new stonework would then have to be prepared hastily. Even if all went well, which would be a large concession — for there was always the cutting of the old stonework for the new saddle-bars, the hammering, and the vibration, most dangerous to old masonry — there was the final blotting out of the entire window by the wire guards. These guards are almost equivalent to the abolition of the windows as part of the external architecture, since they hide much of the thickness of the masonry and all the refinements of the mouldings and tracery.”

The other ground was that laid down with a firm hand by Morris himself in the original statement of the objects of the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings, and continually impressed and re-impressed by him with tongue and pen whenever he dealt with the subject of ancient art: the essential dishonesty of any process which professed to be “restoration” of the old building; and the essential futility of anything which undertook to replace an original by a copy even when there was not the dishonest purpose of making the copy indistinguishable from the original.

“Never,” Mr. Wardle justly adds — and the remark, of course, applies with equal force to the share which Burne-Jones, first as principal and afterwards as sole figure-designer, had in Morris windows— “let people say what they will about the suitability of Mr. Morris’ glass to mediæval buildings, do the old and the new rightly harmonize. This last opinion very few were able to adopt, for so few recognized the real originality and modernness of his art. It was supposed to be mediæval. In popular estimation design necessarily takes one of several recognized forms which are called styles, and as his design had many of the characters of mediæval work, he was supposed to be intentionally imitating that style. On the contrary, Mr. Morris was too unaffected, and in the broadest sense natural, in his art to allow himself to imitate, and as he did not intentionally make his work mediaeval, he did not pretend that it could be suitable for a mediæval building.”

This, then, was Morris’ theory, expressed in its rigour. In accordance with it he laid down a self-denying ordinance with regard to supplying painted windows for ancient buildings — self-denying doubly, because not only did this resolution, as has been noted above, injure, and for a time partly cripple, this branch of the business, but because the result in three cases out of four was simply that the owners, or guardians, of the mediaeval building went somewhere else; and the window was filled with glass as much inferior to his in colour and design as it was more alien from the spirit of the Middle Ages, not least so when it was inspired by an insincere and pretentious mediaevalism.

By abstaining himself, however, he hoped to set an example that others might gradually follow; and perhaps his action has not been wholly without effect. In a few instances he allowed exceptions: among these may be mentioned the five beautiful windows executed by him for the chancel of St. Margaret’s, Rottingdean, at the special request of Burne-Jones. In that case the windows were plain lancets filled with modern glass, some of it unpainted, the rest admittedly and unrelievedly hideous. There was no tracery to injure, and no existing ancient glass to suffer from the juxtaposition of the new.

As regards the personal part which Morris took in this branch of the firm’s work, it was the invariable practice in early years, and remained the rule after the Merton Abbey works were started, that the interpretation of the design and the choice of the glass came under his own eye. He seldom at any time, and never in more recent years, made complete designs for windows himself. From the first, the figure-subjects were mainly supplied by those of his colleagues who were professional painters. As time went on, they came almost exclusively from the studio of Burne-Jones, who supplied no cartoons for glass except to the firm. But backgrounds and foliage were, as a rule, of Morris’ designing, the animals and certain kinds of ornament being often drawn by Webb.

Morris never made his own glass. He often regretted that he did not; but for organizing this manufacture, time and money alike were required beyond what he could spare. There is little doubt that in the colouring of glass, as in that of yarns,his personal touch would haveproduced greater splendours of tone than could be got by other workers. As it was, his faultless eye for colour had to content itself with doing its best out of the glass supplied by the ordinary manufacturers. If the colour of a Morris window is to the present day unmistakable among all rivals or imitations, this is not from any difference in material, but from the skill in selection and variation which was an instinct in Morris himself, and which to some considerable degree he transmitted to his workmen.

When the cartoons for a window had been drawn, Mr. Wardle notes in speaking of the practice of this period, Morris personally “coloured” the window; that is to say, he dictated in detail to Campfield, the foreman of the painters, what glass was to be used for each part. The various parts were then distributed to the painters, whose work he watched as it went on, though he usually reserved any comments till the painter had done all that he could. Retouches were then made by his direction, and the glass was burned and leaded up. When this was done, there came the final review of the window, a work of great difficulty in any case, and to any ordinary eye impossible in the cramped premises in Queen Square, where some of his largest windows were made. But here his amazing eye and memory for colour enabled him to achieve the impossible: he could pass all the parts of a large window one by one before the light, and never lose sight of the general tone of the colour or of the relation of one part to another. If any part did not satisfy him, new glass was cut and that piece of the window done again.

The painting of tiles, which had been one of the first occupations of the firm in Red Lion Square, had by this time almost ceased. It had ceased wholly as regards figure-painted tiles, of which a few sets of great beauty, some of them with verses by Morris also painted on them, had been made for a few years and not in great numbers. Pattern tiles, chiefly meant for use in fireplaces, went on being produced — as they still are — to a limited extent from the early designs. They were all hand-painted, even when the designs were very simple, the touch of the brush being essential towards giving that quality of pattern and surface that made them coherent with the larger decoration of which they formed a part. The manufacture of tiles on a larger scale and with properly constructed kilns had been taken up by De Morgan as a branch of pottery, and it was not necessary that Morris should continue to make his own. Since the premises in Queen Square were abandoned, the firing of both glass and tiles has been executed elsewhere, no kilns having been built at Merton. The premises which De Morgan took in order to establish potteries close to the Merton Abbey works did not prove suitable to their purpose, and the plan of joint, or even contiguous, factories never fully took effect: but he afterwards set up works in Chelsea from which tiles were supplied well suited to take their place among Morris decorations. It may be added that, while the firm never either designed or made pottery of any kind — the tiles used for painting on being got from outside, chiefly from Holland — they did something towards introducing in England the knowledge of some of the best varieties of foreign manufacture, especially the simple and beautiful Grès de Flandre ware, now so common in the shops of London furnishers, which made its first appearance in England, except as a curiosity, in Morris’ show-room. Neither did the production of furniture play any important part in the firm’s business. There were generally a few pieces, nearly all from Webb’s designs, being made; but Morris never designed any himself: it was only when some piece, such as a chest or cupboard, was to be further adorned with gilding or painting, that it came into his hands. Of all the specific minor improvements in common household objects due to Morris, the rush-bottomed Sussex chair perhaps takes the first place. It was not his own invention, but was copied, with trifling improvements, from an old chair of village manufacture picked up in Sussex by Mr. Warrington Taylor. With or without modification it has been taken up by all the modern furniture manufacturers, and is in almost universal use. But the Morris pattern of the later type (there were two) still excels all others in simplicity and elegance of proportion.

The beginnings of the important industry of carpet-weaving have already been recounted. Looms had already been built at Hammersmith for weaving carpets of considerable size, as much as twelve feet across. The great loom at the Merton works is built for making a carpet of no less than twenty-five feet in breadth. The designing of these carpets was wholly, or almost wholly, done by Morris himself. His practice was first to make a drawing on the scale of about one-eighth of the full size,which he coloured very carefully with his own hand. A draughtsman enlarged this coloured drawing on the “point paper” — paper, that is, divided into minute spaces, each representing a single knot of the carpet. The pointing on this paper, a work of immense laboriousness, was done by Morris himself until he gradually trained other workmen to do it with the accurate judgment which makes all the difference between the right and wrong expression of the design. The same laborious work was undertaken by him in the designing of silk damasks, woven tapestries, and all the patterned woven stuffs produced on his looms.

Beyond the preliminary tasks of designing and pointing, the actual work at the loom performed by Morris remained for some years very great: and it became still greater when he set aside the carpet-loom for the tapestry-loom, upon which he revived the splendid and almost extinct art of the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries. In a diary of his daily occupations which he kept in the year of the removal to Merton, the entries of morning work at the tapestry-loom are continual. As early in the year as the 12th of March he puts down “up at 7.30, about four hours tapestry”: a week later, “up at 6½ , four hours tapestry”; and as the mornings lengthened in April, “up at 6, two hours tapestry,” “up at 5.30, three hours tapestry.” All through the summer the entries go on: he was seldom up later than six o’clock for several months, and would be at the loom within ten minutes. One day, at the end of May, “wind W.S.W., very fine bright day, cool in evening” (for if Morris kept any diary at all, however scanty, the weather was always the first thing noted in it), the entry is “Up at 5: 3½ hours tapestry. To Grange. To Queen Square: The green for Peacock” (a woven hanging) “all wrong. Did day books and Friday” (the summing up of the week’s business and signing cheques) “besides seeing to this: took away model of G. H. carpet from K. Meeting St. Mark’s Committee. Dined A. Ionides.” And this was hardly an exceptional day, so crowded was his life with occupation.

The carpet he was making for Mr. George Howard, for the drawing-room at Naworth Castle, which is mentioned in this extract, was by far the largest that he had then executed. It was nearly a year in hand, and the hours he spent in designing and pointing it make up the equivalent of a substantial day’s work for a full month. The result of a piece of work of this size and intricacy remained an unknown quantity till the end. “Your carpet has been finished,” he wrote to Mr. Howard on the 3rd of November,”for a week or two: I have been keeping it back to try for a fine day to spread it on our lawn, so that I might see it all at once: at present I have only been able to see it piecemeal. So seen, it looks very well, I think, and seems to be satisfactory as to manufacture. What are your orders about it? as I shall have to send some one down to Naworth to get it into its place: it weighs about a ton I fancy.”

The manufacture of Arras tapestry, on which Morris had been experimenting at Hammersmith throughout the year, was only fairly begun after the works were removed to Merton. The first piece made there was a frieze of greenery with birds, which, like the carpet of the previous year, went to Naworth. In reviving this noble art he had nothing in England to guide him, as to the mechanical part of the work, beyond drawings of looms in old books. To see what the mechanism was really like, he had to pay a visit to the Gobelins, where he found the ancient loom still in use, though sunk to the servile task of making copies of oil paintings. The low-warp loom, which had replaced it elsewhere, he at once dismissed as useless for his purpose. In it the task of the weaver is confined to copying the imperfectly seen cartoon stretched under the warp, at which he peers between the threads. The work is almost purely mechanical; the face of the tapestry being below, and the weaving done from the back, the workman has no means of knowing what effect he is producing, and can only trust to a rigid method. The making of tapestry on the high-warp loom approximates in method to the painting of a picture; the artificer produces his form and colour, stitch by stitch, by the exercise of his own intelligence, and sees, in his little swinging mirror, the actual surface forming itself insensibly under his hand, as if it were a picture on the easel.

When months of daily practice had familiarized Morris himself with the processes and difficulties of tapestry-weaving, the next thing was to teach the art to other workmen. The work is of a kind which experience proves to be best done by boys. It involves little muscular effort, and is best carried on by small flexible fingers. “He had another loom built at Queen Square,” Mr. Wardle tells me, “where he taught what he knew to William Dearle, who was then a boy willing to adapt himself to anything which gave him a chance of employment. Dearle got on so well that very soon we took in two other boys, Sleath and Knight, as his apprentices. When we moved to Merton therefore we had already three ‘hands’ fairly competent in this art. The first piece Dearle accomplished was the Goose-Girl, designed by Walter Crane; this was begun, and finished, I think, at Queen Square.”

“At Merton,” Mr. Wardle adds, “the boys, who were still young, lived in the house. We gave them board and lodging and a certain weekly stipend. It is worth while to note that there was no sort of selection of these boys, or of any others who were brought up by us to one or other branch of Mr. Morris’ business. John Smith, who is now the dyer at Merton, was taken into the dye-shop because it was just being set up at the time he was getting too old to remain errand boy. Dearle was put to the tapestry because that business then wanted an apprentice; and so of the other two. They were put to the loom because at the time we were starting this we were asked to do something for them. We took Sleath on that ground first of all, and he introduced Knight. The same rule applied to all others, and its working justified Mr. Morris’ contention that the universal modern system, which he called that of Devil take the hindmost, is frightfully wasteful of human intelligence. A few years later, when we were able to set up a third tapestry-loom, we found a lad with equal facility, without selection of any kind, the nephew of the housekeeper at Merton. She happened to tell me, at the time we were getting the new loom ready, that her nephew had left school and was looking for something to do.”

This system of setting the nearest person to do whatever kind of work wanted doing was really of the essence of Morris’ method as a manufacturer from the beginning; and in his hands it produced surprisingly good results. How it would have worked, whether indeed it would have worked at all, with a man of less genius at the head of the work as a directing and propelling force, is of course a different question. But, as Morris always insisted, it would have worked just as well, and with much greater certainty, if instead of the solitary man of genius at the head of the work, there had been a living inherited tradition throughout the workshop. The skilled workman is not as a rule a workman who possesses any remarkable innate skill of hand. He is one rather whose general intelligence has protected him against that excessive division of labour which cramps and sterilizes the modern artificer. If a rational latitude were given to manual work of the individual under proper guidance, it might well be that the average skill of hand and eye, stimulated and not repressed by its daily labour, would of its own self rise to a level which at present is only reached in isolated instances. On this point the evidence given by Morris himself in March, 1882, before the Royal Commission on Technical Instruction, indicates his view with great clearness and precision. “I often have great difficulty,” he said, “in dealing with the workmen I employ in London, because of their general
ignorance.” This general ignorance was just what had to be met by general education, not by specific technical instruction. But drawing, as at the basis of all manual arts whatever, he held to be an essential element in general education which should be worthy of the name. “I think undoubtedly everybody ought to be taught to draw just as much as everybody ought to be taught to read and write.”

The principle thus laid down was accepted by the Government eight years later, when by the Code of 1890 drawing was made a compulsory subject in elementary schools for boys. The step thus taken was even then somewhat in advance of public opinion. That children should all be taught to read and write has now so long been the law that it is accepted somewhat as a matter of course, and protests against it are few and faint. But the doctrine that drawing is just as essential a part of any real education is still regarded in many quarters as a foolish, or at best an interesting paradox; and such instruction in drawing as can be given, in an hour and a half during each week, to children who are allowed to leave school at the age of eleven, is still accepted as the measure of the State’s duty.

The divorce between the theory and practice of all the manual arts was a matter against which Morris was always emphatic in his protest. He co-operated loyally in the work done in the teaching of design by the Schools of Art directed from South Kensington. Since 1876, when he first acted as an Examiner to the Art Department, he served year after year until the last year of his life. The work was not interesting to him; it is arduous while it lasts, and the looking over large masses of thoroughly mediocre work was a severe trial to his patience. But he stuck to it for the sake of the good that might ultimately come of it; and in the latter years of his life he had the satisfaction of seeing, in London and elsewhere, noticeably at Birmingham, a real school of manual art slowly form itself whose work was directly aimed at practice.

One secret of the excellence of Morris’ own designs was that he never designed anything which he did not know how to produce with his own hands. He had mastered the practical arts of dyeing and weaving before he began to produce designs for dyed and woven stuffs to be made in his workshops. “It is a thing to be deprecated,” he says in his evidence before the Royal Commission , “that there should be a class of mere artists who furnish designs ready-made to what you may call the technical designers. I think it is desirable that the artist and what is technically called the designer should practically be one.” But this is not all. “A designer ought to be able to weave himself. A man employs a designer to draw his patterns. One of two things happens: either the designer has learnt the method of execution in a totally perfunctory manner, and takes no interest in it, but goes only by a certain set of rules, and is therefore cramped and made dull and stupid by going by them: or on the other hand if, as sometimes happens, the manufacturer goes to a more dignified kind of artist, who, knowing nothing of the way in which the thing has to be done, produces a kind of puzzle for the manufacturer, the manufacturer having paid for it takes it away and does what he can with it, chops the design up and adapts it to his purpose as well as he can; the design is spoilt, and when executed looks not better but worse than the ordinary cut and dried trade design.”

“Of late years,” he stated in the same evidence, “there has arisen in London a great number of half professional designers, people who would be glad to get work in designing. These people are generally very uneducated in the technique of the arts they design for, which is a great drawback.”

Between the workman who had no understanding of design and the designer who had no understanding of execution, the case of the manual arts was hopeless indeed. In both cases alike the root of the evil was sheer ignorance; and this ignorance was directly due to want, in one case as much as the other, of proper education; as that again was due to the false division of labour — the disintegration of labour, as it should more properly be called — which forbade artist and workman alike to know what they were at.

Thus stated the case seems simple enough. But the simplest truths are often the last to be applied to practice. The doctrines laid down by Morris before the Commission were then startling and almost revolutionary; even now but little progress has been made in carrying them out, though their abstract truth is generally admitted. There is a school of designers now, for the most part formed under the influence of Morris’ teaching, who design with direct knowledge of the manufacturing processes. But the encouragement given by the State to the art of designing still takes the form of prizes for designs in the air. “Not enough attention is given,” Morris said in his evidence, “to the turning out of the actual goods themselves. We cannot give prizes for the things turned out, we can only give prizes for the designs. I think it would be a very good thing to give prizes for the goods themselves.” The dislocation between the two sides of the craftsman’s education is still so great that this step is thought impossible.

This had been his own experience when he first tried to have carpets made from his own designs by the ordinary manufacturers. He began with the simplest kind, the so-called Kidderminster, a carpet of not more than three colours, in which the pattern is produced by the intersection at fixed points of webs interlaced by the passage of the shuttle through a double or triple-tiered warp. In the trial piece of carpet sent, the design was almost unrecognizable. A suspicion at first crossed his mind that he was being played with: and that the manufacturer, who had frankly said on seeing the design that it was too simple and would not do, had determined to justify his opinion by spoiling it in the manufacture. But this was not the case; he had acted in perfect good faith, and when Morris said to him, “But this is not my pattern,” could only answer, “This is how your pattern comes out.” Finally an interview was arranged with his “designer,” the man who set out the pattern on point paper for the weavers. The root of all the trouble was then found out in five minutes: it was merely this, that the designer could not draw. The pattern was redrawn on point paper in Morris’ own workshop, and the carpet (which has become an established pattern and is still the most successful of all the woven carpets produced from Morris’ designs) was satisfactorily produced forthwith.

Of Morris’ personal share in the firm’s work in general decoration and the application of the materials produced by him to their specific purpose, some idea may be formed from fragments of his correspondence about this time with Mr. and Mrs. George Howard. Their house in Palace Green had been recently built by Webb, and was being decorated throughout by Morris. The decoration of the dining-room was unusually careful and elaborate, as it was designed as a setting for a series of paintings on panel by Burne-Jones of the story of Cupid and Psyche.

To Mrs. Howard he writes on the 13th of December, 1879:

“Ned Jones and I went to look at the effect of the gold paper against the picture, and found to our grief that it would not do: yesterday I went there to meet him that we might try something else, but the morning was so bad that he could not come out: this morning I find that you suggest leaving the matter till you come up to town: but meanwhile, I, knowing that it would be impossible to get the work done unless we began at once, have set Leach’s men at work to forward the job, so that the drawing-room will be finished next week in the way you wished; and the boudoir has been prepared for final painting and hanging, which would now take less than a week to do at any time: Ned and I are going to look at the room again on Sunday, so that I shall be able to report again on Monday, so that if you agreed to our suggestions there would still be time to finish the room before you get back. I hope I have not done wrong in setting Leach to work: if I have, I must plead the usual excuse of fools, that I have acted for the best.

“Dining-room. — I am bound to ask your pardon for having neglected this job; but I did not quite understand what was to be done except the writing (which by the way is a very difficult business): I am now going to set to work to design ornaments for the mouldings round the pictures, the curved braces of ceiling, and the upper part of the panelling. I fear there is little chance of getting any of this done before your return (I mean executed on the wood-work) but I will do my best to get everything in train to start it on the first opportunity: meantime I have thought it best to tell Leach’s man to varnish only the lower part of the panelling, doors, shutters, etc., where the ornament will not come.”

And again two days later:

“Ned and I duly went to Palace Green yesterday and our joint conclusion was that the best hanging for the walls of the boudoir would be the inclosed madder-printed cotton: it brings out the greys of the picture better than anything else: also I think it would make a pretty room with the wood-work painted a light blue-green colour like a starling’s egg; and if you wanted drapery about it, we have beautiful stuffs of shades of red that would brighten all up without fighting with the wall-hangings: if you could like this and would let me know some day this week, I could get all finished against you come home, but if you still have doubts we would leave the room in a forward state for finishing. To complete the business part of my letter I may as well give you the price of the red stuff: two shillings per yard, yard-wide, which would come to less than the gold sunflower would have done.”

The decoration of the house was only completed very gradually. Nearly two years later there is another series of letters to Mrs. Howard:

“Thank you for asking me personally about the patterns: I have been to Oxford Street to-day and told Smith to send off all our patterns that would be of any use to you; I have told him to write ‘recommended ‘ and ‘specially recommended ‘ on certain of them. As to the papers (sunflower and acorn), I will do what I can to soften the colour.

“May I ask what you are going to do about the drawing-room at Palace Green? Ned tells me that you are going to keep the Dies Domini there, and want to hang the room accordingly: we don’t like to do anything there till the ceiling is made safe: what do you think of hanging a piece of stuff behind it? I could get the colour better suited to it so, I believe.

“Ned has been doing a great deal to the dining-room pictures and very much improving them: so that the room will be light and pleasant after all, and the pictures very beautiful.

“As to the red dove and rose, for a curtain, it will last as long as need be, since the cloth is really very strong: I can’t answer so decidedly as to the colour; but the colours in it when looked at by themselves you will find rather full than not, ’tis the mixture that makes them look delicate: therefore I believe the stuff to be quite safe to use if you fancy it: of course I don’t mean to say that any flat-woven stuff can stand sunlight as well as a piled material, and the velvet also is darker, though not so well dyed as the other stuff.

“As to the other version of the dove and rose, if ’tis a smaller sized pattern in green and yellow, you can use it without hesitation; but if it be of the same size as the red, I should scarcely advise it, if the settees are to have heavy wear: you see we made this stuff for curtains and hangings: I have tried a piece of the purple, turquoise, and yellow as a cushion on a chair of my own on which everybody sits: it has worn better than I expected, but still not like stuff made for it would do. As to the red silk for curtains, what I am doing (for St. James’s) is a very fine colour; but also you must not forget that I can do pretty well any colour you want, and of sober reds the resources are great. Item, I can do the most ravishing yellows, rather what people call amber: what would you say to dullish pink shot with amber; like some of those chrysanthemums we see just now? I am going to try that after Christmas.

“The gold and red sunflower is on my board at Queen Square and I will do my best to hit the due colour.”

Two letters written about the same time to Mr. Howard, about defects in some painted glass previously executed by Morris for Naworth, are interesting alike as showing the difficulties of working in untested material, and the pride he took in the excellence of his own work.

“’Tis all too true about the Naworth windows: we (and I believe all other glass-painters) were beguiled by an untrustworthy colour, having borax in it, some years ago; and the windows painted with this are going all over the country. Of course we have taken warning, and our work will now be all right. We have given instructions to our man to take out the faulty glass, which we will — restore! — at once, and pay for that same ourselves — worse luck!”

“Borax is the name of the culprit: the colour-makers, finding that the glass-painters wanted a colour that would burn well at a lowish temperature, mixed borax with it, to that end; but unluckily glass of borax is soluble in water, and hence the tears wept by our windows — and our purses. We use harder colour now, so that if any window of ours goes now it must be from other causes; bad burning or the like; I don’t think as things go that this is like to happen to us.

“I am very glad indeed that you think the east window a success; I was very nervous about it, as the cartoons were so good that I should have been quite upset if I had not done them something like justice.”

But perhaps the most important new development that the business took after it was moved to Merton Abbey was the production of printed cotton goods, the celebrated “Morris chintzes,” which soon became more widely known and more largely used than his woven stuffs or wall-papers. Their success was so great that deliberate or unconscious imitations of them soon began to be produced by the manufacturers and find a ready market. Their adaptability to many small purposes gave them an advantage over the paper-hangings and tapestries. To hang a room with good hand-printed paper is a matter of serious expense to many people who would like to do it, but who do not very acutely realize the difference between it and a machine-printed paper that can be produced for one-sixth and bought for one-third of the price. But a mere scrap of these bright and beautifully patterned chintzes can be used to light up a room, as a curtain, or the cover of a chair or a cushion, or in twenty other ways; and perhaps the primary use for which these fabrics were meant, that of wall-hangings, is the one to which they have been most seldom applied. Paper-hangings are so much taken for granted as the covering of the walls of rich and poor houses alike, that people rarely pause to consider their many disadvantages. The simpler patterns of his chintzes Morris was able to produce at a price little higher than that of moderately costly wall-papers; their decorative effect in a room is perhaps tenfold that of the papers; and yet his appeal to use them for the purpose for which they were meant fell on the public in vain. People dressed themselves in his wall-hangings, covered books with them, did this or that with them according to their fancy; but hang walls with them they would not.

Between seventy and eighty designs in wall-papers, and nearly forty in chintzes, were invented by Morris and carried out under his eye in the course of his business life. These numbers do not take account of the variant designs where a different scheme of colours is applied to the same pattern. If these be counted separately, the total number of designs from his own hand amounts to four hundred. In all of them the drawing and the choice of colours were alike his own individual work. The cutting of the blocks was done by workmen; but the cutter’s tracing was always submitted to Morris for retouching before it was rubbed off on the wood; and he kept till late years a vigilant eye both on his own dye-vats and on the colour-pots of the paper-makers. It may give some idea of the prodigious mass of his work as a designer to add that the sum total of his designs for paper-hangings, chintzes, woven stuffs, silk damasks, stamped velvets, carpets, and tapestries (excluding the hand-made carpets and the Arras tapestries, which were each specially designed, and as a rule not duplicated) which were actually carried out, amounts to little short of six hundred, besides countless designs for embroidery.

“Of the work at Merton,” Mr. Wardle says, looking back on it perhaps through something of that enchantment that is lent by distance, “there seems nothing to say except that it was altogether delightful.” It went on in the ordered tranquillity of spacious and even beautiful surroundings. There were pure water, light, and air in abundance; and the change from the cramped quarters and grimy atmosphere of Bloomsbury reacted on the master’s own temper. “It is noticeable,” says Mr. Wardle, “in remembering his nervous temperament, that at Merton, though he disliked the journey by rail intensely, he showed no irritation on arriving. There remained a certain impetus in his manner, as if he would still go at twenty miles an hour and rather expected everything to keep pace with him.” It was not in his workshops alone that he seemed to expect this, nor was it in his workshops that the expectation was oftenest disappointed.

But indeed even to the present day, as one turns out of the dusty high road and passes through the manager’s little house, the world seems left in a moment behind. The old-fashioned garden is gay with irises and daffodils in spring, with hollyhocks and sunflowers in autumn, and full, summer by summer, of the fragrant flowering shrubs that make a London suburb into a brief June Paradise. It rambles away towards the mill pond with its fringe of tall poplars; the cottons lie bleaching on grass thickly set with buttercups; the low long buildings with the clear rushing little stream running between them, and the wooden outside staircases leading to their upper story, have nothing about them to suggest the modern factory; even upon the great sunk dye-vats the sun flickers through leaves, and trout leap outside the windows of the long cheerful room where the carpet-looms are built. “To Merton Abbey,” runs an entry in a visitor’s diary on a day at the end of April, 1882, when the new works had settled fairly down to their routine: “white hawthorn was out in the garden: we had tea with Mr. Morris in his room in the house, and left laden with marsh-marigolds, wallflowers, lilac, and hawthorn.” Of these flowers, and of others in their seasons, Morris often used to bring back bunches to London with him, and wonder why any one should be laughed at — as in London one then still was — for carrying flowers.

Nor did it prove to be the case that these humanized conditions, these pleasant surroundings of the work carried on at Merton Abbey, were in any way fatal to the success of the business as a matter of ordinary commerce. It was not from any disastrous experience of his own that Morris was led to despair of the existing order of things. In the most striking passage of his evidence before the Technical Instruction Commission he speaks of the prospects of art in a spirit of confidence and even of cheerfulness. “On the whole,” he said, in words which must have been at the time quite sincere — for irony was a figure which he never used— “one must suppose that beauty is a marketable quality, and that the better the work is all round both as a work of art and in its technique, the more likely it is to find favour with the public.” And the use of technical education was not, to his mind, to train a select caste of skilled designers and workers, but one more broadly and indeed quite universally applicable: “that the public should know something about it, so that you may get a market for excellence.”

This market for excellence he conquered himself, partly by the mere force of his genius, and partly by real business ability. He approached matters of business in so peculiar a spirit, that the question whether he was really a good business man or not was often debated, and is still debateable. Some of the qualities which go to make up that character he undoubtedly possessed in a high measure: above all perhaps, a certain indefinable driving power — a quality as rare as it is valuable — which was quite distinct from his own energy or industry, and which hardly ever failed to affect those with whom he came into personal contact. In his immediate subordinates — Mr. George Wardle first, and the Messrs. Smith afterwards — he was fortunate in finding men who caught this energy from him and yet retained with it a full measure of shrewdness and caution. But such good fortune, according to the Greek proverb so often quoted by Aristotle, is in itself nearly akin to skill; and the choice of a good manager is in effect good management.

But for the ordinary processes of competitive commerce, and this as much before as after he adopted any distinctively Socialistic views, his qualities, whether intellectual or emotional, were not such as are calculated to lead to conspicuous success. The truth is that commercial success is an art which must be seriously pursued, and which he, quite apart from any question of morality, was at once too imaginative, too soft-hearted, and too much engrossed by wholly different interests, to pursue seriously. He carried on his business as a manufacturer not because he wished to make money, but because he wished to make the things he manufactured. The art of commerce as it consists in buying material and labour cheaply, and forcing the largest possible sale of the product, was one for which he had little aptitude and less liking. In every manual art which he touched, he was a skilled expert: in the art of money-making he remained to the last an amatuer. Throughout he regarded material with the eye of the artist, and labour with the eye of a fellow-labourer. He never grudged or haggled over the price of anything which he thought really excellent of its kind and really desirable for him to have; he would dye with kermes instead of cochineal if he could gain an almost imperceptible richness of tone by doing so; he would condemn piece after piece of his manufacture that did not satisfy his own severe judgment. And in his relations to his workmen he had adopted the principle of the living wage, and even of profit-sharing, before he began to study such questions from a larger point of view. He could hardly ever be induced to discharge a workman even for habitual negligence or, in some cases which could be quoted, for actual dishonesty. Of the feelings of his social inferiors — or indeed of his social equals — he was sometimes strangely inconsiderate; but towards their weaknesses he was habitually indulgent.

So far did he carry this interest in producing the best work regardless of expense and this careless confidence in the honesty of his workmen, that without some other responsible business manager Merton Abbey would have wrecked the fortunes of the firm. It was encumbered with old or incompetent workmen paid by time, while the more skilled hands were put on piece-work; and similarly in the office the inferior clerks had fixed salaries for so many hours’ work a day and no more, while the upper clerks were to a certain extent profit-sharers in the proceeds of the business. This system of profit-sharing was, even during the later years at Queen Square, in process of extension among the higher grades of the workmen. The result of this mingled generosity and slackness was that in the staple product of printed cottons the Staffordshire manufacturers, with their keen eye to profit and machine-like organization, could supply goods, purporting at least to be the same in quality, forty per cent. cheaper than they were turned out at Merton: and till the works were put under more stringent management, the profits of Oxford Street were almost wholly absorbed by the experiments and the leakage of Merton.

In Morris’ lectures on Art, and more especially on those lesser arts of life which, though his eye always remained fixed on the greater arts in their culminating glories of architecture and poetry, he had chosen for his own daily province in practice, the outcome of those instincts which had made him a manufacturer, and of that experience which his work as a manufacturer had given him, is visible in many passages of humour or wisdom. In the lecture entitled “Making the Best of it,” it is himself whom he describes with complete accuracy in his description of “a handicraftsman who shall put his own individual intelligence and enthusiasm into the goods he fashions. So far from his labour being ‘divided,’ which is the technical phrase for his always doing one minute piece of work and never being allowed to think of any other, so far from that, he must know all about the ware he is making and its relation to similar wares; he must have a natural aptitude for his work so strong, that no education can force him away from his special bent. He must be allowed to think of what he is doing, and to vary his work as the circumstances of it vary, and his own moods. He must be for ever stirring to make the piece he is at work at better than the last. He must refuse at anybody’s bidding to turn out, I won’t say a bad, but even an indifferent piece of work, whatever the public want, or think they want. He must have a voice, and a voice worth listening to, in the whole affair.”

Such is the ideal handicraftsman whom he thus drew from his own likeness. For what lay at the root of his belief was that this life, the life which he had himself deliberately chosen, should be, and might be, accessible to all. He recognized no essential difference between an artist and a workman. Until a state of society were realized in which (according to his version of the Platonic paradox) artists should be workmen, and workmen artists, no really sound, and living, and permanent art could exist. And the hire of the workman in any really civilized community should be precisely, neither more nor less, what he claimed as his own due, and what he was satisfied with as his own recompense: “Money enough to keep him from fear of want or degradation for him and his; leisure enoughfrom bread-earningwork (even though it be pleasant to him) to give him time to read and think, and connect his own life with the life of the great world; work enough of the kind aforesaid, and praise of it, and encouragement enough to make him feel good friends with his fellows; and lastly (not least, for ’tis verily part of the bargain) his own due share of art, the chief part of which will be a dwelling that does not lack the beauty which Nature would freely allow it, if our own perversity did not turn Nature out of doors.”

In this last clause of his definition of the ideal life, not for isolated individuals, nor for a cultured class, but for universal mankind, he returns to his perpetual insistence on the value of architecture, in its widest sense, as the beginning and end of all the arts of life. To him, the man lived in the house almost as the soul lives in the body. The degradation of architecture and of its subservient arts of decoration was at once the cause and the effect of the whole degradation of human life.

But how to begin? His own work as a decorator led him to see that in the furnishing of the house, such as it was, a practical beginning, however slight, might be made by every one. Hence he was led to the formulation of his celebrated rule — a rule that, as he said without boasting, will fit everybody; “Have nothing in your houses that you do not know to be useful, or believe to be beautiful.” There is no more brilliant example of a rule that is at once completely universal in its scope, and completely certain in its application.

“To my mind,” he says in another lecture, “it is only here and there (out of the kitchen) that you can find in a well-to-do house things that are of any use at all.” By this accumulation of useless things not only are beautiful things kept out, but the very sense of beauty is perpetually dulled and ground away. If this pressure were once removed — so at least he thought, and it can hardly be considered an utopian belief — the natural sense of beauty would slowly begin to recover itself, and at last the house that had in it nothing but what was known to be useful would come to have in it nothing but what was really beautiful; the mistaken or bewildered belief in the beauty of ugly things would disappear, and with the dwindling demand for them they would gradually cease to be produced, and fade away bit by bit out of the world.

Closely connected with this doctrine was his second cardinal axiom: “No work which cannot be done with pleasure in the doing is worth doing.” That “natural aptitude for his work so strong that no education can force him away from his special bent” was a quality in him which he could not believe to be unique or even peculiar. “I tried to think what would happen to me,” he says in another lecture, that entitled “The Prospects of Architecture in Civilization,” “if I were forbidden my ordinary daily work; and I knew that I should die of despair and weariness. It was clear to me that I worked not in the least in the world for the sake of earning leisure by it, but partly driven by the fear of starvation or disgrace, and partly, and even a very great deal, because I love the work itself.” As he accounted labour without pleasure inhuman, so he claimed as the labourer’s right an amount of spontaneity in his work that was far removed from the actual conditions of common labour. What he could least bear, he used to say, if he were a workman, was the uninterrupted work required of them during working hours, and he was sorry for men who had to do it. While he was working himself it was always noticeable how he would break off every now and then to get up and look out of the window, or walk up and down the room, and yet his actual output would be faster and more continuous than that of any workman who never stirred from his bench or took his hand off his machine. His horror of pleasureless labour made him keenly sympathetic with the working man even in his least lovely phases. “If I were to work ten hours a day at work I despised and hated, I should spend my leisure, I hope in political agitation, but I fear in drinking.” Even of the ideal workman described above, the workman who is an artist, he confesses that “the capitalist will be apt to call him a troublesome fellow; and in fact he will be troublesome, mere grit and friction in the wheels of the money-making machine, yes, will stop the machine perhaps.” And so for the workman who was troublesome without being an artist, who was grit in the wheels from no high discontent or haunting ideal, but only from the incompetence and vice he had inherited from a degraded ancestry and developed in an inhuman environment, he made the largest allowances and had almost inexhaustible patience.

Thus it was that, before and after the adoption of his final political creed, Morris carried on his work patiently from day to day, and thus it was that he exhorted others by word and example to carry on theirs; “not living like fools and fine gentlemen, and not beaten by the muddle, but like good fellows trying by some dim candlelight to set our workshop ready against to-morrow’s daylight.” Blessed is that servant, whom his lord when he cometh shall find so doing.






  








CHAPTER XIV. CONCENTRATION. 1882
 

OF the year between the establishment of the works at Merton Abbey and the return of Morris to active political life as a member of the Socialist party at the beginning of 1883, it so happens that there are unusually few records. Perhaps their scarcity is not altogether accidental. He was working out new theories of life; he was doing this very much alone; and he had less leisure than usual, and perhaps less inclination than leisure, for correspondence, or for holiday-making, or for anything beyond work and thought. “I feel a lonely kind of a chap,” he says of himself, half humorously and half self-pityingly. Early in the year he had gone down with his elder daughter to the little house at Rottingdean which Burne-Jones had bought the year before. From there he wrote to Mrs. Burne-Jones on the 10th of January:

“Here we are: having just come back from an expedition to Brighton: we spent an hour or more in the aquarium (where our presence caused astonishment, YE Old English Fair not having begun till the afternoon, nor the other damnations which are strung on the much neglected fish). I think I saw more ugly people in Brighton in the course of an hour than I have seen otherwise for the last twenty years: as you justly remark, serves me right for going into Brighton: but you see we went there to do a little shopping. Yesterday was a lovely day, and we took a trap and drove to Lewes: you have to go a long way round, as the wheel-roads across the downs are doubtful it seems: it is very beautiful when you get on to the brow of the hill above Falmer: a long way off to the right you can see Lewes lying like a box of toys under a great amphitheatre of chalk hills: the whole ride is very pleasant: Lewes when you get there lies on a ridge in its valley, the street winding down to the river (Ouse) which runs into the sea at Newhaven: on the whole it is set down better than any town I have seen in England: unluckily it is not a very interesting town in itself: there is a horrible workhouse or prison on the outskirts, and close by a hideous row of builders’ houses: there are three old Churches in it, dismally restored, but none of them ever over-remarkable: there is the remain of a castle, 14th century: but it is not grand at all. Never the less it isn’t a bad country town, only not up to its position.

“The house is very pleasant and agreeable and suits me to a T; and I am in very good order, and quite satisfied, bating a little unavoidable anxiety, though J. has been hitherto quite well and seemingly very happy. I am hard at work on my Birmingham lecture: I don’t feel as if I had much left to say, but must do all I can to say it decently, so as not to discredit the cause.”

To write a new lecture was still immense labour and pain to him: “I know what I want to say, but the cursed words go to water between my fingers “; and the discouragement in which he writes to Mrs. Burne-Jones again on his return to London a week later is partly no doubt the effect of this struggle over the lecture on “Some of the Minor Arts of Life,” which he was now preparing. It was delivered at the Midland Institute, Birmingham, on the 23rd of January, and was afterwards printed, under the title of “The Lesser Arts of Life,” in the volume of lectures on Art published that year in aid of the funds of the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings. In both letters it will be noticed that the “cause” still means to him primarily and specifically that of art, though the name of art has taken to him a new and a more profound meaning.

“I am just going to finish my day with a couple of hours’ work on my lecture, but will first write you a line, since pen, ink, and paper are at hand, and seeing withal that to-morrow I shall not have any time at all to myself.

“May came to hand safely this morning, thank you kindly for having her. As to Jenny, she has been to my joy very well and in bright spirits all the week, so I have no doubt our sojourn there did her good: it was her birthday on Tuesday: 21 my dear old Jenny was.

“I have perhaps rather more than enough of work to do, and for that reason or what not, am dwelling somewhat low down in the valley of humiliation — quite good enough for me doubtless. Yet it sometimes seems to me as if my lot was a strange one: you see, I work pretty hard, and on the whole very cheerfully, not altogether I hope for mere pudding, still less for praise; and while I work I have the cause always in mind, and yet I know that the cause for which I specially work is doomed to fail, at least in seeming; I mean that art must go under, where or how ever it may come up again. I don’t know if I explain what I’m driving at, but it does sometimes seem to me a strange thing indeed that a man should be driven to work with energy and even with pleasure and enthusiasm at work which he knows will serve no end but amusing himself; am I doing nothing but make-believe then, something like Louis XVI.’s lock-making? There, I don’t pretend to say that the conundrum is a very interesting one, as it certainly has not any practical importance as far as I am concerned, since I shall without doubt go on with my work, useful or useless, till I demit.

“Well, one thing I long for which will certainly come, the sunshine and the spring. Meantime we are hard at work gardening here: making dry paths, and a sublimely tidy box edging: how I do love tidyness!”

A letter to Mr. George Howard of about the same date shows that he had not yet wholly dissociated himself from the Liberal party, nor given up the hopes which had excited him after the General Selection of 1880. He had then looked eagerly to the formation of an independent Radical wing which might force the Whigs to move forward on penalty of being thrown out of office. The amalgamation of Whigs and Tories as a powerful constitutional or Unionist party, to prevent such a result, had not yet occurred to him as the natural outlet from this position; though soon afterwards, and long before the thing actually happened, he foresaw it with much clearness.

“Rottingdean,

“Jan. 10th, 1882.

“My dear George,

“You see I am away for a few days, which accounts for my not answering your letter at once: we had a letter from the parson’s wife of Brampton asking for patterns for that same: I bid them send a big worsted pattern which I thought would be best, as ’tis mostly blue, which I fancy the Church wants: only you must think that under that very bright window all woven stuffs will look grey. If the blue looks too grey, I fear there is nothing for it but the brightest red: we have a woollen stuff very bright and telling (3-ply pomegranate), or would red damask silk be too costly?

“I suppose your election is the North Riding: I haven’t seen a paper for four days, so don’t know how it’s going; so can only wish you good speed: I make, with all apologies for my impudence, the unpolitical remark, that I hope you have got a good candidate: ’tis better to be beaten with a good one than be successful with a bad one. I guess there will be a fine procession of rats before this parliament is over: that will teach us, I hope, not to run the worst man possible on all occasions. Excuse the spleen of a kind of Radical cobbler.

 

“With best wishes from

“Yours affectionately,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

Two months later he writes again to Mr. Howard in a much less philosophic vein. A sudden risk had arisen that the works at Merton Abbey might be ruined by the cutting off of the water-supply of the Wandle.

 

“Merton Abbey,

“March 16th, 1882.

“My dear George,

“I am in a fix — for look here; I took this place muchly for the sake of its water-power, and for the water of the Wandle; and now the Wandle is going to be dried up — no less — there is a bill before a committee on Monday, as I hear suddenly, to enable the London and South Western Water Company to tap the head springs of the river at Carshalton: the river is almost wholly fed from these springs, and tapping them thus would reduce it to a muddy ditch. As to myself I don’t much care, as I always said we ought to have gone into the country, but on public grounds I could burst when I think of it: the Wandle from here upwards is a most beautiful stream as perhaps you know. I shall try to see you on Saturday morning; but meantime can you do anything in the House to help to stop such a damned iniquity?

“Yours affectionately,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

He unburdens himself on the same subject in the letter to Ellis which follows. The first part of it relates to alterations in the channel of the upper Thames recently made by the Conservancy, which had the effect of draining off the Kelmscott backwater and making the boat-house there useless. Ellis had just brought up some perch from Kelmscott to stock the water at Merton Abbey.

 

“Kelmscott House,

“March 22nd, 1882.

“My dear Ellis,

“Thank you for your note: I imagine I understand what they are going to do, although your explanation would have been helped by a plan: I had heard something of this before, but hoped it would not take place in our time. However something they will leave behind them so long as the old house stands; only strange it is that we are tumbled just into the time when these things go quickest: after us in a while I think things will mend; before us change was slower. Meanwhile I ought to have thanked you for your perch before, especially as I know what a trouble it is to bring such wet goods up to town: only, news for news, nay, water news for water news, I have suddenly discovered that it may not be long that they will have water to swim in; whereas a society, calling itself the London and South Western Spring Water Company, has a bill in Parliament to enable them to sink a well at Carshalton which will drain the Carshalton Wandle, and give us a muddy ditch instead of my water and water-power: jolly isn’t it? there are 7 miles of Wandle and 40 mills on that 7 miles, and here we are to be landed without compensation just to put some money into promoters’ pockets, unless we can manage to get the bill thrown out in Committee. You see that ’tis jobbery (not mastery) that mows the meadow: what compensation we should have got, if this had been public money that was in question! However there is a strong opposition to the thieves, so perhaps my perch may die a natural death (by hook to wit) after all. I was up the water to-day to see about this matter, and at Carshalton for the first time; a pretty place still in spite of the building.

“Yours ever truly,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

The opposition to the Bill, in which Morris had, of course, the hearty support of the other thirty-nine mill-owners immediately concerned in the Wandle as a source of water-power, was successful. “The water company,” he writes at the end of March, “terrified by our bold front, has climbed down and has agreed not to meddle with the Wandle: so this time I am quit for the fright, and whatsoever part of £50 the lawyers’ conscience will let them grab of me. Cheap at the price both for me and the public I think, since I have seen more of the river. On Wednesday Wardle and I went up the river and saw as much as we could get at: a wild day of storm and bitter wind it turned out, yet I think we enjoyed it. As we got to Wallington I thought I would go and call on Arthur Hughes, and did so to my pleasure: we were very glad to see each other, though perhaps when we got to talking were somewhat gravelled: he lives in a beautiful place, and the Croydon branch of the Wandle sweeps round his bit of close.

“I went up the water again on Friday with G. Howard and R. Grosvenor and had a pleasant half rainy day, seeing a great deal of the water, much of it quite quiet and unspoiled; it is really very beautiful, crystal clear in spite of all the mills. When you come on the ponds at Carshalton, where it rises or seems to rise, the surprise is most delightful and strange: a village green, only the green is the pond, quite bright and clear, the road across the fall of it from one level to another, and springs bubbling up amidst it all over. The whole river swarms with trout.”

This peril over, work at Merton went on pleasantly and successfully. “I have just twice as much to do since we began at Merton,” he writes in June. “At the same time I think it likely enough that my carpet business may fail commercially. I shan’t like that; but as to giving up the whole affair because of it, if I say so it is mere ill-temper on my part, always supposing we can struggle on somehow.” But his daughter’s severe and repeated illnesses during the summer and autumn upset the whole year for him. It is not putting the case too strongly to say that for the time they thoroughly shattered his nerve, though the private correspondence in which this appears is neither meant nor suited for a wider public.

This household anxiety coloured all the world to him: and even Kelmscott that year could not charm away his melancholy. The sense of change seemed brooding everywhere, and a dim shadow of unhappiness clung about the “sweet-looking clean waterside.” He felt it even at Godstow, “less changed than any beautiful place I know, the very fields that stretch up to Wytham much the same as they always were with their wealth of poplar and willow trees, the most beautiful meadows to be seen anywhere.” “So it will be,” he goes on, “till civilized life is quite changed, every alteration in the material world will be for the worse.”

The same desperate concentration of mind, the feeling of one thing, and one thing alone, being needful, reappears in another letter which is one of the extremely rare instances of his criticism of a contemporary writer. It was written soon after the publication of Mr. Swinburne’s “Tristram of Lyonnesse.”

“As to the poem, I have made two or three attempts to read it, but have failed, not being in the mood I suppose: nothing would lay hold of me at all. This is doubtless my own fault, since it certainly did seem very fine. But, to confess and be hanged, you know I never could really sympathize with Swinburne’s work; it always seemed to me to be founded on literature, not on nature. In saying this I really cannot accuse myself of any jealousy on the subject, as I think also you will not. Now I believe that Swinburne’s sympathy with literature is most genuine and complete; and it is a pleasure to hear him talk about it, which he does in the best vein possible; he is most steadily enthusiastic about it. Now time was when the poetry resulting merely from this intense study and love of literature might have been, if not the best, yet at any rate very worthy and enduring: but in these days when all the arts, even poetry, are like to be overwhelmed under the mass of material riches which civilization has made and is making more and more hastily every day; riches which the world has made indeed, but cannot use to any good purpose: in these days the issue between art, that is, the godlike part of man, and mere bestiality, is so momentous, and the surroundings of life are so stern and unplayful, that nothing can take serious hold of people, or should do so, but that which is rooted deepest in reality and is quite at first hand: there is no room for anything which is not forced out of a man of deep feeling, because of its innate strength and vision.

“In all this I may be quite wrong and the lack may be in myself: I only state my opinion, I don’t defend it; still less do I my own poetry.”

He was thinking in these last words, no doubt, of his own unwritten poem on the same subject, the story of Tristram and Iseult: the one which his “soul yearned to do” twelve years before, when he had just completed “The Earthly Paradise,” and which was the episode of the whole Arthurian cycle that held his imagination most strongly.

On the 23rd of August he writes more cheerfully to Mrs. Burne-Jones :

“We went on Saturday to call on the De Morgans at Witley and found them lodging in a newish red brick house, the surroundings of which rather reminded one of Mrs. Bodichon’s Scalands: afterwards we drove down with them and the Allinghams through woodland lanes up on to the great commons and Hind Head Hill on the Portsmouth Road: covered it was, much of it, with heather and ling, all in blossom at this season, and seeming to me not the best chosen of colours though so very bright; but the place is very beautiful, and amazingly free from anything Cockney-base, considering how near it is to London: the best part of it the beauty of the oaks, now in their new foliage hanging about the rare cornfields; for the tilth is scanty in this sandy woodland country. Allingham’s dwelling is in a very pleasant and beautiful spot, but the house highly uninteresting though not specially hideous, nor the get up inside of it very pleasant (though not very bad), as you might imagine: the garden too that discomforting sort of place that a new garden with no special natural gifts is apt to be: I should like to have made them better it. As to that country in general, in spite of all its beauty, it didn’t quite touch me (except as pleasant hills and meadows and lanes). For one thing it is very thinly inhabited, and looks more than most countrysides as if it were kept for the pleasure of the rich, as indeed it is: but I don’t know anything of it but this one visit. I must take a turn of walking through it one day: for this thing interests me in it, that if ever I am to live out of London (as I don’t suppose I ever shall), and Merton goes on, somewhere thereabouts I should have to pitch my tent.

“I am much encouraged by your interest in our Merton Crafts, and shall do my best to make it pay so that we may keep it going, though, as I have told you, I can’t hide from myself that there is a chance of failure (commercial I mean) in the matter: in which case I must draw in my horns, and try to shuffle out of the whole affair decently, and live thereafter small and certain if possible: little would be my grief at that same. This is looking at the worst side, which I think one ought to do; but I think we shall on the whole succeed; though a rich man (so-called) I never either can or will become: nay, I am trying in a feeble way to be more thrifty — whereof no more, lest I boast now and be disgraced at Christmas.

“I have been reading more of Carlyle’s life, and find it deeply interesting in spite of Froude; usually I find biographies dull to extremity, I suppose because they are generally a mass of insincerities and platitudes: but in this book is a man speaking who can say what he thinks even in a letter (I wish I could). I like him much the better for having read this book, after that other mass of moodiness, and I fare to feel as if he were on the right side in spite of all faults.

“I have to go now to Oxford Street and then to the Mansion House to the Icelandic Relief Committee, which I am afraid owing to the time of the year is like to be a dead failure.”

A week later he writes again:

“I have not been well, and there have been other troubles also of which I won’t speak, and the sum of all has rather made me break down.

“I hope I am not quite unhumble, or want to be the only person in the world untroubled; but I have been ever loth to think that there were no people going through life, not without pain indeed, but with simplicity and free from blinding entanglements. Such an one I want to be, and my faith is that it is possible for most men to be no worse. Yet indeed I am older, and the year is evil; the summerless season, and famine and war, and the folly of peoples come back again, as it were, and the more and more obvious death of art before it rises again, are heavy matters to a small creature like me, who cannot choose but think about them, and can mend them scarce a whit.

“However, to stand up for oneself and tip them Long Melford, as Miss Berners says (and also in his way old Carlyle), is the only cure; and indeed I try it at whiles.”

With the exception of two lectures given on behalf of the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings, the Iceland Famine Relief Fund was the only public matter in which Morris took any part during the year. In the depths of his own household anxiety this work came as a kind of relief; and during August and September he was busy over it, writing letters to the newspapers and making personal appeals to all his acquaintance. “For those,” he wrote to the Times on the 5th of August, “who have never been in Iceland nor read its ancient literature there still remains the undoubted fact that they are a kindly, honest, and intelligent people, bearing their lot, at the best a hard one, with singular courage and cheerfulness, and keeping up through all difficulties in their remote desert (for such indeed is the land in spite of its beauty and romance) an elevation of mind and a high degree of culture, which would be honourable to countries much more favoured by nature.” But the work could not distract him long from his own thoughts. “I have had a bad time of it lately and feel ten years older than I did in June,” he writes again six weeks later. “I saw to-day about a book written by an Italian peasant (near Verona) complaining of their misery. How shocking it seemed to me that all the riches of rich lands should be wasted till they are no better than the poorest for most men. Think what the constitution of civilized society must be when the Italian peasant is not better off, but worse off (taking one year with another), than his brother of Iceland!”

In connexion with this Icelandic famine and the work of the Mansion House Committee there is a most characteristic note to Ellis written from Kelmscott on the 29th of September. It should perhaps be explained that there had been correspondence in the London papers making little of the distress in Iceland, and questioning whether there were in fact any famine at all there. Mr. Magnússon had just started for Reykjavik with the money and provisions already collected, in order to investigate matters on the spot.

“I am so vexed that you should have had all this trouble; except for the circumstances which you know of, I would have made a point of staying in London and seeing the matter through. I cannot find that beastly letter. When I saw you Monday week I put what letters I thought would be wanted into an envelope which I intended to give you, but I was so muddled by my own troubles that I daresay I did not; nor can I be sure that the letter was in it. Meantime I have written a letter to the bloody Times which I also inclose; if you think it worth while please send it on: after which I really don’t see what any of us can do till Magnússon comes back. I repeat I am so vexed that you should have been let in for such worrits — I am reminded of Swinburne’s view of providence when he said that he never saw an old gentleman give a sixpence to a beggar, but he was straightway run over by a ‘bus.”

But apart from all private anxieties, the pressure on Morris’ mind during these autumn and winter months seems from several indications to have been greater than it was either before or since. It is a curious sign of his loneliness and self–absorption at this time, that no two of his friends (so far as I am able to ascertain) agree in their view of the steps by which he became a convinced Socialist and the main influences — whether men or events or books — that served to shape his course at this time precisely in the way it took. His own letters of the time, so far as they exist, give little clue to any changes which were going on in his mind. The account which he himself gave some ten years later is no doubt abstractly accurate. “A brief period of political Radicalism,” he then wrote, “during which I saw my ideal clear enough, but had no hope of any realization of it, came to an end some months before I joined the Democratic Federation, and the meaning of my joining that body was, that I had conceived a hope of the realization of that ideal.” But for the growth of this hope no one cause can be assigned. He once said to Mr. G. B. Shaw that he had been converted to Socialism by Mill, in his posthumously published papers analyzing the system of Fourier, in which he “clearly gave the verdict against the evidence.” In the article already quoted, Morris alludes to these papers, and says that they put the finishing touch to his conversion. It may be doubted whether even this modified statement is not an unconscious over-statement, and whether Morris does not here mix up the causes of his conversion with the reasons by which that conversion could be justified. For some considerable time after he became a professed Socialist, he worked hard at the task of proving his belief. “I put some conscience into trying to learn the economical side of Socialism, and even tackled Marx, though I suffered agonies of confusion of the brain over reading the economics of that work.” But the belief, while it was not unreasoned, was not the outcome (if any belief be) of abstract economic reasoning.

While it is true to say that during these months Morris was moving towards Socialism, it would also be true to say that Socialism was moving towards him. It was “the consciousness of revolution stirring,” he says himself, which “prevented me, luckier than many others of artistic perceptions, from crystallizing into a mere railer against progress on the one hand, and on the other from wasting time and energy in any of the numerous schemes by which the quasi-artistic of the middle classes hope to make art grow when it has no longer any root.” His own beliefs and sympathies changed little, while the tendency of public thought was changing fast, and he might reasonably claim that, both before and after this so-called parting of the ways, he had, since he first began to think for himself, been consistent throughout his life. The history of the Socialist movement in England during the years which succeeded the war of 1870 has yet to be written; and a biographer would be straying far beyond the limits of his appointed task if he became an analyst of social conditions or a historian of institutions. But it must be noted that just at this time, that spirit of profound discontent, which is also a spirit of hope — which, unable to rest in the present, looks forward and not backward — was widely in the air. “All countries and all individuals hang to the past, but seem hardly to think of the future. I suppose we should, like the Jewish prophets, get the habit of looking onwards to the future and not backwards to the past.” Such, a generation earlier, had been the words of one of the great formative intelligences of the age, as he observed, not without a large degree of sympathy, the Chartist movement and the Christian Socialism of Kingsley and Maurice. It seemed now as if this spirit were once more in the ascendant. “The era of administration has come” was a phrase much in the mouths of economic writers. The Irish legislation of successive Governments had already, in the judgment of dispassionate observers, committed one, if not both, of the two great political parties to what might be properly called a Socialist programme. The International, though as an organized force it had been broken up in 1872, had even in its dispersion scattered widely the seeds of a cosmopolitan revolt against the domination of capital and of the middle classes. Its doctrines had to some extent permeated the leading English Trades Unions. Intelligent London artisans had in large numbers familiarized themselves with the doctrine of Karl Marx and the more recent theories of Henry George. At meetings of working men there were shouts for Revolution. The repressive measures taken in France and Austria after the Commune, and in Germany by Bismarck some years later, had incidentally filled London with foreign refugees, whose influence spread silently in many directions. The position may be summed up in Morris’ own words by saying that there was no longer, among the mass of the working class in London, any decided hostility to Socialism, and that the working man who took an interest in politics was generally in favour of Socialist tendencies so far as he understood them.

In 1881 an effort had been set on foot to organize the various Radical clubs of working men in different parts of London, and to give the organization a definite bias in favour of what were becoming known as Socialistic principles. The result was the formation of a body known as the Democratic Federation. Its programme was, broadly speaking, that of the political Radicalism of the time, and directed towards alterations in the mere machinery of government — annual Parliaments, payment of Members, abolition of the House of Lords, and the like. The only distinctively “Socialist” article in its creed was a claim, not further defined, for the nationalization of land.

But as time went on the Federation became, partly by the secession of members who belonged to the older school of Radicalism, partly by a new enthusiasm among the younger men, more and more Socialist in general tendency and sympathy: and the practical changes which it advocated all went in the direction of setting up a State Socialism of a somewhat drastic kind. The “Democrat without ulterior views” of the previous generation was becoming a Social Democrat; was asking what was the use of democratic institutions, and whether they were an end or only a means. Once this question was fairly raised, the whole existing system of society began to rock and waver. To the new analysis, the status of a middle class was as artificial, and therefore as capable of removal, as all the privileges and anomalies which had been swept away by that middle class itself, when once it took the pains to organize itself and set hand to the work. People were even beginning to ask themselves, with a sudden shock of disenchantment, what reason there was for the existence of a middle class at all.

“Numbers of young men,” such was the account given some seven years later by one of the most thoughtful leaders of the movement, which had then parted with some of its unreasoning enthusiasm and lost the dazzle of its earlier hope, “pupils of Mill, Spencer, Comte, and Darwin, roused by Mr. Henry George’s progress and Poverty,’ left aside evolution and free thought; took to insurrectionary economics; studied Karl Marx; and were so convinced that Socialism had only to be put clearly before the working classes to concentrate the power of their immense numbers in one irresistible organization, that the Revolution was fixed for 1889 (the anniversary of the French Revolution) at latest. The opposition we got was uninstructive: it was mainly founded on the assumption that our projects were theoretically unsound but immediately possible, whereas our weak point lay in the case being exactly the reverse.”

By one of those large and gradual changes of opinion which are seldom traceable to any distinct cause, the middle class had just then become deeply discredited. Matthew Arnold,after a lifetime spent in persistent efforts to arouse it to a sense of its own shortcomings, had abandoned the task in despair and given utterance to a new creed, that of hope in the working class; the creed which he formulated in an address delivered to the Ipswich Working Men’s College under the title Ecce convertimur ad Gentes. The change — so far as it was a change — that had passed over Morris was somewhat parallel, but led him towards utterance more violent in proportion to his imaginative ardour and the impatience of his temperament.

“I have no very ardent interest,” Arnold said in that address, “in politics in their present state in this country. What interests me is English civilization; and our politics in their present state do not seem to me to have much bearing upon that. Both the natural reason of the thing and also the proof from practical experience seem to me to show the same thing; that for modern civilization some approach to equality is necessary, and that an enormous inequality like ours is a hindrance to our civilization. Our middle classes know neither man nor the world; they have no light, and can give none.” So far the two men are in complete agreement; and though Morris might have expressed himself in phrases less lucidly temperate, there is even a curious and quite unpremeditated likeness in the language which they use. “Can the middle class regenerate themselves? “ Morris asks, and answers the question essentially as Arnold answered it. “At first sight,” are his words, “one would say that a body of people so powerful, who have built up the gigantic edifice of modern commerce, whose science, invention, and energy have subdued the forces of nature to serve their everyday purposes, and who guide the organization that keeps these natural powers in subjection in a way almost miraculous; at first sight one would say, surely such a mighty mass of wealthy men could do anything they please. And yet I doubt it. Why do not you — and I — set about doing this to-morrow? Because we cannot.”

“For twenty years,” Arnold went on in the Ipswich address, “I have been vainly urging this upon the middle classes themselves. Now I urge it upon you. Carry it forward yourselves, and insist on taking the middle class with you.” But Morris could not stand aloof to give counsel; he must needs be in the thick of the conflict. A passage in a lecture delivered at the beginning of 1884 seems to express his attitude precisely in the way that he felt and meant it. “The cause of art,” he there says,”is the cause of the people. We well-to-do people, those of us who love art, not as a toy, but as a thing necessary to the life of man, have for our best work the raising of the standard of life among the people. How can we of the middle classes, we the capitalists and our hangers-on, help? By renouncing our class, and on all occasions when antagonism rises up between the classes, casting in our lot with the victims; those who are condemned at the best to lack of education, refinement, leisure, pleasure, and renown; and at the worst, to a life lower than that of the most brutal of savages. There is no other way.”

There can be little doubt that this passage, though not written till after he had joined a Socialist organization, expresses with great accuracy the frame of mind which made him take the step of joining it. In addressing middle-class audiences this was the offer which he distinctly made them: “To these I offer a means,” were his words, repeated again and again on public platforms, “of renouncing their class by joining the only body in this country which puts forward constructive Socialism as its programme.”

That, if the privileged classes became merged in a Third Estate, national equality and national unity would be the result, is a thesis which may be variously argued either in abstract logic or from the lessons of history. But it is perhaps more to the point to ask how far it is possible in the nature of things that a man should renounce his class. Into that class he was born: in it he has grown and lived: it environs him with the constant pressure of an atmosphere: he clings to it and draws his daily life out of it by a thousand filaments of inherited tradition and acquired habit. To many it may seem that Arnold, and not Morris, in this instance pointed out the true path. Morris’ own language with regard to the matter, while not always strictly consistent, often indicates that he saw as clearly as any man the hopelessness of any attempt to elevate the working class from without. He never deceived himself into thinking that, by taking his stand thus on the side of those whom he called the workers, he had ceased himself to be a professional man, a hanger-on (for so he defined the term “professional man”) of the capitalist class. His hope was that at the touch of an external impulse leaders among the workers themselves might arise, with whom or under whom he might himself be permitted to work. It was only after years of disappointment that he realized that the time for this had not yet come. But his whole life bore witness to the sincerity and self–sacrificing devotion with which he followed the path he conceived to be that of his highest duty.

This renunciation of his own class at all events, so far as such a thing could be actually done, presented itself to him as a step which now more than ever would have, so far as he himself was concerned, real value and significance. His position in the eyes of the world was more than respectable; it might even be described, within limits, as famous. He had a recognized place in the first rank of living poets. He had no less recognized an authority on all matters relating to the theory and practice of the decorative arts. He was a well-known and (in spite of the temporary embarrassments which attended the first year of the work at Merton Abbey) a prosperous manufacturer, whose goods travelled far, and carried their own guarantee of excellence in design and workmanship. He might speak of renunciation as one who had something not inconsiderable to renounce. Just at the moment when he was making up his mind to take some decisive step, he was unanimously elected an Honorary Fellow of his College at Oxford; a distinction which, always rare, is generally reserved for old members who have attained the highest official rank in their profession, and implies a tribute to very special distinction in one who is not a Bishop or a Privy Councillor. This honour was conferred on him on the 13th of January, 1883. He had gone down to Bournemouth that day to see his daughter. “Such a pile of letters I found waiting me,” he wrote to her on the 17th, after coming back to London, “some of them like those of David Copperfield after he had become an author.” That same day he enrolled himself as a member of the Democratic Federation.

On his card of membership, which is signed by H. H. Champion, he is described as “William Morris, designer.” It was on his status as a workman that he based his claim to admission into the fighting rank of a working-class movement. The step, which in a sense cut him definitely away from respectability, was in no way a merely formal one. He took it with a full sense of its import. “I am truly glad,” were his words, with something of the grave joy of a convert, “that I have joined the only society I could find which is definitely Socialistic.” His support of the new movement, even before he formally joined it, had not been confined to theoretical sympathy. In the previous October he had sold the greater part of his valuable library, in order to devote the proceeds to the furtherance of Socialism. Though he was not exactly a bibliophile, many of these treasures cost him a pang to part with, from the “De Claris Mulieribus,” which had been his first purchase among the masterpieces of the early printers, down to oddly printed collections of Sagas from the Skálaholt Press, which he had acquired in Iceland. “If the modern books are unsaleable,” he wrote to Ellis, “perhaps you would let me take them out after your valuation, as I have no idea what they are worth to sell (though beastly dear to buy), and though I hate them and should be glad to be rid of them as far as pleasure is concerned, they are of some use to me professionally — though by the way I am not a professional man, but a tradesman.”

A few letters to Bournemouth during the winter indicate how his daily work went on, notwithstanding the excitement of the new departure. “Yesterday,” he writes on the 6th of December, “I spent the day at the South Kensington Museum. My opinion was wanted as to the value of a set of textiles which old Canon Bock has offered them: there were some very interesting pieces among them: a noble piece of Sicilian woven stuff of a pattern I haven’t seen before; a fine piece of 13th century Syrian silk with (real) Arab writing in it: some fragments of the very early cloths also, and a great quantity of good 17th century patterns; also a good collection of printed goods from the 14th century till the beginnings on the Wandle. I had also to decide as to whether the Museum should buy three large pieces of tapestry (of about 1530), but I refused them, as they were not really good, and had been gammoned badly: also they were too dear, £1,200 for the three and not worth more than £400 at the most. I have made three new patterns for embroidery, two small table-cloths, and one cushion.”

And on the 19th from Merton :

“It is a lovely day here, though it was dark and thick in town; but I cannot get about the works, for the gout has made another grab at me: it feels so queer to be here and a kind of prisoner to the house: however I have ordered the cab to be here at 6 to take me back to Hammersmith, and I have plenty of small designing work to do meantime. As to our printing, we are really not quite straight yet: I am quite ashamed of it: however they are doing Brother Rabbit successfully, and the Anemone will go on now, and when we are once out of this difficulty, I really think we shall have seen the worst of it. Item, we are going to get our wheel set straight during the Christmas holidays, so as not to stop work; the poor critter wants it very badly, for every now and then when there is not much water on, it really seems as if he stopped to think, like a lazy boy turning a grindstone. Well, here is an end of my paper, and Mr. Barret the wood-cutter come to see about cutting the design I made down there — I shall call it Christchurch, not Bournemouth.”

On New Year’s Day he writes again:

“I duly went to Merton on Thursday, and found the wheel by no means finished as they had promised: indeed it all looked like a boy who has pulled his watch to pieces and can’t put it together again; however I expect to find all going to-day. I am going to sleep at Merton to-night I fancy: because on Wednesday I have to go to an Icelandic meeting at 12 (noon). There will be no contested election here: I could have wished a real Radical could have been found to stand against Dilke, but then the Tories would have run a man, and probably got him in. Do you see the Pope is going to canonize Sir Thomas More? the Socialists ought to look up, if that is to be their (late) reward.”

More’s “Utopia “ had been one of the books he had read aloud at Kelmscott during his melancholy autumn holiday, and it had no inconsiderable influence over him; much more, it seems, than the professedly Socialistic treatises — Marx’s “Capital,” Wallace’s “Land Nationalization,” and the like — which he had been rather dispiritedly ploughing through. Socialists more versed in abstract economic theories than himself were inclined to accuse him of sentimentalism; and in this, as in other spheres of activity, the demands of the romantic imagination were as imperious in him as ever. A fairly complete list happens to be extant in a private diary of what he read aloud at the Grange, where he still regularly spent Sunday morning and one other evening every week, during the year just ended. The only new book in the list is “Erewhon,” one of the first and ablest of those modern Utopias which were coming into fashion, and a book that Morris greatly admired. The rest are all old and tried friends; Monte Cristo, The Three Musketeers, Redgauntlet, David Copperfield, Great Expectations Tales of Old Japan, and on the last evening of the year his earliest love of all, the Arabian Nights.






  








CHAPTER XV. THE DEMOCRATIC FEDERATION. 1883-1884
 

FOR the two years during which Morris was a member of the Democratic Federation, there is little in his life to chronicle which is not directly connected with that organization, and with his own development under its influence into a more logical and uncompromising type of Socialist. For reasons which are easy to appreciate, and of which his own statement will be given later, he did not, either when he joined it as an active member or afterwards, abandon his own profession as a manufacturer, or his own status as a man of letters. But it took up a principal, and, as time went on, an absorbing share of his time, thought, and energy. His production in pure literature, whether prose or verse, fell for these years wholly into abeyance: his production as a designer was greatly curtailed; and his management of his business became more and more perfunctory. Fears were often expressed by his friends that the effect on the business might be grave, if not disastrous. But it had been solidly founded, and was kept up by the skill and energy of his managers, Mr. George Wardle and Messrs. F. and R. Smith, who were now practically partners as well. Morris himself was nearly always ready to respond to the call for new designs that were really needed, and to apply his strong common sense to questions that were submitted for his decision.

There are several indications that when he now plunged into politics, he was on the brink of a new departure in the field of romance. One may even conjecture the path it would have taken. The heroic cycle of Iran had long held in his mind a place next to those of Greece and Scandinavia. “He loved everything Persian,” Sir Edward Burne-Jones says, “including the wild confusion of their chronology.” His profound study of Oriental design in its application to pottery and textiles had recently reinforced his interest in the Persian epic. At the beginning of 1883 he was deep in Mohl’s French translation of the Shah Nameh, and had begun a version of his own from the French into English, of which a considerable fragment was executed. But now, under a constraining sense of social duty, this and all other literary plans were given up by him for the service of the Federation. It was nearly three years later before he once more returned to imaginative work — though still with a political aim and inspiration — in “The Dream of John Ball.” In those three years he had indeed produced a large volume of writing. But it was not of a kind which possessed literary value, or was meant for permanence. With the exception of some dozen fragments of poetry, and as many lectures on the relation of art to social conditions, and to the life of mankind, it was professedly and even ostentatiously journalism.

An interesting light is thrown on his attitude of mind at this time by a letter written in January to Mr. Manson, his old colleague on the executive of the National Liberal League. It was in answer to some question which Mr. Manson had put to him in connexion with the exhibition of Rossetti’s pictures and drawings which was then being held at the Burlington Fine Arts Club. Rossetti himself had died in the previous April.

“I can’t say,” he writes, “how it was that Rossetti took no interest in politics; but so it was: of course he was quite Italian in his general turn of thought; though I think he took less interest in Italian politics than in English, in spite of his knowing several of the leading patriots personally, Saffi for instance. The truth is he cared for nothing but individual and personal matters; chiefly of course in relation to art and literature, but he would take abundant trouble to help any one person who was in distress of mind or body; but the evils of any mass of people he couldn’t bring his mind to bear upon. I suppose in short it needs a person of hopeful mind to take disinterested notice of politics, and Rossetti was certainly not hopeful.”

The difference here touched, whether or not the explanation offered of it be right, was real and deep. Morris had himself always been one of the people to whom personal matters bear far less than their normal share in life. He was interested in things much more than in people. He had the capacity for loyal friendships and for deep affections; but even of these one might almost say that they did not penetrate to the central part of him. The thing done, the story, or the building, or the picture, or whatever it might be, was what he cared about in the work of his contemporaries and friends no less than in that of other ages or countries: and in his mind these things seem to have been quite independent of the storyteller, or the architect, or the painter, and not merely substantive things, but one might almost say substantive personalities. So too in the ordinary concerns of life he was strangely incurious of individuals. On one side this quality of mind took the form of an absolute indifference to gossip and scandal, and a capacity of working with the most unsympathetic or disagreeable colleagues, so long as they were helping on the particular work in hand. On another side it resulted in an almost equally marked inconsiderateness. He sometimes seemed to have the aloofness of some great natural force. For sympathy in distress, for soothing in trouble, it was not to him that one would have gone. The lot of the poor, as a class, when he thought of it, had always lain heavily on his spirit. “Indeed, the poor man is always much at the mercy of the rich “ — those noble and melancholy words, used just a century before by Johnson to Boswell, express a feeling which was at the root of all Morris’ social doctrine. But the sufferings of individuals often only moved him to a certain impatience. Many years before, Rossetti, in one of those flashes of hard insight that made him so terrible a friend, had said of him, “Did you ever notice that Top never gives a penny to a beggar?” Inconsiderate and even unscrupulous as Rossetti was himself in some of the larger affairs of life, this particular instinct of generosity was one which never failed him. For the individual in distress — were it a friend in difficulties, or some unknown poor woman on the street — he was always ready to empty his own pockets, and plunge deeply into those of his friends. Morris’ virtues were of a completely different type. Scrupulously just in his dealings, incapable of driving a hard bargain, liberal up to and even beyond his means in the support of an object which had gained his sympathy, he had not in his nature that touch of lavishness that gives a human warmth to generosity, and may elevate even inconsiderate profusion into a moral excellence. That habit of magnificence, which to the Greek mind was the crown of virtues, was Rossetti’s most remarkable quality. In the nature of Morris it had no place. “I am bourgeois, you know, and therefore without the point of honour,” he had written many years before to Madox Brown in a moment of real self-appreciation; and his virtues were those of the bourgeois class — industrious, honest, fair-minded up to their lights, but unexpansive and unsympathetic — so far as the touch of genius did not transform him into something quite unique and incalculable.

There is a pleasant sketch of one of his frequent visits to Paris, in company with Mr. Armstrong, on the affairs of the South Kensington Museum,in a letter to his daughter at the end of that January. They crossed together on a stormy moonlit night, “so that we could see the waves at any rate, and they were very fine indeed. We slept on the road to Paris after a fashion, but it was so cold that it was a sort of dog-sleep, and the inn-room and wood-fire and coffee and rolls were sweet to us when we got there. Armstrong took me to dine at a simple place he knew, where we were welcome and paid but moderately: by the way, seeing goujons on the bill, I insisted on having them, and very good they were. The trees in the Tuileries gardens have suffered very much even since we were there: it is sad to see, for I remember when I first came to Paris and was high up aloft with Aunt Henrietta at Meurice’s they were so thick they looked as if you could walk on their tops. We were very busy over our proper business both days, but managed to see the Cluny, being close by; also a new Museum of casts of Gothic sculpture at the Trocadéro, very interesting. As to the sale we were beat, a sort of French S.K.M. bought the things over our heads, but Armstrong thinks he can borrow the best book of the pattern books, which was very good, had a lot of old Indian and Persian printed cloths in it.”

Of Morris’ first appearance at a meeting of the Democratic Federation the following account is given by Mr. Scheu :

“In the early winter months of 1883 the Democratic Federation had arranged some meetings at the Westminster Palace Chambers. I attended the first of those meetings (I forget the exact date), Mr. Hyndman in the chair. The order of the day was the passing of some resolutions on the question of education, normal working-day, and the housing of the working classes. The business had scarcely been started when Banner, who sat behind me, passed me a slip of paper, ‘The third man to your right is William Morris.’ I had read of but never seen Morris before, and I looked at once in the direction given. I was struck by Morris’ fine face, his earnestness, the half searching, half dreamy look of his eyes, and his plain and comely dress.

“When the resolution re artisans’ dwellings was proposed, I rose and took exception to the notion that only artisans needed rational dwellings, and proposed to alter the wording into ‘people’s dwellings.’ The amendment was frowned upon by the chair, but when Morris got up and seconded it with a few sympathetic words, it was carried almost unanimously.”

That random shot — for such perhaps it was — struck home: for it was characteristic of Morris to welcome with almost exaggerated gratitude any remark from a stranger that pointed towards the same conclusions to which his own lonely thoughts had led him. The amendment was meant to protest against limiting the movement in favour of better dwellings to the class of skilled workmen. But to Morris the necessity of rational dwellings for the rich no less than the poor was a primary article of belief. “I have at least respect for the dwellers in the tub of Diogenes; indeed I don’t look upon it as so bad a house after all. I have seen worse houses to let for £700 a year.” So he said afterwards with perfect sincerity, and the housing of the rich was to him one of the most distressing features of modern civilization.

At the same meeting “Rowland, for whom we voted for our School Board,” Morris writes, “was there, and spoke hugely to my liking; advocated street-preaching of our doctrines as the real practical method: wisely to my mind, since those who suffer (more than we, or they, can tell) from society as it is, are so many, and those who have conceived any hope that it may be changed are so few.” This belief, to which he clung against hope for several years, had momentous consequences in his life; for in the task of street-preaching outdoors, and work equivalent to street-preaching indoors, he broke down his health, and to some extent wore away the keen edge of his mind. But for the moment the new task seemed to lend him additional vigour. A month later there is a glimpse of him in the first flush of his enterprise in an entry from a private diary :

“Feb. 22. At Ned’s. Top came in to breakfast as usual on Sundays: was extremely brilliant as soon as he had shaken off a little drooping of spirits owing to bad news about Jenny: was very angry against Seddon for replacing old Hammersmith Church (‘ a harmless silly old thing’) by such an excrescence. He was bubbling over with Karl Marx, whom he had just begun to read in French. He praised Robert Owen immensely. He had been giving an address to a Clerkenwell Radical Club — found the members ‘eager to learn but dreadfully ignorant.’ ‘All Socialists are agreed as to education.’ Finely explosive against railways. Some imitation-Morris wall-paper was ‘a mangy gherkin on a horse-dung ground.’ Spent the evening at Top’s — a long talk on birds: T.’s knowledge of them very extensive: can go on for hours about their habits: but especially about their form.”

About the same time Morris wrote to Mr. T. C. Horsfall, who had made his acquaintance four years earlier in connexion with the formation of the Manchester Art Museum:

“I think on reflection that I have not much to add to what I have written in my little book “ (“Hopes and Fears for Art “). “I have, as you will note, guarded myself against the imputation of wishing to get rid of all rough work. I would only get rid as much as possible of all nasty and stupid work, and what is left I would divide as equitably as might be among all classes.

“You see it was not necessary in my lectures to tell people that I am in principle a Socialist, and would be so in practice if there should ever in my lifetime turn up an occasion for action: add to this fact that I have a religious hatred to all war and violence, and you have the reason for my speaking and writing on subject of art. I mean that I have done it as seed for the goodwill and justice that may make it possible for the next great revolution, which will be a social one, to work itself out without violence being an essential part of it.”

But economy of truth was never a thing possible for Morris, and any advance in his own views was reflected immediately in his public as much as in his private utterances. On the 6th of March he gave an address on “Art, Wealth, and Riches “ at the Manchester Royal Institution, in which the Socialist doctrine was so pronounced as to meet with much hostile criticism. On the theory of art people were willing to hear him gladly, much as they would hear a preacher from the pulpit on the theory of religion. They would even to some degree consent to translate his doctrine into practice in the decoration of their houses. But when he attacked the structure and basis of the life they led in these houses, there were murmurs of alarm and resentment. “Does not that raise another question than one of mere art?” they asked in perplexity or indignation. To a letter in the Manchester Examiner which put the question in these specific words Morris took the opportunity to reply thus:

“It was the purpose of my lecture to raise another question than one of mere art. I specially wished to point out that the question of popular art was a social question, involving the happiness or misery of the greater part of the community. The absence of popular art from modern times is more disquieting and grievous to bear for this reason than for any other, that it betokens that fatal division of men into the cultivated and the degraded classes which competitive commerce has bred and fosters; popular art has no chance of a healthy life, or, indeed, of a life at all, till we are on the way to fill up this terrible gulf between riches and poverty. Doubtless many things will go to filling it up, and if art must be one of those things, let it go. What business have we with art at all unless all can share it? I am not afraid but that art will rise from the dead, whatever else lies there. For, after all, what is the true end and aim of all politics and all commerce? Is it not to bring about a state of things in which all men may live at peace and free from over-burdensome anxiety, provided with work which is pleasant to them and produces results useful to their neighbours?

“It may well be a burden to the conscience of an honest man who lives a more manlike life to think of the innumerable lives which are spent in toil unrelieved by hope and uncheered by praise; men who might as well, for all the good they are doing to their neighbours by their work, be turning a crank with nothing at the end of it; but this is the fate of those who are working at the bidding of blind competitive commerce, which still persists in looking at itself as an end, and not as a means.

“It has been this burden on my conscience, I do in all sincerity believe, which has urged me on to speak of popular art in Manchester and elsewhere. I could never forget that in spite of all drawbacks my work is little else than pleasure to me; that under no conceivable circumstances would I give it up even if I could. Over and over again have I asked myself why should not my lot be the common lot. My work is simple work enough; much of it, nor that the least pleasant, any man of decent intelligence could do, if he could but get to care about the work and its results. Indeed I have been ashamed when I have thought of the contrast between my happy working hours and the unpraised, unrewarded, monotonous drudgery which most men are condemned to. Nothing shall convince me that such labour as this is good or necessary to civilization.”

OfMerton Abbey and his work going on there he writes to his daughter on the 28th of February. The tapestry of the Goose-Girl, from a design by Mr. Walter Crane, was the first figure-subject executed at Merton on the high-warp loom. It was succeeded by the Flora and Pomona pieces, in which the figures were designed by Burne-Jones.

“At Merton there are some daffodils out already. The almond tree is blossoming there beautifully: some of these fine days the place has looked pretty, the water sparkling among the twigs. We are getting tidy now, but haven’t quite cleared up about the big filtering bed, which still wants something doing to it, as the tail was red with madder the other day. We are not getting on quite as fast as we should with the printing; it is very tough work getting everything in due order, the cloths seem to want so much doing to them before they can be printed, and then so much doing to them after they are printed. We have had a grand cleaning of the blue Persian carpet at Merton. My word, wasn’t it dirty: caked with dirt: it looks very much better, the pattern being quite plain to see except just at the end for about a foot. I was frightened though at first: for after we first put it into the river it cockled up like a sheet of crumpled paper, the cotton warp shrinking with the wet. I thought my £80 had gone down the Wandle: but all came right when it was dry. In about a fortnight we shall have finished the Goose-Girl tapestry: Uncle Ned has done me two lovely figures for tapestry, but I have got to design a background for them; I shall probably bring that down next time I come for my holiday task. Tell dear May that I have devoted about twenty minutes to the lace — it is a drawback to have to be always washing one’s hands for a fidgety person like me. Neither have I done much to the Shah Nameh: you see the lecture has swallowed up my literary time.”

Under the pressure of opposition which, at Manchester and elsewhere, he was now beginning to feel, a hardening of his tone about this time begins to be perceptible. “I am tired of being mealy-mouthed,” he breaks out in a letter. In April he was lecturing regularly, “preaching my sermon “ as he calls it, in different parts of London, and becoming more plain-spoken in each fresh draft of his message. In May he was put, rather against his will, on the executive of the Democratic Federation; “so I am in for more work. However I don’t like belonging to a body without knowing what they are doing. Without feeling very sanguine about their doings, they seem certainly to mean something; money is chiefly lacking, as usual.”

To meet this lack of money among a small and struggling group of enthusiasts, the drain on his own resources was already heavy, and became heavier as time went on. “You have no revolution on hand on which to spend your money,” he wrote to Ellis in the same week. “By the way,” he adds, suddenly turning to another and an earlier interest, “the May-fly does not visit Wandle: they are eating the alder and the cocktail now. Wardle got a fish (not in our water) on Monday evening, a 2 lb., I heard.” Himself now he found no time for fishing or for any relaxation. The absorption of his time by his new work amounted to two full working-days, besides odd evenings, out of every week. “I haven’t had two consecutive hours to call my own since I saw you three weeks ago,” he writes to Mrs. Burne-Jones later in the summer; “my time has been a mere heap of chopped straw.”

So far as concerns his attitude at this point towards politics and the ideas of that middle class which he had not yet renounced, two long and clearly reasoned letters written this summer to Mr. C. E. Maurice give his thought fully and frankly.

 

“Kelmscott House,

“June 22, 1883.

“Dear Mr. Maurice,

“I thinkyou might be able to help afriend of mine with advice in the following case: A poor woman comes to her asking for a ticket for her son for the Consumptive Hospital: son obviously ill, but not with consumption: woman herself ill, sore throat and out-of-sorts: husband ill also: very bad smell in the house; the rent-collector or landlord, when asked to mend matters by the tenant, won’t do anything; won’t even give his address; inspector when written to by tenant don’t answer: Can you tell me who is the proper inspector or board to apply to? and forgive my troubling you on such a simple question.

“I should have been glad to have continued our conversation last Friday night; as I so much desire to convert all disinterested people of good will to what I should call active and general Socialism, and to have their help: I think that you, like myself, have really been a Socialist for a long time, and I know you have done your best, as you would be sure to do, to carry out your views. For my part I used to think that one might further real Socialistic progress by doing what one could on the lines of ordinary middle-class Radicalism: I have been driven of late into the conclusion that I was mistaken; that Radicalism is on the wrong line, so to say, and will never develope into anything more than Radicalism: in fact that it is made for and by the middle classes and will always be under the control of rich capitalists: they will have no objection to its political development, if they think they can stop it there: but as to real social changes, they will not allow them if they can help it: you may see almost any day such phrases as “this is the proper way to stop the spread of Socialism “in the Liberal papers, the writer of the phrase never having taken the trouble to find out what Socialism meant, and also choosing to ignore the discontent, dumb indeed for the most part, which is widely spread even in England. Meantime I can see no use in people having political freedom unless they use it as an instrument for leading reasonable and manlike lives; no good even in education if, when they are educated, people have only slavish work to do, and have to live lives too much beset with sordid anxiety for them to be able to think and feel with the more fortunate people who produced art and poetry and great thought. This release from slavery it is clear cannot come to people so long as they are subjected to the bare subsistence wages which are a necessity of competitive commerce; and I cannot help thinking that the workmen will be soon finding out that for themselves: it is certain that Henry George’s book has been received in this country and in America as a new Gospel: I believe that Socialism is advancing, and will advance more and more as education spreads, and so believing, find my duty clear to do my best to further its advance, and in the same time, in what poor way I can, to soften the ruggedness, and refine the coarseness which centuries of oppression have hammered into it, so to say.

“A word about the Democratic Federation: as far as I know it is the only active Socialist organization in England: under the above mentioned circumstances therefore I found myself bound to join it, although I had heard beforehand (to speak plainly) that it was a sort of Tory drag to take the scent off the fox. From all I can hear I believe that to be a calumny: or, to speak English, one of those curious lies for which no one seems responsible, but which stick very tight to the object they are thrown at. However that may be, I cannot see how a Society which has declared openly for Socialism, including Land Nationalization, can serve the Tory cause, whatever the Tory intention may be: for the rest, from what I can see of their proceedings the Executive seem to me to mean work; and if their opinions hurt the Liberal party (where is it by the way?) it is the fault of the Liberal party for allowing itself to stiffen into Whiggery or practical Toryism, as it seems to me it is fast doing.

“I won’t make any excuses for this long letter, as I know you are deeply interested in the matter, and I believe your uprightness of thought will see through my clumsy sentences into what I have in my mind.

“I am, dear Mr. Maurice,

“Yours faithfully,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

“Kelmscott House,

“July 1st, 1883.

“Dear Mr. Maurice,

“I am sitting down to write my promised letter to you, but to begin with find it somewhat difficult to do more than define my own position a little more than I did in my last. You see I think we differ to start with in this, that you think that the present system of Society has certain hitches in it; certain wrongs resulting from blunders persisted in, till they have become very difficult to deal with, but which hitches and blunders are removable, and when removed will leave us a society which can be kept straight by careful attention to the general duties of good citizenship. I confess I go much further than that: true it is that I cannot help trying to remove obvious anomalies or helping what I can to palliate the affects of the obstinate blunders which we both see, but I do so with little hope, because I believe that the whole basis of Society, with its contrasts of rich and poor, is incurably vicious: I might be content that the change which I think must come about before this can be righted should be a gradual one — or say I must be content; but I do not see that those who are at the head of the political advance have any intention of making a real change in the social basis: for them it seems a part of the necessary and eternal order of things that the present supply and demand Capitalist system should last for ever; though the system of citizen and chattel slave under which the ancient civilizations lived, which no doubt once seemed also necessary and eternal, had to give place, after a long period of violence and anarchy, to the feudal system of seigneur and serf; which in its turn, though once thought necessary and eternal, has been swept away in favour of our present contract system between rich and poor. Of course I don’t do you the injustice to suppose that you defend the finality of any system, but I am quite clear that the ordinary Radical of to-day does do so, and there I join issue with him.

“Also of course, I do not believe in the world being saved by any system, — I only assert the necessity of attacking systems grown corrupt, and no longer leading anywhither: that to my mind is the case with the present system of capital and labour: as all my lectures assert, I have personally been gradually driven to the conclusion that art has been handcuffed by it, and will die out of civilization if the system lasts. That of itself does to me carry with it the condemnation of the whole system, and I admit has been the thing which has drawn my attention to the subject in general: but furthermore in looking into matters social and political I have but one rule, that in thinking of the condition of any body of men I should ask myself, ‘How could you bear it yourself? what would you feel if you were poor against the system under which you live?’ I have always been uneasy when I had to ask myself that question, and of late years I have had to ask it so often, that I have seldom had it out of my mind: and the answer to it has more and more made me ashamed of my own position, and more and more made me feel that if I had not been born rich or well-to-do I should have found my position unendurable, and should have been a mere rebel against what would have seemed to me a system of robbery and injustice. Nothing can argue me out of this feeling, which I say plainly is a matter of religion to me: the contrasts of rich and poor are unendurable and ought not to be endured by either rich or poor. Now it seems to me that, feeling this, I am bound to act for the destruction of the system which seems to me mere oppression and obstruction; such a system can only be destroyed, it seems to me, by the united discontent of numbers; isolated acts of a few persons of the middle and upper classes seeming to me (as I have said before) quite powerless against it: in other words the antagonism of classes, which the system has bred, is the natural and necessary instrument of its destruction. My aim therefore being to spread discontent among all classes, I feel myself bound to join any organization whose object seemed to me really to further this aim: nor in doing so should I be much troubled by consideration of who the leaders of such an organization might be,always supposing that one believes them genuine in their support of certain principles. It has always seemed to me that the worship of leaders has been a sign of the lifelessness of ordinary Radicalism of late, and that opinion has received fresh confirmation in my mind by last year’s events in Ireland and Egypt (especially the latter, where the Liberal ‘leaders’ ‘led ‘ the party into mere Jingoism).

“But further I earnestly wish that the middle classes, to whom hitherto I have personally addressed myself, should look to all these matters, and become discontented also, as they certainly should be, since they themselves suffer from the same system which oppresses the poor; their lives made barren and dull by it; their hopes for a higher standard of life repressed: besides I am quite sure that the change which will overthrow our present system will come sooner or later: on the middle classes to a great extent it depends whether it will come peaceably or violently. If they can only learn the uselessness of mere overplus money, the poisonousness of luxury to all civilization, they will not be so likely to cry out ‘confiscation and robbery and injustice’ at a system which, while it proposes to give to every man what he really needs, will have no call to take from any man what he can really use: in short, what we of the middle classes have to do, if we can, is to show by our lives what is the proper type of a useful citizen, the type into which all classes should melt at last. I remember a little time ago meeting a clever man in a train who enlarged (without letting me get a word in edgewise) on the woes of the middle class, and how they suffered in comparison with the pampered working classes. I am sorry to say that I was not ready enough to say to him what I afterwards thought: ‘my friend, if you would only allow yourself to become a member of this pampered working class, then would all your woes be at an end, by your own showing.’ His line of argument is common enough, and is founded on the assumption that one class must be masters of the other: but to my mind no man is good enough to be any one’s master without injuring himself at least, whatever he does for the servant. Well, I don’t know if I have explained myself at all; I daresay I haven’t, but I have told you of certain things which were on my mind; and you will at least see that I am your ally in trying to deal with the lives of our own class.

“I much agree with what you say about the shopkeeping class, and think with you that they have been very unjustly scolded at for a position which they cannot help, and which is I know very often hard enough for them: whatever political grievances they lack, I think they have a social grievance heavy enough: for instance, the more refined classes do usually assume in their dealings with them that they will as a matter of course cheat the buyer, though all the while the buyer is eager for what he calls a ‘bargain,’ i.e., that he should cheat the seller. Doesn’t this bring home to us all the waste and disgrace which is the essence of our present system of Commercial War?

“Well, I have spun you a very long yarn, and have not attempted to answer your objection directly; because I saw from your letter that you could not be expected to join in such a Society as ours at present, though I cannot help thinking that you one day will take some such step.

“Meantime I have begun a little essay on the subject you were good enough to suggest to me: when it is finished I will send it you, and if you approve of it I would read it somewhere and be prepared to answer further questions on the subject — which however I cannot help feeling will eventually lead us back to Socialism by another road.

“By the way a friend sent me Hampstead paper cuttings, containing ist, an irate letter from some one who was ‘touched up’ by my lecture; and 2nd, a very handsome answer to him by yourself, for which I thank you heartily, especially as it made clear to me that you quite understood what I had been saying on that occasion. You must remember by the way again that I was sent by the Democratic Federation to lecture there; so I thought I was acting within my rights in distributing their circular, and speaking for them.

“I am, dear Mr. Maurice, “Yours faithfully,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

In more touching and intimate words he wrote on the 21st of August to Mrs. Burne-Jones, who had made a renewed effort to urge him back to writing poetry:

“I am touched by your kind anxiety about my poetry; but you see, my dear, there is first of all my anxiety, which I am bound to confess has made a sad coward of me; and then, though I admit that I am a conceited man, yet I really don’t think anything I have done (when I consider it as I should another man’s work) of any value except to myself: except as showing my sympathy with history and the like. Poetry goes with the hand-arts I think, and like them has now become unreal: the arts have got to die, what is left of them, before they can be born again. You know my views on the matter; I apply them to myself as well as to others. This would not, I admit, prevent my writing poetry any more than it prevents my doing my pattern work, because the mere personal pleasure of it urges one to the work; but it prevents my looking at it as a sacred duty, and the grief aforesaid is too strong and disquieting to be overcome by a mere inclination to do what I know is unimportant work. Meantime the propaganda gives me work to do, which, unimportant as it seems, is part of a great whole which cannot be lost, and that ought to be enough for me.”

Within the ranks of the Democratic Federation meanwhile, which had set out so gaily to conquer working-class opinion and use it as a lever against the established order of things, disruptive tendencies were already showing themselves, and its middle-class leaders were already beginning to mistrust one another. “I am like enough to have some trouble over my propagandist work,” Morris writes at the end of August, “let alone that I am in for a many lectures: for small as our body is, we are not without dissensions in it. Some of the more ardent disciples look upon Hyndman as too opportunist, and there is truth in that; he is sanguine of speedy change happening somehow, and is inclined to intrigue and the making of a party; towards which end compromise is needed, and the carrying people who don’t really agree with us as far as they will go. As you know, I am not sanguine, and think the aim of Socialists should be the founding of a religion, towards which end compromise is no use, and we only want to have those with us who will be with us to the end. But then again, if the zealots don’t take care they will blow the whole thing to the winds; all the more as the religious or theological difficulty is on us, or threatening to be so. In the midst of all this I find myself drifting into the disgraceful position of a moderator and patcher up, which is much against my inclination.

“Meantime it is obvious that the support to be looked for for constructive Socialism from the working classes at present is nought. Who can wonder, as things now are, when the lower classes are really lower? Of vague discontent and a spirit of revenge for the degradation in which they are kept there is plenty I think, but that seems all. What we want is real leaders themselves working men, and content to be so till classes are abolished. But you see when a man has gifts for that kind of thing he finds himself tending to rise out of his class before he has begun to think of class politics as a matter of principle, and too often he is just simply ‘got at’ by the governing classes, not formally, but by circumstances I mean. Education is the word doubtless; but then in comes the commercial system and defends itself against that in a terrible unconscious way with the struggle for bread, and lack of leisure, and squalid housing — and there we go, round and round the circle still.”

It was not only the business of moderating and patching up that was now beginning, but the equally endless task of explaining to a quite light-hearted and careless world distinctions which perpetually became more crucial as their scope was narrowed, but which those beyond the circle could never be induced to see as distinctions at all. “The manifesto spoken of in to-day’s Daily News,” he wearily writes, “is not ours; nor is it Social Democratic, which is what we are, but Anarchist. We consider them dangerous; for you see they have no programme but destruction, whereas we are reconstructive. People in general are quite ignorant of the whole matter.”

At the beginning of September he wrote the first of those hymns of the new movement which were issued under the title of “Chants for Socialists.” The fine and stirring verses, entitled “The Day is Coming,” are included in the volume of “Poems by the Way.” In sending a copy of the newly-written poem to Mrs. Burne-Jones he once more recurs to the objection, urged by her and by many of those whose sympathy he sought to enlist, that education was the primary necessity, and that it was hopeless to attempt to reconstruct society with the existing materials.

“As to the D. F., you need not be anxious about me. I went into the affair quite with my eyes open, and suspecting worse things of it than are likely to happen: for you understand I by no means suppose Hyndman or any of the leaders not to be in earnest, though I may not always agree with them. I naturally find it harder work to understand the subject of Socialism in detail now I am alongside it, and often get beaten in argument when I know all the same I am really in the right: but of course this only means more study. Every one who has thought over the matter must feel your dilemma about education; but think of many not uneducated people that you know, and you will I am sure see that education will not cure people of the grossest social selfishness and tyranny unless Socialistic principles form part of it. Meantime I am sure it is right, whatever the apparent consequences may be, to stir up the lower classes (damn the word) to demand a higher standard of life for themselves, not merely for themselves or for the sake of the material comfort it will bring, but for the good of the whole world and the regeneration of the conscience of man: and this stirring up is part of the necessary education which must in good truth go before the reconstruction of society: but I repeat that without laying before people this reconstruction, our education will but breed tyrants and cowards, big, little and least, down to the smallest who can screw out money from standing by to see another man working for him.

“The one thing I want you to be clear about is that I cannot help acting in the matter, and associating myself with any body which has the root of the matter; and you know, and it may ease your kind heart respecting me, that those who are in the thick of it, and trying to do something, are not likely to feel so much of the hope deferred which hangs about the cause as onlookers do.”

In the same spirit, though from a somewhat different position, and in a rather more militant tone, he wrote about the same time to Mr. Horsfall:

“I have long felt sure that commercialism must be attacked at the root before we can be on the road for those improvements in life which you and I so much desire. A society which is founded on the system of compelling all well-to-do people to live on making the greatest possible profit out of the labour of others, must be wrong. For it means the perpetuating the division of society into civilized and uncivilized classes: I am far from being an anarchist, but even anarchy is better than this, which is in fact anarchy and despotism mixed: if there is no hope of conquering this — let us eat and drink, for to-morrow we die.

“Of course I do not discuss these matters with you or any person of good will in any bitterness of spirit: but there are people with whom it is hard to keep one’s temper; such as the philistine middle-class Radical; who think, or pretend to, that now at last all is for the best in this best of all possible worlds.”

“I am working at lectures and chintz-patterns hard,” he writes a fortnight later; “perhaps poems will come too.” But this was hardly meant seriously, or if it was, represented a momentary lapse from the tension up to which he had worked himself, and which his new colleagues naturally took no pains to relieve. At the end of October Mr. Charles Rowley, who was then still personally unknown to him, though it only needed a first meeting to make them friends, had written to ask him to come to Manchester and give a Sunday lecture to the Ancoats Brotherhood. Morris’ reply was prompt and straight:

 

“Kelmscott House,

“Oct. 25th, 1883.

“My dear Sir,

“I have only one subject to lecture on, the relation of Art to Labour: also I am an open and declared Socialist, or to be more specific, Collectivist, and whatever I say would be coloured by my opinions on these matters: if you think under these circumstances a lectures from me would come within the scope of your scheme, and be acceptable as an expression of opinions for which of course you would not be responsible, 1 should be very happy to be one of those who lectures to you.

“I am, dear Sir,

“Yours faithfully,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

Mr. Rowley was not frightened by this reply: and the lectures which Morris gave was the first of many that he delivered in the New Islington Hall at Ancoats, and the beginning of an intimate cordiality and affection between the two men.

The manifesto of the Democratic Federation, issued in June and signed by Morris together with the rest of the Executive Committee, had gone far in advance of anything that was in his mind, or in the minds of most of his colleagues, when he had joined it at the beginning of the year. For the rapid development of doctrine there were several causes, any of them sufficient. In an association which is itself formed by the detachment of the Extreme Left (to use the convenient French term) of a great party, the inevitable tendency is to become more and more extremist. Waverers relapse on to the main body, and the control of the movement passes more and more into the hands of enthusiasts. Such a situation gives a terrible power to logic. Friends and enemies alike are quick to detect and eager to pounce upon inconsistencies; and in human affairs, inconsistency can only be avoided by falling back from compromise after compromise to the extreme limit of abstract theory. Nor does the evil stop here. As an abstract logic becomes more and more the dominant guiding force, the refined distinctions to which logic lends itself become articles of faith over which divisions are multiplied. The more a party holding extreme doctrines defines the consequences of its principles; the more it purges itself of the ambiguities of an unformulated creed and the inconsistencies of moderate opinion: the more violent does the conflict become among the remnant left, on points that have only arisen in the course of argument. The path between right-hand heats and extremes and left-hand deflections is always narrowing. In the seventeenth chapter of “The Heart of Midlothian” the master-hand of Scott has drawn an imperishable picture of the disintegration that ensues, and the loss, first of moving power on the world without, and then of vital energy within, that has overtaken so many kingdoms of the Saints. The world takes its own way, regardless of logic, impatient of theory, merciless to failure: nor is it until the years have heaped their dust over the asperities of the conflict that understanding comes with pity. Yet in the simple faith of such a despised remnant, and not in the facile contempt of the majority, may have lain that seed of spiritual ardour which has kept the soul of man alive.

On the same day that Morris declared himself an open Socialist with only one subject on which he could give public utterance, he wrote to Mr. Horsfall in reply to a letter of anxious and amazed questioning:

“In few words what I have to say about the manifesto is, that, though I may not like the taste of some of the wording, I do agree with the substance of it (or I should not have signed it). This does not however prevent me from agreeing with you that the rich do not act as they do in the matter from malice. Nevertheless their position (as a class) forces them to ‘strive ‘ (unconsciously most often I know) to keep the working men in ignorance of their rights and their power.

“Where I think I differ from you of the means whereby revolution may be attained is this: if I do not misrepresent your views, you think that individuals of good will belonging to all classes can, if they be numerous and strenuous enough, bring about the change: I on the contrary think that the basis of all change must be, as it has always been, the antagonism of classes: I mean that though here and there a few men of the upper and middle classes, moved by their conscience and insight, may and doubtless will throw in their lot with the working classes, the upper and middle classes as a body will by the very nature of their existence, and like a plant grows, resist the abolition of classes: neither do I think that any amelioration of the condition of the poor on the only lines which the rich can go upon will advance us on the road; save that it will put more power into the hands of the lower class and so strengthen both their discontent and their means of showing it: for I do not believe that starvelings can bring about a revolution. I do not say that there is not a terrible side to this: but how can it be otherwise? Commercialism, competition, has sown the wind recklessly, and must reap the whirlwind: it has created the proletariat for its own interest, and its creation will and must destroy it: there is no other force which can do so. For my part I have never under-rated the power of the middle classes, whom, in spite of their individual good nature and banality, I look upon as a most terrible and implacable force: so terrible that I think it not unlikely that their resistance to inevitable change may, if the beginnings of change are too long delayed, ruin all civilization for a time. Meantime I must tell you that among the discontented, discontent unlighted by hope is in many places taking the form of a passionate desire for mere anarchy, so that it becomes a pressing duty for those who, not believing in the stability of the present system, have any hopes for the future, to lay before the world those hopes founded on constructive revolution.”

An opportunity soon occurred for him to announce his attitude more dramatically to a larger audience. In November he had been invited to Oxford to give an address to the Russell Club, a society of Liberal undergraduates with a tendency towards the newer developments of Radicalism. Social questions, under the stimulating influence of Arnold Toynbee and his disciples, had at that time risen to the first place among the intellectual interests of younger Oxford. Toynbee’s recent death had only given a fresh impulse to the movement. The so-called University Settlements were in the air. Social reform was the current subject of discussion in College debating societies and filled the pages of the Oxford magazines. Mr. Henry George had lectured at Oxford in support of his scheme of land nationalization, and had been received with a studied incivility which aroused a strong reaction in his favour.

The authorities, always willing to follow the lead of any strong undergraduate feeling, and not averse from allowing the new movement to spend its force in vague discussion, threw no obstacles in the way of the meeting. When Morris accepted the invitation of the Russell Club, the hall of University College was lent to them for the evening. The title announced for the address was “Democracy and Art”; two subjects not obviously explosive when brought into contact. The College hall was crowded, and all went smoothly till at the end of his address Morris boldly passed from theoretic ground, announced that he spoke as the agent of a Socialist body, and appealed to his audience to join it. The platform sat aghast; and the Master of University at once rose to explain that the College when they lent their hall had not known that Mr. Morris was the agent of any Socialist propaganda, and that all they had meant was to give to an eminent man the opportunity of expressing his opinions on art under a democracy: “a subject with which” (so the report of the meeting gives Dr. Bright’s words) “he was unusually well acquainted, and a knowledge of which, in the existing condition of social questions in England, was a most desirable part of the education of every young man.”

For the misunderstanding, if misunderstanding there were, Morris at all events was in no way to blame. He had taken the utmost pains to explain his position clearly before he came. To Faulkner, through whom as one of the Fellows the request for the use of the College hall had been made, he had written as follows on the 23rd of October. The original proposal had been that he and Mr. Hyndman should both speak; but Mr. Hyndman’s doctrines were known to be revolutionary, and the methods he advocated were believed to be violent.

“As to Hyndman lecturing in your hall I would ask you to lay before the Master the fact that I am quite as much a Socialist as he is; that I am an officer of the same Association, and am distinctly going to lecture as a delegate from it: also that if the subject is to be stirred at all, it is surely worth while to listen to a man who is capable of giving a definite exposition of the whole doctrine. I am rather anxious about this matter, as if Hyndman is shut up I shall feel rather like a fool, and as if I were there on false pretences. For the rest, Hyndman is an educated man if Trin: Coll: Camb: is capable of educating (which is doubtful), and though he is perhaps not as polite as the Devil is usually said to be, is at least politer than I am: neither has he horns and hoofs, as I am prepared to swear: neither (as a Secretary of the S. P. A. B.) will I allow him to blow up any old building in Oxford. Would it be any good my writing to the Master stating these facts in conventional language; and also stating what seems to me to be true, that people do seem just at this moment to want to know something about Socialism? though to tell you the truth I misdoubt me that that may be but a passing wind of fashion.”

“We must leave the matter in the hands of the Russell Club,” he wrote to Faulkner again on the 25th; “I have undertaken to give my lecture and will not back out of it, but will deliver it where they think advisable. Please to thank the Master on my behalf when you see him; I don’t doubt he has done his best for us.”

Notwithstanding these repeated explanations, the College authorities appear to have been possessed by the fixed idea that Morris, as a man of means and a man of letters, could not be a Socialist in the same sense as his colleagues; and they persisted, with a sort of obstinate innocence, in believing that his address would be confined to generalities which could do no harm. When they found that he had really meant what he said, their feeling was one which approached consternation. The meeting had, at all events, a success of scandal, and henceforth Morris was widely known as a declared Socialist.

In spite of all his labours as a peacemaker the year ended gloomily for him. The party had got rid of its moderate members. It had modified its name to that of the Social Democratic Federation in order to make its position as a Socialist body quite clear. It was about to start a weekly newspaper for the purpose of spreading its doctrines among the working classes. But internally it was already a distracted chaos. “I went to Merton for a little time on Thursday,” says Morris’ last letter of the year, “and found all well there. Now I’m off to see Fitzgerald (that’s our editor) about ‘Justice,’ the prospectus of which I am not sanguine over. The fact is, we really want a good steady business man over the D. F. affairs: a man who could give up most of his time and who wouldn’t be excitable. For lack of it I fear we shall fall to pieces. I am much worried by the whole business just now: but in any case I shall try to save something out of the fire and keep a few together.”

Throughout 1884 this desperate work of mingled proselytizing and patching up went on unceasingly. In January”he can talk about little else, and will brook no opposition.” For a time there was almost a breach between him and several of his older friends. “I was rather disconcerted,” one of them has recorded, “when I found that an honest objection to Bulgarian atrocities had been held to be one and the same thing as sympathy with Karl Marx, and that Morris took it for granted that I should be ready for enrolment.” Just at present Morris had quite lost his capacity for good-humoured argument.

“I have a dim recollection,” says Mr. William De Morgan, “of a discussion on Socialism which ended in a scheme for the complete reconstruction of society exactly as it is now, so as to meet the views of both revolutionaries and Conservatives: however, this was in the earlier days of Socialism — as he got more engrossed in the subject, this sort of chat became less and less possible.”

The first number of the weekly paper of the Democratic Federation, “Justice: the Organ of the Social Democracy,” appeared on the 9th of January. Besides practically paying out of his own pocket for the weekly deficit in its balance sheet, Morris contributed articles to one-half of the numbers which appeared up to the end of December. These contributions included three more of the “Chants for Socialists,” and one brief article on that year’s exhibition of the Royal Academy, expanded by him in a longer paper which was published in the July number of the secularist magazine “To-day.” Like the single piece of literary criticism he had printed twenty-eight years earlier, this single piece of art criticism is more interesting as a fragment of unstudied autobiography than from its remarks on the special works singled out for praise or blame. A few sentences from it are worth quoting as summing up in brief and incisive words the view he held, and had held all his life, of the function and excellence of the painter’s art.

“In considering such an exhibition it is necessary to have a clear idea of what the aims of a painter should be. Something like this, I think, will embrace them all: 1st. The embodiment in art of some vision which has forced itself on the artist’s brain. 2nd. The creation of some lovely combination of colour and form. 3rd. The setting forth a faithful portraiture of some beautiful, characteristic, or historical place, or of some living person worthy to be so portrayed; in either case so as to be easily recognizable by a careless observer, and yet to have a reserve of more intimate facts for a careful one. 4th. Mastery over material; the production of a finished and workmanlike piece, as perfect in all ways as the kind of work admits of.

“Success in any of the three first of these aims, together with the last, will give a picture existence as a work of art. Most pictures that impress us seriously have achieved success in more than one of the three joined to the fourth, while great works of art have all the four qualities united, yet in due subordination to the master one of them, whichever it may be, which produces the greatest impression on us; this subordination is what is meant by the word ‘style.’

“Skill of execution is the first thing we must seek for, since without it a picture is incapable of expressing anything, is a failure and not a picture. Well, there are signs here and there on the walls of the Academy of skill of a certain kind, but what does it amount to? does it give us any reasonable hope of establishing by our present method of artistic life a workmanlike traditional skill, continuous and progressive, so that while there may be hope for a man of genius for pushing forward the standard of excellence, no one, be he of genius or not, need waste half the energies of his life in half-fruitless individual experiments, the results of which he cannot pass on to others? What signs are there of collective skill, the skill of the school, which nurses moderate talent and sets genius free? Scanty signs indeed: at best a plausible appearance of workmanlike execution, a low kind of skill which manages to get through the job, but in so dull and joyless a way that one’s eye almost refuses to rest upon the canvas, or one’s brain to take in any idea it may strive to express. That is all, I fear, that can claim to represent anything like traditional workmanlike skill. What other skill of execution is visible is chiefly, almost entirely, an amateur-like cleverness, experimental, uncertain, never successful in accomplishing a real work, in expressing a fact or an imagination simply and straightforwardly, but often enough succeeding in thrusting itself forward and attracting attention to itself as something dashing, clever, and — useless; the end, not the means. Of this kind of skill there is a good deal; and to speak plainly it is on this quality, such as it is, that most of the pictures must rest their claim to attention.”

Leccuring, in and out of London, had now become his most serious occupation. At Manchester he mournfully notes that “the workmen seem on the whole to identify themselves with the middle classes.” Elsewhere “there was a funny old ex-Chartist present, an old man of seventy; he said it made him feel twenty years younger.” At Edinburgh “a very good audience, and we fished two additional members, not much you will say, but things go slowly.” Bradford, Leeds, Blackburn, Leicester, Glasgow, were among the other provincial centres where he gave these addresses. “I am in a hurry, as I always am now,” is one unusual, and coming from him, even pathetic sentence in a letter. In March, writing to Faulkner about the formation of a branch of the Federation at Oxford, he expresses in a few strong words the uncompromising attitude he had taken up towards those who sympathized and hesitated, or whose tenets did not wholly coincide with his own. A number of liberal Churchmen — most of them belonging to the advanced High Church party in matters of ritual and doctrine — had once more taken up the Christian Socialism of Maurice and Kingsley. “Meantime,” he comments, “the Christian Church has always declared against Socialism; its mainstays must always be property and authority. A worthy Irish Catholic member of the S. D. F. resigned on those grounds when we declared for Socialism. Of course as long as people are ignorant, compromise plus sentiment always looks better to them than the real article.”

In April the weekly evening at Burne-Jones’s house, which had been the habit of so many years, finally ceased, crowded out by the multiplicity of new engagements. The one gleam of real pleasure that the year brought him was a reconciliation, of which one of his visits to Manchester was the immediate occasion, with Madox Brown. “You are aware,” he wrote of it to Mr. Rowley, “that there has been a cloud between him and me, and I am more than rejoiced it should be cleared off in such a pleasant way by my old friend himself, for whom I have always had the greatest respect and affection.”

A Hammersmith Branch of the Democratic Federation had been formed in June in order to organize work among the labouring population of the district. The manifesto which it issued was written by Morris. It is a striking instance of the belief which he then undoubtedly held, and from which it took long time and hard teaching to remove him completely, that the re-organization of society which he advocated was immediately practicable, and that it had only to be effected to make all the misery of the world cease. “There is now a constant war,” runs this leaflet, “between Capital, or the rich men who make profits out of work without working themselves, and Labour, or the poor men who produce everything and have no more share in what they produce than is necessary to keep them alive. While the rich enslave the poor, they themselves are not happy, and are always trying to ruin each other. Socialism will end this war by abolishing classes: this change will get rid of bad housing, under-feeding, over-work, and ignorance.” Such were the sweeping promises then held out by the Federation to a working class whom experience had made deeply incredulous of all promises, or of any great and sudden change in the existing order of the world.

At the great Franchise meeting in Hyde Park on the 21st of July Morris was one of the small knot of Socialists who tried to convert the enthusiasm of the occasion to their own uses, with little obvious success. In the main they were unnoticed and swallowed up in the vast crowd. They had provided themselves with a little cart with a red flag, from which they distributed their manifesto and tried to sell their newspaper. “We found it easy work getting rid of the gratis literature,” he wrote next day, “but hard to sell anything.” The attempts at speaking from the mound of the reservoir in the Park were little more successful. A contemptuous reference by one of the speakers to John Bright raised a storm of hooting in the audience; the crowd began to push and sway, and the ring of friends round the banner was broken up and dispersed. There was no factual violence; a suggestion that the unpopular speaker should be put in the Serpentine was not taken up: but the day was over as far as any attempt to influence the crowd was concerned.

By this time the internal jealousies and divergent aims of the Federation were leading up to a crisis that could not be much longer delayed. Its leaders profoundly mistrusted one another, and personalities and accusations of intrigue and duplicity were flying thick. The peacemaker’s task was plainly hopeless.

“The time which I have foreseen from the first,” Morris writes in August, “seems to be upon us, and I don’t see how I can avoid taking my share in the internal conflict which seems likely to rend the D. F. into two or more. More than two or three of us distrust Hyndman thoroughly: I have done my best to trust him, but cannot any longer. Practically it comes to a contest between him and me. If I don’t come up to the scratch I shall disappoint those who I believe have their hearts in the cause and are quite disinterested, many of them simple and worthy people. I don’t think intrigue or ambition are amongst my many faults; but here I am driven to thrusting myself forward and making a party within a party. However I say I foresaw it, and ’tis part of the day’s work, but I begin to wish the day were over.”

The affair dragged on for several months more. The mere idea of breaking up the party did not distress Morris deeply: “half-a-dozen people,” he says, “who agree and are friends, that is, can trust each other, are worth a hundred jealous squabblers.” But he was heartily annoyed and, to say the truth, frightened, at the prominence into which he found himself being pushed by his faction.

“My habits are quiet and studious,” he wrote, with an almost pathetic self-depreciation, to a colleague who was urging on him the duty of leadership,”and if I am too much worried with ‘politics,’ i.e., intrigue, I shall be no use to the cause as a writer. All this shows, you will say, a weak man: that is true, but I must be taken as I am, not as I am not.” With a great effort of self-effacement he had placed himself at their orders, in the indistinct hope that he might elude responsibility by simply doing loyally what he was told: now to his dismay he found himself called upon to become a leader, and responsible not only for his own action, but for the continued existence of his party.

What brought the quarrel to a point was a jealousy so trivial that it can hardly now move anything beyond a faint smile. A small knot of Socialists in Edinburgh (the same to which two further recruits were added by Morris’ visit and address that autumn) had been organized into a society by Mr. Scheu, whose business had taken him there during the summer. To give it a more imposing air, and also to conciliate the national susceptibility, it was not made a branch of the English Democratic Federation, but was started as a separate organization under the name of the Scottish Land and Labour League. The fat was in the fire at once. Mr. Hyndman called for the instant dissolution of the newly-founded league in the name of the Federation One and Indivisible. “Discord has arisen in this Council,” ran the reply of his opponents, “owing to the attempt to substitute arbitrary rule therein for fraternal Co-operation, contrary to the principles of Socialism.” The scenes of the Convention of the Year Two were repeated on a microscopic scale. Hyndman was denounced as a tyrant; Scheu was denounced in turn as certainly a foreigner, and probably a traitor in the pay of the police. Accusations were flung back and forward of underhand intrigue, of deliberately wrecking the work of colleagues, of being bribed by capitalist gold. The extreme men on both sides gave the impression that, if it had been possible, they would cheerfully have sent their opponents to the guillotine. Things were finally fought out at a full meeting of the Council of the Federation held in London at Christmas. The details and the result may be given in Morris’ own words.

“My merry Christmas “ — this is written on Christmas Eve— “is like to be enlivened by a scene or two at all events. Last night came off to the full as damned as I expected, which seldom happens: and the worst of it is that the debate is adjourned till Saturday, as we couldn’t sit any later than midnight yesterday. It was a piece of degradation, only illumined by Scheu’s really noble and skilful defence of his character against Hyndman: all the rest was a mere exposition of backbiting, mixed with some melancholy and to me touching examples of faith. However, Saturday I will be out of it. Our lot agreed beforehand, being I must say moved by me, that it is not worth fighting for the name of the S. D. F. and the sad remains of ‘Justice’ at the expense of a month or two of wrangling: so as Hyndman considers the S. D. F. his property, let him take it and make what he can of it, and try if he can really make up a bogie of it to frighten the Government, which I really think is about all his scheme; and we will begin again quite clean-handed to try the more humdrum method of quiet propaganda, and start a new paper of our own. The worst of the new body, as far as I am concerned, is that for the present at least I have to be editor of the paper, which I by no means bargained for, but it seems nobody else will do.

“I went to Chesterfield and saw Carpenter on Monday, and found him very sympathetic and sensible at the same time. I listened with longing heart to his account of his patch of ground, seven acres: he says that he and his fellow can almost live on it: they grow their own wheat, and send flowers and fruit to Chesterfield and Sheffield markets: all that sounds very agreeable to me. It seems to me that the real way to enjoy life is to accept all its necessary ordinary details and turn them into pleasures by taking interest in them: whereas modern civilization huddles them out of the way, has them done in a venal and slovenly manner till they become real drudgery which people can’t help trying to avoid. Whiles I think, as in a vision, of a decent community as a refuge from our mean squabbles and corrupt society; but I am too old now, even if it were not dastardly to desert.”

On the 28th he resumes, writing from Merton Abbey:

“Saturday evening did see the end. We began at 6 and ended at 10.30. I don’t think it would interest you to go through the affair in detail, and to say the truth I am so sick of it that I don’t think I could write it all down. There was a good deal of speaking, mostly on their side, for Hyndman had brought up supporters, who spouted away without in the least understanding what the quarrel was about. It finished by H. making a long and clever and lawyer-like speech: all of which, as in the House of Commons, might just as well have been left out, as either side had made up their minds how to vote from the first. Accordingly we voted, and the result was as expected, ten to eight, majority of two on our side. Whereon I got up and after a word or two of defence of my honour, honesty, and all that, which had been somewhat torn ragged in the debate, I read our resignation from the paper prepared thereto, and we solemnly walked out. This seemed to produce what penny-a-liners call ‘a revulsion of feeling,’ and most of the other side came round me and assured me that they had the best opinion of me and didn’t mean all those hard things: poor little Williams cried heartily and took a most affectionate farewell of us. Of course we did right to resign; the alternative would have been a general meeting, and after a month’s squabble for the amusement of the rest of the world that cared to notice us, would have landed us first in deadlock and ultimately where we are now, two separate bodies. This morning I hired very humble quarters for the Socialist League, and authorized the purchase of the due amount of Windsor chairs and a kitchen table: so there I am really once more like a young bear with all my troubles before me. We meet to inaugurate the League to-morrow evening. There now, I really don’t think I have strength to say anything more about the matter just now. I find my room here and a view of the winter garden, with the men spreading some pieces of chintz on the bleaching ground, somewhat of a consolation. But I promise myself to work as hard as I can in the new body, which I think will be but a small one for some time to come.”






  








CHAPTER XVI. THE SOCIALIST LEAGUE. 1885-1886
 

“I CANNOT yet forgo the hope,” Morris had written in July, 1884, when the disruption of the Democratic Federation was already looming ahead, “of our forming a Socialist party which shall begin to act in our own time, instead of a mere theoretical association in a private room with no hope but that of gradually permeating cultivated people with our aspirations.” After the first spasm of disheartened disgust at the break-up of December was over, he was not disinclined to set to work again to form such a party out of what he believed was a thoroughly loyal remnant. To this task he now set himself in fresh courage and with even higher hope. The conflict had made him examine his own ground more carefully: he was more satisfied than ever of the truth of his principles, and of the reasonableness of his position. But the prominence now forced upon him as a leader at once exposed him to a redoubled storm of misrepresentation and obloquy. Socialism had once been regarded by ordinary middle-class opinion as a thing that went on abroad. When there was no longer any doubt that it had reached England, it was still looked on for a time as a silly or perhaps even an interesting craze. But now it had roused a genuine fear among a large body of people. The attitude of Gallio was passing away, and a strong feeling arising in its place which regarded the new Gospel, in the words applied by the Rome of Nero to the not wholly dissimilar doctrine of the early Christian Church, as a destructive superstition which drew upon itself the natural hatred of the human race.

But this was not all. In the curious imbroglio into which politics were then drifting, the name, and some at least of the doctrines, of Socialism had been seized by various parties as weapons of attack and defence. The famous speech in which Mr. Chamberlain laid down the doctrine of “ransom” was delivered a few days after the foundation of the Socialist League. On the part of both the Radical and the Tory-Democratic wings of the two great political parties there was a tendency to believe that Socialism in some sense or another was a real force, and a desire to attach that force and use it for all it was worth. Overtures were made from both sides by persons who might fairly be regarded as responsible politicians. Attacked by some and courted by others, the Socialist party became an object of widespread and increasing interest. It was enough to upset many Socialists who were not old hands in politics, and make them believe that a great movement of public opinion was about to take place towards Socialism.

On Morris personally the attack was a double one. It consisted on the one hand in renewing, with additional zest and less attention to ordinary manners, the familiar sneers at the strange figure of a poet-upholsterer; and on the other, of denouncing him for inconsistency or hypocrisy in being a Socialist who was also a capitalist manufacture. In his first public utterance after the formation of the Socialist League, he had expressed his hope and his aim in words of studied moderation. He spoke of the social re-organization which he advocated as something not only desirable in itself, but involving a high conception of duty, and containing in it the elements of solid permanence. “When the change comes, it will embrace the whole of society, and there will be no discontented class left to form the elements of a fresh revolution. It is necessary that the movement should not be ignorant, but intelligent. What I should like to have now far more than anything else, would be a body of able, high-minded, competent men who should act as instructors. I should look to those men to preach what Socialism really is — not a change for the sake of change, but a change involving the very noblest ideal of human life and duty: a life in which every human being should find unrestricted scope for his best powers and faculties.” The Saturday Review, with characteristic suavity, seized this occasion to point its finger at “this spectacle of the intellectual disaster of the intelligence of a man who could once write ‘The Earthly Paradise ‘ and can now formulate these two propositions about the disappearance of all discontented classes and the change involving a life in which every human being finds unrestricted scope for his best powers and faculties.” This last phrase, indeed, to judge by the number of times it recurs in the article, was found humorous to an uncommon degree. That such a life should be conceived of as possible, that any attempt should be made to realize it, seemed quite preposterous to the critic and to the large body of opinion which he represented. The laws of nature were invoked to sustain the conclusion that a state of things in which the larger number of the human race were permanently poor, ignorant, and brutal was certainly necessary and in all probability desirable.

The inconsistency of Morris’ own position as a capitalist employer of labour was a matter on which he might more reasonably be challenged by a criticism which was not either purposely unfair or obviously unintelligent. It had formed the ground of the earliest attacks made on him when the Oxford address of November, 1883, had excited general attention to the case. To an attack made by an anonymous correspondent in the Standard, Morris had then replied in simple and dignified words, which come near the truth of the matter, though, as Morris himself felt, they require further definition.

“I think I may assume,” he then wrote, “that your correspondent had no wish to cast any personal imputation on my motives, but wished to call attention to the position of those who, like myself, are well-to-do employers of labour (as I am) and hold Socialist views.

“I freely admit that this position is a false one, but it seems to me that its falseness is first felt by an honest man, not when he begins to express his opinions openly, and to further openly the spread of Socialism, but when his conscience is first pricked by a sense of the injustice and stupidity of the present state of society. Your correspondent implies that, to be consistent, we should at once cast aside our position of capitalists, and take rank with the proletariat; but he must excuse my saying that he knows very well that we are not able to do so; that the most we can do is to palliate, as far as we can, the evils of the unjust system which we are forced to sustain; that we are but minute links in the immense chain of the terrible organization of competitive commerce, and that only the complete unriveting of that chain will really free us. It is this very sense of the helplessness of our individual efforts which arms us against our own class, which compels us to take an active part in an agitation which, if it be successful, will deprive us of our capitalist position.”

“I have been living,” he writes a few days afterwards from Merton Abbey, “in a sort of storm of newspaper brickbats, to some of which I had to reply: of course I don’t mind a bit, nor even think the attack unfair. My own men here are very sympathetic, which pleases me hugely; and I find we shall get on much better for my having spoken my mind about things: seven of them would insist on joining the Democratic Federation,though I preached to them the necessity of really understanding it all.”

What is quite certain is that the reproach of inconsistency was never made against Morris by any of his own workmen. The attacks on this score which he had to meet came in the main from educated people, who attached their own meaning to the term Socialism, and were confident in their condemnation of doctrines the purport of which they had never taken pains to ascertain. The fixed idea which most of them had was that Socialism meant the redistribution of individual property in equal shares. From this point, however, they pursued divergent lines of argument. Some contented themselves with remarking that if individual property were divided equally to-day, inequality would have begun to reinstate itself before to-morrow. Others argued that any employer who believed in the principles of Socialism could carry them out in practice by sharing the profits of his business equally among himself and each of his workmen. But among the latter class of objectors were some for whose good opinion Morris had a respect; and it was implicitly in answer to them that he drew up, in June, 1884, a memorandum going into the matter, not only on the principle, but in detailed figures.

The business was then organized as follows. Morris himself, George Wardle his chief manager, and four other sub-managers or heads of departments, shared directly in the profits of the business. Two others, the colour-mixer and the foreman dyer, shared in them also, but indirectly, in the form of a bonus on the goods turned out. The rest of the staff were paid fixed wages; the greater number (including all the most efficient workmen) by the piece; a smaller residuum, partly consisting of men who were getting past work on the one hand, or on the other as yet imperfectly trained, by the hour. Both pieceworkers and time-workers were paid on a scale somewhat over the ordinary market price of their labour. “Two or three people about the place,” he adds, “are of no use to the business, and are kept on on the live-and-let-live principle, not a bad one I think as things go, in spite of the Charity Organization Society.”

On an analysis of the figures, Morris found that if he gave up his own share of the profits, which, of course, included not merely the remuneration for his own labour as manager, designer, and artificer, but interest on the whole capitalized value of the business, by that time representing some £15,000, and took in lieu of it a foreman’s or a highly-skilled workman’s wages of £4 a week or £200 a year, there would be a sum divisible which would represent £16 a year, or about six shillings a week, for each of the workmen. “That would, I admit,” he adds, “be a very nice thing for them; but it would not alter the position of any one of them; it would leave them still members of the working class, with all the disadvantages of that position. Further, if I were to die or be otherwise disabled, the business could not get any one to do my work for £200 a year, and would in short at once take back the extra £16 a year from the workman.”

“I have left out,” he goes on with admirable sincerity, “a matter which complicates the position, my family. We ought to be able to live on £4 a week, and if they were quite well and capable I think they ought not to grumble at living on the said £4, nor do I think they would.” There are perhaps few families of the richer middle class to whom so splendid a compliment could be paid.

But what, the memorandum goes on, would be gained by taking such action? A small knot of working people would be somewhat better off amidst the great ocean of economic slavery, but with what probable or necessary result? Like himself, the workmen were imprisoned in an existing social system. “If the manufacturer were to give up his gains to them, they would set to work to save, and would become, or try to become, small capitalists, and then large ones. In effect this is what mostly happens in those few factories where division of profits has been tried. Now, much as I want to see workmen escape from their slavish position, I don’t at all want to see a few individuals more creep up out of their class into the middle class; this will only make the poor poorer still. And this effect of multiplying the capitalist class (every member of which is engaged in fierce private commercial war with his fellows) is the utmost that could result from even a large number of employers giving up their profits to their workmen. The men would not know how to spend their newly gained wealth. Even now there are at times artisans who receive very high wages, but their exceptional good luck has no influence over the general army of wage-earners, and they themselves have in consequence only two choices: the first, to rise out of their class as above; the second, to squander their high earnings and remain in the long run at the ordinary low standard of life of their brethren. The really desirable thing, that, being still workmen, they should rise in culture and refinement, they can only attain by their whole class rising.”

But this, as things go, he continues, is impossible; because the competition for subsistence keeps the standard of life, taking labour all round, from rising seriously for any long period. Trades Unions have in England raised it, for a time, for skilled labour. But their effect can in the nature of things be only partial and temporary: for on the one hand the movement, not being an international one, allows other nations to undersell us; and on the other, it does not include the unskilled labourer, whose wage of subsistence finally determines the rate of the wages of labour all round, and who is scarcely in a better position than he was fifty years ago.

The choice, then, which lies before a capitalist, or before the hanger-on of the capitalist class known by the name of a professional man, whom reflection has turned into a convinced Socialist, is this. Shall he ease his conscience by dropping a certain portion of the surplus value which reaches him, in order to bestow it in charity on a handful of workers (for it is but charity after all, since their claim is not on him personally, but on the class and system of which he is a mere unit)? or shall he, continuing his life under existing conditions, do his best, by expenditure of his money and his whole powers, to further a revolution of the basis of society? If he can do both, let him do so, and make his conscience surer. But if, as must generally be the case, he must choose between suffering some pangs of conscience and divesting himself of his power to further a great principle, “then, I think,” Morris concludes, “he is right to choose the first.”

It is true that there is a third alternative, that of complete individual renunciation, which, illogical as it may be, has often, as with the earliest Christians, with the mendicant friars of the great religious revival of the thirteenth century, and since then in many splendid isolated instances, affected mankind more powerfully through the imagination than they have ever been affected by arguments or enactments. If thou wilt be perfect, go, sell what thou hast, and give to the poor, and come, follow me. Such a course would have accorded with Morris’ own early dreams at Oxford of a monastic life, lived by friends in common in the single pursuit of poverty and art. But now it seemed to him to mean practically, though not formally, abandoning the principles for which Socialists contended, and giving up the struggle in a spirit not far removed from cowardice. “If these were ordinary times of peace, I might be contented amidst my discontent to settle down into an ascetic, such a man as I should respect even now. But I don’t see the peace or feel it: on the contrary, fate or what not has forced me to feel war, and lays hands on me as a recruit: therefore do I find it not only lawful to my conscience, but even compulsory on it, to do what in times of peace would not perhaps be lawful, and certainly would not be compulsory. If I am wrong I am wrong, and there is an end of it. Whatever hope or life there is in me is staked on the success of the cause. Of course I don’t mean to say that I necessarily expect to see much of it before I die, and yet something I hope to see.”

This, then, was the conclusion to which Morris came as to what was right for him to do with his income as a capitalist. To distribute it among his own workmen would be to waste it; he could as little satisfy his conscience by wasting as by hoarding: his duty was to spend it; to devote it, as he devoted all else that belonged to him, to the furtherance of one great purpose.

How it could be so spent was sufficiently plain. The newly-founded Socialist League was practically without funds except so far as he supplied them. That it should spread its doctrines by means of a newspaper was taken for granted from the first, and preparations for bringing out the “Commonweal,” the first number of which appeared at the beginning of February, were begun the first moment that the League was constituted. “I intend,” he wrote on the 4th of January, “to turn it into a weekly if possible: but paying for ‘Justice’ has somewhat crippled me, and I shall have to find money for the other expenses of the League first.”

The Manifesto of the Socialist League, which was printed at full length in the first number of the Commonweal, declares in uncompromising terms for a complete revolution in the basis of society. Co-operation, Nationalization of Land, State-Socialism which left the existing system of capital and wages still in operation, are reviewed and dismissed as equally useless with merely political movements such as constitutionalism or republicanism. The League is stated to have been founded on the 30th of December, 1884, and to have taken temporary offices at 27, Farringdon Street. Morris is named as having been appointed Treasurer of the League and Editor of its journal, the control of the journal, however, being in the hands of the Council. The twenty-three persons whose signatures, as members of the Provisional Council, are appended to the manifesto, were mainly members of the little group of Socialists, English and foreign, settled in London: but they included also an old veteran of the Chartist movement, a few members from the great manufacturing centres of Leeds and Glasgow, and among them all, the one friend who had followed Morris unfalteringly through all his life from the Oxford days till now, as member first of the Brotherhood, then of the Firm, and now finally of the League, Charles Faulkner.

The beginnings of the venture were not discouraging. “They have sold 5,000 and are in a second edition,” Morris writes on the 10th of February: “I have written a poem for the next number, not bad I think.” This poem, “The Message of the March Wind,” which appeared in the March number, has touches in it of the natural magic which had filled his early poetry. It opened a series of poems, forming a more or less continuous narrative, which, under the title of “The Pilgrims of Hope,” appeared at irregular intervals in the Commonweal for upwards of a year. With all its faults, this series of poems is perhaps the only contribution to the first year’s issue of the Commonweal which appeals to a wide circle or has any permanent value as literature. It contains passages of extreme beauty: the two section reprinted in “Poems by the Way” under the names of “Mother and Son” and “The Half of Life Gone” stand high among his finest work. But the narrative of which they form parts has much of the same weakness and unreality as his prose novel of fifteen years earlier: and like it, dwindles away and finally stops with the unfulfilled promise “To be Concluded” in July, 1886. Of his prose contributions, signed and unsigned, and ranging from carefully written leading articles down to brief notes hastily set down to fill up a column, there is little to say except that he no more than other men escaped the vices of journalism when he took to being a journalist.

Another visit to Oxford in February was more eventful than the one of fifteen months before, so far at least as the behaviour of the meeting went. The Clarendon Rooms had been refused for this meeting on account of the fear of disturbance, and it was held in the Music Room in Holywell. Opinion on both sides had stiffened; and Faulkner had, two or three weeks before, for a speech he had made to a little Socialist meeting in Cowley, been stigmatized in the sedate columns of the Oxford Magazine as an alehouse anarchist. The social enthusiasm which had been so strong in 1883 was beginning to cool down among a fresh generation of undergraduates. But for the healthy young Tory Morris had always a lurking sympathy, and he writes the account of his experiences in the highest spirits.

“Wednesday I went to Oxford with the Avelings: we went by the early train, and all turned out well, and even amusing: we walked about Oxford a good deal, and even with all the horrors done to it, it looks very well and beautiful on such a bright afternoon as we had. There were terrible threats about what the lads were going to do, which I didn’t suppose would come to much: we met, some of us, in University Common Room to settle the meeting, and it seems the enemy sent in a spy, which however we survived. Charley had asked a great many very young persons to dinner, and their ingenuous visages made me feel rather old. So to the meeting we went, in a room in Holywell, which I daresay you have forgotten: it used to be the room of the Architectural Society when I was a boy, and is now a music room: it is just opposite where Janey used to live — Lord, how old I am! Well, we had a fine lot of supporters, town and gown both, who put on red ribbons and acted as stewards, but the ‘enemy’ got in in some numbers, and prepared for some enjoyment. Charley was in the chair and led off well, and they heard him with only an average amount of howling: you must understand that there were but some 20 or 30 of those enemies, and perhaps 100 declared friends, with some 250 indifferents who really came to listen to us; the hall was quite full. I had to get up when Charley sat down; I was rather nervous before I began, as it was my first long speech without book, but the noise and life braced me up, and after all I knew my subject, so I fired off my speech fairly well I think: if I hadn’t, our friends the enemy would have found it out and chaffed me with all the mercilessness of boys. Of course they howled and stamped at certain catchwords, and our people cheered, so that it was very good fun. Aveling came next: they had really listened to me, even the noisy ones; but it seems they had agreed that A. at any rate should not be allowed to speak; but he began very cleverly and won their ingenuous hearts so that they listened to him better than they did to me. Then came question-time, and that was more than they could bear; after two or three questions asked and answered, the joke of the evening came off by one young gentleman letting off a bottle of chemical which made a horrible stink, and the respectable began to leave and both the fighting [bodies] to draw nearer to the platform. Then by Aveling’s advice Charley, who was by the way getting a bit nervous, broke off the meeting, and we ‘got’; which I suppose was the best thing to do, as more horseplay might have made what was serious enough ridiculous. After all the best joke was what we heard next day, viz., that the disturbers were so angry with their ringleader for not making a better job of it that they broke all his windows that same night. I hope this piece of frankness touches your hard heart as it did mine. We had some serious talk at our inn after the meeting with the best of the lads; and then some of them took us into New College cloisters to see their loveliness under the moon.”

From Mr. Edward Carpenter’s house at Millthorpe he writes on the 28th of April, on his way home from giving Socialist addresses in Edinburgh and Glasgow:

“I have been getting on pretty well in Scotland, but whether pock-pudding prejudice or not, I can’t bring myself to love that country, ’tis so raw-boned. But I had my reward by the journey (the first time in daylight) from Carlisle to Settle: ’tis true that the day was most splendid, but at any rate ’tis the pick of all England for beauty. I fared to feel as if I must live there, say somewhere near Kirkby Stephen, for a year or two before I die: even the building there is not bad; necessitous and rude, but looking like shelter and quiet. There is a good deal of this lovely country; the railway goes right up into the mountains among the sheepwalks: there was a little snow lying in bights of the highest crags. I needn’t enlarge on an entry into the Yorkshire manfacturing country after this; but I was so elated by the beauty we had passed through that I did not feel it as much as usual. I read a queer book called ‘ After London’ coming down: I rather liked it: absurd hopes curled round my heart as I read it. I rather wish I were thirty years younger: I want to see the game played out.”

“After London,” the unfinishedmasterpiece of Richard Jefferies, was a book that Morris afterwards was never weary of praising. It put into definite shape, with a mingling of elusive romance and minute detail that was entirely after his heart, much that he had himself imagined; and he thought that it represented very closely what might really happen in a dispeopled England. The effect of the book is perhaps visible in another letter of the 13th of May:

“I am in low spirits about the prospectus of our ‘party,’ if I can dignify a little knot of men by such a word. Scheu is, I fear, leaving London again, which is a great disappointment to me, but he must get work where he can. You see we are such a few, and hard as we work we don’t seem to pick up people to take our places when we demit. All this you understand is only said about the petty skirmish of outposts, the fight of a corporal’s guard, in which I am immediately concerned; I have more faith than a grain of mustard seed in the future history of ‘civilization,’ which I know now is doomed to destruction, and probably before very long: what a joy it is to think of! and how often it consoles me to think of barbarism once more flooding the world, and real feelings and passions, however rudimentary, taking the place of our wretched hypocrisies. With this thought in my mind all the history of the past is lighted up and lives again to me. I used really to despair once because I thought what the idiots of our day call progress would go on perfecting itself: happily I know now that all that will have a sudden check — sudden in appearance I mean— ‘as it was in the days of Noë.’”

On the 27th of May he writes again, giving in a few touches a vivid picture of what the little meetings, over which he was spending so much time and energy, were really like.

“On Sunday I went a-preaching Stepney way. My visit intensely depressed me, as these Eastward visits always do: the mere stretch of houses, the vast mass of utter shabbiness and uneventfulness, sits upon one like a nightmare: of course what slums there are one doesn’t see. You would perhaps have smiled at my congregation; some twenty people in a little room, as dirty as convenient and stinking a good deal. It took the fire out of my fine periods, I can tell you: it is a great drawback that I can’t talk to them roughly and unaffectedly. Also I would like to know what amount of real feeling underlies their bombastic revolutionary talk when they get to that. I don’t seem to have got at them yet — you see this great class gulf lies between us.”

The numbers of the League grew only very slowly. In July, when stock was taken of the progress made, they only amounted to a little over two hundred all told, over all the branches in both England and Scotland. But they were working on hard in the hope of an ampler harvest from some sudden movement of popular feeling. In June they had taken new premises in Farringdon Road, which included a printing office and a large lectures room. The output of leaflets and pamphlets, as well as their monthly journal, was carried on to the utmost limit of their means; and it had been determined to turn the Commonweal into a weekly paper as soon as sufficient guarantee could be procured against the further loss of money on it that was then certainly to be expected. Morris himself, beyond his other work for the League, had set on foot a branch at Hammersmith, to whose use he gave up the large room where he had begun his carpet-weaving. Sunday evening addresses were regularly given there by himself or others of his colleagues; and as regularly on Saturday afternoons and Sunday mornings he spoke at outdoor meetings in different parts of London. At these, as a rule, knots of working men and casual passers-by listened with a languid interest. But in September the action taken by the heads of the Metropolitan Police with regard to an open air meeting in Limehouse raised the Socialistic movement into increased notoriety, and gave it the greatest access of popular support that it had yet found.

A space in that part of London, at the corner of Dod Street and Burdett Road, had long been in common use for public gatherings and open-air speaking on all kinds of subjects, especially on Sundays, when there was practically no traffic. The Social Democratic Federation and the Socialist League had both held meetings there repeatedly. Of late there had been some friction with the police, and notice had been given that the meetings must be stopped. The joyful expectation of a disturbance drew a crowd estimated at about a thousand people to the place that Sunday. Against this crowd, which was quite determined not to be dispersed so long as there was the chance of seeing any fun, the dozen or so of police who had been drafted to the spot found themselves almost helpless. Several ineffective attempts had been made to get at the group of speakers who were on a drag in the middle of the concourse, and the police, jeered at and hustled by an unsympathetic crowd, began to lose their tempers. Meanwhile one o’clock struck; and the signal of the opening of the public houses caused the greater part of the crowd to disperse. Hot, weary, and angry, and not wishing to think that all their unpleasant morning’s work had effected nothing, the policemen charged among the remnant, knocked down two banners, and marched eight men off to the nearest police station, where they were charged with obstructing a public thoroughfare and resisting the police in the execution of their duty.

When the prisoners were brought up at the Thames Police Court next morning, there was the usual amount of confused and contradictory evidence given as to the amount of obstruction that had really happened, and the degree of violence used by or against the police. Finally, after some rather irrelevant remarks about the nationality of the prisoners and the contents of the bills announcing the meeting, Mr. Saunders, the sitting magistrate, sentenced one of them to two months’ hard labour and imposed fines all round on the rest. What is known as a scene in court followed; there were loud hisses and cries of “Shame!” In these Morris, who was in court with other members of the League, joined: there was some hustling before order was restored, and he was arrested and charged on the spot with disorderly conduct and striking a policeman. To this charge he gave a direct negative. No evidence was called on either side, but the following curious dialogue ensued.

Mr. Saunders: What are you?

Prisoner: I am an artist and a literary man, pretty well known, I think, throughout Europe.

Mr. Saunders: I suppose you did not intend to do this?

Prisoner: I never struck him at all.

Mr. Saunders: Well, I will let you go.

Prisoner: But I have not done anything.

Mr. Saunders: Well, you can stay if you like.

Prisoner: I don’t want to stay.

He was accordingly discharged, and left the court. It was the one instance in which he was stung into asserting his own reputation in public, and the incautious words were long remembered against him. But the whole proceedings were a substantial victory for him and his party. The right of free speech is of all the privileges of citizenship the one which the ordinary Englishman guards most jealously: and interference with that right, when it seems to encroach on customary limits, is fiercely resented by the most orderly classes. More especially is this so in London, where the police are under the direct control of the Imperial Executive, and where any suspicion that they have been used by the party in power to suppress hostile criticism is enough to shake the strongest Government. The London Radicals rallied to the defence of a threatened privilege, and letters of protest poured into the newspapers from opponents as well as friends of Socialism. Many people who took no interest in politics at all were indignant: “already,” one of them wrote to the Daily News, “police interference has caused more obstruction and disturbance than twelve months of Socialistic lecturing.” A weak Conservative Government was then in office: a General Election was imminent: and angry charges were made that this attack on a Socialist meeting was an insidious attempt to prepare the way for interference with open-air Parliamentary meetings. The Socialist League rose with a bound to something like popularity. The following Sunday a procession of many thousands of people, organized by the East London United Radical Club, held a meeting on the forbidden spot(the few policemen present, under fresh instruction, not attempting to interfere), and then dispersed in a quiet orderly way, good-tempered with victory. “All goes well,” Morris wrote: “we Socialists have suddenly become popular,and your humble servant could hardly have received more sympathy if he had been racked by Mr. Saunders. All this has its absurd, and even humiliating side, but it is encouraging to see that people are shocked at unfairness and persecution of mere opinion, as I really think they are.”

Unfortunately for the prospects of the League, the ground thus gained was soon lost by the old trouble of ill-assorted colleagues and internal jealousies. Morris himself, who had been working and travelling much beyond his strength, was laid up immediately afterwards for a month or six weeks with the severest attack of gout he had yet had, and in his absence the others fell to quarrelling with one another. On the 31st of October, while still completely crippled by his illness, he wrote to Mrs. Burne-Jones :

“Here I am still more or less on my back, though I am getting better; I have not had any very bad pain, but have been so dead lame that till yesterday it has been a month of wheeling me in on a sofa from my room to the dining-room. I think I was much like this at Venice, only not so lame. There, enough of symptoms. It has been beautiful weather here till to-day, and I am glad of that for your holidays’ sake: also I have enjoyed it myself: it was quite a luxury to lie here in the morning and let the sun creep over me and watch the clouds. I am afraid that when I get about again I shall find myself very lazy; I have picked up terrible habits of novel-reading and doing nothing this spell. I don’t think it comes from my knocking about to meetings and the like, but rather from incaution as to diet, which I really must look after. You see, having joined a movement, I must do what I can while I last, that is a matter of duty. Besides, in spite of all the self-denying ordinances of us semi-anarchists, I grieve to have to say that some sort of leadership is required, and that in our section I unfortunately supply that want; it seems I was missed last Monday, and stupid quarrels about nothing took place, which it was thought I could have stopped. All this work I have pulled upon my own head, and though in detail much of it is repulsive to the last degree, I still hold that I did not do so without due consideration. Anyhow, it seems to me that I can be of use, therefore I am impelled to make myself useful.

“It is true, as I think I have said before, that I have no great confidence in the stability of our party: but in the stability of the movement I have every confidence; and this I have always said to myself, that on the morrow of the League breaking up I and some half-dozen must directly begin a new organization; and I believe we should do so.

“You see, my dear, I can’t help it. The ideas which have taken hold of me will not let me rest: nor can I see anything else worth thinking of. How can it be otherwise, when to me society, which to many seems an orderly arrangement for allowing decent people to get through their lives creditably and with some pleasure, seems mere cannibalism; nay worse, (for there might be hope in that,) is grown so corrupt, so steeped in hypocrisy and lies, that one turns from one stratum of it to another with hopeless loathing. One must turn to hope, and only in one direction do I see it — on the road to Revolution: everything else is gone now. And now at last when the corruption of society seems complete, there is arising a definite conception of the new order, with its demands in some sort formulated. In the details of that I do not myself feel any great confidence, but that they have taken so much form is hopeful, because unless the new is near to the birth, however rotten the old may be, rebellion against it is mere hopeless grumbling and railing, such as you used to reproach me with.

“Meantime what a little ruffles me is this, that if I do a little fail in my duty some of my friends will praise me for failing instead of blaming me. I have a pile of worry about the party ahead of me when I am about again, which must excuse me for dwelling on these things so much.”

“They made it up last night,” he writes a few days later of the particular quarrel which was then agitating the party. “Even such things as this — the army setting off to conquer all the world turning back to burn Jack’s pigstye, and tumbling drunk into the fire — even this don’t shake me: means one must use the best one can get; but one thing I won’t do, wait for ever till perfect means are made for very imperfect me to work with. As to my not looking round, why it seems to me that no hour of the day passes that the whole world does not show itself to me.”

Such was the courage with which Morris met apparent failure. He was soon to be more seriously alarmed by a sudden though elusive prospect of premature success. It was being borne in on him by bitter daily experience how unripe the Socialist party was; how discordant in its aims, how unfixed in its principles, how incapable of forming or guiding any large popular movement. On the 8th of February, 1886, a meeting of the London unemployed in Trafalgar Square had been followed by a riot which caused an immense sensation, and to the imaginations of many persons seemed the beginning of a really revolutionary movement. When the meeting was over, a mob made its way through several of the main streets of the West End of London, hurling stones at the windows of the club-houses, stopping carriages and demanding money from the occupants, and breaking into and plundering several shops, less it would seem from any distinct plan of robbery than as a rough practical joke. Morris’ own shop, or at the least its windows, only escaped destruction by a few minutes; the shutters were put up and the door locked just as the crowd began to pour into Oxford Street out of North Audley Street. But by that time they had become a mere rabble, and were easily dispersed by the police. “Contemptible as the riot was, as a riot,” Morris wrote of it, “it no doubt has had a great effect, both here and on the Continent.” Nothing of the sort had happened in London for many years. Parliament had just met and a change of Ministry was in progress. The rumours of Mr. Gladstone’s proposed Irish legislation had raised politics to a high tension, and there was all abroad a general uneasiness and excitement which needed little to inflame it. To the Socialists, at least to the more thoughtful among them, excitement was mingled with a sort of terror. They had been working for a revolution, hitherto with little belief that anything could be effected for a long time to come. Was the revolution, beyond their expectation and almost beyond their hope, already at the door? In the next number of the Commonweal, Morris took the opportunity to issue a weighty statement of policy.

The article opens in a tone that gives little promise of applying either light or wisdom to the situation. It was the time when the vices of that debased journalism with which he had deliberately associated himself infected Morris most deeply. The description of the riot itself, and the forecast of what might ensue from it, are not free from qualities most deeply alien from his own nature, tumid metaphor and tawdry declamation. So far the writing is characteristic not of himself, but of his party, or of any party of undisciplined and half-educated men, whether reactionaries or revolutionaries. But once he has paid this sacrifice to the taste of his colleagues, he speaks in his own voice with grave good-sense and temperate foresight.

“I should like to say a few words with the utmost seriousness to our comrades and supporters, on the policy of the Socialist League. I have said that we have been overtaken unprepared, by a revolutionary incident, but that incident was practically aimless. This kind of thing is what many of us have dreaded from the first, and we may be sure that it will happen again and again while the industrial outlook is what it is; but every time it happens it will happen with ever-increasing tragedy. It is above all things our business to guard against the possible consequences of these surprises. At the risk of being misunderstood by hot-heads, I say that our business is more than ever Education.

“The Gospel of Discontent is in a fair way towards forcing itself on the whole of the workers; how can that discontent be used so as to bring about the New Birth of Society? That is the question we must always have before us. It is too much to hope that the whole working class can be educated in the aims of Socialism in due time, before other surprises take place. But we must hope that a strong party can be so educated, educated in economics, in organization, and in administration. To such a body of men all the aspirations and vague opinion of the oppressed multitudes would drift, and little by little they would be educated by them, if the march of events should give us time; or if not, even half-educated they would follow them in any action which it was necessary to take.

“Let me ask our comrades to picture to themselves the consequences of an aimless revolt unexpectedly successful for the time; we will even suppose that it carries with it a small number of men capable of government and administration, though that is supposing a great deal. What would be the result unless the people had some definite aim, however limited?

“The men thus floated to the surface would be powerless, their attempts at legislation would be misunderstood, disappointment and fresh discontent would follow, and the counter-revolution would sweep them away at once. But, indeed, it would not even come to that. History teaches us that no revolts that are without aim are successful even for a time; even the failures (some of them glorious indeed) had a guiding aim in them, which only lacked completeness.

“The educational process, therefore, the forming a rallying point for definite aims, is necessary to our success; but I must guard against misunderstanding. We must be no mere debating club, or philosophical society; we must take part in all really popular movements when we can make our own views on them unmistakably clear; that is a most important part of the education in organization.

“Education towards Revolution seems to me to express in three words what our policy should be; towards that New Birth of Society which we know must come, and which, therefore, we must strive to help forward so that it may come with as little confusion and suffering as may be.”

In issuing this manifesto Morris, while not taking any step that brought him nearer the other wing of the Socialist party, the Parliamentarians and opportunists with whom he had broken a year before, also cut himself definitely away from the more violent section of his own supporters, who were already beginning to class themselves as Anarchists. It became a question whether the midway course he had chosen would attract towards it the best men of both extremes, or whether, on the other hand, he and his following would find themselves a mere thinning remnant between two divergent and increasing camps.

To Burne-Jones, who had written to him after the riot of the 8th of February asking him not to do anything rash, he answered:

“Many thanks, my dear Ned, for your anxiety, but lay it aside for the present. I shall not shove myself into assemblies that are likely to turn into riots; and for the rest I don’t think that the Government will be such doited fools as to attack mere opinion. If they do, all liberal-minded persons will be on our side and they will be ignominiously beaten. At the worst as far as I am concerned it cannot come to much more than a mere joke of a Police-Court case; and that not till the summer. I think the present excitement (it is little more) will die out; or rather be flattened out into a sort of dull discontent favourable to our propaganda, but not likely to lead people into mere aimless rioting. So I am not a bit anxious about myself. My mind is quite made up as to my position; I daresay you would not agree with me as to my views on that matter, but you would have to admit that I was right, judging the thing from my starting point, namely that I am impelled to take action of some sort.

“I will talk of this matter when we meet: meantime, old chap, I send my best love to you for troubling about me.

“I wish I were not so damned old. If I were but twenty years younger! But then you know there would be the Female complication somewhere. Best as it is after all.”

“I have often thought,” he says in another letter of the same date, “that we should be overtaken by the course of events — overtaken unprepared I mean. It will happen again and again: and some of us will cut sorry figures in the confusion. I myself shall be glad when this ferment sinks down again. Things industrial are bad — I wish they would better: their doing so would not interfere with our propaganda, and would give us some chance of getting at working men with intelligence and some share of leisure. Yet if that will not come about, and the dominating classes will push revolution on us, let it be! the upshot must be good in the end. If you had only suffered as I have from the apathy of the English lower classes (woe’s me how low!) you would rejoice at their awakening, however ugly the forms it took. As to my capacity for leadership in this turmoil, believe me, I feel as humble as could be wished: yet after all it is my life, and the work of it, and I must do my best.”

The ferment sank down; and though his forecast of trouble with the police in summer was to be literally verified, he had soon resumed the regular routine of his work. “We had a very crowded meeting here on Sunday,” he writes to Mrs. Morris on the 3rd of April: “I am going to Croydon to-morrow. Murray is in town, come back to Graham’s sale: I saw him at Charing Cross the other day. I go to Dublin on Thursday evening. I see people are making a great fuss about Walker’s pictures: I don’t much sympathize, but the one that they have bought for the National Gallery is the best he did. Ned’s and Gabriel’s are to be sold to-day. Millais’s Vale of Rest fetched a long price: but at any rate ’tis worth a cartload of the wretched daubs he turns out now.”

“I came back from the Irishry all safe last night,” he resumes on the 15th; “but I am off to Leeds and Bradford on Saturday and shall not be back thence till Tuesday: after that, peace as far as travelling is concerned till the end of June. I had a good passage back, and did 50 lines of Homer on the boat. Dublin on the whole I rather like: there is a sort of cosy shabbiness about it which, joined to the clear air, is pleasant. The last meeting on the Tuesday evening was peaceful and even enthusiastic. The day I had spent up among the Wicklow mountains, and found it very beautiful. On whatever other points the Irishry are wild, they are quite cool, sensible, and determined on the Home Rule question. I met some very agreeable middle-classers there and had much talk — far too much in fact; I doubt if there is an iron pot in Dublin with a leg on it by this time.

“I was very glad to get home and am very loth to leave it I can tell you. However, the wine is drawn and must be drunk.”

The translation of the Odyssey to which this last letter alludes had been just begun; and its inception marks the point at which the extreme tension of the last three years began to relax. For as long a period to come he continued equally active and conscientious in the work of spreading Socialist doctrine, but creative work in art and letters began now to resume its normal place in his mind. The effect on his spirits and temper was soon obvious. In May, when the fortunes of the first Home Rule Bill were still swaying heavily in the balance, he could take note of the wild words that were flying in the air with a humorous side glance at the hardly wilder words of the extremists among his own colleagues. “Rebellion is getting quite fashionable now; I shall have to join the Quakers. I wonder if the Queen will order herself to be arrested after having hoisted the flag of rebellion on Buckingham Palace. I don’t think, mind you, that there is much else than brag about the Orangemen; I suppose it would end in a riot or two. But you really should read the St. James’s now and then; Hyndman at his wildest is nothing to it.”

Indeed he seems now and then to have found it necessary to brace himself up against a moderation that was stealing over him almost against his will. “I do not love contention; I even shrink from it with indifferent persons. Indeed I know that all my faults lie on the other side: love of ease, dreaminess, sloth, sloppy good-nature, are what I chiefly accuse myself of. All these would not have been hurt by my being a ‘moderate Socialist’; nor need I have forgone a good share of the satisfaction of vainglory: for in such a party I could easily have been a leader, nay, perhaps the leader, whereas amidst our rough work I can scarcely be a leader at all and certainly do not care to be. I say this because I feel that a very little self deception would have landed me among the moderates. But self-deception it would have been.”

That recovered sweetness of temper (which no one but himself would ever have thought of describing as sloppy good-nature, or good-nature of any kind but the simplest and soundest) is apparent in a series of his letters to his daughter during June.

June 2. “Such a knockabout day as I had on Monday! I saw in the Daily News that our men had been ‘run in’ at Stratford, and expected what followed; namely that as soon as I got home I had to go off to West Ham Police Court (which is the Lord knows where) and see about cash for paying their fines: for we foolishly let too many men be run in, so that though the fines were small, it came to £5 17s. in all. I am very busy lecturing all this week, and have plenty of regrets for the rest of Kelmscott and your dear company; but what will you? it is part of the day’s work.”

June 5. “Stories I have none to tell you: ’tis all meeting and lecture, lecture and meeting, with a little writing interspersed. It was Margaret’s birthday on Thursday when I went to the Grange I found. She is ever so old, 20 actually, just think, and she the baby of the lot! Both the Hammersmith and the Merton gardens are looking very nice now, though even the latter is commonplace compared with Kelmscott. A lady who came on Thursday sent us yesterday a lot of peonies, single ones of various kinds, very handsome: they are Chinese flowers and look just like the flowers on their embroideries.

“Your old Prooshian Blue (only ’tis indigo).”June 15. “There is a good deal to tell you about since I wrote last. Though I forget if I told you how I went to speak on the disputed place at Stratford on Saturday week. Well, I went there rather expecting the police to ‘run me in.’ In which case I should have been fined the following Monday after a wearisome morning. However the meeting was so orderly that they didn’t venture, perhaps all the more as two of the Radicals spoke also; the meeting also was somewhat short. Last Saturday however they did ‘run in’ Mowbray and fined him 20s. and costs yesterday, which seemed to me absurd; I mean to say that they let us alone and got him. We are not going to give it up however yet, but shall try to get the Radicals to go into it heartily, as really an ordinary meeting makes no obstruction at all. In any case I shall not go there on Saturday, because on the Monday after I am to go on the Scotch journey of which I told you, and shall be away for a week. As to my coming to see you, my darling, if I possibly can this week I will; though it will have to be but a short visit.

“As to other events, we had our Conference on Sunday; all day long it lasted; May and I getting home about 11.30 p.m. It was rather a weary job that Conference, and as I was not a delegate, I had not got to speak; though that was after all rather a blessing, as the main subject in dispute was the alteration of the Constitution — not of the British Empire, but of the League. However all went well; the alterers were defeated and bore their defeat with good temper; but I am very glad that there is a respite of a year before we can have another. Yesterday (Monday) we had our outing and I rather enjoyed it, though we did not distinguish ourselves by much organization in it, wandering about rather aimlessly: also the day was not brilliant, as in the afternoon there was a sort of cloudy drizzle on the hills: yet we escaped a good ducking. The place, Box Hill, is really beautiful, with a famous box-wood at the top: you and I must go there when you are back in London. We finished off in Dorking, not however at the Markis of Granby, but the Wheatsheaf, where we had tea, beer, singing and recitation. I regret to state that in the town generally we were taken for a detachment of the Salvation Army. In fact Dorking is a very quiet place, and I don’t suppose they have yet heard the word Socialist. I forgot to say by the way, that though I didn’t speak at Stratford on Saturday I did so at Hyde Park near the Marble Arch. I was quite nervous about it, I don’t know why: because when I was speaking at Stratford I was not nervous at all, though I expected the Police to attack us. At Hyde Park we had a very quiet and rather good audience, and sold four quires of Commonweal: and I spoke twice, the second time not at all nervously.

“As to the Bill, my dear, we expected it to be defeated, though not by so large a majority. The question now is what the country will say about it. Again I expect Gladstone will be beaten, though this time he ought not to be, as he is in the right. I thought his last manifesto (of yesterday) was good and straightforward: there will be all sorts of trouble if the Home Rule matter is not soon settled. I am rather enjoying myself to-day after the last two days’ excitement, in being quietly at home on a nice fine fresh day, though I am obliged to work very hard.”

June 23: Arbroath. “I am here all safe and well: not a bad sort of a town for Scotland: all stone built, and all the older houses roofed with stone slates, right on the sea: it is in fact Fairport of ‘The Antiquary.’ The remains of a very fine Abbey Church and buildings stand for St. Ruth, the Musselcraig is identified, and so forth. I slept a good deal on the road: woke as the train went out of Stirling and showed a very raw-boned town but a lovely country plain and mountains with Forth amidst it very lovely. Perth also blue-boned, but a most beautiful situation, especially down the water of Tay. I have been walking on the sea-shore not trying to remember Miss Isabella Wardour; and now want my dinner.”

Even the long-looked-for collision with the police over the matter of open-air meetings, when it came, came in the mildest and most good-humoured form. On Sunday morning the 18th of July, in accordance with advertised arrangement, Morris was addressing an outdoor meeting in a street off the Edgware Road. An Inspector of police appeared on the scene; the crowd groaned, but made way for him. He came up “mighty civil “ and told Morris to stop speaking: Morris refused; his name and address were taken, and the Inspector went away again. Morris was summoned two days afterwards at the Marylebone Police Court: the technical offence of obstructing the highway was, of course, indisputable, and he was fined a shilling and costs. This was his last encounter with authority in the cause of freedom of speech. Public interest in the matter had for the time died away. Since their experience in Limehouse the year before, the police had been acting more sensibly, and avoided purposeless friction. The public were getting a little tired of the meetings on waste grounds or at street corners, which they vaguely classed with those of the Salvation Army as probably well-meant but certainly foolish, and best treated with neglect. The Radical clubs, which had rallied to the cry of free speech the year before, now hung back, and very reasonably suggested that if there were to be any common action, the Socialists had better first make up their own differences, which had for long been no secret. Always eager for peace, Morris took on himself once more the task of approaching the Social Democratic Federation to try to patch up the quarrel.

The attempt at peacemaking proved quite futile. Morris found the leader of the other faction “stiff and stately, playing the big man, and complaining of being ill-treated by us, which was a Wolf and Lamb business.” Indeed most of the grievances, on whichever side the cause of offence first arose, seem now as they seemed to Morris then, “preposterously petty.” At Dod Street — so the leaders of the Social Democratic Federation insisted, and made this the front of the offence — there had been a distinct breach of faith as regards the order of speeches on the 27th of September the year before. Angry words had passed at the time about this, and the Council of the Socialist League had passed a resolution expressing its “pity for Mr. Hyndman’s tools.” The insult was never forgotten. Since then each party had roundly accused the other of trying to break up its local branches by open abuse and underground insinuations. “How can we make common cause,” they asked, “with people who are perpetually calling us all liars, rogues, intriguers? “ For Morris personally indeed his opponents expressed unaltered regard. To accuse him of intrigue would have been plainly preposterous in the most heated adversary: and little as they took a lesson by it, the simple goodness of his nature impressed itself on even the most jealous, the vainest, the most vindictive of the men whom he longed to call his comrades, and for whose faults and vices, so long as he believed they had the root of the matter somewhere in them, he had a patience that was all but inexhaustible.

“Well, I think I have done with that lot,” he writes when this last negotiation had broken down. “Why will people quarrel when they have a serious end in view? I went to Merton yesterday and worked very hard at my patterns and found it amusing. I have finished the 8th book of Homer and got into the 9th, Lotus Eaters, Cyclops, and so on. How jolly it would be to be in a little cottage in the deep country going on with that, and long walks interspersed — in the autumn country, which after all I love as much as the spring.”






  








CHAPTER XVII. THE ODYSSEY: JOHN BALL: TRAFALGAR SQUARE. 1886-1887
 

THE return to literature, which began early in 1886 with the translation of the Odyssey into English verse, was to some degree both the cause and the effect of a gradual change in Morris’ attitude towards active Socialism. For between three and four years he had forced himself, under the impulse of a great hope and the continuous sense of a primary duty, into a more contracted and perhaps a less effective life than was consonant with his real nature. His principles had changed little when he became a declared Socialist: they changed even less now: but the movement of things was lifting him slowly away from the path that had coincided with or deflected his own, and insensibly he began to swing back into his own orbit. He held as strongly as ever that Education towards Revolution was the end to be steadily pursued. But the terms Education and Revolution both began to shift and enlarge their meaning. As the strain of an excessive concentration on a single task relaxed, the joy of work returned in a fuller measure. “It is right and necessary “ — such was the claim he had made consistently from the first on behalf of human life— “that all men should have work of itself pleasant to do; nay more, work done without pleasure is, however one may turn it, not real work at all, but useless and degrading toil.” The educational, no less than the creative, work which he did in the latter years of life resumed this pleasurable quality, which for a time, under the compulsion of what seemed an overpowering duty, had been almost beaten out of it. In the strenuous self-devotion to the labours exacted of him by his party — sometimes distasteful to him in the highest degree, sometimes of a kind for which he had little native aptitude — there had been an element of what he himself felt to be unnatural. His energy had become forced and feverish. In his own beautiful words, it was the “power of the strong man yearning to accomplish something before his death, not the simple hope of the child who has long years of life and growth before him.” That simple hope is a thing which, once broken, can never be wholly restored. But in his work for the cause henceforth there was, in spite of all discouragements, the hope and the joy that come of work which looks to no immediate results, and is checked by no apparent failure, but sows the seed and leaves it to quicken: as if a man should cast seed into the ground, and should sleep and rise night and day, and the seed should spring and grow up, he knoweth not how.

The translation of the Odyssey had been begun in February, but made little progress till summer, when he took to it with keen interest and advanced with it rapidly. “The Odyssey is to my mind much the most interesting of the two,” he had written to Ellis when he first took up the translation,”but I may do the Iliad afterwards. It is hard work, much more so than the Virgil, owing to the great simplicity of the original, which never has a redundant word in it, or a word without a meaning: however it is very pleasant work.” As it went on, its soothing effect over his nerves became more and more marked. At the beginning of September he alludes to its progress in a letter promising a visit to W. Bell Scott in his northern home at Penkill :

“I am of course much more from pillar to post since I have taken to the pernicious practice of what may be called professional agitation, professional though unpaid, except by general loss of reputation, which however is of no importance, and by no means balances on the wrong side the pleasure on the right side of being engaged in an important movement. Things seem to us more and more tending to a great change, though no doubt it will take time, and also there is a great expenditure of patience necessary to meet all the petty worries that encumber the progress of even great movements. I am also at work, as perhaps you have heard, at translating the Odyssey: this is very amusing: and a great rest from the other work: I am in the middle of the 9th book now.”

On the 7th of September he writes to Kelmscott :

 

“Dearest Jenny,

“I am just writing a line to say that I am well and busy, though somewhat sulky at being dragged away from Kelmscott. The garden here is going the way of all London autumn gardens; but there is still a sort of pale prettiness about it, and there are a good many flowers in it, chiefly Japanese anemones and ‘Chaynee oysters.’ The gardener is busy to-day tidying up. Yesterday M. Guerrault called wanting work; Mr. York Powell (who is working with Gúdbrandr Vigfússon at Oxford) was with him: the conversation I regret to say was chiefly between Powell and me, as Guerrault talks little English and I — well. Powell is a very nice fellow, a good deal of a Socialist and very genial: he was born and bred in Walthamstow, though a Welsh one of blood: he used as a boy to come to Leyton House, he told me. I go to Merton Abbey to-day, and in the evening to a Fabian meeting, where it seems our people expect me to speak against the party of compromise. Young Tom Wardle was summoned for speaking at the Harrow Road Station, some weeks ago, and appeared at the police-court yesterday: he was committed for trial: he says he will not pay a fine — item his father says he won’t. The Temperance people sent a deputation to us on the beautiful Monday that we others went to the White Horse on; they are quite prepared to work with us, and in fact we have made an alliance offensive and defensive with them: I think we shall beat the police in the long run after all. Even at the place where T. Wardle was summoned they have not interfered with us for three weeks.

“Dear me! my Jenny, what a nice four days I did have down there with you; I doubt if I ever enjoyed myself so much in my life: it was delightful and dear.

“I have a long letter from Mr. Birchall this morning about semi-Socialism: he is really a very sensible man: and Mr. Turner says he has very good knowledge of archæology. Well, my dear, I must now go to Merton. Best love, dear: also to all the party.

“Your loving father,

“W. M.”

 

Later in the month he went to Edinburgh to give an address. On the journey, “I amused myself partly with Homer (110 lines) and partly with reading a new book which is very interesting, Russian Epic Songs to wit. The smoke hung low on Edinburgh, so that the mountains looked like strong outlines against the sky, and the ugly detail of the houses was a good deal hidden: so that there was something very fine about the whole view from the Castle Hill, to which I wandered before getting into the church where our window is. Our window is fine, and looks a queer contrast with its glittering jewel-like colour to the daubs about it. There is no station hotel at Edinburgh, so I had to make a shot at one, and it was a bad one too; dull and not over clean. It was quite respectable however, although its dulness was relieved by a sudden fight between the head waiter and a quarrelsome gentleman more or less in liquor. The waiter got the best of it and quite deserved to do so, as far as I could see. It was a curious piece of drama to note the attempts of the quarrelsome gentleman to get away with some kind of dignity, while his old antagonist, become the polite waiter again, brushed past him taking other people’s orders.”

Already literature both in prose and verse was filling up his mind. At the end of October he was full of new projects: “it really would be rather convenient to me to have a little gout in order to do some literary work.” One of these projects, never carried out, was to rewrite and complete the fragments of the poem which had appeared in the Commonweal under the title of “The Pilgrims of Hope.” The first half of the Odyssey was nearly completed. And he had begun to write the flower of his prose romances, the work into which he put his most exquisite descriptions and his deepest thoughts on human life, “The Dream of John Ball.” It also was first published in the Commonweal, beginning in the number for the 13th of November, 1886, and concluding in that for the 22nd of January, 1887.

Even in his direct work for the party — for he still took his full share of duty as a Socialist speaker and on the executive of the League — the reviving literary instinct was beginning to show itself unmistakably. No sooner was “John Ball “ completed than he began to write an elaborate diary of his work and of the movement of things generally in the world about him, with the view of compiling an exact contemporary chronicle. Like the Iceland diary of 1871, it was written with some more or less defined view of publication; “I am writing a diary,” he says in a letter to his daughter,”which may one day be published as a kind of view of the Socialist movement seen from the inside, Jonah’s view of the whale, you know, my dear.” But it was carried on for only three months: and three months’ experience may have sufficed to convince him that this sort of literature — if literature it was strictly to be called — was not on his own strongest side and was hampering him in more important work. The fragment has a double interest, both from passages which seem to show that he still treasured the hope of some sudden and surprising revolution in civilized life, and from other passages in which he criticises his party from the outside with a curiously dispassionate clearness. In both alike, and indeed all through, it has the unique transparency of a record of his actual thoughts at each moment, without any attempt at consistency, or at altering his forecasts in the light of actual events. The fragment has no heading. It opens with the words, “I begin what may be called my diary from this point, January 25th, 1887”; and then goes on without any further preface, “I went down to lecture at Merton Abbey last Sunday.” One of its most noticeable features is the keen and even excited interest he takes in the course of current politics, both domestic and international. This is not indeed surprising in itself, for the time was one of uncertainty and excitement, but it contrasts curiously with the tone of lordly indifference adopted in the official journal of the Socialist League towards things that lay outside their own movement. The extracts which follow show what immense labour he continued to spend in the service of the League, and how clearly nevertheless he saw the weakness of their machinery and the futility of the greater part of their efforts, and of his own.

“I went down to lecture at Merton Abbey last Sunday: the little room was pretty full of men, mostly of the labourer class: anything attacking the upper classes directly moved their enthusiasm; of their discontent there could be no doubt, or the sincerity of their class hatred: they have been very badly off there this winter, and there is little to wonder at in their discontent; but with a few exceptions they have not yet learned what Socialism means; they and Frank Kitz were much excited about the Norwich affair, and he made a very hot speech: he was much exercised about the police being all about the place, detective inside and so on: I fancy their game is to try to catch the club serving non-members with beer or in some way breaking the law. But there is no doubt that there is a good deal of stir amongst the labourers about there; the place is wretchedly poor.

“I slept at Merton, and in the morning got the Norwich paper with a full account of the trial of Mowbray and Henderson; the Judge’s summing up of the case was amusing and instructive, as showing a sort of survival of the old sort of bullying of the Castlereagh times mixed with a grotesque attempt at modernization on philanthropical lines: it put me in a great rage.

“The Daily News printed my letter; it had also a brief paragraph asserting that Germany would presently ask France the meaning of her war preparations, and an alarmist article therewith. I did not know but what the other papers had the same news, and was much excited at the idea: because whatever one may say, one cannot help hoping that such a huge turmoil as a European war could not fail to turn to some advantage for us. Coming to town however I found that the evening papers poh-poh it as a mere hurrying up of the belated Daily News. Yet there may be something in it.

“At the Council of the Socialist League in the evening: the Avelings there mighty civil, but took no part in the proceedings. A dullish meeting, both sides rather shy of the Norwich matter, which but for the heaviness of the sentences would be but a pitiful affair: a committee was appointed to see after Mowbray’s wife and children while he is in: a letter came from Norwich with the news of their having held a great meeting of 6,000 in the market-place on Sunday, at which they passed resolutions condemning the sentence, and in favour of the Social Revolution: though I fear few indeed out of the 6,000 knew what that meant. They were getting up a petition to the Home Secretary.

“Our attempt to get up an Irish meeting of the Radicals led by the Socialists will fail: we are not big enough for the job: the Radical clubs are civil to us but afraid of us, and not yet prepared to break with the Liberals . . . .

“Jan. 26th. Went to South Kensington Museum yesterday with Jenny to look at the Troy tapestry again since they have bought it for £1,250: I chuckled to think that properly speaking it was bought for me, since scarcely anybody will care a damn for it. A. Cole showed us a lot of scraps of woven stuff from the tombs of Upper Egypt; very curious as showing in an unusual material the transition to the pure Byzantine style from the Classical: some pieces being nothing but debased Classical style, others purely Byzantine, yet I think not much different in date: the contrast between the bald ugliness of the Classical pieces and the great beauty of the Byzantine was a pleasing thing to me, who loathe so all Classical art and literature. I spoke in the evening at the Hammersmith Radical Club at a meeting to condemn the Glenbeigh evictions, the room crowded, and of course our Socialist friends there; my speech was well received, but I thought the applause rather hollow, as the really Radical part of the audience had clearly no ideas beyond the ordinary party shibboleths, and were quite untouched by Socialism: they seemed to me a very discouraging set of men; but perhaps can be got at somehow — the frightful ignorance and want of impressibility of the average English workman floors me at times.

“27th. I went to Merton yesterday on a lovely day. Wardle told me the whole story of what they are doing and are going to do at St. Mark’s at Venice. I was incoherent with rage: they will soon finish up the whole thing there — and indeed everywhere else. . . .

“Parliament is to meet to-day: that is not of much importance to ‘we-uns ‘: it is a matter of course that if the Government venture to bring forward a gagging-bill they will not venture to make it anything but an Irish one. For my part I should rather like the Liberals to get in again: for if they do, they must either push on the revolution by furthering Irish matters, which will be a direct gain to us; or they must sneak out of the Irish question, which would be an indirect gain to us, but a far greater one, as it would turn all that is democratic sick of them. It seems that they by no means want to get in, and I don’t wonder, considering that dilemma.

“News this morning that Goschen has lost Liverpool. . . . It is curious to see how equally the parties are balanced in the electorate, by the way: and this again is hopeful for us, because it will force the Liberals to be less and less democratic, and so consolidate the Party of Reaction.

“Feb. 3rd. Went down to Rottingdean on Friday 28th and spent three or four days there: was very glad to leave the Newspapers alone while there: did Homer and an article for Commonweal. . . . I was very loth to come back; though as for holidays ’tis a mistake to call them rests: one is excited and eager always; at any rate during a short holiday, and I don’t know what a long one means. The ordinary drifting about of a ‘busy’ man is much less exciting than these sort of holidays. . . .

“Feb. 7th (Monday). On Friday I went up to the Chiswick club, where Mordhurst (one of our Hammersmith Branch) was to have opened a debate on the Class-war, but as he didn’t turn up, I was called on to take his place: the room was not large; about twenty people there at first, swelling to forty perhaps before the end: the kind of men composing the audience is a matter worth noting, since the chief purpose of this diary is to record my impressions on the Socialist movement. I should say then that the speakers were all either of the better-to-do workmen or small tradesmen class, except Gordon Hogg, who is a doctor. . . . My Socialism was gravely listened to by the audience, but taken with no enthusiasm, and in fact however simply one puts the case for Socialism one always rather puzzles an audience: the speakers, except Hogg and a young timid member of our branch, were muddled to the last degree; but clearly the most intelligent men did not speak: the debate was adjourned till next Friday, but I was allowed a short reply in which I warmed them up somehow. This description of an audience may be taken for almost any other at a Radical club, mutatis mutandis. The sum of it all is that the men at present listen respectfully to Socialism, but are perfectly supine and not in the least inclined to move except along the lines of Radicalism and Trades’ Unionism. . . .

“Yesterday (Sunday) we began our open-air meetings at Beadon Road, near the Broadway there. I spoke alone for about an hour, and a very fair audience (for the place, which is out of the way) gathered curiously quickly; a comrade counted a hundred at most. This audience characteristic of small open-air meetings, also quite mixed, from labourers on their Sunday lounge to ‘respectable’ people coming from church: the latter inclined to grin: the working men listening attentively trying to understand, but mostly failing to do so: a fair cheer when I ended, of course led by the three or four Branch members present. . . .

“Feb. 12th. I have been on League business every night this week till to-night “ (Saturday). “Monday the Council meeting peaceable enough, and dull. . . . Tuesday I took the chair at the meeting to protest against the (possible) coming war at Cleveland Hall, Cleveland St., a wretched place once flash and now sordid, in a miserable street. It is the head-quarters of what I should call the orthodox Anarchists: Victor Dave the leading spirit there. Of course there were many ‘foreigners’ there, and also a good sprinkling of our people and I suppose of the Federation also. It was rather hard work getting through all the speeches in the unknown tongues of French and German, and the natives showed their almost superstitious reverence for internationalism by sitting through it all patiently: the foreign speakers were mostly of the ‘orthodox Anarchists’; but a Collectivist also spoke, and one at least of the Autonomy section, who have some quarrel which I can’t understand with the Cleveland Hall people: a Federation man spoke though he was not a delegate; also Macdonald of the Socialist Union: the Fabians declined to send on the grounds of the war-scare being premature: but probably in reality because they did not want to be mixed up too much with the Anarchists: the Krapotkine-Wilson people also refused on the grounds that bourgeois peace is a war, which no doubt was a genuine reason on their part and is true enough. . . . On Wednesday I went to lecture at a schoolroom in Peckham High Street. . . . Thursday I went to the Ways and Means Committee at the League: found them cheerful there on the prospects of Commonweal. I didn’t quite feel as cheerful as the others, but hope it may go on. Friday I went in the evening to finish the debate begun last week: the room full. Sparling made a good speech; I didn’t.

“Feb. 16th. Sunday I spoke on a very cold windy (N.E.) morning at the Walham Green Station: the people listened well though the audience was not large, about 60 at the most. . . . I lectured on ‘Mediæval England’ to a good audience here in the evening: lecture rather ‘young.’

“Monday, Council meeting very quiet and short. . . . In the afternoon Bax called with Champion, who thinks of starting a new weekly, a private paper not so much a party journal as Commonweal, and bigger, as he is to be backed by money. He wanted my goodwill, which he is welcome to; but I distrust the long endurance of a paper at all commercial, unless there is plenty of money at its back. Champion spoke in a friendly way and was quite open and reasonable; but seems out of spirits about the movement: he has been extremely over-sanguine about getting people to ‘show their strength,’ which of course they won’t do at present, as soon as it looks dangerous, and so he is correspondingly depressed at the poor performance of the Social Democratic Federation in agitation lately.

“Next Sunday they are going to have a ‘Church-parade, at St. Paul’s: but unless they can get an enormous crowd, it will be a silly business, and if they do there will be a row; which got up. in this way I think a mistake; take this for my word about the sort of thing: if a riot is quite spontaneous it does frighten the bourgeois even if it [is] but isolated; but planned riots or shows of force are no good unless in a time of action, when they are backed by the opinion of the people and are in point of fact indications of the rising tide. . . .

“Feb. 23rd. I had a sort of threat of gout the last days of last week, so kept myself quiet at home.

“Sunday for same reason I did not speak out of doors. I went to Mitcham (the branch) on Sunday evening and spoke extemporary to them at their club-room, a tumble-down shed opposite the grand new workhouse built by the Holborn Union: amongst the woeful hovels that make up the worse (and newer) part of Mitcham, which was once a pretty place with its old street and greens and lavender fields. Except a German from Wimbledon (who was in the chair) and two others who looked like artisans of the painter or small builder type, the audience was all made up of labourers and their wives: they were very quiet and attentive except one man who was courageous from liquor, and interrupted sympathetically: but I doubt if most of them understood anything I said; though some few of them showed that they did by applauding the points. I wonder sometimes if people will remember in times to come to what a depth of degradation the ordinary English workman has been reduced; I felt very downcast amongst these poor people in their poor hutch whose opening I attended some three months back (and they were rather proud of it). There were but about 25 present: yet I felt as if I might be doing some good there. . . .

“Monday was Council-night again, and I attended. Poor Allman had been before the magistrate that day and fined 40s., and was sent to jail in default of payment: his offence was open-air preaching close to the meeting-place of the Hackney Branch: so we are beginning our troubles early this year; which is a great nuisance; but I don’t see what is to be done: we can’t give up street-preaching in spite of what Bax and one or two others say about its uselessness: yet the police if they persist can put us down; and unless we can get up a very good case of causeless interference on their part, and consequent presumption of unfairness against us, we shall not be able to enlist the Radical clubs on our side, which is our only chance. At the Council we agreed not to pay Allman’s fine, as he cried out loudly against it; and I believe meant it, as he is a courageous little man. . . . I may note here for the benefit of well-to-do West-enders that the police are incredibly rough and brutal to the poor people in the East end; and that they treated Allman very ill. . . . I may as well say here that my intention is if possible to prevent the quarrel coming to a head between the two sections, parliamentary and anti-parliamentary, which are pretty much commensurate with the Collectivists and Anarchists: and this because I believe there would be a good many who would join the Anarchist side who are not really Anarchists, and who would be useful to us: indeed I doubt if, except one or two Germans, etc., we have any real Anarchists amongst us: and I don’t want to see a lot of enthusiastic men who are not very deep in Socialist doctrines driven off for a fad of the more pedantic part of the Collectivist section. . . .

“Yesterday all day long with Bax trying to get our second article on Marx together: a very difficult job: I hope it may be worth the trouble.

“News of the German selections to-day: the Socialists seem to be going to lose seats (and no wonder considering Bismarck’s iron fist), but they are gaining numbers according to the voting.

“Sparling went down on Monday night to Reading to try to found a branch, after the good reception which he and Carruthers had there last week: but it was a dead failure: a good many had given their names to attend, but when it came to the scratch ‘with one consent they all began to make excuse’: I note this because it is characteristic of the present stage of the movement; for as above said there was plenty of agreement at the meetings we have held there. This hanging-back is partly fear of being boycotted by the masters; but chiefly from dislike to organization, for a question which the ‘respectable’ political parties ignore; and also fear of anything like revolt or revolution. . . .

“March 3rd. Sunday I spoke at Beadon Road; fair attendance of the usual kind; I met a posse of horse police going to St. Paul’s apropos of the S. D. F.’s Church-parade there; and there were also a crowd of police at the Metropolitan station. . . .

“The S. D. F. Church-parade went off well: they ought not to spoil it by having inferior ones at small churches now; but should change the entertainment. Which remark points to the weak side of their tactics: they must always be getting up some fresh excitement, or else making the thing stale and at last ridiculous; so that they are rather in the position of a hard-pressed manager of a theatre — what are they to do next? . . .

“March 9th. It is clear that the Government is in a shaky condition. The Union Liberals are beginning to see that the cat is going to jump the other way: Trevelyan made a speech at Devonshire House this week as good as renouncing the Tory alliance: so it seems the Liberal party is to be re-united on the basis of a Compromise Home Rule Bill; which will last as long as the Irish find convenient. Meantime the Government are threatening a very harsh Coercion Bill: indeed I shouldn’t wonder if they were to make it as stiff as possible in order to insure their own defeat, and then were to appeal to the country on the ground of law and order. All this is blessed bread to us, even the re-union of the Liberal party; because after all, that means the Whigs still retaining their hold of it, the stripping it more and more of anything which could enable it to pose as a popular party; while on the other hand it cripples the Radicals, and takes away all chance of their forming a popular party underneath the more advanced Liberals: so that in politics the break-up of the old parties and the formation of a strong reactionary party goes on apace. . . .

“Sunday I went to the new premises of the Hoxton Branch (the Labour Emancipation League) to lecture: I rather liked it: a queer little no-shaped slip cut off from some workshop or other, neatly whitewashed, with some innocent decoration obviously by the decorator member of the branch: all very poor but showing signs of sticking to it: the room full of a new audience of the usual type of attenders at such places: all working men except a parson in the front row, and perhaps a clerk or two, the opposition represented by a fool of the debating club type; but our men glad of any opposition at all. I heard that our branch lecture was a wretched failure. The fact is our branch, which was very vigorous a little time ago, is sick now; the men want some little new thing to be doing or they get slack in attendance. I must try to push them together a bit. I attended the Council meeting on Monday. It was in the end quarrelsome. . . . We passed a resolution practically bidding our speakers not to draw on quarrels with the police: though I doubt if they will heed it often: as some of them are ambitious of figuring as heroes in this ‘free-speech’ business. This is a pity; as if the police stick to it, they can of course beat us in the long run: and we have more out-a-door stations already than we can man properly. . . .

“March 20th. The annual meeting of our Hammersmith Branch came off: a dead failure, as all our meetings except the open-air ones have been lately. However I really think the savage second winter has had something to do with it; we have had a hard frost for nearly a fortnight now, and often a bitter blast of the N.E. with it; and our stable-meeting-room is not very warmable under such conditions.

“I lectured in the Chiswick Club Hall and had a scanty audience and a dull. It was a new lecture, and good, though I say it, and I really did my best; but they hung on my hands as heavy as lead. The open-air meeting at Walham Green in the morning was very creditable considering the cold weather and the underfoot misery.

“March 24th. 53 years old to-day-no use grumbling at that.”

The diary is continued for a month longer, but becomes more fragmentary as it goes on, and is filled in at longer intervals. On the 27th of April it ends, with the note, “I have been busy about many things, and so unable to fill up this book.”

Among these many things was his Odyssey. “I have just finished the 16th book,” he writes to his daughter on the 18th of February, “and am getting the first volume through the press.” This first volume was published early in April, and the second volume followed in November. It was received with the respect due to its merits. The first edition was sold out in six weeks: but it never became really popular, nor has it taken a place as the standard English version of Homer. It is perhaps one of the cases in which the disparity between the nature of the original and the method of rendering is no less vital because it lies below the surface. When Morris published the translation of the Æneid, the first criticism that occurred to many of his readers was that Homer rather than Virgil, and of the Homeric poems the Odyssey rather than the Iliad, was what he would render with the greatest sympathy and success. This may now be doubted. Notwithstanding his deep love and admiration for the Icelandic epics, notwithstanding the essentially Homeric tone of his own great Volsung epic, the romantic element in Virgil was perhaps more nearly akin to his own most intimate poetical instincts than the broader and more impersonal treatment which puts the Iliad and Odyssey in a class of poetry by themselves. It may further be questioned whether the metre chosen, admirably as it represents the Greek hexameter as regards length of line and rapidity of movement, is not one which lays traps for a translator by the very ease and variation of which its rhythm admits.

Morris prided himself upon the fidelity of his version to the original: “My translation is a real one so far,” he wrote of it to Ellis while it was in progress, “not a mere periphrase of the original as all the others are.” But a translation, whether of Homer or of any other great poet, which sets out to be literal, must of necessity incur the risk of a certain flatness and commonness in passages where the original is only poetical by virtue of some untransferable quality. More especially is this the case in rendering from the Greek. That wonderful language almost makes poetry of itself; it is at once the model and the despair of all other languages. A translation which aims at a high standard of literal accuracy doubles the difficulty, in any case immensely great, of reproducing the continuous dignity and elevation of Homer. And a metre of loose stricture invites the evasion of difficulties which are perhaps insoluble, and at all events are not solved in the least by being evaded. The epic hexameter, with all its elasticity, is accurately uniform in its metrical structure: it carries the poem forward unswervingly and unfalteringly. But the Sigurd-metre of Morris’ Odyssey, with an elasticity equal to that of the Greek hexameter itself, and a power (due to the great variation of which it admits) of attaining certain astonishing effects, suffers from this very quality in a tendency to relapse into formlessness. It is apt to revert into the mere inchoate metre from which it and the hexameter are both historical evolutions.

This tendency acts in two ways: in one way by stripping the metre, as one might say, to the bone. The couplet,

They sat and fell to feasting, and men of worth rose up And poured the wine unto them in many a golden cup,

goes back to the metre of the Niebelungenlied, of Nævius’s “Punic War,” and in all probability of the lost Greek epics, out of which was gradually evolved what we know by the name of Homer. But on the other hand it is apt to become overloaded. In lines like

Whether he should pray to the fair-faced, laying hand upon her knee,

or,

Bides she still with my child, and steadfast yet guardeth all my good?

the laxity of the metre allows it to pass into something that is barely metrical. In original writing the ear and taste of a good craftsman will keep him safe from both extremes. But in a translation, as all translators know, there is a temptation almost irresistible to take advantage of any licence the metre allows, a little here and a little there, till at last the accumulated result goes far beyond what the translator had meant or what the reader can readily approve. This is the reason why a successful verse translation, be it of Homer or Virgil or any other great poet, must be executed in a metre of accurate structure.

Morris was too conscientious an artist, and too deeply in sympathy with the spirit of the Saga, whether Greek or Northern, to make things easier for his readers by modernizations of language or sentiment, or by slurring whatever in the original is weak, or verbose, or in any way repellent to modern feeling. There is a measure of truth in what he said of the translation himself before it appeared: “I don’t think the public will take to it; it is too like Homer.” In fact, when due allowance is made for this defect in the medium chosen, one may well wonder that in a language which is so different from Greek, and which, with all its own merits, has so little of the specific Greek beauty, Morris succeeded in producing such radiant effects as he does. And if his translation has not become the standard English version, it is only because that place still remains empty.

Of another kind of calls on his time there is a ludicrous instance in a letter to his daughter written this spring. “Comes me here on Tuesday one of our Oxford Street chaps and says will I go call on a lady near Hans Place about some decoration. So yesterday I go — grumbling, but thinking like John Gilpin about the loss of pence: and coming to Hans Place find it a very architectoora-looral region: knock at the door: am shown into the drawing-room, when enter to me a lady who, after a very short preamble, requests me to look at some decoration that she was doing in the poker-style you know, burning the pattern in: and with a view of my helping her to a sale of these articles; her husband by the way being a swell in the War Office. My dear, the impudence of women is great; ask your Mama if she don’t think so. Moreover I was too much amused, and also flabbergasted, to walk out of the house without a word, so I had to finish my morning call with great gravity; a morning call also for which I can’t see my way for charging. How May did laugh at me when I came home!”

“I must tell you, my dear,” he says in another letter a little later, “that I am getting famous, or at least notorious, in Hammersmith town. The other day opposite the Nazareth a covered greengrocer’s cart hailed me as ‘Socialist!’ and then as ‘Morris!’ I don’t think this was meant to be complimentary. Also a week ago as I was going down Rivercourt Road, lo a small boy, chubby, about seven years old, sitting swinging on one of the iron gates, very uncomfortably I should think, as they have sort of cabbage ornaments, sings out to me: ‘Have a ride, Morris! ‘ At these two places I was known: but last Sunday it befel me to go to Victoria Park (beyond Bethnal Green) to a meeting. Now I have mounted a cape or cloak, grey in colour, so that people doubt whether I be a brigand or a parson: this seemed too picturesque for some ‘Arrys who were passing by, and sung out after me, Shakespeare, yah! ‘“

All through that hot summer of the Queen’s Jubilee he stayed in London, busily trying to keep the Socialist League together, and working hard at Merton against the continued depression of trade, but not too anxious to enjoy life in a way that he could hardly have done the year before. A few extras from letters written during these summer months may be added here.

“I am trying to get the League to make peace with each other and hold together for another year. It is a tough job; something like the worst kind of pig-driving I should think, and sometimes I lose my temper over it. It is so bewilderingly irritating to see perfectly honest men, very enthusiastic, and not at all self-seeking, and less stupid than most people, squabble so: and withal for the most part they are personally good friends together.”

“It was almost too good to be true to hear the rain tinkling on the leaves when I woke about half-past four, and O how pleasant it did feel! I have looked at Lewis Morris’ Ode; and looked away from it in wonder why people write odes: as Huck Finn would say, if I had a yaller dog that took to writing odes I would shoot him.”

“On Tuesday our water-party did actually come off, Aglaia, Opie and Mr. Leaf being the other ones besides Janey, Jenny and self. It turned out quite a success; we went by train to Richmond and then took a boat and went up to Hampton Court by slow degrees, rowing, sailing, and towing. We got to the Palace just half an hour before closing-time of the building, but didn’t mind about that. Our other male-man got out coming back at Surbiton, so that we were rather late; didn’t get to Teddington Lock till after 8; so that it was full night when we came out of it. So I had to set poor Aglaia to steer in the dark, or the dusk rather, as Jenny is short-sighted and Janey was too tired, and the two girls had been rowing a good bit already, so that I had to row till we were close to Richmond again. Aglaia was (naturally) nervous and kept on mistaking ‘nature’s boskage,’ or its shadow rather, for barges: but she did very well after all and we mightily enjoyed ourselves; Jenny especially, who was delighted with the night rowing and the glitter of the lights of Richmond Hill in the water, and the rather terrifying mysteries of a river by night.

“An improvement is to be noted at Hampton Court by the way. They have cleaned the tapestries; and taken the piece that used to be under the gallery and hung it in the Drawing Room so that it is quite visible, and have added another piece to it which I have never seen before and which is very fine. The Triumph of Time, also at the end of the Drawing Room, now it is cleaned shows a most splendid work: also they have opened a small room next to the Drawing Room, and that also is hung with tapestries, inferior to these, but still very beautiful.”

“This morning, as it is fresh and fair after the rain, I am going to throw dull care away and have a holiday, to wit I am going to Hampton Court by myself to look at the tapestries and loaf about the gardens.”

“I don’t know if you saw an article about the Working Men’s Clubs in the Daily News t’other day. I who know a good deal about these institutions grinned sardonically at its conventional rose-water. There is only a very small nucleus of really political working men: at Chiswick with a membership of 300 there are about 14 who interest themselves in politics: the Hackney Club 1,600 members, and about 100 political ones. Sunday beer, and weekday cards and billiards, are the real attraction. Moreover quite in contradiction to what the D. N. states, the only political working men’s clubs at all that are even worth mentioning are much infused with Socialism.”

“I have had one holiday this week: I went to see the Flowers (human) at Tangley Manor. It is a very beautiful old house: the old 14th century hall, at least its chief beam, being built up into a house of 1582. I grudged the vanishing of the older house in spite of the beauty of the other. A moat it has and a stone wall with holes in it, and many things desired by the righteous; and the country around is pleasant. But Lord! if I lived there, what a state of terror I should be in lest they should begin to build up round about. There is a beautiful pile of old barns fronting it which does not belong to Flower, but to a man who thinks that he looks upon them as an eyesore and wants to buy them to pull them down; and therefore he keeps them up, in order to stimulate Flower to bid a higher price for the land than it is worth.”

“I have now” (August 25th) “committed the irremediable error of finishing the Odyssey, all but a little bit of fair-copying. I am rather sad thereat.”

“It is a beautiful bright autumn morning here, as fresh as daisies: and I am not over-inclined for my morning preachment at Walham Green, but go I must, as also to Victoria Park in the afternoon. I had a sort of dastardly hope that it might rain. Mind you, I don’t pretend to say that I don’t like it in some way or other, when I am on my legs. I fear I am an inveterate word-spinner and not good for much else.”

“I had three very good days at Kelmscott” (in September): “once or twice I had that delightful quickening of perception by which everything gets emphasized and brightened, and the commonest landscape looks lovely; anxieties and worrits, though remembered, yet no weight on one’s spirits — Heaven in short. It comes not very commonly even in one’s younger and brighter days, and doesn’t quite leave one even in the times of combat.”

Late in that autumn was produced the most singular of all Morris’ literary adventures, the little play entitled “The Tables Turned, or Nupkins Awakened.” “I have been writing,” he says on the 24th of September, “a — what? — an ‘interlude’ let’s call it, to be acted at Farringdon Road for the benefit of Commonweal “ It was performed there on the 15th of October, Morris himself acting in it, and was so successful that it was repeated three times. The dramatic form was one which he had essayed long before in a very different material. “Sir Peter Harpdon’s End,” “The Fall of Troy,” and “Love is Enough,” are a trilogy which is strangely concluded by this satyric piece.

In the contemporary theatre and in the modern actor’s art Morris had not, and never affected to have, the slightest interest. From a very different point of view, he had for many years come to the same conclusion as Matthew Arnold in pronouncing the modern English theatre the most debased in Europe. Since the days of his early enthusiasm for Robson and Kean he hardly ever had gone to a play, unless on some rare occasion when he took his children or was dragged off by a friend. Nor has “The Tables Turned” anything that can be called a plot, any dramatic artifice, or any characterization beyond that of a mediæval mystery play. “If he had started a Kelmscott Theatre,” says one of the most enthusiastic and most paradoxical of his followers,”instead of the Kelmscott Press, I am quite confident that in a few months, without going half a mile afield for his company, he would have produced work that would within ten years have affected every theatre in Europe.” As a personal impression this assertion is interesting, but unverifiable. As a matter of fact nothing came of the experiment in which the method of the Townley Mysteries was applied to a modern farce. “Morris was so interested,” the critic just quoted adds, 11 buy his experiment in this sort of composition that he for some time talked of trying his hand at a serious drama, and would no doubt have done it had there been any practical occasion for it, or any means of consummating it by stage representation under proper conditions, without spending more time on the job than it was worth. It was impossible for such a born teller and devourer of stories as he was to be indifferent to an art which is nothing more than the most vivid and real of all ways of storytelling.” It is certainly true that he was just then casting about for some new method of expressing the thought working inside him, and getting rid of his superabundant creative energy. So it had always been in all his practice of the arts: no sooner had he mastered one art — were it illuminating, or carpet-weaving, or narrative poetry — than he passed eagerly on to master another: and just now, “rather lost,” as he says, “with the conclusion of my Odyssey job, and on the look-out for another,” he may have thought now and then of the dramatic form as one in which he might begin a new and interesting series of researches and experiments in order to recover, as in the other arts, the dropped thread of the mediaeval tradition. But if so, it was not seriously, nor for long: and in the series of prose romances which he began soon afterwards, and which were continued through the remaining years of his life, he found a vehicle of new expression more satisfying to his imagination and better suited to his familiar methods.

The part which Morris himself took in the play was that of the Archbishop of Canterbury, who was supposed to have been called as a witness for the defence in a police prosecution of a member of the Socialist League. The charge was one of obstruction and incitement to riot by speaking from a stool (as Morris so often did) on a Sunday forenoon at Beadon Road, Hammersmith. “Under the pretext of paying a visit to my brother of London,” the Archbishop had got into a cab and gone off to see what these Socialist meetings were like. “To the best of my remembrance,” he states in evidence, “there were present at the commencement of your discourse but three persons exclusive of yourself” — namely, a colleague of the lecture, the Archbishop himself, and a small boy. The discourse “was a mass of the most frightful incendiarism. He even made an attack on my position, stating (wrongly) the amount of my moderate stipend.” The audience, he further states, had increased to ten by the time the orator concluded. The scene, which was received by the audience, most of them familiar with those Sunday street meetings, with uncontrolled amusement, gave the ludicrous side of a bitter truth. Often Morris had himself spoken, both in doors and out of doors, to as small an audience. A few months earlier, a lecture on Feudal England, into which no other man alive could have put an equal combination of historical knowledge, imaginative insight, and romantic sympathy, had been delivered to an audience of nine people, not one of whom probably understood what it was about. That such entire public apathy regarding the Socialist ideal should co-exist with the presence of revolution actually at the door (the trial in this play is broken off by its triumphal outbreak) is a situation well enough suited for a farce which is intentionally and wildly extravagant. But it seems that even then the combination was one in which the more ardent members of the League had not in the least abandoned belief.

For that strange belief, in which Morris no doubt had once to a certain degree shared (“as his way was about everything, to make it something different from what it was,” the habit of boyhood surviving undiminished into mature life), the events of the next month in London gave some sort of colour. A long-continued depression of trade had made the question of the unemployed, in London and elsewhere, more than usually serious; and the restlessness among the working classes culminated in the famous scenes of the 13th of November, “Bloody Sunday,” in and round Trafalgar Square. A meeting in the Square had been announced to protest against the Irish policy of the Government: it had been proclaimed by the police, and became converted into a demonstration on a huge scale. No one who saw it will ever forget the strange and indeed terrible sight of that grey winter day, the vast sombre-coloured crowd, the brief but fierce struggle at the corner of the Strand, and the river of steel and scarlet that moved slowly through the dusky swaying masses when two squadrons of the Life Guards were summoned up from Whitehall. Morris himself did not see it till all was nearly over. He had marched with one of the columns which were to converge on Trafalgar Square from all quarters. It started in good order to the number of five or six thousand from Clerkenwell Green, but at the crossing of Shaftesbury Avenue was attacked in front and on both flanks by a strong force of police. They charged into it with great violence, striking right and left indiscriminately. In a few minutes it was helplessly broken up. Only disorganized fragments straggled into the Square, to find that the other columns had also been headed off or crushed, and that the day was practically over. Preparations had been made to repel something little short of a popular insurrection. An immense police force had been concentrated, and in the afternoon the Square was lined by a battalion of Foot Guards, with fixed bayonets and twenty rounds of ball cartridge. For an hour or two the danger was imminent of street-fighting such as had not been known in London for more than a century. But the organized force at the disposal of the civil authorities proved sufficient to check the insurgent columns and finally clear the streets without a shot being fired. For some weeks afterwards the Square was garrisoned by special drafts of police. Otherwise London next day had resumed its usual aspect.

Once more the London Socialists had drawn into line with the great mass of the London Radicals, and a formidable popular movement had resulted, which on that Sunday was within a very little of culminating in a frightful loss of life and the practical establishment of a state of siege in London. But the English spirit of compromise soon made itself felt. While on the one hand the impotence of a London crowd against armed and drilled forces had been crushingly demonstrated, on the other hand the public were startled into seriousness. Measures were taken for the relief of the unemployed. Political Radicalism resumed its normal occupations; and by the end of the year the Socialist League had dropped back to its old place, a small body of enthusiasts among whom an Anarchist group were now beginning to assume a distinct prominence. The only other important public occasion in which Morris took part during the rest of the year was on the 18th of December. A young man named Alfred Linnell had died in hospital from injuries received from the police in the struggle of Bloody Sunday. A public funeral was organized. In pouring rain a great but orderly crowd marched through the mid-winter dusk from Soho to Bow Cemetery, where the burial service was read by the light of a lantern. The stately verses which Morris wrote for the occasion are well known. Less known, but perhaps not less worthy of remembrance, is the brief speech which he delivered over the grave. The other speakers — Mr. Tims of Battersea, Mr. Dowling of the Irish National League, Mr. Quelch of the Social Democratic Federation — had improved the occasion with obvious sincerity, but in phrases that were rapidly becoming mere commonplaces of journalism and losing any definite meaning: protesting against what they described as the autocracy of the police, speaking of hired murderers in uniform, and a ruling class trembling in its shoes. Morris’ words, spoken to a crowd fast melting away in the darkness and rain, tried to recall the larger and nobler issue. “Our friend who lies here has had a hard life, and met with a hard death; and if society had been differently constituted, his life might have been a delightful, a beautiful, and a happy one. It is our business to begin to organize for the purpose of seeing that such things shall not happen; to try and make this earth a beautiful and happy place.”

“The scene at the grave,” he writes a few days afterwards, “was the strangest sight I have ever seen, I think. It was most impressive to witness; there was to me something aweful (I can use no other word) in such a tremendous mass of people, unorganized, unhelped, and so harmless and good-tempered.”

This feeling of pity for the helplessness of the masses had throughout stood alongside of his indignation at the practical barbarism of the commercial system as the dominant force in his mind. When he saw the multitudes — if we may recall in so different a context the august words of the Evangelist — he was moved with compassion on them, because they fainted, and were scattered abroad as sheep having no shepherd. The direct result of all his efforts to bring them together and lead them on was indeed little enough. The smallness of the numbers of really convinced supporters, however much the opportunist section of English Socialists might try to swell them out by various bodies of men in buckram, was a fact to which he never blinded himself, nor was he less keenly alive to the prodigious difficulty of accustoming men’s minds in England to conceive the possibility of any changes being effected by other than the familiar Parliamentary methods. “I have always known,” he writes on the 26th of February, 1887, to Ellis, “that if ever there were a Socialist party in England they would have to send men to Parliament, though I certainly wouldn’t be one of them. But ’tis no more use a sect blustering about getting itself represented’ than it is about its conquering the world by dynamite and battle. ’Tis barely possible to get a Radical returned as a Radical, let alone a Socialist. Still things have moved much within the last four years, and they will no more stop for the capitalists than they will hurry for me.” But it was not all waste labour. “Men fight and lose the battle,” says John Ball, “and the thing that they fought for comes about in spite of their defeat, and when it comes turns out not to be what they meant.” The silent permeation of a new spirit was making itself felt. The doctrines on which Socialism is founded were slowly beginning to modify common thought. Education towards revolution, Morris’ own watchword as a Socialist, was in one sense or another rapidly becoming the order of the day. In the larger sphere of politics a change of tone was beginning to be manifest. Significant utterances began to be heard from supporters of the existing organization. The celebrated words, “We are all Socialists now,” had already been uttered by an ex-Minister in the House of Commons. Professed Socialists had been invited to read papers at the Church Congress, and a Bishop had startled his colleagues by publicly declaring the contrast between the rich and poor to be so appalling that serious consideration was due to any scheme, no matter how revolutionary, that promised relief. And about Morris himself a group of artists and craftsmen were gathering, who, without following his principles to their logical issues or joining any Socialist organization, were profoundly permeated with his ideas on their most fruitful side, that of the regeneration, by continued and combined individual effort, of the decaying arts of life. Among these men, a small body, but growing in numbers, strong in youth, ardent in assured conviction, Morris’ final words on the Beauty of Life were at last working with their full force. “To us who have a cause at heart, our highest ambition and our simplest duty are one and the same thing. For the most part we shall be too busy doing the work that lies ready to our hands to let impatience for visibly great progress vex us much. And surely, since we are servants of a cause, hope must be ever with us.”

Cela est bien dit, répondit Candide, mais il faut cultiver notre jardin. Such too had been the last word of the despised eighteenth century.






  








CHAPTER XVIII. SIGNS OF CHANGE: THE ARTS AND CRAFTS: RETURN TO ROMANCE. 1888-1889
 

THIS group of craftsmen were drawn together from many different quarters and worked in very various methods; but each in his own sphere, all alike consciously aimed at a Renaissance of the decorative arts which should act at once through and towards more humanized conditions of life both for the workman and for those for whom he worked. There were few if any among them who would not readily have acknowledged Morris as their master. The seed sown twenty-seven years before in the little workshop in Red Lion Square had long been silently and unostentatiously bearing fruit. Of those whose practice had long been moulded by Morris’ influence, there were not a few for whom the ideas which underlay the whole of his work had, when they took definite shape as a body of doctrine, added a quickened impulse and a higher enthusiasm. Socialism, less as a definite creed or a dogmatic system than as a way of looking at human life and the meaning of the arts, was widely diffused among a younger generation of artists. Among these Mr. Walter Crane, by his versatility and energy, as well as the acknowledged excellence of his artistic work, held a leading place. Mr. T. J. Cobden-Sanderson brought to the movement an energy as great, united with the gift of a copious and persuasive eloquence. Among the younger men Mr. Heywood Sumner, Mr. W. R. Lethaby, and Mr. W. A. S. Benson may be singled out as prominent members of the group. Only a few out of the whole body were, either then or subsequently, professed Socialists. Some of them were Conservative or even ultra-Conservative in politics. But they all in their special lines of work carried out ideas of which Morris was the original source. To them, and to many others, he has been, both while he lived and afterwards, an inspiring and guiding influence of the first importance.

Alongside of this movement, or rather essentially included in it, was another movement towards a re-integration of labour, a practical socialism of handicraft as applied to the arts. This movement expressed itself in two ways. On the one hand it aimed at a new organization of work within the single workshop, so that the manager, the designer, and the artificer should cease to be three distinct persons belonging to different social grades, differently educated and differently employed, working without mutual sympathy, or even each in active hostility to the others. On the other hand it expressed itself in the coordination of these workshops, hitherto isolated units of productive energy, whether by means of formal guilds and associations, or through more intangible links of common ideas and kindred enthusiasms, into the beginnings of a trained organism of handicraftsmen, with a mutual intercommunication, and a cumulative force of trained intelligence. What Morris himself had, in earlier days, done by the mere unassisted force of his own genius, was now being attempted on all sides with a conscious purpose. His own work in the early sixties had been based on two principles: the first, that nothing should be done in his workshops which he did not know how to do himself; and the second, that every form of decorative art could be subsumed under the single head of architecture, and had only a real life and intelligible meaning in its relation to the mistress-art, and through the mistress-art to all the other subordinate arts. Following out these principles, his pupils were now occupied, first, in learning what it was they had to deal with by actual work at the lathe, or the dye-vat, or the mason’s yard, and then in forming, by the coordination and communication of this practical knowledge, the basis for a really popular art such as had not existed within the memory of men now living.

The sense of corporate life among this group of artists and workmen had by this time reached a point where it demanded some visible expression. There was already a sort of freemasonry among them. The Art Workers’ Guild, established in March, 1884, had become a great influence towards solidarity. But now an increased motive power might, it was thought, be given to the movement by arranging for periodical public exhibitions of work done. These exhibitions were to be combined with some amount of instruction by acknowledged masters in both the theory and the practice of the various handicrafts. The beginning of this project has been dated from a correspondence which had been carried on some three years before in the Times on the subject of reform of the Royal Academy. It had long been a surprise or scandal to many that the Academy of Arts should confine itself rigidly to painting and sculpture and what may be called abstract architecture, and should ignore all the other decorative and applied arts. But public opinion could not be roused to press for the reform of this bad tradition. The attempt to do so, not for the first or last time, came to nothing: and it was then that the suggestion arose of a separate exhibition of products of applied art. So early as 1858 the question had been raised by Madox Brown in connexion with the exhibitions held by the newly-founded Hogarth Club. The committee of the club had then refused to hang his designs for furniture, as not being examples of “fine art proper.” Their decision was quite in consonance with the traditions of that day. But the Pre-Raphaelites themselves were strongly represented on the committee, and even among them the proposal found little or no favour. Probably this was due to a certain excessive purism which had its legitimate and intelligible source in the desire to withdraw art from all taint or suspicion of commercialism. In any case the decision then taken had practically put the matter off for a whole generation. Perhaps the delay was not without its uses.

The first step towards carrying the scheme now once more suggested into actual working was taken by Mr. Benson, who, since he left Oxford in 1876, had been engaged first (like Morris himself) in an architect’s office, and then in founding and carrying on a business as a decorative metal-worker and cabinet-maker, and had been throughout that time intimate with Morris on the side of theory and of practice alike. In concert with two or three others,he succeeded, early in 1886, in effecting the formation of a provisional committee of some five and twenty members. Nearly all of them were also members of the Art Workers’ Guild; and it was the existence of the Art Workers’ Guild, Mr. Benson thinks, which made the Arts and Crafts Exhibition Society possible. Of less import, but not without a large result both for good and harm on the new movement, were the various associations which had sprung up in recent years under the names of Home Arts, or Cottage Arts Societies, or Village Industries. These associations had been formed chiefly by the energy or caprice of individuals. Some of them were direct attempts at following the teaching of Ruskin. Others represented a mixture of charity and patronage, and their only effect was to multiply the pro-ductious of amateur incompetency. In a few cases, according to the view taken by skilled judges, good work had been produced by them, and in a few more, a slow but steady progress towards good work was visible; but on the whole they were of little value either as productive or as educational agencies.

The newly-formed association was at first known by the name of the Combined Arts. The name of the Arts and Crafts was the invention, at a somewhat later stage, of Mr. Cobden-Sanderson. He was also in the main responsible for another of the new departures made in the first Arts and Crafts Exhibition, that of publishing the names of the designer and executant as the joint-authors of any given piece of work which was exhibited.

That such a thing should be thought of at all marked a great advance from the ideas of a generation earlier. The large firms of decorators and furnishers looked on the notion with suspicion or contempt; and several of them refused point blank to have anything to do with a scheme under which the work of art should have any name attached to it except that of the proprietor and vendor. It was contrary to their practice, and injurious, as they conceived, to their interests, that even their own “designer,” the artist whom they paid to produce patterns for their workmen to execute, should be known by name, or have any substantive existence, or separate recognition, outside their workshops. As a body of designers — for such in the main they were — the members of the Arts and Crafts Exhibition Society were fighting for their own hand in insisting that he should be so recognized. The further doctrines that the name of the executant workman should, where possible, be given, as well as that of the designer, was no doubt in a measure due to the working of Socialistic, or at all events semi-Socialistic ideas. To Morris, who had thought the whole matter out for years, and was never the victim of phrases, the point seemed a trivial one; it was not by printing lists of names in a catalogue that the status of the workman could be raised, or the system of capitalistic commerce altered in the slightest degree. As a matter of fact, this was essentially a designers’ movement: and it was as such that Morris approached it. Any elements of militant Socialism which appeared in it came from other sources; and some of those who had been his own disciples, up to the measure of their capacity, in Socialist doctrines, were surprised, and a little indignant, at the cool view which Morris took of the “responsible executants” of his own designs, and the civil contempt with which he treated the rules and regulations framed by his colleagues or pupils. Here, as always whenever it came to be a question of practical production, he understood exactly how to make the best of things as they are, and was no more the slave of new theories than of old conventions.

Towards the movement which thus took shape, the way here, as in so many other instances, had been pointed out by the far-ranging genius of Ruskin long before any steps were, or could be, taken towards its realization. The prophet had, as usual, been long before his age. The whole of the Socialism with which Morris identified himself so prominently in the eighties had been implicitly contained, and the greater part of it explicitly stated, in the pages of “Unto This Last “ in 1862, when Morris had just begun the work of his life as a manufacturer. And so now, the new movement in art, which has had so powerful an effect in the succeeding decade, took a direction which had been suggested by Ruskin ten years earlier. Writing to Morris on the 3rd of December, 1878, Ruskin, after thanking him for being the only person who went “straight to the accurate point of the craftsman’s question,” added these striking words: “How much good might be done by the establishment of an exhibition, anywhere, in which the Right doing, instead of the Clever doing, of all that men know how to do, should be the test of acceptance!” The times were not then ripe. But now this was one main object with which the Arts and Crafts Society was founded, and this was the test which, to the best of its power and will, it attempted to apply.

The protect had taken form in the latter months of 1887. Morris, though for it, as for the whole movement out of which it sprang, he was so largely the ultimate source, had no share in its origination, and was at first, with his strong common sense, inclined to lay stress on the difficulties that stood in the way: “One thing will have to be made clear,” he wrote on the last day of that year, “i.e., who is to find the money. I can’t help thinking on reflection that some money will have to be dropped upon it: for I don’t think (again on reflection) that you will find commercial exhibitors willing to pay rent for space, and the shillings at the door will not, I fear, come to much after the first week or two: the general public don’t care one damn about the arts and crafts; and our customers can come to our shops to look at our kind of goods; and the other kind of exhibits would be some of Walter Crane’s works and one or two of Burne-Jones: those would be the things worth looking at: the rest would tend to be of an amateurish nature, I fear. In short, at the risk of being considered a wet blanket, a Job, or Job’s comforter, and all that sort of thing, I must say I rather dread the said exhibition: this is of course my private view of the matter, and also of course I wish it success if it comes off.”

A month later he writes again: “I am convinced that the only time of the year available for the exhibition is from the middle of March to the middle of August. Any other time it would only be visited by the few who are really interested in the subject. Isn’t it now too late to get the thing afoot during this period this year?”

But the scheme was already fairly afoot: and Morris seems to have under-estimated, not indeed the actual progress that had been made in the production of good work rightly done, but the amount of feeling towards such production which was stirring, and the amount of public interest which had been at last, though languidly and tardily, aroused in the difference between good and bad decorative art. When once the decision was taken, he gave the scheme his hearty support: and in this, as in the succeeding exhibitions held, his work attracted a wider and more intelligent interest than could have been counted upon. The lectures and papers which he contributed had also a real stimulative and educative value. Limited as was the number of people interested in the subject, they were to be counted by hundreds where those interested in theoretic Socialism could be reckoned on the fingers of one hand. When he resumed educational work in connexion with what was, after all, his own proper subject, on which he spoke with the ease and authority of an absolute master, he may indeed have felt that he was not striking at the root, but must also have recognized that he was not spending his blows on the air.

The echoes of the Trafalgar Square disturbances died slowly away. Popular attention in England was soon transferred to the auction of the Government in Ireland under the Crimes Art of 1887: but Morris refused to be so turned off the point. “As to Blunt and his imprisonment,” he wrote on the 14th of January (Mr. Wilfrid Blunt was a personal friend of his own, for whom he had a great liking), “from what I hear, the Irish prisons are better than the English. I don’t see that we take it quietly specially because it is in Ireland: there are dozens of poor fellows in prison in England over the Trafalgar Square business, some of them for four or six months, for the same offence as Blunt’s, and I fear little enough is said about them. However it is a bad business enough, nor do I deny that an English prison is torture, and is meant to be so. Doubtless it is bad that political prisoners like Blunt and the so-called rioters should be treated as criminals; but then the criminals are not treated as if they were human beings. The whole prison system in its folly, stupidity, and cruelty, is a disgrace to mankind; and the treatment of political prisoners is only one instance.”

But though there were crowded meetings to welcome the Trafalgar Square prisoners on their release, the excitement, so far as not artificially kept up by the temporary alliance between Socialists and Irish Home-Rulers in vindication of the right of free speech in both countries, had already dwindled away. “On the whole,” Morris writes again in March, “I think things will be pretty quiet till next October or November, when it will begin simmering again. I have been reading Tolstoi’s ‘War and Peace,’ which I find I can get through with much approbation but little enjoyment, and yet (to take the horse round to the other side of the cart) with a good deal of satisfaction. There seems to be a consensus of opinion in these Russian novels as to the curious undecided turn of the intellectual persons there: Hamlet (Shakespeare’s I mean, not the genuine Amloði) should have been a Russian, not a Dane. This throws some light on the determination and straightforwardness of the revolutionary heroes and heroines there; as if they said, ‘Russians must be always shilly-shally, letting I dare not wait upon I would, must they? Look here then, we will throw all that aside and walk straight to death.’

“I don’t think I shall tackle ‘Anna Karenina’; I want something more of the nature of a stimulant when I read. I am not in a good temper with myself: I cannot shake off the feeling that I might have done much more in these recent matters than I have; though I really don’t know what I could have done: but I feel beaten and humbled. Yet one ought not to be down in the mouth about matters; for I certainly never thought that things would have gone on so fast as they have in the last three years; only, again, as opinion spreads, organization does not spread with it.”

“The Dream of John Ball “ was published as a book that month, and was followed two months later by the volume of lectures and addresses entitled “Signs of Change.” This volume once cleared out of the way, his mind reverted with full force to the romance and simplicity of a remoter past. An epoch of swift change, even were it in the nature of progress, was distasteful to his temperament. He was continually seeking refuge from it in dreams of some settled and seeming-changeless order, whether seen as a vision of the future or recreated from a tradition of the past. The old world which he had summoned up in “John Ball” was one that had none of this stability. Its period was that of the breaking up of the mediaeval system, and the beginnings of times of change, destruction and unsettlement. In the new romance which he now began to write, he went back from the close of the Middle Ages to their earliest beginnings, and from a complex artificial society to the simplest of all known to history. This story, “The House of the Wolfings,” was the first of a series of prose romances which he went on writing almost continuously down to the end of his life.

“I am a little dispirited over our movement in all directions,” he writes to Mrs. Burne-Jones on the 29th of July. “Perhaps we Leaguers have been somewhat too stiff in our refusal of compromise. I have always felt that it was rather a matter of temperament than of principle; that some transition period was of course inevitable, I mean a transition involving State Socialism and pretty stiff at that; and also, that whatever might be said about the reception of ideal Socialism or Communism, towards this State Socialism things are certainly tending, and swiftly too. But then in all the wearisome shilly-shally of parliamentary politics I should be absolutely useless: and the immediate end to be gained, the pushing things just a trifle nearer to State Socialism, which when realized seems to me but a dull goal — all this quite sickens me. Also I know that there are a good many other idealists (if I may use that word of myself) who are in the same position, and I don’t see why they should not hold together and keep out of the vestry-business, necessary as that may be. Preaching the ideal is surely always necessary. Yet on the other hand I sometimes vex myself by thinking that perhaps I am not doing the most I can merely for the sake of a piece of ‘preciousness.’

“I have done another chapter to the tale, rather good I think, and shall get on with it as I can; and when finished shall set about revising before I get it into type.”

The work of editing the Commonweal, which even in its first hopeful days had been unpleasant, had now in this altered frame of mind grown inexpressibly irksome. “I have been writing hard all the morning,” he says on the 11th of August, “but not at what I like; have been simply pitching into Balfour and Salisbury, who will never see my scathing periods and wouldn’t care if they did.” The scathing periods, as they may still be found in the file of the Commonweal, make very dull reading now, as they made dull writing then. The only chances of writing what he liked that the scope of the Commonweal gave him he seized with avidity: just at this time he was in the middle of a vivid and detailed account of the Revolt of Ghent in the fourteenth century, including long passages of admirable translation from Froissart, which runs through the issues of seven weeks.

“I am prepared,” he writes again a few weeks later, “to see all organized Socialism run into the sand for a while. But we shall have done something even then, as we shall have forced intelligent people to consider the matter; and then there will come some favourable conjunction of circumstances in due time which will call for our active work again. If I am alive then I shall chip in again, and one advantage I shall have, that I shall know much better what to do and what to forbear than this first time.”

In this settled low content he spent not an unhappy autumn, as a series of letters in August and September sufficiently show. But before quoting from these I may be pardoned for inserting a letter of the same autumn, addressed to “the baby of the lot “ who had been children together through the past twenty years, Miss Margaret Burne-Jones. She was married this year on the 4th of September.

 

“Kelmscott House,

“August 21st, 1888.

“Dearest Margery,

“I have bidden our Mr. Smith to send you an ‘article’ called a Hammersmith Rug (made at Merton Abbey) which Janey and I ask you to take as a small and unimportant addition to your ‘hards.’ If it should at any time get dirty (as is likely, since London will not be pulled down for a few months, I judge) if you send it to Merton we can wash it as good as new.

“Also with this little gift take my hearty good wishes for your happiness, which you will easily believe are not at all conventional, since you will remember how prettily and dearly you have always behaved to me since you were a dear little child, in the days when I was really a young man, but thought myself rather old. Also as the wish is not conventional, as really meaning what it says, so it is not conventional as saying something which I do not think will happen: as indeed I think you have every chance of being happy, both because of your fortunate surroundings, and your good choice, and especially because I think you have it in you to be happy, and to be all along the dear little child of those times I was reminding you of.

“I went away in a hurry last Sunday, which I was sorry for, as I should have liked to have said good-bye. But I shall hope to see you very soon after September.

“Meantime good-bye, and good luck in all senses of the word.

“Your affectionate friend,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

The following are extracts from letters to his daughter Jenny at Malvern.

August 18th. “Well, my dear, as to Worcester I have only been there once, since the days when I sucked at a bottle, of which your Granny will tell you. That once was when I went to see my Aunts thirty years ago, and I was not so well informed on archaeology as I am now. But I do remember Prince Arthur’s Chantry and the tombs and also the general look of the Church. The town I don’t remember except as a mass of red brick broken by a few half-timber houses.

“Yesterday I went to Birmingham all by myself to see the new window: my work was over there in five minutes, for it was quite satisfactory; it was rather a long journey for so short a piece of work. Well, I must tell you about the Norwich journey, my dear. We went down rather a jolly company though the day was dull. The comrades work one pretty hard when they get hold of one in Norwich, and I left most of my voice behind me there. I spoke three times on the Sunday, twice in the market-place, once indoors, and twice in the market-place on the Monday, besides taking the chair for Mrs. Besant in the evening indoors; and being photographed (in groups) twice, and going a row (in five boats, cost 15d.) in the afternoon. However I enjoyed it all and was pleased that it was so successful: there were between seven and eight thousand people present at the meeting in the market-place on Sunday afternoon; and all the meetings were good. After the Sunday afternoon meeting Mrs. Besant proposed a walk, and we went down towards the Close; but Lord! such a tail as we took with us, including a lot of boys who were fascinated by us, expected I think to see us hanged presently; the others except the boys mostly tailed off when we got into the Close, but not the boys; the only resource we had was to cross the ferry at the other side of the Close,which charges ½d . for the transit; this threw out our younger brethren and we got away quietly.

“The river I went on was a branch of the Wensum; it was very beautiful; the water awash with the green banks, willows nearly meeting over the water; no rushes or reeds, no weeds except some kind of long grass growing up from the bottom, no stream scarcely, and the water deep and clear as glass. All quite different from the rivers I am used to: in fad: I always feel in a foreign land when I go to Norwich.”

August 21st. “I suppose your mother told you we are going down to Kelmscott to-day: you see your mother doesn’t like it to eat its head off, and for my part I have been rather driven lately and want to be quiet. I am taking down a piece of Oxford Street work which I must do, and I shall hope to get on with my story, perhaps nearly finish it.”

August 28th. “We had a beautiful day on Sunday: we all went up the water along with Mr. Radford, who suddenly turned up on Saturday evening on a bicycle, asking for lodging, having come over from Didcot through Wantage. The morning opened most lovely; we started at eleven, and by twelve were sheltering ourselves from a driving rain under Mr. Birchall’s yew tree; then it cleared a little, and we got to dinner close to where we dined so merrily, my dear, with Ellis, and lo by two the sun was hot and bright, and the day straight on most lovely. We got out at the Round House, and walked nearly a mile up the canal, which is really very pretty, the water without stream and clear and bright: it made me long for an expedition. Your mother and Crom and I went up to the Church afterwards over perilous ditch-bridges, leaving Radford and May lazing by the boat. It went to my heart on that beautiful afternoon to see the neglect and stupidity that had so marred the lovely little building: yet it still looked lovely. As we passed by Buscot, there were the Birchalls in their goat-mead, and we exchanged a few words with them, as we rather expected Walker to meet us: we had left the house quite empty of Frank and everybody, the key under the doormat and a letter pinned to the door for Walker, who duly came and walked on to meet us and fell in with us just as we were opening Buscot Lock. So we had a merry evening together, and I so wished you had been with us, my darling.”

September 6th. “Yesterday the weather, which had been drizzly in the morning, clearing up somewhat in the afternoon, we set off about 2.30 to go to Rushey, thinking we might get to Bampton, which your mother has never seen, and we got down there comfortably enough: we intended coming straight back by boat, as we seemed too late to get up to Bampton and back, (it is two miles from the lock there,) but strolling up towards the town over the fields we thought we would go there and get a trap for the ladies, and that Walker and I would go back and pull the boat home: so we did this; but Mrs. Walker could only go so slow that it was quite late before we got to Bampton. However we managed to see the church, which is a very fine one, but has been shockingly restored. There is Norman work in it, and transition; and a fine decorated nave with a most beautiful western doorway. The tower and spire is very pretty; much the same date as Broadwell but handsomer. Near the church is a very pretty little house used as a grammar school, and another house called the Deanery. The town is the queerest left-behind sort of a place: when Walker and I first came into the street there were two other persons visible, a small boy and a small girl. Well, it was nearly dark when W. and I set off to walk to Rushey, and quite dark before we were well under way. I had to steer all the way, as Walker didn’t like the job. It was a very dark night with drizzle now and then, and often one could barely see the bank. However we scarcely touched the bank at all, and got in about 10 o’clock. Frank had been sent out with a lantern to meet us, and we perceived the same as we came to Welly-Hole Reach, looking like a ‘bright particular star.’ It seems he had been nearly down to the Old Weir to look for us.”

The autumn holiday lingered late. On the 8th of October he wrote to Ellis, who had been staying with him at Kelmscott :

“I am really surprised at your not liking ‘Tom Sawyer,’ especially as it so very like Shakespeare, not to say Shelley.

“I went out in the afternoon of Saturday, and a most grim and stormy afternoon it was: I caught nothing except that just as I was going away a ½ lb. chub took my gudgeon and insisted on being caught. Saturday night was as cold as need be; but yesterday was better, and to-day is a mild beautiful morning: unhappily there is no river for me to-day, as we are all going to Fairford.

“I wish you had been here instead of the new comer, whose shortcomings I am not used to like I am to yours and mine; so that we have no standing cause of quarrel; which I think is a necessity to a really good understanding.”

At the end of October, when “the river has grown small and bright and the fish won’t bite,” he regretfully left Kelmscott. On the 1st of November he lectured on Tapestry-weaving at the first Exhibition of the Arts and Crafts Society, to the catalogue of which he had already contributed a short paper on Textiles. Three Arras tapestries from the Merton Abbey looms were among the objects exhibited. The great series of tapestries from the Morte d’Arthur now hung at Stanmore Hall were then being put in hand. “The House of the Wolfings,” too, had been finished during the autumn, and was through the press early in December.

Apart from other reasons this book has a special interest as marking the beginning of Morris’ practical dealings with the art of typography. Hitherto he had been content to let his books be printed in the common way, without any special attention to matters of type or arrangement of page. His attention had been lately turned to the matter through an increasing intimacy with his neighbour at Hammersmith, Mr. Emery Walker, whose enthusiasm for fine printing was accompanied by a thorough practical acquaintance with it as a modern handicraft. The early printed books, which Morris had hitherto collected and prized mainly for their woodcuts, now took a fresh interest and value to him as specimens of beauty in type. In consultation with Mr. Walker he fixed on a fount of type belonging to Messrs. Whittingham for the new book. It had been cast as an experiment about half a century before, and was modelled on an old Basel fount; and it had already been used in some of the trial pages of the illustrated “Earthly Paradise “ which had been set up in 1868. “It will be a pretty piece of typography for modern times,” Morris said of the book before it appeared; and so pleased was he with it, that he could not bear for a while to hear any adverse criticism even on the demerits of the type, especially on an over-conspicuous e of the lower case which he silently altered in his next book, “The Roots of the Mountains.”

The story itself well deserved the words “your delightful and wonderful book,” with which it was hailed by Mr. Swinburne. For the first time since “The Earthly Paradise” had been completed, Morris was writing with complete enjoyment and perfect ease. The life of the Germanic tribes of Central Europe in the second or third century was one which was at once sufficiently known to allow of copious and detailed description and sufficiently undetermined to give full scope to a romantic imagination. The use, as the vehicle of the story, of a mixed mode of prose and verse, was a device not perhaps suited for frequent repetition, but excellently adapted for this particular purpose. It was suggested by the Icelandic Sagas, but used in a fresh and quite delightful way. By the use of prose for the main narrative, he avoided the languor which is almost inseparable from verse as a medium of continuous narration; and in speeches and ornate passages, where prose in its turn would flag, the rolling verse — that of “Sigurd the Volsung “ revived in much of its first freshness — seems the natural medium of the heightened emotion.

Like “The Roots of the Mountains,” it belongs to what may be called the epic or Icelandic side of the author’s imagination. In the later prose tales he reverted to a softer and sweeter world, that of a vaguely mediaeval life, with churches in it and houses of monks, and a faint air of the thirteenth century, the world of his own earlier masterpiece in the story of “The Man Born to be King.” This primitive Gothic world of older gods and more heroic men was less fully his own. In “The Roots of the Mountains,” though the supposed date of the story can hardly be later than the seventh century, he tends to slip back now and then into the later romantic world, full of beautifully forged armour and grey carved stone, and gardens standing thick with pinks and lavender. But here all the sensuous ornament of mediaeval romance is as strictly excluded as it is from the stories of Sigurd and of the dwellers in Laxdale. Even when the hero makes pictures for himself of some golden life that is to be when fighting is over, it is no such world of cloistered green places, “faint with the scent of the overworn roses and the honey-sweetness of the lilies,” to which his dreams turn, but the hard open life of the earlier world. “There he was between the plough-stiltsin the acres of the kindred when the west wind was blowing over the promise of early spring; or smiting down the ripe wheat in the hot afternoon amidst the laughter and merry talk of man and maid; or far away over Mirkwood-water watching the edges of the wood against the prowling wolf and lynx, the stars just beginning to shine over his head; or wending the windless woods in the first frosts before the snow came, the hunter’s bow or javelin in hand; or coming back from the wood with the quarry on the sledge across the snow, when winter was deep, through the biting icy wind and the whirl of the drifting snow, to the lights and music of the Great Roof, and the merry talk therein and the smiling of the faces glad to see the hunting-carles come back; and the full draughts of mead, and the sweet rest a night-tide when the north wind was moaning round the ancient home.”

His first satisfaction in the appearance of the book was soon replaced by a keener desire to improve upon it. “I am very glad that you like the new book,” he writes to Ellis a few days after it was published. “I quite agree with you about the type; they have managed to knock the guts out of it somehow. Also I am beginning to learn something about the art of type-setting; and I now see what a lot of difference there is between the work of the conceited numskulls of to-day and that of the 15th and 16th century printers merely in the arrangement of the words, I mean the spacing out: it makes all the difference in the beauty of a page of print. If ever I print another book I shall enter into the conflict on this side also. However this is all grief that comes of fresh knowledge and I am pretty well pleased with the book as to its personal appearance.”

On the 10th of January he writes to his daughter:

 

“Dearest own Jenny,

“I came back yesterday from Hadham; Auntie was pretty well, and the Granny in very good spirits but very deaf. She went a walk with me to the Church in the morning: they are ‘restoring’ the nave; a wanton piece of stupidity, as there was really nothing to do with it. However there was no excuse for touching the roof, which is quite sound; so they left that alone: in short the only harm is the new plaister, and the new modern glass, but that is considerable. They have found one or two bits of painting, which they have left: one a good patch of that imitation of patterned stuff such as we know at Fairford and Burford, but not so elaborate; a rough bold good pattern. I went to see the Berrys with them; and thought the house very nice; it is really a 16th century building much faked up: but the rooms with that pleasantness of an old house: some of them with that regular old panelling in them where the mouldings are not ‘mitred,’ but the horizontal ones die off before they meet the vertical. I was there two nights and played backgammon both with Auntie and Granny: the latter beat me one night (to her great delight), but they, and especially Auntie, played with the utmost recklessness.

“This is a bad business of the burning of Clouds, isn’t it? When I saw it (the year before last I think) it looked so solid that one could not think of its being destroyed. I was at the Grange this morning and Aunt Georgie read me a letter to Margaret from one of the daughters which gave a really good account of the scene. It was touch and go for some of them. I saw Webb yesterday, and he made light of it, as he would be likely to do. It seems it will be rebuilt, which is a good thing; but there is a certain feeling of weariness in the proceeding, isn’t there, dear? Webb says that some of the walls may be all right, especially as they are mostly built of sandstone, not limestone: the lower rooms, or some of them, were not burnt. The walls were 3 feet thick. One of Uncle Ned’s cartoons that he did for the church in Rome was there and was burnt; but that is the only important unreplaceable thing I have heard of. Our long carpet was, I imagine, saved.

“The weather changed on Tuesday and yesterday, which was a bright beautiful day: but to-day is cold; rainy, sleety, but not frosty. I think I should care mighty little about it (in January) if I were at Kelmscott, but bad weather, especially fog, does make London wretched: indeed I feel very like not going out in it this evening; but I think I must, as it is a Ways and Means evening at the League.

“will, darling Jenny, good-bye with this not very brilliant letter. By the way you will be glad to hear that Faulkner shows signs of mending. Good-bye, my dearest child.

“Your loving father,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

Charles Faulkner, the constant friend ot so many years, had been struck down by paralysis in the previous October. He lingered in a state of living death for upwards of three years, with just so much intelligence left as allowed of his being amused a little by the company of his friends. Through all that period, his sister, Miss Kate Faulkner, was his devoted and unweariable nurse; and next to her, his old companions, Webb and Morris, were the most constant in their attention. Between Morris and Faulkner the intimacy and affection was perhaps the stronger that it was founded on a deeper and subtler bond than community of tastes or even association in work. A fine mathematician and a man of high proficiency in the mixed mathematics of engineering, Faulkner had no native bent towards art, and no apparent creative power. He had, however, qualities at least as attaching: unconquerable courage, transparent honesty, and deep-rooted affection; and his devotion to Morris knew no limit. He had followed him into the Socialist League as he had followed him into the firm of Red Lion Square, and lectured on Socialism for him as he had painted tiles and cut wood-blocks five and twenty years earlier, with perfect simplicity and sincerity. The work and all the load of toil and obloquy it involved had almost been too much even for Morris’ immense energy and abounding vitality: on the weaker constitution of Faulkner it would seem to have acted with dangerous and finally fatal result.

“The Roots of the Mountains” had been begun as soon as “The House of the Wolfings “ was through the press. “Did I tell you in my last,” he writes to his daughter on the 29th of January, “that I had begun a new tale? I don’t know whether it will come to anything, but I have written about twenty pages in the rough. This time I don’t think I shall ‘drop into poetry,’ at least not systematically. For one thing the condition of the people I am telling of is later (whatever their date may be) than that of the Wolfings. They are people living in a place near the Great Mountains. I don’t think it is worth while telling you anything more of it till you hear some of it done, as the telling the plot of a story in cold blood falls very flat.”

Though he still lectured regularly for the Socialist League, addresses on Art, principally given to the students of Art Schools, were taking a more and more prominent place in his activity. The way in which the two kinds of work were at present combined is well illustrated by a letter of this February. “I go to-morrow, Saturday,” he writes from Hammersmith, “by night train to Glasgow, and lecture for the branch on Sunday evening. On the Monday I lecture to certain art students on Gothic Architecture, which I daresay will be rather a new subject to them, and will a good deal surprise them. On the Tuesday I give an address at the School of Art on Arts and Crafts. On Wednesday I go to Edinburgh and lecture for the branch there: on Thursday I go to Macclesfield and lecture (Arts and Crafts) to the School of Art there: Friday I come home, with pretty well enough of it.”

On this visit to Glasgow, “I went,” he says, “to Professor Nichol to guest: he is a ‘literary man,’ not with a wooden leg; but there is something crippled about his mind all the same; a very clever and able man, but soured and disappointed; mainly I think because his capacity is second- and his ambition first-rate. He is talkative and amusing, and was very cordial with me. That day I lectured on Gothic Architecture to an Institute of students. I am afraid that they did not know much about the subject, so that my matter was rather over their heads. Lecture over, I underwent a bore — to wit dining at a solemn dinner at the Arts Club: Lord Provost (i.e., Mayor) present, also professors and big-wigs. The business of the evening to make speeches; toasts and thanks for them. I had to return thanks for Music and Literature, curious conjuncture! which I turned the flank of by alluding to the Scotch Ballads and their old tunes. Tuesday I had to address the art-school after a sort of private public dinner; the place was full, although J. Chamberlain was speaking to a big meeting elsewhere, and the folk seemed pleased.”

Through all the wear and tear of this work “The Roots of the Mountains” was making steady progress. At Kelmscott in March, “the rooks and the lambs both singing around me,” he writes that cl I have been writing out my rough copy of my story and have done a good deal of it. I am half inclined not to kill my Bride, but to make her marry the brother: it would be a very good alliance for the Burgdalers and the Silverdalers both, and I don’t think sentiment ought to stand in the way.”

On Easter Monday he writes again from Kelmscott to Mrs. Burne-jones:

“As I have been away some time I will hereby bestow some of my tediousness on you. I only got here on Thursday and feel as if I had been staying here a long time; not that I have been bored with it, as I have enough to do what with my story, what with other work which I ought to do and don’t. The country is about six weeks backward; more backward by a good deal than it was last year, though that was late: neither the big trees (except the chestnuts) nor the apple trees show any sign of life yet. The garden is very pretty, though there are scarce any flowers in blossom except the primroses; but there are such beautiful promises of buds and things just out of the ground that it makes amends for all. The buds of the wild tulip, which is one of the beautifullest flowers there is,just at point to open. Jenny and I went up into Buscot wood this morning: it is such a change from our river plain that it is like going into another country; yet I don’t much care about a wood unless it is a very big one; and Buscot is scarcely more than a coppice; but the blue distance between the trunks was very delightful. As to the weather, bearing in mind that things are so much behindhand, it is not bad. To-day has been March all over; rain-showers, hail, wind, dead calm, thunder, finishing with a calm frosty evening sky. The birds are amusing, especially the starlings, whereof there are many: but some damned fool has been bullying our rooks so much that they have only got six nests, so that we haven’t got the proper volume of sound from them.

“One grief, the sort of thing that is always happening in the spring: there were some beautiful willows at Eaton Hastings which to my certain knowledge had not been polled during the whole 17 years that we have been here; and now the idiot Parson has polled them into wretched stumps. I should like to cut off the beggar’s legs and have wooden ones made for him out of the willow timber, the value of which is about 7s. 6d.

“I am so very sorry to hear of poor Kate’s misfortune, and am not a little uneasy about it. I didn’t see her last Wednesday, though I called. She was poorly then, having had some bad nights with poor dear Charley. It is such a grievous business altogether that, rightly or wrongly, I try not to think of it too much lest I should give way altogether, and make an end of what small use there may be in my life.”

The following beautiful description of a visit to western Wiltshire on business of the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings is also from a letter to Mrs. Burne-Jones written on the 13th of May:

“Thursday afternoon was grey and stormy: the lightning twinkled over the White Horse as we passed by, and just at Swindon down came the rain in floods. However I had rather a pleasant journey to Westbury, as the rain didn’t last long, and every field corner was lovely. Some way off I saw the downs rise mountainous above the town, and remembered them by token of a modern White Horse which somewhat spoils the lovely headland they push into the plain. The town is little and, as I expected, dull, dull, dull: no old houses, a great big church much spoiled by restoration, and my dull, but not ugly inn close to it. I got in about seven, so had a longish time before bed, which I partly got rid of by going a little way up the down after my dinner: so you see gout was not rampant. The resources of the Lopes Arms were not great; but they (with all civility) provided me for breakfast with what to me has been of late a rarity; to wit, a genuine addled egg. However their hearts were in the right places if their eggs were not. Next morning I drove to Edington along the feet of the Downs, which are very fine: also the villages push up right into their buttresses with cottages and trees, so that it is lovely; the building being tolerable: so came I to Edington, which was like one of my dream-churches, so big and splendid: the whole population of Edington and its two neighbours could easily go to church in one of its transepts. Beside it a beautiful little fifteenth-century house with pretty garden, and beyond, the Abbey gardens and fish-ponds and a village green on the other side: except that the parson is a lubber-fiend and that the people are as poor as may be, nothing need be better. So back to Westbury, and in early afternoon to Bradford. Quite a pretty town and as gay as gay; away from the downs in a steep little valley built all up the southern-looking slope; all up and down with steps and queer nooks: of stone every house, most of them old, a good many mediæval. The bridge fifteenth century, with a queer little toll-house on it. The church a very big and fine one, but scraped to death by G. Scott, the (happily) dead dog. Close by, the Saxon chapel, a very beautiful little building, but shamefully vulgarized by restoration, cast iron railings, and sixpence a head. Out in the meadow, awkwardly near the Railway Station, Barton Farm with old house and farm buildings, the big fourteenth-century barn one of them. It is very fine, but I think Great Coxwell is bigger, and I like it better.”

At Kelmscott again on Midsummer day “haymaking is going on like a house afire; I should think such a hay-time has seldom been; heavy crop and wonderful weather to get it in. For the rest the country is one big nosegay, the scents wonderful, really that is the word; the life to us holiday-makers luxurious to the extent of making one feel wicked, at least in the old sense of bewitched.

“We went to Great Coxwell yesterday, and also to Little Coxwell, where there is a funny little church with a 14th-century wooden roof over the nave, the church much smaller than Kelmscott. We were delighted with the barn again. The farmer turned up and seemed a nice sort of chap; he said his family had been there for hundreds of years. William Morris was, it seems, lord of the manor there: we saw his brass again, it is really a very pretty one. The harvest being now out of the barn, we saw the corbels that support the wall pieces: they are certainly not later than 1250, so the barn is much earlier than I thought. The building of the walls and buttresses is remarkably good and solid.

“The roses are not at their best, yet I shall bring you a good bunch. The pink martagon lilies have been very fine. Raspberries any amount, but none to eat for a fortnight at least: no strawberries yet.”

In July Morris was one of the English delegates to an international Congress of Socialists held in Paris to celebrate the hundredth anniversary of the fall of the Bastille. The proceedings there did not re-inspire him with confidence in the prospects of the cause or the wisdom of its leaders. He left Paris before the sittings of the Congress were concluded, and so escaped the final scenes of confused recrimination among the various sects which ended in the violent expulsion of the dissentient minority. The great London dock strike of the following August and September was hailed by him with a greater hope: for here at least there was an instance of labour organizing itself for a definite end, and being supported in the struggle by a powerful minority, if not an actual preponderance, of educated opinion. The end in question was indeed a particular one, yet it involved issues of immense width. Almost for the first time in the social history of England the organized trades took their part definitely on the side of unskilled and unorganized labour, and the principle of a minimum payment for human work began to emerge. The “docker’s tanner” of 1889 was the germ more fully developed in the famous “living wage” of 1893

Morris was at Kelmscott when the strike began; but on returning to London he at once realized its importance. “I went straight to the League,” he writes on the 31st of August, “and found our people there in a great state of excitement about the strike, the importance of which I had not at all understood in the country: only you see we are two days late for news at Kelmscott. However I thought that perhaps our folk a little exaggerated the importance of it, as to some of them it seemed that now at last the revolution was beginning. Whereas indeed it began before the Mammoth ended, and is now only going on. Yet I don’t want to belittle the strike, which is of much importance, chiefly as showing such a good spirit on the part of the men. They will, I fear, be beaten; and perhaps their yesterday’s manifesto will not do them good as mere strikers. On the other hand it was a step which they were sure to take, if the masters held out; as in spite of the assertions of the daily press the tendency has been Socialistic; and I am very glad that they have taken it, since as aforesaid the real point of the strike is the sense of combination which it is giving to the men, and their winning or losing matters little, especially as what they ask for is so small. That the capitalistic press should turn against them for the said manifesto, is a matter of course, so after this hint at a general strike (it can be no more than a hint) it is clear that there is a feeling abroad wider than a mere attack on these muddling dock directors. I am told, and believe it, that the attack is on sweating in general. Our people have been very active; the Hammersmith branch alone having collected (mostly on Sunday and Monday last) nearly £20; a large sum for Socialists to handle.”

“I went on Wednesday to Yarmouth,” says a letter of the same date, “and had many thoughts of Peggotty. It really is a jolly old ramshackle place: the country about curious and fascinating: sand banks very low, all covered with heather and ling and bracken, so that if you were lying there you would expect to see highland crags above you; instead of which, two feet below spread out miles upon miles of alluvial meadows with slow rivers running through them, as you judge by the great sails moving over the pastures. The great church has been woefully restored, indeed almost ruined outside; I believe by John Seddon: but inside there is a good deal to see: a huge spacious church without any clerestory anywhere; exhilarating to behold after the modern shabbiness.”

The Arts and Crafts Exhibition Society held a second exhibition at the New Gallery in autumn, of which a selection of Morris’ woven stuffs and printed cottons was a prominent feature. To the catalogue he contributed a charming and luminous essay on the art of dyeing; and he opened the series of lectures given in the rooms of the exhibition by an introductory address on Gothic Architecture, which expressed within brief compass and in simple words the whole knowledge and enthusiasm of a lifetime.

He was also one of the leading speakers at an Art Congress held in Edinburgh in November, which was only conspicuous for a curious attempt, made by a section of its promoters, to capture it for Socialism after having sacrificed to decorum by meeting under the presidency of the Marquis of Lorne. Before he went, Morris frankly called his journey a fool’s errand. When it was finished he wrote home: “It was rather a dull job, and imagine one in the chair hour after hour listening to men teaching their grandmother to suck eggs, and I on my good behaviour too! I am very tired of it; but since the Tory evening paper here declares that Crane and I have spoiled the Congress, you may imagine we have not let all go by default. In point of fact, with the exception of Richmond, who gave a good address yesterday, there was nothing of any interest said except by Crane and me; and my lecture on dyeing to the workmen was really a success.” This lecture was one of a series given to working men by experts on the principles and practice of their crafts. The others were given by Mr. Crane, Mr. Emery Walker, and Mr. Cobden-Sanderson, all of them either declared Socialists or in full sympathy with Socialism. “On the whole the working men were good and attentive,” Morris says, “and stood our Socialism well, in fact seemed to relish it.”

“I have finished my book (last night),” he writes to Kelmscott on the 10th of October, “and there will not be many more proofs I think. I have a mind to begin a short story again soon; but shall say no more about it till it is under way. I have been to Oxford Street and Merton, and find business good: the girls were hard at work on the yellow carpet, but had not done very much to it yet. I was busy at pointing all the day. The tapestry is going on well, though not very fast. We have sold the ‘Peace’ exhibited at the Arts and Crafts for £160, which I am glad of. As for the Exhibition, I think it will be a success: the rooms look very pretty; and there are a good many interesting works there. The visitors come pretty well: these first three days they have taken more than double than they did in the same time last year; so this looks good.”

“The Roots of the Mountains” was published in the middle of November. The study of typography as a fine art, which had been begun in “The House of the Wolfings,” was here carried out much more fully, and the result was a page of great beauty. “I am so pleased with my book,” Morris said soon after it was published, “ — typography, binding, and must I say it, literary matter — that I am any day to be seen huggling it up, and am become a spectacle to Gods and men because of it.” As to the “literary matter,” he said afterwards that this of all his books was the one which had given him the greatest pleasure in writing. For combination and balance of his qualities it may perhaps be ranked first among his prose romances. It has not the strength of its predecessor, “The House of the Wolfings,” nor the fairy charm of its successor, “The Wood beyond the World.” But in its union of the gravity of the Saga with the delicate and profuse ornament of the romance it may perhaps take the first place among the three as a work of art.

The binding which pleased him so much was one of his own chintzes, used for a small number of copies of the book printed on hand-made paper. His own cooler judgment recognized that it had defects for this use both in pattern and texture, and the experiment was not repeated. But his interest in the production of printed books was now fully aroused on all its sides; and he was already beginning to plan out the printing and prodiction of such books himself.

“I think before my next book comes out,” he wrote to Ellis on the 21st of November, “I shall design a chintz for bookbinding, and if I do I shall get it calendered so as to keep the dirt off — what do you think? As to the printing, the difficulty of getting it really well done shows us the old story again. It seems it is no easy matter to get good hand-press men, so little work is done by the hand-press: that accounts for some defects in the book, caused by want of care in distributing the ink. I really am thinking of turning printer myself in a small way; the first step to that would be getting a new fount cut. Walker and I both think Jenson’s the best model, taking all things into consideration. What do you think again? Did you ever have his Pliny? a I have a vivid recollection of the vellum copy at the Bodleian.”

Such was the first inception of the Kelmscott Press. In December Mr. Emery Walker was asked by Morris to go into partnership with him as a printer. He was unable to accept the offer; but the starting of a printing press was nevertheless definitely resolved on, and the latest great interest of Morris’ life begins from this point.

The last letter of the year is as follows:

 

“Kelmscott House,

“Dec. 24th, 1889.

“Dearest Mother,

“Thank you very much for your kind letter, and for sending me the paper knife. We are all well; and as for me I rather like the weather for winter-weather. Yesterday morning was indeed beautiful, and Jenny went with a friend to the Chiswick Horticultural Gardens, which are still in existence though sadly built up. I remember as clearly as if it were yesterday going with father there when I was quite a little boy, and have never been inside the place since. How the neighbourhood must have altered since then! Indeed it has altered very much, and that for the worse, since we first came to Turnham Green.

“I have been so very busy lately with the work at Oxford Street and Merton, that I have had no time to turn round, or I should have come down and seen you. I will do so shortly after Christmas. Janey and I remembered that you liked that champagne which I sent you last year, and I’m sure it will do you good to drink a glass now and then; so we are sending you a little more, which ought to reach you before the New Year. I hope you will like it, dearest Mother.

“I shall be writing to Henrietta as well as you, but give her my best love, which I send her, and to you, my dearest mother, my best of love and good wishes.

“The paper knife has not come yet or I would tell you what I think of it.

“Good-bye, dearest Mother.

“Your most affectionate son,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”






  








CHAPTER XIX. PASSIVE SOCIALISM: FOUNDATION OF THE KELMSCOTT PRESS. 1890-1891
 

WHILE Morris’ attention was becoming absorbed in other fields, the affairs of the Socialist League had been going on from bad to worse. Such part of their doctrines as was of essential truth or immediate practical value had been absorbed by, and was bearing fruit among, the larger body of persons who were interested in social theories, but more concerned about what was immediately possible than in dreams, however high or however bloodthirsty. The real battle-ground had been transferred to the Independent Labour Party, and, in the metropolis, the recently created London County Council. To these bodies a number of the best members of the League now transferred their energies. The remnant became more and more a group of impracticable visionaries whom the movement of things had left behind. In 1889 the control of the executive was captured by a group of professed Anarchists. One of their first acts was to depose Morris from the control of the Commonweal, replacing him by an extremist named Frank Kitz. “The League,” says one of its members, “became a romping ground of more than dubious characters” — he gives names which I forbear to quote— “who, being suspected of relations with the police, drove the better elements away in disgust, and finally broke up what was left of Morris’ organization.” With infinite patience, Morris continued for some time yet to bear the demands made on his purse to meet the expenses of the Commonweal; and it was after his removal from the editorship that he contributed to it, from the 11th of January to the 4th of October, 1890, the successive chapters of his romance, “News from Nowhere.” In the issues of July and August there was also printed in numbers a lecture by him on the Development of Modern Society. On the 12th of May he reappeared on the stage in support of the fast sinking funds of the journal, taking a part in a one-act play, “The Duchess of Bayswater and Co.,” which was performed by members of the League in a hall in Tottenham Court Road. This was one of the last desperate efforts made to restore the League to solvency. Though the Commonweal never followed the example of a sister journal conducted by Communists and Anarchists at Buenos Ayres, for which any payment was purely voluntary, the number of copies sold was dwindling away almost to nothing, and the appeals repeated in nearly every number for renewal of lapsed subscriptions had little effect. As the task of keeping the League together became more Impracticable, the interest taken in it by Morris, as a thoroughly practical man of business notwithstanding all his high idealism, also fell away. In July he writes, “I have been somewhat worrited by matters connected with the League, and am like to be more worrited; but somehow or other I don’t seem to care much.” Vague efforts were made from time to time to promote union with other Socialist bodies, but they were futile. The disintegrating forces were too strong to be stopped. The doctrine of freedom from dictation was worked out in the quaintest ways. At a Revolutionary Conference held in August “it was unanimously agreed” — so the official record runs— “to dispense with any such quasi-constitutional official as a chairman, and all red-tapeism and quasi-authoritarianism were banished.” At the same time articles began to appear in the Commonweal gravely discussing the methods or putting up barricades in London streets.

Morris had learned his lesson. “Such finish to what of education in practical Socialism I am capable of,” he wrote a few years later with a touch of acid humour, “I received from some of my Anarchist friends, from whom I learned, quite against their intention, that Anarchism was impossible, much as I had learned from Mill, against his intention, that Socialism was necessary.” But before severing his connexion with the League, Morris made a final statement and appeal. It appeared in the Commonweal for the 15th of November, 1890, and summed up his attitude towards the cause which he had, in spite of all disillusionments, as deeply as ever at heart. He reviews the strange history of the movement with calmness and not without a certain pride.

“It is now some seven years,” he writes, “since Socialism came to life again in this country. To some the time will seem long, so many hopes and disappointments as have been crowded into them. Yet in the history of a serious movement seven years is a short time enough; and few movements surely have made so much progress during this short time in one way or another as Socialism has done.

“For what was it which we set out to accomplish? To change the system of society on which the tremendous fabric of civilization is founded, and which has been built up by centuries of conflict with older and dying systems, and crowned by the victory of modern civilization over the material surroundings of life. Could seven years make any visible impression on such a tremendous undertaking as this?

“Consider, too, the quality of those who began and carried on this business of reversing the basis of modern society! A few working men, less successful even in the wretched life of labour than their fellows; a sprinkling of the intellectual proletariat, whose keen pushing of Socialism must have seemed pretty certain to extinguish their limited chances of prosperity; one or two outsiders in the game political; a few refugees from the bureaucratic tyranny of foreign Governments; and here and there an unpractical, half-cracked artist or author.

“Yet such as they were, they were enough to do something. Through them, though not by them, the seven years of the new movement toward freedom have, contrary to all that might have been expected, impressed the idea of Socialism deeply on the epoch.

“It cannot be said that great unexpected talent for administration and conduct of affairs has been developed amongst us, nor any vast amount of foresight either. We have been what we seemed to be (to our friends I hope) — and that was no great things. We have between us made about as many mistakes as any other party in a similar space of time. Quarrels more than enough we have had; and sometimes also weak assent for fear of quarrels to what we did not agree with. There has been self-seeking amongst us, and vainglory, and sloth, and rashness; though there has been at least courage and devotion also. When I first joined the movement I hoped that some working-man leader, or rather leaders, would turn up, who would push aside all middle-class help, and become great historical figures. I might still hope for that, if it seemed likely to happen, for indeed I long for it enough; but to speak plainly it does not seem so at present. Yet, I repeat, in spite of all drawbacks the impression has been made, and why? The reason has been given in words said before, but which I must needs say again: because that seemingly inexpugnable fabric of modern society is verging towards its fall; it has done its work, and is going to change into something else.

“So much at least we have to encourage us. But are not some of us disappointed in spite of the change of the way in which Socialism is looked on generally? It is but natural that we should be. When we first began to work together, there was little said about anything save the great ideals of Socialism; and so far off did we seem from the realization of these, that we could hardly think of any means for their realization, save great dramatic events which would make our lives tragic indeed, but would take us out of the sordidness of the so-called ‘Peace’ of civilization. With the great extension of Socialism, this also is changed. Our very success has dimmed the great ideals that first led us on; for the hope of the partial and, so to say, vulgarized realization of Socialism is now pressing on us. I think that we are all confident that Socialism will be realized: it is not wonderful, then, that we should long to see — to feel — its realization in our own lifetime. Methods of realization, therefore, are now more before our eyes than ideals: but it is of no use talking about methods which are not, in part at least, immediately feasible, and it is of the nature of such partial methods to be sordid and discouraging, though they may be necessary.

“There are two tendencies in this matter of methods: on the one hand is our old acquaintance palliation, elevated now into vastly greater importance than it used to have, because of the growing discontent, and the obvious advance of Socialism; on the other is the method of partial, necessarily futile, inconsequent revolt, or riot rather, against the authorities, who are our absolute masters, and can easily put it down.

“With both of these methods I disagree; and that the more because the palliatives have to be clamoured for, and the riots carried out, by men who do not know what Socialism is, and have no idea what their next step is to be, if contrary to all calculation they should happen to be successful. Therefore, at the best our masters would be our masters still, because there would be nothing to take their place. We are not ready for such a change as that!

“I have mentioned the two lines on which what I should call the methods of impatience profess to work. Before I write a very few words on the only line of method on which some of us can work, I will give my views about the present state of the movement as briefly as I can.

“The whole set opinion amongst those more or less touched by Socialism, who are not definite Socialists, is towards the New Trades’ Unionism and palliation. Men believe that they can wrest from the capitalists some portion of their privileged profits, and the masters, to judge by the recent threats of combination on their side, believe also that this can be done. That it could only very partially be done, and that the men could not rest there if it were done, we Socialists know very well; but others do not.

“I neither believe in State Socialism as desirable in itself, nor, indeed, as a complete scheme do I think it possible. Nevertheless, some approach to it is sure to be tried, and to my mind this will precede any complete enlightenment on the new order of things. The success of Mr. Bellamy’s utopian book, deadly dull as it is, is a straw to show which way the wind blows. The general attention paid to our clever friends, the Fabian lecturers and pamphleteers, is not altogether due to their literary ability; people have really got their heads turned more or less in their direction.

“Now it seems to me that at such a time, when people are not only discontented, but have really conceived a hope of bettering the condition of labour, while at the same time the means towards their end are doubtful; or, rather, when they take the very beginning of the means as an end in itself, — that this time when people are excited about Socialism, and when many who know nothing about it think themselves Socialists, is the time of all others to put forward the simple principles of Socialism regardless of the policy of the passing hour.

“My readers will understand that in saying this I am speaking for those who are complete Socialists — or let us call them Communists. I say for us to make Socialists is the business at present, and at present I do not think we can have any other useful business. Those who are not really Socialists — who are Trades’ Unionists, disturbance-breeders, or what not — will do what they are impelled to do, and we cannot help it. At the worst there will be some good in what they do; but we need not and cannot heartily work with them, when we know that their methods are beside the right way.

“Our business, I repeat, is the making of Socialists, i.e., convincing people that Socialism is good for them and is possible. When we have enough people of that way of thinking, they will find out what action is necessary for putting their principles in practice. Therefore, I say, make Socialists. We Socialists can do nothing else that is useful.”

This grave and reasoned statement drew forth a volley of shrill protest and abuse from the Anarchists of the League. “Our comrade lectures us! “ one of them writes indignantly in the next number of the journal; and another replies by a frantic appeal to use dynamite and make open war upon society. But Morris had already left the League. The moment he did so it began to crumble away like sand. The offices of the League in Farringdon Road had been already given up for a year, and the Commonweal had been issued from small premises in Great Queen Street. Now the rent was not forthcoming for these; they were in their turn vacated, and for the remainder of its brief and restless life the Commonweal was issued from a temporary address in Lamb’s Conduit Street, where some of the members of the League kept a small grocery store under the sounding name of the Socialist Co-operative Federation. The weekly issue of the Commonweal at once ceased. It continued a struggling life as a monthly for upwards of a year. Its preaching became more and more violent. At last the slow-moving arm of authority came down upon it. In April, 1892, certain men describing themselves as Anarchists had been arrested and tried at Walsall on the charge of manufacturing high-explosive bombs; and four of them were sentenced to long terms of penal servitude. A violent article appeared in the next issue of the Commonweal, declaiming against the Home Secretary, the Judge, and the Inspector of Police who had conducted the case, and asking if such men were fit to live. The authorities were weary of this perpetual recurrence of what was on the face of it incitement to murder, and determined to make an end of it once for all. C. W. Mowbray and D. J. Nicoll, the former registered as printer and publisher, the latter as proprietor, of the Commonweal, were arrested a few days later. When tried on the criminal charge, Mowbray, who asserted that he had disapproved of the particular article in question, and was able to prove that he had taken no active part in the publication of the Commonweal for two or three months back, was acquitted; Nicoll was convicted and sentenced to eighteen months’ imprisonment. This was the end of the Commonweal, and with it of the last remnants of the Socialist League.

By that time Morris was too busy with other things to be deeply concerned; nor had the treatment he had received from his unfortunate colleagues been such as a patience not absolutely inexhaustible could survive. One allusion to the matter is preserved in his correspondence. Writing to his daughter on the 21st of April, 1892, “You will be sorry to see,” he says, “that Nicoll and Mowbray, two of our old comrades, have got into trouble with the Commonweal. It was very stupid of Nicoll, for it seems that he stuck in his idiotic article while Mowbray was away, so that the latter knew nothing of it. I think Mowbray will get off. I am sorry for him, and even for the Commonweal.”

While therefore Morris’ withdrawal in November, 1890, from the membership of the Socialist League by no means meant that he had ceased to be a convinced Socialist or had in any important way modified his doctrine, it did imply an important change in the conduct of his own life. The weary work of militant Socialism was now over for him. To make Socialists, mainly by the quiet influence of ideas; to keep the flame alive till the slow advance of time and thought had prepared the fuel for it, remained still what he conceived of as his duty: but this was rather a way of living and thinking than an active struggle, an expenditure of time and money, or that expense of spirit which was even a heavier and a more wasteful drain. A small body of his own immediate circle, those connected with him by friendship or neighbourhood, had hitherto been organized as the Hammersmith Branch of the Socialist League. They now seceded along with him, and formed themselves into an independent body named the Hammersmith Socialist Society. The secession was resolved upon on the 21st of November. Two days afterwards they met, to the number of about a dozen, and organized themselves under a very simple body of rules. The circular, drafted by Morris, which they sent out to the other branches of the Socialist League in England and Scotland — by this time their number had dwindled to ten, four in London and six in the provinces — is studiously quiet in its wording.

“We think it proper,” he wrote, “to write you a brief explanation of the action which the Hammersmith Branch of the Socialist League has thought it necessary to take in separating itself from the League.

“It has been impossible for us to be blind to the fact that there have been once more growing up two parties in the League, one of which has been tending more and more to Anarchism, and the other has been opposed to that tendency; the paper of the League, the Commonweal, has, by a vote of the last Conference, been put into the hands of those who represent the Anarchist views: and the majority of the Council are of that way of thinking. Several articles have appeared in the Commonweal with the approbation of the majority of the Council, which we have felt did not represent our opinions. Under these circumstances there were two courses for us to pursue; first to remain in the League, and oppose whatever seriously thwarted our views, and secondly to withdraw from it and carry on our propaganda independently. We have chosen the second course; because we believe in the sincerity of our comrades with whom we disagree; and we think that however much they might be disposed to yield to us and to keep articles which we should not approve of out of the paper, they could not do so without looking upon us as a drag upon their freedom of speech and action. And moreover a great part of our time which should be spent in attacking capitalism would have to be wasted in bickering with our own comrades. Therefore we think it much better to retire in a friendly way, keeping our own freedom and not interfering with that of others, and thus have formally withdrawn ourselves from the League.

“We have reconstituted ourselves under the name of the Hammersmith Socialist Society, and hope and believe that our efforts in pushing forward Socialism will be rather stimulated than retarded by the new position that we have been forced into, and that we shall take every opportunity, whenever we feel ourselves able to do so, of acting cordially with all bodies of Socialists both in and out of the Socialist League.”

The conditions of membership in the Society were limited to a general agreement with the principles of Socialism, as explained in the manifesto to be issued by it, and a payment of a shilling as annual subscription. Its object was defined, or was left undefined, as the spreading of the principles of Socialism. Its place of meeting was named as being at Kelmscott House, and a few simple regulations as to officers and candidates made up the remainder of its constitution. Mr. E. Walker was, and still is, the secretary of the Society. Morris himself was treasurer. The old room in Kelmscott House continued to be at the service of the members for meetings, which were held twice a week for several years. As time went on they became more intermittent; and at last the Society continued to exist only in the sense that it never was formally dissolved.

“I have got to rewrite the manifesto for the new Hammersmith Society,” Morris writes on the 9th of December, 1890, “and that I must do this very night: it is a troublesome and difficult job, and I had so much rather go on with my Saga work.”

The manifesto does not throw any fresh light on his principles or methods. It is in the main a re-statement of the case against a capitalist system of society; to which a further definition of the aims of the newly-founded body is added, disclaiming State Socialism as a final ideal, but repudiating with much greater energy any doctrine which tends towards Anarchism. “It is not the dissolution of society for which we strive, but its re-integration. The idea put forward by some who attack present society, of the complete independence of every individual, that is, of freedom without society, is not merely impossible of realization, but when looked into, turns out to be inconceivable.” Passive resistance is proclaimed as the limit of opposition to the existing order, however tyrannical; and the hope of the future is indicated as a general combination of labour which will slowly drive capitalists from position after position, until at last they find themselves in possession of responsibility without privilege, and voluntarily abdicate an untenable position.

Throughout the year the protect of his new printing press and the work to be done in connexion with it had swallowed up all other interests. Even his own work in romance-writing and translating Sagas from the Icelandic took a second place to it. But at these employments, and at his Merton Abbey work, he was also fairly busy, and well contented with them all. In February the magnificent Arras tapestry of the Adoration of the Kings which now hangs in Exeter College Chapel was finished to his complete satisfaction; nothing better of the kind, he said, had ever been done, old or new. The admission to partnership in the firm of Morris & Co. of Messrs. F. and R. Smith, the two principal sub-managers after Mr. George Wardle’s retirement, had relieved Morris from a great deal of the purely mechanical or commercial details of management. The romance entitled “The Story of the Glittering Plain” was written this spring, and was published in the English Illustrated Magazine, in the four numbers for the months of June to September. It is perhaps best known as the first book printed at the Kelmscott Press. But it is likewise notable as marking the full and unreserved return of the author to romance. In “The House of the Wolfings,” and even to some degree in “The Roots of the Mountains “ also, there had been a semi-historical setting, and an adherence to the conditions of a world from which the supernatural element was not indeed excluded, but in which it bore such a subordinate place as involved no violent strain on probability. Here the imagined world is of no place or time, and is one in which nothing is impossible. The dreamer of dreams has returned to that strange Land East of the Sun, mingled of Northern Saga and Arabian tale, through which the Star-Gazer had passed two and twenty years before in the days of “The Earthly Paradise”: a land in which, like Odysseus and his comrades in the isle of Circe, “we do not know where is the dusk nor where the dawn.” The book which the King’s daughter shows to Hallblithe in his dream on the Acre of the Undying is a sort of figure of that glittering world, rich with all imagined and unimaginable wonders, into which Morris had entered long ago, and the door of which always remained open to him.

“She had in her hand a book covered outside with gold and gems, even as he saw it in the orchard-close aforetime: and he beheld her face that it was no longer the face of one sick with sorrow; but glad, and clear, and most beauteous. Now she opened the book and held it before Hallblithe and turned the leaves so that he might see them clearly; and therein were woods and castles painted, and burning mountains, and the wall of the world, and kings upon their thrones, and fair women and warriors, all most lovely to behold, even as he had seen it aforetime in the orchard when he lay lurking amidst the leaves of the bay tree.

“So at last she came to the place in the book wherein was painted Hallblithe’s own image over against the image of the Hostage; and he looked thereon and longed. But she turned the leaf, and lo! on one side the Hostage again, standing in a fair garden of the spring with the lilies all about her feet, and behind her the walls of a house, grey, ancient, and lovely: and on the other leaf over against her was painted a sea rippled by a little wind and a boat thereon sailing swiftly, and one man alone in the boat sitting and steering with a cheerful countenance; and he, who but Hallblithe himself. Hallblithe looked thereon for a while and then the King’s daughter shut the book, and the dream flowed into other imaginings of no import.”

“News from Nowhere” had been revised about the same time and was published as a cheap volume in paper covers, which had a large circulation. It is a curious fact that this slightly constructed and essentially insular romance has, as a Socialist pamphlet, been translated into French, German, and Italian, and has probably been more read in foreign countries than any of his more important works in prose or verse. The romance itself — if it would not be more correct to speak of it as a pastoral — is of such beauty as may readily win indulgence for its artificiality. A pastoral, whether it places its golden age in the past or the future, is by the nature of the case artificial, and perhaps as much so, though not so obviously, as when it boldly plants itself in the present. The immediate occasion which led Morris to put into a connected form those dreams of an idyllic future in which his mind was constantly hovering was no doubt the prodigious vogue which had been obtained the year before, by an American Utopia, Mr. Bellamy’s once celebrated “Looking Backward.” The refined rusticity of “News from Nowhere” is in studied contrast to the apotheosis of machinery and the glorification of the life of large towns in the American book; and is perhaps somewhat exaggerated in its reaction from that picture of a world in which the phalanstère of Fourier seems to have swollen to delirious proportions, and State Socialism has resulted in a monstrous and almost incredible centralization.

Indeed a merely materialist Earthly Paradise was always a thing Morris regarded with a feeling little removed from disgust. That ideal organization of life in which the names of rich and poor should disappear, together with the things themselves, in a common social well-being, was in itself to him a mere body, of which art, as the single high source of pleasure, was the informing soul. “Mr. Bellamy worries himself unnecessarily,” he had said in an article in the Commonweal on this very book and its ideas in June, 1889, “in seeking, with obvious failure, some incentive to labour to replace the fear of starvation, which is at present our only one; whereas it cannot be too often repeated that the true incentive to useful and happy labour is, and must be, pleasure in the work itself.” That single sentence contains the sum of his belief in politics, in economics, in art.

The thought is thus expanded in the same article. “It is necessary to point out,” he writes, “that there are some Socialists who do not think that the problem of the organization of life and necessary labour can be dealt with by a huge national centralization, working by a kind of magic for which no one feels himself responsible: that on the contrary it will be necessary for the unit of administration to be small enough for every citizen to feel himself responsible for its details and be interested in them; that individual men cannot shuffle off the business of life on to the shoulders of an abstraction called the State, but must deal with it in conscious association with each other: that variety of life is as much an aim of true Communism as equality of condition, and that nothing but an union of these two will bring about real freedom: that modern nationalities are mere artificial devices for the commercial war that we seek to put an end to, and will disappear with it: and finally, that art, using that word in its widest and due signification, is not a mere adjunct of life which free and happy men can do without, but the necessary expression and indispensable instrument of human happiness.”

On the 10th of June Morris writes from Kelmscott House to Mrs. Burne-Jones:

“I have had three outings, — no, four — two of them business though. Item to Chislehurst after a job: villas (some desperately ugly, others according to the new light) in the beautiful woods with lots of oak growing in them which to me is a treat, as I see so little oak about Kelmscott. Yes, villas and nothing but villas save a chemist’s shop and a dry public house near the station: no sign of any common people, or anything but gentlemen and servants — a beastly place to live in, don’t you think?

“Next place was better — in a way — a house of a very rich — and such a wretched uncomfortable place! a sham Gothic house of fifty years ago now being added to by a young architect of the commercial type — men who are very bad. Fancy, in one of the rooms there was not a pane of glass that opened! Well, let that flea stick on the wall. Stanmore is the name of the place: it is really quite pretty about, though only about ten miles from London (near Harrow), great big properties all about, the wall of one park next to the wall of another, which has at any rate preserved the trees. Smith and I walked thence to Edgware over most beautiful meadows with scarce a house to be seen till you come to Edgware, which is a little melancholy town or large village; old, not ugly, but too visibly the home of most abundant poverty.

“The next outing was an Anti-Scrape one to Lincoln. That was exceedingly delightful to me. The town has a terrible blot on it, a great factory for machines down by the river, which seems to take a pleasure in smoking; indeed I suppose its masters are practically the masters of the whole town. However that is the worst of it: there is a longish oldish street on the flat, and at the end of it a beautiful gate across, now the Guildhall, and it rises steeper and steeper till before you come to the close you almost have to crawl, and most of the way the long leaden roof of the minster is the horizon; the houses mostly oldish red brick and pantiles. There is another most beautiful gate into the close, over which show the different planes of the minster most wonderfully. The whole place is chock full of history: there is work of the first Norman bishop, Remigius, who strangely enough moved his see there from Dorchester on the Thames, so well known to me. The rest (and almost all) is in gradated periods of Early Pointed; outside one may perhaps find fault with parts, especially the East Front (only I had a pleasing feeling that I was not responsible for them). But when we got inside all criticism fell, and one felt — well, quite happy — and as if one never wanted to go away again. I had seen it all more than twenty years ago, but somehow was much more impressed this time: the church is not high inside, though it is long and broad, but its great quality is a kind of careful delicacy of beauty, that no other English minster that I have seen comes up to: in short a miracle of art, that nowhere misses its intention. There is a little stained glass (early thirteenth century) as good as the best, and some of the sculpture at least belongs to the best work of the time. Outside the church and close to it is a huge Norman Castle, the enceinte quite complete, a piece of the keep left: a horrible modern prison and court house inside the old walls. Five minutes from the close gate towards the open country you come on the gate of the Roman town, quite unornamented, but sound and well-built. Down the slope of the hill are still left two twelfth-century houses. One of them, in honour surely of little Sir Hugh, is called the Jew’s House; I cheapened an old chest there of a lady somewhat of Mrs. Wilfer’s type, who received us with the dignity of a fallen Queen.”

The fourth outing was a brief visit to Kelmscott. “I am steadily at work,” he writes ten days later, “reading my own poems, because we are really going to bring out a one-volume ‘Earthly Paradise’ this autumn. Some people would say the work was hard. ‘The Glittering Plain’ I have finished some time, and begun another.”

On the 8th of July he writes again: “I have undertaken to get out some of the Sagas I have lying about. Quaritch is exceedingly anxious to get hold of me, and received with enthusiasm a proposal to publish a Saga Library: item he will give me money (or perhaps I ought to say old books). We have got six letters of our new type done and have even had a scrap printed.”

This type, the first produced for the Kelmscott Press, cost Morris almost infinite pains. “What I wanted,” he writes of it himself in the Note on his aims in founding the Kelmscott Press, “was letter pure in form; severe, without needless excrescences; solid, without the thickening and thinning of the line which is the essential fault of the ordinary modern type, and which makes it difficult to read; and not compressed laterally, as all later type has grown to be owing to commercial exigencies. There was only one source from which to take examples of this perfected Roman type, to wit, the works of the great Venetian printers of the fifteenth century, of whom Nicholas Jenson produced the completest and most Roman characters from 1470 to 1476. This type I studied with much care, getting it photographed to a big scale, and drawing it over many times before I began designing my own letter; so that though I think I mastered the essence of it, I did not copy it servilely; in fact, my Roman type, especially in the lower case, tends rather more to the Gothic than does Jenson’s.”

By the middle of August eleven punches had been cut for the new fount, and Morris had determined that Caxton’s “Golden Legend” should be the first large work produced by his press. He himself had recently acquired a copy of the edition of 1527 printed by Wynkyn de Worde. The Kelmscott “Golden Legend “ was, however, set up, not from this, but from Caxton’s own first edition of 1483. The almost priceless original was borrowed, under a heavy bond in case of loss or injury, from the Cambridge University Library for this purpose. It was transcribed for the press — a work of such laborious magnitude, and one executed so patiently and carefully as to deserve commemoration — by Miss Phillis M. Ellis, the daughter of his old friend and collaborator. Ellis himself took the chief part in superintending the accuracy of the text, a work of no small difficulty.

On the 29th of August, 1890, Morris writes to him from Kelmscott:

“Please pardon me for not answering your letter sooner; you know my little ways. Also I did want to weigh between the Golden Legend and the Troy book for reprinting: now I have borrowed a Recueil of the Histories of Troy (the Wynkyn de Worde of course) from Quaritch, and have no doubt that the G. L. is by far the most important book of the two: so I accept your kind offer with many thanks indeed, and will begin printing as soon as the type is free from the Glittering Plain, which I take it will be the first book printed in the regenerate type or Jenson-Morris.

“I inclose a specimen (over-inked) of as far as we have gone at present. I hope you admire its literature — due of course to the compositor. Kind regards to the young she-scribe that is to be.”

The idea of becoming a publisher as well as a printer was one which had not yet occurred to him. An experiment was talked of later, but never carried out, of dispensing with a publisher by printing off a book and then selling the whole edition by auction. For “The Golden Legend” an agreement for publication was entered into with Mr. Bernard Quaritch. “I don’t mind having a publisher,” Morris said, “so long as he has nothing whatever to do with any question except purely business ones. As to the ‘prophet’ I want none of him: I only want not to have to drop much, say not above £100.” On this footing it was arranged. The agreement, signed on the 11th of September, 1890, provides that the publisher shall pay for the expenses of paper, printing, and binding, and that Morris is to have sole and absolute control over choice of paper and type, size of the reprint, and selection of the printer. The last-named provision indicates that Morris was then still uncertain whether to start a press of his own or to have his new type printed from by some existing firm of printers. The following two letters to Ellis continue the details of the enterprise. Kelmscott House,

 

“Kelmscott House,

“Sept. 7th, 1890.

“My dear Ellis,

“I gave Quaritch your letter in person, and we had a talk about the matter: by this time you will have had a letter from him. It seemed to me a matter of course to agree, as far as I am concerned, with his proposition to take the whole expense on himself and do what he can with the 250 copies, since it will then cost us nothing but our work: only it seems to me that your share of the work will be so much the heaviest that I feel rather uncomfortable about it, and think it somehow ought to be made up to you. What I have now chiefly to do is to push on the type-founding side of matters: I will do all I possibly can on this side, so that we may begin as soon as possible. I should think that we might get some type about Christmas time; but of course I cannot be sure. Wishing you good luck (I had little with the gudgeons),

“I am yours ever,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

“Kelmscott,

“Sept. 14th, 1890.

“My dear Ellis,

“I have sent on Q.’s copy and now send back yours. Of course I should like the reprint to be of the same form as the original if the Roman type can do it, which I doubt, as black letter takes up less room: in any case some kind of folio it will have to be. As to paper I have heard of two people who may help us, one whom Walker knows and whose mill I propose to visit with Walker almost at once; and one employed by Allen, Ruskin’s publisher. We can do nothing with Whatman but take what he has on the shelves. In one thing I think I differ from you a little, i.e., about the joined letters or queer signs: since our book is to be a reprint, not a fac-simile, I do not think that we need reproduce these: indeed I should extend the abbreviations in order to make the book more readable. However I am open to correction on this point. Don’t rest too much on my date of Christmas for the type: we seem to be getting on very slowly with it at present, and I have only eleven letters cut yet. I can only hope for the best.

“Yours ever,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

By the middle of October “the type is getting on: I have all the lower case letters (26), also I have been designing ornamental letters, rather good I think.” His excitement over the work was so great that for once he left Kelmscott, when autumn ended, with little regret. “We are coming to London to-day,” he writes from there on the 16th of October. “The weather has been very good; our best day was Monday, when I hear you had a fog; it was a miracle of a day here: the sort of day when you really can do nothing but stand and stare at it. I am not sorry to come to town. I want to cease from being bumbled up and down. I want to work hard at my easy work.”

The breaking up of the Socialist League and the constitution of the Hammersmith Socialist Society, though it took up a measure of his time for the next six weeks in London, hardly disturbed him materially, and did not check the progress of his other work. By the end of the year all but two of the punches for the type, both upper and lower case, were completed, and a compositor and pressman, Mr. William Bowden, had been engaged. The paper was made from linen rag by Messrs. Batchelor & Son of Little Chart, near Ashford, after an Italian pattern of the fifteenth century, which Morris supplied. Such care was taken in its manufacture, that the wire moulds were woven by hand to reproduce the slight irregularity in the texture of those used by the earliest printers. Morris went down to Little Chart himself with Mr. E. Walker to see about this paper. With unabated interest in any form of manual art, he must take off his coat and try to make a sheet of paper with his own hands. At the second attempt he succeeded in doing very creditably what it is supposed takes a man several months to master.

In the course of the year Morris had made one more experiment in the use of type other than his own. This was a small edition of his own translation of the Gunnlaug Saga, which he had printed at the Chiswick Press in a Gothic type copied from a fount used by Caxton. The initials in this little book were left blank in order to be rubricated by hand; and Morris put them in himself on two or three copies: but the whole project went no further, and the little book was never published.

On the last day of the year he writes to Ellis:

“I am very glad that you are getting on so well and like the work. As for me I expect to have my type in a month, and shall take a room and see about comps. at once. The paper also will not be later, though this matters less as to our date of beginning. One thing may disappoint you — to wit, that we cannot make a double-column page of it, the page will not be wide enough. For my part, I don’t regret it: double column seems to me chiefly fit for black letter, which prints up so close. Jenson did not print even his Pliny in double column. But it is a case of a fortiori in modern printing: because we have no contractions, few tied letters, and we cannot break a word with the same frankness as they could: I mean we can’t put whi on one side and ch on the other. This makes the spacing difficult, and a wide page desirable.

“Would you kindly give me the Initial letters of the first few sheets of our copy; I mean state whether they are A’s B’s and what not; I want this for our ‘blooming-letters,’ so that I may get ready those which are most wanted.”

With the beginning of 1891 the Kelmscott Press actually started working. Its first premises, a cottage on the Upper Mall of Hammersmith a few yards from Kelmscott House, were taken possession of on the 12th of January. A proof-press and a printing-press were got and set up there. The first sample of the paper arrived on the 27th, and the first full trial page was set up and printed on the 31st. During February a sufficient working stock of both type and paper was delivered, and the regular working of the Press began. Mr. Bowden’s son, who continued to work at the Press until it was closed, was engaged as compositor, and a third workman as pressman.

Meanwhile his research after fine specimens of fifteenth-century printing went on with unabated zeal. The following letter to J. H. Middleton refers to some of his most recent purchases, made from a dealer named Olschki, whose prices Morris thought rather exorbitant. Middleton was also in dealings with Mr. Olschki on behalf of the Fitzwilliam Museum at Cambridge, of which he was then Director.

 

“Kelmscott House,

“Jan. 20th, 1891.

“My dear Middleton,

“One of those books of Olschki’s is a fine book otherwise (John Zeiner, Ulm, 1474) and rare doubtless, and has moreover a very fine woodcut border to first page and some curious initials: I am not buying it because there is, oddly enough, the same border in another of his books (by the same printer, 1475) which is much cheaper. This border is however so fine and so very well printed that I thought you might like it for the Fitzwilliam, since though I think it Jew-dear, I should have kept it if I had not got the other. The price is £15, but I daresay O. would take less. Shall I send it you to look at? I have just bought a very fine and interesting book: Speculum Humanæ Salvationis (in Dutch), Culembourg, Veldener, 1483. That says little; but the point of it is that it has in it all the cuts from the block-book Speculum (116) and 12 more seemingly of the same date. These are not recut, but are printed from the original blocks sawn in two down the columns of the canopies: some of these cuts are to my mind far away the best woodcuts ever done, and generally the designs are admirable: at once decorative, and serious with the devotional fervour of the best side of the Middle Ages. The date of the cutting you know is probably about 1430.

“Do you know if they have a copy at the University Library? If they have not I should like to show Mr. Jenkinson the book when I come your way. My copy belonged to the Enschede people, who you may know were a very old firm of type-founders.

“By the way I expect my press will be at work in about a month.

“Yours affectionately,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

On the 11th of February he writes to Ellis:

“This is the state of things. The punches all cut, and matrices all struck: I had a little lot of type cast to see if any alterations were required, and set up a page of the 4to as there was not enough for the folio; I had the g recut because it seemed to me too black. I then ordered five cwt. of the type, which I am told is enough, and am expecting to have it towards the end of this week or beginning of next. As soon as I get it I will set up a trial page of the G. L.

“Then paper — the trial lot turned out not quite right, not sized quite hard enough, though I think better than any modern paper I have come across. He is going to size it harder. But it is only a little lot (9 reams), therefore I intend printing a little edition of the Glittering Plain on it. Moreover we had better not be too cocksure about the paper, we might find it desirable to make a bigger sheet. In any case however we might set up a section or so of the G. L. and let the type be till we had got the paper right. I was not going to send you a specimen of the type till we could set up a page of the G. L. But I can sympathize with my pardner’s anxiety; and accordingly send him a page of the G. P., of course full of defects, but on the paper and with the types. I don’t know what you will think of it; but I think it precious good. Crane when he saw it beside Jenson thought it more Gothic-looking: this is a fact, and a cheerful one to me.”

The first sheet of “The Story of the Glittering Plain,” which owing to this accidental collocation of circumstances was the first book printed at and issued from the Kelmscott Press, was printed off on the 2nd of March, and the last on the 4th of April. Only two hundred copies on paper, besides six on vellum, were printed. It was issued in May by Messrs. Reeves and Turner, Morris’ ordinary publishers. The printing had been carried through under great difficulties. Towards the end of February Morris was laid up for several weeks with a severe attack of gout, attended by other symptoms of an alarming kind. On consultation the kidneys were found to be gravely affected; and he was told that henceforth he must consider himself an invalid to the extent of husbanding his strength and living under a very careful regimen.

In the height of the attack, and before he was able to hold a pen,— “my hand seems lead and my wrist string” — he writes to Ellis with unconquerable spirit:

“And now as to the joint enterprise: I have got my type and am hard at work on the Glittering Plain, which I hope to get out in about six weeks time; about the same time I expect the first instalment of my due stock of paper; and I don’t see why we then should not be ready to go ahead with G. L., only I certainly must see you before we settle matters. Meantime, as soon as I can stand up, or before, I will get a mere trial page or two of the G. L. set up, and then you can get some idea of the number of pages.

“Yes, ’tis a fine thing to have some interesting work to do, and more than ever when one is in trouble — I found that out the other day.”

From Folkestone, where he had gone to pick up his strength after this illness, he writes a month later, “I think I shall make some scratch of a border to each life or section. I want to make it grand. I have a specimen of the new paper this morning, it is admirable — couldn’t be better.” While there, he designed the ornamental border for the first page of “The Golden Legend,” and several of the large floriated initials, or “bloomers,” as they are called in the traditional slang of the press. As soon as he came back to London, a regular pressman was permanently engaged (the one got in to help in the printing of “The Story of the Glittering Plain” had only been taken for the job) and the printing of “The Golden Legend” began to go steadily on. The first sheet was printed off by the middle of May: and before the end of that month the Press had been removed into larger premises in Sussex House, next door to the cottage first occupied by it.

“The new printed sheets of the G. L. look very well indeed,” says a letter of the 20th of May. “Pleased as I am with my printing, when I saw my two men at work on the press yesterday with their sticky printers’ ink, I couldn’t help lamenting the simplicity of the scribe and his desk, and his black ink and blue and red ink, and I almost felt ashamed of my press after all. I am writing a short narrative poem to top up my new book with. My wig! but it is garrulous: I can’t help it, the short lines and my old recollections lead me on.”

The volume of his own collected verses which, under the title of “Poems by the Way,” was the second book issued from the Kelmscott Press, did not actually begin to be printed till July: but during May he was busy in collecting and passing judgment on those shorter unpublished poems of his own which were to form its main contents. He was habitually careless about his own manuscripts, and kept no record of what he had written or even of what he had published. Without the help of Mr. Fairfax Murray, into whose hands a number of the unpublished manuscripts had passed, and who had kept a record of all the poems which had ever been printed in magazines or elsewhere, the collection could hardly have been made. As it is, a number of his poems, which would have come within the general scope of the book, escaped his notice altogether. Apart from the longer narrative poems belonging to the period of “The Earthly Paradise,” there are still sufficient of these yet unpublished pieces, — lyrics, sonnets, and ballads, — to make up a second volume of “Poems by the Way” as large as the first.

Among the pieces which had been rescued from total disappearance by Mr. Murray were a few belonging to the earliest years, the period of “The Defence of Guenevere.” Of two of them he writes to Murray, “Catherine puzzles me: I have not the slightest recollection of any stanza of it. Did I write it? Is it a translation? I think not the latter; but it is devilish like. It is much too long, and I fear it is too rude to be altered. The Long Land I like in a fashion. But O the callowness of it! Item it is tainted with imitation of Browning, as Browning then was.” None of these very early pieces were finally included in the volume published. The poem of “Goldilocks and Goldilocks,” which concludes the volume, was the only one written for it now: the remainder of its contents, which are placed in a studied disarrangement, fall into two groups. One of these consists of poems written in the six or seven years between 1867 and 1874, the period which begins with “The Life and Death of Jason” and ends with “Love is Enough.” The other is made up of poems of a period divided from the former by an interval of ten years. It begins with the first of the “Chants for Socialists” of 1884; and includes the political verses, as they might be called, of militant Socialism, the fragments which he thought most worthy of survival from his versified Socialist romance of the “Pilgrims of Hope,” and the ballads and romantic pieces of the three or four years which had elapsed since the beginnings of his return to literature. Intermediate between the two main groups, and of very various dates, are the verses for his own tapestries, or for Burne-Jones’s pictures, of which between thirty and forty are printed in the volume. Only one poem previously unpublished, “The Folkmote by the River,” belongs to the more recent years.

Some of the poems of the earlier period have a special history or association. “The God of the Poor” (which had already been printed in the Fortnightly Review for August, 1868) was almost, if not quite, the first piece he wrote when he resumed the writing of poetry after he had left Red House. The two beautiful lyrics, “From the Upland to the Sea” and “Meeting in Winter,” are songs from “The Story of Orpheus,” which had been written for “The Earthly Paradise,” but never published. “A Garden by the Sea” is a later version of the song of the water-nymph to Hylas in the fourth book of “The Life and Death of Jason.” The minute differences in language, in one of the most haunting and exquisitely finished of all his lyrics, are of no little interest. The lines “To the Muse of the North,” it may be worth while to note, were written before his first visit to Iceland, and show more clearly than any comment how the land and all that had come from it filled his imagination. The curious poem entitled “Pain and Time Strive Not,” which is of a date somewhere between 1871 and 1873, is remarkable as the single instance in which Morris, after the first enthusiasm of his early years in London had cooled, has distinctly imitated the manner and versification of Rossetti.

“The title of my new book,” Morris wrote to his publishers in June, “will be Poems by the Way; the format the same as the Glittering Plain. It will be printed in red and black. The poems will include some recently written and some written many years ago. Some have appeared in magazines, but with the two exceptions of a little piece out of the Jason and one out of the Ogier, they will none of them have been printed in any book of mine.”

The “little piece out of the Jason” is the one just mentioned; that from “Ogier the Dane,” which was in the end not included, was one of the versions of the song beginning In the white-flowered hawthorn brake, in that poem. These two lyrics are, in the opinion of many judges, the most beautiful of all he ever wrote, and both are among the rare instances of lyrics which remained for years in his mind, and which he remodelled or retouched again and again. Two earlier versions of this latter piece are extant: its original form, as a lyric in the “Scenes from the Fall of Troy,” has been already quoted. An intermediate version occurs in the cancelled and rewritten Prologue to “The Earthly Paradise.” Whether the lyric which he proposed to insert in the new volume was one of these two earlier versions, or (as in the case of the lyric from “Jason “) a later version than that already published, and in that case a fourth version of the same piece, there are now no means of discovering.

In this pleasant work, and in the active joy of returning health, the spring and summer passed easily away. “The blossom is splendid,” he writes on the 10th of May. “London in the older parts like the Inns of Court really looks well in this spring-time with the bright fresh green against the smoky old walls. Spring over, it becomes London again, and no more an enchanted city.”

“I have the usual complaint at my pen’s end of nothing to tell,” he. adds two days later. “The weather is beautifully bright and quite hot; the pear and cherry blossom is going off, and spring will soon have slid into summer, though the lilac is yet to come.”

“It is a hottish close morning,” says a letter of the 3rd of June, “rather dull with London smoke. I have just been down the garden to see how things were doing, and find that they are getting on. Not so many slugs and snails by a long way, and the new planted things are growing now; the sweet peas promising well, the peonies in bud, as well as the scarlet poppies. All well at the press: we are now really getting on, so that finishing the Golden Legend is looking something more than a dream.”

At the end of July he writes from Folkestone to Mrs. Burne-Jones just before starting on a tour in Northern France with his daughter Jenny :

“I am ashamed to say that I am not as well as I should like, and am even such a fool as to be rather anxious — about myself this time. But I suppose the anxiety is part of the ailment. I hope you are better, as I have still some anxiety left for the service of my friends.

“On Sunday we had a strange show: a sea-fog came on in the afternoon after a bright morning, which gradually invaded the whole land under the downs; but we clomb to the top of them and found them and all the uplands beyond lying under a serene calm sunny sky, the tops of the cliffs towards Dover coming bright and sharp above the fog, and throwing a blue shadow on it; below a mere sea of cloud, not a trace of the sea (proper), wave on wave of it. It looked like Long Jokull (in Iceland), only that was glittering white and this was goose-breast colour. I thought it awful to look on, and it made me feel uneasy, as if there were wild goings on preparing for us underneath the veil.”

The French tour of three weeks in August was the renewal of one of his earliest affection: and he writes that his delight in the country, “the river-bottoms with the endless poplar forest, and the green green meadows,” and in the beautiful churches, was as keen and as unclouded as it had been thirty-three years before. “I have given myself up to thinking of nothing but the passing day and keeping my eyes open.”

The two letters which follow were written to Mr. Emery Walker on the journey. In the first, the reference at the beginning is to the fount of Gothic type which he had just designed for the Kelmscott Press, and which was now in course of being cut by Mr. Prince. “By the Way” in the second was the familiar and disrespectful title of his new volume of poems.

 

“Beauvais,

“August 13th, 1891.

“My dear Walker,

“Many thanks for your letter and inclosures. I chuckled over the upside down A. I have written to Prince: he has now done eihlnoprt. The t does not look well: I think I shall have to re-design it. The e also looks a little wrong, but might be altered. The rest look very well indeed. I shall be pretty certainly at home on August 30. I leave for Soissons to-morrow, and I suppose shall get to Reims on Saturday. But I don’t think we shall find any place better than this: the town is delightful quite apart from the Cathedral and St. Stephen’s. Also our inn is comfortable, which is something. We went a long drive yesterday (morning drizzly, afternoon downright wet, but a jolly drive of near twenty miles and back) and saw the two churches of Gournay en Bray, and St. Germer en Fly: both early and interesting; the second exceedingly beautiful: a huge church, Norman, with vaulting and insertions of transitional, and a long lady-chapel with its vestibule, time of St. Louis (late thirteenth century). The chapel (not the vestibule) had been restored, pretty badly; but had three stained windows (of its own date) about as good as any I ever saw. The rest of the church quite unrestored: also there are grills of twelfth century round the choir. The west end, traditionally said to have been burned by the Burgundians (c. 1470), is very defestive, but a plain (but good) abbey gateway remains. Altogether a wonderful church. Gournay, a much smaller church; the nave very early Norman (before the middle of century I should say), but with transition vaulting: transepts and choir mainly transition with each a big early decorated window in it: east end square and window coming low down. The carving on caps of nave very curious, no two alike; mostly rude (some very), but many beautiful. I am sorry to say that this admirable nave has been badly restored, even to the recutting of some of the caps: perhaps the French Society might stop this game, as those that are left are extraordinarily valuable. As to the west front it was thirteenth century; but is now nineteenth, and bad at that; they have even done new sculptures for the tympanums. As for the town of Gournay it is uninteresting, but they make cream cheeses of the very best: crede mihi experto.

“Certainly the Cathedral here is one of the wonders of the world: seen by twilight its size gives one an impression almost of terror: one can scarcely believe in it. But when you see the detail, it is so beautiful that the beauty impresses you more than the size.

“We are just going to read the late stained glass at St. Stephen’s, which is very amusing, lots of it.

“The arms of the chapter are gules a cross argent with four keys of the same cantoned if I blazon it right: the arms of the town, gules a pale argent. The town has lost its walls, but they are in a way traceable, for the town ditch fed by two little rivers goes all round: there is a very big central place also, so that the plan of the town is very good.

“Yours affectionately,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

 

“Reims, Marne,

“August 16th.

My dear Walker,

“We have just come out of the Cathedral, which, though a wonderful place, is, if I am right, not so great a work as Amiens, Beauvais, or Soissons. The latter was our last place on our way here. I thought the church there most extraordinarily beautiful. Except for the end of the north transept (which is early decorated) it is all of the earliest Gothic, not very big (but wide), of great simplicity and of the utmost refinement. The south transept is much lower than the north and apsidal; the interior of it, of two vaulted stages, comparable in beauty to Hugh’s work at Lincoln (though not like it), Gothic at its best. There have been some bad restorations there, but it is not destroyed. The worst is the black lining of the ashlar of the choir down to the triforium. Here the outside has already been restored (including the work they are doing to the south transept, which looks very bad), but excepting the west front with its amazing wealth of imagery: though they do not here seem to touch the figure sculptures. Perhaps it might be of use to memorialize the French Society upon this and some other points.

“Here the whole of the clerestory (except the windows of the choir blocked up by the restoration at present) has its stained glass, of the most splendid quality, though a good deal patched. If Grant Allen should see it he would find it justified his views of jewellery completely; for no collection of gems could come within a hundred miles of it. All the way from Beauvais to Compiègne, Soissons and here, the churches seem very fine and mostly early. The country round Soissons is very beautiful. It is built on the side of the Aisne, a river about as big there as the Thames at Reading: we saw vines there for the first time this journey. The arms of Soissons city are azure a fleur de lys argent. The chapter carries, I think, under a chief of France a tower. The tinctures I did not see, as I take my information from a lamp-post, of Napoleon’s time, I suppose, as the fleur de lys were bees. There are some fine tapestries hung up in the aisles here in very good preservation, c. 1520 I think. They make splendid ornaments. I intend studying them and the stained glass and the sculpture tomorrow properly.

“I heard from Bowden that he has sent on another sheet and some Golden Legend, but it has not yet come: will to-morrow, I suppose. Jacobi has sent me two sheets of the cheap By the Way: it looks well. I have not done one letter since I started, my work being mostly staring and walking and eating. We intend going on to Laon on Tuesday, which will probably mean getting to Folkestone on Saturday or Sunday next and home the day after. Get Hooper to do the colophon before he goes off if you can, as otherwise it might stick us.

“Yours affectionately,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

“St. Remy a very fine church: some glass there even finer than that in Cathedral, twelfth century.”

On the 23rd of September he writes to his daughter Jenny at Kelmscott: “I expect the book” — the “Poems by the Way”— “will be all printed to-morrow, and will go to the binders on Monday. They are printing the colophon sheet to-day, which is exciting. Item, Mr. Quaritch has sent me in a specimen copy of volume 2 of the Saga Library, so I suppose I shall bring it along with me. I shall probably bring along a copy of the cheap ‘Glittering Plain,’ and the cheap ‘Poems by the Way’ will soon be out. So you see, my own, that if it doesn’t rain blue elephants’ it may almost be said to rain new books of mine. Do you know, I do so like seeing a new book out that I have had a hand in. Mr. Prince is also getting on with the new fount of type, but when I shall begin to print with it I really don’t know.

“Before I finish the news, I must tell you that about 6 o’clock yesterday a stout man called (like a Scotch farmer) and announced himself as the keeper of the dogs at the Doggeries; he said he had wanted to take the house again, but I had forestalled him, and now he wanted to rent the kennels of me: he was so polite that all I could say was that I did not think I would, also that I would ask my wife. Of course I won’t let him have them.

“I am going to give a dinner party on Friday to Ellis, Phillis and Cuthbert and Harry. And then on Saturday, ho for Kelmscott! I shall be so glad to see my dear again.”






  








CHAPTER XX. PRINTING, ROMANCE-WRITING, TRANSLATION, AND CRITICISM: FINAL ATTITUDE TOWARDS ART AND HISTORY. 1891-1893
 

THE life of Morris from that autumn until his last illness was one of placid continuity of production, with little variety of external incident. From the illness of the spring of 1891 he never fully recovered; and though he enjoyed several years more of fair health, his bodily powers became gradually less able to respond to the calls of his unflagging intellectual energy. The amount of work he had already done, in literature, in art, in politics, in handicraft, was enough to fill not one, but many lives; and the machinery which had been working at continuous high pressure for so long began to show signs of permanent weakening. But in these latter years his whole personality ripened and softened. The outbursts of temper so familiar to his earlier friends ceased. The impatience born of intense craving for sympathy and understanding died away. The training of the years of co-operation with impracticable colleagues in the Socialist party had not been lost. Mr. Selwyn Image, speaking from intimate acquaintance as a colleague on the executive committee of the Arts and Crafts Society and in the Art Workers’ Guild, records, as the deepest impression made on him, that of Morris’ extraordinary patience and conciliatoriness: and the same testimony is borne by others who worked along with him. “O how I long to keep the world from narrowing me, and to look at things bigly and kindly!” Thus he had written, in a letter of more than usually intimate self-revelation, nearly twenty years before: and the prayer had been heard. Like the southern autumn of Virgil, the year remained fruitful in its mellow decline:

 — dant arbuta silvæ,Et varios ponit fetus austumnus, et alte

Mitis in apricis coquitur vindemia saxis.The Kelmscott Press remained until towards the end of these years his engrossing preoccupation. Next to it in his interest were his own romances. He had practically ceased to write original poetry. As to one of these tales indeed, that entitled “Child Christopher and Goldilind the Fair,” he wavered for some time whether he should write it in verse or prose, and actually began it in verse, but quickly gave it up. He announced this decision to Burne-Jones the next time they met, observing at the same time, in what is perhaps the most sweeping of all his generalizations, that poetry was tommy rot. But the prose romances all contain snatches of lyric verse, and besides his metrical rendering of “Beowulf,” other verse, original and translated, was written by him now and again. Foremost perhaps in beauty among these lyrics of later summer, and deserving to be reclaimed here from the obscure pages of the Catalogue of the fourth Exhibition of the Arts and Crafts Society, are the verses which he wrote for an embroidered hanging, designed and worked by his daughter May for his own bed, a fine piece of carved oak of the seventeenth century, in the Manor House at Kelmscott.

 

The wind’s on the wold

And the night is a-cold,

And Thames runs chill

‘Twixt mead and hill.

But kind and dear

Is the old house here

And my heart is warm

‘Midst winter’s harm.

Rest then and rest,

And think of the best

‘Twixt summer and spring,

When all birds sing

In the town of the tree,

And ye lie in me

And scarce dare move,

Lest earth and its love

Should fade away

Ere the full of the day.

I am old and have seen

Many things that have been;

Both grief and peace

And wane and increase.

No tale I tell

Of ill or well,

But this I say,

Night treadeth on day,

And for worst and best

Right good is rest.

 

Besides his own story-writing, he continued the pleasant labour of translating from the Icelandic and mediæval French. He lectured, when time and strength permitted, on the arts of life, more especially now on printing and its kindred arts. He remained active in the service of the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings. Whether in the defence of ancient buildings like Westminster Abbey and Peterborough Cathedral against the injuries of the restorer, or in the protection of the natural beauties of England, as in Epping Forest or on the upper Thames, against the inroads of planned ugliness or inconsiderate change, his voice and pen were always active when called upon. Nor did he decline from the unobtrusive work of education towards the growth of a future Socialism. It is to these last years that some of his noblest and most significant utterances on the ideals of human life belong — notably among them the preface to Ruskin’s chapter “On the Nature of Gothic,” and the letter of November, 18 93, on the Miners’ Question, his latest and most carefully-worded confession of faith.

In October, 1891, an exhibition of pictures of the Pre-Raphaelite School was held in the Municipal Art Gallery at Birmingham, and Morris was asked to open it with an address on the Pre-Raphaelite painters. The speech which he then made represents the most formal discourse he had yet given on the art of painting, as one distinct from, yet in the closest relation to, the arts which he himself practised. It perhaps expresses his views not the less exactly because it was spoken on the spur of the moment, and was the imperfect but immediate utterance of his habitual feelings. The curiously halting sentences and inconclusive termination are accounted for very simply. He had meant to think out what he would say on the journey down to Birmingham, but fell asleep in the train and arrived with nothing prepared.

Professing himself a humble member of the school, he stated as his deliberate conviction that its principal masters, Rossetti, Millais, Holman Hunt, and Burne-Jones, were names that ranked alongside of the very greatest in the great times of art: then, not labouring this point, he commended their example to all artists, not primarily for any technical quality, but for the virtues of patience, diligence, and courage. These were the qualities that went to make great men; and great men might be trusted to do great work.

As regards the technique of painting, Morris had, from his own early practice of the art as well as from the insight of his immense genius, a knowledge that was not less great because he seldom showed it. But the art of painting always took its place in his mind as one of the arts subordinate to architecture, though it might be the first of these. The inflexible naturalism and minute finish of the early Pre-Raphaelites, he held, were necessary at the time to startle men out of the lethargy of a long convention, but they hardly represented the permanent method in which the painter’s art should employ itself. His own artistic intelligence had been as a matter of fact first awakened by that militant and, one might almost say, aggressive type of picture. “I remember distinctly myself,” he said in this address when speaking of the Pre-Raphaelite revolt against an outworn academic tradition, “as a boy, that when I had pictures offered to my notice I could not understand what they were about at all. I said, ‘Oh well, that is all right: it has got the sort of thing in it which there ought to be in a picture: there is nothing to be said against it, no doubt. I cannot say I would have had it other than that, because it is clearly the proper thing to do.’ But really I took very little interest in it.” For a short period he had been as profound an admirer of the earlier work of the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood as any of the school, and had himself worked hard at being a painter in the Pre-Raphaelite manner. When this temporary enthusiasm passed over, pictures took a place in his mind among the various methods of decorating surfaces. Except for his unbroken and almost daily intimacy with Burne-Jones, he did not see much of painters as such, nor was he a frequenter of studios or picture galleries. When he did see a picture he saw what there was in it at a single glance; his eye for both design and colour was here, as elsewhere, infallible, and his memory portentous. But easel-pictures seem, as a rule, to have given him the uneasy feeling of decoration disproportionate in labour and finish to its decorative object. With a painted book he had not this feeling; nor with the gem-like masterpieces of the Flemish and early Italian schools which approximate in method and finish to the pictures in a painted book. But for pictures on a larger scale and in a broader manner he would have preferred frescoes or even tapestries. Sir Edward Burne-Jones told me that Morris would have liked the faces in his pictures less highly finished, and less charged with the concentrated meaning or emotion of the painting. As with the artists of Greece and of the Middle Ages, the human face was to him merely a part, though no doubt a very important part, of the human body. In speaking of the qualifications required from tapestry-weavers, it was on their skill in rendering the feet and hands, not the faces, of the figures, that he laid special stress. He was quite satisfied with the simple and almost abstract types of expression that can be produced in tapestry; and he thought that the dramatic and emotional interest of a picture ought to be diffused throughout it as equally as possible. Such too was his own practice in the cognate art of poetry: and this is one reason why his poetry affords so few memorable single lines, and lends itself so little to quotation. Either quality would have been a merely incidental merit, and perhaps even a defect, in the view of his art which he himself held.

With the National Gallery indeed, or at least with those rooms in it which contained the works which were after his own heart, he was intimately familiar. Angelico, Van Eyck, and Holbein, his three greatest admirations among the painters of past ages, he admired as profoundly as he did any artist whatever. In one of the later numbers of the Commonweal, while discussing in a fragmentary and parenthetic way what the art of the future under realized Socialism might be like, he makes some remarks on the pictures in the National Gallery which incidentally open up his whole mind on the subject of pictorial art. “Perhaps,” he says, “mankind will regain their eyesight, which they have lost to a great extent; people have largely ceased to take in mental impressions through the eyes, whereas in times past the eyes were the great feeders of the fancy and imagination. I am in the habit when I go to an exhibition or a picture gallery of noticing their behaviour there; and as a rule I note that they seem very much bored, and their eyes wander vacantly over the various objects exhibited to them. If ordinary people go to our National Gallery, the thing which they want to see is the Blenheim Raphael, which, though well done, is a very dull picture to any one not an artist. While, when Holbein shows them the Danish princess of the sixteenth century yet living on the canvas, the demure half-smile not yet faded from her eyes; when Van Eyck opens a window for them into Bruges of the fourteenth century; when Botticelli shows them Heaven as it lived in the hearts of men before theology was dead, these things produce no impression on them, not so much even as to stimulate their curiosity and make them ask what ’tis all about; because these things were done to be looked at, and to make the eyes tell the mind tales of the past, the present, and the future.” Yet deeply as Morris admired these pictures, he scarcely loved them with his deepest love; he would willingly at any time have exchanged the National Gallery and all its contents for the cases of painted books in the British Museum. A man may be known by his company, inanimate as well as human; and while Morris had a small but choice collection of painted books among his chief treasures, and gladly paid large sums to secure one, his house was, with a few exceptions for which there were special reasons, pictureless, and he never bought a picture after the early days when he had ceased trying to paint them.

From this brief excursion into art criticism he returned to the work of his printing-press. In November he was discussing the printing of all his own works, meaning then to begin with the “Sigurd.” A second and larger press had been bought, and a new pressman and two new compositors engaged; and the printing of the Interminable, as “The Golden Legend” had come to be called, was making rapid progress. Before the end of the year he was discussing the form of the great Chaucer which it was his ambition to print. The Troy type, the first of his two Gothic founts, had been cut and was then being cast: but “it is so big that it is no use thinking of printing the Chaucer in double columns with it unless the book were to be as big as Eggestein’s Gratian’s Decretum,” — a leviathan among printed books, of which an uncut copy measures twenty inches by fifteen and weighs nearly thirty pounds. Before the end of the year he had determined on having another fount cut smaller from the same designs; and these two, with the original Roman or “Golden” fount, were the only three that he actually produced and printed from, though in the course of the year 1892 he partially designed another. “I am at work at my story and other trifles,” he writes to Ellis just before Christmas. But he was so busy now with the Press that even story-telling had to be dropped. This was one of several romances which he began in these years, and discontinued either because he was not satisfied with them or from mere lack of time. “The Wood beyond the World,” his next published romance, was not completed till quite two years later.

The small printing-press had been occupied during the earlier part of the winter of 1891-2 in turning out the third of the Kelmscott Press books, the volume of poems by Mr. Wilfrid Blunt. As soon as that volume was finished, it was set to work upon a reprint of Ruskin’s celebrated chapter “On the Nature of Gothic” from “The Stones of Venice.” It was the first thing that, when Morris met with it long ago at Oxford, had set fire to his enthusiasm, and kindled the beliefs of his whole life. In the preface to this reprint, dated 15th February, 1892, he states briefly and clearly the effect which Ruskin’s teaching had had on himself, and the permanent value which he still conceived it to possess. “To my mind,” he says, this chapter “is one of the most important things written by the author, and in future days will be considered as one of the very few necessary and inevitable utterances of the century. To some of us when we first read it” — in those dawn-golden days at Oxford— “now many years ago, it seemed to point out a new road on which the world should travel. The lesson which Ruskin here teaches us is that art is the expression of man’s pleasure in labour; that it is possible for man to rejoice in his work, for, strange as it may seem to us to-day, there have been times when he did rejoice in it.”

Even more: in this chapter, and in the subsequent teaching which did little more than expand and enforce it, Ruskin had laid, once for all, the basis for a true Socialism. For without art Socialism would remain as sterile as the other forms of social organization; it would not meet the real and perpetual wants of mankind. The social doctrines of the thinkers and theorists who had preceded Ruskin, like those of the others who, coming after him, had ignored or denied this essential element in his doctrine, would in practice “certainly lighten the burden of labour, but would not procure for it the element of sensuous pleasure which is the essence of all true art.” Of themselves they could go no further in their utmost success than create a world in which art would be possible: but that world would be a body still waiting, numb, joyless, and lifeless, for the entrance of the quickening spirit.

This preface was no sooner written, than Morris followed it by another utterance which has had little public circulation, but which gives his best literary qualities — his power of lucid statement, his immense and easily- wielded knowledge of architecture and history, his earnestness, his humour, and his mastery of biting phrase — with a perfection that is hardly equalled elsewhere. This was the paper on Westminster Abbey written by him for the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings and finished on the 7th of March. Its immediate occasion was a proposal then being discussed for the “complete restoration “ of the interior of the Abbey, and the addition to it, by public munificence or private enterprise, of some kind of annex which might give room for further monuments to distinguished men. That such a consummate monument of the noblest style and period of European architecture should be turned, as it long had been, into a “registration office for notorieties “ was felt by him as wanton and inexcusable sacrilege: and this proposal not only to continue and extend that degrading usage, but to mutilate the Abbey still further under such a pretext by remodelling or enlargement, was one the mere mention of which roused him into fury. As regards the church itself, each fresh piece of restoration was in his deliberate judgment more scandalous and more ruinous than its predecessors. During the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries it had indeed suffered heavily, but its worst sufferings had been reserved for modern times. “Being situated in the centre of government,” he bitterly writes, “it has not enjoyed the advantages of boorish neglect, which have left so much of interest in remoter parts of the country.” On the work of Wren and his successors down to Wyatt, the architects of “the ignorance,” to use that Arabian phrase which Morris was so fond of quoting, he touches with a light scorn, gibbeting their work as “the Bible and Prayer-book style of the period,” “the queer style of driven-into-a-corner Classic.” With Wyatt and the first period of Gothic knowledge, whose architects were far more destructive than those of the Gothic ignorance, worse changes began. Wyatt “managed to take all the romance out of the exterior of the most romantic work of the late Middle Ages,” Henry VII.’s Chapel. Blore, followed by Gilbert Scott, “completely destroyed all trace of the handwork of the mediaeval masons “ in the north aisle. Scott, when he was made architect of the Abbey and the second period of Gothic knowledge had arrived, “carefully restored the Chapter House, that is, he made it a modern building.” Finally Mr. Pearson, “driven by the necessity of making some structural repairs,” carried out the idea of making a conjectural restoration of the north transept. The façade of the eighteenth century, a time when architects “had not learned how to forge, and put some of their own thought, poor as that was, into it,” was accordingly destroyed. It was replaced by “dead-alive office work,” covered with “what is called ecclesiastical sculpture — so utterly without life or interest that nobody who passes under the portal of the church on which it is plastered treats it as a work of art any more than he does the clergyman’s surplice,” “a joyless, putty-like imitation, that had better have been a plaster-cast.” As for the “pieces of undertakers’ upholstery” within the church, all that could be done with them was to let them alone. “The burden of their ugliness must be endured, at any rate until the folly of restoration has died out; for the greater part of them have been built into the fabric, and their removal would leave gaps, not so unsightly indeed as those stupid masses of marble, but tempting to the restorer, who would make them excuses for further introduction of modern work.”

“It may seem strange,” Morris adds, rising into the higher plane of his habitual thoughts, “that whereas we can give some distinguished name as the author of almost every injury it has received, the authors of this great epic itself have left no names behind them. For indeed it is the work of no one man, but of the people of south-eastern England. It was the work of the inseparable will of a body of men, who worked, as they lived, because they could do no otherwise, and unless you can bring these men back from the dead, you cannot ‘restore’ one verse of their epic. Rewrite the lost trilogies of Æschylus, put a beginning and an end to the Fight at Finsbury, finish the Squire’s Tale for Chaucer, and if you can succeed in that, you may then ‘restore’ Westminster Abbey.”

By this time the smaller Gothic fount was being cut for the Kelmscott Chaucer, after a momentary hesitation caused by his having seen for the first time the earlier or semi-Gothic type (“what asses they were to change it for the Roman type “ is his characteristic comment) used by Sweynheym and Pannartz for the Subiaco Lactantius. Much of the immense vitality of earlier years still survived, though more and more fitfully: on the 9th of April, “happening to be awake at 6 a.m. I went and got my book and wrote several pages of story.” In May he was beginning to see daylight at last with “The Golden Legend.” The two magnificent drawings by Burne-Jones of the Earthly and Heavenly Paradises had been completed, and the first was now being cut on the wood. Both were touched up for the wood-engraver by Mr. Fairfax Murray in a photographic copy. The last sheet of the text was read by Morris in proof on the 31st of May. The large printer’s mark with a picture of the house at Kelmscott in it, which Morris then meant to design for his colophon, was not executed, and was replaced in the book as it appeared by the device which had already appeared in several of the smaller books, a small design with the words “Kelmscott” and “William Morris” in Gothic lettering on a floriated background and border.

Meanwhile Morris sought consolation for any occasional qualms that he may have had as to the artistic limitations of the finest printed books in a more and more impassioned devotion to thirteenth-century manuscripts. At the sale of the Lawrence collection this month he spent £250 on three of those, a little Psalter and little Book of Hours and the fragment of a folio Bible. Nearly all summer through he stayed in London by his Press, though with wistful thoughts now and again of haymaking going on fast in the big meadow, and of the hollyhocks in the garden at Kelmscott. Burne-Jones was beginning the series of drawings for Chaucer, and the form and detail of the great folio was taking definite shape in Morris’ mind. By the middle of September the printing of the Interminable was done, the two great full-page woodcuts being the last part, as they were the most anxious, to print. On the 16th it went off, in two cartloads, in joyful procession to the binders. To celebrate the auspicious and long-awaited event Morris bought a vellum copy of Jenson’s “Clementis Constitutiones “ of 1476, and then took himself off to Kelmscott.

Once the Press was released from “The Golden Legend,” the production of smaller books went on through the winter of 1892-3 with accelerated and almost reckless speed. The reprint of Caxton’s “Historyes of Troye,” the first book issued in the large Gothic type which Morris had designed in 1891, as the famous original had been, more than four hundred years before, the first book printed in English, is dated the 14th of October. It was rapidly succeeded by the “Biblia Innocentium,” dated 22nd October; “News from Nowhere,” dated 22nd November; and the reprint of Caxton’s “Reynard the Foxe” of 1481, dated 15th December. This last Morris accounted far and away the best of all Caxton’s books in its literary quality: “he has the true smell and smile.” Then followed the “Poems of William Shakespeare,” dated 17th January, 1893; and after it, the reprint of Caxton’s “Order of Chivalry” of 1484, dated 10th November, 1892, but held back in order to be issued in a single volume together with another little book. This was the text and Morris’ own verse translation of “L’Ordene de Chevalerie,” a French poem of the thirteenth century which has been thought to be the original of the fourteenth-century prose treatise translated and printed by Caxton. It is dated 24th of February, 1893. The translation had first been made in prose by Ellis. But Morris one day suddenly remembered the fact that the Press, like the firm of thirty years back, “kept a poet of its own,” and turned him on for the purpose. Finally, to make up the production of that remarkable winter, appeared Cavendish’s “Life of Wolsey,” dated 30th March; and the reprint of Caxton’s “Godefrey of Boloyne” of 1481, dated 27th April. In the “Order of Chivalry,” and in parts of the “Historyes of Troye,” the smaller Gothic type which had been cut and cast for the Chaucer made its first appearance. After this continuous torrent of production the Press for a time slackened off a little. Morris was advised that this rapid output of his books would depreciate the value of those already issued, and might end in the new books becoming unsaleable at their fair value. But for these warnings he did not greatly care: “the Kelmscott Press is humming” was his exultant comment, and he felt sure that his work was good enough to command a market. “I shall print that Froissart” was all his reply to an argument that it could only be printed as he designed it at a heavy loss. But the Froissart, which was to have taken the next place after the Chaucer among his most rich and elaborate productions, was little more than begun when the Press ceased after the death of its founder.

By the end of 1892 Morris had made up his mind to add the trade of a publisher to that of a printer. “There is really no risk in it,” he said in summing up the situation: “I shall get more money; and the public will have to pay less.” The reprint of Caxton’s “Reynard the Foxe,” then just finished, was in fact the last of his large books that he issued through a publisher, though with the smaller books the old practice was for some time continued. But the reprint of Caxton’s “Godefrey of Boloyne,” issued in the following May, bore on it for the first time the words “Published by William Morris at the Kelmscott Press”: the “Utopia” of the following September was the last Kelmscott book issued through Messrs. Reeves & Turner; and thenceforth, except in a few cases of special arrangement (as when Tennyson’s “Maud” was published by Messrs. Macmillan, and the two volumes of Rossetti’s poems by Messrs. Ellis & Elvey), Morris published all Kelmscott Press books himself. Once more, as in so many previous ventures, he trusted to the existence of a market for excellence and was not disappointed. The Kelmscott Press was not carried on to make money: at first he would have been content if it had not cost him more than he could afford to spend, and even afterwards it was worked, and the prices fixed for its products, only with the view of making its receipts meet its expenditure. No expense was spared in getting everything connected with it as near his ideal as could be produced; yet in fact it brought in a profit which represented a fairly adequate salary for his own incessant work and oversight, and relieved him from the necessity of economizing on any expense which would really add to the excellence and beauty of his printed books.

In the immense detail of carrying on the work of the Press, which was beyond a single person’s management unless he could give up the whole of his time to it, Morris was already being assisted by Mr. S. C. Cockerell, who was formally engaged as secretary to the Press in July, 1894. It is only due to Mr. Cockerell to say that these last years of Morris’ life were greatly lightened by his diligence and devotion. For the first time in his life his papers were kept in order: the labour of correspondence, which had always been irksome to him, and was one of the few things that he felt as really hard work, was relieved: his library was catalogued; and the conduct, not only of the Press, but of his whole business, was made as easy to him as the nature of the case admitted. The relations between them grew to be of great intimacy and confidence, and added much to the happiness of both.

At the beginning of 1893 the beautiful little series of translations from thirteenth-century French prose romances which were printed by Morris in this and the following year began to be protected. “There is a little book,” he wrote in January, “of the Librairie Elzévirienne hight Contes et Nouvelles de la XIIIme Siècle: two of these are amongst the most beautiful works of the Middle Ages, and I intend translating them, and printing in a nice little book in Chaucer type. Probably I shall design some two-coloured letters for it.”

The work of which he misquotes the title with his characteristic carelessness when he was writing a letter, “Nouvelles Françoises en prose du XIIIme Siècle,” a little book published in 1856, had for thirty years been one of the treasures of literature to him. Together with the “Violier des Histoires Romaines,” which appeared in the same series two years later, it had been among the first sources of his knowledge of the French romance of the Middle Ages. In thanking Morris for a copy of the last of the three little Kelmscott volumes, Mr. Swinburne recalls their delight in reading the French “in the days when we first foregathered at Oxford “ nearly forty years before. On two of the stories in the French volume, “Le Conte de l’Empereur Coustant” and “L’Amitié d’Amis et d’Amile,” he had based two of the stories for “The Earthly Paradise”; the former appears in the work under the title of “The Man Born to be King”; the latter was the never published poem of “Amis and Amillion.” He now translated and printed these and two others. The fifth, the famous pastoral romance of Aucassin and Nicolete, he left untouched, as it was already well known in two English versions. The first of the stories which Morris published, a translation of the romance entitled “Le Conte du Roi Flore et de la Belle Jehanne,” was issued under the title of “The Tale of King Florus and the Fair Jehane” at the end of this year. It is dated 16th of December, 1893. “Amis and Amile” succeeded it in April, 1894: “the Amis and Amile I translated in one day and a quarter, it was very easy: a most beautiful little book”; and “The Tale of the Emperor Coustans,” with which was included a fourth story, “L’Histoire d’Outre-Mer,” entitled in the English “The History of Over Sea,” in the following September. The project of two-colour letters printed from double blocks was never carried out by him in these or any other of the Kelmscott Press books, though several designs in red and blue were made by him for that purpose.

“I am very busy all round, and ought to be busier, but can’t be,” he cheerfully writes in March. He had set to work on designing the ornament for the Kelmscott Chaucer. That for the first page was just finished to his complete satisfaction. “My eyes! how good it is!” was his own criticism on it. He had also begun his metrical version of “Beowulf.” That great fragment of the earliest English epic he had hitherto only admired from a distance. He was not an Anglo-Saxon scholar, and to help him in following the original he used the aid of a prose translation made for him by Mr. A. J. Wyatt, of Christ’s College, Cambridge, with whom he also read through the original. The plan of their joint labours had been settled in the autumn of 1892. Mr. Wyatt began to supply Morris with his prose paraphrase in February, 1893, and he at once began to “rhyme up,” as he said, “very eager to be at it, finding it the most delightful work.” He was working at it all through the year, and used to read it to Burne-Jones regularly on Sunday mornings in summer. It was not fully finished till the end of 1894, and was published in February, 1895. It would seem on the whole, in spite of the love and labour Morris had bestowed on it, to be one of his few failures. Anglo-Saxon scholars do not regard it as a satisfactory rendering of the original; and still less do ordinary readers find it a book that can be read with pleasure for its own sake. For the language of his version Morris for once felt it necessary to make an apology. Except a few words, he said, the words he used in it were such as he would not hesitate to use in an original poem of his own. He did not add, however, that their effect, if slipped sparingly in amid his own pellucid construction and facile narrative method, would be very different from their habitual use in a translation which must in any case, if it were faithful to the original, be often both harsh and obscure. In his desire to reproduce the early English manner he allowed himself a harshness of construction and a strangeness of vocabulary that in many passages go near to making his version unintelligible. A poem which professes to be modern and yet requires a glossary fails of one of its primary objects. The obscurity of many parts of the original, made more obscure by gaps and corruptions in the text, cannot be got over in any translation which Morris would have regarded, or which it is possible fairly to regard, as faithful: but this means that the only translation practicable is a paraphrase, an “interpretation,” as it was called in the old editions of the classics, which shall not profess to reproduce the original, but confine itself to the humbler use of being printed below the original to make it easier of comprehension. As the work advanced, he seems to have felt this himself, and his pleasure in the doing of it fell off. Between this, and the slow progress of the Chaucer, which was chiefly owing to the great difficulty of getting Burne-Jones’s designs satisfactorily rendered upon wood— “we shall be twenty years at this rate in getting it out,” he writes rather dolefully in May — he was not in the best of spirits that summer about his printing, and began to think that some caution in restricting his output might be not undesirable.

Another matter which seriously vexed him was the total defeat in Convocation, in June, 1893, of his attempt to save the mediæval statuary on the spire of St. Mary’s, Oxford, from the hands of the restorer. Those images were much decayed and loosened by past neglect, and were as they stood admittedly unsafe: the question, therefore, became one in which Morris’ principles as regards restoration came into the sharpest conflict with those of the ordinary architect. Stated briefly, the question was one of sacrificing truth and history on the one hand, or appearance on the other. “Jackson took me up on the spire,” Morris writes after his return from Oxford, “and I had a good look at the images and fought Jackson at every point. The fact is, he would now willingly keep the images, if he could do so without visibly banding and tying them, but this he funks. This was my chief point; as I refused to be led into a discussion as to whether they could be tied up to look neat, but stuck to it that even if they had to be covered with a cage of bars it should be done rather than removing them “ — and replacing them, it is to be understood, by copies professing to be originals.

The twelve statues grouped round the base of that magnificent spire, still in spite of all restorations and reconstructions the “eye of Oxford,” the central crown of all her architecture, were among the noblest surviving examples of English sculpture of the early fourteenth century. Time and neglect had seriously impaired several of them; and in the first restoration of the spire, carried out by the architect Buckler according to the ideas of that “second period of Gothic knowledge “ which Morris held in such profound contempt, just at the time when Morris himself went up to Exeter as an undergraduate, two had been wholly removed and replaced, and some of the others had been largely repaired. When the second restoration was decided upon and placed in the hands of Mr. T. G. Jackson, the ten ancient statues were the only important features of the spire which had not been already tampered with, and their importance was thus doubled. Mr. Jackson’s first report was that they were all so much perished that it was not safe to allow even their ruins to remain. Owing to the decay of the holdfasts, certain heads and hands were so loose that they could be lifted off. But the surface of the stone had weathered to such hardness that it resisted the point of a knife; and the bodies, which were solid set into the wall behind them, had actually to be sawn from their settings before they could be taken down. The noble figures of the Virgin, of St. Edward the Confessor, and of St. John the Baptist, as they now lie stored in the basement of the Convocation House, may be specially cited as examples, apart from any question of historic interest, of the purest feeling and most consummate artistic excellence. Of the copies by which they have been replaced on the base of the now doubly and triply reconstructed mass of pinnacles from which the central spire springs into the sunlight, it may be left to future generations to judge. But the judgment will be — so Morris insisted — upon works of the nineteenth century which profess to be, and are not, works of nearly six hundred years earlier.

The death of Tennyson in October, 1892, had left vacant the titular primacy of English poetry, which he had held for forty-two years. When the question of appointing a new Poet Laureate was opened, the name of Morris, as by amount and quality of actual work produced undoubtedly among the foremost of living English poets, was one of those which could not be ignored. His political creed would indeed have assorted but strangely with the holding of an office in the Royal Household; nor could any one who knew him, however slightly, think without a smile of his writing official odes, or posing as the eulogist of the existing order and the triumphs of the Victorian age. As regards his personal views on the matter, Mr. Gladstone, who had then just become for the fourth time Prime Minister, kept his own counsel: and it is matter of common knowledge that no recommendation was ever made by him to the Queen, and that the office remained unfilled for three years during his Government and the administration which succeeded it. But after this lapse of time it may not be indiscreet to say that Morris was sounded by a member of the Cabinet, with Mr. Gladstone’s knowledge and approval, to ascertain whether he would accept the office in the event of its being offered to him. His answer was unhesitating. He was frankly pleased that he had been thought of, and did not undervalue the implied honour: but it was one which his principles and his tastes alike made it impossible for him to accept. The matter went no further. In private conversation Morris always held that the proper function of a Poet Laureate was that of a ceremonial writer of official verse, and that in this particular case the Marquis of Lorne was the person pointed out for the office — should the office be thought one worth keeping up under modern conditions — by position and acquirements.

While the Socialist organizations had been dwindling as active forces, the permeation of public opinion by Socialistic ideas had continued to make slow but noticeable progress. Taught by bitter experience, the more thoughtful Socialists no longer held haughtily aloof from the means at their hand by which they might take part in the work of local government. The old idea of obstructing reform in order to precipitate revolution did not now hold its place except among a few extremists. Work directed towards common objects began to make the differences on which the party had divided and subdivided itself fall back into something nearer their true proportion: and in 1893 efforts began to be made towards re-uniting the party. In these efforts Morris cordially joined, though he no longer accepted the position of a leader, or allowed the work he contributed towards this object to encroach largely on his time and energy. He defined the work to be done as the promotion of common ideals based on the teaching of history. Towards that object, he this year carefully revised the series of articles which he had written for the Commonweal between 1886 and 1888, in collaboration with Mr. E. B. Bax, and issued them as a volume under the title of “Socialism, its Growth and Outcome.” On the 1st of May — the anniversary which, under the name of Labour Day, it had been sought to constitute as an international festival of the working classes both in Europe and America — he joined with Mr. Hyndman and Mr. G. B. Shaw, as the representatives of the principal associations in England holding Socialist doctrines, in drawing up and issuing a new irenicon under the title of the “Manifesto of English Socialists.” In this manifesto the common principles of the movement were once more stated, and a last appeal made towards the sinking of differences and the reinstatement of harmonious working on different methods towards common ends. It is signed by the fifteen members of a joint Committee which had been appointed for this purpose by the Social Democratic Federation, the Fabian Society, and the Hammersmith Socialist Society, and was issued with the authority of all three bodies.

The manifesto bears the traces of a joint authorship in which the hand of Mr. Shaw and the inspiration of Mr. Sidney Webbare more plainly visible than those of Morris. But it fairly represents the moderate and practical views which Morris held in the last years of his life. By a brief review of the facts it is shown that some constructive social theory is absolutely needed. Of these there are really only three. Two of the three must be rejected: the Feudal or Tory theory, which is incompatible with modern conditions and the fact of democracy; and the Manchester or Whig theory, which has completely broken down in practice. The third is Socialism. No amount of moralization of the conditions of a capitalist society based on private property can do away with the necessity for abolishing it, as a step towards the creation of the new social order. Legislative readjustments of industry and administration, while they may be desirable as temporary expedients, will not be permanently useful unless the whole state is merged into an organized commonwealth. For the realization of the new order, the whole community must possess complete ownership and control of the means for creating and distributing wealth; it must put an end to the wage-system; it must sweep away all distinctions of class, and finally establish national and international Communism. Anarchism, whether as a doctrine or a system of tactics, is formally repudiated in all its forms. The ameliorative measures which, under the heightened sensitiveness of the public conscience, are within the scope of practical politics, are not to be opposed, but supported and welcomed. The more that such measures give, either to individuals or to whole bodies of the working class, of leisure for thought and freedom from anxiety, the more will that working class be able to turn their attention and exert their powers towards the introduction of a new social order based on equality of condition. There is therefore no reason why Socialists should not constitute themselves into a distinct party with definite immediate aims. Among these are mentioned an Eight Hours Act, an adequate minimum or living wage for all working men or women employed either in the Government service or in monopolies under partial state-control, the suppression of sub-contracing and sweating, and universal suffrage. Ten years had elapsed since a theory and a programme not unlike this had induced Morris to join the newly-founded Democratic Federation. The wheel might seem to have come full circle. But the experience, the thought, the labour of ten years had given to all the terms employed, and to all the measures advocated, an enlarged and deepened meaning. There had been much disappointment, much disillusion, much wreckage of unverified beliefs and extravagant hopes. The work had been tried by fire and tempest; over and over again had the superstructure crumbled or been consumed away down to the foundations. But these foundations, such was Morris’ permanent convection, were in the rock, and imperishable.

Any later expressions of his mind with regard to the immediate duties which lay before Socialists are in complete consonance with the manifesto of 1893. One of the most significant of these occurs in an address on Art and Labour which he delivered to the Guild of Lithographic Artists in February, 1894. “The new birth of art,” he said there, “will be brought about noiselessly, gradually, and without violent change. We already see springing up round us the germs of this new life, the outward signs of which are trades-unionism, socialism, and co-operation.” Such at least were his reported words. Whether or not he actually employed the singular collocation of the last sentence, the fact remains that Socialism as a practical movement, though not as an ultimate ideal, had come in his mind to occupy a place alongside of other movements, all of which were incomplete manifestations of a single spirit. It no longer anathematized whatever lay outside of its own specific body of doctrine. From extreme intransigeance it had swung back to something approaching opportunism. He that is not against us is on our part was rapidly becoming its test of orthodoxy.

Thus the formal organization of a united Socialist party was a matter which, though he was willing to co-operate towards its realization, he did not think of the first importance. On the 25th of October, 1894, he wrote on behalf of the Hammersmith Socialist Society to Mr. R. Blatchford, who had been urging this point in the Clarion newspaper. In that letter he expressed his conviction that the union, if attainable, might and should be effected without any interference with the existing organizations. But he was equally clear that all minor differences among these organizations should be sunk in view of a general assent in the aim of nationalizing the means of production. A declaration of agreement in this aim would, he thought, be sufficient as a test of membership in a united Socialist party.

It may not be irrelevant to add here the last pronouncement on the subject which Morris made before his death. In answer to an American correspondent who had asked whether he had altered his views as to Socialism, he replied on the 9th of January, 1896:

“I have not changed my mind on Socialism. My view on the point of relation between Art and Socialism is as follows: Society (so-called) at present is organized entirely for the benefit of a privileged class; the working class being only considered in the arrangement as so much machinery. This involves perpetual and enormous waste, and the organization for the production of genuine utilities is only a secondary consideration. This waste lands the whole civilized world in a position of artificial poverty, which again debars men of all classes from satisfying their rational desires. Rich men are in slavery to Philistinism, poor men to penury. We can none of us have what we want, except (partially only) by making prodigious sacrifices, which very few men can ever do. Before therefore we can so much as hope for any art, we must be free from this artificial poverty. When we are thus free, in my opinion, the natural instincts of mankind toward beauty and incident will take their due place: we shall want art, and since we shall be really wealthy, we shall be able to have what we want.”

But in truth, as Morris well knew, the work of the Socialist party as a separate organization, whether acting as a united body or in detached and conflicting fragments, was for the time being already done. While Socialists were busy over their friendly or embittered contests as to methods, the course of events had already decided the question, and the policy of permeation had slowly become not so much an accepted theory as a realized fact. The great lock-out in the English coal industry, which was the most important social event of the autumn and winter months of 1893, came at once as a result and a symbol of a new spirit; and the ideas that underlay it, now formally expressed in the celebrated phrase of the “living wage,” were the first large outward manifestation of the beginnings of a new order of things, a new theory of human life. Almost for the first time, the cardinal doctrine began to take shape and assume consistence that the industrial and commercial system, no less than the political system of the country, was a means and not an end: and that the true end, for the sake of which alone these systems had any claim to respect or any right to existence, was the well-being of the nation, the humanization of human life. Such a humanized life, in which comfort and happiness should be alike within the reach of all, and in which all alike, rich and poor, should share, until the names rich and poor might finally become alike obsolete in a common condition of civic and national well-being, had been from the first what Morris had striven after. He had joined the Socialist movement as a means, however indirect or uncertain, towards bringing about that end: and neither in the State Socialism of his earlier, nor in the Communal Socialism of his later theory, did he see anything beyond stages towards the birth of a final order. That final order might be described, for want of other terms, as the re-organization of the world under Socialism: but its actual nature, or the actual steps by which it was to be brought about, he perpetually insisted that it was impossible to lay out beforehand, or to forecast except by instinctive conjecture, and the imaginings of a prophet or a poet. As in Plato, the last words of philosophy were only to be expressed in the terms of a more or less conscious mythology. As in the days of the Hebrew prophets, the practical foundation of a kingdom of God on earth was to be wrought out by aid of that diffused imaginative ardour in which young men should see visions, and old men dream dreams. The visions of his own boyhood, the dreams of his own more advanced age, were but means towards expressing, and influences towards stimulating, the human movement itself, in which, through all doubts and discouragements, he had a permanent and a growing faith. No one insisted more strongly than he on the futility of any attempt to organize the future, or to lay down what would actually happen either in the progress towards the new age or in the final epoch of its attainment. In “The Dream of John Ball” he had shadowed out, in an allegorical setting of subtle and intricate beauty, the birth of a new world, seen, for one hour of intense spiritual exaltation, when the mediaeval rebel and mystic and the modern Socialist joined hands over the white poppy-flower in the doubtful dusk between moonset and dawn. In such a vision, the prophetic soul of the world, dreaming on things to come, ranges disembodied and unconfined. The dreams which the present may have of an elusive or dimly-conjectured future, no less than those which the past may once have had of a future that is not the present, must be no rational human forecast, but a tale told, like the Vision of Er in Plato’s “Republic,” by one neither alive nor dead. In “News from Nowhere “ he had, with a reversion to a simpler and less august sphere of imagination, clothed his own dream of a new age in the innocent draperies of a romantic pastoral. But the dreamer of dreams, the poet and romance-writer who habitually moved in a strange world of his own, was also a man of keen-sighted practical intelligence. When called on for action, he could dismiss all that world of dreams, or only retain from it that deeper insight and that wider outlook which is forbidden to men not endowed with the more than human gift of imaginative insight. The letter to the Daily Chronicle on the Miners’ Question, his last and most profound public utterance on the future of human society and the meaning of human life, is the voice of one who had lived both in Plato’s cave and in the upper air, and who could adjust his eye to both. From that upper world of ideal art and creative imagination — of real things, as Plato would say — he could turn to the confused and perplexing movement of shadows in the cavern spoken and thought of by men as the actual world, and see breaking over the darkness no mere fluctuating glow from a fire behind the prisoners, but the glimmer of actual day.

This letter, headed “The Deeper Meaning of the Struggle,” and written on the 9th of November, ran as follows :

“May I be allowed to say a word in supplement to your paragraph about my opinion on the future of the fine arts? You rather imply that I am a pessimist on this matter. This is not the case; but I am anxious that there should be no illusions as to the future of art. I do not believe in the possibility of keeping art vigorously alive by the action, however energetic, of a few groups of specially gifted men and their small circle of admirers amidst a general public incapable of understanding and enjoying their work. I hold firmly to the opinion that all worthy schools of art must be in the future, as they have been in the past, the outcome of the aspirations of the people towards the beauty and true pleasure of life. And further, that now that democracy is building up a new order, which is slowly emerging from the confusion of the commercial period, these aspirations of the people towards beauty can only be born from a condition of practical equality of economical condition amongst the whole population. Lastly, I am so confident that this equality will be gained, that I am prepared to accept as a consequence of the process of that gain, the seeming disappearance of what art is now left us; because I am sure that that will be but a temporary loss, to be followed by a genuine new birth of art, which will be the spontaneous expression of the pleasure of life innate in the whole people.

“This, I say, is the art which I look forward to, not as a vague dream, but as a practical certainty, founded on the general well-being of the people. It is true that the blossom of it I shall not see; therefore I may be excused if, in common with other artists, I try to express myself through the art of to-day, which seems to us to be only a survival of the organic art of the past, in which the people shared, whatever the other drawbacks of their condition might have been. For the feeling for art in us artists is genuine, though we have to work in the midst of the ignorance of those whose whole life ought to be spent in the production of works of art (the makers of wares to wit) and of the fatuous pretence of those who, making no utilities, are driven to ‘make-believe.’

“Yet if we shall not (those of us who are as old as I am) see the New Art, the expression of the general pleasure of life, we are even now seeing the seed of it beginning to germinate. For if genuine art be impossible without the help of the useful classes, how can these turn their attention to it if they are living amidst sordid cares which press upon them day in, day out? The first step, therefore, towards the new birth of art must be a definite rise in the condition of the workers; their livelihood must (to say the least of it) be less niggardly and less precarious, and their hours of labour shorter; and this improvement must be a general one, and confirmed against the chances of the market by legislation. But again this change for the better can only be realized by the efforts of the workers themselves. ‘By us, and not for us,’ must be their motto. That they are now finding this out for themselves and acting on it makes this year a memorable one indeed, small as is the actual gain which they are claiming. So I not only ‘admit,’ but joyfully insist on the fact ‘that the miners are laying the foundation of something better.’ The struggle against the terrible power of the profit-grinder is now practically proclaimed by them a matter of principle, and no longer a mere chance-hap business dispute, and though the importance of this is acknowledged here and there, I think it is even yet underrated. For my part I look upon the swift progress towards equality as now certain; what these staunch miners have been doing in the face of such tremendous odds, other workmen can and will do; and when life is easier and fuller of pleasure, people will have time to look around them and find out what they desire in the matter of art, and will also have power to compass their desires. No one can tell now what form that art will take; but as it is certain that it will not depend on the whim of a few persons, but on the will of all, so it may be hoped that it will at last not lag behind that of past ages, but will outgo the art of the past in the degree that life will be more pleasurable from the absence of bygone violence and tyranny, in spite and not because of which our forefathers produced the wonders of popular art, some few of which time has left us.”






  








CHAPTER XXI. LAST YEARS: THE KELMSCOTT CHAUCER. 1894-1896
 

FOR about a year from the date of this remarkable letter Morris’ life was so quietly busy from day to day that it has left almost no noticeable records. At the end of 1893 he had written to his mother the last letter of the long series which begins when he was an undergraduate at Oxford.

 

“Kelmscott House,

“Dec. 23rd, 1893.

“My dearest Mother,

“If I do not write now I shall not be in time for Christmas Day, so please consider this as Christmas Eve. I asked Henny to get you some pocket-handkerchiefs when she was in town. I hope you found them nice. The weather here is very fine this morning; I hope the sun is shining in on your room as it is on mine, as I suppose it is, for I think they both look nearly south. Jenny (the younger) is sitting with me reading a paper, and we are both enjoying the fine day.

“I got a letter from Henny yesterday inclosing a nice neck-kerchief for me; that will be good for me to wear when the weather takes one of the sudden changes to cold, which come so often now. Thank you very much for it.

“Also, dearest mother, thank you very much for the handsome stands and dishes you were so kind as to send me; and the beautiful Dresden cups which I have always so much admired. And they are so pleasant to drink out of.

“We are all very well at present, and have pretty much got over our colds. I am looking forward to this Christmas as a quiet time, when there will be a lull in business matters: as I am hard at work, which I like very much.

“Dearest own mother, I send you my very best love and am

“Your most affectionate son,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

Mrs. Morris died in the following winter in her ninetieth year. “Tuesday I went to bury my mother,” he wrote a few days afterwards: “a pleasant winter day with gleams of sun. She was laid in earth in the churchyard close by the house, a very pretty place among the great wych-elms, which, if it were of no use to her, was softening to us. Altogether my old and callous heart was touched by the absence of what had been so kind to me and fond of me. She was eighty-nine, and had been ill for nearly four years.”

All that year Morris had been working hard at his press. But at Whitsuntide he took a holiday, and spent it in his favourite haunts of Northern France. He renewed there his delight in the indestructible beautiful country, and the still lovely towns which seem as if they had grown out of the country like the fruit on a tree. The spring, too, was one of exceptional beauty; the countryside was one flame of flowers, and “the nightingales,” as Morris put it to Burne-Jones after he came back, “O my wig, they were peppering into it.” The effect of the visit may be clearly traced in an address which he gave, soon after his return to England, to the Ancoats Brotherhood at Manchester. The subject he chose to speak upon was “Town and Country.” The greater part of the address was delivered without notes, and of that portion no trustworthy record has been preserved. But for the earlier portion a few pages of manuscript had been carefully written out: and the fragment is notable for the clearness of its historical view, and for the temperate practical ideal, which, not without reasonable hope, it sets up for a near future. It has also a direct autobiographic value from its personal touches, not only in the allusion to the Oxford of his own youth, but where he speaks of the havoc wrought in country villages by the wasteful neglect, or still worse by the destructive attention, of the modern landowner. In both cases he had in his mind actual instances in his own neighbourhood on the upper Thames. But beyond all, it sums up, with the ripeness of long experience, the instincts and beliefs which guided him in his view of what kind of human life was desirable, and possible, and a duty, in a naturally beautiful world.

“Town and country are generally put in a kind of contrast, but we will see what kind of a contrast there has been, is, and may be between them; how far that contrast is desirable or necessary, or whether it may not be possible in the long run to make the town a part of the country and the country a part of the towns. I think I may assume that, on the one hand, there is nobody here so abnormally made as not to take a pleasure in green fields, and trees, and rivers, and mountains, the beings, human and otherwise, that inhabit those scenes, and in a word, the general beauty and incident of nature: and that, on the other, we all of us find human intercourse necessary to us, and even the excitement of those forms of it which can only be had where large bodies of men live together.

“In the Roman times of the Empire, when the lands were cultivated almost wholly by well-organized slave labour with its necessary concomitant of brigandage and piracy in out-of-the-way places, I can’t think that the countrysides were very pleasant places to live in; whereas the Roman city with its handsome buildings and gardens, its public baths, and other institutions of almost complete ‘municipal socialism,’ must have been very pleasant to well-to-do people, and perhaps, under the Empire at least, not quite intolerable to the proletarian, whose form of pauper relief did not include the prison system of the modern workhouse. In those days the town decidedly ‘scores’; all the more as manufacture was, as its name implies, wholly a matter of handicraft. But the Roman city-system was pretty much swept away by the barbarism which took the place of the Empire. In this country, and wherever the people were not completely Romanized, the town was almost always merely the development of the agricultural district; it was the aggregation of the cultivators of the soil, and its freemen were always landowners, though mostly collective ones. In fact, for a long time after the Teutonic invasion which made this country England, there were no towns at all: the English clans lived in scattered homesteads along the side of the sea, or some river, or in clearings of the wild wood, as their Anglish, Jutish, or Saxon forefathers had done, and when they took a Romano-British town they had nothing better to do with it than to burn it and let it be: though, when they got more civilized, the long extinct glories of Rome took some revenge for this destruction, by the impression which they made on the descendants of the destroyers: e.g., an Anglo-Saxon poet of about the time of Athelstane wrote a poem on the ruins of an old Roman city which is as pathetic and beautiful as any lyric extant in any language, and you may, if you please, look on it as a forecast of the glories of the cities that were yet to come.

“gradually, as civilization grew, the population thickened in certain places where the protection of the feudal lord — Baron, Bishop, or Abbot — made a market possible; and in short the growth of such places made our mediæval towns; though, as was like to be, where an old Roman town like York or London was still in existence, it was used as such a centre. But doubtless our mediæval towns were very small, smaller than our imagination of them pictures them to us; while on the other hand, the country villages were in many cases much larger than they are now. In fact in those days it was not so much the houses that made the town, as the constitution, the freemen and the guilds, which gradually grew into the Corporation. My familiarity with Oxford makes it easy to me to see a mediaeval town of the more important kind: a place of some extent within its ancient walls, but the houses much broken by gardens and open spaces within the walls, and without them, a small estate it may be called, the communal property of the freemen. On the whole, then, the towns of the Middle Ages, in this country at least, were a part of the countrysides where they stood.

“In the Middle Ages even London was no more of a centre than Bristol or York, or indeed other places now become almost extinct. But in the eighteenth century London was become very decidedly the centre of England, and now the distinction was not between the towns and the countrysides, but between London and the rest of the country, towns and all. And here properly begins the opposition of town to country. The only further development of this was the work of the Great Industries which created the big manufacturing town, a thing so entirely modern that even London, with all its enormity, has more relation to the cities of the past than these manufacturing towns have.

“On considering further the contrast between town and country we must be careful not to forget this special quality in London. For now we see that we have three things to deal with: London, the external beastliness and sordidness of which is in some degree compensated by its intellectual life; the commercial centres, which have no such compensation, and even in externals are far more horrible than London; and the country, which, instead of being the due fellow and helpmate of the towns and the Town, is a troublesome appendage, an awkward incident of town life, which, commercial or intellectual, is the real life of our epoch.

“The result of all this is the usual make-shift jumble which oppresses all our life in this epoch of strange and rapid change, when we have fallen into such grievous want of reasonable organization. Even London, though far better than the commercial towns, is sordidly vulgar in its rich quarters, noisome and squalid beyond word in its poor quarters. And the country — at this end of May I am not going to say that it is not beautiful — beautiful everywhere more or less where there are not many modern houses in sight. But I know the country well: and even for a rich man, a well-to-do one at least, it shares in the make-shift stupidity of the epoch. Amongst all the superabundant beauty of leaf and flower, all the wealth of meadow, and acre, and hillside, it is stingy, O so stingy! In an ordinary way not an hour’s work will be spent in taking away an ugly dead tree, in mending a shattered wall, setting a tottering vane straight (even if it be pulling down the roof-beam it is fastened to), in short in mending any defacement caused by wind and weather. Not a moment’s consideration will be given as to whether the sightly material shall be used, if the unsightly one be a fraction cheaper for the time being. You can scarce have milk unless you keep a cow: you can’t have vegetables unless you grow them yourself. I say this is the ordinary rule: it is true that when there is a rich squire, he does sometimes take some pains in beautifying his cottages, restoring his church, and so forth — with the result in all cases, that the village he has so dealt with has become as vulgar as Bayswater. Nor can I leave this subject of the outward aspect of the country without reminding you that through forty years of my life I have diligently and affectionately noticed the countryside in its smallest detail, and that the change for the worse in its aspect has been steady, and, especially within the last twenty years, startlingly rapid. Indeed, sometimes I feel selfishly glad to think that I shall not live to see the worst of it. Now you may well say that all this suffering to men who are in the habit of taking in impressions through the eyes is a due reward for our living on other people’s earnings; for our suffering the human live-stock of the country to live such a wretched scanty existence as they do. True, and over true; but then why should we of the nineteenth century be so extra punished, when our forefathers were involved in the same sin?

“I take it that after all this is the case, that we feel it because it is at last tending to change — that we at last can do something to alter it. For this is what I want done in this matter of town and country: I want neither the towns to be appendages of the country, nor the country of the town; I want the town to be impregnated with the beauty of the country, and the country with the intelligence and vivid life of the town. I want every homestead to be clean, orderly, and tidy; a lovely house surrounded by acres and acres of garden. On the other hand, I want the town to be clean, orderly, and tidy; in short, a garden with beautiful houses in it. Clearly, if I don’t wish this, I must be a fool or a dullard; but I do more — I claim it as the due heritage of the latter ages of the world which have subdued nature, and can have for the asking.”

The great work of the Kelmscott Chaucer, which had been so long in preparation, was now fairly begun. “Chaucer getting on well; such lovely designs,” is a note made by him in early spring. At the end of June he writes that he hopes to begin the actual printing within a month, and that, in about three months more, all the pictures, and nearly all the borders, will be ready for the whole of the Canterbury Tales. His delight in the growing row of volumes from his own press was unabated; and almost as great was his delight in giving copies to his more intimate friends. To Mr. Philip Webb, who had made some remonstrance against the extent of his generosity, he replied in the following letter:

 

“Kelmscott House,

“August 27th, ‘94.

“My dear Fellow,

“A traveller once entered a western hotel in America and went up to the clerk in his box (as the custom is in that country) and ordered chicken for his dinner: the clerk, without any trouble in his face, put his hand into his desk, and drew out a derringer, wherewith he covered the newcomer and said in a calm historic voice: Stranger, you will not have chicken, you will have hash.

“This story you seem to have forgotten. So I will apply it, and say that you will have the Kelmscott books as they come out. In short you will have hash because it would upset me very much if you did not have a share in my ‘larx.’

“As to the Olaf Saga, I had forgotten what you had had; chiefly I think because I did not prize the big-paper copies much. They were done in the days of ignorance, before the Kelmscott Press was, though hard on the time when it began.

“You see as to all these matters I do the books mainly for you and one or two others; the public does not really care about them a damn — which is stale. But I tell you I want you to have them, and finally you shall.

“Yours affectionately,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

The autumn at Kelmscott was unusually quiet and happy. A certain degree of physical feebleness had now become his normal condition; he was seldom able to take long walks, or to spend whole days fishing; but he delighted in driving among the beautiful and familiar villages, and in shorter walks near home. It was on one of these walks, at the end of September, that when his companions perched on a gate to rest he sat down on the roadside with his legs straight out in front of him, saying, “I shall sit on the world.” It would be difficult to convey to any one who did not know him well the sense of mingled oddness and pathos that the words gave. Two days later, on a Sunday morning in Buscot Wood, he talked for some two hours on end on the principles of conducting business, with all his old keen insight and fertility of illustration. It was noticeable how he seemed to speak of the whole matter as, for himself, a past experience. One of the visitors at Kelmscott that week was Sir Edward Burne-Jones’s little grandson, in whose favour Morris discarded any prejudices which he might have against children other than his own; for outside of his own family he was not a lover of children, and seldom took any notice of them. “As to Denis, he is the dearest little chap,” he writes on the 3rd of October, “and as merry as the day is long — all that a gentleman of his age should be: everybody paid him the attention which he deserves.” The Kelmscott holiday — during which, however, he was steadily at work designing borders and initials for the Chaucer — was prolonged till the beginning of November.

Soon after he returned to London the first elections were being held under the Local Government Act of 1894, which had been the latest and the most important achievement of Mr. Gladstone’s administration. Morris was at once too preoccupied with his own work, and too disillusioned by his own experience, to feel any very deep interest in the matter. He did not go to Kelmscott to attend the inaugural parish meeting: in London he voted, but did no more. It was claimed for the Act by some enthusiasts that it reconstituted a framework of administration which was essentially that of the Middle Ages, and indeed went back in some points even beyond them. But to him it seemed too artificial, and too much encumbered with those checks and balances which he hated, to be a source of any great hope. To Lady Burne-Jones, who was standing for selection to the Parish Council at Rottingdean, he wrote on the 14th of December:

“Well now, I hope you will come in at the head of the poll; and I hope we shall beat our Bumbles. No one here can even guess how it will go. I daresay you think me rather lukewarm about the affair; but I am so depressed with the pettiness and timidity of the bill and the checks and counterchecks with which such an obvious measure has been hedged about, that all I can hope is that people will be able to keep up the excitement about it till they have got it altered somewhat. However, I shall go and vote for my twelve tomorrow morning, but I am lethargic and faint-hearted.”

A week later he wrote again: “Many thanks for your book “ — a brief, but admirably lucid printed address to the electors, explaining the scope of the Act and the nature of their rights and duties under it— “which is as good as the subject admits of, and for the first time makes me know something about the parish councils. Could you let me have two or three more? Now I congratulate you on the election, and I am really quite pleased that you beat the Bumbles. Here they beat us properly; though I didn’t think, all things considered, that it was so bad, as we polled about half of what they did. You see all through London the middle class voted solid against us; which I think extremely stupid of them, as they might as well have got credit for supporting an improved administration. But you see they have an instinct, which they can’t resist, against any progress in any direction. Item, they are very fearful lest the rates should be raised on them; as they certainly will be, whoever is in. We did better with the Guardians’ election, getting eight out of twelve.”

At the beginning of 1895 Morris was carrying on all his multifarious occupations with unimpaired activity. Two presses were at work upon the Chaucer, and a third on smaller books. He was designing new paper-hangings; he was going on daily with the writing of new romances; he was completing, in collaboration with Mr. Magnússon, the translation of the Heimskringla which they had begun some three and twenty years before, and seeing it through the press for the Saga Library; and he was busily increasing the collection of illuminated manuscripts, chiefly of the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries, which towards the end of his life became his chief treasures and gave him extraordinary delight. With the two presses at work it now seemed possible to finish the Chaucer in a year, and the panics into which he sometimes fell over its slow progress were greatly allayed. Among the smaller books which the third printing-press was turning out was the volume of selected poems of Coleridge. As to that book the following interesting passage occurs in a letter to Ellis when the contents were under discussion :

“As to the Coleridge-Keats question, you don’t quite understand the position I think. Keats was a great poet who sometimes nodded: we don’t want to make a selection of his works. Coleridge was a muddle-brained metaphysician, who by some strange freak of fortune turned out a few real poems amongst the dreary flood of inanity which was his wont. It is these real poems only that must be elected, or we burden the world with another useless book. Christabel only just comes in because the detail is fine; but nothing a hair’s breadth worse must be admitted. There is absolutely no difficulty in choosing, because the difference between his poetry and his drivel is so striking.

“I have been through the poems, and find that the only ones that have any interest for me are — I. Ancient Mariner, 2. Christabel, 3. Kubla Khan, and 4. the poem called Love. This would make a very little book, about 60 pages. There is one other which at least has some character, though rather tainted with Words-worthianism; it is called The Three Graves, and is about as cheerful as the influenza. But then it is copyright; and at the best it would rather water down the good ones.”

This volume, which finally included thirteen of Coleridge’s poems, was the last of the series of reprints of modern poetry issued from the Kelmscott Press. It was not printed till a year later, having been postponed to another volume of selected poems of Herrick, for whom Morris had only a modified liking. “I like him better than I thought I should: I daresay we shall make a pretty book of it,” was all he would say after looking through the “Hesperides” and “Noble Numbers” when the Kelmscott edition was in preparation.

In March he was buying manuscripts of Messrs. Quaritch and Leighton, and also at sales at Sotheby’s and Christie’s, and hungering after more, though indignant at the prices which were asked for them. “I bought,” he writes to Ellis on the 19th, “for £15 IOS. (much too dear) a Guldin Bibel (Augsburg, Hohen-wang, circa 1470), a very interesting book which I much wanted. Also I bought for £25 (much too dear) a handsome 13th century French MS., but with little ornament, because it looked so handsome I hadn’t the heart to send it back. The Mentelin Bible Quaritch bought for himself: ’tis a very fine book, and I lust after it, but can’t afford it. The prices were preposterous. There is a sale at Sotheby’s this week, and I am just going up there, though I don’t expect much in my way. I expect to meet Mr. James there with the two leaves from the Fitzwilliam.”

On the 23rd he continues: “As the history of sales seems to interest you, hear a tale of the Phillips sale, of which to-day is the third day. Two books I bid for. A 13th century Aristotelian book with three very pretty initials, but imperfect top and tail; I put £15 on this with many misgivings as to my folly — hi! it fetched £50!! A really pretty little book, Gregory’s Decretals, with four or five very tiny illuminations; I took a fancy to it and put £40 on it, expecting to get it for £25 — ho!! it fetched £96!!! Rejoice with me that I have got 82 MSS., as clearly I shall never get another. I have duly got my two leaves, and beauties they are.”

The two leaves mentioned in these letters have an interesting history attached to them. In the previous July Morris had bought for upwards of £400 — the highest price he had ever then paid for a book — an English Book of Hours written about 1300 in East Anglia, and containing the arms of Grey and Clifford. It was subsequently found that two missing leaves from this manuscript were in the Fitzwilliam Museum at Cambridge. After long negotiations, it was agreed that Morris should sell his book to the museum for £200, and in return have the possession of it and of the two leaves belonging to it for his own lifetime. He had the leaves inserted in their places, and the manuscript remained one of his chief treasures. After his death it went to Cambridge, where it is now.

Notwithstanding the great rise in prices, a fine painted book was always worth more to Morris than it cost: and within the next two months he had added two of the first rank to his collection. One of these was the so-called Huntingfield Psalter, a superb book of the end of the twelfth century. The other was the Tiptoft Missal, a work of about thirty years later, with illuminated borders throughout, of which the best are of unsurpassed beauty.

At the beginning of April he went down to Kelmscott. The Manor House, of which his tenure had hitherto been precarious, had, by an arrangement made the month before, passed practically, though not formally, into his ownership.

“It is just a month,” he wrote to his daughter on his arrival, “since I was here, and there is a great change in the grass, which shows green everywhere and looks beautiful. As to the flowers, there are not many of them actually out. The snowdrops nearly but not quite gone; a few purple crocuses, but of course not open this sunless day. The daphne very full of blossom. Many daffodils nearly out, but only two or three quite. The beautiful hepatica, which I used to love so when I was a quite little boy, in full bloom, both pink and blue: the hyacinths not out yet, but more advanced than our London (outdoor) ones. Several of the crown imperials show for bloom; but are not due yet, nor are the yellow tulips. There are a few primroses, but not many; but the garden with all its springing green looks lovely.

“As to birds, I have heard very little singing except the rooks, who are all agog: I suppose the cold weather has belated the breeding season.

“Giles has patched up the punt, and is sanguine about its holding water: so am I; but think the water may be rather inside than out — however we shall see. There has been a little flood since I was here; which will do good. The house is as clean as a new pin.”

By the end of the month he had cleared off long arrears of translation and romance-writing by finishing his Heimskringla and the romance of “The Water of the Wondrous Isles,” and was working harder than ever for the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings. The main object of their defence at the moment was Peterborough Cathedral.

It was one of the churches which had been his earliest admirations; he had known it in his boyhood, and felt towards it as though he had been one of its own builders. One of the most brilliant pieces of imaginative description in “The Earthly Paradise “ is put in the mouth of a wanderer who had seen that magnificent western front rising. It occurs in the introductory verses to the tale of “The Proud King.”

 

 — I, who have seenSo many lands, and midst such marvels been,

Clearer than these abodes of outland men

Can see above the green and unburnt fen

The little houses of an English town,

Cross-timbered, thatched with fen-reeds coarse and brown,

And high o’er these, three gables, great and fair,

That slender rods of columns do upbear

Over the minster doors, and imagery

Of kings, and flowers no summer field doth see,

Wrought on those gables. Yea, I heard withal

In the fresh morning air, the trowels fall

Upon the stone, a thin noise far away;

For high up wrought the masons on that day,

Since to the monks that house seemed scarcely well

Till they had set a spire or pinnacle

Each side the great porch. . . . I am now grown old,

Yet is it still the tale I then heard told

Within the guest-house of that minster-close

Whose walls, like cliffs new-made, before us rose.

 

A long and bitter controversy was carried on between the Dean and Chapter on one side and the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings on the other. It ended inconclusively; and the work proposed by Mr. Pearson has in the main been carried out. But here as elsewhere the real result of the Society’s action is to be sought, not so much in what they failed to prevent, as in the effect which their vigilant and jealous criticism had on the manner in which the work was carried out.

Equally strong was Morris’ feeling in another matter on which that same spring he helped to excite public interest, that of the injuries done to Epping Forest, the playground of his own childhood, by the Conservators. Alarm had been aroused by the amount of “restoration” that had been carried out in it for some years by lopping and felling, as well as by changes which smoothed down the characteristic wildness of the Forest. The strangely romantic aspect of the dense hornbeam thickets, the plashy dells, and the rough cattle-tracks winding among the hollies and beeches of the upper ground, had been already impaired and was in further danger: and Morris was roused to alarm and indignation by the prospect of seeing one of the last fragments of ancient England turned into a modern park. On the 7th of May he spent a long day in walking through the Forest with a party of four or five friends. He was relieved to find that the evil had been exaggerated. Here and there damage had undoubtedly been done; but whole tracts of the Forest remained as wild and beautiful as ever; and he drew little but pleasure from the visit to the glades and coppices, every yard of which had been familiar to him as a boy.

His anxieties about the Kelmscott Chaucer were not yet over. At the end of May the discovery was made that a number of the printed sheets had become discoloured, owing to some failure in the exact preparation of the ink. Fortunately it proved that the yellow stain was fugitive, and could be removed by careful bleaching in sunlight without affecting the colour of the ink. But it was not till late in the autumn that he could fully satisfy himself that the stain had been permanently removed, and might not reappear.

“The check of the Chaucer flattens life for me somewhat,” he writes on the 19th of July, “but I am going hard into the matter, and have found out the real expert in the matter of inks and oils, and in about a fortnight hope to know the worst of it.

“On Wednesday I went a journey into Suffolk for the S. P. A. B., a pretty journey all through my native Essex. The upland pastures were all burnt up, and were cocoa-nut matting; but the corn did not look bad: they were cutting oats in many places, which should not be ready till the end of August. Blythborough was what we went to see; once a good town in the Middle Ages, now a poor remnant of a village with the ruins of a small religious house and a huge 15th century church built of flint after that country manner: a very beautiful church, full of interest, with fine wood-work galore, a lovely painted roof, and some stained glass; the restorations not much noticeable from the inside: floor of various bricks, a few seats in the nave, all ancient, similar ones in the chancel, and the rest open space. We were cumbered of course with the parson, since we came to advise him, but I much enjoyed myself and sat about while Turner did his measurings, etc. The place is close to Southwold on the little tidal river Bly at the end of the marshland valley, where they were busy with their second hay crop. Little spits of the sandy low upland covered with heather and bracken run down to the marsh, and make a strange landscape of it; a mournful place, but full of character. I was there some twenty-five years ago; and found I remembered it perfectly.

“By the way, there was a review of the Wood “ — his romance of “The Wood beyond the World,” which had been issued from the Kelmscott Press the year before, and of which an ordinary edition had recently been published— “in last week’s Spectator, which was kind and polite, but amused me very much by assuming that it was a Socialist allegory of Capital and Labour! It was written with such an air of cock-certainty that I thought people might think that I had told the reviewer myself; so I wrote a note to explain that he was wrong.”

During this summer the gradual failure of Morris’ strength became clearly noticeable. Languor insensibly stole over him. “It is sad,” Sir Edward Burne-Jones wrote in autumn, “to see his enormous vitality diminishing.” He was less ready for any active expeditions, and began to suffer from sleeplessness. In summer mornings it had long been a luxury with him to be awakened at dawn by the first birds and then fall asleep again; but now that first waking was not always succeeded by a second sleep, and he often, even when summer passed into winter, got up at three or four o’clock and sat down to write at one of his prose tales in order to pass the time. He found that the clipping of a yew dragon which had been for some years in progress under the gable of the tapestry-room at Kelmscott was too fatiguing a task for him. His country walks became shorter in their range, and fishing was almost given up. “Ellis was with us for three days,” he writes at the beginning of August, “and took me fishing every day: I did not much want to go, but I daresay it did me good.” Even writing began to be a fatiguing task. “I am worn out,” he says on the 13th of August, “width writing a long letter to the Athenaeum about the tapestry at South Kensington Museum, and so cannot attempt to fill up this sheet.” A week later, however, he was well enough to make his annual expedition to the White Horse. Lady Burne-Jones, who was staying at Kelmscott, was of the party. “Topsy looks very happy, and is so sweet down here,” she wrote home. “The garden is enchanting with flowers, one mass of them, and all kept in beautiful order. The trees and bushes are of course grown in the last nine years, and the whole place is leafier; otherwise I feel as if I had been here last week, the place is so little changed — but I feel the added years in Janey and Topsy and me, so that it seems like visiting something that is not quite real.”

“The garden looks rich and pleasant,” Morris himself had written at the beginning of the month, “though the autumn flowers (for we are practically in autumn now) are so much less delightful than those of spring and early summer. One pleasant walk is cut off from us at present, the one up to Buscot Wood. It is guarded by a dragon; i.e., a savage Bull; we (Jenny and I) on Friday last were just going into the first Berkshire field when the lock-keeper stopped us and told us awesome stories about the said beast; so we abstained. We, safe on the other side of the river, saw the gentleman afterwards, as he walked away from his harem, sometimes throwing up his head and bellowing, sometimes faring along with that expressive half inward growl, which is so interesting to hear when you are on the other side of the Thames. We were both of us compelled to admit that he was a gallant-looking neat — red-roan of colour.”

The lock-keeper’s cottage, a pretty but tumble-down building of grey stone, walls and roof, was about to be rebuilt by the Thames Conservancy; and one of the last instances in which Morris was able to ward off encroachments on the beauty of the riverside was when he now prevented, by a temperate and dignified expostulation, the replacement of the old silver-grey roof which lay in sight of his own house by one of blue Welsh slate. At his urgent instances, too, the Conservators consented to give instructions that the men who cut the weeds on the river should spare the flowering plants on the banks as much as possible. But beyond his own immediate reach he had to confess with despondency that it seemed useless to struggle against the pervading flood of evil change in that lovely region. “I was thinking just now,” he writes from Kelmscott at the end of August, “how I have wasted the many times when I have been ‘hurt’ and (especially of late years) have made no sign, but swallowed down my sorrow and anger, and nothing done! Whereas if I had but gone to bed and stayed there for a month or two and declined taking any part in life, as indeed on such occasions I have felt very much disinclined to do, I can’t help thinking that it might have been very effective. Perhaps you remember that this game was tried by some of my Icelandic heroes, and seemingly with great success. But I admit that it wants to be done well.

“It was a most lovely afternoon when I came down here, and I was prepared to enjoy the journey from Oxford to Lechlade very much: and so I did; but woe’s me! when we passed by the once lovely little garth near Black Bourton, I saw all my worst fears realized; for there was the little barn we saw being mended, the wall cut down and finished with a zinked iron roof. It quite sickened me when I saw it. That’s the way all things are going now. In twenty years everything will be gone in this countryside, which twenty years ago was so rich in beautiful building: and we can do nothing to help it or mend it. The world had better say, ‘Let us be through with it and see what will come after it! ‘ In the meantime I can do nothing but a little bit of Anti-Scrape — sweet to eye while seen. Now that I am grown old and see that nothing is to be done, I half wish that I had not been born with a sense of romance and beauty in this accursed age.”

But a week afterwards he had so far rallied from this fit of depression as to be in great excitement over the new scheme for the folio edition of his own “Sigurd the Volsung,” for which Burne-Jones had just agreed to design at least five and twenty pictures. “I am afire to see the new designs,” he wrote to Burne-Jones, “which I have no doubt will do — and as to the age, that be blowed!”

During the winter he still went on lecturing from time to time as his strength allowed. On the 30th of October, at the request of Mr. Hines, a Radical and Socialist chimney-sweep in Oxford, with whom he had a long-standing acquaintance, dating from the early days of the Socialist movement, he gave an address to inaugurate the newly-founded Oxford Socialist Union. A month later he spoke— “to the point and impressively,” a hearer says — at the funeral of Sergius Stepniak, in the foggy drizzle outside Waterloo Station. During December he lectured twice in London, on English architecture and on Gothic illustrations to printed books. The latter lecture, delivered at the Bolt Court Technical School, was the last he gave with his old vigour. On the 3rd of January he attended the New Year’s meeting of the Social Democratic Federation at the Holborn Town Hall, and made there a short, but noble and touching speech on behalf of unity. Two days afterwards, he gave the last of his Sunday evening lectures at Kelmscott House. The subject of the lecture was “One Socialist Party.” “Could not sleep at night,” he writes in his diary the next day; “got up and worked from 1 to 4 at Sundering Flood.” On the 31st of January he attended a meeting, at the Society of Arts, of the Society for Checking the Abuses of Public Advertising, and made a brief speech in support of the first resolution moved. He never spoke in public again after this. On the day before, he had been for the last time at the weekly meeting of the Society for Protection of Ancient Buildings. As he walked up Buckingham Street after the meeting, a friend ventured to observe, noting his obvious weakness, that it was the worst time of the year. “No, it ain’t,” he returned, “it’s a very fine time of the year indeed: I’m getting old, that’s what it is.”

On the 27th of November he had written from Rottingdean, where he had gone for a few days by himself, to Lady Burne-Jones:

“To-day has been quite mild, and I started out at ten and went to a mountain with some barns on the top, and a chalk pit near (where you took me one hot evening in September, you remember), and I walked on thence a good way, and should have gone further, but prudence rather than weariness turned me back. They were ploughing a field in the bottom with no less than ten teams of great big horses: they were knocking off for their bever just as I came on them, and seemed very jolly, and my heart went out to them, both men and horses.

“I brought my University book” — this was Mr. Rashdall’s “Universities of Europe in the Middle Ages,” a work for which he expressed the highest respect and admiration— “down with me, but deserted it yesterday afternoon for Jane Austen’s ‘Pride and Prejudice,’ which I have just finished. I am getting better here, but was better on Sunday for the matter of that. The doctor called on Monday, and told me it was good for me not to be victimized by bores, and that I had better not be: this seems to me such very good advice, that I pass it on to you; but am just struck with fear that you may begin the practice of it on me. Anyhow I will be cautious enough of it not to make this letter longer.”

In December the Chaucer was making such good progress that he began to design a binding for it. Even here he was confronted by the difficulty of obtaining sound material. “Leather is not good now,” he said in talking about this matter; “what used to take nine months to cure is done in three. They used to say, what ‘s longest in the tanyard stays least time in the market: but that no longer holds good. People don’t
know how to buy now; they’ll take anything.” The truth in this last sentence goes very deep. The manufacture — so Morris perpetually urged — is but the servant of the public, and the buyer is equally responsible with the seller (each, he would add, doing their best to cheat the other) for a state of things which floods all markets with cheap dishonest work.

As the Chaucer approached completion, Morris became nervous about anything which threatened, however remotely, to delay it. “I’d like it finished to-morrow,” he answered, when asked how early a date would satisfy him for its appearance: “every day beyond to-morrow that it isn’t done is one too many.” In his own library one day before Christmas, a visitor looking over the sheets that were lying on the table remarked on the added beauty of those sheets following the Canterbury Tales where picture-pages face one another in pairs. Morris took alarm. “Now don’t you go saying that to Burne-Jones,” he said, “or he’ll be wanting to do the first part over again; and the worst of that would be, that he’d want to do all the rest over again, because the other would be so much better, and then we should never get done, but always be going round and round in a circle.” The last of the eighty-seven pictures was finished two days after Christmas. In the same week Morris had begun to write the story of “The Sundering Flood,” the last of his prose romances. During that December he had enriched his collection of manuscripts by two splendid examples of the thirteenth century, for which he paid upwards of a thousand pounds; one a folio Bible, in three volumes, of French work of the end of the century, and the other a Psalter of slightly earlier date, variously ascribed to Rouen or Beauvais, and richly adorned with miniatures in the finest manner of that fine period.

With the turn of the year the weakness that had been gaining on him for some months became much more pronounced. He now suffered from an exhausting cough; he was losing flesh noticeably, and sleeplessness became a regular feature of his nights. He wrote a little of “The Sundering Flood” every day, and did work nearly every day for initials and borders for the Kelmscott Press editions of “The Well at the World’s End” and “The Earthly Paradise.” But his working hours became shorter and shorter. In February another visit to Rottingdean was tried, but he was languid and made no improvement. On his return he was induced to consult Sir William Broadbent. The existence of diabetes and other complications was confirmed, but not to a degree which implied immediate danger. There were fluctuations and slight improvements followed by relapses, but on the whole he was now steadily losing ground, and as his weakness increased, losing heart. “I don’t feel any better: so weak,” is a pathetic note in his diary of work at the end of February: and a journey round his garden at Hammersmith was now sufficient to tire him. The daily progress of the Chaucer was the one thing that kept up his interest. It was now within sight of completion. The last three of the wood-blocks had been brought him on the 21st of March. The Easter holidays in April, “four mouldy Sundays in a mouldy row, the press shut and Chaucer at a standstill,” were almost more than he could bear But his eagerness over the acquisition of fresh manuscripts was unabated. In March he had bought from Mr. W. A. S. Benson a fine folio Testament of the twelfth century, which he discovered, to his great delight, had belonged to the same religious house near Dijon as a Josephus which he had acquired a few months before. Towards the end of April he was roused to great excitement by news of a splendid twelfth-century English Bestiary, containing one hundred and six miniatures, which was offered for sale by Mr. Rosenthal of Munich. He at once began to negotiate for it: as Mr. Rosenthal would not take the risk of sending it on approval, Mr. Cockerell went to Stuttgart, where the book was, with full powers. It turned out to be even finer than had been expected; even the British Museum possessed nothing in Bestiaries equal to it. A contemporary note in the book itself recorded that it had been given in the year 1187 to Worksop Priory, together with other books, by one Philip, Canon of Lincoln. Both writing and miniatures, with which it is profusely illustrated, were of the best and most characteristic English style of the period. Mr. Cockerell bought it for £900, and brought it back with him to Kelmscott, where Morris had gone for what turned out to be his last visit. He was delighted with it beyond measure.

From Kelmscott he wrote, during this visit, to Lady Burne-Jones;

“I cannot say that I think I am better since I saw you a week ago; and I hope I am no worse; only you see down in this deep quiet, away from the excitements of business, and callers, and doctors, one is rather apt to brood, and I fear that I have made myself very disagreeable at times.

“However, I am going on with my work, both drawing and writing, though but little of the latter, as Walker was with me Saturday and Sunday, to my great comfort. Ellis comes on Saturday, and will stay till I go back. Here everything is as beautiful as it can be: up to now the season is a fine one, the grass well grown and well coloured; the apple-blossom plentifuller than we have ever had it here. The weather with lots of sun, though I should have preferred that alternated with a few warm showers instead of the veil of cold cloud which has no promise of rain in it (like Hud’s dry cloud that hung over the city of Sheddad, the son of Ad the Greater) and withering wind with it.

“However I have enjoyed the garden very much, and should never be bored by walking about and about in it. And though you think I don’t like music, I assure you that the rooks and the blackbirds have been a great consolation to me. We are still between the flowers, for nothing stirs this beastly weather. The thing that was the pleasingest surprise was the raspberry-canes, which Giles has trellised up neatly, so that they look like a mediæval garden: they are thriving splendidly.

“Moreover Hobbs has been re-thatching a lot of his sheds and barns, which sorely needed it, and used to keep me in a fever of terror of galvanized iron: so that this time at least there is some improvement in the villages.”

At Kelmscott he had written the last of his contributions to the literature of Socialism, a brief article for the May-Day number of “Justice.” When he returned to London on the 6th of May he found that all the picture sheets of the Chaucer had been printed off, and the block of the title-page was ready for approval. The printing was completed two days later. At the end of May he went for a few days to Mr. Wilfrid Blunt at Newbuildings Place; he was then too weak to work, but could enjoy the beautiful West Sussex country. He returned to London on the 30th: and on the 2nd of June the first two copies of the Chaucer came from the binder, one for himself and the other for Burne-Jones. Morris’ own copy is now in the library of Exeter College. The other was given on the 3rd of June by Sir Edward Burne-Jones to his daughter for her birthday. “I want particularly to draw your attention,” Burne-Jones wrote of the volume when complete, and the feeling is one which Morris himself fully and cordially shared, “to the fact that there is no preface to Chaucer, and no introduction, and no essay on his position as a poet, and no notes, and no glossary; so that all is prepared for you to enjoy him thoroughly.”

Thus the work which had been for just five years in project, and for three years and four months in actual preparation and execution, was brought to a conclusion. The printing had occupied a year and nine months. Besides Burne-Jones’s eighty-seven pictures, it contains a full-page woodcut title, fourteen large borders, eighteen borders or frames for the pictures, and twenty-six large initial words. All of these, besides the ornamented initial letters large and small, were designed by Morris himself, as was the white pigskin binding with silver clasps, executed at Mr. Cobden-Sanderson’s bindery by Mr. Douglas Cockerell, in which the Kelmscott Chaucer receives its complete form.






  








CHAPTER XXII. ILICET
 

IT was his last finished work. His weakness was already so great that the ambiguous reports of professional advisers could no longer conceal the fact that the end was not far off. He still, on days when the depression of his illness was less severe, cherished the hope of going on with the great Froissart, which was to be a sister volume to the Chaucer, and with the sumptuous folio edition of his own “Sigurd the Volsung.” The series of woodcuts for the “Sigurd “ from drawings by Sir Edward Burne-Jones had been already planned, and a number of designs for them made. In May Burne-Jones, though with but little hope that the work could ever be carried out, had offered to increase the number of these pictures to forty. The proposal had been joyfully accepted by Morris, and roused him for a little into fresh life. His daily work was now mainly designing borders for the “Sigurd,” and he still was able to do a little at it every day. Before either of these large works, however, another small book was to have been printed, which would have been one of the most beautiful products of the Kelmscott Press. This was the tale of “The Hill of Venus,” to be written in prose by himself and adorned by the twelve exquisite designs made by Burne-Jones for the story nearly thirty years before.

At the beginning of July he completed his collection of painted books by a Psalter which for style, colour, and execution was the finest of them all. He gave it the name of the Windmill Psalter from a windmill which was prominent in the design upon the page next following the “Beatus.” This book, a folio of about the year 1270, had been acquired, with several leaves missing, about five and twenty years previously, by Mr. Henry Hucks-Gibbs, now Lord Aldenham. Four of the missing leaves were, however, extant, and had been sold many years before by Ellis to Mr. Fairfax Murray, who after much solicitation had consented to exchange them with Morris for five sheets of drawings on vellum by an Italian master of the fifteenth century. Lord Aldenham’s book was exhibited among the English manuscripts collected and shown in the summer of 1896 by the Society of Antiquaries in their rooms at Burlington House. To that exhibition Morris also lent the four leaves in question, together with six of the best of his own English painted books. They were placed next the book to which they had originally belonged. When Morris went with Burne-Jones on the 5th of June to see the collection, the relationship of the two portions of the book was obvious. “We looked,” Morris writes exultantly the next day to Ellis, “and lo! there was no doubt — there was the book with the due hiatuses. And now, whatten a book was that, my man? Why, as soon as I saw its second leaf, I recognized it as the book which I saw in your shop in Bond Street, and which I have talked so much to you about, and which you told me you sold, or some one else sold, to Hucks-Gibbs. Are you thunderstruck? But now the question is, How am I to get hold of the Hucks-Gibbs ‘fragment’? Perhaps you can suggest some course of procedure. Come up and talk about it.”

Finally, after much debate, Morris wrote to Lord Aldenham explaining the case, and offering him £1,000 for the Psalter. He was out of town; and the three days that passed before his answer came were spent by Morris in much agitation. At last the answer came. “Letter in morning,” Morris notes in his diary, “from Lord A., kind and friendly, will let me have the book. Sent Cockerell after it with cheque in afternoon, and it came back at 4: a great wonder.”

There were two other books in the exhibition at Burlington House which he coveted as much or even more. One was the famous Apocalypse from the Archbishop’s Library at Lambeth, “a book with the most amazing design and beauty in it.” This was, of course, unattainable. But the other was in private ownership; it was a Psalter, even finer than Lord Aldenham’s, belonging to the Duke of Rutland: “such a book! my eyes! and I am beating my brains to see if I can find any thread of an intrigue to begin upon, so as to creep and crawl toward the possession of it.” He entered on negotiations, and offered a much higher sum than he had paid for the Windmill Psalter, but in vain; and this last pleasure was denied him.

For the greater part of June he had been, by medical advice, staying at Folkestone to try the effects of change of air, but without any beneficial result. His nervous prostration had by this time become very great. The news which he learned on the way down to Folkestone of the death of his old friend, John Henry Middleton, completely broke him down. “I did like him very much,” he wrote mournfully to Lady Burne-Jones a few days afterwards: “we had a deal to talk about, and much in common as to our views of things and the world, and his friendliness to his friends was beyond measure.” But he enjoyed strolling about the harbour and walking on the Leas, and on one very fine bright day he managed to go to Boulogne and back with Mr. Cockerell. Relays of friends came down to keep him company: Sir Edward and Lady Burne-Jones, Mr. Ellis, Mr. Cockerell, Mr. Wilfrid Blunt, Mr. E. Walker, Mr. Catterson-Smith. On the 24th of June the first fully bound copy of his Chaucer was brought down to him by Mr. Douglas Cockerell, and was approved by him as in every way satisfactory. On his return to London early in July, he went to report himself to Sir William Broadbent. “He thought me a little better (I’m not), and ordered me a sea voyage.”

The voyage fixed on was one to Norway, on an Orient liner which was making a special trip as far as Spitzbergen for the solar eclipse of that year. It was hoped that the keen northern sea air might prove beneficial, and that the historic associations of Norway might serve to alleviate the monotony of the voyage. Much to his satisfaction, his old friend, Mr. John Carruthers, the companion of other journeys in previous years, found himself at the last moment able to go with him. They started on the 22nd of July. The last entry in his diary had been made on the 20th.

But the voyage, whether wisely counselled or not, was not happy either in its progress or in its results. His beloved books and manuscripts had to be left behind: he suffered from almost constant weariness and restlessness: he was not able to make any excursions inland, and the melancholy of the firths struck a chill on his spirits in spite of fine weather and warm suns. Off Bergen a last gleam of the Viking spirit came over him as he gazed on “the old hills which the eyes of the old men looked on when they did their best against the Weirds.” But his own fighting days were over.

He stayed at Vadsö near the North Cape for the week in which the steamer went on to Spitzbergen and returned. On the morning of the 18th of August he arrived again at Tilbury, with only one anxious wish, to get away to Kelmscott as soon as possible. But his illness took a serious turn a day or two afterwards, and the doctors had to forbid his removal. He never left Hammersmith again. He was so weak now that he had to dictate the few letters he wrote, though on some days he did a little designing of letters and ornaments for the Press. To his old friend, Mr. Thomas Wardle of Leek, who had written pressing him to try the effect of rest and the pure Derbyshire air at Swainslow, he wrote as follows, the body of the letter being dictated and the signature added feebly in his own hand:

 

“Kelmscott House,

“August 26th, 1896.

“My dear Wardle,

“It is very kind of you to invite me to share in your paradise, and I am absolutely delighted to find another beautiful place which is still in its untouched loveliness. I should certainly have accepted your invitation, but I am quite unable to do so, for at present I cannot walk over the threshold, being so intensely weak. The Manifold is the same river, is it not, which you carried me across on your back, which situation tickled us so much that, owing to inextinguishable laughter, you very nearly dropped me in. What pleasant old times those were.

“With all good wishes and renewed thanks,

“I am yours very truly,

“WILLIAM MORRIS.”

 

On the 8th of September, with some difficulty, he dictated the last dozen lines of “The Sundering Flood” to Mr. Cockerell, and seemed to find relief in having been able to bring it to a conclusion. The last letter he had been able to write himself was one of a few lines to Lady Burne-Jones, who was at Rottingdean, on the 1st of September. “Come soon,” it ends, “I want a sight of your dear face.”

During his absence two more books had been issued from the Kelmscott Press. One of them, “Laudes Beatæ Mariæ Virginis,” consisted of a series of Latin poems to the Virgin, from an English Psalter of the early thirteenth century which was one of the manuscripts in his own possession, and one of extreme beauty as regards both writing and ornament. For the first time he had, in this beautiful little volume, tried the experiment of printing in three colours. The result was entirely successful, and the effect of the red was much enhanced by the fine blue which he used as the third colour. The other book was the first volume of a sumptuous eight-volume edition of “The Earthly Paradise.” A second volume was issued in September. The remaining six, all of which include borders and half borders specially designed by him and not used in any other book, were completed and issued after his death. In these posthumous volumes, however, there are three borders which had been designed in Morris’ manner by Mr. Catterson-Smith; these being the only instances of any letter, border, or ornament (with the exception of a little Greek type which occurs in two books) printed at the Kelmscott Press and not actually designed by Morris himself and drawn with his own hand.

Among the protects that had dated from the earliest days of the Press were two which various circumstances had from time to time put off, and which were now once more much in his mind. One of these was the printing of a selection of mediæval English lyrical poetry. He had discussed the plan of such a book with Mr. Wyatt when they were working together at “Beowulf,” and just before he started on the voyage to Norway Mr. Wyatt had sent him a list of early English poems for consideration. But he was too weak then to do anything with it. The other proposed volume was one which lay even nearer his heart; it was a volume of the Border Ballads, which had been his delight since boyhood, and which he often maintained to be the highest achievement in poetry which the language had to show. This also had been planned years before; and early in 1894 he had been discussing the thorny question of a text with Ellis. He had persuaded himself that it was possible to form such a text by selection from the different versions. “You see,” he said, “no one version has more authority than another; it is a matter of literary merit;” — and no doubt were the formation of such a text at all possible, it would have had its best chances of success in his hands. During this autumn, when he was too ill to do anything else, he amused himself by having the ballads read aloud to him and beginning to form his own version. Mr. Ellis, who was daily with him, and who did most of this work for him, was well aware that the selection could never be completed, and no longer argued the question with him.

Among the larger unexecuted protects which had at one time or another been formed for the Kelmscott Press, the Shakespeare in three folio volumes, which had been announced in 1893, had been definitely abandoned, and the reprint of the English Bible of 1611, though not formally given up, had receded into a problematical future. The “Sigurd” and the Froissart would have been the work of at least two years; and after them the next work planned was to have been a volume of even greater magnificence than the Chaucer, a folio edition of Malory’s “Morte d’Arthur,” for which Sir Edward Burne-Jones was to design at least a hundred pictures. With the added experience and increased technical skill now available, it should have eclipsed even the Chaucer in splendour of design and beauty of execution. Of other items in the mass of work which lay before the Press, an account is given in the last book issued from it before it was finally wound up in March, 1898. In that little volume Mr. Cockerell has added to Morris’ own account of his aims in founding and conducting the Press, a description of its inception and progress, and an annotated list of the books printed at it, with a fullness, lucidity, and accuracy which leave nothing to be desired.

Morris himself was now known by his friends to be a dying man. On his return from Norway congestion of the left lung had set in, which remained persistent, and the general organic degeneration made steady progress. His old fear of death had long left him, but his desire to live remained almost as strong as ever till he became too weak to desire anything. As the power of self-control slackened, the emotional tenderness which had always been so large an element in his nature became more habitually visible. On one of her latest visits, Lady Burne-Jones tells me, he broke into tears when something was said about the hard life of the poor. He had a longing to hear for the last time some of that older music for which he had so great an admiration. Mr. Arnold Dolmetsch brought down a pair of virginals to Kelmscott House, and played to him several pieces by English composers of the sixteenth century. A pavan and galliard by William Byrd were what Morris liked most. He broke into a cry of joy at the opening phrase, and after the two pieces had been repeated at his request, was so deeply stirred that he could not bear to hear any more.

The weariness of that September was also alleviated by the thoughtful kindness of Mr. R. H. Benson, who took to him, one after another, several of the priceless thirteenth-century manuscripts from the Dorchester House library: among them a Psalter written at Amiens, and a book even more fascinating to him, a “Bible Historiée et Vies des Saints” containing, besides initial and marginal ornament of unsurpassed wealth and beauty of invention, no less than one thousand and thirty-four pictures, beginning with the Creation and concluding with the coming of Antichrist and the end of the world, toutes ymaginées et  etitulées et  escripture exposées. This last book he had by him for a week, and though he was too weak to look at it for more than a few minutes together, he always went back to it with fresh delight.

During the last weeks he was attended, beyond his own family, by the untiring devotion of his friends. Miss Mary De Morgan brought to this last service all the skill born of long experience, and the intelligent sympathy of an affection which Morris had for many years cordially returned. Sir Edward and Lady Burne-Jones, Mr. Webb, and Mr. Ellis were with him almost daily. Mr. Cockerell was ceaseless in his zeal and care; and Mr. Emery Walker nursed him with the patience and tenderness of a woman. On the morning of Saturday the 3rd of October, between eleven and twelve o’clock, he died quietly and without visible suffering.

No man on earth dies before his day: and least of all can the departure be called premature of a man whose life had been so crowded in activity and so rich in achievement. To one judging by the work done in it, his working day was longer and ampler than often falls to the lot of our brief and pitiable human race. But the specific reasons why that life was not protracted beyond its sixty-third year are not difficult to assign. On the paternal side of his family there was a marked neurotic and gouty tendency. Himself of powerful physique, deep-chested, sound-lunged, big-hearted, he yet carried in him that family weakness, which was developed under the pressure of an immensely busy life. On a constitution made sensitive by gout, the exposure of the years of the Socialist crusade, when he had perpetually spoken in the open air in all weathers, and in the worse than open air of indoor meetings, and had often neglected or forgone proper food and rest, told with fatal effect. “I have no hesitation,” his family doctor writes to me, “in saying that he died a victim to his enthusiasm for spreading the principles of Socialism.” Yet this was only the special form that, in those years, his unceasing and prodigious activity had taken: and these words may be enlarged or supplemented by those of an eminent member of the same profession: “I consider the case is this: the disease is simply being William Morris, and having done more work than most ten men.”

“Remembering those early years,” says Sir Edward Burne-Jones, “and comparing them with the last in which I knew him, the life is one continuous course. His earliest enthusiasms were his latest. The thirteenth century was his ideal period then, and it was still the same in our last talks together; nor would he ever wander from his allegiance. The changes that have come over later impressions about art passed beside him or under him with scarcely any notice.”

With all the patience and conciliatoriness of his later years, he remained absolutely unshaken in his loyalty to his old opinions and to his old associates. “He was most tolerable with the opinions of others,” are the quaint but touching words of one of his colleagues of the Socialist League. But his own opinions were never withdrawn or concealed; and to the last he could be roused to anger by any slighting words about things for which his own admiration was a fixed article of faith. Among the younger men who came about him in these years were some who, full of the latest ideas and methods in painting, were ready to disparage the work of Burne-Jones. One of them ventured, one day at Kelmscott House, to give some expression of this disparagement, fancying perhaps that Morris might not find it wholly ungrateful. Morris, as his wont was when things were not going to his mind, began to walk about the room and fidget with the things lying on his study table. His visitor continued, undeterred by these warnings. Then Morris broke out. “Look here, —— ,” he said, “you mustn’t say that sort of thing in mixed company, you know, or you’ll run a great chance of being taken for a fool.”

For Burne-Jones his own admiration was undulled by their complete and lifelong fraternity, and untouched by any later divergence in social habit or doctrine. Even in matters of art they did not see alike. Just as the restless energy of the one was in strong contrast to the other’s patient scholarship and continuous absorption, so they received or re-incarnated the Middle Ages through the eyes and brain in the one case of a Norman, in the other of a Florentine. But these very differences only made them the more fully complementary to one another. Morris’ deep feeling for Burne-Jones’s work is expressed, though in studiously restrained language, in the Birmingham address of 1891 on the Pre-Raphaelite School. But it may be even better judged from a more casual utterance. Once at the Grange he was — perhaps for the hundredth time — pressing for more and yet more designs for woodcuts for the Kelmscott Press. “You would think,” Sir Edward said, turning to me with his wonderful smile, “to listen to Top, that I was the only artist in the world.” “Well,” said Morris quietly, “perhaps you wouldn’t be so far wrong.”

With well-meaning persons who came to him for advice or information he had grown wonderfully tolerant. In reply to an earnest correspondent who had asked his views on the subject of temperance, he replied in a letter which deserves record for its exquisite interplay of demure humour and solid sense.

“Dear Sir,” he wrote, “I think the question of the advantage of alcoholic liquors is a matter which each man must find out for himself, having admitted that one may easily drink too much even without getting drunk. My own experience is that I find my victuals dull without something to drink, and that tea and coffee are not fit liquors to be taken with food: in fact the latter always disagrees with me palpably, and probably tea isn’t good for me. It is a remarkable fact that in Iceland toothache was almost unknown till the introduction of tea and coffee: the latter drink the Icelanders are now much addicted to.

“If I were to say what I really think I should say that tobacco seems to me a more dangerous intoxicant than liquors, because people can and do smoke to excess without becoming beastly and a nuisance. I am sure that Oriental countries have suffered much from the in-production of tobacco. N.B. — I am a smoker myself. A great point would be to try to get the liquors free from adulteration. But that I fear is impossible under a capitalistic régime.”

His patience even extended to others less worthy of it: to those who came to him with the more or less concealed intention of getting something to their own advantage out of him, or in order to instruct him on matters in which he had taught their teachers. When his activity in the Socialist movement brought round him a mass of more or less disreputable professing adherents, whose application of the principles of Socialism did not go much beyond the idea that Morris should share his money with them, he carried his indulgence to an extreme pitch. He told a friend of his once that a young man and woman, quite unknown, had called on him and asked him to give them a start, as they were going to be married. “Were they Socialists?” his friend asked. “I don’t know,” Morris answered; “I suppose so. I gave them five pounds to get rid of them, as I was busy.”

The life of insults through which he had passed both before and after he became a Socialist had at last left him almost secure of his own temper. His friend, Mr. Newman Howard, has told me that once when they had been doing business together, he took Morris to his own club, which was a Conservative one. An acquaintance of Mr. Howard’s, who did not know Morris, sat down at the same table with them, and opened conversation with Morris by asking, “Well, what do you think of these strikes? I can tell you: it isn’t so much the workmen: it’s those damned Socialist leaders. They are infernal thieves and rascals, the whole lot of them.” Bland and impenetrable, Morris only answered “Indeed,” in such a quiet flat voice as made it impossible to continue the subject.

One result of that growing patience was to make him more indifferent to criticism. As much from a certain “childlike shamelessness” which has been noted by one of his most intimate friends as his deepest quality, as from his no less unique self-absorption in his own thoughts and feelings, external criticism had never much effected him. No doubt there must have been a certain loss in this carelessness to the effect which his work, and he himself, made on others. Criticism has its value in letting an artist, or a human being, see, more clearly than he could do of his own self, to what he and his work really amount for his fellow-artists and fellow-creatures: and the absence of sensitiveness in an artist to the effect produced by his work may imply even for the work itself a certain loss of sensitiveness and flexibility. With Morris one often felt that it would make little or no difference to him if no one else ever saw his designs or read his books. Certainly it made no difference to him whether they met with approval from the world, or even from other artists in other methods. He might have taken for his own an ancient Celtic saying: “God has made out of his abundance a separate wisdom for everything that lives, and to do these things is my wisdom.”

To criticism of his writings, whether in prose or verse, he was particularly indifferent. In his poems and his prose romances alike, he had set before himself an object or an effect with perfect clearness: how far he had executed his own design, how far fallen short of it, he felt he knew better than any one could teach him; and that his design was not what this or that other person would have chosen, was not what the public liked or understood, was not, in a word, something else instead of being itself, were matters to him of infinite unconcern. The adverse criticisms encountered by his prose romances on the ground of their mannerisms of vocabulary and construction never induced him to modify the diction which he had chosen, and which was in truth natural to him in a much deeper way than modern newspaper English is natural to the ordinary educated writer. The common literary English of the present day Morris denounced as “a wretched mongrel jargon,” corresponding in its own vices to the so-called modern architecture. His own prose style, so difficult to the average careless reader, he maintained to be far simpler and more natural. So indeed it essentially is, as may be seen by the sudden contrast, like a patch of bad colour in a tapestry, when from carelessness or weariness or the mere overwhelming force of surroundings, he has here and there allowed his style for a few lines together to slip into modernism. But he confessed mournfully that for working men (and he thought that working men had a natural intelligence at least equal to that of the middle classes) his writing was “too simple to be understood.” The debased modern journalistic style, like the debased modern typography, had grown so familiar from universal use, that a reversion to older and purer types threw people out, and made them complain of a difficulty which they quite honestly felt.

“Verse has a privilege to be more old-fashioned than prose,” observes one of the most scholarly and accomplished of his critics in discussing “The Roots of the Mountains”; “but Mr. Morris’ prose is more old-fashioned than his verse.” This is true; it seems, however, to miss or ignore the fact which is essential to a sympathetic understanding of the whole of Morris’ work, that in literature as well as in the manual arts he was throughout his life striving to take up and continue the dropped threads of the mediæval tradition; and that his work in both fields, while it was in one sense completely modern and even in advance of his age, was based on the return to and development of methods which had long since gone out of fashion, if they had not become completely obsolete. To go back to the fourteenth century, not with the view of staying there, but of advancing from it on what he conceived to be the true high road out of which the arts had long wandered, was his perpetual principle. But it so happens (whether from anything essential to the art or from particular causes to be sought in history) that the fashion of poetry has changed much less since Chaucer’s time than the fashion of prose. The English version of the “Gesta Romanorum” (a work which Morris considered to be the perfection of English prose) is, though more recent in date, more old-fashioned than either Piers Plowman or the Canterbury Tales: or in Chaucer himself, the Tale of Melibœus, or the Treatise on the Astrolabe, is more old-fashioned than the Knight’s Tale, or than the Book of Troilus and Cressida. It was some feeling of this sort, in combination with his inveterate love of paradox, that made Morris repeatedly startle his friends by casually alluding to Chaucer as “the great corrupter of the English language.” For in matters of style and diction, Chaucer, as is proved by the fact that English poetry made no sensible advance for a hundred and fifty years after him, was far in advance of his own day. Whether Morris’ attempt to launch English prose style on this fresh pathway was successful is a different question, and one which perhaps few scholars would hesitate to answer in the negative. But his prose was as sincere, and as little a forced copy of mediæval work, as were his illuminated manuscripts, or his painted windows. This may be a reason, if reason has to be assigned, why none of the various parodies of his style bear much resemblance to the original.

For the refined products of modern ingenuity which did not root themselves back on that old tradition, he had as little taste in literature as in painting. The modern books which in later life he read with the greatest enjoyment were those which, without artifice or distinction of style, dealt with a life, whether actual or imaginary, which approached his ideal in its simplicity and its close relation to nature, especially among a race of people who remained face to face with the elementary facts of life, and had never become fully sophisticated by civilization. In this spirit, he admired and praised works like Mr. Doughty’s “Arabia Deserta,” or “Uncle Remus,” from which he was always willing and eager to read aloud, or “Huck Finn,” which he half-jestingly pronounced to be the greatest thing, whether in art or nature, that America had produced. For refinement of style, for subtle psychology in creation, he had but little taste. He could not admire either Meredith or Stevenson. When he was introduced to Ibsen’s plays, and called on to join in admiring their union of accomplished dramatic craftsmanship with the most modern movement of ideas, they were dismissed by him in the terse and comprehensive criticism, “Very clever, I must say.” But neither did elaboration of style nor advanced modernism of treatment stand in the way of his appreciation when the substance of a book was to his liking; and among the books which in recent years he praised most highly were the masterpieces of Pierre Loti and Maurice Maeterlinck.

“Master of himself and therefore of all near him,” Morris at the same time retained the most childlike simplicity in the expression of his actual thoughts or feelings on any subject, and was as little hampered by false shame as he was guided by convention. In some points he remained an absolute child to the end of his life. If you introduced him to a friend, and he had the faintest suspicion that he was there to be shown off, his manners instantly became intolerable. As childlike was another of his characteristics, the constant desire to be in actual touch with the things he loved. He became a member of the Society of Antiquaries for no other reason than that he might be part-owner of one of their mediæval painted books. The mere handling of a beautiful thing seemed to give him intense physical pleasure. “If you have got one of his books in your hands for a minute,” Burne-Jones said of him, “he’ll take it away from you as if you were hurting it, and show it you himself.” He never in any case could conceal his hand in a matter of business: but when he was bargaining with Quaritch for an old book of which the possession meant more to him than the price, he would make the fact plain by carrying on the negotiation with the book tucked tightly under his arm, as if it might run away. The resemblance already glanced at between him and Samuel Johnson had grown stronger in these latter years: and it was as visible in his eager width of interest as in the contradictiousness and love of paradox in which he was perhaps excelled by Johnson alone. Both men had this spirit of contradiction constantly acting in curious combination with what was, if not fair-mindedness, at all events an unshaken and fundamental integrity of intellect. Like Johnson, Morris had a way of applying hard logic to matters in which most men are content to be guided by compromise or fashion. Both were acute and severe critics of what is called women’s work, and were fastidious in their appreciation of women’s dress and looks, yet were little affected by what women thought of them, and preferred men’s to women’s society. Morris allowed himself to be drawn freely by inquisitive acquaintances, and was ready to lay down the law on any conceivable topic; but any amateur Boswell was liable to be suddenly turned upon and tossed. His large tolerance for bores was united with a keen insight into their character: he would allow one of that class to make heavy drafts on his time, and purse, and patience, and only incidentally note him in a quiet, but scathing phrase, as “hen-headed,” or “a sponge,” or “a cripple whose smoking flax I have not conscientious boldness enough to quench.” Like Johnson (“I am well-bred to a degree of needless scrupulosity” are the immortal words recorded by Mrs. Thrale), he “looked upon himself as a very polite man,” prided himself on his manners, and was capable of the most amazing and almost supernatural rudeness towards both men and women. Many of Johnson’s sayings sound most natural in Morris’ familiar intonation, and accompanied by his tricks of gesture; and his own familiar talk was full of sentences which, were they inserted in Boswell, could hardly be distinguished from the true Johnsonian context.

But this likeness was crossed and shot by the vein of high romance which coloured all he ever thought or did. In him this turn of mind had all the seriousness, though not the lack of balance, that is associated with the name of Quixotry. Seriousness was what lay deepest of all in him; and the comparison which clings most intimately, of all the many made, in sport or in earnest, by his friends, is one incidentally and lightly dropped, only a few months before his death, by one for whom familiarity had not dulled the edge of observation. The figure seen by him one evening, in the cloak and satchel, the soft hat pulled down over his eyes and the stick firmly grasped and held point forward as he walked straight on, seeming to see nothing of all that was round him — yet in fact seeing it and taking it all in with incomparable swiftness — through the glare and bustle of the Strand, was like one other person and one only, Christian passing through Vanity Fair.

That seriousness and simplicity of mind, even more than the less approachable and intelligible qualities of his lonely genius, was what held his friends to him with a strength of attachment that neither his own inner aloofness nor his swift turns from one interest to another could loosen. They often had a sense of being dragged at his heels, perplexed and out of breath; but they felt through it all that to his own eyes the way lay perfectly straight forward. “He led us all a dance,” one of his closest friends said to me in speaking of one of those times when, without troubling himself to give much explanation, or to break his new departure gently to his panting followers, he swung rapidly round on a new front— “not for the first or last time: would he could lead us some more!” For as long as he lived those who knew him felt confident that he would be in the fullest sense, and at every moment, alive: this or that interest might pass, one or another occupation be taken up or discarded, but the interest of living, the occupation of creating and working, would never lessen or falter.

To the same central quality, the seriousness and simplicity which walked, without noticing them, through all the hedges and over all the ditches of worldly convention, it was due that he was so conspicuously at his ease in the society of a class different from his own. Civility to inferiors was certainly not one of his strong points; and the aristocratic temper of his youth would show itself even in his latest years. But it was a temper rather than a principle; in a very real sense he treated his servants or workmen as he treated his social equals; and though he often, in the terse phrase of common usage, wiped his boots on a man, he never either showed or felt towards him the more stinging insolence of condescension. To working men he was like one of themselves, one who worked as they did and lived a quite intelligible life, but who was full of queer, and for the most part fantastic or unintelligible, ideas. Yet many letters received after his death show that working men held him in real honour, and felt a personal grief for the loss of one who had been on their side, who had meant well by them, who had brought to some degree a new meaning into their own life. Such tributes are apt to be paid in an artificial currency; but in these letters a sincere emotion struggles to express itself through the worn and ill-fitting phrases, the stock of cheap ready-made clothing for ideas which the industry and keen intelligence of commercial journalism, copying with a fatal instinct all that is worst in its models, produces wholesale for an ever widening market. In an ill-spelled and touching letter, the Walthamstow Branch of the Navvies’ and General Labourers’ Union expressed their admiration for his “noble works and genuine counsel,” “the seed that so noble a man sowed in his great and useful life.” On behalf of a Lancashire Branch of the Social Democratic Federation their secretary wrote, “Comrade Morris is not dead there is not a Socialist living whould belive him dead for he Lives in the heart of all true men and women still and will do so to the end of time.” In even simpler words one of the textile workers at Merton Abbey wrote to Mrs. Morris, “Dear Madam, I loved and honoured my Master, therefore I mourn with you, excuse this intrusion, I cannot help it. May God support and comfort you is the prayer of your faithful servant.”

In the Northern Sagas, as in the heroic cycle of ancient Greece, a man’s life is not fully ended till he has been laid under ground, and the accident of death has been followed by the sacred offices of burial. That reluctance to end the story, to part with its hero until the funeral pyre was out and the last valediction over, was an attitude of mind which Morris himself specially loved; and if we may believe that any sense of the last rites performed over them may touch the dead, he might find a last satisfaction in the simple and impressive ceremony of his funeral. He was buried in the little churchyard of Kelmscott on the 6th of October. The night had been wet, and morning lightened dully over soaking meadows, fading away in a blur of mist. As the day went on, the wind and rain both increased, and rose in the afternoon to a tempest. The storm, which raged with great violence over the whole country, with furious southwesterly gales, reached its greatest force in the upper Thames valley. The low-lying lands were flooded, and all the little streams that are fed from the Cotswolds ran full and deep brown. The noise of waters was everywhere. Clumps of Michaelmas daisies were in flower in the drenched cottage gardens, and the thinning willows had turned, not to the brilliance of their common October colouring, but to a dull tarnished gold. The rooks were silent in the elms about the Manor House. Apples lay strewn on the grass in the orchard. In the garden, the yew dragon, untrimmed since his own hand had last clipped it, had sprouted out into bristles. A few pink roses and sweet peas still lingered among the chrysanthemums and dahlias of the autumnal plots.

One of the farm wagons, with a yellow body and bright red wheels, was prepared in the morning to carry the coffin from Lechlade station; it was drawn by a sleek roan mare and led by one of the Kelmscott carters. The wagon was wreathed with vine, and strewn with willow boughs over a carpeting of moss. In it the coffin, simple and even beautiful in its severe design, of unpolished oak with wrought iron handles, was placed on its arrival, and over it was laid a piece of Broussa brocade which had been long in Morris’ possession, and a wreath of bay. The group of mourners followed it along the dripping lanes, between russet hedgerows and silver-grey slabbed stone fences, to the churchyard gate, and up the short lime-avenue to the tiny church. There the Rev. W. F. Adams, Vicar of Little Faringdon, Morris’ schoolfellow at Marlborough, and the friend and neighbour of later years at Kelmscott, read the funeral service. With the family and friends were mingled workmen from Merton Abbey and Oxford Street, comrades of the Socialist League, pupils of the Art Workers’ Guild, and Kelmscott villagers in their daily working dress. There was no pomp of organized mourning, and the ceremony was of the shortest and simplest. Among associates and followers of later years were the few survivors of that remarkable fellowship which had founded the Oxford Brotherhood and the Firm of Red Lion Square; and at the head of the grave Sir Edward Burne-Jones, the closest and the first friend of all, stood and saw a great part of his own life lowered into earth. “What I should do, or how I should get on without him,” he had once said when Morris’ increasing weakness became alarming, “I don’t in the least know. I should be like a man who has lost his back.” Si unus ceciderit, ab altero fulcietur: væ soli! quia cum ceciderit, non habet sublevantem se.

As dusk fell, the storm swept more fiercely over Oxford. The driving rain found its way through the roof of the Union Library, and carried away patches of the faded painting with which, in the ardour of his first devotion to art, amid an unbroken band of kindred spirits, confident in youth, united in faith and friendship, he had adorned it thirty-nine years before. A new age had since then risen over a new England, and those early days were already receding into the dimness of an almost fabulous past.

Principes mortales, rem publicam æternam esse: proin repeterent sollennia: the cold and august words of the Roman Emperor may best express the feeling with which that funeral company dispersed to their homes. A great personality had ceased: yet the strongest feeling in the minds of the survivors was rather that it had returned to, than, in the customary phrase of common usage, passed away from earth. Among the men and women through whom he had so often moved as in a dream, isolated, self-centred, almost empty of love or hatred, he moved no more. It seemed natural that he should go out from among them, not being really of them. “He doesn’t want anybody,” so his most intimate friend once said of him: “I suppose he would miss me for a bit, but it wouldn’t change one day of his life, nor alter a plan in it. He lives absolutely without the need of man or woman. He is really a sort of Viking, set down here, and making art because there is nothing else to do.” Far less easy to realize was his absence henceforward from the surroundings in which and through which he lived almost as in a bodily vesture: from his books and manuscripts, from his vats and looms, from the grey gabled house and the familiar fields, from the living earth which he loved with so continuous and absorbing a passion.

“It came to pass,” says the ancient forgotten author of the Volsunga Saga, when he has to tell of the death of the father of King Volsung, “that he fell sick and got his death, being minded to go home to Odin, a thing much desired of many folk in those days.” With no such desire had this last inheritor of the Viking spirit approached his end. To be, “though men call you dead, a part and parcel of the living wisdom of all things,” still to live somewhere in the larger life of this and no other world, such had been his desire, such his faith and hope throughout the loneliness and fixedness in which he had passed his mortal days. He might seem, now the entanglement of life was snapped, to have resumed his place among the lucid ranks that, still sojourning yet still moving onward, enter their appointed rest and their native country unannounced, as lords that are certainly expected, and yet there is a silent joy at their arrival.






  









 

St George’s Churchyard, Kelmscott, Oxfordshire — Morris’ final resting place






  









 

Morris’ grave
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